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Allison walked out of Federal Hills Blue Grotto restaurant frustrated in every sense of the word. It had been bad enough that she had been roped (and not in the fun sense) into a client meeting on a Friday night but to have had the client be fifty, fat and disgusting made the evening entirely unacceptable.
To top things off, after giving it what she had felt was a sincere effort; after all business was business and the advertising industry was as cut throat as any other, she wasn't even able to get any kind of a deal. That wasn't to say that Jabba the Hut wouldn't have played ball but probably only after she had played with his and although Allison wasn't above using what she had if it was worth it, she did have standards.
One of which was that she shouldn't need to use a GPS to find a guys cock under his stomach. The client of course seemed to think he was going to get some, point blank telling her she had to "Give a little to get a little and wouldn't it be worth it to land this account?"
At which point Allison had slipped off her heel reached up and placed her foot where she assumed his cock would be and after holding it there for a moment and enjoying the look on his face had smiled sweetly and said "Sorry Ted but your account, much like your cock isn't big enough to hold my interest."
With that Allison had put her shoe back on and strode out of the restaurant leaving Ted with both a bruised ego as well as the check. Best part was that she couldn't really get in trouble when it was your firm in the first place. Now however here she was at nine o'clock on a Friday night all dressed up with no one to appreciate it.
Then again maybe the night wasn't a total loss after all, Allison could always take out her frustration as well as have her needs catered to and by someone much more her type than the pompous ass she had just spent the last two hours with. Yes, that's exactly what she needed, someone who knew their place. Removing her cell phone from her purse Allison dialed a number and after several rings a young mans voice answered.
"Yes Mistress?" He sounded winded, better not have one of his little girlfriends over she thought.
"Why did you take so long to answer?"
"Sorry, I'm at work."
"I see and what time are you working until?"
"Eleven my Mistress." Was the reply, excitement already creeping into his voice.
"No Jeff, that's much to late. I have needs. I will be at your place at Ten o' clock"
"But Mistress, I'll get in trouble! My boss.."
"If I have to ask twice, I shall never ask again. I have a phone full of numbers of many young men who would be more than happy to service me this or any other evening. You however were my first choice, a poor one apparently."
"No Mistress! Please don't hang up! I.. I'll be there!" he was all but stammering.
"That's better. Do not be late." With that Allison hung up and approaching the valet handed him the ticket for her red 2009 BMW convertible. Maybe there was still hope for the evening.
Although she had said ten, Allison arrived at Jeff's apartment at 9:40 so she could set the tone for the evening by saying he was late. Leaving her car in the parking lot across the street so he wouldn't see it, Allison walked around to the back and let herself in the downstairs door with the key he had been more than happy to give her.
Reaching the third floor Allison took an impatient pose leaning against the railing at the top of the stair case. Jeff was twenty one years old (Which at fifteen years her junior was just how she liked them) and worked as a bus boy at the Ninety Nine restaurant at night while attending URI during the day. The three room apartment he lived in was actually in a decent neighborhood so she had no worries about waiting around.
Allison had been seeing Jeff for about three months now and had him pretty well trained. Well enough that she had actually paid last months rent for him as he had missed a few nights of work over the course of their time together and had fallen behind. Jeff had protested but she had explained to him to just enjoy the fact that a hot older woman was willing to pay him to fuck her. After all it would be a great story to tell his college buddies.
As she waited Allison removed her compact from her purse and checked herself. In a word Allison was gorgeous and if she didn't already know it there were plenty of men who would and had lined up to tell her. Standing about 5'5" she was neither too short or too tall and likewise at one hundred and twenty pounds she had curves but no where near enough to be considered chunky.
Allison had long raven black hair that she was sure behind her back the catty bitches at work said was dyed which contrasted with her very fair almost porcelain complexion. Her two best attributes in her mind however were her very full pouty lips, which despite her age gave her a slightly bratty appearance and a pair of devastatingly bright emerald green eyes which she was sure was also rumored to be fake.
Nothing on Allison however was fake, including her still very firm full breasts and perfectly manicured nails. Allison was the type of woman all men wanted and most women hated, especially when you throw in her six figure salary and position of (as) president of one of the most successful advertising firms in New England.
Hearing the downstairs door open she dropped the mirror into her purse and glanced at her watch; 9:55 he must of driven like a maniac to get here. Jeff came around the corner and had just started up the landing and froze when he saw her leaning there.
As Allison watched two looks crossed his face: the first was an aw shit look, he knew she wouldn't be happy that she was waiting. The second one however she liked even better, it was pure lust. He looked her up and down slowly, she was still wearing the tight low cut red sweater and short black skirt with 4 inch red stiletto heels she had worn to dinner with her middle aged dog of a client, and she had to say Jeff looked much more appreciative than that louse.
"Mistress," he said softly as he came up the stairs "You look amazing."
"Resorting to compliments to mask your tardiness Jeff?" She asked "You should know better than that."
"I'm sorry Mistress! I tried but you said 10." She cocked her head at him.
"When I say 10 my dear boy that means that you should be here before that to properly greet me at your door, which speaking of are you going to let us in or shall I continue to stand here like one of your pathetic little college coeds?"
"Forgive me Mistress I was distracted by your ensemble and forgot myself." Allison rewarded this try with a small smile.
"That was much better than your first attempt, I will give you that, now shall we" Jeff unlocked the door and hit the light as they entered the apartment which was small with the typical mismatched furniture of a college student. Jeff shut the door behind them and approached her.
"May I Mistress?" he asked, leaning slightly towards her, Allison turned her head to the side and allowed him to kiss her cheek.
"Thank you Mistress" He said. She looked at him, Jeff was only slightly taller than her with dirty blond hair and brown eyes, he was usually clean shaved but tonight..
"You're scruffy!" Allison exclaimed rubbing her cheek.
"I'm sorry Mistress, I was in a hurry to get to work tonight." She shrugged.
"Its your loss as I hope you don't think you'll be putting that rough face between my thighs tonight"
"Of course not Mistress" he said putting his head down. Allison thought for a moment, she never planned things just went with what her mood was.
"You know Jeff I've had a very long day, and at the end I thought, you know what would be nice? Having my good looking young man take good care of me and if he did, why then of course in return how could I not be good to him?" She sighed.
"But here you are late, unshaven, having not even asked me what I would like this evening. Maybe I should just go home and play with myself, at least I wouldn't be disappointed that way."
"No Mistress" He said "please give me a second chance tonight."
"And why should I?" She asked enjoying the look on his face. Three weeks ago she had actually walked out on him, then told him that she had gone out and picked up another guy to play with, she hadn't of course but he had believed her.
"Because I have not had the chance to properly please you in some time and I .." He paused and said quietly "I don't want you to have to go elsewhere."
"That would bother you?" She asked
"Yes Mistress."
"Why is that?" She asked "You certainly don't believe that this pussy is yours, do you?"
"Of course not my mistress, I am fortunate to have what time you give me."
She nodded, "It's Good that you know that. I will tell you what Jeff, because it is late and I am in sore need of some attention I will give you a second chance tonight"
"Thank you Mistress how may I serve you this evening?"
"Well seeing as how you asked for and received a second chance I think I will leave it up to you to impress me, just know that the second I am bored or disappointed I will leave."
"Thank you Mistress may I leave the room for a moment?"
"You would leave me alone now?" She asked.
"If it pleases you, I would like to prepare a hot shower. You did say you had a long day." Allison paused to consider it.
"That's actually a very good start Jeff, be quick about it."
"Right away Mistress." As he entered the bathroom, Allison kicked her shoes off and removed her watch, tossing it on the coffee table, when Jeff came back she put her hands up over her head.
"Undress me and be sure to keep your hands to yourself while doing so." Jeff came up behind her and grabbing the bottom of her sweater gently pulled it up over her head. He then unhooked her bra and slid the straps off her shoulders, he was careful not to touch her tits with the sides of his hands as he slid it off her arms. "Good boy." She said softly.
Reaching up, Allison removed the clip from her hair and allowed her raven black hair to fall down across the porcelain skin of her back. Jeff got down to his knees and unzipped her skirt letting it fall to her feet. Allison was wearing a black lace thong and she heard Jeff take a breath as he got a look at her ass right in front of his face. The green Cat eye's tattooed on the small of her back were level with his own wide eyes.
"Do you like looking into my pretty green eyes Jeff?"
"Oh yes." He breathed. Jeff put his hands up to remove her thong.
"I'll take that off thank you." She said and hooking her fingers through the sides. She slowly slid the thong off, bending over in Jeff's face in the process. From this angle her pussy was inches from his nose.
Allison stood up and turned around so that he could see her pussy from the front now. She loved the look of absolute desire on his face as he took in her body. He was still fully clothed and it turned her on to be totally naked in front of him. His eyes wandered up from her pussy to her large firm tits with their light pink nipples, the silver barbel in her naval gleamed as it caught the light of the lamp.
"Do you like my body Jeff?"
"My Mistress is perfect in every way." He whispered his eyes glazed over with lust. She could sense him struggling to not reach out and touch her.
"I am aren't I? Far better than that skinny girlfriend of yours."
"Far better." He agreed
And far better than you deserve."
"That goes without saying Mistress."
"Good answer, shall we go to the shower?" She asked as she turned and walked to the bathroom knowing he was following close behind, unable to take his eyes off her. They entered the bathroom which had filled up completely with steam.
"Fix the water please." She told him and waited while he adjusted the temperature, the hot air was making her sweat and also was making her a little drowsy.
"The water's perfect my Mistress" He pronounced.
"We'll see." She said and stepped in as he held the curtain aside for her. He was right the water was just fine.
"May I wash you my Mistress?" He asked; she nodded
"Yes. As long as you wash and do not fondle" Jeff stripped down to his boxers, when he went to remove those Allison spoke.
"Leave those on I do not want your cock touching me in the shower. After all it is for my benefit not yours."
"Yes Mistress." Jeff entered the shower behind her and grabbing a bottle off the shelf, poured some into the soft sponge he had picked up and began slowly rubbing it across her shoulders and back, Allison smelled Raspberry.
"That smells nice Jeff."
"Thank you Mistress its my favorite on you." Allison leaned backwards into him and he reached around and began washing her stomach slowly making his way up to her tits. He paused with one hand just under her right tit.
"May I Mistress?"
"Yes but just to wash." Jeff gently lifted her tit with his hand so he could wash underneath, as he did Allison put her arm up behind her and behind his head leaning her head against his. She actually liked the scruff but why tell him that. He switched to her left and she lifted that arm and went to the other side.
"This is really nice Jeff!" She cooed happily and gave him a small kiss on the neck.
"Thank you." He replied with a small smile and dropping to his knees began going up and down her legs.
"Hold on." She said and turning to face him put her right foot up on his shoulder. After washing the top of her foot he continued up her leg, his eyes were fixated on her pussy. Allison switched legs, when he finished, he hesitated.
"Go ahead." Allison said softly as she spoke she reached down and spread herself open. Jeff gently rubbed the sponge up and down across her slit which was wet from more than just the shower. Allison let him do it several times, it felt incredible, but she wasn't ready to cum just yet.
"Enough." She told him. Jeff stood up and took a bottle of shampoo from the shelf.
"May I wash your hair Mistress?"
"Yes. I would like that." Jeff took his time lathering her hair running his fingers through it massaging her scalp. He was doing an excellent job tonight she had to admit. When he had rinsed her hair Allison turned to face him.
"Now wash yourself my dear, you smell like food."
"Of course Mistress." He began soaping himself up as Allison watched she resisted the urge to do it for him. Rub his shoulders and chest feel his muscles beneath his skin, Jeff was not a large man but he worked out and his young body was lean and hard, which speaking of hard.
"You may remove your shorts now and clean yourself." Jeff stripped than began washing himself, his cock was standing at full attention.
"Stroke your cock for me." She whispered he began sliding his soapy hand up and down the length of his shaft. It looked incredible, after a moment she stopped him.
"That's enough. I wouldn't want you wasting it in the shower, now turn off the water please." Jeff obeyed then stepping out of the shower held up a towel.
"May I?" Allison stepped out and turned her back to him he began to dry her off.
"Easy!" She snapped "You do not rub me dry like a dog you pat me dry gently."
"I'm sorry my Mistress" He began to pat her softly.
"That's better. Remember, I am much softer than you." Jeff finished, then quickly dried himself.
"May I take you to my bed Mistress?"
"You've been good so far, so yes." She began to walk out in front of him but he stopped her.
"Mistress you should not have to walk across the floor after you have just been cleaned."
"You do have a point there, and what would you do about it?" She asked
"May I?" She nodded. Putting his left arm around her waist he bent down put his other arm under her knees and effortlessly lifted her up and carried her into his bedroom.
"Oooh" She cooed "This is a very nice touch Jeff." She turned her head into his chest and began tonguing his nipple. She could feel him shudder.
"Thank you Mistress" He breathed. He turned sideways to get through his door then gently laid her on his bed.
"Would my Mistress like to roll over so that I may rub her back?"
"I'll allow it." She said rolling over onto her stomach. Jeff took a moment to light a couple of candles then grabbed a tube of lotion from the nightstand. For the next twenty minutes Jeff massaged her from the bottom of her feet up to her neck, his hands were strong and firm and he was taking his time. Allison lied there thinking she should be pampered like this everyday. It felt so good she could have fallen asleep, well almost, she was also getting quite wet.
"I'd like to roll over now." She said softly he moved to the side and she lazily rolled onto her back and smiled at him.
"You are being a very good boy tonight Jeff I'm glad I gave you a chance." As she spoke Allison stretched out watching as his eyes devoured her lush body.
"Thank you." He was positively beaming at this point.
"How do my tits look Jeff" She asked stretching her arms over her head, Allison had very pale pink nipples which on her alabaster skin were almost invisible, she knew Jeff loved them.
"Fantastic Mistress."
"Lean over and tongue them, just a minute each." Jeff eagerly leaned over and obeyed, Allison watched his tongue flicking over her nipples and began breathing heavier.
"Okay stop," She paused then asked smiling sweetly at him, "Do you have my favorite toy?" Jeff leaned over to the nightstand and removed a silver bullet vibrator from the drawer. Allison put her hand out and he handed her the remote. Slowly spreading her legs and loving the look on his face as she exposed her pussy to him she reached down and opened herself.
"Kneel between my legs!" As he did he took the vibrator and placed it on her clit. Allison switched it on low, she did not want to cum quickly.
"Now place the tip of your cock at my pussy, do not put it in." Jeff obeyed Allison could feel him throbbing right at the edge of her pussy. She raised her legs and put her feet on his chest.
"Now ease in an inch." She said, he did and groaned quietly. She turned the control a bit more.
"A little deeper." Once again he eased in a little more she could feel him twitching inside of her. She clenched her muscles around his cock he moaned.
"Your little girlfriends can't do that can they?"
"No mistress." He breathed
"All the way in slowly." Very deliberately he pushed himself all the way, an inch at a time. He was not large but my god was he hard, Allison thought.
"Back out just as slow." She turned the vibrator a bit more.
"Now give me three hard pumps." She whispered then "Oh yes!" She breathed as he slammed her three times then stopped.
"Mmmm," She groaned. "You like that don't you?"
"Of course Mistress, its a privilege to feel your pussy."
"That(')s right and the best part is how nice and soft I am. Not at all like those bony skanks you fuck sometimes."
"Their young girls Mistress, you're an amazing woman."
"That's a very good answer Jeff as a matter of fact you've been very good tonight I think there may be a reward for you if you make me cum nice and hard"
"Your cumming will be my reward Mistress." Damn, Allison thought, he is on tonight.
"That's right, it is, isn't it? Now put it all the way in." He did.
"That's right. Push that vibrator into my clit. Oh yes," She moaned as she turned the bullet all the way up.
"In and out but slow," Jeff began gently pumping her pulling his cock out only about halfway each stroke. Every time he pushed in he would grind the bullet into her clit. Jeff actually had a good rhythm going and Allison licked her fingers and began playing with her nipples. Once again the look on his face was as much fun as actually doing it.
"Oh that's sooo nice" She whispered as she got closer, she pushed her feet against his chest, loving the way her bright red toes looked on his tanned chest and how it forced him to strain to stay inside of her Allison could see the muscles in his arms bulge.



"Yes right there," She said "A little faster, a little faster" Allison gave a little yelp, almost a hiccup as she began to cum. Her hips bucked and the muscles in her thighs spasmed as she threw her head back and let out a long shuddering moan. After a moment she shut the remote and let herself go limp dropping her legs from him.
"That was very good Jeff." She said after a moment." I didn't cum very hard but it took the edge off."
"Thank you Mistress. I hope you are satisfied for the moment." He said removing the toy from her clit.
"I am actually," She reluctantly forced herself to sit up. Damn she was relaxed. "For now anyways, and just to show you that I keep my word Jeff, I think I owe you something special." With that Allison lowered her head slightly and looking up through her eyelashes said;
"Would you like a little treat Jeff?"
"Only if you feel I'm worthy Mistress." He was sitting back on his knees as he spoke and not only was his rigid tool standing at attention but it was glistening from her pussy.
"Yes or no Jeff?" She asked batting her lashes this time "Would you like a treat?"
"Yes Mistress."
"Yeah?" Then using her best little girl voice pushed her full lips out into a pout. "You want your Mistress to be good to you?"
"Oh yes." He said smiling. By going from demanding to showing her playful side Allison had shown him he had done a good job tonight.
"Well then why don't you bring that nice big hard cock over here," She tapped the side of the bed "And let your Mistress give you something special." This was followed by her slowly licking her lips.
With a look of anticipation that Allison loved Jeff hopped off the bed and came over to her. Allison sat up and after turning sideways stretched herself out on her stomach propping herself up on her elbows. It was an effort to move after her orgasm. Her face was at the edge of the bed and Jeff's throbbing member was at a perfect angle, directly in front of her.
"You were a very good boy tonight Jeff" She said. As she spoke she blew gently on the tip of his cock.
"Thank you Mistress" He whispered, his eyes fixed on her mouth that was no more than an inch from his cock. Allison grabbed it and squeezed.
"Oooh look at that!" She purred as his cock began to drip. Reaching out with the tip of her tongue she licked it then slowly pulled her head back, a string of his precum trailed from his cock to her tongue before dripping off. Jeff moaned, his thighs shaking Allison smiled up at him.
Then leaning forward she placed just the tip in her mouth. He moaned again, louder this time. She was going to have to get him off or he wouldn't last 30 seconds fucking her, that was okay though he had earned it. Allison would usually let him fuck her, but her mouth was a special reward.
Very slowly a little at a time Allison took him all the way in her lips touching the base of him. God she loved the taste of herself off of a man. She flicked her tongue around a bit, he was trembling as just as slowly she worked it back out. Then again, but a little quicker this time. Finally Allison began to bob her head in a steady rhythm all the while keeping her eyes fixed on his and after only after a minute she knew he was getting close but wanted to play a bit more.
She stopped with just the tip in her mouth. He groaned as she began to take it a little further. When he pushed his cock all the way into her mouth, she paused for a moment keeping her mouth still, and waiting to see what he would do next. Jeff slid out part way and then back again. Allison didn't fight it, rather she let him go one more time to let him think it was okay, this was the part of the game she loved. She had been tough in the beginning then let up on him but now apparently Jeff needed another lesson. After one more pump she suddenly pulled her head back.
"Are you fucking my mouth?" She asked angrily. He froze. The look on his face was priceless!
"Mistress I.. " He paused, he knew he was done.
"I cannot believe you!" She snapped Allison rose to her knees on the bed "How dare you? I was trying to give you a reward and you misbehave like that?!?"
"I am so sorry Mistress! Allow me.."
"Allow what?" She asked "You can't possibly make this up to me. Fucking my mouth like you were even worthy to be there in the first place! Like I was one of your college sluts!" She looked hard at him
"Get me the other toy!"
Jeff reached back into the drawer and removed a 6" purple vibrator, she took it from him. Then assumed her former position lying on her back.
"Get back between my legs, but at my feet!" As he did so Allison reached down between her legs and placed the vibrator inside her pussy.
"You see that?" She asked as she began sliding it in and out the motion accompanied by a wet sucking sound. When she looked down she saw it was glistening from her juices. "That could have been your cock fucking that pussy! Couldn't it?"
"Yes Mistress." He whispered.
"That's right! Nice long hard strokes for as long as you could do it! And you would have done it a long while, you know why?"
Jeff shook his head.
"Because I was going to suck you off so you would last awhile!" He made a whimpering noise in his throat.
"That's right. I was actually going to let you cum in my mouth! I was going to take every drop in my pretty little mouth, do you know what an honor that would have been?
"But no, you misbehaved acting like an impatient little boy, but that's what you are isn't it?"
"Yes mistress."
"Well now you can watch me make myself cum." Jeff nodded sadly all but pouting. He looked as if he was going to speak then stopped. Allison removed the vibrator and looked at him.
"What?" She asked "Don't tell me you expect to be able to cum tonight?" He looked at her helplessly.
"Please Mistress," He begged "I was very good earlier and I.." She laughed.
"Oh, because you were good for part of the time you should get something?" She shook her head "I think I'll leave now I don't even want to cum again I am so disgusted! Perhaps its not to late to find someone who actually knows how to follow orders."
"Oh please Mistress!" He was practically whining. She was going to get up then thought of something better.
"Okay Jeff, you know what? Maybe your right! Since you were good part of the time I'll let you cum."
"Thank you Mistress!" He exclaimed a look of relief on his face.
"But don't think I'll be involved, your going to jerk off, its all you deserve"
He paused then said "Yes Mistress, thank you Mistress." Watching him begin to stroke his cock Allison thought what a waste, but rules were rules..
"Come up between my legs," She told him "I want you to cum on my pussy." He eagerly knelt right up to her, the tip of his cock inches from her steaming wet box.
"That's right" She reached down and spread it open "Right here, every drop I want to feel it running all the way down that smooth pussy." It only took Jeff a few more strokes and he was cumming. He had it pointed right at her clit and she could feel several spurts hitting it and running down.
"That's a lot of cum!" Allison said "What a shame. Imagine that all could have been in my mouth, and I would have swallowed all of it!" She looked at him for a moment then shaking her head looked up, her bright green eyes boring into his nervous brown ones.
"You've made a mess of my pretty pussy Jeff." She told him. He swallowed hard.
"I'm sorry Mistress! Here let me clean you off!" He reached over to a chair to grab a towel.
"With something from the floor? That you probably wiped you ass with in the shower? I think not, as a matter of fact as a punishment for your audacity I think that you'll clean it with your tongue." She said he looked at her.
"Mistress I can't..." He sounded as if he were whining.
"Is that so? You have a tongue so you can. Sounds more like you won't! If you do not want to that's fine, but you will never see me again you can be sure of that. Now, do I clean myself or do you accept your punishment?"
He thought for a moment. God that cum dripping on her pussy was hot, she was getting wound up again. In the meantime Jeff was staring at her. At first hesitating, his eyes seemed to harden as if he were going to refuse. Allison returned his stare steadily, her unblinking emerald eyes boring into his. After a moment she cocked her head and smiled slightly as if saying "Oh really?" with an almost audible snap Jeff's will broke.
"As you wish Mistress." He said softly.
A moment later and with a delicious look of resignation on his face he slowly crawled between her legs, lied on his stomach, and began to gingerly lap up his own cum.
"Just think, all that you're tasting should have been in my mouth, not yours!"
As he licked Allison began to get off but it was so wet down there she couldn't quite get there. Allison looked down and caught Jeff just as he had finished a lick, his cum was dripping from his tongue down to her pussy and his cheeks were covered with it, but it was the look in his eyes, that helplessness that pushed her over. Allison wrapped her thighs around his head and began grinding her pussy into his face. This time she came even harder(,) arching her back so hard she could feel it crack. She lay back panting.
"That was very good Jeff! I came much harder that time! You can wipe us off with something now."
"Thank you Mistress." He said, not sounding too happy but it wasn't about him anyway. He gently wiped her pussy off, then his face.
"Will my Mistress be leaving or would she like to rest?" He asked, then "Maybe spend the night?"
Allison smiled to herself. This boy had just licked an entire load of his own cum off of her and he was asking her to stay. Truly one of the best she had ever trained. However she couldn't let on, instead snapping;
"Now you know better than that! Even when you behave, your not worthy of waking up next to me. But I will take a nap so set your alarm for an hour from now." After he did he looked at the bed.
"May I join you?" Allison looked at him her eyes already half shut. Part of her wanted to tell him to sleep on the floor but he had been humiliated enough, for now anyway.
"Lie across the foot of the bed." She told him. As Jeff awkwardly lied across the bottom of the bed on his stomach she stretched out her legs and put her feet on his back, once again relishing the half disgusted half smitten look on his face as he turned his head to face her. Hmm she thought to herself, perhaps she would do something nice for him before she left, after all one this controllable was rare indeed.
Sliding her feet across his back Allison opened her legs so that he would be staring directly at her perfectly smooth pink sex.
"Tell you what Jeff," she said her voice drowsy "You don't move down there and let me sleep perhaps I will let you fuck me..." Jeff started to say something but she continued quickly.
"Not for your benefit of course, but thanks to your screw up I really didn't get much and why should I be denied a good fuck?" she smirked "Or in your case a mediocre one."
"My mistress is far to kind." He forced himself to reply.
"Well that remains to be seen." With that Allison closed her eyes and sighed contentedly. "Sweet dreams Jeff" She whispered and was asleep within minutes.
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As I sat in the lobby of TF Green airport, sipping coffee I tried to keep myself from sinking into the depression that I had been mired in for the last couple of weeks. I was back home in Rhode Island where I had spent 33 of my 39 years/ and my younger brother Mark whom I hadn't seen in six months was on his way to pick me up. Problem was it was hard to be upbeat when you were as utterly exhausted as I was. The cause of this wasn't just my two hour nonstop from Chicago turning into an hour delay at O'hare and a three hour layover in Philly but due mostly to the latest bout of insomnia I'd been suffering from for the last two weeks.
Usually these spells which I've suffered from since the tender age of 10 are brought on by stress, in which case I should have seen this one coming. For the past two months I'd been painting 12-15 hours a day to get ready for an exhibition where I was the featured artist and in the interim had suffered the end of yet another failed relationship. This had been a recurring theme for me over the last ten years. After having never gotten into anything serious all the way up through my twenties and early thirties, which of course were also the years that I had spent battling drug and alcohol addiction, I had since attempted to find that elusive special someone with disastrous results.
The most recent of which was Laura, a thirty year old photographer whom I had met at one of my exhibits almost a year ago. Don't get me wrong I am not a lesbian in the true sense of the word or even bi on a regular basis, but over the years there has been the occasional woman who just seems to catch my interest. We had been living together for the last six months but eventually Laura, like the others before her had complained I was cold and distant, having heard that same line so many times before I guess I can't deny it, but considering some of the things I've been through I do the best I can.
Trying to get my mind off of those things I got up and tossing out my coffee cup walked around a bit. I hadn't texted Mark to come get me until I landed so I had a few minutes and I couldn't sit still. The thing about insomnia is the more tired you get is the more wired you get. As I wandered around the lobby I enjoyed the looks that I was getting from the few people still wandering around at ten pm on a Friday night.
Normally my appearance is not all that remarkable, I am a tall , slim very attractive, brunette. My most noticeable feature being a pair of amazing crystal blue eyes that most people think are contacts. Today however I had a private showing at The Black Flame, a notorious Goth club where Black Masses are held in secret every Friday night, well secret to all but those who attend. The showing ran late and unaware there was a delay I raced to the airport without taking the time to change so needless to say I was quite a sight especially for boring old little Rhody.
I had straightened my long normally curly jet black hair (which I will admit to coloring over the last couple of years) so that it hung more than halfway down to my waist, that along with my heavy black eye makeup was a sharp contrast to my fair, no let's be honest, ghostly white complexion. My right arm from the tip of my shoulder down to my elbow was covered by a huge green and black tattoo of the Greek gorgon Medusa, the coils of her serpentine body wrapping around the inside of my arm as well, I was wearing a sleeveless tight black top that was held together by a row of metal hooks in the front, and although my skirt was ankle length, the slit up the side ran almost all the way up to my hip, the ensemble was completed by a pair of knee high black boots with three inch heels. I certainly didn't look like your typical woman pushing forty coming to see her brother.
Not that I was typical in anyway and nor for that matter was my brother Mark, as the two of us had not exactly had an easy path to where we are now. As I finished my little tour I sat back down and as was impossible not to do when visiting home I caught my mind drifting towards the past. Whenever I allow this to happen I am reminded of a quote from Milton's Paradise Lost: "Long is the way and hard, that out of hell leads up to light."
Mark and I had been separated at a very young age when our mother had to give us up and through a twist of fate were reunited in a foster home when we were older. I was almost eighteen at the time and had been adopted by Doug and Denise Hanson whom I have since been happy to call mom and dad. Upon getting news from a social worker that they had located my younger brother, Mom and Dad immediately got him placed with us despite the fact he was almost sixteen and had been considered a problem child.
In the time we had been apart neither of us had gone through unscathed. I had been sexually molested for almost two years before being placed with mom and dad at the age of twelve. I was told later on that because of it I could never have children and even now thirty years later am still plagued by brutal nightmares which don't help with the insomnia any. On Mark's end he had bounced around for a bit and ended up in a home where he was beaten so badly his skull had been cracked, putting him in the hospital which is what led to us ultimately finding him. It goes without saying that Mark wasn't too well off and it was almost a year before he would even speak on a regular basis he also suffered from severe night terrors, and to this day cannot sleep in total darkness.
As for today however, both Mark and I have done quite well for ourselves. After finally becoming abstinent from drugs and booze at the age of 34, I have made quite a name for myself as a painter in the underground Goth scene. At my last exhibit I sold three paintings for $10,000 a piece and at the showing today, I received a $5,000 deposit from some rich poser who was going to pay me another $20,000 for as he called it "A Megan Decosta Original." In case you're wondering my parents are extremely religious and my paintings could put Bosch to shame so I use my birth mothers name as my professional alias.
On his end Mark has also done quite well for himself, despite spending his early twenties drinking like a fish, and fucking- as well as fighting- like an animal, Mark graduated Summa cum Laud from Suffolk university and is currently a senior partner with one of the best Law firms in New England, where he has become one of the top prosecutors in the private sector, having to date never lost a conviction. In addition Mark has obtained some local notoriety. Dubbed by the press as "The Bad Boy" attorney as much for his wild past as his almost legendary nightlife Mark has it all, looks, money, connections and of course women, his pick of them. My brother has a mantra "Every woman wants him every man wants to be him." Sometimes when I'm around him it's hard to argue that it's not true.
Of course this is what the world sees. On the surface we are as good as it gets, underneath however the two of us are more than a little broken. Both Mark and I like a lot of abused children live with a constant fear of rejection and a feeling of emptiness that can never be filled although we've tried. I spent years trying to drown it in drugs and alcohol, now that addiction is in check, its working my ass off and spending brief periods of time pretending to be happy with someone who cannot possibly understand me. For my brother its pure excess, Mark works out two hours a day, holds three different black belts and works 60+ hours a week, with a sex life that consists of a series of 20 year olds that he refers to as pets, trust me I am not the only one with issues here. A couple of years ago Mark put it best when he said that he was like an Easter egg that someone had saved for awhile. Sure it was pretty on the outside but if it cracked you wouldn't want to be around to see what was inside.
Speaking of the devil, or as he puts it sometimes "Just one of his servants." I saw Mark come around the corner and enter the lobby. As I watched him I couldn't help but smile and enjoy the show. Extremely attractive people have an air of chaos about them, Eyes widen, jaws drop, and people receive dirty looks from their spouses when they're caught staring. My brother was one of those people, as he sauntered through the lobby every woman regardless of age turned to look as he walked past and the best part of it was that in just faded jeans and a tank top not one of them knew that in addition to the looks he was a six figure a year attorney. Mark saw me and as he came over I stood to greet him.
"Well hello my beautiful little brother." I said reaching out to embrace him. I meant to just give a quick hug, but found myself squeezing him tight and holding on, realizing just how much I had missed him as well as how badly I needed him right now.
"Hey big sis." Mark said softly in my ear, as he spoke I felt a sense of relief flood through me. I knew everything would be okay now. Ever since we were reunited, no how bad things got or how many people I alienated Mark was the one constant; he was everything to me, my brother, my best friend and the one person who had never given up on me. I finally let him go and stood back to look at him.
"Damn I'm glad to see you." I told him and smiled, now despite my dark persona and appearance I have been told that I have an infectious smile, blessed with the type of full lips most women get injections for, my smile is actually a bit lopsided, but is genuine and always touches my eyes. It was the type of smile people that always caused people to smile back. Which is exactly what Mark did, flashing me that killer smile that had spread more legs than a gynecologist.
"Same here Meg, it's been awhile."
As he spoke using the name that only he could get away with I looked Mark over thinking that he really was beautiful. Mark and I shared the same thick black hair and high cheek bones, but where I was fair with blue eyes, he was a bit darker and his eyes were a gorgeous shade of golden brown with flecks of green overall his features were a bit on the delicate side and he had been called "Pretty Boy" on more than one occasion. The beauty certainly did not stop at his face. Mark was slightly taller than I and was a hundred and ninety pounds of rock solid muscle, his shoulders were wide and his waist narrow, he was not muscle bound, but there was not a damn thing on him that was not exactly where it should be including a set of abs that would make a twenty year old jealous.
Mark, like me in a sleeveless shirt caught a bit of attention. Both of his arms shoulder to elbow were covered in enormous tattoo's, on the right was Pan the Celtic devil; horns, hooves and red eyes glaring, on the left was an incredibly detailed image of the Pale rider of revelations fame. With his build, the tats and his five o clock shadow Mark was flaunting the "Bad Boy" look and carried it damn well. As I looked at him his smile faded a bit.
"You look tired sis."
"I am little brother, I am."
"Just the flight or..." He trailed off.
"I'm having a bad spell Mark, a really bad spell." He nodded and reaching down grabbed my suitcase.
"Well then I'm glad you came up sis. You know that's what I'm here for." I smiled at him and kissed his scruffy cheek.
"That's right Mark; you always know exactly what I need."
We walked back through the lobby getting looks from both sexes now. I enjoyed the show as did Mark neither of us would ever deny being narcissistic. I stood out front with my suitcase while Mark went to get the car. It was a humid august night; the kind that you could taste the air and I hoped to hell Mark had air conditioning in that old car he drove. While standing there I watched a young mother playing with her baby and felt that familiar pang of heartache, this was a direct result of my mood as I'm not sure I would have ever wanted children, but it would have been nice to have the choice.
That train of thought was mercifully cut off as I heard the deep growl of Mark's perfectly restored grey 1972 Firebird. Mark jumped out and after tossing my suitcase in the trunk held the door open for me as he always did. Leaving the airport Mark got onto 95 north and immediately accelerated to a ridiculous speed. I leaned back in the seat and watched out the window as the houses and buildings blurred by.
"Are you hungry Meg?" Mark asked.
"Nah, I ate on the plane."
"You want to go...."
"Just your place," I told him "I'm not feeling up for anything okay?"
"Okay." He answered as we weaved in and out of the lanes. "The folks know you're here?"
"No, I'll surprise them tomorrow." Truth was I didn't want to get mom going, she could always read my voice. I figured a good night's sleep at Mark's and I would be in a better frame for my parents.
"Laura?" He asked glancing over at me. I shook my head.
"Nope, same old story there." He nodded and turned his eyes back to the road.
We drove in silence. To this day Mark still didn't talk a hell of a lot unless he was either drunk or trying to pick someone up so he was more than happy to leave me in my thoughts which at the moment weren't the happiest. Looking out the window I realized why I had decided to leave Rhode Island in the first place. Everywhere I looked were reminders of those dark days of addiction. Over there was the house that I had lived in for three months trading sex for a room to sleep in and an occasional fix. Oh, and there was the condo where my one time fiancé Tommy had to call the ambulance when he had found me passed out, needle still in my arm. Oh home sweet home I thought bitterly.
Fortunately it was only a fifteen minute ride to my brother's place. Mark lived in the Promenade, an old mill complex that had been converted to luxury condos several years ago. Mark pulled into the garage and parked next to the black 2008 Lexus that he referred to as his work car and would be mine to use for as long as I stayed. We took the elevator to the top floor and as we walked down the corridor towards Mark's corner apartment. I got a kick out an older couple that walked by, after giving us a dirty look I heard the woman comment
"There goes another one." And her husband's reply of;
"At least this one's over twenty one."
Marks apartment was absolutely gorgeous, 12 foot ceilings and an 8 foot window overlooking the Providence River. The apartment was beautifully furnished but had a very sterile feeling to it. Mark had no clue about furniture or style for that matter so he had a friend pick everything out. The entire place screamed urban professional which was so unlike my brother, but then again the apartment was very much like that pretty Easter egg Mark had referred to.
"You want anything?" Mark called out as he went into the kitchen.
"No I'm all set for now." I told him as I walked over to the door of the Master bedroom. Mark had carved two Celtic runes into the oak finish One the symbol for pleasure the other for pain. I opened the door and walking in thought that here indeed was the inside of that egg.
Depending on your beliefs Mark's bedroom was either breathtaking or terrifying. The room was a work of art, a gothic paradise and a testimony to a lifetime of occult influences and Sadomasochistic sex. The room was dominated by a massive four poster bed made of pure Ebony. Each column from floor to ceiling was carved with ancient symbols and in each of those four columns was a concealed door that could be opened by a master switch, exposing chains complete with manacles. Topping it off was a deep red enclosure of pure silk currently drawn all the way back. The bed had originally come from France and had once belonged to a warlock in New Orleans who had been burned at the stake. Mark had paid $25,000 for it ten years ago.
Next to each side of the bed was a matching ebony nightstand each of which supported massive candelabra containing five black candles which were all currently lit. This set had come from a castle in Ireland and had been given to Mark by a witch of some repute. Upon closer inspection the flames were small glass light bulbs, afraid of a fire Mark had them wired. The effect was made even more realistic by the fact that they were set to flicker. On the wall over each of these were paintings by none other than Megan Decosta herself, however not the successful one of today but the struggling one of twenty years ago who at the time was convinced she could only paint when wasted.
The room had another of those amazing eight foot windows but this one had been covered up with a black tapestry that depicted several of the planes of Dante's vision of hell. On the left and right wall directly opposite each other were framed portraits of Anton Levay and Aleister Crowley. The best effects of the bedroom however were the mirrors. The entire five foot headboard was covered with one which directly reflected the equally large one over the bureau behind me. As I stepped directly up to the foot of the bed I looked at my reflection and could see my back in the opposite mirror. Glancing up I smiled into the enormous mirror mounted to the ceiling that was the size of the entire bed. The set gave an incredible panoramic view of anything going on in the bed at just about any angle.
I heard the door close and looking into the headboard saw Mark come up behind me, he had removed his shirt and in the mirror behind him I saw the reflection of the huge tattoo that covered his muscular back: A Baphomet; the half man, half goat sitting cross legged within a circle, the universal symbol of Satanism, as I said I am not the only sick one in the family Over it in gothic lettering was the Latin expression Lex Talionis, The law of retaliation.
"Ready for bed already sis?" He asked as his arms slowly encircled my waist pulling me back into him. I reached down to my left hip and unsnapped the hook causing the skirt to fall to the floor exposing my red thong.
"I think you know what I'm ready for little brother." I said softly as I looked into his eyes through the mirror. Mark bent his head and after gently kissing my bare right shoulder, began working his way up my neck. I sighed and leaning back ground my ass into his crotch even through his jeans I could feel how hard he was.
"That feels sooo sweet," I whispered "But that's not what I need Mark. Just take it." After almost a year without cock I needed it and bad. As I spoke I reached my right arm back and ran my nails through his thick black hair.
"Yeah? You in a hurry sis?" He looked up in the mirror and smirked. "I though that's why you liked women; because they take their time." He then moved my hair and kissed the back of my neck.
"I said take me!" I snarled and grabbing a handful of his hair pulled hard forcing his head up to look at my reflection. "Or have you been playing with little girls so long you've forgotten how to take a woman?" I returned his smirk, in the mirror I saw Mark's eye's darken and prepared myself for the fucking I so desperately needed. Mark's hands came around and grabbing the top of my shirt tore it open with one powerful motion. I wasn't wearing a bra and my tits sprang free. I'm not large up top but they were still perfectly round and firm, each pink nipple pierced with a silver barbell.
"A woman," Mark sneered "More like a whore who's forgotten her place." With that he grabbed each of the barbells between his fingers and twisted hard. I cried out as an exquisite mix of pleasure and pain coursed through my body I swear I could feel my pussy begin to drip. Mark grabbed my hair and yanked my head back to look at him.
"Allow me to remind you." Stepping back Mark yanked on my hair again pulling me off balance, he deftly placed his leg behind mine causing me to trip. Using my hair as a handle he wrenched me completely around as I fell. My back struck the edge of the mattress and I slid down onto the floor in a sitting position my scalp burning with another delightful wave of pain.



I reached up and raked my nails down his bare chest, he didn't make a sound but a look of ecstasy crossed his face. I grabbed his jeans and unsnapping them saw that he wasn't wearing any underwear, oh how I love that look! I reached in to grab my prize but Mark slapped my hands away.
"Like you deserve to take it out!" He snapped and moving quickly grabbed both of my hands and pushing them together captured my thin wrists in one hand, his grip was not gentle and I winced as he forced them back over my head. Despite the discomfort I watched in breathless anticipation as with his other hand Mark reached into his jeans and knowing I was dying for it slowly pulled it out.
Like the rest of him my brother's cock was nothing short of incredible, In plain English it was fucking huge, easily the biggest I have ever seen, well over 10" long, and thick as well. It was the type of cock that was as much a weapon as it was a part of his anatomy, many a young girl had squealed in pain from it and he loved every minute of it, and speaking of loving it I opened wide incapable of even pretending I didn't want it in my mouth.
"Yeah you want that cock?" He asked as he whipped it across my face slapping me with it hard enough to hurt.
"Don't tease." I begged giving him what he wanted "Please don't tease."
That was the wrong thing to do. Mark pushed it against my cheek, I could feel his sticky pre cum drip on my face he then began spreading it around. I let out a low moan and looking up at him parted my lips and slid my tongue out, taking his dripping prick Mark touched it to the tip of my tongue giving me just a taste. I looked up into his eyes and whispered;
"More. Please more."
That was all it took as he stepped up and shoved it three quarters down my throat. I moaned as I began to suck it in and out. I started slow but couldn't hold back and began going faster, I could feel him dripping down my throat and my mouth was stretched almost to the limit.
"Is that the best you can do?" He asked me "You call that head? Did all that pussy licking make you forget how to suck cock?"
Knowing what was coming I tilted my head as far back as I could. My brother did not disappoint, pushing the entire length of his huge prick into my mouth he held it there for a few seconds then began slamming it in and out as if it were my pussy. Mark leaned over bracing his weight on the arm that was holding mine down on the bed stretching my shoulders painfully, as I sat there, arms pinned getting brutally face fucked to the point my eyes were watering I felt another surge of wetness flow through my pussy.
Mark put his left leg up on the bed changing the angle and forcing it even deeper. Reaching down he gave the barbell in my left nipple another twist I squealed around his cock and Mark gave a low groan, the noise sending a thrill through me for a moment I thought he was going to cum but instead he stepped back yanking his cock from my mouth.
"Oh goddamn!" I got out as I sat there gasping for breath.
"Fucking skank like you doesn't deserve to taste it!" He snapped. Then pulling my arms up demonstrated his amazing strength as using only the one arm yanked me straight up to my feet. I cried out at the searing pain in my shoulders. Holding me there Mark put his head down and began to roughly suck on my left nipple. This was his mistake as I dropped my head down and with no hesitation bit into the back of his shoulder. I tasted blood and Mark pulling himself back finally let go of my wrists and grabbing me by both shoulders, spun me back around shoved me down over the bed.
The bed had been set high directly at the height of Marks waist so his cock was at the perfect angle for this position. As he stepped up behind me he pulled my hair bringing my face up to watch in the headboard mirror. Taking his cock he placed it on my ass and rubbed it back and forth stopping with the tip on my own Baphomet tattoo at the very small of my back. I saw him looking up enjoying the view in the mirrored ceiling. I have to say from my angle it looked pretty damn good but I needed a fucking not a show.
"Are you going to fuck me or play with yourself?" I asked and was rewarded with a wicked slap across my ass. Mark did however slide my thong to the side and placed his cock at the very tip of my pussy. I tried to push back and received a slap to the other side of my ass.
"Oh please just fuck me little brother I need that beautiful fucking cock so bad! I..... Oh fuck yeah!" I exclaimed as with one smooth thrust Mark rammed the entire length into my soaking wet pussy. Still holding my hair he began fucking me hard, long steady strokes that felt so fucking good I was yelping with each pump. To not have a man for a year and then to have this man was positively painful, my pussy felt stretched to its limit and I was loving every minute of it.
"Oh yeah, that's it Mark just like that, fuck that pussy!" Mark let go of my hair and grabbing my hips began slamming me even harder drawing me into his powerful thrusts with such force I was going to have bruises in the morning. It looked almost as good as it felt, Mark was slicked with sweat and the muscles in his chest and arms were flexing as he drove in and out of me. His dark eyes were reflecting the candle light giving the illusion they were glowing. His face was transformed into a look of pure lust and I knew the feeling. I was completely caught up all but screaming.
"That's right, fuck that pussy! Fuck your nasty big sister! Give her what she needs! Oh yeah baby just like that!!" Mark paused for a minute and with that trademark smirk said;
"What are you so happy for? I'm only fucking you because I couldn't take that lousy blowjob anymore."
"I'm the best cocksucker you've ever had. Now shut up and fuck me!" Enough was enough.
He returned to slamming me, he was going faster and his breathing was picking up he was getting close. That wouldn't do, apparently Mark had forgotten that his big sister always cums first.
"Good thing you got that big Prick." I told him in between my yelps of pleasure. "That's all it takes to impress the girls, I bet you forgot how to make a real woman cum." I smiled at him in the mirror. Immediately he pulled himself out and lifting me by the hips pushed me up onto the bed where I rolled over onto my back. Mark dropped to his knees at the foot directly between my legs and I put my boots up onto his shoulders.
Mark didn't lick my pussy, he attacked it. Plunging two fingers into it he began roughly shoving them in and out, as he did he began sucking hard on my clit so hard it was making wet smacking noises every time it came out of his mouth, once again that exotic mix of pleasure and pain flowed through me. I returned the favor by pushing down hard with my legs, the heels of my boots digging into his shoulders a thin trickle of blood began flowing down his left arm. I looked up and watched in the mirror.
It was almost enough to make me cum then and there seeing myself stretched out naked my beautiful brother kneeling between my legs. I began playing with my nipples. I could feel my orgasm building and knew it was going to be best one I've had in a long time. Mark increased both the force and speed of his sucking and fingering.
"Ohhhh," I moaned it was so close! I could feel my legs tense up pushing onto his shoulders even harder; I arched my back and began pumping my pussy into his face.
"That's right," I hissed between my clenched teeth. "Suck that pussy, your favorite pussy, the first pussy you ever had." I reached down with my right hand and got a hand full of his hair "The best pussy you ever had!" I felt the waves of orgasm starting to flow through my hips almost there, I was almost there.
"Make your sister cum little brother." I implored him.
Mark continued to suck and just as I was beginning to reach the edge he brought his right hand up and slid his finger into my ass. I came like an animal, head back, mouth wide open, and wailing like a banshee. As surge after surge of pleasure wracked my body I held Mark's head in place grinding it into my throbbing pussy. He was still sucking, and fingering both my pussy and ass when I realized another orgasm was right behind the first one.
"Oh god Mark, don't stop!"
Once again I put my head back and screamed. I stayed there for a moment my back and hips off the bed and Mark's head trapped by my clenched thighs. Finally I collapsed back onto the bed my legs falling limply off his bleeding shoulders.
"Oh I oh..." I couldn't speak nor could I move I felt as if I had died and come back again. Mark stayed between my legs on his knees looking at me smiling
"My turn." He said simply. Standing up he pushed me further up on the bed then after taking a second to step out of his jeans, in one smooth motion came up onto the bed and keeping my knees bent over his shoulders drove his cock into me full force.
"Oh my fucking god!!" I shouted my legs were bent back behind my ears, my ass was off the bed and he was buried to the hilt inside of me. Mark began fucking the shit out of me there was no other way to put it he was putting everything he had into each thrust, I was beyond moaning now I was pretty much whimpering and it was driving Mark crazy. I reached up and put my hands on his sweat soaked back. Once again I looked up into the mirror and was transfixed by the sight of him over me the powerful muscles of his back bulging and his perfect ass flexing as he pumped me harder and faster.
Mark was breathing hard and he was beginning to make those little noises that he always denied making when he got close. Knowing he was on the edge I took my nails and digging them in raked them as hard as I could down his back. The breath hissed out between his teeth. Keeping them in the same spot I ripped right back up through the trail I had left, Mark moaned and I could feel his arms tremble, at that moment I turned my head and bit savagely into his arm while scratching down his back again. Mark's eyes rolled back in his head and he let out a howl of his own as he came deep inside of me, spurt after spurt filling me to the point where I could feel it trickling out around his cock. He groaned and moving his arms so I could put my legs down he collapsed on top of me and I wrapped my legs around him.
"That's it little brother all of it." I told him as I clenched my pussy around him milking every drop. I could feel his heart beating against mine, putting my arms around him I held him there listening to his heavy breathing in my ear. I looked up and saw the long red lines on his back I knew the sweat had to be making them sting like hell, but also knew that he loved it. Mark slowly pushed himself up and sat back on his knees.
"Is that what you needed sis?" He asked breathlessly.
"You're always what I need little brother." I told him as I lay there unsure of whether or not I'd even be able to move. Mark smiled softly and leaning over kissed me. His face smelled delightfully like my pussy.
"I know the feeling." He agreed as he lifted my right foot up unzipping my boot and tossing it to the floor, he removed the other as well and then stood. "I'll be right back." He said and left the room probably to clean up his back, after all these had to be three hundred dollar satin sheets. With an effort I propped myself up and pushed up the length of the bed to the pillows. I was soooo relaxed and already knew I would sleep. Damn that had been incredible even by our standards.
Mark came back in with a bottle of water which I gratefully accepted taking several long swallows I handed it back to him, he placed it on the nightstand on my side and took a minute to put the candles out, he would always leave the one on his side lit, then lying down next to me pulled the top sheet up to our waists. As Mark lay on his back I rolled over into him putting my head on his chest. He put his arm around me and said,
"Look up," Mark smiled at me in the mirror, "Are we not beautiful?" he asked.
"On the outside anyway." I told him which got a laugh out of him. This felt great but it wasn't what I really wanted. I rolled back over onto my right side and waited.
Mark rolled over next to me and sliding one arm underneath my pillow so that my head was resting on it, put his other arm around my waist and pulled me in close, my back up against his chest. This was what I needed, the one place that no matter how bad things were I always felt safe was right here in my brother's arms. Mark softly kissed my shoulder.
"Goodnight my sister. Sweet dreams."
I sighed contentedly, already feeling sleep beginning to overcome me, before I surrendered to it I whispered;
"I love you my beautiful little brother."
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I awoke slowly, first opening my eyes for a moment then allowing them to close and drift off for another few minutes. How many times I did this, I'm not sure, but each time I basked in that warm drowsy feeling that if you've ever experienced insomnia is something you would kill for. As always, it appeared a visit with Mark was all that I needed. When I finally opened my eyes and could keep them open I saw that it was 7am, and as I rolled over I realized Mark had gotten up. I must have really been out not to notice him leaving.
Mark was a creature of habit. Although I hadn't heard the alarm I knew he had gotten up at 6am to go upstairs to the gym where he would work out until 8. Two full hours every day, weights, the universal, and a half hour session with the punching bag. This routine helped keep him sane. On the surface Mark did not appear to have the issues that I have had. Drug addiction is an obvious problem almost impossible to hide. Mark's addiction is more subtle, for lack of a better term Mark is a rage-a-holic.
Having endured years of abuse at the hands of a coke addict (The one who fractured his skull) my brother has a lot of darkness inside. When he was younger this would lead to black out rages making Mark's insomnia all the more dangerous. Just like mine, it can trigger that darkness. Where I am self destructive, Mark is pure destruction. Put in an equation it would be; Insomnia +Rage +20 years of martial arts training equals: Oh shit! Seventeen years ago when he was twenty Mark ran into his foster father Max in a bar and using cocaine lured him back to his apartment where he came within seconds of killing him. Only a great lawyer provided by a family friend got Mark off spinning it as self defense so that it appeared Max had recognized Mark and had followed him home. Max had been in critical condition for over a week. Had he died Mark might never have gotten to where he was today.
Since then, with the exception of a few bad situations his drug addled sister put him in the middle of, Mark has been able to pretty much maintain control. His theory is that he works out early so he gets the adrenalin out of his system before anybody pisses him off. Anyone who has ever watched him work the punching back walks away disturbed. Although it was over twenty years ago Mark has told me that after a few minutes all he sees is Max who beat him mostly for talking if you can believe that. If you have the nerve to stand next to my brother while he is hammering away full force at the bag you can hear him whisper "Are you still making noise?"
Of course Mark has another outlet for that darkness and the room I was lying in was the prime example of it. Those of us who enjoy the S&M lifestyle are very critical of "posers" people trying to look cool or playing at it, attending the clubs thinking they're the shit when in reality all they are is bait for people like us. My brother is a true master of women, many of them having been broken and trained in this very bed. It is said that all Dominants were once themselves broken, and have learned to turn the tables. I myself was broken by being sexually abused.
To this day I sometimes have a hard time having sex with men when I am not fully in control, hence my tendency to dominate, however with women its different I am fine with lying back and letting them play. As for Mark; well the woman who broke him was none other than his nasty big sister. As I said earlier Mark is everything to me; brother, best friend and of course my lover of at this point almost twenty years. Rolling over onto my stomach I closed my eyes hoping to nod off again. As I lay there I reflected on our relationship.
Trust me I know that I sound like a sick puppy. I am well aware of the fact that fucking one's brother is generally associated with West Virginia trailer parks and is universally frowned upon but I have always believed if it feels good do it and fucking my brother has always felt pretty damn good. I mean don't get me wrong I don't advertise it. Mark and I have kept this secret the entire time and after all these years the only thing that bothers me about it may just be the fact that it's never bothered me. I was twenty and Mark was eighteen the night that I first seduced him and it just made sense at the time.
Back then, due to almost ten years apart, Mark and I were not that close in the sense of brother and sister. But we were very close in that we were both tortured souls who had been through and survived things that most people can't ever understand. So close in fact that even before my taking him we slept together. This started when I would hear Mark through the adjoining bathroom we shared wake up screaming from nightmares. After a few nights I went in there and lying down with him held him and told him of my own bad dreams. After that night at least a couple of times a week we would sleep in each other's beds.
Mark felt so good! As I had said before we both have that empty feeling inside but when we were close like that it seemed to disappear. It was as if we as if we fit together like two pieces of a broken plate. We were the only person the other trusted. Mark was the only man I knew who would never hurt me. In fact Mark, who everyone else considered a bad ass, followed me around like a puppy dog. I think it was the fact that I knew I could control him that led me to deciding to fuck him. Well that and one other issue
I was twenty and horny as hell and on any given day I would masturbate twice a day and some days? Well let's just say that carpal tunnel was in my near future. I was quite an attractive girl and had no problems getting dates, and although I would not refer to myself as easy, I wasn't all that hard to get either and had no initial qualms about letting some lucky guy get a piece of my pretty little pussy and if they were really good; a sampling of these made for cock sucking lips. Problem was most of the time; because of what I went through I would get uptight or nervous, not enjoying the way I should. I knew these guys weren't going to hurt me and I could spend all day thinking about the great time I was going to have, hell I could soak through my panties but when the time came I just couldn't seem to cut loose. Not that the guys seemed to notice, they thought I was a pretty good lay, little did they know they weren't getting half of what this nasty girl really wanted to give.
Meanwhile Mark was having issues of his own. Trust me when I tell you my brother was beautiful even back then. At eighteen he looked twenty one, and with those pretty features and a body that was the result of working out three hours a day, he should have getting more pussy than he could handle. Unfortunately because of what he had been through Mark still did not speak all that much and trusted no one, well that wasn't entirely true. Mark did trust one person. Who? Why his loving big sister Megan of course! Mark did have a girlfriend at the time named Krissy who was also amazingly still cherry. Between the two of them they were too nervous to cross the line.
So here I was getting it, but nowhere near as good as I wanted it, and Mark not getting anything at all. Well hey the way I saw it we'd be helping each other. I'd be able to cut loose the way I wanted to and Mark would get over the hump so to speak. At that point he'd then be confident enough to go take his little Krissy and then she'd be benefitting as well! Whoever said I wasn't a giver? Since then Mark and I have always been lovers. The only thing that's changed over the years is the frequency, and that all depended on where we were in life. In our early twenties we were a constant. Matter of fact because of my issues with guys in general there was a period of a couple of years that Mark's was the only cock I was getting. That was also the time I myself was seduced by a fellow RISD student named Betty who introduced me to the finer points of the softer sex.
During this time frame Mark and I would even go on weekend road trips to New Hampshire or New York so we could be together and not worry about getting caught. This was a dark time for both of us. I had just started getting out of control with cocaine and Mark and I both were drinking like it was a sporting event. Mark never had a problem stopping; he'd drink all weekend then go back to class on Monday. At the time he didn't realize that it wasn't just fun for me that I needed it. There were a lot of memories from those years good and bad, well wild and bad not so sure about the good. After that we slowed down as I was spending a lot of time in New York pretending to try to crack the local art scene but was really just getting wasted, even going so far as to take a job as an exotic dancer to support my habit. There were also several stints in rehab facilities that kept us apart.
To me Mark and I have always been the best of both worlds. We genuinely love each other as brother and sister yet fuck like lovers. When I moved to Chicago I realized that since no one knew anything about me I decided not to tell anyone I had a brother. Because I'm adopted we don't have the same last name and our resemblance to one another is minimal I figured who would know? So when Mark came to visit I tell my friends that Mark's an old boyfriend from back home, a friend with benefits. When I told Mark that he had laughed and said; "More like siblings with benefits." Yeah Jerry Springer here we come.
Over the years Mark and I have never been exclusive and have a couple of rules that we follow. The first is that there is no jealousy, we both do whoever, whenever. The second is that when we are together neither of us picks up anyone else, and the last rule is that if either of us is actually involved with someone, other than pets, we lay off.
This has definitely been more my rule than his. Since I have been straight I have had several tries at happiness lasting anywhere from a couple of months with a few different guys up to Laura who at almost a year has been the longest to date. It's funny because when it's like that neither Mark nor I have any difficulty hanging back it's as if a switch was thrown. I have always believed it's because as much as we enjoy each other we would desperately love to see the other really happy.
I did mention that this has almost always been my call however there was a stretch a year or so ago that Mark had someone. Samantha a 24 year old Suffolk Law grad who had started out as one of Mark's live in pets and somehow ended up in his bed every night and completely in love with him. More surprisingly was that Mark had fallen for her as well, he had even told me he thought he was in love. I was thrilled for him however a few months later he called and asked me to come see him. Samantha had left. For some reason even he couldn't explain he had pushed her away claiming he would ruin her. When I got there Mark hadn't slept in over a week and eventually broke down crying. My little brother had broken his own heart. Since then "The Dark Prince" (as he had been nicknamed by a few friends of his who shared our lifestyle.) has been back in full swing tearing into any young girl unlucky enough to fall sway to his killer looks and dark charisma.
So needless to say I'm sure I wasn't the only one who greatly enjoyed last night's welcome home fuck. This has definitely been one of our longer stretches, and seeing I'm planning on staying the week I think we're going to do our best to make up for lost time. Unfortunately Mark had told me yesterday that he had to work this morning and it was to short notice to cancel so I would have to wait until tomorrow to wake up with him. Not that I didn't love it anytime but I've always been a huge fan of sex in the morning. Waking up to a nice orgasm and a good long fuck then maybe a nice hot shower together. With a sigh I rolled over.
Lying on my back I stared up at my reflection in the mirror and kicking the sheet off, stretched and admired how my ivory skin looked against the blood red sheets. I still felt delightfully tired, but as I continued to stretch and pose in the mirror I began getting worked up, the bed the mirrors, the entire bedroom just screamed of sex and sin. Slowly I trailed my left hand down my stomach and lazily opening my legs began to caress my smooth pussy. I let out a soft sigh of pleasure and closing my eyes thought back to last night. Remembering how good my brother's cock had felt and how hard I had cum.
Bringing my right hand to my mouth I licked my fingers and began to play with my right nipple. This time it was a moan and not exactly a soft one that escaped my lips as my fingers moved faster. I watched as I played with myself in my brother's bed. Oh you nasty girl, I thought as I always did when I masturbated or fucked. I slipped my fingers into my hot wet pussy and pumped my hips into them. Then sliding them back up to my clit gave it a little pinch before rubbing in slow circles teasing myself.
At this point I wasn't just thinking of last night but was envisioning an entire week in this bed. Seven days of Mark's big beautiful cock, his soft tongue.... Oh yes, every night in every way. I thought of how hard he had taken me and knew that at some point this week when the mood was upon me I would take him just as hard. Take the time to remind Mark of who was in charge here. Little brother had been having his way with the young ones for far too long he would need a lesson. The Image of Mark on his knees kissing my feet and begging to kiss more drove me over the edge and arching my back I came long and loud. I then brought my fingers to my mouth and after tasting myself sighed contentedly and rolling back over on my stomach fell right back to sleep.
When I awoke I glanced over at the clock and saw it was only 8:30. I was still lying on my stomach and after a couple of minutes I began to slide myself back and forth a bit. The satin sheets were caressing my erect nipples and I could feel myself getting wet yet again damn what a great night's sleep, and this bed could do for me! Looking up my face was only a foot from the mirror and in the reflection I saw myself lying there one long leg poking out from the covers. I started to grind my pussy into the bed and was just getting ready to slide my hand underneath to my pussy (on a lazy day I could do this all day just play and sleep) when I heard the door knob turn.
Quickly I put my head down and pretended to be asleep. I felt him approach the bed and a few seconds later I felt a gentle kiss on the bottom of my foot. I stayed still and then giggled like a girl when I felt him flick his tongue across the bottom of my toes.
"Faker." Mark said. He then slowly licked the entire length of my foot. My brother has one hell of a foot fetish and I have never complained about it. I mean you haven't lived until you've had a hot, professional man worshipping your feet.
"That's nice" I whispered. Mark grabbed the sheet and pulled it off of me. Then began kissing and licking my other foot.
"I thought you had to work." I said. His response was to move from my foot to my calf, as I lay there, my dripping pussy making a puddle on the sheet, Mark worked his lips all the way up the backs of my legs, getting another giggle as he kissed the backs of my knees, and then a moan as parting my legs he kissed my inner thigh. Mark pushed my legs further open and lied down between them. I raised my hips off the bed, and let out a soft whimper as he plunged his tongue into my pussy from behind then trailed it back to swirl around my clit.
Mark grabbed the bottom of my ass and spread me wide open and unlike last night's assault this time sucked gently in a slow steady rhythm.
"Ohhh, that's nice." I said as he slipped two fingers into my pussy. I then let out a squeal as moving his mouth, he pushed his tongue into my ass.
"Look at you being a nasty boy." I whispered. Then another moan as he went back to my clit. I slowly slid my ass up and down so that he was licking the length of my pussy, then stopped and let him return to sucking.
"Faster," I begged. "Please just a little faster." Mark obeyed and less than a minute later I came in his face. As I collapsed face down on the bed he returned to kissing, now working his way up the middle of my back. It felt sooo sweet. Mark knew my body like no other and knew that by getting me off first he could take his time. Pushing my long hair to the side he continued up between my shoulder blades.
I folded my arms under my chin to hold my head up and watched, pussy dripping more than ever, as my brother slowly crawled up between my legs. Now completely over me his arms on either side, he lowered himself, and I moaned loudly as his cock slid down the length of my pussy. Mark didn't go inside instead he continued to tease each time his cock stroking my clit and making a wet sound as it slid against and away from my pussy. I wanted it inside bad, but I was so relaxed I let him take his time.
Finally after several more teases Mark slid his huge hard cock all the way inside and holding it there bent his head over and began kissing the inside of my neck. As he did his eyes were open and we looked into each other's eyes. I smiled at him as he began to nibble my ear. What could be better than this? That question was answered as Mark began to literally do push up's coming almost completely out then driving back in. Watching in the mirror I could see his beautiful prick glistening from my juices, plunging in and out, almost as good was watching his arms flex as he raised and lowered himself in and out of me.
He was delivering slow steady strokes that were driving me crazy and I began whimpering with every one of them. Mark stopped and sliding himself out grabbed my shoulder and pulled, I rolled over onto my back and Mark immediately slid inside and began pumping me slowly. I wrapped my long legs around his waist and my arms around his neck. I pulled him down into me and we kissed. A long slow passionate kiss as he continued to use those long steady strokes. I moaned into his mouth and he slid his arms underneath me so he was completely on top of me.
I looked up and admired the sight of myself wrapped around him. I could see the long scratches I had left last night and gently traced them with my fingers, not hurting just rubbing. My Ivory skin wrapped around his tanned flesh was a sexy contrast. As rough as he was last night was as sweet as he was being this morning. Once again Mark knew exactly what I wanted. He began to speed up and I whispered.
"Stop." When he did I told him; "Lie back it's my turn."
Mark smiled and rolled over onto his back I rolled over on top of him and after briefly tonguing his nipples slid down between his legs and took his prick into my mouth. I groaned in pleasure at the taste of myself off of his hard flesh. Unlike last night when it was force fed to me, I took the time to fully appreciate how amazing his cock was, licking the length of his shaft and rubbing it along my face. After a few minutes of teasing I took the entire length right down to his balls. Almost 12" of cock down my throat.
"Ohh damn." Mark moaned. There were very few women who could take the entire length the way I could. I swirled my tongue around and shook my head getting a louder moan out of him. I could feel his thighs begin to tremble. I removed him from my mouth with a wet slurping sound.
"Not yet little brother." I told him. I slid up and bracing my hands on his chest pulled my legs up so I was squatting over him and drove myself full force down onto his cock. We both cried out in ecstasy oh my god was he fucking deep! Pushing against his muscular chest I began to bounce up and down on him. We were both sweating and moaning. I let my legs go out along side of him and leaning back with my elbows on his knees placed my feet on the bed and began lifting myself on and off his cock. I watched again in the mirror as I rode him. Thinking; look at you, you dirty fucking whore! Riding your little brother's cock! Breaking the rules, taking what you want! I let out a startled yip as Mark reached out and putting his thumb on my clit began to work it in small circles.



"Oh yeah, Mark! Look at you taking care of your nasty sister, giving her what she needs." I began grinding faster and he began bucking his hips into me.
"Hold on little brother," I told him. "You get me off first and your big sister will give you a treat."
Mark grunted and closed his eyes trying to hold himself back. It wasn't easy as I was bucking like a fucking bronco. I took one hand off the bed and twisted my own nipple, the jolt of pain took me over the edge and like last night I through my head back and wailed like a siren I was cumming like a fucking freight train! I swear even harder than last night. I stopped moving and let myself lie back across his legs. I stayed there panting for a minute. Mark's cock was still inside but at an angle. I could feel him straining to pump it in and out trying to cum. I slid off of him and he groaned.
"Please Megan?" He asked; panting himself. Oh how that drove me crazy! I smiled at him.
"No worries little brother," I told him. "You did a hell of a job on my pretty little pussy so how about that treat?" Mark smiled he knew what I meant. It was what I would always bribe him with when we were younger and just starting out. I got back down between his legs and with no hesitation opened wide and took his soaking wet cock all the way down again. After several long sucks that had his legs shaking I stopped and said;
"Go ahead Mark, just like you know you want to." Mark smiled wickedly and reaching down grabbed two handfuls of my hair.
"Yeah that's right little brother." I was looking him straight in the eye. "Go ahead and fuck your nasty sister's face, like I'm one of your little fucking sluts. Make me take every drop!" I put my mouth over his cock.
I didn't have to ask twice. Mark immediately began pulling my mouth up and down off his cock going all the way down and back up. He was yanking my hair as he did fucking my mouth as if it were my pussy. I moaned every time it went deep and my eyes never left his. After several vicious pumps Mark let out a long groan and he began to cum. He stopped pulling but I began sucking him in and out taking every fucking drop that he had for me. Spurt after spurt shot down my throat. When he finally stopped I slid it almost all the way out but gave the tip a few more quick sucks and was rewarded with a couple of more drops.
Mark was lying back his chest heaving. I removed his cock from my mouth and couldn't resist one more look at the ceiling looking at my face next to his huge cock. Oh Megan you are a fucking whore I thought. I slid up the bed and gave Mark a long sweet kiss, he opened his mouth and I slid my tongue in complete with a couple of those last drops. Mark kissed me harder turned on by how he tasted off of me. I rolled off of him and we both lied there panting.
"See why it's a good thing I don't live around here anymore?" I asked.
"No not really." He said with a laugh. I rolled onto my side and put my head on his chest.
"I thought you had to work today."
"I do I pushed the client back an hour."
"You didn't have to do that Mark."
"Are you kidding? It's your first morning back."
"They were okay with it?"
"Sure I told them my sister wasn't feeling well and I had to take care of her." I laughed and sat up so he could get up.
"Well hey I didn't lie." Mark said also sitting up. He glanced at the clock. "But I do have to go in a little bit."
"Okay." I told him as I lay back down. He stood up and looked at me.
"Well you know I haven't showered yet." I glanced up at him and gave him my trademark crooked smile
Without a word he leaned over, slid his arms under my legs and arms and lifted me effortlessly off the bed. I giggled like a schoolgirl again as he began to carry me out of the bedroom. Mark looked into my face and smiled, one of the rare real ones, the ones only I got to see, and the ones that touched those gorgeous eyes.
"I love it when you laugh like that." He told me.
"And I love it when you smile like that." I replied.
Mark stopped walking and bending his head kissed me. Another long soft one, when he pulled his head back he had an odd look in his eyes but didn't say anything. He carried me into the bathroom where he turned on the shower and after getting the water just right took my hand and led me in. As I stood there in the delightfully steamy shower Mark got in behind me, and starting at my feet worked his way up my body gently soaping and rinsing every inch of my skin.
When he was finished with my body Mark shampooed my hair. I closed my eyes and leaned against him as between the steam and his fingers running through my hair I felt as if I could go to sleep right there. I wasn't even horny just completely relaxed and at peace for the first time in months. When Mark finished with my hair we traded places, and he washed himself quickly. I felt like a jerk but was totally spent and just leaned against the wall and watched admiring his incredible body.
"I'm sorry Mark; I'm just kind of out of it after..."
"No worries sis, I'm here for you remember?"
He washed his hair and shutting the water off stepped out and after toweling off. He picked up another towel and held it open for me. I stepped out, my legs feeling like rubber and he wrapped me in the towel and patted me dry. Then once again he picked me up as if I were a child and carried me back to his bed where he laid me back down and pulled the sheet up to my neck. He kissed me on the forehead as If I were a little girl and said he'd be right back.
I must have gone out again. As when I opened my eyes he was standing over me. Mark had shaved and was wearing a pair of black slacks with a wine colored dress shirt and a black tie.
"You're as beautiful as always little brother." I whispered to him.
"Must run in the family." He told me with a wink.
"Hey Mark what time is it?" I was so comfortable I didn't even want to look over at the clock.
"Nine Thirty."
"Set it for noon for me? I want to surprise the folks and take them for lunch."
"No problem. By the way I made nine o'clock reservations at the Blue Grotto for dinner."
My favorite restaurant! I smiled drowsily at him.
"Who's better than you little brother?"
"Anything for you my sister." He told me as he leaned over and kissed me on lips. Although he had shaved and showered I could still faintly smell my pussy.
"I'll send the folks your love." I told him. He hadn't spoken to dad in months, which also had kept him from seeing mom, why I have no idea but would find out before I left for home. But for right now;
"Go back to sleep Meg." He said and with a brief touch of his hand to my cheek turned and went to leave.
"Mark?"
"Yeah sis?"
"Thank you." I snuggled further down into the pillows. "Every girl should have a brother like you."
"They do," He began as he walked out the door. "Down in West Virginia."
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I sat outside on Mark's balcony smoking a cigarette and enjoying the beautiful August night. Despite the heat of the day it had cooled down quite a bit and there was a nice breeze. I stretched my long legs out and rested my ankles on the railing. Taking a long drag I let it out slowly savoring the taste. Smoking was the one indulgence I allowed myself and even at that I had cut down to less than a half a pack a day at this point it was more of a guilty pleasure than a need. I sighed contentedly and burrowed deeper into the chair wrapping Mark's red silk robe around myself.
I felt like a cat in the sun. Satisfied and content in every way. It was amazing what a great night's sleep and a day could make, and what a day it had been! Although I had slept over nine hours before Mark woke me up, after two orgasms and that amazing shower I slept right up until the alarm went off at noon. After rolling around in bed for a little while longer hunger finally forced me to get up. His fridge was full of healthy food and protein shakes so I settled for yogurt and a banana; I was already looking forward to eating like shit at the restaurant later.
After taking a few minutes to unpack I called the folks house and after getting no answer called moms cell. As always mom was thrilled to hear from me, I usually called at least twice a week but hadn't in a few days because I knew she would read the tone of my voice. I was sounding pretty good now however I wanted to surprise her so rather than tell her I was in town simply asked what she was up to.
I'm glad I did, as she told me they were in New Hampshire for a day trip. If I had told her I was here she would have made dad drive her right back. She told me they were coming back early tonight so I figured I would surprise her tomorrow. It was like pulling teeth to get dad to do anything these days and I didn't want to interrupt. We made small talk and she asked about Laura, I started to say something lame but she read through it and asked if it was over. I told her it was but enjoy her day I would call her tomorrow and we could talk about it.
That made her happy. Mom still loved the "girl stuff" as she called it, and I enjoyed making her feel a part of my life as there were years that I all but pushed her out of it. Before she hung up mom asked if I had heard from Mark. I told her I talked to him last night and she asked me to get him to call she hadn't heard from him in weeks and hadn't seen him since he took her out for mother's day a couple of months ago. I told her I would get him to call and hung up before it turned into drama.
Seeing I now had no afternoon plans I figured I would swing by and see Mark's new office. Afraid of losing him to a large firm in New York the head of Mark's firm made him partner last year at the age of thirty six. The promotion came with a much bigger office, the Lexus, and because the firm had bought four units when the Promenade opened Mark didn't even pay rent only condo fees. Not bad for a street rat as Mark was fond of saying.
Not that there weren't a few people I wanted to catch up with, but I was here for an entire week and wanted it to just be family the first couple of days, hell another night with Mark and I would be all but reborn. If the way he treated me this morning was any indication my little brother must have really missed me.
Thinking of Mark I put on a simple white sundress and pulled my hair back in a pony tail. Mark was constantly surrounded by either gorgeous women around his age or hot little barely legal's and because of that he had a weak spot for plain old cute which I could still be well as cute as someone with a full sleeve tattoo of Medusa could be anyway. Just as Mark could play both pretty professional, and hot bad ass, I could pull off queen of the night as well as girl next door especially when I pulled out my ultimate weapon and Mark's total weakness; the pout.
I went into Mark's home office and grabbed the keys to the Lexus that were hanging on a hook. Before leaving I looked around. Mark was a neat freak and nothing was out of place making me want to mess it up on him but I would be nice for now anyways. I walked over to his desk and looked at the framed picture of the two of us that had been taken after he had graduated Suffolk law at a party held by several of the wealthier parents. It was another of the many humbling memories being home brought back.
The picture itself was wonderful, Mark was wearing a black suit and I was in a beautiful red dress. I had just given him a big hug, and my boyfriend Tommy had called out to us for a picture. We were cheek to cheek and smiling happily. Part of me always thought what a pretty couple we would have made. That thought however was always marred by the fact that with us that close and at that age you could really see our resemblance as brother and sister.
The tough part of the picture was at the time I was in my last month of a ninety day inpatient rehab and needed special permission to attend my brother's graduation. Not only that but I had absolutely nothing left of my own and Tommy bought me the dress that day. Poor Tommy, he was better than I deserved. We had dated off and on for years having met at a party back when he was also doing a lot of drugs. Tommy had straightened out and kept waiting for me to do the same.
Over the years I had stolen from him, cheated on him, and one terrible time he had been beaten badly by a drug dealer named Carson who I owed money to. Despite all that Tommy never gave up on me. He came to see me every day in rehab, and asked me to move in with him when I got out. I took him up on that offer. Three months later he proposed to me. Three months after that...
I stopped myself there. As my therapist keeps telling me living in the past will never help the present. I sighed also thinking of the Rod Stewart song "Every Picture tells a story." Well if that were true then the picture on the other side of Mark's desk told the story of his own heartbreak; it was of him with Samantha and had been taken on cruise about a year or so ago.
Mark had won a big case that had taken months to settle and his firm sent him on the cruise to Bermuda as a bonus. He had taken along "Sammy" as he called her. In the picture Mark was shirtless leaning against the railing, Samantha was leaning into him and his arms were around her waist. Mark was smiling and I have never seen him look so happy, and as far as Sammy went she was beaming, all but glowing. Looking at her she hadn't even seemed my brother's type.
Samantha was attractive, with olive skin long dark curly hair and hazel eyes, but was nowhere near as hot as most of my brother's girls. She was even a bit on the curvy side but she had something that appealed to him; innocence. Ironically it was that innocence that attracted Mark to make her a pet. He was going to corrupt her, his own personal 120 days of Sodom. In the end Samantha had turned the tables showing my brother that not only could he be loved but love as well.
Knowing Mark he kept the picture here as a reminder of what he had done. How he had broken not only her heart by sending her away, but his own as well. I shook my head it was time to go. Last night was great, the morning even better, and still ahead; an entire week of letting my little brother spoil me. I would not succumb to the recent melancholy that I had come here to escape. Just before I left I stared at the framed poster hung over Marks desk; it was the 11th Satanic Principal;
"When walking in open territory, bother no one. If someone bothers you, ask them to stop. If they do not stop, destroy them." Words to live by I thought as I closed the door.
My brother was surprised to see me and the first thing out of his mouth was how much he liked my dress. His office was nothing short of amazing a testament to the fact my brother never finished second at anything. One wall was a series of glass cases that were full of karate trophy's as well as academic awards from both PC and Suffolk. I had brought him an ice coffee and a sandwich, and as I sat across from him at his enormous mahogany desk --the one with another Decosta original hanging behind it- I couldn't help but think that he had earned every bit of this, just in what I put him through, never mind dealing with his own demons.
I told him the folks weren't around and I was probably just going to head back to his place but wanted to stop by and see his office. Mark told me to hold that thought and getting up walked away calling someone on his cell phone. Sitting there I could tell by the tone of his voice that not only was he speaking to a woman but one that he wanted something from. Those suspicions were confirmed when, I heard him promise dinner next Friday night. Hanging up the phone Mark came back smiling and reaching into his wallet took out a business card and handed it to me.
"Spadyssey," I asked my eyes lighting up. "Are you kidding?"
"Nope, better get moving you have a two thirty appointment with Fiona for a massage, then a manicure, pedicure." He shrugged. "The works."
"You are the best Mark really!" I gave him a huge hug.
"Yeah well I heard you had a hot date tonight you should look your best."
"This place is the best." I told him.
"I know I send all my girls there." I rolled my eyes. Mark spent a fortune on his little playthings.
"Well I guess I'm off then." I told him. I was smiling so hard my cheeks hurt. I think I felt giddy I hadn't been pampered like this since... well maybe since the last time I came up here. Looking to make sure his door was closed Mark took my face in his hands and gave me a long lingering kiss that if he kept it up any longer was either going to make my legs weak or cause me to hop on his desk. Breaking it off he gave me a soft smile;
"Go enjoy my sister, you deserve it."
Enjoy it was an understatement. I was so relaxed when I left I thought I was going to need a cab to get home. However I did force myself to stop in a boutique and pick up a couple of things for later to show Mark my appreciation. When I did get home, I took my dress off and all but passed out in his bed for another couple of hours.
Mark came home at six, an eight hour Saturday at the office, and we went to the Blue Grotto earlier than we had planned getting there at seven thirty. Dinner was wonderful; it's not like we talked much last night so tonight we talked about everything from work, to the Red sox and all things in between. I noticed he was staying away from the subject of Laura, which I appreciated, in turn I did not bring up whatever was going on with the folks.
I have to say as I sat across the table from him; it occurred to me that it was definitely better when he came to visit in Chicago. Twice I caught myself going to take his hand and I would have loved to rub my soft foot along his leg under the table. It's not like we were public figures but Mark does know a lot of people, and you have to understand Rhode Island is a very small State.
I could tell by the way he looked at me that Mark felt the same way. I do not lack confidence in anyway, but have to say my brother has always made me feel sexy. Knowing he loved the color on me, I was wearing a teal dress which matched the polish on my fingers and toes, and the curl had come back to my hair which I was wearing down. At one point he looked at me and told me;
"You look beautiful Megan." I all but blushed. When we were together like this it made me feel as if we were kids again. After all doesn't every woman have romantic dinners with their brother? We took our time having desert and coffee, just what a couple of people with problems sleeping need; sugar and caffeine, and didn't get back until almost eleven. I had slept about 12 hours since last night and the eight or so Mark had gotten was a couple of day's worth by his standards so neither of us were tired.
When we entered his apartment I told him I didn't feel like going to bed and was going to change. Mark said he'd meet me in the parlor he was going to check his e-mails. I rolled my eyes, and told him he had worked enough. I made him sit at the dining room table and going into the bedroom took off the dress. I was wearing a skimpy red and black lace bra with matching thong, over which I put on the white short sleeved blouse and plaid schoolgirl mini skirt I had bought. I left my feet bare and slipped one of his black ties around my neck. My little brother had been very good to me today; it was time to reward him.
When I came back to the dining room Mark was typing away on his blackberry. I cleared my throat so he knew I was there.
"I'll be done in a sec Meg." He said without turning.
"May I come sit with you sir?" I asked softly.
At that Mark turned his head and seeing me his eyes widened. I strolled over and stood next to him.
"And why is my master working so late tonight?" As I spoke I lightly ran my fingers through his thick black hair, while removing the phone from his hand and tossing it onto the table.
"Do you have something better in mind?" He asked.
I hopped up on the table sliding over so I was directly in front of him.
"My master was very good to his little girl today." I told him putting my head down and looking up at him through my long lashes. "I just wanted to say thank you."
Mark was beside himself. Few and far between are the times that I play cute and demure.
"That is if you'll let me." I pouted "Will you please let me sir?"
"Oh yeah," He whispered, his eyes already glued to my bare feet with their bright toe nails which I had placed on his thighs.
"My Master is to kind." Placing my right foot directly on his cock I began to rub it back and forth he was already hard.
"If it would please my Master I would love to show him how soft my feet are." I gave him another pout. "After all, you do pay to keep them that way."
"Please do."
I leaned over, unzipped his pants and reaching in pulled his cock out. Leaning back I placed my bare feet on either side of it and began slowly jerking him off.
"Oh, that looks good." He breathed
When I got to the top I wrapped my toes around the head and squeezed. Mark moaned and I could feel my toes becoming slick. I rubbed the soles of my feet across the top getting them wet then began jerking him off again.
"Ooooh that big cock looks so good, all wet like that." I cooed. I then lifted my foot putting my toes to his lips.
"Would my Master like a taste?"
Mark parted his lips, and I pushed my toes into his mouth. As his tongue swirled around them I let out a moan as my own juices started to flow. I took my feet away and slid off the table to my knees, and taking his dripping cock into my mouth began bobbing my head in a slow steady rhythm. I was using just my mouth, my hands reaching up to unbutton his shirt. I lightly pinched both his nipples as I swirled my tongue around the head of his cock getting a moan out of him. I stopped and stood up.
"If it pleases my Master his little girl would like to dance for him."
I extended my hand, and pulled him up as he stood I angled the chair away from the table but close enough so I could still use it and sat him back down. He was still fully dressed with his cock standing at full attention in his lap. I walked away a few steps and pressed play on the CD player.
As Nickel Back's "I know who you are." Blasted through the living room I began swaying my hips and running my hands up my thighs lifting my skirt to give a peek at my thong. I strutted over directly in front of him and putting my hands on his shoulders shimmied all the down and back up again. I turned, and straddling him bent slightly gyrating my ass in his face then leaned back sitting on his lap and grinding into his bare cock knowing he could feel how wet I was even through the thong. As I did I unbuttoned my blouse and let it fall slightly off my shoulders.
Taking his cue Mark slid the blouse off, but when he reached around and tried to cup my tits I slapped his hands away.
"Be a good boy."
Standing back up I shimmied again lolling my head back to let my hair swish across his bare chest. I kicked up and spun around, my leg going over his head so I was facing him again. I reached back and unhooking my bra let it drop then sitting on his lap shook my tits back in forth in his face letting my nipples brush across his lips, and putting the tie around his neck. When he put his tongue out I leaned back away from him, holding myself up with the tie against him, and continued to grind my hips into his cock. I stood up and turning my back to him shimmied out of the skirt kicking it to the side, and getting between his legs shook my ass in his face.
I turned back to face him once again straddling him and leaned over, this time placing my right tit in his mouth, he flicked his tongue across my nipple ring before eagerly sucking it into his mouth, I reached down and sliding my thong to the side with one hand guided him to my pussy with the other and letting myself go impaled myself on his cock. Mark let out a groan of pleasure. Rather than moving up and down I rotated my hips in a circular motion. Mark wrapped his arms around my waist and switched to my left nipple
As the song wound down I began bouncing up and down his hard cock. I wasn't moving a lot just a few inches at a time to tease and he moaned around my nipple. Putting my arms around his neck I began to ride him harder speeding up with the beat of the music. Suddenly an unwanted memory flashed into my head.
I was in the dark back room of Club Fantasies strung out on coke, riding a guy in his forties, a hundred dollar bill stuffed into each side of my g string which was pulled aside. His business partner who had paid for the fuck was outside the door, awaiting his turn. I pushed the image away as fast as it had come and standing up turned around and sat back on my brother's cock sliding it in from behind. I leaned back into him and lifting my legs off the floor braced my feet on the table and began to push myself up and down.
Mark reached his right hand around grabbing my nipple, his left thumb finding my clit. I leaned back further and turned my head our lips met and we moaned into each other's mouths as I went up and down and side to side driving his enormous prick into my eager pussy. I began playing with my left nipple my other hand behind Mark's head grabbing a handful of his hair and holding his mouth to mine.
I broke the kiss asking;
"Is my Master happy with his little girl?"
"Oh very." He managed to get out in between moans as I began thrusting him further in and out.
"Happy enough to let her cum on his beautiful cock?"
"I'd love it." He whispered pressing harder with his thumb while pinching my nipple.
"Oh, thank you sir!" I exclaimed and pinching my other nipple drove my pussy down hard on his cock and came long, hard and of course loud. With each spasm that went through me I cried out and twitched my hips into him getting some noises from him as well.
"Is my Master ready to give me my reward?" I asked. "Or shall I play some more?"
"Your Master wishes to cum." Mark answered. "And quickly, before I lose patience."
"Of course Master!" I dropped my legs to the floor and leaning forward grabbed the edge of the table. I began lifting myself on and off of his huge cock pulling almost the entire length out with each stroke and wiggling my hips on the way down. I started slow but gained speed until after a minute I was doing it so hard our flesh was slapping together and I could hear my pussy making wet sucking sounds around his cock.
"Oh yeah, just like that!" He exclaimed.
"Yeah? Is your little girl pleasing you Master?" I asked as I rode him even harder. "Is your dirty little fucking whore giving you what you need?"



"Oh she is!" He gasped. Grabbing my hips Mark began to help slam me up and down on him. I was amazed at his control as he somehow continued to hold back while fucking me even harder.
"Oh that's right little brother! Let your big sister take care of you, let her ride that fucking cock let her have it all of it!" I cried out. His breathing picked up, and he was whimpering with each thrust he couldn't hold back any longer, but I had one more treat for him.
"You ready to cum for your sister little brother?"
"Yes oh, yes." He groaned
"Hold it back!" Hopping off, I turned and jumping up onto the table placed my soft feet with their blue toenails around his cock which he was squeezing and began jerking it off with them.
"Go ahead little brother! Cum all over your sister's feet! All over those pretty little toes!"
"Oh damn oh..." Mark let his hand go, and his cum began squirting straight up before landing back on my feet.
"That's it little brother." I told him, as I continued to rub my feet up and down. "Let me have it!"
I let out a soft moan. Damn that hot cum felt good dripping down my feet. I wrapped my toes around the head of his cock and squeezed wringing every last drop of cum out of it. Mark twitched and let out a long satisfied sigh as he slumped back into the chair. I looked down at his cock which had quite a bit of his cum all over it from my feet.
"Oooh," I cooed in the little girl voice. "Someone made a mess."
"Yeah..." He started but I cut him off.
"I think your little girl should clean that up." I slid off the table and onto my knees. Taking his still dripping, semi hard prick in my hand I rubbed it along the side of my face.
"Stic-ky." I said with a pout. I rubbed it along the other side so both my cheeks were glistening with his cum. Then meticulously licked every drop off of his cock, Mark moaned as I also made sure to lick his balls clean. I finished by sucking his cock in and out a few more times getting another couple of drops. Then sat back on my knees;
"All gone!" I told him giving him my sweetest smile, followed by another perfect pout.
"Did your little girl do a good job of saying thank you Master?"
"That you did my sister." He said giving me a tired smile "That you did."
"Good." I stood up and sitting back on his lap hugged him close his head between my tits.
"Thank you little brother," I pulled back so I could give him a kiss. "For everything." I added then went back to hugging him. Mark returned the hug holding me tight. We stayed there for a few minutes. Once again the thought crossed my mind that the two of us were sick. I had just gotten done fucking the shit out of him, but as I held him tight it was as his grateful sister. I thought as I always did was that in the end what really mattered was we were always just what the other needed.
Neither one of us were tired so here I was out on the deck and at the moment loving life. I leaned forward to put the cigarette out then sat back. As I did I heard the door slide open and Mark came out with a mug.
"I made you a cup of tea." He said handing it carefully to me. I smiled at him.
"Earl Gray?"
"Why of course." He answered.
Mark was wearing just a pair of the loose fitting black pants from his karate uniform and looked damn good as always. I knew that despite the four orgasms and couple of good fucks I'd already had today I would be taking him again before the night was over, but for now it was just nice to feel this relaxed. Mark sat next to me in the other chair and also put his feet up on the railing.
We sat in silence for a few minutes. I sipped at my tea reveling in how good I was feeling and Mark just stared off into space thinking of god knows what. Trust me when I tell you my brother has a pretty strange mind and is capable of getting lost in it for hours at a time. After a bit I said to him;
"Know what this reminds me of?"
"The porch swing at the folks?" I smiled.
"Remember when we couldn't sleep we'd sneak out and sit on it, and talk all night?"
"Yeah, and when we ran out of things to talk about we'd make up stories for each other." As he spoke he picked up my pack of Marlboro's and taking the lighter out of it lit one and took a long drag on it.
"I thought you quit?"
He smirked at me.
"I did but you make it look good." With that he leaned back and opening his mouth blew a perfect smoke ring. He sighed and continued; "Besides you've always been a bad influence."
"Yeah just me," I told him, and then smiled as a thought came to me. "Hey little brother?"
"Yeah Meg?"
"Tell me a story." He laughed.
"What kind of story?"
"I don't know something naughty and fun." I snapped my fingers. "You know seeing you said I was a bad influence why don't you tell me all about your first time."
"I think you know seeing you were there."
"Yeah but I want to hear you tell it." I looked over at him. "C'mon little brother, tell me all about how your nasty big sister took your virginity." I paused then added; "At eighteen."
Mark gave me a dirty look.
"It wasn't my fault I was just you know..."
"Shy, I know all about it. Now go ahead and tell me the story." I smiled at him. "Tell it like you were telling one of your dirty stories for your little friends."
Mark belonged to a "Club" as he called it where all the members' men and women alike were gorgeous, professional, well off, and sexually dominant. They met once a month, had dinner then sat around swapping dirty stories about their latest conquests. The club was secret and according to Mark had been around for generations.
"Shhh." Mark said "You're not supposed to know about that."
I rolled my eyes at him.
"Whatever," I once again pulled out the pout. "Tell me the story little brother."
"You mean about how you stole my innocence?" To his credit he kept a straight face.
"Oh Please!" I laughed at him. "You know you had me believing that bullshit for a few months until you finally admitted you'd been spanking it to me for months before I took it."
"You took what you wanted." He said. "That's my story and I'm sticking to it."
"Then tell me the story councilor." I reached out and put my hand on his thigh. "Please little brother?"
Mark sighed and taking the cigarette from his mouth opened his right hand and ground it out into his palm. Through years of karate exercises Mark's palms had rows of calluses and his face registered no pain whatsoever. No matter how many times I'd seen him do it it still made me wince. It was however, one hell of a bar trick.
"Sure why not." He paused as if thinking where to start.
"Okay," He began finally. "It was Friday, the folks were away, you had to work, and I had spent all week planning on it being the night I finally got Krissy to put out..."
To be continued next week in Siblings with Benefits Chapter 4
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It was ten o'clock on Friday night and I was lying in my bed completely frustrated. The big night I had looked forward to all week was here and somehow was ending like all the rest of my nights. I was alone, unable to sleep and would eventually jerk off because it was the only way I ever got off. I stared up at the ceiling watching the patterns the flickering of the candles on my nightstand made and sighed.
The day had started out as it was supposed to with Doug and Denise leaving early in the morning to drive to New Hampshire where they were going to stay until Sunday. This was the first time they had gone away since I had lived there and coupled with Megan's having to work until eleven it gave me the house to myself for most of the night.
Summer had just started and I was working at a construction site where Doug had gotten me a job. The pay was decent, and I enjoyed the work, it was hard labor, but it was outside so I was getting a great tan while adding to what was already a pretty solid build.
I got off at four, cashed my check, and after stopping home to shower and change, picked up Krissy who was the main part of my plan. Krissy looked hot in a denim mini and the cutest little pink top that showed off her amazing tits, well I assumed they were, it's not like I had seen them yet. I was driving the black 78 Lesabre the folks had bought me as a graduation present and I took her to Friday's for dinner, then a ride to the beach for Ice Cream. After that I stopped home, and asked her if she wanted to come in.
Krissy knew no one was home but after a brief hesitation said okay. I was nervous but excited as we went up to my room. I lit the candles and shut the light off, when I turned to Krissy she was on the bed with her shoes off and hair down. This was it I thought I was finally going to get laid! I sat next to her and we started making out pretty hot and heavy, I got her shirt off and seeing her tits in just her lacy pink bra had me so hard it hurt. Krissy grabbed my cock through my jeans and after giving a little gasp-not that I had much to go by, but from what I had seen in the magazines I seemed pretty well hung- began to rub it.
At that point I went all in and sliding my hand up her skirt, slipped my finger into her panties and felt her wet pussy, we both moaned and I rolled over on top of her ready to try to get her skirt off when a car door slammed directly under my window. Krissy jumped off the bed so fast she almost fell off. I looked out and saw that it was only the guy next door but when I turned back to Krissy she was putting her shirt back on and saying she was sorry but she was too nervous. I tried to talk her into it but after a couple of minutes gave up, she really looked upset so I took her home.
As soon as I got back home I went up to my room and jerked off, then still feeling wound up went into the basement and lifted for an hour, pumping the weights thinking I should be pumping Krissy. I took another shower, a cold one. Slipping on a pair of shorts I lied down and tried to read for awhile.
I was reading Aleister Crowley's Do as you Feel with mixed emotions. Like Anton Levay Crowley talked about being better than the rest, a God amongst the herd, I felt I was one of those people. I had graduated top of my class and was going to PC in September with a full scholarship. I made all state in baseball and after only two years of karate was going for my black belt next month. As far as my looks went I turned the head of every girl I walked by, unfortunately I couldn't get anywhere with them. Well Krissy was the only one I wanted and so much for that.
I tossed the book aside disgusted. True I had all those things going for me but I was also an eighteen year old virgin who was afraid of the dark and slept with his sister when I had bad dreams. Not just slept with her but let her hold me like I was a baby. Yeah I was an alpha alright. I closed my eyes and tried to sleep which was always a crapshoot on the best of nights, let alone when I was aggravated. I tried just letting my mind drift and as always I started thinking about sex again.
It only took a couple of minutes of that before I started getting hard again. I tried to fight it, I mean I had just jacked off a couple of hours ago, but then again if you're not getting any it's not like you're wasting it. I slipped my shorts down past my hips and using my left hand began to stroke it. Closing my eyes I replayed the scene with Krissy except this time after grabbing my cock she slid down onto her knees and unzipping my pants began to suck on it. I started jerking faster as I pictured my big dick in her face going in and out of her mouth. I was getting close when it happened again; Krissy's face was replaced by another girl's and not just any girl; Megan.
I stopped stroking thinking; again with this? It happened for the first time a couple of months ago. I was jerking off thinking of Krissy, when I had a vision of my sister underneath me, naked, sweating, and moaning my name. I felt so bad the next day I couldn't even look at her. Since then though, it was hard not to.
Megan was absolutely gorgeous with her long dark hair, amazing blue eyes, and that adorable smile. I also couldn't help noticing her body was pretty hot too. I checked out enough girls to know she wasn't too big in the tit department, but at 5'8 her legs were incredible and she had a perfectly shaped ass that I had a hard time not looking at whenever she bent over.
"You're a sick fuck Mark." I said out loud.
Then again it was only a thought, I mean I wouldn't try anything. Megan was the best thing that ever happened to me. Doug and Denise were nice to me, but Megan loved me. I trusted her completely, knowing she would never hurt me the way so many others had. So at this point if I started thinking about her I would usually just let it go, it was just a phase. If I ever got laid I would probably get over it. Of course what didn't help was the fact we slept together sometimes. For a longtime Megan would wear a t-shirt and shorts to bed, lately however that had turned into underwear- a tank top with, as I was painfully aware of; no bra.
I think she caught me looking down her shirt one night; I could see all but her nipple and was staring when she woke up and asked what I was looking at. I mumbled something stupid and rolled over. It got worse a week later when I had spent a torturous half hour staring at her ass in a pair of black panties. Megan rolled over with her back against me, pushing her ass into my hard on. If there was any chance I thought she didn't notice it was gone when she giggled and said;
"Someone must have had a good dream!"
Speaking of those black panties, I realized I was still holding my cock and figured why the hell not? I returned to stroking it picturing my sister in those little panties, her tight little ass. Yeah I thought, afraid of the dark, a virgin, and jerks off to his sister.
I jumped at the sound of a quiet knock at my door. My heart pounding I looked at the clock on my nightstand, it was just after eleven.
"Mark, you awake?" Megan called softly. Before answering I pulled my shorts back up and made sure the covers were over my lap.
"Yeah," I called out.
The door opened and Megan came in, still wearing her uniform from Vinnie's which I was quite a fan of. The uniform consisted of a formal looking long sleeved white blouse and a black skirt that didn't go down much further than the curve of her ass, black stockings, and heels that I had no idea how she walked in.
"Hey little brother," She said "Sorry I'm late, they let me stay until eleven, and I could use the money."
"No problem," I said "I've been home since eight."
"How was work?" She asked. As she came closer to the bed I looked down at her legs and thought again how good they looked. The stockings making them look even better. I wondered what those stockings would feel like.
"Mark?" She asked again louder.
"Sorry." I said looking up at her. She was looking at me strangely.
"Work?" She repeated.
"It was alright."
"What about after work?" She asked, flashing that famous crooked smile of hers. She had known what I was planning. "You see your little Krissy?"
"Yeah I picked her up after work and we went to Friday's."
As I spoke I notice she was looking at me, but not my face following her eyes I swore she was staring at my chest or arms one of the two. Seeing she was no longer looking at my face my eyes slid back down to her legs again.
"That's cute." She said. I looked back up but she still seemed to be fixated on something other than my face. Finally Megan looked up and smirked.
"So, you bring her back here?"
"I did. I got her in here."
"Oooh," She sat on the edge of the bed. "Tell me more."
"Nothing to tell," I began. "We were getting pretty close, and then she heard a car door and got scared." I shook my head disgustedly. "I feel like a fucking loser."
"Don't Mark, she's a good girl and you're still kind of shy, but it'll happen." Megan put her arm around my shoulders and smiled reassuringly.
"Maybe even sooner than you think."
"I guess."
"You want to talk?" She asked.
"No, I'm okay"
Megan stood back up,
"You sure? I don't mind."
"No really, I'm fine." I told her.
"That you are little brother," She said in an odd tone that made me look back up at her she was staring at me again with a weird look on her face.
"What do you mean?" I asked. She gave me an odd smirk and shrugged.
"Just telling you that you look good Mark, those weights are really paying off."
"Oh thanks."
Megan continued to stare. I began to feel a little uncomfortable with the way she was doing it, then she smiled again, a real one.
"Well I'm going to shower and go to bed okay?"
"Good night Megan."
She leaned over and kissed me on the cheek the added with a wink.
"Sweet dreams little brother."
I lied back and closed my eyes again. I had kind of lost the mood to get off, and now just tried to keep my head clear, and drift into sleep. I heard Megan enter our adjoining bathroom, and start the shower. I pictured her in the shower, her naked body covered with soap. This time I succeeded in stopping myself and began to take long deep breaths like when I meditated at karate class, after a few minutes my thoughts cleared, and I drifted off to sleep.
I awoke to the sound of the bathroom door opening. I was lying on my side facing the other way, Megan whispered;
"Hey little brother, up for some company?"
Having fallen asleep on my own and fairly early by my standards, I was a little annoyed she had woke me up, but if she was coming in it meant she couldn't sleep and needed me. My sister had let me come into her bed many times so who was I to tell her no?
"Yeah okay." I answered groggily.
"Oh, were you sleeping?" She asked. Still facing away from her I said;
"Yeah, but that's okay I don't mind."
"I feel bad though," She said from a little bit closer than before. "Maybe I can make it up to you somehow."
"That's okay," I repeated still shaking off sleep. "Really."
"That's good," She said. "Because I want to talk to you little brother." As she spoke I rolled over onto my back and turned to look at her. Oh, fuck me I thought.
Megan was standing a few feet from the bed close enough that I had a good view of her in the candle light and a view was what I was getting. Megan was wearing a silky red tank top that had black lace across the top of it. The top didn't even go all the way down stopping several inches above her waist showing off her flat stomach and if the top wasn't enough to make my eyes widen the panties were nothing short of breath taking. The front was red lace and the sides were literally only black strings that were tied at the sides leaving her legs bare all the way to her hips. I swallowed hard. Oh, it was going to be a looong night.
"Something the matter little brother?" She asked. I shook my head not trusting my voice.
"Good," She said, and took a step towards me then looking over her shoulder said(,) "Oh I didn't close the door."
"That's okay." I said quietly. She shook her head.
"You know how I am with open doors at night..."
I did. She was afraid of them because as a little girl she was forced to sleep with it open so her step father could watch her. With that Megan turned around and walked towards the door. I felt my jaw drop.
Megan looked just as good from behind the shirt was lower cut leaving almost her entire back bare her long dark hair fanned across it. But once again more eye catching were the panties(,) like the top there was less in the back. Almost her entire ass was visible as she walked over to the door. I stared transfixed by the sight of her legs, ass, the swing of her hips, even the small of her back everything looked so good. Realizing I was hard as a rock I looked down and saw the covers had risen around my crotch. As I heard the door close I quickly slid up into a sitting position so the blanket was gathered around my waist. Megan turned and walked back over. I was staring and knew it but I couldn't help it at this point she stopped a couple of steps from my bed and asked;
"Watcha looking at Mark?"
"Umm I.." I shrugged, "You I guess." A whole lot of you.
"Yeah? Just me? Or do you like my new jammies?" With that she raised her arms up over her head which made the top ride up even higher. I swore I could see the curve of the bottom of her tits.
"Uh yeah," I whispered hoarsely, "They're umm really pretty."
"Good," Lowering her arms she made her way over to me. "Because I wore them just for you."
She sat on the side of the bed facing me one leg up on the bed the other on the floor.
"You did?" She nodded.
"Well I know you like red and black and," She winked. "I know you like to look at me." Megan leaned closer. I could smell her perfume. "Don't you little brother?" She asked and smiled, it was an odd one. It was real, but not sweet at all.
"I guess so." Was all I could come up with.
"You guess?" She asked and pouted a little as she did I noticed she was wearing lipstick. Why would she be wearing lipstick? I wondered.
"Mark? You don't like how I look?"
"Of course I do" I told her. She smiled this time it was more like her normal one.
"Good." She said and reaching out touched my face. Megan's nails were long, and bright red with black tips. Using just those nails she lightly ran them down my cheek giving me goose bumps. "Because I love to look at you."
"You do?" My heart was beginning to pound.
"I do." She nodded "You are a hell of a good looking guy Mark. The best looking guy I've ever seen." She stroked my face again this time with the back of her hand, as she did my eyes dropped she was leaning over and I could see half way down her shirt. "My beautiful little brother," She said then sat back.
"I'll tell you Krissy's a lucky girl."
"I guess."
"Oh trust me Mark there's a lot of girls jealous of her, they want to know what she's got that they don't." Megan smiled coyly. "They figure she must give it to you pretty good, and you guys haven't even done it yet."
"She's nervous," That got another laugh from her.
"Just her?" I put my head down.
"Guess I am too."
"Why? Your damn good at everything else Mark I'm sure you could handle that."
"I don't know."
"Bet you're a great kisser."
"I'm okay I guess." I thought I was pretty good, but it's not like it had gotten me anywhere.
"You like it?" She smiled again "You like kissing your little Krissy?" I nodded.
"Yeah? You think about it all the time? Her soft lips?" She was making me nervous, something wasn't right here.
"I do." I answered simply.
"So Mark?"
"Yeah?"
"You ever think about kissing me?" I looked into those weird ice blue eyes, was she kidding?
"No" I lied.
"Why not?"
"You're my sister." I pointed out. She shrugged.
"I'm also a very pretty girl who loves to kiss." She cocked her head and winked at me.
"And I have very nice lips. They look good for all kinds of things no?" I knew exactly what she meant, one of the kids at school had made a comment that Megan had blow job lips. Of course I had sent him home with a pair of split ones. Megan pushed her lips out me.
"Go ahead Mark give me a kiss, you know you've thought about it."
"I don't know Megan I..." I stopped as she shook her head.
"Guess you don't like me then."
"Well it's not that it's just..."
"Just a kiss Mark. I just think you'd be a hell of a kisser. Please?" She asked and pouted again.
"Just one little kiss?"
She was using the little girl voice that I was a sucker for. With that she closed her eyes, and tilted her head waiting. My heart pounding, I hesitated, she looked so good, her lips were parted and pushed out just a little. Taking a deep breath I leaned over and kissed her quickly, and pulled back.
"Oh come on Mark!" Megan exclaimed rolling her eyes. "What do you call that?"
"A kiss?"
"I want a real one not one you'd give Denise."
"I wouldn't kiss her on the lips." I said lamely.
"C'mon Mark, one real one."
Once again closing her eyes she waited with those perfect red lips. Okay I thought, she was the one asking I wasn't doing anything wrong it was just a kiss. I leaned in again, but this time when I kissed her I did it softly and stayed with it moving my lips back and forth. Megan returned the kiss and turned it into another, keeping her lips locked on mine.
"MMM." She moaned in her throat. The sound made me kiss her harder. Megan reached around and put her arm around my shoulders, then slipped her tongue into my mouth. Surprised I went to pull back.
"UH-UH." She grunted, and putting her hand on the back of my head held me there. Again Megan pushed her tongue between my lips. This time I opened my mouth and let her. Our tongues swirled together, and I made a noise that sounded like a pathetic whimper. Megan made a laughing noise in her throat but continued to kiss me. Unable to resist I put my hand up and began to run my fingers through her long black hair, I could smell her strawberry shampoo mixed in with her perfume.
"MMM HMM" Megan encouraged, sliding her other arm around me. I put my hand on her bare shoulder as we continued to kiss, alternately sliding our tongues into each other's mouths. Krissy didn't kiss like this, I thought then felt bad, but not enough to stop. Megan took her right hand away from my head and grabbing my hand slid it down placing it directly on her left tit. With a start I pulled back breaking the kiss and yanking my hand away.
"What's the matter?"
"I um I can't..." I stopped feeling embarrassed. I was out of breath and at this point so hard it was painful. Megan looked at me, then shrugged and said;
"Damn Mark that was one hell of a kiss. I mean it," She shook her head. "Damn little brother," Like him, she was also breathing heavier and her normally fair cheeks were flushed. "Did you like that?"
"Yeah that was something." I told her. I was going to need to sneak into the bathroom for sure tonight.
"How come you moved?" She asked sliding closer to me on the bed.
"I... Shouldn't touch..." I couldn't finish.
"You don't like my tits?"
I stared at her shocked. This was way past a kiss, despite the cool air coming through the window I was beginning to sweat. I could feel how red I was, and was well aware of the painful throbbing in my crotch,
"It's um..."
"I mean I know they're not as big as Krissy's but there still nice." She told me putting her hands up underneath and cupping her tits through the shirt. I sat there with no idea what to say.
"I mean you've played with hers right?"
"A little." I said softly just happy to be off the topic of hers.
"A little? Come on Mark are you telling me you haven't done that?"



"Through her bra but that's about it." Megan laughed at me.
"So you haven't even seen them?" I shook my head, again feeling embarrassed.
"Damn." Megan said "She is a good girl."
"She's kind of shy."
"Once again Mark. Just her?"
"I guess I am a little I just don't..."
"Know what you're doing." Megan finished, then appeared to think for a minute, she had removed her hands from her chest and was resting them on her thighs the red nails bright on her ivory skin.
"So you've never seen girl's tits?"
"Just in a movie."
"That doesn't count Mark."
"Guess not then. I'm just a loser" I said, not liking the fact she was making fun of me.
"Awww," Megan reached out to touch my face. I pulled away. "Don't be mad Mark, I'm only playing, it's sweet that you two are like that."
"Whatever."
"So Mark?"
"What?" I asked looking over at her. Megan smiled mischievously.
"Wanna see mine?"
"Do I..?" I caught myself and asked. "What?"
"My tits. You wanna see them?" I stared at her speechless.
"I'll show them to you."
Grabbing the bottom of her shirt she began to lift it up. Once again I could see just the swell of her tits as I sat there unable to move, my mind spinning. Megan stopped and added;
"If you ask really nice."
"Ask? I shouldn't be looking anyways." I told her hoping I sounded convincing. Megan kept her hands on her shirt and pouted.
"You don't want to see?"
"Shouldn't." I repeated.
"That doesn't mean you don't want to."
I was getting confused. I knew this wasn't right, but damn did she looked good, and oh how I wanted to see them. Seeing my indecision. Megan lowered her shirt and said;
"The sister thing again?" Yeah that little thing I thought.
"Mark, listen to me. I know were brother and sister, and it's supposed to be wrong, but who makes the rules? It's not like we really grew up together. Besides," She lowered the shirt and took my hand. "We complete each other Mark, you know that. Neither one of us trusts anyone and why should we? You're the only guy who I know will never hurt me and you know I love and need you." She smiled at me.
"You feel so good when we're in bed Mark and were young and hot, why the hell not? We've been screwed over enough by life. It's time we said fuck you and took what we wanted." At this that evil little smirk returned.
"And little brother, what I want is you, and don't even tell me you don't want me. I felt it in that hard on you had the other night. So fuck the rules and let's have some fun. Your big sister needs you Mark. Really needs you." With that Megan once again pulled her shirt up stopping just short of showing me.
"Now if you can look me in the eye and honestly tell me you don't want to see them I'll just get under the covers and go to sleep, but I have to believe it so go ahead and tell me." I swallowed hard and tried.
"I really..." I stopped, and looked at her helplessly. She was right. Why should we care what people thought? Never mind she was the most beautiful girl I'd ever seen. Megan laughed softly.
"I thought so." She said and with that pulled her shirt up over her head and tossed it aside.
"Ohh" I whispered softly. Megan's tits weren't as big as most of the one's I'd seen in the books but they looked amazing, perfectly round, and not sagging like the bigger ones did. The skin around Megan's nipples was light pink and barely visible on her Ivory skin. Her nipples were erect and looked as hard as my cock. I noticed each one seemed to point up a little.
"You like?" she asked and putting her arms down into her lap brought them together pushing her tits out more. I nodded then feeling like an idiot tried to find my voice but all that came out with a weak;
"Yes."
Megan slid even closer to me where I was propped up against the bed. I couldn't back away if I wanted to.
"You want to touch them Mark? I'll let you."
"I don't know I just..." I couldn't take my eyes off her nipples. I was so hard my balls were beginning to ache.
"You know Mark," Megan began "The reason you and Krissy haven't yet is your both nervous because you two don't know what you're doing." As she spoke Megan put her hands on her own tits cupping them.
"Well Mark it's up to you to take control. Krissy never will, she's not supposed to. You are."
Taking her nipples in between her index fingers and thumbs Megan began to play with them, rolling them between her finger tips. At this point my mouth was all but hanging open.
"You have to take her Mark, nice and easy, but you still have to take it, but you're afraid of not knowing what to do. So how about I show you?" One hand at a time Megan brought her fingers to her mouth and after wetting them began to play with her nipples again.
"Let your big sister show you how to take care of your little Krissy." She whispered. Then removing her hands from her tits she leaned forward and kissed me, this time her hands rubbing my chest then sliding up to my shoulders. Breaking the kiss she said;
"Damn you feel good Mark." Before I could reply she kissed me again. I went to put my arms around her neck but Megan grabbed my hands and placed them on her tits. This time I didn't pull away. Damn they felt good! Soft and smooth, I could feel her nipples poking into my palms.
Megan slid her mouth from my lips and began kissing my neck.
"Go ahead," She whispered in my ear. "Play with them."
Beyond even pretending I didn't want to I squeezed them, gently rubbing my palms across her hard nipples, and speaking of hard was I ever!
"MMM," Megan moaned, "That's nice." She continued to kiss my neck, removing her hands from mine and putting them around my shoulders. I took her nipples between my fingers and pinched.
"Ow!" Megan yelped pulling away.
"I'm sorry!" I exclaimed, "I didn't mean..." I stopped feeling like an idiot. Megan laughed.
"Hey it's okay! Just go easy." I nodded.
"They're really sensitive." Reaching out quickly with her left hand Megan pinched my right nipple.
"Hey!" That hurt!
"See?" She asked. "You don't want to do that to Krissy do you?" I shook my head.
"Okay here." Taking my hands she put them back on her tits. "Now just roll them between your fingers easy, don't squeeze. Still feeling stupid I did as she said.
"Ohh that feels good Mark," She sighed heavily. "Oh yeah it does."
Megan's mouth was part way open, her eyes rolled back. Reaching down she took my right hand and bringing it to her lips put my finger tips in her mouth wetting them. Watching her tongue my fingers was more than I could handle I let out a soft groan. Smiling Megan sucked my fingers into her mouth holding them there, and swirling her tongue around them. I needed to cum so bad it wasn't funny. Releasing my hand Megan did the same to the other then said;
"Go ahead."
Using my now wet fingers I went back to playing with her nipples.
Megan began breathing heavier, and her face became flushed, she started to rock her hips back and forth on the bed.
"Oh yeah that's nice." Megan leaned in and we kissed again. Putting her hand on the back of my head she ran her fingers through my hair then taking her lips away, pulled my head down to her left tit.
"Go ahead Mark suck on it." She said softly. I opened my mouth, and remembering my mistake with my fingers slowly closed it over her and nipple, and gently sucked on it.
"Yeah just like that." Imitating what she had done to my fingers I began swirling my tongue around it in my mouth.
"Ohhhh, that is soooo nice Mark." She moaned as I switched to the other nipple.
"Thats right," Megan said "Look at you sucking on my tits. Look at you being a bad boy." She moaned again and shoved my face harder into her tit the nails on her left hand dug into my shoulder, it hurt but somehow felt good at the same time.
"That's okay though," She told me "Because your sister's a bad girl isn't she Mark?"
I didn't answer, captivated by not only the feeling of her tit in my mouth but by the reaction I was getting from her.
I dropped my hand onto her thigh and slid it up between her legs as my hand touched her panties I could feel they were wet. Oh god damn! I was turned on, and apparently so was she. Megan grabbed my hair,
"Okay stop." I looked up at her.
"Did I do it wrong?" She shook her head.
"Oh no Mark, you did just fine that felt reallllly good," She cooed. "Did you like that?"
I nodded.
"Yeah?" Megan asked. "Let's see how much." grabbing the covers she tossed them off the bed.
"Hey!" I cried out.
"Oh Mark" Megan whispered looking down at my crotch. Following her gaze I saw that not only was my painful hard on pushing my shorts almost straight up, but there was a large wet spot where it was dripping.
"Um sorry," I could feel myself blushing.
"Don't be." Megan said enthralled by the bulge in my shorts as I watched she slowly licked her lips. Then grabbing it with her right hand squeezed.
"Ohhh" I groaned loudly. Oh that felt good!
"Goddamn little brother!" Megan exclaimed "There's nothing little about you." She shook her head. "Not at all." She squeezed harder, and I moaned again watching the wet spot got bigger.
"Wow that's hard," She began to slowly pump it with her hand. Looking at me she smiled wickedly. "Is this all for me?" Swallowing hard I answered;
"Yeah, oh yeah."
"Yeah? That nice hard cock's all for me?" At the word cock I felt another shudder go through my body I felt like I could cum already and as much as I knew this was wrong I found myself hoping she wasn't going to tease.
"All for you." I panted as she stroked faster.
"Now we're having fun." She said. "I want to see it. Take these off." She moved her hand, waiting expectantly. I hesitated, and she rolled her eyes.
"Mark you were sucking my tits and I was just stroking your cock, let's not be shy now."
Feeling self conscience I took a deep breath and lifting my hips off the bed slid my shorts down. My cock sprang free, it was so swollen the head was turning purple.
"Oh my god!" Megan said staring at me wide eyed.
"What?" I asked afraid I'd done something stupid again.
"Mark, this thing is huge!" I was going to say something lame like thanks, but all that came out was another loud groan as Megan grabbed and squeezed again.
"Oh look at that." She whispered staring at it. As I watched she squeezed harder. My pre cum began oozing out and her red nails looked incredible around it.
"Oh yeah let's get that nice and wet." After squeezing again she stroked all the way down using my cum to wet it.
"Oh damn!" I moaned. I was sweating; my heart feeling like it was going to pound through my chest.
"Ooooh" Megan cooed, "Someone likes that doesn't he?"
"Oh yes."
"Yeah? And you didn't want to. You like me stroking your cock don't you?"
I nodded unable to speak.
"Tell me."
"Tell...?"
"Tell me you like me playing with you Mark. I want to hear it." I shook my head.
"I can't." I said.
"Fine." She said stopping.
"No please, don't stop" I gasped.
"Aww does someone need to cum?" Part of me still couldn't believe this was Megan, or that it was even happening, but I was completely caught up and god did I need to get off.
"Yes, oh please don't tease Megan."
"Ooh I like the sound of that little brother." Megan grabbed my cock at the base and stroked.
"Oh yes." I whispered, it wouldn't take much more. Megan stopped with her hand at the bottom then placing her other hand on top of it wrapped it around my cock.
"Two hands," Megan said. "Jesus Mark I've been with guys in their twenties who don't have this much."
Vaguely I wondered how many guys she had been with, but decided who cared? Taking her top hand off Megan began to slowly pump my cock again giving it a little squeeze each time she got to the top. I felt my thighs begin to tremble; I was going to cum soon.
"You wanna cum Mark?" Taking no chances I answered right away.
"Yes, oh please yes."
"Well you know I want you to, but know what? You could give yourself a hand job." She looked into my eyes, "I know a better way."
She stood up and walked around to the foot of the bed then as I watched Megan put her knee up on the bed and crawled up between my legs. Was she really going to...? Megan lied on her stomach and grabbed my cock again. Putting her mouth directly over it she looked at me.
"Yeah?" She asked.
"Uh huh," Was all I could get out. Megan squeezed it again, and when some more pre cum oozed out she touched the tip of her tongue to it and pulled back, a sticky line cum went with her tongue.
"Oh My God." I gasped. Just like the movies!
"Oh Mark this cock is so nice." Taking it she rubbed it alongside her face. Then starting at the base licked up along the side. I moaned again.
"You think about this a lot Mark? Getting a blow job?"
"Yes." I said. The tip was inches from her lips, and I was straining not to push it up at her.
"You think about your sweet little Krissy down here sucking on this big cock?"
"Oh yeah." Megan once again rubbed it on her face.
"What about me Mark? Ever think of your sexy big sister with her perfect lips sucking you off?"
"I ..." I paused and in a barely audible whisper said; "Yes."
"Good boy! No lying to your big sister." Angling her head down she swirled her tongue across my balls then slid her tongue slowly up along the side.
When she got to the top Megan looked me in the eye, and with a wink suddenly took it in her mouth, going about half way down on it. I moaned loudly, I had never felt anything that good before, it was better than I had imagined. I could feel her tongue sliding up and down. I bucked his hips, and Megan pulled up.
"Easy little brother," She began. "You don't shove it down a girls throat(,) especially not mine," She smirked,
"At least not the first time anyway, now stay still okay?" Once again putting it in her mouth she slowly took it almost all the way down. She paused for a moment, and I felt her tongue again. After swirling it around Megan went all the way down, my entire cock was buried in her throat. Megan groaned, and I could feel the vibration. She took it from her mouth with a gasp.
"Damn that's a big cock." She began licking it up, and down. I moaned, my hips twitching again.
"Easy," She whispered. "You like that little brother?"
"Yes."
"Yeah, you surprised Mark?"
"I... Yeah."
"Yeah? You didn't know your sister was a nasty girl did you?"
"No" I panted. Megan was stroking and licking at the same time. Teasing her tongue around the head, I could feel my cock throbbing in her hand.
"Well I am and I love it." She quickly put in her mouth and sucked it in and out a few times getting another loud groan from me. Stopping she said;
"I'm not everybody's nasty girl of course but I'll be yours Mark! Oh yeah I will." She sucked on it again I couldn't take much more I felt ready to pop.
"You ready to cum Mark?"
"Oh yes, oh I need to." Oh god did I need to!
"Yeah? You want your nasty big sister to give you a blow job?" I didn't answer.
"I will but I want you to tell me what you want." Once again she rubbed it along her face. Megan's entire cheek was wet from my cock. She wanted me to tell her? I was past fighting it but saying it?
"I..." I licked my lips "Would you..."
"Would I what little brother?"
"You know." I said. Megan pulled her mouth away.
"Better than that."
"I... I can't say it."
"Then I guess you don't cum." Megan made as if she were going to sit up.
"No no!" I said quickly "Please."
"Please what Mark?" She asked. Smiling sweetly she went back over my cock, mouth open only an inch from the tip.
"Oh Megan, please make me cum, please suck my cock." She didn't right away and I all but whimpered;
"Please Megan?"
"Oh that was nice Mark that was just right." She said and grabbing my cock at the base with her right hand continued;
"I'm going to go nice and slow so you can get as much out of it as you can, but when you have to cum don't worry about it, know why?" Before I could answer she looked me in the eye and said;
"Because your nasty big sister will take every drop, so when you need to you just let go okay?"
"Okay" I choked out.
"Don't worry if it's quick. That's why we're doing this first. This way you'll last awhile when I let you fuck me."
Fuck? I thought, I was going to get laid! I... all thoughts stopped as Megan put her mouth on me and began bobbing her head up and down. True to her word she was going slow taking me about half way down each time. She was also stroking with her fingers that were wrapped around the base of my cock.
As I watched her mouth work on me her hair fell across her face and using her other hand she gathered it up behind her head and held it up as if offering it to me. I reached out part way but stopped. Megan stopped sucking on me long enough to say;
"Go ahead, but don't pull." I took her hair from her and held it over her head. I now had a clear view of her working my cock with her mouth. I couldn't believe this! Was I really lying here getting a blow job from Megan? As incredible as it felt with her wet mouth and soft tongue watching it made it even better! I could now see her lips sliding up and down on me, the lipstick leaving red smudges on my cock, her eyes were half closed, and she was moaning every time she went all the way down as if she was enjoying it as much as I was.
My thighs started to quiver, and I knew I was getting close, it was too soon! I wanted it to keep going! Desperately I tried to hold back, had I not cum a couple of hours ago I wouldn't have been able to last this long. I tried looking past Megan so watching her wouldn't get me more excited but that didn't help much.
Megan was stretched out between my legs, her ass in those little panties was sticking up, she also had her legs bent up at the knees and I could see the red tips of her toe nails. Every time Megan moaned she ground her hips into the bed. Blowing me was getting her going! Returning to the show I watched as my cock disappeared into her mouth even further almost all the way, my thighs began to shake even more, it was everything I could do not to thrust my hips. At this point Megan opened her eyes and looked directly into mine. I could feel myself getting ready to cum; I let out a long whimper, my hips starting to move a little.
"Mmm Hmm" Megan encouraged, her mouth full of my cock.
Using just her fingernails she lightly tickled my balls and that was it! I came and although I knew I was going to, it still caught me off guard or maybe it was just how hard I came. It was nothing like when I jerked off.
"Oh God! Oh yeah!" I exclaimed loudly as my cum continued squirting into my sisters mouth. Unable to control it, I began to buck my hips. Still sucking, Megan put her hands on my thighs holding me down. I let go of her hair so I wouldn't accidentally pull on it. I couldn't believe how much I was cumming and how fucking good it felt. Some of it came out of Megan's mouth and dripped down my cock.
Finally finished I slumped back onto the pillow panting. Megan sucked me down one more time and I let out a faint moan that was more like a whimper. Finally taking my cock from her mouth Megan waited until I opened my eyes to open her mouth, and stick her tongue out. It was covered in cum, closing it she swallowed then opened wide again to show it was gone. Oh my god! My sister was a porn star was all I could think.
"Did you like that little brother?"
"That was... wow." I sounded like a moron again, but was too dazed to care.
Resting her head on my thigh Megan rubbed my wet cock across her face and winked.
"Best is yet to come little brother."
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As I lied there in my bed with my eyes closed, my breathing and heartbeat finally beginning to return to normal. I still couldn't believe what had just happened. Had I really just gotten a blow job from my older sister Megan? The same Megan who, after she had swallowed every drop had told me that we hadn't even gotten to the best part yet? It still seemed like some kind of sick twisted wet dream. My thinking was interrupted as I once again felt my semi hard cock sucked into Megan's soft wet mouth.
I opened my eyes to the sight of my sister lying on her stomach between my legs wearing nothing but a pair of skimpy red and black lace panties. Megan's long dark hair was fanned across my stomach and thighs and she was resting her cheek on the inside of my left thigh. Seeing me watching, Megan removed my cock from her mouth and playfully flicked her tongue across the tip sending a shudder through my body.
"Yeah little brother? You like that? You like having your nasty big sister between your legs sucking on your big beautiful cock?"
"Oh yeah." I whispered.
Megan sucked it in again. Even though I had cum only a couple of minutes ago I was getting hard again. She looked up with those big crystal blue eyes and winked at me as she took it all the way down. I moaned as I felt her tongue swirling around. Megan took her mouth away and smiled at me. Taking her hands she pushed herself up and crawled up between my legs.
I stared wide eyed as Megan worked her way up my body, her small but perfect tits were just close enough that I could feel her hard nipples sliding up my stomach and chest. Stopping with her face over mine, Megan leaned down and gave me a long lingering kiss.
I reached up, putting my arms around her and she let her weight go so her tits were pressed against me. Megan had straddled one of my legs, and even through the panties I could feel the heat of her pussy against my thigh. Megan broke the kiss and pushed up over me again, she smiled down at me. Damn she really was beautiful I thought.
"Scootch over." She told me. With an effort I moved to the side, as she rolled over onto her back next to me. Megan stretched her arms out over her head arching her back; I leaned over to lick her right nipple hoping she wouldn't get mad. I just couldn't help it; she let out a delighted giggle.
"Ohh somebody likes those."
"Sorry." I said starting to pull away. Megan put her arm around me, gently holding me there.
"Go ahead little brother their all yours."
Loving the sound of that I continued licking her nipple making slow circles with my tongue.
"Nice, see how much better you are already?"
I propped myself up, so I could begin tonguing the other one. Megan sighed contentedly, as she began playing with my hair. My hand was on her stomach and I started to slowly slide it down her towards her... pussy. Yes I thought my sister's pussy.
"There you go," She said softly. "Keep going."
Still licking her nipple, I let my hand wander until I felt the waist band of her panties then slid my hand underneath. I could feel her pubic hair, which was damp to the touch, then my fingers found her pussy. A shiver went through me when I felt how wet it was, and the moan that escaped from Megan added to the thrill. I started to rub my hand up and down stroking it.
"Inside." She whispered. Nervously I pushed a little with the tip of my middle finger.
"Little lower."
I moved then pushing again felt my finger slide inside. A little more, and it went all the way in. Her pussy wasn't just wet it was hot as well.
"Ohhh yeah," Megan sighed. "Now in and out."
I worked my finger back and forth as Megan moved her hips into it, her breathing becoming even faster.
"Okay stop, now take it out."
Reluctantly I slid my finger out removing my hand from her panties. Sitting up next to her I resisted the urge to smell my fingers. Megan looked at me, and whispered;
"Little brother, it's your sister's turn to cum now. You think you can make me cum?"
"I think so." I went to put my hand back between her legs.
"No," She shook her head. "Just like I told you there's a better way."
"A better way?"
Megan nodded pointing towards the end of the bed.
"Your turn little brother."
Getting her meaning, I once again felt my heart begin to race.
"I don't know how." I said feeling stupid again.
"I'll teach you." She said then pouted. "Unless you don't want to."
"Well I..."
"You don't want to lick my pussy Mark?"
Already learning how this game was being played I quickly replied;
"Megan can I please lick your pussy?"
I was rewarded with a huge smile, and another one of those little coos.
"You are a quick learner, and I would love to see that beautiful face between my legs little brother." She pointed at the foot of the bed again.
"Go ahead lie just like I was."
I stood up aware that I was completely naked and feeling a little uncomfortable, as she watched Megan said;
"Little brother you are looking good."
A little embarrassed I walked to the foot of the bed. Megan shook her head saying;
"That's one hell of an ass."
I got to the foot of the bed and went to get on when Megan stopped him by putting her foot on my chest.
"Hold on a minute."
I looked down loving how her foot looked on me with her red toe nails. For whatever reason, looking at girl's feet got me horny. I had never mentioned it to anyone because no one else seemed to think they were sexy. Megan removed her foot then lifting her hips slipped her panties down her hips and lifted her legs up, slipping them off. As she did I caught a glimpse of her pussy framed between her thighs it was so wet I could see it glistening in the candle light.
"Okay." Megan said as she put her legs down and opened them wide.
Still feeling as if I were dreaming I slid onto the bed and lied on my stomach between her legs propping myself up on my elbows I stopped when my face was only inches from her pussy. Megan had a small patch of hair just over it but the rest was bare and her pussy itself was as pink as the skin around her nipples. Unsure where to start I turned my head to the side and kissed her upper thigh just to the left of her pussy this close I could smell her musky scent. Despite going off like a rocket less than ten minutes ago I felt my cock begin to twitch.
"Slide your finger back in." I obediently took my finger and pushed it in. As I slid it in and out her pussy made a wet sucking sound.
"Yeah," she breathed, "Now another one."
I slipped my middle finger in as well moving them in and out. Megan's pussy which already felt tight clenched around my fingers.
"Like that trick?" She asked. "It's better around a cock."
I didn't answer I was completely intoxicated by the scent of her pussy and the sight of my wet fingers sliding in and out.
"Now go ahead Mark lick it! Lick your sister's pussy."
No longer giving a shit about the right or wrong of it I eagerly leaned forward and removing my fingers plunged my tongue directly into her pussy.
"Ohhhh(.)" Megan moaned as a shiver went through her legs. Spurred on by her reaction I began moving my tongue in and out faster. Damn that tasted good!
"That's nice Mark, but put your fingers back in and lick the outside."
Sliding my fingers back in I licked her pussy up and down noticing that when I got to the very top Megan would let out a deep breath and her hips would twitch.
"Nice little brother real nice, She breathed, "Now right on my clit."
I paused where was that? Was it that spot at the top? Come on you fucking idiot I thought to myself. Sensing my hesitation Megan said;
"Here."
Sliding her hand down she spread her pussy in front of me. Holding it open, Megan took her middle finger and with just the tip of her red nail slowly stroked the very tip of her pussy. I was all but drooling just when I didn't think she could work me up anymore Megan found one more dirty little trick.
"Right here Mark, see that little button right there?"
I saw what she was talking about and also heard how she groaned when her finger rubbed across it.
"Okay." I whispered and with her holding herself open I began flicking my tongue across it.
"Oh right there Mark right there!" Still working my fingers in and out I leaned forward pushing harder with my tongue.
"Yeah now suck on it, but easy just like my tit."
Putting my lips over her clit I began very gently sucking it in and out of my mouth. Megan's breath caught as she began to thrust her hips in rhythm to my sucking.
"Look up at me." Still sucking I turned my eyes up to meet hers. Megan let go of her pussy and taking both hands began to play with her nipples.
"Oh you look good down there." Her breathing was getting heavier and her hips were moving quicker. "Look at you licking my pussy, oh you like it don't you?" She put her head back and moaned adding; "I know I do."
I stopped sucking and using just the tip of my tongue began tracing slow circles around her clit it had been in a dirty story I read so I figured I would try it, apparently it was a good trick as Megan gasped;
"Oh yeah just like that Mark, just like that!" Megan lifted her legs and draped them across my back her thighs squeezing my head.
"Oh! Move your fingers faster."
Megan's hips were bucking faster and harder shoving her pussy into my face I loved it! The smell, the taste, and best of all Megan's moaning. At first I wasn't sure if she was just telling me I was doing okay to make me feel good but this wasn't an act! Getting brave I switched it up, once again sucking on her clit but faster, at the same speed as my fingers. It was the right move as Megan's legs tightened around me even more.
"Oh god, yes!" She exclaimed reaching down to grab my hair, holding my face there. The more excited she got the harder I was getting I could feel my cock pushing down into the bed.
"Oh Mark," She moaned, "Oh yeah."
Her fingernails were actually digging into my scalp but I didn't care, realizing if her hand was on my head then she had let go of her right tit I reached up and began to play with her nipple.
"Yes! Oh yes!" She groaned, "Oh just like that don't stop Mark don't stop oh please just like that."
Hearing her say please sent a thrill through me and I moved quicker. Suddenly Megan squeezed my head even harder and her hips left the bed but stayed there not bucking just grinding into my face I could feel her thigh's tremble, she cried out loudly;
"Oh god yes!! Yes! Oh fuck yeahhhhh!"
Megan's entire body went rigid trapping my face between her legs, she let out another long loud moan then collapsed back onto the bed. I continued to lick around then sucked on her clit again.
"Hey no!" Megan said pushing my head away as if I had hurt her.
"Too sensitive after that."
I nodded and stayed there enjoying how wet my face was, and how good her pussy looked. Speaking of her pussy I was as hard as before and hadn't she said something about fucking?
"Was that okay?" I asked.
Megan had been lying on her back staring at the ceiling trying to catch her breath.
"Uh huh," She said without looking up. "Little brother I have never cum that hard."
"Me neither."
Megan laughed at that.
"No one's ever tried to make you cum before Mark." She pointed out.
"Oh yeah right." I was back to feeling stupid.
"No worries Mark, I just got to be the first."
She propped herself up on her elbows to look at me.
"I'll tell you something little brother, I'm not a slut but I've had enough to know most guys suck at sucking. Girls find out your good at it, then little Krissy is going to have a lot of competition," She sighed then said;
"Never mind if they find out how big that cock is." She was silent for a moment then gave me that nasty little smile again.
"Speaking of, your hard again aren't you little brother?"
"Oh yeah." So hard it was hurting again.
"Sit up let me see." I pushed up to my knees my cock was sticking straight up and Megan let out a low whistle.
"Oh look at that. You ready to fuck me Mark? You ready to break the rules and fuck your sexy big sister?"
"Yes." I answered immediately not taking any chances.
"Good because I am so ready to get some of that cock."
Megan slid down a little further on the bed and raising her legs put them up on my shoulders her feet dangling behind my head. The head of my cock was only an inch or so from her pussy. I grabbed it and went to try to push it in.
"Here let me." Reaching down she grabbed me, and squeezed sending a shudder through my body.
"Oh that is so hard again." She said as she guided the tip to edge of her pussy.
"Now stay still a minute."
She began to rock her hips sliding my cock back and forth on her pussy I moaned damn that felt good and all I could smell was her pussy. I wanted it so bad! Without realizing I was going to I whined;
"Oh, please Megan, please don't tease me."
"Ooooh," Megan cooed smiling wickedly. "I love that little whimper of yours Mark, I really do, but don't worry your big sister isn't a tease," She winked, "Not for you anyway, we just have to get it nice and wet that's all, after all it is a big fucking cock you want to shove in my tight little pussy." She stopped moving her hips and nodded;
"Go ahead push it in, but just a little." I pushed it in just past the head and groaned. I was so close to finally getting it, who cared if it was my sister?
"MMM," Megan sighed then, "Okay, all the way in."
At this point I didn't need to be told twice. With a thrust of my hips I pushed it in so far I could feel Megan's wetness against my balls.
"Whoa!" Megan gasped her eyes widening, "Easy Mark easy." She winced a little. "Damn that's wide."
"Sorry."
"Don't be just go slow okay?" I nodded.
"Go ahead," She said. "In, and out. Nice, and slow."
Putting my hands around her thighs I pulled it out a little then pushed it back in then again.
"Oh yeah that's the way Mark nice and easy let me get used to it."
A few minutes ago I had thought nothing could have felt better than her mouth, but I was wrong! Her pussy felt amazing, hot, wet, and tight, very tight.
"You like that? You like fucking your big sister?"
"Oh god yes." I answered.
"Yeah," As she had done to his fingers Megan clenched her pussy around me and I moaned...
"Like that?"
"Uh huh."
"Okay, go a little faster."
I began to move quicker also pulling it out a bit more each time Megan lolled her head back onto the bed.
"Damn that feels sooo good." She groaned. "Look at you fucking my hot little pussy. Now all the way out real slow." I did, and when the tip came out there was a wet sound from her pussy.
"Now back in slow," We both sighed with pleasure as I slid all the way back in.
"Faster!" I began to pump my hips faster and Megan once again put her head back moaning out;
"Harder."
I leaned forward pushing her legs back her hips lifting up off the bed pumped her even harder.
"Oh damn," Megan said. "Yeah keep going like that."
I kept going thrilled to realize I wasn't even close to cumming yet.
"Okay hold on." Taking her legs from my shoulders Megan stretched them out on either side of me and said;
"Get off your knees and lie between my legs over me." I looked at her confused.
"Like you're doing a push up." That made sense. I slid my legs back and pulled myself up until my face was over hers.
"Yeah that's it little brother."
She reached down and grabbing my cock guided it back inside her pussy. I began thrusting in and out exactly as if I were doing a push up. Megan put her hands on my biceps and squeezed.
"Jesus Mark you got some nice arms."
She was looking up at me and I realized this was the exact image I had jerked off to her lying underneath me naked and sweating. Megan reached up putting her arms around my neck.
"Come down here and kiss me little brother." I leaned in, my mouth meeting hers as I did she wrapped her legs around my waist pulling me in even deeper.
"MMM you taste like me, now come closer." She whispered lifting herself up a little I slid my arms under her as I held her. Megan put her arms around my shoulders pulling me back to her incredibly soft lips.
Could it get any better than this? We were kissing; our tongues in each other's mouths, her nipples pressing into my chest, and of course the amazing feeling of her pussy. Megan was now moving her hips in rhythm with mine while rubbing my back with her hands. As she broke the kiss and put her head back, I leaned in kissing her neck; her breath was hot in my ear.
"Oh this feels so good Mark," She said while rubbing my shoulders, "Krissy is going to be one lucky girl." At that I realized I should feel bad about this, after all wasn't this cheating on Krissy? Hell I'd figure it out later.
"Speaking of," Megan continued, "You better go easy with her, you could hurt her with this thing."
Not wanting to hear about Krissy anymore I kissed her again sliding my tongue into her open mouth. Feeling like I was getting close I started pumping faster.
"Uh-huh little brother, not yet." With an effort I slowed down.
"Why not?"
"Because we haven't done my favorite yet, this is nice but trust me you haven't really fucked me, not even close to how I need it."
I wasn't sure what she meant but she hadn't steered me wrong yet. We stayed where we were for a few more minutes. I was deliberately going slow trying to hold back, but it wasn't easy.
Underneath me Megan was sighing in pleasure with every thrust her eyes closed lips parted she looked beautiful! Opening her eyes she said;
"Get back up on your knees."
As she spoke she removed her arms and legs from around me. As I sat back on my knees Megan sat up looking directly into my eyes;
"We've gone easy long enough Mark, time for you to become a man and learn how to take a woman the way they all need it whether they admit it or not." With that Megan rolled over onto her hands and knees and lowering her chest to the pillow pushed her incredible ass up in the air. Oh my god did that look good.
"Let's go Mark, come take your sister."
I got behind her pausing for a second to take in the view. My sister's ass pointed up in the air waiting for me to fuck her doggy style. Fucking my sister doggy style. Sick yes but did I care anymore? Hell no! Knowing what had happened to Megan as a young girl and afraid of not putting it in right, I took my cock and started at her clit slowly sliding it up her wet pussy pushing against it
"Ohhhh," Megan sighed. "That is sooo nice little brother, do it again."
Smiling to myself that I had done something to make her moan without being told how, I slid the head of my throbbing dick up and down a few times getting that sweet sigh from her each time. I was teasing myself however so the next time when I felt her tight pussy begin to suck me in I thrust my hips burying my cock all the way. Megan's pussy was so wet I could feel it against my thighs. Megan let out a loud gasp;
"Holy shit That's deep!"
I couldn't believe it, but it felt even better at this angle I began to slowly pump her incredible pussy. I started slowly pumping in and out enjoying the sounds she made each time I went all the way.
"Uh-huh," Megan said, "I said take it! Fast and hard Mark! Grab my hips and give it to me!"
I had been holding back as she had been telling me easy all night. Grabbing her hips as she had told me to I started pumping quicker.
"Goddamn it Mark," She said turning her head so she could look at me. "I said fuck me really fuck me like you know you want to. Like I know I want you to!"
I began to go harder, Megan moaned, but then snapped at me again;
"Stop playing and give it to me Mark! I'm giving you a chance to be a man not a little boy."



A man! Megan was right a man would take a woman hard and fast not wait to be told to.
"There you go that's it nice and hard, squeeze my hips."
I dug my fingers as much as I dared afraid I would hurt her but she moaned again;
"Squeeze harder Mark! I love it, oh yeah I do go ahead slam that pussy just slam it!"
I went harder. Propping herself up she looked back over her shoulder at me. Megan didn't look the same, her sweat soaked hair was hanging in her face and her eyes were wide and had a wild look in them.
"Yeah that's right Mark fuck me just like you want to don't tell me you haven't wanted. Haven't you dreamt of fucking the shit out of me? Bending your big sister over and fucking her?"
"Oh, Yes!"
I was sweating like a pig and my heart was racing but oh god was it good! I swear her pussy was even tighter in this position.
"Then do it Mark! Take what you want! Take that pussy claim it, it's yours!"
Mine! At that thought I began fucking her even harder not just pumping her hips but pushing her away and pulling her back into me. My dick was going in and out the entire length, and our skin was making slapping noises every time I drove himself into her meanwhile Megan was getting even louder, and wilder crying out in between moans;
"Yeah Mark look at you fucking your sister, look at you fucking your hot sister's pussy, look at you taking her, oh yeah fuck me Mark fuck me, take me, show me what a man you are!"
I could feel myself getting ready. Part of me wanted to slow it down, but she was egging me on, and I did want to show her show her how hard I could fuck her how strong I was.
"Oh my god yes!!" Megan practically screamed.
As I sat back on the bed I pulled her with me by the hips so I was fucking her at a different angle now getting even more into the thrusts I held her tighter so she didn't slide forward when I fucked her.
"Yeah go ahead fuck your nasty sister Mark! Give her what she needs give her that big fucking cock all of it every fucking inch of it!"
I wasn't going to be able to hold back much longer. Megan's dirty talking had me even more fired up. I felt incredible, electric like after a good work out but far better than that. Looking down I saw that her back was glistening with sweat and my fingers had left marks on her hips I slid my hands up higher, grabbing her along her narrow waist. Megan's dark hair was plastered to her back in places and she was letting out a sharp series of moans with every thrust. I noticed she was at an angle propped up on only her left arm her right was under her looking down I saw that she was playing with herself while I fucked her.
That was enough to send me over the edge I reached and put my hands on her shoulders pushing her down into the pillow so it raised her ass even more. I let loose, slamming her as hard as I possibly could I was pounding her so hard I was sure I was going to have bruises tomorrow. Megan was beyond moaning, she was squealing! I looked down and watched as my cock thrust in and out of her it was soaking wet from her pussy.
"Oh my fucking god" Megan cried out so loud I began to worry about the neighbors, as my window was open halfway, "Oh just a little longer Mark please!"
I was still fucking her hard, but was trying to hold back a little, as I slowed down I felt the urge to cum getting closer anyway oh it felt so fucking good. I wanted to cum so bad I groaned out;
"Oh, Megan."
"Oh, that's nice Mark! Listen to you moaning my name! You remember this Mark remember the first girl to make you moan was your hot big sister. You never forget this pussy."
As she spoke I felt her hand moving faster between her legs I was close, really close. I kept going slamming the shit out of her wondering who would win the race, I wanted her to cum, but I couldn't stop as my cum began to build up Megan let out a long high pitched squeal and ground her hips back into me even harder, letting out a series of short little whimpers. I could feel her pussy tighten up even more as she came. I couldn't wait any longer I elt out a soft moan of my own and Megan sensing that I was going to egged me on;
"Ohh yeah Mark cum for me, cum nice and hard for me!"
I gave her several more hard pumps and just as I was ready to cum realized I wasn't sure where I was going to, I moaned loudly and tried to pull back but Megan told me;
"Inside Mark I want to feel it!"
"But..."
I tried to get out that I was worried about shooting it inside, but it was too late I was already cumming. Although I had cum once already it seemed as if there was just as much again this time each time I thrust into her another squirt of cum came out.
"Oh yes give it to me little brother!" She moaned, "All of it, every drop! Look at you, you bad boy cumming inside your sister's pussy!" After several more pumps I finished and went to pull out when Megan said;
"Stay there let me get it all!" With that she began to clench her pussy around my cock milking it.
"Ohh damn!" I gasped feeling like I could pass out. As I pulled it out Megan straightened her legs.
"Lie down on top of me, little brother." She said softly, "I want to feel you against me,"
I let myself go bracing myself on my elbows so my weight wasn't on her completely I could feel the sweat between us.
"I can feel your heart pounding." Megan said sounding like she was still trying to catch her breath as well.
I lied there on top of her feeling the sweat of our bodies. Some of her wet hair was in my face I nuzzled my way past it and kissed the back of her neck, getting a soft little sigh from her as I did. After a couple of minutes I rolled over on my back completely drained. Megan remained on her stomach for another minute facing me. She was still breathing heavy her hair hanging in her face, eyes almost completely shut. She opened them after a minute and looking up gave me a tired smile.
"Mark that was amazing, I really think it was the best I've ever gotten it."
"You're just saying that." I told her in between breaths, I had to admit it sounded good though.
"I don't just say anything."
She rolled over onto her back and stretched letting out a long satisfied sigh as she did. I looked at the length of her naked body, God she looked good, but I had to admit I couldn't get it up again if I wanted to. Megan sat up pulling up the sheet as she did she glanced over at me.
"Slide up on the pillows a little."
I propped myself up, and Megan laid on her side next to me pulling the sheet up to our waists, she put her head on my chest, her arm across my stomach and draped her leg across mine. Once again she sighed contentedly.
"Oh damn that felt good Mark," She said "You were pretty damn good for your first time."
"Thanks I guess." I told her then despite being tired a question came to me.
"Megan?"
"MMMM?"
"Do you think this was right?"
"Why do you care?"
"I... it just didn't seem right."
"Felt right to me, and you seemed to have a good time."
"But..."
"Mark, it's like I said before we trust each other, You've been wanting it but were nervous and I've gotten it before but because of that asshole I always hold back a little but not with you little brother." She leaned her head up and kissed my cheek before continuing;
"Oh no, with you this nasty girl got to play the way she's always wanted to," She paused, adding softly;
"Besides I wanted to be your first. You'll always remember our first time."
She had said our first time I wondered if it would be the only time.
"Does that..."
"Mark," She interrupted, "Did you have a good time?"
"Oh yes." I whispered as my heartbeat finally seemed to be back to normal.
"Yeah you like fucking me?"
"I loved it."
"Then shut it down, be quiet, and hold your sister, can you do that?"
"Of course I can." I had always loved having her close, but being naked was so much better!
"Good, now you get some sleep because I'll be looking for more in the morning."
As she said that my eyes popped open.
"Good night little brother." Megan whispered sleepily. "I love you."
"I love you too." I answered softly closing my eyes again.
As I began to fall asleep the last thing running through my mind was that one word;
"More."
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Laying there in the oppressive heat of the room, her arms chained to the massive four poster bed, Allison let out a low moan as she felt the silver bullet pressed against her clit begin to start vibrating again. As soon as it did she tried to squeezing her legs together even tighter and pushed her hips off the bed desperately straining to cum.
"Oh Please," She whimpered knowing she sounded pathetic but unable to help herself at this point.
Allison tried to work her thighs up and down but to no avail. Her legs were tied together at the knees so tightly she couldn't budge them at all. Allison gasped however, as she began to feel the first welcome twinges of orgasm flow through her loins, her thighs started to quiver and she arched her back, wincing as this caused the chains attached to the nipple clamps to pull tighter. Oh, yes! She thought despite the added pain the vibrator was lasting longer and she was going to...
The vibrator stopped.
"Oh, nooo!" Allison moaned pumping her hips in vain.
Finally she gave up, slumping back into the bed. How long had she been left alone like this? That was at least the fifth time the vibrator had gone off. How long in between, fifteen minutes each? Allison had lost all track of time she swallowed hard; her throat was dry as a bone unlike the sweat soaked sheets she was lying on. The temperature in the room was close to a hundred degrees.
Allison pulled against the manacles that were holding her wrists hoping the sweat would give her enough play to possibly slide up a little. All this did was cause her shoulders to hurt more, at this point the aching in her shoulders was almost in perfect time to the throbbing sensation in her ass. Allison had been spanked so badly that she could still feel the stinging.
Opening her eyes, well as far as they would anyways, between the sweat dripping into both of them and what had been squirted into her right one, she was lucky to be able to squint. Looking up into the mirrored ceiling Allison saw herself lying there, and let out a groan, she was naked of course, her normally ivory complexion flushed red from the heat and her black hair plastered to her forehead and parts of her cheeks.
Even in the reflection Allison could see the bruising around her pink nipples from the clamps, as well as the twisting of them. She was chained with her arms as far out to the side as they would go and her legs wrapped together with a belt. Everything hurt including her pussy which had endured the hardest fucking she could have ever imagined; it had been more like an attack than a sexual encounter.
Allison knew this wasn't the end, not by a long shot, at some point when he felt her will was worn down even further Mark would come back and the games would begin anew. As if that thought had cued it the vibrator started to hum against her over stimulated clit. Allison moaned loudly, despite the pain and humiliation as she had endured her body was being forced to want to cum.
Allison closed her eyes trying not to push to cum it would do no good. What the hell was she doing here? More importantly why hadn't she quit yet? It would be so simple. All she had to do was say one word and it would be over, she would be untied and could go home. Go back to being the one in control. Who the hell needed this? This wasn't fun it was sadistic; trying to get Allison to break as she herself had broken so many boys. But she hadn't done it like this she...
"Ohhhhh," Allison whined as her orgasm once again approached just in time for the vibrating to stop. Slumping back panting once again, her parched throat burning Allison turned her head thinking she saw something move but realized it was a trick caused by the flickering of the half dozen or so candles that were lit on each side of the bed. It was still early afternoon or at least she thought it was but the one window in the room had been painted black. Allison jerked her head as she realized she was starting to sink into a daze of sorts and forced to herself to concentrate. To remember why she was here and what was on the line. Why she would not quit.
It had started two weeks ago at the office. Allison was doing well as an ad executive, last year bringing home close to sixty thousand, but wasn't getting much further. The boys club partners that were in front of her got all the big clients and kept it that way. Of course Allison with her long dark hair, emerald green eyes, and incredible figure, had gotten the "Give a little get a little" speech, but at this level she refused to whore herself so they could all talk about her. So she continued to work hard off and wait for her break.
That's when Alex Warner owner of Orion software, and notorious lady killer had called the agency asking specifically for her. Allison had been quite surprised seeing she had met Warner at a charity function the week before and when he blatantly hit on her she told him he was too old for her. Warner had laughed and with a wink had said he had known she'd say that. Allison hadn't quite liked the way he had said that but afterwards didn't give it much thought. Warner gave her an idea of what he wanted and a deadline of a week to get it done.
Allison worked her ass off and met with him last Saturday. Surprisingly Warner barely looked through the proposal before signing the contract. A $5,000 commission just like that! Warner offered her a drink and they each ended up having three after which he hit on her again. Between the commission and the buzz Allison was feeling pretty good so figured why not? Alex was a good looking guy and next to the young boys, players like Warner were her favorite type to toy with.
Allison had smiled at him telling him that he could start at her feet and if he were good, she would let him work his way up to her pussy then maybe even let him fuck her. Warner returned the smile telling her that if Allison was a good girl she could start on her knees and if she were lucky he would let her swallow it. Their eyes locked and Allison could feel him trying to impose his looks, charm, and will on her, probably worked well on the young girls. Never breaking eye contact Allison flashed her killer smile, slipped off her shoe, and put her bare foot on the table saying;
"Okay but you first."
Warner had found this hilarious telling Allison she had not disappointed him. That's when things got weird. Warner told her that he had been watching her and that he knew about her "little pets" as he called them. Allison tried to play dumb but he then went on to name the last two boys she had been toying with. Warner assured her that he had no desire to tell anyone; to the contrary it was why she was here.
As Allison sat there feeling like she was in a story that started "Dear Penthouse", Warner explained to her that he belonged to a secret "Club" where all the members male and female alike were, at least thirty which Allison had turned last month, attractive, either very lucrative or with the potential of being so and the last requirement: sexually dominant. This club met once a month to have dinner then swap sex stories complete with home movies.
Allison had initially declined preferring to keep her exploits to herself. With a smile Warner dangled the ultimate carrot to Allison; advancement. Apparently the "Brothers and Sisters" of this club shared all their connections and could open doors for Allison that she couldn't on her own. According to Warner the average member's income doubled in the first year and from there? Who knew? Warner had said that the contract he had just given her was a drop in the bucket to what she could get further teasing by saying there was currently a member who could help her in her field directly and that Allison had even met her once.
Now interested Allison had asked the price. Nothing in life was free especially something like this. There was a catch of course. Each member must endure an initiation where they have to submit to a longtime member. According to the powers that be in this group a new member must prove that although dominate they can "know their place" and prove their worth. The goal of the initiation was to break the new member.
Allison had gotten a bit cocky telling Warner that if she needed to she could play demure and say "Sir" but break? Allison had been in the game a little too long for that. Warner grinned saying that's exactly the attitude that the initiation was to break her of. This initiation itself would consist of a "session" where she would be at the mercy of this member until she either quit or he felt that she "broke" sincerely.
Not liking the term session, Allison began to hedge after all she herself was what was referred to as a "Velvet Dom" the hardcore pain thing was not her scene. Sensing he was losing her Warner played the trump card; pulling an envelope from his desk he handed it over to Allison. When she opened it her eyes widened. It was a contract for her agency and Allison specifically to handle all of Orion's advertising. This contract alone was half of what she made all of last year. Warner told her he would sign it if Allison went through the initiation.
So at 8am this morning Allison started the five hour drive from New York to Providence Rhode Island for what would be a hardcore S&M session with a man named Mark. The only thing Warner had told her about Mark was that he was an attorney and that he had been in the group for several years. Her only contact with him had been a text message on Wednesday giving Allison a time of 2pm and the name of a bar; The Brass Rail.
During the drive Allison was alternately nervous, then upset at herself for being nervous. On the one hand she was not thrilled with the idea of submitting especially to someone that she didn't even know never mind whose sole purpose was to try to break her. Then again Allison was quite confident in her looks and her own brand of control.
She was far from the scared young girls this guy was used to handling. There was no way out of sex, however as far as Allison was concerned the type of sex was definitely still up in the air. Allison's plan was to be playful and demure, offer this guy a hell of a ride and forget about all this "Breaking" stuff. They could just be two attractive people enjoying each other.
Allison was wearing a short red sundress that showed off not only her generous chest but quite a bit of her long shapely legs. Despite the heat she was wearing her long black hair down and was sporting her best slut red lipstick which matched her finger and toe nail polish. The finishing touch was a pair of 4" stiletto heels whose straps went almost all the way up to her knees. This ensemble coupled with her bright green eyes and her perfect full lips pushed out in a little girl pout would be more than enough to get her off the hook from the rough stuff.
Of course that was before she pissed Mark off. Allison arrived at the Brass Rail at 1:45 to find out that it was basically a hole in the wall biker bar. At 2:30 she was still sitting at the bar being ogled and pointed at by the half dozen or so hells angels types that were in there. Allison had been hit on twice while enduring several "you must be slumming." remarks. Having no way to get a hold of Mark Allison sat and did the best she could to ignore the stares, and lewd comments.
At quarter to three one of the guys playing pool sent her a drink then came and sat next to her. Unlike the rest of the crowd this guy was quite good looking albeit in the bad boy sense. Both arms shoulder to elbow were covered with huge tattoos of some type of demons and there was a pentagram charm hanging from the black chain around his neck. He was well muscled and despite a couple of days worth of beard Allison could see he had high cheek bones and his features were perfect, even a bit pretty.
Speaking of pretty, his eyes were a gorgeous shade of golden brown with greenish highlights Allison had never seen a color exactly like them before. Looking at him she thought that if this were different circumstances and if he was few years younger she might even take him for a ride.
Allison thanked him for the drink and after staring blatantly at her tits he thanked her for the view. After another hopeful look at the door Allison told him she was waiting for someone. He had smirked saying of course she was, why else would she be dressed like that in a place like this? When Allison didn't answer he told her he'd been watching her for an hour and she was obviously stood up so why not have some fun?
Not being able to resist Allison had asked him if he thought he could be fun. Flashing a surprisingly pretty smile he told her that he could give her exactly what she was looking for. Returning his smile with a perfect one of her own, Allison told him sorry but she liked her men a bit younger, not to mention better dressed, shaved and much younger. With that she turned in her stool to face the door. The guy then asked her if she thought she was better than him. Without turning she replied;
"No hon, just out of your league." As she spoke Allison picked up her cell phone to call Warner his answer stopped her in the middle of dialing;
"You really are a proud whore aren't you Allison?" He asked softly.
Oh shit! Allison thought as she turned to look at him.
"Mark?" She asked already knowing the answer.
"You drove a long way to insult me Allison." He told her.
"You're um... not what I expected." He gave her the smirk again, as he signaled the bartender.
"And what did you expect? Warner?" He snorted.
"Some smooth talking fag in a suit?" The bartender came over and Mark said;
"Three shots of jack."
The bartender nodded, as he moved away Allison looked at him smiling sheepishly.
"Look let's start over I'm..."
"A proud whore, who needs to be taught some manners." Mark finished.
He was surprisingly soft spoken and had said it calmly, but there was something in his tone that gave her a very uneasy feeling.
"Hey Mark," She began. "I'm sorry I really am."
"No," He shook his head. "You're not. Not yet anyways."
Allison sighed. She had played this game herself. Once the pet said something stupid it was all over she would have to try to play along for now. The bartender put the three shots down. Mark slid one over to her. As she picked it up Mark did his two in rapid succession.
"Um... Cheers." Allison poured the shot down her throat. The liquor burned down her throat helping to settle her nerves a bit.
"Ready?" He asked as he tossed a couple of twenties on the bar.
"Well shouldn't we talk about this?" She asked trying to stall.
"Trust me Allison you've said enough. I'm leaving, either follow me or take your sorry ass back to New York, maybe Warner's good enough for you." He sneered the name.
"I thought you guys were friends."
"Warner's a poser, he doesn't master his women, he buys them. Let's go."
Without waiting for a reply Mark got up and walked out. Allison followed him outside to where he was standing next to her red infinity.
"Get in your car. I'll be around in a minute."
"Yes sir." Allison said with a bit of a tone. Mark's smile sent another round of butterflies through her stomach.
"Oh, I am going to enjoy showing you your place Allison, yes I am."
He walked away once again leaving Allison cursing at herself. She had to remember she was on the other side. The trick was to say whatever she would want her pets to say, not smart off. Although they had started badly she was still holding out for a chance to get to him. A minute later an old but perfectly restored grey firebird pulled up alongside of her. Mark made sure she saw him before driving away.
Allison followed him through the unfamiliar streets of Providence until they came to a building called the Promenade where Mark turned into the garage with her close behind. Mark parked and waved her into the spot next to him. As Allison pulled in, Mark got out of his car and walked away not even looking to see if she was following. Allison had to run to make the elevator that he was standing in with no intention of holding it for her.
"Thanks." She said sarcastically. Then realizing she had done it again added, "It's not easy to run in these."
As she said it, Allison bent her leg up to adjust the strap giving him a great shot down her dress. It didn't matter when she looked up he was staring off into space. They got off and Mark walked down the hallway without looking back. As Allison followed a sense of the surreal came over her. Was she really going to do this? It's not like she was a stranger to kinky sex by any means, but she was hundreds of miles from home about to enter the apartment of a man she didn't know and had already pissed off. Think of the contract she told herself as she had a dozen times in the days leading up to this.
The fact that Mark lived in a luxury condo building settled her nerves somewhat, he couldn't be that much of a maniac. Mark stopped at the last apartment on the left and after unlocking the door opened it standing aside for her. Allison took a deep breath and walked past him.
"Thank you sir." She said softly.
The apartment was large and well furnished with a huge eight foot window overlooking the city it was also quite cool, the air conditioning must be cranked all the way up she thought. Allison walked over to look out the window hoping Mark would check her out. Once again however he was looking everywhere but. Another standard trick letting her think he had no interest. Okay she told herself it's just sex maybe a little rougher than she was used to but still just sex. Walking over to the coffee table Allison removed her watch and bracelet, putting them down on the table.
"Take your shoes off." Mark said quietly.
Allison bent over slowly unlacing them giving him another great shot of her full milky white tits. This time she didn't look up to see if he were watching. When she finished she kicked the shoes under the table and looked up at him. Mark was looking this time straight down at her feet with their deep red nails. He wasn't just looking down, he was staring. Foot Fetish? Taking a chance she playfully wiggled her toes. Mark let his eyes wander up her legs to eventually linger on her tits.
Allison raised her arms over her head taking her long hair up with them.
"All yours sir." She said in her best little girl voice. "Would you like me to turn around?"
Mark nodded. Allison turned in a slow circle as she did she gave her skirt a little flip up giving a glimpse the curve of her ass in her black lace thong . She turned back to face him and put her head down demurely this was her chance.
"I'm ready when you are sir."
"Then follow me." Mark said and walked down the hallway. They stopped in front of a door that had two symbols carved into it.
"Pleasure and pain," Mark said softly. "They can both be found behind that door it's just a question of which comes first." As he spoke he stared intently into her eyes.
"Now," He began, "I am required to tell you the rules. Once in that room you will refer to me as Master any other response will lead to pain. Understood?"
"Yes." Pain. Butterflies again.
"The safe word is cease. Say it and it ends, you will not pass but I will stop. You can only say it once, we will not start over."
"Yes." Allison replied. A safe word! This was not sounding good.
"This continues until either you quit or I feel you have been properly broken. Any questions? It's your last chance to speak freely."
Allison looked away from his eyes, and gave him a shy smile. Reaching up she put her hand on his arm.
"Listen Mark," She began as she lightly ran her nails up to his shoulder. "I'm sorry we got off on the wrong foot. I was just a little nervous."
"Understandable." He said, looking down at her tits. Oh yes, she thought I can do this.



"I mean I've never done anything like this before." As she said it Allison lowered her eyes, putting the lip out a little bit. She lightly ran her nails back down his arm.
"And I have to say you are quite sexy." She squeezed his arm. Damn it did feel good she thought. "So why don't we go into your bedroom, and you can lie back while this bad little girl make it all up to you."
Allison moved her hand to his face. Mark leaned into it closing his eyes as she rubbed his cheek.
"Yeah, that's it," She cooed, "Just let me take good care of you. We can forget all this rough stuff and just have a good time. I'm so much more fun when I'm playful." She gave him the full power of her green eyes and pout, "Yes? Please sir?"
At that Allison removed her hand from his face, lowered her head, closed her eyes and waited. A moment later Mark's hand gently touched the side of her face. Allison opened her eyes smiling at him as she rubbed her cheek into his hand. Mark's hand quickly shifted from her cheek to her chin. Holding it he tilted her head up so their eyes were only inches apart.
"You're a very attractive woman Allison. I'm sure to the frat boys you're something special but to me you're just another proud whore who doesn't know her place."
"I'm willing to learn sir." Allison began "I..."
Mark squeezed her chin harder.
"Telling me you like them younger, well of course you do Allison. "You like them younger because their more controllable, because they've barely gotten their little cock's wet and they melt when they see a woman who's older and knows how to dress. You love it because you think you're more than they can handle." The smirk came back. "Truth is they're all you can handle."
With that Mark let her chin go and stepping back put his hand on the door knob.
"Allison Saunders do you enter this room of your own free will?"
Here we go. Allison thought to herself taking a deep breath she looked him in the eye.
"Yes."
Mark pushed the door open gesturing her in. With one final look into his eyes Allison stepped passed him into the room.
"Goddamn it's hot in here." She exclaimed. The thermostat on the wall just inside the door read 96. "Where's the air?"
Mark pushed her in the back sending her forward a step so he could close the door behind them.
"You're comfort is of no concern to me." He told her. "Go stand before the bed."
Allison turned her head away from the wall and for the first time saw the room she had entered.
"Oh shit." She whispered under her breath.
Although it was daylight the room was full of shadows the only light coming from two huge candelabras one on each nightstand. The bed itself was an enormous four poster, the columns of which appeared to have carvings similar to those on his door. As Allison approached the edge of the bed she saw her reflection. The headboard was mirrored and as she stared she could see her back as well reflected in the mirror on the opposite wall over the bureau.
Allison saw Mark behind her his back was to her but she could see his face his eyes were closed and his lips were moving as if he were speaking or judging by the room chanting to himself. Looking up she saw the ceiling over the huge bed was mirrored. Lowering her head Allison could now see there were paintings over each set of candles both appeared to be visions of hell. Standing there Allison was aware that she had already begun to sweat.
"Turn around." Mark told her. Allison did as he said and stood looking at his back. Then noticed he was watching her in the mirror in which she could see his front but her back in the other one, the effect was confusing.
"Take your clothes off and sit on the edge of the bed." He said without turning to look at her.
Allison hesitated then sliding the straps of the dress over her shoulders let it drop to the floor. Looking into the mirror she noticed he was looking down at something not even watching her. She quickly removed her bra then sliding her thong off sat on the bed.
"So much for foreplay."
"Did I tell you to speak?" He asked still not looking over.
"No."
"From this point on you speak when spoken to, and when you do speak it will only be to answer me understood?"
"Yes sir."
"Yes Master."
"Yes master." She corrected herself putting extra emphasis on the word Master.
Mark turned, and his hand moving faster than Allison could react to pinched her left nipple.
"Ow!" She yelped.
"Mind your tone whore." Mark told her turning back to the mirror.
As she watched Mark took his shirt off. He was sweating as well, his muscular back glistening with it, Allison would have thought it sexy if his entire back wasn't covered with an enormous tattoo of some type of half man half goat thing. No, as Allison thought about she knew exactly what it was. Back in college she had done a paper on Satanism for psych class it was a Baphomet. With a sinking feeling in her stomach Allison realized this was a sick individual.. Mark kicked his shoes off and then spoke;
"Close your eyes."
"Yes master." Allison could feel him approach her, felt something slip around her neck.
"You're a very proud little whore Allison, but I will change that very shortly, open your eyes."
Allison did so seeing in mirror the black leather dog collar around her neck. Mark stepped in front of her, dangling from his hand was a chain link dog leash.
"It's time you were taught your place." He clicked the leash to the collar and taking a step back pulled on it hard.
"To your knees slut."
Not that she had a choice; he had pulled hard enough to yank her off the bed. Allison fell to her knees. Mark stepped back up to her and stood waiting expectantly. Knowing what he wanted Allison reached out to unsnap his jeans. Mark reached down with both hands pinching her nipples getting another yelp out of her.
"Since when does a fucking whore not ask her Masters permission?"
Allison swallowed hard. Her hair was already sticking to her neck and that last pinch had really hurt. Just play along she told herself.
"Master, would you allow me the privilege of removing your cock, so that I may please you."
"Like you've ever pleased anyone other than yourself, but go ahead I'll let you try."
Allison hesitated for a moment making sure her tone would be right.
"Thank you, my Master is to kind."
Unsnapping his jeans Allison began to unzip them thinking that if she had to well then she would show him how good she was. Allison reached in to grab his cock but Mark slapped her hand away pulling it out himself.
"Oh, damn." She whispered.
To say Allison had seen her share of cocks over the years would be an understatement, but the one in front of her right now was easily the biggest. It was huge, long and thick, damn thick. Allison wrapped her hand around it her fingernails barely touching, it occurred to her this thing could hurt. Noticing the look on her face Mark smirked.
"What's the matter? Been playing with the boys so long you forget what a real one looks like?"
"My Master is very impressive." Allison replied. She wasn't lying. She licked her lips slowly then remembering her part;
"It would be my pleasure if my..."
"Oh just shut up and suck it." Mark snapped grabbing the back of her head and shoving her face forward.
Allison opened her mouth and took it about halfway down. Mark let her head go as she started sucking him in, and out as far as she dared. Allison wasn't sure if she could take him all the way, as it was her mouth was full and there was plenty of him left. Allison kept her eyes turned down as she blew him. After a couple of minutes he sighed;
"That's better." He said softly. At that Allison looked up making a little noise in her throat thanking him for his approval. It was the wrong move.
"That wasn't a compliment you fucking slut!" He said. "It's just better than listening to your talking. Now stop playing and suck it, you know? Like you know what you're doing?"
Allison put her eyes back down, and picking up the pace also started stroking with her hand. After a couple of minutes at which point Allison began to wonder if he was even close to cumming. Mark said;
"You're fucking pathetic, do I need to do this myself?"
Reaching down Mark roughly grabbed the back of her head and holding it still started fucking her mouth. Allison opened wider to take more of it, but he was pushing in deeper. Afraid she was going to gag she put her hands on his hips to try to stop him. Another wrong move, Mark let go of her head. This time her nipples didn't just get a pinch but a vicious twist that would have caused her to yell had her mouth not been stuffed with his cock.
"How dare you touch me!"
Mark grabbed her hands and pinning them in one of his expertly wrapped the leash around them several times then pulled up holding her arms over her head with one hand. The other grabbed a handful of hair close to her scalp causing more pain. He tipped her head back while putting one leg up on the bed to force his huge prick down at a deeper angle then shoved it all the way down.
With her head at that angle and her mouth stretched to the limit, Allison was being forced to take him to the limit. Mark was fucking fast and hard, to the point she could feel her eyes watering, all the while holding her arms up so high her shoulders were starting to hurt. Oh god she thought please just cum.
"Look at you, you fucking pig! On the floor getting face fucked, and loving it. Don't let the boys do this do you?"
Allison stared up at him through her watery eyes, and tried to shake her head to answer.
"Did I tell you to fucking move?" She shook her head again. Oh fuck! She thought as soon as she had done it. Tricked at her own goddamn game.
"Proud and disobedient." Mark said letting go of the back of her head. "Fine then pay the price."
Mark pinched her nose shut. Allison froze; her eyes bulging was he kidding? To make it worse he started fucking her mouth again. It's a scare tactic. She told herself, but he had caught her before she could take a breath and she was already starting to panic.
"Look at me!" He snapped.
Allison turned her eyes up to him again. At this point she had no doubt she looked scared. Mark looked into her eyes smiling coldly. Allison couldn't breathe; she heard a high pitched whine and realized it was her whimpering. Her blood was rushing to her head and her vision blurred. She tried to say cease around his cock but couldn't, he felt her try to speak though and letting her nose go also released her arms pulling his cock from her mouth.
"What was that?" He asked his smile widening.
Allison fell forward onto her hands and knees gasping. That's enough! Nothing was worth this bullshit he could have made her pass out or worse. She looked up with every intention of saying the word then telling him to go fuck himself. That was until she saw the expectant smirk on his face.
"Were you trying to tell me something whore?"
Allison stared at him feeling her anger rise. Fuck him. Taking another couple of breaths, she looked him in the eye and spoke;
"I was simply trying to thank you for teaching me a valuable lesson Master."
Mark gave a slight nod as if approving of her decision to continue. Reaching down he unwrapped the leash from her hands and unhooked it from the collar, grabbing her shoulders he pulled her up to her feet. Damn he's strong she thought. Mark looked at her shaking his head.
"That was a good answer Allison. Too bad your eyes weren't telling me what your mouth was. Oh no, Allison that look won't do, not at all. Let's try again."
With no warning he wrenched her shoulders spinning her completely around. Allison tripped and would have fallen had he not caught her; by the back of her hair. Another red hot stab of pain went through her scalp as he used her hair to turn her rest of the way and shove her into the bed. The bed was set high and Allison was bent over just past her waist, she was now facing the headboard mirror and watching him step up behind her realized the bed was exactly the height of his cock.
Taking that cock Mark put it on her ass, the tip stopping just shy of the cats eyes tattoo at the small of her back.
"Nice tattoo." He said softly.
"Thank you Master."
"The bright color looks good on your sickly skin. Don't you agree?"
Allison knew something was coming but had no choice.
"My Master is right of course."
"Good. Then let's add some more."
Mark reached all the way up and brought his hand down in a vicious slap that sounded like a shot in the quiet room.
"Oh god!" Allison cried out. Oh that stung.
"See doesn't that look better?"
Reaching forward he pulled Allison by the hair bringing her face up to look into the mirror Mark stepped to the side so she could see her ass in the opposite mirror. The right cheek was sunburn red with a huge welt the shape of his hand already rising on it. Allison winced not just at the sight of it, but the fact it was also still stinging.
"Of course Master."
"What no thanks?"
Mark whipped the same hand back around catching the left side of her ass backhanded.
"Thank you!" She yelped. In the mirror Mark rolled his eyes;
"Thank you master. Let's try again." He slapped her again.
"Thank ..oww!"
Mark proceeded to deal her a series of short quick slaps. They came faster than she could count, each one stinging more than the one before, and adding to the overall pain. After several of them Allison began crying out;
"Thank you Master! Thank you oh thank youuuuu!"
The last one ended in a whimper as he dealt her a particularly hard one. Finally he stopped and Allison let her head drop to the bed panting she could feel the cheeks of her ass throbbing. Mark grabbed her hair pulling her head up again.
"Did I say look away? Do I need the leash?"
"No Master."
Mark began to slap his cock on her ass hard enough to make it sting more. Then taking it he put the head at her pussy and pushed in just a little.
"You don't seem that wet. Do I not excite you?"
"Of course! My Master is quite attractive I.. ohhhhh!!!" Allison gasped as he slammed his prick all the way in.
"Don't bother, it just would have been easier on you if it were wet." He told her.
Oh my god! Was he deep Allison thought, her pussy had never felt so full. Mark held it there for a minute then once again grabbing her hair said;
"Put your hands behind your back."
Allison did and winced as when she put her hands back she was being held up by her hair. Mark once again grabbed her wrists in one hand. Pulling back on her arms, as well as her hair Allison was lifted up off the bed, just her sore nipples rubbing on the sheets. Once in that position Mark slid his cock most of the way out, paused for moment then began fucking the shit out of her.
"Oh, ow!" Allison tried not to make any noise but couldn't help it.
His cock alone was hurting her never mind her shoulders and the pulling of her hair.
"What no thank you for allowing a filthy slut like you to have the pleasure of my cock?" He asked. Before she could reply Mark let go of her hair to slap her ass again hard.
"Ow! Th.. thank you M-Master!" Allison stammered out as he started fucking her even harder.
He had pulled her higher by her arms so that he was entering at an even deeper angle. Was he ever going to cum? Trying a different tactic Allison forced herself to start mixing in small sounds of pleasure in between the groaning and thanking him.
"Yeah you like that big cock you little pig?"
"Y-yes Master. I'm glad that my Master has chosen to fuck me with his beautiful... uh!" She grunted as he really reared back and slammed her.
"You think I want to fuck you? I'm only dirtying my cock in your disgusting pussy because I got sick of that pathetic attempt at a blow job you were giving me!"
"I'm s-sorry Master." Allison groaned out then followed it with a moan a real one this time.
She was getting used to him at this angle and despite the pain in the rest of her body was beginning to enjoy his huge cock stuffing her she had never been fucked this hard. Never mind his control, as he was still showing no signs of even being close to cumming. Mark pulled her back even more to the point she was almost standing.
Facing the mirror she could see he had leaned back and had one arm braced on the bureau behind him and was himself at an angle driving his hips up into her while still holding her up. The muscles in both his arms were bulging impressively their bodies were slicked with sweat Allison let out another moan.
"Oh, thank you Master." She whispered almost meaning it.
"Yeah you like that my little whore?"
"Oh yes!" Allison cried out, the fact that she did was making it easier to stay in character.
"Thank you Master."
"Well that's no good Allison. I'm supposed to be enjoying not you. Apparently I'm not being harsh enough on you and I haven't even cum yet so you're sure as hell not pleasing me."
Mark pulled himself out of her and stepped back. Allison was forced back with him as he was still holding her arms. As he held her Mark reached back and grabbed something from the bureau. Letting go of her arms he reached around. Watching in the mirror Allison's eyes widened and she groaned to herself as he attached a set of wicked looking nipple clamps to her. Mark turned the screws until she let out a low whimper.
"Does that hurt?"
"Yes Master." She hissed out between her teeth. Then yelped out loud as he gave the screws another turn.
"That's in case you were lying and this..." Allison cried out louder this time as he turned them again. "Is for not telling me you're sorry when I said I wasn't pleased."
"I'm sorry master!"
"From this point on anytime you act up I will give them a turn."
He grabbed Allison by the collar holding her head up so she was looking into his face in the mirror.
"Understood?"
"Yes Master." She answered immediately.
"Good. Trust me Allison you would be surprised how much they can be squeezed, so be a good little whore." He smiled coldly at her.
"Now you're going to crawl up onto the bed and lie on your back for me. Think you can do that?"
"Of course Master." Allison leaned onto the bed putting one knee up to crawl across it.
"Hold on." Mark said "I almost forgot something.
As he spoke Mark reached up to the column on the right and pulled a small silver chain. There was a click as a small door located in each of the four columns slid open. As they did a length of chain ending in a manacle fell out of each one onto the bed.
"Jesus Christ." Allison said softly. Then let out a cry that was close to a scream as he hauled off and gave her a wicked slap on her swollen ass.
"Never use that name in here!" He shouted at her. Reaching around her he gave each screw a turn.
"Oh I'm so sorry!!" She all but whined.
Allison was scared. During the time they had been here as nasty as he had been Mark had seemed calm and controlled, now looking at him in the mirror he looked crazy, the candle light reflecting in the mirror made his eyes look as if they were glowing.
"Now crawl your slutty ass onto the bed and roll over." He said.
Allison hesitated. He was sick. Really sick, if he chained her down she would be helpless. He had already tried to suffocate her. She closed her eyes, it was just a game. This guy was an attorney not a serial killer it was for show it...
"Crawl or quit." This was followed by another smack to her ass.
"Yes Master." Allison got her other knee up and crawled across the bed.
"Good little slut." Mark told her.
Allison went up almost to the headboard and turned over onto her back wincing as she let her weight go on her ass. Mark remained at the foot of the bed looking at the chain nearest him as if measuring. Reaching out he grabbed her ankles pulling her down to the middle of the huge bed. Letting go he picked up the manacle holding out his other hand.



"Give me your foot." Allison swallowed and unable to help herself whispered;
"Please don't hurt me."
Mark rolled his eyes in disgust.
"Typical poser, you love to make them beg but can't handle much yourself."
Mark held his hand out again. Once again she hesitated knowing she would probably pay a price for it instead he said quietly;
"This is what you make of it Allison. Pain or pleasure you will endure only what you choose to."
His voice was soft again and he seemed calmer than before. Slowly Allison lifted her leg and put her foot in his hand. Mark clipped the manacle around her ankle and tightened it. Allison placed her other foot in his hand without him asking.
"Good girl." He said softly.
Walking around the bed Mark leaned over and taking her right hand put the cuff around her wrist. When he went for her left Allison pulled it away, panicking suddenly.
"No," She shook her head at him. Mark twisted the screw on her right nipple.
"Nooo," She whimpered. Mark stared coldly at her.
"There's only one word that will result in anything but more and we both know you want to say it Allison, I told Warner you were a poser, now prove me right."
Allison closed her eyes. Warner, contract, $30,000, that arrogant smirk was back on Mark's face. Allison opened her eyes and put her left hand out. Mark nodded as he attached it to her wrist, walking back to the foot of the bed, he stood looking at her with that smug look on his face again.
"How do you look?" He pointed to the mirrored ceiling
"Like an unworthy whore." Allison answered properly but thinking;
Piece of shit! Getting off on this, she was here because she had to be otherwise she wouldn't as much as spit at him.
"Once again good answer Allison, but very insincere, that's okay I can take care of that."
Mark reached up to the left column and pulled another chain. Allison gasped as she felt the chains pull her arms up and out as far as they could go. Oh my god! She thought I'm on a fucking rack! Mark smiled at the look on her face, going over to the other column he grabbed another chain Allison's legs were pulled to the sides as Mark continued to pull, her legs kept spreading open even further. She let out a groan as they were forced into a complete split.
"Oh please," Mark sneered. "Fucking skank like you should be used to spreading them."
Allison was laying completely spread eagle, not only feeling totally helpless but for the first time in her life as Mark stared at he she felt ashamed of her nakedness. Mark bent his knees slightly and from that position jumped straight up onto the bed landing on the edge perfectly balanced. His cock as it had been from the start was rock hard. Mark walked across the bed, one leg on either side of her then dropped to the bed his knees just under her arms he leaned over onto his hands his cock pointed directly at her mouth.
"Let's get it wet this time."
Allison obediently opened her mouth and with no hesitation Mark started driving his cock in and out of her face. Once again he was going all the way in and with her head against the bed she had nowhere to go. At one point she almost gagged. Balancing himself on one hand Mark turned the screw on first the right then the left nipple.
"Don't you dare." He said as Allison squealed around his cock.
After several more pumps Mark pulled his cock out and backing up positioned himself over her pussy. He paused looking into her eyes then entering her with one smooth thrust began fucking the shit out of her.
"Oh goddamn!" She exclaimed unable to help herself as he pounded into her.
Allison legs were spread so wide that he was going in right up to his balls. Mark was holding himself up over her using his powerful legs and hips to slam into her.
"Oh th-th- thank you." She managed to get out as he continued assaulting her.
That's what this was she thought; this wasn't sex it was an attack. Mark's head was just over hers their eyes were only inches apart. Even though he was fucking her relentlessly there was no expression on his face as if he weren't enjoying it at all. With a start Allison wondered if this was what it was like to be raped. Unable to control it Allison was yelping with each thrust and this time there was no hint of pleasure in it at all.
"Oh does that hurt my little whore?"
"N-No Master. Thank you."
"It feels good?"
"O-of course my Master feels good." He shook his head.
"Then I am being too gentle, it's supposed to hurt." With that he somehow found away to go harder.
"Oh please!" Allison gasped. Then yelped as that got her another twist of the clamps one at a time.
"Please Master!"
"Please what?"
"Easy Master please!" Allison begged. "It hurts!"
"Now it hurts?"
"Y-yes Master."
She stuttered. Oh how it hurt! He was driving into her so hard she could feel herself sinking into the bed with each pump. This guy was a fucking animal! Mark leaned over into her ear and whispered;
"See now I don't believe you. Now I think you're lying. Guess we have to give it to you harder."
Mark started lifting himself further out of her all the way to the tip then back down. Ten plus inches of cock being repeatedly slammed into her.
"Ohhh," She was whining at this point and couldn't help it.
"Yeah?" He asked looking in her eyes. "You don't like being taken? Too bad because this is exactly the way fucking whores like you deserve it! Proud little cockteaser; playing with the boys, getting what you need then kicking them out. Toying with them then making them beg."
Mark lowered himself to his elbows still driving savagely in and out with his hips; he grabbed her chin pushing her head up.
"Watch yourself being taken!"
Allison stared up at the ceiling. Her legs were spread out, she could see the muscles in his back and ass flexing as he slammed her. Allison herself was a mass of sweat, her hair stuck to her face, and she looked scared as hell.
"Oh please Master, oh it hurts! It does!"
"Ohh, I like that Allison. Who's begging now? No fun when it's you and not the boys." He leaned over further. Once again, whispering in her ear. "Lucky for you there's rules or I'd have found a couple of your little playmates and let them come in and take turns on you. Have a nice little gangbang, make you fuck and suck until you were so used up you couldn't walk. Make you thank them for it."
This image must have gotten to him as finally Allison could hear his breathing start to speed up and his arms were tensing, he was finally going to cum. He sped up even more banging in and out of her, Allison was beyond even moaning, instead making tiny little sounds in her throat. He grabbed her chin again and looked into her eyes.
"Say it!" He snarled at her. Allison knew even he couldn't hold back much longer, and summoning up the last of her will whispered:
"Thank you Master. For showing this unworthy whore what it's like to be taken by a real man."
Mark's eyes widened slightly, he had thought he'd had her. Not only hadn't she broken but he was going to cum she could feel it, he was starting to let out a couple of small gasps of his own. Gaining a little confidence Allison forced a pout saying softly;
"Oh, thank you Master."
Mark gave her several more hard pumps, then pulling out squeezed his cock, and once again straddled her face. Allison opened her mouth expecting to be made to swallow but instead. Mark grabbed her mouth forcing it shut.
"As if I'd let you taste it!"
Mark jerked his cock off into her face. The first spurt hit her directly in her right eye. Allison tried to turn her head but he was holding her chin. First she couldn't wait for him to cum now Allison wondered if he would ever stop. Spurt after spurt was hitting her face, going into her hair, she had closed her eyes in time to avoid her other eye being hit. Finally he stopped jerking and taking his cock started rubbing it all over her face spreading the cum around even more, mixing it with the sweat she was already covered with. When he was finished he leaned back and told her.
"Open your eyes."
Allison did and looked up into the mirror. At the mess she had become.
"Maybe we could get some pictures, send them to your parents. I'm sure they would be proud."
Mark got off the bed and stared down at her. He looked as if he were waiting for something. Oh shit! Allison thought,
"Thank you M... Oww!" Mark turned the clamps shaking his head.
"Give you the honor of cumming on you and I have to wait for a thank you."
"Sorry master."
"Not yet, but were getting there."
Mark walked around the bed and opening a nightstand drawer removed something from it. Making his way back to the foot of the bed he released Allison's ankles.
"Thank you Master." She got out quickly.
Ignoring her Mark knelt between her legs. As he did Allison saw he had a small purple silver bullet vibrator in his hand. Spreading her pussy open he placed it directly on her clit.
"Close your legs."
Allison obeyed. Was he really going to let her cum? She was surprisingly horny considering the way she had been treated. Was this how her pets felt? That mix of humiliation and lust? Mark grabbed her ankles and crossed them. Reaching down to the floor he picked up the belt he had been wearing and wrapped it around Allison's knees. He pulled it until Allison grunted then fastened it.
"Don't want that to fall out now do we?"
"Thank you Master. I..." Allison let out a long moan as the vibrator kicked on. It was on low but was pressed tight against her clit after only a couple of minutes she could feel her body beginning to tense up. Not wanting to risk it, Allison immediately spoke up.
"Oh Master may I please cum?"
Mark shrugged;
"That's up to you. If you can, go ahead."
"Thank you Master!" Allison exclaimed.
She moaned again oh here it is! She began to arch her back and... The vibrator shut off. Allison gasped. Mark smiled wickedly.
"Guess not."
He held up a small box Allison recognized as some type of remote timer. Mark walked over to her placing the remote on the night stand next to her.
"I have to go shower your stink off of me. Hopefully this will keep you entertained while I'm gone."
Mark walked away as he opened the bedroom door he stood there for a moment.
"Damn it's cool out here."
He swung the door back and forth once causing a slight breeze to reach Allison, oh that air felt good! Mark looked at her smiling;
"Don't worry hon I'll be back, maybe even tonight. Try not to wet the bed will you?"
Mark left closing the door behind him. Allison slumped into the bed grimacing with disgust as some of his cum slid down her cheek. She lied there and closed her eyes; between her legs the vibrator began to hum.
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I sat back in the chair, eyes closed enjoying listening to Mark recount our first time together. I have to say for someone who generally didn't talk much my brother was a hell of a story teller; then again I suppose to be a lawyer he would have to be. As Mark was finishing painting his vivid picture of that fateful night I thought had that really been almost twenty years ago? Had this nasty girl really been fucking her brother for close two decades?
Because of our situation I had at one time done some research into the subject of "Keeping it in the family" so to speak, and had discovered most instances of incest did occur at younger ages than Mark and I were, but very rarely lasted more than a few months and often were once or twice situations. Hell Mark and I had outlasted most marriages. Then again I thought how many couples can say that after twenty years the sex was even better? My brother and I were living proof that although love may not stand the test of time, sin is forever.
Of course the memories the story itself brought back were getting me hot. When I looked at Mark today; gorgeous, successful, and when it came to women a pure predator, it was a hell of a turn on to know that I was not only the one that broke him in, but had also trained him along the way. It was all I could do not to drop my hand down and start fondling my rapidly moistening pussy. When Mark wrapped it up by saying the last thing that was on his mind was the word "More" I opened my eyes and smiled at him.
"I think you got quite a bit more didn't you little brother?"
"Just an hour or so ago as a matter of fact."
"True, but you know I'm wanting more already." I told him. "After all I've got some catching up to do."
Mark flashed that smug smirk of his.
"Hey you're the one who wanted to spend the last year licking pussy."
"That's not very nice little brother." I pointed out to him. "I don't make fun of you for those few months you decided you wanted to," I placed my hands over my heart. "Make love, to your little Sammy."
Mark stared at me coldly. As soon as I had said it I realized it was a low blow. Mark hadn't brought up Laura he had just been making a joke but I sure as hell wasn't going to back down from him like everyone else did. Hell if I wanted to I could have Mr. "Bad Boy Attorney" on his knees begging to lick my feet in minutes. I returned the stare calmly. I have never lost a staring match. For whatever reason I am capable of going quite a long time without blinking, a trick that along with my ice blue eyes had earned me the nickname Medusa eventually leading to my choosing of the full sleeve tattoo on my right arm.
"Give it up little brother." I said softly. After another moment he blinked and looked away.
"That wasn't right Meg." He said quietly.
"Well you shouldn't make fun of me then."
I turned sideways in my chair and swung my long legs over the arm putting my feet in Mark's lap.
"Now rub my feet and tell me another story."
"What?" Mark shook his head. "You make a crack like that and want me to rub your feet?"
I caught his gaze again.
"As a matter of fact I do, besides you know damn well you do too." I rubbed my foot across his cock. "So be a good boy and rub your sister's feet."
Mark hesitated he was pissed but was already staring at my feet. I'm sure replaying his cumming on them just a little while ago. As if with a mind of its own his left hand began to gently caress the top of my right foot.
"There you go. Now tell me more about that first weekend when the folks were gone."
"Bullshit." Mark said. "Rule is its story for story. You're turn to tell."
"Little brother," I began, taking a stern tone. "The only rule is that I make the rules. So tell me another story and rub my feet or you'll sleep at them tonight after you watch me play with myself, and you get nothing."
"Megan," I stopped him by putting my foot to his lips.
"Remember your place Mark." He glared at me then lowering his eyes kissed the top of my foot.
"I'm sorry my sister." He whispered softly.
"That's better." I nodded. "Now go ahead like a good little puppy."
Mark opened his mouth and started licking the tips of my toes. Damn that made my pussy flow. I needed it again and bad but couldn't cave now.
"That's enough." I said putting my foot back in his lap. Mark went to start rubbing then caught himself.
"May I have the privilege of rubbing your feet my sister?"
"You may." I answered softly as his answer sent another quiver through me. "I'll also allow you to tell me about that next morning. Tell me about how mister "It didn't seem right." came looking for more of his sister's pussy. Because you did; didn't you?"
"Yes." Mark answered as his strong hands rubbed my left foot.
"That's right you did, and why is that?"
"Because I wanted it."
"Better than that."
Mark looked at me knowing exactly what I wanted him to say. Lowering his eyes he whispered;
"Because I was a bad boy who wanted his sister."
"Another good answer." I thought for a minute.
"Tell you what little brother. You tell it as well as you told the first one then maybe, just maybe I'll let you make your sorry behavior up to me sound fair?"
"My mistress is to kind." Mark answered with no hint of sarcasm.
"That's much better. But just so you don't get to confident know that before I leave I will take some time to properly show you your place as apparently you've gotten a bit full of yourself. What do you say to that little brother?"
"Thank you for taking the time to remind me." He replied
"You're very welcome. Now," I slid down a little further getting comfortable. "Tell me about how you woke your big sister up the next day looking for more."
Mark nodded and while still massaging my feet started;
Saturday Morning.
For the first time in longer than I could remember I slept straight through the night, opening my eyes to the morning light coming in through my partially open blinds. I wasn't awake for more than a minute before I was struck by one simple thought: I had gotten laid last night! The funny thing was that although I had planned all week for it to happen, I had been more than taken off guard. After all I had assumed I would be finally getting it from my girlfriend Krissy. I certainly would have never thought the girl I would lose my virginity to would be my own sister.
I sure as hell couldn't deny last night had happened and not been some kind of twisted wet dream seeing as Megan was not only curled up next to me, her arm across my waist and head on my shoulder, but like myself was completely naked. I had to admit as bad as it sounded it felt pretty fucking good! I could feel Megan's tits pressed into my side and even better than that her leg was draped over mine allowing me to feel her pussy against my thigh.
My arm was still around her shoulders just as it was when we had fallen asleep and her hair was across my chest. Megan was still sleeping so I closed my eyes again enjoying the smell of her hair and the feel of her breath on my chest. Lying there I tried to make sense of it. Obviously what we had done last night was wrong. Or was it?
Megan had made a lot of sense last night. We'd spent several years apart and although I did love her as a sister in a way she was more like a best friend, the only person I trusted and she really was the most beautiful girl I knew. We also both follow the teachings of Anton Levay which dictate that everyone should make their own rules, practicing indulgence over abstinence, but something told me even Anton might have a problem with incest.
There were some lines you were just not meant to cross. At that thought my mind turned dark. After all grown men were not supposed to fuck ten year old girls in the ass nor were they supposed to beat children for things like "Making noise" but that had not stopped them from hurting us so why should we give a fuck about rules? Hell being hurt like that was part of the reason that we were so close in the first place because we both understood the pain.
Not only did we understand it but we both continued to deal with it. I still had a hard time overcoming my issues with talking to people and was still even nervous with Krissy. As for Megan we talked about everything so even before last night I knew that she had a hard time really enjoying being with guys because somewhere deep inside she was still afraid of being hurt by them. Well she didn't seem to be holding back last night that was for sure!
For that matter I had to face the truth and admit that I hadn't really either. I had tried a couple of times to say we shouldn't but they were pretty weak attempts and how sincere could I have really been with a raging hard on under the covers? Besides it's not like I hadn't been stroking it to her for the last couple of months. No my sister had not been the only one that wanted it, just the one to take it first. Speaking of first...
Before we fell asleep last night Megan had said she'd be wanting to again in the morning. On that note I started replaying last night in my mind envisioning her lying between my legs not only blowing me but moaning while doing it. Then allowing me to return the favor and lick her pussy which to my delight I could still smell faintly under my nose. Never mind that "Nasty Girl" routine. The dirtier Megan had talked the more she seemed to get worked up. I think it got her going more than it did me. Of course as I thought about last night I started to get hard which made me realize I had to go to the bathroom.
I rolled my eyes thinking this never happens in the movies. I tried to ignore it but being hard was making it worse so as carefully as I could I removed my arm from around my sister and started to slide out from under her. Megan lifted her head and looked up at me, her hair was in her face and her beautiful blue eyes were only half open.
"You okay little brother?" She asked sleepily.
"Yeah I'm fine." I told her as I eased out of bed.
"You sure? You didn't have a bad dream?"
She seemed more asleep than awake. I leaned over and kissed her forehead.
"No I just gotta go."
"Okay but come back with me." She said sounding like a little kid.
As I watched for minute as she rolled over onto her side her back to me. I could tell by her breathing she had already gone back to sleep that is if she had ever really been awake at all. I went to the bathroom thinking it felt strange to be walking around naked but it also felt good. I had nothing to be ashamed of last night proved that. The look on Megan's face when she had seen my cock had erased any doubt I might have had that I was pretty well hung. I stood there in the bathroom for a couple of minutes trying to clear my mind of any thoughts of my sister as it's impossible to piss with a hard on.
Standing there I glanced to the left and saw that Megan had left the door to her side of the bathroom open. I found myself looking at her big double bed wondering if I'd get a chance to fuck her in there. Listen to yourself you sick fuck I thought then shrugged what the hell? I'd never claimed not to be. Finally I was able to go, then after taking a minute brush my teeth, I looked in the mirror and flashed the perfect smile that all the girls seemed to love. It was fake of course but they didn't know that.
I never doubted that I was attractive. I'd had enough girls, even older ones check me out and Krissy was always telling me I was hot. Never mind Megan's friend Betty who one day all but offered to drop to her knees for me. Despite that I had always felt a little insecure as what good is having it if you're not using it? Well last night had changed all that! I really did feel different I wasn't an eighteen year old virgin anymore I had crossed the line and become a man. I frowned at the thought of Krissy however hadn't last night been cheating on her?
I shook my head that was a problem for another time, not now when I had a naked twenty year old in my bed. Bottom line was I now felt complete, confident in every way, ready to do what Levay and Crowley as well as my sister talked about I was ready to take what I want and what I wanted was lying not ten feet away.
I left the bathroom and stopped just outside the doorway where I stood spellbound by the sight of my big sister naked in my bed. Megan was lying on her stomach facing away from me, the sheet only pulled up to her waist and one of her amazingly long legs was sticking out all the way to the thigh. The sheets were black and her ivory skin looked sexy as hell against them as did her long dark hair fanned across her back. Even her bare foot with the bright red toe nail polish looked good. Oh let's face it everything about my sister was hot.
My cock became rock hard in an instant and my heart began to beat faster. I walked quietly up to the bed stood there hesitating for a moment. Oh this is so wrong I told myself but oh did I want her. Before I could change my mind I took a deep breath and whispered;
"Take what you want Mark."
I carefully got onto the bed lying on my side next to her, and after taking another long look at her amazing body lightly caressed her back enjoying the feel of her soft skin. Megan made a cute little noise in her throat but didn't stir. I had an image of rolling over on top of her and just taking it but she was sleeping and after what had happened to her... I shook off those thoughts and leaning over gently kissed the middle of her back. After being rewarded with another of those little noises I started slowly working my way up her back one little kiss at a time.
For each kiss I received another soft moan. I was pretty sure she was awake at this point and was dying to roll her over but at the same time was enjoying not only kissing her but her reaction to it. Reaching the top I slid her hair to the side to give the back of her a neck a longer kiss. At this Megan moaned;
"Oh Mark, that is sooo nice."
That sent a thrill through me as did her leaning her head back so I could nuzzle deeper into her. I gave the smooth flesh between her neck and shoulder a lingering kiss opening my mouth and gently sucking then slid my mouth up to her ear where I gave her earlobe a playful nibble.
"Little brother, are you looking for something?" She asked quietly.
"Oh yeah." I answered before going back to her neck as I did my hand slid down her back and I gave her firm ass a squeeze.
"Ooooh." Megan cooed. "Look at you being a bad boy and coming after your sister."
As she spoke she pushed herself up onto her side so her back was against me. I could feel my cock throbbing against her ass. I went to put my arm around her waist but Megan grabbed it placing my hand on her left tit instead. I immediately started rolling her nipple between my fingers like she showed me last night.
"Is that what you're doing little brother? You coming after it?"
"Yes." I groaned as she began grinding her ass up and down on my cock.
"Then tell me what you want."
"I want you." I told her pulling on her arm to get her to roll over but she held herself back.
"Better than that little brother. Tell your nasty big sister what you really want."
"I want to fuck you again."
"Yeah?" She asked working her ass harder against me. "You want to fuck your nasty girl again Mark?"
"Oh I do." I moaned out, as lifting her leg Megan reached down between them grabbing the tip of my cock and giving it a squeeze.
"You mean you want to fuck your sister isn't that right Mark?"
She rubbed my cock along her pussy which was soaking wet causing me to let out another of those impatient whimpers from last night.
"Well that's too bad Mark," She began as she put her foot on my thigh then holding my painfully hard prick started grinding her pussy up and down on it. "Because you said last night it didn't seem right."
"I.." I didn't know what to say but she was teasing the hell out of me and to make it worse she put her pussy on the tip of my cock letting it go in a little before pulling it back out.
"Oh don't tease Megan please I'm sorry I said that I..."
"I am too little brother. We could have had a lot of fun this morning, hell all the time I mean my rooms right next door."
Letting go of my cock Megan slid her hand down and started rubbing my balls which felt like they were ready to explode.
"That's right Mark you could have had plenty of this pussy but seeing you think its wrong." She let go of me completely also pulling my hand from her tit. "I think maybe I should just go back to my bed."
With that she made to roll away from me but I held onto her arm. I was getting desperate.
"Please don't go Megan! I want to! I really do I..." I hesitated then added; "I need you."
"Is it me you need or is it my hot little pussy Mark?"
"Both." I told her honestly.
"That's a good answer little brother. MMM." She made as if she were thinking all the while slowly grinding her ass against my cock.
"Tell you what little brother. I think you're right, it is wrong."
"No really," I began but she continued.
"But like I told you last night I really don't care. I don't think you do either but I want to hear it Mark."
Megan once again put her leg up on me grabbing my cock.
"I want to hear you tell me what a bad boy you are and how bad you want to be, and with who. I want you to tell me who you want."
Last night Megan had to coax me to talk dirty to her as it really hadn't seemed right, but she was holding me right at her pussy and more than that had pretty much said we could do this all the time! I didn't hold back, if my nasty sister needed me to be a bad boy then that's what she would get.
"I want to fuck you Megan," I told her. "I want to shove my hard fucking cock into my hot big sister's tight pussy."
"Oooh I like that." Megan breathed and I knew she did as she squeezed my dripping cock even harder pushing it against her pussy.
"I loved it last night! I loved watching my nasty sister suck me off then let me fuck the shit out of her." I continued as Megan grabbed my hand putting it back on her tit moaning as I started playing with it.
"I know it's wrong." I whispered in her ear. "But I need it Megan your bad little brother needs to feel his beautiful sister's hot wet pussy."
Taking a chance I pushed my cock into her a couple of inches. Megan didn't fight it but I didn't want to push my luck instead I deliberately used the little whimper she had said she loved begging;
"Oh please Megan please let me have it. I need it so bad."
"Oh little brother that was just right! Go ahead slam that big fucking dick into your sister's pussy."
I didn't have to be told twice; with a hard thrust of my hips I drove my cock all the way. Megan let out a yelp.
"Damn that's a big fucking cock!" She exclaimed. I started fucking her but slowly not wanting to hurt her even though it was teasing the shit out of me.
"Oh yeah," Megan moaned. "That's it nice and slow.' I leaned in kissing her neck again.
Megan grabbed my hand off her tit and put it down between her legs. My thumb found her clit and I started rubbing in small circles.
"Ohhhh little brother you are a quick learner, aren't you?"
"You're a great teacher." I said in her ear as I continued to thrust in and out of her. I had never even thought of this position.
"Hey Mark," Megan whispered. "Look in the mirror."
I looked up at the mirror on the bureau across from us.
"Oh damn," I said softly.
In the mirror I had a perfect view of Megan on her side, her leg up on mine, and my cock sliding in and out of her pussy while I played with her. My head was on her shoulder and our faces were side by side. I also saw that Megan was playing with her other nipple, and had that same wild look on her face she had last night. I stared transfixed by the sight of me fucking my sister, my huge cock sliding almost all the way out while the two of us played with her perfect tits.



Megan turned her face up to meet mine and we began to kiss however I noticed that we were both keeping our eyes open so we could watch. Goddamn did the two of us look good! Megan slid her hand beneath mine spreading her lips open to give my thumb more of her clit and I started rubbing faster. We were still kissing and she groaned into my mouth. Unable to hold myself back I started pumping her faster. Megan took her mouth from mine and gasped;
"Don't cum yet! I want to move." As bad as I wanted to I stopped pumping her, but when she went to move I held her to me speeding up my thumb wanting her to cum on my cock the way she had last night.
"Oh oh oh!" Megan moaned out and dropped her leg, squeezing my cock into her pussy even tighter.
"Oh yeah little brother oh just like that ohhhhhh!" Megan ground her hips back and forth on me and it was everything I could do not to pump her and cum as well. Megan stopped moving letting herself slump into me panting.
"Oh I came soooo hard." She breathed out. Then added; "Don't worry little brother give me a minute and your sister will take good care of you." She winked at me in the mirror. "Even give you a little treat."
I hoped it was soon because damn I needed to cum. I sighed as Megan eased herself off of my cock .
"Lie on your back."
As I lied back Megan rolled over onto her side and putting her head on my chest started tonguing my right nipple. It felt better than I thought it would have. I let out a sigh as my sister worked her way down my chest and stomach slowly kissing and licking taking her time knowing I was dying for her to get to my throbbing prick. Finally she did immediately taking the entire length down her throat. The back of her head was toward me, and I was disappointed I couldn't see but then turned my head my eyes widening as I watched her sucking it in the mirror.
At that point I was glad we had stopped for a few minutes or I would have cum right then. Megan was moaning in her throat as she bobbed her head up and down. Once again it was a turn on that she was loved sucking it that much. There was more to it than that though as she stopped sucking and sitting up looked at me with a look on her face I would come to realize later as pure lust and said;
"Oh you are a naughty boy aren't you Mark?"
"Oh yeah."
"Know how I know?" She whispered. "Because your cock tastes like your big sister's pussy."
At that she put her head down sucking on it some more. She could taste herself off me and she loved it! Oh it couldn't get any better than this could it? Megan stopped sucking then sitting up swung her left leg over my hips and grabbing my cock guided it to her pussy then let her weight go driving my cock deep up inside her. We both moaned loudly oh my god did that feel good!
"So deep!" She said again.
Leaning forward she braced her hands on my chest and started grinding her hips back and forth. Her head was down, her long hair tickling my chest. I couldn't see her face but could hear her making little noises every time she slid into me. I put my hands on her hips helping her slide back and forth. Megan pushed off my chest and sat straight up throwing her hair back as she did and using her legs began to lift herself up and down driving my cock in and out of her. My cock was straight up into her and every time she came down she gasped.
My sister wasn't the only one making noise this felt unbelievable never mind the fact that I could see my cock disappearing in and out of her wet pink pussy. Leaning back, Megan put her hands on the bed between my thighs, and arched backwards even more bending me at a different angle but one that felt even better as she resumed sliding back and forth. I moved my left hand from her hip and put my thumb on her clit again.
"Oh look at you taking care of your big sister!"
Megan began working her hips faster and I realized that at this angle I couldn't really use my hips to fuck her it was teasing the hell out of me knowing I'd have to wait for her to cum again before I could really fuck her. Turned out I didn't have to long to wait as Megan looked over at the bureau letting out a whimper of her own. The sight of us sent her into a frenzy of lust.
"Oh yeah look at you, you little whore; riding your little brothers cock breaking the rules!"
As she talked to herself Megan began riding me even harder. I have to say hearing her call herself a whore did it for me to; I began straining to pump her harder and whimpering with the need to cum. I kept my thumb moving the entire time however and reaching up with my right hand was able to just reach her nipple.
"Yes!" Megan exclaimed. "Oh yeah, you bad boy! Getting your nasty sister off while she rides your big fucking cock."She gasped then said;
"Twist it Mark, twist my nipple hard!"
I held back she had yelled at me last night for going to rough.
"I said twist my fucking nipple!" Megan snapped at me. Caught off guard I did as she said squeezing and twisting to the left.
"Fuck yeah!!" Megan cried out bucking wildly on my cock. I moaned as I felt myself not too far away. I could feel her pussy contract around my cock as she threw her head back and let out a long loud wail. Goddamn she was wild! Megan let herself go backwards unfolding her long legs so they were straight out her feet towards me This caused my cock to pop out of her pussy with a wet noise and I groaned;
"No please..." I started but Megan looked up at me;
"Get on your knees little brother."
I did right away kneeling between her long legs which she lifted up putting her feet on my shoulders.
"Go ahead Mark fuck the shit out of me!" She told me still out of breath from cumming.
Not needing to be told twice I leaned forward driving my cock deep into her. Megan cried out as I completely let loose pounding into her even harder than I had last night. We had been fucking for awhile now and I needed to cum so bad my balls were aching. Megan pushed her legs against me hard enough to lift her hips off the bed. My arms were behind her knees and I had her legs bent almost past her head. Megan was making little yelping noises with each thrust as I gave it to her even harder.
"Oh my fucking god Mark!" She cried out.
"Oh yeah!" I panted as I felt my cum building up and racing through my cock.
"Not inside!" Megan gasped out. "Pull it out and hold it so your sister can give you a treat!"
At the last moment I yanked my cock out squeezing it near the tip. Megan slid further down the bed and looking me in the eye said;
"Go ahead little brother shoot that hot cum all over your nasty sister! Anywhere you want just give it to me!"
Anywhere? I couldn't help myself, leaning forward on my right arm I pointed my cock right at her face and started jerking it. I gasped as the first powerful spurt shot out hitting her on the left side of her face covering her from forehead to chin. As I continued to stroke it Megan opened her mouth catching a good part of the second squirt on her lips and tongue.
"Oh yeah! Look at you cumming on your sisters face!" Megan said cum dripping out of her mouth. "Treating her like the slut she is! All of it little brother I want all of it!"
"Oh god!" I choked out as the next squirts caught her chin and neck the last few drops landing between her tits. When I finished I let myself go lying down on my stomach completely spent.
We both lied there panting. Until Megan said quietly;
"You bad boy look at what you did." I turned my head to look. "Ohh," I groaned as I saw my cum all over my sisters face. As I watched Megan licked her tongue around her lips catching some of it and bringing it into her mouth.
"MMMM." She turned to look at me smiling through the mess on her face.
"Not so bad being bad is it little brother?"
I laughed tiredly.
"Being bad feels pretty damn good."
Megan rolled over and picking up her shirt from last night wiped her face off then went into the bathroom. I sat up and looked at the clock, it was 9am. I had karate class at noon and Megan had to go to work at one. I was so tired I felt I could go back to sleep which would be an outright first for me. Megan came back in with a glass of water and after taking a few swallows passed it to me. I drank half and gave it back.
Megan put the glass on the nightstand and then pulling the sheet up lied down on her side.
"You gonna come back to sleep with me?" She asked. I laid down next her and put my arm around her waist. Megan made a happy little sound pushing herself up against me and I put my head down into her neck. We both sighed contentedly. No matter what I was going through this was where I always felt the best curled up with my sister who had now become my lover as well.
"Hey Mark?"
"What is it sis?" I asked, already feeling myself beginning to nod off.
"I'm glad you came looking for it this morning."
"Me too." I said with a laugh.
"No really little brother. I'm glad you wanted to be with me again."
"Are you crazy Why wouldn't I?" She shrugged.
"I don't know I thought maybe you really would think it was wrong."
I hugged her closer to me and whispered in her ear;
"You're the only thing that's ever felt right to me Megan."
"Really?"
She lifted her head and turned enough so I could see her. "You mean that?" She had tears in her eyes.
"Of course I do Megan I love you, you know that." She kissed me quickly on the lips.
"I do it's just nice to hear that you want me."
"I'll always want you Megan. Always."
"You know you can never tell anyone little brother. People would never understand."
"I know." I said quietly.
"But we don't care do we? We'll love like brother and sister but fuck like lovers. We can be the best of both worlds, and the best part is we'll be hiding in plain sight no one would ever suspect it. We'll be each other's dirty little secret."
"What about Krissy?" I asked voicing my one concern.
"What about her? You want her don't you?"
"Yeah but with us..." I trailed off.
"She'll never know Mark. You can have soft and sweet with your little Krissy then get it hard and dirty from you Nasty sister. Have her cake and eat mine too." She added with a laugh.
"And you're okay with that?"
"Listen little brother there's going to be three rules with us okay?"
"Rules?"
"Yes rules. First like I said we aren't for all the time I'm not saying we won't have a lot of fun but not every night got it?"
"Yeah." I said a little disappointed. I couldn't see not wanting this all the time.
"Second, and most important is that jealousy is an ugly emotion. There will be others for both of us Mark especially you. With your looks they'll all be after you, and pretty soon you'll realize that you can have them all, and I'm fine with that, but you need to be too If I'm with someone else. Remember I might have fun with them but I'll always love you best, and you'll be the only one that gets the best this Nasty girl has to give."
Megan stopped talking and after a couple of minutes I asked;
"What's the third one?"
Megan sighed then spoke quietly.
"Even though there will be others I want you to promise that there will always be time for me. That I'll always be your favorite because I already know you'll always be mine."
"Of course you will be! You're everything to me." I kissed her cheek and could feel tears on it.
"When you came here I promised you I would never let anything happen to you and I mean it. Please promise me you'll always be right here when I need you."
"I promise." I whispered hoarsely feeling myself choking up, Megan was the only one who could do this to me. "I'll never let anyone hurt you my sister ever."
"Same here little brother."
"Are you okay Megan?"
"I'm just fine little brother. Believe it or not I'm crying because I'm happy because now we really are everything to each other. You feel so good in every way, and trust me little brother this is just the beginning for us." She sighed contentedly. "Now let's go back to sleep were going to have a busy weekend being bad with each other."
I smiled at that thought and said;
"Sweet dreams my sexy big sister."
Megan giggled and whispered;
"Sweet dreams my naughty little brother. You're nasty big sister loves you."
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As Allison replayed the events of how she had ended up chained to the bed like some pathetic slave, she cursed herself for being stubborn. Should have just tried faking it, it's not like Mark could have been any worse to her. But no! Not only had Allison not played along but she had openly defied him twice. Both times responding properly but while staring him in the eye showing Mark that she was playing along, that he had not broken her. Yeah, Allison thought as a drop of sweat mixed with worse dripped into her eye causing her to close both of them, she had shown him alright.
Her eyes remaining closed Allison lied there trying to tell herself it couldn't last much longer. The vibrator started to hum again. At this point Allison simply lied there not pressing for the orgasm she knew would elude her, even when her thighs started to shake again. This time she barely sighed as it stopped. Finally after what seemed an eternity Allison heard footsteps outside the door. As she listened closer however she felt her heart begin to race it sounded like too many footsteps, as if more than one person was approaching. This suspicion was confirmed when she heard Mark outside the door speaking to someone. The words sent a sinking feeling into her stomach;
"Okay here's the rules boy's it's one at a time but you can go as many times as you like. If you don't think you can get it up again just shove it in her mouth, she's a hell of a fluffer."
No! Allison thought horrified. He couldn't do this he said there were rules there were...
As the door began to swing open Marks voice was louder.
"Oh and by the way if she forgets to thank you, make sure you give her tits a good hard twist."
The door swung open and Mark entered then stepped to the side as four young men entered the room one after another all staring hungrily at her all naked; naked and ready.
"So who's first?" Mark asked.
"Cease!" Allison gasped out as the first man a tall well built blond that was hung like a horse approached the bed.
"What did she say?" He asked.
"She said Please." Mark told him. "Now get on the bed and fuck her like I'm paying you to."
"Cease!!!!" Allison wailed. "Oh please..."
Allison's eyes snapped open and she jerked so hard on the chains that she cried out from the pain it caused in her shoulders.
"Oh god!" She gasped her heart pounding in her chest.
Allison tried to catch her breath as sucking in mouthfuls of the hot air hurt her already raw throat. She couldn't believe she had nodded off like that but thank god that had only been a dream. Mark had threatened her with a gangbang and she was borderline delirious at this point.
"Bad dream?"
Mark's voice caused her to start again. Allison forced her head up to look and saw Mark standing at the foot of the bed or thought she did as when he stepped forward he disappeared. Allison blinked, and shook her head it had been his reflection in the mirror he must be behind or at the side of the bed. The room was so dark beyond the candles she had no idea how big it really was.
"Over here whore."
As he spoke Mark stepped out from the shadows but only halfway. As if drawn perfectly down the middle one half of his body was visible the other shrouded in darkness. Mark stared at her for a minute and Allison wondered how long he had been there and on the heels of that thought wondered if she had yelled the word "cease" out in her sleep which could mean this was over. All this would be for nothing.
"Actually to be dreaming you have to be asleep, you're eyes were half open." He said stepping out of the shadows.
Mark was naked and his hair was wet, as was most of his skin as if he had just taken a shower and not dried off. He was carrying a bottle of water, and as she watched him he walked over next to her. After taking a couple of swallows he placed the bottle on the nightstand next to her. Allison licked her dry lips wanting the water as bad as she wanted to cum. Mark walked away and stopping at the foot of the bed leaned over to undo the belt.
"Only three hours and hallucinating already," He grunted. "Hell I went a day and a half before I started losing it. Then again," He smirked. "This room does have that effect on soft little pretenders like you."
Mark removed the belt and put it on the edge of the bed his cool damp hands felt great on her hot flesh and Allison found herself hoping he'd run his hands over her.
"And it is pretty hot in here," He said, and then made a show of sniffing the air. "Fucking stinks in here too. Smells like your nasty pussy."
"Sorry master." Allison managed to whisper.
"And did you cum my little whore?" He asked.
"No Master." She whispered hoarsely her voice was fading.
"Well that's your fault I gave you enough chances." As he spoke he reattached the manacles then tugged on the chain pulling her legs open again. Mark walked over to the side of the bed and picked up the remote.
"No wonder." He said. "It was on low." With that he took his thumb and turned the dial all the way up.
"Ohhhh!"
The vibrator kicked in much faster than last time. Allison began panting, eagerly thrusting into it. A moment later it fell away as her legs were no longer holding it.
"Nooo!" She moaned.
"No?" Mark gave the screws a turn causing her to yelp. "It's my fault that it fell out of that loose pussy of yours?"
"O-of course not Master."
Mark walked back around getting onto the bed lying between her legs. Unable to hold it up for any length of time Allison's head was flat on the bed but she could watch him in the mirror. Mark stopped with his face inches from her pussy. Spreading her lips he leaned forward blowing lightly on her clit. Allison groaned her hips twitching.
"Someone's close to cumming. Wouldn't take much would it?"
"No Master."
"Mmmm." Mark sounded as if he were thinking. "Now isn't one of the games you play with your pets is that when your close you try to get them to keep you on the edge and if you cum quick they have to start over?"
"Yes master." Oh why did this not sound good?
"You know, when I was a lot younger, I used to have an older woman do that to me and if I screwed up my punishments were a lot harsher than simply starting over. Needless to say I became very good at it." He looked up into the mirror and winked at her. "Let's see if I still have the touch."
For what seemed like the next hour Mark lied between her thighs alternately fingering, licking and using the vibrator on her pussy. To Allison's chagrin he still had the touch. She was so close her thighs had been trembling continuously. Mark would suck her clit several times then stop, and place the vibrator on for thirty seconds or so. It was everything Allison could do to hold onto enough pride not to whine. The several times she had almost cum he had stopped her just in time. Whenever he stopped he would slide up and shove his cock in her mouth again, her throat was so dry it hurt every time he did. After that he would just lie there giving her body time to calm down before starting again. Allison was in a stupor, the heat, the pain but also the lust, the entire room did smell of sex, her sex.
Mark was back to slowly licking her pussy, he had an amazingly soft teasing touch with his tongue, and she could feel herself getting close yet again she wanted to beg to cum, but the time before she had and had received another turn of the screws. However this close she could not help moaning loudly, her thighs were trembling as she was straining, and trying to force the orgasm she had never need to cum so badly. Mark stopped again after she let out a long whimper he spoke;
"What's the matter Mistress don't like your own game?"
"I,.,OHH" Allison gasped as he flicked his tongue across her incredibly sensitive clit.
"Isn't this what you do to your little boys Allison? Tease the shit out of them?"
"Y-yes Master." She groaned out as he placed the vibrator on her again.
"You let them play with you, make you cum then keep teasing. Use your pussy and your mouth get them to the point their begging just like I'm doing to you isn't that right?"
Holding the vibrator to one side of her clit Mark used his tongue on the other side. Allison's hips jerked off the bed she had never had that done to her before and in her present state... Mark pulled away and reaching up flicked her nipple with his finger sending a wave of pain through her.
"Did you just move?"
"I'm sorry Master I..."
"Isn't that what you do Allison? Lie them back and use that pretty little mouth of yours and when they lose control like they always do, like they can't help at their age you punish them don't you?"
"Yes Master." She whispered softly.
Mark sucked her clit into his mouth and swirled his tongue around it.
"OHHHH Please Master." She moaned as somewhere in the back of her head the deviant side of her thought he really was fucking good with that tongue.
"Please Mistress is what they say." He said stopping again.
With that he looked up at her in the mirror and smiled.
"And do you let them cum my mistress?"
Oh no! She thought oh please at this point Allison was even begging in her head.
"Y-yes I..." She trailed off.
"But not all the time, isn't that right Mistress? Sometimes they have to suffer don't they?
He paused as their eyes met in the mirror. Allison let a long whimper knowing how this was going to end.
"Well?" He asked.
"Sometimes I don't let them." She whispered in resignation.
Mark nodded.
"Well then how does it feel Mistress?"
Saying that Mark made to push away from her, and Allison felt herself lose control.
"Oh no please Master please don't tease me anymore ohhhh!"
Mark began quickly licking her clit bringing her to the edge before stopping yet again.
"Nooooo!" She was practically sobbing at this point. "Oh please Masterrrrr!"
"Why should I? Why should I have mercy when you had none?"
"Because I..." Allison started then knowing there was no real reason simple groaned;
"Ohh because I need to ohh please have mercy Master please."
"I have to say Allison that wasn't bad. You sound just like one of those pathetic little kids."
Mark blew lightly on her clit.
"Tell you what the next time you get close. I want you to start thanking me. If it sounds sincere maybe I'll let you. If it doesn't I'll quit and fuck you again instead. You get one chance."
Mark roughly shoved two fingers into her sore pussy and began pumping them in and out rapidly; as he did he started sucking her clit in and out of his mouth in the same rhythm. Oh yes!! Allison could feel her orgasm rapidly approaching and started thanking him in advance.
"Oh thank you Master!" She cried out. "Thank you for letting me cum!" The hell with pride!
Mark sped up as the strongest orgasm of Allison's life began to flow through her, arching her back so hard her arms and legs tightened against the chains enough to lift herself off the bed. Her shoulders throbbed and it caused the nipple clamps to tighten but the pain seemed to add to the pleasure. Between the power of the orgasm and the fear of him stopping in the middle Allison was screaming as loud as her sore throat would let her.
"Thank you!!! Oh Master thank youuu!! Thank ohhh!!"
The orgasm lasted for well over a minute wave after wave of pent up pleasure crashed though her she had never cum this hard! Mark continued to lick as Allison pumped her hips into him not caring if she'd get punished for it, another smaller orgasm exploded after the first one. Allison tried to get out another thank you but her voice was all but gone. When it was over Allison went limp, collapsing back onto the bed, panting and so dizzy from the heat and the orgasm she felt as if she were going to pass out.
Mark got off the bed and walking over next to her picked up the bottle of water. He took a sip then held it up to her.
"Would you like a drink?"
"Yes." She croaked out her voice all but gone. "Yes please Master."
"Well then let me give you one."
Mark took the bottle, poured some of the water onto his cock and grabbing the back of her head shoved it into her mouth. His cock was cold in her parched mouth and Allison found herself eagerly sucking the water off of him. Mark pulled his cock out most of the way and poured some water onto it letting run down the length of his shaft into her mouth. Allison was drinking from his cock and could care less how bad it was all she knew was how bad she needed it. Mark took it away from her.
"Want more?"
"Yes please Master."
"Here you go."
Mark held the bottle up pouring the water onto her face. Allison sputtered as the water got into her eyes and nose, but she couldn't believe how good the cold felt. Mark took the last few sips himself then smirked at her.
"I get no thank you?"
"Master I'm sorry I.."
"I'll show you sorry." He reached down and gave another turn to the screws.
"Oh god!" She cried out "I'm sorry! I'm so sorry"
He looked at her shaking his head in disgust.
"Sorry is right. Actually a fucking mess is what you really are. Your stinking up my fucking bedroom aren't you?"
"Yes master." She agreed.
"Dirty little slut." He said. "Now I'm going to have to clean you up."
Reaching down he removed the clamps. Allison's breath hissed as the feeling started coming back to her nipples. Moving around the bed Mark released the cuffs from her.
"Sit up." He told her.
Slowly Allison sat up she was sore, dizzy, and still reeling from the power of the orgasm. She was unsure if she'd be able to walk. Mark grabbed the leash from the end of the bed and clipped it to her collar.
"Get on your hands and knees, were going for a walk."
Allison stared at him. There was no fucking way.
"Master, I don't want..." He cut her off.
"Don't want to?" He reached down with both hands twisting her extremely sore nipples making her yelp again.
"Let's try again."
Allison glared at him shaking her head. She would not do this. Mark pulled on the leash; she held herself back and didn't move. He rolled his eyes
"The floor or the door slut it's your choice."
Mark held the leash up again and after staring briefly into his eyes Allison let herself slide off the bed onto her hands and knees.
"Let's go."
With a tug Mark began to walk, with a slight whimper Allison began to crawl next to him. Oh god, she thought what the hell am I doing? This was too much; just say the fucking word Allison told herself. Instead she continued to follow him to the door. When they left the bedroom the air conditioning struck her like a slap. God that felt good. Mark tugged on the collar and walked her down the corridor. Allison could feel how red she was, crawling naked across the floor on a leash. Mark stopped.
"Up on your knees."
As Allison obeyed, Mark reached down grabbing his cock. Taking her cue Allison obediently leaned forward to suck on it; he became hard quickly and after a minute pulled his cock away.
"Back on all fours"
"Good little puppy." Mark told her and resumed walking down the corridor.
Allison crawled alongside until they reached the bathroom. Mark pointed at the toilet.
"Go if you have to."
Mark turned to the shower starting the water. Totally humiliated but unable to help it, Allison sat on the toilet going quickly hoping he wouldn't turn around. Without looking he said over his shoulder.
"Don't bother wiping. I have to wash that filthy thing anyways."
Allison stood up as Mark gestured to the shower. When she got in the water was shockingly cold. Mark removed the leash from her collar but grabbing both her wrists expertly wrapped it around them and reaching up over the showerhead placed the loop on a hook he looked down to see Allison was still on her feet he grabbed the chain again lifting a few more inches so that she was on her tip toes then locked it in.
"Owww." She groaned, her shoulders hurting as well as her leg muscles from staying on her toes. Mark stepped in behind her and began washing her not sensually but quickly, roughly with a harsh wash cloth that hurt her skin as he scrubbed. Allison winced as he scrubbed her pussy scratching her clit with the cloth. When he reached her tits he was just as rough giving each nipple a pinch through the cloth. Mark spun her on the chain to face him and pulling her directly under the ice cold water rinsed her off.
Mark then pushed her back away from the water sliding the chain further along the hook so her back was up against the wall. As she stood straining to keep her toes on the floor to take the pain away from her shoulders, Mark got under the water and washed himself. He took his time seemingly unaffected by the cold. Allison on the other hand was shivering badly. Finishing rinsing himself Mark reached down and grabbing Allison underneath the knees lifted her up and onto his cock.
Mark began fucking her up against the wall driving into her as hard as he could. Stepping back he pulled Allison with him until her arms were stretched against the leash. He was fucking her almost sideways easily holding her weight up.
"At least I can't get your stink on me like this and you finally got that cum off your face." He told her, then leaning forward put his mouth on her incredibly sore right nipple and began to suck on it.
Allison moaned then yelped as he used his teeth on her nipple and drove into her harder. Mark let her down spinning her around so her back was to him. Once again lifting her by her thighs he placed her feet against the wall so her knees were drawn up to her tits and entered her from behind.
"Oh my god!!" Allison yelled as he started to fuck her. Oh he was fucking deep like this. Mark pinched both her nipples again.
"Stop your whining." He snapped in her ear.
Mark continued to slam her then suddenly pulled out and let her drop back onto her toes, sending a searing pain through her shoulders. Shutting off the water he reached up, unhooking her from the wall then handed her the leash. Taking her cue Allison hooked it back to the collar and got down on the floor adding;
"Thank you for cleaning me Master."
"I did it for my own benefit." He said "You were stinking up the bedroom."
Mark walked her back to the bedroom where he told her to get back onto the bed on her hands and knees facing the mirror at the foot of the bed in that mirror she could see the reflection of her ass in the headboard mirror it was still sunburn red. Getting on the bed behind her Mark grabbed her wrists, putting them behind her back and wrapping them with the leash. Then grabbing her ankles tied them with the belt. Letting her go Mark came around to the edge of the bed.
In this position Allison couldn't hold her head up she was face down on the bed. Mark lifted her up by the hair and pushed his cock into her mouth. Holding her head still he slowly pumped it in and out several times.
"Get it nice and wet." He told her. "It's for your own good if you do."
Mark pulled it away and got onto the bed behind her. Reaching out he pulled on the leash just over her wrists lifting her up to face the mirror. As she watched Mark took his huge prick and put the tip directly against her ass.
"No," Allison whispered. "Please no."
Allison had worried about this, she hadn't had anal sex since college, and that had only been a couple of times with a boyfriend. Now as he was right there she realized he had not touched it at all, hadn't wanted to stretch it out. Between her being tight and his size she knew it was going to;
"Oh that hurts." She moaned as he pushed it in a couple of inches.
Mark looked at her in the mirror.
"Then say it."
"Please master just not this anything but ohhh," Mark slid his cock all the way in. Allison tried to put her head down so he couldn't see her face but he was holding the leash. Her eyes were all but bugging out of her head. Oh that hurt so badly! She could practically feel herself tearing. Allison bit her lip so she wouldn't say it.



"That hurts?" He asked her.
"Yes master." She winced as he started to work it back out.
"Well then this will really hurt." With that Mark pulled his cock out almost the entire length then slammed it in so hard that had he not held the leash she would have gone off the bed.
"Oh fuck!!" She screamed "God that hurts stop please!"
Mark kept fucking her not as hard as that thrust but fast enough as if it was her pussy. With each pump she squealed and whimpered. Oh she couldn't take this! Mark pulled on the leash so she was looking at the mirror his other hand grabbed a handful of her once again sweat soaked hair.
"Look at yourself." He whispered. "Tell me whore, are you still something special?"
"No Master." She got out between gasps.
He started fucking harder she was whining at this point one continuous whimper he was pounding in and out. Mark let go of her hair and reached onto the bed. A moment later Allison felt something between her legs, and then gasped as she felt the vibrator turn on. Mark pulled her hair again.
"The banner over the mirror, read what it says."
Allison looked where he said; there was a large tapestry across the top of the mirror that looked like old parchment across it in gothic lettering it said;
"Read it out loud!" He snapped slapping her ass.
"It is always by way of pain," Allison gasped out squealing between each word. "One arrives at pleasure."
"Marquis De Sade," Mark told her. "Now enjoy the journey."
Mark completely let loose brutally slamming his cock into her. Allison howled in pain. Her ass was on fire, tears were running down her face as he tore into her full force.
"No more!" She cried out. Mark continued ignoring her. Allison wailed in pain again, and started to say it;
"Ce- ce-" She looked up to see Mark smirking again. She froze staring back at him. Mark reached down, and after turning the vibrator all the way up started ripping into her again. Despite the pain Allison could feel her clit beginning to respond to the toy and even his pounding into her started feeling different.
"What was that whore?" He asked smiling at her.
Allison closed her eyes she had not allowed herself to be walked naked on a leash to quit now. No, he wouldn't get the satisfaction not like this anyway. She looked into his eyes.
"Go ahead slut I'm listening."
Allison felt something break inside of her.
"Oh yes!" She screamed. "Yes master! Oh thank you Master!!"
As she yelled he started fucking her even harder, but as the pain increased so did her bodies desire to cum. She could feel it starting in her loins her thighs shaking. "Pleasure and Pain" She thought. As her orgasm approached she continued to cry out;
"Thank you for showing me my place Master! Thank you for fucking this unworthy whore, for treating me like the fucking pig I am! For showing me my place! Oh oh oh!"
Allison began to cum, she couldn't believe how good her ass contracting around his cock felt. It must have felt good to him as well. Mark began to groan as he continued to fuck her. As Allison's orgasm continued to send spasms throughout her body, she watched him in the mirror. Mark was quite a sight, the muscles in his chest and arms were flexed out with the effort of slamming into her and he was glistening with sweat. More exciting was the look on his face, he was completely caught up in lust her screaming was like music to his ears and Allison sang some more.
"Oh god yes!! Thank you for wasting your beautiful cock on this ungrateful slut! Even though I'm not worthy please cum for me! Please cum all over this filthy whore!"
That put him over the edge. With a loud moan of his own Mark pulled his cock out, and squeezing it so he would not cum immediately rolled her over on her back and kneeling over her pushed his cock into her mouth squirting shot after shot of cum. Not caring it had just come from her ass Allison sucked hard taking every drop desperately hoping it was all he had left.
When he finished Mark sat back onto the bed panting, for the first time since this had started he seemed tired. Allison lied there face down still moaning her ass was on fire, her tits hurt everything hurt, she was dripping sweat, her breath coming in gasps. They stayed like that for several minutes. Finally Mark rose from the bed, grabbed her shoulder and rolled her onto her stomach. Walking over to the side of her head he grabbed her hair so that she faced the mirror.
"What do you see Allison?" He asked.
Allison hesitated knowing the answer would be very important she could not take anymore.
"I see a whore," She began as she stared at her reflection. Allison was a mess; her hair plastered to her forehead, eye shadow everywhere, and there were still tears on her cheeks from when he was fucking her ass. "I see a once proud whore who now knows her place."
"Good answer."
Mark reached over removing the cuffs from her wrists then untied her ankles. Allison simply let her arms and legs go limp she didn't think she could move. Mark returned to next to her head his cock which was still semi hard was right in her face. Allison groaned inwardly he can't want more. Mark seemed to be waiting she knew once again she had to be exactly right.
"Does my master wish me to please him by sucking his cock again?"
"What would do you wish to do Allison?"
"I have no will of my own" She whispered looking up at him. She was pouting but for real, her lip trembling.
"My only desires are my master's desires."
Closing her eyes Allison opened her mouth waiting for him. His cock was not put into her mouth and after a few seconds Allison opened her eyes. Mark was on his knees in front of her. With surprising gentleness he took her face in his hands.
"That's a very good answer Allison." He said quietly.
Leaning forward Mark kissed her on the lips softly, almost lovingly. Breaking the kiss he looked at her and said;
"Welcome to the club My Lady."
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I glanced at the clock on the mantle and rolled my eyes. It was after seven which meant Laura had gotten stuck working late again. It also meant more time that I would have to wait for my weekend with her to officially start.
I sighed and stretched out on the living room couch, goddamn I was horny! The only time I have with Laura is from Friday night until Sunday night. Because of that, it's a long five day wait that's usually spent fantasizing about what we'll do during the upcoming weekend. I learned quickly that Laura has a wicked imagination that far surpasses even my sex crazed mind, and leads to the week dragging even more.
I suppose the fact that she's twenty years older than me gives her an edge in that department. What makes matters even worse is the fact that I see Laura everyday! Every morning I have to see that long auburn hair, those baby blue eyes and full lips before I go off to work. It's even worse at night.
When I get home from my evening classes and she's lounging around on the couch still dressed from her job at the office. Laura's work outfits always consist of an above the knee skirt, and a blazer, which is always off at home, exposing the little tank tops she wears underneath. Her legs are usually in thigh high stockings and I know that whatever color the skirt, the lacy things underneath will perfectly match.
Laura knows all this drives me wild and probably gets a kick out of it. I'm sure sometimes it gets to her as well because if I sneak out at night, and listen near her bedroom, I can hear her vibrator going and her moaning as she cums. It's a hell of a tease for both of us, and to be honest I'm not quite sure why we can't during the week, but Laura makes the rules and I follow them. After all it's not polite to argue with your mother.
I shook my head a little as I lied there thinking of how god awful the thought of having sex with one's mother is to most people. I have to say that if someone mentioned it to me a few months ago I'd have said the same thing. However, at this point what's done is done and since the line's been crossed why not? The fact that my mother happens to be the hottest woman I'd ever had the pleasure of sleeping with doesn't hurt either. Another Jerry Springer comment right there for you! I thought, chuckling out loud.
The Jerry Springer reference has become a private joke between me and Mom; I mean Laura. The first rule she made was that during the week, she's Mom. The woman that works her ass off to keep a roof over our heads after my asshole father took off to parts unknown with his secretary three years ago. The woman who cooks, cleans and does everything she can for me, her twenty one year old son Kevin, who also works full time to pick up dads slack and goes to school three nights a week to try to obtain a degree in graphic design.
On the weekends when we play, Mom becomes Laura, the red hot insatiable cougar who, at times has worn me out to the point that I can barely go to work on Monday morning. As is it seemed I was going to be waiting awhile, I thought about how Laura and I had gotten to this point.
Let me just say that right off the bat that I would think people would expect either some type of bizarre circumstances or a long winded explanation as to why one would want to have sex with his mother. Well for what it's worth, I really don't have much of one, except Laura is hot and had not been getting any in quite awhile and I found myself more than happy to give her the attention that she had been sorely lacking.
I suppose the one thing in my defense, although it's pretty weak, is that since becoming sexually active at the age of sixteen I have always found myself attracted to and aroused by, older women. By older I don't mean twenties, I mean thirty five plus.
To me there is nothing sexier than a professionally dressed, good looking woman in her sexual prime. Not that I haven't been with girls my age, but after hooking up with a 36 year old school teacher I had met at karate class when I was eighteen I was hooked! This woman knew more about my body than I did and spent several months teaching me how to take care of hers. Showing me how to take my time, and fully appreciate every inch of her hot needy flesh. Let's face it, these women are in their prime and the average guy their age is either a one and done, or are chasing the girls my age (see my prick father for more on that one).
Since then I've been able to land a few encounters with "cougars" or whatever you want to refer to them as. Especially since I turned twenty one and have started hanging out in bars. I'm a pretty good looking guy. Around six feet and although not "Jacked" I have been studying Martial Arts for the last six years and the 185 pounds or so I carry is lean and hard. I have my father's dark hair and even features , he was a jerk but a good looking one, but was gifted with mom's big blue eyes which all the women love.
I also grew up quite a bit when dad screwed us over and carry myself much older than I look. I'm flattering to all women, but more so older ones and have learned that being respectful and patient helps. These women want to fuck a young stud, not a teenage moron. It was this fetish for the older crowd that first put the thoughts of my mother in my head. A few months back we went to a pool party at the new neighbor's house. It was the first time I had gone swimming with Mom since I was a kid when we used to go to the beach every Saturday.
For lack of a better way to put it, I was absolutely blown away by my mother's- ok it should be Laura at this points- body. Laura is tall, and although not too large on top, jogged four days a week which gave her the best shaped legs I had seen in a long time and the bikini bottom did little to hide an amazingly firm ass. The running had also given her a hell of a tan, and with her long reddish brown hair she was nothing short of stunning.
I wasn't the only one noticing. The guy who was hosting the party almost got belted by his wife at one point for gawking and I overheard a couple of guys my age talking about how much they would love to have those legs around them. As I sat there listening, I thought I should be a little disgusted. Instead, sitting there listening to someone talk about fucking my mother had me hard right there by the pool! It was at that moment that I realized that had she not been my mother I would be all over her.
That night I lied there in my bed unable to sleep. I hadn't gotten any in a couple of weeks and was kind of horny so before I knew it I found myself jerking off. I started thinking of Jenny, a fellow student I'd hooked up with a couple of times. Half way through, an image of Laura came crashing through; bending over to dry her legs off by the pool, that perfect ass pointing straight at me. Oh Kev, you are sick I told myself, but couldn't stop. The image became more graphic, me on my knees behind her, sliding the bikini to the side exposing not only her ass, but what I would bet anything would be a smooth shaved pussy.
My cock was rock hard and my hand started stroking faster as I let my mind run away with the idea of banging my mother doggy style, listening to her call my name as she never had before. Telling me to give her what she needs. My cum exploded out of me harder than I could ever remember from just jerking off. I lied there panting, knowing this was going to be a problem. Sure enough it was. For the next couple of weeks Laura became the focus of not only every stroke session I had, but even when I hooked back up with Jenny for a night, her cute little blonde head became Laura's bobbing up and down in my lap, giving me the kind of long slow blow job only a woman her age could.
At one point, I surfed the net looking to see if there was any similar situations out there and ended up coming across an erotica site that had literally thousands of stories revolving around mothers with their sons. I read several of them, all of which gave me the desire to fuck Laura even more. The one thing I noticed is that a lot of the authors gave their characters some long winded explanations or tragic circumstances as to why and how they came to love their mothers in the carnal sense.
Mom was oblivious to this and it was driving me nuts. Walking around the house in the short red robe that she had been wearing for years and now had a whole new attraction for me. Sometimes when Mom would lie on the couch she would put her feet up, causing the robe to ride up towards her hips. One night she fell asleep like that and, after staring for awhile, I came to the conclusion that, for the robe to be that high with nothing in sight, she was either wearing a thong or nothing at all. Worse was the fact that sometimes when she was tired and stressed I would offer to rub her feet.
In the past this was a legitimate act of kindness on my part. Mom worked her ass off to support us so I wanted to do something. Now this was nothing short of torture. To feel those soft feet and have those long legs right there in front of me. It was everything I could do not to just keep sliding my hands up, which is exactly what I did in my head later when I whacked off.
Hot on the heels of my discovering that Mom was that desirable, came the thought of why the hell isn't she getting any? I'm not a little kid and god knows I hate dad at this point so I would have no qualms with her bringing a guy around. I mean work hard play hard right? One night I even brought it up to her and she told me it was just a matter of time and place.
By the time she got out of work she was beat, and at this point didn't really know where to meet someone decent. When I told her she didn't have to find a boyfriend that she could just find a good time for a night, she had laughed and asked me why I was so concerned with her love life.
To that I came out with one of my standard bar replies. Telling her it was a shame that a woman who looked as good as her had no one at home to truly appreciate her. That it was practically a sin for a woman like her to keep waking up alone. Mom laughed again saying;
"Well aren't you smooth? No wonder you don't come home every night!"
At which the twisted thought of home is exactly where I would like to be cumming every night went through my oversexed brain! It wasn't too long after that night that the last piece of the puzzle fell into place and put my perverted thoughts into overdrive. I was working in the basement, trying to fix the washer so we wouldn't have to buy another one, when I heard voices.
I looked behind me and realized I was standing under the old laundry chute. The door sometimes didn't close all the way making it so you could hear anything said from the kitchen. This had been an invaluable tool when I was growing up and could eaves- drop on Mom and Dad, especially when I thought I had done something wrong. That night put an end to any thoughts I had that I would be able to put my infatuation behind me.
Mom was talking to her friend Kate, who had stopped by and they were discussing men. Kate was a year older than mom and although not quite as attractive had caught my attention on several occasions. Matter of fact at a barbecue last summer I swear she was flirting and as much as I wanted to, Kate was Mom's best friend and that would have been awkward. Of course in the perspective of wanting to seduce my mother I guess it wouldn't have been so bad after all!
Apparently Kate had in fact been flirting, as she told Mom that what she loved once in awhile between relationships was a nice young stud. My mother had laughed it off, but then Kate painted the very accurate picture of a guy like me; good looking, built, and in total awe of a real woman and the best part of guys my age according to Kate? They were eager to please and willing to follow directions. By the end of it, Mom was showing more than a little interest, asking Kate where she found them.
Kate then dropped the name of a bar that I not only hung out in sometimes, but had even scored! It was in downtown Providence where Mom worked and tended to be full of the mid thirties to forties professional types, which is why I went there. I had never seen Kate, but from the sound of it she had done okay for herself there. To my surprise, I heard Mom tell her she would go sometime. Kate offered to go with her, but mom said she'd rather go alone, it would be weird to have her watching or trying to help. Mom then told her that on Friday nights I usually went out and as she put it;
"Must do okay, because he only comes home for half of them."
Kate added that she could see that, as I was pretty hot. Mom ignored that, but went on to say seeing as I wasn't always around she would go this week and promised Kate so she couldn't change her mind. I walked away deciding I had heard enough. My cougar mother was going hunting! The thought of any guy my age that wasn't me getting a piece of her bothered me. If a young eager guy was what she wanted then look no further! Yup, I thought as I put my tools away, Friday night I was going to go to that bar and pick up my own mother.
That had been on Tuesday night and the next three days were spent with me in a hot and heavy debate of how wrong this was as opposed to how bad I wanted it. The only thing that held me back was how would Mom react? If this backfired it would be therapy for sure, or me being told to leave. The only thing I had going for me was element of surprise and if Mom got in a huff I could always turn it around and ask her how could she think that way? I'm only trying to be affectionate. After all isn't a good pussy licking a way to show affection?
Friday dragged on forever and when I got out of work at four I rushed home to shower, shave and change into a pair of Dockers and a short sleeve collared shirt. I went immediately to the bar, figuring that since it was only a couple of blocks from Mom's office that she would go straight there rather than come home first.
I got there a little after five and took a seat close to the door so I would see her when she first came in. I started thinking she had changed her mind when 6:30 came and went and there was no sign of her. I was just about to go to the bar and pay my tab when Mom walked in and, if there had been any doubts, they quickly vanished.
Mom had gone home and changed as there was no way in hell she would dress this way for work. She was wearing a low cut red tank top that showed off her smooth tanned shoulders and was tight enough to show her smallish, but still firm, high tits. The best part though was a tie between the black thigh length mini skirt and matching stiletto heels that completed the outfit. Mom was wearing deep red lipstick that matched both her finger and toenails and her long auburn hair was down, fanning across her open back. Oh my god! Was the thought that came immediately to mind.
Mom walked past me and after standing there both looking and being looked at, went and sat at the bar. Fortunately for me there were a couple of empty seats next to her, which I'm sure was why she picked the spot. I watched as she ordered a martini then made my way over. As good as Mom looked, there was no way in hell I was going to give someone a chance to jump in. I approached her from behind and asked;
"Hey pretty lady is this seat taken?"
Mom turned with an expectant smile that faltered a bit when she saw it was me. I didn't let it bother me, after all she had come to get laid not hang with her son. Little did she know she could do both.
"Oh hey Kev," She recovered her smile. "What are you doing here?"
I sat down next to her.
"I hang out here sometimes." I told her, then decided to embellish. "I was supposed to meet someone like an hour ago, but think I got stood up."
"Aww," Mom said, putting her hand on my cheek. "Who could stand up such a good looking young man?"
I shrugged.
"Maybe she got a better offer."
"I would find that hard to believe."
"So what about you?" I asked, turning it around on her.
"Oh, well..." Mom seemed a bit uncertain which I was fine with. "I heard this was a good place, so I figured I would stop here after work."
I smiled at her.
"Oh come on Ma."
"What?"
"You went to work like that?" I asked, making it a point to look at her legs. "In those shoes?" I added. Those shoes that I would love to see up around my shoulders.
I had played it right, Mom blushed furiously.
"I well..." She sighed, shook her head, and then picked up her drink, which she drained in several long swallows before continuing.
"Kate told me this was a good place to meet guys and even you said I should be putting myself out there so I figured I would have a drink and see if I still had the bait so to speak."
"Oh I would say you definitely do." I told her.
She looked at me oddly.
"Thanks, I guess."
"You know not for nothing Ma, it's kind of embarrassing having a mother that looks like you. I mean you should hear the shit guys say about you."
Mom laughed a bit nervously, she was still red, but I think as much from chugging the drink. She then blew me away by saying;
"To bad all they do is talk about it and not come on over."
It was my turn to play awkward.
"Umm yeah okay." I said.
Mom ordered another martini and asked if I wanted another. Taking a chance I said;
"You know what Ma? Why don't I get going? You're here to meet someone and that's not going to happen with me sitting here."
With that I made to get up, but Mom stopped me with a hand on my arm.
"No stay Kev really. I ..." She sighed again. "I'm not sure I could go through with it anyway, meeting someone and taking them straight home." She shook her head.
"Hey you're a grown woman." I told her. Then tossed in. "And a pretty hot one too. What's the problem? Work hard play hard no?"
"That another one of your lines you use on the women Kev?"
Now it was my turn to blush.
"Well yeah sometimes."
"Yeah? Those older ones you chase around?" Mom smirked as I must have looked surprised.
"Umm..." I started.
"Don't deny it Kev, Kate's seen you in here. Told me she saw you go home with a couple of what are they called MILF's?"
I was stunned; this was not what I had planned. Mom picked up her second drink and swallowed half of it in a couple of quick gulps.
"I..."
"That's okay, at least I know you have taste." Mom said laughing.
Then leaning over she whispered to me;
"Besides I came here to find a young one."
"Too much information Ma." I told her. "But all the more reason for me to leave."
"Nonsense. I think you being here wasn't a coincidence."
"You don't?" I asked nervously.
She shook her head, then killing her drink waved the glass at the bartender, I had never seen her drink like this before.
"Nope. I think it's a sign this wasn't meant to be tonight."
I relaxed a bit on that note.
"So instead I'll sit here and have a couple of drinks with you. After all you spent your birthday with friends so I never did get to take you out for a drink."
"You sure?" She nodded, and as the bartender brought the third martini ordered me a Heinekin.
We sat quietly until the drinks came then Mom held up her glass. I clinked my bottle against it and we drank. Well I drank, she chugged.
"Did you drive here?" I asked.
"Nope took a cab. Figured I'd either be too drunk to drive or be getting a ride from some hot young guy." At that she smiled at me, her eyes already looking a bit glazed and said, "Guess it'll be both."
As much as that comment excited me, I told myself she hadn't meant it that way. So I kept playing along.
"I feel like I ruined your night."
"Well you got stiffed and I wasn't feeling too good about this, but at least I can say I had a drink with a good looking young guy."
Taking my cue, I tossed in;



"And I can say I took a hot older woman home."
"Exactly." She said. Mom held up her glass again and this time toasted;
"To us, the best looking couple in here."
We stayed for another hour and made small talk while watching some of the Sox game. Mom had a couple of more martinis and was definitely feeling it. Whether or not she had enough to let me feel it, was my concern. Sitting there, it was everything I could do not to stare at her legs in that short skirt, and twice when she leaned over I got a great look down her shirt at the red lace bra she was wearing. Several times I looked up just as she looked over, but a couple of times I had the uncomfortable feeling she had caught me.
Finally, we decided it was time to go and made our way out of the bar. Between the drinks and the shoes Mom was wobbling so I took her arm and we walked to the car. During the ride home Mom eased the seat back and closed her eyes, leaving me trying to negotiate traffic while staring at her thighs and down her shirt. I somehow got us home without an accident and as we entered the house she walked over and flopped down on the couch, stretching her legs out she kicked off the heels exclaiming;"Goddamn those things hurt."
"I can't see how you could walk in them." I told her as I walked over to the other end of the couch, once again looking at her legs. Well here goes I thought.
"You want me to rub your feet?
"Would you mind Kev? That would be great!"
"No problem."
I kicked off my own shoes and sat on the couch. Mom put her feet in my lap and I began to gently massage her soft skin. As I did Mom sighed and leaned her head back.
"Oh that feels soooo nice."
The way she said that sent a shiver through me, as did Mom lifting her right leg and bending it up to unsnap the ankle bracelet she was wearing. This move gave me a look straight up her skirt, all the way up those tanned legs right to the black thong between them. My eyes widened, and my cock stiffened, as looking closer, I saw that the thong was just about between her oh yeah, perfectly smooth lips. I swallowed hard as I also realized that her doing this seemed like a move, as if she was trying to get me to look. Don't get carried away, I told myself I'm the one with the sick fantasy not her, she's just drunk and not worried about her son gawking at her.
All this went through my mind in the few seconds it took her to take the bracelet off and toss it on the coffee table. I quickly looked back down to her foot in my hands. Mom put her leg back into my lap and as she did her foot pushed directly into my hard on. I froze for a second and glanced up at her. Mom was lying back with her eyes closed so I went back to rubbing her feet. As a treat to herself, Mom gets a pedicure once a week and her feet were soft to the touch, her nails perfectly painted.
As I massaged the base of each toe, she began making soft little moaning noises that I had never heard before. I was hard as a rock, my cock bent painfully in my pants, but it's not like I could adjust it. Okay now what? It had all worked fine in my head, but sitting here I felt my resolve weakening.
"So did you learn how to do that from your older girlfriends?" Mom asked softly.
"Uh no, I got good at it from rubbing yours." I answered.
"Oh so those women owe me then." She said, still lying there with her eyes closed.
"I guess," Then taking a chance; "I don't rub theirs as much though, yours are a lot prettier."
Mom laughed.
"Yeah? I have pretty feet?"
"Perfect."
Here goes nothing I thought as I raised her left foot to my lips and kissed the top of it. Mom giggled like a little girl so I quickly picked up the other one and did the same, getting another giggle which made me smile. It was nice to hear her laugh like that. It also caused my cock to throb even more painfully as I could taste her vanilla skin cream on my lips.
"That felt funny." Mom said. "Funny, but nice."
I returned to rubbing them then, mentally crossing my fingers, slid my hands up over her ankles and started massaging her calves.
"Oh that feels nice Kev, those shoes were killing my legs."
"They made your legs look killer though." I told her and received another laugh.
"Oh you are smooth my boy."
Bet you are too I thought. I made my way up her calves to the backs of her knees, gently rubbing my fingers into the soft skin there.
"Damn that's sweet."
Mom slid down a little further onto the couch. I was beside myself! Not only was this an open invitation to keep going, but her skirt rode up all the way to her hips, she must be buzzed I thought. Finished with the knees, I started lightly caressing the inside of her lower thighs with both hands.
Mom made another noise of appreciation. The moment of truth was coming, I was already above the knee and anything higher was going to be obvious. I continued what I was doing for a couple of minutes, my heart pounding. I kept telling myself I would go higher, but my hands kept stopping. I was just beginning to think that it was over, that I couldn't go through with this, when Mom asked;
"Well what are you waiting for Kevin?"
I glanced up to see her staring at me.
"Um well what?" I asked nervously, even my cock was starting to lose it at this point.
Mom rolled her eyes at me.
"Go ahead and do what you're here to do."
She lifted her left leg up from my lap and put her foot on my shoulder. Mom's skirt fell back the rest of the way, fully exposing her thighs and the black thong. I swallowed and my heart began pounding even harder. Speaking of harder, my cock went right back to full attention. This was exactly what I wanted, however the fact Mom was offering it threw me. Was this some kind of test? Was she seeing if I would? Tentatively I slid my right hand further up her thigh, the skin becoming less muscular and softer as I went. I stopped several inches from the top.
"Is that where you want to stop Kev?" Mom whispered.
"I..."
"See," Mom's hand went down between her legs and hooking her fingers into the thong, pulled it to the side exposing her... Pussy. I was looking at my mother's pussy. No, more than that, she was showing it to me. As I stared, no doubt with my mouth open, she continued softly;
"You see this is what I thought you were looking for."
She stroked her finger quickly up and down her pussy, spreading the lips. I could see she was wet and a soft groan escaped me.
"Yeah Kev? You want that?"
Her big blue eyes locked into my own. I was speechless, all these weeks and now here it was literally in front of my face and I couldn't do anything but stare. Mom smiled at me;
"What's the matter Kev, am I ruining your surprise?"
"Well I..." My hand did trail closer, but stopped again. Mom sighed.
"Kev look at me." I did, tearing my eyes away from between her legs, and once again our blue eyes met.
"I'm going to make this easy on you. I've known for awhile now."
"Known what?" I felt like a stupid kid even saying that, but was in the same defensive mode I always went into when Mom had caught me doing something I shouldn't.
"Oh please Kev, I hate to say it, but you've been pretty damn obvious. I've caught you staring so many times it's not funny."
"Well I have I guess..."
"And," Mom continued. "If I had any doubts you left the browser open on that Loving Mothers site that you've been surfing every day."
Oh shit! I thought to myself, she's messing with me I am screwed! Then again would she really show me if...
"I have to say first I was appalled, and then flattered," She paused and shrugged. "Then for some reason I started to get turned on, especially after finding out you like women my age."
As she spoke her finger continued to stroke her pussy and she twitched as her red nail went across her swollen clit.
"But I still wasn't sure so I let you hear me and Kate talking and when you showed up tonight. I knew."
"I'm sorry Mom..." I started, but she put her finger up as she always did when she wasn't finished.
"So I figure I need it, and don't want it to be just anybody. You have a thing for older women so why don't you just go ahead and do what you want before one of us loses our nerve and realizes what we're doing."
As soon as she finished I did as she said. Before I could think more about it, I slid my hand the rest of the way up her leg and plunged two fingers into her pussy, which was so hot and wet I let out another moan. Mom also let out a whimper and letting her head lie back started pumping her hips off the couch sliding my fingers in and out.
"Oh yes." She whispered.
I worked my fingers faster, watching as they slid in and out of... my mother's pussy. The thought should have been enough to set off every alarm in my head, but all it did was make me even harder, especially when I felt her pussy clench around my fingers. I slid closer, and turned a little, so I had a better angle then, putting my thumb on her clit, began to move it in slow circles.
"Oh!" Mom dropped her leg off my shoulder and straightened it, crossing her legs at her ankles, and pinning my left hand between her thighs. I started to reach up with my right hand to fondle her left tit through the shirt and bra. I wanted to see and touch them of course, but she hadn't taken them out and I realized that I had no idea how one would go about asking their mother to take her tits out.
"Um Ma..." I started and was stopped by her finger at my lips.
"Stop." She said. Oh great I fucked something up.
"There's going to be one rule with this Kev. Tonight I'm not Mom, I'm Laura understand?"
I nodded in relief as she continued.
"Tonight I'm an attractive woman whose had a few drinks and decided to go home with a good looking young guy. So you call me Laura and you treat me exactly the way you would treat one of your lady friends. You take good care of me, but be respectful doing it because;" She gave me an evil little smile,
"I'm sure you've figured out by now you get what you give so you take good care of Laura and she will take damn good care of you."
I returned to working my fingers and thumb and taking a deep breath asked;
"Laura, will you please take your tits out?"
"Tell me why and I will." Laura said again, with that evil smirk. Okay, just like any other woman I told myself.
"So I can suck on them while I play with your pussy."
"Oh, you have had some teaching haven't you?"
I nodded and watched breathlessly as Laura sat up enough to take the tank top off revealing the beautiful red lace bra that was barely containing her tits.
"Tell me again." She said.
I became bolder at this point.
"I want to suck on those sexy tits while you cum."
At that Laura simply pulled the bra down allowing her smallish, but well shaped tits to pop out. With no hesitation I leaned over and eagerly sucked her nipple into my mouth, swirling my tongue around it as I sped up my thumb.
"Oh yeah baby," Laura breathed out closing her eyes. She started moaning louder and I slowed down a little, figuring why rush it?
"Oh no just like you were," She told me. "Get me off nice and fast the first time. Take the edge off."
The first time? Sounded good to me! I sucked her nipple harder and went faster with my fingers. Within moments, Laura was moaning and her hips began grinding up and down into my fingers. I reached across with my free hand and started rolling her other nipple between my fingers. Laura threw her head back, letting out a loud squeal as her pussy convulsed around my fingers. After furiously pumping her hips, her squeals turned into a shuddering moan and she slumped back into the couch panting.
"Oh, goddamn I needed that!" She gasped out.
I pulled my hand out from between her legs and unable to help myself, put my fingers in my mouth. After all she had said to act natural and although respectful, I am far from shy. I groaned at how sweet her pussy tasted.
"Oh don't worry you'll get a better taste soon."
Laura swung her legs out of my lap and onto the floor. Sitting up, she reached behind her, unhooking the bra and tossing it to the floor. At this time all she was wearing was the skirt and thong underneath, and damn was it a hot look!
"You my dear, are over dressed."
Not needing to be told twice, I stripped my shirt off and standing up, undid my belt letting my pants drop to the floor. I quickly stepped out of them and made to pull my boxers off.
"Sit back and leave those for me."
Laura stood and walking directly up to me grabbed the back of my head and pulled my mouth down to hers. I was a bit taken aback at how hard Laura kissed. Her tongue was in my mouth immediately and she was holding the back of my head, pressing my lips against hers. I slid my tongue into her mouth as well, and let out a little whimper as she began sucking on it. I wrapped my arms around her, and trailing them down past her waist, went under her skirt and started fondling her incredibly firm ass.
Laura broke the kiss and gave me a push. My knees had been right up against the couch so I fell into a sitting position. Turning around so her back was to me she reached back and unzipping her skirt, let it drop to the floor then slowly bent over, sticking her beautiful ass directly in my face. I leaned forward and started kissing and fondling her. After a minute of this she stood up and turning around said;
"Now let's take the edge off of you. After all it's been awhile and I don't need you going off too quick."
As I watched, heart pounding, Laura dropped to her knees between my legs and leaning over, began kissing my chest, stopping to lick each nipple before slowly trailing her tongue down my stomach. She reached down and squeezed my cock through the shorts, causing me to groan.
"Oh is that all for me?" She asked looking up at me with those big blue eyes.
"Oh yeah." I whispered.
"That's good, because I want every bit of it!"
Laura reached around and grabbed the edge of my boxers, I lifted my hips and she pulled them off, causing my hard prick to spring out and stand at full attention.
"Oh that's very nice." Laura whispered.
She leaned forward and blew on it, and then grabbing it with her right hand started slowly stroking it.
"Oh that is so hard."
Laura rubbed my cock along the side of her face then, starting at my balls, licked all the way up to the tip before pausing with her mouth directly over it. I stared transfixed at the sight of my hard throbbing cock inches from my mother's mouth as she teasingly licked first her lips, then the head of my cock.
"Yeah you want it Kev? You want this hot older woman to suck on this nice young cock."
"Yes please." I said softly.
"Oh aren't you polite. Someone raised you right." She said with a wink.
Before I could respond, Laura opened her mouth and in one motion took my cock all the way down to the bottom. I could feel her lips touching the base. I let out a loud moan, sounding like an idiot, but goddamn that felt good! I wouldn't say I was hung like a horse, but I've been told I'm far from small and had never had it taken down that far, that quick. That moan was followed by another as Laura began swirling her tongue around, and better than that, let out a moan of her own. The vibration felt amazing on my cock, but I think the fact that she was moaning with me in her mouth was an even bigger turn on.
Sucking hard, Laura worked her way back up so that when she pulled her mouth off it was with a loud wet sound that made me gasp.
"Oh that is such a great cock."
She put it back in her mouth and began to bob her head in a steady rhythm, going about halfway down each time with her hand stroking right along with it. I could already feel my thighs begin to tremble. Laura stopped again and started licking my shaft up and down. After pausing to swirl her tongue around my balls, she looked up and smacking her lips said;
"Sorry I'm teasing, but I forgot how much I enjoyed sucking cock."
"Take your time." I said softly.
Laura smiled as she rubbed my cock along her cheek again.
"That's nice of you. But I'll take my time later. Like I said this is just to make sure I get a nice long ride in a little while."
With that she went back to sucking, but hard and fast this time. I looked down and saw that her hair was obscuring her face and hoping she wouldn't care reached down and held it aside. Laura stopped sucking and looked up at me.
"Yeah that's right Kev you enjoy the show just like you would with any of those whores you fuck."
Whores? Laura had a very different look on her face, her eyes looked wild and she was flushed and breathing hard. Lust I thought. My mother was kneeling between my legs, not being able to get enough of my cock. Should it bother me? Hell yeah. Did it, fuck no! I may be sick, I thought as my cock was sucked back into Laura's hot wet mouth, but at least I was a sicko getting a hell of a blow job!
Just as I felt myself getting close, Laura stopped again. I let out a disappointed moan and once again Laura gave me that nasty little smirk.
"Awww someone need to cum?
All I could do was nod. For some reason the dirty talking was getting to me as much as the fact she was blowing me.
"Don't worry Kev, your mother's not a tease. I'll take good care of you."
Mother? I thought she was Laura. Was the taboo getting to her as well? All thoughts vanished with her next comment.
"And when it's time you just let it go, a real woman takes every drop."
Laura took it all the way down again and after holding it there started sucking rapidly, but this time going right to the tip and back down to the base. I was moaning uncontrollably as Laura continued to deep throat me faster and faster. I began pushing my hips up into her mouth and she moaned every time I did. I could feel the cum building up inside, and found myself desperately trying to hold back so I could enjoy more of her mouth. Apparently she could tell by my now pathetic whimpers that I was right there, as at that moment she took her free hand and started massaging my balls.
That was all it took. I cried out loudly as my cum exploded into her mouth. I had never cum so hard! Spurt after spurt, squirting into Laura's mouth.
"Mmm hmmm!"
She encouraged me, continuing to suck even faster than before. My hips were bucking into her mouth even harder and she was letting me. In fact the entire time I was cumming her big blue eyes were staring directly into mine. After several hard squirts Laura stopped sucking and kept her head still as I fucked her mouth. I let out another groan as I saw some of my cum ooze out of the sides of her mouth. Finally I finished, collapsing back into the couch. I jumped and pumped my hips again as Laura slid her mouth up just to the tip and sucked hard, getting the last couple of drops.
"MMMM." Laura pulled my cock from her mouth then still looking me in the eye, proceeded to lick off every drop of cum that had slid down my cock. When she was done she smacked her lips and said;
"As usual, I have to clean up after you."
I looked at her breathlessly.
"Sorry." Was all I could come up with.
"That's okay Kev," Laura said, standing up. "You're going to make it up to me aren't you?"
"Whatever you want." I absolutely meant it.
"Oh you are full of good answers. Now that the edge is off, I'm done playing on the couch."
Laura extended her hand to me.
"Come on Kev tonight you're going to put me to bed."
Another mother reference, she was getting off on this! I took her hand and let her help pull me to my feet. After the way I had just cum my knees felt like rubber, Laura must have noticed as she rolled her eyes:
"Oh come on you can't be tired already; I thought that was the point of going young."
Laura led me by the hand to her bedroom. Even though the ice had been more than broken I felt myself getting antsy again. Especially when we entered the bedroom and Laura switched on the small lamp next to the bed. I stood there for a moment thinking this was where my father and she.... That thought was replaced by another sick one as it came to me that this was just another thing that I would do for Mom that he chose not to; satisfy her.



Laura let go of my hand and walked over to the bed. She was putting a little extra swing into her hips and her ass looked delicious in the black thong. Stopping at the side of the bed, she bent over and began swinging her ass back and forth, showing it off for me. Then standing up she turned and lied back on the bed. As I watched, Laura hooked her fingers into the thong then after easing it off her hips, put her legs straight up in the air, sensually sliding the thong up her legs, before bending her knees and kicking it off.
Laura then allowed her legs to spread open, giving me a full view of her glistening pussy. Propping herself up on her elbows Laura beckoned me over with her finger. As I approached the bed she made a noise of appreciation in her throat then said;
"See now that's what youth is for."
I looked down and realized my cock was already rising again. I walked up to the bed and Laura pointed at the floor. I obediently got down on my knees between her legs. I was going to go right after her pussy, but remembering to be patient, I leaned in and wrapping my arms around her waist, took the initiative and kissed her. Unlike the crazed kiss on the couch, I kissed her softly and slowly, sliding my lips back and forth across hers, and gently teasing her with my tongue. I was rewarded with a happy little sigh as Laura put her arms around my shoulders and returned my kisses.
We kissed for quite awhile, our hands wandering, hers over my shoulders and back, mine down her sides and across her breasts. I broke the kiss and slid my lips down her neck. I went further down, kissing her chest between her tits then starting with the left slowly swirled my tongue around each hard nipple. Laura moaned softly and started playing with my hair. I finished with her nipples and sitting back on my knees, trailed my tongue down her soft stomach.
When I reached the bottom of her stomach I gently pushed against her shoulder. Taking the hint, Laura lied back and lifted her legs, placing her sexy little feet on my shoulders. Forcing myself to take my time I kissed the inside of each of her thighs and was thrilled to feel them trembling in anticipation. With an act of will, I ran my tongue up each side of the crease between her upper thigh and pussy. The moan I received was more than a reward for my patience however.
I spread her pussy open and lightly blew on her clit. That's when hen Laura made me even harder moaning;
"Oh please Kev, please lick my pussy I need it so bad!"
How could I say no to that? I eagerly plunged my tongue directly into her steaming pussy and began working it in and out quickly. As I continued with my tongue I used the tip of my finger to teasingly caress her swollen clit.
"Oh look at you tongue fucking me, oh." Laura moaned.
At the words tongue fucking I moaned myself, goddamn this woman was hot! After a few more thrusts of my tongue I couldn't wait any longer and slid my tongue up the length of her sopping wet pussy and started flicking it across her clit. Laura gasped as a shudder went through her body. I took her clit into her mouth and started sucking it in and out. I slid first one then two fingers into her pussy and as she groaned, started pumping them in and out, timing it to the rhythm of my mouth.
"Ohh someone taught you well." Laura gasped.
I started speeding up then slowing down. Twice I caught her on the edge, but stopped in time to slow her down. Laura didn't complain just laid there and moaned. I looked up and saw that she was playing with her nipples, the sight made my cock throb even more. Oh I was going to fuck the shit out of her I thought. I was speeding up again when Laura started driving me even wilder;
"You like that Kev? You like licking my pussy?"
"Oh yeah."
"Then tell me. Don't be shy."
"I like licking..."
I stopped as she grabbed the back of my head by my hair.
"Like? Like is how you describe cereal. Don't be a kid Kev, be a man. And use my name when you tell me how much you're enjoying it."
Okay, if that's what she wants who am I to deny her?
"I love sucking your hot pussy Laura." I told her, replacing my tongue with my thumb on her clit as I spoke. "I love licking that sweet little clit."
"Oh that is so much better."
"It will be better in a minute when you cum in my face and make me taste every bit of it!"
With that I started sucking her clit harder and faster than before. Laura was moaning louder than ever and her hips were thrusting into my face. I hesitated; I wanted to use my best trick, but... No she said treat her like any other. Laura was getting closer, she was thrusting harder and her fingers were furiously working her nipples. I sucked her clit hard into my mouth then holding it there swirled my tongue. Quickly, before I could change my mind, I slid my left hand back and pushed my middle finger into her ass.
Laura came like a wildcat. She had still been holding my hair and used it to hold my face into her fiercely thrusting hips. Her thighs wrapped around my face and she let out a noise that was somewhere between a squeal and a wail. Her pussy gushed in my face and I found myself getting a face full as I continued to suck her clit.
"Oh my fucking god!" Laura cried out.
Her body continued to spasm in what was the longest hardest orgasm I had ever seen. Her hips finally started to slow down and she let go of my hair. With a long drawn out moan Laura dropped her legs off of my shoulders and lied there panting. I stopped licking her clit and looked at her dripping pussy. Remembering what she had said I looked up at her and smiled;
"Now who made a mess? That's okay I'll get it."
I started licking her pussy from top to bottom, lapping up as much of her juices as I possibly could. Laura's hips pumped again and she let out a whimper that made me realize how damn hard I was. I couldn't wait any longer. Fuck her like I would anyone else I told myself.
Without waiting for her to take the lead I stood up, grabbed her ankles and holding her legs up, slammed my cock into the wettest pussy I had ever felt.
"Oh yes!!!" Laura screamed, and scream was the word. I found myself wondering if the neighbors could hear this. Once again Laura took my mind off of everything else.
"Oh yes Kev give it to me! Slam that fucking pussy!"
That's exactly what I was doing, I had her legs high enough that her hips were off the bed and I was driving my cock into her as hard as I could. Laura was so wet, every thrust caused a wet smacking sound. I was slamming her so hard her tits were bouncing back and forth but what had my eye was Laura's face. Her head was back, her eyes closed and her mouth wide open as a series of loud yelps were coming from her with every thrust of my harder than ever cock.
"Yeah you like that?" I asked her, all inhibitions gone.
"No, I love it!" She cried out. "I fucking love you pounding my pussy with that big fucking cock!"
"Good," I told her. "Because I love doing it, I love hearing you scream while I fuck the shit out of you!"
"Yeah? You love it you dirty boy? You love fucking your mother?"
That got my attention. I slowed up a minute and Laura looked me in the eye.
"Doesn't matter what you call me Kev, you're fucking your mother and you're loving it!"
She let out another loud squeal as I shifted my hands from her ankles, wrapping my arms around her thighs and lifting her higher. She continued to surprise me as her fingers reached down and she started stroking her clit.
"That's okay though, you know why? Because your mother fucking loves it! Because she needs it! Oh yeah baby your mother needs that hard fucking cock buried in her pussy oh yeah she does!!"
As twisted as all this sounded it was driving me wild. I had never fucked a woman this hard. I was rearing all the way back, driving every inch of my cock in and out of her. All the while Laura was talking trash and playing with herself.
"Yeah look at you, shoving your finger up your mothers ass making her cum in your fucking face oh you bad boy!"
I felt her pussy begin to convulse around my cock. Laura let out another incredibly loud wail as her eyes rolled back in her head and her body went through its third orgasm in the last hour. I slowed up my slamming of her just a little as her orgasm finished. Then leaning over bent her legs back and started going harder.
"Ohhhh," Laura moaned, "Oh you're so fucking deep!"
She looked up at me as she spoke, Laura was sweating, her hair stuck to her neck and parts of her cheeks. Her cheeks themselves were flushed from the heat and the orgasms. God she looked beautiful.
"Like fucking me don't you?"
"Oh yeah I do." I got out in between gasps; I was starting to get close myself.
"Stop." Laura said.
As much as I didn't want to, I did. Although I did stop with my cock inside of her.
"This isn't how you thought of it though is it Kev?"
At first I wasn't sure what she meant. Laura smirked at me.
"Isn't there a way you'd rather fuck me Kev? You know maybe with my ass in the air? That ass that you've been ogling for months now?"
"Oh hell yeah!" I panted.
"Then ask me."
"Laura, would you please get on your knees so I can fuck you doggy style?"
"That was nice Kev." She told me as she slid herself back off my cock and further back onto the bed. "Now tell me why."
"So I can see that hot little ass pointed right at me while I grab your hips and make you scream."
"Oh," She cooed. "Is that anyway to talk to your mother?"
"No, but I bet that slut named Laura loves being treated that way." I told her.
"Ain't that the truth!"
Laura rolled over and after getting on her hands and knees, lowered herself onto a pillow, pushing her ass up towards me. I all but jumped onto the bed and kneeled behind her. Taking my cock, I took a minute to tease the two of us by rubbing it up and down her pussy, then keeping the tip right at her pussy, I grabbed Laura's hips and slammed my prick into her tight little box.
"Oh fuck yeah!!" She cried out as began pumping in and out.
I went slow for the first minute or so, giving myself a chance to enjoy it as I knew I wouldn't last long after the fucking from before.
"Oh don't tease Kev you can take me like this again later, hell you can take me all weekend!"
That was it! No holding back now. I started slamming her so hard it made earlier seem like we were making love. Laura was wailing nonstop now as, using her hips, I was shoving her in and out against my thrusts, pounding her even harder. Laura's back was glistening with sweat and her long hair was fanned out across it, Unable to help myself- I mean at this point what did it matter?- I reached out and grabbed a handful of her hair, not really pulling it, but just holding it.
"Oh you bad, bad boy!" Laura exclaimed.
"And you're a bad girl." I told her.
"Then give me what I gave you when you were bad."
Once again with no hesitation I gave her ass a quick slap.
"Oh come on Kev."
I slapped her harder, this time I did the left then right cheek.
"That's better now just fuck me!"
I shifted my hands from her hips to her still narrow waist and really let loose, I'm a pretty strong guy and I could not believe how much she was taking. I'd have sent Jenny home crying by now.
"Oh you like my ass in the air don't you?"
"Yes oh yes!" I groaned out.
"Yeah you love fucking me doggy style?"
"Oh god yeah."
"Yeah you like fucking your mother Kev."
"I love fucking Laura." I replied.
I was getting close, I started fucking even faster, slamming my hips into her so hard I was going to have bruises tomorrow.
"I want you to tell me you love fucking your mother Kevin."
At that I slowed down a little, was she kidding?
"Just once Kevin, just say it once and it will be Laura from now on, but I want to hear it."
"O-okay." I said and resumed fucking her. Before I could try she added;
"If you say it right I'll let you cum on my tits. Now go ahead and do as your mother tells you."
I resumed slamming the shit out of her, waiting until I was just about ready to say it so I wouldn't back down. After several more hard slams I closed my eyes and said;
"I love it! I love fucking my hot mother, I loved watching her suck my cock and I'm going to love cumming all over her tits I.. oh oh!"
Feeling the cum racing through my cock, I pulled it out and squeezed the head hard. Rolling over into a sitting position, Laura held both her tits up, framing them with her red nails. With a loud cry, I let my cock go and watched as the first tremendous spurt hit her right tit so hard it splattered, I moved my cock so the second hit the left one. I continued to jerk and another spurt hit right in-between them then Laura gave me one more treat;
"Right in my face!" She shouted.
I pointed my cock up and the last couple of shots hit her cheek and her lips. I leaned back and rested my hands on my knees totally spent. Or so I thought. Laura immediately put her mouth on my cock and began sucking. I had just cum and was so sensitive it was driving through the roof.
"Oh please stop! Please!" I told her.
Laura pushed me hard, causing me to fall onto my back on the bed. Before I could move she swung her leg over my hips and drove herself down onto my hard cock.
"Oh god!" I moaned.
Laura instantly started bucking up and down hard, driving herself on and off of my cock. The head still felt like a raw nerve and my hips were bucking, but in an attempt to pull out. Laura had me pinned however, her fingernails were digging into my chest as she pushed into me, causing me to bounce up and down into her hips.
"Oh please." I cried out. "I can't again!"
"Oh yes you can!" Laura said and somehow found a way to start riding me even harder. "Oh that's right you can, that young hard cock has one more load for its hot Laura doesn't it baby?"
To my surprise I could feel myself getting ready. I was sweating like a pig and totally exhausted, but Laura was riding me like a pornstar. She was leaning over and all that was visible through her sweat soaked hair was her lust crazed blue eyes staring straight into mine.
"Yeah that's right baby, you cum again for me, you want more of this pussy? You show me why I should give it to you. Show me how much you have for your hot little cougar."
I let out a pathetic whimper as she pushed herself up on her knees and drove down even harder, her ass slamming into my hips.
"Oh yeah, I.. oh..."
With a sense of relief I felt myself begin to cum and was surprised by how hard I did. Laura cried out;
"Oh that's right I knew you had more for me!"
Laura stopped bouncing and I could feel her pussy clenching around my cock, milking every last drop out of it. When she was done she leaned over and kissed me sweetly on the lips then rolled off of me and onto her back. Where after a moment, she gave a schoolgirl like giggle and said;
"Damn I haven't had it that good in years!"
"I don't think I ever had it that good." I told her honestly, as I laid there panting.
"Well we'll work on seeing if we can do better."
My eyes widened.
"Really?"
"Damn Kev you think I'm going to let this be a onetime thing?"
She rolled over onto her side.
"Kev roll over so you can look at me."
I rolled over onto my side so we were facing each other.
"Okay listen." She said. "I think we both know that this whole thing seems very wrong, but I also think that neither one of us cares. Why? Well once again who cares? We don't tell anyone and we just enjoy okay?"
"Whatever you say Ma, Laura I mean..." She laughed at me.
"Seeing as were naked in bed its Laura okay? It will be Laura anytime we do this which for the record will be weekends only, got it?"
"Um I guess."
"You come looking any other night I'll toss you out of the room okay?"
"Have you been thinking about this?" I asked her.
"Obviously I have, most important thing is it's always Laura on the weekends so it doesn't seem so weird."
"Yeah, but you wanted me to call you Mom." I pointed out. "And you kept saying it."
To my surprise she blushed. The sighed and said;
"Okay Kev I owe you the truth. When I first saw that site I was pretty disgusted, I was going to get you to counseling, then I read a couple of the stories then a few more. Next thing you know I was reading them at work and playing with myself at night to them. It's what made me want to try it, so just once I wanted to hear what it sounded like." She smiled tiredly, shaking her head.
"Truth is, it was a hell of dirty turn on, but let's keep it at Laura. I mean that's if you want to again."
"How could I not? I mean Jesus you're hot Laura." I blushed a little myself as I added. "Best lay I ever had that's for damn sure."
"Good."
Laura stretched and I was once again amazed at how lean and tight her body was, how good her tits still looked. Not that there was a chance of me getting it up again, but I still couldn't stop looking.
"Well that wore this girl out." Laura said and turning on the bed put her head on the pillow, pulling the sheet up and sliding her legs underneath them.
"Um okay." I said. "I guess I'll go to my room."
I began to get up, but Laura grabbed my arm.
"Where you going Kev?"
"I just said I'll go..."
"Would you leave any other hot woman alone in her bed?"
"Well no."
Laura smiled and lifting up the sheet, tapped the bed next to her.
"Then get over here and cuddle up with me."
I lied down on my back next to her and Laura slid up next to me, putting her head on my chest and her arm across my waist. She sighed contentedly.
"Isn't this better?" She asked.
I have to say it felt pretty damn good, as long as I pictured it being Laura whose tits were pressed into my side and whose bare leg was draped across mine. I closed my eyes and also sighed. The air conditioning was on high and now that we weren't fucking the room was pleasantly cool and God knew I was pretty worn out.
"Besides," Laura said. "How can I wake you up by sucking your cock if you're in the other room?" She giggled then said;
"Sweet dreams Kev."
That had been a month and a half ago and since then we've gone at it like it's a sporting event. To the point where I'm not even looking for a girlfriend and Mom hasn't bothered going out again! The two of us have better sex then I could have ever imagined and after the first couple of weeks Laura even started dressing up and playing, everything from cheerleader outfits to a naughty nurse. Things like that make the week drag; it's not just the sex, but what the next game will be.
The sound of a car door slamming in the driveway snapped me out of my day dream and I immediately sat up to face the front door. A moment later my heart began to pound in anticipation as the door opened and Laura came in. She was dressed in the long overcoat she wore in the fall and all I could see was pair of heeled black boots.
"I know I'm late." She said coming over to stand before me.
"That's okay." I told her. I went to reach for her, but she stepped back.
"Well if it's any consolation it wasn't because of work."
"No?"
"No, I thought I would pick up a little something for us."
Laura undid the coat and let it drop to the floor. I think my jaw landed there first. The boots were thigh high and all she had been wearing under the coat was a black leather thong and matching bra.
"What do you think Kevin?" Laura asked as she sank down on her knees in front of me. I smiled.
"Thank God it's Friday."
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During the entire time Mark had been telling the story of that amazing first morning that we had woken up together I had been horny as hell. I mean I had been pretty worked up after his recounting of the night I had first seduced him. Envisioning his fucking the shit out of me the next morning was just adding fuel to the fire. The fact that during the entire story he had not only continued to rub my feet, but those amazing hands had worked their way up my calves and were now massaging the soft skin behind my knees was helping that feeling along.
When Mark got to the end however that feeling of lust was replaced by one of those waves of sadness I was prone to. I had been only focused on the sex, but when Mark continued to the conversation I had with him afterwards the emotions of that day, and the days leading up to it came roaring back to me. I tried to stop them as I knew where it could lead. Despite the fantastic 24 hours I had spent with my brother, it was the funk of the last two weeks that won out.
The first time I had taken my brother was about more than just sex, much more. I was of course physically attracted to Mark, but it was the emotional bond that I was truly after. Up until that point I had never experienced that closeness and feeling of not only wanting but being wanted in return. The experiences I'd had with men-boys really at that time- were not even close to emotional, my first time at seventeen was ten minutes of awkward fumbling with a boy named Jesse that I had been seeing for a few months he was a nice kid, and despite my fears I told myself it would be okay, and let him take me to bed.
He tried to be good to me even cuddling with me when we were done, but I got up and told him I had to leave. That was a recurring theme for me over the next three years. I did get more a little comfortable, and had several lovers but as I had mentioned before couldn't cut loose. I blamed them, then realized it was me. But what are you supposed to do if nothing feels right? It can't be forced. I started seeing older guys in their twenties figuring that since they were more confident then I would be as well but that wasn't the case either. Even though most of them had a place of their own I still didn't like to spend the night.
Just before I turned twenty I met Greg who I saw for a few of months and was very good to me. Greg had also been through some bad shit as a kid, and I found myself telling him what happened to me. He was sympathetic and waited for me to be ready never pushing and after awhile I slept with him and even stayed the night. Things were okay until one night I woke up from a nightmare and was a mess. Greg tried to hold me but I was scared I told myself I should be okay with him but I wasn't.
Greg took me home at 2am where I immediately went to my brother's bed. Mark held me the same way Greg did but I felt better. I felt safe and protected, I also felt loved. I knew it wasn't the same type of love I was looking for but it was love nonetheless from someone who knew exactly how I felt and was going through the same things himself. I continued to see Greg for a few more weeks but then the past reared its ugly head.
As I said Greg was understanding, even when it came to sex. I had no idea what Domming or control was back then, but Greg always let me decide when, how fast, what position and everything in between. He really was good about it. Even when I would feel that anxiety and told him I was sorry but I couldn't, Greg would always smile and say that's okay I was worth the wait. One day we were lying there in his bed, after what honestly had been some damn good sex, I felt completely relaxed and had thoroughly enjoyed him enjoying me.
Well as we continued to lie there he had been looking for a little more. I started teasing him a little, playing with him, getting him worked up then saying I had to go. At that point I got up from the bed as if to leave, in reality all I was going to do was go to the bathroom, and come back because I had been having one of the few great times I could remember. Not only was I looking forward to more but had planned an spending the night. As I went to walk away from the bed Greg asked where, I was going.
I had laughed and told him that I was leaving. Greg then reached out and grabbed me by the hips pulling me back into the bed with him. I'd had my back to him so wasn't expecting it. Maybe if I had seen it coming, seen that he was smiling it would have been different. Well I didn't. All I knew was that I was being pulled back. I had an instant image of trying to crawl across the bed as a young girl and my foster father Frank grabbing me just like that, yanking me back telling me to get that sweet little ass back over here.
I lost it. I started screaming and fighting. Greg made the mistake of trying to continue to hold me. I bit his arm so hard he would need stitches and continued to scratch and claw until he let me go. Greg left the room to give me space. I got dressed and sat there crying refusing to come out. Greg called my house and Mom came to get me. It was a bit awkward as mom obviously knew what I had been doing there, but if it had been Mark he would have hurt him. Greg came over the next day and apologized as did I. After that I saw him a couple of more times but it was over. He had felt he had done something wrong. I knew he hadn't but once that feeling was there that was the end.
I felt terrible; Greg was a great guy, but he became the first of what was to be an ongoing list of the casualties of my dysfunction. That list had just received its latest victim Laura, who had been nothing short of perfect; professional, beautiful, sexy and she absolutely adored me. I managed to steer my thoughts away from Laura at least but couldn't pull out of the past. After Greg I didn't bother at all for awhile, I didn't want to hurt anyone. In the meantime I was lonely, and it was that loneliness that turned me towards my brother.
Mark not only loved me, but practically worshipped me. I could do no wrong in his eyes and god help the person that he thought would hurt me. Where no one else could say boo to him without him losing it, I could say or do anything to Mark and he was fine with it. He loved and trusted his big sister knowing I would never hurt him. Hurt no, but maybe take advantage of? Yes. I knew Mark loved Krissy or at least as much as he was capable of, and eventually he would have slept with her without my help.
Truth was I was afraid of losing him. I wanted to cement the bond that we had, Keep him close make sure he would always be there with me. So I seduced him. Granted he was far from innocent I knew he wanted me, but he would have never gone after it, so I did. It was a risk; I was scared of being rejected by the one person who completely understood me. The one person who made me feel whole. I knew he felt the same for me as well but it was a matter of time before he found that with Krissy. I knew if I got there first however I would have him, Mark would always equate me with that feeling of love and safety, that closeness we so desperately wanted.
I knew there was no way Mark could turn me down that first night. He wanted me too badly and trusted that I wouldn't take him down the wrong path. I also made sure I told him it was more than sex, that I needed him. That next morning really was the big deal for me, I had gone to sleep thinking either Mark would realize we were what we really needed or wake up thinking it was a mistake. I was thrilled he came after me, but do admit to playing a little dirty, telling him to forget it. I guess I was a natural born Mistress even then. Better yet was the way he held me afterwards.
I had meant what I said to him; we were the best of everything for each other. We became the outlet for our darkest sexual fantasies, but when all was said and done held each other like true loves. At that point I didn't care about Krissy or the host of girls I knew he would have afterwards. I would also continue to try to find someone as well. I just needed to know that at the end of the day I would always be who he wanted and needed most. In turn I always felt that no matter what happened I would always have my little brother to hold me and make it okay. Twenty years later he still was just last night...
"Hey Sis you in there?"
I came out of my fog to see Mark looking at me apparently he had finished a couple of minutes ago.
"Um yeah sorry." I said softly.
"That's okay it's good for me to be ignored by a beautiful woman once in awhile. Anyway as I was saying you were right that really was the beginning of..." He paused looking into my eyes which despite my efforts were filling up.
"You okay sis?"
I nodded and whispered;
"And you've been there for me ever since little brother, even right now."
"Hey that's what..."
He stopped as I abruptly swung my legs out of his lap and getting up came over to him. Marks chair was bigger than mine, and didn't have arms. Feeling like a little girl I sat in his lap, wrapped my arms around his shoulders, and put my head into his neck. Mark put his arms around my waist.
"Hey it's okay Meg."
"Thank you." I cried into his neck. "For always being here for me, no matter how bad off I was you were here. Even when I made everyone else give up you never did."
Mark slid his hand up to the back of my head and started stroking my hair. I kept going, once this started I couldn't stop.
"You always protected me Mark, from everything."
"Not everything." He said softly
"You couldn't save me from me Mark. You told me that the night that I finally got straight for good. So you really did that to." I started crying harder. "Thank you!"
"Meg it's okay. I'm sorry I got you going. I was just..."
"Oh Mark I miss Laura!"
I started sobbing loudly at this point. Mark was quiet, then said;
"Well maybe you can go back and work it out."
"I can't Mark, I can't! She wants my heart, and I don't know how to give it," I paused as another sob wracked my body. "Hell I don't even know how to let someone give me theirs! Laura was perfect Mark she gave me everything and all she wanted was me."
"I didn't know you were that close." Mark said as he continued stroking my hair while his other hand also moved up to my back holding me tighter as I melted down.
"I... I didn't either that's the point I didn't even know she cared that much. It's not just Laura it's always like this. I don't think I'll ever find that feeling Mark. I think I'm too broken."
I stopped and just let myself go completely sobbing into his neck. Mark held me silently waiting for it to run its course. I should have known it was coming, the last two weeks had been too much.
"I'm sorry Mark." I whispered as I started to feel myself winding down.
"Don't be Meg."
"I am, you were so good to me today, everything was perfect and I act like this. It's not okay." I added, sounding like a brat but unable to help it.
"I'd rather you be like this with me then alone sis you know that."
I put my head up and kissed his cheek. Trust me when I tell you to say my brother is disliked by the majority of the people who know him would be an understatement, but to me he was the sweetest guy I knew.
"Feel any better?" He asked.
"A little."
I did feel better, but remained where I was in his lap. Mark didn't seem to mind me being there either, as he leaned back a bit in the chair, and grabbing my hip slid me a little closer to him.
" Mark I'm sorry I made that crack about Samantha."
"Don't worry about Megan, it's no big deal."
"No," I told him. "It was. You were in love with her. You got to make love to her." I put my head down.
"No one's ever made love to me."
"Oh come on sis. I'm sure it's happened."
"Nope," I shook my head. "Let's face it with guys I'm either calling the shots or ripping them to shreds, and the women? Well it's sweeter, but I don't know." I looked up into his eyes.
"I think I was mad that you found it. Hell I've been looking, and you just fell into it." I put my head back on his chest.
"I'm sure somebody has Meg maybe you weren't sure."
"My therapist says I'll know when it happens. Let's face it our love/sex lines are blurred we don't even connect the two, but she told me that when I find it I'll feel it, that it's more than in your body." I paused then asked;
"Did you feel it with her Mark?"
He was quiet for a minute and I was wondering if he was going to ignore the question, then he softly said;
"Yes."
"Was it good enough for you to want it again?" This time there was no hesitation.
"Yes."
"Well at least you got to feel it. I guess I'm not the type men make love to."
As soon as I said it I realized I had left myself wide open. Mark didn't disappoint me. With a laugh he said;
"Well what the hell sis that nasty girl thing you get going with kind of takes lovemaking off the table. I mean "fuck me like I need it" doesn't scream romance, it just leads to screaming."
In spite of the melancholy that had overtaken me I had to smile at that. Then trying to keep a straight face I looked up at him and pouted.
"Nasty girls need love too."
Mark laughed again.
"I'm sure they do, and I'm sure you'll find it."
"Yeah?" I asked dubiously. "You think there's love out there for the nasty girl?"
"I'm sure there's plenty of love out there for you." He paused, and became serious. "As a matter of fact I'm sure there is."
"Yeah? I'll have to keep looking."
"Maybe it will find you." Mark said quietlyagain with that odd look on his face. It reminded me of the one he had this morning when he had carried me to the shower.
"What do you mean?" I asked. Mark shrugged.
"I don't know just rambling."
"Oh please you literally don't say anything you don't have to."
Mark shrugged again, and then looked away for a moment. There was something on his mind I could tell. Now I felt like an even bigger jerk since I was upset he would never bring up his own problems. I was going to ask anyways when he turned back to me with a smile;
"Tell you what. How about another quick story?"
"No it's my turn, and I'm not up for it."
"I'll go again."
"Why? You bitched about telling the last one."
"Because it'll cheer you up, I'm getting tired, and can't have you going to bed upset can we?"
"You sure?"
"Absolutely, and this will be a fun one. It's about my favorite time of that whole weekend."
"Yeah? What was that?"
"Be quiet, and I'll tell you."
"Yes sir!" I pouted. Then asked in the little girl voice;
"Can I stay in your lap little brother?"
With that he hugged me closer and whispered;
"You can stay close to me anyway you want for as long as you want Megan."
I went to reply but he put his finger to my lips and started telling me about the rest of our first day.
I awoke to the alarm going off and glanced at the clock saw it was Ten thirty. I didn't need to be anywhere until twelve and Megan even later. Normally ten thirty was an unheard of time for me to sleep, but today I felt pissed I was up at all. I was so delightfully tired I could have stayed in bed for hours. The fact that I was still cuddled to my sister's naked body did nothing to make me want to leave bed. Megan sighed as she reached out and hit the alarm.
"Why are we up?" I asked.
Her answer was to grind her bare ass into my cock and giggle.
"So we'd have time to play of course."
With that she rolled over to face me, and started kissing me. I enthusiastically returned the kiss as my hand ran down her side lingering on her tit where my fingers quickly found her nipple. Megan moaned softly and rolled over onto her back. I rolled over on top of her and after kissing her, slid down tonguing each of her nipples. I trailed my tongue down heading towards her pussy.
"Hold on I want to try something." She said. "lie on your back.
I did as she said. Megan sat up, then turning to face the foot of the bed swung her leg across my chest and lied down on top of me shoving her pussy into my face, and sucking my cock into her mouth. Grabbing her ass I spread her open, and eagerly started sucking her clit. A perfect sixty nine, my sister really was a nasty girl. Apparently Megan wasn't looking to get fucked as she was sucking fast and hard. I tried to concentrate on her clit but kept stopping to moan as she already had me close to cumming. Megan stopped sucking.
"Little brother? One more rule. Last night was your first time so I got you off quick, but from now on your big sister always cums first okay?"
"Sorry," I said captivated by the sight of my sister's pussy spread inches from my face. "You're just so good at it."
"Flattery will get you nowhere little brother. Since you can't hold back, you lick me til I cum then I'll take care of you got it?"
"Oh come on I was close."
"Then get to licking little brother! Faster I cum the faster you do."
Megan rested her head on my thigh and wiggled her perfect ass in my face. I was a little pissed but horny as hell. I sucked her clit into my mouth and started sucking harder and faster than last night.
"oooh someone's in a hurry." Megan cooed then moaned; "And getting better already."
I started swirling my tongue as I shoved a finger inside and within minutes I felt her thighs tighten around my sides. She started working her hips, shoving her wet pussy into my face.
"Oh yeah little brother just like that. Oh you want your turn don't you? Can't wait for your nasty big sister to suck you off can you?"
Megan stopped to let out a long drawn out moan before bucking her hips even harder into my face.
"Oh oh right there Mark ohhhhh!"
Megan shoved her pussy in my face. I could feel it clenching around my fingers as she came. Megan let herself go limp on top of me and sighed.
"Oh goddamn."
Grabbing my cock she started stroking it.
"You ready little brother?"
"Oh yeah."
"Ready to cum in your sister's mouth?"
"Please stop teasing Megan." I begged. She laughed;
"Seeing you asked so nice why not?"
Megan took my cock all the way down, and held it there while I groaned. After what seemed an eternity she began rapidly sucking it in and out, letting out a small moan of her own every time she did. My thighs were trembling in no time. I tried to hold back but she was sucking with a purpose. I let out a loud moan as I exploded into her mouth. Once again I couldn't believe how hard I came. My hips twitched, and I let out a soft whimper as Megan continued to suck milking every last drop out of me. With a loud slurping noise Megan let go of my cock and rolled off me. After turning around on the bed she lied next to me resting her forearms on my chest and staring up into my face.
"Good morning little brother!" She exclaimed flashing that huge crooked smile of hers.
"Good morning." I said still trying to catch my breath. Megan sighed and got up.
"I'm going to shower." She extended her hand to me. "Care to join me?"
We stayed in the shower for close to an hour only jumping out when we ran out of hot water. I have to say out of everything we had done so far, playing in there might have been my favorite. Last night and this morning Megan had come on a bit strong but in the shower it was a different story. As we took our time touching, and playing, and soaping each other up, Megan laughed, and smiled her blue eyes lighting up every time she did. At one point as we stood under the water together rinsing off I looked at her, again thinking that she really was the most beautiful girl I knew. I told her so and she blushed furiously, but her smile got even wider as she did.
As I stood in the warm steam, with Megan leaning up against me while I took my time shampooing her hair I couldn't help but think how right she had been. We were young, beautiful, and sexy. Why not enjoy? The hot water, the steam, our soapy skin, Megan's wet hair, everything seemed more noticeable and enjoyable. It was as if something had changed and I was feeling everything for the first. Speaking of first times Megan told me it was her first time in the shower with anyone which made me feel good. Apparently real good as my cock was becoming hard yet again. Megan noticed as well, her hand dropping down behind her to start stroking it. This time I took the lead. I turned her around to face me, and after pushing her back up against the shower wall grabbed her by the ass and lifted her up onto my cock. Megan wrapped her long legs around my waist and gasped as I started pumping her hard against the wall. I leaned forward and kissed her, she put her arms around my shoulders as we held the kiss moaning into each other's mouths. Megan pulled away and lifted her head up crying out as I fucked her hard and fast. I bent my head down sucking her wet nipple into my mouth. I came surprisingly quick considering it was the third time in as many hours, shooting it deep up inside of her incredible pussy. Megan let her feet drop to the floor then squealed as the water turned ice cold. She quickly hopped out of the shower but I stayed in reveling in the sensation of the cold after the heat. Constant comfort was for the weak and how could you appreciate comfort if you didn't suffer first?



I got out and dried off listening to Megan curse as she saw what time it was. She went to her room to get ready for work. I dressed , grabbed the gym bag that contained my karate uniform , then went downstairs and made some scrambled eggs as I was hungrier than I could ever remember --well since I had gotten out of Max's where I was forced to go without eating on a regular basis-. I ate like an animal including Megan's and had to make more.
Megan came down a few minutes later dressed in her Vinnie's uniform which now that I knew exactly what was underneath looked even better. I thought of all those guys who stared at her legs every day and was turned on by the thought that I had gotten between them. I smiled at her as she sat down and dove into the food; guess I wasn't the only one who worked up an appetite.
"Thanks for making breakfast Mark."
"Least I could do." I told her still grinning like an idiot.
"What?" She asked.
"Well after last night I guess I can tell you that you look fucking hot in that uniform."
"Yeah?" She flashed a big smile. "You like?"
"Hell yeah." I told her.
"Good to know."
I saw it was quarter to twelve, and got up to leave. I went to give Megan a kiss on the cheek, but she turned her head so her lips met mine.
"You are a hell of a kisser Mark."
"Thanks."
"Hey Mark? I have to work until eight, tell you what though be in your room and when you hear me come home give me like twenty minutes and come downstairs okay?"
"Why."
Megan rolled her eyes.
"If I said it wouldn't be a surprise. Let's just say you're sister will have something special for her naughty little brother."
Karate class absolutely killed me. I was tired, sore, and distracted. Even the sensei was riding my ass during the sparring matches. We had a big tournament next week against a top school and I was our best shot at taking home a trophy. I was so distracted the kid I was sparring caught me good and dropped me on my back. The teacher was much happier after that though as I came up with a spin kick that took the kids headgear off and almost knocked him out completely. No one takes me. Ever, at anything.
I took the bus home where I showered and zoned in front of the television watching a sox twins double header. Every few minutes I would glance at the clock thinking 8 would never get here and wondering what my nasty girl sister had in mind. I must have dozed off as I jumped at the sound of Megan's car door in the driveway. I quickly ran upstairs and went into my room. I heard her come in then heard the sound of her heel on the floor and then I couldn't hear anything. I sat on my bed watching the clock counting the minutes.
Finally when I had given it close to a half hour I stood up and went downstairs. I was wearing shorts and a tank top and hoped it would be okay. All the lights were off and I stood at the foot of the stairs looking around. Not hearing anything I slowly made my way through the dark living room. I saw a flickering light coming from the partially open dining room door, and made my way over and went in. There were over a dozen candles lit around the room, and I noticed the huge cherry wood table itself was completely cleared off.
"Why good evening sir." Megan said stepping out from the corner where she had been standing.
"Um Hi." I said.
Megan was still wearing the Vinnie's uniform complete with the name tag which she pointed to.
"My name is Megan and I will be taking care of you this evening." She gave me a big smile and batted her eyes at me.
"Here let me show you to your seat."
Taking my hand Megan led me to the table and sat me down in one of the chairs that was pulled away from the table.
"Not only am I your server this evening but I am also what's being served"
Putting her arms up over her head she turned in a slow circle as usual I was spellbound by how good those black stockings looked. Finished her turn she asked;
"So do you like what's on the menu?"
"Oh do I."
Megan sauntered over in front of me, and leaning back against the table started unbuttoning her white blouse.
"Could I interest you in our specials?" She asked as her blouse fell open to reveal a skimpy black lace bra.
I nodded feeling my cock beginning to rise in my pants.
"Yeah you'd like to try them?"
"I would love to."
"Well okay" Megan said and keeping the bra on simply pulled the cups down underneath her tits pushing them up even more.
"The portions aren't large but I hear their quite tasty." She said with a wink.
Not needing to be offered again I leaned forward cupping her tits, and playing with them while sucking her left nipple into my mouth.
"Ooooh sir," She whispered. "I see you have quite an appetite."
I switched off on her tits and Megan wrapped her arms around my neck sighing as I took my time switching my mouth from one nipple to the other. After a few minutes Megan pushed my head back.
"And now what would be a great meal without a better desert"
With that Megan hopped up on the table and hiking up her skirt opened her legs.
"Oh damn" I whispered.
Megan's stockings had been torn out in the middle and she wasn't wearing panties leaving her pussy perfectly framed by the black material of the stockings.
"Yeah little brother? You in the mood for something sweet?"
I nodded starting to lean in, but Megan said;
"Take your shirt off first."
I pulled off the shirt and Megan raised her legs draping them over my shoulders.
"See? Now you can feel my stockings."
I leaned in again burying my face in her pussy which was already soaking wet. Megan hadn't been wrong her legs felt damn good on my skin. I started rubbing my hands on her thighs enjoying the stockings even more.
"Oh sir, that is so nice." She moaned. "I hope you're going to give me a nice big tip for this"
I slipped two fingers inside of her and began sucking her clit but softer than this morning, taking my time.
Megan reached down and started playing with my hair. I heard a thump behind me then another as she kicked her heels off before placing her feet on my shoulders. Seeing her stockinged feet on my bare skin sent a thrill through me. I stopped licking her pussy long enough to turn my head to the left and unable to help myself kissed the side of her foot.
"Ooooh" Megan cooed "You do like feet don't you?"
Raising her foot she rubbed it alongside my face. I grabbed it and kissed the bottom. Megan giggled.
"That tickles"
I let go of her foot and returned to her pussy after a couple of licks asked;
"Does that tickle?"
"No that feels really gooood."
As I continued to go down on her I looked up to see Megan was playing with her nipples while lying flat on her back on the table.
"Oh yeah," She said. "Look at you licking my pussy on the table. I'm going to think about this tomorrow when Mom and Dad are home and were eating dinner!"
Megan started to rock her hips into my face while continuing;
"That's right we'll be eating together like a happy little family, and I'll be thinking about your face buried in my hot wet pussy."
As she spoke she started to groan the words out as her hips moved faster.
"And you know what? I'll be wet. I'll be sitting there soaking through my panties thinking of you, and you'll think about it to and you'll be hard." She moaned loudly.
"And after dinner I'll meet you upstairs, in my room in my bed and we'll..."
Megan came louder than she had last night with her feet pushing so hard on my shoulders I had to make an effort to stay where I was. Megan arched her back off the table, and after a few soft noises that almost sounded like whimpers she let herself go limp. I sat back and as I did kissed the tip's of Megan's toes rubbing them across my lips, Damn it was a turn on.
"Go ahead little brother suck on them. Suck your sister's toes."
I hesitated feeling a little weird but what the hell it turned him on, and everything seemed to turn Megan on. Opening my mouth I began to suck on her toes through the stockings. I couldn't believe how hard it was making me.
"Well sir I hope you enjoyed your meal." Megan said sitting up and moving her foot away.
"I did."
"And how was the service?"
"Excellent." I answered smiling, this was fun.
"And your server? Was she warm and welcoming?"
"Very."
"Well then I hope you'll give her a nice big tip."
She pouted at me, once again batting her eyes.
"Please sir? Will you give me a big tip? A poor horny little girl like me could really use one."
"A very big tip." I said.
"Well then show it to me. Show me what a good job I did."
I stood, and pulled my shorts down. My cock was as hard as a rock, and Megan cooed;
"Well I guess I must have done a good job to get that big of a tip."
Megan put her foot on my chest pushing me back down into the chair.
"So you like my pretty little feet do you? You like how they look?"
"Yes."
"Well how does this look?"
Raising her legs she put her feet in my lap. With one on each side of my cock Megan slowly started to jerk me off with her feet, when she got to the tip she squeezed them together forcing the pre cum to drip out. I sat amazed by the sight of her stocking feet working my cock. Megan took her right foot and placed it along the length of my cock rubbing it along the front. Her left foot slid underneath my balls where she started wiggling her toes.
"Oh that is... oh." I moaned.
"Yeah you like that Mark? You like watching my sexy little feet jerk off that big hard cock?"
"Oh yes"
"Well as much as I would love to give you a foot job little brother, your nasty sister is going to be a little selfish because I want that cock."
Megan lied back on the table and putting her legs straight up very slowly let them open, her hand reaching down to spread herself open. I stood up to find the table was perfect height, my cock dead even with Megan's pussy. I started to ease it in slowly.
"Oh just give it to me!"
On that note I plunged my cock inside of her with one hard thrust.
"Oh god!" Megan yelled "Damn that's deep"
I began to fuck her hard, harder than even last night reaching up I grabbed her ankles holding her legs up, and open as I fucked her. Where this had come from I had no idea, it just seemed to come naturally. Megan also seemed to appreciate it.
"Oh yeah look at you Mark! Look at you fucking the shit out of that pussy!"
I looked down at her loving what I saw. Last night Megan had been completely naked, tonight however she was still fully dressed; her skirt hiked up, and her blouse open but everything still on. Megan's head was back her mouth open, and her eyes rolled back. I reared back and began fucking her even harder. Megan's arms were out to the side and she had let her legs go limp in my grasp it was as if she had given in and I was... Taking her! That's exactly what I was doing I was taking her right here on the fucking dining room table! Megan was making little yelping sounds every time I drove my cock inside, and the noises were driving me crazy. I started fucking her even harder.
"Oh my fucking god yes!" Megan cried out. "Yes! Yes!"
I turned my head to the side and in the mirrored shadow box that hung on the wall saw our reflection. Saw myself fucking Megan, her legs up, my hands around her black clad legs, and her tits bouncing back and forth as I slammed her relentlessly. It was enough to send me over the edge.
"Ohh Megan!"
"Oh I love that Mark! I love you moaning my name I do!"
I groaned again a few more pumps was all it would take. Megan lifted her head smiling.
"When you're ready pull it out and hold it, and I'll give you another treat."
Two more hard thrusts and I pulled it out. Megan sat up, pushed herself further back, and placed her feet flat on the table.
"Go ahead right there! Cum all over your sister's feet."
I let my cock go and a huge shot of cum hit the top of Megan's right foot another spurt went part way up her ankle. I kept cumming, and by the time I was done it was all over both of her feet.
"Oh my god" I said falling back into the chair.
"Wow that's a lot." Megan said looking at her feet. She sat there panting for a couple of minutes then said;
"Damn that was something else." She laughed "You know Mark you really are good at everything you try."
"Thank you." I answered and then smiled wickedly at her as a thought entered my mind.
"What's that for look for?"
I gave her another big smile, and asked;
"Do you think next time you could wear your old cheerleader uniform?"
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Unlike after the last story which had gotten me quite emotional, this time I laughed out loud as Mark finished up. He had been right that was a fun memory. Back before things started getting out of control for both of us, back when Mark and I were still living with the folks, and the sneaking and secrecy added even more of a thrill to the already hot sex we were having. After that afternoon there were many family meals Mark and I would sit and smile at each other, knowing full well that afterwards while mom watched game shows, and dad read the paper or napped we would be upstairs, doors locked fucking like animals. As usual Mark had come up with exactly what I had needed. Even the thought of the cheerleader uniform was great. That had led to another hot time and in the folk's bed no less.
"And I did wear it for you didn't I little brother?" I asked him.
"Yup the next weekend, looked damn good too." He laughed. "Hell that little thing you wore earlier reminded me of it. You still got the legs sis."
"These legs?"
I slowly straightened them out raising them up and pointing my toes down they always had been my best feature.
"Those legs." Mark agreed, as starting at the top of my foot he ran his hand down my right leg. I lifted them straight up in the air causing the robe slid up to my hips. I wasn't wearing anything underneath and could feel the cool night air on my pussy. That feeling was replaced by Marks finger as he slid it inside.
"Ooohh" I let out a surprised moan.
Mark's thumb found my clit and I bent my legs at the knees unable to keep them straight up as he played. Reaching inside the robe with his left hand he started twisting the barbell in my nipple. Not hard, just enough to pull the sensitive skin back and forth. I started to move, but Mark held me close to him and whispered;
"Just sit back and let your little brother take care of you."
I was in no mood to argue. I closed my eyes and laid my head against his muscular chest. I let myself completely relax as his talented fingers slowly worked my wet pussy. Within minutes I was moaning softly into his neck as the orgasm flowed through me. It wasn't as hard as my previous ones of the day but it was soooo nice. I sighed, and sat up straight, feeling Marks hard cock pressing into my ass. I was starting to wonder if I could take the chance of moving the robe to ride him on the deck. There was no one else outside, and even all the lights around us were out. I stood up to tell him when my blackberry went off on the small table. I glanced over but couldn't see the number from where I was.
"You don't need to get that do you?" Mark asked.
"Screw that. I have a cock to take care of." I told him as I started to lift my robe. "How about I go for a ride?"
"Inside." Mark said as the phone stopped.
"Whatever you want little brother." I certainly wasn't going to disagree.
The phone started again, and Mark rolled his eyes.
"Just check it sis, it might be important."
With a sigh I stepped away checking the number. It was Royce.
"It's my dealer." I realized how bad that sounded. "Art dealer." I added.
"I know Meg. Does he always call at one am.?" Mark seemed annoyed which was odd he was usually pretty easy going about little things.
"He knows I paint at night, plus knows I'm usually up anyways."
"And how does he know that?" Mark asked definitely sounding aggravated now. What was up tonight? It's not like I wasn't a sure thing.
The phone had stopped ringing, and I heard the voice mail chime in.
"Trust me Mark if he were here Royce would want to sit on your lap not mine. He's positively flaming." I paused. "Could be big though, I had the showing yesterday."
"Then call him back." Mark sighed and sat back.
I looked at him sitting there shirtless, that perfectly flat stomach, the massive bad ass tattoo's, and that huge bulge in his pants. Goddamn he looked hot! I hesitated It's not like Royce couldn't wait until tomorrow. I mean this was my vacation after all.
"I'm not going anywhere, make your call I'll sit out here." Mark said. He didn't sound pissed anymore just sort of disgusted.
"You sure Mark? I feel like a bitch."
"No problem. Come get me when you're done."
I looked at him for a moment Mark had that intense look in his eyes that he got whenever there was something on his mind. Well big sister could take care of that. I'd wear him out then get him to talk. Just like the old days.
"Yeah?" I pouted. "You'll wait for your sexy big sister?"
I went to kiss him on the cheek, but he caught my lips with a soft kiss.
"I've waited a long time for you sis. I can wait a few more minutes."
Before I could respond the damn phone started again. Mark turned away from me putting his left leg up on the railing and crossing his arms as if ending any further conversation. I stared for a moment ignoring the phone wondering what he had just meant. My brother was as straightforward as you could get and certainly never wasted words. I wasn't really sure how to take what he had just said. I was just getting ready to shut the phone off when Mark spoke without turning around;
"Just answer the phone Meg."
I shook my head and left the deck. As I shut the glass door behind me, I stood and watched Mark. His right leg was shaking back and forth, a telltale sign he was nervous. As if to confirm that thought he reached out, and took another cigarette from the pack on the table and lit it. Definitely something going on, it just seemed all of a sudden. Then again maybe it had been there earlier and I had just been wrapped up in my own drama to see it. It certainly wouldn't be the first time that had happened that's for sure.
Years ago I had known Mark had found Max and after talking him out of going after him, did the right thing and stayed with him for a couple of weeks to make sure he would be okay. Afraid it was looking funny I was staying at his place so long I decided to stay with Tommy, long story short I fell off the wagon and leaving my brother a note left town again.
Within days Mark had gotten Max back to his apartment, I was on my way back from Boston where miraculously I had managed to stay straight and called Mark who already sounding as if he were cracking told me Max was on his way over. I immediately called the police but they didn't believe me. I called again from outside Mark's place over Mitch's the bar where he worked at the time.
They finally showed up but not before Mark had broken over a dozen bones in Max's body. At that thought I had the sudden terrifying image of Mark, covered in blood and screaming like a maniac, standing over the twitching all but unrecognizable body of Max Thompson. With a shudder I pushed that image out of my mind. I should have never left Mark's side, should have never given in again to my weakness. I could have prevented the event that almost ruined my brother's life before he had even gotten started.
To this day Mark still not only has nightmares of Max beating him as a child, but also replays that horrific day in his mind over and over. My brother had lost it that day. Ending up in butler hospital for two weeks before it was decided that he had only been a danger to Max because of the history between them. I had managed to talk my brother down at his apartment and helped him through the hospital stay and had also managed to enlist the aid of his friend Alex Warner to hire a lawyer to defend my brother and see that it never made trial. Mark of course says to this day that he owes me his life, but the reality is I had let him down when he most needed me.
On that note I turned and walked away going into the living room to call Royce back. I knew better than to continue down that path of blame. What's done is done. All I can do is make sure that it will never happen again, that I'm there for Mark whenever he needs me. It had made me feel much better a couple of years ago when I was there to pick up the pieces after he pushed Samantha away. Mark had needed his sister and I had stayed for two weeks until I was absolutely sure he would be okay.
I sat on the couch, stretched my legs out on the coffee table, and called Royce wondering if it really was a big deal or if maybe he was just looking for someone to talk to. Royce and I had met at an NA meeting when I had first moved to Chicago. Like me Royce had been clean only about a year and was also trying to get his career going again. I truly believe it was fate that had put us together. Royce is ten years older than me and had been an art dealer of no small reputation until his habits over took him and he had a fall from grace.
Royce however had always been a likable guy, and a couple of his bigger clients took him back as their agent. He had just started to get some of his reputation back when he asked me if I would be interested in letting him show some of my things. Royce paid immediate dividends showing my paintings to Abigail Lefay the owner of the Black Flame. In another sign that fate was trying to help me out, this was the same Abigail that my brother Mark had been talking about for years and was planning on introducing me to when he could make it down.
Apparently Mark knew Abigail from both his "Group" as well as the occult circuit. Abigail was a direct descendant of a family of witches from Salem and was a sanctioned priestess of the church of Satan. Needless to say between her finding out that I knew Mark, was a disciple of Levay, and had Royce talking up my work, things worked out better than I could have expected. Abigail let me display my paintings in her club for ten percent of the sales; Royce received another fifteen and the rest was mine. I had done quite well there and my reputation was beginning to spread.
Since that time Royce and I had become pretty good friends one of the few each one of us had. We would call each other if one of us was having a rough time. So there was always the chance he had just called because he was struggling. This time though it was not the case. Royce had called to tell me that Albert Walsh, an eccentric millionaire that was heavily into the occult had sent a spotter to my showing yesterday.
As I listened with my heart beating fast in my chest Royce proceeded to tell me that Walsh had called him a half hour ago and wanted to meet me. More than that, he wanted to commision me to paint a series of "visions" he claimed to have had while meditating. Walsh, who was a bit of an artist himself had drawn sketches of these and wanted them painted. According to Royce, Walsh had said he wanted them and he was quoting "Brought to nightmarish reality, and only the Decosta touch could do them justice".
I had been a little put off at that point. I do originals not interpretations. Royce then explained that Walsh was talking well over six figures and was ready to put down half up front if they could be completed by the end of the year. Royce had continued to talk for awhile but I wasn't really listening. Over one hundred thousand dollars! For my work! The only drawback was Walsh was leaving for Europe Saturday and wanted to meet Friday morning. I had planned on staying until next Sunday, but would obviously have to leave on Thursday.
I felt bad, having looked forward to an entire week with Mark as well as some time with the folks, but Albert Walsh! Mark would be disappointed, since I had moved to Chicago we only saw each other every few months or so. Fact was Mark hadn't been happy with me moving down there in the first place, but he understood why. I could have never gotten a new start here with so many painful memories around me. I needed a clean slate and after a few months of abstinence had found out that my best friend from college Betty, who had also been my first true "girlfriend" was moving down to Chicago and went down there with her. We stayed with her cousin for awhile which was when I had met Royce and made my first few sales enabling me to support myself for the first time in my life. Except for missing Mark and my parents I have never questioned it was the right move.
I hung up with Royce and resisted the urge to jump up and down like a little girl. I had been doing well the last couple of years making close to the six figure mark last year, but this was huge! Walsh was constantly surrounded by a group of rich poser's, the type that if he bought one of my paintings and loved it then of course they would have to have one as well. At that point I could name my price; this could literally set me up for years to come! If there had been any lingering effects of the melancholy that had brought me up here in the first place they were certainly gone now. For the first time in my life I felt like my brother, felt that I had taken control of my destiny and taken what I wanted.
Speaking of my little brother; there was some hot celebratory sex to be had! Between the good news and the ride I planned on taking him on he would get over me leaving sooner than I was supposed to. Then I would find out what was on his mind. As complicated as Mark put himself out to be he was in the end a typical man; fuck his brains out and he would tell me anything. Before I got up to go claim my hot little brother I glanced down at the phone and saw I had two voicemails. I had thought I only heard Royce leave one. I dialed in and out the phone to my ear to listen. The first one was Royce and I laughed as I listened to it;
"Hey sweetie it's Royce when you get off your knees, get on the phone and give me a call."
The second message however took the smile off my face.
"Hey Megan its Laura," She paused for a moment I could already hear she was emotional.
"I... um just wanted to let you know I was at our, I mean you're house today to get the last of my things. I left the keys and the spare key to your car on the table." There was another pause and I could picture her trying not to cry, her big baby blue eyes filling up. When she continued however she sounded better than when she had started;
"Listen Megan I'm sorry I didn't take things well. I didn't mean a lot of what I said. I was just upset. I know I said I would make sure the magazine sent someone else to cover your next showing that I couldn't see you anymore, but I really want to if it's okay with you. I... I understand it wasn't either one of us. I was looking for more and I'm sorry I called you cold. I know you gave as much as you could. We'll both find what we want. I know you don't think you can but you will Megan. You've been through a lot and you need that special someone who can understand you."
I listened with mixed emotions; sadness at the fact that it had ended at all, but happy that Laura sounded like she was doing okay with it. When we had ended I had been more upset for her than myself. For me this was getting to be old hat, but Laura had not been in many relationships and I had selfishly let her fall hard and fast hoping she could be the one.
"Well I know when most people break up they always focus on the bad, and I just wanted to let you know that I'm choosing to remember the good times because there were a lot of those, I hope you do too. You're a better person than you think Megan and were always good to me. I know you're on vacation visiting your family, but when you come back give me a call I'd like to keep in touch. Bye Megan."
I sat back and found myself smiling. A day ago I would have seen that call as another reminder of my problems; another sign that I wasn't like everyone else that I couldn't be happy. However after a fantastic twenty four hours with Mark, and the news Royce had just given me, I was in a much better frame. Laura was right, people especially myself always remembered the bad times. Hell Mark and I had been through plenty of them, but had spent the last couple of hours recalling some of our best times. It was too late to call Laura back, but I would make sure that I did tomorrow, tell her how much I appreciated what she had said, and would love to keep in touch with her.
As I sat back I found myself thinking of some of those times with Laura. I had spent close to a year with her but quickly looking back on it I think the first time I had been with her was the best. Laura had been so shy, I would find out later she normally never was, but she had been a fan of my work, and when she met me at one of my showings was completely taken by me and had no idea that I was open to women. She had been like a young girl who had suddenly been asked out by the most popular boy in school. As if in tribute to our time together I decided to stay inside for a few more minutes and let that night play through my mind.
I met Laura at one of my showings at The Black Flame. It was towards the end of the exhibit which I thought had gone pretty well, all in all it had been a good day. A few moments later it would become a great day. I was just getting ready to start taking some of the paintings down when someone called my name.
I turned to see an extremely attractive blonde woman who looked to be in her late twenties standing there with a small notepad in her hands. She introduced herself as Laura Manning a reporter from Art scope a Chicago based online Magazine. I told her I had heard of it, and she asked me if I might have a couple of minutes to answer some questions for her. I'm not really one to talk much about my work, I like to think it should speak for itself, but was smart enough to realize that press was a good thing. I admit that the fact that Laura was absolutely beautiful added to the desire to spend some time talking to her.
As I answered some basic questions, I let my eyes wander over her; I wasn't blatant, waiting until she would start writing to check her out. Laura was a little shorter than me, with gorgeous honey blond hair that she had up in a bun that was way too old for her and that I was already dying to see down. She was wearing a small pair of those librarian type glasses that screamed sexy professional behind which were a pair of huge baby blue eyes. The finishing touch on that flawless face was a pair of soft full lips that were very much like my own.
Working my gaze downward I discovered that Laura's perfection did not end at her face. Despite her obvious efforts to cover them with a very businesslike blazer, Laura's breasts were still quite prominent pushing the blazer out and still showing a fair amount of cleavage as well as just a teasing glimpse of what looked like a black lace bra. Laura's skirt was slightly above the knee and from what I could see of her legs they were as well shaped as the rest of her. All in all Laura had the appearance of one of those hot high school teachers that every boy fantasized about at night. I'd be lying if I said I hadn't already had a couple flit through my mind.
As I've mentioned I do not check out women on a regular basis, but Laura had me all but staring. My interest was piqued even more when after it occurred to me I had been staring for awhile and not paying attention, I looked back up and was pleasantly surprised to see Laura's eyes fixated on my legs. I was wearing a long black skirt with slits that ran all the way up to my hips. The front and back of the skirt were held together with lengths of chain. I was wearing a black lace tank top that fell short exposing my stomach and the silver pendant that hung from my pierced naval. My long black hair was down and I was wearing very little make up except for the deep red lipstick which accentuated my perfect lips.
I watched Laura's eyes work their way up from my long legs to my stomach, then linger on my tits which were propped up well by the top. I was wearing a lace bra under the top making my pierced nipples quite visible. The look on Laura's face as she looked up and saw me looking was priceless.
"You were saying?" I asked pretending that I had been paying attention.



"Oh," Laura stammered. "I'm sorry I was just um, thinking that you really uh... dress the part."
"Really?" I gave her my huge smile. "Is that all you were thinking?"
Laura blushed and looked away. Oh this could be fun I thought. Laura asked a few more questions about my inspirations and influences. I never go into great detail on these things I mentioned that I had a troubled childhood and that painting is the way I release some of that darkness. During the conversation Laura all but stuttered, wouldn't make eye contact and in general acted like a star struck teenager. It was flattering as well as a hell of a turn on to have this beauty, who I'm sure has had her share of men as well as women drooling over her to act like this with me.
At this time I reached up to pull my hair back in a pony tail causing my top to ride up even more showing the bottom of my bra. The move was not lost on Laura whose eyes dropped to my tits immediately. Once again I caught her looking and she quickly stammered;
"You have beautiful hair."
I smiled seeing my opening.
"I'd say yours is even more beautiful, but I'd just be guessing seeing your hiding it." I shook my head. "Now why would you do that?"
Laura smiled shyly, and shrugged.
"More professional I suppose."
"Because were professional around here?" I asked then followed it up a question of my own.
"Seeing I gave you some time Laura could you do something for me?"
"Well sure Miss.."
"Megan." I said quickly
"Megan," She said my name as if savoring the sound of it. "Okay sure what can I do?"
Oh be careful with that one my little flower, I thought to myself before answering;
"Would you let your hair down for me Laura?"
Laura blushed again as I continued;
"You have such a beautiful face I'd love to see how it looks with your hair framing it." She hesitated and I added. "Please Laura? For me?"
Laura flashed that adorable shy smile again, and reaching back pulled the pin from her hair to let it down. It did not go unnoticed that as she did she gave her head a toss back shaking it down, a deliberately sexy move. Laura's hair was as long as my own and an amazing shade of golden blonde that already had me wondering if she'd have that color elsewhere.
"Damn that looks even better than I imagined."
As I spoke I stepped forward and reaching out, ran my hand through it. Laura all but shuddered and her face began to flush as I repeated the gesture with the other hand.
"Thank you Megan." She whispered softly. I smiled again, and without asking permission reached out gently removing her glasses. Laura made no move to stop me.
"Are these professional as well?" I asked looking into those big blue eyes.
"Well kind of, I do need them." She smiled a little bolder this time. "But I wear contacts when I go out."
"Good, no reason to hide these eyes dear, their gorgeous."
"So are yours," She replied as she returned my stare. "I've never seen such light blue eyes, you can almost see through them."
"Thank you," I decided to make her put it on the line. "Well Laura I have to start packing up so if there were no other questions?"
Laura looked disappointed, and also nervous. She stood there looking down for a moment and I could imagine her telling herself to just go ahead and ask. Finally she looked up;
"You know Miss... I mean Megan, I volunteered to come here because I'm a big fan of your work, and uh well I know you don't have much time today so do you maybe think I could ask you a few more questions some time? Like maybe over coffee?"
I looked at her as if I were thinking it over enjoying the nervous look on her face. After a minute I leaned forward again running my hand through her hair.
"Tell you what Laura," I began, "If you're interested in my work, and my work only I'll gladly meet you for coffee, However" I leaned even closer so I could whisper in her ear, close enough that she would feel my breath on her neck.
"If you're interested in more I would love to take you to dinner tonight." I stepped back and had to make an effort not to laugh as Laura turned beet red, she was smiling however and managed to get out;
"I.. I'd like that Megan I really would."
"Good, that way you can really get to know me," I smiled as the blush got even deeper. Once again I whispered in her ear. "Because Laura, I am dying to get to know you."
With that I took her chin in my hand and placed a quick soft kiss on those perfect lips. Laura had stood there with her mouth all but open and this time I did laugh;
"I know," Laura said, "I'm acting like a kid, I'm sorry I just wasn't sure if you... you know were into women."
"I'm into you dear and that's all that counts no?"
Laura nodded grinning from ear to ear and quickly wrote her address and phone number down and passed it to me. I glanced at it and as she started to walk away said;
"Laura? Just one thing"
"What's that?" She asked looking nervous again.
"I don't want professional, I want playful." With that I winked at her and turned back to the wall to start to pack up.
I picked Laura up at seven and took her to Spiaggias for dinner. Laura looked incredible! She was wearing a red low cut blouse that showed off quite a bit of her impressive breasts and a short black skirt that barely made it to her mid thigh. As expected her legs were nothing short of perfect, they were made to look more amazing by a pair of four inch red stilettos. Her hair was down, and the glasses were gone. I also noticed her nails which had been pink earlier were a deep shade of red the toes matched of course as did the lips. I had requested playful, Laura however was out to kill.
I was wearing a one piece black strapless sundress that tied behind my neck with a shawl to cover the large medusa tattoo on my arm, and was also wearing high heels after all my legs were my best feature. I have to say I think Laura was Laura's best feature. Sitting across the table from her I couldn't remember ever being with such a beautiful woman. I told her that and her face turned redder than her blouse.
Dinner was wonderful, the food excellent, and the company not only gorgeous but looking at me with those puppy dog eyes that told me that there was no doubt what desert would be. We talked quite a bit and mostly about her. I told her some basics but also mentioned that to me my life had really just started a few years ago and I don't talk about the past. Laura was fine with that telling me that just being here with me was enough for her.
Midway through dinner I took her hand across the table. Laura smiled but looked around nervously, I asked why and she shrugged saying she was worried about what people might think, not for her but me with my career. At that point I slid my shoe off, and as I ran my foot up her soft leg under the table told her;
"Laura, I am with the best looking woman in the room, why wouldn't I want to flaunt it?"
That not only got another blush but a precious little giggle as well. We left and as we drove in my black infinity I put my hand on her bare knee and began caressing her leg from the knee to up under her skirt. Laura started breathing heavier, and to my delight she reached down to ease the seat back a little, then opened her leg up wider for me. Driving slowly I slid my hand all the way up her thighs to right between her legs. I started breathing heavy myself when I felt how wet her panties were. I started rubbing my fingers up and down the wet material. I glanced over to see Laura had her eyes closed; her lips were parted as she started moaning softly.
I worked my hand under her panties and started stroking the back of my hand along her pussy. I let out a sigh as my hand was instantly wet. Laura clenched her thighs tightly around my hand and as I held it still started grinding her hips working my hand into her clit. Laura was letting out the most adorable little moans and her face was flushed. We came to a red light and not caring if anyone noticed or not I turned in my seat, slid my hand up her blouse and lightly pinched her left nipple through her bra.
"Ohhhh," Laura let out a loud moan. She turned to look at me and our lips met, Laura's lips were full, soft, and delicious, as she opened her mouth to moan I slid my tongue in her mouth. Right there at a red light, cars on both sides of us, my hand working her pussy, Laura came. I moved my hand from her tit to the back of head and held it there. Laura moaned into my mouth as we continued to kiss and the orgasm crashed through her. Her hips bucked off the seat, her moans turning into a series of tiny whimpers.
When I felt her body relax I pulled my head back in time to see two young guys in a red pickup truck staring directly at us, the passenger's mouth hanging open. I looked directly at the driver and opening my mouth flicked my tongue out at him before winking and turning back to face front Oh Megan you are a nasty girl I thought. A horn blared behind me and as I pulled out I glanced over at Laura who was still trying to catch her breath.
"My place?" I asked.
"Yes," Laura panted. "Oh please yes."
Fifteen minutes later we arrived at my condo. I held Laura's hand during the walk across the lot and down the hallway. We got several looks from people and I loved it. I think at this point even Laura was getting a kick out of it. In the elevator we kissed long and hard both of us breathless by the time we got to my floor. We entered my condo and Laura started looking at some of my older paintings that I had hanging in the living room. I grabbed her by the hand and pulled her towards my bedroom.
"I'll give you the tour tomorrow hon," I told her. "Right now all I'm interested in you seeing is me."
Laura once again let out one of those adorable school girl giggles as she allowed me to pull her along the hallway to my bedroom. We entered and Laura looked around probably a bit surprised that the room was pretty normal, I did not share my brothers desire to make my bedroom a dungeon slash sanctum. I did have a very large canopy bed however complete with a black comforter and the same blood red satin sheets Mark favored.
I closed the door behind us and taking Laura by the hand again walked her over to the foot of the bed. I turned her so her back was to the bed, then wrapping my arms around her shoulders kissed her again, not hard this time but soft and slow enjoying those full lips and soft tongue. Laura was making those cute little sounds again especially when I started running my hands through her hair. Leaving her hair my hands travelled down her sides, grazing her breasts and going up her skirt to grab her hips.
Laura's hands were also moving sliding down my back and grabbing my ass surprisingly hard. As she trailed her hands back up she ran her nails lightly across my back sending shivers through me. As we kissed I brought my hands around front and slowly unbuttoned her blouse. When I was done I slid it from her shoulders and stepped back taking in the sexy red lace bra that was barely containing what appeared to be an even larger chest than I had imagined earlier.
"Let me see them. " I told her.
"These?" Laura asked with a sly smile cupping them and holding them up. I laughed, glad that she was warming up.
"Yes those, don't get shy on me now."
Laura reached behind her and unhooked her bra letting the straps fall from her shoulders she let the cups slide down to where I could see the rose colored skin around her nipples. She smiled again and whispered;
"You sure you want to see them?"
"Laura my beautiful angel," I began, giving her my best shy smile. "Please show your Megan those gorgeous tits."
"Oh that sounds soooo nice." Laura said letting the bra drop.
I found myself staring at the most incredible tits I had ever seen. Despite the fact they had to be close to a d-cup they were amazingly high and firm with large rose colored nipples. Laura held them up again her red nails framing them. Just the thought of getting my mouth on them made my pussy gush.
"My turn." I said softly, and reaching up undid the tie behind my neck letting my dress fall to the floor. The dress itself had a bra built in so I was standing before her in just a black and red thong.
"Oh Megan," Laura said as her eyes hungrily worked up and down the length of my body. I put my arms up over my head and turned in a low circle for her pausing to give her a good look at my ass. I turned back, and stepping up to her again gave her a light push, just enough to force her to sit back on the bed. I immediately dropped to my knees and leaning forward kissed her. As we kissed I cupped my tits and began slowly rubbing my hard nipples across hers. Laura's hands went up and we switched off grabbing each other's tits, squeezing and fondling as we continued to caress our nipples against one another.
As good as it felt I wanted those tits. Pushing her hands away I eagerly sucked her right nipple into my mouth as I began to play with the other. Laura moaned in pleasure and reaching down once again started playing with my nipples pulling gently on the barbells to heighten the sensation. We played for awhile, but as much as I was enjoying it I had decided that there was a far better place my tongue could be.
I stood in front of her planning on getting her to stand but as soon I did Laura's mouth quickly found my left nipple her tongue playfully flicking the barbell. I grabbed the back of her head and shoved my tit further into her mouth then let out a surprised moan as Laura slid her fingers into my thong and directly into my hot wet pussy.
"Oh, not so shy now are we?"
I whispered to her then let out another moan as she switched nipples at the same time as her thumb found my clit. Feeling my knees begin to weaken I put my arms around Laura for balance and put both knees up on the bed so that I was straddling her lap. This move allowed her fingers to drive deeper into my pussy. Laura reached up and started pinching my other nipple as both her tongue and thumb sped up. I once again shoved her face into my tit as my hips started working her fingers in and out. All too quickly I found myself throwing my head back and letting out a loud squeal as I came hard, my pussy contracting around Laura's talented fingers.
As I let my head rest on her shoulder Laura turned her head and started kissing my neck and nibbling my ear. I smiled to myself I had wondered if I would have to coax her along but far from it Laura was all but taking me at this point. Of course that wouldn't do, not at all. I forced myself to stand and pulling Laura up with me grabbed her shoulders gently turning her around so her back faced me. I moved her long blonde hair out of the way and kissed the back of her neck.
As I started working my lips down the smooth tanned skin of her back my hands reached around pinching her nipples, getting a delightful little yelp out of her. I sank to my knees and unzipping her skirt pulled it to the floor. I looked up to find Laura's perfect heart shaped ass directly in my face. She was wearing a pretty little pink thong which I also grabbed and slid down.
Holding her by the hips I kissed and licked each of her firm ass cheeks as I kissed the very bottom of her ass I could smell the scent of her pussy. I pushed her forward so she would bend over the bed. As she did her ass spread open a bit more and I found myself staring at her silky smooth dripping pussy. I had intended on taking my time but before I could stop myself I plunged my tongue straight into that beautiful pussy.
"Ohhh Megan!" She exclaimed. Damn that sounded good. Using my hands to keep her ass spread open I moved my head back and forth tongue fucking her and smearing her juices all over my face. I was rewarded with another squeal as my tongue left her pussy and found her swollen clit. I teased it a little making slow circles around it with the tip of my tongue. I stopped and Laura instantly started moving her hips back and forth in my face.
"Oh please don't tease Megan."
"Not teasing my angel," I told her. "Just enjoying."
With that I sucked her clit into my mouth and pushed one of my fingers into her delightfully tight pussy. I kept it up for a couple of minutes until I knew she was right on the edge and using just my fingernail tickled around her ass before pushing it in about an inch or so. Laura let out a startled yelp then cried out even louder as she came like a rocket, hips bucking so hard I had to grab them to hold her still enough for me to continue to suck on her clit. Laura's orgasm lasted for well over a minute her hips going from thrusting to twitching as her whimpers became softer and softer.
When she finished I gave her clit a soft kiss.
"Now did I tease you my angel?" I asked her.
"I.. oh my god! I've never cum that hard." She said breathlessly.
"Well I'll have to see if I can top it next time then. " As Laura remained bent over the bed I one at a time lifted her legs by the ankle and slid her heels off taking a minute to place a gentle kiss on the bottom of each one of her soft feet. I received one of those giggles each time and found myself smiling from ear to ear. Don't get me wrong in general I do prefer men, but women were just so much more playful. I stood up and sat on the bed next to Laura who after remaining still for another couple of minutes. Stood up and smiled at me.
"Lie back Megan, it's my turn to play."
She received no argument from me. I quickly slid up the bed and Laura crawled up onto the bed stopping on her knees between my legs her hands on either side of my shoulders. Laura leaned down and gave me a long lingering kiss before nudging my face to the side so she could start working on my neck. I moaned as she brought one of her legs up so her knee was pressing into my dripping pussy. I slowly started to grind my hips into it as she finished with my neck and was kissing between my tits.
Smiling Laura grabbed a handful of her hair and started swishing it across my right tit tickling my nipple. I had never had that done before and it felt wonderful. Laura switched to my other nipple and smiled at the soft moan that escaped me.
"I guess you do like my hair."
Laura then proceeded to slowly work her hair back and forth across my nipples then sliding down trailed it across my stomach it tickled but in an erotic way sliding down further she tickled across my thighs then teasingly swished it across my pussy once before sliding all the way down to my feet. Laura took a moment to remove my heels then wrapping her hair around my right foot began kissing and then licking the top of it. I absolutely loved having my feet worshipped and couldn't believe she was into it.
Laura swirled her tongue around each of my toes causing another surge of wetness to flow from my pussy. Laura switched feet then started working her way up my legs taking turns and tickling first with her hair then following it with her tongue. I lied there horny as hell but completely relaxed at the same time. Reaching my thighs Laura spent a lot of time kissing each one all the while rubbing her hair into my pussy. I began breathing heavier totally turned on by the fact that I was being brought close to orgasm by a woman's hair.
Removing her hand Laura lied on her stomach and spreading my pussy gently blew on my clit causing a shudder to run through my body. Laura then slowly ran her tongue the length of my pussy with a playful little flick across my clit at the end. I reached down and spread myself open for her but Laura gently took my hands and moved them. "Mine." She said softly.
The way she said it sent another shiver through me. I folded my hands across my stomach and lied back as Laura went to work on my pussy. I have to say I think I had expected Laura to be less experienced than me but I soon realized that was far from the case. Laura was playing my pussy like she knew it better than I did I had already been close to cumming but Laura somehow continued to lick, suck, and use her fingers yet still hold me back. Her tongue had the softest touch I had ever felt and it moved constantly in and out of my pussy, across my clit and even a few quick licks around my ass which twice almost sent me over the edge.



After what had to be at least a half an hour I found myself whimpering a little and asking;
"Laura my angel please let me cum." Laura smiled up at me and with a wink said;
"Sorry I'm just enjoying."
"Ohhh you naughty little girl." I moaned.
Laura laughed then suddenly plunged two fingers into my pussy and squeezing my clit tightly between two other fingers started rapidly flicking her tongue across it. I could feel the orgasm racing through my body I already knew I was going to cum hard, as my thighs started to tremble I twisted the barbells in my nipples sending a sharp jolt of pain through my tits that sent me crashing over the edge. I wrapped my thighs around Laura's head and let out a scream that I'm sure woke the neighbors. I arched my back off the bed as my hips thrust hard into Laura's face as wave after wave of pleasure wracked my body and I cried out again, before slumping back into the bed panting. I had cum so hard I was actually dizzy.
Laura crawled up the bed and lying on her side next to me leaned over her lips parted over mine. I gave her what she wanted eagerly licking her lips then kissing her to taste myself. I rolled over onto my side and the two of us wrapped our arms around each other kissing deeply. We stopped and lied in each other's arms for awhile our hands gently roaming the others body. After awhile I got up on my knees, and turning swung my leg over her putting us into a sixty nine position where spent the next hour or so gently licking, playing, and teasing, taking our time savoring each other's taste and scent. We came within seconds of each other, and after I rolled over we collapsed back onto the bed totally exhausted but completely satisfied.
After a few minutes Laura rolled over onto her side and I curled up next to her my arm around her waist and my tits pressing into her back.
"Good Night my dark flower." Laura whispered.
I laughed softly.
"Dark Flower," I repeated. "I like that." I smiled into her neck and added;
"Good night my beautiful angel."
That had been a Saturday night Laura didn't leave until Monday morning and came back on Wednesday. She moved in two months later. I sighed out loud. That had been one hell of a night. Not only had Laura been the most beautiful woman I had ever been with, but next to Mark probably the best lover as well. As I came out of my reverie I realized that my hand had made its way under my robe, and was slowly rubbing my sopping wet pussy. I removed it and brought my fingers up sucking them into my mouth. Damn that tasted good. Not as good as it would taste off my little brothers cock however.
On that note I shut the damn phone of for the night and getting up made my way back over to the glass doors leading out to the deck. I was planning on walking right out there but stopped at the door and watched Mark. My brother had his back to me and was going through some type of karate exercise. Mark was standing in a crouch his arms weaving slowly through the air. The muscles in his arms and back bulged and I found myself getting even wetter than I was before.
Of course I also knew this was another one of his coping mechanisms to relax himself so there was something going on in my little brothers head. Well that was no problem I'd talk to him after we played. I slid the door open;
"Hey little brother."
Mark stopped his routine and turned to face me.
"Everything okay?" He asked.
I smiled broadly
"Better than okay Mark things are fucking fantastic!" I exclaimed and stepping through the door hugged him tightly. He returned the hug then held me at arm's length so he could look at me.
"Why what happened?"
I told him about Royce's call and Albert Walsh. I left out Laura that was something for another time. As I spoke Mark began to smile and when I finished he hugged me again.
"That's unbelievable sis," He said in my ear. "You won't just get money from Walsh but all those fucking toadies he hangs with will be lining up. You'll be the next in thing."
I stepped back nodding.
"Yeah there's only one thing about this Mark."
He looked at me and nodded knowingly.
"You have to leave right?"
"Thursday. Sorry little brother but..."
He waved his hand.
"Hey Megan this is your big break go do what you have to do. I'm hoping to get down there soon anyway."
"Thanks Mark, I feel bad though, I mean I'm going to have to spend the next couple of nights at Mom's. Then I figure I'll come back here Tuesday that okay?"
"Yeah that's fine." He had that odd faraway look again. Well no time for that.
"Anyway little brother you ready to take your sexy sister to bed to celebrate?"
With that I extended my hand. Mark took it and turning I led him to the bedroom. I felt like running ahead of him and skipping, I was positively giddy. Not to mention horny as hell, I was going to fuck the shit out my hot little brother, then fall asleep, and wake up to do it again. The night couldn't get any better! We entered the bedroom which was in darkness except for the candelabra's. I let go of Mark's hand and walking over to the foot of the bed turned to face him. Thinking of that night with Laura had put me in the mood to have Mark start at my feet and work his way up.
"If I remember correctly little brother," I began. "You were a little out of line out there and I think you should get on your knees and..."
Mark stepped up to me and reaching up gently took my face in his hands and kissed me. I mean really kissed me. Trust me it's not like my brother and I haven't had our share of passionate kisses but this one was different. He started out forcefully to take control his lips pushing hard against mine as I was in mid speech. I initially started to pull back as I had wanted to call the shots, but Marks hands slid past my face and into my hair. Gently holding the back of my head and keeping our lips together.
At this point I gave in slipping my arms around his waist, and returning the kiss. As soon as I did Mark's lips pulled back a bit and started softly working their way back and forth lightly brushing against my own. His tongue slid between my lips and flicked across teasing them. I opened my mouth wider and Mark began kissing me more firmly. As his left hand continued to run through my hair, his right slid down my back pulling me tightly to him.
The kiss picked up in intensity our tongues playing across each other. I could feel my nipples pressing against his chest through the silk robe and I moaned softly into his mouth. Up until this point although I enjoyed kissing I had always mocked the Hollywood kisses that left people breathless, but as my brother continued to kiss me I swore I could feel my knees begin to weaken.
Finally Mark slid his lips from mine, and started to slide down my neck brushing across my flesh with that same soft teasing touch. I slid my hands from his waist up his back as I did Mark put one hand around my waist, and bending swept his other hand behind my knee picking me up easily as he had done this morning. I started to say something but once again was silenced by his soft lips as he carried me around to the head of the bed, and after gently laying me down on it slid his pants off, his huge beautiful cock springing free. Oh, yes this nasty girl needed to get herself a mouth full of that!
Mark got onto the bed and lying on his side next to me slowly pulled the tie to my robe letting it open part way. Mark slid his hand inside and gently caressed my stomach as he leaned in and started kissing my neck again. Rolling over Mark knelt between my legs and opened the robe all the way, exposing my tits as he positioned himself over me. I reached down and grabbing his cock began stroking it.
"Bring that beautiful cock up here little brother," I told him. "Your nasty big sister wants to suck..."
Mark put his finger to my lips cutting me off, and leaning over whispered in my ear;
"No nasty girl, no big sister," He paused then added even softer. "Just my Megan."
My Megan? Had he ever called me that before? Before I could respond he removed his finger and replaced it with his lips again. He was continuing where he had left off using those amazingly soft kisses that I had never felt from him before. I found myself once again surrendering to his mouth. As I did his hand slowly trailed across my tits lightly caressing each nipple before sliding down my stomach and between my legs.
Rather than plunge his fingers inside Mark simply rubbed them up and down the length of my pussy. Mark was using a gentle touch down there as well barely grazing my clit it felt great but was driving me crazy. I whimpered into his mouth and began pumping my hips into his hands hoping he would get the hint. Mark broke the kiss and bending his head teasingly flicked his tongue around my nipple getting a loud moan from me.
At that Mark moved removed his hand from between my legs and placed it next to me on the bed. He slid up and entered me slowly his huge cock sliding easily into my sopping wet pussy. I groaned in pleasure as he sank deep into my welcoming flesh and started working himself in and out. His lips found mine again and letting his weight go he slid his arms underneath me pulling our bodies even closer together. I put my hands on his shoulders as he stopped kissing and nuzzling my head so I would arch it back, began placing a series of small sweet kisses on the soft skin of my throat.
Mark was using long slow strokes that felt incredible. They were teasing, but yet felt so amazing that I found myself in no hurry to get him to speed up. I turned my head so Mark could start kissing the side of my neck which he immediately started to do. I sighed;
"Oh little brother that feels sooo nice."
"Mark." He said softly in my ear.
"What?" I asked my eyes opening slightly.
"Call me by my name." He then added; "Please."
I didn't answer and Mark went back to work on my neck sliding lower and now planting those teasing kisses on the top of my shoulder. He was still using those slow steady strokes, he did however slide up a little higher changing the angle as he did. Because of his length, his shaft was now stroking my clit on its way down into my pussy. I wrapped my long legs around his waist which allowed his cock to push even deeper inside of me I moaned again and whispered;
"Oh Mark that feels so damn good."
I found saying his name like that sounded a little odd but at the same time felt sort of ... Right was the word that came to mind. Mark must have enjoyed it as well as when I had said it he made a small noise in his throat. It was the same type of noise he would make when I used to put him to sleep by tickling my nails across his back. Which is exactly what I did next, moving my hands from his shoulders I started lightly tracing my nails across the top of his back.
' I was rewarded with another of those little noises, and then made one of my own as he pushed up far enough to bend his head down to my right nipple and gently suck it into his mouth. I sighed and closed my eyes as he switched to the left before returning his lips to mine. Mark started pushing his cock in a little harder, not faster, but just hard enough to start really stroking against my clit.
I moaned into his mouth and wrapped my arms around his neck pulling his mouth further into mine. I started running my fingers through his hair and received a soft moan from him. Mark's control was amazing he had not slowed or paused once during the entire time. His cock just continuing that deliciously slow rhythm. Not that I was complaining. I had come into the room looking to go wild but had to admit that this felt amazing.
I started moving my hips as well, not quickly but in perfect time with his. My hands drifted from his back down his arms where they stopped on his biceps. I squeezed feeling the hard muscles beneath his skin. I began slowly rubbing my hands up and down his arms loving the way I could feel the muscles ripple in his arms and forearms. All these years of us playing and I can't ever remember a time that I had taken the time to enjoy his body this way.
I could feel an orgasm beginning to build deep inside and even that felt different. The feeling had started awhile ago and rather than speeding up so it would crash through me, I continued to let Mark go slow and easy letting it take its time. I found that rather than being a tease the slow build up felt damn good. Taking my hands I placed them on either side of Mark's face and pushing him up from my neck looked up into those gorgeous hazel eyes and flawless features thinking my god he really is beautiful. I parted my lips for him and Mark lowered his mouth to mine as once again we shared another long passionate kiss. We had never kissed like this, so slowly and sweetly. For that matter we had certainly never fucked like this we...
The thought hit me like a shot. That's because we weren't fucking we were... making love. My brother was making love to me. Even as we continued to kiss, our bodies moving in perfect harmony, a rush of thoughts flooded my mind. Was Mark doing this on purpose? I had been in tears over this not an hour ago was he once again just trying to give me what I wanted? Trying to let me experience what he had once experienced? Even if it was it felt wonderful and... No wait.
I knew he was making love to me. I could feel the difference, could feel this was more than sex, I could feel the emotions between us it wasn't just chemistry it was deeper than that much deeper. Never mind how natural it felt how our bodies just seemed to flow together each knowing exactly what the other wanted. My therapist had said I would recognize it when it happened did that mean...
My mind stopped racing as my body took control. The orgasm that had I had been teetering on the edge of for such a delightfully long time was about to reach its conclusion. Normally when I was at this point the orgasm would just crash through me yet even now as I knew it was right there my body stayed on that edge awhile longer. Finally my thighs started to shake and breaking the kiss with Mark, I started moaning each time his cock stroked my clit, my hips twitching harder into his.
Mark sped up as well he was still going nowhere near as hard as we usually did but was going fast enough and using short enough strokes that were rubbing my clit harder and faster.
"Ohh," I gasped looking up into Mark's eye's I squeezed my fingers into his arms and gasped again. The orgasm was starting but was slowly flowing through me, instead of a rush it was more of a slow steady stream of intense pleasure.
"Ohh Mark," I moaned, "Oh that's sooo good it's...
I let out a series of long moans that got louder as Mark sped up even more and began breathing heavier finally closing in on his own climax. The orgasm finally reached its peak and exploded through me. I wrapped my arms and legs tightly around him and bucked my hips into his. I let out a long drawn out groan that turned into a soft whimper as the last wave of pleasure gently flowed through me. Even though I was spent from what had to be the most intense orgasm of my life, I held Mark tightly as I pushed my hips into his. Mark moaned as his body tensed up and he finally started pumping me harder and faster.
"That's it li..." I caught myself. "That's it Mark go ahead." I was whispering softly in his ear. "Please let me feel it."
Mark came hard, his cum exploding deep inside of me as he continued to thrust in and out. Mark moaned in my ear, as he continued to cum every muscle in his arms and back were flexed, I think he may have cum harder than I did. Finally with one last pump Mark let his weight go resting on his forearms his chest was pressed to mine and I could feel his heartbeat. I smiled softly at him and was going to tell him how amazing that was when he put his head down and whispered in my ear;
"I love you Megan."
"I love you to Mark." I replied thinking nothing of it. Of course I loved him he was my brother.
"No," He said still speaking softly into my ear. "I really love you Megan. I love you so much."
He slid his arms under me again and squeezed me tight. I hugged him back, but my eyes were open and once again my mind racing. What was going on with this? Part of me was still thinking he had made love to me only out of me wanting to feel it. So was this just an extension of that? I mean I thought I felt something when we did but then again we had a hell of an emotional bond to begin with so it could have just been that. Still he sounded so sincere and my brother was never one to say anything he didn't want to. As Mark rolled over onto his side facing me, the last comment he had made on the deck flashed through my mind.
"I've waited a long time for you sis."
No, I thought it couldn't be. We had established years ago that we were family first and lovers on the side. Talk about twisted logic I thought. Okay time to find out for sure. I also rolled onto my side so we were facing each other. I sighed and shook my head.
"Damn that felt good."
"Yeah it did." Mark agreed. He was looking at me expectantly.
"Thanks little brother." I told him.
"Thanks?" He frowned a bit.
"Yeah you know for doing the whole "making love" thing with me." I smiled. "You always do give your spoiled sister exactly what she wants don't you?"
I had been looking in his eyes when I spoke. My brother has a hell of a poker face part through his job but mostly through not really having much in the way of emotions, but as I finished he blinked and quickly looked away from me.
"I do what I can." He said quietly.
"That you do. You take damn good care of your big sister and she appreciates it."
I leaned forward and kissed his cheek.
"You're the best little brother."
Mark was looking down and didn't even speak just nodded. He seemed completely deflated. I rolled over onto my other side and slid into him my back against his chest and sighed.
"Good night, my beautiful little brother." I said.
I knew I was pushing it at this point that if there was really something there I was twisting the knife so to speak but I had to know. Mark was silent for a moment before completing our little ritual.
"Sweet dreams... my sister."
He said the last part in such a subdued tone that there was little to no doubt what he had been looking for. I lied there still not believing it. After a few minutes Mark rolled away over onto his back something he rarely ever did. I waited a couple of minutes before quickly turning over onto my other side to see him. As soon as I did Mark rolled over to face away from me but not before I had seen his face, and the single tear that had been running down his cheek.
I felt terrible but couldn't say anything. How the hell could I explain that I was playing him to see what was going on? I moved over against him and putting my arm around his waist reached down and found his hand. I nestled my face into the back of his neck and gently kissed him there as I squeezed his hand. I lied there stunned as the reality of the situation dawned on me;
My little brother is in love with me.
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Lying there in my brother's bed, my arm around him, face nuzzled into his neck I should have fallen asleep immediately. After all this is what I had come home for. A few nights with Mark was always exactly what I needed. Instead I was wide awake with my head spinning, still trying to figure out exactly what had just happened. Up until a half hour ago my visit home had been everything I had hoped for and desperately needed.
From my arrival Friday night right up to that amazing experience not an hour ago, I could not have asked for more. Not only had my little brother spoiled the shit out of me as usual, but the news of an impending six figure sale for my paintings and Laura's wonderful phone call had me on cloud nine. I had always mocked people who said that life could provide a natural high that drugs couldn't, but there was a point an hour ago that after those two phone calls and lying there in my brothers bed covered in his sweet kisses that I had to agree.
Then Mark had caught me completely by surprise and I had not reacted well to say the least. I felt a sinking feeling in my stomach at the thought of my little brother upset. The night had certainly not gone as he had hoped and I had made things worse by toying with his feelings. I hadn't meant to I had just been taken off guard and unsure of how to take what he had put out there. That was no excuse however, after all the sweet sex could have been misunderstood, but him telling me point blank;
"Megan I really love you. I love you so much."
Yeah there really wasn't much room for interpretation there. My little brother had put it on the line hoping to get an answer and instead I broke his heart. No I hadn't handled it well at all and now I had no idea what I was going to do from here. Despite his bad ass attitude and general feelings of apathy towards most of the world, deep down my brother was sensitive. For all of his looks, success in and out of the bedroom, and the confidence he exuded; somewhere in there Mark was still that scared, insecure little kid that felt no one had wanted him, not even our own mother. My brushing him off last night I'm sure brought all of that back to him. Good going Megan, you broke this heart in record time.
Lying there I was still stunned. I mean where had this come from? Our entire lives we had been content to love each other as siblings. Granted we were siblings with benefits, fucking for close to two decades now. But we had never thought of crossing the line. Well I never had anyways. When we had first started it was the physical closeness we both needed. As we got older it was about the sex and the taboo of it. We both had other relationships and fooled around with each other as well. For six months Mark had slept with both Krissy and I yet told her he had never cheated on her the sick thing was he believed it as if we didn't count. The sicker thing was that I was the one who convinced him of that. After that, I was so messed up for years there wouldn't have been an option, and since I've been straight I've lived my own life states away.
Ironically I had been the one looking for love, not Mark. Hell I remember being a little put off he had found it with Samantha as he hadn't been looking. That thought stopped me cold. Had Mark never been looking because he thought it was me all along? Was he waiting for it to be right? For everything to fall into place somehow? He had just about said as much with that "waiting a long time" comment he had made. I knew I should say something but sadly, I had nothing. I really didn't know how to feel.
My first reaction was that he was confused and that he was just rebounding from Samantha. She had made him feel a certain way and he wanted it again. He had claimed Samantha didn't know him and there were things he could never tell her. One of those things was our taboo relationship. Maybe he was transferring those feelings to me. Then again his act of "making love" to me had been incredible. I truly had never felt anything that good before. It wasn't just the physical sensation. Mark hadn't just loved me with his body, it had been with his heart as well and I could feel it. For me to feel that meant I had to have something there as well. I had never felt that before during sex that feeling of love to go along... I stopped and frowned. Had I? I didn't think so but for a second it seemed like something had been there. I concentrated but no it was gone.
Lying there I could tell Mark was awake also, he was quiet but I could feel the tenseness in his body. I removed my hand from around his waist and started lightly running my nails across his powerful back. I slowly traced the outline of his huge Baphomet tattoo. Normally this would get him to make that adorable little cooing sound; the one that only I ever heard. Tonight however I was getting no reaction at all. After a minute I whispered;
"You awake little brother?"
"Yes." He replied softly.
"You okay?" I asked.
"No." Credit where credit is due my brother does not lie to me.
"Do you want to talk about..."
"No."
"Well..."
"Go to sleep Meg. I'll be fine."
I knew better than to keep going. He was hurt and humiliated. I did however continue to caress his back, and after awhile I felt his body relax as he started breathing heavier. Whether he was faking or not, who knew. I put my arm back around his waist and eventually fell asleep. Like yesterday morning I awoke around seven to find him gone. I must have rolled away from him at some point and he had slipped out.
I laid there for awhile with my eyes closed hoping to be able to drift back off but there wasn't a chance in hell my head had already started spinning. I got up and slipping on Mark's red robe went out to the kitchen and after making a cup of coffee sat on the couch to wait for him to come back from the gym. There was no simple solution here. I really wasn't sure how I felt so what could I say to Mark? I'll get back to you later? No I needed time but it wouldn't really be fair to ask for it and Mark was probably pretty sure he had his answer. I sighed and seeing it was now after eight and knowing that unlike myself, Laura and mom were notorious early risers I decided to make a couple of calls.
The first call I made was to Laura. She answered on the second ring and was thrilled to hear from me. I kept it short telling her I was getting ready to go see my parents but wanted to tell her how much I appreciated her call. That it had meant a lot to me that she didn't hate me and still wanted to keep in touch. I told her that I had spent last night remembering our first time. Laura had laughed and said she had thought of it herself before she called. Before I hung up I couldn't resist telling her about Walsh which of course she was excited about for me. I hung up with the promise of giving her an exclusive peek at the paintings before Walsh put them up in his private gallery.
My next call was to mom who as soon as I heard her voice made me feel better. My mother was one of those people who had a very soothing effect on the people around her. No matter how bad things were mom had a way of making it seem better. After her usual initial excited hello, mom asked me if I was okay saying I sounded upset I lied saying I had just talked to Laura and that we were ending on a good note, but it was still hard. Mom started to go into it but I decided to play with her a bit asking her what she was doing today.
Dad was at an all day golf tournament and mom said she might go do a little food shopping but that was about it. I told her that I had been thinking about how we used to go to Marchetti's Italian restaurant on Sundays for lunch all the time when we had our "girls" days when I was younger. Mom laughed, thrilled that I had been thinking of it, and said we would have to go whenever I could get time to come back home. Despite being upset about Mark I couldn't help but smile when I asked her how about I pick her up at noon?
Mom had sounded as if she had won the lottery. I further made her day by asking if she would mind some company for a couple of days. After excitedly telling me that she would love to have her "little girl" come stay with her and that she would get my old room ready mom asked if I had already seen Mark. I told her I was calling from there and she asked if maybe Mark would want to come to lunch that she hadn't seen him in months and the two of us together in well over a year. I told her I was pretty sure Mark had plans but would ask.
Mom then became serious and told me that apparently Mark and dad had some kind of terrible argument a few months back and not only hadn't spoken but supposedly dad didn't even want Mark in the house. I told her I didn't know anything was wrong and promised I would try to find out. I doubted it would be today as Mark and I seemed to have a bigger issue to deal with but didn't tell mom that. I ended the call on an up note telling her that I had incredible news to tell her and dad and hung up.
I looked over to see it was after 9:00. Mark was like clockwork and should have comeback by now. I knew what that meant. My brother displayed very little in the way of emotion because in all honesty he didn't have many to speak of. However, on the rare occasion something got though to Mark and he felt sad or hurt, he would see it as a sign of weakness and that sadness would turn to the only emotion he had no problem displaying: rage. Thanks to his callous sister Mark had been pretty hurt last night.
I got up and quickly through on a pair of jeans and a t-shirt and leaving Marks apartment went up to the gym. Mark was still there, way off in the corner pounding the shit out of the punching bag. I approached slowly, Mark was shirtless, wearing just a pair of loose fitting karate pants. He was covered in sweat and I could hear his heavy breathing from several feet away. Mark was standing right up to the bag delivering short sharp punches into the middle of it, putting everything he had into each one using not just his arms but swinging his hips into them.
Each punch sounded like a shot in the mostly deserted gym. Each was also followed by an animal like snarl as Mark struck the bag. As I got close enough I saw that his hands were wrapped in ace bandages and that there was blood soaking through them. I got to within a couple of feet of Mark and knowing better than to come right up and touch him said softly;
"Mark?"
He didn't hear me. Instead he jumped back and through a savage kick into the bag sending it flying when it came back he let it hit him and wrapping his right arm around it held it there while he delivered a series of nasty punches with his left. He was talking to it. I had seen this routine before and knew what was next.
"You still making noise you little rat?" He hissed as he kept going.
"You gonna shut me up Max?" The blows came even faster. "Yeah that's right who's crying now you fat fuck?"
Mark stepped back and still using just his left arm delivered a series of brutal hook shots to the bag.
"Are...you... still... making...noise?"
Each word was punctuated with another of those powerful blows. The next to last one split the punching bag, the following one his hand damn near got stuck in it. There were bloodstains on it from his fists. Mark threw several more punches then caught the bag and leaned his head against it panting. He had punched himself out; his eyes were open but he didn't appear to be seeing anything.
"Mark!!" I snapped startling him out of it.
He spun to face me and I caught myself stepping back. Mark looked crazy; his eyes were wild, his chest heaving, and he had come around with his blood covered fists up.
"Easy little brother," I said calmly putting my hands up. "It's just me."
Mark stared for a moment as if my voice had taken a minute to sink in then slowly put his hands down and nodded.
"You okay Mark?"
"Yeah," Mark said panting trying to catch his breath. "Better now... I just had to," He paused as he started removing the wrapping from his hands. "Work something out."
"I know." I told him. "But you need to calm down okay?"
I came up to him and put my hand on his shoulder. Because he had been working out his arms and chest were pumped up and his sweat soaked hair was hanging in his eyes. Mark tossed the bandages into his gym bag and grabbed a bottle of water from the floor next to him. After taking a few swallows he poured the rest over his head letting the cold water drip down his face and chest. The water wasn't the only thing dripping.
Oh my god did he look good! Megan you are a nasty girl. My brother was in a sorry state and all I could think of was his cock. Sad fact was even though I'm supposed to be old enough to think differently this bad ass dangerous side of Mark excited me as much as it had when I was young and wild. Back when I would act up at the bars on purpose when I was drunk just to watch him fight. I moved my hand up and gently touched the side of his face. Mark closed his eyes and leaned his face into my hand for a few seconds then opened them.
"You ready to go downstairs little brother?"
Mark nodded and reaching down grabbed his gym bag. The walk back to the apartment was an entertaining one. The promenade was mostly populated by older couples and yuppies many of whom were out and about. My brother hadn't bothered to put his shirt back on and was getting quite a few looks ranging from disdain from a couple of older people to a hilarious look of absolute lust from a blonde around my age who all but started following him. Mark was oblivious to everyone as he stalked down the hallway.
Stalked was the word to describe it, head up shoulders out with that confident swagger he'd had since he was eighteen when his big sister had made him a man. At one point as we made our way out of the elevator there were four young guys in their twenties hanging around all in tank tops and all pretty rugged looking. They were blocking the corridor and had been busting a younger couples balls, not really causing trouble just trying to be cool probably visiting someone in the building.
As we approached I hung back a little and watched smirking as Mark walked up to them. One of them said something to the rest and they made it a point to stand in front of Mark who with no hesitation walked right through them his shoulder hitting one of the kids and pushing him back. Mark kept walking as if nothing had happened. The kid went to say something but his friend grabbed his arm and as I passed by I heard him tell say;
"Dude are you nuts? That's Mark Phillips, guys got like three black belts and he's crazier than a pitbull."
"Yeah," Another kid added. "And look at his back my old man says he's a devil worshipper."
I caught up with Mark as we turned the corner to get to his apartment. I could see where Mark had earned his reputation there was a palpable aura of violence emanating from him. This was a glimpse of the Mark of old. The Mark that at one point had knocked over a dozen teeth out of the mouth of a drug dealer I had owed money to- the same one who had beaten Tommy- and mailed them to his brother who was the biggest dealer in town with a note saying; an eye for an eye a tooth for a tooth. No one fucks with my sister. This was the Mark that came within seconds of killing a man, and my poor judgment last night had set him off.
Mark had remained silent the entire walk down just staring straight ahead off into space. I let him be figuring he was still working himself down from the rush upstairs. When we entered the apartment Mark headed towards the bedroom. I was following close behind still enjoying the show and ready to jump him the second he went into the bedroom. When Mark was like this the sex would be hard and nasty and this horny girl was more than ready for it. We'd fuck first to take the edge off then we could talk.
Mark walked past the bedroom.
"Hey where are you going?" I asked.
"To shower." He replied as he kept walking.
I hesitated, he didn't seem like he was interested. Oh great, I thought to myself he was so upset he didn't want to fuck. That wasn't a good sign I mean turning his nasty big sister down in the first place was unheard of, but sex was a big part of how Mark got rid of that excess anger and he still seemed to be boiling over with it. When Mark got like this he would lock himself in his condo, even work from home for a day until he was sure he was calm. Of course he had been given medication for this but occasionally his rages got to the point that even the drugs didn't hold him back. As I watched him enter the bathroom I decided to do what he always did for me; give him what he was trying to pretend he didn't want or need.
Mark didn't bother closing the door just stripped his pants off and stepped into the steaming hot shower. I undressed quickly and entered the bathroom but stood outside the shower waiting for him to turn the water down. Mark always did a couple of minutes of scalding hot, followed by ice cold to "test his endurance" as he put it. I could see through the curtain and when I saw him adjust the water to a normal state I pulled the curtain aside and slipped in behind him.
"Hey little brother need some help?"
As I spoke I reached around and grabbed his cock. It was soft but after a few quick strokes it was huge and throbbing in my hand. I brought my other hand around and started fondling his balls. Leaning forward I kissed his wet back.
"I didn't ask you to come in here." He said softly.
"Oh come on now little brother. You don't want your big sister to get all dirty while she gets you clean?"
Mark reached down and grabbing my hands moved them from his cock.
"I mean it Meg I'm not in the mood."
I knew that tone and at the sound of it felt a wave of heat flow through my pussy. Oh yeah this nasty girl was going to get hers. I wrapped my arms around his waist and kissing his back again leaned my face against it, I could feel how tense he was. I couldn't leave him like this.
"Come on Mark, we both know what you need. Let me give it to you."
With that I grabbed his cock again noting that it had remained hard. I rested my head on his shoulder and whispered in his ear;
"Don't give me that you're not in the mood shit little brother. We both know damn well what you want and how you want it."
"Yeah sis?" Mark asked softly. "You know what I want?"
"Not just want, need."
I nipped his ear lobe hard with my teeth. Mark grunted but didn't move. I did however feel his cock twitch in my hand and his breath was picking up. He was ready to explode any minute now. I could even hear the tremble in his voice as he spoke again;
"And what do I need?"
Continuing to stroke his cock with my right hand I reached up with my left and grabbing his hair yanked his head back.
"You need to take what's yours Mark. You need to take your nasty girl fast and hard just like she needs it, like she wants it."
I bit his ear harder and held on long enough to hear his breath hiss between his teeth. As I did I dropped my other hand to his cock and squeezed it hard with both hands, hard enough to get a gasp out of him.
"Let's go little brother show me..."
I was cut off by Mark roughly slapping my hands off of him and spinning around so quickly I would have slipped and fell had he not caught me. I cried out in pain as what he caught me by was the barbells in my nipples. My hand flew back to catch the wall or my full weight would have been supported by just my tits.
"Don't listen do you slut?" He snarled at me. "Can't take no for an answer can you?"
That crazy look was back in his eyes and I knew this was just the beginning. My eyes were tearing from the pain flowing through my nipples but at the same time another surge of wetness gushed from my pussy. I gave him what he wanted;



"Please forgive me sir I just wanted to..."
I stopped as Mark grabbed me roughly by the chin turning my eyes up to meet his.
"Oh is that you're game today sis?"
Before I could answer Mark flicked his left hand out in a backhand slap catching both of my tits and sending another wave of pain through them.
"You want to be treated like one my fucking whore's?"
"A disobedient whore." I hissed out as he was squeezing my jaw too hard to open my mouth all the way.
"You want to see how I punish my little girl's sis?"
Our eyes were only inches apart and I had no doubt that I was going to feel this one for days to come. Putting out my lip I whimpered;
"Please don't hurt me sir I'll be good I..."
"Shut up whore, you're mouth should only be open to do the only thing you're good for!"
Mark's hand switched from my mouth to the back of my head. Stepping back he yanked my head forward and down at the same time placing his other hand on my stomach, bending me over but keeping me on my feet. He had brought my face down directly into his huge cock and had I not opened my mouth it would have been painful for both of us. As it was I almost gagged having it slammed in that hard. Mark grabbed my long wet hair with both hands and quickly wrapped it around his hands going until he had it pulled so tight my scalp was burning.
Holding my head still Mark slammed his prick repeatedly down my throat starting with short strokes that ended halfway, he quickly worked it until the entire length was being shoved in. I put my hands against his thighs and raked my nails down them. I was going to play meek but decided that in his present state Mark would prefer a fight. Letting go of my hair Mark grabbed my hands and yanking my arms up pinned them painfully behind my back. Shifting his grip so my wrists were being held by one of his hands he leaned over and with no warning plunged his finger deep into my ass and started working it roughly in and out.
I squealed around his cock. Because of what had happened to me I never had anal sex and even a finger was too much for me sometimes. I always let Mark do it because he was careful, well not this time. I squealed even louder as he pushed a second finger in there. Despite the pain it caused in my shoulders I dropped to my knees pulling my ass away from his fingers. This could turn hardcore even by our standards I might have to shut him down if he went for my ass again.
"Yeah that's right keep acting up you fucking slut." He sneered.
My back was close to the shower wall and Mark stepped forward pushing me into it, my back bending until my shoulders touched it. Mark let go of my arms and grabbing the back of my head started pumping his cock in and out of my mouth even harder than before. My head thumped against his hands as he viciously face fucked me. I reached up and grabbed his forearms gouging my nails into his skin.
"Oh yeah?" He asked with an evil smirk on his face. "You wanna play?"
With that Mark removed one of his hands from behind my head and pinched my nose shut. Between that and the ten plus inches of cock shoved down my throat I couldn't breathe. I didn't panic I simply dug my fingers into his arm harder and stared directly into his eyes. Mark stopped pumping my throat choosing to just leave it shoved in up to his balls. I was running out of air and could feel the blood starting to pound in my temples. Mark was waiting for me to whimper or stop squeezing. I did neither, instead I let go of his right arm and reaching up between his legs grabbed his balls and squeezed, not hard enough to hurt but enough to send the message. He could play but big sister still called the shots.
Mark's eyes widened slightly and despite the fact I was getting dizzy I winked at him. Mark stepped back suddenly pulling his cock from my mouth and causing me to fall forward onto my hands and knees gasping for breath.
"Need some air?" Mark asked. Pulling my head up by my hair he stood to the side and let the water from the shower hit me full stream in the face. I spluttered a little then yelped as Mark started pulling me up by my hair. I got my legs under me and stood up quickly. Before my brother could pull his next trick I threw my arms around his neck and jumped up wrapping my legs around his waist. Mark went back into the wall hard and as he did I braced my hand against it and reaching down and behind guided the tip of his cock to my sopping wet pussy and drove myself down on it.
"Oh damn!" I exclaimed. That was deep. I put my head on his shoulder and whispered; "Slow down little brother, just enjoy your sister's pussy, your favorite pussy."
Mark reached down and grabbing me by the cheeks of my ass started raising and lowering me onto his cock. I grabbed his arms feeling the muscles bulge as he pumped me up and down effortlessly.
"MMMM," I moaned. Goddamn he was strong. "That's right little brother enough games just let me..."
I let out a surprised yelp as Mark turned quickly and put me up against the wall. Holding me against it he started fucking the shit out of me driving his cock up deep inside of me.
"You'll do nothing but take it slut!"
Mark snapped as he continued to hammer me against the wall. I wrapped my arms around his neck and shoved my left tit into his mouth. He nipped it with his teeth causing me to cry out, and then started sucking it roughly in and out of his mouth, all the while pounding me even harder and faster.
"Oh that's right Mark just like that nice and hard just like I need it."
"Yeah? You think that's hard you nasty little bitch?"
Mark lifted me off of him and let me go. As soon as I put my feet down he caught my shoulders spinning me around. Grabbing my hips he pulled me towards him and drove his cock hard into me from behind.
"Oh Goddamn!" I yelled out.
I braced my hands against the wall as Mark pushed me in the back pressing my tits against the cold tiles. Mark was fucking me with long hard thrusts pulling almost all the way out before driving into me hard enough to make my shoulders hit the wall.
"Oh hell Yeah! Fuck me little brother just like that!"
"Yeah you like that you little slut?" Mark asked. He took his hand from my back and grabbing both hips started slamming me even harder.
"Go ahead Mark! Fuck me! Fuck me like I'm one of those little fucking pigs you bring home! Fuck your nasty sister treat her like the nasty fucking whore she is!"
"Yeah you want to get fucked like one of my little girls?" Mark asked in my ear.
"I want you to take this pussy little brother, just take it however you want it however you need it!"
"Oh yeah? we'll see about that."
Mark stopped fucking me, and grabbing me by my waist turned me to face the shower. He pushed me right up under the nozzle, and grabbing my arms pulled them up to the shower head. There was a hook directly over it.
"Grab that and hold on." Mark said in my ear.
I did as he said and reaching down Mark grabbed the backs of my thighs and lifted my legs up.
"Bend your knees you little skank."
I had no idea what he was doing but did as he said. I would take that cock back inside however he wanted to give it. As I did Mark pushed forwards his chest against my back until my knees hit the wall and I was pinned between the tiles and his chest his arms around my waist. In one smooth motion Mark angled his hips and thrust his enormous cock deep up inside my pussy.
"Oh fuck Mark!!" I screamed.
Yeah that was the word. I screamed. I had never felt his cock that deep before.
"Yeah you like that sis?"
My answer turned into a series of high pitched squeals as he started hammering his cock relentlessly up inside of me. I felt like a teenager getting it hard and fast for the first time. In all the years we had been going at it he had never fucked me in this position it was so deep it was painful, but felt incredible at the same time.
"Oh fuck yeah little brother!" I got out between squeals. "You fuck your nasty girl! You ohhh Yes!!!"
Mark slid his right hand between my legs, and pinched my swollen clit hard. As I let out a long drawn out moan Mark started twisting it between his fingers. Like the fucking, it was pain and pleasure at the same time. The pleasure however was definitely coming out on top. Within a couple of minutes I could feel an orgasm racing through me.
"Oh please keep fucking me! Oh just like that Mark, slam that fucking pussy! You're fucking pussy! Oh just... Oh oh Ohhh Yeahhh!"
I howled like an animal. There was no other way to put it. I tossed my head back and let out a scream that probably had the neighbors ready to call the cops. I pulled myself up and down on the hook helping Mark to fuck me even harder. As I continued to thrash against him Mark let out a loud moan of his own in my ear.
"Oh yeah, cum for me little brother!" I leaned my head back and turning my face into his kissed him hard. Mark returned the kiss while giving me a few more of those incredibly deep thrusts then pulled his mouth away as he let out a loud cry of his own.
"Oh yes!" I gasped as his cum shot up deep inside of me.
Mark pumped me several more times each time ended in another spurt of cum spraying up into me. I could feel it filling me to the point it was overflowing my pussy, and dripping down my thighs. Mark let out a long shuddering moan and let himself slump against me. Still holding the hook I slid my legs down to the floor then letting go almost went down my legs weak from that unbelievable fucking.
Mark wrapped his hands around my waist holding me up. As he did, he rested his head on my shoulder his breathing was heavy in my ear. I slowly pushed back then turning to face him put my arms around his shoulders and kissed him under the still running water. Mark returned the kiss for a moment, and then stepping back, sighed heavily. Shutting the water off he leaned against the wall still panting. The wild look was gone from his eyes. At this point he looked completely exhausted. He had barely slept and had worked out like an animal. How the hell he had still had it in him to fuck me like that was a testament to how worked up he had been.
"I also leaned against the opposite wall trying to catch my breath.
Goddamn little brother," I said in between breaths. "That was something even for us."
"Yeah, that it was."
As Mark answered he slid the curtain aside and stepping out of the shower wrapped a towel around his waist not bothering to dry off. Once again I noticed how tired he looked. Maybe I could get him to come back to bed. I wouldn't mind a little more sleep myself.
"You needed that didn't you little brother?"
I also stepped out, right into the towel Mark was holding up. I smiled as he wrapped it around me. He had been doing that for me since we had started playing and it was one of those little things that always made me feel spoiled.
"I did." He said, and then added. "I don't think you minded either."
I turned to face him and smirked.
"Hell no. This nasty girl is always up for a good hard fucking from that beautiful cock."
"Yeah?" Mark asked smiling. "You like when I fuck you like that, hard and nasty?"
I returned his smile. Feeling like I had really given him what he needed. Maybe we would be able to sleep a little then talk about last night.
"Like it? Little brother I love it!" I told him.
"Good." Mark said his smile changing from the one he always gave me to a smug little smirk. The one he used in court when he had just crossed up a witness. My heart sank as he finished;
"At least you love something about me."
With that he shook his head, and turning walked out of the bathroom.
"Mark please don't talk like that!" I called after him as I followed him towards his bedroom.
"You know I love you Mark it's just that..."
I stopped, as reaching his bedroom door he turned to face me.
"It's just what Meg?"
I stood there looking at him, realizing I wasn't sure what to say to him. I tried anyway;
"Well you know we've always loved each other, but.."
"I know." He cut me off. "We love like brother and sister, but fuck like lovers."
"Mark I'm sorry I..."
"Don't be."
He looked at me for a minute as if trying to decide what to say. Our eyes met, and I could see he was hurt. Swallowing hard he looked away from me and whispered;
"I guess I forgot the rules." He laughed softly without humor. "Forgot my place."
"Oh Mark come here."
I put my arms out to hug him, but he shook his head and opening his bedroom door took a deep breath and said softly;
"Don't worry sis it won't happen again."
I tried to take his hand but he pulled away.
"I need to be alone for awhile."
As I stood there with tears in my eyes, my heart aching for him he entered his bedroom, and closed the door behind him.
Turning away from the door I made my way into the living room and sat on the couch. As I tried to control my emotions I turned to look at the glass coffee table next to me. On it was a framed 8x10 photo of Mark and I when we were teenagers. The picture was just of our heads our faces pressed side by side. At that age our resemblance was unmistakable. I was flashing my best big crooked smile and Mark was smiling as well but it was a shy nervous one that I found adorable. It had been taken the day he had officially come to live with us. The day fate brought us together to take care of each other.
That was more than I could handle. I burst into tears putting my head in my hands to try to muffle my sobs so Mark wouldn't hear me. Not only had I broken his heart last night, but had just made it worse. I should have never fucked him. Mark had been right in the shower; I never took no for an answer, and even more when he had said that I had needed it to. I hadn't just fucked him for his benefit I had done it for me. To make myself feel better about hurting him, because it's what I wanted, and I always took what I wanted, at least where Mark was concerned. Megan you self centered bitch! I yelled at myself then just sat there and cried myself out.
When I had stopped I realized I had to get moving. I had to leave. Go see mom. It seemed like a terrible thing to do but staying here would just make things worse. Neither Mark nor I were good with dealing with emotions. Things could only go downhill from here. I went into the bathroom and took an actual shower, letting the hot water hit me and trying to let the steam clear my head. After I had finished I went into the guest bedroom where I had unpacked my things and put a bag together for the couple of days I would spend with mom and dad. Keeping in mind I would be with my parents I packed a couple of conservative outfits and dressed in a plain white skirt with a tank top and a white blouse to go over it to cover up my tattoo that mom had never been a fan of.
I put the bag by the door then went into Mark's office to grab the keys for the Lexus. I took them off the hook and was turning when a manila envelope on Mark's desk caught my eye. I didn't think it had been there yesterday but then again I had been more interested in the pictures on the desk than anything else. The envelope was addressed to Mark, but what had caught my eye was the senders address; Bloch and Price.
I knew that name. Bloch and Price was one of the largest law firms in Chicago and had represented Abigail several times when every once in awhile some overzealous politician or church group tried to shut the Black Flame down. Glancing out towards Mark's bedroom to make sure he hadn't come out. I quickly picked the envelope up and slid the letter out. The first part of it thanked Mark for coming out to see them last month. I narrowed my eyes last month? That's right I had gone to LA with Laura to visit her parents for a week.
My eyes widened as I read on. The letter was a detailed job offer. Salary, benefits, vacation, company car, and a signing bonus that was staggering. The letter ended with them saying they respected his honesty that he wasn't sure when he could give them an answer but they would appreciate it by the end of the month.
I put the letter down and sat there shaking my head in disbelief. Last night was no game, nor was it him rebounding from Samantha, my little brother had been waiting for me. Not just waiting but planning. Prepared to pick up and leave the only life he had ever known to go back home with me, to be with me. I carefully put the letter back where I found it knowing Mark would notice if they had been moved even a little bit.
I quickly got up and left his office in case he came out. My mind was racing as it had last night. I walked over to the door and put my hand on the knob. No, I couldn't just leave without saying goodbye to him. I went back over to his bedroom door and knocked softly.
"Mark?" No answer. I knocked a little louder.
"Hey little brother, you gonna come kiss your sister goodbye?"
I sighed then reaching down turned the knob half expecting it to be locked. It wasn't so I pushed the door open partway and stepped inside. The pungent aroma of nightshade incense struck me as soon as I entered the room. Because of the tapestries and black drapes Mark's bedroom was pitch black even during the day. The candelabra's were lit as well as a half dozen candles spread out around the room. Mark was sitting naked cross legged on the bed his hands resting palm up on his knees.
Mark's eyes were closed and he was chanting softly in Latin. I quietly approached the bed and listened. Mark was reciting the Inno A Satana; a long poem that he usually sang. I closed my eyes focusing on his words. Mark and I had both become fluent in Latin by our late teens. Mine was a bit rusty but Mark used it all the time even taking all his notes in court in Latin so no one else could read or use them.
Hearing where Mark was in the poem, I waited until he started the next verse and joined in. At the sound of my voice Mark's eyes opened halfway to look at me. I got onto foot of the bed sitting in the same position he was in. Mark didn't miss a word, and the two of us sat chanting looking into each other's eyes. After another verse Mark put his hands out. I put my hands into his and closed my eyes. I continued to sing softly but Marks voice grew louder, and stronger taking the lead. His Latin was flawless and I could feel the strength emanating from him.
I let myself get lost in Mark's voice, I was singing along but my focus was on him. The song reached its climax and I raised my voice with his for the last stanza. We stopped and I took several long deep breaths, when I opened my eyes Mark was staring at me. Still holding his hands I leaned over and kissed him softly on the lips. Mark closed his eyes, and sighed.
"Going Meg?" He asked.
"Yeah, I told mom noon."
"Okay." He nodded and getting off the bed slipped on the black robe that was on the bed next to him.
We left the room and I turned to look at him. He seemed better, well calmer at least. We looked at each other silently. I was not used to things being awkward between us.
"Hey Mark I'm taking mom to lunch you want to come?"
"No, you go alone she's missed you."
"She misses you too you know."
Mark shrugged and I asked;
"Mark what's going on with you and dad?"
"Better you don't know." He said simply.
"Mark..." I started.
"Let it go sis." Mark sighed and looking away whispered. "I'm sorry Megan."
"Why are you sorry?" I asked.
"I was kind of rough earlier and I got carried away and I..." He exhaled loudly. "It made me think of that night that..."
I instantly put my finger to his lips.
"First off little brother," I began. "We don't talk about that night. Ever. Second you didn't do anything I didn't want you to..." I put my arms around his neck.
"And last of all Mark I'm sorry about last night. I didn't mean to upset you I just..." Once again I was unsure of just what to say.



"Megan I..."
Mark started then stopping put his hands up in a helpless gesture. I simply hugged him tight. At first Mark put his arms around me, but seemed stiff. I continued to hold him refusing to let him go. After what seemed like an eternity I felt his body relax into mine, and he hugged me back putting his face into my neck.
"Listen Mark," I whispered in his ear. "We've both got a lot to say but don't know how to say it. And I've already screwed up twice. I don't want to hurt you or fight. I'm going to go with mom and dad and that will give us time to clear our heads. I'll come back Tuesday and we'll go out to dinner and talk okay?"
"Okay." He stepped back.
"You going to be alright Mark?"
"I'll be fine sis. I always am."
I smiled and told him;
"I love you little..." Shit! I thought as I caught myself. "Mark." I finished.
He returned the smile sadly.
"I love you to... sis."
*
This concludes the first part of Siblings with Benefits. First off I would like to thank the many of you who have been following my series from the beginning and have taken the time to vote, and also a heartfelt thank you to those of you who have chosen to take the time to write to me. I have only been writing for a short time and your kind supportive remarks have meant a lot to me.
I have received many compliments about how "Story driven" this series is which is a big deal to me, as that is what I have been striving for. I tell anyone who will listen that; "My smut has depth dammit!"
In Chapter 10 Megan will go back to her parent's house where many years ago she seduced her brother and this story truly began. The subsequent chapters (I do not know how many as I write where the story takes me and do not outline far in advance) will take us through a six month period of time during the first year Mark and Megan were sleeping together. These Chapters will be written differently with the introduction of several characters and a lot of interaction with them. It will also show both the beginning of Megan's decline into addiction and Mark's growing darkness as well.
In closing I would also like to send a shout out to a very supportive fellow author who goes by the handle Fist of fury. If you are a fan of my stories and Incest stories in general and have not read his "A Back Rub For Julia" series then you need to! This series definitely sets a high bar for other authors in this category! If you want to find it quick Part one is in my favorite's page.
Once again thank you so much for your support!
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I left Mark's house with a heavy heart. For the first time that I could remember I was walking away from my brother with a sense that things were not right between us. Well first time since I had been sober, as of course we'd had our share of disagreements in the past but they had generally revolved around my addiction and the actions it caused. Especially that terrible night that triggered the worst.... I instantly pushed that thought away I would not relive that night ever, and neither would Mark although he had come close not more than a half hour ago before I had left.
I felt terrible leaving Mark that way. My brother was heartbroken and probably humiliated as well. There was no doubt that he wouldn't sleep worth a damn for the next couple of nights, hell that would probably hold true for myself as well, but time apart would be the best thing for both of us right now. Besides if I wasn't there I couldn't hurt him again. The only good thing was that he didn't seem angry anymore. I had been able to help with that anyways; at my own cost however, as I realized my pussy was still sore. Goddamn he had fucked me hard! Even though I know I had made things worse by fucking him, it was better to have Mark feeling a little down compared to ready to start breaking things. Well that was me; always ready to take one for the team.
I turned up the radio in Mark's Lexus; the $40,000 Luxury car his firm paid for that he hardly ever drove and pushed all thoughts of last night and this morning's drama from my mind. Not that I didn't know that my brother's offering of his heart hadn't instantly become the most important thing in my life right now, but I needed time to clear my head. I drove through the still familiar streets of Providence doing a very good job of staring straight ahead, and not playing the "And that's where this horrible event happened" game.
When I arrived at my old home sweet home mom was waiting for me on the porch like an excited little kid. I have to say for a woman pushing seventy mom moved pretty damn good, as I had barely gotten out of the car when she had reached it to throw her arms up around my neck and give me an enormous hug hello. I felt another of those waves of emotion that I had been prone to lately come over me. This one however was a pleasant one as I realized just how much I had missed my mother.
Mom squeezed me surprisingly hard for a woman who stood five foot even and may have weighed all of 110 pounds. I lowered my head to hers, and gave her a kiss. Mom finally let me go and stood back beaming at me and telling me how wonderful I looked. I smiled and thanked her knowing full well I could look like shit but compared to some of the states mom had seen me in years ago she would take anything as long as I was healthy.
Lunch was wonderful. We talked about everything and nothing as we had appetizers right down to desert and coffee sitting in the restaurant for over two hours. Mom expressed her disappointment about Laura. They had met when I flew mom down for her birthday six months ago and had hit it off well. Then again my mother was one of those people that if you didn't get along with her there was something wrong with you.
That was the great thing about mom; she didn't get into things more than she had to. I know she didn't quite understand why I would be with a woman especially when my last relationship had been with a man and my next could be either. As far as mom was concerned the only thing that mattered was if they could make me happy. Unfortunately the person who could do that or at least do it for more than a few months at a time had not been discovered yet; although the one who could very well be that person had just declared his intentions but there was more involved there than just making me happy. The woman in front of me for instance, what would we tell...
Speaking of mom, she cut into my fog, and asked me what was wrong and don't bother lying because she could see there was something on my mind. I brushed it off telling her I was still a little down over Laura and was just tired in general having been working nonstop for the last couple of months. Mom warned me to take care of myself, and not get to worn down. I told her not to worry adding to myself that especially over the last few hours my needs had pretty much been the only ones I had seemed concerned with.
As we sat and finished our coffee I found myself filled with a sense of gratitude, that I could still have this with mom. That all those years that I had put her through so much and treated her like a stranger, and that seeing me in such terrible states had never affected her love for me. Laura had been right; remember the good stuff. Mom did. Truth be told, I wish I could talk to her about what was on my mind at the moment, but the subject of my little brother being in love with me and wondering how I felt about it might not go over to well. I was also holding back my news about Walsh wanting to wait until dad was there as well.
After lunch we went shopping where I noticed that Mom seemed to be really watching what she was buying. After a couple of hints I finally came out and asked if they were okay and mom admitted they had been having some trouble making ends meet on dads pension and their social security. Ignoring her protests I loaded up the carriage and paid for everything. I also wrote her a check for $500 and told her I wouldn't take no for an answer. They had taken care of me for years, adopted me and loved me as their own. I was proud to be in a position to help them. Dad was too proud to ask for or accept help, but mom was to smart not to. I knew for a fact Mark had helped her in the past as well.
Speaking of Mark, that was the next topic of conversation. Granted since he had moved out and especially since the Megan caused arguments between Mark and dad had begun it's not like Mark was what you would call a dutiful son, but he would keep in touch. A call once a week, and an occasional visit for a cup of coffee. Not a lot but enough to keep mom happy. Now however weeks would go by and mom had to be the one to keep calling.
Mom was very proud of my brother and bragged to her friends constantly about her good looking son the lawyer. A year ago Mark had made New England magazine's list of eligible bachelors and mom had carried around a copy of the magazine in her purse for weeks. According to her she had no idea what dad and Mark had fought about, just that dad wouldn't say what it was telling her she was better of never knowing what her "son" and mom said he had stressed "her" son was capable of. For all dads bluster and bullshit my mother was everything to him and for him not to share something with her was big. What the hell had Mark done? I told her I would try to get an answer before I left whether I really could with the other more important situation looming I wasn't sure, but I owed it to her to make an attempt.
After shopping we returned to mom's house where we sat on the porch for awhile and reminisced about how things were when Mark and I were teen agers and some of the things we had done. It was hard sometimes to keep a straight face, when mom would keep saying how she had always loved how close Mark and I were. Tell me what a good big sister I was to him when he came to live with us, how I took good care of him. I had to agree that many were the nights that I had taken very good care of my little brother.
Despite the Mark situation I had to say I was having a pretty good day. That changed for a bit when dad finally came home. By then mom and I had gone in and were having a cup of tea in the parlor. I saw dad pull up into the driveway alongside Mark's Lexus and got up to go to the door to surprise him when I noticed he was still sitting in the car staring at the house. Dad took out his cell phone and a moment later mom's phone started to ring where it sat on the coffee table.
I had reached down and grabbed it still wanting to catch dad by surprise so I answered. The surprise was on me and it was not a pleasant one, when as I started to answer dad snapped into the phone;
"Denise, what is that fucking animal doing in my house?"
I was speechless. Not just at the words themselves but the sheer animosity in them. I had never heard my father sound like that before. It hadn't occurred to me that Dad would obviously assume it was Mark in Mark's car.
"Denise?"
"Sorry Dad," I replied. "I'll get going, just stopped in to say hi."
There was silence on the other end for a minute and finally dad said;
"Megan? Oh my god honey I'm sorry. I'll be right in."
I met dad at the door and we hugged a bit awkwardly. He apologized again saying he would never talk to his "little girl" like that. In spite of the ugliness I had just heard from him, hearing dad call me his little girl always made me happy. I had given him another hug at that point, a real one, and whispered in his ear, that I loved him, and we could talk about what had just happened later. Dad pulled me to him tighter and said fine but for now he just wanted to see his beautiful daughter. The polar opposite of mom, dad was tall just over six feet and still pretty solid going to the gym a couple of times a week and golfing whenever he could afford it. I let myself fold into him for a couple of minutes enjoying being close to him.
Unfortunately my actions had strained my father and I's relationship more so than it had with mom. A huge part of that was that Dad was aware of much more that had went on. My father had bailed me out of many situations and always gave me the "don't tell your mother". It was a chain reaction, mom knew some, dad knew more, and Mark? Well he had seen more than even my father could imagine. As I stayed in my father's embrace I couldn't imagine the pain I had put him through. I remember standing there next to dad in court, my head down in shame as the judge not only read off the charge of prostitution, but mentioned that it had not been the first time. Hallmark doesn't make father's day cards that celebrate occasions like that.
We sat around the parlor for awhile and I kind of repeated some of the same things I had already said to mom including Laura which dad was more than okay with. My father isn't quite a bible thumper but is pretty devout and considers homosexuality a sin. As a matter of fact one of the first-there were a few- times he had thrown me out of the house was when he had found out I had been seeing Betty as more than a friend. Of course the fact he had found out by walking in on us may have added to the emotion of the moment. After a half hearted "that's too bad" about Laura, the conversation moved on to Chicago in general.
By then it was after six and mom offered to cook. After dad made a crack about he thought the point was to get me to stay, I offered to take them out to his favorite place Twin Oaks. Over dinner I told them about Walsh and they were both beside themselves. I did notice however that when mom made the comment that it was wonderful that both their kids were so successful that dad gave her a look. I always thought it was sweet mom called Mark her son. He hadn't come to live there until he was almost sixteen and was out just shy of twenty, but that didn't matter to mom. If I was her daughter and Mark my brother, then of course he was her son.
Dad on the other hand had never really bonded with Mark. Don't get me wrong dad tried to be good to him and genuinely felt terrible about what Mark had been through, however there was something about Mark that dad never really trusted. Eventually dad told me that he had just felt that they had gotten Mark too late. That unlike myself who for all I had been through still came to live with them fairly young with a chance at a normal life, Mark was already damaged beyond repair. Dad used to say that when he would look into Mark's eyes he got the impression that there was something dark behind them, that he wasn't quite right. Four years later after the Max incident dad had looked like a prophet.
Once back at the house dad disappeared to watch the ten o'clock news as he had every night for god knew how long, and mom and I sat in the kitchen. When mom started nodding off at the table I told her to go to bed. She looked like a disappointed little kid saying she could stay up. I told her don't worry about it, I was there until Tuesday, so we would have plenty of time. Mom gave me a kiss and headed off to bed. I drifted into the den and told dad I was going upstairs to bed. Before I left he apologized again for earlier, I saw an opening but it was late and it had been a long enough day. I did tell him that I wanted to take him for lunch tomorrow, just the two of us. Dad said okay but with a look that told me he knew what I would be trying to discuss.
I was heading upstairs when mom caught me and handed me towels, telling me they didn't really use the shower upstairs anymore, I thanked her and had started up when mom called up to me and told me that they had found a box of some old papers and books a few months ago in the attic that were mine, and she had put them in the closet for whenever I might visit. She said they didn't look to important, but thought I might want to take a look through.
Standing in the doorway of my old bedroom I was struck by a wave of nostalgia. The fact that the room still looked almost identical to how it was when I first moved out at the age of 22 helped add to that feeling. I looked around slowly, my old bureau was still there along with the desk that dad had made for me when I was twelve. Looking up I smiled, at fifteen my parents had let me paint the entire ceiling into a forest mural complete with birds and small animals of every type. The forest had a bittersweet meaning for me. When I was a young girl, back when we were still with my biological mother I had created it as fantasy world where I actually had friends and places to go. Three years later when I was ten and being molested it became a safe haven in my mind where I would run to when my foster father was having his way with me.
By the end I had withdrawn so much I barely even felt his attacks just lied there and went away. The smile left my face and was replaced by a quick burst of bitterness. I closed my eyes and took a few deep breaths allowing the feeling to pass. I had been saved from that life and anything that had happened since I had brought down upon myself the past was the past. I walked into the room and putting my bag down sat on the edge of the bed.
I kicked off my sandals and lied back staring up at the forest remembering my first few nights here when I was eleven. Mom slept in the bed with me the entire first week and for a couple of weeks after that would stay with me until I fell asleep. She had bought me a stuffed Scooby Doo (my all time favorite) and I would hold Scooby and she would hold me. It was the first time in my life I had felt safe from the nightmares and memories. Years later they would resurface with a vengeance and it was my brother Mark who would hold me and make it okay.
I remembered lying on this bed sobbing into Scooby when I was sixteen had my first break up. There were of course numerous memories of Mark and myself. I remember the first night that his nightmares had gotten so bad I heard him scream from the other side of the adjoining bathroom and went into his bedroom. That was the first night we had slept together, fully dressed, just me holding him with his face nestled into my chest and me playing with his hair telling him that I understood, that it would be better now that his big sister was there to take care of him.
Of course things would change quickly and within a couple of years it would be Mark taking care of me for well right up to now. Thinking of Mark for the first time since I had left him this morning I felt that I had truly come full circle. Almost twenty years ago I had lied in this bed, sometimes with Mark next to me, sleeping soundly in his big sister's arms and thought of taking him, of the two of us crossing that line and giving each other what we needed. Now here I was thinking once again of my brother and the crossing of an altogether different line. The final one, when it was just sex it was a dirty little game that we could stop or start anytime we wanted to, a game we had been playing for years.
To have it become more however, to be about a life together was a different matter altogether. How could we pull it off? Granted in Chicago people didn't know I had a brother, and apparently Mark was willing to come down there, but what about my parents? For that matter, what if anyone ever found out? Mark had made enemies throughout his career, powerful ones, and the kind that could use something like that to destroy him. I was also just starting to really get my career going. Granted I painted and travelled in some strange circles, but even amongst the goth and occult circles incest wasn't exactly acceptable behavior.
I felt a pang of sadness at the thought of Mark. I could just picture him now lying in that amazing bed alone, unable to sleep, staring up at his reflection and probably thinking of me, and how I had rejected him. I could tell by the way we had said goodbye that Mark assumed that I didn't want him. That wasn't necessarily true I had just never considered it, and he obviously had been thinking of it for quite some time. I tried calling Mark to see if he was okay, and to tell him good night, when he didn't answer I sent a text;
"Goodnight my beautiful little brother."
A few minutes later the phone vibrated with his reply of;
"Sweet dreams my sister."
I felt hurt he hadn't answered the phone, but at least he had replied.
As I put the phone down I saw that it was only eleven o'clock. I got up and getting undressed put on a pink night shirt that Laura had bought me and that I would only wear for her when I felt like being cute. I hated sleeping in anything but the idea of sleeping naked in the folks house seemed odd somehow. But sleeping with your brother had been okay though? I asked myself shaking my head. I was and always will be a sick puppy.
Lying back down on the bed I began to prove that theory as closing my eyes I once again envisioned Mark lying on those blood red satin sheets. I sighed, it wasn't fair that I was in town and we were lying in separate bedrooms. I should be there with him, my long ivory legs wrapped around his tanned flesh. That massive cock buried deep inside of my needy little pussy. Of course that would be after our tongues had worked their magic over each other's bodies. I slid my hand down and pulling the night shirt up to my hips dipped my fingers down into my already wet slit.
"Oh that's it little brother," I whispered. "Lick your nasty sister's pussy, oh yeah just like that."
I slid my second hand down to begin to caress my clit thinking not back in the old bed for more than twenty minutes and already playing with myself. It really was just like the old days, well the days before Mark came along anyways when this nasty girls only real form of release was playing with myself. As I slowly teased my clit with just my fingernail, I thought back on yesterday; how Mark had spoiled me start to finish especially in the bedroom. Last night we had relived the first night that we had been together, the night I had come in and taken what I wanted.
Continuing on that train of thought it wasn't long after that first weekend that Mark started learning how to get what he wanted. I had told him that I would always call the shots, and for the most part I did, but my little brother had certainly had his moments. Stroking my clit a little more firmly I thought back to the first time that I had let Mark take me in my bed, I had really tried not to give in but my little brother had been very persuasive.
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It was eleven o'clock on Saturday night and I was totally exhausted. Normally this was early for me, but after working four pm to close last night at Vinnie's and pulling a ten to ten shift today I was completely wiped out. I'd even turned down an invitation to go down to JR's Fast lane with a couple of other girls and Jack, the thirty year old blonde bartender who'd been hitting on me like it was going out of style the last couple of weeks. There could definitely be a night in Jack's future, but it wasn't tonight.
There was no one home when I got there, Mark had a karate tournament somewhere in Mass and the folks had gone to watch. I'd felt bad I couldn't go Mark hadn't lost a match yet, nor had the guy he was facing tonight, but work had needed me and I needed the money to pay for the 1981 Camaro dad had helped me buy last year. My parents had put the money down but the payments were mine. I went upstairs and after taking a long hot shower, slid on a pair of purple panties and a blue night shirt that had Scooby doo on it that Mark always made fun of, and crawled into bed.
I must have went right out, as I awoke to the sound of the shower running in the bathroom. Mark must have just come home. I thought briefly of getting up to ask him how he made out, but was so tired I felt drugged and my legs and feet were killing me. I'd talk to him in the morning besides who was I kidding? Of course Mark had won. No one took my little brother. I closed my eyes only to open them again what seemed like minutes later when I heard Mark tap on the bathroom door.
"Hey sis you awake?" He called softly from the door way.
"No." I answered groggily as I opened my eyes and saw him standing in the bathroom doorway.
Apparently Mark took that as a yes and came strolling over to the bed. I have to say as tired as I was my brother did get my eyes to open all the way. Mark was wearing just a pair of black shorts and damn did he look fine. Working out with a personal trainer Mark had added at least another ten pounds of pure muscle to what had already been an amazing build. His chest and shoulders showed most of this and as usual his perfect six pack stomach never failed to make me want to lick my lips.
I had left my blinds halfway up to get some of the cool night air and there was a fair amount of light coming through from the street lights. In it I could see the reflection of Mark's back in my bureau mirror. Mark had gotten a summer bonus from the construction company he had been working with and had gotten an enormous Baphomet tattoo that covered just about his entire back. My parents had freaked, however not as much as they would when they eventually saw the smaller version that Mark had paid for me to get on the small of my back. The tattoo was less than two weeks old and looked incredible on his muscular back.
As Mark sat on the edge of my bed I could smell the Prestige after shave he was wearing, the one I had gotten him last Christmas. Putting after shave on this late made me think little brother was looking for something. Well he could keep looking, I was beat and we had never done it in my bed. I preferred his in case god forbid we ever got caught I would tell dad I had come to Mark. Looking at his face I also noticed Mark hadn't shaved in a couple of days, sporting the "bad boy" look he always favored for the nights of his tournaments. Mark's hair was wet and he hadn't brushed it leaving that tousled look that I loved on him. Not for the first time I was amazed at how absolutely beautiful my brother really was.
I propped myself up on one elbow and smiled tiredly at him.
"So you win as usual killer?"
Mark flashed that smug smirk that had been showing up on his face more and more often these days.
"Damn straight knocked his punk ass out in the third round."
"Good for you little brother." I told him then covered my mouth as I yawned.
"Tired sis?"
"I'm wiped Mark."
"Oh," He said sounding disappointed. "I was kind of hoping we could... you know."
I shook my head.
"First off little brother, I am waaay to tired, and second of all you know damn straight I decide when, not you."
Mark rolled his eyes.
"Why is that?"
"Because I'm the big sister." I told him unable to avoid smiling at that.
"C'mon Meg I'm horny." He gave me that adorable shy smile. The one that only I ever got to see. "Please? I thought about you all night."
"I'll bet you did you naughty boy, but the answers no." When he nodded sadly, I added; "Besides Mark seriously we can't all the time and we just did a couple of nights ago no?"
"Yeah I guess."
I pushed myself up to a sitting position and leaning forward gave him a hug. Damn he smelled and felt fantastic.
"Good night little brother."
I gave him a quick kiss on the lips as I pulled away from him and rolled over onto my side facing away pretty much telling him that there would be nothing.
"Goodnight sis." He said, but made no move to leave the bed.
Finally after a couple of minutes I sighed and said;
"Mark? If you want to stay in here with me then that's fine. Just curl on up next to me and go to sleep, but that's it okay?"
"Okay." Mark answered as he slipped under the sheet and lied down behind me. Rather than curl up and put his arm behind my waist the way he usually did Mark started lightly trailing his fingers along my neck and sliding them under the shoulder of my nightshirt.
"Be good little brother."
"I'm trying to be." Was his answer as he moved my hair and softly kissed the back of my neck. The kiss along with his touch sent a chill through me.
"Mark please, I..."
"You don't have to beg sis." Mark said as he playfully nibbled my ear.
. His hand went around and cupped my left tit through the nightshirt, his fingers quickly finding my nipple.
"Move your hand Mark if your horny you should have went and found Krissy. Or is she not around?"
"I could have."
As he answered he removed his hand from my nipple but continued nuzzling my neck.
"But I really wanted you." He paused to suck on my neck causing me to gasp without meaning to. "I wanted to come home and fuck my hot big sister."
This time his hand dropped to my thigh and started sliding up my nightshirt. When he reached my panties he began to try to work his fingers inside, all the while gently kissing and sucking the soft flesh between my neck and shoulder. I felt my pussy getting wet, and almost let him continue, a nice orgasm, a good fuck, and then curl up and... No. I had made the rules and I would keep them. I grabbed his forearm inwardly groaning at good the muscles there felt, and pulled his hand from under the shirt.
"Mark no, okay? I'm tired and everything hurts." I did feel kind of bad though. "Tell you what maybe tomorrow morning we can slip off to your room and we can play then."
"I guess."
With a sigh I felt him lie down next to me. After a moment he said;
"Sorry you're sore."
"That's okay I'll be better tomorrow. Good night little brother I..Ohhh that's nice." I let out as Mark reached his hand under my hair and started rubbing the back of my neck.
'Yeah?" Mark shifted his position and putting both his hands on my shoulders started to knead the sore muscles with his fingers. "How's that?"
"Oh damn that feels good."
"Hey sis roll over I'll give you a back rub."
A back rub, with those strong hands! Oh did that sound great! I rolled over onto my stomach, propping my head up on my folded arms. Taking his cue Mark sat up and tossed the sheet off.
"Take this off." He said tugging on the night shirt.
"Mark I told you..."
"C'mon sis it won't feel as good with the shirt on."
He had a point there.
"Fine," I told him. "But my panties stay on."
Mark pushed the night shirt up to my shoulders and over my head and I slid further down on the bed stretching my long legs all the way out. I knew damn well Mark's eyes would be glued to my ass in the purple lace panties. To prove my point he whispered;
"Damn you got a hot fucking body sis."
"Yeah, well you're sister's hot bodies all sore and achy." I said in my little girl voice. "And somebody with nice strong hands said they'll make it all better."
"My pleasure." Mark said, and swinging his leg over to straddle my legs started to rub my back.
Trust me the pleasure was all mine as for the next half hour my brothers amazing hands worked their way across my shoulders and neck, and then slowly inch by inch down the length of my back, and even all the way down my out stretched arms. I had never felt anything non sexual feel so damn good! As I lied there I was aware that I was letting out soft moans as if I was having sex.
"Ohhhh little brother," I cooed. "You are being sooo good to your sister right now."
"Oh trust me sis were just getting started." He whispered in my ear as he leaned over.
Mark slid further down towards the foot of the bed and as he did I could feel the length of his huge cock pressing against the back of my leg through his shorts. I let out a groan that had nothing to do with the back rub as I felt that this shorts were wet from his dripping cock. Oh this was not fair I thought. Of course compared to what he started doing next that was nothing. As Mark moved further down, his powerful hands massaging the backs of my thighs. Leaning he began slowly kissing my back. Soft little kisses that started at my left shoulder went across to the right and then starting at the back of my neck made a slow trail all the way down towards my ass.
"Damn this is a sexy spot for this." Mark said as he kissed the new tattoo on my back.
"I...Ohhh you bad boy." I moaned as he started kissing and sucking on the left side of my ass.
Oh this was not good, I was going to give in there was no way around it. To his credit Mark made no sign to hurry, instead he stopped kissing my ass and continued to work his way slowly down my legs rubbing the sore muscles behind my knees and then getting off the bed and kneeling on the floor spent a good long time massaging my calves Oh god did that feel wonderful. Oh this nasty girl was going to have to give her little brother a treat for this.
"Damn that was great Mark I..."
I was cut short again as Mark grabbed my right foot between his hands and started massaging my incredibly sore heel. I lied there in a state of complete bliss as Mark moved from the heel to the ball of my foot and then using his strong fingers worked the soft flesh at the base of each toe. I could feel my panties soaking through and with my legs spread open I'm sure my brother could see it if he was looking, and I'd be disappointed if he wasn't. If my pussy was dripping then, it positively gushed as I felt my brother's tongue lightly run across the bottom of my foot.
"Ohhh," I moaned.
I knew Mark liked my feet, and had enjoyed working his cock with them before as well as once letting him suck my toes through my stockings, but this was the first time I had felt his tongue on them like this.
"Yeah, look at you licking your sisters sexy feet you are a bad boy oh Mark!"
I gasped out as he sucked my big toe into his mouth and swirled his tongue around. I wanted to reach down and start playing with myself, but I'm sure my brother would be getting there soon because at this point I knew I would be letting him. As I moaned in pleasure Mark worked each one of my toes in and out of his mouth. When he grabbed the other foot I couldn't take anymore.
"Let me roll over so I can watch."
I quickly rolled onto my back and propped myself up on a pillow to watch the show. Mark grabbed my right foot and as I watched, looking me in the eye the entire time slowly ran his tongue across the tips of my toes, before gently sucking them one by one into his mouth. I let out a soft moan and started playing with my nipples, my hips slowly pumping up and down on the bed.
"Oh little brother, you know where your sister needs that tongue."
Mark removed my foot from his mouth and smirked at me.
"Thought you were tired."
"Don't get smart little brother, just finish what you started."
"Yeah sis?" Mark asked as he stood up exposing the huge bulge that looked as if it were ready to rip through his shorts. "You want your little brother to take care of you?"
"I want you to take that big fucking cock out, and crawl up here and suck on your sister's pussy little brother that's what I want."
Mark didn't have to be told twice. Quickly pulling his shorts down to let his massive dripping prick spring free, he got onto the bed and reaching down grabbed the waist of my panties. I raised my hips for him and as soon as he took them off Mark knelt between my thighs and using his fingers spread my pussy open and lightly blew on my clit. I pumped my hips shoving my pussy into his face.
"Oh don't tease little brother."
Mark placed his hands on my thighs to hold my hips down and after gently kissing my swollen clit whispered;
"Easy sis it's not a race. Just lie back and enjoy."
I was going to tell him to just fucking make me cum, but smiling at me from between my thighs he added softly;
"Just let your little brother take good care of his sexy big sister's sweet little pussy"
How could I resist that? I have to admit that as impatient as I was Mark more than made it worth the wait. As I lied their more relaxed than I could ever remember being my little brother proceeded to gently lick, suck and tease my clit like he never had before, like no one ever had before. Keeping my lips spread open Mark alternately swirled his tongue in delightfully slow circles around my clit, then would gently pinch it between his fingers and rub it between them as his soft tongue probed the entrance to my incredibly hot pussy.
When Mark suddenly teased his tongue across my ass, I gasped in surprise, both at the fact that he would do it and at how good it felt. Because of my past I never let anyone near there, but I had to say that felt pretty damn good never mind the taboo of it.
"Do it again." I told him then let out a squeal as this time he pushed his tongue directly into my tight little ass.
"Ohhh look at you tonguing your nasty sister's ass oh you are a naughty little brother aren't you?"
And you're a nasty girl I told myself, lying here in your bed with your little brother between your thighs, licking not just your pussy but that spot that I had sworn would forever be off limits. My fingers made their way to my nipples. As much as I enjoyed Mark taking his time I needed to cum so badly at this point I all but whimpered;
"Oh please little brother let your big sister cum nice and hard for you."
I moaned loudly as Mark finally slid first one finger into my sopping pussy then as he began sucking my clit hard and fast into his mouth added a second.
"Oh yeah Mark that's it nice and fast nice and... Oh!"
Mark had slid one of his fingers from my pussy and had pushed just the tip into my ass. He stopped holding it there waiting, as he did he slowed down the pace of his sucking and fingering, he was waiting for me to tell me if it was okay. Not only couldn't I believe how good it felt, but more importantly I didn't feel nervous at all, my brother would never hurt me he only wanted to please me.
"Go ahead little brother," I told him. "Just go nice and easy work it in... ohhhh yeahhhh,"
Mark slid his finger all the way in then slowly began working it in and out twisting his finger as he did so. After a few times he started pumping his finger out of my pussy in the same rhythm the sensation was incredible, I let out an exceptionally loud moan as Mark pressed his fingers against each other through the thin flesh between my pussy and ass.
"Shhh!" Mark hissed.
There was no way I could keep quiet at this point. Grabbing my pillow I covered my face and started pinching my nipples harder than before.
"Do it Mark," I told him my voice muffled. "Finger your sister's ass and make her scream, make her cum in that pretty face of yours, get this nasty girl off the way she needs it!"
Tossing caution to the wind Mark started thrusting both of his fingers in and out faster and harder at the same time sucking my clit into his mouth and swirling his tongue against it in quick hard circles. I could feel the orgasm starting to flow through me, I wrapped my thighs around Marks head and arched my hips off the bed. For a moment that seemed like an eternity I hung there right on the edge then;
I came like I never had before, ass off the bed, hips thrusting, and screaming into the pillow like a wild animal. Wave after wave of the most intense pleasure crashed through me as I bucked my hips grinding my pussy into my little brother's face. Somehow Mark continued to lick and work his fingers and just as that incredible orgasm started to fade another one flowed through my pleasure wracked body sending another wave of spasms through my hips and thighs, and causing a noise that could only be described as a howl come from deep within me.
My body stayed totally rigid every muscle involved in my orgasm before with a tiny whimper I collapsed back into the bed panting as if I had just run a marathon.
"Oh... oh my god... oh Mark..."
I couldn't even speak. With what felt like the last of my strength I pulled the pillow away from my now sweating face and looked down at Mark who was grinning like the Cheshire cat. Hell at this point he could be as smug as he wanted to be. I moaned softly as he slid his fingers from inside of me.
"Yeah you like that sis?"
"Oh yeah," Was all I could manage to get out.
"Good." Mark said then the grin changed to a nasty little smirk that I don't remember seeing in him before. "Because now I get to cum."
Moving so quickly he caught me by surprise Mark slid up the bed and with no hesitation plunged his enormous cock into me. My legs had been draped over his shoulders and as Mark had come up my knees had bent over his shoulders and now my legs were bent back almost past my head.
"Oh my fucking..." I started to yell and was silenced by Marks hand covering my mouth.
Mark started fucking the shit out of me. As slow and easy as he had worked my body was now as hard and fast as he was taking me. Mark's cock was going so deep I could feel his balls hitting my ass as he drilled me harder than I could have ever imagined. I was also aware that Mark covering my mouth was turning me on. I had fantasized many times in the past about being taken. I had always thought there was something wrong with me considering I had spent part of my childhood being raped, but for whatever reason the thought had always done it for me I had even masturbated to it. Now here was my brother with his hand wrapped around my face and fucking me so hard that I was squealing into it.
I could tell Mark was into it as well and not just by the look on his face as even though he had only been fucking me for a couple of minutes I could sense that he was already getting close to cumming. I reached up and wrapped my arms around his neck pulling him even closer to me causing my legs to push back even further and my brothers long thick cock to plunge even deeper into my tight little pussy that despite the painful fucking it was getting was gushing around his cock with every thrust.
"Oh damn Oh..." Mark started to gasp.
Mark had moaned almost as loudly as I had and taking my hand I shoved it over his mouth. Apparently Mark got the same thrill out of it as it pushed him completely over the edge. With that adorable little whimper he always made just before he came, Mark's eyes rolled back in his head and he let loose with a tremendous spurt of cum ,oh god how this nasty girl loved it when her little brother came inside of her! As Mark continued to pump me, each thrust sending another shot of cum into my already overflowing pussy I found myself thinking it's a good thing I couldn't have children.



With a final twitch of his hips Mark groaned and rolled over onto his back panting as hard as I was. As the two of us lied there sweating and panting covered in each other's cum. I thought Oh Megan you are a dirty little slut letting your little brother take you in your own bed.
"Oh goddamn little brother!" I gasped. "Where did that come from?"
"I was a little worked up from the tournament I guess." He got out in between deep breaths.
"Yeah? When's you're next one? I'm taking the night off."
Mark laughed and we laid there quietly for a couple of minutes before I sat up and slipped my nightshirt back on and lied down on my side. Mark made a sound of protest, but got up and slipped his shorts on neither of us had wanted to make the effort to get dressed but god forbid my parents ever caught us in bed at least if we were dressed there was a chance to explain it. Mark lied down next to me ,and wrapping his arm around my waist nuzzled his face into my hair and kissed my neck.
"Damn Mark I'll tell you even though I said no that was just what I needed."
"That's what I'm here for." Mark replied sounding as exhausted as I felt.
I closed my eyes and sighed contentedly.
"Yeah? you always going to take good care of your big sister?"
"I'll always be here for whatever you need sis, always."
I exhaled loudly as I slumped back into the bed my heart racing. Biting down on my lip so I wouldn't get as loud as I usually did, I had whimpered, as thrusting my hips into my fingers, my index finger dancing across my clit I came hard to that final image of Mark above me, his eyes rolled back, cheeks glistening form his sister's pussy and pumping shot after shot of hot cum inside of me. Lying there spent I had finished recalling how as usual despite the nastiness of the sex my little brother always ended up holding me tight.
I pulled my nightshirt back down and reaching over shut the lamp off to try to sleep. This proved a fruitless venture as my mind continued to spin, between replaying last night with Mark and the barrage of memories being in this room brought back I couldn't settle down. After awhile I reached over and turned the lamp back on.
What the hell was I going to do? Even with not getting much rest last night I was way too wired to sleep, and needed to find something to try to keep my mind occupied. There was no tv in the room, and I had packed quickly not thinking to grab a couple of books from Mark's office. I did have my I-pod but that would still just let my mind drift. Then remembering that mom had said something about books she had found I decided to go take a look in the closet.
I found an old cardboard box on the floor and putting it on the desk began digging through it. There were some old paperbacks and a couple of text books, nothing interesting really, but I continued to take the books out to see everything and then near the very bottom I found it.
"Oh my god." I whispered, as I removed the black leather journal from the box.
The Taboo diary as Mark had always called it, that I had kept off and on for close to ten years. The book was written entirely in Latin and chronicled in detail many of our forbidden sexual exploits. Even Mark had written a few of the earlier entries. I had thought I had lost this when Tommy had broken off our engagement and I moved back here for awhile just before going to Chicago.
Had the folks or anyone else ever read this at any point there would have been hell to pay, but Mark and I figured the Latin was more trouble than anyone would go through and in the end it was a sick thrill to have the thing exist in the first place. All other thoughts forgotten, and with my hands trembling in excitement I brought the book over to the bed and opened it to the first page. I had drawn the circle of the Baphomet complete with all of Levay's symbols, but inside instead of the figure of the goat words written in a mixture of our blood;
Mark and Megan; separated by life Reunited in sin.
I propped up a pillow on the bed and leaned back beginning to flip through some of the entries. The first few I had copied out of my real diary and were about my first thoughts of wanting Mark. I laughed at one entry which described me watching Mark pumping weights in the basement and running upstairs to masturbate to the thought of him pumping me. There was a month worth of these until the last one which ended with me writing that the folks were going away and tonight was the night. It was dated July 9th 1984.
Incredible that we had just been reliving this last night. "Fate" I heard my brothers voice clearly in my head. Mark never believed anything happened that wasn't supposed to the exact way it was supposed to. This book contained a decade of our relationship from the fun to the not so fun as I know I had written many things about my addiction in there. As I looked towards the back of the journal the last group of pages were separated by a piece of paper and a ribbon. Without looking I know I had written the words "Darkest Days" on there.
I knew some of what was written in there but also knew there were things my mind had mercifully blocked out. I would never open those pages. I almost put the book down at that point, but then thought about the fun stuff that was in there, not only that but it was not a coincidence that I found this. I was meant to read it. I started thumbing through again going past our first weekend together, and a few other simple entries of sneaking into each other's beds. I stopped at the entry for our Christmas vacation which had been a fun trip with a scare at the end. Deciding to start there I read slowly at first as I shook the rust off my Latin and then gained speed as I began my journey back through the early years of my forbidden trysts with my little brother.
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Road Trip pt1; the night before.
Shit! I thought as I glanced at my watch and saw that it was ten fifteen. I was supposed to be home by Ten and at the pace I was driving I was still a good fifteen minutes from home. Well I would just have to be late then, the roads were icy but more importantly I was driving with a bit of a buzz and the last thing I needed would be to be pulled over and hauled in the day after Christmas and the night before we left for our Christmas visit to Dad's brother; my uncle Ray in North Carolina.
Because my father was a psycho and insisted on not only driving but doing the 16 hour drive in one day we had to be on the road by 4:30,am, he had told Mark and I to be home by ten. I held my breath as I took the corner onto Cranston Street and drove past a cop sitting in a parking lot. I glanced in the rear view and let the breath out as I saw he was still just sitting there. I was driving fine I told myself just a little nervous. I sighed it would be one thing if I could say getting in trouble for being late was worth it, but that wasn't the case. The night with Jack had started out perfectly but couldn't have ended much worse.
Jack was the bartender at Vinnie's; he was tall, blonde, blue eyed, and damn hot! all the girls that worked there and most women in general seemed to have a thing for him. On any given night there would be three or four girls hanging around at the bar all but throwing themselves at him. Jack was also thirty years old and from some of the stories I had heard had been in a bit of trouble in the past so as flattering as it was when he started hitting on me a couple of months ago I didn't exactly jump on in.
There was also my issues with men in general. Jack was a bit too aggressive for me and I could not see myself getting comfortable with him. Besides all I would need is for dad to find out and he'd be down there making a scene. Finally though after a couple of weeks, curiosity and the nasty girl inside got the best of me and I agreed to let him take me out. Jack was good our first date we had gone out right after work on a Saturday afternoon and he had brought me back to my car at Vinnie's we kissed but that was about it. Although I will admit that the long, lingering, tongue filled kiss that he had given me had left me driving home wet.
On the third date we went back to his place and had sex. As usual I left frustrated. Surprisingly for his reputation Jack had gone pretty slowly, and when he went down on me he took his time and I came pretty goddamn hard. I returned the favor not getting him off, but impressing him with my ability to deep throat him. He had made a remark about it, saying no other girl had done it that easily and I recalled thinking "whatever" I mean he was hung fairly well but my brother had to have a good three inches on him.
Of course once we got to the actual sex the old Megan kicked in. I started off okay but when he wanted me to rollover I hedged then felt stupid the rest of the time as we stayed in missionary. I tried to spend the night, but woke up a couple of hours later on edge and had to leave. An hour later I was curled up with my brother. We hadn't had sex, I wouldn't if I had been with someone else, but I had needed to feel close to someone to feel the way I should after having had sex.
After that I was surprised that Jack asked me out again. We had a couple of more so- so nights and I finally just told him I was nervous, that I had hang ups and left it at that. Jack had said it was a shame because I was pretty damn hot and he could tell I wanted to. Then flashing that lady killer smile he had said that all I really needed was to just relax, and he knew just what could help. I knew what he was talking about and told him it didn't seem right. Jack had rolled his eyes and said if drinking was that bad for you he wouldn't have a job, and besides isn't that why everyone drank; to relax?
The next Friday night I got off at eleven and sat at the bar to wait for Jack to get off a t Midnight, while sitting there I drank three "sodas" that Jack had added some Captain Morgan to. He hadn't made them strong but I have to say I felt pretty damn mellow by the last one. I had worked at Vinnie's for awhile so leaving my car overnight was no problem. We went back to Jack's and the sex was indeed better as it had been the several times since. I had also been spending the night as well. Whenever I felt that old anxiety lying there I would have a glass of wine while I was there and be able to sleep.
We weren't really a couple, I was pretty sure he was seeing other people and at this point we didn't go out, just back to his place. I was okay with that I really wasn't looking for a boyfriend just some company, and some sex that didn't come from my brother. At this point Mark and I were probably fucking a couple of times a week but always made it around Krissy or Jack we would never with each other on the same night. Although we did sleep in the same bed sometimes afterwards but that was just so we could sleep. I have to say that although the relaxed Megan was a much more fun Megan I still wasn't half the nasty girl I was with my brother.
Normally Jack and I only got together on the weekends but seeing I was going away for a few days he had arranged to get off at 8. I had the week off from RISD so I had worked earlier in the day and come back to hang out at the bar and "relax" for an hour or so before he got off. I was wearing a tight black dress with the knee high black leather boots Mark had bought me for Christmas-that of course I had modeled for him last night- and had curled my normally straight hair. When Jack came over to give me a "coke" he leaned over, gave me a kiss, and told me how fucking hot I looked. It wasn't exactly smooth but it still sounded good.
I have to say I was pretty flattered however, as even though the bar had quite a bit of business that last hour, Jack really did seem to have a hard time keeping his eyes off of me. I noticed the drinks were definitely stronger that they used to be, but I was also getting more used to the effects. As I sat there I certainly didn't mind watching him. Jack really was hot with a nice body and pretty decent cock to go with it. Oh tonight was going to be a good night I thought as I finished my third drink, I was not only feeling damn relaxed but I was even feeling a bit... nasty.
We went back to his place where with a smile he reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out a small bottle of ginger brandy he had lifted from Vinnie's. He took a couple of swallows and handed it to me. I'd already had a few but why not? I'd be okay to drive in a couple of hours I took a long swallow then another enjoying the way the liquor burned down my throat and the warm feeling it gave me.
Speaking of warm feelings Jack didn't waste any time, within minutes he was kissing me while unzipping the back of my dress. I stepped back from him and gave him a playful push so he would sit back in the chair and standing in front of him slowly let the dress drop to the floor. I was wearing a matching black see thru bra and panty set I had bought a couple of days ago and decided to leave the boots on.
"Goddamn you look sexy tonight." Jack said his eyes wandering up and down my body.
"Yeah you like?" I asked, putting my head down and batting my eyes at him.
"I love it."
"What about my sexy new boots Jack; you like those?" He nodded smiling, and I added;
"You want me to keep them on?"
"Oh yeah." Jack said all but licking his lips.
I walked over to stand directly in front of him and turning slowly bent over shoving my ass in his face, but pulling away before he could grab it.
"I love that bad ass tattoo of yours." He told me referring to my Baphomet tramp stamp.
"Oh is that all you love?"
Turning back to him I put one knee up on the arm of the chair and reaching back removed my bra and let it fall.
"You don't love these?" I asked holding my tits up for him.
"Oh Megan I love those pretty little tits of yours."
Jack was smiling broadly sensing how playful I was and probably thinking "about time". Well we'll see if he thought that in a few minutes because this nasty girl had a bit of a game in mind for good old Jack.
"That's not nice," I pouted. "Calling them little."
I leaned onto the chair and shoved my left tit in his face.
"I think you should say you're sorry Jack."
"Aw come here." Jack said and eagerly sucked my nipple into his mouth.
As he did his right hand dropped between my legs and he expertly slid his fingers into my panties and right into my wet pussy.
"MMM I'll let it slide I guess." I told him pumping my hips into his fingers. Jack switched to my right nipple, his fingers still working my pussy as he did I reached down and unbuttoned his shirt taking a minute to rub my hands across his strong chest and flat hard stomach. As I did I waited for him to add his thumb to my clit but he didn't. I pulled away a bit reluctantly after all his fingers did feel pretty good, but they were just a tease as Jack himself had been lately. Jack made a sound of protest as I moved away but that quickly changed as I dropped to my knees between his legs and unsnapped his jeans.
"Ohhh you are feeling good tonight aren't you baby?"
"Oh trust me you'll know how good I feel soon enough honey." I answered with a wink.
I smiled up at him as I reached in and pulled his hard thick cock from his underwear and squeezing it tight gave it a couple of long slow pumps. I flicked my tongue across the tip getting him to moan and twitch his hips. Jack really did have a nice cock probably the biggest I'd seen next to my almost freakishly endowed brother. I licked his shaft up and down a couple of times then paused with my mouth right at the tip.
"Oh come on Megan don't tease me."
Not yet I won't I thought. With no further hesitation I opened my mouth and in one quick motion took him down all the way until I could feel my lower lip touching his balls. For someone so super cool Jack moaned as loud as a teenager. The moaning kept up as I went to work on his cock with a purpose bobbing my head up and down in a quick steady rhythm all the while pumping my hand along his shaft. Oh this nasty girl had a purpose all right. After being very attentive the first few nights the last couple of times Jack had not even gotten me off. He teased and played for awhile then fucked me and that was it. Last time I had asked him to keep playing with me and he claimed he was too tired and I should get going.
This time would be different. I hadn't really been thinking of it earlier but after the second drink it occurred to me that if my own brother had to follow the rule that I always cum first then why shouldn't Jack? After only another minute of me sucking on him with a vengeance I felt Jack's thighs start to tremble and he moaned out;
"Oh yeah baby, damn you can suck cock."
A romantic Jack was not but I would be lying if hearing him say that didn't get me going. Jack would certainly know that I could suck as I had given him an eye rolling blow job each of the last couple of times we'd played and gotten nothing for it. Well not nothing Jack was a decent fuck, but without cumming it was like a sundae without whipped cream. Jack let out another loud moan and started gasping out;
"Oh yeah baby! Just like that just like.... Hey!" He exclaimed as stopping suddenly I removed his cock from my mouth.
"Hey babe I was close."
I smiled up at him and said;
"I think tonight I get to cum first Jack."
"What?" He asked looking at me as if I were nuts.
"That's right Jack you haven't been very good to me the last couple of times after I was very good to you so I think tonight I get mine in advance."
With that I stood up and turning started to walk away.
"Hey where are you going?"
"To lie on your bed so you can come be good to me."
I stopped at the coffee table and picking up the bottle took another swallow then turning walked into his bedroom. I was still wearing the lace panties and I was giving my hips a little extra swing not to mention I'm sure the high heeled boots were doing great things for my legs. Without turning to see if he was following I went into his bedroom and after putting the bottle down on the nightstand lied down on my back. Jack was in the room before my head had settled on the pillow. I slipped my panties off and slowly spread my legs open.
"Come on Jack, come take care of my pretty little pussy with that nice soft tongue of yours."
I pouted and even though he was bit put off Jack had to smile at that. Pausing to strip Jack crawled up the bed and lying between my legs spread my pussy open and started flicking his tongue across my clit.
"Ohhhh yeah that is sooo nice." I told him.
My plan worked pretty damn well as Jack proceeded to do a hell of a job on my pussy. I really thought he would have rushed through but maybe he was trying to prove a point as he really was taking his time getting me close then backing off. After the third time he had me right there he stopped and started to slide up as if he were going to start fucking me, even leaning over to grab a condom from the nightstand. I put my foot up on his chest and held him there.
"Where you going baby? " I asked. "I didn't cum yet."
Jack all but rolled his eyes answering;
"I'll go back I just really want to fuck you right now."
I pushed with my foot.
"You can fuck my hot little pussy after I cum baby. That way it'll be even hotter and wetter for that nice big cock."
That got him. I had never talked like that before. Jack smiled;
"Well when you put it like that I..."
"And you know what else Jack? Forget that damn rubber I just want to feel you."
Screw it. I mean it's not like I could get pregnant, and those things were such a mood killer. Not needing to be told twice Jack went back to my pussy and this time it was him going to town like it was a race. Sliding a finger inside he rapidly swirled his tongue in tight little circles over my swollen clit. As he did I started playing with my nipples. Jack looked up and his eyes widened as he watched me.
"Yeah you like that show Jack?"
"Oh yeah." Jack breathed into my pussy.
After another minute of his furious licking, I felt myself getting ready. In the past I had held back a little not feeling completely at ease tonight however I was feeling damn fine and when I came squeezed my thighs around his head letting out a long loud squeal that I'm sure his neighbors heard.
"Oh that was nice!" I breathed out.
"Now let's see how wet that got you."
At that Jack slid up between my legs and plunged his cock deep inside of my now sopping wet pussy.
"Oh damn!" I moaned out as he began giving it to me with nice long hard thrusts.
I wrapped my legs around his waist and reaching up grabbed him around the neck pulling him down into a long deep kiss. I couldn't believe how good this felt! I was totally relaxed and enjoying every minute of it! I had even played him and gotten exactly what I wanted, no not gotten, taken what I wanted. Jack broke the kiss and smiled down at me as he continued to pound my tight little pussy
"That's it baby," He told me in between panting. "Now we're having fun no?"
"Lean back on your knees and we'll have more." I told him.
Oh yeah, this was the night the nasty girl came out with someone other than her little brother. Jack leaned back as I asked and taking my legs from around his waist I placed one on each shoulder, seeing the leather boots up behind his head was a hell of a turn on, but nothing compared to how fucking good it felt when I angled my hips up and he drove his hard cock even deeper into my pussy than he had before.
"Oh damn Jack!" I exclaimed as he wrapped his hands around my thighs and pulled me up even higher.
"Yeah Megan you like that?"
"Oh fuck yeah!"
I was lying there getting it hard and fast and loving every minute of it! Just as it should be and then Jack uttered those words that never failed to set me off;
"If you think this is good baby then you need to roll over."
With that Jack slipped his cock out and sat back on his knees waiting expectantly. As soon as he had said it my euphoric high slipped away and I felt that all too familiar tightening in my stomach. I gave him what I hoped was a sexy smile and rubbing the heel of my boot along his chest said;
"Come on baby that felt really fucking good just keep giving it to me like that."
"It'll feel even better the other way, come on Megan get on your knees for me."
I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, my rush suddenly turning into a headache. Jack reached down and grabbing my thigh gave a little push to try to guide me over. As he spoke I swore I could hear an older harsher voice in my head
"Let's go baby, roll over for me." Jack implored me. I said roll over you little bitch!
"No." I said opening my eyes and shaking my head.
This time Jack did roll his eyes;
"Oh for Christ sakes Megan I thought you wanted to have fun tonight!"
I sat up pulling away from him.
"I sucked your cock and I'm naked except for a pair of boots sorry if I'm not enough fun for you Jack."
Here we go I thought another night shot. Jack looked at me for a moment, surprisingly his cock was still hard, and he gave me a little smile.
"Hey Megan you're a hell of a lay really I just want to try it that way that's all."
"Well I don't really feel too good about it." I told him and started to get off the bed ready to concede the night, another casualty of my fucked up past.
Jack reached out and put his hand on my shoulder, and when I stopped slid over and putting his arm around me kissed my cheek, his face smelled like my pussy.
"Hey Megan look we been together a few times, you know I'm not going to hurt you I just want to have a good time with you."
"Yeah?" I asked relieved that he didn't seem angry.
Jack moved my hair and kissed my neck as he did he slid his hand up and started playing with my left nipple causing my breath to catch. Everything had felt so good I didn't want it to stop.
"Yeah baby, just relax and let me try, it'll feel damn good and you know it."
I wanted to I really did. Taking a deep breath and feeling like a pathetic little kid I looked at him and whispered;
"You'll go easy? You promise?"
Jack's answer his- perfectly smooth answer- I would realize later was to gently turn my face up to his and give me a soft sweet kiss.
"As easy as you want me to be." He then flashed that killer smile. "I mean hell Megan I just want to see that fantastic ass of yours up in the air, I mean it's perfect and you know it."
I laughed a little nervously;
"Yeah you like my ass?"
"I do I...hold on"
Jack paused then leaning over grabbed the bottle of brandy and handed it to me. I took it and after hesitating briefly thought fuck it I needed to get past this somehow. I took several long swallows and would have kept going but Jack took the bottle from me.
"Whoa their baby I want you to actually remember this, besides you need to get home tonight."
I nodded closing my eyes for a moment as my head spun. When I opened them I felt calmer, where that uptight feeling had been was now just a warm one. Looking down I saw Jack wasn't fully hard anymore. Which gave me an idea;
"Awww," I cooed. "Somebody's not happy to see me anymore I should fix that."
I bent my head to Jack's lap and sucking his semi hard cock into my mouth started blowing him as hard and fast as I had earlier.
"Ohhh goddamn," Jack moaned as he began running his hands through my hair.
"hmmm mmm" I encouraged sucking faster trying to get him close. The closer he got the less he would be able to fuck me, maybe I could even get him off...



"Whoa," Jack said, as if reading my mind, he placed his hands gently on each side of my face to stop me and eased himself from my mouth.
"Got to save some for that pussy no?" He asked.
Jack got onto his knees on the bed, and after taking another deep breath I rolled over onto my stomach curling my knees under me and pushing my ass into the air.
"Jesus that is one hell of an ass Megan."
Jack came up behind me and true to his word eased himself in slowly.
"Ohhh," I groaned softly. That did feel pretty damn good.
"See baby? Nothing to worry about."
As he spoke Jack began fucking me, not to hard but not exactly slow either. I moaned with each thrust as with my ass up he was going pretty deep as I lied there letting him fuck me I realized that not only was it feeling pretty good but so far I was doing pretty good myself I relaxed more and told him;
"Go ahead give it to me harder."
"There you go baby!"
With that Jack started fucking me harder and faster. I not only started moaning louder but started moving my hips back and forth against his thrusts. Jack moaned in appreciation and started slamming me harder. Oh yes! The nasty girl was finally doing it getting it on her knees and loving it just like the dirty little slut she loved to be! If all it took was a few drinks to get this then I'd start bringing my own damn bottle.
"Yeah you like fucking that pussy Jack?"
"Damn straight!" Jack laughed loving hearing me talk like that.
"Yeah you like that hot ass of mine up in the air?"
"Love it baby! I love it!"
"Then take it!" I told him. "Just go ahead and fuck me just..."
Jack grabbed my hips.Hard
I gasped and started to pull away. Thinking I was just moving with him, Jack squeezed my hips harder and pulled me back into him. "Oh no," I moaned but softly;
"Oh yeah baby your loving that aren't you?"
Jack was holding me still by the hips and fucking me even harder. I started breathing faster and not from being turned on, it's okay I told myself he's just fucking me were having fun. It was no good I was getting nervous, no more than that I was getting scared.
"Jack..." I started then squealed as he reared back and really hammered me. "Ohhh!" I gasped.
"Oh god you feel fucking good!" He exclaimed.
I couldn't stop now, I wouldn't let myself. In my mind that voice was resurfacing again. Just lay still and take it!
"Oh god," I moaned.
Completely caught up and taking it as an expression of pleasure Jack said;
"That's right Megan tell me how much you love it." Go ahead, no one's home and I love it when you scream!
"Grab my shoulders!" I gasped out.
Jack slid his hands to just under my shoulder blades, but it still wasn't helping. The head board had wooden slats, reaching out I wrapped my hands around them squeezing hard. Between moving my hands and Jack pushing on my back my face went down into the pillow and I left it there so he couldn't hear me whimpering as he fucked me. Oh god get it over with I thought. I turned my face and moaned out as sexy as I could;
"Oh Jack give it to me baby! Just give it to me!"
Jack picked up the pace and was now totally fucking the shit out of me. It should have felt fantastic; I should have been stroking my clit and trying to cum. Instead I was sweating with my arms trembling and my hands white knuckled around the headboard.
"Oh damn... Oh goddamn!" Jack was gasping and moaning as he was getting close.
After another moment Jack started to slow down a little trying to put it off.
"No baby!" I cried out. "Please just give it to me!"
"Yeah?" Jack asked caught up in the game, "You want it?"
"Oh god yeah! Oh cum for me Jack!" Oh please just cum!
After another minute that seemed like an eternity Jack gasped and at the last minute pulled his cock out and shot a hot load of cum all over my back directly onto my tattoo from the feel of it.
"Oh fuck..." He gasped. "Oh my god Megan that was fucking great."
I released the headboard, and collapsed face down into the bed panting. I'm sure Jack thought it was from the hard fucking. I was lying here having just gotten the shit fucked out of me covered in cum and instead of feeling like that nasty girl I felt like a scared little kid who needed to go home. Jack had sat back on the bed for a moment catching his breath then I felt him move and a moment later I felt him wiping my back off with something.
"Yeah now tell me that wasn't worth it?"
"Yeah that was something." I managed something we wouldn't be doing again.
As Jack finished wiping me off, I pushed myself up onto my hands and knees and was going to get off the bed but Jack was still kneeling behind me. Before I could say anything he rubbed his still fairly hard cock on the cheek of my ass.
"Shit that ass looks good Megan."
He started whacking his prick against the other side of my ass.
"I have to get going Jack."
"Aw come one Megan I want to go again."
Jack slid his cock along my wet pussy.
"No time Jack, next time I can... hey!" I exclaimed as he tried to work it into my pussy.
I went to sit up just as Jack pushed with his cock again, the tip of it sliding right up to...
"NO!!!" I cried out as I felt his cock at my ass.
I sat up instantly, and as my brother had taught me slammed my elbow backwards. I felt it connect solidly. Jack grunted and fell back away from me.
"Jesus Christ Megan! I..."
"Nothing goes there, ever!!!"
I screamed at him turning around quickly to face him where he was crouched at the foot of the bed holding his ribs.
"Hey Megan easy."
Jack leaned forward to try to put his arm on me. Drawing my leg back I pointed my heeled boot directly at his face ready to kick out at him.
"Don't touch me!"
Unlike Greg, Jack was smart enough to back off. He hopped off the bed and putting both of his hands up said;
"Hey calm down Megan! I'm not going to hurt you." He shook his head. "Christ talk about not being able to handle your booze."
I got off the bed and not bothering to even look for my panties walked past him to head out to the parlor and get dressed. I grabbed my dress off the floor and slipping it on over my head went to get my purse. Jack had come into the room; he had taken a minute to pull his jeans on and looked at me.
"Hey Megan you gonna be okay?"
"I'm fine I..."
I started feeling like an idiot. My face was flushed and I didn't feel good. I thought about calling Mark to pick me up but there would be no way to explain to dad why my car would be here. Besides I was upset and Mark already didn't like me seeing Jack something bad would happen. I looked at Jack and shrugged helplessly.
"I'll be fine I just... I told you I don't like that."
Jack shook his head.
"You liked it just fine Megan I think you're just kind of fucked up. You shouldn't have chugged that bottle like that."
"You're the one that gave it to me remember?"
"Yeah well I thought you could handle it." He shrugged. "My fault I guess."
"No it's..." I started, ready to tell him it was me but then he finished;
"That's what I get for messing with damaged goods."
I had left at that, getting in my car and driving around the corner where I pulled over for a few minutes and cried in frustration and humiliation. I looked up to see a pay phone and realizing that my head was spinning thought again about calling Mark. The phone would wake the folks and there would end up being hell to pay. I rolled the window down letting the cold air blow in my face and pulled away hoping I would make it home without getting pulled over.
I made it home at 10:25, not bad considering. As I pulled in next to my father's Volvo wagon, the one that he had already made us pack so we wouldn't have to in the morning, my first thoughts were to sneak upstairs and slip into Mark's bed. Just curl up with my brother's arms around me and let him make everything better like he always did. That thought quickly faded however as approaching the house I looked up and saw the candle in Mark's window; his signal to me that Krissy was with him.
With a sigh I let myself in and used the bathroom downstairs. I was taking a chance waking dad but didn't want to use the bathroom with Mark's girlfriend in there with him. Not that he would care. The doorknob was missing on his door to the bathroom and he had told me it would turn him on if he knew I was watching, but sweet little Krissy would feel funny if she heard me in there. I had really wanted to take a shower, try to wash the night away, but even that idea was shot now. I did take a minute to splash some cold water on my face, between the adrenalin rush with Jack and the cold air on the ride home my head was pretty much clear.
I removed my boots and crept up the stairs thinking about what a bullshit double standard this was. Under no circumstances was I allowed to have a guy over, not that I hadn't of course- but dad knew Mark had Krissy over sometimes and said it was okay as long as he didn't see her coming or going and of course he better keep it down because after all his sister was in the next bedroom. Wonder what dad would have to say if he knew that most of the time it was me that my little brother had squealing in his bedroom?
I walked quietly down the hallway and paused in front of Mark's door. I could smell Krissy's obsession perfume and could hear her talking quietly; she must have just gotten there. With one last longing look at Mark's door I went into my room where I quickly stripped off my black dress. I was completely naked underneath having left my bra as well as my panties at Jack's. Great, now he had souvenirs, hopefully he wouldn't say anything stupid at work.
I slipped on a black Sabbath t-shirt that belonged to my brother, and sat on the edge of the bed staring at the bathroom door. Although I was upset that I couldn't go in my brother's room, I was happy for Mark that Krissy was there. The two of them had broken up for a couple of weeks in the beginning of December. It had been Mark's fault; he had been getting increasingly cocky lately and had acted like an ass at the last karate tournament. Talking trash, showboating in the ring and going out of his way to embarrass his opponent before hitting him so hard he knocked the kid out, literally, they had needed the salts. Mark had then added to that by flirting with several girls who had been waiting outside for him and right in front of Krissy. Last year Mark had bought Krissy a beautiful emerald ring which she had thrown at him and stormed away in tears.
I had thought Mark would have moved on and gone on the tear that I knew was inevitable, fucking every girl in sight. Instead my brother had spent the next two weeks staring at the ring and moping even turning me down a couple of times before slinking over to Krissy's house and risking her father who hated him and apologizing. Krissy had taken him back and I had been glad. Christmas was a tough time for my brother. His few early ones with our waste of a mother were days like any other we never got anything that I could remember anyways and then Mark spent the next ten in foster homes or group homes.
Mark never said much about it but last year he had broken my heart by telling me that he had never received a gift that had said mom or dad. My parents were as good to him as they were to me but they were Doug and Denise to him. He had however told me that the last couple of years had been much better because he got to be with his sister. Hell I thought this year he had even gotten to fuck her. Still I know the day was tough for him. I could say I had parents he never would be able to. So at least Krissy was here not to mention the fact I was happy she came back because he had spent a ridiculous amount of money on a white gold bracelet for her.
I stared again at the bathroom door thinking of Mark with Krissy, no I told myself I couldn't. A minute later however, I found myself getting up and quietly entering the bathroom. I made my way over to the door on Mark's side and looked down. The doorknob had broken one day and Mark had pulled it out but never bothered to replace it, after all he could care less if his big sister wanted to come in and out of his room. When Krissy was over he would simply throw the small bolt on his side to keep it from opening.
Feeling dirty even by my standards but unable to help myself I knelt on the floor. The hole where the door knob had been was a couple of inches around and Mark's bed was directly across from it. Because he had the room lit by candles and the bathroom was dark I would be invisible even if they had stared directly at the door. There was no chance of that happening however as Mark and Krissy were pretty intent on each other at the moment.
Krissy must have just gotten there. Mark was shirtless wearing just a pair of the karate uniform pants he always slept in, but Krissy was still fully dressed wearing a red sweater and a knee length black skirt. The only thing off so far were her heels which I saw lying next to the bed. They were standing at the foot of the bed, their arms around each other kissing. Mark's hands were around her waist and as I watched he grabbed the bottom of her sweater and lifted it up. Krissy broke the kiss and stepping back put her arms up for him to pull it over her head.
Krissy's long light sandy brown hair cascaded down her bare shoulders and back. She was wearing a sexy red lace bra that looked as if it were straining to contain her more than full tits. Mark started kissing her neck and Krissy lolled her head to the side letting him get at it better. Krissy's hands roamed their way across my brother's muscular shoulders and arms, her long red nails tracing their way down to his forearms then went up to run through his thick black hair.
Mark left her neck and bending his head started kissing her chest down to her bra, then as Krissy giggled Mark dropped to his knees, and as he kissed her soft stomach reached around and slid her skirt down to the floor to expose the matching red panties underneath. Krissy stepped back out of the skirt and as she did reached back and unhooking her bra let it drop. Now of course I had never seen Krissy topless and although I could tell she was well endowed so to speak I couldn't believe how large her tits really were, and firm as despite their size they were standing just about straight up.
As Mark stayed on his knees Krissy said something to him and turned, showing off the back of the panties which were transparent, before she could move Mark grabbed her hips and kissed both of her ass cheeks. Then standing trailed his tongue up along the small of her back and as he stood reached around grabbing her tits. I felt my heartbeat pick up and my breath quicken as Krissy leaned back into my brother and as he played with her nipples and kissed her neck began grinding her ass into his obviously hard cock.
Now I always refer Krissy as either "cute little" or sweet little" and honestly it is because she is extremely sweet and probably the best thing that ever happened to Mark-besides his big sister of course- I've also been friends with her older sister Lisa since I came to live with mom and dad. I guess because of that I always saw her as cute. Well as I stared through my peephole like the nasty girl I was and took in Krissy's all but naked body; cute was definitely off the table.
Krissy was tall, and up until a few months ago had been quite curvy even a little on the chubby side, but had certainly slimmed down, she still had curves but they were in all the right places. Krissy's family had gone to Bermuda for a week as an early family Christmas present and she had gotten one hell of a tan and judging from where the tan lines were, had not been wearing much of a bikini. Krissy's long dark legs were well shaped and she had put blonde high lights in her hair which the sun down there had brought out even more.
Yes little Krissy had become quite the woman, and her body looked damn good up against my brother's who although just eighteen was already one hell of a man. Mark's left hand left Krissy's tit and slid down into her panties, the groan she let out caused my pussy to begin to heat up. Although I had no interest in women I have to say watching Krissy's surprisingly hot body bump and grind on my brother had me going. Mark was obviously working his fingers quickly down there as Krissy started bucking her hips harder and her breath was coming in short little gasps.
Krissy grabbed my brothers forearm, her red nails digging in as she squeezed, her other hand dropped down behind her and started rubbing Mark's cock through his pants. My brother was sucking on her neck as he continued to work both her nipple and her clit. Krissy's legs looked like they were starting to buckle and she let out a long shuddering moan that sent my hand down between my legs to dip into my already slick pussy. As I started rubbing my swollen clit Krissy's moan took on a higher pitch and her legs did start to go, laughing Mark caught her around the waist with the hand that had been on her tit and held her up against him.
Mark pulled his hand from her panties and wrapped both of his arms around her waist. Krissy turned her head to face him and they kissed. Krissy pulled her lips away and whispered something to my brother who smiled and whispered what I heard as;
"Bad girl."
Krissy smiled at him then pulling away from his embrace turned and sitting on the edge of Mark's bed made a come here gesture. His face lighting up in anticipation; Mark stepped up to her. Reaching out Krissy slipped his pants down causing my brothers huge prick to spring free. My fingers sped up as I watched Krissy wrap her hand around Mark's cock and stroke it several times then with a sexy little smile leaned forward and took his cock in her mouth.
Oh yes Krissy was being a bad girl I thought as I watched her slowly work her mouth up and down my brothers cock. Krissy reached around with her hands and grabbed Mark's ass squeezing it as she continued bobbing her head. I began breathing through my mouth as I stared transfixed by the sight of Krissy's lips descending repeatedly on my brother's long hard shaft.
Mark's hands were in Krissy's hair gently holding her head as she slowly blew him. Too slowly I thought as I watched. I knew my brother and could tell that it was taking everything he had not to hold Krissy's head still and fuck her mouth. I knew he wouldn't though. Mark would never fuck his sweet girlfriends face after all wasn't that what his nasty big sister was for? Mark whispered something to her, and Krissy removed his cock from her mouth and looking up at him smiled. Mark started to step back but before he did Krissy playfully flicked her tongue across just the tip of his cock. The surprised moan my brother let out covered up the one I let slip as seeing her do that had sent my fingers plunging into my overheated slit.
Krissy stood up and walked away from Mark around the bed. For a moment I panicked thinking she was headed for the bathroom, but she continued around standing in front of the side of the bed. Mark came around and reached for her, but Krissy pushed his hands away and letting out an adorable little laugh pointed down at the floor. Oh little Krissy had grown up I thought as I watched my brother drop down to his knees in front of her and grabbing her red panties slid them down her legs to the floor.
Looking down at Mark Krissy sat back on the bed and leaning back on her hands brought one long leg up and put her foot on the bed and lifting the other one draped it over Mark's shoulder. With her legs spread open like that I saw Krissy's pussy spread open before me. She had a patch of light brown hair at the top but the rest was smooth and so wet I could see it glistening in the candle light. Mark quickly blocked the view as he moved himself directly between her legs and from the sound of Krissy's sexy little sigh went right to work with that amazing tongue of his.



I was close to cumming but slowed myself down as I watched Krissy pant and moan while Mark sucked on that sopping wet pussy of hers. I was totally turned on by the position she was in, her head was thrown back and her huge tits were heaving. The faster she breathed the faster my fingers went I was turning it into a game trying to cum at the same time she did. Oh Megan I thought you are a nasty fucking whore watching your little brother suck his girlfriend off.
Leaning her weight on one arm Krissy brought her hand around and started running her nails through Mark's hair. My gaze shifted from Krissy's heaving tits to my brother's unbelievably sexy back; the huge goats head in the middle of his tattoo seemed to looking right at me. Krissy then completely surprised me by dropping her other arm so she was on her back and bringing her other leg off the bed wrapped it around his head with her other leg, her ankles crossing behind his neck pulling his face into her pussy.
"Ohhhh you dirty little girl." I whispered softly who'd have thought Krissy could be a wild ride?
"Oh yeah Mark." Krissy moaned out loudly. "Oh please just like that oh don't stop please don't stop"
That sent my fingers into high speed as I could hear the orgasm approaching in Krissy's voice.
"Ohhh, ohhh yes Mark! Yes Yessss!"
Krissy's hand tightened in my brothers hair and I saw her hips push up as that last yes turned into a long loud moan of ecstasy. I bit down on my lip stifling my own squeal as crouched down on one knee on the bathroom floor I pumped my pussy into my fingers while my other hand pinched my swollen clit sending me over the edge with Krissy. I put my head down panting and trying catch my breath, I stayed like that thinking I had gotten off and it was time to go, but then again there was no way I could miss the rest of the show.
I peered back through the hole to see Krissy had turned lengthwise on the bed and was stretching like a satisfied cat arching her tits in the air and watching with a smile on her face as my brother who was at the foot of the bed crawled up between her legs his massive cock pointing down ready to stuff Krissy's tight little box. Lucky little bitch I thought. When Mark was completely over Krissy he lowered himself into her and Krissy closed her eyes and let out a soft moan. Mark slid his arms down underneath Krissy's shoulders so he was lying on top of her and began slowly pumping himself in and out of her. Krissy wrapped her arms around his neck as she did the white gold bracelet he had bought her gleamed in the candle light it was the only thing she was wearing.
Mark bent his head to hers and their lips met and stayed, one long kiss turning into another as my brother using just his hips continued using those long slow strokes. Mark slid his mouth from hers and started kissing her neck. Krissy let her head roll back and I felt myself working up again as I saw the look of absolute pleasure on her face. Krissy's eyes were closed, and she was letting out a little moan each time Mark thrust himself into her. Krissy wrapped her long tanned legs around my brother's and the two of them lied there completely entangled their bodies moving in perfect rhythm.
I kept waiting for them to move, to change positions, for Krissy to either get on top or better yet for my brother to put Krissy on her knees and watch the look on her face as he pounded her from behind. I then realized that they weren't going to. Both of them seemed quite content to stay this way. Mark pushed himself up on his arms so he was looking down at Krissy, and I found myself focused on the look on his face. My brother was staring down at Krissy with the softest sweetest look I had ever seen on his face, a look of love?
I had always mocked my brother for staying with just Krissy-well it's not like he was just with her, he was getting it pretty often from his big sister as well- I told him he was holding himself back that he could be taking any girl he wanted anyway he wanted. God knew there were enough that threw themselves at him. Now as I watched the two of them stare into each other's eyes I realized that I was... jealous yes that was the word. I wasn't jealous that Mark was with Krissy, what got me was that my little brother who in all honesty was probably more broken than I was, somehow was capable of feeling this way ,and I couldn't even spend a night with someone without a problem. No longer horny I watched a little sadly, as Mark made love to his girlfriend. Hell he treated me like a whore, then again that's what I always wanted him to do it's what the nasty girl wanted at least from my brother, but wouldn't it be nice to have this with someone?
Mark started pumping faster and harder and Krissy's moans became louder and started to sound more like whimpers, because of his length I knew first hand Marks cock could rub against my clit as he fucked in that position and apparently he was hitting Krissy's pretty well, because as I watched her head went further back and she started to moan louder as her third orgasm in less than a half hour approached. Mark dipped his head back down and kissed her hard catching her squeals in his mouth as Krissy's hips bucked harder and her legs straightened against his.
Mark's arms tensed up and he pumped Krissy even harder. He broke the kiss and moaned himself. Krissy reached up and pulled him down to her again Mark's face was buried into her neck when his entire body went rigid and he came deep inside of Krissy who had wrapped her legs around my brothers waist drawing him in even deeper as he came. They lied there spent for a moment Krissy playing with Mark's hair. My brother leaned up and looking up at him Krissy whispered;
"I love you Mark I love you with all my heart." My brother smiled sweetly at her with that almost sickening look in his eyes and said;
"I love you too." He kissed her then added softly; "Merry Christmas beautiful."
As Mark leaned down to kiss her again, I stood up and left the bathroom. Somehow I felt dirtier hearing them tell each other I love you then I did watching them fucking. With a pang of loneliness I sat on my bed and picking up the ratty Scooby doo that mom had bought me when I was ten hugged it close to me. I felt like a sad little girl; I'd had a bad night and all I wanted was my little brother who was in the arms of his loving girlfriend.
Speaking of, that made me feel worse. I was well aware that although Mark and I loved being together it was wrong. Well not from my end as Mark was the only guy who made me feel wanted. Seeing Mark with Krissy however made me realize he had a chance. My brother could be normal, have a nice girlfriend, a great career, and leave all of his baggage behind him. That would never happen however if we kept it up, as much as he cared for Krissy he would never choose her over his big sister.
If I was a better person, a selfless one who only cared about what was doing the right thing for her brother I would stop sleeping with him. I would tell him it was just kind of a phase and we needed to call it quits, go with Krissy and be happy. That's what a good person would do and my brother deserved to be happy. I wasn't that person and I knew it. I needed my brother. Tonight was a perfect example from the first hint of nervousness at Jack's all I could think of was Mark and how bad I needed to be with him.
It wouldn't always be like this I'm sure but for now I had to keep Mark with me, to be his favorite, the one he needed the most. Mark and I were both beautiful, there would be others for both of us, plenty of them but right now we needed each other. I leaned back up against my wall hugging Scooby and waited to hear Krissy leave. We had to get up at 4am so Mark couldn't let her stay long. I looked over at the clock and saw it was eleven thirty there wouldn't be much sleep tonight. I closed my eyes and put my head down into the stuffed animal pretty much feeling bad for myself.
The next time I looked up it was midnight. Had I not heard Krissy leave? I got up and going into the bathroom bent over to look into Mark's room. Krissy was still there, the two of them lying propped up on the pillows, Krissy's head was on Mark's chest and she did not seem to be leaving anytime soon. I stood up and now found myself getting angry, hell I couldn't even have anybody here at all my brother could have a fucking sleepover. Enough was enough; I needed my brother. Keeping my eye to the hole I reached up and knocked, getting a kick out of watching Krissy jump, sitting straight up she pulled the blanket up to her tits and stared at the bedroom door.
"It's just my sister." Mark told her.
As I saw Mark get up and slip his pants on I stood up. Mark opened the door and stared at me. He did not look happy.
"What Meg?" he asked.
"I need to talk to you." I said then before he could answer poked my head into the room.
"Hi Krissy!" I said with a big smile and wave.
As usual Krissy blushed pulling the covers tighter around her.
"Hi Megan." She answered softly with a nervous little wave.
"Don't feel funny hon," I told her. "You guys are old enough; by the way I love your hair."
"Yeah that's great sis, let's go." Mark told me and grabbing my arm pulled me into the bathroom with him and shut the door.
"Hi little brother!" I said and before he could answer kissed him quickly on the lips.
"You taste like your girlfriend." I told him smiling.
"And you taste like booze." Mark replied wiping the smile off my face.
"Yeah well I was you know..."
"With Jack yeah I know, so does everyone at Vinnie's just hope Doug doesn't ever know."
"Yeah okay well..."
"What is it Megan? I mean why would you knock like that?"
I looked at Mark, I had been ready to tell him I needed to be with him, but now between that crack he had made and the fact he seemed pissed I felt like a jerk.
"Sorry Mark I was just wondering when she was leaving."
"Why?"
"Well we need to get up early so you know she can't stay and..."
"Krissy will leave when she leaves Megan okay? It's not your problem."
"I..." I put my head down. "I just had a bad night that's all."
Mark rolled his eyes at me.
"Of course you did, because Jack's an asshole, he's too old for you and he's slipping you booze so he can slip you something else."
"Thanks dad!" I snapped at him.
"Hey Megan it's your choice." He shrugged. "But just because Jack the stud flopped again doesn't mean you need to cut my night short."
I stared hard at him.
"Sorry little brother, I just didn't want to see you get in trouble is all. You do what you want."
"I will." Mark replied calmly then leaning over he made a show of sniffing my face.
"And speaking of trouble if you want to stay out of it, brush your damn teeth you smell like that shit."
Mark then smirked as he finished;
"And the booze."
With that the turned and walked out of the bathroom closing the door in my face. I stood there feeling my cheeks flush at first with anger then embarrassment. Mark was right I looked like a cheap whore going with Jack and other people did know about it. I had just wanted to have fun and Jack was hot and the night really hadn't been his fault it had been me and...
Damaged goods.
I went back to my bed and threw myself on it. Picking up Scooby again and curling into a ball facing the wall I started crying. I had to keep it down. I didn't want Mark to hear or my parents who finally after years of it had let me stop counseling a few months ago because I told them I was fine. Yeah I was fine alright sobbing into a stuffed animal because I couldn't lay down with my brother. Never mind the fact I had come within seconds of kicking Jack's eye out. I was just fucking peachy.
I must have cried myself to sleep as I jumped awake at the sound of Mark's voice saying my name from next to me. I sat up quickly my heart pounding.
"Easy sis." Mark whispered putting his hands out.
Mark knew better than to try to touch me when I woke up like this. He knew because he was the same way. My brother had accidently given my father a hell of a swollen jaw when he had tried to shake him out of a nightmare once. I caught my breath and taking a second to let my heart stop pounding said;
"Hey little brother."
"You okay Meg?"
I nodded.
"Yeah I guess I'm sorry about..."
Mark waved his hand to stop me.
"No sis I'm sorry. I was a prick you said you had a bad night and I blew you off and said some stupid shit. I'm sorry."
He leaned over and kissing my cheek put his arm around me.
"So you okay sis really?"
I smiled and leaning into him put my head on his shoulder.
"I am now little brother."
Mark laughed softly.
"What?"
"You look cute cuddled up with old Scoob here."
"Don't make fun." I told him even though I was smiling.
"So what happened Meg?" Mark asked sounding serious now. "Jack didn't hurt you did he?"
"No nothing like that it was the usual I guess."
I spent a few minutes giving Mark the gist of what had happened including the last thing Jack had said.
"Fuck him." Mark snapped. "I'll turn him into damaged goods."
"Easy little brother. You said it yourself my dumb ass went there in the first place. Anyway it was just really frustrating and embarrassing."
I paused and turning my head kissed his neck.
"I'm sorry I barged in on you and Krissy though I shouldn't have done that."
"Yeah well maybe not but I shouldn't have snapped at you."
Mark sighed.
"It's just... well we had broken up and then they went on the trip and I could only see her for a little while on Christmas eve and that was at her house in front of her father. So tonight was kind of important I'm... you know trying to make things right."
"Seemed like you did a pretty good job." I told him.
"I guess," Mark started then said. "How do you know?"
Shit! I thought.
"I... well I mean she was naked in your bed Mark that's a pretty good sign."
Mark pulled away from me and looked at me. I wouldn't meet his eyes.
"Megan were you spying on us? I know you came home right after she came over."
"I... well..." I could feel myself blushing then looked up at him and whispered;
"Yeah I did, the whole thing. Sorry,"
Mark looked at me and at first I thought he was pissed then he grinned and asked;
"Did it get you hot?"
"Damn straight it did." I smirked at him. "Tell you what Mark little Krissy ain't so little anymore and she's a naughty little thing isn't she?"
"I've been working on it." He said then sighed.
"Megan I really am sorry that I was mean to you. You needed me and I was an ass."
Once again he put his arm around me and kissed the top of my head.
"That's okay Mark you're here now. Maybe you can sleep in here with me? I really want to be close to you."
Mark moved my hair and kissed my cheek, then my neck.
"Yeah? You want to be close sis?"
"mmmm" I moaned as while he continued to kiss my neck his hand slid under my shirt to my left nipple giving it a squeeze.
"Yeah? You want your little brother to make things better Meg?"
"I..."
Mark cut me short by turning my face up to his and kissing me his hand sliding up through my hair as his other continued to play with my tit. Oh yes! I thought this was just what I needed! This... I paused as I realized I could faintly smell Krissy on Mark's face. Not that it was necessarily a turn off, but it reminded me of something.
"Hey." I said pushing Mark back a little.
"What's the matter?"
"Well you know Mark we were both just with somebody else and you know we said we would never on the same night if we did... what?" I asked noticing Mark smirking.
"Well sis. It's after Midnight now which technically means it's another day."
With that he started sliding his hand down from my tit ran it down across my stomach towards my pussy. I laughed at that.
"You will make a good lawyer someday!" I paused to moan as his hand found my pussy and started to stroke it.
"But still Mark I mean you know it's kind of you know?"
I shrugged not knowing how to say it, but we'd both just had others and ... Mark grinned again and standing extended his hand.
"I know what you're saying sis. Come with me."
I took my brothers hand and let him lead me into the bathroom where he turned on the shower. I laughed delightedly as he stripped his pants off then grabbing my nightshirt tugged it up. I raised my arms letting him take it off of me. Then after checking the water Mark held the curtain open while I stepped in then got in behind me. I let my hair get wet then moved to let the water hit him. I turned to face him and we kissed under the warm water our arms around each other's waists.
Mark grabbed my shoulders and turning me around so my back was to him, reached down and grabbing the body wash I kept in there put some in his hands and began slowly soaping up my body. Mark took his time massaging it into my back then reaching around rubbed his hands across my stomach and my tits before dropping to his knees and starting at my feet worked his way up to my ass. I spread my legs apart and groaned as Mark gently washed my pussy his thumb paying extra attention to my clit.
The soap made everything slippery and it was such a tease but it felt amazing. Mark stood up and taking the shampoo proceeded to take his time lathering my hair by running his fingers through it repeatedly.
"Ohh that is sooo nice Mark." I told him.
I had never been pampered like this before. This was even better than the back rubs he had given me before. Mark gently turned me to face him so my back was to the water and reaching behind my head just as slowly rinsed my hair. As he did so I took the soap from the shelf and started to rub it into his shoulders and chest. My hands trailed down his amazingly hard stomach and of course down to his even harder cock.
Using both hands on his huge prick I lathered it up stroking it up and down. I felt his hips twitch and he groaned;
"Oh damn sis that feels good."
"Yeah little brother?" You like you're dirty sister getting you clean?"
"Oh yeah." He moaned.
Mark finished with my hair and we switched as I did his. I continued to stroke his cock with one hand while running my fingers through his hair with the other. Mark was groaning and his hips were starting to twitch. I didn't want him cumming yet so I stopped and used both hands to finish his hair. I moved to rinse it and stepping back held his cock while I used the water to rinse the soap off. I looked up at Mark and smiled at him, oh this was so what I needed!
Mark took my face in his hands and kissed me. Trust me we had kissed plenty but this one seemed different. Usually we kissed quickly and passionately, but would let our lips wander elsewhere. This kiss was different. Mark held my lips with his own sliding them gently back and forth across mine his tongue flicking out playfully here and there to catch my own. I wrapped my arms around his neck as his slid around my waist and we held each other tightly under the wonderfully steamy water.
We broke the kiss and I found myself staring into my brothers gorgeous golden green eyes, he smiled at me and I thought not for the first time that Mark really was beautiful. His hands slid up from my waist and started teasing my nipples with his fingers. I gently pushed his hands away and with a wink slid down to my knees and with no hesitation took that rock hard cock into my mouth. All the way down the length of his shaft until my lips touched the base. Mark let out a sound like a whimper as holding it there I shook my head slowly back and forth my tongue swirling around his shaft the entire time.
I pulled his cock out with a loud slurping sound then looking up at him swirled my tongue around his tip just as Krissy had done. My little brother wasn't doing to bad for himself getting his cock sucked by two hot girls within a couple of hours. I quickly sucked his wet cock back into my mouth and started bobbing my head steadily up and down using my hand as well jerking him off as I blew him. Mark moaned again and gasped out;



"Easy sis I can't..."
I stopped and looked up at him.
"Don't worry about it little brother your nasty big sister wants to suck you off in the shower so you just enjoy."
"Oh damn." Mark whispered then moaned again as I resumed my rapid sucking of his cock.
It didn't matter that Mark had already cum with Krissy and that I was going to get him off now. My little brother would still be able to fuck his needy big sister in a little while. Christ one night a few weeks ago when the folks went away we had done it five times. I started taking Mark deeper and as I jerked his cock made a twisting motion with my wrist. Mark's thighs were beginning to tremble as he reached down and started to run his hands through my wet hair. Remembering watching him with Krissy, I stopped and looking up said.
"Go ahead Mark; I'm not your girlfriend. Go ahead and fuck my mouth, just grab my hair and give it to me!"
Mark pushed his cock down my throat and started slowly fucking my face. I put my hands on his hips to stop him and once again looked up at him.
"I said fuck my face Mark. Don't hold back; fuck your nasty sister's mouth until you cum down her fucking throat!"
That was all he needed. Mark grabbed two handfuls of my hair and started slamming his cock in and out of my mouth, hard and deep, I tilted my head back to take him even deeper and as I did I thought;
Look at yourself you dirty little whore! On your knees twice in the same night. Sucking two different cocks and the second one wasn't just any cock was it? Oh no this cock was my little brothers cock, my favorite cock. My pussy was so hot I could feel it throbbing oh I needed to cum again, that's okay my brother would take good care of my needy little pussy as soon as his big sister finished blowing him in the shower.
Mark let out a gasp and after several more hard pumps exploded into my waiting mouth. The first spurt of cum came when he was pulling his cock back and there was so much of it he pushed some of it out of the sides of my mouth as he shoved it back in. Mark kept pumping and cumming I moaned around his amazing cock at the sensation of that hot thick cum sliding down my throat, oh yeah you nasty fucking girl! Mark finished pumping and I slid his cock out of his mouth and got a priceless little whimper out of him as I sucked hard on just the tip and got another couple of drops as a reward.
"Oh Megan." He sighed leaning against the wall panting.
"That's right little brother," I told him as I wiped the cum from my lips. "You never forget who takes the best care of that big dick of yours."
I stood up and shut the water off. Mark stepped past me and out of the shower. Grabbing a towel he held it out for me. Laughing I stepped into it and stood there thoroughly enjoying it as he wrapped it around me and gently patted me dry. After quickly drying himself off, Mark put his arm around my shoulders, and reaching down surprised me by sweeping his arm behind my knees picking me up off the floor. I laughed like a little girl as Mark carried me back into my bedroom and placed me on the bed.
Mark went to get up on the bed with me but laughing I sat up and as Krissy had done pointed at the floor. Mark rolled his eyes and I laughed again.
"Okay little brother just take care of me up here."
I laid back and putting one foot up against the wall next to my bed opened my other leg wide and reaching down spread my pussy in eager anticipation of my brothers tongue. Mark went at my pussy the way I had devoured his cock. Sliding up between my legs he immediately plunged two fingers into my steaming pussy while his lips locked around my clit and started sucking it in and out of his mouth. Oh damn that felt good! Each time Mark sucked my clit into his mouth his tongue would tease across it making me twitch and moan.
"Oh that's right Mark suck that pussy," I looked at him and couldn't resist. "So whose pussy tastes better little brother?"
Mark looked up and smiled stopping his sucking long enough to look me in the eye and whisper;
"Why my big sisters pussy of course." He gave another lick and added; "My favorite pussy."
"Oh good answer! Now go ahead Mark I don't want to be teased, get your big sister off in your face so you can fuck the shit out of her!"
I let out a squeal as Mark removed his fingers and plunged his tongue into my hot little pussy. As he did he pinched my clit between his fingers and rolled it between his finger tips.
"Oh yes!" I groaned out trying to keep it down.
Mark switched off again, fingers sliding in and out and his tongue tracing hard circles over my sensitive clit. Mark sped everything up and I was right on the edge. Just then Mark slid his other hand up and slid a finger into my ass, the same spot that Jack had almost lost an eye over. I turned my head and squealed into my pillow. My hips left the bed and my thighs trapped Mark's face between them as I arched my back while wave after wave of pleasure raced through my body. I finished twitching and dropped my legs from around brother's head, or tried to.
Sliding up Mark grabbed my left ankle and using my leg as a handle pulled it around turning me onto my side. My right leg between his, Mark slid up into me, my left leg straight up against his chest.
"Oh Fuck!" I cried out.
Then grabbing my pillow bit into it as at that angle Mark began slamming his massive cock deep inside of me. Oh my fucking god he was going deep. We had never tried this one before. As Mark fucked the shit out of me I could feel his balls sliding along my leg. Mark looked down at me and smiled;
"Scissors." He said.
I let go of the pillow and laughed in between moans.
"Okay porn star." I told him.
Mark slammed me like that a few more times it felt great but I knew what I really wanted.
"Let me get on my knees."
Mark never had to be told twice. Grabbing my ankle again Mark simply turned me the rest of the way over onto my stomach. I pushed my ass up into the air and squealed into the pillow again as Mark buried his cock so deep inside I could feel his balls hit me.
"Oh god yes!" I moaned.
Mark started slamming me even harder than he had before. He had cum twice so there was no way this would be quick. As I lied there loving every second of it Mark continued to give it to me with long hard steady thrusts. I groaned and whimpered with every one of them. This is how it should be I thought the nasty girl getting hers nice and hard and fast!
Mark grabbed my hips, hard.
"Oh yes!" I told him. "Oh yes give it to me little brother give your sister what no one else can!"
That's right no fear, no inhibitions just on my knees getting fucked by the one man I knew would never hurt me. I reached down between my legs and started stroking my clit going for my fourth orgasm of the night. Mark switched his hands to my back and going into a push up position started shoving me into the bed forcing me to bounce back up into his hard thrusts.
"Oh fuck yeah little brother!"
Mark was pounding me harder than he ever had, and I could feel my orgasm racing through. It had better be quick as Mark gasped and then let out that tiny little whimper that he always made when he was going to cum really hard. The two of us came together. I had just bit down into the pillow and straightened my legs when I felt the first hot spurt of my brothers cum enter my overheated pussy. Our hips ground together as we both groaned and our bodies finished convulsing.
Mark let his weight go lying on my back. I smiled as I felt his heart pounding against my back and heard his breathing in my ear. Mark rolled over onto his back next to me panting. I rolled over as well so my head was resting on his chest.
"Oh little brother how I needed that!" I told him.
"That's what I'm here for." He said still trying to catch his breath.
"Yeah you here to fuck the shit out of me?"
"Well yeah, but that's not all I'm here for." "Really?"
Mark nodded, then with a groan slid out of the bed.
"Where you going?" I asked.
Mark didn't answer. He went over to my bedroom door and checked to make sure it was locked then went into the bathroom he came out with his pants on and my nightshirt in his hand. No matter how tired we were or how good lying there felt we could never forget. Not that the folks ever just walked in but you never knew and at least with clothes on we'd have some type of excuse. I sat up and slipped the shirt on.
"Now," Mark began. "I'll show you what else I'm here for; roll over on your side sis."
I lied down on my side facing the door and Mark slid behind me his back against the wall. I felt something soft press against my arm.
"Now here," Mark said. "You hold Scooby."
I laughed and taking Scooby tucked him into my chest like I used to when I was little. Mark then slid his arm under my neck so I was nestled into him and put his other arm around my waist.
"And I hold you. Isn't that how it works?"
I didn't answer right away. I was overwhelmed by the emotion of how good this felt. How it was exactly what I needed. Mark might fuck me like a nasty girl but when he held me it was the sweetest thing I ever felt. No, I thought I couldn't let this go not yet, not for awhile not until I could be this way with someone else.
"Meg you okay?"
"Yeah Mark I'm fine." I whispered.
"That you are." He laughed then kissed me sweetly on the back of the neck.
"Do that again." I told him.
Mark did and I sighed contentedly.
"Mark?"
"Yeah sis?"
"Thank you."
"For what?"
"For this, for everything,." I paused. "For wanting me even though I'm damaged goods."
"Well hey sis if you are then so am I."
Mark paused then added quietly.
"Were like two pieces of a broken vase. On our own were a mess but put us together and were okay."
Where that had come from I don't know but it did make sense. I nestled myself back into Mark even closer and whispered;
"Then we'll just have to stay together then."
"Always sis, always."
"Promise?"
"Promise, now go to sleep we get up in three hours."
He kissed my neck again and started our ritual;
"Sweet dreams my sister."
I smiled as once again my brother had made everything okay.
"Good night my beautiful little brother."
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I opened my eyes slowly and winced at the throbbing in my head which I'm sure had something to do with the brandy from last night. The fact that according to the annoying red numbers on my alarm clock it was 3:45 in the morning didn't help either especially since Mark and I hadn't gone to sleep until one am. I sighed, well it's not like I hadn't functioned on less sleep, then again I thought most days didn't involve an impending sixteen hour drive to North Carolina. The only good thing was that according to dad's "schedule" I wasn't due to take the wheel until early afternoon so maybe I could nap in the back seat, just stretch my feet across Mark's lap and nod off.
Speaking of my little brother I looked over at him and smiled. I was lying on my side and Mark was on his back with his head turned towards me. Mark was still asleep and I enjoyed watching him. My brother usually has a serious expression on his face accompanied by an intense stare that gives him the appearance of always being pissed. Asleep however, with his features completely relaxed my brother really was beautiful. Not for the first time I was struck by how much we resembled each other. The same thick jet black hair, high cheek bones, and perfectly even features, even our eyes, although different colors were equally intriguing. My own that were so light blue they were all but transparent, and Mark's bizarre shade of greenish gold that changed colors.
My lips were much fuller of course and unlike my ivory skin tone, Mark was darker with a hint of an olive complexion. Our parents were both Irish and I guess some of the Celtics had a bit of color to them while the rest were fair. Reaching out I gently ran my fingers through his hair along his temple. Mark made that adorable little noise he always did in his sleep and nuzzled his face into the pillow. My smile widened; who'd have thought my bad ass little brother could be so damn cute sometimes? I repeated the motion and as Mark cooed again this time I frowned. I had pushed harder with my fingers and I could feel the outline of the long scar under my brother's hair just below his temple.
When he was fifteen Mark's foster father at the time; an animal named Max had been doing cocaine on a silver platter. Mark had come into the room and as usual Max had hit him, when Mark fell he hit the plate spilling the coke. Enraged Max then took the plate and smashed it into my brother's head. Mark had suffered a fractured skull and had to have a metal plate inserted in his head, he had been in a coma for three days before finally waking up with miraculously no permanent damage. Not that the Doctor's had been able to determine that right away as it would be over two weeks before Mark would say so much as a single word. This was traced back to the fact that the police who had investigated the case had found out that my brother as well as another foster child who lived there were beaten for speaking in Max's presence.
It was little wonder Mark had nightmares and difficulty sleeping. It was those dreams however as well as my own that led us to start sleeping together in the first place. It was rare that either of us would have a nightmare if we were in bed together. In the six months that we had been having sex it had not happened at all. So to me as wrong as most people would say our relationship was, how could it be that bad if we felt so good together? Speaking of feeling good together, as much as I looked forward to seeing my uncle Ray for the first time in two years it meant that for the next three to four days Mark and I wouldn't be able to even sleep together let alone fuck, so maybe a little good morning quickie was in order.
Leaning forward I kissed Mark on the lips. His eyes opened slowly and he smiled at me.
"Morning little brother." I whispered and kissed him again.
"You look adorable like that." He said.
"Like what?"
"You and scoob."
I realized that I was still holding the stuffed Scooby Doo doll from last night. Mark reached out and touched it.
"You look like a cute little kid."
"Oh yeah?" I took his hand and removing it from the doll placed it on my tit.
"Still just cute?" I asked.
"Hell no." Mark replied as he began toying with my nipple through my t-shirt.
I reached down under the covers and grabbed his cock which told me that Mark was more than ready to get some of his big sisters pussy.
"How about I lose scoob, you lose your pants and you fuck the shit out of me?"
I tossed the doll off the bed and sitting up stripped off my t-shirt. Mark slipped his pants off and as I rolled over onto my back started sucking on my left tit his hand going down and his fingers finding my wet pussy.
"Oh, that's nice little brother but just fuck me! We don't have much time and..."
As if right on cue the two of us jumped at the sound of dad knocking loudly on Mark's bedroom door.
"Hey Mark! You up and moving?"
"Shit!" Mark exclaimed as he all but through himself out of my bed.
Grabbing his pants he covered the distance between my bed and the bathroom in three long steps. As soon as he entered he yelled;
"I'm in the bathroom!"
"Alright!" Dad called out. "Were leaving in a half hour, so stay out of the mirror!"
Mark ignored that. My dad was constantly riding him about being a "pretty boy". My heart still pounding I jumped out of bed quickly and tossing my shirt back on unlocked my bedroom door. I had no sooner taken my hand off the knob when dad knocked on my door.
"You up honey?"
I opened the door.
"How could I not be?"
Dad grinned and shrugged.
"Yeah guess that was a little loud."
"Just a little." I said then gave him a big hug.
"I'm looking forward to seeing uncle."
"Me too and your cousins are dying to meet lover boy in there."
Uncle Ray had two kids Jake and Malorie who were 21 and 19. Spending a few years with no family I had always gotten quite a kick out of them referring to me as their cousin and not only had I been Uncle Ray's niece since day one but a week after I was officially adopted he became my godfather.
"Not so sure he's looking forward to it though," Dad continued. "He kept trying to get out of the trip."
"Well you know he's still a little shy sometimes dad."
"Oh please hon, he wanted the house to himself so Krissy could move in for the week."
"Probably, but speaking of moving." I told him.
Dad laughed and went back downstairs. I put the light on to get dressed. It was going to be a long trip in the car, but I wanted to look good for my uncle so I chose a red blouse and matching skirt that mom had bought me for Christmas. I put on a pair of short heels, it was winter but I would be in the car most of the day so it wouldn't be like I was walking around and I knew Mark would love me in this outfit, probably even get a hard on or two in the back seat. Speaking of I was pretty horny myself at the moment. I shouldn't have spent so much time looking at him, should have just woke him up with my tits in his face and fucked him.
It was Wednesday and the plan was to get to Uncle's by 7 tonight stay through Sunday, and leave first thing Monday morning, as mark and I didn't have classes and dad had taken some vacation days. Best case scenario my poor little pussy wouldn't be getting any attention that wasn't from my own fingers anyway until Sunday night. I thought about sitting on the bed and getting myself off now, take the edge off and maybe help me fall asleep in the car, but looking at the clock it would be a matter of minutes before dad would start yelling that we had to get moving. With a sigh I went over to the bureau where I brushed out my hair and put on a bit of makeup including Mark's favorite shade of red lipstick. Why I was out to tease my brother this morning I wasn't sure but I suppose if I had to be horny then it was only fair he saw what he was missing as well.
I heard dad start up the Volvo station wagon and grabbing my jacket went downstairs. Dad had just come in and mom was wandering around making sure everything was locked up. I gave her a kiss good morning and she gave me a forced smile. Mom did not get along with my aunt Karen at all and wasn't completely thrilled about the trip. I knew she was also a bit pissed because she hated long rides and had wanted to leave yesterday and do a night at a hotel on the way, but dad had insisted on driving. Too bad because as soon as I had heard hotel I had started thinking of all the fun I could have had with my little brother. Speaking of, Mark came down stairs dressed in black slacks and a charcoal gray dress shirt that Denise had bought him. Mark looked damn good dressed up; the shirt showing off his broad shoulders and the slacks his narrow waist.
Dad came back in and walking by Mark made a show of sniffing.
"Damn Mark you're going to stink up the car." He paused then asked; "Do you have gel in your hair?"
"Yeah why?" Mark asked as he grabbed the black leather jacket I had bought him for Christmas from the chair and put it on.
Dad shook his head.
"Only women put shit in their hair I'm starting to wonder about you Mark."
Before my brother could reply mom put her hand to his face and said;
"Leave him alone Doug, it's not his fault he's so good looking."
"Mama's boy." Dad muttered "Okay let's get going."
As I put my jacket on Mark walked past and pausing, leaned over and whispered in my ear;
"You look absolutely beautiful Meg."
With that he gave me a kiss on the cheek. For whatever reason that caught me a bit off guard and I felt myself blushing. I turned to him and gave him a hug.
"Oh how sweet!" Moms voice came from the doorway. "Look up you two."
Mom had the new camera dad had bought her. Staying as we were still hugging Mark and I turned to face her cheek to cheek and smiled.
"That's going to come out wonderful." Mom said. "Isn't it Doug?"
"Yeah," Dad said from just outside."I just can't tell who's prettier. Now let's get going."
We drove the first hour in silence. Dad had the oldies station on softly, mom was asleep and Mark was... well it was hard to tell where Mark was. His eyes were open but I really don't think he was anywhere to be found. My brother had spent years barely speaking and could vanish inside his own head for hours at a time. I was tired from lack of sleep but couldn't seem to drift off. I found myself thinking about Jack last night which got me a little down. Thoughts of Jack led to the rest of the night however and I found myself thinking of Mark and Krissy. I couldn't get the image of Krissy with her legs up on my brother's bed and his face buried between her thighs that look of ecstasy on her face. God I was horny. I also realized I was quite cold; maybe the skirt hadn't been such a good idea after all.
"Hey dad," I called out to the front seat. "You got the heat on?"
"I do, but if you're still cold hon, there's a blanket on top of the bags in the back."
I turned to look and found an old blue blanket that I grabbed and draped over my lap and legs. I looked over at Mark and started thinking about the way he had felt in the shower last night. How incredible his soapy hands had felt all over my body and how hard he had cum in my mouth. I was getting wet at this point and needed to get off in the worst way. To the point I found myself wondering if there was a way I could get my fingers in my panties. Probably not, damn pantyhose! I spent the next half hour desperately trying not to think anything dirty but as usual once on the subject of sex I just couldn't stop. I kept replaying last night in my head.
"Hey guys," Dad said from the front. "Were coming up on a rest stop, I'm going to grab some coffee so if you want anything or gotta go now's the time."
We pulled into the rest stop. Mom stayed in the car fast asleep and Mark remained in his trance. I got out, more to stretch my legs, but figured it would be awhile before we stopped again so decided to try to use the bathroom. As I entered the stall I thought again how horny I was but masturbating in a public bathroom was a bit much even for me. However... No I thought I couldn't, it was too chancy and Mark might not... oh who was I kidding little brother went along with whatever his big sister wanted and it would be dark for at least another hour. Finally realizing that I was getting wet at just the thought of what I what I wanted to do. I decided to go for it.
Locking the stall door I quickly kicked off my shoes, stripped off my pantyhose and sliding off my black panties rolled them up and tucked them into the waistband of my skirt under my blouse. I put the pantyhose back on and just before pulling them up all the way poked a hole in them with my fingernails and ripped the crotch open. After pulling them up I couldn't resist slipping my fingers inside of my all but dripping pussy. On the way out I gave my clit a little rub with my thumb that sent a shudder through me. Oh this was going to good.
I got back to the car just as dad did and getting into the back seat placed the blanket back over my lap again. Mark glanced over at me and I flashed him a huge smile, his eyes narrowed suspiciously then he shrugged and pulled out a hand held video game that played nothing but word games. Sometimes Mark was such a geek, but that was okay I'd be giving him something else to be playing within a few minutes. I waited until dad got back on highway and became absorbed in driving; mom was still asleep or maybe just pretending to be because she was a little pissed off at dad. I turned to Mark and loud enough for dad to hear asked;
"Hey Mark?"
"What?"
"I can't get comfortable can I put my legs across your lap?"
Mark rolled his eyes;
"I suppose."
"Thanks little brother!"
I put my back up against the door and swung my legs across the seat and into his lap. I slid down a little so that I knew Mark could reach when the time came. Mark grunted;
"Ow Meg, take your damn heels off."
I smiled as I heard dad laugh softly from up front and of course was more than happy to slide my heels off. I knew full well Mark couldn't resist the feel of my feet in pantyhose and sure enough after taking a minute to pull the blanket across his lap so my feet were covered his hands slid underneath and started massaging my feet. I sighed softly so he knew I was enjoying it not as much as he was however as I could already feel his hard on pressing against the back of my calf through his slacks. After a couple of minutes of letting myself relax and enjoy the foot rub I slid my panties out of my waist band and reaching under the covers pushed them against Marks arm.
Mark let go of one of my feet and grabbed the panties, as it dawned on him what he was holding he looked over at me his eyes wide. I smiled at him, and grabbing his arm pulled his hand along my leg sliding it under my skirt to reach my bare pussy. The look on his face as he turned towards me was priceless. I nodded at him and winked, Mark gestured towards the front seat where dad was driving and shook his head. I pouted and lifted my hips up off the seat causing my wet pussy to rub along his hand. I pouted and mouthed the word;
"Please?"
Mark hesitated; I could practically see the wheels spinning. Unlike me Mark thought things through,and worried more about getting caught. On the other hand as I rubbed my leg slowly back and forth I could feel how swollen his cock was. I watched as the struggle went on for a few more seconds then taking the fingers that I had shoved into my pussy I quickly stuck them under his nose. After only a few seconds I took them away enjoying the look of lust in my brother's face at just that little whiff of his sister's pussy. It was all over now, deliberately looking straight ahead so dad would see him in the rear view mirror if he looked, and Mark slowly slid two fingers inside of my hot little pussy.
I let out a low sigh then bit down on my lip as Mark added his thumb, moving it in slow circles over my extremely sensitive clit. Oh yeah, I thought as I closed my eyes this is soooo what I needed. Mark was working his fingers and thumb slowly, trying not to make the blanket move too obviously. I pulled my hands from underneath the covers and folded them in my lap so they were on top of his arm. Mark sped up his fingers, it felt incredible but was still a tease, I started sliding my hips back and forth as much as I dared helping to push his fingers in deeper. I let out a very soft whimper that I could tell by the way Mark glanced over he had heard.
I opened my mouth and started to breathe heavier, as Mark's slow movements were finally getting me close. I straightened my legs, my feet pushing against the door next to Mark, and I could feel my thighs starting to tremble. At that moment dad hit a bump that jolted the car causing Mark to drive his fingers deep into my pussy. I let out a startled yelp that to me at least definitely sounded like a moan of pleasure.
"What?" Dad said from the front.
Without missing a beat Mark said;
"Bless you."
"Um... thanks."
I barely managed to get that out as Mark deciding to leave his fingers buried knuckle deep in my pussy finally started moving his thumb in faster circles while pressing down harder on my desperate clit. Once again my entire body tensed oh I was so fucking close! Mark looked over and our eyes met. Mark flashed an evil smirk and removed one of his fingers. I gave him a helpless look trying to beg with my eyes. Mark put his finger to his mouth in a "shhh" gesture then with a wink shoved his finger into my ass. I instantly brought my hand up to my mouth and turned my face into the top of the back seat. Turning slightly towards me, Mark put his other hand back under the blanket and slipped a finger inside of my pussy and started pumping both of them, the blanket was moving but I didn't care. Neither did Mark who was staring directly at me. Getting a second finger on my clit he gave it a pinch as his fingers once again drove deep inside of both of my tight little holes.
I came hard, very hard. As my hips bucked as much as I could let them, I literally bit into the upholstery of the back seat trying desperately not to let out the squeal of pleasure that was dying to get out of me. Mark kept moving his fingers driving me crazy to the point where I punched his arms through the blanket to stop. I ground my hips into his fingers one final time and felt my body go limp. I let out a long shuddering sigh into the back seat and then let my head back against the door and tried to catch my breath.
I looked over at Mark who after pushing my panties back into my hand under the covers flashed that smug smirk of his at me. Although it had gotten me over the edge shoving his finger in my ass had been a dirty trick, if I had slipped and made more noise we would have had to stop. I returned Mark's smile however as another nasty little thought came to me. Let's see how little brother could handle it. Mark had removed his hands from under the blanket and had picked up his stupid game again. I rubbed my leg across his crotch and felt his cock was still hard. Mark looked over and shaking his head whispered;
"Don't tease."
No worries there I did not plan on teasing, on the contrary I was going to return the favor. I swung my legs down from his lap and sitting up on the seat slid over so I was sitting in the middle of the back seat my hip up against Mark's. Dad glanced into the rearview mirror.
"You're in the mirror hon."
"Sorry dad, I can't sleep so I figured I'd play this thing with Mark." I paused "Should I move?"
"Nah," Dad shrugged there's no one else really on the road right now anyway."
"There's a reason for that." Mom said drowsily from the passenger seat.
I glanced down and watched Mark play the stupid crossword game for a minute then sliding my hand under the covers started stroking his cock through his pants. Mark was still hard he looked over at me and was going to say something but stopped as my fingers found his zipper and pulled it down. Reaching into his pants I fumbled with his underwear but couldn't get his cock out with one hand, leaning over I whispered in his ear;



"Take it out."
Mark glanced nervously at the back of dads head, but when I squeezed his swollen cock through his underwear he swallowed hard and putting one hand under the covers unsnapped his pants and lifted his hips off the seat. Between the two of us we tugged his pants and underwear past his hips allowing his cock to spring free. Mark put his hand back in his lap and looked down pretending to pay attention to his game. I grabbed Mark's cock with my hand and squeezing hard gave it one good slow pump. Mark made a small sound in his throat and his hips twitched. I stroked again and when I reached the tip gave another squeeze then rubbed the top using the pre cum that had just oozed out to get my hand wet.
Using my now slick hand I started jerking Marks cock up and down, but like him I was going deliberately slow teasing him. Marks cock was so long that my hand was moving the blanket up and down quite a bit so he put one of his legs up placing his knee against the back seat to keep the blanket up. I had stopped as he moved and was ready to continue when I got an even better idea. Letting go of him I reached down to the seat and grabbing my panties wrapped them around his throbbing prick and started stroking. Mark made another sound in his throat and his eyes rolled a bit at how good the silk panties felt sliding up and down his raging hard on.
Mark was starting to breath heavier and his face was getting flushed. I looked straight ahead and continued to work him up and down. I started stroking quicker giving a little twist when I got to the top rubbing the silk across the head of his cock. Each time I did I was rewarded with a twitch and a sharp breath from Mark. I smiled to myself, my brother was extremely sensitive at the tip and I loved to make him jump. On that note the next time up I lingered, caressing just the tip through the panties. Mark grunted and grabbed my arm through the blanket. I smiled and returned to stroking but going harder than before.
Mark sighed and putting his head down closed his eyes. His right leg was up against my left and I could feel it start to shake. I slowed up to tease him again. Teach him to mess with me! Besides I really was enjoying not only the feel of his thick cock throbbing in my hand, but the control I had over him, as he literally squirmed in his seat with every stroke completely at my mercy. I looked up and just as I did dad glanced in the rear view mirror. Our eyes met and he smiled giving me a wink like he used to when we would go on long drives when I was kid. With my hand full of my little brothers cock I returned both the smile and the wink. Oh you nasty girl!
On that note I started jerking faster and harder. Mark's leg was shaking more and his hips were moving. He made a small whimpering noise that made me pump him even faster. Mark's hand was squeezing the blanket so hard his knuckles were turning white. After a couple more hard strokes Mark twitched harder and I could feel the cum pumping from his cock. I started jerking just near the tip so that this cock emptied into my panties and didn't make a mess. I kept stroking as Mark's cock continued to spurt, what a waste I thought all that hot cum should have gone directly into my needy little pussy. I have to give him credit Mark had done a good job of staying quiet. I gave him a couple of more gentle strokes as letting out a long breath he put his head back against the seat. Turning his head he looked at me and gave me a tired smile. I returned the smile, and then with a wink I took my thumb and through the panties rubbed some of his cum across the incredibly sensitive head of his cock.
Mark jumped violently his leg kicking against the back seat.
"Hey!" Dad exclaimed from the front.
"Sorry." Mark choked out.
"What the hell are you doing back there?" Dad asked looking back in the mirror.
"Meg was tickling me." Mark replied lamely.
"For gods sakes Megan its 6.00 in the morning, and your mothers trying to sleep, stop fooling around with your brother."
I looked back at dad in the rearview mirror and with Marks cum dripping down my hand pouted and said;
"Sorry daddy!"
We arrived at my uncles at 8 only an hour behind schedule. Uncle Ray was thrilled to see us and I will say me especially! Uncle Ray was dad's older brother by three years and was big on family, he had been elated when they had decided to take me in as a foster child and even more thrilled when they had adopted me. At the time uncle had lived in Rhode Island and after my first few months living with mom and dad when I had overcome my fear of men enough, I spent every other weekend over his house with him my aunt and my two cousins whom I had grown pretty close to. Three years ago my uncles company relocated to Charlotte and he really had no choice but to go. They had come down for Christmas two years ago, but that had been the last time I had seen them.
The first two days were wonderful. I hadn't realized how much I had missed Jake and Malory especially Mal who was kind of my best friend when I was a kid. My uncle and his family were very welcoming to my brother and surprisingly Mark did well with them, the fact my uncle had been an amateur boxer and had a full gym complete with a bag in the basement helped make Mark feel comfortable. Not as comfortable as my cousin Malory seemed to want to make him however. Malory spent the entire visit falling all over my brother even holding his hand when the four of us went to the mall together. I had joked with her telling her that Mark was her cousin at which point she smiled and said "not by blood!" I have to say if Mark didn't have Krissy I would have egged him on to fuck her. The thought of Malory's petite little body being shredded by my brother's massive cock was such a turn on I had masturbated to it as I lied in the twin bed next to hers while she slept. Malory had gotten so obvious her brother Jake started getting pissed but I told him Mark had a girl at home and not to worry.
The third day we were there didn't go nearly as well. Malory and I had gone out shopping-my uncle had given me an obscene amount of cash for Christmas- and had come back home to find out the guys were in the gym. When we went downstairs my father and uncle were watching Mark work the huge punching bag that was hanging from a chain in the middle of the basement. Mark was shirtless and covered in sweat; I glanced over at Mal and stifled a laugh as I swear she was soaking through her panties staring at my brother's body. I have to say as I went back to watching I wasn't far from it myself.
"Go ahead Mark," My father called out to him. "Show my brother what you really got."
I frowned at that. My brother had a lot of pent up anger inside and there were times that when I had watched him hit the bag that I really thought he was going to lose it. He had once told me that sometimes when he really went at it all he could see was Max's face. As I continued to watch Mark stepped back for a second to take a deep breath then stepping in delivered a right hook into the bag he wasn't wearing gloves and his fist slammed into the bag with a sharp cracking sound. My cousin Jake was holding it still from the other side and when the blow struck he rocked back a bit. Mark through an equally vicious left then another right. Each time he hit the back Mark grunted with the effort. I saw my father look at uncle and heard him say softly;
"Watch this."
"Let's go Mark," He yelled, "I thought you were a man, but you're hitting like a bitch!"
I saw the change come over Mark instantly, his eyes seemed to darken and his lips curled into a snarl. Stepping in again he through a left that hit the bag so hard, Jake; all 200 pounds of him staggered back. Mark drove his right into it then the left. For the next minute Mark delivered a series of punches that sounded like gunshots when they hit, every one of them driving my cousin back. I started to get nervous, Mark was snarling every time he hit the bag and his eyes were all but bugging out of his head. What the hell was my father doing? It wasn't healthy for my brother to get like this. I stepped forward and was going to say something when I distinctly heard my father- who I still don't think I knew was behind him say;
"Look at him Ray, that's what I'm talking about. You see it?"
I stopped to hear my uncle reply;
"I see it Doug but it doesn't mean anything."
"But it's there Ray. It's not natural"
Not liking the sound of that I walked past them to try to get Mark's attention. It was too late. Suddenly Mark, who had just been punching spun in a circle and bringing his left leg up drove a face level kick into the bag. The bag drove into Jake so hard he let it go and staggered back. Mark had continued the spin and this time came around with the right leg kicking just as high and hard the bag hit Jake and sent him to the mat.
"Alright Mark." Dad said.
Mark swung again with his right sending the bag flying. Then as it swung back at him stepped into and drove a left into it so hard a split appeared in the side of the bag.
"Holy shit!" Uncle Ray said.
Mark started swinging wildly at the bag. Jake jumped up and backed away and dad yelled something I didn't hear and Mark ignored. Walking quickly right up to him I yelled;
"Mark stop it now!"
Mark had just started throwing another wicked roundhouse but at the sound of my voice slowed his hand and simply stopped the bag when it came back to him. When he turned to face me I heard Malory whisper;
"Damn."
Mark was standing there panting, his muscular chest heaving, but it was his face that had everyone's attention; His eyes were wild and his mouth still curled into a snarl he looked crazy.
"Easy little brother." I said softly as I put my hand on his shoulder.
"Watch out Megan." Dad said.
I turned to him as if he were crazy. My brother would never hurt me.
"I'm no one's bitch." Mark said to no one in particular and bending over to pick up his shirt started to walk away.
My uncle caught him by the arm and Mark spun around quickly.
"Don't touch me." He had said it softly, but Uncle Ray not only moved his hand but stepped back.
"Easy Mark," He said quietly putting his hands up in a calming gesture. "Were family here every things cool."
Mark looked at him for a moment then let out a deep breath and nodded. He looked as if He didn't trust himself to speak.
I came up and put my arm around my brother. I could feel him trembling.
"Well I'll tell you what," Uncle said coming over and putting his hand on my shoulder, "At least I know no one's ever going to mess with my gorgeous niece here."
Uncle Ray was trying to make light of what was going on and I appreciated it but Mark was a mess right now saying with that soft intense tone of his;
"No one fucks with my sister. Ever."
With that he walked away passing Malory and Jake as if he didn't see them. As I followed I heard dad say;
"Case in point Ray."
I shot dad a dirty look as I stormed past him, he tried to catch my arm and say something but I kept walking. How dare he do that to my brother. I was furious at my father, it had been getting more and more obvious lately that he and Mark weren't getting along and I knew dad had never really wanted Mark to live with us, worried he was dangerous but that was bullshit he had deliberately whipped my brother up trying to show something to my uncle like Mark was a dog who could do tricks. I almost said something, but decided I didn't want to cause a scene or more of one in my uncle's house.
Besides Mark needed me, I was the only one he would respond to when he got like this. Fortunately Malory and Jake stayed downstairs probably listening to my father and Uncle Ray talk about Mark. Mom and Aunt Karen had gone out to dinner so upstairs was deserted. I followed Mark through the house and up to the second floor where he went directly to Jake's room. Mark closed the door behind him and when I went up to it I was relieved to find that he had left it unlocked. When I entered and closed the door behind me I did hit the button on the knob to make sure we would be left alone.
Mark was standing next to the twin bed Uncle had put in there for him he was wiping his face off with his shirt and I could see his hands shaking. As I closed the door he turned quickly around dropping the shirt.
"It's just me." I said quietly as I walked up to him.
"You okay little brother?"
Mark looked at me shaking his head.
"I don't know I just kind of..." He shrugged helplessly. "I'm not right, I mean I know no one's going to bother me but I just can't calm down."
"Come here Mark."
I put my arms around him hugging him close to me, and as I did Mark put his head on my shoulder. We stood there like that for a couple of minutes during which I could feel his heart pounding and his arms trembling. I stroked his hair and told him that everything was fine, but he still seemed worked up as if his body couldn't shut down. As I continued to hold him it dawned on me what he really needed. For a moment I hesitated it was a crazy idea we could... I stopped myself Mark needed his big sister. Besides dad wanted to upset my brother? Well then only fitting that his "little girl" calms him down the only way she knows how. I pulled back a little and lifting Marks face from my shoulder kissed him.
At first Mark started to try to pull away but I held the back of his head and kissed him harder. Mark began kissing me back slowly at first then much harder with a sense of urgency behind it. As we kissed I reached down and unsnapping his jeans started to tug them down. Mark pulled back.
"Are you nuts Sis?" He asked. "You have to get out..."
I put my finger to his lips. Then leaning forward replaced it once again with my mouth. Keeping my left arm around his shoulders I reached down and shoved my other hand into his underwear. Mark groaned into my mouth as I started stroking his rapidly hardening cock.
"Hmmm mmmm." I encouraged him as I pushed my tongue into his mouth. Once again it seemed as if he were trying to resist but as my tongue played across his lips I felt Mark's will dissolve; as his mouth opened allowing my tongue to find his I could feel his arms tighten around my waist crushing me against him. My hand was still in his pants playing with his swollen cock and as I let my hand go further down and caress his balls he removed his mouth from mine and grabbing my hair pulled my head back and started covering my neck with hot desperate kisses.
"Yeah there you go little brother," I breathed, "You let your big sister make it all better."
Mark's hands dropped down and tugged at my sweater. I lifted my arms and as soon as he lifted the sweater over my head I pulled the cups of my bra down allowing my small but perfectly shaped tits to pop out. Tossing the sweater aside Mark immediately bent his head to my right tit sucking hard as his fingers found my left nipple. I let out a low moan my brothers tongue was swirling across my nipple felt incredible, but we didn't have a lot of time. Reluctantly I pulled my tit from his mouth Mark started to protest until I dropped down to my knees and yanking his jeans and underwear down eagerly took his cock into my mouth. Holding his hips I took him all the way down in one motion and after shaking my head back and forth as I swirled my tongue around the base of his shaft I started sucking him in and out rapidly.
Mark reached down and grabbing handfuls of my hair started fucking my mouth. I thought about letting him cum like that, just shoot his hot fucking cum down my throat, but at this point I was pretty damn worked up myself and needed to feel my little brothers cock inside of my over heated pussy. Removing my mouth from his cock I stood up and after quickly pulling my jeans and panties down to my knees bent over the side of the bed.
"Go ahead little brother," I said softly looking at him over my shoulder. "Take what you need."
Mark didn't have to be told twice. Grabbing my hips he stepped forward and slammed his huge prick deep into his big sisters willing pussy. I gasped as he entered me. Mark and I had been fucking for six months now but he was so fucking big there were still times when it hurt. This was one of them as Mark still on the adrenalin rush from downstairs was plowing into me like he had never had it before. I winced as his fingers dug into my hips so hard I knew there would be bruises tomorrow. I let my head hang down, my hair in my face and tried not to yelp every time he drove himself into me.
"Yeah that's right Mark," I told him lifting my head up so I could look back at him again. "You go ahead and give it to me."
"I stopped and let out a squeal as my brother started hammering me even harder. Gasping between each word I continued;
"There you go little brother you give it to me. You take it all out on your big sister, that's what I'm here for you...Ohhh"
I couldn't speak anymore. Mark was fucking me so hard I had to grab the pillow and bite down on it so I wouldn't start squealing. The bed itself was starting to make noise as my brother continued to mercilessly pound his sister's tight little pussy. The thought of getting caught entered my mind and I'd be lying if in the heat of the moment that image didn't turn me on somehow. As my brother fucked the shit out of me I pictured my father telling Mark to show what he had, well my little brother was showing me what he had! All of it, every fucking inch of it! Dad was afraid Mark would hurt me? If he only knew how fucking good my little brother really was to me. My hand dipped down between my legs and I started rapidly stroking my clit. Mark was starting to moan and somehow started fucking me even faster.
"Oh yes, you fuck his little girl," I whispered. "You show him, we take what we want, we do what we want. You... ohh yesss!"
I started to cum hard and as soon as my pussy contracted around it, Mark's cock exploded sending several shots of cum deep up inside of me. I pumped my hips back into his and squeezed my tights together my greedy pussy milking every last drop of cum from my little brother's cock. I moaned deep in my throat as I continued to cum around his still spurting cock oh that felt so fucking good! Oh you nasty girl! With your little brother in your cousins bedroom! Mark let out a soft sound, a whimper of sorts as he slowly pulled his cock from my sore but satisfied pussy. I stood up and quickly pulled my pants up; turning to face him I smiled then embraced him.
"Is that better little Mark?" I asked in his ear. "Did your nasty big sister make it all okay?"
Mark nodded and as I started to pull away hugged me tightly to him. I returned the embrace softly stroking his hair. Ideally I would love nothing more than to lie down with him, hold him in my arms as he fell asleep, but we'd already been up here awhile and I knew my nosy cousin Malory would be up here any minute now. I smiled at the thought that she probably wouldn't mind comforting Mark either. Oh well sisters before cousins! Damn I really am a sick puppy I thought as I reluctantly pulled away from him.
"I gotta go little brother."
"I know." He said, and then gave me a tired smile. "I'm better now."
"Good, now go take a shower and I'll meet you downstairs."
I waited until Mark pulled his pants up then left Jake's room quickly closing the door behind me turned to head downstairs. Malory was standing there several feet away.
"Is Mark okay?" She asked.
"Yeah he's better he just gets worked up sometimes."
"I'll say." Malory said. "Well are you sure he's okay? I was going to offer to talk to him if he you know needed it."
Oh I'll bet you were. I thought but instead walked over and putting my arm around my cousin turned her back towards the stairs and said;



"No worries my cousin. All Mark needed was a little time with his big sister."
I found myself hoping that the incident in the basement would blow over and not be brought up again. After the shower Mark had hid out in Jake's room for awhile then came downstairs and sat with me and my cousins to watch a movie. Mark looked nervous; it's how he always was after one of his little "episodes" as mom called them. The good news was the little show in the basement was forgotten, the bad news was because it was replaced by a bigger problem. Mom came storming into the house from where she had been out in the yard with aunt Karen, who was hot on her heels trying to say something to her. I heard mom yell something at her and then she took off upstairs.
Dad had come from the kitchen where he and uncle had been playing cards and went upstairs after her. A few minutes later he came down and going back into the kitchen started going at it with my aunt I distinctly heard the word "bitch". That got uncle Ray started. The four of us sat there looking at each other awkwardly. After a few minutes of arguing dad came out and asked me to come upstairs and help calm mom down.
Apparently mom and Aunt Karen had been talking about their kids in general and the topic of college had come up and how proud they were. Jake was a senior and Malory a freshman at UNC. Mom had started talking about us, I was going into my third year at RISD and Mark had started PC with a scholarship that had a clause that if he maintained a certain grade point average it would kick in for Suffolk Law. I'm sure the conversation had turned competitive and finally my bitch of an aunt had simply said;
"That's great Denise, but it's different when the kids are actually yours."
Years ago mom and dad had a son named Jacob. There were complications when he was born and mom was told she could never have more. Three years later Jacob died of leukemia. Needless to say this was a very low blow. To me I was Denise's daughter and even though Mark had only been with us two years and there were issues between he and dad mom very much treated him like a son. Mom wanted to leave on the spot but dad and I talked her into staying the night we could leave early in the morning. After sitting and talking with mom for awhile I left her and dad alone.
I went back to sitting with the others and filled them in. Things got a little worse. Jake who was sitting next to Mark said that my Mom was too sensitive and needed to get over herself. Without turning to look at him Mark told him to watch his fucking mouth about Denise. When Jake turned and made the remark that it's not like Mark even had a real mother to defend, Mark hit him. It happened so fast I couldn't stop it one minute Jake was smirking the next he was on the floor with a bloody nose. Jake got up as if he were going to swing but one look from my brother stopped him in his tracks. Jake was a big boy but he was no fighter nor was he a fool he had seen what Mark had done downstairs. Instead Jake decided to go rat Mark out to Uncle Ray who in turn went to dad. My father took Mark aside and just quickly told him they would talk about it later, and as he walked by me whispered in my ear;
"Keep your brother on a leash will you?" I had sighed so much for me calming Mark down.
Dad and Uncle went outside for awhile and seemed okay when they came in. Dad then went back up to talk to mom again finally he came downstairs and taking me aside said that we were going to leave tomorrow however the four of them needed to talk so why don't we all go to the mall or something. I said okay knowing it would just be the three of us, Jake had gone out after Mark had smacked him. Dad smiled and hugging me thanked me for helping with mom. I returned the hug, I had been mad at dad earlier, but all that mattered now was to take care of mom. I told him I was sorry the visit had gone bad.
Dad shrugged and told me that since we were leaving a day early and he wanted to put mom in a better mood we were going to drive for a few hours and then spend the night at a hotel on the way back. Dad said Uncle had stayed there before and they had a heated swimming pool as well as a great restaurant so we could make a day out of it. I thought that sounded great and told him it would give me an excuse to shop for a bathing suit in December. Dad laughed then asked if I could do him a favor, explaining that it was a bit expensive to get three rooms and would I mind sharing a room with Mark, there would be two beds of course he added. I smiled to myself thinking one would be plenty. A night in a hotel with Mark! I told Dad that it wouldn't be a problem. Dad asked if I was sure because he knew Mark could be a pain in the ass sometimes. Flashing a big smile I looked up at my father and said;
"Don't worry dad I know just how to handle my little brother."
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Part one: A close call.
We left Uncle Ray's house at 7am the next morning. As I looked out the back window Uncle Ray and Malory, who were standing on the porch waved. I waved back, blowing my Uncle Ray a kiss that he returned. Aunt Karen and Jake were nowhere in sight. The two of them had more than enough of us at that point. I sighed and turning in my seat leaned against the door and closed my eyes hoping that maybe I could drift off. We were supposed to drive several hours until we got to the edge of Virginia then stop at a holiday inn and stay until noon tomorrow. Dad was going to drive the first three or four hours then let Mark finish so I was pretty much stuck back here. Needless to say no one in the car was in too good of a mood. Mom was still visibly upset over Aunt Karen's remark. My father also wasn't too happy, he and his brother got along well but it was a strain on them that their wives didn't. I know dad was worried about mom as well, she had been depressed for years after Jacob and every once in awhile it kicked back in. Dad also wasn't too thrilled with my brother at the moment.
At that thought I opened my eyes and looked over at Mark, who was sitting straight up facing the road, his eyes were open but as usual he appeared to be somewhere other than here. Mark had been quiet since he had snapped and hit Jake. Oddly he hadn't gotten as upset as he had when he lost it on the bag rather he seemed strangely satisfied as if hitting Jake had served to calm him in some way. Even when Mark had gone to the mall with Malory and I later he had barely said anything, leaving us alone to shop while he sat in a bookstore and looked though some magazines. I felt bad that I couldn't be with him later that night. Because of what happened with Jake Mark had to sleep on the couch downstairs and I had thought of slipping out of Malory's room and keeping him company for awhile, but things had gone downhill enough and I didn't need to add to it by taking a chance. As it was I still couldn't believe that I had fucked my brother in Jake's room yesterday.
I asked Mark before I went to bed if he was okay after what happened. Mark had shrugged and said;
"Of course I am that'll be the day I don't stick up for my family."
I had hugged him tight, I don't care what the circumstances were I had just been so thrilled to hear Mark acknowledge that he had someone other than me and Krissy in his life. I was even more touched after that when just before I went upstairs mom had come down for the first time since the argument with Aunt Karen. At the time Uncle Ray, my Aunt and Jake had also been in the parlor and as my mom came into the room, my brother walked up behind her and putting his arms around her kissed her on the cheek and putting his head on her shoulder gave my cousin and aunt a look that dared them to say anything. The message was clear; fuck with her fuck with me. I was proud of my brother for that, most people say things like that aren't worth it, but that's why people get away with things because no one makes them worth it. Takers take until their taken. My brother and I had been taken for years, but no more. Now we were the takers.
This morning though Mark had gone a little too far. As our parents were talking the four of us were standing outside saying goodbye, or at least some of us were, Jake and Mark were obviously not speaking. When Malory went to say goodbye to Mark she hugged him then went to kiss him on the cheek. Part of me had wondered if after the way she had flirted all week she would have tried for the lips but she was playing it safe. My brother however did not. As Malory went for his cheek Mark grabbed her chin and kissed her on the mouth, and not just a quick peck I mean this was a kiss.
Malory seemed stunned at first and started to back off, but Mark wrapped his arms around her waist and pulled her into him all the while holding the kiss. I watched shocked, but turned on, as Malory gave in, her arms reached up behind Marks neck and I could see her mouth open to allow his tongue to slide into her mouth. Mark slid his hand up her back and into her long blonde hair. I was only a couple of feet away and swear I could feel my pussy gush as I heard my cousin let out a whimper into my brothers mouth as his other hand went up her side and grazed her tit through her sweater.
At that point I became aware of Jake coming up next to me. He called out his sister's name and to my amusement was ignored; rather her hands had made their way down my brothers back and grabbed his ass. Just then my Mark opened his eyes, stared directly at Jake and winked. Jake went to move past me but I got in front of him and told Mark to knock it off. Mark broke off the kiss although as he did Malory leaned up and caught another quick one before laughing and telling Mark he could come back anytime. Malory then walked past Jake and I, her face was flushed and she was smiling ear to ear. As Mark followed he looked at Jake and said;
"I can't wait for your sister to come down my way."
I was still standing in front of Jake who after glaring at Mark looked at me and shaking his head told me my brother was a real piece of shit, and that his mother had been right when she had told my father that he should send him back to the pound where he came from. Up until that point I had stayed out of the drama, however after hearing that I looked at Jake who I had always been happy to refer to as family and told him that I had come from that same pound. I turned and walked away without giving him a chance to respond. I caught up with Mark as he walked over to the car.
We were met there by dad who was pissed. As we walked up to him I saw Malory with my Uncle. I couldn't hear what was being said but he was obviously upset. Of course they had seen Mark kiss her. As soon as we got up to dad he waved me over to the porch. I had no choice but to walk away, as I did I could hear dad start up;
"What the hell was that bullshit all about? That's my niece for Christ's sakes!"
I sat on the porch stairs and watched Malory and Mark getting yelled at. Mom was standing there looking distraught; Jake was storming down the driveway towards the back door and Aunt Karen was in the window looking as miserable as ever. To think I had always dreamed of having family. After a couple of minutes Uncle Ray had come over and given me a huge hug goodbye and told me how sorry he was the visit hadn't gone well. He then slipped me a check for two hundred dollars and told me to buy some art supplies. I thanked him and then we both watched as mom went over and got dad away from Mark which I was thankful for as it looked like dad was really laying into my brother, who even from a distance I could tell was getting nervous. Because of his past Mark didn't take to being yelled at, and it was an effort for him not to get upset. Despite their differences Mark had a lot of respect for dad and was grateful to him for letting him come to live with us so always held back.
All this went through my mind as I watched Mark sit there wrapped up in his own little world. I wondered what dad had said to him. I knew he had probably heard about all of it at once, losing it in the basement even though dad had caused that one, hitting Jake and making out with Malory. I also knew Mark was sitting there trying to pretend it didn't bother him, but I knew otherwise. Mark was more sensitive than my parents thought. I was just the only one that ever saw it. Reaching over I tapped Mark's leg and as he looked over gave him one of my trademark huge crooked smiles that he could never resist. Sure enough after a few seconds he smiled back a little sadly, but it was still a smile. I took his hand and gestured for him to lean over towards me. When he did I whispered in his ear;
"Don't you worry Mark; We got our own room tonight, and your nasty big sister bought a couple of surprises for her naughty little brother."
I leaned back over to my corner and left him to think about that. Of course this led me to start thinking about tonight, by far a much better topic than the little family drama we had just put behind us. The minute my father had mentioned the hotel last night my mind had gone into overdrive. It's not like Mark and I didn't get each other at least a couple of times a week, but most of the time my parents were home and we had to be quiet, not to mention the constant chance of getting caught. We always locked our bedroom doors and the adjoining bathroom gave us the chance to slip in and out of each other's rooms quickly but still there had been a couple of times dad had knocked on one of our doors and questioned why they were locked. I would just shrug and tell dad it's because I liked to lounge around in my underwear which would be enough to get dad onto another subject. As far as Mark's door being locked I winked and told dad that I wasn't sure but I know he had a stack of magazines in the closet and well you know, once again, enough to get dad off topic.
Tonight would be different though oh yes it would! Our room wasn't even next to Mom and Dad's it was across the hall and a couple of doors over. Mark and I would be able to be as loud as we wanted to be. Never mind I planned on using every damn piece of furniture in the room as well as my all time favorite the shower! Then of course there were the surprises I had picked up when Malory and I had gone shopping last night a couple that I had already thought of then one that had come about spur of the moment that was really going to add to the evening's festivities. Best thing was that since Mark had decided to stay in the bookstore he had no clue what I had bought.
Knowing there was a heated swimming pool and a sauna, I found a hot little two piece black bikini that was going to make my father's jaw clench and my brother's drop. The second stop was to Fredericks where I found a smoking hot red lingerie set complete with fishnets. Malory had raised her eyebrows a bit so I told her about Jack. Malory was no prude and the fact that Jack was ten years older than me and hot had her telling me how lucky I was. Not really I thought but easier than telling her that it was my brother those stockings would be wrapped around.
The last addition to my shopping trip came by surprise. On the way back from the mall Malory had stopped off at a liquor store to grab some cigarettes for her mother. While we were in there she picked up a bottle of wine for dinner later. I looked at her and asked her if she had a fake ID and she said of course not why would she need one? Apparently the drinking age in North Carolina was 18. My eyes lit up like it was Christmas all over again! After a few minutes of trying to make up my mind I decided on a bottle of blackberry brandy for myself and Jack Daniels for my brother. Krissy had told me that my brother had taken her to a couple of college parties and he drank this like it was soda. I was a little surprised as I had never seen Mark drink. I was also a little put off my little brother was partying without me, but then again we all needed our little secrets from time to time.
Oh yes tonight was going to be the best ever! Not just the night either, we would have tomorrow morning as well. Dad had already told me he had requested a late check out and given me the "Don't bother us unless it was an emergency" line which meant good old dad was going to do his best to cheer mom up. That was fine with me! Mark and I never slept late anyway so plenty of time to play. Not to mention the fact I looked forward to teasing Mark in my new bathing suit. I had picked him up one as well so there would be no excuse for him not to go to the pool with me. With those thoughts running through my mind I put my head back and closing my eyes pretended to doze off. After a couple of minutes I "let" my head droop to the side and onto Mark's shoulder. A few minutes later I heard mom say;
"Oh how cute is that?"
I smiled to myself as I felt sleep begin to take me for real. My parents were so easy.
We hit some traffic and didn't pull into the hotel until about three. As Mark and dad grabbed the couple of suitcases we would need from the back, I made sure to grab my small black overnight bag. It wouldn't be good if dad opened it by mistake and found the bottles. We checked in and dad handed me the key to our room. I eagerly took it and after helping mom and dad into their room Mark and I went to ours. I unlocked the door and as we entered I smiled from ear to ear. The room was huge with two full sized beds, an overstuffed armchair that already had me thinking, and a large television. I had brought in my mini boom box and a couple of tapes so we could put some music on later to cover up whatever else was going on in case someone was in the next room besides there was a certain song I wanted to play for my little brother.
I put the radio on top of the tv and dropping my bag to the floor removed my jacket, stripped my sweater off and on leaving my long denim skirt and knee high boots ran over and jumped onto the bed. I rolled over on it laughing. I felt like an excited little kid. I looked over at Mark who had also removed his jacket and was unbuttoning his shirt. My eyes hungrily took in his strong chest and perfect six pack stomach. As he slid his shirt off I made a "Come here" gesture with my finger. Mark came over and getting on the bed immediately rolled me over on my back and getting between my legs leaned down and kissed me. I broke the kiss and smirking at him said;
"Come on little brother you kissed Malory better than that."
Mark smiled wickedly then proceeded to kiss me hard, his tongue pushing its way into my mouth. I put my arms around his neck pulling him down into me enjoying him lying on top of me. Mark slid his lips from mine and started to kiss the right side of my neck. I let out a soft moan as sliding down the bed a little further he started trailing his kisses down my neck and onto my chest. Mark playfully caught my nipple between his teeth through the bra. I let out a little yelp that got a laugh out of him. My bra unhooked from the front and I reached down and after undoing it held it in place.
"Say please." I told him.
"Please Megan?" Mark asked. "Please show me those beautiful tits."
"Yeah? You wanna see your sister tits little brother?"
"I want to do more than see them."
"I don't know..."
"Fine then I'll just take them."
With that Mark grabbed my wrists and yanking them away from my tits pinned my hands over my head. The way he did it sent a wave of heat through my pussy.
"Oh you bad..ohhhh."
Still holding my hands down Mark bent his head and sucked my left nipple into his mouth. He was sucking hard, his teeth catching the sensitive flesh. It hurt but at the same time caused my pussy to start flowing. Mark took my arms and placing them together grabbed both of my wrists in one of his large powerful hands and holding them reached down and unsnapped his jeans. I tried to move my hands to help but Mark told me;
"Just lie there."
It wasn't a request; something in his tone sent another thrill through me. After a moment of fumbling, Mark removed his huge cock from his jeans then reaching down and grabbing the middle of my skirt pulled it up over my hips. The way he did it was a bigger turn on than I could have ever imagined.
"Yeah little brother?" I asked. "You taking your big sister?"
"I'm taking what I want." As he spoke Mark reached down and grabbing the crotch of my blue panties and tugged them to the side and entered me in one smooth hard thrust.
"Oh yes!" I exclaimed as Mark's huge cock stretched my pussy to its limits. I swear he seemed harder than he ever had before.
I tried to pull my arms away from him so I could put them around his shoulders, but Mark was holding them tightly. My brother was using the arm that had my wrists pinned to hold himself up, the muscles were bulging from the effort and I found that struggling against him was getting me even wetter if that were possible at this point. As he slowly fucked me Mark reached up with his other hand and started playing with my nipple.
"Oh yeah that's nice, little brother."
I yelped as Mark pinched my nipple. At the sound of that my brother started fucking me harder and his eyes seemed to brighten. Once again I tried to push up against him but he was too strong. As I struggled Mark smiled. My brother was enjoying having me helpless the thought should have bothered me instead it set me off, making me want to play as well.
"Oh please don't!" I exclaimed. "Please stop little brother! Oh you're hurting me with that big cock! I...OHHHH."
I let out a long moan as Mark started hammering into me as hard as the position he was in would allow. I wrapped my legs around his hips and thrust myself up into him driving him even deeper. As I did I saw over his shoulder that the heels of my boots were pressing into the soft skin just over his hips. Little brother wanted to play rough? Pinching my legs together I shoved both heels into his sides. Mark gasped and his eyes widened. I pushed again then started to pull them away when Mark looked down at me and whispered;
"Harder."
Another surge went through me as on that note I opened my legs then closed them as hard as I could driving the heels into his side. Mark grunted in pain, but at the same time he started fucking me even harder. My shoulders were hurting from the way he was leaning his weight on my wrists and he was fucking me so hard that like yesterday at Uncle's it was bordering on painful.
"Yeah you like that Mark? You like hurting your sister?"
"Yes," Mark answered with an evil smirk. "And so do you."
"But I don't want it!" I suddenly cried out as loud as I dared. "Oh please don't do this to me! Oh please I..."
I was stopped by Mark putting his free hand over my mouth. My eyes widened as he started fucking me even harder. I cried out into his hand once then again, and again. Each time I did Mark let out a moan and fucked me even harder. Mark's eyes had that wild look in them that he had last night the one he got when he was ready to lose it. But this wasn't anger this was lust as I lied there under him half dressed, my arms pinned, squealing into his hand the thought hit me.
My brother was getting off on the idea of raping me.
He wasn't alone. As I squirmed and struggled beneath him, as I wailed into his hand and begged with my eyes I was hotter than I had ever been before. Somewhere in the back of my head I knew this was wrong. Hell I couldn't even roll over for another guy and here was Mark pinning me down and taking me and not only didn't it bother me but this nasty girl loved every fucking minute of it! Mark was sweating and his arm was trembling from the effort of holding his weight up. My brother was fucking me slower but it was because he was pulling himself out almost all the way before slamming his cock back in with everything he had.
It was a damn good thing Mark was covering my mouth because at this point I really was screaming into his hand. That was even more of a turn on. I despereately needed to cum, and if Mark could hold off a little longer I was going to. My legs around his waist had my hips angled enough so that the shaft of his cock was stroking my clit I just needed him to go faster. Instantly I knew how to get him to; how I knew I wasn't sure, it was as if this kind of sex was coming naturally to me.
I changed the sounds I was making into his hands from screams of pleasure into long drawn out whimpers. Each time I let out one of the whimpers I ended it with a sound like a sob. My brothers eyes widened and he stopped those single hard thrusts and resumed fucking the shit out of me. His cock was rubbing my clit faster and harder and I could feel the orgasm building deep inside. I looked up at him and as I let out another whimper squeezed my eyes shut as if I was in pain and replaced the whimpers with all mock sobs. Mark groaned loudly and his arm was shaking so bad I thought he was going to fall on top of me.



At that moment I felt the orgasm begin to take me. My thighs were trembling around my brother and my hips were driving against his as hard as they could. I was right on the edge and could tell Mark was as well. At the last second as hard as I could I pushed my heels into his sides and turned my ankles twisting the heels into his sides.
Mark let out the loudest cry I had ever heard come out of him, and with one final thrust his cock twitched inside of me filling me with squirt after squirt of his hot cum. At the first squirt of cum I went off like a rocket. Wave after wave crashed through my body and the screams that were being released into my brother's hand were far from fake at this point. I wasn't the only one cumming that hard; my brother was still shooting off inside of me there was so much cum being emptied into me that I could feel it spilling out of my pussy and down my thighs. Mark fell off of me to the side onto his back, panting like he had just run a marathon. I was also lying there sucking wind; it had not been easy to breath with Mark's hand over my mouth. After gasping for a couple of minutes I turned my head towards him and asked;
"What the hell was that?"
Turning his head to look at me, Mark smiled a little sheepishly as if embarrassed and answered;
"I don't know I just always wanted to you know..." He shrugged. "Take you. I mean really take you and I figured nobody would hear us" He looked at me and frowned.
"I... was it okay? I mean I wasn't even thinking about..." He stopped and looked upset. "Damn Sis I never thought about before are you..."
I laughed at him.
"Little brother I have never cum that hard in my fucking life! I don't know where it came from but it was like I'd been waiting for it."
"You know," Mark said seriously. "I don't either, but it's like you said; it was like I was meant to, it just came easy."
I shrugged.
"Don't worry about it then. I mean it wasn't just me I..." I stared down at his side. "Damn Mark your bleeding."
Mark looked down at the small trickle of blood where my boot had poked a hole into his skin. He looked back at me and smiled.
"Hey they say it's a fine line between pleasure and pain guess we just crossed it."
I laughed again.
"That's okay it's not like it's the only line we've crossed."
We laid there on our backs still dressed from the waist down. It's what saved us from a lot of trouble. I was just sitting up planning on stripping my skirt off and lying back down for a nap, when there was a knock at the door.
"Hey guys." Dad called from the other side.
"Hold on." I responded.
I pointed at Mark and to the bathroom. As Mark zipped up and headed over I grabbed my sweater from the floor and had just gone to put it over my head when there was a click and the door started to swing in. "Megan did you..." Dad started as he came in.
"Hey guys" Dads voice came from the other side of the door as it swung in. Fuck! Mark wasn't out of the room yet and here I was topless! I dropped the sweater and crossed my arms over my chest yelling:
"Dad don't come in I'm..."
Dad entered and froze looking at me.
"Oh Jesus..." He said and turning his back to me shut the door.
Mark had just reached the bathroom, but thinking quickly immediately turned around as if he was coming out saying;
"Hey Meg, you okay out here?"
"I don't have a damn shirt on!" I snapped, desperation making me sound angry. "I told you not to come out until I said so!"
"Yeah but you yelled and..." He paused as if seeing dad for the first time. "What are you doing in here?"
"Hey, can you guys like talk later? Cause like my chest is hanging out here."
"That's okay Meg," Mark said. "It's not like there's more than you can cover with your hands."
Oh he would pay for that one!
"I'm sorry Hon!" Dad said still facing the door. "I just wanted to let you know we were going to go for a swim and figured you could meet us down there."
"How'd you get in?" Mark asked.
"We have the other key, just in case. I mean I figured since you were sharing the room no one would be undressed."
"Do you mind?!?" I exclaimed.
"Calm down Sis, I'm going." Mark said and rolling his eyes turned and closed the bathroom door behind him.
" I'm Sorry hon," Dad said I could see how red his ears were. "See you at the pool."
Without turning around dad left. Mark came back out and let out a deep breath.
"Damn I almost pissed myself."
I nodded, my heart was pounding so hard it hurt.
"Hey Meg?"
"Yeah?"
"You can uncover your tits now."
I made a show of putting my back to him.
"Trust me Mark after that crack you'll be lucky if you see my tits again."
Part 2: Real Trouble
Mark and I changed into our bathing suits. This time really in separate rooms as I didn't want him to see it right away especially after that crack he had made about my tits. Oh well I would just have to make him spend some extra time on them later. After putting on the skimpy bathing suit which I have to say looked fantastic on my milk white skin. I slipped a robe on after all I didn't want to walk down the hallway in the damn thing. As I tied the robe I found myself looking at the string and picturing being tied up with it, to the point where I took it and wrapped it around my wrist. On the heels of that I envisioned using it to tie Mark's hands together, not only that but have him tied to the bed and make him beg to suck the tits he had just made fun of. I started to get wet. I shook my head and finished tying the robe. Where had that come from all of a sudden? It seemed unnatural for me to want it like that seeing as how I had spent two years of my life being raped. Maybe because it was Mark and I knew he would stop if he thought he was really hurting me. Then again and by his own admission Mark hadn't even thought of the fact it might bother me until it was afterwards he had just wanted to.
"Hey Meg you ready?" Marks voice from the other side of the door interrupted my thoughts . Oh well, I thought with a shrug if we both enjoyed it who cared where it came from, besides it's not like I didn't already know my brother and I were pretty messed up. I exited the bathroom to find Mark standing over near the door looking at it. Like me Mark was wearing his robe but was barefoot as the floors of the hotel were carpeted. As I walked over I smiled seeing Mark's eyes go right to my legs looking them up and down and lingering on my feet with my bright red toe nail polish.
"What are you looking at?" I asked nodding towards the door.
"Doug's got the spare key but this," He tapped a small silver bracket. "Is the security latch, you know so the cleaning lady can't walk in on you."
"You really think he'd walk in after earlier?" I asked.
"I don't want to take stupid chances." Mark said. "We'll just make sure we put this on later."
I nodded and closing the door behind us we made our way down to the pool. It was late December and the hotel was less than a third full. Despite that there were a few people at the pool, a couple of older couples, and a few guys and girls our age probably college students. Mom and dad were sitting in chairs near the edge of the pool, and by the look of their hair they had already jumped in. The room was warm and as soon as we walked over to them. I undid my robe and after seeing that Mark was already looking across at the other girls shrugged and let the robe drop. Instantly my father frowned and even mom who understood that I was almost twenty one and not a little girl anymore gave me a look. The bikini was minimal with the bottom tied high up on my hips and the top tied in the back. My tits weren't the biggest but the top propped them up perfectly.
"Hey," Mark started to say then stopped cold when he saw me.
I had to turn my head to hide my smile as Mark's jaw all but hit the ground. Unfortunately when I looked back it seemed as if dad was watching Mark watch me. No I was just nervous and looking for a problem now.
"So what do you think?" I asked.
"I hope you didn't pay full price for that third of a bikini." Dad said, and then shaking his head added;
"Really Megan that's a bit much no?"
"More like not enough." Mom added.
At that moment a couple of whistles came from the guys on the other side of the pool. Smiling I turned to face them and waved. One guy waved back and his girlfriend punched him in the arm.
"Stop flirting Megan were on vacation." He then stared at my back and shook his head disgustedly. "I don't know what's worse the bikini or that thing on your back that it's showing off."
He was of course referring to the Baphomet tattoo. Dad looked at Mark;
"That's all you Mark! I mean really I can't believe you paid for that for her."
"It was my choice dad."
"Of course it's my fault." Mark said. "Maybe I picked the bikini out for her too."
"Don't get smart Mark." Dad replied.
We were interrupted by another whistle from the other side.
"See Megan?" Dad asked. "That's what you want?"
"Oh come on dad their just having fun, and besides Mark will protect my virtue."
"Few years too late for that." Mark replied.
I punched him in the chest.
"Don't be an ass."
"Whatever." Mark said. "Besides," as he spoke he walked over to the edge of the pool facing the kids across the pool. "If you've got it flaunt it."
With a flourish Mark tossed off his robe and put his arms out to the girls across the pool. He was rewarded with several whistles and one of them clapped. Mark turned around so they could see his back and after pausing to flex his arms turned a back flip landing perfectly then before I could react grabbed me around the waist and effortlessly lifting me off my feet tossed me into the pool. I came up sputtering, looking for Mark. A second later I felt something grab my legs and Mark lifted me up out of the water and tossed me in again.
This time when I came up Mark had swum down to the other end and over to the girls who seemed more than happy to talk to him. The boys did not look as happy, however they cheered up after I swam over to join my brother. For the next half hour Mark and I stayed over there shooting the shit, and flirting our asses off. It turned us on to see others checking us out and knowing that we were going to be together at the end of the night. Of course the fact that I introduced us as brother and sister was a turn on of a different kind. After awhile we went back over to the folks and hung out with them. Dad seemed to be going out of his way to not look at me and made a couple of more "pretty" jokes about Mark until mom told him it wasn't our fault we were young and beautiful. I lied back in the chair with my eyes closed. I swear I could feel my brothers eyes on me. It was warm as hell in the pool room and I felt happy and lazy. Keeping my eyes closed I stretched hoping my brother was getting a good view. Somebody was as I heard another whistle from the other side.
Mom and dad got up and said they were going back and they wanted us to meet them for dinner at eight, it was only five thirty so I figured we had another half hour. I must have dozed because Mark woke me up by kissing me. I came up quick almost hitting him. Was he nuts? A quick look around though showed me that we were the only ones there. Mark smiled at me and getting up took my hand and led me over to the deserted hot tub. We got in and I let out a sigh of pleasure as the hot water jets hit my back and legs. At first Mark sat across from me then after a couple of minutes came around to my side and under the water started to play with my inner thigh then began rubbing my pussy through the bathing suit.
I moaned and smiled at him. Mark smiled back, his hair was wet and his eyes were just about completely green at the moment.
"You really are beautiful Mark." I told him.
"So are you Megan, the most beautiful woman I've ever seen."
With that he leaned over and kissed me. I enjoyed the kiss as long as I dared then pulled away. I did however find his cock under the water and start stroking it through his bathing suit. A moment later however a couple of women came in and directly over to the hot tub. Mark and I got out and as we did I noticed them staring at Mark, I followed their gaze and had to hold in a laugh. My brother was still at least semi hard and the suit left little to the imagination. As he turned and walked away I overheard one of the women say;
"Jesus did you see how big that was?" Her friend replied;
"Matched the rest of him lucky bitch," She then added; "But young probably don't know how to handle it."
I shook my head as I grabbed a towel and went over to Mark. Oh trust me ladies this nasty girl could more than handle my little brother's beautiful cock. As a matter of fact I would be handling it all night long.
We returned to our room where we showered separately, Mark tried to join me but I told him to wait his turn. I had no doubt if Mark got in there with me we'd end up fucking and at this point I wanted to make him wait, besides truth be told I was still sore from earlier. Between the size of his cock and his physical strength my brother was not easy to handle sometimes. I took my time in the shower making sure my pussy would be perfectly smooth for later and then enjoying the hot water on my skin, then after rinsing off reluctantly got out. I wrapped myself in a towel and leaving the bathroom told Mark it was his turn. As my brother went into the bathroom I went over to the bed and dropping the towel set the alarm for an hour from now and slid under the blanket onto the cool crisp sheets. Oh this was sooo nice I thought as I rolled over onto my side and closed my eyes. Between the spa and the hot shower I went right out. I woke up a few minutes later when Mark slid under the covers next to me and after gently kissing my shoulder put his arm around me and pulled me close to him. Damn did this feel good! Apparently Mark thought so as well as he sighed contentedly in my ear.
I didn't want to move when the alarm went off. Screw dinner we could get room service later. I just wanted to lay here curled up with my brother and go right back to sleep. As I stayed there seriously debating trying to get out of dinner, the room phone rang. Mark rolled over and answered it, and of course it was Dad making sure we would be down in the restaurant by 8 god he was so fucking anal sometimes! I rolled over onto my side to face Mark who after hanging up the phone rolled over to me and wrapping his arms around me gave me a kiss and held me close to him.
"Damn you feel good Megan."
"So do you little brother, I could stay here for the rest of the night."
We stayed there for a few minutes and I was suddenly overwhelmed by how good my brother really did feel. Not just physically either, it was emotional as well. I felt a closeness to Mark that I had never even remotely come close to feeling with anyone else. With a groan I pulled away from Mark and sitting up stretched my arms up over my head letting out a startled yelp as Mark reached around and lightly pinched my nipples.
"I love that noise." Mark told me smiling.
"And I love that smile." I replied.
Mark got up and stretched as well. Damn I thought as I watched the muscles in his shoulders and back my little brother was one fine looking man. I finally dragged myself up and told Mark to change in the bathroom. He looked at me questioningly and I told him I didn't want him to see me get dressed. With a shake of his head Mark grabbed the hanging bag that he had brought in with him that contained his dress clothes and went into the bathroom. Going into my bag I put on the see through red lace bra and matching crotch less panties. This way when we came back to the room I would only have to put on the stockings and red heels I had bought.
I put on the one piece red dress I had brought with me and sitting at the small table in the corner spent a few minutes teasing my hair out a little. I had just finished applying my make up when Mark came out of the bathroom. Needless to say he looked fantastic wearing a burgundy colored dress shirt with black slacks he had even put on a black tie. I noticed he had gel in his hair which was bound to get my dad on him again, but I loved it. As I stood up Mark came up behind me and encircling my waist with his arms rested his head on my shoulder.
"Look at us." Mark said referring to the mirror on the wall. I did smiling at him in the mirror.
"Are we not beautiful?" Mark asked. I have to say I agreed.
Dinner seemed to drag forever, probably because I knew that a bottle and my brother's cock were waiting for me on the other side of it. I sat across from Mark next to dad and several times during dinner slipped off my shoe and slid my soft foot up his pants rubbing it along his leg. Each time he looked up I would wink at him. I was getting hornier by the minute, the fact that I was sitting next to my father with my pussy bare under my dress was adding to the overall feeling of lust that was coming over me. At one point mom got up to go to the bathroom, and I raised my foot and put it directly into Mark's crotch, he was hard as a rock and I could feel my pussy begin to drip. Oh what a night this was going to be!
Maybe not just for us either as I couldn't help noticing Mom was wearing her long sandy brown hair down, and was sporting three inch heels and a skirt that was shorter than what she would usually wear. Mark noticed as well as when mom walked away and I had removed my foot from his cock he said;
"You go Doug."
My father grinned and said;
"Trust me Romeo I could show you a few things."
"Please dad," I told him. "I'm trying to eat."
"I don't know Doug," Mark said smirking. "Denise looks out of your league," He shrugged. "You definitely married up."
My father actually laughed at that. It was good to see the two of them getting along. Mom came back and asked what was so funny and Mark told her he was pointing out that she looked hot. Mom blushed but was smiling. Who'd have thought Mark could be a schmooze? Finally after coffee and desert, dad paid the bill and said he was ready to call it a night. The four of us walked back to our rooms. Mom and Dad were in front of us but otherwise the hallway was deserted. I cut in front of Mark and still behind my parents stopped and quickly flipped my skirt up showing off my ass in the red panties. I dropped the skirt and turned to see Mark shake his head and whisper;
"Damn Sis."
We said goodnight to my parents and as soon as their door closed, I grabbed Mark's hand and led him down the hallway to our room. Mark had just closed the door and before he had completely turned around I had my arms around his neck and was kissing him hard. As he eagerly returned the kiss I rubbed my leg up and down his, Mark reached down and caught my ankle holding my leg up his other hand dipped under my dress. Mark grunted in surprise as his fingers found my bare wet pussy. He instantly plunged two of his fingers inside and I moaned into his mouth as we continued to kiss.
Mark's thumb found my clit and started working it in quick hard circles. I broke the kiss and moaned. Then catching myself whispered;
"Not yet little brother I want to play first, I ohhhh."
Mark wasn't listening his thumb was moving faster and as horny as I had been all night I was already getting close to the edge. Putting his mouth to my ear Mark said softly;
"That's it sis, you go ahead and cum nice and quick. That way I can take my time when I suck on that hot fucking pussy of yours."
"Oh yeah little brother? You want to lick your big sisters pussy tonight? Well I think I'll let you I...oh yes! Yesss!"
I came so hard and fast on Mark's fingers that had he not been holding my leg and had his arm around my waist I would have fallen. Mark kept his fingers still as I ground my hips into them, but his thumb continued to move keeping my orgasm going. I let out a soft whimper and fell forward into his arms.



"Oh goddamn I needed that."
Mark wrapped his arms around me and held me close. I rested my head on his chest enjoying the smell of his cologne, and the way he held me. After a minute, I pushed away from Mark and smiling at him walked past him and said;
"Come here little brother I have something to make the night even more fun."
Mark followed me over to the bed where reaching down I put my overnight bag on top of it and unzipping it removed the bottle of blackberry brandy. Mark frowned at me.
"I don't know sis."
"Oh come on little brother! Krissy told me all about your little frat parties."
"Yeah but here Meg?"
"Why not?" I asked.
As Mark tried to think of an excuse I Opened the bottle and took a sip. Damn that was good stuff! I passed the bottle to Mark who tried it and made a face;
"Too sweet."
"That's okay little brother because I got one for you!"
I pulled out the bottle of Jack and handed it to him. Mark stared at the bottle for a minute then with a shrug opened it and after taking a couple of long swallows passed it to me. Imitating him I took a big mouthful then winced as I swallowed it.
"Wow that's nasty."
Mark shrugged and taking it back looked at it, then back at me.
"I'm still not sure Meg I mean..."
He stopped as still holding the bottle I put my arms around his neck and pouted.
"Aw come on Mark you don't want to party with your big sister?"
I kissed him tasting the whiskey on his lips. I have to say it tasted better on him than it did straight. I could already feel myself flushing from the first couple of sips.
"It's not that I..."
"Come on little brother, you can get your sexy sister drunk and take advantage of her, make her suck that nice big dick of yours."
I stepped back and after taking another swig told him;
"I still have a sexy surprise for you."
"Yeah?" Mark asked. He took a couple of more long hits off his bottle. How the hell could he drink that stuff like that? "A better surprise than crotch less panties?"
"Way better, but I want you to have fun with me." I kissed him again and whispered in his ear;
"C'mon Mark how many guys can say they got drunk and fucked their hot older sister?"
Mark took another shot and smiled. His eyes were already getting bright.
"How many would want to?" He asked. I returned the smile
"More than would ever admit it. Now ready for your surprise?"
"Hell yeah."
"Okay well you sit right there." I pointed at the chair. "And I'll be right back."
I paused to shut the main light off in the room leaving just the lamp lit and went into the bathroom and pulling the dress over my head reached down under the sink where I had hidden the red fishnet stockings and matching heels. Sitting on the tub I put them on and standing up looked in the mirror, my cheeks were flushed and my eyes were as bright as Mark's I lowered my gaze to my tits where my hard nipples were poking through the red lace.
"Nasty Girl." I told my reflection.
I opened the bathroom door partway and peeked out. Mark was sitting in the chair; he had undone his tie and unbuttoned his shirt but left it on. Damn that was a sexy look!
"Close your eyes." I told him.
Mark put his head down and opening the bathroom door all the way I put my arms up along the door frame posing for him.
"Open your eyes little brother."
"Oh goddamn." Mark whispered as his eyes took my body in from head to toe.
"Yeah little brother? Your big sister looking good tonight?"
"Incredible."
"Well enjoy the show."
I reached over to the radio that was on top of the tv and hit play. As Wilson Picketts Mustang Sally began to play. I strutted into the room and stopping a few feet from Mark began to swing my hips to the beat while running my hands across my tits and down into my pussy, strolling up to the chair I turned around and bending over slowly shook my ass in his face pulling it quickly away then leaning over him rubbed my tit across his chest. Taking a step back I put my heeled foot up on his shoulder. He winced but his eyes were glued to my pussy which I reached down and spread for him swinging my hips back and forth in front of his face in time to the music I pushed my pussy into his face and let him get a quick lick in before taking it away.
Something tells me this was not what dad had in mind when he paid for dance classes a couple of years ago. I took my leg down and putting a knee on either side of the chair sat in Marks lap and started grinding on his hard cock through his pants. I rocked back and forth and side to side. Mark moaned and tried to grab my tits, I pushed his hands away and reaching back undid the bra and as it fell leaned forward and started slowly rubbing my nipples across his lips. When his tongue flicked out I pulled back and getting off his lap turned around and sitting on his lap ground my ass into his cock again.
"Damn you're good at that." He said. I laughed and answered;
"Yeah if painting doesn't work maybe I can strip for a living."
I reached over to the nightstand and grabbing the bottle took several long swallows as Mark reached around and played with my nipples.
"Oh yeah little brother that's nice, but I'm not done yet."
Putting the bottle down I got off of him and turning shimmied down to my knees and put my mouth on his cock through his pants. Mark groaned again and I stood up backing away and did a turn for him flaunting my ass. I felt incredibly sexy dancing topless, with my pussy exposed in front of my fully dressed brother. Mustang Sally ended and Danzig's She Rides followed. As the grinding demonic beat started I was going to strut back over and take that ride, but as the song started Mark got up from the chair and started moving to the beat of the song his hips swinging, he slowly worked his shirt off and tossing it aside met me in the middle of the room.
His arms went around my waist as mine encircled his neck, pulling me close to him we started grinding our hips in perfect rhythm we both worked our way down then back up, Mark reached over to the back of the chair and grabbing his tie looped it around my waist and stepped back, taking my cue I let myself go backwards arching my back. Holding me up by the tie Mark bent down and kissed my stomach before pulling me back up into him. Keeping the tie around my waist I turned around pushing my ass into his cock. Mark pulled me close with the tie and ground himself into me. I could feel both the heat of the brandy in my stomach and the fire of lust burning through my pussy. I couldn't wait any longer.
Turning around I pushed Mark back towards the chair and when he was close enough pushed him harder forcing him to sit down. With no further hesitation I dropped down to my knees and unzipping his slacks reached in and removed his huge dripping cock. I flicked my tongue across the head and Mark's hips twitched his cock was already dripping and the head so purple it looked painful.
"Oooooh," I cooed. "Is someone horny?"
"Oh yeah," Mark whispered.
I swirled my tongue around just the head and Mark groaned out;
"Oh please don't tease me Megan."
"Aw does my little brother want his nasty big sister to suck him off?"
Without waiting for an answer I opened my mouth and swallowed Marks cock whole, right down to the base of his shaft. I held it there enjoying the feeling of his cock throbbing against my tongue and then started sucking him in and out. My right hand was around his shaft following my mouth so that I was jerking him off as I blew him. Mark moaned loudly and I could feel his legs start to shake already. I didn't mind blowing him but I needed to feel him inside in the worst way. Standing up I turned and sat back down on his lap my weight driving his cock so far up inside me I let out a high pitched squeal.
"Oh Megan, oh fuck yeah!"
"I love it when you moan my name little brother." I told him as I started grinding up and down on his cock, my god was he deep!
I leaned down and placing my hands flat on the floor started bouncing up and down on his cock. Mark grabbed my hips and holding them still started using his own hips to slam his cock up inside of me. We were both panting and moaning, Mark was letting out little whimpers with each thrust and I knew he was going to cum soon. I pulled myself from his cock and quickly spinning around dropped back on my knees. Looking him in the eye I told him:
"First times right in my mouth little brother! You give your sister every drop!"
With that I attacked his cock like I never had before; deep throating him then sliding my lips back up to the tip before going all the way back down. In less than a minute, Mark let out a long shuddering moan, and grabbing my hair started fucking my mouth. I held still while he did and in seconds I felt the first blast of cum hit the back of my throat. Putting my hands on his hips to hold him still I started sucking on just the head of my brother's cock while jerking him off with my right hand.
"Ohh ohh!" Mark continued to moan and twitch as an amazing amount of cum was being pumped into his big sisters willing mouth. When one last hard suck only got me a couple of more drops I looked up at Mark and sticking out my cum covered tongue waved it at him before swallowing it. Standing up I grabbed the bottle and after a few sips smiled at Mark who looked as if he was ready to pass out after that.
"My turn."
He looked at me and I pointed down to the floor. Pausing to take a swig from his bottle, Mark stood up and removed his pants and shoes before obediently dropping to his knees. Sitting in the chair I threw one of my legs over each of the arms leaving my pussy wide open. Mark eagerly plunged his tongue into my steaming pussy and started fucking me with it.
"Oh yeah Mark you get a good taste of your sister's pussy, you lick it right up!"
Mark slid his tongue up to my clit and after sliding two fingers inside of me started doing slow circles around it. I moaned started moving my hips into his face. Mark put his hands on my thighs and looking up from between my legs said;
"Easy sis we have allll night remember?"
I smiled and leaning back in the chair did just that; just sat back and watched my beautiful brother run his tongue and fingers all over smooth, pink little pussy. I closed my eyes and let my head go back on the chair I swear I could feel the room spinning but when I opened my eyes everything was still, except for my brothers tongue and fingers which were playing my pussy to perfection. I moaned and turned my head towards the right where I saw the bottle of Jack on the table I picked it up and took a sip.
"Hey little brother," I whispered. "You like this stuff?"
"Hmm mmm." Mark said with his face buried in my pussy.
"Well then have a drink on me!"
With that I poured some of the liquor onto my thighs and pussy. I moaned as my brother swirled his tongue around my pussy lapping up every drop. It was such a turn on I could feel myself getting ready to cum. As my thighs started to shake I poured more of the booze onto my sticky wet pussy and as Mark sucked it off my clit threw my head back and came long and loud. I grabbed Mark's head with both hands and ground my pussy into his face as spasms of pleasure flowed through me. Mark rose up and taking the bottle of brandy poured some of it over my tits and started sucking it off my nipples. I looked up and saw he was hard again.
Mark put the bottle down and grabbing my hands pulled me up to a standing position then turning me pushed me back into the chair. I got on my knees with my arms and chin resting on the back of the chair and squealed as Mark came up behind me and drove his cock in hard.
"Oh yeah little brother give it to me! Fuck the shit out of your nasty big sister! Give her every inch of that huge fucking cock!"
Mark grabbed my hips to lift me up a little and started slamming the shit out of me. Nothing fancy just long hard strokes that had me biting the back of the chair so I wouldn't start screaming. Having already cum twice today Mark had no fear of getting off quick and was just giving to me; fucking me hard and fast just pounding away on his big sisters tight little pussy. I couldn't remember us ever fucking for this long. I was moaning continuously and as Mark started pulling me back and forth by the hips my nipples were rubbing the back of the chair getting me more worked up. I dropped my hand down between my legs and started working my clit. I came amazingly quick and just in time as finally Mark groaned and let out that cute little whimper that he always denied making and whipping his cock out sent several spurts of cum across my ass and lower back.
"Oh my fucking God!" I groaned as I leaned over the back of the chair.
Mark had gone to sit on the footstool and missed ending up on his ass where he sat trying to catch his breath. Finally I took a deep breath and forced myself to stand up. As soon as I did my head started to spin and I had to lean on the arm of the chair. Mark stood up slowly and grabbing the bottle of jack, took a few more swallows. He looked into it and handed it to me. There was only a little left, with a shrug I held my breath and killed the last of it. I went to put the bottle on the table but it hit the floor. Mark took my hand and led me over to the bed where we both fell down more than lied down. I was instantly aware of Mark's cum smearing into the sheets oh you dirty girl I thought.
After a couple of minutes I rolled over to Mark and kissed him, gently at first then harder. Mark rolled over to face me and wrapping his arms around me started kissing my neck and shoulders. We laid there just touching and kissing enjoying how good we felt together. I pulled away and propping myself up looked down into his eyes which once again were my favorite shade of green. He smiled sweetly at me and leaning up kissed me again. The way he did it made me think about how he was with Krissy that night. So sweet, so caring, so loving. No one had ever been that way with me. I found myself becoming emotional.
"Hey Mark?" I asked as he once again started kissing my neck.
"Yeah sis?" He asked as he slid his tongue down between my tits. I was thrilled to see he was hard again because I so needed him right now.
"Can I ask you something?"
"Anything."
I reached down and placing my hand under his chin lifted his face up to mine.
"Would you..." I hesitated. "Would you be you know... sweet to me?"
"What do you mean?"
"You know like you are with Krissy." I was aware that it came out as Krishhy, but didn't care.
"I well..." Before he could finish I put my head down and said;
"No one's ever sweet to me. They just want to fuck me." I put my head on his shoulder.
"I'm sorry sis I..."
"Even you." I told him interrupting again. "You're always just fucking me."
"Because that's what you want sis." He pointed out.
I looked at him and pouted.
"Well now I want you to be sweet, will you? Will you be nice to your nasty girl?"
I sounded pathetic and knew it. I looked up half expecting Mark to make fun of me. Instead he was looking at me with a soft smile his eyes looking into mine he leaned over and whispered in my ear;
"Megan I would love to be good to you."
Before I could answer Mark kissed me softly his lips moving across mine. As we kissed he rolled over onto his knees and gently pushed me back onto the bed. Still without breaking the kiss Mark got between my legs and entered me slowly. Not thrusting just easing himself in. I let out a soft sigh and let my head rest back on the pillow as kissing my neck Mark started slowly moving in and out of me. I wrapped my legs still in the fishnets around his hips, but didn't move just let my brother slowly pump himself in and out of my sore but very needy pussy.
"Oh that's soooo nice little brother." I whispered.
Mark looked down at me and smiling said;
"You really are beautiful Megan."
I think I blushed but was unsure because of already being flushed from the brandy. I felt overwhelmed by emotion and simply put my arms around his neck and pulled him closer to me. Eventually I began slowly moving my hips into his. We went for a long time without changing position, no sense of urgency, and no nasty talk. Just the two of us enjoying being close to each other. Even when my brother finally came it wasn't the same; he didn't fuck me harder or speed up I simply felt him tense up a little and then felt his cock twitch inside of me. He groaned softly in my ear as what little cum he had left emptied into me.
We stayed there for a while just holding each other. The rest of the night was a blur I guess I really had too much to drink as I seemed to be only seeing things a little at a time. I vaguely remember Mark getting up and putting on a pair of shorts. He said something to me about getting dressed but I couldn't move I felt too damn relaxed. I remember giggling like a little kid as Mark sat me up and slid a tank top over me and then playfully kicking my legs and giving him a hard time as he pulled my stockings and panties off then tried to put a pair of shorts on me. I told him if he let me finish the last of the brandy I would hold still for him. Mark brought the bottle over but cheated as he took a couple of swigs before giving it to me. There was more there than I thought but I finished the whole thing like a good girl then...
We fucked again. I pulled Marks shorts down and after sucking him hard pushed him onto his back and hopped on top. Yes we had sex again because I remember being so turned on as Mark whimpered beneath me that he didn't think he could cum again. I rode him so hard we were bouncing up and down on the bed and finally with a groan that sounded as much like pain as pleasure Mark came. I gave him a kiss and rolling over told him that now he could put my shorts on for me. After he did I lied on my side and he curled up next to me like he always did.
"I love you Mark." I told him sleepily.
"I love you too Meg."
I remember thinking how odd we didn't say brother or sister. Then everything went away.
My eyes opened and immediately shut again as instantly I became aware of a painful throbbing in my head. I waited a minute then slowly opened them again. The throbbing was still there but not quite as sharp. I looked at the clock and it took a minute for the numbers to come into focus. It was 10:30 am. Damn, I don't think I had ever slept this late and I could definitely sleep some more. We weren't leaving until one so we had another hour. My brother was cuddled up close behind me. I Smiled as I listened to his deep steady breathing in my ear. Mark's arm was around my waist and his hand was just under my tits where my tank top had ridden up as I had slept. My left leg was bent up and out and Mark's leg was under it. I wiggled myself back even closer into Mark's embrace thinking how incredible this was. With a satisfied purr I closed my eyes again.
I heard a faint click, but paid it no mind. I was way too comfortable to move. I was just starting to drift when I heard another click this was louder, it sounded like...
I opened my eyes to see my father standing in the doorway of the room. In a moment that seemed to last an eternity I was aware of my brother's body wrapped around mine, the fact that we were half dressed ,and the empty bottle of brandy in plain sight on the nightstand. In my ear I heard my brother whisper;
"Oh, fuck me."
My father finally making out what he was seeing in the dark room came in and slammed the door behind him yelling;
"What the fuck is this?"
To be continued...
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I was sitting at the bar at Vinnie's nursing one of the "cokes" that Jack had made for me hoping that it would sooth my nerves enough to get rid of that twisting feeling that I'd had in my stomach for the last few days. I knew this was the last thing I needed, that drinking was a big part of how things had gotten so bad in the first place, but what I really needed I couldn't have. What I needed was my brother, to have him hold me, to feel him next to me, and to have him inside of me. I heard a clinking sound and realized that my hand was shaking, causing the ice cubes to rattle. Putting the drink down I glanced over and saw that Jack was busy. It was the lunch rush, and as always I was amazed at how many people had drinks then went back to work.
I put my arm on the table and rested my chin in my hand in an effort to keep my head up. I was totally exhausted and had barely been getting through the days, but when night came I couldn't sleep worth a damn. That's part of the reason I needed Mark. That and the fact I knew he needed me, that he wasn't sleeping either and that he was scared. I don't blame him because I was as well. I was scared for my brother, for both of us. Today was Wednesday, Dad had said he was going to decide what he was going to do by Friday and that there would be no discussing anything until then. What Dad was going to decide was whether or not he was going to allow my brother to continue to live with us.
By far these had been the longest four days of my life. The ride home itself had been awful a six hour ride where barely a word was spoken. Dad had made me sit in the front and mom was in the back with Mark. I stared out the window most of the time alternately crying and kicking myself for being the one who had gotten us into this mess. I couldn't believe how ugly it had gotten, I had never seen either of my parents that upset.
A couple of times I risked a glance in the back seat to check on my brother. Poor Mark was sitting there looking off into space, but rather than the blank stare he would usually have I swear he looked like he was ready to cry. One time dad caught me looking and gave me a dirty look. The next time however he didn't notice and I saw Mom reach over and take Mark's hand. When my brother looked over at her she gave him a soft reassuring smile. At that Mark leaned his head over and put it on her shoulder. It was clear how much Mom cared for him. Not only was it touching but it gave me a glimpse of hope that mom would fight for my brother, as he had literally fought for her at uncles, and might be able to change Dad's mind.
When we arrived home Mark started to pull the bags out of the car and Dad made a crack about maybe he shouldn't bother unpacking. For the second time that day mom went off on dad yelling at him right there in the driveway telling him enough was enough. Mark had put his head down like a whipped dog and slowly headed for the house. I went to follow but dad told me to stay where I was. Once in the house Mark and I sat on the couch while mom and dad talked in the next room. Not giving a shit what my father would say at this point I held Mark's hand and leaning over whispered in his ear that I was sorry.
Just then Mom and Dad came in and sat in the chairs opposite of us. Dad said that he felt there was something going on that his gut told him we were lying that we were "closer" than we should be. He then added that he realized that what he was accusing us of was a big deal and mom had said some things that made sense. But it was more than just that, he didn't like how Mark had acted or had been acting and that he wasn't sure if he should stay. Before I could say anything Dad put his hand up and said he needed to think about it and we would discuss it Friday night. In the mean time, for the next week, the two of us were to only leave the house to work, and the only time we could be together was if it was in the parlor or kitchen, and most importantly at night he wanted our doors unlocked that if he tried one and found it locked ever again he would tell Mark to leave then and there.
I was distraught and wanted to say something, but Mom had caught my eye and shook her head. Later on after Mark had gone upstairs and Dad to his den, Mom took me aside and said to just go along with what he said for the week and that she would work on him. No matter what just make sure neither of us broke the rules, especially Mark.
The last four nights were terrible, I lied there unable to sleep knowing full well my brother couldn't either and knowing we were only a room away from each other. When I did sleep I had nightmares, the ones that I hadn't had in months. Last night I had heard Mark cry out in his sleep the way he used to when he had first come to stay with us. I had ached to go into his room, to hold him which of course would have led to having him.
In the end I just laid there in bed feeling terrible that my little brother needed his sister and I couldn't be there. Dad had not been kidding. Not only had he replaced the door knob on Mark's bathroom door, but put a new one on my side as well, they locked from the bedroom side and dad said he never wanted to find them unlocked.
Also true to his word I had heard him try my door several times at night sometimes more than once and from as early as 9pm right up to 3 am. Mark had mentioned at breakfast that dad had tried his as well. Mark had said this in Latin in front of dad and that had become the new rule; no speaking that "Cult shit" in front of him. No, Dad was convinced there was something going on, of course he was dead on, as a matter of fact I think my father would have a stroke if he knew some of the things we had done, including using their bed a couple of times.
After the first night I had smuggled in a small bottle of Captain Morgan and would add some to a can of coke every night to try to get myself to sleep. Last night at three am I had just decided to drink the last of it straight and then could barely get up for work. I couldn't imagine what I would do if dad asked Mark to leave. At just the thought of Mark being thrown out I felt my eyes begin to fill. Mark had nowhere to go, he obviously had no family other than me, Krissy still lived at home and her father didn't even like her seeing my brother after he had just about knocked that poor kids head off at the tournament last month. School wasn't an option; because Mark lived in RI and his scholarship to PC didn't include living on campus.
Even if he did find a place to go Mark would be in trouble, he needed his big sister as much as I needed him. Especially now, over the last couple of months Mark was changing, that suppressed rage was starting to show itself, and more often. His workouts were getting more intense as he tried to "wear himself out" as he put it. There was the incident at the tournament, a scene at a frat house that Krissy had told me about where my brother had almost gotten into a fight with two guys who he overheard talking about her tits, and of course popping my cousin last week. Hell at one point I had been afraid he was going to lose it on that terrible morning at the hotel.
The whole thing had been my fault. I couldn't have left well enough alone. A fantastic night in a hotel with nothing to do but fuck my hot brother wasn't enough. No I had to go and buy those damn bottles. Had we not been drinking we would have remembered to set the security latch. Hell we wouldn't have needed the damn latch as there was no way we would have slept until 10:30 had we not been falling down drunk.
No I had fucked up badly and my brother might pay the price for his sister's stupidity. As it was Mark, who in addition to being bombed out of his mind, and being fucked to the point of exhaustion by his horny big sister, had somehow had the prescience of mind to not only put on clothes but had managed to get his drunken brat of a sister dressed as well. The fact that he had was the only thing that had given us a chance to convince Dad we hadn't been doing anything wrong. Had we been naked...
"Hey blue eyes you in there?"
"Hmmm?"
I looked up to see Jack standing in front of me.
"You okay beautiful?"
"Yeah, just tired." I replied.
When I had come back to work on Monday Jack had presented me with a bouquet of flowers and what was either a sincere apology for our last night together or one hell of an act. He had told me that the next morning he had felt like a real prick for what he had said and would have called but knew we were away. Jack had asked about me giving him another chance saying that we could even go out to dinner somewhere first. I told him that was awfully nice of him that he would be willing to take me somewhere before fucking me, because that's obviously all he wanted and I was done with that. Besides why would he want to be bothered with damaged goods?
Jack had done his best to look upset and said okay, but he hoped I would still hang out at the bar with him. Sad to say I had taken him up on that offer the last three days, lying about how long my shift was so I wouldn't have to go right home and it gave me a chance to have a couple to calm my nerves. Since there were no classes I had been working everyday this week, which was a blessing as it kept me from going nuts in the house. Apparently Jack was still holding onto the idea he may have a chance as every time he spoke to me it was "Beautiful" or "Honey" or "Blue Eyes". I have to say if things weren't so bad I would be getting a kick out of him kissing my ass to get another shot to well, kiss my ass.
"I said yeah you look it." Jack said as apparently I had wandered off again.
Tired wasn't the word for it, I had been lucky to be getting three hours a night and that was with a little help from the bottle I had Betty pick up for me on Monday.
"Like I said trouble at home." I said simply.
"Well hey you know Megan your folks think you're working later." He reached out and gently ran his fingers through my hair.
"Lunch is over, I can get Vinnie to let me off early and we could go back to my place."
"Oh yeah?"
"Sure, you're off, I can get off and then..."
"You'll get off again and I'll still have an hour and half to kill." I told him pulling my face away from him.
Jack stared at me then shrugged.
"Yeah I guess I have that coming, just trying to give you what you need that's all."
Before I could give him another smart ass answer about him having no idea what a woman needs someone called for a drink and he wandered off. I sighed and looked at the drink. It was gone, I frowned, I really didn't remember finishing it, then again Jack had been talking to me and I hadn't heard him. I shook my head like he could give me what I needed. No there was only one person who had what I needed and at this point I was desperate for it, besides could it really get any worse? I was still wearing the white blouse, black mini skirt, and stockings that made up my uniform so I got up and went behind the bar and picking up the telephone called Mitch's hoping someone would answer.
Mitch's was a small seedy little bar that Mark had gotten a job bartending at just before Christmas. In typical backwards Rhode Island fashion you had to be twenty one to drink, but could serve liquor at 18. Not like that would have stopped Mark, who through someone at school had gotten a flawless fake ID. Mark worked there three nights a week, but because he was off from school Mitch had him helping remodel the second floor where there had been a fire a few months ago. Mark wasn't overly handy but was strong as a bull, worked hard and Mitch who had been raised in foster homes himself had taken a liking to my brother.
I listened to the phone ringing on the other end, at this time of day Mitch's was pretty dead and sometimes there was no one near the phone as they could all be upstairs. I could feel tears of frustration starting to burn in my eyes when Cynthia; a cute little redhead who also worked the bar there answered. I asked for my brother and was told he was upstairs with Mitch and they were pretty busy. I told her who I was and that it was an emergency.
That really wasn't a lie at this point I thought as Cynthia told me to hold on. In the last four days Mark and I had barely seen each other, just at night if he wasn't working and even then it had to be in the parlor or kitchen. Dad had been deliberately keeping us apart as much as possible, and I couldn't take it anymore I had to be with him.
"Meg you okay?"
I practically sobbed in relief as I heard his voice. There was a part of me that told me I was being overly emotional at this point but I couldn't help it.
"Mark can you leave work?"
"If I need to, what's wrong?"
Behind his concern I could hear Mark's own exhaustion in his voice. I don't know how the hell he was doing it; even without sleeping he was doing two hour workouts in the morning and eight hours of construction after that.
"I'm not okay Mark. I need you to come get me."
"Are you hurt? Did Jack say something, I'll...?"
"No Mark I just... I need to see you little brother. The folks think I'm working til six so come spend some time with me."
"I don't know Meg I mean what if Doug goes by there or he calls or..."
"It'll be okay Mark, trust me," Yeah right I thought even as I said it. "Just come get me."
"Look Sis I miss you too but,"
"Oh please little brother!" I cried into the phone finally losing control. "Please come get me! I need you Mark, I need my little brother," I sobbed desperately before getting out. "Don't you want to be with me?"
"I'll be there in a few minutes Sis, just take it easy okay?"
"Oh I can't wait to see you Mark!" I sounded pathetic but couldn't help it. "I want you to hold me and..."
"Megan!"
"What little brother?"
"Don't have any more to drink okay?"
I hung up the phone and sitting down grabbed a couple of napkins and after wiping my eyes, put my head down and took a few deep breaths to calm down. Mark was coming and everything would be okay even if it were just for a little while. What we were going to do I wasn't sure yet but for all I knew It could be the last time we... I forced myself to stop thinking like that even if Mark had to leave it's not like I wouldn't see him. But how would we sleep? Who would be there when we needed someone? Who would make it okay? Mark had Krissy for now anyways, as something told me she was not going to deal with Mark's growing darkness for much longer, but she wasn't the same as his big sister. I had promised Mark when he came to live with us that I would protect him, look out for him.
The last few months however had been more like my little brother looking out for me. Even at the hotel it was Mark who had drawn most of Dad's anger keeping him off of me. Then of course at the end when I melted down completely it was my brother who took care of me. I sighed I wanted another drink, but wasn't going to ask Jack after I had just blown him off(,) plus Mark was right I'd had enough. Once again I let my head rest on my hand, and as I allowed my stinging eyes to close, my wired mind, for at least the hundredth time since it happened(,) replayed that morning in the hotel.
Sunday Morning.
"What the fuck is this?!?" Dad shouted coming into the room.
As I sat up terrified my heart pounding, a searing pain went through the middle of my head. I was speechless; the only thought going through my head was that we had never secured the latch.
"I asked a fucking question!"
Dad yelled even louder than before sending another stab of pain into my head. Turning towards the wall he looked for the light switch; despite the fact it was after 10:30 the heavy drapes and gloomy sky had kept the room dark. As Dad fumbled for the switch I reached out to the nightstand to try to grab the brandy bottle. My fingers just grazed it, as I went to stretch further dad hit the switch and started to turn back, wincing from the bright light I was able to push the bottle and it wobbled then mercifully fell behind the nightstand. If it made any noise it was drowned out by Dad's yelling.
"Well is anyone going to answer me?!?"
Dad was rapidly approaching the bed, his face was red and his eyes were bulging dangerously. I had never seen him this angry.
"Dad please!" I started. "We were just..."
"Just what?"
"Doug listen," Mark began.
Like me, my brother had also sat straight up in the bed pulling his arms away from me.
"You!" Dad pointed at Mark. "Get the fuck away from my daughter! Now!!"
Mark jumped off the bed as if he had been spring loaded. As he did he put his hands up.
"Doug look I know this looks bad..."
"Oh I know what it fucking looks like alright!"
Dad had reached the side of the bed where I was, but was staring straight at my bother. I sat up straighter and put my hand on his arm.
"Dad please we were watching TV and just fell asleep. We..."
I stopped as Dad pulled his arm away from me and looked down at me.
"Oh really? Then why is the damn remote still on top of the TV and not on the bed?"
"Doug..."
"Shut up Mark I'll get to you in a minute."
I was scared, really scared. I looked up at Dad; my eyes wide and already filling up with tears.
"Dad we just we..." I had nothing. I was too nervous to think. Finally I whispered. "We were just sleeping together."
"Well I can see that Megan!"
"Well sometimes we have bad dreams," It was partly the truth anyways. "And we get..."
"Oh please Megan." Dad said waving his hand disgustedly.
"Dad it's true, Mark..."
"Was all over you!" Dad shouted again. "I'm not an idiot Megan! If you were back to back or on opposite sides I'd think about it but that's not what I saw Megan his hand was up your fucking shirt and your half fucking dressed!"
I looked down at the skimpy tank top that was tight enough to show I wasn't wearing a bra and the shorts were cotton boy shorts barely more than panties, my brother hadn't really been paying attention to what he had put on me, but thank god it had been something.
Looking up I saw dad had turned back to Mark who had come around to the foot of the bed so he was on my side but still a few steps away from dad. Mark was at least wearing a tank top and a regular pair of shorts, but you didn't have to look too hard to see he wasn't wearing underwear.
"Dad what are you trying to say?" I asked. The truth of course, but we couldn't admit it. Oh my god! I just kept thinking over and over.
Without looking at me Dad faced Mark and in a quiet tone that scared me more than his previous yelling asked;
"Mark?"
"Yes sir?"
"Are you fucking my daughter?"
"Dad!!!" I exclaimed. "What the hell are you talking about?" Desperation made it come out shrill enough to sound convincing or at least I hoped so.
"I'm not talking to you Megan." Dad said once again in that chillingly calm tone. "Not yet
anyway."
Turning back to Mark he took a step towards him.
"You didn't answer me. Are you having sex with Megan Mark? You screwing around with my daughter you crazy little bastard?"
I didn't like dad's body language. My father was big guy and in his day not afraid to fight and he was pissed. Mark saw it too and had taken a nervous step backwards.



"He's my brother for Christ's sakes!" I yelled hoping to get Dad to turn away from Mark.
It worked Dad spun around quickly.
"I know he is! But I know what I just fucking saw Megan and what I saw screamed sex! He all but had your tit in his hand."
"Daddy." I whispered my lip trembling. It was an attempt to get him to soften up although the trembling lip was real; I was ready to start crying any minute now. "Please don't say that. That's crazy and I..."
I couldn't finish, I started sobbing. That stopped Dad in his tracks, he looked down at me and leaning over put his hand on my shoulder.
"Megan?" He asked softly.
I looked up at him tears flowing down my cheeks. I wanted Mom, where was she?
"Daddy?"
My father leaned down a little closer to me and looking me in the eye asked;
"Megan did he make you?"
As I looked at him speechless Dad continued.
"Did he force you to and your just covering? I won't be upset at you I promise I just need to know."
As my father's words slowly registered in my numb mind I shifted my eyes away from his trying to think of what to say. Before I could speak again I froze. Down on the floor next to the nightstand was the empty bottle of brandy; it had landed right next to the red crotch less panties. In a moment frozen in time I looked away from what would be the fatal evidence in time to see my father's eyes start to follow what I had been looking at. Simultaneously I saw my brother looking down at the same spot. Suddenly he yelled;
"What the fuck's wrong with you Doug?"
My father instantly turned towards my brother with that dangerous look back on his face. As soon as he did I leaned over quickly, and praying dad wouldn't turn right back grabbed the bottle, and panties shoving them under the bed.
"Don't you dare raise your voice to me!"
"Well what the fuck Doug you're asking my sister if I fucking raped her. I think you're the crazy bastard!"
Mark delivered this convincingly; like me fear lending credibility to the lie and serving to draw my father away from me and that damn bottle. Well it worked maybe a little too well as Dad stormed right up to Mark who once again took a couple of steps back.
"Don't you walk away from me Mark!" Dad yelled following him. "You got fucking balls talking shit to me after what just happened."
"Nothing happened Doug! We were just lying there together."
My brother had taken a couple of more steps back and had run out of room his back touching the wall. Dad stopped barely a foot in front of him.
"That's not what I saw!"
"Nothing is what you saw!" Mark yelled again. "You saw me curled up with her Doug that's it(,) we weren't naked, we were sleeping."
"You had your..."
"Arm around her!" Mark snapped. "Just my arm Doug, I mean Christ do you hear yourself?"
"I'm warning you Mark you lower your voice when you speak to me."
"Bullshit! You're accusing me of hurting my sister I would never hurt my sister." Mark shook his head and his voice broke a little as he repeated, "Never, she's been hurt like that enough."
That stopped my father for a second. I wanted to help, but I was stuck there with nothing to say. I was also desperately scanning the room wondering where the hell the JD bottle was. Dad shook his head once again.
"I know that look Mark, you two looked way too comfortable, you..." He stopped his eyes widening and whispered;
"Oh my god this wasn't the first time was it?"
"That's it!" Mark screamed in my father's face. "I've fucking had it with this bullshit! You fucking hate me Doug you always have and you just want to think that way about me, that I'm crazy, that I'm sick well..."
"Enough!!" Dad yelled back. "I helped you Mark, I gave you a chance and this is how you repay me! You're screwing your sister you sick..."
"I am not fucking my sister!!!"
This time Mark yelled so loud dad stepped back. Oh shit! Mark had that look in his eyes. Finally snapping myself out of my trance I jumped off the bed and tried to grab dad's arm. My father yanked it away so hard I stumbled backwards.
"Stay out of this!" Dad yelled before turning back to Mark. Panicked I ran to the room door and opening it yelled;
"Mom! Mom I need you now!!!" I hoped she heard me as I went back into the room.
"Then tell me what that was Mark! Tell me and don't give me any bullshit, I..." As Dad spoke he had grabbed my brother's arm.
Mark swung his arm, backhanding my father's hand away from him.
"Don't you fucking touch me!!!"
"You fucking watch it Mark, I'm not afraid of you." Dad told him raising his hand again.
Oh my fucking god they were going to fight. Suddenly the look on Mark's face changed.
"Don't hit me!" He cried out putting his hands up in front of his face. "Please don't hit me, I'll be quiet, I'll..."
Dad froze. The doctors had said that Mark would say that all the time when he was younger because of what had happened with Max. As mad as he was that fact wasn't lost on my father who had lowered his hand and took a step back.
"I'm not going to hit you Mark," He said in a quieter tone. "I just..."
"You want to know what you saw Doug?" Mark demanded as he lowered his arms. "You want to hear me say it Doug? You want me to admit it to you?"
"Damn straight I want to hear it!" Dad said.
"Fine!" Mark snapped. "I'll tell you what you saw, I'll make you happy!"
Oh no, he wasn't going to tell? He hadn't snapped that badly had he?
"Mark..." I started.
"I'm scared okay Doug? I'm fucking scared. I have fucking nightmares every goddamn night and I wake up screaming and shaking. I have to sleep with candles in the room, that what you want to hear Doug? That I'm afraid of the dark? That I'm so fucking pathetic that sometimes the only time I can sleep is if my big sister lets me in her bed. That I need her to tell me it'll be okay?"
Mark was shouting this, but rather than sounding angry his voice was breaking with emotion as if he were ready to cry in frustration.
"Easy Mark," Dad said trying to put his hand on my brothers shoulder as he spoke, Mark pulled away from him.
"Yeah you were right Doug. It's all me. I come into my sister's bed sometimes and ask her if she'll hold me because I'm scared and sometimes she rolls over and I curl up behind her because I need to be close because I'm such a fucking loser!"
"What the hell is going on in here?" Mom demanded as she came running into the room. "There are people out in the damn hallway and I think someone called the desk!"
I ran over to mom and threw my arms around her so hard I almost knocked her down.
"Dad thinks..." I started and then the sobs came back and I was balling like a baby on my mother's shoulder.
As Mom held me, I heard her saying;
"Doug, what the hell are you two fighting about?"
Dad looked at her and hesitated either our performance had started to convince him or he was afraid to tell mom. My father was the type to keep anything that would upset her to himself. Despite the pounding in my head and the fear twisting in my stomach I realized I had a chance to get mom on our side first.
"Mom." I sobbed out.
"What honey?" She asked stroking my hair still completely confused.
"Please don't let him take my brother away from me, please!"
Mom turned and gently pushed me off of her shoulder so she could look at me.
"Megan why would your father want Mark to leave?"
Swallowing hard to hold back the sobs I choked out;
"Because he thinks Mark's making me have sex with him!"
With that I let loose an anguished wail and once again buried my head into my mother's neck.
"What?!" Mom exclaimed. "Doug what the hell is wrong with you?"
Not that after everything I have been through in my life I believe in God, but I owed something out there for my mother showing up just then and putting Dad on the defensive. After Mom had asked Dad if he was crazy he started to yell that he knew what he saw.
We were interrupted by the hotel manager who came in to see what the hell was going on. As I watched in surprise my mother calmly lied to the manager about there being a death in the family and everyone was a little high strung but everything was okay now. After a glance around the room the manager nodded and told mom if there was any more noise he would have to call the cops.
Mom then asked Dad to come back to their room and talk to her. Dad shook his head saying he wouldn't leave us alone to get our "story" together. After rolling her eyes Mom got Dad to sit down on the bed that hadn't been used, and Mark to sit in the chair. Staying next to me on the bed Mom asked Dad to tell her what happened.
As Dad told her how we had been in the same bed, how Mark had been "all over" me and just look at how I was dressed, I tried to watch Mom's face to see where she stood. To my indescribable relief Mom had shaken her head at Dad and although she agreed it might look a little bad, us being in bed together at our age but did he realize what he was really suggesting? How ridiculous it was never mind pretty sick.
Dad pointed out my clothing again, the fact that the other bed had never been touched and kept coming back to;
"You had to see it Denise, Christ we've been married twenty years and we don't look that comfortable."
Finally mom asked Mark what had happened. At first my brother hadn't answered, he was sitting there with that withdrawn deer in a headlight look that he had all the time when he first came to live with us. Fear of being hurt as well as his emotional outburst had caused him to resort to the only defense he knew from those years with Max; silence.
Mom instantly saw this and went over to sit on the arm of the chair and putting her arm around his shoulders, she whispered soothingly to him. After a minute Mark leaned into her letting her hug him then sitting back up said softly;
"I told him that when I have nightmares Meg lets me sleep in her bed. I know I can't sleep in strange places so last night she said to just get in her bed so I would be okay. I had a nightmare anyways and didn't want to wake her up so I just," He shrugged. "Just got as close as I could to her."
He looked up at Denise and whispered;
"I'm sorry Denise, I didn't mean to start yelling but I would never hurt my sister, she's all I have."
At this point I think my brother should have stood up and thanked everyone at the academy for the award of best actor because he was playing my mother like a violin. This however caused my father to go off again asking my mother if she was buying this bullshit. Once again my lack of dress came up.
Seeing that we had a chance my nerves had settled somewhat and I spoke up saying I hadn't expected to be sleeping in a room with anyone except Malory and didn't want to sleep in jeans or a skirt which was all I had. I told Dad that I figured I'd be under the covers and as far as Mark went, he had seen a lot more of me in the bikini last night and that he was my damn brother and didn't see me that way. I then started to cry softly again. I will admit to being able to generate crocodile tears at will, but at this point what was on the line was enough to have me ready at the drop of a hat. I then threw out;
"Please daddy, Mark loves me he would never hurt me."
Dad then got irrational again saying okay so Mark didn't force me he must have seduced me, made me feel bad for him. Mom once again told him to stop being ridiculous and bottom line it's not like you could prove anything one way or another.
That's when Dad dropped the real bomb that set things off again. Saying that Mom was wrong; he could prove it. Standing up he told me to get dressed we were going to the emergency room and he was going to tell them I may have been assaulted and wanted me checked out. At that point I started crying hysterically and I wasn't faking. It wasn't the fact that the test would prove it. After all Mark had cum inside of me twice last night, but it was the memory that flashed into my head that set me off.
I was ten years old in the emergency room at Rhode Island hospital where I had been brought by the police after they had come to check out a report from the neighbor that I had told their daughter that my foster father "played rough with me."
They had come at just the right moment as he had been at me and I was screaming and Frank had forgotten a window was open. I was still screaming and crying in the hospital. The female police officer who had brought me in was holding my hand and had her arm around me telling me it would be okay. It took two doctor's to open my legs to do a rape kit, and as they forced my legs open I screamed so much they had to sedate me.
I hadn't thought about it in a long time and hadn't had that nightmare since Mark and I had been sleeping together but it all came roaring back as vivid as the day it happened. I lost it. Pulling away from Mom I jumped up screaming at my father that I wouldn't go to please not hurt me. Without realizing it I was running for the door. Mom tried to grab me, but I pulled away. Up until that point Mark had been in that quiet withdrawn mode but as soon as I became hysterical he snapped out of it.
Moving unbelievably fast Mark leapt from the chair past my stunned father and caught me in four steps. Pulling me around to face him he wrapped his arms around me. I fought him for a minute then let myself go in his arms sobbing. As dad stood unsure what to do Mom came over and put her arms out to me. Mark let me go, but I hugged him again continuing to cry.
Apparently my taking Mark over my mother didn't sit well with Dad as he stepped forward and said in that quiet unnerving tone from earlier;
"Mark let her go."
I started crying harder, I heard Mom say my father's name but he wasn't listening.
"I said get your hands off of her Mark."
This was said louder and there was pure menace behind it this time. Oh god I thought please just let this be a bad dream!
"No Mark please don't let him take me there!!!" I sobbed.
Mom came up behind me and putting her hands on my shoulders whispered in my ear that it would be okay. At that point Mark, still holding me with his left arm, turned me to the side away from my father.
"Megan's not going to the hospital," He said quietly. "I won't let you take her."
"You won't let me..." My father began incredulously.
"I won't let anyone hurt my sister Doug," Mark said. "Not even you."
"That's it Mark!!" My father shouted. "You're crazy ass can fucking walk home from here! Now get the hell out of my way!"
Dad stepped up to Mark and started to reach for me. In slow motion I saw Mark's hand start to come up they both froze as mom yelled;
"Doug that's enough!! How dare you threaten my daughter with that bullshit with all she's been through, I mean Jesus Christ what's wrong with you?"
I lifted my head off my brother's shoulder and stared in shock. In all the years I'd lived with her I had never heard my mother raise her voice to my father never mind swear like that. Dad stopped in his tracks staring at her.
"Don't turn this around on me Denise! Look at the two of them. He acts like he's her fucking boyfriend!"
"No Doug he acts like a brother who's seen his sister hurt enough. They act like family, you know family? The people that are supposed to stick up for each other? Not threaten them or accuse them of sick behavior?"
Mom had walked away from me and stood between us and dad.
"You know what Doug? This conversation over! Now go back to our room and get the bags before we get arrested, we'll all talk at home."
After glaring at Mark for a minute Dad started to walk past then stopping turned and gently putting his hand on my shoulder said;
"I'm sorry honey I didn't mean to scare you."
I turned away from Mark and hugged my father who hugged me back then as he pulled away said to me quietly;
"That doesn't mean this is over Megan. I know what I saw, but you're mother's right we'll talk at home, in the meantime," Dad nodded his head towards Mark. "You keep your brother on a leash."
"Megan you alright?"
Once again Jack's voice brought me back to reality
"You don't look it." He said looking at me. "Damn your eyes are red."
"Not sleeping does that." I told him. So does crying, but I left that out. Jack shook his head and walked away he came back in a minute and put a shot in front of me.
"Telling you Megan what you need is some good old Captain Jack."
I looked at the shot thinking of what Mark had said.
"I don't like JD."
Jack Smirked.
"Good, because that's southern comfort, I was talking about the other shot of Jack you could use."
Was he full of himself or what? Before I could answer I heard from behind me;
"Captain Jack's a sinking ship. Let's go Meg."
I turned to see my brother standing behind me. He had come from work and was wearing jeans and a t-shirt over a long sleeved thermal that hugged his broad shoulders and upper arms quite well. The second thing I noticed was how red Marks eyes were. They were as bad as mine if not worse. Right now those bloodshot eyes were focused on Jack who was returning the glare. Once again I felt that aura of danger around my brother as if he were a fight waiting to happen.
"I don't know Mark. I waited on Krissy and her sister the other night and she seemed to like the view, gave me a big tip." He smirked. "Not as big as the one I could give her though, she is a pretty little thing."
"Don't be an ass Jack." I said getting up and turning to leave before Mark started up as I glanced at him however my brother looked surprisingly calm, he must be tired.
"Hey Meg take your shot." Jack said.
"It's Megan." Mark said and with that picked up the shot and downed it. "And thanks for the drink."
"Christ Mark." Jack said lowering his voice to a whisper. "Watch out man you're not legal to..."
"And neither is my sister but you been pumping her full of drinks for the last two months haven't you? So you can pump her with something else you piece of shit!"
"Easy Mark." I grabbed his arm. "That's all over now, let's go."
Jack looked at me as I said that. Then looked back at my brother.
"Watch your mouth Mark, you're pretty good in the ring with those kids, but out in the street with a real man it's a different story."
"Then find me a real man to fight and we'll see."
After saying that Mark let me lead him away by the arm, I could feel his muscles tensed. We walked outside and over to Mark's car; the huge black 1978 Buick Lesabre that my parents had gotten him for high school graduation that he was working on turning into a muscle car. Mark unlocked the door and held it open for me. After going around to the other side and getting in Mark started the car and headed up the street.
"Pull over." I told him.
Mark looked at me funny but shrugged and pulled over a few buildings down from Vinnie's. Instantly I slid across the seat and threw my arms around his neck, hugging him tight.
"Oh I miss you Mark!"
Mark turned in his seat and hugged me back just as hard.
"I miss you too Sis." He whispered in my ear. "I... I can't sleep and things just keep getting worse around the house. Doug's going to make me leave sis he's..."
"Shhh." I ran my fingers through his hair and just held him for a minute.
There were people walking by looking in the car. I had been working here for a few years and a lot of people knew me. Reluctantly I let him go.
"Where are we going anyway?" Mark asked as he pulled back into the street.
"I don't even know." I said shaking my head.
"Do you have any money?" Mark asked. "I have twenty and there's a motel on Hartford that's only $40 we could go for a couple of hours."
"I'm broke." I told him. I had Vinnie bank my tips so I only got them once a week. I had money at home but we couldn't go there right now.



"Okay." Mark said. Then pulling a u-turn drove back the way we came. I didn't ask where he was going I was just happy to be with him. Reaching down I grabbed his hand and squeezed it tight. Mark drove through Cranston to an old mill complex pulling around back he drove up to a set of rusted metal gates with a pad lock. Mark hopped out quickly and grabbed the padlock which fell open in his hand. After pushing the gate open Mark hopped back in the car, pulled it through and closed the gate behind him replacing the broken lock. I realized where we were; the flats it was called, a notorious make out spot for teenagers and where I'm sure Mark had brought Krissy before dad let him start "sneaking" her in.
. "I'm sorry this is pretty sleazy." He said looking genuinely upset.
I smiled, my brother was so sweet sometimes, but we hadn't been together since the hotel and this nasty girl needed her little brother's cock in the worst way so I didn't give a shit where we were. I leaned over and kissed Mark hard grabbing the back of his head so he wouldn't pull away from me. There was no need, my brother responded with the same sense of urgency I felt. As he plunged his tongue into my mouth his hands were already undoing the top buttons of my blouse.
"Oh yes!" I groaned as his lips left mine to find my neck at the same time his left hand slid into the cup of my bra and found my nipple.
I dropped my right hand into his lap and started stroking his hard cock through his jeans. Mark had finished with the buttons and pushing me back against the door of the car pulled my bra down, allowing my tits to spring free. With a groan that sent a wave of heat through my pussy Mark attacked my nipple's sucking the left one into his mouth while his fingers found the right.
"Ohhh! Oh yeah, you miss your sister's tits little brother?"
"I miss all of you!" Mark said as he removed his mouth so he could suck on my other nipple.
I leaned back against the door panting as Mark worked my nipples, then moaned as his hand dipped under my skirt, through my stockings and panties and started rubbing my pussy.
"Damn," He whispered. "You soaked right through!"
"That's because your nasty big sister needs that big fucking cock of yours little brother."
Mark reached further up my skirt trying to get into the waistband of the stockings. I had a better idea, at least for now, as I wasn't kidding about needing some of that cock and right now where I wanted my little brother's cock was right between his big sister's made for cock sucking lips.
"We'll get those later." I told him as leaning forward I pushed him back over to his side and reaching down unsnapped his jeans.
"Put your seat back." I told him as I pulled his zipper down.
Mark pushed his seat back all the way and lifted his hips so I could tug his jeans and underwear down.
"Oh look at that cock!" I exclaimed.
Mark's huge dick was standing straight up and was already dripping. Wrapping my right hand around it I started jerking it off as I leaned over and kissed him. My brother let out a whimper as I started kissing his neck while stroking his throbbing cock. With my other hand I tugged on his shirt.
"Take this off."
Mark leaned up and stripped off the two shirts, as soon as he did I found his nipple with my mouth. I looked up, making sure my brother was getting a good look at the tip of my tongue flicking across his flesh. I winked then slowly trailed my tongue down his flat hard stomach and towards his swollen cock.
"Oh yeah sis." He groaned as I gave the tip of his cock a sweet little kiss.
"Yeah little brother? You want your big sister to give you a blow job in the car?" I swirled my tongue around the tip of his cock getting a mouthful of his pre cum. "Only bad girls do those things." I looked up at him and winking said;
"Good thing for you your sisters a nasty girl."
Taking the tip of Mark's cock I slowly worked the length of it down my throat swishing my tongue around the entire time. Mark was breathing heavy and reaching down he grabbed a handful of my long black hair.
"Mmm mmm," I told him, the humming getting another groan out of him.
As I started bobbing my head up and down in a slow steady rhythm Mark kept his hand in my hair guiding my head up and down his twitching cock.
"Get on your knees Sis."
Keeping his cock in my mouth I pulled my long legs up onto the seat one at a time folding them under me until I was kneeling across the huge front seat. Mark reached across with his right hand, sliding it underneath my skirt and panties and slipped his finger into my pussy to get it wet then finding my clit began gently rubbing it.
"Oh damn that's nice." I said removing his cock from my mouth. "That's it little..."
I was cut short by Mark, using my hair as a handle, shoving my mouth back onto his cock. I opened wide as he pushed my head down to take the entire length. After holding me there for a minute he started slowly pulling my head up and down his cock. I relaxed letting him take control of how I sucked him. I kept my tongue moving at the same time sucking as hard as I could. I moaned as I realized Mark's finger was stroking my clit in the same rhythm he was moving my head. Keeping my right hand around his prick I reached my left underneath me and finding my nipple began to roll it between my finger tips.
Mark and I were both moaning, his hips were beginning to come off the seat to greet my more than willing mouth and I was starting to rock back and forth into his talented fingers. Mark let out one of those adorable little whimpers and I could tell he was holding back from really pumping his cock into my mouth. I pushed my mouth off of him long enough to look up at him and say;
"Go on little brother, you just go ahead shove that big fucking cock down my throat until you come, you let you sister take good care of you."
With that I put my mouth back on the tip of my brother's dick and waited. Taking his cue Mark resumed pumping my head up and down his cock, but faster and harder this time. I groaned in pleasure around his cock as he also sped up his fingers on my clit. Mark began moaning continuously, bringing his hips up to meet my mouth. As he pumped faster and harder my mouth was stretched to the limit and my eyes were beginning to water as my brother fucked my face.
Just as I felt Mark's cock twitch in my mouth and the first shot of cum hit the back of my throat his fingers gave my clit a slight pinch and started shaking it back and forth. At that moment I gave my nipple a good hard pinch and started squealing around my brothers cock as my orgasm plowed through me. Mark was holding my head onto his cock so as I was moaning in pleasure I was still getting cum sprayed into my mouth. I heard myself making a whimpering gurgling noise that drove me wild oh you nasty fucking girl.
Mark let go of my head and I pulled it off of him letting a mouthful of cum out to splatter all over his cock. Damn that looked hot! Mark was leaning back against the seat panting. I sat up on my knees trying to catch my own breath.
"Damn I came hard." I told him. "I needed that."
Mark looked over at me and smiled.
"How about you hop in the back and take those damn stockings off?"
I didn't need to be told twice. I got out of the car with my tits hanging out of my blouse and quickly pulled everything off from under my skirt and after moving the seat climbed into the back. Mark had done the same thing stripping his jeans and underwear off in the cold winter air and getting into the back where, like I had, he got onto his knees.
I leaned against the window and raising my legs put them up on his shoulders. I was going to try to sit up more as Mark couldn't quite angle his head down to my pussy, but before I could Mark slid his hands underneath me and cupping my ass in them lifted me up off the seat and directly into his eager tongue which he plunged deep into my steaming pussy.
I squealed in delight as Mark ran his tongue up and down the length of my incredibly slick pussy. Each time he reached my clit he would do a quick circle around it before giving it a quick suck then trail back down again. As unbelievable as it felt it looked pretty damn good too as Mark's arms were bulging with the effort of holding me up and his face was glistening, covered in his big sisters juices. Mark once again shoved his tongue inside of me and held it still. Taking the hint I started pumping my hips moving and sliding his rigid tongue in and out of my pussy.
"Oh hell yeah!" I exclaimed. "Look at you, tongue fucking your sister!"
Mark then slid lower and slid his tongue into my ass getting another high pitched squeal out of me.
"Ohh you are naughty little brother!"
Mark's tongue found its way back to my clit where he swirled it around in tight hard circles. Mark's hands were busy holding me up so I reached down and spread myself open for him.
"Oh that looks so good sis!" He told me as his tongue ran across my clit and between my fingers.
Mark sped up the circles and as my hips began thrusting harder he fastened his lips around my swollen clit and started sucking it in and out, in rhythm to my movements. I removed my fingers from my pussy so I could play with both of my hard pink nipples. Once again as I felt myself on the edge, I gave them a pinch; that little jolt of pain sending me over the edge. This time without a mouthful of cock to stop me I through back my head and screamed long and loud, my hips thrusting hard into my brother's face, the scream died down to a soft whimper as the last waves of pleasure flowed through me. I jumped and I moaned as Mark put his mouth on my pussy and sucking hard came away with a string of his sister's cum on the tip of his tongue,
"Ohhh little brother." I said softly.
Goddamn I think I had cum even harder that time. And Jack thought he could give me what he needed. Please, my brother was ten times the lover he was. Then again I thought with a smile he did have a great teacher. My thoughts were stopped short as Mark keeping my legs on his shoulders dropped my hips to the seat and coming forward drove his once again hard cock deep inside of me and started fucking the shit out of me. My pussy was so wet that there was a wet sucking sound each time he thrust himself in and out.
"Oh Fuck yeah!!" I cried out as Mark hammered away at me.
I lifted my legs off his shoulders and placed my feet flat against the roof of the car(,) my red toe nails and Ivory skin looking incredibly sexy on the black upholstery. Not as sexy as my brother however. Even though it was winter the heat was cranked up in the car and with the sexual Olympics we had been having Mark was covered in sweat, making the muscles in his chest and arms stick out even more. Reaching out I put the palms of my hands on his chest and started caressing his flesh running them down across his flat hard stomach then back up where I gave his nipples a playful pinch.
Mark took his feet and pushed them against the window(,) lifting himself off the seat and holding himself in the air like that continued to drive himself into me. Holy fucking shit! I thought as I looked at the muscles in his thighs and calves bulge along with his forearms and biceps. Jesus Christ he's strong, as even in that position he was fucking me hard enough to get a yelp out of me with each thrust. After another few pumps Mark dropped back down to his knees and pushing my legs back even further delivered several unbelievably hard thrusts.
"Oh my fucking god!" I screamed as my brother pounded the shit out of my poor little pussy.
Mark drove into me several more times before letting out that little whimper again and filling his big sisters pussy with another amazing amount of hot cum. Mark looked down at me sweat dripping from his face. I put my arms around his neck and pulled him down into me.
"Come here little brother." I said softly.
Mark let his weight go and slid his arms underneath me. I lowered my legs but kept them around his waist completely wrapping him up into my body. We laid there holding each other tightly Mark was still breathing heavy in my ear and I could feel his heart pounding against my chest.
"Easy baby." I whispered as I started playing with his hair.
"I missed you Sis."
"Me too little brother that's why I had to call, Mark I had to. I needed you bad."
"Yeah well this feels great but we gotta get dressed." Mark said pulling himself away from me.
As much as I hated to let him go, I certainly wasn't going to argue with him especially after last weekend's scene at the hotel. I was pretty much still dressed so it only took me a minute to pull my bra back over my tits and button my blouse.
I watched shaking my head as Mark opened the car door and stood out there completely naked on a twenty degree day and slowly got dressed. I have to say the steam coming off of his powerful body looked amazing. I would have to use it in a painting sometime. Mark finished dressing and after tossing my panties and stockings back to me reached into the glove compartment and removed something I couldn't see. Mark climbed into the back seat with me.
"I'll tell you what I think I missed more than that," Mark said. As he spoke he put his back up against the back window and after sliding one of his legs along the length of the seat put his arms out. "Come here Sis." He said softly.
Oh god how I needed that! I turned around in the seat and slid backwards until I was between Mark's legs and my back was against his chest. I slid down a little more so the back of my head was resting in his shoulder. Mark wrapped his arms around my waist and kissed the side of my neck. Oh this felt so good! I put arms on top of his and sighed settling back into him.
"Shit," Mark said. "Hold on." He removed his arm and picked something up off the seat and put it in front of me. It was the timer he used when he worked out.
"What time you say you were working until?"
"Six."
As amazing as it was I already felt drowsy between the incredible sex and how good Mark felt I knew I would sleep.
Mark set the timer for ninety minutes then putting it down on my lap wrapped his arms back around me.
I closed my eyes and was almost out when Mark whispered;
"Meg?"
"Yeah Mark?"
"I... I think your father's going to tell me to leave."
"We don't know that Mark. Mom said she'd work on him and the longer it goes I think the better I mean he would have done it right away if he didn't have doubts."
"Yeah or we all made him feel like he was wrong."
"It'll be okay Mark." I squeezed his arm reassuringly although I wasn't all that sure myself things would be okay.
"You're all I have Meg." Mark said in a tone that brought the tears back again.
I didn't answer right away. Partly because I really didn't know what to say, but mostly because I was so tired I couldn't think straight. As much as I wanted to say something comforting I needed to sleep, get my head clear and go from there. As if reading my mind Mark whispered;
"I'm so tired sis."
"Then go to sleep little brother." I said softly.
I waited to see if he would say anything else but within a couple of minutes Mark's breathing slowed and deepened in my ear and I knew he was asleep. Closing my own eyes I could already feel myself drifting. Four days of fear and stress were forgotten as I wiggled myself back a little more nestling into Mark's chest even more. Suddenly everything felt like it was okay just as I knew it would.
I awoke with a start as the watch began beeping in my lap. I hit the button then taking a deep breath I held it for a moment before slowly exhaling. Damn that was a fast hour and a half. I must have gone right out. I didn't even dream about the hotel as I had the past few nights. More importantly I didn't have the other dream the one that had been plaguing me all week, and up until a year or so ago a good part of my life. Of course the reason for that was lying behind me holding me in his arms. On that note I realized Mark was still sleeping I can't imagine how exhausted he must be to sleep through an alarm, like myself a pin dropping could wake my brother.
Looking down at the watch I saw it was 5:30. We should be going so I could get to Vinnie's in time to pretend I left at six, god knew my father probably had the route home timed out. After listening to my brother's steady breathing in my ear and enjoying how good it felt to be close to him again. I figured screw it and set the watch for another half hour. I didn't think I would fall back but the last thing we would need is to fall asleep and wake up in the middle of the night. Besides this way Mark could sleep a little longer, I'm sure he had been getting less sleep than me as he wasn't getting any "help" like his big sister was.
On that note I frowned, the last three nights I had told myself I wouldn't drink to fall asleep, but each night I had given in, just as I had given into Jack's offering it to me after work every day. I didn't want to but it really did make me feel better. After years of doing very well leading a normal life with parents who truly loved me and of course my beautiful little brother who loved me in every way, I had begun to feel that old empty feeling coming back, that feeling that no one else except Mark seemed to understand. The only time it seemed to go away was if I was with my brother or if I took the edge off with drinking. Gently moving Mark's hands from around my waist I sat up.
Mark opened his bloodshot eyes for a moment then closed them again as I gently caressed his cheek. My brother made that adorable little cooing sound and turned his head into the seat. I wasn't sure if he had ever really woken up. Looking at him I wondered what would happen if my brother was no longer around to be there for me. What if dad threw him out who would I turn to? As watched my brother sleep, I knew that I would have to find away to convince my father to let Mark stay. My little brother needed me. Although as I leaned forward and rested my head on his chest I was beginning to realize not nearly as much as his big sister needed him.
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It was Thursday night and I was in my room painting frantically. There was really no other way to describe it. When inspiration was upon me I painted at a rapid pace that had a couple of my instructors shaking their heads, not only at how well the paintings would come out but how I managed to do it so quickly without the painting becoming a mess.
I was only using a half a dozen colors for this one and a brush for each. When I switched I would simply drop one and pick up the other barely looking at the easel and when I'd start slapping the paint on it would splatter, as soon as it did however I would hit it with another brush and quickly blend it in. Because most of my paintings were very dark and I figured creatures of the night would never allow themselves to be fully seen and the odd colored shading and blurred figures added to the effect of my nightmarish landscapes.
I finished adding red eyes to several of the demonic figures on the canvas, using savage jabs with the narrow brush which, rather than leaving them with perfectly shaped red eyes it appeared that they were glowing unevenly from their shadowy faces. When I painted like this I splattered quite a bit so I was wearing only a ripped tank top that barely went down past my tits and a pair of panties. Let dad come in now and he'd see why I liked to lock my door I thought to myself.
Finishing the eyes I dropped the brush and reaching over grabbed the bottle of coke from the table next to me. I took a couple of swallows closing my eyes and smiling as the alcohol spiked soda left a warm happy trail down my throat. When I looked back at the picture it was blurring. I sighed, putting the bottle down, blinked and shook my head. Between the liquor and not having slept since early last night I could feel myself getting light headed. Good maybe after another drink or two I could sleep. Last night had been a rough one and could have very well been the last night my brother spent in our house.
When Mark had brought me back to Vinnie's a little after six Jack was waiting outside by my car smoking a cigarette. After warning Mark to behave I gave him a kiss on the cheek and told him I would see him at home in a little while. I wished I could have given him a real kiss good bye but Jack was watching.
When I got out of Mark's car and walked over to him Jack said that he had waited for me because he wanted to tell me my father had stopped by looking for me. I felt suddenly nauseous. Once again I should have listened to my brother. Mark had mentioned Dad stopping by to check on me and he had been absolutely right! Now Dad would think I was with Mark. I would have to call Mitch's to see if Dad had gone there as well, oh my god I had fucked up again! All this had raced though my head in an instant I simply looked at Jack speechless.
Noticing the instant look of panic on my face Jack said he had told him that the driver had called out sick and since we were dead they had sent me in the van to do some delivery's. I thanked him and Jack then told me that my father had asked if Mark had been coming around. Once again surprisingly Jack had covered saying that he had seen Mark in here with Krissy the day after Christmas but that was it.
Jack said dad seemed to believe him then handed him $20 and gave him his work number and said to call him if Mark showed up looking for me. This was getting worse by the day. My father was convinced he was right and he was going through any length to prove it. If Jack hadn't covered for us when we had got home Mark's bags would have been packed or worse the police might have been there, as on one of his rants just before we left the hotel my father had said he would get a restraining order against my brother.
Mark was in pre law and told me Dad couldn't do that but it showed not only how far my father would push this but that he still seemed to think my brother was forcing me into something. The ironic thing was, besides the fact dad was right about us in general, was the fact that I was the one who instigated it, coming into my brother's bedroom that night six months ago and seducing him.
I thanked Jack again and this time gave him a hug. Jack put his arms around my waist and returned the embrace whispering in my ear how good I felt. I was no fool; Jack hadn't covered out of the kindness of his heart. He was looking to get back in my good graces as well as my pants, but still I was grateful and told him so, even giving him a kiss. Jack smiled and told me he wouldn't rat my brother out but was wondering what the hell Mark had done as my father hadn't seemed to happy. I shrugged and told him it was a long story. Jack's smile then got bigger and he said when I was off my punishment he could clear a night for me to tell him.
Being smart enough to play the game and keep Jack's loyalty I told him that I would let him take me out to dinner next week to make things up to me, but only dinner. Jack had kissed my hand and told me thank you. He then frowned and commented on how nervous I looked, did I want to come in for a drink? I told him no I had to get going. Besides I had taken enough stupid chances already the last thing I needed was to show up buzzed.
When I arrived home I bit the bullet and told Dad that Jack had said he'd stopped by and asked if anything was wrong. Dad shrugged and told me he was checking up on me. I had asked if he had swung by Mitch's. At that Dad had shaken his head and said he really didn't care where Mark was as long as he wasn't with me. I felt another of those sinking feelings go through my stomach, this did not sound good for my brother. Mom however snapped at my father telling him not to talk like that. Dad rolled his eyes and we finished dinner in silence. When he finished Dad kissed mom and thanked her for dinner like he did every night before he went into his den to watch the news and read the paper.
The other part of the ritual was to also give me a kiss as well and tell me goodnight in case I went upstairs and he didn't see me again. I watched as Dad walked past me and started to leave the dining room. I put my head down sadly. Up until this point all I had been worried about was Mark and I being separated. Now however it hit me that it had also affected my father's relationship with me. I had always been his little girl and despite his tough old school demeanor he had always eaten it up and loved being affectionate with me. I heard Mom clear her throat and a moment later felt my father come up behind me and putting his hands on my shoulders kissed the top of my head.
"Good night hon," He said softly.
Before he could move his hands I put my hands up grabbing his and holding them. Dad moved his arms around my shoulders and hugged me.
"Dad..." I began.
"We'll talk Friday night Megan, when I get home, not before."
Dad let me go and left the room. I looked up at mom with tears in my eyes. She reached across the table and took my hand for a minute and told me not to give up that she was still working on it just keep doing what we were supposed to.
Mark showed up a few minutes later and I stayed at the table while mom heated up his dinner. Mark sat and ate listlessly, he looked more tired than when I had seen him a few hours ago. I noticed his hand shaking as he ate and his leg was tapping constantly. Mom asked him if he had taken what the doctors had given him to sleep and he mumbled something about no but he would tonight. That was a lie my brother hated medication, like me he never wanted to be put in a place where he might not be able to wake up right away. Having spent two years being assaulted at night I understood completely.
I had hoped that after having spent some time with Mark, which had included two amazing orgasms as well as a nap in his arms that I would be able to sleep that night. I did fall asleep around ten, but woke up from a nightmare I couldn't remember the details of I just knew I felt scared and uneasy. I laid there for awhile then giving up set up my easel and putting a blank canvas up started painting. Apparently Mark couldn't sleep either as a few minutes later I heard three small thumps, then again a minute later. Mark had a dart board in his room and all I heard all week long was the sound of the darts hitting the board.
I became absorbed in my painting, blocking out huge areas of grey where I would put the ghoulish figures that populated my paintings then leaving a space in the middle for something what I wasn't sure yet but it would come to me. When my stinging eyes made me stop, I got up and went into the bathroom. I could still hear Mark tossing the darts. I looked at the door longingly. Less than ten feet from where I stood was my brother's bed where I would give anything to be right now. I knocked softly on the door and Mark opened it a few inches.
"Megan we can't." He said simply.
I nodded and poking my head through the door kissed him gently on the lips.
"Good night my beautiful little brother." I whispered.
Mark smiled sadly and said;
"Sweet dreams my sister."
I went back and lied down to no avail. There was a fifth of brandy between my mattress and box spring but I forced myself to roll over away from it. I would not give in tonight. As a reward for my holding off I fell asleep sometime around 4 am and slept to a whopping 7am. Today had been a long one. They only needed me at Vinnie's until 2 and after yesterday I wasn't taking any chances. I had come right home and been painting and drinking ever since. Tomorrow was the day, and there was no way I was not going to sleep tonight. I had also noticed that even my painting flowed better when I had a bit of a buzz.
I had slowed down an hour or so before dinner then ate quickly in silence and went back upstairs where I now sat staring at the canvas. The painting was of a large room where every dark corner was populated by some type of demonic creature crawling out of the darkness and reaching for the center of the room, they were coming from the floor and ceiling as well, each stretching their long claw tipped arms out towards the two figures kneeling in a small circle of light in the center of the room. The figures were on their knees hugging, trying to protect each other.
The figures were my brother and I.
I had painted us small but the resemblance was there I had even managed to dot my eyes with a sky blue color. The border of the painting had been done last night and was dry. Picking up a black sharpie I wrote in the corner; Demons of the past. Underneath with a flourish I signed De Costa. I jumped at a knock on the door. Mom poked her head in and told me that she and dad were running out for a couple of hours to go to a wake. It was Thursday so Mark was working the bar and wouldn't be home until one. When Mom left the thought crossed my mind to call Mark and see if he could come home, but I had learned my lesson with yesterday's near miss.
With a sigh I went into the bathroom and took a shower scrubbing the paint off of my face, chest and everywhere else it had ended up. As I stood there in the steam, the hot soapy water running down my body I closed my eyes envisioning my brother in here with me. Standing behind me slowly shampooing my hair, his hands would then caress my shoulders before reaching around and fondling my tits. At that thought my own hands reached up and cupped them, my fingers making slow circles over my erect nipples. My breath picked up as I slid my right hand down past my stomach reaching my smooth wet pussy I slipped my middle finger inside. I let out a low moan and reaching my other hand down started stroking my clit. I leaned against the wall playing with myself. Then stopped and listened, I swore I heard the downstairs door.
Shutting the water off I tossed on my robe without bothering to dry off and going back into my bedroom looked out my window which overlooked the driveway. Mom's small Toyota was there, but they had taken Dad's car. I shrugged must be hearing things. I went into the bathroom and dried off then slipped on a tank top and a pair of shorts to sleep in and went back in my room and froze; I had just heard a creek on the steps that led up to the hall. More than a little nervous now I ran over to my bedroom door and locked it wincing at the loud click it made. I had a phone in my room and thought about calling the police but didn't want to look like a fool in case there really was no one there. Leaning my head against the door I listened carefully then jumped and let out a startled yelp as someone knocked on the door right where my head was.
"Hey Meg it's just me."
It was Mark!! I laughed out loud in relief. Not just relief but joy. Mark must have known the folks were going to the wake and had left work to be with his big sister. I hurriedly unlocked the door and opened it. Mark was leaning against the wall opposite my door. He was wearing a black t-shirt and jeans both were snug enough to not only show what he had on top but below as well. Damn did I want some of that.
I smiled at him and stepping into the hallway reached out to put my arms around him. Mark got a funny look on his face, his eyes darting to the side. I stopped and turned to look towards his room. Krissy was standing there.
"Hey Megan." She said looking a little nervous as she always did when she knew that I knew she was going to be in my brother's bed. I managed a small wave then looked at Mark who avoided my gaze. I was pissed. How dare he sneak her over when he knew I needed him. Probably sensing my thoughts he looked at Krissy and said;
"I'll meet you in there in a couple of minutes okay beautiful?"
"Okay." Krissy said then after giving Mark a wink and sexy little smile said;
"Don't keep me waiting baby."
Once she went into his room. I stepped back into mine and he followed.
"Mark are you crazy?" I asked him. "She's not supposed to be here!"
"I know Meg," He said. "But I knew they were leaving, my car's at Mitch's and if they stop in Cynthia's going to tell them I went with Mitch to work the door at Baby head. Trust me Doug's not going down there."
Baby head was a punk slash goth club that Mitch was part owner of and Mark worked there as a bouncer once in awhile when they were going to have a big crowd. Mark was probably right but still why wouldn't he come home to me? Didn't he know how bad I needed him? Mark was still speaking;
"I had Krissy park around the block and we walked over."
"Mark," I shook my head. "If you get caught..."
"Doug will be glad it's Krissy in there and not you." He said.
"Yeah well speaking of," I looked up at him pouting. "Why isn't it me?"
"Look sis," He started but I cut him off.
"Why wouldn't you want to spend the time with me Mark? You love Krissy more than your big sister?"
As I said this I could feel my eyes starting to fill up. Why was I so damn emotional lately?
"Of course not," Mark said coming forward and hugging me close to him. "But after yesterday Meg, I can't take a chance."
"And Krissy's not taking a chance?"
"They think I'm not going to be home until after one. We're going to..." He shrugged. "You know fool around then I'm going to set the alarm for a few hours from now and sneak her out the back like I always do."
"What if Dad checks the door?" I asked as I held myself tightly against him.
"All he does is turn it to see if it's locked, he hasn't come in." He pulled away so he could look at me.
"Besides I...I need to sleep sis. I'm so fucking tired and tomorrow's the day and I just I need her Megan I need this."
I started to cry.
"And you don't need me?"
"More than anything sis but not tonight, we can't, please Meg."
His eyes were so bloodshot you could barely see any white around his pupils and I could feel his hands trembling on my shoulders.
"Megan you know you're exactly what I need but..."
I realized I was being selfish. I still wanted him with me but I understood how desperate he was and he was right. God forbid he snuck into my room and we fell asleep and dad caught us.
"I just don't want you to get in trouble." I said hugging him again.
"I won't but Meg?"
"What?"
"Speaking of trouble; be careful sis because I can smell your breath five feet away."
"Yeah well, I don't have anyone I can sleep with so I guess I just have to do what I can." I said bitterly.
"Meg please..."
"Go little brother." I told him pushing him out the door. "Go fuck your little Krissy and curl up with her while your sister cries herself to sleep."
Before he could respond I slammed the door in his face and locked it. I walked over and lied down on my bed ignoring him as he called my name. After a couple of minutes I heard his bedroom door open and shut. I lied there and did cry for a few minutes. It should be me in there with Mark not her, it wasn't fair. But Mark was right nothing had worked out for us this week and we were both exhausted and would fall asleep and dad would catch us.
After a couple of minutes my tears dried up and I pulled the sheet over myself. I lied there thinking by now Mark had Krissy naked and they were fucking. Mark would be going easy with her like he always did, then they would cuddle up and Mark would sleep, maybe. He had said before that he couldn't always with her only with me. Realizing that I had left the door locked I got up and unlocked it in case dad tried it later and remembering what Mark said brushed my teeth and rinsed with mouthwash before going back to my bed.
I found myself thinking of my brother with Krissy; envisioning Mark on top of her, playing with her huge tits, and licking that sweet little pussy reminded me that I was horny earlier. Reaching over to the nightstand I removed the slim purple vibrator from the drawer and opening my legs slid it up inside of my wet pussy and turned it on. I groaned and closing my legs to hold it in, started playing with my clit with my right hand while my left found my nipple. I closed my eyes once again picturing Krissy on Mark's bed, her legs spread, and his face buried between her legs. I came hard, biting my lip to hold back my squeals and removing my hand from my tit I started working the vibrator in and out of my pussy in time with the thrusting of my hips.
I sighed and putting the toy back in my drawer laid there and hoped to go to sleep. A minute later I heard Krissy let out a long loud moan from the other side of the bathroom. I needed to sleep. Now. Sitting up I grabbed the bottle of rum laced coke and chugged the rest of it. I closed my eyes as I felt my head spin. Putting the bottle down I picked up Scooby Doo and rolling over on my side hugged him close to me.
"Good night my beautiful little brother." I whispered into the darkness and closed my eyes.
I woke up suddenly quickly sitting up and just as quickly brought my hand to my head, which felt like it was going to pop. I felt incredibly light headed and as I took a few deep breaths realized I was probably drunk. A quick glance at the clock showed 9:30 I had fallen asleep around 8. I had gone out like a light, what had woke me up? Reaching over I turned on the small reading lamp on the nightstand. Then Dad's voice came through from the other side of the bathroom.
"I can't believe you Mark! How dare you disobey me and bring her in here!"
Oh my god!! Dad had found Krissy. I jumped out of my bed and put my robe on. I didn't know what I could say or do but I had to help my brother. I heard dad yell again. I thought I heard Mark's voice but it sounded as if he were talking not yelling. I was just crossing the room when I heard a knock on the bathroom door. I stopped and opening it found myself face to face with Krissy, who I realized was completely naked holding her clothes in front of her.
"Oh Megan!" She exclaimed.
The poor thing was beet red and looked scared as hell. I stepped away from the door and as she came in she quickly turned to the side so I couldn't see her back. Little did she know I had seen a lot more than her ass.



"Are you alright hon?" I asked closing the door.
Krissy shook her head.
"What happened?"
Krissy swallowed hard then said;
"The alarm went off so I got up and was getting my clothes together when I heard the doorknob rattle. I stood there and then the door opened and your father started to come in. I was near the bathroom so I just ran in, but he must have seen me, and of course Mark was still on the bed and he wasn't dressed and your dad started yelling. I came in here because I was afraid he'd come into the bathroom and I'm..."
All this had come out so quickly I could barely understand her.
"It's okay Krissy." I lied, well for her it would be, my brother would be another story.
"Here," I told her pointing at the bed. "Why don't you go over there and get dressed real quick."
With that I turned my back so she could go over there without being embarrassed. My stomach was churning. Mark was fucked, there was no way dad was going to let him stay after this. Even Mom would have a hard time defending this. I closed my eyes and tried to think. My head was fuzzy. I was upset but not as much as I would have thought, those drinks really did do wonders. I opened my eyes still trying to think of what I could say to my father. Maybe I could...
My thoughts suddenly trailed off as I looked up into the dresser mirror and saw Krissy behind me getting dressed. She had put her clothes on the bed and was standing there completely naked. Once again I found myself staring at her body; her long curvy legs, tanned skin and those amazingly full tits. Krissy slipped her panties on and pulled them up, as she did she turned slightly and I got a good glimpse of her round firm ass. The panties were purple lace and left the cheeks of her ass wide open. Rather than her bra Krissy pulled her jeans on next and as she bent over my eyes were glued to her tits hanging down and the fact that her rose colored nipples were erect.
I started to feel warm all over and my breathing became heavier as I continued to stare at Krissy's reflection. As Krissy picked up her bra and turned to face me, I got another great look at those incredible tits and imagined my brother sucking on them. I was getting wet. What the hell was wrong with me? Mark was in trouble and I was checking out his girlfriend. I... yes I was checking her out. The first time I had seen her it had turned me on but that's because she was with my brother but now as I watched her put her bra on I realized that she really was turning me on.
Krissy reached for her shirt but sat on the bed instead and started sobbing. I was torn, I could still hear dad bitching at Mark although he wasn't yelling as loud, I wanted to help, but there was nothing I could do, as a matter of fact if I went in there and dad started on me it might get Mark going again.
"Krissy you okay hon?" I asked her.
Deciding that trying to get in the middle of Mark and my father would only make things worse I walked over to where she was sitting. Krissy looked up at me; tears running down her cheeks.
"I knew I shouldn't have come here tonight Megan, I knew it! But Mark's been so nervous and he said it would help him sleep and he needed me I just wanted to help!"
She wiped at her eyes then added;
"I still don't even know why your dad wants him out. But I guess it was pretty bad and now he's in more trouble and..." She sobbed. "He even asked me a couple of days ago if I knew anywhere he could stay, if anyone at school needed a roommate, he has nowhere to go Megan!"
"My mom won't let that happen Krissy." I told her trying to convince myself as well as Krissy that it was true.
Krissy nodded and sighing went to pick up her pink shirt from the bed. Dropping it she put her head in her hands and started crying even harder than before. I sat on the bed next to her and putting my arm around shoulders pulled her towards me. After a moment's hesitation Krissy leaned into me.
"It isn't just this Megan," Krissy sobbed out. "It's everything, Mark's changing he's not the same person anymore!"
"What do you mean?"
Krissy closed her eyes and took a couple of deep breaths trying to calm down enough to talk. As she did I removed my arm from around her shoulders and started gently rubbing the middle of her back. Her skin was soft and smooth. As I waited for Krissy to start to talk I glanced down and found myself staring down at her chest. Krissy must have known she was going to be with Mark tonight as the bra was all lace and her nipples could be clearly seen through the flimsy material. What was going on here? I had never been attracted to women. My thoughts were interrupted as Krissy speaking haltingly in between little gasping sobs told me about Mark.
"He used to be so shy and sweet, and he still is when were alone, but when he's around other people he's not like that. He's cocky, he's nasty, he flirts with any girl that looks at him and that's pretty much all of them and he knows it. He told a guy at a party right in front of me that they all want him."
"Well he used to be afraid to even talk Krissy, now he's getting attention, he'll get over it." I told her even though I knew it wasn't the truth.
"Yeah well what about the tournaments? He's toying with these guys then trying to hurt them, he almost gets in a fight every time we're out and he keeps talking about all that Levay bullshit, how we're not all equal and some are better than the others and he's one of them. He calls the kids at school "the herd". Keeps talking about how he's going to take what he wants."
Krissy stopped for a minute. I sat quietly I had nothing to say hell I was the one who had taught him those things. Krissy took a breath then continued;
"And his eyes Megan when he looks at people sometimes, when he doesn't know I'm watching him. They're dead Megan, they're like doll eyes, like whoever he's looking at doesn't matter and when it looks like there's going to be trouble he starts to smile, but to himself like it's some kind of joke." She sobbed again and put her head in her hands;
"I don't know how much longer I can try Megan, I don't love that Mark and the one I did is hardly around anymore."
As she spoke I switched from rubbing her back to lightly running my fingers through her long dirty blonde hair. Krissy didn't seem to care so I kept doing it, enjoying the feel of her silky hair against my hand and along my arm.
"Megan?" Krissy asked turning to look at me.
"What hon?"
"If I say something will you promise not to tell Mark?"
"Of course." This was probably a lie, but I wanted to hear what she was going to say.
"Mark's been... well he's been," Krissy put her head down and whispered;
"He's been getting rough with me."
"He's hitting you?" I asked shocked. I'd kick his ass myself. After what I had been through I would never let my brother hurt a woman.
"No of course not, but you know during sex he's been rough."
I looked at her questioningly.
"He holds my arms down and covers my mouth; sometimes he bends me over things and tells me to tell him I don't want it. He's scaring me Megan." She shook her head. "I don't know what to do."
Once again Krissy started to cry this time she leaned into my shoulder and with one hand still in her hair I turned her towards me and put my other arm around her shoulder. As Krissy sobbed quietly I thought of what she said, recalling how Mark had pinned me down in the hotel and the look on his face. I also remembered how much I had loved it. I started to slowly rub Krissy's shoulder once again marveling at how soft her skin was. I also noticed how sexy her tanned flesh looked under the ivory skin of my hand as well as how good my deep red nails looked trailing across her shoulder.
I bent my head and kissed Krissy on the top of the head whispering;
"It'll be okay honey everything will work out."
Krissy nodded and lifted her head up. She was still looking down but her face was off my shoulder. I pulled her closer to me and put my face against hers. As I felt her soft tear streaked cheek against mine I slid my face down just a bit finding myself all but nuzzled into her neck. The scent of Krissy's perfume filled my nostrils; I could also detect just a hint of my brother's cologne. Turning my head I again found myself looking down Krissy's bra at the smooth tanned swelling of her tits and those beautiful rose-colored nipples poking through the lace.
Did I just use the word beautiful? I felt as if I wasn't in control of myself. This was my brother's girlfriend; sweet little Krissy whom I'd known since she was 9. Yet another part of me was excited. I felt warm and flushed, my fingers were trembling as they caressed Krissy's bare shoulder and I once again felt myself getting wet. I was drunk I had to be, but if I was would I know I was? All thoughts were taken away as not even aware I was going to do it I lifted my head and kissed Krissy on the cheek.
I did it quickly and she gave me a little smile. She really was adorable, definitely sexier than she used to be but still very cute. Krissy was the kind of girl you wanted to hold and tell everything would be okay. Just like I was doing except I began to want to do more. I kissed her on the cheek again except this time I did it slowly and let my lips linger for a moment. I could taste the salt of her tears, but the warm flesh under my lips felt soft and inviting. Krissy smiled again but this time it seemed a little forced. I turned slightly into her and felt my nipple brush against her tit. I wasn't wearing a bra and the cotton tank top was quite thin.
I let out a surprised gasp at how good it felt. I turned again causing my nipple to brush back across the lace of her bra. Krissy looked up at me;
"Megan I..."
"It'll be okay." I told her and hugged her with both arms causing her tits to press into mine. Krissy put her head on my shoulder and whispered;
"You think so?"
"Oh I know so." I said softly in her ear. "Just fine." I added as I let my hands caress the warm flesh of her back.
Krissy's neck was right at my lips. I was once again overwhelmed by the whole thing, the smell of her perfume, the feeling of her large full tits pressed against mine, and that smooth tanned flesh right in front of me; the same flesh my brother had tasted for the last few months. I gently placed my lips on her neck and gave her the tiniest of kisses. Krissy sat up and looked at me funny. I returned her stare my ice blue eyes meeting her soft brown ones. Krissy looked as if she wanted to say something but didn't know what. As we continued to stare at each other I slid my arms from her shoulders and down her sides as I did my hands lightly grazed the sides of her tits.
Her eyes widened slightly, but mine remained steady, unblinking, I had never lost a stare down and for whatever reason could go a very long time without blinking earning me the nickname of Medusa amongst some of the kids at school. I slowly started to lean forward towards Krissy, who was still staring into my eyes as if frozen, my breathing had picked up and I noticed her full chest was heaving more as well; nervous or turned on? It didn't matter, as I was both as well. As I got closer I cocked my head to the side and parted my lips.
"Umm Megan?" Krissy said softly.
I ignored her. At this moment nothing else mattered, not my brother and father arguing in the other room, even my mother's voice joining the argument didn't register fully, right now nothing else seemed to matter except Krissy's full lips which were now mere inches from mine. Krissy looked like she wanted to move but couldn't like a mouse to a snake she was all but hypnotized by my stare. Krissy had placed her hands on my arms but she wasn't pushing away, I pulled her towards me and as I did I swear her head turned slightly as if welcoming the kiss. I closed my eyes and just as I felt my lips start to brush hers there was a loud knock at the door.
We both let out startled yelps. The spell now broken Krissy pulled away from me. She was looking at me strangely and I felt myself blush. What the fuck was that? I thought feeling as if the spell had broken for me as well.
"Sorry..." I started. "I was just trying too..."
I had no idea where I was going to go with this and it was a relief when there was another knock and my father called through the door;
"Megan is Krissy with you?"
"Yeah, but hold on a sec."
I walked over to the door and waited until Krissy had slipped her shirt on before opening it. Dad was standing there still wearing the black suit from the wake. As soon as he came in Krissy stood up, once again starting to cry and said;
"I'm so sorry Mr. Hanson I know I shouldn't have been here, we were just..."
My father put his hands up in a "calm down" gesture and said;
"It's okay Krissy I'm not upset at you. I've told Mark it's okay for you to be here sometimes as long as I don't see or hear anything, but he knew damn well you weren't supposed to be over here for awhile."
Dad seemed surprisingly calm. Then again he had always loved Krissy. I mean didn't everybody? After all she was just the cutest little thing. I blinked at that. Why was I pissed at her? My father continued speaking;
"In case you're wondering there was a detour on the way home, I saw your car and knew you'd be here. I'm not mad at you hon."
"Thank you Mr. Hanson!" Krissy exclaimed looking relieved. Then looking putting her head down asked;
"Are you going to tell my dad?"
"No, Krissy but I am going to take you to your car and follow you home to make sure you get there."
"Thank you." Krissy said again and looking at me said;
"You too Megan, thanks for listening."
I nodded and watched her walk past me. I was going to give her a hug but figured she wouldn't want me near her after whatever that was that had almost happened. As Krissy reached my father she looked up at him and sounding like she was choking up again asked;
"Mr. Hanson, you're not really going to throw Mark out are you?"
Her lip was trembling and a single tear was coming down her cheek. I instantly felt bad that I had made fun of her to myself earlier. In that moment, even though by her own admission she wasn't sure how much longer she could stay with my brother, Krissy was upset for him and trying to help him. Dad looked away from Krissy only to find himself facing me. I stared at him knowing full well my own eyes were tearing up at this point and trying not to be too obvious about it. I also pushed my lip out. Dad shook his head and answered quietly;
"Krissy, I won't talk about that with my own daughter until I'm ready to so I'm not going to answer that. All I can say is Mark didn't do much to help is cause tonight."
As Krissy put her head down I felt my stomach turn. Dad was really going to do it. Just then Mom who must have been in Mark's room came in and handed Krissy her jacket. Krissy thanked her softly without looking up. Then she did look at mom and tell her she was sorry. It occurred to me that mom never knew Krissy "snuck" in sometimes. Mom told her not to worry about it, and she wouldn't tell her mother, but it was time she got going. Krissy nodded looking more upset than ever. Mom gave her a quick hug and then told her she would have Mark call her tomorrow. Dad told Mom he'd be back in about twenty minutes, as he walked out with Krissy in front of him Mom asked him if he could stop at the store and grab her milk; he rolled his eyes but said okay.
When Dad left Mom looked at me and before she could speak I raced over and put my arms around her.
"Mom dad's going to make him leave isn't he?"
Remaining quiet Mom put her hand on the back of my head and gently played with my hair the way she had done since I had come to live with her years ago. After a minute she sighed and pulling away from me took me by the hand and led me over to sit down next to her on my bed.
"Megan, I've worked on your father all week, and to be honest with you I'm not sure what he's going to do. Last night we talked and I felt he was leaning our way, but..." She shook her head.
"This didn't help Megan I can't believe Mark would pull this a day before we were going to talk
about it."
"He needed to be with her Mom," I told her. "He's scared and he hasn't slept all week and Krissy's all he has right now." I paused and added;
"Hell if anything it proves Mark's with Krissy, so why the hell would he want me I mean..."
Mom waved her hand.
"Oh please Megan, the idea that the two of you are doing something... unnatural shall we say is absolutely ridiculous.
"So you don't think we were?" I asked.
"Of course not hon," Mom put her arm around me and spoke softly;
"Megan I understand. Your father doesn't. He thinks because you've lived with us for ten years and that Mark has been here living a normal life for awhile that the past goes away. I know it doesn't. I know that you and Mark will always suffer from it and I understand the nightmares, more than you think."
Mom stopped talking for a moment and as she did I put my arm around her waist and we pulled closer to each other.
"I'll admit Megan that at your and Mark's age it's not exactly proper for the two of you to be in bed together, but I know why you do it. I know that even though he'd never admit it Mark's scared of a lot of things. I told your father that Mark needs to be close to you some times. We knew he was afraid of the dark, we just never said anything so he wouldn't feel worse about it. I also know that even though we've tried to be good to him, you're his big sister and the only comfort he knows and that you want to protect him the way you couldn't when you were younger."
"He needs me." I said simply.
"He does Megan, and you need him too, I told your father that he has to realize that the two of you were just trying to protect each other at the hotel. I told him yes it's not quite right at your age, but there's a far cry between a little to close and incest."
"So did he believe you?"
"I don't know Megan, I mean he just keeps saying I didn't see how you two looked, and I didn't, but still it's just crazy. Besides I also reminded your father of how bad my nightmares were after Jacob and how many nights he couldn't so much as roll away from me without me starting to cry again." Mom turned and looked me in the eye;
"I believe you Megan and I think dad wants to, but there's more involved than even that. Your father's worried Mark's becoming unstable, that he's going to snap; hurt someone, hurt himself."
"But..." I began.
Mom put her finger to my lips and still speaking in that amazingly soothing tone said;
"Megan I don't know what tomorrow will bring, what I do know is that your brother is sitting in the next room and he's scared and he needs his big sister, so why don't you go in there and sit with him for awhile?"
I looked at her in disbelief.
"But dad doesn't want us..."
"I'm not your father Megan and I trust you."
"Thank you mom!" I sobbed out hugging her.
Of course it occurred to me that she shouldn't; I had been lying through my teeth, but all that mattered was my mother still loved and trusted me.
"Megan you and your brother may have had a dark past, but you have a bright future. The two of you are beautiful, intelligent and gifted. You're both amazing kids, you're just a little broken that's all."
"Broken?" I asked remembering Mark once comparing us to two pieces of a broken plate that fit together just right.
"Yes hon a little broken, but a lot of us are. I know I am. I'll never be completely over Jacob, so I understand what you and Mark go through. Now I love talking to you, but I figure your father will be gone for another half hour so why don't you go tell your brother it will be okay?"
"But it might not be!" I told her.



"Megan your little brother needs you to go put your arm around him and tell him it'll be alright, he trusts you, so go ahead and sit with him. When your father comes home I'll keep him downstairs so don't get carried away, but stay with him for awhile okay?"
"Yeah?" I asked smiling a little. "You'll cover for me?"
"Of course, that's what Mom's are for."
"How are you going to keep Dad down there?"
Mom smirked at me and shrugged;
"Oh I'll think of something. I mean he does look good in that suit."
"Oh, gross." I said and was surprised to hear myself laugh.
"Now go be a good big sister and cheer your little brother up."
I opened Mark's door and entered quietly. Mark was sitting on the side of the bed with his head in his hands. He didn't look up as I closed the door behind me. I had put on the long red and black silk robe that I knew was his favorite so it didn't look as if I was going in dressed skimpy again. Of course underneath the robe well... I mean mom did say to cheer him up after all. After watching him for a minute those thoughts began to subside as I realized Marks shoulders were shaking. My brother was crying. I immediately went over to him and sat down on the bed.
Mark looked up quickly and his eyes widened.
"Christ Megan! You shouldn't be here, I..." He shook his head. "Oh whatever, I'm fucked anyways."
"It's okay little brother, Mom told me to come see you."
"She did?"
There were tears on his cheeks and his eyes were so red it hurt me to look at them. Smiling reassuringly I nodded;
"She told me to come cheer you up."
I put my arm around his shoulders and taking my hand gently wiped at the tears on his left cheek.
"Don't" He pulled away in embarrassment.
"Hey its okay Mark there's a lot to be upset about."
"So Denise knows you're in here?" Mark sighed then added; "She was really nice to me after Doug got finished yelling, told me she'd take care of it. That she believed us."
"She understands Mark." I took his hand. "She really does, she knows we need each other."
At that I hugged him close to me and he rested his head on my shoulder.
"Did you sleep at all little brother?"
Mark shook his head into my shoulder. I felt bad as he and desperately needed rest but I would be lying if I said a part of me wasn't happy that Krissy hadn't been able to give him what he needed, that his big sister was the only one who could truly take care of him. Well we had some time and at this point it might be the only thing that could settle my brother down, and mom did say she'd stay downstairs. I pulled away from Mark and standing up, untied the robe and opened it, showing Mark I was wearing nothing underneath.
"Are you crazy?"
"Mom won't come up Mark, now come here and get what you need."
Mark shook his head.
"No Meg, we can't we just can't."
I frowned I didn't like being turned down. Bad enough I would already be getting Krissy's seconds but for him to refuse me? Then again Mark was scared and trying to protect the two of us from yet another mistake. With a sigh I closed the robe and sat back down next to him.
"Okay Mark maybe you're right. Just come here then."
Mark nodded and went to put his arms around me. As he did I leaned forward and kissed him. I meant for it to be a quick one, but as I started to pull back I swore I could smell... grabbing the back of his head I kissed him again slower letting my lips caress his and as I did I breathed in.
I could distinctly smell Krissy on his face and his lips had a very familiar taste to them, not quite the same as when I kissed him after he went down on me but close, hers was stronger and surprisingly I wanted more. I kissed him again harder my tongue pushing into his mouth. Mark groaned and I could feel him try to push me away but I was holding onto his hair. After a few seconds I felt his body slump as if in surrender and he opened his mouth to allow his sister's tongue to slide in. I was instantly wet, as swirling my tongue in and out of my brother's mouth and across his lips, all I could taste was... I pulled away and looking at Mark whispered;
"Oh you naughty boy, you taste like your girlfriend's pussy."
"Oh sorry," Mark started. "I'll go wash..."
He was cut off by me practically attacking his lips. I kissed him hard and fast, both hands holding the sides of his face.
Like back in my room I didn't know where this was coming from but didn't care. Breaking off the kiss I stood up and locked his bedroom door. I knew it was crazy but had no fear of getting caught; I knew what I needed and was going to take it. Walking back I stood in front of Mark who was staring up at me; he looked nervous yet I could see the lust growing in his eyes. Letting the robe slip off my shoulders and drop to the floor I walked over to him and again grabbing the back of his head shoved his face into my left tit.
"Yeah that's right you suck on your sisters tit Mark. Just like you sucked on Krissy's"
Mark didn't need to be told again. He had quickly sucked my nipple into his mouth and was swirling his tongue around it. His left hand quickly found my other nipple.
"Oh yeah that's nice little brother, and you tried to say no to me."
I moaned as Mark's hand left my tit and finding my pussy pushed two fingers up inside. I started working my hips into his hand driving his fingers in and out. Mark's thumb pressed into my clit and started rubbing it in slow circles. I was breathing heavy and could already feel myself heading for an orgasm, which I needed; but not like this.
I pulled Mark's face from my nipple and stepping back so that his hand slid from my pussy I pushed his shoulders shoving him onto his back on the bed. Quickly climbing on top of him I put my knees on his shoulders, pinning them to the bed and shoved my pussy into his face. Bracing my hands against the wall I started grinding my hips, rubbing my pussy into my brother's flickering tongue.
"Oh yeah Mark? You like your nasty sister riding your face? You like sucking her pussy?"
Mark moaned into my pussy, then getting his hands on my ass spread my cheeks and drove his tongue into my ass. I let out a muffled squeal and stayed there bouncing up and down on his rigid tongue.
"Oh oh." I moaned damn that felt good.
"Oh you naught boy," I breathed out. "Look at you; tongue fucking your sister's ass. Bet you don't do that to Krissy do you?"
Mark's reply was to remove his tongue from my ass, slide it back to my clit, then just as I started to rock back and forth again he shoved one of his fingers where his tongue had been. I bit my lip so I wouldn't cry out. He had pushed his finger all the way in, deeper than he had ever before.
After taking a minute to get used to it I started moving my hips up and down on it. His finger hurt a little but at the same time felt so fucking good I started bouncing harder. Mark took his tongue from my clit and pushed it into my pussy. I started riding his face harder fighting to keep myself from squealing loudly.
As Mark's tongue found my clit again I started sliding back and forth so that his tongue was working my entire pussy, each time he hit my clit I ground my hips into his face even harder. Removing my hands from the wall I continued to ride my brother's face as my fingers found my nipples and started playing with them. Oh you nasty fucking girl I thought as I drove my pussy into Mark's tongue and his finger plunged in and out of my ass. I could feel myself getting ready to cum and found myself trying to hold it back, this felt so good I didn't want it to end.
At that moment I looked down at Mark between my legs, the sight of my brothers entire face glistening with my pussy was more than I could bear. I whimpered again and giving both my nipples a hard twist sent myself over the edge. Even with biting my lip a long loud squeal escaped me, especially since the violent twitching of my hips were driving Mark's finger even deeper into my ass. I reached down and grabbing a pillow put it against the wall and burying my face into it opened my mouth and let out a long drawn out wail of pleasure. Gradually my hips slowed as did my breathing and moaning, with an effort I swung my leg over Mark's head and sat panting on the side of the bed.
Mark was gasping as well having almost been smothered to death by his big sister's pussy. Try explaining that one to the folks. I laughed out loud and Mark looked at me as if I were nuts. I have to say all things considering I was in a damn fine mood whether it was the alcohol or the incredible orgasm that was responsible for it I didn't care all I knew was this nasty girl wasn't done yet. Leaning over I kissed Mark again.
His face was soaking wet from my pussy and after I finished the kiss I started licking around his lips and his cheek lapping up my own juices. I could no longer taste Krissy. However I knew of one place where I would be able to; I got up off the bed and onto my knees.
"Stand up little brother." I told him.
Mark stood and grabbing the waistband of his shorts I yanked them down. As his enormous cock sprang free I grabbed it and squeezed; enjoying the moan that escaped from my brother.
"Damn that's hard, and you've already fucked once haven't you, little brother?"
"Twice." Mark said softly.
"Ooooh." I cooed. "You fucked your little Krissy twice? Her poor little pussy must've been awfully sore from this huge cock."
I grabbed it with my other hand and started to slowly pump it. Damn, two hands around his cock and there was still a couple of inches left over. Mark groaned as I touched just the tip of my tongue to the tip and swirled his precum around the sensitive head. Now for what I had been waiting for; taking Mark's cock; I ran my face along the side of it and sniffed. Oh yes! I once again caught a whiff of Krissy's pussy. As Mark started to slowly move his hips in anticipation of my mouth I continued to rub his cock along my face savoring not only the smell of my brother's girlfriend, but the way it mingled with his own musky scent.
Finally unable to hold back any longer I put my mouth on my brother's cock and slowly worked the entire length of it down my throat.
"MMM" I groaned.
I could definitely taste Krissy. As Mark grabbed a handful of my long black hair I started to suck his cock in and out rapidly, my tongue was sliding along his shaft as I enjoyed the mixed taste of my brother and Krissy. Reaching down I stroked Mark's balls causing him to moan and start to fuck my mouth. I held my head still and turned my eyes up, looking my brother in the eye while he face fucked me. Mark started to go faster, but I put my hand on his hips to stop him.
Removing his cock from my mouth I quickly stood up and bent over the side of his bed. Mark got behind me and grabbing my hips thrust his huge prick deep inside of his big sister's incredibly wet pussy.
"Oh that's it little brother, you give your sister every inch of that big fucking cock of yours!"
Mark didn't have to be told twice. Holding my hips so I couldn't move he hammered away at me. My pussy was so wet it was making a sucking sound every time he thrust into me. As good as this felt however I told him to stop and dropping back on my knees looked him in the eye and said;
"Now let's see how the three of us taste."
I opened my mouth and devoured my brother's cock taking it all the way down until my lips touch the base of his shaft. I swirled my tongue around and went back up giving the tip a couple of good hard sucks. I really could taste all three of us! I began sucking Mark's cock like it would be the last time and who knew maybe it would be, well in this house anyways. Pushing that thought quickly out of my mind I went back to work on my brother's cock. Grabbing his hips I deep throated him once again and began sucking him from the tip all the way back to the base.
Because Mark had already cum a couple of times he wasn't close yet and I was loving being able to suck on him this hard and fast. Something tells me he didn't mind his sister's talented mouth working his huge prick either because he moaned out;
"Oh damn you're good at that sis."
I stopped long enough to look up and say;
"Best cocksucker you'll ever have little brother, don't you forget it." I paused and smiled at him.
"And by the way, Krissy and I taste damn good on you."
"You are a nasty girl." Mark said then moaned as I went back to work on his cock.
As I closed my eyes and continued to suck on him I dropped my hand down between my legs and started stroking my clit. I had an image in my mind of Mark fucking Krissy doggy style pounding away on her tight little pussy, her big brown eyes would be wide and that pretty little mouth of hers would be open letting out those little moans that I always heard through the door. At that point as much as I was enjoying blowing my brother I needed to get that cock, and hard.
Once again I stood up but this time lied on my back on the side of the bed and lifted my legs straight up. Mark stepped up; grabbing my ankles and holding my legs up and open slammed himself into me right up to his balls. I covered my mouth with my hand then quickly grabbed the pillow and turned my head into it. Mark was rearing back and fucking the shit out of me. Even after all that sucking he was nowhere near close to cumming and in no time I was squealing into the pillow. Mark closed my legs and shifting his grip got both my ankles with one hand and while still pounding away on my pussy reached down and found my clit with his thumb.
I grabbed my nipples, this time I didn't even waste time playing with them first, I pinched hard causing myself to yelp and as I continued to squeeze shook them back and forth. Mark was looking me in the eye the entire time and I swear he smiled at the yelp of pain I had let out. Squeezing my ankles tighter and muscles flexing Mark lifted his left arm taking my ass off the bed several inches as he did.
"Ohhhh damn." I moaned as my brother's cock started pounding in even deeper.
I pinched my already sore nipples even harder as I stared at Mark. My brother looked incredible, the muscles in his left arm were bulging as were the ones in his chest and his perfect six pack stomach was covered in sweat. My fingers sped up and my third orgasm in the last two hours was right around the corner. Apparently so was Mark's as he started gasping and letting out little moans with every hard thrust of his huge dick.
"Oh please not yet Mark!" I begged him. "Oh please just a little more! Oh please make your big sister cum again!"
Mark groaned and I could tell by the expression on his face he was desperately trying to hold off. Suddenly he put my legs against his chest and letting my ankles go grabbed the base of his cock with his hand squeezing it as he continued to pump me. He groaned as he held his cum back while trying to get me off. That did it. I lifted my hips up into his thrusting cock and held them there as my pussy started to contract around my brother's cock. I twisted my nipples hard and biting the pillow let loose a muffled wail that, had I not had the pillow in my face, would have woke the neighbors. Mark was sweating and groaning still holding himself back making sure his big sister came nice hard before he did. Damn I had trained him well I thought.
"Oh little brother you are soooo good to your sister!" I told him then smiling wickedly said;
"How about you whip that big cock out of my pussy and let me give you a treat?"
Knowing exactly what I meant Mark stepped back still squeezing his cock which was so swollen the head was turning purple. Instantly I sat up and sliding off the bed onto my knees opened my mouth wide and stuck my tongue out. With a groan that was more like a whimper Mark let his cock go and despite the fact he had already cum twice, a huge spurt of cum splashed onto my tongue and splattered across my lips. A second spurt went directly into my mouth. Reaching out I grabbed my brother's cock and pumping furiously was rewarded with another spurt that I had aimed down so it would hit my chest between my tits.
"Ohhh Megan," Mark moaned as he sank to his knees in front of me.
I waited for him to look at me before showing him my cum coated tongue and putting it back in my mouth swallowed and then opened it again to show him I had taken every drop. Just like a good big sister should I thought.
"Damn." Mark said simply.
Putting his hands on his knees Mark let his head drop as he panted for breath. I allowed myself a satisfied smile; it was something to wear out my normally insatiable little brother. Of course I guess I had some help from Krissy tonight, but in the end she couldn't fuck Mark anywhere near the way he needed it. Not like his nasty big sister could.
"Tired little brother?" I asked.
Mark nodded without raising his head. I stood up and after using one of Mark's shirts to wipe the cum off my chest, put my robe back on. Leaning over I kissed Mark on the top of the head and said;
"Come on little brother let's get you into bed."
Mark stood up slowly then immediately sat back onto the bed. I had never seen him this tired. Remembering the hotel I made him stand back up and slip a pair of sweat pants on then told him to lie down. Mark sat then looking up at me with half closed eyes whispered;
"Meg what am I going to..."
"Shhh." I said putting my finger to his lips. "You don't worry about a thing little brother. It's time to go to sleep."
"But," Mark started.
This time I silenced him with a kiss and as I did pushed his shoulder to get him to lie down. Mark didn't fight it, lying down on his side facing me. Breaking the kiss I pulled the sheet up to his waist and standing up went over to his nightstand to light the two small candles that were on it so the room wouldn't be dark.
"There you go little brother," I said leaning over and kissing his cheek. "You get some rest and don't worry, everything will be okay."
"You sure?" He asked quietly sounding like a little kid.
Fighting to keep my voice steady I told him;
"I promised you when you came here Mark that I would never let anything happen to you and I mean it."
Mark closed his eyes again and I got up to leave when he spoke again;
"Megan?"
"What is it Mark?"
"Will you... Will you stay with me until I fall asleep?"
How could I say no to that? I went back over and unlocked his bedroom door then returning to the bed sat on the edge of it.
"Lie on your stomach Mark." I told him.
Mark rolled over and I began lightly running the nails of my right hand across his back. Mark sighed and after a few minutes started making that adorable little cooing sound in his sleep. Over the last few days I had made several wrong moves and we had either gotten caught or barely dodged a bullet; tonight however the timing couldn't have been better. As I continued to rub Mark's back I heard a sound at the door. I didn't look up right away as the door opened afraid it was Dad. After a moment of silence I looked over to see mom standing in the doorway watching me.
With one last look at Mark sleeping peacefully I got up and walked over to the door. Mom stood aside as I left and closed the door behind us. As soon as she turned I gave her a hug.
"Thank you for letting me stay with him for awhile." I whispered in her ear.
"You're welcome hon." Mom answered then pulling away said;
"Now you need to get some sleep too Megan your eyes are as red as Mark's."
"Good night mom." I gave her a kiss and headed for my room.
"Megan?"
"Mom?"
"You did great in there hon, Mark's lucky to have a big sister like you to take care of him.
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Oh Megan you are a nasty girl, I thought as I found myself once again squatting on the bathroom floor watching my brother and Krissy through the missing doorknob. This time it was different for a couple of reasons; one Mark knew I was watching and two; he was being far from gentle with his little Krissy. Mark had already stripped her naked, all but tearing her blouse off of her and forcing her to her knees by her shoulders, had whipped his cock out and had told her to suck it like she knew what she was doing for once.
Krissy had whimpered out something then grabbing my brothers massive prick started slowly sucking on it, barely going down halfway before taking it back out. Mark let her do this several times then looked straight at the bathroom door winked and asked Krissy if that was the best she could do. Without waiting for an answer Mark grabbed the back of her head and shoved his cock all the way down her throat. Krissy tried to push back, but when she did Mark grabbed her hands. After securing both of Krissy's wrists in one of his Mark held her arms over her head. He grabbed a handful of her long hair started brutally fucking her mouth, pulling his huge cock all the way out before driving it back in.
As I watched, my fingers were dancing across my clit and my right hand was inside my shirt playing with my nipple. Krissy began whining and whimpering, even from ten feet away I could see the tears coming down her cheeks from gagging on my brother's dick. Mark asked her if she liked it like that; at first she shook her head until he reached down and roughly pinched her nipple, the next time he asked she nodded and by then seemed to be doing a better job of taking it all the way. Mark stepped back pulling his cock from her mouth and let her hands go. As Krissy panted for breath as Mark sat on the bed and grabbing her hands, he laid on his back pulling her into a standing position.
Bending over Krissy grabbed my brother's cock and started sucking on it again, as she did her ass was pointed directly at me. Krissy's thighs were a bit on the thick side but I could still see her pretty little pussy winking at me from between them. I let out a soft sigh as I noticed her pussy was glistening meaning she had been quite turned on by my brother's raping of her mouth. Mark told her to stop sucking and get on his fucking cock. Krissy obediently climbed up onto the bed and straddling Mark's hips reached back behind her.
I let out a louder moan as I watched Krissy wrap her hand around my brother's cock and guide it into her tight little pussy. I watched, deliberately slowing my thumb down so I wouldn't cum yet, as she slowly lowered herself onto it. Krissy started to slide back and forth as she leaned over so that her tits were swinging in my brother's face. Mark's arms came around and grabbing Krissy's waist pulled her down on top of him then held her there as he started lifting his hips off the bed slamming his cock deep up inside of her.
Krissy was letting out little yips of pleasure and I was letting out some noises of my own as I watched Mark's glistening cock slide in and out of Krissy's pussy. As if reading my mind Mark slid his hands from her hips and grabbing her ass cheeks spread them open giving me an even better view of his cock pounding Krissy's sweet little slit.
Mark said something and Krissy swung her leg over his hips so he could move. Rather than get up Mark simply turned sideways and had her get back on top. I knew this was purely for my benefit as now I could see Krissy's big beautiful tits bouncing as she started riding my brother faster and harder. Krissy let out a sharp cry as Mark reached up and pinched her nipples.
I was breathing heavier but didn't want to cum yet, I knew the best was yet to come and sure enough my brother didn't disappoint me. Telling Krissy to get off of him he made her get on her knees facing the bathroom door. As I watched, my fingers hovering around my clit in anticipation, Mark took his huge cock and rubbed it along Krissy's ass, even spanking it on there before taking it and in one thrust drove it in to the hilt.
Krissy's eyes widened and she cried out as my brother started hammering his cock into her pussy hard and fast. My fingers sped up as Krissy was making noises that were a mix of pleasure and pain every time Mark slammed his cock into her. Krissy tried to move forward to make it easier but my brother grabbed her hips and holding her still started fucking her even harder.
"Oh god Mark!" She cried out. "Oh that's so deep! Oh!!"
Mark let go of her hips and in one smooth motion leaned forward, grabbed Krissy's wrists and yanked her arms back. Krissy's face went down into the bed which caused her ass to rise up. Still driving his cock into her Mark took her arms and grabbing her wrists with one hand pinned them behind her back.
With his free hand Mark grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her head up by it.
"Oww!" Krissy yelped.
"Yeah you like that don't you?" He asked.
"Oh yes!" Krissy exclaimed then yelped as Mark pulled her hair harder.
"You know that's not what I want to hear."
"I don't want to play like that Mark I...Oh Fuck!!!"
That last exclamation came out as Mark, still holding her by her wrists and hair, started fucking the shit out of her as hard and fast as he could.
"Just tell me Krissy," My brother said. "Or maybe I should just shove it back down your throat?"
I saw Krissy swallow hard then suddenly started yelling;
"Oh please stop Mark!" Oh please stop! You're hurting me! It's too big oh please!"
As Krissy continued to beg I started moving my fingers even faster, spurred on not only by her cries but by the look on my brother's face. Mark loved it. His eyes were bright and he had an evil smile on his face as he continued to absolutely hammer away at Krissy's poor little pussy.
Mark and I weren't the only ones enjoying it. Krissy's expression had also changed from one of nervousness to a look of pure lust. Oh look at little Krissy being a naughty girl! Feeling my orgasm beginning to build I once again slowed down trying to time it with Mark's. After several more savage pumps that had Krissy all but screaming. Mark yanked his cock out and squeezing it at the base rolled Krissy over and sliding up over her face told her to open her mouth.
"Oh please don't! I don't like that I... Umm!"
Krissy's cries turned into a gurgle as my brother shot his massive load straight into her mouth. Krissy tried to turn her head but Mark grabbed her hair and held her still as he continued to jerk his cock off in her face spraying his come all over her cheeks and mouth. I bit my lip hard as my own orgasm sent waves of pleasure crashing through me. As I watched Mark wipe his cock off across Krissy's lips I furiously drove my hips into my fingers pumping them in and out of my pussy.
Mark sat next to Krissy on the bed and after saying something I didn't catch(,) leaned over and kissed her on the cheek. As the last of my orgasm flowed through me I sank to my knees breathing hard. Mark grabbed a towel the floor and gently wiped Krissy's face off. After a minute she sat up and he hugged her. Krissy looked like she wanted to be upset, but Mark kissed her softly on the lips and told her he loved her. Krissy's eyes softened and she told him she loved him to. I watched for a couple of more minutes as they stretched out on the bed and Mark put his arm around her.
I got up at that point and returned to my lonely bed. I sighed as I closed my eyes wishing it were me that Mark was holding in his bed. After awhile I was still awake when I heard a soft knock on the door. Was that Dad snooping again trying to catch us? I sat up and as the knock was repeated I realized it was the bathroom door. I smiled, maybe Mark couldn't sleep and he was going to fuck me, treat me like a little whore, like he did Krissy, and make me suck her off his cock again.
"Come in." I called softly.
I was wearing a pink tank top and matching panties and as the door opened I started to lift the tank top up so the first thing Mark would see was his sister's perfect tits with her nipples erect and eagerly awaiting his tongue. I had the shirt all but off when Krissy came through the door. I quickly lowered the shirt already feeling myself blushing. What the hell was I going to say? "Oh I had my tits out because I thought you were my brother?"
Fortunately as Krissy had come in she had her head turned over her shoulder as if looking back into Mark's room. By the time she turned I had the shirt back down although there was really nothing I could do about my nipples poking through the flimsy material except cross my arms.
"Hi, can I come in?" Krissy asked.
"Um sure," I said.
I leaned over and turned on the small lamp next to the bed and watched as Krissy came over to sit next to me. Krissy had her long hair down and was wearing Mark's black robe. I noticed the robe was tied loosely and I could see the swelling of her breasts.
"You and Mark have a fight or something?" I asked her.
"No," As she replied I noticed she was looking down.
I followed her gaze and realized that I had kicked the covers off and was just in my panties. I reached down to grab the sheet but stopped as I noticed Krissy's eyes were fixed directly between my legs. I glanced down and saw that, because I had one leg on the floor and the other bent up, my legs were open and the thin crotch of the panties had ridden to the side and half of my pussy was exposed.
I should have been embarrassed and closed my legs or at least pulled up the sheet, but instead felt my heart beat pick up in excitement. I became even more excited as I realized that she could definitely see that the crotch of the pink panties was damp from where I had just played with myself. I looked back up in time to see Krissy's eyes work their way up and as they did I removed my arms from my chest and sure enough her eyes quickly found my nipples.
Taking advantage of her staring at me I let my eyes wander across her body. I started at her bare feet with their purple toe nails then let them slide up her leg all the way to where the bottom of the robe had fallen open to give me a great view of the inside of her upper thigh. The top of the robe had come undone even more as she sat and from the side I could see her entire right tit down to the rose colored skin around her nipple. I returned my gaze to Krissy's face and felt myself getting more excited as not only was she still staring at my tits but her lips were parted and I could see she was breathing heavier.
I found myself once again staring at her full lips that were so much like my own and, as I had the other night, wanted badly to taste them. The thought that those lips had not a half hour ago been covered in my brothers cum added to that desire. Finally I broke the silence.
"Krissy?"
Krissy had been so intent on my tits that she jumped at the sound of my voice and blinked a couple of times before looking up at me with those adorable big brown eyes.
"Oh sorry, I was just..." She shrugged and began to blush.
Rather than make her fumble for the next words I spoke;
"Where's Mark?"
"He's sleeping."
"And you can't?" I asked.
Krissy shook her head and after looking to the side as if she weren't sure what to say, looked back and took a deep breath.
"Megan can I ask you something?"
"Of course hon."
As I said it I reached up and undoing my pony tail shook my head, letting my long black hair come down around my shoulders. The move was not lost on Krissy whose eyes had immediately dropped to my tits when my arms went up. My heart skipped another beat. There was no denying it, Krissy was into me!
"Megan, the other night were you." She hesitated then finished in all but a whisper; "Were you trying to kiss me?"
Oh shit she had put the ball in my court.
"Well umm," I turned it around on her; "Did you think I was?"
Krissy gave me a shy little smile and blushing leaned forward until she was speaking into my ear and said;
"I was hoping you were."
I felt an instant surge of wetness flow through my pussy as her words were followed by her placing a soft kiss on my neck just behind my ear. I swallowed hard as she pulled her head back.
"You were?" I asked all but breathless at this point.
"You're beautiful Megan." She told me. Then smiling asked;
"Well?"
I looked at her still trying to understand what was happening.
"Well what?" I asked lamely feeling as if I was the younger of the two of us.
"Well aren't you going to kiss me?" Krissy asked and with that turned her head to the side and closing her eyes and parted her lips.
I had an instant moment of déjà vu; I could see myself asking Mark the same question six months ago in his room. "Ever think about kissing me?" I had asked on that fateful night. Everything left my mind at that point, apparently tired of waiting Krissy leaned forward and kissed me. At first, I was to shocked to kiss back, I simply sat there with my hands in my lap as Krissy's incredibly soft lips pressed into my own.
As I let her kiss me Krissy's hands came up, slid behind my head underneath my hair and she kissed me harder. This time I did kiss her back and as I did I felt all inhibitions leave me. I opened my mouth and pushed my tongue against her lips. With a soft moan that made me even wetter, Krissy opened her mouth and I felt her own soft wet tongue meet mine. I wrapped my arms around her waist pulling her close as we kissed.
My lips slipped away from hers to find her neck, kissing and sucking on the tender skin where it met her shoulder. Krissy turned her head to the side to give me more access to her tanned flesh, her nails ran through the length of my hair and then lightly down my back. As I continued to kiss her neck, she ran her hands across my sides then up inside my tank top where her fingers found my tits and gently brushed my nipples.
"Ohhhh," I moaned into her neck as she began to roll my nipples between her fingers.
Krissy pulled her neck away from me and moving her hands grabbed the bottom of the tank top. With no hesitation I put my hands up and let her pull it off over my head.
"Oh Megan their beautiful." She whispered as her fingers began playing with my nipples.
"Not as beautiful as these." I told her as I pulled the tie to the robe so that it fell open exposing her huge tanned tits.
Reaching out I cupped them in my hands amazed at how heavy they were and how firm to the touch. I lifted the left one and lowered my face to it sucking that gorgeous rose colored nipple into my mouth. Krissy groaned and grabbed the back of my head shoving her tit further into my mouth. The fingers of my right hand found her other nipple and I reveled in the sound of her moaning. I then let out a loud surprised gasp as I felt Krissy's fingers slipping first into my panties, then after a brief pause pushing her finger up inside of my dripping pussy.
"Oh Krissy!" I gasped out.
Krissy grabbed my face and lifting it from her tit, kissed me again long and passionately as her finger worked itself in and out of my pussy. Had she done this before? It was hard to think, I was completely consumed by not just lust but the taboo of it all. Not just a girl but my brother's girl. Realizing I was older and I'm sure more experienced yet the one being taken, I turned away from her and stood up. Krissy whined softly as her fingers were removed from my pussy, but then smiled as she watched me strip my panties off.
Krissy also stood up, letting the robe drop off and exposing her tanned voluptuous body, so different from my fair skinned thinner build. We embraced and kissed again, our hands sliding up and down each other's bodies. Finally I pulled away and gave her a push back onto the bed. Krissy slid all the way onto the bed with a wicked little smile that seemed so out of place on her. Krissy not only opened her legs but reached down and with her fingers spread herself open in front of me.
"Oh that looks good." I whispered.
Krissy began to stroke her clit with one purple finger nail then slid her finger inside her pussy; when she removed it I could hear how wet it was.
"Megan," She began softly still with that mischievous smile. "Would you like to kiss me?"
I crawled up onto the bed directly between her legs. With an act of will I passed her pussy and went all the way up until I was directly over her face. I lowered myself down to kiss her and as I did our nipples pressed together and we both groaned. Krissy reached up and put her arms around my neck, pulling me down into her. We kissed deeply our tongues wandering freely. It felt amazing, Krissy's lips, her flesh; everything about her was so much softer and sweeter than a man. Never mind the way her soft little sighs sounded in my ears.
Unable to wait any longer I slid my mouth from hers and began working my way down her body. Krissy let out a sigh of pleasure as my mouth found and lingered on each of her perfect nipples. My own nipples were receiving their own pleasure as they rubbed along her soft skin. I trailed my tongue down her stomach causing her to giggle like a little girl. For whatever reason the sound of it drove me crazy and I did it again just to hear it. I soon found myself stretched out between her thighs with her pussy inches from my face. I inhaled deeply and found myself intoxicated by her musky scent. I was so wet I could feel the puddle I was making on the sheet.
Reaching out I gently spread her open and lightly blew on her clit. I had never done this before of course but knew I loved it when Mark did it. On the heels of that thought was the image of my brother lying between these thighs. I looked up at Krissy who was looking back at me her brown eyes wide in anticipation; it occurred to me that little Krissy was about to be sucked off by a brother and sister in the same night. Oh who was the nasty girl now? I once again blew on her pussy.
Krissy wiggled her hips, pushing her pussy into me and whined;
"Oh don't tease Megan, I want it!"
I couldn't hold back anymore after that and placing my tongue at the bottom of her pussy licked it quickly up and down getting a mouthful of her wetness. Krissy moaned and bucked her hips into my face. I groaned as well at how delicious she tasted. I licked her up and down several times before lingering on her clit. Krissy let out another of those adorable whimpers as I started swirling my tongue around her swollen clit in slow circles, once again figuring that it was how I liked it. As Krissy gasped and moaned I took two fingers and slid them inside of her.
This time I let out a moan as I couldn't believe how hot, wet and tight her pussy was. Sensing Krissy wasn't going to be able to hold back much more and eager for my turn, I wrapped my lips around her clit and started sucking it in and out of my mouth in the same rhythm as my fingers pumped in and out of her
"Oh yes Megan oh yes please just like that!"
Krissy reached down and grabbing my hair let out one of those long loud moans I had heard so often from my brother's room and began grinding her hips hard into my face. I kept fingering and sucking until her loud cries became soft whimpers and her hips stopped moving. I looked up to see Krissy staring at the ceiling panting.
"Wow," She whispered. "That was..." She sighed unable to finish.



Speaking of finishing I slid up next to her and rolling over on my back turned to look at her and smiling asked;
"My turn?"
With an eagerness that sent another gush through my pussy Krissy rolled over and started sucking on my tits. "Oh that's nice hon," I told her. "But you know where that mouth needs to be."
Krissy giggled again and quickly slid down until she was between my thighs. Damn did she look good down there! Like I had, Krissy began to very gently stroke my pussy, feeling her way around. I gasped and moaned as she slid first one finger then a second inside of me and then cried out because as she removed them she shoved her tongue into my needy pussy. I lied there moaning continuously as Krissy tongue fucked me.
Replacing her tongue with her fingers Krissy finally made her way to my clit. I arched my hips off the bed and into her face. Rather than moving her tongue in circles as I had done, Krissy simply flicked her tongue up and down catching the top and bottom of my clit as her fingers rapidly slid in and out. As she worked my pussy her other hand slid up and began playing with my right nipple. I took the left and as I looked down at Krissy's beautiful face buried in my pussy I felt myself getting ready to cum. I straightened my legs around her as my thighs began to tremble.
"Oh yeah Krissy," I moaned. "Oh just a little more."
"Hmm Mmmm!" Krissy moaned excited by the fact I was going to cum.
"Oh look at you," I started as my hips came off the bed in anticipation of my orgasm. "You naughty little thing; licking your boyfriend's sisters pussy. You little..."
I stopped as I could feel the orgasm racing through me. I was moaning and part of me hoped it would wake Mark up. He would come in and catch us then the three of us would fuck and... I put my head back and opened my mouth ready to squeal, ready to cum from little Krissy's tongue. As The first wave of pleasure began to crash through me I...
I awoke with my heart pounding and my breath coming in gasps. I laid there for a moment letting my heart to slow down and wondering where the hell that had all come from. After a minute I sat up and winced as my head was pounding harder than my heart. As I sat there waiting for it to subside I reached down to find that I was so wet I had soaked right through my panties.
"Damn." I whispered.
As I sat there I wondered what the hell was going on. I had obviously dreamed of Mark taking Krissy because she had told me he had been getting rougher with her and let's face it I wouldn't mind seeing it. The second part however bothered me. I was not a lesbian. Hell, up until tonight when I had found myself wanting to kiss Krissy I had never so much as given a woman a second glance. It was the booze, it had to be, after all most people drank to ease their inhibitions. That thought caused me to frown, if that was the case did that mean I really wanted a woman? Is that why I had issues with men? It couldn't be; my only issues with guys were that I couldn't enjoy them enough and I certainly couldn't get enough of my brother's cock.
With a groan I got out of bed and immediately sat back down as my head had started spinning. Looking over at the clock I saw it was 1am. After I had left Mark's bedroom around 10:30 I had come back to bed and despite the fact I'd already had more than enough, made myself another spiked bottle of coke and drank half trying to recapture that relaxed feeling I'd had when I'd fallen asleep before the drama in Mark's room had unfolded. After I put the bottle down I had curled up with good old Scooby again and mercifully went right out which is where I wished I had stayed.
I got up again, slower this time and made my way to the bathroom. As I did I noticed I was weaving a little as I walked. Next time I wouldn't make them as strong or better yet I thought, as turning the bathroom light on sent a stab of pain through my eyes, I wouldn't drink at all. Well tonight I had to. There was no way I would be able to go without it tonight, not with tomorrow being the day Dad was finally going to talk about what was going to happen with Mark.
Speaking of which I looked longingly at the door to his room wishing I could open it and peek in to see if he was still sleeping. I listened but didn't hear him throwing darts or moving around so hopefully he was, the poor thing needed it. It had made me feel good to get him to sleep, especially seeing there had been some hot sex involved. Afterwards however I had felt overwhelmed by guilt, Mark wouldn't be in this mess if it wasn't for my carelessness.
I had been the one who had bought the booze and the one who had gotten him to drink it. Not only that but my father seemed to think that if there was sex happening between us it was Mark who had pushed me into it when in reality it had been me who had started us off months ago by taking my little brother's virginity. I did this so I would have someone I could trust to play with and to hold and make me feel loved. No, I had caused everything yet it was Mark who was about to pay the price. I had to make it right, talk Dad into letting Mark stay.
My brother needed us, all of us and I needed him. As much as I loved my parents they could no longer comfort me the way they used to. It was only in Mark's arms that I felt safe these days. I used the bathroom then turned the water on and splashed some cold water in my face. I looked in the mirror at my red rimmed blue eyes and frowned at the bags underneath them. I hadn't been sleeping well even before the hotel scene. There was something wrong with me. I was unhappy and didn't know why, I had loving parents, my brother was back in my life and I had a bright future as an artist but I felt empty, like there was something missing.
Shutting the light off I left the bathroom and after pausing to take off my sweaty tank top and soaked through panties I tossed on a pink nightshirt that had a cartoon kitten with big blue eyes on it. For whatever reason Mark thought I looked cute in it so I kept it even though at my age I didn't feel cute. I certainly wasn't a little girl anymore; if indeed I had ever truly been one in the first place, having lost my childhood to a monster. "Stop it." I said out loud.
I got back into bed and pulling the sheet up partway once again grabbed the Scooby Doo doll and holding it to my chest closed my eyes and hoped sleep would come and quickly. Unfortunately it did, bringing with it a series of unwanted visions.
I was back in the hotel again. Dad had Mark cornered and they were yelling at each other; on the verge of really fighting. Mom had come in and I was sobbing on her shoulder begging her not to let Dad take my brother away from me! I couldn't lose him again!
The scene shifted. I was seven years old and sitting with my mother; my birth mother Julia. We were in a large office and I was wearing a red dress and holding Mom's hand. There were a couple of other women and a man in the room I didn't know and I was nervous. My brother was there as well, but for some reason he wasn't sitting with us. He was sitting next to one of the women I didn't know. Mark had his head down looking at a comic book the woman had given him. As I watched he looked up at me, he was scared I could tell. I wanted to smile at him but couldn't because I was scared too.
I looked up at mom and asked her why we were here. Mom looked down at me, her crystal blue eyes were red from crying, but her long black hair, which usually was a mess, was down and had been brushed. I reached up and started playing with the ends of it like I always did when she would let me sit with her. Mom gave me a sad smile and said something about Mark and I going to live somewhere safe. I said that sounded good, when was she taking us?
At that point the man started saying something and Mom took her hand from mine so she could lean over the desk and sign some papers. When she was done she stood and leaning over hugged me tight saying that she had to go away for awhile and she would see me soon. I didn't understand I just stood there and watched her go over and hug my brother. As she stood up she turned to the woman behind the desk and I heard her say;
"You promise me their father will never be able to find them?"
The woman nodded and said something about police and an order. I wasn't paying attention as at that moment the other woman stood up and taking Mark's hand brought him over to me.
"Say good bye to Megan Mark." She said quietly.
I looked up at her and asked why. The woman looked at my mother who with a sob turned her back and walked out the door. I tried to follow but the woman caught me gently by the shoulders and told me I would be staying with some nice people for a little while because my Mom wasn't feeling right and needed time to get better. I looked at her then at Mark. The woman explained that he was going to go stay somewhere else but it wouldn't be for long, only until they found someone who could watch both of us.
Mark looked scared and confused. He was only five and didn't understand as much as I did. He came over and hugged me tight. I hugged him back and tried not to let go, but the woman put her arm between us and grabbing Mark's hand started to lead him away. Mark tried to pull away but she had a good grip on him. My brother was saying my name and crying. I looked up crying myself, the woman got down on her knees and putting her arm around me told me Mark would be fine that the two of us would be back together in no time. I sobbed and asked the woman not to take my little brother away, I loved him and he was afraid of everyone except me. She smiled sadly and told me it would be okay.
"Oh please! Please no!" I kept sobbing and suddenly the image changed again. I was no longer in the office being held by a woman I didn't know. This time it was worse much worse.
I was nine years old and I was on my stomach on the bed screaming and sobbing into a teddy bear named Roscoe who was my only friend. My foster father Frank was on top of me, not just on top of me but inside of me. Tearing into me, hurting me, everything down there was burning.
"Oh mommy!!!" I screamed even though I didn't have one.
"Megan!" Frank yelled in my ear. "If you don't shut up and be a good girl I'll put it in the other place? You want that?"
"Oh it hurts!!" I cried out. "Oh mommy please!!!"
"That's it Megan I was trying to be nice but if you want to be a bad girl you get it the other way." As I continued to scream and try to pull away I felt Frank pull his thing out of me and a second later felt him push it into the other end, the one that hurt even worse.
"NOOO!!!!" I screamed into the bear again as he pushed it all the way in. Oh it hurt so bad! Why wouldn't anyone help me?
"Mommmy!!!!"
I sat up screaming at the top of my lungs. Frank wasn't on top of me anymore I must have gotten away.
"Megan!!" It was Frank calling me from the other side of the doorway.
"Please don't hurt me!!" I screamed.
"Megan open the door!"
Frank was banging on the bathroom door, he was going to get in and hurt me again. I jumped up out of the bed in panic I had to run. I screamed as another bang came from the door and Frank called my name again. There was another door! I could get out. I had just started for the door when with a tremendous crash the bathroom door caved in and Frank came though.
"Megan come here!"
"No you won't hurt me again!!"
Reaching down I grabbed the lamp and threw it at Frank then ran for the door.
"Fuck!!" Frank yelled as I heard the lamp hit the floor and shatter.
I was almost to the door; a couple of more steps.
"Megan!" Frank grabbed me from behind and started to pull me back.
"Get off of me!!" I screamed.
Franks arm was around my shoulders. Darting my head forward I bit into it and as he cried out and let go I threw my elbow back feeling it connect. I started forward again and once again was grabbed from behind but this time around my waist. As I started screaming and kicking I felt myself lifted off my feet and saw I was being carried back to the bed. I wailed in fear he was going to hurt me again! Frank tossed me onto the bed and when I started to get up he wrapped his arms around me, this time from the front and started talking into my ear, but this time he sounded different and he didn't smell like beer, he was saying my name over and over.
"Megan, please it's me, it's Mark calm down sis please!"
Mark.
"Oh my god!" I cried out allowing myself to collapse into my brother's arms.
"Megan are you okay?"
I knew where I was now. I recognized my bed and of course my brother holding me. Even with that I couldn't stop sobbing. My breath was coming in ragged gasps and Mark who had let go of my arms had put my head on his shoulder and was rubbing my back. As I put my head up to try to catch a breath I moaned out;
"Oh god Mark,"
My brother's arm was bleeding badly where I had bit him.
"Shhh." Mark whispered putting my head back on his shoulder. "It's okay Meg no one's ever going to hurt you again."
"Mark I don't know what's wrong with me! I.. ohhh" I moaned and started sobbing again.
My stomach was in knots and my head pounding. I couldn't stop crying or shaking. I just kept thinking that this was the dream; that any minute now I would be back on that bed being torn apart from the inside. I heard a pounding and realized it wasn't inside my head it was someone running up the stairs.
"Megan!" I heard Dad yell.
A second later Dad came into the room so fast he all but crashed through the door.
"Megan are you all right?" He hit the light switch and I heard him say; "Jesus."
At that I slowly lifted my head and looked at the room. The bathroom door was lying in three pieces on the floor and there was broken glass all over the floor from the lamp.
"Honey are you okay?" Dad repeated.
I couldn't answer I just whimpered and put my head back down.
"Mark what the hell happened?"
"She woke up screaming." Mark said quietly.
Dad came over and reaching went to take me in his arms.
"No please don't take me away!" I cried out irrationally.
Dad looked upset and I heard Mark tell him;
"She's not right Doug I'm not even sure she's completely awake."
"I.." Dad started then exclaimed; "What the hell happened to your arm?"
"She bit me."
"Megan honey." Dad said softly and reaching out touched my arm.
I looked up at him and I could see the pain in his eyes from seeing me like this. I wanted to reach out to him but was afraid to let go of Mark. Just then Mom came running in her face white;
"Megan what happened?"
"I... I had a bad dream." I choked out.
"Mark your arm." Mom said.
"I'm okay it's not that bad."
Mom came over and kneeling in front of me put her arms out to me. Once again I wanted to go, but I knew Mark could protect me and didn't want to leave.
"Mark let her go to her mother." Dad said softly.
"I'm not holding her back Doug." Mark replied.
He had spoken calmly but I felt his arms tense up.
"Doug it's okay." Mom said.
As she spoke she reached up and started running her fingers through my hair.
"It's okay honey everyone here loves you. No one's going to hurt you." She whispered.
"Mark, move." Dad said firmer this time. "You're not supposed to be in here, in the ..."
"Oh for Christ's sake Doug!" Mark snapped. "Look at her! What was I supposed to do, let her scream until you got here?"
"You didn't have to break the damn door Mark, how many times did you hit the friggin thing?"
"Once." Mark said quietly and in that tone that he had been using a lot lately as if it was a challenge.
"Doug please!" Mom yelled.
I couldn't take it anymore.
"Oh god," I sobbed. "Please don't fight anymore! Please daddy!"
I started crying again on Mark's shoulder and as I did he hugged me closer wrapped both of his arms around me tightly. Mom reached around and put her arms around me as well, I turned my head to see she was crying. "It's okay baby." She whispered.
I looked at my father who was standing there looking helpless. He knew he shouldn't have snapped at Mark, he just didn't know what else to do. As my sobs finally started to recede I noticed my father was staring at something. He looked back at me briefly, no he was looking at Mark then his head turned again.
Putting my head up so that my chin was resting on Mark's shoulder I could see the direction my father was looking. He was staring at the painting. As I watched Dad looked again at the painting of my brother and I surrounded by monsters then slowly looked back at the two of us. It hit me suddenly that Mark and I were in the same exact position as the way I had portrayed us; my head on his shoulder and he trying to shield me with his body.
At that moment something came over me. As upset as I was I felt my head clear and in that instant I saw the way to help my brother. I closed my eyes and took a long deep breath. I felt myself calming down, but at the same time held onto the vision of that horrible dream I would need to be both emotional and calculating at the same time. In order to save my brother I would have to play with my father's emotions.
Pulling away from Mark I looked into his eyes. He was scared not of anything going on with my father I'm sure, but for me. I had never gotten this way in front of him, for that matter I hadn't gotten like this since I had first come to live here. I wanted to tell him I was okay now but couldn't, it would throw off what I was going to do. As I moved back Mark kept his hands on my shoulders as if afraid to completely let me go. I turned to the side to see mom looking at me, her eyes moist with concern.
She put her arms out to me, I hugged her briefly, then making my play turned towards my father who was still looking at the painting and putting my arms out whispered;
"Daddy?"
My father came over and getting down on his knees hugged me tight.
"Megan honey it'll be okay."
"Daddy I need you." I said softly in his ear.
"You have me honey," He answered. I could hear his voice beginning to break. My father was a tough bastard until his little girl cried. "You'll always have me."
"Mark, why don't you let me take care of your arm?" Mom asked.
I looked over my father's shoulder at my brother who was watching me in my father's arms. He had an odd look on his face, was he jealous? Dad was holding me and my back was to mom as Mark continued to stare at me I winked. Mark's eyes narrowed then standing up he nodded to my mother. As he walked past Dad looked up at him and said quietly;
"Thank you for helping her Mark." Oh perfect I thought!
"Yeah whatever." Mark muttered shaking his head. Okay not so perfect on my brother's part.
Dad didn't respond; at this point his focus was on me. I had relaxed completely into his arms just like I had when I was little. I heard Mom tell Dad she would be with Mark in the kitchen if we needed her. I waited until they left then still speaking in my father's ear said;
"I feel better now."
"What happened Megan?"
"I dreamt of Frank dad, it was a bad one."
"Frank's gone hon, he died in prison three years ago remember?"
I did, Dad had showed me the obituary. Frank had died of a heart attack three months before he had been eligible for parole. Had he ever been set free I would have never slept again.
"I know I just..." I stopped and went for it. "Daddy can I talk to you?"
"Of course honey always."
"Can we maybe talk down in your den? I don't want to be in here right now."
Dad said of course and standing up pulled me to my feet hugging me again. I went into the bathroom and washed my face as I came out dad was leaning the pieces of the broken door against the wall.
"Once," He muttered shaking his head. "Kid's a friggin beast."



I took my father's hand and we went downstairs. On the way to his den Dad poked his head in the kitchen and asked if Mark needed stitches. I winced at that remembering that Gregg had needed six after I had gotten him. My poor brother, never mind how much worse it could have been if the lamp had hit him. Mom had said it wasn't that bad and Dad told her we would be in the Den.
Dad's den was really an extra bedroom that he had populated with a tv, a couple of recliners and a small couch. The room smelled of the cigars that he loved and that Mom would only allow him to smoke in there.
Dad sat in the big overstuffed chair that was older than I was and I sat on the edge of the couch a couple of feet to his left. We sat quietly for a couple of minutes. I was gathering my thoughts trying to figure out how to start, Dad had that awkward look on his face he always got when he realized he was going to have to deal with emotional things.
Finally I spoke, telling Dad I was sorry I scared him, that I had let the dream get me so crazy. I was fishing with this statement and Dad took the bait, asking me if I had any idea why it would have hit me so hard after all these years. I looked at my father and told him it was because I had been so afraid lately. Once again going exactly where I was leading him Dad asked what I was so afraid of. With no hesitation I told him I was afraid for Mark, for both of us.
Dad sighed as if saying "This again." I closed my eyes and allowed the vision of my brother being led away from me to enter my mind. In an instant my eyes welled up and tears started to trickle down my cheeks. My father held his ground however, saying we were here to talk about the dream and how he could help me not about what had happened last week. I told him it was the same thing, that I had watched my brother taken away from me once and couldn't deal with it happening again.
Dad shook his head saying that if he told Mark to leave I was twenty and he was eighteen, we would see each other we just wouldn't live together. I told my father it wasn't that simple that Mark and I needed each other whether he understood it or not. When Dad rolled his eyes I got upset and told him that he didn't understand what Mark and I had been through.
Dad countered with of course he knew what we had been through and that it killed him to think of those things. He went on to say he didn't just feel for me but Mark as well but things were better now and the past was the past and...
I cut him off. I had originally planned on going with the water works, the "oh please Daddy" approach but now I found myself feeling more aggressive. I felt it was high time my father understood how little he really did understand. I began by telling him just that; that just because he "knew" what my brother and I had been through didn't mean he understood it. Unless you had suffered through it yourself there was no way you could. My father was getting annoyed, he had thought I had needed him but now I was on the attack. Dad responded to me perfectly however giving me the "Why don't you make me understand?"
I was more than happy to oblige him. I told him about how just because things happened years ago didn't mean they ever went away. I asked him if he thought the nightmare I had just had was real. He agreed and I told him to imagine years of that. Imagine going to bed at night wondering if tonight was the night that you would have to relive that hell. I told him that yes he and mom had given me a wonderful life but they could not erase what had happened. I told him Mark had dreams that were just as vivid. I then asked him if he really wanted to know why we slept with the doors locked. Ignoring the smart ass remark of "I had kind of figured it out at the hotel" I told him how Frank would let himself into my room at night when I was asleep and sneak up on me. Shoving my face into the pillow and tearing my pants off before I was even fully awake. Dad looked away at that point and started to say something, but I stopped him saying this is what he needed to hear. Of course he knew I had been abused but he never heard the details, never wanted to because he didn't have the stomach for it.
I proceeded to tell him about the one time I had locked my door, how the next day Frank, as a punishment, not only raped me but had forced it into my mouth until I threw up then hit me for making a mess. Dad told me that was enough and I asked him if he couldn't even listen to it how did he think I was supposed to be able to forget it? I told him that the reason I hadn't slept all week was because not only was my door unlocked but every time he had come up and tried it, every time I heard the knob rattle I was transported back to those days.
Before Dad could respond I went into Mark. Told him how when Max was drunk or strung out, which was most of the time, he would barge into Mark's room and wake him up just to accuse him of something he never did then beat him, beat him so badly he would miss days of school at a time. Told my father how when Max caught Mark trying to lock the door he had made my brother put his hand on the floor and stomped on it until it broke. For Mark it didn't end after Max, when he was in the group home the other kids picked on him all the time because he wouldn't speak.
Of course when they would touch him Mark would fight back and always win. So a couple of times three of them got together and sneaking into Mark's room at night held my brother down while they took turns beating him. So yes Mark and I locked our doors because for some strange reason we felt safer that way. I then went into the fact that he thought Mark and I were having sex.
I admitted that Mark and I might be a little closer than your average brother and sister, but we had also been separated for ten years and had been hurt badly during that time. I went back to the nightmares. That he had just seen how bad they could be. I asked what were we supposed to do at our age go downstairs and tell mommy and daddy we couldn't sleep? No instead Mark and I would go into each other's room and sit on the bed and talk.
Now as I was speaking the tears began to flow again as the next thing I spoke of was how when Mark and I were young we shared a bedroom and when Mom had yet another drunken asshole boyfriend over and they were fighting I would get into my brothers bed and we would hold each other. Remembering that, the next time Mark had one of those horrible dreams I decided to just lie down with him so he could sleep. I then admitted that we had been doing it ever since, it wasn't all the time I lied; just maybe once every couple of weeks or so. The hotel was a strange place for Mark, so knowing he'd have trouble sleeping I just let him lie down with me. We talked for awhile then fell asleep.
Dad shook his head saying that it was the way we were lying together, that we were way to comfortable, like a couple would sleep. At that I told dad that he was right, in the fact we were that close when we slept because we couldn't with anyone else. I told him it was about safety not lust or any physical desire. I then decided to make Dad squirm a bit and got into my issues with men telling him how I couldn't sleep with them. Dad made a comment about how we shouldn't be discussing that.
I informed him that his little girl was twenty years old and although certainly not a tramp in anyway had been with a few boyfriends. As Dad looked away I continued on telling him how I had issues with sex. Without getting into more detail than he could handle I told my father that not only were there certain things I couldn't do, that if I was so much as touched in a certain way I got nervous and upset. I told him about Greg, how I had really liked him and we had been sleeping together and how one day just playing around he had grabbed me the wrong way and gotten six stitches in his arm for it.
So because of that, on the occasions that Mark did lie in my bed, we tended to get close. At this point I decided to throw Dad a bone and admit that it had never occurred to me how bad it looked at our age, just because those thoughts had never crossed our minds but I could see where it might have looked funny to him especially because he was so protective of me. I also told him that we wouldn't do it anymore, that if we had to take things to help us sleep or go back to counseling we would. Then looking at my father I let the emotions flow through me and started crying harder asking him to please believe me.
Not just for Mark but that it hurt me to think that he would think of me that way. That I would be capable of a sexual relationship with my brother as I said this I heard a voice in the back of my mind calling me a liar; that my father deserved better than this, but all that mattered was Mark right now. I begged him not to think I was some kind of a sick whore. I stopped and putting my head in my hands cried harder, this was not an act I had gotten myself going again and now really couldn't stop. I just kept picturing Mark being led away from me.
Dad leaned over and put his hand on my arm, when I looked up he kissed my tear streaked cheek and told me that he did believe me. That he and mom had discussed it several times this week and he had realized he might be blowing it out of proportion. He added that he still went through the locks and not allowing us together because he felt he had to until he was completely convinced and seeing me like this told him the truth. That I couldn't possibly be this upset if I were lying. Little did he know...
I asked him if that meant Mark would be staying. Dad frowned and said that was a different story. Before I could speak he raised his hand and said it was his turn to talk. As I sat stunned, that after all this he still wanted Mark out, Dad started. He told me exactly what Krissy had; that Mark was changing he could see it. Mark had been through a lot and had the issues to prove it and in my father's eyes he was becoming dangerous. Dad pointed out the last few karate tournaments, where Mark was hitting so hard that there was talk of banning him from them. He also brought up Mark's growing arrogance and disdain for the people around him, as well as that look that he got when he worked out.
Dad reminded me that my father Matthew, whom I had really no memory of and that Mark had never met, had been unstable, how he had been in and out of trouble and had finally snapped and killed someone and was currently in a mental institution. Dad had seen a picture of my real father and that Mark could be his twin, he also mentioned how my father had been into the occult, and had been a gifted martial artist, but also had been on medication for some type of mental disorder. He had been off his meds for a month when he had run into trouble in a bar and broken the neck of a bouncer who had tried to throw him out.
As I sat knowing full well where this was going my father said he was afraid that Mark was heading exactly in that direction. That it was genetic, Mark knew nothing of his father yet was somehow just like him. Dad stopped and I remained silent, tears running down my cheeks. I looked up and told him that I was from the same father, did he think that way of me?
Dad shook his head and then with a sigh looked at me, telling me that they had gotten me when I was young enough but he felt it might be too late for Mark, that he was broken beyond repair. I disagreed pointing out his fantastic grades, how he had been with Krissy for over a year now. I knew he was struggling but he would get through. Dad asked me how much longer did I really think Krissy would be around she had already broken up with him once and it was for the same reasons. I shook my head and getting control of my voice told Dad that Mark was different than my father because he had us. We had given him a good life he would okay he would...
Dad interrupted and asked me to let him tell a story. I nodded and he proceeded to tell me about how a few years ago a friend of his from work's wife had brought home an abused dog. The wife, who was a volunteer at an animal shelter told her husband how the owners of the dog trained pit bulls and what they did was tie this dog to a tree and let the pits attack it teaching them commands so this poor dogs life was literally getting attacked until it would no longer be able to defend itself.
The people worked with the dog for months gained its trust and eventually it had become not only a pet but a member of the family. They owned the dog for well over a year and then one day the guy told my Dad they had to put it down. For apparently no reason the dog had snapped; they had all been in the house and the dog who had been chewing a bone suddenly got up and started pacing, when one of the kids went to pet him the dog attacked, biting not only the boy but the father as well, they had to lock it in a room and by the time the cops had gotten there it had all but chewed through the door and it had to be shot.
Dad said that Mark reminded him of that story. On the surface he still seemed okay but underneath there was something growing, something dark and sooner or later it would come out. Dad claimed he could see it in Mark's eyes sometimes, like there was something moving behind them like he was waiting for something. As I sat with my head down, my stomach twisting Dad said that he just didn't want to take a chance, they had done the best they could for Mark but he felt that Mark was a time bomb and maybe it would be best for every one if he went to live somewhere else.
I lost it. I started sobbing uncontrollably. Dad put his hand on my shoulder but I wouldn't stop crying. Looking up at him I gasped out in between the sobs to please not take Mark away from me, that we needed each other and that it wasn't right! Dad asked me to calm down but I couldn't, he tried to tell me Mark would be okay, I would still see him, that...
I cut him off with what could only be described as a wail. I was crying so hard I was choking. I got up and throwing myself into Dad's lap wrapped my arms around his neck. As he held me I spoke through my sobs and tears. I was basically blubbering at this point but didn't care. I told him that Mark didn't just need me he needed them to. They were the only family Mark ever knew and yes he was having a really hard time right now, but shouldn't that mean that we needed to be there for him even more?
If Dad thought he was slipping now, what would happen if he was alone? Then he would end up getting in trouble. I told my father that I knew he cared about Mark, that he hadn't just let him live with us for me but that he and mom wanted to help him. I told him how much Mark loved mom, how good she was to him and how bad he needed that. I reminded him of how he had only hit Jake because he was sticking up for mom and that he had gotten upset at the hotel because I was upset. That all Mark was trying to do was protect the few people who were good to him. Dad began to say he was just worried about his family.
I let out another of those pathetic noises saying that Mark was my family! I told Dad that all Mark needed was some help I would make him talk to someone and talk to us, but to kick him out would be the end of him. I asked dad I had just been a screaming maniac, was he going to get rid of me? Dad exclaimed of course not he would never give up on me. I then begged him not to give up on my brother. From then on begging is exactly what I did I just kept saying please over and over again. Dad was silent as I begged and cried, after I started getting a grip on myself I lifted my head off his shoulder just enough to get a look at his face. My father had tears in his eyes, whether it was from my constant crying or that maybe I was getting through to him I didn't know, all I knew was that it was a good sign for me. Once again I felt that odd calm come over me. With an effort I reigned my tears in and sitting up on my father's lap looked at him and putting my eyes down pushed out my lower lip and whispered;
"Please Daddy? Please don't give up on Mark, he's going to be fine, he just needs us."
"Megan..." He started.
"Please Daddy? Please just trust me?" Yeah, because I would never lie to you.
Dad sighed.
"You're worse than your mother Megan, she was crying about this last night."
"I love you Daddy." I told him hugging him.
"I know you do hon. I love you too." He sighed again.
"You're right Megan we need to try to help him."
"So he can stay?"
"He can, but I do want to have a long talk with him and I want you both to go back to the councilors that you two somehow decided you didn't need a few months ago."
"Oh thank you Dad!" I said kissing his cheek. "Can I tell him its okay?"
"Yeah okay, I doubt he's asleep." Dad said. "Probably wondering if he needs a tetanus shot."
"Hey!" I laughed. "That's not nice."
"Go talk to your brother and then get some sleep hon. Tell him I'll talk to him in the morning."
I was so happy I felt giddy. I all but jumped up from my father's lap then I looked down as something else occurred to me.
"Dad can I lock my door at night?"
"I don't know Megan I can't afford to have Mark kicking them down."
I laughed, but he frowned
"Seriously Megan what if you have another nightmare?"
"If I lock my door I feel better. Please Dad?"
"Okay Megan for now anyways but hon?"
"Yes?"
"Seriously I don't want Mark and you in the same bed anymore, it's just not right got it?" I started to reply but he raised his hand and continued;
"Because if I see it again he's out on his ass Megan, then and there I'll throw him out myself, no matter how hard you cry got it?"
I nodded, we would be careful from now on. Hell we'd never gotten caught before.
"Okay," I told Dad. "If he can't sleep we'll come downstairs and talk or something."
"That's fine. Good night honey."
I headed out of the study and all but ran into Mom who had obviously been listening at the door.
"Mom!" I started.
"I know Megan I heard." She said grinning. Then putting her hands on my shoulders asked me if I was okay.
"Yes much better!"
Mom looked at me strangely then said;
"Megan I know you want to go talk to Mark and you're probably exhausted, but let me ask you, why do you think you reacted so badly to that dream?"
"I don't know," I shrugged. "I think because I haven't slept and been so worried about Mark and dad."
"Yeah? You think that's it?"
"I think so why?"
Mom shook her head.
"Just wondering, now go on up and tell your brother he doesn't have to pack."
"Okay."
"Megan?"
"Mom?"
"For the record I would have never let Dad go through with it. Mark's a part of this family as much as you are."
"Then why did you let me think..."
Mom winked.
"I'd rather have dad think it was his decision. That he did it for his little girl rather than his wife told him he couldn't"
I all but ran up the stairs to Mark's room. I was just about to enter when I remembered that my Dad had said the doors were okay. I quickly went over to my door and locked it before going back to Mark's room. I knocked once then went in.
Mark was sitting on the bed staring off into space his right arm had gauze wrapped around it. He looked up when I came in.
"You okay sis?"
"I'm better than okay little brother!" I exclaimed running over and sitting next to him. "Know why?"
Before he could answer I hugged him so hard we almost fell backwards onto the bed and said;
"Dad's not going to ask you to leave Mark!"
"Really?" His eyes widened.
"Really Mark!" I laughed. "I'll tell you that dream scared the shit out of me, but you know what? It got Dad off guard and I was able to get him to listen."
"Speaking of, are you okay Meg? That was pretty fucking bad."
"Mark I'm so sorry about your arm."



"It's okay but you scared me sis you really did."
"Yeah I scared me too." I admitted.
"Meg?"
I looked up at him. For someone who had gotten great news he didn't seem too happy.
"What is it Mark?"
"How much did you drink tonight?"
"Oh please!" I waved my hand. "If anything, that helps me sleep."
"Yeah well to much can do funny things to you."
I thought about my desire for Krissy and how bad that dream really had hit me. How I couldn't stop crying. No he was wrong I was just high strung.
"Well no worries Mark I'll be sleeping just fine from now on!"
"So Doug's okay with me?" Mark asked.
"Well he's going to talk to you tomorrow. He's worried you're going to become our real father. Just nod and say okay. And he's making us go back to talk to those dumb ass therapists."
Mark shrugged.
"Great. They ask us to talk about the past then wonder why we never forget it."
"Small price to pay little brother."
As I spoke I stood up and walking over to Mark's door locked it. Turning I went back over to the bed where Mark was shaking his head at me.
"Unlock it Meg."
"Dad said it's okay Mark."
"I don't care Megan, unlock it."
I smiled at him and bending over kissed him on the lips.
"But if it's unlocked we can't fool around dummy."
"Good because we can't."
I looked at him.
"Mark we..."
"No Megan, no more."
"You don't want me?" I asked my heart sinking. "But Mark we..."
I stopped as again I felt those irrational tears start to flow.
"Of course I want you sis." Mark said taking my hands in his. "I'll always want you. But not here Megan, never again."
As I sat down next to him he continued;
"From now on we'll save our tips and money and we'll grab a motel once or twice a week and say we're staying with other people we can't take a chance here Megan not after this."
I shook my head.
"That's not true Mark. The hotel was a mistake, we've been fucking for months here and never got caught."
"You're father wasn't watching and trust me he still will be."
Mark looked away for a moment then looking back to me brought my hand to his lips and kissed it.
"Listen Megan, we got away with one. If we ever get caught again..."
"We'll leave Mark, I won't let you go alone I promise!" I told him.
He couldn't be serious, did he really not want to sleep with me anymore?
"Megan if they tossed me you know what? Whatever. I mean I know Denise cares for me and so does Doug sort of, but bottom line is I'm here because of you. I'm just somebody who lived here for a couple of years and left."
"Mark that's not true..."
"But Meg you're their daughter and if we get caught again they'll know you lied to them. You'll lose your mom and dad and I won't let that happen to you Megan, you need them. You need all of us."
I was touched beyond words. My brother had almost been homeless and he was worried for me. I was the idiot that had started this whole mess in the first place. Mark would be willing to give up what we had so I wouldn't lose my family.
"Oh Mark I do love you." I said as I kissed him on the cheek.
"I love you too, sis."
"But that's my choice Mark." I said looking him in the eye. "First off we won't get caught again, second I love Mom and Dad but were blood Mark and I'll never take them over you."
"We might get caught Meg we..." I put my finger to his lips.
"We won't Mark because Dad said it's okay to lock the doors." I stood up and smiled down at him.
"And why do we lock our doors? Because we feel safer that way of course, and because we sleep better. But mostly..."
Taking my night shirt off I tossed it to the side so that I was standing completely naked before my brother.
"I lock my door so that I can be with my beautiful little brother."
I stepped up between his legs so that my tits were inches from his face. Mark stared at them and I could see the struggle behind his eyes just as I had that first night I had offered myself to him. I leaned over closer to him and cupping my left tit in my hand brought it to his lips.
"It's not nice to tell your big sister no Mark." "But..."
I shushed him by brushing my nipple across his lips.
"Oh." He said softly.
I turned the other way so that my right nipple caressed his lips. I swung my leg over Mark's and straddled his right leg. He was wearing shorts and I started grinding my bare pussy into his thigh. Mark began breathing heavier.
"Now little brother," I began as I continued to rock back and forth on his now slick thigh. "Are you trying to tell your big sister that you don't want her sweet little pussy?"
"Meg please," He whispered.
"Ohhhh," I cooed. "I like when you beg."
I reached down and grabbed his cock through his shorts. I couldn't believe how hard he was, having already gone three times tonight. Mark moaned but was still hesitating. I reached down, sliding my hand up the leg of his shorts and started rubbing his balls while my other hand stroked him through the thin material . "Oh that's not fair." Mark whispered.
Smiling I turned so that my tit was once again at his lips. With the cutest little whimper Mark opened his mouth and went to put his lips on my nipple, which I quickly pulled away from him.
"Nope," I told him. "You said you didn't want it."
As I spoke I removed my hand from inside his shorts and stopped stroking him.
"Please don't tease sis." He said.
I stood up and stepped back away from him, smiling at the wet spot on his thigh from my pussy.
"I thought you didn't want to Mark?"
"I.. I do Megan please let me have it?"
"Have what little brother?"
Mark looked up at me and whispered;
"Please let me have your pussy sis."
"This pussy?" I reached down and spread my lips open.
"Yes." "You want your sister's pussy? You are a naughty little brother aren't you?"
Mark nodded. I smiled, I felt good again as if everything was as it should be. The doors were locked there was nothing to worry about and I had my beautiful little brother begging for his sister's pussy.
"Get on your knees Mark."
As Mark slid down to his knees I walked over to him and putting one foot up on the bed said;
"Now suck my pussy little brother, and do a good job or I'll take it away."
Mark angled his head up between my legs and started immediately sucking on my clit.
"Faster." I told him.
Mark picked up the pace, it felt terrific but I decided that he didn't need to know that.
"Oh for God's sakes do I need to help?" With that I grabbed Mark's hair and holding his head still, started grinding my pussy all over his face.
"Keep your tongue still little brother!" I snapped at him.
As with Krissy I wasn't sure where I was getting this but it reminded me of the hotel, the way Mark had taken me and we had both loved it. Besides little brother was apparently getting rough with poor little Krissy, so maybe he needed to get a taste of it himself. I yanked hard on his hair, pulling his face from my pussy.
"I think you need to learn how to lick little brother."
Stepping past him I lied down on his bed.
"Get up and go to the foot of the bed." I told him.
Looking upset but turned on at the same time Mark went to the foot of the bed as I had instructed.
"Take your shorts off." As he did his huge prick sprang out, standing at full attention.
"Now get on your knees."
When he had I put my right foot in front of his face.
"Lick my foot Mark."
Mark looked at me then with a shrug started lightly flicking his tongue across the tips of my toes.
"I said my foot, and lick the entire thing, up and down like a dog."
Mark started to say something, but leaned forward and putting his tongue on the heel of my foot licked all the way up to the tip of my big toe. I let out a sharp hiss as I could feel the moisture flowing through my pussy. Mark slid his tongue back down then up again first slowly then he started picking up speed. I watched with my pussy dripping as my brother rapidly licked the bottom of my foot up and down. Each time he got to the top he would suck one of my toes into his mouth then go to the next one. When he had done all my toes I told him to go to the next foot.
Mark eagerly switched to my other foot and this time as he licked I could hear small moaning sounds coming from him.
"Oh you like licking your sister's feet do you?"
"Yes." He whispered just before sucking my big toe into his mouth.
"Then I think you should thank me for letting you."
With no hesitation Mark looked me in the eye;
"Thank you for letting me lick your sexy feet Megan."
"Stand up and rub your cock on them."
Mark stood and grabbing his dripping dick started smearing his pre cum all over the bottom of my feet, moaning the entire time.
"Now go back and lick it off." I said to him
"What?" Mark asked his eyes widening.
"You want this little brother?" I asked spreading my smooth pussy open.
"Oh yes."
"Then clean the mess you made on my pretty feet."
Mark slowly sank back to his knees and with a mixed look of lust and disgust that sent another surge through my pussy, began to lick his own sticky precum off of my feet. I moaned out loud as he did. It took everything I had not to start playing with myself as I watched Mark clean my feet with his tongue. Oh wherever this had come from I hoped it didn't go away.
"That's it Mark you get every drop."
When he had finished Mark looked up at me expectantly.
"Now that you've learned how to use your tongue why don't you slide up here and try my pussy again."
"Thank you Megan." Mark whispered.
"Ohhh I like that little brother. That was nice, now be a good boy and make you're big sister cum."
Mark slid up between my legs and after plunging two fingers into my sopping wet pussy, sucked my clit into his mouth and started swirling his tongue around it. I lifted my legs and put them over his shoulders resting my feet on his back and started grinding my hips, smearing my pussy all over his face. I was close to cumming already; making Mark lick my feet like that had me ready before he had even started. I continued to slide my clit around his face to stall my orgasm and to make him work harder for it. Mark whimpered his frustration as I pulled my clit from his tongue.
"Awww is someone getting impatient?" I asked him. "Because if you're tired of your sister's pussy I can take it away."
"No please," Mark groaned. "I love licking your pussy,"
"Good answer little brother! I'll stay still but you only have a minute, if you can't get me off then you won't get off."
I stopped moving and then immediately started moaning as Mark attacked my pussy with his mouth. As he rapidly sucked my clit in and out between his lips his fingers were busy sliding in and out of my hot little pussy. In no time my thighs started shaking and my hips lifted off the bed. Feeling wicked I told Mark;
"Better hurry. Little brother or you don't get any of your sister's..."
I was cut short, overwhelmed by the orgasm that had hit me faster and harder than I had expected. I covered my mouth with both hands as I slammed my hips up and down into my brother's face. I couldn't believe how hard I was cumming and how long it was lasting. Somehow Mark had kept my clit in his mouth and just as the orgasm was finishing I felt another one right behind it. "Oh don't stop Mark," I whimpered forgetting out being in control for the moment. "Oh please just a little more I oh yesss!"
I came again. Not as hard but enough to warrant covering my mouth again and my brother getting his face ground into my pussy some more. I slumped back onto the bed gasping for breath and watching the ceiling spin. I was just starting to catch my breath when I felt Mark grab my ankles. In one quick motion he lifted my legs and plunged his huge hard cock into my overheated pussy. After my initial gasp he plowed deep inside of me. I looked at him and started;
"Did I tell you that..." I moaned as Mark thrust deep inside of me once more then stopped.
"Sorry I..."
"Oh never mind!" I said smiling. "Just fuck me!"
Mark smiled back and lifting my legs so my ass left the bed and started slamming the shit out of me. There was plenty of time to explore the new game Mark and I had just started learning but for now what this nasty girl needed was to get her pussy pounded by her little brother. Mark was more than happy to oblige; letting my ankles go he leaned forward placing his arms behind my knees and bending my legs back to the point where my ankles were just about behind my ears.
I was bent almost in two and Mark's enormous cock was plunging straight down into me. It was everything I could do not to scream as Mark hammered away at me. Twice when he went even deeper I let out a yelp that was a little bit louder than it should have been. I went to cover my mouth with my hands but Mark had a better idea. Pulling his cock out he twisted my legs rolling me over onto my side then grabbing my hips put me on my stomach. Lifting my hips up he drove his cock into me from behind I cried out into the pillow that was under my face.
As Mark held onto my hips and fucked the shit out of me I took the pillow and wrapping it around my face all but screamed into it. I couldn't believe how hard and fast he was fucking me and it wasn't going to end anytime soon as Mark had already had more than his share of pussy tonight. I was suddenly struck by a feeling of guilt, I had spent almost a half an hour crying in my father's arms to get him to believe he was wrong, that how could he think his little girl was a whore? Yet here I was not twenty minutes later on my knees with my brother's enormous cock pounding into me.
As quickly as that feeling came I brushed it aside. Why should I feel guilty? I had lost my entire childhood and still suffered from it. I was entitled to have this, to be able to enjoy my brother in this way, my brother who in turn more than enjoyed being with his big sister giving her what she needed. What she couldn't find anywhere else. Mark and I were taking what we wanted, in this case it just happened to be something everyone else saw as wrong. Well if wrong felt this good then I never wanted to be right because right now my little brother was giving it to me so good that I was ready to cum again.
Remembering the vivid dream of Mark with Krissy I took my arms and placed them behind my back. Mark instantly grabbed my wrists and pulled back causing a pain in my shoulders that made me moan, that little jolt of pain was also enough to send yet another orgasm smashing through me. I howled into the pillow as my pussy contracted around Mark's cock, making it feel even better.
I could hear Mark breathing heavy with the exertion of fucking me. He was totally exhausted as well and all but spent sexually yet had been fucking me hard and fast for a good fifteen minutes at this point. I listened, totally turned on as his breaths turned into to desperate whimpers as if he were straining to cum.
"There you go little brother," I told him "You cum for your big sister; you show her how bad you want her! Go ahead every last... Oh fuck yeah!"
I went back to the pillow as Mark, all but gasping at this point, reared back and after giving me several pumps that were so hard that I swear my pussy was going to have bruises in the morning let out a sound that was somewhere between a moan and a sigh of relief. His cock twitched deep inside of me and I felt his hot cum flood through my pussy. There still seemed to be quite a bit as Mark thrust slowly in and out each time sending another spurt into his sister's greedy little pussy.
As Mark let my arms go I stretched out flat on my stomach and Mark all but collapsed on top of me. We stayed like that both panting for awhile until Mark rolled over onto his back. I rolled over as well right into his arms, my face resting on his chest. Mark held me close to him and kissed the top of my head. I made a happy little sound in my throat and burrowed my face deeper into his chest. As I lied there in Mark's arms it struck me that as nasty as we started it was as sweet as we finished.
After a few minutes Mark whispered;
"Are you staying in here tonight?"
"Little brother I couldn't move if I wanted to." I told him then with a laugh added; "But trust me I don't want to."
Mark moved and getting up pulled his shorts on and handed me my nightshirt. As I slipped it on Mark set the alarm for seven; a half hour before the folks got up then slid back into the bed behind me and put his arm around me. Mark gave me a sweet kiss on the back of my neck and told me how much he had missed this during the last week. Grabbing his arm I pulled it tighter around my waste and sighed contentedly as I drifted off to sleep in my brother's arms, my last thought was that everything was going to be just fine.
The alarm went off and with a groan I reached over to shut it off. I rolled over and gave Mark a kiss then sat up. I was definitely going to go back to sleep in my bed. Matter of fact I didn't have work until six and might just spend the entire day there catching up on some much needed rest. Mark got up and stretched. Damn he looked good but at this point my pussy was sore, plus I had no idea what time Dad would come looking for Mark. I kissed Mark again then went though the bathroom. I stopped as I walked through the empty doorway and called to Mark that he would have to shower downstairs. Not that I would mind a show but the folks might think it odd.
I noticed that the glass from the lamp was gone and the covers were back on the bed. Mom must have straightened up while I was talking to Dad. I pulled the covers down and gratefully slid underneath of them. I sighed happily and rolling over onto my side went right back to sleep. I awoke to the sound of ringing metal and cursing under my window. I sat up and saw it was nine. Getting up I looked out the window to see Mark in the drive way under the hood of the Lesabre. I smiled, my brother was one of those people you wanted to kick because anything he tried he was good at but cars eluded him. Eventually he would figure things out but it took him forever and he was always getting pissed off. I sat down in the chair and watched him look first at the manual then under the hood.
A moment later my father came out and walked over to him. When Dad first came over Mark had looked nervous. I could faintly hear Dad's voice but not what he was saying. As he spoke the expression on Mark's face seemed to relax and he was nodding. After a few minutes Mark began to speak and they went back and forth for awhile. Finally Dad nodded and gave Mark a slap on the back. Mark smiled then to my surprise Dad put his arm around his shoulders and hugged him.
I smiled as I watched Mark awkwardly return the hug. A minute later I laughed out loud as Dad had looked under the hood then reaching in fumbled for a minute before pulling something out and handing it to Mark, who after staring at my father for a minute snatched the piece out of his hand and started cursing. I could hear Dad laughing from where I sat; everything really was going to be okay.
I turned at a knock on the door. Mom came in carrying a small plastic bag and asked what I had been laughing at. I told her that Mark and Dad seemed to have patched things up and how happy I was about it. I expected Mom to look happy as well but instead she came over and sat down on the foot of the bed.
"Megan," She said softly. "We need to talk about last night."
I looked at her.
"Last night? Oh the nightmare, I told you mom I think it was just being scared about Mark and dad."
"No, I think there was more to it than that." She said quietly.
"No really Mom I'm..."
I stopped cold as reaching into the plastic bag Mom pulled out the bottle of Captain Morgan that had been under my mattress.



"Megan honey we really need to talk."
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I glanced at my watch and rolled my eyes. How the hell was it only 11:30? I shook my head and looked around Vinnie's which this late on a Friday was all but deserted. The older crowd had left hours ago and around now all the younger people would be at the bars or the clubs. I had gotten off at 10, a full two hours before closing which was on purpose of course as I was not in Vinnie's good graces right now. I also had to wait until a little after midnight for Mark to pick me up as I had lost my car for the month of March. As was often the case these days my loss of both hours and transportation were my own fault and were the least of what I had been losing lately.
By far the most painful thing I had lost was my parents trust. Starting with that Friday morning when Mom had confronted me with the bottle of rum I had hidden in my mattress. Initially even that would not have been too bad; Mom had told me she would keep it quiet from Dad providing I would go to my councilor and talk about it and of course not drink anymore, after all not only was I not 21 yet but Mom was convinced that the alcohol had triggered the horrific nightmare that had sent me into hysterics.
As I sat totally humiliated at having been caught I listened to my mother talk about how drinking could do a lot of bad things for someone like myself who already had been through so much that it could easily become a crutch. She also expressed her concern at how much trouble a beautiful girl like me could get into especially around the wrong crowd, how it could make you want to do things you wouldn't ordinarily. As she spoke all I could think of was that scene with Krissy and that vivid wet dream I had of her afterwards. I also thought of how much more fun sex was when I was drinking which I'm sure is what she was getting at.
I promised Mom that it wouldn't happen again and I meant it. I was good for all of about a week until I let Jack take me out on his "make it up to me date." It was a really nice night he had taken me to Twin Oaks then we had gone dancing. After that was when I had made the mistake of going to a party with him. Everyone had been drinking and after turning it down a couple of times I figured what the hell? Thinking there was a chance I might go back to Jack's I had already told Mom I would be staying at Betty's so if I caught a buzz I would just let Jack further make things up to me and spend the night.
That was exactly what had happened, I had gotten pretty drunk and gone back to Jack's where I will have to admit he did a damn good job of kissing my ass as well as every other part of my body. I was feeling so good I even curled up with him and slept through the night. During the following couple of weeks I spent several nights with Jack, all of them started with drinks at the bar however not all of them ended as happily as that first night back with him. After I had stayed over a couple of times it started to go back to the same old Jack. I went out of my way to treat him good in bed and he barely took care of me. At no point did he ask me to get on my knees for him, which was a plus, but he had made a couple of cracks about "hang ups".
One night I had gotten fed up and told him he was an asshole and we argued, he told me there were plenty of girls eager to do whatever he wanted, as a matter of fact he had added with a smirk he had just been with Julie, one of the other waitresses, last night and she couldn't roll over fast enough for him. Of course I knew Jack and I weren't really a couple but I'd be damned if I'd be called sloppy seconds. I walked out of his place then realized that I had no car and was drunk.
I tried calling Betty, but she answered the phone sounding wasted herself and I could hear a guy in the background. It was after 11 so crossing my fingers I called home. Mark had a phone in his room and I knew he was home, it was just a matter of him lying to the folks if they asked who had called as I was supposed to be at Betty's. Mark came and picked me up and when he got there and saw how upset I was I had to get in front of him to stop him from going up to Jack's and calling him outside.
Mark parked a couple of houses down so the folks wouldn't hear his car and we got out. By then I had been sitting for awhile and could just about walk. Mark had to hold me up as we walked up the porch stairs and into the house. Where Dad was sitting on the couch waiting; I was obviously drunk and he knew it. After thanking Mark for picking me up he told him to go upstairs and Dad let me have it. Mom came down and shook her head sadly. I was grounded for two weeks including losing the keys to my car and Mom went with me to my next counseling appointment.
Things got uglier after that. Mark was picking me up from work but he got out an hour after me so I had to hang at Vinnie's, I somehow let Jack give me a couple of drinks. I wasn't going to go with him anymore but found that I couldn't find anything wrong with having a couple with him. Well one night it went from a couple, to a few shots, to Jack and I fucking in the back room. When Mark picked me up I was wasted.
When we got home I was so far gone Mark had to carry me up the stairs. I got a huge kick out of this and started laughing. Mark told me to keep it down. I pouted as he went to put me in my room and told him I wanted to go in his. Mark said no which pissed me off. As Mark tried to carry me through the doorway I started kicking my legs making it hard for him. I managed to kick my door shut and when Mark put me down to open the door I turned to run into his room which was when I knocked the lamp off the small table in the hallway. Mark told me to get my fucking ass in my room and swore he was going to beat the fuck out of Jack next time he saw him. I laughed and pulled away from him again. Mark went to grab me but stopped and whispered;
"Oh shit."
"Who the hell is Jack?" Dad asked from behind me.
I was dragged downstairs for another lecture and this time told it was a month and not even allowed to use the phone. The conversation then turned to who was Jack and was he the one giving me booze? I shrugged and acted stupid saying it was friends I was partying with. At that point my brother, who I never thought would betray me, told Dad who Jack was, how old he was and that he'd been getting me drunk for the last two months. With a smirk Mark then told dad he knew where Jack lived.
Dad went ballistic and it was everything Mom could do to keep him from getting in his car and going to Jack's. Mom told him to go and talk to Vinnie. I told them they couldn't do that! Jack would get fired and I would have to deal with all kinds of shit at work. Dad said tough shit that fucking punk would go to jail if he had his way. With an evil smile and that look in his eyes Mark told my father why doesn't he not say anything and let him take care of Jack. Mom told them both to stop acting like morons and do it the right way.
The next day Dad went to Vinnie calling for Jack's job. Small problem; Jack is Vinnie's nephew. Vinnie did listen to my father and of course has always liked me but blood is thicker than water, he told my father that he would speak to Jack but just as a reference no one had been twisting my arm. Dad had replied that maybe he should twist Jack's neck but in the meantime he would go to the police. The cops talked to Jack who had some priors then talked to me. The result was that Jack claimed I never said I wasn't twenty one. Vinnie gave Jack a couple of weeks off without pay and told him to stay the hell away from me.
The next two weeks I was not surprised to see my hours cut and getting the shit shifts, as a matter of fact I had only gotten this Friday night because one of the other girls called out sick last minute. Of course in hindsight I would have been better off staying home as tonight just happened to be Jack's first night back after his "vacation", of course Vinnie's like most jobs has its share of gossip and the story had already gotten around about why he hadn't been in work.
I tried to stay away from the bar but had no choice when a customer ordered a drink. Jack was surprisingly civil saying hi to me and when no one was around telling me no hard feelings but stay away from the bar after hours. I nodded and foolishly thought everything would be okay. Then I began to notice the looks I was getting from the other waiters all night, catching them pointing at me and laughing. Out of the blue one of them asked me out and when I said no winked and said we didn't have to actually go anywhere.
Finally Tammy, another waitress who I had been friends with since high school, took me aside and said that Jack was telling everyone that I gave great blow jobs and loved sucking cock so much that I would blow anyone just to taste it. Needless to say I was both angry and embarrassed. Tammy had told me this around nine and since we were slow went to the bar and got my drink orders for me so I wouldn't have to. So now here I was sitting here feeling stupid unable to even go home while these assholes walked around smirking at me. I even called Mark to see if he could get off earlier but Mitch's was busy.
After an eternity midnight came and I went out in the parking lot to wait for Mark. Seeing Jack out there with a couple of other waiters and waitresses I went up to him and told him he was a piece of shit. Jack had laughed and said that he meant it as a compliment and it made up for the fact that I was so uptight that I was only a good fuck if I was drunk. That got a round of laughs from the other guys.
I stood there totally humiliated and so frustrated I started to cry which made it worse. I stormed away intent on going to the other side of the restaurant when I heard the low growl and blaring music that announced my brothers arrival. Mark pulled up next to me and I saw he had Krissy with him which sent me into further tears. I wouldn't even have Mark tonight as anytime she was with him this late she was coming over.
Mark saw my face and instantly was out of the car asking me what was wrong. Krissy had gotten out as well and came around to me. I heard someone whistle; it was warm for March and Krissy, who I'm sure didn't plan on standing outside, was wearing a short skirt with knee high boots.
"Hey Krissy how 'bout you come over here and see what it's like to be with a man!"
Mark looked over briefly but turned back to me and asked what was wrong. I should have just kept my mouth shut. Or at least waited until we were home, but I couldn't. Trying not to cry more than I already was I told Mark what Jack had said. Marks eyes darkened noticeably and Krissy who had put her arm around me took Mark's hand and told him to get in the car. Mark looked at her and hesitated, he was on thin ice as it was.
"Hey Krissy, let Mark take his baby sis home and you come over here. I have something for you." It was Jack, he then added with a laugh; "Don't worry I showered after I fucked Megan."
That was it. Mark yanked away from Krissy flipped his black leather jacket off and headed straight for Jack.
"Fight!!!" one of the other waiters yelled.
"Mark get back here!" Krissy yelled. She looked at me. "Megan stop him."
I watched as my brother got within a few steps of Jack who had tossed his cigarette aside and took off his own jacket.
"No." I told her.
My brother wanted to make this right for me and I would let him.
Krissy started running over and I followed. The other three waiters and Tammy all had stepped away from Mark and Jack who were standing inches apart. I stopped a few feet away and grabbed Krissy who was ready to get in the middle. Jack was a couple of inches taller than my brother with quite an impressive build. Mark was probably about twenty pounds lighter but was definitely more ripped than Jack was. They were so close they were almost touching.
"You sure about this punk?" Jack asked. "This ain't no tournament."
"Shut up and fight bitch." Mark replied.
"Hey Mark it's not my fault your sister's a drunk."
"Actually it is."
"Is it my fault she's a slut to?" Someone watching laughed. Jack grinned and added; "Or that she loves it in the mouth."
'"At least she doesn't take it in the ass like you did in the joint." Mark told him smirking.
"What?"
"Is that why it didn't work with my sister? She wouldn't use the strap on?"
Someone laughed loudly at that one.
"Fuck you Mark." Jack pushed him.
Mark went back a step and smiled.
"Did they save their jelly for you Jack? So you could spread it on their asses?"
Jack hit Mark in the face. The punch; a short jab snapped Mark's head back, Krissy tried to move but I held her tightly around the arm. Mark looked at Jack his mouth was bleeding.
"You hit me Jack." He said calmly.
Jack hit him again and a lot harder a solid right cross that caught him flush on his jaw. Mark's head snapped to the side. I watched shocked as Mark simply turned his head to face Jack once again. Someone laughed. Come on little brother I thought.
"Ow." Mark said simply.
Jack hauled off and hit Mark with a left then another right. Both blows sent my brothers head back but otherwise he didn't move. What the hell was wrong with him? Was he afraid? I realized that for all the attitude he had except for hitting Jake I had never seen him fight, was he really afraid? Was it all an act? I let Krissy's arm go prepared to get in the middle I wouldn't watch Mark get hurt. Jack shook his head.
"Fucking pussy."
"I'm still standing." Mark said in that same odd tone.
Jack hit Mark in the stomach when he bent over Jack dealt him an uppercut that rocked my brother's head back, I heard a crack and I saw blood flowing from Mark's nose his lower face was already covered with it.
"Mark!" I cried out.
"Jesus this is stupid." Jack said.
As Mark continued to stand there I saw the he had that weird "going away" look he had when he went into one of his prolonged fogs. I also noticed his head was cocked slightly as if he were listening to something. When he had first come to live with us he had done that all the time. The Doctor's said because he wasn't allowed to talk he talked to himself in his head. This was the first time I had seen him do it in months, he must be scared. I needed to stop this. I was just stepping forward when Mark spoke;
"You hit me Jack," He said calmly. "You hit me first."
"Mark please!" Krissy yelled.
"And I'll hit you last you fucking wuss," Jack said throwing another right.
There was a sharp slapping sound as Mark's left hand came up and caught Jack's fist in his palm. Jack had all of his 200 pounds behind the punch yet Mark's hand hadn't moved so much as an inch. As everyone watched Jack pushed forward the muscles in his arm bulging. Not only did Mark not move back but slowly, steadily, the muscles in his forearms standing out began pushing Jack's hand backwards. Mark let Jack's hand go and as Jack staggered forward Mark pushed him in the chest sending him back a step.
"My turn." He whispered.
Suddenly Jack's head rocked side to side from two slaps that no one had even seen coming. Jack stepped back, shook his head and swung. Mark whipped his head to the side. Jack tried again. Moving only his head Mark made him miss again.
"Come on Jack get serious."
Jack started swinging, left right high and low. As everyone watched in awe Mark blocked every blow easily slapping Jack's hands away as if he were a child. Jack was getting frustrated, stepping in he threw a wild round house. Mark stepped into it and blocking it back handed Jack across the face, then swinging the same hand down hit him in the stomach where Jack's face was met by my brother's knee, which stood him straight up just in time to meet Mark's forearm.
The blow caught Jack in the head and sent him staggering back into the van behind him. Mark stepped forward and waved him on. Jack was dazed but still came in swinging. Mark grabbed his left wrist then his right and with no hesitation drove the top of his head into Jack's face, as he staggered back Mark jumped and spinning came around catching Jack in the side of his head with the heel of the black snakeskin boot he was wearing, sending him crashing back into the van where in slow motion Jack sank to his knees blood flowing from his face. It was over.
"Oh my god Mark!' Krissy exclaimed.
"Yes!!" I cried out.
Mark had stepped up to Jack and was looking down at him. My elation turned to worry I didn't like the way my brother was standing over him. As I watched Mark grabbed Jack by the hair lifting his head to look up at him. Jack's eyes were barely open. I quickly walked over to them.
"Mark let's go."
"You know Jack," Mark said quietly. "I believe in an eye for an eye and seeing as you wanted to talk about my sister's mouth. I think it's only fitting that you don't use yours for awhile."
Before I could say anything Mark suddenly brought Jack's face down directly into the knee he had swung up. There was a loud crack as Mark's knee struck Jack at the tip of his chin.
"Oh my fucking god!" Someone yelled behind us. Jack fell onto his back writhing in pain.
"Jesus Christ Mark!" I yelled at him.
Mark turned to me.
"Hey you know sis. It could have been worse on him. He could have talked about your pussy."
At that he winked at me. Oh my god I thought.
"You fucking animal!" Krissy yelled at him. "What's wrong with you?"
Mark turned to look at her and shrugged.
"He deserved it."
"We're through Mark!" She yelled at him. "I am done with you! You're a fucking maniac!"
With that Krissy stormed off in the direction of the pay phone. I turned to look at my brother. Mark watched Krissy go then with another shrug looked back down at Jack as if entranced.
"Mark?" I called his name.
Mark was not only smiling but his eyes were so bright it was if they were lit from within. I remembered the story my father had told me about his co workers pet.
Mark looked at up at me and winked. My stomach twisted as one thought went through my mind; the dog was out.
One of Jack's friends and Tammy were on their knees checking on Jack. The other waiter, a big kid named Billy, turned and said something to Mark who smiled and asked him if he wanted to be next. Billy hesitated and when he did I got in front of Mark and grabbing his arm led him away from Jack. What the hell were we going to do? There were people on the porch across the street so I know damn well the cops had been called. I found myself quite grateful that I hadn't had anything to drink tonight.
"Let's get the hell out of here little brother."
Mark allowed me to pull him towards the car then stopped and said;
"Shit Krissy!"
"Leave her alone Mark she's upset and we have to go!"
Mark pulled away and I watched as he ran over to Krissy who was waiting by the phone. She yelled for him to stay away from her. Mark tried to talk to her but she put her back to him. When he tried to grab her arm she had screamed and pulled away, which is when I got there and grabbing my brother by the hair drug him away from her before he got in more trouble, which speaking of red lights flashing and siren blaring a police cruiser pulled into the parking lot.
I followed Mark who calmly went over to the two police officers who had gotten out and told his side of the story, Jack had upset me, they had words and Jack hit him several times at which point Mark defended himself. We ended up going down to the police station and filling out reports. In the end because of Jack's prior record and the fact that myself, Tammy, and Krissy who in the end still stood by my brother, all said that Jack had gone after Mark first. Mark was let go with a warning and a copy of the report went into the clerks file so if it happened again he would have to go to court. My brother was also informed that his black belt made him a weapon and in the future excessive force on his part would lead to serious trouble.



The folks had heard of course. By the time we came home they had received a call from Krissy's father who had picked her up at the station an hour before they let Mark go. In addition to telling Dad what had happened he informed him that if Mark came near his daughter again he would have him locked up. Once again in what was becoming a familiar scene the two of us found ourselves sitting across from my parents. Dad unloaded on me for going back and hanging around with Jack and he really laid into Mark reminding him of the fact he could lose his scholarship over stupid shit like that.
Mark sitting there with an ice pack pressed to his left eye was still in that unnatural calm he had exhibited during and since the fight told dad that he wouldn't let anyone talk about or hurt his sister like that. Dad told him that although he appreciated the fact that he would defend his sister people like Jack weren't worth it. Mark's simple response was the classic line his big sister had instilled in him;
"Takers take until their taken."
At that point Dad rolled his eyes and told Mark to "take" his ass upstairs and that I had lost my car for another two weeks and that Mark could use his but only to go to work and to pick me up where he was not to get out of it. Except for work or school the two of us were to be home at all times. Mom then told Mark that he was going to need to stay away from Krissy.
Mark said something about giving it a few days but Mom shook her head sadly and told him she had spoken to Krissy's mother and was told that Krissy was done, that she was in tears and had told mom that she was afraid of Mark.
To my surprise not only didn't Mark seem upset but he made a comment that if she'd prefer to stay a member of the herd rather than become elite as he had then it was her loss. Dad shook his head and asked Mark if all the other elites got grounded and had no girlfriends. Mom told Dad to knock it off but Mark still in that uncanny calm simply smiled at Dad and once again quoting from the "Book of Megan" Told him that "Jealousy is an ugly emotion."
Mark and I went upstairs and I watched as he drifted into his room. I wanted to follow of course, after all Mark had defended my honor and was certainly entitled to the reward of his grateful big sister's pussy, but what had happened at the hotel had taught me to be more careful. Mark had been banged up a little and was obviously in denial about Krissy and I wouldn't be surprised if Mom didn't come up in a little while to talk to him without having to deal with Mark and Dad trading sarcastic remarks.
Speaking of Dad I was going to have to talk to him tomorrow. My first thought when Mark had unloaded on Jack had been that this was what Dad had been talking about. Granted dad hadn't seemed as mad as I thought he would be, but-and I smiled at this thought- I think part of it was that dad had wished it was him that had kicked Jack's ass. Still I was worried that dad would use this at some point to bring up the Mark needing to leave conversation again so I would nip it in the bud and tell Dad tomorrow that it had been my fault that I should have never told Mark what Jack had said and that Mark hadn't told him about the cracks that Jack had made about Krissy.
I entered my room and kicking off my heels sat on the bed, put my head in my hands and let the events of the evening hit me. First and foremost was how humiliated I had been at Vinnie's, it wasn't the blow job remarks that Jack had made that had upset me, I mean that was high school shit. What had really gotten to me was his crack about needing to drink to be a decent fuck. He had been right to a point; I was getting worse with men not better.
I had initially thought that cutting loose with Mark would show me how great sex could be and that there was nothing to worry about. Jack was the first guy I had been with since I had been fucking my brother; my first test of that theory and I had failed it miserably.
I sighed in frustration and shook my head. Maybe I would just take some time from guys. Just fool around with Mark and concentrate on my school work which had been slacking badly to the point where I was dreading this semester's grades. I had been cutting class a lot with Betty and she and I would go back to her little three room apartment and have a couple of drinks. The fact was I hated school. I got along great with the other students and my paintings got rave reviews from my instructors but I hated all the other stuff.
Why did I need to take business courses or English to paint? The only thing that had saved me was I had taken Latin as a language and had aced it and Mark had done my last two term papers for me. If it wasn't for the fact that Mom and Dad were paying for me to go I would think about quitting.
Work full time somewhere and paint my ass off. All it would take is one or two sales and word of mouth would take care of the rest. Hell last month Mark's spoiled rich friend Alex Warner, whose father's company had given my brother his scholarship and hung out with Mark sometimes, had told me he had a friend who owned a gallery in New York and he would take some pictures of my paintings to show him.
My thoughts were interrupted by hearing Mark getting into the shower. I considered slipping in there with him, but still wanted to give it more time. Besides at this point I wanted to see if Mark would come to me. Sooner or later he would realize that he may have really lost Krissy and turn to his understanding big sister who would be more than happy to comfort him in his time of need.
With that thought in mind I decided to stay in my white blouse and short black skirt. I did however remove my stockings and panties, as I did I bent over and glanced over my shoulder in the mirror. The skirt was so short that when I bent all the way I could see the cheeks of my ass and my pretty little pink pussy winking at me from between my creamy thighs. Leaning on one hand I reached down underneath and spreading my pussy open slid a finger through my wet lips. I pictured my brother on his knees behind me licking it. Oh yes I would be more than happy to take my brother's mind off little Krissy.
I pumped my finger in and out several times then sliding my hand back up, stood and sucked my finger into my mouth and sighed; I had always loved the taste of my own pussy. I heard the shower stop and sat waiting for Mark to come into my room. I closed my eyes envisioning him in just a towel maybe even still wet the water dripping down his flat hard stomach. I would drop to my knees and removing the towel suck on that nice big cock.
I realized I was all but panting and my pussy was so wet I could feel it on my inner thighs. A moment later I heard Mark close the door on his side. I waited a few more minutes to see if he was just getting clothes then I shook my head thinking he must not want to take a chance. Well this nasty girl had waited long enough; it was time to get some of my little brother's cock. Getting up I double checked that my door was locked and cutting through the bathroom knocked softly.
There was no answer but the door was unlocked when I tried it so I slowly opened the door and entered Mark's room. I was struck instantly by the strong smell of Nightshade incense. Mark had several candles lit in addition to the incense burner. Mark himself was sitting cross legged naked on the floor his back to me. Mark's hands were raised palms up as if in supplication and he was chanting the Ave Satana in Latin.
"God Who invites us to become as gods'
Muse of our civilization,
Dread Enemy of its tyrant god
Satan, mighty Liberator,
Bearer of true Light"
Mark's chanting was passionate and I could hear the conviction in his voice. Still adrenalized from the fight and I'm sure feeling as if he had done the right thing; after all our beliefs were all based on Lex Talionis the law of retaliation, my brother was emanating pure power it all but filled the room. I felt my skin break into goose bumps as he raised his muscular arms higher his hands hooked into claws and continued;
"God of our flesh
God of our minds
God of our innermost will."
I found myself softly chanting along with him. As I did I came closer intending on sitting next him however moving suddenly Mark somehow uncrossed his legs and shot himself up into a standing position in one fluid move. Standing tall his arms raised completely over his head which was thrown back staring at the ceiling Mark finished the prayer.
"O mighty Lord Satan,
teach us to become strong and wise
Teach us to vanquish the enemies
of our freedom and well-being"
REGE SATANA!
When Mark had barked out the final salutation he had pumped his arms in the air then slowly with the muscles flexed tightly let them drop to his sides. Mark turned to face me and I caught my breath. My brother looked magnificent; of course the first thing that caught my eye was that he was fully erect. As I stared, pussy dripping, I let my eyes work their way up from his almost freakishly huge cock to his perfect six pack stomach and muscular chest.
Making my way to his face I once again marveled at his perfect features although at the moment his left eye was swollen and half shut my brother was still beautiful, as a matter of fact the eye gave him a dangerous appearance not that he needed help at the moment, he had that half crazy look on his face he did when he was working out and the candle light reflecting in his eyes gave the illusion they were glowing from within. It occurred to me looking at Mark that he really was a perfect specimen, everything a man should be, and within minutes that man would be all mine. As if reading my mind Mark put his hand out to me.
"Come here my beautiful sister."
Smiling I walked up to him and putting one hand around his neck kissed him while my other hand dropped down to grab his cock and start stroking it. Mark put his hands up grabbing each side of my face and kissed me back hard. I could feel the tension in his shoulders and his kiss had an air of aggression to it. Like at my cousins house Mark was ready to explode and I was more than ready to take it from him. I broke the kiss and leaning back pouted at him and in my little girl voice said;
"Thank you for sticking up for me little brother," I paused as I brought my other hand down between his legs and started massaging his balls. "Will you let me make it up to you?"
Mark smirked and said;
"Damn straight you're going to make it up to me, after all it was true what he said."
"What?" I asked my hands stopping.
"You are a slut aren't you Megan?" He asked with that nasty smile on his face.
"I... Oww!" I cried out as Mark's hand shot out and grabbed a handful of my hair close enough to the scalp to cause a wave of pain across my head.
"I said you are just a fucking slut aren't you sis?"
Mark was still holding my hair tightly, but despite the pain I felt a surge through my pussy.
"I'm you're slut." I said softly as my hands resumed working his cock.
"Really?" Mark asked. "Your brother's slut? You are a nasty fucking whore."
"Oh yeah Mark anything you want I'll ohhh."
Mark had let my hair go and faster than I could react to and had grabbed my blouse and torn it open, buttons flying across the room. With a vicious tug he pulled it down over my shoulders then reaching behind me and grabbing the middle of my bra tore that apart as well. Stepping back Mark grabbed the middle of the bra and pulled it off of me. I let go of his cock so my blouse would slide off when I went to grab it again Mark slapped my hands away.
"I could jerk myself off slut get on your fucking knees and use your mouth."
Without waiting for me to move Mark grabbed my shoulders and spinning me around slammed his knee into the back of my right knee at the same time he pushed down hard forcing me to my knees. Holding the top of my head Mark stepped around to the front so that his cock was right at my face.
"Besides," He said grabbing my chin and forcing my face up to look at him. "I heard you love it in the mouth."
"Don't be an asshole little... hey!!"
I cried out again as Mark reached down and gave my right nipple a hard twist.
"Little brother's in charge tonight so just shut up and do the only thing your good for."
Mark's talking to me like that had me so hot I grabbed his cock and with no hesitation put it in my mouth and took it all the way down until my lips were touching the base of his shaft. After shaking my head back and forth I started bobbing my head in a slow steady rhythm, sliding my mouth right up to the tip before devouring the entire length. Knowing how much he enjoyed it I reached up and started caressing his balls with just the tips of my fingernails.
Not tonight however as Mark once again reached down and yanked my hand away.
"Did I tell you to touch?" He asked giving my nipple another hard twist.
I squealed around his cock yet once again the pain sent a surge of wetness through my pussy. Oh little brother was taking everything he wanted tonight!
"Guess I'm going to have to make it so you can't."
Pulling his cock from my mouth, Mark bent over and grabbing my arms pulled them behind my back. Before I knew it he had my wrists crossed and holding them with one of his hands reached down and picking up my bra reached behind me and rapidly tied my hands together with it. I was getting so wet I could feel it running down my thighs and I was so horny I was squirming where I knelt on the floor. Remembering the hotel I played along and gave Mark exactly what he was looking for.; looking up at him my eyes wide in mock fear I whined;
"Oh please Mark! Please don't do this I'll be good I promise I'll ummm!"
I was silenced by my brother grabbing the back of my head and slamming his cock full force into my wide open mouth and down my throat. Without pausing Mark started fucking the shit out of my face(,) pulling his cock all the way out before shoving it back in. I moaned and whimpered around his cock as he continued to rape my mouth. Mark was shoving it so deep my eyes were watering, but so was my pussy. I couldn't believe I was on my knees hands tied getting face fucked by my brother. Oh yes this nasty girl was certainly getting hers.
Mark let go of my head and reaching down grabbed both my nipples and twisted them making me cry out around his cock.
"Well do a better job then!" He snapped.
Mark wrapped my hair around his hands until he was pulling it tightly then using my hair as handles started yanking my head back and forth on his cock.
"Oh yeah," He moaned. "Oh yeah look at you sucking off your little brother. Gonna take every fucking drop aren't you sis?"
"Hmm mmm!" I groaned around his cock.
Oh yes! Every drop was exactly what I wanted. I started moving my head even faster than he was pulling, driving his cock deep into my throat on my own.
"Oh look at you!" Mark groaned. "You really do love it don't you?"
My response was to start bobbing my head even faster and harder to the point where I was all but gagging myself. Mark started to say something but it turned into a long shuddering moan and his thighs started shaking, yeah that's right little brother I thought you might be in charge but it was still your big sister's mouth that was making him whimper.
"Ohhh! Oh yeah sis you suck that cock you..."
Mark exploded in my mouth. His prick had been shoved all the way in and the first spurt of cum shot straight down my throat. As he pulled it back his cock kept squirting filling my mouth with his hot sticky load. Groaning Mark continued to slowly pump his cock in and out of my mouth. Little brother really must have been wound up as I didn't think he was ever going to stop cumming. I did my best to swallow it all but I could feel it spilling out around his cock and dripping down my chin and onto my tits. Ohhh I needed to cum so bad!
Finally Mark slid his cock from my mouth and looking down smiled.
"You missed some." He said.
Grabbing my hair he yanked me forward and down to where some of his cum had landed and was dripping down his thigh. I obediently opened my mouth and licked it off.
"Good girl." Mark whispered.
Stepping back Mark reached down and grabbing my shoulders lifted me effortlessly to my feet. Letting my shoulders go Mark stepped back and looking to the left smiled. I followed his gaze and let out a low moan. I could see myself in the mirror standing there topless in just my black skirt my hands tied behind my back. I could even see the drops of cum on my tits. Which speaking of Mark wiped off with his fingers. Without being told I opened my mouth and greedily sucked on his fingers when he put them there.
"Oh please little brother?" I begged. "I need to cum."
Grabbing me Mark pushed me over to his bed until my legs hit the side and shoving me in the back bent me over it. Pushing my skirt over my hips roughly plunged two fingers into my overheated pussy.
"Oh yes!" I groaned.
Because my hands were behind my back my face was turned to the side on the bed and my ass was pushed into the air. I wiggled it back and forth trying to push Mark's fingers in deeper. I was rewarded with a sharp slap across my ass that made me yelp loudly.
"Shhh!" Mark hissed.
"Oh please give it to me little brother. Please let your big sister cum!"
"Oh I'll give it to you." Mark said.
At that I turned my head and saw Mark in the mirror standing behind me he was still hard having never gone down even after I had sucked him off. Removing his fingers Mark immediately drove his huge dick deep into my needy little pussy.
"Oh fuck yeah!" I told him as grabbing my hips he began slamming the shit out of me.
I turned my face into the bed and whimpered into the mattress as Mark drove himself in and out of my pussy with long hard thrusts. Being tied up was driving me crazy! I wanted so badly to reach down and stroke my clit while my brother fucked the shit out of me. I started to whimper and began desperately trying to grind my pussy into the edge of the bed, anything to get off! Finally as Mark continued his relentless assault on my pussy I turned my head and begged;
"Oh please let me cum little brother! Please! Your big sister was a good girl she even cleaned up her mess! Oh please Mark!"
This wasn't a game at this point. I was so frustrated I was whining.
"Fine," Mark said. "If it'll shut you up."
Mark dropped down to his knees and once again drove two of his fingers deep into my sopping wet pussy. I could hear a wet sucking sound as he rapidly pumped them in and out. Sliding his fingers out and using both hands to spread my lips apart Mark buried his tongue into his sister's succulent pussy and started swirling it around inside.
"Ohhh yess! Little brother oh that's what I need!"
As Mark continued to tongue fuck me his finger made its way to my ass and pushed its way into my tight little hole, the one I wouldn't let another man so much as see from that angle. I groaned as he started working it in and out. A minute later his tongue found my clit as one of his fingers slid into my pussy. I gasped as Mark pressed his fingers against each other through the thin flesh between my ass and pussy.
"Ohhh that's soooo nice!" I cooed.
Mark removed his fingers causing me to whimper, but as he began sucking my clit in and out of his mouth his hands slid underneath me and finding my nipples pinched them hard. I let out another loud yelp and Mark pulled away and stood up.
"Christ your loud!" He snapped.
"I'm sorry!" I moaned. "Oh please don't stop Mark please!"
"Oh shut up." Mark said and with no warning yanked my head up by my hair.
As I cried out Mark reached down and grabbing my blouse off the floor shoved the sleeve into my mouth. I gasped as he pushed it in deeper with his fingers then letting my head go went back and got down on his knees behind me. As I laid there stunned Mark's mouth once again found my swollen clit and his hands slid underneath and pinched my nipples so hard that I screamed.



Of course all that could be heard was a muffled sound as I was now not only tied but gagged as well.
"That's better." Mark whispered.
Mark plunged his tongue back into my pussy as he savagely twisted my nipples. I cried out again into the gag and the sound of it was making me even hotter. Mark removed his tongue and started roughly sucking my clit in and out of his mouth. I moaned in mingled pain and pleasure as he was sucking so hard his lips were making smacking noises as my clit came out of his mouth. Mark was also twisting my nipples back and forth in perfect time to his sucking.
My thighs started to tremble and my hips were moving as much as they could. I wanted to beg him not to stop, but couldn't talk around the gag. My whole body tensed as I desperately strained to cum before he decided to tease again. There was no need to worry as Mark was attacking my pussy with his mouth sucking hard and fast. I came screaming into the gag as the incredibly intense orgasm roared through me. I was bent over helpless and couldn't even move my hips, I just lied there squealing, my feet were kicking up and down from the floor as Mark was still holding and squeezing my nipples which were so sore I had tears in my eyes as I came.
I let my face drop into the bed as the last wave of orgasm flowed through my loins. Sensing I was finished Mark stood up and slammed his ten plus inch cock back into my wetter than ever pussy. After several hard thrusts Mark reached forward and grabbing the end of my long black hair pulled my head up from the bed. With his other hand Mark grabbed my wrists and pulled on them as well. I cried out at the pain in both my hair and my shoulders then started screaming into the gag as Mark started ripping into me full force pounding his huge prick in and out as he held me up off the bed.
Oh my god!!! Was all I could think as my brother tore into me. We had played rough a couple of times before this but this was an all out attack! Of course that's not to say I didn't love it, every time I let out a muffled scream into the gag it made me even hotter. I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror; bound and gagged with my hair being pulled and having the shit fucked out of me by my little brother who had a look of absolute lust on his face while he was raping his helpless sister. Oh you sick puppy! I thought as that last image caused my pussy to start dripping around my brother's cock even more.
Mark let go of my hair and wrists to grab my hips and began hammering away at me even harder, at this point my pussy was sore but I was still loving every minute of it.
"Yeah sis you like that?" Mark asked in between gasps for breath. "You like it rough don't you Sis? You like pretending you don't want it you nasty little slut!"
Mark all but moaned out that last part as his own orgasm approached knowing he was close I changed the pitch of my screams in a more shrill desperate sound and started sobbing rather than screaming. Mark gave me a couple of more incredible thrusts that made me think he was going split me in two and with that adorable whimper he always made at the last moment came hard spraying the inside of my pussy with another huge load of his hot cum. My little brother was the only man I had ever let cum inside of me and I moaned at how good it felt.
Mark all but collapsed onto the bed and laid there panting for a minute before rolling over and after pulling the shirt from my mouth quickly undid my wrists.
"Oh my god!" I gasped.
Mark was lying on his back next to me and with an effort I rolled over next to him.
"Holy shit little brother!" I told him. "You are a sick little puppy you know that?"
Mark gave me a tired smile;
"Sorry sis was that too much?'
"I didn't say that," I answered. "But let's just say I owe you one." I laughed as another sick thought occurred to me; "Imagine my father walking in on that."
"Christ Meg don't even joke like that." Mark said.
We were quiet for a few minutes and as I rolled over onto my side to face Mark I noticed my brother finally looked more like his old self. He had lost that crazy look in his eyes and was definitely not tense anymore. I also found myself settling down from the rush of the evening and that all out sexual assault I had just endured.
"Damn," I said again as I tried to move and winced from the pain in my shoulders. "You really do owe me for that."
"Yeah?" Mark asked. "Well how about I make it up to you now?"
With that Mark stood up and taking my hand pulled me to my feet. I groaned at the effort but smiled as Mark led me into the bathroom. Mark turned the shower on then turning bent down to slip my skirt off then after checking the water held the curtain aside for me to step in then got in behind me.
As I stood there in the hot steamy water, Mark, starting on his knees at my feet and using a soft wash cloth soaped and rinsed my entire body. I winced and let out a sharp breath as his hands went over my sore nipples but aside from that this felt absolutely amazing. When he was finished he grabbed the shampoo and as I leaned into him, totally relaxed, my brother shampooed my hair taking his time massaging my scalp.
When he had rinsed my hair Mark stepped in front of me and started to wash himself but I took the cloth from him and getting down on my knees returned the favor. I took my time fully enjoying his hard body especially his cock which after a few stokes of my soapy hand was hard again. As good as it felt however there was no way I could handle anymore right now and Mark didn't seem to mind as my hand left his cock and went up his chest and shoulders.
When I was done washing him I went to get out but Mark turned me around to face him and wrapping his arms around me kissed me. Of course Mark and I had kissed many times but this one seemed different, it was longer and softer, less passionate and more loving. I returned it enjoying not only the feeling of his lips, but the steam and hot water of the shower, as well as the feeling of our wet bodies pressed together.
Mark broke the kiss and for a moment we looked into each other's eyes. My brother smiled at me and whispered;
"You really are the most beautiful woman I've ever seen Megan."
I put my head down as I could feel myself blushing. Once again it was not lost upon me that it probably wasn't natural to go from that rough to that sweet so quickly but then again was there really anything natural about fucking your brother?
Mark stepped out and held a towel out for me. I sighed contentedly as my brother gently patted me dry then giggled like a little girl as he picked me up and carrying me into his room lied me down on his bed. After putting out all but two of the candles Mark slid under the sheet next to me. He had lied on his back and I rolled over and put my head on his chest. I sighed again and laid there enjoying how good this felt then propping myself up on my elbow looked at Mark. His eyes were half open well honestly at this point his left was pretty much swollen closed.
"Mark?"
"Hmmm?"
"Are you okay little brother?"
"Yeah why?"
"I..." I paused then just put it out there. "I was scared for you tonight Mark."
"Oh please," Mark said. "Jack's a joke guy, couldn't hurt me if I let him." He laughed softly.
"Oh yeah I did didn't I?"
"That's not funny Mark." I told him. "I wasn't scared he was going to hurt you. I mean you scared me with what you did."
"Oh come one Meg the guy..."
"Mark listen to me." I began as I rested my chin on his chest so we were looking into each other's eyes. "I was fine with you smacking him around he deserved it, but Mark what you did to him I mean you broke his fucking jaw Mark! On purpose!"
"Megan look..."
"Mark please be careful." I told him as I spoke I reached down and took his hand. "You don't know what you're capable of and I don't want to find out." I put my head down and whispered;
"Please don't make my Dad right."
"I'm fine Megan." Mark replied with a bit of a tone.
'I'm just worried about you little brother. You need to watch out."
"Oh really?" Mark asked. "And what about you Meg? You think because the folks don't know you and Betty are drinking every other day that it doesn't count? Trust me you need to take care of you not worry about me."
I was quiet at that. He was right of course. I had gotten nowhere near as out of control as I had a few times before but I was still drinking more than I should. After a minute I looked at Mark and I could see the concern in his eyes, he hadn't said it to be a jerk. He loved his sister and wanted me to be okay.
"Tell you what little brother we'll take care of each other for each other how's that?"
Mark smiled and bending his neck kissed the top of my head.
"Sounds good to me Megan, you're all I have you know?"
"Not true little brother, Mom loves you and I know you think Dad doesn't but he cares." I stopped there not wanting to say anything about Krissy.
Mark was quiet and after a couple of minutes I rolled over onto my side and as he always did Mark rolled up behind me and put his arm around my waist. I sighed and closed my eyes went right out. A few minutes later Mark woke me up.
"Meg?"
"What is it Mark?" I asked sleepily.
"I...I lost Krissy didn't I?"
I hesitated then answered;
"You don't know Mark, give it a few days."
"Denise said she's afraid if me. It's over, she hates me Megan."
I rolled over onto my side to face him.
"I'm sure she doesn't Mark."
My brother looked at me and his eyes started to fill up. He whispered;
"She's the only person besides you and Denise that ever said she loved me, and I screwed up Megan I..." he stopped and put his head down.
"Oh Mark," I said softly. I pushed up a little further on the pillows and said;
"Hey little brother."
When Mark looked up I put my arms out.
He hesitated and I tapped the spot on my chest between my tits.
"Come here little brother."
Mark slid over and placed his head on my chest. I wrapped my arms around him and started stroking his hair.
"It's okay baby," I said softly in his ear. "You just lie there and let your big sister make it all better okay?"
Mark nodded and sighed into my chest. After a few minutes of playing with his hair I felt his body relax and knew he was asleep. I closed my eyes but stayed awake a little longer. I felt bad for my brother losing Krissy, but as much as I didn't want to see him heartbroken it was not lost upon me that if she were gone then there would be many more nights like this. I had told my brother months ago that jealousy was an ugly emotion. Truth be told I was never jealous of the fact that Mark had sex with Krissy it was sharing this that had bothered me; I wanted to be the only one who saw this sweet vulnerable side of my brother, the only one that he held and loved.
Let Krissy move on; she was a pretty girl who was sweet and loyal and would have no problem finding someone who would make her happy, in the meantime my beautiful little brother belonged right here in his loving big sisters arms.
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I awoke to the sexy sound of rain outside my bedroom window and the even sexier feeling of my brother's naked body curled up close behind me; his arm around my waist holding me tightly to him as he slept. I smiled as I lied there listening to both the rain and Mark's slow steady breathing in my ear. As always my brother's face was nuzzled into my neck; I couldn't imagine anything better than this.
My eyes slid over to the alarm clock and saw that it was eight which brought another smile to my face. Mark never used to sleep past seven, but the last three weeks or so he had been sleeping later and later. Of course the fact that every one of those nights had been spent in his big sister's bed might just have a little something to do with it. Since a couple of nights after the fight with Jack, which had caused his break up with Krissy, my little brother had found himself quite lonely and in need of his sister's affection. Needless to say being the unselfish giver that I am I was more than happy to oblige.
Okay so maybe my attention wasn't what he had always been looking for. Maybe a few of those times Mark might have just been looking for someone to talk to about Krissy, whom he still seemed to think might take him back, but whenever Mark would bring her up I would put my finger to his lips, my lips around his cock and nothing else would matter after that. I have to say that although I had been the one to make the rule that we "weren't for all the time" back when Mark and I had first started fucking-hard to believe almost a year ago- I was loving every minute of this!
The timing couldn't have been better as lately with the exception of my time with my brother things had not been going well to say the least. My parents finding out about my drinking as well as hiding my stupid relationship with Jack had led to them not trusting me and questioning everywhere I went, who I was with, and what I was doing. I had spent well over a month with no car, or phone before I had blown up and told my father I was not a little kid anymore.
Dad's response had been when I stopped lying like one then he wouldn't treat me like one. My father had also thrown in the "You can't lie to me, I'll always know." I think the fact that my brother and I were lying naked in my bed at this very moment disproved that theory. On that note however I had found myself at times feeling guilty about how I had lied to and played my father. I had to of course; my brother's future had depended on it, not to mention the fact I had made the mess in the first place.
Still my Dad had been so good to me over the years and to manipulate him like that bothered me in those moments when it seemed that everything did as well I felt empty and alone as if I were less than everyone else around me. Those moments were coming more and more frequently lately. Sometimes they were brief and I could simply shake them off, but other times I would stay in that melancholy mood for days. When I was in these "funks" as Mark called them the only thing that made me feel better was the safe haven of my brother's arms or the soothing effect of alcohol.
These mini depressions of mine had also caught up with me at school, which had led to the latest look of disappointment on my parents faces. My last semester's grades had slipped badly and I wasn't off to a great start with this one. In typical fashion Mom had expressed concern asking what was wrong? Could they help? Dad of course was just angry telling me I was partying too much and not taking it seriously because it was his money. I had replied with a shrug saying that I could just quit and save him the next year and a half's tuition.
I had just come home from Vinnie's and was still wearing my uniform. Pointing at my shirt Dad asked if I liked my name tag because I'd be wearing one for the rest of my life if I quit. I told him I didn't need a diploma to paint. The conversation ended with Dad telling me how disgusted he was with me lately which had sent me into tears. Mom had come upstairs later and talked to me telling me that she knew I was struggling and that maybe it was time to start seeing my councilor weekly.
With an effort I stopped that train of thought. It was a sexy rainy Saturday morning that not only was starting in my brother's arms but I already knew would end there as well. On Saturdays Mark worked at Mitch's from six to midnight and I planned on being there for a good part of that time. As despite what my "You can't lie to me" father thought I was still getting more than enough of both my brother and liquor, and at the same time as Mark had become the new hot bartender that was taking care of me.
Unlike Jack however Mark was more than happy to serve all of his sister's needs rather than worry about his own. I found it funny that Mark didn't seem to mind me drinking as long as it was with him. I had mentioned it to him a couple of weeks ago asking him what the difference was as he seemed worried if I drank anywhere else. Mark had replied that it was because he knew who I would be going home with when I was with him. As I lied there I already began to look forward to late tonight when we would come home and wondered what tonight's game would be.
The Game.
Just the thought of it was enough to get my nipples hard and my pussy wet. The Game is what my brother and I called the rough sex sessions that he had started by holding me down that day at the hotel. The sex had always been pretty raunchy but now the two of us would go above and beyond to control, degrade and do as we pleased to the other. In the beginning it was spontaneous; one of us would just suddenly take control and the other fall into line, however the last couple of weeks Mark had come up with the idea of taking turns.
I have to admit it was a hell of an idea. We only played the game on Fridays and Saturdays as we got in so late there was no chance of the folks coming upstairs and lately Mom had been making Dad take her out on those nights and well maybe they were playing their own games.
So Friday's were mine and Saturday was Mark's. Knowing in advance would have me wet all day Friday as I planned on what I would make my brother do to please his nasty big sister, and I have to say the same was true on Saturday as I spent all day knowing that little brother was going to force me to have sex with him.
The two of us were definitely evolving sexually. I found the control to be an amazing turn on. I would spend my nights teasing my brother, giving it to him and taking it away, making him beg for it. Making him get me off over and over again and not give him anything until the very end and only if he properly thanked me, if he didn't he would have to make me cum again. Last weekend I had set the alarm and told him that he would have to lick my pussy for a full hour without making me cum and if he slipped and I did cum he would get nothing.
Mark made it 45 minutes before I slipped over the edge and came in his face. I then told him that since he screwed up the only way he was getting off was to jerk off on my feet. After he did I rolled over and told him good night. Mark begged for more and I told him no and go to sleep. I lied there smiling and wet for over a half an hour listening to him all but whimper next to me because he was going to bed without .Finally I caved and after making him get me off with my vibrator rolled over and let him start fucking me doggy style.
He had just started when I glanced at the clock and told him he had three minutes before I took it away again. Mark had said he had already cum and couldn't again that fast. I told him he could have three or nothing. At that point my brother reared back and began fucking the shit out of me. As I moaned from the pounding my pussy was getting my eyes never left the clock and I called out each minute that went by. After I told him he had a minute Mark not only started going faster but began making little whimpering noises as he raced to cum. I cheated and announced the clock turning before it actually did and reveled in Mark's last desperate pumps. I was just going to tell him to stop when I felt his hot cum begin to paint the inside of my pussy. The biggest turn on was the noise my brother made as he came; more of a sound of relief than pleasure.
My brother had his revenge on me the next night. We started by him bending me over the bed and fucking the shit out of me. Mark came fairly quickly, by yanking me down to my knees and spraying his sticky load all over my face. That's when the fun for my little brother really started. First I wasn't allowed to wipe the cum off of my face, I had to leave it there while he lied on his back and told me to lie between his legs.
Mark had told me to blow him, no teasing or playing just take it deep and suck like the dirty fucking whore I was. It took awhile as he had just gotten off and when he finally did cum in my mouth I started to try to move but he held me there and told me to start over. I started to tell him he was crazy that it would take forever. I then found myself rolled over on my back, hands tied to the bed posts and my brother straddling my face and fucking my mouth. I laid there helpless and all but gagging on the ten inches of cock that was being repeatedly shoved down my throat At one point Mark had slid up further and was literally doing pushups into my face which as harsh as it was it had my pussy dripping watching him flex over me.
Finally Mark reversed himself putting us into a sixty nine and started licking my swollen clit as he continued to fuck my now aching mouth. I began to whimper and moan around his cock, partly because I needed to cum but mostly because I desperately wanted him to. They say be careful for what you wish for as at that moment Mark began to get close and started pounding my face even harder. I could barely breathe at the point and was afraid of retching but at the same time Mark had started sucking on my clit. Just as I felt the first shot of cum down my throat he rammed his finger into my ass which sent me over the edge and my own hips bucking into his face. I had spent the next day with an aching jaw and a sore throat, but the only thing that had mattered was how I would get even, which had been last night.
At that thought I smiled again and my eyes shifted to my bedpost where one of my black stockings was still tied. Last night I had tied my brother to the bed by his wrists and ankles and after riding his face until I came, spent the next hour, stroking, sucking and riding his cock until his thighs were trembling and he was begging his sister to cum. Every time he got close I would stop and make him suck me off again. I also added the twist of making him refer to me as mistress, which was something I had seen in porn once.
When Mark would slip and say my name I would stop playing with him or bite or twist his nipples hard enough to get him to cry out. The best however was when I had reached down to the cooler I had hidden under the bed and removing the icepack from it placed it on his balls and left it there while I made him suck on my clit. Despite it being my third orgasm of the night I came quick listening to Mark's whimpers and feeling his body writhing underneath me as he tried desperately to pull away from the cold pack between his legs.
After I had cum I got up kissed him good night and went into his room to go to sleep. I let him stew for a good half hour then went back in. I spent another good half hour teasing the shit out of Mark with my mouth and pussy, he finally begged so pathetically asking his Mistress if he could please cum with that adorable little whimper of his that I hopped on and rode him until he filled his sister's pussy with what felt like the biggest load he had ever shot. So much that as I pulled his cock out some of it spilled down my thighs and onto his.
Now lying hear on this lazy Saturday morning I found myself wondering what my beautiful little brother had in store for his mean big sister. Whatever it was it would be rough. Where I enjoyed teasing and controlling Mark was into rape fantasies, all but tearing me apart and making me beg him to stop. I still found it slightly disturbing that having endured two years of abuse as a child that I could get off on Mark taking me in that way. I mean Greg had been bitten for just grabbing me and I had all but had a breakdown when Jack had fucked me doggy style a few weeks back and I had known damn well neither was out to hurt me.
Maybe it was the trust and love I had for my brother that allowed me to be okay with him giving it to me that way whereas I couldn't even handle another man being that close to my ass. After what Frank had done to me repeatedly I couldn't have anyone besides my brother even close to that spot. My past was certainly the gift that kept on giving and not just for me as the only time our game had gone bad was a couple of weeks ago when I had discovered my brother had his own dark trigger.
We had been playing in his room and I'd had him tied to his bed. I had been going back and forth with him telling him he wasn't behaving and certainly wasn't worth his big sister's pussy. I had teased him to the point where Mark started to really complain which was fine with me, as that's what I had been hoping for. Smiling down at him I told him that I was getting pretty sick of hearing his bullshit and, as he had done to me previously, stuck a sock into his mouth.
Mark lost it. He began screaming into the gag and he thrashed so hard he knocked me off the top of him. I caught myself before I fell off the bed and tried to put my hands on his chest to get him to stop moving so I could untie him. At that point with a burst of strength fueled by fear Mark wrenched his arms so hard that he snapped the wooden slots off of his headboard and sat up so violently I was tossed onto the floor.
I jumped up in time to see Mark; with the pieces of wood still dangling from his wrists tearing the gag from his mouth. As soon as it was out he began sobbing, and begging, saying he promised to be quiet; that he wouldn't make any more noise. I immediately went to him and put my arms around him holding him as he had done for me. Mark buried his head into my neck and continued to sob, these were not simple tears, he was balling like a baby and his entire body was trembling in fear. At this point I was afraid for him and understood how tough it must have been for him when I had freaked out a few weeks back.
I held him tight and just kept telling him that his big sister was there for him and nothing was going to happen to him ever again. At one point I was afraid he wasn't going to calm down and I was wondering how the hell I would get him dressed and explain the broken bed if I had to get Mom up there. Eventually however Mark regained control of himself and after I untied his wrists we laid down on his bed. I then listened horrified as Mark told me how bad it had been with Max, how in addition to the beatings for "making too much noise" Max on several occasions tied Mark's hands, gagged him and left him in a dark closet for hours until he learned how to be a "quiet little rat".
I had always known my brother was afraid of the dark but had never wanted to ask why. The gag however had even caught him by surprise, he knew I wasn't going to hurt him but the second I had done put it in his mouth all those memories had come flooding back. I unfortunately could identify all too well. As we laid there I remembered Mom using the term broken and how it was starting to sound more and more appropriate. When Mark had finished talking he put his head down embarrassed at how he had acted.
I told him no worries he'd put up with enough of my drama. After a few more minutes of him looking uncomfortable I pushed him onto his back and starting at his lips kissed my way down to his cock. After getting him nice and hard I slid up and took him for a nice long ride that made him forget about everything except his hot sister and her insatiable pussy.
Speaking of my always needy little pussy; my replaying of some our recent games had gotten me to the dripping stage and I was about ready to roll over when, as if right on cue, Mark placed a gentle kiss on the inside of my neck. A moment later I felt him move the hair from the back of my neck and kiss me there. As he did his hand moved from my waist and using just his finger tips Mark slowly slid his hand across my soft stomach, up between my tits then gently brushed my left nipple before making his way back down the length of body to just above my pussy.
My brother's hand stopped there and repeated the trip up this time catching my right nipple. I made a happy little noise and wiggled my bare ass into my brothers rapidly hardening cock. Once again Mark's hand made it down to the very tip of my pussy and went back up. Part of me wanted to grab his wrist and shove his hand down there, but I decided to just lie there and let my little brother take his time and enjoy his big sister's body.
Mark slid his other hand underneath me where it found quickly found my right nipple. Rather than pinch or play with it he traced slow teasing circles across it, all the while his other hand continued its slow journey up and down my chest and stomach. I sighed contentedly and closed my eyes as my brother's hands roamed my body. Mark's left hand found my other nipple and he started playing with both as his mouth once again found my neck.
"Hmmm that's nice little brother." I whispered.
As his right hand continued with my nipple Mark's left trailed down and slid teasingly around my pussy to fondle my thigh. I made a whimpering noise and Mark let out an adorable little laugh in my ear before slipping his fingers into his sister's warm wet pussy. Mark slowly worked his fingers in and out several times then adding his thumb to my clit started picking up the pace. I started grinding my hips moving them forward into his fingers then backwards to push my ass back into his dripping hard cock.
I made a sound of protest as my brother slid his fingers out of my pussy, but it quickly changed to a soft moan as, lifting my thigh so that my leg rested over his, Mark slid his huge cock into my more than willing pussy. As Mark started fucking me with nice slow steady strokes his thumb once again found my clit and started rubbing it in equally slow circles. Mark's right hand was still working my nipple and after moaning in pleasure I turned my head to the side where my lips were met by Mark's.
We kissed long and slow moaning into each other's mouths as my brother slowly worked my body with his talented fingers and amazing cock. I broke the kiss and whispered;
"Look at you taking good care of your big sister's hot little pussy." I paused to yelp as Mark gave me one good hard thrust before resuming his slow steady pace. "Oh you are a bad boy aren't you little brother?"
"I'm your bad boy." He said softly in my ear.
I moaned out loud to that. My bad boy! Oh that's right I thought no more sharing with Krissy! All this was all mine!
"Oh please fuck me faster Mark." I told him as I started pumping my hips into his cock.
Slow and easy was one thing but after that last comment Mark had made this nasty girl need to cum very badly so her little brother could fuck her nice and hard and claim what was his! As always Mark followed directions well, speeding his thumb up on my clit he began slamming his cock deep into my pussy. I started letting out little whimpers as every thrust brought me one step closer to orgasm. I turned my head and once again was greeted by my brother's soft lips. We kissed harder and faster this time. Feeling my thighs begin to tremble Mark drove his cock into me even harder at the same time he pushed down harder on my clit and gave my right nipple a hard pinch.



I pulled my mouth from my brother's and burying my face in his neck let out a series of barely suppressed squeals as my orgasm flowed through my body causing my pussy to contract around my brother's thick cock and causing him to moan as well. Mark continued to stroke my clit and squeeze my nipple, making sure that his sister came long and hard. I finished with a long shuddering moan and slumped back into Mark's chest.
"Damn, little brother." I groaned as he continued to fuck me.
"Yeah you like that sis?" He asked in my ear as he started fucking me harder.
"Like it? Tell you what little brother you can have it anyway you want it right now."
I reached down and grabbing the base of my brother's cock began jerking it off into my pussy as he fucked me.
"Ohhh," Mark moaned. "Oh I love when you do that."
"I mean it little brother anyway you want it this morning! You want me on my back? My knees? You want me to suck you off? Just take it little brother!"
"Sounds good to me!"
As Mark spoke he pushed me onto my stomach and rolling over on top of me slid his arms underneath mine and lying on my back propped up on his elbows started pumping his hips into me hard and fast.
"Oooh that's so fucking deep!" I gasped.
This was an odd position but a nice one, Mark couldn't fuck me as hard as he could doggy style but the angle seemed just as deep and I enjoyed feeling his body on top of mine. Mark had stretched his arms all the way out and reaching out my hands found his and linking my fingers through his held them tightly as he thrust his massive cock in and out of my sopping wet pussy. My brother wasn't going slow but he wasn't fucking the shit out of me either and I found the pace quite enjoyable. My legs were stretched out as well so I was pretty much just lying relaxed on the bed as Mark had his way with me.
My brother's face was just behind my ear and I could hear him moan with every thrust.
"Go ahead little brother." I said softly. "Take it. It's all yours."
Mark moaned louder and started fucking me harder and faster.
"Yeah you like me telling you that?" I asked. "That your sister's pussy belongs to you? It does you know, any time any way little brother." I paused to squeal as Mark really started driving himself into me.
"Yeah that's right Mark go ahead and give it to me! Claim your sister's pussy! Make it yours just go and... ohhh yeah!"
My brother's cock exploded into my pussy; sending his warm sticky cum deep up inside of me where I loved it the most. Mark continued to give me long slow strokes as he emptied himself into my greedy little pussy, as he did he let his weight go and was breathing heavy directly into my ear. When he finished I clenched my pussy around his cock several times milking him and making him groan in pleasure.
"There you go baby." I whispered. "You give your sister every last drop."
We both sighed and Mark kissed the back of my neck before rolling off of me and lying on his side. I turned over on mine so that we were facing each other and smiled at him.
"Damn that was nice little brother."
"Yeah, even though you were mean to me last night. " He said grinning.
"Oh please," I told him. "You're the one that left my ass so red last week I couldn't sit at work."
Mark smiled and laughed. I smiled back at him. Our faces were only a foot or so apart and at the moment his multicolored eyes had shifted to the greenish shade that I liked best. I shook my head and told him;
"Little brother you do have the most beautiful eyes I've ever seen."
Mark smiled shyly and put his head down but not before I saw he was blushing. How damn cute! I thought and that shy little smile the one that no one else ever got to see.
"I love that smile." I told him laughing.
"And I love that laugh." Mark said looking back up at me.
Our eyes met and I stopped laughing. As we stared into each other's eyes I felt as if something was different between us. It was if I somehow felt even closer to Mark than I had before. Mark was looking at me oddly as if he felt it to. I wanted to make a joke or say something but found myself speechless, just lost in my brother's gaze. After a moment that seemed like an eternity Mark leaned forward, his lips parted to meet mine.
I felt my heart start to race but didn't understand why it's not like I hadn't kissed my brother before. Hell we had just made out while we were having sex a few minutes ago. As Mark lowered his head down to mine and his hand slid up behind my hair I turned my head to the side my own lips parted but rather than meet him halfway I closed my eyes and waited. I felt my brother's lips brush softly against mine and rather than lock into a kiss he slid his mouth lightly across mine teasing my lips with his.
"Kiss me." I whispered against his lips.
Mark kissed me twice; once so lightly that I barely felt it the second one wasn't much firmer but was amazing. It started with our lips barely touching then with each small kiss Mark pressed his mouth more firmly to mine. My heart was pounding and I realized I had goose bumps. We continued to kiss at that pace no rush no hurry just enjoying the moment. Was this how he had kissed Krissy I wondered, if it was she was even luckier than I had thought.
Finally after what seemed an eternity Mark broke the kiss and we opened our eyes. My brother had a strange look on his face and I had a feeling I did as well. Once again I found myself speechless but Mark still holding the back of my head whispered;
"You're so beautiful Megan."
This time it was me that blushed. I felt nervous and excited as if I had just been kissed for the first time, as if Mark wasn't my brother that I shouldn't even be with but more like a... boyfriend? No that was wrong Mark and I were forbidden lover's we weren't in love we couldn't be, it could never work. I looked at Mark, unsure of what to say or how to react, I mean what had just happened?
The two of us jumped at the sound of the hall way door banging and I could hear the heavy steps of my father coming up the stairs. Mark quickly hopped out of my bed and grabbing his pants gave me a quick kiss on the forehead and cutting through the bathroom went into his room. A moment later I heard Dad knock on his door and ask him if he could come downstairs and give him a hand moving some junk in the garage.
I got out of bed and figured since I had a few hours before work that I would do some painting. A few weeks ago Dad had surprised me by converting the small attic space into a studio for me, even running some pipes so I could have a sink and adding fluorescent light fixtures. This of course was before he had found out about my grades and had become another thing that I apparently didn't appreciate. Tossing on one of the ratty old night shirts I kept just for painting. I went out into the hallway and reaching up pulled the rope that brought the attic stairs down.
"Come on Mark you don't have to be pretty to move a damn fridge!"
I turned to see Dad leaning against the wall outside of Mark's room waiting for him. Dad looked over at me.
"Hey Dad." I said simply.
"Morning Megan." Dad replied.
We looked at each other for a moment, as little as a couple of weeks ago our good morning always consisted of my kissing him on the cheek and dad telling me I was getting to old to do that but then following it up with he would never complain about it. Now however it seemed we were barely on speaking terms. I gave him a forced smile then started climbing the ladder to go up to the attic.
"Hey Megan?" Dad called.
I shook my head. Ever since our last argument I didn't even get "hon" anymore, it was first name basis. Hell dad had been nicer to Mark the last couple of weeks.
"Yes dad?"
"If you're going to be climbing the ladder you should be wearing pants."
I glanced down and realized that my black panties were showing. Good thing I had decided to put underwear on I thought.
"Sorry I didn't think anyone here was interested in my ass." I told him.
"Don't get smart Megan it's about respect, you remember that word right?"
"Yes sir sorry sir." I replied. "Would you like me to change?"
Dad rolled his eyes and shook his head. I started to head up when he stopped me again.
"What are you doing today?"
"I have work from one to seven."
"And after that?"
I bit my tongue and spoke as calmly as I could;
"I was going to see if Betty was around but if not I might keep Mark company at Mitch's."
"I don't think you should be hanging around at a bar Megan you don't need the temptation."
"My brother's the bartender; you think he'd get me drunk?" Before Dad could reply I added;
"Besides Mom said I can go as long as Mark's there, I mean Christ he doesn't even let guys talk to me let alone give me drinks."
Dad looked as if he wanted to keep it going but sighed and said;
"You're right Mark wouldn't let you get into trouble."
So much for can't lie to me I thought again.
"Who knows," Dad continued, "If you hang around with him long enough maybe you'll see what he's been doing right."
That was a shot and I wasn't going to ignore it, but just as I was ready to reply Mark came out of his room. I could tell by the look on his face he had been listening and had come out to stop things from going downhill.
"Well if it ain't the good kid." I said giving Mark a fairly convincing dirty look.
"Well good morning to you too sis." My brother replied.
Ignoring him I started up the ladder when I had gotten to the top I heard Mark call;
"Hey Meg?" "What Mark?" I asked as I looked down at him and Dad.
"Put some pants on will you?"
Trying hard to keep a straight face I looked away and was going to go up, but when I head dad laugh I looked back down and said;
"Hey you two!"
When they looked up I reached down and pulling my shirt up over my hips slapped my ass with the other hand and said;
"If you don't like it don't look!"
My father yelled something but I quickly scooted up the last couple of rungs and after pulling the stairs up behind me also pulled the drawstring up so no one could come up. I could hear dad yelling my name so I went over and turned the radio on and cranked it. After a couple of minutes, during which I stood there stewing about how my father had just ruined a beautiful morning, I turned the radio down low and walking back to the stairs let the string back down so it wouldn't look like I was hiding anything.
Going over to the small fridge Dad had put up there I grabbed a yogurt and a banana and sitting down on the stool looked at my latest painting as I ate. Once again my brother and I were the subjects but unlike the other this one was full size and it was just us. Taking an 8x10 of each of our faces I had cut them in half and taped them together so it was the right side of my face and the left of Mark's.
I had spent the last two weeks painting that image and when it was finished was once again amazed at our resemblance, with the exception of Mark's eye color and darker skin tone we're all but identical. I had shown Mark who had rolled his eyes and complained that he didn't want to look that pretty so I had painted in the five o clock shadow look he had been sporting lately to make him happy.
Once our faces were finished I had drawn a jagged crack down the middle as if it were a broken picture frame. Putting the empty yogurt container down I opened up a couple of bottles of paint and spent a half hour or so touching up our eyes, lips and also added some depth to the crack. When I was finished I sat back and using red paint wrote the title at the bottom right corner;
Broken.
Once again signing Decosta at the bottom with a sharpie I sat back and looked at the painting. I was going to use it at the next showing at school. As I stared at my brother's side of the painting I thought back to what had just happened between us. Mark had felt it as well, I knew he had. Question was what exactly was it? I loved my brother with all my heart but it was as my brother. Or was it? After all we had been separated for years so maybe it was different.
On that note maybe it wasn't the fact that Mark was my brother that made me trust him enough to do all the things I couldn't with other guy's, maybe it was an emotion other than trust. My mind now spinning I kept coming back to how damn good Mark felt in bed, not just the sex but the way he held me. It was the kind of stuff you read about in those shitty romance novels. Could there be something between us? Even if there was what could we do about it? Everyone knew we were brother and sister and the folks! They would know I had lied and...
I stopped my mind from racing. I really didn't know for sure what was going on. After all maybe this morning was just some kind of fluke. Mark missed Krissy and the affection she had shown him and I... well I had never had it and desperately wanted it. Maybe as usual we were just giving the other what we thought they wanted. Then again I thought as I shifted my gaze from Mark's face to the jagged crack. What if we really were two broken halves to the same whole? What if our hearts fit together the way I had painted our faces?
Closing my eyes I envisioned my brother's face inches from my own, his lips parted and those amazing eyes staring longingly into my own. In my mind my brother spoke the words no man had ever said to me;
"I love you Megan." That's right he would say my name not Sis or my sister but Megan.
Still with my eyes closed and feeling kind of stupid but unable to help myself I whispered the response that I so badly wanted to say to someone;
"I love you too Mark."
I have to say I liked how it sounded.
*
Note from the author; Once again thank you to everyone who is still following and commenting on this series! To address the question I am hearing more and more with each chapter I am going back to the present shortly. You are reading 18 and 23 will bring us back to the here and now and Megan's dilemma of whether or not to accept Mark as her elusive "One". Also revealed will be why Doug now hates Mark as well as Megan's last days as an addict, how her engagement ended as well as the night that she and Mark are not supposed to ever bring up.
Trust me I am well aware that I have probably spent too much time in the past however I always saw this as a 3 part series with the past being part 2 and the finale as part 3. A big part of what I am trying to show is why M/M have not been a couple their entire lives as many people have asked me. Also please keep in mind that I plan on self publishing this series at the beginning of next year and am putting all of this up for feedback to see what to keep or not to keep. In the end for those of you who are unhappy with how much time I am spending getting back to the present please keep two things in mind:
One; that many of the small seemingly meaningless things I have mentioned will play into the end of the series and two; I am an amateur writer who is not getting paid for this I am doing the best I can with no experience whatsoever to fulfill a dream of finishing a novel. Having said that once again thank you to those who continue to support me and for those who have lost patience all I can say is you will miss out on a hell of an ending.
One final note; mixed in between chapter 23 and 24 will be a one shot story; Siblings with Benefits Lex Talionis which will chronicle the oft mentioned showdown between Mark and his abusive foster father Max. It will be pretty long and will go under novels/novellas and although there will be several sexual encounters it is a very story driven look at Mark and his inner demons. The story will also carry a warning for graphic violence. The end will not be pretty and honestly the entire thing will really only appeal to true fans of the series. Once again several minor things in it will feature into the very last chapters.
As always thank you for your comments good bad or indifferent I take them all seriously and reply to all that send a return e-mail. Sincerely Mike (Lovecraft68)
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Note from the author:
I would like to extend an apology to all those following this series. I made a huge mistake at the end of Chapter 18. The authors note was somehow submitted without the opening paragraph and doesn't even say it's an author's note. Not only that but where it starts honestly sounds kind of rude. I have put up an edited version but by the time it is up most of you will have read it. So I am submitting this chapter early. I have once again left the note at the end of this chapter however it is the complete version. I just wanted to take the time to apologize if the partial note came across the wrong way last chapter. As always thank you for your continued support. Lovecraft68
*
It was Saturday night and I was sitting at the bar at Mitch's feeling pretty damn good. I was dressed to kill, had a drink in my hand, money in my pocket and the beginning of a really good buzz. All of this was only a small part of why I was feeling so good; it had been one hell of a week and all in all March had been a damn good month. Granted it hadn't started off that way as needless to say after the fight with Jack I had lost my job at Vinnie's.
I have to say I wasn't surprised but was still upset. It was the only job I had ever had; I had been there almost five years, never mind that between my pretty face, big smile and of course long legs I did quite well there in tips. Vinnie had been smart he did nothing right away but about two weeks after the fight called me into his office and said they were cutting back and I had to go.
Even though I had expected it I still fought it telling him that I had seniority over most of the other waitresses. Vinnie tried another line and I told him to just admit it; that I was being let go because of his piece of shit nephew. I had said it just like that and have to say I was a bit taken aback by my tone. I generally had the reputation of being a very sweet girl and it wasn't an act. I mean I had my share of issues but never let them affect my attitude towards other people, but lately I had been getting pretty fed up with other people's bullshit.
Vinnie sighed and told me I was right; it was over Jack, he would be coming back to work next week and he couldn't chance any more trouble. I nodded and said I understood; the former ex-con asshole that gave drinks to underage girls and punched her eighteen year old brother in the face could stay but his best waitress had to go. Vinnie reminded me that I was happy to take the drinks and my animal of a brother was no regular 18 year old. He then added that he was sorry and if I needed a reference he would help.
Shaking my head I told him thanks for nothing, to go fuck himself and that it was too bad Mark hadn't broken Jack's neck instead of his jaw. I then added that I hoped the board of health showed up and shut him down and that I would tell all my regulars that they should stay away from the place and go eat somewhere else, somewhere they didn't employ convicts.
I had said all this quickly and with more animosity than I had thought I was capable of. I also have to say it felt damn good. I heard Mark in my head talking about how Levay's children were true to themselves and spoke their mind; well that's what I had done, of course I'm sure that the pint of Southern Comfort that I had shared with Betty before I met with Vinnie had done some of that talking as well.
Within a week of Vinnie telling people I had been let go one of my regulars, who was an assistant manager at Sears, asked me if I wanted to work for him running the cosmetics counter. I hardly wore any make up and didn't know anything about it, but needed a job as I had already heard a rash of shit from dad about how losing my job was yet another sign of my downhill trend. I had started three weeks ago and had to say I didn't have much hope for it but to my surprise I was damn good at it.
My first week I worked with the girl who was leaving, she tried to teach me the ins and outs of how to make people up, which colors for which skin types and how you determined that. I sat there lost but as I watched her realized that putting on makeup was just like painting. Keeping that in mind I started envisioning each woman's face as an unfinished painting and what colors would I use to make them look good. The girl who was training me rolled her eyes at that theory but when I started doing it the results were amazing.
Every woman I worked with raved about how good my choices were and how no one else had suggested those tones or colors. I even started experimenting with the blushes, taking two or three shades and blending them together to make a completely new shade. The beauty of this was the new color obviously wasn't available on its own, so if the client liked it they would have to pay for all three and I would show them how to mix it. Seeing the job involved commision I was already making more money than I had at Vinnie's. Not only that but the hours were better with no late nights and I got to dress nice every day.
Even better than that however was the showing at Risd last Saturday. Not only had my "Broken" portrait gotten rave reviews and an A, that would be a third of the semesters grade, but Mark's rich friend Alex showed up bringing with him the friend he had told me about. After looking through my portfolio Warner's friend, who ran a small gallery in New York asked me if I would be willing to sell one of my paintings for $500. The one that he wanted; featured a wealthy man in a suit surrounded by treasure on his knees in tears begging the huge demonic figure who was standing in front of him holding a contract in one hand and set of chains in the other. Behind him was an open portal leading to a flame covered landscape, I had titled it; "When payment comes due."
Doing my best not to sound like the excited little girl I felt like I accepted his offer and he wrote me a check on the spot, telling me to drop it off at Alex's office and he would get it from him next weekend. I had thanked Warner, who I normally despised, with a heartfelt hug and kiss on the cheek as this could be my big break! Of course dog that he was Warner ruined the mood by asking me if I wanted to meet him after the showing and thank him properly. I rolled my eyes and told him I preferred men who earned it not boys who paid for it. How I wished Mark wouldn't hang around with that jerk.
As I finished my drink I put the glass down and looking in the mirror across from me admired where half of that $500 had gone. I was wearing a sleeveless low cut red blouse and from the tip of my shoulder all the way down to my elbow was an enormous tattoo of the Greek gorgon Medusa. The tattoo had been done in black and emerald green and the coils of her serpentine body wrapped around the inside of my arm as well. I smiled at my reflection; Medusa had taken almost five hours but had been worth every minute and every penny. It goes without saying that my parents were not happy. Mom simply gave me a disgusted head shake and said that I was such a sweet looking girl why would I do this to myself?
Dad as usual had been harsher, telling me I looked like a hells angel groupie, and exactly what kind of attention was I looking for anyways? Did I want to look like a bad girl? I avoided the temptation of saying the word was nasty and just rolled my eyes. Eventually my brother also got dragged into the conversation and blamed for the tattoo just as he had been blamed for the first one.
Speaking of my beautiful little brother I glanced down the other end of the bar where Mark was talking to Mitch and a couple of his biker buddies and stared at his right arm where the other half of my money had gone. Like mine Mark's tattoo covered his arm from shoulder to elbow and was an evil version of the great god Pan. This wasn't the silly looking Greek Pan, this was the original Celtic version complete with horns, hooves, red glaring eyes and a long horn that called to all the lost souls. Between the size, the colors and of course Mark's extremely well muscled arm the tattoo was the sexiest thing I had ever seen.
"Another one hon?"
I looked up to see Cynthia the other bartender standing in front of me. Cynthia knew I wasn't twenty one yet but served me anyways. Let's face it if they had money Mitch would serve high school kids. I smiled and nodded hoping she wouldn't mention it to Mark. My brother usually limited me so maybe this one wouldn't count. As she moved away I looked at Cynthia and shook my head wondering why the hell Mark wasn't fucking her. Cynthia was a little on the short side but built like a brick shit house, with big tits, a narrow waist and gorgeous long auburn hair.
Mitch wasn't a fool; the crowd in the bar was an equal mix of men and women ranging from the older bikers Mitch hung with to the college students from PC, URI and RIC. Mark and Cynthia were eye candy for both types of crowds and both played the part, flirting their asses off. Once in awhile, after a couple of shots, Cynthia would even hop up on the bar in her short skirt and give the bikers a bit of a show dancing to the juke box. She had done it last week and ended up with at least $50 thrown at her.
I turned my attention back to Cynthia, watching as she squeezed past my brother to get the bottle of southern comfort, deliberately rubbing her tits across his back. Mark said something to her and I laughed as Cynthia faced him and putting her arms up around his neck shimmied her way up and down his body. That got the bikers going especially when she brushed her face along his crotch on the way up. What the hell was wrong with my brother? This girl was all but holding up a sign that said "free lunch".
Cynthia put the drink in front of me and said that she had told Mark it was for the guy sitting behind me. I thanked her told her to keep trying; Mark would give in eventually. She laughed and went back down the other end. I took a sip of the drink and sighing happily watched my brother. Mark didn't work the bar, he owned it. For someone who was normally so soft spoken my brother was in rare form when he worked; joking with the bikers making fun of the frat boys and flirting with all the women young and old.
Because of the mixed crowd type Mitch's did have more than its share of trouble and Mark was surprisingly good at handling it. Mark would put himself in the middle and more often than not talking calmly would be able to get the potential brawlers to settle down, usually by getting them a drink on the house and asking them if they really needed the trouble. Of course that wasn't always the case and Mark had quickly gained a reputation as someone you didn't fuck with. Between his speed, strength, and mile wide mean streak Mark had sent several troublemakers to the ER and, like the fight with Jack, always got them to swing first.
Mark himself of course was the other reason it had been such a great month. After being more cautious for a little while after the hotel we had pretty much said the hell with it and were together just about every night at this point and it was incredible. The sex was always hot and then that wonderful moment when we would curl up and fall asleep in each other's arms. At this point we even slept naked, our doors were always locked and we would be able to get to the bathroom if we had to. Bottom line to me was if it feels good do it and Mark was feeling better than ever these days.
Thinking of Mark turned my thoughts serious for a moment. Neither of us had brought up that Saturday morning where we had both felt something more between us. I had wanted to talk about it but felt weird, I mean what were we going to talk about becoming a couple? I was also a little afraid I had misread him and would look like an idiot. Maybe Mark felt the same regardless, we hadn't discussed it but in the meantime had been greatly enjoying each other's company.
I think I was also waiting to see what my brother was going to do as far as other women. For myself I was completely content to be with my brother. After Jack my hopes to have something with a guy were fading fast. Granted Jack was a bigger asshole than most but bottom line it was the same old issues so why bother. I mean the new job provided a ton of chances, I was hit on pretty much every shift and had gotten asked out several times.
It sucked because I loved to flirt and really enjoyed being taken out, dinner dancing but sooner or later sex would come up and I wanted that to be great as well but let's face it when had it been? So for me right now Mark really was the perfect solution; smoking hot sex and then sweet to me afterwards.
My brother on the other hand, I wasn't quite sure what was going on with him. After being fairly quiet about Krissy for a couple of weeks he had started up moping about her again. Trying to call her and even showing up at the Dunkin Donuts she worked at and trying to speak to her. His phone calls were never returned and Krissy went in the back when he came to her work and the manager would ask him to leave. I have to say it was a little frustrating to watch someone as hot as my brother waste himself. I mean not only was Cynthia throwing herself at him but my girlfriend Betty who was twenty three had been eyeing my brother since he had first come to live with us. Let alone the countless coeds who hung out at Mitch's and all but drooled over him.
Well let's face it most of the reason it was frustrating to see Mark still pining for Krissy was that I was jealous. Now that I had Mark's affection all to myself I didn't want to share ever again. As twisted as it sounds it wouldn't really bother me if my brother wanted Cynthia or anyone else. To me that was just sex and meant nothing, hell if it weren't for my issues this nasty girl would be getting her share so why would I deny my brother the chance to score some hot pussy?
No as far as I was concerned I would be willing to share my brother's body, it was his heart that I wanted. We promised each other a year ago that even if there were others we would always be each other's favorite. I have to say for most of that year I had wondered if it were me or Krissy but after this first taste of heartache I was hoping my brother would just go the route of fucking his sluts and cuddling with his sister. Once again however this brought up what if it could just be the two of us?
"Hey sis you in there?"
I looked up and smiled at Mark who had finally made his way over.
"Hey little brother it's not nice to ignore your sister." I told him.
"Yeah it's crazy in here tonight."
As Mark spoke he put two shot glasses up on the bar and pulling out a bottle of jack poured two and slid me over one.
"Here's to fucking your hot sister." Mark said in Latin, grinning.
As we both knocked back the shot I wondered once again how Mitch made any money, both Cynthia and Mark drank while they worked and could more than hold their own.
I put my glass down and pointed at the bottle but Mark had put the cap back on and put it back on the shelf before turning back to me. I sighed and picked up the Captain and coke Cynthia had brought me. Mark frowned.
"That's not the one I gave you awhile ago."
Ignoring that I remembered why I had come down earlier than usual tonight.
"Hey you said you wanted to talk to me when you called me?"
Mark nodded. "Listen sis I need a favor."
"Yeah? You wanna go out to your car?" I asked him. Then pouting added; "After all it is your night sir."
Last week while Cynthia watched the bar, Mark and I had gone out and sat in his car in the corner of the parking lot where I had blown him as he fingered me.
"No I..." Mark sighed. "Megan I need you to go talk to Krissy for me."
I rolled my eyes.
"Oh for Christ's sake little brother give it up!"
"Megan look..."
"She doesn't call you, she won't see you. Mark it's over, why can't you get that?"
Mark looked at me then looked away with that ridiculous puppy dog look on his face. I didn't care, I was pissed. There was a hot girl ten feet away who wanted to fuck the shit out of him and he was pining for his sweet little girlfriend.
"Mark see Cynthia over there?"
"Yeah."
"Just go over there and tell her to take you home after work and give it to you, hell she'd probably do you on the bar, why the hell won't you do it?"
"Because then what if Krissy..." he stopped seeing the look on my face.
I was going to say something when Mark leaned over and putting his head down in front of me whispered;
"Please sis?
"Mark..."
"Megan please do this for me. It's my last chance."
I looked at my brother and sighed. Nothing in me wanted to do this. I did not want Krissy back in the picture in anyway. On the other hand my brother would do anything for me. As I continued to think I realized that Mark had said his last chance. I could end this here, go over make a half assed effort and tell him it was done. Mark would be upset and of course would seek the comfort of his sister's arms and mouth and pussy. I looked up at him.
"I'll go on two conditions. One that if she says she's done you give it up for good."
"Okay." Mark said obviously relieved.
"Second get me a drink and another shot."
"I don't know Megan you've had a few and the folks will be home and..."
"Then no Krissy." I said smirking.
Mark stared at me then poured me another shot before going to get me a drink. I did the shot and sat there feeling quite pleased with myself. As I watched my brother make my drink I looked past him at Cynthia and pictured my brother bending her over the bar driving that huge cock into her making her squeal. I felt my pussy begin to get wet and began to breathe faster, I was also feeling quite warm. Not that I needed much help but a real good buzz got me even hornier and nastier than usual.
"There you are you bad girl."
I turned to see Betty standing there with her latest boyfriend who I thought was named James. It didn't really matter, she'd party with him fuck him a couple of times then move on.
"I'm a good girl!" I exclaimed as I kissed her on the cheek.
"Yeah you look it."
Betty said grinning as she slid onto the stool next to me. Betty was short and although I wouldn't say chubby was definitely curvy she had curly red hair and light green eyes. Betty's most noticeable feature however was her huge tits. Betty had to be at least a d-cup which seemed even bigger on her 5' nothing frame. As always they were all but falling out of the tight black tank top she was wearing.
"Megan you know James?"
I smiled at him and we sat and shot the shit for a few minutes. They were on their way to a club and figured they would stop in and see if I was there. Mark brought my drink over and flashed his best killer smile at Betty.
"Hey hot stuff." He told her.
"Hey gorgeous." She replied. "Love that tattoo."
"Thanks, love your..." He trailed off with a smirk as he stared down her shirt.
Betty laughed and ordered a couple of beers when Mark walked away she looked at me and whispered;
"Goddamn you're brother just keeps getting hotter. Is he over Krissy yet?"
I shook my head.
"I could get him there you know." Betty said smiling.
I laughed; sitting right next to one guy she was lining up the next. I have to say part of me was jealous I couldn't be that way although I never really saw myself as a slut, I just wanted to make one guy really happy and have him return the favor. I reached into my purse and pulled out a pack of Marlboro's and after lighting one offered them to Betty. I had started smoking a couple of weeks ago. Jack had always said they calmed him down so I figured I would try them. I'm not sure how calm they made me but I enjoyed them. To my surprise Mark would smoke one with me here and there.
Betty put the cigarette in her mouth then grinned as my brother arrived just in time to pull out a bic and light it for her. Her smile widened as Mark took one out of the pack and lit it by putting it in his mouth and pressing it to the tip of hers. I noticed Cynthia shooting a dirty look in Betty's direction. The door opened and four obviously drunk college kids came in and all headed down to Cynthia's end. Mark sighed and said;



"Gotta go babysit."
"Later sexy." Betty told him.
Mark looked at me.
"You will?"
I rolled my eyes
"In a little bit Mark."
Mark nodded and went down to the other end of the bar. After a couple of minutes Betty nudged me and asked;
"Wanna go smoke?"
The night was just getting better! I leaned over to put my purse behind the bar and followed Betty and James outside. We walked over near the corner and of the building where Betty reached into her purse and pulled out a joint. After lighting it she took a couple of puffs and passed it to me. I took a long hit and coughed a bit. I had only smoked a couple of other times and that had been over at her place. The three of us passed it around until it was gone and then Betty said they had to go.
I stayed outside for a few minutes to get some air. The pot had greatly enhanced the buzz I had and although it felt great I did need to slow up. Usually on a Saturday I would get Mark to drop me off at work and Betty would pick me up and take me to Mitch's and I would wait for Mark to get off so we could go home and both get off. Tonight however Mark had asked me to bring my car and not to stay all night, as Dad had been asking him a lot of questions about me hanging there. Of course I now knew he had wanted me to have my car so I could go talk to Krissy for him.
On that note I sighed and went back into Mitch's and headed for the bar, I was wearing an extremely short black skirt with high heeled boots and enjoyed the looks I got. I stopped and stood waiting for one of the bikers playing pool to take a shot so I wouldn't distract him. Apparently I was anyways as I watched his eyes go back and forth from the ball to my legs. When I saw his eyes look up I smiled and winked at him. Then just as he looked ready to shoot deliberately dropped my cigarettes and bent over to pick them up.
The guy not only missed his shot by a mile but knocked the 8 in losing the game. He looked up at me;
"What are you with him?"
Him was a young guy probably around my age and as I stood there he turned to look at me and smiled.
"Thanks I need all the help I can get."
"It as an accident really." I said.
As I spoke I looked him over; definitely a college kid, and a slightly preppie one at that; wearing a pair of Dockers and a short sleeve collared shirt. He was only a little taller than me and a little on the thin side and although I wouldn't say he was hot he was certainly cute, short dirty blonde hair and big baby blue eyes. At the moment I noticed those baby blues were making their way up and down my body. I watched smiling as they lingered on my legs and made their way up. He focused on the tattoo then looked up at my face.
"Like that Tat."
"Yeah that all you like?" I asked smiling.
"Hey kid you still playing?" The biker asked.
"In a minute." The kid answered. "Why don't you grab a round on me?"
'Hey Red!" The biker called out. "Another round!"
"Want a drink?" The kid asked me. "After all I owe you one."
"Sure I'll take a shot of Jack."
"That's not a very lady like drink."
"I'm not very lady like." I replied laughing.
He smiled I noticed it was much like my own, big and genuine, the kind that made you want to smile back, which I did. He called for the shot and I noticed my brother shoot me a look from behind the bar, I turned away and looked back at the guy and caught him staring at my face not my legs which I kind of liked.
"Tommy."
As he said it he took my hand and bringing it to his lips kissed the back of it. I laughed before saying;
"Megan."
"Well Megan I have to say you have the most beautiful eyes I've ever seen."
"You always so smooth?" I asked him.
"No I've been practicing."
I smiled again. I don't know if it was the high or I just liked the attention but I have to say a guy hadn't made me smile this much in awhile.
"So," I said putting my arms out. "All this and it's my eyes that you notice."
To my delight Tommy blushed and looked away. I loved shy. Arrogant jerks like Warner pissed me off, which is part of the reason I was still pissed at myself over Jack.
"Oh trust me," Tommy said. "I noticed the rest but your eyes really are amazing just like that smile."
"This one?" I asked as I flashed him a big one.
"That one. It's kind of crooked."
"Thanks." I told him then added; "Keep practicing."
"No I like it!" He said laughing like his smile his laugh was big and not fake at all. "It's cute."
"Okay I'll take that I guess."
The drinks came and I clinked my shot glass against Tommy's beer and threw it back. Seeing Tommy was now otherwise occupied the biker told him he was done playing and went to the bar. Tommy asked me if I wanted to play and we shot a quick game. I was a decent player but wasn't really paying attention. I was having more fun distracting Tommy by leaning over the table giving him a view of my black lace bra and making it a point to bend far enough over the table so that you could see I had on matching panties. I let Tommy win and we had another drink, fortunately Mark wasn't paying attention at the moment.
Tommy was a sophomore at PC and was majoring in business. His father owned a distribution company in Providence that he was hoping to take over someday. I told him about my painting and as I talked he seemed genuinely interested, asking questions about my influences as apparently his mother was a collector. As we spoke I had mixed feelings. On one hand Tommy was cute and certainly interested. He seemed down to earth and not stuck on himself and I could definitely see myself going out with him.
On the other hand part of me thought why bother I knew how it would end; my issues rearing their ugly heads, and Tommy becoming another casualty of them. Besides I thought as I glanced over at Mark, who was watching the bar while Cynthia went into the back office to take a break, what about us? Krissy would be history after tonight and I would be the target of all of his affection. Sure he might eventually mess around with Cynthia but I wouldn't care, or would I? No as nice as Tommy seemed I wanted to see where that moment a couple of weeks ago would lead with my brother.
The juke box which had been quiet suddenly kicked on blasting Ted Nugents Stranglehold throughout the bar. As the grinding guitar lick filled the room a cheer went up from the crowd at the bar. Tommy who was facing that way looked up over my shoulder and said;
"Showtime."
I turned to see Cynthia up on the bar. She was wearing a short red mini skirt and matching tank top that barely held in her tits and was up there swinging her hips to the beat. As she made her way to one end one of the bikers handed her a shot which she did quickly then rewarded him by turning around and flipping her skirt up to expose the light blue thong she was wearing. Turning back around Cynthia started to make her way towards the middle when one of the older women that hung with the bikers called out:
"Hey Mark what about us?"
Mark shook his head but as several other women started chanting his name he gave a mock sigh then bracing his hands on the bar launched himself up on top of it. Mark grabbed the bottom of his shirt and paused, the women cheered but Mark simply put his hand out. One of the women at the bar leaned up and put a bill in his jeans and with a smirk Mark started to pull his shirt off but stopped as Cynthia coming up behind him grabbed the bottom of it.
As the crowd whistled Mark raised his hands over his head and let Cynthia take it off. She then wrapped her arms around his waist and the two of them started grinding their hips in time with the beat. As I watched I could feel my breathing pick up and my pussy begin to drip. Cynthia was running her long red fingernails along my brother's muscular chest and down his flat stomach. I let out a breath as her hand slid into the waist of his jeans. Mark pulled away and turned in time for Cynthia to get her arms around his neck and give an up and down shimmy lingering at his crotch.
When she came back up she turned and pushing her ass back into Mark and started to grind into him. This time it was my brother's hands that started to wander, sliding up and down her sides, where they grazed the sides of her tits. Cynthia reached back and grabbed the back of Mark's head and tossed her head to the side so that one side of her neck was open. Mark hesitated and I saw him glance over at me. I nodded to him but he still seemed unsure until someone yelled something at him and a few bills landed on the bar.
With a grin Mark leaned in and kissed Cynthia's neck. I all but moaned as I caught the look on her face, it wasn't for show that was sure and I was also sure I didn't have the only wet pussy in the place. After the kiss Mark got the crowd going more by flicking his tongue out and licking the length of her neck. The two turned on the bar so that Cynthia was facing me. She had that look of lust on her face as she ground into my brothers cock, which I'm sure was at full attention. My brother looked at me over Cynthia's shoulder as his hands encircled her waist stopping just under her tits and flashed that cocky smirk that most people there thought was his permanent expression.
As Cynthia turned to face him and raise her hands it was Mark's turn to shimmy down to his knees where after another bill hit the bar he flipped her skirt up in his face. Cynthia put one heeled foot up on his shoulder and Mark flicked his tongue across her thigh as he did he caught my eye and winked. Oh yeah? I thought.
I turned to Tommy who was sitting down watching and put my hand out.
"Let's see what you got honey." I told him.
Tommy looked around a second like I was talking to someone else then taking my hand stepped up and went to put his hands around my waist, I put mine around his neck and seeing my brother was watching shimmied my way down to the floor and back up rubbing the side of my face along Tommy's crotch. As I came all the way up I pressed close enough that my tits rubbed along his chest. Several people turned and started clapping, as Tommy held my waist I let myself bend backwards and as my hands touched the floor put one of my legs up on Tommy's shoulder causing my skirt to fall up exposing my black panties and my leg right up to my hip.
From that angle I returned Mark's wink then whipped myself back up into a standing position and coming face to face with Tommy grabbed the sides of his face and kissed him. He was a bit surprised for a second but quickly caught on kissing me back and fairly hard, as we kissed I noticed he smelled like pot; guess Tommy might not be as clean cut as he looked. We broke the kiss and spinning away from him I started whipping my head around, wildly letting my long black hair fly through the air and then tossing it back jumped up on one of the chairs and started gyrating to the music. I might not have the tits that Cynthia has but my legs and ass were second to none and I knew how to work them.
Tommy stepped up to me and turning I bent over and shook my ass directly in his face. Then as the guitar solo started I jumped down and backed into Tommy, letting him put his arms around my waist and began grinding into him. I was quite pleased that I could feel that he was also quite pleased. I looked up to see Mark still behind Cynthia on the bar and she was working him faster than ever. From across the room we watched each other bump and grind on another. Tommy's hands were just under my tits and Cynthia had flipped her skirt up and was grinding her all but bare ass into him with a look of lust on her face that sent a surge through my already dripping pussy.
As we stared at each other I know we were thinking the same thing; that at the end of the night we would be going home together and fucking the shit out of each other; that these others were just for fun. At that thought another wave of moisture flowed through me because Cynthia and Tommy were getting off on us, never suspecting that Mark and I were lovers. Seeing if Mark would follow my lead I grabbed Tommy's wrists and put his hands on my tits. This was more forward than I would ever have been before but between the drinks and the pot I was flying damn high and wanted nothing more than to get my brother going.
"Damn!" Tommy exclaimed behind me, I did notice however that he made no effort to move his hands.
Someone whistled then there was a cheer as not only did Mark grab Cynthia's tits (but by) the startled look on her face he must have pinched her nipples through the bra. Finally Mark pulled away from her and as the song wound down put his back to the crowd and suddenly turned a back flip off the bar to land on his feet. He put his arms out to Cynthia who jumping into his them wrapped her legs around his waist, her arms around his neck and started bucking up and down as if she were fucking him.
Mark got his hands under her ass and started lifting her up high and higher. I saw him say something to her and she let her legs drop. As everyone watched Mark began lifting her all the way up into the air as if she were a weight.
"Oh goddamn," I whispered as I watched Mark.
Muscles bulging in his arms and chest; the huge new tattoo gleaming, and sweat running down his chest and stomach Mark was lifting Cynthia all the way up to where his arms would lock. Several people started counting as he did it. As the song ended Mark lifted her one more time except this time Cynthia grabbed one of the ceiling beams and swinging her legs up around Mark's shoulder's shoved her pussy into his face.
The crowd cheered then laughed as when Mark put her down he was blushing. As the music stopped everyone clapped and Cynthia and Mark both took a bow. As Mark went back behind the bar and putting his shirt back on went back to work Cynthia went around picking up the bills from the floor and the bar so she could split them up between the two of them.
I noticed that although the music had stopped Tommy was still holding me around the waist. I pulled away and turning kissed him at first quickly then decided to give my brother one more show and gave him a long hard one. As he pulled me close to him I felt something vibrate against my stomach.
"Well then!" I exclaimed laughing.
Tommy grinned and pulled a pager out of his pocket and looking at it rolled his eyes.
"Shit I have to get going, I have to meet someone."
"You just did though." I told him smiling
"Yeah well this is work, kind of."
"At 8 on a Saturday night?" I asked.
"Yeah well it's a long story."
Tommy put the pager away then smiled at me;
"So can I get your number? Maybe I can call you tomorrow and we could do something."
"I have to work." I told him. I didn't want to lead him on but tonight had been fun. "Tell you what I'm usually here on Friday's and Saturday's, so why not stop by next week?"
Tommy frowned, disappointed at not getting my number but nodded. I gave him another kiss so he wouldn't feel so bad then watched as he went over to Cynthia paid his tab then left. I went over and sat at the corner of the bar and waited for Mark to come over. When he did I smiled at him;
"Nice show little brother, you two do that often?" Mark shrugged and grinned.
"Once a night when Mitch leaves; it gets the crowd buying and we make some extra money."
"And you don't enjoy it at all of course."
"Of course not." Mark said grinning then turned serious. "Watch out for Tommy."
"What?" I asked. "He's a nice kid, I was the one getting him going."
Mark shook his head.
"I don't care about that. He deals."
"Deals?"
"Yeah Meg deals, you know Coke?"
"Oh." I said. Saturday night page. Business Duh!
So much for that. The last thing I would need was to get caught up in that scene. I mean a good buzz and some grass was one thing but Coke? I'd heard people could get hooked on one hit no I didn't need that I wanted to have fun not ruin my life.
"That's okay I was only playing with him like you were with Red over there." I briefly touched his hand on the bar. "Thanks for watching out little brother."
Mark nodded.
"So when are you going?"
Oh for God's sake I thought.
"As soon as you get me another drink and a shot." I told him.
"You've had enough Megan, really."
"You know what Mark just let Krissy go. I mean Cynthia would all but jump you if no one was looking, have fun Mark!"
"I..."
"Or," I said to him. "You could just keep spending time with your sister. I mean haven't we been having fun?"
"Yeah but were not for all the time and I know you've just been trying to help me but..."
There was no way around it I was going to have to go end this. But if I had to go through the trouble I may as well feel good while I did.
"Fine Mark but get me the drinks first."
"No." Mark said simply.
I stared at him feeling myself start to get angry.
"Mark.." I started.
"No way Meg you're done."
I suddenly lost it. Who the hell did he think he was? I was the one in control, I made the rules. Mark had been leaning over with his arms folded in front of him. I reached out and grabbing the back of his hair got a handful of it and pulled his face to within inches of mine.
"You do not tell me no understood?"
"Hey.." Mark tried to pull away but I twisted my hand pulling his hair harder.
"Ow!"
"You listen to me Mark. I make the rules got that? Even when you're in control it's only because I let you. If I wanted you to you would be on your knees begging for your sister every night you got that?"
My eyes locked into his. For a moment Mark looked pissed and he stared back, his multi colored eyes flaring and turning to a dark shade of brown. I returned the stare still holding his hair not caring if anyone was looking.
"I said do you get that?" I asked again giving his head a shake for emphasis.
I don't know why I had gotten this mad this quick. I just know it had been happening a lot lately when people gave me a hard time, well this girl had taken enough shit in her day and would take no more, not even from my brother. Mark dropped his gaze and whispered;
"Yes my sister."
"That's better." I told him. I let go of his hair but kept speaking;
"Don't you forget your place Mark, ever. You might be hot stuff these days but don't forget what you were and who made you what you are." I made a come here gesture so I could whisper to him;
"And don't ever forget who made you a man. If it wasn't for your big sister you'd still be jerking off in bed. Still be a virgin, isn't that right little brother?"
"Yes Megan." He said softly. "I wouldn't be here without you."
"Good that you know that." I said nodding. "Now go get me a fucking drink."
Mark turned and went to mix my drink as he did he brushed up against Cynthia who turned and smiled at him. Little fucking whore I thought, if my brother wasn't so hung up on his stupid Krissy, if he was half the man he should be he would treat her like one, give her just what she wanted. I closed my eyes envisioning that look on her face as Mark had kissed her neck oh she would give Mark anything he wanted. Anything.
Mark came back and putting the drink down grabbed a shot glass and poured one for me. I did the shot quickly and after taking a few swallows of the drink let my eyes wander across the back of the bar. I stopped at the door that led to the back where Mitch had an office he left unlocked so Mark and Cynthia could get at the safe. I smiled at Mark and once again gestured him to come closer.
"Hey little brother you take your break yet?" I asked in Latin in case anyone could hear us.
"No why?" He replied in the same manner.
"Good." I told him. "Because you're going to tell Cynthia you are and you're going to take me into the back office and fuck me."
"Are you nuts Meg? We can't do ow!"



I had grabbed his hair again.
"Let's try this again Mark. You're hot big sister is horny and she wants you to fuck her. The proper response is?"
"Megan, we could get caught and what about Krissy."
I wanted to slap him but instead smiled wickedly and said;
"I'll go see Krissy little brother, right after you give your sister what she needs." I smiled at the indecision on his face. "You want your sweet Krissy? You fuck your hot Megan, it's really simple."
I let go of his hair and leaned back.
"Now go tell that little red headed slut that I need to talk to you and that were going in the back room." I paused then added; "Now."
Mark turned and went down to Cynthia. I saw her nod and Mark made his way back to me and lifted the gate at the end of the bar. I smiled at him and then followed as he went into the back. The back room was mostly for storage but Mitch had made a small office for himself next to the staircase that led to the deserted second floor. A couple of years ago a fire had destroyed the two apartments up there and Mitch had never fixed them.
Mark opened the office door and stood aside as I slipped past him. Mark closed the door behind us and locked it. The office was small with a desk and a couple of office chairs. There was a computer that Mark was teaching Mitch how to use and a filing cabinet. Mark turned to face me and before I could say anything grabbed my shoulders and spinning me around tried to bend me over the desk.
"Stop!" I snapped at him.
Mark took his hand from my back and I turned to face him.
"You think you're just going to bend me over? Is that all your sister's worth is a quickie?"
"Megan we don't..."
He trailed off as I raised my hands and waited. Mark obediently grabbed my tank top and slid it over my head, I then turned and waited as he undid my bra. I leaned my head back loving the feeling of my long hair on my back and also reveling in the complete control I had over my brother. Turning back to him I smiled as Mark's eyes immediately went to my small perfectly shaped tits. He went to grab them but stopped and looked up at me.
"May I?"
"May you?" I asked.
"May I please suck on your beautiful tits Megan?"
"There now that's better. Go ahead little brother play with my tits."
Mark stepped up to me and as he brought his hands up to begin teasing my nipples with his finger tips he leaned forward to kiss me. I turned my head.
"I'm sorry." Mark whispered; "May I kiss you my sister?"
I turned and reaching up behind his head gently ran my fingers through his hair.
"Of course you can little brother you can have whatever you want just remember your place."
I then parted my lips and felt my pussy flow as with the cutest little whimper my bad ass little brother eagerly kissed his big sister's lips. He kissed me softly at first then started kissing harder. I opened my mouth and let him push his tongue in to caress mine. I sighed and wrapped my arms around his neck to let him know I was enjoying it. I had no desire to be mean to Mark tonight but had to be sure he knew who was in charge and fully appreciated his big sister and all she had to offer.
I broke the kiss and leaning back sat on the desk and pointed at the floor. Mark started to get to his knees but I stopped him.
"Strip." I said simply.
Mark took his shirt off then removed his shoes and jeans. As he stood up to pull down his boxers I noticed the large wet spot on the front of them.
"Oooh. " I cooed. "Cynthia had you all worked up didn't she?"
"Yes." He whispered as he slipped off his underwear, his cock was rock hard and the tip was already glistening from his pre-cum.
"Poor Cynthia." I said shaking my head. "She gets all horny and someone else gets this big hard cock."
I paused to moan as Mark dropping to his knees leaned forward and took my left nipple in his mouth as his right hand fondled my right one.
"And not just anyone but your sister." I sighed as Mark switched up on my nipples. "And poor Tommy was all hard but who gets this pussy?"
"I do." Mark whispered around my nipple.
"Yeah that's right little brother this is your pussy isn't it?"
"Only if you want it to be." Mark said.
"Oh good answer!" I exclaimed.
Still sucking on my right tit Mark slid his hands under my skirt and slipped my panties off. As he tossed them aside his tongue left my nipple and started sliding down my soft stomach.
"Oh yeah," I told him as I played with his hair. "You know where that tongue belongs don't you?"
As I spoke I leaned back further on the desk resting on my elbows and swung my legs up onto Mark's shoulders. I was still wearing my knee high boots and loved how they looked across his bare skin. Truth be told if we wouldn't have to go back out to the bar I'd have pushed the heels into his shoulders. Oh well there was always later.
Mark pushed my skirt up past my hips and gently spreading my pussy open leaned forward and blew lightly on my swollen clit. I groaned softly; I had been worked up for quite awhile and even my brother's hot breath was enough to get me trembling. Starting by pushing his tongue inside of my steaming slit Mark slowly worked his tongue up the length of my pussy until he got to my clit where he did a slow circle around it then blew on it again.
"Tease later little brother your sister needs to cum!"
As always Mark followed his big sister's orders perfectly. Wrapping his lips around my sensitive clit he started sucking it in and out of his mouth while at the same time sliding two fingers into my incredibly wet pussy and rapidly pumping them in and out.
"Oh that's right little brother," I moaned. "You work your sister's pussy!"
Mark brought his other hand up and pinching my clit between his fingers started swirling his tongue around it.
"Oh yes! Squeeze it harder!"
As Mark tightened his grip on my clit I brought my own fingers up and grabbing my nipples began twisting them back and forth. I had my head thrown back but brought it up so I could see my beautiful little brother's face buried between my creamy thighs.
"Oh that looks soooo good little brother." I told him beginning to slowly rock my hips back and forth into his face.
My breathing began to come faster as I watched Mark's tongue swirl across my clit. I let out a moan as his fingers put even more pressure on my clit and I gasped as an exquisite mix of pleasure and pain flowed through me. I pinched my own nipples harder to add to that delicious sensation. Letting go of one of my nipples I reached down and grabbing a handful of Mark's hair held his head still and started grinding my pussy into his face.
"That's right Mark, you know your place! Right there on your knees in your bosses office sucking your sister's pussy."
Wrapping my legs around Mark's head I crossed them at the ankles effectively burying my brother's face in my pussy.
"Oh I bet you that little red headed slut's thought about this hasn't she?"
Mark grunted something into my pussy but I wasn't listening, I was totally caught up in picturing Cynthia back here with him.
"Yeah and she'd be right where you are wouldn't she little brother? On her knees sucking that huge fucking cock, she'd take very drop wouldn't she?"
I tossed my head back and moaned as I felt my thighs begin to tremble. I closed my eyes imagining Cynthia on her knees her eyes watering from my brother's cock being so far down her throat, she'd be whimpering but not as much as she would when he bent her over the desk.
"Ohhh," I whimpered my hips bucking even faster into Mark's face."Ohhh right there little brother! Oh just a little more I..OHHH!"
At that moment Mark had slid one of his fingers back and shoved it into my ass, at the same time he sucked my clit hard into his mouth where his tongue swirled quickly around it. I came hard and with nothing around to bite or stick my face into let out a series of loud gasping squeals as I tried desperately not to scream. Apparently Mark liked the sound of those as I felt rather than heard him moan into my pussy. As I continued to gasp and grind my hips Mark's finger pumped furiously in and out of my ass bringing another of those delightful waves of pain enhanced pleasure. I gave my nipples one more good hard twist and with one more long shuddering moan dropped my legs from around Mark's shoulders and lie back panting on the desk.
Mark gave my clit one more good suck which caused my hips to twitch and another of those little hiccups to escape before standing up and grabbing my ankles lifted my legs straight into the air. Leaning forward Mark placed the tip of his huge dripping dick right at the edge of my sopping wet pussy.
"May I..." He began. But I cut him off.
"Oh just give to me little brother, fuck your big sister's pussy! Give her what she needs."
With one fluid thrust Mark drove the full length of his enormous cock deep into my overheated pussy. I cried out in pleasure as he began fucking me using long deep strokes that drove all ten plus inches home every time. I lied there staring at the ceiling still spent from the orgasm and groaning with pleasure as Mark continued his assault on my pussy. Don't get me wrong I was impressed that he was going to ask but that would be a game for another night right now this was just what I needed; a good hard fucking from my hot little brother.
Mark crossed my ankles and grabbing the heel to one of my boots held them up against his chest and with his other hand he leaned forward and pinched my left nipple. The move bent my legs backwards and lifted my ass off the desk driving his cock even deeper into me. I looked down and watched as Mark's cock slid in and out of my pussy, it was so wet it was glistening and as incredible as it felt...
"Step back little brother. " I told him. "I need to taste it."
Mark stepped back and standing up I grabbed his shoulders and guided him around to the desk where I pushed him back to a sitting position and dropped to my knees in front of him. I grabbed his cock and after giving it a couple of good hard pumps with my hand opened wide and sank my mouth down on his cock, taking the entire length until my lips were touching the base of his shaft.
"Oh damn!" Mark groaned.
"Yeah little brother you like that?" I asked as I pulled his cock from my mouth. "You like your sister's mouth?"
"Oh I love it!"
"Then keep telling me." I said and taking his cock in my mouth began bobbing my head up and down in a steady rhythm that I matched with my hand so I was jerking him off as well.
"Oh Megan I love it when you suck my cock, I love those perfect lips wrapped around it I uhhh!"
Mark groaned as taking his cock from my mouth I started sucking on his balls while still jerking him off. I moaned myself as Mark tried to start talking again but couldn't, he just kept moaning as his big sister worked his balls with her mouth. I ran my tongue across both of them then licked up the length of his shaft and after pausing to tease the head with the tip of my tongue deep throated him and held it there while I now used my fingers to caress his balls. Mark was moaning continuously now and I could feel his thighs start to shake.
I sucked hard on his cock so that when I pulled it out of my mouth it was accompanied by a wet slurping sound.
"Not so fast little brother." I told him as I stood up. "The only place you're cumming tonight is up inside of your big sisters pussy."
With that I leaned over the desk and waited. Mark didn't need to be told what to do. Quickly standing up he turned and grabbing my hips slammed his cock back into my needy little pussy. I grabbed my tank top from next to me on the desk and started squealing into it as Mark reared back and started really going to town on me. The office was filled with a sharp slapping sound as Mark was fucking me so hard that our skin was slamming together.
Still squealing into my shirt I lifted one of my legs and got my knee up onto the desk changing the angle and sending my brother's cock even deeper into my tight little pussy. Mark reached down and once again grabbing the heel of my boot bent my leg up even more so that he could go deeper still. Taking his other arm he leaned over and placed it next to my head on the desk so that he was now over rather than just behind me and driving down into me.
I looked up from the shirt and moaned at what I saw in front of me. In the reflection of the computer screen I saw myself bent over braced up on one arm. Mark was behind me and his arm was next to mine. It was our right arms and our new massive tattoo's were side by side. Even better than that was with Mark over me I could see his face behind mine. Both of our faces were transformed by lust. Our hair was wet with sweat and our eyes wild both our mouths open as we panted and moaned. Goddamn we looked hot!
"Look at the screen!" I gasped out.
I saw Mark smile into the screen then his mouth opened wide and I heard him start gasping. The image of the two of us fucking was sending him over the edge.
"Oh yeah little brother you watch yourself fuck your nasty sister, you slam that fucking pussy! It's your pussy no one else's gets it like this!"
Mark started making those little whimpering noises and I was making some of my own as his last few thrusts were even harder and deeper than the one's before it. With one last loud moan I felt the first hot sticky burst of cum go deep into my pussy.
"Oh yeah little brother!" I cried out. "Oh look at you cumming in your sister's pussy!" Mark continued to pump his spurting cock into me and I moaned in pleasure at the feeling of his warm cum filling me. With one last slow thrust Mark stopped and pulling himself out of me fell more than sat back into the office chair panting. I remained bent over the desk trying to catch my own breath. Between the power of the orgasm and the buzz catching up with me my head was spinning. We remained that way for a couple of minutes then both jumped at a knock on the door.
"Hey Mark I'm getting pretty busy out here." Cynthia called.
"Okay I'll be out in a minute." Mark yelled back.
Standing up Mark quickly began getting dressed. As he did I stood and waited for him grinning. When he was finished he looked at me.
"Well?" I asked batting my eyes.
Shaking his head Mark picked up my panties and as I sat back on the desk slid them on for me then as I put my arms up put my bra and then shirt on for me.
"Thank you little brother!" I told him and gave him a sweet kiss on the lips.
Mark smiled tiredly and after taking a second to finger comb his sweat soaked hair opened the door for me. Cynthia was already back at the bar so we quickly went back to our end. Mark looked at me with that exasperated look that only I could get from him and asked;
"Megan will you please go now for me?"
"Go where?" I asked sweetly then laughed at the look on his face.
Reaching over the bar I gently caressed his cheek and told him;
"Don't worry little brother I'll do my best."
"Promise?"
"No worries little brother I'll get this straightened out once and for all."
Fifteen minutes later I pulled in front of Krissy's house and sat for a minute making sure I had myself together. After a brief check in the rearview mirror I put a couple of drops of visine in my eyes and took a shot of the spearmint breath spray I kept in the glove compartment. I had called just before I had left Mitch's to make sure Krissy was home and had gotten her mother who said she was but she was in the shower. I had asked if I could come by and after a brief hesitation she had said okay. Krissy's parents weren't stupid, they probably figured I was coming to beg Krissy to forgive my crazy little brother. Little did they know I was just here for a token effort.
As I got out of the car and walked up the porch steps it occurred to me that I might have been better off going home and changing first. After ringing the bell I pulled my skirt down a little and waited. I ended up getting lucky, Krissy's parents had gone out and her older sister Lisa, my best friend throughout middle and high school, answered. We sat down in the parlor and talked for awhile, I hadn't really been seeing Lisa much since I started college and had been spending most of my time with Betty.
Lisa shook her head at my tattoo and then asked if I was going to try to talk Krissy into taking Mark back. I told her I had promised Mark I would try but already knew the answer and was just hoping this would finally get him over it. Lisa said that was good because her father had sworn he'd shoot Mark if he caught him around the house and as a matter of fact had gone down to Mitch's and told him that. I frowned, Mark hadn't told me that. Oh well it was irrelevant at this point.
I went upstairs and knocked on Krissy's door. She called for me to come in and when I entered Krissy was sitting at her bureau brushing her long sandy brown hair.
"Hey Krissy."
"Hey Megan long time no... Damn!" She exclaimed. "Is that real?"
"Yup." I told her looking down at my arm. "Got it three days ago."
"Your parents must have shit!" Krissy said laughing.
"Yeah they did." I agreed. "You should see the one Mark got."
The smile left Krissy's face and she sighed.
"That's why you're here right? To talk about me and Mark."
I nodded. Krissy got up and came over to sitting on the edge of her bed gestured for me to sit next to her. As I did I looked her over. Krissy must have been getting ready for bed as she was just wearing a pair of baggy shorts and a lace tank top that barely contained her huge tits. She wasn't wearing a bra and her nipples were poking through. Remembering the awkward incident from my bedroom I looked up and kept my eyes focused on her face.
"Look Krissy," I began. "I know you're upset with my brother and you have every right to be. I just came by here because he asked me to. I know you've already made up your mind but I figured I would..."
I stopped as I saw Krissy looking over at the little nightstand next to her bed. I followed her gaze and saw a picture of her and my brother that I had taken last year. They were sitting on the little bench in Krissy's back yard. Krissy was sitting in my brother's lap and was wearing a short denim skirt that showed quite a bit of her leg, just before I snapped the picture Mark had reached up the skirt to grab her thigh, Krissy had laughed and I had caught it just right the two of them laughing together. I saw how happy my brother looked and felt my resolve begin to waiver. No I told myself it didn't matter she was done. All I had to do was nod and say "Too bad."
Krissy looked back over at me and then down at her hands I noticed she was still wearing the emerald ring Mark had given her for her seventeenth birthday. It was the same day that they had slept together for the first time. I also saw the white gold bracelet in its box next to the picture. Why was she still wearing the ring I wondered?
"You know Megan." Krissy started softly. "I really was upset with him. I mean what he did was inexcusable, he not only hurt that guy but enjoyed it."
"Well I don't think he..." I started but she kept taking softly as if to herself.
"Never mind all the other things; that Levay garbage and the flirting and the attitude. He just wasn't that shy kid I fell in love with anymore and I didn't want the new Mark."
"I know Krissy." I told her. "Trust me I do I'm only here to tell you that..."
"But you know now that I've had some time to think about it I'm not sure."
"What?" I asked my eyes widening. "Krissy you haven't so much as returned a message and you had him tossed out of where you work last week."
"I know Megan, I needed time to think without hearing his voice or seeing his face. I didn't want to decide by feeling bad for him or falling for some lines, I wanted to sort it out myself."



"And?" I asked, why did I not get a good feeling about this.
"Well honestly Megan Mark has a lot of issues and they're not all his fault and you know maybe me just turning my back to him isn't the answer. Maybe I can help him."
"Help him?" I repeated numbly.
Krissy nodded and picking up the picture looked at it.
"He still has that sweet side Megan, it was always there when it was just the two of us. I know he misses me, I know he still loves me. Maybe thinking I would walk away will help get him back to who he was." No I thought. No. No. No.
Krissy looked up at me and gave me a little smile.
"I'm going to call him tomorrow and see if he wants to go grab a coffee and talk. I'm not saying I'll take him back just yet but maybe we can work it out." She sighed looking at the picture. "I do still love him."
"But..." Think Megan. "What about your father? I mean Lisa said..."
"I'm nineteen Megan. I'll see who I want. I won't ever bring Mark here but my father can't stop me and my mother said if that's my choice she'll help."
With that Krissy nodded and smiled at me again.
"So if you were coming here to try to get me to take Mark back you can tell him that I'm going to call him. No promises but we'll see."
I stared at her for a moment. I couldn't let this happen I needed my brother more than ever. For the last month we had been everything to each other and now Krissy wanted him back? Mark would be thrilled, he would go on best behavior and start spending all of his nights with Krissy again. Her father couldn't stop her and my parents loved her, they would be thrilled. I was going to lose my brother! If I was lucky I would see him a couple of nights a week and would be back to getting his second best, I would be the whore and Krissy his love.
"Megan?" Krissy asked looking at me.
I wouldn't let this happen. Taking a deep breath I looked at her and taking her hand in mine began;
"Listen Krissy umm, well you were right about me coming to talk to you about Mark."
"I know." Krissy said looking down at my hand over hers.
"Well Krissy the reason I came is, um." I sighed and shaking my head said; "Look Krissy I came here tonight because I know my brother meant everything to you and you know I love you like a little sister so I wanted you to hear it from me rather than some kid at PC."
"Hear what?" Krissy asked
I looked away and said it quickly;
"Krissy Mark's been seeing Cynthia from Mitch's"
"What?"
"Yeah you know the redhead well she..."
"But," Krissy started then stopped. As I watched her big brown eyes began to fill up with tears. "But it's only been a month, I mean he loved me!"
I swallowed hard as tears began to run down her cheeks.
"Yeah well you were pretty serious Krissy and you know how it is. Cynthia knew you were done, knew he was upset and she's older and hot and well..."
Krissy put her head in her hands and began to sob. I put my arm around her and told her it would be okay, that she was a beautiful girl and there were plenty of guys out there who would love a chance to treat her right. Krissy just shook her head and continued to cry, she was still holding that damn picture. I looked at it and found myself having to look away. I sat there quietly, finally dropping the picture Krissy put her arms around my neck and started crying into my shoulder. I held her thinking, Megan you are a real bitch; I did feel bad but I wasn't lying, Krissy had chances, all I had were issues, I belonged in my brother's arms not her.
After a few minutes Krissy stopped and as she sat up I got up and grabbing a box of tissues from the nightstand passed them to her. Krissy wiped her eyes and looking at me whispered;
"Thank you Megan, I'm glad I heard it from you." Oh that one made me feel good.
"Yeah well, it wasn't easy Krissy I didn't want to hurt you, I was hoping you'd say it was over." Well no lie there anyways.
Krissy nodded then leaned over and taking the box with the bracelet in it put the lid on and handed it to me.
"Krissy I..."
Before I could finish Krissy reached down and sliding the ring off of her finger put that in my hand as well.
"You can give these back to Mark maybe Cynthia will like them." She started to tear up again.
"Krissy you keep them."
She shook her head. I took the ring and put it on the nightstand.
"You know what hon?" I asked. "You say that Mark's not who you fell in love with anymore? (^)well the Mark who gave you this ring was. So why don't you keep it?" I smiled at her.
"You always said it was the best day of your life, keep it that way."
Krissy stared at the ring for a minute then still crying nodded.
"Okay I'll put it away."
I stayed for awhile longer then went downstairs and told Lisa what had happened and that her little sister was going to need her. Lisa shook her head sadly telling me Krissy had told her yesterday that she was still in love with Mark. As I left Lisa also thanked me for being the one to break it to Krissy and give her a chance to get over it. Yeah that was me, I thought, a real giver.
Three hours later I was lying on my back in my brother's bed with Mark cuddled up next to me. He was on his side his head buried in my shoulder and my arm was around him. He hadn't taken it well. For the first time since Krissy had walked away from him he had been in tears. He asked me if I really tried and I assured him I had done my best. As I had done with Krissy I sat there with my arms around him as he cried. I gave him the bracelet which he held for a minute and handed it back to me telling me I could have it. I tried to tell him no, maybe he could sell it but he shook his head and said it should go to someone special.
On that note I sighed and turning my head raised my left arm and looked at the bracelet on my wrist, it really was beautiful. No one had ever given me anything like it before. My brother was heartbroken and I did feel badly about it but he would get over it, his big sister would make sure of it. Right now though I thought as I watched the bracelet sparkle in the candlelight, all that mattered was that from now on I would be all that mattered.
Note from the author; Once again thank you to everyone who is still following and commenting on this series! To address the question I am hearing more and more with each chapter I am going back to the present shortly. You are reading 19 and 23 will bring us back to the here and now and Megan's dilemma of whether or not to accept Mark as her elusive "One". Also revealed will be why Doug now hates Mark as well as Megan's last days as an addict, how her engagement ended as well as the night that she and Mark are not supposed to ever bring up.
Trust me I am well aware that I have probably spent too much time in the past however I always saw this as a 3 part series with the past being part 2 and the finale as part 3. A big part of what I am trying to show is why M/M have not been a couple their entire lives as many people have asked me. Also please keep in mind that I plan on self publishing this series at the beginning of next year and am putting all of this up for feedback to see what to keep or not to keep. In the end for those of you who are unhappy with how much time I am spending getting back to the present please keep two things in mind:
One; that many of the small seemingly meaningless things I have mentioned will play into the end of the series and two; I am an amateur writer who is not getting paid for this I am doing the best I can with no experience whatsoever to fulfill a dream of finishing a novel. Having said that once again thank you to those who continue to support me and for those who have lost patience all I can say is you will miss out on a hell of an ending.
One final note; mixed in between chapter 23 and 24 will be a one shot story; Siblings with Benefits Lex Talionis which will chronicle the oft mentioned showdown between Mark and his abusive foster father Max. It will be pretty long and will go under novels/novellas and although there will be several sexual encounters it is a very story driven look at Mark and his inner demons. The story will also carry a warning for graphic violence. The end will not be pretty and honestly the entire thing will really only appeal to true fans of the series. Once again several minor things in it will feature into the very last chapters.
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The cool morning air felt wonderful as I went out onto the porch of the small cabin and sat on the bench against the wall. It was only 5am but, as had been the case all week, I hadn't slept much and since it was our last morning here decided to get up and enjoy the view one last time. I took a sip of the coffee I had made, and putting my feet up on the railing sighed and looked out at the mist shrouded forest around me. Not for the first time I thought that it would make a hell of a painting; I had brought a sketchbook with me but hadn't really felt up to doing much.
Well that wasn't true I wanted to but couldn't seem to find the inspiration to do it. That had been happening more and more often lately. What usually helped was a drink but seeing as I was away with Mom that wasn't really an option. As I continued to stare out into the forest it also reminded me of the mural I had painted on my ceiling of the make believe forest I had created when I was nine. That forest had been populated by all kinds of friendly little animals who could all talk and became the only friends I had during my nightmarish time with Frank.
Lately I had found myself wishing I could find that magical place in my head like I used to then and go hide there as saying things hadn't been going well lately was an understatement. I rubbed at my eyes which at this point were sore and burning, I was in the middle of my first bout of insomnia in over a year and the two things that could cure it; a few drinks, or better yet my brother's bed weren't available to me, and I was beginning to feel more and more strung out. I took another deep breath of the fresh air and putting down my cup slumped further down on the bench.
Mom was still sleeping and probably would be until about seven. We weren't due to leave until eight and since we had packed the car last night there wasn't really anything to do this morning. Despite the coolness of the air I felt quite comfortable and decided to try to close my eyes out here, after all you never know and at this point even an hour's sleep would do me a world of good. As had been the case all week as my eyes closed my mind spun and the events of the last couple of weeks unfolded yet again.
After all the things that had been going so well: with the new job, my first sale as an artist and most importantly all the time I had been spending with my brother things got bad in a hurry. It didn't start out that way, in fact I thought things were still going pretty well especially when the guy who had bought my painting came back down and gave me a check for $200, and a rough sketch of something he wanted painted. He said if he was happy with it he would pay me another $500 when it was done. Needless to say I was very excited and felt a celebration was in order.
It was a Thursday night so I told the folks I would be sleeping over Betty's.. After I picked her up Betty and I hit the liquor store where we grabbed a bottle of vodka and a twelve pack. It was only about nine, so we went down to Club Baby Head where Mark was working the door and got us in for free. I had turned twenty one two weeks ago, so could now drink wherever I went. We hung out there and had a few drinks with a couple of guys who were trying to pick us up. Betty tried to talk me into bringing them back to her place but I didn't want to. After all I was getting plenty from my brother and was happy to keep it at that.
Betty rolled her eyes and asked me what the hell was wrong with me? Much like the way I rode Mark about going after Cynthia, Betty was always after me to get laid, telling me how hot I was and how I was missing out. I would just laugh and tell her she made up for both of us. After the club we swung by one of Betty's friends house where I bought a bag of weed and headed back to her place.
We smoked and drank and had a blast, which of course led to us waking up late for school. Not thinking, and in a hurry I shoved the bag into my purse. After the second period class that I shared with Betty, she leaned over and asked if I had it. I told her I did and we decided to hit the ladies room in between classes. Unfortunately as we were walking out as an instructor was walking in, and smelling it stopped us.
We were sent to the Dean's office where we were asked to empty our purses. I was suspended for the rest of the semester, which meant failing and having to repeat it. My father was livid, screaming at me to the point that Mom got nervous and sent me out onto the porch while she tried to calm him down. I sat on the porch, and found I wasn't really all that upset. I mean I felt bad in the sense that Dad worked his ass off and had paid for two years of school including a semester that I wouldn't finish, but honestly I had been sick of school for awhile now. Not only that, but now I would have time to finish that painting quick and get more money then sell more, who the hell needed class?
I lit a cigarette while I was sitting there, and smoked while I listened to mom and dad argue. Mark, who had been upstairs came outside and asked what happened. I told him and he asked me what the hell was wrong with me? I shrugged and explained I didn't need school, and this way Dad wouldn't waste any more money. Mark shook his head and told me I was an idiot. I told him that if he ever wanted this idiot to suck his cock again he'd watch his mouth. Mom came out at that point and brought me back in.
Once again it was lecture time. The evils of drugs, what addiction could do to people. Didn't I see all the trouble I was getting into? Mom also dropped the bomb on me that she was taking me to Kodak to meet with a drug councilor. Dad then told me that if I couldn't get full time at Sears I better get another job because if I wasn't in school, I would be working full time and start paying rent. I sat there and nodded. I couldn't even pretend to look sorry not even when Mom had teared up, as she was saying how worried she was for me. I felt totally detached as if it wasn't really me sitting there. This had been happening more and more often lately; this disconnected feeling. I have to say it was better than worrying.
After the lecture I went upstairs walked into Mark's bedroom and taking him by the hand pulled him into the bathroom with me, where we hopped into the shower for a quick fuck, then went into my room where I spent the rest of the night making him take care of me. Teach him to call me an idiot. By the next morning however I made it up to him, waking him up with a long slow blow job that made his eyes roll. The next few days were pretty tense; I avoided Dad like the plague, and every time I saw Mom she looked sad. I did get my hours upped at Sears and was now making more money, or thought I was until Dad said he wanted $75 a week from me.
Where the school situation didn't necessarily bother me what happened the next Saturday at Mitch's did. I came in after work looking forward to hanging out with Mark; catching a good buzz and then seeing as it was his night getting used and abused by my smoking hot brother. Those plans went to hell pretty quickly. Mark came up to me and grabbing my hand pulled me around the bar and into the back office. At first I was excited, thinking this was part of the game; after all it was his night maybe he would start by forcing me back here.
I went to give him a kiss but he stepped back and told me Krissy had come in here earlier with a couple of friends. She'd wanted to give him back a few small things that she still had of his, and hadn't wanted to go by the house. Mark had tried to get her to stay and talk, which was when Krissy had said she didn't want to get his new girlfriend Cynthia jealous. When my brother had asked what she was talking about little Krissy was nice enough to tell Mark that his big sister had wanted to spare her the embarrassment of hearing it elsewhere and told her how he had moved on.
Mark looked at me and asked me if I had said that. I tried to lie but found I couldn't. I tried to say it wasn't quite what I said but Mark had shaken his head, and asked me why the hell I would do that? I didn't know what to say; because I wanted to be his girlfriend? Because I was so lonely I didn't want to share him anymore? I suppose maybe I should have, at least it would have been an answer. Instead I simply shrugged and said that he was better off. I stopped as I saw Mark's eyes flare up. At first he didn't say anything just stood there looking pissed. I braced myself to get yelled at, but instead his eyes softened and he asked quietly;
"How could you do this to me Meg?" He shook his head and I felt a sinking feeling at the hurt in his eyes as he continued, "How could you? I'm your brother I thought we took care of each other?"
I tried to take his hand, but he pulled it away and simply walked out of the room. I stayed in the back for a few minutes, and when I came out Mark was gone. Cynthia said he told her he was sick and he had called Mitch who was coming down to stay the rest of the night with her. I sat and had a drink then went home. Seeing that Mark was there, I quickly went upstairs, and slipping into a sexy little red nighty went to go into his room to make things up to him.
The door was locked.
I knocked once then again. Finally Mark opened the door and simply said;
"Good night Megan."
With that he slammed the door in my face. I stood there in shock and after awhile climbed into my bed where I spent the night lying there awake and in tears. By the morning I told myself that Mark would get over it and everything would be okay. I was wrong. Mark went downstairs and when I followed got up from his breakfast, and walking out got into his car and left. The next four days were the worst I could remember. For the first time my brother was angry at me, and I didn't know what to do, I know I was wrong, but still what was so wrong with the time we were spending? Why did he need Krissy? What wasn't I giving him?
Every night I would knock on his door and hope he would open it. The best I got was a sarcastic;
"Sweet dreams my sister." Through the door.
The next night was the same routine, but this time I started sobbing and begged him to open the door and at least talk to me. To my surprise he did, but didn't let me in, he just stood in the doorway and told me that it wasn't just about Krissy, that I had lied to him and he thought we were different, that we were everything to each other and no one else mattered, and that the main thing was that we were supposed to want each other to be happy and who the hell was I to decide who he would be happy with.
I started crying telling him I was sorry and that I didn't mean to hurt him. I told him that I couldn't sleep, that I needed him, and could I please come into the room with him? After looking at me for a minute Mark stepped aside and told me to come in. He walked over to his bed and lied down facing the wall, I got in next to him and slipping my shirt off put my arm around him and was told;
"It's a big bed Megan stay on your side. You're here to sleep, after all if I want sex, I can just go to Cynthia right?"
I rolled over and curling up on the edge of the bed cried myself to sleep. In the morning Mark was gone. I couldn't spend another night like that so I went to Betty's where we smoked and had few beers, which was when a couple of guys showed up to party with her. Apparently it was just supposed to be one, but Betty called and told them she had a friend. I didn't want to stay, but Betty gave me the "come on you'll ruin it for me". I stayed, and even ended up making out with one of the guys. His hands started wandering, and I realized I couldn't do it, Betty had no such problems so she told me I'd have to go home.
I was drunk and knew it but I decided I would just go slow and I'd be fine. Two miles from home I took a corner too fast, and seeing a dog in the middle of the street panicked; I yanked the wheel and floored the gas and smashed my small Celica straight into a telephone pole. I hit my head pretty hard on the windshield, and as I sat there dazed the cops showed up and searching the car found a couple of roaches in the ash tray. My car was towed and I was arrested for drunk driving and possession of marijauna. After a trip to the emergency room to make sure I was okay, they brought me to the station where I called the house.
Mark answered and I begged him not to hang up. I told him what happened, and asked him to come get me. A half hour later Mark showed up, but they wouldn't let me out without posting bail, and Mark didn't have enough money. I would have to spend the night in jail. Mark went to the pay phone, and Dad showed up in fifteen minutes and although he posted the money was so mad he told me to ride home with Mark.
As I sat all the way over on my end of the front seat, Mark pulled away and taking a different street than dad would, pulled over and leaning over put his arms out to me. I practically jumped into them, and he asked if I was okay. I said I was just scared then told him I didn't give a shit about the car or Dad I just couldn't stand him being mad at me anymore.
Mark held me and told me he was still upset, but I was his sister and he loved me and he was worried about me. He didn't really answer the question the way I had hoped, but he was holding me and that's all that counted. When he got me home Mom instantly hugged me, and asked if I was okay. As we sat the tow truck brought my car home. The hood was crumpled, and both fenders smashed, it was too far gone to be driven like that.
The first thing Dad said was that he was not going to fix the car, I was on my own with it. He told me he was glad I was okay but past that he was disgusted beyond words and didn't know what the hell was wrong with me. He asked when I was going to admit I had a problem, and did I like scaring the shit out of my mother, and for that matter did I like disappointing her? Dad shook his head and pointed out that I didn't even look like I cared even now, sad fact was he was right. I mean of course I didn't want to hurt them but I wasn't doing it on purpose it was just an accident.
As was always the case Dad stormed off pissed, and mom simply gave me another hug and said we would talk tomorrow. Her last words to me that night was that she loved me and so did Dad, and for me to never forget that. For the first time in weeks I felt something other than that detachment and found myself in tears in my mother's arms. Mom held me silently just gently rubbing my back as I cried then told me to go upstairs and get some rest.
I went upstairs, and after glancing briefly at my brother's bedroom door sighed, and went into my room. I went into the bathroom and after taking a hot shower tossed on a nightshirt and climbing into bed cuddled up with Scooby and prepared to endure another lonely sleepless night. A few minutes later I heard my bathroom door open and as I lied there Mark slipped wordlessly into my bed, and putting his arm around my waist pulled me close to him.
I immediately rolled over, and burying my head in his chest, started crying again, telling him how sorry I was that I had hurt him. Gently grabbing my chin Mark lifted my head up to his, and after kissing me softly on the lips told me he loved me and that I had scared him tonight. I nodded and tried to apologize again for Krissy. Mark told me that although he was still hurt over it what was done was done, and what mattered now was that I needed my brother and that he would be there for me no matter what. Those words hurt me more than if he had yelled at me. Mark, Mom, Dad; I had disappointed and hurt all of them yet they kept loving me. I didn't deserve it I started to tell Mark that, but he hushed me with another kiss and put my head back into his chest.
For the first time in over a year Mark spent the night in my bed without us having sex. Just like when we were younger we simply lied there holding each other. I fell asleep and was woken by my brother's hands sliding under my night shirt, and gently caressing my nipples, I moaned softly;
"Oh little brother I need you so bad!"
"Then you have me my beautiful sister." Mark whispered in my ear as his right hand slid down and stroked my sorely neglected pussy.
I lifted my leg and draped it over his, allowing him to push his fingers inside and thumb my clit. We didn't speak, Mark simply buried his face in my neck kissing my creamy skin, and occasionally nibbling playfully at my ear. Propping his leg up under mine Mark replaced his fingers with his cock. I groaned as his amazingly hard cock entered my needy little pussy for the first time in almost a week; easily the longest we had gone since we had started a year ago.
I turned my head to the side so that we could kiss, while he slowly worked his cock in and out of my very grateful pussy in perfect timing with the slow circles his thumb was turning on my clit. Mark's other hand was busy playing with my nipple, but unlike the last few months when we had been rough he was going easy, taking his time, building me up slowly. When I tried to buck my hips back into him to get him to go faster Mark whispered in my ear;
"Easy sis, it's been awhile I want to enjoy."
I sighed happily and stopped moving my hips, in fact I wasn't moving anything, just lying there on my side letting my brother take his time, and loving him loving me. Even as I felt my orgasm building I resisted the urge to push him to go faster or even to talk dirty. I just closed my eyes, and let my body take its time responding to my brother's talented fingers and massive cock. To my surprise I heard Mark's breathing pick up in my ear, and realized he was also getting close to cumming.
Reaching down I grabbed his cock at the base, and started slowly jerking him off as he fucked me. Mark moaned in my ear, and he sped up slightly pushing his cock deeper into his big sister's more than willing pussy. I was getting closer to my own orgasm with each thrust, and smiled as Mark began making those little whimpering noises directly in my ear. As I felt my thighs tremble and the first waves of pleasure begin to flow through my body I whispered;
"There you go little brother; you cum with your big sister you let her have every bit of it!"
I leaned my head back, and let out a series of high pitched little yelps just as my pussy began convulsing around it, my brother's cock began squirting his hot cum, painting the inside of my pleasure wracked pussy. Even while cumming Mark didn't speed up, somehow controlling himself, he continued to pump his spurting cock into my throbbing pussy. Finally; sighing in unison Mark slid his cock out of me, and collapsed into the bed as I let myself slump into him.
"Oh Mark that was soooo nice." I told him then added; "And so much better than I deserve. I'm sorry I..."
"Never say you don't deserve to be treated right Megan." Mark said with a seriousness that surprised me. "You were treated badly for a long time and from now on the best is what you deserve." He added more softly; "What we both deserve."




Before I could reply, we jumped at a knock on the door.
"Megan you awake honey?" It was Mom.
Shit! I looked at the clock; it was 7:30 on Friday morning. Mark was supposed to be up but seeing as I was out of school, I hadn't been surfacing until after nine. I had never taken my night shirt off, and Mark quickly sliding his sweatpants on got up and tossed on a t-shirt, but rather than try to make it to the bathroom went and sat in the chair at my bureau. Getting his drift I got up and went over to the door and let Mom in.
Mom had entered, and looking at Mark had nodded and said she had thought she had heard us talking. Once again my brother had demonstrated his uncanny self preservation instincts, and had picked the right move. It would have looked funny if Mom had heard us and he had run out of the room. Mom asked Mark if he would leave us alone, and after he left Mom sat down and told me that she had been thinking it had been a long time since we had spent time together.
I shrugged and agreed. As I did I felt something on my upper thigh and realized that as I was sitting here talking to my mother, my brothers cum was oozing from my pussy. Many were the times something dirty like that would turn me on, but at the moment looking at the concern on Mom's face all I felt was guilty. Mom cut into my thoughts asking if I was paying attention, and after I apologized and said I was feeling a little out of it from the accident. She asked if she should come back later, and I told her no I could sleep later.
Mom then nodded, and told me that she had talked to Dad, and he was going to call Uncle Ray this morning and ask if we could use the cabin that he owned in Vermont for a few days. If he agreed, which she was sure he would, especially after his wife had been such a bitch a few months ago, then we were going to leave tomorrow and drive up there for a week of "girl time" as she put it.
I didn't want to go! After a week of ignoring me, my brother had come to my bed and said everything was going to be okay, I didn't want to leave him for a week! Searching for an excuse I mentioned work, and Mom told me she would call my boss, who in addition to being one of my Vinnie's regulars, was also the father of one of the other cheerleaders from high school and mom knew quite well. She was going to tell him that there was a family emergency, and I needed the week out. I started to try to come up with something else, but Mom looked at me and simply said that we were going, we needed to talk and she didn't want to be rushed or interrupted.
I put my head down and told her okay. Mom had smiled, and told me that it wouldn't be so bad that she wasn't taking me as a punishment, but that her and her mom had done trips like this, and she had always wanted to take me on one. Mom's mother had died young at 55 two years before I came to live with them, I had always wished I could have met her. Mom also told me that she had a surprise for me, and wanted it to be just the two of us when she gave it to me. What could I say? By rights the woman should be ready to kick me out and she wanted to spend time with me.
I went to work and my boss told me Mom had already called him, and it was fine for me to take the time, and he hoped everything would be okay. He then asked me what happened to my head and I lied and said I fell in the basement. That night as bad as I wanted to go to Mitch's I behaved and stayed home. Mark didn't get home until two but came into my room and once again took very good care of his big sister. I have to say lying there in his arms I felt guilty about what I had done to him with Krissy. Then again, if I hadn't I wouldn't be lying here with him, and he really didn't seem unhappy as he cuddled into his big sister, and told me sweet dreams before he went to sleep.
The trip had been a good one. Mom was one of those people that you could talk to about anything. She never lost her temper, nor did she judge, unlike my father who thought of everything in black and white, Mom seemed to understand that a lot of things were grey. Of course mostly what we talked about was me and how I was feeling and what was going on with me. I wasn't really sure and told her that. I knew I had it good and should be happy but lately just seemed sad. I told Mom I really didn't see anything wrong with drinking especially since I had turned twenty one, and although I admitted I had gotten a little carried away a couple of times didn't think it was an actual problem.
Mom disagreed of course, pointing out that I would have never gotten mixed up with Jack if I hadn't been. I also wouldn't have lost my job, got kicked out of school, or wrecked my car. At that point Mom stopped lecturing and changing gears talked about guys and love. I felt a little better about this topic as it didn't involve me changing anything. I explained to her about how I wasn't comfortable and it was getting worse.
Mom surprised me by saying I just kept looking at it from the sex point of view and not the emotions. I was caught up in "cute" or "Hot" and wanted to have fun but I obviously wasn't built that way, what I needed was someone who would love me and treat me right. That when I found that special someone, who wanted to be good to me, than I would be able to be good to him in every way as well. I asked Mom how I would know?
Mom then really surprised me by telling me she'd been with a few guys before Dad, and that she'd had her share of both fun and screw ups. She said she knew Dad was the one when it came to sleeping with him. At that point I put my hand up and said that we really didn't need to get into all that, I'd take her word for it. Mom rolled her eyes and said she meant literally sleeping with someone. That when it was the right one, you fell into each other as if you were a perfect fit, and that it felt like you'd always been there, and always belonged there.
As she explained this I started thinking about my brother and I. What Mom was saying really did describe us. Mark was the only man that I could sleep with, and as much as he cared for Krissy Mark had told me several times that there were times he couldn't sleep next to her, that he still felt uncomfortable and uneasy, and that I was the only one he felt completely right with. As I thought about this Mom had asked me if I had ever slept with anyone that had made me feel that way.
I have to say I give Mom credit for being able to say it like that. Except for Jack I had never snuck guys around behind my parents and Mom accepted the fact that I'd slept with a few. At this point I'd only been with five, and that included Mark. I had been uncomfortable with all of them both during sex and afterwards. But as I thought about it something odd happened; I found myself wanting to tell my mother about Mark.
I knew it was crazy, there was no way in hell I could tell her we were having sex especially after I'd lied through my teeth after the hotel, and she had said she trusted me. Despite that, as I looked at Mom I felt like I wanted to, even to the point that I considered saying that Mark and I had never had sex, but that I felt drawn to him and was pretty sure he felt the same way. In my head I found myself trying to justify it; we had been separated for ten years, we understood each other in ways no one else could, that Mark made me feel special, even that comment he had made about me deserving the best.
Mom asked me where I was, and with a smile I told her I was just thinking of how nice it would be to meet that person. Mom smiled and then turning serious told me that I would never meet that person the way I was going. If mom had surprised me before she absolutely shocked me with her next statement. Looking me straight in the eye Mom said that guys wanted to fuck the party girls, but were only good to the good girls. Then, without realizing it, Mom twisted the knife by saying it was why she was so disappointed Mark had screwed up with Krissy. Krissy was a sweet girl would had been very good to him, and now Mom worried Mark would fall in with the type she didn't want to see me become.
The week went by surprisingly quick, and Mom didn't beat a dead horse, we did talk about me a few times, but they were short conversations and in the end I found myself wanting to do better by her, and promised I would stay away from pot and drinking, and even cut down on my time with Betty, whom Mom blamed a lot of this on. Even as I said it however I wasn't sure I could make good on it. As every night I went to bed all I wanted was a drink. Either that or my brother's arms around me, or better still both.
The cabin had a phone, however the rule was we weren't to use it all the time, and Mom told Dad not to call and harass her. On Tuesday we called and I was disappointed to find out Mark was out. I found myself instantly wondering where? He didn't work Tuesdays, but then Dad had mentioned he had started taking Tai Kwon Do because his black belt in Kenpo wasn't enough apparently. On Thursday however Mark was home and I got a chance to talk to him.
We made small talk for a couple of minutes, and I felt a little nervous. Mark had never completely forgiven me, and I was worried that the time alone would get him stewing over Krissy again. Mark made me feel better however when he said quietly;
"I miss you in my bed my beautiful sister."
Mark had said it in Latin, and I found out why as after he said goodbye; Dad, who must have been standing there came on the line and told me he missed me and hoped I was having a good time. My father and I hadn't been civil in days so that made me feel good although nowhere near as much as Mark's comment had. My little brother still wanted to be with me! I turned the phone over to Mom and sat on the couch as she talked to my father. I caught myself trying to listen and smiled when I heard Mom tell Dad that she missed him, and that he should plan on sleeping in on Sunday. Good for them.
The next day Mom gave me the surprise that she had mentioned, and to be honest I had forgotten about. We were sitting on the porch after breakfast and Mom had presented me with a small jewelry box. When I opened it I saw that it was the silver heart shaped locket that I always remembered her wearing when I was younger. The locket had contained a picture of my mother as a young girl with her mother. As I opened it I felt my eyes well up, as the locket now featured a picture of me at eleven in a pretty red dress sitting on Mom's lap her arms were around me, and we were both smiling.
I remembered that day vividly; it was the day my adoption became official. I looked up at Mom and tried to tell her that this was hers, and that I had been such a bad daughter lately that I didn't deserve it. Mom told me not to be ridiculous, and that her mother had given it to her when she turned twenty one, and she had been looking forward to giving it to me and seeing me wearing it. Taking it from me Mom held it out and I turned and pulling my hair to the side let her put it on. I turned back and hugging her promised her once again that I would do better except this time I meant it. How could I hurt this woman who had and still did so much for me?
Giving up on sleep I opened my eyes, and as I had done many times since yesterday reached up and put my hand over the locket. I had one picture of my real mother Julia, and sometimes wondered why I kept it. I hadn't seen her since that day in the social workers office and although it was explained to me when I was older by Mom, that she had done what was best for my brother and me, there was no way I could feel anything but anger towards her. No the woman in this locket was my mother and I needed to stop hurting her.
Six hours later I felt a thrill go through me, as I saw the now entering Rhode Island sign on 95 that signaled that we were only minutes from home. I looked over at Mom, and smiling thanked her for spending the week with me, and that I felt much better. Mom reached across the seat and taking my hand thanked me for coming, that she had always looked forward to having a daughter to do this with. My smile wavered a little as I once again felt that nagging sense of guilt about lying to her, and about all the things she didn't know about.
We pulled up in front of the house and Dad was waiting on the porch for us. By the time we got out of the car he had come down the stairs, and to my surprise came over and hugged me before Mom. Holding me tightly Dad whispered in my ear that he loved me and that he was sorry he had been so hard on me it was just because he cared. I let myself relax into him enjoying the first real hug I'd gotten from him in weeks and telling him I loved him to. I stepped back and smiled as he gave Mom a huge hug and kiss and then asked where Mark was.
Dad turned, and shaking his head told me he was in the backyard and had probably had lost track of time. Dad told me to go see him, and that he would get the bags. I was just getting ready to go into the backyard when Dad caught my arm, and told me to make sure that I told Mark thank you because he had worked his ass off this week. I nodded unsure of what he was talking about and followed the brick path that led behind the house.
As I opened the gate I heard banging and Mark swearing, I shook my head figuring he must be fighting with his car again. I entered the back yard and saw Mark bent over the front of my car where he appeared to be pushing something into place. I heard a pop and standing up Mark stepped back.
"Oh my god!" I cried out.
My car was fixed. The crumpled hood had been flattened and the ruined left fender was back on , and even the cracked windshield had been replaced. There were still a couple of pieces missing around the headlights but they were mounted and the completely destroyed right fender had been replaced by a new one. The red didn't quite match but it was close. Mark turned when I had shouted and smiled tiredly at me.
"Guess I finished just in time."
I ran over and threw myself into his arms. Mark caught me around the waist and lifting me off my feet crushed me to him.
"I missed you!"
We had both said it at the same time then both laughed. We stayed there for a couple of minutes, Mark was dirty, and smelled like oil, but I couldn't care less it just felt good to be in his arms again. Mark put me down and pulling away looked at the car and shrugged saying it wasn't perfect but a little paint would help. I thanked him and hugged him again, as with Mom I felt that twinge of guilt. I had cost Mark a chance to be back with the girl he loved, and he had responded by spending all week fixing the car I had wrecked by being stupid.
The four of us went out to lunch, and when we came back I was disappointed to find out that Mark had to work tonight. I asked him if he could get out of it, but he shook his head and said that he needed the money plus Mitch wasn't around, and he couldn't leave Cynthia alone on a weekend night. I pouted a little bit but knew he had to go and there was no way I would go hang out with him tonight, after spending a week telling Mom I would do better.
The night dragged as I watched the clock waiting for Mark to get home. Usually on a Saturday it wouldn't be until one am. Well it's not like I had been sleeping or anything. Around eleven I drew a hot bath and soaked in it. As I lied in the soapy water I started thinking of what my brother had in store for me. Not only was it his night but he had been angry at me for awhile. Picturing Mark tying me down, and forcing his huge cock into my tight little pussy from every angle ,I let my hand wander under the water and started stroking my clit. I came hard to the image me on my knees hands behind my back and Mark driving his cock in to the hilt all the while spanking my ass beet red.
The orgasm must have put me out as I suddenly awoke still in the tub, with the clock saying twelve forty five. I hopped out, and after quickly drying off went into my room where I put on Mark's favorite shade of red lipstick and the simple short black silk robe that he loved. I then went into my brother's room and after lighting his candles sat on his bed, head down, demurely awaiting my punishment.
Mark came in a few minutes after one, and as he closed and locked his door smiled down at me.
"You look good on my bed sis."
I looked up and pouted at him.
"I'm sorry I upset you sir."
I pushed my pout out further ,and batting my eyes added;
"I'm here for you to punish me as you see fit."
Mark looked at me as if he were thinking. That was enough to start getting me wet on the spot; if he had to think about it, then damn straight it would be something really hardcore. Mark stripped his shirt off, and I felt myself getting wetter as I took in his powerful chest and shoulders as well as that amazing tattoo. After kicking his boots off he told me;
"Stand up and take off the robe."
"Yes sir." I whispered and did as he said.
"Show me."
Putting my hands up over my head I slowly turned in a circle for him showing off my long legs, tight ass, and small but perfectly shaped tits. I finished and taking a chance it was what he wanted walked up to him and dropping to my knees unzipped his jeans and pulled them down.
"Good girl." Mark said quietly as he stepped out of them.
"Thank you sir."
I pulled his boxers down next, and it was everything I could do not to open wide and take that huge beautiful prick into my mouth.
"May I please sir?" I looked up at him, and using my best little girl voice continued; "Can this bad little girl make it up to you?"
"You can try." Mark told me.
"Oh thank you!"
I immediately placed my mouth over the head of his cock, and in one smooth motion took him all the way down. I moaned in pleasure at the way his enormous dick completely filled my mouth and throat. Mark moaned softly, and I was sure he had been thinking of this all week as well. I shook my head back and forth while swirling my tongue around the base of his cock before slowly pulling my head up. After removing his cock from my mouth I held it up while I dipped my head down and started tonguing his balls.
As I licked his balls I pumped his cock rapidly with my right hand jerking him off hard. Mark groaned again, and still using my hand I once again swallowed his cock and started bobbing my head rapidly up and down. My brother's thighs were already starting to tremble, and I was fine with that. I would suck him off nice and quick, swallow every drop he'd give me to take the edge off, then lie back and let him have his way with me. Mark reached down and grabbed the sides of my face. I prepared myself for him to hold my head still and start fucking my face, but instead he pulled my mouth from him and then grabbing my shoulders lifted me to my feet to face him.
"Like you deserve to taste it." He told me.
"I'm sorry sir I... ow!!!" I cried out as Mark spun me around, and grabbing my right wrist bent my arm up behind my back in a submission hold. I groaned at the pain in my shoulder as he pushed me over to his bed. When we reached it, he let go of my arm and pushed me onto the bed grabbing my hips, he half lifted half tossed me up so I was laying full length on my stomach. Crawling up over me Mark grabbed a fistful of my hair hard enough to make me wince.
Lifting my head up Mark hissed in my ear;
"You were a very bad girl weren't you Megan?"
"Yes sir."
"You betrayed me didn't you?"
"Yes." I gasped as he pulled harder on my hair.
"You're a lying fucking whore Megan, and you're going to be punished for it aren't you?"
"Whatever you see fit master." I whispered as both my eyes and pussy began to water.
"Well for starters for the next two weeks every night is my night, you don't have the right to control me do you?"
"No sir."



"Yeah that's right." He whispered directly in my ear. "You will be sorry Megan yes you will."
He paused then leaning his head in kissed me softly on the cheek and said;
"Starting tomorrow."
"What?" I asked, then giggled as Mark nuzzled into me and playfully licked my earlobe.
"I'll punish you another time." He said, and sliding down began to plant soft little kisses between my shoulder blades.
"But tonight," He continued. "I just want to enjoy my beautiful sister's body, and show her how much I missed her."
"Mmmmm that feels so nice Mark." I told him as he kissed his way down my back.
Reaching the small of my back, Mark kissed each of the cheeks of my ass getting another giggle out of me, then started working his way down the back of my right leg. As he kissed the right Mark's hand trailed down the back of my left gently caressing the soft skin, and keeping pace with his lips. I sighed into the bed as my brother, who had every right not to even want me in his bed, worshipped my body. Mark got to the bottom and after playfully licking the bottom of my foot slid back up onto the bed asked me to roll over.
I rolled over onto my back, and put my arms up over my head lifting my tits up to their best angle and moaned as Mark's fingers quickly found my left nipple. Mark was lying on his side propped up on his right elbow while his left hand fondled my tits, then slid down and gently brushed his fingers across my soft stomach. I laughed softly as it tickled, but felt amazing at the same time. I looked over at Mark and smiled. My brother wasn't looking at my face he was staring at my body with a little smile on his face as he slowly worked his hand across my thighs and back up across my stomach.
I lied there continuing to watch his face as his hand wandered, and thoroughly enjoyed my flesh. He hadn't gone near my pussy yet but I was fine with that. I was just lying there enjoying the way he looked at me. Finally he said quietly;
"Your skin looks beautiful in the candlelight."
I sighed, and looking over saw that he was looking at my face now. I smiled and told him;
"Mark you make me feel beautiful."
"You are Megan."
Leaning over Mark kissed me. It was a nice long soft one that I returned just as softly. As we kissed Mark's hand came up and gently caressed the side of my face. I reached up and put my hand behind his head playing with his hair, and holding his lips to mine. I had meant what I said, my brother made me feel attractive and sexy. It's not that I didn't think I was attractive I mean I get more than my share of looks from guys, but Mom was right, that was about sex.
Mark was different, obviously he loved having sex with me, but he made me feel beautiful in every way. I felt wanted when I was with my brother. As we continued the long slow passionate kiss I found myself feeling the way I had that Saturday morning when we had been staring into each other's eyes. I broke the kiss long enough to roll over onto my own side so that we were facing each other, and wrapping my arms around him pulled his lips back to mine.
For what seemed like an eternity we stayed that way; just kissing caressing and enjoying each other. My pussy was dripping, and I badly wanted my brother inside, but I knew we would get there. Right now I was just amazed at how well we fit together and how perfectly we knew each other's body. Finally Mark pushed me gently onto my back again, and after kissing my neck bent his head down to my left nipple. As he did his hand trailed down to my thighs which I was more than happy to open for him.
"Oh right there little brother!" I whispered as his fingers found their way into my sopping wet pussy.
Mark started slowly pumping his fingers in and out, as his tongue went from one nipple to the next. I reached down and grabbing his cock squeezed hard. Mark groaned, as did I when I felt some of his pre cum drip onto my side. I started slowly pumping his cock as Mark's fingers continued to work my pussy. Rolling over on top of me Mark kissed me then started making his way down, his lips finding and lingering on each nipple before trailing down my stomach and ending between my legs.
"Oh have I waited for this!" I exclaimed as I lifted my legs draping them over Mark's shoulders.
"Not just you." Mark said, then plunged his tongue straight into my steaming slit.
I let out a satisfied groan as I let my head fall back into the pillow. I closed my eyes and alternately whimpered and moaned, as Mark's tongue played my pussy like an instrument; first teasing gently, then sucking hard until I was right in the edge, and then teasing me back down again. Part of me wanted to cum but another part never wanted this to end. I looked down at my beautiful little brother, as he lay between my legs his tongue flicking across his big sister's swollen clit as his hands lightly caressed my nipples.
As I looked across his muscular back with the huge Baphomet tattoo I thought I wasn't the only one who looked good in the candle light. I reached down and pushed his left hand away from my nipple replacing it with my own. Taking my hint Mark slid his hand down and shoved two fingers into my pussy.
"Oh yeah that's it little brother work your sister's pussy!" I told him.
I started to slowly rock my hips back and forth in his face. For the first time I could remember I wasn't in a hurry to cum, and was trying to hold back, but at this point Mark had been down there for awhile, and it was a losing battle. Sensing I was getting there Mark started sucking my clit in and out of his mouth faster as his fingers pinched my nipple harder than he had before. My thighs started to shake, and turning my head I arched my back, shoving my pussy into Mark's face, and started moaning loudly into the pillow as my brother's soft tongue brought me to orgasm.
Mark continued to suck softly on my clit as my hips bucked, and I let out a long loud whimper as the orgasm flowed through me. Like the build up the orgasm took its time flowing through me so slowly it was almost a tease in itself. Finally the last of it hit me hard, crashing through me suddenly, and causing me to cry out in surprise and clamp my thighs around my brother's head. I slumped back panting.
"Damn I came hard!" I gasped out.
"Who you telling?" Mark asked as he slid up between my legs to position himself over me.
I looked up and could see his face glistening from my pussy.
"Oh, bring that down here." I told him.
Mark leaned over and kissed me, as his tongue entered my mouth his thick cock entered my pussy in one long smooth thrust. I moaned into his mouth as for the first time in a week my pussy got what it had so desperately needed; my brothers cock. Mark slid his arms under me, and started pumping in and out in nice long slow thrusts. I started kissing his neck enjoying the soft moans he was making in my ear with every pump.
"Did you miss your sister's pussy little brother?"
"I missed all of you." He answered as he kissed me again.
Mark pushed up, and sitting back on his knees grabbed my ankles and placed my feet up on his shoulders. I pushed my hips up off the bed allowing his cock to drive even deeper into my pussy. I looked down between my legs and groaned at the sight of the full length of my brother's glistening cock slide in and out of my pussy.
"Bring it up here." I told him.
Smiling Mark pulled his cock from my pussy, and sliding up on the bed straddled my shoulders with his thighs and shoved his cock into my waiting mouth. I lied still and let him pump his cock in and out of my mouth. I reached up and ran my nails down his chest and hard flat stomach moaning the entire time. Oh look at you I told myself, look at you lying there tasting your pussy off you little brother's cock! Letting him face fuck you oh you nasty girl.
Grabbing his hips, I urged Mark to fuck my mouth faster and harder. He did, pushing himself in all the way to the base of his shaft. I moaned my approval as he continued to do it. I would have been perfectly happy to have him cum this way, but apparently it was my pussy my little brother really wanted, as for the second tome tonight he pulled out of my mouth.
"Roll over." He said simply.
"Yes sir!" I laughed and rolling onto my stomach, eagerly pushed my ass into the air to receive my brother's cock. I didn't have long to wait; grabbing my hips Mark slammed his big prick deep inside of his favorite pussy.
"Oh fuck yeah! That's what I need little brother just like that!"
It must have been what my brother needed as well, as still holding my hips Mark reared back and started fucking the shit out of his big sister's pussy. There was nothing slow and easy at this point, just long hard thrusts that were forcing me to bury my face in the pillow so my loud squeals wouldn't be heard through the entire house.
"Oh yeah you fuck that pussy Mark! Whose pussy is it?"
"It's my pussy." Mark replied in between his own moans, as he continued to slam the shit out of me.
"Yeah? Your sister's pussy belongs to you?"
"Yes she gives it to me all the time."
"Oh yeah she does, because that's my cock isn't it?"
"All yours sis all yours." Mark groaned out.
All mine! Damn whether he meant it or not that sounded so fucking good!
"Then claim your sister's pussy Mark, make it yours give me every fucking drop!"
Mark lifted my hips up higher, and angling his hips started pushing his cock even deeper inside of me. It was all I could do not to wail like a banshee, as he tore into me like he never had it before. Fortunately for my poor little pussy, even Mark couldn't hold back long at that pace, and after several more vicious pumps he let out a soft whimper,r and with the next thrust I felt a huge hot spurt of cum land deep inside of my pussy.
"Oh yeah baby! Just like that! All of it! I want it all!"
Mark gave me several more hard pumps each ending in another squirt of his hot sticky cum that my greedy little pussy sucked right up.
"Goddamn I missed you!" Mark said as he all but fell onto the bed next to me.
I lay there on my stomach completely spent, better than that, after a week with little sleep I could already feel it creeping up on me. All I needed now was to curl up in Mark's arms and all would be well. I put my head up to see Mark was on his side facing me. I rolled over so I was looking at him and slid closer. Mark smiled and kissed the top of my head.
"Glad your back sis." He paused and asked. "You have a good trip?"
"I did."
"Feeling better?"
I shrugged.
"I guess I just don't know what's wrong sometimes Mark it's like I'm missing something."
"I know the feeling." Mark said quietly.
"You do?" I asked.
"Why do you think I don't stop sis?"
"What do you mean?"
"If I stay still I get antsy. I feel weird sometimes, empty like you said, but mostly just pissed and I don't know what at anymore, I mean things are great here." He sighed.
"I work out two hours a day go to school, work, go to karate, and we fuck like animals but sometimes I still feel wired." He shrugged;
"Oh well at least I get a lot done in the meantime."
"Yeah well all I do is drink I guess." I told him. "That makes it stop." I laughed "I don't really get anything done though I just get in trouble."
"Yeah well we'll work on that." Mark told me. "You just tell me what you need."
"I need you little brother." I told him.
It had come out before I could think about it. I looked at Mark to see how he would take it. Mark was looking at me with his eyes narrowed, as if he were trying to figure it out. Once again I had that feeling something was going on and neither of us wanted to say anything. Finally seeing my opportunity I once again told my brother;
"Mark I am so sorry about Krissy I really am I..."
"Megan forget it."
"No Mark it wasn't right but..." I trailed off unsure if I should say it.
"But what Meg?"
"Well I mean Krissy was so serious when she did it Mark, she called you an animal swore at you then she ignored you for weeks and in the meantime," I put my head down and spoke softly;
"We were together every night and I loved it Mark I really did. I love being with you. I went to just go through the motions because you asked, and she started talking about getting back with you, and I... well I got scared."
"Scared of what sis?" Mark asked as he put his arm around me.
"That I'd be back to being number two, that you'd spend all your time with her and I... I ...need you Mark! I really do. I know I sound pathetic, but I'm lonely Mark and no one else makes me feel okay and I ..."
I stopped as not only was I starting to cry, but I felt like an idiot. Mark lifted my chin to look at him.
"Hey," He began quietly. "If you needed me sis then all you had to do was say it. I'm always here for you."
"Yeah but were not supposed to be for all the time Mark. I was the one that said that, and it's true."
"So?" He asked. "We've been fooling around for over a year, were not going to get caught, well not again anyways."
"It's not just that Mark, it's if we're together all the time then we won't meet anyone. I don't know if I even want to, but there's so many girls who want you and you could be having so much fun."
"Yeah cause I'm going without over here." He said smiling. "Hell Megan you're the sexiest girl I know."
"You're just saying that." I told him, then sighed. "But really Mark I was being selfish I need you but I know I can't always and I..."
"Who says you can't always have me?" Mark asked me.
I felt my heart kick up a bit. Was he saying we could be? Could be what? I asked myself,f there is no way that would work I knew it when we started and I knew it now.
"Well Mark it's not like we could well you know go out or be like a couple or..."
Mark silenced me with his finger on my lips.
"Megan, whatever we are or aren't doesn't matter. What matters is if you need to be with me then I'm here." He removed his finger, and kissed me gently before continuing;
"Besides Megan first off as far as rules? We wouldn't be here if we followed them and second of all," He smiled. "It's not so bad being in bed with my beautiful sister every night."
"Really?" I asked feeling like a little kid.
"Megan," Mark said looking me in the eye. "I love being with you. I loved Krissy, but it's over and things happen the way they're supposed to. Losing Krissy hurt Megan, even before you got involved it hurt and I didn't like it." His eyes hardened a little as he continued;
"I won't go through it again. If I end up with Cynthia at some point ,or one of the sluts at the bar it'll be just to fuck them, no more love just fun." He smiled at me. "I don't have to look any further than my own sister to feel loved." He kissed me again.
"I really don't mind being here sis I don't. So let's just go to sleep, we don't have to wonder what we are we just have to enjoy and take care of each other. Now roll over so I can hold you and you can get some sleep."
I wanted to say more but why complicate things. Mark had given his answer; he would stay with me as long as I needed him to. As I rolled over on my side and pushed myself up against his back I wondered what if I always needed him? Mark put his arm around my waist and kissed my neck. I closed my eyes and sighed contentedly. I could already feel myself being pulled down into the welcome arms of sleep. My last thought was what Mom had said about how she knew Dad was the one; because of how they fit together. I thought of my Broken painting. Mark and I fit together just fine.
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A wave of excitement went through me as the voice over the intercom announced that flight 386 from Providence had just landed and the passengers would be exiting soon. I stood up from where I had been sitting looking through an art magazine, and quickly started to make my way over to the gate to wait for my brother Mark, whom I hadn't seen since back in July. Knowing I had a couple of minute ,I ducked into the ladies room and gave myself a brief once over in the mirror.
It was Halloween, and I had fully dressed the part; going with the all out goth appearance I usually reserved for the clubs and my art exhibits. I had straightened my normally curly jet black hair, so that it now hung down to my waist, and besides my deep red lipstick the only make up I was wearing was heavy black eye shadow and eye liner which served to further accentuate my Ivory -or as I liked to think of it at this time of year- ghostly complexion. The dark eye makeup also called attention to one of if not my best feature; my all but transparent crystal blue eyes.
I stepped back from the mirror so I could get a good look at the rest of what would be greeting my brother as he got off the plane. Despite it being the end of October in Chicago the temperature was still in the low fifties so I didn't have to bundle myself up too much. I was wearing a black leather shirt that although long sleeved, the outsides had no material and were laced together with leather straps through metal hooks.
The front was the same; the left and right sides laced together with enough space that the inside portion of my tits were showing, the material just covering my pierced nipples. The shirt continued all the way down like that exposing my stomach and the silver chain that hung from my navel. The long black skirt I was wearing went all the way down to my ankles. However the slits on both sides ran almost all the way up to my hips showing off the knee high black boots and quite a bit of my creamy white thighs.
All in all I thought my brother would like what he was seeing especially since he hadn't seen me dress like this in awhile. I turned and practically skipped out of the bathroom. There were so many reasons to be excited tonight! Besides the fact that it had been months since I had seen Mark, this was the first time he had come down here since January, and so much had changed since then and all for the better! The last time Mark had been down here I had still been living with Betty, and had been working as a waitress while I tried to get myself going in the local art scene.
Two months after he left I ran into a guy named Royce at an NA meeting who was a former art dealer, and after a year of abstinence was just starting to get some of his clients back. We got to talking and he agreed to show some of my paintings, if when they sold he would get a percentage and the right to represent me. I had agreed and within a month he had three of my paintings hanging at the local Goth club "The Black Flame". By month's end I received a phone call from him that one had sold for $2,000.
From there things really started falling into place. As it turned out Abigail Lefay the owner of the Black Flame knew my brother from not only the occult circuit but was a member of some type of exclusive S&M club that my brother was also belonged to. Once Mark called her and she met with me, Abigail began really pushing my painting, and in the last eight months I had sold close to two dozen.
The last sale which was for a cool $10,000 also got me featured in a couple of local magazines where I was touted as "An up and coming artist whose dark visions could put Bosch to shame.". I had since quit waitressing and was now painting full time. At the moment I was doing a series of paintings based on the works of Edgar Allen Poe for a collector who was not only going to pay $5,000 a pop but had given me a $15,000 down payment.
That money, along with another $15,000 I had been able to save, went towards the down payment of the condo I had just moved into three months ago. Due to my checkered past and the fact that the bank was a little iffy about considering painting a steady income, Mark, who was in the middle of a big case and couldn't come down, got on the phone with the bank and co-signed for me. For the first time in my life not only was I financially self supporting but had a beautiful place to live that was all mine!
The thought that not only was I picking up my brother, but that we would be going back to my place, and of course to my bed was enough to get me wet as I stood there in the middle of at least a dozen others waiting for the passengers to get off the plane. Of course that was another if not the biggest thing I was excited about, Mark was coming to Chicago. Back in Rhode Island people knew we were brother and sister, and between it being a small state and Mark having some public notoriety there we had to be careful.
Not down here however. When I had first moved here a little over a year ago, it had occurred to me that seeing it was a new start, and no one other than Betty knew me, I decided not to tell anyone I had a brother. Now when Mark came down here we could go to dinner, dancing, to the clubs and pretty much paw all over each other. To the friends I had made down here Mark was a former lover from back home who I still hooked up with; a friend with benefits. I have to say that it turned me on to no end to see the reactions of my friends when they met my beautiful little brother.
Mostly what I got was why the hell would I leave him? Gorgeous, built, and a six figure a year attorney. I simply shrugged and had said neither of us wanted to settle down. None of my friends had a problem believing that as the only thing that continued to plague me now as it had done in my past was the inability to stay in a relationship.
In my year and a half down here, I had started out with Betty, who honestly I knew wouldn't work out but we were comfortable together, and we kept each other out of trouble. I had then spent five months dating an architect named Kevin, who I had high enough hopes for that I moved in with him after two of those months, but in the end it had been the same old story; Kevin was sweet, romantic and caring. I, on the other hand? Well second verse same as the first, as I was told that I was distant, unreachable and even cold. After that there was a couple of dates here and there and even a couple of months toying with a twenty year old college student named Brian, who literally worshipped me, but that had been purely sexual on my part and when I saw him falling I ended it immediately.
I pushed those thoughts aside, in the grand scheme of things being unable to find that special someone wasn't the be all end all. Right now what mattered most was that I was sober, independent, and experiencing my first taste of what I hoped would be continued success. Even my relationship with my parents was getting much better. They hadn't been happy with the move but when I saw them back in July things had gone better than they had in years. Mom of course had always tried to be close to me. I was the one who out of shame and guilt had pulled away.
Now however I called her two to three times a week and loved chatting away about life back at home and my new life here. Even Dad, who had really distanced himself from me as I had descended further and further into drugs, had gone out of his way to try to mend things between us. Of course the only drawback to living out here was that I hardly ever got to see my brother anymore. Mark had been disappointed about me coming here, but he knew it was for the best. I had needed a clean start and as always my brother was all about me getting what I needed.
That, of course was the best reason of all to be excited; as I had been thinking about my brother and that hard cock and soft tongue of his every day for the last month. Ever since he had called and said he was coming down I had been masturbating to the thought of him like it was a sporting event. What was going to make our reunion even more spectacular tonight was there was another reason for Mark's visit besides paying a conjugal visit to his hot big sister and her lonely pussy.
Tonight was Halloween, The feast of Samhain, and there was to be a celebration at the Black Flame in the honor of this most holy of days. To the everyday poser The Black Flame was a goth club where people who liked to dress the part and pretend they understood the lifestyle came to dance and play. However what most of those pretenders weren't aware of was that The club had three levels, theirs which was the club proper was on the first floor.
In the basement was the second level where the hardcore S&M crowd went. This level had its own entrance, and on any given night there was everything from whipping demonstrations to live sex shows. These people were the real deal however even they didn't know about the third level which was located in a sub cellar that had been discovered when the club was built. This was the true heart of the club.
Abigail Lefay was a certified high priestess of the church of Satan and was the descendent of a long line of witches. Every Friday night she held Black mass, and on other nights would have special masses where things happened that sometimes were best not spoken of. I myself have to admit that I was not as hardcore as she was, but had attended some of the sex magic ceremonies as Abigail always made sure there was an abundance of very sweet young girls there whose sole job it was to please the ranking members of Abigail's little cult.
Not that my brother wouldn't have come for the ceremony anyways, but Abigail had invited him personally and wanted him to be part of the "show". I wasn't exactly sure what that meant but Mark had warned me that our "rule" of never being with anyone if we were together at the time might have to be bent tonight. Surprisingly that comment had excited me more than it had bothered me.
I mean my brother was a true master of women who had bedded every type of woman from 18 year old coed's to forty something Ceo's, to a blond supermodel named Victoria Redding who hailed from new York and was yet another member of this "group" that my brother wouldn't even tell me that much about. So in the end it's not like we were exclusive by any means, and what was one more? I also felt that it bothered me less because now that I was sober and in control of myself I had been getting my share as well. I still did have some issues here and there with men, but for the most part I was no longer that scared little girl who was afraid to let a guy fuck her, or that desperate strung out mess who would sell herself for a fix, fucking anyone who had either drugs or the money to get them.
I shook my head on that last note, and as my therapist had taught me, I began to focus on the positives things in my life. As if to prove that she was right just at that moment the single best thing in my life appeared at the top of the escalator, and was making his way down. I went over to the gate and waved to get his attention. Mark saw me, and to cool to wave flashed me that killer smile that made my thighs weak from twenty feet away.
To say Mark looked good was like saying the sun was hot, the word just not doing him justice. Mark had caught his flight straight from work and although he had ditched his tie and jacket was wearing a pair of grey slacks and a tight black dress shirt that showed off his wide shoulders and broad chest. His thick black hair, was slicked back and he was clean shaven showing off his high cheek bones and flawlessly smooth even features, my brother had spent his entire life being called "pretty boy" and although it pissed him off it fit to a T; my little brother truly was beautiful.
The fact that he looked ju like his older sister may have something to do with the fact I thought he was pretty as well, as with the exception of his slightly olive skin tone and our eye color our resemblance was undeniable. Speaking of his eyes I couldn't see them at the moment as they were covered by a pair of sun glasses that I have no doubt cost hundreds of dollars.
Mark reached the landing, and I all but ran up to greet him. As I got there Mark dropped his bag, and removing his sunglasses put his arms out to me. I leapt into those arms leaving my feet and throwing my arms around his neck squeezed him tight. Mark wrapped his arms around my waist and holding me to him whispered in my ear;
"Damn I miss holding you Meg."
"And I miss you holding me." I replied.
I let my arms drop from his neck, and as my brother put me down I immediately took advantage of the fact that we could be open here, and reaching up and grabbing the sides of his face pulled his head down to me and gave him a long lingering kiss. Mark sighed into my mouth as he put his arms around me and kissed me back. At first we kissed hard; each of us showing how badly we had missed the others lips, we then slowed down to a softer more playful kiss our tongues teasing in and out of each other's mouths.
I'd be lying if I didn't say it was a turn on; standing in the middle of O'Hare airport making out with my brother in full view of dozens of people. As we kissed I heard someone remark; "Get a room for God's sakes!" I pulled away laughing feeling like a teenager. Mark was smiling and grabbing my shoulders held me back from him and shaking his head said;
"Sis you look fucking incredible!"
"Thank you!" I said smiling even harder.
Mark nodded then his smile fading a bit leaned over and putting his arm around me said softly in my ear;
"Really my sister, you don't know how good it feels to see you like this."
I felt my eyes begin to fill up with tears. I knew exactly what he meant; all those years and all the things I had done to myself. My brother had seen me at my absolute worst, and had somehow still loved me. I could only imagine how much it had hurt him. Now hearing how happy he sounded made me feel as if I was finally giving him back something by being his sister again, rather than the emotional drain on him I had been for years.
I hugged him back and whispered in his ear;
"I wouldn't be here without you little brother."
Mark pulled back and shrugged.
"I did what I could." He said simply.
"You did a little more than that Mark." I told him. "Like saving my life."
"You saved your life sis." He answered. "You're the only one that could. I just helped that's all."
Before I could reply Mark waved his hand.
"But you know enough of that bullshit, the past is the past sis and all that matters now is that we are going to have one hell of a time tonight!"
Mark smiled again, and as he did I looked into his amazing multi colored eyes; at the moment they were a combination of greenish gold with just a hint of brown thrown in. In my entire life I had never seen another pair of eyes like his. I smiled back at him and nodded.
"Your right Mark all that matters is now."
Taking his hand I giggled like a young girl and said;
"You ready to come see my place little brother?"
"Your place," Mark repeated. "I can't wait," He paused, then with a serious look on his face said;
"Only one thing though."
"What's that?" I asked concerned.
Mark leaned over, and after kissing my cheek said quietly in my ear;
"You're going to have to start by showing me the bedroom or I'm going to end up fucking you on the floor."
I laughed;
"You are smooth my brother!"
Twenty minutes later, I pulled my black infinity into the parking garage of my condo complex, and as we got out of the car I couldn't believe how excited I was to be bringing Mark to my place. We entered the condo, and after Mark put his bag down, I took him by the hand and led him through the living room talking excitedly about the deal I had gotten on the furniture and where I had gotten some of the paintings I had on the walls.
From the living room I went to take him into the spare bedroom which I had set up as a studio. I had just opened the door, when Mark pulled me out of the doorway by my hand, and as I turned towards him reached out, and grabbing my chin looked me in the eye and said;
"Did you think I was kidding Megan? I haven't tasted my big sister's pussy in months, no offense, but fuck your furniture."
"Well when you put it that way I... hey!!!" I exclaimed as reaching down and swinging his arm under my legs he put his other one behind my waist and lifted me off my feet.
"Which way?"
I laughed, and pointed down the other end of the hallway. Before turning that way Mark leaned down and kissed me, I put my arm around his neck and held his face to mine turning his quick kiss into a long passionate one as he held me in his arms. Mark slid his lips from mine and bending his head down buried his face between my tits kissing the inside of the left one. Using my freehand, I undid the top two hooks and pulled the top of the shirt aside exposing my pretty pink nipple.
I moaned as Mark sucked it into his mouth, then letting it go playfully flicked his tongue across the barbell piercing. Mark made a soft whimpering sound as he did, telling me just how much he had missed his big sisters perfectly shaped titties.
"The bedroom," I moaned out. "Now please."
Mark carried me quickly down the hallway, and as I reached out and turned the knob kicked open the door, and for the first of what I hoped would be many times my brother carried me into my bedroom, and laid me down on my bed. Mark began to unbutton his shirt but I sat up, and pushing his hands away did it for him. My hands were trembling with excitement as I slid his shirt over his shoulders exposing his powerful chest, six pack stomach and the two massive full sleeve tattoo's that covered his muscular arms.
It was Mark's turn to moan, as I leaned forward and started sucking on his left nipple. I felt my pussy begin to drip as I thought about the next thing I would be sucking. As I switched off and started tonguing Mark's right nipple, my hands reached dow,n and after undoing his belt unsnapped his pants and slowly pulled his zipper down.



"Oh yes." Mark said softly.
"Yeah little brother," I asked as I pushed his pants down. "You miss you big sister's mouth you... Ohhh damn."
Not only were Mark's grey boxers stretched to the limit by the enormous bulge in them, but there was a large wet spot where his cock had been dripping. Oh this nasty girl had to get a taste of that and right now! I pulled his underwear down and groaned at the sight of my brother's huge long thick cock springing free.
"Oh did I miss this cock!" I told him.
Wasting no time I grabbed his cock, and after giving it one good hard pump put my mouth over the head of it and in one smooth motion took him all the way down my throat. I would have loved to have played and teased, but Mark was staying for the weekend and there would be plenty of time for that later, right now I just had to have it in my mouth and feel it throbbing against my tongue. I began bobbing my head in a quick steady rhythm taking the entire length in and out with every long hard suck.
"Oh yes! Oh just like that sis oh I missed that mouth."
I pulled his cock out of my mouth long enough to smile up at him and say;
"Yeah little brother? You mean your little barely legal's can't suck cock like your big sister?"
"No one sucks cock like my big sister." Mark said "You give the best blow...Ohh!"
I went back to rapidly sucking him in and out of my mouth, at the same time I wrapped my right hand around his shaft and stroked up and down with my mouth, jerking him off as I blew him. As I sucked Mark reached down, and after undoing one more hoo,k slid my shirt to the side and grabbing the barbells between his fingers began twisting them back and forth, gently pulling the sensitive skin of my nipples. I moaned around his cock as he played with my tits and started taking him even deeper.
My brother must have really missed his sister's mouth, because despite the control he usually had I could already feel his thighs start to tremble. That was fine by me; it had been far too long since I had tasted my little brothers cum. As Mark started pumping his cock in time with my sucking I reached between his legs with my left hand, and started gently massaging his balls. Mark let out an adorable little whimper, and started pumping my mouth faster.
"Hmmm mmm." I encouraged him, looking up as I sucked on him.
Mark's cock exploded in my mouth, I moaned as his spurting cock coated my throat with his hot sticky cum. I started sucking even faster still using my hand, making sure I milked every last drop out of my brothers amazing cock. I slid Mark's cock out of my mouth until I had just the tip between my lips and giving one more good hard suck was rewarded with both a loud moan from my brother, and a couple of more drops of his delicious cum.
"Mmm did you need that little brother?" I asked.
"I'll bet I'm not the only one who needs something." He replied
Mark dropped to his knees, and after undoing the rest of my shirt, started sucking and playing with my nipples, going from one to the other with his mouth while teasing the other with his fingers. It felt incredible but;
"Oh little brother," I whispered. "You know where your sister needs that tongue."
"Oh don't worry sis I can't wait to taste it."
With that Mark gave me a gentle push back onto the bed, and leaning between my legs pushed my skirt up, and pulling my thong to the side, spread my lips and after making me squirm by gently blowing on my clit, he plunged his tongue deep into my steaming pussy.
"Oh yes!!" I cried out as keeping his tongue rigid, Mark began pushing it in and out of me. "Oh look at you tongue fucking your sister, oh you know just what she needs don't you?"
Mark's reply was to slide his tongue u,p and start doing slow circles around my swollen clit. I started slowly rocking my hips back and forth into his face as my hands found my nipples and started playing with the barbells the way Mark had. Still swirling his tongue around my sensitive clit Mark slid two of his fingers into my sopping wet pussy, and started pumping them in and out.
"Oh yes, oh just like that." I whimpered, as I started working my hips faster and twisting my nipples harder.
I could already feel myself getting ready to cum, just like with Mark, it would have been fun to delay it, but I needed to take the edge off and there was no doubt that my needy little pussy would get its due attention. I arched my back as I felt my thighs begin to shake, and started gasping with every thrust of Mark's fingers. Sensing that I was getting close Mark stopped licking my clit, and started sucking it in and out of his mouth matching the rhythm of his fingers.
"Oh yeah little brother, of right there ohhh your sister missed that tongu,e oh yes she did I... ohh yess!!"
Mark had reached up with his other hand, and sliding one finger into my tight ass started shoving it in and out. Oh how I had missed this! My brother was working, my clit, pussy and ass at the same time, and all in perfect rhythm. I could feel my orgasm racing through me getting ready to send me plunging into ecstasy as I teetered on the edge I gave my nipples one more hard twist and then threw my head back and screamed as the orgasm tore through me.
Mark continued to work his magic on my pussy, and I let out a series of loud squeals as I writhed in pleasure my hips bucking wildly in his face. As wave after wave of intense pleasure flowed through me I kept letting out those loud howls of pleasure somewhere in the back of my mind I remembered that I had a next door neighbor, and their bedroom was on the other side of mine. Oh well, I thought and screamed again as Mark gave my over stimulated clit one more hard suck before stopping.
"Holy shit!" I exclaimed. "That was... ohhh look at that."
Mark had stood up, and enormous cock was once again at full attention, ready to get some of his big sister's pussy, and she was more than willing to give him. Reaching down I unhooked the clips at my hips and lifted my ass off the bed as Mark pulled my skirt off. I pushed myself further up on the bed, and as Mark crawled up onto it, I put my long legs straight up in the air. Wiggling my hips I slid my thong over them, and slowly worked it up my legs enjoying the look on Mark's face as he stared at my pretty pink pussy.
Kicking the thong off I started to lower my legs, but Mark grabbed my ankles preparing to spread my legs and start fucking the shit out of me.
"Hold on little brother," I told him pulling my leg away. "I want the first time to be my favorite."
With that I rolled over onto my stomach, and pushed my ass in the air. This was still a position I occasionally had issues with depending on my mood but never with my brother. No my little brother could have me any way he wanted me whenever he wanted me, but the first time this weekend needed to be this way I had gone without long enough.
Mark didn't have to be told twice; kneeling behind me he grabbed my hips and with one thrust drove his massive prick deep inside of my willing pussy. I cried out as Mark started slamming me hard and fast. Although we had been fucking for years my brother's cock was so big that if you I didn't get it on a regular basis it still took some getting used to. I gasped and moaned as my brother hammered away on his sister's pussy, once again nothing fancy just taking me hard and fast.
As Mark continued to fuck me, I started thinking about an entire weekend of this and who knew what tonight would have in store. Oh this nasty girl's pretty little pussy was going to be hurting by Monday! Mark started pushing me back and forth by my hips driving his cock even deeper, I started yelping with every pump.
"Oh goddamn little brother! Oh you did miss this pussy didn't you!" I gasped out.
Mark's answer was to start fucking me even harder as he began to breath heavier and his thrusts became faster and faster.
"That's it little brother give it to me every drop!"
Mark came hard; his cum shooting deep inside and painting the inside of his big sisters pussy. I moaned in pleasure as he emptied his cock into me. I loved the feeling of my brother cumming inside of me. Mark gave one more little whimper, and after another thrust pulled his cock out and stretched out onto the bed next to me. I rolled over on my side to face him, and after kissing him on the cheek asked;
"Did you need that little brother?"
"Oh yeah."
I looked at the clock it was five thirty.
"What time we going to go."
"We'll get there for nine, the mass is 11 I figure we'll hang out at the club for a while, make fun of the posers."
I smiled, I was hoping we wouldn't have to go right away, this meant we could curl up and sleep for awhile. As if reading my mind Mark rolled over onto his side and pulled me into his arms. I sighed contentedly as I nuzzled into his chest and both of us were asleep within minutes.
The nap had been amazing; I hadn't realized how much I missed lying in my brother's arms. When we got up we had taken a long hot shower together, I had started getting worked up but Mark told me we were going to wait until later which told me that at some point he planned on fucking at the club. We arrived at The Black Flame a little after nine parking in the back where the entrance to the second level was. Mark had decided he didn't want to waste time with the posers he said he'd rather spend the time with me. I certainly wasn't going to argue
I was wearing a similar out fit to what I had on earlier except this one was sleeveless to completely flaunt my Medusa tattoo, and was blood red rather than black. Mark was wearing a pair of tight black jeans that left nothing to the imagination, and a vest that consisted of two pieces of leather that was held together with a series of chains that crossed his back and chest. The vest left his chest and stomach open, and most of his back, showing off his massive baphomet tattoo.
The club was packed and most of the people there were in costume. I followed Mark, shaking my head at the reaction that he got from the women. I consider myself at this point in my life a confident woman. I'm attractive, sexy and know it. It's not arrogance it's a simple fact. Because I know it, men will react a certain way to me and I get more than my share of looks. Mark on the other hand went beyond that my bother has more than just confidence he has charisma, an almost tangible aura about him that attracts the opposite sex.
Everywhere he walked there wasn't a woman whose head didn't turn. At least a half dozen came up and started talking to him, even with me standing right ther,e and one adorable little redhead, who was wearing a collar, clipped her leash to I,t and handing it to him got on her knees in front of him. Mark pulled her up, and after thanking her for her offer sent her on her way. I also became aware of the opposite reaction from the men. Most of them were shooting my brother dirty looks as he made his way through the crowd and the women fawned all over him.
There was a live band that was playing some type of slow grinding alternative music I wasn't sure what it was but the beat was slow and sexy, and taking my brothers hand we went out to the dance floor. I put my back to Mark, and as his arms encircled my waist began to grind my ass into his cock as we worked our hips to the beat. Mark's hands began to wander first caressing my soft exposed stomach then sliding up, and in full view of everyone fondling my tits through my shirt. I moaned and reaching back over my head and pulling Mark's head down tossed my hair to the side and turned my head, allowing him to begin to kiss my neck.
Once again I reveled in the fact that we could do this here. Right out in public bumping and grinding and fondling each other. A lot of people were watching us, and I knew were getting turned on, especially when Mark slid his hand down the front of my skirt and getting his fingers into my thong stroked my clit. As I moaned and pumped my hips into his hand I wondered how many of those people would be turned on if they knew we were brother and sister.
Mark's other hand slid up under my shirt and pinched my nipple. My breathing became heavier as his fingers caressed my clit. As we turned on the dance floor we found ourselves facing two young women who were dancing in the same manner we were; one behind the other with the one in front having her nipples played with. The girl getting fondled was a gorgeous blond wearing a mesh shirt with the nipples cut out and a silver hoop dangling from each one of them.
The blonde's eyes were closed, and her lips parted as her girlfriend; a tall brunette wearing a leather dress continued to fondle her nipples. The brunette whispered something, and opening her eyes the blond looked over at us. We were a few feet apart but as I watched they started dancing closer to us.
"Wanna play?" Mark whispered in my ear.
"Oh yes," I answered, then moaned as his fingers danced faster across my clit.
Mark worked us closer and within seconds I was face to face with the blond. With no hesitation she leaned over, her head tilted to the side. I parted my lips and met her halfway kissing her softly. A moment later I felt a hand slide up my shirt and as I opened my eyes I saw that the brunette had let go of her girl friends tits and was going for mine. I didn't mind, but feeling bad that the blond was now being neglected, I brought my hands up and started teasing her nipples with my fingernails.
She kissed me again, this time our mouths opened and our tongues began to play while we moaned in pleasure. I could feel Mark's hard cock pushing into my ass, and his fingers had pinched my clit between them twisting it back and forth. I moaned louder and dropping my head from the blonds lips bent my head, and took her nipple in my mouth. Her girlfriend started playing with her other nipple while her other hand was busy with my left one. Mark had my right, and I could feel the orgasm building.
The blond was whimpering to cum, and noticing that no one was paying attention to her pussy I reached down, and lifting her skirt I leaned back into Mark and lifting my leg put me knee between her legs. I moaned, as she wasn't wearing panties and I could feel her wet smooth pussy on my knee. Immediately she began grinding her hips, riding my knee while I sucked on her tit. Mark suddenly twisted the barbell in my nipple, and I came squealing right there on the dance floor with a woman whose name I didn't even know's tit in my mouth, while her girlfriend played with mine.
The blonde through her head back and let out an adorable little whimper as her thighs squeezed around my leg, and she came bumping and grinding on me.
"Oh damn!" The blonde moaned, and her girlfriend laughed.
I smiled at her, and then pulling Mark's hand from between my legs held it out to her girlfriend, who with no hesitation sucked my brother's fingers into her mouth. The blonde stepped away and her girlfriend came up to me and leaning forward over my shoulder kissed Mark. I turned away and let her step into my brother, and watched as they kissed. Mark's hands slid up her shirt and she moaned, then dropping her hand into his crotch her eyes widened and she let out a gasp.
Mark grabbed her hips, and turning her, ground his cock into her ass. I smiled at the look on her face. She turned to him and pointed over to a door that I knew led to several private rooms that people fucked in all night. Mark shook his head. The brunette opened her mouth, and seductively wiggled her tongue at him, but Mark shook his head again.
Looking a little put off the brunette collected her girlfriend, and taking her by the hand led her away. I realized we hadn't said a word to each other the entire time.
'You could have." I told him. I don't know how happy I would have been with it but he had let me play.
"Nah," Mark said. Then looking at me said; "I'll have my fun later."
We turned to walk off the dance floor, and looked up as the band suddenly stopped playing and several people started talking and pointing. I looked over to the entrance way of the room and saw Abigail Lefay enter the room.
If my brother had charisma, then what Abigail had was pure magic. A hush fell over the entire crowd as she walked through the door way. Part of this was her appearance. Abigail was tall, with long curly black hair that reached her waist. Like myself, her complexion was ghostly white, where I was attractive however, Abigail was breath taking. I have to say I don't think I'd ever seen a more beautiful woman, and it wasn't just her looks, she had an air about her as if she were royalty and in this type of crowd she was.
Abigail was not only the owner of the club, but a practicing witch as well as one of the most feared Dominatrix's that had ever picked up a whip. There was a rumor that men had paid up to $25,000 for an hour's session with her to get nothing but abused. Abigail Lefay's nick name was "The Unattainable" as she had not been with a man in over ten years. I knew for a fact that it was a different story with women, as she had a taste for sweet young girls, and also had a live in girlfriend, but supposedly she had decided there was not a man worthy of her. My brother had told me he had been after her for years and hadn't even come close.
As Abigail made her way through the crowd people cleared a path, some people were obviously afraid of her and stepped way back. Other',s men and women alike bowed to her. Abigail herself showed no reaction to anyone as if she were alone in the room. Her features although beautiful were disturbingly cold and immobile, as if she were a porcelain doll. Part of this I knew was an act. I had dealt with Abigail many times about displaying my paintings, and found she could be quite pleasant but then again she also knew me through my brother, which might have made a difference there.
Abigail also dressed the part; wearing a long flowing black and red robe which displayed none of what I knew to be an amazing figure. Abigail's head finally turned, and seeing us she came over to where we were standing and flashed us a surprisingly pretty smile.
"Why hello Megan," She said to me. "I'm glad you made it tonight" She looked me up and down.
"You look ravishing."
"Thank you" I told her.
Abigail leaned forward, and I went to kiss her on the cheek, however Abigail caught me off guard and met my lips. I was startled but didn't pull away. I was expecting a quick peck but instead Abigail's soft lips pushed against mine, and turned it into a lingering kiss. I returned it, our lips sliding across each other's, and I was surprised yet again to feel her tongue push into my mouth.
Abigail broke the kiss and said;
"Very nice."
Looking past me she smiled again.
'Ahhh Mark, it's been far too long since you've been here." She looked him up and down. "I'd say you look amazing but you already know that don't you."
Instead Of answering Mark dropped to his knees and putting his head down kissed the tops of Abigail's bare feet. He stayed there for a moment then looking up whispered;
"Good evening my mistress."
"At last a proper greeting." Abigail said, and laughed, once again it was a pleasant one which belied her appearance. "Rise." She said simply.
Mark stood up, and Abigail then kissed him the same way she kissed me. I noticed quite a few people were watching, and once again Mark was getting the look of death from most of the guys. Abigail stepped back from Mark and smiling asked;
"Are you ready my brother?"
"Of course." Mark answered.
"Are you sure?" She asked smirking. "You haven't done this in a few years."
"I'll be fine."
"I think you'll be very happy with my choice tonight my brother." Abigail smiled wickedly "Quite your taste."
With that she turned and looked at me.



"And what a lucky woman! I wasn't aware the two of you were lovers." She looked at both of us and said;
"Quiet a beautiful couple." She smiled strangely and added; "A very special couple. Perhaps you'll indulge me later Mark?"
Mark gave Abigail an odd look which she returned with a smirk.
"Whatever my mistress requires." He said bowing his head.
"I'll see the two of you downstairs then."
"What was that all about?" I asked.
Mark shrugged then looking at me said;
"Okay sis tonight's a big night and the rules don't apply, are you going to be okay with that?"
I looked at him and was surprised to find myself not upset at all about it. Tonight was a special night, and I already had a pretty good idea of what would be going on downstairs. I had no idea what Mark was going to do but I'm sure whatever it was he was going to put on a show. However I did tell him;
"Fine, whatever happens downstairs happens but you're coming home with me little brother."
"Of course, aren't we where we always end up anyways?"
We danced a few more times and then sat at the bar. I have to say it still seems kind of weird to be at a place like this and only be drinking coke, but no one could pay me enough to ever have another drink. Mark on the other hand was drinking like there was no tomorrow and as always I was amazed at his uncanny tolerance for alcohol. At ten of eleven I noticed a guy in black suit walking around and tapping people on their shoulders.
"It's time sis." Mark said smiling.
I could feel the excitement emanating from him in waves. The man in the suit approached us and nodding a greeting said in Latin;
"The mistress has invited you to the inner sanctum."
"We will be honored to attend." I said formally
We went to the very back of the club, where two extremely well muscled men were standing. As we approached they looked at us, and Mark made some type of odd hand signal they both bowed, and one of them held open the door for us. The stairs led down to a small room where the man in the suit greeted us and handed us robes. There were different colored robes associated with rank. I was handed a black robe meaning I was a member of the group rather than an initiate, which wore white, Mark was handed the blood red robe of the hierarchy. Needless to say my brother had gone much deeper than I ever had as far as our beliefs went.
The man gestured towards another door, which when we entered was small room to change in. We both stripped naked, and after putting our clothes in a locker slipped on the robes. Mark came up behind me and putting his arms around my waist kissed my neck. I could feel his body trembling in excitement.
We left the room and walked down a small hallway that ended in a black door. As soon as Mark opened it, I was struck by the smell of incense and a cloud smoke. We were now in the large main room of the basement, Abigail's sanctum, where she held mass every Friday night. The room was large, and contained a couple of dozen divans that were spread about one half of the room in a semi circle. The divans were cushioned and I felt myself getting worked up there was no doubt what would be going on here later.
As we walked further into the room I rubbed my hand across the top of one, and closed my eyes against the thought that they reminded me of the type of things that were in the back rooms of the strip clubs where I had done things that... I shook that thought away. As Mark dropped to one knee, and started whispering a quick Ave Satanna I looked around. The entire outer edge of the room was lined with candles and incense burners.
In addition to the divans, the only other pieces of furniture were two large altars at the head of the room that were about ten feet apart. There were roughly thirty or so people in the room. There were mostly black robes but also quite a few white. The men and women who wore the whites were the initiates whose sole purpose was to please the higher members. I looked around and saw that most of the ones in white, male and female both were quite young and all looking a little nervous.
Couldn't say I blamed them. I had been there before, and you never knew what you were going to get. Some members were patient and kind and looking to share the experience, some however were downright cruel. Because of my background of abuse the person who handled my initiation had made sure I was chosen by first a woman, whom I had no issues with, then my second and last time as an initiate I was given to an older man in his fifties who also knowing my story had been amazingly gentle with me.
The only red robes in the room were Abigail's, Mark's, and there was a tall red headed woman standing over in the corner. The man who had been wearing the suit earlier came in wearing a black robe, and asked every one of the ranking members to find a spot. I walked a few steps over to the left and sat on the edge of the divan. Next to me was a man named Bill who was a regular at the club, and who had bought one of my paintings, Bill was a good looking guy in his thirties who I had been interested in at one point until I found out he was gay.
As all the members found a seat the initiates kneeled in a semi circle behind us. Once everyone was sitting, I looked around and counted about fifteen members including myself. There looked to be a couple of more women than men and as I looked at the group I noticed that the two things everyone had in common were we all seemed to be thirties and older, as except for the initiates in the back there were no kids here, and of course everyone down to the last member was extremely attractive; even some of the members who appeared to be in their fifties still looked incredible.
Looking around, I also saw others looking as well. The robes were short, and I saw a few men as well as women looking at my long legs. I laughed to myself as I realized everyone was trying to scope out someone who they may be interested in later. There was at least one initiate for every member but I had been at a couple of these where people would begin to stray and hook up as well as become involved with multiple partners.
I had never gone that far, and only once had even gone with a male partner. I usually sought out women. The rules were the initiates had no say in who they were taken by, although they could approach a member if they did it respectfully enough, the members could interact freely with each other,and the wearer's of the red robes could pretty much do whatever the hell they wanted and could not be offered by anyone even a member.
I noticed Mark hadn't found a spot, instead he had walked over near the front of the room and was standing near one of the altars. The lights went out leaving the room aglow in only the candle light, and as I sat with goose bumps beginning to run down my arms Abigail dressed in her red robe, her long dark hair flowing behind her made her way up to stand between the altars and began addressing us in Latin;
"Brothers and Sisters. I welcome you to a very special night. Tonight there will not only be the ritual of Samhain, but we will have another more free spirited celebration afterwards. For those of you who have attended before welcome back, for those of you here for the first time I hope it will not be your last."
Abigail raised her hands and led the group in the Ave satana, then introduced the woman with the red hair as a high priestess named Katrina from California, who Abigail had invited to run this portion of the ceremony. As I sat looking around Katarina performed the ritual of Samhain; calling upon the four elements and closing the room in a circle, she then invited the spirits of the dead to come and partake in the ceremony with us. Anyone who wanted to wrote down a goal or a wish, and walking to the center of the room held it out to Abigail, who burned one end of it and then had the person drop it in a metal pot in front of her.
I wrote down the wish to stay sober, as well as one for the continued rebuilding of my relationship with those I had hurt and also threw in one for further success in my career. As I stood in the center of the room, I saw my brother over in the corner staring off into space, and not for the first time wondered where the hell he went when he did that. As I made my way back to my seat I couldn't help but sneak a look at some of the initiates.
There was an absolutely adorable little blue eyed blond, who looked so nervous her bottom lip was all but trembling. I hoped for her sake she got someone decent. Hell I would be willing to take one for the team and be nice to her. As I sat, I pictured that pouty little face between my thighs nervously licking my pussy. I pushed that thought away, and concentrated on the ritual, the man who had been in the suit went around and lit every ones candles, and we all stood as the Katrina invoked the spirits to bless us all with their bounty.
The priestess then closed the Circle, and although it wasn't part of it led us in the "Inno a Satanna a long 30 stanza poem that she sang in an eerily sweet choir like voice. When she had finished, we all bowed to her, and Abigail came back to the center. She thanked her sister from the west, and then told us it was now time for the second half of this special night.
Tonight Abigail was going to invoke the ritual of the beast; a sex magic ritual where we would celebrate not only our sexuality but the freedom of constraint, where we would eschew what mans and Gods laws forbid. The ritual was about more than sex it was about letting go of all inhibitions, and enjoying the pleasures of the flesh with our brothers and sisters as we were meant to.
Abigail then turned, and after a gesture, two men from the front came over and kneeled in front of the altar. Using their legs as steps Abigail got up onto the altar, and after staring at the crowd undid her robe and dropped it to the floor. There were a few low gasps throughout the crowd as part of Abigail's mystique was that she very rarely ever wore anything that was even revealing let alone appear totally naked. Not that I was complaining as Abigail naked was quite a treat indeed.
Abigail's lush curvy body featured a pair of beautiful tits which despite their size stood up very well, her hips flared out a little bit giving her a classic hour glass shape and her extremely long legs were as well shaped as my own. As we all stared, Abigail raised her arms over her head taking her hair up with them, and slowly turned giving everyone a view of her perfectly rounded ass as well as the enormous tattoo of a crow that covered almost her entire back.
Abigail completed her turn then spoke;
"I stand before you completely unashamed in my nakedness. After all why should I be ashamed? I am an attractive woman, an object of desire, I have been given this beautiful form why should I not enjoy it, or let others enjoy it? Man's laws would call me wanton, a shameless whore, yet that same man would break the sacred vows of his marriage for so much as ten minutes with this body. No my children we are not hypocrites, we are not ashamed, we revel in our beauty do we not?"
Abigail stopped and after looking around kept speaking;
"Rather than continue on this I will let our next very special guest this evening expound more on that subject, as vanity is a way of life for him."
Abigail smiled as she said this, and several chuckles came from some of the members who knew Mark, and had seen him lurking in the corner. As she said it I glanced over at Mark who puckered his lips at Abigail as if kissing her.
"Not only will our honored guest be speaking to us tonight on the subject of freedom, but he will also be performing along with myself our version of the ritual of the beast a ritual we have not fully consummated here in quite some time."
There were some excited murmurs through the crowd and I laughed as next to me Billy muttered;
"If you're into that whole hetero thing."
Abigail smiled;
"Ahh, that's right some of you remember the last time. Now on that note before I bring up our esteemed gues, let us first meet the other participant of our special evening."
Abigail pointed towards the back. There was another murmur and turning to my right I saw the man who had led us downstairs walk over to the initiates, where reaching down he took the hand of the adorably nervous blonde, and pulling her to her feet took her hand, and started leading her to the front. I felt my pussy start to heat up as they walked past me, and I saw that her lip was trembling the poor thing was truly scared, and she had every right to be as I now realized she was to be offered to my brother.
As they passed Billy looked over at me.
"Perfect is she not?" He asked in Latin, the only language allowed to be spoken in this room.
"Absolutely." I whispered.
"Just turned 18 last week and is as pure as the first winter snow," Billy smiled. "A rare find these days."
"She looks scared." I pointed out.
In addition to being a member of the club, Billy was Abigail's accountant, and knew her quite well on a personal level ,so was privy to quite a bit of inside information
.
"She's not really into the cult, she applied for a job, and obviously was to sweet to work here, but she caught Abigail's eye for obvious reasons, and when she found out she was cherry made her quite the deal."
"Deal?" I asked.
"Ten thousand dollars to go through with this," Billy shrugged. "Not bad if you ask me. I mean memorize a few lines in Latin have some public sex I'd say its win win."
I laughed at him.
"Not a very romantic first time."
"No my dear but a memorable one I'm sure."
The man led the blond to the edge of the front row of seats, and after kissing her on each cheek let her go. The girl approached the high altar where Abigail stood and leaning over kissed both of her feet. Abigail then addressed the girl asking her first name and how old she was. The age had nothing to do with the ritual it was to get a rise so to speak from the crowd. If her answer of 18 didn't get that reaction the next question of had she ever been bedded by a man was sure to, as she answered no.
Abigail asked her if she approached this altar of her own free will, and if she was willing to give her body in the name of her mistress. After the young girl answered yes to both, Abigail nodded to Katrina, who approaching the girl from behind gently grabbed her by the shoulders. After turning her to face us the priestess reached around the girl and after slowly untying her robe slipped it off of her shoulders and stepped back.
The crowd murmured its approval and my pussy agreed. The girl was absolutely perfect, her tits were a little on the smallish side but perfectly shaped with pale pink nipples that turned up at the cutest angle, a patch of golden hair was visible between her thighs, and her navel was pierced and through it ran a thin gold chain that encircled her waist. Most precious of all was the look of embarrassment on her face as including initiates over two dozen people stared at her naked body.
"Is she not perfect my brothers and sisters?"
"Yes mistress." We answered in unison.
At a nod from Abigail, Katrina led the girl over to the other altar. Immediately two men from the front approached and as they had done for Abigail knelt and let her step on their knees to step up onto the altar. Once up there the girl, as Abigail had done lifted her long blond hair and turned slowly in a circle exposing her adorable little heart shaped ass. As much as I was enjoying looking at her I couldn't help but turn to check on Mark.
My brother certainly wasn't day dreaming at this point. I watched feeling my breath pick up as Mark was staring at the girl with an undisguised look of pure lust. I let my breath out at the thought of my brother's enormous cock being the first one that girl was going to feel. I found myself wondering if Mark would try to be gentle or if he would tear into her. As I looked around the room I'm sure there were people who hoped for either. I think that I must be getting soft as personally as much as I would love to hear those squeals I knew firsthand how my brother was capable of tearing into a woman. I looked back at the poor little thing and hoped Mark would restrain himself.
Finishing her turn the girl knelt at the edge of the alta,r and with that precious little pout bowed her head demurely staring down at her hands which rested on her knees. Abigail looked over at her then at Mark who was still staring directly at the girl. Mark looked like a starving dog that someone had just out a steak in front of. I saw Abigail smile, then she turned and once again addressed us;
"Now my brothers and sisters, let me bring out our guest of honor. To those members who have been coming here long enough you know this man, and know you will be in for an experience. If you have never met my dark brother from the east, then tonight will be one that you will not soon forget. This man is the embodiment of everything we believe in and soon you will see why."
Abigail turned and gestured towards my brother.
"We do not use our names here so let me introduce him by a nick name that many of you have come to know him by; Brothers and Sisters I give you my beautiful brother from the east, The Dark Prince."
Mark left his corner, and walked slowly across the front of the room. His eyes were focused solely on Abigail as he approached her altar. Stopping in front of it Mark turned and bowed formally to us then turning to his left took Katrina's hand and brought it to his lips. She gave him a slight curtsy pulling her robe up, and giving us just the briefest glimpse of fiery red patch of hair between her legs.
My brother turned to Abigail, and leaning over the altar once again kissed the top of her feet. Abigail crouched down in front of him, as she did her legs spread leaving her pussy wide open less than a foot from my brother's face. Abigail reached out and lightly ran her long black finger nails down his cheek. After whispering something to him, she stood back up, and Mark walked over to the second altar.
The blond whose name was Rebecca was kneeling on the left edge of it, and Mark stopped and reaching out gently took her chin in his hand, and lifted her head so she could look at him. Mark said something quietly to her, and after taking a minute to run his hand through one side of her long blond hair walked to the other side of the altar.
The two men began to come forwards but Mark waved them away. Mark approached the altar which came up to his waist, and without warning bent his legs halfway, and jumped straight up onto the edge of the altar, at least a 3 foot vertical leap. Mark stepped to the middle of the altar and as he did Rebecca turned on her knees so she was now facing him rather than us. Once facing him however she put her head back down.
Mark took a deep breath and facing us gestured to Abigail;
"First my brothers and sisters let me ask you; is our mistress not perfect in every way?"
We all murmured our agreement, and Abigail nodded her head in appreciation. Her body was now covered in a sheen of sweat and I have to say she was damn near close to perfect. Speaking of sweat, I loosened my robe a little as between the candles and smoke the heat was becoming oppressive. Mark bowed again to Abigail then putting his hands out addressed the group;
"First let me say what an honor it is to be here with you on this most holy of nights, I thank you all for allowing me the privilege of celebrating here amongst you."
Mark bowed to us once more then began his speech;
"Going back to what our dark Mistress was saying before she brought me up here, I agree whole heartedly that we should never be ashamed of what we are, that we should never listen to those who would condemn us for simply enjoying the gifts that we were given. I look around this room my brothers and sisters and do you know what I see?"



Mark spread his arms out wide to indicate all of us.
"I see the best the world has to offer, I see beauty, success, power and all the privilege that comes with it. I see the elite, the cream that rises above the banality of the common man. Everyone in this room excels at what they do, and why is that? Because we my brothers and sisters quite simply put; are better than the rest."
I smiled as I had heard all this before, but for the first time in my life felt it applied to me. I was beautiful, talented and recently successful I was far from arrogant however, as if I was perfect I would not have spent years battling addiction, but I no longer felt like I was less than anyone else, as I did in those dark days.
"Arrogant?" Mark asked. "Narcissistic? Better than? Is that how I sound? Some would tell you that. Of course those who would use those words are the commoners, the lemmings, the people who because they are so far from perfect they have to try to justify their own meaningless existence by trying to say that it is us that is wrong; that it's a sin to take pride in what we are."
Mark shook his head disgustedly before he continued;
"Man's laws, Gods rules." He snorted. "Laws created to maintain a balance, to keep those of us who are superior lumped in with the herd. We are told to reign in what we are so that those less than us will not feel that they are less than. Well brothers and sisters we know differently don't we? Pride..."
Mark sneered the word, and then laughed;
"They say it's a deadly sin. No my friends denial is a sin, and those who deny greatness are the true sinners. To keep this short and use a modern term these people are haters. They hate us because they know were better and they are jealous. I am not supposed to take pride in my appearance because they don't look like me. I should hold back at work so my inferior co-workers look less inferior."
Mark sighed for dramatic effect and shook his head before continuing;
"Beauty is skin deep?" He laughed. "Ugly people tell us that."
Several people laughed at that one.
"All men are created equal?" He shook his head. "Under achievers came up with that one."
"And guys with small cocks." A woman in front of me said loudly.
"It's not whether you win or lose it's...."
Mark trailed off and with a wave of his hand began to head for his finish.
"Anyway enough of what they are. Now I will discuss what we are. What I am."
Mark once again put his arms out.
"I am a true child of levay. I am the best of the best. I am beautiful, powerful and successful, I ignore mans laws and practice my own. I live for indulgence over abstinence; I embrace each and every pleasure of the flesh and live each day as if it's my last because one day it will be. And when that day comes I will not be one of those who had wished he had lived to the fullest because I do that every day."
Mark flashed that killer smile and continued;
"I am the true alpha, the wolf amongst sheep," He winked. "Every father's nightmare, every house wife's fantasy," Mark paused and looking around added the catch phrase he had been using for years;
"Every woman wants me every man wants to be me."
Several people clapped as he went silent taking in the room.
"And that my esteemed brethren, goes for all of you as well. Even you initiates in the back. Look at yourselves; young and beautiful with your lives ahead of you. You're at the bottom now, but pay heed and stay true to yourselves and it will be you in these colors someday; the world at you feet."
Mark smiled again and turning reached down and once again lifted Rebecca's head up to face us;
"Look at this beautiful flower before me. With this face and this body and some confidence is there a door that would ever be closed to her.?"
Mark let her head go and flashed that cocky smirk of his;
"In the end my brothers and sisters, if you've got it, flaunt it."
On that note, and with a flourish Mark whipped his robe off, and tossing it to the side put his arms out and presented himself to the crowd. There were several gasps and quite a few sounds of appreciation especially from the women, although Bill did look at me and say;
"Oh you lucky bitch!"
Not that I hadn't seen my brothers naked body thousands of times over the years, but I have to say in this setting, and in full view of close to thirty people it was still quite a site. Mark had been sweating under the robe, and his muscular chest and perfect six pack stomach were glistening with it. Due to the years of karate even my brother's thighs were heavily muscled, and between those thighs was that enormous and of course fully erect cock.
As much as I enjoyed the view it was one I would see all weekend, and I started looking around getting a thrill out of the looks of absolute lust on the face of every woman in the room. To her credit Abigail still maintained that look of total indifference, however Katrina, despite her rank and her own air of authority was looking at my brother with an expression of naked desire. My pussy began to drip as I knew that she would be going after him at some point tonight.
Even better than the looks of lust, was the look of complete fear on the face of Rebecca, who had looked up as he had thrown off the robe. Her eyes widened and her mouth opened in what I'm sure was a whimper that I would have given anything to hear. Like Abigail, Mark turned exposing his muscular ass and that powerful back that of course was covered with the enormous tattoo of the Baphomet, the symbol of our beliefs.
As he kept his back to us Mark brought his arms up flexing his muscles, and showing off his other huge tattoos. Mark turned back to face us, and the first thing my eyes were drawn back to was that huge and still rock hard cock. At this point in time I would think that more than ever Mark's motto would hold true. Mark bowed to us then straightening turned to Abigail who did give him a good long look up and down before smiling and gesturing to him asked;
"Is he not beautiful my brothers and sisters?"
"Yes my mistress." Was the unified response.
"Now my children," Abigail began. "The part of the evening I know you have all been waiting for." She looked over at Mark;
"Are you ready my brother?"
"He looks ready." Billy said next to me. Then added; "Oh that poor girl."
Mark told Abigail he was and as she nodded Mark got down on one knee his head down. Katrina came over to Abigail and handed her several finger cymbals that she slid on. The two men who had helped her up to the altar reached under their seats and pulling out small drums began to tap out a rapid beat. Abigail started chanting in a language that I had never heard before, and then began to slowly sway back and forth then raising her hands over her head began to dance seductively.
Everyone in the room watched in awe as her perfect body swayed to the beat. This was a woman who held herself so high above everyone around her that for the most part it was hard to even see her as a sexual being anymore, but at the moment there wasn't a soft cock or dry pussy in the room as she gyrated faster and faster on the altar. Her fingers were clicking out a matching beat with the cymbals and her chanting had changed to a song I had never heard her sing before and her voice was clear and powerful.
Still singing Abigail put her arms out, and began spinning wildly in circles her head thrown back and her long black hair flowing around her. I felt goose bumps begin to rise on my arms a feeling of electricity seemed to be in the air and it was getting stronger as if Abigail's song was driving it. Abigail through herself into one more wild spin and as she came around she bent her knees going lower and lower until she ended up down on the altar on her hands and knees facing Mark.
Abigail slowly stood up and raising her arms over her head started chanting again. She shouted out something and pointed at Mark who stood up and also raising his arms up began barking out words in the same language that Abigail was using. Mark and Abigail were going back and forth with the chant as if conversing. After Abigail ended her last portion she gestured down at Katrina.
Katrina tossed her robe off to expose her own exquisite from, complete with small, but well shaped tits and that amazing red bush. Katrina crawled up onto the altar and kissed Abigail's feet before standing up, and getting behind her, reached around and began fondling Abigail's tits. After a moment Katrina's right hand slid down Abigail's stomach, and dipped between her thighs. I felt my own hand begin to stray towards my pussy as I could tell by the motion of Katrina's wrist that she was fingering Abigail.
Abigail's chanting never broke stride although she was getting louder. Katrina's other hand was fondling Abigail's breasts sliding back and forth between them, and she was rubbing her own nipples across Abigail's sweat covered back. Finally Abigail shouted out something that sounded like a command, and dropping his arms Mark stepped up to Rebecca.
Mark spoke to her and Rebecca looked up. My brothers dripping cock was directly in her face, and with a trembling hand Rebecca reached up, and grabbing it began to slowly stroke it. Mark said something to her, and she looked up at him her lip was pushed out in a perfect little pout, and I saw her swallow hard. The poor thing really was scared. Mark spoke again, and taking a deep breath Rebecca opened her mouth and slowly started to suck on my brother's cock.
It was obvious she had no real experience, she was only taking it in just passed the head, and her hand and mouth were moving at different speeds. Mark had started to chant then stopping he looked back down at her, and reaching down grabbed the top of her head. I braced myself ready for him to drive his cock into her throat but instead, holding the back of her head he started moving it back and forth onto his cock, each push his cock went further into her completely wide open mouth.
Mark took his time, and after several more times she was taking him about two thirds of the way down. Looking around I saw some people nodding as if approving of the fact he was being gentle, but I could see others had wanted him to force it down her throat. Once Rebecca started moving her head faster Mark removed his hand from her head, and grabbing her wrists placed her hands on his hips so she was using only her mouth.
Abigail had been chanting while this was going on, but as I watched pulled away from Katrina and still chanting pointed at the altar. Katrina dropped to her knees, and I let out a soft moan as walking up to her Abigail put her foot up on her shoulder, and wasting no time Katrina leaned forward, and angling her head started to lick Abigail's pussy. I heard a few moans coming from all around me as Katrina wrapped her arms around Abigail's thighs, and started licking her pussy as if it were the best thing she had ever tasted.
Abigail stopped chanting, and pointed to Mark who raising his arms over his head lifted his head up to the ceiling and started chanting as well. Like Abigail Mark's voice didn't falter at all. Every word was coming out crystal clear even though there was a beautiful 18 years old girl on her knees blowing him. Mark's going easy with her had given Rebecca some confidence and she was taking him in farther while sucking faster.
Mark brought his hands down, and still chanting he reached dow, and gave Rebecca's nipples a light pinch. Her head jerked back but she immediately went back to sucking on him. Mark placed his hands on her head and said something. Rebecca stopped moving her head, and stayed still as Mark started slowly face fucking her. Once again I saw the mixed reactions from the people around me. I also noticed the woman next to me; a tall blond had her robe open and was playing with herself. I thought about offering to help but remembered that no one could touch anyone else until the ritual ended.
My attention returned back to the stage, and I immediately forgot all about the woman next to me. Katrina was not only sucking on Abigail's clit, but had her fingers up inside of her pussy as well. Abigail's hips were beginning to rock back and forth, and I could see the leg she was balanced on begin to shake. Abigail was still chantin, but her voice was starting to rise and fall. Abigail's eyes were closed and she appeared to be concentrating now trying to maintain her voice.
Sensing movement from the other side of the show I looked over to see Mark pull his cock from Rebecca's mouth. Mark took a couple of steps back, and gestured for Rebecca to follow. Obediently, on her hands and knees Rebecca crawled towards my brother, and when he told her to stop she went back to her knees. Mark leaned over and pushed her shoulder, taking her cue Rebecca lied down on her back. Mark stepped over her until his legs were straddling her hips then dropping down to his hands and knees stopped with his cock inches from her mouth.
Rebecca opened wide, and my brother started dipping his cock in and out of her mouth. After several pumps Mark straightened his legs and getting up on his arms began doing pushups into her face. The woman next to me began moaning and I saw another woman down near the front throw her leg up over the arm of her divan, and start playing with herself as well. Unable to hold back I spread my legs and dipping two fingers down between my lips, quickly found my clit. Mark looked incredible; the sweat slicked muscles of his arms were bulging as he pumped himself up and down into Rebecca's mouth. Rebecca's eyes were wide open, and I could tell she was afraid he was going to gag her. Mark said something and she brought her hands up and started playing with her nipples.
All this time Mark had not missed a beat chanting. As Mark continued to face fuck Rebecca on the altar, he was staring across from him at Abigail. I followed his gaze, and as I started watching Abigail again I knew that there was noting that my brother could do that was going to make me or anyone else look back at him because of what was happening on the other altar.
Abigail Lefay was going to cum. Right here in full view of all of us. Katrina's fingers were pumping rapidly in and out of her pussy, and she had switched from licking Abigail's pussy to sucking her clit in and out of her mouth. My fingers blurred across my clit as I watched the incredible sight before me; Abigail was drenched in sweat her long dark hair clinging to her face and back, the leg she was balanced on was shaking so badly, that if Katrina hadn't had her arms wrapped around her thigh she might fall.
Katrina herself was a sight as well her red hair also plastered to her skin and her face glistening from Abigail's smooth wet pussy. The look on her face was the real treat however; Katrina was going to make Abigail cum, right in her face and in front of everyone. I had no doubt that all night long people would be lining up to kiss her just to try to taste Abigail. Mark had stopped chanting, and as Abigail took over her voice all but sent me over the edge.
Abigail's voice was trembling badly, and her hips were beginning to buck faster and faster into Katrina's pussy soaked face. A hush fell over the room as Abigail's voice rose, and feel you could hear the impending orgasm in her voice, and there was a look of desperation in her face as she tried to stave off the orgasm long enough to finish the song. Apparently Billy knew the ritual because I heard him whisper;
"Come on Abigail one more verse, you can do it."
Abigail lifted her head up,and cried out the last few words, on the last one which apparently was meant to be a long note she started off smooth then her voice began to waver. An air of expectancy hung over all of us as suddenly she stopped completely, then in what had to be the sexiest thing I had ever heard; Abigail Lefay whimpered-and yes that was the word-whimpered out a couple more words then with what looked like a supreme effort of concentration Abigail screamed out one more word then lifting her head up howled like an animal.
The scream sent shivers through me and I'm sure everyone else in the room. I mean I'm a screamer in bed, but never in my life had I ever heard anything like this. This was beyond a sound of pleasure it was primal, between the power of the ritual and the strength of the orgasm Abigail was beyond caring about what she sounded like, the initial howl was followed by another long loud scream that ended in a series of sharp gasps, which sounded like hiccups.
Those little sounds were more than I could handle, and I went off hard and loud, my own scream piercing the air and causing several people to turn and look at me. I knew they watching but didn't care I kept stroking my clit and whimpering, as the power of my own orgasm flowed through me. After one last whimper I slumped back into my seat panting but my eyes still glued to the show on the altar;
Katrina had wrapped her arms around Abigail's waist, and was still pressing her face into her wildly gyrating pussy. With one more sharp gasp Abigail slowly slid to her knees, and wrapped her arms around Katrina's shoulders. The two stayed embraced like that for several seconds then after Abigail kissed her on the lips, she stoo,d and after taking a wobbling step braced her hand on Katrina's shoulder, and raising her arms again went right back into her chant while looking across the altar.
Mark had stood and once again had Rebecca on her knees in front of him. Mark must have had to slow up, as at the moment she wasn't blowing him but was holding her tits together as he shoved his cock up between them when it reached her mouth she would flick her tongue out across the tip, and as I watched she must have caught Mark just right as his hips twitched suddenly.
Abigail stopped chanting, and pointing at Mark said something. My brother nodded and stepping back to the edge of the alter spoke to Rebecca. The young girl had seemed to be getting over being nervous but as Mark spoke that look of fear crept back into her eyes and that precious lip started trembling again. The meaning was clear, it was time.
Rebecca lied down flat on her back, and slowly spread her legs open. Mark put his hands up and started chanting again. Like the women Mark was now drenched with sweat and he looked magnificent. Rebecca put her arms up over her head, and I could see her entire body shaking. Mark stood poised over her, his enormous cock now seeming more like a weapon than a part of his anatomy, as he started down at this young girl who had never been with a man before.
Mark barked out something then started to lean forward, no he was falling forward. Mark came straight down his arms out as if he were going to land on Rebecca. At the last minute his hands flashed downward, and he caught himself on his fingertips just over Rebecca who had turned her head and cried out. My brother's cock was poised inches from that beautiful golden patch of hair. Several people laughed a little nervously, and Mark had flashed Abigail an evil little smile.
Looking down at Rebecca, Mark spoke softly to her, and she nodded and closed her eyes. As I held my breath Mark lowered his cock and started to push it in. Rebecca groaned, and slid up on the altar a couple of inches. Mark pushed again and the groan turned to a whimper and once again she slid up away from him. Abigail said something, and getting down from the altar Katrina walked over and leaning over Rebecca's face kissed her ,and appeared to be trying to comfort her.
As she did Mark dipped his head and started tonguing one of her nipples. When Rebecca's mouth opened in a moan, Katrina kissed her again, and reaching out started playing with the other nipple as Mark worked the other one with his tongue. After a minute Katrina leaned back up and placed her hands on Rebecca's shoulders to hold her still. Mark pushed himself back over her, and once again poised his cock at the tip of her pussy. I found I was holding my breath and had the feeling I wasn't the only one.



Mark paused like that, I'm sure for dramatic effect, then said something to Katrina. Mark started to ease himself down again, and I saw Rebecca wince as he started to push into her. Suddenly Katrina grabbed the sides of Rebecca's head and quickly turned it so that she was facing us. At that moment with one smooth thrust, Mark drove the entire length of his huge cock into Rebecca's virgin pussy. Rebecca screamed in pain and surprise, as she did several murmurs went through the crowd including a male voice behind me saying;
"There you go that's what I came here for!"
I turned to see a large black man sitting behind me, when he saw me looking at him he smiled invitingly at me and winked. I smiled back but as I turned thought; not on a bet if that's what he was looking for then he could look past this girl.
Katrina was still holding Rebecca's head to the side so everyone in the room could see the look on her face. I have to say although I did feel for the poor little thing I'd be lying if I said that I wasn't turned on by what I was seeing. Rebecca's blue eyes were bulging, and her mouth was wide open as she let out another squeal when Mark slid himself all the way out and drove himself in again. Mark stayed buried deep inside of her, and moved his hips a little trying to get her used to it. Rebecca moaned and groaned as Mark started pumping himself in and out of her.
Mark was moving in a slow steady rhythm, and Rebecca yelped every time he pushed his way in. Katrina had let go of her head, and started stroking her nipple's again trying to make her feel good. Abigail barked something, and Katrina removed her hands and stepping back she grabbed Rebecca's wrists and held her arms to the table. As she did Abigail cried out to my brother;
"I want to hear her sing my brother!"
"Oh she's going to remember this." Billy said shaking his head.
At her command Mark's head snapped up, and I saw his face change. His eye's darkened and his lip curled up a bit. I found myself cringing back into the seat knowing what was coming. Mark pulled himself all the way out, then after a brief pause during which he winked at Abigail drove himself down into the Rebecca's pussy. Rebecca wailed in pain as this time Mark didn't hesitate; instead he started fucking the shit out of her, pulling himself out to the tip and then slamming back down into her.
The crowd was getting worked up, I could hear several women moaning, and I once again heard the guy behind me comment that. "That's how you show them." Rebecca's individual yelps of pain had turned into one long continuous wail, as my brother pounded the shit out of her. Rebecca's head turned to the side to face us, and I saw there were tears coming down her cheeks. Mark was looking straight down into her face, and I knew he was getting off on it. My brother had spent the last five years with a series of live in "pets" that ranged in ages from 18-20 and he lived for that first night that he "broke" them.
Mark slid back to rest on his knees, and grabbing Rebecca's ankles yanked her legs up in the air and started fucking the shit out of her like that. The continuous wail became another sharp scream as Mark pulled her legs up so that her ass left the altar,and he was fucking her even harder. Even though I had just cum I felt my pussy begin dripping again as I watched my brother tear into her. Mark's chest was dripping sweat and his hair was hanging in his face.
Abigail, who had been singing the entire time stepped off of the altar, and came around to stand behind my brother. As Mark continued to pound away on his wailing sacrifice Abigail reached around and began caressing Mark's chest, and stomach her long black nails trailing across his flesh. Mark leaned back and turned his head to look at her. To everyone's surprise Abigail kissed my brother, and not a quick one but a long passionate kiss.
That got the crowd going but not as much as Abigail's next move. Breaking the kiss Abigail slid her nails all the way up to Mark's nipples and after giving them a sudden savage twist raked her nails all the way down his chest and stomach. Mark cried out in surprise once from that, then again as still leaning over his shoulder, Abigail turned into him and bit his ear. Abigail stepped back, and coming back around reached out and after wiping some of the blood off of Mark's chest put her fingers in her mouth and started sucking on them, as she did her eyes rolled as if she were going to cum again.
The entire time Mark had kept fucking Rebecca who was simply lying there gasping as Mark's cock kept up its relentless assault on her pussy.
"I don't hear any singing!" Abigail called out smirking at my brother egging him on.
Mark lunged forward catching Rebecca's legs with his shoulders, and bending them back so that by the time he planted his hands on the altar by her head, her ankles were just about behind her ears. Mark reared bac,k and slammed himself into her, and she screamed in an even more high pitched tone than last time. Mark was using all the power in his hips driving his massive prick repeatedly into her abused pussy. As Mark kept fucking her Rebecca started crying out;
"Oh please! Oh it hurts oh please!!!"
The crowd was beside themselves, everywhere I looked I saw looks of naked lust as this young girl cried out under my brother's assault. Abigail laughed wickedly, and coming up behind Katrina who was still holding Rebecca down pinched her nipples. Katrina didn't cry out instead she moaned ,and leaned back into Abigail. I saw Abigail start to talk in her ear then step back smiling. Katrina let go of Rebecca's hands, and I noticed the poor girl left them there. She was beyond moving, just lying there getting pounded and yelping;
"Oh no more oh oh please I can't oh!"
Katrina crawled up onto the altar, and as she did Mark leaned back letting Rebecca's legs drop limply down flat. Katrina stood up and stepped over Rebecca so that one leg was on each side of her. Mark went back up onto his knees pulling Rebecca up into him by her hips so he could keep pumping her. Like Abigail had done to her Katrina put her foot up on Mark's shoulder and leaning forward shoved her red bush into his face.
Mark slowed down his thrusts into Rebecca ,as he brought one of his arms up to wrap around Katrina's waist to help her stand. I was ready to play with myself again. I couldn't believe what I was seeing; my brother fucking an eighteen year old blond while sucking off another woman. Over the years I had watched my brother fuck many women, but nothing like this. Once again I could not believe his control. The crowd was getting more and more worked up especially as Katrina was not the silent type, and was moaning loudly as Mark's talented tongue worked her clit.
Katrina must have been pretty worked up-of course I would be too had I gone down on Abigail- as after only a few minutes her hips started rocking back and forth into Mark's face. Katrina tossed her head back; her sweat soaked red hair sticking to her back, and started moaning even louder. Mark moved his hand from her waist, and taking his hand he reached up between her legs from behind and taking his finger, drove it straight up Katrina's ass.
Katrina went off like a rocket. Screaming as loud as Abigail and grabbing a handful of Marks hair, Katrina held his head while she bucked wildly in his face. After one last pump of her hips Katrina stepped back from Mark, and after leaning over to kiss him hopped down from the altar. Mark was a mess at this point, his face soaked with both sweat and Katrina's cum, his chest was bleeding as was his ear and he was finally starting to breathe harder and faster.
Underneath him Rebecca had finally stopped screaming. She wasn't even really whimpering at this point as a matter of fact it appeared that she was starting to enjoy it as the noises she was making sounded like adorable little moans. Oh to play with that little flower for a night I thought. Apparently Abigail preferred the screaming as she called out to Mark;
"One last song my dark prince?"
Mark pulled out of Rebecca, and before she could react grabbed her hips, and quickly flipping her over onto her stomach pulled her hips up so that she was on her knees.
"Oh yes!" The man cried out from behind me.
With no hesitation Mark drove his cock deep into Rebecca's incredibly small pussy. That angle which was far deeper than the other's elicited another loud scream from her. Mark was tired and I could tell he needed to finish, but was going to give Abigail her money's worth. Rearing back Mark began fucking the living shit out of Rebecca, he was slamming her so hard the sound of his hips hitting her ass was making loud slapping sounds that could be heard through the room.
Rebecca was absolutely wailing at this point. Mark had done it so she was facing us, and we could all see her eyes which looked ready to pop out of her head. Her mouth was wide open and she was screaming continuously now. As Mark banged away on her it became obvious he was close, his chest was heaving and he started gasping. Sensing the finish a couple of women in the front stood, soon everyone was standing and anxiously awaiting my brother's climax.
Mark didn't disappoint; reaching out he grabbed Rebecca's sweat soaked hair and pulled it back to keep her face up as he somehow found the strength to go even harder. As Rebecca wailed Abigail started chanting something, and I could feel the power in the room building again. After a couple of more pumps Mark yanked his cock out and throwing his head back let out a wolf like howl as he jerking his cock he shot a tremendous load of cum that hit Rebecca in the back of the head splattering in her hair.
The next spurts sprayed across her back and ass, for someone who had cum twice with his sister a few hours ago my brother was cumming as if he hadn't in a month. Finally with an audible sigh Mark slumped back onto his knees his head down, gasping for breath. Abigail came over and grabbing his hair lifted his face up, and after kissing him on the lips looked at us and declared;
" Once again is he not beautiful my brothers and sisters?"
Everyone in the room bowed to Mark, who was so tired he barely nodded his head in return. Abigail and Katrina stood in front of us, and raising their hands once again led us in a prayer. As I chanted I kept my eyes open, and smiled as I watched Mark with surprising gentleness lift Rebecca up into a sitting position on his lap and putting his arm around her shoulders kissed her on the cheek. I could see she was crying, Mark kissed one of the tears off her cheeks and started whispering in her ear.
I had no idea what he could possibly be telling her, but after a couple of minutes she stopped crying, and my brother taking her face in his hands gave her a long lingering kiss. When he broke the kiss Rebecca gave him a shy smile then kissed him. Mark smiled and said something to her and she laughed. At that point Abigail had finished chanting, and coming over also kissed her on the cheek and started talking to her. After a couple of minutes Rebecca kissed Mark again then slid off the altar where she was met by Katrina who helped her put her robe back on. Katrina then led her out towards the exi,t as they walked I noticed a lot of the members stopping her and kissing either her cheek or her hand and bowing to her.
I sighed and sat back down eagerly awaiting the rest of the night. After all I was horny and I'd be damned if my little brother was going to have all the fun. Several of the members were milling around, and I had thought of going up to Mark, but he was sitting on the altar talking to Abigail, he had put his robe back on, and was drinking from bottle of water. There were at least three female members standing over there all waiting to talk to him. For the first time tonight I felt a tinge of jealousy; exactly how many did he think he was going to play with?
Apparently I had no worries as Abigail turned, and gestured for them to go back to their seats. A few minutes later Katrina came back into the room alone, and walked back over with Abigail and Mark.
"So where's Rebecca?" I asked Billy, who had been staring at the initiates in the back.
"Your kidding right?" He asked looking at me.
I shrugged at him.
"Her reward, besides her money of course will be the company of our esteemed mistress." He laughed. "Abigail can play queen of the damned all she likes but she is predictable and certainly couldn't resist that little piece of candy."
I was going to reply but was interrupted by Abigail telling us that the rest of the evening was free play, that we could stay out here or if anyone preferred there was suite of rooms on the second floor.
"I will bid you goodnight Megan." Billy said kissing me on the cheek.
"Where are you going?" I asked.
Billy sighed
"It's a double standard my dear no one really wants to see me indulge, so I am going to collect my prize and find a room, enjoy and be enjoyed my dear."
I watched Billy leave, and started looking around, the crowd had been pretty worked up and some people were already starting. The blonde to my left had immediately gone over to the man next to her, a tall well built guy with a shaved head and tattoo's that completely covered his upper body and after going down on him briefly had swung her leg over his and was riding him as he sucked on her tits. Down in front near the altar I saw a female initiate with long black hair on her knees being fucked doggy style while her face was buried between the legs of female member.
I was getting ready to turn to the back and look to see if any of the pretty young girls were still looking to please when a soft male voice speak up behind me;
"Good evening my Mistress, may I approach you?"
I turned around to see him standing there in his white robe with his head down staring at my feet. Very well trained I thought.
"You may look at me." I said softly.
He looked up and smiled shyly, and I felt my interest grow. He was blond with hazel eyes and was absolutely beautiful. He was a little taller than me and appeared to be solidly built. I had been thinking woman but...
"Allow me to properly greet you my mistress.' He said, and with that dropped to his knees and kissed the tops of my feet.
Oh yeah I thought this is looking better by the minute and my rapidly moistening pussy was in agreement.
"I'm Jonathan." He said as he stood.
I nodded and said;
"Someone taught you well Jonathan."
"My mistress is to kind." He replied with a smile. Then putting his head back down said quietly
"And has my mistress chosen someone to please her this evening?"
"I have not actually." I replied smiling at him. Yes I have I thought of yes I have.
"I know I am far from worthy my mistress, but if you would grant me the privilege I would love the opportunity."
"Oh yeah?" I asked smiling playfully at him. "And where would you start?"
"Wherever you wish me to of course." He replied.
Under normal circumstances I would have played the game longer, but I need it and bad, besides I wanted to play, and then grab Mark so that we could have some time. Stepping back I raised my arms and waited. Stepping in Jonathan undid the tie to my robe, and slid it off of my shoulders. As it dropped to the floor he looked me up and down and whispered;
"My Mistress is quite desirable."
"Then make me feel that way." I told him.
Jonathan indicated the divan and asked;
"Will you sit my mistress?"
I sat down on the edge, and he immediately got to his knees, and leaning forward gently sucked my right tit into his mouth and started swirling his tongue around my nipple
.
"Hmmm nice start." I whispered.
Jonathan switched to the other nipple, then looking up asked me to lie back. I slid further up the divan, and lied back my head resting on the arm. I had chosen this position so I could watch most of the rest of the room while I played. Jonathan sat on the edge, and after kissing the side of my neck trailed his lips down to find my nipples once again. I sighed contentedly as while he sucked on one he played with the other.
Jonathan started sliding his tongue down my stomach, and I slowly opened my legs for him. He reached my thighs, and as I prepared for him to lick my attention starved clit I was surprised as he started going further down my leg. Jonathan slipped to his knees, and grabbing my right foot began licking and sucking my toes. The sight of his beautiful face down there was enough to really get my pussy flowing and it was all I could do not to tell him to just get up to my clit.
Instead I lied back ,and enjoyed watching him work the toes of my right foot then switch to my left. Jonathan than began to work his way back up my leg as he did I looked over to the front and started watching a young red head, who was kneeling between two men first sucking on one cock then switching to the other she appeared to be bouncing up and down. It took me a minute to realize she wasn't kneeling but riding a third man who was lying on his back that I hadn't seen right away from the angle I was at.
My attention went back to Jonathan, as I felt his tongue begin to trail up my thigh, and felt his hot breath on my pussy. I looked back down at him and asked;
"Why is your robe still on?"
"I'm sorry Mistress." He said nervously and quickly pulled his robe off.
I had chosen well. Jonathan had a lean muscular build and what had to be at least an eight inch cock that was standing at attention as I stared at it.
"Very nice." I told him. "You do a good job on my pussy you never know what you might get."
Jonathan smiled, and then leaning forward gently spread my lips and after blowing lightly on my clit started sliding his tongue up and down the length of my sopping wet pussy. I moaned softly then let out a little yip as he suddenly plunged his tongue inside of me.
"Ohh that's nice." I whispered.
As Jonathan started tongue fucking me I reached down, and grabbing a handful of his hair held his face still as I started rocking my hips back and forth in his face. He moaned and his tongue started moving faster across my pussy. Letting his hair go I leaned back and sighed, deciding to relax and enjoy his attention rather than rush things. Jonathan's tongue found my clit and started teasing around it in slow circles. I turned my head to the side as I heard someone to my left telling someone else to look up front.
I looked over and saw my brother sitting naked on the edge of the altar; kneeling between his legs and sucking his cock like it was the last one she'd ever suck was Katrina. I couldn't believe what I was seeing; this was a high priestess the type of woman who like Abigail was aloof to the point of apathy, but here was Katrina blowing my brother like a drunken girlfriend after the prom. As I watched I realized that drunk was really the right word, but it had nothing to do with alcohol, Katrina was drunk on lust, the entire room was.
Everywhere around me people were engaged in every sexual act imaginable and in every possible combination, directly in front of the altar where Katrina was sucking off my brothe, two women were on their hands and knees kissing each with a man behind them fucking them doggy style. Turning my head I saw the blond on my left had left the man she had been fucking, and was lying on her back in a 69 with a gorgeous young black girl. While I watched a tall man with long black hair and a cock that rivaled my brother's in size, came up behind the girl and with no hesitation grabbed her hips and drove his himself deep inside of her. After several pumps he pulled his cock out and pushed it down into the mouth of the blond who after sucking on it briefly went back to the young girl's pussy.
My eyes went back to Katrina sucking on my brother they were facing to the side, on purpose I'm sure, so everyone could watch her devouring my brother's cock. I moaned as between my legs Jonathan gently sucked my clit into his mouth. I looked back down at him between my legs, and reaching down spread my pussy open giving him better access to my clit, and I'm sure giving him a thrill as my long red nails framed my pretty little pussy. My other hand found my left nipple and started twisting the barbell back and forth just hard enough to stretch the sensitive skin and cause a delicious twinge of pain.



Jonathan slid his fingers up, and placing them at the edge of my pussy stopped and waited for permission. Which I was more than happy to give him;
"You may," I whispered softly then as he slid his fingers inside and started slowly working them in and out I breathed out; "Oh right there, nice and easy."
I started to breathe heavier as I watched Jonathan's tongue flicker across my clit, and began to rock my hips ever so slightly back and forth in his face. Jonathan made a soft sound of pleasure, excited that he was pleasing me, and deciding to give him a treat I dropped my feet off the edge of the divan, and putting them in his lap wrapped them around his hard cock. Jonathan moaned into my pussy as I started pumping my feet up and down the length of his shaft. I smiled as I felt the hand he was resting on my thigh start to tremble. Speaking of that hand;
"And why is it that you have an available hand, yet my nipple is being ignored Jonathan?"
"I am so sorry my mistress!" He exclaimed from between my legs.
Jonathan's hand immediately slid up to my right nipple, where he began to lightly play with it.
"I'll let it go, because up to this point you have been verrry good to me."
I purred out the last part and saw a slight smile play across his lips. If I had been in a different mood I would have shoved him away, and punished him for "an arrogant little smirk" but I was feeling playful and also felt an orgasm in my not too distant future. Instead I rewarded Jonathan's immediate effort by wrapping my toes around the tip of his dick and squeezing. He let out a gasp and I made a soft sound of my own as I felt my toes begin to get wet from his pre cum. I started sliding my feet up and down faster, jerking off his now slick cock with my sticky feet.
Jonathan groaned into my pussy again, and I could feel his hips start to move back and forth into my feet. I could also feel him breathing harder into my pussy as he continued to swirl his tongue around my clit. Realizing I was getting him close I pulled my feet up from his cock and placed them on his shoulders.
"Easy, my pretty young thing," I told him. "If you cum now you can't have any fun later."
"Sorry mistress." He gasped out.
I smiled enjoying the total control I had over him, and deciding to play a little I took my right foot from his shoulder and after rubbing it on the side of his face said;
"You made a mess on my foot Jonathan."
With no hesitation he turned from my pussy and began licking his precum from the bottom of my foot. Oh did that look fucking hot! I let out long sigh, and putting my foot down gave him the other. More exciting than the feeling of him licking my foot was the look of absolute lust on his face as he swirled his tongue across my foot. Putting that foot down I told him;
"Jonathan, you've been a treat so far but your Mistress needs to come and quickly."
Without a word Jonathan dove back into my pussy with an eagerness that sent another gusher through my already sopping wet pussy. Jonathan started rapidly sucking my clit in and out of his mouth as his fingers pumped in and out harder than they were before. My thighs started to tremble, and I knew it wouldn't be long. I closed my eyes, and let my other senses take over, all around me were the sounds of sex; moans and cries of pleasure as well as the unmistakable sound of flesh pounding against flesh.
I breathed deeply, and took in the aroma of sex. Even over the incense it was over powering, over two dozen people fucking away in a frenzied celebration of carnal pleasure. Suddenly over the moaning and whimpering, a loud piercing scream was heard. I opened my eyes and turned my head back to the front and found the source of that scream;
Katrina was on her hands and knees on the altar, and my brother was behind her fucking the shit of her. As I watched Katrina opened her mouth, and let out another loud squeal. Katrina was facing the crowd and her green eyes were wide and she looked as if she were experiencing as much pain as she was pleasure. Mark leaned over and pushed her shoulders down forcing her ass up higher, Mark then pulled his cock almost all the way out and at that moment I realized that my brother was fucking her in the ass.
I let out a long shuddering moan at that mixed look of ecstasy and agony on Katrina's face as Mark grabbed her hips, and started thrusting in and out of her in a slow steady rhythm. Katrina let out another squeal after the first couple of pumps, but then wiggling her hips back into him and drawing her knees even further under her started moaning and gasping as she began to get used to it. I let out another moan of my own as watching this was starting to finish what Jonathan's young tongue and finger's had started.
I could feel the orgasm gaining strength, and arched my back in anticipation. At that moment I heard Abigail who was kneeling in front of the altar staring directly at Katrina call out;
"Sing for me my sister!"
After a brief look at Abigail Katrina looked her over her shoulder and said something to Mark, then turning back reached out and grabbed the edge of the altar. As soon as she had turned back Mark pulled out again, and after a brief pause drove his cock deep into Katrina's ass and after leaving it there for a second lifted her hips up and then started fucking the shit out of her.
Katrina raised her head and howled in pain as Mark tore into her ass. Well over ten inches of cock, and not only long but so thick my fingers barely fit around it, and he was slamming into her full force. Katrina's hands were white knuckled as she squeezed the edge of the altar and after briefly trying to hold back let out another long loud scream.
That sent me over the edge, I wrapped my thighs around Jonathan's head, and twisting my nipple hard threw my head back and let out a loud howl of my own. I heard Jonathan moan into my pussy as he fought to keep his tongue on my clit while I bucked my hips wildly into his face. I screamed again, as while even as I came I couldn't take my eyes off of Katrina's pain wracked face. Katrina's screams were changing in pitch, and I could begin to hear an edge of pleasure in them.
I let out another loud cry then slumped back into the divan panting. Jonathan sat back on his knees, and once again had his head down. I took a minute to catch my breath which was hard because Katrina's howling still had me worked up. Getting an idea I sat up quickly and addressed Jonathan;
"I came very hard Jonathan."
"Thank you Mistress." He answered still with his head down.
"I would like to reward you Jonathan, would you like that?"
"Only if it pleases you to do so mistress."
"Oh you are a good boy!" I told him, then added; "Stand up."
Jonathan stood up, and was just the right height that his very impressive cock was directly in front of my face. I reached out, and wrapping my hand around it squeezed causing more precum to ooze from the tip. Jonathan's cock was more than impressive; it was beautiful, long thick and incredibly hard. Jonathan moaned as I started slowly jerking him off. I leaned over and blew lightly on the tip causing his hips to twitch.
"Be good," I said looking up at him. "I move, you don't understood?"
"Yes mistress." He breathed out.
I smiled, as I could see him trembling in anticipation. I playfully flicked my tongue across the tip of his cock; he moaned but stayed still.
"Good boy." I told him.
I could play like this all night but needed to be quick to give my brother a show, so after another flick of the tongue I opened wide and a sudden swoop took Jonathan's cock into my mouth taking him all the way down to the base of his shaft. Jonathan whimpered as I stayed there and swirled my tongue around his cock. Placing my hands on his hips I pulled back then began bobbing my head in a slow steady rhythm.
Jonathan was moaning, and I could feel his thighs shaking. His young cock was absolutely delicious and if I had more time I would love nothing more than to feel his hot cum in my mouth, but I could still hear Katrina's squeal's, and wanted to watch my brother watch me. Pulling his cock from my mouth I stood up and after kissing Jonathan lips so I could taste my pussy on him, turned around, and crawling up onto the divan, leaned over the arm putting my ass in the air. Turning to look over my shoulder I told him;
"Come claim your reward my beautiful Jonathan, but I warn you now, slow and easy as it is for my pleasure before yours."
"Of course my mistress." He whispered his eyes glues to my ass.
I watched as he came up behind me, and grabbing his cock guided it to my pussy and slid it in. His cock felt amazing as it entered my steaming pussy, and I let out a soft sigh as gently grabbing my hips he started to slowly fuck me; working his cock all the way out and then back with each stroke. I turned back to the front and looked up to watch the show on the altar.
Mark had slowed up some, but was still pounding Katrina's ass with long hard strokes Like Abigail earlier and Katrina now; my brother's face was consumed by lust, lust and power. I had no doubt the ritual had sparked something in Mark, as to be fucking this hard after the show with Rebecca was a feat even for him. Mark looked spectacular; every muscle in his upper body was bulging and covered with seat and his eyes were so bright they appeared to be glowing from within.
Katrina's face was dripping sweat and some of her long red hair was plastered to her cheeks, at this point she was no longer screaming, and the sounds she was making were those of pure pleasure as she had somehow gotten used to my brother's enormous prick slamming into her ass. I was staring straight at Mark waiting for him to look over at me. In the meantime Jonathan was once again following orders quite well as he was using long slow strokes that felt amazing.
Although nowhere near the size of my brother, Jonathan was quite well hung, and he was making me feel every inch of it by moving that slowly. From the sounds behind me Jonathan was feeling every bit of it as well, I'm sure this was teasing the shit out of him, but for right now I needed him to go slow as I could tell by his reaction to my mouth, that if he sped up it would be over quickly.
Abigail, who was standing to the side of the altar walked over to the front facing Mark and Katrina, and called out;
"Are you each enjoying your reward my brother and sister?"
Mark looked up at her, and then looking past her saw me. I lifted my head up higher and smiled at him from across the room. Mark returned the smile and added a wink. Abigail turned to face the crowd and raising her arms yelled to all of us;
"Brothers and sisters! All of you who are playing, I want you to watch up front! I want you all to come together as closely as you can! Women play with yourselves, men pace yourselves! When my sister from the west comes you are all to follow!"
As soon as Abigail had said this I sensed movement all around me, as everyone who was fucking maneuvered into different positions. Using my left arm to lean on, I slid my hand back down between my legs, and started slowly rubbing my clit as Jonathan continued those incredible long hard strokes. On the next one my hand left my clit to dart back and grab his balls. Jonathan immediately stopped then groaned as I started teasing them with my fingernails. As much as I was enjoying playing with him I had to remove my hand due the way his cock began to twitch inside of me.
I switched my fingers back to my clit and then turned back to the front as Abigail once again was speaking. This time she had turned back to Mark and Katrina;
"My sister, show your brother's and sister's what a true climax sounds like, make them want to match you!"
Katrina went to slip her hand back to her pussy as I had done, but Abigail caught her hand and placing it back on the altar reached down herself between Katrina's legs and began playing with her pussy. Abigail turned to the side so we could all watch Katrina's face as Mark was fucking her and her mistress was pleasing her. Katrina was beside herself, this was a reward beyond her wildest imagination, not only being fucked by the guest of honor, but being brought to orgasm by the Abigail herself.
"My brother!" Abigail cried out to Mark. "Make my sister sing a final song for our audience!"
After a brief look at Abigail, Mark once again caught my eye, I opened my mouth and waggled my tongue provocatively at him. Mark gave me another wink then taking a deep breath pulled himself all the way out of Katrina's ass. Taking his huge cock he rubbed it along her ass and lower back letting us all see how big it was on her tiny ass, then placing it back at the edge of her ass, paused for effect before driving it back in so hard Katrina rocked forward on the altar, and would have slipped off if Abigail hadn't been in front of her.
Katrina once again started screaming as Mark started slamming his cock into her ass with everything he had behind it, and trust me I knew from experience that was a lot. Mark was pulling himself all the way out, and was not only driving all the way back in but was pushing and pulling on Katrina's hips to add to how hard he was thrusting into her. All around me I could hear the hard slapping sounds of flesh on flesh , and the moans were becoming louder and louder as everyone drove themselves to be ready when Katrina cut loose.
Turning to look over my shoulder I told Jonathan;
"Faster, my young stud, show me you have some control."
Jonathan picked up the pace, and I started moaning as he drove his thick cock harder into me. My fingers started dancing faster on my clit as I watched Katrina, trying to guess how close she was. Looking past her, however I found myself transfixed on my brother. Mark was tearing into Katrina at a pace that could only be described as violent, Katrina was one hell of a woman to take this kind of punishment, but I'm sure it had been her who had initiated it. Mark was pouring sweat and I'm sure it was stinging the long red scratches on his chest, some of which were still oozing blood. Every muscle in his chest, arms, and shoulders was bulging, and I could see by the look in his eyes, and the way he was panting that he was getting close as well.
"Harder!" I snapped back at Jonathan.
Once again Jonathan obeyed instantly, and I cried out at the first real hard thrust he gave me. I lost my focus on the altar as I dropped my head down and started letting out sharp yelps as Jonathan started really fucking me. His hands were squeezing my hips harder, and I was loving it! Not lost upon me was the fact that it was even more enjoyable because I could enjoy it. Because of the terrible memories of abuse, there had been many years where the only way I could get into it with anyone but my brother was if I were strung out on drugs, or drunk out of my mind.
Katrina's cries became muffled and I looked up to see that Abigail, probably sensing that My brother was not going to hold back much longer, had shoved her tit into Katrina's mouth. I let out a long whimper at the look on Katrina's face as she fought not to cry out so that she could suck on Abigail's nipple. I also became aware of the desperate groaning behind me, as Jonathan was trying to hold off cumming as well. Part of me thought about slowing him down but his hard thrusts were feeling way to fucking good for that, instead I called out over my shoulder;
"Hold off for your mistress, my young stud, and you will be rewarded!"
Jonathan let out an adorable whimper, and then to my surprise started fucking me even harder and faster. I lifted my head and screamed out my appreciation. There was certainly something in the air tonight because although Jonathan was fucking the shit out of me I was never this into it. I noticed the cries getting louder and louder around me as well. Now that I was focusing on it I could feel the energy gathering around me. The entire room was full of smoke from the candles, and the smell of sex and incense was outright intoxicating. It was hot as hell and sweat was pouring off of everyone. I realized at this point that I was on some kind of a high, as I'm sure was everyone around me. My brother had once used the term "Sex drunk", for the first time in my life I knew what he meant.
My attention was pulled back to the altar, as once again Katrina's high pitched yowls pierced the air. Abigail had removed her tit from Katrina's mouth and instead had gotten her other hand underneath and was pinching Katrina's pink nipple, while still playing with her clit. Behind her, Mark was breathing like bull, exhaling loudly with every thrust. His eyes were closed and he appeared to be chanting or talking to himself. One thing was clear; it wouldn't be long for my brother. It would be seen as a failure if Mark was to cum first, and I found myself getting even hotter as I watched him struggle. No other man I had ever met could have held out this long, but to Mark if you weren't the best then you were nothing.
It turned out Mark had nothing to worry about, as Katrina stopped wailing, and after a pause let out a loud gasp, then another. Her head lifted up and her eyes widened as she felt herself ready to cum full force by Abigails hand, with my brothers enormous cock buried to the hilt in her ass. Everyone one around the room had been watching, and as soon as they heard the gasp the room filled with commands;
"Faster, harder, oh right there!"
Everyone was now trying to win the race, to cum as close to the high priestess as possible. I was no different;
"Let me have it!!" I cried out. "Fuck your mistress the way you really want to!! Give it to me like I'm one of your little fucking girlfriends!!! Fuck... Oh fuck yes!!"
I lifted my head, and screamed as Jonathan completely cut loose not only fucking the shit out of me but even grabbing a handful of my sweat soaked hair as he did. My hands blurred across my clit and I could feel the orgasm racing through my body.
On the altar Katrina came like nothing I had ever heard before. Head thrown back, eyes bulging, and mouth wide open, Katrina was wailing like a banshee, shriek after shriek, peeled from her throat as she bucked wildly against my brother who had slowed down in an effort to let her finish. Katrina let out one last long piercing wail, and at that moment the entire room went off.
I heard a long loud scream to my left, and turned to see the tall blonde, screaming into the pussy of the young black girl. As soon as she started the girl threw her own head back and let out a howl of her own. Behind the blond, the guy with the long hair, who had been fingering her clit as he fucked her, whipped his cock out and with an animal like growl started spaying his huge load all over both women. Like a chain reaction the screams and cries were coming from everywhere.
"Hold on just a little more my brother!" Abigail cried to Mark. "I need you to be last!"
Mark's eyes widened, and he looked as if he were ready to roll his eyes. Instead he slowed his fucking even more and once again closed his eyes in concentration. The struggle on his face as he fought desperately not to cum sent me over the edge. I lifted my head to the ceiling and added my own scream to the din that was sounding through the room.
"Oh yes!!" Abigail screamed from in front of the altar. "Sing my children!! Celebrate this night!!!"
I added another long loud squeal, as wave after wave of pleasure shot through my body. I was slamming my hips back into Jonathan, who was moaning continuously and like my brother straining not to cum as my pussy contracted around his amazing young cock. I let out a long shuddering moan, then looking over my shoulder through my sweat soaked hair called out;
"Cum for your mistress!! Anywhere you want, you've earned it!!"



Jonathan gave me several more savage pumps that made me yelp with each one, then pulling out of me grabbed his cock and stepped back. I spun quickly around so that I was sitting on the divan in front of him. Jonathan looked incredible; his young hard body glistening with sweat and his hand squeezing his long thick cock. He stepped forward and knowing what he wanted, I cupped both my tits in my hands holding them up to him, and opening my mouth wide stuck my tongue out.
Jonathan let his cock go and his first tremendous spurt of cum landed directly in my mouth where it splattered against the back of my throat, I wiggled my tongue telling him I wanted more, and he didn't disappoint as another spurt of hot cum shot into my mouth, the next shot caught my lips, then aiming his cock lower he added some to each of my tits. Jonathan groaned as he continued to spurt cum all over my face and chest, I couldn't believe how much there was. Finally with the cutest little whimper he finished and collapsed into a sitting position next to me on the divan.
I further rewarded him licking his cum from my lips, and then quickly bending over sucked his still hard cock into my mouth and milked a few more drops of cum from him. When I sat up he looked at me panting and whispered;
"That was far better than I deserved mistress."
As he said that he reached down, and grabbing his robe used it to gently wipe the cum off of my tits and stomach. When he finished I kissed him then putting my arm around him sat back onto the divan taking him with me and said;
"Relax and watch the show with me my beautiful Jonathan."
The sounds of pleasure had begun to die out around us, and as a final howl came from an older brunette in the back, who had been riding the face of a female initiate while jerking off another man onto her tits, the room fell silent except for the heavy breathing of everyone trying to calm their bodies down. As that echo of that last howl faded Abigail turned to Mark and yelled out;
"Now my brother sing us the final song!"
With that Mark tore one more time into Katrina, who was so spent she barely squealed as he slammed her ass. It didn't take long; after several hard thrusts Mark started gasping and moaning. My attention was caught by Abigail who was moving quickly from the front of the altar to the other side where, with surprising agility, she put her hands on the edge and sprang up onto it.
Mark threw his head back, and let out a scream that was like nothing I had ever heard come out of him before. Every muscle in his body tensed as the scream continued to the point his voice began to get hoarse. Leaning back onto his knees he pulled his cock out, which was when Abigail came up behind him, and also kneeling reached around and grabbing his cock squeezed it, holding Mark back from cumming.
Mark cried out in surprise. In the meantime Katrina had rolled over onto her side and turning faced Mark, and opened her mouth wide. Abigail let Mark's cock g,o and an enormous shot of cum landed on her tongue splattering onto her cheeks. Everyone murmured in surprise as Abigail, her head resting on Mark's shoulder so she could watch, jerked my brother's cock off into Katrina's face.
"Truly they have both been rewarded tonight!" Someone exclaimed behind me. Another voice added;
"Abigail has not preformed like this in years."
Despite the fact it was the fourth time he had cum since his plane landed, Mark was cumming like he hadn't in a week, his cum painting Katrina's face and her beautiful tits. As Abigail continued to pump his huge prick, I saw her point with her other hand, and the two men who had been playing the drums got up, and approached the altar, one on each side. Mark' cock finished spurting, but Abigail kept slowly stroking it. My brother certainly wasn't going to complain and stayed where he was.
I was watching Abigail's face as she rested her chin on my brother's shoulder, She had been whispering in Mark's ear probably egging him on, but as I watched she turned to Katrina and smiled. At that moment her hand stroked all the way to the tip of my brother's cock and twisted around the head. Mark's hips twitched and he pulled his cock back. I know form firsthand experience that once he cums my brother has to stop because he becomes too sensitive to keep going, the head of his cock becoming a raw nerve.
Apparently she knew this as well, as after he twitched, Abigail's smile turned to an evil smirk and lifting her head she gave Katrina a nod. Moving quickly Katrina grabbed Mark's cock from Abigail's hand and bending her head sucked it into her mouth. Mark's breath hissed through his teeth, and he tried to pull his cock away. Suddenly Abigail pulled away from him and grabbing his shoulders pulled back hard. Caught off guard Mark fell back awkwardly he had still been on his knees and was now bent backwards like that with Katrina between his legs.
The second Mark hit the altar the two men lunged forward each grabbing one of his arms and pinning it to the altar.
"My brother," Abigail began. "As guest of honor I feel it is only fitting that you sing the final song of the evening."
She looked down at the shocked look on Mark's face then looking up at Katrina she smiled;
"My sister if you would do the honors."
Katrina, her face still dripping cum, smiled back and grabbing Mark's cock placed just the tip of her tongue on the tip of it and swirled around quickly. Mark's hips bucked, and he shook his head. With an evil grin, Katrina winked at my brother and taking his cock in her mouth started rapidly going down on him. The effect on my brother was immediate and dramatic.
Mark cried out, and started jerking on the altar desperately trying to pull his cock from Katrina's mouth. Each of the men holding Mark down were large, and although my brother was powerful they were leaning on his arms and had him completely pinned down.
I knew it was mean but watching my brother's plight was getting me wet yet again. I wasn't the only one, as I heard several other women moan, and call out there approval. On the stage Katrina had Mark's cock all the way down her throat and was shaking her head back and forth. Mark was bucking wildly up and down, and I began getting even wetter as I recalled several times I had done this to him when he was younger.
Mark was making those adorable whimpering noises that I'm sure no one else here had ever heard from him before, and I have to say hearing them like this was even better. Abigail laughed out loud and said;
"My sister, surely you can get a better song than this?"
Katrina pulled Mark's cock from her mouth and called out;
"As my Mistress commands."
With that she placed just the tip of Mark's cock in her mouth, and began sucking so hard her cheeks were sinking in. I have no doubt her tongue was also involved swirling across the back of his head. I know because I'd done it. Mark began moving even more frantically bucking his hips so hard that Katrina put her hands on them to hold them still. Mark was squirming desperately, the whimpering noises getting higher and higher pitched. I saw several women start masturbating again and heard a guy behind me whisper;
"Good for her showing him his place, he's too cocky even by our standards."
"It'll go on until you sing, oh my prideful brother!" Abigail snapped as if hearing that comment.
Katrina popped Mark's cock out again, and using her fingers to take some of his cum off her face started rubbing it into the head of his cock, her thumb stroking the back of it as her tongue swirled around just the tip. Mark jerked himself so hard that Katrina had to use her other hand to hold his cock stil, and each of the men almost lost their grip. Mark stayed there straining for a minute, then slumping back onto the altar broke;
"Stop!!" He cried out. "Oh please stop!! Oh Mistress please!!!"
His cries brought moans from the crowd. Grabbing Jonathan's hand I put it between my legs where he immediately started playing with me. I had cum several times today and my clit was getting sore but I had no doubt I would come again and soon.
Mark continued to beg and plead his voice was rising in pitch and filled with desperation.
"More. More, more!" A woman from the front cried out as she masturbated furiously.
"You know what I want to hear my prince!!" Abigail said standing and looking down at him.
Katrina once again added cum to my brothers cock, but this time put it back in her mouth and started sucking.
"No!! No!! No!!" Mark cried out. "Oh please no more ohhh." Finally throwing his head back Mark screamed out;
"Oh my mistress, please have mercy!!!"
The cry sounded throughout the room, and I came hard before the echo had even faded my thighs trapping Jonathan's hand as I ground my pussy into his fingers. Mark screamed out again;
"Oh mercy!!! Oh pleeeeese!"
The last part came out in the most pathetic whine I had ever heard come from my brother, and stepping forward Abigail snapped her fingers. Katrina instantly stopped sucking, and sat up onto her knees. The two men let Marks arms go and quickly stepped back probably afraid they'd get hit. They had nothing to worry about as my brother simply lay there panting, and still whimpering slightly.
Abigail leaned over and kissed him sweetly on the lips then stepping back and speaking to him loud enough for everyone to hear said;
"Trick or treat my dark prince."
I laughed along with several others. Mark looked away as he was far too smart to give Abigail a dirty look. Katrina leaned forward and grabbing Mark's hands helped pull him into a sitting position. Sliding over to him she kissed him and put her arm around his shoulders. Somehow I was still horny as hell, and turning saw that Jonathan's cock was standing at full attention. I was just getting ready to swing one leg over his lap and start riding that cock, when Abigail addressed us from the front;
"My brothers and sisters, I hope that you all greatly enjoyed this evening's performance."
Everyone in the room either clapped, or called out "Of course my mistress."
As Abigail had spoken, the two men had carried over one of the divans to the front of the altar, and Mark and Katrina, both looking as if they could barely move stepped down onto it. Mark slumped into the corner and Katrina, resting her back against his chest leaned her head back on his shoulder. Mark wrapped his arms around her waist and held her as if they were lovers.
"My brothers and sisters," She continued. "Please show our two guests tonight some appreciation for an exemplary night of entertainment!"
As one we all stood, both members and initiates, and bowed deeply to the two exhausted sweat soaked figures on the divan. Katrina sat up from my brother and bowed at the waist, Mark, looking as if he were ready to pass out simply nodded his head.
"I know there are some newer members here, so I will point out what you long standing members already know." As she said this, Abigail gestured to Mark and Katrina.
"Rare are the occasions where two such high ranking members participate to this level and know that it was nothing short of a privilege to watch them perform together."
Everyone bowed once more, and Katrina spoke up adding;
"Not nearly the privilege it was to watch the legendary Abigail Lefay dance and play amongst us. Abigail holds herself above us as a woman of her rank should, and because of that it is easy to forget what an incredibly beautiful and sexual creature our Mistress truly is."
With that Katrina stood and walking over to Abigail dropped to her knees and kissed her feet. Katrina stood and Abigail gave her a surprisingly warm embrace holding Katrina to her, their heads resting on each other's shoulders. When Katrina stepped back Abigail said softly;
"My sister from the west is to kind."
Katrina bowed and went back to the divan where she once again leaned back into my brother. Abigail looked over and laughed;
"And thank you to my dark prince for being a good sport." She smiled at him and added; "You've had one coming for a long time my brother."
"My mistress has taught me a lesson in humility." Mark said then smirking added; "For the moment at least."
Several people including Abigail laughed. Abigail then turned and began speaking to us again;
"At this point I will ask the initiates to leave the room."
I felt a surge of disappointment and I'm sure I wasn't the only one, in the past there had been nights that gone right through to dawn, where each one of us would sample as many as we could.
"Now brothers and sisters each initiate gave you their name, at some point I will ask of your experience. Tonight was a special night and these young men and women were trained well for it. I hope to get rave reviews from all of you and if I do, then know my young children that you will be rewarded, however also know if any of my members were not pleased your punishment will be quite severe." Abigail paused for effect then said;
"Initiates bow to your master or Mistress."
I turned as Jonathan got to his knees and after kissing my feet stood up and said;
"The pleasure was truly mine my mistress."
"Oh I think I made out okay." I said smiling. I was in a great mood and didn't feel like playing cold bitch.
Jonathan looked serious then asked;
"Mistress? May I approach you?"
I nodded, and leaning over he whispered in my ear;
"I know we are not to ever speak the member's names, however my mistress I am an art major and quite a fan of your work. It truly was an honor to be with you tonight, as your talent is only rivaled by your beauty."
Jonathan stood back up, and I stood with him and hugged him and said in his ear;
"Then perhaps you will come to my showing next month, and from there well, I always aim to please my fans." Oh yeah, I would take some more of this if it was offered.
Jonathan stepped back and I laughed to see him blushing.
"My mistress really is to kind."
I reached out and grabbing him pulled him close to me and whispered;
"Megan."
Looking around to make sure no one could hear Jonathan said;
"It was a pleasure Megan." He then bowed and grabbing his robe headed for the door in the back.
As the last initiate left the room Abigail who had put her long red robe back on spoke again;
"I know it is getting late and many of you are already planning your next conquest, but I ask that you all remain seated for a little while longer as since I was in the back tonight I would like to greet and thank each of you individually, and since it is Halloween I would like to give you all a treat." Abigail then smiled mischievously and added;
"And perhaps if the stars are right there could be one more show before we close out this amazing evening."
As I sat back down I noticed everyone looking around, and probably wondering the same thing; what else could we possibly see tonight. I looked up to the front to see Mark and Katrina who had also donned their robes still cuddled up, her head was still on his shoulder and they were talking softly. I found myself hoping she didn't think she was getting anymore of my brother tonight. I knew we were breaking the rules tonight but the next girl Mark was fucking was going to be his big sister.
I leaned back against the arm of the divan and sighed contentedly. It had been a great night, sex with Mark, we had played on the dance floor, I had gotten fucked by a beautiful young man, and even got to watch my brother get put in his place. I looked over at the tall blond woman and smiled at her. I had seen her at the club several times. She smiled back tiredly and I had remembered that she had spent the night in a threesome. As I looked at her she nodded past me and said;
"Abigail truly is giving everyone a treat tonight."
I turned to see what she meant and saw Abigail, a few seats over from me standing next to one of the divans. An older woman with long auburn colored hair was sitting there and at the moment was sucking on Abigail's right tit, which she had removed from her robe. Abigail was running her hands through the woman's hair and speaking softly to her. Abigail stepped away from her and walked over to the tall man with pony tail, and after speaking to him briefly put her leg up on the arm of the divan, shoved her fingers into her pussy then as everyone watched took those fingers and placed them in his mouth. The man's eyes rolled as if he were going to cum on the spot as he eagerly sucked on her fingers.
Abigail removed her fingers and approached another woman. This time she put her leg up and grabbing the woman's hair pulled her face into her pussy and let her lick it for a couple of minutes. I felt my heart begin to beat faster as Abigail approached where I was sitting. There were a couple of other members in between us, and she stopped and let them play as well. The blond whispered to me that depending on how long the member had been in the group was how Abigail had determined what part of her they were given. The blond smiled and told me she had been coming here for eight years.
I frowned as I had only been coming here for a few months. Oh well I thought at least I would get to suck on her tit. Abigail approached me and smiled down at me;
"Did you enjoy your evening my sister?"
"Greatly my mistress." I told her bowing my head.
"Well perhaps you will enjoy it some more before you leave."
With that Abigail sat down next to me, and removing her full well rounded left tit, with its gorgeous rose colored nipple, held it up for me. I leaned in and started sucking on it. Abigail sighed and then surprised me by reaching up and gently twisting the barbell in my left nipple. I moaned into her tit and continued to suck on it. Abigail reached down and lifted my head up. As I looked at her she didn't speak, but instead stared deeply into my eyes. Abigail had large dark brown eyes that showed no emotion whatsoever. I returned the stare and as I did I noticed Abigail's expression changing, she appeared to be getting excited but I wasn't sure why.
Abigail turned her head and looked to the front. I followed her gaze to see Mark staring at us.
"Your brother isn't easily impressed these days is he?" She asked.
I instantly caught the "Your brother" but told myself we were all brothers and sisters here.
"No," I agreed. "Our brother doesn't"
Abigail smiled broadly at that.
"Very smooth," She whispered then gave me an evil grin. "Would you like to give our brother something to think about?"
I nodded and then immediately felt myself start to drip, as Abigail pushed me down on the divan and as the others watched shocked; dropped to her knees and lifting my leg over her shoulder leaned in and sucked my clit into her mouth. I moaned loudly not just at how good it felt but the fact of who it was and how fucking good she looked down there. Abigail looked up from between my legs and whispered;
"Look at him."
I turned my head to see Mark staring wide eyed at the two of us. Abigail had been right this had caught his attention. Katrina had sat up from my brother and was also staring. I turned back as I felt Abigail's tongue trace a slow path of pleasure the length of my pussy and end it by swirling her tongue around my clit. Abigail stood up and then sitting back down next to me put her arm around me and pulled me to her so our heads were on each other's shoulders.
"See I told you that would get your brother going." She sighed in my ear then continued; "Sad to say dear it takes a lot to really excite me these days as well. Over the years we become jaded."
"I suppose." I said nervously I hadn't liked the "your" brother remark again.
"You however, excite me Megan."
"Really?"
"Well not just you." Abigail said, and then chuckled. "You and your brother together however, well that is another story."



"My..." I started but Abigail cut me off.
"Yes your brother Megan. I know, I've known your brother for years, and after I met you I knew; you have the same scent about you. I knew immediately you were brother and sister and Katrina confirmed it just by seeing the two you together. I had wondered why he had said you were a "friend" and tonight I found out."
"You..."
Once again she cut me off.
"Your lovers, and not just recently, oh no my dark prince has been breaking the laws of man even more than the rest of us hasn't he?"
I pulled my head from her shoulder and looked at her with I'm sure and expression of panic on my face. Abigail smiled and continued to speak softly;
"Never fear Megan we would never divulge such a thing, however I will ask you a question and I expect the truth."
I nodded dumbly. I could see Mark looking at us. As I looked at him he nodded. He knew that Abigail knew, and at that moment I remembered the comment she had made upstairs when we arrived; "A very special couple."
"How long has it been Megan? How long have you and your brother been lovers?"
I swallowed nervously then answered;
"Since we were teenagers."
"Ahhh," Abigail sighed again and I realized she was getting turned on; the thought that Mark and I were committing incest was working her up.
Abigail leaned closer and I felt myself start to respond as well as I caught a whiff of my pussy on her face. I noticed a lot of people were watching us. Abigail hadn't spent this time with anyone else.
"And tell me Megan," Abigail licked her lips then asked; "Were you his first?"
"Yes."
"Ohhh," Abigail sighed. "You crossed the line, you took what you wanted didn't you my little sinner? You saw the most beautiful boy you had ever seen and didn't let god's or man's laws stop you did you?"
"No my mistress." I whispered.
I felt as if this wasn't really happening. Mark and I had been fucking for close to fifteen years and no one had ever found out now...
"You broke him in didn't you Megan?" Abigail continued. "Taught him to give it to you right." She leaned back and I all but moaned when I saw the look of pure lust on her face. "You trained him Megan, taught him how to please you, and tear apart the rest didn't you?"
I nodded not trusting my voice. Abigail shook her head.
"The dark prince, a true master of women, a legend amongst us, and he was broken by his sister." Abigail let out a deep breath that was very close to a moan.
"Megan?"
"Yes Mistress?"
"Will you indulge me this evening?"
"Indulge?" I repeated.
"Yes Megan indulge, will you provide me with a thrill that even I have yet to experience?"
Was she talking about watching me with Mark? If she was where? I looked around and thought surely not here. "I don't know." I whispered.
"Megan," Abigail began. "I like you, I really do, and I have done a lot to help your career, and not just because of your brother, but because you are a beautiful, talented young woman who is still yet to come into her own." She paused and shrugged; "And I have yet to really begin to help you Megan there is so much more that I can and will do for you."
Once again Abigail's eyes locked with mine, this time however they appeared different as if there was something behind them, a glow of some sort. Trick of the light? Or more?
"Megan I know your background and I don't have to tell you that there is never something for nothing. So if need be consider this your repayment for my past and future help. Now, my little rule breaker, the seducer of her own brother, will you not indulge your mistress?"
I took a deep breath as I thought about it. She already knew, what would it matter if we proved it, and it's not like I hadn't been involved in my share of raunchy things after all look where I was at the moment. I looked at Abigail and bowing my head said softly;
"Of course my mistress."
Abigail smiled at me, and after giving me a kiss on the cheek rose and walked away without another word. I looked over at Mark who had been watching the entire time. I put my hands up and he simply shrugged and went back to talking to Katrina. I heard a moan and looking over saw Abigail sitting on the arm of the divan with her fingers in the blond's pussy while the woman eagerly buried her face between Abigail's thighs. As I watched Abigail looked over at me and winked.
I sat back and watched Abigail work the rest of the crowd, I felt nervous; what Abigail had done to my brother was proof that no one ever knew what she would do. The fact that she now wanted something from us had me wondering what, when, and where? Mark on the other hand seemed quite calm sitting up there with Katrina, either that or he was so tired he didn't care. Abigail finished with the last member; the large black man that had been excited about Mark shredding Rebecca, apparently he ranked as Abigail had sat down and allowed him to put his cock between her tits and slowly fuck them for a couple of minutes. After he had stopped, and gotten on the floor to kiss her feet, Abigail came back to the front of the room. Before she turned to us, she called Katrina over and talked quietly to her for a minute. Katrina then went and sat back down with Mark as Abigail turned to face us;
"Brothers and sisters, once again thank you for attending what has been an amazing evening. I know the night is getting away from us, however as I mentioned before there could still be one more event for this evening, if of course he is up for the challenge. With that Abigail turned to Mark;
"My dark prince, you are a legend in this place for many reasons one of which is your satyr like drive. I now ask you my brother could you give us one more show tonight?"
Mark looked exhausted, but as I watched he looked around the room realizing Abigail had put him in the corner. Knowing my brother as she did Abigail knew he could never back down from a challenge especially one in front of an entire group.
"I may need some coaxing, my Mistress," He said "But I'm sure I could give my brothers and sisters one more reason to remember this evening."
Abigail smiled.
"So you say that you can my prince? That if you mistress provides the trick you will give us one more treat?"
Mark stood up and stepping from the divan up onto the altar turned to face us. His cock was semi hard, and large even in that state. Mark raised his arms and spread them as if saying "well?"
"So be it. " Abigail said softly, and as soon as I saw the look on her face I knew what was coming.
Abigail waved her hand, and Katrina walked down from the front, and passing by the others came over to where I was sitting and extended her hand to me. I took a deep breath, then reached up and allowed her to pull me up from my seat. I trailed behind her as she led me up to the altar to stand in front of it. My brother looked dawn at me and smiled. He had that same look on his face as Abigail. This look however was enough to make me forget I was nervous and start thinking about the show we were going to put on. As I stood there staring at my brother's magnificent body my pussy began to get wet and I thought; that's better you nasty girl.
Katrina came up behind me, and reaching around me undid my robe, and stepping back pulled it from my shoulders. I felt my heart begin to pound. Obviously I wasn't ashamed of my body, hell I had spent years working in strip clubs so being naked in front of people wasn't a problem, but there was an air of expectancy building that had my skin in goose bumps. At Katrina's urging I walked directly up to the altar where I was met by the two men who had been up there before.
As I stood there each of them bent down, and wrapping their arms around my thighs lifted me up onto the altar. Mark looked at me and smiling said;
"Come here my beautiful sister."
I felt my breath catch, as I realized the two of us as well as Abigail and Katrina were the only ones who knew what that meant. I stepped up to Mark, who taking my hands pulled me to him and putting his hands on each side of face kissed me. The kiss was hard and passionate and I returned it fully as I reached up and wrapped my arms around my brother's neck. At that moment all inhibitions about this left me, and I became as excited as Abigail about this. I was going to fuck my bother in front of a room full of people who simply thought we were a couple.
As if reading my mind Abigail spoke up to the crowd;
"My brothers and sisters are they not beautiful? I am sure you have seen this woman around the club lately, and of course we all know our dark prince, but what a small world it is when I discovered that they are lovers."
I raised my leg and began rubbing it up and down Mark's leg, as I did Mark dropped one of his hands between my legs, and slipped his fingers inside my overheated pussy. I reached down as well and grabbed his cock. Mark was harder than he was when I had gotten up there but wasn't completely hard yet, but that was okay, some time in his big sisters mouth would fix that.
"So my brothers and sisters, I spoke to them and they were both more than happy to put on a show for us, I hope you enjoy this as much as I will."
With that Abigail walked over to the altar and stood to the side furthest from the crowd on my left. I noticed Katrina had come over to stand below me on my right. Mark had stopped kissing me, and bending his head began to tongue my right nipple. I moaned and started rocking my hips into his fingers.
"Oh and does our dark prince always treat his lovers so gently?" Abigail asked smirking.
Before I could react, Mark grabbed both barbells in my nipples and savagely twisted them. I cried out loudly as he had done it so hard tears came to my eyes. Without realizing I was going to do it I took my fingers and raked them down his chest and stomach. I had done it right where Abigail had, and it was my brothers turn to cry out as the dried out scratches tore open and once again started bleeding. Mark grabbed my hair and yanked my head back hard causing me to stagger and almost fall. Still holding my hair Mark spun me to the side as he did he stuck his foot out. I tripped and using my hair as a handle and my momentum. Mark spun me to the altar where I landed hard on my knees.
Mark stepped up to me, and still holding my hair grabbed his cock and started slapping it roughly against my face. I turned my head as he did and moaned as I saw the look on Abigail's face; she was showing nothing short of undisguised lust while she watched Mark's cock assault my face.
"Oh yes," She whispered softly.
Mark yanked my hair so that I was facing him and his cock was hanging in my face. Mark was still not all the way hard, but had gotten much closer to it. He paused with his cock there and looking at Abigail smirked. Abigail looked at him then at me, and after licking her lips said quietly enough so that only we could hear;
"Make your sister suck you cock."
Mark jerked my face up and I obediently opened my mouth and took his cock all the way down my throat. Mark left it there and as I shook my head back and forth I could feel it grow to its full hardness. I put my hands on his hips and started sucking him in and out rapidly. Mark moaned as I was pulling it all the way out every time, then completely deep throating him again. I started sucking faster and harder knowing there were women out there who were not only marveling at how well I sucked it, but wishing they were doing it. Right now every man wanted me and every woman wanted to be me.
That thought made me moan around my brother's cock, and as I did I heard twin moans come from Katrina and Abigail. They knew the truth, they knew that this was my brother whom I was giving this incredible blow job to and it was driving them wild.
"Grab her hair and fuck her face." Abigail commanded.
I instantly stopped moving as Mark grabbing my chin in one hand and the top of my head in the other started slamming his cock in and out of my mouth. Katrina moaned again and Abigail whispered;
"Oh look at you my prince, face fucking your sister, making her choke on that big fucking cock ohhhh"
This came out in all but a whimper, and I felt my pussy gush at the sound of it. Mark's cock was fully hard and I was feeling every inch of it as he forced it down my throat. Suddenly Jonathan's cock seemed much less impressive. I reached up and started playing with Mark's balls which got a moan out of him as well.
"Oh you dirty, dirty girl," Abigail said. "Sucking on your little brother's cock."
"Nasty" Mark whispered. "Nasty girl."
I would have smiled had I not had 10 plus inches of cock being force fed to me.
"Enough," Abigail said. "It's her turn."
Mark pulled his cock from my mouth and stepped back. I leaned back and straightening my legs out lied on my back. Mark got on his knees and lifting my legs so that they dangled over his shoulders spread my pussy open with his fingers and plunged his tongue into my pussy. I cried out as Mark's rigid tongue fucked in and out of my steaming slit.
I turned my head and saw that as we had been starting the male and female members had been paired off on the divans and were masturbating each other, the men fingering, the women stroking. I saw a couple of male initiates had been brought back in to even everything up, and also saw Billy back out there being stroked by and stroking a young boy with long blonde hair.
I cried out again, as Mark replaced his tongue with two fingers, and sliding his tongue up found my badly swollen clit. I started toying with my nipples but stopped when Katrina said;
"Surely my Mistress, we could help here."
"I agree my sister." Abigail said, in that husky lust filled voice she had been using since we had started.
Simultaneously Abigail and Katrina stripped their robes off, and placing their hands on the altar hopped up an either side of me. As soon as they had, they both kneeled and leaning over each sucked one of my nipples in their mouths. I let out a loud squeal of pleasure as looking down I saw not only my brothers beautiful face between my legs working my pussy with his tongue, but two of the most gorgeous women I had ever seen sucking on my tits.
"Oh you like that?" Abigail asked. "You like your brother sucking on your pussy?"
"I love it!" I gasped out. "I love my little brother sucking on his big sisters pussy!"
Abigail moaned around my nipple and Katrina said;
"And he loves it to! Look at the way he goes after it. That's your favorite pussy isn't my prince?"
Mark groaned into my pussy and began sucking my clit in and out of his mouth in time with the thrusting of his fingers. I started whimpering and rocking my hips faster. I arched my back pushing my nipples further into the mouths of the two incredible women that were working them with their full lips and soft tongues. I could feel my thighs shaking badly, and hoping they wouldn't care I reached around and grabbed a handful of each of their hair and pushed their faces into my tits.
"Ohh my prince," Katrina said; "Your sister is a nasty girl."
Wanting to show them how nasty I said;
"That's it little brother! You suck your sister's pussy, you make her cum in your face!"
At that moment, Mark shoved a finger from his other hand hard up into my ass. I went off like a rocket; I threw my head back and emitted a wail that rivaled Katrina's. My hips gyrated wildly into my brother's face as he continued to suck on my clit and use his fingers. Both Abigail and Katrina stopped sucking and each grabbing a barbell twisted them roughly. I screamed again and thrashed even more wildly on the altar.
After several long whimpers I slumped down against the hard wood of the altar gasping for breath. I wasn't going to get the chance to catch it however, as instantly Mark got up on his knees and grabbing my ankles, pulled my legs up in the air and plunged his huge dick into his sisters cum soaked pussy.
"Oh look at that!" Abigail moaned. "Look at him fucking his sister, ohhhh"
Abigail leaned over dangling her tits in my face. After letting out a squeal from my brothers first thrust I eagerly sucked her right nipple into my mouth. As Mark started fucking the shit out of me, I reached out and slid each of my hands between the legs of Abigail and Katrina. Both women gasped as my fingers entered their pussies. This was a first for me to be feeling two at the same time, and I marveled at how each of their hot wet pussies felt different. Abigail sat up and reaching across started fondling Katrina's nipples as Katrina started playing with hers.
As excited as I was I couldn't imagine what was going through my brother's mind; up here fucking his sister while she fondled two others. I was whimpering and moaning as much from playing with their pussies as Mark's hard cock pounding the shit out of me, and speaking of that cock Mark was beyond tired and I had no doubt he would be pounding his sisters pussy for quite some time.
Abigail leaned across me ,and after kissing Katrina said something to her. Katrina smiled wickedly and nodded. Abigail suddenly turned on her knees so that her amazing ass was facing me, her beautiful glistening bald pussy winking at me from between her lush thighs. I reached out and slipping two fingers inside got my thumb on her clit. Abigail moaned loudly but not as loud as I did when I Abigail leaned across my stomach and I felt her tongue on my clit.
People in the crowd gasped as they watched Abigail not only lick my clit, but do it with my brother's massive cock less than three inches from her face. Mark looked down and moaned at the sight of the one woman he had never managed to bed's face buried in his sister's pussy. I was trying to raise my head to see, but couldn't around Abigail's dark sweat soaked hair that was fanned across my ivory stomach.
Turns out I wouldn't have been able to watch for long, as Katrina swung one of her legs over me and straddling my shoulders, plunged her pussy directly down into my face. I gasped in surprised, but moaned in pleasure as I breathed in the musky scent of that beautiful red haired bush. Katrina reached down and spreading herself open lowered her clit onto my outstretched tongue. I let out another moan as I realized that this was the same pussy my brother had been licking not much more than an hour ago. For that matter I could only imagine how hot Katrina was, knowing that she had been sucked off by a brother and sister in the same night. I was overwhelmed with sensations; the feeling of Abigail's fingers clenching around my pussy, the taste of Katrina's pussy, as well as Mark's massive cock and Abigail's soft tongue working my pussy and clit.
Abigail's hips started pushing back into my fingers. I had to concentrate to keep my thumb on her clit moving, as well as working my tongue on Katrina's sweet little clit. Mark was fucking me so hard that he was helping me do both, as my body was rocking back and forth with his rhythm. Mark suddenly stopped fucking me, and I heard the entire crowd gasp in disbelief.
"Here by all means, watch my sister." Katrina said, and lifted herself off me allowing me to prop myself up and see what was happening between my legs.
"Ohhh. " I groaned at what I was seeing;
Mark had pulled his cock from my pussy and Abigail was stroking it.
"His sister's watching." Katrina told Abigail.
If the crowd was surprised before they were going to go into shock over what happened next; Abigail opened her mouth and pulling Mark's cock up put it in her mouth and started sucking on him. Abigail Lefay sucking cock! Not just any cock but my brother's enormous one. Mark whimpered like a teenager getting his first blowjob as he watched Abigail devour his cock. Devour was certainly the word as Abigail was easily taking him all the way down.



The masturbating sped up out in the crowd and I could already hear several women cumming. I happened to turn my head in time to see the two men in the front's cocks begin to spurt in the hands of the women they were with. I quickly turned back to what I may never see again. Abigail was blowing my brother like it was a race sucking him in and out so hard her lips were smacking. Mark's legs started shaking and I thought to myself that if she takes his cum in her mouth people here were going to faint.
Evidently Abigail wasn't' going to go that far, as she pulled my brothers cock from her mouth and said;
"Oh you bad, bad boy, your cock tastes like your big sisters pussy."
Abigail then took Mark's cock and started slapping it against my clit. We both moaned and then moaned again as Abigail started letting out small whimpering noises, as my thumb on her clit was finally getting to her. Abigail rubbed Mark's cock up and down the length of my pussy. I was so wet that I could hear his cock sliding through my lips. Abigail pushed Mark's cock back into my pussy, and immediately returned to my clit. As soon as she did, Katrina shoved her pussy back into my face and this time rather than lick I started sucking on her clit.
I felt another orgasm approaching, I started grinding my hips up into Mark's cock and Abigail's tongue, to my surprise Abigail pulled her pussy away from my fingers, she did however, start sucking on my clit. I reached over my head and finding Katrina's nipples, started twisting them with my fingers. Katrina's hips twitched and she moaned loudly. I started sucking faster and harder, as I could feel myself getting ready to cum on my brothers cock and in Abigail's face.
Katrina dropped her hands down and gave my nipples a hard twist, and I came for the sixth time that night and second time in fifteen minutes. I arched my back and screamed into Katrina's pussy. As I did it sent Katrina off as well; her thighs clamped down around my head and she started sliding back and forth riding my face. As I screamed into her pussy, Katrina screamed into the air. I went limp on the altar dropping my hands from Katrina's tits. My face was being smothered by Katrina's pussy and I felt as if I was going to pass out from cumming so hard so often, the words hit me again "Sex Drunk".
Katrina swung her leg off of me and hopped off of the altar. Mark stopped fucking me and was listening to Abigail who had sat back on her knees. Mark nodded and reaching down and grabbing my hips lifted me up off the altar and with a wrench of his powerful shoulders flipped me over onto my hands and knees. I cried out as for the second time my knees hit the wood of the altar hard. Mark wasted no time sliding up behind me and blasting his huge prick into my now sore pussy.
I cried out as he started fucking me so hard that if he weren't holding my hips I'd have been pushed off the altar. I turned my sweat and pussy soaked face towards the crowd and saw they were all on their feet knowing this would be the last position. Mark was breathing hard behind me, and once again I wondered how the hell he could fuck like this, then again Abigail's sucking on him had almost got him there by itself.
Speaking of Abigail, she said something I didn't catch to my brother. Mark paused from fucking me, and yanked me back towards the other end of the altar. Mark started fucking me again, and I quickly saw why I needed to be further back;
Abigail came and sitting in front of me leaned back, and lifting her legs onto my shoulders grabbed my sweat soaked hair and pulled my face into her pussy. Not that she had to force me; I had been dying to taste it all night long. As eagerly as Mark was fucking me, was as fast as my tongue plunged into Abigail's sweet smooth pussy.
"Oh yes!" Abigail moaned. "Oh look at the two of you fucking like animals!"
Mark reared back and started slamming me even harder; I began making little yelping sounds into Abigail's pussy that were a mixture of pleasure and pain. I couldn't take much more; even my clit was hurting as Mark kept fucking me relentlessly. Abigail was still gasping;
"Oh and for years! Oh the two of you breaking the rules, taking what you wanted, laughing at the rest of us, ohhh you are sooooo bad!"
Once again this was whimpered out, and I heard my brother begin to make his own small whimpering noises. It suddenly hit me that I was sandwiched between two of the darkest most powerful, most desirable people that I had ever met, and one of them was my brother! Not only that but over two dozen people standing and waiting in breathless anticipation of another orgasm from Abigail. At that thought I heard Abigail take in her breath, and looked up to see that Katrina had come up behind her and reaching around had pinched her nipples.
Feeling her soft thighs beginning to shake under my hands, I quickly took two fingers and slipped them inside of her, Abigail's pussy was amazingly tight, probably from not having a man in so long, and was incredibly wet. I started pumping my fingers in and out, and then putting her clit into my mouth started working it with my tongue as I sucked hard stretching the skin and letting my tongue get more of it. Abigail groaned her approval as her hips started bucking up and down into my face.
Behind me Mark was breathing so hard I was starting to wonder if he'd even be able to finish. I reached back between my legs and as I had done to Jonathan stuck my nails out so they caressed Mark's balls as he fucked me. Mark let out a long loud whimper that got a buzz from the crowd and Abigail panted out;
"Oh are you going to cum for your sister my prince? Are you going to fill her with that hot cum?"
"Oh yes!" Mark groaned, he was fucking me faster and faster desperate to get it over with.
"And you, you nasty little thing," Abigail moaned out to me. "I bet you love his cum inside of you, knowing it's your brother's gets you hot doesn't it?"
"Hmm mmm." I moaned into her pussy.
Abigail was still on the edge, but I could tell my brother was ready. I still had Abigail's clit in my mouth, and taking it between my teeth bit down just a little and wiggled my head back and forth. Abigail let out a sharp gasp and instantly the room fell silent. I kept it between my teeth and gave it another nip and Abigail gasped again louder then moaned;
"Oh lick it my sister!"
I switched to sucking her clit rapidly, and looking up saw Katrina give Abigail's nipple's a hard pinch. Abigail lifted her head up, and let out a shriek of such power that I almost let her clit go. The shriek was followed by a long drawn out howl as her hips started grinding into my face her legs trapping my head between them. She cried out;
"Oh please my prince before I finish!"
Mark pumped me so hard I growled into Abigail's pussy desperately trying to keep my mouth on her clit. Fortunately Mark only gave me a few of these pumps, then giving Abigail what she wanted let out his own howl as he came hard deep inside of his sister's pussy. There was nowhere near the amount he usually shot but considering how many times he had cum, Mark still managed to paint the inside of his sisters pussy with a couple of good squirts of his hot cum.
Abigail's voice joined my brother's as they both screamed into the air. Abigail's pussy arched into my face, and after another long loud squeal, she let out an incredible little girl like whimper and dropped her legs from my shoulders.
We all collapsed. Abigail would have fallen backwards had Katrina not been holding her; meanwhile Mark fell back into a sitting position behind me gasping as if he had just run a marathon. I let my legs out straight and laid there on my stomach my face resting on Abigail's sweat slicked thigh. After a minute Abigail sat herself up and at her urging Mark reached down and grabbing me around my waist pulled me up and onto my knees. I immediately feel backwards as my legs had nothing left in them, but I went into Mark who wrapped his arm around my waist and held me there.
As the three of us sat panting, Katrina walked away and addressed the crowd;
"Brothers and sisters, what a privilege this night has been! Never before and maybe never again will you witness Abigail Lefay in such a wanton mood, and with none other than our dark prince, and his beautiful lover who is a fairly new member of our group, but who tonight has more than earned her place! My family this is a night that will become legend amongst us! Now let us show these three our appreciation!"
Not only did everyone bow, but then staying on their feet applauded and I even heard a few whistles. Abigail somehow found the strength to stand and bow deeply to them; I didn't even try it, simply bowing my head in acknowledgement. My brother put his hand up and wove some type of sign through the air that seemed to get some of the older members going. I slumped further back into my brother's body; the two of us were drenched with sweat. I turned my head to kiss Mark, and was surprised at how hard he kissed me back, it was only when he started licking my lips did I realize he was tasting Abigail's pussy.
As we sat there Abigail told Katrina to have the others who were lining up to come up to us to give us a couple of minutes. Abigail then slid over to kneel in front of the two of us and looking at us shook her head said;
"Look at the two of you. So beautiful, who could blame you?"
Abigail then leaned over and put an arm around each one of us so that her head was between ours.
"I would like to thank you for indulging me, my beautiful siblings in sin. This was a night that will be hard to beat, and we have had some nights here haven't we Mark?"
"Oh yeah." Mark said he was so tired I could hear his voice trembling.
"This really was a treat." Abigail said. "For years I have always wanted to play with a brother and sister, but the only other ones I had ever found were simply not attractive enough or were not one hundred percent blood." She nodded. "One of the few fantasies I've ever had." She sighed;
"My own brother just isn't an option." That remark left me not sure how to respond but Mark asked;
"Why, is he ugly?"
Abigail smiled and pulling our heads even closer whispered;
"Since I know your secret I will give you one of mine. You see my dear sinners, the reason that Abigail the unattainable, high priestess of the church of Satan could never seduce her brother is that well," She paused then said even softer. "My brother is a catholic priest."
Two hours later we were sitting upstairs at the bar. It had taken forever to even get this far. After Abigail left the altar, Mark and I stayed there as each and every member came up, and after bowing to us, or more appropriately to Mark, stayed to talk for awhile. I would have left Mark alone and come upstairs sooner, but there were several women eyeing him and I had shared more than enough of him tonight.
Of course looking at Mark I might have worried for nothing; short of a bout of insomnia I had never seen my brother this tired. Once the last member left, Mark and I went into the back room, and after we showered, got dressed then we sat down for a few minutes as Mark seemed like he could barely walk. I was exhausted myself ,and we sat in a comfortable silence. Mark went wherever he went in his head, and I replayed the evening in my mind, already thinking that it couldn't have really happened, that I had been the main attraction in a foursome on an altar, I was going to have to leave that out of this Sunday's call with the folks.
Mark and I had then come up to the second floor and sat at the bar. It was three am, and the club had closed, the only people still there was Abigail and the scantily clad bartenders, waiters, and waitresses who were cleaning up. Abigail had the bartender put coffee on and as we sat drinking it Katrina had joined us briefly, sipping a beer and telling us she was spending the weekend at Abigail's, and with a smile telling us we could come by tomorrow if we wanted to. I shook my head but have to say, I would have a few vivid thoughts of the two of them rolling around together all weekend in Abigail's penthouse apartment.
After Katrina left, Abigail came over, and after commenting on how tired we looked offered us one of the suites downstairs. I was going to accept, but Mark turned it down. When she walked away I asked why, and his response was to kiss me lightly on the lips and say;
"My sister, for the last week all I have thought about was waking up in your bed, in your new place, and that's what we're going to do."
I hugged him close, and after kissing his cheek said;
"Mark you really are like the sweetest thing."
"To you maybe." He said.
"I'm the only one that counts." I told him laughing.
"Okay then" He nodded, and took another sip of coffee.
We were quiet for a few minutes, and then I asked the question that had been bothering me;
"Mark?"
"Yeah sis?"
"Abigail and Katrina won't say anything will they? I mean I don't want to think they would but..."
"Sis please." Mark interrupted me. "Trust me, Abigail has had fucking congressmen in those rooms downstairs, and Katrina was a once week stop for a Supreme Court justice a couple of years back. These two don't talk. Never mind our faith, and their both members of my group."
"Mark are you ever going to tell me about this group?"
Mark smirked;
"Dirty little secrets sis."
"Whatever" I said shaking my head.
Let him have his group, at the end of the day all that mattered was the two of us were getting along so much better than those years that I had done everything possible to make him give up on me. We sat in silence and then Mark started laughing. I looked at him like he was nuts and asked;
"What's so funny?"
Mark continued to laugh, then settling himself down said;
"I just remembered this joke someone told me on the plane down here. Wanna hear it?"
"You're going to tell a joke?"
Although Mark was a master of sarcastic one liners, he really didn't have much of a sense of humor, and I don't think he had told me a joke since we were kids.
"Yeah," He said. "Ready?"
"Okay go ahead." This should be good I thought.
"Okay," Mark began putting his hands up as if bracing me for it. "Here goes; why is Halloween the best holiday down in West Virginia?"
I thought for a minute then shrugged;
"I don't know why?"
"Because," Mark paused to try not to laugh. "They love to pump kin!"
With that Mark started laughing hysterically. I rolled my eyes and stared at him. When he saw I wasn't laughing he stopped and tried to explain it;
"Get it Meg? Pumpkin? Pump Kin. You know like family? You know I thought it was funny because we..."
I shook my head at him.
"Little brother?"
"Yeah sis?"
"You're the Dark Prince not the court jester, stick to looking pretty."
"Yeah but," Mark started, but I leaned forward and hugging him close kissed his cheek and said;
"Happy Halloween my beautiful little brother."
Happy belated Halloween.
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Where the hell was she? I thought as I glanced at my watch for the third time in the last ten minutes. It was three thirty, and Sheila had said she would be here by three fifteen at the latest. I stood up from the stool I was sitting on and began to pace the back and forth behind the counter. I had been at Sears since ten and was supposed to be working until seven, but if I did that I would miss my brother again. In the last month, between calling out, and showing up late I was on thin ice, and was told I couldn't leave early unless I could get Sheila, the other girl trained to run cosmetics to come in and cover for me.
I had called Sheila at one and she initially told me no, that it was her day off. I had then begged her to the point I was in tears over the phone telling her that I really needed to get home early. After a couple of minutes Sheila sighed and said she'd come in, but couldn't get there until a little after three. I stopped pacing and started lining up the tubes of lipstick on top of the counter. I had done this twice already but was wired for sound and had to do something. As I rearranged the tubes I glanced up and caught my reflection in the mirror.
I looked like hell. Despite my best efforts to conceal them there were large dark circles under my eyes, and my eyes themselves were so red that Dad had accused me of being stoned two days in a row when I came home. Mom stuck up for me saying she knew I was just having a hard time sleeping but Dad believed the worst these days, and I guess I didn't blame him. For once he was wrong however, I had managed to stay away from pot for the last three weeks but drinking, well that was another story. I shook my head trying not to dwell on that, and taking a minute to look through my purse removed a tube of Visine and put some in my eyes.
It didn't help that the mall was dead on a Tuesday afternoon. At least if there were customers I would be able to stop dwelling on the fact that I was losing everything, including my brother. Finishing with the lipsticks I sat back on the stool, and putting my elbow on the counter rested my chin in my hand and started tapping my foot nervously as I considered the last couple of weeks. After my trip with Mom I had done better for a few days, only drinking if I went to Mitch's when Mark was working. My reasoning there was that Mark never let me get in trouble. Even if I had too much my little brother always got me home and took good care of me.
The problem was now that Mark had started working more and more, and most of his nights were now spent working the door at Baby Head rather than at Mitch's. I still hung out at Mitch's because I knew a lot of the crowd and Mitch himself liked me, but without Mark there the sky was the limit; I drank until I was broke, and then spent the rest of the night flirting with the bikers to get them to buy me drinks. Once they realized all I was after was a free drink they stopped buying, and I had started coming up with ways to get them to buy anyways.
I would now dance with some of them, grinding my ass against them, and letting them get a couple of cheap feels. That worked out okay until a couple of nights ago when I had gotten so shitfaced that in order to get another shot I flashed one of the guys my tits. At that point Cynthia had called my brother at the club, and told him what was going on. Mark had showed up in a half hour, and just in time too, as the guy and his friends were nice enough to let me sit with them, and had kept buying. The guy I had flashed had asked me to sit on his lap, which I was more than happy to do. Then, as his hand started sliding up my thigh he told me that he felt it was time I gave a little more than a show for all the money he had spent.
Mark had come over and told me to get my ass moving, we were going home. The guy made the mistake of telling my brother that I was his "bitch" for the night. Mark gave him a backhand slap that had knocked him off the chair and told him if he ever saw him within ten feet of me he would snap his neck. Without waiting for an answer Mark grabbed me by the arm and dragged me outside where he asked me what the hell was wrong with me? I tried to tell him I was only playing but apparently Cynthia had told him I had flashed the guy and been out of control. Finally, as I was prone to do these days, I broke down in tears and told Mark I was sorry, I was just trying to have fun.
Mark went back into the bar and told Cynthia and Mitch, who had just come in from running an errand, that I wasn't allowed in there anymore unless he was there. Of course I was totally humiliated; even more so when the next time I went in there, when Mark was working, the same guys were there, and every time I looked over they were looking at me and laughing. My brother was going to start up with them but Mitch told him if that was going to be the case then I couldn't come in at all so Mark let it go.
Now that I couldn't go to Mitch's all the time I started going to different bars with Betty and was getting to the point that there were mornings that I couldn't get up for work, which was pretty bad when you weren't due in until eleven. A little over a month ago I got arrested again, well actually Betty did for driving drunk, but I was in the car with her, and was also drunk so got taken in and told that if I could get someone to come get me I could go home. I was so far gone that I forgot it was Saturday and Mark was working and called home.
Dad answered, and I ended up telling him where I was. Dad told me to spend the night and hung up. A half hour later Mom showed up and got me. This time Mom wasn't playing, since she didn't work she told me she was going to drive me to and from work and I was not allowed out of the house otherwise unless I was with her, Dad or Mark. So the good news was for the last two weeks was that I had only had a couple of drinks when I went out with Mark and bullied him into to giving them to me. The bad news however was that I had barely slept during that time and was a nervous wreck.
I also discovered I couldn't paint anymore. I would have plenty of ideas but stare at the canvas and be able to do nothing, or paint something so shitty I would throw it out. Mom had told me that she was only going to do this to me for a month, so as of last week at least I could drive and go out again. Of course Mom was thinking a month sober would give me the ability to stay that way. In reality all I had been doing was counting the days and in the meantime getting it from Mark.
Don't get me wrong, Mark tried to hold out as well but when he refused to buy me a drink the last time we went out I shut him off. Three nights in a row I threw him out of my bedroom and on the fourth I teased the shit out of him, then told him I would leave him tied up and horny if he didn't promise to go get me something that night. Mark left and came back twenty minutes later with a small bottle of brandy. I did a couple of shots then showed my appreciation by getting on my knees and sucking Mark off, then after letting him lick my pussy fucked the shit out of him and let him sleep with me.
I sighed and glancing at my watch again shook my head. If Shelia wasn't here by four I would just leave, fuck the job. I needed to sleep, at least for a couple of hours, and the only way I could do that would be to lie down with Mark before he went to work. These days Mark got home from school around three, slept until about seven then left for work and ...
At that thought I closed my eyes and felt those seemingly ever present tears start up again. I was losing my brother. I didn't know to who or what, but he was never around anymore and I needed him more than ever. Starting about three weeks ago Mark had begun working every night. Or at least he said he was, as there was obviously something else going on. Mark used to come home from Mitch's by one, and Baby Head by two, but lately there were nights he wasn't showing up until three or four and occasionally not coming home at all.
Mark claimed he was working on "something", some sort of surprise that he didn't want to tell me about. As far as I knew my brother had never lied to me, but of course I found myself thinking there was someone else and he didn't want to tell me. Last week I had told him that and he had rolled his eyes and told me there was no one. I then demanded to know what he was doing, and he shook his head and said he wouldn't tell, that I should trust him.
I even went so far as to go to Mitch's and ask Cynthia if the two of them were hooking up. Cynthia laughed and said no but she was still trying. If Mark was fucking someone no one knew who it was, but what the hell else would he be doing after two in the morning? I mean I don't know why he would want anyone else, after all I gave him anything he wanted whenever he wanted it. Maybe he was finally sick of me and my issues, maybe he had found someone hotter who wasn't a basket case. All I knew was that for the last couple of months we had been spending every night together, now some nights I didn't even see him.
Because of my behavior Mom had sometimes been coming upstairs in the middle of the night and checking on me. If my door was locked she would knock until I answered or go through Mark's side and come through the bathroom, because of this I couldn't wait for Mark in his bed so I would just lie there and listen for him.
Sometimes I would hear him and go into his bed. Whatever the hell he was doing he was exhausted, and a couple of nights he would just hold me as he fell asleep. Although I always wanted him that was okay, as at least I slept for awhile. Some nights however he would simply flop on the couch downstairs or I would just happen to fall asleep when he came in and he would stay in his own bed. Other nights he just didn't come home. One night I heard Dad ask him who the new girl was and Mark had told him it was someone from school. I had instantly confronted him, in tears of course, and told him he had lied to me, and why wouldn't he admit there was another girl? I had told him I wouldn't care as long as he still had time for me.
Mark had told me he had lied to Dad. It was easier for him to think he was getting laid then doing something else. Mark also pointed out that if Dad thought he had a girl then it wouldn't look as funny as him not having one since Krissy. I told him I believed him but I just couldn't figure out what he was doing. I did notice he had a lot of cuts on his hands and hoped he wasn't getting into some type of crazy fight club that some of the other bouncers supposedly knew about.
All I knew right now however was that I desperately needed some time with my brother and was willing to lose my job over it. Two nights in a row I had missed him. One, he had come in and had left me alone, simply going into his own bed and last night he hadn't come home at all. In the last three nights I don't think I had gotten five hours sleep combined and between that and two weeks without a drink I was a nervous wreck.
"Hey beautiful ready for a coffee?"
I looked up to see Tommy standing there with a Dunkin Donuts coffee. I gave him a tired smile and shook my head. I have to give him credit, he was persistent. Since that night I met him at Mitch's he had come by to see me there a couple of times, asking me out each time. I turned him down both times saying I wasn't really interested in anything right now. A couple of weeks later he had been in Sears with his mother and saw me working, since then he had brought me either a coffee or lunch at least twice a week.
Last week, between feeling bad for him and being lonely without Mark around I agreed to go out with him. Taking a chance and lied to Mom telling her I wanted to go out with Lisa. Mom was thrilled as I hadn't hung out with her in a long time and Lisa backed me up by showing up to "pick" me up. Tommy got me at her house and we went out to dinner and a movie. I have to say I did have a good time; Tommy was extremely laid back, and was the type that was really easy to talk to. I also noticed he wasn't pushy. He held my hand during the movie which I thought was really sweet and gave me a kiss good night as he dropped me off back at Lisa's.
Looking at him I wondered once again what was wrong with me. Tommy was good looking, went to school, his family had money and more importantly he seemed to genuinely like me, yet I had no interest whatsoever. Was it because I was that sure my issues would get in the way or was I still holding out for some type of "relationship" with my brother?
"Boy I guess you do need this coffee." Tommy said.
"I'm sorry." I said laughing nervously."I'm just not feeling too hot today, in fact I should be leaving any minute."
Tommy put the coffee on the counter and after looking at me frowned.
"Yeah you look really tired."
"I am."
"Actually you look stressed."
"Yeah I'm that to."
"Well you know what you need, don't you?" He asked flashing that adorable boy next door grin of his.
"I'm sure you'll tell me, but before you do I'll bet it involves you."
"That it does." He nodded. He leaned over the counter and said;
"How about dinner, and then we kick back at my place just you and me at about, oh say," He winked; "Four twenty or so."
"Why four twenty?" I asked.
Tommy laughed.
"Four twenty you know," He whispered; "Pot? I know you smoke, I saw you at Mitch's,"
"Yeah well, I quit."
"Looks like you should start again."
"My brother would disagree."
Tommy whistled;
"Your brother's a crazy bastard, threw a guy threw a window at that big fight at Baby Head last
week."
"He what!?!"
I had heard about there being trouble there, but Mark hadn't said anything about that.
"Yeah guy was a big bastard too." Tommy shook his head. "So I guess I should watch out huh?"
"My brother's pretty quiet actually, you just can't touch him."
"I'll keep that in mind." Tommy said laughing. "So what do you say? I'll wait for you to get off and we'll go grab some food."
At that moment I looked up and saw Sheila coming from the other side of the store.
"I'm sorry Tommy, but I gotta get going."
Tommy nodded then looking at me said;
"Listen Megan, did I like do something wrong or am I just like not your type?"
"Why do you ask?"
"Well I really like you Megan and you keep saying no, which is fine, but it would be nice if there was a reason, that's all."
I really like you Megan. That had a nice sound to it, but Greg had really liked me too and God only knew I was already doing my share of hurting people these days, I didn't need to lead him on. I sighed.
"Honestly Tommy I'm seeing someone."
"Oh," He put his hands up. "Then why didn't you just say that?"
"Because well, it's kind of on again off again and well, you know..," I shrugged.
"Well okay I guess." He shrugged. "Well hey you got my number, if it ends up off again give me a call, but otherwise I'd still like to come by say hi here and there."
I smiled at him.
"I'd like that Tommy, I really would."
These days I could use all the friends I could get. It hadn't been easy telling him no when he had mentioned the dope, but I had remembered what Mark said about coke; although Tommy really didn't seem the type. My thoughts were cut off as Sheila arrived and apologized for being late. I told her no worries; she was helping me out then gave her the unopened coffee. God knew the last thing I needed was caffeine. I practically ran out of the store and getting into my car raced home.
I got there at a little after four and with a huge sense of relief saw Mark's black Buick in the driveway. I entered the house and was stopped by Mom who looked up from the tv and after looking at the clock asked why I was home. I told her I wasn't feeling well and that she could call work, I had literally left twenty minutes ago. Mom said she didn't need to and after coming over to me looked at my eyes and asked me if I needed to see the doctor for something to sleep. I told her maybe I would, but right now I felt really tired and had left because I felt I could rest.
I went upstairs and after going into my room closed my door. Locking it behind me I stripped naked, and grabbing a nightshirt to take in with me, cut through the bathroom and entered Mark's room. The shades were drawn and as always Mark had a couple of candles lit. I approached the bed quietly, and stood looking at my brother for a minute. As always I loved watching Mark when he slept, as intense as he always looked when he was awake it was nice to see his features relaxed.
Once again I marveled at how truly beautiful my brother was. Even with the scruff he always had these days, it was obvious that he had very pretty features. I should know because they were my features, if not for our eye color and his slightly olive skin tone we could really be twins. Mark was lying on his side against the wall, so I was able to very gently lift one side of the sheet and slide into the bed without waking him. That also made me wonder what he had been doing as Mark was usually a hair trigger sleeper, but lately he was out.
Reaching out I gently ran my nails across his shoulder and was rewarded with that adorable little cooing sound he made in his sleep. I smiled and did it again, then leaned forward and gently kissed his lips.
"Hmmm" Mark groaned and slowly opened his eyes. "Hey sis." He whispered.
"Hey little brother up for some company?"
Mark smiled and put his arm out. I gratefully slid up to his chest and wrapped my arms around his waist. He sighed and closed his eyes again. I knew he was tired, but I really needed him right now, I hadn't felt him inside me in days. I kissed him again and asked;
"You up for anything else?"
"I'm kind of tired Meg," He began. "Maybe when I ...ohhhh that is so not fair."
"This?" I asked giving his cock another squeeze with the hand I had slid under the covers.
"Yeah that." He said. "Meg I really need to..."
"I need you little brother!" I told him. "I miss you, and you're not around anymore." I pouted;
"Please?" I added in the little girl voice; "I'll be really good to you."
"I..."
I stopped him by kissing him hard while my hand continued to stroke his cock, which was already hard and throbbing.
"He wants to play!"
I kissed him again then pushing him on his back said; "Just lie back and let your lonely big sister have some fun with her little brother."
Mark laughed softly;
"Well when you put it that way I... ohh that is nice."
"Yeah you like that little brother?" I asked as I flicked my tongue across his right nipple again.
"Hell yeah."
I sucked his nipple into my mouth and swirled my tongue around it, as I continued to stroke his cock. Mark moaned softly as I switched my mouth to his left nipple and my other hand went down and began massaging his balls. Rolling over on top of him I brushed my nipples across his lips then sighed as his mouth caught the right one and sucked on it. I gave him the left one as well then after kissing him slid slowly down his body, leaning over just enough that my nipples brushed his chest and hard flat stomach on the way down.
I slid myself down all the way between his legs and grabbing his cock smiled up at him as I rubbed his dripping prick across my cheeks, smearing his pre cum all over my face.
"How's that look little brother?"
"Damn good." He said.



"Yeah your nice big cock looks good in your sister's face?"
Before he could answer I placed my mouth over his cock and started slowly sucking it in and out. I was only going down about halfway and was using my hand on the base jerking him off as I blew him.
"Oh that feels so good sis." Mark whispered as he reached down and ran his fingers through my long black hair.
"It's supposed to." I told him then resumed sucking on him.
With each stroke of my hand I let my mouth go down deeper until I was taking his entire cock down my throat. Mark started twitching his hips but I pushed down on them. Pulling his cock from my mouth I said softly;
"Easy little brother, let me."
Mark stopped moving and lied there as I started slowly sucking the length of his cock in and out of my mouth. Mark let out a moan as each time I reached the top I swirled my tongue around the sensitive head of his dick. I was thoroughly enjoying sucking his cock, however my dripping pussy was in sore need of attention. Removing his cock from my mouth I reversed myself; sliding my legs under Mark's arms so that my pretty little pussy was poised directly over his face.
"Oh that looks good!" Mark declared and with no hesitation he reached up and spreading my lips open plunged his tongue deep into my hot wet pussy.
I moaned loudly then leaning down slid his cock back into my mouth and resumed my slow steady sucking. The two of us took our time teasing and playing, each of us moaning and moving our hips as our tongues and mouths worked each other perfectly. I let out a squeal as Mark slid one finger into my ass and began sucking my clit in and out of his mouth. I felt my hips begin to move on their own and knowing I was going to cum soon started sucking Mark harder and faster.
Mark's thighs started to tremble and I could feel him moaning into my pussy.
"Hmm mmm." I encouraged him as I moaned around his huge cock.
Mark's finger plunged into my ass faster and faster and his tongue swirled around my clit every time he sucked it into his mouth. I was going to go off any second and wanted Mark to cum as well. I began bobbing my head up and down on his cock even faster and just as I felt my orgasm begin to flow through me. I reached around and tickled his balls with my fingernails.
Mark's hips bucked, driving his cock deep down my throat. Just as I started to squeal and grind my pussy hard into his face I felt the first hot spurt of cum splatter against the back of my throat. The two of us moaned, as hips grinding we came in each other's faces. Mark shot so much cum into my mouth that some of it was oozing out the sides of my lips and was dripping down his shaft. Letting go of his balls I reached out and grabbed his thighs, digging my nails into them as I continued to squeal around his cock and rock my hips hard into his face.
Despite how fast my hips were moving Mark managed to keep his mouth on my clit and continued sucking me throughout the orgasm, making sure his big sister came as long and hard as possible. I returned the favor as I continued to slurp his dripping cock in and out of my cum filled mouth. Mark's hips twitched, especially when I sucked hard on just his head trying to get out every last drop of my little brother's cum.
Mark finally let go of my pussy and whimpered loudly, trying to pull his cock away from me.
"Oh Oh damn Meg stop please stop!"
I smiled. I had learned that Mark was extremely sensitive after he came, the head of his cock became a raw nerve and if I kept playing with it he would go through the roof. A couple of weeks ago when it was my night I had him tied down and had continued to play with him. He had begged and all but cried for me to stop. Tonight I would be good, however that did not mean that I was done with my beautiful little brother's amazing cock, as this nasty girl still needed to feel it in her greedy little pussy.
Swinging my leg over Mark's head I turned myself back around on the bed and after kissing him whispered;
"Hmmm we are sooo bad."
"Why is that?" Mark asked he already looked as if he were going to fall back to sleep.
"Because your face smells like you sister's pussy and all I can taste is my little brother's cum."
"Well when you put it like that." Mark said. He smiled at me and hugged me to his chest.
"That was nice sis, you ready for a nap now?"
Pushing myself back up onto my hands and knees and straddling his waist I smiled down at him.
"Nope.".
Mark's eyes widened and he gave me an almost comical look of desperation.
"Meg I'm tired I..."
"But sir," I told him pouting. "This bad little girl didn't take every drop like she was supposed to." I lowered me head and looked up at him through my long eye lashes.
"Shouldn't I clean up the mess I made on your cock?"
As tired as he was I saw Mark's eye's shift down to between my legs where his semi hard cock was lying on his stomach with cum all over it. That tired look was replaced by an evil little smile;
"Well I can't very well go to sleep all sticky like that now can I?"
"No sir!" I replied shaking my head vigorously back and forth, causing my long black hair to fall across my shoulders and hang down my chest where the ends just covered my pretty little pink nipples. It was a look Mark loved and his smile widened as he looked at me.
"You are hot my sister." He told me.
"Thank you sir." I told him pouting again. "Shall I?"
Mark nodded and watched as I slid back down between his legs. I swung my leg over his left one so that as I worked my way down he would be able to feel my pussy rubbing along his leg. Getting between his legs I lifted his cock and kissed it. Even semi hard Mark's cock was huge and I moaned as I rubbed it along my cheek again. Remembering that this bad little girl had a job to do I held his cock to the side and proceeded to run my tongue up the shaft, collecting the trail of cum that had dripped from my over flowing mouth.
By the time I had started on the other side Mark's cock was fully erect again.
"Oh that looks good." Mark said.
"Yeah? You like watching you're big sister lick the cum off your cock little brother?"
"Love it."
"Good, then lay back and enjoy."
As I had licked his cum up I had let it gather in my mouth, while he watched I put my mouth at the tip of his cock and opening it let the cum drip back out onto the head of his dick. I then quickly sucked his cock into my mouth and sucked it off. Mark moaned and looking up at him I opened my mouth wide to show that I had swallowed every drop. Oh Megan you are a pig I thought.
"Good girl."
I smiled and started blowing him again, taking him deep into my throat and back out several times to make sure his cock was as hard as it could get. Letting his cock pop out of my mouth I slid back up and swinging my leg back over him I grabbed the base of his cock. After placing the tip of his huge dick at the tip of my pussy I pushed down hard, driving his massive cock deep inside of me. We both moaned at how good it felt and leaning over so that my tits were in his face, I started slowly sliding back and forth working his cock in and out of my hot pussy.
"Ohh damn that's nice." Mark whispered then turning his head started sucking on my right nipple.
I started rocking my hips a little faster when Mark grabbed them and started pumping himself deeper into me. I loved it but whispered in his ear;
"You're tired little brother let me do the work."
Mark didn't argue, instead he put his hands up over his head and I felt his body completely relax.
"That's it." I told him. "You just let you're big sister take care of that beautiful cock of yours."
I rode Mark slowly, enjoying how his cock completely filled my needy little pussy. I placed my hands on his chest and changed the motion from sliding back and forth to bouncing up and down. I smiled as I watched Mark lying there with his eyes closed, a look of absolute pleasure on his face as his big sister's pussy worked over his huge cock. I began bouncing harder and faster, as I did I started pushing my hands against his powerful chest causing him to bounce up and down on the bed and work his cock even deeper.
Mark started to breath heavier and I noticed he had started to sweat. He opened his eyes and reaching up began to play with my nipples. I moaned and leaning forward started raising my ass until his cock was almost all the way out and then driving down hard. Mark started moving his hips in rhythm with mine and I let him, as not only did it feel amazing but he was starting to make those little whining noises that told me he was getting ready to fill his big sister's pussy with his hot sticky cum.
I started slamming my hips more rapidly, bucking like a fucking bronco on my brother's rock hard cock. I was moaning myself and just as Mark started to whimper I leaned over and kissed him hard. Mark tried to return the kiss but then turned his head and let out a long soft moan directly in my ear, as he did I felt a huge shot of cum go deep inside of my pussy.
"Oh yeah little brother I want it all!"
Mark continued to make those cute little whimpers in my ear as he emptied himself into his big sister's willing pussy. When he stopped pumping me full of cum I kissed him then slid my arms under his. Mark wrapped his arms around me and held me tight to his chest. Oh how I needed this! My brother felt so fucking good in every way. I nuzzled my face into his neck and kissed him softly.
We stayed that way for a few minutes, knowing he was tired and that I was exhausted at this point I rolled off of him. As he remained on his back I rested my head on his chest and put my hand on his flat stomach, as I did I looked down loving how hot my red finger nails and ivory skin looked on his darker complexion.
"You like that little brother?" I asked.
"Loved it."
"Is it your favorite pussy?"
"My only pussy." He answered.
Oh how good that sounded! Did he really mean it? I had an instant unwanted vision of Cynthia lying just like this with him. Cynthia really liked my brother, I could tell. If she got him it would be more than sex. I told myself to stop being stupid, Cynthia had no reason to lie to me, she thought I wanted Mark with her.
"That sounds good." I whispered.
"Go to sleep sis, I only have a couple of hours." As he finished Mark kissed the top of my head and wrapped his arm around me.
I nuzzled my head deeper into his chest and draping my thigh over his sighed contentedly; this was perfect! I immediately fell into a deep much needed sleep.
I awakened to the sound of Metallica's Creeping Death blasting away from the alarm clock on the night stand. Oh not already! Mark moved his arm from around me to hit the off button on the clock. I remained still, with my head on his chest hoping that maybe he would decide to just stay home tonight but a minute later my head was lifted as Mark, putting his arms over his head arched his back and stretched. I watched the muscles in his stomach and thighs ripple as he did, I became aware of my still damp pussy rubbing along his thigh.
I reached down and grabbed his cock.
"I can't Meg I gotta get up."
"Oh come on little brother." I whined. "Stay and play with me."
"We already played sis." As he spoke he gently grabbed my wrist and pushed my hand away.
I took my hand and wrapped it back around his waist.
"Just stay right here Mark, you don't have to work! Wednesday's supposed to be your day off!"
"Yeah well I need the money Meg." Mark told me, then trying to sit up added; "Come on and get up sis I have to get dressed."
Reluctantly I sat up and moved over to the side as Mark got up. I watched as he went over to his bureau and after slipping on a pair of boxers dressed in a pair of black jeans and his black club Baby Head t-shirt. I felt anxious all over again. I didn't want to be alone tonight and I had felt so good next to Mark.
"Little brother, please don't go!" I blurted out.
Mark looked over at me as he sat down on his chair and started putting on his black snakeskin boots.
"I told you sis I have to work tonight. There's a rap group playing the club on the corner and you know those gang bangers are going to come in and start shit."
"Then don't go Mark, you don't need the trouble!"
Mark shook his head.
"Mitch is giving me a hundred for tonight, I have the outside door."
"Mark please!" Now I was worried about him. "You might get hurt."
Smirking Mark stood up and suddenly went into a stance and began throwing a rapid fire combination of different punches. I watched amazed as my brother's hands moved so fast that they appeared to blur. I had never seen anyone else even close to that fast, even at the karate demonstrations I had gone to. Mark stopped punching, and spinning around through a kick that whistled inches over my head. Then looking at me once again flashed that cocky smirk.
"Trust me sis I'm not the one that's going to get hurt."
I sighed and then asked him;
"Well when will you be home tonight?"
Mark shrugged.
"I don't know sis, maybe three or four."
"The club closes at one Mark."
"I know Meg I have something else to..."
"There's another girl isn't there Mark?" I demanded. "You're fucking someone else and you won't tell me." I put my head down and once again started to cry. "Why won't you tell me?" I sobbed out.
Mark came over and sitting next to me put his arm around my shoulders.
"Meg I've told you before there's no one else, I just..."
"Then what the hell are you doing Mark?" I pulled away from him and yelled at him. "Why the hell won't you tell me what you're doing at night?"
"I told you sis it's a surprise."
"Bullshit!" I snapped. "I want to know who she is!"
Mark rolled his eyes.
"For Christ sakes Megan there's no one! I'd say if there was." He sighed then reaching out took my hand. "I told you sis, as long as you need me there's just us. I wouldn't lie to you."
I put my head down and nodded. Unlike me, Mark had never betrayed my trust. I looked at him through tear filled eyes asked;
"Then please tell me what you're doing Mark."
"I can't Meg, it would ruin the surprise."
"I don't want to be surprised!" I told him. I felt like a brat. I was all but stamping my feet but I wanted to know where he was going.
"Well you don't have a choice sis." Mark said with a tone.
"This isn't fair Mark! I think you're lying to me!"
"Whatever Sis, think what you want. Just remember I'm not the one that has a problem with the truth these days."
Mark turned away and headed for the door, as he did I put my head in my hands and let out a sob. Mark came over and getting down on his knees in front of me put his hands on each side of my face and lifted it up to look into his. I kept my eyes down and leaning forward Mark softly kissed each of my eye lids.
"Don't cry sis." He began. "There's no..."
"Oh please tell me Mark I..." I stopped as he shook his head.
"Trust me sis it'll be more fun this way. It's a good thing Megan, it really is, but in order to do it I need time and after work is all I have."
"But I miss you!" I sobbed.
"I miss you too sis but trust me, this is worth it."
Mark made to stand up but I threw my arms around his neck and held onto him tightly.
"Oh Mark please stay!" I all but wailed in his ear. "I need you little brother! I... I'm lonely! And I can't sleep and the folks are mad and I just keep hurting everyone and I want a drink so bad Mark and I'm trying to be good and..." I sobbed then choked out; "Oh please can't you stay home tonight?"
Mark held me tightly his hand running through my hair then leaning back looked at me and said;
"Listen Megan I do have to go tonight." I started to talk but he put his finger to my lips. "I have to go because if I do I'll have enough money to finish my surprise."
"I don't care about it!" I cried.
"Well that's because you don't know what it is sis." He smiled reassuringly at me. "Megan trust me, you're going to love it, you really are, but I have to do this tonight sis, I really do. I'll get home as early as I can okay?"
With that he stood up and started to walk away.
"You don't care." I whispered. Then putting my head down added; "I don't blame you for not wanting to be with me. I mean why the hell would you want to?"
"What's that supposed mean?" He asked turning back to me.
I put my hands out to him.
"Mark look at you, you have everything. Your gorgeous, you're working two jobs, you get straight A's and have a shot to go to Harvard law school, you're going to be the best lawyer in the state." I shook my head. "Everything you try, you're great at, baseball, karate, school and there's not a woman that's seen you that doesn't want you." I shook my head. "I guess I should be grateful you bother with me at all, I wouldn't."
"What the hell are you talking about sis?"
I made a disgusted sound;
"I'm a fucking loser Mark, I got kicked out of school, I have a dead end job that I'm about to lose, and I can't even fucking paint anymore. I'm afraid of guys, and I've hurt everyone around me. I even ruined it for you and Krissy." I put my head down. "I don't deserve to be with you."
"Hey!" Mark exclaimed.
I looked up at him, as I did Mark came over and sitting next to me took my right hand in both of his and staring into my eyes and began speaking;
"You listen to me Megan, I don't want to ever hear you talk like that! That you don't deserve people to be good to you."
"Look at me Mark, I'm a mess and you know it." I told him. "I don't want to take you with me."
"Oh please Meg you're just having a tough time, that's all."
"Yeah well..." Mark cut me off with a wave of his hand.
"Okay you think I have it all? Alright maybe right now I do, but let me ask you something Megan, where would I be without you? Where was I three years ago?"
"Well..."
Mark kept going without giving me a chance to speak;
"I'll tell you where I was. I was in my third group home in a year and a half and they were ready to put me into a training school. The social workers thought I was crazy and the other kids hated me, I got jumped at least once a week. Then you found out about me and got Doug to let me come live with you. Three years ago I wouldn't talk to anyone Megan, hell I couldn't. I sat in school every day and got made fun of by the other kids, the teachers wondered if I was special, I had no friends and was afraid of everything."
He paused for a minute and squeezed my hand.
"But you know what I had Megan? I had you. My beautiful big sister who sat and talked to me every night whether I talked back or not, who came to my room and slept with me when my nightmares were so bad I woke up screaming, who rubbed my back and told me it would be okay until I fell asleep, hell Megan you introduced me to Krissy!"
He looked at me and shook his head.
"I wouldn't be here today if it wasn't for you Megan and you know it. Was I a loser back then?"
"Of course not." I told him, upset he would think that way. "You were just..."
"Having a tough time Megan, and you got me through it. Now here we are and it's you that's struggling. Are you having trouble? Definitely, but you know what? You're going to be just fine sis and you know why?" He smiled and gestured at himself.
"Because you have me sis. Just like you picked me up, and put me together again, I'm going to be here to give you whatever you need. That's what we're going to do the rest of our lives Megan, we're going to take care of each other. You just got to be there first, now it's my turn."
I sat there in tears but they were different than when I had started. I was just overwhelmed with the emotion of how much Mark meant to me, and my brother was right; that's what we were here for; to look out for each other the way no one else had, the way no one else could. I looked up at Mark and leaning over hugged him tightly.



"Now," Mark said in my ear. "I don't ever want to hear you talk like that again Megan, you got that?"
"Okay, little brother, I'm sorry I upset you."
Mark pulled away and shrugged.
"It's okay Meg, but never say I don't care about you."
"Your right Mark I'm sorry I didn't mean it."
I put my head down feeling bad again, I hadn't meant to hurt his feelings. Why was I so selfish lately?
"Good." Mark said. "Because you know it's not true and I do have to leave Meg, and take care of something."
"I know." I muttered. "The surprise," I rolled my eyes as I said it.
"Yeah well know what sis, the surprise I have is because I care about us."
That last remark caught my attention.
"Us?" I whispered.
Mark nodded.
"Yes us. But I need tonight sis. Tell you what; why don't you stay in my bed and I promise I'll be home by three and I'll skip working out tomorrow so we can stay in bed awhile, how's that?"
I shook my head.
"Mom checks on me sometimes, I can't stay here."
"Sure you can. I'll tell her on my way out that I checked on you and you were out like a light. You go back to sleep and I'll slip right in next to you. I'll be there in the morning okay?"
I nodded.
"Guess it has to be." I whispered. I looked up at him and shrugged. "Sorry I'm such a baby, I'm just... I'm just having a tough time Mark, that's all."
"I know sis. I know." He kissed me lightly on the lips then smiled at me.
"I'll tell you what sis. I can't tell you the surprise yet but know what? I'll tell you you're going to get it on Friday."
"Really?"
Three more days, I could handle that. Besides if he was going to show me something it couldn't be a woman. Mark's smile got wider.
"Really and you know what sis? Before you see the surprise you and I are going to go out and have a great night."
"Where Mitch's?" I asked.
"No Megan I mean out, as in you dress up nice and we go have a good, just me and you."
I smiled at him. I had said I was lonely and now he was going to take me out. As usual Mark was trying to give me what I needed. I reached out and caressed the side of his scruffy cheek.
"You really are sweet Mark, but it's okay. I don't need a pity date from my little brother."
Mark took my hand in his and looking into my eyes said softly;
"It's not about me taking out my big sister."
"Then what is it" I asked.
Still staring into my eyes Mark replied;
"It's about a guy named Mark being lucky enough to be able to spend his Friday night with a beautiful girl named Megan."
"I..." I couldn't finish was he really asking me out?
"Well?" He asked still holding my hand.
"Well what?"
Mark laughed.
"Megan," He began. "Will you go out with me Friday night?"
"I..." I found myself smiling. One of my huge crooked ones that everyone around me always loved, the kind I hadn't used in a long time. "I'd love to!"
Mark smiled back; his gorgeous eyes were positively beaming.
"Great! I have a few things to do after school. I'll pick you up at seven."
Pick me up! I was smiling so hard my cheeks were beginning to hurt.
"Where are we going?"
"It's all a surprise Meg. Now climb into bed so I can tuck you in."
Still smiling from ear to ear I lied down and giggled like a little girl as Mark pulled the covers up to my neck and kissed my cheek.
"I'll be back as soon as I can, okay?"
"Okay"
Mark kissed me again and whispered in my ear;
"Sweet dreams my sister."
Mark blew out the other candle, and shut the door quietly behind him. I nuzzled my face into the pillow until I found a spot that smelled like his cologne, and sighing closed my eyes. I felt sooo much better, Mark was going to come home tonight and even spend some extra time in the morning with me. Not only that but he had even made it so I could sleep in his bed while he was gone. I could already feel myself begin to start to drift off. Just before I did I smiled as the last thought that went through my mind was of Friday night;
Our first Date.
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It was 6:45 on Friday night and I was sitting in front of my dresser mirror putting on my makeup, and feeling like a nervous teenager waiting for my first boyfriend to pick me up for the school dance. I finished putting on my lipstick and sat back to look at the results. All in all I had to say I looked pretty good. In general I didn't wear much make up, but had wanted to look really good for Mark tonight so I had not only put on some eye shadow, but eyeliner as well and even some blush.
After all, didn't every girl get all dolled up for a night out with her little brother? I smiled at my reflection, admiring the way the red lipstick accentuated my full and, let's face it, made for cock sucking lips. I knew the effect wouldn't be lost on Mark; he would be thinking of me going down on him all night. Oh Megan, I thought to myself, you are one sick puppy. I laughed out loud, I felt positively giddy, the best I'd felt in weeks.
Looking over at the clock I realized I needed to get moving so I stood up to get dressed. Even though I was running late I couldn't help but check out what my little brother would be unwrapping later. I was wearing a brand new lingerie set; the outer cups of the bra, which unhooked in the front, were red satin but the rest was black lace that was thin enough to see my pink nipples. The thong was also red, with a patch of black lace over my perfectly smooth pussy. I had deliberately chose the colors that I had worn the first night that I had taken my brother.
I turned around and looking over my shoulder leaned my head back, enjoying how my long black hair looked against the ivory skin of my back. I also couldn't help but notice how good my ass and long legs looked, of course the three inch heels I was wearing helped with that a bit. I put my arms over my head and playfully spun in a circle, whipping my hair around. When I was facing the mirror again I swung my hips back and forth while running my hands through my hair, lifting it over my head. I posed like that whispering seductively;
"You like what you see Mark?"
I let my hair go and smiled at that. Mark had told me this morning before he left for school that the one rule for tonight was that there was no "little brother" or "Sis". Tonight it was Mark and Megan. The thought of him saying my name over and over appealed to me more than I had thought it would. Tonight was going to be a big night I could feel it.
I went over to my closet and removed the dress I had bought yesterday at the mall. It was a black one piece with a red pattern across it. I stepped into the dress and pulling it up buttoned the front. Every time I did a button I envisioned Mark undoing it. The dress not only buttoned up the front but had a red belt with it as well, that was going to be fun to take off and who knows what we could do with it later.
Once again I walked over to the mirror and had to say I liked the overall product. The dress was low cut enough to be sexy but wasn't really inappropriate, the same went for the length; it was above the knee but nothing really risqué. I had no idea where Mark was taking me but he had said to dress nice. Keeping that in mind I had made sure I found a dress with sleeves that went down to my elbows to cover up the huge Medusa tattoo on my right arm.
Going back to the dresser I picked out a pair of silver earrings, and after looking closely at my red finger nails, to make sure I didn't chip them, took a minute to retie the straps of my high heeled red sandals. Straightening up I took one last look at myself in the mirror then going over to the door grabbed the small overnight bag that Mark had told me to pack. I smiled again as I picked the bag up because that meant whatever else Mark had for a surprise for me there was sure to be a night at a nice hotel as part of it.
When I got to the parlor, I tossed the bag down next to the couch and sat down to wait for Mark. Mom and Dad came into the room and were both dressed up as well, getting ready to leave for their weekly "Date Night". Mom told me how beautiful I looked and Dad asked me who I was going out with. I frowned to myself realizing how weird it would look to say it was Mark. Then again, if I said it was another guy Dad was the type to stay around just to get a look at him. Taking a chance I told them that Mark's new girlfriend from school, the one no one had met yet, had a friend and Mark was picking me up for what was pretty much going to be a double date.
Dad shook his head saying that seemed a little weird but Mom said that was nice that Mark wanted me to meet someone. She also winked and told me that I would have to give her the scoop on Mark's mystery girl. I promised that I would find out all I could and ask her what her intentions were with my little brother. We both laughed and even Dad smiled a little and added that whoever she was he was sure she was hot. As a matter of fact she is, I thought to myself.
They were just turning to leave when dad glanced down at the floor, and looking up at me commented that apparently I planned on it being a very good first date. I followed his gaze and wanted to kick myself; he had spotted the overnight bag on the floor next to me. I wasn't really sure what to say to that. I simply shrugged and told dad that I didn't know where we were going but that Mark said bring some plain clothes just in case. Dad asked if I was really going with Mark or was I just going out with a new guy I didn't want them to see and planned on letting him "get lucky" as he put it.
I put my head down and tried to think of what to say. No matter what I would come out with it would sound weird. I looked nervously at the clock. Mark would be here any minute and if he came in before Dad left, and dad asked him where we were going Mark wouldn't match my story. After what happened after the hotel I don't think dad suspected us, but he would think Mark was covering for me for something. The night would be ruined before it started.
Dad shook his head as I remained silent, but Mom told him that it was time to go and not to worry about me, telling him that she had heard Mark mention something about picking me up later tonight to go somewhere. I kept my eyes carefully down as she said this, as I really didn't remember Mark saying anything like that in front of Mom. Dad said it still sounded funny, but whatever; I would just do what I wanted anyways like I always did these days.
I sighed when they left and put my head down as I felt my former great mood slip away only to be replaced by that overwhelming feeling of sadness and guilt that had been plaguing me for the past few weeks. Standing up I walked over to the window, and watched as my parents pulled away, and not seeing Mark yet walked over to the mantel where Mom had a row of pictures of both myself and Mark. Behind it was a mirror and as I looked at my reflection I reached up and put my hand around the locket Mom had given me last month.
The locket was beautiful and far better than I deserved, just like my parents themselves. I had just lied to them again. I was going out to spend the night with my brother; the same brother whom I had been sleeping with behind their backs for a year now. Six months ago Dad had caught me in bed with Mark and I had cried, lied and in the end laid such a guilt trip on him that in the end he had apologized to me for accusing me of what in reality was the truth.
Worse than that, was that Mom had never doubted me, and would have fought Dad tooth and nail if she had to; going against her husband to defend her daughter who was guilty as charged. Her lying, drop out, drunk of a daughter, that didn't deserve a mother like her in the first place. For that matter even Mark was being too good to me. I had gotten him in a fight that had cost him his girlfriend and then lied to her about him so he would stay with me. Mark had every right to hate me yet had apparently been working his ass off on a surprise for me.
I took a couple of deep breaths and tried to push those melancholy thoughts aside. Whether I deserved it or not my brother was looking forward to taking me out tonight and I wouldn't ruin it for him by being in a bad mood. Opening my eyes I opened the locket and getting closer to the mirror looked at the picture of me with Mom. Even back then I had that big crooked smile. I closed the locket feeling a little better.
I went back and sat on the couch wondering where my brother was, Mark was usually always on time. As if that thought had summoned him, I heard the deep roar of Mark's car coming around the corner and saw headlights in front of the house. I heard Mark shut the car off and sat waiting for him to come in, to see if he needed anything before we left. A minute later the doorbell rang. Standing I got up and peeked out onto the porch to see Mark standing near the front door his back to me. Ringing the bell, oh he was too cute! My brother hadn't even seen me yet and he already had me smiling.
I opened the door ready to make a joke but as Mark turned to face me I simply stood and stared at him. My god did he look incredible! Mark was wearing a charcoal grey dress shirt with black slacks and was even wearing a black tie. The shirt was one an expensive one that he had bought recently and was custom tailored to flatter his broad chest and shoulders, it also fit well all the way down to taper off at his narrow waist.
What had really made me catch my breath however was Mark's face. For the last few months my brother; tired of being called pretty had been sporting the "bad boy" look; his hair deliberately tousled and hanging in his eyes, and either a five o'clock shadow or even, on occasions, a thin beard. I have to admit although I thought he looked hot as hell like that, especially with his intense stare and bad ass tattoo's, I had always preferred my brother "pretty". Well of course Mark knew that and tonight that was exactly what he had given me.
Mark's thick black hair was perfectly brushed back with a little bit of gel in it and he was completely clean shaven, showing off his high cheek bones and smooth even features. Most amazing as always however, were those gorgeous multi colored eyes of his. Right now those eyes, which were more green than anything else at the moment were taking me in as I had been him and when they made their way to my face he smiled, but before he could speak I beat him to it;
"Mark, you look amazing."
To my delight my brother not only smiled but it was that adorable shy little grin, complete with him turning his head to the side a little bit. I swear he was even blushing. Before I could say anything else he said softly;
"And you are absolutely beautiful Megan."
With that he brought his arm around from behind his back with a flourish to present me with a bouquet of yellow roses.
"Oh my god!" I exclaimed. "My favorites!"
I stepped back so Mark could come in and he closed the door behind him. Turning to me he reached up, and taking my face in his hands, gave me an incredibly soft kiss on the lips that I felt in my knees. Pulling back but still holding my face he whispered;
"You really do look incredible tonight Megan."
Carefully putting the flowers down on the table I wrapped my arms around his shoulders and hugged him tight. He put his arms around my waist and we nuzzled our faces into each other's necks, as we did we both sighed at the same time, as if this was the place we were meant to be. I pulled away from him and told him to give me a minute. I quickly went into the kitchen and filling a vase put the flowers in them and ran them up to my room so Mom wouldn't see them.
When I came back down Mark was standing by the door holding my bag.
"Shall we, gorgeous?" He asked as he held the door open.
I laughed and walked past him out onto the porch and down to his car, where he held the door open for me. Mark came around and getting in, started the car. I shook my head at the roar of the motor; the car was Mark's pride and joy, and he had put a new motor in three months ago. The car, much like my brother, was dark, powerful and totally perfect. As we drove I asked Mark about the surprise, and with an evil little grin he told me I would have to wait until the end of the night.
I asked where we were going for dinner, and he wouldn't tell me that either. Shaking my head as we got onto the highway I asked him what he could tell me. Mark glanced over at me and told me that he had gotten a letter from Orion Electronics, the company that had given him his scholarship to PC. The letter had said that if his grade point average continued to be as high as it had been for his first two years that the second half of the scholarship would kick in.
I asked what that meant, and with an ear to ear smile Mark said that it meant they would pay full boat for him to go to Suffolk law. Oh my god! One of the best schools in the country, and my brother was going to go for free. I shook my head feeling that sadness creeping back in. I told Mark I was happy for him and that he should be celebrating. Mark rolled his eyes and said that was part of what tonight was about, he was celebrating; and, he added, with the most beautiful woman he knew. I smiled back at him but it was a fake one.
Mark must have picked up on it because he looked over and asked what was wrong. I sighed and said;
"Like I said the other night Mark, you really got it all together." I shook my head. "Suffolk law one of the best there is, and the way I'm going I'll be waiting tables for the rest of my life."
Mark immediately swerved the car into the break down lane and putting it in park, looked at me and said;
"And like I said the other night Megan, I don't want you talking like that! You'll be fine, you'll go back next semester, now stop feeling sorry for yourself and let's have some fun."
He was right of course, and I felt like a jerk. This was his night; no it was more than that, it was our night. I leaned over and after kissing him, told him I was done being a baby and ready to have a good time with the hottest guy in town. Mark laughed and after kissing me on the cheek pulled back onto the highway. After driving a couple of more miles he reached over and took my hand. I squeezed it tightly and smiled gratefully at him. Mark looked over and told me that it would be okay if I didn't end up being a famous painter. I asked him why that was, and with a smirk he told me that I could be his slutty secretary, and that we could fuck on his desk at lunch time.
I punched him in the arm but found myself laughing. After a few more minutes I slid across the seat so that I was next to him and as he put his arm around me, I put my head on his shoulder. Mark leaned his head on mine as he drove and as I glanced up I saw our refection in the rearview mirror and thought we really did look good together.
We drove another twenty minutes and I had no idea where we were going but at this point didn't really care. Finally we took an exit and after about a mile Mark turned into a large parking lot. My eyes widened when I read the sign on the building we were approaching;
"Donatello's?!?" I exclaimed. "My god Mark this place is expensive!!"
I had never been, but in addition to being five star, Donatello's also had a large ball room and live music on the weekends. Mom had been trying to get Dad to take her here for years. Mark pulled the car around to the front where the valet's were and got out. I smiled at the young guy who opened the door and even took my hand to help me out of the car. Mark came around and taking my arm gave the guy $5 and told him not to touch the stereo. Mark had linked his arm through mine and nodding towards the door said;
"Shall we, my lady?
I laughed and started walking with him when I realized that we were entering a public place arm and arm. I stopped and when Mark looked at me I told him that. Rolling his eyes Mark asked;
"Have you ever been here before?"
I shook my head.
"Think that tightwad Doug would take Denise here?"
"No."
"Well alright then." Mark said and started walking again.
The inside of the Donatello's was absolutely gorgeous, by far the nicest place I had ever been in. Once again that feeling of teenage giddiness began to over take me; especially when after sitting for a few minutes I heard the Maitre'd call out;
"Phillips, party of two."
The waiter led us through the packed restaurant to a table that was near the entrance to the dance floor. Mark held the chair out for me and as I sat I picked up the menu and almost dropped it;
"Christ Mark! Do you have the money for this?"
Mark smirked;
"No worries Megan I got it."
"How?"
Mark told me that he had been doing a lot of work for Mitch, and not just at the club, and that he had just finished, and Mitch had given him a pretty good bonus. I asked what kind of work but Mark told me it was part of the surprise, but in the meantime get whatever I wanted. As I reopened the menu I saw they had a wine list.
"Hey Mark can we get a bottle of wine?"
Mark looked at me for a minute then shrugged;
"Sure whatever you want."
The waiter came and I ordered a bottle of red wine that wasn't too expensive and we both ordered prime rib. After the waiter left Mark smiled at me and once again I was amazed at how truly beautiful my brother was. As if on cue Mark looked at me and said;
"You know Meg, you really are the most gorgeous woman I know."
I shook my head and blushed. The waiter brought the wine and before pouring it carded us. I had just turned twenty one but I watched nervously for a second as Mark, who had only turned 19 three months ago, handed him his fake driver's license that said he was twenty two. The waiter nodded and after handing it back to him poured us each a glass of wine then left the bottle. Mark picked up his glass and held it up in a toast;
"To a whole new beginning."
I wasn't sure what he was talking about but tapped my glass to his and took a sip of the wine. It was delicious! Far better than the cheap shit Betty bought all the time. While we waited for the food we talked about pretty much everything, well it was more a case of Mark talking and me listening. Part of the reason for that was honestly I didn't have a lot to talk about. I hadn't been painting and there was nothing exciting about my job. I have to say though that the main reason I just sat and listened was that I loved to hear my brother talk
As Mark began talking excitedly about Suffolk, I remembered when he came to live with us and we would be lucky to get a sentence out of him. Eventually I got him to start having conversations with me, but it had taken awhile, and as Mark had brought up the other night, many nights of me pretty much just sitting there talking at him. The food came and as we ate Mark continued to talk about his plans for school and what he would minor in philosophy. I half listened as I continued to think back to the first day I had heard him really start to talk to anyone but me.
Mark loved to read so I had taken him to a used bookstore in downtown Providence called Cellar Stories. This was an event in itself just to get him out of the house, but I told him I would be upset if he didn't go with me so he caved. After the bookstore we went for lunch at D'Angelos where I had arranged for Lisa to "run into me". Lisa very conveniently brought her younger sister Krissy with her.
While Lisa and I talked about school and guys Mark sat across from Krissy who of course had seen him at school and was chatting away with him. After a few minutes, to my delight, Mark began talking back to her, and not just a little bit, he was carrying on a full conversation and all the while giving Krissy that shy little smile. Krissy herself was a bit of a wall flower back then, but had been told by Lisa that Mark really didn't talk at all and was also grinning a little nervously. It was absolutely adorable.



After lunch Lisa said they had to get going and before they left us Krissy handed Mark a napkin that she had written her phone number on and told him to call her later that night. My brother had turned beet red and it was the cutest thing I had ever seen. Better yet was that not only did he call Krissy, but that night at dinner when Mark would usually just eat and listen to us talk, he had started telling Mom and Dad about Krissy. It was the first time he had ever really talked to them without being coaxed, and they were thrilled. Of course Mark and Krissy would start dating soon after and had lasted almost two years until...
Until Mark's selfish bitch of sister got in the way. If it weren't for me it would be Krissy sitting here with Mark tonight. Krissy, who would be beside herself about Mark's big news, and be even giddier than me sitting in a place like this. On that note I poured another glass of wine and drank half of it in a couple of long swallows. I would not get upset again. This was a big night for my brother. Mark had forgiven me for Krissy, saying that he believed in fate and what happened was meant to happen and that if I needed him then that's where he belonged. No I would not sink into a funk, I would enjoy the night the way my brother wanted me to.
There was plenty to enjoy; the restaurant itself was beautiful, and as I looked around I noticed that we were, by far, the youngest people here tonight. I also caught several people looking at us. Sitting at the next table over from us was an older couple in their sixties and several times when I looked over the wife was looking at the two of us. One time she caught my eye and smiled. I smiled back getting the impression that they were getting a kick out of watching us, as young as we were.
Another table however was watching, us or more accurately my brother, for an entirely different reason. A couple of tables to our left was populated by four women who all looked to be in their thirties or older, all of them were dressed to kill and all very attractive. Girls' night out. Several times when I glanced over they were looking at Mark. A couple of them in passing, but two of them were practically staring. I looked over at Mark and couldn't blame them; he was by far the best looking guy in the place.
The nasty girl in me began to get worked up, thinking about the way they were looking at him. They were twice his age and talking amongst themselves about what they would do to him. Probably talking about how they'd love to tear him apart. Little did they know, I had trained my brother well and he would be a lot more than they had bargained for. On that note I glanced over again and saw one of them; a tall blonde wearing a very short dress with spike heels staring again.
I told Mark to look over at them and smile. He shook his head and said he didn't feel like it, but I gave him the "do it for me" complete with the pout. Mark sighed and said he would go one better. Getting up Mark walked past them to go to the bathroom, as he did it was comical to watch all four of their heads turn. I finished the wine and poured another glass while I waited for him to come back. When he did he slowed down as he passed their table and turning his head flashed his best killer smile at them.
As he came back over, instead of sitting he came up behind me and leaning over, put his arms around my shoulders and gave me a quick kiss on the neck. My first reaction was that he needed to be careful, we were out in public and you never knew. That feeling was quickly pushed to the side as I saw the looks from the other women; the blond was shaking her head and I could practically hear her thoughts; what's that little bitch have that I don't? The answer of course was my brother's undivided attention.
As Mark made his way back to his seat I turned my head and looking the blond straight in the eye winked. She turned her head in a huff and I laughed out loud. Mark rolled his eye and we went back to talking about our future. I was feeling better, and started telling him about my plans to do a series of paintings based on Dante's inferno. As I spoke, I loved the way Mark's focus was completely on me. When he had been speaking I had been listening but was also busy checking out the place and people watching.
Mark on the other hand really did only have eyes for me; and what eyes they were! His ever shifting eyes had locked into that green shade that was my favorite, not just because I loved the color, but I had realized that when Mark was relaxed and happy, that's the color they seemed to stay. Lately Mark's eyes were always green when he was with his big sister and it made me happy. At this point I was pretty happy in general, loving the place, the food, the attention of a gorgeous man, and the wine had also done its share to put me in perfectly relaxed mood.
Speaking of the wine; I went to pick up the bottle and pour another glass when Mark looked at me and said;
"Meg, that's like your fourth glass, why don't you call it quits for now?"
I rolled my eyes at him and grabbing the bottle lifted it.
"Come on Mark! It's okay; it just helps me have a good time that's all."
I went to pour but Mark put his hand over the top of my glass. I looked up at him and was going to tell him to leave me alone when he smiled softly and locking those beautiful eyes into mine asked quietly;
"And are you having such a bad time tonight Megan?"
He was right of course, everything about tonight was perfect, especially the company. I smiled at him and put the bottle down. Mark returned the smile and reaching out, took my hand. I looked at his hand over mine and once again felt that feeling of nervousness, this time however it faded quickly and I simply enjoyed his touch. We finished eating, and even though we were both full, Mark ordered one piece of my favorite chocolate cheesecake for us to share.
I sat there giggling as Mark fed me every other bite. The fact that I happened to look over and catch another look from the blonde at the other table added to my delight. As we had been eating desert the band had finished setting up in the next room and began to play an upbeat song from the seventies, I wasn't sure of the name but it wasn't a ballad and could be danced to.
"That's great!" I exclaimed. "I thought they only played ballroom stuff."
Mark shook his head and asked if I was ready to dance. I told him to give me a minute, then smiled again as he came around and pulled my chair out for me. Feeling bold I gave him a quick kiss on the lips and went to find the ladies room. I once again marveled at how nice the place was as I walked down the carpeted hallway and into the ladies room. After using the bathroom I took a couple of minutes to fix my makeup in the mirror, and as I did I saw the older woman from the next table come in.
I was still at the mirror, when she came over to wash her hands. When I looked over she smiled at me and after I returned the smile, she spoke;
"I'm sorry if you saw me looking at you a few times tonight dear."
"Oh, that's okay." I answered.
"It's just that my husband and I couldn't get over what a beautiful couple the two of you are."
"Thank you!" I told her flashing a big smile. She continued;
"You are such a lovely young lady, and now that I see you up close those eyes just add to it." She shook her head. "They are absolutely amazing!"
I could feel myself blushing as I thanked her again.
"And such a good looking young man!"
"He is isn't he?" I agreed.
"That he is." She laughed and added; "You know my husband actually pointed out the two of you look quite a bit alike."
I felt the smile begin to fade from my face as she kept speaking.
"I have to say, after he said it I had to agree, the two of you could pass for brother and sister."
Not only was my smile gone but I felt myself getting nervous.
"That is of course until I saw how he looks at you."
"Looks at me?" I repeated.
"Dear, that young man is completely taken with you. I can see it in his eyes and you look at him the same way."
The smile returned to my face at that.
"Anyways hon," The woman said. "I won't keep you. I just wanted to tell you that it's nice to see such a young couple so obviously in love with each other. It's very sweet."
At this point I was smiling so hard my cheeks were hurting! I finished fixing my lipstick and went back out to see Mark standing by the doorway to the dance floor. Standing right next to him was the older blond from the other table. I shook my head as I approached, as I could tell by her body language she was trying to get him to dance with her. Any other night I would have not only told him to do it but to grind up on her and get her hot and bothered, but not tonight. No tonight my beautiful little brother was all mine.
There was an almost comical look of relief on Mark's face as I walked up next to them. Mark reached out and taking my hand said;
"There you are beautiful," Bringing my hand up to his lips he kissed it and added; "Shall we?"
I looked over at the blond and gave her a huge smile and a wink. She shot me a look of death then turning, went back to her table. As Mark led me out to the dance floor. I asked him;
"Aww did she want to dance with you Mark?"
"Dance?" Mark rolled his eyes. "Shit Meg, she told me she was staying at the Marriott down the street and tried to give me her room key."
"Well who can blame her?" I asked.
Mark gave me that cute little smile of his, and then taking my hand led me out to the dance floor. As he did, I was once again struck by a wave of nerves; there had to be thirty to forty people on the floor, and we were going to go up there and dance. I told myself to stop being ridiculous, there was no one here who knew us, and besides we were only going to dance. Even if someone did see, was what would be the big deal?
When we reached the middle of the dance floor Mark turned and putting his arms around my shoulders, pulled me close to him. There was a ballad playing and I slid my arms around his waist and we swayed slowly to the music. It was the end of the song and the next one that came on was a much more up tempo dance remix. I stepped back and started to move a little quicker but still stayed close to him, not wanting to draw attention to us. Mark rolled his eyes and said;
"Oh come on Megan! We're here to dance not waltz!"
With that Mark pulled away and went into a greatly exaggerated spin that made me laugh. Mark came back up to me and grabbing my hand spun me into him where he quickly dipped me. Bringing me back up, it was my turn to spin away. Like Mark I went into it faster than I normally would have, loving the way my hair flew out around me and the skirt flared up around my thighs.
I came to a stop to find Mark right up in front of me. As the music picked up I lifted my hands over my head taking my hair with them, and started swinging my hips to the beat. Mark came up and putting his hands on my hips kept pace with my movements, then as the song neared its end, spun me so my back was to him and putting his arms under mine, held me as I dropped down and kicked my leg straight up. As he pulled me back to my feet, I noticed several people watching us.
The song stopped and as we waited for the next one Mark unknotted his tie, and rolled his sleeves up. I loved that look on him; the nice dress shirt, but with his muscular forearms exposed. The music kicked up again and taking my hand Mark smirked and asked;
"Hey sexy, ready to show off?"
Not only had I taken three years of modern dance, but at the urging of his karate instructor Mark had taken dance lessons to improve his balance. Like anything else he tried, my brother, of course was a natural, and the two of us proceeded to take over the floor. We danced up close, and then would back away, swinging and swaying in perfect harmony with each other. At one point we turned our back's facing away from each other as we danced, then turned back to find ourselves still in perfect rhythm.
By the third song I became aware of less people dancing and more people watching us. Rather than be nervous I found I was caught up in it. Not only were my brother and I the best looking couple in the place, but by far were the best dancers. I began to relax more and more as we danced. Between the wine and how much I was enjoying being with Mark, all my prior inhibitions were quickly disappearing.
I started to revel in the fact that I was out in public dancing with my beautiful little brother, and that everyone around us just thought we were a gorgeous young couple out having a great time. As Mark spun me around him I caught a glimpse of the older woman from the bathroom, and remembered her saying how in love my brother and I looked. She had also mentioned how much we looked alike. Why had no one else noticed? It then occurred to me that quite simply people didn't think that way. People saw us as a couple tonight and just assumed we were. We were hiding in plain sight!
As we continued to dance my focus shifted from the people around us to the amazing man I was dancing with. Once again I was just blown away by how attractive my brother really was, and even better, how good we looked together. As we continued to dance it was as if we were an extension of each other, our bodies flowing together as one. Mark's hands were on my hips, and mine on his shoulders, and as we continued to move in the same fluid motion, I stared into his beautiful green eyes and realized why we were so good together.
At this time we had been lovers for over a year now. My brother knew me like no other; knew my body better than any man ever had, or ever would. But it was much more than physical; so much more. In my brother's arms I felt loved and adored, safe and protected. As Mark slid his arms around my waist from behind and we started swaying to the next song, I realized that we were comfortable dancing for the same reason we fit so perfectly in each other's arms when we slept. It was just like Mom had said; "Like you'd always been there, and always would be."
As the song wound down and Mark held me tighter, resting his head on my shoulder and playfully nuzzling my neck. I was reminded of what Mark had said many times before; that we were two halves; on our own just broken pieces, but together we were a perfect whole. We completed each other.
We went back to the table during the next song, to catch our breath, where I basked in the comments we received from people walking by, telling us how fantastic we looked out there. Mark was sitting with his chair facing the dance floor, and after pausing to pour a glass of wine and take a few sips, I went over and handed him the glass. As I did Mark patted his knee. I hesitated but only briefly before sitting on it.
After Mark emptied the glass and put it down I swung my legs over his so I was sitting on his lap. I was aware that this was probably a little improper for where we were, but the people dining had their backs to us and everyone else was on the floor. I put my arm around Mark's shoulder and leaning over kissed him on the cheek. Mark smiled up at me;
"Having a good time, beautiful?"
"Best night of my life!" I told him laughing.
Mark smiled;
"I love that laugh Meg, I really do."
"And I love that smile Mark."
The current song ended, and as the next one began I stood up and taking Mark's hand, took him back out to the floor. We stayed out there for the next few songs, dancing away and having a great time. We didn't show off as much as we did the first time, but were still getting quite a few looks from people. I hadn't been exaggerating when I had told Mark that this was the best night of my life, and we hadn't even gotten to the surprise yet!
We finished another dance and as much fun as I was having, was thinking of calling it quits. Between the wine and the dancing I was feeling a little too warm and was also getting anxious for what the rest of the evening had in store. I mentioned it to Mark who nodded, but as we started to walk off the floor the band struck up again, this time it was Bonnie Tyler's Total Eclipse of the Heart and Mark pulled me back onto the floor with him.
I started to say something but as he wrapped his arms around my shoulders and pulled me close to him what could I say? I put my hands on his arms and we started swaying slowly to the song. At first I had put my head on his shoulder as we danced, enjoying the smell of his cologne and his breath in my ear. I also loved the way the hard muscles of his arms and shoulders felt as I slowly rubbed my hands up across them.
Mark's hands slid down my back to my hips and turning his head he began nuzzling into my hair. I sighed contentedly as his lips found my neck for a quick kiss. As the song continued I let myself melt completely into his arms, leaning into his chest and letting his hands on my hips guide how I moved with him. I slid my hands under his arms and across his back and hugged him even tighter. Could it get any better than this?
A moment later, Mark's hands slid up my sides and continuing all the way up found my face and gently lifted my head up. As I looked up my eyes found his and as we danced I found I couldn't look away. I felt my heart begin to beat faster and just like that Saturday morning weeks ago I felt something in that look. There was more there than just affection for each other as siblings much more. From the look on Mark's face I knew he was seeing and feeling the same thing.
When I had first looked up he had been smiling but now he appeared serious and I could feel his body begin to tense up. I felt as if I should say something but wasn't sure what, and in all honestly didn't want to ruin whatever was going on. As I continued to look into my brother's gorgeous eyes he cocked his head slightly to the side and leaned forward. Not thinking I also turned my head and as I had that morning in the attic, I closed my eyes and parted my lips.
Mark kissed me. As soon as he did I felt the spell begin to break. We couldn't do this, we were in a public place! I started to pull away but Mark's hands held the back of my head. Not roughly, but just enough to prevent me from breaking the kiss. Mark's lips softly brushed across mine then kissed me again more firmly. I felt one more brief twinge of what if? But then with a small whimper in the back of my throat I surrendered to my brother and kissed him back. Mark sighed deeply and moving his hands from my face put his arms around my shoulders as he continued to kiss me. I felt as if I were in a dream; was I really standing here in full view of dozens of people kissing my brother?
I found I know longer cared. Mark was right, we were at the other end of the state from where we lived and there was no one we knew here. I relaxed even further and kept the kiss going our mouths opened, tongues gently teasing and exploring. The music stopped but we continued to kiss and sway back and forth as if the song were still playing. After another minute Mark pulled away from me and looking into my eyes took my hand and asked if I was ready to get my surprise.
I told him that I was more than ready and as he went back to the table to pay the bill, I went quickly to the ladies room to freshen up a little bit. I was on my way out and was looking for Mark when I heard a voice behind me;
"Megan?"
I turned and felt a twist in my stomach as I recognized Ginny, one of my Mom's friends who lived down the street from us. I had gone to high school with her daughter Julie, and her and Mom played cards together every Tuesday.
"Um hi Mrs. Hunter." I said.
"That is you!" She exclaimed coming up to me. "I thought it was, but I was sitting across the room."
"How are you?" I asked nervously. Sitting across the room watching...



As if to confirm my fear Ginny began speaking;
"You look lovely tonight hon." She paused, then asked the question I had been dreading;
"Is that your brother with you?"
Seeing no way to lie. I nodded;
"Yeah he got some really good news today and wanted to celebrate, and he knew I always wanted to come here."
"Oh how nice!" Ginny said smiling, then making a sad face said; "That's too bad about him and Krissy, they were a cute couple."
"Yeah they were." I said.
Ginny nodded and I heard her husband call her. I sighed thinking I might be clear, but she looked back at me and continued to talk;
"I'll tell you Megan the two of you were something on that dance floor. Most couples can't dance together like that."
I laughed nervously as my stomach began to turn.
"Yeah well we both had lessons and it was kind of fun to show off."
Ginny nodded then drove the dagger home;
"You know Megan, I know this sounds funny, but I swear I saw the two of you kissing out there."
"Kissing?" I asked forcing a fake laugh.
"Yeah kissing." Ginny wasn't laughing.
"Well he kissed me on the cheek when we were dancing but that was it, I mean..."
"That's not what it looked like from where I was sitting, Megan." Ginny said.
Like back at the hotel I began to feign offense.
"Well I'm sorry Mrs. Hunter, I don't know what you think you saw, but that's my brother and we weren't raised in a trailer park, we..."
"Easy hon," Ginny said putting her hands up. "It just looked..."
"Like what?" I demanded. "That I was making out with my brother?" I shook my head in mock disgust. "That's pretty damn sick."
I stared into Ginny's eyes and saw she was taken aback by my reaction. I could see her start to get nervous and reaching out and putting her hand on my arm she said;
"I'm sorry Megan! Your right, I don't know why I would even say that! It just looked that way from a distance." She began to blush. "Really hon, I'm sorry."
"Yeah me too." I said quietly. "Well Mrs. Hunter I have to get going."
"Oh of course, hey, tell your Mom I'll see her Tuesday."
I nodded and turning away took several deep breaths. My heart was pounding, and I swear I could feel my legs shaking. Did she believe me? There was no doubt she would tell Mom she had seen us together. Granted Mom knew I was with Mark, but there was supposed to be another couple with us, and what if she mentioned the kissing? A few months ago I could have explained it and Mom would have thought nothing of it, but after the hotel? And if she said it in front of dad there would be hell to pay! I walked back into the dining area and saw Mark standing by the door waiting for me.
I must have looked as bad as I felt at the moment because as I reached him he asked;
"You okay, Megan?"
"Yeah why?"
"You look kind of white," He then added with a smirk; "Even for you."
"Funny."
I wondered if I should mention Ginny. No why get him upset tonight? What was done was done. Either I would get lucky and she wouldn't say anything to my mother or I would just find a way to downplay the whole thing. Mom would believe me; she always did; which was why you take advantage of her, I added at the end of the thought. I closed my eyes and took another breath, when I opened them I smiled at Mark and walked past him.
Mark tried to catch my arm, but I didn't know where Ginny went so I simply shook my head at him and walked out to the front. While we waited for the car, Mark asked again if everything was okay and I told him I had seen Ginny, but didn't get into the conversation, just telling him I figured better safe than sorry. The valet pulled the car around which cut Mark off from asking any more questions.
Like on the ride up I sat with Mark's arm around me and my head resting on his shoulder. I was quiet on the ride back as was Mark, although I am sure for different reasons. In my case, I was worried about what would come out of tonight, but for Mark it was excitement I could feel his body tensed up he was looking forward to whatever it was he had in store for me. I tried to focus on what it could be, rather than the possibility of more drama and had to say I was drawing a complete blank except for maybe a nice hotel.
After about a half hour Mark took the Branch Avenue exit and pulled up behind Mitch's, where he usually parked when he worked.
"Did you need something here?" I asked.
"Nope, the surprise is here." Mark said smirking.
I frowned at him.
"You're taking me to Mitch's as a surprise?"
"Just come with me."
Mark came around and opened the door for me. I got out and started to walk towards the front, I suppose things could be worse at least I could get a drink. Mark caught me by the hand.
"This way." He said.
Mark led me to the back door that was usually only used for deliveries, and unlocking it let me in. Mark hit the hallway light as he closed the door behind him. We were standing in the back hallway. The door in front of us led into the back room of the bar and I could hear the juke box blasting away. To our left was the staircase that led to the deserted second floor. Still holding my hand Mark gestured to the staircase and led me up to the second floor. Was he going to fuck me up there before we went in to the bar?
Mark hit another light switch at the top of the stairs. One side of the second floor was a series of studs lined up along the floor with a couple of frames for doorways, the other side was a finished wall with a brand new door. Mark let go of my hand and walking over to the door took out a key and unlocking it, stepped aside and waved me in.
"What's in there?" I asked.
Mark rolled his eyes.
"The surprise, now come on."
Shrugging I walked past him and as I did he reached inside and hit a light switch. As I stepped into the room I stopped and stared.
I was standing in the middle of a small fully furnished living room. The walls were paneled and there were a couple of old armchairs along with a matching couch and a coffee table. There was a bookcase along one wall and small desk in one corner. An old floor model TV stood in one of the other corners. Looking off to the right I saw a counter and behind it a small pantry with a fridge and stove, there was a doorway to the left that I could see into enough to see a bed and another smaller door that I assumed was a bathroom.
Mark had closed the door behind me and as I continued to look around I saw a framed portrait of Anton Levay on the wall, hanging next to it was one of my first painting's; a version of the three headed dog Cerebus. My eyes came back to the coffee table where an ice bucket containing a bottle of champagne sat. I was stunned. At first I had thought it might be Mitch's place and Mark was using it, but my painting was on the wall, never mind the picture of Levay.
Mark stepped up next to me and putting his arm around my shoulders asked;
"Well what do you think?"
"I... " I shook my head in disbelief. "Is this yours?"
Mark laughed.
"Of course it is!" he turned me to face him and after kissing me said;
"Surprise!!"
"How?" I asked.
Mark proceeded to tell me how Mitch had been paying him for the last few months to help get the upstairs done so he could rent it. After the first apartment was finished however, Mitch had changed his mind thinking that it might not be smart to have someone living over the bar; it would be too easy to break in. Mark had then offered to live there himself, he could afford to pay something for rent and not only could Mitch trust him, but he would be right upstairs if anything ever happened.
Mitch had agreed and for the last month Mark had worked his ass off at the bar and club and used the money to buy some used furniture, he had also been coming here after hours to paint and finish fixing some minor things. As I walked into the room, looking around Mark took me over to the bedroom and turned the light on. The bed was the only new piece of furniture and was a full queen size bed with a beautiful mirrored headboard and matching bureau. As we went back to the living room I looked at him and asked;
"When are you going to tell the folks?"
"Sunday," He shrugged. "I know they're going to think it's a mistake. You know, I'm too young and should save my money and all that, but it's too late now Megan. I'm going to pack up all my stuff and bring it here Monday after school and I'll be officially moved in."
Mark looked around smiling proudly as well he should. Nineteen years old and he would have his own place. Hell I was twenty one and hadn't even given it any thought. Then again why would I when I had Mark right next door to me? Just a quick trip through the bathroom and we were in bed together. I stopped as the true meaning of where I was fully hit me;
"You're leaving me." I said softly.
"What?" Mark asked.
I started to choke up as I realized what I would be losing.
"You... you won't be in the next room anymore! I... what if I need you Mark?" I started to cry.
"Hey Meg," Mark said grabbing my face and lifting it to his. "It's okay, this is..."
"Why would you do this to me?" I asked.
Once again I knew how selfish that sounded, but I couldn't help it. I had been having such a hard time lately and that was with him living with me.
"To you?" Mark asked. "Meg, I did this for us."
"What do you mean?"
"Megan, look at this, it's my place. You can come here whenever you want. Don't you get it?"
I shook my head. Mark took me over to the couch and sitting me down took my hands in his as he began to speak.
"Think about it Megan; no more worrying about the folks. You come over here anytime you want. I mean ever since the day at the hotel I knew I needed to get out. I would have been kicked out if it wasn't for you."
"If it wasn't for me, we wouldn't have gotten caught." I whispered.
"Whatever Meg, it was going to happen sooner or later. But it was really for the better because it made me do this. No more bullshit from Doug and honestly Megan, you and he haven't been getting along, so if you keep fighting just come here." He smiled reassuringly at me.
"I'm right here Meg, anytime you need me."
"But what if I wake up in the middle of the night? I can't just come over."
Mark looked away for a moment then said quietly.
"You could always just stay here Megan. I mean it's not big, but hey," He looked up at me and winked. "We only need one bed right?"
As I looked at him Mark leaned over, and grabbing the bottle of champagne popped the cork and filled the two glasses that were on the table. Handing me one, he clicked his against it and raising his glass once again said;
"To a new beginning."
I drained the glass in a few long swallows and held it out for more. Mark looked as if he were going to say something, but poured me another half of a glass. I chugged that as well then putting the glass down on the table, stood up. Mark stood with me and put his arms around me.
"This is a good thing Megan, be happy for us."
I nodded and smiled at him. It was a forced one, and had Mark not been so excited he probably would have noticed it. Better that he didn't, this was huge, my brother was going out on his own and all he wanted was for me to be happy for him, and as usual I had thought of myself first. Taking his hand I asked him to show me around even though I could pretty much see everything. Like an excited kid Mark took my hand and brought me into the small kitchen then the bathroom and into the bedroom again.
The entire time Mark was chatting away about where he had found this piece of furniture and how he had fixed something or who helped him. We left the bedroom and Mark told me to wait out in the living room for a couple of minutes. I sat on the couch, and as he went into the bedroom poured another glass of champagne, and drank it quickly before he came out. I closed my eyes as the alcohol gave me a head rush and thought about what this meant. Mark was right, no more sneaking; I could come here whenever I wanted. Hell I could live here if I...
My mind started spinning as the magnitude of what he had said hit me. My brother was seriously talking about us living together. About pretty much being a couple. I loved being with Mark, we were perfect for each other in every way; we understood each other in ways no one else could, we shared the same painful memories of abuse, and understood the problems that went with it. We were the only ones that we could sleep with, and Mark was the only man I could let myself go with. Mark was everything to me; my best friend, my confidant, my lover, my...
My brother, Mark was my brother.
We were brother and sister and everyone knew it. Tonight after over a year of playing around we had gone out as a couple and in the span of two hours I had been told how much we looked alike by a total stranger, and then been all but caught red handed by one of my mother's friends. I shook my head as my mind continued down that path; even my coming over here all the time would eventually look funny to the folks. If I ever moved in it would be all over. Mom was naïve, Dad was far from it, he would know. Know that I had lied to him, that he had been right that morning at the hotel that, Mark and I had been fucking.
It wasn't just the folks either. Cynthia, Mitch, all the regulars from the bar all knew I was Mark's sister. How funny would it look for me to be living with him? A guy as hot as him with his own place, above a bar full of hot college coed's and his sister was his roommate? Cynthia was all but throwing herself at Mark, and he kept turning her down, Tommy was after me and I was doing the same, both of us making up "phantom" lovers. Sooner or later it would start to look funny, that the two of us had no one and seemed okay with it
Tonight Mark had told me he could get into to Suffolk law. Unlike my own, Mark's future was incredibly bright, my brother would have it all; looks, money, power and success, he would be spending his life taking what he wanted. But not if we were together; no matter how we justified it to ourselves, incest was not just a taboo, it was a crime. If we were ever caught Mark could lose everything. Who would hire a lawyer who had a sexual relationship with his sister? Hell if we were found out it wouldn't even get that far, he would be thrown out of school his scholarship revoked. The two of us forever branded as sick freaks.
I closed my eyes and started to fight back the tears that were coming. I now knew that Mark and I could never be more than we had been; siblings with benefits. I could never give up my brother completely and I wouldn't think that he would never want to be with me, but it couldn't be like this, it couldn't be this open. When we started, I had made the rule of "Not for all the time". I had of course not only broken that rule but now had Mark thinking that we could be together.
The problem was telling Mark this. I didn't want to upset him tonight, but I also couldn't let him come back in here and be sweet to me and think we were consummating something; that tonight would be more than just another wild fuck between us. For all I knew it might break his heart. Mark had loved Krissy and may now think he loved me, or maybe he wasn't sure the same way I had been wondering lately.
Since he had come back into my life my brother had given me anything I needed. For the last two months he had been by my side constantly, because I had told him it's what I wanted. As strong as Mark was with everyone else, he always followed his big sister's lead. The only way for this to end would be for me to convince him that I didn't need him, that I was better now and that we could go back to how it was. That I would certainly love to come spend nights with him here, but I didn't need more. I had been selfish for far too long, thinking only of my needs; it was time to think of my brother and his future. I had started the two of us down this path and I would have to be the one to end it.
Mark came back out and shutting off the light in the living room picked up the bucket with the champagne and glasses and taking my hand, led me back into the bedroom. Mark had turned down the bed and lit several candles. I walked over to the foot of the bed and after putting the bucket down, Mark came up behind me, put his arms around my waist and started to kiss my neck.
I sighed and bent my head to the side so my hair would fall away and give him better access to my soft creamy skin. As he started to gently suck on the spot between my neck and shoulder his fingers came up to my chest and began unbuttoning my dress. I reached down and undid the belt so that when Mark got to the last button the dress simply fell open.
We were facing the mirrored headboard, and I watched as, still kissing my neck Mark slid the dress off my shoulders causing it to fall to the floor. I reached up behind me and started running my fingers through Mark's hair. Mark's hands began to gently caress my soft stomach and making their way up, unhooked my bra also letting it fall away. Despite my melancholy thoughts, my breathing picked up as I saw myself standing before the mirror in just the red and black panties, my brother's hands cupping my small but well shaped tits with their pretty little pink nipples.
I tensed up as Mark's fingers found those nipples, expecting him to twist them, however instead his fingers lightly caressed them causing a soft moan to escape my lips. Mark's mouth slid from the side of my neck to the back of it and as his fingers continued to gently tease my nipples, he began placing soft kisses down my back between my shoulder blades.
I let out a sigh as leaning back into him I pushed my ass into his crotch and could feel how hard he was, even through his pants. Mark's hands left my nipples and slid down my stomach to my thighs. I opened my legs so he could reach between them, but instead he held onto my hips as his mouth continued to trail those soft kisses down my back. My brother dropped to his knees behind me, his lips kissing the small of my back just above my panties.
My own hands replaced my brother's, as after licking my fingers I began to play with my nipple's watching in the mirror as I did. Mark hands grabbed my ass and as he held it he started sucking gently on the right cheek. I laughed softly as he went to the other side, and then moaned as he spread my ass open and burying his face between my thighs kissed my pussy through the panties. Grabbing my hips Mark turned me around to face him and still on his knees started kissing the insides of my thighs.
I could feel my pussy begin to drip and my nipple's were so hard they were starting to hurt. I reached down and grabbing Mark's hair, guided his face to between my legs. Mark slid my panties to the side and flicked his tongue quickly across my swollen clit.
"Oh yes, right there little brother." I whispered.
"Mark." He corrected me quietly.
With that Mark's face left my pussy and started kissing his way up my stomach. I moaned and pumped my hips, but he was already standing back up in front of me. He did however pause to suck on each of my nipple's before coming back up and after gently taking my face in his hands, kissed me. I returned the kiss and pulling away looked into my brother's eyes.
Mark had that same look as he had when were dancing, the look from that Saturday morning. The one that I had returned, hoping that it would lead to what I now knew was impossible. As Mark leaned in and kissed me again; his hands sliding around my waist I realized that he was going to continue to be this soft and sweet, that he was going to make love to me the way he had to Krissy.
I remembered that night I had watched him with her, wishing that someone would be that good to me. I had always been nasty with Mark because it was the kind of sex I wished I could have had, but as time went on I had begun to crave that sweet gentle touch. Sometimes we would start that way but one of us would always turn it back the other way. Not tonight though, tonight I could tell my brother planned on loving his sister, treating me the way he thought I wanted to be treated.



I did want it! I thought, my mind racing even as I kissed him. Why shouldn't I get to be treated that way? I felt myself wavering; I didn't have to end this tonight, I could enjoy what my brother had planned for me then tomorrow... NO! I had led my brother on enough, it was time I showed Mark that nothing had changed.
I pulled away from Mark's kiss and as he went to lean in again, put my hands on his shirt and pushed him back.
"Well?" I asked him.
"Well what?"
I rolled my eyes.
"Are you going to fuck me or are we just going to keep making out like high school kids?"
Mark looked at me confused.
"Well I just thought..." He began
"Thought what little brother? That I wanted you to be nice tonight?"
"I..."
"Oh for Christ's sakes Mark, just come take me!" I snapped at him.
Mark shook his head and I felt bad for him as I could see how torn he was. I couldn't let up making a disgusted sound, I grabbed his shirt and said;
"Here, I guess I'll have to start."
With that I tore his shirt open buttons flying.
"Meg!" Mark exclaimed. "I paid $40 for this shirt!"
"Meg, my shirt!" I said in a mocking tone. "You sound more like my little sister than the brother who knows what his nasty sister needs."
Mark's eyes darkened; he was getting pissed at me. I began to smile but he shook his head and whispered;
"Megan let's not be like this tonight, I want..."
I silenced him by grabbing the back of his hair and pulling his face to within inches of mine. In my heels we were about the same height and my eyes bored into his as I spoke;
"Listen to me little brother, I don't care what you think or want. I had a great time playing couple tonight Mark, but now I just want you to fuck me, got that?"
"Playing..." He started.
"Yeah playing," I smirked at him as I pulled his hair harder. "I'm not your date Mark, I'm not your girlfriend and I sure as hell ain't your sweet little Krissy. I'm your nasty big sister who wants her sorry excuse of a brother to act like he knows how to take a woman and fuck the shit out of me, is that so hard?"
"Don't," Mark whispered: "Mention Krissy."
Letting go of Mark's hair I pushed him back.
"Aww are you getting mad at me, little brother?"
I put my hands up over my head.
"Then come show me Mark, come put your bitch of a sister in her place."
"You're not a bitch, I just..."
"Oh for Christ's sakes!" I exclaimed.
Stepping forward and moving so fast I caught him by surprise I placed my hands on his chest and hooking my fingers, raked my nails all the way down to his stomach as hard as I could. Mark cried out in pain and surprise. Looking down at his chest I saw that there were long red scratch's already showing and there was a thin trickle of blood coming from a couple of them.
"I said fucking take me!" I yelled at him.
As I yelled I reached out with my hands again and this time it was me who cried out, as with hands moving faster than I could follow Mark grabbed both my wrists in his hands and slammed them together. Letting go with his right hand, his left holding both of my wrists so tightly I whimpered.
"You want to play rough, skank?" Mark asked.
My answer was replaced by a loud yelp as flicking his wrist in a back hand motion he slapped both my tits, causing a wave of pain through my nipple's and a surge of wetness between my legs. Bringing his hand back around, he grabbed my left nipple and twisted it so savagely that it not only induced another squeal of pain from me but caused my eyes to begin to water.
"There you go little brother!" I gasped out. "That's better, that's just what I want!"
"Well you always get what you want, don't you sis?"
Mark had sneered this out, his lip curling and his eyes blazing. I had never seen him this fired up, I swear I could feel my pussy begin to drip. Yanking me hard into him by my arm, he shoved me back hard enough to send me staggering. The backs of my legs hit the bed and I fell into a sitting position on top of it. As I sat there Mark took his shirt off and whipped it away behind him. At this point there were half a dozen thin trails of blood from just over his nipple's to his lower stomach. His chest was heaving and I could feel the violence coming off of him in waves. Oh this nasty girl was going to get it and then some.
"That's right little brother," I told him. My chest was also heaving in anticipation of the brutal fucking I was about to receive. "You always give your big sister just what she needs, don't you?"
Mark paused to kick off his shoes, then with deliberate slowness, undid his belt and slid it out of his pants.
"Oh trust me whore," He whispered, coiling the belt around his fist. "You'll get exactly what you need and then some."
I licked my lips as Mark came over to the bed. My brother smiled coldly and started to lean over to grab me, which was when I pulled both my legs up from the floor and kicking out drove both of my heels into the soft flesh just over his hips. Mark grunted in pain but quickly stepping back grabbed my ankles and with a hard pull yanked me completely off the bed.
I hit the floor hard, a sharp jolt of pain going through my tail bone and the back of my head thumping against the edge of the mattress. Letting go of my ankles Mark stepped over my legs and grabbing my wrists yanked them over my head. Using his knees to pin my shoulders to the bed, Mark quickly looped the belt around my wrists and holding it wrapped around his left fist, and pulled up until I cried out from the pain in my shoulders. Mark's bicep bulged impressively as he pulled up even higher and I felt myself being pulled into a sitting position.
Reaching down with his freehand Mark unzipped his pants and reaching in whipped out his long thick cock.
"This what you want you little pig?" He asked.
"Oh no please!" I cried out, giving him what I knew he wanted. "Please don't make me suck it sir!"
Reaching down Mark grabbed a fistful of my hair and pulled my head up by it. I whimpered from both the pain and how desperately I really wanted that massive dripping cock to be pounded into my willing mouth.
"I thought that's what you wanted whore?" Mark asked twisting my hair and once again bringing tears to my eyes. Remembering where we were I felt another surge go through my pussy as I realized that I could be as loud as I wanted to and shouted;
"Oh please Mark! Oh I'm so sorry! Oh please don't make me do this I... Umm!"
My shouting was silenced by my brother slamming his ten plus inches of cock directly into my mouth. I squealed as he pushed it in to the hilt, he was so deep that my bottom lip was touching his balls. Mark pumped it in and out slowly several times, then keeping his cock still began using my hair as a handle, shoving my face back and forth on his huge prick. My eyes began to tear from a combination of his cock that deep in my throat and the pain his pulling my hair was causing.
Smiling down at me, Mark curled his arm pulling my arms up even higher, adding my shoulders to the list of pain he was inflicting. Looking up at him I started whimpering around his cock, making sure my tearing eyes were wide with fear and looking straight into his.
"What's the matter slut? More than you can handle?"
I tried to nod but he was holding my hair too tightly. Mark began to pump his hips in rhythm with his moving my head, so that his cock was pulling almost all the way out before being driven back down my throat. Mark had started slowly but was picking up speed with every thrust until he was fucking my face just as hard as he would my pussy. The entire time I was squealing and whimpering around his huge dick, my throat was beginning to hurt, he was pounding my face so hard but at the same time my hot little pussy was practically throbbing with the need for more.
"Look at you taking that cock, pretending you don't want it." Mark said as he started pumping his cock even harder into my sore throat. "You love it don't you?"
I tried to shake my head which caused more pain in my scalp. Mark let go of my hair and repeated the question;
"I said, you love it don't you?"
Before I could try to nod Mark's hand darted down and squeezing my nipple hard, twisted it to the side. I moaned in pain around his cock and rapidly nodded my head up and down causing his cock to go even deeper. At this point I was starting to wonder how much more of this I could take, my jaw was aching and my shoulders were on fire. That last squeal and look of pain on my face must have been enough to push my brother over the edge as he began to breathe harder and start to make those little gasps as his cock drove faster and faster into his big sister's badly abused mouth.
"Oh yeah, that's it you nasty little bitch, you just keep sucking you... Oh!"
Mark gasped and I closed my eyes, eagerly awaiting the first spurt of hot cum hitting the back of my throat. Instead Mark yanked his cock from my mouth and still holding my hands over my head started jerking himself off in my face. The first huge spurt of cum hit me on the right side of my face, so hard I could hear it splatter on my cheek. I tried to move my head, but Mark, finally letting go of my arms grabbed my hair again and holding my face still, proceeded to paint my face with his enormous load. Hot sticky cum sprayed both sides of my face and across my lips.
When my brother had finally finished cumming he took his cock and shoving it in my face, used it to smear his cum all over me.
"Oh please stop, oh please Mark I don't like it!"
Mark started whipping his cock into my face slapping it across my cheeks so hard it hurt. The fact that his cock was still hard was all I cared about however, because if he gave my pussy half the fucking he had just given my face I was going to be in for a treat. Mark stepped back and looking down at me shook his head disgustedly saying;
"Look at you, you fucking pig." He snorted. "Wouldn't your daddy be proud."
"Oh please don't hurt me anymore sir," I begged. "I'll be good from now on, I promise!"
"What's the matter sis you didn't like that?" He asked.
"No sir," I whispered pouting.
"Yeah?" He asked. "We'll see about that."
I yelled out in pain as Mark suddenly grabbed the belt with both hands and in one violent jerk yanked me all the way to my feet. Mark had his arms all the way over his head which left me with my arms stretched as far as they could go and on the tips of my toes. Letting go with his right hand he grabbed my chin and pulling my face to his, asked;
"So you didn't like me cumming in your face like the pig you are?"
I shook my head feeling his cum dripping off my face and onto my chest, and at this point that was far from the only thing that was dripping. Mark smirked at me and reaching down between my legs rubbed my pussy through my panties.
"You lying little slut!" He told me. "You're soaking wet, aren't you?"
"Yes, oh yes!" I moaned as he continued to rub through the panties.
"You are a nasty girl aren't you my sister?"
As he asked, he worked his fingers into my panties and slid them across my pussy, I swear I could hear them sliding back and forth I was so wet.
"Oh please don't tease me little brother," I moaned. "Your right, your sister's a dirty fucking whore and I need it bad, I... Ohhhhh."
Mark shoved his two fingers inside and started slowly pumping them in and out. Despite the pain in my arms I started pushing my hips into his hand, trying to push them up deeper. Mark shook his head.
"Why should I make you cum?"
"Oh because I need to!" I whimpered. "Oh please Mark? I did a good job sucking your cock." I told him.
Mark snorted.
"Oh please, you didn't suck me off, I fucked your useless mouth until I came."
"Little brother please be good to your big sister! Please!!" I pouted at him and putting my head down whimpered pathetically. "Oh I want to!"
"Fine, maybe it'll make your pussy hot enough to be worth fucking."
With that Mark pushed me backwards. I landed on my back on the bed, my hands still tied. Mark reached down and with a violent wrench of his wrist tore my panties off me. Dropping to his knees between my legs Mark shoved his fingers back into my pussy and started roughly shoving them in and out. I moaned loudly and taking a chance he wouldn't mind, raised my legs and draped them over his shoulders.
Mark leaned in and after teasing my clit with the tip of his tongue started sucking it in and out of his mouth hard and fast. I groaned in mixed pleasure and pain and started pumping my hips pushing my pussy into his face and fingers. Mark stopped sucking long enough to look at me and say;
"You better cum quick, because as soon as I get tired of sucking your nasty pussy I'm just going to fuck you."
"Yes sir!" I exclaimed. "Oh thank you little brother!"
Mark went back to my clit with a vengeance; sucking it in and out of his mouth so hard his lips were making smacking sounds. His fingers started driving into my pussy even harder and with no warning he brought his other hand up and shoved a finger into my tight little ass. I squealed as he started working that finger just as hard as the ones in my pussy. I squirmed on the bed, wishing that I could play with my nipples but my hands were still tied. As Mark continued to attack my pussy I ground my hips harder into his face desperate to cum before he decided to stop.
It didn't take long, I had been so worked up that within another couple of minutes, I felt my thighs start to tremble and could feel the orgasm beginning to build deep inside of me. It was going to be an incredible one I could tell. Mark started sucking my clit even harder and I started to whimper, praying he wouldn't pick now to stop or tease;
"Oh oh right there, oh little brother don't stop! Oh please oh just a little more."
Despite the fact Mark was in control and punishing me, he started going faster and moaning into my pussy, he could tell I was going to explode any second now and loved when his big sister came hard. Which was just what I was ready to do; as I felt the first waves of pleasure start to flow through me I turned my head as I always did, looking to bury my face into the bed. Just then it hit me where we were and that I could be as loud as I wanted to be.
I arched my back off the bed and as the orgasm hit me, I threw my head back and howled in ecstasy. As wave after wave of pleasure flowed through my body I continued to let out long loud wails, my hips were bucking wildly, the fact that I could really cut loose was making it even better. My brother was loving it as well, as even though my hips were moving hard and fast he managed to continue to suck on my clit driving me into an even louder frenzy. Just as the orgasm started to die down I felt another one coming right up behind it, I cried out desperately;
"Oh little brother I'm cumming again! Oh please keep going keep... Oh my fucking god!!!"
I screamed as the second orgasm tore through me. I twisted and writhed on the bed squealing, my hands still tied and my brother's tongue still busy on my clit. Finally with one last long shuddering moan I slumped back into the bed sweating and panting.
"Oh god," I groaned. "Oh Mark, that was..." I trailed off gasping for breath.
Mark stood up, grabbing my ankles as he did and with no hesitation he spread my legs wide and slammed his once again rock hard cock into my steaming hot pussy.
"Oh fuck yeah!" I cried out as he lifted my legs higher pulling my ass off the bed and started fucking the shit out of me.
My pussy was so wet it was making sucking sounds every time he pulled his cock out and drove it back inside. Between the pounding he had given my mouth and the two incredible orgasms, I was all but helpless, just lying there, hands still tied, letting my brother have his way with me. Mark let go of my ankles and planting his hands on the bed leaned over, bending my legs even farther back and pushing his massive prick even deeper inside of me.
"Oh yes little brother, oh you fuck your big sister, you give her that huge cock, you ohhhh"
I was beyond talking at this point as Mark continued to hammer away into my tight little pussy. After several more hard thrusts Mark pulled out and reaching out and grabbing my hips pushed me all the way up on the bed. Mark climbed on and reaching over my head undid the belt freeing my hands. I let my arms stay where they were anyways, as I was too exhausted to move, I moaned as Mark started licking my right nipple, then yelped in surprise as grabbing my hips Mark twisted me over, putting me flat on my stomach.
I went to put my ass in the air but my brother had already slid up between my legs and lying across my back grabbed my hands and pinned them to the bed with his own. I groaned as Mark pushed his cock into me and started fucking me hard and fast. I lied there, my head turned to the side panting in pleasure as Mark held me down and drove his enormous cock into me repeatedly, he was fucking me so hard I was beginning to bounce up and down on the bed. Just when I thought he couldn't give it to me any harder, my brother let go of my hands and putting his hands on the middle of my back pushed himself up and started thrusting even harder.
I started screaming as he drilled into me even deeper than before, his hands driving me down and back up into that huge dick of his, screaming was the word and the louder I got the harder he fucked me. I turned my head and could see him in the mirror over me, his arms flexed with the effort of holding me down, his scratched chest glistening with sweat. He started moaning louder and louder and he started pumping me even faster. I stopped howling and started egging him on;
"Oh yeah just like that little brother! Oh yeah look at you fucking your big sister, and in your bed little brother, that's right you're taking your hot big sister for the first time in your bed, so you give it to her good, you fuck your sister, you Ohhhh yes!"
With a loud cry of his own Mark came hard, his cum shooting deep inside of his big sister's pussy. Mark slowed down, each slow thrust ending with another squirt of sticky cum that felt so good going up inside of me. Mark moved his hands to the side and I lied down on my back. I could feel his heart pounding and he was breathing heavy into my ear. I reached my arm up and put it behind his head gently playing with his hair.
"Easy baby," I whispered. "Nice and easy."
I turned my head and kissed his cheek. Mark stayed lying on top of me for a few minutes, then rolling over on his back next to me groaned;
"Oh goddamn that was something."
"Yeah?" I asked rolling over onto my side and propping myself up on my elbow. "Did your sister give you a nice house warming gift?"
"That she did." Mark said and sitting up looked over at me.
"It's not really what I had in mind," He said shrugging. "But..."
"What do you mean?" I asked also sitting up.
"Well, I..." He sighed. "I don't know sis, I was just trying to be a little nicer and..."
"Listen Mark," I began, placing my hand on his cheek. "I had an incredible night, I really did. The flowers, dinner, dancing," I gestured around the room. "This great surprise, it was all really sweet but..." I smiled and shrugged. "When it comes to sex, what can I tell you? I'm a nasty girl."
Mark nodded.
"I know but still I thought tonight was different, I mean Megan the last..."
Here we go I thought to myself and quickly cut him off.
"Look Mark, I know the last couple of months have been different and we spent a lot of time together and..." I paused then taking a deep breath continued;
"I know there were a few times it seemed... well I don't know like maybe there was more going on but." I stopped and smiled at him;
"I love you little brother."
"I love you to Meg." He told me as he took my hand.



"But it's as my brother Mark. I mean we're everything to each other, you know it's like I said before, we love like family but fuck like lovers, right?"
Mark looked into my eyes for a minute and I could see he was confused, but he nodded and said;
"Right. I was just," He shrugged. "Trying to be good to you sis. You say you always wanted someone to be that way with you and..."
I leaned over and kissed him.
"And I appreciate it little brother, I really do but," I swallowed hard hoping I could get the next part out without breaking. "That's the one thing you can't give me, Mark that's not what we are to each other, I'll have to find that when I'm ready, just like you had it with Krissy, I'll have it someday too no?"
Mark smiled.
"Yeah," He agreed. "You will sis, you'll find someone to treat you the way you deserve."
"We both will." I told him. Then hugging him pulled away and giving him a big smile that I hoped looked sincere said;
"Now I don't know about you but I'm tired, so why don't we cuddle up for the first time in your nice new bed and get some sleep?"
The smile Mark returned told me that he would be okay, that he understood. Hell maybe there wasn't anything on his end, maybe he was just trying to give me what I needed. The only thing I would know for sure is that I would never know. I untied and removed my shoes and we slid under the covers. As always I lied on my side and Mark curled up behind me, his arm around my waist and his face nuzzled into my neck.
"Sweet dreams my sister." Mark whispered in my ear.
"Good night my beautiful little brother." I replied softly then added; "I'm proud of you Mark, I really am."
Within minutes Mark's breathing became slower and deeper and I knew he was asleep. I closed my eyes but couldn't drift off, instead I felt them fill up with tears. Despite the fact that Mark was next to me I felt alone. My brother was the only one I felt right with and I would be seeing less and less of him, first the apartment, eventually other girls; Mark was going to move on and leave me behind.
I laid there for awhile, then opening my eyes saw the bottle of champagne on the nightstand. After a couple of minutes I slid away from Mark and started to get up.
'You okay sis?" He asked.
"Yeah little brother, I'm fine, just have use the bathroom."
"Oh okay," He said, closing his eyes.
I reached out and gently stroked his cheek. Mark smiled and nuzzled deeper into the pillow. I continued to caress his face and in less than a minute he was asleep again. I stood up and grabbing the half empty bottle of champagne went into the bathroom. Closing the door behind me I put on the light and putting the seat down, sat on the edge of the toilet. Putting the bottle down I put my head in my hands and started to cry.
All I wanted was someone I could be comfortable with, to be good to, whom I could let be good to me. Someone who would understand what I had gone through and how it affected me, who knew I was broken, but would love and want me anyways. Someone whose arms I could fall asleep and feel safe in. That's what I had wanted and I had found him, but in a cruel twist of fate the one person who was perfect for me was the one person I could never have.
I stopped crying and lifting my head up, I picked up the bottle of champagne and started to bring it to my lips. Seeing myself in the mirror I paused and lifting the bottle towards my reflection bitterly toasted what could never be.
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Author's note;
Although this chapter will contain one more trip into the past; to the day following Mark and Megan's "Date", it begins back in the present.
Now because it has been awhile since we were in the present (Chapter 10) Here is a brief synopsis of what has gone on before.
Chapter's 1-3 Megan Hanson a successful artist from Chicago, is having a difficult time; strung out from long hours to make a deadline, battling an attack of insomnia, and also depressed over the end of yet another failed attempt at love Megan returns home to Providence to visit her brother, Mark Phillips, a high profile attorney and notorious lady killer. Megan and Mark are very close; in addition to being brother and sister, they are each other's best friends and have also been "Siblings with Benefits" for close to two decades. These 3 chapters cover Megan's "homecoming"
Chapter's 4-7- As the two relax on Mark's deck, Mark tells the story of how Megan took his virginity and the details of their first wild weekend together.
Chapter's 8-10 After Megan receives an offer to do some work for a wealthy client and finds out she will have to cut her visit short Mark surprises her by rather than continuing their usual hardcore sex games, taking her into his bedroom and after making love to her professes his love for her. Megan, unsure if he is serious or just trying to make her feel good, acts as if she were not taking it seriously and leaves him broken hearted. After a violent sexual encounter Megan decides they need a couple of days apart and goes to visit her parents where she finds her old journal and begins reading it.
Chapter's 11-22 All cover a six month period of time that shows the ups and downs of their bizarre relationship as well as Megan's growing issues with drugs and alcohol and Mark's rage issues.
Chapter 23-This chapter begins where ten left off with Megan in her old bedroom at her parents' house.
*
I looked up from the journal with my eyes burning and my head racing. Putting the book upside down on the bed so it would stay open, I picked up my blackberry and saw that it was three am; I had been reading for close to four hours. Dropping the phone I rubbed at my eyes trying to stop them from stinging. I definitely had a better chance of reducing the discomfort there than I did with slowing down my mind which was now in overdrive.
When I had first entered my old bedroom and lied down I'd had the feeling that my brother and I had come full circle; now after reading the journal that thought was driven home even harder. The amazing thing was that I hadn't remembered that night at all. I am well aware that my mind has quite mercifully blocked out quite a few things from my "lost decade" as I commonly refer to the time period that my addiction held sway over me.
What I hadn't realized however was that, apparently, my mind had decided to "forget" things that happened even before that. Reading the journal had brought back those painful memories, of how needy, and selfish I had been in the months that had led up to that night in my brother's apartment where I had, using some sort of twisted logic, decided to cut my brother loose from his needy anchor of a sister.
It had also hurt to recall how I had betrayed my brother and ruined his chances with Krissy. Through my twelve step program I had been taught to not play the "what if" game, that it would only lead to feelings of remorse and guilt, feelings that in the past always had led me back into darkness. Tonight however I couldn't help it. Couldn't help but wonder how different Mark's and my lives could have been.
What if Mark had gotten back together with Krissy? Would sweet little Krissy have been enough to contain Mark's own growing darkness? Odds are probably not; even before I had gotten Mark into that fight with Jack he and Krissy had been on the way out. Mark was becoming cockier, flirting with any girl who looked his way, and had also been trying to push Krissy into the rough sex that he had been enjoying with his big sister.
Of course the biggest question flooding my mind was what if I had chosen differently on that amazing night? What if, instead of turning Mark's special night into another S&M session, I had given in and let my brother love me the way he had wanted to? Mark would have loved me that night the way he had this past Saturday night, when once again just to show how consistent I was, I threw it away again. This time however things were much more serious.
Back then Mark had been confused, not quite sure what was going on, just following my lead. On the other hand this past Saturday it was pretty obvious that my brother had known exactly what he wanted, and to make it even worse, this time I let him go through with making love to me, before breaking his heart. To think I had been complaining that night that no one had ever made love to me before and I could have had it almost twenty years ago when...
I stopped and cocked my head and once again, like earlier today, I had the feeling that I had experienced that before, but couldn't quite picture it. This time, instead of letting the thought drift away, I focused on it; and had an image of my brother over me, moving slowly and gently, a look of love in his eyes, that same look that I had just read about. I frowned as the image slipped away, when had it been? Mark hadn't appeared to be that young, yet it certainly hadn't been recently.
I shook my head and went back to my original thought of, what if I had let Mark continue? How different would things have been if back then we had decided to become a couple? Would my brother's love have been enough to keep me from sinking further into addiction? On one hand I thought probably, as it was Tommy who had first gotten me to try coke, and I only went with him because I wanted to put distance between Mark and myself; wanting Mark to see that I had someone and wouldn't be lonely.
Unable to stop myself I continued down that path, thinking of all the pain and suffering I had put myself and my family through. Could it have all been avoided? And not just the pain I had caused my parents and brother, but Tommy himself. Tommy had spent years in and out of my life, and I had treated him like shit, like a pet rather than a lover. Near the end however, when I had managed to stay sober for six months and it seemed like I would be okay once and for all Tommy had professed his love to me and proposed. I accepted even though there was a part of me that knew I wasn't in love with him.
Still, I had moved in with him and even avoided sex with Mark, well more accurately Mark stayed away from it out of respect for the fact I was now wearing a ring. On that note I was hit with another wave of sadness as it had been fairly easy for Mark to not sleep with me as I had done a lot of damage to our relationship over the previous ten years. In the end I fell off the wagon again, no that wasn't true I jumped off the wagon unable to deal with the endless emptiness I felt. Even after that Tommy wanted me to stay, at that point strung out on coke I deliberately broke his heart by...
I shook my head and immediately backed away from that thought. What I had done to Tommy in the end had led to the worst time of my life and I wouldn't, or more accurately could not go down that path. As I took a few long deep breaths to clear my head I remembered what my program, as well as my therapist had taught me; that as an addict I always blamed myself. Trust me, I am well aware that most of the pain I had caused was my fault, but it was that mentality that had kept it going. For years stuck in the vicious circle of addiction and guilt. First I would clean up for a while then as I looked around and saw the pain I had caused I would feel terrible and eventually in order to ease that pain go right back to the solace of alcohol and drugs.
Back then even when I was sober I never felt as if I was worthy of the people in my life, that I somehow didn't deserve their love or kindness. I did this for years until my brother, on the darkest day of my life had somehow convinced me otherwise. I say somehow because I couldn't seem to completely remember how.
"Stop it!" I said aloud.
This time I meant it, enough of going down that path. The reality was I had made the right decision all those years ago. I probably hadn't gone about it the right way, but I had done the right thing. I had definitely made the right move for Mark. I was right in thinking I would have brought him down. I had wanted to feel as if life had cheated me by putting that perfect man in my life and making it so I couldn't have him.
The fact was I had made it so I couldn't have him. I let Mark go because I was going downhill and quickly. My brother could never have stopped me. Mark had been by my side for months at that point and I was still drinking and getting worse. The bottom line was that I controlled my brother, no matter if he thought I should or shouldn't if I wanted to do it Mark would let me. As a matter of fact there were many times that Mark and I would go out of town and party together, just to be able to enjoy each other out in the open and I would do coke right in front of him. Once again however I was just looking at it from the point of view of it being my entire fault.
There was something else that would have gotten in the way; because what no one, not even myself knew was that my brother had been sick back then. Mark knew, he had always known, but part of what made him sick also made him not tell anyone, even his big sister. In the defense of everyone around him, my parents, myself, even Krissy, it was hard to picture anything wrong with Mark besides his temper, because he functioned at such a high level. Succeeding at everything he did. It wouldn't be until a few months after the Max incident that I would find out the secret that my brother had kept for years; that he had inherited our father's curse.
Just as there are many things I had done in the past that we have vowed not to talk about, Mark and I never discuss his condition. To this day Mark has kept himself in check through medication, but every once in awhile an extreme amount of stress could cause him to start to lose his grip on things. Stressful situations like his selfish big sister breaking his heart. On that note I found myself worrying about him. Although his medication was supposed to repress it, Mark's still very active temper was a testament to how much rage my brother still contained within himself.
Yesterday was as worked up as I had seen him in a long time, and although I had been a good big sister and taken one for the team by letting him all but rape me in the shower, the next stage for Mark would be depression and I'm sure even now he was probably lying there awake, humiliated and in pain. I had said we would need a couple of days apart but I would have to see him at some point tomorrow, make sure he was okay.
I sighed heavily, this was why I had moved, these little trips down memory lane were never good for me. I had thought the first part of the journal would be light hearted and fun; just some dirty little stories that, at the worst, would end with me playing with myself. Instead I had awoken those feelings of guilt and shame by reading about how I had lied to my parents to save Mark from the trouble I had caused in the first place, about how my mother had tried so hard to help me. On that note I reached up and held the locket, that to this day I still wore all the time to remind me that no how bad I felt, or what I may have done in the past that there were people who loved me. I narrowed my eyes as I swear that I could hear my brother's voice saying that to me. I rubbed at my eyes again. I had slept very little Saturday night and here it was after three am, and, although tired, I was still wired for sound. Reaching down I picked up the journal planning on tossing it onto the nightstand. Instead I found myself opening it again and looking down at the page after I had left off. It was dated two days after the night that my brother had taken me out for that amazing night. I stared at the page telling myself that at this point I didn't need to read anymore, but at the same time although I thought I knew what I had done that day after to free my brother, I had forgotten so much. With a feeling of resignation I once again leaned back against the pillows and, bringing the journal up, began to read.
Mark's apartment, the morning after.
I opened my eyes to find myself face to face with the large goat's head of Mark's Baphomet tattoo staring me in the face. The sight of the image in my half asleep state startled me, causing me to flinch back. I let out a breath and rolled my eyes at how stupid I felt. I lifted my head and glancing around the room to get my bearings and realized where I was.
I was lying with my brother in his bed, in his apartment. I shook my head at the thought; my little brother had his own place now. I noticed the bedroom door was wide open which gave me a thrill. No more locking the doors, no more trying to be quiet, and most importantly no more having to get dressed when we were finished or one of us having to get up and go into their own room.
On that happy note I put my head back down and once again looked at my brother's colorful, extremely well muscled back. Mark was lying on his stomach and I let my eyes wander down his back to where the sheet stopped just above his ass. I had been lying there on my side with my left hand resting on his shoulder. I smiled at how good my long red nails and ivory skin looked against my brother's tanned, heavily tattooed arm. Even sexier than that was the feel of my left leg, which was under the covers, draped over his.
Normally Mark and I fell asleep with me on my side and him cuddled up behind me and last night had been no exception. However after I had gotten up last night to finish the bottle of champagne and cry over what I realized could never be, I had come back to bed and decided to curl up behind Mark. With a sigh I carefully laid my head back down on his back and snuggled up even closer to him. I could feel my left tit pressing into his back and the heat of my pussy against his leg.
As I lied there enjoying the incredible feeling of my body wrapped around my brother's, I found myself thinking again about last night. This of course immediately led to my eyes filling up as it occurred to me that lying here like this was just another tease, that I could certainly enjoy this whenever I wanted to, but in order to be fair to Mark, could never enjoy it all the time. Then again I thought to myself, why couldn't I?
Last night I had told Mark that although I loved him dearly it was as my brother, that the sex between us just that; a hot little taboo that we both enjoyed, a dirty little secret that had us laughing at everyone as we broke one of nature's oldest laws. There was more to it of course. Mark and I also knew that it was more than just sex, it was also the comfort that we shared, and no matter how bad either of us felt, being in each other's arms made it better. Neither of us ever had nightmares when we together or had yet to meet anyone else who could make us feel that way.
Regardless, the two of us could never be more to each other(;). I had made that rule way back when we had started that "All the time" could never work for a variety of reasons and besides there would be someone out there for each of us that would be able to make us feel that way and we would never be able to find them if we were always together. I had been afraid of breaking Mark's heart last night but he seemed okay about it, saying he was just trying to take care of me and give me what I needed. I had told him I appreciated it but would find it eventually.
Now lying here, absolutely loving the way we felt together, and not only that, but in a place that I could come anytime and enjoy with no worries, I found myself hedging. I could tell Mark that maybe I was wrong; maybe we could try to spend more time together and see what happened. Mark would be okay with that as well, I knew he would because he was always okay with anything his big sister wanted.
On that note the sadness came back, that was the entire point; Mark would do whatever I wanted. Last night I had been right; my brother had a hell of a future in front of him and all I would do was either hold him back or, if we were ever found out, flat out lose it for him. I knew that it was all up to me. Mark was as strong willed as they came, he was smart, disciplined, and flat out stubborn as hell; he did what he chose and took what he wanted.
Unless of course it involved his big sister Megan, then Mark took whatever I wanted or, more appropriately, allowed himself to be taken by her. The truth was that Mark was totally enthralled by me and would go along with anything I said or did. My drinking was a perfect example; he knew I shouldn't and had even tried stopping me. All it took was for me to tell him that if he didn't help me get something that he wouldn't be allowed in my bed anymore and he had gone out and gotten me a bottle.
I had all but bullied him into fucking me at Mitch's the night that I had betrayed him by lying to Krissy and even after finding out that I had done that he had forgiven me. Mark had zero tolerance for everyone else, yet I could do no wrong and for the last couple of months had taken full advantage of it. Looking at the last couple of years I could easily see where I had that sway over him.
When Mark had first come to live with us I was the only one he would speak to, the only person he trusted. Two years later I would also walk into his room and become his first lover. At first I had felt a little guilty, thinking that I really was a sick puppy and had talked Mark into doing it, a few days later however Mark would admit to me that he had been fantasizing about his sexy big sister for quite awhile and I had made it real for him. Between owning his trust as well as being the object of his every desire, and lately the very willing participant in his sick little sex games, Mark was putty in my hand.
I sighed, no it had to end. Lying there I started idly tickling my nails across Mark's back. Despite my melancholy thoughts I couldn't help but smile when Mark made that cute little cooing noise in his sleep as I caressed his back. As I began to slowly trace the tattooed letters of "Lex Talionis" on his back I knew that I would have to take last night one step further. I had told Mark that we wouldn't be more, but until Mark felt I was "okay" he would still give me his full attention.
Still rubbing Mark's back it occurred to me how I could do it. It wouldn't be hard at all and who knew? Maybe in the end it would even work out for us. Although in my mind any man after my brother would be settling. In the meantime, I thought as I continued to smile at Mark's adorable little noises, my brother deserved a proper good morning on his first full day in his new place.
"Hmmm." Mark sighed. "That feels nice."
Sliding up a little further I leaned my head over and, after kissing him on the neck, whispered;
"Good morning little brother, have a nice night last night?"
"Anytime I wake up with my hot sister it must have been a great night." He replied.
"Yeah, but this is a special morning Mark," I said. "Your first morning in your nice new place."
As I spoke I trailed my hand down his back and slid it under the covers.
"I know ," Mark began. "Isn't it... ohhh damn."
Mark moaned out as my hand reached down between his legs and started rubbing his balls. Mark let out a deep sigh as I kept playing and started kissing his back while sitting up enough that he could feel my hard left nipple also going across his back. I still had my leg draped over his and as I began to rock my hips back and forth I could feel my already wet pussy sliding along his thigh. Removing my hand from between my brother's legs I pulled at his shoulder;



"Why don't you roll over and let you nasty big sister really say good morning to you."
Mark didn't have to be told twice, rolling over onto his back and kicking the sheet off to expose his incredible cock, which was already standing at attention in anticipation of his big sister's very eager mouth. I sat up and, after first bending over to give Mark a long passionate kiss, put one of my hands over to the other side of him and began to slide my tits back and forth across his face, keeping them just low enough that my nipples would graze his outstretched tongue, but high enough that he couldn't get them in his mouth.
"Don't tease sis!" Mark groaned as he tried to put his head up and catch my right nipple.
"Oh trust me Mark, your big sister is no tease."
With that I turned around on the bed and, getting on my hands and knees, grabbed Mark's throbbing cock in my hand and started slowly stroking it. Mark gasped and a second later I did as well in surprised delight as Mark had immediately slipped two fingers into my sopping wet pussy. I groaned again as a moment later his thumb found my swollen clit and started gently rubbing it in slow circles.
"Oh, you are soooo good to your big sister." I moaned.
Well one good turn deserved another so with no further hesitation I lowered my head down and, taking Mark's dripping prick into my mouth, began with deliberate slowness to work its amazing length inch by inch down into my mouth.
"Oh goddamn that feels good!" Mark whispered as my mouth reached the base of his shaft.
Mark groaned loudly as keeping his cock buried in my hot mouth I reached around and once again started massaging his balls.
"Hmmm mmm." I encouraged as Mark started slowly pumping his hips up into my face.
Pulling my mouth off of his cock I told him;
"Go ahead little brother; fuck your nasty girl's throat."
With that I put my mouth over his cock and held it still. Taking his cue Mark started thrusting his hips higher and faster than he had been, causing his cock to slide in and out of my soft full lips and into my more than willing mouth. I let out a soft moan, as between the sensation of Mark's hard cock sliding down my throat and his thumb working my clit, it was quickly becoming a very good morning.
"Damn your pussy looks hot sis." Mark breathed out.
"Yeah little brother," I asked popping his cock back out of my mouth. "Then why don't you get a closer look!"
Sitting up with my back to Mark, I quickly swung my right leg across his chest so I was straddling him and, after sliding my wet pussy back across his stomach, worked my legs under his arms and, bending, let my weight go onto his chest so that my pussy was directly into his face. I let out a loud yelp of pleasure as Mark instantly plunged his tongue into my already slippery slit. Mark pumped his tongue in and out rapidly and I let out another moan, which was drowned out by his as I had grabbed his cock and started rapidly jerking it off.
I once again took Mark's huge prick into my mouth, but rather than letting him fuck my mouth again I began sucking him up and down, taking him all the way with each long slurp of my talented mouth. I moaned around his cock as Mark's tongue found my clit and started swirling around it. A moment later I pulled his cock out of my mouth and squealed as he pushed his tongue into my tight little ass.
"Oh look at you!" I exclaimed. "Oh you naughty boy, tonguing your sister's ass."
Mark's tongue dipped back to my clit, but as soon as it left my ass it was replaced with one of his fingers, causing me to let out a long groan as in that position his finger slid deep inside of the one spot I swore I would never let anything ever go. But just as I held my brother's complete trust, he had mine and I knew he would never go too far. Turning my head I began to suck his cock again, but this time I was neither playing nor teasing, this time I was going fast and hard, deep throating his huge cock then immediately slurping all the way back up to the tip.
My brother let out one of those adorable little whimpers as his big sister continued to blow him like it was a competition. In a way it was, as between his finger in my ass and his sucking my clit in and out of his mouth I could feel my thighs beginning to tremble and the first hint of an orgasm building deep in my loins. I started rocking my hips back and forth against my brother's face as I started to whimper around his cock, telling him I was getting close.
Mark's grabbed the back of my head and started pulling my face up and down by my hair while slamming his cock in and out of my throat. I squealed around his cock as him brutally fucking my face was getting me even closer to cumming. Taking my hand I started tickling Mark's balls lightly with my nails. I was rewarded with another of those cute little whimpers and Mark began gasping with each thrust into his big sister's mouth. Mark's hand left the back of my head and, after sliding it between our bodies, found my left nipple and immediately gave it a hard twist.
I went off like a rocket; squealing loudly around Mark's cock and bucking my hips wildly back into his face as wave after wave of intense pleasure flowed through my body. Making it even better was, at my first squeal my brother's cock erupted, sending a huge load of hot cum shooting into his nasty sister's mouth. Mark's cock continued to twitch, sending spurt after spurt of sticky cum into my mouth, there was so much that I could feel some of it drooling out of the corners of my mouth and down his shaft.
Mark moaned loudly as being the good big sister that I was I slurped down the length of his cock, cleaning up every last drop of his delicious cum. I wasn't the only one that had gotten a mouthful either as with one final gasp and spasm of my hips I felt my pussy gush into my brother's face. Mark moaned again and, as I had done, I could feel his tongue flicking around my pussy, lapping up his big sister's sweet nectar.
I removed Mark's dripping cock from my mouth and, with a loud sigh, let my head rest on his sweaty thigh. Mark gently slid his finger from my ass and, after giving it a playful slap that got a surprised yelp from me, let his own body relax, slumping back into the bed. I was still lying on top of him and I could feel the beating if his heart against my stomach. With a groan I rolled off of him and somehow found the strength to sit up and look at him.
"I repeat," I said smiling. "Good morning little brother!"
"Damn." Mark said, his eyes closed.
We were silent for a couple of minutes and I wondered if he wanted to go back to sleep when his eyes popped open and with a big smile he looked at me and said;
"You know sis, we have one more thing to break in."
"What?" I asked.
Mark's answer was to roll out of bed and before I could react, lean over and, grabbing me around the shoulders and under my knees, swung me up into his strong arms as if I were weightless. I laughed like a little kid and as always Mark flashed me that beautiful little kid smile of his own and said;
"I love that laugh sis."
And I love you I thought to myself, but managed another smile and finished our little ritual;
"And I love that smile Mark."
Mark winked at me then carried me into the bathroom. Of course, I thought happily; the shower. The shower in the bathroom wasn't big, not much more than a stand up, but that was fine with us. The shower had always been my all time favorite and to me, the closer I was to my brother's wet soapy flesh the better. We stayed and played for well over a half hour; taking turns soaping and rinsing each other off and taking our time shampooing the other's hair.
Of course what would be the point of getting clean together if we didn't end up getting dirty again? When Mark had finished rinsing my hair I dropped to my knees and, taking his wet and already hard cock into my mouth, took my time sucking him in nice and slow as his hands ran through my long wet hair. Mark's hands left my hair to reach down and start gently toying with my nipples. I moaned around his cock then, unable to wait anymore, stood up and, turning around, and placing my hands against the tiled wall, pointed my ass at Mark.
Mark stepped right up to me and, after grabbing my hips, angled his huge dick up and into my squeaky clean pussy. We both let out soft moans as Mark started slowly pumping himself in and out of my pussy, which was now wet from much more than just the water. I closed my eyes and sighed in pleasure, the hot water, the steam and of course my brother's incredible cock pounding into me, could it get any better than this? It could be all the time, was the thought that came to mind, but I quickly pushed it away. Looking over my shoulder I told Mark;
"Come on little brother! I'm not going to break, go ahead and fuck your big sister, give it to her the way you know she wants it!"
Mark gave me a nasty little smirk and, squeezing my hips tightly, reared back and began slamming the shit out of me. I cried out as Mark drove his massive cock into my tight little pussy, then moaned in pleasure as, letting go of my left hip, Mark's hand reached down and around to find my clit.
"Oh yeah! Oh little brother that is sooo nice!"
Mark's response was to somehow find a way to start fucking me even harder, his thumb blurred across my clit moving faster and faster to match the rhythm of his hips. I moaned and leaned further against the wall as I could feel my legs start to shake. Mark took his other hand from my hip and, with no warning, shoved a finger into my ass. That sent me over the edge, with a wail that echoed throughout the small shower, I began slamming my hips back into Mark's cock as my second orgasm of the morning poured through me.
As my pussy contracted around it, my brother's cock suddenly exploded, sending a river of hot cum deep up inside of me. I groaned and squealed as I bucked my hips and my legs threatened to give. All the while my brother continued to paint the inside of his sister's pussy with an enormous amount of cum. With a long shuddering moan Mark emptied the last of his cum into me and pulled out to lean against the shower wall.
With an effort I stood straight up and also leaned against the wall. Mark shut the water off and, stepping out, wrapped himself in a towel, then held one out for me. With a laugh I stepped into it and let him wrap it around me. Once he had wrapped me, Mark's arms stayed around my waist holding me from behind. Leaning in he kissed my neck and whispered in my ear;
"I'll never forget this sis, our first time here."
I put my head down and nodded so he wouldn't see me tear up.
A few minutes later we were sitting in his living room, I was on the couch dressed in a pair of jeans and a red sox t-shirt and Mark was sitting across from me in the armchair wearing just a pair of jeans. We were both smoking, sharing the ashtray on the coffee table and, as Mark took a long drag and sat back, I shook my head at how fucking sexy my brother was. His muscular chest and perfect six pack stomach, never mind those arms.
"So you want to go to breakfast?" He asked.
"Sure," I told him leaning forward to put out the cigarette. "But let me pay okay? I can't imagine what last night cost."
"No that's okay sis I..." Mark paused and picking up his wallet off the table looked in it. Grinning he said; "Okay maybe breakfast will be on you."
I laughed then Mark asked;
"So what do you want to do tonight?"
"Tonight?" I asked. "Aren't you working?"
Mark smiled.
"No that was the last of my surprise, I took tonight off and Mitch's is closed tomorrow. I cleared the whole weekend for us sis."
For us I thought. Leaning forward I picked up the pack and quickly lit another cigarette, what I wished I was picking up was a drink. The fact that there was a fully loaded bar downstairs had already occurred to me, but I would never ask my brother to do that. As I looked at Mark I realized that there could be no more stalling, I would have to act now.
"Well you know Mark I made plans for tonight."
"You did?"
"Yeah," I nodded. "I'm going to go out with Tommy tonight. We're going to go to dinner and from there..." I smirked. "Well hey who knows, he is pretty cute."
"Tommy?" Mark asked. "I thought you didn't want to, I mean you went out a few weeks ago and said..." "Yeah I know Mark." I began, hoping I would sound convincing. "But I was going through a tough time and wasn't sure." I smiled at him. "But someone helped me out with that and I feel much better about things now."
"You do?"
"I do Mark," I continued the lie. "And you know what Mark? Tommy's a nice guy, he's cute, he's sweet and he really seems like he likes me."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah Mark and best thing is, he's really laid back. I mean you know my problems and Tommy's not a grabby little kid or a macho jerk like Jack. When we went out he held my hand and gave me a kiss good night and that was it, no groping, no how about my place, he was sweet."
"Okay sis." Mark said although I could see he was disappointed. "If that's what you want then I don't want to stop you, I just wish I'd known, I wouldn't have taken the night off." He stopped then asked;
"You're sure your okay though? I mean. you kept saying you were getting really bad with guys."
"I'll be okay Mark." I said smiling reassuringly at him. "Besides like I said, Tommy's really nice, I don't think he'd ever be pushy with me."
At that I got up and, going over, sat on his lap.
"Better not be," Mark said as he put his arm around my waist. "I heard your little brother's pretty protective."
"No Mark," I said laughing. "The word on the street about you is you're fucking crazy, get it straight."
"Oh." Mark said doing his best to look offended. "That's not nice."
I laughed again, amazed at how good I was doing with this. Maybe I was doing the right thing after all. I wrapped my arm around Mark's shoulders and, after kissing his cheek, went for the other half of my plan.
"You know Mark," I began, swinging my legs all the way onto his lap and gently caressing his chest with my fingernails. "What you could do tonight is invite a certain smoking hot little redheaded bartender up here after she gets off."
"Cynthia?" Mark asked.
"Why not Mark? She's sweet, she's hot, and little brother?" I smiled at him. "She has wanted you for months."
"I don't know Meg..."
"Oh come on Mark, you haven't been with anyone since Krissy, well besides me anyways, so go for it." I shrugged.
"I mean you had your big sister in your new bed first, as it should be. But now you tell Cynthia that you're all moved in and ready for a little house warming party." I leaned over and whispered in his ear;
"She wants you bad Mark, she's told me, used to ask me to talk to you for her." I playfully nibbled his ear then added; "She'll do anything for you little brother, anything."
Mark nodded then began to smile.
"Cyn, is hot isn't she?"
"Oooh," I cooed. "Cyn, that's sexy Mark I like it." I grinned.
"You know she doesn't let anyone else call her that right?"
Mark's smile broadened and I continued.
"Tell you what little brother, it'll be like when you were with Krissy and I had someone, I'll have some fun with Tommy, you get a hell of a night with your hot little bartender, and how about I come over Monday to help you unpack and I'll spend the night?"
"Yeah?" Mark asked. "You'll come over again?"
"Of course!" I kissed him quickly on the lips. "Mark I am going to love staying over here! I promise I'll come over a couple of nights a week okay? We just can't all the time little brother, just like when we started." I paused. "No one can catch us up here, but we don't want to look to funny either Mark. I mean Tommy and Cynthia have been on us for awhile and we just keep pretending there's someone else, we need to watch out that's all."
"I guess you're right." Mark said nodding. Then looking at me said. "I'm sure Cyn will be fun, but you're always going to be my favorite sis." Before I could respond Mark gave me a long lingering kiss, during which every part of me wanted to call this whole thing off, to stay in his arms and tell him it's where I belonged. When the kiss finished however I simply looked at him and, smiling, said;
"That's right little brother, your big sister is the best pussy you'll ever have and don't you ever forget it."
For breakfast I took Mark out to T's which, although crowded, was worth the wait as it was a special place for the two of us. When my parents had first begun to talk to the social worker about Mark coming to live with us, we would pick him up at the group home for short visits. The first time had been a Saturday morning and we had come here, my parents had surprised me by getting their own table, letting us sit alone and get "reacquainted" as Mom had put it.
Since then I liked to come here with him once in awhile, as a reminder of our reunion. Like this morning breakfast was bittersweet; Mark was now excited about his upcoming night with Cynthia, and spent a good part of the meal talking about her and how sexy she was and how he couldn't wait to see what she'd be like. This was the sweet part I suppose, as he was showing no remorse over not spending tonight with his big sister. The bitter? Well that he wasn't sad about not being with me! I kept repeating the mantra of "it was what was best for us", but it was getting real old real quick.
I have to say I felt a sense of relief when Mark dropped me off back at home. I had asked him where he was going and he said the gym, and then added with a big smile back to "his place". I smiled and once again told him how proud I was of him. I was, however, glad he wasn't coming in, as at least with him gone for the day I could try to clear my head and stop feeling sorry for myself. On that note the first thing I did once I was home was go upstairs and call Tommy.
I didn't get an answer at his apartment so I tried his pager. Tommy called me back within five minutes and I asked him if his offer of anytime was still good. I have to say the genuine excitement in Tommy's voice as he told me that he would be thrilled to take me out did make me feel good. Tommy told me that it was good timing because he had just gotten invited to a great party on the east side and it didn't start until nine. so there was plenty of time for dinner.
I asked him to pick me up around seven and hung up feeling a little better about things. Maybe this really would be good for me; I had meant what I said to Mark, Tommy was really sweet and very laid back, which is what I needed. Not only that but at this point Tommy had been coming around for a couple of months and although we'd only gone out on one official date he had spent a lot of time at Mitch's with me, just drinking and talking.
One night I had been pretty down and had somehow gotten into talking about my past, not in graphic detail but enough that Tommy had a good idea of what I had gone through. He was sympathetic, and had made the comment that if I was ever to give him a chance then all "that stuff" as he put it, would be up to me. As far as he was concerned he liked me for me and anything else could wait.
That had made me feel really good, and had I not been in the middle of fantasizing about my brother being my boyfriend it might have gotten Tommy a piece of this nasty girl right then and there, as hearing a guy tell me I would be in charge had sent an immediate surge through my pussy. After all the only issue I had with sex with anyone besides my brother was wondering when I would get nervous or scared, if I was truly the one calling the shots so to speak, neither of those things could happen.
After I talked to Tommy I went downstairs and ran into Mom and Dad in the parlor. Mom immediately asked about last night and of course I had to go into more lies. Running into Ginny last night had taken away the simple story of a double date, so I told them that we were supposed to meet Mark's girlfriend and her friend at Donatello's, but when we got there the maître'd had a message that there was a problem and they couldn't make it. Mark and I were already there so we had dinner and had some fun dancing.



Mom had immediately turned to my father and said wasn't that nice her kids had gotten to Donatello's before she had. In order to stave off that impending argument I did tell mom that I had found out that Mark's mystery girl was Cynthia, and that Mark hadn't wanted anyone to know right away because he didn't want people to think he had been seeing her while he was still with Krissy. Mom had shaken her head and said that she would have never have thought that; Mark loved Krissy too much too ever cheat on her with another girl. In my mind I added unless that girl was his big sister. My father's sole contribution to the conversation was;
"I knew she'd be hot."
I was on my way out of the room when dad asked the inevitable question of where I was last night. Rolling my eyes at having to tell yet another lie, I told him that Mark and I had gotten back down to this end late and had gone to Mitch's for a drink. Betty was there and Cynthia had ended up working, seeing as she couldn't make it up to the restaurant, so I decided to stay at Betty's rather than have Mark take me home before going to Cynthia's. Dad had rolled his eyes and said he wished I wouldn't hang around with her, at which point I shrugged and walked away wondering if he'd rather know that I had spent last night in my brother's bed sucking his cock. Megan, I thought as I went upstairs, you really are a sick puppy.
Tommy arrived right at seven and came to the door. I tried to rush him out but he insisted on coming in and meeting Mom and Dad. Mom of course was thrilled and I have to say that even Dad didn't seem to see anything in Tommy to warrant one of his smartass remarks. Tommy was even smart enough to wait until we had gotten in his car to tell me how damn hot I looked. I was wearing a short black skirt and red blouse that at the moment was unbuttoned to reveal the lacey black tank top underneath.
I gave Tommy a kiss and with a wink told him the blouse was only for dinner, it would come off for the party. Tommy smiled and nodded and I found myself once again thinking how sweet he was. I have no doubt that Jack, or most guys in general, would have come out with "and what else is coming off". Enjoying the fact that he didn't, I leaned over and whispered in his ear that if he was lucky maybe more would come off back at his place.
To my absolute delight Tommy blushed and said that he had been thinking about me for a long time now and it wasn't nice to tease. With a wink I gave him my best crooked smile and asked;
"Who says I'm teasing?"
Dinner was excellent. The two of us chatted away completely comfortable with each other. Tommy talked about the courses he would be taking come the fall and how his father was talking about letting him start to work in the office part time to begin learning the ropes. As he talked I had the depressing feeling that, like Mark, here was someone else who just seemed to have their shit together and I was a mess. I quickly put those feelings behind me, determined to have a good night, hell my brother was going to so why shouldn't I? I have to admit that the three glasses of wine I'd had went a long way towards keeping my spirits high.
After dinner I asked Tommy if we could stop at Mitch's. Tommy asked why I would want to; we went there all the time. We had stopped at a red light and leaning over I gently kissed his lips then turning his head, not only kissed his neck but gave it a playful lick before whispering in his ear;
"Please baby? I'll be ever so grateful."
Tommy turned to look at me and before he could speak I flashed him another huge smile and batting my eyes repeated;
"Please?"
Tommy looked at me and, sighing, said;
"You know I may regret saying this, but Megan, with that smile you can get anything you want."
"Oooo," I cooed and, once again leaning into his ear, said;
"And with answers like that you might just get anything you want baby."
The reason I wanted to go to Mitch's, well besides the fact that maybe I was a born masochist, was that I wanted to make sure my brother hadn't gotten cold feet and had said something to Cynthia. When we got there Mark was indeed there, but was playing pool with a couple of the bikers and didn't see Tommy and I come in. Going over to the bar I waved Cynthia over. As she approached I shook my head at what my brother would hopefully be unwrapping later; Cynthia was wearing a one piece black sundress that was so short that I don't think she could even sit down in it, and that her tits were all but falling out of. Capping this off was a pair of knee high four inch stiletto heeled boots that something told me my brother would be more than happy to let her leave on.
"Hey Megan," She said coming over. As she reached me she looked over at Tommy, who had stopped a couple of feet from the bar to talk to someone he knew. "Wow, you're finally giving him a chance?"
"Yeah," I answered. "I guess he's paid his dues." With a wink I added;
"Maybe I'll even take him for a test drive."
Cynthia laughed and asked what I wanted to drink.
"Nothing, hon." I told her. Then leaning over asked quietly;
"Actually Cynthia I came by to be nosy. I was just wondering if..." I gave her a mischievous smile. "A certain very sexy bartender had received a chance of her own tonight."
Cynthia gave me a huge smile that told me that Mark had indeed followed through.
"Well," She said smirking. "A certain other sexy bartender may have mentioned something about wanting to celebrate his new place."
I laughed and nodded.
"Good," Then shrugging said. "Not much of a first date, but hey."
"Are you kidding?" Cynthia asked. "Megan I've wanted your brother for so long I'd settle for hey ho, let's go."
I laughed again.
"Yeah well that's what I've been telling him hon, you've been interested for awhile so he should make a move because there's a lot of guys who wouldn't mind the chance."
"Thanks Megan." Cynthia said. "For putting a word in for me."
Cynthia started to turn but I grabbed her arm and as she turned to me said quietly;
"You can thank me by being good to my brother Cynthia." I paused to nod in the direction of the pool table where Mark, still with his back to us, was making a show of spinning the pool stick like it was a staff. "Mark really is a lot sweeter than he lets on."
Cynthia put her hand over mine and giving me a knowing smile said;
"Trust me Megan I know he is. The guy spends his nights off down here studying so I'm not here alone with these idiots." She leaned over and, speaking almost directly in my ear, added; "I really like Mark, Megan, and not because he's hot, but because he is sweet underneath all that bullshit he slings. So don't worry, I'll take good care of your brother."
"Thanks Cynthia." I told her.
Cynthia gave me a wink then went down the other end to wait on someone. Once again that wave of mixed emotions came over me. Well it was too late now; Mark had followed his big sister's advice and set himself up for not just a nice night, but maybe a lot more than that. I was mercifully drawn out of those thoughts by Tommy coming up behind me and, after slipping his arms around my waist, whispered in my ear;
"Hey hot stuff, you ready to go have a good time?"
Turning in his arms I wrapped my own around his neck and after giving him a long kiss told him;
"Baby I am sooo ready for a good time."
The party turned out to be more than a good time; it was exactly what I needed. We arrived around nine thirty and the second we walked in, one of Tommy's friends came over with a tray of shot glasses full of tequila, and within minutes I was standing in the middle of a crowd of people with a beer in one hand and a joint in the other. I have no idea who was actually hosting the party, but the house was huge and the party wasn't just upstairs but in the basement as well.
Tommy seemed to know everyone there, and once again demonstrating how sweet he was, asked me if he could introduce me as his girlfriend. I was feeling better than good by that point and told him of course, after all I was wasn't I? Tommy flashed me one of his own big smiles that were so much like my own in the sense that you couldn't see it and not want to smile back. Taking me by the hand Tommy brought me around to meet a bunch of his friends and then introduced me to his older sister Michelle, who was more than thrilled to meet me as apparently Tommy had been talking about me for awhile now.
The night became a blur as between the shots, the beer, and the pot I was getting beyond buzzed. Tommy took me downstairs where the entire finished basement had been cleared out and people were dancing. Taking him by the hand I pulled him out into the middle of the floor and started putting on a show worthy of Cynthia at Mitch's, grinding my ass into Tommy and spinning around wildly, letting my hair fly and flipping up my skirt to give Tommy, as well as any other guy watching, a good look at my lacey black panties.
After a few dances I started to get dizzy and sat down on a small couch in the corner. Tommy had gone upstairs to get us a couple more beers and as I sat I looked up and saw that it was eleven forty five. Mitch's closed at eleven which meant that Mark and Cynthia were already upstairs. Closing my eyes against the spinning of the room, my mind was flooded with images, a play by play of what my brother would be doing. I envisioned Cynthia down on her knees in front of my brother sucking the cock that she had waited months to get a taste of. I saw Mark returning the favor, lying between Cynthia's tanned thighs, her legs, still in her fuck me boots, draped over his shoulders.
Tommy came back and not only brought beer, but also another joint. If he had asked me a few minutes ago if I'd wanted more I would have said no, but after picturing Mark with Cynthia, I wasn't going to say no to anything that would make me feel better. Unfortunately now that those thoughts had started they were hard to stop. At twelve fifteen I had the vivid image of Cynthia riding Mark, her huge tits hanging in his face and by twelve thirty Mark was fucking her doggy style.
Finally at around one Tommy asked me if I was ready to go home. We were sitting on a small couch upstairs at the time and, as I looked at him, I realized that the last thing I wanted was to spend tonight alone knowing that my brother wasn't. I was drunk, high as a kite and ready to try to move past the thought of Mark being mine and mine alone. Looking at Tommy I smiled and, leaning over so he would get a good view of my tits down my skimpy tank top, asked;
"And is that where you really want to take me Tommy?"
"Well no I guess not." He laughed.
"Well then let's go back to your place," I told him and with a wink added; "I'm all yours baby."
Tommy took me by the hand and we left with him barely saying goodbye to any of his friends. We got into his car and, as we drove down the highway, I saw the exit for Mitch's coming up and asked if we could go by there again.
"But they close at eleven Megan." He told me.
"I know." I told him. "I just want to see something, it'll only take a minute."
Tommy rolled his now bloodshot eyes at me, but I leaned over and giving his cock a quick squeeze through his pants said;
"Please baby? I'll make it up to you, I promise." After I said that I opened my mouth and slowly licked my lips.
Tommy cut across the highway just in time to make the exit and, after driving a couple of block, Mitch's came up on our right.
"See?" Tommy said. "They're closed."
"Drive around back for a sec." I told him.
Tommy shrugged and, turning the corner, came around to the small parking lot behind the bar. Mark's Lesabre was there and parked next to it was Cynthia's little red mazda.
"Why are they still here?" Tommy asked.
"Mark moved in upstairs this weekend." I said quietly.
"Oh." Tommy said then laughing continued. "Well I guess Cynthia wanted to help him break the place in huh?" He shook his head. "I always knew they were hooking up."
"No," I said. "Tonight's their first night together."
Tommy said something else but I was no longer listening. Looking up at the window that I knew was Mark's bedroom I could see the flickering of candlelight. I closed my eyes and had the final image of their evening in my mind; Mark lying on his back sleeping peacefully and Cynthia cuddled up next to him, a satisfied smile on her face as she lied with the man that she had wanted for months. I opened my eyes and looking at Tommy gave him what I hoped was a sincere smile and said.
"Come on Tommy, it's time to take your girlfriend back to your place."
Tommy smiled and kissed me on the cheek. As he pulled away I took one last look at Mark's bedroom window and felt an odd sense of satisfaction;
I had set my brother free.
We arrived at Tommy's place in East Providence a few minutes later. As soon as we entered the apartment and he had turned on the lights I went and stood over near the couch. Tommy came over and went to sit but I stopped him by wrapping my arms around his shoulders and kissing him long and hard. Tommy moaned as I slipped my tongue into his mouth and his hands started sliding up and down my sides. Reaching down I caught his wrists and, pulling down, put his hands on the backs of my thighs.
Taking the hint Tommy slid his hands up under my skirt and gave my ass a good hard squeeze. I sighed and, turning my head from his lips, tilted it to the side. Tommy began to kiss and suck on the soft creamy skin of my neck and shoulders as his hands continued to fondle my ass. Stepping back from him I smiled and lifted my arms over my head.
Tommy grabbed the bottom of my tank top and pulled it over my head. The party had been hot and I'd had my hair pulled back in a ponytail, once Tommy had removed my shirt I reached up and, pulling out the clip, shook my hair out, letting it fall down over my shoulders and back. Tommy went to put his arms around me again, but I gave him a playful push that sent him down onto the couch and, as he watched his blue eyes wide with anticipation, I reached back and unhooked my bra.
I let the bra fall to the floor and, after letting Tommy get a good look at my perfect little titties, turned my back to him and, once again reaching back, unzipped my skirt and let that hit the floor as well.
"I...I didn't know you had another tattoo." Tommy whispered referring to my Baphomet tramp stamp.
"Is that all you're looking at Tommy?" I asked.
With that I hooked my thumbs into the sides of my panties and very slowly worked them down my legs, when I had them down as far as my arms could reach I bent over to slide them off the rest of the way, which not only gave Tommy a great view of my ass, but of my pretty little pink pussy peeking out from between my thighs.
"Oh goddamn." Tommy whispered.
Standing up I put my arms over my head and turned in a slow circle to face him. Taking my hands I cupped my tits, my hard pink nipples pointing straight ahead and asked;
"Like what you see baby?"
"Jesus, you're hot Megan."
Tommy made to stand up, but I pushed him back again and getting down on my knees in front of him began to unbutton his shirt. Tommy was already breathing hard and let out a loud groan as I opened his shirt and my tongue found his left nipple. He groaned again, even louder, as while still tonguing his nipple, I reached down and unzipping his pants started tugging at his underwear.
Tommy lifted his hips to allow me to pull them down and let his hard cock spring free. Removing my mouth from his nipple I looked down and, grabbing Tommy's cock, gave it a good hard squeeze, causing some precum to ooze out of the tip as well as getting another moan from him.
"Ohhh," I sighed. "Someone is very happy to see me."
I started slowly pumping his cock and leaning forward and starting at his right nipple I began to slowly trail my tongue down his chest and stomach.
"Oh Megan, that feels ohhh..."
Tommy trailed off with a moan as my tongue teasingly flicked across the head of his dripping prick. Tommy had a nice cock, maybe even above average, but having spent the last year fucking my almost freakishly endowed brother; it took nothing to deep throat it, which I did a moment later, getting another loud moan from Tommy.
"Oh damn Megan," He began. "You don't have..."
I pulled his cock from my mouth and, looking up at him, smiled and said;
"I told you I would make it up to you baby."
Whatever Tommy was going to say was cut off by another moan of pleasure as I once again took his cock into my mouth and in one smooth motion sucked him down right to the base of his shaft. Holding it there I slowly shook my head back and forth, swirling my tongue around his shaft as I did. I felt Tommy's hand begin to run through my hair and began to bob my head in a slow steady rhythm. In addition to my mouth I still had my hand around his cock and was using it to jerk him off as I continued to blow him. In what seemed like no time Tommy's breathing picked up and his hips started moving in rhythm to my sucking.
I started sucking faster and harder and, as I felt Tommy's legs begin to tremble, reached up with my left hand and began to rub his balls.
"Oh shit Megan," Tommy exclaimed. "I'm going to oh, oh goddamn!"
I don't know if Tommy was trying to tell me he was going to cum in case I didn't want it in my mouth, but if so he had nothing to worry about, as when his cock exploded in my mouth I let out a moan of my own at how good his hot cum felt spraying into my mouth. As I continued to suck Tommy's spurting cock, the thought occurred to me that I had started the day with my brother shooting off in my mouth and here I was sucking off another man, oh Megan you are a nasty girl!
When with a soft whimper Tommy slumped back into the couch I gave his cock one more good hard suck, then pulling it from my mouth, stood up and extending my hand to Tommy said;
"Now that we took the edge off, how about you show me your bedroom, lover?"
"Damn," Tommy gasped in between breaths. "You don't waste time do you?"
As Tommy stood I kissed him and said;
"I already wasted enough time; we should have done this a long time ago. Now lead the way." Tommy kicked his pants off from around his ankles and led me by the hand into his bedroom, where bringing me to the edge of his bed, it was his turn to give me a push, causing me to fall back. Not needing any further encouragement I slid all the way up the bed and, enjoying the look of desire on Tommy's face, slowly spread my legs open for him.
"Come on in baby," I told him laughing. "The water's just fine!"
With that adorable big smile of his Tommy crawled up onto the bed between my legs until he was over me and, after kissing his way down the side of my neck, eagerly sucked my right nipple into his mouth.
"Oh, yeah." I told him. "Oh that's nice, that's ohhh, that's even better!" I exclaimed as, finding my pussy with his hand, he gently slid a finger inside.
I laid there moaning as while continuing to suck on my nipple, he added his thumb to my swollen clit, and started rubbing it in slow circles. Tommy switched to my other nipple then, removing his mouth from it, let his tongue begin to slowly wander down my soft stomach on its way down to my hot little pussy. When his tongue came to within inches of my pussy Tommy moved his head and started kissing first my right thigh then my left. I moaned and pumped my hips telling him where I wanted that tongue. Tommy slid down onto his stomach and, after removing his thumb from my clit, gently spread the lips of my pussy with his fingers and lightly blew on my clit.
"Oh baby, please don't tease!" I moaned.
Tommy blew on it one more time then taking my clit and squeezing it lightly between two fingers began to quickly swirl his tongue around it.



"Oh yeah," I groaned. "That is soooo nice!"
Tommy was as laid back in bed as he was with everything else, taking his time and proving to be an excellent lover. I found myself lying back, sighing in pleasure as he slowly licked, fingered, and teased my tender clit. Several times he brought me to the edge, and then, feeling me getting close, backed off. Normally that would have driven me crazy, but the alcohol and pot had me feeling pretty damn mellow and I just lied there loving it. Finally Tommy sped his tongue up and right when I was on the edge again, slid two fingers into my pussy and began to rapidly pump them in and out of what at this point was my sopping wet pussy.
"Oh yes!" I exclaimed. "Oh right there! Oh don't stop please don't ohhh..."
I arched my back and, throwing my head back, let out a long loud squeal as the orgasm that had been on hold for that last half hour finally slammed into me. I grabbed Tommy's hair and held his head against my pussy as my hips thrashed wildly in his face. Tommy didn't seem to mind as I could still feel his tongue caressing my incredibly sensitive clit and his fingers were still pumping in and out of my pussy.
I let out one more long shuddering moan and collapsed panting onto the bed.
"Damn I came hard!" I gasped out.
"I guess so," Tommy laughed as he sat up between my legs.
I lifted my head up from the pillow to see Tommy's cock was once again standing at attention and whispered;
"Well baby, you ready to come get what you've been waiting for?"
"Oh yeah," Tommy said once again positioning himself between my legs.
Tommy was poised directly over me and was just beginning to lower himself into my eager pussy when he stopped and said;
"Shit, hold on I need to get something."
I knew what he was taking about and before he could pull away I grabbed his shoulders and told him;
"Don't worry about that Tommy, we don't need one."
Tommy looked at me nervously
"You on something?"
I gave him what was probably a bit of a sad smile and whispered;
"Let's just say I don't ever have to worry about that."
Tommy hesitated and, pulling him down to me, I kissed him and said in his ear;
"Come on baby, I want to feel you inside, I... oh yes!"
I moaned in pleasure as with one gentle push Tommy slowly entered my willing flesh. Tommy moaned as well as he started to slowly pump his cock in and out of my needy little pussy. Once again I sighed contentedly as, wrapping my long legs around his waist, I pulled him down into a long passionate kiss. Tommy moved slowly and gently, using long smooth thrusts that felt amazing, but after a few minutes I began to get antsy.
I'm sure this is what people referred to as making love, but to me you would have to truly love someone to want that. More importantly I have no doubt Mark had wanted to be like this to me last night and I wouldn't let him, it wouldn't be right to let Tommy have something that I wouldn't give to my brother.
Putting my hands on Tommy's chest I pushed up and said;
"Get back on your knees."
Tommy looked at me then shrugging did as I asked. Taking my legs I put them up on his shoulders then looking at him told him;
"Now lean in and fuck me baby."
"Lean?"
"Yeah baby just bend my legs back and give it to me Tommy. I need it bad, we can go nice some other time."
Tommy smiled at me;
"Damn you aren't shy at all, are you?"
My reply was a loud yelp as, once he had finished speaking Tommy lunged forward, bending my legs back and slamming his nice hard cock deep into my pussy.
"Oh fuck yeah!" I cried out as my ass came off the bed and my ankles were all but pushed behind my ears.
"Oh damn that feels good!" Tommy exclaimed as he began fucking me faster and harder.
Once again my answer was to let out a loud yelp as, now completely caught up in it, Tommy started slamming the shit out of my tight little pussy. I let my head fall back onto the pillow as I continued to let out a series of moans and whimpers as Tommy began to fuck me even faster. I wasn't the only one moaning either as Tommy began punctuating each thrust with one of his own. Apparently in addition to not being hung nearly as well, Tommy also had nowhere near my brother's control as I could already see in his face he was getting ready to cum again.
"That's right baby!" I encouraged him. "Give it to me, all of it! I want to feel ohhh yeah."
With a loud cry of his own Tommy came hard, spraying the walls of my pussy with his hot cum and becoming the only man besides my brother to ever cum inside me. On that note I added morbidly; at least willingly as Frank had done it constantly to me. I blinked that thought away as Tommy gasped giving me several more hard thrusts, each ending in another spurt of cum entering my already soaking wet pussy.
"Damn." I said dropping my legs from his shoulders. "I needed that."
"Yeah, that was unbelievable." Tommy agreed as he all but fell onto the bed next to me.
We were silent for a couple of minutes before Tommy asked;
"You tired Megan?"
"Oh yeah," I told him. I really was, but whether I could sleep or not would be another story.
"Yeah me too." He said.
Leaning forward Tommy grabbed the sheet and pulled it up to us. I rolled over to one side of the bed onto my side and closed my eyes. A moment later Tommy said;
"Hey Megan why are you way over there?"
I turned over to see Tommy lying on his back looking at me. As I watched he smiled and extended his arm to me. I smiled back and rolled over until I ended up on my side next to him with my head nestled on his chest. Tommy put his arm around my shoulders and, after kissing me sweetly on my forehead, said;
"Goodnight beautiful."
"Sweet..." I started, then picturing Mark couldn't finish. "Goodnight Tommy." Feeling bad I added; "Tonight was incredible."
"First of many I hope." Tommy replied.
I didn't answer and within a few minutes I felt his breathing change and knew he was asleep. I closed my eyes thinking I should be happy. Tonight really had been great, dinner was nice, a fun party, the kind that Tommy went to all the time, and even the sex had been pretty damn good. Hell I was even cuddling up nice and close to him, and yet all I could think of was that this was exactly how I had pictured Mark lying with Cynthia.
Despite his bad ass nature I knew Mark, like myself, sought this kind of closeness. He'd had it with Krissy and of course the two of us had enjoyed lying together even before we became lovers, so I had no doubt he would let hot little Cynthia cuddle right on up to him. As I lied there all I could see in my mind was Cynthia resting against my brother, smiling contentedly. Lying where I should be, where I wanted to be.
I woke up lying in the same position I had fallen asleep in, my head on Tommy's chest. My head was pounding and my eyes were stinging the second I opened them. The clock on the nightstand said nine and I groaned to myself, it was way too early to be awake after a night like last night. I closed my eyes again and to my dismay was instantly assaulted by the vision of Mark, being awake this early like he always was, rolling over and starting his morning inside Cynthia's more than willing pussy.
I pushed that thought from my mind and was just drifting off again, when the sound of the phone ringing two feet from my head caused me to all but fall out of the bed.
"Shit!!" Tommy exclaimed as he sat up quickly then immediately grabbed the sides of his head.
The phone rang again causing us both to wince and Tommy quickly grabbed it.
"Yeah?" He panted into it. "Who is this?"
I sat there still waiting for my heart to stop racing and watched as Tommy listened and he became excited;
"Oh hey Paul! Sorry man, it was a hell of a night last night and I wasn't awake yet." He listened again and then sounded even more excited;
"Are you kidding? That's great man I thought you'd dried up, I mean it's been weeks! So same as before? Yeah I can do that, where are you?" Tommy looked over at me and winked then spoke into the phone again.
"You're on the corner? Okay I'll come right down. No I'll come down, I have company so I want to make it quick, we'll catch up next time. Okay give me a minute."
Tommy hung up and jumping out of bed quickly slipped on a pair of jeans and tossed on a t-shirt.
"Everything okay Tommy?" I asked.
"Everything's great" He said smiling at me. "I just have to run downstairs, a friend of mine's dropping something off."
"Oh," I said then shrugged. "If you want him to come up I'll just get dressed."
Tommy turned and leaning over kissed me.
"I waited a long time to have you in my bed Megan, you aren't going anywhere."
"Well when you put it that way." I said laughing.
"I'll be right back."
Tommy stopped and removed an envelope from his bureau drawer. Before he left the bedroom he turned and, shaking his head, said;
"Damn you look good in my bed!"
I smiled and sitting back against the pillows closed my eyes to see if I could drift off again. Tommy hadn't been kidding about being quick as it was less than two minutes later when I heard him come back into the apartment. A moment later he appeared in the doorway holding a brown paper bag.
"What's that." I asked.
"You'll see." He said.
Tommy sat on the edge of the bed and as I watched removed a small mirror and a razor blade from the night stand drawer. I felt a twinge in my stomach as I began to realize what was in the bag. Sure enough Tommy reached in and, pulling out a small white packet, emptied it onto the mirror and with a practiced skill began chopping it into thin lines with the razor blade. In the back of my mind I heard my brother's voice from months ago;
"Watch out for Tommy, he deals."
"Coke." I said softly.
"Yeah." Tommy said, excitedly as removing a twenty dollar bill from the drawer he began to roll it up into a tube. "I haven't been able to score any since my regular guy moved to New York."
Finished rolling up the dollar Tommy picked the mirror up and looked at me.
"Ever try it?"
I shook my head.
"Oh well you have to then, it's..." Tommy shrugged. "I can't even describe how it makes you feel. It makes everything better"
"Yeah?" I asked, my stomach was turning and I could hear my brother's voice telling me to get the hell out of there.
"Oh yeah." Tommy said then smirking said; "Tell you what you've never had sex until you've done it on this shit."
With that Tommy put the dollar to one of the lines and quickly sniffed it up. Tommy closed his eyes then throwing back his head exclaimed;
"Damn that's good shit!"
He looked at me, he was smiling broadly and his blue eyes looked as if they were lit from within. He shook his head and let out a low whistle;
"Really good!" With that he held the mirror and dollar out to me. "Wanna give it a shot?"
I stared at it ready to say no. I had gotten in enough trouble already just from drinking. Then again Tommy really had his shit together and he did it. I frowned wondering what Mark would think. On the heels of that thought was that image of Cynthia curled up with Mark in his bed both smiling and happy. I looked up at Tommy and shrugging said;
"Hey why not, if it feels good do it, right?"
This time I didn't put the journal down, instead I reared my arm back and hurled it across the room where it crashed into the closet door so hard the binding broke and it landed in two pieces. I put my head in my hands and did what I had done so many times in those entries, and that was to sob uncontrollably. That had been the crossroads; not my realizing that I couldn't have my brother, but giving up the next day, deciding that rather than even try to fight it, as I had been, that I would just let that melancholy despair that had been plaguing me for those last few months have its way with me.
That day would lead to a decade of hell. During those ten years, I would become homeless and destitute, selling my body on street corners and in the back rooms of strip clubs. I would steal from my parents as well as my brother. I repeatedly broke the hearts of the people who loved me, forcing my father to turn his back on me, and driving my mother to the brink of a nervous breakdown. Worst of all in the end my addiction had done the unthinkable and had driven my brother and I against each other, and not just arguing but physically hurting each other pushing Mark to...
"No! No! No!" I cried into my hands.
I would not go down that road. I wouldn't let Mark do it earlier today and I wouldn't do it now. We would never bring that time up again. Slowly I began to get control of myself, I wasn't that person anymore. I was beautiful, talented, successful and most importantly abstinent. I couldn't change the past, but I could control the present and right now I was all those things as well as a good daughter who had done her best to make amends for her past. I was also a better sister; comforting Mark through the heartache of Samantha and giving to, rather than just taking from him.
That was until I had broken his heart Saturday night. At that thought I put my head up and tried to clear my head. That was the most important thing right now. I had spent years wallowing in self pity and thinking of only myself. Now I needed to think about Mark, and where I stood with him. I knew I loved him, the question was how did I love him? Did I even know? For six years I had sought love and never found it. Laura had loved me but I couldn't love her back.
What if I just didn't have it in me? What if my brother's heart would just be another for me to break? We had never crossed that line so things had always been the same between us. No that wasn't true, since I had been sober we had never been closer, what if we took the step and it backfired, what would our relationship be like after that? I took a deep breath and forced myself to lie down. I had only until Tuesday night to try to figure it out. I couldn't go home without giving Mark an answer.
After reading my journal I realized I had been in love with Mark back when I was twenty one and had never told him. Now all these years later it was my brother who was in love and, as usual, unlike myself Mark had tried to take what he wanted, showing me how much he loved me, not just showing me, but telling me. As I closed my eyes and tried to clear my mind I could see Mark's beautiful greenish gold eyes before me. Twenty years after that Saturday morning in my bedroom when I had first felt something between us, those same green eyes had looked into mine when Mark had said;
"I really love you Megan. I love you so much."
When he had spoken those words my questions had been how and when. Now after reading that journal and knowing there was far worse in it than what I had seen last night, the real question about Mark's love for me became;
Why?
*
Author's note: Warning this note is a bit long but covers a lot of what will be coming up for Megan and her beautiful little brother Mark.
This chapter ends part 2 of Siblings with Benefits. Now, before I get into what to expect from part three I have a few announcements.
First off, as always, a heartfelt thank you to all of you who continue to read, comment, and vote. Over the last dozen or so chapters my views and votes have been remarkably consistent so at this point I feel I am truly speaking to my "core" audience.
Now for what we will find out in part 3; We will learn how Megan's engagement with Tommy ended, what happened between Mark and Megan on that night they are never supposed to bring up, why Doug now hates Mark, the event that finally led to Megan becoming sober for good, and of course that minor detail about will Megan accept the offer of Mark's love.
I have gotten many compliments about my depth of characters and attention to detail; I hope to continue that in Part 3. I also have been flattered by the fact that people are following this as a story rather than just the erotic aspects. For those of you who feel this way you should very much enjoy part 3.
Something that needs to be said about the next part is that SWB was not my first project. Mark and Megan along with Alex Warner (who will play a part in part 3) Allison Saunders (Almost Perfect, Breaking of Allison 1,2 Alex is also in Breaking part 1) and Abigail Lefay (Samhain) were all created as a part of "The Group" Mark has referred to. The project was much more involved than I anticipated and I had just begun writing so I decided to spin a tale around my 2 favorites; "The Dark Prince" Mark Phillips and his nasty girl sister Megan. The reason I mention this is that the ending of SWB is going to segue into my next project which will feature this "group". Because of this the story will become a little bit involved and will feature a story of blackmail and betrayal that could ultimately affect the future of Mark and Megan.
Now for those of you who have become curious about this "group" I urge you to read Breaking of Allison 1&2 they feature Mark without Megan in the roll of an established member of the group initiating a new member. The first chapter contains some details about the group. It falls into the BDSM category and you can find the links on my stories page.
In the meantime while you wait a couple of weeks for chapter 24 I will not leave you empty handed. Within a few days of you reading this I will be releasing the 5 chapter series Siblings with Benefits Lex Talionis. What is Lex Talionis? Well another name could easily be "Mark's tale." So far except for chapters 4-7 when Mark retells he and Megan's first weekend together as lovers everything has been from Megan's point of view. All we know of Mark is what she tells us. Lex is the tale of Mark at the age of twenty one (2 years after the flashbacks you have just read) when he runs into Max the foster father who beat him for years. The series will be from Mark's POV and will reveal a lot about him. The series is dark as you well know and Megan is always coming back to her painful memories of her past, in this story we will get a lot of Mark's past horror's and a bit of the story of his childhood.
This series will feature a very different Mark than the one who is pretty much a welcome mat for his sister. (Understand where he is Megan's strength she is definitely his weakness.) In this story Megan has fallen deeper into drugs and is not always around taking trips to New York where she stays for weeks at a time. Mark is left on his own, and is a bit of a wild child "Taking what he wants" Megan is not in the first chapter but will be in most. I will still submit in incest category to avoid drama from the sensitive types.
In addition to his ultimate confrontation with Max the story will feature how different his relationship with his sister is and some of the things she puts him through. The most important aspect of Lex and the reason it will come out before part three starts is the role Alex Warner plays in the end of it and most importantly a startling revelation about Mark himself; the secret that he kept even from his sister; that he is very much like his father. I have "hinted" in previous chapters that Mark "goes away" in his head and according to Megan has a "complicated mind" and is also on medication (chapter 9). This story will provide the answer to those hints. (Okay for those of you who want a real clue, go back to Ch 17 and Mark's fight with Jack. The answer should be right in front of you if you think about it hard enough.)
Now Lex was written a year ago all I have done recently is add the erotica as I did not intend my first version for a sex site. So for those of you eager for the final conclusion of SWB "lex" is not stalling it has been planned all along. I will be submitting the chapters 2 days apart so you can read start to finish in a span of two weeks. Once it concludes Chapter 24 will come out and we will get the show rolling towards the ultimate conclusion of Siblings with Benefits.



Lex is not a "must read" but will play into SWB and the finale of "Lex" will be part of one of the chapters in part three. Lex will not be for anyone who has not followed this series; it is a "treat" for the fans of SWB and honestly my own guilty pleasure. In addition to Incest in most of the chapters there are a couple of parts that will feature graphic violence as well.
With that being said I hope you will check out Lex and sincerely hope you enjoy reading it. Be warned it is a bit dark and "heavy" so to speak but I feel I have injected enough erotica to keep it entertaining as well. If you love or hate it please let me know. Normally I'm not one to push for feedback but I would love it on this one as it is a totally different type of story and I dare say a bit unique for the site so please take a minute and drop me a line one way or another.
One last note; I have in the last several months had the pleasure of corresponding with another author on the site "Fist of Fury" the two of us have been bouncing ideas off of each other and talking shop for a while now and I would love to take a minute to tell you that if you are not reading "A back rub for Julia" you should be as it really stands out to me as one of the best series on the site.
I do apologize for the length of this note but did warn you at the beginning. Once again as always let me end with the two most important words that I can say.
Thank you.
Mike (lovecraft68)
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Note from the author;
Welcome to Lex Talionis! Now for those of you who have not been following my Siblings with Benefits series, you probably will have a hard time following this story. However since I would never tell anyone not to read my work go back and read Siblings with Benefits! LOL.
For those of you who have been following Sibs I gave a pretty long explanation at the end of Chapter 23 of what this series is about and I also have it on my Bio page. As far as how this series will work. Lex will be six parts all released a couple of days apart. Lex is pretty long, each Chapter about 5/6 Lit pages (The ironic thing is the length is due to the erotic encounters I injected into it as my original version written last year did not contain any). Now because I didn't want this to be ten chapters or more, each Chapter has "parts" to it. For instance Chapter One is titled "A day in the life" each subsequent chapter contains 2-3 "parts"
As far as category goes, I am posting in incest of course, however be aware that although there are references and overtones there is no actual incest in this first chapter. I am leaving it in incest however as the rest of the series has it and I do not want to jump categories. Having said that I will also let you know that Lex is more of a story that contains hardcore sex than it is erotica with a story line so this series may not be for everyone especially if you are looking for "Stroke" material.
For the Sibs fans this story begins two years after the end of the flashback in Chapter 23 and is written from Mark, not Megan's point of view. There are a lot of references to the main series and the ending of this will play into the final part of Sibs. This story also contains a revelation about Mark that Megan alluded to in Chapter 23 that Mark inherited his father's curse. One last thing that I will leave you with is a warning that Chapters 2 and 5 will contain scenes of graphic violence. I will put something in the beginning of each as a reminder. In closing I hope you enjoy this "spin off" series that further fleshes out the characters of Mark and Megan and if anyone has any questions or comments please feel free to contact me. Lovecraft68
Lex Talionis; The law of retaliation or revenge: the legal principle that prescribes retaliating in kind for crimes committed.
Part 1: A day in the life
I awoke with a pounding in my head, the taste of Jack Daniels in my mouth and the smell of pussy on my face; pretty much a morning like any other these days. The only question was whose pussy was it, and for that matter where the hell was I? Unlike most people, whose first reaction upon waking up is to open their eyes, I had learned to keep my eyes shut until I was sure it was okay to open them. After all, a sleeping child is a quiet child and quiet children don't get beaten.
At that thought my eyes snapped open in an effort to force myself completely awake and send images like that back into the room in the attic that they had escaped from. As quickly as my eyes opened I shut them again against the glare of the sun shining into my eyes and the searing pain it caused. How much did I drink last night? I took a deep breath holding it in for a while before slowly letting it out.
I opened my eyes again and began to get my wits about me. I was lying on my side facing a pair of sliding doors that led out to a beautiful wooden deck. The blinds across the doors had been left part way open, which had allowed the sun to invade the dark bedroom. Off to the side of the deck was an open door that led to a bathroom and just visible through it was the edge of a hot tub. Well that answered the who; Robin Strafford; a smoking hot 42 year old attorney with piercing green eyes, long auburn red hair, and the most insatiable pussy I had ever had the pleasure of fucking.
I had met Robin at Mitch's three months ago. She had come in with two other women around her age, all three of them dressed to kill. They had obviously stopped in either as joke or to go slumming, as the mixed crowd of wussy frat boys and scummy middle aged bikers certainly weren't their type. I served them all night targeting Robin as my choice of prey for the evening. I knew she was looking and that she was interested but at the end of the night kissed me on the cheek, and with a wink told me I wasn't bad looking, "for a kid" but she was out of my league.
Two weeks later Robin came in alone and dressed down a bit. We flirted and talked all night, which was how I found out she was an attorney. Figuring it gave me an in I had told her that I was in my third year of Criminal Justice at PC. Robin seemed intrigued, but in all honesty it was my looks she was interested in. The game went on for a couple of more weeks, with her coming in every two or three nights but always leaving by herself with some smart ass remark.
Finally one Friday night she got completely trashed and told me she'd love to let me take her upstairs, and see if I could back up even half the shit I talked, but figured she would just end up disappointed. At that I walked around the bar and sitting on the stool next to her took her hand and placed it on my crotch. I had spent the last few minutes picturing myself pulling on that long red hair while I fucked the shit out of her, so by the time Robin grabbed it, my huge cock was at full attention.
Her eyes widened and she all but licked her lips, as rather than pull her hand away she gave me a good hard squeeze. We went up to my place where she spent the entire weekend, the two of us only getting up to shower, and grab food. Robin was a senior partner who worked sixty hours a week and wanted to get laid, with no strings attached. She also had a thing for young "Bad boys" as she put it, who knew there place, could keep their mouth shut, and most importantly, keep her satisfied. Seeing as months later I was waking up in her bed, I assumed I had been doing a pretty good job of it.
On that note I felt Robin stir behind me. She was lying on her side as well, her hand resting on my hip. Robin's hand, with its long perfectly manicured red nails slid from my hip and across my flat hard stomach which she claimed was her favorite part of me, besides my cock, and tongue of course. As her hand wandered she pulled herself closer to me and I felt her erect nipples push into my back.
I lied there feigning sleep as her hand started its way up across my chest. How the hell much could this woman handle? The night was coming back to me and I remembered starting at Mitch's where we drank until closing, we arrived at her condo about twelve thirty, and the last time I looked at the clock it had been four am. In addition to Robin giving me a blow job that had left me weak in the knees, we had fucked three times, the last time had consisted of Robin on her hands and knees for at least a half an hour while I fucked the living shit out of her. Robin really was insatiable; she had cum at least four times last night during sex, never mind the two times I had gone down on her.
My eyes found the clock to see that it was only eight thirty, but hey, for me four and a half hours sleep was a good night. Robin's hand found my nipple and my breath hissed out of my mouth as she gave it a hard pinch.
"Good morning, my little bad boy." She whispered in my ear. "You ready to pick up where we left off?"
Robin started kissing my back as her hand slid down to grab my cock, which despite my headache was already hard and throbbing in her hand.
"Ohhh that's what I like," Robin cooed. "You're always ready for more, aren't you Mark?"
Rolling over on my back to face her I told her;
"I'm as good as my inspiration."
Robin laughed;
"Oh you are smooth Mark, I'll give you that."
"Oh yeah?" I asked, "That all you going to give me?"
Robin smiled at me, and as always I was amazed at how good she looked for her age. Robin's face was as soft and smooth as that of a girl in her twenties, and between her green eyes, long lashes and extremely full lips, was absolutely beautiful. Even now with no makeup and her hair pulled back into a pony tail she looked better than most of the coeds who threw themselves at me at the bar.
Robin was propped up on one elbow and her large still very firm tits were right at eye level, and despite my banging head, and aching body my mouth instantly found one of her hard pink nipples and started tonguing it.
"Mmmm now that's the way to say good morning." Reaching up she grabbed a handful of my hair and shoving my face into her tit added; "Lucky for you, that you did that because I didn't like that last remark, after all you're here for me Mark and don't you forget it."
Playing my part I looked up at her and said softly around her nipple;
"I'm sorry Mistress, may I continue to suck on your perfect nipple, even though I'm not worthy?"
Robin laughed and I smiled, for an older barracuda lawyer Robin had a sweet little girl like giggle.
"You are well trained aren't you Mark?" She pulled my head from her tit and leaning down kissed me long and passionately, her tongue pushing its way into my mouth to caress mine. Finishing the kiss Robin said;
"But there's no need for that this morning, let's just have a good time."
Her gaze went from my face to my cock, which she had been slowly pumping with her fist. On the last pump she squeezed, causing pre cum to begin to ooze from the tip. Her smile was replaced by a very familiar look of naked lust that never failed to get my heart beating faster.
"Mark, you have the most beautiful cock I have ever seen."
With that Robin rolled over on top of me, straddling my hips, and leaning over began kissing my chest, taking a moment to tongue each of my nipples before working her way down. As she did I reached up and pulled the clip from her pony tail, allowing her long gorgeous hair to cascade across my chest.
"Thank you Mistress."
"Never mind this fucking body." She said as her lips began sliding down my chiseled stomach.
This was the usual pattern; at night, and after a few drinks Robin called the shots. I was her little "bad boy"; her boy toy that called her mistress and worshipped her incredible body, satisfying her every whim, by fucking her as many times and in as many positions as she demanded me to. The mornings however were always different; Robin was much more playful and seemed to get off on enjoying me, as much as she did when I pleased her. Of course I was no stranger to this game and knew this was how she kept me coming back, as nasty as she could be was as sweet as she could be and in order to get one I had to endure the other.
Yes I knew this game. I had been playing it with Cynthia for months now; treating her like an absolute pig, and when she finally looked as if she'd had enough, treat her so good and make her cum so many times she would gladly put up with the rest of my shit. I played Cynthia like a violin and whether she thought she was in charge or not I was also playing Robin, knowing exactly when to kiss ass and what I could get away with.
Yes, I had been taught and taught well, and by none other than my own sister. When I was with Krissy I had treated her well, okay maybe I had started getting a little rough near the end but in general I didn't fuck Krissy, I loved her. But when the time came for me to move on and start taking what I wanted, my big sister Megan made damn sure her little brother knew how to handle his whores. As I had done with that first unwanted thought of the morning, I pushed the image of my sister out of my mind and concentrated on the great time I was about to have.
I sighed and propping myself up on the pillows watched as Robin slid further down the bed to lie between my legs and taking my cock in her hand, began running her tongue up and down my shaft. I reached down and gathering her hair in my right hand pulled it to the side so I could watch Robin's tongue play across the tip of my cock. Robin moaned herself, as taking my huge dripping prick she started rubbing it across her face getting it wet and sticky, from the fluid leaking from my cock.
"You want me to suck on this big dick of yours Mark?" She asked.
"Oh yes," I whispered.
"Yes..?"
"Oh yes please." I moaned as her tongue teased the tip again and added; "Oh please Robin, oh please don't tease."
"Oh that does not get old."
With no further hesitation Robin placed her mouth on my cock and in one bob of her head took me almost all the way down her throat. I let out another long groan, as after holding my cock in her mouth and swirling her tongue around it Robin began rapidly sucking me in and out of her mouth. I felt myself getting even harder as I watched her perfect lips sliding up and down my shaft, her green eyes were rolled back and she was groaning on my cock, totally turned on to be blowing me.
As I laid back and watched it took everything I had not to smile as I watched this gorgeous, professional, six figure a year attorney sucking my cock like a horny sorority girl. Yes I thought, as I began to use my hand on the back of her head guiding it up and down my cock and causing her to moan louder, life was good these days, damn good.
Robin popped my cock out her mouth and looking up at me with that glazed look in her eyes said;
"Oh baby, I need to feel that big fucking cock inside of me right now."
Robin started crawling up my body preparing to guide my cock into her pussy and ride me. Before she could I reached down and grabbing her hips pulled her up towards me. As I did I slid down the bed so I was lying flat on it. Instantly getting my meaning Robin smiled.
"You do know just what to do don't you Mark?"
Robin slid herself up to my chest and as she did I could feel her dripping pussy leaving a wet trail up my body. When she got near my head Robin got herself up on one knee and leaning forward to grab the head board, lowered her wet pussy with its beautiful patch of red hair down onto my waiting tongue. Robin let out one of those adorably uncharacteristic little squeals as I plunged my tongue into her juicy slit.
"Oh yes!" She cooed happily "Oh you tongue that pussy, oh yeah Mark, you do take good care of me don't you?"
My answer was to bury my face even deeper into Robin's sopping wet pussy. From all the sex last night, her pussy had a delightfully musky sent and I breathed in deeply as I continued to tongue fuck her. Apparently growing impatient, Robin lifted her pussy off of my tongue then started rocking her hips back and forth in my face. Keeping my tongue rigid so that it slid through her wet lips and across her swollen clit, I reached up with my hands and after spreading her cheeks worked two of my fingers into her pussy.
"Oh baby, that is soooo good!" She exclaimed as she started rocking faster and harder across my face.
The next time my tongue touched her clit I quickly sucked it into my mouth, stopping her hips and causing her to gasp in pleasure. The gasp turned into a series of pleasure filled sighs as I started sucking her clit in and out of my mouth in the same rhythm that my fingers were working her pussy. Within minutes the pitch of Robin's sighs were getting higher and higher and her thigh's were beginning to tremble. I groaned myself at that point, as my cock was throbbing painfully and all I could picture was plunging it into her steaming pussy.
Robin started moving her hips again, making sexy little yelping noises that sounded like sex driven hiccups, I had been with her enough times to know she was just about there. Knowing she was in a playful mood and wanting to make her cum as hard as possible I brought my other hand around and quickly, so she wouldn't expect it, shoved one finger deep into her tight ass.
Robin went off like a rocket, throwing her head back and letting out a long loud squeal that I'm sure her neighbors could hear. I squeezed my arms around her thighs holding her still so that I could keep my mouth on her clit and fingers inside during her convulsions, and keep her cumming as long and hard as possible. Robin leaned forward and grabbing the headboard with both hands started bucking her hips even harder, her high pitched squeals turning into an extremely sexy low growl in her throat as the last waves of the orgasm flowed through her.
"Oh goddamn!!" Robin exclaimed as she leaned over the headboard. "Shit I came hard."
I reached down and held my cock as Robin immediately slid back down and once she felt the tip at the edge of her pussy, drove herself down on top of it.
"Oh fuck yeah!!" She cried out loudly.
Robin placed her hands down on my chest, and after digging her long fingernails into my flesh hard enough to make me wince, began to bounce up and down on my cock.
"Oh shit that's fucking deep!" She gasped.
Robin was lifting herself up with her legs until my cock was just about all the way out and then dropping herself down so hard I was bouncing up and down on the bed. I grabbed her hips and helped drive her up and down as she dug into my chest and moaned in pleasure. Robin leaned over so I could get my mouth on one of her perfect nipples and suck on it while she rode me.
"God that feels good!" Robin cried out.
After a few more minutes of riding me like an out of control bronco Robin stopped and sitting back across my hips so that my cock was straight up inside of her, lifted her arms over her head taking her long red hair with them. Now just sliding herself back and forth on my cock asked;
"How do I look on your cock Mark?"
"Fucking incredible." I told her.
I wasn't lying; Robin's large but still surprisingly firm tits were pointing straight out and, along with the rest of her, were covered with a sheen of sweat. Her long red hair was sticking to her shoulders in places and her normally fair complexion was flushed from passion. As I watched she took her hands down using them to cup her tits and start toying with her nipples. I reached up and pushing her hands away took over.
"That's why I'm here, no?" I asked then let out a gasp of my own as Robin contracted her pussy around my cock as she rode me. She laughed;
"Your little girls don't know that trick do they?"
Leaning over Robin started rubbing her hands across my chest and stomach. Then sliding over to my arms, squeezed my biceps. I flexed them and she sighed in appreciation.
"Oh damn kid, you are built."
Pulling herself off of me Robin crawled onto her side of the bed and remaining on her knees lowered her head to the pillow and pushing her ass in the air. Looked over at me;
"Come give me what I need baby, you know this is my favorite."
Not needing to be told twice I sat up and after kneeling down behind her took a second to admire Robin's, firm round ass. Robin worked out an hour and a half a day and it showed. Taking my cock I slapped it against one of those well-shaped cheeks enjoying the smacking sound and how good it looked on her skin.
"Stop posing and fuck me!" Robin snapped looking over her shoulder at me.
"Yes Ma'am." I answered and with one smooth thrust drove myself so far into her my balls slapped against her pussy.
"Oh my fucking god!!" Robin squealed.
Grabbing her hips I started slamming the shit out of her, nothing fancy just fucking her hard and fast. Robin yelped every time I drove my cock in and gasped as I pulled out. Squeezing her hips harder I started pushing her back and forth in rhythm with my thrusts. I was putting everything I had into each pump and was once again amazed at how much Robin could take.
A few months ago I had been fucking around with some slut from the bar whose name I couldn't remember. We were drunk out of our minds and grabbing a ruler she had measured me. I had just over eleven inches and Robin was not only taking every inch of it, as hard as I could give it to her but loving every bit of it. I had started fucking Cynthia this hard once and she had ended up in tears, not that that had stopped me, but it just proved what a woman Robin was.



"Oh that's it Mark, you pound that pussy, you give it to me! Fuck me like I'm one of those little pigs from the bar!"
All that came out one word at a time in between her yelps and it was driving me crazy! Despite how much sex I had last night I could start to feel myself getting close. Watching Robin's sweat soaked, tightly muscled back and the full length of my glistening cock driving in and out of that pretty red bush wasn't helping me hold back so I turned my head to the left.
I found myself looking at our reflection in the mirror over Robin's bureau. I felt myself gasp as I stared first at Robin on her hands and knees, mouth open wide, face dripping sweat and crying out in pleasure as I fucked her. My gaze shifted to my own reflection and had to say I looked damn good fucking her. My tanned skin was a hot contrast to Robin's ivory complexion and of course I could see my cock driving in and out of her well rounded ass.
The huge tattoo of Pan that covered my entire right arm from shoulder to elbow did little to conceal the bulging in my arm and shoulder, my chest and stomach were covered in sweat and every muscle was clearly defined as I continued to tear into her. Reaching out I grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her head up. Last night I would have gotten punished for this but Robin was crazed with desire right now, crying out;
"Oh that's right, you show me how you take your women, you ohhhhh!"
Robin let out a long howl and I felt her pussy contract around my cock as she came again, just from me fucking her that hard. I glanced in the mirror one more time and the look of absolute lust on Robin's face brought me right to the edge. Oh when I had money I was so going to get wall-to-wall mirrors, maybe even one on the ceiling! I tore my gaze from the mirror and after giving Robin's ass one hard slap that made her cry out, I reared back and put everything I had into the last few pumps, once again thinking of the kind of woman I was fucking.
I was twenty-one years old, a foster kid, who tended bar and I was fucking one of the hottest women I had ever seen, and she was my third this week. My entire life would be like this; I would have it all, success, money, power and women like this. I would take what I wanted. My thoughts were cut short as I felt myself ready to cum, I let out a loud gasp and after another pump Robin cried out;
"Oh inside! I want to feel every fucking drop!!"
I let myself go and groaned as I felt my cock begin spurting inside of her already sopping pussy. I continued pumping each thrust ending with me spraying more of my hot cum deep into Robin's pussy. I let out an embarrassing little whimper as Robin once again contracted her muscles around my still spurting cock. As I finished I couldn't believe how much I had cum, or that she had let me go off inside of her. I would assume Robin was on the pill, but it's not like it really mattered.
A year ago, at the age of twenty, after meeting my real father, I had gone to a doctor and gotten a vasectomy. Because Megan had been sexually assaulted at a young age, my sister also couldn't have children, so our father's name would end with me. Shaking my head I wondered what the fuck was wrong with me, that I could even think like that after having just finished fucking. I sat back on my knees panting as Robin stretched her long legs out on the bed and moaned into her pillow;
"Oh my god you're amazing."
"How can I not want to fuck the shit out of a pussy like that?" I asked in between deep breaths.
Robin laughed;
"And a smooth talker as well!"
Robin rolled over onto her back then got up from the bed. Looking over at me she said;
"Let's shower."
"I'll shower at the gym." I told her. I'd only just get sweaty there again anyways.
Robin cocked her head at me;
"I wasn't asking Mark," She began as she walked towards the bathroom. "Get in here and shower me."
"Yes ma'am." I sighed.
There were worse things I suppose as I spent the next twenty minutes in the hot steamy shower, soaping and rinsing very inch of Robin's incredible body. Robin sighed and cooed happily the entire time, especially when I had her lean back into me as I took my time shampooing her long hair. As I started rinsing it I had another one of those unwanted visions; I saw myself in my shower at home shampooing Megan's hair, enjoying her supple body with those incredible legs, and perfect tits, that long black hair gathered in my hands and those amazing crystal blue eyes looking into mine, she'd flash me that sweet crooked smile and say;
"Oh look at you, taking good care of your big sister."
"Shit!" Robin exclaimed mercifully snapping me out of my daydream.
"What?" I asked wondering what I missed.
"It's almost ten! I have to get my ass to the office."
Robin shut the water off and hopping out of the shower quickly toweled off and all but ran into her bedroom. I took my time drying off and as I went back into her room Robin was already dressed in a long black skirt and red blouse. I smiled at how professional she looked; a half hour ago she'd been on her knees getting the shit fucked out of her. As she started putting on her make up, I dressed in a pair of black jeans and a gray tank top and leaning over her shoulder quickly finger combed my thick black hair. Turning my head I kissed her on the cheek;
"I'll let myself out, give me a call when you want to get together."
"Hey hold on Mark." Robin said standing up.
As I watched she reached into her purse and after digging into her wallet handed me a hundred dollar bill.
"Here you go hon,"
"I told you that I don't..." I began but she waved me silent.
"Hey books are expensive right?" She asked smiling.
"It's summer."
"So save up."
She then rubbed her hand along my left arm where last week I had gotten a full sleeve tattoo depicting the four horsemen of the apocalypse, like Pan it covered every inch of skin form shoulder to elbow.
"I'm sure I paid for some of this beauty." Robin said grinning.
"Well yeah, but..."
"Mark take it." She said pressing the money into my hand.
"Trust me, you're worth every penny. You give me just what I need and not an ounce of drama."
"Okay if you insist." I said smiling. Paid to fuck a woman like this. Yeah, it wasn't so bad being me.
"Besides I need you to take next Friday off of work."
"Friday?"
"I have some girlfriends from college coming up. We're going to dinner and their bringing their rich successful hubbies." Robin smiled and rubbed my arm pausing to squeeze my bicep.
"And I am going to bring you my hot little bad boy, and by the end of the night all three of them are going to go home thinking of you and how hot you are and how hard you'll be fucking me while they go home with their middle age yuppy husbands."
"Okay next Friday." I could get Cynthia to cover, she'd do anything for me.
"Anything!"
I frowned as that last part echoed in my head. I had not said that. Now I knew why all those thoughts had come to me.
"Mark?"
"Sorry." I said smiling at her. "That sounds like fun."
Robin nodded then touching the scruff on my cheek said;
"And lose this; I want you pretty next week."
"Yes ma'am."
"And here," Robin handed me another hundred. "By something nice to wear, were going five star."
"Thank you. " I said taking the money.
Robin paused to look at me and shook her head.
"You are something Mark, those really are the most beautiful eyes I've ever seen, I swear they're three colors at once."
I shrugged and Robin continued;
"Mark." She said then smirked; "A very appropriate name for you."
"What do you mean?"
"Because that is exactly what you're going to leave in life; your mark." She smiled. "You're as intelligent as you are pretty and as driven as you are both. You're going to have it all Mark and you know it." Her smile broadened, "I look forward to the day I see you in that courthouse, in your expensive suit, all the women looking at you and winning every case you take."
"Sounds good to me." I said nodding in agreement.
"Just hope you don't run into me dear, because I'd hate to have to teach you as much in the courtroom as I have in the bedroom, no?"
"Yes ma'am." I answered.
"Don't flatter yourself bitch!"
I winced as that last part flowed through my head.
"Mark you okay?" Robin asked.
"Yeah," I answered. "Just tired, someone wore my ass out."
Robin smirked;
"Ahhh youth, it's wasted on the young. Well, you need to go Mark it's not like people around here don't know what I do but I really don't need you walking out with me at ten in the morning. I'll call you next week. Okay?"
"Yes ma'am."
"You Pussy!"
I left Robin's condo and quickly walked towards the visitors parking lot, ignoring the smirks I got from a couple of guys who were sitting out in front of the next unit and I'm sure had heard us. On my way to my car I saw a couple of young girls lying in lawn chairs, already sunbathing. They both turned as I walked by and one of them called something out to me. I glanced over and saw they were barely eighteen if that. Spoiled little rich girls who thought they wanted to fuck with someone like me. If I had been in a better frame I would have stopped and taught them to be careful of what they wished for, but I needed to clear my head, or more appropriately silence it.
As I reached my car; the black 1976 Buick Lesabre that Doug and Denise had bought me for my high school graduation; two years and a couple of thousand later it was perfectly restored. I leaned against the door and rubbed my throbbing temples. The left always hurt more than the right, probably due to the steel plate just under it; a lasting souvenir of my time with Max.
Taking a few deep breaths I got into the car and as I started it couldn't help but smile at the roar of the 455 engine that I had put in six months ago. Unfortunately the sudden sound of Iron Maiden's Number of The Beast coming through the Bose stereo speakers wiped the smile off my face as the noise crashed through my throbbing head. Quickly turning the radio down I tried to think when the last time I had heard the voice was, and for that matter when the last time I'd had a headache this bad. The headache was probably because of...
"That's not me. That's called a hangover." An all too familiar dry raspy voice said from somewhere inside of my mind.
The voice. It was the only thing I had ever called it. Years ago when I had first heard it I had asked it if it had a name and it said its name was Mark as well, so "the voice" it was. What it really should be called is the curse. My father, Matthew, was a schizophrenic who snapped and murdered someone in a bar fight, he was still institutionalized in upstate New York. His father William had also had it, the way the story goes, he was pretty much the town loon walking around all day talking to himself.
"I'm not a curse, I'm a gift and you know it!"
I turned the radio up refusing to acknowledge it. If I didn't respond to the remark's it would usually stay quite, if I spoke to it the voice would go on and on.
"You used to like to talk to me when you were a kid."
That's because I needed you.
"You still do."
"Shit!" I said out loud. It was impossible not to speak in your own head. A loud laugh rang through my head as the voice mocked my efforts to ignore it.
"Gotcha!"
"Shut up." I told it.
I shook my head. I was arguing with myself. The voice acting up bothered me for more than just the obvious reason of it being there at all. Over the years the voice was usually only prevalent when I was in trouble, extremely upset or if I was in the midst of a bout of insomnia and wasn't mentally right to begin with. Sighing I asked;
"Why are you out of your room?"
"You tell me. I only come out when you want me to."
"Well get your ass back in there then, I'm doing just fine."
"Oh come on Mark! Don't be an asshole, it's not like I bother you. Hell you're better when I'm around and you know it."
I paused and shook my head. Arguing was useless, if the voice was out then it was going to be around until it felt like going away. Sometimes that could be a day or two, other times it would be around for weeks. The voice had a point however; when it was in my head I did feel different. I felt faster and stronger and also seemed to pick up on things faster as well. In school if I couldn't remember the answer The Voice would "show" it to me; an image of the correct page of the text book flashing into my mind's eye. Over the years there were also many times I had the disturbing feeling that The Voice was more experienced that I was, as if it were older than me.
Unfortunately what the voice really represented were my baser instincts. It was me stripped down to the core; concerned with only two things; survival and violence, voice fueling my already destructive temper. When it wasn't around I had ways to maintain control, when it was here things tended to get real nasty real quick. It was the voice that, two years ago, had urged me to break Jack's jaw after I already had him beaten. Screaming in my head about Lex Talionis and how we needed to set the example so that no one else would ever fuck with Megan again.
Of course I had never told anyone about the voice, not even my sister. When I was in the group home it would have gotten me locked up, and if Doug and Denise had ever found out they would have sent me away. As it was there were times that people noticed I wasn't always there all the time. The doctors would sit there and say it was from being traumatized; that it was part of all those years I was forbidden to talk. They believed that I "talked" to myself in my head and that it sometimes led to "spells" or as Megan had always called it "Going Away."
The doctors were right of course, I was conversing in my head they just didn't know it was a two-way conversation. The closest anyone had ever come to figuring out that there could be something more was Doug. I had once over heard him telling Denise that he didn't trust me, that there was something wrong with me. When Denise had asked why Doug had told her that it was in my eyes, that sometimes when he looked into them he swore there was something moving behind them as if there was something dark inside of me and it was just waiting for its chance.
Doug also had found out quite a bit about my real father, and seemed convinced I was going to be just like him. Well the joke was on Doug, I may have inherited my father's mental condition, but I was far from a psycho who was going to piss his life away. Oh no I had a great life ahead of me. A life full of success, even Robin had said it; I was going to have it all.
I arrived at the All-Star gym and, after grabbing the gym bag out of the trunk, went inside. At ten thirty on a hot sunny Friday morning the gym was pretty much deserted, there were two young couples over near the boxing ring, the guys staggering around with the gloves, and the girls egging them on. I walked past them and one of the guys called my name. I might have known him from school, but ignored him anyways. He repeated my name and I kept walking, a minute later I heard him call me an asshole.
"Are you going to take that?"
No I'm going to go kick his ass and get arrested over an insult from some kid I don't care about. See why I lock you up?
The voice didn't reply to that. I went into the locker room and changed into just a pair of black loose fitting karate pants. Seeing there was no one else in there with me, I sat on the floor cross legged in front of one of the mirrors and closing my eyes softly chanted my daily Ave satanna. The voice chanted along with me. I had started in Latin as did the voice, in the middle I switched to English, the voice however stayed in Latin.
Finishing, I closed my eyes and began taking slow deep breaths and let my mind drift, letting go of everything including the voice. No worries, no fear, no pain just peace. As my breathing slowed down and I relaxed even more, I began drifting to a place somewhere between conscious and subconscious. I felt as if I was floating and after a few minutes I opened the eyes inside of my mind.
I was standing inside the corridor of the attic that I had created in my mind. When I was sixteen and had been in karate for a few months, I had lost my temper and had completely unloaded on a couple of kids who had tried to hurt me. Technically it was self-defense, but I had broken the right arm and three ribs on one kid and the jaw and nose of the second, and it had taken three people to pull me off of them. The voice had told me to hurt them so badly that they would never even think of hurting me again.
The social workers were pretty close to writing me off at that point, but my Karate instructor, a man named Joe Cabral, who gave free classes once a week at the home, stepped in and said he could help me. Cabral had sat and talked to me, or really at that point at me, for a while as I didn't really talk to anybody. After all, you never knew when you might make too much noise. At that thought I felt a ripple of unease go through my peaceful state. A growl came from down the other end of the attic. I took a deeper breath and refocused.
Unfazed by my unresponsiveness Cabral continued to give me private lesson's(,) working out with me three times a week, much to the distress of the social workers who thought I was already too dangerous. After every lesson Cabral would talk to me about discipline and control and that I could have them if I wanted them, along with confidence, self respect and the ability to deal with everything around me.
Cabral was still my teacher when Doug and Denise took me in and after Megan had gotten me over the fear of speaking to people I started talking to Cabral, I told him I had no control over my temper; that all I saw was red and it was all over. This of course wasn't completely true, what I saw was Max Thompson's screaming face and massive fists. What I also didn't say was that I had a voice in my head telling me to hurt before I was hurt.
Cabral then told me that he had once had the same problem and for the same reason, like myself, Cabral had also been badly abused as a child, except for him it was his real father, and as he got older he began to have serious problems with anger and fighting. His mother had sent him to a therapist who had taught him a mental exercise to control that rage.
The trick was to picture your rage as some type of animal and then create a cage for it in your mind. Then meditate every day with that image, until you had it firmly envisioned in your head. Once it was complete, you put the animal in the cage and locked it. The idea sounded ridiculous, but I had a good imagination from reading constantly and gave it a try.
I envisioned my rage as a dog; a big black hound with red eyes and fangs that were so long they came out over its lower lip like a saber tooth. Rather than a cage I created an attic, an old musty one that no one would ever go in. I put the dog in the room at the end of the corridor and after closing the door put a wooden brace across it so it couldn't break through.
This worked surprisingly well. I found I was able to control myself much better. Of course if someone touched me the dog would get out and all hell would break loose, but eventually, as I got better at karate that improved as well. As I learned how to defend myself by being faster, and more proficient than my opponents, I didn't need to lose my temper to handle myself. Even now at the clubs, when trouble started, I could usually talk the trouble makers down and if I had to act, was able to do so in a controlled manner, doing just enough to end the fight quickly with minimal damage to my opponent.



This worked so well that I created several rooms for the attic, each one containing specific things so that when I needed them I could find them. In one were my school studies, whenever I couldn't remember something right away, if I concentrated hard enough I could go into the room and the answer would be there. I had one for my occult studies as well and even one for the memories of the women I had slept with, which was always a fun one to go into.
I had also created one for pain and emotions in general. Anything I didn't want to deal with went up there. My break up with Krissy being one of the first things I had placed in there. Lately my sister Megan had been taking up a lot of space in there as well. Pushing that thought off I walked down the length of the corridor and frowned at the open door where the voice lived, of course it was open, because apparently I had decided to let it out for some reason.
To the left of this room was Megan's room. My sister was the best part of my life, as well as my dirtiest secret. I mean let's face it, the average guy doesn't have four years of sexual memories of his big sister. I smiled as I looked at that door. All the good stuff was in there. The real Megan was in there. The one who had saved my life; getting me to come live with her and her parents, the one who had gotten me to speak, the one who had slept with and comforted me. The woman who was not only my sister, but my best friend as well as forbidden lover.
I turned from that room and looked back at that room of pain. The other Megan lived there, the one who was always drunk or stoned, the one who had stolen from her parents so many times she wasn't allowed in their house alone anymore, the one who disappeared for weeks at a time and showed up a wreck, the one who, last time I had seen her, had needle marks in her arm.
Another growl sounded and I turned to face the door that contained the dog. I walked up to it and putting my hand on the wood could feel the vibration of the dog's growl. The dog was the embodiment of years of hate and pain, and every year more was added to it. If it were to get out I may never be able to get it back in. I turned and closing my eyes took a deep breath.
I opened my eyes and found myself staring once more at my reflection and as I stood couldn't help nodding in approval at what I saw before me. I maybe be broken on the inside but nature had more than compensated on the outside. Megan always referred to me as her beautiful little brother, and although beautiful wouldn't ordinarily be the word used to describe a man, I had to say, it fit me to a T.
Starting with a pair of stunning multi colored eyes that not only contained shades of, green and gold with a hint of brown, but constantly shifted colors depending on the light or my mood. These eyes, combined with my high cheekbones, flawless features, smooth slightly olive complexion and lady killer smile never failed to weaken the resolve, and open the legs of any woman I turned them on.
By no means did my beauty end at my face, as five years of two to three hour a day work outs have left me in perfect physical condition. At 5'10 and one hundred eighty pounds I was not muscle bound by any means, but my shoulders were broad, and my 44" chest tapered down to a 32" waist. My stomach is a carved six pack and even under my massive tattoo's the definition in my arms is unmistakable. My lower body was just as well developed, as years of martial arts training have left me with a pair of extremely powerful, well muscled legs.
The finishing touch to my amazing physique rested between those legs, in the shape of my enormous cock, which had never failed to induce a look of lust in the eyes of even the most experienced woman. Shaking my head I thought that whoever had coined the phrase "All men are created equal" was someone who was suffering from a serious case of wishful thinking. After running my fingers through my thick black hair I flexed my arms in the mirror.
"Am I not beautiful?" I asked smiling, my even white teeth flashing through the dark scruff of the five o'clock shadow I always maintained to cut down on the "pretty boy" comments I always received from the bikers at the bar as well as Doug.
"Oh mirror mirror on the wall!"
As I grabbed my gym bag from the floor I had to admit that that was a good one.
I went over to the corner of the gym I always worked out in where there were a couple of mats on the floor, a chin up bar screwed to the wall and a large hundred pound punching bag hanging by a chain. Tossing the bag on the floor I took a few minutes to stretch, wincing at how sore I was from last night. A night with Robin was a workout in itself.
Going over to the bag I took out two bricks, and after placing them on the floor and wrapping my hands tightly with ace bandages, I got down and began to do pushups on my knuckles on the bricks. After the first ten I felt the stiffness in my muscles begin to loosen and by twenty five I was feeling pretty good. I would do fifty of these and as part of my mind continued to count I drifted off and thought about the voice.
I had first heard it when I was nine years old. I had just taken a vicious beating from Max that had ended with him hitting me in the face several times. When he had turned to start screaming at his wife Julie, who was yelling at him for hurting me like that; I mean how were they going to explain it to the school? I turned and running downstairs to the basement, hid behind the washing machine. I sat there bleeding from my nose and mouth, and holding my right eye that was already swelling. I started crying, knowing that on top of the pain this meant no school for awhile, which meant more time with Max.
I started sobbing louder. I wanted my sister Megan, I hadn't seen her in a long time, but the woman, who was there when I was taken from her, had said that someday we'd be back together. I put my head down and cried harder. Whenever I would cry when I was little Megan would give me a hug and tell me she loved me. Now no one loved me, I was all alone, I didn't even have any friends. All the kids made fun of me for not talking, they were the stupid ones; didn't they know they would get hit for that?
"You're not alone Mark." A dry raspy voice said in my head. "You have me to talk to."
"Who are you?" I asked.
"SHHH" the voice said. "Talk in here, that way Max doesn't hear you."
Who are you? I thought.
"I'm you, but a better, stronger, smarter you. I'm your friend Mark."
I began to slow down at fifty, when in a mocking tone the voice spoke;
"Fifty? Do seventy five you pussy."
Fuck you, I replied, but continued up to seventy five. On the last push up I kept my hands on the bricks and bringing my legs up did a handstand. Grunting with the effort, I lowered my head until it touched the floor then pushed myself straight up until my elbows locked and stayed there. My arms were trembling with the effort as I waited for the voice to count to sixty, then letting my legs drop down rolled onto my back and started my stomach crunches. As the Voice started counting to a hundred I continued to let my mind wander into the past.
From that day on the voice talked to me constantly. If I read a book we would discuss it. The voice was funny and always got me to laugh, making comments like;
"Do you think Nancy Drew ever fooled around with the Hardy Boys?"
In school if I didn't know the answer, it did. Sometimes the voice did protect me; warning me when Max was around, making sure I stayed quiet and out of his way. Other times it was of no use and we would just get beat anyways. Max would hit me hard, until I cried, then when I was crying, yell;
"Are you still making noise?"
He would then hit me again, and again. One time I started screaming and Max shoved a sock in my mouth, and threw me into a dark closet and left me there all night. I was so scared I had an accident and oh did I get beat for that one.
Finishing the last crunch I drew my knees up to my chest and kicking out with my legs threw myself to my feet, where I spun and delivered a vicious kick to the bag. The bag came back, and picturing Max's fat face in my mind, I launched a right left combo hitting the bag so hard I felt the vibration up to my shoulders. Stepping away from the bag I jumped up and catching the pull up bar hoisted myself up and counted the first of the twenty five I would do.
I had somehow spent five years with Max, twice during that time I had been pulled away for an investigation and both times somehow brought back. As I would find out later, when Doug and Denise demanded to know how I had kept getting sent back, the social worker had said that there were other kids in and out of Max's and I was the only one he must have beaten, because most of the other one's said he never hit them. I knew that was a lie I'd seen him hit others, but, looking back on it, nowhere near as bad as he beat me, apparently I was his favorite.
The second time I had come back I was eleven and on one of the few occasions Max actually talked to me, he told me I kept coming back because no one else wanted me; that I was fucked up even for a state rat. I told him that wasn't true, that I had a sister and someday I'd be back with her. Max had shaken his head sadly at me and said;
"Christ Mark, didn't they tell you? Your sister died two years ago, she got sick and died."
Throwing myself down from the pull up bar I rolled backwards and springing up went into stance and started throwing a series of combinations my hands blurring through the air. My breathing was coming faster and faster and my heart was pounding. I could feel its beat in my still throbbing temples. Throwing myself to the floor I rolled, and coming to my feet went into a series of spin kicks that took me from one end of the mat to the other.
Of course I had believed Max. Now I was all alone and always would be. I gave up and didn't even try to talk. I still did my schoolwork, because it gave me something to think about, but at home all I did was read in my room, and try to stay away from Max. This went on for almost two more years. Julie had the school convinced there was a physical reason I couldn't talk and they taught me sign language. I would use that in school because I wouldn't have to make noise, so I thought that was great. Apparently I enjoyed it too much because once, when I was doing it at home, Max broke two fingers on each of my hands by stomping on them.
I finished the last kick, which had landed me within a few feet of the bag. Turning to it I started circling it, bouncing lightly on the balls of my feet as if it were an opponent and I was waiting for an opening. I shook the sweat from my eyes and could feel myself ready to explode. It was the same every day.
"You know who you want it to be!"
I threw a couple of quick kicks at the bag and, unable to help it, completed the cycle and went back to the last day with Max.
I had come home from school and went into the parlor. Max was sitting there hunched over the coffee table. I had to walk past him and tried to do so as quickly as I could. As I did I saw Max was leaning over a silver platter and there was white powder on it. Max had a straw in his nose and was sniffing the powder. I had never seen anything like that before and kept staring as I walked by, which was when I tripped over one of Max's boots that he had left on the floor.
I lost my balance and fell into the table. At the last minute I reached out to try to catch myself on the edge of the table and ended up hitting the edge of the platter. The platter flipped over sending the powder everywhere. Max stood up and started screaming at me. I tried to get up to run but he grabbed me and hit me, screaming about that was all he could get for the week. I tried to pull away but couldn't, still screaming, Max picked up the silver platter and swung it at my head.
Stepping into the bag I threw a savage right hook, then a left. The bag rocked back and when it came back I drove another left, right into it. Stepping back I threw a jump kick that sent the bag flying, when it came back I went into a series of lefts and rights, nothing fancy just hitting the bag as hard as I could. As I hammered away all I could see was Max and that platter heading for my head, Max stomping on my hands, telling me my sister was dead.
"Harder!!" The Voice called out.
As I struck the bag harder and harder, I could feel my shoulders burning and my heart was beating so hard I thought it was going to come through my chest. I kept swinging anyways, hitting the bag again and again.
"Show him Mark!"
On the verge of exhaustion I swung a few more times, hissing out words with each blow;
"Are... you... still... making.... noise!?!?!"
I snarled like an animal and slammed my left fist into the bag so hard it flew several feet away from me. When it came back I caught it by wrapping my right arm around it then started delivering a series of short brutal left hooks into it. I was swinging with everything I had and found I couldn't stop, I just kept swinging, envisioning myself crying and helpless, my shoulders hurt and I was gasping in-between punches.
"Mark Stop!"
I hit the bag one more time then leaned my face against it, panting for breath.
"Easy Mark." The voice was speaking much softer, in the soothing tone it had used when I was younger.
I stepped back from the bag and almost lost my balance. I had nothing left, to the point where I could barely lift my arms to pick the bricks up and toss them into the bag. Sitting down I pulled a bottle of water out and after drinking half poured the rest over my head. I put my head in my hands and, staying there for a few minutes, finished the story that played through my head on an all too often basis.
Max had hit me so hard with the platter that even Julie had panicked and called the rescue. The blow had fractured my skull and I was in a coma for three days. When I woke up I had a plate in my head and was told that I would never see Max again. I would later find out that Max had been arrested and convicted. In a travesty of justice he was released after only two and a half years. Like he had with Megan's foster father Frank; the animal that had raped her for two years, Doug had a private investigator follow up on Max and was told he had relocated to Florida because he couldn't find work up here.
In the meantime I bounced from group home to group home. No one wanted a sixteen year old kid who wouldn't talk and had rage issues on top of that. Then, one day, I was brought into a social workers office to meet Doug and Denise, who for some reason seemed to be interested in taking me in. Doug didn't say a lot, but Denise was very nice to me, and told me that the reason they had come to see me was that my sister, Megan, lived with them and how would I feel about seeing her again after all these years?
Looking at Denise I uttered a sentence for the first time in over a month;
"My sister died a long time ago."
The next day they brought me back into the office where a tall beautiful girl with long dark hair and husky like blue eyes was waiting for me. Even after ten years I knew who she was, it really was my sister! Max had lied to me to cause me even more pain. As I stood there stunned, Megan came over and hugged me. Without realizing I was going to I hugged her back and put my head on her shoulder just like I did when I was little.
"I missed you Megan." I said softly.
I could feel her tears on my neck but her voice was steady when she said;
"Come on Mark, let your big sister take you home."
My head snapped up at that last image. Megan, of course that was why the voice was out. No one had seen or heard from her in close to a month. I was pretty sure she was in New York with Tommy, the stupid rich piece of shit that had gotten her hooked on coke in the first place. Well no, that wasn't completely true; Tommy had mostly sold coke, and only used it occasionally, until he turned my sister onto it, and she would only fuck him if he could get her some and partied with her.
Yes that explained the voice; I had been thinking that if Megan didn't surface soon, I might have to try to find her. Providence was a small city and I had gained a reputation of someone not to fuck with, but New York was a different story. I might not even be able to find her, but whether I did or not there would be trouble and I would need to be able to do whatever needed to be done to help my sister. Yes that was definitely it, I would have to find my sister, and I would, and God help the person who was stupid enough to get in my way.
"And that's exactly what I'm here for."
I arrived at Mitch's around one and, parking in the back, let myself in the side door and went upstairs to the three room apartment that I had fixed up and rented for $400 a month. I tossed the gym bag on the floor in the corner and after tossing a tv dinner in the oven and grabbing a coke from the fridge went over to the small table next to the couch where my phone was and began the daily ritual of trying not to get my hopes up.
When I looked at the answering machine I felt my heartbeat pick up. There was a message. I took a deep breath and pressed play, hoping that today would be the day, it would be my sister's voice on the machine. It wasn't, it was Mitch asking me if, instead of Baby Head, could I work the bar with Cynthia tonight as he was sick and couldn't make it. I sat down and slumped disgustedly into the couch.
I picked up the phone and called Mitch, telling him it wouldn't be a problem. Honestly working at Mitch's would be better than the club anyways; there was very little trouble at Mitch's these days, as opposed to the club, which in the heart of downtown had more than its share of fights. Normally I would welcome the chance to slap a couple of punks around but the voice was back and I needed to be careful until I was sure I could handle it.
After hanging up the phone I started to head for the bathroom when the phone rang again. Fucking Mitch, he did this all the time if he wasn't going to be at the bar, he'd call me five times today to tell me something different each time. Grabbing the phone I said;
"I know, I know. Put the money in the safe."
There was a pause and then;
"Hey little brother, how are you?"
"Megan!" I exclaimed into the phone. "Sis where are you?"
"I'm up here."
She didn't sound good at all. Her normally bright cheery voice seemed subdued and had that raspy tone to it that spoke of too much partying and too little sleep.
"Is here New York?" I asked her.
"Oh," She said. "Umm yeah, that's where I am." She giggled into the phone. "You know I had to stop and think for a sec."
I sat down on the couch and fought to keep my voice steady.
"Are you with Tommy, Meg?"
She sighed into the phone.
"Well for now, but his dad's being a prick and doesn't want to wire him anymore money so..."
"So you'll be coming back home!" I said excitedly.
"Nah," Megan said. "Just because he has to leave doesn't mean I do. I have plenty of friends who'll let me stay with them."
"Bet they're all guys too."
I shook that image off and kept talking.
"Listen sis," I began. "Why don't you just come home? I miss you."
"I miss you too Mark, but it's a lot of fun up here."
I tried a different approach;
"Megan, Denise is worried about you."
There was silence on the other end and I was afraid she had hung up, then speaking so softly I could barely hear her Megan said;
"You can tell her I'm okay Mark. Tell her I love her."
"You can tell her that sis; she should hear it from you."
"I... I can't Mark," I could hear her voice start to choke up. "I can't stand how she sounds when I talk to her, oh please just tell her for me Mark."



"Megan just come home with Tommy," Grasping for straws I told her; "Come home for me sis, I need you, I..."
"Nice try little brother," Megan said and once again let out that sick sounding giggle. She was definitely on something. "You don't need me Mark, you're doing just fine for yourself. You got plenty of girls to take care of you."
"That's not what I need sis. I need you."
"No Mark," Now she sounded sad again. "No you don't. Maybe you might need the big sister you had, but not me, I'm no good for you."
"Let me decide that." I told her.
"No Mark, you'd decide that I would always be okay for you. Trust me Mark, you don't need me around you like this."
"Meg, you need to come home." I told her. "I miss you, Denise is scared for you. I mean those people up there Meg, it's all just a party and down here...
"
"I don't need a fucking lecture Mark!" Megan snapped in my ear. "Christ, I called to tell my little brother that I love him, that's all, and now I get all this weepy bullshit. I'm fine Mark and I'll come home when I'm ready, got it?"
"Megan please," I started.
"Mark I have to get going, my change is running out."
"Meg," I whispered into the phone. "Please don't go."
"I have to Mark." I heard a click on the other end and thought I lost her.
"Meg?"
"Gotta go little brother, but don't forget that your big sister loves you."
"I love you too sis." I said quietly.
There was another click and the phone went dead. After hanging up the receiver I closed my eyes and slumped back into the couch. That conversation was a replay of the last few times Meg and I had spoken. Hard to believe as little as a year ago we had been so close.
"Reeeeal Close!"The voice laughed as if it had said something hilarious. I ignored it.
I still had no idea where Megan was or who she was with and there was no doubt she had been messed up on the phone. What the hell was I going to do?
"Let go of her Mark."
"What?" I asked out loud.
"She's chosen this life Mark, we can't stop her, so just let it go."
"I will not give up on my sister."
"Oh how noble. Remember our teachings Mark. Megan is a psychic vampire. She's doing us a favor not being around. She knows she'll only bring us down with her."
"That's not true." I said feeling myself starting to get angry. "Megan will be fine, she just needs..."
"Oh admit it Mark! Megan's weak and she's going down. It will only get worse Mark, it will keep going until they find her de...
"Shut the fuck up!!!" I jumped up from the couch and screamed into the air. "My sister is going to be okay! I'll help her!"
"No Mark, she's on a bad path and we can't follow her."
"I'll go to hell and back for my sister!!"
I was yelling into the air and somewhere in the back of my mind I pictured my father in an institution, so heavily sedated he was barely conscience. No that would not be me, I was stronger than that. Still yelling at the voice I faced the full length mirror on the inside of the open bathroom door;
"You know what? Maybe you're the fucking weak one!"
"I'm not trying to piss you off Mark, but you have to accept it, we need to forget about her."
"She saved our fucking lives!! You never forget that!!"
I couldn't keep doing this, my head was pounding and I could feel myself losing it. Somewhere inside my head I heard the dog slam into the door in the attic. Walking into the bathroom I threw open the medicine cabinet so hard that the mirrored door hit the wall and I heard it break. Reaching into the cabinet I grabbed the bottle of Ambien my doctor had prescribed to me two years ago when I finally broke down and talked to him about my bouts of insomnia.
I was supposed to take it every night to insure I would sleep, but I didn't like the thought of not being able to wake up quickly. The only times I would take it was when I was in the middle of a long bout of insomnia or when I wanted to silence a certain unwanted visitor in my head. Taking two of the caplets I shut the cabinet and found myself staring into the broken mirror. The glass had cracked right down the middle and as I looked at my face, it appeared to be split in two.
"How symbolic."The voice remarked then laughed.
"Yeah?" I asked popping the pills into my mouth. "Let's see whose laughing in a couple of hours."
"Mark don't take those! You need me!"
I swallowed the pills and smiling at my fractured reflection said;
"Sweet dreams asshole, no one comes between me and my sister. Not even you."
I awoke with a start to the sound of the phone ringing out in the parlor. Sitting up quickly I glanced at the clock and saw it was eight o'clock. I had eaten quickly then laid down at two. The pills had really knocked me out. Jumping out of bed I made the parlor in four running steps and caught the phone in the middle of another ring.
"Yeah?"
"Hey Mark it's Cynthia, are you coming down here? Mitch said you were coming in at seven and the place is packed."
"Shit, yeah Cyn I'll be down in two minutes."
I hung up and as I sat down on the couch to catch my breath I closed my eyes and cocking my head listened or more correctly felt around my head. Even if it wasn't speaking I could always sense when the voice was around. It was a feeling, as if someone was standing right behind me, like when I'd walk into a room and somehow sense someone else was in it.
I didn't feel anything, the pills had worked. Most of the time they did, but occasionally, if I was really upset or in the middle of a tough situation, it would still be there. Getting up I went into the bedroom and threw on jeans, a black tank top and my favorite black snakeskin boots. Going into the bathroom I brushed my hair and staring into one half of the cracked mirror trimmed my beard down to where it was little more than a five o'clock shadow.
Locking the door behind me I went down the stairs and entered the back room of Mitch's through the door at the foot of the stairs. This was the main reason Mitch had ended up renting to me. Anyone who lived upstairs could easily break into the bar if they wanted to. With me living there not only did Mitch not worry about me ever taking anything from him, but if anyone broke in they would be dealing with me. I smiled at that thought, as Mitch had me under strict orders to break as many of their bones as I felt I could get away with and claim they attacked me.
I cut through the back room and came out at one end of the long bar. Cynthia hadn't been kidding; the place was jammed. As usual, the mixed crowd in the place always surprised me. Mitch was a former Hells Angel, who a few years ago won big in Vegas and had bought not only the bar but had gone halves with a former member of his gang and bought Baby Head. Because of his biker ties half the crowd looked like rejects from the cast of Easy Rider, most of them in their early forties, covered in tattoo's and, from the looks of it, probably had to install better shocks in their bikes to accommodate their fat out of shape asses.
Due to the bar being within a short distance of not only URI's campus, but also not too far from PC, the other half of the crowd consisted of college frat boys and hot little coeds. Of course this mix led to its share of trouble, or used to anyways. In the two years since I'd worked here things had been considerably quieter, well maybe not quieter, but the arguments usually stayed verbal, as the rule was the asshole who threw the first punch had to deal with me.
I shook my head as I realized my mind was wandering again and turning made my way down to the other end of the bar to where Cynthia was standing. As I approached her I couldn't help but take my time getting a good long look at her. In a word Cynthia; or Cyn as I liked to call her, and was the only one who was allowed to, was hot, with long red hair, big blue eyes, and one hell of a body.
Cynthia was on the short side, barely over five feet but built like a brick shit house with huge tits, and although I wouldn't say she was chunky, unless I was being mean to her of course, definitely had some curves, but they were in all the right places. For a small girl, Cynthia had the kind of beautifully shaped plump little ass, and slightly wide hips that were made for doggy style.
I had been fucking around with Cynthia for close to a year and a half now and at this point all but owned her. We had started out by dating for a few months. Of course she had wanted me for months, even when I had been with Krissy, so we had started fucking right away, our first "date" consisting of me asking her if she wanted to see my apartment. After a few months I realized it was turning into a relationship and I had sworn I would never do that again after Krissy.
No there would be no more "girlfriends" for me, just sex. Keeping that in mind I had started getting rougher and rougher with Cynthia. I would call her a whore, treat her like one, and sometimes not even let her spend the night. Cynthia would always get mad, call me names, and say she was done, but all I had to do was flash my killer smile, sweet talk her a little and be good to her for a night and she go right back to letting me do as I pleased.
Once, after getting her drunk, I talked her into dropping to her knees behind the bar and blowing me while there were still a few people around the pool table. When she finished I thanked her then told her to cover for me. As she stood staring I went over to the end of the bar and taking the hand of a cute little blonde took her past Cynthia and right up to my apartment.
Cynthia had stayed away from me for a couple of weeks after that, but after deciding I did miss her(,) I sweet talked her and got her upstairs. I was extremely good to her that night; going down on her for well over an hour and going nice and easy with her. I was good for awhile, letting her think it was just her, at least at the bar anyways. I saw Robin whenever she called and also was nailing Megan's friend Betty here and there. The fact that Betty had also seduced my sister, and the two of them still messed around sometimes, made her impossible to give up completely.
Even though Cynthia knew damn well I fucked whoever I wanted to, she would still get upset and sometimes even be on the verge of tears when I took one home or even played in front of her. Little did she know that was the way to guarantee I would take her for the night, as I was a sucker for that cute little pout. When she got that way I would always come up and, after giving her a little kiss, tell her I might have others but she was my favorite. Cynthia would eat that up and be more than happy to spend time with me even if she knew damn well I had been with someone else the night before.
Looking at Cynthia now however, I was pretty sure that she would be my choice this evening, as she looked hot, even for her. Cynthia was a smart girl, who was in her third year at URI where she was majoring in Economics. What made her even smarter than her education however was the fact that she knew she was hot, and that the better she looked, the more tips she would get. Because of that Cynthia tended to wear some eye popping outfits to work and tonight was no exception.
Cynthia had decided to sport the naughty school girl look, complete with white blouse tied in the middle to show off her stomach, a thigh length plaid mini skirt, and even white knee highs with black heels. The best part of the entire look for me however was her long red hair pulled into pig tails. As if to prove my point I watched one of the bikers give her a $5 tip to pull on them hard enough to bring her face to his and kiss her cheek.
Cynthia laughed and I noticed made sure she stayed leaning over so everyone at the bar got a good look down her shirt at her huge tits and the edge of her black lace bra. Hey if you got it flaunt it, I thought as I walked up behind her and leaning over whispered;
"You look damn hot tonight Cyn, even for you."
Cynthia turned and looking up at me through her long eyelashes said softly;
"Thank you sir."
I winked at her and, reaching up under her skirt, gave her ass a pinch, before walking down to the other end of the bar where I finally got to work getting people their beers and shots. The bar stayed busy, which made the time go by quickly and I was having a great time flirting with a tall brunette dressed in a low cut tank top and a skirt that was so short I could see her red panties.
I stayed in front of her all night, giving her drinks on the house and even leaning over and kissing her. I had made damn sure Cynthia was watching when I did, loving the mixed look of hurt and anger on her face. When I saw her looking I would smirk and shrug at her. Cynthia stared back at me and with a little smirk of her own turned around and, since she was behind the bar and no one could see, flipped her skirt up to show off the skimpy black thong she had on that left those perfectly rounded ass cheeks completely bare. Oh she was learning.
Around ten Cynthia went around the bar out onto the floor and, after selecting Mustang Sally from the juke box, walked over and getting a more than willing biker to help her up onto the bar, proceeded to start to dance, swinging to the music and flipping her skirt up to any guy who threw a few dollars on the bar. Cynthia had done a few shots and when one guy showed her a ten undid her white blouse and opened it to show those beautiful creamy tits that were all but falling out of the bra.
Cynthia looked over at me expecting me to get up there with her as I usually did, but instead I went around the bar and, taking the brunettes hand, pulled her onto the floor with me where I wrapped my arms around her waist and let her grind her ass into my crotch. Once again the look on her face was priceless, especially when I reached under the girls shirt and fondled her tits. The brunette(,) who I think had said her name was Tammy, leaned back into me, turning her head to the side. Taking my cue I leaned over and started kissing and sucking on her neck.
Tammy moaned in her throat and, reaching her hand behind her, grabbed my crotch. She squeezed it, then turning in my arms to face me, looked me in the eye and asked me if I wanted to go back to her place when I closed and fuck her. I had to say I was tempted, but Cynthia did look good tonight. I suppose if I was going to have a problem this was a good one to have.
The song finished and because some of the crowd had left, I stayed out on the floor and played pool for awhile with some of the college kids, winning $50 and of course continuing to play with Tammy, letting her sit on my lap and sliding my hand so far up her thigh I could feel the heat of her pussy along the edge of my hand. Every time I saw Cynthia look over I would kiss her or nuzzle my face into her neck.
When it was ten minutes to closing I went back behind the bar and coming up behind Cynthia said;
"Hey you mind cleaning up alone, I have somewhere to go."
Cynthia looked at me and pouted;
"Come on Mark, I wore this just for you."
I shrugged,
"Wear it another time Cyn, I got a better offer tonight."
Cynthia turned away quickly, but not before I saw the hurt look in her eyes.
"Whatever Mark," She said. "Just lock the door on your way out."
"Thanks Cyn, you're the best." I told her walking away.
I went up to Tammy and, taking her hand, walked out of the bar with her. When we got outside I told her I had to get going. Tammy looked at me like I was nuts, saying she thought I was going back to her place. I shook my head and told her I had a great time, but had to go. I then handed her my number and told her to give me a call tomorrow, and maybe I could swing by and see her. I gave her a kiss that I know left her wet and then, walking around the other side of the bar, let myself in the back door.
I cut through the room and came out to see Cynthia leaning over the bar wiping it down. I came up behind her and wrapped my arms around her waist. Cynthia yelped in surprise then, as she turned to see it was me, asked if I forgot something. I told her no, but I had decided that she was definitely hotter than Tammy and would she like to come upstairs with me. Cynthia smiled and said she'd love to. Smirking at her I said;
"Is that how you answer me?"
Putting her head down Cynthia pouted and whispered;
"Thank you for letting me be with you sir."
"Be with me?" I asked her. "What the hell do you call that?"
"Thank you for..." She hesitated then said; "Thank you for deciding to fuck me tonight sir."
"That's better." I told her then added; "It's your turn to clean up, I'll see you upstairs."
I went upstairs and, after lighting some candles in the bedroom, stripped down to my boxers and waited on the edge of the bed. Looking at the candles I shook my head. My standard line for why I always left them on was, "You're skin looks so beautiful in the candle light." In reality I was twenty one years old and still had a hard time sleeping in the dark. It was why I usually drank quite a bit on the nights I spent at Robin's condo.
I heard the front door open and Cynthia came walking into the bedroom.
"Damn you look good." She said smiling at me.
I didn't respond and after a second Cynthia shrugged and untying her blouse let it drop to the floor.
"Did I tell you to get undressed?" I asked her.
"Well no," Cynthia began, "But I thought..."
"You see, that's the problem Cyn," I told her. "You thought. What have I told you about that?"
"Sorry sir, I..."
"Sluts like you aren't supposed to think. If I want thinking I'll go to school. What I want right now is for you to come over here, get down on your knees and do the only thing your good for."
Cynthia had that precious mix look of anger and lust on her face. I knew she hated when I talked to her like that, but was also staring at the huge bulge in my shorts and was all but licking her lips. Finally with a deep breath Cynthia said quietly;
"I'm sorry sir, let me take care of you."
Cynthia took a step towards me.
"Strip first." I told her.
"But you said..."
"I changed my mind, now get naked before I decide I'd rather jerk off then waste my time with you."
"Yes sir." Cynthia said with a delightful little edge to her voice.
I watched as she unhooked her bra, exposing those amazing tits with their gorgeous little pink nipples. Cynthia turned her back to me and, after stepping out of the skirt, bent over to slide her thong down, pointing that nice round ass at me and giving me a great view of her smooth pussy. I could see from across the room that she was wet. Cynthia stayed that way, and after rolling the stockings down, lifted one leg at a time to slide them and her shoes off.
Cynthia turned around and once again took a step forward, and again I stopped her.
"Crawl."
"What?" She asked her eyes widening.
"Get down on your knees and crawl over to me."
Cynthia shook her head.
"Forget it Mark, I don't mind playing around, but I am not going to crawl on the floor like a fucking dog for you."
"I was thinking more like the fucking pig you are, but I suppose dog could work too." I said smirking.
"You know what Mark," She began her face getting red. "I..."
"Either get on the floor or take the door slut," I told her shrugging. "It's your choice." I smirked and added; "It's not like I can't get someone else over here."
Cynthia stared hard at me and I met her gaze. This was the part I loved; the test of wills, usually I won, but there had been a couple of times Cynthia had walked out. As Cynthia continued to look at me I reached down and slid my underwear off, allowing my enormous cock to spring free. Cynthia's eyes were instantly drawn to it, and, after staring for a minute, she looked back up at me and I could see her wavering.



Reaching down I grabbed the base of my cock and squeezed it, causing some pre cum to start oozing out. With my other hand I made a come here gesture to Cynthia. Swallowing hard Cynthia slowly dropped to her knees and leaned forward so her hands were on the floor.
"There you go," I said softly. "That's my good girl."
Cynthia began to crawl across the floor towards me, her face was beet red in embarrassment, but not only were her eyes glued to my cock, but her heavy breathing was making her huge tits rise and fall and her mouth was parted as if she was already preparing to suck my cock. I felt my own breath pick up as I watched her come towards me, her nipples almost grazing the floor and her ass pointing in the air.
Cynthia stopped directly between my legs and, still on her hands and knees, looked up at me and, opening her mouth, put her tongue out to me. I pointed my cock down and, putting just the tip on her tongue, squeezed it again sending some of my sticky fluid onto her waiting tongue. Without hesitation Cynthia pulled her tongue into her mouth and eyes rolling moaned in her throat as she swallowed every drop. Damn if she keeps this up I was going to have to be nice to her before the night was over.
Sitting back on her knees Cynthia leaned forward, ducking her head under my cock and began gently tonguing my balls. Reaching up she took my cock from my hand and started slowly stroking it while holding it to the side so she could continue to work my balls with her tongue. I held back the moan that was trying to escape me as Cynthia switched from tonguing to sucking, taking her time and going back and forth from one to the other.
This time I did slip and let out a soft groan. To her credit Cynthia didn't smile or say a word, she simply kept going, using her mouth to great effect all the while still pumping my cock with her hand. After kissing each of my balls Cynthia took her tongue and starting at the base licked up the length of my shaft then back down again. As she did this, her other hand took over where her mouth left off and started caressing my balls while she licked and stroked.
I reached down and started to tease each of her nipples with my finger tips. Cynthia moaned and, putting her lips along one side of my cock, started sliding them up and down. I groaned again and found myself beginning to breathe even heavier, damn she was getting me worked up. I closed my eyes and prepared to lean back and enjoy when I realized that she was taking over. Opening my eyes I gave her nipples a sudden hard twist that caused her to cry out in pain and surprise.
"Did I say I wanted to be teased?" I demanded.
Cynthia looked up at me her eyes wide and her lip already starting that delightful trembling that always got me hot.
"N-No sir but I thought that you would want me to take my time and... oww!"
I had twisted her nipples again, harder than last time.
"Stop acting like you're my girlfriend and just suck my cock like the fucking whore you are!"
I went for Cynthia's nipples again and with a precious little yelp she pulled back, but as she did she put her mouth on my cock and started sucking it rapidly in and out of her mouth, taking me down about halfway each time. Her hand was still on my balls and all in all it was feeling pretty fucking good, but I couldn't let her know that.
"Oh for Christ sakes!" I snapped. "You'd think by now you'd know what you were doing!"
With that I grabbed the back of her head and, holding it still, rammed my cock all the way down her throat. Cynthia squealed around it and sounded like she was ready to gag. I held her head still, keeping my cock buried in her mouth right down to the base of my shaft. Cynthia gurgled around it and tried to move her head. I let go and she pulled her head back, causing my cock to come out with a loud slurping sound.
Cynthia was gasping for breath. Looking up at me she said;
"Mark, I can't take it that deep, you know that."
I rolled my eyes.
"I knew I should have gone with Tammy." I shook my head. "Bet she can give a decent blow job."
"I..." Cynthia started, but I made a disgusted noise and said;
"Oh just suck on it for Christ's sakes. It beats my hand I suppose."
Cynthia gave me another one of those precious dirty looks but went right back to my cock and was definitely sucking it in further than before. I let her go for a minute then with a loud sigh told her;
"Oh here let me!"
Reaching out quickly I grabbed her pig tails and, before she could react, yanked down on them, once again forcing my cock down her throat. As Cynthia squealed again I started pulling her head up and down by the pig tails, forcing my cock in and out of her mouth. Cynthia's eyes were looking up at me and she was trying to shake her head no.
"Oh please!" I snapped. "Don't even pretend you don't like that! That's why you did your hair like that tonight and you know it, don't you? You couldn't wait for me to grab onto them could you?"
Cynthia was whining around my cock and her eyes were beginning to water.
"Aw what's the matter Cyn, that to deep for you?"
Cynthia fell into the trap and nodded.
"Yeah? You think that's deep?" I asked. "How about this?"
Standing up I pulled my cock from her mouth, but still holding onto her hair yanked Cynthia towards the bed. To avoid having her hair pulled Cynthia let herself go with the pull and, going off balance, fell into a sitting position against the bed. I quickly stepped around her so that my cock was right in her face and, reaching down, pinched her nipples again. When she cried out I shoved my cock back into her partially opened mouth.
Cynthia whimpered but opened her mouth. Grabbing her pig tails again I stepped forward so that my legs had her shoulders pinned to the bed and once again started slamming my cock in and out of her mouth.
"Yeah you like that don't you Cyn, like getting face fucked like the little pig you are."
Cynthia's eyes were watering even more and she was squealing around my cock even louder.
"This position no good for you either?" I didn't wait for an answer before saying; "Fine!"
I stepped back and this time pulled up on her hair. Cynthia yelped in pain and quickly stood up. I pushed her hard so she fell back onto the bed. Grabbing her legs I lifted them and spun her so her head was at the foot of the bed. I quickly went to the foot and(,) grabbing her shoulders(,) pulled her towards me so that her head was hanging off the bed. Reaching down I got my hand under the back of her head and, holding it still, put my cock to her lips,
"Hmm mmm!" Cynthia moaned shaking her head.
"No?" I asked her. "Too bad, because I was going to take care of you like this."
Cynthia was short enough so that my arm could reach down between her legs and as I did I slipped two fingers into her soaking wet pussy.
"Ohhh!" She moaned.
"Yeah you like that?" I asked as I started pumping them in and out.
"Yes! Ohhh yes s-sir!" She gasped out.
"How about this?"
With that I got my thumb on her clit and started rubbing it in circles. Cynthia moaned loudly and her hips started to move into my hand.
"Too bad." I said and stopped.
"Oh no!" She moaned. "Oh please Mark, I... "Cynthia cried out as I got her nipple again.
"Sir!" She corrected herself. "Oh please sir!"
"Aw Cyn, do you wanna cum?"
"Yes, oh yes please!"
"Then suck my cock and I'll get you off."
"I... I can't like this it's to.. oh no please!"
Cynthia yelled that out as I started to pull away from her. I shrugged and said;
"Your choice."
Cynthia looked up at me, her face was wet from a mixture of tears and my cock dripping down into her face. She was panting and, even though my hand was only on her stomach, her hips were moving. I brought my hand up to my mouth and sucked on the fingers that had been in her pussy. I almost slipped and moaned again at how sweet her pussy tasted. Cynthia could play offended all she wanted but fact was, being treated this way got her going as it did all women, they just never wanted to admit it.
"Ohh Sir please, I'll do it the other way, I just want...Ohhh!"
I had slid my fingers through her wet pussy lips and dipped my fingers in again.
"Okay, I will, oh just please go easy, please I... umm."
I shoved my cock down into her throat all the way and held it there. Cynthia moaned around it and her hands came up and wrapped around my hips. I started fucking her pussy with my fingers then once again found her clit with my thumb and started stroking it. Cynthia whimpered and her hips started moving. I started slowly pumping my cock in and out of her mouth, only going a few inches at a time as I continued to play with her swollen clit.
"Hmm mmm."
Cynthia moaned in approval as I took it easy on her mouth and gently played with her pussy. After only a couple of minutes her moans were turning to whimpers and I could feel her thighs begin to tremble. At that moment I drew my hips up and slammed my cock all the way down into her throat. Cynthia made a gurgling sound and tried to push my hips back with her arms but I was too heavy to move. I started fucking the shit out of her face pulling my cock two thirds of the way out before driving it back down.
Cynthia squirmed and squealed beneath me as I forced her to keep taking the entire length of my cock down her throat. As I continued pounding her pretty little mouth my fingers picked up speed, pumping in and out of her pussy and my thumb was rubbing her clit harder and faster. Despite her continuing to writhe against my cock Cynthia was also getting closer and closer to cumming. She wasn't the only one as knowing she was going to cum, even though I was raping her mouth, was enough to get me right on the edge as well.
I started fucking her mouth even faster, but at this point I don't think Cynthia cared, as with another long squeal around my cock her back arched up off the bed and her legs straightened pinning my hand between her thighs. Cynthia's hips began to buck up and down onto the bed and I could feel the muscles of her pussy contracting around my fingers. As her back arched even more Cynthia let out a whimper around my cock that pushed me over the edge.
I gave her two more hard pumps and then let out a long moan of my own as I felt my cock explode into her mouth, sending my hot cum spurting down her throat. Cynthia's squeals turned to gurgles as I continued to thrust my squirting cock into her mouth. With a long shuddering moan I left my cock in her mouth and, like the good girl I had trained her to be, Cynthia started sucking hard, milking every last drop of cum from it.
I stood up, pulling my cock from her mouth and, looking down at her sweat soaked face. slapped it hard against her lips and said;
"Cumming while I fucked your mouth, see what a fucking pig you are?"
"Yes sir." Cynthia gasped out.
"Stand up." I told her.
Cynthia looked at me and hesitated until I pinched her nipple again. Cynthia rolled over and, getting off the bed, stood in front of me. Grabbing her shoulders I turned her around and pushed her back, making her bend over the bed. I dropped to my knees, and spreading her ass cheeks open, plunged my tongue into her pussy. Cynthia squealed in delight and I moaned softly into it. I knew this broke the rules, but her pussy had tasted too sweet to not suck on it and besides, I'd even the score in a little while.
As Cynthia whimpered and moaned I pushed my tongue in and out of her pussy, then sliding down sucked her clit into my mouth and, holding it there, swirled my tongue around it.
"Ohhh oh thank you, Oh Mark that is soooo good."
I even let her calling me Mark go, as I had to say I liked hearing her moan my name like that. Still sucking her clit I slid one of my hands up and quickly plunged one finger into her extremely tight little ass. Cynthia let out a yelp, but that was quickly followed by a groan as I started working the finger in rhythm with my sucking of her clit. Within minutes Cynthia's legs started shaking and her soft round ass was shaking in my face.
"Ohh oh yes, oh please don't stop sir, oh.."
Cynthia came hard and directly in my face, filling my mouth with a gush of her sweet sticky pussy juice. Cynthia squealed as she rocked her ass and pussy into my cum soaked face. After a long shuddering groan I felt her slump onto the bed and her legs started to bend at the knees. I stood up behind her and, taking my once again rock hard cock, started slapping it on her ass.
"Oh damn that was good, oh please fuck me now sir, oh I want to feel it."
"Oh you will." I told her and with one smooth thrust drove my cock deep into her sopping wet pussy.
Cynthia let out a loud yelp as my huge cock completely filled her tight little pussy. I held it there then pulling it out slammed it back in and then, holding onto those beautiful curvy hips of hers, started fucking the shit out of her as hard as I could.
"Oh! Oh! Oh god that's deep oh!"
Cynthia started yelping with each hard thrust, and I began to go harder, putting all the power of my hips into each pump. I was slamming into her so hard the bed was rocking. The pitch of Cynthia's yelps went up and she began whining;
"Ow oh Mark, go easy please, I..."
Cynthia cried out as I caught her right ass cheek with a wicked slap.
"Sir!" She shouted. "Oh please sir, easy it hurts!"
"That hurts?" I asked smirking.
"Oh yes oh it's so fucking big! Please go easy!"
I pulled my cock out and, with deliberate slowness, placed the tip at the edge of her ass.
"No!!" Cynthia cried out. "No please Mark don't..."
Cynthia yelped as I slapped her again. She started begging, calling me sir, but I wasn't paying attention, I was staring at the huge head of my cock pressing against her tight puckered asshole. I had fucked her in the ass a couple of other times and she hadn't wanted to either time, but it wasn't really about what she wanted.
"I get you off twice and I get no?" I asked her.
"Mark, really it hurts to much, please just fuck me, I won't whine anymore please..."
"Fuck it, go home." I said stepping back from her.
"What?" she asked looking over her shoulder.
"I said go home Cynthia. I'll call Betty, that little pig loves it in her ass and she'll be more than happy to spend the night with me."
Cynthia stared at me and once again our eyes locked. Cynthia loved to spend the night, it made her feel less cheap I'm sure, but she also claimed it was because she loved being next to me, in the end what mattered to me was that it was what usually got me what I wanted. Apparently tonight would be no different as with that adorable pout Cynthia said softly;
"Okay, but please go easy there." She swallowed hard her lip trembling. "Please?"
I stepped back up behind her, thinking that after tonight I would have to be very good to her next time around; maybe even take her out somewhere. I put my cock back into her pussy and fucked her slowly for a minute, getting my cock wet then, pulling it out, put it up against her ass and pushed it in a couple of inches.
Cynthia let out a high pitched whine and made as if to crawl up onto the bed. I grabbed her hips and eased in a little further.
"Ohhhh," Cynthia whimpered; "Oh, it hurts."
I stayed still, giving her ass a chance to get used to my cock, then, after pulling back a couple of inches, shoved it all the way in.
"Oh my fucking god!!" Cynthia cried out.
I gave her another minute then started fucking her. I wasn't slamming the shit out of her, but I wasn't exactly going slow either. Cynthia started squealing like a stuck pig and the sound was like music to my ears; I wanted her to sing some more. I started fucking her harder and the pitch of the squeal went up.
"Oh Mark please! Oh god Mark oww!"
I gave her a few more pumps then pulled out and went back to her pussy, where I started fucking the shit out of her. Cynthia moaned and I'm sure at this point it didn't seem to hurt at all. For the next fifteen minutes I worked my cock back and forth from her pussy to ass, a few slow strokes followed by a few hard pumps in each.
Cynthia alternately moaned and squealed, her back was covered in sweat and I could feel her legs shaking in exhaustion against mine as I fucked her. I noticed the squeals were getting less shrill as she was getting used to my cock in her ass. I began to feel myself getting close and decided that I wanted to finish the night off on a high note; a very high note.
After spending a few minutes stroking slowly in and out of Cynthia's pussy, which at this point was so wet it was dripping down her thighs, I pushed it in her ass and, after one slow stroke, reared back and started fucking the shit out of her.
Cynthia screamed out loud as I tore into her and not for the first time I thought that it was a damned good thing there was no one else in the building. I was holding Cynthia's hips so tight she couldn't move at all and was forced to take every inch of my massive cock. At this point Cynthia was emitting a sound that could only be described as a wail, her hands were squeezing the sheets so hard they were white knuckled and her legs had completely let go, to where if I didn't have her hips she would have fallen.
Cynthia turned her head and all it took was one look at her wide eyed tear streaked face to send me over the edge. I let out a howl of my own and came inside of her ass. Despite the fact I had cum only a half hour ago I felt like a I was never going to stop, I shot so much cum inside of her ass that it was squirting out around my cock as I kept fucking her. I stopped and stepped back, and with a moan Cynthia slid to her knees on the floor with just her head resting on the bed.
I sat on the bed next to her and, lifting her sweat soaked head from the bed, leaned over and gave her a kiss on the lips. Cynthia barely returned the kiss before dropping her head back down. Standing up I bent over and, getting my arms under her legs, lifted her up and laid her on the bed. I put a pillow under her head and leaving her there went into the bathroom, where I took a quick cold shower.
Despite another extremely long day I didn't feel all that tired, but knew Cynthia was done for the night. I noticed that I had used the last of the shampoo and tossed the bottle away as I got out. It was a warm night and my air conditioner had shit the bed, so I barely dried off before going back into the bedroom. Cynthia was right where I left her, sprawled out on her back the bed, her head turned into the pillow.
I stood there looking at her for a minute thinking that she really was sexy, maybe not as hot as Robin, but Cynthia really was something to look at. Walking over to the bed I sat down on the edge of it and shook her shoulder. Cynthia looked up at me with her eyes barely open and that cute little pout and asked;
"You're not going to make me leave are you?"
"Of course not." I told her. "You were a very good girl tonight Cyn, you can stay."
"Thanks Mark." She said and started to roll over.
"Hey." I said and as she turned shook my head. "You really don't think I'm going to let you stay in my bed all fucking sweaty and sticky like that do you?"
"Mark, I'm tired."
"Well get your tired ass in the shower or dressed and out the door, you're not sleeping with me like that."
With a groan that brought a smile to my face Cynthia forced herself up off the bed and headed for the bathroom. My smile broadened as I noticed how gingerly she was walking. As she entered the bathroom I lied down on my back and, crossing my hands on my chest, closed my eyes. I must have drifted off because I jumped awake as Cynthia climbed into the bed next to me. I glanced over at her and she started to slide over to me.
"It's a big bed Cyn, you don't need to be that close."



Cynthia put her eyes down and shaking her head started to roll away from me. I had to say I felt a little bad, but I just wasn't one for being close, except of course for.... My thoughts stopped as my nose picked up a very familiar smell; strawberries.
"Hey," I said rolling over onto my side to Cynthia who was on her side facing me on the other side of the bed. "Where did you get that shampoo?"
"Oh, there was none in the shower and I found it under the sink." She frowned and sighed. "Why Mark does it stink? Do you want me on the floor?"
"No," I whispered as I did I slid closer to her and reaching out took some of her long hair in my hand and bringing it to my nose inhaled deeply.
"It smells nice." I said softly.
The shampoo was Megan's. The strawberry scent had been her favorite since she was a little girl. When I had first come to live there and couldn't sleep Megan would come into my room and lay down with me. When I had terrible nightmares of Max, Megan would lie on her back and let me rest my head on her shoulder, her arm around me. My face would be buried in her hair, and many were the nights I fell asleep to that scent.
Of course after a few months of sleeping together we became lovers and there would be many more nights that the smell of that shampoo would be in my face, across my chest, even Megan's back would smell like it after her wet hair had been across it. I felt a wave of sadness come over me. As little as a few months ago Megan would spend at least a couple of nights a week here. We'd play all night and, after we were done, she would lie on her side and I would curl up behind her and hold her to me. Now I was lucky if it was once every couple of weeks and at this point it had been well over a month since my big sister had shared my bed.
"Mark?"
"Huh?" I shook my head realizing Cynthia had been talking to me.
"I asked what you said."
"I said it smells nice on you."
"Oh thanks." Cynthia said and looked at me strangely.
I realized she was waiting for me to say something nasty and felt a pang of regret at how I had treated her. I just couldn't help myself, after Krissy everything had turned into a game for me. The game that Megan and I had learned together, and now it was as if I couldn't enjoy sex unless it was nasty and I was in control.
"No really," I said. "I like it."
Cynthia smiled at me. She really did have a beautiful smile. Leaning forward I kissed her and as I did inhaled the smell of the shampoo.
"Good night Mark." She said and pulled away from me.
"Hey Cynthia,"
"What Mark?"
"Roll over." I told her.
"Roll over?"
"Yeah face the other way."
Cynthia rolled her eyes.
"Sorry, didn't mean for you to have to look at me."
Before I could say anything she rolled over on her side, facing the other way. Sliding up behind her I hesitated then, putting my arm around her waist, pulled her into me so that her back was against my chest.
"You feel good Mark." Cynthia said quietly.
"So do you Cyn."
I nuzzled my head into Cynthia's neck and breathed deeply.
"Good night Mark."
I swallowed hard and whispered, "Sweet dreams Cynthia."
As I lay there with my eyes closed I thought of Megan. I wondered if she was sleeping and where, and with who. Was she okay? Lying there I thought that I would give anything to hear her response to my "sweet dreams" to hear her say;
"Good night my beautiful little brother."
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Part 2- Megan Returns
I was lying in my bed staring at the ceiling. It was eleven o'clock on Friday night and as usual I was alone and frustrated. Tonight was supposed to have been the night that I had finally gotten Krissy to put out. Megan was working, Doug and Denise had gone away for the weekend and I had a great night planned out. It had started off perfectly; after taking Krissy to dinner and the beach fro Ice cream I had told her I had the place to myself and would she like to come back there with me.
To my delight Krissy had agreed and it was everything I could do not to speed home as she sat next to me her head on my shoulder as I drove. The night got even better as once upstairs we started making out hot and heavy and not only had I gotten Krissy's shirt off but had slid my hand all the way up her skirt. I had just begun working my fingers into her panties to touché her pussy when a car door slammed outside.
Krissy and I both jumped and quickly getting up to look out the window I saw it was only the gy next door. When I turned around however Krissy had her shirt back on and said she was sorry but she was still too nervous. I took her home and upon returning immediately undressed got into my bed, and jerked off. Now here I was again; another night as an eighteen year old virgin.
There was a knock on the door and my sister Megan asked if she could come in. I called out that she could and rolled over to see her as she entered. I figured Megan couldn't sleep and wanted to lie down with me like we had been doing from time to time since I had lived there. When Megan came in, my mouth all but fell open and my first thought was good thing the blankets were over my crotch.
Megan was wearing a lacey black and red tank top that only went to just below her tits and a pair of matching panties that tied at the sides leaving her incredibly long legs bare right up to the hips.
"Hey little brother," She asked. "Watcha looking at?"
"I... um you I guess." I forced out barely able to speak.
"Just me? Or do you like my new jammies?"
With that Megan lifted her arms and the shirt rode up to expose the bottom of her tits. I was aware of my cock hard and throbbing under the covers.
"You want some company little brother?"
There was another knock at the door.
"Mark? You okay in there?"
I jerked so violently that I felt myself begin to fall out of the office chair that I had been sitting in. At the last minute my hand flashed down and caught the floor stopping me from spilling out of it. With a push I righted myself and just in time to avoid looking like an idiot as at that moment the door to Mitch's office opened and Cynthia popped her head in.
"Hey Mark, I knocked but you didn't answer."
"Sorry I was just wrapped up in this shit." I waved my hand towards the top of Mitch's desk which was covered with a years' worth of receipts.
Normally I wasn't one to lie about anything as I never really cared enough about what people thought one way or another, but I didn't feel like admitting I had fallen asleep. The fact that I had been dreaming about the night I lost to my virginity to my big sister was another fact that I would keep to myself. It was Saturday night, but because there was a big biker run going on and most of the college kids had gone home for summer vacation Mitch's was pretty dead.
As a matter of fact it was so quiet Mitch was only going to have Cynthia work but I had talked him into letting me work on his atrocious book keeping for awhile. This way I could make some money but also be able to keep an eye on Cynthia, as I really didn't like the idea of her working alone on a Saturday night. I had been working on the paperwork for a couple of hours when tired of my eyes burning I had given up and closed them.
I had been sleeping like shit all week, barely getting three hours a night. Between my workouts, Tai Kwon do classes, and work, not to mention three nights with Cynthia. I should be ready to drop, but had still been wired for sound. As the week went on I had figured worst case scenario my Friday night with Robin would put me out. That had been last night and a hell of a night it was!
We had gone to Capital grill with the three couples Robin had discussed and I had blown them away. I was dressed perfectly and spent the entire night doting on Robin, getting her drinks, kissing her cheek, and fawning all over her like a love struck teenage. The women were all but drooling and the guys were giving me dirty looks all night. After dinner a couple of the guys wanted to go to shooters to play some pool. Shooters is pretty casual so with a wink Robin had told me to take off the dress shirt and tie and play in just the white tank top I had underneath.
This got the women even more worked up and to top it all off, when we had sat down for drinks and one of the guys asked if I was in construction or some type of "labor" as he put it, I mentioned that I was third year criminal justice and had already locked up a scholarship for Suffolk. At the end of the evening as we were saying our good byes one of Robin's friends kissed my cheek and as she did slipped her phone number into my pocket.
I showed it to Robin back at her place and she had laughed with delight. After she was done laughing she kissed me and looking me in the eye told me that I had been incredible and the night was mine I could do whatever the hell I wanted to her. Robin was a woman of her word, and not only didn't hedge at me finally wanting to fulfill my fantasy of fucking her in the ass, but loved every minute of it! We had gone for hours and again in the morning, yet when I had gotten home today I still couldn't so much as nap. It would figure that I would finally fall asleep where I shouldn't.
"I said I brought you a coffee." Cynthia was saying.
"Oh," I replied. "Thanks."
Cynthia entered and came over to the desk carrying a mug. As she put it down in front of me she leaned over and kissed my cheek.
"Don't worry I won't tell anyone you were taking a nap."
I smiled sheepishly and took a sip of the coffee. It tasted like shit but what the hell it was made in a bar. As I took another taste I looked over the edge of the mug at Cynthia who looked damn good in a low cut tight red t-shirt and very short black mini skirt. As I put the mug down Cynthia stood behind me and started rubbing my shoulders.
"That feels good." I told her.
"Yeah it does." Cynthia said laughing as she squeezed my shoulders then slid her hands down my arms.
"Thanks for the coffee," I told her. "Whose at the bar?"
"Oh my roommate Sherry came in. She'll yell if anyone needs anything. I mean there's all of six people out there."
As she spoke Cynthia came around and sat at the edge of the desk. Her skirt had ridden up to all but show her panties, and my eyes were instantly drawn to her thighs. Leaning over I playfully kissed the top of her thigh just under the skirt.
"Oooh that's nice." She whispered.
"Yeah?" I asked as I could already feeling myself getting hard.
As I pushed her skirt up to expose her red panties Cynthia slowly opened her legs and this time I placed a kiss on her inner thigh right next to the crotch of her panties. Breathing deeply I could smell her pussy through the thin material. Unable to resist I pulled the panties to the side and placed a soft kiss directly on her clit.
"Ohh Mark," She moaned as she ran her fingers through my hair.
I kissed her again, and then started teasing her swollen using just the tip of my tongue. Cynthia's breath caught as I continued tonguing her harder. I had just slid two fingers inside of her, planning on getting her off right here on the desk when...
"Cynthia they need you out here!"
"Fuck!!" Cynthia snapped.
I sat back and laughed at her.
"That's not funny!" Cynthia snapped standing and smoothing her skirt down. "That was a tease."
"Sorry." I said shrugging
Cynthia started to walk past but catching her wrist I looked up at her and with a wink told her;
"How about I take up where I left off after we close?" I was never too tired for sex.
"Sounds good to me!" Cynthia said and laughing added; "Who said we close at ten tonight?"
Cynthia left and turning back to the mess on the desk I shook my head. I really couldn't focus tonight. Glancing over I saw Mitch had left a pack of Marlboro's on the corner of the desk. Reaching out I grabbed the pack and after shaking one out used the lighter that was next to them and took a long drag. I knew I shouldn't smoke; it went against everything else I did for my body, but Megan had gotten me started a couple of years ago and although I didn't smoke often I found that I really did enjoy it and couldn't resist them once in awhile.
I took a few minutes to smoke the cigarette and finish the coffee. It was only when I finished did I realize that that may not have been the best combination for someone who had a sleeping disorder. Oh well, I would just have to wear myself out on Cynthia's pretty little pussy. I had been kind of shitty to her earlier this week so tonight I wouldn't play any games; just relax and enjoy the company of a hot girl who couldn't get enough of me.
With a sigh I went back to the paperwork. Mitch really wasn't much of a business man, if I didn't do this once in awhile he would end up with an audit for sure. In the grand scheme of things I really didn't mind Mitch had done a lot for me over the last couple of years. A foster kid himself Mitch had taken a liking to me and the fact that I never let my past stop me from doing everything I wanted. Once when he was shitfaced I had overheard him tell one of the other bikers that even though I was a pretty boy I was like "The son I never wanted."
"Hey Mark?"
I turned to see Cynthia poking her head in again.
"I said I'll catch you later Cyn," I started. "I..."
"Your sister just came in."
I all but jumped out of the chair to follow Cynthia back out to the bar. I didn't care how it looked that I was so excited, as Cynthia was more than aware of Megan's issues and knew she had been disappearing for weeks at a stretch for the last few months. When I came out of the back room my sister was standing at the corner of the bar waiting for me.
"Hey little brother!" She exclaimed happily giving me a little wave.
It was only ten feet from the door I had come through to where my sister was standing, but as I approached her those ten feet told me a lot. On my recently created "Megan Scale" with ten being her looking like the beautiful big sister that she always was to me, and one being my heart breaking just by looking at her; I would give her about a seven tonight.
Megan looked good. Unlike some of the times I had seen her over the last few months it looked like she was aware of her appearance. Megan's long black hair was down and even looked like she had curled it recently, and she looked cute in a pretty pink sleeveless sundress that already had part of me thinking of seeing it slip off her shoulders. Most importantly as I glanced down at them, her arms appeared to be clear.
Three months ago I had noticed needle marks on Megan's right arm and after confronting her found out that she had tried heroin. I had been speechless and before I knew it could feel the tears in my eyes. Megan assured me that she had hated the feeling of it and never planned to do it again. Then again how many times in the last year and a half had she sworn off coke only to be good for a few weeks and go right back?
As my gaze trailed downward admiring my sister's extremely long well shaped legs, and the very sexy black heeled sandals she was wearing I noticed a duffle bag on the floor next to her. In one sense that was a bad thing, it meant my sister once again had nowhere to call home, however on a selfish note my heart leapt as that meant that she would be staying with me for awhile. Oh how I welcomed that thought! Not only because I missed her; but because she always stayed clean when she stayed with me.
The reason Megan was a seven tonight and not a ten was that as I got to within a couple of feet I saw that her amazingly light, all but transparent blue eyes were positively electric, she was definitely flying. As I reached her Megan flashed me one of those huge crooked smiles that never failed to melt my heart and put her arms out to me. I gratefully entered those arms and wrapping my own around her, crushed her to me tightly.
"I missed you sis." I whispered in her ear.
"I missed you to Mark," She replied softly. "I really did."
I stepped back and as I leaned in to kiss her, it took everything I had pass by Megan's very inviting soft, full lips and give her a peck on the cheek instead. As if reading my mind Megan whispered;
"No worries little brother, you can kiss me on the lips later," She giggled adding; "Maybe even the ones on my face!"
I pulled away from her, but Megan kept her arms around my shoulders and looking me up and down smiled.
"Damn you look good Mark. You... damn!" She exclaimed looking at my new tattoo. "Look at that! That's from one of my paintings!"
"Just like Pan, and just like yours" I said touching her right arm that from shoulder to elbow was covered with a green and black tattoo of the gorgon Medusa. I shrugged "What can I say I have good taste."
"And you taste good too." Megan whispered giggling again.
I had come to hate that giggle. Normally my sister had a light hearted infectious laugh. This annoying little sound is what she emitted whenever she was high. Glancing over my shoulder Megan must have seen someone staring because she stepped back away from me and sat down on the first stool at the edge of the bar.
"Hey Cynthia," She called out waving.
I turned to see Cynthia smile at her, but then as she started to turn her head, Cynthia's eyes caught mine and appeared sad. She knew Megan was messed up and what it did to me. Why was it again I treated her so poorly sometimes? Oh that's right, it was because I took what I wanted. I shook that off and turned to look back at my sister. Megan had seen someone else she knew and after waving smiled and nodded. The nodding continued as she looked around the room, her head bobbing as if to music that only she could hear.
"So when did you get back sis? Today?" I asked to get her to stop.
"Umm no two or three days ago." She answered turning to face me. The nodding stopped but she began drumming her fingers on the top of the bar.
"Why didn't you call?" I already knew the answer of course.
Megan looked at me and putting her head down said quietly;
"I wasn't feeling or looking to good Mark, and you know after I'm gone it takes me awhile to make myself come see you or the folks. I know what I do to you guys."
I didn't want her to go into one of her funks so I changed the subject.
"What's with the bag?"
"Oh," Megan said. "Well Tommy got pissed off at me and I didn't feel like hearing him whine." She rolled her eyes.
"I've told him before it's not like he's my husband if I want to fool around with someone I will."
I sighed. Speaking to my sister these days was like walking through a mine field; no matter where you stepped it could blow up on you.
"Well actually," Megan continued with a look of concentration on her face as if she was remembering something. "I don't think it was that this time."
She snapped her fingers.
"Oh yeah! He was mad cause I did the last of his stash!" She shrugged. "Hey you snooze you lose right little brother?" She giggled again then continued;
"Besides, this way I get to spend some time with my beautiful little brother. I missed you Mark I..." She lowered her eyes and said softly. "I need you little brother."
As Megan looked up she cocked her head and stared into my eyes which I knew were red as hell from lack of sleep.
"Looks like you could use some time with your big sister too."
"Oh yeah," I said, and then glancing down at the bag frowned. "That all you have?"
"Well we had to leave New York kind of quick and I left some stuff." She shrugged. "I have a few more things at Tommy's and a couple of things at Betty's."
I shook my head as I felt one of those pangs of sadness go through me. My sister was living like a gypsy and had been for awhile now. Hell she hadn't even had a car of her own in over a year.
"I'll take you to buy a few things tomorrow sis."
"Please Mark you don't have to do that. You need your money."
"I'm okay sis really."
Robin had been so happy with last night she had given me $200 and I had two months' rent saved. I could certainly afford to help my sister.
"Well okay!" Megan said back to the high wattage smile again. "But," She winked. "Only if I can buy something as a fun surprise for you one night."
"Deal."
The bar was all but dead and what customers there were, Cynthia took care of. I knew she wasn't just doing it to keep busy but was trying to give me some time with my sister while I was still down there watching to make sure she was okay. I was going to have to be very good to Cyn next time out. Megan and I talked for awhile, or more accurately she did, going on and on and flitting from subject to subject so fast I kept losing track of the conversation.
After a few minutes I brought up seeing her parents and she went into all but tears. Doug at this point may or may not even want to see her. For that matter I wasn't so sure how happy he would be to see me; we had been fighting constantly over Megan. Doug's answer was "tough love" giver her no help whatsoever and make her realize how bad things were. I on the other hand although I had smartened up with giving her money would be damned if I'd turn my sister to the street.
Denise on the other hand was a basket case when she didn't know where Megan was. If I couldn't talk Megan into going by tomorrow I would call Denise and get her to meet us here so she could see that Megan was okay, or as okay as she got these days. I quickly got off the subject of Doug and Denise and switched over to my chance to join the RI thunderbolts an elite group of martial artists who competed in tournaments around the country.
As we spoke Megan had slid the bowl of pretzels over to her and had devoured them as if she hadn't eaten in days. When she finished I asked her;
"You hungry sis?"
Megan shrugged
"A little."
I left Cynthia to watch the bar and my sister, as there were a couple of guys that came in that were dealers. Cynthia would come get me if either of them approached Meg or she went to them. Hopefully that wouldn't happen, at least not again. Six months ago a guy named Rick had sold her some coke while I was there and I had introduced his face to the urinal in the bathroom several times.
Mitch had a tiny kitchenette in the back, because technically the bar sold hamburgers and sandwiches, but no one ever really ate there as Cynthia and I were the cooks and there was a reason I ate tv dinners and her roommate handled the cooking. I fried up a couple of hamburgers managing not to burn them for once and brought them out to Megan who ate them as if they were the best thing she ever tasted.
"Thanks little brother," She said as she finished. "You really do know how to take care of me."
At that Megan turned to look at Cynthia who was leaning over the bar flirting with a customer, her tits all but falling out of her shirt.
"Speaking of taking care of me little brother." Megan began looking me in the eye "You tell your little pig over there that you have company tonight."



"Yeah I was supposed too... hey!" I snapped as Megan grabbed my hair and pulled my face to hers.
"Little brother," She whispered. "Your big sister is lonely and she needs you, in fact you tell her you're going upstairs early."
I stared into her eyes as long as I could. Then after swearing that my sister didn't blink looked away and nodded. It was only an hour til close, the place was dead, and Cynthia's roommate Sherry was there as well. Going over to Cynthia I leaned over and said;
"Listen Cyn I'm going to have to cancel..."
"I know Mark," She told me. "Megan needs a place to crash it's okay."
"Thanks Cyn," I told her smiling. "Hey next time I'll take you to dinner where ever you want okay?"
"Okay." Cynthia nodded
I kissed her cheek and went to walk away but catching my hand she looked and me and said;
"Mark its great the way you help Megan, I don't care how you act to people you're a sweet guy."
"Last week I made you crawl across the floor Cyn, I don't think I'm all that sweet."
Cynthia shrugged and with a smirk said;
"Hey everyone needs a hobby." She then added; "I just feel bad for you. I mean Megan staying with you means no sex. Whatever will you do?"
"Oh," I said looking over at Megan who was now standing her short dress showing off her long perfectly shaped legs. "I'll get over it I guess."
We entered my apartment and as soon as I had put her bag down Megan turned and wrapping her arms around my neck whispered;
"Now come here so I can give my little brother a real kiss hello."
I eagerly leaned my face into hers and all but whimpered as I tasted my sister's soft lips for the first time in over a month. Megan moaned as well as our lips slid across one another's. Despite the fact it had been awhile we both took our time, and enjoyed a long deep passionate kiss. Megan slipped her tongue into my mouth and I could feel her hands trembling on my neck. My hands had been around her waist, but now moved along her sides sliding up to graze the sides of her tits and causing her to moan.
Breaking the kiss Megan stepped back and taking me by the hand and led me into the bedroom. Once in there Megan let me go and said;
"Go ahead and light your candles little brother."
There was no hint of mocking in her voice; my sister knew what I had been through. After I had lit the two candles on my bureau I turned and smiled at the sight before me. Megan had indeed let the dress drop off and was standing before me in just a lacy black bra and matching panties. The black was a sexy contrast to her ivory complexion and as I watched she raised her arms up and did a little twirl giving me a glimpse of her long dark hair across her creamy back and her hot little ass in the skimpy panties.
"You like what you see little brother?"
"Hell yeah." I answered stepping towards her. "Damn I missed you sis."
"And did you miss these Mark?"
Megan reached around and unhooking her bra tossed it to the side to expose her tits. My sister's tits were on the small side but they were absolutely perfect; round, firm, and with the lightest pink nipples I had ever seen.
"You know I did." I went to reach for them but smiling playfully Megan covered them with her hands and said;
"But what about Cynthia? Or that cougar lawyer you play with? Don't you want theirs instead? Don't they have nice big tits for you to play with Mark?"
"I want you're tits." I told her.
"Ohhh you bad boy!" Megan said shaking her head. "Are you saying you want to play with your big sisters titties?"
"Oh please don't tease sis." I begged. "It's been too long."
"Awww," Megan said. "Do you need these?"
As she spoke Megan lied down on my bed and stretching her arms over her head whispered;
"Then come get them."
I went to get on the bed but Megan's heeled foot caught me in the chest making me wince.
"How come I don't get to see what I've been missing?"
Stepping back I quickly stripped down to my underwear but held off enjoying the look of lust on my sister's face as she stared at the huge bulge between my legs.
"Oh goddamn do you look good." She licked her lips. "Now go ahead and show your big sister that beautiful cock of yours."
I pulled my underwear down to the edge of my pubic hair then smiling said;
"You first."
"Yeah Mark?" She asked. "You wanna see your sister's pussy?"
As I nodded Megan lifted her hips and after working her panties over them lifted her long legs straight up and started to pull them up. When she had gotten half way she bent her right leg and using her foot slid them all the way off flipping them at me. I had no idea where they went as my eyes were glued to Megan's smooth pink pussy winking at me from between her thighs. Megan lowered her legs then slowly spread them open for me.
"Your turn little brother."
I pulled my boxers down allowing my cock to spring free. I was fully erect and had been so worked up that as it came up some drops of precum flew off of it and onto the sheets. Megan let out a low whistle;
"Oh how I missed that cock!"
I crawled up between my sisters and legs leaning over kissed her hard. Megan grabbed the back of my hair and after kissing me pushed my head down. Not needing to be told twice I slid down far enough to reach her right tit, and suck her perfect little pink nipple into my mouth. As I swirled my tongue around her erect nipple my hand found her other tit and grabbing nipple between my fingers began to gently roll it back and forth.
"Ohhh yeah look at you Mark, you did miss your big sisters tits didn't you?"
"Mmm Hmm." I moaned as I switched off , taking her left nipple into my mouth while fondling the right.
"Oh that feels good!"
Letting go of her right tit my hand reached down between her legs where I plunged two fingers into my sisters sopping wet pussy.
"Yes! Oh Yes!"
Megan began to rock her hips back and forth into my hand, and then let out another loud moan as my thumb found her clit. Still sucking on her nipple I continued to work my fingers and within minutes I could feel her thighs start to tremble.
"Oh yeah," Megan panted out as her hips started thrusting my fingers in and out of her steamy pussy. "Oh look at you working your big sisters pussy; oh you're going to make me cum nice and quick aren't you?"
"The first time anyways." I said around her nipple.
"And why is that little brother?" Megan asked looking me in the eye.
"Because," I answered. "My sister always cums first."
"Ohhh that's right little brother you know the rule you... Ohhhh."
Megan's hips started bucking harder and grabbing the back of my head she arched her back shoving her tit further into my mouth. Feeling her right on the edge I bit down hard on her nipple while giving the other a good hard twist. Megan threw her head back and let out a loud squeal as she ground her pussy into my still pumping fingers. Megan's thighs clamped shut around my hand trapping it as I continued to rotate my thumb around her clit.
Megan let out a long shuddering moan that made my cock throb even harder than it had been as I had been making her cum and slumped back onto my bed panting.
"Oh Mark that was soooo nice I... Oh God!!"
As Megan had started talking I had sat back and grabbing her ankles quickly lifted her legs straight in the air and with no hesitation drove my huge cock deep into my big sisters soaking wet pussy.
"Oh fuck yeah!!" Megan cried out as I began fucking the shit out of her.
I had wanted to take my time and play a little, but hearing Megan cum had driven me over the edge. It had been over a month since I'd had my sister's pussy and we had all night to play. The first time I just needed to fuck her, to slam the shit out of her tight little pussy; to take what I wanted.
"Oh yes!!" Megan yelled. "Oh look at you! Oh look at you fucking your nasty big sister; oh you love your sister's pussy don't you?"
"It's my favorite pussy." I said as I lifted her even higher bringing her ass up off the bed and angling my massive prick to drive down even deeper into her.
Megan started squealing loudly as I hammered away at her pussy, then with an effort gasped out.
"Yeah your sister's pussy is your favorite pussy? Damn straight it is! And it was your first pussy to wasn't it little brother?"
"Yes." I gasped as I continued to pound into her.
Megan gave up talking and simply lied back making little yelping noises each time I drove my cock inside of her. I loved that look; my sister sweating, her head thrown back, and those little gasps coming from between those perfect lips. I let out a gasp of my own as I could feel myself getting close already. Megan heard me and knew what it meant.
"Bring it right here little brother!" She exclaimed pointing at her mouth. "You were a good boy and you deserve a treat! So get up here and fuck your sister's mouth!"
I pulled out of her pussy and stood up on the bed as Megan got up onto her knees and with no hesitation grabbed my cock and pulled it into her waiting mouth. I moaned as Megan instantly took me all the way down to the base of my shaft and again, as she held it there shaking her head back and forth. Megan began rapidly sucking my cock in and out of her mouth her lips going all the way to the tip before taking it all the way back down to my balls again.
I'd been with more women than I could remember over the last couple of years but had to say no one could suck cock like my big sister. Pulling my cock all the way out Megan looked up at me and as she playfully slapped my cock on her tongue asked;
"How's your big dick look in your sister's face little brother?"
"Not as good as it looks in your mouth sis." I told her.
Megan smiled and with a wink said;
"Well then why don't you make me put it back there again?"
I didn't have to be told twice; grabbing the back of her head I pushed it forward and slammed my cock into her waiting mouth and down her throat. Megan moaned around as I held the back of her head and started pumping my cock in and out of her mouth. I started out slowly, loving the feeling of it and knowing damn well I wouldn't be able to take much more. I looked down to see my sisters beautiful blue eyes staring up at me.
When she saw me looking, Megan began to make whimpering noises in her throat and try to pull her head away. I smiled and grabbed two handfuls of her hair. Megan's squeals got louder and I couldn't resist pulling my cock from her lips enjoying the loud slurping sound it made when it came out.
"Oh please!" Megan cried out." Of please it's so big! Please sir I..."
I grabbed her hair once again and this time didn't even try to hold back. I reared back and started thrusting into Megan's mouth as hard as I had her pussy. I looked over in the mirror and the site of me standing on the bed; brutally face fucking my sister while she was on her knees squealing around my cock was too much for me. Two more hard pumps and I let out a loud moan as my cock exploded in my sister's mouth.
Megan's squeals turned into gurgling moans as I continued to fuck her mouth, every thrust ending in another spurt of cum that my sister eagerly sucked down her throat. After on more pump I pulled myself from her mouth and sank to my knees in front of her. Megan looked up at me and opening her mouth showed me a mouthful of cum, then closing it she swallowed and opened it again saying in that little girl voice she used to drive me crazy;
"All gone!"
Without waiting Megan lied down on her back spread her legs and said;
"My turn!"
Just as eagerly as Megan had gone down on me, I quickly climbed between her creamy white thighs and sliding onto my stomach plunged my tongue straight into her overheated pussy.
"Oh yeah, little brother! Oh how I need that!"
I moaned myself as it had been far too long since I had tasted my sister's pussy. I slid my tongue up to her swollen clit and as I started sucking it in and out of my mouth pushed my two of my fingers back inside of her. I looked up to see Megan playing with her nipples, rolling them between her long red fingernails.
"That's right Mark, you lick your sister's pussy! Oh I love seeing that pretty face of yours down there!"
And my pretty face loved being down there! Despite the fact I had cum not even ten minutes ago I could already feel my cock getting hard pushing down into the mattress. Megan lifted her legs and draping them over my shoulders wrapped them around my neck shoving my face hard into her pussy. Getting the hint that my sister wasn't quite ready to take her time yet I started sucking her clit in and out of my mouth harder and faster than before.
"Yeah, you suck me off little brother! We'll play later; right now I just want to cum all over your fucking face!"
As she spoke Megan began rocking her hips into me smearing her wet pussy all over my face. It was everything I could do to keep my mouth on her clit as she wiggled back and forth. As I started pumping my fingers in the same rhythm as my sucking I brought my other hand up between her legs, and quickly to catch her by surprise plunged one finger into my sister's incredibly tight ass.
Megan let out a high pitched squeal and as she arched her back I felt her pussy gush into my face filling my mouth with her sticky sweet nectar. Megan's legs had clamped down even harder around my head as her orgasm crashed through her. My now fully hard cock was throbbing painfully beneath me, and I couldn't wait for her to finish.
After another long moan that ended in an adorable little whimper, Megan's suddenly limp legs dropped off of my shoulders. I sat up on my knees and reaching down grabbed Megan by her hips and with a wrench of my powerful shoulders flipped her onto her side.
"Oh you want your sister's ass in the air little brother?" She asked as she rolled the rest of her way onto her stomach. "Is that how you want her?"
"It's what you want and you know it!" I told her.
Megan pulled her knees up beneath her and lowering her head to the pillow pointed her firm perfectly shaped little ass up in the air towards my awaiting cock. I took a second to admire how good Megan looked at this angle; not just her ass but her glistening wet sticky pussy winking out at me between her thighs. Kneeling behind her I grabbed her hips and in one smooth thrust drove my huge cock into her cum drenched pussy.
"Oh fuck yes!!!" Megan screamed as I began slamming her with everything I had.
Reaching down I grabbed a handful of Megan's long black hair and pulled her head up by it so I could hear her squeals.
"Oh! Oh! OH yeah little brother! Oh you claim your sister's pussy! You give her what she needs!"
I leaned back further so that I was now driving my cock up and into her. As I leaned I pulled harder on Megan's hair bringing her up onto her hands. Megan reached out and grabbing the head board began to shove her hips back and forth into my plunging cock. Reaching down I once again jammed my finger into her ass. Megan squealed even louder and her hips started moving even faster. I could feel myself getting close and rather than try to hold back began fucking her even faster. Megan's yelps had turned into one long continuous whimper that was enough to send me over the edge.
I started gasping with each thrust and knowing that I was ready Megan panted out;
"Oh inside little brother! Please let me have it, all of it!"
I let out another of those embarrassing little whimpers that I couldn't help when I was close and on my next deep thrust sent a huge spurt of cum into my big sisters more than willing pussy.
"Ohhh ohh that feels so fucking good!" Megan moaned out.
I continued pumping my cock painting the inside of my sister's pussy with squirt after squirt of my hot cum. As my balls emptied completely into Megan's overflowing pussy I found myself thinking it was a damn good thing neither of us could have children. I sat back onto my knees, causing my cock to pull out of my sister's pussy with a wet slurping sound.
"Ohhh that sounds good." Megan sighed out as she slid her legs out and stretched out on her stomach on the bed.
I stayed on my knees for a minute to catch my breath then crawled up the bed next to her and lied down on my side with my head propped up on one elbow. Megan turned her head and smiled at me. I was glad to see that her eyes had lost that wired look. As if to confirm that thought Megan rolled to her side so she was facing me and letting out a low whistle said;
"Damn little brother I think you just fucked me straight!"
I shook my head. Despite how much I missed her and the phenomenal sex we had just had, that comment was more than I could handle.
"Speaking of sis, what the hell happened to you this time? I mean shit you were clean for a month then you go running up to New York again with Richie Rich and your all fucked up again."
Megan rolled her eyes and sitting up grabbed the pack of cigarettes off the nightstand. After taking one out and lighting it with the zippo that was next to them, Megan took a deep drag and looked off into space as if I hadn't said anything.
"I asked you a fucking question Megan, don't ignore me." I said sitting up as well.
With a sigh Megan looked at me.
"Oh come on Mark, I was good for awhile but you know it's good to have some fun sometimes."
"It's never just sometimes with you sis and you know that. It's either all or nothing."
Megan put out the cigarette and looked at me as if she were going to argue, but then her eyes began to tear up and I realized that she really was coming down.
"I'm sorry Mark," She said softly. "I... I was doing good, then one night I couldn't sleep and you know I didn't want to bother you, I mean I shouldn't need my little brother to sleep so I tried to get through it on my own." She put her head down as the tears began to flow down her cheeks.
I put my arm around her shoulders and braced myself for the next part of the pattern that we had fallen into; the inevitable crash. Megan turned her head into my shoulder and sobbed;
"But I couldn't sleep Mark, and when I did I had those dreams about Frank and one night I woke up screaming and Tommy gave me a couple of Bennies to help me sleep."
"I really am going to beat that fucking kid." I said quietly.
Megan looked up from my shoulder and shook her head.
"It wasn't his fault Mark, you've seen me like that he never had, he didn't know what to do." She sobbed again then haltingly continued;
"I had a hard time getting up the next day, and didn't feel good so a friend of Tommy's came by and he had some coke so I did a couple of lines to pick me back up and..." She put her head back on my shoulder.
"I'm sorry little brother, I'm sorry I'm so weak. I'm just such a fucking mess, and I can't stand myself and when I look around and see how bad I hurt you and mom and dad it makes me worse and I'll do anything to feel better."
"Megan we..."
"Once I got fucked up again, I asked Tommy if we could go see his friends in New York so I wouldn't have to have you see me like that again."
Megan started sobbing harder and turning I put both my arms around her and held her. Pulling her down with me I lied down so that we were stretched out on the bed with Megan folded into my chest. Megan's arms wrapped around my waist and squeezed me tightly as she cried. After a few minutes the sobs died off and she pulled away from me to look up at my face.
"Mom and dad hate me." She said sniffling like a pathetic little kid.
"Bullshit sis. Their scared for you."
"They don't want me around I can tell they..."
"You stole from them Megan," I said quietly. "More than once. They just don't trust you there alone they never said they don't want to see you."
"But dad said..."
"Fuck Doug." I said a little harsher than I meant to. "Denise loves you Meg and you know it and..." I sighed. "So does Doug Meg, he's scared and when he is he says dumb things. Tell you what you stay here for a couple of days and when you feel better I'll take you to see them or we'll meet them for lunch somewhere."



"I..." She started but I cut her off.
"You're going to see your parents Megan. I'll help you with it okay?"
"Okay." Megan said quietly then after leaning up to kiss my cheek whispered;
"Thank you little brother. Thank you for always loving me."
With that Megan rolled over and pressed her back into my chest.
"I just want to be peaceful Mark." She whispered.
I didn't like how that sounded. Megan had never struck me as suicidal, but now that she had slipped again...
"You'll find it sis, but it's not in drugs, the answers inside Meg, you can find it, I did."
"Your answers rage Mark," Megan began quietly. "And not just the fights you get into, it's in everything you do, the way you push at school, at karate, even the rough sex you have all the time it's all driven by rage and hate. I don't have that Mark," She sighed. "All I am is sad and empty."
"All those things get it out though Megan, try painting your amazing at it."
"I can only paint when I'm stoned these days."
I had no answer for that and it didn't matter anyways as Megan went back to crying softly again. As I laid there holding her I felt the tears burn in my eyes as well; tears of frustration. For all the things I had accomplished, and for all that I was capable of I couldn't do a damn thing for the person who meant the most to me. Years ago Megan had reached me when no one else could; had drawn me out and turned me around, gave me a chance to have a great life and here I was unable to help her.
As Megan's crying subsided I kissed the back of her neck and whispered;
"Go to sleep Megan you know no matter what, I'll always love you."
Part 3; Mark sends a message.
It was eight o'clock on Friday night and I was standing outside the door at Club Baby Head checking ID's and tossing anyone who looked like they were already drunk or stoned out of the line. There was a band playing at 8:30 so after a few more minutes the line had disappeared and I was sitting on the stairs smoking a cigarette and wondering if it would be Megan or Cynthia I would be fucking around with later on as Megan was supposed to be going to dinner with Tommy and then getting dropped off at Doug and Denise's but you never knew when things would change.
I'd be lying if I said I wasn't a little concerned about her going out with Tommy, but on Wednesday he had come by Mitch's and told her that he'd like to see her again. Megan knew I didn't want her around him at all, but I also knew that despite his issues with drugs Tommy did care for my sister. Love might even be the word although if that was the case it was Tommy I felt bad for because quite honestly Megan walked all over him.
Megan agreed to go out with him, but pretty much as a date; no going back to his place and no bars or parties just dinner maybe a movie and to her parents. Tommy happily agreed, but of course I added the extra incentive that if Megan wasn't taken straight home then he and I would have a nice long talk. Megan going to Doug and Denise's was also her way of trying to give me some space.
This was her idea as I never minded spending time with my sister especially when she was acting like her old self which she had been this week. On the other hand the more I thought about it the more it made sense. Megan had been staying with me for a week, and I had been turning Cyn down left and right even when she invited me back to her place. Of the two of us Megan had always been more conscious of how we appeared to people and she felt it might start to look funny if I wasn't doing anything, hell I even turned Robin down this week telling her I was sick.
No Megan had a point, besides Denise was thrilled with the idea of Megan spending a couple of days back at home, and who knew, if Megan could keep going the way she had this week maybe eventually they would offer her to stay. Of course I also had to admit that as much as I enjoyed my sister, it wouldn't be a terrible thing to spend a night with Cynthia, have some hot sex and maybe even take her out to breakfast tomorrow morning. Cynthia had been damn good to me this week; covering one of my shifts and doing everything she could to make sure I could be with Megan as much as possible when I was working so I could keep an eye on her.
I sighed as I ground the cigarette out onto the cement step. It had been a long week but a good one in the sense of it seemed like Megan was getting back on track. The week had not started off well as on Sunday and Monday Megan was sick. Apparently it was the first time in awhile she hadn't had anything as she had the shakes and every time she ate she'd throw up. I shook my head at the thought of once when I asked her through the door if she was okay she had come out and given me the disturbing answer of "Yeah this happens all the time."
By Tuesday she was better and as I had promised I took her to the mall and bought her some clothes. Later that day I called Denise and told her Megan was back and on Wednesday I took her over there for lunch which went surprisingly well. I think Denise had warned Doug because he said very little during the few hours we were there. I was relieved however to see that he was genuinely happy to see Megan and just before we left shocked me by taking me aside and thanking me for bringing her to see them.
Thursday was gorgeous and I took Megan to the beach where we spent a good part of the day including getting clam cakes and ice cream like we used to when we were teenagers and Doug and Denise would take us. Of course needless to say the nights were incredible; round after round of hot sex, and afterwards falling into each other's arms, as if we had just made love and curling up for the night.
As always both of us were sleeping through the night and the mornings were even better as since there was no school we slept in and took our time playing and enjoying each other. I also managed to get Megan to go to Kodak to talk to a councilor about some outpatient programs and went to an NA meeting with her. Tommy had also come with us and I found myself hoping he was serious and not just going along with Megan. If he straightened out it would go along way with keeping Megan together.
All in all it had been a decent week. I was also thrilled that the voice had not acted back up after I had shut it down on Saturday. Usually Megan being around caused enough stress to have it making an appearance. As I sat watching the traffic go by I wondered if the voice ever got mad and stayed away on purpose as I knew damn well it could get out whenever the hell it wanted to. Then again whenever it kept showing up I would take the sleeping pills like they were pez so maybe it was learning. I grunted to myself I sounded like a loon even thinking like this.
"Hey Mark!!"
I turned to see Derek one of the other bouncers sticking his head out the door and I instantly jumped up. Most of the time when they called me in it meant there was going to be some kind of fight. Lately there had been some trouble with gangs and instead of dealing with one asshole at a time they had begun causing trouble in packs. Last week Derek, myself and another bouncer named Rick had mixed it up with five of them.
"You need me?" I asked already feeling my adrenalin begin to pump.
"You got a call, some girl says it's an emergency she sounds pretty upset."
Oh fuck me, I thought as I raced into the club and quickly made my way through the crowd to get to the phone behind the bar. There was no doubt it would be my sister, unless it was Cyn and there was... no Mitch was there tonight. Taking the phone from the bartender with a sinking feeling in my stomach I took a deep breath;
"Hello?"
"Mark!! Oh my god Mark!!" It was Megan and she was crying.
"Megan where are you?"
"I'm at Rhode Island hospital I..."
"Sis are you okay?" I felt my heart begin to pound in my chest.
"I am but Mark they got Tommy and they hurt him and Oh my God!!!"
"What?" I asked in surprise. "Who hurt Tommy?"
"Oh Mark, it was Carson and a couple of his guys they beat... and their looking for me and oh shit Mark! I gotta get out of here!"
"Listen Megan stay right there." I began, trying to sound as calm as possible. "I'm coming okay? I'll pick you up."
"Mark I..."
"Do not leave!" I snapped into the phone and hanging up told Rick who was hanging around flirting with Mandy the bartender that I had to go.
I practically ran from the club and getting into my car drove like a maniac getting to the hospital in less than ten minutes. Parking the car I went into the emergency room assuming that that's where Tommy would be if he had gotten jumped. I had just reached the information desk when I heard Megan call out my name. I turned to see Megan coming towards me and my heart stopped;
Megan was wearing jeans and a white t-shirt. There was blood on the t-shirt. As she approached I became aware of the sound of a door swinging open somewhere in my mind.
"Stay calm Mark whatever it is we'll take care of it."
I nodded feeling oddly comforted by the confidence behind the voice and ran to meet my sister. Megan threw herself in my arms sobbing.
"Oh I'm glad to see you!"
I held her tight and let her sob into my chest before pushing her away.
"Where's Tommy?"
"He's in there." She nodded towards one of the screened off booths against the wall.
"Let's go." I said to her.
"I can't go back in there Mark." Megan shook her head. "I can't see him like that anymore I..."
I grabbed her by the hand and pulled her with me towards the back. When Megan was scared these days her answer was to run and I wouldn't take any chances. We reached the stall and drawing the curtain aside I ushered Megan in and entered behind closing the curtain behind me. I stopped and felt my stomach turn as I looked at Tommy. Both of his eyes were swollen closed and his bandaged nose was obviously broken. There were large swellings on both sides of his jaw and a bandage across his forehead that already had blood oozing through it.
"Oh Tommy." Megan whispered crying.
I approached the bed and realizing Tommy's eyes were so swollen he couldn't see leaned over a whispered;
"Tommy, its Mark can you hear me?"
There was no response and I almost walked away when Tommy whispered;
"Mark?"
"Yeah Tommy, who the hell did this to you?"
Tommy swallowed and let out a deep breath.
"It... it was Carson and t-those t-two guys he's always with."
Carson was a small time coke dealer. His brother Keith was the real deal running a lot of drugs through south Providence, but where Keith was a business man and smart with his dealings his brother Carson was a bit of a loose cannon who acted more like a thug. Carson himself was a skinny little shit but he always had some muscle with him. Carson I had met but had never seen his entourage.
`
"Why would they do this to you?"
I figured I already knew the answer but needed to know where my sister fit in. Tommy looked like he was trying to say something when Megan spoke from behind me.
"I owe Carson Fifteen Hundred Dollars."
"You what?!" I exclaimed turning around to look at her.
Megan put her head down and all I could think of was how much fucking coke that was. Another disturbing thought that crossed my mind was that no dealer would let that big of a tab run up. Either Megan had gotten a lot at once or... my heart sank as I whispered;
"You stole from him didn't you?"
Megan looked up at me with tears running down her cheeks.
"I... I was at a party and was out of money. I tried to get Carson to front me but he knew I didn't have money and I was there without Tommy." She wiped at her eyes and continued;
"Of course Carson said that you know he would be willing to work something out and..." She sobbed.
"Oh this will not be good Mark"
"I went in a back room and I... I fucked him." She put her head down so she didn't have to look at me. "We did a couple of lines and we went back out. But before I left I saw him take a few packets out of a paper bag on the table, after we went back out I slipped in and took a bunch out and then left the party."
She put her hands up in a helpless gesture.
"Someone must have seen me because he came by Betty's and told her to tell me that I owed him the money and to bring it that Friday. That's the real reason I went to New York."
I put my hand to my left temple which was already beginning to throb. This was big, oh was it big.
"So." I said trying to stay calm. "They found out your back and went looking for you at Tommy's?"
Megan nodded. Then started crying harder.
"Tommy picked me up and we were supposed to go right out, but he had said how much he missed me so we went to his place and fooled around. We were getting ready to go but Tommy wanted to shower, he asked me if I'd mind taking his car and picking up cigarettes so I went to the store." Megan shook her head.
"I ran into a friend and talked for a few minutes. When I got back Tommy's door was broken in and he was on the floor like that so I called the rescue." Megan sobbed again.
"Mark they missed me by like ten minutes."
With that Megan threw herself in my arms again.
"They... Carson told Tommy to tell me that if I don't call him by midnight and tell him when I'm bringing the money they'll.... Oh Mark they said they'll hurt me Mark and they won't just beat me they'll..." She broke down into sobs again.
I closed my eyes and had a sudden vision of my sister lying in that hospital bed her face unrecognizable, and hurt in worse places that that. In the dark recesses of my mind I heard the dog slam into the attic door. I took a deep breath and held Megan closer. I had to think there had to be away out of this.
"There is Mark well really there's two ways, but the choice will be Carson's."
Keeping one arm around Megan I leaned over to Tommy and whispered in his ear:
"Tommy you're going to be okay and I'll..."
Tommy interrupted me saying softly;
"Just keep Megan with you Mark please."
I swallowed hard, touched that after taking a beating like that one that he had gotten because of my sister that his first thought would be of her. Leaning over in his ear so Megan couldn't hear I said;
"Tommy when I'm done Carson will wish he was you."
Megan was quiet on the way home, however she was practically sitting in my lap as I drove and I could feel her shaking. Unlike my sister I found myself getting calmer with each minute that passed. I would get involved and help my sister, the voice was right there was two ways and if everything went well it would be the easier path that Carson would choose. If not then Carson would learn the hard way that no one would ever hurt my sister.
I arrived at Mitch's and rather than go around the back which was an unlighted parking lot we went in through the front. If Carson knew Megan was back and not with Betty or Tommy then he would know she was with me. Megan said Carson would give her a day but you never knew if that was a trick. I found myself thankful that Megan wasn't with her parents tonight. I would doubt Carson would go to a house in that neighborhood but he did have a bit of a mad dog reputation.
"We know a thing or two about mad dogs don't we?"
As if in agreement I heard the dog slam its door again.
"Good doggie."
We entered the bar which had a pretty good crowd tonight and keeping Megan in front of me led her through the bar and into the backroom we went upstairs where Megan immediately ran over to the table she had all her clothes folded on and grabbing the duffle bag began to start shoving them in there.
"You're not going anywhere Megan." I told her calmly.
"Mark, you saw what they did to Tommy! I can't let the m find me and I won't get you in the middle."
"I'm already in the middle sis." As I spoke I walked over and taking her hand took her over to the couch and after making her sit down sat next her.
"Listen sis, you ran once. You run again and he catches you it's all over. You have one shot to make this right."
"But I don't have the money Mark! And Tommy's dad isn't giving him anything anymore!"
"Megan!" I snapped getting her attention. "Listen to me. Call Carson on his pager from here. Tell him you'll meet him tomorrow night."
"No! Mark please..."
"I said listen to me sis." I was still calm almost unnaturally so at this point and I knew it was the effect of the voice it thrived when we were in trouble.
"I don't have $1500, but I'm a month ahead of my rent and have another hundred. We're going to go there tomorrow and give him the $500 and tell him we'll get him the rest next month. He'll take it Meg it's better than nothing."
Megan shook her head.
"No Mark you can't go I won't let you! They'll..."
"Megan you go alone and you'll get hurt, you're scared and they know it. I go its different, Carson won't fuck with me."
"He won't be alone Mark."
"That's okay neither will you."
"Trust me sis I'm more trouble than I'm worth to him."
"But what about his brother Keith Mark? He's big time he..."
"Megan do you think Carson told his brother that some broad stole his property? Remember Carson fronts from Keith. Carson needs to come up with the money because trust me Keith will throw him a beating as quick as he would the next guy."
"I don't want you hurt Mark."
"I won't be Megan trust me." I put my hands on her shoulders. "I will not let anything happen to you sis ever, and don't worry about me. I can get this done the right way Meg. I give him the five and if I have to when he comes back from New York I'll borrow off of Alex and pay Carson off. But you're not going alone."
Megan looked up at me and said quietly;
"Those guys he has with him Mark their hardcore." She took my hand in hers. "Their dangerous Mark."
"So are we sis so are we."
Friday night.
It was nine O'clock and I was guiding the Lesabre through the side streets of South Providence looking for Carson's house, or more aptly the sham apartment he did his business out of. Megan had called Carson who was more than happy to hear from her. I had told her to simply say she was bringing the money. I also had her leave out the small detail of her little brother coming with her.
My sister was scared; she hadn't slept at all last night and three times today tried to talk me out of coming that she would go alone. I was no fool; my $500 would by her a bus ticket and another New York vacation. I on the other hand felt fine. I was immersed in an icy calm that allowed for no thoughts except that I would do whatever had to be done tonight. The $500 was in my pocket and the one thought I did have was that I hoped Carson would be smart enough to take it.
The Voice on the other hand seemed convinced he wouldn't, honestly I think it was more a case of the Voice not wanting him to. I had the eerie feeling that the voice felt as if this was some type of game, a chance to show what I could really do. As I found Carson's street and slowed down to find the number he had given us I found myself wondering what would happen if he didn't take the deal.
I was anticipating three; Carson and whoever his two groupies were. It would be indoors which would cut down on my being able to maneuver. On the other hand that meant that they would also be close to me. I had a black belt in Kenpo and was three months away from my Red in Tai kwon Do. Both instructors had referred to me as a prodigy and claimed that I had the fastest hands they had ever seen. More importantly I had no inhibitions about hurting someone, which was what stopped a lot of Martial artists from being effective in a street fight; the average person didn't want to hurt anyone.
"When we put them down Mark they'll need to stay there." The Voice piped up following my train of thought.



I nodded and noticed Megan looking at me funny. I wondered if I had my head cocked again.
"Were here.
I pulled up across the street from a boarded up three story brown house. The front door on the right side however was open and Carson was sitting on the doorstep. Megan began to shake and I felt her squeeze my hand. Looking over at her I said;
"Listen Meg, they should take the money, but if they don't what I need you to do is as soon as I move I want you to drop."
"What?"
"Drop to the ground and roll just like a fire drill I need you out of the way. Especially if one of them grabs you I need you to just let yourself go and take them off balance."
"Drive away Mark please. We can..."
Without letting her finish I shut the car off and got out. I was wearing jeans and black tank top that showed off my arms. I was also wearing a pair of black motorcycle boots that had steel tips that I had painted black. I walked around and all but pulled my sister from the car. As we crossed the street Carson stood up and came over to the edge of the porch stairs.
"Hey Megan, I have to say I didn't think you'd show."
Carson was tall around six feet but couldn't be more than a hundred and sixty pounds soaking wet. He had blond hair that he always wore slicked back and a pair of electric blue eyes that always gave him the appearance of being high even if he wasn't. Carson was wearing an expensive polo shirt and designer jeans. The bracelet on his wrist had to be worth five hundred easy. I shook my head at the thought that my sister had let this guy fuck her.
"Get that shit out of your head Mark this is about calm and cold."
What about the dog. I thought.
"I don't control the dog you do. But we won't need it Mark besides..." The voice hesitated. "I don't think we could put it back I... don't trust it."
I didn't like that comment. But before I could get off another thought Carson was speaking.
"Of course I should have known you wouldn't be alone." He nodded at me. "Mark."
"And are you alone Carson?" I asked.
Carson smiled; his teeth were white and perfect.
"I may have some company. Anyways come on in Megan." He gestured towards the door.
Megan hesitated, until taking her hand I walked up the steps with her.
"Not you Mark." Carson said. "This is between me and your sister. It's not your business."
"My sister is my business." I replied. As Carson looked at me I pulled a cigarette from my pocket and lit it.
"Listen Mark I know you think your something down at the club, but this is out of your league. Now go wait in your car and we'll send Megan out." He smirked. "Eventually."
I heard Megan let out a small whimper. In my head the dog began barking. I took a deep breath and still speaking calmly said;
"Carson I came to pay you. Now are you going to have me hand you cash out in plain sight of whatever narcs are probably scoping your dumb ass or can we go inside."
Carson stared at me coldly and as he did I took a drag off the cigarette and casually blew a smoke ring. Finally he nodded.
"Okay Mark, money sounds good."
Carson once more waved towards the doorway. I walked up and smiling said;
"After you Carson."
"Listen Mark I'm not going to take your crap..."
"Carson I will be damned if I will put my back to you. Besides ask yourself; how much longer do you want to be out here alone with me?"
Carson tried to stare me down but after a moment turned his back and walked in. keeping Megan in front we entered the house. As I did I closed the door behind me. Carson led us through a small hallway and into a living room that was fully furnished and fairly well the couch and chairs were leather and there was a set of glass end tables and matching coffee table. Sitting one on the couch and the other in a chair were Carson's boys.
"Hey guys." Carson said cheerily. Look who's here."
"Hey Megan." The one from the chair said standing up.
"Umm hi Ron." Megan whispered quietly.
"You look good." He told her and smirking licked his lips.
"This is going to be a fight Mark."
As the guy approached us, I looked him as well as the other one on the couch over. Ron was around my height and ruggedly built, big arms barrel chest but scrawny legs.
"Weight lifter; strong but slow take the legs or the face we won't be able to work his body."
The second one who was just getting off the couch was going to be trouble. I knew him; his name was Malcolm and he bounced down at Lupo's. Malcolm was over six feet and two hundred rock solid pounds and a former amateur boxer. Malcolm was as black as the night and when he smiled at me his white teeth showed up like a beacon.
"Well well, Megan brought her little brother with her. We have both of them here!" He shook his head. "Slutty Megan and crazy Mark. Hey Megan," He called "You still given a blow for blow these days."
Rather than get upset I felt myself grow colder and calmer.
Carson laughed but said;
"Be nice man Mark came here to pay us."
Carson was standing with his back to where we came in and wasn't moving. I knew why but played in anyways. I turned to face him standing within arm's reach. I nudged Megan to step off to my left. When she only took one step I looked at her and softly in Latin said;
"Three more steps."
"What?" Carson asked.
I ignored him as Megan took a few small steps away from me.
"Not too far there hot stuff." Carson said.
As I stood there I felt more than saw Malcolm come up behind me. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Ron behind me but to the left between Meg and I. Close enough to either grab her or jump in when Malcolm or Carson made a move. I closed my eyes and taking a breath thought okay do your thing;
I felt that odd feeling in my head when I knew the voice was around and suddenly I felt as if everything had slowed down. When I opened my eyes everything seemed clearer. I could see the drops of sweat on Carson's brow and the ticking of the clock on the wall sounded like hammer. I began to breathe slowly and steadily as if I were meditating.
"So." Carson said. "You have something for me?" Carson's voice sounded as if it were a .45 record played on .33 speed and I had to focus to understand him.
I nodded handing him the envelope. Carson removed the money and frowned.
"Shit Mark this isn't even close."
"Look Carson." I began my own voice sounded slow but I knew I was speaking fine. "You know we don't have that kind of money. There's five there and you'll get the rest by the end of the month."
Carson shook his head
"It's all or nothing Mark. Your sister stole from me and what she stole was more than this now I hope for her sake you brought more with you."
Once again I heard Megan's breath catch and saw Carson smirk. Behind me close behind me I heard Malcolm laugh softly. My sister was scared and they knew it, planned on having fun with her. Unfortunately for them they weren't noticing that I was far from scared.
"Carson this is something and you'll get the rest. This is my word not my sisters. You know I'll pay."
Carson shook his head.
"No Mark not going to fly. Tell you what though. I'll take the five. You go outside and we'll take the rest out of your sister's pretty little ass." He smirked. "Not like I haven't fucked her before but I bet that ass would be a real treat right guys?"
"No please." Megan whispered.
"That's right sweetheart." Malcolm said. "I'll make you a black cock whore for life."
Carson looked at me and nodded towards the door.
"Get the fuck out Mark were done here."
The eleventh Satanic Principle states; When walking in open territory, bother no one. If someone bothers you, ask him to stop. If he does not stop, destroy him. I had not bothered Carson as of yet, but he was threatening me so it was time for his last chance.
"Carson." I began calmly, as I spoke I raised my hands slowly palm out as if saying I didn't want any trouble. "I am here to pay my sister's debt. Now whether it's paid in cash or pain is your choice. Choose wisely."
Carson started to smile. I smiled back as I took the still lit cigarette and ground it out in the palm of my hand.
"Get ready Mark."
"You really are fucking crazy." Carson said as he spoke his eyes darted to the side.
"He chose poorly"
I exploded. My left hand flashed out fingers in, catching Carson in the jaw with the heel and snapping his head back. Even as the blow was connecting I was dropping to my knees where I felt Malcolm's arms close over where he was expecting my head to be. The second my knees hit the floor I threw my left out, punching Carson in the balls and sending him to his knees gasping in pain and surprise. Simultaneously I slammed my right elbow back and heard the breath whoosh out of Malcolm as I caught him in the stomach. Instantly I swung the same elbow up and heard a satisfying crunch as it drove into Malcolm's face.
I heard Ron yell.
"Hey!!"
Pivoting on my right knee I saw that he must have gone for Meg, and as I had told her she had dropped and rolled from him. Ron hesitated for a second looking at her then went for me. That second was all I needed. Balancing on my right knee I lashed out with my left leg in a quick snap kick. The blow caught the inside of Ron's right knee. Fortunately for him he was in mid step and his knee was bent or I would have snapped his knee back. As it was the blow twisted his knee inwards.
Ron fell to one knee and after drawing my leg back to my hip I kicked out again catching him in the face with the heel of my boot this time with a full thrust kick. There was a crack as his nose broke and as he flew backwards his head crashed into the glass end table shattering it. I let my left leg hit the floor and planting my foot, wrenched my hips hard to the left and spun myself up into a standing position.
This time I was a second off in the wrong direction. Malcolm had recovered fast and was already stepping in and swinging a hard right hook. The blow caught me in the side of the head. A flash went off behind my left eye, but using the momentum of the punch I turned with it. Malcolm's follow through caused him to come forward and as I spun we went back to back. In the split second I was facing that way I saw Carson still on his knees retching and Ron laid out flat. I had time to deal with Malcolm. Letting myself spin all the way I threw my elbow catching Malcolm in the back and sending him staggering away. Malcolm took a couple of extra steps trying to give himself the space to turn and get ready.
I through myself down and rolled. Malcolm turned around just in time for me to come to my feet in front of him. Malcolm tried to get his hands up, but I was already attacking, my right hand blurred across the space between us catching Malcolm in his thick neck with the edge of my hand. Malcolm staggered back gagging his hands coming up to his throat. As soon as his hands rose I slammed a left into his stomach doubling him over. Grabbing the back of his head I brought it down into my rising right knee.
The blow straightened him up sending him backwards into the wall. I jumped forward and grabbing the sides of his head I pulled him forward and lowered mine. The top of my head smashed hard into his face. Still holding his head I slammed it backwards into the wall. I pulled him forward and did it again harder. Malcolm's eyes rolled back into his head and his legs gave as I let him go he slid down the wall and to the floor exposing the large hole in the wall his head had made.
"Mark!!" Megan cried out.
I spun to see Carson up and limping towards me.
"Oh yes come and get it!!" The voice screamed.
Carson was coming towards my right where Malcolm was lying so I jumped quickly to the left and circled to get away from the corner. Carson turned to look down at Malcolm and when he turned to face me I could see the fear in his eyes. I stepped around where Ron was lying motionless and on the way by lashed out with my right foot catching him in the side of the head to make sure he was out.
Carson came at me and started to swing. As his fist came around I heard a click that to my heightened senses sounded like a gunshot. A six inch blade appeared in Carson's hand heading directly for my face. I'm sure he had swung fast but to me it was slow motion. I stepped in and through my forearm against his blocking the swing and backhanded him sending him staggering. I came in and instantly leapt back as Carson swung wildly with the knife.
Carson came forward slashing wildly. He had no skill whatsoever and was just hoping to catch me. I danced back and began weaving side to side avoiding every slash I felt my back hit the wall. Carson smiled and instead of slashing threw his arm straight out trying to stab me. Turning to the side I caught Carson's wrist in my left hand and instantly bringing up my right arm hit Carson's elbow while yanking his wrist downward. Carson screamed as his arm broke. Still holding his wrist I swung my right elbow into the side of his head.
As Carson spun around I grabbed the back of his hair and drove him face first down into the glass coffee table. The table shattered and pulling him up I slammed his face onto the broken glass on the floor. I lifted him to his feet and letting him go through a spin kick that caught him in the face before he could fall down. Carson landed on the floor flat on his back motionless.
"Ohhh Baby!!" The Voice cried out in jubilation "Sixty fucking seconds flat!!"
I stood there gasping as I realized it was over. Quickly looking around I saw Malcolm still slumped against the wall his head on his chest. Ron was lying where he had been since the first kick, his head resting in a pile of glass and wood from the coffee table. My eyes shifted to Carson lying there on his back his right arm bent at a ninety degree angle in the wrong direction.
"Oh my god Mark!!" Megan.
I turned to see my sister on her knees huddled next to the couch. She was staring at me her eyes wide with fear.
"Oh my fucking god Mark you...."
I took a deep breath and walking over to her said.
"Let's go sis we have to get the hell out of here."
In a neighborhood like this I was pretty sure no one would call the cops, especially if they knew it was Carson's place but you never knew.
"Mark wait!"
What?
"A message Mark we need to send a message!"
I think we just did.
"No Mark, this isn't enough. We have to make sure Keith thinks were so fucking crazy even he won't go after us."
Forget. I did enough we need to...
"Hey Mark look at this."
My head was suddenly filled with a vision of my sister, bent over a chair screaming as Carson held her arms and Malcolm fucked her from behind. The vision changed to Ron forcing his cock into her mouth and Carson fucking her, when she wouldn't open her mouth Ron backhanded her face. The final image was of her in a hospital her face worse than Tommy's Denise was there in tears.
"This is what they wanted! Now fucking show them!"
The icy calm I felt before was replaced by a feeling of red hot rage. They would have done that! They would have gang banged Megan all night torn her to pieces. I looked down on the floor and saw the knife Carson had dropped. I walked over and after picking it up walked back and stood over Carson. His face was covered with blood from the glass, but his eyes were open and he was gasping for breath and whimpering in pain.
I lowered myself until my legs were straddling his sides and I had my weight on his chest. Taking the knife I jabbed it quickly into Carson's ruined elbow. Carson screamed and so did Megan
"Mark for Christ's sake leave him alone.
"Cruel and without mercy Mark."
I slapped Carson hard in the face.
"Shut the fuck up." I hissed at him. "Think you were going to rape my sister you piece of shit?"
"We... we..." Carson started.
"No one fucks with me you understand?"
Carson spoke through the blood covering his face;
"My brother will..." I slapped him again.
"Will do nothing after he sees what's left of you."
As I spoke I slowly passed the blade of the knife past his eyes.
"Please Mark, please I..."
"Please?" I asked softly. "Please is what you wanted my sister to say isn't it Carson?" While you and your friends took turns fucking her. You wanted to hear her beg." I could hear the dog scratching at the door. "Well guess what coward, who's begging now?"
I poked the knife into Carson's cheek drawing blood.
"I asked you a fucking question?"
"Oh god Mark stop!" Megan called out. "Please you..."
"Stay out of this Megan!!" I snapped at her.
As did I turned to look at her. Megan's eyes widened even more and she whispered; Oh my god."
I turned back to Carson.
"Well is that right you wanted her to beg?"
"Y-yes." Carson stuttered.
"And would you have stopped Carson?" I asked smiling. "Let's be honest now."
"Please don't Mark, please I..." Carson started sobbing. "Oh please don't kill me..."
"Pathetic!" I said shaking my head. "But he answers no. You would have got off and hurt her more. So now you get the mercy you would have shown."
I hesitated unsure of what I was really going to do.
"Exodus 21:24"
Grabbing Carson by the hair I pulled his head up. Twirling the knife expertly in my right hand I reversed it so the hilt was facing Carson and as calmly as if I were hammering a nail began slamming it into Carson's mouth using it to break his teeth. Carson gurgled and began to kick choking on his own teeth and blood. I was aware of Megan screaming something but I wasn't really paying attention.
After a few more blows with the knife I dropped it and reaching up and across my body dealt Carson a vicious backhand slap. Carson's face snapped to the side and several teeth along with a gout of blood flew from his mouth. I stood up and then bending over began picking up the bloody teeth as if it were change I had just found in the street. I only counted five but it would have to do.
I picked up the envelope with the money and after putting the cash in my pocket dropped the teeth into it and sealed it. There was some small plastic bags on a table near the door that I'm sure was for coke next to them was a scale and a marker. Taking the marker I wrote on the envelope.
"An eye for an eye a tooth for a tooth no one fucks with my sister."
I turned and stopped at the sight before me. Megan had crawled across the floor and had lifted Carson up onto his side. Carson was choking and as I watched Megan turned his head to face down so the blood was pouring out and not going back down his throat. Megan hit him on the back a couple of times to try to force more up. The entire time she was crying and saying
"Oh my god" Over and over again.
I walked over and looking down said;
"Remember the mercy my sister showed you Carson because I would have left you for dead, which is exactly what you will be if I ever see you again."\
Getting down on my knees I reached down and after shoving the envelope into his shirt pocket stood back up and put my hand out to Megan.
"Let's go sis. You shouldn't touch shit with your bare hands."
We left Carson's and once again I caught Megan by the hand as she had made to pretty much run across the street to the car.
"Walk slow sis." I said quietly.
We reached the car and unlocking the driver's door I stepped aside and let Megan get in and slide across the front seat. I got in and looked over at her. Megan was as white as a ghost and her hands were shaking.
"Hey sis you okay?" I asked
"N-no. I-I'm not okay." She said her voice trembling.
"It's all over sis everything will be fine." I reached over to put my arm around her. "Trust me..."
"Don't touch me!!!" Megan cried out pulling away from me.



I stared at her in shock.
"Meg hey it's okay." I reached for her hand.
"No!!" Megan yelled and slid all the way over to the passenger door getting as far away from me as she could.
"Megan..."
"Just fucking drive Mark!" She cried out. "Just get us the fuck out of here!"
I hesitated as I watched her turn to face away from me her arms hugging her chest tightly. As I looked I noticed she had blood smeared on her jeans and the sleeve of her pink shirt.
"She's right Mark; we have to move."
I started the car and pulled away slowly it was only when I had reached the intersection and spun the wheel to the right that I became aware of the blood on my own hands. I glanced in the rearview mirror to see if there were any on my face. My face was clear except for a little swelling just under my left eye. Just before I returned my gaze to the road I noticed that my normally hazel eyes which at most only had a little brown in them were so dark they appeared to be all but black. I had never seen them that color before.
"What's the matter Mark? Don't like my eyes?"
I drove home slowly; my car did attract attention from the cops once in awhile and now would certainly not be the time to get pulled over. Otherwise I had no worries; as bad as that was there was no way Carson would or could call the cops. Not only did he have a record, but I have no doubt there was coke somewhere in that house. As I thought of it the only concern I had was how Carson's Brother Keith would react. Unlike Carson Keith was the real deal an ex navy seal, Keith had more than made a name for himself as a street enforcer before he started dealing himself.
"He'll come to us Mark, but only to make sure it's over. Carson's cost him more than he's helped him. We did him a favor."
I nodded as I drove. I don't know why but I believed what I had just heard. This was definitely one of those instances where it seemed the voice had somehow been around longer than I had.
"Ever since our great grandfather."
In order to hold onto what little sanity I felt I had left these days I decided not to think about that last remark and instead looked over at my sister who was staring at me with an odd look on her face. I smiled at her then frowned as the look on her face before she turned away was that of fear.
We parked behind Mitch's and practically ran up the back stairs to my apartment. Once we had entered I sat down in the chair and let out a deep sigh trying to let the last of the adrenalin flow from my body as despite the action of less than a half hour ago I still felt pretty wound up. Megan however immediately pulled her shirt off and after kicking her shoes away practically jumped out of her jeans.
Megan was wearing just a skimpy little red lace bra and matching panties. As she turned and bent over I began to think of ways to get rid of that excess energy.
"And to the victor goes the spoils." The voice laughed softly.
Megan grabbed the jeans and shirt and quickly shoved them into the garbage bag near the kitchen. Then walking quickly past me towards the bathroom said quietly;
"Throw your clothes away Mark."
I stood up and caught her arm.
"Hey sis are you..."
"I said don't fucking touch me!!!" She screamed at me as she yanked her arm from my grasp.
"Sis what's the..."
"What's the matter?" She asked throwing her hands in the air. "Jesus fucking Christ Mark do you even know what you just did?"
"I helped you sis." I began not understanding why she was so upset. "Everything..."
"You almost killed him!! I mean he was fucking choking Mark and you would have left him!"
"He was going to fucking rape you Megan!" I snapped. "What did you want me to fucking do?"
I took a step towards her and she immediately backed away.
"Fuck Meg, there was three of them! What was I supposed to do slap them?" I shook my head. "Sis you heard them! They were going to hurt you Megan, and bad I couldn't..."
I stopped not liking the look on her face. If I didn't know better I'd think she was actually afraid of me.
"I did what I had to do." I told her simply
"Bullshit Mark!! Fucking bullshit!!" She yelled at me. "Yes they would have hurt me, and yes Mark you had to fight and had to put them down but Carson Mark..." She shook her head as her eyes filled up.
"Oh god Mark what you did to him..."
"Motherfucker got what he deserved Mark."
"Look Megan, maybe I got a little out of control but..."
"No Mark that's it you were in perfect fucking control!"
"I..."
"You didn't see the look on your face Mark you were fucking loving it!"
Megan stopped and sitting on the couch put her head in her hands and started to sob. I approached her slowly and getting down on my knees in front of her reached out and gently grabbed her wrists to pull her hands from her face.
My head rocked back as tearing her right hand from me Megan slapped me hard in the face.
"Let go of me!" She yelled as she tore her other hand from my grasp.
I tried to catch her hand again and my face was rocked by another slap. I sat back on my knees stunned. Leaping from the couch Megan made to run towards the bathroom but I caught her by the arm again and pulled her towards me.
"Megan..."
"You're a fucking animal Mark!!" She yelled spinning around to face me again. "Carson was right you are fucking crazy! And you know what else? Dad was right too; you are just like our father!! Just fucking like him!!"
That hit home. I looked up at her said softly;
"No I'm not Meg, please don't say that. I'm nothing like him."
"Well..."
"Let go of me." Megan said as she tried to pull away. I held her tight and she swung at my face again.
My hand flashed out and caught hers.
"Do not," I began, feeling my temper rise. "Hit me. Ever."
"Yeah Mark? You gonna hurt me too Mark? You going to teach me a lesson?" Megan turned her face to me;
"Go ahead Mark hit me! You know you want to!"
I let her go stunned.
"Megan," I said quietly. "I would never hurt you. You're my sister I love you. I'm..."
"A fucking maniac Mark, that's what you are!" I reached once more for my sister's hand.
Megan pulled away and shaking her head whispered;
"Just stay the hell away from me Mark. I know what our father put our mother through and don't think for a second I'll let you do it to me you keep your fucking hands to yourself."
With that Megan went into the bathroom and closed the door. A second later I heard the lock click. As the shower went on, I slowly walked into the bedroom and sat on the edge of the bed.
"Well that's gratitude for you."
I put my head down and thought about what Megan had said about our father. I knew she was right of course, hell she knew it to and didn't even know about the parasite that was living in my head.
"Hey!!"
I was so convinced that I would become him that I had made sure that I could never have children insuring there wouldn't be another one after me. I was still sitting there when I heard the bathroom door open and looking up saw Megan walk over to the bedroom.
Megan was wrapped in just a white towel that barely covered her ass and her long wet hair was hanging down across her back. She walked into the bedroom but past me to the head of the bed where after grabbing a pillow she walked out into the living room where she put the pillow down and stretched out on the couch.
"Cocktease!"
I think it's time you went back to your room. I thought as I stood up and slowly walked towards the bathroom.
"Oh, I see how it is."
I walked into the bathroom pausing before I closed the door to look at Megan lying on her side on the couch facing away from me. I sighed and shutting the door took a long hot shower letting the water beat down on my tense back and shoulders. The hot water began to run out so I got out and after drying off walked naked out of the bathroom past Megan who was still lying where I left her and into the bedroom.
Knowing I couldn't sleep yet I sat cross legged on the end of the bed, and closing my eyes began to try to meditate. As I began to take slow deep breaths I started to let my mind drift, to forget about everything that had just happened I breathed in again and...
Caught the smell of strawberries. I felt movement on the bed, and a moment later my sister's arms slid around my waist. I felt a gentle kiss on the middle of my back and Megan's face and wet hair press into me as she hugged me tight.
"Hey little brother." She whispered in my ear. "You okay?"
"Are you?" I asked quietly.
Megan's answer was to get off the bed and come around to face me where I was sitting on the edge of the bed. She was still wearing the towel and as she came over she leaned over and gave me a soft kiss.
"I'm better Mark," She began and then getting down on her knees reached up and took my face gently in her hands. "I'm sorry Mark I should have never said that to you."
"I don't blame you." I whispered as I put my hands over hers.
"Mark I know you would never hurt me and you're not him. You just scared me that's all."
"I'm sorry Megan I..."
Megan stopped me with her finger to my lips.
"Shhhh." She smiled. "Just give your sister a kiss."
Megan replaced her finger with her mouth and I let out a soft whimper as I felt her tongue push between my lips. As we kissed passionately Megan wrapped her arms around my neck pulling me closer to her. The smell of her shampoo was as intoxicating to me as the taste of her lips and I found myself grabbing the back of her head to keep her lips to mine.
Megan pushed against my shoulders and I reluctantly broke the kiss. Megan smiled and said;
"How about your big sister helps you calm down and then we'll curl up nice and close?"
With that Megan pulled the towel off and leaning over started tonguing my nipple at the same time as her hand found my hard cock and after giving it a squeeze began slowly pumping it. Megan switched to my other nipple while her other hand started caressing my balls. I moaned and leaning over reached down and began playing with her tits catching her hard nipples between my finger tips and gently twisting them.
"Oh yeah there you go little brother, nice and easy no rough stuff tonight, just enjoy your big sister."
With that Megan looked up and winking said;
"And let her enjoy her little brothers beautiful cock."
Megan flicked her tongue across my nipple one more time then trailed it down to where her hands were working my cock. Megan kissed the tip then after tonguing it pulled her head back showing me the string of precum hanging from the tip of her tongue. Still fondling my balls Megan took my cock in her mouth and began slowly working it up and down.
"Oh damn that feels good." I told her as I continued to toy with her nipples.
"Yeah Mark? Your big sister knows just how you like it doesn't she?"
Megan took my cock all the way down and then began rapidly bobbing her head up and down. Her right hand was following her soft lips jerking my cock off as she blew me. I looked down and let out a sigh as I watched my gorgeous sister suck my huge dick in and out of those perfect blow job lips. Megan's eyes met mine and with a wink she started sucking even faster, her fingers kneading my balls as her other hand continued to stroke me in rhythm with her mouth.
"Damn she does have her uses doesn't she?"
So do sleeping pills. I closed my eyes and pushed the Voice out of my mind I didn't like it there during sex especially with Megan who I had the uncomfortable feeling the voice didn't like. The sleeping pill remark seemed to drive it out for the moment. I opened my eyes again to the welcome sight of my sister devouring my cock.
Megan pulled it from her mouth with a loud slurping noise and standing up pushed me back down onto the bed. Taking my cue I slid all the way up on the bed as Megan climbed onto it. As I watched Megan crawled up onto the bed and over me on her hands and knees. Her long dark hair was hanging down and tickling across my thighs and she was low enough that I could feel her erect nipples rubbing along my flesh. As she crawled towards me Megan's eyes were locked to mine and her full lips were parted showing just the tip of her soft pink tongue.
"Oh damn you look hot sis." I told her.
Megan stopped and leaning over and using just her mouth sucked my cock in and out a few times, then crawling all the way up reached down and back to grab my cock and guiding it to the tip of her pussy plunged down on top of it.
'Oh Goddamn that's deep!" Megan gasped out.
Leaning over Megan lowered herself over me so her tits were hanging in my face. As I eagerly sucked her right nipple into my mouth Megan began sliding back and forth on my cock working it in and out of her hot wet pussy. I grabbed her hips and started helping her rock back and forth. Megan pulled her tit from my mouth and replaced it with her lips. I moved my hands from her hips to around her waist hugging her down on top of me, as I did Megan slid her arms underneath mine so she was right on top of me.
I moaned into her mouth at how incredible it felt. Megan was very slowly lifting her hips up and down barely fucking me and her hard nipples were pressed into my chest. Megan slid her mouth from mine and began kissing my neck, I turned my head to let her get more of it and found my face buried in her wet hair. I couldn't believe how good it felt being this close to my sister.
My hands began to slide up and down her back enjoying her smooth skin and the tight muscles of her back. Megan pushed up and sat straight up sending my cock even deeper into her.
"Ohhh yesss!" She groaned as she started bouncing up and down impaling herself on her brothers cock.
Megan leaned backwards bracing her hands by grabbing my ankles and started pushing herself back and forth sliding me in and out her smooth pink pussy. I reached down and putting my thumb on her swollen clit pushed down and began to move it in slow circles.
"Oh yeah little brother, look at you taking care of your big sister." Megan groaned.
As I reached up with my other hand and started playing with her left nipple Megan started rocking back and forth faster and harder. I sped up my thumb and Megan let out a soft whimper as I felt her thighs start to shake against mine. Megan had tossed her head back and once again I admired my sisters amazing body, everything from her long perfect legs wrapped around me, to those perfectly shaped tits to the smooth creamy skin of her neck.
Megan started bucking her hips even harder and balancing herself on one arm started playing with her other nipple. Megan arched her back even more and started letting out sharp little gasps of pleasure.
"Oh Oh Oh right there Mark oh yeah little brother, just like that!"
Feeling her right on the edge I twisted her nipple hard and with long loud squeal Megan through her head back and started grinding her hips wildly onto my cock. I continued playing with her clit as she started bouncing up and down and yelping even louder. I moaned myself as I felt my sister's pussy contracting around my throbbing prick.
With one last whimper Megan let herself come forward to once more lie on my chest.
"Oh little brother you made your sister come damn hard!" She breathed in my ear. Then pushing herself up to look at me smiled and asked;
"How do you want your sister Mark?"
My answer was to grab her hips and with a wrench of my shoulders flip her off of me and onto her back.
"Oh you do want to take you sister don't you?" Megan laughed.
I rolled over on top of her and lifting her legs onto my shoulders leaned forward bending her legs up and back until her ankles were all but behind her ears. Once in that position I drove my huge prick straight down into my sisters steaming pussy.
"Oh fuck yeah!!!" Megan cried out.
"So much for easy I thought as I started pounding my cock in as hard as I could. Megan was yelping with every thrust and it egged me on to go even harder.
"Oh you bad boy! You love to give it to me hard don't you?"
My answer was to push forward even more bending Megan even further back, pulling her ass off the bed and getting my cock to penetrate even deeper into that amazing pussy, my favorite pussy; my first pussy. As I fucked the shit out of my sister I could feel the last of the rush of earlier building up through my body. My shoulders and biceps tightened up as did my chest, all of my muscles straining to fuck her even harder.
"Oh my fucking god!!" Megan cried out. "Oh that's right Mark take your sister, take what you need go ahead you let your big sister have it! That's just how this nasty girl needs it!!"
I reared back and started using everything I had in my hips driving into Megan so hard she was being pushed down into the mattress only to bounce back up again into my enormous prick. I gasped as I felt myself getting ready to cum.
"Oh yeah Mark you cum for me, you cum all over your nasty big sister!"
Megan grabbed her tits and held them up for me. I gave her a couple of more savage pumps then whipping my cock and grabbed it at the base squeezing it hard and after leaning over let it go to spray a huge shot of cum across my sisters perky little tits. The second spurt hit over her tit and Megan leaned her head up mouth open. I gave her what she wanted aiming my cock higher and giving her another huge squirt directly in her mouth, I whimpered as I stroked my cock and continues to paint my sisters tits and face with my cum.
After one last squirt that hit Megan's stomach. I all but fell onto the bed on my side next to her. Megan let out a groan herself as she straightened her legs out.
"Oh damn did you fuck me hard." She said.
Megan reached down and grabbing my shirt used it to wipe the cum off of her face and tits. Tossing the shirt back on the floor she rolled over onto her side to and after kissing me asked;
"Did you need that little brother?"
"I need you." I told her softly then added; "I would never hurt you sis ever."
"I know baby," Megan said gently caressing my cheek.
I smiled at that. I had never came out and said it but I loved when she called me that. I sighed and closed my eyes as Megan continued to caress my cheek. Suddenly I was exhausted; the events of the night finally catching up with me.
"Tired little brother?"
"Oh yeah."
I could have fallen asleep right then but had to light the candles. I got up and smiled down at Megan who was stretching. Her long supple body looked amazing especially her ivory skin on my black sheets.
"Damn you look good in my bed sis." I told her.
"I'd look even better if you were next to me." She said smiling back.
"Be right there."
I lit the candles then it hit me that I had never put the money away. I went into the bathroom and grabbing the cash from my jeans decided to do as Megan did and toss the bloodstained clothes. I came back into the bedroom and put the cash in the night stand drawer with this month's rent and shutting it climbed gratefully climbed into bed next to my sister.
Megan had rolled onto her side again which was usually a sign she wasn't ready to sleep yet. I lied on my side to face her and found my eyes instantly gravitating towards her tits.
"Mark?"
"Yeah sis?"
I looked up to see she had a serious expression on her face.
"Mark you scared me tonight."
"Yeah I know I...
"Mark seriously you couldn't see yourself, I mean you really were like an animal. I'm worried about you."
"Megan three guys said they were going to gang rape my sister. I mean that's a little extreme sis, hell if I got like that because someone cut me off on the highway that would be a problem." I shrugged. "Guess I did get a little out of control with Carson but..."



"That's the point Mark," Megan said quietly. "You were in total control Mark and you know it. Little brother it is not normal to be able to do that to someone."
"Look sis that was a message, if I didn't do something that nuts they would have kept coming." I smirked; "You don't get a second chance at a first impression."
"Mark don't joke." She looked me in the eye and said; "Mark I want you to get help."
"What?"
"Go and get some counseling Mark, I mean maybe you need some medication. I mean your always high strung you never slow down and your temper I mean..."
"I am not taking anything Megan I'm fine." I told her.
Ten minutes ago I could have fallen asleep now she was pissing me off.
"Mark please look just you know do it for me."
Seeing my opening I asked;
"Oh yeah? You want me to get help sis? Okay hell I'll go down to Kodak tomorrow but you know what? You're coming with me."
Megan shrugged.
"Sure if you want me to talk to someone with you..."
"No Megan you're coming down there to talk to them about you."
"Me?" Megan asked her eyes widening.
"Yes you sis."
"I'm doing fine Mark."
"It's been a week Megan, and you know damn well you'll go back."
"No Mark really this time..."
"Enough, sis." I said raising my voice. "You've been doing this for over a year now. A few weeks okay then a couple of months of drugs. You need help sis."
"Little brother please I can stop when I want to I just..."
"No Megan you can't." I took a deep breath and dropped the bomb. "Look sis I went down there the other day, they have a thirty day inpatient clinic and the state pays for it Megan you..."
"Thiry days?" Megan sat up her eyes all but bugging out of her head. "Mark, I can't do that!"
"Yes you can."
"No I can't Mark, I won't be able to sleep and if I do I'll have nightmares and..."
"They'll give you things for sleep sis. Bottom line it's about the coke sis you..."
"Mark I..."
"Megan for Christ's sake you were almost raped tonight and it was over drugs." I sat up as well. "Megan you stole from a dealer because you needed it so bad and that was after you..." I swallowed and finished. "Fucked him Megan you fucked Carson for a fix."
"Mark please don't say that." Megan said as her eyes filled up.
"Megan you did it. I mean you don't see the problem? Last year you were all but afraid to have sex, now if you're flying you'll fuck anyone."
"I'm not a whore Mark."
"No sis your an addict and tomorrow you come with me to get help."
Megan was shaking her head.
"I don't want to I..."
"Megan it's not just you. I could have been the one that got hurt tonight. I'll always help Megan but know what? Don't complain about what I did tonight because if you didn't get into the mess I wouldn't have. You got me getting in fights and a heartbroken mother so you're getting your ass there tomorrow for me and your parents." I stopped and taking a breath reached out and took her hand.
"Megan its thirty days to help the rest of your life. Come on sis please? For me."
Megan looked at me and I could see her mind racing. Finally she said quietly;
"I'll tell you what Mark, I'll go with you tomorrow and we'll talk to them and they can tell me how it works and I'll see okay?"
"But you'll at least go and really listen?" I asked. It was better than nothing.
Megan nodded;
"I promise Mark." She sighed. "You're going to talk to someone too."
"Promise." I told her.
"Okay," Megan got up out of bed. "I'm going to the bathroom and grab a coke want something to drink?"
"Can you grab me some Gatorade?"
"Sure," She leaned over and kissed me. "You look good in your bed too you know."
I lied back and sighed, maybe she would listen maybe she wouldn't but at least I was going to get her to try. I closed my eyes then opened them as I heard Megan come back into the bedroom carrying a can of coke and a glass of Gatorade. She handed me the glass and I chugged it down. Megan took my glass and after putting it on the nightstand with hers lied down on her side next to me. I slid up behind her until her back against my chest and wrapping my arm around her waist nestled my face into her neck and after kissing her whispered;
"Sweet dreams my sister."
"Good night my beautiful little brother." A moment later she whispered;
"Mark?"
"Hmmm?" I had just about been asleep, damn I was tired.
"I love you little brother, never forget that okay? That your big sister loves you?"
"Love you to sis." I said quietly already feeling myself slip down into sleep.
I woke up in the same position I had fallen asleep in but Megan wasn't next to me. Damn I must have been out she would have had to move my arm to get out and I never slept through that. I rolled over on my back and stretched; as I did I looked at the clock on the nightstand. I blinked my eyes at it to make sure I was seeing it right; it was ten am. I never slept this late I...
Something was wrong I quickly jumped out of bed.
"Hey sis?" I called.
I could see she wasn't in the living room, but the bathroom door was shut. I walked over and knocked.
"Megan?" There was no answer. With a sick feeling in my stomach I opened the door.
The sink and medicine cabinet were facing me. Written on the mirror in lipstick was;
"I am so sorry little brother but I just can't not even for you."
My eyes trailed down to the sink and saw three open sleeping caplets on the sink. My sister had drugged me so she could leave. Feeling as if I were in a bad dream I walked back into the bedroom, as I did I opened the bureau drawer where she was keeping some of her clothes; it was empty. I sat on the edge of the bed and rubbed at my eyes I still felt groggy I looked up into the mirror over the dresser and froze at what I saw in the reflection.
Quickly I got off the bed and turned around; the nightstand drawer was open.
"No she didn't." I whispered.
I reached the drawer and looked inside; it was empty, eight hundred dollars; two months of my rent; the first of which was due in three days. I put my head in my hands still unable to believe she had done this to me. I felt a wave of sadness go through me. My sister was gone, and not just gone as in up to new York or where ever the hell she went but gone as in she wasn't Megan anymore, Megan would never had done this to me. I had no parents except for Doug and Denise who had only taken me in because of Megan, I had no real friends, and all women were to me was sex and that's all I was to them. My sister was all I had and now she was gone. For the first time since those dark days with Max I felt completely alone.
"Don't worry Mark you'll never be completely alone. You'll always have me!"
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Part 3 A fateful encounter.
"It's time to go Mark."
I looked up from the spider man comic book I had been looking at to see a tall older woman with blonde hair looking down at me. When she saw me looking she smiled and put her hand out. I looked past her and around the room trying to find Megan. The room was big with some chairs along the wall like the one I was sitting in and a really big desk in the middle with a big fat guy sitting behind it. I had no idea what the room was for and where it was, Mom hadn't said much in the car on the way over.
I thought maybe it was supposed to be a nice place because mom had helped me get dressed in my best pants and that white shirt with the buttons that I hated. Megan was dressed up too in the pretty red dress that had been in a bag of clothes someone had given mom for us. I sat in the back seat with Megan who seemed nervous so I held her hand. She looked down at me and gave me a big smile. I laughed at her because one of her front teeth was missing, she told me I wasn't being very nice, but still held my hand.
Mom parked and we got out and went into a huge building and took an elevator way up and, after we got out, came to the room where mom told me to sit. Then, for some reason, took Megan with her and had her sit across from me. There were a couple of women in the office besides the fat guy and one of them gave me the comic book to look at. The women and the guy all talked to mom, I really wasn't sure what they were saying, but I did hear my name and my sister's.
After awhile mom stood up and, after hugging and kissing Megan, came over and, leaning over, hugged me tight and whispered in my ear;
"Mommy has to go Mark, you're going to stay with some nice people for a little while okay?"
"Ummm okay," I said. "Meg too right?"
Mom didn't answer instead she kissed my cheek said; "Mommy loves you Mark." And left, it looked like she was getting ready to cry but I wasn't sure.
"Mark?"
The woman reached down and, taking my hand, gave a little tug. I got up from the chair and let her lead me over to Megan, who was standing with another woman.
"Give Megan a kiss good bye Mark."
I looked at her wanting to ask why, but I didn't know her and didn't want to talk. I guess the woman knew what I was going to say though because she told me;
"You're going to stay with some nice people, but they don't have a lot of room, so your sister is going with some other nice people for now, but you'll see her real soon okay?"
Megan came over and hugged me tight and I hugged her back, when the woman tried to pull me away I held on and so did Megan. The woman behind me succeeded in pulling us apart and as she led me away I heard my sister call my name and start crying. I turned to see her being led away and started crying too. The woman opened the door and started to pull me through, I saw Megan still looking at me, I was scared and wanted to be with her I yelled out to her;
"Megan!!"
The woman was closing the door on me, I couldn't see my sister anymore.
"Megan!!!!" I sat up screaming.
"Megan..."
I stopped myself before I yelled again and leaned back against the headboard gasping. My heart was pounding in my chest and I was sweating despite the coolness of the room. I looked around trying to get my bearings and remembered that I was at Cynthia's, her roommate was out with her boyfriend and Cynthia had the air conditioner so we had come here last night.
"Jesus Mark! Are you okay?" Cynthia asked sitting up next to me.
Finally feeling my heart and breathing begin to slow down I looked over to Cynthia, who was white as a ghost. I must have really been screaming. I didn't answer right away, and Cynthia reached up and gently touched the side of my face.
"Mark?"
I found myself leaning my face into her hand, glad for her touch. Cynthia turned to face me completely and, removing her hand from my face, put her arms out and said softly;
"Come here Mark."
I hesitated. I was supposed to be in control of Cynthia, she was a plaything not a girlfriend and I had already had a weak moment in front of her and shouldn't let her get close. On the other hand her outstretched arms, looked very inviting, especially because she was topless; her big round tits were at face level and her nipples erect from the chill in the room. I found my eyes leaving those nipples however to focus on her face. Cynthia looked worried and, well she looked like she cared.
"Oh please Mark, what are you five? Just suck on her tits and fuck her."
I leaned in and, placing my head between her tits, turned so the side of my face was against her chest. Cynthia put her arms around my shoulders and started stroking my hair. I put my arms around her waist and hugged her back.
"Awww how sweet! I'm leaving before I fucking heave!"
"You okay Mark?"
As good as she felt I did pull back at that point. I didn't give a rats ass what the voice thought, but didn't want to look like that big of a baby. Cynthia kept her hands on my shoulders as I did and, putting my right hand over hers, gave it a squeeze.
"Yeah, I'm okay Cyn. I just..." I shrugged.
"You're worried about your sister Mark, that's all."
"Yeah you're probably right." I agreed.
"It's a shame," Cynthia began. "The two of you were always so close."
You don't know the half of it I thought as I nodded. My gaze dropped from Cynthia's face down to her tits. Now that I was feeling a little better...
As if reading my mind, Cynthia leaned her head up and whispered in my ear;
"Why don't you let me help you forget all about it?"
Without waiting for an answer Cynthia turned her head and kissed me. While I returned the kiss my hands slid up from her waist and began fondling her amazing tits, squeezing them and teasing her nipples with my finger tips.
"Hmmm" Cynthia groaned.
"Mmmm Hmmm." I agreed as her hand found my hard cock under the covers and began slowly jerking it.
Cynthia broke the kiss and, sliding her lips down, started gently sucking on my neck. I let my head loll back and tilted her head to kiss the other side as well. Cynthia turned away from me and tossed the covers off the bed to expose her small hand wrapped tightly around my throbbing prick. With no hesitation Cynthia bent down and, taking just the head of my cock in her mouth, started swirling her tongue around it.
I looked down and smiled at the sight of the Cynthia's long red hair fanned across my chest as her head began slowly bobbing up and down, taking more and more of my huge cock down her throat each time. I took my hand and began to gently caress the smooth tanned skin of her back. Cynthia brought her other hand down between my legs to start rubbing my balls as she blew me.
"Damn that feels good Cyn."
I wasn't in the mood for the game right now. Cynthia had been nice to me this morning, hell she was nice to me most of the time and all I usually did was treat her like crap. No, today I would definitely be much nicer to her. I slid my hand down the soft curve of Cynthia's full round ass and gave it a squeeze. Shifting over to the middle I slid my hand down between her cheeks, spreading her ass and allowing me to dip two fingers into her very wet pussy.
Cynthia whimpered around my cock while continuing to work it with not only her mouth but both hands as well. Cynthia wasn't moving teasingly slow but wasn't going all that fast either and it felt incredible. After pumping my fingers in and out of her pussy I pulled them out then pushed them down the length of her pussy, sliding them though her wet lips, finding and lingering on her swollen clit. Cynthia moaned louder and started moving her hips into my hand.
I caught her clit and began gently rolling it between my fingertips. Cynthia's hips started moving quicker and she also began sucking my cock harder and faster. I let out a moan of my own as, between her fondling my balls and her jerking and blowing my cock, I could feel myself starting to get close. Taking my other hand I slid it under Cynthia's arm and, catching her nipple, started twisting it in the same slow rhythm that I was using on her clit.
Cynthia began moaning louder and louder around my cock, her ass grinding in slow circles as my fingers sped up on her clit. I was working her faster because I could feel my legs start to shake and knew I wasn't going to last more than another couple of minutes. Noticing my legs shaking Cynthia picked up the pace with her mouth as well as her hands. I moaned loudly as she now began taking my cock all the way down to the base of my shaft and was now just lightly tickling my balls with her long fingernails.
"Oh, yeah Cyn," I panted. "Oh yeah just like that, ohhh don't stop!"
I normally never made much noise with her, as I wouldn't want her to think she was any good, but this was one hell of a blow job she was giving me. My moaning was enough to put Cynthia over the edge. Cynthia's legs straightened out, trapping my hand between her thighs and with a long squeal around my cock Cynthia came hard, bucking her hips back and forth and grinding her thighs together. The entire time she was cumming Cynthia never slowed down on my cock and just as her orgasm was winding down I let out a long moan of my own as my cock exploded in Cynthia's soft wet mouth.
Cynthia stopped sucking and, holding her head still, started jerking me off hard, sending spurt after spurt of my hot cum down her throat. I slipped my fingers from her clit and dipped them back into her pussy pumping them back and forth as I emptied my balls into her mouth. With a groan I felt the last of my cum trickle into her mouth, and Cynthia pulled it from her lips with a loud smacking sound.
Cynthia sat up and turning to look at me smiled and gave me a kiss.
"Feel better lover?" She asked me.
"I'll feel better after I fuck you." I told her.
Sliding down from my sitting position I pushed her over onto her back and, rolling over on top of her, crawled down the bed until I was between her thighs and, immediately fastening my lips to her clit, began sucking it in and out of my mouth.
"Oh, oh goddamn!" Cynthia moaned.
I slipped my fingers back into her pussy and, getting my other hand involved, shoved one deep into her ass. Cynthia squealed and moaned as I worked my fingers in and out of both her holes while swirling my tongue around her clit. As I worked her pussy Cynthia bent her legs and placed her small soft feet on top of my shoulders. I let out a low moan as she did. Although Cynthia didn't know it I had a hell of a foot fetish and loved the feel of her toes curling into my shoulders.
I was also very much enjoying the scent of Cynthia's pussy, we had fucked twice last night and she had just cum, minutes ago, leaving her pussy with the musky aroma of our sex. I sucked Cynthia's clit hard into my mouth flicking my tongue across it as I did.
"Ohhhh Mark, ohhhh honey that is soooo nice."
For some reason her calling me honey sounded good and I began sucking her clit rapidly in and out of my mouth, eager for her to cum for the second time in five minutes so I could fuck the shit out if her pretty little pussy. Right on cue Cynthia's hips started rocking back and forth and she reached down to start running her fingers through my hair.
"Yes Mark! Oh yes, oh right there!"
Cynthia pushed her feet against my shoulders, lifting her ass off the bed and allowing me to plunge my fingers even deeper inside of her. Cynthia's fingers went from stroking my hair to grabbing a handful of it and holding my head still as, with one more pump of her hips into my face(,) she let out an adorable high pitched whimper and began to cum.
I held my lips to her clit, continuing to lick and suck as Cynthia squealed and writhed in pleasure. I moaned myself as I felt her pussy, as well as her ass muscles, contract around my fingers. Cynthia arched her back even more and with one more convulsion of her hips that sent her pussy gushing into my face, collapsed back onto the bed gasping.
"Oh my god I came harder than the first time." She managed to breathe out.
Keeping her feet up on my shoulders I rose to my knees and, grabbing Cynthia around the thighs, pulled her to me and slowly slid the length of my rock hard cock into her soaking wet pussy. As Cynthia moaned in pleasure I started slowly fucking her, working my cock all the way out to the tip then pushing it back in. Cynthia was so wet that at every time I pulled my cock out it was accompanied by a wet slurping sound.
"Oh Mark, damn that feels good!"
As I slowly fucked her, I found myself enjoying the look on her face; Cynthia had her head back and her eyes closed, her full lips parted and soft sighs of pleasure coming from those lips with every slow stroke. Turning my head I noticed Cynthia's pretty little foot only inches from my face. Unable to resist I grabbed her ankle and, bringing her foot to my lips, started kissing the tips of her toes. Cynthia giggled and opening her eyes said;
"That feels funny." She was smiling as she said it and I found myself smiling back.
Taking her other foot I repeated the kisses, when I had kissed them all I went back to her big toe and, sucking it into my mouth, began swirling my tongue around it.
"Ohhh that feels..." She hesitated. "That feels good."
I worked each of her toes into my mouth then went back to her other foot, as I sucked on her toes I felt myself getting even harder and began fucking her faster. Finished with her toes I grabbed Cynthia's ankles and, spreading her legs wide, started fucking her harder and deeper. I had gone slow long enough. Apparently Cynthia didn't mind as she let out a loud squeal as my huge dick began pounding into her pussy so hard our skin was making sharp slapping noises with every thrust.
"Oh fuck yeah Mark!!" She cried out. "Oh yeah just fuck me!!"
Pays to be nice once in awhile I thought as I gave her what she wanted; lifting her up by the ankles so that her ass lifted off the bed, allowing my cock to penetrate even deeper into her hot wet pussy. Cynthia moaned and, reaching down, grabbed the base of my cock and started jerking it off as I fucked her. I gasped as she did and began fucking her even harder.
Cynthia was yelping every time I drove my cock in, her fantastic tits were sliding back and forth as I fucked the shit out of her. As I looked down at her, Cynthia emitted a long moan, and her eyes rolled back in her head. A moment later I felt her pussy contracting around my cock and I realized she was cumming again just from me fucking her. The look of ecstasy on her face coupled with the feeling of her incredible pussy pulsating around my cock, made me want to cum with her.
I pulled my hips all the way back and started hammering into her as fast as I could. Cynthia let out a long wail of pleasure as I assaulted her still cumming pussy and within a few more hard pumps, I gasped and, whipping my cock out, sprayed my hot load all over Cynthia's soft tanned stomach.
"Oh damn," I panted as I continued to jerk my cock, sending a couple of more long spurts of cum that splattered on the inside of Cynthia's thigh.
When I was finished I turned and lied down on my back next to her trying to catch my breath. We were quiet for a few minutes, both of us trying to recover from the power of our orgasms.
"Damn I needed that." I said quietly.
"Glad I could help." Cynthia said laughing. "Cause you know, I got nothing from that!"
Cynthia sat up and after wiping my cum off of her stomach with a towel that had been on the chair next to the bed stood up and, leaning over me, said;
"Listen Mark I don't have to go to my summer class for a couple more hours but I have to finish up a paper."
"Oh, okay." I said starting to sit up to leave but Cynthia put her hand on my chest and continued;
"Mark, you haven't been sleeping, but you look pretty relaxed right now. Why don't you stay here and close your eyes, I'll come get you before I'm going to leave, how's that sound?"
I had to say that sounded pretty damn good, it had been a long week and, if I was lucky, I was getting maybe three hours a night. I did feel pretty damn relaxed right now as well, that really had been what I had needed.
"Okay." I said. "I'll try to sleep."
"Good." Cynthia said smiling. Reaching down Cynthia pulled the sheet up to my waist, and even slid another pillow under my head. Leaning over she kissed me; Cynthia had been going for a quick peck, but I held her lips with my own and, wrapping my arm around her neck, pulled her close to me, giving her a hug as we kissed. When we stopped I whispered in her ear;
"Thanks Cyn, I... I really needed that." I hesitated then kissing her quickly again added; "And this."
"Oh Mark, you romantic, you!"
To my surprise Cynthia blushed, but she was smiling and her blue eyes were practically beaming. Shaking her head she said;
"You know Mark; I'll never figure you out. Sometimes I swear you're like two completely different people."
"Nah, just one really fucked up one!"
When Cynthia left I closed my eyes and began breathing slowly and steadily. The adrenalin rush from the nightmare, and our short but amazing sex session had worn off, and I could feel sleep at the edge of my consciousness, right there but not quite, like a lover's teasing caress. Rather than focus on the thought of sleep I let the events of the last week drift though my mind. Normally I was never one to beat a dead horse and refused to dwell on things, but lately it seemed like it took too much energy to fight them back, so maybe I would let it take its course.
I did however take a moment to picture the attic, which was pretty cluttered right now, with a jumble of thoughts and emotions all over the floor, and, grabbing a hold of that terrible vision from my past, wrestled it into the room of pain, slamming the door shut before it, or anything else for that matter, slipped back out. It would be ten years before I would see my sister again.
"Knowing her these days it could be another ten." The Voice began. "I mean who the ... hey!!"
The Voice cried out as, gathering my will, I envisioned it trapped back in its room. I had done this so quickly and with so much conviction that the voice was caught off guard and I succeeded in closing the door to its room. I felt around in my awareness and sighed as it seemed to work. Something told me it could get out just as easily, but maybe it would take the hint and stay quiet for a while. Maybe it would realize that part of the reason I couldn't sleep was its incessant yapping.
I rolled over onto my side and smiled as I buried my face into Cynthia's pillow. Ever since that night a few weeks ago that I had commented on it, Cynthia had been using strawberry scented shampoo. Of course the smile faded as it ultimately reminded me of my sister. Or more appropriately the sister I used to know. Megan had betrayed me, there was no other word for it. She had lied to me, dragged me into a dangerous situation, drugged me, and as a final farewell stole from me.
In the last year my sister had broken my heart many times, but by hurting herself and others around her. This time however she had broken our trust. Five years ago when fate had brought us back together again we had vowed to always love and take care of each other, that nothing would ever come between us. My sister had broken that vow, allowing her weakness to finally overcome even her love for me. On top of that, a broken heart was far from the only thing my sister(')s disappearing act had left me to deal with.



That (ˇ)Saturday night I had been in the back at Mitch's when Cynthia came in to tell me someone was there for me. I came out to find Carson's brother Keith sitting at the bar. The bar was slow so I told Cynthia to go into the back and take inventory while I talked to Keith. I didn't want her out there in case things got nasty. Looking at Keith nasty was exactly what I had been prepared for. Keith was five years older than Carson, and also about forty pounds heavier, with a build that rivaled my own.
Keith had been a Navy Seal, and had been dishonorably discharged for beating the shit out of a superior officer. I knew he had a black belt in Ju Jitsu as well as a mean streak a mile wide. Keith was alone and, as I sized him up, I noticed him doing the same to me. I walked up to him, and with no beating around the bush, Keith asked me why exactly it was that he had an envelope full of his brother's teeth in his pocket.
The Voice had whispered to just tell Keith the truth. Taking its advice I told Keith that yes Megan had stolen from Carson, but I had shown up with some money and to make an arrangement. Carson didn't want to hear it and he and Malcolm told me how much they would enjoy fucking my sister. I warned them, but they started and I finished. I told Keith point blank that no one fucked with my sister and I decided to give Carson something to remember me by.
Keith had listened quietly then to my surprise, although the voice did give me an "I told you so", Keith told me that he had thought about it and decided that two wrongs didn't make a right. Megan should have never taken from him, on the other hand Keith explained how he had been trying to tell Carson for years that he couldn't act like a thug and that sooner or later someone would put him in his place. At that point I couldn't resist saying;
"Takers take until their taken."
Keith surprised me again by smirking and nodding in agreement. Keith then told me that whether I wanted to believe it or not, if Carson had hurt Megan he would have beaten him himself. Not just because he didn't think it was right, but because rape charges had a tendency to bring a lot of police around. Sensing that the Voice had indeed somehow been right and that this looked like it was going to end here without trouble I told Keith that I would still try to pay Megan's debt.
Keith said to forget the money, and on top of that would warn his people that the next person who sold to my sister would deal with him. At that point however Keith did look me in the eye and say by the same token if I went near his brother again I would be dealing with him. I felt that familiar hot feeling of rage begin to rise up within me, and was ready to ask Keith if he wanted to go right now, that I could tear him apart as quickly as I did his brother.
I was stopped by the Voice saying softly;
"We got away with one Mark, he's giving us an out, but still has to send a warning to save face, just go along with him and not only is it over, but we may need him someday. Friends close, enemies closer."
I told Keith that was fine with me, that I didn't need any trouble, and was just trying to help my sister, things had just gotten out of hand. Keith said as far as he was concerned it was over. Then with a smile handed me a card with his pager number, and said to give him a call if I ever wanted to make some real money. Clapping me hard on the shoulder he told me I would make one hell of a street enforcer. I told him thanks but no thanks and, after I gave him a beer and a shot on the house, Keith left.
How the hell did you know that's how it would work out? I asked the Voice.
"I told you before Mark, I'm the smarter, stronger part of us, I don't get caught up in anything, but what needs to be done. What we did to Carson scared Keith make no bones about it. He's better off with us than against us." It laughed. "The fact he can't stand his brother didn't hurt either."
Knowing I wouldn't have to contend with Keith was huge weight off my mind. The fact that he had even thrown in that his guys would stay away from Megan was an added bonus, that is if she ever came back. With Keith taken care of this left me with only one other immediate concern, but it was a big one; the rent was do in a week and I had nothing. Mitch would probably let me slide, but I didn't make a lot of money at the bar. As far as Robin went I couldn't always count on her, I mean I usually saw her once a week and she almost always paid me something. The joke she had made about books however was true, my scholarship didn't cover them and they weren't cheap. The reason I had worked so hard on getting a month ahead on my rent in the first place was that September was only a month away and I was taking on a full course load. Robin would certainly be of no help right now as she was attending a conference in LA all week.
Doug and Denise had always told me that if I ever needed help to always come to them, but Doug and I had argued the last few times out and I didn't want to look like a hypocrite. I also didn't want to look irresponsible, as I'm sure if I showed up and said I needed help with the rent that Doug would be quick to point out my brand new three hundred dollar tattoo. I certainly would never tell them the truth; that Megan had stolen from me as she had from them.
There was always Alex I suppose. Alex's father owned Orion Electronics, the company that had given me my scholarship. Alex was about seven years older than me and had been the one to come and see me about the scholarship and had picked me out of the three candidates. Since then Alex and I had become friends, probably the only real one I had. Alex's family was worth several million dollars and he had been raised with a silver spoon in his mouth; the type of person I usually hated, but Alex seemed pretty down to earth and genuinely liked me.
Alex was a good looking guy who, like myself, worked out like a maniac and we usually went to the gym together a couple of times a week. An amateur boxer in college Alex also like to mix it up with me in the ring, with the one rule that I couldn't use any kicks and had given me some pretty good fights. The biggest thing we had in common however was women. Alex was a pure lady killer, who oozed charm as well as money, of course always dressing the part. I, on the otherhand, went with the "bad boy" approach and was not without some charisma of my own. The two of us would hit the clubs, pick a girl and see who could pick her up first. I smiled at the thought of how a couple of weeks ago there was a little blonde slut named Ashley who couldn't make up her mind so she let us tag team her. My smile broadened as that night also put to bed the endless argument of who was better hung.
The only problem with that, well there were two; one Alex was currently in New York on business and wasn't coming back for a couple of more weeks, and two; I just hated to borrow. Alex had always made it clear that he had a lot of respect for me, and to never feel bad if I needed anything. Like myself Alex didn't have much in the way of friends, not real ones anyways as his money kept plenty of people around him, and he was happy to help. The fact that he did respect me made me all the more hesitant to ask.
No Alex wasn't an option, neither was Doug, and if Mitch did let me go then I would be paying late for a few months before I could catch up. Finally as I sat there stewing it occurred to me that I could always try hustling pool, during my two years working for Mitch, I had become a pretty damn good player, playing alone when the bar was closed and learning from the old timers when we were slow. Here and there I would play with some of the frat boys or bikers and win a few dollars. A couple of times I had even gone to some of the other bars just to see how good I was and would usually come out on top.
The only problem was most of the people I would hustle were the college kids who were playing with Daddy's money and were too dumb to quit. It was the end of July and most of the kids had gone back home. There were a couple of billiards clubs around, but there was no guarantee I could win in those places as there were some real pro's there. On that note I went over to my closet and pulled down the case that contained my two hundred dollar Black McDermott pool cue and, checking one of the pockets, found the fifty dollar bill I kept there. It wasn't much but it gave me a stake.
I didn't bother trying on Monday or Tuesday, most people got paid midweek or later and were broke by then. On Wednesday I hit JK Social Club and walked out with a hundred and twenty dollars. I added another seventy five that night at KC's Tap, which gave me half of the four hundred I needed. Yesterday had started off great with me running into a kid who had more money than skill down at Rick's pub and didn't quit until his girlfriend took his cue away from him, but by then I had a hundred and fifty of his money.
I was feeling damn good at that point until I went to Corinna's Pub and lost seventy five to a tall blond in her thirties who further humiliated me by rolling her eyes at me, when I offered to get my money back in other ways, and telling me to come back in a few years when I could handle the ride. I grabbed a quick fifty back at Tommy's lounge late last night, but at that point I was still down seventy five dollars and out of places to go.
I went back to Mitch's to help Cynthia close and, while I was there, hung around the pool table seeing if anyone there would be dumb enough to play me. No one would but one of the bikers told me that he heard there were some guys who played for money at the Green bar in Olnyville. I frowned a little at that; not that I was afraid to go anywhere as I could more than handle myself, but Olnyville was pretty much the armpit of Rhode Island and any bar there made Mitch's look like a country club.
There was also quite a bit of trouble in the bars around there. The crowd tended to consist of out of work middle age blue collar types, who liked to take their frustration with their pathetic lives out on the equally pathetic loser next to them. I had never really hung around that part of Providence so they wouldn't know me there, which would work to my advantage, only problem was that the type of crowd that hung there really wasn't the kind that liked new faces, never mind young pretty ones. In the end however I was a day away from the rent being due and out of options.
I must have eventually drifted off to sleep as Cynthia woke me up by kissing me on the cheek. I opened my eyes and saw with some disappointment that she was dressed for school. Despite the wild sex we had just had not more than an hour ago I could definitely go for more. Hell when didn't I want it?
"I have to get going Mark. Do you want to stay and sleep? Sherry's home."
"No," I said forcing myself to sit up. "I have to get going."
I got up and got dressed, figuring I would just shower after the gym. Cynthia watched me, her eyes lingering on my cock, and I knew if I really wanted to I could make her late, but she was teaching this course for extra credit and I didn't want to mess it up for her. When I finished dressing we walked out together, which I knew Cynthia got a kick out of because her roommate Sherry, who all but drooled over me when she came to the bar, was sitting on the couch and saw us leave.
I made Cynthia happy by having my arm around her as we left and giving her a long kiss in front of the window knowing damn well Sherry would be watching. Cynthia asked me if she could come up to my place tonight, and I found myself hesitating. We had spent three nights together this week already and I really didn't want her to start thinking we were more, but she had felt damn good this morning. I told her that I would like that but with a wink added;
"Don't always expect me to be so nice."
"Yes sir." Cynthia answered putting her head down and pouting at me.
I arrived at the Green Bar at two o'clock and, after getting out of my car, leaned against it and smoked a cigarette while I watched the front to see the kind of people going in and out. No one did either, as I sat there and I found myself hoping there was some action to be had inside. I was wearing faded jeans and a white tank top that showed off my tattoos and the arms beneath them. I hadn't shaved in a couple of days, so at least I didn't look too pretty at the moment. I was also wearing the black motorcycle boots with the steel tips; between the tips and the power in my legs I could pretty much break any bone in the human body with one kick.
Putting the cigarette out I slung my pool stick over my shoulder and, crossing the street, walked up to the faded peeling green door where I paused. I narrowed my eyes as I felt an odd chill go through me, the hairs on my neck were standing and I quickly turned around expecting to see someone staring at me. There was no one there that I could see. Closing my eyes I cocked my head and felt around inside my head, if The Voice was there it was laying low. I took one more quick look around then, shrugging the feeling off to not enough sleep, walked into the bar.
The inside of the Green Bar was poorly lit, which was probably on purpose, to try to cover up the fact that the bar was just as dingy on the inside as the outside. The bar had that distinctly sleazy aura about it that, for whatever reason, part of me always enjoyed, maybe because it reminded me of the movies. A cloud of cigarette smoke was visible in the light that the open door had let in, and the place reeked of it as well as spilled beer, and someone or someone's definitely needed a shower.
Once I closed the door behind me I took a couple of steps in then, as I always did the first time I came to a place like this, studied the layout. The bar was decent size with a few small tables scattered about and the bar running the length of the back wall facing the door. There was a jukebox in the left hand corner and the pool table was up on a raised platform towards the back on the right. Over the table was a set of bright fluorescent lights making it the only corner of the bar that you could see clearly. That also told me that there were guys who took their games seriously. There was a doorway that led to a small corridor with a hand written sign that said "the John" near the pool table, and there was also a small door behind the bar that I'm sure opened to a backroom like Mitch's.
I walked in and headed towards the corner of the bar near the pool table. There were three men sitting at one of the tables to my left playing cards and a few at the other end of the bar. There were two guys currently playing pool; one a thin guy with a pony tail was shooting, the other had his back to the table using the pay phone. As I kept walking towards the bar I couldn't help but notice how big the guy on the phone was.
The platform made it hard to judge height, but he was standing in the doorway that led to the men's room and his shoulders practically filled the frame. There were two older, nasty looking bar skanks sitting at the table near the pool table that looked up as I passed and both of whom flashed me what they probably thought was an engaging smile.
"Christ, I wouldn't fuck them with Alex's dick!"
I rolled my eyes, but now at least knew why I'd had that weird feeling at the door; the voice had been lurking around and, playing hide and seek, for whatever reason.
As I walked through to the bar everyone turned to look at me. As I always did I walked slowly and confidently, my head up, looking around as if I owned the place. At 5'10" I wasn't that tall, but at one hundred eighty pounds of rock solid muscle and my enormous bad ass tattoos, along with my swagger, I certainly gave the air as someone you just didn't want to fuck with.
I reached the bar and noticed most of the people were still looking at me. The bartender was at the other end talking to a couple of guys in baseball caps and wife beaters, he turned and looked at me then went back to his talking as if I weren't there. I didn't care, I was there to make a hundred bucks and get out. I would wait a few minutes however and see if the guys playing were going to keep going. If one quit that would be my opening, if they kept going I would just go up and put my money on the table.
I took a pack of Marlboro's from my pocket and, lighting one, leaned on the bar waiting for the asshole at the other end to decide to come get me a drink.
"Hey honey, can you spare one of those?"
I turned to see a woman with long unkempt black hair, and dark circles under a pair of bloodshot brown eyes standing next to me eyeing the pack I had tossed on the bar. I shrugged;
"Help yourself." I told her.
"Thanks hon."
Grabbing the pack she took one out and, after putting it in her mouth, picked up my lighter. I watched as, after flicking the lighter, she tried twice to light it, both times failing as her hands were shaking so badly that she couldn't catch the tip of the cigarette.
"Pathetic."
"Here." I said and taking the lighter from her flicked it and held it still for her.
"Thanks," She said nodding. "Just a little nervous today you know?"
I nodded and turned away.
"You know honey," She began. "Maybe you could help me out a little more." As she spoke she placed her hand on my forearm and started rubbing it back and forth.
"You see I could use a few dollars to well, you know, get what I need, so maybe I could give you a little something and we'd both make out."
I looked down at her hand on my arm. I could feel her fingers trembling and the back of her hand looked like that of a woman in her fifties. I looked up at her ready to tell her to fuck off, but stopped. Looking at her I originally thought she was probably at least late forties now I realized she probably wasn't more than early thirties, her lifestyle had aged her badly. I could also tell looking at her ravaged features that she had probably been quite attractive at one time. I found myself wondering sadly if this was going to be my sister in a few years; trolling bars like this, doing anything and anyone for the next hit.
"Her problem not ours." "Sorry hon," I said quietly. "I'm not the kind that pays for it."
"Oh, well I..." She tried to smile seductively at me. "I'm a good time really, you won't be sorry! I live right around the corner and..." She put her head down. "Please?"
I reached into my pocket and pulling out the two hundred I had brought with me put a twenty down in front of her.
"Here, go get something to eat or do whatever you want with it."
She quickly grabbed the money and leaning over kissed me on the cheek.
"Thanks hon!" She paused and looked me up and down. "You sure you don't..."
"Positive," I told her. "Now do me a favor and tell the asshole down there I'd like a drink sometime this week."
The woman smiled again and headed down the other end.
"Why the hell did you do that? Fucking skank's just going to use it for drugs, we needed it!"
Rather than answer, I put my pool case on the bar and started to open it.
"Oh why, because she reminded you of our weak willed sorry excuse of a sister, because..."
You shut the fuck up. I told it. You don't ever fucking talk about Megan like that or I swear I'll go to a shrink and ditch your sorry ass for good.
"Yeah go ahead, maybe they'll put us in the same room as dear old dad. Wouldn't that be fun!"
I closed my eyes and took a deep breath to calm down. I need to play some pool and win some money, arguing with myself wasn't going to get me anywhere.
"What the fuck kind of shot you call that?!?"
The voice had come from the pool table to my right, it was deep gravelly and worst of all I knew it!



"That's fucking Max!!!" The Voice cried out causing a sharp pain to run through my head.
I stood there frozen in shock. It couldn't be! Max had gone to jail then down to Florida, he couldn't be here!
"Your fucking cheating is what your fucking doing you asshole!"
It was him, there was no doubt about it, I had been hearing that voice in my nightmares for the last eleven years. My stomach twisted as if someone had punched me and my hands(,) which were resting on the case, started to shake.
"Turn around Mark! We have to know for sure!"
I didn't move and realized that I was scared.
"I said turn the fuck around!!" The Voice yelled, sending another jolt through my head.
"Put that fucking ball behind the line."
Max's voice came across again as loud as I remembered it and I could feel my knees start to tremble.
"Get a fucking grip on yourself!" The Voice snapped.
I took a deep breath and turned to face the direction of Max's voice. The man facing me was the guy with the pony tail. The much larger man wearing a white t-shirt, jeans and work boots was facing away, bent over the table shooting. I watched the eight ball go down the length of the table and drop into the corner pocket.
"That's another $20 you owe me now, rack 'em bitch."
The man finally turned in my direction to pick up his beer from the small counter near the pool table.
"It is him! It's fucking Max!!"
I took an involuntary step backwards, it was him alright. The first thing I noticed was how fucking big Max was. Over the years I had started to assume that Max seemed so big because I had been a child when he was beating me, and of course things had a tendency to become exaggerated. Now, standing less than a dozen feet from him, I saw that I my dreams had been frighteningly accurate.
Max was huge, easily six four and probably three hundred pounds if he were an ounce. A decent portion of that weight was hanging over his belt, but his shoulders were wide and his arms looked to be the size of my thighs, and although not ripped the way I was, were definitely not all fat. Max also looked as disgusting as I remembered him, his jeans were ripped and his t-shirt soiled. Max was unshaven, his greasy black hair hanging over his fat face that had that permanently red sweaty look I saw in front of me every time I worked the punching bag.
As I watched him lift his beer to his mouth I couldn't help but notice how enormous Max's hands were. I had the sudden visual of one of those hands back handing me. I took another step backwards as Max started to turn his head towards me.
I turned away quickly and, grabbing the case, walked as slowly as I could manage from the bar. My legs were shaking and when I reached outside I walked along the side of the building until I reached the back then, as my stomach convulsed, fell to my knees and threw up.
"It was him Mark!! It was it was!! The Voice, which always spoke to him in a dry whisper, was screaming in my head.
What the hell was I going to do?
"Kill him, kill him, kill him!!!"
The voice was getting even louder. Still on my knees I put my hands over my ears as if that would drown it out.
"I'm scared." I whispered.
"Your What!?!"
"He hurt us bad."
"We're older and stronger Mark, we're..." "He could still hurt us." I said softly I could feel tears building behind my eyes.
"Stop whining you bitch! Look at you, kneeling in front of your own puke! Get up you fucking coward!!"
The voice had never acted like this. Normally even if it was egging me on in a fight, it remained calm, but now it was screaming and its pitch had changed. The Voice sounded deeper and more powerful. Behind its screaming I heard the dog starting to scratch at the door in the attic. I rose to my feet and, after wiping my mouth, saw that there was a faucet on the back of the building. I walked over and, turning it on, dipped my head under it, getting a mouthful and, after swishing it around(,) spit it out and started walking back to my car.
"Where the hell are you going?"
I have to get out of here.
"Are you crazy Mark? This is what we need! We can pay this mother fucker back Mark! Lex Talionis!"
I need to think.
"You need to grow a pair you fucking pussy! He's nothing compared to us!"
Reaching the car I got in and sat behind the wheel. I was sweating and shaking. What the hell was I supposed to do?
"You know what to do."
I took a deep breath and held it. Okay, I had to think, now that I had seen Max I wouldn't be able to forget about him.
"The dreams will get worse Mark."
"Then I'll deal with them." I said softly. "But I'm not going back there, I..." I stopped as the Voice started screaming again;
"You leave you little son of a bitch and you'll deal with me Mark! Hear how I'm screaming? I'll do it all day and all night Mark! I'll never shut up, I'll send you straight to the looney bin you weak willed mother fucker!!"
I grimaced in pain and put my hand to the plate in my head where it was the worst. I leaned forward and put my head on the steering wheel. Never in my life had I felt sorry for myself, but right now I was wondering what the hell I had done wrong to bring Max back into my life. I worked and studied hard and made the most of the second chance I had received in life after my sister found me in that group home. Megan, I needed to find out where she was, tell her about Max(,) she would know what...
"Screw Megan, she's no good to us, hell she's how you got here in the first place!"
"Okay," I said, still talking out loud with my head down on the wheel. "You're right, Megan's gone, but I don't know what to do."
The Voice was quiet for a couple of minutes, then back to speaking in its normal dry whisper said;
"Listen Mark, I know why Max was put back in front of us."
"Why?"
"It's not what we've done wrong, but what we've done right."
"What's that supposed to mean?" I asked, grateful that it had stopped screaming.
"It means he's our reward Mark, we've overcome everything he did to us, done all the right things and as a reward fate has put him in front of us to get even. Karma, Mark, Karma"
As I thought about it, it did make sense. As a matter of fact, taking it one step further, maybe it was a test. A test of my power, a test of my beliefs; do unto others as they have done unto you, an eye for an eye.
"Yes Mark that's exactly right."
I began to calm down and was now only upset that I had gotten scared in the first place. I started taking long deep breaths and slowly started to master myself, no worries, no fear, just calm and cool. The Voice was right, Max was big and powerful, but out of shape. I was no longer a child, I was in peak physical condition, and I could easily take Max now. But as I thought it through it couldn't be now. There were people around, plus it was Max's turf, others might get involved, no, definitely not here.
"That's right Mark, because we're not just going to beat him, we're going to kill him aren't we?"
Kill. The Voice had said it so matter of factly.
"Here, look."
Suddenly my mind was filled with a series of images, Max beating me, screaming at me. Me curled up in my bed sobbing and in tears, in so much pain I couldn't even get up to go to the bathroom. The last image was Max looking at me and saying;
"Christ Mark, your sister died a long time ago!"
In my mind the dog let out a long growl and slammed itself into the door of its room hard enough to rattle the attic. I looked up from the steering wheel and found that my fear had been replaced by the icy calm I had displayed at Carson's last week. Yes, I thought, I would kill him. He took my childhood, had scarred me for life, I would now take his. I leaned back in my seat and started thinking about how I could do it.
I would have to go back in and get a game with Max. Play for awhile, maybe even come back a couple of times, get to know him a little, then figure out how to get him alone in a quiet place. I closed his eyes, could I do this? Could I get that close without losing it? Not only that but Carson couldn't call the cops on me, but this could lead to trouble, the kind that could cost me my future.
"We won't get caught."
You sure? The voice was quiet, then said softly,
"Trust me Mark. I was right about Carson wasn't I? Right about Keith? We'll do what we need to and I'll make sure we don't get caught. We can do this Mark we need to. You're right Mark, he took from us, and know something? I'll bet he's had others, maybe even now. Other kids he's hurting, we can stop him Mark, if not he'll just keep going."
"Takers take until their taken." I whispered.
"That's right Mark; Megan taught us that before she got sick; she knew what she was talking about. He's a taker, but what do we do in life Mark? What else did our big sister teach us?"
"I take what I want." I said. As I spoke I looked into the rearview mirror; my eyes were black.
"That's right Mark, and what we want is him!"
"So be it." I said and getting out of the car grabbed my cue and headed back into the bar.
As I approached it again I felt my confidence grow. I would do this; pay that son of a bitch back for a lifetime of pain. First I just had to remain calm and something would come to me. I re-entered the bar and walked back to the bar. Once again everyone looked up at me again and I heard someone say,
"Kid must be lost."
A couple of more guys had come in and were sitting near the edge of the bar where I had been. I walked over and stood at the very end closest to the pool tables, this time the bartender came over and looked at me.
"So what happened kid? You have to go outside and get a note from daddy to come in?" The men snickered.
"Play their game Mark, show them we won't take their shit."
"No" I replied. "I owed your old lady change for a twenty." I paused and, looking at the other two guys, shrugged and added;
"Not bad for 10 bucks." One of the guys laughed, earning a dirty look from the bartender as I continued;
"Now get me a shot of Jack and a Bud and keep your shit to yourself." The bartender stared at me then shook his head and went to get the drinks. I lit a cigarette while I waited and began to remove my black McDermott pool cue. The bartender came back and put the drinks down.
"Let's see an ID pretty boy." I removed my wallet and showed my license.
"Need help with the math?" I asked picking up the shot and downing it.
"You're a funny little bastard aren't you?" He asked.
I shrugged and went back to screwing my stick together.
"That's five bucks."
I reached into my pocket and, removing the roll of money, put a twenty on the table.
"That's for my next three rounds."
"What no tip?" The bartender asked.
"You want a tip?" I asked. "Okay here's one, try brushing your fucking teeth once in awhile."
As the other guys laughed I grabbed my beer and, stepping up onto the platform, approached the pool table where Max was still playing the guy with the ponytail. As I watched Max ran the last four balls and banked the eight into the side. Max had definitely spent his share of time on a pool table.
"That's twenty 'cause I banked it." He said putting his huge hand out.
The other guy shook his head and handed Max a twenty.
"Thanks Joe." Max said smirking.
I stepped up and put a ten dollar bill on the side of the table and Joe turned to look at me.
"Screw kid, this is a man's game."
Max laughed from the other side of the table.
"Then what's a bitch like you doing up here, besides losing?" I asked.
"What did you just say?" Joe asked, staring at me with what he thought was bad ass look.
"Nice ponytail by the way." I said "Your boyfriend pull on it at night?"
"You gonna take that shit Joe?" Max asked. He was sitting on a stool and obviously ready to enjoy a fight.
"No, but I'll take his money."
Joe reached for the ten but jumped back as I quickly brought the pool cue up and around, landing the butt of it on the money and narrowly missing Joe's hand. Joe looked at me as if unsure what to do. I removed the stick from the table and, smirking, began to twirl it in front of me like a staff, first ending with it under my right arm then my left. I spun it one more time, then faster than Joe could react lashed out, the cue heading straight for his face. Expecting to be hit, Joe flinched, almost falling backwards. He caught himself and reached up to touch his cheek which now featured a long thin line of blue chalk.
"Just fucking with you Joe." I said winking at him.
Several people who had been watching, including Max, laughed.
"Now," I began, "Really, why don't you pack it in for the day? You've been losing all day let's give this guy over here," I gestured at Max "A real game."
Joe looked around, saw that he had lost the crowd and nodded.
"Yeah sure, gotta get going anyway. I think you owe me a drink after that though."
Speaking as I walked over to the end of the pool table and began to rack I told him;
"I owe you two things pal, Jack and Shit. Jack's behind the bar and something tells me you know where to find shit."
There was another round of laughter and Joe stalked off muttering something. As I finished Max rose and approached me.
As I watched him coming I heard the dog slam into the door in the attic.
"Shhhh" The Voice was telling it.
"Alright smart ass," Max said "It's ten a game twenty if the eight gets banked. No combo's, call your pockets and if you scratch on the eight you lose, got all that?"
I nodded.
"Oh" Max said "One more thing, you try anything funny with that stick I'll snap it and you in half got that?"
I stared into his eyes for a moment and really focused on him. Max absolutely reeked of violence, I could practically taste it and had no doubt Max was free with his hands.
"Jeez, back in his life for five minutes and he's already threatening us!" The Voice let out a sick giggle. "Some things never change.""
"Whatever you say." I told him.
Max grunted and as he prepared to break I downed my beer and called for another round. Max broke, sinking two low balls. He sank two more, then with no shot pushed the cue three inches(,) leaving it directly behind the eight.
"That's a scratch." I said and went to grab the cue ball.
"Fuck you, that's a scratch!" Max snapped.
"On a legal shot, the cue or the ball, your hit has to hit a bank." I explained to him.
Max looked at me rolling his eyes.
"This ain't the boy's club kid, this is house rules."
I shook my head then turned to get my shot from the counter. I downed it and, approaching the table, looked it up and down. There was no shot so, like Max, I pushed the cue ball an inch, leaving him the same shot.
"What the fuck was that?" Max asked.
"A legal shot according to you." I said, then added; "We can do this all night or you can stop dicking around and play some pool."
I turned my back on Max and picked up my beer. When I turned Max was right in my face.
"Easy Mark!"
"Listen you little shit," Max began, hissing out the words. "Joe took your mouth, but I won't, you got that?"
I looked at him, resisting the urge to slam the butt of the pool cue into his throat.
"I asked you a fucking question." Max said looking down at me.
Rolling my eyes I sighed and said;
"I came here to play pool, not argue and not push the balls around the table like a couple of girls, is that too much?"
After I spoke I went to take a swig of the beer, but moving surprisingly quick for someone his size Max reached out and caught my wrist. My stomach turned at his touch and the dog hurled itself against the door, this time making plaster trickle down from the attic ceiling.
"We're gonna play pool kid but I'm telling you now, any more back talk from you and I will knock you on your ass, got it?"
I looked at Max's hand around my wrist then looking him in the eye said calmly;
"It's your shot."
Max glared at me then walked back over to the table and, smiling at me, moved the ball another inch. I walked over to the table and taking the chalk began heavily covering the tip of the stick with it.
"Six in the side clean." I said continuing to chalk.
"Yeah right." Max said.
Finishing chalking I stepped up to the table. The six was in front of the side, but the eight was in front of the cue and there was another ball near the other bank making a kick impossible.
"Keep dreaming kid." Max said grinning.
"$25 for this shot alone." I said. Max stared at me.
"You got that kind of money kid?"
I pulled out the wad of money from my pocket and showed Max.
"Alright," Max nodded. "You're on."
I nodded then making a bridge with my right hand stood the stick up in the air and shot straight down hitting the left corner of the cue ball. The ball shot forward several inches then came back and curving completely around the eight ball kicked the six in the side.
"Holy shit." One of the guys from the bar said.
I ran the rest of the table perfectly and ended with the cue ball right in front of the eight which was directly in front of the corner pocket. Instead of simply shooting it in I shot the cue around three banks to come back and knock the eight in.
"$25 plus $20 for the bank I believe that's $45 for that game."
Max stared hard at me.
"We settle when were done, that's what these are for."
Max reached up with the tip of his stick to the string of beads hanging over the table and slid them over to my side.
"Well?" I asked.
"Well what?"
"Loser racks." I said smiling.
We proceeded to play for three hours. I won more than I lost but kept it close, figuring that embarrassing Max could lead to a fight right here. Neither of us said much during the games, except to call our shots. I drank steadily during the three hours, piling my beer bottles and shot glasses into little pyramids. I had always had an uncanny tolerance for alcohol, which is another thing The Voice took credit for, and although I had a good buzz, was far from drunk. At one point Max glanced over, counted the bottles then looking back at me commented;
"Got a hollow leg there kid?"
I shrugged and continued to shoot, after one game Max stopped to make a phone call from the pay phone and began yelling at someone;
"I said I'll fucking be home when I get there! What the fuck is that kid screaming about back there? If he's doing that when I get home I'll give him a reason to cry!"
He hung up and came back to the table where I was waiting. Hearing that conversation had sent a chill through me; The Voice was right again; Max was still hurting kids.
"Fucking broad," Max explained to me. "Always fucking yapping, you know?"
I nodded sympathetically and Max continued;
"Fucking mouths always open."
"Then maybe you should stick your dick in there," I told him. "That way you'd get something out of it and she'd be quiet."
Max looked at me then began laughing.
"That's pretty good kid!" He said and slapped me on the back so hard I almost fell over.
We played a couple of more games and when I was up eighty said I had to quit so I could get to work.
"What the fuck?" Max asked; "You're not going to give me a chance to win it back you little shit?"
"We've been playing for hours you're not going to get it back today."
I put my hand out. Max stared for a moment then reaching into his pocket handed me four twenties.
"You here every Friday?" I asked.
"Why do you care?" Max asked as I began to put my stick away.
"Cause I'll come back next week and give you a chance to get your money back." I told him as I put my stick away.



"Actually I'm here almost every day." Max said then looking at me asked;
"So what's your name?"
"Mark."
Max nodded then stuck out his huge hand.
"I'm Max."
"Oh we know!"
Part 4: A timely Intervention.
For the next three weeks I felt as if I was living out an episode of the Twilight Zone; Max Thompson, the man who had beaten me mercilessly for close to five years, was back in my life and I was doing everything I could to become his friend. During this time I was going to the Green bar two to three times a week and, true to his word, Max was always there and we would play pool. The second and third time I went back I won a few dollars each time, the next time, and at the urging of The Voice, I let Max take me for fifty dollars.
After a few visits Max and I began to sit down at the bar after we were done playing and shoot the shit. On my end I told Max that I was a student at PC and worked as a bouncer at a local club. I was going to mention Mitch's as well but The Voice had spoke up and told me not to; we didn't need Max stopping by there to see us, especially as we lived upstairs. Max on the other hand, after a few beers, most of which I paid for, became quite talkative.
I learned that Max had been a foreman on a construction crew for years, making good money, but had been laid off. After "something came up", as Max put it, he had relocated to Florida for a couple of years but the construction job he had down there dried up so he came back up to Rhode Island, where he was hired back by the guy he used to work for but at less money of course. He ended up laid off after a year and his unemployment had run out months ago. For now he was relying on odd jobs and some money from pool games at the bar.
I asked him how the hell he paid his bills, considering it seemed like he drank more than he made. Max told me that his girlfriend was on the state and they got good money for her three kids. On another occasion Max had talked about how he was damn good at his work but it was a bitch getting a job because he had a record. I knew exactly what it was Max had done time for, it was sitting right in front of him, feigning interest in his stories and trying to figure out exactly how it was I was going to get his fat fucking ass alone.
On that note I had to admit that although it definitely helped my cause, I found it more than a little disturbing that Max didn't recognize me. Granted I was seven years older and of course much bigger, I had also, once again at the Voice's urging, not shaved in weeks and was now sporting a thin neatly trimmed beard which threw my appearance off more. I also found it disconcerting that he had three kids at home that I'm sure he was beating. Yes I would be doing more than just exorcising my own demons by killing this animal, I would be doing the world in general a favor.
The most interesting thing that had happened while hanging around with Max occurred last Tuesday. I had come in to find Max arguing with some guy who apparently owed him money. I sat at the bar and watched as the guy, who I would figure to be about six feet and two hundred easy, continued to give Max a hard time. Finally Max pushed him and the guy hit Max in the face, and pretty hard. Max shook his head like a wet dog and, moving a lot faster than his size indicated, threw a right left combo that slammed the guy back into the wall, and then, picking him up by his shirt like he was a rag doll, Max tossed him over the pool table and onto one of the small bar tables breaking it.
"Whooo he's a strong motherfucker isn't he?" The Voice said. "Pretty fast too, for a fat guy." It was quiet for a minute then added; "Good, maybe he'll last a little while."
While at the bar I acted the way I felt that Max would want me to. I was cocky to everyone but him, bitched about pretty much everything and constantly made derogatory remarks about women. Last week I even brought Betty with me, I chose her over Cynthia because I would never want to expose her to that piece of shit. The Voice had also said not to show Max to Cynthia, but didn't give its reason.
Betty, as always had dressed pretty trashy and was hanging all over me. Like Cynthia, Betty had long red hair, big tits that she constantly flaunted, and would pretty much do anything I wanted. Hell for that matter she would pretty much do anything any guy wanted if she was fucked up on coke, which was a good portion of the time. Bringing Betty worked out well however; first off, when we got there she told me she had been there before and that there was a decent amount of coke sold out of there, mostly to the regulars. It also worked out well because when she started bitching about wanting to leave I told her she needed to watch how she talked to me and as far as I was concerned her slutty ass could go home without me.
Betty got pissed off, as I knew she would, and took off, which left me without a ride home but that was fine, I could always just take a bus. After Betty left I complained about her to Max, that you know, she was a great piece of ass, but a real bitch sometimes.
"Look kid what you need to do is put her in her place that's all." Max said as he finished his beer.
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"You know." Max said, slapping the back of his left hand into his right palm.
"Yeah, that works?"
"Like a charm kid, and you know what? They all like it."
I stared into Max's blue eyes and noticed that they weren't as faded and watery like they usually were but were bright and all but hanging out of his head. With a sick feeling in my stomach I realized his eyes reminded me of Megan's. Between that and Betty's remarking about what went on there I was now pretty sure Max still did coke.
"There's our opening Mark."
"I'll have to try it." I told Max.
"Kids too," He said. "One good shot and you don't hear from them for a week."
Not trusting myself after that remark I looked away towards the other end of the bar. As I did the Voice whispered;
"We need to know if he's into blow, if he is I have a plan."
"So hey listen Max," I said turning back to face him. "Just between us, there any action here?" Max looked at me for a moment.
"What kind?" Max asked. "Women?"
I smirked at him.
"C'mon Max, I said action not aggravation," I paused and said quietly. "You know, anything besides booze get sold here?"
"What do you need?"
I hesitated as if I wasn't sure what I should say then shrugged and lowered my voice even more.
"You know, some blow, I get an itch once in awhile and that little redhead you saw will do anything for a couple of lines."
Max smiled at me.
"Tell you what kid, you've been pretty cool to me so I'll help you out; there's a guy comes in on Friday when most people get paid, I can hook you up."
"Decent stuff?" I asked.
"Pretty good, I mean I've had better but the price is good."
"Alright." I said. "I'll try to get by on Friday."
"Gotcha!!"
I went home and, grabbing a hundred dollars from my rent money, went down to see Carson's brother Keith, who hooked me up with what he insisted was the best stuff on the street bar none, totally uncut. Keith claimed what he gave me was worth more than a hundred, but hey they were friends right? I also had no doubt that Keith had been more than happy to help figuring maybe I was following in my sister's footsteps and would become his newest customer.
During the time I had been seeing Max I was sleeping less and less and was starting to get to that point that I was so wired I was beginning to feel as if I was really starting to lose my grip. When I was around Max I was eerily calm, but at any other given point was becoming a nervous wreck. No matter what I did I couldn't wear myself out. I had upped my work outs to two hours twice a day, to the point where I could barely lift my arms the next day but somehow managed to do it again.
I was also fucking like an animal, even by my standards, between Robin, Betty, Cynthia , and a couple of random pickups, I was scoring every night. The night always ended the same however, with the girl lying there sound asleep and me next to them wide awake. I was also drinking a lot more than usual, killing shot after shot at the bar, yet never enough to put me out.
I was rapidly approaching that agitated state that would normally send me to the sleeping pills before I lost control and got myself in trouble. I had told Mitch that I couldn't work Baby Head for a couple of weeks, he asked why and I simply shrugged and made up a story of how I had been fucking some married woman and her crazy husband and friends knew I worked there so I needed to lay low. Mitch rolled his eyes but said okay.
As if to prove I had made the right move, Tommy came by Mitch's to ask me if I had heard from Megan. I told him no and he shook his head sadly and said that he hoped she was okay. I looked at him and realized that although Tommy was decent to my sister and did care for her, it was him who had started her off on coke in the first place. Now here he was, straight for the last month and not a care in the world with mommy and daddy paying for everything.
I asked him to come outside with me then grabbing his nose, the one that had just healed from the beating he had taken from Carson, and with a twist of my wrist broke it again. Then hit him in the stomach so hard he puked. Standing over him I told him if I ever found out that he partied with my sister again I would make what Carson did to him seem like a vacation.
At this point it was Tuesday night and I planned on going to the Green Bar on Friday and setting Max up, using the cocaine to lure him to Mitch's on Sunday morning. The bar was closed Sunday and Monday, so I would have two days to figure out what the hell I would do with his fat dead ass. After the bar closed that night I came upstairs alone, as the night before I had fucked Cynthia so hard, and so many times she had ended up in tears saying her pussy hurt.
This close to getting Max I didn't want to get involved with anyone else, so I just figured I'd spend the night alone. When I went upstairs I went to the medicine cabinet planning on taking a couple of Ambien, but the Voice stopped me.
"We need to be like this Mark."
"Why? I'm fucking tired, I need to rest." I told it out loud.
I noticed I had been speaking to it out loud more and more lately, but what the hell, I didn't really have any other friends in my life right now.
"No Mark, what you're doing is getting ready. We're getting meaner, crazier, we're evolving Mark. When the time comes we will play for awhile then let the dog out. You need to be ready to let it have its way Mark."
I nodded in agreement. In the past I had feared snapping, now I looked forward to it.
"Oh yes Mark, we have something special for Max don't we?""
On Wednesday I heard from Megan for the first time since she had left. In the morning she had left a message while I was at the gym, simply saying she was in New York but was doing well and she was going to be coming home soon with a surprise for me. I replayed the message three times thinking that she really did sound good.
"Don't get your hopes up Mark. Even if she's okay how long is it for?"
"She'll be okay someday." I told it. "You'll see, things will be just like they were before."
"Whatever Mark, just think about Max for now."
Megan called Mitch's around nine that night looking for me, but I had stepped out to go get Cynthia and I some pizza and she had told Cynthia to tell me she would try to call back, but might not be able to use the phone again that night.
"Oh great, she's in the fucking joint."
The Voice was probably right, but surprisingly I found myself not that concerned. Right now all that mattered was that in four days I was going to get Max alone and show fate that I was more than worthy of everything it had given me. The Voice had been absolutely right; Max was a test and I planned on passing with flying colors.
Megan never called back that night, or the next day, so I was glad that I hadn't gotten my hopes up. I was also glad that when Denise had called me and asked if I had heard from her that I hadn't said anything. Denise was a mess these days as it was, I didn't need to wind her up with hope just to see her get crushed again.
Thursday I decided to skip the gym. I had been working out so hard that everything ached constantly and I couldn't afford to get hurt before I faced Max. I had however taken a ride down to South Providence and spent an hour sitting in front of the last house I had lived in with Max. Sitting there I let my mind playback some of the beatings I had received there, including my fingers being broken. As I sat there I heard the dog growling in my head. At this point I wasn't even picturing the attic or meditating. The Voice was right; I was evolving, my mind becoming completely in tune with the attic. The dog was getting ready.
I arrived back at Mitch's, leaving the downstairs door unlocked for when the Budweiser truck came to make its delivery to Mitch, who was in the office and went upstairs. I took a long hot shower then, tossing on a pair of shorts, picked up a copy of Aleister Crowley's First book of Law and started to read, hoping that I might get to the point where I could doze on the couch. After a few minutes the words were blurring and my eyes were stinging so I put the book and down and had just closed my eyes when there was a knock on my door.
I jumped up off the couch shaking my head.
"Christ Mitch," I snapped as I walked up to the door and unlocking it swung it open. "Can't you even unload a fucking..."
Megan was standing there.
"Hey little brother." She said quietly.
"Meg?" I asked not believing my eyes.
"Oh for Christ's sake, she's like a fucking boomerang!"
"That's me." Megan said then, putting her head down like a little kid who knew she was in trouble, asked;
"Can I come in Mark?"
"Oh yeah," I said shaking my head. "Yeah come on in."
I stepped back and Megan took a couple of steps in then, turning to me, put her arms out. I hesitated for a second then leaned into her and gratefully put my arms around her.
"Oh come on Mark, this bitch stole from us!!"
That's right I had forgotten about that. I pulled back and as I did Megan smiled at me and putting her hand out and touching my cheek said;
"Hey you grew a beard! It looks good on you."
"And you'd look better on a milk carton, Mark ditch her will you?"
"Mark?"
"What?" I asked.
"I said I like your..." Megan started then stopping frowned. "Damn little brother, your eyes look like they hurt! You haven't been sleeping have you?"
"No." I said then turning walked away from her.
I was glad to see her but at this point wasn't in the mood for anything and for once that included my big sister and her endless drama. I went over and sat down on the couch. After looking at me oddly Megan grabbed the suitcase she had with her and, after pulling it in the apartment, closed the door and came over and sat across from me on the couch.
Megan sat there quietly looking at me her hands on top of her purse which was in her lap. As she did I squeezed my eyes shut to clear them and, upon opening them, took a good look at my sister. Megan looked good, damn good. She was wearing a long one piece black sundress that looked amazing against her ivory skin, and her long dark hair was pulled back into a pony tail, which I had always thought looked adorable on her. Most importantly her arms were clear, her eyes appeared normal and she seemed calm as she sat there completely still watching me.
I on the other hand was far from okay. I was holding my hands together in my lap but could still feel them shaking. I also noticed that my leg was tapping rapidly up and down. I stopped it then, looking down again a minute later, saw I was doing it again.
Megan frowned and asked;
"You okay Mark?"
"No." I said simply.
"Well what's..."
I cut her off with a wave of my hand.
"You stole from me Megan!" I snapped. "You took my fucking rent money!"
"I'm sorry Mark" She said. "I just..."
"How the hell could you do that to me Megan? I had to spend a week hustling pool and still came up a little light." "You could have borrowed Mark." Megan began. "I mean Alex..."
"My sister shouldn't have taken from me," I told her my voice rising. "Don't give me that I could borrow shit!"
I shook my head in disgust.
"Bad enough you've done it to other people, but were supposed to be close Megan."
Megan looked at me sadly and nodded.
"I'm sorry little brother, I really am, I just had to get out, you were talking about clinics and I panicked."
As she spoke Megan reached into her purse and removing three hundred dollar bills reached across the table to try to hand them to me.
"Here Mark, I know it's late but..."
"I don't want Tommy's money." I said not putting my hand out. "What's done is done."
Megan looked at the money then put it down on the old scratched up coffee table someone had given me.
"So what's wrong Mark?"
"Besides my sister betraying me," I shrugged. "I don't know."
"I deserve this Mark, I really do, but you don't understand ..."
"Bullshit!!" I snapped and getting up began to pace back and forth across the small room.
"I'm sick of hearing about your tragic tale Megan! You don't think I hurt? You don't think I suffer? That I don't have that big fucking pit in the middle of me that's always there?"
I turned to look at her.
"But you know what? I get by, I study, I work and I function and you're no different from me, you just don't want to."
"That's it Mark, about time you told this skank how it is!"
"Don't tell me what I want Mark!" Megan snapped back. "I'm sorry if I'm not as strong as you are. Not many are Mark, you're different."
"You don't know the half of it."
"That's a copout Megan," I said pointing at her. "You're intelligent, beautiful and talented! What life took from you it gave back. Doug and Denise helped you." I pointed at the wall where the painting of Cerberus? she had given me was hanging.
"You could make a fortune painting, but you'd rather wallow in your own shit." I stopped then added; "And take others down with you."
"That's my boy Mark! You put her in her place!"
Megan stood up to face me.
"You have no fucking idea Mark! You don't, and as far as bringing others down, I told you to before to stay away from Tommy."
"Fuck Tommy," I said then slapping my forehead said;
"Oh that's right, that's what you do whenever you need to escape."
"He's none of your business Mark."
"You're my business Megan." I said then walking away from her began to pace again.
As I passed her I noticed that Megan looked pissed but she wasn't crying. She must be okay because for the last few months she had been an emotional basket case that would cry over anything. So far from the strong big sister that had helped me years ago.
"Big deal, she'll be fucked up again in no time."
"Apparently not anymore Mark," She said, her voice beginning to rise as well. "I wouldn't want to bring you down to my level."
At that last part she did sound as if she were choking up. I was facing away from her and, closing my eyes, I took a deep breath to calm down and turned to face her.
"Meg listen..." I started, but she continued to speak, her voice cracking from emotion.
"We can't all be as great as you are Mark! We can't all be the best of the best! Most of us inferior beings just muddle along doing the best we can. Sorry I'm not as good as you are."
With that Megan grabbed her purse and began to head for the door. Shit! I swore to myself, most of Megan's problem was guilt because she felt she didn't deserve people to be good to her because she kept hurting them. Whenever she would be straight it would only take some little thing to set her off again. Something like her little brother, whom she adored, throwing her out of his house. I couldn't let her leave like this.



"Hey hold on." I said catching by her arm.
"Oh just let her go Mark, let her be Tommy's problem."
No, I will not turn my sister away, I told it. The Voice had held sway long enough, the last few weeks, I would not let it hurt my sister. As I grabbed her Megan turned to face me teary eyed.
"I'm sorry I broke your trust Mark!" She said tears beginning to run down her cheeks. "I'm sorry I'm a burden to you! I really am." She paused to get control of herself then continued;
"I came here to tell you that I spent two weeks in a rehab in New York and I signed up for an outpatient program at Butler."
Megan reached into her purse and handed me a white envelope.
"Here's the papers, so you would believe me."
With that she pulled away from me.
"But you're right; what's done is done. I'll come see you when I'm your equal." She reached for the door.
A clinic. My sister had finally gone to get help and I was treating her like shit.
"No, Megan please!" I said catching her arm again. I had to get her to stay.
"Listen sis, I'm sorry, I was just really pissed at you. I... I'm not right...I..." I put my head down and said;
"I need you Megan."
"Bullshit you do! All you need is me! I was there before her and I'll be there after she leaves again!"
"I need help, I..."
I paused unsure of what to say. Megan no longer looked upset anymore, she was now staring at my eyes, a look of concern on her face.
"Please Megan." I asked softly taking her hand.
"Please Megan!" The Voice mocked.
Megan reached up and, touching my cheek, gave me a smile.
"Okay little brother." She said. "Let's go sit and you can tell me about it alright?"
I nodded and we went and sat on the couch.
"I've barely slept in three weeks Megan," I told her. "I think I'm losing it."
"You're not losing, you're gaining. Why the hell is it you turn into a sissy when she's around?"
My leg was shaking again and Megan put her hand on my knee to stop it.
"Go to the doctor Mark, they'll give you something."
I shook my head;
"I have pills, I don't want to take them, besides I..." I shook my head again. "I don't know."
I couldn't seem to focus on what I wanted to say instead I looked at Megan and, putting my hand over hers on my knee, whispered;
"I'm sorry I snapped at you sis. I didn't mean what I said. I'm just..." I shrugged. "You know how it gets."
"It's okay Mark, I deserved it I've put you through a lot Mark." She smiled again then slapping my knee said;
"Hey little brother, want to see something else that might cheer you up?"
"Besides you with a one way ticket to New York?"
As I ignored the Voice Megan got up and, going over to the suitcase, unzipped the side and reaching in pulled out a rolled up paper and brought it over. Sitting down next to me she unrolled it and showed it to me.
"I drew this when I was in the clinic."
The picture done in colored pencil depicted an enormous underground cavern with a river running through it. There were caves in the high walls and different demonic looking beings stood in each one, all watching the small row boat in the middle of the river drift by, the boat had a single occupant.
"It's the journey of a tormented soul." Megan said. "It's the best thing I've done straight in over a year. I can't wait to paint it."
"That's amazing sis." I told her. Megan put the picture on the table and turned back to see me rubbing at my eyes.
"They hurt Mark?"
"Yeah a little." I said nodding.
"Okay little brother," Megan began turning sideways on the couch to face me. "I know how these attacks work something usually kicks them in." She frowned;
"It wasn't me was it?"
"Right back to you again! See how she is Mark?"
"No sis, it wasn't you. I was mad, but I understand you hurt Megan!" I paused once again to take her hand. As I held it I could feel mine shaking Megan glanced down as well, I continued so she wouldn't say anything about it.
"I didn't mean what I said before, well not the way it came out anyway. I care Megan, and always will." I brought her hand up to my lips and kissed it. "I'm proud of your getting help Megan, it's really the best news I could get."
"I just had to do it alone Mark, you couldn't make me." Megan shook her head. "Tell you what Mark, you scared the shit out of Tommy, he knew what you did to Carson. I don't think he'd give me anything no matter what I gave him."
"Sorry, I just snapped after you took the money."
"So what's wrong little brother how can I help you?" Megan sat back looking at me expectantly.
I hesitated, ever since Megan had come back into my life the only thing I had ever held back from her was the Voice, and even that hadn't been hard as it hadn't been around as much when I first came to live there, just the last few months or so it had been bad. Besides I never wanted my sister to know how much like my father I really was. Aside from that there was nothing that I wouldn't confide to Megan. I recalled how, when I had first seen Max, Megan was the first person I had wanted to talk to. Maybe if I had I wouldn't be so tired so...
"Don't you tell her Mark! She'll try to stop us and we..."
"I found Max Megan." I blurted out quickly.
"You fucking asshole! What the hell is wrong with you?"
"Max!?!" Megan exclaimed coming back up to a sitting position. "Mark are you sure? He's supposed to be in Florida, I..."
"It's him Megan," I said quietly. "I ran into him 3 weeks ago when I was trying to grab some money shooting pool. It's him, as big, gross and mean as ever."
"Holy shit little brother!" Megan said taking my hands in hers. "Hell, no wonder you can't sleep! Well it's okay Mark, I mean you just don't go there anymore and after awhile you'll forget about him or maybe you could talk to someone, but you won't have to see him again no matter what!"
I laughed softly.
"Oh, but your wrong sis. I've been going there twice a week Megan. I've been talking to him, ,hanging with him," I grunted. "Hell we're buds now, he thinks I'm a cool kid."
Megan looked at me horrified.
"You've been spending time with him? Why the hell would you do that Mark? I mean Jesus, no wonder you can't sleep."
"Friends close, enemies closer." I whispered.
"What are you doing Mark?" Megan asked her eyes wide. "Besides torturing yourself."
"Mark you need to shut up. Now!!"
"I'm getting close to him Megan, so that he'll trust me, and when he does I'm going to bring him here when the bar's closed and I'm going to kill him."
I said it as calmly as I would have told her the weather for the day.
"No Mark no!!" Megan cried out.
Letting go of my hands she wrapped her arms around my shoulders and held my head so that I was looking at her.
"Mark you can't do that you..."
"I won't get caught," I told her then shrugged. "I'll figure out what to do with the body."
"Mark you'll lose everything you worked for!" Megan said sounding as if she were straining to stay calm.
"That piece of shit already took your childhood! Don't let him take the rest of your life Mark, please let it go, he's not worth this!"
"Yes he is Megan and you know it. People who aren't worth it just keep going because they know other people say that. They don't stop until someone makes them worth it."
Megan kept shaking her head back and forth.
"Look Mark, I know your all about the revenge thing, but you'll pay the price for this, and you know what? If you're thinking it will stop the dreams it won't Mark."
Megan looked away for a minute then taking a deep breath continued;
"Listen Mark, you know Frank, that piece of shit that abused me? He died four years ago, Doug showed me the obituary, and you know the dreams are still there! This won't get rid of them."
That last statement made me stop and think. Was she right? Would I risk my life and still be tormented?
"She fucking lying Mark, the dreams will stop; I can stop them if I have to."
Then why haven't you before? I asked it in my mind.
The Voice was silent but I could feel that it was frustrated. Was it lying? Did it already know the dreams wouldn't stop? My head was beginning to pound. I sighed and leaned back on the couch. Megan leaned back with me, putting her arm around my shoulders.
"Hey little brother you are the smartest, best looking guy I've ever met, and I don't just say that. You're going to have an incredible life Mark and you know it." She leaned in and started whispering in my ear;
"Money, women, and power Mark, everything you want and you know what? I'm getting better little brother! So I'm going to be there to see every bit of it."
With that Megan turned my head to face her and gave me a soft, sweet kiss on the lips. Oh damn that felt good, I tried for another but she pulled away and, still talking softly, said;
"And you don't want to disappoint your sister do you?"
"Oh please Mark! All this fucking crack head does is disappoint us!! Don't buy this bullshit!!"
I shook my head slowly, answering the Voice and Megan in the same motion. My eyes were burning and my head was throbbing. Megan put her hand on my cheek and I gratefully leaned my face into it.
"I'm so tired sis." I whispered.
Megan leaned in and put my head down on her shoulder. I could smell her strawberry shampoo and, as tired as I was, I felt myself starting to respond. I needed my sister, to be with her, to be inside of her, to have her hold me.
"Are you fucking kidding me!?!" The Voice screamed making me wince. "You can fuck any woman you want, what the fuck is so special about this fucking whore?"
Don't talk about my sister like that!! I shouted in my mind. You're trying to make me kill Max because you want it! You...
"Mark?"
I shook my head wincing at the pain it caused and looked into Megan's amazing all but transparent blue eyes. They were clear and calm, and she was looking at me the way she used to on those beautiful Saturday mornings we would spend together, when we'd forget about the game and just play and enjoy.
"What are you, in love with this bitch? Christ Mark she's fun to fuck and were all about breaking the rules, but get fucking real!!"
"Mark," she said softly. "Forget Max, the futures too bright to go back into darkness."
"I..." I closed my eyes seeing Max in front of me yelling and screaming. I wouldn't be able to forget him unless... I looked up at Megan and asked;
"Will you stay with me Megan?"
Megan gave me one of those huge crooked smiles and, hugging me close, said in my ear;
"Of course I will Mark, and for as long as you need little brother!"
I pulled away and, feeling pathetic, but unable to help myself, whispered;
"Promise?"
"Promise Mark," Megan leaned over and once again speaking softly in my ear continued;
"We'll go to bed together every night and wake up together every morning. Just you and me little brother, just like when we were younger."
"You weak piece of shit!!! You go with her and I'll leave Mark!! I'll fucking leave, you'll never have my fucking help again!!"
"Then go." I said quietly.
"You want me to go?" Megan asked. "I thought you wanted me to stay?"
"No... I just... I need my big sister, I..."
"Then your big sister is what you'll have." Megan said.
Megan kissed me then stood up and stepped back from the couch. Reaching up she undid the tie behind her neck and her dress dropped to the floor. Megan was wearing a red lace bra and matching panties, as I watched she let out her pony tail and shook her head causing her raven black hair to cascade down her the ivory skin of her back and shoulders.
"Is this what you need little brother?" She asked.
"I missed you." I said quietly.
Megan stepped up between my legs and slowly sank to her knees. Leaning up she took my face in her hands and gave me a long lingering kiss that I returned, at first softly, then harder with a hint of desperation to it. Megan pulled away and, once again kissing my cheek, whispered;
"Easy baby, we'll get there, right now you just relax and let your big sister take good care of you."
Megan put her hands on my shoulders and, after gently pushing me back into the couch, leaned forward and, after kissing me again quickly, slid her lips down and began gently sucking on my neck. I groaned at the feeling of her soft lips on my flesh, I reached around and ran my left hand under her hair as my other hand caressed the soft smooth skin of her back. Bringing my hands together at her bra I began to try to unhook it, but my hands were shaking so badly I couldn't get it even partway undone.
"Hold on little brother," Megan said leaning back onto her knees, and reaching her arms behind her back. "Let me."
A moment later Megan slid the bra from her shoulders, exposing her small but perfectly shaped tits with their beautiful pale pink nipples.
"Is this what you wanted Mark?" She asked as she cupped them and squeezed her nipples with her long red fingernails. "You want your sister's tits?"
"Oh yes," I breathed out.
I was aware of my cock throbbing painfully in my shorts as I watched Megan gently tease her nipples. My sister noticed as well, looking down she licked her lips and said;
"Damn I guess you did miss your sister."
Megan stood and, putting one knee, between my legs, swung her other leg over mine so she was kneeling on the couch. In this position her tits were at face level and I immediately made to lean forward but Megan once again put her hand on my shoulder and held me back against the couch.
"Just relax, Mark." She said softly. "Let me."
Megan turned to the left, placing her right tit in my face. I eagerly opened my mouth to try to suck on her nipple, but Megan pulled it slightly back then, as I groaned, pushed it forward and, moving from side to side, gently brushed her hard nipple across my desperate lips. Unable to take anymore I reached around and, grabbing her around the waist, pulled my sister into me so that I was finally able to get her tit in my mouth.
"Ohhh, you do want those don't you?"
Megan sighed in pleasure and started playing with my hair as I sucked on her right nipple, then turning my head swirled my tongue around her left one. Megan reached down with her right hand and, grabbing my hard cock though my shorts, gave it a squeeze.
"Ohh," I moaned into her tit.
"Yeah little brother?" Megan said in my ear. "You like your big sister playing with that huge cock of yours?"
I nodded not wanting to take her tit out of my mouth to answer her. Megan slid her hand into the waistband of my shorts and, wrapping her hand around my throbbing prick, started slowly jerking it off. I whimpered into her nipple and started to rock my hips trying to get her to go faster.
"Now little brother," Megan began, "Do you really think your sister came here just to give you a hand job?"
Steadying herself with her hand on my shoulder Megan swung her other leg over mine so that she was straddling me.
"Lift up little brother," She said as I felt her tug on my shorts.
I pushed my hips up off the couch and, reaching down with her other hand, Megan slid my shorts down enough for my cock to spring free. Putting one of her feet up onto the couch Megan reached down and, with one hand holding my cock, used the other to reach between her legs. Sliding her panties to the side Megan slowly lowered herself down onto my huge dick.
"Oh yes," I moaned as I felt just the tip of my cock begin to push into her hot wet pussy.
Megan stayed where she was and began to rotate her hips, sliding the head of my cock in and around her wet lips and pussy, but not taking me any deeper.
"Don't tease sis." I moaned in her ear. "I need to feel... Ohhh!"
I let out a loud groan as Megan put her leg down and sat down into my lap, driving my cock deep inside of my sister's incredible pussy.
"Oh goddamn!" Megan cried out. "Wow that's deep!"
I wrapped my hands around her waist and started to thrust up into her. Megan let out a sharp yelp, then, wrapping her arms around my neck, rested her head on my shoulder and said quietly in my ear;
"Easy Mark," I stopped fucking her as she continued; "Nice and easy baby, at least for the first time okay?"
Megan lifted her face to mine and, after kissing me, smiled;
"Just let your sister do the work, you just sit back and relax."
With an effort I let my body relax, slumping back into the couch as my sister began to slowly slide her hips back and forth across my lap. Megan nuzzled my neck and, as I let my head loll back onto the couch, began to kiss my neck again. I let out a sigh of pleasure as Megan worked my cock slowly in and out of her pussy. Each time she rocked forward my cock would slide about halfway out, and, as Megan would go backwards, she would wiggle her hips, working my cock side to side as she slowly engulfed it with her hot wet pussy.
"Ohh sis," I whispered. "That is so nice."
"Yeah it is Mark, and know why?" Megan put her head up from my neck and after pausing to playfully nibble at me ear said; "Because your big sister knows just what you need, doesn't she?"
My reply was cut short by another moan as Megan switched from sliding back and forth, to bouncing up and down, thrusting my cock inside of her faster and harder than before. Placing her hands on my shoulders and using them to brace herself Megan sat straight up on my lap, causing my cock to penetrate even deeper into my sister's pussy.
Megan gasped as she started lifting herself higher and higher before plunging herself back down on my long thick cock. I placed my hands on her hips, steadying her as she continued to ride me faster and harder. I looked up and moaned at how incredible my sister looked as she rode me; Megan had her eyes closed, and soft sounds of pleasure were coming from her parted lips. The apartment was hot and my sister's tits and stomach were glistening with sweat.
Keeping one hand around her waist I brought my other hand down to my lap and, quickly finding her swollen clit with my thumb, started rubbing it in slow circles.
"Oh yes!" Megan moaned. "Oh look at you taking care of your sister!"
I moaned as well, as the feeling of my sister's fantastic pussy driving up and down on my cock was beginning to take its toll. I could feel my heart beating quicker and my thighs were starting to tremble as my body prepared to cum. I pushed my thumb harder into Megan's clit while moving it in ever faster circles. Megan groaned and, leaving me to hold her up by her waist, let go of my shoulders so that her hands could find and play with her perfect pink nipples.
"Oh, oh, oh, Mark!" She groaned. "Oh I was supposed to be taking care of you! Oh damn!"
Megan let out a long whimper and I could feel her inner thighs shaking against my legs. I swirled my thumb across her clit as fast as I could and, unable to help it, began to lift my hips up off the couch so that I was driving up into my sister's amazing pussy just as she was coming down.
"Oh fuck yeah!" Megan yelled out as she started bouncing onto me so hard our thighs began making loud slapping noises.
"Oh that's it Mark! Just a little more, ohhhh, oh cum with me little brother!"
As Megan moaned out that last part she gave her nipples a hard twist and I could feel her pussy begin to contract around my cock. As her orgasm started to crash through her Megan dropped one hand down behind her to quickly find my balls and start to rub them.
"Oh yes!" I exclaimed as that sent me over the edge.
My cock exploded into my sister's convulsing pussy, sending what felt like an enormous spurt of cum deep up inside of her. Megan threw her head back and let out a long loud wail of pleasure as she continued to writhe in my lap, her pussy pulsing around my spurting cock. Megan gave a long shuddering moan at the same time that I let out a pathetic sounding whimper, as with one last squirt my cock finished painting the inside of my sister's pussy.



Megan leaned forward and, wrapping her arms around my shoulders, hugged me tight. I brought my own arms up around her back crushing her to me so close that I could feel her heart beating against my chest. In between her heavy breathing Megan whispered in my ear.
"Is that what you needed little brother?"
I swallowed hard, trying to catch my breath, and then whispered;
"That felt so good Megan, but I need all of you sis."
Megan leaned back and getting up off my lap put her hand out to me.
"Come on little brother, let's go to bed."
I nodded as I realized that I was completely exhausted, but unlike before when I still felt wired and knew I couldn't sleep, I felt amazingly relaxed. The pounding in my head had subsided and(,) although it was hard to concentrate right now, I did find myself noticing the only difference between now and then was the Voice appeared to have vanished. With a tremendous effort I forced myself to get up off the couch and even at that Megan had to really pull to get me standing. As soon as I was facing her Megan hugged me close to her, holding the back of my head so that it was nestled into her shoulder.
"There you go Mark, you just let it all go."
I leaned into her, partly because at this point I didn't feel like I could possibly feel close enough to her, but also I could feel my legs trembling. I leaned back from Megan and, still holding my hand, we started for the bedroom. I took about three steps and found myself leaning on the edge of the arm chair near my bedroom. Megan looked at me and asked;
"You want to stay out on the couch Mark?"
I shook my head and, grabbing my arm, Megan draped it over her shoulder and(,) putting her arm around my waist, said;
"Go ahead little brother, just lean on me," She laughed softly. "Hell I've been leaning on you for awhile now."
We made it into the bedroom where I all but fell onto the bed. I laid on my side expecting Megan to lie in front of me with her back to my chest like we always did. This time however Megan lied on her side facing me.
"Slide down a little bit Mark." She told me.
I did as she said and found myself at eye level with her beautiful tits. Any other time it would only be a matter of minutes before I would be after those tits, but right now I was more tired than I could ever remember being.
"Come here baby." Megan said quietly putting her arms out to me.
I gratefully folded into her, my arms sliding around her waist as she wrapped hers around my shoulders. I turned my head so that my cheek rested against her chest and sighed, I could already feel my eyes closing.
"Mark?"
"Yeah sis?" I asked forcing my eyes open.
"Listen to me little brother, promise me you'll forget about Max. He'll never hurt you again baby, I promise. You just leave him where you found him okay?"
"I.. I guess." I whispered.
Megan started playing with my hair and as she did she said softly;
"The future's too bright to go back into darkness little brother, we have great things ahead of us, you remember that."
"Okay sis I promise I'll stay away." I would, she was right, Max had taken enough from me. Besides if I ever got caught I would never see my sister again.
Megan was quiet and I was just slipping into sleep when Megan began speaking quietly, as she did I could hear the emotion in her voice.
"Mark, when you first came to live with us, I took care of you and promised that your big sister would never let anything happen to you. The last couple of years it's been you doing the best you could to take care of me."
I heard her voice catch and it was a minute before she started again.
"Well from now on we'll take care of each other okay?"
"Okay." I whispered, my eyes closing on their own.
"Love you sis." I said into her chest.
"And I love you my beautiful little brother."
Just as I was slipping into sleeps welcome embrace I heard a whisper in my mind;
"She'll fall again, and this time you will be alone." It paused then added;
"Goodbye Mark, I thought you were stronger than this."
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As I lay in my old bed, in the room I had grown up in, the room that held so many pleasant and near the end of my time here so many sad memories, my mind drifted somewhere between sleep and consciousness. While in this twilight state of mind that only someone who has ever suffered from insomnia can completely understand, my exhausted mind was assailed by a series of images from my past.
I was with Tommy at his parent's beach house in Newport. They were away and we had the place to ourselves. Taking full advantage of the fact that the yard was enclosed with a high fence, and the nearest neighbor was well over a hundred yards away, Tommy and I had decided to go skinny dipping in the huge in ground pool. Of course one thing led to another and I had found myself holding onto the top rungs of the ladder with my legs around Tommy's waist as he fucked me.
When we had finished Tommy had spread out a blanket and we laid out in sun completely naked. I was lying on my stomach purring like a kitten as Tommy rubbed suntan lotion on my back and legs. The purring turned to moaning as his fingers found my pussy and began stroking my clit. I came within minutes and Tommy immediately replaced his fingers with his cock and, holding himself over me while I was still flat on my stomach, slowly fucked me.
As good as it felt Tommy urged me to roll over. I did as he asked, and had to admit as I wrapped my sun warmed arms and legs around his equally warm body, that this was even better. Tommy had slid his arms under me so that our bodies were as close together as possible, and he was moving slowly and gently, once gain trying to make love to me. This was something Tommy tried quite often and I would allow for awhile, but eventually I would become uncomfortable with it and turn things a little dirtier.
After all I equated making love with true love and although I loved Tommy I knew I wasn't in love with him. Tommy had raised himself up on his arms so he could lean down and kiss me and as he did I pushed against his chest. He looked as if he wanted to tell me to stay where I was but I pushed again and as always Tommy deferred. Once Tommy had leaned back I urged him to lie on his back and as he did I straddled his hips and started riding him.
I went slowly at first enjoying how good Tommy looked under me. Tommy had been working as a landscaper during the summer; his body was both lean and tan, and his normally dirty blonde hair had been lightened by the sun. Tommy had his hands on my hips helping me slide back and forth on his nice hard cock. As before this felt great but the nasty girl inside of me needed to be let out so I slid my legs up ,and planting my feet on the ground, started bouncing up and down wildly on his cock.
Tommy reached up to try to pull me back down to him, but grabbing his wrists I put his hands on my tits and held them there until he started playing with my nipples. I felt Tommy starting to get close, but deciding that I wanted to really get fucked, hopped off of him and turned on my knees so my ass was facing him. By this time Tommy had given up on sweet and getting on his knees grabbed my hips and fucked me hard and fast until I felt something a lot hotter than suntan lotion spray across my back.
We lay back down on the blanket with Tommy on his back and me nestled into him. After staying that way for awhile we got up and wrapping towels around ourselves sat up on the deck and watched the sunset. At this time I was 30 and had been sober for six months by far the longest stretch I'd had since beginning to drink when I was twenty and I was fully appreciating this amazing day. Tommy had gone inside to get us some iced tea and when he came back we sat there talking about how great it would be to do this all the time.
Tommy then looked over at me, and giving me that adorable boy next door smile of his, told me he loved me. I told him I loved him to and then almost choked on my iced tea as Tommy put his hand out to me; in the palm of his hand was a small box with a beautiful diamond ring in it.
"I love you with all my heart Megan," He said softly his big baby blue eyes staring into mine. "And I'd love for you to take this ring the way you've taken my heart."
As I heard myself nervously accept everything around me flowed and changed. I was no longer with Tommy at the beach house. I was now in my bedroom in Chicago, there were candles lit around the room and lying underneath me, her long gorgeous honey blond hair cascading down her shoulders and her skin glowing in the candle, light was Laura.
I leaned forward and after shaking my head slowly back and forth causing my hair to brush softly against her hard nipples bent my face to hers and gently pressed my full lips into her amazingly soft ones. As we kissed I moaned softly, as in addition to how much I enjoyed kissing her, the fact that her lips tasted like my pussy made it even better. As usual Laura had gone down on me first and had taken her time teasing and playing to the point that when I finally came, screaming like a banshee of course, I was totally exhausted.
As tired as I was however there was no way I was not returning the favor, as tonight was supposed to be Laura's night. Laura had just gotten a big promotion at the newspaper she worked for and to celebrate I had taken her out to her favorite restaurant for dinner. Afterwards we had gone dancing at Baby Doll, a new club that catered specifically to the lipstick lesbian crowd. Although my experience had come from the less than pleasant years I had spent as a stripper, I was a hell of a dancer and spent the entire evening grinding and rubbing on Laura, even sitting her down and giving her a lap dance in front of quite a few very appreciative women.
Laura of course spent half the night as red as the very short sexy dress she was wearing. The fact that Laura was beyond beautiful, and had a body to die for yet was still extremely shy and easily embarrassed in public, was one of the many qualities that made her so irresistible to me. When we arrived home Laura found a dozen long stem red roses waiting for her on the dining room table. Laura threw her arms around me, and after giving me a long tongue filled kiss that was beginning to make my legs tremble, took my hand to lead me to the bedroom. As we started in Laura grabbed the vase with her other hand saying she wanted to bring the flowers in the bedroom so that they would be the second prettiest flower that she would see when she woke up in the morning.
Now as I sat up between Laura's incredible thighs I looked over and seeing the roses on the nightstand smiled, and reaching over pulled one out. Holding it by the stem I reached down and gently brushed the soft petals of the rose across Laura's right nipple. Laura moaned softly as I began teasing her nipple by rubbing the petals over it in slow circles. Loving the reaction I switched to her other nipple then as I slid further down the bed trailed the rose down her soft stomach.
When I was lying between her legs with her beautiful smooth pussy inches from my eager tongue, I teased some more by gently caressing Laura's soft inner thighs with the rose. Laura was rocking her hips in my face and whimpering impatiently, and after teasing for as long as I could bear I then took the rose and tickled it across Laura's swollen clit. I spent the next half hour working Laura's amazing pussy with both my tongue as well as the rose. First gently sucking and licking her hard clit and then replacing my tongue with the soft petals while working my fingers in and out of Laura's hot wet pussy.
Laura was making those soft little sighing noises that I always thought were the sexiest sounds I'd ever heard. I was also quite turned on by the intoxicating mixed scent of the rose and Laura's pussy. Finally Laura's legs began trembling and just as I was thinking of teasing her further Laura whimpered;
"Oh Megan please don't tease I can't take anymore! I... Ohhhh"
How could I refuse that adorable tone? Dropping the rose I had plunged my fingers hard into her sopping wet pussy and pinching her clit between my long red fingernails rapidly swirled my tongue around it until with a long loud squeal of pleasure Laura grabbed my hair with both her hands and started grinding her delightful pussy into my flickering tongue. Laura came long and hard, and when she finished, the way her body relaxed and she slumped back into the bed told me that I had more than returned the favor.
Sliding up alongside of her and lying on my side I kissed her and we both sighed as our mouths opened and our tongues tasted each other's juices. Laura rolled over onto her side to face me.
"Congratulations my angel," I told her with a smile. "I hope you enjoyed your night."
"Couldn't you tell?" Laura asked laughing softly.
Laura then kissed me softly and looking into my eyes whispered.
"Oh Megan how I love you."
My bedroom became my brothers, and I was lying in his amazing bed the blood red satin sheets cool on my warm skin. Mark was above me and had just eased his incredible cock into my welcoming flesh. We both moaned as he began slowly pumping in and out. Mark slid his arms under my shoulders so our bodies were pressed together and his lips found mine, pulling me into the softest sweetest kiss I had ever felt. Our bodies remained like that; moving in perfect rhythm as my hands traveled over his muscular body.
Mark's cock was sliding slowly across my clit and I came moaning in his ear. My orgasm pushing him over the edge, Mark began to pump me faster and, as I wrapped my arms and legs around him, came deep inside of me. We stayed there enjoying the embrace, and when Mark lifted his face from my neck, he looked down at me with those incredible golden green eyes and said softly;
"I love you Megan I love you so much."
The images sped up and went back to where they had started. I found myself staring at Tommy's face, his eyes wide in both shock and pain at what he saw before him, at what I had done to him.
"Megan, how could you do this to me?" He asked his voice choking with emotion.
Tommy's tear filled eyes became Laura's as she sat across from me at the dining room table shaking her head and saying;
"It just doesn't feel right anymore Megan it's like you're drifting away on me." She sobbed. "Don't you love me anymore?"
Now Mark's golden green eyes were looking at me once more, but there was also a hint of darker colors as well, a sign he was upset. Mark shook his head and with a sarcastic smirk said;
"At least you love something about me."
That last image was enough to snap me out of my semi conscious state and back into reality. I lied there taking several deep breaths before turning on my side. I reached over and grabbing my blackberry off the nightstand groaned. It was only ten of six. Sitting up I rubbed at my burning eyes, the last time I had looked at the time it had been just before four am. On the heels of that last image I dialed Mark's number, he was up like clockwork at six every morning, and I wanted to make sure he was okay. The phone rang several times before going into Mark's infamous voice mail message;
"If I had wanted to talk to you I'd have answered."
I cleared my throat, so I wouldn't sound as shitty as I felt and left him a message to call me back when he got back from the gym, which I assumed is where he was. Like me Mark probably had barely slept and had given up and gone up there early. Although I was worried about him, I figured he would be safe at the gym today; usually once he had one of his rages like he did yesterday he would be calm for awhile. I frowned at that last thought, as his being calm also hinged on him taking his medication, which on occasions, when he was upset he tended to play games with. I would definitely have to go over there this morning and check on him.
Putting the phone down I reached into my purse and pulling out my cigarettes lit one and sat back against the pillows. I'm sure my father wouldn't be thrilled with me smoking up here, but it's not like I hadn't done a lot worse in this room over the years. Including drinking, smoking dope, sniffing coke, fooling around with Betty, and oh yeah spending a year and a half fucking the shit out of my little brother.
On that note I glanced over at the two halves of the journal lying on the floor and found myself thinking again of that time we had gotten caught at the hotel. I had felt so guilty about lying to my parents especially my father. My parents had done so much for me but I'd had no choice even if I had tried to tell the truth and admit something was going on, but I had started it, I know my father would have blamed my brother. The odd thing was that we were still lovers yet I didn't feel guilty hiding it from my parents anymore, maybe because Mark and I were adults and had our own places, and it wasn't right under their noses.
Of course if I were to take Mark up on his offer there would be no way they wouldn't eventually find out. I mean what would we do if the folks wanted to visit? Would Mark go stay at a hotel and pretend to have his own place and make up excuses if Mom wanted to see it? I suppose for the once a year that would happen we could, but they would find out somehow I'm sure. As I inhaled deeply on the cigarette I closed my eyes and for what I knew would be the first of a hundred times between now and tomorrow night tried to think about what I was going to do about Mark professing his love for me.
There were a lot of questions here. First and foremost would be did I love my brother in that way? In my journal I had written that I was in love with him, but I had been only twenty one years old, and I think need and love were one and the same at the time. The difficult part was that of course I had always loved Mark. Complicating things more was that I would be the first to admit Mark and I had a twisted relationship. In some ways Mark and I were exceptionally close as brother and sister each always looking out for the other, well more Mark watching out for me for about a decade, but when I was younger and recently it went both ways. The fact that at twenty and eighteen we became lovers never seemed to change that bond. Just as there were good friends who slept together and remained friends Mark and I had been Siblings with Benefits for close to two decades.
I used to think that it had all started that night when I had walked into my brother's room and taken his virginity, but in reality it started before that. Mark and I had been separated at a young age and kept apart for ten years. The last time I had seen Mark he was a cute little five year old who, because of my disgrace of a mother, was literally pulled crying from his sisters arms. The next time I would see my brother he was sixteen, and easily the most beautiful boy I had ever seen. Had Mark and I grown up together as normal siblings odds are we would have never started sleeping together.
Adding to our years apart was the abuse we endured during that time. Abuse that had left both of us scarred; Mark afraid to even talk and me afraid of men. Part of why I took Mark was so that I could enjoy sex with someone I knew would never hurt me and someone I felt comfortable with. It had always been more than just sex with Mark however; it was that emotional and physical comfort we both craved. My brother's arms were the only place I had ever felt safe and protected as well as completely and unconditionally loved.
None of that answered my question however, did I love Mark as a partner for lack of a better word? Could my brother be that elusive love I had been seeking since I had become sober? I came back to my therapist telling me that when it was real I would know it because I would feel it. I had certainly felt something Saturday night as Mark had made loved to me. What I had felt had definitely been more than physical, more than just how amazing his body felt. I could feel the emotion coming from him, could feel the love in his touch and caress. I remembered thinking at the time that he had never touched me that way.
That however just proved he was in love with me. Which brought me back to the visions that had woken me; although I had never been in love there were others that had loved me. Tommy, as well as Laura had both loved me, and I had hurt them both. Tommy far worse than Laura but I had also been on coke back then. Laura I had simply drifted away from as I had from Ben, an architect in Chicago that I had been so sure I was in love with, that I had moved in with him after only four months only to have him say pretty much what Laura had said.
What if I couldn't love someone in that way? What if I accepted Mark's heart and we took the risk of being discovered only to break his heart down the line? Thing was Mark was already in love with me, leaving the option of breaking his heart now by saying I didn't feel that way, or take the chance and do it six months from now. More important than that was the amazing relationship that I'd been enjoying with my brother since I had become sober.
Mark and I of course were close when we were younger, but during my drug years things had become different between us. Mark always loved me and tried to help me, but as things got worse although we would continue to sleep together, the emotion seemed no longer there. Those sweet playful mornings and soft moments had given way to more hardcore sex. Even the game had changed; when I was messed up I could no longer control Mark. I was a mess most of the time and he would just have his way with me. Looking back on it I think Mark had gotten rougher with me as a way to take out some of his frustration with me.
Since I had been on the right path however Mark and I had never been closer! Granted we now lived states apart, and only saw each other a few weeks a year, but when we did it was always incredible. This weekend had been the perfect example; rough on Friday night because it had been awhile and we both needed it, but Saturday had been playful in the morning and fun later on and of course Saturday night...
My fear now was that what if we tried and it didn't work out? Where would that leave us? Everyone has heard of people who had been friends for years, and had crossed that line only to have it not only not work out, but to have lost that friendship. Would I be risking my relationship with Mark if I broke his heart? Would I lose my little brother? Going back to our twisted relationship once again it occurred to me that Mark was always my brother. Whether we were fucking like animals or cuddling like lovers I never saw him as anything but my beautiful little brother.



In addition to that let's face it; Mark and I were both sexual deviants, and got off to no end on the fact that we were brother and sister and breaking the rules every time we got together. The sex was always hottest when I was telling Mark to fuck his nasty sister, to make her suck his cock. Part of me already knew that I wouldn't ever want Mark to not be my brother, that even if we went further part of me would need him to still be that for me. Mark on the other hand was upset when I called him little brother yesterday as if he just thought we could be Mark and Megan from now on just like that. If we could still be both and he was okay with that then I would feel better about trying except...
The last thought also brought up the biggest issue; we were brother and sister.
Twenty years ago at Mitch's, I had decided that I would bring Mark down, if people found out we would be screwed and his future ruined. Now things were not all that different. Once again I didn't have a lot to lose. Let's face it I painted images of hell and had a queen of the night persona complete with the fact that I attended black mass on Friday nights, if anything people finding out I was my brother's forbidden lover would probably drive up the price of my paintings. My brother on the other hand was a different story.
Mark had a hell of a career and had even received national attention last year when he took on a highly publicized rape trial against one of the best attorney's in the country and had won. At this point Mark had received offers from all over the country and could all but name his price. All that could be gone in an instant however, if we were discovered. Incest technically was a crime, although I wouldn't fear legal repercussions as we were both of age, but Mark would be ruined. Add to that the fact Mark had made some powerful enemies over the years, the kind of enemies that would love to discover just how close Mark was to his big sister, and turn it against him.
I sighed and shook my head; everything was a loop. In Rhode Island we wouldn't have a chance, but in Chicago where people already thought Mark and I were lovers, I suppose there could be one. Apparently Mark thought so as well, as he was ready to move down there. I now found myself wondering if we could get away with it. In my journal I had mentioned several times how Mark and I's resemblance was unmistakable; take away the skin tone and eye color and we were all but twins. Leaning forward I pulled my wallet out and found a picture of the two of us from last year at the black flame in it we were sitting at a table and leaning close together. I also removed my, as well as Moms, favorite picture of the two of us; the one she had snapped in the kitchen the morning we had gone to Uncle Rays.
In that picture we were cheek to cheek and our resemblance was incredible. Looking at the one from last year though I could see where we had changed. Mark especially; back then some of our likeness was based on the fact that Mark had very soft features and was definitely pretty. Over the years Mark's features had hardened and because he tanned year round his slightly olive complexion was usually even darker. On my end, I had aged well considering the years of abuse I had put myself through, but like Mark my features were much more mature and as far as my ivory complexion went, since I was big in the goth scene, I went out of my way to avoid the sun, and was bordering on pallid these days.
Looking at the Black Flame picture you could still pick us as brother and sister but you would have to be looking for it. Continuing on this train of thought was the fact that on paper Mark and I didn't even appear to be brother and sister. My birth certificate declared my name as Megan De Costa daughter of Matthew and Julia Decosta. When my mother had finally run from my father, and gotten restraining orders against him, she had discovered she was pregnant with my brother. Terrified that my father, who had been obsessed with having a son to carry on his "legacy" as he called it, would find him my mother had used her maiden name Phillips on Mark's birth certificate, and listed father unknown. Further confusing things is that my adopted name and all my legal documents were under the name Megan Hanson.
I rubbed at my temples as rather than clearing anything up I was just complicating everything. What it boiled down to was did I love Mark the way he loved me? If I did, then I suppose I would have to leave things to chance, and hope that it could work out. In this Mark and I were the complete opposite of what we normally were. I had spent years living by the motto of if it feels good do it and had gotten into nothing but trouble. Mark on the other hand was always cool and calculating; never making a move that didn't set up the next half dozen after. The perfect lawyer and ultimate game player, Mark had never lost a case, and even last year when some of his outré lifestyle had been made public, he still managed to turn it into a positive spin;.
The press knew the "bad boy attorney" was a player who preferred young women, but they had no idea what he did with some of them. However on the rare occasions he spoke to anyone in the media he would tell them with a straight face that his bedroom was a dungeon and they would laugh it off. The girls would never talk. All of Mark's pets were college educated with aspirations of professional careers. One of Mark's first rules with them was that he taped one of their "training sessions". My brother has a lot of enemies the type who would gladly pay a struggling college student a few grand for some dirt. The tape prevented this. Of course my brother was visible throughout the tape which would cover the girls as well down the line. I had to give him credit. Mark knew what he was doing. Last year as part of a slander campaign in a high profile case it had come to light that Mark was a card carrying member of the church of Satan. Under pressure from politicians, and the influential friends of the defendant, the state had said they wanted him off the case, Mark went to the ACLU and threatened the state with discrimination under freedom of religion. The case already had national attention so the Attorney General's backed off saying it was a misunderstanding. Mark now practically wrote his own ticket for what cases he wanted to be involved in. In the meantime my womanizing, Satanist brother had become a point of interest in the press. A complete paradox; a man with little to no moral code in the eyes of man who made a living persecuting the worst criminals society had to offer and never losing. No, my brother never did anything without already having figured a way out of it in advance.
Now here we were with Mark throwing it all on the line; ready to pack up and move to be with his big sister, a situation that if it ever came to light, could not be spun in any way but sick and he was fully prepared to take the chance. I on the other hand was sitting on my bed with a blinding headache and my head spinning. With that in mind I set the alarm in my phone for eight so I could try calling Mark again, then slid back down on the bed and decided to try to doze back off. As I lied there I started to breathe slowly and deeply trying to relax. Recently I had found that when I was strung out or upset if I lied down and thought what I referred to as "relaxing sexy thoughts" I would usually get caught up in those thoughts and eventually drift off.
As I started to look through my mind for something fun, I also recalled Laura's phone call on Saturday, and how she talked about remembering the good things. Almost everything I had read in that journal last night had been negative so yes it was high time to try to focus on something positive. This bedroom for instance; although I did have some sad times near the end of my first "stay" here, this room had been a new beginning for me not once, but twice.
The first time was of course when I was eleven years old and Mom and Dad had brought me to live here. This room was the start of a whole new life; one no longer filled with pain and sadness, but one where I was surrounded by love and support. The second time was almost twenty years later, when I came here to stay after a six month stay in an intensive private inpatient treatment program that Mark had pulled some strings to get me into. During those six months, between the program itself, and the incredible support of my parents and my brother who came to see me almost every day I had left that clinic a new woman.
I had been taught to believe that I had nothing to be ashamed of; that I was every bit as worthy of a wonderful family and an amazing life as everyone else. I was a strong beautiful and talented woman, who had an incredible future ahead of me and, deserved every bit of it. It had also taught me to know that although I had done many terrible things under the influence of drugs, that I was no longer that person and was free to start my life all over again. I had indeed started a new life after that and that life had fittingly begun right back here.
I sighed and smiled as my first night back here had also been a new beginning for my brother and I as well. It was the first time in a long time that Mark was able to be with the beautiful big sister that he had seen all to seldom over the previous ten years. I rolled over onto my side and nuzzling my face into the pillow let my mind drift back to my first night back home.
Six years ago.
I was going home today! Those five words had been racing through my mind from the second I had woken up this morning, and as it got closer and closer to five o' clock, I was getting more and more excited. Normally discharge was on a Saturday or a Monday morning, but today made exactly six months that I had been here, and using whatever connection my brother had here, he had made it so I could go home today. I glanced at the clock for the hundredth time today and smiled when I saw that it was four thirty.
I had packed my bags first thing after getting up and had a moment of pain as I realized that everything I was packing, all the clothing that I owned had been bought for me by my brother over the last few months. My roommate Joanne had seen the pained look on my face and when I explained to her how I felt she said not to look at it as painful but as humbling. The difference was pain led to looking for a way to quench that pain, humbling was a reminder of why I never would.
I had eaten breakfast in the cafeteria and then, as I had been doing every morning since I had gotten there, gone and sat in the chapel for a little while. Of course my beliefs were as far from those the other people who were there with me as they could get, but I believed that there was another power that had helped me and I wanted to make an effort to show that power that I was indeed thankful for the second chance I was getting at life.
After that I had attended a meeting then began the hour's long process of filling out all of my discharge paper,s and being told what was to be expected of me when I left today. I was now entering phase two of my program. Phase two consisted of having to live with either a family member or a person who had successfully completed the program themselves for the next ninety days. During the ninety days I was to maintain a job usually one that they had lined up, but Mom's friend was now the store manager of the Sears I had worked at ten years ago and after Mom explained my situation he said he would gladly give me a job there. I have to admit I was embarrassed at first but realized that there were many people close to my parents who knew of my struggles. Once again humbling, not embarrassing.
In addition to maintaining the job, which I had to prove by getting my weekly time card signed every week, as well as spot check appearances by someone from the program, I had to attend no less than five Na meetings a week and report three times to my in house sponsor back at the hospital. There was also a curfew which it would be up to the people I lived with to enforce. Unless I had a night job I needed to be home by ten pm and could not spend a night anywhere else without getting special permission from the hospital. I laughed to myself at that thought as it would pretty much be just like when I lived at home with my parents when I was a kid.
By the time all that had been squared away it was three thirty, and after I went around and said goodbye and thank you to the many people there who had helped me get through these difficult months, I went back to my room to wait for five and for Mark to come pick me up. Only another twenty minutes! I thought happily looking at the clock yet again. I had waited to do my hair and makeup until the last minute so the last little bit of time would go by quickly.
Sitting down at the small dresser I began brushing my long black hair and couldn't help but smile at my reflection. When I had come here six months ago, I had been on a long near fatal heroin binge in New York, and had barely looked human. Now however I looked better than I had since my early twenties. My hair was once again thick and lustrous, my ivory complexion was smooth and clear, and my extremely light all but transparent blue eyes were clear and bright. I was still a hair on the thin side but then again I always had been.
As I finished my hair, I put on some eyeliner and eye shadow then, last but not least, painted my once again full perfect lips with Mark's favorite shade of deep red lipstick. After I puckered up and blew a playful kiss at the beautiful woman in the mirror before me, I did frown a little at the thought of my brother. Of course Mark would have loved for me to come live with him, but my parents were the obvious choice. Mark worked a ton of hours and wasn't home much whereas Mom didn't work at all, and Dad at this point was semi retired and could be home whenever he needed to be.
The councilors at the hospital had held a family meeting last week and had explained that reason alone made my parents house the best choice. They wanted me to be around people who had the time to watch me and support me, not to mention the fact I didn't have a car and would need rides to and from work and meetings. I couldn't help but notice the look of disappointment in my brother's eyes, but he knew they were right and didn't fight it. I was glad he didn't, as I also knew that the people at the hospital took everything into consideration including the fact my brother already had the "bad boy" attorney image in full swing, and was a notorious party animal and lady killer.
In addition to that, Mark was up for junior partner at his firm, and was competing against another attorney. The firm was looking at it from every angle and although he would never say it I'm sure it wouldn't look that good for him to have a sister who up until recently was a serious drug addict living with him. Of course I also new Mark's answer to that would be "fuck it" that I was more important, but my brother had sacrificed enough in his life for me. As I stood up and tucked the red button up blouse into the black skirt I was wearing I had to admit that Mark's as well as my disappointment wasn't just about where I would be sleeping, but the fact I wouldn't be sleeping with him.
My first few months in the clinic were a constant struggle, and when Mark came to visit we would mostly talk about how I was doing and if I needed anything, followed by the everyday small talk that I desperately craved, as I was separated from everything I knew while I was here. The last couple of months however as I was doing better and it was becoming obvious I would be able to leave soon, our conversations began to get a bit more interesting. Mark and I would talk about how much we missed and needed each other. For the last month not a night had gone by that I didn't masturbate to the thought of my brother's hard cock and soft tongue. Mark and I had talked last night when he came to visit, and figured we would wait at least until next weekend, and even then I wouldn't ask to sleep over his place, but he would pick me up and we would spend the day there.
Neither of us wanted to wait, even to the point where I had suggested he pick me up tonight and we go straight to his place for a couple of hours, but Mom and Dad knew I was getting out at five and had made six o'clock reservations at Marchetti's for a celebration dinner. As for tomorrow, I started work with a noon to nine shift and, in addition to that, Mom had been dying to get me home and Mark had told me that we could wait while she spent time with her daughter. My brother had also surprised me by saying that he knew Dad and I had been getting along much better and that it was important for me to be around him as well.
All in all it looked like Mark and I would have to wait a few days for our own special celebration. I suppose there were worse things however as had my brother not gotten to New York when he did, it would have been a funeral he and my parents would have been planning not a celebration. I closed my eyes and pushed that thought away. I was here now and that was all that mattered. I...
"Hey girlfriend it's five."
I turned to see my roommate Joann sitting in the chair in the corner where she had been reading a book. I looked at the clock and saw that she was right. I ran over to her and as she stood gave her a huge hug.
"Make sure you call me okay?" I asked her. "We'll do the meetings together when you get out."
"I will hon." Joann looked at me and smiled. "And you make sure you tell that hot brother of yours I'm getting out in two weeks and looking to get off as soon as possible!"
"You and me both!" I told her laughing then added to myself and also with my hot brother.
Oh Megan I thought as I grabbed my suitcase, the two things you will always be is a sick puppy and a nasty girl. I walked down the corridor to the main office where with my hand trembling in excitement I signed myself out. As I left the office, Mark was in the waiting room looking amazing as always. Mark was wearing a white short sleeve shirt and black jeans both of which hugged him quite well in all the right spots.
"Hey sis," He said flashing me a beautiful smile. "You ready to go home?"
I dropped my suitcase, and not caring that there were people sitting in the room, ran over and threw myself into his arms. Mark caught me, and hugged me to him so hard I could barely breathe. As the two of us stayed that way not saying a word, I felt myself begin to cry, and as I pulled away I saw by the look in his eyes Mark wasn't far from it himself.
Mark kissed me on the cheek and it was all I could do not to turn my head and catch his lips with my own. Damn I needed him! At this point I didn't care if we pulled into a parking lot and hopped into the back seat. The look Mark was giving me told me he was probably thinking the same thing. As we stood there, our arms still around each other's shoulders, I gazed into my brother's amazing multicolored eyes and whispered;
"I'm going home little brother."
Mark smiled and hugging me again said in my ear;
"I'm proud of you sis," His voice choked up as he added; "So proud of you."
Mark then pulled away from me and grabbing my suitcase said;
"Come on Meg you've spent enough time here. Besides not only are you going home but I have some surprises for you."
As we walked out the front door I said softly;
"I've got something for you to little brother, and I can't wait to give it to you."
Mark laughed, and as we left the building we walked about a half a block when Mark stopped in front of a red car. I stopped with him and asked;
"Where's your car little brother?"
"At my place. We're taking this." He pointed at the car, which I saw was a Pontiac grand am that looked a few years old.



"What's this? A loaner or something?"
Mark smiled, and taking my hand, put a set of keys in it.
"No sis, this is your car."
I stared at him speechless.
"No Mark," I told him. " You... I mean you've done so much for me already and I..."
"Oh please Meg," Mark waved me off. "Its six years old and I got a good deal."
"But Mark," I continued shaking my head. "You paid for most of the clinic and..."
"It's only money sis." Mark said putting his arm around my shoulders. "You're the most important thing in my life so just say thanks and leave it alone." He laughed.
"Hell when you're a famous artist, you can buy me an old clunker, and call it even."
I wanted to say I couldn't take it, but looking at it I was overwhelmed by the simple thought of I had a car! I looked at Mark and just found myself smiling so hard my cheeks hurt.
"This is surprise number one sis." Mark said and looking at me laughed; "Well you going to get in and drive or what?"
I shook my head and passed him the keys.
"You drive I'm too excited!"
Mark laughed again, and after taking the keys and tossing my suitcase in the trunk, opened the door for me. I giggled like a little girl, and as I got in I made sure to hike my skirt up almost to my hip.
"Damn," Mark said shaking his head. "Sis you are looking good!"
Mark closed the door, and after getting in, pulled away. We were silent for a few minutes as I looked out the window smiling at nothing in particular except the thought that I would be sleeping in my old room tonight. Mark turned down a side street to cut off the traffic and as he came to a stop sign I looked over to see him looking at me intently. I gave him a huge smile, which he returned then, as his smile faded, he reached out and gently touched my cheek. I leaned my face into his hand and as I did our eyes met.
Mark's eyes were that beautiful shade of greenish gold that I loved and as I looked into those eyes I was aware of my brother leaning slowly towards me, his lips beginning to part. My heart began to beat faster, and my breathing picked up as I turned my head to the side, and parting my own lips closed my eyes, and waited for the kiss I had been dreaming about for months. I was not disappointed as a moment later I felt the gentle touch of my brothers soft lips brush against mine.
We both moaned softly in our throats, as Mark's lips pressed harder, and the moans became louder as I opened my mouth to let my brother's tongue in to caress my own. I leaned in, and kissed Mark even harder, pushing my lips hard into his as our tongues continued to play. I felt Mark's hand slide behind my head and begin to run through my long hair. Mark's other hand slid from my cheek down the soft skin of my neck and started to undo the top button of my blouse. I felt a wave of moisture flow through my pussy, and was just reaching for Mark's crotch, when a horn blared behind us.
Mark and I both jumped as we had been so caught up in each other we had forgotten we were in the middle of the street. Mark gunned the motor and peeled through the intersection. As we drove down the street I noticed we were going by the old building that contained self storage units. The back gate was always open, but there was never anyone there. Of course the reason I knew that was a couple of years ago when I was selling myself that's where I would tell the johns to go park and...
Forcing that "humbling" thought from my mind, a trick I was certainly going to have to get used to doing, I looked over at my brother and said;
"Pull behind the U-haul building."
"What?" Mark asked glancing over at me.
"I need it Mark." I told him, and leaning over reached out and squeezed his huge cock through his jeans. "Oh how I need my little brother's cock."
Mark looked at the clock on the dash of the car.
"We have a half an hour to get to the folks place and Marchetti's sis."
"So we'll be late." I told him beginning to stroke my hand up and down his cock.
I was so wet I could feel the crotch of my panties sticking to my pussy. It had been close to a year since my brother and I had decent sex together, I didn't even want to think about the week before my stay at the hospital and before that...
"Meg we can't, Denise was all but begging me to take her to come get you. I can't make her wait."
"Mark please!" I begged. "We won't have a chance until next week!"
I squeezed his cock hard enough to get him to moan then started trying to unsnap his jeans.
"Just a quickie Mark, we'll hop in the back, and you can just fuck me It's been to long I..."
Mark looked over and smiled.
"Come on sis you can wait a few more hours."
"Hours?" I asked. "Mark we were talking last night we can't get to your place until..." I trailed off as Mark's smile widened.
"Look in the back seat sis."
I looked in the back and saw a large duffel bag.
"So? It's a bag I don't understand."
We had come to a red light, and looking over at me, Mark said;
"Denise called me this morning, and said she knows I feel bad that you can't come stay with me for awhile, and thought that maybe it would be fun for me to spend the weekend. After all they still have my old room set up as a guest room. Denise said it would be like the good old days."
"Are you kidding?" I asked.
"Nope," With a wicked smirk Mark continued; "That's right sis, the folks will go to sleep, and then your naughty little brother is going to slip into his big sisters room and do nasty things to her." He laughed. "Just like the good old days!"
"Oh my god Mark!" I exclaimed as what he was saying fully hit me. "We can sleep together tonight and tomorrow tonight!"
"And wake up together." Mark said, then leaning over and kissing me on the neck whispered softly in my ear. "Megan I can't wait to wake up with you in my arms."
Oh how good that sounded! The light changed, and as Mark pulled away, I sat back and sighed;
"I suppose after this long what's another few hours?"
Mark nodded then, as we got onto the highway, dropped his hand onto my knee and slowly trailed it up under my skirt. I let out a soft moan as my brothers hand made its way all the way up to the top of my thigh. A much louder moan escaped me as Mark started rubbing my thigh, causing the edge of his hand to rub along the crotch of my panties stroking my desperate pussy through the silky material. I clenched my thighs tightly around his hand and whimpered;
"Oh little brother please don't tease!"
Glancing over Mark winked and said;
"Open your legs sis and I'll take the edge off."
I certainly didn't need to be told twice. Sliding my heel off I lifted my right leg and after placing my foot against the glove compartment reached down and pulled my red thong, the one Mark had brought me last week, to the side.
"Oh yesss!" I moaned as my brother instantly plunged two fingers inside of my sopping wet pussy.
I began letting out soft sighs of pleasure as Mark started to slowly pump his fingers in and out. All I'd had up there in the last six months had been my own finger and my pussy felt delightfully tight against my brothers fingers, leaving me to wonder how incredible his massive cock was going to feel in a few hours. Those soft sighs turned into a long loud moan as turning his wrist into what had to be an awkward angle Mark placed his thumb on my swollen clit and started to rub in small circles.
"Ohh that is soooo nice little brother." I breathed out as I leaned back further into the seat and started to rock my hips back and forth.
Mark cut across two lanes to get into the right hand lane and as he slowed the car down his fingers and thumb sped up as did my breathing and moaning. Reaching down with my left hand I grabbed Mark's forearm and squeezing it groaned at how good the hard muscles there felt. Of course they felt nowhere near as good as the hard muscle I was truly anticipating but a turn on nonetheless. Feeling my legs already starting to tremble in anticipation of the first orgasm that wasn't from my own hands in half a year, I took my hand away from my thong and undoing one of the buttons in the middle of my blouse slid it inside.
I closed my eyes and leaned my head back on the seat as I grabbed the barbell in my nipple through the bra and started to wiggle it back and forth pulling the sensitive skin there just enough to give me that delicious hint of pain that drove me wild. I wasn't the only one into a little pain as I heard my brother whisper;
"Squeeze harder."
I dug my long fingernails into Mark's flesh as hard as I could and felt my pussy flow even more as I heard him let out a sharp gasp that had hints of both pleasure and pain in it. Mark also began driving his fingers into my pussy harder and faster.
"Oh you like it rough don't you, little brother?" I asked in between moans.
Mark's answer was to slip one of his fingers from my pussy and without warning drive it hard up into my incredibly tight ass. That sent me over the edge and dropping my leg down to pin Mark's hands between my thighs I threw my head back over the seat and let out a long loud wail of pleasure. For the last six months I'd had a roommate and had to cum biting into a pillow so now just the sound of my own voice crying out in ecstasy was enough to make me scream again. I dug into Mark's arm even harder as wave after wave of intense pleasure crashed through me.
The best part was, even as I was bucking my hips up and down off the seat, all I could think of was that this was just my brother's hand; the thought of what he was going to do to me with his tongue later kept me cumming even longer and harder. With one last long shuddering moan my body relaxed and I slumped back into the seat gasping.
"Holy shit I came hard." I panted out.
"Guess so," Mark said, then looking down added; "I might have to change into a long sleeve shirt."
Looking down I saw that I had dug my nails into Mark's arm so hard that there were five unmistakable nail marks three of which were beginning to bleed.
"Damn, I'm sorry little brother I..."
I trailed off as my gaze had dropped further down into Mark's crotch to see that not only was his enormous cock straining the material of his jeans, but there was a small wet spot where the tip of his cock was dripping. Apparently I wasn't the only one who desperately needed something. Looking up from his crotch I saw Mark bring his hand to his face and rub it under his nose. As I watched, totally turned on, Mark sniffed and rolled his eyes back in pleasure from the scent of his big sisters pussy. Now what kind of sister would I be if I didn't help him out after that? Reaching down I once again grabbed Mark's cock through his jeans.
"Ooooh someone misses his big sister." I cooed.
"Like you said Meg, don't tease."
I looked up and seeing that we were still several exits from my parents house, smiled and leaning over and kissing Mark's neck, I whispered;
"Well one good turn does deserve another."
With that I reached down reached down with both hands, and after unsnapping Mark's jeans and pulling the zipper down, I reached inside and fondled my brother's huge cock through his underwear. Mark slowed down and lifted his hips up off the seat so I could tug his pants down far enough to be able to reach in and remove his cock. I groaned at how good Mark's huge dripping prick looked as it sprang free. Even though I had just cum I could feel my pussy getting worked up again as squeezing his throbbing cock I started to slowly pump it up and down.
"Oh shit that feels good." Mark groaned.
I brought my hand up to the top and covering the head of Mark's cock with my hand, squeezed then twisted, rubbing his sticky pre cum across the sensitive head of his dick. The car suddenly surged forward as Mark's hips twitched and his leg kicked down.
"Easy little brother." I said laughing
I stopped laughing however as once again my eyes returned to my brother's enormous cock, which was so swollen the tip was turning purple.
"Aww," I said. "Has someone been hard for the whole ride?"
"Oh yeah."
"Yeah? Then you must need to cum as bad as I did then."
"Hell yeah I ...ohhh yeah sis just like that." Mark groaned, as while picking up the pace with my left hand, I brought my right hand around, and slipping it underneath, fondled his balls.
Mark slowed the car down even more, to the point where people were beginning to go around us. I'm sure my brother didn't mind as it gave his big sister more time to jerk off his amazing cock. I was leaning into Mark and as I continued to stroke him he put his arm around my shoulder and taking his eyes off the road for a moment gave me a quick kiss. I leaned further into him as bringing my hand up I started pumping his huge dick with both hands.
"Oh damn Meg," Mark moaned then added; "You are still a nasty girl aren't you?"
At this point my brother's cock was glistening with his own sticky fluid, and was so hard I could feel it pulsing in my hands, at that moment I realized it looked to good not to taste, and besides my brother deserved more than just a hand job from his big sister.
"You think this is nasty little brother?" I asked. "How about this?"
With that I quickly dropped my head into Mark's lap, and in one smooth motion, hungrily took Mark's massive dick deep into my more than willing mouth.
"Goddamn sis!" Mark gasped and I felt the car surge forward again. "Shit were in public people couldn't see my hand down there!"
I pulled my head from his lap long enough to say;
"And all they can see now is the back of my head; all anyone knows is the bad boy attorney is getting sucked off by a hot brunette now watch the road little brother!"
Without waiting for a response I went back to eagerly devouring my little brother's cock; taking him so far down that my lips were touching the base of his shaft. I held my head there enjoying both the sound of Mark's moaning and the feeling of having my mouth stretched to the limit with cock, and not just any cock, but my beautiful little brother's cock. I gave my head a shake causing both another surge of speed through the car, as well as more moisture flowing through my pussy.
Realizing that as much as I wanted to enjoy my brother's magnificent prick we were only a few minutes from my parent's house, I started bobbing my head rapidly up and down, taking Mark's cock all the way down each time. I felt the car slow and adding my hand under my mouth started jerking Mark off as I continued to blow him as if it were a competition. I could feel Mark's leg begin to shake and felt the cars speed dip even more as he got closer and closer to cumming.
I jumped at the sound of a horn blowing next to us, and realized from the sound of it that it must be a tractor trailer driver who could see down into the car. I felt a moment of panic at the thought of I had just been seen giving my brother a blow job in public. That panic however was quickly replaced by a surge of wetness through my pussy, as I realized that I was right, no one could see my face and this guy had no idea that the dirty little slut sucking Mark's cock was really his big sister. I moaned around his cock as I thought; oh Megan you are a nasty girl!
Apparently I wasn't the only member of my family who was nasty, as when the driver blew his horn a second time Mark grabbed a handful of my hair, and started roughly shoving my head up and down harder on his cock. My pussy gushed between my legs as I heard the horn go off a third time and it wasn't the only thing going off as I heard the car's engine roar and as it surged forward Mark's cock twitched in my mouth, and a huge spurt of hot cum sprayed into the back of my mouth and down my throat.
Mark's hand relaxed on the back of my head as I continued to suck and jerk his cock. With each stroke of my hand I was rewarded with another shot of my brother's sticky fluid shooting into my mouth. Mark was gasping and moaning as I continued to milk his cock. I moaned myself as greedily sucking hard on the tip I managed to get a few more drops of the cum I had been dreaming of tasting for the last few weeks. I sucked Mark down one more time then as I started to raise my head Mark put his hand on my shoulder and said;
"Keep your head down a minute."
I felt the car speed up then a moment later felt it begin to turn.
"Okay." Mark said as he moved his hand.
I looked up to see we were going around the exit, Mark had kept my head down so there would be no one on either side of us when I popped back up. When he came to the stop sign at the end of it I reached out. and grabbing his chin and turning his face towards me. opened my mouth wide then closing it said in my best little girl voice:
"All gone!"
Mark laughed and shook his head as he lifted his hips and fixed his pants.
"Damn sis, I forgot how good you are at sucking cock."
I laughed loudly and asked;
"Hey Mark, you think they make hallmark cards that say that?" I got my laughing under control and said in serious voice;
"Sis, although were miles apart I can still picture your lips around my cock and..."
I lost the battle and started laughing again and I had to say it felt damn good. Mark shook his head and said;
"I love that laugh sis I really do."
"And I love you little brother." I told him and leaning over gave him a kiss on the cheek.
We arrived at Mom and Dad's ten minutes later to find them waiting on the porch for us. In the few seconds it took me to get out of the car, Mom, at just about a dead run, had already reached us and immediately through her arms up around my neck. I all but fell back into the car she had hugged me so hard, but I caught my balance and hugged her back just as tightly. I could feel my eyes filling up with tears and could already feel Mom's on my neck.
"Oh Megan honey," She said in my ear. "It's so good to have you home!"
I didn't answer instead just hugging her tighter. Seeing Dad approach I extricated myself from my mother's surprisingly strong grip, and as my father put his arms out to me, gratefully folded into him. I closed my eyes and felt the tears pouring down my cheeks. Of course it was good to be able to be here with Mark and Mom but in a way being held by my father was even better. Before I had gone into the clinic I hadn't spoken to my Dad in almost two years and the years before that weren't much better.
When Mark had brought me home from New York and took me to their house to stay a couple of days before checking me into the clinic, I had seen my father cry for the first time in my life. He had cried partly in joy for seeing me, because at that point they had truly believed I might be dead, but mostly because of how terrible I looked. During my six month stay Dad had come to see me almost every day and had attended counseling sessions with me to help work on our relationship. I was overcome with mixed emotions; sadness that it had gotten so bad in the first place, but also joy and appreciation that I had gotten another chance with the man who had taken me in and loved me as his own.
I pulled away and looking up at my father saw that he was fighting back tears himself. Giving him one of my huge crooked smiles, the kind of smile that until recently had been sadly absent in my life, I batted my eyelashes and sticking out my lower lip like I used to when I was little said;
"I missed you Daddy!"
My father laughed and hugging me again told me;
"It's good to have my little girl back." Laughing again he added; "Now let's go eat before your mother threatens us with staying here cooking."
I laughed and turned to look at Mom to see if she had heard it. She hadn't, she was over at the other end of the car hugging Mark, who had that comically awkward look on his face that he always had when someone was displaying emotion around him. I'm sure Mom was crying on his shoulder, and probably telling him thank you for the thousandth time in the last few months, which may have been a few less times than I had said it.



Today was only possible because of my brother. My brother who despite everything I had put him though in the last ten years, and the horrible thing I had done to him before I left for New York had never given up on me. My beautiful little brother who had literally saved my life, somehow finding me in that godforsaken hell hole I had put myself in and bringing me back home. Mark was looking at me over Mom's shoulder and I winked at him. Mark smiled back shaking his head.
Dad sensing Mark's awkwardness took my hand and as we walked past them said;
"Come on Denise we'll be late and I'm getting lobster because I heard dinner's on money bags over here!"
On his way by my father swung out and clapped Mark hard on the shoulder. This was my father's way of showing affection, and the smile Mark gave him told me that he knew it. The last few months had also served to go a long way towards my father and Mark mending their own rocky relationship, which of course had started with my behavior, and how they each dealt with it. My father claimed that Mark had enabled me, letting me party and thinking it was okay because I was with him, then afterwards as I got worse always taking me in and helping me out of whatever trouble I had gotten into. Dad said Mark should do what he did; practice tough love and leave me in my own mess until I realized how bad it was. Mark's response had been that just because dad was weak and took the easy path of turning his back on me, didn't mean that he ever would. Mark would never quit on his sister and in the end it was that attitude that had saved not just me, but our entire family, giving all of us a second chance to be happy.
We drove to dinner in the new Lexus that Mark's company had leased for him. Dad sat in the front with Mark, and Mom sat in the back with me, and as we pulled away from the house took my hand in hers, and held it the entire way to the restaurant. At one point Mark turned to look at us in the back seat and although he tried his best to maintain that blank disinterested look that was his permanent expression, around anyone but me, I could see his eyes soften as he saw how happy Mom was and as his eyes turned to me I mouthed the words;
"Thank you."
Dinner was amazing, and not just because the food was the best I'd had in months, but because I couldn't remember the last time the four of us had been together and gotten along so well. We took our time ordering and eating and the conversation was light and fun. There was no mention of the last few months just reminiscing about some of the good times we'd had, or in some cases some of the stupid things my brother and I had done as kids including Mark's infamous time of being brought home by Krissy's father after he had been caught on top of her in her bedroom and him telling my father that if he saw Mark again he'd cut his cock off with a chainsaw. Dad had asked Mark how many times his manhood had been threatened since and my brother's reply was to shrug and with that smug smirk say;
"Every father's nightmare, every housewives fantasy."
Dad rolled his eyes, and as he did I had one of those deliciously nasty thoughts of if only Dad knew where Mark's cock had really been most of the time when we still lived at home. I sighed to myself; once a sick puppy always a sick puppy. I was sitting next to Mom, and Mark was directly across from me, and as dinner progressed, I found myself looking more and more at my little brother and admiring the man he had become. At this point Mark had been practicing almost five years and was already looking to either make junior partner or bolt from his firm for more money.
A year ago Mark had stepped up and taken a suicide case; an alleged mob hit man was facing the charge of murder and two prosecutors from the DA's office had already mysteriously dropped the case. Rhode Island state law decrees that if a party feels the State has not properly represented them or has been compromised they can hire a private prosecutor to work with the state. Mark had gladly volunteered to represent the wife of the victim and through the connections he had made from some "group" he had just joined, that his friend Alex Warner also belonged to, Mark had arranged a face to face meeting with the Mobster who had ordered the hit.
The story that had "accidently " been leaked to the paper after that was that Mark, after breaking the arm of the man's body guard, when he tried to throw him out, had then unveiled some incriminating evidence he had dug up against him and forced a deal. Mark not only got the conviction on the hit man but two other members of the family that were involved. Since then my brother had been in high demand and had bragged that he had made just shy of six figures already this year.
I smiled at the thought that Mark had achieved everything he had set out to. My brother was gorgeous, successful, and there wasn't a woman out there that he couldn't have. All this and he was six months shy of his thirtieth birthday. As I continued to stare at Mark my thoughts began to linger on exactly how hot my little brother really was, and found myself damn glad we had taken the edge off on the way, or I would be dripping as I sat next to my mother, not that I was far from it mind you but at least I was somewhat in control of myself.
On that note I had to say I was surprised that it hadn't bothered me in the least that I was sitting next to my parents after having blown my brother on the way over and was planning on fucking the shit out of him all night right under their noses. Years ago it had bothered me quite a bit that I had lied about it to them, but now it was how it had been when we had first started; I felt myself turned on by the fact that we were lovers. As I thought on it I think that maybe it was because I had sworn off all my other vices, but the one thing I would never give up would be my beautiful little brother.
I wasn't the only one that was thinking along those lines either, as a couple of times I caught Mark staring at me from across the table with a lot more than joy in his amazing multi colored eyes. Twice during dinner I slipped my shoe off and rubbed my soft bare foot up his leg, and once after Dad had gotten up to go to the bathroom quickly pushed it into his crotch, which to my delight was semi hard. Although we had played a bit in the car, I found myself thinking more and more about how fucking good it was going to feel to have Mark take his time on my body, and give my badly neglected pussy exactly what it needed.
After dinner we went to the house and after Mark had brought our bags upstairs, the four of us sat out on the deck and talked some more over coffee. Mom had remarked about me not changing into something a little more comfortable but I had been thinking about my brother unwrapping me all day, and wanted to stay in what I was wearing, after all black and red were my brothers favorite on me. By this time Mark was about all I was thinking about; it was just about ten pm and I could feel myself beginning to tremble in anticipation.
As if reading my mind Mark announced that he had been up since five and was going to call it a night. After giving Mom a kiss on the cheek he gave me a quick hug, and whispered in my ear to stay outside a little while and spend some time alone with the folks. It was everything I could do not to follow him straight upstairs, but he was right, and I guess I didn't want to make it look bad. Fortunately for me Dad began yawning about ten minutes later and went to bed himself, within a few minutes after that I told Mom that it had been an emotional day and I was exhausted. Mom said she was beat to and after we walked in together told me she was going to make pancakes for all of us tomorrow before I had to go to work.
Once again it took everything I had not to run up the stairs to my old, and now I suppose new bedroom. On the way by Mark's old room I stopped and gently touched the door; it was locked. Just like the old days I thought excitedly. I entered my room locking the door behind me and smiled; there were several candles lit on the nightstand and bureau. I walked over to stand before the bureau and as I was taking off my watch Mark came through the bathroom and walked up behind me.
My breath caught in my throat as I saw that Mark had already removed his shirt and the sight of his powerful build complete with that perfect six pack stomach sent a wave of moisture through my pussy. Mark encircled my waist with his arms and pulling me gently back into him rested his head on my shoulder where he nuzzled his face into my neck. Reaching up behind me, I took my long hair, and pulling it to one side, leaned my head to the side giving Mark access to the soft creamy skin of my neck.
I moaned softly as Mark's lips found that skin and began sliding back and forth, placing soft little kisses from the bottom of my neck right up to my ear lobe, which he nibbled on playfully.
"Ohhh that feels sooo good Mark." I cooed as he pulled my collar to the side and kissed the spot where my neck met my shoulder.
""I've waited a long time for this sis." Mark whispered in my ear.
"Yeah little brother? You been waiting to be with your big sister?"
"Not just that sis but this."
As he spoke, Mark reached up and putting his hand along my cheek, gently turned my face so that I was looking directly at the mirror in front of us.
"Look at you Megan, you are absolutely beautiful."
I looked at our reflection, and as I had done earlier smiled at what I saw there; I did look good but better than that was how good my brother's face looked next to mine.
"We're beautiful." I said to him and turning my head kissed his cheek.
Mark turned into me, and our lips met in a long passionate kiss. I broke the kiss and started to try to turn around so that I was facing him, but Mark grabbed my shoulders and turned me back towards the mirror. Before I could protest Mark's hands went to the top of my blouse and started slowly undoing the buttons.
"Just watch." He whispered.
I did watch, as Mark's hands worked their way down, and after undoing the last button slid back up and grabbing the top of my blouse slowly slid it from my shoulders. Mark's hands then came back up, lightly running his fingertips up my arms. I sighed in pleasure, as reaching the top, Mark's hands met at the back of my neck and sliding down undid my bra. I began breathing heavier as with deliberate slowness Mark grabbed the straps and pulled them down my arms.
At this point I could hear Mark breathing heavier as well, and his hands were trembling in excitement. Finally Mark let the bra drop away and we both moaned, as for the first time in over half a year my brother cupped my small but perfectly shaped tit,s and began fondling them. I watched in the mirror as Mark once again bent his head to my neck while his large strong hands squeezed and played with his big sisters tits.
"Ohhhh yes." I moaned as Mark's fingers found my hard pale pink nipples.
After teasingly rubbing his fingers across them, Mark grabbed the silver barbell,s and started to gently twist them back and forth just hard enough to stretch the sensitive skin. Mark was making soft moaning sounds in his throat as he sucked on my neck and fondled my tits, and I found those little noises of pleasure to be almost as big of a turn on as him playing with my tits. Reaching down between us, I gave Mark's cock a hard squeeze, and then unzipping my skirt let it fall to the floor to join the rest of my clothing.
"Damn you look hot sis." Mark said in my ear. "You... ohhh yeah that's nice."
Mark moaned, as leaning back I started grinding my ass into his rock hard cock. I also could feel my pussy getting wetter by the minute at the sight of myself, in just my thong, leaning back into my brother's muscular body while his fingers toyed with my nipples. Mark had been spending a lot of time at the beach and his tanned skin looked incredible against my ivory complexion. Getting impatient I reached up and grabbing Mark's left hand tugged down on it. Taking the hint Mark slid his hand down across my soft stomach, then as I held my thong to the side, dipped down between my legs and stroked my sopping wet pussy.
"Ohh little brother, oh yeah I... oooooh"
Mark's fingers had found my swollen clit and started to rub it between them.
"Oh that's right Mark," I whispered. "You play with your big sister's pussy."
I groaned again as Mark's finger's left my clit and slipped inside of my overheated pussy. Grabbing his forearm as I had in the car, I began grinding my hips, driving his fingers deeper up inside of me. As good as it felt I was definitely ready for more, and stepping away from Mark I turned to face him and wrapping my arms around his shoulders leaned up and locked my full soft lips to his, and gave him the long lingering kiss that I had been thinking about for far too long. Mark's arms slid around my waist and pulled me tightly to him as our tongues entered each other's mouths. I started sliding side to side causing my hard nipples to rub across my brother's muscular chest, and Mark moaned softly as I started playing with his hair while still kissing him. I began rubbing my hands along his powerful arms and shoulders, marveling at how hard Mark's muscles were. Speaking of hard, I let my hands drop down, and stepping back, unsnapped his jeans and after unzipping, them dropped to my knees tugging them down as I went to the floor.
"Sit back on the bed little brother." I told him.
Mark certainly didn't have to be told twice. Taking a couple of steps back he sat on the foot of my bed, then watched, eyes wide, as I crawled over to him on my hands and knees. When I reached him I sat back on my knees, between his legs, and grabbing his dripping cock, began to rub it up and down the side of my face. Mark's cock was as hard as it had been in the car but this time rather than just shove it down my throat I took my time. After rubbing it along my face, getting both of my cheeks delightfully sticky in the process, I lifted his cock and ducking my head began to slowly tongue his balls.
"Oh sis that feels so fucking good."
"Yeah little brother?" I asked. "You like your nasty big sister sucking on your balls?"
"Oh yeah."
"That's good little brothe,r because let me tell you, your nasty girl sister has been dreaming of these balls and this cock for a long time now."
I swirled my tongue around Mark's balls one more time, then starting at the shaft, ran my tongue slowly up the length of his cock, and after sucking the tip into my mouth for a minute, went back down the other side. I licked up the side again, but this time unable to hold back anymore put my mouth over the head of my brother's cock and took him all the way down my throat.
"Damn that looks good." Mark said as I started bobbing my head in a slow steady rhythm.
I moaned around Mark's cock as I felt his hands begin to run through my hair while I blew him. Those moans turned into a sharp squeal, as Mark dropped his hands down and gave my nipples a hard pinch. I picked up the pace and began rubbing his balls as Mark's fingers stayed on my nipples, gently teasing them. I had my eyes closed and was in total bliss, on my knees sucking on my little brother's cock, and thinking about all the time we needed to make up for. I started sucking even harder when Mark grabbed my face in his hands and whispered;
"As good as that feels sis, I can't wait anymore. You need to get on this bed so I can taste my big sister's pussy."
Oh how good that sounded! After taking Mark's cock down one more time, and sucking it so hard my lips smacked when I pulled it from my mouth, I stood up, as Mark quickly took my place at the foot of the bed. Mark immediately dropped to his knees, and after slipping my heels off brought my left foot up, and after rubbing it across his face, started gently sucking my toes into his mouth one at a time. I moaned as Mark took his time swirling his tongue around each one, then after running his tongue down the bottom of my foot switched to the other one.
As Mark's tongue worked over my other foot, I grabbed the sides of my thong and slid it over my hips.
"You can go back to my feet later little brother." I told him. "But for right now, you know where that tongue needs to be."
Mark reached up, and after pulling the thong off and tossing it aside, put my feet up on his shoulders, and with an eagerness that caused me to moan loudly, my brother leaned forward and plunged his tongue into his big sister's soaking wet pussy.
"Oh yes!!" I cried out.
"Shhhh!" Mark said
"Oh shit!" I began. "I... ohhhh"
Mark had slipped his tongue back inside, and holding my thighs, started shoving his face back and forth, tongue fucking my hot little hole.
"Oh yeah, little brother, you love that pussy don't you?"
"It's my favorite pussy." Mark whispered as he pulled his tongue from my pussy, and with a deliberate slowness that made me whimper in anticipation, began to slide his tongue up through my wet lips towards my sorely neglected clit.
"Ohh you are a naught boy." I told him. "Sucking on your big sister's pussy."
Mark finally reached my clit and started slowly swirling his tongue around it. I reached back, and grabbing a pillow, put it under my head so I could lie back and watch the incredible sight of my beautiful brother between my creamy thighs his face buried in my smooth pink pussy.
"Ohhhh Mark, oh how I have dreamt of this!" I moaned.
After that I couldn't speak; I just lied there sighing and moaning in total ecstasy as Mark took his time, licking, sucking, and fingering, giving my grateful pussy the attention it had been sorely lacking. Mark knew my body like no other lover ever could, and played pussy like a violin, bringing me right to the brink, then backing off and starting me over. Had I not cum in the car this would have driven me nuts, but right now I felt as if I had died and gone to heaven.
Mark was moaning softly as well, fully enjoying the taste of his sister's pussy dripping in his face. Looking down I could see Mark's enormous prick standing straight up between his thighs, and as amazing as his tongue felt, this nasty girl knew what she needed, and she needed it soon.
"Oh please let me cum little brother!" I moaned. "I need to cum nice and hard, so my pussy will be all hot and wet for when you fuck me!"
"Yeah sis?" Mark asked. "You miss your little brother's cock?"
"It's my favorite cock!" I told him then added; "Make me cum and fuck me Mark I've waited long enough."
Mark still followed his big sisters orders well, immediately sucking my clit rapidly in and out of his mouth while plunging two fingers deep into my pussy. As Mark began working my pussy with a vengeance, I grabbed the barbells in my nipples, and started twisting them back and forth, harder and harder each time.
"Oh, oh oh yeah..."
My legs began to shake, and I could feel my orgasm building yet again, except this time I knew I was going to cum. Mark was sucking my clit so hard his lips were smacking, and he was driving his fingers in and out hard enough to border on painful. I let out a low groan, and arched my back off the bed, straining for what was going to be the hardest orgasm I'd had in close to a year. With no warning, Mark brought his other hand up, and roughly slammed his finger up into my ass.
I went off like a rocket. Turning my head I bit the pillow, and through my clenched teeth let out a long wail of pleasure. The orgasm tore through my body like a runaway train; I clenched my thighs around Mark's head, trapping him between my thighs, as I thrust my hips wildly into his face. Mark was still somehow sucking on my clit, and his fingers were buried deep in both my holes, causing the orgasm to keep sending powerful waves though my pleasure wracked pussy. I howled into the pillow like and animal, biting down so hard my jaw was beginning to hurt.



I arched my back, and let out one more long high pitched squeal, as the last of the orgasm flowed through me and I collapsed back into the bed gasping for breath.
"Oh..oh my god!" I got out in between breaths. "That was fucking amazing I...oh fuck yeah!!"
Once again I cried out loudly, as Mark had jumped to his feet, and grabbing my ankles, spread my legs wide open and drove his massive cock into my steaming pussy.
'Oh oh oh!" I gasped. "Oh fuck Mark easy!!"
I hadn't had anything bigger than a finger up there in months, and to have ten plus inches of cock suddenly jammed up there was positively painful. Mark thrust himself slowly in all the way then holding it there a minute began to slowly work it in and out a few inches at a time.
"Oh yeah," I whispered. "Just like that, let me get used to it."
Mark moaned as he slowly pulled it all the way out, and eased it back in. The third time he did it my brother let out one of those adorable little whimpers that he made when he really needed it.
'Yeah little brother you miss your sister's pussy?"
"Oh I need it." Mark moaned out sending a shudder through me.
"Yeah?" I asked. "You need your favorite pussy?" I smiled "It was your first pussy wasn't it little brother?"
"Oh yes."
"Best one you'll ever have and don't you forget it!" I told him.
"Oh yes." Mark whimpered again, as he gave me another deliberately slow pump.
I moaned as I felt my pussy stretched to the limit, completely stuffed with my brother's long thick cock. I looked up and smiled at the mixed look of desire and frustration on my brother's face, it was killing him to go this slow. My gaze shifted to Mark's dark hands wrapped around my ankles, holding my legs up and wide open, and I decided that my little brother had waited for his big sister long enough.
'Go ahead little brother." I told him. "Go ahead and fuck your sister, give it to her nice and hard."
As soon as I said it I turned my face back into the pillow, and just in time as Mark reared back and slammed his enormous cock full force into my tight little pussy. I moaned and squealed into the pillow as Mark began pounding the shit out of me. My brother had opened his arms all the way out, spreading my long legs to the point where I was all but doing a split, and he was burying himself to the hilt with every thrust. I had my head half turned into the pillow, but keeping my face partway uncovered, so I could enjoy the incredible sight of my brother as he fucked me.
Mark was sweating and every muscle in his shoulder's arms and chest were glistening with it as they flexed with every powerful thrust of his hips. Mark's eyes were lit up in pure lust, as he took in the sight of his big sister spread wide before him, taking everything he had. Mark was beginning to breathe heavier, and I didn't think it would be much longer, which in a way was a good thing, because I wasn't sure how much more I could take this time around. On the heels of that thought however ,the nasty girl in me came out, as I realized that before Mark came he needed to give it to me in my favorite position.
"I want to get on my knees!" I gasped out to him. "That's right I... whoa!"
I yelped in surprise, as Mark pulled out, and shifting his grip to just my right leg, unceremoniously flipped me over onto my stomach. Not that I was offended of course, as once I was on my stomach, I immediately pushed up onto my hands and knees and pushing my ass out over the side of the bed said;
"There you go little brother, you go ahead and fuck your big sister the way she needs it!"
Mark grabbed my hips, and in one smooth motion, drove the length of his cock into me so hard, I cried out again before I could get my head down into the pillow. Mark was absolutely hammering me and I was all but screaming into the pillow. By now though I was getting used to it, and with each hard thrust I was getting that delicious mix of pleasure and pain. Reaching back between my legs I began rubbing my clit as Mark continued his relentless assault on my poor little pussy.
Mark began gasping with each thrust, and I begged him to hold on;
"Oh please Mark just a little longer! Oh let you big sister cum on that cock oh please!!"
Mark groaned as he began to try to fuck me hard, but hold back as I sped my fingers up, and moaned into the pillow. Mark was fucking me so hard I could feel his balls slamming into my pussy, and I began to gasp in between the loud moans as I felt myself getting close.
"Yeah come on little brother!" I urged him. "Take that pussy! It's yours you know! That's right Mark your big sister's pussy is yours for the taking, go ahead and claim it!!"
"Oh sis please cum!" Mark begged. "I can't hold I... ohhh." Mark let out a whimper that sounded so pathetic it sent me over the edge.
I screamed into the pillow as the orgasm crashed through me, and as I began to buck wildly against him, Mark let out a cry of his own, and I felt his cock explode, sending a huge hot spurt of cum deep into his big sister's pussy. We both moaned as my pussy convulsed around his spurting cock. I let out a long sigh of pleasure, as I felt Mark continue paint the inside of my pussy with his cum, oh how good that felt!
The last wave of the orgasm went through me, causing my pussy to contract around Mark's cock, and getting a whimper from him as it milked the last few drops of cum from his cock. I let myself go falling flat on my face on the bed, and a moment later Mark all but fell onto the bed next to me. We both laid there panting for a few minutes, until finally I rolled over onto my side to look at Mark, who was lying on his back his eyes closed.
"Damn I missed you Mark!" I told him.
"Same here sis." He shook his head. "Holy shit I came hard."
I smiled at him, as I knew what was next, and I had been dreaming about it as much as I had about sex.
"You tired Mark?"
"Oh yeah."
"Will you hold me?" I asked.
"Megan," Mark said turning to look at me. "I have waited months to hear you ask me that."
I leaned over and gave him a long deep kiss. After I pulled away I shook my head and whispered;
"Naughty boy, you smell like your big sisters pussy."
Mark laughed, and I rolled over onto my side waiting in anticipation for the moment I had longed for. I didn't have long to wait, as a moment later, Mark pulled the sheet up over both of us, and lying on his side reached out, and putting his arm around my waist pulled me into him. I sighed contentedly as I felt my back rest against Mark's chest and he nuzzled his face into my neck.
"Just like the good old days, no little brother?"
"Yeah." Mark said softly then added; "Megan I missed you so much."
"I know Mark me too I..."
"Not just the few months in the hospital Meg but before that I..." Mark stopped, and I could hear that he was getting emotional. "I missed my sister Megan, she was... she was gone for a long time."
I could feel Mark's tears on my neck, and reaching down I grabbed his hand where it was resting on my stomach, and squeezed it tightly as my own eyes filled up.
"She's back now little brother." I said my voice tight with emotion. "Your big sisters back Mark."
"Please be okay this time Meg." Mark said, and my heart broke, as he let out what sounded like a small sob. "I... I can't go through that again I..." Mark trailed off then taking a deep breath added; "I'm sorry sis you don't need to hear..."
"Yes I do Mark." I whispered. "I need to hear how much you need me. I need to know how much you and Mom and Dad love me. I didn't think anyone could want or love me anymore and you showed me I was wrong, and I love you too little brother."
"We'll all always love you sis, just remember that." Mark said and kissed me gently on the neck.
"I will Mark, and I want you to remember something."
"What's that sis?"
"That your sister's back Mark and she's here for good." I squeezed his hand harder. "I promise you your big sister will never leave you again."
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Part 6: Megan's Journey Continues.
I pulled into my parking spot behind Mitch's and, getting out of the car, stretched my arms over my head wincing at how stiff I was. It was one am and had been a long ass day. The start to it was pleasant enough as I woke up at six am with my beautiful sister lying naked in my arms. Although Megan had been staying up to all hours painting, and seemed more asleep than awake, she didn't seem to mind me slipping first my fingers, then my cock into her insatiable little pussy.
As she had been doing every morning during the two weeks she had staying with me, Megan got up with me for a little while; first sitting and reciting the Ave Satanna with me, then having a cup of tea and asking what I would be doing during the day. I could tell she was exhausted and wanted to go back to sleep, but wanted more to stay up with me. Ever since she had talked me down from making the mistake of a lifetime, going after Max, my sister had been spending as much time with me as possible and I have to say I was enjoying it.
Max, I frowned and, leaning back against the car, pulled a cigarette out and lit it. Mistake of a lifetime was what I had just thought. I kept telling myself that my sister was right; I would have been risking an amazing future to put that animal out of his misery, but on the other hand, deep down there was a part of me that still wanted to do it. The thing that scared me most about that was I couldn't even blame The Voice for those thoughts, as, true to its word, it had been nowhere to be found. To my surprise I found myself a little put off that there was no sign of it.
Several times in the last two weeks while meditating I had gone into my attic to find the door to the Voice's room wide open, the room itself completely empty. I had checked all the other rooms, even risking, not only the room of pain, but also removing the brace that held the dog's door shut and taking a quick peek inside. The room of pain contained only that, an assortment of bad memories.
Before I could step out a couple of them leapt out at me. I was assailed by the vision of walking into my mother's room at the age of five and seeing her naked with her face in the lap of a man I had never seen. When mom had seen me she had yelled at me to leave. The man seeing me quickly jumped up and pulling his pants up yelled something at my mother and, after throwing some money at her, stormed out. My mother had given me a hell of a spanking and told me to never come into her room again. I was also struck by one of the most recent additions to the room; the terrifying image of the needle marks I had seen in Megan's arm several months ago.
The dog's room was pitch black and contained the musky aroma of a large animal. I could see nothing at first but after hearing the stealthy sound of padded footsteps turned to see a pair of blood red eyes regarding me from a corner of the room. As I stood looking into those burning eyes the dog let out a low growl, that was so deep and powerful I could practically feel the room vibrate, at which point I quickly exited making sure to rebar the door. The Voice was not present in either room and I found myself wondering where the hell it could go. Had it created its own room somewhere that I couldn't find?
I would have thought that I would be thrilled to be without The Voice, but somehow was disturbed by its absence. As I stood there smoking it occurred to me that it wasn't so much that I was upset it was gone, the problem was it had left on its own, which meant it could just spring up again whenever it wanted to. This also proved the room I created for it really had no hold whatsoever. Apparently it really could come and go when it pleased. The only hole in that theory was if that was the case why would it leave me alone for prolonged stretches of time?
I shrugged and, dropping the cigarette ground it out with the heel of my boot, decided to enjoy the night air a little longer as I recalled the day. After my morning romp with my sister I had worked out for two hours, and then had gone back and picked Megan up to go visit Doug and Denise. The visit had gone well except I got stuck helping Doug clean out his garage, which consisted of him pointing at things then conveniently having to go back into the house for something while I moved them. From there I had my Tai Kwon Do class, which on Saturdays featured open sparring.
This was one of the few times I missed the Voice. When I needed to I could always, as I had done at Carson's, "slow things down". Well when I tried that today nothing happened except for me getting whacked in the head while I was waiting for it. I fought four times, winning them all; although the last one, a full contact match, had been a tough one against an ox of guy who was slow as hell but had to weigh three hundred pounds. I won on points, which I was not thrilled with as I had really gotten some hard shots in and I don't think he even noticed, on the other hand he had landed some vicious body shots that eight hours later I was still feeling.
I had gone home to shower and had panicked when I didn't find Megan there, but when I went into the kitchen found a note on the fridge that she had gone out to supper with Tommy. Megan came home at six, but I had only enough time to give her a kiss and tell her I'd see her later as I had to work the door at Baby Head tonight. My shift was six to midnight and it was boring as hell, not that as tired as I was I wanted any trouble, but the occasional brawl did at least make the night go by. Then again who was I kidding, the thought of my sister's long legs, full lips, and smooth pink pussy waiting for me at home had made for a long night as well.
On that note I sighed and went upstairs to my apartment. When I entered I had fully expected Megan to be in the living room painting, especially since I had seen the light on from the street. The living room was empty, although Megan's easel was set up and some of her paints were out. I approached the painting and shook my head. Megan was painting the "Tortured Soul" that she had sketched while in the clinic, she had finished most of the monsters but hadn't gotten to the river and the boat with its sole occupant yet. I was in awe at how detailed the painting was, how eerily real. Megan was talented beyond belief and I had no doubt would be famous someday.
Turning from the painting I felt another twinge of unease. Megan had been doing amazingly well the last two weeks; going to meetings every night, staying away from bars and clubs, and even just sitting and sipping at a soda when she kept me company at Mitch's. Still in the last couple of years Megan had pulled several vanishing acts. Usually right after a stretch like this when everything seemed great and it finally seemed she was getting her shit together. The next step in the pattern would be her slipping and either getting drunk or doing a few lines, then rather than get back up and try again she'd feel terrible and, too guilty to face me or her parents, would leave.
In the beginning she would just hide out at some friend's houses, and then resurface. The last few times however had been New York and usually with Tommy, who had a bunch of party hound friends up there. I took a deep breath and seeing the bathroom door closed went over and lightly knocked. I didn't get an answer and opening the door slowly half expected another note in lipstick on the mirror. The bathroom was empty and the twinge became a sinking feeling. Of course the last time Megan had disappeared it had been after drugging me and taking my rent money, by far the lowest point she had sunk to.
I was turning to head for the bedroom when I happened to glance into the small kitchen and see another note on the fridge, walking slowly over I picked it up half expecting it to be some type of good bye letter. Instead it read;
Little Brother,
Was getting tired so I figured I would call it a night. Feel free to wake me up!
With a sigh of relief, I went into the bathroom and, after taking a quick shower, walked naked over to the bedroom door and quietly let myself in. The room was aglow with the flickering light of the several candles that were on the nightstands and, as I gently closed the door behind me, my eyes were immediately drawn to the sight of my sister lying in my bed. Megan looked absolutely amazing; she was lying on her stomach, her ivory skin a beautiful contrast to the black sheet drawn up to just under the small of her back, just low enough to expose her Baphomet tramp stamp tattoo. Just as sexy was her long raven black hair fanned across the smooth flesh of her back.
Megan's long extremely well shaped right leg was sticking out from the covers and as I slowly approached the bed, my cock rising with each step, my eyes eagerly devoured that long leg starting at her bright red toe nails and ending at her creamy upper thigh. I made my way to the side of the bed, and after very gently getting onto it, lied down on my side. After taking another moment to admire the soft curve of Megan's back, and of course to inhale her strawberry scented hair.
Leaning over I placed a gentle kiss on her shoulder, then sliding her hair away from it, placed another on the back of her neck.
"Hmmm." Megan groaned then asked softly;
"Little brother, are you looking for something?"
"Nah," I replied as I began kissing the middle of her back between her shoulder blades. "I'm pretty sure I found what I want."
After saying that, I slid down the bed so that my lips could trail all the way down to the small of her back.
"Ooooh." Megan cooed. "Are you getting fresh with your big sister?"
"Damn straight I am."
Tossing the sheet off I rolled over and slid even further down the bed so that I was lying between Megan's legs.
"Yeah Mark, you ohhhh!"
Megan groaned as spreading the cheeks of her amazing ass I flicked my tongue teasingly across her asshole.
"Oh look at you, being a bad boy and tonguing your sister's ass!" Megan whispered.
As she spoke Megan drew her other leg up under her, lifting her ass higher and giving me better access to her smooth pink pussy. Sliding my tongue from her ass I trailed it down between her wet lips to find and lightly tease across her swollen clit. As she let out a soft sigh of pleasure I breathed deeply, inhaling the intoxicating scent of my sister's pussy. I could feel my hard cock pushing down into the mattress and I had to resist the urge to just slide up onto my knees and just start fucking the shit out of my extremely hot big sister.
Instead I let my tongue wander back down and plunge into her soaking wet pussy. Keeping my tongue rigid I pushed it in and out several times then stopped.
"Aww," Megan whimpered. "Please don't stop little brother."
I pushed my tongue inside and held it there. Taking her cue Megan began to rock slowly back and forth pushing my tongue in and out of her hot little hole. As she continued to help me tongue fuck her Megan reached down between her legs and spreading her pussy open for me said;
"You know where that tongue needs to be little brother, be a good boy and suck on your sister's clit."
Pulling my tongue out I whispered;
"Damn that looks good."
Megan hadn't just spread her lips but had pinched her clit between her long red fingernails framing it perfectly for me.
"Oh yeah Mark, oh baby just like that!" Megan gasped out as my eager tongue started swirling in slow circles around her hard clit.
As my tongue worked its magic I spread Megan's ass further apart and, sliding my right hand down, dipped two fingers inside of her dripping pussy. As Megan groaned and her hips started rocking back and forth into my face again, I worked the middle finger of my left hand into her unbelievably tight ass.
"Oh, you like that don't you little brother?" Megan asked as pushed her ass back, driving my fingers deeper into her. "You love knowing you're the only one that can touch your sister's ass!"
My response was to start pumping my fingers in and out of my sister's tight little holes, while sucking her tender clit hard into my mouth. Megan moaned in pleasure as I began rapidly working her clit in and out of my mouth, matching the rhythm of my fingers. Megan's hand left her pussy and I knew she had slid it back up to join her other hand to play with her nipples. Megan's breath started coming in short gasps and I could feel her thighs starting to tremble against my pussy soaked cheeks.
"Oh, oh right there Mark!" Megan moaned out in between those sexy little gasps. "Oh don't stop ohhhh I'm almost there!"
Sucking her clit into my mouth harder than before I held it there swirling my tongue around it. At the same time I pressed the finger that was in her ass against the ones in her pussy through the thin flesh that separated them. With a long loud squeal Megan began to cum. I squeezed her ass harder and buried my face even deeper into her gushing pussy so I could keep sucking her off as her hips began bucking wildly in my face.
"Oh Mark of please keep licking oh my, Ohhh!"
I was moaning myself as I felt Megan's pussy and ass contracting around my fingers. Even better than that was with each contraction my face was being coated with more and more of her sticky cum. Feeling her orgasm cumming to an end I couldn't resist pulling my fingers out and plunging my tongue back into her steaming slit. Megan let out a long shuddering moan and I felt her go limp in my face. I swirled my tongue around inside of her pussy, lapping up even more of her delicious juices.
"Hmmm," Megan cooed. "Someone likes how his sister tastes." She moaned again as I slowly slid my finger from her ass then said;
"As good as that feels little brother, you know what your nasty girl needs now."
As she spoke Megan drew her legs up all the way so that her knees were tucked up under her stomach and her small beautifully shaped ass was pointing up in the air. I let out a sigh of anticipation as while I got to my knees my eyes locked onto my sister's pussy, which was so wet it was dripping down her thighs. By this time my cock was so hard it was aching and with no hesitation I grabbed her hips and in one smooth motion buried my cock deep inside of my sister's amazing pussy.
"Oh fuck yeah!!" Megan cried out as I drove myself so far into her I could feel my balls slap against her wet pussy.
Grabbing Megan around her narrow waist I started slamming the shit out of her. I would have loved to have taken my time and teased her with my cock, but I needed my sister's pussy and needed it bad. Megan didn't seem to be complaining, as she was letting out loud yelps of pleasure each time my huge dick pounded into her incredibly hot tight pussy.
"Oh yeah little brother!" Megan exclaimed. "Oh look at you fucking the shit out of your big sister!!"
Looking was exactly what I was doing; admiring the sight of my long thick cock sliding in and out of my sister's welcoming flesh. Megan's pussy was so wet my cock was not only glistening with it, but was making a moist sucking sound every time I pulled out and slammed myself back inside. I moved my hands from my sister's hips and, placing them on her back, started pushing down onto her back in rhythm with my thrusts so that she was bouncing back up into me and my cock was being driven into her even harder.
"Yes!! Oh yeah Mark you slam that fucking pussy!!"
"Yeah sis?" I asked her as I continued to shove her down into the bed. "You like your little brother fucking the shit out of you?"
As I spoke Megan pushed herself up against my hands, getting up onto her hands and knees and, turning her head, looked at me over her shoulder. My breath caught at how hot Megan looked; her long black hair was hanging in her sweat streaked face, but through it I could see her all but transparent blue eyes staring at me with a look of pure lust in them. Megan's mouth was open as she panted and moaned with every pump of my hard cock, and as I watched she licked her full lips and shouted;
"Come on Mark, don't hold back, take it!! Claim your big sister's pussy, go ahead and... mmm."
The rest of what Megan was going to say went into the pillow as, leaning forward, I grabbed her wrists and yanked them back causing her to fall face first to the bed. I pulled Megan's hands back until they met at the small of her back, quickly grabbing both her thin wrists in one of my hands. I reached down and, catching a hand full of her long sweat dampened hair, pulled on it bringing her face back up as I reared back and started really hammering into her hot little box.
"Oh shit!!" Megan yelled. "Oh goddamn that's hard!!"
"You think that's hard sis?" I asked.
Letting go of her hair I leaned back onto my right hand and, pulling hard on Megan's wrists, brought her up onto her knees. I was bent back as well resting on my elbow and at this angle my cock was driving almost straight up into her.
"Oh my fucking god that's deep!!" Megan screamed as I started thrusting my hips up into her.
I was pumping my sister with everything I had and at this point her yelps contained that delightful mix of pleasure and pain that drove me wild. As I stared at Megan's hair plastered against the sweat streaked ivory skin of her back, and listened to her whimpers of pain mixed with loud squeals of pleasure, I could feel myself getting close to cumming. Leaning back as far as I could I gave Megan's wrists a hard yank, causing her to cry out sharply in pain.
"Oh ow!!" She whimpered then, knowing exactly what I was looking for, yelped out; "Oh please little brother! Oh please it hurts!! You're hurting me, oh please stop Mark, pleeeeese!!"
Hearing my sister begging me to stop and moaning in pain sent me over the edge. I gave her a couple of more savage pumps that elicited another delicious wail of pain wracked pleasure, then, unable to hold back anymore, I buried my cock balls deep into her incredible pussy and felt myself explode inside of her.
"Oh damn!!" I groaned loudly as I felt the first enormous shot of cum shoot deep up inside of my sister's already sopping wet pussy.
"Oh yes oh give it to me baby!!" Megan shouted.
I moaned again as Megan began bouncing up and down on her knees driving my spurting cock even further inside of her. I moaned again as I continued to paint the walls of my sister's amazing pussy with my hot sticky load. As good as it felt Megan made it even better as she whimpered out;



"Oh every drop, ohhh your big sister loves it when you cum inside of her!"
I let out a whimper of my own as, looking down, I saw that I had cum so much that there was some of it spilling out of my sister's overflowing pussy and down the length of my cock. I let go of Megan's wrists and she fell forward onto her hands and knees, causing my cock to spring free with another one of those sexy wet sucking sounds. With a long satisfied sigh Megan rolled over onto her back and, looking up, gave me one of those adorable huge crooked smiles of hers.
"Damn, I'm going to bed before you from now on!"
Before I could respond Megan looked down at my cock and, shaking her head, said;
"Now little brother you can't lie down with your cock all messy like that! Why don't you bring it up here and let your big sister clean it up for you?"
With that Megan opened her mouth and waggled her tongue invitingly at me. Not needing to be told twice I crawled up the bed and, swinging my left leg over Megan's chest so that I was straddling her, slowly dipped my semi erect, cum dripping cock into my sister's waiting mouth.
"Hmm-mmm." Megan groaned.
I moaned as well as my cock was sucked into her warm wet mouth where her tongue began swirling around my shaft. I rocked my hips slowly, sliding my cock in and out of her mouth. My hips twitched as Megan sucked hard on just the tip of my cock and I could feel a couple more drops of cum trickle out. Megan pulled her mouth from my cock, her lips making a loud smacking sound and, smiling up at, said;
"All gone!"
"Damn." I said softly, all but falling down onto the bed next to her.
I had lied down on my back and turned to see Megan propped up on her elbow looking at me.
"Tired little brother?"
"Oh yeah." I said already feeling my eyes begin to close.
"Hey Mark?"
"Yeah sis?" I asked, trying to avoid sighing, Megan was a night owl even more so than myself and the sex had probably woke her up.
"Listen um, I was thinking." She hesitated then said; "Look Mark I was thinking of spending tonight at Tommy's."
I turned to look at her, trying not to let the disappointment show on my face.
"Really? I thought you guys weren't really seeing each other right now."
"Yeah I know I wanted to take some time, but he's been taking me to the meetings and he was telling me the other day how much he's missed me and," She let out a sigh;
"Honestly Mark I've been here for two weeks and I don't want it to look funny. Before you say it Tommy gave up his apartment and he's staying with his parents in the basement apartment there so he's not as tempted to mess with the coke anymore and his dealers won't come around so you don't have to worry about that."
I nodded, she was right of course, sooner or later it would look funny, it had just been so nice to have my beautiful big sister to wake up to every morning. Not just for the sex either, but just how amazing holding her and being held by her felt. As close as I was to Krissy at one point, and even in the first few months with Cynthia when we were an actual couple, I had never come close to feeling as close to either of them.
"Besides," Megan pointed out. "I'm sure Cynthia has missed you, I mean it's been a couple of weeks."
At that I put my head down and smiled sheepishly.
"Well, now that you mention it." I told her. "I may have um slipped off to Cyn's place for lunch a few days ago."
"Mark!" Megan exclaimed although she was smiling. "You were with her when I was spending the night?"
Before I answered I couldn't help but smile at the memory of that day; waking up between Megan's thighs, fucking the shit out of Cyn in the afternoon, and then finishing the night off by fucking my sister again. I then looked at Megan and noticed she was looking around as I tried to meet her eyes. I smirked at her and said;
"Oh and I suppose that when Tommy's been whining about missing you, that you haven't caved?"
Megan tried to keep a straight face then laughed.
"Well, we may have caught a quickie after the meeting a couple of nights ago."
I shook my head as I knew damn well Megan was thinking what I had been. Starting and finishing with me and Tommy in the middle. Not for the first time I thought that my sister and I truly were a couple of sick puppies.
"Anyways Mark," Megan continued. "I don't want to stay with Tommy more than a night. I mean I'm not really sure where we stand, except he's definitely closer to me than I am to him and don't want to let him think that it might go back to it being serious." She shrugged "You know, like you and Cynthia."
"Yeah," I frowned. "You know lately sis I've been thinking about it just being Cyn, she really is good to me."
Megan smiled.
"But Mark then you couldn't make any money from Mrs. Robinson the lawyer!"
"True." I said nodding and, let's face it, the money wouldn't be why I wouldn't want to give Robin up; the woman was smoking hot and insatiable.
"You know Mark, Mom and I were talking today when you were helping Dad, she'd love me to come back and stay with them." Megan put her head down as a look of sadness came over her.
"But Dad still doesn't trust me and I can't blame him." She sighed then smiled a little. "Mom does want me to spend the weekend though so I figure I'll stay with Tommy tonight, go there, then come back here on Monday and stay for a few days is that okay?"
"Yeah," I answered, although I'm sure I didn't sound overly enthusiastic. "You're probably right, it's just been great having you here." I laughed. "Reminded me of the old days at the folks."
"No sneaking here though." Megan said and smirking added. "And I don't have to bite through the pillows when you're fucking the shit out of me."
Megan stared at me then reaching out she gently caressed my cheek with her long nails and said;
"I'll miss you too Mark, but you know it has to be this way."
She had an odd look as she said that last part and I understood it fully; the two of us could never be an actual couple, for obvious reasons, but I would be lying if I didn't say there were times when I wanted to say fuck it and try anyways. On the heels of that thought was the inevitable concern of getting caught, it would end my career before it even started.
As I thought about it I watched Megan and was sure she was thinking along those lines, although for her it was the idea of her parents finding out. Three years after it had happened and Megan still felt guilty to lying to them after we had been caught in that hotel room.
I could see it in her eyes that my sister was getting upset. In order to head off another of those melancholy funks she was prone to slip into I extended my arm and said;
"Come on over here sis, your little brother wants to curl up with his beautiful big sister."
With a huge smile Megan immediately rolled over to me and, lying on her side, draped her long leg over mine and, wrapping her arm around my waist, gave me a kiss then, with a sigh, rested her head on my chest. I sighed contentedly as I wrapped my arm around her shoulders and nuzzled my face into her hair. Reaching down with my other hand I grabbed Megan's hand where it was resting on my stomach and gave it a squeeze.
"Hey Mark?"
"Yeah sis?"
"I'll make a deal with you."
"About what?" I asked.
"Seeing as I won't be here for a couple of days, if you sleep in with me and don't get up to go to the gym early, you're nasty big sister will more than make it worth your while."
"Deal!" I laughed.
"Good." Megan said. "I love waking up with you."
Megan was quiet and after a couple of minutes as I felt my eyes begin to close I whispered;
"Love you sis." I said quietly.
"Love you too little brother." Megan said softly.
Megan was true to her word, as my morning started by waking up to the sensation of sister's soft wet tongue teasing across my left nipple. I opened my eyes and let out a sigh as I felt Megan suck my nipple into her mouth. I slid my hand up from her shoulder and ran it through her long hair. Megan lifted her head from my chest and, turning to look at me, smiled and said;
"Oh good you're awake, I didn't want to start sucking your cock until you could enjoy the show."
With that Megan slid down the bed and rolled over my leg so that she was lying between my thighs. Grabbing my rapidly hardening cock in her right hand Megan dipped her head beneath it and started gently sucking on my balls as she began slowly jerking me off.
"Oh damn that feels good sis." I groaned as her tongue swirled across my balls then started trailing its way up the length of my shaft.
"Yeah little brother? You like your nasty big sister sucking on your balls?"
"Oh, yeah I do." I whispered.
Despite the fact that Megan had been blowing me for the last three years, the sight and the taboo of seeing my big sister lying between my thighs tonguing my huge dick never failed to give me a thrill. Megan had parted her full lips and was now sliding her mouth up and down the length of my cock. My hips twitched as she flicked her tongue across the tip before slowly descending down the other side of my shaft.
"Hmmm, I love this cock." Megan moaned as she began rubbing it along the sides of her face.
"Oh that looks good." I told her.
My cock was dripping and my sister's cheeks were now glistening with my precum, as I watched Megan touched the tip of her tongue to the head of my dick and pulled back, taking a long string of my sticky fluid with her.
"You want me to suck on your big cock little brother?" She asked.
"Yes please."
"Ooooh," Megan cooed. "I love when you say please. Well you were very good to me last night little brother so you just lie back and enjoy."
With a wink Megan placed her gorgeous lips around the head of my cock and with deliberate slowness took my cock an inch at a time into her amazing mouth. I moaned as I felt Megan's lips touch the base of my shaft, where she began to swirl her tongue around my cock while slowly shaking her head back and forth. After holding me deep down her throat Megan slurped her way back up to the tip, then began rapidly bobbing her head up and down, taking me all the down each time.
"Oh shit sis, damn you can suck cock!" I told her.
"Mmmm hmmm." Megan agreed as she began to suck even faster.
I lied there moaning as I watched the incredible sight of my sister completely devouring my huge dick. Megan was moaning as well and she was grinding her hips into the bed, totally turned on to be blowing her little brother. I started to breath heavier as my sister wrapped her hand around my cock and began jerking me off as she continued to suck on me. I reached down and pulled Megan's hair from her face and as I did she looked up so that she was staring me in the eye as she continued to work my cock with her talented mouth.
Megan pulled my cock from her mouth and, looking up at me through her eyelashes, pouted and in that little girl voice that drove me crazy said;
"Little brother, I'll suck you off if you want, but I'd really like to feel that big dick in my tight little pussy." She pushed her lips out even further. "Can your naughty sister ride your big cock little brother?"
"You can do anything you want to me sis." I told her, fully meaning it. It's not like I wasn't going to make out one way or another, all I knew was that I was going to get to cum and damn hard too, it would just be a matter of where.
"Oh thank you sir!" Megan answered and getting up onto her hands and knees began to make her way slowly up my body.
I smiled at the sight of my naked sister crawling up from between my legs. Megan was low enough that her hard nipples were caressing my stomach and chest. I let out a moan as I felt her sopping wet pussy slide across my cock. Bracing her hands on my chest Megan swung her legs one at a time over my hips so that she was straddling me. I went to reach down and guide my cock inside of her, but Megan shook her head and whispered;
"Put your arms over your head."
Smiling I did as she said and, leaning forward, Megan grabbed my hands with her own, pinning them to the bed. As she held me down Megan bent forward and started sliding her hard left nipple lightly across my lips. I opened my mouth and started flicking my tongue across it causing Megan to let out a soft sigh if pleasure. It was then my turn to moan as Megan started sliding her wet pussy across the length of my cock. Each pass she pushed down, allowing my throbbing cock to almost but not quite slide into her hot wet pussy.
"Oh please don't tease sis." I begged as she switched off and started swinging her right nipple across my mouth.
"Oh I loooove when you beg little brother."
With that Megan slid her wet pussy along my stomach then, sliding back, caught the tip of my cock between her lips and slowly eased down into it. We both sighed as my sister worked the length of my cock deep up inside of her and started rocking back and forth on top of me. Megan leaned down and, catching my lips, gave me a long lingering kiss, her tongue pushing into my mouth to caress mine.
Breaking the kiss Megan let go of my hands and, placing hers back on my chest, started bouncing straight up and down on my cock, driving it even deeper into her. I looked down between our legs enjoying the sight of my soaking wet cock sliding in and out of Megan's perfectly smooth pink pussy. Reaching down with my left hand I placed my thumb on her clit and started rubbing it in small circles.
"Oh yeah, oh look at you being good to your sister!" Megan cried out.
Megan started slamming herself up and down harder and faster and, having already been sucked on for quite awhile, I could feel my legs start to tremble and my cock begin to twitch as I felt myself getting closer and closer to cumming each time my sister drove herself down on top of me.
"Oh damn sis," I groaned. "Oh you feel so fucking good!"
Megan could sense me getting close and, looking down at me, pouted and whimpered;
"Oh please hold on little brother! Oh please let your big sister cum first!" She smiled. "I'll give you a treat!"
Knowing what that meant I started rubbing my finger across her clit even faster and, bringing my right hand around her hip, spread her cheeks apart and managed to get the tip of my finger into her ass. The next time Megan slammed herself down on top of me my finger shot deep up into her ass and sent Megan off like a rocket.
"Oh fuck yeah!! Oh oh ohhhh..." Megan threw her head back and screamed so loud I was glad the bar was closed or someone might have called the cops.
Megan thrashed wildly on top of me as her pussy convulsed around my throbbing cock and she let out a series of sharp cries of pleasure. I closed my eyes and turned my head, trying to avoid the sexy sight of Megan's eyes rolling back in her head and her beautiful tits bouncing up and down. I was right on the edge and desperately trying to hold off to get my treat. At that moment I felt my cock getting even harder and whimpered as I knew I wasn't going to make it.
My sister however knew my body even better than I did and, as soon as I whimpered, reached down and, grabbing the base of my shaft, squeezed it tight.
"Oh ow!" I groaned as Megan had stopped me just before I was going to begin cumming.
Quickly swinging her leg over my waist Megan turned and, lowering her head, let my cock go just as she wrapped her lips around the head of it.
"Oh fuck!!" I cried out as I released a tremendous spurt of cum into my sister's waiting mouth.
I moaned and bucked my hips as Megan held her lips to the tip of my cock and her right hand jerked me off deep into her mouth. The faster my sister pumped my cock the more I seemed to be cumming. Megan was sucking as she was jerking and every long hard spurt was going right down her willing throat. Finally with another of those embarrassing whimpers that I could never help, I slumped back into the bed gasping for breath.
Megan gave me one more good hard suck then, sitting up, leaned across my chest and gave me another long kiss before rolling over onto her back next to me.
"See little brother," She said in between breaths. "Your sister is the only thing you should be pumping first thing in the morning!"
Megan then rolled onto her side and, finding myself still tired, I curled up behind her and we fell back to sleep for another hour before the alarm went off. Despite the fact we had already fucked I found myself taking Megan again in the shower, nothing fancy just her bracing her hands against the tiles and me grabbing her hips and pounding the shit out of her until, once again, I exploded and painted my big sister's pussy with my cum. Not for the first time I thought that it was a good thing neither of us could have kids.
Afterwards I took Megan to breakfast then, when we came back, I sat and watched her pack enough clothes for the weekend at Doug and Denise's. As I sat there smoking a cigarette I thought once again of how bizarre our relationship was. The fact that we had sex was, of course, wrong in itself, but that we did it while seeing other people was pushing it even more. I found myself wondering if we always would, I shook my head and smiled at the image of myself at thirty five or so, married to a beautiful woman and her saying to me;
"Your sister's coming to stay again? Wow Mark you guys really are close!"
I had laughed out loud and when Megan asked what was so funny I told her; she said the only thing funny about it was the idea I would ever get married. After thinking for a minute I realized she was right. When she had finished packing I grabbed Megan's bag and walked her downstairs to the old Celica that Tommy was letting her use; Tommy of course drove the brand new Camaro his rich daddy had bought him for his birthday six months ago. Megan's meeting wasn't until six but she was going to go over the folks place and have lunch and spend some time with Denise while Doug was working then go with Tommy.
"You gonna miss your sister?" Megan asked as we stood next to the car.
"I always do." I told her.
Megan smiled and hugged me tightly to her. I wrapped my arms around her shoulders and we stayed there for a couple of minutes. As Megan pulled back from me I leaned forward and gave her a quick kiss.
"Watch out Mark, we're outside." She told me.
I shrugged, no one in this neighborhood got up before noon.
"Mark, you gonna spend some time with Cynthia?"
"Maybe why?"
Megan shrugged.
"I just don't want you to be alone that's all." She smiled. "Besides you were saying you were maybe thinking of dating her again." She stopped then with a sigh added;
"I just want to make sure you're okay Mark, that you won't... well you know."
I looked at her questioningly. Megan rolled her eyes.
"You won't get stupid will you?"
Max. She was talking about Max, as I thought about it; I realized that since that night she had stopped me Megan hadn't let me out of her sight, only going to meetings when I was working. Looking at my sister I felt good knowing that she was concerned about me. I smiled at the thought that my big sister really was back.
"I'll be fine sis." I told her smiling reassuringly.
"Yeah? You'll be okay without me?" She asked again.
Resisting the urge to roll my eyes I nodded and repeated;
"I'll be just fine sis. I always will be."
Megan smiled and giving me a quick kiss on the cheek said;
"Bye little brother I'll give you a call later."
"Promise?" I asked.
"Promise." Megan said as she got into the car.
I watched Megan pull away and sighed, I wasn't lying I would be fine. Megan and I were finally back to the way it used to be; the two of us watching out for each other and nothing, not even getting revenge on Max, would be worth losing my sister.



Mitch's was slow as hell that night and I was sitting at the bar shaking my head as I saw it was only eight o'clock I had come down at six and immediately gone over to Cynthia, who looked hotter than ever in a skimpy tank top that showed off her huge tits as well as leaving her flat tanned stomach bare, and short black skirt with knee high boots. Coming up behind her I wrapped my arms around her waist and whispered in her ear;
"Cat's away, would you like to play?"
Cynthia's answer was to reach down behind her and give my cock a hard squeeze through my jeans as she tilted her head up and kissed my cheek.
"Damn straight I do." She said.
I spent the first hour cleaning the tables and then shot some pool with a couple of the regulars before finally giving up and sitting at the bar reading Crowley's Book of Lies At one point I looked up as I heard Cynthia loudly clear her throat and when I did she flipped her skirt up, showing me black lace thong that left her full round ass all but bare. I made a show of slapping one of my hands hard against the other and Cynthia immediately straightened up and gave me an adorable little pout.
I winked at her and went back to trying to concentrate on the book, Crowley fascinated me, but after every couple of paragraphs the words would be replaced by the image of spreading Cynthia's ass and burying my tongue in her red haired pussy. I had just reached over the bar and, grabbing the bottle of Jack poured myself a shot, when the phone rang and the night went to hell.
Cynthia grabbed it on the second ring and as soon as I heard her say;
"Yeah Tommy, he's here hold on."
As soon as I heard Tommy's name mentioned I felt all too familiar sinking feeling in my stomach. It'll be okay, I told myself, maybe he's just making sure I don't mind if Megan stays after I kicked his ass a couple of weeks back, just wants to let me know he's not into anything and my sister will be fine with him.
"Mark it's for you." Cynthia called out leaving the receiver on the bar.
I took a deep breath and, as I walked behind the bar, continued to reassure myself; Megan was doing great, she had promised me it would be different this time. Still I found myself picking up the phone as if it were going to bite me.
"Yeah Tommy?"
"Hey listen, Mark," Tommy began, and this time my stomach plummeted, I could tell in his tone something was wrong. "Is Megan with you?"
I swallowed hard and said softly;
"She's supposed to be with you Tommy."
"Yeah well she hasn't shown up for the meeting yet and I..."
"The meeting was at fucking six!" I snapped into the phone. "You decide to call me two fucking hours later?!?"
"Whoa, hey Mark," Tommy was all but stuttering. "She called and said she was going to dinner with her folks and she would meet me for the eight o'clock one. It's only a few minutes past." He paused and sighed;
"I already tried their house and Doug said she left there before he even got home, Denise said around three."
I closed my eyes and tried to stay calm. As I did Tommy continued;
"Megan told Denise she was going to see me."
Five hours I thought, she had a five-hour head start.
"Tommy does she still have your car?"
"Yeah why?"
"Report it stolen now."
"Yeah but Mark I don't want her to get in..."
"She's already in trouble you asshole and I'm sure she's heading for more, now call the fucking cops. I'll be there in ten minutes."
"Hey Mark," Tommy sounded panicked. "This isn't me man! I've been clean I..."
"I'm not coming to beat you, you fucking pussy!" I yelled at him. "I'm coming to pick you up so you can take me to some of the places she parties, maybe we can catch her."
"Oh," Tommy said with obvious relief. "Well I know some places but you know Mark she was hanging with some bad ass motherfuckers, I mean they can really handle themselves I..."
"Hey Tommy, ask Carson if I can handle myself. I'll be there soon, now call the police."
I hung up the phone and turned to Cynthia, who looked at me shaking her head.
"Is your sister missing again Mark?"
"I'll find her." I told her. "Call Mitch if you need help later, I don't know when I'm coming back."
"Okay Mark," Cynthia caught me by the hand as I walked by and, as I looked at her, she whispered; "Be careful Mark, please."
"Oh trust me Cyn, I'm not the one who gets hurt, ever."
I got to Tommy's in record time and, as I beeped and waited for him to come out, I closed my eyes and called out in my mind;
"Where are you?" I hesitated and added; "I need you."
There was nothing.
I opened my eyes as Tommy climbed into the car.
"I called Betty and she hasn't seen her since yesterday," He began already lighting a cigarette with shaking hands. "I tried a couple of other people and so far no one's seen her since she came back." He shook his head. "She was doing great Mark, she really was."
During the next three hours Tommy and I hit over a dozen clubs and several houses where he knew people partied. There was no sign of Megan at the clubs and no one at any of the first few houses had seen my sister. The fourth place we stopped however belonged to a guy named Butch who was one of the bigger dealers on the East Side and, as I stood there looking around, Tommy asked him if he'd seen Megan. Butch nodded and said he'd run into her at the gas station and had invited her back for some "fun" as he put it.
Tommy tried to ask him another question but Butch told him to screw it, wasn't his fault Tommy couldn't keep his girlfriend on a leash and he was done talking. Butch quickly changed his mind as a moment later I had his arm up behind his back, an inch away from breaking it.
"I'm not Tommy you prick," I hissed in his ear. "Where the fuck is my sister?"
"H-hey man easy!" Butch whined into the wall that I had his face pushed into. "Look she came back here and she asked if I had any candy, so I mean, well, I asked if she had any, so we did a few lines and fooled around and next thing I know she starts getting all fucking freaky, saying she fucked up again and something about facing people. I tried to get her to calm down but she got dressed and took off."
"When?" I asked. Please let it not been too long ago.
"Shit man, maybe around six."
Over four hours ago and she was in a car.
"Hey man," Butch continued to speak into the wall. "I hope you find her, I mean I was just having fun and..."
"Hey Butch?" I asked.
"Y-yeah Mark?"
"Go fuck yourself."
With that I pulled his head from the wall and slammed it back into it. I did it once more before I stepped back and let him fall to the floor.
"Jesus Christ Mark!" Tommy snapped. "What the hell's wrong with...?"
Tommy never finished as I swung and hit him in the face, sending him sprawling.
"Find your own way home you piece of shit." I told him.
Tommy looked up at me wiping the blood from his mouth.
"Mark I didn't do this, I..."
I reached down and grabbing his collar stared into his eyes and said softly;
"You set her on this path. Everything she has done since is on your head." I nodded and then added; "If they ever find my sister dead of an overdose Tommy, you won't live to hear about it."
I quickly stepped back as I could feel myself wanting to start swinging and knew full well I wouldn't be able to stop. The dog was growling in its room and there was a part of me that wanted to let it out. I walked outside and, getting into the car, waved at Tommy who had followed me out as I peeled away. I needed to calm down, I shouldn't have hit Tommy, it wasn't his fault, but I needed to take it out on someone.
Once again I looked into my mind and sought The Voice, it would know what to do; it always did. As had been the case before I could feel no trace of it. I felt another wave of nerves go through my stomach as I realized that this time I really would be alone. I arrived back at Mitch's where Cynthia was waiting for me; she looked upset as if she had been crying. I went up to her and, before I could even ask, she started talking;
"Mark! Megan was here and..."
"When?"
"A couple of hours ago but," Cynthia shook her head. "Mitch came in a few minutes after you left and sent me out to Baby Head to get a few bottles of things we were low on. I told him what was going on and he said he would watch for Megan."
"So what happened?" I asked already knowing it wouldn't be good.
"I was gone about an hour, when I came back in Mitch said Megan had come strolling in like nothing was wrong and when he told her you were running around worried about her she rolled her eyes and said she had just run into an old friend and went for dinner and then she went upstairs."
Cynthia put her head down.
"I went right up there and started knocking but there was no answer so I went out back and there was no car." She put her head up and I could see she had tears in her eyes. "I think she got her stuff and left."
"Oh you stupid fuck!" I snapped out loud.
Megan had played it perfectly; she had known I would go looking for her and had come by and, seeing the car gone, had come in. It had worked out even better for her that Cynthia was gone.
"I'm sorry Mark," Cynthia said. "I shouldn't have gone, I wouldn't have left her alone, I..."
"It's not your fault Cynthia." I told her quietly. "She would have found a way or, if not, just left without her things."
I turned and walked towards the backroom.
"I'm going upstairs."
"Mark?"
I turned to her.
"Why don't I come up tonight and keep you company, you look like you could use it."
I looked at her and wanted to tell her yes. I didn't want to be alone, and Cynthia would stay all weekend if I wanted her to. As I continued to think however I realized that this was where the problem was in the first place; needing someone. I had loved Krissy and ended up breaking both of our hearts, I loved Megan dearly and now, for the second time in less than two months, Megan had hurt me, now Cynthia wanted to get close to me. I shook my head and said;
"Thanks Cyn, but I need to be alone."
"Yeah but Mark..."
"Good night Cyn I'll see you tomorrow night."
I went upstairs and immediately saw the note pinned to Megan's unfinished painting. I walked over and pulling it off read it;
Mark, once again I'm sorry, but the tormented journey of my own soul continues. No matter what I do I feel empty. I tried little brother, I really did, but I need something to help me get through and don't want you to have to see it. I'll call you soon, please don't hate me. Megan.
Feeling numb I walked over to the couch and sat down. Turning Cyn down had left me completely alone for the first time I could remember, no Megan, no voice. After a half hour or so I went into the bedroom and laid down staring at the ceiling. I closed my eyes even though I knew it was useless and spent the next hour or so trying to fall asleep. Finally giving up I got up and, after lighting several candles around the room and sitting cross legged on the bed, began to meditate.
After awhile my mind began to relax and I found myself thinking about fate, destiny and where my sister and I had gone wrong. The obvious answer was that we were weak and unappreciative of the second chance that life had given us. Megan's weakness of course was more glaring; her addiction overcoming her once again. Now that I thought of it, perhaps it had been fate that had caused her to steal from me. Had my sister not done that I would have never gone to the Green Bar and run into Max.
Following that train of thought, I realized that The Voice had been right; Max had been put there as a reward, a way to exorcise my demons. I had thought Max a test, but now I knew that the true test was my sister being sent back to me to talk me out of it. I had failed that test, allowing my love for my sister, and fear for my future to stop me from achieving my revenge. Now it made sense; once Megan had caused me to fail, she fell again. Fate had used her to test my will and I had come up wanting, failing to practice Lex Talionis, the law that my beliefs were based upon.
I was getting ready to open my eyes when, for the first time in over two weeks, I felt that odd sensation of being watched;
"It's not too late." The Voice whispered.
"Where were you?" I asked out loud.
"Waiting for you to man up and grow a pair!"
"I'm sorry I was weak." I whispered. "You were right, I failed."
"It's not over yet Mark," The Voice said calmly. "We can still get him, we know where he is."
"Yeah," I said then, unable to help it, blurted out. "I'm worried about Megan."
When I said it I expected the Voice to either start screaming or threatening to go away again, instead it said quietly;
"I know Mark, I am too."
"I thought you hated Megan." I said.
"That's not true Mark," The Voice answered. "I love Megan she's our sister."
"But you always tell me to forget about her."
"Because I'm the part of us that knows where to draw the line Mark." It sighed. "I'll tell you what Mark, we'll take care of Max and next time Megan comes back I'll help you help her."
"How?" I asked.
"Not sure yet Mark, but I have never failed you have I?"
"No."
"Okay then, you get me Max and I'll help our sister, deal?"
I took a deep breath and nodded. I felt better already; The Voice was back and I had another shot to make things right. Who knew, maybe when I passed my test fate, as a reward, might bring my sister back and let me help her.
"Maybe Mark," The Voice agreed. "But you have to take it all the way with Max."
"Kill him you mean?"
"Nothing else will do Mark. Can you do it?"
I found myself smiling.
"The dog can."
I felt The Voice smiling back at me.
"Very true, but not at first Mark, Max needs to know why he's dying, so we will have to stay in control for awhile."
"Toy with him." I whispered.
"We have a lot of pain to make up for Mark. It can't be quick."
"Oh," I said smiling at my reflection in the mirror. "It won't be."
"That's better Mark, you can't fight destiny." The Voice laughed. "Now why don't you call downstairs and tell that little pig to come up and take care of you."
"I did want her up here." I told it.
Once again I had the impression that The Voice was smiling. I was smiling as well; it was good not to be alone.
"Then take what you want Mark."
Part 7: The trap is set.
The Green Bar opened at noon but I wasn't able to get there until twelve thirty. It had taken me until this morning to realize that, afraid Megan would find it, I had flushed the coke I had bought from Keith down the toilet. I called Keith at ten and he was more excited to hear from me than he had been the first time. I made him even happier this time, buying twice as much; unfortunately I couldn't meet him until eleven thirty and I found myself hoping that Max's connection hadn't already gotten there.
I sat in my car for a minute and took a few deep breaths, making sure I would be calm when I saw Max. I had been getting used to seeing him, but a couple of weeks had gone by and I had to be certain I would be in control. Today the Voice had said we would play it differently, that when the time came we would end up pissing Max off and I had to be sure I could hold back if Max threatened me. Why we were going to piss him off I wasn't sure, but the Voice said that it would be important later on. I didn't understand, but no longer needed to. The Voice had been there for me for years. Unlike my sister it had never left me, from now on I would just trust it.
When I entered the bar Max was there sitting at the bar with a beer in front of him. I walked over and sat down on the stool next to him.
"Hey." I said simply, as I pulled out a pack of Marlboro's and, tapping one out, lit it. Max turned to look at me.
"Where you been kid? Haven't seen you in a couple of weeks."
"Busy." I answered as I waved the bartender Billy over.
"Hey let me get a smoke." Max said.
Without waiting for an answer Max grabbed the pack and took three out.
"Help yourself," I said sarcastically then snatched the pack away from him. "Things cost money you know."
Knowing me by now Billy brought over a beer and a shot of Jack.
"Fuck the beer, give it to him." I pointed to Max "And get me two more shots."
"Thanks." Max said, sliding the beer over to himself.
Billy brought over two more shots. I did the first one alone then taking the second in my hand slid the third to Max. and held mine up.
"Cheers."
Max picked up the shot and tapping my glass downed it.
"You into some money this week kid?" He asked.
I nodded.
"As a matter of fact I've been doing alright the last few weeks."
As I spoke I glanced over at him;
"I couldn't make it last couple of weeks, your friend still come by on Fridays?"
"Usually about 1." Max told me. "You're in time."
I nodded then, looking straight ahead, smoked in silence. As I did I could feel Max staring at me.
"Hey Mark?"
"Don't look at him."
"Hmm?" I continued to stare away from Max.
"Where did you come from?"
At this point I did turn to look at him.
"What's that supposed to mean?" I asked.
Max shrugged.
"Never saw you before, then you show up and keep coming back, now you're looking for a hook up."
"You think I'm a cop?" I asked. Max looked as if he were thinking.
"I don't know, you look pretty young, how old are you anyways 22?"
"Around that." I told him.
"What's your last name?"
"Let's get him going Mark."
I turned away again.
"My business." I replied.
"Hey," Max said grabbing my arm "Look at me when I talk to you."
I froze; I knew that tone, had been hearing it in my sleep for years.
"Not yet!"
I slowly turned my head towards Max.
"Move your fucking hand." I whispered softly.
Max stared at me, his eyes widening as if he couldn't believe what he had heard, as he stared I exhaled my cigarette directly into his face.
Max jerked his head back and as he did I yanked my arm free from his sweaty grip.
"What the fuck's your problem?" Max demanded.
"I don't like to be touched." I said "I also don't like twenty questions. Fuck Max, we hang out and have beer, you don't need to know shit about me."
"You know kid I've told you before about that mouth."
"Max, I just gave you cigarettes, a beer and a shot and you grab me like an asshole and start wanting my life story, I think you got the problem today." I smiled and continued;
"But I guess you're a little antsy aren't you Max? Waiting on your connection, has it been awhile?"
Max looked at me.
"I just wanna know your game Mark, you're here for somethin' kid."
Once again I shrugged.
"I told you what I'm here for today."
At that point Billy came over to grab the glasses and, before I could order more, Max sighed then finally said quietly;
"I know you don't I?"
I hesitated and I felt the Voice do the same. A minute later it laughed;
"Oh this is perfect! Play along Mark, see where it goes."
"What makes you think that?"
Max shook his head.
"More a feeling than anything, look at me for a minute."
"Fine." I said and locked eyes with him.
As I focused on Max's watery blue eyes I felt a strange burning sensation in my own and somehow knew the Voice was making them darker. A moment later I felt it again. Max squinted at me.
"Hey.." He began then stopped as I felt the burning again.
"What the hell was that?" Max asked.
"What?"
"Your eyes just changed color."
I laughed.
"You high already Max? Well, do you know me or not?"
"Maybe not, I'm just jumpy, got burned by a narc before."
Before I could answer the door to the bar opened and a tall thin black man came in. I smiled as I realized I knew him; his name was Jake and he sold for Carson, a nickel and dimer, but then again at a place like this that's all you could get. This was perfect, what would be the odds it would be someone I knew?



"Destiny, Mark Destiny."
I watched as Jake sat down at a table with a couple of guys for a couple of minutes. Next to me Max was staring at Jake his mouth working as if chewing, but there was nothing in it. I had seen Megan do this; geeking they called it.
"That's your guy?" I asked.
Max nodded, still fixated on Jake who had just been given an envelope. He looked inside and counted the contents slowly, enjoying the anxiousness of his customers. After a minute I saw him pass a small packet under the table.
Jake rose and began to head towards them.
"Gonna give me a nod Max?" I asked.
"Yeah sure." He said.
"Max my man." Jake said as he reached them.
"Jake." Max said, already reaching into his pocket. I glanced over at Billy who was watching TV.
"No worries kid, Bill looks the other way." Max told me then spoke to Jake.
"Hey this kid's new here, and he needs a little something."
"Yeah?" Jake asked looking at me "New faces make me nervous Max."
"He's cool Jake,been hangin here awhile, and wants to sample the local flavor."
"Yeah well hey, a friend of Max, well you know." Jake said and put his hand out to me. I ignored it and said;
"Damn Max I thought you had taste."
" What?" Max asked as Jake pulled his hand back looking pissed.
"C'mon Max," I said shaking my head. "This is one of Carson's bottom feeders. Shit's cut more than a deck of cards."
"Hey asshole I don't know who you are but you're interfering with my business here." Jake said as he turned to Max.
"You got my money?"
Max nodded and began counting out twenties, his hands were shaking.
"Pathetic piece of shit."
"Hold on Max." I said "I can get you better than this."
"Knock it off kid." He said as he finished counting his money. "I thought you wanted a hook up."
"I could get stronger in the candy store." I said.
"You know what you little fuck?" Jake snapped." You need to take a walk before you get hurt."
"Yeah Mark," Max chimed in. "Cool it, you don't want any fine but..."
"Hold on." Jake said staring at me. "Mark?"
"That's me." I said smiling at him.
Jake stared at me looking me up and down his eyes lingering on my tattoo's.
"Megan's little brother." He said softly.
"In the flesh." I said, then smirking asked; "How's Carson these days? Still smiling?"
"Jesus man," Jake said putting his hands up in a go easy gesture. "We have no problem here, none at all."
"What the hell's going on?" Max asked.
Jake ignored him telling me.
"Hey Mark,no one's been near Megan, trust me, Keith put out the word."
"Really?" I asked."I heard last blow she bought was from some tall skinny nigger who works the Olnyville area."
"You heard wrong man." Jake said "I haven't seen her in months, she don't hang around here."
"Jake?" I asked.
"Yeah?"
"Get the fuck out of here. I won't allow my friend here to waste his hard earned money on your watered down garbage."
"Yeah well listen Mark, this is my spot and... hey!!"
Jake jumped back as I stood up quickly.
"It's still your spot Jake," I said shrugging. "You're just a sale short today, unless of course you want to fuck with me." I smiled wickedly. "Your teeth would make a nice necklace."
"Enough bullshit!" Max snapped as he put his money on the bar. "Jake, I'll beat you myself now, who are you more afraid of?"
"Hey" Billy yelled. "Take that shit outside if yo got a problem."
"Well?" Max asked.
Jake stared at Max who was literally twice his weight and towering over him then at me where I was leaning against the bar. I smiled and tapping my teeth winked.
"Listen Max." Jake said quietly. "I can't, not today."
"What?!?" Max went to grab him and Jake quickly jumped back.
"Max I'm not kidding!" Billy yelled.
Billy was approaching them, the bat that he kept behind the bar in his right hand. Max spun to face Billy and I stepped back; Max had the look. His face was beet red, his eyes bulging he was practically spitting when he spoke;
"Mind your business Billy!" Max yelled, the few other customers were all standing in anticipation. As Max had turned away Jake ran out of the bar.
"Train's leaving Max." I told him. Max turned around just in time to see Jake go through the door.
"What the fuck!" He yelled then spun back to me. "You little fucking runt." He paused, breathing deep.
"Outside!" He snarled. "Now!"
"Calm down Max." I said quietly.
As Jake had done, I put both my hands up palms out, the only difference was between the middle and index fingers of my right hand was a small white packet. Max hesitated staring at it.
"Oh yes Max, come and get it."
"Come on Max." I said to him. "Let's take that walk outside."
Without waiting for a response I calmly walked towards the door, knowing Max would follow. I exited the bar and walked along the front, and around the corner where I stopped and leaned against the wall. Max came around the corner seconds later.
"What the hell are you doing?" He asked. "And where did you get that?"
I smiled at him.
"You're right Max. I do have a reason for being here the last couple of weeks. You see I represent some new blood in town and I'm looking to stake some new claims so to speak."
"You deal?" Max asked.
As he spoke he was looking at my hand trying to see if I still had the packet(,) the way a dog would look for a treat from its master.
"I do Max, and trust me when I tell you I have better stuff than you're buying from Jake, waaay better my friend."
"Why didn't you say anything?"
I shrugged.
"I needed to see whose spot it was. Were not big enough to take on some of the big boys, but Jake's nothing and so is Carson."
"Is that how Jake knew you?"
"Yup."
"He was afraid of you."
"Carson and I had words a few weeks ago. Someone got hurt, it wasn't me."
"Yeah you look like you can handle yourself."
"And you, you fat fuck."
"Anyway Max, thing is what I have is so sweet and so pure, and I am so sure you'll want more that the first taste is on me my friend."
I put my hand out as if to shake and, as Max did, I passed the packet to him.
"Yeah?" He asked sliding his hand into his pocket. "That good?"
"I'll give you my number, you'll be calling tonight and you can get just as much from me as Jake with that two hundred you have, but mines twice the bang, trust me."
"This all you have with you?" Max asked.
I nodded.
"That's all I have until Sunday so save your money Max, play some pool if you need to because we will be doing business."
"Who's your man?"
I laughed.
"C'Mon Max, I'm not stupid. Just try it out on the house and we go from there."
Max nodded.
"Yeah we'll see if it's that good."
"Fair enough," I told him. "Hey come with me for a sec."
I crossed the street to my car with Max following.
"Damn kid this is a nice ride."
I opened the driver's door and, sliding in, turned the key and revved the motor. Max whistled;
"Shit kid that's something you must be doing alright."
"Business is good Max, know why?"
"Cause it's the best shit out there?"
"Now you're learning." I smiled realizing I was enjoying myself. Reaching into the glove compartment I removed a pen and a small pad and wrote my name and phone number.
"Call me when you want more." I said passing the number to Max.
"Yeah alright kid," Max reached in and clapped my shoulder hard with his hand. "You take it easy."
"I take it anyway they'll give it to me Max." I said with a wink.
I closed the door as Max laughed and waved to him as I pulled away.
"Got him Mark! We fucking got him!"
Part 8. Mark puts on a show.
Unlike last night Mitch's was pretty busy. Mitch was hosting a "reunion" with a bunch of his biker buddies from New York. Because there had been trouble when he had done this a couple of years ago the bar was closed to the public tonight so the entire crowd were current or former hells Angels.
There were probably close to two-dozen people at the bar and around the tables, which wouldn't have been too bad had Cynthia been on with me, but I had forgotten that she had needed the night off to go to Boston for a family thing. Mitch was there but may as well have not been as, rather than staying behind the bar to help me, was out at one of the tables shooting the shit with his old cronies. Mitch's friends drank like fiends, and, the fact Mitch was letting every other round be on the house, helped with that. I had been running all night and was barely keeping up.
In a way I was glad to be busy as it kept my mind from spinning about Max. I had spent the rest of the day feeling as if I were in a dream. Did I really just set a man up to come to my place and kill him? I had thought that if anything I would be nervous and worried, especially considering I had no plan whatsoever as far as how I was going to dispose of close to three hundred pounds of dead meat. Yet I found myself feeling excited, as if killing Max was what I was meant to do and it would be the trigger to bigger and better things to come.
The Voice was excited as well, talking all day long about how, when the time came we would meet our destiny head on and become so much closer than what we were now. I wasn't sure I understood but found I didn't really care. All in all I have to say I was feeling pretty fucking good, the fact that I was doing shot after shot myself while serving wasn't hurting either. The only thing that could have made the night better would be Cynthia being here. As hyped up as I was I had been looking forward fucking the living shit out her. Not only fucking her but completely controlling her as well, treating her like the fucking whore she was. Because it had slipped my mind that she wasn't going to be here, I wasn't even wearing underwear, hoping to try to get her to blow me behind the bar like she had once before.
I was so worked up just thinking about it that my cock kept getting hard to the point that I was beginning to scan the crowd to see if there was someone else there I could take it out on. There were maybe a dozen or so women there, all a lot older than me, but most of them still pretty good looking. The only problem was I was in the mood for something wild, and Cyn was trained, I couldn't pull that shit with someone I had just met. Then again, I thought as I watched a couple of the biker bitches slut themselves around as the juke box played, they had to be pretty hardcore to be running with a gang.
As if reading my thoughts I heard a voice say;
"Hey baby what's your name?"
I turned to see a woman with long dirty blond hair, and dark brown eyes leaning on the bar to my left. She was wearing a black Harley Davidson tank top with no bra underneath. In addition to her huge tanned tits almost falling out of the top, her hard nipples were all but poking through the thin material. I immediately found myself wondering what she looked like waist down.
"I'm Mark." I told her walking over to stand directly in front of her.
"Tori." She said flashing me a killer smile.
"A pleasure." I said looking directly down her shirt where I could just see the rose colored skin of her nipple.
"I'll bet you are." She said smirking.
"I do what I can." I told her flashing my own perfect smile.
Tori reached out and ran her long red nails down my arm.
"I'll bet you can do a lot."
"Hey watch out pretty boy!" Mitch called from the other end of the bar. "That's a faster ride than you can handle."
At that quite a few of the bikers laughed and, as I looked back at Tori and saw her smirking again, I had the feeling this was a set up. That thought was confirmed when Mitch then called out;
"Hey Mark, I know Red's not here but I think there's a lot of women here who'd still like to see your little show!"
"Hey someone's gotta work around here!" I called out to him.
"Aww, come on Mark." Tori said smiling at me. "You don't want to dance for me? Mitch said you put on a hell of a show." With that she reached out and squeezed my arm. "I've been known to put on a pretty good one myself you know."
As I looked at her I could see a lot of the bikers, men and women both, watching. This was definitely a set up; sending a wild one up here to scare the pretty boy bartender.
"I mean unless you don't want to." Tori said giving me a little shrug. "I mean you are still pretty young."
"Hey Mark, the bitch wants a show, let's give her one."
I hesitated, this wasn't the college crowd and I had a feeling this could become embarrassing.
"Go for it Mark, it's another step in our evolution."
I wasn't sure what that meant and the Voice continued;
"Were not like the rest of the herd Mark, let's give them something they won't forget!"
"Take the bar old man!" I called out to Mitch.
Mitch stood up from where he was and called out to the crowd;
"Everyone's all set for awhile right?"
As the crowd all called out that they were I looked over at Mitch and caught him winking at Tori. Walking over to the end of the bar I tossed a quarter to a guy standing next to the juke box.
"D7." I told him.
I then started to walk around to the other side of the bar to grab Tori and see how much of a kid she thought I was when I started grinding my cock into her ass.
"Oh no pretty boy!" Mitch called. "On the bar," He laughed and added; "Didn't I tell you? This is ladies night!"
As the women all whistled I looked at Mitch, who was rail thin with a long grey pony tail and a permanent limp. Not for the first time I thought that he reminded me of Wade Garrett from Roadhouse. As I continued to stare I also saw he was drunk out of his mind, most of them were. As soon as he had said it Mitch walked away from the bar and waved his arm in my direction.
"Come on girls get up nice and close so you can throw Mark some money, after all he is just a poor college kid trying to get by."
"You'll pay for this old man!" I called out to him.
As Ted Nugent's Stranglehold began to play I looked around and saw all eyes were on me. Over a dozen women had come up to stand right before the bar, and the guys were hanging back a bit, but all facing me. Reaching behind me I picked up the bottle of jack and, tilting my head back, poured a long shot of it down my throat. As I put the bottle back down I saw Tori walking away from the bar. I also noticed the bottom was even better than the top. Tori was wearing a denim skirt that was so short I could see the curve of her ass cheeks, her long tanned legs were well muscled and she was wearing a pair of stiletto heels that looked painful to walk in. As my eyes wandered up I could see the top of what looked like a huge tattoo on her back just over her tank top.
"Let's go pretty boy!" Mitch called out.
"Come on Mark; let's show them not all men are created equal."
Putting my hands on top of the bar I vaulted easily up on top of it, getting a cheer from the women in the front. Springing to my feet I turned sideways and executed a perfect back flip to take me into the middle of the bar, where I started swaying my hips to the grinding beat of the music. Several of the girls whistled and, after I did a quick spin, I dropped to my knees directly in front of one of the women and, pulling my shirt half way up, gave her a little shimmy.
"Oh goddamn," She whispered as she reached out and ran her hand down my chiseled stomach.
Reaching out I grabbed her hand and put it on my crotch where I was already starting to get hard just from having them all staring at me.
"Holy shit!" She exclaimed.
I sprang to my feet and, I strutted down to the other end of the bar to where a blond was waving a ten dollar bill at me. Once again dropping to my knees I reached down and, after letting her tuck the ten into my jeans, then sliding off the bar to sit on the stool raised my arms. Taking her cue she grabbed the bottom of my shirt and tugged up over my head. My cock twitched again as I heard several women whistle and cheer.
The woman who had removed my shirt was staring wide eyed at my chest and, on a whim, I grabbed the back of her head and pushed it into my chest so that her mouth was on my nipple. With no hesitation she opened her mouth and started to tongue it. I turned sideways so the women next to her could get a good look and noticed the blonde was playing it up, making a show of flicking her tongue across my hard nipple.
"Oh you guys are going to be paying!" I heard Mitch yell.
"Yeah we'll see!" Someone responded.
Pulling back I was ready to hop back up on the bar when the Voice piped up;
"What? We don't return the favor?"
Leaning forward I cupped my hands under her smallish tits and waggled my tongue at her. The blond's eyes widened and she seemed to hesitate as I had.
"Go ahead Sherry, show him those tits!" An older woman a few feet away yelled.
Rather than take her shirt off Sherry pulled down not just the edge of the shirt but the top of her bra as well, allowing her tits to pop out. As the crowd cheered I eagerly leaned down and sucked her right nipple into my mouth. Sherry groaned and grabbed the back of my hair as I had done to her. I shifted top her other nipple and, as she had done, made a show of swirling my tongue around her hard pink nipple.
Regretfully I pulled back and, after giving her a quick kiss, hopped back up onto the bar, where swaying back over to the middle again, I made a show of unsnapping my jeans.
"Yeah baby whip that thing out!" A brunette who had to be pushing fifty called out to me.
I worked my way over to her and, pulling my zipper partway down, pulled the jeans to the side to show the edge of my pubic hair.
"All the way baby!" The woman shouted out.
That was a little further than I was going to go at this point. Instead I jumped off the bar landing in front of her and, wrapping my arm around her waist and pulling her close to me, whispered;
"Go on and reach in honey."
I have to say these women were pretty bold as, with not so much as a seconds hesitation, I felt her hand go into the front of my jeans and immediately wrap around my now very hard cock and squeeze it."
"Oh my god!!" She cried out. Then instantly started jerking me off in my jeans.
Unable to help it I let out a moan and started to try to pull away.
"What's the matter Mark?" Mitch laughed. "These women too much for you?"
Before I could answer the woman grabbed the back of my head and pulled me down into a hard kiss where she all but forced her tongue into my mouth. The entire time she was still pumping my cock and, after I moaned again, I did push back away from her. As I did she tried to hold onto me to pull my cock out but my wrist had caught hers and took her hand away.
"Oh come on baby," She said laughing. "You got nothing to be ashamed of."
"You're going to owe me Mitch!" Someone yelled.
"Hey Mark," I heard a female voice call out. "Come on over here and dance with me."
I turned to see Tori standing over near the pool table. As I watched she walked over to one of the thin wooden beams that ran floor to ceiling and, grabbing it with one hand, let her weight go and expertly spun herself around on it. The guys all cheered as she spun herself down to the bottom, crouched down and ran one of her extremely long legs up the pole. From fifteen feet away I could see that she wasn't wearing any panties.
Tori swung herself back up and, after spinning around the pole again, pointed her ass directly at me and wiggled it back and forth. As she did one of the guys leaned over and hiked her skirt over her hips, exposing her bare ass. Tori reached back and, after slapping her ass a couple of times, stood up and, turning to me, smiled and made a come here gesture.
I felt my heart start to beat faster as I realized what was really going on. There were nothing but bikers in the bar and they were waiting for a real show. Mitch used to tell me stories about some of the, pretty much flat out, orgies they would have back in the day and how it would be nothing for one of the women to take on a guy, or sometimes two or three, right in front the rest of the gang. Mitch had made a crack that it took a real man to fuck in front of a roomful of people and I had laughed and said I was sure I could do it.



"That's because we can Mark, if you've got it flaunt it." The Voice laughed again and I was starting to wonder if my buzz had transferred to it. "And baby we got it!!"
"Uh oh," One of the guys called out. "I think you scared him Tori!"
Stranglehold died out to be replaced by the equally grinding beat of AC DC's She's got the Jack
"Come on baby!" Tori called out extending her hand. "Let me make a man out of you!"
"Oh bitch please!!" The Voice made a disgusted noise. "Mark, show this skank we take what we want."
The Voice was right, as was the older woman who had been fondling me, I had nothing to be ashamed of. Not only that but after years of playing the game with my sister I was far more than Tori was expecting. My heart was still pounding in my chest but my cock was also throbbing in my pants as I pictured Tori's smooth pussy winking out from between her legs. Stepping away from the bar I started to walk over to where Tori was and as I did everyone else stepped back a few feet and all turned to face us.
"That's my boy!!" Mitch called.
I noticed he sounded further away and, as I glanced over, I felt my breath catch even more; Mitch was locking the door so no one could walk in.
"There you go baby!" Tori called out.
As I got closer to her Tori put her arms over her head and started swaying seductively to the beat. When I reached her I put my hands on her hips and began swaying with her. Tori put her right arm around my shoulders and, pulling me close to her, started rubbing up against me. My breathing picked up as I could feel her hard nipples rubbing across my chest through her shirt. Tori spun around so her back was to me and, pushing her ass into my cock, started grinding up and down on it.
I wrapped my arms around her waist, pulling her tighter to me, and started thrusting my hips into her.
"Ooooh. someone's excited." She cooed.
Tori leaned her head back and, turning it to the side, began to kiss and suck on my neck. Sliding my hands up from her hips I grabbed her tits through her shirt, getting some whistles from the crowd. Those whistles quickly turned to cheers as Tori put her arms up over her head and I slipped it over her head, exposing an enormous tattoo of a winged dragon across her back. I tossed the shirt to the side and as soon as I did Tori grabbed my hands and placed them over her tits.
I groaned at how good her huge tits felt in my hands. Tori let out a gasp of her own as I found her nipples and started rubbing them between my fingers. Tori reached back behind her and, after squeezing my cock, whispered;
"Not bad if you can use it baby I...ohhhh!!"
Tori moaned as I gave her nipples a light pinch. Grabbing my hands one at a time Tori brought my fingers to her lips wetting them and then placing them back on her nipples.
"Hmmm," She sighed as she let herself lean into me as we continued to grind to the beat. "Yeah baby just like that."
We continued to sway like that for a couple of minutes and, as we turned,I once again saw everyone watch us, most with smirks on their faces waiting for things to get really heavy. They didn't have long to wait as Tori leaned forward and, removing my hands from her tits, pulled away from me and, turning, held her beautiful full tits up, her fingernails framing her rock hard nipples.
"Want them?" She asked.
Leaning in I wrapped my arms around her waist and buried my face into her left tit, sucking her rose colored nipple into my mouth and swirling my tongue around it.
"Oh yeah you suck that tit." Tori moaned.
I switched to the other one and, as I did, brought my fingers up to play with her other nipple. The air conditioner was broke and I could feel myself sweating, Tori was as well and the feel of her sweaty tit pressed against my face was getting me even more worked up. I was so hard right now my cock was beginning to ache and I found myself hoping this wouldn't be some kind of a tease in the end.
Tori pushed my face away from her tits then, putting her arms around my shoulders, shimmied down to her knees and, staying there, placed her mouth over my cock through my jeans.
"Oh damn," I whispered as she started sliding her mouth back and forth.
Tori looked up at me her dark brown eyes staring into mine, pulling her mouth away from my crotch she smiled and reaching up began to unzip my jeans.
"You ready baby?" She asked.
Without waiting for an answer she pulled my zipper all the way down and started to reach into my pants. I looked around and saw over two dozen people staring directly at Tori between my legs. I felt Tori's hand wrap around my cock and her breath hiss out as she felt how thick it was. My heart was pounding even harder and I suddenly felt a twinge of nervousness come over me. Without realizing I was going to do it I stepped back from her.
"I told you Mitch!!" I heard someone yell.
"Aww bring that back baby." Tori said from her knees.
I heard several people start to laugh, and distinctly heard one guy say;
"Never send a boy to do a man's job!"
"Stop fucking around Mark! Show them what you got!"
Quickly reaching down as if it was what I meant to do all along, I grabbed my cock and with a flourish whipped it out, almost hitting Tori in the face with it. By this time the entire crowd had gathered down at this end to be able to see and I smiled at the amount of gasps I heard as I exposed myself.
"Goddamn look at that thing!" One woman exclaimed.
To my delight I noticed the men became eerily quiet, except for Mitch, who yelled;
"Christ kid, no wonder Red's all over you!"
"Ohh baby," Tori whispered, looking up at me she licked her lips and said softly;
"Oh you bring that right back over here."
I stepped back up to her and Tori immediately grabbed it with her right hand and started slowly pumping it. I stifled the moan that was trying to come out as she stroked my throbbing prick. Tori took her left hand and, putting it over the right, started jerking me off with both hands.
"Damn," One of the women standing to my left said; "Two hands and there's more."
Tori looked up at me once more and, leaning over my cock, slowly stuck her tongue out just far enough to slide across the tip of my cock. This time I did moan and a few of the women laughed. Tori however was far from laughing; letting go with her left hand she placed my cock against her face and started rubbing it along first one cheek, then the next. There was a look of absolute lust on her face as she started slowly licking my shaft from top to bottom. I focused completely on her forgetting about the others around us.
Tori reached the top of my cock placing her lips over the tip of my cock and after pulling my jeans all the way down, grabbed my hips and in one smooth motion took my cock all the way down to where I could feel her bottom lip touching my balls.
This time I couldn't even try to cover up the loud groan that came out when, after a few seconds, Tori still holding my hips and using only her mouth, started rapidly sucking my cock in and out of her incredible mouth. Tori moaned around my cock as I reached down and started playing with her nipples. As intent as I was on watching Tori devour my cock like a starving dog would a steak, I couldn't help but become aware of some of the comments flying around the bar.
"She keeps sucking him like that he won't last a minute when he fucks her!"
"Hey Tori suck him off! He's a kid, he can go twice!"
I sat there feeling as if I were in a dream; I was getting an amazing blowjob in front of over two dozen people and they were debating how I should cum. Further adding to that feeling was when several women started chanting;
"Suck that cock! Suck that cock!"
Tori was definitely listening to them as she started blowing me even faster and harder. I was starting to breath heavier and moan even louder, especially when she dropped one of her hands from my hip to start playing with my balls. Suddenly a guy called out;
"Hey Tori, let him be a man and fuck your mouth!"
Another guy chimed in with;
"Yeah it's not like you don't love it, you slut!"
Tori instantly stopped sucking and, holding just the tip of my cock in her mouth(,) placed her hands down on her hips and looked up at me.
"Hmm-mmm." She said.
Totally caught up now, I grabbed two handfuls of her hair and started fucking her mouth fast and hard. Apparently whoever had called her a slut was right as Tori began moaning around my cock as I brutally face fucked her. I was going as hard as I dared and she was easily taking my entire length. The only problem was I could feel my legs shaking and I didn't know whether I should stop or not. The crowd made my mind up for me as they started chanting.
"Suck him off! Suck him off!"
Tori reached up and, grabbing my hips, started pulling me into her mouth and pushing me back again, helping me to fuck her mouth. I let out a loud gasp and several people started to cheer like it was a sporting event. Finally I couldn't hold back any longer with a long loud moan I felt my cock explode into Tori's mouth. The crowd could tell I was cumming and once again were calling out;
"Suck him dry Tori!"
"Take it all!"
Tori was whimpering in pleasure and her eyes were rolled back in her head as I shot spurt after spurt of hot cum down her more than willing throat. When I finally stopped cumming I tried to pull away, but Tori held onto my hips and started sucking hard on just the tip, getting a couple more drops of cum but also causing me to let out one of those embarrassing whimpers. The sound was not lost on the crowd as I heard a woman call out;
"Aw Tori your going to make him cry!"
Tori pulled her mouth from my cock with a loud smacking sound and, turning her head to look at Mitch and several of the other bikers, opened her mouth wide to show she had taken it all.
"You're a good girl Tori!!" Mitch said laughing.
I stood there panting, my legs shaking, wondering what was next. I didn't have long to wonder as Tori stood up in front of me and, walking over to the pool table, shimmied out of her skirt and, sitting on the edge of the table, beckoned me over.
After slipping my boots off and stepping out of my jeans I walked naked over to her. As I did I became aware of every woman's eyes glued to my body. My cock had not gone completely down yet and, as I saw the look of desire on all their faces, I felt myself starting to rise again. Someone else noticed as well as I heard.
"Christ Tori you didn't even tire him out."
"That's why I love them young!" A woman called out.
"Who you kidding?" A guy responded. "You love them if they're breathing!"
When I reached the table Tori smiled and pointed at the floor.
"Just fuck her Mark! Pig like that doesn't deserve anything else!"
"Come on Mark, she took care of you!" A woman yelled out.
As I stood there Tori leaned back and, reaching down, spread her pussy open and slipped one finger inside.
"Come on baby," She whispered; "You know you want a taste."
I couldn't argue, not caring what the guys thought I should do, I dropped to my knees and, grabbing Tori by the thighs, pulled her right to the edge of the table and, draping her legs over my shoulders, eagerly plunged my tongue into her sopping wet pussy.
"Oh yeah baby," Tori moaned. "Oh that's nice!"
After spending a minute tongue fucking her, I slid my tongue through the length of her wet pussy and, finding Tori's swollen clit, swirled my tongue around it before sucking it into my mouth.
"Oh damn," Tori moaned. "That huge fucking cock and you can suck pussy, oh shit Cynthia's a lucky bitch!"
"Hey Tori we can't see!" A woman's voice shouted.
I felt Tori lift her legs up off my shoulders and looked up to see she had hooked her arms around the backs of her knees so that the people standing behind me could watch me tonguing her pussy. Although I had just cum minutes ago I was once again aware of my cock hard and throbbing between my legs. Seeing as Tori hadn't played around or teased, and had pretty much sucked me right off, I decided to return the favor. While sucking her clit rapidly in and out of my mouth I brought my left hand around and shoving two fingers inside began pumping them in and out in time with my sucking.
"Oh, oh yeah baby!" Tori moaned. "Oh suck that pussy, you show these guys what a man you are!"
"Damn straight he's a man," A woman remarked sounding as if she were right behind me. "Look at that fucking back and those arms, goddamn!"
"Shit man, he is going at it!" A guy said from somewhere to the left.
Whereas before I was trying to ignore the crowd I now found myself eating it up. I was on my knees butt ass naked licking the pussy of a woman I didn't even know, a woman who five minutes ago had sucked me off, and was loving every minute of it. As a matter of fact as I continued to work Tori's pussy with my tongue and fingers all I could think of was getting her off so I could fuck her.
If the long drawn out moans coming from Tori were any indication I wasn't going to have to wait much longer. In addition to sucking on her clit even harder and pumping my fingers faster, I took my right hand and, placing my finger at the tip of Tori's asshole, I hesitated. I really didn't know her and wasn't sure if I should or not. A second later Tori gave me the green light moaning;
"Yeah baby shove it up there, you know you want to, you...Ohhhh!"
Tori moaned loudly as I plunged my finger into her tight ass and then started gasping, letting out sharp little yips that sounded like hiccups, her thighs began to tremble and I knew it wouldn't be long now. The crowd knew it as well as first one or two, then several women began chanting;
"Cum! Cum! Cum!"
Tori gave them what they wanted and in style; as throwing her head back she let loose with a loud high-pitched wail of pleasure. Tori let her legs go and, as she wrapped her thighs around my head, she reached down and grabbed my hair, completely burying my face in her soaking wet pussy. As Tori wildly bucked her hips and moaned I continued to suck on her clit. Suddenly Tori arched her back and, as her thighs spasmed around my face, she cried out and her pussy gushed into my face. I pulled my head back and, as I did, she convulsed again sending out a spray of her sticky juices that splattered in my face.
"Damn!" I exclaimed wiping at my face. I had never seen anything like it, my entire face was coated.
Several people laughed and Mitch yelled out;
"Oh by the way Mark, Tori's a squirter!"
"Sorry baby," Tori gasped out propping herself up on her elbows to look at me. "Guess one good load deserves another huh? I... Oh shit!!!"
Tori cried out as, leaping to my feet, I grabbed her ankles and, spreading her legs, plowed my huge cock straight into her dripping pussy.
"Oh fuck!" Tori squealed as, shifting my grip from her ankles, I grabbed the heels of her shoes and extending my arms all the way out, spread her legs to where she was all but doing a split.
"Goddamn that's hot!!" A woman called out behind me.
"I told you mother fuckers you'd be paying!" Mitch laughed.
I drove my cock in to the hilt then slowly slid the entire length out and just as slowly eased it back in. I was teasing the shit out of myself, but was enjoying the look of absolute ecstasy on Tori's face as my massive cock completely filled her hot wet pussy.
"Oh damn that's fucking big," She moaned. "Oh fuck baby, you got a nice cock. You... ohhh fuck yeah!!"
I had teased enough. Rearing back I began to fuck the shit out of Tori as hard and fast as I could. Tori had her head back and was yelping with every thrust of my huge dick and the crowd was loving it several women started calling out;
"Harder! Harder! Harder!"
Tori's pussy was so wet that every time I drove my cock in I could hear a wet squishing sound and I could feel my thighs getting wet as I continued to stuff her with my huge cock. I looked down and smiled at the sight before me; Tori's head was thrown back and she was moaning continuously, her eyes were closed and her mouth open as she gasped with every pump. Tori's huge tits were covered in sweat and sliding back and forth as I slammed the shit out of her.
"Oh, oh yeah Mark!" She cried out. "Oh baby fuck me harder!"
I was going as hard as I could but realized I could go deeper. Pulling my cock from her I stepped back and told her;
"Get on your knees."
That got a roar from the crowd and someone shouted.
"Yeah Mark you fucking tell her! Treat her like a fucking pig!"
Tori smiled and winked at me before rolling over onto her stomach and getting up on her hands and knees.
"The other way." I said point to the end of the table...
Tori did as I asked and, walking around the end of the table, I paused and, bending my legs, slightly leapt straight up onto the table. The crowd whistled but all I cared about was the sight of Tori's well shaped ass and sopping wet pussy pushed up in the air awaiting my cock. I didn't make it wait long as, dropping to my knees, I grabbed her hips and with one smooth thrust of my hips plunged my rock hard cock back into her steaming slit.
"Oh my fucking god!!" Tori screamed. "Oh that's fucking deep!! Oh Oh!"
"Damn," A guy called. "She's screaming like a fuckin' school girl!"
Holding her hips I started fucking her as hard as I could, to the point where her ass was slamming into me so hard we would both probably have bruises in the morning. Tori was squealing loudly with every thrust and several guys were now chanting;
"Fuck that bitch! Fuck that bitch!"
Tori and I were both covered in sweat and gasping for breath, but I had cum only a little while ago and just kept drilling her. As I continued to pound the shit out of her I couldn't help but look around the room, every set of eyes were on us. The women were all but drooling over me and of course the men were mostly looking at Tori, but when their eyes glanced my way they looked at me and I could see envy in their eyes. I really couldn't blame them; I had the looks of a model, the body of an athlete and the cock of a porn star, never mind an above average mind that was going to make me the best lawyer in the state. I was the true alpha, the best of the best.
"Every woman wants us, every man wants to be us."
A movement brought me back from that thought and I saw a woman come up to Tori and hold out a bottle of Jim Beam. I slowed up fucking her as Tori held her head up and the woman poured shot of it into her mouth. When she was done the woman came around and passed me the bottle. As I continued to pound Tori I lifted the bottle and, throwing my head back, poured a double shot of the liquor into my mouth.
Handing the bottle back, I reached down and, grabbing Tori's wrists, pulled her hands back behind her and, holding onto to them, began fucking her even faster and harder than I had been.
"Oh fuck!!!!" Tori screamed out.
"You're making me proud pretty boy!" Mitch yelled. "Look at you take that bitch!!"
"Holy shit he's nailing her!!" Someone else yelled.
I was absolutely hammering away at this point, using all the strength in my hips and lower back. Tori was letting out one long continuous wail and I could feel my legs start to tremble as I was finally getting close to cumming. I let Tori's wrists go and, as she put her hands back out in front of her, I went back to my knees and, leaning forward, placed my hands on her back pushing her back down and her ass further up. I reared back and gave her several more, even harder pumps that had her all but wailing, I gasped and once again the chant went out;
"Cum! Cum! Cum!"
"Oh cum baby!!" Tori yelled. "Oh please cum!!"
Tori's begging sent me over the edge and, after a couple of more savage pumps, I pulled my cock out and was planning to spray her back, but as soon as I had pulled out Tori started to move. I grabbed my cock and squeezed it, holding myself back. Tori rolled over onto her back and, holding her tits up, said;



"Go ahead baby, all over me!"
I let go of my cock and a huge spurt of cum shot out and hit Tori's right tit, covering her nipple and splattering across her chest. Leaning over her I continued to jerk my cock, sending several more squirts of cum across her tit's and stomach. Finished, I leaned back on my knees and, resting my hands on my thighs, sat there with my head down panting. Tori was panting as well, lying on her back on the table, one of her long legs draped over my right thigh.
The crowd was whooping it up, but I wasn't really paying attention to them. A woman came over and handed Tori a towel from the bar and, after taking a minute to wipe my cum from her tits and stomach, she sat up and kissed me.
"Jesus kid." She told me. "You are something."
I smiled tiredly at her but, before I could answer, I heard Mitch call out;
"Hey come on people let's not be cheap huh?"
As I looked up several people threw bills at us that landed on the pool table, mostly tens but I saw a couple of twenties.
"Now," Mitch was saying. "Anyone who bet against Mark pay up!"
I grunted and shook my head as it seemed like most of the crowd lined up to hand Mitch money.
"That's okay hon," Tori said. "My money was on you." She then laughed;
"Well on me really, I mean I figured I could get you going, but you did pretty good on your own."
I glanced at the clock and, seeing it was only ten, looked back at Tori who was stretching her arms over her head. I watched her gorgeous tits lift up as she did and realized I could still smell and taste her pussy on my face.
"Hey Tori,"
"Yeah baby?" She asked.
"I live upstairs; you maybe wanna have a private show later?"
She shrugged.
"I don't know, my boyfriend might get mad."
"Boyfriend?" I asked.
"Yup," She pointed to my left. "He's right over there."
I turned to see a tall thin guy with a long pony tail and arms that were covered from wrist to shoulder with tattoos.
"Hey Reggie honey!" Tori called and waved at him.
Reggie nodded at her, then looked at me and also gave me a slight nod.
"Damn, that's fucked up."
"Hey Reggie," Tori called out. "You care if I spend the night with Mark?"
"Never mind," I began. "I..."
"Tell you what," Reggie said. "If Mitch lets me slide on the hundred I bet against him. I'll let you go."
Before I could say anything Mitch yelled over.
"Hey that's fine with me. Pretty boy here deserves a reward after that."
Tori smiled at me.
"Guess I'm all yours."
The sound of the phone ringing, startled me out of a deep sleep. I sat up quickly and then moaned;
"Oh shit!"
My head was pounding like there was no tomorrow and I could barely keep my eyes open. As the phone rang a second time I squinted at the clock and saw that it was almost three am.
"Damn baby, who the hell calls this late?" Tori asked from where she was lying next to me.
I glanced over at her and shrugged. I closed my eyes trying to recall the rest of the night. After we had put on our little show we had gotten dressed and hung out at the bar drinking like frat boys. The entire thing seemed crazy, guys were coming up to me and clapping me on the back like I had just hit a home run, and the women were telling Tori how lucky she was that she had drawn the short straw to fuck me. We had come up here, where we had fucked like animals until we all but passed out.
The phone rang again.
"You gonna get it?" She asked.
I groaned and getting up, stumbled to grab the phone that was just outside the bedroom door. As I was just getting to it I wondered if it was my sister.
"Yeah?" I croaked my voice hoarse
"Hey kid!!" Someone yelled through the phone making me wince.
"Who the fuck is this?"
"Hey Mark it's Max!"
Max. I became instantly awake and after clearing my throat said.
"It's fucking three in the morning Max."
"Yeah I know, hey kid you sound like shit."
"Because it's three Max." I repeated.
"Yeah sorry, but I tried to call you a few times tonight and didn't want to leave a message."
"Could have called tomorrow Max."
"I guess, but hey kid you weren't kidding that was some damn good smack!"
"I told you." I said feeling a growing sense of anticipation building in me.
"Yeah well I got about three hundred, when can we hook up?"
I took a deep breath before answering. This was it the point of no return.
"Come on Mark reel him in."
"My guy usually comes around nine on Sunday so why don't you come by my place around ten?"
"Sounds good kid. Where you live?"
"You hear of Mitch's on Branch ave?"
"Um, that's near the Zayre's right?
"Yup."
"Yeah I know it; I heard it's a pit."
"Thanks Max." I told him. "I live upstairs from it."
"Oh, well hey, don't I feel like an asshole."
Max giggled after he said it. In a sick way it sounded like the one my sister made when she was flying high.
"No worries Max, I'll still take your money."
"Okay so ten at Mitch's."
"Yeah beep when you're outside."
"Great kid, see you then."
I hung up the phone and felt my heart racing. I was really going to do it. Turning I walked slowly back into the bedroom and, as I got onto the bed, looked at Tori, who had gone back to sleep. She was lying on her back and the sheet had slid down, leaving her right tit exposed. Despite how tired I was, I was just as excited about Max and I felt my cock begin to stir. Leaning over I started sucking on her nipple.
"Huh?" Tori moaned opening her eyes. "Jesus baby you can't want it again."
"I do." I told her grinning.
"Damn Mark we fucked like five times already and you want more?"
I yanked the sheet back and, rolling over on top of her, lowered myself down and shoved my cock inside of her still damp pussy.
"Ohh damn." She groaned as I started to fuck her. "You just help yourself don't you?"
I smiled down at her.
"I always take what I want."
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Part 9. Sunday Morning. Calm before the storm
I was lying in my new bed, in my own room, in the first place I was told I could call home in years. Even better than that, was that on the other side of the adjoining bathroom was my big sister Megan. Not only had I not seen my sister since I was five years old, but because of Max had thought she had passed away years ago. Despite all these things I was still nervous, part of me thinking that maybe this was too good to be true. Maybe Doug and Denise would somehow find out how messed up I really was and decide they didn't want me, or maybe they weren't as nice as they seemed and would hurt me the way Max had.
I was also nervous because it was dark. I had only been here a few days and was embarrassed to ask them for a nightlight or some candles. I sighed and, rolling over to face the window where I could see the faint glow of a street lamp, closed my eyes and tried to go to sleep. I awoke to the sound of the door opening and footsteps running across the room. I sat up and tried to get out of bed but I was too late. Before I could react they were on top of me; two of them pinning my arms and a third boy jumping on top of the bed and straddling my chest.
I tried to yell, but before I could get anything out the boy on top of me punched me hard in the mouth.
"Yeah, not so bad now are you Mark?"
I tried to throw him off me but couldn't, I recognized the boy who had hit me, his name was Royce and he had made fun of me at lunch. That hadn't bothered me, but when he tried to take my lunch I had pushed him, and when he swung at me, I had grabbed him and smashed his face into the cafeteria table.
"What, got nothing to say freak?" Royce asked and hit me hard in my eye.
"He's never got nothing to say." One of the other boys said.
"Yeah, he doesn't even make noise when you hit him!" The third said and proved his point by slamming his fist into the side of my face.
"That's cause he's fucking crazy, aren't you Mark?" Royce asked slapping me in the face.
"Fuck it, he don't make noise, no one knows were in here!"
With that Royce swung and hit me, then again and again, the next punch hit me in the nose and I felt it break.
"Let's see how pretty you are tomorrow you little freak!" Royce laughed.
I woke up screaming and swinging, but there was no one there of course. I sat up gasping for breath and my heart was pounding so hard it my chest hurt. I tried to take some deep breaths but couldn't calm down. I jumped at the sound of a knock on my bathroom door.
"Mark?" It was Megan. "Are you okay?"
I didn't answer and a second later the bathroom door opened and my sister came in the room.
"Hey little brother you okay in here?"
I looked at her and shrugged.
Megan came over to the bed and, as she did, I found myself staring at her. Until a couple of months ago I hadn't seen my sister since she was seven and a little girl. Now Megan was eighteen and she was absolutely beautiful, with long black hair, and those unreal crystal blue eyes that I had always remembered. Megan reached the bed and, sitting on the edge of it, asked me again;
"Mark you alright?"
I pulled my knees up to my chest and shook my head.
"Bad dream little brother?" She asked softly.
I nodded and, reaching out slowly, Megan ran her hand down the side of my cheek. I normally didn't like to be touched, but found myself leaning my head into her hand.
"It's okay Mark, it was only a dream."
I shrugged.
"They can be bad though," Megan began. "Trust me, I have them too and they can be pretty rough sometimes."
As she spoke Megan had slid further up onto the bed. She was wearing a pink night shirt with Scooby Doo on it, and her hair was pulled into a ponytail. I looked at her and with an effort whispered;
"I'm scared Megan."
At the sound of my voice Megan smiled at me. Despite the fact I was scared I found myself wanting to smile back. My sister had the biggest smile I had ever seen and the left side seemed to curl up more than the other, making it look lopsided.
"Don't be Mark, no one will hurt you here, trust me."
I nodded. Megan then said;
"Do you want to talk?"
I shook my head.
"No, I-I'm really tired."
"Oh, okay." Megan said. "Then lie back down and go to sleep Mark, I'll go back in my room, I just wanted to make sure you were okay."
I looked at her and realized I didn't want her to leave.
"I-I'm..." I hesitated. "I can't sleep, Megan I'm scared to."
Megan looked at me for a minute as if she were thinking then said;
"Hey Mark, remember when we were little kids and things were scary when Mom would have those guys over?"
I nodded.
"Well back then you used to lie on your side."
She looked at me expectantly and, realizing what she wanted, I stretched my legs out and turned to face away from her.
"There you go little brother." Megan said.
A second later I felt her get on the bed and press herself against my back. Megan slid her arm around my waist and, pulling me even closer to her slid her other arm under my neck so that my head was resting on it.
"How's that little brother?"
"Better." I whispered.
I could feel Megan's breath on my neck and her arm felt good around me. Having her close to me made me feel a lot better. After a couple of minutes I realized what I felt was safe. I could even feel myself relaxing. I closed my eyes and found that they wanted to stay closed; I was so tired and felt like I could go to sleep.
"Thank you Megan." I whispered;
Megan kissed the top of my head and said quietly.
"Mark, listen to me. Things are going to be okay from now on, know why? Because your big sister's here now and she's never going to let anything happen to you ever again."
The image of my sister holding me that night faded away and as it did I realized I was dreaming. Somewhere in my mind I thought that it was odd that I knew I was dreaming. Was it possible to have a dream within a dream? Regardless of whether I was truly asleep or in that state of just waking up when dream and reality crossover, I watched as another image shaped itself before my eyes.
I was eighteen and Megan was sitting on the edge of my bed in her skimpy black tank top and panties and she was asking me;
"Have you ever thought about kissing me?"
A moment later I leaned into her and for the first time tasted my sister's incredibly soft lips. Once again the image shifted to another scene from that fateful night; Megan wearing only her panties lying on her stomach between my thighs. As I watched my sister slowly rubbed my cock alongside her face then, with a wink, took it into her mouth and started to suck on me. The vision went into fast forward and now Megan was on her back and I was over her, easing my cock into my sister's welcoming pussy for the first time. Megan pulled me down to her and, while kissing me, wrapped her arms and legs around me pulling our bodies even closer together.
The scene shifted once more and we were lying in Megan's bed on a rainy Saturday morning. We'd had extremely rough sex the night before, but this morning I had taken my time and, using my hands, tongue and eventually my cock had thoroughly enjoyed every inch of my beautiful sister's amazing body. Megan told me I had beautiful eyes and I smiled at her. Megan laughed and I knew it was because I had given her that shy little nervous smile she loved. With any other girl, I was capable of flashing a perfect lady killer smile, but with my sister I always felt like a shy little kid.
"I love that smile." Megan laughed.
Much like my smile, my sister's laugh had a shy childish ring to it.
"And I love that laugh." I told her.
I was going to say something else but stopped as, looking at my sister, I became overwhelmed with emotion. As I stared into Megan's amazing blue eyes I felt something as if suddenly there was more between us than there had been. Megan was looking back at me and I could tell by the look on her face she felt it to. I leaned in slowly to kiss her. As our lips met I felt that feeling growing, I realized it was the same way I used to feel when I would kiss Krissy; it felt good but it went beyond mere touch. When I was with Krissy, and kissed her this way, I would always lean back and whisper I love you.
I broke the kiss with Megan and, looking once again into her face, saw that she was watching me expectantly, I swallowed hard and, whether I was supposed to or not, was going to tell her how I felt, just then we heard Doug calling me from outside the bedroom door.
The image that came to me next was a simple one, but one that made me the happiest; Megan and I lying in bed, her on her side, and me curled up behind her, my face buried in her neck breathing in the scent of her strawberry shampoo.
"Good night my beautiful little brother," Megan whispered; "Your big sister loves you."
"Wake up Mark; it's time to meet our destiny."
As I opened my eyes I realized I could still smell strawberries. Turning my head slightly to the right I found my face buried in Cynthia's long red hair. I was lying on my back with Cynthia lying on her side snuggled up close to me. My arm was around her shoulders and her arm was across my stomach. The sheet was pulled up to our waists, but I could feel her leg draped across mine. I breathed deeply taking in the smell of her hair and, then turning my head looked at the clock. It was only seven and Max wasn't due until ten.
"I figured you'd want some time with Cynthia before we get ready."
How did you wake me up? I asked in my head. I had always assumed the Voice was awake or asleep when I was.
"I'm always awake." It said softly.
Not too long ago that answer would have bothered me. Today however, I didn't really care. The Voice had spent the last couple of days talking about us becoming more in tune with each other so that we could handle Max easier, so I guess this was part of it. I suppose the way the Voice was changing should get to me, but all in all I was feeling pretty damn calm. On that note I had to say that it was a little disturbing at how mellow I had been feeling the last couple of days. My sister was MIA again, and probably on a bender, and oh yeah, in about three hours I planned on killing a man, but last night I had slept like a baby and even now was feeling extremely relaxed.
The fact that I had Cynthia's warm soft body pressed up close against me, and knew damn well I would be enjoying it very shortly, added to that feeling of peace. Cynthia's head was nestled into my shoulder and, as I turned my head, I could just see her face. I couldn't help but smile at how peaceful she looked. I also found myself thinking that Cynthia really was a beautiful girl. As much as I wanted to wake her up, I decided to lie there and enjoy watching her for a while. Because I'd had difficulty sleeping my entire life I sometimes found myself fascinated by watching a woman asleep next to me. As I continued to look at Cynthia's soft features, and listen to her deep steady breathing ,I began to let last night replay through my mind.
Despite my little show on Friday night, which was proof yet again that I couldn't ever get enough, I had spent a lot of time Saturday thinking about Cynthia. Sunday was going to be my showdown with Max and, even though the Voice had been continuously reassuring me that we wouldn't get caught, there was always a chance. Because of that I wanted to very much enjoy Saturday night as well as Sunday morning. Not only that but I felt it was high time I treated Cynthia the way she deserved, rather than the fuck toy that I had been using her as for the past few months.
As a matter of fact, when my day had started by Mitch banging on my door at ten to tell me his friends were leaving and Reggie would like his girlfriend back, I had asked him not to tell Cynthia about what happened. Of course that was after he had clapped me on the shoulder and asked me how it felt to become a real man. I had rolled my eyes and then, at that moment, Tori came strolling out of the bedroom wearing the skirt and tank top from last night and carrying her heels in her hand. Tori came over, gave me a long tongue filled kiss and, after giving my cock a squeeze through my jeans, told me to stop by the Red Dragon if I was ever in New York. Tori gave Mitch a quick peck on the cheek and told him she'd see him next time around.
Mitch turned to leave as well, but hadn't answered me about Cyn, so I asked him again. Mitch said he wouldn't say anything and none of the other guys were regulars so she wouldn't hear about it. Mitch then smirked and asked;
"Why do you care? I thought you and Red were you know? Casual."
I shrugged.
"Yeah well I've been thinking about that."
Mitch shook his head.
"Pretty boy, these are the best years of your life." He laughed. "There isn't a piece of pussy out there you couldn't score. I mean last night was something kid, Tori's no joke and you had her fucking eyes rolling." He shrugged. "Red's hot Mark, but you could have them all plus her."
"Yeah well maybe I just want her for now."
Mitch nodded and told me not to worry, then told me he was going up to New York with his friends and wouldn't be around for a few days. To me that was all the better as, once in a great while, Mitch would show up at the bar on a Sunday or Monday to take inventory or just kind of hang out. It also meant that at least, for now, there was no way Cynthia would here about what happened with Tori as, despite his word, Mitch talked like an old lady when he drank.
I had then gone to the gym as usual and, after spending the rest of the afternoon driving around to antique stores and consignment shops until I found a silver platter that was a close match to the one Max had used to split my head open, headed back home. On the way I passed a florist and, on a whim, stopped in and bought Cynthia a dozen red roses which, once I got home, I put in a vase and left on the desk in the back room of the bar.
When I had gone downstairs at seven to work Cyn had already been there since four, when the bar opened, and was looking damn good in a pair of very tight denim shorts, white knee high gogo boots, and a white t-shirt that looked a size too small, stretching across her more than ample tits. There were already several people in the bar and I was going to wait until I could catch her in the back to show her the flowers. Although Cynthia and I played around on the bar to the juke box to get the crowd going I never really demonstrated any type of affection for her in front of people. However, as I stood there watching her I decided that Cynthia deserved better than to feel as if she were some type of dirty little secret.
Coming up behind her I wrapped my arms around her waist and after leaning in and kissing her neck told her how hot she looked. I heard a few people laugh and ask if ShowTime was early tonight. At that point, letting go of her waist, I turned Cynthia around and, in full view of the bar, gave her a long passionate kiss that left her blushing and all but breathless.
"Damn," She whispered. "What did I do to deserve that?"
I shrugged and said softly to her.
"I think the question should be what do I do to deserve you?"
I then winked and told her there was something for her in the back room. Cynthia looked at me as if I were kidding then, with a shrug, went into the back. Cynthia came out a minute later smiling ear to ear and, coming back over to me, immediately threw her arms around me.
"Oh Mark, they're beautiful!" She exclaimed.
"Not half as beautiful as you Cyn." I told her softly and, after giving her a quick kiss, said;
"I can't wait to get you upstairs later."
"And I can't wait to go!" Cynthia replied laughing, then, leaning over and whispering in my ear, said;
"Anything you want tonight Mark. Any dirty little thing, hell after those you can have my ass."
"Watch out I might hold you to that." I told her winking.
"Whatever you want baby!" Cynthia told me and walked away.
As I watched her full hips swinging back and forth I admired the way the shorts hugged her well rounded ass and I couldn't help but smile to myself. Cynthia would be expecting me to do the Jekyll/ Hyde routine and go hardcore on her later; little did she know I planned on making the night very special for her.
The night went by fairly quickly and I had Cynthia going all night. There were several hot coeds at the bar and a few of them made it a point to come over and sit in front of me, expecting me to hit on them as I always did. Instead I simply served them and would walk back down to where Cynthia was and give her a playful kiss on the way by or even just put my arm around her.
All in all I was making it perfectly clear to anyone in the bar that I was very into my hot little fellow bartender. Cynthia was eating it up, smiling all night and even making faces at a couple of the miffed coed's at the bar who were giving her dirty looks. When someone fired up the jukebox, Cyn and I got up on the bar and performed as usual, except this time we moved more slowly and sensually. Rather than lewdly bumping and grinding on her, I held Cynthia from behind and, as we slowly swayed to the music pushed her hair to the side and, as she tilted her head, gently kissed first her neck and eventually her lips.
The people watching weren't as thrilled as they normally were, but Cynthia was beside herself, moaning into my mouth as we kissed and sighing in pleasure as my hands dropped down and lightly caressed the insides of her thighs as she worked her body back into mine. Someone yelled out;
"What is this a family show?"
They should have been here last night I thought, but decided to give them ,and Cyn, a bit of a thrill. Dropping to my knees behind her I lifted the tight leg of her shorts up high enough to show the bottom of her right ass cheek and, leaning in, first kissed it then started sucking on it. Cynthia groaned and wiggled her ass in my face as I continued to suck, finally, with a loud smacking sound, I pulled my lips from her ass and several people laughed at the large red hickey I had left on Cynthia's ass.
As the night wore on and I continued to be nice I noticed Cynthia looking at me a little differently, almost nervously, and I realized that she was waiting for the other shoe to drop. She had already told me we could play dirty, but I'm sure at this point, as sweet as I had been, Cynthia was hoping that somehow I would stay that nice. When closing time came and I locked the door I walked over to Cynthia, who was starting to wipe down the tables, and, taking the towel away from her, took her hand and told her;
"I'll clean up tomorrow, now shall we?"
Cynthia flashed me a huge smile and nodded. Leading her by the hand I took her upstairs and, once I had brought her into the bedroom, told her to stand in front of the bed while I took a minute to light a few candles. When I finished I walked up behind Cynthia and, grabbing the bottom of her t-shirt, tugged on it. Cynthia lifted her arms up allowing me to pull over her head. After tossing the shirt aside, I unhooked her bra and, after reaching around and taking a minute to fondle her huge tits, I reached down and slowly unzipped her shorts.



Taking Cynthia's hair and putting it over her shoulder to leave her back bare, I gently kissed the back of her neck then slowly started to place small kisses down the length of her back as I dropped to my knees behind her. Grabbing her shorts I tugged down on them. The shorts were tight, but Cynthia helped me out with a sexy little shimmy, wiggling her ass back and forth in my face and what an ass it was.
Cynthia was wearing a white lace thong that looked amazing on her well tanned flesh and, as the shorts dropped to the floor, it was everything I could do not to bury my face in her ass then and there. Instead, I reached down and unzipped the sides of her white boots and, as she reached back and braced her hand on my shoulder, lifted her legs one at a time to let me slip them off. I stood back up and, after kissing her back once more, decided that I had to toy with her just a little. Cheap ass Mitch still hadn't fixed the air conditioner so we were both pretty sweaty, after making a show of wiping my hand across her back I said;
"Christ Cyn you're all fucking sweaty!"
"Well I know but..."
Backing away from her I said disgustedly;
"C'mon Cyn you know how it..."
This time she interrupted me. Turning around she said;
"I know Mark, god forbid I get in your bed like that," She shook her head with a sad expression on her face. "Don't worry I'll go shower."
I nodded approvingly.
"Good, I'm glad you're finally learning."
Cynthia rolled her eyes and after muttering;
"I knew it was too good to be true." She walked out of the room in just her thong and headed for the bathroom.
I smiled to myself as I watched her go into the bathroom. I waited until I heard the water turn on then, heading into the bathroom, quickly stripped and, moving the shower curtain, hopped in behind her. Cynthia turned surprised to see me and even more surprised when, grabbing her shoulders and turning her to face me, I wrapped my arms around her and started kissing her under the hot steamy water.
I broke the kiss and, stepping back took the soap from her hand, whispered;
"Why don't you turn around and let me?"
With a smile as big as the one she had displayed when she had seen the roses Cynthia turned her back to me and put her arms up over her head. I reached up and, starting at her hands, gently lathered her skin and slowly worked my way down. Cynthia leaned back into me and moaned as I began to soap up her tits, paying close attention to each of her hard nipples. After washing her soft flat stomach I went to my knees and, after washing her ass and the backs of her legs, asked her to turn around for me.
When she had I reached down and one at a time lifted Cynthia's small feet and, putting them on my leg, washed all the way up to her inner thigh. When I reached the top I let the side of my hand brush her pussy and both times she let out a low moan and rubbed herself up and down on my hand as I left it there for a moment. When I had finished her left leg I took her foot from my thigh, putting my hands on her hips and pushed her back so that she was leaning against the wall of the shower.
Once again, grabbing her foot, I lifted it up and, after putting it on my shoulder, leaned in buried my face into her wet red haired pussy.
"Oh Mark!" Cynthia moaned. "Oh damn!"
Cynthia reached down and started running her long nails through my wet hair as my lips fastened onto her swollen clit and I started sucking it in and out of my mouth. As Cynthia started rocking her hips back and forth in my face I breathed deeply and let out soft moan at how good her wet pussy smelled. Reaching up with my right hand I slid two fingers into her extremely wet pussy. Cynthia was letting out a series of soft little sighs of pleasure that had my cock hard and throbbing between my legs as I continued to lick and suck on her hard clit.
Within minutes I could feel her legs begin to tremble and her hands left my hair to brace themselves on my shoulders. I sped up my sucking on her clit and, while still pumping my fingers in and out of her sopping pussy, reached up with my right hand and, finding her left nipple, began rubbing it between my finger tips.
"Oh yeah, oh just like that Mark." Cynthia whimpered. "Oh please don't stop oh oh yesss!"
Cynthia's nails dug into my shoulders and shoved her pussy into my face as her back arched and she started to cum. I moaned myself at the feeling of Cynthia's pussy contracting around my fingers as she bucked her hips and ground her wet pussy into my still flickering tongue. Cynthia came long and hard, filling the shower short little yelps of pleasure as her orgasm plowed through her. With one last gasp Cynthia let go of my shoulders and slumped back into the shower wall panting.
"Wow." She said in between breaths. "That was unfucking believable."
I stood up, planning on shutting the shower off and taking her to the bedroom, but just as I was reaching for the handle, Cynthia dropped to her knees in front of me and, with no hesitation, took my cock hard cock into her mouth and began sucking on it like she'd never tasted it before. I moaned in surprise at how fast and hard she was blowing me. I looked down and groaned again at how fucking good Cyn looked down there; her long auburn hair was soaking wet and plastered to her face and shoulders. She was looking up at me with those huge blue eyes and, as she saw me looking, she winked at me.
Getting higher up on her knees Cynthia grabbed her tits and, wrapping them around my cock, rubbed them up and down my shaft. Taking her meaning I started moving my hips, sliding my cock back and forth, slowly fucking her huge soapy tits. Between the feeling of her tits along my shaft and the head of my dick pumping in and out of her eager mouth I started breathing heavier and wondering how long I would be able to hold back from filling her mouth with my cum. I moaned loudly as Cynthia took my hands and put them around her tits then, with her now free hands, reached between my legs and started kneading my balls with her finger tips.
I closed my eyes in order to hold back a bit longer as Cynthia continued to give me what might be the best blow job I had ever gotten, well maybe from someone other than my sister anyways. Quickly pushing that thought aside I decided that, as much as I would love to blow a load down Cynthia's more than willing throat, this was supposed to be her night. Reaching down I grabbed her shoulders and after gently easing my cock from her mouth urged Cynthia to stand up by tugging on her shoulders.
"Awww," Cynthia whimpered pushing her lips out in a pout. "I wanted to taste it."
Resisting the urge to shove her back down to her knees after that little remark and perfect pout I pulled her into my arms and gave her a long passionate kiss. Cynthia sighed in pleasure as we wrapped our arms around each other, our wet bodies pressing together under the still pleasantly hot water. Reaching down I grabbed the backs of Cynthia's thighs and, after bending slightly, lifted her up to my waist. I held her there for a moment and, after shifting my grip a little further down her legs, slowly lowered Cynthia down onto my waiting cock.
We both gasped as I let her weight go impaling her warm wet flesh onto my massive erection.
"Oh god Mark!" Cynthia groaned.
As Cynthia wrapped her legs around my waist I began to lift her up and down, slowly working my cock in and out of her amazing pussy. Cynthia groaned in my ear and as she began to slide her hands up and down my straining arms whispered;
"Oh my god this is soooo fucking hot Mark." She let out a yelp as I lifted her higher and all but dropped back down onto my throbbing prick.
I turned us sideways so the hot water would hit both our bodies and, as I did I leaned in, and, catching Cynthia's soft lips, began kissing her. Cynthia moaned as she kissed me back and, using her hands on my shoulders, began to push herself up and down, bringing herself up higher before plunging back down onto my rigid cock. As we kissed I found myself focusing not just on Cynthia's incredible pussy, but everything else as well.
I was aware of how good the hot water and steam felt on my skin, as well as the feeling of Cynthia's hard nipples sliding across my chest as she slid up and down my body. Cynthia's hands continued to squeeze my biceps as they flexed while lifting her and I was greatly enjoying the small sighs she was releasing into my mouth as our tongues played across each other. Cynthia pulled her mouth from mine her sighs becoming loud yelps as I started lifting her higher and faster.
I was beginning to breathe hard and, as I became aware of my legs beginning to shake, I realized that I wasn't quite sure I could cum like this. I had wanted to try to go easy with Cyn but at this point I turned sideways and, after taking a step forward put Cynthia's back up against the shower wall, started driving my hips up and into her, driving my cock deep up inside of her. Apparently I didn't have to worry about Cynthia being upset as she started crying out;
"Oh fuck yeah! Oh just give it to me!"
Far be it from me not to give a woman what she wants so on that note I slid one hand behind Cynthia's head so it wouldn't bang into the tile wall and then began to plunge my cock in and out of her steaming pussy with everything I had. Cynthia screamed in pleasure as I fucked her hard against the wall, slamming her so hard the sound of our flesh colliding was echoing in the confines of the small shower. Cynthia leaned forward and, throwing her arms around my shoulders, squeezed her legs even tighter around my waist as well. The feeling of her wet body wrapped that tightly around me, the sound of her squeals in my ear and of course the pounding of my cock in and out of her pussy were too much for me to hold back anymore.
With each hard thrust I could feel the cum building up and, after a couple of more savage pumps, I felt it racing through my cock to explode deep inside and spray the walls of Cynthia's already soaking wet pussy.
"Oh yes!!" Cynthia moaned in my ear as I continued to pump her, each thrust ending in another spurt of hot cum shooting inside of her.
I let out a soft whimper and, bracing my arms against the wall, leaned forward so I wouldn't fall over. Cynthia kissed my neck and, as she unfolded her legs from my waist and stood up, whispered in my ear;
"Oh Mark, that was amazing!"
I smiled at her and, shutting the water off, pulled the curtain aside and, stepping out, grabbed a towel and held it open for her.
"Just getting started Cyn." I told her.
With a huge smile Cynthia stepped out of the shower and, after putting her back to me, let out an adorable giggle as I wrapped it around her and started to pat her dry. I was instantly assailed by another image of my sister who absolutely loved when I did this for her. Once again quickly pushing that thought aside I put my arm around Cynthia's shoulders and, swinging my other under her knees, lifted her up into my arms.
"Ooooh,." Cynthia cooed. "I could get used to this."
After leaning down to give her a kiss I carried her into the bedroom and(,) after gently lying her down on the bed, told her to roll over onto her stomach.
"Yes sir!" Cynthia said, immediately doing as I said.
At this point she was so happy I probably could bend her over and fuck her in the ass and she wouldn't care less. Instead I reached over and, grabbing the bottle of hand lotion on the nightstand, squirted some of it across her back.
"Whoa!" Cynthia exclaimed. "That's cold, that's ohhhh..."
Cynthia's moan was caused by me spreading the lotion across her tanned back and, starting at her shoulders, beginning to knead her soft flesh with my hands.
"Oh damn you got nice hands." Cynthia whispered.
"And you Cyn have one hell of a nice body." I told her.
For the next half hour the room was quiet except for the sound of Cynthia moaning and cooing softly as my hands worked their way from her shoulders down her back and, after spending some time kneading those wonderful round ass cheeks of hers, went down first her right leg then her left. I was hard again and had been since about halfway down her back but was enjoying making Cynthia happy and knew that at this point she was pretty much going to let me take whatever I wanted anyways.
When I got to her feet I decided to indulge my fetish and(,) bending her leg up really took my time massaging each foot(,) rubbing the base of each toe as well as her heel and arch. Cyn had tiny perfectly shaped little feet with cute little pink toe nails that were driving me crazy.
"Oh that feels soooo good!" Cynthia moaned sounding half asleep at this point.
It was feeling good to me as, with my cock throbbing painfully between my legs, I could no longer help myself and bringing her foot to my lips gently kissed the bottom of her heel.
"Hmmm," Cynthia cooed then asked. "You got a thing for feet don't you Mark?"
I hesitated as, so far, only my sister knew that about me because she was the one who started it, making me lick her feet when she was in charge of the game.
"Yeah," I admitted. "Sorry I know it's..."
"No worries." Cynthia whispered. "Just means I'll wear sandals to work instead of boots from now on."
"Okay by me." I said, instantly imaging Cynthia's pretty little feet in a pair of high heeled sandals.
By this time my cock was all but ready to explode. After regretfully putting Cynthia's perfect little foot down I crawled up between her legs and, putting one hand over each of her shoulders as if I were going to do a push up, lowered myself down, sliding my cock down and through the length of her wet pussy.
"Ohh that's nice." Cynthia whispered.
I started slowly pumping my cock up and down, sliding it between Cynthia's wet lips and rubbing the head across her clit. Each time I pumped I rose up higher until, on the next downward stroke, the head of my cock pushed into her once again all but dripping pussy.
"Oh yeah baby, that's the spot." Cynthia moaned.
I sighed as I let myself down and slid my cock all the way into her hot needy flesh. After holding still and enjoying the feeling of her pussy around my throbbing prick I started pumping my hips, slowly fucking her. Cynthia moaned softly with each stroke and I was totally turned on by the fact that she was so relaxed, that she wasn't moving so much as a finger while I fucked her. Cynthia was lying on her stomach, her arms out and her head was turned to the side. I smiled as I saw her eyes were closed and her soft lips were parted just enough to let out those quiet noises of pleasure.
Although I wanted to tear into her I took my time, teasing myself with those slow thrusts, the look of pleasure on Cynthia's face made it more than worth it. I fucked her like that for quite awhile until, finally, I felt my legs shaking and had to start going faster, as I did Cyn opened her eyes and asked;
"You getting close Mark?"
"Oh yeah." I answered her.
"Hold on then and we'll have some fun."
With that Cynthia pushed herself up on her hands and knees, forcing me to sit back. Cynthia rolled over onto her back then, with a sexy little smile on her face, brought her feet up and put them in my lap one on either side of my cock.
"How's that look lover?" Cynthia asked, as she slowly started to pump her feet up and down my shaft.
"Oh damn." I whispered.
My cock was still wet from her pussy and Cynthia's foot was still moist from the lotion, her feet were easily sliding along the length of my cock. I moaned as, grabbing the backs of her legs, Cynthia started lifting her feet up and down even faster. I began letting out little gasps as I sat back and watched Cynthia give me a foot job. Those gasps became a loud moan as, moving one of her feet under my cock, Cynthia playfully wiggled her toes against my balls.
"Yeah Mark?" She asked smiling. "You wanna cum on my feet?"
"Oh yeah I do." I answered.
"Then go ahead and fuck them." Cynthia said, as she put her foot back around my cock.
Grabbing the sides of her feet I started bucking my hips, sliding my cock through her soft feet. Cynthia slid back a little more and bent her ankles so my cock was now between the bottoms of her feet. I noticed, with great delight, that my cock was longer than her entire foot. That thought and any other quickly vanished however as, after several more pumps into her soft wet feet, I let out a loud moan and my cock began spurting all over Cynthia's feet and ankles.
"Ohhhh look at that." Cynthia said as I started jerking my cock off directly onto her toes and the top of her foot.
"Oh that looks good." I said as I finished cumming, and watched as my thick white cum dripped down Cynthia's tanned foot, and across her pink toenails.
"Hmmm." Cynthia sighed as she lay back on the pillows. "Well you were damn good to me."
I nodded and, after getting up to grab a towel and wiping Cynthia's cum soaked feet off, I climbed onto the bed and stretched out next to her.
"Mark you felt so good tonight." She whispered.
"So did you Cyn." I told her then asked; "You tired?"
"Mark I am soooo relaxed right now."
"Good." I said then putting my arm out to her said softly. "Come over here."
Cynthia smiled and rolled over against me so that her head was nestled onto my chest. I sighed contentedly as I pulled the sheet up and wrapped my arm around her shoulders. After a couple of minutes I kissed the top of her head and whispered;
"Sweet dreams Cyn."
There was no response and I saw that she had already fallen asleep.
Now of course lying here and recalling that amazing night had gotten me hard and I could see the outline of my cock through the sheet. I sighed and, as I lied there, I found myself briefly wishing it was my sister lying in my arms this morning, not Cynthia. Then again if it were Megan here I wouldn't be going to take care of Max so I guess this was how it was meant to be. As I started to slide my hand gently up and down Cynthia's bare arm I decided that I wanted this morning to be even nicer than last night. I had spent the last couple of years, between Megan, Cynthia, Robin and whatever random hook ups I scored, always being hardcore and raunchy. Today however I found I was thinking of Krissy and how I used to love her. How I would go slow and sweet and enjoy every part of her.
Making love, I suppose, is what that was and Megan used to always make fun of me for it. The ironic thing was that what Megan never knew was how badly I had always wanted to be that way with her. Many times I had tried to, I would start slow and easy but at some point Megan's "nasty girl" would come out and turn it into a wild fuck. Oh well, maybe the next time she came down I would try again, but for right now I had a beautiful woman next to me whom I'm sure would appreciate it.
Cynthia had sighed in her sleep as I caressed her arm and, now leaning down, I kissed her forehead and gave her a gentle shake. Cynthia opened her eyes and, tilting her head up, smiled and kissed me softly on the lips.
"Good morning." I said to her.
"Hmm-mmm" Cynthia said. "This is a good morning."
With no warning Cynthia tossed the sheet back and instantly slid partway down the bed and immediately took my cock into her mouth. I moaned loudly as Cynthia took my cock all the way down and started rapidly sucking me in and out of her warm wet mouth. I closed my eyes and, lying back, started playing with her hair as she continued to blow me, thinking and here I was trying to be nice. On that note I opened my eyes and decided I did want to be.
Reaching down I took Cynthia's head in my hands and, after easing my cock from her mouth, pushed her shoulder so she would roll over on her back. Cynthia did and, before she could move, I rolled over on top of her and, after gently sliding my cock inside of her already wet pussy, leaned down and found her lips with my own. Cynthia kissed me back hard and I pulled back, only to kiss her again but softly, my lips barely brushing hers. Taking my cue the next time I brought my mouth down to hers Cynthia's kiss was much softer and she moaned as I slid my lips back and forth across hers while gently easing my cock in and out of her pussy.



Cynthia groaned again as my lips left hers and, finding the soft flesh of her neck, began to kiss and softly suck on it.
"Oh Mark," Cynthia whispered in my ear. "Oh this feels so good!"
I let my arms down and, sliding them underneath her, lowered myself down on top of her so that our bodies were pressing tightly together. Cynthia wrapped both her arms and legs around me and we both sighed as our bodies became one. I found Cynthia's lips once more and found myself moaning softly into her mouth as I began to truly enjoy everything about her. The feeling of her flesh against mine, the smell of her skin and the sound of her tiny whimpers were all incredible. Cynthia's hands began to gently caress my back and shoulders and her hips started to rock back and forth in perfect rhythm to my own. The entire time we laid there kissing touching and enjoying I kept up the same slow deep strokes into her welcoming pussy.
"Oh Mark," Cynthia whispered again. "Oh honey this is sooo nice, oh please just keep going like this."
It was hard to tell how long we made love but it seemed as if it were lasting forever and I was enjoying every minute of it, except for another of those brief moments when I envisioned my sister's long dark hair and crystal blue eyes beneath me. Shaking that image off I started pumping a little bit harder and, as I did, Cynthia's sighs became moans and she whispered in my ear;
"Oh Mark, just like that, please I'm going to, I'm... ohhhh,"
With the softest sexiest whimper I had ever heard Cynthia came underneath of me. I moaned myself at the sound of her sighs in my ear and the way her tight wet pussy contracted around my cock. At that point, as much as I wanted to start fucking her hard and fast, I forced myself to keep going nice and slow. It turned out there was no need to rush as, after only a couple more minutes, I felt my own orgasm slowly building. I pulled my mouth from Cynthia's and started moaning as each teasingly slow stroke brought me closer.
"Oh yeah honey," Cynthia said softly running her fingers through my hair. "Go ahead and let go, nice and easy honey just.. ohhh yeah ohhh Mark!"
I groaned with her as, with the next stroke, I began cumming inside of her. I began to let out those pathetic whimpers as even my cumming seemed slow and easy; the cum slowly squirting from my cock rather than the hard spurts I was accustomed to. Cynthia wrapped her arms and legs around me even tighter as her pussy squeezed around my cock, milking every last drop of cum from it. When I was finished we both sighed and, rather than roll over, we stayed like that; our bodies wrapped tightly together holding each other.
I couldn't believe how good Cynthia felt lying beneath me and found myself wishing I had done it sooner. Well as long as everything worked out today we would definitely be doing it again and if for some reason things went bad later then at least I gave Cyn as well as myself a proper send off.
"Speaking of Mark it's time to get moving."
Reluctantly I rolled off of Cynthia and onto my side. Cynthia turned over on hers so that she was facing me and said;
"Mark that was incredible! I mean that felt amazing, I..."
Cynthia put her head down and when she looked back up I saw she had tears in her eyes.
"Mark that was the sweetest thing I've ever felt, thank you."
"You don't have to thank me Cyn." I told her.
Cynthia's answer was to slide over and, after giving me a quick kiss, hugged me closely and whispered in my ear;
"Mark, I always knew that deep down you could be sweet. I'm glad you decided to show me."
Cynthia went to pull away and this time it was me who hugged her and held her close to me.
"I'm glad you let me." I said softly.
Looking over her shoulder I saw it was ten past eight. The Voice was right I had to get my ass in gear. I let go of Cynthia and sitting up smiled at her and told her;
"Hey listen Cyn, I'm not trying to be a jerk but I have somewhere to be soon."
Cynthia looked disappointed but nodded.
"Okay, I mean it sucks to leave after that but," She shrugged. "I'll get going."
As I got up and slid a pair of jeans on, I watched Cynthia get up and admired her ass again as she slid, first her thong then the tight denim shorts back on. I laughed as, after looking at her bra, she said "fuck it" and shoved it in her purse. After sliding her t-shirt on she sat on the couch and, zipping up her boots, stood up and, coming over to me, put her arms out to me. I hugged her and, after she kissed my cheek, she said.
"Hey Mark, bar's closed tonight, wanna go do something?"
"I can't tonight." I told her.
Seeing the instant look of here we go on her face I quickly added;
"I'm around tomorrow night though, maybe we can do dinner?"
Cynthia smiled and nodded.
"I'd like that."
Me too I thought, as that would mean I'd have done what I needed to and not gotten myself caught. Cynthia made to walk past me but, catching her arm, I looked at her and said;
"Hey Cyn?"
"Yeah Mark?"
Leaning forward I kissed her softly and said;
"I just wanted to tell you how absolutely beautiful you are."
I had to smile as Cynthia suddenly blushed and let out another of those cute little giggles.
"Thank you Mark, that's... I mean you don't have to say..."
"Yeah I do Cyn," I began. "And I have to say thank you too, I've treated you like shit sometimes Cynthia and I'm sorry, you deserve better than that and I'm going to make it up to you."
Cynthia looked at me and once again I saw her begin to tear up.
"That... that means a lot Mark, thank you."
Cynthia hugged me and, as she did, I said in her ear;
"No Cynthia thank you."
Part 10: Every Dog has its Day.
I walked Cynthia down to her car and, after I watched her pull away, I walked back into the hallway and, taking out my key, let myself into the bar. Walking into the backroom I went into the first aid kit on the wall and after rummaging around found a pack of smelling salts and put them in my pocket. At some point today it was quite possible I might get carried away and knock Max unconscious, if that happened the salts would wake him up and get him to be able to play some more. Leaving the back room I went behind the bar and, grabbing the bottle of Jack Daniels, unscrewed the shot pourer from it and, bringing it to my lips, took several long swallows.
I closed my eyes and breathed deeply as the liquor burned its way down my throat. I took a couple of more swallows then, screwing the top back on, put the bottle back and, after locking the door behind me, went back upstairs. Once there I decided to write a letter to my sister telling her how much I loved her and what she meant to me. I explained to her what I was going to do and why, and that I hoped she wouldn't be reading this, but if she was to know that I went to meet my destiny willingly and that it was not her fault, as no one could stop fate. I wrote the letter in Latin and, after signing it "love your beautiful little brother", put in an envelope along with a note for Tommy to give it to my sister when next he saw her.
I sealed the envelope and, after addressing it to Tommy, put a stamp on it. As I went back downstairs to put it in the mailbox on the corner of the street I frowned as something occurred to me. My sister was struggling and had been for a while now, but as bad as she had been, she also kept managing to straighten out for periods of time. It was these times that gave her parents as well as myself hope that eventually Megan would be okay for good.
While walking back to my apartment I continued thinking on it. I knew the only reason Megan managed to fight her addiction enough to get to those times was her family. For the first time since I had made up my mind that I was going to take my revenge on Max I wondered what would happen to my sister if something happened to me? In no way did I see Max turning the tables and killing me. Yes he was big and strong and I was going to give him every chance to put up a fight, but in the end between, my speed, skill and of course the dog, there was no way Max could win.
On the other hand getting caught was still a very real possibility. If the police found out what I had done my life would be over. First-degree murder, the fact that Max had spent years beating me would give the DA motive and prove it to be premeditated. My history would also come up. Years of counseling for rage issues, and a family history of mental illness would add to the case. They would evaluate me and eventually find out about the Voice. Prison or an asylum, one way it would be the end.
I felt doubt start to creep in as I wondered what would happen to Megan. Without me there to help her where would she go? She would be heartbroken over me, which could lead to her going even deeper into drugs. Would my meeting my fate lead to Megan sealing hers? As I walked back upstairs to my place the Voice spoke;
"We won't get caught Mark, I've told you that."
"But if we do Megan will get worse." I said aloud.
"Listen to me Mark." The Voice said. "It's not our destiny to fail. We will destroy Max, then I promised you that I will help our sister. After that we will have everything we want in life."
"You're sure?"
"Of course I am. You and I are going to have one hell of a life together Mark, trust me." It paused and added; "You do trust me don't you?"
"Yes," I whispered.
"Good, I'm your friend Mark; I've helped us for years and will always do so. Max is the one thing I'll ask of you. After this it'll be anything you want."
"I want my sister to be okay."
"Then she will be."
I hesitated and said softly;
"Someday I want to be with her. I want it to be with Megan the way it was with Krissy."
"That may not happen Mark, people won't understand." The Voice sighed. "Megan knows that too Mark ,that's why she backed off from us. She's giving us the chance to succeed in life."
"But..." I started.
"Mark we have the rest of our lives to figure that out. Today is only about one thing."
"Lex Talionis." I whispered.
"Amen. Now let's get ready Mark."
I sighed and went and took a shower after which, at the urging of the Voice, I shaved off my beard. As I stared into the mirror, carefully using the straight edge razor under my chin, the Voice explained why;
"We want him to recognize us today Mark, it will be more fun to see the look on his fat face when he finds out who we are than if we have to tell him."
I nodded in agreement, Max would definitely need to know who was killing him and why. I smiled at the irony, Max was going to be killed by the monster he created. I went into my bedroom and, after dressing in a pair of black jeans and a black tank top, sat on the bed and put on the steel tipped motorcycle boots. Grabbing my candles and incense from the bureau I left the bedroom and closed the door behind me.
I walked around the apartment and, after closing the two living room windows, also shut the bathroom door. Walking around the living room I placed a couple of the incense burners on the kitchen counter as well as a few of the candles. After lighting the candles and incense I grabbed the silver platter that I had bought yesterday and, after placing it on the coffee table, sat down in the small armchair and, reaching into the drawer underneath the table and removing the packet of cocaine and a razor blade from it, placed them both on the platter.
Getting up I walked over to the matching chair on the other side of the table and, after sitting back in it with my legs crossed, suddenly threw a snap kick with my left leg. I frowned at where my foot ended up and, after getting up, slid the chair a few inches closer to the table.Getting up I walked over to the front door and, turning, looked at the layout of the apartment.
I would keep the fight in the living room. The room was decent size, about fifteen by fifteen, with all the furniture in a square in the middle. In addition to the arm chairs and coffee table, there was a couch that ran along the left of the chairs and my small desk with the old matching wooden chair in front of it. I took a deep breath, inhaling the pungent odor of the nightshade incense and noticed that the air in the apartment, which had been hot to start with, was rapidly becoming oppressive.
I had started towards the center of the room when the phone rang. I glanced at the phone, as I picked it up and saw that it was nine.
"One more hour."
"Yeah?" I answered.
"Hey kid it's Max, listen about today..."
"Don't you dare cancel!!" The Voice screamed in my head.
"You're not going to stiff me, are you Max?"
"Hell no," Max said quickly. "Just wanted to make sure it was all good on your end."
"I always keep my word Max." I said calmly. "Come at ten like I said and we'll do some biz okay?"
"Yeah you got a bell?"
"Just beep Max and I'll come down."
"Gotcha, see ya kid." Max said and hung up.
I rubbed the side of my head where the metal plate was just over my temple. Every time the Voice screamed it hurt there. Walking away from the phone I sat down cross legged on floor and, after reciting the Ave Satanna, began to breathe deeply and consider what was going to happen today. The first thing I considered was how exactly I was going to get away with this. What I had decided was that the simplest solution was the best one.
Three years of criminal law had taught me that the only way criminals got caught was because either they wanted to, for attention or because of some form of guilt, or more commonly that they were fucking stupid. The average perpetrator was caught by over complicating things and, more importantly, being so worried about being caught that he would bring it on himself. As a disciple of Levay I fully understood the law of attraction and knew that worry would bring about ruin. Keeping that in mind I would be supremely confident in believing that I would walk away from this unscathed.
My plan was simple. After killing Max in my apartment I would wait awhile then, taking his keys, drive his old pickup truck into Connecticut to an old campground in the woods. Knowing Max drove a 1977 Ford F-150 I had bought a manual at the parts store and knew the VIN number was located in three places. I would file all the numbers off then, after cutting the plates into pieces with tin shears, would chuck the pieces along different parts of the woods while I hiked the ten miles from the camp ground to the city, where I would catch a bus back down to Rhode Island.
Once I got back home I would back my car all the way up to the side door which, because it used to be a loading dock, had no sidewalk. I would wrap Max's fat ass in a tarp and, at three am, drag his dead ass down the stairs and quickly throw him in the trunk. It would take all of two minutes and I doubt anyone would be driving by. Now, unlike the panic stricken moron's you see in the movies, I wouldn't get on the road at three where I would attract attention, no, I would get up at eight am and drive up to Route 7 with the rest of the morning rush.
There was an old abandoned mill up there where a lot of metal heads and dumb ass cult posers would go at night to drink and fuck. The mill was old as hell and had several cisterns in the basement. I would drag Max down there and throw him in one of the ones that still had a portion of the seal on it. After throwing as much debris as I could lift down on top of him I would simply leave and drive back home. Max had a girlfriend, but I was pretty sure he wasn't going to tell her he was going to go buy coke, and when she reported his dumbass missing no one would really know where to look.
To make it look good I would stop in the Green Bar in a couple of days and pretend to be looking for him. As I thought on it, what would make it even easier is if the girlfriend, whom I'm sure Max was beating along with her kids, never reported him gone. I smiled; simplicity in itself. On that note I peered into my mind to the attic and, envisioning myself there, walked down to the dog's room and, after removing the wooden brace from outside the door, and entered the room.
Once again, as I stood there, I heard the padding of footsteps and a pair of red eyes appeared in the corner. This time I stood my ground as the eyes approached me. Standing there my eyes became accustomed to the darkness and, for the first time since I created it five years ago, I came face to face with the dog. The dog was enormous, its head was level with my stomach and its large black coated frame rippled with muscle as it slowly walked a circle around me. As it had before, it growled deep in its throat and I felt the room vibrate. I put my hand out and a moment later felt the dog nudge it with its wet nose.
"Good boy." I whispered.
The dog sat down on its haunches and regarded me calmly as I slowly got onto my knees bringing my eyes level with its own.
"Today is your day boy." I said reaching out and scratching it behind the ears. "But not until I call you, got it?"
The dog growled again and this time its lips peeled back to show two inch fangs. As the dog growled I put my hand on its chest and a thrill went through me as I felt the vibration run through my hand. The dog was the embodiment of a lifetime of hate and pain. The dog was powerful and it was more than ready to tear into the two legged animal that had given it its birth. As I rose to my feet and walked towards the door I was aware of the dog following me. When I reached the doorway and turned I saw that it had sat down right at the edge of the room. After scratching its head one more time I gently closed the door in front of it.
I was getting ready to exit the attic when I suddenly became aware of a shadow to my left and spun around quickly. I didn't see anything but my hair was standing on end. What the hell was that I wondered?
"That's me."
I looked around again and once again saw a shadowy figure drift across my line of sight. The figure was just that; a black featureless shadow. I began to feel a twinge of nerves, the Voice had been around since I was ten and I had never seen it before.
"We've never been this close Mark." It said quietly. "Now are you ready to get closer?"
"Yes."
As I spoke I felt that familiar icy calm come over me, and that strange burning feeling in my eyes. Still sitting and breathing deeply, I suddenly opened my eyes at the sound of a distant thumping. I listened for a moment and realized it was the beating of my heart. I looked around and everything seemed to jump out at me, as if I were seeing it more clearly. I stared at the painting of Cerberus my sister had done and swore I could see the individual brush strokes in the paint. Shifting my gaze to the sound of a loud click I realized I was hearing the ticking of the second hand on the clock in the kitchen.
Standing up I walked over the bathroom door and, opening it, looked at my reflection in the full length mirror on the back door. My eyes were as black as I had ever seen them and, staring at my tattooed arms, I could see the fine hairs of my arms through the ink.
"Watch this." The Voice said. As it spoke I felt the feeling in my eyes fade and it whispered; "Without."
Knowing what it wanted I stepped back and exploded into a series of lightning quick punches and combinations. My hands were moving so fast they were blurring through the air, one punch indistinguishable from the next. In the five years I had taken Karate I'd had two teachers tell me I had the fastest hands they had ever seen.
"Now with."
As I felt the burning come back I once again went into a flurry of punches and gasped out loud as, although I knew I was moving just as fast, it seemed as if I was moving in slow motion; my hands going so slow I was able to discern the network of small scars that covered most of my knuckles.



"Damn." I whispered.
I closed the door and winced at how loud the noise was.
"That's too much." I said aloud.
I felt the burning in my eyes fade a little bit and, as a test, I tapped the door; it sounded louder than usual but not uncomfortable so. I walked over and, sitting in the chair, closed my eyes again and simply sat still letting my energy gather. The Voice was right; I was evolving. I was hours from becoming something more than human. The phone rang again but this time I didn't even jump; it was amazing how calm I was. Getting up to answer it I grabbed the receiver and said into it;
"I said beep, not call again."
There was silence then a very familiar voice came through.
"Mark? It's me." It was Megan.
"Oh for the fucking love of God!!!!" The Voice yelled. "Hang up the phone!"
No, I thought, I want to say goodbye. The Voice sighed and said softly;
"Just make it quick he's coming."
"Mark? Don't hang up on me please!"
"Are you okay Megan?" I asked. My voice sounded sluggish in my ears but I knew I was speaking fine.
"Yeah I am Mark, really I am! I had gone to New York."
"I figured."
"Mark, I'm sorry I left you again! But I fucked up and got scared, but I'm on my way back little brother!"
"That's great sis." I said calmly.
"Yeah and know what Mark? I didn't end up doing anything else, I went to see the councilor that helped me the first time and she let me stay with her for a couple of days and even gave me gas money to get home! I should be there in about..."
"That's nice sis but I have to go." I told her.
"Mark?" Megan asked. "Are you okay? You sound funny."
"Never been better sis." I answered. "Know why?"
"Mark keep your mouth shut!"
"Why?"
"Because today is the day my sister, retribution is at hand."
"What the hell are you talking about Mark?" Megan asked then after a pause figured it out; "Mark, you're not going after Max are you?"
"Nope," I told her. "He's coming here any minute now Megan and I'm ready."
"Mark no!!" Megan yelled into the phone. "You can't do that! Wait for me Mark! We'll..."
"Sorry Megan, it's destiny."
"You don't know that Mark!"
"I do sis and I'm doing it for you too, Megan."
"What do you mean for me?"
"If I pass the test I can have anything I want Meg. Anything that means you'll be okay too sis, I'm doing it for both of us."
"Mark no! Listen little brother, you're not right, you need to wait for me to get there."
"I'm where I belong sis." I explained to her. "And so are you. See fate made you betray me so I would find Max, then it took you away so that I could go after him. Don't you see sis? You ran but nothing bad happened because it wasn't supposed to..."
"Mark please!"
Ignoring her I continued;
"Fate just needed you out of the way. Now I'll take care of Max and you'll be just fine sis! Just like it used to be."
"Mark don't do this! Get out of the house now! I'll meet you at..."
"Sorry sis, not even for you."
"Mark if anything happens to you I won't be able to live with myself, I..."
"This isn't about you sis. But while I have you, if anything does happen you can have my car and my class ring and ..." I laughed. "Hell you can have everything."
"Mark no!!!"
The sound of a horn came from outside the window.
"Mark let's go!"
"Oh please Mark!." Megan began to sob into the phone. "Oh please baby, don't do this to us!"
The horn blared again.
"I go to meet my destiny Megan."
"Mark..."
"Be well my sister," I said. "Your little brother loves you."
Hanging up the phone I reached behind it and pulled the cord out so she couldn't call back. The horn beeped twice more.
"I'm coming!" I said loudly.
"Oh yes we are! Oh yes we are!!"
As I walked down the stairs I felt as if I were moving through a dream; the whole thing seemed surreal, Megan's phone call, The Voice, Max outside waiting for me to come downstairs and lead him to his fate.
"This isn't a dream Mark! This is it!" The Voice exclaimed excitedly.
When I reached the landing and opened the door Max was standing a few feet away, looking up at the window upstairs watching for me. I noticed Max was wearing a decent pair of jeans for once, as well as a collared blue short sleeve shirt. I could even see that he had shaved and his normally greasy unkempt hair was slicked back.
"Dressed up to get messed up!!" The Voice giggled as if it had said something hilarious.
Just before I called to him I noticed Max was wearing a pair of black motorcycle boots with narrow tips similar to mine. Most guys Max's size couldn't kick but I would have to watch out for those just in case.
"Hey over here." I called.
Max turned and waved.
"Hey kid I thought you left." He said as he walked over to me in the doorway.
"I never walk away from money Max." I told him as I gestured towards the stairs. "C'mon up."
I turned and went back into the hallway. Max entered and as I locked the door behind him asked:
"What about your guy?"
"He beeps too; I never leave the door unlocked." I pointed at the other door next to Max. "That goes into the bar, I don't want any strays."
I walked up the stairs hearing Max's heavy footfalls behind me. As we reached the hallway Max looked around at the opposite side of the room from my apartment, that was just a frame with a doorway as Mitch had decided to only finish one apartment.
"Hey kid," Max began. "You know I do that kind of work, see if your landlord needs some help getting this place finished up."
I didn't answer and wasn't even quite sure what Max had said. All I could hear was a dull roaring sound in my ears. I focused and cleared it out; couldn't slip yet. I opened the door to my apartment and stood to the side for Max to enter.
"After you Max." I said smiling.
"Thanks."
As Max passed by me to enter I was once again struck by his sheer size. Towering over me and all but filling the doorway with his shoulders.
"No worries Mark, that dog's pretty fucking big too."
"Hey this ain't bad kid." Max said as he walked into the living room and started looking around. "Fucking hot as hell in here though."
"Air's broke." I said as I closed the door behind me and quietly slipped the bolt in place.
"What's that smell?"
"Incense."
Max grunted and pointed at the large picture of Anton Levey next to my bedroom door.
"Sick looking fuck no? Who is it?"
"Anton Levey," I answered. "Founder of the Church of Satan."
"Satan? Like the Devil you mean?"
"Exactly.
Max turned to look at me.
"You're a sick little fuck aren't you kid?"
"You don't know the half of it Max." I said grinning.
Max had turned back to the wall and was now looking at Megan's Cerberus painting.
"I know this," Max said. "It's that dog that guards Hell." He looked closer and added; "Hey it's not a picture, it's painted."
"My sister painted it." I said quietly.
"Yeah?" Max nodded. "She's pretty good." Turning back to me he said; "You know I didn't know you had a sister."
"I don't."
"But you just said..."
"She died a long time ago Max." I said looking straight into his eyes from across the room. "She got real sick and died."
"Oh shit kid that's lousy." Max said shaking his head.
"Yeah well life is pretty lousy in general, or else I wouldn't be making any money." I laughed. "Now on that note Max why don't you have a seat?"
"Nah," Max said still pacing. "I'm a little edgy, new deals make me that way, I'll just stand around."
"I don't know Max," I said smiling. "Something tells me you may find that chair over there pretty cozy."
Max glanced over and his eyes widened as he spotted the silver plate with its little white treasure sitting in the center.
"Well." He said walking over. "Now that you mention it."
As he spoke, Max started to sit in the chair that would put his back to the door.
"Other chair Max," I said calmly. "That's mine."
Max looked over his shoulder at me and shrugged.
"It's your house man." He said and, going around the coffee table, sat in the other chair. As he picked up the packet I saw that his hands were trembling.
"So your friend's been already?"
"No." I said taking the chair across from him. "I had that already."
Max looked up.
"You said Friday you didn't have anymore."
"I said no more with me, besides who cares, it's here now."
"So true."
Max laughed and, picking it up the razor blade, began cutting the coke into lines with a practiced skill that belied the size of his fingers. When he finished Max pulled a roll of money from his pocket and peeling off a twenty began to roll it up.
"He's coming though, right?" He asked.
"Yeah just running late, his pickup was behind, lucky for us we're the first stop."
As I spoke I put my left foot up on the coffee table, leg bent, after eying the distance I shook my head and, dropping my foot, pulled the chair a few inches closer then put my foot back up. Max did the first line and put his head up.
"Damn this is good stuff kid!" He exclaimed then slid the plate towards me. I shook my head.
"All yours Max, I don't use it, that's why I make money."
"Hey that's fine by me." Max said. "More for me!"
I lit a cigarette and smoked while I watched Max sniff the remaining lines. Once again everything was crystal clear to me, as if all my senses were heightened. I could hear the tip of the cigarette burning as I dragged on it. I could feel the blood running through my veins, my heart pumping slowly and powerfully. From across the table I could smell Max's body odor even under the incense and the cheap cologne he was wearing, could see the tiny individual beads of sweat along Max's brow. Oh yes, I was transforming; my body realizing its full potential. In the attic the dog sat behind the door expectantly. I took a long drag on the cigarette and, after holding it for a minute, exhaled slowly and blew a couple of smoke rings.
As I sat smoking I let my mind focus on what the rules would be. There was no doubt that Max was powerful and one hell of a street brawler. Max had six inches on me, which gave him a longer reach. Between that and his bulk, the small confines of the living room would cut down on my advantage of speed. Max was also going to be coked up, which was going to add to his power. Once, at the club, it had taken me and two other guys to bring down one nut bag that had done an entire eight ball before coming in. At one point I had given him a forearm shiver that hurt all the way up to my shoulder and he had responded by picking me up and throwing me through a table. Max was bigger than that guy by far.
As far as my speed and skill went, my speed I would use, as for skill although I knew a half a dozen ways to kill someone with one blow, today I would keep it to simple, punches and kicks, nothing fancy. I would dodge in and out and just keep snapping off quick blows. Hurting Max but not bringing him down. I would be like a matador and Max's death would be by a thousand cuts. All in all I had given Max as much of a chance to last as long as possible as I could, short of handing him a weapon. Which, speaking of, I looked down and noticed the razor blade next to the silver platter, I would have to get rid of that.
"Whew," Max exclaimed sitting back his blue eyes practically popping out of his head "This is what it's all about kid." There was one line left and I watched as Max looked at it as if wondering if he could handle it.
"Feel good Max?" I asked.
"Feel fucking great! Just fucking great."
"Well finish up then Max, there's more coming soon."
This time when Max looked up, not only were his eyes electric, but his face flushed as well; he was positively flying. As Max looked at me I slowly took what was left of the cigarette and ground it out into the palm of my hand. I felt nothing at all. Oh yes the time was almost at hand. Max had seen me put the cigarette out and shook his head.
"Damn kid, you are a little tapped aren't you?"
"I was taught to accept pain at a young age." I told him.
Max shook his head and then, licking the tips of his fingers, began to run them around the platter gathering anything his nose missed. As I watched, he brought his fingers to his mouth and started sucking on them.
"So Max." I began. "Seeing we got a couple of minutes we should talk."
"What about? Money?" Max asked looking up at me.
I shook my head.
"No I'm not worried about that, but you know Friday when you were asking questions? You know, worried about me?"
Max looked at me and I noticed he was still sniffing, as if he thought he might still have some somewhere.
"Hey kid nothin' personal, I just needed to make sure you were cool."
"And am I cool Max?" I asked.
"Yeah sure," Max answered. "Hell I'm jealous kid; you got a nice car, decent place, makin' some money, and I bet that little redhead takes damn good care of you. You got it made."
"Well you know Max I was just wondering if I can ask you something?"
"Sure, only fair I guess." Max leaned forward and, licking his finger again, began running it around the plate as if he had missed some the first time around.
"Well Max you said you did some time and I was wondering why?"
"Why you need to know?"
Max appeared to focus on me for the first time since he had started snorting.
"If we're going to be doing biz it's something I should know Max."
"Fine, it's like I said in the bar; I tried to buy from a narc and ended up doing three months."
I shook my head.
"No that's not true Max, or maybe it is, but there's something else isn't there?"
Max looked up from the plate again and seemed like he was getting pissed off.
"Look kid, just cause you're hooking me up doesn't mean I have to tell you anything."
"Then maybe I should tell you Max," I began. "Because, you see, I already know what you did three years for."
As I spoke our eyes locked. Max's looked as if they were bugging out of his head, and I knew mine were as black as sin.
"Do you now?" Max asked. "And what do you think I did kid?"
"Well, see," I started. "I heard a story, but you know I don't like to take others words and I figured since we were cool, I'd like to hear it from you."
"Does it matter?" Max asked looking around nervously.
"The reason?" I shook my head. "No. The honesty? Yes."
Max shook his head.
"Sorry kid that's my business, and I don't think you know anything."
"Okay," I said. "Let's try this; I heard it was because you whacked some kid around."
"That's bullshit." Max said, but his eyes told a different story.
"And I don't mean a kid like I'm a kid," I continued. "I mean a young one, barely a teenager."
I started to breath deeper as everything started slowing down even more.
"Ohhhh," The Voice breathed. "We are soooo close!"
"Hey listen," Max said. "I don't know what you heard, but it wasn't like that. I mean come on man, kids get out of control you know?"
"That they do Max." I nodded. "Always in your way, always talking, always crying, and getting into your shit. I understand."
"Yeah exactly, this one was like that."
"Heard you split his head open Max, landed him in the hospital, put him in a coma for a few days they say."
I was still speaking softly and remained perfectly still, barely even blinking.
"Look it was an accident; I mean sure, I meant to hit him, but well, you know when..."
"Heard it wasn't even your kid, he was some foster kid."
"Yeah you know those kids, they were trouble, you know what I mean?" Max grunted in disgust. "They were all messed up already. Especially this kid, fuck they paid me extra to take his retarded ass."
"But you knew what could fix him, didn't you Max?" I asked. "Is that it? You had to straighten his little state rat ass out right?"
Max looked at me oddly then shrugged.
"Those kids needed to be taught hard lessons."
I shook my head.
"Bet you don't even remember the kid's name do you Max?"
"Of course I do, that little shit." Max was getting louder now. "You're right, I did three years because he was where he shouldn't have been." He shook his head. "Fuck if I saw him now I'd kick his fucking ass again."
"Really?" I asked.
"Oh this couldn't get any better!!"
"Damn straight! That little fucker cost me my job and you know what? I had a good gig goin' with those foster kids! Nice fat check and everything."
Max shook his head and sighed as if saying those were the days.
"So when's this guy coming?"
"So what was it?" I asked.
I could feel it starting. My heart was beating faster and I could feel my muscles tensing.
"What was what?"
I rolled my eyes.
"The kid's name Max."
"Kid? Oh yeah it was Mark, kind of funny huh?"
I stared at him and smiled coldly.
"Fucking hilarious." Then said softly; "Hey Max why don't you take a good look at me again. Because you were right the other day; you do know me."
Max looked as if he were going to say something but instead stared at me intently. I smiled at him again and whispered;
"What's the matter Max?" I asked him. "Don't recognize me?" I smiled and added;
"How about a hint?" I paused and asked; "Am I still making too much noise for you?"
Max's eyes widened and in that moment he knew who I was.
"Whoa, hey listen kid." He started.
"By the way Max," I said quietly. "My sister is alive; I went to live with her after you almost killed me." I shook my head as I continued;
"How sick do you have to be to tell a kid his sister's dead? To beat him until he can't even cry anymore? To fuck him up so bad he can't sleep ten years later." I shrugged;
"You know Max you really should have hit me harder with that plate, I mean, sure you would have done more time if you had killed me, but then on the other hand you wouldn't be dying today now would you?
"Mark," Max began putting his hands up as if to say calm down, but I could see his muscles tensing getting ready to swing. "I think you got this wrong, I mean..."
"We've been waiting for you Max." I said.
"Hey listen kid, I think you're a little mixed up."
As he spoke Max's eyes dropped to the table, I followed his gaze to the razor blade next to the plate.
"I just have one question Max," I whispered. "Is it true people on coke don't feel pain?"
"Now!!!"
Without warning I brought my left leg up from the table and snapped a quick kick through Max's raised arms and directly into his face. The heel of my boot drove into his nose, breaking it. Had I used the full force of my leg the fight could have ended right there, but this was just a snap kick meant to stun. The second I threw the kick I leaned over, slapping the razor blade away with my right hand while grabbing the silver platter with my left. Quickly jumping to my feet I took a couple of steps back.
Max's head snapped forward as fast as it had snapped back, his hands going to his bloodied nose, he looked as if was in more shock than pain. He rose to his feet.
"You son of a..."
"Hey Max catch." I said and with a flick of my wrist threw the plate like a frisbee, it sailed across the few feet between us and, striking Max in the forehead, sent him sprawling back into the chair.
I took one step forward, and throwing a spin kick directly into his chest, knocked Max and the chair over, sending him spilling out of the chair and onto his stomach. I picked the chair up and as Max got up onto his hands and knees tossed it away. Stepping up to him I swept out with my left leg, kicking his hands out from under him. Max fell forward landing face first on the hardwood floor.
"Are you making a mess!?!" I yelled at him while kicking him in the side with the tip of my boot.
Max grunted and as he tried to rise again, I whipped my right leg up and back down, stomping on Max's head and pinning it to the floor.



"Do I have to teach you another fucking lesson?"
With a twist of my foot I ground Max's face into the floor. Max tried to say something then, even with me pressing my weight down on his head, pushed himself up hard enough to throw me off balance.
"Oh he is a strong one!!"
I quickly hopped back then delivered another kick to his stomach and, when Max doubled over again, I threw a quick snap kick to his face, which was just enough to bring his head back up. As soon as Max started to turn I stepped up and delivered a backhand blow that stung my hand and sent a vibration all the way up to my shoulder. The sound of the slap was like a shot and Max fell backwards and laid there, stretched out gasping, his face already a bloody mess. I could have finished it right there; just by simply stomping on his throat.
"Oh no, we are going to have some fun first!"
Turning away I walked over towards the door and, stopping a couple of feet away from it, turned back to face Max who was still lying on his back.
"Having fun Max?" I asked. "I hope so because there's more to come Max oh yes there is."
Max let out a groan and rolled over onto his side.
"Yeah there you go," I nodded approvingly. "It's waaay to early to quit on me." I sighed;
"But tell you what; I'll be nice and let you catch your breath while we talk."
"You see Max, life's come full circle and here we are again." I put my hands out gesturing towards the coffee table. "Just you, me and a plate of coke, but things are a little different now aren't they?"
As I spoke Max had gotten back up onto his hands and knees, blood was dripping from his nose and forehead onto the floor.
"What comes around goes around Max." I continued; "And here I am; fate has brought us back together and you know why? To reward me for following my destiny by giving me a chance to face my demons and that demon is you."
Max had gotten up onto one knee and was staring at me, still trying to get his bearings.
"Yeah you're pretty good with kids aren't you?" I asked. "Kids and women, you piece of shit fucking coward!" I snapped.
I started forward planning on throwing a vicious kick at Max's face.
"No!! Just keep talking Mark, we don't want this to be quick!"
With an effort I reigned in my desire to start kicking and continued;
"See Max that's what's different now, I was helpless then, you sack of garbage, but not anymore." I laughed. "Oh no Max I've been training for years, picturing you every step of the way."
Max shook his head like a wet dog, blood flying from his face.
"Well you know what Max? At least you have a chance, I mean trust me, it's not much of one, but it's a chance. At least you can fight back, for awhile anyways." I smiled coldly at him. "Tonight an eleven year debt of pain is paid in full."
"You're fucking crazy." Max said. Despite looking as if he had gathered his wits about him Max still made no move to get up yet.
"Well hey Max you got me there, but my sanity isn't the question here. You see the question here is, this is as much your fate as mine, so will you rise to face your fate, or will you stay on the floor and cower like a dog?"
Max slowly got to his feet.
"Shouldn't have run your mouth punk," He said wiping the blood from his nose. "Should have finished it, now it's your turn."
"That's much better Max," I said grinning. "I thought you were just gonna quit."
"You're going to be sorry you little fucking rat," Max said taking a step towards me, "I did three fucking years over you, hell I lost my wife, my job my..."
"Oh boo fucking hoo Max, you're breaking my fucking heart." I laughed. "And here I was feeling bad, I have a piece of fucking metal in my head."
"My life's been a living hell since then Mark," Max said coming closer. "And you're going to..."
"Hell?" I interrupted him while watching him take another step towards me. "You don't know what hell is Max, but I'm going to teach you, oh yes I am." I smiled wickedly. "Let's see how you handle someone who can fight back."
With that I put my arms out as if offering a hug. Max charged forward throwing a huge round house swing that, in reality was coming quickly, but in my current state seemed to float towards me. I stepped into the blow and, blocking it easily with my left arm, threw a quick right into Max's face, snapping his head back then, with the same hand, chopped the side of his exposed neck with the edge of my hand. As Max staggered back, gagging and clutching his throat, I leaped into the air and spinning caught him in the side of the head with a vicious kick. Max spun sideways and fell into the coffee table, shattering it. Once again I held back from charging forward.
"Get up you fat piece of shit!" I snarled. "Get up and fucking fight!!"
Max pulled himself out of the frame of the coffee table, using the couch to stand up.
"Hey Max you know I said you have a chance and you do." I pointed with my thumb over my shoulder. "The door's right behind me Max, and all that's in the way of you and getting out is a noisy little state rat!"
I waved him on with my hands.
"Come on you fat fuck! Come shut me up now!"
Max came forward again, but a little more carefully, feigning with his right Max threw a quick left that I avoided by simply whipping my head to the side. Max came around with a right uppercut that I spun away from. Max's momentum took him forward and, as I spun, I stuck my foot out, tripping him and sending him into the wall with a crash.
"Oh for Christ's sake Max!" I exclaimed. "Put some effort into this will you?"
Max stepped forward and threw a wild roundhouse. I ducked and, sliding to the side, drove my right knee into Max's gut. The air left him with a whoosh and, as he doubled over, I raised my arms and, grabbing my right wrist with my left hand, slammed my elbow down into the center of Max's back, sending down in a heap. Grabbing the back of his shirt I hauled Max up to his knees and, bending over, grabbed Max's chin in one hand and the top of his head in the other.
"I could break your neck right now." I hissed in his ear.
Instead, quickly letting go, I grabbed the sides of Max's face and savagely drove my thumbs into the hollow point behind his ears, pressing on the cluster of nerves located back there.
Max screamed in pain and behind the door in the attic the dog let out an answering howl.
"Oh baby!! Do that again!!"
I eased my thumbs back before jamming them in again, and was rewarded with another scream of agony from Max.
"Are you making fucking noise!?!" I screamed in his ear and, stepping back, I spread my arms out to the sides and, cupping my hands, slammed them into the sides of Max's head boxing his ears. Max screamed again, his hands going to his head. Hopping back I spun and kicked him in the back of the head, driving him face first into the floor.
"More! More! More!!"
I looked down to see that Max wasn't moving, and hard kick to the side got no reaction. Carefully, ready to jump back if it were a trick, I bent over and grabbing Max by the shoulder rolled him onto his back. Max was out cold and there was blood oozing from his right ear, where I had blown out his ear drum.
"Get him up Mark!! We're just getting started!!"
Grabbing Max by the collar I dragged him a few feet over to the couch and, grunting with the effort, pulled him up into a sitting position against it. Reaching into my pocket I pulled out the smelling salts and, kneeling down in front of Max, broke the capsules open and slowly waved them under his nose.
"Oh you're not getting off this easy, you asshole." I whispered.
Max's body jerked and with a gasp his eye's popped open.
"Welcome back Max!" I yelled and, jumping to my feet, dealt him another back hand blow that was so hard it sent a shooting pain all the way up my own arm.
Max's head snapped to the right then, just as quickly, he turned back to me.
"Oh shit Mark that woke him up!"
Max's eyes were on fire and all but bugging out of his head. As I stepped back, Max leaped to his feet with a hell of a lot more energy than he had before. In the back of my mind I wondered if the salts had kicked the coke back in.
"Someone looks pissed!" I said as I made a come here gesture with my right hand. "That's it Max come get some more."
Max stepped up and threw another wild right. Once again I stepped into it and, blocking it with my left, I backhanded Max again with my right and, letting my arm windmill down, slammed my fist into Max's stomach. When Max doubled over I gave him a quick uppercut then, twisting underneath his arm flipped Max over my shoulder, slamming him into the floor flat on his back, his head thumping so hard on the floor it bounced.
"This ain't working Max!" I yelled at him as I backed off again. "This is no fucking fun at all!" I snorted in disgust. "I mean Christ you're pathetic!"
Max rolled over and jumped up to his feet. I had been right about the coke; Max was moving way too well for the pounding he had taken, but that was fine with me as I had plenty left in the tank myself.
"Keep laughing you little fuck!" Max snarled. "I'm gonna beat you down just like I used to, make you piss your pants like you did back then!"
Max came in slowly, moving to his right, his hands up in a boxer's stance. Keeping my hands loose at my sides I stayed where I was, simply turning in a circle to keep Max in front of me. Max stepped forward throwing a right cross. As I swung my forearm up to block it I saw his left coming up as well. Blocking his right I caught his left wrist in my hand and, lunging forward, drove the top of my head directly into Max's face, smashing his already ruined nose. Max staggered back and as he stared at me stunned I let loose with a series of open handed slaps, catching him with several rights and lefts before he could even react, after the last one I told him;
"Is that how you do it Max? Is that how you beat your woman?" I shook my head. "You fucking disgrace!" With that I spit straight into his face. "That's what you're worth you fat fuck!"
Max lost it; with a loud scream he surged forward and started swinging wildly. As each blow came in I brought my arm up and blocked it easily, but this time Max was swinging so fast and hard, blocking was all I had time to do. Max was also pushing forward and I found myself being forced backwards. In between blows I snapped a quick right into Max's face that he didn't even appear to notice. Realizing I was almost at the wall I ducked and, dropping to one knee, spun myself around sweeping Max's legs out from under him. Max hit the ground hard and, before I could even step in, had already leapt back up to his feet and started swinging again.
Max's blows were so powerful that I was being rocked to the side everytime I blocked one. Max was grunting and growling with each swing and he had a murderous look in his eyes. Those eyes were all but bugging out of his head, and I had no doubt that the cocaine was fueling his rage. For the first time I started to worry; Max was swinging for the fences and I had almost lost my balance twice. There were a number of things I could do to take him down but I had vowed I would fight to his level.
On Max's next swing I put my left hand up, palm out and caught his massive fist in my hand. This was an impressive trick that was based on leverage and technique more than power. Unfortunately for me power is what Max had, and in spades; Max's hand slammed into my palm and, despite my own strength, drove the back of my own hand into my face. I staggered back and was spun to the left by a vicious left hook that caught me in the side of my head. As I reeled to the side Max gave me a short right uppercut and, even as my head was snapping back, drove a hard right into my stomach then another left that sent me sprawling onto my back.
"Goddamn he can hit!!" The Voice exclaimed as if it were a good thing.
"How's that you little fucking freak?"
Max screamed as he charged towards me. The second I had landed on my back I turned onto my left side propping myself up with my arm. As Max came forward I drew my right leg back and lashed out, catching him in the stomach. I immediately pulled my leg back and, as Max bent over, I kicked up and out catching him in the face and sending him staggering back a couple of steps. The kick should have knocked him flat but(he was already regaining his balance to come forward again.
Rolling onto my back I drew both legs up to my chest and, kicking out as hard as I could, launched myself back up to a standing position. As I did I extended my arm and, as Max came forward, I slammed my forearm across his chest. Max went straight down to the floor, so hard I swear the floor shook. A hot pain shot up the length of my arm and I lost feeling in my fingers. As my momentum took me forward a couple of steps I started shaking it vigorously, trying to get the feeling back in it.
Turning around I shook my head in disbelief as Max had already jumped back to his feet.
"That the best you got punk?" He asked breathing hard.
In my mind I heard the dog let out one of those low growls and thought about it.
"Not yet!! We can handle him!"
Max was coming forward again, now with a slight smile on his face. Max started swinging for the fences again and, once more, I found myself being forced backwards. My right arm was still tingling and his blows were coming dangerously close to getting through. After blocking one more I spun away and, getting my bearings, saw I was only a couple of feet from the wall. I didn't have much room left but had an idea.
"Go ahead Max!" I yelled at him, "Go ahead and fucking give me a good one, see if you can put a man down!"
Max swung another vicious right and, true to my word, I let the blow catch me. Just before it connected I began to spin to the right so when it did connect the power of the punch sent me spinning faster. The blow had caught me high on the cheek and a flash of pain erupted in the side of my head. Max's punch had sent him off balance and, as I spun around, I ended up back to back with him. I threw my elbow out catching Max between the shoulder blades and slamming him face first into the wall next to the door.
Turning, I instantly jumped forward and jammed my left forearm into the back of Max's neck, pinning him to the wall. With my right hand I delivered a series of short brutal punches directly into Max's kidney. Max grunted with every blow and tried to push off the wall but I drove my knee into the back of his causing him to slip forward again. With a quick move I switched arms and, now holding Max's head with my right arm, used the other to lay into his other kidney.
Stepping back I grabbed a handful of Max's greasy black hair and, pulling it back, slammed it forward smacking his face into the wall. I pulled back and did it again harder.
"Yeah? You like that Max?" I asked. "How's that feel?"
"Do it again!!"
I slammed Max's face into the wall again and noticed there was a blood all over it. After another slam the plaster cracked. Max was beginning to go limp so, after smashing his face into the wall one last time, I grabbed his shoulder and, wrenching him around and driving my head into his face again, I stepped back and, grabbing his collar, rolled backwards pulling him down with me. As we went down I drew my legs up so that as Max came down my feet were in his stomach. I pulled my arms in and, as soon as my back hit the floor, I extended both my arms and legs, I screamed with the effort as, using all the strength in my powerful arms and legs, I launched Max up and over me to sail several feet across the room where he crashed into the armchair.
The chair went over and I saw Max's legs come down with a crash on top of my desk before sliding off and hitting the floor. I rolled over onto my stomach and, as I stood, winced at the pain in my back.
"Fucking fat Bastard!"
I stood there with my hands on my thighs trying to catch my breath. I was exhausted but Max had to be done now.
"Time to finish this!"
I straightened up and had taken two steps towards the upended chair when Max stood up from behind it and hurled the small wooden desk chair at me with his left arm. Despite my surprise I easily stepped to the right to avoid the chair. What I could not avoid, however, was the small metal desk lamp Max had also tossed with his right.
I saw it at the last second and even my reflexes weren't enough to completely avoid it. I got my head around to the side but the base of the lamp caught me solidly over my left eye. A flash went off behind my eyes and I staggered back, trying to keep my balance as, with an animal like howl, Max charged forward. I stopped and tried to brace myself but tripped over the other chair. Max was swinging and there was something in his hand; it was a leg from the coffee table. I ducked down and lashed out with my left hand. The leg connected with the edge of my hand and splintered in half. I cried out as a searing pain coursed through my arm and I knew my hand was broken.
As I had ducked Max had thrown an uppercut that caught me square in the jaw and would have spun me around had Max not grabbed me with the hand that he had just tossed the piece of chair leg away with.
"Got you, you little fuck!!" Max screamed.
Holding me so I couldn't pull away Max threw a savage punch into my stomach. Despite the muscles in my stomach from constant exercise Max's blow drove the wind out of me. Max pulled me up with the other hand and gave me a short hard punch in the face. There was a crunch and my eyes teared up as my nose broke.
"NO! NO! NO!"" The voice screamed.
I threw a quick right into Max's face, but he didn't even feel it. Max let me go with the left just as his right caught me in the side of the head, as I rocked to the left Max caught me with that fist, as well, a brutal shot directly into my left eye. When my head came up Max grabbed me by the neck and drove his forehead into my face smashing my nose again and splitting my lip. As my legs went out from under me the Voice cried out;
"Mark! We're losing!!"
Rather than let me fall Max lifted me off my feet and hurled me straight back into the wall near the door. I heard a crack and didn't know if it was the wall or my back. I slowly began to slide down the wall. Throwing my right arm out I caught the wall trying to stay up. Max looked at me and smiled;
"Yeah, not so bad now are you, you little rat?"
With that Max threw himself forward, intending to smash me into the wall with his bulk. At the last second I drew my right leg up until my knee touched my chest. Max crashed into me driving my knee into both our chests and keeping a few inches between us.
"Mark, fucking do something!!!"
As Max swung for my face I caught his wrist and tried to force his hand back down, but Max was stronger and had leverage, with a deliberate effort he started pushing my hand down. I tried to swing my broken left hand but Max caught it and I cried out in pain as he slammed it back into the wall. I tried pushing with my leg but couldn't get Max off me. Max leaned closer, until our faces were inches apart.
"Yeah that's right Mark," Max hissed. "I'm gonna teach you)now just like I taught you then, you little fucking piece of shit."
I gasped and tried to focus through the pain, I needed to concentrate, reach the attic.
"Who did you think you were huh?" Max continued. "You little rat. No one wanted you Mark, that's how I got you. You were a little freak even for those losers."
Max was bending both my arms down.
"For Christ's sakes Mark!!"
I closed my eyes, or at least the right one, as the left had already been closed by Max. I was no stranger to pain but, this by far, was the worst beating I had ever taken. I was weakening and felt Max's breath getting closer to my face. Ignoring the pain and the fear that was creeping into my stomach I envisioned the attic in my mind and willed myself into it.



"Got nothin to say?" Max whispered. "Good, you always made to much noise anyways. Now I'll shut you up for good."
In the attic I faced the dog's room and let out a low whistle. I was answered by a loud bark.
"Oh, yeah pooch, it's showtime!"
Max let go of my left hand and I'm sure was ready to deliver the knockout punch.
I opened my eye and stared into Max's.
"Are you still talking Max?." I whispered.
In my mind's eye I envisioned Max beating me as a child and in that instant, as I felt that red hot feeling of rage rise within me, the door to the Dog's room exploded outward. With a long loud growl the dog leapt through the doorway, red eyes blazing, fangs bared and drool hanging from its jowls.
With a scream I lunged forward with my head and bit savagely into Max's cheek. Max cried out and tried to pull away. I bit harder and wrenched my head to the side. Max pulled away and screamed in pain as my mouth filled with blood and a hunk of Max's face. Max had let go of my arms and, as soon as he did, I dropped my right arm down between Max's legs and, grabbing his balls through his jeans, squeezed and twisted. Max let out a noise somewhere between a squeal and a gasp.
"Yes! Yes!!"
I slammed my now numb left hand into Max's stomach, doubling him over then swinging my forearm up, caught Max in the face standing him back up. Releasing my right hand from his balls I crouched and, using all the power in my arm and, swinging my hip into it as well, I brought my hand up, palm out, fingers curled inward. The heel of my hand struck Max in the jaw and he let out an anguished gurgle as his teeth cracked against each other and his jaw gave way.
The Dog snapped viciously in my head, blood and foam flying out of its mouth. I grabbed Max by the ears and brought his face down into my rising knee then, as Max's head came back up, spat the bloody hunk of his cheek back into his face. Stepping back I threw another spin kick, catching Max in the chest. I had put everything into it and felt the vibration all the way up into my hip. Max went sprawling backwards landing on the couch and sliding partway off, stopping himself with his right leg.
I staggered forward and caught myself from falling. I stood up gasping for air and was getting ready to step towards Max when I stopped. In my mind the dog also stopped and cocked its head as if listening for something. I wasn't sure what was going on, then I felt it; that hot rage that had flooded through me was gathering. I could feel it in the pit of my stomach and, as I stood there, I could feel it twisting and burning inside of me.
"This is it Mark!! Let it go Mark! Let it all go!!"
I was suddenly assailed by a series of visions; Max beating me relentlessly, gagging me and locking me in the closet, stomping on my hands. Image after painful image tore through my mind, five years of abuse flashed before my eyes. I could feel myself start to shake and the rage that was in my stomach began to rise into my chest, surrounding my heart and burning into my lungs. I saw Max's face grinning at me and heard him whisper;
"Your sister died a long time ago Mark!"
"You need more Mark?" The Voice shrieked. "I have more!!"
I saw myself getting jumped and beaten in the group home. The visions started spiraling out of order; I was being pulled away from my sister and, although I had never seen him, I was assailed by the image of Megan as a little girl being pinned down on the bed by her foster father and screaming in pain as he raped her.
"No!!" I cried out.
The rage was in my throat now choking me with its heat.
"One more?"
I saw Megan in the back room of a flop house, sitting on a dirty mattress and injecting a needle into her arm. I staggered backwards as the rage roared up through my throat and into my mouth.
In my mind the Dog lifted its blood smeared muzzle and howled. I lifted my head and screamed. I screamed long and loud, with all the power in my lungs. I screamed until my throat burned and then screamed again. The rage was tearing through my body, crashing through my chest and stomach to explode outward in yet another scream. I raised my hands in the air as I screamed. All those years of pain, all the nightmares, everything I had endured was there in one unstoppable wave of emotion. No not emotion; power.
As the rage surged through me, I felt transcendent, unstoppable; I had just endured a savage beating and felt no pain. I felt as if the rage was tangible, as if it were swirling around me, as if I were standing in the eye of a tornado. I looked at my blood soaked hands and smiled, I was no longer human, I had become a being of raw hate, an avatar of revenge. In my mind the Dog stood, fangs bared awaiting the next move.
Once again I lifted my head and let out a long loud howl of hate. Finally lowering my head I turned towards Max. He was dazed but looking at me with naked fear in his eyes. As I looked I saw a growing wet stain between his legs.
"Now Mark!! Now let's make this motherfucker scream!!!"
In the three steps it took to get to Max I felt more and more powerful with each one, as if I were growing larger and even stronger. Up until this point I had possessed some semblance of control, but no more; the dog was out and it was time to show Max what pain really was. Max was sprawled halfway on and off the couch, his right leg was straight to keep him from hitting the floor and he was trying to get his left leg under him to get up.
I reached him and, with no hesitation, raised my right leg as high as I could and stomped down directly on Max's kneecap. There was an enormous crack and Max shrieked in pain as his leg snapped backwards. I stepped back and made to kick the other leg. Max tried to move his hands towards it and I switched directions, kicking the same leg again and driving the steel tip of my boot into Max's already shattered knee. Max screamed again a long high pitched wail of agony that sent a thrill through me.
The Voice screamed with Max, but in triumph, The Dog howled and there was a pounding in my head; a symphony of violence so pure it was better than sex.
"Stop your screaming you little fucking baby!!!" I yelled at Max, lifting my leg as if to kick again.
"Please!" Max whimpered putting his right hand out to me in a stop gesture.
My right hand flashed out and caught Max's hand by the fingertips.
"Are you fucking begging now? You little bitch!"
I whipped his arm out and down, twisting Max's arm to the side then shoved forward, snapping Max's fingers backwards and receiving another delicious scream. Grabbing Max's right wrist I pulled his arm straight and, swinging my left arm up as hard as I could, hit him behind the elbow. Max's arm snapped down at a right angle; more screaming.
"Yes Mark!! Oh yesssss!!!"
The pounding in my head was getting louder, but the screaming was louder and better. I wrenched Max's arm around again and, with crystal clarity, saw a piece of bone break through Max's flesh. Beyond screaming now Max began making another sound. I stopped and cocked my head.
"He's crying Mark! He's fucking crying!!"
The voice was right; Max was sobbing, crying in pain, his arm and leg ruined and blood flowing from several places on his face, including where there was a large piece of his cheek missing.
"Are you fucking crying!?" I demanded.
I swung my leg over Max straddling him and, grabbing his shirt with my right hand, I pulled him up towards me.
"I think you should have something to cry about then!!"
I punched down with my left hand which, despite the pain, I had forced into a fist, hitting Max in the middle of what was left of his nose. His head snapped back and bounced off the couch and coming back up I hit him again and again. Nothing fancy now; just short brutal punches. I was holding Max's shirt so he couldn't slump any further as I continued to hit him.
"Are!" I screamed.
"You!" Another punch and I felt Max's teeth give under my fist.
"Still!" A shot to the left eye.
"Making!" The right eye.
"Fucking!" Blood splattered up into my face.
"Noise!" Max began to twitch.
I reared back my blood covered fist again. When the voice yelled out;
"The platter Mark!! An eye for an eye!! Lex Talionis!!"
Looking around I saw the silver platter in the corner of the couch. Leaning over I grabbed it in my right hand and, once more standing over Max, brought it up over my left shoulder getting ready to swing it backhanded into Max's skull. I paused for a moment, looking down into Max's ruined face and smiled; I had passed the test.
"Finish it Mark!!"
I was getting ready to swing when I paused; in my head the dog, who had been barking savagely, stopped and suddenly spun around towards the pounding in my head. Like the dog I quickly turned. The pounding was not in my head and, as watched my door crashed down. Through my rage fueled haze I saw two cops in the doorway. One of them whispered;
"Oh my God!"
"Hold on kid!" The other shouted. "Step back! It's all over now!" He took a step towards me and said softly, "Easy Mark, it's all over."
"Fuck you it is! Finish it Mark."
I hesitated. Even in my current state I realized what the cops being here meant; I was caught, hell they even knew my name. My life was over.
"Well then let's at least finish!" The Voice yelled. "Come on Mark they'll talk about this for years to come!!"
The Voice was right, if I was to go down then at least I would have my revenge. As I turned back to Max the dog crouched down growling savagely towards the police, I would not go easy. Ignoring the yelling of the cop I raised the plate once more. My arm was just starting to come down when I heard my name called again;
"Mark no!! Please stop!!!"
I froze in mid swing; the voice was Megan's. I quickly turned and saw my sister dressed in a plain t-shirt and jeans standing in between the two cops.
"Are you fucking kidding me?!?"
"Drop the plate kid!" The younger of the two cops called out.
"No! We finish this!!"
I shook my head and started to bring the plate back up.
"Mark drop it!" Megan yelled out to me. "Please little brother, it's over!"
I hesitated, looking at the plate, then slowly back to my sister, who looked terrified; her eyes wide and tears flowing down her cheeks.
"Oh please Mark."
"That man's hurt!" The younger cop snapped. "We don't have time for this!"
With that he whipped his nightstick from its holster and stepped towards me. The Dog bared its fangs and, dropping the plate, I stepped over Max's limp barely breathing form and, taking a step towards the cop, brought my bloody hands up making a come on gesture with the right one. The dog would fight until it was put down.
"Don't hurt my brother!!" Megan cried out and, jumping past the other cop, grabbed the younger one's arm.
"Get back ma'am!" The cop snapped at her but the older one called out;
"Back off Bill! The kid's not right, but she's his sister, give her a minute!" Turning to my sister I heard him speak softly. In reality I was sure he was whispering, but I could hear him as if he were shouting at me;
"Megan," He began. "I know you don't want your brother hurt, I don't either, but that man behind him may be dying, you have less than a minute to talk him down or were going to have to take him."
As he spoke I was aware of the other cop speaking into his walkie talkie;
"Yeah, 525 Branch Ave second floor over the bar, got two hurt, one looks critical, need two ambulances and back up!"
"They're coming for us Mark! Let's go down swinging!"
I started forward again, but stopped as, Megan with her hands up in front of her, walked slowly towards me.
"Easy Mark," She said softly. "It's all over little brother. Max can't hurt you anymore."
All over Megan had said. As I watched her come closer to me, I realized she was right, it was over. Not just this but the rest of my life.
"So make it worth it you fucking pussy! Don't just stand there! Christ mutt, do something!"
At that the dog stood and growled deep in its throat in Megan's direction. I shook my head at her and stepped back.
"Hey it's just me little brother." Megan said reaching out slowly to touch my face.
"Watch out Megan!" The cop called.
"My brother would never hurt me." Megan said calmly. "Isn't that right Mark? You would never hurt your sister."
In my mind I saw Megan approaching the dog, as I watched, it cocked its head at her and, as she reached her hand out, it sat down and let Megan put her hand on its head. I felt Megan's hand on my cheek and leaned my face into it.
"There you go little brother, it's all going to be okay."
"No," I whispered. "It's over, I..."
"That's right Mark," She said softly then, speaking louder, said. "It's over Mark, and it'll be okay now, the police are here because I called them and told them Max was coming after you, they're not here to hurt you little brother, no one will ever hurt you again."
"Oh, Megan." I quietly. "I'm going to..."
"Mark shut up!!" The Voice hissed. Suddenly it wasn't screaming anymore and seemed to have even forgotten about Max. "Let me hear what she's saying!"
"You'll be okay." Megan whispered, bringing her other hand up to touch the left side of my face. I winced and jerked my head back. "Oh Mark," Megan let out a sob. "Oh look at your face."
At that moment the younger cop ran past me to get to Max. I started to turn but Megan caught my shoulder and, still whispering softly, said;
"Over here Mark, just look at me, just stay with your big sister."
"Holy Christ Ronnie, this guy's fucking bones are sticking out of his skin!"
Megan's eyes looked away from me and down towards Max.
"Oh my god little brother," She said as the color drained from her face. "Oh Mark what did you do?"
I stood there unable to answer. The rage had left me and I felt weak and dizzy, my head was throbbing and I realized I was scared. What do I do? I asked the Voice. Without hesitation the Voice answered;
"Do what you want to do Mark, give up, go to your sister."
I looked at Megan and could feel tears building in my right eye, my left was too swollen to even cry.
"Megan I... I didn't ..."
I didn't get a chance to finish as Megan wrapped her arms around my shoulders and hugged me tightly. As she did I felt my legs start to give and slowly sank to my knees, still holding me Megan sank down with me.
"There you go little brother." She said softly running her fingers through the back of my hair. "You just come to your big sister."
"Oh Megan," I whispered in her ear. "T-They're going to lock me up, they're going to..."
"Mark I know you're not yourself, but try to listen close." I narrowed my eyes not understanding at first, until I realized she was whispering in Latin.
"I called the cops after you hung up on me. I was an hour away and I couldn't get them to come 'til I got here. I told them you were scared and that Max was coming after you. Just don't say anything Mark. We'll figure it out, I'll get Alex to help."
Switching to English, Megan said louder;
"Just calm down little brother, everything's going to be okay, they're going to take you to the hospital."
"Oh you smart, smart bitch!" The Voice whistled in my head.
"Oh you scared me little brother!" Megan sobbed out suddenly and I could feel her tears on my cheek.
"Megan I'm sorry," I choked out onto her shoulder.
"Hey it will be okay Mark."
This was said by the older cop who had knelt down behind Megan and was looking at me with an expression of pity on his face.
"You're sister's right Mark, it's all over. We're going to take you to the hospital but you're sister's going to ride with you okay?"
I stared at him but wouldn't answer.
"Say he made you do it."
I don't want to talk anymore. I told it. Not to anyone ever again.
"Say it you weak willed asshole! Or do you want to rot in the looney bin?"
"H-he made me do it." I stammered, wincing at the agony the Voice's screaming had caused in my head. "I-I couldn't stop."
"Mark?' The cop asked. "Can you tell me what Max was doing here?"
I looked at him silently, I didn't know him, didn't trust him and talking was bad anyways, it could get you in trouble.
"Okay Mark that's enough, snap out of it, you don't have to play that pathetic."
"Mark why didn't you call us?" The cop pressed. "Why won't you answer me?"
"He's scared." Megan said turning her head from my shoulder to look at the cop. "That thing over there beat my brother every time he spoke, and when he gets scared he won't talk."
"How convenient." The cop said. Then looking at me said. "You didn't call because you wanted to hurt Max, didn't you Mark? You're not a little kid anymore, you wanted to pay him back." He nodded. "I don't blame you one bit Mark." He smiled. "Come on Mark, you can tell me."
"Mark don't." Megan began but the cop said.
"Don't tell him what to say miss. Trust me, we ran Max Thompson's name on the way over, we know exactly why he went to jail. I'll be the first one to say that he's a piece of shit miss, but that little bit of history provides one hell of a motive." He smiled again. "Doesn't it Mark?"
"Leave him alone." Megan said holding me tighter.
"Watch your tone Miss Hanson or I might just decide to have you submit to a drug test, from your priors I don't think it's a guarantee you'll pass."
I heard sirens coming from down the street they would be taking me away soon.
"Come on Mark, say something." The smile was gone now. "Because if you don't, what I'm going to do is report this as you attacking Max Thompson; see I don't quite buy this little story Mark." He shrugged. "But you could help me, and you, if you'll talk."
In my mind the dog whimpered and, getting up with its tail between its legs, began to walk down the corridor towards its room.
"Okay Mark listen keep it simple tell him that..." The Voice trailed off as it knew I wasn't listening.
"Mark," The cop again. "If you talk before the other's get here maybe we can work something out, you know, just you and me and your sister here."
I looked at Megan who, I could tell was trying to tell me no without speaking, and then shifted my gaze to meet the intense brown eyes of the cop.
"I..."
"Mark be careful!!"
"You what Mark?" The cop asked expectantly.
"I.. I was a bad boy." I whispered.
"Mark what the hell are you... Mark?"
As the Voice called my name I used the last of the concentration I could muster and envisioned myself in the corridor of the attic. Turning I opened the door to Megan's room.
"You were bad Mark?" The cop was asking. "How?"
The part of my mind that was still in the present felt Megan tense up as she held me and I could sense the Voice getting angry again;
"Mark we can get away with this! Just watch your mouth and we can... oh for Christ's sake!"
In the attic Megan came to her doorway, she was wearing a pretty red sundress and there was no tattoo on her arm. This was the happy Megan, the sister I had before she started using, the one who had saved me from myself, for awhile anyways. Megan smiled at me and put her arms out.
"Mark? How were you a bad boy?"
"Because I made a mess." I whispered, sounding to myself as if I were miles away.
"That you did." The cop agreed.
"I made a lot of noise." I added.
"Oh Mark, please don't do this." The Megan who was holding my body sobbed in my ear.
The Megan in my mind however smiled at me and said;
"Come here baby; let your big sister make it all better."
"Mark! Get your ass back out here!"The Voice cried out. "We can still have it all we can be okay!"



"I'm sure you did Mark." The cop said. "But that's okay."
"I-I'll be a good boy now I promise." I whispered.
In my mind I gratefully stepped into my beautiful sister's warm embrace.
"That's it baby." She whispered in my ear. I smiled as I took a deep breath and smelled her strawberry shampoo.
"How are you going to do that Mark?" The cop asked.
As if from a great distance I heard the other cop yell;
"For Christ's sakes where the fuck is the ambulance? This guy just stopped breathing!"
I looked up and saw Megan, who was looking in the direction of Max a look of fear in her eyes. Turning to face the cop who was still focused on me I smiled through the blood on my face and said;
"Because I'm going to be quiet from now on."
The Megan in front of me turned back to me and started crying;
"No little brother, stay with me Mark, you can't quit now."
"Listen to her you fucking pussy!"
In my mind Megan stepped back and, taking my hands in hers, said;
"Let's go little brother."
"I'm going to go now." I whispered to the other Megan.
"Mark!" Megan sobbed. "Oh little brother please don't go, please hold on we'll..."
"You're weak and pathetic Mark, just like your father. I hope you rot in the same hole."
Megan pulled me into the room and, as she closed the door behind us, everything went silent from the outside. In the room Megan walked over to her bed and, turning to me, reached up and slid the sundress from her shoulders, letting it drop to the floor. As I stared transfixed by my sister's naked body she smiled and, after lying down on her bed, beckoned to me. I walked over to her, stripping my clothes off as I did. Just as I approached the bed I realized that not only was I no longer covered with blood, but nothing hurt and, more importantly, I wasn't scared anymore. As if reading my mind Megan said;
"Everything is going to be fine Mark; your big sister will never let anything happen to you. Now come here."
Megan opened her arms and, as I crawled onto the bed and lied on my side, she hugged me close pulling my head down between her breasts and, as she began to play with my hair, she whispered;
"Go to sleep my beautiful little brother, your big sister loves you."
To be concluded.
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I opened my eyes as those last words went through my mind; promising my brother that I would never leave him. Eight months later I would move to Chicago to start a new life; one that turned out to be everything I wanted it to be, but didn't include him. Once again leaving Mark to miss the big sister he had waited so long to get back, and, although it had been for a good reason, had left him. With a sigh I rolled over and checked the time on my phone; seven thirty. Giving up on falling back to sleep at this point I once again called Mark and listened to it go to voicemail.
I didn't bother leaving a message this time, Mark usually had court on Mondays so he would have to be done at the gym by eight, I would call back then and see if I could meet him there for a quick cup of coffee, just to make sure he was okay. Getting up, I grabbed my cigarettes and, going over to the old rocking chair that was near the window, sat down. Stretching my long legs out I put my feet up on the windowsill and, lighting a cigarette, went back to the last thought of my leaving my brother for Chicago.
Originally when Betty had asked me about moving down there with her I had told her no. I understood why she was doing it, for a fresh start in a place where no one knew her and she wasn't constantly reminded of her past indiscretions. The difference for me however was that unlike Betty, whose family lived on the west coast and she barely saw, I had a brother and parents who had lost enough time with me and I certainly didn't want to take anymore away from them. Not to mention the fact that, although I had just made a year sober, they would worry sick about me if they couldn't see me all the time. Two weeks before Betty was to move something happened that had changed my mind, an event that went a little beyond just seeing a place where I used to get fucked up and feeling bad about it.
I had taken Mom grocery shopping and, while she was checking out, went outside to have a cigarette. While I was standing there smoking I heard a guy's voice behind me say excuse me, when I turned around saw two guys around my age standing there. One of them asked me what my name was and I asked why they wanted to know. At that the other guy grinned and said they knew me and was surprised I didn't recognize them. I instantly began to feel a little uncomfortable, but to them I simply shrugged and said if they knew me then they would know my name.
The first guy laughed and said that we had never gotten on the first name basis, but maybe the name Raven would ring a bell. That uncomfortable feeling immediately turned into a sick feeling in my stomach; Raven was the name I had gone by when I had worked some of the local strip clubs. Still trying to avoid any drama I told them they had me mixed up with someone else. It was summer time and I was wearing a tank top and, when I had said that, the second guy smiled and, pointing at my Medusa tattoo, said that he doubted there was another tall, hot brunette with the same tattoo.
Before I could say anything else the first guy smirked and told me it was too bad I didn't remember them because I had taken very good care of both of them at a bachelor party. The other guy laughed and told his friend that I had been pretty wasted, and besides, for a girl like me they probably all blurred together anyways. At that I turned my back to them but they came around and one of them asked if I was still in business. I told him no, that was a long time ago. With a laugh he asked me if I was sure, because he had a hundred dollars, and that was all it took last time.
I could feel myself blushing and, was ready to walk away, when Mom came out of the store with the carriage and, seeing the look on my face, asked if I was okay and who were my friends. One of the guys gave me an evil smirk and my stomach turned as I waited for him to say something terrible. Fortunately for me, the other guy had some decency and, after elbowing his friend, simply told my mother that they had known me from way back and just stopped to say hi. As they walked away the other one winked at me and told me it was good seeing me again. Mom could tell something was wrong and finally, when we got home, I told her I knew them from the "bad days" as she always referred to them and they were busting my balls. Mom, of course, felt terrible but had also made the remark that it was a good thing it was her that was there and not Mark. My brother would have seen it for what it was and he'd have started and, most likely, finished a fight. A week later I called Mark over to my folk's house and told them I was moving to Chicago with Betty.
I shook my head as I knew that none of them had wanted me to leave, but I had to do what was best for me. It was ironic, because as an addict I had exhibited nothing but selfish behavior, and now, even as a recovering addict, I still had to act selfishly. For me, and others like me, every decision had to be what was best for me based on how it could affect my recovery. If something made me uncomfortable or stressed me too badly I could not just "suck it up" as some people would say and deal with it. No, I had to know when to back away, lest I allow myself to fall into situations that were no longer mine, so to speak. In the end my family understood and didn't make too much of a fuss over it. The fact that Mark knew some people down there made my parents feel a little better and, five years later, things really couldn't have worked out better for me down there. Of course I thought, as I licked my fingers and pinched my cigarette out, the operative word there as usual was "me".
No that wasn't necessarily true, I hadn't done it just for myself; my family had benefited from it as well. I truly believe to this day that, had I stayed in Rhode Island, I might have slipped back; once again tripped up by guilt and old pain, but there were none of those melancholy memories in Chicago. Down there all people knew was that I had moved in from out of state, as opposed to up here where everyone that knew me, knew my past. Besides, at this point, the folks were used to it and I loved having my own life, unfortunately it seemed Mark had missed me more than I had thought. At that I started to wonder, is it possible he didn't love me and just missed me? No, what I felt Saturday night from my brother was his using his body to give me his heart.
I stopped that train of thought, I had already had my mind spinning once and beating a dead horse wasn't going to get me anywhere. In the past I had learned that if I let things go the answers would come on their own, so for now I would go with that. Getting up I walked back over to the phone and saw it was a few minutes after eight. I dialed Mark again and this time when he didn't answer I began to worry. Hanging up I called his office, figuring maybe he had gone in early. It was only a little after eight but Mark's assistant, Paula, started early in case anyone who Mark was supposed to have in court called with any problems.
Paula answered and, after I told her who I was, and made a couple of minutes of small talk, asked if Mark was there. After Paula told me he wasn't I asked if she could tell me when his first court appearance was. Paula told me that Mark was not on the calendar all week, and had told her to leave his schedule open until noon for the next few days. At this point I hung up, and decided to just go to his apartment. Going over to my bag I grabbed a short denim skirt and a tank top along with a lace turquoise bra and matching thong.
Entering the bathroom, I stripped off the ridiculously cute pink nightshirt I'd worn to bed, and turned the water on, only to have nothing come out. I tried the cold water then realized that Mom had said they hadn't been using it and Dad probably had forgotten to turn the water valve on. Rolling my eyes I put the shirt back on and, grabbing the clothes, also stopped to get my purse and a pair of blue sandals and headed downstairs to use the other bathroom. I entered the kitchen to find Mom sitting at the table looking through some boxes. As I got closer to her I saw that they were old photo albums and I knew a trip down memory lane would be coming soon.
"Morning Mom." I said leaning over and kissing her on top of her head.
"Hey honey, you're up early. Want a cup of coffee?"
"Actually I was going to take a shower first then..." I started but Mom pointed in the direction of the bathroom.
"You're father's in there." Mom looked at me and asked. "What's wrong with..." She laughed. "Mr. fix it didn't turn the water on did he?"
"Nope." I said then putting my clothes on the table sat down across from her.
"Megan please," Mom said nodding towards my clothes. "You're father doesn't need to see that, no matter how old you are."
I looked down and saw that the thong was on top of the pile and quickly tucked it under the skirt. I laughed as she was absolutely right, Dad would not react well.
"Oh come on Mom," I said. "That could be fun, especially if I told him Laura bought it for me."
"Please dear, don't tease your father with that, you know he thinks it's a sin."
I shrugged and nodded, Dad had never understood my attraction to women, and always got excited when there was a new guy in the picture. I smiled at my mother, as she began looking through a shoe box full of old papers. Mom never minded one bit and had told me after her last visit to Chicago how much she liked Laura, and how happy we looked together.
"I'm glad you never cared." I told her.
"Megan, the only thing I care about is my kids being happy, anyone who makes the two of you happy, will make me happy too."
Mom had said it in an offhand way as she continued to dig through the box, but the effect of her comment on me was overwhelming. It really was all Mom cared about, anything I wanted as long as I was healthy and happy was fine with her. I was also touched by her saying kids; Mom considered Mark her son as much as I was her daughter, on that note I needed to make sure Mark saw Mom before I left. Whatever was going on between him and Dad should have nothing to do with him seeing the woman who had always loved him as her own.
"I love you Mom." I said quietly.
Mom looked up at me and gave me a huge smile.
"I love you too honey. What brought that on?"
"Just the way you accept me, that's all, that all you want is for me to be happy."
"That's what all parents should want." Mom said. Then frowning added; "Speaking of happy hon, you don't look so good, you having trouble sleeping?"
"Yeah kind of." I told her.
"Laura?" Mom asked.
I shrugged and was going to let it go, then realized that my mother was really the only person, besides Mark, that I could ever really talk to.
"Honestly mom, I think I'm upset over Laura because I wasn't that upset over Laura." I paused then asked; "You know what I mean?"
"I think so." Mom said then added; "She was in love and you weren't."
"Right," I agreed. "And I just don't get it Mom, I mean I want to be in love, and Laura was perfect." I shook my head. "Beautiful, sweet, caring and she absolutely adored me. I don't know what's wrong with me. It's like I don't want to be happy."
"Runs in the family apparently." Mom said and, as she spoke, reached down and held up a picture of Mark with Samantha that had been taken right here on the same porch swing Mark and I had always sat on at night when we couldn't sleep.
"Mark really fell for her." I said.
"Not far enough." Mom shook her head. "I mean talk about perfect, this girl was gorgeous, graduated top of her class, and all but worshipped your brother." Mom looked at the picture and smiled wistfully.
"Tell you what Megan, when your brother brought her by I really thought she could be the one to tame him. I mean Samantha was the first girl I had met since Cynthia back when he was twenty."
Mom continued to stare at the picture, a little sadly at this point.
"He was in love with her Megan, I could see it." She laughed softly. "And she was very sweet and from a big Italian family. I really thought I might even get to be a grandmother eventually."
That remark hit me hard, although I really don't think I would have ever wanted children, the fact that I never had the choice bothered me, as well as the fact that Mom, as she had just said, would love to have a baby to hold and spoil someday. It also hit me because, despite me telling him that he should, Mark had never told mom that he had gotten a vasectomy back at the age of twenty so that he couldn't make another one like him or my father as he put it.
Mom still held out the hope that Mark might indeed settle down and have a family someday. Of course I knew it would never happen for either of us; Mom would never be a grandma, nor would I ever be Aunty Megan. My brother and my's past was truly the gift that kept on giving or, in most cases, taking.
Mom had looked up and, seeing the look on my face, instantly felt terrible.
"Oh honey, I'm so sorry!" She exclaimed. "I didn't mean it that way! I just..." She trailed off at a loss.
"It's okay mom," I told her quietly. "Really it is." Looking at her I shrugged. "Everything happens for a reason and, let's face it, as messed up as I was, it was a good thing I couldn't have gotten pregnant, who knows what would have happened."
"Still honey I feel awful for saying it." Mom said "I was just..."
"Forget it mom." I said again, then changing the subject said; "You know Mark never did tell me why he broke it off."
"All he ever said to me was that he had doubts that she was the one and didn't want to lead her on." Mom grunted. "Funny how much the two of you are alike."
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"Well when you think about it Laura was your Samantha, you and Mark both found someone perfect and pulled back." She looked at me and, pursing her lips in thought, added;
"It's almost as if the two of you are waiting for something, maybe you don't know it is, but you obviously know who it's not."
Mom's words caught me off guard; I had never made that connection between Laura and Samanthaand the remark that we were waiting for something. Were we waiting for each other? Had Mark been the first one of us to realize it? Mom was looking at me oddly and, once again, I wanted to get off the subject, but this time she let me off the hook;
"Anyways I brought all these pictures out and figured we could spend some time looking at them before you go out to lunch with your father."
"Yeah well you know mom," I began. "I'm actually going to hop in the shower when dad's done and go see Mark for a few minutes, I...
"But hon, you spent most of the weekend with your brother." Mom pointed out, looking disappointed.
"I know Mom but..."
"And you said you're going back to his place tomorrow night." Mom continued. "I mean, I'm not trying to be difficult Megan, but who knows when I'll get a chance to spend time with you again."
"Look mom," I started putting my hands up. "I know what you're saying, but I..."
Looking at my mother I realized there was no reason not to tell the truth, or part of it anyways. At least this way maybe she wouldn't feel slighted.
"Mark and I had an argument yesterday and honestly it's part of why I didn't sleep much last night."
"Really?" Mom asked, her eyes widening a little. "You and Mark never fight, well not these days anyways, what happened?"
Well you see mom, I thought, after I gave Mark a lap dance, we talked about how I took his virginity, and then he took me into his room and made love to me, then when he told me he loved me I acted like a bitch and...
"Well," I said out loud. "Mark kind of told me something and I didn't take him seriously and well you know him, first he got mad, now..."
"His feelings are hurt." Mom finished with a slight grin. "You know it's amazing, your brother acts as bad as they come, but he really is sensitive under all of that, at least with his sister anyways."
"And his mother." I added. "You used to positively dote on him when he was younger, and I don't care what he said, he loved it."
"Used to is the key word there, back before I somehow went from mom back to Denise again." Mom said sadly, before I could say anything she continued; "So you're going to go check on him?"
"Yeah, I really want to mom, and you know Mark, if I don't catch him before he gets into the office, he's there until god knows when."
"Okay hon, you go ahead and do that, I didn't mean to sound bratty, I just miss you that's all."
"I miss you too mom and I know its three months away, but I already planned on you and dad coming down for Thanksgiving."
"I know Megan, anyways, you should go I..." She shrugged. "I've been worried about Mark lately anyways, I hardly talk to him and well, I'm just worried that he's not doing well these days."
"Mark?" I asked surprised, of the two of us Mark, except for the Max incident, was never the one anyone worried about. My brother always more than took care of himself.
"Your brother's had a rough year Megan," Mom said seriously. "He broke it off with Samantha, and I don't care what he said, I could tell he was heartbroken over it, and a couple of months after that was that horrible Winthrop case."
"Yeah but he won that case and..." I started but mom kept going.
"He did Megan, but those people all but ruined your brother, I know you saw some things on the news, and of course Mark was talking to you during it but you weren't here." Mom shook her head. "Every day there was something new, they were tearing him apart, everything from bringing up Max, to that cult stuff, and that horrible sex video they dug up."
Mom looked away for a minute as if trying to forget the image that had probably just entered her mind, then kept speaking.
"They even brought Samantha back into town to rattle him and he ended up lost, losing his friend Alex over that mess."
"If Alex was really Mark's friend, he wouldn't have taken that rich asshole's side mom." I pointed out.
"It doesn't matter Megan, Mark saw Alex as a brother. I mean he used to come over here for Sunday dinners when he lived down here. I'll tell you between him, that punk kid's father and that sleazy lawyer they had, it really looked like your brother was going to lose, and that poor girl was going to have to watch that kid walk. Honestly, to this day, no one knows how Mark won that case. All anyone knows was that it was the ugliest trial this state has ever seen and your brother really hasn't seemed the same since. Never mind he hasn't spoken to your father in months and hardly at all to me."
As mom spoke I started to think about it. I of course had known all this, but had never put all three things together, or thought that it would be more than Mark could handle. Then again, maybe it was because I was so accustomed to my brother being strong that it never occurred to me that things like that would have a lasting effect on him.
"There's my little girl!"
Dad said and before I could turn, came up behind me, wrapped his arms around me, and kissed my cheek.



"Morning daddy!" I exclaimed happily turning my head and batting my long eyelashes at him.
"I think I'm a little old for daddy hon."
"Then that means I'm too old to be your little girl." I replied.
"Hmmm." Dad said as he walked over to the counter to pour a cup of coffee. "Well then in that case Daddy's okay then."
"I thought so."
I was glad dad had popped in when he had as, once again, things seemed to have been taking a dark turn and Mom had looked like she was starting to get upset. As I watched, dad put his coffee down and give my mother a kiss on the cheek, I smiled at how close my parents were. They had been through a lot, with mom losing Jacob, and not being able to have her own children, and god knows I had put them through the wringer, and not just me, Mark's barely dodging an attempted murder charge years ago hadn't been easy either, but through everything the two of them had, if anything, grown closer.
As I looked at Dad I noticed he was wearing his golfing clothes.
"You playing today dad?" I asked.
"Yeah, I made it through the first round of the tournament yesterday."
"Yeah but..." I began.
"Don't worry hon," Dad said with a wink. "I know I have a hot lunch date. I'll be back here by two and we can go wherever you want."
"Okay." I said relieved; I had thought that dad was going to dodge me because he knew I was going to bring up what he had said about Mark yesterday. "But it's my treat okay?"
"You know hon," Dad said grinning. "I'd fight you on that but, after you telling me about your six figure deal last night, I'll gladly let you."
"Good."
Dad went over to the old cookie jar on the counter, and after lifting the top and looking into it, frowned.
"Hey Denise, there was twenty five dollars in here. Did you take it?"
"I had to get gas Doug."
"Well shit Denise, I needed that for today."
"And you wouldn't have gotten there yesterday with no gas in your car Doug."
Dad shook his head and shrugged.
"Well so much for that, check's not coming in until Wednesday."
Taking my wallet from my purse I took out a fifty and held it out.
"Don't be ridiculous Dad, go play golf."
"I can't take that hon." Dad said shaking his head. "You buying lunch is one thing, but..."
"Please take it dad, it makes me feel good." I told him.
Actually what I felt was terrible that my father, who had worked his ass off his entire life, was this broke. When I got that down payment this week I would send mom part of it. I had more than enough these days. Dad was still hesitating and I said;
"Dad you paid thirty grand for two years of college and I up and quit. The least I can do is pay for some golf."
With a laugh Dad reached out and took the money.
"Well when you put it that way." He said, then pausing, added; "I appreciate it hon."
"I appreciate you letting me." I told him meaning it.
When dad had left I looked at mom.
"Hey mom I didn't want to say anything, but why is dad paying for golf? Didn't Mark get him that lifetime membership to the club for father's day a couple of years ago?"
Mom sat back and sighed.
"After whatever happened between them, your father sold the membership and sent Mark a check with a note saying he didn't want anything from him." Mom grunted. "Mark called me and asked me to come by his office, he gave me back the money in cash. I used it to pay a year's worth of property taxes." Mom put her head down and said quietly;
"It's bad between them Megan, it really is." She then sighed and continued; "I have to say I think it's more your father, Mark didn't seem mad, just kind of," She shrugged. "Sad really."
I sat there quietly for a minute, hearing again in my mind, my father asking why that fucking animal was in his house. Oh my brother, I thought, what the hell did you do? To mom I asked;
"And you have no idea? I mean have you tried to get dad to talk about it?"
"Of course I have." Mom said sounding frustrated. "All your father says is I'm better off not knowing. Megan, I've known your father for fifty years, the two of us are best friends and he's never kept anything this important from me."
I didn't answer right away, as my first reaction was to laugh as mom had said that last part. Over the years my father had kept many things from my mother. Granted they were all bad, and mostly about me, and the things I had done, and mom was better off not knowing. My father loved my mother dearly and I knew that when he left her in the dark, it was because he wanted to protect her. My mother was a sweet woman and had been strong in her way, but ever since her breakdown after Jacob died, she was quite fragile and prone to depression, I of course, had sent her into that several times over the years and that was from what little she did know.
As much as I knew dad was probably doing the right thing, I couldn't help but think that it wasn't fair that this sweet naïve woman really believed that her husband told her everything when he really only told her what he thought she could handle. Then again, I had been guilty of taking advantage of that naivety myself; especially when Mark and I had been caught at the hotel. Mom had felt there was no way we could be having sex, that dad was crazy, I had played it up and had her ready to fight dad tooth and nail and all along it had been dad who was right. Why the hell had I read that fucking journal last night?
"I'll talk to Mark this morning Mom." I told her. "And dad at lunch."
"Good luck." Mom said shaking her head disgustedly. "The two of them are like rocks when they want to be."
"Yeah well, I know how to get my brother to talk."
As I spoke I instantly had an image in my mind of having Mark tied to his bed and teasing the shit out of him with my mouth and body. Oh Megan, you are a nasty girl and in front of your mother no less. Wanting to end the conversation before mom started getting really upset, I grabbed my clothes and was getting ready to stand up when I was struck by Mom's comment about dad being her best friend. It had reminded me of what I had been thinking about my relationship with Mark.
"Hey mom," I began. "You know how you just said dad was like your best friend?"
"Not like hon," Mom answered. "He is."
"Well," I hesitated not sure how to say it. "Can someone be more than one thing at a time to you?"
"What do you mean Megan?"
"I... well you know, if someone is you know like a friend, could you become their lover and still be friends too?"
"If you mean lover like someone to fool around with hon, probably not, but if you mean a true love well then they'll be one and the same."
"I..." I paused, of course I was thinking about still wanting Mark to be able to be my little brother as well as more. I didn't want to have to choose. "I'm not sure I get it."
Mom laughed.
"No wonder you have trouble in relationships." Mom sat back and, picking up a picture of her and Dad that had been taken at Mark's PC graduation, looked at it and smiled before continuing;
"Megan, there is no separation, it's not like your father comes home and says, "Denise I need to talk to you as a friend", then later on that night takes me to bed and becomes my husband. A true partner is all things at all times. Whenever I see Doug I see my everything." She put her hands out and said;
"Apparently Laura wasn't your everything, but don't worry hon, that person's out there." She paused and added; "Maybe you should stop looking so hard. I mean who knows? If you stop trying maybe they'll come to you."
They did, as a matter of fact, I thought to myself, and just look at how well I handled that.
"Why are you asking hon?"
"Just wondering." I told her with a shrug.
Getting up I gathered my clothes.
"Well I'm going to hop in the shower and go see Mark. I should be back in an hour or so."
"Take your time Megan, like I said, I didn't mean to be grabby about my time with you."
"I'll be quick mom, but like I said, I'll bring up dad to him."
"If you want hon, I don't want to put you in the middle, but if you can, will you do me a favor?" Mom asked.
"Of course." I said.
"Just tell Mark that his mother misses him."
As I stood in the bathroom and waited for the hot water to come up I tried Mark one more time and, once again, got no answer, putting the phone down and taking off the night shirt, I found myself hoping he wasn't ignoring me. I hadn't left him on bad terms yesterday, but had said we could benefit by being apart the next couple of days. Hopefully Mark wasn't playing games and taking that to heart.
Stepping into the shower I found myself thinking that this was what is was like to be a daughter as well as a sister. Family wasn't always about the good stuff, what was going on between my father and Mark needed to be fixed. In a way it was my turn anyways; six years ago Mark had brought me back from the brink and put our family back together, now it was Mark who somehow had become the odd man out and I was going to have to fix it. I hadn't lied to mom; I would mention it to Mark this morning but would not push him. No, the situation between he and I was more important right now. If Mark didn't answer, it would be dad I would have to really go after.
As I turned and let the hot water hit the sore muscles of my back, muscles that were still hurting from Mark's all out assault on my body yesterday, it occurred to me that even if I somehow got Mark and dad to speak and put the family back together, would it just be to tear us apart again? The one thing I knew was that if Mark and I were to take that step and become more than just lovers, if we were to take a run at being a couple, I would have to tell my parents. There was no scenario that I could play out that would let me believe that it would be a pleasant conversation, and that it would be met with anything but dad telling me that we had been lying to him for twenty years and Mom being upset.
Unfortunately it would either be hear it from me, or from somewhere else, as I had no doubt they would find out sooner or later. Twenty years ago Mark and I could have never chanced it because we were right here in Rhode Island, had we been able to leave town back then however, we probably could have. Nowadays things were different, granted living states away gave us a chance, especially because everyone in Chicago already thought Mark was an old lover from out of town. However it was only a matter of time before we were caught, maybe not by anyone else, but by my parents for sure, and it was two simple words that would do it; the internet.
If you were to search my name, you would not only get my website but, of course, magazine articles and pictures from my showings, including me with a variety of people from Abigail Lefay, to a few local celebrities and of course Laura and before her Ben who, in those pictures were described as my lovers. Mark's name would bring up a ton of articles and photos. Most of the articles were about his career, but the pictures, on the other hand, were a different story. Mark was a papparazzi's dream. There were pictures of my brother carousing at bars with girls half his age, carrying on at strip clubs and several of him shirtless, flaunting the tattoo's and complete "bad boy" attorney image. There was also many of my brother with quite a few affluent people, connections he had made either through his career or the "group" he belonged to. The most notorious of these featured Mark with a blonde supermodel named Victoria Redding from New York.
Redding, who had made the cover of Sports Illustrated's swimsuit issue three years ago, was also a member of Mark's group and had attended several functions with my brother. This, of course, led to the press using their favorite internet expression "linking" the Providence attorney with the blond bombshell model. That was the internet's biggest draw; photos of people, couples, lovers. How long before there was a picture of "underground artist Megan DeCosta with new boyfriend attorney Mark Phillips on her arm?" Or better yet, one of Mark and I in full goth garb down at the Black Flame captioned; "New bad girl for the bad boy?"
My father was extremely proud of my career and, up until recently, Mark's as well. Dad surfs the net constantly and has entire folders full of pictures and articles on the two of us. There was no way he would not see us together at some point. This was yet another issue; earlier I had worried what Mark and I's relationship would come to if I turned him down, now it dawned on me that it wasn't just about us. If I chose to take Mark up on his offer would I be losing my parents? Would it come down to that kind of choice?
I turned back to face the water and, as I picked up the soap and started slowly lathering my arms, once again pushed everything aside. One thing at a time and first thing was to go and see my brother. Finishing my arms I began rubbing my soapy hands across my stomach and, closing my eyes, imagined my brother in the shower with me, standing behind me and washing me. On that thought my hands reached up and, using my fingertips, began gently rubbing my erect nipples. I moaned softly and, putting one leg up on the edge of the tub, trailed my hand down across my stomach.
Sliding it between my legs I began rubbing my pussy, which was wet from more than just the water at this point. I began to breathe faster as my fingers found my swollen clit. I leaned against the wall while picturing my fingers as my brother's soft tongue. The shower had always been my favorite place to play and there was no better way to settle my mind down than an orgasm, even one by my own hand. As I slowed my soapy hand down, teasing myself I recalled once again that great first weekend back home after the rehab. Mark and I had taken up where we had left off ten years before that and had fully enjoyed each other all weekend right under my parent's noses.
I moaned again as, keeping my thumb on my clit, I dipped two fingers into my hot little pussy and started working them back and forth. We had played in the shower that next morning and, as I began to envision it, removed my fingers from my pussy and started rubbing my hand up and down through my soft wet lips, holding off cumming, as I replayed that amazing next morning.
I opened my eyes and immediately smiled as the first thing I saw was the forest mural that I had painted on the ceiling over fifteen years ago. Lying there I stared at the painting for a couple of minutes, admiring the detail I had put into it, the different types of trees, the flowers, and of course the assortment of small animals peeking out from amongst the foliage. I'd had incredible talent even back then, and now that I was on the right path, couldn't wait to start shopping around the work I had done while in the rehab. Not only that, but as another wonderful surprise my father had redone my old attic studio, and he and mom had bought enough supplies for me to paint an entire showing.
As I lied there my smile broadened as I felt my brother's warm breath on my neck. At some point during the night I had rolled over on my back, Mark was now lying on his side, his left hand resting on my stomach, and his head nestled on my shoulder. Looking down I took a moment to enjoy the sexy contrast of Mark's well tanned hand where it lay on my ivory skin. Sighing contentedly I turned my head slowly, as to not wake him up, and stared at my beautiful little brother's sleeping face. It was hard to picture Mark as being my little brother anymore, as it had certainly been him taking care of me for the last few years, but all that was going to change very soon. As I had told him last night; Mark's big sister was back and planned on spending the rest of her life taking damn good care of her little brother.
Speaking of taking care of my little brother, as much as I enjoyed watching Mark's peaceful features, we had a lot of time to make up for and I had to be at work at noon, meaning mom would be looking for us to come down fairly early. Bending my head down I softly kissed Mark on the lips and smiled as he made that cute little cooing noise in his sleep. The smile left my face however as I once again kissed him, but much harder this time. This time Mark's response was to kiss me back and slide his hand from my stomach straight down into my already moist pussy.
"Ohhh," I moaned. "Now that's how to say good morning."
"It's a start anyways." Mark whispered and, after giving me a wink, slid his head further down and started flicking his tongue teasingly across my nipple.
"Don't tease it Mark, suck on it!" I said and, bending my arm up, grabbed the back of his head and shoved his face hard into my tit.
Mark did as told and I groaned in pleasure as my brother sucked my nipple into his mouth while slipping two fingers inside of my hot little pussy.
"Oh yeah little brother," I whispered as I played with his hair. "You suck on your big sister's tit, show me how much you missed them."
Mark propped himself up on his elbow and, leaning over, caused me to let out a soft sigh of pleasure as his thumb found my clit just as his mouth descended on my other nipple. I closed my eyes and started slowly rocking my hips as Mark's hand worked his big sister's pussy. A moment later I whimpered as Mark removed his hand from between my legs and lifted his head from my tit.
"Oh don't stop Mark I..."
I was cut off as my brother pressed his lips to mine, engaging me in a long slow kiss. At first I tried to pull back to tell him to go back to my pussy, but Mark had gotten his hand behind my head and held my face to his. I didn't fight for long however as, after Mark slipped his tongue into my mouth and brought his left hand up to my face to gently caress my cheek, I gave in completely to his kiss and returned it passionately.
Mark slid back and, grabbing my shoulder, pulled me onto my side so that we were facing each other. As soon as he did I wrapped my arms around his shoulders and hugged him tightly as we continued to kiss.
"Hmmm-mmm" Mark groaned as his arms went down around my waist, pulling our bodies even closer together.
I pushed my right leg against his and, as Mark lifted his top leg, slid mine between his and, sliding it up, moaned as I could feel his balls resting on my leg as well as his huge cock rubbing against my stomach. Breaking the kiss, Mark slid his lips down to the soft skin of my neck and, after sucking gently for a moment, whispered in my ear;
"We went fast last night sis, let me enjoy you this morning."
"Whatever you want little brother," I moaned out as Mark began nibbling on my ear as his right arm left my waist, bringing his hand back to my nipple.
"I want to take my time on my sister's hot body is what I want."
With that Mark pulled back and, after giving me a gentle push on my shoulder to roll me over on my back, rolled over on top of me and, bracing himself up on his elbows, bent his head and started sucking gently on my left nipple. After switching and paying equal attention to my neglected right tit, Mark's tongue began trailing a slow teasing path down my stomach. I laughed out loud as he stuck his tongue in my naval, tickling me, then moaned as continuing southward, his tongue not only found, but plunged into, my needy little pussy.
Mark slowly swirled his tongue around the inside of my dripping pussy, before pulling it out and, after spreading my smooth pink lips open, blew lightly on my swollen clit.
"Here let me," I whispered and, reaching down, spread my pussy wide open in my brother's face.
Taking my index finger I gently teased my long red nail across it, enjoying the look of lust in my brother's eyes as he watched his sister play with her pussy inches from his face. Bringing another finger down I pinched my clit hard between them and said;



"Go ahead and suck on that clit little brother, just like you did last night, and just like you will tonight."
Mark leaned forward and began tonguing my clit as he slid two fingers inside. I let my head fall back on the pillow and, letting go of my clit, brought my hands up to start teasing my nipples lightly with my fingernails.
"Oh damn that's nice." I said quietly as Mark was now sucking my clit in and out of his mouth in the same slow rhythm that his fingers were pumping my pussy.
Looking back down I saw that Mark had lifted up a little bit and could see his huge cock pointing down into my bed. Staring at his cock I licked my lips and told him;
"Roll over on your back little brother."
"Don't rush sis," Mark started. "I..."
"Little brother, your nasty big sister needs that big hard cock in her mouth; now roll over so we can both have fun."
Knowing what I meant Mark gave me that adorable shy little smile, that no one else who knew him would ever think him capable of and, sliding up from between my legs, rolled over onto his back. I immediately sat up and, crawling forward, I swung my right leg and arm over Mark's hips and, resting on my elbows between his legs, wiggled my hips playfully, showing off my well shaped ass and pretty pink pussy.
"Damn you're fucking hot sis." Mark whispered.
With deliberate slowness I crawled backwards, as I did I kept my body low enough that my hard nipples were just grazing my brother's skin and my long black hair was also tickling across him. Getting impatient, Mark reached forward and, grabbing my legs just over my knees, pulled me backwards until I yelped in surprise as I felt his tongue slide into my ass.
"Oh you naught boy!" I exclaimed as while I worked my legs underneath his shoulders, Mark spread my cheeks wide open and pushed his tongue deeper into my asshole.
Mark's incredible cock was pressed against my chest and, as I leaned up, it sprang to attention in front of my face. Grabbing it in my right hand I pulled it to the side and, bending my head down, started swirling my tongue across my brother's balls. Mark groaned into my ass as I sucked on his balls while slowly pumping and squeezing his throbbing cock.
"Oh yes!" I panted as Mark's tongue left my ass to be replaced by one of his fingers.
I rested my face on his thigh, still jerking his cock and, moaning, Mark worked his finger all the way into my incredibly tight ass and his tongue once again found my hard clit. Picking my head up I slid my tongue up along the side of his shaft and then, losing patience, opened wide and took my brother's cock almost all the way down in one smooth motion.
"Oh yeah," Mark moaned, "Oh damn I missed your mouth sis."
Another comment for a hallmark card, I thought to myself, as I opened wider and took the rest of him down until my upper lip was touching the edge of his balls. After pausing and slowly swirling my tongue around the base of his shaft, I started bobbing my head up and down, going about halfway up the length of Mark's huge prick before sliding back down. My brother moaned as, adding to his pleasure, was the fact that his sucking on my clit had me steadily groaning around his cock.
Reaching around I took Mark's balls in my hand and started gently rubbing them as I continued to blow him. My other hand was still around his cock following the wet trail my mouth was leaving and jerking him off as I sucked on him. My moans started to turn into high pitched whimpers as Mark's fingers were stuffed into both my pussy and ass, as he continued to suck my clit in and out of his mouth.
I started rocking my hips up and down as I could feel myself getting ready to cum. I started letting more of Mark's huge cock out of my mouth before going back down, deep throating him with each long slow suck. I moaned again as I could feel my thighs start to tremble and had just taken Mark's cock from my mouth to tell him to go faster, when suddenly, Mark removed his finger from my ass and, grabbing the back of my head, shoved it all the way back down his cock and, holding it there, started to fuck my mouth.
The turn on of having my brother's enormous cock forced down my throat, coupled with his rapid sucking of my clit, sent me over the edge. I tried to squeal, but all that came out was a whimper as I was cumming with my mouth and throat completely stuffed with my brother's cock. Letting go of his balls I dug my finger nails into his thigh as my hips thrashed wildly and I whimpered and moaned as Mark continued to fuck my mouth. Letting go of his cock I grabbed his other thigh and dug in there as well, squeezing so hard I heard Mark's breath hiss out between his teeth. Letting go of the back of my head Mark slid his hand between us and, grabbing my nipple, gave it a hard pinch.
I pulled my head from my brother's cock and let out one long loud moan as the last of the orgasm flowed through me. I leaned back and, grinding my pussy once more into Mark's face, gasped out;
"Damn I came hard I... Ohhh look at that cock." I whispered.
Mark's cock was so hard and swollen the head was turning purple. With no hesitation I slid forward and down my brother's body until my legs were once again straddling his hips. Leaning forward I grabbed Mark's ankles and, pulling my legs up, got my feet flat on the bed until I was squatting over my brother's massive cock. Not needing to be told, Mark reached down and, grabbing his cock, held it straight up and placed the tip directly at the edge of my pussy. I lifted up a little more then, letting my weight go, plunged downward, driving Mark's huge dick deep into my sopping wet pussy.
"Oh fuck that's deep!!" I exclaimed loudly as my ass touched Mark's stomach and I was completely impaled on his cock.
"Shhh!" Mark groaned out.
Using my legs I started bouncing up and down on Mark's throbbing prick. It had been a long time and even after last night I wasn't used to him yet and, for the next couple of minutes, worked myself up and down so slowly that my brother was moaning with every stroke, desperately wanting to fuck me.
"Awww do you want to slam your big sister's pussy, little brother?" I asked.
"Oh please go faster sis, I need to cum." Mark whimpered.
"Ooooh," I cooed, as I once again slowly descended an inch at a time down my brother's long thick cock. "And where do you want to cum little brother?"
"Inside of my big sister's pussy." Mark answered.
"I don't care how old we are, that will never get old."
I then let out a loud moan as I once again came all the way down. My pussy was stretched to the limit and it felt incredible. Mark made one of those adorable little whimpering noises as, while still with Mark buried to the hilt inside of me, I wiggled my ass back and forth.
"Oh please sis I... ohhhh." Mark whimpered again. "Oh don't tease me."
What could I say to that?
"Just stay still little brother," I told him. "And let your nasty big sister give you what you need."
I gently drew Mark's cock all the way out then, after a moment's hesitation, drove myself back down hard and immediately came back up again. Leaning over even further I bit my lip and started bouncing up and down on Mark's cock as hard and fast as I could. Mark reached out and, grabbing my hips, started lifting and pulling me, slamming his cock even deeper into my pussy. Despite my best efforts not to, I started yelping every time I dropped myself onto my brother's cock. Reaching out Mark grabbed my legs over my knees and yanked hard.
I fell backwards on top of him and, before I could react, Mark reached around and, covering my mouth with his hand, held my left leg up from the back of my knee and started thrusting his hips wildly, slamming his huge prick into me as I lay on top of him with my back to his chest. I squealed loudly into his hand over and over as Mark, no longer worried about the noise, or at this point even whether or not it hurt, continued to fuck the shit out of me. Reaching down I grabbed the base of Mark's shaft and started jerking him off as he fucked me.
"Oh fuck yeah sis!" Mark exclaimed. "Oh just like that! I..."
Mark let out a loud gasp as his cock exploded inside of me, sending an enormous spurt of cum into his big sister's thirsty pussy. Mark stopped pumping his hips as I continued to jerk him off, each stroke of my hand producing another shot of hot cum. Mark was moaning and whimpering in my ear and the sound was driving me crazy.
"Oh oh yeah sis, oh damn." Mark panted and, after a couple of more strokes of my hand, reached down and grabbed my wrist.
"Okay." He whispered.
I gave his cock one more playful squeeze then, rolling off of him onto my stomach(,) said;
"Goddamn that's the way to wake up!"
Mark lied there silently for a minute then said;
"Hey sis, know what else I missed?"
"Is it what I hope it is?" I asked expectantly.
Without another word, Mark rolled off the bed and, taking my hand, pulled me up into a sitting position.
"I... hey!"
I laughed out loud as Mark swung his arms underneath me and effortlessly lifted me up off the bed. Turning Mark carried me into the bathroom where, after putting me down, he turned the shower on and, pulling the curtain aside, gestured me in. Giggling like a schoolgirl I hopped under the hot water and moaned in pleasure as, getting in behind me, Mark wrapped his arms around me and, after kissing my neck, grabbed the soap and, starting at my shoulders, began gently washing every inch of my body, even dropping to his knees and getting the bottoms of my feet and, of course, burying his face into my ass.
Standing back up, Mark pushed me in the back and, taking the hint, I put my hands against the shower wall and bent over. Mark reached around and, as his thumb found my clit, shoved his once again hard cock into me from behind.
"Oh yes, oh give it to me little brother!" I told him looking over my shoulder and admiring his incredible body dripping wet from the shower. "Go ahead and slam that pussy, it's all yours baby!"
Mark grabbed my hair with his free hand and, rearing back, started fucking the living shit out of me. I was once again yelping with every thrust and could already feel my body responding to Mark's stroking of my clit. Feeling my legs begin to tremble Mark let go of my hair and, wrapping his arm around my waist, held me close as he started driving his cock into my sore but still needy pussy. Unable to help myself I let out a loud howl of ecstasy as my second orgasm in the last fifteen minutes tore through me. Letting go of my waist Mark, once again, reached around and covered my mouth as I slammed my hips back into his cock harder and harder as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through me.
Mark let out a loud moan of his own, as my pussy contracting around his cock sent him over the edge and he, once again, began painting the inside of his big sister's pussy with his hot sticky cum. I whimpered into my brother's hand as the last of the orgasm flowed through me and, had he not shifted his hand from my clit to grab me around my hips, I would have fallen in the shower.
"Oh damn." I whispered, leaning back into his wet body. "I think I could go back to sleep."
"We got time." Mark whispered then, kissing me gently on the neck, said; "Sis I missed this so much."
I turned around and, wrapping my arms around his shoulders, gave him a long lingering kiss. It couldn't get any better than this! The hot water, steam and my brother's amazing body pressed against mine after having just fucked me twice. The water began to get cold and, after Mark shut it off, he stepped out of the shower and, grabbing a towel, held it out for me. Smiling from ear to ear I got out and let Mark wrap it around me and gently pat me dry.
"You coming back to bed with me little brother?" I asked batting my eyes at him. "You gonna come back and hold your sister?"
"Damn straight." Mark said as he started drying himself off. "I..."
We both jumped at a loud knock.
"Hey Mark you up?" Dad called from Mark's side of the bathroom.
"Shit," Mark said rolling his eyes. "Just like when we were kids."
Quickly stepping over to the bathroom door Mark opened it and called out;
"Give me a minute! I'm just getting out of the shower."
"What the hell does he want this early?" I whispered.
"Who the hell knows, maybe he thinks we're back in the day and I'm supposed to mow the fucking lawn or something."
Mark finished drying off and, giving me a quick kiss, said;
"Go back to bed Meg, I'll meet you back in there if I can."
Mark turned and, walking into his room, closed the bathroom door behind him. I was getting ready to go back into my room when I noticed that the doorknob was still missing from Mark's door. I had an instant image of kneeling on the floor and playing with myself while watching Mark fuck Krissy. I stared at the door and found myself wondering what dad wanted. Looking once again at the hole where the doorknob used to be I thought... no, I told myself, I couldn't. Next thing I knew I was on my knees again like a nosy teenager, looking through the hole into Mark's old bedroom.
Mark had tossed on a pair of jeans and was just opening the door to let dad in.
"You still lock your door huh?" dad asked.
"Yup," Mark answered. "Old habits die hard."
"I guess." Dad said looking around a little nervously. Then, focusing on Mark, he looked him up and down and shaking his head said;
"Damn Mark every time I see you I swear you're bigger."
"That's what she said." Mark replied smirking.
Dad rolled his eyes and Mark asked;
"Is everything okay?"
"Yeah, I just wanted to talk to you for a minute."
"Okay."
"Listen Mark," Dad began. "I just wanted..." he paused then taking a deep breath said; "I just wanted to tell you thank you."
"For?" Mark asked.
"For this Mark." With that dad pointed towards the bathroom door I was kneeling behind. "For Megan, for everything you did for her and us."
"Doug you said thank you before." Mark said. "It's okay, I..."
"No Mark, there's a little more."
My father's voice sounded funny and, leaning a little closer to the hole, I could see he was starting to cry. Mark saw it too and the awkward look on his face was priceless. Before Mark could say anything my father stepped forward and, putting his arms around my brother's shoulders, looked into his face and continued;
"Thank you for saving my daughter's life Mark, for bringing her back to us."
"I saved my sister's life Doug." Mark pointed out. "I mean..."
"No Mark, "Dad interrupted. "I mean yes you saved your sister, but you're not telling me that part of the reason you went up there wasn't for your mother. I mean maybe it wasn't for me, god knows I didn't treat you well enough the last few years to deserve anything, but I know you went for Denise as much as for yourself. I know you love your mother."
"I..." Mark started but before he could finish my father hugged him and began speaking haltingly, his voice choking with emotion.
"You're a hell of a brother Mark, and a good man." My father stopped for a minute and said so softly I could barely hear him. "And I feel terrible it took this long for me to tell you this, but you are one hell of a son Mark."
From where I was I couldn't see dad's face, but I could see my brother's. Mark's eyes looked like they were tearing up and mine were as well. I knew I should probably feel bad for eavesdropping like this, but was glad that I was seeing this touching moment between the two most important men in my life.
"I had a hell of an example Doug."
My father stepped back and, wiping at his eyes, said;
"I'm sorry we fought Mark, it was my fault and you were right, I had given up, but you never did and I feel terrible about it."
"What's done is done Doug." Mark said simply. "All that matters is Meg's okay and every one's happy."
"No Mark, what matters is all of us are okay now, and I never want us to fight like that again." Dad clapped Mark on the shoulder and said; "I mean it Mark, you really are my son and I don't want you to ever forget that."
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I shut the shower off, and shook my head at the image of my father telling my brother that he would always be his son no matter what. That was six years ago and, up until a few months ago, my father and Mark had gotten along extremely well, now somehow, Mark had gone from sugar to shit; from a hell of a son, to a fucking animal, as dad had referred to him yesterday. I sighed heavily as I got out of the shower and dried off. I had cum damn hard to the image of my brother fucking me in the shower my first morning back home after rehab; however, before the afterglow of that orgasm had faded, I had recalled that wonderful moment between my father and Mark that made their situation now seem even more upsetting. I rolled my eyes at the thought that my head was spinning so bad today that I had, as the expression went, just literally fucked up a wet dream.
Tossing the towel in the hamper, I slipped on the turquoise thong and, after putting on the matching lace bra, looked at myself in the full length mirror on the inside of the bathroom door. My long black hair was still wet and one side of it was over the front of my shoulder and down over my tit where it lay against the ivory skin of my stomach. The lingerie set perfectly matched my finger and toenails and I had no doubt my brother would love this look. That made me pause when it occurred to me that I was going to see my brother and had not thought about what would happen.
Neither Mark nor I had slept much over the last couple of days and both of us were upset. Mark was heartbroken, feeling that I had rejected him, and I was upset for causing him to think that in the first place. I was also a bit emotional over reading the journal last night and dealing with the many painful feelings it had awakened inside of me. When Mark and I were upset we needed each other, hence my visit here in the first place, and Mark always wanted his big sister when things weren't right for him. Looking at it that way, sex between us was inevitable and now I found myself wondering if we should.
Fucking Mark yesterday turned out to be a mistake; in the end he had gotten even more upset. As I started blow drying my hair, I started to worry about yet another thing that could change between us. If I decided not to accept Mark's heart, would it mean that he wouldn't want to sleep with me anymore? Would sex with between us become a dagger in his heart, because he wanted me to be much more than just his sister? In the past, Mark and I had abstained from each other during my relationships and his last few months with Samantha, when she became more than just one of his pets.
There were times, during those stretches, that it was tough to hold back, but I think that somewhere in my mind, and most likely in Mark's, we knew that it would never last. I don't think it had ever occurred to me what it would be like to never be with Mark again. Finishing with my hair, I started to get dressed and felt a feeling of dread in my stomach. Mark was good at games, both in the courtroom, and of course the bedroom. If I didn't give him an answer right away, or not the one he wanted, would he hold back from me? On the other hand, with the exception of times when I had been extremely wasted, Mark could never turn down his sister's pussy. Then again I was always just his sexy big sister to him and it was all just a dirty little taboo, our way of breaking the rules, now Mark wanted it all.
As I looked in the mirror at my long well shaped legs sticking out of the extremely short black mini skirt I was wearing, and the short light blue tank top that left my stomach bare exposing the silver chain dangling from my naval, I decided that I would definitely be going after my brother. Unlike yesterday, however, I would go easy and be affectionate, I knew Mark like no other woman ever could, and knew that what he needed right now would be for his big sister to take care of him. On that note, it would be a way to see if he would still accept me as only that. After taking one last look in the mirror, I smiled at the fact that at thirty eight, I still looked damn good; and could still carry off this look, wearing clothes more suited to a teen. After blowing a playful kiss at my reflection I left the bathroom to say good bye to mom.
Going back into the kitchen to grab my purse, I saw that mom was on the phone, which was a good thing as it would make it easier to slip out. As I picked up my purse and turned to leave Mom snapped her fingers and, as I turned to look at her, told whoever it was on the other end to hold on. Coming over mom reached into the fridge and I rolled my eyes as she handed me a banana.
"Knowing you it's all you'll eat until lunch with your father." Mom said.
"Okay," I said taking it from her.
Leaning forward I kissed her on the cheek and once again made to leave when mom caught my arm and said;
"Oh here hon, give this to Mark, he might get a kick out of it."
Reaching down to the table, mom picked up what looked like a large photo album and handed it to me.
"What is it?" I asked.
"It's a scrapbook your father made for that Winthrop case. It's got all the articles, good and bad. Dad was waiting until it died down to give it to him, but it wasn't too long after the trial ended that they stopped talking. I figure Mark might want it to look back on someday."
"Well," I said laughing. "It's about his favorite subject, him, he should love it."
Mom laughed as well then, looking at me, shook her head and asked;
"Really Megan, when are you going to start dressing your age?"
Five minutes later I was stuck in traffic on 95 south. According to the overhead sign there was an accident three exits down. I rolled my eyes and sighed, downtown Providence was only a few minutes from my parent's house by the back streets, but I had figured the highway would be faster. Shaking my head I picked up the banana and, after peeling it, was prepared to take a bite when I heard a horn beep next to me. Turning my head I saw a mustang with two guys who looked like they were barely eighteen in it. It was a nice day and I had the window down, when they saw me looking the one in the passenger seat called out;
"Nice banana!"
I rolled my eyes and was ready to put the window up when I looked at the banana, which was a fairly large one, at least eight inches and thought; oh why not.
"Yeah baby?" I called out to him. "Watch this."
Peeling the banana all the way I brought my mouth down extremely slowly until I had two thirds of the banana in my mouth. Then, tilting my head back and holding it by the very tip, pushed the rest of the banana down my throat. Removing my hand, I pushed with my tongue and, working the muscles in my neck, caused the banana to start moving in and out of my mouth a couple of inches. Turning my head, I almost choked at the sight of the two of them both staring with their mouths wide open. Reaching up I pulled the banana out and held it up so they could see the red smears of lipstick on the bottom of it.
With a wink I bit the banana, then, turning my head, put up the tinted window so I wouldn't have to listen to them try to talk to me for the next mile and a half. Oh you nasty girl, I thought to myself. Glancing down to the seat next to me, I reached out and flipped the photo album open. It contained the top half of the front page of The Providence Journal from last May. The top headline was the one that had started it all;
"Son of wealthy business owner accused of raping fellow Brown student."
Steven Winthrop the third, a silver spooned little bastard whose father had made millions in the overseas cargo trade, had slipped a sophomore named Alicia Carson a rufie at an off campus party and, after taking her upstairs tried to have his way with her, Carson had regained her senses and tried to say no which was when he proceeded to brutally beat and rape her. The story that came out from Winthrop's family, of course, was that it was all a misunderstanding. A report came out that Alicia Carson and her father were offered a substantial sum of money 'to compensate her, for this unfortunate situation' as Steven Winthrop the second put it, but Carson held her ground.
Winthrop's next step was to bring in a high profile defense attorney named Reggie McAllister who had never failed to get a rich guilty client off. Winthrop was fourth generation money, whose family was well respected, owning companies in Boston, Chicago, and New York. Alicia Carson was a scholarship student from South Providence, who had lost her mother at the age of ten and whose father could barely manage to pay the rent. Making things worse for Alicia, was the fact that she had a history of drug abuse, having spent six months in rehab at the age of fifteen. Since then she had been clean, an honor student and a gifted basketball player, who had gotten a second chance at life and taken full advantage of it.
Reggie McAllister wasn't a lawyer as much as a character assassin, Alicia's background was all he needed to spin the case into her being a gold digging piece of trailer trash that was looking for a free ride at the expense of the son of a solid citizen. There was no denying the sex, but the story was that it was consensual and Alicia liked it rough. Steven the third was naïve and of course didn't understand he was being set up by a street savvy whore. To make things worse, as McAllister took his time assembling his team of highly experienced lawyers from around the country, it was discovered that the reason the Rhode Island Attorney General's office was dragging its feet was that someone there was on Winthrop's payroll.
This little bit of knowledge was brought to light by a reporter for the Providence Journal who produced proof in the form of some extremely large deposit's in the original prosecutor's bank account, that were traced to one of Winthrop's companies. Later on it would be found that someone else in the employ of Winthrop, had tipped off the reporter to discredit the AG's office. Rhode Island law dictates that if a plaintiff feels they have been represented unfairly, or the state has been compromised, they can hire a private attorney, but things were looking bad for Alicia Carson; she not only couldn't afford an attorney, but she was staring down the barrel of what would be a full out slander campaign that would make Winthrop look like the victim and her a lying whore. In which case, not only would Winthrop walk, but Carson would lose her scholarship and her future would be ruined.
Enter my brother, who in a televised press conference, held on the steps of Carson's South Providence home, said that he would take the case pro bono to see justice served. In a brilliant media play, geared to gain the sympathy of the working class, Mark described how he had grown up only blocks away from Carson, how he had been a foster child who had gotten a second chance at life when he was taken in by a good family and working his ass off, received a full boat scholarship, just as Alicia had. My brother stated that he was taking the case to ensure that Alicia got the chance that he did. Staring into the camera, my brother uttered the slogan that he and others would use during the duration of the case:
"The guilty should never be allowed to persecute the innocent."
Now of course my brother's motives were not as entirely pure as they seemed. Granted Mark wasn't looking for money, but what he did want, and ultimately what he would get, and in spades, was a challenge. Tired of being considered a great attorney in a small state, Mark wanted to take his game to the next level, to prove that he could compete with the best and win. At the end of the press conference my brother, using his best killer smile, looked into the camera and publicly challenged McAllister to bring his circus to town for a real fight. At that point someone in the audience had called out that McAllister had never failed to get a client off. Mark's reply was that he had yet to lose a case and that McAllister had never faced anyone like him before. Flashing that smug smirk that made even me want to smack him sometimes Mark's final words were;
"Let the best lawyer win."
The case started a month later and, for Mark, became a classic example of be careful of what you wish for because you just may get it. The evidence was all there, Rohypnol in Carson's system, Winthrop's semen all over her as well as his blood where she had scratched him. Most damaging was a brutal photo of Alicia's face, where just under her left eye, which had been swollen shut, was the imprint of Steven Winthrop's class ring which conveniently disappeared when Mark asked for it then, a week later, mysteriously reappeared when Mark somehow gained a search warrant for the house of a police officer who worked in the evidence room.
The facts spoke for themselves, leaving McAllister to do what he did best, make the case about everything but the crime. The first wave of attacks was against Carson, her drug history, background, and why was she at the party in the first place. To her credit Carson held her ground and would not rattle. While this was going on, Steven Winthrop the second, who went to college with, and was a close friend of Alex Warner asked him to talk Mark into backing off his son. Alex had been my brother's best friend since he was eighteen, and tried to talk my brother into getting the Carsons to take the money the Winthrop's offered. Mark was supposed to tell them that they could either lose the case and get nothing or walk away with a hundred thousand dollars, which would pay for Carson's tuition, if she lost her scholarship. Mark refused, saying that Winthrop had raped and beaten a woman and would probably do it again if he got off.
Warner then made the mistake of bringing up the past; throwing it in my brother's face that he had helped him out of the Max situation. That Mark had been guilty as sin but Alex's lawyer had gotten him off. All he was asking was that Mark repay the favor. Mark told Alex that there was a big difference between him beating the shit out of a guy who was six inches taller, and a hundred pounds heavier than him, and someone drugging, beating and raping a helpless girl. Alex then reminded Mark that it was he who had gotten Mark his scholarship and the bottom line was that my brother owed everything he had to him. Mark's response was to say thank you and then tell him to go fuck himself. They have not spoken since the case ended. Fifteen years of friendship down the tubes.
Now my brother was dealing with not only McAllister and his resources but Warner's as well. At this point the trial was in full swing and was a dog fight. Witnesses for both sides were being discredited left and right and McAllister's team was pulling out every dirty trick they could think of, but in the end it was to no avail. Mark had all the evidence he needed and was sticking to it, expertly dodging every bit of misdirection thrown at him, and bringing the trial back to one simple fact; Winthrop was guilty.
Four weeks in, Mark got McAllister's key witness on the stand, the one who insisted he heard Carson tell Winthrop how bad she wanted him and asked him the date of the party. Once he answered the question Mark asked him when he spoke to the police. After that answer my brother produced a copy of a bill of sale showing the witness had bought a new sports car two weeks after his report to the police, and when his bank balance was less than a hundred dollars.
That afternoon, at a press conference, an obviously frustrated McAllister had declared that the "truth would still win out". Mark's only comment when asked about the day's victory, was to smirk and ask when the vastly over rated McAllister was going to decide to become involved rather than let his lackeys keep taking a beating.
Now that it had become obvious Mark was not going to lose in the courthouse, the real slander campaign began. The next day an article was published that stated that my brother was a card carrying member of the church of Satan and attended black masses regularly; when asked about it Mark's response was simply that his beliefs were his business. Two days later a photo of Mark appeared in the paper that showed the massive Baphomet tattoo on his back and underneath explained that it was the symbol of Satanism.
Things got worse; a few days later a video appeared on YouTube of my brother at the Black Flame standing there in a crimson robe, arms outstretched; eyes closed, chanting the Ave Satana in Latin. Several church groups began picketing the courthouse, and the Governor's office contacted the Attorney General suggesting that Mark be removed from the case. My brother's answer was to show up for court the next day with the head of the ACLU who, standing on the courthouse steps, threatened the State of Rhode Island with a discrimination suit. The trial itself had been causing a media circus and by playing the blue collar card my brother was winning in the court of public opinion. Realizing that there was more to lose than gain, especially seeing they had been shown to be corrupt at the outset, the state backed off, saying it was a misunderstanding.
The next attack was even more shocking; it was another video, in it my brother was standing there shirtless, with that absolutely crazed look in his eyes. Standing behind him was a tall black woman who, as the camera rolled, cracked a whip that hit my brother in the back. Mark didn't so much as flinch, even after she hit him several times. Instead he smiled and whispered;
"Thank you Mistress."
The camera then panned away and showed him from the waist down, it revealed that he was wearing a pair of black leather pants but more noticeable were the two extremely young scantily clad girls that were kneeling on either side of him with their arms wrapped around his thighs. Both girls were wearing collars with leashes attached to them. My brother was holding one leash in each hand and, as someone called out for the show to start, Mark pulled his right arm up yanking on the leash that was attached to the redhead on that side who immediately rose up from her knees which was when the video blacked out.
Once again the media began having a field day, calling for Mark to not only be pulled from the case, but to even going so far as to say he should be disbarred. Mark publicly challenged the state to specify what law he had broken. He said if they could, he would step down. During this time I had been worried sick about my brother and was calling him every night. Mark was sounding more exhausted every time I spoke to him and, at this point, you could even see it on the news, as the at the last press conference he had given there were noticeable bags under his eyes. I offered to come up and visit, but Mark said to stay away or else I could get dragged into it. He said that so far they were leaving his family alone. Reading between the lines I know Mark was talking about my history. I had told him I wouldn't come up unless he asked and, when I hung up, I cried in frustration because I knew he was right and that my past would be used against my brother, especially because he had used his connections to get me off the hook a couple of times on drug charges.



The next couple of weeks things began to unravel even more; a key witness for the prosecution suddenly backed off and a new witness for the defense appeared out of nowhere, the witness was an ex boyfriend of Alicia's who claimed she loved violent sex. In the meantime a day wasn't going by without something more coming out about my brother; pictures of him with Abigail, as well as other high ranking members of the church of Satan; photos of my brother with young girls in various stages of undress and of him carousing in New York with a well known porn-star that he'd had a fling with a couple of years ago; and then finally, saving the best for last, the story of Max resurfaced. This was released as a huge half page article talking about how Mark had crippled Max Thompson for life, yet somehow the judge deemed it not worth going to trial. Rumors started circulating that Mark had planned it all along and, just like he had accused Winthrop of doing, had used influential connections to buck the system.
During this time my brother had stayed silent, only telling the press that they could think whatever they wanted to, but what really mattered was that a young girl was raped and it was a shame they cared more about how many women he had bedded than justice being served. As I sat there, moving ten feet at a time in the bumper to bumper traffic, I continued flipping through the pages, the headlines leaping out at me;
"Phillips linked to church of Satan."
"Bad boy attorney has performed live sex shows."
"Phillips cleared of attempted murder by judge later found to be corrupt."
"Victim of Phillips attack crippled and disfigured for life."
That night I had gotten a call from my mother who asked me to come up and see Mark. Apparently dad had cornered Mark for a beer after work and had told mom that he was a nervous wreck, that he was shaking, and didn't seem at times to even be able to follow the conversation they were having. I explained to mom what could happen and she had sighed and agreed. I had hung up and immediately called Mark who sounded god awful. I once again offered to come up and his heartbreaking response to me was;
"I can't protect myself right now Meg, let alone you."
Mark then told me some of what was really going on behind the scenes. Apparently two people; Richard Adams, Editor in Chief of the Providence Journal and a city councilman named Jack Roberts were both in league with Alex Warner and were running a campaign to either knock him off the case or break him. The Journal was publishing any photo or story McAllister wanted and Roberts was using his influence to push the State towards getting Mark thrown off the case. My brother was fighting battles on all fronts and was beginning to lose the war.
This of course was exactly what McAllister had been waiting for; up to this point he had, as Mark had accused him , sat in the background and let Mark and the head of his firm, Jim Howard, who was Mark's co council, battle the rest of his team. With Mark obviously worn down McAllister now stepped in himself and for the next week proceeded to go on the attack, discrediting several more witnesses and even crossing up Alicia in her own story. Worse than that he had baited Mark into making several mistakes in his own examinations leading to the headline;
"McAllister makes bad boy look bad."
In the article McAllister was quoted as saying;
"Phillips is pretty good for a small town attorney, but it's a far cry from the Bush league to the Big Leagues."
Just as McAllister had underestimated my brother, this was where Mark learned the hard way that there were reason's Reggie McAllister had never lost a case. In a dirty, but brilliant move, McAllister brought Samantha, who was now an attorney with a New York firm, on board to help with the case. This worked out perfectly for the defense, as my brother was clearly rattled and lost a witness in a cross examination that Samantha was involved in.
Mark had told me that he had gone and seen Samantha at her hotel that night and told her to stay away from the case; the kid was guilty and she was going to look bad. Samantha had smiled coldly at him and said the only thing that mattered was that he was going to lose for the first time and that she was going to see it happen.
Two days later the defense came up with a picture of Carson in a dominatrix costume, complete with a dog collar. The picture made it into the paper and McAllister was trying to use it as an example showing that Carson obviously liked rough sex. The photo had been taken at a costume party and was taken out of context but the fact was people had seen it. Under the photo the caption stated that attorney Samantha Castini had come up with this important piece of evidence. Up until this point Mark had been playing the case straight; trying to win clean and not stoop to McAllister's level, but that trick, combined with Samantha's smug remark of; "Who says you're never better than your teacher?" Was enough to get Mark to strike back in kind.
The next day in court after Samantha finished questioning Carson about the photo, Mark had stood up and asked the judge if he could ask Samantha a couple of questions in order to refute her claim that pictures always told the truth. The Judge allowed it and Mark then asked Samantha where she had gotten her Nursing degree. Samantha had asked what he was talking about, and my brother then produced a photo of Samantha in a risqué nurses costume, her tits all but hanging out and her tongue sticking out provocatively, Mark then asked her when she had been sworn in as a police officer and displayed a picture of her in an equally trashy police girl outfit with the cuffs around her wrists.
As Samantha stood there speechless my brother addressed the jury and said that Samantha had to be a nurse and a police officer because there were pictures and pictures, according to Miss Castini never lied. Mark then shook his head and said that of course she wasn't a nurse just as Alicia Carson wasn't a Dominatrix. My brother had then sighed dramatically and suggested that any first year law student would know that. Turning to a humiliated Samantha my brother, risking contempt at that point, told her to go back to school, and held up a picture of her in a school girl costume complete with pigtails. At that point the Judge had called for Mark and McAllister to approach the bench as he turned away from her Mark's parting shot to Samantha was;
"Good luck finding someone to pay your way this time."
As the Judge then told both Mark and McAllister to clean up their act Samantha fled the courtroom in tears.
Mark had called me that night after midnight and looking to talk. After telling me what happened in court, he said he hadn't slept in a week and the trial was getting to the point where it was going to be Carson and Winthrop taking the stand for the final examinations and that he was such a mess, that Jim Howard was thinking of taking over because he didn't feel Mark could handle McAllister at this point. My heart went out to my brother as he told me with complete frustration in his voice that he didn't understand why it was happening; he knew he had gotten away with Max and that was exactly why he was doing this, to make amends and even the score so to speak.
As I listened, my heart breaking for him, Mark talked about how badly he felt for hurting Samantha again. It had only been a few months since he had broken it off with her and he had just really gotten completely over it and now he had crushed and humiliated her. Mark told me he had gone to see her at her hotel again, to try to apologize, she had already finished packing to leave and, when Mark tried to talk to her, she had hauled off and slapped him and through her tears told him how much she hated him. Speaking of tears, Mark didn't sound far from them himself. I tried to console him telling him that he didn't have a choice that Samantha would have kept pushing and, in her attempt to get revenge on him, would have ended up hurting this girl and, after realizing it, would have felt even worse than she did now. I also threw in that it was McAllister's fault anyways; that the bastard was smart enough to know he was setting Samantha up and did it anyways to get Mark to blow or collapse. Either way it would help him. Samantha had been a sacrifice.
My brother was quiet on the other end for so long I asked if he were still there, when he answered he sounded different, not as upset but tense, he told me that I was right, that Samantha was a pawn in their attack and that they had forced him to react and hurt her. Mark then repeated that he had been trying to do this the right way. But by everyone else's right way not his. Mark thanked me for reminding him to be true to himself and our beliefs and, after telling me how much he loved and missed me, told me to follow the news because tomorrow he was going to forget being the better person and take what he wanted, and what he wanted was Winthrop and McAllister's ass.
The following day my mother had called and asked me if I knew if Mark was okay, because the story of the day was that Mark did not show up for court. This led to the speculation that my brother was finally succumbing to the pressure and was backing off, before he was due to face McAllister in the final cross examinations. The rumor gained momentum when it was announced that my brother had called a press conference to be held in the foyer of his firm at five o'clock. Apparently my brother just needed the day to do what he did best; get even.
The press conference was only televised locally, but I was able to watch it on the internet. Mark came in looking incredible as always, too good for someone who was supposed to be a beaten man, but that seemed to go unnoticed, as according to the reporter doing the lead in, the general buzz leading up to the news conference was that Mark was going to remove himself from the case. The press conference was small and, the reporter had pointed out, by invitation only. In addition to the Journal reporters, there were representatives from several small town papers like the Pawtucket Times and Johnston Sun that never made it to things like this.
When Mark reached the podium he looked around and smiled, a thrill went through me. as I knew that look; Mark was going to put on a show. Before Mark spoke he picked up a clicker and as he hit it the picture of him showing his Baphomet tattoo appeared on the projection screen behind him. Another click showed him at a club sandwiched between two young scantily clad girls, the next was my brother shirtless, wearing a dog collar, Mark turned to look at it and turning back to the reporters grinned and said; "Good times." There were a couple of laughs then Mark turned back and spoke again;
"I said before that it's a shame that the pictures behind me, as well as my religious beliefs, are more of a concern to you than the fact that a heinous crime was committed against an innocent girl. I've also said that I would not discuss anything other than the case, nor would I stoop to the level of my opponent or his benefactors. Today, however, things are going to change."
Mark paused and clicked back to the picture of the Baphomet.
"Yes I follow the teachings of Anton Levay, who amongst other things talked of not being a hypocrite. I am no hypocrite and take my beliefs seriously. I pray every day." Mark stopped and after looking around for a second asked; "Do you? No, you don't, you sin all week, pretend you're sorry on Sunday, and do it again the next week. Your good book says 'Let he who is without sin cast the first stone'."
Mark once again paused this time shaking his head sadly.
"There have been a lot of stones cast at me lately, and yet I know for a fact those casting the stones have committed more than their share of sins." He smirked and a thousand miles away I felt myself begin to hold my breath in anticipation. "You call me a player, a womanizer; for the record, I, unlike many of you, am not married, and every woman I have ever been to bed with has been consenting and of age. I have broken no laws, moral or otherwise. I simply live the life that all you hypocrites wish you could, but since you can't, you condemn me to cover your envy." Another shake of his head, "Jealousy my friends is an ugly emotion."
"Now," Mark started, as he stared directly at Richard Adams, who although the editor of the Journal, had been front and center for the entire case. "Please allow me to impart some wisdom from my good book." Mark made an exaggerated show of clearing his throat and began;
"When walking through a field bother no one, if someone bothers you ask them to stop. If they do not stop destroy them." Mark nodded, as if in agreement with his own words, and then continued;
"My field is this trial. Despite my reputation I have gone about prosecuting Steven Winthrop with class and dignity, sticking to the fact that he is guilty and all I need to do is prove it. Meanwhile, I have been the victim of a vicious slander campaign led by people in the pocket of the defendant's family. When asked about my perceived indiscretions I responded that it was my business and let's get back to the facts of the case. That was my warning to leave me be. But did you?"
Mark shook his head and the tone of his voice changed, getting quieter and more intense as he continued to look directly at Adams.
"Oh no you kept going, setting up Samantha Castini, a young attorney who was out of her league and has a personal axe to grind with me, to take a fall. You fed her false evidence and set her off on me. You tried to use her to weaken me." Mark then smiled and whispered;
"That only leaves the last part of the quote." With an evil smirk Mark hit the clicker, on the screen behind him appeared a photo of Adams and his wife that had been in last week's local section, the article, underneath spoke of them celebrating their 25th wedding anniversary.
"During this trial many photos have surfaced of me, photo's that somehow always found their way to your desk Robert. You used them saying that, as a public figure I am subject to the scrutiny of the press. Well Mr. Adams let me show you what has surfaced on my desk."
Another click and a gasp went up, the next photo showed Adams walking into a seedy motel with a very young girl in an extremely short skirt. The picture changed replaced by a photo of the same girl sitting on Adams lap wearing a cheerleader's outfit and kissing him.
"Funny that doesn't look like Elizabeth, now does it?" Mark asked.
The camera panned to Adams who was white as a ghost. Mark continued.
"The girl's name is Kristin Ware and at the time those pictures were taken she was seventeen years old. When all you fine reporters get back to your office you will see that someone, the same someone who sent me these lovely photos, has emailed you her contact info. Something tells me she would love to talk." Mark's smile then grew broader, "Especially about the baby."
Someone called out something but Mark put his hand up.
"I am not here to answer questions; I am here to give fair warning. This is the tip of the iceberg, starting tomorrow if anything appears about me that is not related directly to this case, if anything that has nothing to do with my performance and is personal surfaces, there will be more revelations to come. Unlike these pictures anything else from this extremely reliable source will be sent directly to the impartial press, so sorry Robert, not to the Journal." Mark hung his head down and after taking a deep breath said;
"So for you reporters from the smaller papers who were invited here, I've been told there's something waiting for you, something big." Mark shrugged. "I'm not sure what it is, but hopefully it's as entertaining as my YouTube videos." Mark looked around the room one last time and said;
"Tomorrow I will be back in court. In two days the final questioning starts and I am looking forward to finally facing Reggie McAllister, one on one, with no distractions." Mark smiled into the camera;
"Just you and I Reggie, and you are going to learn what everyone in Rhode Island already knows; I take what I want. And what I want is a ten year minimum sentence; think about that Reggie."
With that Mark turned and walked away leaving the picture of Adams on the screen behind him.
As I sat there shaking my head and smiling ear to ear, the reporter tried to ask Robert Adams a question, but he stormed past. The reporter then went on to mention that now there could possibly be action taken against my brother in the form of a defamation of character suit. The last thing he mentioned was that he was sure that people would be going out of their way to grab up copies of the small town papers tomorrow morning and wondered what would be so interesting.
It turned out to be more than interesting, it turned out to be outright scandalous. The next morning, the front page of the Pawtucket Times, Johnston Sun and Cranston Herald all featured a photo of councilman Jack Roberts on a beach in Aruba holding the hand of a young blonde man who barely looked eighteen. The article continued onto the next page and featured two more pictures of Roberts, one with the same blond at a club in New York with his arm around him, and another picture showing him with a different boy of around the same age. Like Adams, Roberts had been married twenty plus years. Within two days the blonde came forward and told channel ten news that Roberts had paid him for sexual favors. By the end of the week in an emotional press conference Jack Roberts resigned.
Meanwhile the final questioning of Carson and Winthrop had begun and had become a show in itself. McAllister against my brother with the trial on the line. For the next few days the journal, which was now not only very carefully sticking to just the facts, but had also begun going out of it's way to compliment my brother, was reporting that the showdown was everything people had anticipated.
For the next several days both Alicia Carson and Steven Winthrop, were examined, cross examined and then brought back to the beginning to start all over again. As time went on the reports were that, although the strategies of McAllister were brilliant and designed to confuse, Mark was getting the better of him. This was the moment my brother had been waiting for since he had past the bar; to prove that he wasn't just good but was the best and to do it in dramatic fashion. Mark was definitely proving it as Winthrop began to crack on the stand and my brother, smelling the kill, was badgering him relentlessly, once getting him so close to admitting he did it that McAllister had interrupted, risking a reprimand in order to stop Mark's momentum. That Friday rumors began circulating that Winthrop senior was talking to McAllister about cutting a deal with the state.
When I talked to Mark over the weekend he sounded excited, and predicted that the case would be over by Tuesday, and said that McAllister had called him on his personal cell phone to arrange a meeting between the two of them early Monday morning. When Monday came I went online expecting to see something about a deal or a plea. Instead what I saw was that my brother had not appeared in court that day and that Jim Howard had asked for a continuance until the next day, meaning he'd had no idea that Mark wasn't going to show. I called Mark three times that day but didn't get an answer. Finally around one am Mark called me and, sounding worse than he had even after the Samantha incident, said that he was going to be stepping away from the case. I asked him what the hell he was talking about, but all he said was that he wasn't up for to talking and would call me in a couple of days.
Mark didn't show up in court on Tuesday or Wednesday and the momentum began to swing back towards the defense. Jim Howard was a good lawyer, a third generation Harvard graduate and had won his fair share of big cases, but he wasn't Mark. Jim had the education and the experience but lacked the street savvy and pure killer instinct of my brother. Speaking of killer instinct, McAllister could smell blood and was pressing forward full tilt, Carson was now the one beginning to trip up on the stand and the papers were now saying that it was her testimony that could bring about her own demise. The official reason given for Mark's absence was a "personal matter" had come up.



I spoke to my brother again on Thursday and he said it was over, that not only was he out but Winthrop, through Warner, had let him know there was still money on the table for Carson and he was going to tell her to take it. This time however Carson would have to say she had made up the story, in return, Winthrop, through another source, would pay for her to finish school and even help her land a job out of college. I asked my brother what was going on and all he said was that he was beaten, that Warner had him by the balls and he couldn't risk what Alex had going public. I asked him what it was and Mark simply said that it was something even I didn't know about, and he would just have to do as he was told. That was not my brother talking and I told him I was getting on the next plane to Rhode Island.
To my surprise Mark didn't argue, but asked me to give him another day so that he could talk to Carson, and that there was nothing I was going to say to talk him out of it. The next day just an hour after I had booked a flight for Friday morning, Mark called and told me to hold off, that the trial would be over Tuesday and he was going to come down and see me, that he would need to get away from Rhode Island for a few days. I reluctantly agreed and told him that whatever he did just make sure to keep in touch with me. Mark called again on Saturday and, although he sounded exhausted, said he might have found a way out of this mess and not to worry If I didn't talk to him for a couple of days since he had a lot to do.
Monday morning I awoke to the phone ringing at nine am. Mom was on the other end and was excitedly telling me to get up and go online. I did as she asked and, going on to Channel Ten's website, saw the Rhode Island State courthouse appear. There were dozens of reporters on the steps and standing at a podium in front of the doors was Reggie McAllister who, as I listened stunned, was announcing that he had just entered a plea of guilty in exchange for a reduced sentence for his client. McAllister answered several questions then, in closing, looked at the camera and, with a pained expression on his face, said;
"I seriously underestimated the ability of the prosecution to prove my client guilty. In the end the better attorney won."
Turning to the last pages of the photo album, which featured a two page spread of the front page of that evening's Journal, the top half of which declared in huge print, "McAllister concedes, Winthrop pleads guilty, makes deal with state."
The next page of the album showed the bottom half of the page which featured a picture of my brother, who despite his victory, looked beyond exhausted, standing between Jim Howard and Rhode Island Attorney General Richard Wexler. Howard was holding up a blown up printout from the Channel 10 website, showing a photo of McAllister on the courthouse steps with the headline McAllister beaten. The caption under the photo read;
"Bad boy makes good.".
The next day the papers reported that Steven Winthrop the third had been sentenced to serve a minimum of two years at the ACI and, had been expelled from Brown. Winthrop the second had agreed to pay Alicia Carson one hundred thousand dollars for emotional pain and suffering, and to reimburse her for her medical expenses connected with the rape. The story also reported that the Carson's had tried to pay Mark for his work on the case but he had refused to accept any payment, saying that his payment would be watching her succeed at the second chance life had given her.
The last page of the album featured a large article the Journal had published about my brother the following Sunday, detailing how he had come from nothing and had made it to the top of his profession. It mentioned that, despite his dark, wild, persona and some questionable tactics, he had, in the end, defended an innocent girl that the system was on the verge of failing and at great cost to himself. The picture was a nice one of Mark dressed in black slacks and a short sleeve white shirt which showed off half of his huge tattoos, sitting on the porch steps of the Carson's home with his arm around Alicia, as her father, John, stood behind them with his hands on their shoulders. The headline declared;
"Give the devil his due, Mark Phillips fought for what was right!"
Closing the book I recalled what my mother had said earlier; no one, not even me, knew how Mark had ended the case. Of course I had asked him when he had finally gotten some time to call me and he had told me that he didn't want to talk about it. I brought it up again a couple of days later and all he would tell me was that he had come up with something damaging on Winthrop the second and made him choose between his guilty son or something even bigger about himself coming out. Winthrop decided to let Steven take the fall he deserved and told Alex to back off of my brother. When I pressed him Mark had sighed and simply said;
"Dirty little secrets are more fun when they're secrets, remember sis?"
Mark was referring back to what I had told him years ago, when he had wondered if it was okay to be sleeping with his big sister while seeing Krissy. In the end I backed off; let my brother have his secrets. All that mattered was that he had come out on top. I had also tried, to no avail, to find out from Mark what Alex had come across that had been so damaging that my brother would back down and, once again, he told me that it was best left unsaid and to let it go.
At the end of the conversation Mark made my day by telling me that although the next three days would be nothing but paperwork, he planned on flying down to Chicago on Friday afternoon and spending the weekend with me. I was ecstatic of course, but Mark said he would only come down on one condition which was that we wouldn't discuss the case. Mark said once he got to Chicago the only thing he wanted to think about was spending time with his beautiful big sister.
As my car continued to crawl at a snail's pace I thought about Mark's visit after the trial, it was the last time he had made it down my way, as I had come up to Rhode Island six months ago with Laura and, although we normally took turns, I had come up here again this weekend to escape the pressure of work and to avoid my now empty condo for a few days. As always, when I thought about one thing, it led to another and, as I started thinking about that weekend in Chicago, I felt as if there were something there besides the usual phenomenal sex. I felt as if I had missed something. Seeing I was going nowhere fast, I thought back to that weekend last summer.
I had arrived at O'Hare at seven o'clock and, as always, felt that feeling of giddy excitement knowing my brother was going to be coming down the escalator to the lobby any minute now. Originally Mark was due to arrive at four, and we were going to follow our usual pattern of heading back to my place to tear into each other then, after a nap, take a nice shower together, then go out for dinner and dancing. Mark had called at three to say that his flight had been cancelled and he was coming in later. Mark had said that he hadn't gone to the office and had slept for awhile so we planned on going out on the town right from the airport.
In a way, I was glad to hear that, as I had been doing a lot of painting and I always worked through the night. Last night was no exception and I hadn't quit until three this morning and had slept until two in the afternoon. Although I was sure that, after a nice hot session with my brother, I would be able to nap a little, I had been afraid Mark, who had been running on empty for weeks, would be exhausted and not want to go out. Mark, however, had sounded wide awake and ready to go out on the town, which of course, because down here we could be out in public, excited me to no end. The only drawback to that was waiting until whatever ungodly hour we decided to go back to my place to fuck. At this point we hadn't seen each other in almost four months so in the grand scheme of things, what would another few hours wait, before getting into bed with the hottest guy I knew, really matter?
Knowing that we were going dancing, and also keeping in mind that Mark hadn't seen his hot big sister in awhile, and could use a great night, I had dressed to kill for him. I was wearing a strapless skin tight electric blue dress that was so short the skirt was hugging the bottom of the cheeks of my ass and if I dropped something, either I was in trouble or the entire airport would see the matching thong I was wearing underneath. My long fingernails, which I had just done this afternoon, were the same shade, as were the toes that were peeking out from the black heeled sandals that laced all the way up to my knees. I had curled my long black hair the way Mark liked it and was wearing his favorite shade of lipstick. The electric blue looked incredible on my ivory complexion and I couldn't wait to see the look on my brother's face when he saw me.
Needless to say I was getting quite a few looks and loved every minute of it. I was thirty seven years old and this, by far, was the best I had looked and felt since I was in my early twenties. Not a guy of any age walked by without doing a double take and I saw more than one husband getting a dirty look from his wife as they gawked at me. While standing there part of me was thinking that this outfit was a bit much for dinner, but the restaurant we were going to was just down the street from the club and I was sure I wouldn't be the only one dressed like this. Besides, all that really mattered was that it was sure to take my brother's mind off of anything but his big sister's needy little pussy.
As if that thought had summoned him, I looked up to see Mark coming down the escalator. I felt my heart skip a beat and my pussy begin to moisten as I took in how damn good my brother looked. Mark was wearing a pair of pleated black slacks that flattered his narrow waist, but for a shirt was wearing only a black tank top. It was a hot look and one that he pulled off well; the shirt showed off Mark's massive tattoos and muscular arms and, coupled with the five o'clock shadow he was sporting, as well as the mirrored sunglasses, the bad boy look was in full effect.
As I saw him come down I enjoyed watching the looks of the other women around him. As had been the case with the men walking past me, Mark was getting more than his share of attention. I smiled as Mark, who I knew damn well was aware of the stares, kept facing straight ahead as if he were ignoring the attention, but I had no doubt that if I asked he could tell me what at least a half a dozen women who had looked his way were wearing.
When he reached the bottom I called his name and, as he turned, I laughed happily as he looked at me then, as he had started to turn his head away towards the baggage area, he immediately did a double take, snapping his eyes back to me and taking his sunglasses off. As I walked up to meet him I felt myself getting even more worked up as I watched Mark's eyes start at my feet and hungrily work their way up my long legs to my tits, which although a little on the small side, were propped up perfectly by the dress, which was tight enough that you could clearly see that my nipples were pierced. I was walking slowly on purpose and admittedly putting a little extra swing into my hips, while giving Mark more time to take in his sexy big sister.
When I got to within a couple of steps Mark smiled;
"Goddamn Meg!"
"Yeah you like?" I stopped and, putting my arms up over my head, turned in a slow circle giving Mark a chance to take in my ass that was barely covered by the hip hugging dress.
As I turned I heard someone whistle and also heard a woman's voice asking someone how much they thought I charged. No charge I thought to myself as I once again turned to face my brother, this nasty girl was giving it away all weekend and to her gorgeous brother no less. Once I was facing him I immediately opened my arms and said softly;
"Come here baby."
Mark dropped his bag, and stepping into my embrace, wrapped his arms around my waist and gave me a long hard kiss. I moaned softly as Mark's tongue slid into my open mouth as. In addition to enjoying my brother's lips, I could feel my hard nipples pressing into his chest. I started to pull away but Mark squeezed me tighter and kissed me again. This time the kiss was even deeper and, as I returned it, I could feel Mark's arms trembling around me and could also feel a sense of urgency in his kiss. Wrapping my arms tighter around his shoulders I once again opened my mouth to accept his probing tongue, as I did I couldn't help but open my eyes for a moment and watch people staring at us. Mark and I were both hot, and I could see looks of envy in the eyes of several women who were watching us. On top of that, even though I had been living in Chicago for five years and Mark had been down here well over a dozen times, being able to kiss my brother like this in public never failed to excite me.
I broke the kiss and stepping back started to say;
"Wow Mark I guess you really..."
I was stopped by an odd look on Mark's face; he seemed as if he were going to say something so I waited. Mark didn't speak but suddenly leaned forward and, catching me in his arms, hugged me to him so tightly that I gasped. Mark held me close to him, his head resting on my shoulder. Reaching up I ran my fingers through his hair and asked him if he was okay. Mark nodded into my neck then whispered;
"Damn do I need you sis."
"You've got me little brother," I told him. "You'll always have me."
Mark nodded and, stepping away from me, picked up his bag and, taking my hand with the other, began to lead me towards the baggage claim. We were just reaching it when Mark stopped and, looking at me, smiled and asked;
"Miss me Meg?"
"Of course I did!" I told him kissing his cheek.
"Let's take a walk."
"But your bags are coming, I..."
"Fuck it, it'll be there when we get back. Come with me."
I shrugged as Mark headed towards the other end of the lobby, pulling me along by my hand. I caught up to him and, as we walked through the airport, Mark stayed quiet and I wondered what the hell he was looking for. Finally we came to the hallway where the restrooms were and Mark turned into it.
"Why didn't you just have me grab your bag while you went?" I asked.
Instead of answering Mark let my hand go when we were in front of the men's room and walked in.
"Be right back." He said.
"Uh yeah," I said rolling my eyes. "Guess I'll be here."
I leaned against the wall wondering, since when did my brother need an escort to the john when suddenly the door opened and two college age kids quickly stepped out. I noticed that each one was holding a twenty dollar bill and grinning, Then Mark leaned out of the doorway and, grabbing my arm, yanked me into the bathroom with him.
"Hey!" I exclaimed as I stumbled into him. "What are you..."
I stopped as Mark leaned forward and kissed me. He broke the kiss and said:
"I can't wait until later; now get your ass in the last stall!"
A wave of heat went through my body as, without waiting for an answer, Mark tugged me by the hand down to the other end of the bathroom. Opening the door to the last stall, he tossed his bag on the floor and gestured me in. God only knows I didn't have to be told twice! As I felt my pussy gush I quickly stepped past Mark and, dropping the seat on the toilet, immediately sat down on it. One side of the stall was the wall and Mark's bag was next to the toilet so no one coming in would be able to see my feet. Mark stepped into the small space closing and locking the door behind him.
Mark turned and looking at me said;
"Turn around the other way so I can..."
"Little brother," I told him reaching for his pants. "If you think I'm going to fuck in a stall and not be a total whore and suck your cock first then you must have forgotten how nasty your big sister really is!"
As Mark laughed I pulled his pants open and shoved them and his boxers down to his knees. Mark's huge hard cock sprang free and without hesitation I grabbed it in my right hand and immediately bent my head, opened my mouth, and shoved my brother's massive prick down my throat. Mark's moan echoed in the bathroom as I began eagerly devouring his cock, rapidly sucking him in and out so hard my lips were making loud smacking noises as I released the tip at the end of every long hard suck.
"Oh goddamn," Mark whispered.
As I continued to blow him with a vengeance Mark reached down and, grabbing my dress, pulled the top down causing my small perfectly shaped tits to spring free. I let out a yelp around his cock as Mark grabbed the barbells in my nipples and gave them a sharp twist. The yelp then turned into moaning as, after that first twist, Mark began to gently roll my hard nipples between his finger tips. My hands were on Mark's hips and I was rocking back and forth using just my mouth to please him. I could feel my pussy begin to drip as I slid my hands around Mark's waist pulling him even deeper into my eager mouth. Although I desperately wanted my brother to fuck me, I would have been more than okay with just sucking him off and taking the edge off for him.
Apparently Mark missed his big sister's pussy as much as I needed his cock. Leaving my tits, his hands grabbed my shoulders and, pushing me back and removing his cock from my mouth, pulled me up to my feet.
"Awww," I pouted using my little girl voice. "I wanted to taste it!"
"Oh trust me sis you'll be swallowing it all weekend, now turn around and get on your knees."
I had to admit, as my brother roughly spun me around and pushed me in the back, that Mark really did have a way with words. I put one leg up on the toilet and, leaning forward, braced my hands against the wall. Mark pushed my skirt up over my hips and whispered;
"Sis you have got the finest ass I have ever seen."
"You say the sweetest things!" I told him as I felt him pull my thong to the side and place the tip of his cock at the edge of my pussy.
"Oh don't tease Mark! It's been too long I... Ohhh."
I moaned as Mark started sliding his cock up and down the length of my pussy. Each time the head of his cock reached my clit he pressed into it and rubbed it in slow circles. I whimpered and, reaching back between my legs, spread my lips open for him, giving him more access to my clit. Mark suddenly dropped to his knees and I cried out in both surprise and pleasure as he plunged his tongue deep into my dripping pussy.
"Oh look at you!" I gasped as he began tongue fucking me. "Sucking on your sister in the bathroom.... Ohhhhh.... damn."
Mark's tongue had found my clit and began swirling around it. I moaned again and began grinding my ass in his face as he switched from licking to sucking on my clit, trying to make me cum quickly. I could feel an orgasm building when the bathroom door banged open and I heard two men talking. I whimpered quietly as Mark quickly removed his tongue and stood up, then bit my tongue as Mark slipped two fingers into my pussy and started slowly working them in and out playing with me as we waited for them to leave. As we stood there the two men started talking about last night's Cub's game.
"Fuck this." Mark whispered and, sliding his fingers from my pussy reached out, grabbed my hair and, as he pulled my head back, his other hand came around covering my mouth.
It was a good thing he did since, once his hand was over my face, he immediately shoved his huge dick into me. I squealed into his hand as he drove himself in so deep I could feel his balls slap against my pussy. It had been months since I'd fucked my brother and his cock completely filled and stretched my quivering pussy, I slowly started rocking back and forth a few inches at a time letting myself get used to him. A month ago I had spent a few nights toying with a hot young art student I had met at a showing, so it's not like I hadn't gotten laid recently, but an average cock and my brother's were two completely different things.



I pulled myself forward and rocked back one more time and this time when Mark was buried to the hilt I wiggled my ass against him letting him know I was ready. With no hesitation Mark pulled back and began fucking me with long deep strokes that caused me to let out a little yip into his hand each time he plowed into me. Mark wasn't slamming me as hard as he could because the two assholes that had come in were still talking, but he was using the entire length of his cock each time he pumped me and it felt incredible. I leaned forward a little and, turning my head, rested my cheek against the cool tile staring at the graffiti on the wall of the stall while my brother fucked me, I thought; Oh you nasty, nasty girl.
Mark let go of my hair and, leaning over me, reached underneath and, finding my clit with his fingers, began rubbing it hard and fast. As he did this Mark also began fucking me harder and even with his hand over my mouth I was starting to get loud. At that moment I heard the stall door open next to us and heard the guy say;
"Fuck this one's broken too!"
Mark should have slowed down at that point until he walked away, but instead started slamming me harder, making it more difficult for me to stay quiet. I knew he was doing it on purpose, so deciding to return the favor, I reached down underneath and the next time my brother drove himself into me caught his balls in my hand and rubbed them. Mark let out a surprised moan and suddenly there was a knock on the stall door.
"Hey pal, what are you doing? Sounds like you're stroking it in there. Christ man, I gotta go!"
Without missing a beat and his voice perfectly steady Mark snapped;
"Fuck off, I have stones, go find another bathroom."
"Oh shit man," The guy said. "Sorry."
This time it would have been a laugh not a moan that would have escaped from me. Never in my life had I ever seen anyone think as quickly as Mark. I suppose that was why he was an exceptional attorney. An exceptional attorney with a magnificent cock that, as soon as we heard the bathroom door close, he began to use to full effect, rearing back and slamming the shit out of me! At this point I don't know why Mark was bothering to cover my mouth since the sound of our bodies slapping together as he pounded my hot little pussy was echoing throughout the bathroom. My brother's fingers were rubbing my clit harder and faster and, removing my hand from between my legs, I reached up and, grabbing my left nipple, started twisting the barbell back and forth.
I moaned into Mark's hand as my legs started to shake and I could feel the orgasm rushing through me. Behind me my brother was beginning to gasp with every stroke and I knew that any minute now he would be filling his big sister's pussy with his hot wet cum. The thought of how good that was going to feel sent me over the edge. I squealed into Mark's hand as I felt my pussy contract around his cock and waves of pleasure slammed through my body. My legs were shaking so badly that, as I continued to slam my hips back into his huge cock, Mark let go of my mouth and wrapped his hand around my waist to hold me up. I hadn't expected that and my next loud cry of ecstasy was released into the air where the echo caused it to sound even louder.
Mark let go of my clit and, grabbing my hips, gave me several savage pumps that were so hard I couldn't hold back and cried out loudly each time his massive cock rammed home in my hungry pussy. I realized from the sound of him moaning behind me that, that was exactly what Mark wanted and, on his next pump, I threw my head back and let out one of my trademark loud wails. That did the trick as this time, when my brother's cock drove into me, I felt a huge hot spurt of cum go deep into my pussy.
"Oh yeah baby!" I moaned. "Oh yeah just like that! Oh I want all of it! Give me all of your hot cum!"
Mark gave me several softer thrusts, each ending with another nice blast of cum. I pushed myself against him on the last pump and contracted my pussy around his cock, milking out the last drop and causing him to make that adorable little whimper that I knew always embarrassed him when he made it.
"Awwww baby." I whispered as he made the noise.
I was looking over my shoulder as I spoke and laughed softly as he gave me that shy little smile that only I could ever get from him. We both sighed as Mark slid his cock from my pussy. While Mark cleaned up as best he could, pulled his pants up and fixed them, I stood up pulled my dress back over my tits and waited a minute. Sure enough after a few seconds I could feel cum begin to drip down my thighs from my overflowing pussy.
"Hey Mark." I whispered.
As he looked over I lifted my skirt and showed him his cum dripping down my leg.
"Oh damn." He said.
"Lucky we'e out or I'd make you lick it off." I said winking.
I quickly wiped his cum off my leg and pulled my thong back into place over my still oozing slit. Then, as Mark grabbed his bag,I followed him out of the stall where we both stopped and stared at a man with two teenage boys standing there. I immediately put my head down to hide my grin. My brother, however, very causally, not only walked past them, but stopped and washed his hands while I stood there trying not to look up. As Mark finished he looked at the three of them and, after winking, took my hand and led me towards the door, as we were leaving I heard one of the boys say;
"Damn dad that woman was hot!"
I looked at Mark who gave me a huge smile and said;
"Damn I love Chicago!"
The rest of the night was nothing short of amazing. Dinner was wonderful; we took our time ordering everything from appetizers to desert as we caught up on everything that had been going on in our lives. As Mark had asked I avoided the trial, although part of me had thought about trying to press anyways, but seeing how relaxed and happy Mark seemed after our little bathroom romp, I avoided it. Mark did however mention that the phones at the firm had been ringing off the hook and people were lining up to bring their business to the lawyer who had defeated the legendary McAllister. I shook my head thinking, who would have thought two fucked up kids like us would be sitting across a table talking about how much money we were making. At that moment I felt one of those overwhelming waves of gratitude flow through me. Gratitude that I had overcome my past and was able to be with my brother and feel as if I were his equal rather than the burden I had been for years.
After that we just made small talk and, once again,I thought how much I loved having Mark come down here. As we talked Mark had reached out and taken my hand across the table and, as he gently ran his fingers across the back of my hand, I noticed that his eyes never left my face when I spoke. I couldn't help but smile as I thought about how into me my brother was tonight, as if there was no one else in the room but me. On that note, he had seemed more affectionate as well, holding my hand in the car as we drove and sitting with his arm around my shoulders while we waited a few minutes for our table. Not that I minded, but, much like that hug at the airport, it seemed as if there were something behind it, as if he were worried I was going somewhere. It reminded me of how close Mark had stayed to me when I had first come out of rehab, like he was afraid he was going to lose me. I didn't bring it up as I loved him being this close to me and also because I figured considering everything he had been through he just needed his sister more than usual.
As we ate desert I found myself thinking once again about how the word beautiful, really did fit my little brother. On our way to the restaurant Mark had convinced me to stop at my place for a few minutes so he could shave and put on a decent shirt. I didn't argue because I knew that although Mark favored the scruffy look he knew his big sister preferred him clean shaven, so of course that's exactly what I got. Even though Mark's features had hardened a bit over the years, they were still flawless and very much on the pretty side. Mark's thick black hair was slicked back, also my favorite look, and of course there were my brother's eyes. To this day I have still never seen a pair like them; greenish gold with flecks of brown along the edges. Mark's eyes tended to drift more towards one color depending on his mood and right now were green more than anything else, which was the shade I loved best. Right now those gorgeous eyes were staring deep into my own oddly colored, nearly transparent blue eyes and I found myself thinking that Mark did seem a little more into me than usual.
After dinner we went to a private dance club that I had bought a membership to last year with nights just like this one in mind and the fantastic evening continued. Both Mark and I were sexy, knew how to dance and, absolutely loved showing off. Again it was nothing short of a turn on to be bumping and grinding all over this gorgeous man in front of a room full of people who were checking us out, and secretly knowing that we were brother and sister. I have to say that, since I have been sober, I have no self-esteem issues and would even consider myself a bit vain. Having said that, I never felt sexier than when I was with Mark. My brother made me feel beautiful and desired, like he had my entire life, even at times that I was as far from that as possible. After several dances Mark had gone to our table and removed his shirt leaving himself in just the tank top, and when he came back out on the floor Nine Inch Nails Fuck you like an animal came on. Mark came up behind me and, wrapping his arms around my waist, began grinding his cock into my ass, as I leaned back swaying against him.
As the song went on Mark's hands left my waist and began to slide up and down my body. I let out a soft moan as my brother's hands went down my thighs and on the way up he rubbed across the front of my tight dress hard enough to rub my pussy through the thin material, making my clit tingle. Mark's hands went up my sides then crossing his arms on my stomach he reached up and placed his hands over my tits. As we turned I saw we were facing two women who were dancing sensuously together and knew Mark had done this on purpose. Sure enough I saw one of the women, a tall blond, look over then whisper to her brunette partner, who also turned. They had been dancing in the corner and at the moment there was no one between them and Mark and me.
"Go ahead little brother." I whispered and reaching up and back wrapped my arms around his neck.
Mark grabbed the top of my dress and quickly pulled it down, flashing the two women my tits. Mark's hands left the dress and, lifting my tits up to better display them, gave my nipples a playful pinch. I moaned and as I did I, saw the blond slide her hand up the brunettes skirt from behind. Mark's hands left my tits and, dropping down, lifted the front of my dress up with one hand while pulling my thong up and to the side flashing my smooth pink pussy. Letting my hand drop from Mark's neck I reached down and slipped my finger through my wet pussy. The brunette returned the favor flipping her skirt up and showing us her pierced clit as well as the fact she was wearing nothing underneath her dress.
The song ended and, as I pulled my dress back up over my tits, Mark went to the bar to get me a Pepsi. Even after five years it still seemed funny to be in a place like this and only drink soda, but at this point there wasn't enough money in the world that could make me take a drink. I watched smiling as Mark got the soda, then stayed at the bar and did two shots. Ever since I had been sober Mark had made it a point never to drink right in front of me. I wouldn't care if he did, it's not like he had a problem, but I have to say I always deeply appreciated that he took it that seriously and was always concerned for me. While Mark was at the bar for a couple of minutes the blonde came over and, after introducing herself as Kara, wanted to know if Mark and I wanted to switch partners for a few dances. Kara herself was completely into women and said she would love to dance with me. Her girl friend Lexi however was bi and, according to Kara had been getting wet just looking at Mark and was dying to have him play with her the way he had been playing with me.
I thought about it for a minute. When Mark and I were younger we would have others whenever we wanted, then come back to each other. In our twenties Mark was doing anything female that moved, unless I was well around. As for me with the exception of an occasional woman and Tommy, I don't want to really to think about what my sex life had consisted of back then. Since I had gotten my shit together, Mark and I had made the rule that when we spent time together; no others were to be involved. If I was coming up for two weeks he had no pets, and no one nighters, even if I was staying with the folks. The same went down here for me. So as I looked at Kara I didn't really see a problem; they weren't asking for us to go home with them just do a little heavy petting on the dance floor.
I told her I would check with Mark. Kara walked back over to Lexi and I found myself staring at her ass and felt my pussy getting worked up as I envisioned my brother watching me play with Kara's tits for him, hell maybe I'd even suck on them. I also found myself picturing Mark getting Lexi all worked up with his cock and fondling her more than ample tits. Oh yeah, I thought we'd get all hot and bothered watching each other play then go back to my place and fuck the shit out of each other.
Mark came back from the bar and, after he handed me my soda, I told him what Kara had wanted. I smiled, expecting him to jump at it, but to my surprise he shook his head. I stared at him and said;
"Come on, it'll be hot! Look at them."
"It's our time Meg, remember." Mark said quietly.
"Hey Mark," I began. "Look we're not going to go back and fuck them, we're just going to play for a few dances." I smiled at him and, kissing him, said;
"C'mon little brother, you don't want to watch your nasty big sister, get her tits sucked by that hot blond or," I winked at him. "You don't want to reach into that skirt and maybe get a little feel?"
"No Meg I really don't."
"Hey Mark I just want to..." I stopped as he looked at me and shook his head.
"When I'm here I'm with you Megan, we hardly ever get to spend any time together and I'm not going to share you!"
"We were only going to dance Mark, just for fun I..."
"Can't you just be with me Megan?" Mark asked with a hint of exasperation in his voice. He stopped and shaking his head added; "Please?"
I looked at my brother and saw that he really was getting upset, not angry but upset. He had that flustered look that he got when he didn't know how to react to things, which usually meant he was either sad or hurt over something. The girls immediately forgotten I stepped up to Mark and gently touching his cheek said softly;
"Hey it's okay baby, you don't want to, we won't. Please don't get upset with me."
"I..." Mark shook his head and, putting his arm around me, whispered in my ear;
"I just miss you sis, that's all, I just want to be with you."
I could hear the emotion in his voice and, hugging him, said;
"And you will be little brother, all weekend. Tell you what, why don't we go back to my place and you can let your big sister show you how much she missed you."
Mark nodded and, holding hands, we made our way toward the elevators, as we passed Kara and Lexi I pointed at my watch and shrugged. Kara looked disappointed but nodded and winked at me I winked back fully planning on coming back the next week and seeking her out. The club had several levels with the wilder ones at the top, when we got off the elevator on the first floor it was in front of a place that was more like a bar with a dance floor and, as I started to walk by, Mark stopped and asked if we could go in for a few minutes. I shrugged and said okay. When we entered there was a ballad playing and Mark led me directly to the dance floor, turned to me, took me into his arms and began to slow dance with me.
I wasn't sure what was going on but it's not like dancing with Mark was a terrible thing so I leaned in and wrapped my arms around his shoulders as he held me around my waist. We swayed slowly to the music and, as Mark pulled me tighter to him, I once again felt that tension in him. I thought, after we went home and played some, when I had him nice and relaxed I would ask him about it. For now however I sighed contentedly and let myself fold into my brother's strong arms. When I did that I felt Mark relax as well and hold me closer as if my letting myself go was what he had been looking for. Mark pulled me even closer and, as we continued to dance, nuzzled his face into my hair and gently kissed my neck.
"Oh that's nice, little brother." I told him softly.
The song ended and another ballad came on so we stayed out there and I have to say I didn't mind one bit. At one point I leaned back so I could look into Mark's beautiful eyes and found him looking at me. Our eyes met and, as they did, Mark slowly leaned into me, his lips parted, I turned my head and, closing my eyes, parted my lips and waited. A moment later Mark kissed me, it was very different from how we had been kissing all night; it was soft, sweet and amazing. I moaned softly as his lips slid back and forth against mine and was disappointed when Mark stopped. That disappointment was short lived however as, gently placing his hand on the back of my head, Mark pushed my head down onto his shoulder and he held me even tighter as we danced.
As I sighed again I thought that this really was the best thing about Mark and me; as nasty and hardcore as we could be, as rough and hot as the sex was, we could have moments like this where we were soft and sweet and loving. It reminded me of when we were younger and living at the folks, those wild nights where we would tear into each other followed by those sweet playful mornings. The song ended and this time I pulled back and said;
"You ready to go back to my place, and be good to me little brother?"
"Oh yeah," Mark said softly. "That's exactly what I want."
We arrived at my condo a half hour later, and even the ride home was nice. Mark drove and I was sitting right at his hip and his arm was around me as if we were teenagers. At a red light Mark had turned his head down to me and engaged me in such a long kiss that we only stopped when someone behind us beeped for us to move. As soon as we entered my place I took Mark by the hand and led him into my bedroom. Although Mark had been in here many times it still thrilled me to no end to have my brother in my bed. It had taken me until I was thirty two years old to get my own place and I never took it for granted.
Unlike Mark I had no desire to turn my bedroom into a dungeon, but I did have a huge four poster bed that my brother and I had each been tied to on more than one occasion. While Mark went into the bathroom I lit several candles and pulled down the red top sheet to expose the brand new black satin sheets I had bought as soon as I knew he was coming down. I pulled the dress over my head and, after tossing it aside, turned to look at myself in the full-length mirror on the closet door. I have to say I thought my brother would be happy with seeing me topless in just my thong and the laced up heels that I had bought to wear just for him tonight. As I looked at my reflection I waggled my tongue out and, playfully grabbing my tits, whispered;
"Like what you see little brother?"
I turned as Mark came out of the bathroom and felt my pussy begin to heat up even more, as this nasty girl certainly liked what she saw. My brother had stripped down to just a pair of tight black boxer briefs and my god did he look good! As he slowly, and I'm sure deliberately slowly, approached me, I took in every inch of my beautiful little brother's amazing body. From his wide shoulders, muscular chest, and perfect six pack stomach, right down to his thick powerful thighs and of course that huge bulging cock. I felt my breathing pick up in anticipation and I looked up to see Mark's eyes lingering on my long well shaped legs and knew that every inch of that bulge was for his hot big sister, and trust me, this nasty girl was going to make good use of it, all night, hell all weekend long.



Mark reached for me and, taking me in his arms, pulled me into a long hard kiss. I groaned into his mouth and, encircling his waist with my arms, slid side to side rubbing my hard nipples across his chest. Mark began running his right hand through my hair as his other hand slid down my back and gave my ass a hard squeeze. I broke the kiss and turned my head. Taking his cue Mark bent his head and kissed the soft skin of my neck. I opened my eyes and whispered;
"Oh look at us little brother."
Mark and I were standing in front of my bed and were reflected in the full length mirror. My pussy was getting wetter by the second at the sight of my brother and me both in just our underwear holding each other. I could just see my tit pressed into Mark's chest and, as I looked, I brought my left leg up to rub it along his thigh. Mark had been tanning all summer and his dark skin against my ivory complexion was a sexy contrast, as was my own long black hair flowing down my bare back. I have to say that Mark's dark hand covering one pale cheek of my ass looked pretty damn hot as well. Mark had turned his head I watched his eyes light up as well and smiling wickedly he said:
"Are we not beautiful?"
"That's why we break the rules little brother." I told him as I placed my hands on his strong chest and began lightly trailing my nails down his stomach. "There was no way I wasn't going to get a piece of the hottest boy I ever saw." I laughed and added, "And I even got to be your first."
"My best." Mark said softly, and turning my face back to him, kissed me gently.
"Your favorite." I said.
"The most beautiful."
Mark kissed me again and once more it was amazingly soft and sweet. I kissed him back that way for a moment then began kissing him back harder. Opening my mouth I pushed my tongue into his and, reaching down, I slid my hand into his boxers and groaned as I wrapped it around his huge hard cock. Mark moaned, but to my surprise reached down and, grabbing my wrist, pulled my hand from his cock. Pulling his lips from mine he said;
"Easy sis slow down."
I shook my head;
"Little brother I haven't been with you in months and all that little quickie at the airport did was make me want it even more, we'll go slow in the morning right now I want is for you to fuck your big sister's tight little pussy with your big hard cock."
I reached down for him again and Mark once again grabbed my hand and, lifting it, put it on his shoulder. Pulling me tighter to him he kissed my mouth, but I was too surprised to kiss him back.
"Mark what's your..."
Mark kissed me again and, grabbing my head from behind, held my lips to his. That caused me to return the kiss and another wave of heat to flow through me. This was more like it; Mark was making me... kiss him slowly. As he had before Mark's lips were sliding softly across mine. I returned the kiss just as sweetly, giving in to him for the moment. When he felt me kissing him back Mark removed his hand from my hair and slid it slowly down my side. I waited in anticipation for him to grab my tit but his hand went around my waist and started gently caressing my lower back.
Don't get me wrong it's not that this didn't feel wonderful, but if I wanted sensual I could have played with Kara back at the bar. No what this girl needed was a good hard fucking. I pulled away from his mouth and asked;.
"What are you waiting for Mark?"
As I spoke, I grabbed his wrist from around my waist and pulled it so that his hand was on my tit. I was so worked up that just the feeling of his palm on my nipple made me groan. In my heels I was the same height as my brother and I ground my hips into his and moaned again as I felt his hard cock pressing against my clit through the thin material of our underwear.
"C'mon sis let's just go slow this time," He gave me a little smile. "I just want to be good to you, that's all."
"And you can be, by fucking the shit out of me with this beautiful cock." I told him going trying to grab it.
Mark caught my hand again and this time I pushed him in the shoulder and stepped back from him.
"What the hell Mark?" I asked him. "Didn't you miss me?"
"Of course I did that's why I want to take my time." He stepped in and, putting his hands on my hips, whispered; "I want to enjoy you sis, the..." he hesitated and added; "The slow way. I want to ...."
That's when it hit me. He wanted to make love me. This went back to Samantha, when I had gone to see him after the break up. Mark had told me how that, even though she had been a pet and they would still play nasty, he had made love to her. I had made fun of him a little at first but stopped because he was upset, then because, as he described it, I found myself wishing that I could experience that feeling myself. I had never felt loved in the way that he had described it and knew that I never would until I found that one true love. Well I hadn't found that person yet, so for right now the only thing I needed was a good hard fuck, but it looked as if I might have to work for it. I had been looking at my brother for a few seconds before I spoke we were minutes from what we both needed and I didn't want to fight him but he needed to know he was barking up the wrong tree.
"Little brother," I began softly as I put my hands on his shoulders. "Are you okay?"
"Yeah of course I am I just want to..." I cut him off.
"Mark, are you over Samantha?" I asked him point blank, staring directly into his eyes.
Mark eyes widened and he looked at me stunned for a moment before saying;
"Of course I am, I.." he had started to step back but I held his shoulders and asked;
"Are you sure Mark?"
"I... yeah I mean the trial," he shook his head. "I feel like an asshole, but what's done is done. Why..."
"You miss her? " I cut in.
"No" Mark said immediately, I believed him as soon as he said it; my brother rarely lied in general, and never to his big sister.
"But there is something you miss isn't there?"
Apparently my brother's time with Samantha had led him to the softer side of sex. Mark had been sweet many times in the past with Krissy and there was even a stretch with Cynthia, after the Max incident, when Mark had been very good to her. But that was close to fifteen years ago and until Samantha Mark had been as hardcore as you could find. Now he wanted sweet. As Mark looked at me like he wasn't sure what to say I recalled how, when I had visited him after the breakup, I had been in his bed three nights and Mark hadn't wanted to fuck me. I left him alone those nights, letting him mope, but the next night I had taken him. Even then I had started slow and easy as he had been upset and that's what he responded to, but, eventually I had gotten to him to go hard and nasty and, after he had fucked the living shit out of me, I had laughingly pronounced him cured, but obviously Samantha had left her mark on my brother.
All this ran through my mind in less than a minute and I immediately knew what I had to do. Mark needed to forget about this romance shit and just take his sister
"Mark," I began stepping closer to him so our faces were inches apart. "That's It's great that you discovered that you like being sweet."
"Megan listen I..."
"And if that's what you want, that's fine little brother." I smiled sweetly at him. "If you want to find someone you can be nice and soft to that's great but for right now you need to forget about that because we're two feet from my bed and your nasty big sister isn't the kind of girl you make love to."
I reached back and pulling his hair so he would look at me said;
"Now let's go Mark, take me!"
Mark started to shake his head and, with a smirk, I added;
"That is if you remember how to."
Mark rolled his eyes.
"Yeah okay sis I forgot I'm not a man if I don't rip you up."
I stared at him and smiled to myself as an idea hit me.
"Okay Mark you're right I'm sorry." I pouted at him. "I'm sorry little brother, want to try it again?"
I leaned in and kissed him as softly as he kissed me. Mark kissed me back, I pulled away and whispered;
"That better Mark?'
"Oh yeah," he said and then we kissed again, I slid my lips across his and held him tight, Mark sighed and I felt his body relax. I turned my head and, kissing his cheek, said;
"You like that baby?"
"I do."
"Yeah," I started talking in my little girl voice. "Yeah? Is that nice and soft for you Mark? Is that how my baby brother likes it now all nice and sweet?"
Mark pulled his head back and I tried not to smile as I saw he was getting pissed off.
"Don't make fun of me."
"Then don't act like a bitch." I told him.
"Act like...?" His eyes widened.
"Oh I'm sorry Mark." I smirked at him. "Maybe you're not acting."
I stepped back until I was up against my bed and, spreading my arms, said;
"Look at this. Your sister's titties, your favorite titties are right here, her pussy is wet and waiting for you, never mind, my mouth, and all you want to do is make out like a teenager. Shit Mark, do I have to make a man out of you again?" I shook my head. "Bad enough I had to take your virginity because you were afraid of Krissy."
"Watch your mouth Meg," Mark said quietly, his tone causing my already wet pussy to flow even more as I knew I was getting to him.
"You could be watching my mouth if you weren't so pussy whipped." I said smiling at him. "Matter of fact maybe I should be watching yours."
As I said that I suddenly stomped on Mark's foot with my sharp heel. Mark cried out in surprise and, as his foot came up, I grabbed his wrists and yanked hard on them. I sat back on my bed as Mark fell to first his knees then started to come down on one of his hands. Kicking my leg out I swept his arm to the side so the he landed awkwardly on his forearm, his face right at me feet.
"Go ahead little brother start right there at your sister's toes just like you were taught."
Mark stared up at me and I could see he was pissed but not quite there yet, as if he still thought this could end any other way. Mark started to push himself up but I whipped my left leg up and brought it back down onto his back, the heel digging into his flesh hard enough to make his breath hiss out from between his teeth. I pushed down harder, to the point the muscle in my calf was bulging and, after a moment of resistance, Mark let himself down onto his elbows and, head down, started to flick his tongue across the toes of my right foot. I felt my pussy begin to flow even more as my brother's soft wet tongue pushed between my toes. I knew where that tongue really needed to be but would take my time and make him earn it.
"There you go." I told him. "That's a good little puppy."
I dropped my other foot to the floor in front of him.
"Next."
Mark obediently moved his head over and began licking my right foot. The shoes I was wearing had straps across the top and didn't really show much more than my toes. I definitely felt my feet needed more attention than the straps allowed.
"Untie the straps so you can take my shoes off and do a proper job while you're down there."
I got another dirty look but Mark sat up on his knees and reaching behind my knee grabbed the thin piece of leather dangling there. With a swing of my arm I contemptuously slapped his hand away.
"Use your teeth like a good little doggie."
Mark took a deep breath and I could tell he was trying to hold back. That was fine with me, it just meant that this nasty girl would get exactly what she wanted until my brother was ready to take what he needed. Leaning forward Mark caught the strap between his teeth and pulled. I couldn't help but let out a soft moan as I felt the strap loosen and watched my brother move to my other leg and repeat the process. At this point I was so fucking wet I could feel my pussy beginning to drip.
"Now unwrap them and take them off."
"Okay." Mark said quietly.
"Okay?" I asked reaching down and yanking his head up by the hair. "Okay, is that your answer? I think I deserve better than that don't you?"
Mark swallowed hard and, between clenched teeth, whispered;
"I'm sorry my sister, thank you for letting me remove your shoes."
"Better." I told him, roughly shoving his head back down. Oh was I going to get it when he finally snapped.
Mark slowly unwound the straps and after he slipped the sandals off, I raised my right foot and placed my toes at his lips.
"Ask." I said.
"May I please suck on your toes, my sister?"
"Yes, just do a good job because if I think you actually remember how to use your tongue, maybe I'll let you put it to use somewhere else."
Mark looked up at me and I felt myself get even hotter as the look on his face was one of anger mixed with pure lust. I was humiliating him, but at the same time my brother had a hell of a foot fetish, especially for mine, seeing as I was the one who probably instilled it in him in the first place.
"Ohhh yeah, that's nice little brother," I moaned as one by one he began taking my toes into his mouth and swirling his tongue around them while his hand gently caressed the bottom of my foot. "Oh yeah you like taking orders don't you Mark?"
Mark didn't answer but I let it go as I leaned back on my elbows on the bed and enjoyed the sight and sensation of my brother worshiping my feet. The only problem was that Mark was enjoying it so much he seemed to be forgetting he was pissed. I let him go for awhile, until he had taken care of the toes of both feet, and was now rubbing them while gently kissing the arches. By now my poor little pussy was throbbing I needed it so bad, but first that amazing tongue and then that incredible cock and as hard and deep as I wanted it. Lifting my hips I slid my thong off and, pushing it down to my knees, said;
"Take that off and let's see how that tongue feels on my pussy."
Mark pulled the thong off and, after tossing it aside, leaned forward and started gently licking my clit.
"I said lick it don't tease it!" I snapped.
Lifting my legs I wrapped them around Marks neck and, pulling forward, buried his face into my soaking wet pussy. Mark moaned into it and started licking faster. As good as it felt I deliberately held back my own moans, instead I sighed and said;
"Shit little brother can't you do better than that?"
Mark grunted and started sucking my clit rapidly in and out of his mouth. I bit down on my lip to keep quiet and, reaching down and grabbing his hair, snapped;
"Just hold still and I'll do it myself!"
With that I began grinding my hips into my brother's face. Up and down but also side to side, smearing my pussy all over his face. Mark tried to pull away but I had strong legs and was holding his head tight to my pussy. I could feel his hot breath gasping into my pussy as I forced it into his face.
"Why isn't your tongue out?" I demanded. "Don't you like sucking pussy anymore little brother? Or is it because I'm making you suck it hard and nasty and ..." I paused laughed derisively. "Not letting you love it."
Mark tried to pull away again and I could see his shoulders tensing. I was getting him there, any minute now I'd hit the final button.
"I said fucking lick it!"
Mark's tongue started to push against my clit and once again I stifled a moan. I had to admit it felt damn good but I was getting frustrated that Mark was still playing meek. Christ that girl had done a number on him! I leaned back and began panting, thinking I may as well cum this way then go from there. As I turned my head and looked at the thick ornately carved column at the end of my bed that was right next to us I had a better idea.
"Oh for Christ's sake" I exclaimed. "My God this is pathetic!"
Sitting up I grabbed Mark's right wrist and held it tightly and removing my legs from around his neck, I kicked out hard with my right foot. It caught Mark's shoulder and as he went back to his left, I pulled hard on his wrist and succeeded in causing him to fall off balance to his right. Quickly standing up I spun to the left, hitting Mark in the shoulder with my raised knee while still pulling on his arm. Mark went onto his ass and fell backwards directly into the wooden column where he banged his head.
"Fuck sis!" Mark exclaimed. "I..."
Mark was cut off as, standing in front of him, I swung my right leg up and, planting my foot on his shoulder, leaned forwards and once again pressed my pussy into his face. I pushed forward hard enough to shove my brother's head back into the column again with an audible thud. I felt Mark gasp into my pussy and felt a little bad, but then again Mark wasn't typical; having the highest threshold of pain of anyone I'd ever met. The ironic thing was the move I had just pulled on him was a result of his self defense lessons showing me how to use leverage to make up for the fact I was all of a hundred and thirty pounds.
"Let's try this again." I told him rocking my hips back and forth and working my pussy up and down his face.
Mark's hands came up and grabbed my hips and I thought that this was going to be it, but instead I felt him starting to work his tongue across my swollen clit again. This time I couldn't hold back a moan as my clit was so sensitive right now that a stiff breeze could get me hot. Grabbing his hair I held his head back so it was hitting the column and he couldn't move it at all.
"Faster!" I snapped. Then, after sighing disgustedly, said;
"See this is why I like women, at least they know how to lick."
I looked down to see Mark's eyes looking up at me. They had darkened considerably and I felt his hands trembling on my hips. I continued in the same disgusted tone.
"Then again I figured since you're so in touch with your feminine side these days it would be like having a girl down there, isn't that right you little bitch?"
As I spoke I had dropped my hand down and, catching Mark's nipple, gave it a savage twist.
"Like your nipples played with Mark? Or should I maybe call you Missy?"
That one hit home! Grinding the back of his head against the column he forced his face from my pussy and, as he stared up at me, I felt him draw his legs up between mine. I kept pushing;
"Don't you give me that bad fucking look Mark, you're nothing to me! Know why little brother?" I asked smiling down at him. "Because I broke you, I made your sorry ass a man and we all know that the one who breaks you owns you, now don't they little brother?"
"No one owns me." Mark hissed and, as I felt him start to try to push me back by my hips, I played my final card.
"That's why you're such a little girl now isn't it Mark? You're supposed to master and break your pets but in the end sweet little Sammy broke you, didn't she Mark?"
"Leave her out of this you bitch." Mark's lip came up in a snarl and I felt another wave of heat flow through my already drenched pussy.
"Bitch? The only bitch in this room is you little brother and you're not even my bitch anymore are you?" I smiled and shook my head. "Oh no you're Sammy's little bitch now. She owns you Mark, you may have broken her heart but baby she broke your pathetic ass!" I laughed at him.
"Why don't you go crawling back Mark? Maybe she'll let you make love to her again."
"Shut up Megan!" Mark snapped.
I almost fell backwards as Mark got his feet planted on the floor and pushed up, nearly dislodging my foot from his shoulder. I pushed forward and felt him resist forcefully this time.
"Oh Sammy," I moaned. "Oh yes, oh nice and slow." I made another fake moan. "Oh tell me again how much you love me... Oh I... Oh, fuck!!"
I cried out as, in a demonstration of raw physical power, Mark, braced his back against the column and using only his legs, only shot himself straight up, dropped his hands down to my ass and, his strong fingers digging painfully into my flesh, lifted me up with him. As soon as Mark had lifted me all the way off my feet, he let go of me. I hadn't been expecting that and when my feet hit the floor I started to stumble back off balance, then cried out in pain as Mark reached out and caught me by the barbells in my nipples. Fortunately I managed to catch Mark's forearm with my hand or I would have found all my weight being supported by my tits, and the barbells ripped out of my nipples.



Mark yanked me into him causing me to cry out again. As he turned to the side, still holding me by my tits he stuck his foot out causing me to trip. As I started to fall he let go of my nipples and, catching my shoulders, spun me up against the column so hard that I felt my breath go out of me as my back hit it. Showing he still had some control Mark's hand came up from my shoulder at the last minute and went around the back of my head so I didn't smash it into the bed. I gasped trying to catch my breath, then cried out again as Mark gave my nipples another savage twist.
"Don't know when to shut up do you skank?" He hissed, between clenched teeth, his face so close to mine I could feel hot breath.
"Then why don't you shut me up?" I gasped out as tears flowed down my cheeks from the sharp pain in my tits and the wetness from my pussy dripped down my thighs from the thrill of that pain and the anticipation of the all out pounding I was about to get.
"Oh I will," Mark said softly.
I moaned softly as Mark roughly grabbed my chin and brought my face up so we were looking eye to eye.
"Couldn't play nice could you whore?" He asked.
Mark's eyes were as dark as I'd ever seen them and his chest was heaving.
"Just have to be a pig don't you?"
"I'm your pig." I hissed out. "Now shut up and fucking take me, that is if your cock's still hard after all this mean nasty rough stuff."
Mark started to say something but it turned into a surprised cry of pain as I had ripped my nails as hard as I could down his back. Before he could back off I yanked them back up, trailing them right back through the scratches they had made on the way down. Mark immediately grabbed my arms and, although I tried to hold them up, forced them down as if I was a child. Jesus Christ he's strong, I thought. Another surge of heat went through my pussy as my brother pinned me against the bed. I struggled against him and saw his eyes light up as I did. This was the Mark I was used to; the one that, years ago in a hotel room while we were on vacation, had discovered that he loved forcing his big sister to take his massive cock.
"What's the matter Mark?" I asked him. "Your little girls don't fight back?"
Mark looked at me and was ready to speak when his eyes slid to the side and saw something that caused an evil smile to appear on his face. With a yank he brought my arms up and, putting my thin wrists together, wrapped one of his hands around them and, as I started to struggle to no avail against his powerful grip, Mark reached down to the bed. As he did I looked over his shoulder and saw thin trails of blood running down his back from the deep scratches my nails had made. Mark came back up and, letting my hands go, quickly shoved his forearm against my arms pinning them to my chest, I looked down to see that Mark had one of my shoes. Grabbing the strap in the hand that was against me Mark yanked hard and tore the leather strap from the shoe.
Tossing the shoe aside Mark gave me another evil grin and dangled the strap in front of me.
"Give me your hands slut." He whispered.
At that moment I gave Mark what he wanted. Widening my eyes and trying to hold my hands against my chest as he tugged at my wrists I cried out;
"Oh don't! Oh no please don't do this to me! I'm sorry little brother I ohhh."
Mark had reached past my hand and twisted my tit again and, as I tried to cover it, he put the strap between his teeth and, grabbing my right wrist, he yanked my hand away and holding me with his forearm quickly wound the strap around my wrist.
"No oh Mark I'll be good I..."
"You had your chance bitch. Now you get what you asked for."
Reaching out Mark caught my other hand and, with a violent wrench of his arms, bent my arms down and behind the column. Instantly Mark pressed his chest against mine, pinning me and without even being able to see he expertly wrapped my wrists together. Stepping back away from me Mark smiled at me.
"This rough enough for you whore? This what you want?"
"Please don't hurt me Mark." I whimpered as convincingly as I could seeing I wanted nothing more than him to tear into me.
Mark stepped right up to me and, with a back hand flip of his wrist slapped both of my nipples.
"Oww!" I cried out. "I ohhhh(.)"
I moaned and whimpered as Mark lowered his head and began roughly sucking my nipple in and out of his mouth. The sucking felt good, however his other hand twisting the barbell in my other nipple hurt like hell. My brother was a true master and was giving me both pleasure and pain at the same time. Oh how I wanted him deep inside of me! Mark raised his head and as he did I couldn't resist darting my head forward and, catching him by surprise, sank my teeth into his shoulder.
"You fucking whore!" Mark cried out jumping back.
"You want something in your mouth? I'll give you something."
Mark came forward and, reaching down, grabbed my ankles and with a yank pulled my legs out from under me. I fell onto my ass on the floor and screamed, this time the scream was real. When my hands had hit the mattress and as my ass the floor my arms were forced to slide across the bed stretching out behind me and causing a searing pain in my upper back and shoulders. If the bed were much higher my shoulders would have dislocated. Ignoring my cry of pain Mark stepped up and my pain was forgotten as I saw the huge bulge in his boxers. As I watched, all but licking my lips, Mark reached down and, sliding the fingers of both hands into the hole in the front, jerked his arms outward and tore the front of his underwear open.
"Oh yes." I groaned as I found my face inches from his enormous dripping cock.
Mark grabbed a handful of my hair and, holding my head still, proceeded to take his cock and slap it across both sides of my face so hard it hurt. As much as it hurt I found myself moaning at the feeling of his sticky pre cum splattering in the sides of my face.
"That hard enough for you sis?" Mark asked. "Now open your mouth, whore."
I shook my head then screamed as Mark yanked hard on my hair, sending a wave of fiery pain through my scalp. As soon as my mouth opened Mark slammed his cock into it. I had barely started to open wider when Mark pushed it all the way in. I almost gagged as ten plus inches of throbbing cock was forced down my throat. I tried to pull my head back and grunted as I hit the column behind me, between that and my throat being stuffed my eyes once again began to water, as did my pussy. I tried to lift up and that sent a fresh wave of pain through my shoulders. Oh this nasty girl was getting exactly what she deserved I thought.
That and any other thought was erased as, once again sliding his hand behind my head, Mark began to fuck the shit out of my mouth. There were no slow pumps to get me used to it, my brother was rearing all the way back until just his tip was between my lips and then thrusting forward as hard as he could, as if my mouth were my pussy. I gurgled around his cock as his thick precum began to flow down my throat and I was having a hard time not gagging.
"What's the matter sis?" Mark asked as he continued to rape my mouth. "You spend so much time licking pussy and playing with little boys that you can't handle a real one?"
I looked up at Mark so he could see my watering eyes, and whimpered for him, as I did I made as if to try to stand and whimpered again. Mark's breathing picked up as did the pace of his brutal face fucking, as seeing me helpless and in pain was driving him wild. Speaking of wild, as our eyes met I could see that he was completely gone. His eyes were as dark as the night and when they caught the candle light, appeared to be glowing. The muscles in his chest and shoulders were bulging and he was starting to sweat. I moaned and started to rock my hips up and down off the floor. Oh how my needy little pussy wanted to cum. I began to regret not letting him get me off before I had started badgering him.
Mark began gasping and I could tell he was getting close. To further spur him along I began squealing around his cock and kicking my legs as if fighting him. Mark reached down and gave my nipple a twist so savage that I screamed around his cock and my eyes went wide with pain. That sound and look sent my brother over the edge. Mark's huge prick exploded deep into my throat sending the cum spraying down faster and harder than I had expected, when he pulled his cock out for the next thrust I coughed, spraying cum out of my mouth, around his cock and down my tits. Mark moaned at the sight and started fucking my mouth even harder. I was ready now and began to whimper for him as each thrust ended in a nice hot sticky spurt of cum going down my willing throat.
Mark yanked his cock from my mouth and as he did, I whimpered and tried to suck it one more time. My lips smacked as his cock came out and I felt a few more drops of cum drip down my chin. Mark looked down at me in disgust.
"You nasty fucking skank look at the fucking mess you made."
Getting down on his knees Mark wiped his hand across my chest and brought it up to my face where I could see his fingers were coated with his cum.
"Clean up your mess."
"Y-yes sir." I panted and as he watched slowly worked my tongue across his fingers making sure I didn't miss a drop of my brother's delicious cum.
"Good puppy." Mark said softly.
"Oh little brother," I moaned to him. "Please make me cum! Please!"
"Oh you think you should cum skank?" Mark asked, still on his knees in front of me.
I looked at my brother and put my trembling lip out in a pout and with very real desperation in my voice begged again:
"Oh please Mark," Spreading my legs so he could see my smooth pink, soaking wet pussy I started bucking my hips up and down. "Oh I need it I ohhhh."
Mark smiled and standing, grabbed my shoulders and effortlessly hauled me straight up along the column. When I was on my feet Mark drooped to his knees and, grabbing my legs, pulled up. Taking his cue and ignoring the pain in my shoulders I whipped my legs up and, draping them over his shoulders let out a loud groan as Mark immediately buried his tongue into my all but gushing pussy.
"Oh oh thank you!!" I gasped out knowing any other response might have made him tease.
As it turned out I didn't have anything to worry about as Mark was so wound up from having me like this that he was attacking his big sister's pussy with a vengeance. Despite the continuous throbbing in my shoulders I started bucking my hips up and down in Mark's face as his tongue plunged in and out of my steaming slit. I was moaning loudly and badly wanted his tongue on my clit but knew if I asked he would stop. Once again I didn't have long to wait as Mark slid his tongue up through the lips of my pussy and I cried out, but this time in pleasure as Mark's lips fastened onto my swollen clit and at the same time he drove two of his fingers inside of me.
"Oh, oh yeah oh yeah little brother oh please keep sucking my pussy oh how I missed you!" I cried out.
I was taking a chance that Mark wouldn't get pissed and start fucking with me but as I had cried out that I had missed him I felt him moan into my clit and he started sucking even harder. My shoulders were shaking from exhaustion, but my legs began trembling for a completely different reason as I felt what I knew was going to be an incredible orgasm. Mark added a third finger to my pussy then, as I was teetering right on the edge, shoved a forth in there, stretching my pussy to its limit but also sending me off.
I threw my head back and howled like an animal as the orgasm crashed through my body. I whacked my head on the bed when I threw it back but barely noticed the pain. All I was aware of was the unbelievable waves of pleasure that were crashing through my body. Not caring if he got pissed or not I wrapped my legs around Mark's head, pinning his face into my gushing pussy. I let out another long wail of pleasure as I felt Mark remove his fingers and, lowering his mouth, begin to suck the sticky juices that were squirting out of my pussy during the orgasm. I continued to grind my hips for another moment as the last few spasms of the orgasm went through my pleasure wracked body.
"Oh my I...Ohhhhh," I couldn't even speak.
What I could do, however, was yelp in surprise as Mark reached underneath and, grabbing my ass in his hands, stood straight up and slid me higher up onto the bed post. When Mark was standing he lowered me down until I could feel the head of his huge dick right at the entrance to my flooded pussy. Mark looked at me and asked:
"That what you want sis?"
"Oh yes little brother I... Oh fuck!!!"
Mark had literally dropped me onto his cock and all of my weight came down on it completely impaling me on his rock hard prick.
"Well then, let me give it to you."
With that Mark slammed his hips up forcing his huge cock deeply into me and I yelped, both from the power of his thrust and my back being driven into the bed post. Mark grabbed my hips and started fucking the shit out of me. I cried out with every pump as he was pushing in so fucking deep that it hurt, but once again it was that good kind of hurt, the kind that made me roll my eyes and want more. As Mark continued to fuck me I kept slamming into the bed and I was aware of the post beginning to rock. I had paid two thousand dollars for this bed six months ago and as much as I was loving this....
"T-the bed." I managed to gasp out, as Mark once again slammed his huge cock home.
"No worries skank," Mark whispered in my ear. "I'll fix that."
Mark let my hips go and, slipping his arms under mine, wrapped them around the post as well and pulled himself into me. I started squealing like a stuck pig as Mark proceeded to drive his cock up and into me. My back was pressed to the wood and my chest was tight against my brother's. Between the two of them I couldn't move an inch and Mark was fucking me even harder and faster. As I panted and moaned I rested my head on Mark's shoulder and gasped as I looked into the mirror. The sight of my brother from behind naked and sweating was incredible. His broad muscular back was bleeding and sweating and, even better, the muscles of his amazing ass were flexing with each powerful thrust into his sister's very grateful pussy. My long white legs were wrapped around his dark tanned flesh and, even better, was the wide eyed lust filled look on my own face as my brother continued his relentless assault on my sorely neglected pussy.
"Oh fuck!" I gasped into Mark's ear. "Oh Mark; oh look at you taking your nasty sister, look at you putting her in her place!" I let out a sharp squeal as Mark slid down taking me with him and causing his cock to drive up even deeper inside me.
"Oh that's right little brother you take your sister's pussy!" Mark gasped and I knew my talking in his ear was getting to him. "That's right little brother, that's your pussy! All weekend that's your pussy. Take it! Take all of it!"
Mark started gasping and every few thrusts started making that little whimpering noise that I. loved.
"Yeah Mark?" You going to give it to me? You going to give your whore of a sister every drop?"
Mark let out a long loud moan.
"Oh yes you are!" I exclaimed.
Mark gave me two more savage pumps then his cock exploded and I could feel his hot cum shooting deep inside of me. I let out a long sigh of pleasure as with every thrust Mark painted the walls of his sister's pussy with more of his cum.
"Ohh yeah Mark," I moaned and, kissing his neck, added; "Oh I love it when my little brother cums inside of me. I... ohh yeah baby!"
I laughed softly as at that remark and the kiss, Mark gave me that precious little whimper again. Mark stopped fucking me and stood there, his cock still inside of me and leaning into me, rested his head on my shoulder. I could hear his panting in my ear and feel his heart pounding against my chest.
"Easy baby." I said softly. Then after a moment added; "Untie your sister little brother, so she can hold you."
Mark slid his hands down and, I felt him fumbling around. a minute later I felt him unwrap my wrists and my breath hissed at the pain in my shoulders as my arms fell limply to my sides. I also dropped my legs down and, had not my brother been right in front of me, would have fallen. Wincing at the pain I brought my arms up and, wrapping them around Mark's shoulders, kissed him and said;
"There you go Mark, feel better now?"
Mark nodded into my shoulder as he held me close to him.
"That's right Mark, your big sister always knows just what you need. Doesn't she?"
Two hours later I was curled up in bed with Mark and all but purring I was so comfortable. After that wild fuck Mark had picked me up and taken me into the bathroom where we took a long hot shower that ended with me up against the wall with one long leg up on Mark's shoulder while he slowly fucked me. After going into the bedroom we fell asleep for an hour before my cell phone woke us up. It turned out to be a wrong number but worked out well since, as before I had even hung up, my brother's mouth was latched onto my left tit and we went again, this time with me taking my time and riding him until, once again, he came deep inside of my insatiable little pussy.
Being the night owls Mark and I were, the sex woke us up and, after Mark got up and made me a cup of tea, how spoiled was I, I had thought as he brought it into me we propped ourselves up on the pillows and put the tv on. Mark was sitting straight up and I was slouched down with my head resting against his chest. Mark's arm was around me and I couldn't help but think how nice this was. As my eyes shifted away from the stupid history channel special my sometimes still nerdy brother was glued to I caught our reflection in the mirror and smiled. The two of us really did look great together. Never mind how amazingly comfortable we were. For what was at least the thousandth time in my life I thought of how odd my brother and my relationship was. Sometimes it seemed as if we really were a couple.
Looking again at our reflection I could so see us being the average married couple; work all day, have some dinner, some great sex and fall asleep in each other's arms relaxed and happy. That was exactly what my brother and I did, except that it was for maybe a week at a time, a few times a year and of course, that's all it ever had been and would be until we met someone else who we could be that close to. I had been looking for four years now with no luck. It was ironic that Mark, who hadn't been, had come the closest to finding it.
Thinking about that made me recall how, when Mark had discussed Samantha, he had spoken of how incredible she felt, how when they had lain together at night he could feel how much she loved him and he could feel it towards her. Mark had still never told me exactly why he had decided to end it, but that along with whatever went on at the end of that trial was his business and as long as he was okay that was all that mattered. I sighed and still thinking about that one true love and wondering if I would ever find it, I looked up at Mark.
"Hey little brother?"
"Yeah sis?"
"This is nice isn't it?"
"Yeah it is." Mark said and kissed the top of my head.
As good as he felt I slid up so I was sitting next to him and, looking at him, said;
"Hey Mark can I ask you something?"
"Anything." Mark said and, picking up the remote, shut the tv off leaving the room lit only by the candles on the night stand.
"Well, remember when you were telling me how good it felt with Samantha?"
I felt Mark tense up a little but he seemed okay when he spoke.
"What about it?"
"Well I know that you weren't really looking for that, but now that you had it would you want it again?"



With no hesitation Mark said;
"Yes."
"I know I want it." I told him. "And I don't even know what it feels like."
"You sure about that?" Mark asked.
I shrugged.
"I would think I would know." I paused and sighed. "Then again, not like I have anything to compare it to. But you didn't either and you knew what it was."
Mark thought for a minute and, as he spoke, he seemed suddenly serious.
"You know Meg, that's what I had thought but once I was with Sammy I realized I had felt it before."
"You had?" I asked.
Mark smiled.
"As a matter of fact, I'd had that feeling before."
"With who?"
"Oh come on sis." Mark said. "You don't know who it could be that I've felt that good with?"
As I thought Mark looked at me expectantly and suddenly it hit me. I snapped my fingers and smiling said;
"Of course I know, it's pretty fucking obvious."
"Oh yeah?" Mark asked. "So who is it?"
"Well Krissy of course!" I told him.
"Krissy?" Mark repeated.
"Oh come on Mark, you loved your sweet little Krissy." I laughed. "Hell I watched you love her a couple of times."
I stopped laughing as I noticed Mark wasn't.
"It wasn't her?"
Before Mark answered I pointed and said;
"Oh okay I know you were a teenager, so that means it must have been Cynthia."
Mark rolled his eyes.
"Oh please Mark you and Cyn got pretty tight after that mess with Max." I looked at him
"What?"
Mark sighed;
"You were right the first time sis, it was Krissy. That's the only girl I ever felt that with."
"You sure?" He had a funny look on his face, as if he were lying.
"Positive."
With that Mark slid all the way down on the bed and, lying on his back, put his arm out. I gratefully rolled over against him, my head nestled into the crook of his arm and, sighing contentedly, said;
"Good night my brother."
"Sweet dreams sis." Mark answered quietly.
The honking of a horn snapped me out of my reverie and, looking up, I saw that the traffic was finally moving in front of me. As I punched the accelerator and changed lanes I once again returned to that night. Looking back on it there didn't seem to be a reason that I would have thought anything of Mark's trying so hard to be good to me or that odd look he had when I had spoke of Krissy. Now however, after what had just happened on Saturday night, it seemed clear as day. On the balcony when we had been interrupted by Royce's call Mark had said to me;
"I've waited a long time for you sis."
"Oh you fucking moron!" I snapped out loud.
Mark had known he had feelings for me way back then. I felt almost as bad as I had the other night, thinking about how hard he had tried to make love to me and I had turned it into a rape session. Then when I had asked him about love he had been talking about me and that was after I had just been thinking of how the two of us felt.
"Krissy." I muttered shaking my head.
As I drove down the highway I thought about another incident a few weeks after that night that had seemed odd and now made perfect sense. A month after Mark had spent that weekend he had called me and told me that he wanted to come down the following week. I had been thrilled and told him it was perfect timing because I had a surprise for him. Mark had said that he couldn't wait to see what it was then, turning serious, told me that when he came down he had to talk to me about something. I had asked what it was and all he had said was that it wasn't something to discuss over the phone. I asked if he was okay and he had said he was fine but wanted to talk in person. I said okay and then deciding that I couldn't wait another week to tell him I asked Mark if he wanted to know ahead of time what my surprise was. Mark had sighed and said, then it wouldn't be a surprise but, since I seemed so excited I should just go ahead and tell him. That's when I told Mark that I had met someone her name was Laura and she was beautiful and sweet and best of all! I was in totally love with her! Just before Mark had said he had to go I had blurted out;
"I think she's the one little brother, I'm so happy!"
Two days later Mark had called and said that something came up and he couldn't come down. I had asked about what he wanted to talk about. His answer had been;
"No worries sis I already figured it out."
*
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I pulled into the parking garage and felt a sense of relief when I saw Mark's firebird parked in its spot. Had my brother not been at work, or at home, I would have been worried. At least now I knew the worse thing he could be doing was going ape shit on the bag at the gym. I parked next to the firebird shaking my head at his license plate. DOMINUS the Latin word for master, Mark really did put himself out there a little too much sometimes. I shut the car off and, checking my make up in the rear view mirror, frowned at the redness in my eyes. I'd barely slept the last two nights and something told me Mark probably hadn't either, which was what had brought me here this morning in the first place. Seeing I was the cause of my brother's sleeplessness, the least I could do was to make sure he was okay, and who knows? Maybe if things went well we could catch a little nap together.
I started to get out of the car, then sat back and thought for a minute. I would have to be careful with Mark. There was no doubt in my mind that my checking up on him would lead to sex. The problem would be what kind of sex? Knowing now what I hadn't known back in Chicago, getting my brother revved up wouldn't be good for him, or for me for that matter I thought, as my back was still sore from yesterday's all out assault in the shower. On the other hand I was afraid if I went to sweet it would turn into making love, as it had Saturday night, and I didn't want to toy with his emotions either by letting him, or denying him, both of which would get him upset. Of course, now that I thought about it, wouldn't any type of sex be all but rubbing my brother's nose in it, if I didn't follow it up with an answer? I grunted disgustedly, now even sex was getting my head racing.
Taking a deep breath, I decided to take a couple of minutes to figure out what I was going to do. The obvious answer, and probably the right one, was to abstain from sex period. I should behave and do what a real big sister would do; check on Mark, make sure he's taking the meds., see if he's been sleeping, and, most importantly, tell him that I was worried and just want to make sure he's okay. Maybe even go for a cup of coffee with him before he went to work, hell, at that point if Mark seemed okay maybe I would even take another shot at bringing up dad.
That of course would be the right and more properly put, the unselfish thing to do, because let's face it; at the end of it, I was the one who would want my brother and would lead us down the path to sex. Mark may be a terror with the rest of the female population, but when we were together it was his big sister Megan who called the shots. And right now between being exhausted, worried over Mark, and upset from emotional roller coaster of reading the journal, I desperately needed my brother, and not just to talk to me, but to hold me, and ultimately to be inside me. Maybe I would just try to ease into it and see where it took us. The last thing I wanted was a replay of Chicago.
At that last thought something suddenly dawned on me; Saturday night had, in reality, started just as the night in Chicago had. The other night when we had entered Mark's bedroom I had told him to get on his knees and start at my feet. I had just received incredible news and was more than ready to celebrate by making my brother service his sister's hot pussy. Just like in Chicago, Mark had taken me in his arms and kissed me slow and easy. Also like that night in my bedroom, I had resisted, but this time only briefly. After my first attempt to pull away I let Mark have his way, let him carry me to his bed and make slow passionate love to me. Now as I sat there thinking of it, I found myself wondering what was different this time, in the past I had always shied away from slow sweet sex. Hell, it was right there in the journal, even as far back as that, Mark's first night in his new apartment, I had turned his attempt to be sweet into a hardcore session, and Tommy had spent years trying in vain to get me to slow down in bed.
That's when it hit me; In Chicago I had not wanted Mark to be sweet simply because I believed that he wanted it because of Samantha, that she truly had broken him. Now a year later, I had been much more receptive to it and all I could think of was earlier this morning Mom referring to Laura as my Samantha. Was that what had happened? Had my own brush with true love left me craving that feeling even more? Had our failed relationships opened up the door for something between us? As I sat there stunned at that idea I heard my mother's voice speaking in my mind
"It's like the two of you are waiting for someone."
Shaking my head, I got out of the car and walked across the garage to the elevator. As I waited for the elevator, my mind drifted momentarily to Laura, how totally perfect she was, and how I hoped she would find someone who would truly appreciate her and give her what I couldn't, everything. The elevator arrived and as I stepped in and hit the button for the seventh floor, my mind stayed on Laura and her visit here with me six months ago; a visit that, as I now thought of it, was another sign of my brothers changing feelings towards me that I had completely missed at the time.
I had brought Laura up to meet mom and dad, and of course, Mark last October. Following my usual pattern, as I know it always made him feel good, we had spent the first two nights at Mark's place. At first I wasn't sure if we would be able to, as not to long after he had seen me in Chicago, Mark had found another pet. This one was a twenty year old blonde named Katrina, who was majoring in psychology.
As was his custom, Mark had e-mailed me several pictures of her, including a shot of him fucking her doggy style. The look of mixed pleasure and pain on her sweet little face had me so worked up I had gone into Laura's darkroom and had her in a sixty nine on the floor within minutes. So when I had called Mark to say we were coming, I had mentioned staying all week at the folks, and Mark had told me he had cut Katrina loose after a couple of months. When I had asked why, Mark became vague and said that the game just didn't seem the same anymore. To my shock he had told me he was "seeing" someone, and, more surprisingly, said she was a few years older than him, and was the CEO of a local company. I asked if it was serious, and he had said they were pretty casual, just spending the weekends together, but that he was getting tired of hunting, as he had always called it, and was fine with it.
In hindsight that should have had me thinking something was amiss right there. Except for his big sister, I couldn't remember seeing him with a woman anywhere near his age, for more than a one night stand, let alone have some type of relationship. Then again in my defense, I was a little preoccupied at the time with a couple of things; one the amazing woman that I was with and two; introducing that woman to my brother. It hadn't occurred to me until we were on the plane, that I had a real dilemma with Laura meeting Mark. My friends from the galleries, and a few other people I knew down there, knew Mark as my "friend with benefits" from back home. Now, obviously, because Laura was going to meet my parents, she had to meet Mark as what he really was; my younger brother.
This was a problem I had never considered and I would have to hope it just worked out that when Laura was at the galleries no one would happen to bring up Mark. My brother only made it down every few months and wasn't due for awhile. I would just have to try to have him avoid that crowd on his visits. I was sure he'd understand but it did make me realize how strange our relationship really was and was also a reminder of the potential problems it could cause if we were found out.
Mark picked us up at the airport and we went out to dinner and then, at my urging, dancing. Mark and Laura hit it off fine and when Laura got up to go to the bathroom and I asked what he thought, Mark had laughed, and said it was pretty bad when his sister was dating a hotter woman than he was. I had turned serious and told him how much I loved her and how excited I was that she was meeting my family. Mark had given me a smile that seemed a little subdued but had kissed me on the cheek and told me he was happy for me. I had felt terrible knowing damn well he missed me but I was with someone and our rule was that sex together was off limits. At one point when Laura had come back and I had my arm around her I found myself looking at Mark, alone across the table, and wishing that it had worked out for him with Samantha. It would have been incredible to have had the four of us be out together, Mark and me, with people we were in love with and who loved us in return.
The club was amazing and Mark did seem to start becoming his old self again. Of course that could be attributed to the half a dozen shots he had done within a half hour of getting there. I danced with Mark a couple of times but we were brother and sister now and were very careful not to get carried away. I have to say, after he passed me off to Laura, it was an incredible turn on to have him sitting at the bar watching as Laura and I were all over each other on the dance floor. The favor was returned to me as Mark then took Laura 'out for a spin' as he put it and had her beet red as he held her from behind and really put on a show of grinding up and down on her. By then Mark had had another few drinks and proceeded to pull two very young girls up from their table and get sandwiched between them on the dance floor. Laura had shaken her head and told me that even though men weren't her thing she had to say that my brother was damn hot and that whatever else my real parents may have been they had made a couple of beautiful kids.
We had gotten back to Mark's place about one am and although it seemed early for me, as well as my night owl brother, Laura was exhausted and I certainly wasn't going to miss out on the thrill of licking her sweet pussy in Mark's guest bedroom knowing that he would be in the next room picturing it. That of course was just what I did. Mark's second bedroom was the size of most people's master bedroom and was furnished with a queen size bed. As Laura and I stripped each other naked and proceeded to let our tongues and fingers wander, I was turned on not only by the thought of Mark envisioning the two of us together, but also by the knowledge that this room was where Mark's pets slept when they weren't "worthy enough" to spend the night in his room, and that he would come in here in the middle of the night, fuck the shit out of them and then leave. Picturing Mark taking those hot little girls in the same bed in which I was getting my pussy licked by a gorgeous blond, was enough send me over the edge and I came like an animal, wailing so loud Laura had looked at me and said;
"Damn baby, you don't want your brother to hear us do you?"
We lay down together, as we always did, on our sides facing each other with Laura's head nestled under my chin. Just like I did every night I ran my fingers lightly through Laura's hair and across her shoulders and, as always, Laura gave me a sweet little giggle and nuzzled her face deeper into my chest. Laura was asleep within minutes but even after the flight, the long night, and one hell of an orgasm, I still found myself unable to sleep. I tried drifting off but all I could think of was Mark lying in his bed by himself, and I'm sure awake, wishing his big sister was in there with him. I was pretty sure of this was because that had been exactly what had been going through my head the weekend I had stayed when Mark was with Samantha. That weekend I had been lying in this bed envisioning Mark not only fucking Samantha but then wrapping his strong arms around her and holding her tight, the way he had always held me. Like Mark had seemed tonight, I had been happy for him but would be lying if I said I hadn't been a little upset because I couldn't be with him.
After a few minutes, I gently slid my arm out from under Laura and made to get up. Laura opened her eyes part way and asked me where I was going. I told her I wasn't tired yet and that my brother was as nocturnal as I was so I was going to get up and have a cup of tea with him and catch up a little. Laura was used to me doing this, since, when I was in a painting frenzy, I would routinely go to bed for sex, then get up and stay awake until dawn. I leaned over and, after kissing her, told her to go back to sleep. Laura smiled and closed her eyes again. I paused and, looking at the peaceful expression on her beautiful face, felt an overwhelming feeling of affection for her. I kissed her gently on the cheek and she smiled in her sleep.
Getting up I put on my short, black silk robe, the one I always brought with me when I stayed here and went to leave. I had just reached the door when I caught myself and going over to the bureau slipped on a pair of black panties. Just in case Laura should get up. The robe was pretty short and it would look bad for me to be in front of Mark in it with no underwear on. Leaving the room, I made my way out into the parlor half expecting Mark to have given up on sleep and be watching sports center, or even in his office reading one of those "banned" books he paid a fortune for from some dealer in Europe. The entire place was in darkness so I walked over and knocked lightly on his bedroom door. There was no answer so I gently turned the knob and pushed the door open partway in case he was sleeping.
Mark was sitting cross legged on the bed in a pair of black shorts meditating. His eyes were closed and his breathing was slow and steady. The room smelled of strawberry incense which immediately told me he was upset about not being with me. Since we had been teenagers Mark had always loved that scent in my hair. To this day I would always bring a bottle of strawberry shampoo with me when I came here, even though I never used it at home. The fact that Mark was meditating told me he was a little put off as well. Mark was a creature of habit and he only meditated in the morning. I walked slowly over to the bed wondering what he was softly chanting, as it wasn't Latin and didn't resemble anything else I had ever heard him come out with, and whispered;
"Hey little brother.
Mark's eyes opened and appeared unfocused for a moment.
"Up for some company?" I asked
Mark's eyes finally appeared to see me and asked;
"Hey sis can't sleep?"
I smiled and sat next to him on the bed.
"Not when I know my little brother is awake and would like some time alone with his sister."
Mark nodded, slid up in the bed and, putting his back against the mirrored headboard reached his arm out to me. Sliding up next to him, I leaned my right shoulder against the headboard and stretched my long legs out along his. I faced Mark and found my eyes working their way across his bare chest and his heavily tattooed, well muscled arms. I deliberately stopped my eyes from wandering further down. My brother was so well hung that even soft his cock filled out his shorts and, since I knew full well it wasn't for me right now, there was no need to tease myself. I looked up, hoping that Mark hadn't been following my gaze, only to see his eyes glued to my long legs poking out from the very short robe. As I watched they slid up and lingered on my chest. The robe was tied a bit loosely and looking down I could see that half of my left tit was exposed. Trying to be as nonchalant as possible I sat up a little and, as the robe slid open just a little more, pulled it a little tighter around me.
My brother reached down to my chest and I was going to tell him to behave but all he did was take the locket that mom had given me in his fingers.
"I love that you still wear this." He said softly.
"I love that you're the reason I even have it." I told him. At that I started to think back to how I almost lost it and felt my stomach start to turn but Mark instantly spoke;
"We don't talk about that Meg, we move forward now, not backwards, remember?"
"Absolutely." I told him relieved. The feeling in my stomach faded, however, I was aware of my heart beat picking up as Mark had not moved his hand and, although he was just holding the locket, the side of his hand was just pressing lightly on my right tit.
"Speaking of forward, Mark." I began. "Whose your," I cleared my throat "Older lady friend?"
Mark looked at me and after removing his hand from the locket said;
"Her names Justine, she's CEO at an investment firm in Boston."
"And exactly how old is Justine?" I asked smirking.
Mark rolled his eyes and answered;
"Forty five."
"What?" I asked shocked. "Well what does she look like?"
Mark sighed and leaning over to his nightstand opened a drawer and removing an eight by ten framed picture handed it to me. The picture was of Mark with Alex Warner; they were both wearing Black suits and standing between them in a low cut red dress was a tall woman with long auburn red hair and blue eyes. I have to say if this woman was forty five, God bless her because she was not only built like a brick shit house but her features were absolutely stunning.
"She's gorgeous." I told him. Then looking at Alex added; "So have you talked to..."
"No." Mark said simply as he put the picture away. I shrugged and asked;
"So not serious?"
"Nope."
"Well why..."
"Look Meg," Mark began. "Justine is the top dog in a boys club, she's mid forties but loves the game and the life style, loves to control and be controlled, but in her position she can't get caught in clubs or tearing apart young boys. As for me, I'm getting tired of training pets and wondering if they'll work out, and after the Winthrop mess I really need to keep my face out of the press, so it works out for us, we spend the weekends together, have fun and go our own way, if we're seen together it looks like we're a power couple." He gave me a smirk. "Hell, if anything, I'm her boy toy."
"You're no one's toy little brother." I said then giving him a wink added; "Except for your big sister of course."
"Not anymore." Mark said in a matter of fact manner.
I looked away for a minute. Mark hadn't said it nastily, but the way he said it struck a chord in me as, for the first time, I started to wonder what it would be like to never be with my brother again. I stopped and told myself that it would be fine, we would get used to it. I was in love and, although Mark wasn't thrilled about that at the moment, he would be okay with it and just be happy for me. Looking back at him I told him what I had said during our first weekend as lovers:
"Jealousy is an ugly emotion little brother."
"I'm not jealous Meg," Mark said. "I just." He sighed, "It's just not easy."
"Years ago we said we weren't for all the time Mark," I pointed out. "I know it's been fifteen years since I said that, but sooner or later this was bound to happen." I reached down and took his hand.
"For the record, I do know how you feel Mark, it wasn't easy for me to be in that room when you were with Samantha."
"I didn't think of that." Mark said softly.
"It's okay Mark, I mean I was kind of bummed but know what? She was in love, you looked happier than I'd seen you in years, so in the end I was happy for the two of you."
With that I looked up and batting my eyes gave him a little pout.



"Aren't you happy your sister's happy little brother?"
Mark looked at me seriously for a moment, but when I pushed my lip out even further, looked up at him through my eyelashes, and added in my little girl voice;
"Not even a little bit?"
My brother smiled and, leaning over and kissing the top of my head, said;
"I am sis and you were right, Laura is something."
"She's beautiful isn't she?"
"And apparently, from the sound of it, as good as she looks." Mark said smirking. "That's why I came in here, bad enough I can't have it, I don't need to hear you getting it."
"And she tastes even better than she sounds." I said then grinning mischievously asked; "Wanna taste?"
Without waiting for Mark to answer and of course not thinking at all, especially, considering the conversation we had just had, I leaned up to Mark putting my arm around his neck pulled him down into a deep kiss. I could still smell Laura on me so I knew damn well that my brother would be able to taste her on my lips as I rubbed them across his. At first Mark started to pull away but I had a good grip on his neck and, aside from the thrill of giving him a little sample of what his big sister got every night, it was great to steal a nice long kiss from him. After the first few seconds however Mark began to return the kiss harder and deeper than I had intended.
I tried to break it off, but Mark's hand had slid up behind my head and under my hair. He was holding my face to his. As we kissed, Mark had sat up and wrapping his arm around my waist took me with him. I to say something, then moaned, as the second my mouth opened Mark slid his soft wet tongue into it. As my brother's tongue explored my mouth I felt my body relax, as I began to succumb to his amazing kiss. My arm slid from around his neck and I felt a shudder go through me as I let my hand caress his chest and his hard flat stomach, and, speaking of hard; Mark had turned into me enough that I could feel his hard cock poking into my stomach.
I moaned again louder as Mark broke the kiss and sweeping my hair to the side bent his head and started sucking on the soft skin of my neck. My other hand was on his arm and I felt my heart beat pick up even more as I squeezed his rock hard bicep. My brother's hand had begun to wander as well; first dropping onto my knee and slowly sliding up my bare thigh.
"Ohhh, Mark I don't think..."
I was trying to tell him we shouldn't do this, it was against the rules I was with someone, and ... All thoughts trailed off as I felt Mark's hand leave my thigh and slide into my robe where he started to gently caress my stomach. I whimpered feeling my pussy begin to flow as his had started towards my tits. I tried to speak again but Mark's lips fastened themselves to mine and his tongue once again found its way in. I knew we shouldn't be doing this, but also knew that this was a losing battle. That thought was confirmed when I made the mistake of dropping my hand down to my brother's cock. Oh God, did that hard throbbing prick feel good even through the shorts.
I pulled my head back, but rather than words all that came out was another moan as I was rubbing the length of my brother's cock. Mark's hand found my tit, his fingers going right to my hard nipple where they started teasingly caressing it. My heart was pounding and my pussy was dripping as Mark's mouth went back to my neck then started trailing across my chest. I arched my head back and sighed at the sight of the two of us in the mirrored ceiling. I lifted my long leg and draped it over his as Mark slid his arm around my waist pulling me closer. As if it had a mind of its own, my hand left Mark's cock long enough to move up, slide into the waistband of his shorts and wrap around his hard thick shaft.
This time Mark moaned and whispered;
"Oh Meg, ohhh how I need this."
My only response was to whimper softly as his hand darted from my tit to directly between my legs, where it immediately slid into my panties and found my wet pussy. At the same time I felt him start to pull the tie on my robe. I rested my head on his shoulder moaning into his ear as I felt the robe open and him begin to slide it over my shoulder. Mark's breathing was heavy as I was stroking his cock and reaching down I started tugging his shorts down with my other hand. Soon we would be naked, and Mark would roll over on top of me and enter me, filling my needy little pussy with that amazing cock.
As if reading my mind Mark pushed my shoulder and I rolled onto my back, Mark swung himself over me and began to lower himself. I opened my legs, and reaching down held my panties to the side, preparing for that delicious feeling of Mark's huge cock forcing itself into my nice tight pussy that hadn't felt a cock in months. It would be okay, I told myself, it was wrong but Laura would never know, she was sleeping and he was my brother, it's not like she would suspect anything, I would let Mark fuck me just this once. A proper goodbye to his sister's pussy, then I would nap with him for awhile and slide back into bed with Laura like nothing happened, just curl up next to her and kiss her sleeping face. And like she always did Laura would sleepily open her eyes and whisper;
"I love you Megan."
"Stop!"
Mark froze as I spoke and, putting my hands on his chest, I pushed against him to prevent him from lowering himself, as it was I could feel the spongy head of his cock pressing against the wet lips of my pussy.
"Megan..." He whispered and started to try to lower himself against my hands.
I pushed again and taking the hint Mark rolled to the side. Sitting up I made to close the robe but Mark quickly took me in his arms and started kissing my neck again.
"Come on Megan, I just want to..."
"I can't Mark." I told him pulling my neck away from him. "I'm with Laura Mark and she's not a pet or a fling she's..." I looked at him and said softly. "I'm in love with her Mark I can't hurt her little brother, even for you."
Mark looked away for a minute but didn't let go. I stayed silent, my heart still pounding, wondering what he would do. It had taken everything I had to get him off me once, I was afraid if he pressed again I wouldn't be able to say no a second time. I felt Mark's hand which was on my stomach under the robe start to creep back up towards my tit and he gave me that shy little smile that he knew I was sucker for;
"Please Meg? I want to be with you."
I looked at him and decided to leave it up to my brother, see if in the end Mark would do the right thing and prove he wanted what was best for his sister.
"Mark please stop." I whispered; "I...I can't turn you down Mark, you know that, you know you can make me want you." I swallowed hard and continued. "And Laura wouldn't know, but I would little brother, and it won't be right between her and me anymore. She loves me Mark, please don't make me hurt her." I put my head down and added; "It'll hurt me too Mark, I'll end up losing her."
Mark was quiet and after a moment I looked up to see him staring off into space. I waited until his eyes shifted back to me. With a sigh he removed his hand from inside my robe and slumped back up against the headboard.
"I'm sorry sis." He said quietly and my heart went out to him, as I could see the confusion in his eyes.
"It's okay little brother." I told him.
I took a minute to adjust my panties and catch my breath, and, after tying the robe tightly around me, I slid up next to Mark, who now had his head down like a kid who had just lost his best friend, or I thought as I put my arm around him, his favorite lover.
"Hey Mark," I whispered to him. "It really is okay, I'm not mad, I mean I let you get that far, and, for what it's worth little brother, it wasn't easy to ask you to stop."
Mark put his head up and, as he faced me, I swear it looked as if he were fighting back tears.
"It's not okay sis," He said. "I'm sorry I pushed you. I just..." He shrugged helplessly.
"You just miss your big sister that's all." I told him and, putting my other arm around him, hugged him tight.
Mark hugged me back, then pulling away shook his head and said;
"I miss you Megan."
There was something in his eyes I couldn't quite read. It was more than that he was just upset, it was as if he were frustrated and not sexually. I felt bad and realized maybe there was something I could do.
"Hey Mark, want me to lie down with you for awhile?"
"I... what about Laura?"
"Oh please Mark," I laughed. "Trust me between the flight, the dancing, the drinks and the sex? That girl is out until I wake her up for more!"
Mark looked undecided so I continued;
"It's two thirty Mark, we'll go to sleep, you'll get up like a loon at six to go to the gym and I'll slip back in with Laura."
Mark remained silent and after kissing his cheek I said;
"Come on little brother, doesn't that sound good? You can curl up with your big sister? Let her make it all better?"
"You know what sis?" Mark began, "As good as that sounds, I think you should go sleep with Laura."
"Oh come on Mark don't be mad now I..." Here we go I thought.
"I'm not Meg, but you're right things are different now and I need to get used to it."
As I stared at him feeling terrible, Mark gave me a half hearted smile and after kissing me on the cheek said;
"Sweet dreams sis."
Without waiting for a reply, he slid away from me and rolled over putting his back to me. I sat there for a couple of minutes, then reaching out slowly began running my finger nails lightly across his back as I did Mark whispered;
"That feels nice sis."
"Then go to sleep baby." I said softly.
I rubbed his back for awhile until I could tell by his breathing he was asleep. I got up and shut one of the candelabras off but left the one on Mark's side on. I stared down at him with a feeling of sadness in my heart. Laura was a whole new beginning, but now I realized that with that beginning had just come the end of something very special.
"Goodnight my beautiful little brother." I whispered quietly, feeling a lump rising in my throat.
I left Mark's room and quickly went back to the other bedroom where, slipping into bed behind Laura, I wrapped my arm tightly around her waist and nestling my head into her honey blond hair gently kissed her neck.
"mmmm" Laura cooed. "You feel nice."
"So do you." I whispered. Then added; "I love you Laura."
"Love you too Megan." She giggled. "I love how you hold me."
As I closed my eyes and pulled Laura closer nuzzling even further into her hair I realized that this was the same way my brother had always held me.
"Excuse miss?"
I jumped, startled at the voice speaking behind me. I turned to see an older guy in a suit nod towards the open elevator door.
"I think this is your floor."
"Oh," I said, then gave him shrug. "Sorry just kind of lost in thought."
I stepped out of the elevator thinking how ironic it had been that I had felt that Laura was going to be forever to the point I had turned Mark down and here I was six months later right back here in Rhode Island seeking the comfort of my brother's bed. This time however my brother was seeking a whole lot more than just his sister's pussy, this time Mark wanted it all. Looking back on that night I had stayed here with Laura I had just thought Mark was upset about the simple fact we couldn't play anymore, that had upset me as well, but now realizing that my brother had been in love with me back then, the night became even more heartbreaking; no wonder he hadn't wanted me to sleep next to him it would have been salt in the wounds. Like sleeping with him now might be I thought. No, I told myself as I walked down the corridor to Mark's apartment, this was different there was no other party involved here just a tiny little detail of whether or not Mark and I were truly more than Siblings with Benefits.
I reached Mark's door and listened for a minute I was pretty sure I could hear the TV. I slid the key in as quietly as possible and slowly let myself into the small hallway that led into the living room. The fifty inch flat screen was on replaying last night's Sox game and, as I silently closed the door, I turned and peeked into the living room.
Mark was there lying on his stomach on the couch wearing just a pair of the black karate pants he worked out in, his face turned away from the television and buried in the couch. As I quietly approached him I looked down and frowned at the coffee table. There was an open pack of Marlboros and an ashtray that looked as if it contained most of the pack. I felt terrible; Mark had quit well over a year ago and I had started him off again the other night. Next to the ashtray was a glass and next to that a large bottle of Jack Daniels. I shook my head at the fact that the bottle was two thirds empty. My brother kept no alcohol in the house when I visited, not that it was a threat at this point but as a sign of respect, which meant that the bottle was new and had been full when he had started drinking. As I stood there, looking at the bottle, a feeling of peace came over me as I realized that nothing in me wanted to pick it up. I sighed looking again at how little was left; no wonder he hadn't heard the phone. Speaking of phones, his blackberry was on the arm of the couch near his head and, as I watched, it lit up. Curious, I picked it up and realized it was on vibrate so, being on the couch, Mark wouldn't have heard it even if he weren't comatose.
The phone had received a text, looking down at Mark and making sure he was sleeping, I checked the text and saw it was from the head of his firm, Jim Howard.
"When are you getting here? We need to talk about this!"
That didn't sound good I thought, I saw that in addition to my calls, Mark had missed a couple from work and one from a Chicago area code. That one had been last night at nine. I knew the black Flames number as well as Abigail's cell, it wasn't one of them. I wondered if it was the firm that had made Mark the offer? If it was I found myself wondering what answer he had given them. Gently putting the phone back, I looked down at Mark and, after taking a minute to admire his broad back with it's enormous Baphomet tattoo, I leaned over a little further to see the side of his face that was visible. Mark's eyelids weren't moving at all and his breathing was slow and deep; he was out.
I stood there debating whether or not to wake him up. The first thing I wanted to do was check on his medication, something that would be easier if he didn't see me doing it. The only problem was if I went and did that and Mark woke up because he heard something, it would look like I was snooping, which I was of course, but I'd rather he didn't know. Bracing my hand on the arm of the couch I slid my sandals off and quietly padded through the living room, enjoying the feeling of the plush rug under my bare feet, and going down the corridor approached Mark's office. Because Mark, well at least in the past, had pets living with him, or if not pets a constant flow of women spending the night he kept his medication in his office, which he always kept locked when he had company.
I tried the door and found it unlocked. Not that it would have mattered as there was a key to it on the same ring as the keys to his Lexus. As I started to enter the room I felt a pleasant wave of gratitude come over me. Gratitude for the fact that my brother trusted me with his car, the keys to his home, and never cared if I was there when he wasn't. It wasn't too many years ago that no one trusted me in their homes and deservedly so. I had become the type person that if people knew I was coming would clean out their medicine cabinets and make sure their purses were tucked away somewhere. I took a deep breath as I entered Mark's office with the image in my mind of coming into this very office six years ago and stealing over a thousand dollars in cash from Mark's desk. I brushed that thought aside and went with my first instinct, which was to be grateful not to be that person anymore. As I did I was suddenly hit by the thought that Mark could have never fallen in love with that person.
That thought, and all others, left my mind as I walked into Mark's office and looked around. My brother was packing. All three bookshelves were empty and there were stacks of boxes in the corner next to them. A couple of my paintings, that Mark had displayed there, were wrapped in bubble wrap against the wall and the entire place looked like it had been torn apart. Even Mark's normally sickeningly organized desk was a mess, files everywhere and piles of pictures and paperwork stacked all over it. I stared at the mess with mixed emotions; I had been afraid that Mark had felt that my non answer had been an answer and that I had rejected him. Now seeing that he was packing I found myself wondering if he assumed I would say yes.
Making my way over to the desk I sat in the soft leather chair and after a quick glance back at the door I tried the top left drawer hoping it wasn't locked. The drawer slid open and I flinched at the sight of the .45 automatic sitting on top of a small box. Gingerly pushing the gun, which I have no doubt was fully loaded, out of the way I reached under and slid out the small cardboard box and opening it, removed the pill bottle, and glanced at the label; Risperdal. Fifteen years ago, several months after the Max hearing Mark told me he needed to talk to me. At that point I had been drinking but staying away from coke and Mark and I were partying quite a bit together as Mark was convinced it was okay for me to drink as long as it was with him. We had gone away for one of our "escape" weekends, during which we would go out of town to bars or clubs and party get a thrill out of being all over each other in public. This time we had gone to New Hampshire and on the ride up Mark had confessed to me that since he had been ten years old he had heard a "Voice" in his head.
At first I was stunned, but as I sat and thought about, it I had to say it had explained quite a bit about my brother. That "going away" thing he would do, sometimes for hours at a time. The way he would occasionally cock his head when he thought no one was looking, and especially his odd mood swings. Even that odd intense look that he always had, the way it appeared that my brother was either staring through or past you. That look was referred to as "A thousand yard stare" and was common in both combat veterans and people like my brother who had survived extremely violent situations; it was also a sign of mental illness.
Mark had told me that he had never said anything while he was in the home because they would have locked him up, and then he'd never told anyone after that because, as it was, Dad had already thought there was something wrong with him. As Mark had said that I had recalled how that night I had begged for Mark to stay with us when dad thought we had been fucking in the hotel, the comment dad had made about how there was something wrong with Mark and that it was in his eyes as if there was something behind them.
My brother claimed that the Voice usually helped him, that it somehow always had the answers in school, always knew what to say, or do, in any situation and somehow seemed older and smarter than he was. According to Mark, as he got older, the Voice began to change and become more destructive than helpful. He claimed it had been the voice that had told him to break Jack's jaw that night outside of Vinnie's to set the tone. The Voice was my brother stripped of any emotion other than rage and the desire to get even with life by taking anything it wanted. Mark then confessed to me that when he had first seen Max he had been afraid and ran away, the Voice overwhelmed him and made him go back. The Voice wanted Max dead and Mark had come within seconds of killing him.



As Mark kept talking it had all become clearer; the way Mark had gone from a berserk rage to being in tears at my feet, that horrible day I had led the police up to his apartment over Mitch's to find him standing over what was left of Max. Mark had claimed that the voice hated me because he listened to me over it, but had told him to go to me, when the police showed up, so we could get away with it, then reasserted itself when it was time for the hearing. That had been the most convincing point for me as my brother, despite having suffered a near breakdown, had been flawless during the questioning; however, I had noticed that Mark hesitated, very briefly, after every question, listening to what the voice fed him. The clincher had been the moment that I, as well as Alex and his attorney Harvey Murdock, had all thought that the game would be over and Mark would be caught. The Judge had ordered Mark to take a polygraph test. During the test Mark had sat there and lied about the entire Max situation and the machine had not once indicated he was lying. When it was over, Alex had told me that Murdock, who of course knew the real story, had told him the only other person he had ever seen pull that off had been a serial killer who, years after he was acquitted, was found to be mentally disturbed.
Murdock couldn't have been more right. A week after Mark had told me this I sat next to him holding his hand in a doctor's office as he was diagnosed as a paranoid schizophrenic. In hindsight I could see that Mark had all the symptoms. Unlike disorganized schizophrenics, paranoid schizophrenics were extreme over achievers who were usually able to mask their illness quite well, until something occurred to escalate the hallucinations. Mark's voice had come full circle; it had been the beatings Max had given him that had caused a psychotic break and gave birth to the Voice and it had been running into Max again that had sent the Voice itself over the edge.
After several more tests the doctor had prescribed anti psychotic drugs and Mark had been taking them ever since. Well mostly I thought, as I stared at the bottle. There had been a few times in his twenties when he had tried to either go off them or play with them, seeing how many days he could go before he would start hearing things. Fortunately since nearly killing Max, Mark had stayed out of trouble, even when he had gone off his meds, except for one night, when as usual, his addict of a sister had gotten him into....
I quickly shut that image down and opening the bottle shook the small pills out into my hand. The bottle said thirty and counting the pills I checked the date the script was filled and with a sigh of relief found that they were all accounted for, no extras. Mark had been on the verge of losing it at the gym on the bag, and later, on his sister in the shower, and I had been worried there was more to it than just being pissed. I shook my head as it was a testament to the level of rage that my brother held inside of him. that he could still reach that point, even on the meds. As I dumped them back into the bottle I noticed the name on the bottle; Jason Stiles. The doctor that had diagnosed Mark had retired and moved to Florida shortly after he had treated Mark. My brother's current doctor was out of New York, someone Mark had met through a connection who was giving him the script under the name of a patient who had passed away years ago. With the exception of that Doctor, and myself, no one knew of Mark's condition and he desperately wanted to keep it that way, since, if it became known that he was suffering from a mental illness it would throw a shadow over his claim of self defense at the hearing concerning the Max affair. Even worse, Mark had made several very powerful enemies, any one of which would love to get their hands on that type of dirty laundry.
As I put the bottle away something occurred to me. Until this morning, I hadn't thought of the Winthrop trial since it had ended. Was Mark's illness what Alex had found out about? Alex knew Max hadn't attacked Mark, but had helped him because he saw Mark as his little brother, and also because I had told him of all the things Max had done to my brother, who of course never talked about it. Had Alex threatened to go to the papers with that information? That Mark had been mentally unstable and should have been put away? The fact that mark had an undisclosed illness on top of everything else Winthrop and Alex were slinging at him could have gotten him tossed from the case or worse. Then again, Mark had said it was something I didn't know about. So it couldn't be that unless Mark had been lying. I could usually tell but it had been over the phone.
I closed the drawer and, as my eyes wandered around the room, I saw a box against the wall that appeared to be trash and noticed a large hole in the wall over it. I walked over and glancing in saw a framed photo that was smashed to hell. It was face down and I went to pick it up when I heard the sound go off on the television out in the living room. Moving quickly I left the office, silently closing the door behind me. I turned half expecting to see Mark coming down the hallway but it was empty. I carefully walked down the corridor and slowly peeked around the corner into the living room. My brother was not the type you wanted to sneak up on. I saw Mark was still on the couch but had rolled completely over on his side into the back of it. As I walked over I saw the remote on the floor, apparently Mark hadn't noticed my purse sitting on the edge of the coffee table.
I walked over and, kneeling down next to the couch, took another minute to admire Mark's back and shoulders, and immediately I knew that despite the fact that I probably shouldn't, there was no doubt that I was going to have my brother inside of me and soon.
"Mark?" I said softly.
There was no response so I repeated his name louder. Mark still didn't move, so finally I reached out and lightly touched his shoulder. Mark exploded into motion; throwing his elbow backwards and with a wrench of his hips spinning himself around on the couch. As soon as Mark had begun to move I had tried to pull back and ended up falling back onto my ass which is all that saved me from my brother's elbow smashing into my head. Mark had come up into a sitting position and his eyes had that crazed look in them, his hands had come up, his left curled into a fist, the right open with his fingers hooked into a claw.
"Whoa easy little brother!" I exclaimed, putting my hands up.
"Christ Meg!" Mark said then immediately winced and brought his hands to his temples.
"Sorry Mark," I said getting up and sitting next to him on the couch. "I tried to call a couple of times.
Mark sighed and after rubbing at his eyes turned to look at me. I winced at how red his eyes were and he had squinted in pain just at the act of turning his head.
"Little bit to drink last night there bad boy?"
Mark shrugged;
"Guess so."
Mark reached forward and picking up the pack of cigarettes tapped one out putting it in his mouth while he grabbed the lighter. He was just getting ready to flick it when I reached up and pulled the cigarette from his mouth.
"Hey!" He exclaimed then winced again.
"You quit Mark." I told him tossing the cigarette onto the table. "Remember pneumonia a couple of years ago? Doctor said your lungs were a mess so you stopped?"
"Yeah well I live for indulgence, remember." He looked as if he was going to pick it back up but, seeing me shake my head, he sighed and looking at me asked;
"Why are you here Meg?"
I was taken aback by that comment but decided to laugh it off.
"Nice to see you too little brother."
"I thought you said we needed a couple of days?"
I looked away briefly, this was starting out exactly how I had hoped it wouldn't; Mark was going try to hold back from me.
"Look Mark, before we get into that how about you give your sister a kiss hello?"
Without giving him a chance to say no, I leaned forward and, taking his cheek in my hand, guided his lips to mine. I kissed him softly and to my delight he did return the kiss, however when I kissed him again and started to slide my tongue between his lips he quickly turned his head away.
"Don't" He said quietly.
"Mark please don't be like this," I began, already feeling the emotions from last night starting to creep up on me. I needed him. "I..."
Mark silenced me by putting his hand up and saying;
"Just give me a minute okay Meg?"
Mark took a deep breath and standing up looked down at me and said;
"I smell like booze and..." He shrugged. "You know."
"Okay." I said quietly.
Mark grabbed the bottle off the coffee table and as he left the parlor and entered the kitchen I saw him pour the rest of the booze in the sink before tossing the bottle in the trash and then disappear down the hallway to the bathroom. I shook my head as I noticed he wasn't walking quite straight and at one point stopped and leaned against the wall for a second before continuing. Standing up, I quickly slid my thong off, shoved it out of sight between the cushions, then sat back and thought about how endearing it was that my brother wouldn't even kiss me if he had been drinking. I also felt a sense of relief that, that was the reason he had pushed me away. That relief was short lived as five minutes later when Mark came back and, after leaning over and giving me a quick kiss, turned and went and sat in the leather recliner off to the side and put his feet up on the large matching ottoman.
"Alright then." I said softly, but immediately stood up and, going over, sat on the edge of the ottoman and rested my hand on Mark's leg.
"Is that all I get?" I asked.
Mark looked away from me as if he were debating, then he turned back and, leaning forward and putting his arms around my shoulders, hugged me. Damn did he feel good, oh how I needed to spend some time with these arms around me, but only after my legs had spent some time wrapped around my brother with his cock inside my pussy. I held him tight so he couldn't pull away quickly and after a minute I felt him relax into me.
"Yeah that's better little brother." I whispered and turning my head kissed his neck.
Mark made a soft noise in his throat as I stopped kissing and began gently sucking on the spot just below his ear. I felt my brother's hands slide up under my long black hair and start to caress my back just above the tank top. I removed my mouth from his neck and began playfully nibbling on his ear as my hands began massaging the hard muscles of his shoulders.
"Relax, little brother." I told him. "Just let your..."
Mark reached up and not roughly but firmly removed my hands from his shoulders and sat back.
"You didn't answer me Megan." He began quietly. "I thought we were going to talk tomorrow night. Remember? We need time so we don't upset each other more?"
I looked calmly at Mark and said quietly;
"I came because I was worried about you Mark." I began. "I know you haven't slept and you were really wound up yesterday, and..." I put my head down. "I... I haven't slept much either Mark and I read my journal last night and..."
"Journal?" Mark asked "Thought that thing got trashed."
"It was in a box in the attic, Mom thought it was a schoolbook." I shook my head.
"I spent all night reading and..."
"You didn't read the whole thing?" Mark asked sitting up and looking concerned.
I shook my head at his question and also let out an internal sigh of relief that Mark had instantly been worried about me.
"I didn't Mark."
I reached out and put my hand next to his on his leg and to my delight Mark put his hand over mine. I took a deep breath and continued.
"There was just so much I forgot about. I mean I know I blocked a lot out from the hardcore days, but even things like..." I looked guiltily at him. "I... forgot about what I did to you and Krissy and how many times I lied to the folks, and that night at the hotel that almost got you..."
"Enough Meg." Mark said softly. "Forwards, not backwards, right?"
I nodded at the motto that he had instilled in me when I had first become sober.
"Besides Megan, that was the best thing that could have happened to Krissy." Mark shook his head. "I was bad for her. I told her I loved her every day and was fucking you the entire time. She deserved better." He sighed and added;
"Found it too, married with three kids making big bucks as an architect in Colorado."
"Anyway Mark,"
As I began I slid forward on the ottoman so that I was as close to Mark as I could be without being on his lap which is where I was hoping I soon would be. As I came forward I felt my skirt slide higher up and looking down saw that it had ridden up to the point you could nearly see my bare pussy. My eyes returned to Mark and I was happy to see his eyes glued down there. I gave him a minute to take in his sister's creamy white thighs before speaking softly to him;
"Mark I.. I've barely slept since Saturday, and the journal upset me, and I know you're upset."
I leaned forward, put my hands on his shoulders, and whispered;
"I need you Mark, and you need me too I can see it."
Mark leaned closer to me and his left hand found my thigh. I could feel his hand trembling but also felt it start to slide higher up towards my very needy pussy. Mark turned his head towards mine and, as our bloodshot eyes met, I could see that I was right; Mark needed his big sister the way I needed him. As he came forward Mark's lips parted and his eyes began to close as he prepared to kiss me;
"That's right," I said softly. "When I'm upset I need my little brother, to..."
I stopped as Mark suddenly jerked back away from me.
"What's wrong ..." I started but Mark cut me off with a wave of his hand.
"Little brother? That's what you need Megan? Even after what I said, you need your brother?"
I bit my tongue and took a breath before I replied. This had been what I was afraid of. At some point Mark had decided he was in love with me, and to him, that somehow changed the fact that we were family. Thinking on it, Mark hadn't called me 'sis' once since I got here, it had been Meg or Megan. I had been upset earlier this morning, thinking that I still needed to be Mark's sister even if we became more. I kept my head down as my mind spun. I couldn't upset Mark again, of course that thought was immediately followed by the thought that I shouldn't have come in the first place. But that wasn't true I needed to know if Mark would still let me be his sister, even as I thought it, I knew it was twisted but Mark and I had been pulled apart for years and when we had found him I had sworn that nothing would ever come between us again. To that effect he would always be my brother, even if things went further. Looking up, I decided to just play it straight and not try to sweet talk him.
"Okay listen Mark." I began. "Just because I call you little brother doesn't meant that..."
"Just drop it okay sis." Mark said all but sneering the word sis.
"Mark what's..."
"What's wrong?" He asked. "Let's see, I'm exhausted, I'm hung over, you left me hanging to go stay with the folks and I'm...." He stopped and the anger left his eyes to be replaced by that lost look he used to get when he was a kid.
"Alone." He finished almost to himself.
My heart went out to him as I remembered mom running down the list this morning; Samantha, Alex, dad and whatever was going on with dad keeping him from mom. Mark had not had a pet in close to a year and told me last month he hadn't even been seeing Justine anymore. Because he had been waiting for me. Last month I had told him I could feel Laura slipping away so he knew his time was coming and Saturday night had been the chance he had been waiting for and he felt he had failed. And why did he feel he had failed? Because I was an insensitive bitch!
"Mark please, listen to me,"
I began again speaking calmly. I could see in his eyes that Mark wasn't angry, he was hurt, and confused and unused to feeling either, he needed me and he knew it, but also felt that he wanted his answer with it. I could only give him comfort right now as I really wasn't sure where I was going with this. Mark had it down to the two of us but I knew there were others involved, but for now, I just had to keep it about this morning
"Just because I..."
"You know what Meg?" Mark interrupted again. "Screw it, I mean if that's your choice that's fine. You have nothing to worry about."
"If what's my choice little.." I caught myself but it didn't matter Mark was off and running.
"Look sis," At least he didn't say that with any malice this time. "I know why you're here and what you're worried about." He sighed.
"I know you're worried about me Meg, but I also know you're worried about us, or what us there will be if things don't go my way."
Mark stared off into space for a minute then continued;
"I could never, not be with you sis..."
"Mark I didn't say..."
"You know," Mark continued quietly as if not hearing me. "That was part of it in the end with Samantha, the thought of never being with you had hit me and I wasn't sure if I could handle that." Mark looked up and grunting said;
"You could though, when I came on to you a few months ago with Laura here I was trying to show you that thought, about how we couldn't be anymore, and know what?" He gave me a rueful smile.
"You were stronger than me Megan, you put me off and went with Laura, you weren't happy but you made the choice," He sighed heavily "I guess that should have told me that my feelings were a little more one sided."
Mark went silent and forcing my voice to stay steady I said;
"You made that choice for me Mark, you backed off after I told you that I couldn't say no to you again. You chose for me to be happy with Laura. I'll always want you too Mark it's not just about that..." I paused trying to find something better to say than "I just don't know." And Mark kept going.
"Look sis if all you want to be from now on is what we always have been which is fuck buddies, then well it's not like I'm going to say forget it." He looked down and whispered; "I want it all Megan but in the end if some of you is all I can have then that's what it'll be. We'll just stay the way we are, I just had to try."
As he finished he put his head down, but not before his eyes told me that it was anything but all right. My brother was in pain and I still didn't have the answer. Taking a chance I lifted up off the ottoman and turning to the side sat on Mark's legs and sliding onto his lap put my arms around his shoulders and after kissing the top of his head said;
"Mark look at me."
Mark put his head up but still had it turned until I gently put my hand on his cheek and turned him to face me.
"You said your piece now please let me." I paused hoping to hell wouldn't screw this up then began;
"First off Mark you said yourself you've been waiting a long time for this so you've had time to think it all through. You caught me by surprise Saturday Mark, and I... I know I didn't react well, but fact is Mark I need a little time, there's a lot involved and I...you know I love you little brother, it's just how, that I need to sort through, I mean you and I have an odd relationship in case you didn't notice."
"Little brother." Mark whispered.
"Oh for Christ's sake Mark," I snapped a little louder than I meant to. "Stop moping when I call you that."
Mark went to turn his head but I kept him facing me.
"Mark listen first of all I didn't say no, I just need time so please don't act like I blew you off." I took a deep breath and then lowered my voice to a soft tone the one my brother always responded to.
"Mark no matter how we end up you're always going to be my brother. You could call me your lover, or girlfriend, or anything else, but at the end of the day Mark we're blood."



I leaned forward and gave his cheek a soft peck.
"I love you being my brother. Mom and dad have been wonderful to me but you're my real family. Besides, can you look at me and tell me you don't see your sister anymore Mark?"
Once again Mark went to put his head down, but catching his chin in my hand I lifted his eyes to mine and asked;
"Can you Mark? Is it so cut and dried to you now that you can look me in the eye and say that you don't ever see your big sister anymore when you see me? Be honest Mark, am I just Megan to you now?" He hesitated and I added softly. "You going to tell me you don't need your big sis anymore?"
"It's the same I..." Mark started then leaning forward he placed his cheek against mine and said in my ear; "You'll always be my big sister but I want my big sister to be all mine."
I held his head to mine and felt the tears building behind my eyes. The tears were a mix of happiness that Mark still wanted to see me as his sister, but also sadness at his last words. Deciding to pass on his last comment I pulled back so that he would look at me and staring into his eyes whispered;
"That's right Mark, I'll always be your big sister and you'll always be my beautiful little brother won't you?"
"Yes." He said quietly.
"And when my little brother can't sleep, or he's upset, who does he need?"
As I spoke I had begun gently running the fingers of my left hand through his hair while dropping the right onto his bare chest and lightly trailing my nails down and across his stomach. I was sitting directly on his cock with my skirt hiked up and I could feel it begin to stir through the thin material of his pants.
"My sister." Mark said softly.
"That's right." I continued speaking in that soothing tone while keeping his eyes locked into mine. "You need your big sister to make it better don't you?"
My breath caught as I felt Mark's arm go around my waist and pull me tighter to him while his other hand found my thigh, I opened my legs slightly and felt my pussy begin to drip as his hand began to slowly make its way higher.
"That's right little brother," I cooed softly placing my lips directly at his ear. "You need your big sister, you want to hold her, and feel her, and... ohhhh" I moaned softly as Mark's fingers slid into my sopping wet pussy.
"Oh yes." Mark said louder this time and as he spoke the hand that was around my waist slid up under my tank top and began lightly caressing my stomach.
"Oh yeah," I panted in his ear, "And your big sister needs you too little brother, needs to have you close to her, needs to feel you inside of her."
I moaned as Mark's thumb found my clit and he began to rock his hips rubbing his cock into my ass. Taking my face from his neck I turned to see him looking at me, his lips parted, already reaching for mine. I kissed him, softly at first, then hungrily, pressing my open mouth to his and pushing my tongue against his lips until, with a sigh, his mouth opened allowing my tongue to caress his. Mark's hand went up my stomach and under the cup of my bra finding my nipple and rolling it between his fingertips. I closed my eyes and rested my chin on his shoulder, groaning softly, as my brother's skilled fingers worked my pussy while he continued to tease my nipple.
Mark's cock was fully hard now and pressing into my ass, and as much as I wanted to play with it, Mark's arm was around my waist holding me to him so there was nothing I could do in this position except enjoy his touch. I would definitely make it up to him but for now this nasty girl was going to fully appreciate her brother's attention. Removing my arm from around his shoulder I sat up straight and reaching down, grabbed the bottom of my tank top and pulled it off. Mark's hand went around my back and, with one hand, expertly unhooked my bra, and, as I lowered my arm, slid it off my shoulder exposing my small, but very firm, well shaped tits. I arched my back shoving the right one into Mark's eager mouth, and letting my head loll back, shook it back and forth, loving the feeling of my hair swinging across my shoulders and back.
I brought my head back up, and looked down loving the sight of Mark's mouth fastened to my nipple, but nowhere near as much, as I loved the sensation of his soft, wet, tongue sliding around it. I wrapped my arms around his neck, pulling him even closer to my chest, and let out a long satisfied sigh, as his fingers once again found my other nipple. My breathing picked up, as Mark's thumb started rotating faster on my swollen clit, and I started rocking my hips back forth, matching the rhythm of his thrusting fingers. Mark groaned into my tit as I rubbed my ass across his throbbing cock, that cock his big sister couldn't wait to get her mouth and pussy around.
"Ohhh yeah little brother," I moaned. "Look at you taking care of your horny big sister, oh she needs it doesn't she? Oh yeah she does, wasn't even wearing any panties was she?"
"That's because my sister's a nasty girl." Mark said removing my nipple from his mouth and looking up at me.
" She's your nasty girl, baby!" I exclaimed grabbing his wrist and urging him to pump his fingers into my pussy even faster. "You gonna make your nasty girl cum little brother?" I moaned as his thumb pressed harder into my clit. "You gonna get her off with those nice strong fingers of yours?"
"Nope." Mark said, pulling his hand from between my legs.
"Awww, don't tease little brother!" I whined, "I... hey!"
Mark had grabbed my hair, pulled it back, swung his arm under my legs and, lifting my ass up, swung me sideways on his lap. I let out another startled yelp, as letting go of my hair, Mark grabbed my shoulder and pushed me to the right while holding my legs up. I found myself lying on my back on his out stretched legs. My own legs were bent awkwardly against his chest. That is until, grabbing my calves, Mark pushed them back and lifted.
"Oh yes," I whispered, as I realized what he wanted.
I straightened my legs all the way so they were up in the air, with the backs of my thighs against my brother's chest. Pushing with my legs, I brought my hips up, and Mark shoved the skirt all the up over my hips, then reaching underneath, he grabbed my ass in his hands and lifted me higher. Propping myself up, by bracing my elbows on Mark's knees, I lowered my legs behind his head, and hooking my feet behind the back of the recliner, raised my pussy directly up to his waiting mouth. I tossed my head back and squealed in pleasure, as Mark plunged his tongue into my steaming slit and started swirling it around inside. I stayed still, letting my brother's tongue fuck me for a minute, then started rocking my hips up and down slowly, causing Mark's tongue to slide up and down the length of my pussy.
Each time Mark's tongue reached my clit, he would give it a good hard suck that caused my hips to twitch, and a soft moan would escape my lips, before I raised myself and let his rigid tongue slide down between my dripping pussy lips toward my entrance. Almost as good as how that felt was looking up along the length of my body and seeing my brother's beautiful, and now very sticky, face buried between his big sisters thighs. I stopped moving my hips and Mark took over, lifting me effortlessly by my ass. I groaned at the sight of his biceps flexing, as he moved me up and down his flickering tongue. I could feel his cock pressing my back as he lowered me, and once again, wished I could get my hands, mouth, or pussy, on it, I would just have to make up to him, and from the way my legs were starting to shake he wouldn't have to wait too much longer.
"Oh hell yeah!" I exclaimed, as Mark, sensing that I was getting there, stopped moving me, latched his mouth onto my clit, and began sucking it in and out of his mouth with a vengeance.
Letting myself go flat down, so that my back was resting on my brother's legs, I grabbed both of my tits and began twisting the barbells back and forth, giving them a turn each time Mark sucked my clit into his mouth.
"Oh use your finger's Mark, oh please use ... Ohhhhh yes!"
Mark slid one hand to the small of my back to keep me steady, then slid his other hand up under his chin and managed to get his fingers inside my quivering pussy.
"Oh yeah, oh that's it little brother," I moaned, staring up at the ceiling, as I played with my tits while Mark eagerly devoured my pussy.
Mark was sucking harder and faster and I could feel the orgasm building deep within me. Using my legs, I started pumping my pussy hard into my brother's face and fingers. Mark sucked my clit into his mouth and this time holding it there gave it a playful nip with his teeth. That one little jolt of pain sent me over the top and, giving my nipples a hard twist to add to the sensation, I arched my back as high as I could, threw my head back against Mark's legs and let out a loud wail of pleasure. Mark kept his lips locked to my clit and his fingers buried in my pussy as I bucked my pussy into his face and let out squeal after squeal, as the orgasm slammed through my body.
After one last, long drawn out moan, I let myself go limp and Mark lowered me from his face. I looked up and let out another sigh of pleasure as I watched Mark put his fingers into his mouth and close his eyes in pleasure as he sucked my juice from them. Now, speaking of sucking, bracing my hands on Mark's legs, I pushed, and sitting up swung myself to the side lifting my legs up over the arm of the chair lowered them to the floor. As soon as I did, I reached down, squeezed Mark's huge cock through the thin material of his pants, and licked my lips at the wet spot that had soaked through where his prick had been oozing.
Mark moaned as I started rubbing his cock through his pants, and looking up at him I asked;
"Yeah, little brother? You want your big sister to take care of this big hard cock?"
"Oh yeah," Mark whispered, his eyes glazed over with lust and his face glazed from his sister's pussy.
I stood up, and walking over to the foot of the ottoman, grabbed the cuffs of Mark's pants and, as he lifted his hips, pulled them off.
"Oooooh look at that." I cooed as his enormous cock sprang free.
Standing up, I unzipped my skirt, and after letting it drop to the floor, knelt at the edge of the ottoman and slowly, staring Mark in the eye the entire time, crawled up between his legs until my face was directly over his cock. Lowering myself onto my stomach on his legs I grabbed his huge dick, and, holding it by the base, began rubbing it against my face. Mark moaned and I let out one of my own as I felt his sickly pre cum smearing across my face. I switched to the other cheek, and, holding his cock there, bent my head down and started swirling my tongue across his balls. Mark reached down and, grabbing my hair, held it away from my face so he could watch his sister's pretty mouth work his cock.
My tongue left his balls and slowly made its way up the length of his shaft. When I reached the head I pushed my tongue into the tip and pulled my head back, taking a long trail of his sticky fluid with me. Looking up at him I winked, then darting my head forward, took his cock in my mouth. An inch a time I worked his entire length into my mouth and down my throat. When I was down to the base of his shaft, I moaned around his cock, loving the feeling of my mouth being completely stuffed, and slowly shook my head back and forth while swirling my tongue around the base of his shaft.
"Oh damn Meg that feels good."
Still looking him in the eye I slid the length of his cock out until just the tip was between my full soft lips, then after a brief pause took him all the way down again with one smooth motion and, after pausing for effect, began slowly bobbing my head up and down going about halfway down each time and adding my hand under my mouth so that I was stroking as well as blowing him. Mark let out a long sigh and let his head rest back on the chair relaxing and watching while his big sister took her time on his beautiful cock. Taking my time was exactly what I was doing, using long slow sucks that pleased him but wouldn't get him close to cumming, since this nasty girl had already decided that it would be her extremely hot little pussy that would make her little brother cum this morning.
I reached down with my other hand and started lightly caressing Mark's balls with my long turquoise nails and smiled to myself at the long soft moan that my brother let out as I did. As much as I was greatly enjoying sucking on my brother's incredible cock, it was time that my needy little pussy got what it came here for. Pulling Mark's cock from my mouth I crawled up on top of him until my knees were on either side of his thighs on the chair and my pussy was hovering inches over his throbbing prick. I leaned up, teasingly brushed my hard nipples across Mark's lips and yelped as he caught one between his teeth and lightly bit down on it. Mark wrapped his arms around my narrow waist and started to push me down onto his waiting cock.
"Tell me what you want little brother." I whispered as I pushed up with my legs holding back so he couldn't enter me.
"I want..." Mark started then leaning up and kissing my neck whispered; "I need to be inside of my beautiful sister."
Oh how good that sounded! With that I eased down and, as I had done with my mouth, slowly took Mark's rigid cock all the way into my hungry pussy. Once it was all the way inside, I pushed back up, and, this time, dropped myself down hard on top of him. We both gasped as I impaled myself on his huge dick and then, using my legs, started bouncing up and down on him. Mark groaned every time his cock was driven deep inside of me and I was letting out little yelps as I rode my brother hard and fast on the chair. Mark was already starting to breath heavily and was beginning to use his hands on my hips to drive himself even deeper into me. I was gasping as well from how deep his cock was penetrating my wet pussy. I pushed against Mark's shoulders so that I was sitting up straighter and started gyrating my hips as I came down on him. Suddenly, I thought of a way to enjoy my brother a little longer.
Bracing my hands on his shoulders, I raised my legs one at a time so that I was no longer on my knees and my feet were planted on the chair. Reaching down I grabbed Mark's wrists, and pulling his hands from my hips, slowly let myself go backwards. As I bent back I lifted my legs and placed my feet flat on Mark's chest. I let myself down all the way until my back was against Mark's legs. I looked up and moaned at the sight of Mark's long cock bent down between us, connecting us. My eyes made it to Mark's face and I whispered;
"Stay still."
Pushing my feet against his chest, I slid back on his legs, pulling his cock almost all the way out of my pussy. Squeezing his wrists as tight as I could I then pulled forward and slid his cock back inside me.
"Oh damn sis." Mark said moaning as I pushed with my feet again and slid black once more before pulling him back inside of me. "This is new one."
I didn't tell him that it may be new to him , but I used to get one hundred fifty dollars a pop for this maneuver back when I worked at a high end strip club in New York. I made over two thousand dollars a week there at one point, almost every dollar of which went up my nose, which was how I lost the job and had to resort to the sleazy clubs. As I shoved that thought away, before I started getting the visuals to go with it, I picked up the pace pushing and pulling faster and harder. I smiled as Mark's moans were turning to soft whimpers as the best part of this position was that it is extremely hard for a man to cum in it, and I was teasing the shit out of him. I have to say my brother wasn't the only one being teased as this nasty girl needed to get hardcore fucked, and soon.
Apparently so did my brother, as the next time I slid him inside he grabbed my wrists and pulled me up, shoved my feet off of his chest and pulled me into his embrace. I cried out as he held me tightly to his chest and started thrusting his hips up off the chair, driving his big cock deep up inside of me.
"Oh yeah! Oh that's right little brother you take that pussy you... whoa!"
I cried out in surprise, as dropping his feet to the floor, Mark leaned up and still holding me around the waist stood up from the chair. I immediately brought my legs up and wrapped them around his waist, thinking that even after all the years we had been fucking, there were times like this that I was still surprised by how strong my brother was. As if to further that point, Mark's hands shifted to my ass and began to lift me slowly up and down on his cock. I dropped my hands down onto his arms feeling the muscles flex as he lifted me up.
"Ohh damn." I groaned as lowered me down again onto his amazing cock. "This is a new one too."
"I did this to a pet at a sex show in a New York club once." Mark said in my ear.
So much for discretion I thought to myself. Mark turned his head to face me and added with a smirk.
"She was lighter."
"No," I said returning the smirk. "You're just getting weak, now just shut up and fuck me you jerk!"
"Whatever you want sis." Mark said, the smirk turning into an evil grin.
Mark took a couple of steps until we were at the end of the ottoman then pushing up on my ass lifted me off of his cock until I had to let my legs go and Mark's arms had locked leaving my pussy over his face and my head inches from the ceiling.
"Weak my ass." Mark whispered.
Before I could reply I let out a surprised moan as Mark's tongue flicked across my clit. The moan was followed by a startled yelp as he let me drop back down and leaning forward dropped me onto my back on the ottoman. I gasped as some of the wind was knocked out of me then released a loud scream as with one fluid motion Mark grabbed my ankles, bent my legs all the way back past my head and slammed his monstrous cock into me as hard as he could.
"Oh my, fucking God!!"
That was the last thing I could get out, as at that point, my brother began fucking the absolute shit out of my poor little pussy and all I could come up with was a series of yelps and whimpers. Mark had his arms braced behind my knees, and at this point, my ass was so far off the ottoman, I was almost bent in half, his huge cock stabbing down almost vertically into my wet pussy. As he continued his relentless assault on his big sister's hot little box. I was crying out as much in pain as pleasure at this point and wondering how once again I had ended up taking a pounding like this, must have been that "fuck me you jerk" remark. Fortunately Mark's hot big sister had done a pretty good job of working him up, as after a few more vicious strokes he began to moan and whimper each time he drove himself in to the hilt.
"Oh yeah Mark!" I gasped out. "Give it to me baby, give your nasty girl every drop!"
Mark pumped me twice more then, pulling his cock out, started jerking it off on me.
"Oh let me!" I said, and reaching up, grabbed Mark's shaft and started stroking his cock rapidly. Mark moaned and I did as well, when I felt the cum rushing through his cock as I jerked him off.
"Oh yeah sis, oh just like that I..."
Mark stopped and gasped as his cock exploded spraying a huge shot of cum that landed between my tits. The second and third spurt landed all over my stomach and as I kept stroking a few more squirts got my lower stomach and some even landed on my pussy. I let go of Mark's cock and he immediately dropped to his knees panting. I let my legs drop onto his shoulders and closing my eyes tried to catch my breath. As I lay there panting, I realized that I was still sore from yesterday and was already dreading what my legs and back would feel like later. Mark stood up, grabbed his pants and gently wiped the cum off of me before sitting down beside me. I sat up, and putting my arms around him, pulled him close and whispered;



"Did you like that baby?"
Mark kissed my cheek and said softly;
"I really like that."
"What?" I asked.
"Baby." Mark said then looked away as if embarrassed. "I like when you call me baby."
I smiled and said;
"Really?"
Mark nodded and my smile widened even more and when it did Mark gave me that little shy one that I so loved.
"Okay baby," I said softly. "You never told me that."
Mark looked at me seriously and said quietly;
"I never told you a lot of things before."
I simply nodded at that. We'd had a nice fuck and I didn't want to get into anything heavy right now. I looked over at the clock and saw it was ten thirty.
"Hey Mark you going to work today?" I asked remembering the text from his boss.
Mark shrugged.
"Eventually."
"Don't you usually have a lot going on?" I asked trying to catch his eyes.
Mark looked around evasively and said;
"I got a light week this week. I'll go in around two and stay late. I like being there when all the idiots go home."
"You wanna lay down with your big sister for a little while?" I asked smiling invitingly
"I'd like that." Mark said with no hesitation.
We got up and went into Mark's bedroom which, because of the heavy tapestries in front of the window was in total darkness. Mark turned one of the mock candelabras on then, after pulling the red satin sheet down for us, slipped into bed on his side and patted the spot in front of him. I smiled and came over to the bed but instead of lying where he had pointed climbed in and stretched out on my side behind him.
"How about your sister holds you this time little brother?"
"That feels nice." Mark said as I wrapped my arm around his waist and kissed his back.
"Yeah you like that," I smiled as I added. "My baby?"
Mark laughed softly.
"Yeah I do"
I sighed and said;
"See little brother, your big sister was just what you needed, no?"
Mark didn't answer right away then speaking quietly said;
"You're right Megan you're always what I need, just like I'm always what you need. That's why you came up here, no?"
"Absolutely." I agreed.
As I lay there propped up on my elbow I removed my hand from Mark's side and started rubbing his back. Mark sighed, and then continued.
"Can I ask you something sis?"
"Of course."
"Well if whenever I fall apart you put me back together, and whenever you're broken I fix you. Haven't you ever considered that if we were together all of the time we would never fall apart?"
I didn't answer right away as his words swirled through my mind. As ridiculous as it seemed I had never thought of it so simply. Caught off guard I remained silent, unsure how to answer. It didn't matter as a minute later Mark said;
"You don't have to answer Meg, not yet anyway. We'll talk tomorrow night, like you said. It was just something to think about."
Yeah, I thought as I continued to lightly caress his back, that's what I needed, something else to think about. Mark sighed and my spirits picked up as it was a surprisingly contented one. Mark really had needed me today.
"Sweet dreams Megan." Mark said softly.
"Sweet dreams Mark." I repeated as the "Megan" wasn't lost on me.
I rested my head on his shoulder and continued to caress his back, already knowing that despite my exhaustion I would be unable to sleep.
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Opening the bathroom door I stepped out into my bedroom and, immediately turning slightly to the side, pushed my hip up, my chest out and whispered seductively;
"Hey big brother you like what you see?"
I was wearing a denim mini skirt that was so short that, in addition to showing off the full length of my long well shaped deeply tanned legs, just angling my hip up all but showed the curve of my well rounded ass cheek. Not only that but if I were to bend over completely, I would be giving anyone behind me one hell of a show, as all that was underneath, was the lacy blue thong that I had bought last week just for tonight, that left my ass cheeks bare. Of course, those legs may only be noticed, if my brother happened to start at the bottom because I am sure that as soon as he got a look at my small but very perky tits pushing their way out of the flimsy white tank top he would lose all desire to look anywhere else. Well that's what I was hoping anyways. Right now however, the only audience I had was the mirror over my bureau that I was posing in front of. With a sigh I bent over, putting my hands on my thighs, and squeezing my arms together, forced my titties out further and while pushing my full soft lips into a pout I whispered;
"Oh please big brother? Oh you know you want to!"
Laughing nervously I stopped posing and walking over to the bureau sat down and, after checking to make sure that my long raven black hair was still holding the curl I put into it after the shower, I picked up my eye shadow and began lightly applying it. Well trying to that is, as twice I had to stop and give myself a minute for my hands to stop shaking, I was so nervous. Tonight was the night. After thinking about it, dreaming about it, and of course masturbating to it for months now I was finally going to do it. Tonight was the night I was going to give myself away and have sex for the first time. I suppose every girl was nervous their first time but in my defense I think I might be just a little bit more so because of the fact that the man I was going to give myself to was my brother Paul.
I shook my head realizing how bad that sounded, as if I were in a Jerry Springer episode but, fact of the matter was that ever since I was 14, mom had been telling me that my first one should be someone special, someone I truly loved and who did I love more than my brother Paul? The answer of course was no one. Being fraternal twins born only hours apart Paul and I shared that exceptional closeness that most twins did. That extreme sense of "oneness" where at times one of us would be thinking exactly what the other was and, even when there were times that we weren't together, we could somehow "feel" if the other was okay or not. There was no bigger example of that then the day six years ago to this very date that I had almost drowned.
Paul and I were twelve and were at summer camp. The two of us had been swimming with some other kids but we, like many twins, tended to want to keep to ourselves and many times preferred our own company to that of others. It was this behavior that had prompted mom and dad to send us to camp in the first place; so that we would socialize with other kids our age. Honestly had they really been thinking, they would have sent us to separate camps because where one of us was the other was always soon to appear.
Well Paul and I had decided that we'd had enough socializing and wandered off into the woods on our own. We found a nice little deserted patch of rocks along the river bank and, after swimming for awhile, laid out on the rocks to catch some sun. After a while we put our clothes back on over our bathing suits and Paul, thinking it would be fun to try to build a fire, went into the woods to find some sticks that he thought would work. The last thing he had said before he wandered off was to stay out of the water because there was no one else around.
After he had left I went and sat by the water, sticking just my toes in ,and playing with the new bracelet mom had given me for my birthday last month. I must not have put the clasp on right as, while I was spinning it around my wrist, it fell off. I went to catch it before it landed in the mud but accidently slapped it further into the water. Afraid of losing it, I immediately ran into the water and, moving too quickly, stepped on a rock and slipping fell under the water where I smashed my head on another rock. I cried out in pain and, sucking in a mouthful of water, began choking and panicking. I could feel the current pulling me away and was already gagging. I tried to suck my breath in and inhaled more water. I was scared and could already feel my head pounding and my lungs burning. I tried to get out of the water but my feet wouldn't touch bottom. I was getting dizzy and my arms and legs were beginning to feel heavy and useless. At that moment I knew I was going to die and my last thought just before I blacked out was of my brother Paul and how he would be alone.
The next thing I knew, I was on the bank on my back, and Paul's mouth was over mine and he was blowing down my throat. I started coughing and choking and Paul immediately rolled me over and, pulling me up on my knees, began pounding hard on my back with his hand. I coughed up a ton of water and after a few minutes of gasping for breath in between coughing I was okay.
I sat there crying with my brother holding me, stroking my wet hair, and telling me it would be okay. After awhile I regained my senses a bit and said how lucky I was that he had come back in time. Paul had looked at me and said he wasn't done but, suddenly his chest felt tight and he became really nervous, he didn't know why, but he thought of me. Paul said he all but ran back and that's when he saw me floating face down in the water. I have to say to this day when I think about it I am always amazed at how calm Paul was; being able, at the age of twelve, to not only get me out of the water but administer CPR. Most adults couldn't have reacted as well; then again Paul had always been the much more mature and serious of the two of us.
Paul and I decided not to tell mom and dad because, besides being shaken up, I was okay and we didn't want to get them upset. We also did enjoy the camp and didn't want them not to send us again. That had happened on July 9th and every year since then I would always show my appreciation for my brother's heroics with a gift. Paul would always say I didn't have to give him anything but I also knew that he enjoyed it and, whether he would admit it or not, did look for something from me. I knew it wasn't about the gift itself which usually wasn't anything really special, last year it was speakers for his car stereo, but the tradition of it, and the fact that it was our special day.
Well today was the ninth and usually I gave Paul his gift first thing in the morning. It was now approaching eight at night and, although he hadn't said anything over dinner, I knew Paul was expecting something. I of course said nothing, not even the "Happy anniversary big brother" I would whisper in his ear that was always accompanied with a big hug and kiss on the cheek. No, so far today had been just another day. Paul had left for work early and I had done a 12-6 at the restaurant I waitressed at. We had gotten home about the same time, ate supper after which, I had told him I was going to shower and, seeing neither of us had plans, why not order some movies on demand? I could make some popcorn and we could chill on the couch. Paul had shrugged and said okay and I couldn't help but smile to myself at the look of disappointment on his face that I hadn't acknowledged the day.
Well hopefully disappointment wouldn't be the look on his face an hour or so from now because I certainly had not forgotten about our special day and this year this girl was going to give her wonderful brother the best gift ever; me, all of me, my body, as well as my heart.
I'm not really sure exactly when I had started seeing Paul as more than my brother as we had always been so close to begin with. I think the first real glimpse I'd had of it was a weird feeling of jealousy when Paul had started dating a girl named Shelia a couple of years ago. I didn't know why it bothered me but it did. I just remember thinking that she would never understand him or treat him as well as I could. Even as those thoughts would pass through my mind I wondered what the hell they meant, after all, I was his sister not his girlfriend. Paul and I told each other everything and a few months after he had started seeing Sheila he told me that they had had sex for the first time at her house and I once again felt that crazy feeling of jealousy. I had gone to bed that night with the image of my brother's well muscled body on top of Sheila, pumping her slowly, his mouth fastened to her tits, while she moaned and told him she loved him. I had ended up in tears that night and couldn't understand why.
I had been way too happy when, a few months after that, they had broken up. That was a year ago and since then Paul had gone out with, and also slept with, a cheerleader named Cindy. That had lasted only a couple of months and as far as I know Paul hadn't even had a date since then. I found myself strangely excited that he hadn't been with anyone since and, as my feelings for him grew stronger and stronger, I felt myself getting more nervous every time he mentioned a girl or I saw one flirting with him. What had really given me some hope that I might have a shot is that when I had asked Paul what had happened with Cindy he had shrugged and said that it had been the same as Shelia. Paul said he just didn't feel comfortable, as if it wasn't really right, he said he figured it meant that the right one was out there somewhere he just hadn't met her yet.
On my end it seemed as if I had felt that way right from the start, as far back as my first date at age fifteen I always compared every boy to my brother. Not just looks, although my brother was a great looking guy, hell he looked like me so how could he not be, but how sweet and caring he was. My brother played high school football and was pretty good, but unlike most of the arrogant jocks Paul was sweet, down to earth, and pretty shy. My mother worried about him and always said that my brother was the type of guy that nice girls should get but the bad girls ended up with. When I had asked what she meant Mom said that Paul was the kind of sweet heart who could end up being taken advantage of and she hoped he found a girl that would appreciate him.
Well I knew one girl who would love to appreciate him and in every way! Not that I was even really sure what every way meant just yet but I was certainly willing to do anything my brother would ask of me. Obviously, unlike Paul, I had yet to have sex. Not that I didn't get offers. At 5'9" and 125lbs my body was long and tight with a nice firm ass and beautiful legs built up from years of dance classes. My tits weren't the biggest, but fit well on the rest of my slender form. I had long black hair, smooth even features, and my hazel eyes always got compliments on the way they changed colors in the light. I also had a pair of very soft full lips, the kind that were made to pout, and kiss and:
"Suck cock" I whispered then giggled.
The giggle was that of a little girl, and even though tonight I was going to become a woman, I still knew that Paul could never resist it, so little girl cute it was. Well as cute as I could be with my ass all but hanging out anyway. Of course going back to what I had just whispered, it's not like I had ever sucked on one, but I had watched a lot of dirty movies on the internet, and it looked easy and kind of fun. To date the farthest I had gone was a few months ago with Tom, the last guy I had tried to date before giving in completely, and admitting to myself I wanted my brother. We had gone out to a movie with another couple and Tom had smuggled a bottle of southern comfort out of his house. We had poured it into a soda cup in the theater and passed it around all through the movie.
We were all light weights and by the time we had left the theater we all had a buzz. The other girl's parents were away for the weekend and we went back to her house. I am sure if I hadn't had been drinking I wouldn't have gone home, but I had known Tom for awhile, and he was a decent guy so I went along. As soon as we got there the other couple vanished into her bedroom leaving me and Tom on the couch. Tom slid up close to me and, putting his arms around me, we started kissing. I didn't mind, I enjoyed kissing, plus Tom was pretty hot and the booze had me feeling damn good so after a few minutes we were going at it pretty hot and heavy.
I was wearing a black mini skirt and, as we kissed, Tom's hand that had started at my knee, had made it up so far up my thigh that I could feel the edge of his hand rubbing against the thin material of my panties. I had begun breathing heavier and had removed my lips from Tom's; as I did his lips found my neck and began sucking on it. His other hand had found my nipple through the thin material of my shirt and lace bra and he was squeezing it lightly. I heard a high pitched whimpering and realized it was coming from me as Tom's fingers slid into the crotch of my panties and rubbed along my wet pussy. I moaned again feeling my hips thrust against his hand as if they had a mind of their own, and then gasped, as his finger slid inside of my very wet pussy. I winced as it hurt a little but a minute later his thumb found my clit and I started moaning and moving my hips into his finger.
At the same time that my hips seemed to be moving without my permission, my hand dropped to Tom's lap, and I felt his hard cock through his jeans. He moaned and bringing my other hand down I unzipped them and reaching in began to rub his cock. Tom began to make a whimpering sound much like mine as I wrapped my hand around his shaft and started stroking it. Tom was moaning and moving his hips into my hand the same way I was into his finger. I felt a tightness in my stomach and as Tom pushed his finger in even deeper I let my head roll back and released an embarrassingly loud moan as I came for the first time from someone else's fingers.
As soon as I had finished moaning, Tom had gently pushed me back into the corner of the couch and standing pushed his jeans and underwear down. He then got on his knees between my legs and reaching up, grabbed my panties, and after sliding them off, knelt down between my legs. Tom began to slowly lower himself, and as he did, I reached down grabbing his hard cock again and started stroking it. Tom groaned and I could feel him trembling as he was getting closer to pushing his cock down between my legs. I had every intention of letting him at that point; my heart was pounding and I was flush from both the orgasm and the alcohol. I found myself sliding further down onto the couch and opening my legs a little more. Tom didn't have anything on, but mom had put me on the pill a couple of years ago, so I had nothing to worry about, all I had to do was lie back, and close my eyes and....
I was suddenly confronted with a vision of my brother Paul. Not just any vision, but one of him in Tom's place, leaning over me his, muscular arms alongside my body, he was naked and lowering himself down on top of me. Paul was looking me in the eye with those beautiful hazel eyes that were identical to my own. His face was bending to meet mine, his lips parting, and as he closed in he whispered;
"I love you Dawn."
My eyes popped open and I put my hand on Tom's chest. Tom looked down at me and gave me a little smile and said;
"Come on Dawn I ... I love you."
We had been going together a few months and, a minute ago I might have believed him, or it might have meant something but, after hearing my brother say it, even in my mind, it just didn't seem right. I kept my hand on Tom's chest and whispered;
"I can't."
Tom started to say something but then moaned as I had never let go of his cock and now started rapidly pumping it with my fist. Tom groaned again and I feeling his cock twitch in my hand I felt something hot and sticky spraying my thigh. I kept pumping and Tom had kept cumming until, with a little whimper, he rolled over onto his side panting. I quickly sat up and after using my panties to wipe the cum off my thigh and then balling them up and shoving them in my purse told him I wanted to go home. We didn't really say anything on the way and a couple of weeks later I broke up with him. I felt bad; Tom was a nice guy but as Paul had said it just didn't seem right. However that night had erased any doubt for me who would be right.
That had been back in March and now that I had come to terms with my feelings I had spent the last few months trying to figure out how to make it happen. My parents were almost always home and it's not like I had an excuse to try to get a hotel room and get Paul in there with me. I certainly didn't want my first time, and our first time together, to be in car somewhere so I just waited and hoped something would come up before some cute girl made a move on him. That something had come up last month, when over dinner, mom and dad announced that they were going away on a second honeymoon on July third and wouldn't be back until Monday the twelfth.
As soon as they had said it my heart began to pound and I was struck by the thought that that was week of our anniversary! On that note, I wanted to smack myself, for not thinking of that before. How absolutely perfect it would be for me to profess my love for my brother on that very special day. During the next month I had tried to figure out the best way to go about seducing my brother and was pretty much coming up dry. Between the fact I didn't have a lot to go by and, that I still sometimes caught myself thinking about how wrong it sounded, I was at a loss for what to do. The one saving grace I had was that the ninth was Friday so I had all week to figure it out. Of course there was a part of me that didn't want to wait that long, figuring if I could get Paul to want me, we would have all week long to play, but in the end the thought of giving Paul the best gift ever was just too much to resist.
As I had lied in bed that night, my fingers still wet from masturbating yet again to the thought of my brother fucking me, I was struck by the thought that waiting until the end of the week could be a good thing. Rather than just taking Paul completely by surprise I could use the week to try to set the tone, get him thinking more and more about me. As it was there was quite a few times lately that I had sworn Paul was looking at me. Usually I chalked that up to wishful thinking but there were a couple of occasions where Paul and I had been talking when I had thought he was checking me out and, as I thought about it while staring at him, I swear I could "feel" him thinking the same thing. That had given me more confidence that this could work because usually, when I had that feeling that we were thinking the same thing, it was almost always right. Those moments, coupled with the fact it had been quite awhile since Paul had shown any interest in another girl, had my hopes up and I spent the next few days planning some things to make the week "interesting"
Monday had pretty much been a lost day; Paul had to work all day and I had an early afternoon to close shift so we didn't see each other at all. Tuesday however had been a different story. I had the day off and an hour before Paul got home from his landscaping job I took a shower and put on just a pair of panties and a night shirt. When Paul had come home he had been completely exhausted and had hopped in right into the shower. I was waiting in the parlor when he came out wearing just a pair of shorts and I swear I could feel my pussy begin to drip. My brother looked amazing; of course being my twin Paul had same thick black hair, beautiful hazel eyes, and smooth features as me. Four years of football had built my brother's once scrawny build into over two hundred pounds of solid muscle spread out over his six foot one frame, and the landscaping had given him a hell of a tan.



Taking advantage of Paul saying how sore he was from pushing the lawnmower all day, I had him lie on his stomach on the couch and began to rub his back and shoulders. Paul didn't complain and let out a contented sigh as I sat on the edge of the couch and massaged him. I could feel myself getting wetter by the minute at the feel of his bulging muscles under his warm skin. Deciding to make things more interesting I stood up and swung my leg over him so that I was straddling his waist as I continued to rub him down. I deliberately slid up high enough so that my crotch was resting over the waistband of his shorts and I was sure he could feel not just the heat, but by this time, maybe even the moistness of my pussy through the thin panties.
Paul didn't say anything, but I could feel him tense up beneath me. When I finished and got off of him, Paul had looked nervous and when he sat up I noticed he seemed to be keeping his hands in his lap. It was everything I could do, looking at him in his skimpy shorts, not to try then and there, but I had told myself Friday would be the night, and I was going to stick to it. Besides, the more I could get Paul thinking about us, the better my chances were of getting what I wanted.
The next day I reversed the situation. I had gotten home after Paul to find him sitting on the couch watching television. I was still wearing the white blouse and extremely short black skirt from work and sitting next to him, kicked off my heels and, swinging my long legs up onto the couch; put my black stocking feet in his lap. Paul had looked at me as if saying 'you're kidding' but when I pouted and said;
"Oh please big brother?"
Paul had given me that shy little smile that I so loved on him and had started rubbing my feet. Not only could Paul never resist my pouting but he also loved when I called him big brother, so what if it was only by a few hours it still made him older. Paul had rubbed my feet quickly at first, but after a few minutes, I noticed he started to slow down, and rather than rubbing hard, his fingers were lightly caressing the tops and bottoms of my feet. At one point his hands had gone past my feet and started kneading my calves.
By this time my heart was pounding and my pussy was once again wet as I watched his strong hands work my legs. I let out a long sigh, which was dangerously close to a moan, and Paul turned his head to look at me. I met his gaze and gave him a sly little smile. Paul returned the smile a bit nervously then stopped rubbing my legs and said he had to get up to go to the bathroom. I started to lift my feet then, unable to resist, dropped my right foot back into his lap and swore in the second before he grabbed my ankle and moved my foot that my brother was hard.
As good as that had been last night was by far the best. I had been talking to Paul in the morning and told him that since neither of us had been out on a date in awhile, and we were getting tired of burgers ,which is all either of us could really cook, why not have some fun and go out to a nice place maybe even dress up? Paul had rolled his eyes and said he didn't need a pity date with his sister and I had replied that maybe I just wanted to spend a night with a great looking guy. Paul had laughed and although I had detected a hint of nervousness in it he had agreed to go out with me. Knowing it was his favorite color I wore a sexy blue dress that was not only short but pretty low cut as well. I had even worn make up which I usually never do ,and not only did Paul tell me several times over dinner how pretty I looked, but I definitely caught him looking down my dress a couple of times.
The place had a band and when they started playing I asked Paul to dance with me. He looked around and said that it would look a little funny. I laughed and said we were brother and sister it's not like it meant anything. Course I had said that to get him out there because to me that dance meant everything. It was a ballad and as we danced I rested my head on his broad shoulder and sighed contentedly. Paul smelled great and felt even better as our bodies swayed together in perfect harmony. Right there on the dance floor I could feel myself begin to get worked up again thinking about how well we would soon be moving together naked. As the song came to a close I looked up into Paul's face and smiling at him leaned up and gave him a kiss. Knowing there were people around it was on the cheek but I had deliberately made it seem as if it were going to be his lips only turning my head at the very last second. To my delight Paul hadn't moved at all as my lips all but grazed his.
When we had gotten home and I'd gone into my bedroom I had closed my eyes and slowly slipped my dress off my shoulders envisioning Paul standing behind me doing it. As I let my dress drop to the floor I imagined his arms encircling my waist and his lips gently kissing the soft skin of my neck. I was so wound up I'd had to play with myself twice just to be able to go to sleep. I woke up this morning with butterflies in my stomach and the day had dragged like no other that I could remember. We had both worked and Paul had brought home Chinese food. After we had eaten I had told him I was going to go shower and would be down in a little while and we would have a movie night like we used to when we were kids.
Well tonight certainly wouldn't be like when we were kids I thought as I applied my favorite shade of red lipstick. As I put the tube down I blew a kiss at the mirror to check out how my lips looked and wondered if Paul would think something wasn't right because I was wearing makeup. Well honestly I would think the mini skirt and braless tits would probably catch his attention a little more than my eye shadow. Putting my lipstick away I felt my heart begin to beat faster as I pictured going downstairs and, after sitting next to Paul on the couch, trying to get him interested, maybe even make him want to make the first move. If not then I would have to seduce him. I had no experience with that but in the end Paul had always said he couldn't resist my pout. Well we'll see what he thought about that pout when it was wrapped around his;
"Cock." I said then looking in the mirror added; "My brothers cock."
Oh how wrong and right that sounded all at once! I took a deep breath and stood up; it was time.
I left my room and, walking down the corridor slowly, started down the stairs. The staircase led directly into the living room and turned part way down. Quietly making my way down the first few steps I peeked around the corner to see Paul sitting on the couch wearing a pair of shorts and a t-shirt and idly flipping through the channels while he waited for me. The second floor landing was just over the bend making it so that when someone was coming down the stairs you would see them from the waist down only for the first couple of steps which was going to work out perfectly for me.
In order to make sure my brother would see me coming down, I kicked my right leg out, sending the black sandal I was wearing off of my foot and bouncing down the stairs. Hoping Paul was looking at this point I said loudly;
"Oh shit!"
Then bending my left leg up reached down and slowly removed the other sandal. Straightening I walked down the next couple of steps, my eyes focused towards the couch, so that I would be able to immediately see the look on Paul's face when he caught a full look at me. The timing could not have been better; the first thing I saw even from across the room was Paul's eyes glued to my legs. I lingered on the next to the last step for a few seconds already feeling my heart beating a little quicker as there was no doubt Paul was really looking. I stepped down and said;
"Hey big brother, you decide on a movie?"
Paul must have really been engrossed in my legs because at the sound of my voice his head snapped up and I noticed that he already a nervous, no maybe even guilty, look on his face as if he had done something wrong. That look was instantly replaced however by an almost comical look of shock as he caught sight of the rest of me. Between how thin the material of the white tank top was, and how hard my nipples were, my brother was getting quite an eyeful. At first I was going to try to hold back a smile but, as I saw a look that all but said 'oh shit' pass across Paul's face, I did allow myself a small, and what I hoped, was a sexy smile to touch my lips.
"You okay Paul?" I asked as I sauntered over to the couch, walking as slow as possible without looking obvious, putting a little extra swing into my hips as I did.
"Umm yeah why?" Paul asked then added; "Are you?"
"Of course I am." I said smiling sweetly as I made it over to the couch and sat down a couple of feet away from him. As I did I was well aware of the ridiculously short skirt riding up so high that if someone was sitting across from me they would be able to see my thong. Looking at Paul I said;
"Why do you ask?"
"Because you're playing with your hair." Paul pointed out.
Shit I thought as I removed my hand from the end of my hair. I always did that when I was nervous and to the point where I was never aware that I was doing it. I'd wanted to catch Paul off guard now he would wonder if something was up. That thought left my mind though as, speaking of something being up, I saw Paul shift uncomfortably, and sliding further into the corner of the couch, removed the small throw pillow as if it were in his way and put it on his lap. As soon as Paul had slid away I moved over as well but this time a little closer. I made sure I was turned towards him so that if he looked over he would be confronted with the sight of not only my tits but at this point the skirt was all but up to my crotch.
Right now Paul seemed to be making an effort not to look at me, first staring off to the other side of the room then, with a nervous sigh, he went to pick up the remote. I grabbed it before he could and pulled it to me. Paul turned to grab it and his eyes immediately went to my tits then just as quickly he looked away. Without taking my eyes off my brother I pointed the remote at the tv and shut it off. I was going to start a movie and try to cuddle up with him and see where it went but, seeing that Paul was already uncomfortable I knew I was on the right path, and was not going to draw this out.
"Why'd you shut the tv off?" Paul asked still not looking my way.
"Because I want to talk to you big brother." I told him.
"Oh, ummm okay." Paul said.
I waited silently for Paul to say something but he stayed silent staring at the tv as if it were on. Then removing the glasses he wore, started to clean them, which like my playing with my hair, was a tell tale sign he was nervous. Paul wore contacts a lot and of course that showed off his beautiful eyes, but I really think I liked him better in the glasses, the black frames gave him a slightly geeky appearance but, to me, added to that shy sweet side of him that I so loved. Speaking of nervous I realized my hand was in my damn hair again and putting it in my lap put my other hand over it.
"So are you going to talk sis?" Paul asked still wiping imaginary dust from his glasses.
"It's kind of important Paul," I told him with a slight smile. "I'd really like it if you were actually looking at me."
My smile grew as I saw Paul hesitate and, with sigh that had an air of resignation to it, put his glasses back on and turned to me. It was not lost upon me that his eyes were focused directly on my face and no lower. As he looked I noticed his eyes narrow as if he were studying me.
"What? " I asked.
"Dawn, are you going out?"
"Of course not." I told him "I told you I'm hanging out with you tonight." Then even though I knew damn well why he was asking I tossed out;
"What makes you think that?"
"You're wearing makeup." Paul began then, getting that awkward look on his face, continued;
"And your dressed well," He paused. "Well kind of umm trashy."
"Trashy?!?" I exclaimed in mock indignation. "That's really not a nice way to talk about your sister!"
"Well shit Dawn," Paul said. "Your skirts like up to your ass and you..." He stopped as if catching himself.
"And I what?" I prodded enjoying watching him squirm, and then hoping I'd be the one soon squirming, and moaning and...
I took a deep breath; 'slow and easy girl' I told myself were getting there. Paul hadn't answered and still feigning offense I asked;
"Well and what?"
Paul stared at me for a minute and, looking into his eyes, I could practically feel how flustered he was. Finally shaking his head he said;
"Christ Dawn you're not even wearing a bra."
"And how do you know that?" I asked smiling sweetly at him.
"Well ummm well I mean it's not like I can't notice."
"Paul?" I asked getting ready to take the plunge.
"Yeah Dawn?"
Looking him in the eye, I asked with a straight face:
"Were you looking at my tits?"
"I... what?!?" Paul exclaimed, a look of shock on his face that to me seemed as believable as my air of indignation moments ago. Oh yes big brother I thought to myself I got you.
"I asked you if you were looking at my tits Paul." I repeated evenly.
"Of course not!"
"Well why not?" I asked and taking my hands placed them under my tits and pushed them up and out at him. "You don't like them?"
I felt the material of the shirt brush my hard nipple and knew that they had to be all but falling out with me pushing on them. At the movement Paul looked down and, eyes widening, he turned his head to the side so quickly his glasses started to slide off his face.
"Hell no!" He practically choked out.
"No?"
Seeing Paul peeking a little out of the corner of his eye I made a show of looking down at them and asked;
"Well what's wrong with them?"
"Their yours Dawn" Paul said. "You're my sister for Christ's sake."
"That doesn't mean I can't have nice tits." I told him.
Taking a breath Paul turned to look at me and once again deliberately keeping his eyes at my face said;
"I'm sure other guys like them."
"But you said they weren't nice." I said sadly and, giving him the full power of my pout, added;
"You made me feel bad, like you don't like them."
"I'm not supposed to like them." Paul said rolling his eyes.
"I guess," I said taking my hands away from my tits because at this point I was getting so horny that my own touch was making my nipples ache. Giving Paul a little smile I continued;
"Then again people do things they're not supposed to all the time don't they?" Without waiting for an answer I continued; "Sometimes they think and feel all kinds of things they shouldn't"
At this point looking my brother dead in the eye I said softly;
"Isn't that right big brother?"
The reason I made sure to hold eye contact as I spoke was that I was hoping to get one of those moments where I could pick up on Paul's thoughts. As I finished speaking Paul remained silent, his beautiful eyes looking into mine, and without a doubt, I could feel something, at least enough to know that Paul was thinking, or had been thinking, about me more than he should have. Maybe he didn't think I felt the same and was afraid he was the only one who felt that way. Breaking eye contact with him I decided to steer away from this serious moment and go back to teasing.
"So then Paul can I ask you a question?"
With a resigned sigh Paul asked;
"What sis?"
"If you saw these tits on another girl would you think they were hot? Would you think they were nice titties big brother?"
"Dawn what the hell is wrong with you?" Paul asked again trying just a little too hard to sound offended. "I..."
"Just answer the question Paul." I said shrugging. "Just tell me if you think you'd look if they were on someone else?"
"Okay okay!" Paul exclaimed in exasperation. "Yes sis they look great if I saw another girl with tits like yours I would look."
"Awwww big brother you say the sweetest things!" I said giving him a huge smile and leaning over, a kiss on the cheek.
To my delight Paul blushed furiously and put his head down. Then realizing he was now confronted with the sight of my skirt all but hiked up to my hips turned his head away. Speaking of my skirt, I went for my next play;
"What about my legs Paul have you..."
"You're beautiful Dawn." Paul said catching me by surprise. "You really are sis, everything about you is perfect. So yes to anything you were going to ask next. I wish I could find a girl as pretty as you." He gave me that shy little smile before finishing; "And as sweet."
I smiled so hard I swear my cheeks were starting to hurt. He felt exactly the same way I did! Well except all he was doing was thinking. On that note...
"Hey Dawn," Paul spoke cut into my thoughts. "Before you ask me some other weird question you never did tell me."
"Tell you what?" I asked off balance by how excited I was over his last remark.
"Why the hell are you dressed like that? I mean you are really well..." He paused trying to find a better word than trashy and shrugging said; "Out there."
I looked at Paul and feeling my heart begin to race slid over even closer to him and whispered;
"Hey big brother, you know what today is don't you?"
A smile appeared on Paul's face my question seemingly causing him to forget what he had asked me.
"Of course I do."
"Well you know on our special day I always give my brave big brother a gift."
"You don't have to Dawn."
"You always say that Paul." I told him and reaching out to his face took his glasses and slowly removed them.
"What are you..." Paul started but stopped when I placed a finger to his lips and kept speaking softly;
"And I always say that I don't have to do anything, I do it because I want to."
Never taking my eyes from Paul's I leaned over and placing his glasses on the coffee table continued;
"And this year big brother your ever so grateful sister wants to give you the best gift ever."
"I.. umm what is it?" Paul asked staring into my eyes as if transfixed.
Reaching up I wrapped my arms around his neck and pulling him towards me whispered;
"Happy anniversary big brother."
I parted my lips and leaned into him. Paul gave me a smile and began to turn his head to get his customary kiss on the cheek. As he started to turn I slid my arm from around his neck and placing my hand against his cheek to keep him facing me kissed him softly on the lips. Paul returned the kiss but as a quick peck and started to pull away.
"Dawn," He started to say but was cut off as grabbing the back of his head with my other hand I pushed him forward and into another kiss.
Paul once again tried to pull back but I had my fingers in his hair and held his head to mine as I pushed my soft lips into his. Paul resisted for a few more seconds; keeping his lips rigid and unmoving against mine. Then, as I parted my lips more, and started sliding them gently back and forth across his, playfully flicking my tongue out across them, I heard Paul let out a soft moan in his throat and he began to return the kiss. I moaned deep in my own throat as, not only did Paul's lips press back into mine, but his mouth opened and his tongue darted out to tease across mine, before pushing deep into my mouth.
Letting go of Paul's face and hair, I put my arms around his shoulders, and pulled him close to me. As I felt my tits press into his chest I started sliding myself side to side rubbing my hard nipples across his chest. I let out a little whimper as I felt Paul's hand slide up my back and begin to run through my long black hair. I let my hands wander down Paul's back enjoying the feeling of his hard muscles, and bringing my right one around, reached down into his lap, and tossing the pillow to the floor, found an even harder muscle and gave it a squeeze through his shorts. I moaned at how big and hard it felt, and had just started to rub my hand back and forth when, with a gasp, Paul broke the kiss and stared at me panting.



"Why'd you stop?" I asked breathing heavy myself.
Paul shook his head and said;
"Dawn we can't do this."
"But Paul..."
"You're my sister Dawn and I... we can't."
"Yes we can Paul." I told him. "Mom and dad won't be home all weekend, and even when they are, I can slip downstairs into your bedroom for the night. They won't hear us and..."
"Dawn we..." Paul tried to cut me off but I ignored him, excitedly telling him the idea that I'd had for awhile now;
"Paul we're both going away to school in two months; you'll be at BU and I'll be right across town at Symmons. We won't even be a half hour apart. We could see each other all the time! Between the two of us we could even get our own place!" I smiled reassuringly at him. "Nobody would know Paul!"
Paul was shaking his head and looked like he was going to get up. Quickly standing I threw myself down onto his lap pushing him back into the couch. I wrapped one arm around his shoulder while my legs dangled over his and tried to keep going;
"Paul listen..."
I hesitated and as Paul looked away from me I felt him start to try to move me off his lap. I had to get him now if he walked away I wouldn't have a chance.
"Oh please Paul!" I began, my face inches from his. "Please big brother! I know it seems wrong and dirty but it's not about being nasty Paul." I stopped and putting my head down looked up at him and putting it all on the line said softly:
"I love you Paul."
Paul looked at me stunned.
"You love me?"
"Oh I do Paul!" I exclaimed hugging him tight and speaking in his ear, "I love you so much and you love me too I know you do!"
Paul pulled his head away enough to turn and look at me. I expected him to start to argue again but instead his features softened and he asked quietly; "You know?"
"Of course I do!" I said beside myself as he had all but admitted that he loved me. "We always know just what the other's thinking and I can feel how much you love me! And who could be better to you than me?" Swallowing hard I leaned over and after giving him a soft kiss whispered in his ear;
"I want you to be my first Paul." I kissed his neck and added; "My only."As Paul turned his face towards mine I continued talking quietly;
"That's what I want to give you for our anniversary big brother; I want to give you me, my heart and my body." Pulling out my final trick I gave him a pout pushing out my trembling lower lip and looking up at him through my eyelashes and asked in my best little girl voice;
"Don't you want me Paul?"
I kept my head down and decided to let it go. If he didn't want me I'd have to deal with it. Crawl under a rock and die of embarrassment. After a moment Paul reached out and taking my chin lifted my face to his. I looked into his beautiful eyes and was ready to say I was sorry when Paul gave me that shy little smile and said;
"I love you too Dawn."
Before I could reply Paul pulled my face to his and kissed me. Oh how good it felt! Paul's lips started out nice and soft as I had done, moving his mouth and gently brushing them across mine. It was the softest sweetest kiss I had ever felt and I moaned in pleasure, as a moment later his kiss picked up in intensity, and I felt his tongue push into my mouth. Paul shifted slightly and wrapped his arms around my waist pulling me tightly to him. I groaned in disappointment as my brother's lips left mine. The groan quickly turned into a whimper of pleasure however, as his lips trailed down and began to kiss the soft flesh of my neck.
"Oh yesss," I cooed. "Oh Paul that feels sooo good."
Paul's lips weren't the only thing that felt good as I could feel his hard cock digging into my ass. I started rocking my hips slightly, moving back and forth across it, and Paul moaned softly into my neck as I did. Grabbing the back of his hair and pulling gently I brought my brother's face from my neck and kissed him again. This time the kiss was long, hard and passionate and I could feel my heart pounding in my chest as Paul's hand made its way under my tank top stopping just under my tit. Paul hesitated and pulling my lips from his I whispered;
"Go ahead Paul, they're all yours."
Paul looked up at me and I felt a fresh wave of moisture surge though my pussy as he groaned at what I had just said and his lips once again fastened themselves to my neck. I threw back my head back and moaned loudly as, while sucking on my neck, my brother's hand slid up over my tit, his fingers caressing and squeezing my hard nipple. I whimpered as after a moment Paul's hand left my tit, but then I thought 'oh yes' as I felt him reach down and grab the bottom of my tank top. Sitting up straight I put my arms up as my brother slid my shirt off and, tossing it to the side, eagerly bent his head to my right tit and began swirling his tongue around my nipple.
"Ohhhhh yes."
No one had ever done that before and I felt my pussy begin to drip even more at the thought that there were a lot of things my brother was going to do to me tonight that no one else ever had. I wrapped my arms around Paul's neck and arched my back, shoving my small perfectly shaped tits into his face. A soft sound of pleasure came from my brother's throat as he opened his mouth and took my hard pink nipple into it. I let go of his head and started running my hands up and down his strong back wanting his shirt off as well but I couldn't without getting off of him and I certainly wasn't about to do that right now.
Paul reached up and started squeezing and fondling my other tit, catching my nipple between his finger tips and rolling them back and forth across it. I turned my head to the left and found myself looking into the mirror over the mantel. In it I saw myself sitting topless on my brother's lap with his face buried in my tits. The sight made me so wet I could feel it begin to puddle in my thong and spread to my upper thighs.
"Oh Paul," I whimpered as I started grinding my ass into his cock, moving as much as my position would allow. "Oh, I am sooo," I hesitated then whispered; "Wet. Oh I am so wet for you big brother."
Just talking like that added to that wetness. I couldn't believe we were doing this; that I was half naked on top of my brother and planning on the other half being bare as soon as possible. If it were up to me, I would get up right now, strip, and just lie back and let Paul take me. As bad as I wanted that however I was willing to leave it up to Paul; let him take charge as he certainly was the more experienced lover. Amazing as his playing with my tits felt, I couldn't help but start to squirm in his lap even more, rubbing into his cock, and trying to get him to give me what I so wanted and desperately needed.
Whether picking up on my thoughts as he sometimes did, or possibly just the desperation in my movements, Paul dropped his hand from my tit down onto my thigh, and removing his mouth from my tit, looked up at me with his those pretty hazel eyes asked;
"You want me to feel how wet you are don't you Dawn?"
A shiver went through my body at the way he had asked me. It wasn't just the take charge tone he had used that told me that indeed my brother had been thinking about his cute sister, but the expectant smile on his face afterwards. Looking at that smile I realized that my brother wanted me to answer, to tell him what I wanted. Well he certainly didn't have to ask twice that was for sure.
"Oh yeah Paul I want you... Ohhhhh"
I had barely gotten the words out when Paul's hand slid up my thigh, and pushing the thong to the side, slid his fingers through the soft wet lips of my pussy.
"Goddamn Dawn," Paul said his eyes widening. "My god are you wet."
"That's because I want you so bad Paul!"
I moaned out as Paul's fingers slid up and down my hot flesh and rocked my hips up and down pushing myself against his fingers. I whimpered softly as his fingers continued their slow stroking then yelped in surprise, and a little bit of pain, as my brother suddenly shoved one of his fingers into my pussy.
"ohh ohh," I gasped as he started pumping it in and out "Oh go slow Paul."
"Oh damn you're tight sis." Paul said softly as he slowed his finger down but continued to work it in and out.
"That's because I've been waiting for you big brother."
I sighed in pleasure, not only at the how good Paul's finger felt, but the look of absolute joy on my brother's face as I made that last comment. That look was replaced by another one as his eyes left my face and went back to my tits which were right in his face. As I watched my brother slowly licked his lips causing me to realize that the look now on his face was that of desire. I let out another soft whimper at the idea that he really wanted me and began pushing my hips back and forth, causing his finger to push even deeper into my pussy.
At that whimper Paul looked back up at my face and said quietly;
"Then just sit back and let your big brother be good to you Dawn."
Those were the best words I'd ever heard in my life! I had wanted to say something back but all that came out was a squeal of delight as, at the same time as Paul's mouth locked back onto my left nipple, his thumb pressed down onto my swollen clit and started rubbing it in a slow circular motion. As if that wasn't enough to keep me moaning and whimpering Paul's finger started moving in and out faster and harder. I once again arched my back thrusting my tits in his face and in response Paul while still swirling his tongue around my right nipple, reached up and grabbing my left started twisting it between his fingers.
I wanted to try to do something for him but all I could do was wrap my arms around his shoulders and pull him closer to me. I was overwhelmed with pleasure as Paul worked my tits as well as my pussy. I leaned my head down next to his and began to kiss and suck on his neck in between the little yips of pleasure that escaped me whenever his finger drove deep up inside of me. Those little yips rapidly became louder and faster as my brothers thumb picked up speed and started pressing harder into my clit. I felt my breath catch as I began to feel the first warm sensation of an orgasm building up inside me. I moaned and started grinding my hips even harder in anticipation of what I already knew would be the hardest climax I'd ever had.
Paul must have sensed me getting close as he started squeezing my nipple harder between his fingers while his mouth sucked more forcefully on my other one.
"Ohhhh, ohhh Paul..." I whimpered in his ear.
I could feel my thighs starting to tremble and my pussy was so wet I could hear my brother's finger sliding in and out. I was so close! I crushed Paul even tighter into my chest, a continuous whimper escaping my lips, as I could feel my body getting ready to convulse. Just as I was my body was poised on the edge, Paul suddenly pushed a second finger into my extremely tight pussy. I threw my head back and cried out. At first with a hint of pain, as his large fingers had me spread further than I'd ever been, but after that initial yelp the next sound that came from me was a long loud wail of pleasure. I had never screamed so loud but couldn't help myself as the strongest orgasm of my life crashed through me sending wave after wave of ecstasy flooding through my body.
As I continued to moan out my pleasure, my hips bucked wildly driving into Paul's still thrusting fingers and, at the height of the orgasm, I heard my brother moan around my tit as my pussy convulsed causing a flood of my juices to squirt out around his fingers. After one last spasm went through my pleasure wracked pussy, I let out a long shuddering moan and slumped into Paul and panted into his ear;
"Goddamn I came hard."
I groaned as with a wet sucking sound Paul removed his fingers from my pussy.
"Jesus I'll say you did."
At Paul's words I looked up to see that the hand he had brought up from my pussy was glistening with my cum, not just his fingers but along the edge of his hand as well.
"Damn Dawn." Paul whispered.
As I watched Paul looked at his hand and then slowly as if he were fighting it brought his hand to his face and smelled it.
"Oh." He said softly.
Then, to my delight, my brother opened his mouth and putting his fingers in sucked on them. His eyes rolled back and he sighed out;
"Oh this is so wrong,"
Before I could say anything he gave me a rueful smile and added;
"But damn do you taste good."
"Ooooh big brother," I cooed. "What a naughty thing to say to your sister." Then smiling wickedly at him I continued;
"But why just a taste when you can eat the whole thing?"
Paul returned the smile.
"I was just thinking the same thing." His smile turned a bit wicked as well as he sent a thrill through me by whispering. "Lie back on the couch."
Oh how good that sounded! Never mind how exciting it was to see Paul as into this as I was. Damn straight I wanted to let my loving brother lick my pussy and provide yet another first for me but fair is fair and right now...
"Not so fast big brother," I said as I got off his lap and stood in front of him. "I'm supposed to be giving you the gift remember?"
Paul looked at me as if he wasn't sure what to say but I think he got the point when I dropped to my knees between his legs and smiling up at him said;
"Take your shirt off."
Paul hesitated for a second; at this point I noticed his hesitations weren't lasting anywhere near as long as they had been, and straightening up on the couch he stripped his shirt off and tossed it aside.
"You are one sexy guy big brother." I told him as I ran my hands down his muscular chest and flat stomach.
I laughed as Paul put his head down and blushing said. "Thanks sis."
Giving Paul a playful push to get him to sit back on the couch I rose up on my knees and leaning forward spent some time kissing his neck before using soft kisses and playful flicks of my tongue to begin a teasingly slow journey down his chest and stomach. My brothers breathing was picking up as he knew damn well where I was heading and what I was going to do when I got there. I'd be lying if I said my own breathing wasn't a bit heavy as well. The thought of what I was about to do, coupled with the fact that I had never done it before, had me nervous as well as excited.
I looked up at Paul who had the same type of look on his face. He was probably still thinking how bad this was but knew damn well that he wanted his sister to suck his cock. Making sure he was watching I stuck my tongue out and teasingly started to swirl it around his nipple. Paul moaned softy and I could feel his heart pounding beneath my hand. I smiled at him and then began to trail my tongue straight down his stomach to his shorts. Reaching up I grabbed the sides of them and pulled gently. This time there was no hesitation at all on my brother's part. Paul immediately lifted his hips and grabbing his boxers along with his shorts I pulled them down to the floor and then gasped at my first look at my brother's hard cock.
Obviously all I had to go by, except for that hand job I had given Tom, was dirty movies but, from what I had seen, my brother's cock looked pretty damn big. My heart pounding in my chest, I reached out and, slowly wrapping my right hand around it, gave it a squeeze. Paul's hips twitched and he let out a moan. I moaned as well at the site of the sticky fluid that had begun to ooze from the tip of his cock. I could feel his cock throbbing in my hand and bending my head down to it I gave the tip a soft kiss. Paul moaned again and as I moved my head I licked my lips tasting him.
Looking up at him I took his cock and started rubbing it along the side of my face. I could feel my face getting wet from him and it was causing my already drenched pussy to start flowing again. Paul's eyes were locked to mine and I could see that a look of anticipation had replaced the nervous expression he'd had before. Taking my time as he had done for me and, also building up my nerve, I shifted his cock to the other side of my face and after getting that cheek all nice and sticky I brought Paul's cock back to my lips. Taking a deep breath I opened my mouth and slowly brought it down over the head of his cock and closing my mouth swirled my tongue around it as if it were a lollipop.
It must have felt good because Paul's hips jumped again pushing him a little further into my mouth, but also causing him to let out such a sexy little whimper that I immediately opened wider and let my mouth go further, past his head, and down his shaft. I closed my eyes and moaned around Paul's cock as I could feel him dripping down my throat. As I slowly started to bob my head up and down I kept my tongue pressed against his shaft and began moving my hand up and down as well so that I was stroking my brother as well as sucking on him. At that last thought I had the sudden urge to giggle thinking how many things were wrong with what had just gone through my mind.
Apparently Paul didn't feel as if I was doing anything wrong as he was moaning and groaning every time my mouth slid up and down his cock. Getting braver I started going a little faster and also going deeper now taking more than half his length with each downward motion. My hair fell into my face and I brushed it aside. A few seconds later it was back again, but this time, before I could grab it I felt my brother's hand in my hair pulling it to the side and then wrapping his hand into it held it there. I looked up at him and he whispered nervously;
"Can I?"
Removing his cock from my mouth I smiled and said;
"You can whatever you want to me big brother. I'm all yours."
Whatever Paul was going to say was cut off by a loud moan as I immediately went back to sucking his cock again. This time I started going even faster and deeper. Once again my eyes were closed and I could hear myself making moaning noises in my throat as I couldn't believe how good having him in my mouth felt. The noise Paul was making was turning me on even more as I knew he was enjoying it and that I was pleasing him. Hoping he would like it I reached up with my free hand and started gently kneading his balls. Paul twitched again and it was as I was taking him in and I almost gagged as his cock all but buried itself down my throat. I'd just opened my mouth a little wider and at that moment realized that I had almost every inch of him down my throat.
Going slowly, I opened wider and, pushing down, found my lips touching the base of his shaft. Paul moaned in approval and I felt my pussy flowing even more at the thought that I was deepthroating him. I shook my head back and forth slightly and was rewarded with a gasp from Paul as I also started swirling my tongue back and forth across his shaft. Now, using just my thumb and forefinger around his base, I began sucking him in and out as rapidly as I dared. I didn't go all the way down as I didn't think it would be to sexy to gag but was going at least two thirds of the way down at this point.
Paul's fingers clenched in my hair pulling it a little but I found myself moaning as he did it. I felt his other hand rest itself on the back of my head and begin guiding my mouth up and down. I opened my eyes and looked up to see Paul staring intently at me totally captivated by the sight of his sister blowing him. I also could feel his leg start to shake against my shoulder and noticed that he was beginning to sweat. I felt a wave of excitement go through me at the thought that I was going to make him cum soon.
Spurred on by how well I was doing, I went faster and started jerking him harder as well. Paul was groaning and his hips were lifting off the couch pushing his cock even deeper into my mouth. I was too caught up to worry about it going to deep and started sucking harder and faster. Both Paul's legs were shaking at this point and his hand was pulling on my hair even harder. Turned on, I went for it, and in one smooth motion buried my brother's cock in my throat and at the same time went from gently kneading his balls to lightly running my long fingernails across them. With a cry almost as loud as mine Paul's hips thrust up pushing himself even further into my mouth. I felt his balls convulse in my hand and his cock explode in my mouth.



The feeling of my brother's hot sticky cum shooting down my throat caught me off guard and I jerked my head back in surprise pulling his cock from my mouth. I had kept jerking however and as soon as the tip of his cock cleared my lips another spurt came out. This one hit me directly on the lips and chin. Paul's hips were thrusting and, his hands had clenched, pulling my hair hard enough to hurt but I was too caught up in stroking his hard thick cock and having his hot cum spray across my face. I kept jerking and Paul kept cumming I had been turning my face side to side reveling in the feeling of my brothers cum splatter on my cheek and drip down. ` The thrusting of Paul's hips was subsiding and his moans turning to soft little whimpers. Taking that to mean he was almost done I opened my mouth hand taking his cock back into it and giving him a few more pumps felt the last of his squirt into my now ready mouth. I swallowed every drop and found myself enjoying the salty taste of my brother. I slid my head back until I was holding just the tip in my mouth and giving it a good hard suck was rewarded with a couple of more drops. At that Paul let out a long sig and slumped back into the couch, his eyes closed, gasping for breath.
I licked around my lips and getting cum on my tongue brought it back into my mouth and sighed softly at how good it tasted. Sitting back on my knees I looked up and asked;
"Did you like that big brother?"
Paul smiled then opening his eye's said;
"Hell yeah! You couldn't...." he stopped his eyes widening and whispered;
"Oh my god."
"What?" I asked.
"You..." He swallowed hard. "You have cum all over your face."
"Hmmm that I do Paul." I reached up and wiping a little off my cheek and, as he had done, stuck my fingers in my mouth and sucked on them.
"Your cum big brother." I said smiling sweetly. Then pushing out my cum covered lips in a pout said;
"You like your present so far Paul?"
"Oh yeah."
"Well let me finish unwrapping it for you then."
Standing up I reached behind me, unzipped the skirt and, letting it fall to the floor, put my arms over my head and said;
"You like?"
"God your hot Dawn," Paul whispered.
I turned around letting him see my ass then sliding the thong down my hips bent over and worked it down my legs wiggling my ass as I did.
"Holy shit what an ass you have." Paul said from behind me.
"Oh you are a smooth talker there big brother." I said laughing as I turned back to face him.
We stood there for a minute taking in each other's naked bodies. Paul looked fantastic just as I knew he would his muscular thighs framing his nice big cock which at the moment was semi hard and glistening from my mouth. Speaking of cum I could still feel his dripping down my cheeks. Bending over I grabbed my shirt and after wiping my face off put it under my nose and inhaled deeply rolling my eyes at the strong musky scent of my brothers cum. Dropping it I took a deep breath and told him;
"Well big brother there's still something else I have to give you."
With another delightfully wicked smile Paul patted the couch.
"Come over here and lie on your back sis." He said softly.
I smiled and shook my head.
"Nope."
No?" Paul asked as he did an expression of nervousness stole back onto his face and he asked; "I didn't do...."
"Of course not!" I told him stepping up in between his legs and leaning over giving him a quick kiss on the lips.
"Then what.." He started but I silenced him with my finger to his lips again.
"Paul, "I began quietly looking him into the eye. "We can play out here later or another time. But for now big brother," I paused and reaching out took his hand.
"I want you to take me into your bedroom. It's my first time Paul," I smiled softly at him. "I want you to take me in your bed."
Paul's eyes widened as if he were just now realizing this was for real. I stepped back and pouting tugged on his arm and whispered in my little girl voice;
"Come one Paul come make your hot little sister a woman. Another little secret on are secret day." I pouted even more. "Please big brother? Please come take your present."
A smile spread across Paul's face and standing up he took me into his arms and gave me a long deep kiss. I moaned and ground myself against him. My tits pushing into his chest and I could feel my wet pussy rubbing against his thigh. Paul's strong hands were roaming my body, gabbing my ass, and running them up along my back and through my long curly hair. As we kissed I was struck by the thought that we were standing here, brother and sister, naked in the middle of the living room. What the hell would happen if mom and dad ever came in on this. Instead of scaring me I swear the thought of what we were doing was getting me hotter, then again, that could just be the feeling of Paul's cock pressing into my stomach that was making me that way.
Paul broke the kiss and started to step towards his bedroom. I reached down to take his hand but he shook his head and smiling suddenly bent down and swinging his arm up under my knees and while his other went around my shoulders he effortlessly lifted me into the air. After pausing to give me a kiss, Paul turned and carried me down the hallway towards his bedroom. I giggled like a little girl as he carried me and snuggled into his strong chest thinking how damn good it felt to be held by him.
Paul's bedroom door was open and carrying me into his room he gently laid me down in the middle of his big bed. Paul got on and rolled over so that he was lying between my legs propped up by his arms which were on either side of me. Paul looked down at me and suddenly I felt nervous realizing that this was it; that I was going to lose my virginity. Paul as always must have picked up on my thoughts as leaning down he kissed me softly and whispered;
"Don't worry Dawn we'll go nice and slow."
"O-okay." I said back feeling stupid for being the one that started this and now was the one scared.
Paul kissed my neck then said softly in my ear;
"How about we get you nice and relaxed first?"
Without waiting for my answer Paul began kissing and sucking gently on my neck as his hand found my right nipple. I let out a contented sigh as my brother's tongue traced its way down from my neck to my left nipple and began sucking on it. The sigh turned into a whimper as Paul's mouth left my tit and started trailing down my soft flat stomach as he crawled backwards down the bed to lie between my legs. I felt my breath catch as lying on his stomach Paul bent his head and blew lightly on my pussy.
"Ohhh yesss." I cooed as Paul's hand reached out and his fingers gently spread me open.
Paul looked up at me and once again I saw a look of naked desire on his face.
"Yeah Dawn?." He asked. "You want me to?"
"Oh yeah Paul," I answered already beginning to rock my hips in anticipation of his tongue. "Oh big brother please don't tease me please lick my pussy."
"Wow that sounds bad and good at the same time." Paul said then with a grin added. "More good though."
I started to answer but it turned into a squeal as Paul's tongue darted out and plunged straight into my soaking wet pussy. Paul held his tongue there for a moment before starting to rock his head back and forth. I groaned as much from the thought that my brother was tongue fucking me as I did from how incredible it felt. I reached down and started to run my fingers through Paul's hair as his tongue slowly slid from inside my pussy and began to slide up through my soft wet lips. I watched transfixed by the sight of my brother's face between my legs, his hands on my soft thighs, as his tongue was buried in my pussy.
I cried out as his tongue found my hard clit and after swirling around it a couple of times sucked it into his mouth.
"Ohhh big brother that feels sooo good I... ohh!" I groaned out as, while still sucking my clit, Paul slipped his finger inside of me.
I was so wet that it slid in much easier than the first time and felt amazing. As good as Paul looked between my legs, I let my head loll back as his finger started pumping in and out in the same rhythm that he was sucking my clit into his mouth. I lied there whimpering and gasping as Paul took his time, his mouth and finger teasing and playing, he had stopped sucking on my clit and was now slowly swirling his tongue around it. I didn't think it could be any better, but I was wrong as not only did Paul gently slide a second finger into my pussy, but reached up with his other hand to start playing with my right nipple. Bringing my left hand to my mouth I licked my fingers to wet them and began playing with my left nipple.
I started to breathe harder and faster, both my pussy and tits were being pleasured, and my hips began to rock up and down into Paul's tongue as I felt myself already getting close. Paul started licking slower and I let out a little whimper and ground my hips harder into his face telling him not to tease me. Paul listened, as he quickly sucked my swollen clit back into his mouth, and started sucking rapidly while his fingers pumped me faster and harder. I let out a sharp gasp then another as I felt the orgasm racing through my body. I squeezed my nipple harder and putting my hand over Paul's pushed his fingers with mine causing him to pinch that nipple harder as well. My back arched off the bed and, at that moment, Paul thrust his fingers deep up inside of me and sucking my clit back into his mouth swirled his tongue around it.
As I had in the living room I let my head go back, opened my mouth and let out a loud wail as another unbelievable orgasm tore through my body. I clutched Paul's hair holding him to my pussy as I started bucking my hips furiously grinding my wet pussy into my brother's still pumping fingers and flickering tongue.
"Ohhh yesss," I cried out. "Oh my god!!"
I pushed my back up even further off the bed as another wave of pleasure slammed through me then, with a sound between a moan and a whimper, fell back onto the bed gasping.
"Oh goddamn," I panted. "Oh Paul that was..." I trailed off unable to speak as I tried to catch my breath
Paul wasn't going to give me much of a chance to however; crawling up between my legs he once again positioned himself directly over me. I looked down between us to see his huge dick hard and ready, poised inches from my pussy. I swallowed hard and looked up into his eyes. Paul asked softly;
"Ready?"
I reached up and putting my arms around his neck pulled him down into a long kiss. I moaned as I tasted myself on his lips and pushed my tongue into his mouth. Paul returned the kiss then I pulled my lips from his, looked him in the eye and whispered;
"I love you Paul."
"I love you to Dawn." Paul answered softy then lowering himself down on top of me slid his cock into my virgin pussy.
I gasped and let out a little yelp as the head of his cock pushed into me and I felt myself stretch further than I had from his fingers. I whimpered in Paul's ear as he eased further in and I could feel him pushing against something. I wrapped my legs around his waist and dug my nails into his shoulders as he went even further and it was hurting. Paul paused then pulling his hips back suddenly gave me a hard thrust.
"Oh ow! Oh..."
I yelped as I felt something give way and Paul's cock plunge deep up inside of me. I let out a loud whimper as I felt myself stretching around him and groaned at the sensation of being totally and completely...full.
"Sorry." Paul whispered in my ear then as I let out another little whimper his lips found mine and as he stayed where he was unmoving in my pussy we shared a long soft kiss. I could feel my pussy getting accustomed to him and breaking the kiss said softly in his ear;
"Oh go ahead Paul just easy, of please go easy."
Paul sighed in my ear as he slowly began to work his cock out of my tight little pussy. I moaned again but this time it was a pleasured one as my pussy opened more and his slow strokes no longer hurt but began to feel good.
"Oh damn you feel good Dawn." Paul whispered in my ear as he started pulling more of himself out with each slow pump sliding in and out easier each time.
I wrapped my arms around him as tightly as I could, bringing our bodies as close as possible, as my brother gently made love to me. Paul was breathing heavy in my ear and I could feel by how tense his body was that this was probably teasing him and he wanted to go faster. I was afraid it would start hurting again if he did, but I so wanted Paul to want this again, show him that I would be willing to let him have anything he wanted. I let him give me another couple of slow pumps, and then looking up at him asked;
"Have you thought about this Paul?"
"Oh yes." He said softly then we both moaned as he slid his big cock in all the way inside again.
"Yeah?" I gasped out. "You thought about fucking me? Like this?"
"I thought about...." Paul hesitated then after letting out another soft groan as he buried himself in my pussy finished; "All kinds of things."
That sent a shiver through me and I thrust my hip up into his cock shoving him deeper into me than he had before. I let out a little yelp but it felt damn good. Paul had been thinking of me as much as I had about him! Looking up at him I whispered;
"Show me."
Paul shoved himself down into my thrusting pussy once more and this time I moaned louder. Paul said;
"It's your first time Dawn let's just..."
I pulled him down into me, grinding my hips into his and making him moan in my ear, told him;
"I told Paul this is your gift big brother I am all yours tonight and every night, anything you want Paul! I want you to enjoy me in every way so whatever you want."
Paul pulled himself up to look at me and licking his lips asked;
"Really your..."
"Just take me Paul I'm yours! Treat me the way you would any other girl. Don't be.... Ohhh!"
I cried out in surprise as Paul had sat back on his knees sliding his cock from inside of me. Before I could say anything he had grabbed my ankles and lifting my legs straight up into the air and spreading them wide drove his cock hard into my pussy.
'Oh fuck!!" I cried out at the jolt of mixed pain and pleasure that went through my body.
Paul stopped and looked like he was worried so I looked him in the eye and said;
"Go ahead Paul if you want to really fuck me go ahead take it however you need big brother! Take me however you've dreamed about!"
Paul gave me an evil little grin, and pulling back paused, then suddenly lunging forward slammed his cock back into me but this time there was no hesitation he immediately drew it out and thrust forward again. I cried out again and reaching back grabbed onto the head board and squeezed it as my brother began to fuck the shit out of me. I let my head go back into the pillow as I began to let out a series of sharp yelps each time his huge prick drove itself into my extremely tight little pussy. It hurt but I found myself not caring as I looked up to see a look of what was now all out lust on my brothers face as he continued to assault my tender pussy. Somewhere in the back of my mind I found myself wondering if this was how Paul had fucked Sheila and Cindy.
That thought and all others left my mind, as Paul pulled himself out of me, and reaching down, grabbed my hips. I let out a startled yelp as with a wrench of his strong arms Paul unceremoniously flipped me over onto my stomach. Still holding my hips Paul pulled me back and up. Knowing what he wanted, I slid my knees up under me so that my ass was in the air and my head was in the pillow. I whimpered as Paul took his cock and started rubbing it up and down the length of my dripping pussy. On the last stroke Paul pushed it into me about half way then drove it all the way in hard.
'Oh shit Paul!" I yelped as he felt so deep I thought he was going to come out of my mouth.
Paul held himself still then began working his cock in and out slowly as he had when we'd started. After several long slow pumps I started getting used to him like this and began to rock my hips back and forth into his cock telling him that it was okay now. Paul grabbed my hips and began to go faster but not harder. I opened my mouth and started moaning continuously into the pillow as I couldn't believe how good getting fucked like this felt. Paul was breathing hard behind me and I could feel his hands squeezing my hips tighter. I knew this was teasing him again and figuring that he couldn't last much longer turned my head and said simply;
"Fuck me Paul, you know you want to."
With that I put my face back into the pillow and braced myself. Even knowing it was coming didn't stop the loud squeal that escaped my lips as Paul not only started driving himself into me fast and hard but, was holding my hips so tightly, that I couldn't even move forward. I stopped yelping and bit into the pillow so that Paul wouldn't think he had to stop. My brother was thrusting into me so hard that our flesh was making loud slapping sounds every time he drilled his cock into my now very sore little pussy. Paul's hands shifted from my hips to my shoulder blades and, leaning his weight onto me, he started driving down into me even harder and penetrating even deeper. I opened my mouth and screamed out;
"Oh Paul!! Oh shit oh cum for me please Paul! Oh big brother I can't I...."
I stopped as after one more savage pump I heard Paul let out a loud cry of his own. A moment later, any pain was forgotten, as I felt the pure pleasure of my brother's cock explode into my pussy. Paul started pumping me much slower and each thrust was ending with another squirt of hot cum painting the inside of my hot already dripping pussy. Paul whimpered softly and leaning forward lied down on top of me. I smiled as I heard his heavy breathing in my ear and could feel his heart pounding against my back.
We remained that way for a couple of minutes as we each caught our breath. Paul let out a long sigh and rolled over onto his back. I rolled over as well and sliding over to him leaned down and gave him a kiss.
'Wow!" I said shaking my head. "You must have really been thinking of me."
"Ummm yeah guess so." Paul said still breathing heavy.
"Who'd have thought my sweet shy brother could be an animal." I said laughing.
"I... yeah." Paul said and now looked edgy again.
Chalking it up to just being caught off guard himself I let it go. We had just had one hell of a night and I didn't want him to get his mind racing again. Reaching down I grabbed the sheet and, after pulling it up to our waists, stretched out on my side and after draping my leg over his and my arm across his waist. We lied there in silence for a couple of minutes and as we did I was overwhelmed by how right it felt lying in his arms as if this were the place I was truly meant to be. I then kissed his cheek which still smelled like my pussy and said softly;
"Happy anniversary big brother."
"Happy anniversary Dawn." Paul answered quietly.
"Did you like your present Paul?" I asked kissing his cheek again.
"Yeah I... of course I did ummm couldn't you tell."
"Yeah, now that you mention it." I replied wincing at how sore my pussy was.
"Maybe a little too much." Paul said so quietly it was as if he had said it to himself.
"What's that mean?" I asked starting to get worried about what he was thinking.
"Nothing sis." Paul said. Then after letting out a heavy sigh added; "I feel bad about how that just happened."
"What?" I asked feeling myself begin to get upset. "You...you didn't want me?" I could already feel tears beginning to build.
"Of course I wanted you sis." Paul said as he squeezed me tighter to him.
"Then why didn't you like it?"
"Dawn I loved it!" Paul said kissing my forehead. "It's just I feel bad. I mean it was your first time I should have been a lot sweeter to you."



I felt a surge of relief flow through me! Paul was only upset because he thought he was too rough on me! Oh how I loved my sweet big brother.
"Paul just you saying that tells me how sweet you are!" I told him. "And you were very sweet big brother! You were being very good with me I told you to go ahead and have fun."
"I know." Paul agreed. "But still I should have held back first time. It's just that..." he hesitated then lowering his voice to a whisper added: "I have been thinking of you for months Dawn, it's why I broke up with Cindy I kept being with her and seeing you."
"You too?" I asked excitedly. "That's why I broke up with Tom." I laughed. "I guess twins really do feel the same way all the time!"
"I guess." Paul said smiling and I could tell me mentioning I felt the same way made him feel better. "But still I should have gone..."
"Paul?" I propped myself up to look him in the eye. "Listen to me. I loved it. I loved satisfying you. I want you to know you can do anything you want to me. Just like any other girl."
I leaned forward and after kissing him softly on the lips whispered in his ear;
"Big brother your little sister is all yours. Heart soul, and..." I giggled. "Tight little pussy, it's all for you Paul."
Paul looked at me and I could see tears of joy in his eyes. I could feel my own eyes fill up as well. Paul pushed me gently onto my back and started kissing me deeply and passionately. I returned the kiss eagerly then moaned as Paul's hand found my pussy underneath the covers. As he rolled over onto his side I could feel his once again hard cock pressing into my thigh. Paul broke the kiss and rolled over so that he was between my legs and smiling down at me whispered;
"How about I go nice and easy this time." He looked at me with those beautiful eyes and added; "How about this time you lie back and let you big brother love his little sister?"
"Oh that sounds so good Paul." I told him.
"I love you Dawn." Paul said as he lowered himself down between my thighs.
"And I love you Paul." I said softly as I wrapped my arms around his broad shoulders and pulled his body down to mine. "Happy Anniversary."
I closed my eyes and let out a contented moan as my brother's hard flesh gently slid into my soft wet pussy. Paul started moving slowly and gently allowing me to enjoy every bit of him. I felt a smile creep across my face at the thought that at this time next year we would be celebrating not one, but two, very special anniversaries.
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I was standing outside of Mitch's desperately trying to talk the police into breaking down the door and go upstairs where I knew my brother was trying to kill Max Thompson. I, of course, had told them the opposite; that I had called Mark and he was scared because Max was at his house and looking for him. The older of the two cops patiently explained to me that even though the truck next to my brother's car belonged to Max, it didn't mean anything. No one was answering the bell or the phone, and they had no cause other than my story, to break down a door. I started to try again when the younger cop had smirked and said that, according to what he found running my name, I wasn't exactly a reliable source. The older cop started to tell him to knock it off when he was cut off by a long muffled howl coming from the window over us. As the three of us stood looking around it came again and even louder.
"What the fuck is that a dog?" The young cop asked.
"That's a person." The older cop whispered.
With no further hesitation he took three steps and, slamming his shoulder into the old door, forced it open. He continued into the hallway with me and the younger cop right behind him. No sooner had we started up the stairs, then another long inhuman scream echoed through the hallway. The scream had frozen all three of us where we stood and I felt my stomach clench as, somewhere in that long animal like howl, I recognized my brother's voice. The howl was followed by a few seconds of silence then the hallway was shattered by an ear splitting shriek of agony that sent a chill through me.
"Jesus Christ!"
The older cop exclaimed and immediately ran up the stairs and down the hall way towards the door to my brother's apartment. The younger cop told me to get behind him and followed after. I brought up the rear my legs feeling as if they were sinking in mud and I could barely move. Another shriek echoed through the hallway followed by another. The older cop pounded once on Mark's door and when the only response was a heart stopping wail of pure anguish followed by what sounded like sobbing, through his shoulder against the door. The door held and I could hear my brother screaming. I whimpered out loud when I heard the words.
"Are... you... still...making... noise?!?!"
There was a pause between each word followed by a sickening sound of flesh on flesh. The cop stepped back from the door and lashed out with his foot kicking it just under the doorknob. The door exploded inward and the cop stepped into the doorway and stopped. Even from several feet away I saw the color drain from his face and he whispered;
"Oh my god."
Shaking his head as if snapping himself out of a trance he stepped into the apartment and I heard him call my brother's name and tell him to stop. The younger cop joined him in the doorway and I quickly followed standing behind him and looking over his shoulder into Mark's apartment. The first thing I saw was Max Thompson or what was left of him sprawled on the floor against the couch. He was covered with blood and I could see with the crystal clarity that one experiences in states of shock that his leg was snapped down backwards. His other leg was kicking rapidly and I realized he was twitching. Mark was standing over him with a silver platter in his hand ready to swing it down into Max's skull. In an instant I knew it had been my brother's plan all along; Max had all but killed my brother like that 7 years ago and Mark was going to return the favor. The cop yelled again and Mark turned around to face us.
I stepped back and brought my hands to my mouth in order not to scream. My brother was as blood soaked as Max and when he turned I could see that his left eye was shut and that entire side of his face was badly swollen. Mark's right eye however was blazing and in an instant I knew that after all these years he had finally lost it. Mark's eye was so dark it appeared black and his mouth was twisted into a vicious snarl that made him look more like a rabid animal than a human. As I stared Mark's lip curled up and I saw that even his teeth were bloodstained.
I wanted to call his name but couldn't get my mouth to open. My legs were shaking and the room was spinning. The first thought that was running through my mind was to turn and run. Get back into the car, drive to South Providence and find a place to get a hit, forget about what I had just seen. At that moment the cop told Mark to get on his knees, after Mark cocked his head as if listening to something only he could hear, he dropped the plate, and stepping over Max, turned to face us. The younger cop stepped forward, reaching for his nightstick, and Mark smiled. The sight was hideous as only one side of his mouth was working and, even that side began to ooze blood, as his lip curled up. Mark then brought his left hand around and held it in front of him. I heard a whimper escape me as I could see even from where I was that his hand was broken, bent halfway around his wrist, his fingers facing away from him. Mark's right hand however came up and, as I watched horrified, he used it to wave the cop on.
In an instant I knew that this would be the end of my brother. My lie might help him if he calmed down, but now, Mark was ready to fight until they could put him down. Once again the urge to run hit me. I couldn't help here. Mark was the strong one not me. I began to turn away, unable to watch the sight of the cop swing at my brother. As I started to turn one thought suddenly slammed into my head; my brother would never leave me. Spinning around I called Mark's name as loudly as I could.
The effect on my brother was instant. His head swiveled to face me and his hand lowered. I watched as his head cocked again. The older of the two cops told his partner to back off and give me a minute. My stomach twisting, and my legs threatening to give out at any moment, I walked up to Mark and slowly raised my hands to his face. Mark's lip curled again and he took a step back. I swore I heard him growling in his throat. I put my hands on his shoulders and whispered to him that it was over and I was there to help him. Mark stared at me with that one hideous blazing eye then suddenly leaned into my arms. I winced at the feel of the sticky blood he was soaked in, but slowly went to my knees, taking him with me. I had just felt a surge of relief flood through me when I heard the young cop yell out that Max had stopped breathing. At that moment Mark's eye suddenly went blank and he whispered softly;
"I'm going away now."
I jerked awake, my heart pounding in my chest, and my breath coming in sharp gasps. Next to me Mark, who was lying on his stomach with his face turned towards me, slowly opened his eyes and, sounding more asleep than awake, whispered;
"You okay Meg?"
I took a deep breath, to make sure my voice would be steady and said quietly;
"I'm fine little brother, just thought I heard something." I kissed his cheek then added; "You know how it is."
Mark nodded slowly but didn't speak adding to my feeling that he wasn't really awake. Normally Mark, like myself, and many other abused children who had suffered through "night attacks" was a hair trigger sleeper and instantly alert the second his eyes opened. My brother appeared far from alert at the moment and once again I found myself wincing at how red his eyes were. Cigarettes, alcohol, and insomnia between the two of us we could own stock in Visine over the years.
"Bad dream?" Mark asked hoarsely
"No, just woke up." I said then kissed him lightly on the lips and said softly. "Let's go back to sleep baby."
Mark smiled at that and, after closing his eyes, made that adorable little cooing sound in his throat that I'm sure no one would ever believe could come from him. I lightly ran my hand across his back several times making sure he would drift back off then, reaching across his back, put my arm around his shoulder and hugged him tight. That nightmare had been a recurring one for me for years but I couldn't remember the last time I'd had it. Continuing to squeeze him to me I thought that I had almost lost my brother that day. Had I not been able to stop him, had he fought with the police it would have been jail or a mental institution for sure. As it was Mark did end up in Butler hospital for several days before he started speaking again.
That had been a nightmarish time in both of our lives. Mark's sanity was hanging by a thread and his entire future was in jeopardy and the only thing holding him together was his sister who was walking a very thin line herself. Between being unable to sleep, my body desperately craving coke and booze, and the overwhelming feeling of guilt brought on by the fact that it had been my stealing from my brother that had led him to meet Max in the first place I was in as bad a shape as my brother. Had Alex Warner not let both Mark and I stay at his place, and away from the press, and the detective who was cock sure, and of course completely correct, that Mark had set Max up, we would have never pulled through. Warner, I thought, as I lied there still rubbing Mark's back. That's probably what had brought the dream on. I had been reading and thinking about the Winthrop trial on the way over to Mark's place and Warner had been a huge part of that mess.
I still found myself shaking my head over the fact that fifteen years of friendship had been ruined over what, in the end, turned out to be pure stubborn ego. Warner had been more than a friend he had been Mark's mentor and big brother. Taking him under his wing and teaching my brother, everything from how to dress, and conduct himself around wealthy professionals, to how to score with women who were older and professional and not into the bad boy routine. Alex had also taught Mark the ins and outs of 'the game" as he always called it. The Game included who to befriend, how to keep your enemies closer than your friends, and ultimately how to destroy them. In the end, at least in this instance the student had mastered his teacher, as Mark had walked away victorious. Well at the time anyway. Something told me that it hadn't ended there and Warner, who could hold a grudge as well as Mark could, was sitting somewhere watching and waiting for Mark to give him an opening. Like being caught in a relationship with his sister I thought then quickly shoving that to the side thought about Warner.
I myself haven't seen Alex since a couple of years ago when I had come to town to visit and Mark had to work late one night. Warner had been in town on business and we had gone out to dinner. Alex had been beside himself with how good I looked and how successful I was becoming. It had been a great dinner and nice to sit with a man who years ago had seen me as little more than a drug addled tramp or at best an object of pity, and to now feel like his equal. Of course to prove that something's never change dinner ended with Alex inviting me back to his hotel suite to really get "reacquainted" as he put it. I had given him a huge smile and staring into his gorgeous features and electric blue eyes had agreed. Warner's face had lit up like it was Christmas morning until I handed him my cell phone. I then winked and told him what I had many times in the past; that if he wanted me, he could have me, but he had to tell Mark first. Prove he wasn't the type to sleep with his best friend's sister behind his back.
Warner had rolled his eyes and said forget it. I shrugged and told him he'd had his chance a long time ago and had chosen not to take it. Warner shook his head and said that he could have never taken advantage of me like that. At that moment, I leaned over and kissing him on the cheek thanked him yet again for everything he had done for Mark back then. Warner's response was to blush, which had gotten a laugh out of me, then to say seriously, something that he had told my brother many times in the past; that you didn't have to be blood to be family. So much for family now I thought.
Speaking of my brother I noticed he was out like a light again which, was surprising considering he had already been awake for awhile earlier, and like me, at that point, usually couldn't fall back to sleep. Then again I hadn't killed over half a bottle of Jack Daniels. Shifting my thoughts away from Warner, and the nightmare, I had to smile at the fact that there were very few men out there that could drink that much, get woken up a few hours later, and be able to fuck the way my brother had. The bad boy attorney at his finest I thought to myself.
On that note I couldn't help but feel a sense of satisfaction. Since the Winthrop trial, Mark had become the most feared attorney in the state, and had even gained some national notoriety. Add that to his partying, womanizing persona, as well as his now exposed dark affiliations, Mark had quite the reputation. Today however the infamous bad boy attorney had folded completely into me, giving in to his one weakness, the one comfort he always sought, the arms of his big sister. Not only that, but although things hadn't started well, at the end not only had we both gotten what we needed, but Mark seemed content afterwards not even trying to talk about more, just simply enjoying my company. At that I had to admit that he seemed more relaxed than me. Then again, I unlike my brother could no longer seek the sweet oblivion of alcohol. Leaving that thought alone I turned my attention to my sleeping brother.
At the moment Mark was lying on his stomach, and I was on my side with my right leg draped over his and my arm around his lower back. I laid my head back on his warm shoulder and closed my eyes thinking how amazing this felt. Not just amazing but also just plain sexy, I could feel my nipple pressed into my brother's side and could feel the heat of my pussy against his well muscled thigh. I felt my body beginning to get worked up but wanted Mark to rest. Instead I just went back to the thought of how incredible it felt to be lying like this with my brother and wondering what it would be like to be able to have this every morning.
During our close to two decades as lovers, the longest stretch Mark and I had ever spent together were those few weeks after Krissy had broke up with him. That had lasted until that first night at Mitch's when I realized that we couldn't be for all the time. I'd had reasons and they were good ones; Mark couldn't have achieved all he had with his drunk and soon to be coke addicted sister at his hip. What about now however? The offer was there what would be my reasons not to have this now?
I lifted my head and propping myself up on my elbow began lightly rubbing Mark's back again. My brother was so out of it at this point that I wasn't even getting the little moans that he would usually make in his sleep. Looking to stop my mind from racing I looked down at Mark's amazing body and let my eyes wander across his back. Due to the fact that he spent well over a thousand dollars every couple of years to recolor them, the tattoos were extremely bright. Looking closely at the Baphomet on his back I could just make out quite a few long thin white scars that went across my brother's skin. These scars were the result of a lifetime of violent sex. The shorter thinner ones were from the tips of a whip the longer thicker ones were finger nails. As I lightly traced one with my own finger I was sure that many of them were from this nasty girl herself. Over the years my brother had been with countless women ranging from barely legal pets to models and recently a CEO. Now after all our years of chasing others and 'conjugal' visits with each other, Mark had said not an hour ago that he wanted his big sister to be all his.
All his. I had to say the thought of just Mark was an extremely pleasant one. I rolled onto my back and looking at our reflection couldn't help but admire how incredible we looked together; my long thin ivory skinned body stretched out alongside Mark's deeply tanned well muscled form. I closed my eyes and envisioned falling asleep together every night and waking up every morning in each other's arms. I remembered those amazing mornings when we were young and still living with mom and dad. My eyes opened as I also recalled the sneaking and the close calls and the lies. We would be living an even bigger lie now and a more dangerous one. The Winthrop trial had reminded me of just the kind of people my brother had fucked with and who would be dying for a payback.
It was obvious I wasn't going to fall back to sleep and carefully getting up, I grabbed Mark's red robe off of the hook on his door, and wrapping it around me quietly left the bedroom. As I left I noticed that it was after eleven. I couldn't remember a day that my brother hadn't gone to work this late. I walked back into the parlor and picking up my cell saw that Royce had called and had left a message. I put the phone to my ear and listened as I grabbed the cigarettes from my purse and lit one.
"Hey there next big thing you need to give me a call as soon as you can."
Shaking my head I dropped the phone into the pocket of the robe. I was already coming back three days early and anything Royce needed could keep for now. Knowing him he was going to tell me Walsh's favorite color and to make sure I wore it, or to warn me about Walsh being a bit of a dog. Well that was not going to be an option, first off, it was well known in certain circles that Walsh enjoyed cocaine so I would not be hanging with him, just working for him. As for any type of sex, on the day I left rehab I swore that I would never use my body for anything but pleasure. This girl would never whore herself again, even for someone like Walsh, I was doing just fine on my own.
I decided to go back into Mark's office to snoop around as I had been wondering about the picture I had seen in the garbage. As I walked down the corridor, I once again enjoyed the feeling of the carpet under my feet, as well as the cool silk of Mark's robe wrapped around me. In addition to the soft material it smelled pleasantly of Mark's Wings cologne. I found myself wondering what it would be like living with my brother, little things like coffee in the morning, who would cook. I thought back to the night in Chicago the way we were lying there watching TV curled up as happy as content as could be.



As I entered Mark's office that image was replaced by another one; Laura and I curled up the same way and whispering our love for each other. A couple of years before her, Ben making me breakfast every morning, and telling me how much he loved that I had moved in with him. Before that there was Tommy talking about moving from the condo and buying the nice house in the suburban neighborhood that I had always wanted. Where were they now? Tommy married with two beautiful little girls; that he could have never had with me, Ben last I heard was engaged, and I'm sure Laura would not spend a long time alone. On my brother's side of things last Mark had heard, Samantha had just moved in with a junior partner she had been dating and who had already given her a ring. My brother had also just brought up Krissy; three kids and a great career. Others fell for us, were broken by us, and then went on to be happy while my brother and I continued to play sick twisted games with ourselves and others. Was it because we were the only ones right for each other? Or would it mean we would just turn into each others next causality. There was no doubt my brother loved me, but was he in love, and if so how long before I would grow cold like I had with so many others?
Did either my brother or I even know what real love was? On the surface the two of us had it all. Mark was gorgeous, successful, making a ton of money and at this point was the best in the state. After six years sober I was now right up there with him, on the verge of signing a six figure deal that would more than put me on the map. Despite ten years of hardcore abuse I was fortunate enough to have maintained my own beauty. We were the people others looked at and automatically hated; the pretty people so to speak. At the end of the day however those haters had no idea what my brother and I had been through and still dealt with. There were points that I would trade my looks, and new found success to be that average looking slightly boring woman who had the devoted husband, nice little house and who could look back on years of a happy marriage rather than a past scarred by abuse and addiction.
Shaking off those thoughts, I walked over to the box and, reaching in, gingerly pulled the framed photo from the box. Taking a minute to shake it so all the loose glass would fall out I brought it over to the desk and, once I had sat down in the chair, turned it over to look at it. The picture was a family photo and at first I wasn't quite sure why Mark would throw it away until I saw that Alex Warner was in it. The photo had been taken in the back yard at the folk's. In the picture Mom and dad were sitting at the picnic table and I was standing between Mark and Warner my arms around both of them.
Mark and Alex were wearing tank tops and, I had to say, that I couldn't have been standing between two better looking guys. Mark of course was downright beautiful and honestly Warner was not far behind. Slightly shorter than Mark, Warner, who had been a golden gloves boxer in college, and who like my brother worked out for hours every day, was powerfully built with wide shoulders, a broad heavily muscled chest, and biceps so large he could barely scratch his own shoulder. Warner's body was only part of what made him attractive. Alex brother, was gorgeous with thick black hair, and perfect features, that unlike Mark's, were more rugged than pretty, and the most startling pair of electric blue eyes I had ever see. Even in the picture you could see the color all but leaping out at you. Looking at the expressions on our faces I couldn't help but smile. Mom and dad had their arms around each other and were smiling happily and Warner had that pretty smile that he could conjure up at will. As for Mark and I, the picture had caught me in the middle of laughing, and Mark had his head turned slightly towards me with a scowl on his face. Just before the picture had been snapped Warner had hugged me closer to him and had casually said;
"So Megan, this is as good a time as any to tell everyone about us."
The comment hadn't been what had made me laugh, as god only knew Warner hit on me constantly. What had made me laugh was the instant look from my brother. Mark and I both knew jealousy was an ugly emotion, but Warner got to my brother, and knew it. Personally I got a kick out of it because, besides me, Alex was the only person who was ever able to crack the aura of indifference Mark showed to everyone else. At that point in time, even before he had helped Mark out of the Max situation, Warner really had been like a member of the family. Coming over every week for the big Sunday dinners that mom always made. Warner had lost his mother at the age of eleven and his father was a workaholic, which had left Alex basically being raised by nannies. Because of that Alex loved hanging around with us and mom was more than happy to treat him as one of her own.
Ancient history now I thought as I had no doubt their friendship was over for good. Despite the fact that Mark and I shared the same beliefs Mark took the "Lex Talionis" mantra far more seriously than I did. This was probably due to the fact that, as part of my recovery, I had sought forgiveness from others and was happy to get it from those that mattered most. My brother, with the exception of his sister who had done more than her fair share to hurt him, forgave no one. It didn't matter what had happened between them as Mark always said 'what was done was done'. Warner could show up on his knees now, or ten years from now, and my brother would never forgive him.
Looking again at the picture I thought that, although Alex should have never thrown it in his face, Mark really did owe a lot to him. My brother could have never gotten away with attacking Max had it not been for Warner and his attorney. I sighed as I recalled that Warner initially wasn't going to help but, for one of the few times in my life up till that point, I had been worried about someone other than myself and had been able to convince him. Warner had been out of town the weekend Mark had beaten Max. Knowing already that my brother was in deeper shit than any lawyer the state could provide, or my father could afford would be capable of handling, I immediately called Warner while he was still in New York.
I told Alex what had really happened between Mark and Max as I realized that he would have to know the truth in order to come up with something. Alex immediately told me he would come home the next day and give him some time to make calls. Warner had called me two days later and asked me to come see him at his office. I went there nervous as hell and not just from stress, drug cravings, and lack of sleep, but because Warner and I didn't get along the best. Alex always felt I was a weak willed waste of time who was dragging my brother down, and I always thought he was a spoiled rotten silver spooned poser. I was wearing a sexy blue sundress, because I knew that whatever Alex thought of me he also thought I was hot and had propositioned me many times. I figured maybe if I looked good it would help with him listening to me.
I walked into his office and could see by the look on his face that this was not going to be easy. Warner looked nervous which was not like him. I was right, as once I had sat down, Alex had told me that he had somehow gotten to see the police reports. Alex said that after he read them he managed to get into ICU and get a look at Max. Alex had looked away and then told me that he couldn't help my brother, that anyone capable of doing that to another person needed to be kept right where he was; locked up. Before I could say anything Warner said he felt terrible for Mark, whom he had also somehow managed to get to see. I could see in his eyes that Alex wasn't lying. He did feel pity for my brother but insisted that if Mark were that disturbed then he was probably best off where he was. As I started to cry Alex took my hand across the desk and said he could get his lawyer to push the state towards temporary insanity over attempted murder so that Mark would stay in an institution rather than prison.
I had been on the verge of losing it but, somehow holding it together, I told Alex that it wasn't fair. That Max had taken my brother's childhood from him and now was going to take his future. Alex shook his head and said that no one had made Mark do what he had done. Max had not gone after him. I tried to explain to Alex that once Mark had seen Max that there was no other way it could have ended. Before he could speak I asked him if Mark had ever told him what he went through as a child. Alex said no, Mark never talked about it. I had already known that because I knew my brother never wanted anyone to know because he never wanted pity. I then proceeded to tell Warner every horror story Mark had ever told me. The beatings, not being allowed to speak, the times he was locked in the closet. Even how Max had told Mark that his sister was dead.
As I spoke I could see Warner wavering. He kept shaking his head, not telling me no, but more out of disbelief. I kept going; right up to Max putting Mark in a coma, and that he had a steel plate in his head. I pushed past that, talking about how Mark spent over two years in group homes and how he was unwanted because he had issues and wouldn't talk. Told him how the other kids picked on him; that he had been had jumped and beaten several times. I took it to the present, of how Mark still woke up screaming from nightmares, and was afraid of the dark from being locked in the closet. I finished by saying that Mark had overcome all of it and was going to be a fantastic lawyer with a great future. He deserved better than this and that animal had gotten everything he had deserved from my brother.
As I had spoken I was reminded of that night three years ago that I had begged my father to not throw Mark out when he thought he had caught us fucking in the hotel. Just as I had told dad, I now told Alex, that if Mark was taken from me he would never be okay. I was the only one who could help him. By this time Warner had his head down and I could all but hear the wheels spinning. After a long pause Warner sighed and said he still wasn't sure if he should. Now I started flat out begging, saying that I would give him anything, even try to pay him somehow.
Alex looked at me and said there was nothing he needed that he couldn't get himself. I stood up, walked over to his side of the desk, and standing in front of him, spun his chair to the side so that he was facing me. Before he could react I reached up and sliding the straps off of my shoulders let my dress drop to the floor. I was wearing an extremely skimpy light blue lace bra and a matching thong. Alex's eyes widened as he looked me up and down. Leaning over I put my hands on his shoulders and as I pushed him back into his chair whispered the word 'anything' into his ear. Warner looked me in the eye as I pulled my face from his neck, and without looking away I leaned forward and, after playfully flicking my tongue across his lips, dropped to my knees in front of him.
Still not breaking eye contact I reached around and started to unhook my bra. I was just starting to slide it off when Warner stood up in front of me. Taking what I thought was my cue; I left the bra alone and started reaching for his zipper. Warner reached down and, grabbing my shoulders, hauled me to my feet as if I were weightless. As soon as I was standing Warner had quickly bent down and, grabbing my dress from my feet, slid it back up over my shoulders. Taking this as the final rejection, I threw my arms around his neck, and resorted to pure old fashioned balling. Moaning in his ear that my brother would never leave me and I had to help him. I had gotten to the point of all out hysterics, when Alex hugged me and whispered in my ear that he would help.
I jerked suddenly as I felt the chair begin to tip over. I had been nodding off and, if not for my hand catching the desk, would have spilled out onto the floor.
"Smooth Megan." I whispered as I took a deep breath and waited for my heart to stop pounding.
Righting myself in the chair I decided to sit there and see if I would doze again. Right now I would take rest anywhere I could get it. Knowing how the insomnia game worked, I knew that if I closed my eyes and tried, sleep would elude me. However, if I let my mind wander, I might be able to slip into a doze as I had just done. Leaning back in the chair, and putting my feet up on the desk, I pulled Mark's robe tighter around me and resting my chin on my chest let my thoughts drift back to that time. After Alex agreed to help, I managed to get Mark to start talking, and within a week he was out of Butler. By then we also had found out from the hospital that Max was going to live. Knowing now, that the next step was to work together, along with Warner's attorney, to get Mark's story right Alex had let Mark and I stay with him for the two weeks until the hearing. As always, when I started to remember things that my mind had shut down, more and more began to come back to me and I recalled that while he had been helping us Alex, thanks to my stupidity as usual, had come dangerously close to finding out Mark and I's dirty secret. 1992 I woke up gasping for breath and my heart pounding. Sitting up, I looked around wildly, trying to get my bearings. For a moment I couldn't place where I was and, tossing the sweat soaked sheet from me, started to get out of the bed. I had to check and see if the door was locked. If it wasn't Frank might come in and, if he did, and I was asleep, then he would pin me down like he always did and ...
"No!" I said out loud.
Coming fully awake I sat back onto the bed and, putting my head down between my legs, took several deep breaths before sitting up and leaning back against the headboard. Looking around I remembered I was in one of the spare bedrooms in Alex Warner's huge luxury apartment located in downtown Providence. Taking one more deep breath, I held it and forcing myself to exhale slowly, tried to relax. Well relax as much as I could these days. Leaning forward, I peeled off the pink nightshirt I was wearing, and winced at the large sweat stains on it. It wasn't that warm in the house, but between the nightmare and the fact that for the last week I had been desperately craving cocaine or a drink I'd had both the sweats and the shakes.
Reaching over to the nightstand, I picked up the pack of cigarettes and fumbled one out. My hands were shaking so badly that it took three tries to light it. Tossing the bic on bed, I leaned back, and took a deep drag, gratefully inhaling the nicotine into my lungs. I realized that the pillow, like my nightgown and sheet, was soaked with sweat. Grunting in disgust I stood up and, wearing just a pair of black panties, went and sat in the small chair at the bureau. As I sat I looked at my reflection and winced. My eyes were so red that you could barely see any white around my crystal blue eyes and there were large dark circles underneath them. My complexion, which was fair to begin with, looked out right pasty and my normally beautiful soft full lips were dry and had several small cuts on them where I kept nervously chewing on them.
I rubbed at my eyes with the heel of my hands in a vain effort to stop them from stinging and let out a long frustrated sigh. I desperately needed to sleep and not just for myself but for Mark. Alex and his attorney, a man named Murdock, were trying to work with Mark on how he was going to get out of this mess but, he was in a fragile state, and things were not going well at all. Between being physically exhausted, mentally drained, and on heavy pain medication Mark was sleeping close to twelve hours a day and barely conscious the rest of the time. In addition to the broken hand, Mark had suffered a broken nose, two cracked ribs, and a fractured left eye socket. Mark also didn't seem as if he were quite there all the time either. Sometimes in mid conversation he would lapse into that "going away" state and so far I was the only one who could get him out of it.
Right now the only way it was working was me sitting next to Mark on the couch while Murdock and Alex asked my brother question after question and then told him how to answer. My job at this point, was to pretty much keep Mark focused, which wasn't easy as I was barely holding myself together. I did however, manage to stay calm whenever I was in front of Mark and, keeping my arm around him, or holding his hand and talking softly to him, could get him to respond. A couple of times when we were alone on the couch Mark had said quietly that he was to tired and didn't care anymore, that maybe he should be locked up like our father.
Whenever Mark spoke like that I would let myself start to fall apart in front of him. I would start to cry and the shakes would come on. I would tell Mark how much his sister needed him to be okay and he would snap out of it and hold me for awhile. I felt like a bitch playing him like that but I needed him to want to fight. As that last thought had gone through my head I realized that was also part of why the two of us were so bad off; we needed each other and not just emotionally. What we needed was to be together, naked, seeking the comfort of each other's bodies.
I wasn't the only one who felt that way. I could tell by the way Mark looked longingly at me when Alex wasn't around that he needed his big sister, to feel the heat of her body and fall asleep in her arms. The problem with this was that, unlike the folk's house, our bedrooms here were at opposite ends of the apartment. In order to for me to get to Mark's room I had to cut through the living room. That really wouldn't be much of a problem if Alex Warner ever slept. I used to think Mark and I were bad, but I swear Alex either didn't sleep at all, or just never in his room. The first couple of nights I didn't even try. Mark was barely conscious and any moment I was awake was spent with Warner and Murdock giving them as much history as I could about Mark and Max.
After that I tried a few times to slip out of my room, and into Mark's, but Warner was always awake; either watching television or on the phone. I would usually peek into the room and sneak back but, a couple of nights ago, Alex saw me so I simply said I couldn't sleep and sat watching a movie with him figuring I would outlast him. To my chagrin, Warner was as much of a night owl as I was, and when he did get tired, simply fell asleep on the couch less than ten feet from the room Mark was staying in. The next morning Alex had told me that unless he had a woman over, he usually would just fall asleep in front of the tv. Normally Alex would have several women over during the course of a week but, with Mark being here, and everything going on he wasn't bothering
Making my plight even worse was that Alex was working from home and was in the middle of negotiating a deal with a supplier in Japan. This meant two am conference calls that lasted for hours. Alex had an office but, for whatever reason, would still sit in the parlor. The last three nights he would be there, feet up, smoking a cigar, while watching sports center with the sound off, and talking about spending hundreds of thousands of dollars on electronics. So far the only thing I had done was go into Mark's room for a few minutes to check on him then come right back out. Last night I was so desperate, I had thought about trying to just wake Mark up and quietly have sex. I decided against it, not only because Warner was only watching television and might wonder if something was wrong, but also I needed more than the sex and so did Mark. We needed to spend the night or at least part of it together, asleep in each other's arms.
Looking up again at my haggard appearance I decided that I couldn't wait any longer. Today had been an exceptionally bad day. Mark seemed slower than usual, with more of those weird pauses before answering, and he was beginning to disagree with Murdock, citing obscure loopholes that Murdock said would never work. Mark at one point even asked Murdock where he had bought his degree. Mark fogged out again right after that, and Murdock had asked Alex where Mark was in law school because he knew lawyers who had been practicing for twenty years who had never heard of the things Mark was coming up with. When Mark had 'come back' he would not answer Murdock directly but, only respond to me, or occasionally Alex. Murdock had gotten up and told Alex that this was not going to work. That Mark was not only guilty, but was obviously not right in the head, and he shouldn't even be bothering in the first place, his reputation was on the line.



Alex had calmly looked at him then, leaning back in his chair, puffed on a cigar while appearing lost in thought. A minute later he told Murdock that was fine, he would just find another lawyer and, while he was at it, the new lawyer may as well handle all of his business. As Murdock stared at him Alex had smirked and said that his 'reputation' had been built by Warner's family and could be taken away just as easily. Murdock had left in a huff and I started to get upset but Alex had laughed and said not to worry he would be back. Warner then turned serious and told me that Murdock did have a point; that Mark needed to get his shit together. I would not be able to answer for him at a hearing and the judge would toss him in the looney bin.
I started to argue that wasn't true, but holding his hand up to me, Alex looked at Mark and asked him how he was doing. My brother didn't respond and, getting up and going over to him, Alex looked him in the eye and told him he was a weak piece of shit. Once again no response. Then to my surprise Alex suddenly swung at my brother; his fist heading straight for Mark's face. Before I could even cry out, there was a slapping sound as, without looking in that direction, Mark's hand had come up and caught Alex's fist in his palm. Alex had pulled his hand away and Mark slowly turned to him and, as if just seeing him, asked why he was in his face. Alex shook his head and, coming over to me, leaned over and told me that I had one day maybe two tops to get Mark with the program or the best they would be able to do would be time in an institution. Although Alex had whispered so softly I had barely heard him, Mark spoke from the couch saying in Latin;
"I wonder if they'll put me in the same room as dad."
Alex asked what Mark had said and I told him it was nothing that made any sense. Alex had sighed and as he walked by my brother stopped, and leaning over, put his arm around his shoulders and said;
"Come on Mark your family needs you to be okay." He paused, and then his voice sounding as if it were going to break added; "I need you to be okay little brother."
That moment had touched me, as Warner like Mark, never showed any form of emotion to the world at large, but also scared me as, for the first time since he had said he would help, I could see Alex's confidence wavering. Alex had every right to worry; my brother was not right and right now I could only think of one thing that could make him that way; the loving touch of his big sister. We had both always said that the only time we felt right was when we were together so tonight we would be together. It was taking a risk, as Alex had a strange turn of mind, and we didn't need to get his attention focused on us. Well, I thought standing up, it was worth the risk. Mark's door did have a lock and, if I had to, I would just tell Alex I had slept in the chair in Mark's room because he was having a hard time sleeping. For three years now Mark and I had hid in plain sight; covered by the fact that no one would ever suspect we were lovers. I mean we were brother and sister after all.
Putting on my robe, and leaving my room, I walked quietly down the carpeted hallway and saw that, as usual, the living room was lit by the television. It was midnight however, and hopefully Alex would be sleeping on the couch. I had just entered the room and felt like crying in frustration when I saw Warner leaning forward in the chair tapping out a cigarette. I stopped where I was debating what to do when Alex stood up, and stretching, turned and saw me. He asked if I was coming out to watch tv and, before I could answer, made my night by telling me he was tired, and his back was killing him, so he was going to go to bed. I nodded and walking over sat in one of the recliners next to the couch. Alex handed me the remote and after looking at me with a concerned look on his face told me that I should be taking the sleeping pills that Mark's doctor had left for me. I told him that I was fine, that I'd been through bouts like this before and would sleep eventually. Alex shrugged then, as he had with my brother, leaned over and, putting his arm around me, told me that today was just a bad day and everything would get better. I kissed his cheek and told him that I knew it would. Much better, and very soon, I added to myself as I watched Alex walk down the hallway and disappear into his bedroom.
It took what little will power I had left to stay sitting in the chair for a few minutes making sure Warner wasn't going to come right back out. Finally, taking a deep breath, I put the remote down, leaving the tv on, and quickly walked over to the room Mark was staying in. I turned the doorknob slowly then, taking a quick look down the hallway, opened the door and upon entering immediately closed it and thumbed the button on the doorknob locking it. I rested my head briefly against the door as a sense of relief flooded through my body then turned and walked over to the bed that Mark was lying in.
Like the room I was staying in Mark's was small and neatly furnished with a double bed, a small desk, a bureau and a couple of night stands. The desk lamp was lit in the corner so Mark wouldn't be in the dark. As I approached the bed I undid the robe and, letting it fall to the floor, gently climbed onto the bed wearing just the black panties. Mark was lying on his stomach with his head turned away from me. Although he was sleeping, I could tell by his shallow rapid breaths, that it wasn't a deep sleep. Certainly not the kind of sleep he would get with his sister next to him. Reaching out, I lightly caressed his back then, leaning over, I whispered in his ear;
"Hey little brother."
As I had leaned over, my nipple rubbed against his side, and I felt a thrill go through my body, and straight through to my pussy. Damn I needed him. Mark jerked up, spinning up onto his side so quickly I almost fell off the bed.
"It's okay Mark!" I said softly putting my hands up.
Mark looked at me and I winced at how bad he still looked. The fight had been a little over a week ago, and Mark's left eye had just started to open. That eye was completely red, not just from lack of sleep, but from the broken blood vessels he had suffered from getting hit there. The entire left side of my brother's face was still bruised and swollen and he had stitches inside his upper lip from having it split against his teeth. At this point, because of the stitches, and the swelling, Mark looked as if he was permanently sneering, and he still couldn't speak right. Regardless of that, I yearned to lean forward and kiss those lips, but wanted to give Mark a minute to get himself together.
"Damn sis," Mark said softly. "Sorry I... ow!"
Mark exclaimed as he reached up to rub his head and, forgetting about the cast, whacked himself in the face.
"Easy Mark." I said then sliding over to him reached out and caressed his right cheek.
Mark's right eye was also blackened from having his nose broken but at least it looked normal.
"What are you doing in here sis?" Mark asked softly. "Alex..."
"Is sleeping in his room." I finished for him.
As I said that Mark looked at me and seemed to just notice that I was topless. I smiled as his eyes locked onto my hard pink nipples and I let my own eyes drop to his crotch. Mark was wearing a pair of white shorts that looked incredible against his well tanned skin and I could already see the material tightening around his cock. I looked back up at him and, putting my hands on my tits, whispered;
"You miss these little brother?"
Mark looked longingly at me then, turning his head, whispered;
"Can't Meg, Alex might get back up he..."
"Listen Mark," I said sliding close enough to him to put my arm around his shoulders.
Once again my hard nipple grazed his flesh and I heard him take a deep breath as he felt it.
"Alex isn't going to know I'm here. He gets up at six and works out in the spare room. I'm going to stay here until five and slip back into my room."
"But..."
"Mark even if he finds out I was in here I'll just say I was checking on you," I gave him a kiss on the cheek and frowned as he pulled away slightly.
"Don't you want me little brother?"
With that I got up on my knees on the bed and wrapping both arms around his shoulders tried to pull him into a kiss.
"Don't sis," Mark whispered, turning his head. "I can't I..." He trailed off looking away from me.
"Why not?" I asked. "You didn't get hurt down there did..."
Mark cut me off by saying quietly;
"You... you don't have to try to be with me because you feel bad sis its okay."
"What the hell are you talking about? I want to be with you because we need each other little brother I don't..."
"Meg look at me." Mark said. "I... I'm a fucking mess." He shook his head. "I... its okay sis. If you want to lie down with me I'd love it but we..."
"Hey." I said cutting him off. "Mark look at me."
Mark kept his head turned and, reaching out, I grabbed his chin, turning his head to face me.
"You Mark, will always be beautiful to me know matter what." I whispered and leaning in, kissed him softly on the lips.
Mark started to pull away but I put my hand behind his head and, holding him close to me, said;
"Come here my beautiful little brother. Let your big sister give you what you need." I kissed him again, a little harder, and Mark let out a soft whimper in his throat.
"Make you all better."
As I said this, I dropped my hand into his lap, and let out a groan of my own, as I could feel his huge cock, hard and throbbing, in his shorts.
"Oh you are just fine down there aren't you baby?" I asked.
"Meg..."
"Oh, you are nice and hard for your big sister."
"I... you don't care?" Mark asked. I looked at him and gave him a sad smile.
"In case you haven't noticed little brother, your big sister isn't looking so hot these days either." Before he could say anything I gave his cock a squeeze and added;
"But you don't seem to mind do you?"
"It's different I'm..." He paused then looking at me eye whispered; "I'm scared Megan."
I pulled him close to me and said in his ear;
"It's going to be okay Mark. It really will be. I promised you when you came to live with us, that no one would ever hurt you again, and I meant it. I got Alex to help Mark, and he can do this, but I need you to want to Mark I need you to do better, to be better."
I pushed away enough so he could look at me and continued;
"I know your scared Mark but I also know that you're the strongest person I know. You need to show me that."
Mark shook his head.
"I'm tired Meg, and maybe Murdock's right. I'm just like our father sis I..."
"Don't you dare talk like that!" I snapped.
Being soft wasn't working. I needed to get through to him, get him to want to fight. Closing my eyes I told myself to think; to find something that would make my brother not want to quit. I could seduce him easily right now, and the sex would calm him down, but wouldn't be enough to snap him out of his funk. When I opened my eyes I looked over Mark's shoulder, at our reflection in the mirror over the bureau. I felt my heart beat faster as I stared at the huge Baphomet tattoo on Mark's back and the words over it;
"Lex Talionis."
"Mark, listen to me. You quit that bastard wins. You want Max to win Mark?"
"I..." Mark shrugged then once again cocked his head then said;
"I failed Meg I didn't kill him. I... deserve to rot."
"Bullshit Mark." I told him staring him in the eye. "You only lose if you let yourself get put away."
"No. I was supposed to kill him Megan and I..."
"I stopped you Mark." I told him. Taking a deep breath, I forced myself to continue;
"I stopped you because if you killed Max you would go to jail. Yes Max would have died, but you would have suffered more. A lifetime in prison or a hospital and, every day knowing the future you could have had." I shook my head. "But by leaving him alive you'll win Mark. All you have to do is beat this."
Mark got that far away look in his eye and I almost sobbed thinking I'd lost him. Should have just gone for the sex I thought, take what we needed then... Just then Mark looked at me and asked;
"How does it make me the winner?"
Sensing a chance, I gave him what I hoped was an evil smile, and told him;
"You hurt him Mark, you hurt him bad."
Mark looked as if he were going to speak but I put my finger to his lips and pressed on, trying to put as much intensity into my exhausted voice as I could.
"Think about it Mark. Think about what you did to him. The people at the hospital told Alex that Max had pissed himself he was so scared of you."
I felt a thrill go through me as I saw the corner of Mark's lip begin to curl up in a twisted smile.
"What does Lex Talionis mean little brother?" Reaching out I grabbed his chin roughly, enough to make him wince, but knew that the pain was irrelevant. I was starting to get through to him. "Tell me Mark what does it mean?"
"An eye for an eye." Mark said and another thrill flowed through me, as his voice sounded stronger than it had in days, and his eye was boring into mine, that intense look coming back into it.
"That's right." I nodded in agreement. "Now think Mark; what has Max done to you? Besides beat you? He haunted you, didn't he? Nightmares, flashbacks, hell you were afraid to talk because of him. Shit Mark you're still afraid of the dark." I nodded as if agreeing with myself then, tapping Mark on the chest, continued.
"If you killed him Mark it would have been quick; some pain then he'd be gone." I smiled coldly. "But this way little brother? Oh this way that bastard is going to suffer. The doctors already said he's never going to walk right again and, even with surgery he'll be scarred for life. You broke six bones in his face alone Mark."
"Yes."
The smile he gave me was hideous yet, at the same time, I couldn't remember one that had meant more to me.
"Oh and the best part little brother?" I grinned wickedly and, leaning in, began to speak into his ear using a seductive tone as if I were talking dirty to him;
"He's going to dream about you Mark. Every night for the rest of his life that mother fucker is going to dream of your face. Nightmare after nightmare, waking up screaming your name! Pissing his pants over just the thought of you; living in terror that any day you might come back and finish him."
"I'll haunt him." Mark breathed out and like me it sounded sexual.
"Oh you will Mark. How poetic is that little brother? He will suffer worse than you ever did Mark. Because you were strong enough to survive, because he couldn't kill you, and you came back for him little brother, and death would have been a mercy. This will make him wish he were dead."
I pulled away and looked at Mark expectantly. After another pause and odd cock of his head, Mark nodded and said;
"That's perfect! He'll..."
"Win if you don't stop feeling bad for yourself Mark." I interrupted. "Everything I said means nothing if you let yourself get put away. Max may suffer, but so will you, and then he gets to be a victim."
"No," Mark shook his head. "He can't win! He needs to be the only one suffering."
"Then fight Mark!" I snapped at him and, grabbing his shoulders, looked him in the eye and said;
"I stopped you from killing him Mark. I lied to the cops to give you a chance. I got Alex and he got his lawyer. The rest is up to you Mark; your destiny is in your hands."
I leaned away from him and gave him the last of what I had;
"You're the best of the best Mark. You're beautiful, you're strong, and you're intelligent. You're going to have everything you want in life aren't you?"
"Oh yes."
"That's right Mark you're going to have it all and you know why?"
"Because..." Mark started but I beat him to it.
"Because my beautiful little brother takes what he wants doesn't he?"
"Oh yes." Mark whispered and, as he did his eyes left my face to find, and linger, on my small well shaped tits.
As I looked at Mark, I felt my heart beat faster and my breath pick up. I was as excited to see him looking like himself, as I was knowing that in minutes, my beautiful little brother was going to be exactly where he belonged, in his sister's arms as well as her hot needy little pussy.
"And what does my little brother want to take right now?" I asked softly and, raising my hands, once again presented my tits to him. "Is it his sexy big sister?"
Mark's answer was to lean forward and, with a desperate sounding moan that made my pussy flow, fasten his mouth onto my left nipple.
"Oh yeah baby," I cooed, running my nails through his thick black hair. "Come take what you need, it's all yours Mark, your big sister's pussy, your favorite pussy is right here."
I let out a sigh of contentment as Mark wrapped his arm around my waist and pulled me tightly to him. Sliding his lips across my sweaty flesh, Mark sucked my right nipple into his mouth, and I arched my back, shoving it hard against his lips. Mark's breath hissed between his teeth and he pulled his face back. I looked down to see him lick his upper lip. I had forgotten about the stitches in his mouth. Not wanting him to be self-conscious I pulled his face up to mine and gently kissed him. Once again Mark let out a whimper that told me how much he had missed, and needed, his sister's touch.
Wrapping my arms around his shoulders, I pulled Mark into my embrace, as I continued to softly caress his lips with my tongue before sliding it gently into his mouth. Mark put his arms around me and...
We both cried out as Mark's cast hit me in the back of the head causing my lips to smash into his. Mark pulled away and instantly turned his head away in embarrassment.
"I...I'm sorry Megan I... I told you forget it I..."
I had paused while he was talking, to lick my lips and try to decide if the blood I tasted was from his mouth or mine. Sucking on the inside of my lip told me it was mine. Leaning over, and putting my arm around his shoulder, I said;
"Hey Mark's it's okay baby."
Mark looked at me and, as I leaned in to kiss his cheek, I caught a glimpse of the two of us in the mirror. I winced at the thought that we were far from beautiful at the moment. Mark looked like, well like he had taken a hell of a beaten, and I looked like the strung out mess that I was. But that didn't matter right now. I had meant what I said; my brother would never be anything less than beautiful to me. God only knows he had always made me feel that way no matter how bad off I had been over the last couple of years. On that note, I lifted Mark's face to mine, and after giving him a very soft kiss, whispered;
"How about you just lie back Mark and let your loving big sister take good care of you."
Before he could respond, I pushed him lightly on the shoulder as I kissed him again. Mark didn't resist as I leaned in and, using my body against his, eased him onto his back on the bed. I sat back and, after working my skimpy black panties over my hips, laid on my back and, lifting my legs straight up, worked my panties up to me knees. I waited a minute so Mark would get a good look at my wet pink pussy peeking out at him from between my creamy thighs, then bending my knees, slipped the panties off.
Sitting back up, I smiled at the look of absolute desire on Mark's face, as indeed his eyes were glued between my legs. Opening my legs I reached down and, using two fingers, slowly slid them through my soft wet lips spreading them open.
"Ohhh Megan." Mark whispered;
The lust in his voice, coupled with the feeling of my fingers caressing my pussy, caused me to moan softly and, lightly teasing my clit, I said;
"Oh how I love it when you moan my name little brother."
Mark went to sit back up, but I quickly put my left foot up on his chest, holding him there.



"Stay right there baby," I told him. "I told you you're... ohhhh."
I let out a long groan as, grabbing my ankle, Mark lifted my foot up and begun to suck on my toes. I watched with my pussy all but gushing as he worked them into his mouth one at a time and slowly swirled his soft tongue around them. As good as it felt however, I really did want him to lie back and let his big sister be good to him. Pulling my foot from his mouth, I pushed it against his shoulder. Taking his cue, Mark lied back, but kept his eyes locked onto my pussy. I gave myself a couple of more long strokes with my fingers that sent a shiver through my body. Sitting up onto my hands and knees I crawled over next to Mark.
Smiling down at him, I bent my head, and gave him a long kiss. As I gently slid my lips across his, being careful to stay more towards his right side, I swung my leg over his hips and sliding my face down, nuzzled into him and began to kiss the soft flesh of his neck. Mark moaned and started to bring his left arm up again. Catching his arm just above the cast, I gently pushed his hand back down onto the bed, and said softly in his ear;
"Let me baby, just leave it all up to me."
Placing my mouth back on his neck I started sucking gently, enough to please, but not hard enough to leave any marks, Mark let out a long sigh and I felt him relax underneath of me.
"Yeah baby that's it."
I kissed his neck then, letting my weight go, I started slowly sliding down his body, kissing and licking his chest as I did. I moaned in my throat at the feeling of my nipples sliding down my brother's chest as my tits pressed into the hard muscles of his body. Mark winced slightly as I slid down his stomach, my arm brushing against his sore ribs, but then moaned as I moved past his waist and, now straddling his thigh, my wet pussy rubbed along his leg. Speaking of wet, I could practically feel myself dripping, as my lips began kissing my brother's flat stomach, and I could feel his huge cock pressing into me. Reaching his crotch I placed my mouth over the bulge in his shorts and teasingly slid my mouth up and down the length of his cock.
Propping myself up on my elbows I unsnapped his shorts then, leaning forward, looked him in the eyes as, using my teeth, I slowly pulled his zipper down. Mark wasn't wearing any underwear and, as soon as his shorts were open his huge hard cock sprang out almost hitting me in the face.
"Ooooh someone is very happy to see his big sister isn't he?" I asked, as I made a show of licking my lips.
Mark's response turned into a groan as, grabbing his cock in my right hand, I gave it a squeeze causing his precum to begin to drip from the tip of his cock down his shaft. Still looking him in the eye, I licked the length of his shaft all the way to the sensitive head and, after tonguing the tip, pulled my head back taking a trail of his sticky fluid with me.
"Ohh goddamn your face looks good next to my cock sis."
"Awww little brother," I said using, my best little girl voice, as his sticky fluid dripped down my chin. "You say the sweetest things."
Taking his cock, I turned my face to the side and, giving it another squeeze, rubbed it all over my cheek. My pussy began to drip onto my brother's thigh, and my nipples were so hard they were beginning to ache. I repeated the move with my other cheek so that my face was completely glazed with my brother's sticky precum. Looking up, and giving him a little girl pout, I whispered;
"Stic-ky!"
Unable to resist any longer, I opened my mouth and, lowering my head, took just the tip into my mouth and gave a good hard suck. Mark groaned, and his hips twitched, as I sucked again and was rewarded with a nice squirt from the tip of his cock. Opening wider, I sucked my brother's cock about half way down and, while holding it in my mouth, used my hands to start tugging at his shorts. Mark lifted his hips which, in addition to allowing me to get his shorts down also pushed his dripping prick further into his sister's eager mouth. I bobbed my head slowly up and down taking him further down each time until my lips were touching the very base of his cock. I slowly shook my head back and forth as my tongue swirled around his shaft causing Mark to moan loudly and start to slowly pump his cock in and out of my mouth.
"Hmm mmm" I groaned in encouragement as he continued to slowly fuck my mouth. I reached up and, gathering my hair in my hand, held it up. Taking his cue Mark reached down and grabbing my hair started using it to guide my mouth up and down on his cock. I moaned contentedly, loving the feeling of my mouth being completely stuffed with my brother's cock. I started to grind my hips back and forth against Mark's thigh and whimpered at how good his flesh felt on my swollen clit.
I slid my hand down between Mark's legs and started rubbing his balls. Mark's gasped as, while continuing to play with his balls, I wrapped my other hand around the base of his shaft and started jerking him off while blowing him. Mark's hand clenched my hair, pulling it, and causing me to squeal around his cock at the sudden pain. Mark started thrusting his hips harder and faster, and I could feel his thighs beginning to tremble. Knowing he was close I reached up and, grabbing his hand, pulled it from my hair and pushed it back. Letting go of his balls, I placed my palms flat on the bed and, pushing myself up so that I was directly over his cock, I slid my mouth all the way back up until just the tip was in my mouth.
Taking a deep breath I plunged my mouth down on his cock, taking him all the way down to the point my lower lip was touching his balls.
"Ohh damn ohhh sis that..."
Mark's words turned into a series of moans as, after a brief pause, I began bobbing my head up and down as fast and hard as I could. I was sucking all the way up to the head before taking his entire ten inch plus cock back down to his balls each time. Mark's thighs were shaking harder than before and his hips were twitching faster and faster. Leaning onto one hand, I brought the other back down between his legs and, very gently tickled my long nails across his balls. With a loud cry, one that made me worry it was so loud, Mark's cock exploded in my mouth sending an enormous spurt of hot cum straight down my throat. We both moaned as I continued to slam my head up and down his spurting cock. I was eagerly swallowing every drop of cum my brother could give me while continuing to grind my incredibly wet pussy into his leg. I needed to cum so bad I was beginning to whimper. Mark let out a whimper of his own as I sucked hard on the tip of his cock taking the last few drops he had to offer. Mark let out a long sigh and I felt his entire body relax as he slumped back into the bed. Removing his cock from my mouth, I gave it a loving kiss then, looking up at him asked;
"Awww little brother did you need that?"
"Oh hell yeah." Mark breathed out as he tried to catch his breath. He paused then added;
"My big sister is always what I need."
"Hmmm that's what I like to hear baby." I said as I gave his dripping cock another squeeze.
Mark moaned softly and, looking up at him, I pouted and, in my little girl voice, asked;
"Little brother? Would you help your big sister cum? She needs to cum soooo bad."
"Let me feel it."
As he spoke Mark reached down with his right hand. I slid further up his leg until his hand slid between my legs.
"Oh yessss." I groaned as my brother's fingers slid up into my sopping wet pussy.
"Goddamn you're fucking wet." Mark exclaimed.
"That's from sucking on your beautiful cock little brother. Blowing you always gets me... ohhhhh ohhh Mark right there!"
Mark's thumb had found my cli,t and started slowly rubbing it, as his fingers began pumping in and out. My pussy was so wet his fingers were making wet sucking sounds each time he pulled them out. I moaned and, letting myself lean forward, gave Mark a long lingering tongue filled kiss as I rocked my hips back and forth onto his talented fingers. Breaking the kiss I leaned further up and, shoving my right nipple into my brother's face, moaned as he eagerly sucked it into his mouth.
"Oh yeah little brother!" I panted. "Oh look at you taking good care of your sister's pussy! Oh you are ... awww."
I let out a whimper as Mark's fingers stopped moving, and he removed his thumb from my clit.
"Oh little brother! Please don't tease me I need to..."
Mark stopped me by bringing his fingers to my lips. I immediately sucked them into my mouth loving the way my pussy tasted off of them. As I did Mark smiled up at me and said;
"I want to taste it too sis." Wagging his tongue provocatively at me he added; "Turn around."
Oh yes! I thought as, not needing to be told twice, I quickly turned myself around, and slid my legs under his arms, until I was resting my weight on his chest and stomach with my pussy poised just over his face.
"Hmmm," Mark moaned as he lightly blew on my clit, causing a shudder to go through me. "There's my favorite pussy."
"Your first pussy." I said quietly, as I rested my head on his thigh, and playfully wiggled my ass in his face.
"My sister's pussy." Mark whispered then plunged his rigid tongue straight into my hot little box.
"Ohh fuck yeah!" I groaned out; as I started rocking back and forth, helping him tongue fuck me.
As Mark's tongue continued to probe my pussy, his hand slid between us and, catching my right nipple, began to roll it gently between his finger tips. I let out a long sigh of pleasure as Mark's tongue left my pussy and, after sliding up through my soft wet lips, found, and gently swirled around my swollen clit. I let my body relax onto my brother's and, let out another soft moan of pleasure as his tongue teased it's way around my clit, and his fingers began squeezing my nipple harder. I'd had my eyes closed and, when I opened them, saw that Mark's huge semi hard cock was lying on his thigh inches from my face. Keeping my hands on his thighs I slid my head over on his thigh and, opening my mouth, placed it over the head of his cock, and gently sucked it into my warm wet mouth.
Mark's hips twitched and he moaned into my pussy as, holding his cock in my mouth, I started swirling my tongue around it. My brother returned the favor; sucking my swollen clit into his mouth and playing his tongue across it. Moving forward, I took more of Mark's cock into my mouth. I whimpered softly as Mark slowly sucked on my clit while I enjoyed the sensation of his cock growing hard in my mouth. I angled my head off of Mark's leg to be able to take his now fully erect cock deeper into my throat. As I did, I once again caught our reflection in the mirror. I felt a surge of lust flow through my body and out of my pussy, at the sight of my brother and me lying there in a sixty nine. My fair, all but white skin, draped over his darkly tanned flesh, and his face buried in the curve of my ass. Even better than that was watching myself suck my brother's massive prick in and out of my mouth. Oh you nasty, nasty girl I thought.
I groaned around Mark's cock and began pushing back, shoving my pussy into my brother's face. Mark started sucking my clit faster and harder and I started squirming in his face even more and whimpering as I could feel myself getting ready to cum. Oh how good it was going to feel! I had needed this for days. Sensing me getting closer, Mark pushed his tongue hard against my clit swirling it in quick circles. I pushed myself even further back into his face, and bending my head, took my brother's huge dick deep down into my throat. Mark groaned into my pussy, and then sucked my clit hard into his mouth, while at the same time giving my nipple a hard pinch.
It turned out to be good timing that my mouth was full with my brother's cock. If not, the muffled squeal I let out around his hard flesh would have been an all out scream, that would have woke Alex up from three rooms away. I squealed again, and bucked my hips up and down in Mark's face, as the intense orgasm flowed through my body. My fingernails dug into Mark's thighs hard enough for him to grunt in pain but he still managed to keep his tongue on my pussy as I thrashed wildly in his face. Mark gave my nipple another savage twist and again I cried out around his huge cock. My body continued to convulse as several more incredible waves of pleasure crashed through me until, with a long whimper, I let my weight go and slumped across my brother's body.
I removed Mark's rock hard cock from my mouth and, resting my head on his thigh, gasped for breath. Holy shit! I had cum hard. I let out a surprised giggle then moaned as Mark flicked his tongue across my ass.
"Ohhh you naughty boy." I said softly. Then grabbing his cock added; "Oooooh is this all for your big sister?"
"Oh yeah," Mark whispered. "All yours sis, always."
Mark sounded out of breath as he spoke and, as I slid off of him preparing to stay on my knees and let him fuck the shit out of me doggy style, I turned to look back at him. I was expecting him to be getting up but saw he was still lying on his back and was breathing hard.
"You okay baby?" I asked sitting up onto my knees.
"Yeah," Mark answered in between breaths.
He propped himself up on his elbows, and I was just getting ready to drop back onto all fours, when he slumped back again, and whispered;
"Megan... I'm...." He trailed off looking at me in frustration and added; "I... I'm too tired."
Of course he was I thought to myself I should have thought of that. My brother was on heavy medication and, after not having done more than go from bed, to the couch, to the shower in the last week, he had just cum incredibly hard and gotten his needy big sister off. I was getting ready to just lie down beside him, and hold him and say it was okay we would just sleep, when I glanced down and saw his cock was still semi hard.
"Do you want to Mark?"
"I... I need you Megan," He said softly. "But I don't think I... ohhh damn!"
Mark gasped as I had bent my head to him and, once more taking his cock into my mouth, began sucking him hard again.
"Hmm mmm!" I moaned encouragingly.
Despite the fact that Mark was worn down, his big sister's mouth and tongue were very persuasive, and within seconds his cock began to swell and I groaned at the incredible turn on of feeling my mouth fill with my brother's hard flesh. Even as part of me thought I shouldn't push him; hearing Mark say he needed me was more than I could handle and I couldn't turn him down now could I? Of course the fact that my needy little pussy was aching for its favorite cock added to that sense of urgency. I removed Mark's cock from my mouth with a loud slurping sound and turned around quickly on the bed. Mark was trying to sit up again but I pushed him back into the pillows.
"Let me baby."
Crawling up on top of him, I straddled Mark's hips then, reaching behind me, guided his cock to the tip of my soaking wet pussy. Mark and I sighed in unison as I eased back and slowly took his long hard cock deep into my welcoming flesh. As soon as I started to slide back up Mark tried to lift his hips but I put my hands on his shoulders and, looking into his good eye, told him;
"Stay still little brother just enjoy."
Mark nodded then laid his head back on the pillow as I slid his cock almost all the way out before slowly descending onto it again. I started to rock back and forth a little quicker but making sure I went nice and easy. I had thought it would be a tease but instead I found myself enjoying the slow steady rhythm. I looked down to see Mark's eyes closed, and a look of bliss on his face, as I raised and lowered myself onto his long thick cock. As I watched, Mark's eyes opened and, giving me as much of a smile as he could, he reached up with his good arm. Mark's hand gently caressed the side of my face then sliding behind my neck pulled me down to him. Our lips met and I sighed into his mouth as our tongues played across each other. I started to slide back and forth a little further, loving the feeling of my erect nipples grazing his chest.
Mark pushed against my shoulder and I sat up a bit and whispered;
"Oh yeah little brother." As he took my right nipple on his mouth.
I picked up the pace a little more, and also started rocking from side to side, teasing each of my nipples across Mark's out stretched tongue.
"Yeah Mark? Is this what you need?" I paused to moan as Mark caught, and sucked, on the left nipple this time. "You need your sister's pussy? You need to fuck her?"
"I need my sister." Mark said softly once again reaching up and touching my face. "I... need her to..." He closed his eyes and finished so quietly I barely heard him. "I just need her to love me."
I felt myself melt as he said that and, lowering myself down, slid my arms beneath his, and hugged him tightly to me. Mark wrapped his good arm around my shoulders and I felt him gently lay his left arm across my waist and hug me back. I laid there for moment, unmoving, with my brother's cock buried to the hilt inside of me just holding him tight.
"I'll always love you little brother." I whispered in his ear.
Despite the fact we were in the middle of sex, I felt a surge of emotion go through me, as I realized how close I had come to losing him. By no means was my brother out of the woods yet but he would win now. I knew he would because he knew if he didn't we might never have this again. Turning my face to his I kissed him deeply and he returned the kiss with the same sense of urgency that I felt. I began to raise and lower my hips. Mark broke the kiss and moaned in my ear as I worked my pussy up and down on his cock. I nuzzled into his neck and, after kissing him, stayed there, loving the soft sighs Mark was making in my ear each time I lowered my pussy onto his cock.
Once again I was surprised the slow pace wasn't getting to me; normally by now the nasty girl in me would be bucking like a bronco and demanding that her little brother fuck the shit out of her. Right now however, I loved having my brother this close to me for this long. Mark had slid his legs over my calves and we were pressed so tightly together I could feel his heart beating against my chest. Mark had started moving his hips gently in rhythm with mine and the two of us were moving in perfect harmony. Comfortable lovers, each one enjoying every inch of the other's body.
I noticed Mark had begun to breath heavier in my ear and his hips were starting to thrust harder into my descending pussy. I raised myself a little higher and came down faster on his cock. Mark squeezed me tighter and gasped as, I kept his cock buried in my pussy, and wiggled my hips into him. I held him there for a moment then started bucking my hips quickly up and down his throbbing cock. Mark's body tensed up under me and he whispered;
"Oh yeah just like that Meg, oh please don't stop I ohhhh..."
I drove myself down on top of him and, squeezing my waist tightly, Mark thrust up into me and let out a long loud moan as his cock convulsed sending a long hot stream of cum deep inside of me. Mark started to try to push up but I leaned into him, holding him down, and grinding my hips down into his twitching cock. Each time I pushed down, I was rewarded with both another squirt of cum, and one of those desperate little whimpers Mark always made for his sister when he came for her. Mark stopped moving and, pushing him deep up inside me, I squeezed my pussy around his cock, milking the last couple of drops of cum out of his cock. and into my thirsty little pussy.
"Yeah baby," I whispered stroking his hair. "There you go give it all to me."
"Ohhhh Megan." Mark moaned in my ear.
I turned my head and, after kissing him, slid down enough to rest my head on his chest. I could hear Mark's heart beating in my ear and I found myself hugging him even tighter. We stayed like that for awhile; just holding each other and enjoying the closeness we had so desperately needed. I let out a contented sigh as Mark started running his fingers through my hair, and moaned softly at the feeling of my brother's cock growing soft within me. Mark's hand stopped moving and I could tell by his breathing he was asleep. I felt my own eyes growing heavy as, for the first time in two weeks, I felt completely relaxed and safe.



Forcing myself to get up, I rolled off of Mark who instantly woke up;
"You're not leaving are you?" He asked trying to sit up.
"Of course not." I said pushing him back down. "I'm going to set the alarm so I can slip out before Alex gets up."
"Oh okay." Mark whispered sounding as if he were already falling back to sleep.
I set the alarm, and then rolling over, saw that Mark was laying on his side waiting for me. I smiled and slid up into him so that my back was against his chest. Mark gently put his injured arm around me as I rested my head on his other arm. Mark squeezed me tight and said;
"I needed this sis I really did."
"I know you did little brother. Now let's get some sleep. Tomorrow you're going to start working with Murdock and get out of this. Promise me Mark." I reached out and squeezed his hand. "I... I've been straight since this started and I won't be able to stay that way without you."
I knew that was a bit of a dirty trick but knew it would work and, in all honestly I wasn't lying, if anything ever happened to my brother I wouldn't make it. I knew I wouldn't.
"I'll never leave you sis," Mark said kissing the top of my head. "Promise."
"Good night my beautiful little brother." I said quietly then smiled as my only answer was his deep steady breathing in my ear.
I closed my eyes and felt sleep coming for me as well. I could already feel that things would be okay. With Mark was back to normal. He would get himself out of this and everything would be fine. Mark's apartment was trashed and I found myself smiling at the thought that maybe he would go stay back with the folks for awhile and I would as well. The last image in my mind before I fell asleep was of those amazing mornings waking up together in my old bedroom when we were younger and just beginning to enjoy our forbidden passion.
I woke to the alarm and groaned; I had slept so well, and my brother felt so good next to me. I reached out, pulling away from Mark, and after hitting the alarm, couldn't resist leaning back into my brother's warm body. I stayed there for a few minutes, enjoying the comfort of Mark's embrace, and wishing I could stay here all day. Finally, afraid I would fall back to sleep, I carefully slid away from Mark and started to sit up. I let out a startled yelp, as Mark's hand caught me by my arm, and pulled me back into him.
"Where you going in such a hurry sis?" Mark asked in my ear.
"It's after five little brother." I began. "You go back to sleep I have to ..oh damn."
Mark had pushed his hips up against me and I could feel his hard cock pressing into my ass. I started to try to slide away, to roll over, but Mark's left arm encircled my waist holding my back up against his chest.
"Mark." I said trying to sound convincing. "I have to get going and you need to.... Ohhhh... so not fair!" I groaned out as Mark's right arm reached up from under my arm, and started playing with my left nipple.
I was going to try once more, but didn't even get started this time, as Mark started to pump his hips, sliding his hot hard flesh through the crack of my ass. After several pumps I could feel my ass getting wet from his precum. Mark pushed his left leg between my knees and bending his leg spread mine open.
"Ohhh you are so bad." I whispered.
I lolled my head back against his chest and moaned as Mark pushed his cock between my legs and was now sliding it through the soft wet lips of my pussy. Mark slid his cock all the way up and I let out a sharp hiss as the head of his cock pushed against my sensitive clit. Mark started lightly twisting my nipple then, sliding his cock back down, entered me in one long smooth thrust. Mark groaned in my ear and we both sighed as he started to slowly pump his cock in and out of my pussy. I reached down with my left hand and cupping my brother's balls began to rub them as he fucked me.
"Hmmm ohhh that feels good sis."
"Me too?" I asked in my little girl voice.
Mark went to reach around with his left hand, then stopped when he remembered the cast on his hand. His right hand left my nipple and started to slide down my stomach before stopping.
"I can't reach." He said in my ear. "I'll..."
"Hmm no just like this." I told him.
Grabbing his right hand I placed it back on my tit and, sliding my right hand down, spread my pussy open and started to stroke my clit with my finger.
"Sorry sis..." Mark started but I laughed softly and said;
"You can make it up to me tonight."
"Yeah you coming back?" Mark asked then moaned as I started rubbing his balls harder and faster.
"Depends." I started then stopped to let out a yelp as Mark reared back and slammed his cock hard and deep into my pussy. "If you play nice with Murdock I'll make sure I do."
"Ohhh black mail?" Mark asked.
"Whatever works I... Ow!!" I yelped as Mark pinched my nipple hard. "Ohhh you are getting back to yourself aren't you little brother?"
"Damn straight." Mark hissed in my ear. "I take what I want and I'm starting today by taking my nasty sister's hot little pussy!"
I moaned as much from hearing Mark sound like himself, as from the way his cock was driving into me harder and faster. I was facing the alarm clock and saw it was almost 5:30.
"Then take it little brother!" I told him. "Take it hard and fast!"
I leaned my head back and, tilting it up kissed his neck, then going further up, caught his earlobe between my teeth and bit down on it. Mark grunted in pain then, lifting his leg to spread my legs further, reared back and started fucking the shit out of me. Pulling his cock close to all the way out before slamming back home into his sister's more than willing pussy. I draped my long leg over his, spreading myself even wider, and sped my finger up on my swollen clit rubbing it hard and fast. My brother's cock was pounding into me so hard I had to put my face down into his arm to muffle the high pitched yelps that were escaping me with every thrust.
"Look at us." Mark said softly.
Turning my head so that my cheek rested on my arm, I looked in the mirror over the bureau. I felt my pussy begin to gush around my brother's cock and could feel my clit respond as well to the sight of the two of us fucking. The way my legs were spread gave a full view of not only Mark's long thick cock sliding in and out of my smooth pink pussy, but also of my long red nail stroking my clit as my other hand massaged his balls. Mark's arm above the cast looked amazing; his tanned flesh around my ivory skin, and I could see his muscles bulging even under the enormous four horsemen tattoo. My long black hair was across my tits but I could still see Mark's fingers on my pink nipple.
"Oh look at us," I gasped, as my finger blurred across my clit, and Mark continued to fuck the shit of me. "Ohhh yeah that's right Mark we break the rules don't we? That's right little brother your big sister knew she had to have you didn't she? Have you before any other girl. Make this your first pussy I...ohhhhhh"
Mark gave my nipple a savage twist and, throwing my head back, I let out a loud cry as my orgasm slammed into me. Mark immediately bent his elbow, covering my mouth with his forearm. I cried out again into his arm and arching my back into him started to slam my hips wildly onto his cock. Mark groaned in my ear and started fucking me even harder. I stopped rubbing his balls and, sliding my hand up wrapped my fingers around the base of his shaft, and started jerking him off as he fucked me. Mark gasped then buried his head into my neck and let out a long loud groan as his cock went off; spraying his hot cum into his big sister's convulsing pussy.
I had still been playing with my clit and the feel of that first hot spurt of cum going deep inside of me sent a second orgasm smashing through me. It wasn't just cum I thought, as once again I screamed into Mark's arm. It was my brother's cum and oh how I loved the thought of that as he continued painting the insides of his sister's pussy. The last waves of pleasure flowed through me and I slumped back into Mark. I couldn't help but giggle as with one more pump Mark emitted that adorable little whimper into my ear.
"Awww little brother." I said laughing again.
"Don't make fun." Mark said although he couldn't help laughing either.
I rolled over onto my side to face him and gave him a huge smile. How good it was to hear him laugh. Mark had rolled over onto his back and although he was smiling was panting and looked tired. I leaned over and after kissing his cheek said;
"Go back to sleep Mark okay?"
Mark nodded and rolled over onto his stomach. I smiled and, taking the hint, sat on the bed and rubbed his back. Within minutes he had fallen back to sleep. Despite the fact that all I wanted to do was crawl back into bed with him I forced myself to get out of bed. Finding my panties I slipped them on then, putting the robe back on I tied it loosely around my waist and went to leave. I turned back at the door and watched Mark sleep for a minute. I felt better than I had in days and Mark already seemed a hundred percent better this morning. As always we were just what the other needed.
Sighing happily, I opened the door, stepping through while still looking back at my brother. I pulled the door closed behind me and as I turned let out a started cry.
Alex was standing there. Not just as if he were walking by, but only a couple of feet in front of the door, as if he had been standing there. I stood there speechless, trying to catch my breath and think; had he been there long? My stomach sank as I remembered how loud I had been minutes ago. Alex didn't say anything at first which made it worse and his expression was unreadable. Finally I gave a nervous laugh and said;
"Sorry you kinda scared me."
"I can see that." Alex said softly, and then grinned a little. "You seem jumpy."
"Yeah a little." I gave another laugh that to me sounded way to forced then shrugged and said;
"Well umm good morning."
Alex nodded and said;
"Yeah I'd say." Before I could respond, the grin turned into a smirk, and he added; "Sounded like a real good morning."
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"Please don't say anything Alex please!" I begged practically in tears as Alex stood before me grinning like a kid on Christmas day.
"I always knew you two were just a little too close." Alex said softly, ignoring my pleas. "And that you were both a little fucked in the head. But I have to tell you Megan," At this he laughed "I really never thought you and Mark were this close or this sick."
"Alex please." I whispered my eyes filling up. "Y-you can't say anything! Not even to Mark! He's been through enough and if he..."
"Yeah Megan?" Alex asked smirking "You want me to keep quiet?"
"Yes I..."
I stopped as Alex raised his hand, putting his finger to my lips.
"Well I suppose maybe we could work something out." His smirk turned even nastier. "Maybe you could show me what you were doing in there just now."
Alex pushed his finger against my lips. Taking his meaning I swallowed hard, my heart pounding in my chest and opened my mouth. Alex pushed his finger in, and closing my lips around it I started gently sucking on it while swirling my tongue across it. Alex smiled broadly;
"Yeah that's right Megan you know what I want, and what the hell, wouldn't be the first time your brother and I swam in the pool so to speak." With that Alex reached out and grabbing my left tit through my robe gave my nipple a hard pinch. I let out a gasp around his finger but continued to tongue it.
"Good girl Megan." Alex said staring into my eyes.
Alex's dazzling blue eyes were brighter than ever and I noticed he was breathing heavier. He was excited and as he pulled his finger from my mouth and reaching down took my hand, I felt my stomach start to twist. Mark had told me stories about Alex. On the surface Alex was a smooth charming playboy, but according to my brother, in the bedroom he was as hardcore as Mark, rough, degrading and totally dominate.
Alex walked past me and tugged on my hand. With my head down, and my stomach in knots, I allowed him to lead me towards his bedroom. I told myself I could do this. Let him take me; have his way with me, as long as I could get his word he wouldn't tell. As we walked out of the living room we passed the fully stocked bar. That was it. Take a few swigs of whatever he had, try to relax, let the alcohol numb me. I stopped causing Alex to turn and look at me.
"C'mon Alex lets grab a bottle and really party." I said then gave him what I hoped was a sexy smile. I winked at him. "I mean you have waited a long time."
Alex smiled back at me.
"I have waited for this Megan," The smile turned cold. "For a chance to put you in your place, treat you like the trashy little fucking skank you are." He looked at the bar and shook his head. "No drink my little whore." The smirk returned. "Oh no, you are going to feel and remember every bit of this. I'll make sure of it."
Alex turned and yanked on my hand so hard I almost fell into him. When we reached his room Alex opened the door and stood aside. I took a deep breath and slowly walked in past him. I yelped in surprise, as the second I passed him, Alex shoved me in the back sending me staggering into his room. I turned quickly to see Alex close the door and my heart skipped a beat as I heard him thumb the lock. Alex stepped towards me removing his shirt as he did. As he tossed it aside I stared at his powerful chest and arms.
I took an involuntary step backwards, and found myself wanting to scream my brother's name. Have him come running in and stop this. No. Alex had found us out. Letting him have his fun was the only way out. Alex was a notorious game player but always kept his word. He would have his way and Mark would never know. My brother could never know, if he ever found out he would go after Alex, who new Mark was guilty and could destroy him in a heartbeat. In an instant I knew that Alex already knew everything that was running through my head, knew I had no choice.
"Take off the robe." Alex said simply.
"Yes sir." I said softly knowing this was what he liked.
Alex smiled as I undid the robe and let it drop, leaving me standing before him in just a pair of skimpy black panties.
"Yes sir?" He repeated. "Oh that's nice." He grinned. "You and your brother play like that? Are you your brother's little pet Megan?"
I didn't answer ,I just stood there with my head down and my legs feeling like they were ready to give way. Alex stepped up to me, and taking my tits in his hands, began to fondle them.
"Little small but not bad." Alex said then laughed. "Judging by Krissy and Cynthia I figured Mark liked big tits, but then again, I guess they're more fun when they're your sisters."
Alex pinched both my nipples and I let out a loud yelp that made him laugh.
"Please don't be rough Alex." I said softly.
"No?" Alex asked, removing his hands from my chest. "And how should I be?"
"We could just have fun Alex." I said, and stepping up to him, put my hands on his muscular chest and lightly ran my fingers down it. Leaning in I kissed his neck and whispered. "We could just take our time and go nice and slow."
I leaned against him and started rocking back and forth, sliding my nipples across his chest. Despite the fact I was scared the contact caused my nipples to get hard and I let out what I hoped sounded like a sigh of pleasure.
"You can just lie back and I'll....Owww!"
I cried out as grabbing a handful of my hair Alex pulled me from him.
"If I want to have a good time and play Megan, a drugged out slut like you wouldn't be my choice. Now get down on your fucking knees and do what you're here for!"
I stayed where I was taken aback by how harsh he had said it, and more than a little angry at being spoken to like that. Seeing my hesitation Alex shook his head and shrugged.
"Hey you don't want to then don't." He sighed. "Wonder what the look on your mothers face is going to be when she..."
Before he could finish the sentence I obediently dropped to my knees, and reaching out, undid the snap of his jeans.
"That's better." Alex said as I pulled his zipper down.
Alex wasn't wearing underwear, and as soon as I had his zipper down, I reached in, my hand trembling and pulled his cock out. Alex's cock was huge, not as big as my brother's but the biggest I'd seen aside from it. Licking my dry lips I started pumping his cock with my hand trying to get up the nerve to do what he wanted.
"I could give myself a handjob Megan." He said, and reaching down gave my nipple a hard pinch. "Stop playing and suck my fucking cock."
Closing my eyes, I leaned forward ,and opening my mouth slowly took Alex's cock into it. I took about half of his length down, and then started slowly bobbing my head up and down.
"Hmmm" Alex sighed. "There you go Megan, I knew you were good for something."
Ignoring him, I pressed my tongue to his shaft as I slid him in and ou,t and continued to use my hand so I was jerking him off as well as blowing him. I picked up the pace sucking him faster and harder wondering if I could just get away with blowing him. The thought of how hard he could fuck me with this huge cock was not a pleasant one. Opening my mouth wider I slid forward taking him all the way down to his balls. Alex moaned and started slowly rocking his hips into my mouth in rhythm with my sucking.
"That's it Megan just like that. See not so bad." He let out an evil chuckle. "Just like your sucking for a fix in an alley."
Resisting the urge to bite down on his cock, and see if he thought that was funny, I increased my efforts, sucking even faster taking him all the way each time.
"Faster." Alex said.
I was going as fast as I could. I was used to my brother's freakishly large cock, so had no trouble taking Alex all the way, but could still only suck so fast without gagging.
"Oh for Christ's sake I'll just do it myself!" Alex snapped.
I let out a squeal around his cock as, grabbing my head between his large hands, Alex started brutally fucking my mouth. I almost gagged, and started to pull back, but Alex held my head and continued to slam his cock in and out of my mouth. I let out a whimper as I could feel that old anxiety coming on. It's not like Mark hadn't face fucked me harder than this, but he was my brother, he would never hurt me. I had never let anyone else be rough with me. The only other time I had ever had it shoved in my mouth was when I was a little girl and ....
I let out a sob around Alex's cock, and realized there were tears in my eyes as I envisioned Frank holding me down on my knees. I closed my eyes, and pushed the thought away as best I could, praying for Alex to cum.
"Oh don't even pretend you don't like it you fucking slut!" Alex snapped as he continued to bury his cock to the hilt in my face. "Oh I'm sorry, maybe it's only fun if it's your brother's cock your sucking, is that it?"
My answer was to reach out and, grabbing his balls, begin to stroke them with my nails trying to get him off. Alex suddenly pulled his cock from my mouth, and stepped back so suddenly I fell to my hands and knees gasping for breath.
"Yeah, like I'd cum in that filthy fucking mouth of yours." Alex shook his head in disgust. "Bad enough I stuck it where half the dealers in the state have."
I went to sit back up on my knees, but Alex put his hand on my back, holding me where I was.
"Stay down like a good little doggy." He sneered.
I let out a groan of fear as he walked around, and got down on his knees behind me. Oh no, I thought, oh not like this I...
"Oh God!!" I cried out as, with no hesitation, Alex pulled my panties to the side, grabbed my hips and slammed into me, plunging the full length of his cock into my unwilling pussy.
"Fuck you're not even wet!" Alex snapped. "What do I have to do to get you hot? Call you sis?"
"Alex please..." I gasped out as he started to roughly thrust his cock in and out of me. "Oh please go easy with me! I... ohhh"
I moaned in pain as Alex began fucking me harder and faster. Worse than the pain however was the image of being a little girl face down on the bed...
"Oh stop Alex please!" I cried out loudly.
"Shut up and take it you little bitch!" Alex snapped, as he dealt me a vicious slap across my ass. "And stop yelling! I'd hate for your brother to come in here and see this wouldn't you?"
I moaned, and burying my face into the carpet, began to cry as Alex continued his relentless assault on my already sore pussy. Squinting my eyes shut I tried to envision the forest I had created in my mind when I was a little girl. The place I used to run to when Frank was at me.
"That's better." Alex said behind me as he continued to fuck me. "Where's your little smart ass comments now slut? Nothing without your brother are you? Speaking of, I don't know why you're screaming I'm sure Mark gives it to you like this all the time doesn't he?"
I didn't answer ,but yelped into the carpet, as Alex slapped my ass. I did cry out again however, as grabbing my hair, Alex yanked my head up off the floor.
"Say it! Tell me you love your brother fucking you! I want to hear it!" Alex demanded slapping my ass again even harder this time.
Willing to do anything to just make this end I said softly;
"I.. I love it when my brother has sex with me I..ow!" Another slap
"I want to fucking hear it!"
With that Alex leaned back on his knees pulling me back with him and driving his cock into me even harder and deeper.
"Oh! Oh yes I love it!!" I yelled. "I love it when Mark fucks me! I love it when my little brother shoves his big fucking cock into his sister's pussy I ohhhh!"
I groaned as Alex let go of my hair and shoved me back into the floor.
"Oh yeah that sounded good Megan. Almost as good as those little noises you're making." He laughed. "But let me tell you something bitch, if you think I'm making you squeal now, just wait. Because now I'm going to give you what you really need."
Alex stopped fucking me and slid his cock out of my pussy. I lied there panting wondering what he was going to do.
"Oh yeah Megan it's time for you to really scream for me."
A second after he said it, I felt Alex push his cock against my ass.
"Nooo!!!" I screamed as loud as I could and tried to crawl away.
I screamed again, as Alex grabbed my hips and effortlessly pulled me back.
"Stop screaming and get back here you little fucking skank!" Alex yelled.
I knew it was Alex, but the voice I had heard had been Franks. Once again I felt the head of his cock against my ass.
"Mark!!!!" I yelled as loud as I could.
"Go ahead scream your brother's name!" Alex snarled. "Just like you do when he fucks you, you sick fucking pig!"
With that Alex shoved his cock into my ass
"Mark!!!!!" I screamed at the top of my lungs as I sat up in bed.
I looked around wildly, my heart feeling as if it was going to pound through my chest. I had to get into the bathroom, lock myself in, and then go into Mark's room through the other side. Where were mom and dad? My mind raced in circles as I desperately tried to figure out where I was. I started to slide out of the bed to go check and see if the door was locked and screamed when I felt a hand grab my arm.
"Megan! It's okay I...Ow!!"
I instantly lashed back with my elbow and felt it connect solidly. I immediately tried to pull forward, when I was grabbed again, but this time around the waist. Before I could cry out again I heard my name again, but softly in my ear and realized it was my brother's voice.
"Megan, easy sis, it's just me you're okay."
Gasping, I rolled myself over onto my side, and instantly threw my arms around Mark. Who drew me tightly into his chest with his left arm while his right hand slid up my neck and began stroking my long black hair. I let out a sob of relief and nuzzled my face into his neck as I tried to shake off the effects of the nightmare.
"Shhhh I got you Meg, its okay no one's going to hurt you."
I took several long deep breaths then, pulling away from Mark, I looked up at him, and as my senses completely returned to me, I realized that he had not been here when I had gone to sleep.
"When did you come in here?" I asked softly.
"A couple of hours ago." Mark answered, his hand lightly caressing my right cheek, then my left, gently wiping the tears from my face. "You were sound asleep so I just got in next to you. I didn't put my arm around you because I didn't want to wake you up."
"But Alex..." I started.
"He was in bed I came in at one."
I looked at the clock and saw it was twelve thirty. Of course Alex was in bed. Ever since last week, when he had caught me outside Mark's bedroom, he had suddenly been going to bed earlier and earlier. Giving Mark and I more chances to be together so he could catch us, prove what I was sure he already knew; that Mark and I were lovers.
"Mark you have to leave." I told him sitting up.
"Why?" Mark asked, also sitting up, and facing me. Taking my hand in his good one he brought it to his lips and kissed it. "He didn't hear me go past his room and..."
"He knows Mark!" I hissed at him. "He's giving us the chance so he can catch us in the act!"
"He doesn't know sis." Mark answered calmly. "I'm telling you that if he knew he'd have just point blank come out and said it."
I shook my head.
"That wouldn't be as much fun as catching us Mark. He knows, he just wants to make us sweat it."
"Megan listen..."
"No Mark, you listen!" I snapped. Mark didn't seem to be taking this seriously at all. I couldn't understand why he was so calm. "He fucking knows! Every time he looks at me he gives me that fucking smirk and he keeps making little cracks, he's been doing it all week!"
"Okay Meg," Mark said resting his hand on my shoulder. "He thinks he knows, but he's not sure so he's fishing, looking for you to get nervous..."
"C'mon Mark!" I shook my head at him. "You heard him the other night; 'I have to tell you I think it's wonderful how close you guys are, as a matter of fact I've never seen a closer brother and sister.' Christ Mark, he was all but laughing when he said it!"
"Sis look..."
"And did you hear him last night Mark? Once Murdock said he was going to ask you some random questions today at the polygraph test, Alex said a half a dozen fucking times that he's going to find out all kinds of fun things about you." I let out a panicked sob. "Christ Mark he's going to ask about us I know he is!"
"Not in front of Murdock he won't" Mark said. "Look sis even if he knows he won't say anything to anyone else it will just be one of those dirty little secrets that he gets a kick out of and..."
"But we can't let anyone know Mark!! What if he slips, or what if you piss him off someday and he whips it out on you? You're going to be a lawyer Mark if..." I stopped and added; "If you get out of this."
"There's no if's sis." Mark said and gave me a reassuring smile. "I've got this. Its Max's fucking word against mine. Let's face it sis, that prick was in my apartment coming to get me. No one ever heard our conversations Megan. The only reason I'm even the defendant is because I got the better of his fat ass and almost killed him." Mark looked down for a minute and when he looked up he was smirking. "Self defense of course."
"Mark the test! You're going to take a lie detector test!"
"I know sis, I volunteered to the judge remember?"
"And Murdock told you not to Mark!" I started to cry again.
I was overwhelmed. Between the fact that Alex either knew, or was going to know our secret, combined with the fact my brother's future rested on a test that both Murdock and Alex told him to refuse I could feel myself breaking down again. Oh how I needed a drink! Alex had a fully stocked bar right there in the living room and last night it had taken everything I had to not go out there and sneak a bottle back into my room. Instead I had simply lied there and thought of my brother and how it was my problems that had gotten him into this mess in the first place. I had begun to cry and apparently had cried myself to sleep. Then that nightmare...
"I told you not to worry about that sis." Mark said soothingly cutting into my thoughts. "It's going to be just fine you just have to trust me... sis?"
Mark stopped as the tears began flowing again, and with another loud sob, I fell back into his arms.
"Oh God Mark!!" I cried into his ear. "I... I can't lose you little brother!!"
"You won't Megan..." Mark started as he once again held me close to him. "I'm going to..."
"Oh Mark it's all my fault!" I cut him off, all but wailing in his ear.
For the last three weeks, from the time I had walked into Mark's apartment with the police, up until now I had been able to hold it together in front of Mark. I needed to be strong for him and had done the best I could, but now on the heels of that terrible dream, I finally unraveled and everything hit me at once. The guilt, the cravings, Alex knowing our secret, and most importantly, Mark's future hanging on the results of a test he couldn't possibly pass.



"Meg calm down." Mark began, but it was all coming out now.
"It's all me Mark!! If I didn't steal from you, you would have never found Max!! And now it's even worse! Alex caught us because I went into your room and then acted like an idiot when he caught me!!" I let out a series of sobs that were so hard they hurt my chest before continuing; "And I'm scared for you Mark! Oh little brother what if they don't believe you? And then ohhh the dream I just had! I...ohhhh."
I moaned into Mark's neck and just let loose with more gut wrenching sobs. Mark remained silent just holding me and gently rubbing my back. After several minutes the sobs lessened and I started getting some control back. When I stopped and was just lying limply in his arms. Mark asked;
"Do you want to tell me about the dream sis? Maybe it'll help?"
Taking a deep breath, I haltingly described the dream to him. When I got to the end about Frank I broke down again, and I felt Mark tense up. Ever since my brother had known what I had gone through any mention of Frank would get him angry. Before I had found out that Frank had died in prison Mark had always said that the day they let him out he would kill him. I used to think it was just something said in anger, but seeing what Mark had to Max made me thankful Frank had passed away, Mark hadn't been kidding. When I had finished Mark held me away from him so he could look at me and said;
"It's just a dream Meg, I mean Alex would never act like that he would never hurt you."
"It's the things he was saying Mark." I said sadly. "It...It's how he really feels about me! He thinks I'm just a drugged out whore and..." I sobbed again. "He...he's right Mark I've done it! I've fucked guys for it I... I just" I put my head down. "Needed it so bad and didn't have money and..."
"Enough sis." Mark said softly. "You'll get better..."
"And look at me now Mark! I'm a fucking mess! You...you need me and here I am balling like a fucking baby and you're holding me! I'm supposed to be helping you and..." I put my head down. "You don't need me Mark I'm only making..."
"Hey you listen to me Megan." Mark said grabbing my shoulder with his good hand. "First off, Alex has made some cracks before, but he comes from money Megan, he doesn't have a fucking clue where we come from or what we've been through so ignore him."
"He's still right." I said softly. "And Max..."
Mark stopped me with his finger to my lips. Then, taking a deep breath and looking me in the eyes started to speak;
"Max was fate sis. I was meant to find him and have my revenge Megan and, I'm going to complete that revenge by walking away scot free, and having everything I've always wanted while he walks with a fucking cane the rest of his life. And my sister?"
Mark gave me a smile.
"That future you keep saying I'll have." He took my chin and tilted my face up to his. "I would have never had the chance without you Megan. You saved me when I was younger sis. You really did. They were going to dope me up and put me in a training school and Doug and Denise wouldn't have gotten through to me. You've always been there."
At this point Mark drew me into his embrace again and began talking softly in my ear.
"I do need you Megan, and you have been here sis. You talked me down at my place and I know you were scared as hell and you did it anyway. You lied to the cops Meg, your story gave me a chance. Hell Alex even told me he wasn't going to help until he saw how upset you were and told him all the things Max did to me. I'd be in jail waiting for the hearing with a public defender if it wasn't for you sis." He squeezed me tighter and added; "Or still in the looney bin like our father."
I started to shake my head into his neck. I had done those things but it should have never come down to it. I was going to say that when Mark sighed and said;
"And most importantly." Mark paused and kissed my tear streaked cheek. "You gave me exactly what I needed a few nights ago sis." He kissed my cheek again. "You."
"Me?" I asked lifting my head to look at him.
"Yes sis you. I needed to be with you Megan. I needed to feel your body and how much you care and to have you hold me." He swallowed hard and I could see the emotions finally catching up with him. "I...I was going to give up Megan I really was but you felt so good" He gave me that little smile that I always loved and kept going;
"We felt so good together Megan it's like I always said were two halves of a broken whole. And if I quit I would never feel you again. And then what would happen to you?"
"You shouldn't be worried about me Mark." I said quietly. "That's the problem you need me and I'm being needy and..."
"We need each other Meg." Mark said. "Sometimes you put me together, sometimes I put you together. But sis, trust me when I tell you, that the last couple of weeks you have given me everything I needed. No?"
I looked at him, speechless that my brother could still love and need me after everything I had put him through. As Mark looked at me smiling softly I smiled back a little which caused his to widen. In the last week Mark had healed quite a bit, his left eye looked normal and almost all of the bruising and swelling was gone from his face. Even his hand was doing much better, now only in a thin half cast held on by ace bandages. I felt the tears welling up again but this time it was a different emotion, not fear or self loathing but affection for my brother, who was truly everything to me. Not trusting my voice I whispered;
"I do need you my beautiful brother."
Mark leaned over, and when our faces were inches apart, whispered;
"Then let your little brother give you what you need."
Before I could respond, Mark's lips met mine in a gentle kiss that caused me to whimper in my throat. Oh how good that felt! I eagerly returned the kiss and moaned again as, reaching behind my head; Mark slid his hand up through my hair. I closed my eyes as I opened my mouth and allowed my brother's tongue to slide in and caress mine. I had just started to wrap my arms around his shoulders when I remembered where we were, and what was going on. I put my hands flat against Mark's bare chest and pushed him away.
"Mark we can't!" I told him. "Alex could be out there right now." I added in a whisper
"Oh for Christ's sake sis," Mark said rolling his eyes. "He's not. I'm telling you don't worry about it."
"But..."
"Look Meg, I'm telling you he doesn't know and if he does then why stop now?" Mark shrugged. "Hell I've been slipping in here almost every night since you think he caught us."
"And I keep telling you not to!" I pointed out. The last two nights I had refused sex, not wanting to take any chances. Mark had gone along with it, content to simply lie there with his arms around me. Seeing Mark had snuck in and simply slipped into bed next to me told me he would have been willing to do the same tonight as well. After my nightmare however, Mark knew damn well what I needed and, was unselfishly willing to take one for the team and fuck his big sister back to sleep. It's not that I didn't need exactly that, but...
"Mark," I sighed. "If he doesn't already know he will. I'm telling you he's going to ask something at the test."
As I spoke, Mark had unwrapped the ace bandage that held the cast, and was now gingerly sliding it off. Underneath his wrist was heavily taped, but he was moving his fingers fairly easily. All the better to touch his sister I thought.
"And I'm telling you to trust me sis." Mark said, and taking my face in his hands, leaned close to me, and whispered; "Please just trust me, there's a reason I agreed to this test and that's all I can say."
"Mark I... hmmm"
Mark had leaned back in and kissed me once more. I tried to slide back, but his hand had moved to the back of my neck, holding my lips to his. As much as I knew we shouldn't, I felt my body beginning to respond. I could never resist my brother when I was in a good frame never mind when I needed him this badly. I once again opened my mouth, letting Mark's tongue slip in, and with a sigh of surrender, I wrapped my arms around his neck. Mark's tongue played across mine then breaking the kiss he smiled and said;
"There you go sis, you just let me make it all better."
"Ohhh that's nice." I said softly as Mark bent his head, and nuzzling into my hair began to gently suck on the soft flesh of my neck.
As Mark's lips and tongue lightly played across my neck I felt his hands drop down and tug on the bottom of the t-shirt I was wearing. Taking his hint I raised my arms up over my head and let Mark slip the shirt off of me. I instantly put my arms around him, hugging him tightly and loving the way my hard nipples felt as they pressed into his chest. Tossing the shirt aside Mark's lips went back to my neck and I groaned as, starting at my hips, his hands slid slowly up my sides to cup my tits. I leaned back onto my knees putting some space between us and Mark started fondling my tits, gently teasing my nipples with his fingertips. I reached out and returned the favor; lightly running my finger nails around Mark's nipples before slowly running them down his well muscled chest and his flat hard stomach.
My hands continued to slide down into the waistband of the black boxers he was wearing. We both moaned as, just as Mark bent his head to tongue my nipple, my right hand wrapped around his long thick cock, as my left cupped his balls. I started slowly stroking his cock as my brother's soft tongue teased across my right nipple before switching to the left. My breathing picked up as I could feel Mark's cock growing in my hand until it was hard, throbbing, and more than eager for his big sister. I pulled my left hand from his shorts and pushed against his shoulder, telling him to lie back, as I so wanted to suck on that huge cock. Mark grabbed my hand, and bringing his face up from my tit, kissed me and whispered;
"Just let me be good to you sis."
"But I..."
I started to tell him that I wanted to taste him, but was silenced by his lips over mine. As he kissed me Mark placed his hand on my shoulder and gently pushed me onto my back. Mark followed me down to the bed, his lips never leaving mine as he gently eased me down into the pillows. Breaking the kiss, Mark sat up and, grabbing the sheet, tossed it off of me. The t-shirt had been long and I wasn't wearing any panties. As soon as the sheet was gone I slowly opened my legs and smiled at the look of absolute lust in my brother's eyes as he stared at his big sisters smooth pink pussy. As Mark's eyes left my pussy to wander up my body I placed my arms over my head and stretched, arching my back off the bed, and pushing my small but well shaped tit's up to a sexier angle for him.
As my brother's gaze devoured my body, I was amazed that, even after fucking for close to four years, Mark still found me this attractive. I knew damn well that he had been with hotter women than me, but I had no doubt that his big sister's body was his favorite. Reaching down Mark placed his hand on my knee and gently ran his hand up the inside of my thigh. As his hand reached the top I lifted my hips in anticipation of his fingers finding my pussy. Instead Mark teasingly grazed the side of his hand across my clit then went higher caressing my stomach.
"Awww." I whispered. "Please little brother I... hey that tic..."
I broke out into a giggle as Mark's fingers tickled my stomach. Mark's smiled down at me and said;
"I love that laugh sis."
"And I love that smile little brother." I told him. Then as his hand started trailing up towards my tits I asked; "What else do you love?"
"I love these hot little tits of yours" Mark answered as his fingers teased across my right nipple.
I moaned as, switching his fingers to my left tit, Mark bent over and started sucking on the right one. Mark's hand once again left my tit and started sliding back down my stomach towards my now dripping pussy. I whimpered, and lifted my hips as his hand stopped inches from my pussy. Sitting back up Mark looked down at his hand as he slowly slid it down between my legs and whispered;
"Goddamn do you look hot sis."
The way he said it coupled with that look of desire on his face sent a warm feeling flowing through more than just my pussy. No man had ever made me feel as sexy as my brother did and I loved it.
"Ohhh yes," I sighed as Mark slid his fingers inside of my hot wet pussy. "Ohh that is so nice little brother."
I let out a soft whimper, as while pumping his fingers in and out, Mark's thumb found my swollen clit and began tracing slow circles around it. As I started gently working my hips up and down into Mark's fingers he lowered his head back down and once again started sucking on my right nipple. Mark was kneeling next to me and as he continued to work my body with his tongue and fingers I reached down and grabbing his hard cock gave it a squeeze that caused him to groan into my tit.
"Bring it up here." I told him.
Not having to be told twice, Mark slid himself over so that his knees were near my head, then turning to the side, immediately went back to sucking on my nipple.
"Oh look at that." I whispered as turning my head I was confronted with his dripping cock only inches from my face.
Reaching up I wrapped my arm around Mark's waist and pulling him closer guided his cock into my open mouth.
"Oh damn." Mark moaned around my tit as I took his cock down about half way and began to slowly suck it in and out of my mouth.
Removing my arm from around his waist, I slid my hand up between his legs and started to rub his balls, while taking his cock as far down as I could. I stopped sucking and moaned out around his cock:
"Hmm-mm"
Taking his cue, Mark started rocking his hips, pushing his cock all the way in, slowly fucking my mouth. I moaned as much from the pleasure of having my throat full of my brother's hard flesh, as from his thumb speeding up on my clit. I started thrusting my hips up harder and faster into Mark's fingers as his thumb picked up speed on my clit. I reached over with my free hand and started playing with my left nipple, twisting it roughly between my fingers.
Mark began sucking harder on my nipple and, sliding his injured hand up, grabbed my tit and started squeezing it as he sucked. I whimpered around his cock as I felt my body nearing its climax. I straightened my long legs pinning Mark's hand between my thighs and, arching my back, desperately wiggled my hips into my brother's plunging fingers. Sensing I wanted to cum quickly Mark started thrusting his cock into my mouth faster and harder knowing damn well I loved it when he fucked my face. As he buried his dripping prick deep into my eager mouth Mark caught my nipple between his teeth and bit down.
As soon as I had felt his teeth, I had given my other nipple a hard pinch, and the sensation of pain flowing through both my nipples was more than enough to send me over the edge. I squealed around Mark's cock and started bucking my hips wildly into his plunging fingers as the orgasm crashed through me. Mark had resumed gently sucking on my nipple, and his thumb was still rubbing my clit. I let out another long squeal, that had my throat not been stuffed with my brother's cock, would have been loud enough to wake the neighbors never mind Alex. As I moaned and thrashed on the bed, Mark held his cock still in my mouth, effectively gagging me with it.
Although he was still, I could feel his thigh trembling against my shoulder, and knew that he wanted nothing more to start fucking my face and cum himself. I released another whine of pleasure as I felt my pussy gush around Mark's fingers, and the last wave of the orgasm flowed through me. I slumped back into the bed and opened my legs allowing Mark to remove his hand from between them. Mark started to sit back and slide his cock from my mouth but stopped as I grabbed the base of his cock with my right hand. I turned onto my side and, now able to move my head, started to rapidly bob up and down on his cock while jerking him off into my mouth.
"Oh damn that feels good sis." Mark breathed out.
I started taking him deeper and deeper, sucking so hard my lips were smacking when I let his cock pop out of my mouth before slurping it back in. Mark started breathing heavier and his hips began to rock in time with my sucking. As I continued to blow him part of me wanted to stop as, what I really needed, was to feel my brother's huge dick inside of my now sopping wet pussy. On the other hand Mark was really enjoying his big sister's mouth and if that's where he wanted to cum that was fine with me. As if reading my mind Mark reached down and putting his hand on my head said;
"Easy Meg, you know I want to fuck you."
"Mmm" I moaned, as one more time I took his cock all the way down to the base of his shaft, before slowly sliding it back out. "Oh that sounds sooo good little brother."
Mark got up, and walking around to the foot of the bed, started to crawl up between my legs. I put my foot on his chest stopping him and with a smile said;
"Oh no little brother, not like that, you know how I need it tonight."
With that I rolled over onto my knees, and putting my face down into the pillow, raised my ass in the air and playfully wiggled it at him.
"Damn sis," Mark said as he got up onto the bed behind me started fondling my ass. "You have got the hottest ass I have ever seen."
"Then go ahead and take it little brother." I told him. "Go ahead and take your sister nice and hard, show me how much you want me."
I turned my head back into the pillow just in time for it to muffle the loud yelp I let out, as grabbing my hips; Mark drove the full length of his huge cock into my incredibly wet pussy. Mark left his cock buried deep inside of me for a minute and groaned as I clenched my pussy around it. After a few seconds Mark slowly slid it out until just the tip was inside then, with another hard thrust, slammed it back inside again. I yelped once more then began moaning continuously as Mark pulled out and started to fuck me hard and fast. Oh yes! I thought to myself this was exactly how I needed it right now, nothing fancy just a good hard fucking.
Mark squeezed my hips harder and started plunging his cock into my needy little pussy even faster. I recalled the nightmare, and once again thought of how my brother was the only man who I could let take me like this without any fear at all. That was one of the many reasons I had seduced him in the first place; to be able to fuck like this and never worry about getting hurt. As Mark continued to pound my pussy I reached down between my legs and started rapidly stroking my clit. I had worked Mark up quite a bit with my mouth, and after only a couple of minutes I could hear his breathing getting heavier, and could tell by how hard he was thrusting into me that he was already getting close. I added my other hand to my nipple and turning my head moaned out;
"Oh...Oh please just a little more Mark!" I let out a whimper as Mark slammed himself even deeper into me. "Oh please little brother let your sister cum on that beautiful cock!"
Mark groaned but slowed up a little. I sped my fingers up on my clit and, twisting my nipple harder, started to thrust back into Mark driving him even deeper into my hot little box. Mark let out a gasp and began fucking me harder again.
"Ohhh little brother, oh just a little more baby! I... Oh fuck yeah!!"
I cried out loudly unable to help myself as, in an effort to get me to cum, Mark had reached down and shoved a finger into my extremely tight ass. I buried my face into the pillow and cried out again as Mark's finger, plunging in and out of the spot that no other man was allowed near, caused me go off like a rocket. Squealing into the pillow I thrust my hips hard against Mark's hard cock as the orgasm crashed through my body. Each time Mark's cock slammed into me he let out a gasp and turning to look over my shoulder I moaned out;



"Oh, cum with me little brother, oh I want to feel it while I'm still ohhhh yeah."
Mark groaned, and after a couple of more hard pumps, his cock exploded sending a huge spurt of cum deep into his big sister's willing pussy. We both moaned as my pussy convulsed around my brother's spurting cock causing us both to enjoy our orgasms even more. After one more long shuddering moan I relaxed letting the last wave of pleasure flow through me. A moment later after one more spurt of cum into his sister's pussy Mark emitted that adorable little whimper that only I knew he made and started to pull out of me.
"Stay inside baby," I whispered as I straightened my legs out between his so that I was lying on my stomach. "Just let yourself go little brother, let me feel you."
Mark leaned over and placing his forearms on either side of me lied down on top of me.
"Easy baby." I said softly as I could feel his heart beating against my back, and hear his heavy breathing in my ear. "Just relax and stay close to me."
Mark slid his right arm under me, keeping his injured left hand off to the side. His hand cupped my left tit and held it as he relaxed more against my back he nuzzled into my hair and gently kissed the back of my neck.
"Oh you feel so good Mark."
"So do you sis."
I sighed enjoying the how good Mark felt on top of me then whispered;
"Mark what are we going to..."
"What we're going to do right now sis is get some rest." Mark said, and rolling off of me onto his side, put his arms out to me.
I gratefully rolled over and into his embrace. Normally I would always sleep with my back against Mark, however after that nightmare I needed to be even closer. I pressed my face into Mark's chest and wrapped my arms around his waist. Mark's strong arms pulled me even further into him and his right hand began to lightly caress my bare shoulder. Despite how upset I had been earlier, between the sex and how good my brother's arms felt around me, I found myself sighing contentedly into his chest. Mark's hand slid from my shoulder up into my long hair and rested on the back of my head holding me gently against him.
I was still lying awake several minutes later, and could tell by the sound of his breathing, that Mark was asleep. I rolled over onto my back keeping Mark's arm around my waist and sighed as I stared up at the ceiling. I should be fast asleep after that but my mind was racing. I was worried about Mark, despite how calm he was I had no idea how he thought he would be able to get through a lie detector test. The test was only part of what was on my mind. Mostly what had me unable to sleep was Alex. If he knew it had been my fault. Not only had I been careless coming out of Mark's room but had been so nervous that I had all but given us away. As I lied there with my eyes closed I found myself again replaying that morning and how stupid I had been.
*****
I stood there speechless as Alex was standing not much more than a foot in front of me smirking away. How long had he been standing there? I was painfully aware that even though I'd had my face in Mark's arm I had cum pretty hard and god only knew I came louder than most porn stars. As time seemed to stand still I also became aware of the fact that my robe was barely tied. Quite a bit of my chest was showing, and it wouldn't take much for my tit's to be exposed. I had been in the process of getting ready to pull it tight but now was afraid to draw attention to it.
Alex was looking into my eyes, but I had no doubt he would have noticed my chest all but hanging out. Alex hadn't said anything and his expression was unreadable. Desperately hoping my voice wouldn't tremble I forced a laugh and said;
"Sorry you kinda scared me."
"I can see that." Alex said softly, and then grinned a little. "You seem jumpy."
"Yeah a little." I gave another laugh that to me sounded way to forced, then shrugged and said;
"Well umm good morning."
Alex nodded and said;
"Yeah I'd say." Before I could respond the grin turned into a smirk and he added; "Sounded like a real good morning."
I felt my stomach begin to turn. Think Megan! My head started pounding and I quickly shoved my hands under my arms so Alex couldn't see the shaking. Okay I told myself, play dumb. Mark and I had had several close calls in the past and had always slipped through by relying on the fact that most people would never assume we were doing anything. Then again, Alex was not most people. Deciding to play along I narrowed my eyes and asked;
"Umm..." Shit! Don't stutter! I yelled at myself. "What do you mean?" Let him say it if he heard something.
Alex regarded me calmly, his piercing blue eyes locking into my bloodshot ones. I returned the stare. I had never lost a stare down in my life and could barely blink when necessary. Alex held my gaze and I could all but feel his mind turning. Alex relaxed a bit, and sliding his gaze from mine, shrugged and said;
"Well I heard Mark laughing in there. I haven't heard that since all this started so I figure it's a good morning."
I held back a sigh of relief and nodded.
"Yeah, he's feeling a lot better. We were talking and kidding around." I shrugged. "He seemed like his old self."
"Good. I was worried this morning." Alex replied then, locking his eyes into mine, once more continued; "See I was walking by and before the laughing I could have sworn I heard moaning." His expression didn't change as he spoke and I hoped to hell mine didn't either.
'That's why I was at the door; I was going to see if he was okay."
As I stared at him I swore I saw the corners of Alex's mouth twitch just a little, and my heart started pounding in my chest; he was toying with me. Gathering what was left of my nerves, I nodded and said;
"Yeah well he banged his arm and got it pretty good and..."
"Really?" Alex grunted and shook his head. "See I thought it sounded like you moaning."
"Me?"
"Unless Mark's voice is changing," Alex said grinning. "Sounded a little more like squealing actually."
As he finished Alex raised his eyebrows at me, all but saying "Your turn"
Before I could respond, Alex glanced down, then taking his hands, grabbed the front of his t-shirt and made as if he were pulling it together. Grasping his meaning I removed my hands from under my arms and grabbing the belt of the robe pulled it tighter and started to tie it. My hands were shaking.
"Sorry, couldn't help but notice you were hanging out a bit. " Alex said smirking. "Kind of funny, it looked like you were just putting it on when you came out of there."
The look on his face told me he knew exactly what he had heard. I felt a burning in my stomach yet, at the same time, my mind seemed to slow down as I searched for a response. Alex was good, but I had been lying about my brother and I for years, and since I had been going downhill had become damn good at lying in general. As soon as he stopped I rolled my eyes and let out a quick laugh. "Sorry," I giggled again as I closed my robe. "We were wrestling around in there and..."
"Wrestling?" Alex asked dubiously.
"Yeah," I forced a smile as I got into my story. "I got tired of him moping and said I was going to kick his ass. Next thing you know we were kind of rolling around and he was tickling me and I was..."
"Squealing?" Alex asked, the smirk still in place.
"Yeah I'm really ticklish." I continued ignoring the smirk. "So Mark was holding me down and I grabbed his bad wrist by accident..."
"Moaning." Alex nodded.
"So we stopped and while he was sitting there holding his arm I told him he was a wuss and that his big sister had kicked his ass."
"So he started laughing." Alex finished for me. "Sounds plausible I guess."
"What's that supposed to mean?" I asked. Seeing Alex seemed to think I was lying, which of course I was, it was time to try to go back to good old indignation.
"Doesn't mean anything." He answered shrugging. "So were you in there long?"
"A little bit why?"
"Just wondering. I mean it's not even six you usually sleep later than this."
"I haven't been sleeping and neither has Mark." I answered fighting to keep my voice even as I waited for Alex to show his hand and outright accuse us of something. "Honestly Alex after what you said last night about him needing to get his shit together I figured I would go in and if he was awake talk to him."
"So you went in to talk?" Alex asked. "Figured you'd keep him company?"
"That's what I said."
"Oh," Alex nodded. "So you always hang around your brother with nothing on under your robe?"
I hesitated as that had caught me off guard. This time when I spoke I could hear the tremble in my voice.
"I... he's my brother he doesn't look at me like that."
"But I'm here Megan." Alex pointed out then smiled. "And look what happened. You almost walked right into me with your tits hanging out."
"Well that's why I was leaving to go get dressed before..."
"So did they fall out while you were wrestling?" Alex's smile was getting broader.
"Well no I..."
"Are you wearing panties Megan?"
"What?!?" I asked indignantly "What the hell kind of question is that?"
"Well you're not wearing a bra so figured..." He winked. "Maybe nothing else."
"I wouldn't not wear panties around my brother!" I said. Before I went any further I knew I'd slipped.
"But no bra is okay?"
"I..." I was getting nervous now but couldn't hesitate so kept going. "I wasn't really thinking. I just wanted to check on him and..."
"And I went to bed so you could."
"I... what..." I was stuttering now and my stomach was turning so much I was getting nauseous.
"I've seen you Megan." Alex said calmly. "Every night I'm watching tv I see you come out and look to see if I'm up. Then you drift back in your room."
"I..."
"Or if you see me look you come out and sit and fidget for an hour." Alex continued in that same relaxed tone that was making me more and more nervous. "Funny you never wanted to check on Mark then." He put his hands out to me and finished;
"So last night I go to bed and come out here and sure enough you picked this morning to check", he emphasized the word. "On Mark, Just seems kind of odd. You know like coming out of his room with your tits all but falling out."
"We...we were fooling..."
"You were fooling around?" Alex asked. "Fooling around with your brother?" He laughed. "Damn Megan that's pretty..."
"I wasn't fooling around with my brother!!" I snapped loudly. Way to loudly. I tried to recover.
"I mean I was but I mean really fooling around not you know...I." I stopped and with a cold feeling realized I had all but given myself away.
Alex stared at me he eyes wide and I realized he really had only been fishing but now...
"What?"
"I... um." I shook my head. "Nothing I..."
"What were you going to say Megan? " Alex asked.
"I... well that you know we were only messing I mean play..." I stopped and swallowed hard. "Me and Mark were just talking that's all."
"Course you were." Alex said looking confused. "What the hell else would you be doing?"
"Um well nothing of course." I managed to get out as I was getting to the point I could feel my breathing pick up and my heart was pounding in my chest.
"No really Megan. "Alex prodded. "What else would you and Mark be doing?"
"Well, I mean you were kind of making it sound bad. I mean you said you heard," I hesitated "Moaning, and you were talking about my robe."
"Yeah so?" Alex asked.
"Well I thought maybe you thought that we..." I stopped horrified. I had done it again.
"Thought...?" Alex waited expectantly.
I didn't answer right away and Alex asked again. "Seriously Megan what did you think..."
"That we were fucking okay Alex?" I asked suddenly unable to hold back anymore. "That's what you were saying; that Mark and I were fucking!"
"Whoa hey. " Alex put his hands up to me in calming gesture. "Megan why the hell would you think..."
"Because it's what you're trying to say!" I snapped. "You... you keep asking what I was doing and the noises and ..."
"Christ Megan." Alex said shaking his head. "I..."
"You said it!!" I was raising my voice now and waving my hands as I yelled. The last three weeks and the fact that I had just about admitted there was something going on between my brother and I had caught up with me and I losing it. "I said fooling around and you said we were sick!!"
"Megan!" Alex said sharply. "Calm down I was only playing around. It was just a joke. You said fooling around and I..."
"I'm close to my brother and I worry about him is that okay Alex?!?" I demanded. "I needed to make sure he was okay and you're right I didn't want you to see me going in there in the middle of the night and I..."
"Why?" Alex asked. "Why would I care when you guys talk?
"I..." I stopped speaking and put my head down. I just kept making it worse. Unable to control myself I could feel tears start to flow down my cheeks.
Alex reached out and taking my chin gently in his hand raised my head back up.
"Megan what's wrong? Why would you think I would think that? You guys are kind of close but you always have been. I mean Mark's your brother. why the hell would I think that?"
"No reason." I whispered turning my head away from him.
"There has to be a reason Megan." Alex said. "People don't just think that kind of shit." He appeared to be struggling not to smile. "Unless of course something happened and..."
"I'm I... I just took you wrong that's all and..."
"No Megan, I'm not stupid. There's something there Megan you're a little too nervous."
"I..." I forced myself to look at Alex and my mind grasping at straws decided to try to justify myself. "My... my dad thought we... that Mark and I were to close."
"Doug?" Alex asked. "Doug thought you guys were..." he left it hanging.
I nodded and taking a deep breath explained to him how a few years ago Mark's nightmares wee so bad that the only way he could sleep is if I slept next to him. Of course I left out how close we would hold each other, but told him of the night at the hotel how dad had walked in and we were in the same bed and dad, who never trusted my brother, thought the worst. I told Alex how I had to beg my father not to throw my brother out and how afraid I had been for him. As I spoke I tried to read Alex's expression. He seemed to be genuinely listening but Alex possessed a hell of a poker face and his eyes were unreadable. When I got to the end I sighed and said;
"So when you were saying that I just..." I swallowed hard. "Over reacted and ..."
"Megan?" Alex asked.
"What?"
"You were way to nervous for it to just be that." He grunted. "Hell I didn't know that story I think your just a little to defensive there," he grinned. "Sis. But hey know what? If you guys want to keep it in the family I..."
"Don't say that!!" I practically screamed at him. "We were only talking!!!"
"Easy Megan!" Alex said looking alarmed. "I was only jok..."
"No you're not!!!" I yelled at him. "You think we are!! Were not!! I love my brother, he's all I have!! And I would never..." I let out a sob.
"Hey hey," Alex said looking more nervous by the minute now that I was losing it. "Megan calm down." as he spoke he reached for my arm.
"No I won't calm down!!" I cried out as I stepped back away from him. "I can't! Your right I'm nervous!! You know I got problems, I know you know because you call me names and make fun of me!!!"
Somewhere in the back of my head I was telling myself to stop, but it had all caught up with me and I couldn't help myself. Despite Alex's trying to shush me I kept yelling.
"I haven't had a drink or taken anything in weeks and my brother might lose everything!!!" I sobbed again. "And you, you come out with thinking I would do that with him!! I'm not a sick whore!!" I screamed at him.
Yes you are the voice in the back of my head said. Oh yes you are you nasty girl, fucking your brother and lying about it.
"Megan..."
"Yes I'm a drunk, yeah I do drugs and yeah I... I'm a fucking loser!" I was yelling louder and waving my arms wildly unable to stop. "But I'm trying Alex!! I'm trying to help Mark! I can't lose my brother!! I..."
I stopped as Alex caught my hands in his, and pulled me right up to him.
"Shhh." Alex whispered. "Please Megan slow down. I... I don't think that about you. You're a good kid you just need help." He let my left hand go and put his hand on my shoulder. "Now calm down okay? Please. I want Mark to be okay to and he will be. I'm... I'm sorry I got you going."
I started to take deep breaths and leaned into Alex putting my head on his chest as I tried to get myself under control. Whether I had convinced him or he just stopped because he felt bad I had no idea but I had at least gotten him to stop. Alex put his arm around my neck and we stayed standing there for a minute until I stood up and wiped my eyes with my left hand.
"I...I'm sorry Alex I..."
"No," Alex said. "I'm sorry Megan really." I felt a glimmer of hope as he looked like he meant it.
Alex was still holding my right hand and he gave it a squeeze. I hugged him pressing my tear streaked cheek against his. As I did he whispered in my ear:
"Look Mark will be okay and so will you. It will work out okay?"
"O-okay." I said pulling away from him and wiping at my eyes again.
Alex squeezed my hand once more and let it go. I looked up at him and he gave me a reassuring smile. As he stood there he wiped his hand across his face where my tears had left his cheek wet.. His hand trailed across his upper lip and he froze. I stared at him as he kept his hand under his nose and his eyes widened. I realized with a start that not fifteen minutes ago I'd had that hand buried in my pussy, playing with myself as Mark had fucked me. Alex still had his hand under his nose and as he saw me looking his lips curled up into a smile and he made a show of taking a deep breath. What the hell could I say? I was playing with myself... All thoughts stopped as deliberately slowly Alex put the tip of his finger in his mouth. He pulled it out and said;
"Well, this kind of..."
"What the fuck is going on out here?" Mark said from behind me.
I all but sobbed in relief as Mark stepped out of the room and came up next to me where he immediately put his arm around my shoulder.
"What's the matter Meg?"
I didn't answer instead I turned into Mark and putting my back to buried my head in my brothers chest and started crying. I knew this was the wrong thing to do, to get this close to Mark in front of Alex but I couldn't help it. Mark put his arm around me and I heard him say;
"What the hell did you say to her?"
"Nothing Mark," I heard Alex say. "She's just..." he sighed. "My fault, I was teasing her and said something stupid. I said I was sorry..."
"Sorry is what you will be." Mark said softly. "I've told you before Alex I don't give a fuck who you are no one talks down to my sister."
"Well well." Alex said. "You do seem more like yourself today don't you?"
Hearing Alex wasn't going to say anything I leaned back, and with an effort, removed myself from Mark, who was staring Alex in the eye as if daring him to say anything. I could tell in that look that he had been listening and knew what was going on, he was waiting to see if Alex would keep it up.
"I do feel better." Mark said. "Tell you what Alex instead of teasing my sister why don't you make yourself useful?"
"Oh?" Alex asked. "And how should I do that?"
Mark smirked at him;
"By getting on the phone with that sorry assed excuse of a lawyer you stuck me with and tell him to get over here so I can tell him how he's going to get me out of this."
To my relief Alex smiled broadly and reaching out slapped Mark hard on the shoulder.



"Now that's what I have been waiting to hear!" he exclaimed. "I was thinking you were going to quit on me."
"I was going to." Mark said quietly then, pulling me closer to him added; "But my sister would never quit on me and I'll never quit on her now go get that overpaid asshole down here so I can get on with my life."
That had been last week and since then Alex had not brought up that conversation. That's not to say I thought he had forgotten it, as he would make a snide remark at any given opportunity. Not to mention every time I would get close to Mark, even if it was just sitting on the couch, he would look over and smirk. Of course I noticed Alex, as Mark had said, was really only targeting me. Alex knew that I was the weak link, well that and Alex did sincerely want to see my brother okay and didn't want to get him going. On that front things were going well until a couple of days ago when Mark made what seemed to be a colossal mistake with the judge presiding over his hearing.
True to his word the day Alex had caught me coming out of his room, Mark was back, and in spades. When Murdock arrived my brother began laying out everything both for and against him and how he was going to either use or dismiss the information. By the end of the conversation it seemed as if Murdock were the student and Mark was already a lawyer as he not only agreed with everything Mark said, but admitted that he hadn't even considered some of what my brother was coming out with.
For the most part it seemed as if everything was in Mark's favor. The judge, during the initial hearing had decided to give both the state attorney who was representing Max and Murdock more time to present their case. Pointing out that he was truly unsure who was the real defendant, and if there was enough either way for a trial. This was Mark's first big break as the judge said he would even allow some character testimony if necessary so for each attorney to make a list of people willing to testify for their party. On Max's side the rumor was there was no one except his current girlfriend, who Murdock said not only had a history of drug abuse, but in a conversation with her, gave the impression that Max beat her, and she wouldn't care if he ended up locked up.
Mark on the other hand was shocked at how many people were willing to come forward for him. Of course there were my parents, although dad a bit reluctantly, who were ready to testify about how Mark had turned his life around. I was going to be there to describe how scarred Mark was from Max's abuse to help the cause of the extreme level of violence Mark had used on Max. Alex was going to testify to Mark's character in general and how he believed in him enough to have his father's company provide him with a four year scholarship. Other's included several high school teachers and college professors, two karate instructors, as well as Mitch and Cynthia. Mitch was to testify about Mark's honesty and work ethic, how he never missed work and had never so much as touched a dime of the bars money. Cynthia was to tell of how, even on nights off, my brother would sit at the bar and study, to make sure she wasn't alone with the unruly crowd that populated the bar at night.
Things were looking good for my brother. On one hand there was Max Thompson; a career criminal and drug user and dealer. A man who had done three years for almost killing my brother as a child and who had an additional record of violence against women. Then there was Mark, who Murdock was putting out there as a pure success story. Mark had survived a hellish childhood to become the all American boy. Mark was good looking, was top of his class at PC, had been an all state baseball player in high school and had been accepted into the RI Thunderbolts an exclusive martial arts team that traveled around the country to compete.
On the down side the state prosecutor had done some homework as well; coming up with Mark's own history of violence. Fights at the group home, high school and even at club Baby Head, where, although as a bouncer Mark never swung first, he always made it a point to swing last. They had located a couple of witnesses that said Mark had to be pulled off people several times and there was an incident where he had thrown someone though a window. Also hurting my brother was the fact that the words Lex Talionis were tattooed onto his back over a symbol of Satanic beliefs.
As of right now the hearing was a case of he said, she said so to speak. Max, who was barely able to speak through a wired jaw and whose face was hideously swollen and scarred said that Mark had led him back to his place and jumped him. Mark insisted that Max followed him home and was completely high on coke and started screaming at him that he had ruined his life because he had went to jail over him. My brother said Max had attacked him and he defended himself. The prosecutor kept circling back to how badly Mark had beaten Max and the police were testifying that Mark was ready to kill him.
Murdock did not seem worried about that, citing the fact that Max had tormented Mark for years, and that Mark had lost it when Max hurt him again. My brother was highly trained in martial arts, but all evidence pointed at a street fight, which meant Mark had not been thinking straight and just fighting. According to Murdock the judge would buy the fact that having Max come after him could cause my brother to lose his grip. Unfortunately there was one huge flaw with Mark's story; Murdock kept coming back to how did Mark not recognize Max?
There were plenty of witnesses at the Green bar saying Mark had been in there several times and hung out playing pool and drinking with Max. Max not recognizing Mark was not that hard to believe, Mark was seven years older, an adult now and was wearing a beard at the time. Not to mention the fact that Max had done so many drugs over the years his memory was probably shot to begin with. Max was also claiming that Mark was a drug dealer and that was why he was at Mark's house to begin with.
At that point, Max was in trouble regardless of the outcome of who tried to kill who. There was a lot of cocaine in his system, and he was on parole with five years hanging over his head. Murdock had even kicked tires on trying to get Max to just let the case go and he wouldn't have to answer to the drug charges, but Max wanted to see Mark put away and claimed Mark gave him the cocaine. Once again this was all hearsay as my brother had mentioned earlier no one had ever heard them talking about it. Max had a drug history and Mark had never so much as smoked a joint and was tested regularly as a member of the Thunderbolts. As we all sat around discussing this, well Mark, Murdock and Alex I didn't add a lot to the conversation it still came down to who recognized who. Three nights ago when Murdock was trying to come up with something Mark had suddenly gotten that "going away" look on his face to the point Alex had leaned over and whacked him in the arm.
Mark had scared the shit out of us by practically jumping off the couch yelling that he had it! As we all listened, Mark had once again stated how no one ever really overheard anything he and Max had discussed except once. Mark had said on the last day he had gone to the Green bar he and Max had been sitting there when out of the blue Max had looked at Mark and told him he knew him from somewhere. Mark had said the bartender Billy had been standing right in front of them when he said it. A few minutes later Mark had scared off Max's dealer and Max had threatened Mark and told him to go outside with him. That was the last time they were seen together until Mark's apartment. By the time he had finished Alex and Murdock were both smiling like the Cheshire cat. Murdock had then asked Mark how he could remember that and Mark's answer was that he never forgot anything.
The next day Murdock had gone to the green bar and had come back to report that Mark had been dead on; again. Billy had remembered that day because he had really thought Max was going to attack Mark, and had even pulled his bat out. Better yet, Billy didn't really care for Max, except that he spent a lot of money there and agreed to testify if he had to. There was another meeting with the judge the next day and Murdock had said he was going to question both Mark and Max so it was put up or shut up; how were they going to get around Mark knowing who Max was?
Mark then simply stated that he hadn't recognized Max. Alex had immediately said that was impossible. Mark had smirked and rattled off several precedents that meant nothing to Alex or I. Murdock had frowned and said that he remembered a few of those but hadn't mentioned it because four of the five Mark mentioned hadn't worked. Mark said he could get away with it; say he was so traumatized by Max, especially when he had put him in a coma, that he had blocked him out of his mind. As he spoke Mark added that they could even blame the blow to his head. His medical records had shown abnormal brain activity afterwards, it could have affected his memory, never mind emotional trauma.
Mark was excited and now had Alex getting behind him. I then spoke up and mentioned the years of counseling Mark had gone through. Hadn't he ever talked about his nightmares? Mark had told me he saw Max's face almost every night in his dreams. Mark had smirked and said he had always told the counselor that he never remembered his dreams so he would never have to talk about them. Mark then reeled off a few more case references and Murdoch shook his head saying once again maybe one out of five pulled this off. Murdock reminded Mark that in every case the judge subjected the defendant to a lie detector test.
Mark had shrugged and said polygraphs were not completely reliable and were normally inadmissible. Murdock shook his head and said that because of the nature of the claim; that someone had been completely 'blocked out' that test was considered quite admissible. Murdock had sighed, and said that there needed to be another way. As we sat there thinking Alex had said to give it a shot but refuse the polygraph based on the fact that now that Mark did know who Max was his answers would be skewed now that Max was in his head. Murdock agreed, but said failure to agree to the test would make it look like what it was; a lie. At the end of the night Murdock told Mark to try the story but refuse the polygraph as Alex had said and go from there.
The next day Alex and I had been sitting in the hallway outside the room where the judge was meeting with Mark and Murdock. Max and the state prosecutor had been in there earlier and supposedly were still pressing for Mark to be charged with attempted murder. I sat there silently my stomach in knots. Alex had looked over at me and said that worse case Mark would get a few months as it would get pled down. I started to tear up and Alex had told me it would be okay, with a smirk he added that he heard inmates sometimes got conjugal visits. I turned my head away from him, and before he could say anything else, Mark and Murdock came out. Mark was smirking but Murdoch was furious; Mark had agreed to a polygraph test on Thursday and the final hearing would be Friday.
Alex and Murdoch had both asked him what the hell he was thinking and I had immediately burst into tears. Mark had put his arms around me and told Alex and Murdoch that the truth would set him free. Alex reminded him that, I as well as Murdoch and of course Mark himself, were all lying. Mark had replied that that was okay he was convinced he had done the right thing by his laws and would be fine. Murdock had left saying that Mark would have been better off in the loony bin if he believed he would get through this. Nevertheless Murdock had pulled some strings, getting Mark into the building where they did the testing tonight for a practice run, where he hoped to get Mark used to the questions and how to answer them. Murdock had mentioned they would start with basic things and have Mark lie about some of them. This of course was when Alex had started mentioning how there were a few things he would love to ask Mark.
I sighed as I lied there listening to Mark's steady breathing. Tonight was the run through and not only would we find out if Mark could pull this off but I was fully prepared for Alex to point blank ask if there was something going on between us. Then again, Mark had a point if Murdock was there Alex might not try anything. My brother was convinced that if Alex knew he wouldn't say anything but I couldn't live with the idea of someone knowing. I had deliberately distanced myself from my brother back when. Even now despite how amazing Mark felt to me in every way I knew we could never be. If Mark got through this he would have a hell of a future and sooner or later I would slip up. Mark was fiercely loyal to his sister and would defend me to the bitter end. Sooner or later, I would cost him, and I could never let that happen
I had been convinced two years ago that night in his new apartment that Mark had wanted us to be a couple. To protect his future I had pretended that I had no interest in order to save him and now I may have cost him anyway. Alex was the type to use something like that down the line if he felt he had to and Mark was the type who could piss off anybody and never backed down. I turned my head, and leaning over, kissed Mark gently on the cheek. He made that cute little cooing noise in his sleep and burrowed his face deeper into the pillow. I rolled back into his chest, and nuzzling my face into him closed my eyes, and tried to relax enough to go to sleep.
*****
I groaned as I heard the alarm going off next to the bed. Mark rolled onto his back, and reaching out, shut it off. I rolled onto my back, and was just thinking that I wished Mark didn't have to get right up, when he rolled back over next to me and kissed my cheek.
"Hey little brother," I whispered. "I wish you didn't have too... ohhh stop that!" I said as Mark nuzzled his face into my neck and kissed me gently just under my ear.
I started to turn, but Mark rolled over again directly on top of me.
"Mark!" I hissed. "You have to hey..."
Mark had pushed his knee between my legs, and then getting his other leg next to it, opened his legs, causing mine to spread wide open. I started to protest, but all that came out was a groan as Mark leaned over, and kissed me hard on the lips. I started to push against his chest, last night was one thing, but it was morning and Alex could be up. I turned my head, taking my lips from Mark's, and tried to push him off again. I gasped as Mark grabbed my wrists, and pushing my arms back pinned them to the bed. I felt a surge of wetness flow through my pussy as my brother captured both my wrists in his right hand. Grabbing my hair, Mark pulled on it until I was facing him and immediately kissed me hard again.
I moaned into his mouth, as with one smooth thrust, Mark's huge hard cock slid inside of my already very wet pussy. Mark slid his lips from my mouth and started kissing my neck. I stopped pushing against his hand and let myself relax as Mark began fucking me with slow deep thrusts that felt amazing. Despite the fact that I knew we shouldn't be doing this, I found myself arching my back, and thrusting my hips in time with his, causing his cock to penetrate even deeper.
"Yeah, there you go sis." Mark whispered.
"And good morning to you too little brother," I gasped out in between the soft moans of pleasure I was releasing every time my brothers cock pushed itself into his sisters always willing pussy.
"Anytime I wake up with you it is." Mark said softly.
Mark had lifted his head from my neck as he said this. I looked up into his gorgeous multicolored eyes and whispered;
"Damn your beautiful Mark."
Mark gave me that adorable shy smile of his, and letting my hands go, slid his arms under mine. I wrapped my arms around his shoulders, and my legs around his waist, drawing him as deep inside of me as I could. Mark moaned in my ear as, I started kissing his neck and lightly running my nails across his shoulders, as he continued to slowly fuck me. I let out a sigh of pleasure into his neck, enjoying how close we were. In addition to my pussy being completely full of my brother's beautiful cock, I could feel my hard nipples pressing into Mark's chest and his soft lips were once again fastened to my neck.
Mark started to push up but I locked my hands behind his neck and held him to me.
"We don't have a lot of time baby," I said softly in his ear. "Just take stay right here and take what you need."
Mark slid his arms back under mine returning to our former position but was now raising his hips higher and driving down into me much harder. I groaned and turning my head caught our reflection in the mirror. Despite how many times I had done this, the sight of my ivory flesh wrapped around my brothers well tanned skin never failed to excite me. No, let's face it, it wasn't just about how good we looked together, it was who we were. I let out a soft whimper as my brother began thrusting even harder, slamming his cock even deeper into my needy little pussy. As I began bucking my own hips harder and faster to match the rhythm of his thrusts, I continued to stare at us in the mirror.
My mouth was open and I had a look of pure lust on my face as my brother pounded me harder and harder. Mark's face was buried in my long black hair, some of which was fanned across the pillow. I moaned louder, not just from the good hard fucking I was receiving, but at how incredible my brother looked as he was thoroughly enjoying his big sisters body. The muscles in Mark's back and arms were standing out as he thrust himself in and out of my warm wet flesh, and his ass looked incredible, flexing with each hard thrust. Unable to resist I drew my long red nails across his back scratching him. Not the smartest thing to do, but fuck it he would just have to keep a shirt on around Alex. Mark moaned in my ear and I scratched him again harder and more slowly. I could feel Mark's shoulders starts to tremble and he began fucking me as hard as our position would allow.
I stopped at the top of Mark's shoulders, then suddenly raked my nails down his back again, but this time turned my head, and bit down hard into his shoulder. Mark let out a loud moan into my neck and I felt his cock twitch inside of me. A moment later he was filling his big sister's pussy with his hot cum. I tightened my arms and legs around him and continued to thrust into him, milking every last drop of my brother's cum. I let my head loll back and moaned as Mark continued to paint the inside of my pussy. Oh how I loved when my brother came inside of me! Mark let out a soft whimper and slumped down into me.
I hugged him tightly, cradling his head into my shoulder. As I did I clenched my pussy around his still hard cock. Mark whimpered in my ear as a couple of more drops of cum squirted into my greedy little pussy.
"There you go little brother, give me all of it."
We stayed like that; our bodies wrapped together in a forbidden embrace. I sighed into Mark's ear thinking that if I had thought that I wished he didn't have to leave before the feeling was even stronger now. As we laid there I recalled some of those great weekends at Mark's apartment where we would literally spend the entire day in bed, getting up only to eat and shower and we would play in the shower as well. I pushed those thoughts from my mind. On one hand they were great memories, but if I thought about them enough I would get upset that we couldn't have this all the time. Turning my head I whispered;
"As good as you feel Mark you have to get moving."
Mark sighed into my neck then lifting himself up gave me a soft kiss on the lips before sliding away from me. I sat up and watched as Mark quickly got up and put his shorts on.



"Put your shirt on Mark." I told him. "I left some marks."
"Good call." Mark said as he picked hi t-shirt up off the bureau and slid it on.
After taking a minute to slip his cast back on, and wrap it up, Mark picked up my night shirt and held it up for me. I obediently raised my arms over my head as he slid it over me. I let out a surprised squeal as while the shirt was over my head I felt my brothers tongue flick across my left nipple. Mark pulled the shirt down and after kissing me, gently pushed me back onto the pillows and pulled the covers up, tucking me in as if I were a little kid. I smiled happily at him. Mark spoiled me like no other and I knew he enjoyed it as much as I did.
"I wish you could stay little brother." I said.
"Me too." Mark said, then glancing at the clock which read 5:15 sat on the edge of the bed and took my hand.
"Listen sis when this is over I want us to spend some time together."
I smiled sadly and shrugged.
"That would be great Mark but where? Your place is trashed and we sure as hell can't stay here I've gotten us in enough trouble."
I frowned, as I realized that at this point, I didn't know where I was going. I had been staying with Mark when I took off for New York, and we been staying with Alex the last two weeks. Tommy would take me back if I asked. Not that he should with the way I treated him, but I had learned that he could not say no to me. Sadly I had taken advantage of that fact many times. Even if he did, Mark couldn't stay there Tommy hated him, and of course would expect me to be in his bed, certainly not my brothers. Mark squeezed my hand and with a smile said;
"We're going to stay with the folks of course."
I shook my head.
"I don't know Mark, I..." I sighed. "I wasn't welcome there before and after all this shit Dad..."
"Doesn't have fucking choice." Mark laughed.
"What are you talking about Mark?"
"When Denise came over yesterday, you were napping, and I didn't want to get you up right away, and we talked for awhile." He shrugged. "You're right about Doug Meg; he's still spouting that tough love shit about you and as for me..." Mark paused and grunted;
"Well let's just say that it would be an understatement to say he's said 'I told you so' two hundred times since he found out what I did."
"Max deserved everything he got Mark." I told him sitting up and putting my hand on his shoulder.
I glanced nervously at the clock, knowing Alex would be up soon, and the last thing we would need was to get caught with Mark leaving my room. On the other hand, if Mark wanted to talk, then I sure as hell wasn't going to tell him to leave.
"I didn't say I felt bad about it." Mark said with a nasty smirk. "But it made good old Doug feel vindicated for all those 'there's just something I don't trust about Mark cracks."
"So you think were staying there why?" I asked as a wave of sadness went through me. My father, who for years had referred to me as his little girl didn't even want me in his house anymore, well not to live anyway.
"Because Denise told him that you were doing better, and that I had been through a lot and we both needed a place to stay and..." Mark smiled broadly "She told him that if he didn't like it he could leave because her kids needed her and the choice was his."
"Wow." I said simply.
Mom had always seemed so meek, then again I remembered back when dad had thought Mark and I were fucking in the hotel, how hard she had fought for us and would have never let him throw Mark out. Of course dad had been right all along, just as, sad to say, he had been right about Mark. Dad had predicted Mark would lose it someday and he had in spades. Yet once again, Mark and I were playing injured parties and everyone around us was trying to help. With a sinking feeling in my stomach I wondered how dad would respond if Alex said anything about Mark and I, and he found out he had been right four years ago at that hotel.
"Hey sis you in there?" Mark asked as his hand caressed my cheek.
I nodded and leaned my face into his hand. Mark slid over and kissed my other cheek then started speaking softly in my ear;
"Listen Meg, the practice polygraph is tonight, the real one tomorrow, and the hearing Friday morning."
I started to speak but Mark put his finger to my lips. He looked as if he were going to keep talking, then stopped, and appeared to be listening to something. Mark looked over at the clock, and then standing up, walked over to the bedroom door. I started to ask him if he were leaving just like that, when he reached down and hit the button on the door unlocking it. Mark then came back to the bed and sat down on the edge next to me.
"Are you crazy Mark?" I asked him. "What if Alex..."
"Catches us?" Mark shrugged. "We're just talking."
"Mark..."
"Megan listen to me." Mark said taking my hands in his and looking me in the eye. "Forget about Alex for right now and think about what I said." He smiled, and pulling me towards him gave me a long kiss that made me want to get up and lock the door again. Goddamn my brother could kiss! Mark slipped his arms around my waist, and breaking the kiss hugged me to him. I rested my head on his shoulder and as I did he started talking softly;
"This is all going to be over in a couple of days, and I know you're scared and don't think it will be okay, but I promise that it will be."
"The test Mark," I whispered. "You..."
"I can pass the test Megan," Mark said quietly. "And this is where you just need to trust me Meg, no matter what happens at the run through tonight you just have to know that it will all be okay. Do you believe me?"
"I want to." I answered.
"Then do." Mark kissed the top of my head and continued, "And when it's over we are going to go stay at the folks and you and I are going to spend a lot of time together sis."
Mark hugged me closer to him.
"Just like the old days Meg, play every night and wake up together every morning. We both need it sis. We can stay there as long as we like no?" He grunted.
"Hell I've already been suspended from PC this semester even if I get away with self defense. And I'm pretty sure Mitch isn't going to want me back so I got plenty of time to spend with my beautiful big sister."
I let myself melt completely into my brother's arms. Oh how good that sounded! Over the last few years, whenever I had been really screwed up, I would always lie there and think back to those amazing weekend mornings at the folks waking up in Mark's embrace. Not that we hadn't had a lot of those in his apartment, but things were different there. I was different. Back then I had as bright a future as Mark, and the two of us were enjoying our forbidden passion. Now I was a mess, half the time staying with Mark because I had nowhere else to go. Staying with him because the alternative would be staying with guys to just get what I needed and of course giving them whatever they wanted for it. I could hear Alex's voice in my head clear as day;
"Drugged out whore."
I took a deep breath and held back more tears of frustration. My brother seemed back to himself; strong and confident. Mark seemed convinced he would be okay and I needed to be strong as well so that he could do whatever he needed to. However, as I thought about how fucked up my life had become, I remembered why it was that Mark and I weren't together all the time in the first place. My brother may need me now, but sooner or later he would be fine and back on the right track meaning the last thing he would need was me weighing him down again. All that raced through my mind as Mark held me. I leaned my head up and kissing his neck sat back so I could look at him;
"I'd love that little brother, I really would but..." I hesitated not sure how to say it. "Well it can't be for too long Mark people..."
"Won't think anything sis we'll be back living with the folks it's not like my place where it might look weird."
I shrugged, wondering how to tell him I just didn't want him to get too close to his needy anchor of a sister. I would also be lying to myself if I didn't admit I was afraid of getting too attached to Mark.
"I know Mark, but still, I mean Cynthia has called you here a few times and I had lunch with Tommy while you Alex and Murdock went down to the Green bar"
At the mention of Tommy's name Mark's eyes narrowed, and I felt bad for bringing him up. Not just because Mark mistakenly blamed Tommy for my drug habit, but because he knows Tommy loves me, and that during the times I am straight I have gotten close to him as well. I would never say love as I really didn't think I was capable of it, but Tommy was good to me when I let him be. I also understood Mark's feeling because I had been very jealous of Krissy, and even now it bothered me Cynthia was calling. Cyn as he called her, had been Mark's little plaything for over a year while he fucked whoever he wanted. Lately however, Mark had been talking about her differently, and for her to still want to be around him after Max told me that Cynthia had more than a passing interest in my brother. In an effort to get off the subject of Mark and I's twisted relationships I continued;
"Point is little brother there are people who will wonder why we have no one. I mean it's like I said before...."
"We're not for all the time." Mark said, and I could hear some bitterness creeping into his voice. "I understand that sis, I'm not saying to run to fucking Kentucky and get married like the rest of the inbreds up there. All I'm saying is I want some time with my sister after all this."
I could feel Mark tensing up, and felt even worse than before, but I had to make the point.
"Okay Mark," I said soothingly. "I want that too. I'm just saying we need to be careful and..."
"I need you Meg," Mark cut in. "I know you think I don't but I do sis, so just a few weeks okay?"
"I'd love that." I said feeling a sense of relief flow through me, not just that Mark seemed to understand, but hearing him say he needed me.
"Listen Megan one more thing about after this is finished."
"What is it?" I asked concerned again as Mark had gotten a very intense look on his face.
"I..."
Mark stopped and got that faraway look in his eyes. I hadn't seen that look since the night I had snuck into his room and not only fucked him but convinced him to fight. As I watched, Mark seemed to drift away even further, and even turned his head as if he were listening to something. I saw with a start it was almost six. Was Alex walking around out there? I cocked my own head; because we had both been attacked at night as children, both Mark and I had very acute hearing. I didn't hear anything, and by then Mark seemed to have come back to himself.
"I want us to go away for a few days, be completely alone. Maybe New Hampshire."
"Ummm okay I guess," I said frowning. Mark had blurted that out quickly, as if he were trying to get it out before he stopped. "Any special reason?"
"I..." Once again Mark seemed as if he were struggling, and I found myself wondering if he really were a little unbalanced. "I need to talk to you about something sis."
"And we have to go away for that?" I asked. "Are you okay little brother?"
I asked because Mark had winced and put his hand up to his temple. As I watched he began to rub the spot where the steel plate had been inserted when he was fourteen. I frowned in concern wondering if Max had hit Mark there. Mark had received a concussion from the fight and being right handed most of Max's punches had landed on that side of Mark's face.
"I'm fine." Mark said, but I swear I saw his hand shaking before he put it back down
"So talk to me now Mark," I told him.
Mark shook his head
"I can't right now sis." He winced again but kept his hands in his lap.
"Why not Mark?" I slid over until I was close enough to put my arm around his shoulders. "We can..."
"Look Megan I need to tell you something but it can't be now." Before I could ask why again Mark continued once again looking as if he were struggling to get the words out. "I...I can't tell you until this is all over."
I felt a sinking feeling in my stomach. I didn't like the look on Mark's face, not at all.
"You can't do that to me Mark." I told him. "Just tell me now." I forced a laugh, and trying to turn it into a joke, pouted and using the little girl voice said;
"Please little brother? If you tell me your big sister will be ohhh so grateful."
Mark shook his head.
"I'm telling you now so that you won't let me off the hook later." He put his head down and whispered; "There's something wrong with me sis and I've never told anyone, not even you. So when this is done and we get some time to rest I want to tell you."
"Mark you..." I swallowed hard. "You're not sick are you?"
The thought of something being seriously wrong with my brother was beyond devastating.
"No," Mark said quickly. "That's not it sis, I promise." Mark kissed my cheek. "Its... look Megan it just has to wait. Like I said I want you to make me tell you. I'll tell you what, we'll go next weekend. I have some money put away."
"Mark what do you mean make you?"
"If I tell you next weekend I don't want to talk, make me." Seeing my concern Mark added; "Right now I can't have you knowing because you'll worry more and..."
Mark sighed,
"I need you to promise me something Meg."
"Anything Mark." I squeezed his hand tightly.
"I was trying to downplay it, but I think your right Alex knows, or thinks he does, and he's playing games."
"I told you Mark!" I said "And now you're in here and I know he's up by now he's going to catch you in here and..."
"Let me finish sis." Mark looked me in the eye and he had that intense look in them. "He is going after you Meg, he's almost positive and probably could have caught us since, but he's playing. He knows that you think he knows, he also knows you're a nervous wreck. He's goading you Meg, wants you to admit it. You haven't, so trust me he is up to something, and it will be during that test."
"I thought you said he wouldn't!"
"I was trying to keep you calm so you would sleep." Mark sighed. "The only way out Meg is to outplay him. I can do it Meg, but you need to promise me that no matter what happens at that test you don't say anything, just sit and let me handle it."
"How are you going to..."
We both jumped as there was a knock on the door.
"Hey Megan is Mark in there?"
I groaned at the sound of Alex's voice. He knew damn well Mark was in here with me. Mark slid further onto the edge of the bed and pushed against my hip with his hand. Taking his cue I slid back to the middle of the bed, and leaned back so I was sitting propped up on the pillows, the sheet up over my legs.
"C'mon in." Mark called out. "It's unlocked."
Just as Alex opened the door it hit me, that Mark's unlocking the door had been smart, if Mark had to unlock the door to let Alex in it would have looked bad. Not for the first time I was amazed by Mark's uncanny self preservation instincts. Still could he get us past Alex when it came down to it? I looked up as Alex entered the room. Alex was dressed in a pair of shorts and a tank top that exposed his powerful shoulders and arms. As he looked at me I recalled the dream I had and looked away.
"Awfully early to be banging on doors isn't Alex?" Mark asked quietly.
"Well it's not like you two weren't up in here." Alex paused and smirked. "Am I interrupting something?"
Alex had looked at me when he said it. Remembering what Mark had said about him taking advantage of my nervousness, I made sure I returned his stare.
"We were just talking." I said quietly.
Alex's smirk grew broader.
"Of course you were," He laughed enjoying himself. "What else would you be doing?" he shook his head. "Think we had this conversation last week."
"Alex?" Mark asked.
"Yeah Mark?"
"It's six am what the fuck do you want?"
Alex turned away for me to look at my brother.
"What's your problem Mark?" Another smile. "Did I disturb you? Would you like me to leave so you can finish..." He glanced back at me as he finished. "Talking?"
"My problem is you looking for me like I'm a friggin kid. What did you want? Or do just like busting my sister's balls?"
As he spoke, Mark stood up and walked over towards where Alex was standing.
"Actually I was going to see if you wanted to go for a run. It's nice and cool out right now." Alex shrugged. "I heard you guys talking so I knocked."
"So you were lurking." Mark stated simply.
He had reached Alex and was staring into his eyes. Alex returned the gaze calmly.
"I listened for a minute, if I didn't hear any," he coughed. "Talking, I wouldn't have knocked."
"So what did you have, your goddamn ear to the door?" Mark asked.
"Nah," Alex said glancing over at me. "I wouldn't need to; Megan over there is pretty loud. Can hear her talking right through the door."
This time I didn't look at Alex, I simply stared past him and out of the bedroom door. From where I was sitting I could see the bar across the living room. There was a bottle of Captain Morgan on top of it. Damn I could use one, settle my nerves down so I could deal with this asshole. Alex saw me staring and turned to look over his shoulder out into the parlor. I dropped my gaze down into my lap hoping it didn't occur to him what I was looking at. Alex turned back and looked like he was going to say something when Mark said;
"Alex, if you've got something to say just fucking say it."
"What do you mean?" Alex asked, his gorgeous blue eyes narrowing as if he didn't know what Mark was talking about. "I was saying that your sister talks really loud."
"No Alex," Mark replied with that all too familiar edge in his voice, "You're busting our fucking balls. If you...."
"Hey Mark chill out," Alex said putting his hands up. "I know you like to stick up for you big sister over there, but all I said was that she was loud." He grinned. "Hell, loud isn't always a bad thing is it?"
"No Alex, you know exactly what you're doing."
Mark stepped right up to Alex and I started to get nervous. My brother's body language was aggressive; he was trying to use that air of indignation the two of us had always gotten if we thought anyone was suggesting that we were closer than we should be. Warner did not step back ,instead he spread his hands out as if he still didn't I know why Mark was upset.
"Damn Mark, I just wanted to see if you wanted to go jogging, figured it would be good for you. As for knocking," he laughed. "I knew you were in here because you weren't anywhere else and figured if you were in here you guys were up." The smirk made another appearance. "I mean it's not like you guys would be doing anything except T..."
"Stop with the bullshit Alex" Mark snapped. "You know damn well the game your fucking playing." He raised his left arm pointing his injured hand in Alex's face. "You've been busting Megan's balls ever since last week."
"Calm down Mark," Alex said. "I don't know what the hell she was all upset about last week and I don't know why you're all jerked off now."
"Oh please Alex, I'm not one of those stupid rich assholes you hang around with I..."
"Enough Mark." Alex said.
He had said it quietly, but there was now a tone in his voice as well. Reaching up he put his hand on the cast on Mark's arm and pushed it away.
"Am I playing around? Yeah maybe a little but know what? If sis over there wasn't acting like the cat that ate the canary I wouldn't have even asked her what was going on. Then she gets all flustered and starts flipping out." Alex shrugged. "Hell she said you were talking last week too, so okay the two of you talk a lot."
Alex had once again emphasized the word talk. My stomach was now in knots. Mark was not handling this right; it was if he was trying to get Alex to accuse us on the spot. In the past we had fooled others but Alex was far too shrewd for this. Mark was extremely smart, already demonstrating a lawyer's ability to get people to admit to things without even knowing they were, but Alex was older than my brother, and had been running a multimillion dollar business since he had been my age. With a sinking feeling I realized my brother was out of his league.



"I mean really Mark," Alex continued; "She wigs out and then can't take a few jokes, and now I'm a prick." He grunted. "You know you don't have to thank me for helping, but don't treat me like an asshole in my own place."
Mark started to say something but I spoke up.
"Let it go Mark," I said quietly. "Alex is right, it's my fault I... I wasn't myself last week and I turned it into more than it was." I took a shot of my own at throwing Alex off. "I don't blame him for busting me up I acted like an idiot, he knows there's nothing going on it's my fault for being stupid."
"It's not your fault sis," Mark said. "You're under a lot of stress and someone," Mark glanced at Alex. "Doesn't need to rub it in."
"Yeah Megan," Alex said. "It's not your fault, it never is." He shook his head. "Funny how Mark has no patience for anyone but never blames you for anything. Nothing is ever you, it's everyone else. You're just a tragic tale that everyone picks on. You're a mess because you're ...."
"She's what?" Mark snapped.
This time there was enough of a threat in his tone that Alex did step back from him as he came forward. Mark's hand came up quickly, and I cringed, thinking he was going to try to hit Alex. Alex's right hand came up just as fast as my brother's catching the top of Mark's hand as it was coming up and holding it there.
"Easy Mark." I felt a surge of relief as Alex sounded calm as he spoke. "I was just going to say she's having a hard time because she's doing the right the thing and staying away from the bar and the other shit. That's it."
"No Alex, there was more." Mark said, and suddenly whipping his hand out from underneath Alex's, brought it around and towards his face.
This time Warner's left hand snapped up and stopped directly in front of Mark's. My brother's finger stuck into Warner's palm and I relaxed a bit as I realized he was only going to stick his finger in Alex's face. I was once again amazed at how fast Alex was, the only person I had ever met that whose hands were as fast as Mark's.
"There was more," Alex continued still speaking very calmly. "I was going to say suffering from withdrawal. And honestly that's no one's fault but hers. But you never seem to think that." Alex pushed my brother's hand away and finished; "You're more in denial about her problems than she is."
"You know she's sitting right there don't you?" Mark asked his eyes widening.
I had to do something; Mark was getting worked up and Warner's remaining calm was fueling his frustration, and I had no doubt Alex knew that. As I prepared to move the covers and get up, I realized that my night shirt was up around my hips. I started to push it down, and then stopped as an idea leapt into my mind. No I couldn't .... Oh what the hell! Before I could change my mind, I tossed the covers off the bed onto the floor. As I knew they would Alex and Mark both turned at the movement.
"Meg!" Mark snapped and pointing down instantly turned his back to me.
I looked down.
"Oh shit!" I exclaimed in mock surprise.
Not only was the night shirt up to my hips, but I had swung my right leg down onto the floor leaving my pussy partially exposed. I stayed there for a moment, as if frozen, giving Alex a chance to get a good look before, with an obvious effort, he also quickly put his back to me. I immediately brought my leg back up onto the bed, and lifting my hips pulled the shirt back down.
"I...um." I stopped, and honestly a bit upset I had given Alex a look, especially after that dream found myself blushing; "Sorry about that." I added lamely
"Don't be." Alex said. I could see his face in the mirror and could tell he was trying not to laugh. "Hell I've been trying to get you to show me for years I'll take what I can get."
"Glad I could make your day." I said rolling my eyes.
"You did, that's probably the first pussy he's seen that he hasn't had to pay for in months." Mark said as he turned around.
"Hey look," Alex said turning back around as well. "Just because I occasionally help out a young coed doesn't mean I'm paying for it."
"If you did it after, it's a favor," Mark said. "In advance it's prostitution."
"Oh really councilor?" Alex asked. "And how is it that you paid for your books last semester?" Before Mark could answer Alex continued; "Oh Robin may I rub your feet? What's that? Wear the shirt you just bought me? "You want me to take you how? Oh yes ma'am."
I laughed out loud, as when Alex had finished, he had put his head down, and looking up put on a perfect imitation of the shy little smile that Mark would conjure up for Robin who I had seen him with at Mitch's. I always got a kick out of watching Mark act like that with her and Alex had hit it dead on.
"Whatever." Mark said shaking his head. "I'd rather be paid for it then pay for it."
"Paying for its better. You make them..."
"Umm do you mind?" I asked.
"Sorry." Alex said then looking at Mark sighed and said;
"Okay listen Mark I don't want to fight with you, either of you. We're all in this together." He put his hand on Mark's arm.
"Besides you got that test tonight and you need to be relaxed so let's just forget about all this shit okay?"
"You're the one that needs to drop it Alex." Mark said simply. "I'm putting Megan through enough you don't need to chime in."
"Look Mark, I'm only joking okay? Megan says you were talking you were talking. I mean I understand you guys have been through a lot and like to talk."
At this I saw the smirk start to return. Mark had been looking my way, and I gave my head a quick shake hoping he would get my meaning and just let Alex go for now.
"Hell," Alex continued; "You guys talk all the time and I think that's great. I really do, that your that close." Alex gave a mock sigh and added;
"Wish I had a big sister I could talk to that way."
With that Alex turned away from us. I looked up into the mirror and saw that he was smiling broadly. I was relieved that my little show had stopped the argument, but felt my head begin to pound. Alex had no idea I could see him in the mirror and that smile was genuine; he knew. I looked at Mark who had that blank look in his eyes again. Mark shook his head then glancing over at me said;
"I'm going to go for that run, think I could use it. Why don't you go back to sleep Meg? You must be tired."
"Yeah kind of." I told him as I pulled the covers back over me and slid down into the bed.
"Shouldn't stay up all night talking then." Alex said from the doorway.
Mark didn't say anything, but simply walked past him, going out into the living room where he turned to wait for Alex.
"Hey Megan," Alex began as he started to close the door.
"What Alex?"
"If you ever want to talk let me know," He winked. "I'm a great listener."
*
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I opened my eyes slowly, and as I lied there squinting against the pounding in my head, I found myself staring up at the forest mural painted on the ceiling. The forest, complete with several small animals peeking out from the bushes and trees, was the imaginary place I had created in my mind back when I was 9. The forest was the place I would run to when Frank, my foster father, was having his way with me. Near the end of my time there I had gotten so good at running there that I would stay there for hours even after he was finished with me. Sometimes I would even go there when I first came home from school knowing his wife wasn't home and he would be after me right away.
I had painted the mural when I was fifteen and had been living with mom and dad for four years. In some ways it was a reminder of those painful memories yet at the time, and in times since it was a symbol of peace for me. The forest represented a good place and a refuge from pain and suffering. In the first several years I lived with mom and dad I had never needed to go there again. My life had been saved and, not only was I in a loving environment, but I was a beautiful girl who had an amazing talent for painting and a bright future ahead of me in every way. Over the last couple of year however I would give anything to be able to find that place in my head again. A place I could rest, feel safe, enjoy the company of my little animal friends. To my dismay however, I found that I could not get back there so instead sought the refuge of alcohol and drugs, an artificial peace that lasted only until I crashed and would lead to me wanting more.
I closed my eyes and took several long deep breaths as I waited for the banging in my head to subside. After a minute I opened my eyes again, and turning my head, looked over at the alarm clock. It was eight am. I sighed. I had gone to sleep at eleven o'clock and hadn't opened my eyes until just now. Nine hours of solid sleep, which was exactly what I needed considering I probably hadn't gotten much more than that combined in the last three nights. The pounding in my head however, and the guilt that that pain brought with it, reminded me of how it was that I had gotten that much needed sleep.
I turned my head, wincing at the pain it caused, and looked over at Mark. My brother was lying on his back and sleeping soundly. I felt another twinge of guilt as I looked at him. Mark needed the sleep as badly as I did, but the only reason he was sleeping like this was because I had slipped two Ambien into his coke last night. Mark and I had been staying with mom and dad since that terrible scene Thursday night at Murdock's office. Friday and Saturday night Mark and I had barely slept and for the most part just talked. It had been just like the old days; we sat on the porch for hours then went, and after locking our doors, Mark would slip into my room through the bathroom.
Of course Mark had looked for sex but I had held him off by telling him that Mom wasn't sleeping much due to the Judge's decision being on Monday, and after what had happened with Alex, I was too worried about getting caught. This was mostly the truth, but also part of it, especially on Friday, was that I was still extremely sore from Thursday night when my brother had all but torn me apart. On Saturday I had said no again, but also knew we needed to sleep, and had caved partway and we had gotten off in a sixty nine. It had felt amazing, we had cum at the same time and as I moaned and squealed, grinding my pussy in Mark's face, his cock had exploded in my mouth and I had eagerly sucked down every drop. As hard as we had both cum however we had not fallen asleep until close to dawn and had gotten up early to meet with Murdock for one more run through before this morning's hearing.
Last night we both desperately needed to sleep and dad had taken mom out to dinner and to go play cards with some friends, and Mark and I had gone at it like animals. We started at seven and at ten o'clock had collapsed sweating, and gasping onto the sheets after fucking for the fourth time in three hours. At that point even though Mark looked exhausted, I had gone downstairs to get him a soda, and had slipped the pills into it. As I had opened the capsules and poured the contents into the coke I had felt terrible, it had been my drugging Mark so I could sneak out on him and stealing his rent money that had led him to running into Max in the first place.
Of course slipping the pills to my brother did not make me feel nearly as bad as what I had done next. I had lied down cuddled up to Mark until he fell asleep then getting up, I got dressed in the bathroom, and slipping out the back door, walked the two blocks to the liquor store. I bought a pint of Captain Morgan and a liter bottle of coke then walked back home. After pouring half the soda out onto the lawn, I poured the rum in, and sitting on the porch swing, drank the entire thing. It had been the first time I had drank in a month and it hit me hard. I had all but had to crawl up the stairs to get back into my room. Once there I had no sooner stripped and slid into the bed next to Mark then everything went black and I fell into that blissful oblivion that I had denied myself for the past weeks.
The throbbing in my head settled down to a manageable ache, and propping myself up on my elbow, I watched Mark sleep. My brother's features were completely relaxed and once again I was amazed at how truly beautiful he really was. At the moment however that beauty was marred by a blackened left eye and the large lump just underneath of it. I frowned as I looked at it. The eye definitely looked better than it had but I would still, as I did for the hearing Friday morning, have to put make up on his eye to tone down the color and swelling and once again hope the judge thought this was still the bruising from Mark's fight with Max.
As I continued to watch Mark I recalled with a shudder how out of control my brother had been Thursday night. Mark had all but completely lost it and scared the shit out of me. In a way I had been more afraid then than I had that day when I had stopped him from killing Max. At least on that day I knew the reason Mark had become unhinged but Thursday had come out of nowhere. Mark had gone from acting indignant, and demanding an apology from Alex to an all out rage. At first I had thought Mark was just over reacting to keep up the ruse of being upset about Alex accusing us of, well the truth of course, that we were fucking. Then Mark had really exploded and when the fight between he and Alex had started I was too stunned at first to even react. Fortunately as always I had been able to get Mark to stop. As it was Mark had still been out of control right up until I let him take it out on me. As always that had finally settled him down but for the first time since I had been with Mark I had found myself afraid of him.
I pushed all that from my mind. In three hours the final hearing to decide if there should be a trial would commence and I was due to testify. I needed to have my head as clear as possible. Leaning over I kissed Mark gently on the cheek, and couldn't help but smile as he made a soft cooing noise in his sleep and nuzzled his face into the pillow. I reached out and lightly caressed his cheek then slowly let my hand trail down his neck and rest on his muscular chest. As much sex as we'd had last night I thought of waking him and playing, just going nice and slow and enjoying, but we didn't have to leave for two more hours and I wanted him to rest. Carefully rolling over I slipped out of the bed, and put on the pink night shirt mom had bought me when she took me shopping yesterday.
I felt a pang of sadness as I thought of that. I really had hardly anything of my own these days. I had moved so many times in the last couple of years and sometimes in such a hurry that I always left things behind. Mom had bought me quite a few things yesterday and I had kept telling her not too but she wouldn't take no for an answer. Mom had loved having Mark and I back home the last couple of days and had mentioned a dozen times how both of us could stay as long as we wanted. I would consider it if dad seemed like he wanted me to as well but, although dad was being civil, I could tell he was not thrilled with me, and really was on the fence about whether or not he should hope Mark got off or not. Not to mention the fact that if I stayed Mark would stay and we would get too close.
As it was, Cynthia had swung by yesterday, and told him that her roommate had moved out and Mark was welcome to come stay with her. Mark told her he would think about it but he wanted to stay at least a couple of weeks with 'his family'. Translation; Mark wanted to enjoy some time in his big sister's bed. Not that I would be complaining, and if the hearing went well, Mark had said he wanted to go away for a couple of days and that would be even more fun. I had however, told Mark that after a couple of weeks to go stay with her and I would give Tommy a call. Mark wanted me to try to stay with the folks but dad didn't really want me here and didn't want to disappoint mom again in case I slipped up like I had so many times over the last couple of years.
Picking up the pack of cigarettes off the nightstand I went over to sit in the old rocking chair next to the window that I had loved as little girl. Speaking of things I had loved as a child, the old beat up stuffed Scooby doo that was the first thing mom had ever bought me was sitting there. I scooped up Scooby, and after lighting the cigarette, sat back in the chair and held it against my chest like I had when I was little. I took a deep drag, and holding the smoke in my lungs for as long as I could slowly let it trickle out of my mouth. Dad would shit if he knew I was smoking up here but I'm sure not as much as if he knew what I'd had in my mouth last night. I shook my head; Thursday night had been a louder nastier version of that day at the hotel when dad had caught us in bed together.
Twice Mark and I had been caught and both times, by the end of it all, the people who had caught us, people who were close to us, had been made by us to feel as if they had done something wrong. I hated to lie and hurt the few people who were good to me, but at the end of the day, Mark and I had promised to protect each other at all costs. I took another long drag on the cigarette and pushed Thursday's disaster out of my head. In about two hours I would be taking the stand to testify on my brother's behalf and I needed to be as focused as possible. Friday was supposed to be the final hearing but the Judge was still trying to decide on whether or not this should go to trial and if so exactly who would be the plaintiff. The results of Mark's polygraph test had seemed to give him pause for thought, and in an unorthodox move, the Judge had decided to have the equivalent of a small trial for the last hearing this morning.
Normally at a hearing the only people who spoke were the attorneys and the only people who could ask questions were the prosecutor. From day one however Judge Roberts had been unclear of which attorney should be prosecuting in the first place. Murdock had stated that Mark was not interested in pressing any charges. That Max had taken enough of his life and he just wanted this to be done with. On the other hand the State Prosecutor representing Max smelled a cover up, and was also a young attorney looking to make a name for himself, and wanted to prove that Mark set Max up. So it would come down to today. According to Murdock if Roberts could not find enough in favor of Max to press charges against my brother there would be no trial. That is not to say Mark would be free and clear Murdock had mentioned anger management, counseling as well as probation for Mark, Max could end up seeing jail time if the Judge didn't buy his claim that Mark gave him the coke.
If Roberts did decide to go to trial then Mark was going to be in trouble. The trial would not have as short of a time limit as the hearing and the prosecution would have more time to dig into the evidence. Murdock said that everything would be gone through with a fine tooth comb. Further complicating things was that Mark would be going to trial with a public defender as, without Alex paying, Murdock could no longer represent Mark. Making matters worse my brother's story of not recognizing Max was weak at best, and sooner or later, the prosecution would see through the ruse.
Murdock seemed to have no doubt that the further it went the worse it would get for Mark, who if found guilty, even if he did minimal time, would lose any chance of ever becoming a lawyer. My brother's future, to go along with his childhood, would be taken from him by an animal that had no right still being alive. I put the cigarette out and told myself that it would not come to that. The Judge already seemed as if he were giving Mark every chance and the fact that in addition to myself, mom was also going to testify, as well as one of Mark's karate instructors, two of his college professors and...
I frowned, as the last person that was due to testify was Alex, and who knew if he still would. Alex was a hell of a character witness to have; a member of a wealthy family who sat on quite a few boards throughout the state of RI and whose family had an impeccable reputation. Alex's company Orion Electronics had also provided Mark's scholarship. The scholarship was private and created by Alex it was called the 'best of the best'. The scholarship, which for Mark, would not just cover PC, but if he maintained his grades take him through Suffolk law as well, was about more than just academics.
Orion only gave out one of these per year and in addition to scholastic awards was based on all around excellence. Mark had been an all state baseball player, as well as a black belt who had won over two dozen full contact tournaments. My brothers IQ tested at the gifted level and he was in peak physical condition. Alex had chosen my brother not only for all those things but because of where he had come from and how he had managed to overcome that troubled past. Alex's testimony would be critical to my brother's character and after Thursday night it was unlikely he would even show up today. It was one of life's twisted little ironies that the past which Mark had seemingly overcome, had reared its ugly head and could now take his future. In that, like so many other things Mark and I were mirror images of each other. Mom and Dad had adopted me young, loved me, turned my life around and encouraged my talent, yet here I was homeless, working a shitty part time job I had to beg to get back and couldn't go more than a few weeks without drugs or alcohol.
I sighed and once again just tried to focus on what I needed to do. The point of my testimony was to speak of how bad off Mark was from the years with Max and to mention the nightmares, the way he wouldn't speak and to stress how far he had come. I was also to relate some of the stories of Mark's past. This was a dangerous game as everything I would speak of could have a dual effect on the judge. For our cause what Murdock wanted to establish was how badly Mark had been abused which would explain the frightening level of violence Mark had used on Max. That finally recognizing Max had triggered years of pent up anger and pain causing my brother to lose control.
The potential downside was that every bit of testimony that spoke of the abuse Mark had endured at Max's hands created a motive for Mark to want to kill him as well as making it harder to believe he had somehow blocked out Max's face and voice. Murdock had spoken to Mark yesterday morning and asked him if he wanted to go through with using testimonies that could go either way for him. Mark said that he was confident that 'fate,' as he put it, would take care of him. Mark also pointed out that Max had just as much motive to go after him as, somehow in his skewed mind, Max blamed Mark for him going to jail. In the end Mark and Max had a history of violence between them and plenty of reason to want to kill each other. It would be the Judges call to decide in this particular case which one was the aggressor. As from the start the biggest advantage Mark had was his amazing success versus Max's history of drug abuse and domestic violence; the 'All American boy' versus the career criminal.
Unfortunately the All American boy was also covered with demonic tattoos and the prosecution was bringing in a couple of witnesses who had watched Mark get carried away as a bouncer. They were also bringing in a councilor from the group home Mark was last in; the same councilor who had recommended Mark go to a training school and had branded him dangerous. Murdock claimed they were going to bring up the fact that in addition to Mark's temper back then that several times he had tested strangely on psychological exams and they had recommended psychiatric help. Yet anytime a psychiatrist would come in Mark would test completely differently and they could never prove anything was wrong with him except rage issues which were more than justified.
On that note I thought about the stunt Mark had pulled on the lie detector test and found myself wondering about what really went on in my brother's head. When he would 'go away' people assumed he was day dreaming, the social workers had said it was escaping, the way I had with my forest but there was more there now, I could tell. My father had always claimed that there was something 'behind Mark's eyes' something not right. That something had been there Thursday night I could feel it even more than I had seen it. My brother was not right. Mark knew it as well, and wanted to tell me about it that's why he wanted to go away when this was over. Mark had been keeping something from me and I knew it wasn't anything good. That was if the hearing today ended it. If there was a trial who knew when we would have a chance to get away and Mark swore he wouldn't tell me until it was over. I could already feel my stomach twisting into knots at the thought of today not being the end of this nightmare.
I looked up as I heard Mark moan in his sleep. As I watched he rolled over onto his stomach, his arm reaching out. Not finding me his eyes opened part way. I stood up and walking over to the bed knelt down beside it.



"Hey little brother I'm right here." I said.
"Oh," Mark whispered.
His eyes started to close then stopped. He stared at me for a moment and said softly;
"What time is it?" His eyes closed and he forced them open again. "Damn I'm tired."
"You still have time baby," I told him kissing his cheek. "Go back to sleep."
"You coming back to bed sis?" He asked as his eyes closed.
"Yeah," I lied. "Just going to the bathroom just go to sleep and I'll slip back in with you okay?"
Mark grunted something but his eyes stayed shut. I reached out and slowly caressed his back making sure he fell back to sleep. As I rubbed his back I stared at the words Lex Talionis that were tattooed in three inch gothic lettering from shoulder to shoulder. Les Talionis, the law of retaliation, an eye for an eye the definition of revenge. The prosecutor had mentioned it so many times the Judge had finally told him to stop repeating himself. I leaned over and briefly rested my cheek on my brother's warm back. I thought about getting back into bed but I knew I wouldn't sleep and if I lay there long enough I would end up rubbing Mark's back and getting myself worked up. My parents, I am sure, were up downstairs and who knew if mom would come upstairs to see if we were up and if we were okay.
I stood up, and after placing Scooby on the pillow next to my brother, went into the bathroom. I turned the water on, and while I waited for it to warm up, stripped my night shirt off and looked at myself in the mirror. I had certainly seen better days. Always a little on the thin side I had lost a lot of weight a few months ago when Tommy and I had been partying every day. I had started to put some back on but my nerves had been too shot to eat much lately, and as I raised my arms over my head, I could see my ribs beginning to show. I had dark circles under my eyes and my eyes themselves, despite the sleep from last night, were as red as if I were stoned, which dad had accused me of last night. I shook my head sadly as that had set Mark and my father arguing and mom had to get in the middle.
Of course I had not been stoned, but a few hours later had been sitting on his porch getting steadily drunk. No I couldn't stay here for too long. I took one more look in the mirror wondering how the hell my brother still found me attractive then turned and went back to the shower. After adjusting the water I slipped in. Turning around and pulling my hair to the side, I sighed as the hot water hit my back. I stood there for a few minutes letting the water beat down on my neck and shoulders easing the tension in my stiff muscles. I stepped back, and leaning my head back, let the water run through my hair. When all of my long thick hair was wet I turned back to face the water and grabbed the bottle of body wash off the shelf.
I had just started to squirt some onto my hand when I cocked my head; I had thought I had heard something and wondered if mom was already knocking on one of the bedroom doors. I shrugged and began to slowly start to wash my arms, when the curtain was pulled to the side and Mark quickly hopped in behind me.
"Hey sis why don't you let me do that?"
"Mark you can't be in here!" I said as I turned to face him. "Shit mom could come up and..."
"Bedroom doors are locked sis." Mark said as he deftly plucked the body wash from my hand while leaning in and giving me a kiss.
I pulled back, this wasn't a good idea; I was nervous as it was and I knew my parents were up. Then again I thought, as my eyes took in Mark's naked body and semi hard cock, we would probably hear them knock and... No I told myself we couldn't even if I had to step out I...
"Damn you look great wet sis." Mark said smiling as he slid his arm around my waist and pulled me into him. "Bet you'd look even better all soapy."
Before I could respond Mark's lips found mine again and this time I could not pull away as his hand slid up my back underneath my wet hair, holding my neck. In the end however, he didn't really need to. I was already surrendering to the feeling of my hard nipples pressing into his chest as well as his now erect cock pushing into my stomach. I could also tell that despite his smile my brother was nervous. I could feel the tension in his shoulders as my arms slid around them and his hand was trembling slightly on my wet skin. Up until now, Mark had seemed eerily calm about the hearings, but today was the day. If things continued past this point my brother was going to be in trouble and he knew it. As always when my brother was upset the first things that he sought were the arms, and pussy, of his big sister.
"Didn't you get enough last night baby?" I whispered in his ear as I began to rock back and forth, sliding my erect nipples across his chest.
"I can never get enough of my beautiful sister." Mark said quietly as he placed the body wash back on the shelf.
Mark looked as if he were going to say something, then as I watched, his smile faltered and he suddenly hugged me to him hard enough to cause me to gasp. Mark buried his face into my neck and I knew he was more than nervous; my little brother was scared. I hugged him back and then, as I ran my fingernails through his thick black hair, told him;
"It'll be fine little brother, your big sister is going to be there for you today, and so is mom." I wished I could add Alex but pressed on before that occurred to Mark. "I told you before Mark, I'm never going to let anything happen to you."
Mark removed his head from my shoulder and pulled back enough to look at me.
"You really think it'll be okay?" he asked softly sounding like a little kid.
I looked at Mark and felt an overwhelming wave of emotion go through me. Seeing my brother, who for the last few years had been the stronger of the two of us by far, this vulnerable caused me to pull him back into my embrace and whisper in his ear;
"What did I say little brother?" I asked. "Your sister is going to help make this right Mark you'll see, this will all be over soon."
I pushed him back and giving him a sexy smile said;
"Now why don't you let me start making it all better right now?"
Before he could answer I took his face in my hands and gave him a long lingering kiss. Mark seemed to resist for just a second, as I had a couple of minutes ago, but now I knew my brother wasn't just horny, he needed me and I would always give him what he needed. I felt Mark relax in my arms and his lips immediately opened to receive his sister's probing tongue. I stepped back pulling Mark along with me so that we were both under the hot water and sighed in pleasure as I slid my arms around him and continued kissing him. The shower had always been my favorite; there was something so amazing about being close to my brother amidst the heat and steam, our soapy flesh pressing together. Speaking of soapy; I broke the kiss and pushing Mark back a step, reached over and grabbed the body wash back off the shelf.
"Turn around baby," I told him as I squirted some into my hand. "Let me wash that sexy back of yours."
Mark flashed me that adorable little smile that I loved and turned his back to me. I lathered up my hands and started slowly rubbing the soap onto his powerful shoulders kneading his tense muscles. Mark sighed contentedly as I took my time working my hands down along his back and across his perfect ass. I stepped up against him so that my tits were pressing against his back, and reaching around him, started washing his chest. Mark made as a soft groaning noise in his throat that turned into a gasp as I couldn't resist giving his nipples a playful pinch. My hands slid across his chest and grabbing his arms slid my soapy hands down to his wrists then slowly back up again, enjoying the feeling of the hard muscles of his forearms and biceps.
I leaned forward and kissed the back of his neck as I slowly started sliding my nipples back and forth enjoying the slick feeling of the soap across them. Mark leaned his head back and turned to his right his lips catching mine. My hands trailed down his chest and I sighed in appreciation as I began to wash his flat hard stomach. I felt Mark tense up as each time my hand rubbed across his stomach it dipped lower and lower. I reached down and teasingly rubbed my fingers through his pubic hair enjoying how Mark remained still, patiently awaiting his big sisters touch. Finally, unable to resist I wrapped my soapy hand around my brother's huge hard cock and began slowly stroking it. I slid my other hand underneath and started gently rubbing his balls as I stroked him. Mark moaned softly and started rocking his hips in time with my stroking.
"Yeah Mark?" I whispered in his ear. "You like your big sister getting dirty while she gets you all clean?"
"Oh yeah." Mark sighed as I started stroking faster and harder. As I continued to stroke my brother's throbbing cock I could feel my pussy getting wetter by the moment and noticed my hips were beginning to grind into his ass. I removed my hand from his balls, and placing it over my other hand, began to jerk his huge prick off with both. Goddamn he was hung I thought as I slowed my stroking to tease him. We had fucked so much last night I knew we wouldn't have time to rest if I got him off now and this girl definitely needed to feel her little brothers cock in her needy little pussy. Of course I was trying to get my brother to relax so before he fucked his big sister I would give him another treat. Letting his cock go I stepped to the side so the hot water would hit his back. Mark made a sound of protest but after I grabbed his shoulders and urged him to turn around I noticed he was smiling in anticipation.
As he turned, Mark put his arms up letting the water hit his chest and rinse him off. I stared in admiration and at this point pure lust as the soapy water ran down his chiseled chest and stomach not to mention that magnificent cock. As the last of the soap rinsed away I stepped forward, and putting my hands on his shoulders kissed him long and hard, driving my tongue into his mouth and then sucking on his as he returned the favor. Mark groaned into my mouth and pushed his hard cock into my soft stomach. Damn how I wanted that cock inside of me! Not until I had it between my other lips however. On that note I slid my lips from Mark's and started softly kissing his neck. Mark sighed contentedly as I left his neck and started kissing the top of his chest. As I did Mark's hands found my tits, his thumbs caressing my nipples.
Good as that felt I slid down to my knees away from his hands and started kissing and playfully flicking my tongue across his stomach. Mark reached down and started running his hands through my long wet hair and I could feel his fingers trembling, but now with excitement rather than nerves. Mark's cock was pressing into my chest and, reaching down and grabbing my tits, I pressed them around his thick cock and started rocking up and down, sliding his cock through them.
"Oh that looks good." Mark said as his hands continued stroking my hair.
I bent my head down and remained still. Taking his cue Mark started moving his hips, slowly fucking my small but well shaped tits. I opened my mouth and each time his cock slid up flicked my tongue across the tip. I moaned as I tasted his salty pre cum on my tongue, and letting my tits go, grabbed his cock at the base and gave it a hard squeeze causing a squirt of sticky fluid to hit me in the chin. I felt my pussy begin to flow, and after licking my brother's pre cum off my lower lip, opened wide and brought my head down taking my brother's enormous cock all the way down until my lips were touching the base of his shaft.
I held him there, loving the feeling of having my mouth full of my brother's hard cock, and then started slowly bobbing my head, taking him down about halfway each time. Mark moaned and placing his hand on the back of my head began guiding my sucking, pushing my mouth further down on his cock and also making me suck him faster. I moaned as well, and not just from the feeling of his cock dripping down my throat. I was picturing myself on my knees in the shower giving my little brother a blow job while my parents were sitting at the kitchen table having coffee. Oh you nasty fucking girl!
Spurred on by that thought I started sucking faster and harder while jerking him off into my mouth with my right hand. My left hand had dipped down between my legs where I shoved one of my fingers up into my hot little pussy. Mark was moaning louder and his thighs were starting to tremble. Although I did want to fuck him I was so caught up in blowing him that I would gladly let him shoot his hot load in his big sisters mouth and just let him get me off without sex. Apparently my little brother did want his sister's pussy as reaching down he grabbed my shoulders and when I slid his cock from my mouth pulled me up to my feet.
"Your turn." Mark said simply as he pushed against my shoulders so I would turn around.
I didn't have to be told twice. Putting my back to Mark I waited while he grabbed the bottle back off the shelf and squirted some onto my shoulders.
"Arms up."
Giggling like a little girl I put my arms up over my head as Mark, starting at my hands, worked the soap into my skin and slid his hands down the length of my arms. Mark got to the bottom of my arms and then started slowly rubbing my back.
"Oh that is nice little brother." I said softly as my brother's strong hands massaged the soap into my shoulders. I then moaned as Mark slid his arms around me and began fondling my tits. I leaned back into him and closed my eyes enjoying the heat of the shower and the feel of our wet flesh pressed together as his fingers teased my hard nipples. Continuing to play with my right nipple Mark's left hand trailed down, and after gently washing my soft stomach slipped down between my legs and slid through my sopping wet pussy. I groaned as he slid his hand back up through my soft lips and began rubbing my clit with his soapy fingers. I squirmed against him trying to press my clit harder into his fingers which kept slipping off due to the soap. I whimpered softly and Mark laughed in my ear.
"That's not very nice little brother!" I told him turning my head to the side so he could see I was pouting. "Your big sister wants to cum!"
"And she will." Mark replied after quickly kissing my protruding lower lip. "But I can do better than my fingers.
Pulling me back a step so the water would hit me Mark ran his hands along my body rinsing the soap away. Then, spinning me around to face him, Mark pushed me back past the water until my back touched the shower wall underneath the shower head. Quickly dropping to his knees Mark grabbed my right ankle and tugged on it. Taking his meaning I raised my leg and placed my foot up on his shoulder. I gasped as Mark immediately placed his face between my legs and sucked my swollen clit into his mouth. I leaned my head back and moaned in appreciation as he released my clit from his mouth and began to rapidly swirl his tongue around it. Reaching down I spread my lips and held them open giving my brother better access to his sister's pussy.
I looked down and felt my pussy gush at the sight of my brother, soaking wet and on his knees between my legs, his tongue flicking across my clit. I grabbed his hair with my other hand and started rocking my hips pushing my pussy against his tongue. Mark reached up and plunged two fingers inside causing me to moan and thrust my hips even harder. Mark resumed sucking my clit while pumping his fingers in and out of my hot little box. I removed my hand from my brother's hair and started twisting my left nipple between my fingers. Mark brought his right hand up and grabbing my other nipple gave it a hard pinch. I whimpered as I could feel myself getting close to cumming and began twisting my nipple harder and faster matching the rhythm of Mark's sucking.
I looked down and saw Mark looking up at me. As our eyes met Mark slipped one finger out of my pussy and shoved it up into my ass. I let out a loud squeal as my brother's finger sent me over the edge. I bit down on my lip and whimpered and moaned in my throat as my hips bucked wildly grinding my gushing pussy into my brother's face. Mark continued to suck on my clit as his fingers plunged in and out of both of my tight little holes. I released a long shuddering moan as the last wave of the orgasm flowed through me and started to drop my foot from Mark's shoulder but my brother had another idea.
I yelped in surprise as Mark stood up quickly. Hooking his arms under my thighs my brother lifted me straight up in the air as if I were weightless. I released another loud groan as Mark dropped me down directly onto his hard thick cock. I buried my face into his neck to muffle the sharp cry I let out as his massive prick plunged deep inside of me. When he was all the way inside I wrapped my legs around his waist and my arms around his neck holding on tightly. Sliding his hands back and until he was cupping my ass Mark started lifting me up and down raising me up several inches before slowly lowering me back onto his amazing cock.
I moaned each time he slid up inside of me, and once again closing my eyes, rested my head on my brother's shoulder as he effortlessly lifted me on and off of his hard flesh. Mark was gasping in my ear every time he entered me and I loved hearing how much he was enjoying his sister's pussy. After a few minutes his gasps were turning to little whimpers and I realized that he couldn't fuck me fast enough to get off like this. If we'd been alone in the house or had more time I would have let him struggle to cum, enjoying those adorable little whimpers, but we had already been in here quite awhile and who knew if mom was on her way up to check on us or not.
"Go ahead Mark," I said in his ear. "Just fuck me! Take what you need baby it's all yours."
Not needing to be told twice Mark leaned forward, pinning me against the wall and began fucking the shit out of me. I opened my mouth and bit into his shoulder to hold back the yelps each time he slammed his cock into me. I dug my nails into his back and continued to groan into his flesh as my brother fucked me faster and faster. Mark whimpered in my ear and after a couple of more savage pumps we both moaned as his cock twitched inside of me and began flooding my eager pussy with his hot thick cum. Oh how I loved when my brother came inside of me! "There you go little brother." I whispered as I stroked his hair and his cock continued to spurt inside of me. "Give your sister all of it every drop."
Mark stopped fucking me but I kept my arms and legs wrapped around him holding me to him and enjoying a few more minutes of being close to him. Reluctantly I dropped my legs from around his waist and let him go. Mark looked at me and said;
"Thanks sis I needed that."
"Hey what are big sisters for right?" I asked laughing.
Mark nodded but already I could see him getting serious again. I smiled reassuringly at him.
"It really will be okay Mark I promise."
"Okay." Mark answered.
I shut the water off, and we were about to step out, when Mark looked down and seeing the bottle of bodywash on the floor of the shower bent over to pick it up.
"Hey Mark?" I asked grinning.
"What?"
"You know just in case things don't work out today I wouldn't make a habit of bending over in the shower."
"Funny sis." Mark said trying to look pissed although I could tell he was trying not to laugh.
"Real funny."
*****
I sat on the stairs of the court house smoking a cigarette and trying desperately not to keep looking at my watch to see how long it had been since the judge had told everyone except Mark, Max and the attorneys to leave the courtroom while he went into his chambers to make his decision. I took the last drag of the cigarette noticing my hand was shaking badly, and after grinding it out on the ground, flicked the butt into the basket next to me. I stood up and after taking a second to smooth down the black skirt I was wearing began to pace back and forth. I knew I probably looked like a mess to the people walking in and out of the courthouse but at this point really didn't care. The only thing that mattered to me right now was what was going on in that room.



As I turned away from the street and headed back towards the courthouse I saw Alex sitting on the far end of the steps also smoking. Alex was sitting with his head down and I noticed his foot was tapping rapidly on the stair below where he was sitting. I also couldn't help noticing that Warner was sitting on the filthy stairs in what had to be a $500 suit but didn't seem to care. Then again it's not like I had given my brand new skirt much thought as I had been sitting there either. Difference was of course I'm sure Alex hadn't had to have someone buy him his suit because he didn't own anything decent which was my case when Mom had to buy me the skirt and red blouse I was wearing last night.
At the moment mom was waiting inside the courthouse with dad. I had sat with them for the first few minutes but when it became apparent that it could be awhile my nerves got the better of me and I had to come outside and smoke and get some air. Besides it's not like I could do anything different whether I was inside or outside. At this point I had done everything I could do for my brother and his fate now rested in the hands of Judge Joseph Roberts. Taking a deep breath I forced myself to stop pacing and leaned against the railing at the foot of the stairs. I looked back over at Alex who, as I watched flicked his cigarette into the middle of the street and then putting his elbows on his knees rested his head in his hands.
I felt a surge of mixed emotions go through as I stood staring at Alex. The first was pity which is something that I never thought I would feel for a man I had always seen as a spoiled little bastard. But as I watched Alex sit alone on the stairs I couldn't help but feel both pity and more than a hint of guilt. If Mark managed to get through this it was mostly thanks to Alex. Alex had hired Murdock and had probably paid him a small fortune to take a case that he had initially wanted nothing to do with. Alex had also posted Mark's bail and let not only Mark but me as well stay in his apartment with him for the weeks leading up to the hearings. For his efforts Alex had been attacked by my brother the other night after the poly graph test and been made to feel terrible for accusing us of having sex in his house. Of course I knew that Mark and I had to defend our secret at all costs but Alex, like my father years ago, deserved better than to be lied to and manipulated to cover our forbidden need for each other.
To make me, and Mark as well I'm sure, feel even worse was that, despite that ugly scene the other night, Alex had shown up to testify on my brother's behalf. I hadn't expected him and he showed up at the last minute which was a great relief as Murdock had considered Alex key to convincing the judge of Mark's character. When Alex entered Mark was already seated at the table with Murdock and Mom dad and I were sitting in the first row. Alex nodded to my father and then sat behind us with Mark's professors, his karate instructor and Mitch whom Murdock had brought in case Alex didn't show. Murdock came over and I turned to see him speaking to Alex. Alex nodded at whatever Murdock was saying and when he stepped away Alex turned and our eyes briefly met. I winced at the huge bruise on Alex's cheek and his lip had stitches in it. Alex quickly looked away from me and my father whispered in my ear what the hell was going on. I shrugged and before Dad could press, the court room doors opened, and Max was wheeled in by his girlfriend with his attorney behind him.
I felt my stomach clench. I had only seen Max once before and that had been as he was lying in a bloody heap at my brother's feet. Max's right leg was in a cast and was supported by a sling attached to the top of the wheel chair. His right arm was also in a cast and despite the fact that the fight had been over three weeks ago his face was still bruised and swollen. There was a large white bandage taped to Max's right cheek just under his eye and there was a brace on his neck. Although I had been there that day I found myself horrified at the sheer amount of damage my brother had done. With a sinking feeling in my stomach I realized that if this ever went before a jury Mark would not have a chance. Tearing my gaze away from Max my eyes once again found Alex and was surprised by the look of disgust on Alex's face as he watched Max come in. Alex had no idea of what Mark had gone through until I had told him that day in his office. A muscle in Alex's jaw bunched and I saw him clench his fists before looking away from Max. My attention was drawn from Alex as I became aware of my father next to me. Dad was sitting with his hip against mine and I could feel him shaking. When I looked at him dad had a look of absolute hatred on his face the likes of which I had never seen. My father and Mark had more than their share of differences over the years but Dad was also aware of the horrible things Max had done to my brother and felt the same way about him that he had about Frank, the animal that had raped me, that any man that could beat a child should be killed on the spot. Mom glanced at Max quickly then put her head down unable to even look at him I saw her lips move and distinctly heard the word "animal'. Max's attorney was of course putting on a show of Max being in the wheelchair and taking great care to be careful with him as they wheeled him to the table at the front of the courtroom to the judge's right.
As we sat there I kept looking at Mark to see his reaction to Max, as was the judge and prosecutor I am sure. I was relieved to see that Mark seemed calm. As a matter of fact I knew him well enough to see that he had "gone away" a bit which was probably for the better. The hearing started and the prosecution went first leading with the social worker who had worked with Mark back when he was 15 in the group home. The woman testified that she had deemed Mark potentially dangerous back then and pointed to a history of fighting while in the group home including an incident where Mark had sent another boy to the hospital. She also mentioned Mark's erratic testing and said that he was probably mentally ill. Murdock had then asked her to show him where in any of her reports Mark had started any of the fights he was involved in. The woman could not all incidents had been started by the other boys.
The woman tried to bring up that Mark had reacted with excessive violence but Murdock quickly dismissed that by simply saying that in those homes when you fought you were fighting for what the rest of your time there would be like and Mark had fought to be left alone. Next she mentioned Mark's test results Murdock looked at them briefly and said they were done by her in her office where were the results taken by the real psychologist that had examined Mark. Those were produced and there were no abnormal results. Next up were two people from club baby head who both spoke of Mark's use of as the prosecutor deemed it 'unnecessary force.' Once again Murdock crossed them up asking if at any time Mark had swung first the answer was no but once again Mark's over reaction came into play. Murdock brushed it off with the fact that in clubs like that a one on one fight could escalate quickly into more than one person jumping in and Mark's job was to end fights quickly and decisively.
I sat there listening numbly hoping that the judge was buying Murdock's points. To me they seemed valid but then again I was also a bit biased so to speak. Finally Max was wheeled up to the stand where haltingly, through a wired jaw, he told the story of how he had met Mark at the Green bar and how they had started hanging out. Max claimed he had no idea who Mark was and then got to the point where he admitted that he used cocaine from time to time and Mark had offered to sell him some. Max spoke of going to Mark's apartment where Mark had given him coke then told him who he was. Max said at that point he did recognize Mark and was going to try to leave without a fight but then Mark attacked him. Max said that Mark had been calm and in full control of what he had been doing. When he was done the prosecutor stood up and ran down a list of Max's injuries. Mentioning the fact that his right knee may never completely heal and that he needed plastic surgery for the piece of his face Mark had bitten off. At that comment I heard my mother whisper 'oh my God' and dad looked down shaking his head.
Murdock's questions to Max revolved around how could Max have beaten Mark for close to five years, almost killed him, been jailed over him and not recognized him? Max's answer was that Mark was older and looked different. Murdock was skeptical and kept coming back to the fact that Max had to have kept thinking about him. Granted Mark was now an adult but still... At that point Murdock had produced a photo of Mark taken at age 16 at the group home and showed it to Max before showing it to the judge and saying that Mark was only five years older now and still had basically the same features. Murdock brought up Mark's eyes which he pointed out were extremely unique having more than one color and he would think that they would be hard to forget. Max shrugged and said he never really had paid attention to Mark's eyes and Mark had a beard when he was hanging with him.
Murdock had nodded and seemed as if he were done then, turning back to Max, he asked him once more if he was sticking to the story that he never recognized Mark, that right up until Mark identified himself he had no idea who he was. Max said that was the truth and Murdock nodded once more. Murdock then walked back over to the table and grabbing a folder brought it over to Max and the judge and removed a piece of paper. Murdock said the paper was a signed affidavit from Billy Jenks the bartender from the Green bar. Murdock said that in the statement Billy declared that on the last day that Mark had been at the Green Bar he had specifically heard Max ask Mark if he knew him and Mark had said no. Billy's statement went on to say that he then walked away and the next thing he knew Max was yelling at Mark and told him to go outside with him.
Murdock handed the document to the prosecutor to examine then turning back to Max asked if he wanted to change his story. Max began looking nervous and said he thought Mark might have been a narc. Murdock said that in that case the question would have been who are you? Not do I know you? Murdock left off with that and after telling the judge that if there were a trial Mr. Jenks had already agreed to testify to what was written in the statement. When he walked back to sit next to Mark I felt a surge of hope go through me. That had been a brilliant maneuver; Murdock had led Max into saying the same thing that Mark was saying that they did not recognize each other. Not only that, but Billy's statement made Max sound like he was lying.
The Judge now called for Murdock to bring his character witnesses up and I begin to feel myself get nervous once more knowing I would be up there soon. First Mark's teachers spoke briefly of his academic excellence and how dedicated he was to his studies. Mark's karate instructor was next speaking of how disciplined Mark was; how over the years martial arts had helped Mark learn how to control his temper and give him a competitive outlet to work out his issues. Mitch then was called upon and he spoke of how much he trusted my brother. Mark lived upstairs from the bar, had the keys to it as well as the combination to the safe and nothing had ever gone missing. Mitch also mentioned how Mark would stay at the bar even when he wasn't working so that Cynthia was never there alone.
Alex then took the stand and testified well for my brother. Alex spoke of how impressed he had been with where Mark had come from and what he had achieved. My brother was a true success story in every sense of the word and had made full use of the second chance life had given him. Alex even seemed to get a bit emotional at the end, his voice tightening up a bit as he closed with saying that my brother had already lost enough to his past and that it would be a travesty to see him lose more to the person that had already taken so much from him.
Mom went next and was in tears within minutes describing how lost Mark had been when he came to live with us. How he was afraid to even speak and always seemed to be afraid that she and dad were going to hurt him because it was all he knew. Mom testified about Mark's nightmares and how he would go days without sleeping because he was afraid to. Mom, like Alex, then spoke of how different my brother was now. How confident and dedicated he was to making a good life for himself. How excited he was for his future and how much he appreciated his new family. The prosecutor asked mom if Mark had ever described Max to her and she said no. Mark had not discussed Max much with her and she had never pushed him too. The prosecutor asked mom if Mark had ever told her about his nightmares and Mom answered that Mark didn't talk much about them and claimed upon waking up that he could not remember details just that he was scared.
Mom stepped down and Murdock called my name. I slowly approached the stand and as I reached the seat next to the judge found that I felt strangely calm. This was my chance to help my brother, to do something besides get him in trouble or cause him to worry about me. Once I had been sworn in Murdoch asked me if Mark had discussed some of the things that he had gone through with me. I answered yes and then Murdoch asked if I would share some of them with the judge. I took a deep breath and started, as mom had, with Mark's being afraid to speak and sleep, feeling bad for saying it, but knowing it would help paint the picture, I even brought up the fact that Mark was afraid of the dark from being locked in a closet for days at a time.
As I spoke I had managed to remain calm however while speaking I had turned my head and saw Max sitting there in his wheelchair behind the table. Even as I was speaking, telling of how Mark had never used his past as a crutch and worked hard at having a normal life, I was overwhelmed at the sheer size of Max. Even sitting in the chair he was tall and his shoulders were almost freakishly broad. Suddenly I had an image of Max hitting Mark. Not the Mark of today, who was one hundred and eighty pounds of pure muscle, but my brother as a small child. I stopped talking as the images continued, my poor brother being punched and thrown into a closet, of being hit every time he 'made noise'. I pictured Mark as a young child sobbing in a dark closet alone and in pain, unloved, with no friends, no hope. The one thing he had at one point was the thought that his big sister was out there and would someday find him.
As Murdock asked me if I was okay I imagined Max looking into my brother's battered face and telling him his sister was dead taking that last little bit of hope away from him and leaving him completely heartbroken. I started sobbing at that point. Granted I was capable of calling upon very convincing crocodile tears when necessary but these were real and the judge asked me if I would like to stop. I gathered myself somewhat and haltingly got out what I had been picturing telling the judge how my brother had been told I was dead. I choked out what kind of a sick cruel person could do that to someone? Murdock said he had no more questions and gave me a few minutes before the prosecutor asked me what he had asked mom; had Mark ever described Max to me. I looked him in the eye and lied to him; telling him that all Mark could recall was that Max was huge and loud all that he saw in his dreams was a shadowy figure that was always screaming 'are you making noise'.
As I spoke I could hear Mark telling me that every time he would work the punching bag that he could see Max's face, which he would never forget for as long as he lived. I knew Mark had deliberately led Max into his apartment with the sole intent of killing him. In the beginning I had been horrified by what my brother had done and at one point even wondered if he would be better off in a hospital for awhile. Now however staring at the vicious animal that had come within an inch of killing my brother seven years ago I found myself wishing Mark had killed him. The prosecutor proceeded to continue asking me the same question in different ways and I answered the same way every time; as far as I knew Mark had blocked Max out of his mind. Finally the judge told the prosecutor that if all he was going to do was keep rephrasing the same question over and over then as far as he was concerned I was done.
The prosecutor reluctantly nodded and said he had no further questions. As I walked back to sit down I looked over and saw that Mark was looking at me and appeared to be trying to hold back tears. Mom was crying and had switched places with dad so she could hug me as soon as I sat down. While hugging her I looked over her shoulder and saw Alex looking at me sadly once he saw I was looking he turned back to face the judge who had just called the attorney's up to the front and was talking about taking a recess while he considered what he had heard. The prosecutor said that he wanted to get Mark on the stand but the judge refused saying that the prosecution had been present at Mark's polygraph test and had been able to ask any question he had wanted to there was no need to go through it again.
The prosecutor began to argue that the defendant not taking the stand was unheard of. As the judge reminded the prosecutor who was running the hearing, I noticed that Murdock had turned and was staring at something behind me. I turned and saw Alex staring back at him. As I watched Alex nodded very slightly. I quickly turned around to see Murdock turn back to the judge and say that if it would help his cause Mark would be more than willing to take the stand again adding that Mark would do anything to help clear his name. The judge stared at Murdock for a moment then said that wouldn't be necessary as far as he was concerned this part of the hearing was over. I found myself hoping that was a good sign but then felt my heart skip a beat when the judge announced he wanted to talk to both Mark and Max alone in his chambers one at a time to get one final "impression' as he put it.
That was when the rest of us were told to wait outside while he spoke to the two parties and their attorneys and then took some time to make his decision. I glanced at my watch and shook my head; that had been over a half hour ago. After three separate court appearances what the hell was taking the judge so long? I stood there for a few more minutes driving myself crazy by wondering if the long delay meant good or bad results for Mark. Finally I walked away from the railing and went back to sit on the stairs.
I looked over and saw that Alex had gotten up and had walked over to the coffee truck that was parked in front of the courthouse. After buying a cup, Alex went back and once again sat on the stairs across from me. Part of me wanted to go sit and talk to him but I had no idea how to approach him and if he would even speak to me. Instead I lit another cigarette put my elbows on my knees and resting my chin in my left hand let my mind wander.
Unfortunately, as it had so many times in the last few days it wandered back to Thursday night at Murdock's office. We had gone there to try to prepare Mark for the polygraph test the next day. It had become apparent early on by Alex's questions that not only was Mark's future on the line but our secret as well. Both my brother and I had expected this and although I was nervous Mark had seemed oddly calm. That is until the end where I don't think anyone expected what had ended up happening
*****
The time I had been dreading had arrived, and as I watched Murdock wrap a blood pressure cuff around Mark's arm, I felt my stomach begin to start to turn nervously. I glanced over at Alex who was sitting at the table across from my brother and was reading the manual that went along with the polygraph machine on the table in between him and my brother. In front of Warner was a manila folder that he had brought with him. I had asked him twice on the way over to Murdock's office what was in there, and each time, Alex had flashed that smirk and said it was some pictures to ask Mark about during the test. I took a deep breath and wondered what I was more nervous about; whether or not Murdock could figure out a way for Mark to lie through the questions the prosecutor was bound to ask, or what Alex had up his sleeve.



I looked over at Mark who seemed, as he had all day, to be almost unnaturally calm. Mark was wearing a black t-shirt and jeans both of which fit him a bit snugly. Despite my nerves I found myself not only thinking how damn good he looked, but even caught my eyes lingering at the bulge between his legs. Megan you are one sick puppy I told myself. Then again I wasn't alone as on more than one occasion since we had left the house I had noticed Mark staring at my legs. I was wearing a white tank top and a pair of very tight cut off denim shorts and had also caught Alex looking several times as well. Oh well guess I wasn't the only one with sex on the brain.
I looked up as Murdock pulled a couple of straps across Mark's chest and was explaining how they would monitor his breathing rate. Next he attached two small cuffs to the tips of Mark's middle and index fingers of his left hand. I asked what they did and Alex spoke up from where he was reading that they measured the amount of sweat on the fingertips. My eyes made their way over to the machine itself which was a surprisingly small box that had several needles that would chart the various readings. Apparently if any or all spiked past a certain tolerance it meant Mark was lying. Murdock finished hooking everything up to the machine then stepping back from the table told Mark he was going to ask him some basic questions so he could see where Mark's levels were when he was telling the truth.
As Murdock asked Mark his name, date of birth and similar easy questions I slid my chair closer to the table and watched the needles start scratching across the paper. Murdock then told Mark that he wanted him to answer the next questions falsely;
"How much do you weigh Mark?"
"Two hundred pounds." Mark answered calmly.
The graph spiked.
"Your age?"
"Twenty five."
Another spike.
"Okay Mark," Murdock said as he grabbed my pack of cigarettes off the table and taking one out lit it.
"Help yourself." I said dryly.
"Sorry." Murdock said absently then continued to Mark;
"I want you to answer the next question very casually. You know like me and you are at the bar just shooting the shit old buddies like you and Alex okay?"
Mark nodded and Murdock asked;
"So Mark how many brothers and sisters do you have and how old are they?"
"I have a sister named Megan she's twenty three." As Mark spoke the needles stayed still. "I also have a brother named Jack who just turned nineteen."
At that the needles spiked and I felt my stomach begin to turn even more. These were stupid questions how would Mark be able to get through serious ones? Murdock shook his head and said;
"I told you to relax Mark."
"I am relaxed." Mark said and really did seem to be.
"Why don't I ask a couple? " Alex asked.
"What would be the point Alex?" Murdock asked turning to face him. "You're not going to be asking in court."
"Well maybe he'll get comfortable with me then you take back over." Alex said shrugging. "Couldn't hurt right Megan?"
As he asked he looked at me and smirked. I shrugged hoping it looked casual then turned towards Mark who to my surprise winked at me.
"Let's try it." Mark said.
"Okay whatever." Murdock said and came and sat down next to me.
As I looked over at him, I realized that Murdock was nervous and that fact did little to settle my own nerves nor did the huge smile on Alex's face as he turned to face my brother:
"Hey Mark, which one of us can bench press more?"
"You." Mark said rolling his eyes.
"And who is better looking?" Alex asked grinning.
"Me." Mark said smiling back.
"See that!" Alex exclaimed pointing at the still needles. "He just blatantly lied and the needles didn't move!"
"Oh for Christ's sake Alex." Murdock said shaking his head. "That question is an opinion if he thinks he's better looking it won't register."
"Oh he knows I'm better looking than him." Alex said. Turning to me he asked. "Come on Megan who is better looking here?"
"I don't know Alex." I told him shaking my head like Murdock. "He's my brother how do I know if he's better looking than you?"
Alex smirked at me and said;
"I don't know Megan I bet you think your little brother's pretty cute."
"Alex enough!" Murdock snapped. "This isn't going anywhere, go play mirror, mirror on the wall later."
"Jeez," Alex said." I was only trying to get everyone relaxed here just making a joke." He gave an exaggerated sigh and muttered;
"Okay okay."
At that Alex slipped a picture out of the folder and I held my breath; I had no idea what to expect but breathed a sigh of relief when I saw it was a picture of Cynthia. In the picture she was sitting on the bar at Mitch's in a short black dress smiling.
"Who is this Mark?"
"Robin Strafford." Mark said
The graph spiked. Alex frowned at that then said;
"Really, who is it?"
"Cynthia."
"You and her a couple Mark?"
"Sort of." Mark said.
The needles moved very slightly but not as much as before.
"Means he's not sure." Murdock said softly to me. "Those reactions the judge will lean towards truth."
"So Mark," Alex continued beginning to smirk. "Does Cynthia take it in the ass?"
"Alex!!" Murdock snapped again.
"Yup." Mark said grinning back at him.
"Ahh, but does she like it?" Alex asked his smile widening.
"Not all the time." Mark replied his own smile getting bigger.
At that I felt a surge of anger go through me and leaning over I punched Mark hard in the arm.
"Ow!" Mark cried out in surprise,
"I've told you about that bullshit Mark!" I yelled at him. "You don't ever make a woman do something she doesn't want too!" I swung and hit him again in the same spot.
"Christ Meg!" Mark exclaimed.
As the irrational burst of anger flowed through me, I pictured Mark forcing Cynthia to take his massive cock in her ass. I had spent close to two years having a cock forced into every hole I had and couldn't bear the thought of any woman being pushed to do that. I swung at Mark again but this time he caught my wrist and pushed my hand away.
"Enough sis." Mark said. His voice was soft and still extremely calm. "It's just a game with her and me. If she really doesn't want to she doesn't have to."
"Right." Alex agreed. "If she doesn't want too you tell her you'll find someone else who will so see you later." He nodded in approval. "Just like I do it I..."
"Fuck you Alex!" I snapped at him surprised at the venom in my own voice. "Why don't you let me shove a fucking pipe up your fucking ass." I shook my head in disgust. "Piece of shit!"
"Whoa watch your mouth Megan." Alex snapped back. "You think you're talking to one of your druggy friends that will listen to anything that comes out of your mouth so they can put something in..."
"For Christ's sake!" Murdock yelled. "What the hell is wrong with you people? Knock it off."
Murdock stood up from where he was sitting and continued;
"Maybe you two should leave," He paused and added. "In separate cars of course and Mark and I will work this out."
"I...I'm sorry." I said softly and sitting back down put my head down. "I just..."
I stopped as I really had no idea what to say. No one except for Mark and my parents knew everything I had been through so I am sure to Alex and Murdock I seemed crazy.
"Everyone's just on edge is all." Murdock said quietly getting me off the hook. "Now let's just all calm down. We've all been working together on this we need to keep doing it okay?"
"Yeah sure." Alex said. "For the record Megan you should try being a little more grateful to me that I..."
"And you should be grateful that Murdock stopped you from finishing that last sentence." Mark said softly. "Because if you had, I would have knocked you on your ass," Mark paused and added. "Notice that graph didn't move on that one."
Alex stared hard at Mark for a minute and I thought he was going to respond with a threat of his own. Instead, and to me more disturbingly, Alex smiled and nodded.
"Okay Mark I forgot big sis is never wrong. It's okay really, I shouldn't have gotten involved in your little spat." He smirked. "We cool? Ready to start again, no jokes?"
"Absolutely." Mark said and as he did he returned the smile. "I'm totally ready Alex what's next?"
I stared at my brother in dismay. Mark knew that Alex was eventually going to put him on the spot about our relationship and he was egging him on.
"Okay Mark," Murdock began as he reached into his briefcase and pulled out a folder of his own. "What was the name of the man that beat you as a child?"
"Max Thompson." Mark replied.
"Is this him?" Murdock asked showing Mark a picture of someone I had never seen.
"No."
"This?" Another unknown face.
"No."
"What about him." This was a picture of Max.
"No." Mark said.
This time the needle not only moved but practically leapt across the paper.
"Mark do you have nightmares about your past?"
"Yes."
"In them do you see this man?"
"No."
Another huge jump.
Murdock sighed and looking at the picture in his hand said quietly;
"Mark I want you to imagine you're doing your karate exercises. I want you to breath deep and picture controlling your breathing and your heart rate just as if you were getting ready for a match. I'll give you a couple of minutes okay?"
Mark nodded and closed his eyes. I looked over to see Alex staring at Murdock who shook his head. Alex looked away and for the first time this evening seemed serious. A moment later he looked up and saw me looking at him. I did not look away and after a minute Alex tapped the folder in front of him and after tapping it winked. With an act of what felt like the last of my will I kept my gaze steady, and after glancing down at the folder, looked back up at him and forced a smirk of my own. Alex nodded at me as if in approval and looked back at Mark as Murdock, once again holding up the picture of Max, began speaking again;
"Mark when you saw this man at the Green bar did you know who he was?"
"No." Mark said, adding a shake of his head.
The needles jumped.
"Mark, have you ever used cocaine?"
"Never." Steady.
"Ever sell cocaine?"
"No."
"Did you ever tell Max Thompson you were a drug dealer?"
"No."
The needles jumped again and I felt my eyes beginning to well up.
"Mark once more have you ever seen this man?"
"No never."
A large jump.
"This isn't going to work." Murdock said tossing the picture down. "Not at all." He took a deep breath and said; "Mark it's time to talk deal; you can't beat this."
"No." Mark said. "I will not go to jail and let him win."
"Mark..."
Before Murdock could finish Alex spoke up;
"Listen Roger this isn't right." He pointed at the picture of Max. "These questions will all be skewed."
"What do you mean?" Mark asked.
"Okay look. Let's say you aren't lying. You never recognized Max until he said who he was. Thing is now you do know him!" Alex turned to Murdock. "Now that he knows him his brain recognizes him and he can't say he didn't know him then because once his mind knew who he was it can't differentiate when it was he knew him. Get it?"
Murdock paused and began stroking his chin as he was thinking.
"Mark?" Alex asked.
"Makes sense." Mark agreed.
"Maybe." Murdock said then sitting down next to me again pulled some papers from his briefcase and started looking through them.
Leaning over I saw they were all references to cases that he felt had precedents in Mark's case. As Murdock sat there scanning each document Alex sighed and said;
"Well let's try some more maybe you'll get used to it."
"I think it's a waste of time." I spoke up quickly.
Alex turned to me and grinned.
"Yeah I bet you would." Looking over at my brother he asked;
"What do you think Mark? Want to keep trying?"
As he spoke Alex reached into the folder again but kept his hand over the picture there. I felt my heart beginning to race.
"What's the picture?" Mark asked.
"You only get to see if we keep going." Alex stated. "You have to pay to play Mark you know that."
When Alex finished speaking he sounded as if he was about ready to laugh. Once again to my chagrin Mark smiled back and said;
"Okay Alex I'll play. What you got there?"
"Oh nothing really." Alex said. "I'm just screwing with you seeing if you could you know... stay calm." He shrugged and picking up the picture showed it to Mark and asked;
"So who is this little hottie?"
I could see the picture in his hands from where I was sitting and stifled a groan as I saw it was a picture of me. Not just any picture but one from a Halloween Party Alex had hosted at a private club. I had had gone as a French maid with a frilly skirt that had barely covered my ass and my extremely long legs encased in black fishnets. In the picture I had one of those legs up on the shoulder of Alex who was dressed as Dracula, the feather duster strategically covering between my legs. As I stared at the picture I remembered that Mark, who had gone as Marques Desade and had a leash attached to Cynthia, had stared at me all night. By the end of the party Mark had made some excuse to take Cynthia home, came back to pick me up and then took me back to his place where he put the leash and collar on me and fucked the shit out of me. As those thoughts raced through my mind it hit me how twisted we really were; those were certainly not typical brother sister memories.
Mark looked at the picture then up at Alex who could no longer contain the smirk on his face. This was where it was going to come out. I looked over at Murdock who was engrossed in his paperwork; was Alex really going to expose us in front of him?
"That's my sister." Mark said putting his hands up as if to say; so?
"She looks hot in this pic though no?" Alex asked.
"She's my sister." Mark repeated leaning back in the chair and shrugging. "I don't think of her like that."
As Mark spoke the last part of that sentence the needle crept up part way. Alex was watching and grinned.
"Interesting." He looked at Mark. "Didn't answer me though; question is Mark, do you think Megan is hot?" he laughed. "Come on Mark look at her damn legs in that picture."
Murdock glanced up and after rolling his eyes went back to reading his files. Mark sighed and said;
"Yes my sister is very attractive." He then smirked. "How could she not be? She looks just like me!"
Alex grunted as he watched the needle stay still and looked as if he were going to say something when Murdock abruptly stood up.
"Listen I'm going to go down to the basement to the reference stacks and look for a few things. I'll probably be a few minutes think you three can get along while I'm gone?"
"Yes dad." Alex said sarcastically.
"Well if you guys want some air the door down the hall leads to the alley behind the building. Don't go out the front the alarms set and no one is supposed to be on this floor at night got it?"
"We'll probably just stay here." Alex said sitting back in his chair and looking at the picture of the two of us.
"Air sounds good actually." I said, trying to get Mark to agree. With Murdock gone Alex would sure as hell not hold back.
"But I'm not done." Alex said simply, and then looking at Mark grinned. "Unless you don't want to play twenty questions anymore," He shrugged as he watched Murdock leave the room. "You know just in case you have any secrets you're afraid will come out."
"I don't know what you've been smoking Alex but if you want to keep playing your stupid game I'm up for it."
I wanted to get up and tell Mark we were going to go outside but it would look bad. I looked at Mark and Alex staring at each other and found myself resigned to the fact that our secret was going to be exposed very shortly and God only knew what Alex would do with it; what kind of games he would play.
"So Mark." Alex said the smirk back in place. "Have you ever kissed Megan?"
"What the hell kind of question is that?" I snapped.
"One that I don't remember asking you." Alex said giving me a dirty look.
Before I could respond. Mark said quietly in Latin;
"Let me handle it my sister. All will be well."
"What did you say?" Alex asked.
"I said don't waste your breath he never listens."
As Mark spoke I was looking at the polygraph and noticed it didn't move even though Mark had just lied; maybe because it was close to the truth.
"Whatever, you didn't answer me. You ever kiss your sister Mark?"
"Of course I have she's my sister." Mark answered. "Hell I kissed her this morning."
"On the lips Mark, don't play with words." Alex told him. "Have you ever kissed Megan... on the lips?"
"Yes." Mark answered with no hesitation.
"Yeah?" Alex asked smiling as he saw the graph not moving. "Why would you..."
"If you need to know which you seem to do," Mark said softly. "I really had no experience with girls and was with Krissy and well... I didn't really know how to kiss. I mentioned it and Megan." Mark looked away and whispered;
"My sister taught me how to kiss."
"No shit!" Alex said laughing then looking at me said; "Aww what a great big sister. So what else did you teach little brother over here?"
I rolled my eyes at him and turned away to look at Mark who was sitting there as calm as could be.
"Anything else you want to embarrass me with Alex?"
"Hey Mark it's not my fault you were a late bloomer!" Alex laughed again. "Bad ass Mark had to have his sister show him how to kiss. Priceless" With a wink Alex then asked; "So, she teach you to French too?"
"I'm not even going to answer that." Mark said sounding disgusted.
"Yeah I figured." Alex said. "Makes me wonder why. Anyway, hmmm." Alex made a show of thinking then snapped his fingers.
"Hey Mark ever sleep with your sister?"
Mark was silent and for the first time since we had gotten there looked nervous. I swallowed hard wondering if I should just start up with Alex and break this off even if it made us look bad. As I took a breath and prepared to start making a scene I saw Mark cock his head slightly, that odd distant look came into his eyes and I swore he looked as if he were listening for something. Maybe he heard Murdock coming. I tried to listen but didn't hear anything.
"Well Mark?" Alex asked again his electric blue eyes were boring into my brothers. "Hey, you in there, or just ignoring the question?"
Mark sat up straighter in his chair and glanced over at me. I narrowed my eyes and looked at him closely; his eyes seemed to have darkened and he had that intense look he got on his face sometimes.
"Yes I have." He said quietly. Even his voice sounded a bit different. Not louder but stronger more confident.
"You've slept with Megan?" Alex asked. "So you admit that you..."
"I've slept with her as in we were in the same bed you jerk." Mark told him. "She told you about my nightmares Alex, when I was younger I couldn't sleep. Megan would sleep next to me so I could."
"That's not what I meant and you know it Mark. Have..."
"I wouldn't expect you to understand that Alex." Mark said interrupting again and now I could hear the intensity in his voice as well as see it in his face. "Spoiled little rich kids don't grow up with problems like that. You have no idea what my sister and I went through. So wipe that fucking smirk off your face and if you have something you want to know stop yanking my chain and fucking ask me."
As he finished Mark stared directly into Alex's eyes leaning over as he did so. Alex stared back at him and after slowly licking his lips nodded and after looking over at me turned back to Mark and asked simply;
"Mark are you fucking your sister?"
I felt as if someone had just kicked me in the stomach. As soon as he asked Alex looked at the graph waiting for Mark to answer.



"What!?!" Mark exclaimed. "What the fuck kind of question is that?"
"One I want you to answer Mark." Alex said quietly. "Once again, are you having sex with your hot sister over there Mark?"
"Fuck you Alex!" Mark snapped his eyes starting to bulge.
"Yeah whatever Mark, yes or no?"
Mark jumped to his feet startling me and pulling the cuffs from his fingers tossed them onto the table.
"I refuse to answer that! What the fuck is wrong with you Alex? How fucking dare you say that about us? I should..."
"Oh please." Alex said leaning back in his chair calmly. "Stop with the threats Mark I'm not a punk in the street you don't scare me. And spare me the righteous indignation just admit it."
"Bullshit!" Mark yelled. "I'm not saying shit about this you sick fuck!"
"Mark stop." I said softly.
It was over and the last thing we needed was Mark pissing Alex off we would have to see where he was going to go with this. Maybe Mark had been right earlier and Alex would just keep it too himself. Still the thought of him knowing was making me sick to my stomach what if he did tell my parents? All this flew through my mind in seconds and I forced myself to try to speak so Mark wouldn't.
"Just let it..."
"Don't say a fucking word!" Mark snapped at me so forcefully I froze. Mark had never spoken to me in that tone. Pointing at Alex he said; "Don't even dignify this piece of shit with an answer!"
"I have news for you Mark," Alex said his voice also rising. "You already answered me by not answering me!" Alex pointed at me.
"Look at her face Mark! Sis is scared shitless I caught you Mark, both of you. now cut the shit and watch your fucking mouth before I make sure everyone else knows too."
I felt tears rising behind my eyes and was ready to pretty much start begging but I caught Mark looking at me.
"Trust me." He whispered in latin.
"That Latin must come in handy when you talk dirty to each other." Alex laughed. "Sitting there in front of your parents whispering about all the dirty little things you did in their house."
"I'm warning you Alex." Mark said beginning to remove the straps from his chest. "You spread that bullshit I'll..."
"Do absolutely nothing." Alex told him. "You'll do nothing Mark because if you do there won't be a person in this state that won't know all about you and your slutty sister's little games. So you just back the fuck off." He looked coldly at Mark and added;
"So who do you think would hire an attorney who fucks his sister? Like bartending Mark? You'll be doing it forever." He then smiled. "Then again you and your sister are both pretty good looking maybe you can do incest porn make some money." He grunted.
"Hell wouldn't be the first time you got paid for sex and sis over there's done okay getting on her knees. Usually not for cash though."
"You mother fucker..." Mark said softly.
"No Mark, get it straight, you fuck family members not me."
"Please stop Mark," I whispered.
I could see Mark ready to explode and didn't want that kind of trouble. Trying to stay calm as Mark had said I still didn't give anything away as I simply said;
"He thinks he's got something he's not going to stop." I looked at Mark who looked like he was ready to snap. "Let it go little brother."
"Aww little brother." Alex laughed a surprisingly cheerful one. "That is too cute." He looked at me. "So do you whisper that in his ear when he fucks you? Do you say come to your big sister?"
"You're going to be sorry Alex you really are." Mark said softly.
"Oh knock it off," Alex said looking up at Mark who was glaring at him.
Alex seemed to be not only quite relaxed but very pleased with himself as he leaned back and looking over at me said;
"Hey look, I don't want to make trouble for you. But you know how I am I've been thinking the two of you were a little too close for awhile now but never thought you were this close."
He put his hands up as if saying oh well then continued;
"Then I hear sis in your room moaning like a $10 hooker and out she comes with her tits all but hanging out and looking like the cat that ate the canary." Alex nodded.
"So I was pretty sure and this proves it."
"It proves nothing." Mark began...
"Then why didn't you answer Mark? You didn't answer because you can't lie through that thing. Tell you what you should have at least tried. Anyway don't worry about it it's not like I am going to tell anyone. So calm down Mark," With that he grinned. "I would like to know some things though."
I looked at Mark who was watching Alex as if he were waiting for something.
"I mean is like the sex hotter because you're related? Do you guys really call each other brother and sister when you fuck?" He smiled and looked at Mark.
"So what's it like to watch your sister suck your cock Mark? Bet she's good at it; look at those lips. Never mind the experience she's got."
"Don't talk about my sister." Mark said quietly.
"And you know speaking of experience," Alex continued ignoring him and turning to me. "I bet you taught your little brother to do more than kiss. Did you teach him to kiss your other lips too sis.?"
I somehow managed to look at Alex and remain quiet. My eyes were tearing up and it was everything I could do not to start crying. Alex looked as if he were going to look away then slapped the table in front of him so hard I jumped.
"Holy shit!" he exclaimed. "I just realized something." He slapped his forehead. "Oh my God you were Mark's first weren't you?"
He started laughing and looked back at Mark who was now leaning against the chair he seemed to be calming down but still had that air of waiting for something.
"Your big sister took your virginity!" Alex said shaking his head as if it was the funniest thing he had ever heard. "Oh that is too much! So did you make the first move Mark? Maybe one night you guys are cuddled up and your hand brushes against her tits or her ass grinds into your cock or..." he trailed off as Mark slowly shook his head at him.
"Well you can tell me another time." Alex said. Shrugging he continued; "I just don't understand why you did or why you would still. I mean shit Mark you can have any girl you want." He waved his hand over at me. "And god knows any guy can have her."
At that I put my head down so Alex wouldn't see the tears flowing down my cheeks. This sounded like the Alex in my nightmare. Truth was he was right I had gone from not being able to have sex with men other than my brother at all to fucking anyone if I was high.
"Enough Alex." Mark said.
"Oh please Mark, it's not like it's not true and ... oh what are you doing?"
I looked up to see Mark had sat back down in the chair and was slipping the cuffs back onto his fingers.
"I told you that you were going to be sorry Alex." He said as he fumbled with the cuffs do to his fingers being restricted by the half cast.
"Oh please Mark why bother?"
Mark finished fumbling and looking at the machine stated his name and what color his eyes were. The needle remained steady until Mark said that Alex had brown eyes at which it jumped. Mark looked up at Alex and said;
"Shall we? What do you want to know?"
Alex sighed and laughed.
"Okay Mark, hell maybe now it's out in the open maybe you want to brag. Hmm" he looked over in my direction.
"So how's sis over there like it best? Doggy? She like to be on top of you?"
"I don't know how she likes it."
"What do you mean you..." Alex stopped as looking down he saw that the needles hadn't moved.
"My sister is a very attractive girl." Mark said. "I think she is one of the most beautiful women I have ever seen." As he added that Mark looked my way and gave me a soft smile.
"But," he continued looking back at Alex. "I have never thought about having sex with her."
Once again the needle stayed still and Alex slapped the table but this time he seemed upset.
"Bullshit! The two of you were fucking in my goddamn house! I heard you!"
"You heard wrong Alex." Mark said quietly. "We were playing around wrestling and I was tickling her. You're a sick bastard Alex."
"Fuck you Mark!" Alex snapped. "You're the sick prick here! Both of you are sick! A brother and sister fucking!"
The roles had reversed and now Alex was getting pissed while Mark not only sat there calmly, but began to smirk at Alex. Shaking his head Mark began to speak quietly;
"I have never had sex with Megan Alex."
I felt my heart leap as somehow the needle was not moving. Alex saw it as well and frowned as Mark kept talking;
"And before you ask anymore stupid questions let me try to set it all straight; I have never fucked my sister. I have never played with her tits, I have never fingered or licked her pussy." Mark paused as if thinking. "Megan has never jerked me off or given me a blow job and when we slept together we were never naked. Hell I have never even seen her naked."
On the last statement the needle rose and, mimicking Alex, Mark slapped his forehead with his good hand.
"Nope sorry Alex that's a lie; Megan and I shared a bathroom for three years so there were a couple of little shower mishaps. So I have seen her naked but I never thought about her once in that way."
As Mark was speaking the look on Alex's face went from anger to dismay to an almost comical look of surprise. Alex had leaned over to look at the graph so close his nose was almost touching it.
"Megan and I have never done anything inappropriate unless you count her showing me how to kiss and I was not turned on at all when she did I was embarrassed. And last but not least Alex? Megan and I were not and have never had sex in your house. Know why? Because we have never had sex." Mark looked over at me and speaking softly said;
"I love my sister more than anything but only as a sister."
I gave him a smile as relief flooded through me. I had no idea how the hell Mark had just pulled that off unless he... I realized suddenly that Mark had known all along he could do it! That was why he had told me this morning to not worry no matter what; he had been screwing up on purpose to make Alex think the machine worked on him. Mark had totally outplayed Alex. Speaking of Alex; he was now looking up at Mark and his face looked like all the color had drained from it.
"Anything else Alex?" Mark asked.
"I..." Alex stopped and for the first time since I had met him five years ago he seemed speechless. "I... where are we?"
"Were at Mitch's having a beer." Mark said in the same calm tone he had been speaking in.
The needle jumped.
"Oh my god." Alex whispered.
"Are you happy now Alex?" Mark asked him. "I am because now I know what you really think of me. And of course what you think about Megan. Really nice Alex," Mark shook his head. "Living proof that money can't buy class."
"Mark..." Alex stopped then out his hands up. "I am so sorry I mean I ... I really." He paused and turning to look at me quickly looked away.
"No Alex you're not sorry." Mark said calmly. "But you will be."
"Mark I..."
"What the fuck is wrong with you?!?"
I jumped and almost feel out of my chair as not only had Mark practically screamed that out but had leapt out of his chair fast enough to knock it over.
"Mark listen, it was a misunderstanding! I thought..."
"I don't give a fuck about what you thought!!" Mark yelled as he tore the wires off of himself. "You know what you son of a bitch? I don't give a rat's ass what you fucking think of me!"
"Listen Mark I...hey!" Alex shouted as Mark suddenly lunged across the table and grabbing Alex by the collar yanked him up out of his chair until their faces were inches apart.
"No you listen you motherfucker," Mark hissed into his face. "You sat there and called my sister a fucking whore more than once."
"Mark let it go!" I snapped.
I got out of the chair and reaching out grabbed his arm.
"I don't care what he said let's just..."
"Well I do!" Mark snapped and turned to face me.
I took an involuntary step backwards as when Mark had turned to face me his eyes were so dark they appeared black and his lip had curled up in a snarl.
"Stay out of this Megan!" He finished.
'All right Mark!" Alex said as, taking advantage of Mark's looking at me yanked himself backwards. There was tearing sound as his collar ripped. "I said I was..."
"And I said you're not!" Mark yelled. "Now get your ass over here!"
With that Mark swung his hand up and out catching the edge of the small table the polygraph was on and sending to flying end over end to crash a couple of feet to my right. I stood frozen as Mark stepped towards Alex who put his hands up as he stepped backwards.
"Jesus Christ!! Stop it Mark!!" I yelled at him.
"Mark get a grip on yourself." Alex said. He was trying to stay calm but as Mark approached him I could see he was nervous.
"Think your funny asshole?" Mark asked stopping in front of him and pointing his left hand at him. "Think calling my sister a slut if funny?"
"I..."
"Shut the fuck up!" Mark snarled. "You said enough. Let me tell you something you spoiled rotten little prick you don't know shit about my sister. But I'll tell you."
Mark pointed at me as he continued to speak. The muscles in his neck were bulging and his voice was strained as if he were so mad he couldn't speak.
"My sister told you all the bullshit I went through well let me tell you about her." Mark took a deep breath and lowered his hand. As he did Alex started to put his down. As soon as he did Mark's hand once again lashed out and caught him by the collar. Alex grabbed Mark's wrist but Mark pulled him up close enough that their faces were almost touching.
"My sister spent two years getting raped Alex. Raped. Nine years old getting a cock shoved up her fucking ass." Mark made a disgusted noise. "And you have the fucking nerve to say she's weak? That she wants to have the problems she has? To call her a fucking whore?"
"Mark let me go." Alex said trying to dislodge Mark's hand from his collar.
"You have no fucking idea what the two of us went through. No fucking idea. Spoiled rotten little prick. What was your problem growing up? Having to take the vette instead of the Mercedes? Fuck you poser!"
With that Mark shoved Alex away from him hard enough to send him staggering backwards.
"You've had it easy your whole life you little bitch. No idea what real life is. No idea what pain is." Mark smiled coldly. "But I'm going to show you Alex, oh yes I am."
"Are you threatening me?" Alex asked his eyes widening. "After everything I'm doing for you?" he looked at me as I stood near the shattered desk unsure of what to do.
"Megan tell your maniac brother to calm down. I... Oww!" Alex cried out in shock as Mark suddenly lashed out and slapped him in the face.
"Put your hands up asshole." Mark sneered. "My sister isn't going to save you."
"You... slapped me!" Alex exclaimed his hand going to his cheek where I could see the shape of my brother's fingers showing in the form of angry red welts.
"Like the bitch you are." Mark said. "Now fight!"
Mark's hand lashed out and caught Alex on the cheek again hard enough to rock him back on his feet.
"Mark!" I cried out and finally getting myself to move grabbed Mark by the arm again.
Mark spun around quickly and pushed me away from him. I staggered back and tripping over a piece of the desk fell back onto the floor landing hard on my ass. I stared up at Mark in shock unable to believe my brother had just shoved me down like that. Apparently neither could Mark as he stopped and stared at me.
"Megan I..." This time Mark's head was rocked back as Alex slapped him hard, not on his face, but the side of his head.
"You dirty prick!" Mark snapped. "I wasn't even looking!"
"Back off Mark." Alex told him. "You don't want to go to court tomorrow banged up and I swear to Christ if you swing at me again...."
Alex stopped as Mark lashed out again but this time Alex's hand came up and slapped his hand away. Alex swung another slap at Mark's head but he whipped his head to the side and again succeeded in slapping Alex hard, and this time in the mouth. I watched, still sitting on the floor, as Alex reached up and touched his mouth as if he were in shock. Pulling his fingers away from his mouth Alex looked at the blood on his fingers. Looking back up at Mark his lip curled up and his blue eyes blazing he took a step forward and took a swing at Mark.
Unlike before this was not a slap; Alex had thrown a fast right hook that missed as Mark simply whipped his head to the side. There was another loud crack as my brother brought his hand up and caught Alex with another open handed slap.
"Thought you were fast Alex." Mark said taunting him.
Alex swung again first with his right then his left. Mark blocked the left but when he put his left hand up to block the blow coming from that side Alex opened his hand and caught Mark's hand around the cast at his wrist. Before Mark could pull out of his grip Alex twisted hard to the left and Mark cried out in pain. As his still injured arm was pulled down and away forcing him to follow it. Alex swung with his left catching Mark in the side of the head. I heard a sickening thud as Alex's fist crashed into my brother's head. The force of the blow drove Mark down to one knee where he stayed cradling his left wrist in his right hand. From where I was sitting I could see Mark's eyes closed in pain.
"Stop it!!" I yelled jumping to my feet.
"I told you to back off Mark!"
With that Alex swung out and slapped Mark hard on the back of his head.
"Next time you listen and shut the fuck up!"
I started forward ready to get between Alex and Mark before Alex could hit him again. As I did Mark muttered something and Alex asked;
"Are you still talking Mark? I thought I told you too shut up!"
At that point I saw Mark's head cock and his eyes flew open.
"Oh no" I whispered as I stopped; frozen by the look of pure rage in my brother's face.
In an instant I knew Mark was going to lose it and why; Alex had almost word for word just shouted at my brother what Max had spent years telling him when he beat him 'are you still making noise' I tried to get my feet to move forward again but I was too late;
With an animal like snarl Mark launched himself up and swinging with his right hand caught Alex in the face with a backhanded slap that sounded like a gunshot when it connected. As Alex went staggering backwards Mark spun around, and bringing his left leg up to his hip, kicked out catching Alex in the stomach. The power of the kick drove Alex back until his back hit the door he started to fall forward but as soon as Mark's foot hit the floor he spun and kicked out once more. This time the blow caught Alex square in the chest and with enough force to drive him through the door which shattered behind him in shower of glass and splintering wood.
"Oh my fucking god Mark!" I yelled as I pushed past him to go check on Alex.
Asshole or not I found myself hoping to hell Mark didn't really hurt him. As I reached the doorway I saw Alex lying on his back in a pile of broken glass and what was left of the doorframe. I started to get down on my knees to see if he was okay when to my relief he sat up shaking his head.
"Alex are you alright?" I asked reaching out and putting my hand on his shoulder.
Alex's answer was to roll away from me and with surprising agility spring to his feet. I started to say something but saw Alex staring over my shoulder. Turning quickly I saw Mark step out into the hallway.
"Oh shit." I said softly.
Like Alex, Mark was staring past me. As he walked into the hallway Mark was un-wrapping the cast from his wrist; when he finished he tossed it aside and squeezed his hand into a fist tight enough to make the muscles in his forearms bulge. As Mark passed me I started to reach out to grab him but stopped as he turned to look at me.



"No one hurts us Megan. No one."
Mark had spoken in Latin and very softly but there was something in his tone that made me step away from him. I looked quickly back at Alex who had taken a boxer's stance, his hands weaving slowly in front of him as I watched he opened his right hand and beckoned Mark towards him.
"That all you have you little punk?" Alex hissed.
I watched numb as Mark smiled and approached Alex. I couldn't stop this. Murdock I thought where the hell was he? Part of me wanted to run and go find him but I didn't know the building and what happened if Mark or Alex really hurt each other?
"Oh I have more Alex, a lot more."
As Mark got closer Alex began to bounce lightly back and forth as if were in a boxing match.
"Then let's see it you ungrateful son of a bitch!"
Mark feigned a blow to Alex's head and surprisingly quickly Alex's hand flashed out as he bounced back out of reach. His hand flew through empty air as Mark had never completed the swing but stood there watching Alex dance around in front of him.
"Jumpy." Mark said smirking.
"Stop fucking around Mark and let's go you worthless little street rat!"
Mark stepped forward and through several lightning fast lefts and rights. There were several loud slaps as one by one Alex blocked each blow and then lashing out with a couple of his own caused Mark to jump back from him.
"I am not a street rat!" Mark snapped.
"That's all you are Mark all you'll ever be! I gave you a chance to be more, paid for your fucking school, took you under my wing, hell you tried to fucking kill someone and I'm trying to get you off and you're fucking attacking me!"
Alex paused, feigned to the left, and then jumping to the right, launched a wicked left right combination at my brother's head. Mark whipped his head side to side causing both blows to miss. Taking advantage of Alex's arm's being down Mark stepped up slamming his left into Alex's stomach then stepping back through a sharp kick that caught Alex in the face staggering him back. I winced as I saw blood begin to flow from Alex's nose. Alex wiped at his nose then continued to speak as if he hadn't just been hit.
"And why Mark? Because I call a spade a spade? Because I called your sister a slut? Hate to tell you Mark but she is; nothing but a fucking whore, a drugged out little fucking skank that'll drop to her knees right there in an alley for a fix."
"Don't talk about my sister!"
Mark snarled and threw a wild right that Alex easily blocked then, in rapid succession snapped off three quick jabs that all found their way into Mark's face. Mark staggered back and Alex through wicked right cross. Mark spun away from it and jumped backwards causing Alex to spin around to face him. I had moved along the wall to try to keep myself in position to try to jump into the middle if it came down to it and I could see Alex smirking. He was baiting Mark by insulting me.
"Mark don't pay..."
"Shut up pig." Alex snapped at me. "You and I will talk after I kick your brother's ass. Well maybe not talk I don't have drugs but I got money, same thing no?"
Alex stopped as Mark threw another flurry of punches. As he did before Alex blocked all of them then sent Mark staggering with a left right combination both blows hitting Mark in the side of the head. Alex stepped after him but Mark snapped off a quick kick sending Alex back. Mark shook his head blood flying from his face.
"Fuck you Alex!" I snapped at him letting him get to me now as well. "You pay for all your women! I wouldn't fuck you for..."
"Anything less than an eight ball I'm sure." Alex said then added "Isn't that right easy bake?"
"Don't fucking call her that!!" Mark screamed.
I jumped back out of the way as Mark lunged at Alex and started throwing a series of punches at Alex's face. As before Alex was blocking them but this time Mark wasn't letting up and it seemed as if his hands were moving faster and faster. Alex's head snapped back as one of them got through, he swung wildly but missed. Mark stepped in and, his hands blurring through the air started landing blow after blow to Alex's stomach and face forcing Alex to throw his arms up around his head. Dropping to his knees Mark hit him in the stomach then rocking back on his hip threw a kick up into Alex's face knocking him up against the wall where he started to slide down before catching himself.
"Not laughing now are you?" Mark asked standing in front of him. "Think your funny you prick? You've been calling my sister a whore all week, making fun of her, fucking with her then accusing me of fucking her!"
Alex tried to come forward but Mark dealt him a backhand slap then shoved him back into the wall again.
"I'm ungrateful? I am grateful!" Mark snapped. "To my sister! Megan saved my life getting me out of that home, she saved me at Max's and she got me out of Butler. All you did was the only thing you know how to do pay for things!"
Mark hit Alex again causing his head to bang hard into the wall.
"Pay for things and make your little fucking jokes. Think you're my friend? A friend wouldn't call my sister a slut, wouldn't make fun of her problems or think she was fucking her brother! I don't need you Alex! You or you're fucking help."
Mark reached out and grabbing Alex, who looked like he was ready to fall down, by the collar pulled him back to him and said;
"Now tell my sister you're sorry and maybe I won't really fucking hurt you."
Alex glared at Mark for minute. There was blood running down his face and he was panting finally with a slight nod he turned his head to face me.
"Megan, I'm really sorry... that you're a whore."
As he said the last part Alex whipped his head to the side catching Mark in the face then slamming his elbow into my brother's stomach hit him with an uppercut. Alex swung again but Mark had somehow managed to jump back out of the way.
"Yeah keep running you little shit." Alex said stepping forward and swinging again.
Mark ducked then as he had been doing leapt backwards. Or tried to as Alex's leg darted forward and stepped on my brother's foot holding it there. Mark lost his balance and started to fall backwards but Alex reached out and grabbing his arm yanked him forward directly into a vicious right that caught Mark in the stomach. Letting go of Mark's arm Alex grabbed the back of his head holding it while he delivered a series of short brutal punches to Mark's midsection. Alex stepped back and after bringing Mark's head up with an uppercut hauled off and hit Mark with a savage right hook to the side of his head.
The punch caught Mark dead on and Alex had everything he had behind it. Mark went sprawling into the wall, bounced off of it and after standing there swaying for a minute fell over onto his back gasping for breath his unfocused eyes looking up at the ceiling.
"Yeah not so bad now are you Mark?" Alex asked in between breaths as he stood there panting, his hands on his knees.
"Oh my god! Mark!!" I cried out
I started to go over to him and had just dropped to my knees next to him when I saw him take a deep breath. Moving so fast he almost knocked me over, Mark drew his knees up to his chest and kicking out launched himself back to his feet. The second he landed he jumped up and threw a spin kick at Alex's head.
"Holy shit!" Alex blurted out as he ducked the heel of his boot just grazing his hair.
The second Mark's foot came down he spun into another kick, and another. As I stayed on my knees watching, Mark continued to throw kick after kick at Alex. Some of them Alex ducked other's he put his arms up and let my brother's foot catch his arms and shoulders. Alex kept trying to come forward but Mark's legs were too long and Alex kept getting driven further back towards the wall at the end of the corridor. Mark was snarling with every kick and looked as crazy as he had that day at Max's. I forced myself to my feet and decided to stop it even if I had to throw myself in front of Mark.
Just then Mark, after throwing another kick at Alex's head, dropped to the floor and spinning kicked Alex's legs out from under him. Alex landed hard on his back gasping as the wind was knocked out of him. Coming back to his feet Mark stepped forward and without hesitation lifted his leg and drove his foot straight down at Alex's face. I screamed out but too late as I realized that a kick like that could literally kill Alex. There was a sharp slapping sound as Alex somehow got his hands up and caught Mark's foot in them inches from his face. Mark stood there pushing down hard trying to slam his heel down into Alex's face. The muscles bulging in his massive arms and his face turning red from effort Alex not only held Mark's foot back but started pushing it away from him.
Alex suddenly lashed out with his leg, hooking his foot behind Mark's knee, and pulling it back. Mark started to fall backwards and, kicking out with his other leg Alex kicked him in the hip knocking him down onto the floor. Alex and Mark both got up quickly but Alex moved first, throwing himself at my brother and getting his arms around Mark, pinned his arms to his side. With a grunt of effort Alex lifted Mark off of his feet and slammed him into the wall holding him there. Alex stepped back then forward again banging Mark into the wall. Alex started to say something when Mark drove his head straight down into Alex's face.
There was loud crack and Alex dropped Mark and staggered backwards blood spurting from his nose. Mark had slid part way down the wall before straightening up and starting forward. I ran the last few feet to get to them and jumped in front of Alex. Putting my hands up I yelled.
"Mark enough stop!!"
'"Get out of the way Megan!" Mark said still coming forward
I stepped back and bumped into Alex, who put his hand on my shoulder and said;
"Move Megan he's fucking nuts he'll hit you too."
As he said it Alex started to try to push me out of the way. I slipped away from him and looking at Mark and put my hands up.
"My brother would never hurt me would you Mark?"
"Get out of the way sis." Mark said quietly. "Why the hell do you care about him? He doesn't give a fuck about you!"
"But I care about you Mark," I said stepping forward and putting my hands on Mark's heaving chest. "And you can't do this little brother. Please Mark you're already in trouble." I looked Mark in the eye and as my emotions began to catch up with me, my lip started to tremble as I continued;
"Please don't prove the people from the group home right about you Mark." I could feel the tears running down my cheeks as I added; "Please don't make my dad right about you, he thinks you're just like our father."
"I'm not our father." Mark said softly.
His eyes seemed to lose some of their intensity and I could feel the muscles in his chest start to relax. Behind me I heard Alex let out what sounded like a sigh of relief. I reached up and gently caressed Mark's cheek. Mark winced as my hand touched just under his eye where it was already swelling.
"I know you're not Mark that's why you're going to let it go." I pulled my hand away not wanting Alex to start thinking anything funny. "It doesn't bother me."
"Bullshit it doesn't!" Mark snapped and I yelped and cringed as his hand flew at my face.
Mark's hand flashed past my cheek and I heard Alex gasp. I turned partway around and saw that Mark had his right hand around Alex's throat. I spun back to face Mark and stumbled backwards as Alex tried to pull himself away from my brothers grip. There was a thud as Alex's back hit the wall. I then banged into Alex as Mark pushed forward his chest pushing me backwards.
"Mark!" I yelled in his face.
I was pinned between my brother and Alex. Mark not only continued to choke Alex but was also bringing his left hand up. I screamed my brother's name again as I saw Mark's fingers extended outward as if he were going to try to drive them through Alex's face. I saw a blur out of the corner of my eye and saw Alex's hand dart out and catch Mark's wrist. In a desperate move I swung my hand up and slapped Mark in the face.
"Enough!!" I screamed directly into his face.
Mark looked at me stunned but before he could speak;
"Jesus fucking Christ what the fuck is going on here!"
Mark and I both turned and I all but sobbed with relief as I saw Murdock, his arms full of folders, coming out of a door to our right. Murdock's gaze went to the floor where in front of him were the shattered remains of the door to the room we had been in.
"Holy shit! What the hell did you idiots do?"
"Don't stand there!" I yelled at him from where I was still sandwiched between my brother and Alex. "Fucking help me!"
Murdock shook his head as if I had just snapped him out of a trance, and dropping the folders to the floor began to run over to where we were in the corner. As he came towards us Alex shoved me in the back sending me hard into my brother. Mark instinctively let Alex go and caught me by the arm before I fell. As soon as I got my balance I turned around quickly so that I was now facing Alex and shielding Mark in case Alex was going to start swinging again. Instead Alex slumped against the wall, his hand going to his neck as he stared at Mark trying to catch his breath. Murdock reached us and stopped as if unsure what to do.
"I repeat," he said. "What the fuck are you assholes fucking doing? What the hell am I going to say happened here tomorrow?"
"That fucking psycho is what fucking happened!" Alex rasped out. "Fucker attacked me! You were right Roger I should have left him to rot in fucking Butler."
"You called my sister a fucking whore and accused me of fucking her!" Mark shouted back.
Murdock looked at Mark as if he were wondering if he had heard him right then looking back at Alex asked;
"You said what?" He shook his head. "Christ Alex what the fuck is wrong with you? That's his sister!"
"Oh for Christ's sake I was fucking wrong okay?" Alex snapped. "That was no reason to try to fucking kill me and as for your sister being a waste of time and a fucking slut she is you just won't admit it!"
Mark looked like he was going to go forward but Murdock saw the look on his face and got in front of him pushing me aside as he did.
"Mark think!" he said. "You're going in front of a judge tomorrow and you already look like you took a beating! I know you're defending your sister but shit Mark Alex is your friend! We..."
"Was." Mark said simply.
"Damn straight was!" Alex yelled. "And know what Mark? You're on your fucking own! Roger your works done here! He can go it alone from now on!"
"No Roger please!" I cried out turning to Murdock who was looking at Alex stunned.
"What? After all this?" Murdock put his hands out. "You talked me into this Alex, and now you got me wanting to help him. Max was..."
"Innocent, and that fucking maniac set him up and tried to kill him just like he did me!"
"Look Alex," Murdock began trying to sound calm. "I don't know what the fuck happened here but let's everyone go home," he looked over his shoulder at Mark and I. "Your homes and we can talk about..."
"Enough Roger," Alex said. "You fucking do what I pay you to do and I said we're done."
"Alex!" I started but Mark grabbed my arm.
"Fuck him Meg, I don't need his fucking help! I can do this alone from here! Just do what Alex pays you to do Murdock. That's what he does best pay for what he wants!"
"Like guys pay your sister..."
"Alex shut up!" Murdock yelled at him. "For the record your father pays me. I'm on his retainer and he gave me permission to help you help Mark so don't speak to me like I'm your fucking servant!"
"Whatever Roger, we'll see about that when another firm gets our business next year, and as for you" Alex pointed at Mark his hand shaking in anger. "You're lucky I don't call the cops and end this right now. How do you think your chances would be if you got arrested for assault you fucking nutbag?" Alex grunted. "What do they all call the two of you? Mad dog and easy bake?" he laughed. "They fit, but personally I get a kick out of pound puppies."
"You would." I said softly unable to believe that this was my brother's best friend of the last four years.
"Alex!" Murdock exclaimed also appearing to be in shock.
"Let's get the fuck out of here Megan." Mark said catching my arm and tugging me back towards him.
"But Murdock..." I said as I turned to him.
"I said I don't need any help!" Mark hissed at me. "I don't need anyone now let's go!"
Letting my arm go Mark turned around and, without turning to see if I was following, stormed down the hallway towards the exit. I had wanted to try to talk to Murdock, beg if I had too but in the state he was in I couldn't let Mark out of my sight. As I ran after him I thought I heard Murdock call my name but Mark had reached the door and I didn't want to lose him. Mark slammed the door open so hard that when I got there it had swung back and almost knocked me over as I stopped it with my hands. Pushing through it I stepped out into the alley behind the building and saw Mark walking down the alley toward the street.
"Mark!" I called out but he kept walking.
As I broke into a run to catch up with him Mark stopped and turning leaned against the alley wall. I slowed down and when I got to within a couple of steps of him saw he had his head down and was holding the left side of his face.
"Are you okay Mark?" I asked.
Mark shook his head and grabbing his wrist I went to tug his hand away from his face when I heard his breath hiss between his teeth.
"Oh Mark I'm sorry!" I said as I realized that I had just grabbed his bad wrist.
Rather than let it go I put my other hand over it and gently caressed it.
"Is it okay Mark? You need to go to the hospital?"
"No," Mark said softly. "It'll be okay."
"How about your head?"
"It hurts." Mark said simply as he removed his hand from mine and rubbed his fingers into his temple right just above where the scar from having the metal plate inserted was. "Christ he can hit." He added.
"Little brother, are you going to be okay?" I asked him again as I put my hands on his shoulders. Mark didn't answer right away. "Mark look at me."
Mark sighed and raised his eyes to meet mine. I winced as I saw that his left eye was swollen and there was already a large bruise forming along his cheek. There was blood on his lip as well as some dripping from his nose. What I found most concerning however were his eyes; despite the fact that he seemed to be calming down they were still extremely dark, almost black.
"I... I'm not okay." He whispered.
"What hurts Mark? I'll call mom and she can come take you to the doctors we'll tell her that..."
"Doug and Denise went up to New Hampshire for the night. Doug wanted to get Denise away and get her mind off of me." Mark shrugged. "Besides I'm not hurt bad, I'm just..." Mark hesitated and like earlier today seemed to be struggling to speak. "I'm not myself sis you should leave me alone for awhile."
"What the hell are you talking about?" I asked him. "There's no way in hell I'm leaving you."
I slid my hands from his shoulders and stepping into him wrapped my arms around him. Mark stayed where he was and I could feel his shoulders trembling, as if he were ready to explode again. I pulled him closer and whispered;
"Come on Mark put your arms around me, hold your sister and let her hold you."
Mark slipped his arms around my waist and hugged me. Taking my right hand I placed it on the back of his head, and pushing gently brought his face down to my shoulder.
"There you go Mark just relax. I'm not going anywhere okay?"
"You say that but you'll leave again. You keep leaving me Megan going with Tommy going away."
"I'm not going to leave anymore Mark I promise! We'll stay with mom and dad for awhile like we were talking about and then..."



"Mark!"
I snapped my head up to see Murdock coming down the alley towards us. Mark immediately tensed up again and pushed me gently away from him. I stepped back knowing it was because he didn't want Murdock to see us holding each other in case Alex had said something. I looked back at Mark and cursed to myself as I saw that look back in his eyes; I had just about had him calmed down.
"I told you I'm done!" Mark told Murdock as he reached us.
"Listen to me Mark." Murdock began. "Like I said I don't know what the hell went on between you and Alex but you need..."
'I don't need or want your fucking help!" Mark snapped. "Go back inside and leave me the hell alone."
"Mark you can't do this alone."
"I can."
"Oh for Christ's sake!" Murdock exclaimed, then looking at me said. "Megan please tell him to listen to me for just a minute would you?"
"Mark please, he's trying to help you. Forget about that prick in there and just listen."
"I don't..."
"Please Mark!" I sobbed letting the tears begin to flow again. "I need you Mark and you need him so please just listen at least. Please Mark for me?"
I continued to cry as Mark looked at me and I felt guilty as at this point I was forcing the tears a bit but I needed him to give Murdock a chance. As much as I trusted my brother I knew we were screwed without help.
"Fine." Mark said sighing and rubbing at the side of his head.
"Okay." Murdock said. "Like I said I don't know why you guys got into a fight Mark but that's not my business. Right now my business is that I invested a lot of time getting you to where you are and I'm not going to give up because Alex has a bug up his ass so this is what we're going to do. I'm going to..."
"Go back inside Roger," Mark said shaking his head. "I can't afford you and I don't want your charity. I can win this I can..."
"You think so?" Murdock asked. "Well you're wrong and you know it. You're being stubborn and stupid. Now just shut up and listen to me!"
Without waiting for Mark to answer Murdock continued;
"Look, you need to deal with that polygraph tomorrow and you need me there. You did terrible in there tonight Mark. At least if I'm there I can tell you which questions to answer and which to pass on. One way or another it's not going to be pretty but," he paused and held up a folder that he had brought out with him.
"Alex had a hell of a point tonight about the questions being skewed because now you are aware of who Max is. I found some precedents that are going to help render the polygraph results inadmissible."
"But the test was going to help me..." Mark started.
"If you could pass the damn thing but you can't, hell Mark if somehow you squeaked through it tomorrow then I don't use these. Point is you need me to present this for you." he sighed;
"The biggest thing Mark is that this far into the game if you show up without me the Judge is going to think I dropped the case it will guarantee a trial and you go to trial it's over."
"Oh Mark please." I said quietly.
"I won't take his help." Mark said making me want to kick his stubborn ass. Before I could say anything Murdock spoke up again.
"Mark, let me tell you something, when Alex first came to me I said hell no to this. Alex told me right off the bat you were guilty but he said it was extreme circumstances. In the beginning I helped you because, well basically his father pays me a lot of money, and I've known Alex since he was a kid and asshole or not he has never gotten into any kind of a game he can't win."
"But let me tell you once I got the full story and saw the things this animal did to you I started to want to win this Mark. Max Thompson is one of the most despicable individuals I've ever set eyes on, and going back to what he did to you and his record since, the only crime here is that he was ever let out." He grunted and smiled tightly;
"From the looks of him he would have been better off if he stayed there. Look Mark the other thing is, and you can believe me or not, is that Alex sold me on you. Like I said he can be a bit much sometimes but I have never heard him rave about someone the way he does you. Like I said Mark, Alex Warner would never back a loser, and kid you are nothing short of brilliant." He put his hands up and out as he spoke;
"Twenty years I've been practicing and I have never seen anyone with the instincts you have. Hell I know lawyers who have been practicing for years who couldn't have come up with some of things you did. It's more than you just studying ahead Mark, you've just got it; you're a frigging prodigy." Murdock sighed as he saw that Mark still appeared unfazed by what he was saying.
"Now you can do the right thing here Mark and let me help you through the hearing and get the chance to be one of the best, or you can tell me to go fuck myself and go it alone. You know a lot Mark, you know what will happen if you go to trial and lose. You'll be kicked out of school, a minimum two years served, at least fifteen years hanging over your head and using your back instead of your brain for the rest of your life. It's your choice kid I won't beg to help you help yourself."
Mark looked away and once again I saw his eyes seem to lose their focus. A moment later he cocked his head slightly then, when I was about ready to ask him if he were still with us Mark looked over at Murdock and to my relief said;
"Okay." He then added. "But only if you let me try to pay you back."
"Mark, I get paid regardless. It's not about..." Murdock trailed off as Mark had started shaking his head, then nodded and said; "Tell you what, Alex had it covered up until tonight so I'll send you something for tomorrow and Monday and you can pay me whatever whenever okay?"
"Okay." Mark nodded.
"Great. Now listen why don't you two meet me around front and I'll give you guys a ride to where ever you're going to stay."
"We'll take a cab." Mark said.
"Mark, you look like you went two rounds with Tyson and your sister has blood on her shirt. I don't think anyone is going to let you in their cab, shit they might call the cops."
"Mark let's just take the ride." I said grabbing his hand and squeezing it.
Mark squeezed my hand back and nodded.
"Okay sis, whatever you want."
"Good I'll meet you in front in a couple of minutes."
"Thank you Roger," I said impulsively leaning over and kissing his cheek.
"Hey I'm here to help right?" he looked down and I realized I was still holding Mark's hand.
"Tell you what I think it's great how close the two of you are, my sister and I barely talk these days." He shook his head "Not as close as Alex thought you were though. Sleeping together," he laughed softly. "What the hell was he thinking?"
*****
Mark was silent on the ride back from Murdock's office to my parent's house. When Murdock had pulled up Mark had gotten into the back seat, and not caring if it looked a little weird or not, I got in with him and as Murdock drove reached out and took his hand. I kept looking over at him but every time I did he was staring straight ahead with that faraway look in his eyes as if he were elsewhere. That wasn't what had me worried; as over the years I had become quite used to Mark's 'going away'. What had me worried was how wound up he still was. I was sitting close to him and could feel the tenseness in his body.
As I continued to look at him I was glad that, according to Mark, mom and dad wouldn't be home, not only wouldn't we have to explain why we were there but I would be able to get Mark to calm down the only way I knew how. Not that I was horny at the moment in any way shape or form but I would be more than willing to let my brother take his frustration out on his big sister's pussy. That's me I thought dryly; always willing to take one for the team.
I whispered Mark's name but he kept staring off into space. I shrugged and slumped down into the seat wondering what was really going on with Mark tonight. When Murdock had left us, we had walked up to the front of the building and I had asked Mark how the hell he had been able to switch up on the lie detector test. Mark had looked at me as if he were going to speak, then as he had done this morning winced and put his hand to his head. After a few seconds he had whispered that he would tell me another time. I decided not to push it as he had been through enough tonight but once again felt that sinking feeling that there was something very wrong with my brother.
We arrived at my parents and after Murdock told Mark to meet him at the courthouse for eight thirty told him to ice his eye because the judge was going to flip if it looked like Mark had been in trouble. As Mark simply nodded and walked away I told Murdock that I had been working with make up for the last couple of years and would be able to match Mark's skin tone and cover up the worst of it. Murdock looked relieved and just before he pulled away told me to take care good care of my brother tonight. If he only knew I thought as I walked up the stairs of the porch to where Mark was leaning next to the door.
I walked up him and after looking at the door whispered sadly;
"I...I don't have a key anymore Mark. Dad doesn't want me here when no one's home."
Mark shook his head and reaching into his pocket pulled out his keys and after searching through them unlocked the front door and stepped aside so I could go in first. I walked past with my head down feeling even worse that Mark still had a key. Then again my brother had never stolen money for drugs from them or sold one of his mother's rings at a pawn shop.
"He's an asshole Meg." Mark said softly as he closed the door behind me. "Doesn't have a fucking clue what you went through just thinks he does."
"I deserve it Mark."
"You deserve him to put his back to you?" Mark asked. "Bullshit! He's too weak to deal with the fact that you have problems. Fucker never had a problem talking about his little girl when you were a cheerleader and winning awards and going to RISD, shit hits the fan and now he doesn't know you." Mark shrugged. "Fuck him."
"Umm maybe we should leave Mark." I told him not liking the way he was getting upset. Last thing we would need is him fighting with Dad when they came back. "I have some money we could take a cab, maybe spend the night in that cute little motel on route six." I smiled and put my hand on his arm. "We've had some good times there no?"
"No, Denise told me we could come stay remember? We're just here a couple of days early that's all."
Mark walked through the living room and stopped near the staircase and looked around as if he weren't sure what to do. I walked over to him slowly and saw that he seemed to be looking past me, not at me. Well I thought time to give my little brother something to focus on. As I reached him I slid my arms around his neck and whispering softy said;
"Hey little brother, how about we go upstairs and take a nice long hot shower together." I gave him a sexy smile and leaning in kissed his neck and gave his ear a playful flick of my tongue. "How's that sound baby? Just stand there and relax while your big sister gets you all clean then we can go into my old room and you can lie back and I'll..."
"You'll what?" Mark asked pushing me away from him. "Tell me what you think will make me better."
I looked into Mark's near black eyes and could see the violence in them. My hand was still on his shoulder and I could feel his powerful muscles tensing under my touch. As he stared back at me his mouth turn up into a nasty smirk. That look made me nervous but yet at the same time I felt my pussy begin to flow; the game had begun.
"Why your big sisters pretty little mouth, and tight little pussy of course." I said. Putting on the pout I asked in my little girl voice;
"Please let me take care of you little brother. I'll be a good girl I promise."
"Suck your brother's cock and then fuck him?" Mark asked. "You are a dirty little fucking slut aren't you Megan?"
"I just want to... Hmmm!" I groaned as Mark reached out and grabbed my chin hard pushing my lips together and causing my pussy to gush.
"I asked you a fucking question! Are you a dirty little slut?"
Mark shoved my face away hard enough to make me take a step backwards. As soon as I did he reached out with his hand and flicked his finger hard catching my nipple. Even through my shirt and bra it stung and I let out a yelp. At the sound of that yelp Mark smiled; it was going to be a rough one.
"I'm your slut Mark." I told him reaching down to grab his cock through his jeans.
I groaned at how hard his cock was as I squeezed it.
"Hmm is that all for your big sister?"
"I'm always hard for my sister." Mark said. "Because she's the nastiest fucking whore I know; nastier than Robin and even more of a slut than that little pig Cyn."
Mark reached up and grabbing me by my hair pulled me into a rough kiss. I moaned as his lips crushed themselves against mine and opened my mouth eagerly awaiting his tongue. Instead Mark broke the kiss and letting go of my hair whispered;
"That's right my big sister is my favorite whore."
"Then let you favorite whore give you what you need baby." I said, and grabbing his hand, walked past him and headed for the stairs.
I had just gone up the first couple of steps when Mark stopped moving. I turned to look at him and with a smile he said.
"Not upstairs."
I looked down at him, and realizing that my crotch was about level with his face, felt my pussy get even hotter;
"On the stairs?" I asked my mind already forming an image of sliding my shorts down and bending over while Mark buried first his tongue then his cock into my hot little pussy.
"No I have a better idea."
I let out a surprised squeal as with a hard yank Mark pulled me off the stairs. I stumbled backwards and fell into Mark who immediately headed over to my parent's bedroom tugging me along by my hand.
"No Mark not there!" I told him stopping and trying to pull my hand from his.
"Why not? It's not like we haven't done it before!" Mark said squeezing my hand tightly so I couldn't pull away.
"That was before Mark." I told him.
Back when Mark and I were first playing around we had done it in my parent's bed a few times when they went away. It was a hell of a turn on back then, but now here I was not even really wanted here. I had put them through enough and didn't want to continue to disrespect them. It was bad enough I had been lying all this time about Mark and I in the first place.
"Are you telling me no slut?"
Before I could answer Mark let my hand go, and faster than I could react to, reached up and grabbed my hair. Stepping to the side Mark pulled on my hair hard enough to make me cry out and all but threw me against the bedroom door. I stopped myself with my hands, but before I could push back Mark pushed me in the back pinning me there. My head was turned and my cheek was pressed into the door.
"Open the door." Mark said.
"Mark I said... Oww!" I yelped as his other hand swung up and caught me on the back of my thigh just below my shorts. He had slapped me hard and in addition to the stinging I was sure it would leave a mark.
"Please little brother," I began. "I'll do anything you want anywhere you want just not..."
I once again yelped in pain as, grabbing my right wrist, Mark bent my arm up under my shoulder blade. I whimpered as a hot pain lanced through my arm and cried out again as Mark twisted his hand in my hair pulling it even tighter.
"I said open the fucking door slut!" he hissed in my ear.
Using my left hand I turned the knob and opened the door to my parent's room. As soon as the door began to open Mark let my arm go and shoved me in the back. I stumbled into the room and fell painfully to my knees.
"Look at you on your knees already." Mark said behind me. "And you said you didn't want to play."
I quickly rolled over and got to my feet. After the stunt with my arm I wanted to keep Mark in front of me. Mark however had closed the door and was simply standing there looking around the room. I took a couple of steps back from him until my legs were against my parent's queen size bed. By staying here I hoped Mark would simply push me back on the bed. Either that or I could drop to my knees and blow him, maybe get him to cum quickly, take the edge off and slow him up. As Mark took a couple of steps towards me I found that I was more nervous than horny. Mark stopped a couple of feet in front of me, and stripping his shirt off, tossed it to the side.
"Mark, they'll be home tomorrow and what if they you know..." I let it trail off as I watched Mark kick his shoes off.
"If they what sis?" Mark asked smirking. "If they smell us? Like I said it's not like we didn't take the chance before. Since when did you grow a conscience?"
"When we did it before Mark you were going with Krissy. If they ever noticed anything they would have thought it was you, or maybe that I had snuck a guy..."
"Oh no it would never be Daddy's little girl!" Mark sneered at me. "Trust me on that sis because he did know and I took the blame!"
"What?" I asked. "You never told me that!"
I had no idea what was going on here, the way Mark had tossed me in here I had thought he was going to jump me but now he seemed to be holding back. I had slipped my sandals off and had started to pull my tank top off but stopped.
"I never told you a lot of things." He said. "Why are you stopping? Take your shirt off, you know you want your brother to see your tits, hell you've been shoving them in my mouth for years now."
I pulled my top off and tossed it over near the door so I wouldn't end up leaving it somewhere. Mark smiled as he looked down at me and whispered;
"Keep going."
"Yes sir." I said looking up at him through my eye lashes.
I reached back and unhooked my bra. Bringing my hands back to the front I slid the straps down off my shoulders but held the cups to my tits teasing a little.
"Want them?" I asked.
"Just take your fucking bar off pig. I'm not Tommy I don't want to tease and play. I'm here to fuck you like you need it.
I threw the bra over to the door along with the shirt, and cupping my small but perky tits in my hands, held them up to my brother. As I did I caught a glimpse of our reflection in the mirror over mom's dresser. I could see the enormous Baphomet tattoo on my brother's powerful back, the bright red eyes staring back at me, and there I was, sitting on the edge of my parent's bed, offering my tits up to my brother. As wrong as it was I felt my heart begin to race and my pussy once again begin to flow. Mark was right; who was I kidding at the end of the day I really was a nasty girl.
"Yeah that's right." Mark said softly as he reached down and lightly caressed my nipples. "Show your little brother those perfect little titties of yours."
I braced myself for him to pinch them but instead his finger tips gently circled my hard pink nipples causing me to moan softly in my throat.
"Alex, I have never seen my sister's tits," Mark said and smiled.
I closed my eyes for a moment and just sat there enjoying my brother's finger and hands fondling my tits. I had been prepared for him to be rough, but would love it if he stayed nice and playful like this. Opening my eyes I reached out and after unzipping his jeans started to tug them down his hips.
"That's right Doug found out once." Mark said abruptly and removing his hands from my tits stepped back away from me as he did.
"Awww," I whimpered. "Bring it back. Don't you want your sister's nice soft lips around your big hard cock little brother?"
"Yeah," Mark continued ignoring me. "It wasn't too long after he almost threw me out. I had already talked to Mitch about maybe wanting the apartment but that little talk with your father kind of forced me to have to take it."



I looked up at Mark wondering what the hell was going on here and finally said;
"Hey Mark, are you going to fuck me or what? I...oh!!"
Mark had leaned over, and with a flick of his wrists, slapped at both of my tits. The tips of his fingers just caught my hard nipples and sent a flash of pain through them.
"I'll decide when and how we fuck, now shut up while I tell you a story." He smirked. "Who knows maybe it'll turn your slutty ass on."
"So Doug calls me down to his study the day after they came back from Vermont and starts laying into me, calling me a disrespectful little bastard and how dare I?" Mark sighed and shrugged.
"Course I knew what he was talking about because you, my slutty sister, had left a pretty fucking big puddle on the sheet after you had tied my hands behind my back and made me lick your pussy for over an hour." He shook his head. "You really were mean to me sometimes."
"Mark are you okay?"
I had been seconds away from sucking his cock and now it seemed to be story time. Mark's eyes had that strange blank look to them again as well. I had the unsettling feeling that Mark was starting to slide in and out of that going away mode and could no longer control it. That had happened a lot when he had first come to live with us. There were many times he had gotten reality and his escapism mixed up and it seemed to be happening again.
"So I ask him what his problem is." Mark continued ignoring me. "And he tells me not to act stupid, that he knew I'd had Krissy in his bed." Mark smirked.
"So honestly I'd had about all I could handle of good old Doug by then for a variety of reasons and egged him on; asked him how he knew. So he just stares at me and says 'I know just leave it at that."
At this point the smirk turned into a positively wicked smile as he went on.
"So I asked him if he knew because he could smell it on his sheets."
"Mark!" I exclaimed.
"He tries to get funny and say yes he could smell perfume and my cologne that's how he knew it was me and not you. Besides he told me that his daughter would never do that to her parents. Then he says that he changed all the sheets before Denise came in and said he spilled something on them so she wouldn't notice." Mark winked. "Personally I think he just changed the pillow cases and left the sheets."
"Well what did he say to you?" I asked now curious despite myself. I had never heard of this until now.
"Well he started up with the whole how could I do this to them? I mean he even let me have Krissy in the house and I went ahead and did this. Goes on about how would I feel if Denise knew. So I told him that she would have thanked me."
"You said what?"
"Yeah he asked what the hell I was talking about too." Mark said then laughed. "I told him to stop acting like I was a kid and talk like men here. It wasn't perfume or after shave he got a whiff of, it was pussy that he smelled."
"Oh my god Mark!!" I snapped at him. Christ no wonder he and dad hadn't been getting along.
"God's dead." Mark said simply then went on. "But Doug gets all upset, starts saying something but I keep going, asked him if he saw that nice big stain and sniffed it."
"Ohh shit Mark," I said softly.
"He just looks at me so I just kept talking. I asked him how it smelled and then told him that I know damn well it turned him on. Smelling that hot young pussy in his bed and thinking of Krissy while he sniffed it. I asked him if he got hard picturing sweet little Krissy butt ass naked in his bed; moaning and squealing, fucking and sucking, and cumming all over his sheets."
"You didn't say that."
"Oh but I did sis," Mark said nodding and smiling. "So Doug is like sputtering. I mean he's trying to pretend to be pissed but he's also turning red and not looking at me. So guess what sis? Your prude of a father was thinking about my cute little girlfriend."
As Mark continued to talk he started pacing back and forth in front of me. He still had that faraway look as if he weren't just telling me the story but replaying it in his mind.
"I don't think he was Mark. My dad's..."
"A forty something year old guy with a desk job and a vanilla marriage, Christ you don't think he looked at Krissy? You don't think he stared at Betty in her trashy little outfits? Never mind when you would have some of the cheerleaders over for practice in the yard sometimes. Oh no Doug would get himself an eyeful trust me on that one. Anyway I'm...." Mark hesitated as if unsure what he was saying. "Digressing yeah I'm digressing."
"So, while he's trying to stay pissed at me, I ask him if he thought about it when he fucked Denise that night. Asked him if pictured her being sweet little Krissy, or maybe just thought of Krissy lying there panting on his pillow. So like I said figured he would thank me or if Denise knew she could thank me for what was probably the best fuck she'd had in years."
"Holy shit Mark! I'm surprised he didn't throw..."
"Throw me out? He did." Mark said stopping in front of me. "He didn't give me the 'be out by tomorrow', but told me that I was a sick fucking bastard and I better look for a place to live. He gave me a month and told me not to tell Denise or he would have to tell her the reason."
"Mark why didn't you tell me?" I asked shocked. "I could have..."
"I didn't tell you Meg because you had already gotten him to let me stay once. It wouldn't have worked this time and you would have been mad at him." Mark looked down at me and for a moment looked sad. "You need your parents Megan I'm not going to get between you and them. Besides it was time anyways. I was tired of sneaking around with you and we had been spending so much time together I was starting to think maybe we would..." he trailed off then added almost to himself; "I was wrong on that one of course."
I turned my face away from him at that point so he would not see the expression of sadness on my face. Mark had wanted us to be together when he got his place and I had so badly wanted him as well but I would have been the end of him. I was weak and knew it and blew him off and sent him to Cynthia who he was now thinking of moving in with. Cynthia who told me a couple of weeks ago how amazingly sweet Mark had been to her that day before he went crazy on Max, how he had made love to her. That was the real Mark, the one that underneath all of his bluster was a decent caring person. Or at least was until his big sister twisted him, hell if not for me he might still be with Krissy. Sitting here now it occurred to me that Mark was close to losing his future anyway and who knows? Maybe had we given it a shot I might have stayed straight and he sure as hell would never have gone after Max.
Too late now and we would never know. I looked back up at him and reached out to take his hand. Once again the thought of sex had left my mind and I just wanted to get Mark to sit down so we could hold each other. Mark brushed my hand away and laughed.
"Of course you know the entire time Doug's on his horse pretending that he's appalled. You know what was running through my mind sis?"
"I really have no idea what goes through your mind Mark." I said meaning it, and wishing that I could know so I could help him.
"Well what I was thinking of is all that time Doug was getting all hot and I know he was, it was your pussy he smelled." Mark laughed as if he had said something hilarious. "I can just picture him taking a nice big whiff of that stain and getting hard over the scent of his daughters pussy!"
"Mark stop it that's sick!" I snapped.
"Sick? Please slut, you fuck your brother don't tell me about sick. Hell Doug isn't even blood I am, remember?"
"But yeah," Mark said stepping up to me and taking my chin in his hand. "What would good old Doug have thought if he knew I was fucking his precious little girl in his bed?"
Mark was holding my chin gently, but I could feel his fingers trembling. I could also see his eyes getting even darker and I knew it was coming for sure this time. Mark was working himself up with his own story.
"Yeah his sweet little Megan in his bed making her little brother suck her off."
I started to say something then winced as Mark's hand slipped up higher to my mouth and squeezed hard.
"But that was okay because you made it up to me didn't you sis? Oh yeah you did, I remember you gave me one hell of a blow job. Right there." He pointed at my mother's side of the bed. "Yeah you let me fuck your mouth and I came nice and hard all over your slutty face on your mommy's pillow.
"But Doug knew it was me though, of course he did. How could it be his sweet little Megan? Fucker didn't even notice it was your perfume, just went right to me. Little did he know."
Mark let my chin go and reaching out grabbed the back of my neck and turned my head roughly to the right so that I was facing the mirror.
"The same little fucking whore that's sitting here right now; with her tits out, and her mouth watering for her brother's cock; the fucking pig that walked into my room and took my virginity. What would daddy think about that Megan? His daughter coming into my room, in her slutty lingerie, and sucking my cock and teaching me how to lick her pussy and fuck her. Know what he would think sis?" Mark asked as his hand trailed down and started to reach into his jeans.
"What Mark?" I asked softly as I braced myself for what was coming.
"Well the truth of course. That daddy's little girl is the nastiest fucking whore there is. A little fucking pig that fucked her brother under his nose for years and now fucks every one else."
"Mark, please don't talk about me like..." I yelped as Mark grabbed my nipple and twisted it savagely.
"Like the skank you are? You know why I was so fucking pissed at Warner? Because the fucker was absolutely right! Fuck, you seduced me because you couldn't have sex without being afraid now you'll spread your legs anytime your fucked up which is all the time."
"No... Mark..." I felt tears beginning to flow down my cheeks; my own brother, the person who mattered most to me was calling me a whore.
"Or you'll fuck someone to get fucked up. Christ you know what it's like hearing that bullshit? You don't think I hear them call you easy bake behind my back? How do you think I feel?"
"I...I'm sorry Mark I..."
"Don't be Meg, we all have to be good at something and your good at sex may as well use it right? Hell you give the best blow job I've ever had I bet there's nothing you can't get from those losers with that mouth."
I put my head down and sobbed.
"Oh quit your fucking crying!" Mark snapped at me. "I still want you Megan after all I am the only one that you actually fuck for fun and that's only because I'm your brother and it makes you feel even nastier doesn't it?" Mark laughed harshly. "That's okay though I mean as long as I know you at least shower before you fuck me I don't mind. I... hey sit down!"
I had started to stand up but Mark shoved me back down into a sitting position.
"Where the fuck do you think you're going?"
"I don't want you!!" I cried out to him tears running down my cheeks.
"You don't want a cock in your mouth? That's a new one these days!" Mark let out that evil laugh again.
"I don't want you touching me!" I yelled at him as I slapped his hand off of my shoulder and stood again. "You're not yourself Mark and I won't let you talk to me like..."
"Oh shut up slut!" Mark said as he caught me by the arm and yanked me into him so we were face to face. "Spare me the drama, what did you want tonight? Romance? Sorry only girls like Krissy get treated like that you get treated like a pig and you love it."
"No." I whispered as I tried to pull away.
Mark grabbed the back of my neck and squeezed hard enough to make me stay still for fear of hurting myself.
"Oh yes sis, this is just how you like it and you know it. You love it hard and nasty, you love being nasty. Stop acting like you're afraid of me because you know damn well you love it when I take you, the harder the better isn't that right Meg? You love the idea of being on your knees getting your mouth and pussy pounded." He stared at me and smirked.
"Okay Megan, I'll tell you what, we'll see whose right." He let my neck go and reaching down unsnapped my shorts.
"Stop." I told him.
"I'll stop Meg, but on one condition." He smiled and I felt his fingers slide into my panties and caress the soft flesh just above my pussy. "If you're not wet I'll let you walk away from me. But if your nice and wet then bitch I am going to fuck the shit out of you." He smiled at me. "Should I even bother?"
I stared into Mark's eyes and knew he was right. My pussy had started flowing again as soon as he had pinched my nipple. I was upset and scared and yet could feel my body's desire for him. I would let him take me like I always had, hard and nasty the way I had taught him. Mark fingers crept closer to my pussy stopping just above my clit. I was aware that my nipples were rock hard and pressing into his chest and I could feel my face becoming flushed as my body began to respond to its need for my brother. Mark's finger slid off to the side and trailed down the crease of my thigh avoiding my clit but moving towards my pussy. He stopped.
"Well?"
"I..." I put my head down. "I'm all yours Mark just please don't talk like that anymore."
"Damn straight your mine!" He snapped removing his hand from my shorts. "Like you could turn down a cock!"
"Mark I said..."
"Oh for Christ's sake if your mouth is going to keep working then at least put it to good use."
Mark stepped back pulling me with him, then shoving me hard sent me backwards. Mark had deftly placed his foot behind mine and I fell down hard onto my ass my back hitting the bed. As I sat there staring up at him, Mark pushed his jeans down and stepped out of them. His enormous cock was standing straight up and was already dripping. Speaking of dripping my pussy was so wet I could feel my panties sticking to me. As Mark stepped up I obediently opened my mouth.
"Good little whore." Mark said, and grabbing the back of my head, shoved his cock into my mouth.
I moaned softly around his cock as he pushed it about halfway and started slowly rocking his hips back and forth. He was holding my head so I simply stayed still and opened wide letting him fuck my mouth.
"Yeah that's better." Mark whispered as he started shoving more and more of his cock down my throat with each thrust. "Just like you know you want it."
Mark reached down and started toying with my nipple gently at first, then suddenly he gave it a hard pinch and as I yelped around his cock shoved my head forward forcing me to take his entire length into my mouth. I almost gagged he had done it so fast, and could already feel my eyes begin to water, as grabbing my hair, he began to use it like a handle, yanking my face on and off of his huge dick.
"That's right you suck that cock you little fucking pig. Look at you blowing your little brother on your parent's bed."
Mark had turned himself to the side and twisted my hair forcing me to turn my head. I saw my reflection in the mirror; on the floor my brothers cock pumping in and out of my mouth.
"Maybe I should get a picture for Doug; he can put it in the photo album with all pictures from back when he gave a shit about you."
I placed my hands on the front of Mark's thighs and pushed hard as he was pulling his cock back causing it to pop out of my mouth.
"Stop talking like that!" I told him and tried to stand.
"Shut the fuck up and suck it skank!"
I cried out in pain as Mark pulled down hard on my hair forcing my head back. As my mouth opened he immediately plunged his cock back into it burying it deep down my throat. I squealed around his hard flesh as with my neck bent back he was forcing his cock even further down my throat. Still holding my hair Mark put his leg up on the bed making his cock bend at an angle and started thrusting up and down plunging his cock so hard into my mouth that my throat began to hurt. I gurgled around his cock and reaching up again put my hands on his hips. This time however I had hooked them into claws and Mark hissed as my sharp nails dug into his flesh.
"Oh you wanna play slut?" Mark asked as he continued his assault on my mouth.
Dropping his hand down Mark caught my nipple and twisted it savagely. I whimpered around his cock which he was now holding still, buried to the hilt in my mouth. As Mark twisted harder I dug in harder with my nails. Mark grunted and started twisting my nipple as well as squeezing it. I closed my eyes, feeling the tears running down my cheeks and suddenly ripped my nails down his thighs. Mark cried out in pain and letting go of my nipple pulled his cock from my mouth. I put my head up, gasping for breath and saw Mark looking down at the long bloody lines my nails had made down his legs.
"Oh you bitch," Mark said simply. "All because you don't want to hear the truth; that fucking your brother in your mommy's bed makes you all hot? You didn't like watching yourself do it?"
I looked up at him still trying to catch my breath and started to answer;
"I don't want to be in here Mark, please I'll..."
"You'll fuck me in here and you'll fucking like it!!" Mark snarled.
Reaching down Mark grabbed my hair with one hand and my arm with the other. Pulling up with all of his considerable strength Mark brought me to my feet and spinning around practically threw me towards my mother's dresser. I staggered forward and caught myself by bracing my hands against the mirror. I grunted in pain as the front of my thighs hit the edge of the bureau and winced at the thought of the bruises I would have tomorrow. I tried to stand up but Mark was already behind me his hand on the middle of my back holding me there.
"Stay right there and watch yourself." Mark whispered in my ear.
Mark let go of my back and I instantly tried to straighten up again. I yelped in pain as once again my hair was pulled back and Mark hissed into my face;
"I said fucking stay there!"
"Yes... yes sir." I whimpered out.
I stayed where I was; hands against the mirror and my face inches from the glass surface. My eyes were wide and there were tears flowing down my cheeks. I looked scared and realized that I was. I had no idea what my brother was going to do next.
"There you go." Mark said softly behind me. "Now let's get these things off."
With that Mark tugged on my shorts, which although unzipped, were extremely tight. I winced as the material dug into my hips.
"Oh for Christ sakes." Mark muttered.
Reaching around my waist Mark grabbed the front of my shorts in his hands and with a hard tug tore them almost in half. Mark dropped down to his knees behind me and pulled what was left of the shorts as well as my black panties down to me feet.
"Oh sis, you do have a perfect little ass don't you?" he asked.
I let out a surprised moan, as spreading the cheeks of my ass open Mark plunged his tongue into my asshole. I spread my legs slightly giving him better access and then yelped as Mark suddenly plunged two fingers up and into my pussy. Although I was wet Mark had thrust his fingers in so hard it hurt and I found myself pushing myself up onto my toes to try to ease the pain as he started pumping them roughly in and out. Mark went back to tonguing my ass and as I whimpered in both pleasure and pain he forced a third finger inside of me.
"Oh oh.. oh easy!" I groaned out as he started working all three fingers in and out.
"Like you're not used to it." Mark said.
I leaned my face against the cool surface of the mirror and closing my eyes moaned again. Mark's tongue in my ass felt good but his fingers were hurting. Despite the pain however I could feel my hips start to rock back and forth pushing my ass into his tongue and hoping he would slide it back to my clit.



"Oh you like that do you?" Mark grunted.
"I do little brother. I...ow! No that hurts!" I exclaimed as removing his tongue Mark drove a finger from his other hand deep into my ass.
I yelped repeatedly as Mark started thrusting his finger in and out of my ass as roughly as his fingers were plunging in and out of my pussy. Ignoring my protests Mark continued to slam his fingers in and out of both of my holes. A moment later I felt him push his last finger into my pussy. I squealed and writhed in front of him as my pussy stretched painfully around his fingers. I cried out again as I felt him try to push a second finger into my ass.
"No not there!!" I screamed so loud he stopped.
"Fine," Mark said yanking his fingers painfully from my ass and pussy. "Here I was trying to make it easy on you for this."
With that Mark stood up, and grabbing my hips plunged his cock into my pussy so hard my face banged into the mirror.
"Oh fuck!!" I yelled, as squeezing my hips, Mark began fucking the shit out of me. I let out a sharp yip of pain every time Mark thrust his huge prick deep inside of me. My pussy was sore and he was pulling his cock almost all the way out before slamming into me with all the strength in his hips.
"What's the matter slut? Been a long time since you had a good fucking?"
"Oh, oh, oh, god!" I moaned as Mark hammered away at me.
"How do you look sis? How do you look getting fucked?"
I opened my eyes and saw my face stretched into a grimace of pain. I tried to say something but could only moan. I had no idea what to say anyway Mark was beyond playing. As he continued to slam me I found myself praying he would cum. Once he came he always calmed down I just had to keep taking it.
"Fine you won't tell me so I guess I'll just have to see for myself!"
Mark pulled out of me and grabbing my hips spun me around to face him. As soon as he had he lifted me up onto the dresser. Putting his arms under my legs Mark reached up and grabbed the top of the mirror. I moaned in pain as my legs were bent straight up and I was all but bent in two with my back against the mirror. I screamed as Mark drove himself full force into my exposed pussy.
"Oh that sounds good sis do it again!"
I did as he pulled out and slammed into me again. Mark once again tore into me slamming me harder and faster than he ever had in all the years we had been fucking. I was screaming out loud with every painful thrust and each time I did Mark laughed. As he fucked me Mark's face was just over mine and I found myself truly afraid of the look on his face. My brothers eyes were black as night and were so bright they appeared to be lit from within. I reached out and this time with no warning ripped my nails down his chest leaving bright red scratches and causing him to grunt in pain. That was all it did however as Mark did not slow down, in fact it seemed as if he were fucking me even harder.
My pussy was burning and my back was hurting and in the back of my mind I remembered that years ago when we had first started playing the game we had created a safe word; cease. I had never used it as Mark had never really hurt me, or at least not more than I wanted him too but as he kept pounding his cock painfully into me I found myself ready to not only say it but to scream it into his face and hope to hell he remembered it. I looked up at him through my tear blurred eyes and stopped as I heard Mark start to gasp with each thrust and his arms were starting to tremble against my legs. He was going to cum soon. I decided to give him another minute to finish and simply closed my eyes and ignore the painful pounding my pussy was receiving.
"Oh yeah baby!" I managed to get out. "There you go, cum for your slutty big sister, let her have it!!"
Mark gave me a couple of more hard pumps then abruptly stopped and pulled his cock out. As I looked at him he stepped back letting my legs drop down and smiling at me said;
"Sorry sis I forgot that you always cum first."
Before I could respond Mark grabbed me under my legs and around my back and lifted me off of the dresser. Mark carried me over to my parent's bed where he threw me onto it. I landed halfway across it with my legs hanging off. Mark was coming forward and I lifted my leg to put my foot against his chest and stop him. I yelled in pain as Mark swung his right arm out in a back hand motion. The back of his hand struck my ankle causing a sharp pain to shoot up my leg and knocking it to the side. Mark then dropped to his knees, lifted my legs up onto his shoulders and plunged his tongue into my pussy. I groaned as even his tongue hurt at this point. I then let out a small sound of pleasure as Mark's tongue left my pussy and started swirling around my swollen clit.
I lied on my back panting and in pain, yet despite that, I could feel my hips once again start to rock as Mark began to suck my clit in and out of his mouth. I was just starting to relax a little and think that Mark was going to be good to me when I let out a loud cry as Mark plunged his fingers back into my aching pussy.
"Easy Mark!!" I cried. "Please you're hurting...."
That trailed off into another loud moan of mixed pain and pleasure. As Mark's fingers tore into my pussy he had started sucking my clit harder and faster into his mouth. I started squirming on the bed, trying to ease the pain of his fingers but not pull my clit from his mouth. I reached up and started playing with my nipples trying desperately to cum. Mark nipped my clit with his teeth making me squeal again, but then started licking it in hard fast circles. There was another jolt of pain as Mark slammed a finger into my ass as well. I closed my eyes, arched my back and giving my nipples a hard pinch, locked my thighs around Mark's head, and started grinding my pussy into his face.
Mark grunted with what sounded like approval and went back to sucking on my clit. In spite of the pain and fear, I could feel an orgasm racing through me; I was almost there. Arching my back so far I heard it crack I gave my nipples another twist and throwing my head back let out a long loud wail of pleasure as an amazingly strong orgasm began to flow through me. I howled again and slammed my pussy into Mark's face as wave after wave of intense pleasure crashed through my pain wracked pussy. Mark continued to suck my clit as I bucked wildly writhing in pleasure and pain. With one last gasp I slumped back into the bed panting and trying to catch my breath.
My brother however was not going to let that happen. Hopping onto the bed Mark grabbed my arms and with a yank spun me around so that I was laying length wise on the bed. Reaching down he grabbed my hips, and with a wrench of his powerful shoulders, flipped me over onto my stomach. Before I could react Mark grabbed me under my hips and pulled me up onto my knees. A second later I once again yelled in pain as Mark thrust himself into me from behind.
"Oh my fucking god!!" I screamed as Mark began hammering into my already burning pussy.
Mark ignored me and just kept up his relentless assault on my body. I reached out and grabbing the headboard squeezed as hard as I could as my brother's massive cock felt as if it were going to tear me in half.
"Yeah that's right." Mark said in between gasps for breath. "I'm fucking my sister, fucking her like a whore, breaking your fucking rules. So fucking what? I don't follow your code I take what I fucking want!"
I had no idea what he was taking about and forced my head up. Through eyes that were blurred with both sweat and tears of pain I saw that we were facing the huge crucifix that was hung over my parent's bed.
"Fucking hypocrite!" Mark hissed. "Where were you when we were being hurt? That's okay I took my revenge just like I'm taking my sister right in front of you!"
Oh my god Mark was talking to the crucifix! He was gone, completely gone. It was time to say the word, scream if I had to. I started to say it but it turned into a startled yelp as Mark suddenly pulled out and grabbing my long hair ripped me over onto my side and before I could get out the word he straddled my face and plunged his cock into my mouth. I tried to yell but my mouth was full of my brother's cock and it was all I could do not to choke on it. Mark's knees were on my shoulders pinning my arms to the bed and he was leaning on the bed fucking my face. I yelped around his cock as he was fucking me so hard my throat felt as if it were being scraped raw.
Reaching down Mark grabbed two handfuls of my hair and started savagely bouncing my head up and down onto the bed driving his cock even deeper into my battered mouth. I was crying and kicking but he wouldn't stop I tried to move my arms but his legs had me pinned. Somewhere in the back of my mind I heard Franks voice telling me he loved it when I fought. I screamed around Mark's cock and bucked underneath him but it was no good. Mark yanked his cock from my mouth and standing up on the bed pulled me up into a sitting position by my hair. As I screamed in pain I was hit by a huge spurt of cum that splattered against my lips and chin as Mark jerked himself off into my face. I sat there stunned as spurt after spurt of my brother's cum hit me in both cheeks, my mouth and across my tits.
After the last spurt hit my neck Mark leaned in and started rubbing his cock across my face, smearing his cum all over me. I moaned and tried to say something but was silenced by Mark pushing his still hard cock into my mouth and wiping cum off on my tongue. Mark pulled his cock from my mouth and looking down at me shook his head and with a hard shove sent me onto my back on the bed.
"Fucking pig." He sneered.
I lay there gasping, my face covered in sweat, tears and cum. My throat was on fire and my pussy and ass were throbbing painfully. I stared up at Mark who reaching out grabbed a pillow and shoving it in my face roughly wiped it across me. I lied there and let him, I was in too much pain to move and was just hoping that this nightmare would end. I felt like I had just been beaten. With a twisting feeling in my stomach I realized that this was how I had felt when Frank was finished with me. Mark tossed the pillow off the bed and kneeling down between my legs stared down at my pussy.
"Open your legs." He whispered.
I looked down and to my shock saw that he was still hard. Oh my god I whimpered to myself; he wanted more.
"I said open your fucking legs." Mark snapped and grabbed at my ankles. "You really don't..."
Mark grunted in pain as I lashed out with my leg and kicked him hard, in the side of the head. He rocked back on the bed and as he did I sat up, bringing my right arm around as hard as I could. The slap caught Mark full in the face and sounded like a shot in the now silent room. Mark's head whipped to the side and when he turned back to face me his eyes were wide and I could see the anger in them.
"You..."
"Cease!!" I screamed at him as he reached for me.
Mark's hand caught me by my hair and once again I screamed. "Mark cease!!"
Mark's hand stayed in my hair but he wasn't pulling and his eyes seemed to lose some of their inner fire.
"Stop Mark!" I yelled then, unable to hold it back any longer, bursts into tears and sobbed out "You're hurting me!!" I sobbed again and added. "Please don't hurt me."
Mark stared at me and his hand dropped from my hair. As I watched he put his head down into his hands and stayed there on his knees between my legs. I took a few long deep breaths to calm down and reaching out gently touched Mark's arm.
"Mark?"
He didn't answer and I let it go. A moment later I could see his shoulders starting to shake.
"Mark are you okay?"
Mark looked up at me and I saw that he was crying. I also noticed, to me relief that his eyes were back to their normal shade of greenish gold.
"Meg," he whispered. "I...I'm so sorry! I hurt you I..." he trailed off into a sob and put his head back in his hands.
"Mark its okay." I said as I slid over to sit next to him and put my arm around him. "Really, you stopped when I..." Hit you I thought, but said. "Used the word I should have said it sooner, I just want to make sure you're okay."
"I'm not okay Meg," Mark said looking up at me with tears running down his cheeks. "I...I haven't been okay."
"Do you want to..."
"I can't control it anymore sis." Mark said interrupting me. "I...I can't." he looked up at me. "I hurt you Megan, I...we swore we would never hurt each other."
"Mark it's alright, I'm alright you just scared me now what's the matter?"
"I..." Mark whimpered and put his hand to his head. "I... I'm out of control Megan, I used to be in control. Could stop it, let it out whatever I needed to do." He shook his head. "But ever since I saw Max I can't stop it." he sobbed.
I pulled him into my arms and cradled his head onto my shoulder. As Mark continued to cry I started to gently play with his hair while lightly caressing his back with the other. I didn't say anything just held him as he sobbed in my arms. After a few minutes Mark pulled away from me and started whispering softly.
"I wanted to kill Max sis, I did, he deserved it but..." he looked up at me and put his hands up in a helpless gesture. "I should have never hit Alex, Megan. Yeah he was being an ass but I had lied and gotten us off the hook I didn't have to attack him." He sobbed again.
"Meg, when I had my hand around his neck, when I was going to hit him again I wanted to kill him. Then I... Meg I hurt you and I...I can't do it anymore Meg! I... I'm tired and I'm weak and I can't get through this. They're going to lock me up and...maybe I deserve it."
"No Mark no you don't" I told him. "You'll get through this Mark you will. You beat the test tonight Mark you'll beat it tomorrow."
"I didn't beat the test." Mark said softly.
"What do you mean?"
"I just..." Mark stopped and just simply said; "I can't do it Megan. I'm so weak sis it's all over it's..."
"No baby it's not." I said softly as I reached out and took his hands in mine. "You'll be okay, and its okay if you're weak know why?"
Mark shrugged.
"Because I'm strong for you Mark. No drugs, no booze. I'm here to get you through this, just like you've always been strong for me."
I squeezed Mark's hands and continued.
"That's how it works remember? When one of us is weak the other is strong. When one of us is at our worst the other is at their best." I leaned over and kissed his cheek. "And when we're together Mark no one can hurt us."
Mark was quiet and then putting his head on my shoulder he asked.
"Megan, if I get through this will you... will you help me if I tell you what's wrong with me?"
I leaned back against the headboard and put my arms out. Mark slid over to me and rested his head on my chest as I hugged him tightly to me.
"Whatever you need baby." I told him. "It's just like I told you a long time ago Mark. I'm your big sister and I'll never let anything bad happen to you again."
*****
I was brought back to reality by a sudden pain in my fingers as the cigarette in my hand had burnt down to the filter. I flicked the butt away in the general direction of the trash and put my fingers in my mouth for a moment. I removed them and looked at my watch; I had been daydreaming for the last fifteen minutes and of course still no word. With a sigh I thought back once again on the rest of that night. Mark and I had stayed curled up on my parent's bed for awhile then afraid we would fall asleep I made Mark get up and go upstairs with me. We took a long hot shower together where I gently washed away the blood on his face and we soaped and rinsed each other clean taking our time and enjoying the hot water and steam. We did not fool around, at this point even if Mark had wanted to I could not have. My pussy was actually throbbing Mark had fucked me so hard.
We went into my old bedroom and I rubbed Mark's back until he fell asleep. Slipping out of the bed I limped downstairs and forced my aching body to keep moving as I stripped my parent's bed and after washing everything made it back up. I also gathered up all our clothes and fixed all the things that had fallen from Mom's bureau hoping I didn't put anything too far out of place. I then crawled back into bed next to Mark who hadn't appeared to have moved and went to sleep. Mark and I woke up early and were waiting on the porch for Murdock. Fortunately I still had a few things at my parent's house to wear and Murdock had called Mark to say he had gone by Alex's to get his stuff, which he said was in a garbage bag in the hallway.
Murdock to us to the courthouse and I waited outside in the hallway while Mark and Murdock went in for the polygraph test. It had been a nerve wracking hour and when the yfinally came out I saw Murdock shaking his head and I panicked. That feeling quickly changed to relief as I then saw Murdock clap Mark on the shoulder and smile at him. When they reached me Murdock delightedly told me that Mark had completely aced the test. As he went on excitedly about what this meant for the case I looked over at Mark who looked exhausted but gave me a wink as our eyes met.
"Hey is this stair taken?"
I had been so immersed in my thoughts that the sound of the voice above me caused me to jump. I looked up to see Alex standing next to me; his hands in his pockets looking down at me. I shrugged and moved over slightly so he wouldn't be in the middle of the stairs if someone walked by. Alex sat down next to me and turning to face me started speaking quickly as if he were afraid that either I was going to tell him to shut up or that he might lose his nerve.
"Listen Megan I know you probably don't want to talk to me and I don't blame you. But I just want to take a minute to tell you..." Alex paused and with a sigh said. "Megan I am so sorry about the other night. I mean I don't know what I was thinking about you and Mark. I mean I really thought there was something odd going on but should have just said something, not played around with you guys like an asshole. I just..." Alex shrugged. "I really am sorry. I don't expect you to take it but I needed to say it."
As Alex spoke I felt a wave of relief go through me at the fact that he really was convinced that there was nothing going on between me and Mark. On the heels of that of course was that familiar wave of guilt that here was a man who despite his ball busting and game playing had helped my brother tremendously. Hell Mark had tried to choke him the other night and here he was testifying for him. Alex like dad had us dead to rights; another one of the few people that cared about my brother and I that we lied to and tricked.
As this went through my mind I was looking at Alex's face and winced at how badly he looked. His nose was still swollen and obviously broken and both of his eyes had bruises beneath them because of it. Alex's lip was also swollen and I could see the faint threads of the stitches in the corner of it. Worse of all, he had opened the collar of his shirt and I could see the bruises Mark's fingers had left. In my mind I heard my brother from Friday night when he had broken down I wanted to kill him.. Alex spoke up again saying softly;
"Well anyway, don't blame you for not saying anything, I'll leave you alone."
Alex started to stand but reaching out quickly I grabbed his hand, and tugging him back down to a sitting position, started talking;
"Alex its... well it wasn't okay at the time but it is now. Thank you for saying you're sorry and Alex?"
"What Megan?"
"Thank you so much for everything you did for Mark!" I squeezed his hand tight and continued; "And thank you for showing up today to help! It meant a lot Alex it really did. For what it's worth Alex, Mark's sorry. I know he is, he should have never attacked you Alex it's just that..." I paused unsure of what to say then just decided to go ahead and say it. "Mark's not right Alex and he's really struggling with some things but I know he would never want to hurt you and..."



"Megan," Alex interrupted. "I spent a week busting your balls when we should have been working together, I accused you of having sex with your brother and I called you some pretty nasty names not just the other night but before too. If I was Mark I would have beat the crap out of me too. Mark shouldn't be sorry I should." He sighed and said.
"Listen Megan my mother died when I was eleven and my father's idea of good parenting was to work seven days a week and," he smirked "Pay for everything. He thought that was all that mattered what and who he could buy. I was pretty much raised by nannies and don't have any real family. Mark is like the younger brother I never had but always wanted. And the two of you, the way you're so close, I shouldn't have made that into something sick Megan because I would kill to have someone to have been that close too. Mark really has become like family to me and all I wanted to do was help but I got carried away and acted like an asshole and I'm sorry and owe him an apology as well."
I smiled as Alex spoke. I felt even more relieved that he was not angry at my brother and still wanted to be friends with him. Mark needed all the help he could get these days and not just with the trial but in general. Mark could use someone besides his big sister to help him through whatever he was going through.
"It's okay Alex just let it go what's done is done and you guys are both sorry. All that matters now is whatever the hell is going on with the judge."
Alex regarded me for a moment then said;
"Well as far as that goes Megan I think Mark is going to be just fine."
"Yeah but the judge wanted to talk again and it's taking forever I..."
"Megan, Roger told me Mark aced that polygraph, how I don't know." He shrugged. "Maybe the practice helped or maybe Mark was numb after Thursday night but whatever the reason he pulled it off. That piece of shit Max has nothing on his side and the judge didn't even want Mark back on the stand." He smiled. "Trust me Megan, I mean I know I have balls saying that, but everything will work out you'll see."
"Think so?" I asked hopefully.
"I do. But you're wrong about everything being okay Megan because I still have to make something right here."
"No Alex," I said waving him off. "Really you don't have to say anything else."
"I do Megan I need to apologize to you."
"You already did."
"No," Alex said shaking his head. "I apologized for accusing you and Mark of something unnatural." Alex looked down for a second then back up and directly into my eyes.
"Megan I'm sorry about all the slut jokes and the drug cracks." He shook his head. "I don't know what the hell is wrong with me sometimes. For the record I never knew what you had been through Megan I mean I always just thought... I don't know that maybe you were just a spoiled little princess that just got into partying I had no idea what you went through. I can't imagine it."
Alex grunted in disgust.
"You got Max in there beating a kid for talking and some fucking animal that was raping you as a little girl. Fucking piece of shit I hope wherever he is that..."
"He's dead." I said simply. "He died in prison. Of cancer I..." I swallowed hard and finished. "I heard he suffered."
"Good. Glad to hear that." Alex said. "Don't think he could suffer enough. You and your brother went through hell Megan and I shouldn't judge so harshly. Except for my mother I did have it easy. I had no right to call you those names Megan. I just didn't understand why such a beautiful talented girl would... put herself through those things but I guess I don't have to. For what it's worth I'm sorry and it won't happen again Megan really."
"Thank you Alex." I said quietly. "That means..."
"Not done yet." Alex said. "I always thought you were weak Megan. But let me tell you that I was dead wrong on that. What you did for your brother, walking into that scene and being able to talk him down, getting him to talk in the hospital and being by his side the entire time holding it together for him. Megan you haven't had a drink or done anything since this started and I know it can't be easy and you did it all for your brother. You're stronger than I could ever be Megan and I give you a lot of credit for it."
Although I did feel a bit of a twinge at Alex mentioning that I hadn't drank, as I had drank myself unconscious last night, his words brought a smile to me face and slipping my hand from his I wrapped my arms around his shoulders and hugged him tight.
"Thank you," I said softly in his ear. "That meant so much to me Alex! I've let Mark down so many times and all I want to do is see him okay! I..." I paused as I felt myself tearing up yet again. "I'm glad you see I'm trying Alex even my father's quitting on me."
"No he's not Megan it's just how he copes." Alex said quietly. "You're a strong woman Megan you'll get better. And your brother will never quit on you." He paused and added. "I won't either if you ever need anything you come to me okay? I mean it. Hell if Mark's my brother then maybe I should think of you as my sister."
I pulled away from him and unable to resist laughed and said;
"Well if that's the case Alex, you need to stop checking me out and hitting on me. After all, it would be pretty sick to hit on your sister no?"
Alex stared at me for a second then laughed loudly.
"Oh that was good Megan. I deserved that, I did."
Alex kept his arm around my shoulder and as he laughed he winced and reaching up touched his cut lip.
"You know Alex I have to give you some credit."
"You do?"
"Yeah a lot really, you know I always thought you were all talk Alex, but you really hung in there against Mark. I mean I've seen him fight in the tournaments he's knocked people out in seconds you put up a hell of a fight."
Alex laughed again;
"Thanks I guess. I have to tell you Megan part of me always thought I could take him. But about half way through that fight I m thinking; am I really going at it with a guy who bit part of someone's face off?" He shook his head then in a softer voice said;
"Speaking of that Megan, even when he gets through this your brother is going to need you. Mark's batshit crazy Megan I saw it in his eyes Thursday night and history or not what he did to Max was extreme to say the least. You need to find out what's wrong and get him some real help."
I started to respond that Mark and I had already discussed my helping him when Alex, who had turned to look back at the court house said abruptly;
"Here they come."
As he said it Alex stood up, and taking my hand, helped me up to my feet. I turned to face the courthouse my stomach feeling as if it were already tying itself in a knot. A moment later I felt my heart leap in my chest as I saw Mark coming out with Murdock and my parents. I could see mom smiling from twenty feet away and she was holding Mark's hand. My brother was looking at her and also smiling although his appeared to be more of relief than joy. Breaking away from Alex I immediately ran to Mark and all but threw myself into his arms. Mom laughed delightedly as she let Mark's hand go and as I hugged Mark as hard as I could put her arms around me from behind.
"It's over Meg," Mark said in my ear.
I didn't answer as I was too choked up to speak. I just held Mark as tight as I could and sobbed with joy. Finally, feeling a little foolish, I stepped away from Mark, but as soon as I saw Murdock standing there talking to dad I went over and hugged him as well.
"Thank you!" I cried into his ear. "Thank you so much!!"
"Hey it's okay Megan, my pleasure." Murdock answered as he awkwardly put his arm around me.
I stepped away from him and turned to face my father. I hesitated for a moment wondering if I should try when dad reached out, and putting his arm around my shoulders, pulled me into him. I wrapped my arms around him and squeezed him tight.
"You did great in there hon, you really did. I'm proud of you." Dad whispered in my ear.
"Thank you daddy." I whispered in his ear. "I'm sorry I've been..."
"We'll talk another time hon." Dad said. "But for right now be proud of yourself Mark couldn't have gotten through this without you."
Dad held me for a minute then letting me go walked over to Alex who had been practically mugged by my mother who was hugging him. Dad reached him and after clapping him hard on the shoulder started talking to him.
I looked over at Mark who was shaking Murdock's hand and said;
"What about Max? And are you ..." I hesitated and asked. "Are you in any trouble Mark?"
"Max has to go into a rehab it was that or serve six months for violating his parole. Fucking guy tested positive for coke last week at the drug test the judge ordered him and Mark to take." Murdoch said. "Fucking guy is that messed up and doing lines. Amazing."
"What about you?" I asked. "What about school Mark?"
Mark let out a long breath and said;
"Well I have to miss the rest of this semester but since I wasn't charged with anything they can't kick me out. I was ahead of my class anyway and can take summer classes to stay on track." He then sighed.
"But I have to attend anger management for the next year and am on probation for the next two years." he frowned. "I have to avoid any situation that would lead to fighting so I can't compete in the tournaments anymore and can't go back to work at baby head. I get in a fight and it's not obvious self defense I'm going to be screwed."
"Oh Mark," I said. "The tournaments? You just got into the Thunderbolts!"
"Yeah well small price to pay I guess." Mark said. He looked like he was going to say more when he stopped and looked over my shoulder.
I turned to see Alex had come up next to me. The two of them looked awkwardly at each other then Alex said;
"Mark I'm sorry about the other...."
"No," Mark said. "I should be sorry Alex I shouldn't have..." he stopped as Alex stepped forward and hugged him.
I laughed at the look on Mark's face as Alex put his arms around him. After a few seconds Mark hugged him back and as Alex stepped away from him he told my brother;
"Why don't we just forget it happened?"
"Sounds like a deal." Mark said smiling. "But I do owe you Alex really I couldn't have done this."
"Hey," Alex said putting his arm around Mark's shoulder. "You don't have to be blood to be family, and after all, what are brothers for?"
Mark looked at Alex and said softly;
"Thanks Alex." Mark looked as if he were going to get misty then added quietly. "Thank you for that."
"Anytime Mark." Alex said hitting him on the shoulder.
Mark nodded then turning to look back at the courthouse frowned.
"Whats the matter Mark?" Alex asked. "You don't look to happy. Smile kid it's over."
"Yeah I know it's just..."
"What Mark?" I asked.
"Everything I've learned in Law school, everything I've read and studied said that there should be a trial, hell more than one hearing is unheard of it just seems odd that's all."
"Hey Mark," Murdock said. "Trust me when you start practicing you'll see all you learned was the rules. The real game is finding the way to bend them. Well I have to go." Murdock shook Mark's hand, put up with another hug from me then headed over to where Mom and dad were talking and said good bye to them.
"Still though." Mark said.
"Look Mark," Alex began. "You got off, so stop the mind spinning, I mean shit isn't always black and white." he shrugged. "Maybe you just got the right judge."
With that he put his hand on Mark's shoulder and reaching out put his arm around mine.
"Now why don't we get your folks and all go out and grab some food and get drunk." He looked at me. "Megan will drive because she doesn't drink right?"
"Right." I said smiling at him.
"Only if you're paying money bags." Mark said.
"Of course I'm paying!" Alex said nodding. "After all that's what I'm good for right? Paying for things?"
"Ouch." Mark answered grinning.
I smiled broadly at Mark, part of me thinking I couldn't wait to go away and enjoy some nice quiet time with him, when I saw the smile leave his face.
I turned in the direction he was looking and froze. There was a side door about twenty feet to our right with a wheelchair ramp. As I looked on I saw Max's girlfriend wheeling him down the ramp. Max had turned and was staring at Mark.
"Easy Mark." I heard Alex whisper.
I turned to watch Mark watching Max. After cocking his head slightly Mark smiled wickedly, and raising his hand slowly to his face, put one finger to his lips.
*****
The sound of my cell phone ringing caused me to jump so suddenly that I dropped the picture I had been holding and cursed as it hit the floor. Looking at the screen I saw it was Royce again and angrily punched the button to reject the call. Over the years Royce had become much more than my agent, indeed he was one of the few close friends I had ever had but there were times he could drive me up a wall. Probably already getting worried that I wasn't taking the Walsh deal seriously enough for him and sweating his commission which I am sure he had calculated several times already.
After glancing into the hallway to see if Mark had heard either my overly loud ring tone, which at the moment was Theory of a Dead man's Bad Girlfriend, or the picture hit the floor. The floors were carpeted but Mark was normally a hair trigger sleeper. Then again, all that booze and a great fuck with his big sister may have really put him out. I sighed as it sure as hell should have put me out yet here I was snooping in my brother's office and reminiscing about the good old days which back then had not been all that good. I leaned over and picking up the picture put it on the desk in front of me.
Looking at it one more time I recalled one of the last things Alex had said in front of the courthouse that day; the comment about Mark getting the right judge. Six years after the hearing judge Joseph Roberts not only lost his seat but eventually was sentenced to five years in prison for accepting bribes to render favorable verdicts. At that time Alex was living in New York where he had moved the corporate office of Orion software after taking over when his father had passed away. Mark had immediately driven up there and confronted him asking if he had bought Roberts off. After some initial hedging Alex had finally admitted that, yes he had Murdock, who knew Roberts was crooked; approach him when it looked like Mark's case would go to trial.
Roberts had said that there was enough evidence to convict Mark if it went to trial and that he had been sitting on a toxicology report stating that the amyl nitrate from the smelling salts had been given to Max during the fight. Alex had said that the second Roberts new that he was involved he had held it back expecting to be approached for a payoff and Alex had given it to him. Without that evidence there was enough doubt as to who started what to get the case thrown out. When Mark continued to press Alex had said that it had cost him Ten thousand dollars. Mark of course was upset but Alex had shrugged and said what was done was done. Alex had then explained to Mark that the fact Max was even walking around after what he did to him as a child was a travesty of justice to begin with so he figured getting Mark off after almost killing him was poetic justice. Alex had even grinned and told Mark "Lex Talionis" an eye for an eye.
I shook my head at the thought of that much money fifteen years ago. I then smiled at the thought that some of my paintings were now fetching that amount at Abigail's club. I was just about to lean back in the chair I noticed that I had left Mark's drawer open. I leaned over to shut it and realized the lid of the box containing his medication was not quite on right. It was a little thing but something my paranoid brother would notice. After I fixed it and slid the drawer shut I leaned back in the chair and thought about the weekend following the hearing.
As we had talked about Mark and I had driven to New Hampshire where we stayed at an amazing bed cabin that Mark had rented. The cabin was part of several that were on the edge of a lake and the one that he had picked had a hot tub on the deck. With a laugh Mark had told me it was the 'honeymoon suite' he also told me how the older couple who ran the site had said how perfect it would be for such a lovely young couple. The first night we went into town and after a nice dinner went dancing. I loved to dance and the fact that I could hold my brother close and even kiss him on the dance floor was an incredible feeling.
Of course when we got back the sex was incredible as always. We took turns playing the game; first with Mark calling the shots then it was my turn to 'punish' my brother. I was relieved that despite our violent encounter before the hearing that I was still completely relaxed with my brother having his way with me. The following day however was, even to this day one of the best encounters we had ever had. It was a beautiful morning and after fooling around in bed I put on the skimpy red bikini I had brought along and Mark and I had sat in the hot tub. After relaxing for awhile I reached under the water and taking Mark's cock out had begun to stroke it. Mark leaned over and started kissing my neck and his own fingers made their way into my swimsuit and hot little pussy.
At Mark's urging I slid my bikini to the side and sat on his big beautiful cock. I sighed and leaning my back against his chest started slowly rocking back and forth. One of Mark's hands had slid around my waist while the other dipped under the water and started rubbing my clit in slow teasing circles. I reached down and started fondling his balls as I slowly rode him. Normally I would get impatient but I was so enjoying it this way. There were people on the next deck, maybe fifty feet from us, and I saw them glance over a couple of times and was pretty sure they knew what we were doing. I closed my eyes and leaned my head back on Mark's shoulder softly moaning as his huge cock slid gently in and out of his big sisters soft wet pussy.
Mark seemed to be in no hurry either and, bending his head down began to lightly kiss and lick the soft flesh of the inside of my neck. I was practically purring as Mark's finger sped up on my clit and he started thrusting just a little bit hard into me. I could feel Mark's heart beating against my back and he was starting to moan as well. Bracing my feet I started slowly bouncing up and down on his cock, only a few inches but just enough to let him fuck me deeper. Mark pulled me tighter to him and turning my head our lips met in a long deep passionate kiss.
The kiss pushed me over the edge and pulling my lips from his I moaned softly as an unbelievably long slow orgasm flowed gently through my body. I moved a little faster thrusting my hips in ecstasy as my body responded to my brother's still rubbing fingers. Just as the last of that wonderful orgasm flowed through me Mark released that adorable little whimper in my ear and his cock twitched deep inside of me and began to fill my pussy with his cum. I continued to ride him slowly getting a moan from him every time I slid back onto his still squirting cock. We both sighed contentedly and turning my head I saw the people next door still watching and smiled at the thought that here they were thinking they were just watching a couple of sexy young lovers, little did they know that they had just witnessed an older sister riding her beautiful younger brother's cock in broad daylight. We were so relaxed we had fallen asleep in that position, me on Mark's lap, my head resting on his shoulder in the hot steamy water.
That night we had sat on the porch swing that was so much like the one at my parents house and holding hands watched the sun set over the lake. I couldn't remember a time I had felt so peaceful. As the sun disappeared into the edge of the lake, Mark had squeezed my hand and asked if he could talk to me. As I sat and listened with growing concern Mark told me about the voice in his head. He also described how he had designed an entire attack in his mind with everything in its own room. At the end of it he had spoke of 'the dog' some type of embodiment for all the rage and pain he had dealt with that he normally kept it locked up but was struggling with it. Mark went on to tell me how he had always controlled the voice and that it usually helped him through things but once he had seen Max he had no way to stop it. At the end of his conversation Mark said it was the exact same thing that his father had suffered from and supposedly even our grandfather had the curse as he called it. After he was done he had asked me if I still loved him or if I thought he was crazy. I told him the only crazy thing about him was him thinking that I could ever not love him. I promised him that I would go to a doctor with him and get him help.



I sighed as I thought that from the time that he finally went to the doctor and was diagnosed with paranoid schizophrenia and received medication for it, my brother's life had turned out to be nothing short of a success story. From graduating Summa cum laude from Suffolk law; to making senior partner by 35, to recently beating one of the best attorneys in the country on what by the time the case ended was a national stage. On the other hand the same could not be said for me. At the time Mark was getting help I had gone two months without drugs and only the one mishap with drinking. I had been working full time and going to some na meetings. I had even started painting again.
Of course during that time I had been staying with Mark continuously. First at Alex's then a couple of weeks with my parents, and eventually back at Mark's old apartment. As a surprise Mitch and Cynthia had not only taken up a collection for Mark from all the regulars at Mitch's and baby head but had used the money to fix my brother's apartment up and even get him some new furniture. I had stayed with Mark a couple of weeks which was as long as I dared. I then went back to mom and dad's, but after continuously bickering with my father, eventually ended up back with Tommy who at the time had been straight himself for six months.
One night however I had come home from work to find Tommy doing coke off of the glass coffee table in the living room. When I asked what the hell he was doing he answered that he had proven he didn't need it and that it was just for fun. Tommy had then offered me some but I said no and went into the other room to call Mark. The coke had tempted me and I was scared and needed my brother. Maybe I could go back there for a few days until I found another place. It was around midnight and Mark's phone rang several times before being answered by Cynthia who I could tell had been sleeping. As she said hello several times I didn't answer as I was envisioning Cynthia naked and happy curled up in my brother's bed. After a moment I heard Mark in the back ground ask who it was. Cynthia said all she could hear was breathing and giggling said it was an obscene phone call. Mark had laughed and I heard him say that they should give them a thrill a second later I heard Cynthia moan softly into the phone and could picture Mark fondling her. I hung up the phone, and going back out into the living room sat next to Tommy and asked him to pass me the rolled up twenty dollar bill he was using.
Once again the cell phone rang snapping me out of my thoughts. This time however I was actually grateful for it as it had all been downhill from there for me, right up until that day in New York when... I shook that off and looking at the phone rolled my eyes when I saw it was Royce again. Snapping the phone off the desk I answered it;
"What the fuck Royce?"
"Well good morning to you sunshine!" Royce replied. "What's the matter Megan, did you have to hop off to answer the phone?"
"Whatever Royce, what is so fucking important that you're calling every fifteen minutes?"
"What do you think, oh my favorite, and soon to be most lucrative client? I'm calling about Walsh."
"I'm already your most lucrative client Royce. What's the matter with Walsh?"
"Well my dear he has to leave for Europe early and wants to meet tomorrow night. He even said he'll send his private plane for you Megan."
"No Royce." I said simply.
"No?" Royce asked incredulously. "Megan this is..."
"My vacation Royce, that I am already cutting short for Walsh. I'm visiting my family and ..."
"Are you Megan? Are you with family right now or are you sprawled out in your gorgeous boyfriend's bed?"
Both actually I thought but answered;
"Family Royce and there's something going on I am not coming home before Thursday."
"Megan you're not getting it. This is Albert fucking Walsh. You don't tell this guy no."
"Well I am Royce. He wants me that bad he can wait the extra two days."
"Megan this is a chance in a lifetime don't screw this up kid!" Royce implored. "This is your big break! The money Megan! The notoriety I mean..."
"My family comes first Royce. " I answered softly. "You know damn well there were years I wasn't very good to them and I vowed that would never happen again no matter what. My family needs me and I am not leaving for money."
I was surprised at how easy the decision was but tomorrow Mark was expecting to talk about the two of us and I was not going to blow him off even for this. My brother had gone to hell and back for me over the years he deserved what I had promised him. Of course what I was going to tell him was still up in the air but I certainly was not going to run from it.
"Megan listen to me." Royce said. "I know where you're coming from. Remember I was there too at one point and my parents still don't want anything to do with me so I know you need to be about your family but," he paused then asked;
"Look you're always talking about how you want to help them right? You send money sometimes but want to do more?"
"Yeah Royce but..."
"Well Megan here is the chance! Hon we're talking over six figures here! Not only that but all of Walsh's clique Megan they are all going to want a Decosta original you know it! Those poser sycophants will over pay just to say they paid more than the poser before them!"
I closed my eyes as I listened and knew he was right. This was the big break the one I'd waited for the one I finally felt I deserved.
"Look Megan," Royce continued. "Last year you made close to six figures right?"
"Right."
"Well next year it could be close to seven Megan! I'm not kidding and you know it! If Walsh likes your work, and you know he will, you and your parents are set for life!"
"I... Royce hold on a sec okay?"
"Absolutely!" Royce said knowing he was getting to me.
Seven figures, set for life. I took a deep breath; Albert Walsh could make me. I would truly be the next big thing if I blew him away and I had no doubt that I could. Not just money but fame. I could have it all. I could be like Mark after all these years finally taking what I wanted, living up to my potential no longer wasting the amazing talent I was given. More importantly than that, Royce had hit home about mom and dad. They were struggling to make ends meet. Yes I helped sometimes but I could do so much more! With that kind of money mom and dad would never have to worry about anything I could pay off their house cover their bills. Hell I could send them on the cruise they had always wanted. I could take care of them completely; finally pay back the people who had saved me from a life spent in group homes and given me a loving home. The people who had adopted me and loved me as their own, My mother, who besides Mark was the only person who had never given up on me.
Mark. I sighed, could I get him to understand? No he wouldn't and he shouldn't have to. I could always try to talk to him tonight but I had no idea what I was going to say and I couldn't start it with 'Okay look make this quick because I have to go make money'
"Megan?"
"I'm thinking Royce!" I snapped.
"Jeez Megan I'll call back."
"I'm sure you will and repeatedly." I replied. "Just hang on okay?"
As I looked down at the desk trying to think I saw the manila envelope from the law firm from Chicago sitting in front of the computer. I idly picked it up and noticed a small yellow post it stuck to it that hadn't been there yesterday. Still leaving Royce holding on I looked at it; in my brothers perfect handwriting were the words;
"She loves me."
As I held it up I looked down and saw tha typed letter underneath of it that also had a yellow post it stuck to it. Dropping the envelope I picked up the letter and quickly read the letterhead; it wasfrom a firm in Los Angeles and was another job offer also for a ridiculous amount of money. My eyes shifted over to the post it which read;
"She loves me not."
"Royce I have to go." I said into the phone.
"You what? Well what am I telling Walsh."
"I'll let you know." I said staring at the letter in my hand.
"Megan! Are you..."
"Royce I will call you back tonight good bye!!" I snapped as I not only hung up but shut the phone off. Tossing it onto the desk I stared numbly at the letter in front of me.
Mark was leaving Rhode Island, the only thing undecided was where he was going and that no doubt hinged on my answer. Was I the reason for the move? If Mark couldn't have me was he going to take a page out of his big sister's book and go start over somewhere else? Somewhere that everywhere he turned something didn't remind him of us? No there had to be more than that, honestly as I thought about it, with me in Chicago, the only hold for Mark here was his career and the folks. As far as his career went Mark had seen the Winthrop case as a way to put him on the map and from the ridiculous amounts of money those two firms were offering he had been right. With a sinking feeling I realized that at this point dad, for a reason still unknown, hated my brother and because of that Mark hardly dealt with mom anymore. I knew my brother better than anyone and knew that he was sometimes prone to self pity that part of him thrived on being a tragic tale; to him he had nothing left here so why not start over? If I decided I didn't want to go any farther with our relationship Mark was going to literally move as far away as possible. My brother was...
Standing in the doorway. I saw him out of the corner of my eye, and putting the letter down, slowly turned to face him. Mark was leaning in the doorway his arms folded across his chest his expression was unreadable. I looked up at him and gave him a nervous smile. I felt like a little kid who had just gotten caught with her hand in the cookie jar.
"You know what curiosity did to the cat don't you sis?" He asked quietly.
"I'm sorry Mark," I told him putting my hands out as if saying 'you got me'. "I couldn't sleep and didn't want to wake you so I figured I would come in here and..."
"Snoop around."
As Mark answered he slowly entered the room, and walking over to the desk, sat on the edge of it a couple of feet from my right. While Mark was moving I had to resist the urge to lick my lips. My brother was wearing a pair of faded jeans that he hadn't even bothered snapping and I could just see the beginning of his pubic hair. My eyes reluctantly left that view to wander across his washboard stomach and well defined chest. All in all as he sat down I would have wanted nothing more than to turn in my seat, lean over, remove his cock, and start blowing him. I did turn in the chair to face him but simply shrugged and said;
"Well I was going to go online and these were right in front of the keyboard so... well I admit it I got nosy."
I gave him the pout and in my best little girl voice asked;
"Awww you're not mad at your big sister are you Mark?"
"Nah," Mark said as he reached down and removing a cigarette from the pack on the desk lit it with the lighter that was next to it and after taking a drag continued; "You were going to know eventually. I mean of course Chicago is my first pick for obvious reasons but if not then California girls here I come."
"Well about that Mark," I said slowly wondering if I should mention Royce's call or not. Before I could get to it Mark began speaking.
"You know what's funny here Meg is that you said you were going on line and saw these so of course you had to look right?"
"Well yeah and I know I shouldn't have but..."
"See that's weird Meg because last time I saw this," Mark reached down and picked up the picture of Alex and us. "It was in a box of trash." He nodded. "Matter of fact I know it was because it made that hole in the wall when I threw it over there."
I looked down sheepishly as he continued;
"Snooping is one thing sis, but garbage picking? I mean that's bit much no?"
"I'm sorry Mark." I said simply.
Mark simply grunted and continued to look at the picture. Seeing an opportunity I asked;
"Mark what happened between you and Alex? I mean it had to be more that that case."
"No Meg it was the case or at least it started out that way. In the end it just turned into who was the better player and who could pull the final play." He smiled tightly. "The last hand was a real beauty all right."
"Alex had you Mark," I prodded hoping that maybe I could get him to brag. "You said it yourself said you couldn't beat him. Two days later Winthrop was plea bargaining and McCallister was admitting you had kicked his ass." I paused and finally just asked;
"Mark how did you win? What did you do to Alex?"
Mark stared at the picture and repeated what I said;
"What did I do to Alex?" He paused and as he did dragged hard on the cigarette causing the tip to glow bright orange.
"I did to Alex what I've done my entire life sis." As he spoke Mark took the cigarette and placing the tip on Alex's face burned a hole through the picture. "Exactly what I had too."
I looked on as Mark drew the cigarette across the picture then with a flick of his wrist sent it sailing across the room where it hit the wall in almost exactly the same spot and landed in the box. I shook my head and glanced back at the letter on the desk.
"California Mark?"
"Why not?"
"Why leave at all Mark? I mean well I'm not saying I don't..."
I stopped as Mark put his hand up to stop me. I was glad as he did as I was about to babble myself into a box.
"Because one way or another sis it's time for a new start. Hopefully one with you, if not then one on my own." He shrugged. "Hell it worked out pretty well for you didn't it."
"Yeah but I needed to leave Mark you know that. Everywhere I looked there was..."
"You think you're the only one sis?" Mark asked. "You don't think I have my share if bad memories here? Hell you're most of my good ones and you're not here anymore."
As he spoke Mark tapped out the cigarette and slid the letter over to himself and looked at it.
"Besides sis, you think the Winthrop trial is really over? Trust me Meg it's not. I burned a lot of fucking bridges winning that thing." He stopped and whispered softly as if to himself. "A lot of bridges." Looking back up, he shook his head as if snapping himself out of a fog.
"They're all watching me sis, all waiting for a chance to get back at me and ruin me. Do you think the only reason I haven't had a pet is that I was pining for you the past year? The Bad boy attorney has been flying under the radar lately and it's only a matter of time before someone tries to nail me with something."
Like having a sexual relationship with your big sister I thought as Mark continued.
"So I figure the stars were right so to speak. Laura leaving you gave me my chance to tell you how I felt and if that doesn't pan out, well as you can see with those offers my stock will never be higher so if not now when, and what the hell is left for me here anyways?"
"I'd say mom and dad but..." I trailed off.
"Doug disowned me case you haven't heard."
"Mom loves you Mark always has, you know that. She misses you."
Mark looked away but before he did I caught a glimpse of sadness in his eyes but by the time he looked back it was gone.
"I miss her to Megan but just like your father made it hard between you and her because he was mad at you it's the same thing and..." he sighed. "Just drop it Meg nothing left there for me either, I can be a shitty son from California as easy as I can here."
"Are you sure though Mark? I mean it's..."
"Done Megan, I told Jim I was done on Friday that I would be leaving by the end of the month. He didn't believe me so yesterday when I went in to work on cleaning some things up I left my letter of resignation on his secretaries desk." He grunted. "He's probably left me six messages by now."
One that I knew of but I left that out, bad enough he'd caught me going through his things. I found myself relieved that I had noticed the open drawer before he had come in.
"Well on that note sis, its noon and I am going to get my ass to work and get this over with." He shrugged. "So I'm going to hit the shower, you going to stick around to say goodbye after you get dressed or you going to take right off?"
Mark had stood up while he was talking and I found myself sitting with my face level with his crotch. Despite the fact the previous conversation had gone nowhere and I did have to get going to meet dad back at home I found myself staring again at Mark's unzipped jeans and felt my pussy begin to heat up. We had time. I stood up and walking over to Mark said;
"You know Mark we had quite a nice little romp and I shouldn't go to lunch with dad all sticky from my big brother so why don't I hop in the shower with you?"
"Yeah?" Mark asked as I put my hands on his shoulders and looked into his gorgeous eyes. "You want to fool around in the shower sis?"
"I do," I told him. "But maybe this time you can be a little nicer to me. You were awfully rough on your sister yesterday."
Without waiting for a response I removed my hands from his shoulders and reaching down untied the red robe I was wearing. The robe opened to reveal my naked body underneath of it and Mark's eyes were immediately drawn to my tits. I opened the robe a bit more and sliding my arms around Mark's neck pressed my tits against his chest. I looked up at Mark and tilting my head slightly to the side parted my lips inviting him in for a kiss. Mark accepted the initiation and I closed my eyes as his lips pressed against mine.
"Hmmm" I sighed in my throat as while we kissed Mark slid his hands into the robe and around my thin waist.
I pushed my tongue past my brother's lips and into his mouth to find and play across his. I groaned again as Mark's hands slid down to my ass and gave it a playful squeeze. I raised my right leg and started sliding my bare thigh along his leg and started rocking back and forth causing my erect nipples to rub across his chest. Mark's hands then moved again. His right stopped at the small of my back but his left trailed gently up the middle of my back. Mark's fingers lightly traced the length of my spine as they made their way up to the back of my neck and under my hair. I slid my own hands through his thick black hair my nails lightly scratching his scalp. Mark removed his lips from mine and slid them down to suck on the soft skin between my neck and shoulder.
"Oh yes," I whispered as his tongue flickered across my neck. "Hmm we are going take our time in there aren't we baby?"
"Sorry sis," Mark whispered in my ear. "But not right now."
My eyes opened, as after saying that, Mark straightened up and removed his hands from my body.
"What do you mean?" I asked. "We have time Mark we can..."
I stopped, as stepping back out of my grasp, Mark slowly shook his head.
"No Megan, not until after we talk tomorrow night."
"What are you talking about?" I asked getting upset. "We played earlier and you said that you would..."
"Always want you?" Mark finished for me. "Of course I'll always want you sis but it can keep until we talk."
As he spoke Mark reached out, and grabbing the ends of the tie to the robe, pulled it tight around me and as I stood there stunned tied it closed.
"Don't want you catching a cold." Mark said.
I looked into his eyes to see if this was a game to see if maybe he was waiting for me to beg for it. I gladly would but with a sinking feeling I realized that there was nothing playful in my brother's gaze. Mark shrugged;
"Well I'm going to go shower."
"Hey," I said reaching out and grabbing his arm as he had started to turn away. "Wait a minute Mark this isn't fair!"
"What isn't Meg?"
"You doing this! What, I don't want to talk so you don't want to play? If that was the case why did you play with me earlier?" I realized I sounded like a brat but didn't care. This was what I had been afraid of; Mark threatening to hold back on me.



"We played earlier so I could give you what you needed sis." Mark said. "You needed me so I let you think I needed you."
"What?" I asked stunned. "You did need me Mark! That's why I came over and..."
Mark silenced me by gently placing a finger to my lips and then began talking softly;
"First of all Megan I do need you always have always will. But let's be honest here sis you came over as much for yourself as you did for me didn't you?"
I started to open my mouth to answer but Mark playfully tapped my lip again and continued;
"Now I'm not saying that you didn't think I needed you but face it sis you needed me more. No actually you came here because you needed me to need you. You were afraid I was mad and you were worried about me and I appreciate it." He slid his finger from my lips and caressed my cheek lightly with the back of his hand.
"But you were worried about you too sis. Worried about having the best of both worlds that if I wanted to be your lover than I wouldn't be your brother. You came here as much for you as me sis, and that is fine it really is, know why?"
"I guess you'll tell me." I said.
"Because it proved my point Megan we both need each other. You always needed me and you felt better when you knew I needed you. When we were done we both felt better sis. Meg,; it's like I always said we're two halves of the same hole sis, and it's time we stopped dancing around and trying to be happy with others when the answer is each other."
"So you played me?" I asked.
Mark rolled his eyes.
"If I did it was me playing you thinking you were playing me sis. You came here looking for it. I could have wait until tomorrow but that brother sister thing seemed important to you so I went along." He paused and said quietly "As for that Meg, brother, friend, lover they're all just words sis." He smiled softly at me and added; "You're my everything Megan, and I think I'm yours as well but you have to decide that. You can call me Mark or little brother, it doesn't matter to me as long as the words I love you are there."
I felt myself start to choke up at how good that sounded but could we? My stomach began to flutter and I found I didn't know what to say. Why couldn't I answer him? How could Mark be so sure and I..."
"Don't worry sis," Mark said. "I'm not looking for the answer today. You said we'll talk over dinner tomorrow night and we will. But, as far as fooling around now Meg? Well the sex earlier proved one point this will prove another."
"What does that mean?" I demanded upset at how he had said that. "If I say no you won't be with me anymore? Are you going to blackmail me like I'm one of your court..."
"Oh spare me the drama Megan," Mark said laughing. "Christ, you do get caught up in poor me don't you?"
"Don't make fun of me Mark." I told him but could feel myself blushing as I knew he was right.
"Listen Megan I told you we won't go through this today but there is something you should know." He paused and reaching down to the desk picked up the picture of him with Samantha from the cruise.
"You know I'm sure in the beginning when I tried to get close to you in Chicago and then when I told you how I felt Saturday that you thought this was a Sammy rebound. That I got a taste of love and wanted it again and why not you? Well that's half right sis but it's backwards. See I did love Samantha and was surprised that she could love me. I mean me," Mark put his hands out. "The bad boy attorney, the arrogant womanizing devil worshipping pariah that takes whatever he wants no matter the cost." He smiled sadly at the picture in his hand and then putting it down reached out and took my hand before continuing.
"But as Samantha and I grew closer I realized that, like you, I had thought that I'd never been in love, except for Krissy when I was a kid but that was different, as time went on though something hit me. When I would lie there with Samantha and feel her love for me I realized that it wasn't new to me. I had felt it before, I had felt it my entire life but never knew what it was. The way I felt with Sammy Megan was the way I felt whenever we were together. Maybe not when you were having a lot of problems but since you have been sober Megan we have been so much closer, you know we have."
Mark squeezed my hand and I looked away before I got misty eyed at his words.
"So when I found that out I knew that it wouldn't be fair to Samantha or to myself or even to you to stay with her. I let her go and then after you spent some time with me and I was sure, I was ready to talk to you and Laura came into the picture. You were happy so I sat back and waited. I knew you wouldn't last sis because you weren't meant to. We're meant to be together Megan I know it in my heart and I think you do too you just need to stop letting your mind and your guilt get in the way."
"See that's the thing sis. I never thought I deserved to be happy, that I was a terrible person. Samantha taught me that I did deserve to be as happy as the next person and I want to be. I'm done with the pets and the games Megan I want the real thing now."
He stopped, probably because this was the most he had said in any conversation in years, and when he did I asked;
"But what's this got to do with you not wanting to..."
"Megan I said how I feel and the ball is in your court. You know what I hope you'll decide but," he sighed. "If you don't then I'm prepared to move on and look elsewhere."
"But what about us and ..."
"Megan just listen okay? Please." Mark paused and after taking a deep breath went on. "I broke it off with Sammy to pursue my true love. The same true love you keep chasing. I know who mine is and maybe I'm yours maybe I'm not. Thing is I laid it out there sis and if you say no then I tried and can put it behind me and look for someone that I can be happy with."
I started to open my mouth but he had his hand up again.
"Now what does that mean for us sis? Well in the beginning nothing. When I leave for California I'll stop and visit in Chicago for a few days and when I get set up out there you can come out and we'll have a blast. It will be just like it has been Megan we'll be siblings with benefits. But this time it won't be forever sis and this time you'll know how I feel."
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"Let's face it sis the last few years I've been your stand by, your fall back. We see each other we play we have fun you go back home. Then I get the call; Mark I found someone and I'm so happy." He shrugged. "Then I'm on the back burner wondering if I'll ever be with you again. Then of course it doesn't work out and little brother picks up the pieces again, just like you did for me with Samantha."
"But this time I'll be looking as well sis. I'll be looking for 'the one' as you say it. You know sis I have a lot to offer and it's not just my looks and my career. I do have a heart and I want to give it to someone I want to give it to you but if you don't want it then I'm sure someone will. They won't be you but I'll know I can never have you. Thing is Meg we'll keep going the way we have been but then one day you'll get that call sis. I'll meet someone and you'll be playing the waiting game." He shook his head.
"We been playing this game since that night I took you out to celebrate my new place. That was sixteen years ago Megan I'm tired of wondering and tired of playing games. So just be prepared for that phone call Megan and don't assume that I'm going to always be around to be your playmate."
Mark stopped and I stood there once again with no idea of what to say. The idea of never being with Mark again had occurred to me when I was with Laura but at that point I had Laura. The thought of Mark finding someone and me still being alone was not a good one. Mark had let go of my hand and was silent himself finally he looked at me and said.
"You know Megan I'm a well read, well educated professional, one of the best attorneys in the country and I'm sure if I thought about it long enough I could come up with a more profound way of saying this but in the end it comes down to one thing sis."
"What's that Mark?" I asked numbly.
Mark looked at me seriously for a moment then a slight smirk played across his face.
"Well simply put sis, if you want to keep drinking the milk it's time to buy the damn cow."
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"Hello earth to Mr. Dion?"
Jumping at the sound of my name I looked up to see the professor staring at me.
"Umm Yes Mrs. Richards?" I asked.
"Well Mr. Dion, my initial question was; 'are you paying attention', and I believe you just answered that."
"Sorry Mrs. Richards." I said lamely, feeling myself blush a little as several of the other students around me laughed.
"You will be if you don't pass the exam on Friday Billy," Mrs. Richards said shaking her head. "I know US History isn't part of your major but credits are credits."
"Yes ma'am."
Fortunately Mrs. Richards let it go at that and returned back to discussing the always exciting subject of Manifest Destiny. I sighed and jumped again as a paperclip hit my hand. I looked to the left and saw my best friend Jeff looking over at me smirking. As I looked at him he nodded his head, and pointing past me, winked and whispered;
"Don't blame you Bill, she's hot!"
I nodded in agreement, and turning my head, looked over at the 'she' Jeff had been referring to. Sitting one seat up from me to my right was Miranda James, and as Jeff had said, she was damn hot. Of course Jeff had been right about me day dreaming over Miranda, I mean who wouldn't? Miranda was tall, blond, tan, and had legs that went forever. Currently Miranda was showing off those legs quite well, wearing a tiny pair of denim shorts, that when she stood, barely covered the cheeks of her perfect little heart shaped ass. What Jeff, and pretty much everyone else, would be wrong about however was exactly which parts of Miranda's amazing body I was staring at.
If you were to follow my eyes one would think I was looking at her legs, which don't get me wrong were more than worth checking out and I had, but the focus of my attention was at the end of those long legs. What I really had my eye on was Miranda's incredibly sexy feet. I tried not to look, as it would only drive me crazy, but I couldn't help it. I was drawn to those tan perfectly shaped feet, with their bright red toe nail polish, like a moth to a flame. Making matters worse was that Miranda had slid her feet out of the straps of her sandals and had her toes pressed into the shoe with her feet up in the air. This left me staring at the smooth white soles of her feet and the extremely vivid image of me lying on the floor and licking the bottom of them.
I shifted uncomfortably in my seat, as my hard cock was bending painfully in my jeans. To make matters worse, at that moment, Miranda decided to not only cross her legs under her desk, but to dangle the sandal off of the edge of her toe. With an act of will I forced myself to turn and face the front of the class before I popped off in my jeans. I closed my eyes and shook my head as if physically trying to get the image of sucking on Miranda's red toes out of my mind.
For those of you who do not have one, which is most people I suppose, a foot fetish is not an easy thing to deal with. Most guys, and don't get me wrong me as well, are obsessed with girls tit's and asses and will stare whenever they can. The difference there is you can't actually see anything and can only imagine so much, but feet? Well in the warm weather which is what we were in now the girls had their bare feet on full display and it was driving me crazy. Sexy strappy sandals, heels that are so high they are uncomfortable; ankle bracelets, toe rings, and of course pedicures to keep those pretty little feet nice and soft for when they are up on their man's shoulders or chest. Better yet for when they were wrapped around a nice hard...
I was doing it again! Oh well, I thought at least I was doing a good job of not thinking of where my fetish started and whose feet I was attracted to the most. After all a foot fetish seemed strange enough to some people, but if they ever knew it was my own mother's feet that had instilled it in me it would be off to therapy I'd go! Stop that! I yelled at myself again as I immediately pushed the image of my mother's black stocking clad feet and pretty little toes out of my mind.
I'm sure part of the reason my fetish was so frustrating was because I had never been able to properly satisfy it. I'd been fixated with feet since well before I'd started having sex and still had yet to really explore my passion for them. Of course seeing that indeed, my love of feet had started with my mother, I tried to avoid thinking about any scenario that involved her, although admittedly lately it had been a losing battle. Pushing that from my mind before unwanted images began forming; I went back to thinking how I was too embarrassed to mention it to my first couple of girlfriends. In hindsight this was kind of stupid, as who knew maybe they might have let me play. Instead I would use any excuse I could find to rub their feet, and then after I was all hot and bothered just fuck them while I thought about their feet.
Even then, I would find positions to have their feet up on my shoulders or close to my face. Occasionally I would turn my head and give their foot or toe a quick kiss which would get a giggle out of them but I avoided licking and sucking on them the way I really wanted too. Sometimes when I would have sex doggy style I would try to look back over my shoulder at the soles of their feet facing up while they were on their knees and imagine cumming right there in their cupped feet. That thought alone would usually cause me to fuck them harder and faster and as I was spraying my cum over their ass or deep inside of them would have the image of their cum coated toes in my head. So far the closest I had gotten to satisfying my fantasies had been with Julie.
Julie and I had started going out when we met at our freshmen year at the University of Rhode Island, and after we had been together for a year, I had finally decided to fess up about how much her feet turned me on. Julie looked at me like I was a little weird but said that I always made her feel good so she would let me play. I was beside myself and after giving her a long foot rub with strawberry scented lotion got down on my knees and started kissing, licking and sucking on her cute little toes. I was hard as a rock but whenever I looked up Julie had an odd look on her face, as if she were embarrassed for me. I continued, hoping to get her into it, and after kneeling between her legs, took her feet and placed them around my cock.
Julie's feet were still a little moist from the lotion and my cock slid easily through them as I started thrusting my hips. I couldn't believe it! I was actually fucking her feet! I looked up again and saw Julie watching but still with that look of 'are you kidding?' on her face. I felt bad she wasn't into it, but certainly was not going to stop having gotten this far. Admittedly it was a turn off seeing she was not excited and I started to look back towards her adorable little feet around my fairly sizable cock. Just as I started to turn away however I had an instant visual of my mother's face looking down into her lap her eyes wide with lust and her lips parted as she panted and moaned while my father...
I immediately looked back to Julie's feet and started fucking them faster and harder trying to get off, figuring that once I came and fulfilled my fantasy those sick thoughts would finally fade from my mind. I was just starting to breathe hard when Julie asked;
"You're not going to cum are you Billy?" As I slowed and looked at her, she opened her legs showing off her pretty little pussy that had just a little bit of blonde hair over it and continued; "You'd rather do that then fuck me?"
I all but rolled my eyes as I had deliberately taken my time going down on her and getting her off nice and hard so that I could do this and she didn't lose out. In hindsight I suppose I should have kept going, but as I stared at her she batted her baby blue eyes and pushed her lips out in the pout that always got her what she wanted from me. That pout that was so much like the one my mother used to use on my father anytime she wanted something. Of course Julie knew that it was the other things her lips could do that made me fall for it, which had made me start to wonder what my mother's had been doing that she got whatever she wanted.
Shutting that out, I reluctantly removed my cock from between Julie's delightfully sticky feet, and sliding up between her legs, slipped my cock inside of her admittedly very warm and inviting pussy. I had been close while fucking her feet, but the disappointment of having to stop coupled with my mind beginning to wander into uninvited territory had slowed me up somewhat. Julie had sighed happily and wrapped her arms and legs around me as I began to slowly fuck her the way she liked it; missionary and boring. After a couple of minutes Julie dropped her legs from my waist and I felt her feet land flat on my calves.
I instantly pictured them there and loved the way they felt. I started fucking her harder and she started to raise her legs, but I whispered in her ear to leave her feet where they were. This Julie was happy to go along with, as it meant I was still fucking her. A few seconds later I got braver and asked her to curl her toes. Julie giggled and started doing as I asked; curling then releasing her toes on my legs. Each time she did it I gasped and started fucking her harder. Julie was gasping as well then added to my excitement by raising her legs just enough to wiggle her feet back and forth. That was enough to send me over the edge, and as I felt my cum racing through my cock I started to pull back planning on cumming all over Julie's feet like she had said she would let me do sometime. As I began to slide out Julie grabbed my shoulders and holding onto me moaned;
"Oh please inside Billy! It feels sooo good!"
Julie was on the pill, and in reality how could I say no to that? So, envisioning Julie's pretty painted toes the entire time, I came hard sending what seemed like a tremendous amount of cum into Julie's hot little box.
I came back to earth, and all but slapped myself in the head at that point, as that little replay had done little to quell the raging hard on in my pants. At least if I was still going with Julie I could get some relief but she had started complaining that between school, my part time job as a waiter at Olive Garden, and doing things around the house to help out my mother, that I had no time for her. The job and school she understood but Julie always got upset when it came down to me needing to keep up the yard or the house. In our final argument I had told her that since my father passed away two years ago my mother was working two jobs and what was I supposed to do ask Mom to mow the damn lawn too? Julie had ended it with calling me a momma's boy and that I preferred my mother to her. In fact her last ridiculously bratty remark had been "Let's see who you prefer when you get horny!" Well on that note...
The ringing of the final bell mercifully cut off that train of thought and I practically jumped out of my seat and all but ran out of the classroom causing Jeff to call out behind me;
"Hey Billy, pool tonight! I'll be there at six!"
After waving to him over my shoulder I exited the building, and after walking halfway across the parking lot, smiled at my car as I approached it. The car, a perfectly restored 1969 Firebird was not only my pride and joy because it was gorgeous but because it had been the last thing Dad had given to me. Four years ago my father had been diagnosed with liver cancer. After the first year although he was still functioning the long term prognosis had not been good. Deciding to enjoy the time he had left dad had bought the Firebird which had always been his dream car and the two of us spent a lot of time together fixing it up. A year later, at my high school graduation at which point my father could barely get out of bed most days, he presented me with the keys saying that at least he had something cool to leave me.
As I got into the car and started it, deliberately giving it a lot of gas to hear the engine roar, I sighed as I felt that familiar pang of sadness go through me. After two years I was past the point of getting teary eyed on a regular basis but it still hit me that my father's life had been cut short at the age of forty four. Pulling out into the street I glanced into the rear view mirror and as URI disappeared behind me I thought that dad had left me a lot more than the car; his life insurance policy and my mother's selflessness was paying for my education.
Dad's policy had been enough to pay off the house which of course is what he wanted. This way all mom would be left to pay was taxes and the usual stuff and she would be able to live there the rest of her life. Mom however, seeing that I hadn't qualified for much scholarship money had taken the money and put it into an account to pay for all four years of my college. Because she had done that mom was currently working two jobs. During the week she worked as a paralegal and Friday and Saturday night's she waitressed at a cocktail lounge. I felt terrible and had gotten the job at Olive Garden against her wishes so I could help pay for a few things here and there.
This was also the reason I went out of my way to do anything that needed to be done around the house. As it was mom worked Monday through Saturday and usually spent Sunday running errands and eventually passing out on the couch to rest up for another week. How could I not help? Apparently I was supposed to spend my time catering to a spoiled little brat like Julie. On that note however, I certainly wouldn't mind having said brat around right now to relieve a little frustration. Instead I was heading home to the internet and my hand, then again, on the plus side at least my hand didn't whine and ask for things.
I arrived home, went up to my room, and tossing my books on the bed, went over to my desk. After putting my cell down where I could reach it, I flipped my lap top open. While the computer booted up I unzipped my jeans, and sliding them and my underwear down, logged onto the internet to find some inspiration. I clicked on the favorites tab and scrolled down to where I had several porn sites bookmarked. I passed over a couple of standard ones and went further down to where I had several foot job videos saved. After staring at Miranda's feet for close to forty five minutes I felt it only fitting that I got off to a hot foot video. God only knew it might be the closest I ever came to seeing my cum on a pair of sexy feet.
I was just ready to click on one when my eyes wandered down to the next site; Taboo tales; real Mother's seduce their sons! I hesitated and cursed myself for not deleting that site like I kept saying I was going to. As my finger tapped the mouse nervously I began playing the game with myself; the same game I'd been playing for months. My first reaction was to get rid of the site and watch a good foot video, after all sex with one's mother was a pretty sick subject. Of course immediately on the heels of that thought was the justification of; hey if it were that uncommon would there be sex sites about it? Never mind the endless stories dedicated to mother son sex on erotica sites. After all wasn't that what all types of porn were; harmless fantasy?
In the end I didn't know why I bothered; it's not like I already didn't know how this would end. With a sigh of resignation I clicked on the link, and as the site came up, instantly felt my cock begin to stir as my eyes scanned the trailers that were on the first page of the site. I lingered on one still of a mother on her knees, looking up into her son's astonished face as she sucked his cock deep into her mouth. I almost clicked on it but kept scanning. Like the game I had played with whether or not I would go into the site, I already knew exactly which video I wanted, the same one I'd been watching for the last two weeks.
I found it on the second page and clicking on it leaned back, putting my hand around my cock which was already hard in anticipation. The video began with a guy on his bed watching a porn and jerking off much like I was. The door opened and his mother came in and began yelling at him. I wasn't paying any attention to the dialogue but had begun to stroke my cock as the mom in the video approached the bed and opening her robe exposed herself to her son. My breathing began to get heavier as I watched the mother crawl up onto the bed and between her son's legs. The camera zoomed in on her and I moaned softly as this is what really made this my favorite video. The woman in the video closely resembled my own mother, same long brown hair, big brown eyes and very full inviting lips.
My hand sped up on my cock as the woman smiled and began teasing her soft pink tongue around the head of her son's cock. He moaned and I moaned with him, as the mother let out a delightfully wicked giggle and told the son to tell her what he wanted. After some really bad pretending of not wanting it the son finally whimpered;
"Mom, would you please suck on my cock?"
I moaned almost as loud as the idiot in the movie as with a wink his mother slowly, teasingly; an inch at a time took his cock all the way down to its base. Sliding it back out she said;
"What's the matter honey, didn't know your mom loved to suck cock?"
With that she began sucking it faster and harder, deep throating him and moaning every time her son's cock was buried in her throat. I could feel myself getting ready to cum and deliberately slowed myself down so I could watch a little more of the video. The mother stopped sucking, and sitting up on the bed, held up her small but perky tits. Her son sat up, and eagerly began to suck on them, as she reached down and stroked his cock. My hand picked up speed as it was getting to my favorite part. The mother lied back and slowly spread her legs. After bending his head to go down on her, the son slid up on his knees, and with a loud groan, slid his cock into his mother's pussy. Here it comes I thought as I started jerking even faster. The mother raised her legs and put them on her son's shoulders. Turning his head, he kissed the side of her foot, then opening his mouth started to flick his tongue across his mother's toes. I was panting hard and could once again feel my cock getting ready to explode. On the video the mom put her other foot up to her son's lips and...
My cell phone rang.
I jumped so hard I almost went over backwards in my chair, barely catching the edge of the table with my hand. Looking over at the phone, I saw it was mom calling, and instantly felt dirty as all hell. Reaching out I grabbed the phone and answered it quickly before it went to voicemail.



"Hey mom!" I answered.
"Hi hon, hey are you okay?" Mom asked.
"Yeah," I said realizing I sounded winded. "I...I had to run for the phone."
"Are you sure Billy?" Mom asked. "Is that all you were doing?"
"Umm well yeah." I said a little nervously as I looked over and saw the video still playing. "Why?"
Just checking." Mom laughed and I smiled; mom had a very lighthearted laugh and I loved listening to it."Thought maybe Julie might have come to her senses and you were being a bad boy."
Well the bad boy part she had right I thought before answering.
"No mom I told you Julie and I are all done." I reached over and shut the video off and asked; "Is everything okay?"
"Oh yeah sorry Billy, I was busy busting you up and almost forgot why I called." Mom paused then continued in the adorable little girl voice she would use whenever she needed something done. "Billy honey? Would you do your mom a huge favor before I get home?"
I'd rather do you a huge favor after you get home I thought, the image of the video still etched into my brain, but responded.
"What do you need mom?"
"The light blew out in my bedroom would you change the bulbs for me? I have some in the box in the closet."
"No problem mom. Anything for you."
"Aww aren't you sweet!" Mom laughed delightedly. "You do spoil me Billy."
"Someone should mom," I said seriously. "You deserve it."
"Thank you Billy." Mom said also sounding serious. "You really are sweet, I mean it."
Yeah real sweet I thought sitting there with my hand on my cock as I was listening to my mother talk.
"Thanks mom I'll see you soon."
'Yup I'm just leaving now."
Feeling guilty, I quickly pulled my pants back up and headed into my mother's bedroom to get the light done before she got home. I left the door open as I entered and paused as I stopped in front of her closet. Shit, why the hell did the bulbs have to be in there? Okay I told myself, just open the door, grab the bulbs, and shut the door. Mom had a large closet with sliding doors, and deliberately keeping my eyes down, I slid the door over to the right. The box with the four foot fluorescent bulbs was there in the corner and I quickly slid two out. I started to close the door when, as if they had a mind of their own, my eyes turned upwards and stared at the top shelf of the closet.
"Why the hell do I do this to myself." I muttered out loud.
Ignoring my own protests, I pulled the chain that turned on the light in the closet and stared at the contents of the shelf. The closet had to be five feet across and lined up from one end to the other were pairs of shoes. These weren't just any shoes; these were my mother's 'work shoes' as she called them. As my eyes tormented me by slowly scanning the shelf I thought that play shoes might be a bit more fitting. These were not the conservative business like shoes mom wore to the law office every day; those boring flats and short heels were on the floor of the closet. No the shoes up here were the ones she used to wear out when her and dad had their Saturday date nights, but now were the ones she wore at the cocktail lounge.
Every pair was a different color and ranged in style from four inch purple stiletto's to a pair of knee high fuck me boots that had leather ties up the back. These shoes were always worn with a very short black skirt, a blouse that matched the color of the shoes and different colored stockings. Giving up, and completely succumbing to my weakness, I reached up and removed the right shoe to my favorite pair. This was a red high heeled sandal that had leather straps that wound around the calf and tied just under the knee. These were the only pair mom wore without stockings which was probably why I liked them so much. Don't get me wrong the stockings looked incredible but so did my mother's bare thighs. Never mind the thought of there being nothing under her skirt but one of the skimpy thongs I knew she wore. Staring at the shoe I figured that over the last couple of years I had probably jerked off onto them at least a half a dozen times.
I put the shoe back up on the shelf then pulled down one of the purple stilettos. I gently caressed the top of the shoe, and closing my eyes, imagined that it was the top of my mother's soft foot. They would be in my lap and she would raise the shoe up to my face... As I envisioned it I brought the shoe up to my mouth, and feeling like a pervert, but unable to help myself licked the point of the heel. I felt my cock grow hard as I sucked the heel into my mouth and imagined my hand sliding the other shoe off of Mom's foot, and that foot lowering itself to my bare cock. My eyes popped open, and I all but threw the shoe back up onto the shelf. Just before I shut the light off I noticed the shoe was crooked and fixed it. My mother was borderline OCD and would notice something out of place right away.
Shutting the door, I sighed as I pulled the chair Mom sat in when she did her makeup away from her bureau, and stood on it to remove the frosted panel that covered her light. As I unscrewed the first bulb I thought back on how my fetish with my mother's feet had started. When I was a kid I noticed that my father would always rub mom's feet. Dad would sit in the corner of the couch and mom would stretch out with her feet in his lap. Mom would always coo happily and say how nice it felt and dad would do it for hours, sometimes just lightly caressing with his fingertips.
I never thought much of it; just figured dad was doing something nice for mom. As I got a little older however, I did start to notice little things like just how much mom seemed to be enjoying it, how some of the expressions on her face were starting to remind me of the dirty magazines I had been looking at. I also noticed how dad would now stop when I entered the room. I got my first look at what was really going on when I stood off to the side of the doorway for a few minutes one night, and watched shocked, as mom's feet were slowly rubbing back and forth on Dad's crotch. As she was doing it, I saw dad's hand wandering up the leg of her shorts at which point, afraid of being seen, I quickly turned and went back to my room.
That was nothing compared to the next time I saw them however. One night I was supposed to stay at a friend's house, but the kid got into trouble, and I had to leave around midnight. I pulled into the driveway and entered quietly through the back door figuring my parents were sleeping. As I started to head upstairs to my room I saw the tv on in the parlor and went to go tell them I was home. I had just about reached the doorway when I froze at what I saw on the couch.
Mom was wearing an extremely short red silk robe, that at the moment, was up to her hips. Her feet were once again in dad's lap except this time they were wrapped around his bare hard cock. As I watched, mom started raising and lowering her legs, causing her feet to slide up and down dad's cock. My father's hand was up between mom's legs and I could see him moving his arm back and forth. I'd been having sex myself by then and knew he was pumping his fingers in and out of mom's pussy. That thought caused me to back up a couple of steps, but I found myself unable to leave.
From the angle I was watching from I could see mom's face and I found myself unable to look away. Mom's eyes were half closed, her lips were parted and I could hear her moaning softly from where I was standing. The darkness of the hallway kept her from seeing me and I now found myself edging back closer to the doorway. Dad's other hand reached out and pulled the tie of mom's robe open, causing it to fall to the side, and my eyes widened as I saw mom's small but well shaped tits exposed. Mom groaned as dad's fingers found her right nipple and she arched her head back and let out a sigh of pleasure.
Part of my mind was telling me to leave; that this was wrong and I shouldn't be watching but I couldn't help myself. Seeing my mother stretched out and moaning like that had me...excited. With a start I realized that I had become hard as a rock while staring at my mom's tits. Just then mom raised one of her legs and pushed her toes into my father's mouth. As her leg lifted I could see up her robe and my mouth dropped open as I was presented with a clear view of my father's fingers slipping into my mother's pussy. My mother's pussy! Oh shit I thought, why was I watching this? Even from where I was standing I could see mom's pussy glistening and felt my already hard cock twitch in my pants when I saw that it was completely smooth.
I saw dad add his thumb to her pussy and mom immediately dropped her leg and clenched her thighs around his hand. Dad's hand seemed to be moving faster, and as I watched mom, let out a loud gasp, and arching her back up, tossed her head back and let out a loud squeal that caused my cock to jump in my pants. The show wasn't over yet however, as leaning her head back up, Mom sat up straighter, and once again wrapping her feet around my father's cock, began rubbing them back and forth across his hard flesh. Dad reached down, and grabbing mom's ankles, stopped her feet from moving and began bucking his hips hard. I could feel my heart pounding and my cock throbbing as I watched my father fuck my mother's feet. I didn't think I could get anymore turned on until I heard my mother say;
"Yeah baby? You like fucking my sexy little feet? You going to cum all over them for me?"
Hearing my mother talk like that was as exciting as watching what they were doing. Apparently my father thought so as well, as with loud groan, he pumped his hips hard and my eyes widened as I saw his cum begin spurting out and all over my mother's feet and toes. Mom moaned as well as she watched and the look on her face looked almost as good as her cum covered feet. I had slipped upstairs into my room and had jerked three times before going to sleep. All I could picture was my mother's feet covered in cum and that incredible look of pure lust on her face.
I shook my head as the image of mom's long lean body arched up off the couch as she had made that incredible squeal was causing my cock to swell again. I forced myself to focus on changing the bulbs, and when I had finished, slid the chair back and thought about how dad had gotten sick not to long after that causing me to forget about what I had seen. The last year however, I found myself thinking about it more and more, except suddenly the fantasy had gone from watching him with mom to me being the one she was playing with. Even when I had been with Julie there had been a couple of disturbing moments where I saw my mother, not Julie, moaning and squirming underneath me. I had even thought about talking to someone about it but felt too ashamed. Besides, I thought it's not like I was ever going to do anything with mom so maybe it was just some kind of sick fixation and I would get off it sooner than later.
Speaking of getting off, my cock was hard for about the tenth time in the last couple of hours, and I couldn't take it anymore. I had planned on going back to the computer, but as I started to walk away from the bureau, I looked down at the bottom left drawer. I knew what was in there and this time I didn't even try to talk myself out of it. Bending over and opening the drawer I let out a sigh as I looked at the dozens of pairs of different colored stockings and nylons it contained. Reaching in I picked up a hot pink thigh high, one that mom had worn last week, and the one's I had been thinking of ever since.
Walking over to mom's queen size bed, I sat down on the edge of it, and sliding my pants down my hips, wrapped the soft stocking around my cock and started sliding it up and down. I closed my eyes as I pictured mom's small soft perfectly manicured foot inside of that stocking. As I increased the speed of my stroking I envisioned that soft pink clad foot sliding across my chest and stomach. I started breathing heavier as I imagined how good her feet would look wrapped around my cock. Normally that is where my mind would stop, but this time I went further, much further. I thought of mom removing her foot from my cock, and laying back, spreading her legs and whispering;
"Come on Billy, fuck your mother, you know you want to."
I moaned and my hand started furiously pumping my cock as I saw myself slide into my mother's pussy. Mom moaned and put her stocking clad feet on my shoulders, her toes right next to my face. I turned my head, sucked her toes into my mouth, and grabbing her ankles started fucking the shit out of her.
"Oh Billy!!" She would moan.
I gasped loudly, as my cock exploded, sending a huge spurt of cum into the pink stocking. I kept stroking and my cock kept shooting. A moment later I sighed with relief, as I gave myself a couple of more pumps, and felt the last of my cum dribble into the now soaking wet stocking. I sat back panting for a minute, then looking at the cum splattered stocking, realized I would have to grab the other one and toss them into the laundry so mom wouldn't notice she only had one in the drawer. I stood up and was just starting to pull my pants up when I heard the front door creak as it began to swing open.
Holy shit! I thought as my eyes instantly found the clock and saw that it was five o'clock. The front door faced my mother's bedroom at an angle and I had left her door wide open. If she looked right at her bedroom she would be able to see me. In a panic I turned around, putting my back to the door, and zipping up my jeans. I went to shove the stocking into my pocket but just as I was I heard mom call my name I jumped so violently I dropped it.
"Billy?"
"Umm in here Mom!" I called, hoping I didn't sound as nervous as I felt.
Knowing I would never have time to pick it up, I did the only thing I could think of and kicked the stocking under the bed.
"You changed the bulbs!" Mom said as she entered the room behind me. "Thank you honey!"
"No problem mom I..." I stopped as when I turned around I found myself speechless at mom's appearance.
Normally when mom went to work, she either wore knee length skirts or slacks with a professional looking blouse or jacket and a pair of her boring every day shoes. Today however, mom was wearing a red mini skirt that barely went halfway down her thighs and showed off her extremely long well shaped legs. Mom's top consisted of a tight fitting low cut black t-shirt that hugged and flattered her smallish tits. My gaze instantly dropped down to her legs and saw that she was wearing black stockings and the ensemble was completed by a pair of black high heels that had straps that buckled behind her ankles.
"Billy? You okay?" Mom asked, causing me to realize I had been standing there staring at her.
"Yeah... sure I just..." I hesitated then blurted out. "Did you go to the office like that today?"
"Hell no!" Mom said laughing. "I have a couple of personal days left over that I have to use and the lounge needed some help in the daytime this week so I got paid from the office and worked there today." She shook her head and smiled.
"Maybe I should though, that's how all those dippy secretaries keep their jobs. Then again," she shrugged. "They can get away with it. I'm a little old for that."
"I don't know mom you do pretty good in tips at the lounge." I told her. "You look as good as any of those young girls."
"Aww aren't you nice." Mom said and leaning over kissed me on the cheek.
Mom then sat on the edge of the bed next to where I was standing, and with a sigh, kicked her shoes off.
"Damn those things kill my feet." She said, as raising her legs, she pointed her toes downward and wiggled them.
I caught myself staring as mom did this; marveling at how long her legs really were. I hadn't been exaggerating when I had told her she looked as good as the waitresses my age. Mom had just turned forty one but was still one hell of a good looking woman. Mom was tall, about 5'7" and was a little on the thinner side which made her legs seem even longer. As for her features Mom was the girl next store type, with long curly brown hair, big expressive brown eyes and a set of very full lips that she could push into an adorable pout that she used to use to full effect on my father.
I looked over to the side to stop from staring, and saw our reflection in the mirror. I myself looked nothing like mom, inheriting my father's dirty blond hair and blue eyes. I was a little shorter than dad's six feet, standing about five ten, and like mom I was a bit on the thinner side, but worked out a couple of times a week and preferred the word lean to thin. All in all I was a decent looking guy who had never really had a hard time finding a date.
"So any plans tonight Billy?" Mom asked, snapping me out of my trance.
"I don't think..." I paused and remembered Jeff yelling to me as I left school. Shit! I did have to go out for awhile. "No wait a minute, I have my eight ball league tonight. Jeff's picking me up in an hour."
As I spoke mom was looking at me smiling and I became painfully aware of the fact, that moments ago, I had just jerked off a foot from where she was sitting.
"What about you?" I asked hoping she would say yes, and it was soon, so I would get a chance to get under her bed before I left, but she shrugged;
"I might go get a pedicure, but not for a couple of hours."
"Oh, okay well did you want to shower before I do?" Please?
"Not yet," Mom said as started to take her earrings off. "I might just watch a little tv and ...Oh shit!"
"What's the matter?"
"I dropped the damn back to my earring!"
As she spoke mom looked down and added;
"I think it went under the bed."
Mom started to slide off the bed to get down on the floor and look for it. I immediately dropped to my knees so quickly, that our heads almost banged together, and exclaimed;
"No let me!"
"It's okay Billy, I can..."
"No you're already sore from working mom, you don't have to get down on the floor." I told her as I crouched down and looked under the bed for the earring back.
"Billy you are too good to me you know that?"
I didn't answer, as when she spoke mom turned slightly, and as I crouched there with my cheek against the rug, peering under the bed, I found that my face was inches from her foot. The black stockings were just sheer enough that I could see her deep red toenail polish and I felt the insane desire to kiss the tips of her toes. I shifted my gaze to under the bed, and swallowed hard, as I saw the cum soaked stocking under the bed not two feet away from me. There was nothing I could do about it now, but I did however, see the back to mom's earring.
"I got it." I said as I flattened out on the floor to try to reach it. This put my face even closer to mom's foot.
"Oh let me move." Mom said.
With that, mom swung her leg up off the floor and onto the bed. As she did I got a look straight up her skirt and saw that the stockings were thigh highs. Mom was wearing a black thong which seemed to be riding up a bit, and I swear I could see the lips of her...
I turned my head so fast that I winced as the carpet scraped the side of my face. Pulling my head out from under the bed I sat up onto my knees.
"Here you go mom." I said handing her the small silver ball.
"Thank you hon." Mom said, taking it from my hand, and leaning backwards to drop it and the earrings onto the small nightstand next to her bed.
As Mom stretched back, her shirt became un-tucked and rode up, leaving me staring at her surprisingly flat stomach. I turned my head to avoid the temptation of fondling it and found myself staring at the foot she had placed on the bed. I let my eyes wander slowly up her leg and when my gaze reached the edge of her skirt made myself stand up. Mom was sitting back up and with a sigh leaned forward, and grabbing the top of her foot, kneaded the bottom of it with her red tipped fingers. Mom sighed again and said;



"I remember your dad used to rub my feet all the time. I'd give anything for a good foot massage."
I stared at mom and had to make a conscious effort to keep my mouth from hanging open. I wanted nothing more than to offer my services, but held back knowing damn well I wouldn't be able to hold back. Not that I would ever make a move, but no way in hell would I be able to have my mother's feet in my hands and not get hard and that would be all I would need to happen. The opportunity quickly vanished however, as Mom swung her foot back down on the floor and said;
"Oh well, I guess a pedicure and maybe a bath later will have to do."
"You know mom," I said. "Maybe you should try going out and meeting someone. I mean you're an attractive woman and I'm sure a lot of guys would want to," I shrugged. "Be good to you."
Mom smirked at me, and raising her eyebrow asked;
"Billy, are you telling your mother to go out and get some?"
"I..." I stopped as I could feel myself begin to blush furiously. "Well no... I mean well you should have some fun that's all." Mom laughed at my embarrassment, then turning serious said;"You know Billy just because I haven't brought anyone here doesn't mean I haven't," She winked at me. "Tried to have some fun but it's just," She shrugged and sighed. "I just can't getcomfortable Billy, not yet."
"It's been two years mom. It's okay." I told her and I meant it. My mother was a sexy woman with a lot of good years ahead of her and should have someone taking care of her the way she deserved.
"Yeah well like I said Billy I get close but can't pull the trigger." She looked at me and said; "But that's enough of that. Now what about you? Any new prospects?"
"Nah, I'm not really looking."
"You don't have to." Mom said smiling again. "Good looking guy like you."
"Thanks but you have to say that you're my mother." I said although I had to admit her complimenting me gave me a bit of a thrill.
"I don't have to say anything Billy." Mom told me, and then added; "And I'm also a woman who knows what a good looking man looks like and you are definitely something my boy."
I felt myself blush again and said softly.
"Thanks mom." I then winked at her. "Runs in the family."
"And smooth as well." Mom said laughing then looking at the clock said. "Billy you better get moving if Jeff is coming at six."
Shit I thought, seeing it was almost five thirty. I glanced once more at the bed wishing the hell mom would leave the room and I could find a way to get the stocking. It wasn't that I was worried she would look under the bed but if she went in the drawer and only saw one stocking she would look for the other.
"Why don't you go lie on the couch mom?" I asked. "I'll get you a glass of wine before I hop in the shower."
Mom shook her head.
"I think I might just relax in here for a bit hon." She then stood up, and reaching out gently ran her hand down my cheek. "Tell you what Billy, I remember your dad used to spoil me like you do. It's a shame that the only man in my life who knows how to take care of me is my son."
Mom leaned up and kissed me on the cheek again and told me.
"Get moving Billy if you're not ready then Jeff will come in here and I'm tired of him looking at my legs. Kid's got some wandering eyes."
I nodded and turning away from her walked away stunned at that last comment. Not the one about Jeff, I was well aware that he checked out mom. Hell he had been doing it since we were kids, but the comment about me knowing how to treat her. Had she meant something by that? I went upstairs, and as I grabbed my clothes and hopped in the shower, my mind began to race. Mom was always very affectionate with me, very touchy, her hands always on my face or shoulder, always giving me those little winks that sometimes seemed as if there was a little more behind them. No, I told myself there was nothing; just a case of twisted wishful thinking on my part. Shit for the last six months I'd been watching Mother son sex videos, and reading incest stories. That shit didn't happen for real and there was a reason for it; it was wrong.
As I showered, my mind spun back to the stocking and I found myself rushing through the shower, hoping to hell mom hadn't decided to go into her drawer for anything, she had said she might go back out. I quickly dried off, dressed in jeans and a plain black t-shirt, and grabbing my pool stick, went downstairs. Mom had changed into the long white robe she wore around the house and was on the couch sipping a glass of wine. As I approached she looked up at me and I felt a twinge in my stomach as she seemed to have an odd look on her face.
"Umm I'm going to go wait for Jeff outside." I said beginning to walk past her. "I'll be home around ten."
"Billy come here a minute." Mom said.
I turned and slowly walked over to stand in front of the coffee table opposite of where mom was sitting on the couch.
"Anything wrong mom?" I asked nervously.
"Yeah I think there might be." Mom said as she took a sip of the wine.
"Well uh what..."
"I think I have something wrong with my foot." Mom said. "Will you take a look for me?"
"Well I...I guess." I said.
I should have felt relieved but mom still had a weird look on her face as if she knew something I didn't. No, I thought I was just being paranoid. Mom didn't know what I was doing in her room, and tomorrow, when she left for work I would throw the stockings in the wash. My mind suddenly went blank as mom said;
"Here," and lifted her leg straight up, putting her foot almost right into my chest.
I reached out, and cupping mom's heel in my hands, lifted her foot a little higher towards my face.
"Here hold on." Mom said.
With that, she slid herself further down into the couch which raised her leg higher. It also caused her robe to slide up and as I stared past her toes I realized I could see up her robe to the inside of her upper thigh. As good as that thigh looked however I quickly returned my attention to the incredibly soft, sexy foot that was inches from my face.
"Do you see anything?" Mom asked.
"Uh...no." I said softly as I stared at the smooth flesh of the sole of her foot.
"It hurts right under my toes."
For emphasis mom wiggled her toes in front of me, and I felt my heart begin to beat faster. I leaned a little closer appearing to take a better look, and as I did, I couldn't help but think that I was so close that I could probably flick my tongue out and lick her big toe with it.
"I still don't see anything." I said quietly, not trusting my voice.
"Well would you be a dear and just rub that spot under my big toe?"
Swallowing hard, I reached up and placing my thumb directly under her big toe, began to push in and rub it in small slow circles.
"Oh that feels nice." Mom cooed softly closing her eyes.
Damn straight it did I thought as I marveled at how soft her foot was. As my thumb continued its rubbing I slowly closed my fingers around the top of her foot and had to stifle a moan as my finger tips brushed the top of her foot. It seemed as if the room was getting hotter and I could feel my hands trembling slightly around mom's foot.
"You know I just remembered how strong your father's hands were. Yours are just like them."
Hearing my father mentioned cooled me off a bit, but as I looked up, mom still had her eyes closed. Mom didn't talk about dad much and when she did it was usually with a sentence or two that always started with "I just remembered or I remember when."
"Hmmm" Mom sighed, causing me to quickly forget about my father and focus back on the fact I had my mother's perfect foot in my hand.
"Billy, are you alright?" Mom asked suddenly.
"Uh Yeah why?"
"Because you look nervous, everything okay?"
"Oh yeah, just uh... a little warm."
"I guess it is warm," Mom agreed. "But I thought it was the wine." She let out a giggle and said. "It's the only way I get nice and warm these days."
Before I could find a response to that. I heard a horn beep, and reluctantly lowering her foot to the table, said;
"I gotta get going."
"Awww. " Mom said and to my delight pushed her lips out into a pout. "But that felt soooo nice."
Fuck pool! I thought I would go tell Jeff I was sick and... and then what? I looked back at mom and saw she was chugging the rest of the wine in the glass. I shook my head; she was getting a buzz. I began to feel warm myself at the thought of mom rolling around on the couch drunk and horny and...
"Sorry mom." I said quickly then, unable to help myself, said. "Maybe I can rub your feet another time."
"Ohhh careful with that Billy," Mom said smiling. "I was just remembering how much I enjoy a good foot rub." She sighed. "Well run along and have fun. I'll just stay here and..." she giggled again and with a wink said. "Have fun."
It was a long night at the pool league. Every game seemed to take forever and every match went the maximum amount of games. I didn't play badly and even won my match. This was pretty impressive considering that the girlfriend of the guy I was playing against had kicked off her sandals and kept playfully kicking her bare feet back and forth while she sat on the stool watching us. This proved to be quite a distraction, as of course I kept staring at them. Unlike earlier today when I was staring at Miranda's feet and actually thinking of her, this girls feet kept turning into my mother's. Jeff had a fake ID and the place we were playing in was pretty lax, so I had a couple of beers which took the edge off a bit. By the time Jeff dropped me off at a little past ten, I was pretty tired and looking forward to going right to bed.
I let myself in quietly, figuring that mom was usually in bed by nine thirty and I didn't want to wake her. Putting my pool stick down in the corner of the hallway I entered the living room where I stopped dead in my tracks at the sight before me. The light was out but the room was lit by several candles that were on the coffee and end tables. Mom herself was lying stretched out on the couch and must have gone out because she had changed and what she was wearing had me staring.
Mom was wearing a short red sundress that hugged her hips and had she been standing may have gone about halfway down to her knees. Lying the way she was however the dress was about two thirds of the way up her thighs. As my eyes wandered down her long shapely legs I saw that she had her feet up on a pillow and as I stared I could see a silver ankle bracelet gleaming in the candle light. Forcing myself to move before I got caught gawking, I came into the living room and as I approached the couch I saw a bottle of red wine on the table and with a start realized it was just about empty.
Mom had her head turned towards the back of the couch and I could see her eyes were closed. I could also see that she was wearing makeup and she had curled her long brown hair. I stared down at her, and seeing she was sleeping, took my time admiring how absolutely beautiful she was. My eyes trailed down her face to look at the inviting skin of her slender neck. Drifting further I took in the smooth skin of her chest and found myself gazing down the neckline of her sundress. I could just see the swelling of her breast and... my cock twitched as I saw her nipples poking through the dress and realized she was not wearing a bra. Had she gone out like that? Where the hell had she gone dressed like this in the first place?
"Hey Billy, whatcha doing?"
I jumped at the sound of Mom's voice and immediately felt myself start to flush as she had to have seen me staring.
"Oh umm... I was just seeing if you were sleeping." I lied lamely. "I was going to put the candles out."
"Hmmm." Mom sighed ,and to my distress, she put her arms over her head and stretched, arching her back up off the couch and pushing her tits out.
I turned away as she did and stared at the near empty wine bottle. Had it been full?
"No leave them lit I like them," Mom said. "Very relaxing."
As I looked at her, I could see her eyes were bright and her cheeks flush. Mom was drunk or close to it.
"The whole night has been." She continued. "I went and got a pedicure see?"
Mom raised her legs up and I saw she had painted her toes a deep emerald green. I also saw she was wearing a silver toe ring on the middle toe of each foot.
"I know, color clashes with the dress, but who cares?" She giggled then sighed. "Then I came back, lit some candles and drank a whole lot of wine!"
Mom stretched again and whispered;
"I feel like a cat! All warm and relaxed and happy and..."
"Satisfied?" I finished as she hesitated.
"I haven't been satisfied in a long time Billy." Mom said. Then as if realizing what she said she giggled again and added; "Oops sorry." She winked. "Bad kitty!"
Oh boy I thought to myself, this was a little too much for me. It was time to go upstairs where I'm sure mom's last little remark would run through my head while I stroked it to her green toes and nipples.
"Okay well I'm going to go to bed mom. Good Night."
I leaned over to kiss her cheek and at the last second mom turned her head and quickly caught my lips with her own. I jerked back stunned, it was only a quick peck, and mom had pulled back right away, but still! As I looked at her, with what I am sure was an expression of shock on my face, mom laughed;
"It's okay Billy I just felt like kissing a good looking guy that's all. Now I can tell the girls at the office I kissed a hot young guy and they'll be all jealous." She paused and added; "You used to kiss me on the lips all the time."
"When I was a kid." I told her.
I could taste her lipstick and began to feel as warm as mom said she felt.
"Oh? Too grown up to give your mom a quick kiss?" She grunted then laughed. "I see how you are."
"I guess so." I answered, not needing this to go any further. "Like I said I'm heading to bed."
"No you're not."
"I'm not?" I asked.
"Nope." Mom said shaking her head. "What you're going to do is sit down at the other end of the couch and give me a nice foot rub."
"Umm you know mom," I said speaking slowly so I wouldn't stumble over my words. "How about another time? I'm really..."
"Awww but you promised before you left!" Mom pushed her lips out in a pout and I felt myself begin to sweat, oh this could turn real bad real quick. "Please Billy?"
I looked down at her and felt my resolve melt away. I couldn't resist that. I would just try to do it quickly, mom was so relaxed, no let's be honest so drunk, she would probably fall asleep. With a nervous smile I said;
"Anything for you mom."
"Now that's more like it!" Mom laughed happily.
Resigned to my fate and the potential embarrassment that could come out of this, I went over to the other end of the couch. Mom lifted her feet up off the pillow which I intended to grab and put in my lap to cover up the hard on I knew I would get. Before I could however, mom sat up and grabbing it, put it behind her head as she rested it on the arm of the couch. I sat down and mom immediately put her feet in my lap. Taking a deep breath, I reached down, and taking mom's right foot in both of my hands, started to knead my thumbs into the soft skin of the bottom of her foot.
"Ohhh that feels so-oh good!" Mom cooed happily.
"It's supposed to." I said absently,
I watched my hands massage my mother's perfect foot. The pedicure had made them even softer and the green nail polish was sexy as hell. I worked my fingers into the skin just below each of her toes, then moving down began to rub the sole of her foot. As I pushed my thumbs into the bottom of her foot, I started light running my fingers across the top, gently caressing her foot with my finger tips. I slid my hand back, and as I began to rub her heel mom let out a sound that could only be described as a moan, and slid further down the couch. Her dress rode up and was now dangerously close to her hips. Putting her foot down, I picked up the other one and repeated the massage.
Mom was making little sounds of pleasure in her throat, and maybe it was just my imagination, but I swear they sounded sexual in nature. Finishing rubbing that foot I let them rest in my lap and just began lightly running my finger tips across the tops. As I did I found myself staring at the ankle bracelet and toe rings. I felt my breath starting to pick up, and as I rubbed the back of my hand down the bottom of mom's foot, became alarmed as I felt my cock beginning to swell.
Shifting mom's feet slightly so they wouldn't be pressing directly into my cock, I turned my head to see if she noticed and almost let out a moan of my own. Mom had that look on her face; the one from my fantasies. Mom's eyes were half closed and her lips parted slightly. She was breathing heavier and I felt my cock grow completely stiff as I saw that her nipples were hard. No, I told myself she wasn't turned on just relaxed and buzzed and...
"Do that on the bottom of my feet." Mom said softly as I ran my fingers across the top of her foot again.
Mom had crossed her feet at her ankles, and putting my hand under her heels, I lifted her feet up and started to run my fingers across the soles of her feet.
"Ohh yes." Mom whispered, causing my cock to start to throb painfully in my jeans.
As I rubbed I stared at mom's feet and had to fight the urge to bring them to my lips, to suck on her toes and lick and kiss and...
"Go ahead." Mom said.
"Umm go ahead and...?" I asked nervously glancing over at her.
"Yes Billy, go ahead and do what you want to do." She smiled wickedly and added; "Suck on my toes Billy."
"W-What?" I gasped out.
"Don't what me Billy." Mom answered calmly. "Just do it. Suck on your mother's toes just like you've been thinking about." She smiled. "I'll let you. Hell I want you too."
"I... don't know what..." This was a trick or a dream or... at that point Mom cut into my thoughts.
"You've been a bad boy haven't you Billy?"
Before I could answer Mom reached down next to her, and with another evil little smile, held up the cumstained pink stocking.
"Oh no." I said softly feeling my stomach twist.
"Mom I... I am s-so sorry I..."
"Don't be Billy." Mom said. "I think it's quite flattering."
As she said that mom took the stocking, and as I watched open mouthed, put it under her nose and took a deep breath, sniffing right where there was a huge stain.
"Ohhh," Mom moaned. "And such a turn on."
"Oh."
It's all I could get out. My heart was beating like a jackhammer, and I could feel the sweat trickling down my back. I could also feel my cock begin to get even harder if that was possible.
"Billy, take off your shirt."
"But...I..."
I had no idea what to do or say. I had been having wet dreams like this for months, but now that it seemed as if mom wanted it I was frozen. There had to be something more to this, was this just another wet dream was I...
"The shirt Billy, take it off."
"I..."
"If I told you to do the dishes Billy you would. Now listen to your mother and take your damn shirt off."
Mom had said it in the exact same tone she would if I had given her a hard time, and I found myself immediately slipping my shirt up over my head, and tossing it on the floor.
"There you go, now I can do this."
As she spoke mom lifted her legs, and turning slightly on the couch placed her feet flat on my chest. I tried without success to stifle a moan as mom wiggled her toes on my chest then very slowly started sliding them up and down. I moaned again as they slid down my stomach then gasped as mom dropped her left foot right on top of my hard cock.
"Ohhh such a bad boy!" Mom breathed out as her foot rubbed my cock through my jeans.
"But that's okay Billy. Know why?" Without waiting for an answer she continued: "Because as soon as I found this I remembered that it's the exact way I found out your father loved my feet."



"I... mom listen I ummm."
I was stopped by mom raising her foot, and placing her toes directly against my mouth. This time I didn't hesitate at all; the second mom's toes pushed against my lips, I opened wide and sucked three of her toes into my mouth. I whimpered like a small child as I swirled my tongue around the tips of her toes. Mom let out a long sexy moan that caused me to stop licking and begin sucking on them.
"Oh Billy," Mom sighed. "Oh honey that is so good!"
I knew this was wrong, but as I sat there with my mother's toe in my mouth, and her foot rubbing my cock, there was nothing in me that wanted to stop. Mom then pulled her toes from my mouth and as I made a sound of protest said;
"You can suck on them again Billy, but I want to tell you a story and I just won't be able to concentrate if you keep doing that." She returned her foot to my lap and was now rubbing both of them across my painfully hard cock.
"Why don't you go back to rubbing them while I talk?"
Without needing to be told twice, I reached down and started rubbing the tops of her feet again. I also pushed down as I rubbed causing them to press harder into my cock. Mom didn't seem to mind as she began speaking softly;
"That's right Billy, I caught your father the same way. See we always had a lot of fun in bed but for whatever reason your dad was afraid to tell me he liked my feet. He would rub them every night and get horny over it. We'd have sex but he never told me it was my feet that got him going. Oh, you do like them don't you Billy?" Mom paused to ask as she pushed down into my raging hard on.
"I love them." I gasped out still stroking the tops of her feet and staring at her toes which were wet from my mouth.
"Ohhh, and I love you loving them." Mom answered."But see the thing was I loved my feet being played with and would get excited over it but not say anything either. Then one day I'm going through your father's draw putting some shirts away and I find..." She held up the stained stocking. "A pair of my black nylons with cum stains all over them!" She smiled
"So I did just what I did to you, I let him rub my feet, then put him on the spot and after that we had a lot of fun enjoying my feet." She winked. "All my sexy shoes, and stockings, and polish. So when I found this Billy I guess I should be mad but all it made me was horny."
Mom looked away for a second, and for the first time seemed to hesitate herself before looking back at me, and whispering;
"I miss it Billy, and the couple of guys I've been with wouldn't understand just like I bet your silly little girlfriends wouldn't. So go ahead and suck on them again Billy. Kiss them, lick them anything you want, their all yours."
Mom had barely gotten that last part out when I lifted both of her feet to my face and, slowly one at a time, flicked my tongue around all ten of her perfect toes. Mom gasped and moaned each time my tongue slid between them, and started to rock her hips up and down on the couch.
"Oh just like that Billy, oh nice and slow oh yes." She moaned the breathed out "Oh, now suck on them honey, oh show me how much you love your mother's pretty little toes."
My eyes rolled back in pleasure as I took mom's big toe into my mouth and swirled my tongue around it. I slid it out of my mouth and moved to the next one. For the next few minutes I worked each one of mom's toes into my mouth licking sucking and thoroughly enjoying each one of them. Spurring me on were the moans and sighs coming from her as she lied there loving every minute of the attention I was giving them. Finishing with her last toe, I held her feet up higher, and not caring if it seemed weird, placed my tongue at the base of my mother's heel and very slowly licked the entire length of her foot.
"Oh my God Billy!" Mom exclaimed. "Oh honey, that is so fucking hot!"
Egged on by that response, I repeated that move with her other foot. Pulling her feet from my grasp mom dropped them back into my crotch again, and after rubbing them along my cock, said;
"Oh you loved that didn't you Billy? Sucking on my toes got you all hard didn't it you bad boy?"
"Oh yes."
"Hmmm got me hot too baby, see?"
Reaching down mom pulled the bottom of her dress up over her hips, and spreading her legs open exposed the red thong she was wearing.
"Oh my God." I breathed out, as covering the entire front of the thong, was a large wet stain.
"Take your cock out." Mom said abruptly.
"What did you...?"
"You heard me Billy. Stop acting like a little kid. You've had sex before now take your cock out for me."
"I..."
"Billy I am not asking."Mom shrugged and added; "How else can I put my nice soft feet around it?"
Mom pulled her feet from my lap, and moving quickly before I lost my nerve, I stood up, and unzipping my jeans, pushed them and my underwear down causing my trapped cock to spring free.
"Oh look at that." Mom whispered as I stepped out of my clothes and stood up. My cock, which was standing straight up, was glistening from the precum that had been dripping out of it and was so swollen the head was purple. Licking her lips mom said softly.
"Oh what a beautiful cock."
I felt a sense of the surreal come over me. I was standing there completely naked, not only naked but hard as a rock, in front of my mother and was totally turned on by it. I sat back down and as soon as I did mom stretched her legs back out, and wrapped her feet around my bare cock. I looked down and groaned at the sight of my hard dick nestled between the insteps of her feet and then moaned loudly, as squeezing them tightly around my shaft; mom started pumping her feet up and down. I leaned back my heart pounding as I watched my mother jerk me off with her feet.
When her feet got to the tip, mom wrapped her toes around the head of my cock and squeezed. I let out a loud moa,n and my hips twitched as a line of pre cum squirted out of my cock.
"Oh there you go." Mom whispered as she quickly rubbed the sides of her feet across the head of my dripping prick. "Oh yeah let's get that nice and wet!"
Mom started pumping her feet up and down again, but this time they were slick with cum and felt even better. I reached out, and grabbing her ankles, began to pump her feet up and down a little quicker. I stared into my lap transfixed by the sight of Mom's glistening feet with their green toenails working their way up and down my cock.
"Oh yeah baby? You like that? You like watching your mom give you a foot job?"
I couldn't believe mom was talking like that! Not that anything here was believable but hearing her talk that nasty was almost as much of a turn on as what she was doing to me. Almost, I thought as I released a startled moan of pleasure, as taking her left foot, mom placed it under my balls and wiggled her toes against them.
"Hmmm. Oh that is nice." Mom whispered. "Ohhhh"
At the sound of that moan I forced my eyes away from the incredible sight of mom's feet around me and turned to look at her. I gasped, as I saw that mom had slid the thong to the side exposing her pussy. As I watched, my cock throbbing between her feet, Mom reached down with her other hand and slid two fingers through the lips of her perfectly smooth glistening pussy.
"Oh!" Mom moaned as she started to slowly rub her clit. Looking up at me she said;
"Give me your hand."
Putting my right hand on her calf I slowly slid it up the length of her long smooth leg. When it reached the top of her thigh, Mom grabbed my wrist, and with no hesitation, placed my hand on her pussy.
"Oh Goddamn!" I exclaimed as I felt how hot and wet she was.
"Oh go ahead Billy! Play with it!"
"Play with it." I repeated numbly.
"Yes baby! Oh please play with my pussy." Mom pushed her lips out into the pout. "Oh please make me cum Billy!!"
I paused, part of me wanting to just pull my hand away. This was my mother! As if reading my thoughts Mom looked at me and said;
"Billy I know this seems wrong and it probably is but honey it feels so damn right! Oh please Billy? No one will know honey! No one will ever know it will just be our little secret!"
I moaned as Mom started moving her feet faster along the length of my cock.
"Oh Billy think of how much fun this could be! Oh we can be so good to each other!" She paused to moan as I slid my hand through her incredibly wet pussy.
"Oh Billy! I need it! I need it so bad!!" Looking at me with those big lust filled brown eyes, Mom whispered; "Make your mother cum Billy."
Everything about what mom had just said was totally wrong, but I had never heard anything that sounded that good. Abandoning all thoughts of wrong or right I slid my hand down and pushed two fingers into my mother's sopping wet pussy. Mom's pussy was incredibly hot and surprisingly tight. I started to work my fingers in and out, and as I did, I could hear a moist sucking sound coming from her pussy. Goddamn she was wet! Pushing my fingers all the way in, I placed my thumb on her swollen clit and started rubbing it in slow circles.
"Oh hell yeah!" Mom cried out as her legs clamped around my hand pinning it between her thighs.
As my hand worked her pussy, mom's feet wrapped even tighter around my cock and started pumping them again. I moaned, and using my free hand, grabbed her right ankle and started guiding her feet to move even faster. I looked up to see that mom had reached up, and sliding the straps from her shoulders, pushed the dressed down causing her tits to pop out.
'Oh mom, their beautiful." I said softly as I stared those small but still well shaped tits.
Mom's nipples were rose colored, and at the moment looked as hard as my cock felt. As I continued to stare Mom licked her fingers, and grabbing her nipples, began to slowly twist them back and forth. As she did she gasped, and I felt her pussy clench around my fingers. I looked at mom's face and saw her eyes closed and her mouth wide open. I started pumping my fingers in and out faster and pushed harder on her clit. Mom groaned and started bucking her hips up and down forcing my fingers even deeper into her pussy. Mom had stopped moving her feet, but I didn't care. Right now my only focus was on hearing and feeling my mother cum.
"Oh Billy, oh yes, oh honey just a little more!"
Taking a chance, I added a third finger inside of her pussy and began thrusting them in even harder than before. Leaning over, I reached out with my free hand, and gently pushing mom's fingers away from her right nipple, started rolling it between my finger tips.
"Ohhhh," Mom groaned. "Oh sooo close."
Getting braver, I gave her nipple a slight pinch. Mom let out a long loud moan and arched her back up off the couch. I kept my thumb on her clit and my fingers buried in her pussy, as with a sound that could only be described as a wail, mom tossed her head back and began bucking her hips wildly. As I continued to rub her clit I gasped myself as, mom wailed again and her pussy began convulsing around my fingers. I moaned, as I felt her juices gush out around my fingers as she thrashed and moaned on the couch. I had never seen a woman cum this hard! Not even in the movies. Mom let out a tiny whimper and her body went limp. As she slumped back into the couch mom looked up at me and I couldn't help but smile. Mom's face was completely flushed and she was sweating to the point her hair was sticking to her face. She looked stunned, as if even she couldn't believe she came that hard.
"Ohhhh did I need that." Mom panted. "Oh Billy that was soo good!"
Mom then looked down at my cock;
"Awww someone is all hard and needs to cum." She looked me in the eye. "You want that Billy? You want to cum all over your mom's feet?"
"Oh I do!" I moaned, as I slid my hand out from between her legs, and her feet started pumping me again.
"Tell me baby, tell me what you want."
"I..." I paused, but hearing mom's voice in my head saying not to act like a kid, I swallowed hard and said;
"I want to cum all over my mother's sexy feet."
"Hmmm that sounds good!" Mom said. "Go head Billy fuck my pretty little feet show me how bad you've wanted them!"
I held her feet still and as I started thrusting my hips as hard as I could, looked down and sighed at the amazing sight of my hard dripping cock sliding in and out of the sexiest feet I'd ever seen. I groaned as I felt my cock begin to twitch, and knew I was getting close. I started to slow down a little trying to make it last but mom said;
"Just cum Billy, nice and quick, that way you'll be able to last when you fuck me!"
When I fuck? Oh my god I was going to fuck my mother! I... all thoughts were cut off as my cock exploded. I cried out, as a tremendous shot of cum went up into the air and came splashing back down on top of mom's feet. I stopped thrusting, and mom immediately began jerking me off with her feet again. I moaned and whimpered, as each time her feet pumped me, more cum sprayed out of my cock. I stared down in awe at the sight of my swollen prick shooting all over my mother's feet. I gasped and slumped back into the arm of the couch as mom gave me one more pump and a little more cum dribbled out.
As I lay there gasping mom lifted her legs up and my cum began to drip down her feet.
"Oh my look at that!" Mom said softly. "Oh I forgot how good that hot cum could feel."
Mom took her feet, and placing them flat on my chest, started rubbing them back and forth. I could feel some of my cum dripping onto my stomach but could care less. I was just sitting there stunned listening to mom talk.
"Oh Billy, oh how good that looks." She was breathing heavier again and suddenly said;
"Billy I need to cum again."
"Anything for you mom." I said with a tired smile, and leaning forward went to slide my hand back up into her pussy again.
"Hmm-mm" Mom said shaking her head. "Get on your knees."
"On my...?"
Mom nodded, and pointing to the floor, raised one of her feet, and hooking her ankle behind my head pulled me forward.
"That tongue felt really good on my toes Billy," She said with that evil little smile. "Let's see what it can do down there.
I looked at mom stunned, I don't know why, at this point nothing should be surprising me, as I hesitated Mom pointed again at the floor and said;'
"Do I have to come out and say it?" She laughed softly. "Fine, Billy get down on the floor and lick my pussy."
I dropped to my knees so fast that it hurt. Mom smiled and turning around so that she was sitting the right way on the couch raised her cum soaked feet, and placing them on my shoulders, spread her legs open. I placed my trembling hands on the inside of her incredibly soft upper thighs, and leaning forward, placed a kiss gentle kiss at the crease of her thigh. I inhaled deeply and groaned at the intoxicating scent of my mother's wet pussy. Mom was rubbing her left foot back and forth and I could feel my shoulder getting wet from my cum dripping from her foot.
"Ohhh damn." I whispered, as sliding my hands up and using my thumbs, I gently spread mom's pussy open.
Mom stopped moving her foot, and I could feel her thighs tense up in anticipation under my hands. Leaning in, until my lips were mere inches from her pussy I opened my mouth and blew softly on her clit.
"Ohhh Billy," Mom groaned. "Oh honey please don't tease! You can take your time next time, I promise!"
Next time? At that I lost all pretense of trying to go slow and plunged my tongue directly into my mother's dripping pussy. We both groaned as my tongue swirled around, probing her hot flesh. I sucked hard, and found my mouth filled with my mother's sweet sticky nectar.
"Ohhhh honey!" Mom gasped.
Holding her pussy open, and keeping my tongue rigid, I started moving my head back and forth sliding my tongue in and out of her deliciously hot box. Mom let out a yelp as I did it;
"Oh look at you tongue fucking me! Oh you are soooo bad!!"
I buried my tongue deep into her pussy, and once again breathed deep loving her musky scent and completely smooth wet flesh being pressed into my face. Keeping my tongue inside, I swirled it around and mom's hips twitched shoving her pussy even harder into my face. Removing my tongue, I paused to suck on it, groaning at the taste of my mother in my mouth. Pushing my tongue back out I slowly slid it up between her soft wet lips, and finding her swollen bud flicked my tongue across it.
"Oh!!" Mom yelped thrusting her hips into my tongue. "Ohhhh that felt good!"
As I started tracing slow circles around the edges of her clit, I lowered my right hand, and slipped two fingers into mom's sopping wet pussy. Once again I could hear them sliding in and became aware of the fact that I was hard again. After swirling my tongue around her hard clit several more times, each time enjoying the soft sigh of pleasure that mom would make, I took her clit between my lips and started gently sucking it in and out of my mouth. The effect on mom was amazing. Letting out a loud moan, mom started rocking her hips back and forth in time with my slow steady sucking and reaching down she started running her fingers through my hair.
"Ohh, ohhh Billy," She cooed. "Oh that is just right! Oh you soooo know how to take care of me don't you?"
Spurred on by that, I began pumping my fingers in and out of her pussy also in rhythm with my sucking and mom's slow thrusting. As I maintained the slow steady pleasing of my mother's pussy I became aware of how warm it was, and how I could feel the sweat dripping down my back. Mom was sweating as well, her thighs were moist against my cheek, and the heat from her pussy was incredible. As I had before, I added another finger into her pussy and feeling my cock throbbing between my legs decided to pick up the pace. After all, mom said we could play later, and the sooner she came the sooner she would let me fuck her.
Mom's moans were turning into one continuous whimper, and I could feel her thighs begin to tremble against my cheeks. I started sucking harder on her clit while really beginning to thrust my fingers in and out of her. Mom's fingers wrapped themselves into my hair as she began to grind her pussy harder into my face. I opened my eyes and looked up to see mom with her eyes closed and her mouth wide open as she moaned. My eyes lingered on her beautiful rose colored nipples, and reaching up with my left hand, I grabbed her right nipple, and as I thrust my fingers and sucked her clit hard into my mouth, gave it a hard twist hoping it wouldn't be too much.
Turned out it was exactly what she needed. Mom let out a high pitched squeal, and digging her nails painfully into my scalp thrust her pussy into my face.
"Ohhhh yes!!" Mom cried out, and then released the longest loudest wail I'd ever heard.
Mom's thigh's clamped hard around my head, and still holding me by my hair, she drove her hips up and down smearing her pussy into my face as her back arched and another loud squeal escaped her. Somehow I managed to keep my tongue on her clit and my fingers buried in her pussy continuing to please her as she came. Mom's pussy suddenly contracted around my fingers and she seemed to pause for just a moment, then with another cry of pleasure, I felt her pussy gush, and my face was suddenly full of her juices. With a whimper that I swear was sexier than all the loud screams, mom let my head go and dropped her feet to the floor.
I sat back on my knees, panting for breath, and wiping at my soaking wet cheeks. I looked at the couch and whispered;
"Holy shit."
There was a huge wet stain on the cushion just under mom's pussy, and her pussy itself was literally dripping. I wiped again at my face and was hit by the thought that my mother was a squirter. Mom was slumped back into the couch also gasping for breath. Her face was beet red and slick with sweat and her hair was plastered to her right cheek. Her chest was heaving and I watched transfixed by the sight of her perky little tits rising and falling with each breath.



"Goddamn you're hot." I said without realizing I was going to.
"And you Billy, are fucking amazing!" Mom panted out, and then looking down added with a tired smile. "And hard again!"
I glanced down to see my cock standing at attention and seemingly pointing directly at mom's pussy. I stood up and started to lean over the couch intent on slipping my cock deep inside of that over flowing pussy. Mom raised her leg and stopped me by putting her foot on my chest.
"Not yet," She said still trying to catch her breath. "Sit down next to me."
I looked longingly at mom's pussy, which was inches from my cock, but did as she said sitting down on the couch. Mom sat up straight and rolling over swung her right knee between my legs and kneeled over me. I could feel her pussy dripping on my thigh, but was more interested in Mom's tits which were in my face. Without waiting for her to say anything, I eagerly sucked that beautiful nipple into my mouth while reaching up and fondling the other one. "Hmmm" Mom cooed as she wrapped her arms around my neck and pressed her tit deeper into my mouth.
I switched up, taking her other nipple into my mouth while teasing the other with my fingers. Mom's arms slid back, and leaning back she pulled her tits from my mouth. I looked up to protest, but mom reached out, and taking my face gently in her hands lowered her head to mine. I saw her perfect lips parted and feeling my heart begin to pound again I tilted my head and closed my eyes. A moment later I felt my mother's soft lips press into mine and gently kiss me.
I moaned in my throat as Mom started kissing me harder, and began to slide her lips back and forth across mine. A moment later I felt her tongue push against my lips and I obediently opened my mouth to receive her soft wet tongue. We both sighed in pleasure as my arms slid around her narrow waist and pulled her into me. I could feel her hard nipples pressing into my chest and her fingers were running through my sweat soaked hair. Mom let her weight go and completely folded into me as we shared the deepest most passionate kiss that I could have ever imagined.
As hot as all the playing had been there was a part of me that thought that this kiss might be the most amazing thing I had felt tonight. This was more than lust, I could feel my mother's love for me in this kiss and I hoped she could feel me returning it. I had never realized that I had this strong of a desire for her, not just her body, but all of her. Mom whimpered softly in her throat and I knew she did indeed feel it as well. Mom slid her lips from mine and bending her head started kissing my neck. I moaned as I felt her hot breath in my ear as she playfully nibbled my earlobe before bringing her lips back to mine for another long deep kiss. Finally breaking the kiss Mom leaned back and giving me that nasty little smile said;
"Oh Billy you bad, bad boy," She shook her head. "Your face tastes like your mother's pussy!"
I could feel the heat of her pussy on my leg, and could also feel my hard cock pressed against her thigh. Sliding my hands down to her hips, I gave her a little push hoping to get her to lie back so that I could finally take her. Mom shook her head and said;
"Not yet Billy."
"Mom please...." I started.
"Oh I like how that sounded Billy!" Mom cooed. "Oh I do, but not yet honey, know why?"
Before I could answer mom leaned down, and after playfully flicking her tongue across my nipple said;
"Because your mother just remembered how much she missed sucking cock."
As I stared at her speechless, Mom continued;
"Now you don't want me to go without do you Billy?"
With that Mom slowly slid back off my leg, and standing up in front of me turned her back, and slowly, teasingly shimmied out of her dress.
"Oh fuck me." I whispered, as kicking the dress to the side, mom raised her arms up over her head and let me take in her fully naked body.
"You like honey?" She asked.
All I could do was nod stupidly as mom then turned around, and bending slightly, playfully shook her small well shaped ass at me. I could also see her glistening wet pussy winking out at me, and moaned as my cock felt even more swollen than it had earlier. Mom turned back around, and immediately dropping down to her knees between my legs reached out and grabbed my cock.
"Ohhh," I whimpered as I looked at mom's red tipped fingers wrap around my dripping prick.
Mom squeezed and more pre cum oozed out.
"Oh look at that." She whispered.
Squeezing tightly, mom slowly started to pump her hand up and down my throbbing cock. When she got to the top she would give a slight twist making me moan each time and also causing more sticky fluid to ooze out of my dick.
"Yeah nice and wet." Mom said. "Nice and hard, and," She winked. "Nice and big."
Leaning over, mom took my cock and started rubbing it along the side of her face.
"Hmmm. How does that look Billy."
"A-amazing." I managed to choke out.
Mom turned her face, and after rubbing my cock on her other cheek, pulled her head back, taking a string of my precum with it.
"Yeah, you thought about me blowing you Billy? You bad little boy."
"I..."
"It's okay honey Because I've been wanting to." Mom said softly.
Any answer I could have come up with was erased by mom bringing my cock to her lips and slowly licking around the head with her soft tongue. Oh how fucking hot that looked!
"That's right Billy I've been thinking about us, but you had Julie and it was wrong, but ohhh when I found that stocking!"
"I...been wanting it too mom." I groaned out as dipping her head down mom licked up the length of my shaft. "I...I admit it."
"Hmmm." Mom moaned as she licked the other side of my cock. "Well Billy I will tell you a secret then."
"Wh-what's that?" I asked still in awe at the sight of my cock in my mother's face.
Mom smiled and said;
"That bottle of wine only had a couple of glasses in it." She gave me a rueful smile and said; "I just wanted you to think I was drunk, I thought it would help." She winked and said "I'm really just a bad girl."
Before I could respond mom, lowered her mouth, and taking just the tip of my cock between her lips, sucked hard. I gasped and my hips jumped as I felt her slurp the precum out of the tip of my cock.
"Oh damn!" I exclaimed.
Mom lifted her head and opening her mouth showed me her tongue. As she did some of my sticky fluid dripped off of it back onto my cock.
"Like that Billy? Like your mother sucking your cock?"
"I... ohhhhh"
I was cut off by mom opening her mouth, and in one smooth motion, taking my cock all the way down to the base. I moaned, as keeping it buried in her mouth, mom slowly shook her head back and forth.
"Hmmm" Mom moaned, and the vibration of it sent a surge of pleasure through my cock.
Slowly an inch at a time, mom slid my cock from her mouth. I could feel her tongue pressed against my shaf,t and it was all I could do to stay still as she teased me. Removing my cock from her mouth mom swirled her tongue around the head looking me in the eye as she did so. Then with a wink, she took my cock about half way down, and began bobbing her head in a slow steady rhythm. I was moaning continuously as much from the sight of my mother between my legs blowing me as I was at how fucking good it felt. Mom wrapped her right hand around the base of my cock, and started stroking up and down following her mouth with it, and jerking me off as she blew me.
As mom continued to give me the most amazing blow job I'd ever had I saw that she had closed her eyes and was sighing with pleasure every time she took me down into her hot wet mouth. I found myself glad that I had cum twice already today or I would have not have been able to last for more than a minute in my mother's mouth. I reached down and started to put my hands in her hair, but stopped wondering if she would care. Opening her eyes ,and sliding my cock from her between her lips, mom said;
"Go ahead honey you can play with my hair." As I eagerly ran my fingers through her sweat soaked hair she smiled and added; "But no pulling, after all I am your mother!"
With that mom not only went back to sucking my cock but with a vengeance. I gasped loudly as she began not only taking my cock all the way down each time she lowered her head, but was sucking much faster than she had been before. I could feel my legs start to shake and let out a moan as mom slipped her other hand underneath my cock and started kneading my balls. I was getting close and found myself thinking if I should say something. Instead I moaned again as mom lightly caressed my balls with her fingertips.
Mom's eyes were now open and were locked with mine. I was breathing hard and desperately trying to hold back as I watched the full length of my dick sliding in and out from between my mother's perfect lips. I dropped my hands from her hair afraid I was going to start pulling and put them on her shoulders. Mom's skin was sticky and sweaty and even that was turning me on. I was also aware that all I could smell was my mother's pussy on my face. I gasped as I felt my hips start to raise and lower as if on their own. Mom went down one more time but this time when her head came back up she released my cock with a loud sucking sound.
"Not yet Billy," She said looking me in the eye. "You can cum in my mouth another time but right now I need to remember how good a nice hard cock feels inside of me."
Mom stood up and I started to try to get up as well, not that I trusted my legs at this point, but mom pushed me back into a sitting position and leaning over tapped my legs. Taking her meaning I closed my legs part way. Mom put her right knee next to my left leg and swinging her right leg across my legs straddled me. I looked up to see mom smiling down at me. Mom reached back and I groaned as I felt her not only grab my cock, but guide it back, until I could feel the head pressing into her pussy. Leaning down Mom's lips found mine, and as her tongue darted into my mouth, she let her weight go, impaling herself onto my hard cock. I moaned into mom's mouth as my hard flesh penetrated her soft, wet and incredibly hot pussy.
"Oh fuck yeah!!" Mom cried out as she broke the kiss.
Bracing her hands on my shoulders, mom leaned back onto my lap and started sliding back and forth slowly. I whimpered at how incredible it felt, then seeing her nipple in front of my face, leaned forward and sucked it into my mouth.
"Ohhh yes," mom cooed. "Oh that feels soooo good! Oh how I need this!"
Mom leaned forward, and as she had done before, wrapped her arms around my neck and bending her head to mine pulled me into another deep kiss. We both sighed as mom continued to slowly fuck me while we kissed. I put my hands on her hips and started pushing and pulling, helping her to ride me. Mom leaned back again, and putting her hands into her hair lifted them up taking her hair up with them.
"How do I look Billy?" Mom asked softly as she posed for me.
"You are the sexiest woman I've ever seen." I told her meaning every bit of it.
Mom was sweating heavily and her tits and chest were glistening with it. Removing my hands from her hips I raised them to her tits and started fondling them. I was amazed at how firm they still were and enjoying the feeling of her hard nipples pressing into my palms. Mom reached down behind her and began fondling my balls as she slid back and forth on my lap. My hips twitched causing me to slam my cock hard into her pussy.
"Oh fuck!" Mom yelped.
"S-sorry!" I groaned out.
"Sorry?" Mom asked. "Do it again!"
Grabbing mom's hips I gave her two hard pumps. Mom yelped with each one and I stopped.
"Don't stop Billy!" Mom whimpered. "Fuck me!"
Those words were all I need to hear; squeezing mom's hips tightly I started driving my hips on and off the couch slamming my cock hard into her pussy. Mom through her head back and cried out as I started fucking her as fast and hard as I could. Putting her hands back on my shoulders, mom stopped sliding back and forth on my cock, and started bouncing straight up and down on it.
"Oh yes!!" Mom practically screamed, as my dick plunged even deeper into her incredible pussy.
Mom was so wet that each time she came down on me I could feel more of her juices coming out onto my leg and could hear a wet sucking sound.
"Harder!" Mom cried out, and leaning over so I could drive up even further into her made a noise that sounded like a growl in my ear.
"Oh fuck yeah Billy! Oh look at you!! Oh I knew you would give it to me like I need it! I knew you could take care of me!"
I was sweating so much it was getting in my eyes and my heart was pounding like a jackhammer. I was amazed I had been able to hold back this long, but as mom continued to pound her pussy onto my cock, I could feel my legs start to shake again. I looked into mom's sweat streaked face and moaned at the look of pure lust in her eyes as she fucked the shit out her son. Her son, who had dreamed of this for months, and wanted nothing more than to give her what she had been missing. I wrapped my arms around mom's waist, pinning her to me, and started driving my hips up into her even harder than before. Mom was yelping with each thrust and it was directly in my ear. Every yelp made me thrust even harder and I felt mom's finger nails dig hard into my shoulders. It hurt but felt good at the same time. I had never even imagined sex this hot!
"Stop!" Mom snapped into my ear.
I immediately stopped thrusting hoping to hell I hadn't done anything wrong.
"Did I..." I started to ask but was silenced by mom kissing me.
Breaking the kiss mom said;
"Not like this Billy, I just remembered what my favorite is and I want it!"
Mom pulled herself up off my cock, and swinging herself off of me, turned around and got onto her hands and knees.
"Oh my god." I said as I stared at my mother's perfect ass pointed up at me. Her pussy was in full view and was dripping down her thighs.
"Come on Billy," Mom said looking back over her shoulder at me. "Come give your mother what she needs."
I quickly got up, and kneeling behind her on the couch grabbed her hips, and slowly began to push my cock into her.
"Don't tease!" Mom said and slamming herself backwards into me drove my cock into her.
"Oh that's it!" Mom yelled as my cock buried itself to the hilt in her incredible pussy.
I pulled out and started to fuck her in a slow steady rhythm wanting to enjoy as much of this position as possible. Mom's back was also covered in sweat and her hair was plastered across it. As I started thrusting a little faster she began to rock back and forth into me matching my pace. I was breathing like a bull and could already feel my legs begin to shake. I started going even harder and then slowed as I felt something brush my balls. I looked down to see mom had reached down between her legs and was rubbing her clit as I fucked her.
"Not slow honey, faster!!"
"But..."
"Fast and hard Billy make me cum on that beautiful cock of yours." She yelped as I reared back and gave her a hard thrust. "Oh yeah, not just your cock anymore Billy," Mom gasped. "My cock!"
Her cock? On that note I lost all inhibition and grabbing her hips hard enough that she couldn't move started fucking the shit out of her. There was no other way to say it. I was pulling back as far as I dared before slamming forward as hard as I could. Mom was screaming at this point, every thrust was making her get louder and louder and I found myself wondering what the hell the neighbors were thinking. As I continued to fuck her mom's hand was rubbing furiously between her legs. I let out a desperate whimper as I could feel myself approaching the point of no return.
"Oh just a little more honey!" Mom called out, "Oh please just a few more nice hard.... Ohh ohhhh!"
Mom drove herself back into me and lifting her head let out another of those unbelievable wails. I felt her pussy clench around my cock and as mom started wildly bucking her hips into me I felt my thighs get sprayed by another gusher from her pussy. I started slamming her even harder so hard that the sound of our flesh slapping together filled the room.
"Ohhhh ohh Fuck yeahhhh!" Mom wailed.
Her pussy twitched around my cock again and with one more thrust I yelled out almost as long as mom had as I felt my cum racing through my cock. I started to pull out but mom whimpered out;
"Oh no inside honey oh please!"
I cried out again as my cock exploded inside of my mother's pussy. I moaned and gasped as despite having cum not too long ago I was cumming harder than I could ever remember. Every thrust ended in another spurt of cum that sprayed the inside of my mother's already dripping pussy. I kept pumping and just kept cumming. Mom was moaning and whimpering with every squirt and was grinding her pussy into me as if she were trying to wring out every drop. With a soft whimper I pushed my cock inside one more time and felt the last couple of drops ooze out of my spent cock.
"Ohhh honey," Mom moaned softly. "Ohhh that felt so nice."
Mom rolled over and leaning against the arm of the couch put her arms out to me. I collapsed into her embrace my head nestled on her shoulder. Mom put her arms around me and hugging me tight said softly in my ear.
"I can feel your heart beat."
I slid my arms around her waist and pulled her even closer to me. I had never felt this tired in my life but also had never felt this good. What we had just done was supposed to be totally wrong but lying in my mother's arms feeling her naked body pressed against my mine I had never felt so content.
"Billy?"
"Mom?"
"I...I'm glad you wanted me."
"I'm glad you wanted me to want you mom." I said and turning my head kissed her cheek.
"Karen." She said softly. "Call me Karen."
"Really?" I asked.
"Yeah Billy, I think things are going to be a lot different between us from now on. I mean I'm always going to be your mom but I..." Mom hesitated and said quietly; "I want you to want me as a woman I haven't felt like a woman in a long time."
I was silent for a minute thinking of how incredible this felt, how I had never felt anything like it before and holding her tighter I swallowed hard and said in her ear;
"I...I love you...Karen."
Mom was quiet and I was afraid I'd screwed up. Mom turned her head to look at me and I saw she had tears in her eyes. I felt my stomach sink and was going to say something when she smiled and whispered;
"I love you too Billy in every way."
We kissed softly and went back to holding each other. I felt my own eyes tear up a bit but they were happy tears as I knew mom... I mean Karen's were. As we laid there I found myself starting to wonder how this would work. People would never suspect I suppose but...I stopped my mind from racing and concentrated on how good this was going to be. Of how we were going to be able to enjoy what we had just done every night. At that thought my eyes opened in surprise as I could feel my cock start to twitch again at the thought of enjoying my mother every night. Whatever I called her she was still my mother and it was still going to have to be a secret a dirty little sexy secret. Just then mom pushed against my chest and asked me to sit back. As I did she sat up and looking down at herself said;
"Damn were sweaty and sticky." With a laugh Mom stood up and extended her hand to me.
"Where are we going?"
With a wink Mom smiled and extending her hand to me said;
"I just remembered how much fun it is to play in the shower." She grinned. "Up for getting all dirty while we get clean?"
I returned her smile and answered.
"Anything for you...Karen."
*
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Spain's restaurant was packed, and despite the fact that I'd called ahead, dad and I found ourselves sitting in the bar area while we awaited our table. Dad had been sweet; asking me first if I was okay sitting at the bar and then after I said I was fine asking if it would bother me if he had a beer. I told him of course not, but I really appreciated him asking. I left out that I hated beer and it was hard liquor that even now once in a great while would call out to me. Between the crowd and the TV over the bar blasting the Sox game conversation was difficult so dad ended up watching the game leaving me to my thoughts. I have to say that although I was in no danger of succumbing to the siren call of my addiction I did have the passing thought of what I wouldn't give for a Captain and Coke.
Instead, I thought back on how things had been left off with Mark. My brother had not only played me but had made me think I was the one playing him. Mark had let me have exactly what I wanted .Then, before I left he had pulled a three sixty and denied me to prove a point; that I may very well have to learn how to live without him as my 'fallback' as he had referred to it. What was most upsetting is that Mark was absolutely right; it would not be fair to him to spend the rest of his life waiting on me.
Sad fact was that although on the surface, Mark looked like the colder of the two of us, in reality I was the one who had let people fall in love with me when I knew I was not in love with them. Years ago my brother had been in love with Krissy. There had also been a time after the Max incident that he and Cynthia had grown quite close. Had Cynthia not taken a dream job on the west coast, when she finished school who knew what would have happened. Then of course there was Samantha who had fallen head over heels for my brother. All this led me to the sad realization that if I did not accept Mark's heart that he would find someone that would.
Mark had left Samantha because, his feelings for her made him realize that I had been his love all along. In that light had I not found my soul mate because he had been in front of me my entire life? Reading the journal had reminded me that twenty years ago I had been in love with Mark but had wanted to save him from me. Mark had shocked me by bringing up that night at his apartment. All along I had thought that he didn't know I was in love with him and had convinced him he had been wrong about us. Once again Mark had proved to know better than I but had assumed that I had not wanted him.
Mark had even thrown out my longtime excuse of running from us. With six years sober and a very successful career I no longer had to worry about 'bringing him down'. Hell, if the Walsh deal worked out I would be making more money than Mark within a year! On that note I shook my head; what the hell was I going to do with Walsh? My brother was far more important than money but still, Royce's point of being able to take care of mom and dad had hit home. With a sigh I picked up my glass and sipped at the coke I had ordered.
Putting the glass down, I pushed past that and thought back to when I had left Mark's. After his little buy the cow crack he had kissed me as I had stood there in shock and headed off to the shower ending any further conversation. Feeling like an idiot I had gone into the parlor, and after picking up my clothes got dressed and waited to say goodbye to my brother. Mark had emerged from the shower dressed in only a towel and I found myself getting pissed off as I knew he was teasing me. Nonetheless, when he put his arms out to me, I had gladly stepped into his embrace and rested my head on his shoulder as he held me. As I enjoyed the feel of his still damp skin and the smell of his clean wet hair I again imagined having this every day.
Right on the heels of that thought was how long would it last? As Mark gently lifted my face from his neck to kiss me goodbye it hit me that that last thought was the problem. I had thought I had been in love several times and had been, but only for a short period of time. Then I would grow cool and distant and break the heart of the person who was still in love with me. I was afraid it would happen with Mark as well. What if I was not as capable of it as he was? What if at the end of the day I really was the more broken of the two of us? To me it was beginning to come down to break my brother's heart now or six months from now when it would be worse? Mark interrupted those thoughts by pressing his soft lips to mine and giving me a long lingering kiss that would have made my legs weak had I not thought that this was another tease.
When he had broken the kiss however he looked a little upset himself, and I found myself thinking; good! He had gotten himself with his own little game. Mark told me that he would see me tomorrow and that he would be free by six so let him know what time we would be going out. I nodded and told him I would, leaving out the fact that I was supposed to be on a private plane heading back to Chicago by that time. I then asked Mark if he wanted to tell me about him and dad and he rolled his eyes. I told him I was going to confront dad and he said to go ahead; that if dad cared about me as much as he claimed, then I wouldn't get an answer from him either.
I didn't like the sound of that but decided to let it go and unlike yesterday leave on a decent note. When I arrived back at my parents house Dad hadn't gotten home yet so I took another shower. When mom had asked why I was showering again I had told her that Mark had talked me into the gym and I'd had quite a workout. As I told lie number ten thousand and counting to my mother about my brother and I, the sick thought that my brother certainly had gotten me nice and sticky went through my mind.
After the shower I changed into a yellow sundress which I wore a matching blouse over to cover the tattoo that I knew dad hated. I also didn't bother with makeup and pulled my long black hair into a simple ponytail. As I looked in the mirror I thought 'daddy's little girl' and laughed as I thought of the outfit I had shown up at the airport a couple of days ago. By then dad had gotten home from golfing but needed to clean up as well so I sat with mom and had a cup of tea. Mom noted I looked exhausted and upset and asked if I'd had a fight with Mark.
Knowing I couldn't get away with saying nothing was wrong, I told her that I had found out that Mark was leaving Rhode Island. Mom then got upset and I felt bad, but she would need to know, and at this point could not count on my brother to tell her. After that I went right back to the lies telling her that Mark's decision was based partly on money but mostly the fact that the Winthrop trial had left him a moving target. Mom shocked me by snorting disgustedly and saying;
"Megan, I may be a little naïve but I'm far from stupid. Your brother has never run from a fight in his life, he loves knowing people hate him and gets a kick out of being the scourge of the courthouse." Mom had then shaken her head and said sadly;
"I'm sure part of this is over him and your father Megan, he doesn't come around me because he knows Doug doesn't want him too."
I had looked at my mother shocked and replied;
"Dad would never keep Mark from you, mom, even if he's mad at him."
"He would never tell him but he would..." Mom trailed off and sighed; "I love Mark dearly but he thrives on being the tragic tale. He thinks he lost me along with your father even though I've tried to keep in touch with him, so he has nothing left here. I..." She waved her and said;
" Ah, it doesn't matter Megan, Mark will do whatever he wants, and that's fine, but don't tell me it's because he's got it rough here." She sighed. "Things won't be that different. I can chase your brother down once a month on the phone in Chicago as much as I can here."
"Why do you say Chicago?" I asked.
I had simply told mom that Mark was taking offers and leaving RI as soon as he made up his mind I hadn't said where. Mom looked at me for a minute as if she were thinking, and then shrugged;
"Well where else would he go?" She smiled. "Mark's missed you Megan I know he has. I suppose when you said he was leaving I should have seen it coming She grunted. "He's using that case and your father to justify it." She then grinned at me;
"So am I right? Is he heading your way?"
"It's Chicago or LA." I told her. "He's trying to figure it out."
Mom laughed;
"No hon, he knows where he wants to go, he is just waiting to be asked."
I glanced down so mom wouldn't see me flinch at that last comment.
"What do you mean?"
"He wants his sister too tell him that she misses him and wants him down there." Mom said as if I were dense. "He probably feels that you might think he's intruding on your life and wants you to tell him its okay."
"You think?"
"I know Megan," Mom said then continued in a softer voice. "Mark really has been different since that trial. Even more withdrawn and he seems sad, well last I saw him anyway." She reached out and put her hand over mine.
"He needs you Megan, before that case he was really starting to get out of control, the partying, the girls, he was putting on a show like he was trying to prove something or," Mom paused "As if he were trying to forget something. He was like that before Samantha then even worse after her until they ran him through the mud and he lost Alex, and then had whatever the fight was with your father, now he seems like a shell of himself."
Mom paused for a moment to sip at her tea. I did the same as I thought about what she was saying. I, of course knew exactly why Mark had been quiet lately he had been waiting for his chance to make his play for his sister's heart. Still, what the hell happened with dad?
"Thing is Megan, your brother is having it tough and he wants to be closer to you."
Closer than you think, I thought dryly as mom went on.
"You know Megan your entire lives you and your brother have been there for each other. The two of you are both strong when the other is weak and you're at your best when you are close. I think Mark knows that and he's waiting for you to give him the invitation."
"Yeah, well it's a little more complicated than that." I said awkwardly.
"Well for what it's worth Megan I think you should tell him to come down there with you."
"Mark's a big boy mom, if he wants to come to Chicago he doesn't need my permission."
"No, but I think he wants his big sister to say she would love to have him." Mom took another sip of tea and said; "Mark wants you to want him around Megan, make him happy."
I stared at mom with no idea how to answer. She was talking about being happy in a different way than what Mark wanted, but it was not helping my already spinning mind. Dad then came in, saving me from having to reply. Dad had asked what we were talking about and before I could say just girl talk mom piped up that we were discussing Mark leaving. Dad had simply grunted and said that he felt bad for all the husbands and fathers in whatever city he was heading for. Mom looked like she was going to respond to that, but I tapped her foot under the table, and when she looked at me, I shook my head. One way or another I was going to get to the bottom of this.
I was snapped out of my thoughts by the obnoxious sound of the beeper the hostess had given us going off. Dad and I walked back into the lobby and followed the waitress over to our seats. As we sat and started to flip through the menu I noticed that dad seemed a bit nervous and figured he was waiting for me to bring up my brother. That was my intention; however I also only got to see my parents once every few months and wanted to enjoy my time with dad. Figuring that we could take our time over a nice lunch I would talk about anything and everything but Mark until maybe when we were down to coffee. Then hopefully I could find a way to segue into why my father had referred to Mark as a fucking animal last night.
Dad noted that I looked tired and I followed my familiar pattern of lying. I brought up that I was still a bit upset over Laura. Dad nodded and apologized for not seeming like he was concerned last night, but that I knew how he felt about me being with a woman. I nodded, but he continued, saying that he should only care about if whoever I was with made me happy. Funny you should say that I thought to myself thinking of my brother. I was touched however, as that was a big deal for my old fashioned father to say. I told him that I appreciated it, and suddenly reaching out and putting his hand over mine, dad told me that he was very proud of me.
Before I could respond dad added that, despite looking a little tired, I had never looked better. I gave him a huge smile and told him that meant a lot to me. Dad then thanked me for the money that I had given mom yesterday, and that he would pay it back. I rolled my eyes and told him not to be ridiculous that I was happy to help. Dad tried to argue, but the waitress came, and we ordered. When she had left I told dad about Walsh wanting to see me earlier and I wasn't sure what to do. Dad told me to go, that this was a once in a lifetime opportunity, and I needed to take it. On that note I brought up how Royce and Mark had mentioned that Walsh would just be the beginning; how all of his followers would be buying as well.
Dad's mouth had twitched a little at my brother's name, but he did nod and say that he agreed; that rich people were all about keeping up with the other rich people, and I could make a fortune off of them. I then told dad that I was tired of seeing him and mom struggle; that I knew that they were having it rough to the point that a year ago Mark had made a mortgage payment for them. Admittedly I had tossed this out on purpose, wanting dad to remember that no matter what was going on between them Mark had been there for them in the past. Dad rolled his eyes, but let me continue talking. I told him that once Walsh gave me the down payment I was sending them five thousand dollars and not taking no for an answer. As Dad started to protest, I added that I was going to send them money each month as well. In the beginning at least five hundred but once I got the paintings finished I wanted to pay their mortgage each month.
Dad shook his head and told me that I needed to take care of myself. I told him I had plenty to pay and except for getting away with clothes sometimes did not live expensively. I point blank told him that they had taken care of me for years and this was the least I could do. I also brought up that Dad had cashed in a couple of CD's to help pay for the private clinic that Mark had gotten me into that had helped keep me sober for good. The clinic had been so expensive that Mark couldn't afford the entire thing and was going to borrow from Alex. Dad had stepped in saying that I was his daughter, and he would be the one to help. I mentioned how if he still had them now they would have matured, and he wouldn't be struggling as much.
As dad still tried to say no, I finally resorted to putting on the pout, looking up at him through my eyelashes, and using the little girl voice I said;
"Oh please daddy? Please let me help." As Dad started to laugh despite himself I continued with; "Oh your little girl will be oh so happy if you let her help!"
Dad shook his head and told me I wasn't playing fair, that I knew I could get anything I wanted from him with that look. As I laughed I thought that it never failed with my brother either. Except of course in Mark's case I was usually looking up at him from my knees. Finally dad said that he would let me send some money, but we would talk more about it when the time came. Dad also said he wanted me to go and talk to someone about some investments; to not just toss money in the bank. I agreed, and once again slipping the needle, mentioned that Mark had done well with his so I would see who he dealt with. Dad didn't take the bait, instead he shrugged and said I could do what I wanted, but make sure I did something with the money.
The food came and I was feeling pretty good. I had been a little afraid lunch would be awkward but so far it was going very well. As we ate dad started telling me about his golf tournament, which he had been knocked out of today. After he explained how he had double bogied –whatever the hell that meant- he started talking about golf in general. I sat there eating and enjoying listening to him talk. I had little to no interest in golf, but was grateful to be here in a nice restaurant, spending time with a man whom I had spent years putting through hell.
At that thought, I could feel the pull of those melancholy memories. This time however, instead of succumbing to them I decided to let my mind drift back further to a better time in my life. Back when I had first come to live with my parents. Even then I was a lot of work for my father but it had been different and in the end more than worth it for both of us.
Back then I was fine with women, but because of Frank, was terrified of men. A sudden loud male voice could cause me to curl up into a corner and cry, and all hell would break loose if one touched me. This problem had already had cost me a couple of chances to get placed. So when mom had first taken an interest in me Mary, my social worker, and a woman whose heart I all but broke every Friday, when I would beg her to take me home with her, had suggested that mom see me alone the first few times.
Mary could see how taken Denise was with me, and her idea was to get me attached to her so that when I met dad I wouldn't be as afraid because I trusted her. After a month of twice a week visits, Denise told me that next time she wanted to bring her husband Doug. I said that I didn't want to meet him because all men were mean. Denise said that wasn't true, Doug loved her very much, and was very excited to meet me. I put my head down and pouted. When I looked up mom was doing the same thing, and with a sad look on her face said that it would hurt her feelings if I didn't want to meet Doug after all weren't we friends?
Mary prodded me as well saying that Denise had been very nice to me so shouldn't I be nice as well? Finally I said okay, but I didn't want to be touched. I met Doug the next day and was scared. Doug was a big guy with a very deep voice and I immediately hid behind Mary when he said hi to me. Doug only stayed a little while, long enough for Mary to coax me into saying hi and telling him my name, and then it was just me and Denise again. Denise had given me a big hug and thanked me for meeting Doug and now that I met him would I like to come to her house? Denise hugged me every time she saw me and it was the best feeling in the world. I hugged her back and figured that if this made her happy then I would do it again.



For the next few weeks I started spending first afternoon's then entire weekends with them and although I hardly spoke to Doug and wouldn't let him touch me Mary decided to give me living with them a try. I was thrilled to be living with Denise, in a nice house with my own room and they had bought me plenty of toys including my favorite, a really nice stuffed Scooby doo that I slept with every night. That was when I slept. I had a lot of nightmares back then and many nights would wake up crying and Denise would sleep with me. Doug would come in with her sometimes, but I would end up getting more upset and he would have to leave.
As time went on I did get a little more comfortable. Doug could hug me, but only if I was either on mom's lap or sitting right next to her. I would also let him help tuck me in, but once again only if Denise was there. Dad would always read to me while Denise would sit on the bed and I started to like the sound of his voice. I also noticed that I was feeling less scared when he touched me. I still would never go to him however, he always had to approach me ,and still always with Denise very close by.
One Sunday after I had been living there for a couple of months I came into the kitchen and saw mom, I had asked if I could call her that, was making a cake. I asked her what it was for and mom had said that it was Doug's birthday. I told her that I felt bad because I didn't know and didn't have a birthday present for him. Mom had smiled and asked if I really wanted to give him something. I said yes, but I didn't have any money. Mom then leaned down and whispered in my ear what she said would be a perfect gift. I looked at her nervously and asked if he would really like it and she said of course he would.
I nodded and went into the parlor where Doug was sitting in his old recliner watching a baseball game. Doug had looked a little surprised that I had come in by myself, but smiled and asked what I was up to. I walked up to the chair and told him I had something for him. Doug said that he couldn't wait to see what it was, and quickly, before I got scared, I crawled up onto his lap and putting my arms around his neck gave him a big hug and told him happy birthday. Before Doug could react I added a kiss on the cheek.
Dad put his arms gently around me, and seemed to hesitate. I told him that I would like it if he hugged me. Doug hugged me tight and told me that this was the best present he had ever gotten. I stayed there letting him hold me and realized that, not only wasn't I scared, but that I felt safe. I took my arms from around his neck but stayed sitting in his lap. Dad put his arm around me and started telling me about the baseball game. I didn't care, but it felt great being there with him. A few minutes later mom brought out the cake and I ate mine still sitting on Doug's lap.
I stayed there all day watching baseball, and when the game was over Doug put on cartoons and when I started to fall asleep he carried me into my room and tucked me in without mom. After Doug read me a quick story, and gave me a kiss good night I asked him if I could call him daddy. A week later mom and dad started the adoption process and within six months I was officially their daughter. I could feel myself start to smile at the memory of the day my adoption was official. Mom had...
"And that's when I decided to tell your mother that I'd been having an affair and wanted a divorce." Dad said cutting through my fog.
"Huh?" I asked, wondering if I had just heard right. "What did you just..."
Dad cut me off with a laugh and a wave of his hand.
"Nothing Megan, just trying to bring you back from whatever fog you were in." He sighed. "I know I'm not very exciting but once every few months you could pretend to listen."
"Sorry daddy!" I batted my eyes at him. "But the golf thing gets to me after a few minutes."
I paused as the waitress came back over, and as she cleared our plates we ordered coffee. When she walked away, I grinned and asked if he wanted to know what I was thinking about. Dad said okay as long as it wasn't some twisted idea for a new painting like a zombie father daughter out to lunch called better late than never. I snapped my fingers and said that I would have to write that down. Dad rolled his eyes and after I told him I was only kidding proceeded to tell him what I had been thinking about. As I told the story Dad listened intently and I could see by the end that my tough guy father was getting a little misty. This time I reached out, taking his hand and asking if it was still his favorite memory. Dad nodded then said;
"I think it always will be, but I have to say being there to give you your one year Medallion was really special." He sighed. "I guess one of those tough, because of what it meant you went through, but very proud of you. I think it was the first day I let myself think you were going to be okay for good this time."
We stopped again as the coffee came, and as we each started adding sugar and cream, Dad continued;
"I really was thrilled," He gave me a wry smile. "Even though I wasn't your first choice I..." Dad stopped realizing where he was going with that, and elated at seeing my chance, I dove right in.
"Well not alone anyway," I began. "I was going to have Mark do it, but didn't want to leave you out and was going to have you both. Then Mark told me that you and I were just really starting to get close again and he wanted you to have that moment with me."
Dad didn't say anything. At first he just sat there staring at me, most likely pissed at himself for giving me that opening. I kept looking at him expectantly, and finally Dad took a deep breath, and as he exhaled, said;
"Yeah Megan I know. He told me that when I wanted to know why he wasn't doing it with me." He looked away.
"If you want me to say that it was a nice thing to do it was." Dad grunted and added; "Guilt will make you do things like that."
With no further beating around the bush I asked;
"Dad what the hell happened between you and Mark?"
"Don't worry about it Megan." Dad said simply. "It doesn't concern you."
"My father hates my brother," I told him evenly. "The two most important men in my life aren't speaking and it doesn't concern me? Never mind how much it's upsetting Mom."
"Not as much as knowing the truth would." Dad said simply. "Your mother thinks the world of her son" He sneered the word. "She would be heartbroken if she knew what that animal did."
"What the hell did he do Dad?" I asked in exasperation.
"Forget it Megan."
"No Dad, it's not that easy." I told him. "This is the second time since last night you called Mark an animal. I want to know what he did."
Dad sat there idly stirring his coffee and shook his head. When he looked up I was staring at him, and after a moment, he said softly.
"You know damn well what he did Megan because he did it to you."
"To me?" I asked wondering if I'd heard right. "What the hell did Mark do to me?"
"I'm not going to say it Megan. I... can't." Dad exhaled slowly, and I saw his hands were shaking. "Just thinking about it makes me wish I'd put my foot down with your mother and never told you about him."
"Are you kidding?" I blurted out. "Dad...."
"He was bad news Megan, disturbed, and I knew it. I could see it in those crazy eyes of his. Maybe it was what he went through; maybe it runs in the family, but Mark was dangerous like that dog I told you about years ago." Dad snorted.
"I almost had him Megan, was going to throw him out after that mess at the hotel. He was going to fight me there Megan I saw it."
"He was trying to defend me." I said as calmly as possible.
"So he could ruin you himself." Dad said disgustedly. "He should have went to jail for what he did to Max. Whether Max deserved it or not what Mark did was inhuman, they should have kept him in Butler." He shook his head. "But you cried to Alex to help him, just like you cried to me to let him stay."
Leaning back Dad continued;
"You always protected him Megan. Always. Makes what he did even worse."
"My brother did more than his share of protecting me Dad." I told him feeling myself getting upset. "You don't know the things Mark did for me. My brother had half the dealers in the state afraid to sell to me." Dad started to talk but I kept going.
"Never mind the end Dad. Mark saved my life, literally." I tapped the table. "Hell we wouldn't be sitting here if he hadn't gotten to me. If it wasn't for Mark you'd be seeing me in a cemetery and leaving flowers." I fought back tears and added;
"I remember that day; you were in tears Dad, in tears, thanking Mark for bringing your daughter back to you." I snorted disgustedly. "What have you done for me lately is that it?"
"You..." Dad seemed to be picking his words carefully. "You don't know the whole story Megan."
"Well if you would friggin tell me than maybe I would!" I snapped. "Christ dad, I'm not mom okay? I can handle shitty things, case you haven't noticed a good part of my life has been full of them!"
"I didn't know then okay Megan?" Dad snapped back raising his voice. "I... I didn't know what he had done to you."
"What did he..."
"He hurt you Megan!!" This time I noticed the people at the next table look over.
"Dad shhh!" I said putting my hand over his.
"Well this is why we don't need to get into this!"
"Dad," I began, now making sure I stayed calm so he would. "When do you think Mark hurt me?" I put my hands out. "I mean Dad, a few months ago I came up here with Laura and we all went out and you and Mark were fine. Six months later he's an animal. I mean when could he have hurt me?"
"Oh for Christ's sake Megan," Dad said. "It wasn't recent. He hurt you a long time ago and I just found out about it." He grunted. "Little bastard finally ran into someone dirtier than him and I got to see what that piece of shit is really like what he' really capable of."
"Dad, listen to me. My brother never hurt me, ever." Even as I said it my mind started to form an image of Mark in my face, snarling at me, that crazed look in his eye and blood running down his face. "It's time you learned your place whore..." he had hissed.
I shoved that image from my mind. I would not go there just as I told Mark not to yesterday. That had been terrible for both of us, but my father couldn't have known about that, no one did except the two of us. As Dad rolled his eyes I pressed on;
"Dad, I know Mark has done some extreme things and I know he's earned a pretty bad reputation but," I took a deep breath to stop myself from choking up and whispered;
"My brother loves me Dad, when he came to live with us we promised each other that we would never let anyone hurt us again, that we would protect each other!"
"Yeah well he lied," Dad said, "Or maybe he figured he would just hurt you himself."
"Dad, please tell me." I said softly. I could feel the tears starting to build and didn't fight them. "Tell me when you think Mark hurt me because he never did Dad, never. I swear, I mean if anything I hurt him just like I hurt you. I'm the one who deserves to be..."
"You didn't deserve what he did to you!!" Dad said slapping the table hard and making me jump. "Don't ever say that! That sick fuck gave you...." Dad stopped and stared at me as the tears began flowing down my cheeks. After a minute he said quietly;
"My god you don't know." He shook his head. "You know I wondered if you would remember."
"What are you talking about?" I asked as I wiped at my eyes with a napkin.
Dad paused to take a sip of coffee and I saw his hand shaking again. He put the mug down and once more taking my hand across the table said;
"When we went to those sessions while you were in the rehab the therapist had said that there were probably a lot of things that you may not recall. That as much of those terrible times you remembered there would be a lot that your mind would block out."
I nodded; both because I recalled the conversation with the therapist and that I knew there were things my mind was hazy on. I would get little glimpses sometimes but they would always fade before I could fully grasp them. Like that brief image of my brother over me, lowering himself gently down to me a look of love in his eyes. Dad's voice brought me back from that fleeting vision.
"I wondered when we started if you knew and were sticking up for him like you always do," He shook his head. "But you don't, I can see it in your eyes." He sighed. "You're better off then."
"Then tell me Dad," I pleaded. Was it possible? Had Mark done something that I couldn't remember and he wouldn't bring up? "Please?"
"Absolutely not Megan," Dad said. "Its better this way trust me."
"But Dad, you can't do this to me!" I continued. "I mean you can't imagine what this is doing to..."
"Doing to you?"
As he spoke Dad leaned forward and when he began speaking his voice was trembling with the effort to keep it down.
"What do you think this does to me? I know what that animal did to you Megan, what he did to my daughter. I told him if I ever saw him in my house again I'd blow his fucking head off."
"D-dad...?" I trailed off stunned. Dad continued as if I had not spoken.
"Think this hurts you? Your mother thinks she's upset?" Dad pointed at himself as he spoke. "You have no idea how hard it is for me to hear your mother talk about her wonderful son, how hard it is to listen to tell me how much your brother cares about you."
"It kills me to hear you say his name, kills me that whenever you come up here you spend more time with him than us, that you always see him first. That he just goes through life like there is nothing wrong."
Dad let out a long shuddering breath and as he did I saw how red his neck was and his temple was throbbing. I had never seen him this angry. Oh, my brother, what the hell did you do I thought as Dad went on.
"But as much as it hurts me Megan it would hurt me more to see your mother upset. Trust me if she knew Megan..." he paused and took another breath as if he were trying to control himself. "And it would hurt even more to see you get upset over it." He sat back and laughed disgustedly.
"Of course that's your brother through and through. Doing what he wants and leaving nothing but pain behind him. Smug bastard knows I'll never tell. Hell, I'm sure he's figured out that you blocked it out." With a sigh he said. "I'm sorry Megan but I won't tell you. You can try your brother and if he has one shred of decency somewhere in that cesspool he calls a heart he won't tell you either."
"Dad you have it wrong," I tried again. "Whoever this was that you said you found out from they're lying. I mean why would you believe what someone who had it in for Mark would tell you?"
Looking into my eyes Dad said;
"Because Megan, I heard it straight from the source."
"What do you..."
"Your brother," Dad answered softly. "Mark told me himself what he did."
Looking down at the table dad continued to speak;
"I...found out and I confronted him."
When dad looked back up there were tears in his eyes but not tears of sadness, more like frustration.
"Not only did he not deny it Megan, he fucking bragged about it! Sat across from me at my own table with that fucking smirk and told me what he did."
Dad let out a long shuddering breath and continued;
"I swear to Christ Megan, if I'd have had my shotgun next to me I'd have killed him. Instead I told him to get the fuck out and I had better never see him again. That he was dead to me."
I started to try to speak but dad waved me off;
"So your mother can think what she wants and so can you. And I suppose if you're happy that should count for something. But I saw the real Mark, Megan and he is a soulless, heartless beast."
He sat back in his chair and picking up his coffee said;
"There's a special place in hell for your brother Megan. It's right next to his father." He sipped his coffee then smiling grimly said;
"All that I ask is that I live long enough to see him get what he deserves."
*****
We finished our coffee in silence and when the check came I took it from the waitress as Dad tried to reach for it, and after paying, asked if he were ready to go. We both stood and I walked out without speaking. When we got to Dad's old Volvo wagon he opened the door for me. As I started to get in he stopped me with his hand on my arm, and putting his arms around me, hugged me close to him. As he held me there he whispered in my ear that he was sorry he upset me that he should not have said some of those things about Mark to me, but he couldn't help it.
As Dad stepped back from me he started to say something, but I told him to let it go. I had precious little time to spend with him and mom these days and didn't want to fight, especially not over the past. Dad said okay and I got into the car thinking that enough was enough. I would get the answer from my brother. Mark may be the consummate game player, but at the end of the day I was his weakness. Dominate him, seduce him, plead or find something to threaten him with, my brother would give me what I needed to know.
As Dad got into the car and pulled out of the parking lot I started wondering if this would be a case of be careful of what I wished for. What if Mark had done something to me that I had blocked out? In my heart I doubted that he had. Dad had to be wrong or, I felt my stomach twist at the thought, what if Mark had been playing games with his meds and dad had caught him at just the right time. Mark's 'other half', as he would refer to it as, was absolutely vicious and would say whatever the hell it wanted to whether it was the truth or not. Obviously my parents did not know about Mark's condition, although mom had once remarked that she swore he was bipolar. If that were true would my brother even remember? Only one way to find out and I was done running from the past. I was no longer a weak, needy emotional basket case. I could handle whatever it was and then I would fix it. Mom, Dad, and Mark were my family and it would be only fitting that the one who had done so much to tear us apart over the years would be the one to make it right.
"Oh Christ, would you look at this!" Dad exclaimed.
Looking up from my thoughts I saw that we had just gotten onto the highway and were in dead stop traffic.
"Yeah I got stuck on the way to Mark's earlier." I said quietly.
"Ridiculous." Dad muttered.
I leaned back in the seat, and turning my head to the right, found myself staring down at several buildings just off the highway. As my eyes idly scanned the houses they seemed to look a bit familiar. My gaze stopped wandering as I focused on a large square two story building. The building had been burned out and all the windows and doors boarded up. There was a sign over the main entrance that if you stared hard enough you could still faintly make out the name;
The Wolves Den.
Underneath were the words "Hottest girls in town."
Most of those letters were missing but I knew them by heart. After all for about a month I had been one of RI's hottest girls. The sign of course left out that The Wolves Den had also been a hot spot for cocaine and prostitution. Sadly I had participated in both. Part of my mind told me to look away, as I had earlier when driving through the city. This time however I found myself sliding back to not just that terrible time, but one of the most horrifying events in my life. Even as my mind continued to sound the warning bells I could see the club in its heyday; the stage the smoke, the drugs. I became aware of Dad turning the radio up, and leaning back in the seat I closed my eyes, and let the sins of the past wash over me.
Providence 1996
I pulled into the parking lot of the Wolves Den, and finding a spot left the car running. Sitting there with my hands on the wheel I stared at the club; I didn't want to go in there. All that was in there for me was humiliation. Dancing on the stage and lap dancing was the least of it. I rubbed at my burning eyes thinking sadly that six years ago at twenty one and before I had let myself get this far I had been a talented beautiful girl who'd only had five lovers. I was still pretty, but hadn't painted anything in months and now had as many as five men on a good night.



A good night. I put my head down on the steering wheel and could feel tears coming to my eyes. Not that these guys could be considered lovers, I was not there to be their girlfriend, I was just a quick dirty fuck. Most times it was as simple as just bending over the small couch and letting them take me. Most lasted little more than a few minutes, then it was back on stage as if I had been out on a cigarette break. Speaking of, I fumbled in my purse, and removing a pack, took one out and lit it with trembling fingers. Christ I needed a fix. That was where the debate came in; there were several dealers in the club and I could get it all night long. Not for free of course but after every trip to the back I could pay for more.
I knew it was a vicious circle. I was dancing and whoring to get the coke then using the coke to keep myself flying high enough to continue to do what I was doing. I also needed money. The rent was due this weekend and I had nothing. Two nights ago I had made six hundred dollars and come home with a hundred; the rest going up my nose and at the bar after my shift. Home, I thought shaking my head. Where I lived wasn't a home it was a place. I'd had a nice home once, with parents who loved me, but that was a lifetime ago. I was no longer that pretty little girl with the bright future. Now home was whatever spare room someone had to offer.
Right now I was sharing a dirty three room apartment with another dancer, whose real name I didn't know, but went by 'Sadie'. Sadie hadn't paid rent in two months and if we didn't have two months by the first we were going to be tossed. We were supposed to be tossed last month but Sadie had fucked the landlord to let us ride. Apparently his wife thought something was funny because it was her we were dealing with now and she wanted the cash. Sadie had worked last night and had brought home half now it was up to me to get the rest.
It didn't have to be this way. A month ago I had been staying with Tommy and it's not like he had thrown me out, Tommy would never do that to me. But Tommy was straight now and had been for well over a year. During that time I had flitted in and out of his life but he always took me back. Tommy loved me, why I don't know. All I had done was treat him poorly. Once when I asked him why he always took me back he said that he was waiting for the real Megan to come back and she was worth the wait.
The real Megan. Who was that? Was she the sweet girl next door type with the big crooked smile and cute little girl laugh that always made other people smile and laugh with her? Or was the real Megan "Raven"; the coked up gothic slut that shook her tits on the stage and bent over for anyone who wanted to pay for it? Seemed more and more as if it were the latter. Last month in one those dreadful times where lack of money had forced me to be straight for more than a couple of days I had looked at Tommy sleeping next to me and had decided I had to leave him. Tommy was doing well and having me around him was dangerous. More than once I had brought coke into the house and once even tried to get him to do it with me. I was messed up at the time and very grateful that he had said no. I had caused enough pain to people who loved me I didn't need that guilt as well. So I packed up when he went to work and left him a note saying how sorry I was.
I had gotten a job dancing at the Foxy Lady where the clientele was upper class, the money phenomenal, and all you had to do was dance. I had lost that job within a week for showing up wasted and after I got a second chance got caught doing lines in the bathroom. One of the girls that worked there sent me to The Wolves Den where I fit right in. Everyone from the bouncers. to the dancers. to the crowd that hung there were users. I put the cigarette out and looked at the dashboard clock. I was due on stage in twenty minutes. If I didn't work tonight I would not have a place to live. I also would have to deal with being straight.
Then again, there was always Mark. I could go stay with him for a little while and get myself together as I had many other times. I let out a small sob as I thought of my brother, who I hadn't seen in well over a month. Not for lack of trying on his part. Mark had called Tommy several times looking for me and had even stopped at some of the places that I would hang around in. As much as it pained me to do so I was avoiding him. Not that Mark had not seen me messed up before because God knew he had seen me in pretty rough shape, but to find out I was working in a place like this would kill him. Bad enough he had posted bail for me three months ago when I had been arrested for soliciting a police officer in a bar.
The last time I had seen Mark we had spent the weekend together and I had made sure I had been clean a few days before I saw him. Although it was no secret about my habits I always did the best I could to look okay when I was with him. The weekend had been nice until the end when, while lying in bed, Mark brought up me going into an inpatient treatment center. That turned into an argument and I had ended up telling Mark that I was none of his fucking business and to leave me alone. I had stormed out of his apartment and had not seen him since. I did call him a couple of days later in tears and apologized to him. He had said to forget it and wanted to see me, but I needed to keep my distance until I felt as if I could handle it.
Unlike me, Mark was doing just fine for himself. Now in his last year at Suffolk, Mark already had an internship with a good firm in Providence that most likely would make him an offer when he graduated. Mark was still bartending, but at a high end country club that Alex had gotten him into. The tips were phenomenal and Mark had told me that he had met several wealthy married women that slipped him their number and who paid him to pretty much fuck the shit out of them while their husbands were away. Ironic that Mark was also selling himself but in a very different way; somehow my brother had even managed to make prostitution look good.
Mark currently had a nice two bedroom apartment in North Providence that he kept telling me I was more than welcome to share with him. I could either go into the club and get fucked up again or go to my brother and let him take care of me. I looked at my trembling hands, and quickly before I changed my mind, shut the car off and dropping the keys in my purse got out of the car. I slammed the door of Sadie's beat to hell old nova so it would stay shut and walked across the parking lot towards the rear of the building.
"Hey honey what's your hurry?"
I turned to see three college kids leaning against the corner of the club smoking. I was wearing a short denim mini skirt with a tight white t-shirt and black heels. Jack Wolf, the owner of the club as well, as the head of the notorious Devil's own biker gang, wanted us to look sexy on the way in to get the guys wanting to see more.
"C'mon over hear sweetie!" Another guy called.
I was ready to walk away when a slight breeze carried the sweet smell of marijuana over to me. Turning, I sauntered over to them, and stopping next to the one with the joint said;
"Hey sexy, don't suppose you wanna share?"
This had come out in the soft, sultry and slightly raspy voice I used when I was in the club. Sad to say however, the rasp was not intentional, but was the product of several years of chain smoking.
"Sure, honey." The kid answered as he passed me the joint.
I took a hit from it, and closing my eyes, held the smoke in my lungs as long as I could before letting it out. I went to hand it back but the kid waved me off.
"Go ahead baby take a couple."
I took another and passing it back to him thanked him.
"How about you thank me behind the building sweetie?" The kid asked with a wink.
"We got more in the car and a bottle of southern how about you party with us?"
"Oh yeah?" I asked. "With all of you?"
"Sure," One of the other kids laughed. "We can go one at a time or you can give us the group discount what do you figure?"
I stared hard at him, and resisting the urge to smack him, forced a sexy smile and leaning forward said in the kid with the joint's ear.
"Tell you what baby, you come on in and spend some money on me and my friends and I'll see about getting you some fun."
"Aww come on hon we don't have that kind of money." He grinned. "How about a student discount?"
"See you inside boys." I said, and turning, walked away from them towards the back entrance.
"Cock tease!!" One of them yelled.
I entered through the back way nodding to the bouncer who watched that door and made my way upstairs. The club itself was on the first floor and consisted of several stages spread out in four rooms and one large room that consisted of the bar and the main stage. The smaller stages in the other rooms were reserved for private parties and some of the bigger spenders. The parties were big money if you were willing to fuck the guest of honor in front of the rest of the room. I had thought in the beginning that I could have never, but two hundred dollars was a lot of money. I shuddered as I pictured myself bent over a chair being fucked by a guy due to get married in a week while his friends clapped and cheered.
I needed a fix; reaching the landing of the second floor which was a large open area with a second smaller bar, and a dozen small rooms along the corridor which were our dressing rooms. The rooms were also referred to "The fantasy rooms" and were where we would bring the guys who paid for private dances. Not that there was any dancing involved, it was for sex and sex only. As I made my way across the room, I stopped at the bar where Rick, one of the bouncers was leaning smoking a cigarette.
"Hey baby." I said giving him a kiss on the cheek. "How's my favorite guy in the club doing tonight?"
"I'm good Megan." He answered grinning. "Hard at work."
Rick was a big guy, over six feet and well over two hundred pounds, but was surprisingly soft spoken and a genuinely nice guy. All the girls liked him, as most of the bouncers were arrogant jerks. I had hooked up with Rick after a party my first week there and had fooled around with him a couple of times since. Like every bouncer there Rick also had cocaine on him, which they sold to the girls and other employees. Any coke that went to customers was sold by members of the Devil's own when they were there or the two bartenders, both of which were street dealers who didn't even get paid for their bartending work.
"Really?" I asked smiling. "Let's see."
With that I reached down and squeezed his cock through his jeans. Rick laughed but then stopped as I continued to rub back and forth. I was standing in front of him and I doubted anyone could see. Not that it would matter in this place. Last week, after hours Sadie had a fucked the bartender right on the bar while people called out bets on how quick he would get off.
"Don't tease Megan," Rick said as I felt his sizable cock growing hard under my touch. "It's going to be a long night."
"But you'll have me to look forward to." I told him.
Still rubbing with my hand I leaned into his ear and whispered;
"Hey honey how about some in advance for your favorite girl."
"I can't Megan." Rick said, and grabbing my wrist, gently pushed my hand away.
"C'mon Rick you know I'll pay you!" I winked "One way or another."
"Listen Megan, a couple of us came up a little light last week. You stiffed me a hundred and I had to put it in myself. Jack reamed our asses and told us no fronting."
"Rick the night's just started you know I'll get at least one, and as soon as they..."
"Megan I can't." Rick said simply. "If we keep giving in to you girls Jack's going to have all his devil's in here. And for the record they'll be sampling you girls all night and you know it."
I sighed and let it go. I didn't want Rick to get in trouble.
"Come see me after work and we can party some if you want." Rick said. "But I won't have my own until then."
"Okay honey." I told him forcing a smile.
I went down the hallway, and entering my room, turned on the light wishing to hell I'd been able to get something so I didn't have to be in here in my right mind. The room was small with a makeup table and chair against one wall and that god awful sweat-and worse-stained couch against the other. Walking over to the locker in the corner, I manipulated the combination lock and opened the door. Reaching up under my hair I immediately removed the locket that mom gave me years ago. There was no way I could wear that in here. Stripping down to my black thong, I reached into the locker and removed one of the outfits that were hung up in there.
I pulled on an extremely short, tight, black skirt. Then put on a shirt that was really more of a vest that was held together with lengths of chain that snapped off with the flick of a finger. Underneath the vest my small but perky tits were bare. Well bare except for the barbell piercings I had gotten a few weeks ago. One of the bouncers worked in a tattoo and piercing shop and did all the girls from the club for free. Reaching into the locker once more, I pulled out a long sheer black cape, and fastened it around my neck. I grabbed the black studded dog collar from the top shelf and after putting that on, picked up the boots from the bottom and sat down in front of the table.
After pulling on the knee high black stiletto boots I faced the mirror and began to put on my makeup. I did my eyes in heavy black eye shadow and my lips in blood red; both colors standing out against my ivory complexion. I had to use my left hand to steady my right as I applied the thick black eyeliner to prevent myself from poking my eye. Finishing, I looked sadly at myself in the mirror. My once beautiful ice blue eyes were dim and tinged with red, and my skin seemed more pasty than fair. That's okay; I thought disgustedly, it wasn't my face they were watching.
Reaching back I removed my long raven black hair from its pony tail and let it cascade down my back. I was ready to get up, then looking down at a small jewelry box on the table, sighed and reached into it. Removing a condom from it, I slipped it into the top of my left boot. Looking once again in the mirror I whispered;
"You're a whore Megan."
I closed my eyes and fought back the tears that would ruin my makeup, and after taking a deep breath stood up, and left the room. I walked past a couple of bouncers and went by one of the girls, a short petite redhead who was leading a bald, overweight guy by the hand. I winced as I went by. Technically we could say no; lie, and say we were already spoken for, and just lose out on the money. We were also told that if we were caught saying no too often we would get canned. So far I had been fortunate and had only ducked one or two. There had been a guy similar to the one I had just seen last week, but by then I'd sniffed the equivalent on an eight ball, and barely remembered letting him take me.
I had just reached the bottom of the stairs, and was going to work the floor for a few minutes before my name was called, when I heard a voice behind me.
"Goddamn girl I love that look!"
I stopped, feeling that familiar twist in my stomach, however by the time I turned around I had a huge practiced smile on my face.
"Yeah baby?" I asked softly before I had even gotten a good look at the guy. "You like bad girls?"
"Damn straight!" The guy said looking me up and down as I approached him.
It could be worse I suppose. The guy, who looked to be in his forties, was tall and thin with graying hair and rather dull brown eyes. He was dressed in a pair of decent jeans and a polo shirt. I had learned early on that the high rollers did not come in here because of the crowd and the college kids were lucky to be able to afford a few dollars around the stage. It was this type of guy, a blue collar to middle class type who had saved up some money and was looking to have a little fun.
"Yeah well that's just great baby." I whispered as I stood directly in front of him, and reaching out, ran a long red fingernail gently down his cheek. "Because this girl loves to be bad."
"I'll bet." The guy said, as holding up a five dollar bill, looked deliberately down at my barely concealed tits.
"You want a peek honey?"
Reaching up, I unsnapped the first chain, and pulling the vest open with both hands, exposed my tits to him.
"Oh look at those." The guy said softly, his voice trembling with excitement.
As he started to hand me the five, I smiled at him, and taking his hand in my right, pushed it down to where I pulled the elastic band of the skirt over so he could see the string of my thong.
"Right there honey." I told him.
I noticed that not only was his hand shaking but there was a silver wedding band on his finger. First timer no doubt about it, desperate for some fun, but afraid to get caught. In that case the club was perfect; as close to anonymous sex as you could get. He slipped the five into my thong as he stared longingly at my tits.
"Like them baby?"
"I-I love them." He said. "I like those piercings, you are a bad girl aren't you..."
"Raven baby," I said in my smoky voice. "You can call me Raven."
"Raven." He repeated in a whisper as I put my fingers on the barbells, and twisted them lightly back and forth.
"Yeah baby, and Raven loves to be a bad girl." I leaned forward, and putting my lips to his ear, gave him a playful nip on the ear lobe that made him gasp and whispered; "And I can be your bad girl baby. You and I can go right upstairs to the fantasy room and you can let this bad girl be oh so good to you."
"I.." he hesitated nervously. "We can do that?"
"Hmmm-mmm" I told him as I leaned forward and rubbed my bare tits across his chest."You go over to that bar and buy a twenty five dollar ticket then we go up and you decide how bad I'm going to be."
"Ummm... I... ohhh." He moaned, as dropping my hand down, I grabbed his cock.
"Fifty for my pretty red lips, and a hundred for my even prettier lips."
I stepped back from him and gave him a little twirl, flipping the cape and skirt up to give him a good look at my ass. When I came back to face him I asked;
"So you want to be bad with me baby?"
"Okay." He all but gasped out.
Taking his hand, I pulled his arm around my waist and took him over to the bar to get his ticket. The price of the ticket went to the club, and whatever I got upstairs was mine. Once he paid I took his hand and led him upstairs towards my room. As I passed Rick I looked longingly at him, hoping that if he saw me with someone he would call me over and give me a bag. He was busy watching another girl giving a lap dance and I let out a sigh of resignation, oh how I hated to do this without something to calm my nerves.
As we entered my room I flipped the switch that lit the bulb over the door so the bouncers knew I had someone in there. When I closed the door I glanced at the chain next to it to make sure it hadn't gotten stuck in the door. Turning to face the guy I smiled at him;
"So baby, how bad you gonna let me be?"
"I... well I only have fifty."
"Okay honey then my pretty red lips it is."
He stood there looking nervously around, and I put my hand out.
"Oh yeah sure."
Reaching into his pocket he counted out five tens and started to hand them to me. Just before I closed my hand on the money he seemed to hesitate.
"Aww c'mon baby." I said softly as I licked my tongue slowly across my upper lip. "Let me make it all better.
He handed me the money, and after I put it on the table behind me, I removed the cape and pointed towards the couch. He walked over to it and looked around.
"Do I sit or stand?"




"Whatever you want honey." I answered as I pulled my hair back into a ponytail. I could feel my own hands starting to tremble and felt sick to my stomach. How was I not used to this?
"I want to stand it's nastier that way." He said grinning like a teenager.
I walked over in front of him, and putting my hands on his shoulders, once again rubbed my tits across his shirt and shimmied my way down to my knees. Reaching out I unzipped his and pulled them and his underwear down over his hips. His cock was only semi hard and I could hear him breathing fast. He was nervous and I found myself looking at his wedding band idly wondering where his wife was.
"Its okay honey just relax." I whispered.
Taking his cock in my hand I started pumping it, quickly bringing him to a full erection. Taking a deep breath I closed my eyes, and in my mind envisioned my forest; the trees, the animals and most importantly the peace that it brought me. Leaning forward I opened my mouth and taking in just the head swirled my tongue around a couple of times before taking him all the way into my mouth. He groaned and his hips twitched. I held his cock in my mouth for a minute then, keeping my tongue pressed to his shaft, began bobbing my head, slowly at first, but then picking up speed.
The entire time I was sucking I tried to stay focused on the green trees and sanctuary of my childhood refuge. My hands were on his hips and I could already feel them starting to rock back and forth. Suddenly he pulled his cock from my mouth. I looked up at him.
"What is it baby?"
"I... it's just quick ummm can you slow up a little?"
Resisting the urge to roll my eyes I nodded, and once more taking him in my mouth, went slowly down the length of his cock. I felt his hands on my shoulders and after a few seconds they started to drift down a little before stopping.
"Can I?"
Taking his hands, I pulled them down into my vest, and onto my tits. I could feel his hands shaking as he squeezed them once then started pulling on the barbells.
"Easy baby." I whispered as I took his cock from my mouth.
I went back to sucking his cock, going slower than I had been. After all I had only been at it for a minute if that. As I continued to blow him he toyed with my nipples and I barely felt it. Normally my nipples were extremely sensitive but back here I was all but numb. I started sucking faster and could hear his breathing become heavier. I sped up a little more and he gasped;
"Oh slow down a little I...ohhh"
As he spoke I had reached up, and grabbing his balls, began to massage them. With a sudden groan that sounded like a whimper his cock went off and I let out a very soft whimper of my own as his cum flooded my mouth and went down my throat. As he came I lost the forest in my mind and simply kept my eyes closed not wanting to look at him as he came. I sucked a couple of more times until there was nothing left, and with a grimace swallowed the last of it. I quickly stood up, and grabbing a box of tissues, tried to hand them to him.
"Here honey, don't want wifey seeing that lipstick now do you?"
"That's it?" he asked.
That's probably what his wife says I thought but simply smiled and said;
"Sorry hon," I then added against my will. "Unless you want to pay me to...."
"That wasn't even five minutes!"
He had pulled his jeans up and suddenly seemed angry. Taking a couple of causal steps backwards I put myself within arm's length of the door.
"Well I'm sorry baby." I said simply. "I guess you liked my lips."
"For fifty fucking dollars you could have at least teased me you little slut!"
"Hey I'm not your wife hon." I told him getting angry myself. I knew damn well I was a slut and didn't need any reminders from a two timing rat. "You want foreplay try staying home."
"Well I want some of my money back I..."
Before he could finish I reached out and pulled the chain. A bell rang, and within seconds the door flew open and Keith the head bouncer came in.
"Hey, you alright Megan?"
I nodded feeling a surge of mixed emotions go through me. I was glad to have someone come in but Keith of all people. Keith was the older brother of Carson, the drug dealer who several years ago along with two of his thugs was going to rape me over money I owed them. Mark had not only beaten all three of them but knocked Carson's teeth out with the handle of a knife and sent them to Keith. Keith had decided to let it go back then rather than test my brother but since then had spent the last few years talking about how much he hated Mark. Since I had been working there he busted my balls constantly. But at the moment he was here to protect me.
"You have a problem with my girl?" he demanded.
The guy stood there nervously trying to find his voice and I didn't blame him. Keith was around six feet and although not huge was heavily muscled and, much like my brother back in the day, had an aura of pure mayhem about him. Keith had electric blue eyes which at the moment were shining brightly and I had no doubt he had already been sampling his own merchandise.
"I asked you a question." Keith repeated.
Keith was wearing a tank top exposing the huge tattoos that covered his powerful biceps. One was a huge red dragon and the other the crest of the USMC. Keith was an accomplished martial artist who, like my brother, had once competed nationally only to be disqualified for drug use.
"I don't think I got my money's worth." The guy finally got out.
"Megan did you take care of him?" Keith asked his eyes never leaving the man's face.
"I did, he seems to think it's my fault he's quick." I replied.
"Oh? Well first off friend I don't blame you. Raven here does have the hottest mouth in the club." At that he turned and gave me a nasty wink. "But it's not her fault you're a two pump chump, next time jerk off first." He nodded towards the door. "Now get the fuck out of here. I don't need anyone giving my girls shit."
"Umm yes sir." The guy stammered nervously.
"And I don't mean this room I mean out of the damn club. I see your dumb ass around here again I'll break your arms got it?"
The guy nodded and all but ran from the room. Keith watched him, then laughing, turned to face me. Keith did remind me very much of my brother, same build, same attitude and also damn good looking. Keith had blonde hair to go along with those deep blue eyes that most girls swooned for. Never mind his body, and throw in the fact that he could get his hands on as much blow as possible, Keith never had a problem scoring.
"You cool Megan?" he asked.
"I'm fine Keith thank you." I said quietly.
"Hey that's what I'm here for." He said grinning. "Gotta take care of my girls no?"
With that Keith reached out and gave my right tit a quick squeeze. I slapped at his hand, but he was too fast, pulling it back before I could hit him.
"So when you gonna take care of me?".
"When hell freezes over." I told him as I closed my vest back up.
"Oh for Christ's sakes Megan, I'm like the only guy here you haven't fucked."
"That's not true." I said although there had been a few.
"Well hey let's break the ice," He smirked. "I'll hook you up Megan; you can keep your money and fly high all night. All you gotta do is give me a shot at that pretty little body of yours."
I stared at him for a minute and found thinking about it. An entire night of coke and I could have all my money! I could...
"No." I said disgusted that I had even been considering it.
Keith laughed.
"That's okay, I really only want to fuck you because your Mark's sister." He shrugged. "Tell you what Megan you make my day every time I see you here. Bad ass Mark Phillips Mr. law school and here's his big sis sucking cock in my club. Love it."
"Your club?" I asked, forcing myself not to look weak in front of him. "You buy it from Jack? He know you say it's your club?"
"Watch your mouth Megan." Keith said seriously. "Or I'll be watching it in the back and you won't have a choice."
"My brother would kill you." I said staring him in the eye. "And you know it."
"Your brother's been a broke dick since that fucking trial. Shot his wad after he almost killed that guy. He's an Ivy league pussy now, hangs around with the snobs." Keith snorted. "Doesn't matter, I don't want your skanky ass anyways."
Keith walked out of the room, and started to close the door, but Julie, another dancer popped her head in and said;
"You're up in five Megan."
I nodded and when she closed the door I grabbed a bottle of mouth wash from the table and after swishing some around spit it out disgustedly into the trash basket. I put the cape back on and leaving the room went over to the bar where Rick was still sitting.
"You okay?" he asked.
"I will be soon." I told him as I handed him the fifty.
Rick reached into his pocket and handed me a gram bag. I quickly went back into my room and removing a compact put it on the table. Pouring the coke out I took a small razor blade from off the table and with my hands shaking slowly cut it into lines. Taking a five from my purse I rolled it up tightly and without hesitation sniffed up the first line. I closed my eyes as my nose burned but my body began to react to that oh so sweet tingle. I quickly did a second line.
When I had first started a line would have me flying for a long time now however a bag was one hit for me. I looked at the remaining two lines and told myself to scrape it back into the bag. I would need more tonight and I needed to go home with money. Oh the hell with it I thought. The night was young and I would make plenty of money! Matter of fact I could already feel a hell of a show coming on. I smiled and did the last two lines in rapid succession.
"Oh goddamn!!" I exclaimed as I threw my head back and reveled in the sensation of the coke racing through my veins.
Picking up the mirror I licked my finger and wiping up the last of the coke put it in my mouth and greedily sucked on it. I tossed the mirror down and looking at myself in the mirror said;
"Showtime Raven!" Laughing, I spun in a quick circle and as I came around threw my arms in the air and let out another loud laugh.
Leaving the room, I all but skipped down the hallway, and by the time I reached the bottom of the stairs I felt as if I were going to explode. As I was passing the DJ he yelled over to me.
"They have a birthday boy out there honey they're going to put him up for a dance." He winked and said; "If they offer go for it!"
"Oh they'll offer!" I called out.
I approached the back of the stage and saw Simone, a tall black girl wearing just a red thong walking off the stage.
"Hey stick around if you want to make a few extra dollars." I called out to her.
Simone looked over at me and smiling sat down at the back of the stage. I got to the bottom of the stairs that led up to the stage and awaited my cue. A moment later I heard the DJ call out that The Wolves Den was proud to present their newest and hottest dancer; the dark and beautiful Raven! Right after my name was called Motley Crue's Girls, Girls, Girls began blasting through the speakers. I stepped up onto the stage and after taking a quick strut around and eyeing the crowd turned towards the center of the stage, and taking a couple of running steps, threw myself onto the pole. Grabbing it, I spun myself easily around, kicking my legs up in the air and letting my head drop so that after one spin I was upside down.
Letting my legs hit the floor I stood up, and holding the pole with one hand, let myself lazily spin around it a couple of times. Spinning away from the pole I gyrated over to the side of the stage where a couple of kids were waving dollars at me. Putting my back to them I bent over backwards, putting my head in one of their laps, and allowing them to shove a couple of dollars down into my vest. Sitting up, I playfully shook my hair in their faces, before prancing away. Hitting the middle of the stage again I went into a wild spin throwing my head back and letting both my cape and my long hair fly about.
Reaching up I flipped the clasp of the cape so that it sailed off me and landed on one of the guys over to the right of me.
"Over hear baby!"
Looking over I saw two guys waving bills. I spun myself over that way, and putting my back, to them reached around and unzipped my skirt part way. Leaning back I shook my ass, and getting my meaning, one of the guys reached out, and grabbing the edges of the skirt, pulled it down as I shimmied back and forth helping him work it off my hips.
I stepped out of it and dropping to my knees slowly ground my hips in a circular motion in his face.
"Damn that's a hot ass!" The guy exclaimed as he slid a couple of dollars into my thong.
Rolling over into a sitting position I smiled, and stretching my leg out, put it on his friends shoulder. The guy laughed and started to put a dollar into my thong. As he did I grabbed my thong at the crotch and held it. The guy looked at me then grinning dropped the one and pulled out a five. As he slipped it into the string at my hip I pulled my thong to the side showing him my smooth pink pussy.
"Oh damn." He whispered.
I pushed myself up on my elbows, shoving my pussy right up to his face, and pumped my hips a couple of times. I rolled over onto my hands and knees and very slowly crawled over to three college kids whose eyes were all but bugging out of their heads as I came over to them on all fours. When I reached the edge of the stage I rolled over onto my back on the ledge and stretched so that I was laid out in front of all three of them. I put my hands up over my head and started slowly thrusting my hips up and down. One of the kids leaned over and slid a dollar into my shirt. Before he could move away, I grabbed the back of his head and pulled him down into a quick kiss.
He pulled his head back and turned beet red as his friends laughed at him. I stood up on the ledge in front of the other two, and once again grabbed at my thong. They each came up with a five and I pulled the thong to the side and stood there letting them take in my pussy at face level. Grabbing them each by their hair I took turns quickly shoving their faces between my legs. I spun away from them laughing at the looks on their faces. I felt absolutely electric! I could do this all night and who cared what these assholes thought? They were the ones pathetic enough to pay for it!
"Whoa!" The Dj yelled over the mic "Raven we have a birthday boy here who needs some attention.
I turned around to see one of the bouncers putting a chair up on the stage. Two guys hopped up all but dragging a third, who could have barely been twenty up onto the stage. As I slowly approached, swinging my hips, and swaying to the music, which had turned into Ted Nugents Stranglehold, one of the guys held out a couple of twenties. From a standing position I put my foot up onto his shoulder getting a cheer from the crowd. I grabbed his hand, and put it up on my bare upper thigh. He caressed my thigh then slowly slid his hand down the length of my leg and slipped the twenties into the edge of my boot. The two hopped off the stage and leaning over the to the young guy in the chair I whispered;
"No worries baby just have fun."
Stepping back I spun, bringing my left leg up and around over his head. I immediately stepped forward so I was straddling his legs and sat in his lap. After wiggling around for a minute I let myself bend backwards until my hands touched the floor. I then swung my legs up so that they were up on his shoulders and my pussy inches from his face. Moving quickly I wrapped my legs around his head and pulled his face into my crotch as I started to wildly buck my hips. As I was in that position I saw Simone watching and called her name. Still dressed in just her red thong and heels, her large tits with their perfect chocolate colored nipples swaying, Simone slowly sauntered over to us.
Leaning over me Simone, reached out, and slipping my thong to the side, slipped her fingers into my pussy inches from the guys face.
"Holy shit!" Someone called out and several bills landed around us.
With Simone still holding my thong to the side I shoved my pussy into the kids face and to the cheers of the guys ground it into his face. Before he could react Simone grabbed the back of his head and held it in place while the guys all laughed. I let out a startled yelp as I felt the guys tongue thrust into my pussy and there was another cheer. I stayed like that for a minute letting him get in a few licks that now that I was feeling better, admittedly felt pretty damn good.
'Ohhh and I thought it was your birthday!" I called out to get them going
I dropped my legs to the floor, and reached up to Simone, who grabbing my hand, pulled me back into a sitting position on his lap.
As the music continued to blare, and I started grinding my hips in a circular motion, I could feel his cock pressing into me through his jeans. I s raised my arms over my head and stepping behind me Simone slowly, one at a time, began to undo the chains that held my vest together. When she got to the last one she hesitated and when more bills hit the stage she whipped the vest off of me. The guys cheered as I leaned forward and shoved my right tit into the guy's mouth. The cheers grew louder, as coming around to the side, Simone fastened her lips to my other nipple. I let out a moan and as I watched Simone's dark lips around my ivory tit felt myself getting wet.
I started grinding faster onto the guys lap and he began moaning around my nipple. I started bucking even harder and he began gasping. Simone stepped behind me, and taking my cue I leaned all the way back, holding myself up by holding onto his arms. Simone instantly swung one of her long dark legs over my head and stood there straddling my face. The guys instantly tossed money onto the stage, and a loud cheer went up as Simone pulled her thong to the side with one hand while spreading her pussy open. I immediately plunged my tongue into her hot pink pussy and after a couple of thrusts slid it up to swirl around her clit.
Simone moaned loudly and so did I as I took in the sweet taste and musky scent. The guy was grinding his hips into mine and I could hear him moaning. Someone in the audience started calling for me to get him off and several others began to clap. Sitting up quickly I glanced over at the DJ who looked over at Bill who ran the floor. Bill looked around the room then held up all the fingers of both hands.
"A hundred!" the dj called out.
A rain of bills hit the stage and I looked down to see several tens, and nodding at Simone, I stood up. Quickly reaching down, Simone, with a practiced ease, unzipped his pants and pulled his cock out. I reached into the edge of my boot, and removing a condom, passed it to Simone. Slipping it out of the wrapper, Simone popped it in her mouth, and sticking her head between my legs slipped it over the guys cock. As Simone bobbed her head several times I shoved my tit into the guys mouth and as she continued to suck I saw his eyes roll back into his head. He was already almost there. Easy money.
Simone pulled her head away and held his cock up for me. I hesitated for a moment then after wiggling my hips teasingly, dropped down impaling myself on his cock. I let out a loud exaggerated moan and the guys all cheered wildly. I pulled my legs up so that I was kneeling on his legs and began bouncing up and down as hard as I could. The guy was gasping and moaning and I could already feel him getting close. Simone reached around and started playing with my nipples. I slowed up a little to let the guy enjoy his money a little bit more and admittedly to allow Simone's long red fingernails more time to tease my now very sensitive nipples. Simone gave them a light pinch and I let out a yelp that got another loud reaction from the crowd. I lifted myself all the way off of his cock and lowering myself stopped about halfway down.



Taking her cue Simone reached down and grabbing his cock started to jerk him off with one hand while rubbing his balls. He let out a loud gasp and after Simone removed her hand I started slamming myself up and down on him as hard as I could. With a loud cry, that got a huge laugh from some of the guys, I felt the guy start to cum. I continued to fuck him as he gasped and moaned, and then began gently grinding back and forth on his lap until after on last gasp he asked me to stop.
Leaning forward I gave him a kiss.
"Happy birthday baby." I whispered in his ear.
I eased myself off of him, and after taking a bow, Simone and I picked up all of the money and left the stage to a standing ovation.
"Damn" Simone said laughing. "What did that take one we started five minutes?"
"Longer than the creep I was with earlier." I said as I started to count the money already noticing that I had enough for another visit to Rick. I turned as I heard Billy behind us.
"Twenty five from each of you for the house."
I rolled my eyes and handed him fifty dollars. Simone took fifty which left me with a close to a hundred and fifty. Before she walked away Simone smiled and asked if I wanted to come by her place later and play. I told her sure why not? The club had been turning me off to men in general and I had been enjoying the company of women quite often these days. I went back onto the stage to grab my clothes, then after getting dressed immediately went to find Rick and get another gram. All that dancing had burned off a lot of my rush and it was going to be such a good night I wouldn't have to worry about the money.
Three hours later the night wasn't so good. There was a decent crowd but no one was spending. I'd spent the hundred and fifty with Rick and now only had about twenty five on me. Worse than that was I had already crashed again making me wonder how good the stuff Jack was selling these days really was. There was only three hours left to my shift and I needed to get the damn rent money. I heard my name called to go up on one of the small stages in the other room and I quickly went over there hoping that maybe I could get enough money to get through the night.
There were only a few people around the stage and they seemed barely interested as I slowly stripped to an old slow dance mix. I worked one side of the stage which was all college kids and got a few dollars. I strutted over to the other side where there were three guys in suits and felt my hopes rise. They looked like they were the type to pay for some fun. I sat down in front of one who was holding out a ten and after putting my legs on his shoulders showed him my pussy.
"Very nice." He said smiling.
"Yeah baby?" I asked." You like my pretty little pussy."
"I do." He nodded.
"Yeah well this pretty little pussy could be all yours baby." I told him.
"Oh yeah?"
"That's right baby, just me and you upstairs you can have this pussy all to yourself."
"And everything that the guys before me had too I'll bet." The guy said smirking. "Sorry hon I'm not one for sloppy seconds."
As he and his friends laughed I turned away so they couldn't see me blush and walked off the stage. I picked up my clothes, and after slipping them back on in the bathroom, sat in the stall and cried. Not just over that remark but I couldn't believe I had fucked a guy on stage like that. Everything just seemed so right when I was feeling good. Afterwards though... I stood up and after wiping at my eyes, went back out onto the floor. I was getting ready to go work one of the rooms when Janice, another dancer who was the acting hostess tonight, came over to me.
"Hey Megan. I have one for you!"
"Where?" I asked looking around.
"He's up in your room."
"My room?"
"Yeah he asked for you by name and bought his ticket. Said you looked hot and he couldn't wait."
"Well that's great Janice but I like to at least see them." Even as I said that I thought; who are you kidding you slut you're desperate.
"Trust me Megan, I have no idea why this guy is here because I doubt he'd ever have to pay for it."
"Yeah?"
"Shit Megan, if I wasn't working the damn door I'd have hopped him myself. He looks like women should pay him."
"Okay." I said and started to head upstairs.
I was already playing the game of; I could get one more hit then try to get the rent money when I heard a commotion near the front. I turned and felt my stomach twist. Jack Wolf had come in and had at least eight of the Devils own with him. None of the girls liked to see them coming. More often than not they would fuck the girls and leave without paying. Jack would usually make good for them but not all the time. The worse thing was that they were at times extremely rough and a couple of times more than one of them would fuck the same girl pushing them into threesomes and once made a girl run a train.
The bouncers were afraid of them and did nothing. Most of the bouncers were like Rick, just big guys who could throw some weight around but these guys were dangerous, most of them ex cons and the type to fight at the drop of a hat. I let out a long shuddering breath and started to head upstairs. Normally they were only here on the weekends, which was why I only did weeknights the money was better on the weekends but I would not chance these guys. I obviously had gotten over a lot of my sex hang-ups but I was either stoned or in control. The thought of being taken by one of those animals made me shake. I would take care of the guy waiting for me and maybe lay low. Screw the rent I was not about to get gang banged.
I had just made the stairs when I heard my name called. I turned and froze like a dear in headlights as I saw Jack Wolf coming over to me with one of his guys. I stood there as they approached hoping I didn't look nervous.
"Hey Hawk," Wolf was saying to the other guy. "This is Raven, the girl I told you about."
Wolf was in his sixties but still a big ruggedly built guy with studs in both ears and a long grey pony tail. Wolf had been in gangs since he was a teenager and was one of the most feared dealers in the state. Mark had once told me that Wolf and Mitch had ridden together years ago and that Wolf was a crazy bastard even by biker standards. Several years ago Wolf had approached Mark about being his head bouncer and my brother had declined because of the drugs. Wolf had hired Keith instead. Wolf made a fortune at the club because he himself did no drugs of any kind and didn't even sleep with any of the girls the club was pure business to him. His cronies on the other hand...
The man with Wolf was shorter and looked to be in his forties. He was broad shouldered and dirty looking. That last thought was confirmed, when I could smell him before he reached me.
"Shit Jack she is hot!" Hawk smiled at me and I saw he was missing a couple of teeth. "Hey honey Jack said you and me are going to have some fun!"
"Ummm... well yeah sure." I said already feeling my legs start to tremble.
"There you go Raven!" Wolf said. "That's what I want to hear." He smiled. "Now you guys go and..."
"Um I have somebody waiting." I said quickly.
"Well screw that!" Hawk snapped. "She's mine."
Oh god I thought, but Wolf answered;
"Calm down, business is business if she has someone then she'll take care of that first." He put his hand on Hawk's shoulder. "Besides those guys get fucking quickies Raven is going to really take good care of you aren't you baby?"
"I..."
As I started to speak Wolf reached out and held a white packet in front of me. Shit, that had to be at least three grams!
"Gonna show Hawk why you're my best girl right Raven?"
"Of course. Mr. Wolf." I said taking the packet with trembling fingers.
Damn there was enough here to make me completely numb. Still what if it turned into more than just Hawk? The girl they ran a train on had been given a hundred dollars and an eight ball but six guys had fucked her so hard she didn't come back to work for a week. Maybe I could slip out the back. Take the coke and screw stay with Mark. No they would find me and even my brother couldn't handle these guys.
"Well go take care of your customer and hurry back." Wolf said.
I nodded and started to turn, but catching me by the arm Wolf said.
"Hey Raven turn around."
I nervously did as he said. Wolf moved my cape to the side and I felt his finger touch the Baphomet tattoo I had on the small of my back.
"See why I like her Hawk?"
"There you go she's one of us!" Hawk laughed as he tapped the emblem stitched into his vest. The emblem was a small Baphomet with Devils Own over it. "Hey Wolf does that mean we can initiate her?"
Wolf laughed then sent a chill down my spine as he said;
"I don't think so Hawk I need her to be able to use her pussy, can't get her all stretched out now can we?"
I turned and hurriedly walked away from them. I went upstairs wondering what the hell I could do. There was no way out of the second floor. Wolf had nailed the windows shut and removed the fire escape so no one could slip out with drugs or money. I entered the bathroom and going back into the stall opened the packet and pouring a little out snorted it right off the edge of my hand. As I sat there letting the drug take hold I figured I would take care of whoever was waiting then maybe try to slip out unnoticed. Looking down I poured a little more into my hand and snorted. I gasped as I could feel my heart pounding in my chest. I sat there on the toilet taking deep breaths while my heart slowed down, and finally sealing the bag, and slipping it into the top of my boot, left the bathroom and went down to my room which had the bulb lit over it.
Taking a deep breath, I walked in to find the small light on the table turned towards the wall leaving half the room in darkness. Standing in front of the couch, his back to me stood a well dressed man wearing a wine colored dress shirt and black slacks,. High end for this place I thought. The figure was standing in the shadows and had not turned around yet. Closing the door behind me I said softly;
"Hey baby I'm Raven. I heard you were looking for me."
"Oh I've been looking for you alright!" An all too familiar voice said.
"Mark." I said softly.
"In the flesh." My brother said turning around to face me and stepping out of the shadows. "Why hello there Raven!" he exclaimed.
As Mark stepped up to me I couldn't help but notice the difference between us. My brother had never looked better. Mark's thick black hair was gelled and brushed back and he was deeply tanned. Mark was clean shaven which he was most of the time these days showing off his smooth flawless features. The shirt he was wearing was an Armani and had probably cost him close to a hundred dollars and I had no doubt that the black slacks he was wearing were just as expensive. When Mark stopped just in front of me he raised his hands in a here I am gesture and I noticed he was wearing the black Movado watch Alex had given him for his PC graduation.
More than his looks and dress however, was the aura of confidence that emanated from him. Standing in front of me, my brother screamed success, and here I was strung out in the back room of the sleaziest strip club in town. Mark reached out, and taking my chin in his hand, tilted my face up to look into his.
"What no kiss hello for your little brother?" he smirked. "Or do I have to pay for that?"
As Mark spoke I caught the smell of Jack Daniels and looking into his beautiful golden green eyes saw that they were glazed over. My brother was drunk.
"What the hell are you doing here Mark?" I asked.
I tried to back away but the room was small and I felt my ass hit the makeup table.
"Me?" Mark asked his eyes widening. "I think the question is what the fuck are you doing here?"
"You're drunk Mark." I said as calmly as possible.
If it hadn't been for the coke, Mark catching me here would have had me in tears immediately, as it was I felt totally humiliated but couldn't let him stay here. Keith was out there somewhere. I let out a surprised yelp as reaching out quickly Mark grabbed my chin again and held it as he stared into my eyes.
"And you're fucking high." He snorted disgustedly and roughly shoved my face away from his.
Turning away from me, Mark looked around, and shaking his head began to speak;
"What am I doing here? Know why I'm here? Because a little birdie told me my sister was whoring herself at a strip club!"
"Mark you have..."
"Shut up Megan!" Mark snapped.
As he spoke Mark turned to look at me and I felt a sinking feeling in my stomach as I saw that his eyes had grown noticeably darker.
"Guess who that birdie was sis?"
Before I could answer Mark laughed harshly and started speaking again;
"It was fucking Alex! A few nights ago a couple of his high rollers said they wanted some fun, but wanted to go slumming." Mark extended his hands "Can't get skankier than Wolves Den right?"
"Well Alex brings them here and they're watching some girl and Alex gets up to get drinks and lo and behold who does he see dancing on the next stage?"
Mark shook his head disgustedly.
"Not just dancing but down to the thong and grinding on some guy old enough to be your fucking father! So Alex has the decency to be embarrassed for you and goes and gets his guys to leave so that you wouldn't see him and get freaked out."
Mark stopped and with a sigh rubbed at his eyes.
"More than that he got them out of there before you got to the stage because one of the guys was waiting to see if there were any goth girls in the club."
"Mark I...I'm sorry it's..."
"Sorry. Do you have any idea how fucking humiliating that was Megan? For Alex of all people to see you here?"
"Oh poor you!" I snapped angrily. "Oh God forbid your stuck up friend finds out about your big sister. God forbid he finds out about your dirty little secret! So sorry you're ashamed of me!"
"You should be ashamed of yourself!" Mark snapped back. "What the fuck is wrong with you Megan? Why are you here?"
"Because I need to live Mark I need to pay rent and ..."
"Oh bullshit! You need fucking drugs is what you need! Tommy going straight was the worst thing that could happen to you, no more free rides." Mark tossed his hands up in the air. "Now you charge for rides to get your fix!"
"I mean Megan you're not just fucking stripping your fucking..." he stopped and the anger seemed to leave his face and I saw pain in his eyes. "You're selling yourself Megan, your... hooking."
I put my head down and despite my prior rush could feel the tears building.
"You think I like it Mark?" I asked softly. "Think I like being with these guys? I just I need what I need."
"You need help Megan," Mark said quietly.
Stepping forward he put his hands on my shoulders.
"All you need to do is stop sis. Tommy was letting you live there with him. You didn't need money. I've told you to come stay with me. Hell sis there's a really good clinic at Miriam! Alex knows someone on the board you can get in for free I..."
"It's not that easy Mark!" I said pulling away from him. "They can help with the coke they can help with the booze but if I don't have those I... I feel..." I closed my eyes and said;
"They can't take away the pain, all the pain I've caused, all the things I've been though the nightmares they can't stop it Mark!" I looked up at him. "But when I'm high it's all okay and ..."
"And when you're not?"
"That's why I need to have it Mark. I can't stop I..."
"Bullshit!!" Mark snarled at me suddenly. "You can stop Megan you can! You have people who will help! You just don't fucking want to!" He gestured at the room. "You like this sis? Is that it? Maybe you get off on being a sleazy fucking whore that's what it seems like. So is that it Megan? You like people calling you easy bake?"
"Don't call me that!" I snapped and without realizing I was going to do it I swung at his face.
Mark caught my hand in his and pushed it away.
"Then don't fucking act like it! Christ Megan you know the shit I hear about you? You know what that does to me?"
"Back to poor you." I hissed angrily at him. "Poor hotshot Mark has a skeleton in his closet. His slutty cokehead sister is a royal fuck up just to make him look bad in front of his rich friends."
"I am not..."
"Not what Mark?" I asked pointing my finger into his chest. "Not a snob? Look in the mirror little brother, Christ you even dress like Alex. And as for hooking, how much do those snotty bitches slip you after you fuck them Mark?"
"That's..."
"Different Mark? Why because it's in a nice hotel room instead of a nasty couch? Got news for you Mark, know why they fuck you?" I smirked at him. "Because they like to go slumming little brother, those high class bitches want to tell their friends they fucked a dirty little street rat!"
"I am not a..."
"No Mark?" I asked. "To them you are. So do you dress pretty for them Mark? Or do they like you in jeans and a tank top so all your bad boy tats are showing? Bet they love you fucking them from behind don't they, love getting it real good from some young punk who thinks they actually want him because he's smart and knows how to dress. You're as big a whore as I am."
Mark looked away from me as I pressed on;
"Know what your problem is Mark? Standing here in your expensive shirt and that fucking fancy watch? You think you're better than me Mark. You and I used to share the same pain and said we would always be there for each other, but your too good for me now aren't you?" I made a disgusted sound.
"You'd rather pretend life never happened." I shook my head. You little brother, have forgotten where you came from."
"Fuck you Megan!!" Mark yelled, and getting right up to my face began to talk in a low voice.
"I forgot where I came from? No Megan that's you! Know what Megan, did you go through hell with Frank? Of course you did and I feel for you sis! It breaks my heart you were hurt like that but how long was it sis? Two years?"
Stepping back pointed his finger in my face.
"By eleven you were in a nice house in a nice bed with clothes and toys and two people who tucked you in and said they loved you! You had a mom and dad!" Mark shook his head and as he continued his voice started to break with emotion;
"Know what I was getting at eleven? Beaten every day. At twelve? Same thing! Five fucking years Megan! Know what I had for clothes? Whatever Max's wife could get from the Salvation Army, know what I had for toys? Whatever the kids next door threw away! Know what I ate? Half the time nothing!"
"And that's why I dress like this, because I can! That's why I have nice things! Because I can and I will never go back to that again! I'm not better than you but I am proud of what I have because it's mine!"
Mark stopped speaking and stood there with his chest heaving. I stepped towards him and went to put my hands on his shoulders to calm him down. I was upset I had gotten him upset but also needed him to stay quiet I couldn't have anyone coming in here. As I approached him Mark looked up at me and I gave him a small smile and said softly;
"It's okay Mark I'm sorry I didn't mean to..."
I stopped in mid sentence as Mark's expression hardened and his eyes went black. As I watched, my stomach twisting I saw Mark cock his head slightly to the side.
"Oh my god Mark," I said. "You're not taking your pills are you?"
"What do you fucking care?" Mark snapped. "You're the one who forgot about me sis. You're the one that doesn't call me and hides from me. You're the one who doesn't let me in! So don't act like you give a fuck about anything but your next hit!"
"Mark please calm down. Where are your pills? You need..."
"You're fucking weak Megan!" Mark snapped. "Doug and Denise saved you gave you everything and you can't handle it! Think you are the only tragic fucking tale out there? No you're not but you're the only one I know that uses it as an excuse to be a drugged up, burnt out fucking whore!"



"Mark please stop yelling! If the bouncers come in they..."
"They'll nothing!" Mark snapped. "They're scared shitless of me!"
Mark suddenly took a deep breath, and after letting it out, gave me that nasty smirk that several years ago I had learned was not entirely his.
"Well you know the old expression, if it walks, talks and quacks like a duck it must be a fucking duck right?"
Drunk and off his medication. How the hell was I going to get him out of here? Mark was a fight waiting to happen in this state, and in this club he could get in a lot of trouble. I suddenly remembered Hawk down there waiting for me. As my mind spun I stalled asking;
"What the hell are you talking about?"
"Why you of course." Mark said smiling pleasantly as if he were suddenly happy about something.
"Umm, yeah okay Mark. Listen you're right and I need to get my shit together. Why don't you go and I'll call you when I get off in a couple of hours and we'll go back to your place and talk about me getting help and you talking your pills okay?"
"Nope," Mark said shaking his head. "I'm not going anywhere until I get what I paid for."
As he said that Mark began to unbutton his shirt.
"What are you..." I asked.
"I paid twenty five dollars to come up here and get laid by Raven, the hottest little slut in the club!"
"No Mark, no." I said putting my hands up.
"Hey look Raven I know how it works." Mark finished unbuttoning his shirt and slipping it off tossed it onto the chair next to me. "I know I have to pay you."
Reaching into his pocket Mark removed a wad of cash.
"So what is it, like a hundred?"
"Mark, we are not having sex here." I said trying to sound strong.
Mark frowned;
"Jeez what's the matter Raven am I not your type? The snotty rich women like what they see."
Mark spread his arms wide and I stared at his well muscled chest and chiseled stomach. As Mark brought his arms down he gave them a playful flex causing his biceps to bulge underneath his enormous tattoos.
"Mark you have to go."
"Not until I get what I paid for." Mark said stepping towards me.
I took a step back and Mark smiled coldly.
"Going to ring the bell sis? Go ahead; don't think I know who works here?" He reached out past me and touched the chain. "Maybe I'll ring it."
"Little brother..."
"I'll ring it and tell the bouncer that Raven is not doing her job."
"Mark please."
"Do your fucking job whore!"
Reaching out Mark grabbed the sides of my vest and with a savage yank tore it open sending the chains flying. I stepped away from him and tried to put my hands over my tits. I cried out as Mark swung his hands down and out, slapping my arms away.
"Oh what? You can show all those assholes your pretty little tits but your brother can't see them?"
I took a quick step to the side to put a little room between us. I was only dressed in the thong and boots and with a feeling of sadness realized that, for the first time, I was ashamed to be naked in front of my brother. I felt my knees hit the back of the couch and in an instant a series of images flooded my mind; visions of me on that couch, bent over, on my back, or on top of different men fucking them, sucking them. Feeling my eyes fill up with tears I put my hands up to Mark who had just undone his belt and slipped it out of his pants.
"Please Mark not here. Please."
"Oh? Would you rather fuck me on stage?" Mark grinned and snapped his fingers. "Hey how much would they pay to see a live incest show?"
Faster than I could react to, Mark's hands flew out and grabbing the barbells in my nipples gave them a hard twist. I cried out and Mark smiled;
"Damn I love these things!"
Letting go of the barbells Mark started to fondle my tits.
"Hmm tell you what Raven most of the girls out there are bigger but yours really are perfect."
I felt tears begin to flow down my cheeks and whispered;
"Oh Mark please don't make me do this here. Not with you, please."
Mark continued to play with my tits going back to the barbells but twisting them gently this time. I stood there with my hands by my side and turned my head so I couldn't see myself in the mirror.
"So do I get to suck on them Raven? I forget how this works I usually don't go with whores."
"Oh baby please no..." This time I sobbed and Mark looked up at my face,
Leaning forward he wrapped his arms around my shoulders and pulled me into his chest.
"It's okay sis." Mark said softly. "See I understand how it is. You have to do this. You need money so no worries I'm not looking for a family discount, I'll just pay like everybody else."
I sobbed into Mark's ear and pulling away from me he continued speaking;
"But that means I get to treat you like everyone else does."
With a sudden shove Mark pushed me down onto the couch, before I could move his hand blurred past my face and caught a handful of my hair. Holding it so tightly it hurt Mark unzipped his pants with his other hand and pulled out his cock. Mark was rock hard and stepping forward he whipped his cock across my face hard enough to make a slapping sound.
"Let's go Raven, it's time to do what you do best!"
"No!" I pleaded and trying to push against his stomach.
"What's the matter Raven your mouth tired? You suck too many tonight? Hey, always room for one more right?"
Mark slapped my hand away and grabbing my nipple twisted the barbell hard enough to make me cry out. As soon as my mouth opened Mark thrust his hips and shoved his cock into my mouth. I tried to pull back but Mark was still holding my hair and shoved me forward forcing me to take more of his huge cock down my throat. I held Mark's cock there unmoving tears of humiliation streaming down my cheeks.
"See I wasn't going to let you blow me, but I saw the mouthwash so I figured you were a clean little whore so why not?"
I sobbed around Mark's cock and looked up at him with tear filled eyes.
"Oh for Christ's sake it's not that bad just treat me like any other John and suck me off."
I remained still and Mark gave my nipple another savage twist.
"I said do your fucking job! Do what you said you have to do slut!"
Stifling another sob I started bobbing my head up and down my brother's huge dick. Closing my eyes, I tried to see my forest but couldn't envision anything other than sitting on the sweat soaked cum stained couch while I blew my brother who was treating me like the whore that I was. I started taking Mark deeper into my mouth but was still sucking slowly hoping that maybe if he saw how upset I was that maybe he would snap out of it.
"Oh for Christ's sake!" Mark snapped. "Show some pride in your work."
Grabbing my head with both hands Mark started slamming his cock in and out of my mouth. I gasped and opened wide trying not to gag as my throat was force fed over ten inches of hard dripping cock. Reaching down I grabbed his balls and started rubbing them hoping that maybe in his excited state I could get him off quick and calm him down.
"There you go Raven!" Mark whispered. "You show me why your Jack's best girl!"
I opened wider and tilted my head back slightly so that Mark couldn't go as deeply.
"Not very nice Raven."
Stepping back, Mark let go of my hair and reaching down, grabbed my ankles and pulled my legs out. I yelped in pain as I fell off the couch and landed hard on my ass. Mark immediately forced his cock into my mouth again and started fucking my face even harder than before. At this point I gave in, and putting my hands on his hips, started moving my head back and forth in rhythm with his thrusts.
"Ohhh there you go," Mark moaned softly. "That guy out there was right; you do have the hottest mouth in the club!"
Ignoring him as best I could I started sucking even harder and once again grabbed and massaged his balls. As Mark fucked my mouth I thought of what was waiting for me after this. Hawk, he might be even rougher than this and what if he wanted to fuck me in... I desperately pushed that terrifying thought out of my mind and focused on sucking my brother's throbbing cock. Mark was breathing harder and I hoped to hell he would cum soon. Once he came he was always better. Suddenly Mark stepped back his cock popping out of my mouth with a wet slurping sound.
"As good as that felt I know I only get to cum once and I can't leave without getting a piece of that hot little pussy that you've been flashing out there now can I?"
Looking up at him with tears and make up running down my face I forced myself too say;
"W...whatever you want b...baby."
"That's what I want to hear!" Mark exclaimed.
Reaching down, he grabbed my arms and hauled me up to my feet. Still holding my arms he dipped his head and started sucking on my left nipple. I wrapped my arm around his neck holding his face to it and let out a moan that I hoped sounded real. I made the mistake of looking up and seeing our reflection and quickly closed my eyes again. Mark took his hands from my shoulders. His left found my other nipple and his right slid down my stomach and into my thong where he pushed two fingers into my pussy.
"Hmm still tight." Mark muttered around my nipple. "I'm surprised with all the use it's been getting."
I held back another sob and concentrated on Mark's tongue and fingers; trying to will it to feel good. I reached down, and grabbing Mark's thick cock started to pump it. Mark moaned around my nipple and I sped my hand up. Mark's thumb found my clit and the soft moan that escaped me was a real one. Mark rotated his thumb in slow circles and I started to rock my hips into his hand. It was just my brother, I told myself it didn't matter where we were I could be okay with him I...
Mark removed his fingers and standing up, grabbed me by my shoulders spinning me around to face the couch. Giving me a shove in the back Mark forced me to bend over. I found myself facing down and quickly turned my head from the large stain that was right in front of me. Mark pulled my thong to the side and put the tip of his cock against my pussy.
"Sorry I'm not taking my pants off but I wanted to be like everyone else." He paused as he rubbed the head of his cock through the wet lips of my pussy.
"But if it's okay with you I am not going to wear a rubber, after all being your brother should get me some special treatment."
I yelped as Mark slammed his cock deep into my pussy, and with no hesitation, started fucking the shit out of me. I winced as Mark's huge dick tore into my pussy. I had been with more men than I wished to count at this point but had never had another cock as big as my brothers. I cried out as Mark reared back, removing his cock completely from my pussy, then slamming it back in, using all the power in his hips. My head almost hit the wall as I rocked forward and grabbing the couch I dug my fingers in and bit down on my lip so I wouldn't cry out as loudly as my brother continued to assault my pussy.
"Tell you what Raven." Mark gasped out as he thrust in and out of me. "This is the good thing about having a big dick; even a used up whore like you feels tight!"
"Oh, Please Mark" I moaned, "I..."
"Course you'll have to apologize to the next guy for me for stretching you out!"
Mark reached around my waist, and finding my clit with his thumb, started playing with it as he slammed the shit out of me. I groaned as he pinched my swollen clit between his fingers and began twisting it back and forth.
"Yeah I figure the guys never do anything for you so I thought maybe I'd let you cum."
I let out sound of mixed pain and pleasure as his fingers felt great on my clit but his cock was hurting me.
"Yeah like that Raven?" Mark asked. "You going to cum, you little slut?"
"Y...Yes I oh!" I yipped as Mark pinched my clit harder.
"That's right you are going to cum. You are going to cum for your brother right here in the club that you sell yourself at!"
I started to try to say something but Mark's hand grabbed the back of my head and shoved my face into the dirty couch. This pushed my ass up higher and I yelped into the disgusting couch as Mark's cock plunged in even deeper. I gasped for breath as Mark held my head and continued pounding into my sore pussy. Mark's fingers however had also sped up and I found myself trying to wiggle my hips into his hand.
"Yeah you love it don't you? Going to cum nice and hard on that couch where you've had all those fucking John's, where you sucked their fucking cocks and let them fuck you. You don't have to do this whore; you do it because you love it!"
I let out a cross between a sob and a moan as despite the tears Mark's words were causing his talented fingers were perfectly playing my clit. Mark wanted me to cum while he humiliated and the pathetic fact was I couldn't fight it if I wanted too. Even as my face was being ground into a large dried sweat stain and my brother was verbally abusing me I could feel my thighs starting to tremble. I let out another scream into the couch as Mark gave my ass a hard slap and pinched my clit even harder.
"Oh you love that don't you pig?" Mark sneered. "Well I want to hear you love it!"
I held back a scream, as grabbing my hair; Mark pulled me up off the bed so that I was in a leaning position. Mark let go of my hair, and placing his hand over my left tit, held me up as he fucked me.
"Oh god!!" I yelped as he leaned back and started driving himself in even deeper as he plowed into me.
"Go ahead and say it!" Mark hissed in my ear. "Tell me what a fucking whore you are!"
"N...no" I gasped.
"Fine." Mark said and started to remove his fingers from my clit.
"No please!" I gasped, grabbing his wrist and trying to make him move his fingers; I was so close.
"Then fucking say it!" Mark snarled.
"I...I'm a fucking whore!" I moaned out. "I'm a dirty little whore! I...I let them pay me! I... Ohhhh!"
Mark's fingers had gone back to my clit and as they rubbed in hard fast circles he grabbed the barbell and twisted it roughly. I lifted my head and let out a long shuddering moan as I felt the orgasm beginning to flow through me. At that moment Mark shoved me forward into the couch again. Mark's fingers stayed on my clit pushing me over the edge as he resumed his tearing into my convulsing pussy.
"Oh yeah Raven you scream right into that nasty fucking stain! You remember who it's from whore? Was it a blow, a fuck?"
I let out a long wail of pleasure that ended in a sob as both my body and my emotions fought against each other.
"First time you came though isn't it?" Mark breathed out. "Poor Raven getting all sticky and never getting off. Less of course you play with yourself after you're done!"
I cried out again as Mark gave my clit one more twist and my hips ground wildly as if of their own will against his plunging cock. As the last of the forced orgasm flowed through me my moans turned to whimpers as the tears took over. I let myself go and just let Mark fuck me. I had another image of the pounding that awaited me downstairs and sobbed again. As bad as I felt a part of my mind was already thinking about the packet in my boot it would be enough to maybe...my thoughts were cut off by Mark somehow managing to fuck me even harder. I wailed into the couch, and then sobbed again, but this time in relief as I heard Mark let out that tell tale whimper, that any other time I found adorable, that told me he was going to finally cum.
After two more brutal pumps Mark yanked his cock from my pussy, and grabbing my hair, yanked me down onto the floor. I had expected this and turning my head, opened my mouth to receive my brother's cum. Instead, as he held my hair tightly in his fist, Mark pumped his cock with his left hand and came onto the couch. I watched as Mark released several huge spurts of cum, and as he pumped his fist one more time, it dawned on me what he was going to do.
"No please! I... ugh!" I gurgled as Mark shoved my face into the couch, and using my hair as a handle, smeared it into his hot sticky cum.
"There you go. That's a good little pig."
Mark held my face into the couch for a few more seconds until I stopped struggling and just let him rub my face into it.
"Just like a dog's nose in shit." Mark said, finally releasing my head.
I slumped down into a sitting position on the floor and started crying. Through my tears I saw Mark casually pull up his pants and zip them. Looking down at me he said;
"Oh knock it off were done. Oh wait a minute!" Mark snapped his fingers. "I forgot, let's make it official!"
Mark reached into his pocket, and taking out a hundred dollar bill, crumpled it up and threw it at me. The bill hit me in face and fell onto the floor.
"Thanks for the ride baby." Mark said in an eerily perfect imitation of my exaggerated smoky voice. "I'll be sure to tell all the guys you're the best."
I put my head into my hands and began to sob. When I looked up a minute later Mark already had his shirt and belt back on and was looking down at me. Shaking his head disgustedly he whispered;
"You could have had it all Megan, now look at you, sitting on the floor of a whorehouse, balling with cum all over your face." He snorted. "Pathetic."
"Mark..." I whimpered extending my hand out to him.
"Call me if you ever get your shit together." Mark said coldly. "Meantime go see the bartender for some blow it'll make it all better."
Turning, Mark headed for the door. I let out a noise that could only be described as a whine and as Mark reached for the door knob cried out;
"Oh Mark he's going to hurt me!!"
Mark stopped with his hand on the door, and as he paused I began sobbing uncontrollably, and trying to speak through it.
"Mark, he.. he's ... going to be rough with me and t-there might be more, and oh god Mark they hurt the other girls and they want me!!!"
I couldn't stop crying and I let out a pain wracked wail as I saw Mark put his hand on the door knob. At the sound of my cry I saw Mark's shoulders slump and he leaned his head against the wall. As I brought my sobs under control somewhat I heard him say softly;
"Leave her alone."
Mark straightened up and it looked as if he were going to turn the knob then dropping his hand he whispered;
"She's my sister."
Mark rubbed at his temple then taking a step towards me asked;
"Who's going to hurt you Megan? There's bouncers here, Wolf won't let his girls get hurt they make him money."
"It's one of his guys Mark!" I whimpered. "W...Wolf told him he could have me! Oh Mark they do whatever they want! The bouncers won't stop them." I lost the battle and started sobbing again; "Mark they gangbanged a girl last week! Made her take all of them! Oh little brother! You know I... oh they're going to rape me!"
I began balling again and after a moment of hesitation Mark got down on the floor and grabbed me by the shoulders.
"Meg, no one is going to hurt you."
"But..."
"Listen to me. I worked in places like this. What we are going to do is you are going to get dressed and we are going to walk out of here. Any one says anything you say you quit. You no longer work here and if that guy sees you and tries to do anything it would be assault."
"T..they... don't care!"
Reaching up to the table Mark grabbed the box of tissues and taking a couple began to gently dab at my face.
"But Wolf does sis. He's a business man. All that is here is prostitution and drugs. He is not going to risk the cops over his guy needing to get laid they will find another girl."
"He has people at the station he gets tipped off."
Mark frowned at me then simply said.
"Megan clean up and get dressed I will walk you out of here plain and simple. Just say you quit and we go from there. I know Rick and Bob from babyhead they'll let us walk."
I paused and dropping the tissues picked up my cape and used it to wipe off my face as best I could.



"What about Keith?" I asked as I started to stand up.
Mark helped me to my feet and shrugged;
"I can handle Keith if I have to, just get moving Megan and when we are out there you walk and don't stop until were out the damn door. I nodded dumbly and going over to the locker quickly tossed on my skirt and tank top. I reached down and started to unzip the boots.
"Just leave them on Megan I..." Mark stopped and looked down.
My eyes followed his and I saw the packet of coke on the floor. I stared at it and bit my lip. Oh how I wanted to pick it up.
"Leave it Megan." Mark said as he bent over and picked up the hundred dollar bill. "Or I'll leave you here with it."
"Okay." I said tearing my eyes away from the packet.
I looked at the open locker and remembering mom's locket started to reach for it. I then stopped and looked back down at the coke. Turning away from the locker, I started to walk by Mark towards the door. Mark stopped me, and putting his arms around me, hugged me.
"I'm sorry sis," He whispered. "I'm not... I haven't been taking the pills. I don't like how they make me feel and I miss you Megan. I need you to try for me sis please."
I hugged him back and nodded into his neck.
"Okay we'll go back to your place and we'll try to help each other."
Mark let me go and opening the door walked out in front of me. I took a deep breath and followed him out. A door opened to our left and a tall black man came out followed by Simone. She looked at me then stopped and stared at Mark.
"Hey sexy" She whispered.
"Hey yourself sweetie." Mark said, and rolling my eyes I pushed him in the back.
"You know honey, Raven may have just rocked you but I bet you could use some chocolate for dessert."
"Simone this is my brother." I said quickly. "He came to pick me up."
"Wow your parents made some pretty kids." Simone said smiling and angling her large tits towards Mark.
"That they did." Mark said. "And I have been known to have a sweet tooth."
"Let's go Romeo, I'll give her your number." I said shoving him again.
Mark gave Simone a long look up and down which she returned and then started walking. I could feel my stomach tying into knots. When Mark was off his meds, and hearing things, his behavior was erratic at best and he was hard to control. The corridor was deserted except for Simone and as we entered the main room, there were a few people milling around. I sighed with relief as the only bouncer I saw was Rick. We started to walk past when Rick looked over at us.
"Mark?"
Mark turned and gave a quick wave and made to keep walking.
"Hey man you don't say hi?" Rick asked walking towards us.
"I'm leaving Rick I have to go." I told him.
"Oh." Rick said. "You tell Billy?"
"She's quitting." Mark said simply. "Meaning she tells no one she is leaving. Problem Rick?"
"Umm hell no." Rick said. After quickly looking around he said softly. "One of those goons is looking for you Megan better screw quick."
"Then stop talking." Mark said and pulled me away from him.
We had taken a couple of steps and putting my hand to my bare throat I said;
"Mark, I have to go back I left the charm mom gave me back there."
Mark rolled his eyes.
"Meg, were clear screw it. Or get Rick to get it later."
"I can't leave it here Mark!" I started towards the room when Mark stopped me.
"Nice try sis. Get the locket and grab the coke." He shook his head and grabbing my wrist pulled me over to Rick.
"Watch her."
Without another word Mark strode back done the corridor.
"Your brother has some balls coming here Megan." Rick said. "Keith fucking hates him." He paused and asked; "What the hell is he doing here?"
"Saving my pathetic ass." I said softly, and outsmarting me as usual I added to myself.
"There you are!"
"Oh shit." Rick said.
Feeling as if my blood was beginning to freeze in my veins I turned to see Hawk coming over.
"Damn that guy must have been a fucking porn star or you were hiding from me!" he gave me that gap toothed smile. "You wouldn't do that would you?"
"Well no." I said. "But umm thing is."
"Tell me in the back sexy." He laughed. "Well no don't, I ain't here to listen to you talk. I got better plans for that mouth." Turning to Rick he said;
"Hey go downstairs and find a guy named Butch. Tell him to give me about fifteen then come up to her room." He smiled at me. "Three's company right baby?"
"Oh god." I said softly.
"God?" he shook his head and pointed at his patch. "God's afraid of us baby. Now let's get going."
Hawk went to grab my hand and I quickly pulled away from him.
"Whoa there girl!" he snapped. "You don't play with me or I'll make things real hard on you got that?"
"Listen there Hawk." Rick said softly. "Raven here is leaving she ummm quit."
"What?" Hawk laughed. "Well maybe she'll have to retire after me and Butch get done but she ain't goin' nowhere but down!" he laughed as if he had said something hilarious and grabbed my arm.
"Let her go Hawk." Rick said grabbing his shoulder " She... owww!" Rick staggered back as with no warning Hawk had let me go, and turning, punched him in the face.
"You mind your place boy!" he snapped.
As Hawk faced Rick who was holding his bleeding nose a look of shock on his face I stepped backwards. I let out a yelp as I bumped into someone.
"Let's go sis." Mark said softly.
I turned, and Mark quickly slipped the locket around my neck clasping it. His hands were steady despite the fact that trouble was coming and quickly.
"Whoa girl, your johns always give you shiny things?"
"I'm not her john." Mark said simply as he took my hand in his.
"Oh who the fuck are you?"
"Someone you don't want to know." Mark said calmly as he started to lead me past Hawk.
"Oh really? Well whoever the fuck you are that's my bitch. Now don't make me mess up your pretty shirt."
"This bitch," Mark began. "Is my sister and she just quit this oh so fine establishment."
"I don't..."
"Meaning," Mark continued in that unnaturally calm tone that made me more nervous than if he seemed angry. "That if you put your hands on her you are assaulting her."
"Yeah so?" Hawk asked grinning.
"So then the bouncers will have to show you the door."
Hawk stared at Mark and started laughing.
"Oh I got it! This is a joke! Old Wolf's fucking with me! So who are you pretty boy one of his runners?"
"Let's go Megan." Mark said as he started to pull me away again.
"I said she stays!" Hawk yelled suddenly causing everyone in the room to turn and watch.
As he shouted Hawk went to grab me, and moving quickly Mark stepped in front of me simultaneously shoving me behind him, and putting his hand up in front of Hawk.
"And I said she is done here. Right Megan?"
"I quit Hawk." I said simply.
"See? Now you touch her and..."
"The bouncers work for me asshole." Hawk said simply. "I'm one of Wolf's boys and they don't fuck with me."
"Well then you'll be dealing with the cops." Mark smirked. "Judging by those bootleg tat's on your neck you probably got some time over your head and don't need any trouble so just go find another girl to pretend she likes you."
"Oh fuck!" Someone said behind me. "You hear that shit?"
"Boy," Hawk said softly "You don't know who you're talking too."
"And you don't know what you're fucking with."
"Oh man! That's guy's nuts!" Someone yelled.
"Damn straight he's nuts!" Another voice called out. "That's Mark Phillips!"
"Holy Christ that's mad dog?"
"You don't get it do you?" Hawk asked stepping towards Mark who pushing me back further from him turned to face Hawk directly. "Do you know what this means?"
Hawk reached up and tugged on the emblem on his jacket. "I'm one of the devils own man one of his servants."
"Really?" Mark asked. "Good help must be hard to find these days."
Someone laughed and Hawk looked around the room quickly as if looking for who it was.
"Punk, we are the real deal we..."
"Are fucking posers." Mark said.
Hawk shook his head in disbelief.
"You stoned boy? Hell I used to fuck guys that looked like you."
"Wow." Mark said in that monotone voice. "Ugly, stupid, and a faggot, no wonder you need Wolf to find you pussy." He shook his head. "You know Gerardo's has a lot of queers maybe you should go there."
Hawk swung at Mark who with a backhanded slap contemptuously knocked the blow to the side.
"Hey you swung at me there Pigeon."
"It's Hawk bitch!" Hawk swung again and this time Mark simply slipped his head to the side and watch the blow go by him.
"Twenty dollars he never touches him!" Someone yelled.
"Hawk, Pigeon, Turkey whatever." Mark pointed at him and said softly;
"That's twice bitch."
"Bitch?" Know what you little prick? When I beat you I'm going to have my guys hold you down and make you watch me fuck your pretty little sister!"
Hawk went to swing but suddenly staggered back, clutching his neck and gagging from Mark's hitting him in the neck with the edge of his hand.
"Hey what's going on?"
I turned to see two other bouncers rushing over both around Rick's size. Mark turned and frowned. Then turning back towards Hawk said;
"This asshole tried to hit me! You guys need to get him out of here."
"Bullshit man, you got a problem with Hawk then you're the problem."
"That's right pretty boy you just made a big fucking mistake!"
"Oh god Mark," I whispered; "I...I'll go with him I'll..." I paused as Mark looked quickly at me. "Oh shit."
Mark's eyes had gone black and his lip had curled up in a snarl.
"So be it." he said softly
Turning back to Hawk he said;
"Let's go bitch you get to be the first one to hit the floor!"
Hawk swung again and there was sharp slapping sound as Mark caught his fist in his left hand stopping it cold. Mark swung his right arm out hitting Hawk with a back hand slap. Letting Hawk's fist go he spun in a circle and slammed his elbow into the side of Hawks face sending him down to the floor. Mark was now facing the two bouncers who after glancing at each other charged forwards.
Mark let the first one get close enough to start to swing before dropping to one knee and spinning around. Mark's left leg cut the guys legs out from under him, sending him sprawling across the floor where he crashed into a table. Mark continued the spin and coming up to a standing position whipped his left leg around and with a loud crack the heel of his snakeskin boot caught the second bouncer in the side of the face spinning him around where he landed face down on the floor.
"Holy fuck!" Someone yelled.
"Fight!! One of the girls who had just come out of the room screamed. She immediately turned and started yanking on the bell on the inside of the door.
"Oh for Christ's sakes!" Mark snapped
I thought he was referring to the bell but turning back I saw Hawk, blood streaming from the side of his face coming at my brother. Hawk swung wildly, and stepping into it so that the punch sailed over his shoulder, Mark brought his knee up into Hawk's stomach. As he doubled over Mark raised his right arm and slammed his elbow down into Hawks back driving him to his knees. Mark glanced up as Chuck, another bouncer who was two fifty if he were a pound, coming at him. Mark casually stepped up onto Hawks back and crouching down shot himself straight up into the air.
Mark drew his left leg all the way up to his hip, and at the height of his leap, which was just when Chuck was reaching for him lashed straight out with his leg. The kick caught Chuck in the chest and sent him flying backwards to slam into the bar where he slumped to the floor, his hands over his chest, gasping for breath. Mark landed next to Hawk who was trying to get up. Stepping back Mark raised his leg and threw a quick kick into the side of Hawk's face.
"Megan let's go!"
Mark called out. Snapping out of my trance I ran across the few feet between us and getting right behind him followed Mark towards the staircase. Mark stopped short and I felt like crying as I looked past him..
"Holy shit! Look who we have here boys!"
"Oh man it's on now!!" Someone yelled behind us.
Keith was coming up the stairs followed by two other bouncers and another member of the Devil's own. Mark turned and said quietly;
"Just stay back behind me."
"Well, well well." Keith said smiling ear to ear as he approached.
"If it isn't Mad Dog Mark." he laughed. "What you doing here pretty boy you slumming?"
"I came to get my sister." Mark said quietly.
As Keith approached the other guys stopped behind him.
"Well that's nice Mark but well, your sister's sweet ass belongs to Wolf."
"She decided to quit."
As he spoke Keith had walked up to him, stopping about four feet away.
"Well that just won't cut it Mark, and even if it did you just assaulted three of my guys and I don't think Wolf will be too happy about Hawk."
"Hawk swung first and they went after me." Mark said.
"Yeah well I think you swung first and I'm sure the fine people here will back that up." Keith looked around and then cracking his neck smiled at Mark. "Pretty good with the amateurs Mark you ready for a real fight?"
Mark slowly spread his hands out palms up as if surrendering.
"I don't want to fight Keith." He said. "My sister is done here and I am taking her home. She's not worth this much trouble to Wolf and you know it."
"Oh I'm sure you busting up some of his guys will make you worth it Mark. Besides, Megan owes us money."
"I do not!" I snapped
Keith laughed;
"Wolf don't know that." He smirked at Mark. "So you gonna fight Mark? Or you just want to leave sis here to pay off the debt?"
"She can start on me!" The other biker, a large guy with a long red beard called out.
"My sister is leaving with me." Mark said. "Now get the hell out of my way. The cops will be here soon or do you want them nosing around?"
"No one called the cops Mark I know because the cops haven't called me to warn me yet. Your stupid ass is on your own. So you going to actually fight me, or just chicken out, and watch us use your sister up?"
"You first." Mark said softy as he began flexing his fingers. "Let's see how fast you are."
Keith hesitated.
"Let's just kick his ass Keith!" The biker yelled.
"No! He's mine!" Keith snapped.
"Oh how Hollywood." Mark said simply.
I jumped as someone touched my shoulder I turned to see Rick behind me.
"What are they waiting for?" I whispered.
"The first move tells a lot, neither one wants to swing first." Rick whispered. "Mark's good Megan but Keith's ex Special Forces, that's why no one's going to get in the middle it's going to be a show. When this starts I'll try to get you out okay?"
"I can't leave my brother..." I started but then Keith began speaking.
"I don't know what the big deal is Mark. I mean why you need to take Megan out now? You think a couple of more cocks in her mouth will make a difference?"
As he spoke I saw Mark's hands start to shake.
"I mean Christ man she's fucked just about everyone here already what's a few more?"
"Shut up and swing you bitch." Mark whispered.
"Swing? Like how big sis over there swings from the pole." Keith laughed again. "Not to mention all those poles she swings from in the back!"
"Hell Mark that little pig ran a train at the last party we had didn't she guys?"
A couple of guys laughed and I blurted out;
"That's a lie! I..."
"Shut up cunt." Keith snapped at me. "Only noise I want to hear from you is begging."
"Like your brother begged for his life?" Mark asked
"Glad you brought that up Mark! I wonder how Megan will look when I knock all of her teeth out? I mean the crack would make them fall out eventually anyway." He shrugged. "Wonder if guys will pay for a toothless blowjob?"
Mark's hands were now shaking violently and as silence fell over the room I saw him take a deep breath.
"Well Mark are you going too..."
Mark cocked his head to the side and I felt my legs begin to tremble as he took a step towards Keith. Stopping Mark reached into his pocket and everyone, including Keith, jumped back, but all Mark removed was a pack of cigarettes.
"What's that you're last fucking request?"
Apparently knowing Keith was not going to swing first; Mark calmly lit the cigarette and blew a smoke ring towards him.
"Last chance." Mark said. "Move or be moved."
"Move me." Keith said bringing his hands up in front of his chest palms out fingers curled in.
"Okay," Mark said, and putting his left hand out, took the cigarette and went to grind it out in his palm.
"Oh that stupid trick again! I... hey!!" Keith exclaimed as Mark flicked the still lit cigarette at his face.
As soon as Keith's hands went up to his face Mark dropped to his knees and drove the heel of his palm into Keith's stomach. As he started to double over Mark rolled onto his back and kicked straight up catching him in the face and knocking him onto his back. Mark completed the roll and came back up to his feet just in time to see the red headed biker coming for him already throwing a punch.. Mark stepped into the swing, and after giving him a short uppercut, grabbed his long beard and yanked down. The guy cried out and let his face go down so his beard wouldn't be ripped off. His face was met by Mark's knee and he hit the floor hard on his back.
"I said he's mine!" Keith screamed jumping to his feet.
Keith came forward his hands weaving in front of his face and Mark stepped up to meet him. There was a series of sharp cracks as the two each threw several blows that were all blocked by the other. Keith stepped back and threw a spin kick. Mark went down under it, spinning himself, and kicking at Keith's legs. Keith hopped over the kick, and as my brother came up, caught him in the face with a right hook. Mark staggered back and Keith hit him again. Mark swung wildly, and stepping in, Keith slammed his fist into Mark's stomach, then grabbing his arm, turned underneath of him. With a grunt of effort Keith threw Mark over his shoulder where he landed directly onto one of the small tables which shattered beneath him.
Keith went to go down on top of him, but Mark lashed up and out with his foot catching Keith in the chest, staggering him backwards. Drawing his knees to his chest, Mark kicked out and launched himself to his feet. Keith came on again, his hands moving so fast they were a blur and went into a series of lighting fast combinations. Standing his ground, my brother blocked blow after blow, and began throwing his own. All around us people were cheering calling out bets like this was a boxing match. I looked over at Rick who was looking around nervously. I knew what he was thinking; even if Mark beat Keith we were fucked. Rick leaned over to me and whispered;
"I'm going to try to slip down into the office at the end of the hallway there's a phone there."
Without another word, Rick started walking backwards until he had gotten behind the ring of people watching and then quickly headed down the hallway. I swallowed hard as I hoped to god that Mark could somehow hold out until the cops came. Right now the other bouncers were just watching but I was afraid that they would jump in if Mark started winning. A cheer went up and I spun back around to watch the fight.
Keith had gone into a series of kicks, high and low, spinning right then left, driving Mark backwards. As he gave ground, Mark ducked, leaped, and spun blocking every kick. Mark blocked the last kick with his leg then snapped a quick kick of his own. Keith jumped back and now it was Mark's turn, driving Keith back with a series of similar kicks. Keith suddenly threw himself down and rolled, coming up behind Mark. Grabbing him, Keith yanked backwards, tripping him and then going down on top of him. Mark landed on his back and was instantly struck by a right to the face. Rather than try to block, he snapped his left hand up, the side of his hand catching Keith in the neck. As Keith rolled off , I could hear him gagging as they got to their feet. At this point both Keith and my brother were panting and were bleeding from their mouths, and noses. Mark's shirt was soaked through with sweat and half the buttons had been torn off.



"Stop fucking around Keith and take the fucker!!" I looked over to see Hawk was back on his feet wiping his bloody face off with a towel from the bar. Oh god let Rick have gotten to a cop that Wolf didn't know!
With a snarl, Mark stepped forward, and as Keith had done earlier went into a frenzy of punches. Keith's hands exploded outwards to meet Mark's attack. Standing toe to toe both Keith and my brother not only were throwing punch after punch, but were somehow still managing to block the other's blows. The two of them then both spun away from each other before turning the fight into a another series of kicks. The crowd watched in awe as Keith and my brother danced in and out, back and forth, the two of them performing a dual that appeared choreographed in its intricacy.
"Goddamn is someone taping this shit?" a voice yelled from behind me.
Sacrificing speed for power Keith started throwing roundhouses instead of jabs and when Mark blocked there was so much power behind them, he was being driven from side to side from the impact. Mark was also being forced backwards and was only a couple of steps away from the wall where he would be trapped. Mark stepped back once more then, as Keith lunged forward, threw himself backwards. When his back hit the wall he slammed his hands back against it palms in, and drawing his legs up, kicked out catching Keith in the chest and sending him sprawling backwards.
"Shit this is better than the movies!"
Mark let himself come forward, and hitting the ground, rolled forwards coming back to his feet directly in front of Keith, who appeared dazed. Still using his momentum Mark caught Keith with a vicious left roundhouse then threw a right. Mark had swung too wide this time however, as Keith stepped into it, and grabbing Marks arm threw him over his shoulder again. Mark hit the floor hard on his back and I saw his head bounce off the floor. Keith leaned over to grab him when Mark swung his legs up, and wrapping them around Keith's head, and letting out a grunt of effort snapped his legs down throwing Keith down onto the floor.
"Goddamn this is nuts." Rick said softly behind me.
Both Mark and Keith came back to their feet and I winced as I saw Mark stagger as he did. Fortunately Keith was busy shaking his head trying to clear the blood from his face.
"What's the matter Keith you tired?" Mark panted out, and as Keith stared at him, waved him on with his bleeding hands.
"Just getting started you piece of shit." Keith sneered.
Keith came forward and the two circled each other slowly. Despite the beating they had both taken both my brother and Keith's eyes were bright and they had identical smirks on their face. This fight had been five years in the making, and the two of them were thoroughly enjoying their chance. Keith had been doing coke all night and his blue eyes were electric from the drug. My brother's eyes had turned as black as I'd have ever seen them but seemed as if they were lit from within. Except in Mark's case it was not a drug but sheer insanity that had his eyes as bright as Keith's.
"Enough!" Hawk snapped and pointing at the two bouncers who had followed Keith up said; "Get that asshole!"
"No!" Keith snapped. "Stay out of my fight! This motherfucker almost killed my brother!"
Taking two quick steps forward Keith threw a jumping spin kick. Mark ducked, and turned to see Keith drop to the ground, spinning and trying to sweep his legs out. Mark jumped the kick and when Keith came up his back was now to the wall. Keith had come around swinging his arm in some type of spinning punch. Mark must have known it was coming as he was already flowing forward. Mark ducked under the blow and when Keith's momentum took him around to face him. Mark kneed him in the stomach and getting his right arm over Keith's head held him there while he delivered a series of punches into Keith's midsection.
Several people began yelling that it was over and for others to pay up. Meanwhile there was a loud crack as Mark dealt Keith a vicious uppercut that snapped his head up. Mark let go of his neck, and grabbing him by his tank top punched him in the face with a short left, then another and another. Blood was flying from Keith's face and his legs were beginning to buckle.
"Holy Christ he's going to kill him!!" A woman's voice cried out.
Mark pulled back his arm for another punch, but before he could throw it one of the bouncers came charging up from behind him grabbing him around the neck and pulling him backwards. Mark immediately threw his elbow back into his attacker's stomach, but he still held on. Before Mark could move again the other bouncer had lunged forward punching Mark hard in the side of the face. I screamed as I saw blood fly from my brother's face. The guy swung again hitting Mark in the stomach. He went to swing again, but staggered back as Mark brought his legs up and kicked him in the stomach. Mark let his legs, go causing the guy holding him, to trip and they both went to their knees.
I was aware of movement behind me, and I turned to see Rick move quickly past me, and grab the guy who had Mark around his neck. The guy spun around and right into the right hook Rick had thrown. The guy hit the floor followed quickly by Rick as Hawk had come up behind him and hit him in the back of the head with a forearm.
"You new here asshole?" Hawk demanded looking down at Rick. You work for us!"
"Hey Pigeon!" Mark yelled.
As he had called out Mark had stepped forward and thrown a spin kick. Hawk turned just in time to catch the heel of Mark's boot in his face and go crashing to the floor. Mark immediately spun back around to the face the bouncer he had kicked. The bouncer swung wildly, and ducking under the blow, Mark spun around so that they were back to back and slammed his elbow into the back of the guys head. The bouncer fell into three guys who were watching and sent them all to the floor in a heap.
Unfortunately for Mark, as he had spun around, he was greeted by a wicked right hook from Keith, who was somehow on his feet again. Keith hit Mark three times in rapid succession driving him down to one knee. With no hesitation Keith slammed his knee into the side of Mark's head knocking him down onto his side. As soon as Mark hit the floor Keith was down on top of him throwing short brutal punches. Several people began to cheer as Mark wrapped his arms around his head trying to protect himself. I started moving forwards unsure of what the hell I could do.
Just then, Rick, who had staggered to his feet, lunged for Keith. Seeing him coming Keith leaned back on one knee and kicked out, catching Rick in the hip and knocking him back down. Underneath him, Mark twisted his hips violently sending Keith rolling off of him. Mark tried to rise but Keith had landed on his knees and got Mark into a headlock. Sliding his arm down until his forearm was pressing into Mark's throat Keith yanked back causing Mark to gasp as his Keith began choking him.
"Holy shit! Someone needs to stop this!"
Several voices murmured in agreement but no one moved. Where the fuck were the cops?
On the floor Mark, had gotten his hand under Keith's arm and, muscles straining was trying to force Keith's arm from his neck. Keith was smiling like a maniac and I could see his eyes blazing even through his blood soaked face. Keith got up to his knees and leaned over Mark forcing my brother to bend beneath him. Mark's face was turning red and Keith's arm was slowly forcing its way tighter around his throat.
"Yeah who's bad now Mark?" Keith asked, his face inches from Mark's ear. "Don't worry I'm not going to kill you, how could you watch us fuck your sister if you were dead. We'll just make you wish you were. Her too."
Letting go of Keith's arm, Mark whipped his arm up and hit Keith in the side of the head. The punch was awkward however, and Keith laughed as he squeezed harder. Mark got a handful of his hair and pulled causing Keith to cry out but he held on.
"Beg, Mark!" He hissed. "Beg and I'll...."
Keith's words turned into a loud scream, as Mark grabbed hold of his ear and twisted savagely. Keith tried to pull his head away but Mark held on and wrenched his ear the other way. Keith screamed again and loosened his arm. Mark immediately threw his head to the side cracking it against Keith's face. Spinning underneath, Mark got to his knees, and letting Keith's ear go backhanded him hard in the face knocking him onto his back. Mark stayed on his knees panting and waiting. Keith had immediately started up to his feet and as he did Mark, with a loud scream of rage launched himself up from his knees swinging his left forearm.
The blow caught Keith in the side of the head sending him crashing into the wall. As Keith started to stagger forwards Mark grabbed him by both ears and drove the top of his head into Keith's face. Still holding him by the ears Mark slammed Keith's head back into the wall. A couple of feet too their right was a long mirror that reflected the bar and the small tables around it. I saw Mark look at it then; dropping his hands to Keith's shirt, lifted him off of his feet and with an incredible display of strength spun around in a circle and smashed Keith's head and shoulders into the mirror.
There was a loud crack and the mirror spider webbed. Mark jumped away from Keith, who with his eyes glazed and half shut, started to fall forward. Mark threw a spin kick that caught Keith square in his face and snapped his head back into the mirror. There was huge crash as the glass shattered, first around Keith's head, and then as the cracks spread, the entire mirror began to fall.
Several of the girls screamed as Keith fell limply face down on the floor.
"Holy fucking shit!" A guy cried out.
"Mark!" I yelled seeing him staring down at Keith.
My paralysis broke and I ran over to Mark as much to make sure he didn't go after Keith more as to make sure he was okay. Mark looked up at me and I stopped in front of him.
"Oh. Mark."
Mark's face was covered with blood and his left eye was all but shut. His shirt was has half torn off and he was gasping for breath. As I watched he slowly went down to one knee next to Keith. The bartender ran past me and getting down on the other side of Keith rolled him over onto his back. I felt a sigh of relief as I could see he was breathing. The bartender looked at Mark.
"You crazy bastard! You..."
He never finished as Mark lashed out hitting him in the side of the head with the edge of his hand. Leaping to his feet so quickly, I jumped back from him, Mark yelled:
"Anyone else want to fuck with me?"
I looked around at the three bouncers lying on the floor along with Keith and the red headed member of the Devil's own. The bartender was sitting up rubbing his head and I noticed that no one said a word. I jumped as someone grabbed my arm and turned to see Rick, his face pale and blood trickling from his nose.
"We have to go." He said. "Now, I don't know where Hawk went."
Rushing over to Mark I grabbed his arm.
"Mark are you okay? We have to..."
"Go." Mark said quietly. "I know."
Without another word Mark headed for the stairs. Rick pushed me in front of him and followed me. It hit me that, at this point, Rick was in almost as much trouble as we would be if we didn't get out of here. I watched my brother in front of me amazed that he was even still walking never mind moving quickly and confidently past the several people who were between us and the stairs. As soon as my brother got close everyone immediately stepped to the side wanting nothing to do with him. When we reached the stairs Mark suddenly broke into a run and I followed as fast as my boots allowed me too. I could hear Rick pounding down the stairs behind me, and felt better knowing no one could come up behind us.
There were a bunch of people at the bottom of the stairs including two bouncers who had been holding the crowd back. Mark flew down the stairs and when there were only a few left leaped down them. Just before he landed, he lashed out kicking one of the bouncers in the face and knocking him into several bystanders. Landing, Mark went down to his knees and as the other bouncer came at him kicked out hitting him square in the balls. The guy's eyes rolled back in his head and with a sound that was cross between a moan and a whimper fell over onto his side clutching his crotch.
Mark sprang to his feet and a tall college age kid reached for him
"Hey man you okay you...?"
He was cut off as Mark punched him in the mouth knocking him down.
"Mark no!" I cried out.
It was too late; Mark spun and bringing his leg up caught another guy who had just been standing there in the head. Someone went to grab him from behind and Mark drove his elbow back into his face. I was close enough to hear the sickening crunch of teeth breaking and cried out my brother's name again. Mark spun towards the people who were in our way and screamed;
"Fucking move!!!"
Had we not been in the spot we were in it would have been comical the way several people literally jumped away from us, one guy even falling over and taking someone else down with him. Mark strode quickly through the crowd with me and Rick close behind. I was looking around wildly for Hawk or the rest of the gang but only saw some of the dancers and the customers. We had passed the main stage and were on our way into the main bar area where the pool tables and better yet the two main entrances were when something struck me as odd; The girls and the crowd were all watching us but quietly as if they were expecting something.
That thought had no sooner passed through my mind then after taking a few steps into the room. I heard the door to the room swing shut behind us. I started to turn but then Mark stopped so suddenly I ran into his back.
"Oh fuck me." Mark said softly.
Standing between us and the main entrance were the Devil's own. As I took a step backwards into Rick I quickly counted eight of them. They were spread out in a semi circle one guy at each end of the pool tables and the rest in a line in front of the door. I looked around and saw that there were only a couple of bouncers standing near the other entrance, and one of them was Rick's friend Bobby. That entrance was much further away however, and I realized with a sinking feeling in my stomach we would never make it before they caught us. Reaching up I put my trembling hands around the locket that mom had given to me, and squeezed it tightly.
"Where you think you're going pretty boy?" Hawk called out as he walked out from behind two enormous bikers.
"Where are the damn police?" I whispered to Rick.
"I...I called Cranston and Johnston and told them to call Providence because of where we were." He paused and I could hear fear in his voice. "Megan t...try to stay close I'll do what I can."
"Cat got your tongue boy?" Hawk asked as he leaned against the pool table. "Hope not, because I want to cut it out myself."
"Lot of mouth with your friends behind you." Mark said softly, and to my horror took a step towards the bikers. "Why don't you come over here alone and talk your shit."
"Hey your too good for me boy, I'll give you that. Hell I ain't never seen Keith lose a fight."
"Then show some class and let us go." Mark told him.
"Can't do that pretty boy. " Hawk said shaking his head. "See us Devil's have rules and one of them is you take one of our women away from one us you pay a price. Never mind no one hurts one of us without getting it back tenfold."
"She is not your woman." Mark said simply.
"Tell you what boy," hawk said smirking. "I'll show you some honor. You put on a good show. You can go but Raven stays here until we're done." he laughed. "Until we're all done."
"And ain't no one interrupting. Got a couple of boys sitting outside sending everyone around to the other side this is our own private show."
"Don't worry we won't kill her she'll just be walking bow legged and have a sore mouth for a while." He pushed himself away from the table. "So walk, and wait for us to be done or take a beating, and then watch what we do to her. Choice is yours."
"Very honorable." Mark said. "But see the choice is yours Pigeon. Either we walk out of here or you get carried out of here."
"Me?" Hawk asked.
"All of you." Mark said taking another step forward. Turning his head he said in Latin;
"You need to run when they take me."
Take me. Mark had said it so simply. I felt as if I were going to throw up. Had I not pretended to forget the damn locket we might have made it. Hell if I wasn't here in the first place. I felt my entire body shaking as I knew I wouldn't make it. They were going to hurt my brother and rape me. I looked at the men standing there all big, heavily tattooed and smiling in anticipation. The only thing between me and them was my brother who was already hurt and exhausted. I cried out as I was suddenly grabbed from behind; a thick forearm wrapping around my neck.
"Play along." Rick whispered in my ear.
"Where you going bitch?" Rick demanded loudly and harshly.
Mark spun towards us and I said quietly in Latin.
"It's a trick."
Mark stared hard at Rick.
"Let her go or I'll fucking snap your neck."
Rick pulled me back a couple of steps and laughed.
"Sorry asshole your sister's got herself a ringside seat while they make you beg. Then you can hear her beg."
"Yeah you hold her there kid, bout time you knew who you worked for." Hawk said nodding approvingly.
"Bobby will let us go." Rick whispered.
I made a show of trying to pull away and as Rick grabbed my hair and I let my head go back I whispered;
"But Mark..."
"Will have to follow us, he can, we just need to get a start."
"I'll deal with you Judas trust me." Mark said harshly.
"Let's go pretty boy!" Hawk called out. "Come see how a devil gets his due."
With that Hawk turned around to show the large Baphomet emblem stitched onto the back of his vest.
"That's our mark you little bastard. It's going to be the last thing you see!"
"Where's Wolf?" I asked suddenly.
Wolf was a cold hearted dealer but was not a maniac he had stopped trouble here before he wouldn't let them do this.
"He left." Rick said into my ear while dragging me back another step. "Deal in South Providence."
Mark turned around and looking at me said softly;
"I'll never let anyone hurt you Megan."
"Mark no!!" I sobbed out as he turned and walked slowly into the center of the room.
"When walking in open territory, bother no one." Mark began speaking loudly.
I noticed his voice seemed deeper and stronger; he had given himself over to the Voice.
"If someone bothers you, ask them to stop." Mark continued as started to remove his shirt.
"What the fuck is he saying?" One of the bikers asked.
"If they do not stop," Mark said as he slid his shirt from his shoulders. "Destroy them!"
With a flourish, Mark whipped his shirt off, and turning put his back to the gang so they could see his enormous Baphomet tattoo.
"Do you see what's on my back?" Mark yelled.
Spinning back around he pointed at them.
"So come and find out that one true servant of the Black flame is more than a match for a pack of Jackals like you."
"Your fucking crazy aren't you pretty boy?" Hawk said although as Mark had come forward I noticed he had stepped back.
"The time for talk is over posers!" Mark snarled. "Now will you fight, or cringe like dogs at the feet of your master?"
"Boys, shut this prick up." Hawk said snapping his fingers.
Immediately all of the bikers began walking towards my brother. Rick pulled me back another step and I found myself fighting him for real I couldn't leave my brother. As they approached Mark turned his head to the side and let out a shrill whistle and called out:



"Here doggie doggie!"
As the bikers closed in Mark threw his hands up over his head crossing them at the wrists. Lifting his head my brother let out an ear splitting howl that raised the hair on the back of my neck. The bikers froze in their tracks as Mark continued to emit that ungodly noise. While howling he began to bring his arms down slowly every muscle in his arms shoulders and back standing out. At the end of the howl Mark's hands blurred in an intricate series of punches then stopping, he put his arms out; hands open as if waiting to embrace a lover.
"Oh my god." Rick said in my ear.
"Get that crazy fuck!!" Hawk yelled.
With a loud yell two of the bikers charged forwards.
"Megan go!!" Mark screamed out in Latin.
Running forward, he threw himself to the floor, and rolling, caused the two men to trip over him. Mark came up and whipping himself around caught one of the guys in the face with a kick. Mark was immediately grabbed from behind by one of them and before he could react another stepped in and hit him in the stomach then the face.
"Oh God no!" I started trying to pull away from Rick, but he was holding me tightly telling me to stop fighting him, that Mark wanted us to go.
Mark drew his legs up and kicked the biker in front of him in the chest with both feet. The impact caused the man holding him to stagger, and lowering his head Mark snapped it up slamming the back of his head into his jaw. He staggered back letting Mark go as he did. Mark threw himself to the side to avoid a huge round house thrown by another biker. The blow struck the other man in chest knocking him over. Mark kicked out taking the guys legs from under him, and jumping to his feet, threw another spin kick. This time the guy coming up on him ducked underneath the kick and throwing himself forward caught Mark around the waist.
Mark slammed his elbow down into his back but with a loud cry the man lifted Mark off his feet and taking several steps threw him and Mark forward. My brother cried out as his back was slammed into the rail of one of the pool tables. Mark sank to the floor his blood soaked face twisted into a grimace of pain. The guy was still holding on, and as I watched Mark put his hands on the side of his face, and reaching behind his ears, drove his thumbs into the pressure point that he had taught me was back there.
The biker, screamed and letting Mark go tried to get up and back away. From the floor Mark kicked straight up catching him in the jaw. There was a loud crack and the biker screamed clutching his face before hitting the floor. Another one was coming from the side. Pivoting on his knee, Mark kicked straight out catching the biker in mid step. The man let out a shriek of pain as his knee snapped backwards. He fell to the floor grabbing at his knee and screaming.
"Holy shit he might do it." Rick said.
"Help him!" I yelled at him.
"Shhh!" Rick said and pulled me back further. "Megan we need to go, please I can't stay here they'll kill me for this."
Mark had come to his feet just in time to block a punch thrown by another one. The man's second punch caught him in the side of the head and I realized that Mark was slowing down. Mark ducked and then stood straight up driving the top of his head into the man's jaw and staggering him. Mark flowed forward throwing several lightning quick punches into the huge bikers face, before stepping in and throwing a left forearm into his head and knocking him down. As Mark looked around wildly Hawk yelled something and four of them swarmed him coming from all sides.
Mark howled defiantly and leaping into the air whipped his leg around backing a couple of them off. As Mark landed they converged on him. The bikers were all big, powerful men who were not only experienced fighters but most of them were also flying high on coke. My brother, was relying on twelve years of martial arts training, fueled by the desperate need to protect his sister, and backed by a lifetime of rage. The Devil's own were animals. My brother was a force of nature.
Somehow, trapped in a circle by four men who were all swinging and grabbing at him my brother was not only still on his feet but the bikers were unable to get their hands on him. As I watched, Mark ducked, spun, jumped, and weaved side to side, never staying still, his arms and legs always swinging and kicking. He was catching the biker's with short quick punches and kicks knocking them back. Every time he would try to move forward however, another one would attack. Hawk, who was staying clear of the fight screamed;
"Get him on the fucking ground!!"
One of the bikers, a huge blond man who made Rick look small, dropped to his knees, crawled forward, and grabbed Mark around the knees. With a loud yell and an amazing display of strength the man threw himself to his feet lifting Mark with him. As the other bikers closed in Mark spread his arms and swinging them inward, his hands open, slammed his palms into the sides of the biker's head boxing his ears. The man let out a howl of agony and dropped Mark. The second Mark landed on his feet one of the other bikers slammed into him. The guy wasn't even swinging they were just trying to get him onto the floor. Mark staggered backwards but ended up banging into the pool table behind him.
Without hesitation, Mark rolled backwards onto the pool table and coming up to his feet kicked the guy in the face. There were three of the Devil's down for good at this point but as Mark stood on the table the rest of them all rushed towards him coming from different sides. Crouching Mark picked up the cue ball and without hesitation reared back and threw it at the huge blond biker who had staggered to his feet and was coming straight for the table. Mark had been an all state ball player in high school, and the cue struck him in the mouth. The biker cried out and fell to his knees blood pouring from his ruined mouth. On the table, Mark had jumped to his feet with a pool cue in his hand, which he whipped around to strike one of the others in the face.
The bikers backed off, as standing in the middle of the table, Mark began to whirl the pool stick around as if it were staff. The stick blurred through the air and Mark himself was turning rapidly back and forth trying to watch all sides of the table. Someone went to grab his leg and cried out as the tip of the stick caught him in the face. As he staggered, Mark dropped to his knee and kicked out hitting him in the head. Mark jumped back to his feet and looking to his right I saw his eyes widen. Stepping to the edge of the table, he jumped the four feet across to the next one. The bikers followed, and to my horror I saw the front door open and two more come in. After looking around, they immediately headed for Mark, who had now jumped to the third table.
'Megan!" Rick hissed in my ear. "Let's go he's going to make it look!"
Rick pointed past my face and I saw what he meant. There was one more pool table then the entrance was maybe only twenty feet away. Mark could jump off and make it out ahead of the slower bikers. Even if there was one or two out there he would be catching them off guard. I had no idea where Mark's car was but I knew Rick's would be right near the door we were going to head for. Rick tugged me back and I let him. We took a couple of more steps, and Rick let me go. I started walking backwards, and at this point had no worries about Rick and I, all the action was around my brother.
Mark was still on the next to last table spinning in circles, twirling the cue stick, and throwing kicks, desperately trying to keep the bikers from grabbing him. As he spun I noticed he was making his way towards the edge of the table. One of the bikers pulled himself up onto the other end of the table, and Mark stepped forward and swung down with the stick. The cue shattered over his head and after throwing the remaining piece of the stick at another biker Mark took a step backwards towards the other table. Rick pulled at my wrist and I started backing up faster. Taking a quick look behind me, I saw Bobby and the door only about a dozen feet away, we were going to make it. I was getting ready to turn around, when out of the corner of my eye I saw someone run into the room. I turned back and screamed.
Keith, his entire face and shirt covered with blood, had come in, and seeing Mark on the table began running towards him at full speed. Mark had his back to that direction and I screamed his name. Mark had just reached the edge and was beginning to turn when one of the guys grabbed his ankle. Maintaining his balance, Mark raised his other leg and stomped his foot onto the guys head. I called his name again and started heading back towards the room. Rick grabbed me and yelled for me to go then looking up said;
"Jesus fucking Christ!"
Keith, still at a full run, jumped up onto the pool table next to Mark and taking two long steps let out an animal like howl of rage as he threw himself off the table. Mark turned just in time for Keith to slam into him. Keith's arms wrapped around Mark's waist and his momentum took him off of his feet. The two of them sailed off the table and several feet through the air before landing on a table that exploded beneath them.
They had landed on their sides and Keith was already hammering away at my brother. Mark caught Keith's hand and with a triumphant shriek twisted it savagely. Keith screamed in agony as his hand bent backwards and his wrist snapped. Mark swung over on top of Keith and started hitting him repeatedly in the face.
"Oh no oh no!!" I cried out as I saw the bikers all running towards him.
Mark wasn't looking; he was lost in trying to kill Keith. Mark now had Keith by the hair and was slamming his head into the floor. Keith's body was limp and Mark was screaming in his face. One of the biker's dropped down and got Mark in a headlock Mark tried to push up but as he did one of the guys had come around and kicked him in the face. Mark's head slammed back into the other guys face from the impact of the kick and they both fell backwards.
"Megan please!" Rick yelled at me. "We can't help him!"
Mark had somehow rolled over and got to his feet. As soon as he did he staggered to the side one of the bikers lunged forward and hit him hard in the right side of his face Mark spun and was hit by another one. The guy stepped forward and Mark somehow managed to swing and hit him in the neck. Mark turned and seeing me. Shook his head and screamed;
"Go!!"
Mark was grabbed from behind but this time the huge biker grabbing him had pinned his arms to his side.
"That's it hold him!" Hawk, called, out as he stepped up and punched Mark in the face.
"You like that you bitch?" he yelled and punched Mark again.
'Fuck you!!" Mark screamed through the blood in his mouth. "Fucking coward!!"
Hawk swung and hit Mark again and again. Mark's legs went out from under him and the guy started to let go. With another of those frightening howls Mark surged back to his feet and caught Hawk in the face with a wicked left hook that sent him flying. Mark spun and kicked the guy behind him then turned to see two of the bikers coming at him. He started to go the other way but there were two more. They hesitated trying to see which direction he was going in and my heart froze as I saw Mark starting to sway on his feet.
"Jump him he's fucking through!!" Hawk yelled as he got up from the floor.
All of the bikers through themselves forward. Mark looked up, and letting out a scream of rage started swinging wildly. One of the guys went down but the one next to him jumped forward catching Mark with his body. Mark twisted and threw the guy off of him but he turned right into the biggest of the bikers who, grabbing him whipped him around like a rag doll, and slammed him into the floor. Mark landed hard and the guy immediately dropped down and started swinging at him. The other two came forward and started kicking, hitting Mark in the side and legs. As I screamed in horror I saw Mark curl into a ball and cover his head as they swarmed around him kicking and punching.
"Megan!!" Rick called. I turned numbly to see Rick and Bobby by the door.
"Rick please!!" I called out. "They're going to kill him!!"
Rick looked at Bobby, then me, and shaking his head sadly turned, and ran out the door. I stared after them. I could make it. Call the cops try to get help. No, it was too late. I turned to see that the other guys had stopped kicking, but they had Mark flat on his back his arms pinned. Hawk yelled something and kicked Mark in the ribs. Mark's body jerked but he didn't make a sound. I took a deep breath as I felt something burning in my chest. It wasn't fear it was...rage. They were hurting my brother who had tried to stop them from hurting me.
Without knowing I was going to do I ran across the room, and grabbing a beer bottle off the bar as I passed it, came up behind one of the bikers and swung it with all my strength. The bottle shattered against his head and he staggered to the side.
'No one hurts my brother!!" I shrieked at him and swinging the remaining piece of the bottle slashed it across his face.
The guy screamed as blood flowed from his face and went down to his knees. As my brother had taught me I stepped up and swung my knee into the side of his head putting him down.
"What the fuck?"
Another of the bikers turned towards me and I hit him in the face, his head rocked back, and grabbing his cheek, I raked my long nails down his face. He cried out and as he staggered I drove the long heel of my boot into his foot and pushed hard. He banged into one of the other guys and losing his balance fell into Hawk. One of the other's tried to grab my arm but I pulled away. I heard a high pitched screaming in my ears and realized it was my own voice. As Hawk pushed the guy away I stepped up and kicked him. I was aiming for his face but instead caught his arm. Hawk fell backwards clutching his shoulder where the heel of the boot had no doubt stabbed into his flesh.
I saw Mark start to move on the floor and tried to stand over him to protect him. I screamed in pain as my hair was pulled savagely from behind. I screamed again as I was yanked backwards and spun around.
"Crazy fucking bitch!"
As soon as I came around the biker that had pulled my hair backhanded me across the face knocking me to the floor. I lay their gasping my face and scalp burning. I kicked and caught him in the side, but he grabbed my hair and hauled me to my feet by it. He reared back and slapped me again in my mouth. A flash went off behind my eyes and I tasted blood. I would have fallen, but I was grabbed from behind around my neck and pulled back into someone. Reaching down they caught my right wrist and I cried out as he bent it up behind my back.
"Go ahead, make me break your arm cunt." A voice breathed in my ear.
"Christ she's as nuts as he is."
"Fucking skank." Hawk yelled and hit me in the stomach.
I doubled over moaning and gasping for breath. As I lifted my head I saw two of the bikers pulling Mark up to his feet. Mark's eyes were both just about swollen shut and there was not a part of his face that was not covered in blood. Hawk turned away from me, and looking at Mark, slapped him in the face.
"You awake pretty boy?"
Mark's eyes opened slightly, and grabbing his hair, Hawk turned his head so he could see me.
"Showtime pretty boy."
Turning he told the guy holding me.
"I never did get my piece, so get this bitch up on that table!"
"Noo!!" I screamed and started trying to pull away. A searing pain went through my shoulder and Hawk laughed.
"Oh you don't know what pain yet is you cunt!"
"Leave her alone!!" Mark screamed and somehow, managing to wrench his left arm free slammed his elbow into the guy holding him.
Mark turned sideways and struck the other guy in the neck. Hawk stepped forward and dealt Mark a back hand slap and before Mark could catch his balance one of the other bikers, who had grabbed a bottle from the bar, smashed it into the side of Mark's head. Mark went down and Hawk kicked him in the ribs.
"Get that piece of shit up and hold him this time!"
I screamed again as I felt myself being dragged to the table. Letting my arm go the guy spun me around and grabbing me around the waist, picked me up, and started to put me on the table. I kicked and flailed, but he grabbed my neck and shoved me down.
"No!" Hawk yelled. "Over the table. I want that bitch bent over!" he laughed. "That way pretty boy over here can see the look on her face when I shove it in her ass!"
I let out a long wail of panic, and started fighting like a wild cat. Getting tired of trying to catch my hands the guy gave me another backhanded slap causing my head to hit the table hard. The room was spinning and I made no effort to fight as, grabbing my hips, The guy rolled me over. I felt his hands on my ankles as he pulled my legs down until my feet were on the floor and I was bent over the table.
"Now get him over there." Hawk yelled pointing.
The two bikers dragged Mark over to the other side of the table and bending him over pressed his face into the table not two feet from mine.
"Mark!" I gasped out.
Mark's eyes opened slightly but didn't appear to see me.
Hawk walked past the table until he was behind me. I felt my skirt being lifted and tried to stand up. I yelped as I was hit in the back of the head, and I felt two pairs of hands pinning me down to the table.
"Oh yeah baby," Hawk whispered. "You are going to love this."
I moaned as I he yanked my thong down.
"Nooo!" Mark gasped his eyes opening. "Please!"
"Are you begging pretty boy?" Hawk asked behind me.
"Please don't hurt my sister." Mark whispered through his swollen lips. "Let her go, do whatever to me."
"Oh we'll get to you pretty boy but I want you to see this."
I felt Hawks hands on my hips and closed my eyes telling myself that I wouldn't scream.
"You ready skank?" I heard the distinct sound of a zipper being pulled down.
"Don't worry boys you'll all get your turns but I'm the first in this ass."
I let out a whimper as I felt Hawk's cock slap against the cheek of my ass.
"Oh yeah baby you are going to squeal nice and loud for me."
"What the fuck are you doing?!?"
I turned my head on the table to see Jack Wolf striding through the door with two other members of the Devil's own with him.
"What the fuck Hawk? Are you fucking crazy?"
"Jack," Hawk began. "This fucking skank tried to duck me, and this fucking nut bag took out half the fucking bar.
"You think I don't know that?" Wolf asked walking towards the table.
"Julie fucking called me in the middle of it. You should have fucking handled it!" Wolf shook his head.
"I pay a lot of money for the fucking cops to look the other way with the girls and drugs, but they come in here and see a fucking gang rape, were all going up!"
"Wolf I..." Hawk started stammering.
"Shut the fuck up and get this skank, and her maniac brother the fuck out of here. We got five minutes before the cops get here."
The hands were removed from me and I felt my skirt being pulled back down. I was grabbed by my shoulders and pulled to my feet by one of the bikers. On the other side of the table the two guys who were holding my brother stood him up between them. Hawk came around and started to say something and I winced as Wolf hauled off and hit him in the mouth.
"Fucking idiot! You let one fucking guy and a coked out slut almost tear the whole fucking place apart. You don't think the people in the other rooms tried to call the cops? My boys stalled for almost a half hour!" Wolf looked around and snorted disgustedly.
"Now toss them out and take that disgrace" Wolf pointed at Keith who was still unconscious. "To the fucking hospital and when he wakes up tell him his pathetic ass is fired. Fucking pussy."



"Let's go slut."
I was half dragged, half carried over to the side door that led out to the alley. As soon as one of the bikers opened it I was shoved outside. I cried out as I landed hard on my hands and knees, scraping them. I turned over into a sitting position in time to see the two bikers lift Mark off his feet and literally throw him out the door. Mark landed hard on his side and slumped over onto his back. Mark's chest was heaving and his right eye was completely shut. I crawled over to him and took his hand.
"Get your asses back in there." Wolf said to the guys who had tossed us.
"Jeff, get all the coke out of here and get the girls to start cleaning up. Reggie, you grab Hawk and drag his sorry ass into my office so I can straighten him out." He paused then added; "And put the word out that I want that bastard Rick's legs broken. Now get moving."
The guys left closing the door behind him Wolf stepped into the alley with us.
"Well," he said as he lit a cigarette. "I got to hand it to you Mark, you really lived up to the hype, you are one crazy motherfucker." He laughed.
"Always knew you were better than Keith, that's why you were my first choice but you wanted to be a goody goody." He looked over at me. "Not like your wasted sister over here. Hell Megan your pretty nuts yourself."
He took a drag on the cigarette and continued;
"Don't know who the fuck your real parents are but they must have been real pieces of work."
He dropped the cigarette that he had barely smoked and ground it out under his boot.
"Okay here is the deal. Only reason I didn't let that go any further is that I go way back with Mitch and he always liked you Mark. So you tell Mitch thanks next time you see him otherwise I'd have let Hawk go."
I heard the sound of sirens in the distance and Wolf spoke;
"As for tonight, here is the story. "You Raven started mucking up shit with a customer, your nutbag brother started a fight, the place got busted up and we tossed you two out. Now that is where it ends, no charges you acted up, the bouncers handed you your ass, and we're square got it?"
"Y...yeah." Mark gasped out as he somehow managed to sit partway up.
"Now the other thing is the two of you don't say a fucking word about what goes on in there. You don't mention the girls, the drugs, nothing. Okay?"
"Okay." I said quickly.
"Because see, if either of you open your mouths?" Wolf smiled wickedly and pointed at Mark. "We'll close yours right away and you?" he turned to me. "Your mouth will stay open so long you'll wish you were dead. Understood?"
"Y-yes. Thank you." I said softly.
Wolf snorted:
"Christ Raven, I know Hawks a loser but was it worth this?" he shook his head. "Needless to say neither one of you are welcome here again, and if anyone asks I kicked the shit out of both of you back here." He sighed and opened the door. "Cops will be here soon. I'll tell them where you are and they'll get you to the hospital."
Wolf walked back into the club, and sliding over behind Mark, I put my arms around him.
"Oh Mark how bad are you hurt?"
Mark looked at me and coughed, I groaned as blood oozed from his mouth.
I stretched my legs out, and pulling on Mark's shoulders, gently eased him back against me.
I cradled his head to my chest, and gently ran my fingers through his hair trying to ignore the blood in it. I reached up, and touching my right cheek winced in pain. The sirens were getting closer and for the first time in my life I was glad to hear them.
"Meg." Mark whispered;
"What baby?" I asked.
Mark forced himself to sit up in my lap and turned his ruined face towards me.
"G...get help."
"The cops are going to be here any minute Mark." I told him. "They'll get you too..."
"No," Mark said, and reaching out took my hand in his blood smeared one. "You... you get help. I..." he coughed again and paused to spit blood on the floor of the alley. "I can't protect you Meg... t...they were going to..."
Mark trailed off and at first I thought he was coughing but I realized he was sobbing.
"They were going to rape you Meg and I couldn't help you..." he looked up at me and as I stared into his battered blood streaked face he whispered;
"Please, Megan for me, please get help. I can't save you from you."
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The blaring of a horn behind us startled me out of the past. Turning my head away from the old burned out club where my addiction had almost cost my brother his life, I realized that I could feel tears on my face. I turned quickly back to look out the window so dad wouldn't notice, and leaned back in the seat. I could feel my heart still pounding just from reliving that brutal night.
The car started moving forwards, and as we past it, I gave the old Wolves Den one last look. For many people that night had not ended there. Mark had ended up in the hospital for several days suffering from three broken bones in his face, a half dozen broken ribs, and a concussion. I had told my parents that Mark had been jumped outside a club in Providence. When mom had asked about my own bruised face, I had simply looked away and said that I didn't want to talk about it. Mom's eyes had filled with tears and I assumed she figured it was an abusive boyfriend.
While we were there Tommy had come by to see if Mark was okay, and I am sure to take the opportunity to see me as well, and told us that Rick was also in the hospital suffering from two broken legs. Alex came to visit as well, and to my surprise, Mark stuck with the story that he had been jumped. Alex didn't seem like he believed him but let it go. As I sat there I knew that Mark didn't want Alex to know that it had been my fault. My little brother, yet again, was protecting his undeserving sister.
Two months after that night Harold "Hawk" Roberts was found in an alley, severally beaten with the words "Every Dog has its day" carved into his back with a razor blade. Hawk never told the police who had attacked him, and upon his release from the hospital left Rhode Island and as far as I knew never came back. I was upset that Mark had gone that far but didn't bring it up. As he always said "What was done was done". However, as upset as I was that my brother would risk his future, there was a sick part of me that would have given anything to see the look on Hawk's face when he had seen my brother coming for him.
Some good came out of that night however, well for awhile at least. My brother's desperate plea still lodged in my mind, I approached Alex while Mark was still in the hospital, and asked him if he could help me get into the clinic. Alex had seemed genuinely pleased that I wanted help and immediately made some phone calls to set it up. The clinic was a ninety day inpatient and seemed like the longest three months of my life, but I made it.
During my last month, Mark graduated from Suffolk. I had to receive special permission to attend the ceremony and after party. I had nothing decent to wear and Tommy bought me a beautiful red dress and attended the party with me. It was a humbling experience, being there on the biggest day of my brother's life and knowing that when it was over I was heading back to a hospital room. When the two of us had a moment alone, I hugged Mark close, and told him how proud I was of him. Mark gave me a kiss on the cheek and told me that school was easy and he was proud of me for sticking with the clinic and trying to help myself.
Once I was released I stayed with Mark for a few weeks. As in the past however, I knew I couldn't stay close for too long and took Tommy up on his offer to come back and stay with him. I was unsure as I knew that although I loved Tommy, I was not in love with him. Mark however, pushed me towards him, saying that Tommy was good for me. Tommy always treated me better than I deserved, but more importantly had been clean for two years and attended three meetings a week. I moved back in, but many were the nights I laid next to him feeling guilty as it was my brother I was thinking of. Making things tougher was Mark saying that we shouldn't sleep together anymore. I told him that we had always spent time together when I was with Tommy, but he said that maybe it was time that we made some rules for ourselves.
I was devastated, but after trying unsuccessfully to seduce my brother a couple of times gave up. Every time I saw Mark after that I would catch him looking at me longingly and knew he wanted to be with his sister, but held to his rule. I felt the same way and once again started wondering about the two of us. Mark had just passed the bar however, and had been hired officially by the firm where he had been interning. My brother's life was just starting to take off. One night, Tommy and I had gone out to dinner with Mark and an attractive young lawyer named Jessica he had started seeing. During dinner Mark and I had sat there with our arms around our dates and kept staring into each other's eyes. I could feel how badly he wanted me and could even feel myself getting aroused.
When we went back home, Tommy, as he had many times in the past, tried to make love to me. As usual I turned it into him fucking me hard and fast while I envisioned my brother. Two nights later I went to my brother's place, and without a word stripped in front of him. Two hours later I was lying naked and spent in my brother's arms, listening to his steady breathing as he held me close. I should have been content but instead felt that feeling of emptiness. I tried to tell myself that it was the usual melancholy of knowing I could not always be with my brother. This time however, it was deeper than that. For the first time since we had started sleeping together, I did not feel complete in Mark's arms. I could still feel that hollow feeling as if there were a hole where my soul should be. I stayed the weekend with Mark before going back to Tommy, whom I had lied to and said that Mark was very sick and I wanted to take care of him. I went back because I really had nowhere else to go and spent every night thinking of how unfair I was being.
The next week I went to work at the restaurant I had been waitressing at and found myself staring at the bar all night. Knowing I shouldn't, but unable to help myself, I sat down at the bar after my shift and ordered a coke. A half an hour later I was still there and the next coke I ordered was mixed with rum, it was only one, I told myself and it would ease the guilt of sharing Tommy's bed. One turned too many, and it would be a long time before I would even try to get help again.
"Megan, are you okay?"
I turned to look at dad, and saw with a start that he had pulled the car into the breakdown lane.
"Um I..."
"I said your name a couple of times and...." He paused. "Megan you're crying!"
As dad spoke, he reached out and put his hand on my shoulder. I looked over at him and tried to think of what to say.
"Megan I'm sorry if some of the things I said about your brother were harsh but..." he trailed off then added; "You don't know Megan."
"Because you won't tell me." I said quietly.
I was going to leave it there. Let Dad think that that was what I was upset about, but with the image of my brother standing tall, the only thing between me, and an entire gang hell bent on raping me, still in my mind. I decided to tell my father exactly what I had been thinking about.
"Dad you know that burned up building?"
"The old club yeah." dad said still with his hand on my arm. "What about it?"
"I used to work there." I looked him in the eye and continued; "I danced and did worse so I could keep getting drugs."
"Yeah well, that was a long time ago hon, and you don't have too..."
"Dad do you remember that time Mark got put into the hospital?"
"Yeah you said he got jumped." Dad grunted; "Probably by some guy's whose wives or daughters he was screwing with."
"No dad," I said ignoring that last crack. "My brother got the shit kicked out of him by an entire biker gang, because they were going to rape me."
Before dad could say anything, I told him the story. I put more in there than I needed to, but let dad be uncomfortable. Let him know how bad off I had been while he was playing the tough love game. I told him how Mark had found me there after Alex saw me and how Wolf had given me coke to take care of his friend, and how they were going to hurt me. I described the horrific beating my brother took and how close I had come to being raped and Mark beaten even worse. As Dad sat there in stunned silence, my voice remained amazingly steady until the end when I told him my brother's words to me. How he had begged me to take care of myself. By the time I had finished, however my voice was trembling and the tears were flowing.
"You sat there in that restaurant and told me my brother hurt me!" I told him. "My brother was hurt defending me dad and you know what? He shouldn't have!"
"Megan," Dad started
"No Dad, I deserved it! I was whoring myself and stripping and making hundreds of dollars a night that went right up my nose! I could have left right away, but I wanted the coke. I deserved for those guys to think they could treat me like a pig because," I sobbed, "I was one!"
"Honey please..." Dad started.
"But my brother wouldn't let it happen and he should have! I hadn't been talking to him; I wouldn't let him see me because I was ashamed. Just like I was with you, but there was a difference!" I caught my breath and went on.
"The only time he fought with me was when I tried to make him hate me so he would leave me alone and he wouldn't do it! He walked into that club and tried to get me out of there. They... they beat him so bad..." I sobbed again.
"Megan listen,"
"No you listen!" I snapped. "My brother loves me no matter what I do, and never gave up on me like everyone else did." I looked him in the eye and whispered; "Like you did."
Dad looked away, and I knew that was a low blow but couldn't help myself. I was defending my brother the way he had me all those years.
"My brother," I said. "Would never hurt me, he loved me no how bad I was messed up!"
Dad removed his hand from my shoulder, and facing the road put the car into drive. As he pulled onto the highway he said quietly without looking at me;
"You have it backwards Megan, if it wasn't for your brother you would have never been that messed up in the first place."
*****
I rolled over onto my side, once again trying to get comfortable. I closed my stinging eyes, and tried taking slow deep breaths; willing myself to relax and let the sleep that I so desperately needed come take me. After a few more minutes of trying to delude myself that this would work, I opened my eyes and looked at the clock; five fifteen. I sat up, and with a heavy sigh, got up and stretched. As I did I looked over at the mirror, and seeing my reflection, brought my hair up over my head and, angling my hip, struck a pose.
It was warm upstairs so I had locked the door before I tried to sleep, and was only wearing a pair of skimpy red panties. Lowering my arms I cupped my hands beneath my smallish tits, and using my thumbs flicked at the barbells pierced through my nipples causing them to harden.
"Yeah Mark, are your sister's tits still your favorites? You want these titties?"
I playfully covered them with my hands, and turning away from the mirror said;
"How does it feel to want?"
With a sigh I walked up to the mirror eyeing my reflection. From the neck down I looked pretty damn good. As for the neck up however, unless one was into red eyes and dark circles I had definitely seen better days. Then again I thought, as I remembered my using days I had certainly looked worse. Turning around I looked over my shoulder at my small firm ass and shook it, slowly at first, then putting my hips into to it, began rotating it in ever quickening circles.
"You still got the moves there Raven." I said dryly, thinking that sometimes it was better to try to laugh at the past rather than to cry over it.
I turned from the mirror and walked over to the suitcase I had laid out on the rocking chair. Removing a plain pair of jeans and a pink Red Sox t-shirt I carried them over to the bed and sat down. I had told Mom yesterday over lunch, and again this morning that I would find out what the hell had happened between Mark and Dad. At one point that situation had taken a back seat to Mark's question of where we stood. After lunch with dad however, and seeing the raw hate in his eyes I needed to know. The problem was, that whatever it was, neither Dad nor my brother seemed to think I should know.
But why? According to Dad it would bring back painful memories and hurt me. From the sound of it maybe even ruin my relationship with Mark. In my heart I believed that Dad had to be wrong. Mark had never hurt me beyond that one horrific night, and that was a night I refused to dwell on, but could remember it if I needed too. Had there really been another time? Mark had simply said I didn't need to know and left it at that. Had he done something to me and realizing that I had forgotten it not wanted to bring it up?
As I stood and pulled my jeans on I found myself wondering even more. Could Mark's refusal to talk about it have something to do with the fact that he had finally declared his feelings for me? It would make sense. My brother seemed to feel I was already leaning away from him because I hadn't answered. Therefore to him, dredging up an old unpleasant experience could be the kiss of death. Except for his "voice" when he was younger Mark had never kept secrets from me. If anything I was the one that had kept some things secret, then again my brother knew enough about my past to guess the rest. The difference here was that I had a lot not to be proud of and since I had been sober and clean I kept nothing from Mark.
Mark on the other hand, seemed to be keeping more and more from me recently. Up until the last year or so the only thing he kept from me was the details of "the group" that he was in. But lately that had begun to change; the argument with Dad, whatever happened with Alex, and even the Winthrop case, refusing to tell me what his "Final Play" as he had put it had been. Mom had said Mark had seemed different over the past year and now I could see it as well. Ironic that at the same time Mark wanted to open his heart to me he was beginning to shut me out.
I slipped a plain red bra on, and after pulling on the t-shirt, pulled my hair back in a ponytail. Knowing how bad my eyes looked, I took a couple of minutes to put some make up on to cover the worst of the dark circles. After tipping my head back, and dropping some visine into my eyes, I grabbed the keys to Mark's car and went downstairs. I decided that rather than play games, I was just going to go to Mark's office and demand to be told.
As I entered the kitchen, I saw mom sitting at the table idly filling out a crossword puzzle while listening to the radio. I felt a twinge of regret that I had pushed my father earlier. When we had gotten back from lunch it was obvious to Mom that we were both upset. Dad had gone straight to his study slamming the door behind him, and I had sat down with mom at the table.
Mom could tell right away that I had been crying and asked what had happened. I told Mom that lunch had been nice, but I kept pushing about Mark and Dad had gotten angry. If I hadn't been emotional myself over the fight and that terrible memory of the strip club I would have known to stop there. Instead I told her how hateful Dad had been, even to the point that Dad had threatened to shoot my brother. Mom had tears in her eyes when I was done, as did I, and we shared a hug, while the two of us fought them back. I ended up losing the battle however when I told her that I only had a little time up here and I had really upset Dad.
Mom had wiped the tears from my face with the edge of her hand like she used to when I was a girl and told me that Dad would be okay. She would talk to him later. Mom confessed to me that she had heard Dad speak that harshly about Mark as well, but had hoped I could have gotten through to him. I told Mom I was sorry I had gotten nowhere and with a sigh she said not to worry about it. Mark would be leaving soon and it wouldn't really matter much at that point. Rather than keep going I told mom that I was tired and proceeded to upstairs and toss and turn for an hour.
I walked over to her and kissing the top of her head said I was running out for a couple of hours. Mom asked where I was going and I told her I was going to catch up with a couple of friends. I didn't want her to know I was going to see my brother again, it would look odd. I realized here I was lying to Mom about seeing him twice in a day and Mark was thinking we could play house with no problems.
I got into the car and as I drove towards the highway debated calling Mark. Part of me wanted to just show up and catch him off guard. Mark's games were always based on him knowing what was coming. My just appearing and cornering him about Dad would take away any chance he would have to figure out what he was going to say. Then again, if I got there and Mark wasn't there I would have to go to his apartment. I wasn't sure I wanted that right now. No, that was the problem; games. Although for the most part it was harmless, my brother and I lived to tease, toy with, and one up each other.
This however was different; this was real life, not an extension of our bedroom games. I dialed Mark and the phone rang several times, causing me to wonder if he was going to ignore me, when I heard him pick up.
"What is it Meg?" Mark spoke before I had even gotten out hello.
"Well hi there to you little brother."
"I'm with someone sis, everything okay?"
"Uh well not really Mark. Are you around in a little while?"
"Why what's wrong?"
"Not real happy with how lunch went with Dad. We need to talk."
Mark was silent for a minute, and I could all but here his wheels spinning. Finally he sighed;
"I have someone with me now, but should be clear in a half hour, so come now if you want."
"You have clients after five?"
"I put the word out last Friday Megan, I have people booked all week to pretty much say goodbye and to pawn them off on the other partners. But listen..." he paused then asked; "What did Doug say to you?"
"I'll tell you when I get there." I said hanging up quickly.
So much for not playing games I thought with a wry smile. Let him stew on that one.
I stopped and grabbed ice coffees giving Mark a little more time to finish up with his client. I arrived at Mark's office just after six, and due to the fact it was after hours, was buzzed in by the security guard downstairs. When I reached the third floor, which consisted entirely of Mark's firm I noticed there were still a few people milling about, but Mark's secretary Paula had gone. I told the security guard at the main desk who I was there to see, and he told me that Mark was still with someone and would be out in a few minutes.
Jim Howard the head of the firm came out and seeing me came over to say hello. After making small talk for a few minutes he said he couldn't believe my brother was leaving him. I shrugged and told him Mark felt he had to move on and left it at that. Jim said it was a shame, Mark was a great guy and would be missed. I resisted the urge to roll my eyes. I of all people knew that, except for attractive women, my brother was as social as a rattlesnake. The fact that Mark was by far the firm's top money maker was the real reason Jim was upset.



When my brother wasn't show stealing for the state, his specialty was corporate law and he had brought in some huge clients over the years. I am sure that Jim was hoping that they would all stay and not bail on him after Mark left. After a few poorly veiled attempts to see if I knew if there was a chance that Mark would stay, Jim remarked that he had heard how well I had been doing. I found myself smiling as he mentioned a few of my showings. It made me feel good to know that my brother bragged about me. Jim told me he had to get going, but took me over to sit at Paula's desk to wait for Mark rather than the lobby.
I put the coffees on the desk, and sitting down, idly looked around Paula's desk. It was as neat as my brother's and extremely professional. There was one picture of a teenage girl I assumed was her daughter but aside from that no personal effects. I glanced down and saw she had Mark's calendar open. I shook my head as I saw the entire week full of names an hour or so apart from morning until well after six. I did note that tomorrow he had a couple of hours clear around noon that was marked 'paperwork'and his last meeting was at five. Mark had told me he would be free at six for me. Looking at the long list of names I recognized a few and shook my head. Not for the first time I wondered just how much money Mark really made.
I looked at tonight's schedule and saw a five o'clock for a name I did not know. I turned around in Paula's chair as I heard Mark's door open. A tall attractive brunette wearing a sleek black dress came out. She appeared to be in her forties, but the dress was hugging a set of curves that would make a much younger woman jealous. As she walked through the doorway she was followed by a distinguished looking older man with silver hair wearing a perfectly tailored black suit. I pegged him for late fifties and figured that the woman, although not that young, was certainly his trophy wife.
As they exited the office, Mark followed and I couldn't help but think how goddamn beautiful my brother really was. My brother normally dressed with flair, but tonight was exceptional even by his standards. Mark was wearing one of the custom tailored suits that he went up to New York once a year to have made. The suit was black, the jacket flattering his broad shoulders, and the slacks accentuating his tapered waist. The shirt underneath however, was the main attraction; a dazzling shade of fuchsia that was accompanied by a matching silk tie with black stripes. As always his hair was perfect and he had shaved. As much as Mark's 'bad boy' look could turn me on, this was the Mark that I had always liked best. Even when we were young and wild I had always preferred my brother pretty.
As I stared at Mark, who had not yet seen me, I could feel my body beginning to respond to him. It always amazed me that after close to two decades of sex how incredibly attracted to my brother I still was. I quickly shook my head and pushed those thoughts from my head. I was here to talk not screw around. I have to admit however, as I glanced down at the plain sandals I had tossed on, that I wished I had not dressed so plainly.
"So as I was saying Mark," The older man began. "I have a lot of business associates on the west coast so if that's where you land please call me. I'd be more than happy to refer them your way."
"Thank you Charlie." Mark said, flashing that extremely perfect, and what I knew to be, very fake smile. "If that's where I go I won't hesitate to give you a call."
"Perhaps we'll come out and introduce you in person." The woman said.
As she spoke she was standing behind Charlie and when finished, gave Mark an engaging smile and wink.
"The two of you are too good to me." Mark replied. "So anyway let me take you down to meet Bill Thomas. I think you'll be very happy with... oh hey Megan."
Mark had finally noticed me, and as I stood, he gestured towards me;
"Charlie, Celia. This is my sister Megan."
"Your sister?" Charlie asked looking at me, and flashing me a big smile. "Why yes I definitely see the resemblance!"
Charlie came over and I extended my hand.
"Nice to meet you Charlie," I said giving him a huge smile, and batting my eyes playfully. Behind him I saw Mark roll his eyes.
Charlie took my hand, and bringing it up to his lips kissed the back of it.
"Mark's much younger sister of course." He said with a wink.
"Well of course!"
My gaze shifted over Charlie's shoulder and I saw Celia lean towards my brother. Moving quickly she slipped a card into his pocket in front of a handkerchief that perfectly matched the shirt. She gave him a wink, and turning away from him, walked over to me. I wanted to laugh at the extra swing she was putting into her hips figuring my brother was watching. As I looked at him, he put his arms out hands up, as if saying 'what can I say'
"A pleasure." Celia said taking my hand. "Your brother will be missed around here."
"I bet." I said looking her in the eye and giving her a wink of my own. "My brother has always been in high demand."
Celia looked at me, her eyes widening then quickly letting go of my hand, made it a point to take Charlie's.
"Could you excuse me for a minute Charlie?" Mark asked.
"Of course Mark no hurry."
Mark put his hand on my shoulder and guided me towards his office.
"I brought you a coffee little brother." I looked closely at him and saw his eyes were as red as mine and looked glossy. "Something tells me you might need it."
"Yeah, thanks Meg, listen I have to take them to Bill, you want to wait for me in my office?"
"Sure. Hey hold on."
Making sure Mark's clients weren't looking; I reached into his pocket and plucked the card from it. It was a Weston hotel card with a room and phone number on the back, with a note saying. "He is playing poker tomorrow night"
"Been there done that?" I asked softly, smirking at him.
"She's how I first got their business." Mark whispered smirking back at me. "I gave her some, so she gave him some and sold him on doing business here." He shrugged. "Taking it for the team."
"I'm sure." I put the card back in his shirt and patted his chest. "You gonna visit her during poker night?"
"Hardly." Mark said. "I have a dinner date with a gorgeous woman tomorrow night."
"Good answer." I said giving him a quick peck on the cheek.
"How sisterly." Mark said grinning.
"Yeah well go do what you have to do Mark." I told him "Because you can stall, but you can't hide."
Mark shook his head and held his office door open for me. When I entered he told me he'd be back in fifteen minutes and closed the door behind me. I walked over to Mark's enormous desk and looked around. Mark was packing here as well. Several of his book shelves were empty and there were unmade boxes and a roll of bubble wrap in the corner. Putting the tray with the coffee's on his desk, I put the straw in mine, and sipping on it walked around his desk. I sat down in soft leather chair, and putting the coffee down glanced over to a picture to my left and smiled.
It was my favorite picture of the two of us. The one that mom had taken the morning we had gone to Uncle Ray's for a Christmas visit. Mark and I were cheek to cheek and smiling. Charlie had noted our resemblance, which was still there if someone was looking for it. Back then however, the resemblance had been unmistakable. My gaze wandered from that picture across Mark's desk. There were files stacked up on it and I idly picked one up. There was a name written on the tab and across the folder were the words; Carter vs. Dillon. I put it to the side and looked at the next one which said; "Cakewalk."
Mark did this with all of his cases; marked the reference he used to win it or made a general comment about it. I noticed they were in alphabetical order and on a whim went to "C". I saw the tab marked Carson and pulled it out. Glancing up at the door, I opened it and flipped through. Most of it meant nothing to me. Police reports, witness statements and page after page of Mark's notes all taken in Latin in case they were stolen. I flinched, as underneath the notes was a close up of Alicia Carson's face right after the attack. Her lips were split and her left eye swollen shut. Worse than that was underneath her eye was the clear indentation of a class ring. Closing the folder I looked to see what he had written there;
"Pyrrhic Victory."
Losing more than he won. I frowned at that, but it made sense. Not just his friendship with Alex had been lost over that case, but he had totally humiliated Samantha. Still that did seem a bit over the top; then again Mark did have a flair for the dramatic. I straightened the stack so my OCD afflicted brother wouldn't notice it and turning in the chair winced as my knee hit something. I looked down to see the lower draw of Mark's desk open. Unable to resist I slid it open further, and looked inside. Seeing what looked like a photo lying face down I removed it and turned it over.
It was a photo of Samantha. She was sitting on a carousel horse wearing a short red sundress which definitely showed off her figure and more than ample chest. The look on her face however, was that of a giddy teenager. Samantha was laughing and blowing a kiss at the camera. I recognized the carousel as the one in Slater's park and remembered going there all the time with Mom and Dad. Mark had always made fun of me when we were in our late teens and I would ask him to take me. Apparently Samantha had not had a problem getting him to go.
I went to put the picture back and saw something red. Glancing at the door again I put the picture on the desk, and reaching down pulled out a Valentine's Day card. I stared at the card and told myself to put it back. In the end I let curiosity get the better of me and opened it. I skimmed through the sappy text of the card but my eyes lingered on the note at the bottom;
"I am so in love with you Mark. Not the image you try to put out there but the real Mark, the one that only I get to see! You make me feel like no other man ever has before and I love you for it! I know you don't say it back but I feel it in the way you touch me, it's in the way that you hold me and the way you make love to me. You may not say it with words yet but your heart speaks to me every night and I hear it! Happy Valentine's Day! Love Sammy
Feeling dirty, I quickly put the card back and closed the drawer. I sat back in the chair and felt a pang of sadness for Samantha. She had given my brother her heart and he had broken it. In turn however he had broken his own. Mark may be telling the truth, that he eventually saw me as his true love, but it was after Samantha. When he was with her he was in love with her. She wasn't the only one that felt it. I could hear it in his voice when he talked about her. I had left his house after visiting him when he was with her and thought for sure that it was the end of our time together. A few weeks later he had called me all but in tears.
Sitting back further in the comfortable chair I recalled my trip back home to make sure my brother was okay. In the beginning I had been there as a big sister comforting her heartbroken brother. After a few days however I had decided that Mark needed a different type of comfort. My tired mind was beginning to drift off of Samantha, and to focus on the upcoming conversation, when I stopped and narrowed my eyes in thought. I felt as if there was something there, that I was missing, something important. I forced myself to concentrate and think back to when I had reintroduced my brother to the forbidden pleasure of his sister's body
*****.
I looked at the clock on Mark's nightstand and shook my head; no doubt about it, my little brother was avoiding coming to bed. The first two nights I had been here, Mark and I had gone to bed together and I had not done anything more than put my arms around him and hold him while he slept. I had not pushed for anything more as the first night had been spent mostly on the couch with me holding Mark while he cried like a heart broken teenager. I admit that I had been surprised at seeing that level of emotion from Mark. Granted I knew that my brother was more sensitive than he let on, but I had never seen him cry like that. This had been more than mere tears; my brother had collapsed into me sobbing so hard that at one point he had begun gasping for breath. I just sat there and held him, stroking his thick black hair and whispering that his big sister was here for him.
Mark had fallen asleep in my arms on the couch, and after a while I had gotten him up so we could go into his bedroom. I had him lie on his stomach and gently ran my fingers across his back the way I always had since we were teenagers. Once I knew he was asleep I rested my head on his shoulder, put my arm around his waist, and went to sleep. The next day I had tried to find out from Mark what had happened with him and Samantha, but all he would say is that he had to end it. Samantha didn't know him the way she thought she did and she deserved a good life with someone who could treat her right.
This smacked of bullshit to me. That was until Mark had mentioned how Samantha had a chance to accomplish a lot and was a good person who would only be held back , and brought down by his dark influence. That had hit home as I remembered that I'd had similar feelings at several points in my life about Mark himself. I decided to let it go and just spend some time with him. That night we had gone to bed early as Mark hadn't slept much at all the week leading up to his break up and needed the rest. I had briefly considered seeing if my brother wanted to play, but he had worn shorts to bed and seemed to go out of his way to mention several times during the night he was tired.
By last night however I'd definitely gone to bed wanting some. I had not slept with my brother in over six months during his last trip to Chicago back when Samantha was still a pet. When I came up to Rhode Island a few months later he had told me that he and 'Sammy' were serious. I had lied in the guest room stewing, while a 24 year old sickeningly sweet law student shared my brother's bed. I suppose I deserved it, after all I had put Mark through several similar stretches.
I had no doubt Mark knew I was looking for some. Then again, I had not been overly subtle, as I had pawed all over him as we watched a movie on the couch. Mark had seemed nervous and pulled away after just quick kisses. I'd had the strange feeling of being with a very shy date. I went to bed first and slipped on a cute light blue baby doll nightie with matching panties. I sprawled out on Mark's bed, and when he came in the look on his face was one of panic. He slowly came to the bed and to my chagrin lied down on his side facing away from me. I slid over, and putting my arms around him, started toying with his nipple and kissing the back of his neck.
I felt him tense up against me. Reaching up, he took my hand from his nipple and holding it in his placed it against his stomach. I simply lied there unsure of what to say. The only times Mark had ever turned me away in the fifteen plus years we'd been sleeping together were when I was wasted. Part of me wanted to keep trying; I was horny as hell, plus felt that my brother could use it as well. I kissed his ear and playfully nibbled on his ear lobe. Mark then said softly;
"I just...I'm not in the mood sis. I..."
As he stopped speaking he squeezed my hand and I knew he was upset. I slid back from him and told him to roll over. Mark hesitated then slowly turned over to face me. I noticed he kept his eyes on my face and not on my tits that were all but falling out of the tiny night gown. Sliding up higher on the bed, I reached out, and putting my arms around his shoulders drew him into my chest. Mark curled up into me like a child and within a few minutes was sleeping soundly in my arms. I lied awake for awhile feeling a mixture of pity and frustration. I couldn't imagine how much cutting ties with Samantha must have hurt Mark to not even want sex. On the other hand I was still horny and having Mark's face nestled between my tits and my arms around his powerful shoulders wasn't helping any. I sighed, closed my eyes, and figured I would take him in the morning.
The alarm went off at six and before my eyes were even open, Mark had rolled out of bed and began getting dressed for the gym. After he left I lied there staring at my reflection and, untying the nightgown opened it to expose my tits. I smiled up at myself as my left hand found my right nipple, and my right slid down my stomach into my panties. I moaned as my fingers slid through my wet lips then found my clit on the way back up. My eyes never left my reflection as I envisioned my fingers as my brother's soft wet tongue. I came so fast and hard that moments later, I masturbated a second time; going slower and enjoying a longer more satisfying orgasm. Well as satisfying as it could be. When I finished I sighed at the thought of playing with myself at all while Mark was upstairs pumping weights instead of pumping his sister.
Mark had gone to work and I decided that seeing as I only had until the end of the week before I had to get back to Chicago, that I was not taking no for an answer tonight. After all what kind of big sister would I be if I didn't get my little brother back in the saddle? When Mark came home I was dressed in a simple pair of shorts and a tank top and although affectionate with him, limited it to a couple of kisses on the cheek and my arm around him. I didn't mention sex and kept some distance from him on the couch. Around ten I had gone and taken a long hot shower and come out wearing a short black silk robe that I always brought with me, because Mark loved it on me.
When I had come out, Mark had gone into his office. I came in, and leaning over him, put my arms around his neck. Mark was wearing a tank top and I made sure my long wet hair draped across his shoulders as I hugged him from behind. I gave him a soft kiss on the cheek and told him I was going to bed and was looking forward to him joining me. Mark started saying something about being awhile and I kissed him again and told him to take his time. I usually painted all night so was in no danger of falling asleep on him. Mark had given me a nervous smile and said okay.
That had been two hours ago. I had dozed off a little knowing he would hide for awhile, but had now been awake for over an hour. I looked up at my reflection again and could feel myself getting worked up. Mark's sheets were blood red and my black robe as well as my long ivory legs looked sexy as hell against them. My long raven black hair was fanned out around my head and I had turned all the lights off and lit the candelabras. The wall to wall mirrors were catching and reflecting the light, giving the room the appearance it was glowing. I looked at the clock again, and tired of posing, sat up and was going to get up and go take Mark in whatever room he was hiding in when the bedroom door opened and Mark came in.
Mark must have just showered as he was only wearing a pair of the loose karate pants he hung around the house in and he was shirtless. Mark looked around the room and when his eyes found me sitting on the foot of his bed I swear the look in them was one of "Oh shit".
"Hey little brother." I said softly.
"Umm hey sis still awake?"
"I told you I was going to wait up." I smiled and patted the bed next to me. "Come here baby."
Mark hesitated then, with what seemed like an air of resignation, came over and sat down next to me. He had definitely showered as I could see his hair was wet, and leaning closer caught the pleasant scent of his body wash. As he sat down Mark looked straight ahead, and I noticed his leg shaking back and forth. I felt myself start to smile as he really did seem more like a nervous teenager than the notorious womanizing Bad Boy attorney.



"Why so nervous?" I asked putting my hand on his shoulder and lightly running my nails down his arm. "I don't bite." I laughed "Well I guess that's not entirely true now is it?"
"No, I think I have some marks somewhere." Mark said softly, still looking away from me.
After a minute I noticed his eyes went down to the floor and it hit me that with the mirrors, it was the only place he couldn't see me.
"Mark look at me."
Mark slowly turned his head to face me.
"You know little brother," I began. "I've been here four days now and I have to say that I am starting to feel quite neglected."
"Look sis," Mark started, but I put my finger to his lips.
"What's the matter Mark? You don't find your big sister attractive anymore?"
"You're beautiful Megan." Mark said. "It's not that, I just..."
"Come on baby," I said softly. Leaning over I pushed my lips out and whispered;
"Don't you want to kiss me?"
As Mark stared at me I had a sudden flashback. I was twenty and Mark was eighteen. I was sitting there in my red panties and lace tank top asking Mark if he wanted to kiss me. He had been nervous as he was now and I had been horny and nervous as well. After all it wasn't everyday that a sister planned to take her brother's virginity.
"Megan..." Mark started as he looked away from me again. "I..."
"Mark, listen to me." I said, as reaching out, I put my finger under his chin and turned his head to face me again."
"It's over baby, you sent her away Mark. You ended it. You had your reasons and I'm sure they were good ones."
Mark put his head down, and I let my hand trail from his chin to his face where I caressed his cheek.
"But it's time to move on Mark. It's not like your betraying her you..." I hesitated as I recalled my feelings about my brother years ago. "You turned her loose Mark, gave her a chance to be happy with someone who could give her what she needed."
"I know but Meg, it's not that..."
"Look Mark it's not like you're running out and finding a new pet or a stand." I gave him a big smile, and leaning in and kissing his neck, began whispering in his ear.
"It's me Mark, your big sister who always knows just how to make it better."
Mark swallowed hard as I quickly flicked my tongue out across his earlobe.
"Come on Mark trust me," I reached out, placing my hand on his chest and started to tease his left nipple with my fingernails.
I kissed his neck again.
"Your big sister has just what you need baby, so just lie back and let her give it to you."
Mark turned to face me and leaned his face into my hand. I started to kiss him but he pulled back.
"I... Ow!"
As Mark had started, I moved my hand to the back of his head and yanked hard on his hair. Enough was enough.
"Maybe the problem is you've forgotten how to take me Mark." I said, squeezing his nipple hard and causing his breath to hiss between his teeth. "You've gotten soft little brother. Maybe what you need is for your sister to remind you what it's like to be taken. I..."
I stopped as Mark reached up, and grabbing my hand removed it from his hair. Still holding my hand Mark looked at me and whispered softly;
"I...I don't want to play the game Megan," He put his head down and continued; "Please don't make it rough."
I stared at my brother and felt my heart go out to him. In all the years we had been playing I had used different approaches on him. Dominant, submissive, little girl cute and queen of the night dark; they all worked depending on his mood. Looking at him now and hearing the sadness in his voice I realized that none of those would work. My brother didn't need sex he needed love. Mark looked up at me, and started to say something. I reached up and taking his hands in my face, I pulled him to me and gently kissed him. Mark returned the kiss briefly, but tried to pull away. I held onto his face and whispered into his lips.
"Easy baby, just let me."
I kissed him again, letting his face go and sliding my arms around his shoulders. With a soft groan Mark began to kiss me back. I held my lips to his, sliding them back and forth across his mouth. I emitted a groan of my own as I felt my brother's arms slip around my waist drawing me closer to him. I could feel my nipples pressing against his chest through the thin silk and yearned to remove the robe. Instead I continued my soft slow teasing kisses. I slipped my tongue out, and as Mark's lips parted slid it inside his mouth. My brother's tongue played across mine and I could feel his hands trembling on my back.
Once again I was transported back to our first night as lovers. Our first deep passionate kiss during which, like tonight, my brother had been both excited but nervous. I felt as if I was taking him all over again, and the thought caused my pussy to begin to flow. I let my hands travel down Mark's back enjoying the feeling of his hard muscles, and bringing them down to his sides slipped my right one down into his lap.
"Hmmm" I moaned into his mouth as I felt how hard he was.
I worked my lips away from his lowering my head and started kissing his neck. Mark moaned, his hand coming up my back and running through my long still damp hair. I gave his cock a hard squeeze through his pants and felt Mark's hand grab a handful of my hair as he sighed in my ear.
"There you go honey," I said softly. "Just let yourself go."
Pulling away I lifted my leg, swinging it over him so that I was straddling him. Mark titled his head up to me and lowering my face down I began kissing him. As my lips once again teased across his, I started slowly rocking on his lap. Mark began breathing heavier, and putting his hands on my hips started guiding me as I slid across him. I whimpered into his mouth at how good, even through the pants, his hard cock pressing into my pussy felt. I reached down between us, pulling on the tie of the robe causing it to fall open.
I began to pull my lips from his, but Mark reached up holding the back of my head, and kissing me harder. I could feel the urgency in his kiss and surrendered to it, letting his mouth devour mine. As we shared one of the deepest most passionate kisses I could remember, I stopped sliding across his lap, and began slowly twisting my hips, rubbing my hard nipples across his chest. Mark groaned, and breaking the kiss, slid his lips down to first the soft white skin of my throat, then lowering his head began to lick my right tit.
I arched my back allowing him to be able to suck my nipple into his mouth. Looking up I smiled at my reflection as I saw myself on my brother's lap, his face buried in my tits. I could feel Mark's huge cock throbbing against my hot pussy. I turned on Mark's lap, offering my other tit to him. As he eagerly sucked it into his mouth, I ran my hands up and down his back, groaning at how good his hard muscles felt beneath me touch. Speaking of hard, I'd taken my time and still planned to, but right now I needed to not have anything between my flesh and my brother's beautiful cock.
Easing my tit from Mark's mouth, I slid off of his lap onto my knees.
"Stand up baby."
Mark did as I said, and still forcing myself to go slowly, I rose up onto my knees kissing and licking his hard flat stomach. Mark rested his hands on my shoulders and I could feel them trembling, but now more in anticipation than nervousness. Continuing to playfully flick my tongue across his stomach I brought my hands up, grabbing his pants and sliding them down. Mark's huge dick sprang free, and it was an act of will not to immediately take it into my mouth. Instead, grabbing it in my right hand I began slowly stroking it while trailing my lips down his stomach to the soft flesh between his hip and his cock.
As Mark's hands slid up into my hair, I turned my face rubbing his throbbing cock along my cheek. My already wet pussy began to flow even more as I felt my cheek becoming wet from Mark's dripping prick. Looking up into his eyes I asked;
"See baby not so bad is it?" I gave the tip of his cock a quick kiss. "Just your hot big sister taking care of her beautiful little brother."
I took just the tip of Mark's cock in my mouth and gave it a quick hard suck. His hips twitched and I moaned in pleasure as I received a squirt of his salty precum. Putting my hands on his stomach and lightly caressing with my finger nails, I slowly took several inches of my brother's long thick cock into my mouth. With a sigh of pleasure I started bobbing my head gently, sliding his hard flesh in and out of my soft full lips. Mark's fingers were running through my hair, and he was moaning softly as I slowly blew him. I slid my hands from his stomach to his thighs, then the back his legs. I trailed my finger nails behind his knees and traced them up along the sensitive skin of the inside of his thighs.
"Oh that feels nice." Mark whispered.
My hands reached the tops of his thighs, and meeting at his balls, started massaging them as I took his cock deeper down my throat. Mark's hips started rocking in time with my sucking, and I could feel his thighs starting to quiver. I removed his cock from my mouth, and standing up in front of him kissed him hard, slipping my tongue into his mouth and letting him taste himself from my mouth. Mark's right hand dropped down, and I moaned loudly as his fingers slid through my moist lips before plunging into my hot pussy. I put my right foot up onto the bed allowing Mark's fingers to be able to slide deeper inside of me. I lolled my head back and moaned again as my brother's soft lips fastened themselves to my neck. I began rocking my hips into his fingers, whimpering as his thumb found my clit. After enjoying his talented fingers for a minute I pushed against his shoulders;
"We have all night baby; right now you just lie down and let your sister enjoy you."
Mark obediently lied back, and as I pointed towards the headboard, slid himself all the way up onto the bed. Standing there at the foot of the bed I watched my reflection in the mirror as I slowly let the rope slip from my shoulders. My eyes left the mirror and I smiled at the look of pure desire on my brother's face as he took in his big sister's naked body.
"Oh, there you go honey," I said softly, as putting my hands on the bed, I started crawling up to him. "That's the look I love to see."
Mark's eyes widened and I could see his chest rising and falling faster as he watched me crawl up the bed until my head was just over his cock. I swung my head back and forth, letting my long wet hair tickle his thighs and stomach. I groaned as Mark's hands reached down cupping my tits and playing with my nipples. Opening my mouth, I plunged my head down taking Mark's massive cock all the way down to the base of his shaft. Mark gasped as I immediately started sucking him hard and fas, sliding his cock almost all the way out of my mouth before sliding it all the way back in again. I moaned as well, not just from his fingers on my nipples, but at the sensation of having my mouth full of my brother's hard flesh.
I slipped one of my legs over Mark's and started rocking, sliding my wet pussy across his thigh. Mark moaned, and reaching down grabbed my shoulders and pulled. I removed Mark's cock from my lips and smiled at him. I would have had no issue sucking him off first time around, but was thrilled that he wanted to be inside of me instead. I crawled up further letting my nipples slide across his stomach and chest as I made my way up to him. Stopping when my face was over his, I lowered my lips to his, as one at a time I swung my legs over his hips
Still kissing him, I reached down between my legs grabbing Mark's cock and guiding it to my pussy. I slid my lips from his, and started nibbling his ear as rocking back and forth, I teased us both by sliding the head of his cock through the wet folds of my pussy.
"Don't tease." Mark whispered softly.
Resisting the urge to tell him that he had been the one teasing, I rocked back and let my weight go. We both cried out as I impaled myself on his massive cock. Bracing my hands on his chest I pushed myself straight up and started working my hips. Once more I found myself staring at my reflection, watching myself ride my little brother. Mark's hands reached up finding my nipples. Grabbing his wrists I held his hands to my tits, moaning at how good Mark's dark hands looked on my ivory skin. My brother's hands were large, and my tits were on the small side, so that his palms completely covered them and I feel the barbells being pressed back into my flesh.
"Oh yes!" I moaned, as Mark's left hand dropped down and his thumb pressed into my swollen clit.
I squirmed on his cock as his thumb started working my clit in slow circles. I moaned but reached down to move his hand. I could cum later, right now I just wanted him to enjoy. As I tried to pull Mark's wrist away he resisted and whispered;
"I want to feel you cum on me I..." he hesitated. "I want to hear you enjoy me."
Well who was I to argue with that? Removing my hands from his chest, I leaned back until my hands were grasping his ankles. At that angle Mark's cock was bent down and couldn't penetrate me as deeply, but it did allow his fingers better access to my throbbing clit. Sliding my legs out so that my feet were flat on the bed next to his head I started raising and lowering myself as his thumb massaged my clit. Mark whimpered as fucking him like that was teasing him, but I also saw him looking up into the mirrored ceiling enjoying the site of our bodies stretched out across each other. As our eyes met in the mirror, I gave him a wink before letting my head loll back in pleasure as I could already feel the beginnings of an orgasm building deep within me.
I started pumping myself up and down faster and harder. Mark brought his right hand to my pussy using his fingers to spread it open as his thumb began moving faster and pushing harder. I started moaning continuously and let out a surprised squeal as; turning his head Mark flicked his tongue out, licking the tips of my toes which were right near his head. I raised my foot allowing Mark to suck my toes into his mouth. As his tongue swirled around them he removed his thumb from my clit and pinched it between his fingers.
I threw my head back squealing loudly as the delicious mix of pleasure tinged with pain sent me over the edge. I bucked my hips as hard as I could, moaning at the incredible feeling of my pussy contracting around my brother's huge hard dick. Mark was moaning as well, and I could feel his hips moving as he strained to drive his cock deeper into his sister's convulsing pussy. I pushed myself straight up, and leaning forward put my hands on Mark's chest allowing his cock to plunge all the way into my hot little box as I continued to cum. With a long sigh I let myself lean forward until I was lying on top of my brother as the last of the powerful orgasm passed through me.
"Ohhh little brother, oh damn that felt good." I whispered.
Mark's hands found my hips, and taking his hint I started pumping them up and down. I lifted myself from his chest and kissed him. Mark groaned, and started slowly driving his hips up into me. I tried to break the kiss and push myself up so I could ride him harder, but my brother's arms slid up around my shoulders pulling me back into him. Mark kissed my neck then whispered in my ear;
"No, like this."
"You miss your sister's pussy little brother?" I asked softly as I began rocking in time with his slow thrusting.
"I...I miss my sister." Mark said softly. "Please stay right here Megan, stay close to me."
"Always Mark," I whispered in his ear. "Your sister will always be close to you."
Mark's hands went down around my waist, as I slid my arms beneath his and around his back. Mark moaned softly in my ear and squeezed me even tighter. I kissed his neck sighing softly at how good his body felt this close to mine. I could feel my nipples pressing into the hard muscles of his chest, and his strong hands felt amazing. Mark still had one arm around my waist, but his left had moved up and was in the middle of my back gently holding me to him. I couldn't move my hips much in this position, but Mark didn't seem to mind as his hips kept up a slow steady rhythm. Normally sex this slow would tease me, making me want to fuck faster, but as we laid there with our arms wrapped around each other, I found myself enjoying it.
I turned my head and started nibbling on Mark's ear as he continued to give me those amazing long slow thrusts. Mark was breathing softly in my ear and I could feel his heart beating against mine as our bodies became one. I lifted my head pressing my lips to his, engaging him in a long slow passionate kiss. Mark made a whimpering sound in his throat, and he pulled me even closer to him. Breaking the kiss I spoke quietly in his ear.
"There you go baby, anyway you want me that's how you can have me."
I paused to groan as he started fucking me a little faster. I heard him gasp in my ear as his own orgasm approached.
"Oh yeah honey, let it go and give it to me."
Mark was thrusting even harder and whimpering with each one. I smiled into his neck as I loved those adorable little sounds. I wrapped my arms around him even tighte,r and once more found his lips. Mark groaned in his throat, his arms crushing me too him as gave me several hard fast pumps that caused me to release a series of small yips into his mouth. Mark pulled his lips from mine, and let out a long shuddering moan. I released one of my own as I felt my brother's cock twitch and send a long hot stream of cum into his big sister's wet hot pussy. As Mark continued to pump me, I lied still, letting him give me all that he had. At the end of each thrust I clenched my pussy around him, milking every drop I could from his cock and getting him to emit those precious little whimpers.
Mark stopped pumping and I felt his body relax beneath me. I stayed where I was however, my arms around him, and my face nuzzled into his neck. Mark was breathing hard in my ear and I smiled as I could feel his heart beating against my chest. I started to slide my arms out from under him but Mark held me tight so I just let myself relax into him. We stayed that way for awhile and I let out a contented sigh as I could feel his cock growing soft within me. Mark's breathing had not only slowed down but was becoming deep and steady, and I realized that he was falling asleep.
Sliding my arms out from underneath of him I rolled over onto my side. Mark looked over at me and gave me a tired smile. I smiled back at him enjoying the look of satisfaction on his face. For the first time since I'd arrived here four days ago Mark looked as if he were okay. Mark stretched his arm out and curling up next to him I rested my head on his shoulder as I put my arm around his waist and draped my leg over his.
"Feel better little brother?"
"You were right Megan, you're always what I need."
"Of course I am baby, sleeping with me is just like coming home no?" I said thinking how twisted, but true that was.
Mark was quiet and I thought he might have fallen asleep. A minute later he sighed and whispered;
"We look so perfect together."
I turned my head to look up at the mirror and smiled at the sight of the two of us lying in each other's arms. We both looked peaceful and satisfied.
"Well what is it you always said," I asked. "Two parts of the same whole?"
Mark was silent again but I could see his eyes open. He also had a thoughtful expression on his face as if he were remembering something.
"Yeah, I have always said that haven't I?"
"You have." I sighed. "Close your eyes and get some sleep baby, and for the record Mark? You are not going to the gym tomorrow morning."
"I'm not?" Mark asked sleepily as his eyes did appear to be closing even as he spoke.



"Nope, only thing you're working out on tomorrow is me," I leaned up and kissed his neck. "We have a lot of catching up to do. Wasted a lot of time the last year or so."
I closed my eyes and was ready to drift off when it dawned on me that my last remark hadn't come out right. Mark was silent and I was hoping I hadn't upset him thinking that I meant Samantha had been a mistake all along as I had been referring to my own attempt as well. A moment later I heard Mark say quietly as if almost to himself;
"Yes we have, and a lot more than a year."
*****
I sat up in the chair stunned. Ever since Mark had professed his love for me on Saturday night I had known that it had somehow stemmed from his time with Samantha. Now however, I felt that I had just pinpointed the exact moment that my brother became sure of the two of us. Thinking more on it the one thing up until that point Mark had gotten from Samantha that I had never given him was soft slow sex; making love. Although I recently had given it a lot of thought; love making had never really appealed to me. Well that was not really true, I had known it was out there but figured I would only experience it when I found my true love.
I had always avoided it with Tommy because no matter how close we were, deep down I had always known I was not in love with him. I was also quite well aware of how my brother had tried to go slow and easy with me when we were younger and I always turned it into the game or at the least a wild ride. Many times my brother had tried to love "His Megan" as he had called me the other night, but ended up with the 'nasty girl' that always appeared when she was fucking her brother. That night however, I had given Mark the one thing I never had before; I had made love to him.
I had not seen it that way at the time. Back then I had just seen it as giving him exactly what he needed the way he needed it. Now however, it hit me how that moment had confirmed to Mark that I was truly his love. The next time I would see him was in Chicago after the Winthrop case and he had once again tried to be sweet to me. At that time I had thought that he had gone soft and forced him to take me. I had completely missed the signs. The next month he had said he wanted to talk to me, most likely about the two of us and I had announced to him that I had met Laura, once again putting him on hold. I idly picked up my coffee and taking a sip heard my brother's voice in my head;
"Yes we have, and a lot more than a year."
I put the coffee down and tried to focus my tired mind on the thought that I had made love to Mark. Was that the elusive image I'd had several times in my mind since Saturday when it seemed as if Mark had made love to me once before? No, in that image Mark had been over me and there had been a different look on his face. I frowned as it came to me once more, but fleetingly and only his face. There was nothing around to tell me when or where it could have been.
I looked up as the door opened and Mark came in. Closing the door behind him he came over to the desk removing his suit jacket as he did.
"Well hello councilor." He said as he draped the jacket over one of the two chairs in front of his desk.
"Sorry I'll move." I said, starting to grab my coffee and get up.
"No don't." Mark answered, reaching down and picking up the ice coffee I had gotten him. "You look good behind my desk," He smirked. "Would look even better under or on top of it though."
"Yeah, something tells me the carpet under here is worn out from all your little interns and pets."
Mark laughed, and as he always did removed the lid from the coffee. As I watched he chugged almost half of it straight down.
"Damn." I said wincing. "How the hell don't you get a brain freeze?"
"I do." Mark said as he turned and walked over to the small bar against the wall. "But I like the pain."
As I watched Mark opened a bottle of coffee brandy and poured quite a bit into the coffee. Putting the lid back on he shook it, and removing the lid took several more long swallows. Tossing the lid in the trash he grabbed the brandy bottle and walked back towards the desk with it.
"I am all about extremes after all." He said sitting down across from me.
"I can see that." I said thinking of the booze, but instead said. "That shirt says it all. I mean damn Mark that's flashy even for you."
"Yeah it is." Mark said touching the sleeve. "But it was a gift from a friend."
"Tailor made?" I asked.
"Finest Egyptian cotton." Mark said smirking. "Not bad for a street rat no?"
I watched as Mark took another swallow of the coffee then picked up the bottle and poured more brandy into it.
"You been drinking like that all day Mark?" I asked.
"Well you know how it is." Mark answered, sitting back in the chair. "Clients come in, I break the news, we talk over old times have a couple of drinks." He grinned. "Lotsa clients, lotsa drinks."
I nodded. Mark wasn't drunk but getting there. When my eloquent brother started using words like 'lotsa' he was on his way. In my estimate he was a couple of drinks away from a good old 'not for nuthin'.
"You drank almost an entire bottle of Jack last night Mark," I reminded him.
"Indulgence over abstinence sis." Mark replied quoting the first Satanic statement.
"Until it becomes counter productive pride." I said reminding him of one of the Satanic Sins. The one of which I had been most guilty of in my life. "Be careful Mark; make that it for the night."
Mark rolled his eyes.
"Thanks sis, but let's remember which of the two of us here has a problem."
I stared hard at my brother, telling myself he hadn't meant that, or if he did he was trying to bait me into getting upset, another game. Maintaining my calm I simply nodded and said;
"Classy Mark, really classy. What's next? A joke about following white lines down the street?"
The smirk vanished from Mark's face and he shook his head;
"Shit I'm sorry Meg, I... I didn't mean that I just..." He shrugged. "I don't know just edgy."
"Whatever Mark, that's not an excuse."
"Yeah well not like I'm any better." Mark said with a sigh. "Your demons live in a bottle, mine are in my head." He shrugged. "You go to meetings I take meds."
Mark leaned forward and put the drink down on the desk.
"Sins of the past still shaping the present." He muttered.
I breathed a sigh of relief that Mark had not been deliberately egging me on, and had simply not been thinking. I was also glad that I had checked his meds as that crack had smacked of something his darker half would have tossed out there. As Mark looked down at the desk I remembered the point of me being there.
"Speaking of sins of the past," I began, locking my eyes with his as he looked up. "Lunch with Dad seemed to be full of that."
"I'm sure because you brought it up." Mark replied holding my gaze.
"I did." I answered, and then took a gamble. "Mark, I pushed dad hard and he told me what's going on."
Mark blinked and his eyes narrowed but he did not look away.
"Did he?" He asked. "And what did dear old dad tell you?"
"You tell me Mark." I said coolly. "I think I deserve to hear it from your mouth little brother. Dad owned up, let's see if you can."
Mark's golden green slightly glassy eyes stared into my unblinking ice blue gaze. Mark's eyes shifted away from mine and I felt my heart begin to beat faster as he looked uncomfortable. My hopes were short lived however, as he looked back at me and burst out laughing;
"Oh come on Meg! Christ that is the dumbest trick in the book! I mean what are you twelve?"
I put my head down embarrassed that I would even try that. I was hoping to capitalize on his feeling bad about that remark about my drinking. Games I said to myself; no more fucking games. Looking back up at him I asked point blank.
"Mark what the fuck happened between you and my father?"
"You don't need to know Megan." Mark said, the smile instantly leaving his face. "And fortunately this seems to be the one thing Doug agrees with me on."
"Glad the two of you know what's best for me." I said. "But that isn't good enough Mark. Now fucking tell me."
"No." Mark said simply.
"Mark so help me..."
"So help you what sis?" Mark asked. "What are you going to do? Kick my ass?"
"This isn't a joke Mark!"
"Listen Megan, there is no reason for you to be involved it's just fucking stupidity okay?" Mark put his arms out. "Doug has never really liked me Megan and you know it."
"And a lot of that was me Mark. I mean right after you helped me, Dad was fine with you, I mean you guys would bicker a little, but Christ Mark he even called you his son."
"Yeah well guilt does funny things to people." Mark replied.
"Funny dad said the same thing when I brought up you letting him give me my first year medallion." I pointed out.
"Yeah well not for nuthin Meg," Mark began. "Difference there is I was trying to help you out with your father. I had no reason to be guilty." He grunted. "I wasn't the one who gave up."
I remained silent thinking on how uncanny it was that Mark had not only repeated what Dad had said but had thrown out the same remark about my father that I had. Amazing how similar our thoughts were. Then again we were brother and sister after all. Mark's descending into street slang was not lost upon me either. I might have a chance to trip him up.
"I told him that Mark."
"Why would you bring that up?"
"Because he was attacking you Mark, and no one attacks my little brother. Not even my father."
"Don't worry about it Megan. I know the truth."
"Well I don't goddamn it!" I snapped slapping the desk. "And I want it Mark, now!"
"Meg..."
"You never used to keep things from me Mark." I told him. "You always told me everything."
"You were always here to tell." Mark replied softly. "You're not anymore. There are things I won't talk about on a damn phone call and when I get to see you once every six months I want it to be fun not bullshit."
"Yeah well speaking of bullshit Mark, lay off yours okay? I've been in Chicago over five years now. It's only been the last year you've been keeping shit from me."
"Things have changed for me." Mark said quietly.
"Fuck Mark, you won't even tell me what happened with you and Alex."
"The fucking trial Megan, it's that simple. Ego and pride."
"I don't believe that Mark, 20 years he was like a brother to you I'm..."
"I was there you weren't!" Mark snapped. "Stop telling me there's more when there's not."
"Okay what about the case Mark? You were ready to pack it in and then two days later they're copping a plea what did you do?"
"What I had too." Mark said. "I went lower than they did."
"That's not an answer."
"What is this Meg twenty fucking questions?" Mark asked throwing his hands in the air. "Christ my job and my alleged friends are none of your business. Do I ask you about how you paint or who you hang with?"
"Then answer one of them Mark. What the hell happened with Dad? That one is my business because it's about me."
"Everything is about you Meg," Mark said reaching for the bottle again. "Even if it's not you have a habit of making it that way."
"Enough!" I said, and leaning forward snatched the bottle from his hand and pulled it towards me.
"Let that go!" Mark snapped, his hand blurring out and taking it back from me.
"Oh what the fuck Mark?" I yelled. "What do you think after six years I'm going to take a shot?" I shook my head disgustedly. "Don't think much of me these days do you?"
Mark looked at the bottle in his hand and then carefully set it down between us.
"I'm sorry." He said simply. "I'm just tired."
"And a little drunk." I added.
Mark didn't answer, and I remained silent forcing myself to relax. I wanted to know about my father not fight.
"Mark," I began softly. "Dad did tell me one thing. He said that you hurt me."
Mark stared at me and I could tell he was trying to see if I was lying.
"He said that?"
"Yes Mark he said it was a long time ago, but he didn't find out about it until recently, But he said you hurt me."
"He would see it that way." Mark replied as he looked away.
"To make it worse Mark he said you admitted it to him. That he heard it from you."
"Whatever Megan Doug...."
"It is not whatever Mark!!" I yelled losing my temper. "My father tells me my brother hurt me! I told him you didn't and he gives me that shit the therapist told us; that I might block things out!"
"Calm down sis..."
"I will not calm down!! How do you not get this Mark? You won't tell me anything so now I'm sitting here wondering did he? Did you hurt me and I don't want to remember?"
"Megan..."
"And if that's the case you would remember it, and that means you're not telling me. It's something you don't want to admit!" I took a deep breath and lowered my voice.
"How should I feel Mark? Is that a 'whatever' to you? That you might have hurt me and I can't even remember it? I should just say oh screw it? This is a big fucking deal Mark."
Mark was silent and leaning forward I put my hand over his.
"Mark, listen to me. If you did something you can tell me. I mean it had to be years ago when I was screwed up. Mark no matter what it is you know I'll forgive you. Hell little brother you're the most important thing in my life, nothing can come between us you know that." I squeezed his hand;
"Please just tell me Mark."
Mark took a deep breath and looking me in the eye began speaking softly;
"Megan I know there are probably some things you might not recall but I want you to ask yourself something." He paused and putting his hand over mine continued;
"I'm sure you have already asked yourself this but do it looking in my eyes. Do you, deep down in your heart, believe that I would ever hurt you?" he swallowed and said softly; "There was that one time Meg and only the two of us know that."
Mark looked away as did, neither of us wanted to go there. Mark looked back at me;
"Really Megan do you think for a second that I hurt you?"
"But Dad said you told him you did! I mean I know Dad can twist things Mark, but he wouldn't lie."
"Megan, Doug hears what he wants to hear." Mark patted my hand. "What do you believe Meg? Do you think I did something terrible to you and then kept it secret?"
I looked into my brother's beautiful eyes and remembered his words at the Wolves Den "I'll never let anyone hurt you Megan."
"No Mark." I answered softly. "I don't think you hurt me."
"Okay then." Mark said slipping his hand from mine and sitting back in his chair.
"You didn't answer the question Mark."
"No Meg, you answered it."
"I said that I don't think you did Mark that wasn't you saying it."
"It was you saying it Megan." Mark replied shrugging. "You said you don't think I did and I'm saying you answered the question."
Despite my best efforts I snapped again;
"Goddamn it Mark! This isn't the fucking courthouse! "Don't you dare play word games with me!" I pointed my finger at him my voice rising again; "I'm not leaving until you tell me..."
I stopped, as leaning forward; Mark slammed his fist down on the desk hard enough to make the picture of us fall over.
"Enough!!" Mark shouted. "You want me to tell you something?!?"
Mark had leaned forward so quickly I found myself leaning away from the desk as he began yelling;
"You got some fucking balls demanding anything from me Megan!" He pointed his finger at me. "I seem to recall asking you a pretty fucking important question the other night, one that you haven't even answered yet!"
"Fuck Megan, I asked you about the rest of our goddamn lives!" he threw his hands up in the air in frustration. "Hell, I laid my heart on the line for you and you couldn't answer me. I let it go and I'm giving you fucking time."
Mark stood up, and slammed his fist on the desk again causing me to jump.
"Christ, I don't take shit from anyone Megan, and here I am giving you days to answer a question you should have been able to answer right away! I'm letting you play me for a fucking sucker because I know how you are; you need to have time to play all your little what if games and think it all through. I'm sitting back like an asshole because I know it's impossible for you to just go with your heart."
He took a deep breath and sat back in his seat.
"But that is my choice Megan, I've decided to let you string me along but in the meantime I'll be fucking damned if I'm going to let you demand anything from me! You want an answer then give me one."
As Mark stared at me, I tried to look into his eyes but couldn't. Rather than answer I looked over at the picture of us that had fallen over. How symbolic I thought dryly. Taking a breath I looked back at Mark who was shaking his head.
"No answer? I didn't think so. It's okay Meg; I'll play sucker one more night like we agreed and then tomorrow I'll be the one demanding something, my doormat days are over sis even for you."
I had nothing. Mark was absolutely right. He had opened his heart to me and I was stringing him along. In that light I had no right to ask anything of him. I let out a long breath and started to get up.
"You're right Mark. I...I'm going to get going I'll call you tomorrow."
"Meg, sit down." Mark said softly looking up at me he added; "Please."
I sat back down and watched as Mark leaned forward and propping his elbows on the desk rested his face in his hands. I saw him take several long slow breaths before bringing his head back up.
"Megan, the last thing I want to do is fight with you." He said in a subdued tone. "Really, and I know your upset about your father and I, he should have never said as much as he did." Mark grunted. "But in the end I guess he couldn't resist a chance to turn you against me."
"Mark I... I believe you." I told him reaching across and gently touching his cheek. "I believe you didn't hurt me but I..."
"Megan let it go." Mark said softly.
"Okay." I said removing my hand from his face.
"Megan," Mark began, "I...I love you." He looked away. "I told myself I wouldn't say it again unless I thought you would say it back and in the way I mean it." he shrugged. "But then again I didn't see us fighting like this. I don't want to fight with you Megan, about anything, especially the past."
I felt like an asshole as Mark spoke. Why couldn't I say it back to him? How is it that my brother, who had been through worse than I had as a kid, never mind the demons he continued to battle, be so sure of his heart and I wasn't? Did I not love him? Feeling as if I needed to say something I whispered;
"I don't want to fight with either, I just," I picked my words carefully. "I just feel as if there's something big that you're keeping from me and it's more than just dad. Mark, mom's worried about you. She's told me a couple of times you're not yourself."
"I'm not." Mark said. "I have a lot on my heart."
Heart, not mind I noticed he had said.
"Mark will you call Mom for me? Maybe take her out to lunch at least once before you leave."
"It's not..."
"Mark mom has been good to you. She loves you and you know it. Hell I don't even know why you stopped calling her mom all of a sudden. She told me she's back to Denise. I don't suppose you will talk about that?"
Mark shook his head sadly.
"Can't." He swallowed hard and I swore his eyes were misting up. "I'll give her a call later this week and take her out." he gave me an attempt at a smile. "Okay big sis?"
"She'll be thrilled."
I took a few sips of my coffee as Mark reached out and fixed the picture of the two of us.
"Want me to go Mark?" I asked.
"No you can stay if you want. I'll probably be heading out soon anyway."
Mark looked at his desk and then laughed softly.
"Hey Meg, know what I'm going to do next time I come down your way?"



"What's that?"
"I am going to wait until you go somewhere and..." As he spoke he reached out picking up the picture of Samantha I had left face down on the desk. "I'm going to rummage through all your drawers."
I slapped my forehead and grinned sheepishly.
"I'm sorry Mark." I said lamely. "The drawer was open and..."
"Tell you what sis, I never knew you were such a nosebag."
Mark sat back holding the picture.
"Poor Sammy." He said quietly. "Bad enough I broke her heart once but then they set her up and I..." he stopped and looked as if he were going to get emotional again.
"She deserved better, then again that's why I set her free in the first place."
I understood that last comment far too well. Before I could start dwelling on the past I said;
"I'm sure she will see it that way someday."
"I think she saw it in the Winthrop trial." Mark said finally putting the picture back on the desk. "And not just me tearing her apart in court, but in some of the shit that came out." he grunted "And they didn't even get the worst of it."
"Samantha thought she knew me. She had no idea about me Megan. No idea about Max, or my condition or things like sleeping with my sister for fifteen years." He laughed without humor. "You know silly little things like incest, insanity and attempted murder."
"You know Mark it's funny because Mom and I were talking about Laura this morning, and she brought up Samantha."
"Interesting." Mark said as if it were anything but.
"Don't be a jerk." I said rolling my eyes at him. "Her point was that Laura and Samantha were both perfect. I mean beautiful, loving, on the way to being successful, everything anyone could want yet Laura felt that I wasn't in love with her and you sent Samantha away."
"It's not about what Samantha was sis, it's what she wasn't."
"Which was?"
"She wasn't you Megan." Mark answered quietly. "As good as Samantha felt, we always felt better."
I sat there trying to find a reply to that, when I jumped startled by Mark's phone ringing.
"Hit speaker." Mark said pointing at the phone.
I pressed the button and Mark called out;
"Yeah?"
"Hey umm Mark?" Jim's voice came through.
"What Jim?" Mark asked rolling his eyes.
"You might want to come out here you have a visitor."
"I'm busy." Mark said simply.
"I don't know Mark." Jim replied. "I think you could find time. I..."
I cocked my head as I heard Jim say something in the back ground that sounded like 'of course' a moment later a woman's voice came over the phone.
"Oh, and is the bad boy attorney too busy to come out and play?"
The voice was soft, sultry and seductive, the voice of a phone sex operator. Mark smiled broadly calling out;
"I'll be right out Vicky."
I hit the button on the phone and looked at Mark;
"Vicky?"
"Victoria Redding." Mark said standing up.
"What the hell is Victoria Redding doing here?"
I stood up as well coming around the desk to follow Mark, who had put his back to me and was heading for the door.
"Oh don't get catty Meg," Mark said as I caught up to him. "She was probably in the area and just stopped by."
"I thought she lived in New York." I told him. "Why would she be...?"
Mark turned to face me.
"Meg, Vicky and I are just friends we..."
"Yeah okay Mark." I said rolling my eyes. "I'm sure the two of you just hang out together and talk fashion right?"
Mark smirked.
"Well I'm not saying I've never had the pleasure, but we..." Mark stopped at the look on my face. "Oh for Christ's sake sis, if you must know Vicky is the head of my group. My moving means I'm leaving the group. She probably wants to try to talk me into staying or just say good bye."
"Hmmm a model, and the Mistress of a sex group," I grunted. "I'm sure she can be very persuasive."
Mark rolled his eyes and without another word, or look in my direction, walked out of his office. I followed closely behind him wondering why the hell I was upset. Mark had just told me he loved me. Aside from that we had rules, when we were visiting each other there was no one else. I told myself I was being a fool and had nothing to worry about. Then I saw Victoria Redding.
Redding was sitting on the edge of Paula's desk with her legs crossed and was practically surrounded by Jim Howard, the security guard, and two other men in suits who I assumed were partners with the firm. I felt a sinking feeling in my stomach as Mark and I approached her. To say Victoria Redding was gorgeous was to say the sun was a little warm.
Redding's long curly blonde hair flowed halfway down her back and her skin was deeply tanned. There was quite a bit of that tanned skin showing as the dress Redding was wearing left little to the imagination. The dress was white accentuating her tan, and had no sleeves but crisscrossed tightly across her chest to tie behind her neck. The dress was open in a diamond pattern exposing an extremely hard flat stomach, the highlight of which was a sparkling diamond pendent hanging from her navel. The dress hugged her hips, and barely reached her mid thigh showing off a set of legs that were long and perfectly shaped. Those legs ended in a pair of silver stilettos with straps that wound up and around her shapely calves to tie just below her knees.
At the moment Redding was turned slightly away from us talking to Jim who all but needed a bib as his eyes fought a losing battle to focus on her face. The two men lingering to the sides of her were not even attempting to hide their stares. My thought was that Redding was just fine with that as evidenced by the way she was slowly swinging her right leg back and forth as it was crossed over her knee.
"What is this, a party?" Mark asked as he walked slowly over to the desk with me trailing slightly behind him.
"Oh umm hey Mark..." One of the men started, but Mark silenced him by putting his hand up and making a shooing gesture with his fingers.
"Uh yeah guess we should get going." He turned to Redding grinning like an idiot. "So nice meeting you Miss Redding."
"And you as well..." Redding said softly as she made a face as if she could not recall his name.
"Umm... Bob."
"Oh of course! A pleasure." Redding said flashing him an obviously fake smile that still caused him to all but stutter as he said good bye to her.
That smile however became genuine as she turned to look at Mark.
"Why hello my prince!" Victoria positively cooed, as she stood up from the desk to greet my brother as he reached her.
"You look amazing as always Vicky." Mark said taking her hand and bringing it to his lips.
"As do you Mark." Redding said as she slid her hand from my brother's and caressed his cheek with slender fingers that ended in a set of long deep red nails.
Without warning she leaned up and kissed Mark on the lips. It was not a deep kiss, more of a casual peck but I felt a surge of anger go through me as she did it. The kiss was way too familiar; friends my ass I thought. Stepping back Redding made a show of looking Mark up and down then laughed delightedly.
"You're wearing one of the shirts I bought you! It couldn't look better!" She then winked and added. "Unless of course it was on a bedroom floor!"
At this point the two men, as well as the security guard had reluctantly left although I noticed Jim was still lingering. As Redding continued to eye my brother, who seemed to have forgotten I was even standing there, I stepped up next to him causing Redding to turn towards me.
"Oh, I didn't know you had company Mark." She said giving me a cool smile.
"Victoria this is..."
As Mark began, I stepped closer to him extending my hand to her.
"I'm Megan." I said softly cutting Mark off before he could introduce me as his sister.
"Why hello Megan." Redding replied, lightly taking my hand and giving me another fake smile. "I'm..."
"Victoria Redding I know." I answered giving her an equally cold smile.
"Vicky, Megan's my sister she's up from..."
"Your sister?" Victoria asked looking at Mark then back at me with what seemed like sincere smile. "Well I'll be damned," she laughed. "Most people think your brother was raised by wolves!"
"He was." I said my smile growing colder. "We're from the same pack."
Redding's smile changed to a smirk as she answered;
"I can see that, same fangs."
As she spoke, I saw Mark over my shoulder stare at Jim, and catching his eye wave him away. Jim rolled his eyes, and coming over to us told Victoria that it was a pleasure to meet her but he had to go. While Redding turned and gave him a kiss on the cheek that I'm sure he would talk about the next day as if she had made out with him I took a closer look at her. Even this close her skin was smooth and flawless and her makeup perfect. As she spoke in that sultry tone and I watched not only Jim but my normally aloof brother hang on every word I realized that Redding practically dripped sex. I could feel it coming off of her in waves. It was more than just confidence; it was raw animal magnetism, the same type of magnetism that my brother exuded.
Victoria gave another one of those laughs and put her hands on both my brother and Jim's shoulders. While she spoke, I found my eyes wandering down her amazing body. Redding definitely worked out; her petite body appeared to be not just well shaped, but amazingly tight. I could see the tone in her calf and thigh as she lifted her right leg to put her toes to the floor, another show for the boys. As she gave her long blonde hair a deliberate toss, I became painfully aware of my own appearance.
In no way shape or form am I insecure about my appearance. In fact if anything I am guilty of being more than a little vain. Standing next to Victoria Redding however, I felt more than a little over matched. The fact that I had picked tonight of all nights to dress in jeans and a t-shirt did little to make me feel better. As Jim walked away Redding turned once more to face me and I found my eyes straying down to her tits. The material of the white dress was stretched tightly across her chest making it quite evident that she was not wearing a bra. The dress was thick enough to not be transparent, but tight enough to show Redding's nipples pushing against it.
Redding's chest wasn't' large but was not exactly small either, perfect just like the rest of her. As my eyes continued to linger I noticed, that judging by the outline, Redding's left nipple had a hoop through it. Staring at it I caught myself wondering what color her nipples were, if they were light pink like my own or the rose colored shade that always drove me crazy. Letting my eyes drop down to her hard flat stomach I began to envision not only how firm and tight her ass would be, but what the insides of her thighs would feel like. The flesh there would be soft to the touch yet firm underneath. There was no doubt in my mind that her pussy would be smooth and pictured how good the bright pink of her spread lips would look against her deep tan. I... with a start I realized that I was getting wet.
I looked up and immediately wanted to crawl into a hole as Jim had walked away and both Mark and Victoria were looking at me. Redding's baby blue eyes locked into mine and in an instant I knew she had seen me looking; really looking. Redding smiled and then made a show of quickly looking me up and down. Once again I cursed myself for dressing like this. I was painfully aware of the fact that the red sox t-shirt I was wearing was so loose that my small tits were barely visible. I felt like an underdeveloped tom boy standing in front of a goddess. Redding finished her trip up my body and looking me in the eye tilted her head and gave me a smirk as if to say 'oh really'
"So anyway Vicky." Mark said breaking the spell. "Megan's up from Chicago for a few days."
"Chicago?"
"Yeah, matter of fact Megan's an artist and she sells her paintings out of Abigail's club."
"You know Abigail?" Redding exclaimed flashing me a huge smile. "Well when you get back do tell her that I plan on coming down next month to visit."
"Sure I'll pass that along." I said feeling uncomfortably warm as Redding's eyes were still fixed on my own.
"Perhaps when I come down I'll see you there, and we can share a drink."
"I don't drink." I said reflexively.
"Oh," Redding said.
Leaning closer to me, close enough that I could smell her Channel perfume, she smiled seductively and whispered; "Then perhaps we could share a dance?"
Before I could answer Redding winked at me, then still looking me in the eye said;
"You have amazing eyes Megan."
"Umm thank you." I said feeling like she was toying with me.
"Almost as amazing as your brother's."
"Mark has beautiful eyes." I told her.
Redding laughed.
"Your brother has a beautiful everything."
Redding turned to look at Mark, who was obviously enjoying this.
"Don't you my prince?"
"I do what I can." Mark said smirking.
"Hmmm that you do. Have you added any new mirrors lately?"
Before Mark could answer I cleared my throat, and turning from my brother Redding laughed.
"I'm sorry, just not used to having to behave myself around your younger brother."
She had stressed the word younger and I saw Mark smirk again. I felt myself beginning to get upset. Seeing my face Mark started to speak.
"So anyway Vicky,"
"Oh yes." She interrupted. "Well I was in Boston for a shoot and figured I would come see you." She shrugged. "I figured a couple of drinks maybe the Capital Grill and ..." She trailed off then turned to face me.
"I didn't know you had company, but if your sister would like to join us...?"
I was ready to accept when Redding added;
"I mean obviously you'd have to go change first. I could wait here with your brother."
As pissed as the changing crack had made me I was still going to accept. I would be damned if I would leave my brother alone with an overheated super model. I was getting ready to say okay when Mark spoke;
"Actually Vicky, Megan was just leaving."
I shot Mark a venomous look over Redding's shoulder as she turned to look at him.
"Oh? Well that's too bad I would have loved to hear some stories about you my prince."
"Yeah well Megan's only here for a few day and the folks get mad if she spends all her time with her," Mark cleared his throat. "Younger brother."
"It was a pleasure meeting you Megan." Redding said, "And I do look forward to seeing you in Chicago." She smirked; "Something tells me you'll look quite different at the Black Flame."
"Oh, umm yeah." I replied feeling myself beginning to flush I'd had enough of the cracks. "Nice seeing you, but I can always..."
As soon as I started Mark, put his hand on my shoulder and started guiding me towards the desk several feet away where the security guard was sitting pretending to be reading a magazine.
"Come on sis, Denise is waiting." He said.
"You son of a bitch." I hissed at him in latin.
"Grow up Megan," Mark replied. "Twice you told me you'd see me tomorrow and you keep showing up. I have things to take care of."
"I'll bet you do." I told him.
"Not everything is about sex Megan, Vicky is a friend I do have them."
Before I could reply Mark spoke out loud.
"Hey Roger could you do me a favor and walk my sister out for me?"
"Of course Mr. Phillips." The guard stood up and gestured to me.
"Right this way Miss."
As I looked at Mark he leaned over, kissing me on the cheek.
"Trust me sis."
"Tell me the truth once in a while and I would." I told him.
Mark grunted and without another word, walked away from me and back to Redding. The guard looked at me and I began to follow him. As we reached the elevator, I turned to see Mark and Redding walking into his office. The back of Redding's dress was open almost down to the curve of her ass and my brother's hand was resting right there as her arm was around his waist. I watched as they walked through the door and he closed it behind them.
The elevator stopped on the first floor and as the door opened I told the guard I could walk out from there. As he went back upstairs I stood there in the hallway furious. My brother had let Redding not only mock me but had sent me on my way like a child while he... I stopped and took a deep breath. Would he? Would Mark do that to me? I didn't want to think so, but as I walked down the corridor our argument came back to me. Why should Mark stay true to me? It's not like I had given him an answer or a reason to. I shuddered as I imagined Victoria Redding's spectacular body, naked and sweating riding my brother in his gorgeous bed.
I past the security desk, and as he buzzed me out the front door my cell phone began ringing. Stopping in front of the building I pulled the phone out and groaned when I saw it was Royce. Knowing he would just keep calling I answered;
"Hey Royce."
"Hey there Megan, how are you?"
"I've been better." I told him.
"Oh. Well ummm..." he paused then said; "Look Megan, Walsh needs an answer. His plane is picking up some of his cronies in New York and he wants to have it swing into Green tomorrow for seven." He took a deep breath. "Well what's the deal sweetie, you going to be on it?"
I hesitated as my mind spun; a series of thoughts fighting through my head. On one side there was my brother's question, My father and Mark, my family. On the other side was my future, not only my future but a way to guarantee a good life for my parents.
"Megan?"
"One minute." I told him.
Mark should be my priority; my brother had always been there for me and would never let anything come between us. On that note I once again was assaulted by an image of Mark with Redding this time with her on her knees her perfect ass in the air while he fucked her. I opened my eyes as I thought of what Mark would do if this were reversed. He would... my brother would play the game to the best of his advantage.
"Okay Royce." I said into the phone. "I...I'll be on the plane."
"You sure Megan, you sound nervous."
"I am a little nervous Royce." That at least wasn't a lie. "But I'll be there okay?"
"Sounds good to me kid!" Royce exclaimed. "You'll get into Chicago by nine thirty and by ten thirty you and I will be having a late dinner with one Albert Walsh." He laughed. "Not bad for a couple of ex junkies huh?"
"No Royce not bad at all." I agreed. "But I have to go I'll call you tomorrow."
I hung up without giving Royce a chance to keep talking. I walked quickly across the street to the almost deserted parking garage and getting into Mark's Lexus sat and sighed. My brother wanted games then that's what I would give him. By this time tomorrow night I would either be sitting at dinner talking to Mark about a possible future together or on my way to Chicago to make one hell of a name for myself. I started the car but found myself still sitting there. I looked across the street at the entrance to Mark's building hoping to see him coming out with Redding. The longer they stayed in his office the more Mark would drink and...Then again, if I saw them leave what would I do follow them?
I shook my head trying to keep my mind off of Victoria Redding's perfect everything but still found myself just sitting there with the car running. I jumped as my phone vibrated telling me I had a text message. Clicking on the message I froze;
"Look up."
Slowly I put the driver's side window down and peeking out looked up at the front of Mark's building. Three floors up I could see Mark standing in the window of his office looking down at me. I could see that his tie was off. He had the phone in one hand, and a drink in the other. As I continued to stare I saw Redding come up next to him and put her arm around his shoulders. Mark turned and said something to her. I saw her take the drink from his hand and turning walk away from the window. Mark turned as well and left my line of sight. I jumped as the phone went off in my hand. I looked down at the screen



"Jealousy is an ugly emotion."
*
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Pulling into the parking garage of the promenade I felt a sinking feeling in my stomach. Parked next to my brother's firebird was a red Porsche Boxster with New York plates. I drove slowly past, before pulling into an empty spot. Getting out of the car, I walked over to the elevator and on the ride up to Mark's floor, asked myself what the hell I was doing. Well I knew what I was doing; I was spying on my brother. Mark's text had been dead on; I was jealous and I did not like the feeling one bit.
I had gone home and tried to tell myself to forget it and to trust my brother but after two hours I couldn't take it anymore. I tried calling Mark several times only to have it go straight to voice mail. I became angry and getting dressed decided to just bite the bullet and find out what was going on. Exiting the elevator I made my way down to Mark's apartment. It was after eleven and the corridor was deserted. Stopping in front of Mark's apartment I placed my cheek against the door and listened closely. I couldn't hear music or voices. I hesitated wondering what was next but it's not like I really didn't know.
Reaching into my pocket I removed the key to Mark's apartment, and slipping it in turned it as slowly as possible. I heard a faint click and waited a few seconds before carefully turning the doorknob. I gently pushed the door open a few inches, and seeing no light in the small hallway quickly entered. There was a lamp on in the parlor, but I could see there was no one on the couch. Entering the room I also saw the small light over the stove on as well, but that didn't mean anything. Due to Mark's unease in total darkness, he always had the apartment somewhat lit at night. Moving slowly through the parlor I tried to think of what I would say if Mark or Redding walked into the room.
I had taken a couple of more cautious steps when I felt my foot kick something. Looking down, I felt the sinking feeling in my gut become a twisting one. I had knocked over one of Redding's silver Stiletto's. Its mate was a couple of feet away, and as I stared at it I became aware of a light out of the corner of my eye. Turning my head I saw a faint glow coming from around the corner. Making my way out of the parlor I saw that Mark's bedroom door was part way open and the flickering of the candelabras was making its way out into the hallway. Moving closer I became aware of the sounds of moaning coming from the room.
Putting my head down I felt my eyes burn as I fought back tears. Yet even as I was stunned and upset by my brother's betrayal, I found myself creeping closer to the door. When I reached it, I quickly stepped past, and turned so that I could stay behind the door, but still see into the room. I could only see part of Mark's huge bed but that didn't matter. My eyes were drawn to the large mirror over his bureau which currently was reflecting the image of my brother fucking the shit out of Victoria Redding.
Redding was on her knees with her ass in the air and her arms outstretched; her long red tipped fingers digging into the sheets as her hands clenched the satin material. As I watched, Redding parted her lips and emitted another loud moan as my brother drove his enormous cock into her from behind. Raising my eyes to look behind Redding I took in the painful, yet still amazing sight of my brother. Mark was on his knees, his hands on Redding's hips, holding her in place as he repeatedly thrust into her. Mark was covered in sweat, the muscles in his powerful chest and arms bulging and glistening in the candle light. The look on my brother's face was one of pure lust as he hammered away at a woman that most men would be afraid to even talk to.
"Harder, my prince!" Redding panted out. "Squeeze harder!"
"Yes my mistress." Mark whispered softly.
Redding groaned, and my gaze shifted to my brother's hands around Redding's slim hips. Mark's fingers were squeezing her hard enough that I could see the tendons in his hands standing out. I now noticed Redding's moans were beginning to contain more than a hint of discomfort. The next moan ended in a startled yelp as Mark let go of her hip and dealt a wicked slap to her ass.
"Ohh yess!" Redding cried out.
My eyes were immediately drawn back to her face, and despite the heartbreaking situation I let out a sharp breath, and felt my pussy begin to respond. Redding's face was contorted into a mask of pure animal desire. Her face was slicked with sweat causing wisps of her long blond hair to stick to it. Redding's make up was running and her perfect lips were framing a mouth wide open to allow her loud squeals of pleasure. Most arousing however were Redding's big baby blue eyes which had rolled into the back of her head. As I watched, Mark shifted his hands from her hips and placing them flat on her back pushed down. Redding was driven further into the bed, her ass lifted higher allowing my brother to penetrate her even deeper with his massive cock.
Mark was pumping her savagely and I could hear her muffled screams as she cried out into the bed. Keeping one hand planted in her back Mark reached out, and grabbing a handful of Redding's sweat soaked hair yanked her head up. Redding let out a long loud scream of pure ecstasy as she came just from my brother fucking her. That scream sent a warm wet feeling through my pussy, and I could feel my heart beating hard in my chest. Redding began bucking back against Mark who, letting go of her hair once again grabbed her hips. Pulling her up against him, Mark wrapped his arm around Redding's waist, lifting her up so that her back was against his chest. Leaning back on his other arm Mark angled his hips, slamming his cock deep up inside of Redding as she squealed and convulsed, impaled on my brother's beautiful cock.
Redding groaned, and leaned her head back on Mark's shoulder as he continued to pound into her. I heard Mark gasp and his hips began pumping even harder and faster.
"Ohh yes my prince!" Redding cried out. "Give it to me!!"
Mark moaned and pushed Redding off of him. As Mark held his cock in a vise like grip, Redding rolled over onto her side, and opening her mouth tilted her head up. Mark leaned over and with a loud cry let his cock go. Redding moaned in pleasure as a huge spurt of cum splashed into her mouth. Mark started to jerk his cock, but Redding slapped his hand aside and grabbing it herself shoved it into her mouth. Mark moaned and this time it was his eyes that rolled as Redding began bobbing her head rapidly, furiously sucking the cum from his spurting cock. Standing there transfixed by the sight of Mark and Redding's naked, sweat soaked bodies I heard Mark let out that adorable little whimper. The one that I thought he only made for his big sister.
That was more than I could bear and I turned away. As I did my arm hit the door and it swung open. Redding, her head now in my brother's lap looked up as did Mark.
"Christ Megan, you are even fucking nosier than I thought!" Mark exclaimed.
Redding on the other hand smiled.
"Oh you didn't see her Mark?" She asked. "I saw her peeking in the mirror."
Redding laughed softly, then as I watched rubbed Mark's still hard cock along her sweat, and now cum soaked cheek.
"That's why I figured I would make a show of this."
As I stood there speechless Mark moaned. Redding had propped herself up a little more and had started rubbing his cock against her tits. I couldn't help but notice that Redding's nipples were as pink as my own and like the rest of her absolutely perfect. Smiling Redding said;
"Well don't just stand there dear, come join us. " She winked, adding in that sultry voice; "We can share your brother instead of a dance."
"I...I..." I stammered. "He...He's my brother!"
"Oh come now dear," Redding whispered. "I'm Mark's mistress, and there are no secrets in our group. I, like Abigail know all about your little taboo games." She laughed still stroking my brother's cock.
"I can't wait to come to Chicago so you and I and Abigail can wear your beautiful little brother out then play with each other. Now come here Megan, I have something for you."
Redding lifted her left leg straight up to expose her pink, smooth, and absolutely dripping pussy.
"Now come share your brother Megan."
"I won't share my brother." I said quietly.
"Then you should have accepted his heart." Redding said. "Now you have to share him with everyone."
The sound of my phone ringing inches from my head mercifully pulled me away from the image of Redding smirking at me with her head in my brother's lap. Sitting up quickly, my heart pounding, I grabbed the phone off the stand. I went to answer it before realizing it wasn't ringing, it was the alarm going off. With a sigh I put it down, and glancing at the clock groaned; it was seven am. It figures, I thought as I reached over and grabbed a cigarette from the pack on the nightstand, I finally fall asleep and it was the one morning I had set the alarm. Lighting the cigarette I debated which I would have preferred; enduring similar Mark related nightmares, but getting more sleep, or being awakened from said nightmares. From the pounding in my head and stinging in my eyes, I think I would have gambled on the dreams.
Reaching back, I propped the pillow up behind me and leaned back into it. For the next few minutes I let my mind drift idly as I smoked the cigarette. Despite the nightmare I felt oddly calm especially considering the potential shitstorm that could be coming when I went to see Mark later. Maybe it was the few hours' sleep I'd gotten, or maybe it was just the fact that the day was here. Only thing I knew for sure was, one way or another, my life was going to be very different by the end of it. Leaning over to put the cigarette out, my eyes found the sketch book I had broke out last night.
Since I have been sober I've used my painting as my escape and a way to work out my emotions. Needless to say I had been pretty upset last night, and had tried to channel that pain into something positive. Turning the pad over I looked at what I had drawn last night. The sketch consisted of a man and woman walking arm and arm while another woman looked on. The expression on the woman's face was an unhappy one. The focus of the painting however was the old nasty looking demonic hag I had drawn floating behind the woman. The hag's hand was reaching around and clutching the woman's chest where her heart would be. Underneath I had written the name of the drawing;
"Jealousy is an ugly emotion."
I had drawn it from the heart letting my own jealousy over Mark and Redding drive the pencil in my hand. Evidently it had been good for me to get it out of my system, as when I finished it, my eyes were watering, and I had drifted off into much needed oblivion. Initially I had figured the drawing would be a throwaway, but now looking at it I began to see its potential. I would alter the resemblance the woman had to myself, but otherwise would keep it the way it was. As was my habit I stared hard at the image until it was firmly etched into my mind. Taking a deep breath, I closed my eyes, and now seeing the picture only in my mind began to start to add details to it. Slowly letting out the breath, I watched the plain sketch explode into vivid color.
I now concentrated on that image, and after a minute opened my eyes, grabbed the pencil from the table and began writing down the names of colors in the places they would go. I worked feverishly, my hand blurring across the paper using only abbreviations so I could move onto the next section quicker. When I finished the picture had the resemblance of a child's paint by numbers set. I added a couple of small notes where the colors would require blending then nodded in satisfaction. Maybe it would be the first thing I would paint after I did Walsh's paintings. That is if I did his paintings.
Putting the notebook down, I took a deep breath and thought of how big of a crossroads today would be for me. If things went well with Mark later I would be calling Royce and telling him to tell Walsh he would either have to wait a few days for me or move on to someone else. On the other hand, if things went bad with my brother later then I would be on a plane and heading into a meeting that could cement my career for years to come. In a perfect world today would end with both a resolution with my brother and Walsh still hiring me. Getting out of bed I went over to the suitcase, and quickly dressed in a pair of white shorts and a pink tank top. Once again I put a matching short sleeve blouse over it to cover most of my tattoo.
I walked across the room, and sitting down at the bureau, let my long black hair down. Picking up the brush I slid it through my hair and wondered why the hell I was up so early. Well the answer was simple enough; I had promised mom and dad I would take them to breakfast and I needed to do it early so I would have time to get ready before seeing Mark at his office. I planned on giving my little brother a much better view of his big sister than he had last night. I shook my head at the thought that I still wouldn't compare to Victoria Redding, but in the end, who really could? Switching to the other side of my hair it occurred to me that I even felt better about that this morning. Then again that was because I had taken care of myself last night and got myself into a better place.
After I had pulled away from Mark's office feeling like an idiot that he saw me lurking outside, I had seen that it was only seven fifteen. I drove the few blocks to Grace church and was relieved to find that the Monday night meeting was still there and going strong. I was a few minutes late and sat in the back. In virtually no time I found myself forgetting about my brother's stupid games, and my feeling of jealousy was replaced by one of gratitude. No matter what else was going on in my life the most important thing was my sobriety. As long as I had that everything else would fall into place. I felt a feeling of peace come over me, the type that told me I was exactly where I was meant to be. As always the irony was not lost upon me that here I was a practicing Satanist and most AA and NA meetings I attended were in churches.
When I had arrived at my parent's house they were both still up watching a movie. Mom immediately got up saying she was just making tea and would get me a cup. I smiled to myself knowing that she was full of it and wanted to give me a couple of minutes with dad. I took advantage of the chance, walking over to him and playfully sitting on his lap, asking him if he was mad at me. Dad made a show of trying to look serious but ended up hugging me and telling me that he was mad earlier, but more at himself for getting me upset. I apologized as well for pushing him, and told him I wouldn't ask him again.
I sat there on dad's lap for a minute smiling and kicking my legs like I used too when I was young. After a couple of minutes however, he told me that as much as he liked the idea of me still being his little girl, he was getting way too old for this. I laughed and told him he was getting smarter in his old age. Last year I had done the same thing and he had told me I was too heavy, asking if I had gained weight.
I hopped off of dad's lap and going into the kitchen told Mom she could stop stalling and the coast was clear. Mom really had made tea so we sat at the table, and I told her that I would take them to breakfast. Mom said they ate early so maybe we could all do lunch. I told her I would get my ass out of bed at the ungodly hour of seven and take them. Mom was thrilled because they had a bunch of friends they met once a week and she could show me off. I smiled tightly as I could only imagine all the years she probably had to avoid conversations about me.
I then bit the bullet and told mom that I would be going out for awhile before I had to leave for the flight. Mom had gotten a little upset saying I hadn't spent much time with them. I told her that I needed to take care of something and would try to get home a couple of hours before I had to get to the airport. Mom made a crack that she didn't know what could be that important, but cheered up when I reminded her that I would be flying her down in a month or so for a couple of days. Mom and I finished our tea and I went upstairs. Once I had lied down I found myself stewing about my brother and Redding despite the fact that I thought I had put it past me. That's when I had drawn the picture and finally gotten some rest.
Finishing with my hair I grabbed my small make up bag and shoved it into my purse. I planned on getting dressed at my brother's before going to see him; after all it would look a little strange if I left my parents house dressed to kill. As I stood, I looked in the mirror and taking a deep breath tried to prepare myself for what I was about to do. In a few hours I was going to go all in as my brother would say and try to beat him at his own game. No, that wasn't right, I was not going to try I was going to succeed. As I had thought on my Mark's balcony on Saturday night, my little brother had been having his way with his little pets for far too long. It was time little brother learned that his big sister, his first lover and the one who had broke him, was the one in charge.
*****
I sat in the car in same parking spot in Mark's garage as last night, and also like last night was looking up at the window of his office. I had arrived a few minutes ago, but was still sitting there getting my thoughts together, preparing myself to pretty much play my brother dirty. Sitting up I turned the rear view mirror and checked my makeup. I had debated on what today's look should be, and after deciding that I was here to take charge had gone with the dark Gothic look that I had arrived in on Friday night. My full lips were painted blood red, and my eyes done in thick black eyeliner and eye shadow making my already crystal blue eyes stand out even more. Although my complexion was already very fair I had broken out my trusty 'manic panic' Goth white foundation, giving my face a ghostly appearance. Rather than straighten my hair as I usually did when sporting this look I had left the waves in and teased it out even more.
Reaching over to the seat next to me I picked up a short sleeve black button up blouse, and leaning forward in the seat slipped it on. It was one thing to walk into Mark's office in stiletto's and a mini skirt but a laced up corset was a bit much. As I buttoned the blouse I couldn't help but smile at the top which I had bought at a boutique that specialized in clothing for exotic dancers. The corset was all black with red leather laces up the front. The real treat for my brother however, was underneath. The boutique had a large selection of body jewelry and on a whim I took a look.
I'd been wearing the barbells for quite some time only changing the colors over the years so maybe it was time for a change. As I stood in front of the display I picked up a pair of silver hoops and was going to buy them when my eyes caught the mannequin over in the corner. The mannequin was decorated in a pair of gold hoops that were connected with a thin gold chain. The chain went down to go through a hoop in the naval and continued all the way around the waist resting just over the hips. Spinning the display I found the set in silver and bought it along with the corset. The skirt and heels I had brought with me.



As I looked down at my smooth white thighs and long legs, I had the immature thought that I would like to see the look on Redding's face if she saw me like this. Something told me that her baby blue eyes would have taken a much longer journey up and down my body then they had last night. I glanced at the dashboard clock and saw that it was a few minutes until noon and decided to have a cigarette. Mark's schedule that I had seen on Paula's desk last night had him with twelve to two open for paperwork. My brother was meticulous with his schedule so I knew I would be able to see him, but wanted to wait until a few minutes after noon. As I smoked and looked back up at his window I thought back to how upset I had been last night.
By the time it wasn't until just before I had gone to sleep that I had convinced myself that Mark had really just been messing with me. Redding had not been on his schedule and he had seemed surprised that she had shown up. Mark had mentioned before that he and Redding had only been together a couple of times and that they were friends and attended functions together for show. However Mark had seen my reaction, and thinking on his feet had turned it to his advantage, driving his point down my throat. In the end though my brother had offered me his heart and had insisted that he wanted my answer. No matter how drunk he would have gotten last night, he would not throw his chance away with me for a piece of ass, even one as fine as Redding's.
Still this morning as I had sat there at breakfast with mom and dad, I had kept looking at my phone. Part of me wanted to come up with a reason to call my brother and see if he would apologize. The other half of me kept waiting for him to call or text me with an apology or even a 'Christ Meg, I was just messing with you'. I received neither and forced myself to hold my ground and not call him. Besides I needed my showing up today to be a total surprise. After I had dropped my parents back off at home and listened to my mother, who seemed uncharacteristically annoyed with me, telling me again that she didn't know why I couldn't spend my last few hours just with her, I had gone to the boutique.
From there I had gone to my brother's to shower and change. While there I succumbed to my feelings. I had intended on changing in his spare bedroom where I had put my things but unable to help myself I had gone into his bedroom. When I entered all I could smell was the nightshade incense he burned every morning when he prayed. As always, his bed was made and walking over to it, I hesitated before pulling the sheet down. Feeling like a suspicious wife who had been away, I sniffed his pillows and even the sheets themselves. I'm not sure what I would have done if I had smelled Redding's channel perfume, but to my relief all I could smell was Mark's Prada cologne. Before lifting my head I closed my eyes and inhaled deeply, I loved that scent on him.
I turned from his bed feeling a little better about things, although the paranoid part of my mind reminded me that they could have stayed at a hotel. No, I argued with myself, Redding had mentioned the mirrors. My brother's bedroom was a legend in and of itself; no woman who had been in it would ever settle for a hotel suite. Then again he could have been afraid I would snoop like in my nightmare and...I had forced myself to stop there. I would know the second I looked into my brothers eyes when I saw him at his office. As I turned to walk out and go take a shower I looked at the banner that Mark had hung over the mirror that sat on his bureau. The banner had been made to resemble parchment and written across it in old English lettering was a quote from Marque De Sade;
"It is always by way of pain one arrives at pleasure."
De Sade had meant this in a sexual way, but as I looked at it I felt that it described the paths of both my brother and I. The two of us had traveled a long hard road to get where we were. As I left the room I wondered if the pleasure at the end of that path could be each other. That thought caused me to remember Mark's comment about us wasting time after I had slept with him the first time after Samantha.
I forced myself to the here and now, and with a long sigh tapped the cigarette out into the ashtray. I had stalled long enough. Getting out of the car I left the garage and started to cross the street. I smiled and held back a laugh as a black Honda driven by a young guy in his twenties came to a squealing stop, almost getting rear ended so he could let me cross in front of him. As a reward I sauntered very slowly past the front of his car giving him a little wave as I did. Washington Street was three lanes and I walked straight across. Apparently long legs in a short skirt brought out the manners of male drivers. As I gave the driver of the last car a big brainless smile, I couldn't help but wonder what the reaction would be had I just been in the corset.
I walked through the first floor of the office building loving the double takes of every man I walked past. I knew part of it wasn't just that I looked pretty hot, but the outrageous look I was carrying. I'm sure several of the women who looked cattily at me were wondering if I was an escort who wasn't very discreet or a stripper showing up for some one's birthday. I rode up to the third floor with a car full of guys who all seemed to be losing the battle to not stare at me. For their benefit I stared straight ahead giving them the chance to look if they wanted too. As I walked out of the elevator, I couldn't resist a quick look over my shoulder. I laughed as I saw them all make a show of looking around when I caught them staring. I turned away giving my long black hair a toss, and putting some extra swing into my hips as I walked away.
Walking past the main desk and towards the corridor where Mark's office was it occurred to me that to a degree it might look a little bit odd, me showing up to see my brother looking like this. On the other hand however, this was the advantage of hiding in plain sight. I was Mark's sister and the only thought that would pass through their minds would be that I was as out there as he was. As I turned into the corridor I walked past Bill the senior partner that had been drooling over Redding last night. Bill looked up casually as I started past him then all but gave himself whiplash turning to get a look at me. I said hi to him but kept walking. I could feel his eyes on me and thought 'take that Victoria'.
I reached the foyer to Mark and Jim's offices and walking up to Paula's desk waited for her to get off the phone. Paula appeared to be in her mid forties and resembled a stern school teacher. Her graying hair was pulled into a bun and she was wearing a white button up blouse and no makeup at all. As she was speaking on the phone she looked over at me, and after looking me up and down rolled her eyes. Paula had only been working for Mark for the last few months and although I had spoken to her once or twice on the phone we had never met. The only thing Mark ever said about her was that she was good but could be a real bitch. I stood there patiently for a couple of minutes until she got off the phone.
"Let me guess, you're looking for Mark?"
"I am." I said. "I'm..."
"A few hours early dear. Mr. Phillips works until five, so move along." She grunted. "Hopefully he isn't paying by the hour and your meters not running."
"Excuse me?" I asked putting my hands up. "I'm his sister."
"Sure you are." She looked at me again. "Guess he's off the schoolgirl kick and back into the Elvira phase."
"I'm not one of his girlfriends I..."
Paula laughed humorlessly, and began to speak as if I weren't speaking at all.
"Listen here Miss; take a good look at me. Do I look like the kind of Secretary Mr. Bad boy attorney would hire? The answer is no." She pointed at me.
"No all of Mr. Phillips secretaries, interns, and assistants looked like you," she smirked. "Well not quite, they were much younger."
"Anyway," she continued. "After the firm realized they were paying all of them to be under Mark's desk instead of behind this one, they hired me." She tapped the desk. "Specifically so no one like you goes in there."
"Paula," I began. "I'm Megan we've spoken on the phone." Paula looked at me suspiciously. "Remember I called Monday and asked if he had court? You said he was clear all week?"
"Oh." Paula said looking more closely at me. "Jeez Megan I'm sorry!" She grinned sheepishly. "They really did hire me because of some of your brother's umm... habits?"
"Trust me I am well aware of Mark's habits. I've been watching him chase girls for a long time now."
"Right and you know I do see the resemblance." Paula shook her head. "You're into all that dark shit too?"
"Yeah that dark shit." I nodded. "So..."
"Let me tell him you're here." Paula said. "He's just trying to clear up some paperwork."
As she spoke Paula reached for the phone.
"You know what Paula? I really want to surprise him. Can I just go in?"
"Oh okay sure." Paula said waving me towards the door.
I walked past Paula noting her shaking her head as she watched me walk past. I wanted to laugh at the irony of her thinking I was here to fuck Mark because, well of course that was exactly what I was here for. I walked over to Mark's door, and turning the handle as gently as possible opened it, letting myself in. Mark was sitting hunched over his desk reading a file, and I saw that he had headphones on, listening to his ipod. I closed the door behind me and made sure to thumb the lock on it. Wouldn't do to have Paula, or anyone else for that matter, come walking in.
I walked about half way over to the desk, not wanting to come all the way up and startle him and softly called out;
"Hey little brother."
Mark must have had the music on soft, as he immediately pulled the headphones off and looked up.
"Hey Meg I'm..." He stopped and looking me up and down burst out laughing.
"Gee thanks." I said putting my hands up. "Not really the reaction I was looking for."
Mark stopped, and closing the folder in front of him said;
"I'm sorry sis, you look damn hot, and you know it." he laughed again. "It's just, I mean you don't have to come in here and prove you're as hot as Vicky."
"I don't think anyone is as hot as Vicky." I said simply walking over to stand in front of the desk, and feeling as if I had already lost momentum.
"I don't know sis," Mark said looking at my legs again. "You're looking pretty good."
"Yeah well you haven't seen the best part yet." I told him.
"Listen Meg," Mark began. "I... look nothing happened last night. It was like I said Vicky came down to see if I was really leaving. We had a couple of drinks went to eat and she went to her hotel."
"It's okay Mark," I said trying to keep the relief out of my voice as I could see it in his eyes he wasn't lying. "I should have trusted you and..."
"Well let me say this Meg, I would be lying if I tried to say I didn't get a kick out of seeing you jealous." He sighed. "And I owe you an apology because I really played it up and I shouldn't have."
"Like I said Mark I shouldn't have gotten all catty." I smiled at him, thrilled to get the apology I had been hoping for.
"Maybe not, but I had no right acting like that." He shrugged. "I just... I don't know Meg I think I was trying to prove a point, but was being an asshole about it."
"Hey Mark listen neither of us are too good at things like..."
"Let me finish." Mark said. "Part of why I got like that is I just wanted you to see what I've gone through, but you were right about the drinking I'd had way too much and I just..." he stopped and looking up at me simply said. "I'm sorry Megan."
"Thanks Mark," I leaned over the desk and took his hand. "That means a lot. It really does, and I am sorry I was thinking that you would do that to me." I laughed, removing my hand from his.
"I don't know how mad I could have been though, because I mean damn that woman was hot." I winked at him. "Had me getting hot and bothered."
"I know, she asked me if you were into women."
"And you said...?"
"I said depends on the woman."
"Good answer."
I came around to the side of the desk, sitting on the edge of it and crossing my legs. Mark's eyes left my face and wandered down the length of my legs to focus on the stilettos and my blood red toe nail polish. I took the time to look my brother over; unlike last night Mark was dressed fairly plain in a charcoal grey shirt and black Dockers. He wasn't wearing a tie and had rolled the sleeves of the shirt up exposing his muscular forearms.
"You know Mark," I began. "You always told me I was the most beautiful woman you'd ever known, but after seeing Victoria last night I think you're just being nice."
Mark pulled his gaze from my legs and looking into my eyes put his hand on my knee.
"You'll always be the most beautiful woman to me Megan."
I smiled and could feel myself blushing under my makeup, it was amazing how after all this time a remark like that from my brother could make me almost giddy. I looked down at his dark hand on my white leg and felt my body starting to respond to him. I began to slowly kick my leg back and forth. As I did I rubbed it up my other leg causing the strap to slip over my heel. The next time I kicked my leg out, I let the shoe dangle from my toes. That was something that always drove my brother crazy and once again his eyes gravitated down to my foot.
"Well I'll be honest with you Mark there was a part of me that when I was getting dressed, wished Victoria could see me like this." I laughed. "You know honestly I might have the legs on her." I shrugged. "Maybe the eyes, but past that she's got it all over me."
"She's not the one that has my heart." Mark said.
He was still looking down at my foot as he said it and as soon as he spoke I saw him turn his head away as if he hadn't meant to say it. I laughed softly;
"My my councilor," I said. "You are either very smooth, or very sweet."
Before Mark could answer I looked at his face which he had turned back to me and said;
"You look tired little brother."
"I am." Mark said.
His hand slid from my knee and down my leg towards my foot. I held my breath waiting to see if he would make this easy on me and start. Mark's fingers lightly ran across the top of my foot sending a warm feeling through my pussy. After resting his hand on my foot for a moment he pulled it away and sat back in his chair.
"I'm glad you stopped by so I could tell you I was sorry, but what brings you by here all done up?" he smiled. "Love that make up."
"Well, I will admit to wanting to hear you tell me nothing happened last night, but mainly can't a girl just look good for her little brother?"
Before Mark could answer, I leaned down to him parting my lips and tilting my head.
"No kiss hello Mark?" I whispered, my mouth inches from his.
Mark's eyes met mine and I winced at how red they were. I also noticed they couldn't stay still, a sign of his being not only tired but nervous.
"Well I..."
"Come on baby this is your favorite lipstick." I slowly licked my lips. "Come give your big sister a kiss."
As Mark hesitated I placed my hand along his cheek and guided his lips to mine. He didn't resist and I kissed him softly, my lips barely grazing his. Still holding his face, I slid my lips lightly across his, teasing him. Mark took the bait leaning in and catching my lips for a longer deeper kiss. As we kissed I noticed Mark's face was warm under my hand and I became aware of a tremble in his lips. Breaking the kiss I sat back up and noticed Mark was shaking his leg back and forth under the desk.
"You okay Mark?" I asked.
"Yeah, just a little tired." He answered.
After he spoke he wiped at his lips with his hand and looked at it.
"Why Mr. Phillips you naughty boy," I said playfully. "You have your big sisters lipstick on your face." I winked. "Wonder where else you'd like it?"
Mark gave me a nervous smile then looked down at his desk carefully keeping his eyes off my legs. Reaching out I grabbed his chin and turning it towards me stared into his eyes.
"Damn Mark, why don't you take something to sleep?"
Mark shrugged.
"You seem nervous Mark." I said as I lightly ran my fingernails across his cheek.
"Yeah well I guess I have something on my mind." He gave me a poor attempt at a smile. "Wonder what it could be?"
"Oh, that," I said with what I hoped was a mischievous smile. "Yeah I guess that would make for a long day."
Mark frowned at me;
"Good to see you're taking this seriously."
"Awww don't be mad Mark," I gave him the pout, before continuing in the little girl voice. "Maybe I just know something you don't know."
"And what would that be?" Mark asked.
He had spoken very slowly and I knew he was trying to keep his voice and face neutral while he tried to figure out what I was up to. Watching his face closely however, I did catch just a hint of a smile around the corners of his lips. I paused, feeling a hint of guilt knowing he was getting his hopes up that I was being playful to tell him what he wanted to hear.
"Well before we get to that Mark," I began, now using my regular voice. "Is it okay if I ask you something?"
Mark nodded;
"You can ask me anything Meg."
Sliding off the desk and standing in front of him I put my hand on his shoulder and took a deep breath; here we go.
"Mark, will you please tell me what happened between you and my father?"
"Jesus fucking Christ Megan!" Mark yelled. "What the hell is wrong with you?"
As he yelled he started to stand, but I quickly put my hands on his shoulders and said;
"Easy Mark, easy."
"Bullshit! I..."
"Shhh." I put my finger to his lips. "Listen Mark, I know this sounds stupid, but I promised Mom I would ask for her."
Mark rolled his eyes, but remained in his chair.
"I didn't want to lie to her so I just figured I would ask." I paused removing my finger from his lips and rubbing it across his cheek again.
"I'd like you to tell me Mark, but if you don't want to answer then just say no and we let it go okay?"
Mark stared at me, then shaking his head said;
"No."
"Okay." I nodded. "I tried right?"
"Whatever Meg," Mark said. "Well I need to get back to work. I'll call you..."
"Hey," I said smiling at him. "Relax little brother, I came to have a little fun and," I winked. "Maybe talk a little."
As Mark looked at me suspiciously, I walked behind his chair and putting my hands on his shoulders began massaging them.
"But fun first." I whispered as I leaned over and kissed his neck.
"Meg, I..."
"My my Mr. Phillips, you are tense aren't you?" I asked as I continued to knead his shoulders. "Hmmm tell you what though, you make tense feel pretty good."
I slid my hands down and squeezed his biceps. Goddamn how good he felt.
"Megan, I need..."
"To relax baby," I said softly in his ear. "And who better to help you relax then your naughty big sister.
As I spoke, I slid my arms around his neck and started undoing the buttons of his shirt. After undoing the first three I reached up with my left hand, and placing it along the side of his head turned his face towards mine. He started to say something but I kissed him softly. As I held my lips to his I slid my right hand into his shirt rubbing his chest. Mark pulled his head back.
"Megan I'm not doing this right now I.... oh!" Mark gasped as I pinched his nipple.
"C'mon baby," I whispered in his ear, "We've never played in your new office and you'll be leaving soon."
I placed my lips to his neck sucking gently. Mark let out a sigh and tilted his head to the side giving me better access to his neck. I slowly trailed my lips along his neck up to his ear, where I gave him a playful nip. Mark leaned back in his seat, and I could feel his heart begin to beat harder as I gently rolled his nipple between my fingernails. I slipped my other hand down his shirt as well sliding it down his chest and caressing his hard flat stomach. I rested my head on his shoulder as my hands roamed under his shirt. I felt my own heart beating faster and my pussy heating up at the feel of his amazing body beneath my touch. Mark turned his face into my hair and I smiled as he breathed deeply.



"Strawberries." He said softly.
"I bought a bottle today," I said as turning my head I pushed my hair further into his face. "I remember you used to love it."
"I still do."
"Good," I told him. "I want you to remember all the things you love about me."
I removed my hands from his shirt and quickly undoing the rest of the buttons started to tug it out if his pants. Mark lifted his hips off the chair to make it easier for me. As soon as I had it out I reached down and started to undo his belt. Mark's hands caught my wrists.
" Okay enough, stop it."
"Aww please let me..." I began
"I told you yesterday Meg, not until we talk."
"Yeah but..."
"I mean it Megan."
Mark pulled my hands away from his crotch and sat up in his chair. Standing straight I walked back around, and sitting on the edge of his desk, grabbed the pile of folders from the middle of it, and dropping them on the floor slid over until I was directly in front of him. Mark went to stand up, but raising my leg I planted my heel on his chest.
"Hey stay there Mark," I pulled my foot back, slipped the shoe off, then put my bare foot onto his chest.
"Ohh that looks good doesn't it baby?"
Mark grabbed my ankle and I let him push my foot down.
"I said..."
"And who says we're not going to talk baby?" I asked.
"We're going to talk?"
"Hmm-mmm"
Reaching out I grabbed the arms of Mark's chair and pulled him closer to the desk. Kicking off my other shoe I put my feet on his thighs and my arms around his neck. Leaning over until my face was directly in front of his I smiled;
"After we play."
"Megan I have someone coming in at two."
"And?"
"I really think we need more time than that to talk Meg."
"Of course we do." I agreed, and placing my mouth next to his ear said quietly. "But how much easier would the rest of your day be if you knew the answer?"
"You're going to answer me?" Mark asked his eyes widening. "Really?"
I took a breath, feeling that twinge again at the look of delight in my brother's eyes. Quickly shoving it away I nodded.
"Sure I mean we'll have a lot to talk about tonight, but an answer wouldn't take long now would it baby?"
Mark started to speak, but I put my finger to his lips.
"But not until we play," I removed my finger and leaning in gave him a quick kiss. "I want you Mark, let's have some fun then you'll have your answer."
"Why not before?" Mark asked.
"Honestly?" I asked smirking at him. "Because I don't like not making the rules Mark," I shrugged. "You put me on the spot little brother and maybe I just want a little control back."
"Another game sis?" Mark asked trying to look angry, but there was no conviction in his voice.
"Well little brother," I said sitting back on the desk. "You know at the end of all of our games there really is only one rule."
As I spoke I started unbuttoning my blouse.
"And that is?"
I finished with the buttons, and opening the blouse slowly slid it off of my shoulders. Mark's eyes widened as he took in the corset.
"Why the most important rule little brother is that your big sister makes the rules." I paused and grabbing the end of the tie pulled on it undoing the first knot of the corset.
"I..." Mark's eyes had been glued to my chest and with an effort he raised them to my eyes. "How do I..."
"Mark, I wouldn't lie to you, I promise you play along and I will give you your answer." I laughed softly. "I just want to make you earn it that's all."
"Earn it?"
"Well maybe that's the wrong word; I just want to enjoy you first and..." I winked. "I have a sexy surprise for you if you play."
"I..." Mark hesitated, and without waiting for him to speak I undid two more knots so that my tits were all but hanging out. Placing my hands over them I said;
"Red and black little brother, your favorites on me," I opened the corset a little more and smiled. "Make you think of anything?"
"Our first time." Mark said quietly.
"That's right Mark, the night that..."
"You made me a man." Mark said grinning a little. "I know, the night you took what you..."
"Not just that Mark." I said. "I mean yes I took you, but it was also the first night that I really gave myself to someone."
"Gave..."
"Remember Mark, I had problems with men. Our first night was the first night that I completely gave myself to a man and enjoyed every minute of it. No worries, because my beautiful little brother loved me and would never hurt me." I reached out and caressed his cheek. "In away Mark you were my first as well, my real first time, the one I cherish the most."
"I never thought of it like that." Mark said quietly, then gave me that adorable shy little smile; "I like it."
"And what else about your big sister do you like Mark? Is it these?"
I undid the last tie and opened the corset wide exposing my tits complete with their new accessories.
"Damn." Mark said reaching out and taking the chain that connected the hoops in my nipples between his fingers.
"Yeah you like the new look?" I asked then moaned as Mark's other hand found my right nipple and tugged on the hoop.
"That's what this is for." I told him touching the chain and smiling. "You want to yank my chain Mr. Phillips?"
"Oh yes," Mark whispered.
"Then go ahead baby. I... ohhh yeah."
I groaned as Mark pulled the chain causing the hoops to tug at my nipples, then yelped as he slid his fingers further down the chain and yanked hard. The yelp quickly turned back to moaning as, still keeping the chain taut, Mark reached up, flicking his finger across my right nipple while leaning in and licking the left. I closed my eyes feeling my pussy begin to drip at the mixed sensations flowing through my sensitive nipples. As Mark switched and began playfully flicking his tongue across the right one while pinching the left, I reached out and slid the shirt from his shoulders.
I let out a sharp hiss as my brother pulled the chain further towards him causing my nipples to stretch. A moment later it was Mark's turn to gasp as I dug my long nails into his shoulders and scratched down and across his chest. Reaching his nipples I gave a hard pinch. Mark groaned and so did I as he responded by catching my nipple between his teeth and biting down. I wrapped my hands into his thick black hair, holding his head as I shoved my tit further into his mouth. I sighed contentedly as releasing my flesh from between his teeth; my brother's soft tongue began to swirl gently around my hard pink nipple, as his fingers teased the other. Removing my foot from his thigh I placed it on his crotch and felt another surge of moisture flow through my pussy at how hard he felt, even through the pants.
Mark moaned as I started rubbing my foot back and forth. Spurred on by that reaction I added my other foot pinning his cock between them. As Mark's tongue continued to switch back and forth between my tits, I removed my hands from his hair and lightly ran them across his broad shoulders and muscular back. I started to move my feet from Mark's cock, but letting go of the chain, his left hand darted down and catching my ankle, pushed my foot harder into his cock.
"Ohhh someone likes his sister's feet doesn't he?" I cooed.
"Love them." Mark whispered as he removed my nipple from his mouth.
"Then show me."
Leaning back away from him I went to prop myself up on my elbows, but hit something with my arm. I started to lean back up.
"I... well then!"
I laughed as my ocd plagued brother stood up from the chair, and leaning over me, swept his arm across the desk behind me. I heard paper fluttering and a couple of things hit the floor.
"Little brother you made a... mmmm."
I was silenced by Mark's pressing his lips into mine. Unlike the playful kisses I had used, my brother's had a sense of urgency; his mouth pressing hard into mine and as my lips parted slightly driving his tongue into my mouth. I was leaning back on my elbows and couldn't put my arms around him, so instead I wrapped my long legs around his waist and drew him closer to me. I groaned into his mouth as I felt his hard cock pressing into my pussy through the material of our clothing. As our tongues played across each other, I started pumping my hips, grinding my pussy against him. Mark's hands cupped my face as he continued our passionate kiss and again I could feel them trembling.
Un-wrapping my legs from his waist I drew my knees up to my waist and forced them between us. Putting my bare feet flat on his chest I pushed hard with my legs causing him to stand up.
"Sit back down baby, and show me how much you like your sister's sexy feet."
Mark sat back down, and grabbing my ankles brought my feet to his lips. Looking me in the eye he teasingly flicked his tongue across just the tips of my toes. My pussy was so wet I was beginning to squirm on the desk. Seeing the look on my face Mark smiled and slowly sucked two of my toes into his mouth.
"Ohhh that is soooo nice." I whispered as his tongue swirled around my toes.
Mark removed them, and one at a time started sucking and licking each of my toes. By this time I was beginning to pump my hips up and down. Part of me wanted to lie completely back so I could free up a hand to fondle myself, but then I wouldn't be able to watch. Proving once again how well my brother always knew what his nasty big sister needed, Mark let my left foot go and started sliding his dark hand up my creamy white thigh. I had no doubt that at this point my thighs were trembling as much as my brother's hands. Mark's fingertips lightly brushed the soft skin of my inner thigh, before rubbing my pussy through the thong.
"Soaked right through." Mark said softly
My reply was stopped short by the whimper of pleasure I released as my brother slipped two fingers into my thong and deep into his sisters sopping wet pussy.
"Oh pump them!" I moaned. "I... ohhh yeah!"
Mark began sliding his fingers in and out of my pussy as I asked. I heard him sigh in pleasure at the wet sucking sound my pussy made as he slid his fingers almost all the way out before shoving them deep up inside again. While finger fucking me Mark continued to work the toes of my right foot in and out of his mouth, and I almost kicked him in the face, as the next time he drove his fingers into me he pressed his thumb to my swollen clit. As good as my red painted toes looked being worked over by my brother's tongue; I let my head loll back and closed my eyes as Mark's talented fingers perfectly played his sisters needy pussy.
Feeling Mark let go of my ankle I let my foot slide down his chest and stomach before finding his hard cock again.
"Ohh little brother, take it out!" I moaned feeling how fucking hard it was.
"I think you should." Mark said. "Come here."
I cried out in surprise as grabbing the chain, Mark tugged hard sending an exquisite blend of pain and pleasure through my nipples.
"Shhh!"
"S-sorry, I... ohhhh"
Mark's thumb had sped up on my clit as he tugged again on the chain. I sat up and leaned forward, loving the feeling of him using the chain to control me. It wasn't quite as much fun as the times he had put me on a leash but it was close. Oh, you are a sick puppy Megan; I thought a real sick puppy! When I was sitting straight up Mark slipped his fingers from my pussy.
"Oh don't tease Mark!" I begged. "Oh that felt so good!"
"No worries sis, your little brothers not a tease," Mark winked. "At least not for you anyway."
I smiled as I recalled saying that to Mark as I had lied between his legs blowing him the first night we had been together. Amazing how well we both remembered it. Mark started to bring his fingers up to his mouth, but grabbing his wrist I pulled them to my face instead. After breathing deeply, inhaling the sweet smell of my pussy from his glistening fingers, I opened my mouth and waited. My brother didn't disappoint; shoving his fingers between my lips where I eagerly sucked them into my mouth. I moaned as I tasted myself off of my brother's flesh, and saw a look of pure lust come over his face as he saw my eyes roll back in pleasure. As I started swirling my tongue around them, Mark said;
"Let's see what else that tongue can lick."
Mark tugged hard on the chain again. Sliding off the desk, I dropped to my knees between his legs and looking up at him whispered;
"Yes Sir Mr. Phillips, whatever you want."
I leaned forward; sucking Mark's nipple into my mouth as my hands deftly undid his pants. As he had done to me I caught his nipple between my teeth and bit down hard. Mark gasped but the sound was lost under my moan as I reached into his boxers and felt the head of his cock. Mark's cock had been dripping and my hand was instantly sticky with it. Letting go of his cock I grabbed the sides of his pants. Taking his cue, Mark lifted his hips and I pulled both his pants and underwear down to his ankles.
I grabbed my brother's huge cock and with no hesitation took it in my mouth and began sucking on it hard and fast. I had planned on teasing and being playful, but Mark had me so worked up that I just had to taste it. Mark didn't seem to mind as he moaned and began to run his hands through my hair as I blew him. I began to take him further down each time I worked him into my mouth and within moments had my lips around the base of his shaft. I held him there moaning at the sensation of my mouth being stretched wide and full of my brother's hard flesh. Mark's hands left my hair and finding my nipples began to tease them with his finger tips.
Bringing my own hands into play I began jerking him off with my left while using my right to gently massage his balls as I once again started rapidly sucking his cock. I kept my tongue pressed hard against his shaft as I bobbed my head up and down and at the end of each stroke swirled it around the sensitive head of his cock. Each time I did this Mark would moan and thrust his hips, sending his cock back down my willing throat. Removing his cock from my mouth but still pumping it with my hand I looked up at Mark and smiled.
"Paula didn't want to let me in because she thought I was one of your little sluts." I paused and flicked my tongue across the tip of his cock. "And I said but I'm his sister!"
Mark started to laugh but that quickly turned into a moan as I returned to sucking his cock as if it were the last time I ever would. I quickly shoved the thought that if things backfired on me that it very well could be. Looking up I met my brother's eyes and held them as I continued to take his cock all the way down to the point my lower lip was touching his balls. Mark's fingers sped up on my nipples as he became more excited, and I could feel his thighs beginning to tremble. As much as I would love to taste my brother's cum in my mouth we didn't have a lot of time and I so needed him to fuck me.
I stopped sucking his cock, and standing up turned around so that I was leaning over the desk and wiggled my ass in his face. Grabbing the desk Mark pulled his chair closer, and then unzipping my skirt, let it drop to my feet. I felt Mark's lips on the cheek of my ass and giggled;
"Hmmm look at you kissing your big sister's ass!"
I yelped as Mark bit my ass, then moaned as sliding the thong aside he slipped his fingers back into my hot pussy. After thrusting his fingers in and out several times Mark removed them and grabbing the sides of my thong worked it over my hips and slid it down to my ankles.
"Oh yeah Mark, you give me that hard cock now! I need I.... oh you bad boy!"
I gave a startled moan as spreading my cheeks open Mark began tonguing my ass. I started moving my hips trying to get his tongue to slide down into my pussy but Mark moved with me keeping his soft tongue on my ass and pushing it in. I stopped squirming and let out a squeal as Mark finally stopped teasing and plunged his tongue into my dripping pussy. Still holding me wide open, Mark started to move his head back and forth tongue fucking me. I folded my arms on the desk and resting my head on them whimpered as my brother's tongue swirled around inside of me. Pulling his tongue out Mark slid it down through the soft wet folds of my pussy until it found my clit.
"Ohhhh Mark," I sighed quietly as he sucked my sensitive clit into his mouth. "Ohh that is so good!"
I closed my eyes as I stood bent over my brother's desk, my ass in his face as he eagerly devoured his big sisters pussy. Oh you are still a nasty girl I thought. I opened my mouth and gasped as Mark slid a finger into my ass as he started sucking harder on my clit. Mark had already had me close when he was fingering me and now between his tongue and finger I could already feel my legs starting to shake. Mark started sucking even harder, and I started lifting my hips up and down in time with his plunging finger. I started panting and wiggled my ass in his face as I felt the orgasm building deep within me.
Mark let go with his right hand, and sliding it underneath of me grabbed the chain and pulled it hard. I turned my head and bit into my forearm to stop from squealing as the pain in my nipples sent me over the edge. I put my head down between my arms and let out a muffled cry as the powerful orgasm crashed through my body. Mark's mouth was still on my clit and his finger buried in my ass as I bucked my hips wildly into him. I bit my lip as it was everything I could do not to scream as my brother's attention kept the orgasm going. I felt my knees start to buckle and had to grab the edge of the desk to stop from sliding down. Mark slowed his tongue on my clit as my movements became less frantic and I let myself go, slumping into the desk as the last of the amazing orgasm flowed through me.
Mark let go of the chain, gave my clit a gentle kiss, and sliding his finger from my ass whispered;
"My turn."
Mark stood up, and grabbing my hips drove his cock deep inside of me with one long thrust. Once again I buried my face into my arms, as just as I had done with blowing him, Mark was wasting no time fucking me. Holding my hips tightly Mark drove his enormous cock deep into inside of me. Despite my best efforts I was letting out little yips that sounded like hiccups every time Mark's cock buried itself to the hilt in his sister's welcoming pussy. I grabbed hold of the edge of the desk squeezing hard, as my brother's huge dick pounded relentlessly into my warm wet flesh. I could already hear Mark beginning to gasp as he fucked me and knew that like me, he was too worked up to hold back much longer.
Reaching down between my legs, I extended my hand so that each time his cock plunged into me my fingers caressed his balls. Mark moaned and I released another muffled cry into the desk as he began fucking me even harder. At this point Mark was fucking me so hard our flesh was making loud slapping noises, and I found myself worrying about how good Paula's hearing was. After several more savage pumps that had me all but biting into his desk, Mark groaned and I felt his cock explode inside of me. I sighed in pleasure as Mark slowed up, but now each long slow pump was ending with another long hot spurt of cum. Mark made that adorable whimpering sound as his cock twitched once more. I grabbed his balls and massaging them pushed my hips back into him and was rewarded with not only a few more drops of my brother's cum but another of those little whimpers.
"Oh damn." Mark said softly and letting my hips go sat back hard in his chair.
I stayed where I was bent over the desk trying to catch my breath and summon up the energy to stand up. I could hear Mark panting behind me, and closing my eyes I forced myself to take several slow deep breaths. When I could no longer feel my heart racing I stood up and began to try to get my head together for what was next. Bending over I reached down and pulled my skirt and thong back up. After zipping the skirt, I walked around the desk to where the rest of my clothes were. I slipped the corset back on, but only laced it part way up before putting the blouse over it and buttoning it. I turned back to look at Mark, who was also standing and was tucking his shirt back into his pants.



I walked back over to his side of the desk, and after slipping my heels back on looked over to see Mark was sitting back down in his chair and smiling tiredly at me.
"Damn that was something." He said, still sounding out of breath.
Leaning over, I put my arms around him and kissed his cheek. I could feel my heart pounding again, but this time from nerves not excitement.
"Well I figured it would be a proper send off no?" I asked.
"Seeing we'd never done it here I guess so." Mark answered.
"Not your office Mark," I said, turning his face towards me and kissing him softly on the lips. "I meant you."
"Me?"
"Of course you!" I exclaimed pulling away from him and stepping back from the chair. "What kind of big sister would I be if I didn't come here and give my beautiful little brother a proper goodbye?"
The smile left Mark's face.
"Goodbye?"
"Yeah Mark I have to leave in a few hours."
"You have too..." Mark paused, shook his head and asked. "What?"
"Royce called me last night little brother, Walsh wants to see me tonight he's even sending a plane to pick me up at Green." I shrugged. "I would have called you last night but you were..." I smirked at him. "Proving your point."
"Wait a minute," Mark said. "You're leaving tonight?"
I laughed.
"Wow Mark you must have really be tired, I said that twice already."
As Mark stared at me I quickly leaned forward, kissed his cheek and turning, walked around to the other side of his desk.
"Anyway Mark I have to get going I'll call you when I land."
Mark started to open his mouth then stopped. I could practically see the wheels spinning behind his eyes. Raising his hand, Mark started to point at me then bringing it to his face rubbed at his eyes.
"Well wish me luck Mark, I'm..."
"Are you fucking kidding me!?!"
I jumped, as when he yelled Mark had brought his hand down slapping the desk hard. Despite the fact he had startled me I felt a sense of satisfaction; Mark was rattled and already off his game.
"Calm down Mark." I told him. "You're getting really loud and..."
Right on cue Mark's phone buzzed. Stabbing the speaker button savagely with his finger Mark snapped;
"What?"
"Ummm Mark is everything okay in there? I thought I heard..."
"Mind your business and hold my fucking calls until my sister leaves!" Mark growled into the phone then hit the button before Paula could respond.
"Hey Mark it's not her fault your mad," I began, doing my best to sound calm. "I mean..."
"Let me get this straight," Mark began his voice trembling as he struggled to keep his voice down. "We were supposed to talk tonight and you make plans to hop a plane and go make money instead?"
"No Mark if..."
"I have people coming in here at two and it's..." Mark glanced at the screen on his lap top. "One o'clock." He put his hands up. "A lousy fucking hour Meg? Is that all I'm worth to you?"
I flinched as he hit the desk again.
"So this is why you came in like this? Fuck me get me all relaxed then tell me that I have a time limit to have the biggest conversation of our lives?"
Looking him in the eye I said;
"We don't even need the hour Mark," I shrugged. "I already have my answer."
"Your answer?" Mark looked at me incredulously. "Your answer? I'm the one who's supposed to be getting a fucking answer!"
"And you did." I said simply.
"I did? I...." Mark paused then frowning blurted out; "What the fuck are you talking about?"
"See I don't have to answer Mark because you answered for us." I said forcing my voice to remain steady despite the pounding in my chest.
"What the hell does that mean?" Mark demanded.
"It's simple Mark; I asked you a question, a very important one. You don't think I'm worth an answer. Therefore you're not answering is my answer."
"You..."
Mark stopped and narrowing his eyes appeared to be thinking, for the first time in longer than I could remember Mark looked totally confused.
"You never answered me." he said finally.
"Right Mark, like I said you answered it." I couldn't resist a smirk. "Sound familiar?"
"I... wait." Mark stopped then looking at me his eyes widening said;
"Are you talking about Doug and I?"
"Yes Mark I am." I nodded. "You don't think I'm worth telling the truth to so why should I think I'm worth anything to you?"
"Bullshit!!" Mark snarled. "That's fucking bullshit!! That has nothing to do with us Megan, nothing!!"
"No Mark it has everything to do with us! I deserve an answer!"
"You deserve an answer? I fucking asked you first!! I..."
"You asked me first?" I said in a mocking tone. "What are you ten Mark?"
Before he could start up again I put my hands up in a calming gesture and began speaking softly;
"Mark the other night you opened your heart to me and you want me to do the same to you right? You want us to talk about starting a life together no?"
"I..." Mark took a deep breath and forcing his voice to stay calm whispered; "Yes."
"Okay, you want that, but yet you don't trust me enough to tell me what's going on."
"Oh please Megan you know I trust you and..."
"Then prove it to me." I told him.
"Prove? You want me to prove something to you?" Mark pointed his finger at me and I saw his hand was shaking. "I think I have more than proven myself to you over the years!"
"I have been through hell and back with you Megan, hell Saturday night you were sitting in my lap crying and telling me how much you appreciate me never giving up on you and always being there when no one else was." He laughed harshly. "But I don't answer one fucking question and now I have to prove myself to you? Please."
"Yes Mark you do have to prove something to me you have to prove that..."
"And you know something Meg? Why the fuck should I? You already have a flight scheduled. Even if I did answer you, you taking off." He shook his head.
"Megan if you don't want me fucking say it. Don't use Doug as an excuse, you were leaving tonight anyway. Walsh is more important to you then I am and..."
"Oh now who has the poor fucking me's?" I snapped. "You know what Mark? How does it feel? How does it feel to be on the other end of one of your little fucking games?"
"This isn't the time for games Megan, this is about..."
"When Royce called me last night Mark I told him I would leave tonight otherwise I might lose Walsh. I told myself last night that I would leave the decision up to you. If you told me about you and dad, showed me you trusted me ,I would cancel the flight and Walsh could wait a couple of days."
Mark rolled his eyes, but I ignored him and continued.
"And you know what Mark? If Walsh lost interest, then oh well."
Walking up to the desk I leaned over and put my hand over his.
"Mark you're the most important person in the world to me and I would forget about Walsh in a heartbeat, but..." I removed my hand and stepped back again.
"If you aren't going to talk, if you don't think enough of me to tell me what the big secret is then guess what?" I put my hands up in an 'oh well' gesture. "I'm going to go meet Walsh and make one hell of a name for myself."
I sighed and shaking my head said;
"It was in your hands Mark, you decided not to tell me and..."
"You don't need to fucking know!!" Mark shouted. "I asked you about the rest of our lives and you're busting my balls because I won't talk about...."
"You used to tell me everything Mark!" I yelled back at him. "We never had secrets! Hell Mark you even told me about your condition, now you won't tell me this!"
"One thing Megan, one fucking thing!" Mark said. He paused then continued in a softer voice "Why does it matter why he hates me? Why can't you..."
"It's more than just the story Mark it's the point."
Walking back over to the desk I sat down in one of the chairs across from him.
"Mark if you want us to be everything to each other then you can't expect me to start out with you keeping secrets from me."
"Megan something's are better left alone." He shook his head in frustration. "Why can't you trust me?"
"I do trust you Mark. That's all the more reason I want to know why you won't tell me."
"Let sleeping dogs lie sis." Mark said softly. "Please."
"Mark what the hell could be so..."
"Megan, Doug told you it happened a long time ago. Why wake up old pain?"
"Because it obviously needs to be dealt with and..."
"Meg, all those years you were messed up part of the reason was guilt. The pain you felt you caused kept driving you back to the drugs." Mark sighed. "You're better now Megan why would you want to drag up old shit? Don't you blame yourself for enough for the past? Why add more?"
"Mark, the more you talk the more I need to know." I told him. "Stop trying to make me sound like I ..."
"Christ Megan," Mark cut in. "Even Doug doesn't think you should know, that's both of us. Why can't you just..."
"Mark for years what stopped me from even thinking about us was that I wasn't your equal. I was a mess. But Mark I have been straight for years now, I have my own life, and it's a good one, but you not telling me means you don't think I'm your equal Mark, that you think I'm..."
"I never said you weren't my equal."
"But I felt that way. Now, I'm finally in a place that I don't anymore and you want to treat me like I'm not.
"Drop it Megan," Mark said. "I know what's b..."
"Best for me?" I asked my voice raising. "Is that what you were going to say?"
"Yes," Mark said. "I know you Megan, and you don't need to know about..."
"I am not my mother!!!" I screamed at Mark the anger and frustration finally getting the better of me.
Jumping out of the chair I pointed at Mark and started yelling at him.
"My father never told my mother anything he didn't think she could handle, and I am not her! I will not go through life next to a man who thinks he is going to fucking pick and choose what I can and can't handle!"
"Megan listen..."
"No Mark you listen! I am not the weak willed needy little basket case that needed her brother to take care of her! I am a strong independent woman and I will not be treated like one of your pets!"
"Oh come on Meg..."
"What do you fucking think Mark? I'm going to get upset and go running for a bottle? Like I said yesterday; glad you think so highly of me!"
"I'm just trying to protect you," Mark said quietly. "I..."
"I don't need to be protected! You want to be part of my life, but you want to keep part of yours secret? Well that isn't how it fucking works Mark! It's not all cuddling up and great sex and fun, it's about bullshit too and dealing with it together. We always stuck together Mark, always! Now when you want it all, you want to share nothing!"
I stopped yelling and stood there breathing hard and taken aback at how upset I had gotten. Mark also appeared to be surprised and was sitting there quietly staring down at his desk.
"Tell you what Mark," I said softly. "I'll give you one more shot. Tell me about you and dad and right in front of you I will call Royce and tell him to cancel the flight."
To my dismay, Mark suddenly smiled as if he had just solved a puzzle.
"One more chance?" He asked. "Or the chance you planned all along."
Sitting back in his chair Mark looked me in the eye and said;
"Fine Meg, I'll call your bluff." Shaking his head, he added. "I'm not telling you sis. It's not worth..."
"It's not worth me apparently!" I snapped at him. "Guess you can't want me that bad if you think this is a fucking contest."
I turned to leave then feeling the anger rising again, spun back around to face him.
"You arrogant little bastard," I hissed "You really think this is one of your games? You think you can win something?"
I grunted and shook my head.
"Well guess what Mark? This time you lose, well no actually we both lose."
I wanted to say more but stopped as I felt myself choking up. Taking a deep breath I continued;
"All these years and in the end we were over before we started." I waved my hand disgustedly at him. "You win Mark you keep your precious secret."
"Oh like you..." Mark started but I cut him off.
"Good luck in LA Mark I'm sure you'll take whatever you want out there." I could feel the tears beginning to flow down my cheeks as I finished; "Maybe someday you'll figure out that hearts can't be taken they have to be given."
Without waiting for a reply I turned and started to walk towards the door, as I did I spoke loud enough so that he could hear me.
"I'll call you tomorrow and let you know about Walsh. If you don't care you don't have to answer."
I reached the door when Mark said;
"Megan, stop."
I stood in front of the door and without turning around asked;
"Why Mark? You have a new game to play?"
"You were the one playing today Megan and you know it." Mark said.
Even though I knew he was right I shook my head disgustedly and put my hand on the doorknob, but stopped short of turning it as he finished;
"But you win."
I paused for a moment, then turning around slowly walked back over to the desk.
"You're going to tell..." I started, but Mark cut in.
"Megan, just like you asked me I am going to ask you; will you please trust me and let this go?"
Looking him in the eye I immediately answered;
"No Mark, and stop being so dramatic, this isn't the courthouse I can handle it."
"Okay Megan," Mark said softly. "Okay, you want to prove you're a big girl and think you know best then sit down."
I sat down across from him managing to resist the urge to snap at him for that last remark. Mark looked into my eyes for a few seconds then with a sigh stood up. Removing a set of keys from his pocket Mark walked over to the large fire proof filing cabinet against the wall. Unlocking the bottom drawer Mark reached in and removed a black metal box. Walking back over to the desk he sat down placing the metal box in front of him. I felt my heart start to beat faster and my stomach begin to tighten as I watched Mark stare at the box. With an air of resignation he unlocked the it and pulled a large white envelope from it. Pushing the box to the side Mark reached into the envelope and removed a yellow folder.
Mark looked down for a moment, then reaching across the desk handed it to me. Taking the folder from him I opened it then hesitated for a moment as I looked at Mark, who was staring at the envelope in my hand as if he were already regretting handing it to me. Reaching in, I pulled out a stack of papers and looked at the top one. It was a large sheet of yellow notebook paper with handwriting across it.
"Its ten o'clock, do you know where your daughter is?"
I slid the paper to the side and gasped as I saw a full color eight by ten picture of myself bent over a table. On the table was a mirror and I had a straw in my hand. The picture was taken close enough that you could see the lines of cocaine on the mirror. I swallowed hard and immediately thought that this was what had almost beat Mark at the Winthrop trial. A nightmare come true for me; someone using my past to disgrace and blackmail my brother. Mark would never want me to go through that and was ready to let an innocent girl suffer ...
"Keep going." Mark said softly cutting into racing thoughts.
Letting out a long breath, I slid the picture off the stack in my hand and saw another piece of paper.
"Don't worry Mom she's okay, she's with her brother!"
My fingers trembling, I removed the paper. I cried out dropping the stack of papers as if I had been burned. The stack landed face up and I felt the room begin to spin as my eyes refused to tear themselves from the picture. In it I was naked on my hands and knees, and behind me was my brother. Mark was pulling my hair as he fucked me from behind, my eyes were glossy and I was obviously wasted. I was also obviously loving it, as my mouth was wide open in a scream of pleasure.
"Wh... where... did you g...get these? I..."
I stopped finding that I couldn't speak, and finally tearing my eyes from the picture, I looked up at my brother who shaking his head flipped the white envelope across the desk where it landed on the stack of pictures. Looking down I felt my heart skip a beat and a sharp pain in my stomach as I saw the address on the envelope.
"Mr. and Mrs. Doug Hanson."
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I sat there in Mark's office feeling as if I were trapped in a nightmare. Staring at a picture of my brother and I having sex, I told myself that I must have fallen asleep, this couldn't be real! The pounding in my head and twisting in my stomach however, confirmed my worst fear and that was that this was not a dream. I tore my eyes from the picture and looked over at Mark. My brother was sitting there watching me. Mark appeared to be strangely calm as if now that he had shown me this, some of the burden had been taken from him.
I looked back down at the photo of Mark fucking me doggy style and tried to say something. What came out was a sob that caught me by surprise. I let out another one and realized that I couldn't speak, after the sobs, all that came out were some dry gasps. I swallowed hard and tried to stand, I got part way up, and as the room began to spin fell back into the chair. Mark got up and quickly walking over to the bar, reached into the small fridge under it, and brought out a bottle of water. Coming over and kneeling down next to my chair, Mark opened the bottle and handed it to me.
"Take a few sips," He said softly. "But slow."
I took the bottle from him, and almost dropped it; my hands were shaking so badly.
"Here."
Mark wrapped his hands around mine, guiding the bottle to my lips. As he had told me too, I slowly took several swallows. I nodded and Mark put the bottle on the desk. I turned to look at him and tried to say something. Before I could Mark put his arm around my neck, drawing my head into his shoulder. I slid my arms around his waist and just let myself lean into him. Neither of us said anything, I couldn't and Mark I'm sure didn't want to. As I nuzzled my face deeper into the comfort of his embrace, Mark started lightly running his fingers through my hair. After a couple of minutes the pounding in my head subsided, and when I opened my eyes things were no longer spinning. Easing myself back from Mark I picked up the water and after drinking some more handed it to him.
Mark finished it then reached down to take the pictures.
"No," I said softly putting my hand over them. "I...I need to see them."
Mark looked like he was going to argue, but instead nodded and slowly made his way back around his desk where he sat down. Taking a deep breath, and summoning up what nerve I had left, I picked up the stack of pictures. I hesitated, then sliding the picture of me on my hands and knees from the top, looked through the rest of them. With each picture I felt another kick in my heart and a sinking feeling in my stomach. There were at least two dozen photos and although only the first two had a piece of paper covering them, the rest all had yellow post its attached to them with a nasty remark.
One photo featured me on my knees with Mark's cock halfway in my mouth, the attached post it reading; 'Here let big sis kiss it all better'. The picture underneath it was the reverse; I was lying on a bed with my feet on Mark's shoulders and my hands in his hair as his face was buried between my legs. The comment to this one read; 'Here little brother, let your sister show you how the girls like it'. As I went through the pile I noticed that they were obviously old; looking at our faces I would guess that Mark and I were in our early twenties. I stopped and shook my head at the next picture; I was on the floor with my back against the bed. Mark had my wrists pinned in his left hand and was pulling my hair with his right while he had his cock buried in my throat. This one was marked with the caption; 'Now that is no way to treat your sister!'. The last photo was the worst. In it I was on my knees looking up with my mouth wide open and my tongue out, while Mark was standing over me jerking his cock off into my face. I could see splashes of cum on my lips and cheeks. The final message here was; 'I thought Megan was the one who did the painting?
As awful as the picture was I couldn't stop looking at it. There was something disturbing about it besides the obvious subject matter. I forced myself to focus my spinning head and really look at it. The background wasn't familiar at all, I knew it wasn't Mark's apartment at Mitch's, nor did it look like a motel room. The bed and the chair that I could see in the picture appeared to be pretty worn and the shade in the window in the background was torn. I had the impression that wherever it was, was pretty sleazy. I started wondering where it could be when I was struck with what was odd about the pictures; it was how close they were taken. Not only could I clearly see the cum on my face, but looking back at the one of Mark face fucking me, I could plainly see the tears on my cheeks from my eyes watering as Mark's huge cock was forced down my throat.
I tried to remember if Mark and I had ever set a camera up or taped ourselves. I didn't think so, but god only knew there were times when we were that age that we had been pretty wasted when we fucked. No, if we had ever taken pictures of ourselves one of us would have had to develop them and would have them. Obviously someone else had taken these, but whom? They had to have been right in front of us. I rubbed at my temple as I tried to maintain focus. Forcing myself to put the picture down, I finally let it flow over me what these pictures really meant; that my mother and father had seen them. That they knew that we had been having sex and that... No, that couldn't be, they had never said anything to me. I felt a glimmer of hope surge through me. Mark had somehow pulled the case out, meaning the pictures had never been delivered. I found myself staring back down at the pictures again. As bad as they were they had an almost hypnotic quality to them.
"They're like looking at a train wreck." Mark said quietly as if reading my mind.
I nodded in agreement. Reaching out I picked up the pictures and put them back in the folder so I would stop looking at them. I also decided that there was no need to spin my mind about the where, when and about my parents as my brother obviously had all the answers.
"So now you know." Mark commented as I pushed the folder and envelope back towards him.
Mark shook his head and sighed heavily;
"I told you Megan, something's are better off..."
"Mark, where the hell did these come from?" Before he could answer I added; "And who? I mean..."
"They came from Alex." Mark said leaning back in his chair and rubbing at his own red rimmed eyes.
"Alex?!?" I exclaimed in shock.
"Yeah Alex, Megan," Mark sighed; "Everything you said I was keeping from you is right here; a lot of questions but only one answer."
"So..." I paused to pull my thoughts together before continuing. "So this is why you were going to quit the trial?"
"Yup." Mark said simply.
I waited to see if he was going to volunteer more but as I stared at him he simply looked back at me. As I sat there it struck me how terrible this really was.
"That motherfucker," I snapped. "That asshole used to call you his brother, said we were family and he did this?"
"Winthrop was going to lose Megan." Mark began.
"But Mark! I mean this..."
I stopped as Mark put his hand up.
"Let me just explain it okay Meg? Winthrop and Alex went way back, their grandfathers were friends. They were both third generation Harvard boys club, spoiled little rich kids."
Mark leaned back further in his chair and folding his arms across his chest continued;
"When Steven the third raped Alicia Carson, Winthrop's first move was to try to buy her off and it failed. Next he did buy off someone in the AG's office and then hired McCallister. The prosecution corrupted and one of the best lawyers in the country on his dime, his kid was going to walk."
Mark removed one of his hands from his waist and pointed at himself.
"Until I got involved that is. The AG let me take it to take the heat from him, and make it look like a fair trial again. Winthrop couldn't win a fair fight with the evidence I had so he started with all the dirty tactics and it wasn't enough. I could not be bought nor could I be intimidated."
"Winthrop remembered that Alex and I were tight so asked him to step in. I showed Alex the pictures, proved to him Winthrop was guilty," Mark shrugged. "To me Alex was a decent guy and I figured he would step back; I was wrong."
Mark paused to rub at his face and as he did I could see his hands trembling. Leaning forward now and resting his hands on the desk he went on;
"Alex was upset with Steven, but told me to let his father handle it," Mark rolled his eyes. "I told him no, I was not letting this go so he could do it again."
"That's when Alex brought up Max and how guilty I had been and he bought off the judge. Long story short it was time to repay a favor."
Mark laughed softly;
"It took fifteen years to come around but it just proved that Alex Warner never does something for nothing. He knew I would be a hell of a lawyer and figured he was "banking" one for down the line if he helped me."
"So Warner took this as a challenge, one of our little games but to the nth degree because at the end of the day what was at stake was an innocent girl's future. Richard Adams from the Journal and Jake Roberts the councilman were both in Warner's pocket. I let them play with me; I didn't care because everything just seemed to make me come out even more popular."
Mark gave me a wry smile;
"Everyone loves a besieged underdog." Mark frowned. "That's when Warner made a big mistake and took it too far."
"Samantha." I said quietly.
"Exactly, Warner had no idea what Samantha had meant to me, thought she was just a pet. So the gloves were off and I destroyed them in one press conference. At this point it was down to me and Reggie and I was handing that charlatan his fucking ass."
"To the point I received a phone call from Winthrop asking me what the best deal I could make for his son was." Mark shrugged. "Perfect world no deal, but as ballsy as I was I knew that it was a major deal for a punk like Winthrop to do anytime let alone a couple of years so I told him I was willing to bend and we agreed to talk about it the next day at his office in Boston."
Mark stopped speaking for a moment and I sat there silently waiting. After a minute Mark tapped the folder with the pictures.
"That's when I get the pictures."
"He sent those to you?" I asked.
"Yeah, well copies of them, with a note for me to meet with him which I did that day." Mark let out a deep breath. "Alex threatened to put them up on the net, pictures of Mark Phillips having sex with his sister. Even if I managed to get them yanked they would go viral and be everywhere from Yahoo to fucking incest porn sites. There was no way out of them even for me. The state would have to get rid of me and I might even be disbarred, after all incest is a crime."
"So you were going to fold?"
"No, honestly my first reaction was fuck it, you know me, and I'm not going to be bullied."
Mark then looked away, and as I watched reached into his draw, pulling out a pack of Marlboros. I waited as he lit one and took a long drag before going on with the story.
"But you know at the end of the day Warner's good; pointed out that I was selfish as usual."
"What did that mean?" I asked.
"It meant that I wasn't looking beyond me. Alex brought up what it would do to your parents and of course to you. Alex knew how close we were." Mark laughed. "Literally apparently."
"Anyway, Alex asked what I thought this would do to you. He knew how hard you had worked to get your family back, to repair the past, knew how much it meant to you. Those pictures would ruin that and as he put it; could even push you back over the edge and into the drugs again."
"Mark, nothing could make me.,."
"Not a gamble I was taking Meg," Mark said shaking his head. "No way would I roll the dice on your life sis, no way in hell."
"Yeah but..." I started but Mark kept speaking.
"Besides Meg, by then the case had been going on for months. I was exhausted, strung out, upset about Samantha, and you can imagine what it was like when I got these."
"I think I know." I said dryly.
"Alex may be a prick Megan, but he's a smart player. He knew he could never win by attacking me personally so he went with my one weakness, the only thing I really care about."
"Me." I said softly, feeling that old feeling of guilt coming back to me. From day one I had been afraid I would bring my brother down and I almost had.
"So I told Alex that he won, in exchange for his word that the pictures wouldn't get out, I was going to step back from the case. McCallister was going to go back to it was rough consensual sex and without me, Jim wasn't going to be able to handle him. Remember all they needed was reasonable doubt."
"But something else had to happen Mark I mean..."
"Obviously." Mark said tapping out the cigarette and then placing his elbow on the table put his face into his hand.
As much as I needed to know the rest I could tell Mark was exhausted and pushing himself to even tell me this much. Deciding to go in a different direction for a few minutes I spoke up.
"But Mark, who the hell gave Alex those pictures?"
"What do you mean?" Mark asked. "No one gave them to him."
"Well then who did he buy them from?" I pressed. "I mean Mark those things have to be over fifteen years old. Where did he find them to use them against you?"
As I asked I began to get even more upset thinking someone besides Warner had them.
"Megan," Mark said looking at me as if I were missing something. "Alex had them all along."
"He...what?" I asked. "You're saying Alex has had these for years?"
"Exactly, he knew we were fooling around and..."
"No Mark, you tricked him remember? The Polygraph?"
Mark shook his head.
"I thought I did too, but thing is Meg, Alex never stops thinking. I mean let's face it; he had us dead to rights and was fucking with us. I knew that if I let the voice loose I could beat that test so I let it look like I couldn't, then let it take over and make Alex think he was wrong."
"And he did Mark," I told him confused. "I mean he was all but in tears apologizing to me."
"Right he was but," Mark emphasized the word. "What I didn't see coming was Alex eventually realizing that I beat the polygraph in the lawyer's office the next day. So when the smoke cleared from Max, and Murdock was telling him how I aced the test, Alex got his brain going again."
Mark paused to light another cigarette and this time held the pack out to me. I took one and leaned forward so he could light it for me. We both took a drag and let out identical sighs as we exhaled that would have been comical under normal circumstances.
"So Alex wants to know, not so much to come back at us with it, but he needed to know if he had been right or not. He had us followed and got those pictures."
"Let me get this straight," I began. "Alex Warner has known that we're lovers for fifteen years and has never said a word?"
"You got it." Mark said nodding. "He didn't want to lose me as a friend and decided that just knowing was enough. It was a game to him, every time he saw us together back then he was laughing under his breath."
"But why keep the pictures? I mean if him knowing was enough then..."
Mark cut me off with a harsh laugh.
"It was all about the game Meg. Trust me when I tell you that Alex has a fucking filing cabinet full of folders on anyone he has done or ever will do business with, and in each of those folders is a pretty little skeleton just waiting to see the light of day."
Mark took the cigarette from his mouth and as I watched put it out in his palm. As always I winced just watching him do it, but his face registered no discomfort at all.
"So, if this never happened..."
"Right," Mark agreed before I finished. "If I had never gone against him those pictures would have rotted away in his safe."
"My god," I said. "Every time he saw us he knew. " I grunted. "I went out to dinner with him a couple of years ago, Christ what he must have been thinking; probably figuring I was coming up here for a conjugal visit."
"Why you weren't?" Mark laughed. "But honestly, the way he talked he seemed to think we had stopped as time went on. He just kept saying how sick we were 'back then' I think you moving to Chicago had him thinking that."
"So someone took those pictures and brought them to Alex?" I then voiced my fear. "So someone else knows about us Mark, and we don't know..."
"Alex just told the guy to get pictures of us fucking, he told him you were his girl and he wanted proof you were fucking around on him." Mark smirked. "Told him the more explicit they were the higher he would pay."
I looked down at the folder and whispered;
"They must have been pretty expensive." I looked back up at Mark. "But still Mark, these pictures..."
"What about them Meg?"
"They... I mean goddamn are they close Mark, it's like we were fucking right in front of him!"
"We were." Mark said simply.
"We..." I shook my head. "Mark who the hell..."
Mark rolled his eyes.
"Damn Meg, you have blocked some shit out. You mean to tell me you don't remember our little show up in New Hampshire?"
"I..."
I narrowed my eyes and thought. Back when we were younger Mark and I frequently would take weekend trips and have fun going to bars and hanging all over each other. No one knew us in those places and we would get drunk and then get turned on by acting like a couple in front of people who had no idea we were siblings.
"Oh come on Meg!" Mark said. "The Dirty Dog?" he smirked.
"Oh my god." I said softly.
As soon as Mark had said the name of the bar I remembered it. We had...
"See sis you can remember things when you need too."
I put my head down and tried to fight off the series of images that night brought back to me. I knew that if I let my mind go the entire night would come back to me as if it were yesterday. That's how things worked for me, it was the reason I worked hard on being able to shut off certain thoughts. I hadn't just been drunk that night I had been flying on coke as well. I paused in my effort to focus on something else when another thought occurred to me. I had just gotten through fighting with my brother about me being able to handle things, by always shying away from these thoughts I was proving Mark right. Closing my eyes I surrendered and let my mind take me back to one of the crazier and now apparently most costly nights, in our colorful past.



New Hampshire 1992
Could it get any better than this? I thought as I wrapped my arms around my brother's neck and kissed him. I was young, hot, drunk, and making out with my brother in full view of the two dozen or so people who were also in the bar with us. Mark found a way to make it better however, by not only slipping his tongue into my mouth, but by sliding his arms around my waist and grabbing my ass hard with both hands.
"Hmmm" I groaned into his mouth while working my hand down between us to give his cock a quick squeeze.
Mark responded by slipping one of his hands under the short denim skirt I was wearing and pinching my ass. I broke the kiss and gave a little yelp that turned into a gasp as my brother pushed his hand between my thighs from behind and the edge of his hand stroked my pussy through the thin material of my lace panties. Mark's hand lingered and I bucked my hips against him causing my pussy to slide across his hand several times.
"You're wet, you little pig." Mark said smirking.
"And you're hard you bad boy." I replied and god was he!
"Me bad? I'm not the one with my legs spread."
"No," I whispered in his ear. "But you're the one playing with your sister's pussy in front of people."
Mark slipped his hand from between my legs, letting my skirt drop. Not that it had far to fall seeing it barely covered the cheeks of my ass to begin with. I would say that I wouldn't be able to bend over without fear of exposing my ass, but that would be a lie. Fact was I had been finding excuses to bend over all night. Every time I did I made sure I turned my head to see the looks on the faces of the bikers that had been watching me from the time we had gotten here. When I wasn't flashing my little red panties, the guys were still getting an eyeful of my well shaped legs. Those legs, which were to me my best feature, appeared even longer due the shortness of the skirt as well as the three inch heels of the knee high white go go boots I was wearing.
Then again, due to the extremely tight denim vest, with the top three buttons open and no bra underneath, my small but perky tits were getting quite a bit of attention as well. The vest was sleeveless and I had gotten quite a few remarks about my medusa tattoo as I strutted my ass around the bar. I had teased my long raven back hair out to the max and all in all was sporting quite the bad girl look. Course in a place like this I fit right in. The name of the bar was the Dirty Dog and it more than lived up to its name. The place was dirty as hell and populated mostly by bikers who appeared to be only slightly less grubby than the bar. The rest of the crowd consisted of a couple of guys in jeans and work boots, and a few of the biker's girlfriends who weren't all that much more presentable than their boyfriends.
In addition to their skanky appearance most of the women there were in their later thirties or older and looked like they could kick half of the guy's asses. All the more reason that a young, pretty, wild thing like me, was getting more than her fair share of looks and comments from the men around me. I'm sure if I had been alone or perhaps with someone like Tommy this look could get me in trouble in a place like this. I however, was with my badass little brother and there would be no fucking with his big sister while he was around. Pulling away from him, I took a minute to look Mark up and down.
Mark had never looked better; no longer allowed to be a bouncer after the Max hearing, a friend of his from the club had gotten him a job working on a construction site. Between his already rigorous workouts and the all day lifting Mark had put on at least fifteen pounds over the summer and not an ounce of it fat. Wearing a pair of jeans so tight they all but showed the outline of his cock, and a plain white tank top, that magnificent build was on full display. Not only did the sleeveless shirt show off his powerful shoulders and well defined arms but the white looked sexy as hell against his deep tan.
Despite his build, Mark was still less than two hundred pounds, which compared to the size of many of the bikers didn't make him seem all that intimidating. On the other hand the enormous demonic tattoos covering both his arms from shoulder to elbow, as well as what was visible of the massive Baphomet back tattoo gave him an appearance of being trouble. Beyond that however was the pure confidence my brother exuded. Mark stalked around the bar like he owned the place and to this point no one had challenged that fact. My eyes wandered up to Mark's face and I smiled.
My brother was still by far the most beautiful boy I had ever seen. Even though Mark hadn't shaved and was sporting a heavy five o'clock shadow, it did little to hide his high cheekbones and smooth perfect features. Mark's thick black hair was tousled and hanging over his eyes. Then of course there were those eyes themselves; a gorgeous mix of gold and green. Despite his pretty appearance however, there was something about my brother that kept trouble at bay, even in places like this. It was more than just his swagger and that aura of confidence. There was something about my brother that wasn't quite right. Even with the medication he had started, Mark carried an almost palpable air of violence about him that even overgrown punks like the bikers around us could pick up on. No matter where we were I never felt in danger when my brother was around.
"Hey Romeo, you shooting or what?"
Mark turned away from me to look at the guy he was playing pool against. The guy was well over six feet, his huge arms covered from shoulder to wrist in tattoos.
"My turn already?" Mark asked, making a show of looking over the table. "Christ man can't you put in more than one at a time?"
One of the guys watching snickered, but the guy holding the stick snapped.
"You gonna talk or shoot asshole?"
"Hold on." Mark said calmly as he reached down to the small table next to him, pickingup the shot of jack that was there.
"Hey that one's mine!" I yelled, reaching for it.
Before I could grab his arm, Mark had tipped his head back, pouring the shot into his mouth.
"Come on Mark! I... hey!!"
Mark had reached out and grabbing my hair pulled my head back. I started to yell at him, but he lowered his head, and pressing his lips to mine tapped my neck. Getting his meaning I opened my mouth against his. Mark parted his lips to let some of the liquor flow into my mouth. Mark closed his mouth and let go of my hair. With identical motions the two of us tipped our heads back and swallowed the drink.
"You still owe me," I told him pouting. "That one was all mine!"
"Yeah hold on."
With that Mark turned, picked up the pool cue he always brought with him, and as I watched proceeded to run the table ending the game by banking the eight.
"That's another ten." Mark said as he turned to face the large biker.
"Oh what the fuck, that's five straight!"
"Hey you're the one that wants to keep playing." Mark replied calmly.
The guy shot Mark a dirty look as a couple of guys within earshot laughed, but reached into his pocket and handed him two fives. Mark had just closed his hand around the money when I reached out and snatched it from him.
"Mine!" I said laughing and stepping back from him.
Mark looked like he was going to say something, but instead flashed me his perfect smile and said;
"Bring back a beer sexy."
"Yes sir! I... oops!" I made a show of being upset as I dropped one of the fives.
With deliberate slowness I turned and bent over to pick the bill up off the floor. I glanced between my legs and saw Mark as well as the other guys all staring at my exposed ass and red panties. Unable to resist, I playfully wiggled my ass then yelped as Mark swung his hand and gave me a hard slap across it. I stood up and made a show of rubbing my ass as I pouted at him.
"Christ you're a slut," Mark said smirking.
"But I'm your slut baby." I told him before turning and all but skipping over to the bar.
I smiled as when I left I heard one of the guys say;
"Christ kid, that chick is hot!"
On my way over to get the drinks, the juke box kicked on playing an ACDC song. I stopped in the middle of the bar to toss my hair around and start swaying sensually to the music. I heard a couple of whistles which quickly turned to a cheer as I turned around and gave my skirt a quick flip showing off my ass. I was facing Mark as I did and saw him smile. My little brother loved watching his hot big sister flaunt what she had and knowing it was all his at the end of the night.
I turned back around to see one of the bikers standing in front of me grinning. He put his hands out, and laughing I took them, turning myself around so that his arms were crossed over my tits. Leaning back into him I ground my ass against his crotch for a moment before starting to turn away. The guy laughed, and as I turned, lifted my hand up high, twirling me around. When I was facing him again I stepped back and whipping my right leg up, put my ankle onto his shoulder as he stared in surprise. There was another cheer as my skirt slid up to my hip exposing my creamy white thigh and the red panties.
Dropping my leg I turned my face to him, batting my eyelashes. Grinning he leaned forward and kissed my cheek. With a wink I strutted away from him and went over to the bar, ordered beers and shots. Tucking the unopened beers under my arms I carried the shots back over to the pool table in time to see Mark send the cue ball around three rails and kick the eight ball in. The guy Mark was playing shook his head, and after throwing a ten on the pool table, tossed his stick against the wall and stormed off.
"Next?" Mark said flashing that smug smirk of his.
One of the guys who had been watching stood up, put a ten on the rail and began to rack the balls.
"I wanna play!" I exclaimed.
"Sorry girl," The guy began, "Only the guys play here."
"Awww please?"
I pouted then turning around, bent over the table to grab a piece of chalk and give the guy a good look down my vest. I saw his eyes widen and was fairly certain that he could see my nipples from that angle.
"Oh sure what the hell." The guy said, sitting down next to a couple of other bikers who had been watching.
With a grin, Mark let me break and after dropping one, I wiped the grin off his face by sinking the next five balls before missing. Of course each time I took a shot I noticed that the balls were the last thing anyone was looking at. On one shot my ass was facing the bikers and I made a show of lifting one leg to get my knee up onto the rail. I could feel air on my ass and knew my panties were completely exposed.
"Goddamn that's a fine ass." One of them said loudly.
When I missed I made sure to hover around the table while Mark shot, bending over to show him my tits and wagging my tongue provocatively at him. Showing off as always, Mark ran every ball until he was down to the eight. Mark chalked his stick then, using it to point at the corner he was shooting for leaned over the table to line up the shot. I went over to the corner he was shooting for where I crossed my arms and pouted. Mark smirked at me as he started to line up the shot. I was facing not only Mark, but the three guys watching. Feeling wilder, or let's face it drunker than usual; I lowered my hands as Mark was focused on making the shot and undid the last buttons of my vest. Mark had a routine and always used three practice strokes before shooting. I counted and on the fourth I called out;
"Jinx!"
As I yelled I yanked my vest open, completely exposing my tits.
I laughed as Mark's eyes shifted and he miscued hitting the cue too far to the right. The cue hit the eight which still fell into the pocket, but not before the cue ball scratched into the opposite corner.
"Holy shit!" One of the bikers exclaimed.
I was going for a quick flash not wanting to really let the bikers stare, but seeing the look of absolute desire in Mark's eyes as he took in his sister's tits, I held the vest open for few seconds longer. My nipples, which were so light pink they were hard to see against my ivory skin, were erect and I felt my pussy begin to heat up as I now focused on the bikers staring at me.
"Give'em a shake girl!" One yelled.
Laughing I gave them a shimmy then closing the vest started to button it.
"Hey bring those over here before you cover them!" Someone called out.
"No!" Mark snapped, turning to stare at the bikers.
I quickly walked over to Mark, and sliding my arm around his neck turned him towards me. I kissed him hard, sliding my tongue into his mouth. Mark turned into the kiss, putting his arms around my waist. As we kissed I brought my left leg up, rubbing it along his. Dropping his hand Mark caught my leg behind my thigh and held it up against him. Breaking the kiss, I whispered in his ear;
"Its okay baby they only got a peek." I flicked my tongue across his ear and added; "Your sister's tits are all yours any time you want them little brother."
Mark kissed me again and let me go, as he did I felt relieved to see that he seemed calm. Before the trouble with Max I admittedly had flirted to the point that I had gotten Mark into several fights because it turned me on that he would fight over me. Since then however, I was well aware that Mark was on parole and a fight could get him into a lot of trouble. Seeing he was okay I then laughed and said;
"You owe me ten baby, pay up!"
The guys laughed as Mark rolled his eyes and went to hand me a ten. Grinning I held my vest open. With no hesitation Mark reached in to shove the ten between my tit and the vest. I sighed as when Mark removed his hand he let his fingertips lightly brush across my nipple. As he did our eyes met and once again I felt my body responding to the way my brother looked at me. Although I really had no doubts that I was an attractive girl, no man had ever made me feel as sexy as my brother did. I also noticed that Mark's eyes were bright and a bit wide, and for the first time noticed the amount of beer bottles he had stacked up on the table in the corner. Damn he could drink I thought, then again I hadn't been doing to bad myself tonight.
"I'm going to go get some air okay baby?"
Mark nodded and turning back to the guys asked;
"So who's playing?"
"I am." Someone answered then added; "At least I know you can lose now."
"Yeah well do me a favor and keep your shirt on will ya?" I heard Mark say.
The guys all laughed, and feeling confident that Mark wasn't going to get himself in any trouble, I went outside the bar. Sitting on the small bench next to the door, I reached into the cuff of my boot and pulled out a small plastic bag containing the two joints I had rolled out of the dime bag I had brought up with me. Taking one out I put the bag back, and holding the lighter to it took a hit. I held the smoke in my lungs for as long as I could, then sighing happily, sat back against the wall and slowly exhaled. As I did I heard someone cough and looking over to the left frowned.
Leaning against the wall several feet away from me was a tall thin guy dressed all in black. He had been sitting at the bar when Mark and I had shown up and had spent the entire night staring at me. Not that the bikers hadn't been checking me out as well, but they would stare for a minute then go back to whoever they were talking to. This guy on the other hand had been sitting by himself all night and every time I saw him he was looking directly at me. When he would see me looking he would always smile and wink. This time was no different. As soon as he saw me look over he nodded at me and smiled. As I had all night I smiled back but immediately turned away.
"Damn that smells good."
I looked up to see that he had walked up to the bench. Gesturing to it he asked;
"You mind?"
Having no excuse to say no, I shrugged and slid over to one side. Sitting down next to me he sighed and gave me a little grin.
"You know I haven't smoked in ages, but drinking always makes me want to. Tell you what you give me a hit I'll buy you a round."
I glanced down between my fingers and saw that there were really only a couple of good hits left and figured what the hell? I had more at the motel. I passed him the joint and couldn't help but grin as he quickly took a hit and immediately started coughing.
"Sorry, like I said been awhile."
"No worries." I told him.
"Gary." He said extending his hand.
"Megan." I replied putting my hand in his.
Gary's hand was soft and sweaty. I quickly removed mine as he seemed in no hurry to let go.
"You're a beautiful girl Megan." He said as he pulled a pack of Marlboro's from his pocket and lit one. "You have amazing eyes."
"Umm thank you."
Gary nodded and leaning back took a drag from the cigarette before looking over at a couple of bikers who had come out and were talking over near the row of bikes in front of the bar. Taking advantage of the fact he wasn't looking at me, I took the opportunity to check him out. He appeared to be in his late thirties with dirty blonde hair and brown eyes and aside from being on the thin side there didn't appear to be anything odd about him. Still he gave me a weird vibe. He certainly didn't look like he belonged in a place like this. If he hadn't just sat there and smoked a joint with me I would have pegged him for a cop.
"So is that your boyfriend you're with?" He asked as he turned back to face me.
"Yes." I said immediately getting a kick out of someone thinking that.
"Good looking kid." Gary said.
Alrighty then, I thought, but out loud said;
"Umm yeah well I'll pass that along to him."
Gary laughed.
"I didn't mean it like that." He shrugged. "I just think you guys look hot together."
"Okay thanks," I told him. "Well I have to get back in there."
"Damn hot," he continued as if I hadn't spoken. "And you guys love to flaunt it don't you?"
"Sure why not?" Feeling a little uneasy I stood up.
"Saw you flaunting what you had a couple of minutes ago, but I was facing the other way." Gary said shaking his head in disappointment. "Maybe I'll get lucky and you'll show them again later."
"Yeah well I'm gonna head back in." I told him. "If I stay out here too long he'll come looking for me." Looking pointedly at him I added. "He's the jealous type."
"I would be too if I had a pretty little thing like you with me."
"Right, well see you later." Or not I thought.
"Okay, Megan." Gary nodded. "Don't go too far though I owe you a drink."
"Sure, sounds good."
As I turned and walked towards the bar I could feel his eyes on me. Entering the bar however, I quickly forgot about Gary as I wandered over to the bar. As I did I noticed that the place had been emptying out and there were now maybe only a dozen people left including Mark and I. Glancing over to the pool tables I saw that Mark was still playing, but had paused and was doing a shot with the guy he was shooting against.
"What do you need kid?"
I looked up to catch the bartender blatantly staring down my vest.
"A bud and a shot of Cuervo." I told him.
The bartender came back with the drinks and a salt shaker. After handing him a five, I grabbed the salt shaker and after licking my hand poured some onto it. Seeing the bartender watching me, I made a show of slowly tonguing the side of my hand before giving it a good lick, and downing the shot. I purred in satisfaction as the liquor left a warm happy trail down my throat and into my stomach. I banged the glass down hard, and taking the beer, tipped it back, taking several long swallows. When I put it down my head was spinning. I closed my eyes, and upon opening them lit a cigarette. With a contented sigh, I rested my elbow on the table and blew a series of smoke rings into the stale air of the bar. I turned to watch Mark, who was now playing the last of the bikers who had been sitting waiting his turn.



"Here you go kid."
I turned to see the bartender putting another shot in front of me.
"From the guy down there."
I turned to see Gary at the end of the bar. When he saw me look, he raised his glass. I raised the shot then repeating the ritual with the salt knocked it back. Once again picking up the beer I chugged the rest of it down, placing the empty on the bar.
"Damn girl you can party can't you?" The bartender asked laughing.
"I can do all kinds of things!" I exclaimed happily, batting my eyelashes at him.
"I'll bet you can!"
With that he turned away from me. I lit another cigarette as the thought occurred to me that there was one thing that could make tonight even better. Turning on the stool I looked around at the crowd; someone here had to have some blow. I watched for a few minutes to see if anyone approached anyone else, and either went into the bathroom or outside with them. After a few minutes I figured why the hell not and waved the bartender back over.
"So hey, I have to tell you I'm feeling pretty good right about now." I said giving him a huge smile.
"Yeah?" he asked. "You're looking pretty good too."
"Thank you! But I was thinking I could maybe feel even better."
"Oh yeah?"
"Yeah, see I was wondering if there was any..." I paused. "You know real fun around here."
"Not sure what you mean there kid." He answered looking at me his eyes narrowed.
"Well I mean you know." I smiled at him. "I just have this itch and it would really be great if I could scratch it."
"Oh really?"
"Really." I nodded and leaning over close to him whispered; "If I could just get rid of that itch I would be soooo much more playful."
The bartender grunted then asked;
"And what about your man over there? Does he care if you're playful?"
"I play with who I want honey." I told him. "As long as they can get me to play that is. I mean hey you never know right?"
"Please kid I wasn't born last night." He shrugged. "But what the hell tell you what, you promise to give us a little dance I'll see what I can do."
"Ohhh I will sooo dance for you!"
"Deal." He said grinning. "Hey Rusty!"
I looked around and saw a tall thin guy in a black leather vest look over. As he did the bartender raised a beer as if toasting him, tapping me on the shoulder as he did. Rusty raised his beer back to us before going back to the women he was talking too.
"Thanks honey!" I told him.
I ordered two more beers then hopping off the stool I walked over to the pool table and put the drinks down on the table. I waited for Mark to shoot and when he turned grabbed him by the wrist pulling him into a long deep kiss. Breaking the kiss I whispered;
"Give me some money."
"You just got us drinks what do you need money for, the juke box?" Mark asked.
"No baby," I smiled at him. "I want some candy."
Mark frowned.
"Come on Meg, you got a hell of a buzz and I can smell weed on you, what more do you need?"
"Mark," I began. "You said that I could do it as long as you were with me." I rubbed my hand on his crotch. "Now be a good boy and give me what I need and I'll give you plenty of what you need."
"You would anyway." Mark said then looking down added; "Besides you did what you brought with you last night. Our rules are once a weekend."
Reaching up I grabbed the back of Mark's hair, and pulling his face towards mine said into his ear;
"The only rule Mark is that your big sister makes the damn rules. Now you've been winning at pool all night so give me money and don't worry about it."
Mark pulled his head away from me as a couple of the guys snickered and gave me a dirty look. Putting my hands up to his cheek I kissed him briefly and said;
"Aww I'm sorry baby, but come on Mark were here to have fun, I wanna have fun!" I gave him the pout. "Please baby, your little girl will be oh so grateful."
Mark rolled his eyes and tried to look away but I leaned in and kissing his neck breathed in his ear; "I'll let you tie me up, Mark. Anything you want baby, games yours tonight."
"Anything?"
"Hmmm-mmm"
I nibbled on his ear before pulling back to give him another pout. With a sigh, Mark reached into his pocket and handed me sixty dollars. Turning away, I went across the room to where Rusty was standing. As soon as I approached the woman walked away and turning to me Rusty said simply;
"Fifty."
I looked over my shoulder but Rusty said quietly;
"It's okay kid, cops never come here."
As he spoke I felt his hand brush mine, and looked down to see a small packet being pressed against me. I turned my hand, quickly palming it as I pushed the money into his other hand.
"Ten extra." I said softly. "Take it off the next one." Oh there would so be a next time!
"I'll be here all night kid." Rusty said before abruptly putting his back to me.
Keeping the packet concealed in my hand I walked towards the bathroom. On the way there I looked over at the bar and saw Gary staring at me. As he had been all night he gave me a big smile. I smiled back but kept walking hoping to hell that I was right and he wasn't a cop. I had gotten busted a few months back and Mark had to borrow money from Alex to get me out. They made me go to an outpatient rehab, but that was it. If I got caught again... I pushed that thought away; I was here to have fun.
I went into the bathroom and going into the stall sat down on the edge of the toilet. Removing my compact from the pocket of my skirt, I poured the packet of coke onto it. Taking my nail I carefully drew the powder into lines, pulled a rolled up ten from my pocket, and snorted the first line. I let my head loll back and let out a loud sigh as I felt my heart beat faster and that oh so familiar rush began to kick in. Leaning back over the mirror, I did the next three in rapid succession lines and gasped as the coke raced through my veins like fire. Putting the mirror and ten away I left the stall and stopping at the sink to check my makeup, noticed the locket my mother had given me. I frowned at it, wondering what my mom would think of me snorting coke in the bathroom of a sleazy bar, and planning on fucking the shit out of my brother at the end of the night.
Oh fuck it," I said to my reflection. "If it feels good do it!"
Walking out of the bathroom, I went back up to the bar and sitting down bought another beer and shot. After downing the shot and chugging some beer, I sighed and lit another cigarette. By this time I'd had more than my share, and between the rush of the coke and the effect of the alcohol I was feeling lightheaded, but all in all pretty damn good. No I felt better than good, I felt fan-fucking-tastic! I went to order one more drink before I went and collected my hot little brother for a dance, and realized that I had spent the last few dollars I'd had. Getting up I walked over to the pool table. I watched for a few more minutes and frowned as Mark lost and disgustedly tossed a twenty onto the table. Mark went to grab the rack, but stepping in front of him, I put my hands on his chest.
"Enough pool baby, come play with me instead."
"Later Meg," Mark said. "I'm down sixty to this guy."
"So what Mark? You don't have to always win," I smiled. "You made money on the other guys no?"
"Yeah but..."
Leaning in close I whispered;
"Your sexy big sister wants to dance with her even sexier little brother. So forget the game Mark." I giggled in his ear. "Or at least that one, I can think of more fun things to play."
"Couple of more games then we'll dance." Mark said starting to push me away.
"Dance with me!" I pouted at him.
Mark was going to say something then looking into my eyes shook his head.
"You're flying."
"Hmm-mm" I agreed. "I'm feeling damn good, and I'm betting you'll feel even better." I pouted again. "You've played with the boys long enough Mark; now come play with your favorite girl!"
Mark gave me that shy little smile I loved so much.
"Favorite girl." He repeated. "I like that."
"Then come love it baby." I told him.
'Hey kid you playing or you quitting?"
Mark frowned and looked back over his shoulder at the biker who was smirking at him.
"You know what Mark?" I said shaking my head. "I'm dancing with or without you!"
Walking away from him I walked quickly over to the bar and asked the bartender for a dollar. He raised his eyebrows at me but smiled when I told him it was for the juke box; after all I owed him a show didn't I? As I made my way across the small bar and over to the juke box I heard the bartender yell out;
"Hey boys, got a show for ya!"
I flipped through the selections and punched up Danzig's she rides. As the slow drum beat started I drifted to the center of the bar and running my hands through my long black hair began to sway my hips to the grinding beat. After a moment I started to turn in slow circles then began to spin faster as the music picked up. I let my head loll back and laughed out loud as I spun even faster still, letting my long black hair fly about me. As I spun I saw that all the remaining customers had gathered near the bar and were watching. There was a wooden post in the middle of the bar and strutting over to it I grabbed it and let myself spin lazily around it.
As I turned around the poll, I reached back with one hand and gave my skirt a quick flip up showing off my black panties and tight little ass. Letting the pole go I turned to face the people at the bar, and still seductively swaying my hips, reached up to start undoing the buttons of my vest. I stopped when there were only two left, which left my tits all but hanging out. Making my way over to a small table I turned around and lied on my back on so that my head was hanging off and the guys facing me could all get a good view down my shirt. Ever so slowly I raised my long legs until they were straight up. I noticed several guys moving over quickly so that they could see up my skirt. As they stared I slowly let my legs open exposing the crotch of my panties and creamy white thighs.
Dropping my legs to the floor I reached up and grabbing my tits through the vest started bucking my hips on the table. Sitting up, I drew my legs up to the edge of the table and the crowd cheered as I stood up on it. Pulling my skirt up to my hips I bent over and shook my ass towards the bar. While the guys in front of me another great view of my tits right down to my pretty pink nipples, the ones behind me clapped as I started working my ass in small tight circles.
"Take the top off!" Someone called out.
Standing straight I undid another button and teasingly moved the vest further away from my small but well shaped tits. I turned my back to them and turning my head to peek back over my shoulder winked at them while letting the vest slide off my shoulders. I spun around quickly with the vest wide open but my hands over my tits. Laughing at the groans of disappointment I turned my back to them and quickly redid the last two buttons. Turning back to the bar, I saw Mark standing directly in front of the table. I stepped to the edge of the table and put my hands out as if I wanted Mark to grab me and help me down. When he reached up I grabbed him by the hair with one hand while lifting my skirt with the other and shoved his face between my legs.
Before he could move I lifted my right leg and draped it over his shoulder. Several of the bikers cheered the sound of which covered up the low moan that came from me as I felt him rub his face back and forth across my pussy through the panties. Mark then slid his hand up my thigh and before I could react he shoved it up between my legs, where he slid his fingers into my panties and into my pussy. I let out a loud cry and some of the bikers whistled and clapped. Mark slid his hands under the cheeks of my ass and taking my cue I through my other leg over his shoulder. Mark took a couple of steps back, then sliding his hands up to my hips showed off his strength by lifting me up and off his shoulders.
Mark lowered me towards the floor, and then stopping halfway, lifted me straight up until his arms locked. Mark held me up for a moment before lowering then raising me up again. I reached down and placed my hands on his arms, letting out a gasp at how amazing his muscles felt as the flexed while lifting me. Finally letting me down to my feet Mark spun me around to face the bar while wrapping his arms around my waist. As the two of us began to sway to the music I let my head lie back on Mark's shoulder, groaning as his lips instantly found my neck.
Mark moaned as well as I started to grind my ass in tight circles against his hard cock. As She rides turned into The Scorpions the Zoo. I closed my eyes and felt my pussy begin to flow. I was standing here in full view of a dozen people grinding my ass into my brother's cock while he sucked on my neck.
"Oh I am soooo wet." I whispered to him.
"Let's get you wetter." Mark replied softly in my ear.
Marks hands had been resting on my bare stomach, and as he spoke he slid the right one up and into my vest. I sighed in pleasure as Mark's fingers found my hard nipple and began to roll it between his fingers. I opened my eyes and saw that every person in the bar, men and women alike were staring at us. Reaching my hand back between us, I started rubbing Mark's huge cock through his jeans as his talented fingers teased my sensitive nipple. My pussy was flowing at this point and my hips were grinding even faster as my needy little pussy yearned for my brother's attention. Mark's fingers started squeezing my nipple a little harder and I began moaning louder as we continued to dance. As Mark turned us slightly my eyes found Gary among the crowd and I saw him staring at me. Not that everyone else wasn't also looking; but all the bikers were laughing and making comments, while Gary just appeared to be focused completely on me.
All thoughts of Gary vanished as I became aware of Mark's left hand sliding down my soft flat stomach and into the waistband of my skirt. No, I thought, he wouldn't...
"Ohhhh,"
I moaned loudly as Mark's hand found its way into my panties where his fingers slid through the sopping wet lips of my pussy.
"I...Ohhh you are sooo bad!" I moaned in his ear as I let my head once again rest on his shoulder.
Mark's fingers slid back through my pussy and I whimpered in pleasure as they found my swollen clit. I immediately started grinding my hips harder and faster, while moaning again as Mark pushed his thumb into my clit. I grabbed Mark's forearm, and dug my nails hard into his flesh as he started to work his thumb in slow circles. I could feel my heart begin to pound and my thighs began to tremble as my brother's skilled touch brought me closer and closer to cumming.
"Hmm-mm" Mark whispered in my ear. "You're going to cum right in front of all these people you little slut."
"Not a slut." I whimpered as his thumb sped up. "N..nasty," I moaned. "I'm your nasty girl baby!"
I gasped as I felt my body drawing nearer to its release. I closed my eyes again and thought about what my brother and I were doing, all these people just thinking we were hot young lovers and here we were brother and sister. Forbidden lovers breaking all the rules, and taking what we wanted. I heard Mark breathing heavy in my ear as his lips gently played up and down the tender skin of my neck. I could feel his huge cock was throbbing even through our clothing and I knew that we would never even make it to the hotel; I would take him out into the car and suck his enormous cock right there in the parking lot. Blow him in public! Take every fucking drop of my brother's cum in my greedy little mouth and ...
"Oh! Oh!" I yelped as I could feel the orgasm racing through me.
"Oh yeah sis," Mark whispered. "That's it, cum for your little brother...Now!"
Mark gave my nipple a vicious twist while pressing his thumb harder into my clit. I let out a couple of small gasps as I tried to hold it in.
"Give it to me." Mark said and gave my nipple another painful twist.
Unable to control myself I dropped my head, and turning it to the side bit into Mark's forearm. Mark didn't make a sound as I moaned loudly into his flesh. My hips thrashed wildly against his cock as the orgasm crashed through me. I clamped my legs tightly together trapping my brother's hand between my legs as I ground my pussy into his hand. I opened my mouth and released a muffled wail as the powerful orgasm flowed though my body. I was aware of total silence around us as I squirmed in my brother's embrace. With a long shuddering moan I let myself collapse limply against him as the last of the orgasm left my knees weak.
Mark tightened his grip around my waist literally holding me up as I gasped for breath. I became aware of clapping and whistling and heard the bartender call out;
"Now that's fucking playful!! Your drinks are on me rest of the night!"
Mark removed his hand from my tit and grabbing my shoulder turned me to face him. The bikers whooped again as he pulled me into a deep kiss and his hands slid down to grab my ass. I opened my mouth to let his tongue invade it, asking myself once again; could it get better than this?
"I don't know about you baby," I said in Mark's ear, "But the only thing I want to suck down is your hot fucking cum!"
"You are my favorite girl!" Mark said laughing. "We'll have one for the road then go okay?"
"Okay." I said stepping back and making sure I could stand first before letting him go.
"I'm going to go grab my stick."
I watched as Mark headed back to the pool table but was stopped by a biker who pressed a shot into his hand. After he did the shot the biker clapped my brother hard on the shoulder and as Mark walked away I noticed him drifting slightly to the left. I sighed, it was time to go, as good as a couple of hours of free drinks sounded I had meant what I said; the only thing I wanted in my mouth right now was my little brother. Still, one or two more quick ones couldn't hurt now could they. I drifted over to the bar ignoring the dirty looks I was getting from the couple of women who I walked past, but enjoying the stares of all the guys.
Before I had even sat down the bartender had a shot of tequila waiting for me. Picking up the salt I impulsively grabbed his wrist, poured some salt on his hand, and as he started wide eyed licked it off before doing the shot.
"Girl, I would leave my wife for you!" he exclaimed.
"She left you ten years ago stupid!" Someone commented and everyone laughed.
I pulled a cigarette out and giggled as two guys immediately tried to light it for me. Letting one of them do it, I turned in my stool smiling ear to ear as I my eyes south out my little brother. Mark was over at the pool table with the case for his pool stick open on top of it and was unscrewing his cue. The smile fell off my face as I saw Gary walking up next to him. Sitting up straighter on the stool I watched wondering what the hell was going on. Gary must have said something as Mark turned his head in his direction and nodded, before finishing putting his stick away. Mark grabbed the case and looked as if he were going to walk away, but stopped as Gary appeared to be speaking to him.
My eyes narrowed as I saw Mark flash a smirk and figured maybe Gary was saying how hot we were or something along those lines like he had with me. A minute later however Gary looked over and pointed at me. I felt my stomach clench, as not only did the smirk leave Mark's face, but he spun quickly to face Gary bringing his hand up to point a finger in his face. I started to get off the stool as I could see even from here Mark was pissed. Gary immediately put his hands up in a calming gesture and took a quick step back. Mark started to turn away, but stopped as I saw Gary speak again. I stayed where I was trying to figure out what was going on as I saw Mark roll his eyes.



As Gary kept speaking, I saw the expression on Mark's face change from pissed to disbelief. Putting his left hand up I Mark speak, and reading his lips appeared to be saying 'are you kidding?' Gary shook his head and kept talking. Mark put the case on the pool table and leaning against it, crossed his arms and started to listen intently. Gary turned, pointing at me again. This time however not only did Mark not get upset, but he began smirking again. I wanted to go over there and find out what the hell was going on, but there was a part of me that didn't like the smile on Mark's face; it was that nasty little grin he got whenever he was going to do something crazy.
A moment later Mark nodded and seeing me looking, waved me over. I hesitated, wanting to stay where I was and call him over, but at this point curiosity on out. Standing up I walked slowly over to where Mark was leaning against the table. As I approached Mark said something to Gary who nodded and walked over to the small table near the pool table and sat down. Not looking at him, I walked over to Mark.
"What the hell is going on Mark?"
"That guy over there?" Mark gestured towards the table.
"Gary." I said "He's been staring at me all night and followed me outside to tell me how hot we were."
"Yeah well apparently he thinks were really hot." Mark said grinning.
"Mark, he didn't ask you to like you know, fool around with me did he?" I asked.
"Of course not," Mark said shaking his head. "If he had wanted to fuck you I'd have smacked him."
"Good." I said.
"No see what he wants is to watch me fuck you."
"What?"
"You heard me sis, Gary boy over there said that he has been watching us all night and would love to see you get it real good, but from me."
"Hell no!" I exclaimed.
"Yeah but listen..."
"Look Mark it's one thing to do a little heavy petting or flash my tits, but no way in hell am I going to get naked and let you do me in front of someone!" I shook my head. "I may be drunk but that is fucking..."
"Five hundred dollars." Mark said.
"I..." I paused, "Did you say five..." I must be drunker than I thought.
"Yup," Mark said nodding and smirking. "Five hundred dollars to go upstairs watch me fuck you."
"This is a joke."
'Oh no my hot sister, that sick bastard even showed me the money, says he does this shit all the time."
"Just for us to fuck?"
"Well," Mark shrugged. "I'm pretty sure he wants a full show," He gave me that nasty smirk, "Watch you do what you do best."
As he spoke, Mark reached up, running his fingers across my lips. I shook my head to try to clear it. I had meant what I said; fucking in front of someone was a bit much, but five hundred dollars! That could buy a lot of...smiling at Mark I asked;
"You wanna?"
"Hell yeah," Mark replied, "And not just for the money, Christ Meg think of how hot that was with me fingering you in front of those idiots, imagine us fucking in front of this creep? He thinks he's getting a show but he doesn't know the half of it." He laughed. "Doesn't have a clue he'll be watching me fuck the shit out of my sister."
As Mark spoke I could feel myself starting to get into it; the idea of having my brother take me in front of someone never knowing who we really were to each other. Still... he said he wanted everything and...
"Think it's safe?" I asked. "I mean he seems a little weird."
"Oh please Meg," Mark waved his hand. "I could snap him in half in less time than it takes to say it." he grinned again. "Come on Meg, I thought you were a nasty girl?"
"Hmmm, that would be nasty."
"The nastiest yet," Mark agreed. "And think about the money sis! They don't need me on the site until Wednesday. We could stay up here a few days." He leaned in and kissed me. "We'll find a nice little bed and breakfast and..."
"Okay." I said.
"Yeah?"
"One condition though."
"What's that?"
"Well seeing we're getting all that money I want more candy!"
'Oh come on Meg," Mark began, "Haven't you..."
"Had enough?" I laughed. "That's like asking if I ever get enough of you! I always want more."
"Meg really..."
"Hey listen Mark, you're just going to whip it out," I told him. "And let's face it; it's not you he's going to be watching. If you want me to be able to show him my pretty little pussy, then I need to feel reeeeal good!"
Mark shook his head disgustedly. Wrapping my arms around his neck I whispered in his ear;
"Come on baby it's not worth it? Not worth standing there in front of him with me on my knees sucking that huge fucking cock of yours? Begging for you to give it to me?" Kissing his ear I added; "I'll be your nasty girl Mark. That guy will so wish he were you! Now just let me go buy some more..."
"So what's the deal Mark?"
I turned to see Gary standing next to us.
"You guys going to give me a show or what?"
Even as he spoke I saw his eyes work their way up my long legs to eventually settle on my tits.
"We're still talking about it." Mark told him.
"Well don't talk too long kid." He smiled. "Tell you what; Megan here looks like she's ready."
"Well I may need a little coaxing," I said batting my eyes at him.
"Oh you mean something like this?"
As he spoke Gary put his hand up, palm out. Tucked between his fingers was small white packet.
Oh, the night was just getting better and better!
"Well now that you mention it." I said giving him a big smile. "I mean you saw how playful I get."
"You're going to have to promise to be a lot more playful than that Megan," he smirked. "A lot more."
"Oh you can count on it baby!" I said starting to reach for the packet.
Gary pulled it back.
"I didn't get an answer yet." He looked at Mark, who hesitated. I knew he got upset when I did this much coke but this was going to be one hell of a wild time.
"Oh and for the record?" Gary began, "Your, shall we say motivation is on me, this and the five."
Reaching down I grabbed Mark's cock though his jeans, and slowly my lips whispered;
"Come on baby; show him how you take your favorite girl."
"I don't know Megan," Gary said. "Maybe Mark's not as wild as you."
"Lead the way." Mark said rolling his eyes
I reached for the packet but again Gary pulled his hand back;
"Upstairs honey, I want to watch you do it." he gave me a wicked grin. "Makes it even nastier, and I love nasty."
"Then you are going to love us baby," I told him. "You have no idea how nasty we are."
Smiling from ear to ear Gary turned, walking towards the back of the bar. I paused to give Mark's cock another squeeze before following. I had taken several steps before yelping as Mark gave my ass a quick slap. Gary looked over his shoulder smiling as I rubbed my stinging ass, and opened a small door in the corner, exposing a narrow staircase. He waved us through and I started to pass him, but Mark caught my arm.
"You first." He said softy.
Gary shrugged and went up the stairs ahead of us. I went next and after closing the door Mark came up behind us. The stairs led up to a long hallway that had a couple of doors along each side of it. Gary walked down to the last door on the left, and after opening it walked in. Mark and I followed and I frowned in distaste. The room was decent size but sparsely furnished with what looked like leftovers from good will. There was a full size bed with a sagging mattress in the middle of the room that was covered with a ratty blue blanket. Off to the right was a tiny fridge and next to it a shelf sticking out of the wall that I supposed served as a table. The dining room I thought dryly. To my left was a small table with a couple of rickety looking wooden chairs near it. The only other piece of furniture was a soiled nasty looking overstuffed chair that was covered with cigarette burns.
As I took in the less than posh surroundings, I was hit with the disturbing thought that over the last couple of years I had occasionally stayed in just as bad if not worse. Adding to the unsavory atmosphere was that the room not only reeked of stale cigarette smoke, but was oppressively hot. We had only been standing here for a minute, and I could already feel myself starting to sweat. I glanced over at Mark, and saw that his face and shoulders were already glistening. I began to imagine how good his naked body would look in a few minutes, hovering over me, his powerful muscles dripping with sweat. On that note I felt my heartbeat begin to quicken as it dawned on me what we were about to do. Mark turned to look at me and gave me an evil smirk that told me he was thinking the same thing and was just as worked up as I was getting.
I wiped the sweat off my brow and seeing me do it Gary said;
"Yeah the window is nailed shut." He pointed towards the one window in the room that was next to the bed. The shade was drawn, but was torn in several places. "Who knows why, but yeah it's hot as hell in here."
"That's okay the hotter the better," Mark said softly. "So how about the money?"
Gary looked at him, and after wiping at his own sweating face, reached into his pocket. He pulled out a silver money clip, counted out five one hundred dollar bills and put them on the table.
"It stays here until the shows over." He told Mark.
"Fair enough." Mark answered then with no hesitation stripped off his tank top.
Turning to the side Mark tossed it over near the foot of the bed. I saw Gary's eyes widen as he looked at the enormous Baphomet tattoo that covered his entire back.
"Damn kid, you are a crazy bastard aren't you?"
"More than you know." Mark answered smirking.
"What about..." I started, but smiling Gary waved me off.
"No worries there my naughty little thing, your incentive is right here."
Gary put the packet down on the table and gestured me over. I noticed Mark looked away as I passed him. To my surprise in addition to the packet of coke was a mirror, a razor blade and a small straw. I glanced over to Gary, who seeing the question in my eyes, laughed;
"Hey, I said I hadn't smoked in a year didn't say anything about anything else."
He looked over at Mark and I saw his eyes trail down and linger on Mark's sweat slicked chest and his chiseled stomach. Briefly I wondered if he went both ways. Taking his eyes from my brother, Gary grabbed the old chair, and dragging it across the floor, placed it a few feet from the side of the bed. Sitting, he lit a cigarette then glanced over at me.
"Whenever you're ready beautiful." He said with a wink.
I winked back, then turning my attention to the coke, opened the packet. I quickly separated it into three thick lines and dropping the razor picked up the straw. Most of my rush from the previous lines had faded and holding the right side of my nose shut, I eagerly sniffed up the first line. I let out a whistle as I lifted my head; damn this was good shit! Much stronger then what I had bought downstairs. As if reading my mind Gary laughed;
"The good stuff, huh honey?"
"Oh yeah!" I exclaimed as I bent my head to do the second line.
I tossed my head back shouting;
"Damn!!"
I saw Mark looking at me, and quickly looked past the expression in his eyes, to let my gaze wander down to the large bulge in his jeans, oh was Gary going to get himself a show! I started to lean back over the table when Gary said;
"Hey kid I would save that last one, that's some strong shit I..."
I was already moving, snorting up the last line. Dropping the straw I let out a loud laugh and straightening up, whirled around in a circle.
"Nevermind." Gary said grinning.
I finished my spin and stepping over to Mark, who was standing in front of the bed, grabbed his face in my hands kissing him hard. Mark returned the kiss while wrapping his arms around my thin waist, crushing me to him. I slid my hands down his face, placing them on his shoulders and squeezing the hard muscles there. Mark dropped his hands down, lifting my skirt with one while grabbing my left ass cheek with the other. I pushed my tongue against Mark's lips and moaned in delight as they parted, allowing me to suck on his own warm wet tongue. Mark's hand left my skirt to trail up my back and run through my long black hair until it reached the back of my neck.
Breaking the kiss, Mark trailed his tongue down my neck where he began to gently suck on the soft creamy flesh of my throat. I started rocking my hips into Mark and could feel his hard cock pressing into my stomach even through his jeans. I let my head turn to the side to give my brother better access to my neck and saw Gary sitting in the chair not six feet away watching intently.
"Ohhh that feels nice." I moaned as Mark's hand slid from the back of my neck, down and around my shoulder, to caress my left tit through the vest.
Mark's hand slipped into the vest and started toying with my nipple. Running my hand down his chest and hard flat stomach I unsnapped his jeans, shoving my hand into his pants.
"Oooh you are bad." I whispered as I discovered he was not wearing any underwear.
My fingers found my brother's huge cock, and wrapping around it gave it a squeeze. Mark started to groan and I was about ready to unzip his jeans when I heard Gary clear his throat behind me. Realizing that my back was to him and he couldn't see what we were doing, I stepped back from Mark. I planned on dropping to my knees and pulling my brother's cock out, but grabbing my shoulders Mark quickly turned me around to face Gary. Wrapping his arm around my waist Mark pulled me back against his chest while nuzzling into my neck. I moved my hair so that my neck was exposed emitting a satisfied purr as Mark's lips once again fastened onto the smooth skin of my neck.
As Mark kissed and nibbled on my ear, I looked straight into Gary's eyes and smiling, lifted my arms up, wrapping them around the back of Mark's head. I started slowly grinding my hips against my brother's cock while whispering to Gary;
"You want to see my pretty little titties?"
"Honey, I'm paying to see those tits." He replied smirking.
"Go ahead baby," I said softly, resting my head on Mark's shoulder. "Let's give him what he paid for."
Mark reached up and undoing the buttons of my vest, pulled it open far enough that half of my tits were showing. Mark teased for a moment, closing the vest slightly before sliding it off of my shoulders, and tossing it to the floor leaving me topless.
"Oh, they're perfect." Gary breathed, sitting up straighter in the chair.
The look on his face as he took in my small well shaped tits sent a warm wet feeling through my pussy. Mark slid his hands up my soft stomach cupping my tits and pushing them up even further, showing them off. I whimpered in pleasure as, still holding them in his palms, Mark began to gently rub my hard pink nipples with his thumbs. Bringing my hands down, I pushed Mark's thumbs away and started to tease them with my own long red fingernails. Mark let my tits go, and I slid my own underneath them so that I was now showing them off.
"Nice." Gary said softly.
I could feel my heart beating faster as Mark slipped his hands back under mine, taking over fondling my tits. I groaned as Mark covered them completely with his large hands and squeezed. I placed my hands over his looking down and loving the contrast of our skin.
"Now suck on them." Gary said quietly from his seat.
I felt Mark tense up a little, and I knew why; I was the only one who ever told my brother what to do. I on the other hand, could feel my pussy getting wetter by the minute. Not wanting the game to be spoiled I said softly;
"Oh yeah baby, suck on them. I..."
I yelped in surprise as Mark gave my nipples a hard pinch.
"Please." He said.
"Oh yeah." Gary said his eyes widening. "Oh I like that shit!"
My pussy gushed at the tone in his voice; oh my brother was going to make this a game to remember!
"Oh please sir!" I said. "Oh please suck on your favorite titties!"
"That's better," Mark said, rewarding me by gently caressing my nipples once more before letting my tits go.
Still keeping his arms around me Mark angled me to the side so that Gary could see what we were doing. Still in his embrace I turned around so that I was facing Mark. Cupping my tits I held them up offering them to my brother. I moaned as bending his head to my tits, Mark flicked his tongue across my right nipple. Looking down I saw that Mark's eyes were looking towards Gary as he held his tongue to my nipple barely touching it.
"Oh please don't tease baby!"
As I whimpered those words my own gaze shifted to see Gary sitting there with his mouth partially open. He was breathing heavy and something told me he was beginning to sweat from more than just the heat in the room. I also noticed that his right hand had strayed down to his crotch to begin slowly rubbing his cock through his jeans.
My attention quickly turned back to my brother as I felt his soft tongue start to swirl across my swollen pink nipple. I groaned again as Mark stopped licking and opening his mouth wide, sucked as much of my tit into his mouth as he could. My already overheated pussy began to get even hotter as Mark's left hand toyed with my other nipple as he continued to devour my right tit. My brother's eyes were still on Gary and I could tell he was loving this! Oh just wait until it was my turn! I couldn't wait to pull out Mark's massive cock and suck it. But right now I was more than happy to wait my turn. Normally when we were drunk we fucked hard and fast, so I was taking full advantage of my brother wanting to give Gary his money's worth!
Sighing contentedly as Mark switched to sucking on my left tit, I started to run my fingers through his thick black hair, while arching my back, pushing my tit even further into his mouth. I released a disappointed whimper as Mark removed his mouth from my tit, but then felt my pussy begin to flow even more as Mark slowly sank to his knees in front of me. Holding my hips my brother teasingly ran his tongue down my stomach and along the waistband of my skirt. Slipping his hands behind me I felt Mark unzip the skirt and give it a tug. Stepping back slightly, I put my hands on his shoulders, bending over and pointing my ass straight at Gary.
As Mark tugged my skirt past my hips and down to the floor, I gave my ass a playful shake while looking over my shoulder at Gary, whose eyes widened even more;
"God damn your fine and..." His voice seemed to catch. "Your soaked right through."
"That's right baby," I cooed, as still leaning on Mark's shoulders, I stepped out of my skirt. "That's how fucking hot you watching is getting me!"
"Yeah just me is getting you wet." He grinned. "Nothing to do with your...Oh."
Gary stopped in mid sentence as Mark reached up, hooked his thumbs into the sides of my panties, and started working them down my ass. I gasped as well at the thought that in seconds I would be naked except for my boots. At this point it was hard to tell if that thought had any effect on my pussy, because I was so fucking wet already. Between my excitement and the coke, my heart was pounding, and I knew that as much as I was enjoying being a slow tease, I would need to cum and soon. Mark paused for effect then pulled my panties down. I moaned as I felt them peel away from my sopping wet pussy, and slide down my legs. I was still looking at Gary, who shook his head and whispered;
"Oh look at that."
I slid my foot over so that my legs were spread wider and shaking my ass, leaned further over Marks shoulder. I could just imagine my smooth pink pussy winking out at him from between my thighs.
"How's my pretty little pussy look?" I asked.
"Perfect just like the rest of you." Gary said. "Christ girl you are hot!"
"Here, have a better look." Mark said.
Grabbing the cheeks of my ass, Mark spread them open to completely expose me. I could feel the juice from my pussy starting to drip down the insides of my thighs, I was so fucking wet. The hornier I got the more the coke began to kick in. I began to start squirming, working my ass in small circles, and lifting my feet up and down as if I were walking in place. Oh I needed to cum!



"Ohhh," I whimpered. "Oh Mark.... Ohh yes!!"
I squealed in delight as Mark slipped two fingers into my pussy from behind. I moaned and heard him let out a sigh, as his fingers made a wet sucking sound as they pumped in and out.
"So fucking wet." Gary said softly.
I focused my eyes on him and saw that his hand was moving faster across his crotch.
"Oh, oh yes oh harder!" I moaned.
Mark began thrusting his fingers faster and I started to groan continuously as he finger fucked his sister's needy little pussy. Leaning over, I let my head rest on Mark's shoulder while I wrapped my arms around his neck. This pointed my ass up even higher and I yelped as my brother's fingers plunged in even deeper. Moaning into his neck I started bucking my hips in rhythm to his fingers. Sliding my hands down his back, I dug my nails hard into his flesh. I let out a loud cry as Mark's other hand slid over, and I felt his thumb on my clit.
"Ohhhhh," I moaned. "Ohh baby, just like that ohhh"
I stopped trying to speak as all that was coming out were small whimpers of pleasure. I ground my pussy even harder into my brother's hands, trying desperately to cum. I was aware of my legs moving even faster and brought them together, clamping my brother's hand between my thighs.
"Oh goddamn she wants it!" I heard Gary say off in the back ground.
"Not yet."
With that Mark started to slip his fingers from my pussy.
"Nooo!" I wailed and ripped my nails up his back.
Mark cried out in surprise and I yelled;
"Oh God Mark, make me cum!!!"
"Not like this." Mark said, pulling his fingers from inside of me.
"Ohh please!!" I whimpered.
Mark quickly stood up causing me to stand with him and taking my shoulders, turned me around to face Gary who was staring in surprise at Mark.
"Why didn't you let her...?"
"This is my game." Mark said simply. "You just watch."
"Ohh baby pleeeeeese!" I whined, rubbing my ass back into Mark's cock.
"Shhh," Mark hissed in my ear. "You'll cum Meg, there's just a better way that's all."
Before I could respond, Mark shoved his glistening fingers into my mouth. Despite my frustration, I eagerly sucked on them, moaning at the taste of my pussy off of my brother's flesh.
"Good girl." Mark whispered.
Guiding me by my shoulders, Mark turned me so that I was in front of the side of the bed. Taking my arms he lifted them back over my head, and holding them there asked;
"You like this Megan? You like being naked in front of him? Like showing off your pretty little titties, and that bald little pussy?
"Oh yes." I nodded. "Oh I do."
I wasn't lying. Standing here not only naked, but having my brother presenting my body to Gary was more of a turn on then anything else I could remember. Letting my arms go Mark pushed down on my shoulders. As I obediently sat down on the bed Mark dropped to his knees and lifting my leg, picked up the panties that had still been around my ankles. Mark smirked and threw them at Gary.
"Here you go, little souvenir for you."
Gary caught the panties and holding them between his fingers, rubbed the crotch
"Soaked." He whispered.
"Sniff them." Mark said smiling. "You know you want to."
Gary hesitated, then bringing the panties up to his face, inhaled deeply. My pussy all but gushed as I saw his eyes roll back and he let out a soft moan. Taking another deep breath he started to put them down.
"Damn that..."
"Lick them." Mark said. "Take a taste."
Gary stared at my brother, and looking at Mark, I saw he was staring back, a nasty smile on his lips.
"There you go."
I turned to see Gary lower his face to the panties and put the crotch in his mouth. His eyes rolled back again, and once more I started squirming, rubbing my ass onto the bed. Mark started to stand when Gary said;
"Take her boots off. The only thing I want to see her wearing is you."
I thought Mark was going to come back with something, but shrugged and unzipping my boots, lifted my legs one at a time to pull them off. When he had tossed the second one to the side he started to stand again, but raising my foot I put my toes up to his lips and waited. Mark stared at my bright red toes and despite the fact that he was in charge couldn't resist them. Grabbing my ankle Mark held my foot and began flicking his tongue across my toes. I moaned, and raising my hands started playing with my nipples. Mark sucked my toes into his mouth and swirled his tongue around them before switching to the other foot.
"That's different." Gary said. "But fucking hot."
"Hmmm." I cooed. "There you go little..."
I yelped as Mark bit my toe, removing my foot from his mouth he whispered in Latin;
"Watch it."
Mark stood up and turning towards me looked as if he was going to say something, but I cut him off by gasping;
"Oh Mark!"
Mark's cock was so hard that you could see the entire outline of it through his jeans. At the tip was a small wet stain where his cock had been dripping. Reaching out I grabbed his cock through the jeans and tried to unzip them. Mark grabbed my wrist as if he didn't want me to yet, but I looked up and pouting said;
"Oh please let me suck your cock baby, oh I need it in my mouth!"
"I wanna see her suck it." Gary added.
"Yeah you want to suck my cock in front of him you little pig?"
My answer was to roughly slap his hand away and unzip his jeans; enough was enough.
"Damn she wants it!"
Damn straight I did. Grabbing the sides of his jeans I tugged them down over his hips, shoving them down to his knees. My brother's enormous cock sprang free and I was hit in the face with some of the precum that had been oozing out of it. Reaching out I grabbed Mark's cock at the bottom, giving it a hard squeeze. Mark moaned as another spurt of sticky fluid gushed from his cock.
"Holy shit kid!" Gary exclaimed. "No wonder you're so fucking cocky!"
Leaning forward, I forced myself to go slow and teasingly stuck my tongue against the tip of Mark's dripping prick. I slowly pulled my head back, bringing a string of precum with it. I heard Gary moan softly as he watched the trail of cum from my tongue to Mark's cock. Turning Mark's cock to the side, I placed my lips around his shaft and started sliding them up and down. As I did I caught Gary's eyes and held them. As he watched I once again slid my mouth along the length of my brother's huge dick. When I got to the head I removed my mouth and proceeded to rub the oozing tip along my cheek. I felt my thighs beginning to get even wetter from my dripping pussy as my face became covered with my brother's sticky fluid.
I saw Gary swallow hard and also saw him begin to unzip his jeans. Mark was starting to rock his hips back and forth, his cock yearning for his big sister's mouth. I forced him to wait a little longer as I rubbed his cock along the other side of my face. Unable to hold back any longer I opened my mouth, and slowly, an inch at a time, my eyes never leaving Gary's, took his cock all the way down to the base of his shaft. Mark moaned and Gary said quietly;
"Oh goddamn girl!"
Holding Mark's cock in my throat, I shook my head back and forth, before sliding his cock back out of my mouth. Opening my mouth, I stuck my tongue out and began slapping my brother's cock against it. Mark was beginning to rock his hips again and I smiled to myself as I teased him. Putting just the tip in my mouth I gave it a good hard suck, whimpering as a squirt of his pre cum went down my throat. Holding his cock at the base, I once again took it all the way before starting to bob my head in a steady rhythm. Mark placed his hands on my head, running them through my long black hair.
"Yeah look at you, you little slut, love that cock don't you?" Mark asked.
My answer was to pick up the pace, taking him deeper with each sucking motion. I began following my lips with my hand jerking him off as I blew him. Oh look at you! You nasty girl sucking off your little brother in front of a total stranger! I began to moan each time I felt Mark's cock hit the back of my throat and coat it with his juices. Unable to keep my eyes from rolling back in pleasure, I stopped looking at Gary and concentrated on sucking Mark even faster. Mark's hands dropped from my head down to my tits and started teasing my nipples. Reaching between his legs I began to rub his balls as I sucked and could feel his thighs starting to tremble.
"Oh look at her go!" I heard Gary say, he sounded as if he was panting, but all I cared about was my throat being stuffed with Mark's hard flesh.
I groaned at the image of my brother shooting his hot cum in my mouth while Gary watched, and started bobbing my head even faster eager to make Mark cum for his sister. My brother had other ideas; grabbing my shoulders and pulling his cock from my mouth.
"Awww I wanted to taste it!" I moaned.
"Oh you will." He smiled down at me. "But I get to taste first." Lowering his voice to a whisper he added in Latin; "Ready to cum my sister?"
I looked up at Mark and felt my pussy give up even more moisture. My brother's body was covered with sweat, his powerful muscles slicked with it, and of course his enormous cock that was covered with his sisters spit, was standing at attention, oh how bad I wanted it inside if me.
"Why don't you really show our friend here your hot little pussy?"
Taking his meaning, I went to lie back on the bed when I stopped and stared at Gary who had removed his cock from his jeans and was slowly stroking it. His cock was nowhere near the size of my brothers, but certainly wasn't small and it was hard as a rock.
"That over me baby?" I asked flicking my tongue out at him.
"I wish it were over you, but hell yeah baby; now let me see that hot little snatch of yours!"
Lying back on the bed I pushed up far enough to be able to put my feet on the mattress. I slowly let my legs spread open exposing my dripping pussy. Grabbing the one nasty looking pillow that was on the bed, I shoved it behind my head to prop it up so I could watch Gary. As Mark knelt next to the bed I reached down, spreading myself open with my right hand while sliding the fingers of my left through my soft wet lips. I moaned from my own touch as my fingers brushed my clit. Sliding my fingers back through, I slipped one of them inside of my pussy, pumping it in and out.
I let my head loll back as I played with myself. I was panting from both the need to cum as well as the extreme heat of the room. My hair was sticking to the sides of my face and I could feel the sweat on my back against the worn sheet I was lying on. Putting my head back up, I smiled as I saw Gary stroking his cock again. I moaned, twitching my hips as I started rubbing my clit and moving my hips into my finger. I added a second finger and looking at Mark begged;
"Come lick my pussy baby! Oh please make your favorite girl cum!"
Apparently tired of teasing himself, Mark quickly crawled between my legs, and with no hesitation plunged his tongue into my steaming slit. I cried out loudly as his tongue swirled around inside of my pussy. Still holding myself spread open with my right hand I brought the left up to start playing with my nipple.
"Oh hell yeah!" I exclaimed as Mark began bobbing his head, pushing his tongue in and out of my pussy. "Oh that's right, tongue fuck me baby!"
"Hey I can't see!" Gary said in frustration from the chair.
Mark stood up, and after quickly kicking his jeans off, crawled up on the bed next to me. Putting his back to me Mark lied across my stomach propping himself up on his elbow. Wrapping his other arm around my thigh Mark slipped two fingers into my pussy. I immediately thrust my hips into them and grabbing the back of his head pushed it down between my legs. I let out a loud moan as Mark's tongue slid through the length of my pussy. Wrapping my fingers into his sweat soaked hair. I pushed harder holding his face at the top of my pussy urging him to lick my desperate clit. Taking the hint Mark swirled his tongue around my swollen pink button causing me to gasp and buck my hips.
Mark began to trace slow circles around my clit as his fingers pumped my sopping wet box. I could hear them sliding in and out, and could feel Mark's sweaty cheek pressing against my thigh. I brought my head up to peer at Gary over Mark's back. He was stroking his cock but slowly, as if waiting to cum when we finished. Speaking of cocks, letting go of my tit I pushed my hand against Mark's hip. Mark rolled to his knees so that I could grab and stroke his cock as he licked me. My brother moaned into my pussy and I felt his cock twitch in my hand. His cock was throbbing and I swear was harder than I ever remembered. I rubbed my hand over the sensitive head getting another moan as well as a handful of his pre cum. Releasing his cock , I brought my hand to my face, and with Gary looking on, licked my brother's juices off of my hand. Gary swallowed hard and I could see the stains on his chest where he was starting to sweat through his shirt. I quickly forgot about him however, as taking my clit between his lips, Mark sucked it into his mouth.
"Ohhh, ohhh please don't stop again baby!" I begged. "Oh your girl needs to come! Oh she does!!"
I heard Mark whimper softly into my pussy and smiled knowing it was because he loved it when I called myself his girl. Mark started to swirl his tongue around my clit while holding it in his mouth and I could feel my thighs starting to tremble. I began to play with my nipple again, twisting it hard between my fingers. My hips were pumping in rhythm to Mark's fingers and I was still holding his face to my pussy. I started to gasp as the orgasm that I so desperately needed began to build. Allowing my head to drop back onto the pillow, I arched my back, straining to get my brother's fingers as deep inside of me as I could. Mark started sucking my clit into his mouth so hard that his lips were making smacking sounds against my hot wet flesh, and his fingers were driving into my so hard his knuckles were hitting the sides of my pussy
"Ohhh," I whined. "Ohhhh, a little more!"
I could feel myself right on the edge, my entire body was shaking. I straightened my long legs out, my entire body straining to cum. Mark let his weight go on me so he could use his other hand, and with no warning shoved a finger into my extremely tight ass. I went off like a rocket, throwing my head back I wailed like a banshee, screaming at the top of my lungs as the powerful orgasm slammed through me. Tightening my hand in Mark's hair, I shoved his face hard between my legs to keep his mouth to my clit. I let out another wail of pure ecstasy louder than the previous one.
The adrenalin from the orgasm had shaken hands with the cocaine in my system and the combination of the two had me writhing and screaming like I never had before. I was bucking my hips savagely, and drawing my legs up I wrapped my thighs around Mark's neck and shoulders, squeezing him tightly. Mark's fingers were buried in my pussy and ass and I could feel my muscles contract around them as the orgasm sent another wave of pleasure through me.
Mark shoved one of my thighs down to the bed so he could breathe and kept sucking on my clit.
"Oh fuck yeah!!!" I screamed as, incredibly, I felt a second orgasm racing through me.
I arched my back so far I heard it crack, and a tremendous spasm went through my body. I let out a surprised squeal as I felt my pussy contract, release, then gush directly into my brother's face. With a long shuddering moan I let my body relax, slumping down into the bed. I lay there gasping for breath, my eyes stinging from the sweat that was dripping into them. I didn't think I could move if my life depended on it. My heart was racing and I found myself wondering why the hell anyone thought coke could be bad for you. Holy Christ I had never cum that hard! Wherever Gary had gotten that blow it was some serious shit. Maybe I could find out and use some of the five hundred to...
"Holy shit Meg!" Mark exclaimed.
I forced my tired head up and saw Mark sitting up. His entire face was not just glistening, but dripping from my pussy gushing into his face.
"Oh holy shit is right." Gary said softly. "Girl you are an animal."
I looked over to see him still holding his cock but not jerking it, he was definitely waiting for the finale. Mark got off the bed and reaching down grabbed my wrists pulling me into a sitting position. I shook my head to try to clear it, then yelped as Mark hauled me to my feet to stand in front of him. I immediately kissed him hard, tasting myself off of his pussy soaked face. Mark kissed me back as I wrapped my arms around his neck. I broke the kiss and sighed as Mark started kissing my neck gently, while lightly teasing my nipples. I could feel his hard cock pressing into my thigh and knew where it needed to be. Not only that, but as tired as I was I knew how I wanted to be taken. The exact way my brother was planning no doubt.
"It's time to show Gary how you take your girl Mark."
I squeezed my hands hard into Mark's shoulders and ripped down with my nails, leaving long red trails down his chest. My brother's breath hissed out between his teeth and his eyes darkened dangerously. Grabbing my hair, he yanked it back hard. I cried out as the hot pain flowing through my scalp, mingled with the fire in my veins, causing my pussy to gush yet again. With a flick of his wrist Mark gave my tits a back handed slap that caused me to yelp as his hand caught my sensitive nipples.
"Jesus!" I heard Gary say.
Mark yanked me to the side sticking his leg out as he did causing me to start to fall. Still holding my hair, Mark whipped me to the side as I was falling. I cried out as my back slammed into the side of the bed, and my ass hit the floor hard. As I sat there stunned, Mark swung his leg over me so that he was straddling my out stretched legs. Still holding my hair Mark grabbed his cock and shoved it into my face.
I opened my mouth just in time as Mark drove the full length of his cock into it. Holding the back of my head so I couldn't move, Mark pushed his cock even deeper until my nose was buried in his pubic hair. I reached up, raking my nails across his stomach, and pushing hard against him. Letting go of my hair, Mark caught my hands and forced them together so that he was holding both of my thin wrists in one of his large hands.
With a yank, Mark pulled my arms up over my head until my ass lifted off the floor. I tried to cry out as the hot pain flowed down my arms, but all that came out was a stifled groan. Grabbing my hair again, Mark started pumping his cock in and out of my mouth. Even as I whimpered in pain, from my hair being pulled and my arms stretched, I felt my pussy heating up as my brother repeatedly force fed me over ten inches of hard cock. I opened my mouth wider as Mark began fucking my face even harder. I heard Gary moan and forcing my eyes in that direction saw him stroking his cock again.
Letting go of my hair, Mark dropped his hand down and gave my nipple a hard twist causing me to whimper around his cock again. Mark was slamming my mouth so hard that my eyes were beginning to water and my head was bouncing off the bed behind me. I was wondering how much more I could take when I heard Gary call out;
"Fuck her! Fuck the shit out of her!"
Mark immediately yanked his cock from my mouth. I sat there trying to catch my breath, but screamed in pain as demonstrating his amazing strength, Mark hauled me to my feet one handed by my wrists. Mark continued to pull until I was standing before him on the tips of my toes. Reaching down between my legs Mark shoved his thumb against my clit causing me to moan in mixed pain and pleasure.
"Little slut." He hissed at me.
"Your slut baby," I gasped. "Now are you going to stop posing and fuck me, or do I need him to do it?"



Mark let go of my wrists, grabbed me around the waist, and lifting me off my feet, threw me onto the bed. I grunted in pain as I landed on a spring. There was a loud crack followed by the bed frame breaking, and the bed hitting the floor. Stepping forward Mark grabbed my ankles, lifted my legs in the air, and with one smooth thrust drove his cock into my eager pussy.
"Oh yes!!" I screamed as Mark buried his cock to the hilt inside of his sister's red hot pussy.
Mark spread his arms so that my legs were wide open and began fucking the shit out of me. Reaching up I grabbed my tits and started playing with my nipples. I moaned as I looked at my brother standing between my legs. Mark's powerful chest was dripping with sweat and there were bloody scratches across both his chest and stomach. Mark's arms were flexed as they held my legs open, and his face was a mask of pure lust as he pounded his huge dick in and out of his big sisters welcoming flesh. Mark crawled up onto his knees on the edge of the bed, and letting my ankles go, braced his hands on the bed then leaned forward. His shoulders were under my knees and I found my legs bent so far back my ankles were almost behind my ears and my ass was lifted off the bed.
"Oh my fucking God!!" I screamed as Mark reared back and began to slam his cock into me.
I threw my head back and screamed again, as Mark continued his relentless assault on my pussy. I don't think he had ever been this deep. I put my hands on his shoulders, digging my nails hard into his flesh. I saw him start to smile and I ripped them down his chest again. I heard a gasp next to me and forcing my head to turn saw Gary was stroking his cock hard and fast as he watched my brother all but break me in half. My eyes met Gary's and held them as I yelped and moaned with every thrust of my brother's enormous prick. Turning back to Mark I gasped;
"Take me on my knees!"
Not needing to be told twice, Mark pulled his cock from my pussy, grabbed my hips, and with a wrench of his powerful shoulders, flipped me over onto my stomach. I turned so that I would be facing Gary and as Mark got on the bed behind me I drew my knees up under my stomach, pointed my ass in the air, and prepared myself for the brutal fucking I had needed all night. My brother did not disappoint me. Grabbing my hips so hard I moaned, Mark thrust himself inside of me and began fucking me even harder than he had been when I was on my back.
"Oh yeah baby!!" I yelled. "Fuck that pussy! Give it to me like I need it!"
As I yelled, I found myself once again staring at Gary, he was pumping his cock hard and fast and I could see that it was dripping. The sight of his cock caused my pussy to heat up even more, and sliding my hand underneath me, I started playing with my clit. I was rubbing it as fast as I could as I could hear Mark beginning to gasp and moan. Gary was also moaning and he was pounding his cock even harder. Knowing that he was going to cum wishing he were fucking me, was getting me even more worked up then I had been, and to my delight I could feel an orgasm building. Behind me Mark gasped and I called out;
"Oh hold on baby! Please just a little more! Oh I want to cum on that cock!"
Mark slowed his thrusting down, as I sped my fingers up even more, and a moment later I let out another long loud scream as my fourth orgasm in the last hour smashed through me. I screamed again as Mark once again began fucking the shit out of me. I moaned loudly at the feeling of my pussy contracting around my brother's throbbing cock. In front of me Gary released a sound that was something between a groan and a gasp. As the last of my orgasm flowed through me I groaned;
"Oh cum for me baby, oh let me see it! I...ohhh yes!"
Gary moaned, gave his cock a couple of more hard pumps, and to my surprise, grabbed my panties from the arm of the chair and held them in front of his cock. As I watched Gary gasped and his cock exploded, sending a huge spurt of cum directly onto the red panties.
"Yes! Oh all for me! oh yeah!" I called out as he kept stroking, pumping more cum onto the crotch of my panties.
My focus switched back to the savage pounding Mark was giving me. My hand was still on my pussy and reaching back further, I started rubbing Mark's balls as he drove in and out of me. My pussy was so wet that I could feel both Mark's and my thighs dripping and his cock was making a delicious sucking sound as he pulled it back. I squealed as Mark pushed my back down, angling my ass higher and started drilling me even deeper. Mark gave me a couple of more savage pumps then pulling his cock from my pussy stood up on the bed. Knowing what he wanted, I quickly got to my knees to see Mark squeezing his cock tightly. Tilting my head back and opening my mouth, I stuck my tongue out eagerly awaiting me reward. With the loudest cry I'd ever heard from him, Mark let his cock go.
I flinched as the first huge spurt of cum missed my mouth and splattered against my cheek. The second shot caught my upper lip and began to drip into my mouth. I moaned as I kneeled on the bed, my brother spraying cum all over my face, while another man had just cum watching me get fucked. Mark was still cumming, and grabbing his cock from him, I pulled it into my mouth and started sucking it. Mark gasped and I could feel his legs shaking. Despite how much cum he had painted my face with I still sucked down several long squirts, whimpering at how much I loved the taste of my little brothers cum.
Giving the tip of his cock one more hard suck, I was rewarded with a couple of more drops and that precious little whimper. Mark sank to his knees in front of me panting. I leaned against him and he put his arm around my shoulders. We were both out of breath, covered in sweat and of course I was covered with a bit more than that.
"Megan, look up at me please?"
I tiredly lifted my head to Gary and he shook his head at the sight of my cum soaked face.
"Holy Christ is that something." He said sounding out of breath himself.
As I watched Gary used my panties to wipe off his cock, then standing, zipped up before sitting back down and lighting a cigarette. Mark slowly got off the bed and after looking around, picked up a towel that was on the small table and handed it to me. I quickly wiped my face off and when I was finished Mark handed me my clothes. Standing up, I quickly slipped the skirt on and as I put my the vest on Gary said;
"One more peek?"
With a laugh, I faced him, cupping my tits once more for him before buttoning the vest. I turned to see that Mark had already dressed and was walking over to the table. As I sat and pulled my boots on I watched Mark pick up the money slipping it into his pocket. Gary also stood up and coming over offered me a cigarette. I gratefully took one and let him light it for me.
"Well let me tell you," he said. "The two of you did not disappoint! Christ you are hot together!"
"Thank you baby!" I said laughing. I felt positively giddy at this point.
I took the cigarette from my mouth, put my arms around Gary, and gave him a quick kiss on the lips.
"Aww aren't you sweet." He said grinning.
"Hey, umm Gary." I said. "Where did you get that coke?"
"You want more kid?"
"Enough Meg. Mark said coming up next to me.
"Tell you what hon," Gary began, "You were so fucking hot, here."
Gary reached into his pocket and to my delight pressed another packet into my hand.
"No charge sweetie you were worth it."
I ignored the dirty look Mark gave me as I put the packet in my pocket. Gary offered Mark a cigarette and shrugging he took one. Turning to me, Mark leaned forward, placing the tip of his cigarette against mine to light it. I smiled as he did it, just one of those little things I always got a kick out of. I sighed contentedly; I was buzzing, had coke in my pocket, and had just made five hundred dollars fucking my brother in front of some pervert who had no clue about us. Not only that but that money would be enough for Mark and I to spend more time up here alone. At this point I was pretty convinced it could not get better than this. Mark started to pull away, but I threw my arm around his shoulder keeping his face next to mine. I gave him a kiss then placed my cheek against his.
I saw Gary looking at us strangely and Mark asked;
"Something wrong?"
Gary shrugged;
"Not at all," he then pointed at us; "Anyone ever tell you two that you look a lot alike?"
"Yeah," Mark said calmly. "We've heard that a couple of times."
Gary nodded.
"Not surprised, hell Megan here could pass for your sister."
*****
I shook my head and rubbed at my stinging eyes as if I could erase that final image in my mind of my brother and I naked and sweating, sitting in front of a guy who had just jerked off while we fucked in front of him. I closed my eyes, took a deep breath and pushed the image out of my mind. I had, as my brother had commented, been a big girl and allowed that entire night to play through my mind. I had faced those memories of being that strung out little slut whose only worry was her next fix, even when her brother was with her. In the end it had been nowhere near as bad as letting the memory of the Wolves Den have its way with me. However, as it turned out apparently that night at the Dirty Dog, which had seemed like nothing but sleazy fun, had far more repercussions than that hellish night at the club.
I opened my eyes wincing at how sore they were, as well as at the throbbing in my temples. I had barely slept the last three nights and found myself feeling the same if not worse as I had when I had flown up on Friday. I'd had a tremendous night's sleep in my brother's arms Friday night. Since then however, the last three days had been an emotional rollercoaster. In the midst of trying to sort out almost two decades worth of feelings for my brother, I had been presented with an opportunity of a life time to paint for Albert Walsh. Unfortunately Walsh was demanding I leave the same night Mark was expecting his answer. Further complicating things was the unexpected drama between Mark and my father. Today was the day that all answers were due and I had started off with having none. Still unsure of my answer to my brother, I had decided to go after the one answer I felt I could get. By admittedly playing Mark dirty, and taking advantage of his desire to hear my answer, I had worn him down with sex, and then gave him the ultimatum of losing his chance with me over his dirty little secrets.
Mark had caved, and now and here I was staring at pictures of my brother and I having sex. Sins of past that had come close to destroying not only Mark's career but my relationship with my parents. Looking down again at that folder I recalled the old expression 'be careful of what you wish for because you just may get it.' In his defense my brother had warned me, but I had pushed and now found myself, as he had said, facing yet another painful reminder of a past that just seemed to refuse to be laid to rest. Speaking of my brother it occurred to me that I had been lost in thought for what seemed like a long time and looked up at him.
I needn't have worried about Mark wondering what I was thinking as my brother had obviously 'gone away' as he still did from time to time. Mark was sitting back in his chair, his eyes on the black metal box he had taken the pictures from, but it was obvious he was somewhere else. I took a moment to look at him as he stared off into his own thoughts. My brothers normally beautiful golden green eyes were rimmed with red, and I could see dark shadows beneath them. Mark's hands were folded across his chest, but I could see his index finger tapping nervously. The expression on Mark's face was one I had rarely seen there before, my brother looked defeated.
He had fought desperately to not tell me about the trial and his issues with my father, to once again protect me but I had forced his hand. I also had no doubt that with this turn of events my brother saw his chances with me growing more and more fleeting. Whether that was true or not I wasn't sure, but looking back down at the folder I realized that those pictures were the exact thing that I had always worried about when thinking of the two of us as anything more than siblings with benefits; getting caught.
With a start, I became aware of my hand reaching for the folder, part of me wanting to look at them again. My brother had referred to them as a train wreck and I had to agree. As horrible as they were there was something fascinating about them. Tearing my gaze from the folder, I took a deep breath, and knowing I was stating the obvious but needing to say something said;
"So good old Gary was a PI?"
"Hmmm?" Mark shook his head then focused on me. "Oh yeah, Alex put him on us not to long after the trail."
"But why all the way up there? I mean I used to go to your place."
"Honestly I think Alex wanted the absolute best pictures possible, didn't want to settle for some grainy shots through a window blind. We were always more careful at home."
"But the drugs Mark?" I asked. "I mean this guy smoked grass with me, was carrying coke, and I mean he..." I shrugged. "He fucking jerked off in front of us!"
"Hey some people like their work. " Mark replied. "As for the drugs that was his way of insuring that we would play, and that we wouldn't be suspicious." Mark laughed softly
"Trust me Meg in twelve years of practicing I have come to find that PI's are some of the sleaziest people you'll ever meet." He shook his head. "Alex paid him a small fortune and he got his rocks off, win win for Gary."
Mark leaned forward in his chair and putting his elbows on the table, rested his chin in his hands.
"You know Meg, you blame yourself for a lot, but that one was all me. Guy talked about how bad he wanted to watch us and I was hammered and talked you into it."
"That's not true Mark." I told him. "When I started whining about the coke you were hedging, if he didn't offer you might have backed down." I sighed. "It was..."
"Meg I would have. I was caught up in the game." He sighed. "I just didn't know I was part of someone else's game."
"Hey Mark?" I asked as one thought had been nagging at me. "How the hell did he take them? Where was the damn camera?"
"They were planted around the room Meg; the guy followed us there, decided how he was going to try to hook us, and rented the room. He had everything set up before he came down to set us up. The cameras were on timers, clicking off every so many seconds. I'm sure there were a lot more pictures, those were just the pick of the litter."
Mark gave me a tired smile.
"Quite ironic when you consider the set up I have in my room."
Mark had several small video cameras placed behind the mirrors in his bedroom. They had been installed by, quite ironically as my brother had said, a white collar private investigator that was a member of his group. The cameras were turned on by one switch near his bed and Mark had taped himself with all of his pets and quite a few other women he had been with. Speaking of irony, the one woman he had never taped himself with was me, for fear of it ever being found.
"Of course that irony came into play later on as well." Mark said quietly as if speaking more to himself. "Lex Talionis after all."
"What does that mean?" I asked.
Mark shrugged and with a sigh sat back in his chair. I waited for him to speak but he remained silent and I realized that he was not just going to simply tell me anything. I would have to ask, one more of his incessant games. Well then I would just have to keep asking.
"Okay," I began leaning forward and folding my arms over the folder so I couldn't see it anymore. "So you're about to hand McCallister his ass and little Stevie is on the verge of doing time so Alex sends you these right?"
"He sent me a set of pictures, yes."
I narrowed my eyes as Mark had phrased that oddly, and even answered as if he were in the courtroom. There was something about how he had said that, but I could figure that out later.
"And then of course you guys meet and he threatens to put them up on the internet, destroy your career and maybe me in the deal."
Mark nodded.
"Ideally, my career would be finished, your parents would disown you and he was even hoping you would blame me and hate me for it. Take everything away from me."
"I could never hate you my brother." I told him softly.
"Question is can you ever love me?"
I stopped as Mark had really slipped that one in. I looked away then facing him again simply said;
"One thing at a time Mark, I'm trying to figure this out."
Mark rolled his eyes.
"Nothing to figure, good guys win." He frowned. "On the surface anyway."
"Oh stop being so fucking cryptic Mark!" I snapped at him. "This is our lives, not a TV series!" I rolled my eyes. "Law and order Family Affairs."
Mark cocked his eyebrows, and then flashed me an actual smile.
"Hey that was pretty damn funny."
I sighed, rolling my eyes again.
"Seriously Mark, the pictures didn't make it out there. You pulled a rabbit out of your ass like you always do and found away to back Warner down."
"Of course." Mark replied.
He went silent again and I continued to stare at him expectantly. Our eyes met and for awhile Mark's weird multi colored eyes bored into my ice blue gaze. Neither of us looked away and we barely blinked. Finally Mark looked away with a grunt of disgust.
"Like a friggin' snake you are."
"I prefer a gorgon thank you." I replied tapping the Medusa tattoo on my arm.
Mark looked at me and asked;
"You're really not going to let up are you Meg?"
"I want to know Mark, I want to know everything." Changing gears, I softened my gaze and said added; "Please tell me little brother, you showed me these."
I reached across the desk and placing my hand over his whispered;
"Just trust me Mark okay? You and I shouldn't have any secrets. Just tell me what you did."
"Easier if I show you." Mark said. "Hell you may even find it entertaining."
Sitting up, Mark went into the black box and removed another envelope. Reaching in, he pulled out a photo and handed it to me. The photo was of a pretty girl who appeared to be in her early twenties. The girl, who was dressed in a pink t-shirt and jeans, had long dirty blond hair, hazel eyes and an adorable rather shy smile. All in all she appeared to be the girl next store type. Looking up from the photo I asked;
"Who is this? One of your pets you corrupted?"
Mark shook his head.
"Nope, that cute little thing is Ashley Winthrop, asshole Stevie's older sister."
I felt my stomach begin to tighten.
"Mark, tell me you didn't..."
"See Meg, when this all started even though I was going to try to win clean I knew things were going to get real nasty, real quick so I started looking for anything I might need down the line."
Reaching across the desk Mark took back the picture of Winthrop's daughter.
"I've told you one of the members from my group is the best PI's on the east coast, one of the best in the country. So one of the first things I did was had him check on little Ashley here."
"What about Winthrop himself Mark? I mean...
"Winthrop has skeletons for sure." Mark agreed. "But they are well hidden, and he can afford to fight them tooth and nail. Besides as Alex proved you don't go for those who can fight back, you go for the bystanders."
Mark picked up the pack of cigarettes and lit another one before continuing. I noticed his hand was shaking as he lit it, and once again winced at how bad his eyes looked.
"So anyway, nothing comes back on Ashley, matter of fact the kid is like the anti-Winthrop. She is due to graduate American University this year as the top student in her class. Majoring in political science, Ashley here is about to leave college for what should be a very successful career in politics, especially with her old man's connections."



"But if there was nothing then..."
I started but Mark cut me off.
"Oh yes little Ashley was a good girl, no drugs, no booze, no wild sex parties hell, come to find out she disowned her brother after he got caught with coke, and hasn't spoken to him in two years. Already showing her father's business savvy, distancing herself from the black sheep of the family. Nope this girl was so clean and vanilla it was enough to make you sick." He grunted. "Even had the same boyfriend since highschool."
"There has to be a 'but' coming." I said even though part of me was convinced my brother wasn't even aware I was speaking.
"So I waste an entire night reading about this kids straight A's, endless awards, and volunteer charity work until I'm nauseous. I was going to call it quits, but decide to go all the way and hit her face book, and my space pages."
He shook his head in disgust.
"Nothing but family photos, dumb quotes and typical gossip, but." Mark pointed at me, so apparently he was still in the same world I was for the moment anyway. "Down near the bottom she has this quote; 'My special friends can always find me here!'
Mark put his hand out to me as he spoke;
"So face book right? Well no, underneath the words, but not right underneath is a picture of a black lotus. I click it and it takes me to a blank black page asking for a password 'my personal invitation' Now I'm curious, but exhausted and I have to say I was convinced I wasn't going to find anything."
"Now flash forward two months later. Alex sends me the pics, and I call you and tell you I'm done and will come see you. Game over." Mark sat back and sighed.
"I mean I could never jeopardize you, but as I'm sitting there on Friday night, drinking myself into oblivion I keep coming back to Alicia Carson," he grunted disgustedly. "The girl was innocent Megan and this guilty as sin prick was going to not only walk but it would be her life that was over before it started. I started thinking there had to be something I missed, somewhere there had to be something I could come up with to stop this."
Mark finished the cigarette and as usual put it out in his hand.
"So I start digging and for the hell of it I send my guy that face book link and see if he can hack it. He sends me back the link with a way to get in, and lo and behold."
Reaching into the envelope again Mark handed me the same picture. My eyes widened as I looked at it, had I not known who it was supposed to be I would have never recognized Ashley Winthrop. Ashley was completely gothed out, her hair dyed jet black with streaks of blue and her face painted as ghostly as mine was right now. Also like me, her eyes were done in heavy black mascara with matching black lipstick. I also saw that she was wearing contacts which made her eyes a startling shade of emerald green. Ashley was wearing a blue and black corset that was pushing up a rather impressive looking set of tits, and a long leather black skirt that had slits on both sides running all the way to her slim hips. The ensemble was completed by a pair of knee high stiletto boots, and black lace gloves that went up to her elbows.
"Meet Purgatory Rose, aka Ashley Winthrop."
"Poser or real deal?" I asked
"Oh poser for sure." Mark answered. "She liked to dress the part, write depressing poetry, and generally act like a lost little waif. Her site was just a bunch of photos and nothing indecent. Even if someone found it, there wasn't much you could do with it; she's just playing dress up."
He started to point and I beat him to it.
"But..."
"But amongst her whiny poor little rich girl trying to play tragic tale is this line about 'looking for a real master' I click it and it's this rant about how she so wants to give herself to someone how she wants to be taken by a true master of women but all she has met is boys and," he rolled his eyes. "Posers."
"Pot calling the kettle black." I said.
"Right, still nothing and hell it would take a while to prove it's even her. So its summer, and she is staying in Boston but I figure she plays mostly down there. I call someone I know down in DC and they start asking around the clubs. Saturday morning I get the report that she pops up in the clubs dances smokes a couple of cigarette's and that's about it. Squeaky clean, no rave parties, no weird sex games they said usually she goes home alone."
Mark sighed.
"So seeing I have nothing, I'm ready to say fuck it then..." Mark rubbed at his eyes, then looking away from me said. "The voice starts up and..."
"Mark!" I exclaimed. "You went off your medication?"
Still looking away from me Mark nodded.
"I...I needed it Megan, when things get like that I take any edge I can get, and if I stop the meds here and there it comes around in a few days and I can pretty much deal with it."
"Oh my god Mark! Promise me you won't ever do that again! I mean..."
"Megan I lived with it from the time I was ten until I put it away after Max. For the most part I could control it." He looked up at me and continued. "You have to understand for years it helped me, protected me, and did what ever had to be done for me to survive Megan. When I saw Max the voice, which was me being crazy in the first place went crazy itself. The voice lived for revenge and it went over the edge. Even after Max it helped me; I could have never gotten through the polygraph and..."
"Or never tried to beat the shit out of Alex," I paused and said softly. "Or almost rape me in my parent's bed."
"Megan..."
"Okay Mark, forget it, so Ashley?"
"Anyway my friend there starts yapping and amongst all the usual crap about what a pussy I've become, it starts to make some sense."
"Oh I can't wait to hear this." I sat back rolling my eyes.
"Well what was the case about? An innocent being persecuted by the guilty. The other thing it was really about behind the scenes was character attacks and misdirection, smoke and mirrors. At the end what it was really about was attacking others not involved."
Mark's eyes lost that unfocused look as he started to work himself up.
"McCallister was attacking an innocent girl; Alex was blackmailing me, by threatening to hurt Doug and Denise, and of course you." Mark gave me a dry smile. "Not that you are innocent in anyway but in this case you were. You had nothing to do with this. In essence Alex gave me a choice. Let an innocent fall, or save my sister and her family. Who goes down the guilty," Mark tapped the folder in front of me. "Which we were, or the innocent?"
"I decided that to beat them I would have to join them. I needed to make Winthrop make a choice."
"But it was Alex who..."
"But Winthrop was driving Alex; if I could get to Winthrop I could make him back off Alex. See Winthrop had no clue what Alex had; Warner's leverage was about keeping them under wraps. So Winthrop was the target. So I did what Alex did, I went after his family."
"Mark what did you do to this girl?"
"I gave her what she wanted Meg," Mark smiled wickedly. "I introduced her to a true master of women."
"Mark..."
"You know Meg, why don't I just show you."
Reaching into the envelope Mark took out a plastic case and removed a dvd. Walking across the room to the TV, he had on a shelf in one of the bookcases; Mark slipped the dvd in and began speaking as he walked back to his desk.
"I contacted her on her Purgatory site and invited her down to Providence to meet me. She asked who I was and I told her I was the one she sought. She wanted me to come to her and I told her that if she is seeking then she has to come find me." he laughed "Or some corny shit like that. I let the voice handle it."
Mark sat down at the desk and reaching into his top draw pulled out a remote.
"So little Ashley drives down to Providence and I meet her at Club Hell. It was over in less thana half hour. I was in full Dark Prince Mode, colors flying, eyes black as hell, speaking Latin and she couldn't resist.
"But why tell you about it?" Mark asked hitting the play button. "This is only the highlights by the way the entire session was almost three hours."
"Three..." My eyes widened. "But..."
"Shhh." Mark said, putting his fingers to his lips and pointing at the TV.
I turned in my chair and watched as the tv came on. The first thing I saw was Mark's bedroom. I recognized the angle as the mirror in the upper corner. The entire bed could be seen along with huge mirror over the bureau and the bedroom door was also visible. The door opened and Mark entered. My brother was dressed in tight black jeans, but from the waist up was covered only with a series of crisscrossing leather straps held together with links of chain. His back was mostly exposed, showing off the enormous Baphomet tattoo as well as the huge tat's on his arms. Mark turned back to the door and I saw Ashley Winthrop dressed in a red leather skirt and matching vest begin to follow him in.
Mark stepped up to her, reached into her vest, and from the startled cry she released must have twisted her nipple.
"Is that how one such as you enters my lair?" Mark demanded.
"I.. I'm sorry. I.." Ashley cried out again, as Mark savagely pulled on her long hair.
"You address me as Master, any other answer leads to pain and you'll be receiving enough of that as it is. Now try again."
The scene jumped and I saw Ashley completely naked, crawling on her hands and knees into my brother's bedroom. Another skip and my eyes widened as she was chained face down on the bed whimpering and squirming as Mark held a candelabra over her covering her back with hot wax. As the scene continued Mark lifted the candelabra over his own head and tipping it upside down poured was over his chest and shoulders. The camera had closed in on him, and I could see his eyes were glowing from the flickering candlelight and his face was twisted into a mask of lust and pain.
Another cut and this time I whispered;
"Oh my god Mark."
Ashley was now chained to the end of Mark's bed. Her wrists and ankles fastened to the four posts leaving her suspended spread eagled in the air. Her back was to the camera and Mark was standing behind her whirling a long thin dowel through the air. Knowing the camera was on him Mark made a show of twirling the dowel expertly before whipping it around and striking Winthrop across her exposed ass. She let out a yelp of pain and Mark rapidly hit her several more times.
"Crying?" he demanded. "Is that the thanks I get for wasting my time teaching you the road to pleasure?"
"Oh oh I.. I'm sorry Master. Oh thank you t.. Ow!!"
Mark had whipped the dowel around again, this time connecting with the back of her thigh.
"Is this what you want, you whore? You want to be taught or do you want me to let you go?"
"I want to learn Master, of please teach this unworthy whore!!"
"Smart." I said softly my brother knew his game making sure that Ashley asked for everything she was going to receive.
"Then learn some manners you fucking pig. I want a thank you for each strike."
With that Mark began whipping the dowel through the air. Starting at the top of her back, my brother expertly played it up and down her body. At first I found myself wincing as Mark dropped down, catching the extremely tender soles of Ashley's feet, then worked his way up to the equally soft flesh at the backs of her knees. As Mark continued caning her however, I began to feel a stirring between my legs as I remembered one night back before I moved to Chicago that Mark had chained me and beaten me like that. My feet were so sore I couldn't walk the next day, but I had cum howling like an animal as he had done it.
Speaking of cumming I saw Mark pause to slip a silver bullet vibrator between Ashley's legs. Holding the remote in one hand, he continued to flick the dowel across her body with the other. Ashley moaned as Mark must have turned the bullet on, then yelped as he caught her on her side catching her tit with the tip of the dowel.
"Pleasure and Pain whore, which one do you want more?"
Mark started flicking the dowel with less force but much faster. Ashley was writhing, twisting against the chains as she yelped and whimpered. As this went on however, I could hear the pitch of the cry's changing as her bodies desire to cum took over. I started breathing faster as I saw Ashley suddenly lock her arms and legs, arching her back as she strained to cum.
"Ask properly and you may!" Mark snapped.
"Oh Master please, oh please let me cum ohhh..."
"Are you worthy?"
"Only if you...you think I am!"
"Good answer my pet there is hope for you."
Mark must have cranked up the vibrator because Ashley suddenly threw her head back, letting a scream of pleasure, as she came chained to the bed. As I watched Ashley squeal and thrash against the chains, my pussy began to heat up even more as I saw the dozens of small welts covering her from her back to her feet.
"Ohhh thank youuuu!!!!" She howled as the orgasm continued to flow through her.
The scene switched once more, and Ashley was on her knees, her hands tied behind her back, while Mark stood before her brutally fucking her mouth. I noticed Mark wasn't going much more than half way in, but Ashley's eyes were watering as she was made gurgling sounds each time he shoved it into her wide stretched mouth. Mark withdrew his cock looking down disgustedly and saying;
"For Christ's sake can't you do better than that? Fuck, I could jerk off and it would be better. I think you should take your sorry ass back home to your little boyfriend!"
"No," Ashley begged. "No please Master, oh please let me try again!"
"Better than that." Mark said smiling wickedly.
"Oh master will you please let this unworthy whore taste that beautiful cock? Oh please master?"
"Seeing you asked for it." Mark said, winking up at the camera.
The camera cut out and I gasped as the next scene was Ashley Winthrop on her knees locked in a dog crate that was on Mark's bed. Mark was standing in front of it, shoving his cock through the door and into her mouth. Mark stepped back and once again Ashley began begging for his cock. I became aware of my hand creeping towards my nipple and forced myself to stop. On the screen Mark had opened the crate and pulled Ashley out by the leash that was attached to the collar around her neck. Another switch and she was on her back, with her legs chained and held wide open as Mark lied between them, flicking his tongue across her pussy. Ashley was squirming and straining against the chains while she whimpered and begged to cum. This was filmed from the ceiling mirror and gave the full view of not only Ashley spread eagled, but of my brother's incredible back and ass as he lied there teasing her with his tongue and fingers. Ashley gasped and her back arched, Mark then stopped, pulling his head back.
"ooohh noooo!" Ashley whined. "Oh Master pleeeeese!"
I felt my face start to flush as Mark resumed licking, and in seconds Ashley was crying out as another orgasm swept through her bound body. She had just stopped and slumped back into the bed panting, when in one smooth movement, Mark slid up between her legs. Ashley cried out in pain as my brother's huge dick entered her for the first time. Mark immediately began slamming her hard and fast, fucking the shit out of her. Ashley was squealing with each thrust, and the look on her face was one of pain as Mark drove his enormous cock into her tight young pussy. Mark pulled out and stood over her with while squeezing his cock. Ashley proved a quick learner as she cried out;
"Oh yes oh please cum on me! Oh please Master let me taste it!"
Mark leaned over and jerking his cock, began completely painting Winthrop's face with spurt after spurt of his hot thick cum.
"This is the best." Mark said quietly.
The screen flickered and I found myself staring straight into Ashley Winthrop's pain wracked face. Ashley was on her knees with my brother behind her tearing into her doggy style. Mark had her hair pulled so hard her head was forced up to face the camera and I could see her neck bending back at an angle. Mark was hammering away at her so hard I could hear their flesh slapping together and Ashley was yelping continuously. Mark stopped fucking her and leaning back removed his cock. With an evil smile he pushed it against her and I saw Winthrop's eyes widen.
"Oh, Oh I..."
"No?" Mark asked. "You don't want this beautiful cock in your nasty ass? Is that what you're saying?
"Oh, of...of course not Master I want it I do, but it's so big I... ohhh"
Winthrop moaned in pain as Mark must have pushed his cock part way in. I felt my pussy begin to dry up as there was nothing hot about anal sex to me, not after what I had been through.
"Take it or leave it pig, your choice."
"Yes master! I oh please!"
"Please?"
"Oh please fuck my ass Master, please make this whore into a real woman for you!"
"As you wish." Mark said softly while smirking into the camera.
Mark drove his hips forward and Ashley let out a scream of pain. Part of me wanted to look away at this point, but I nevertheless found myself transfixed by the site of Ashley's face as my brother slammed ten plus inches of cock into her ass. Ashley eyes were bulging and her mouth was stuck open in a continuous squeal. Still fucking her hard and fast, Mark reached behind him and when he brought his hand up I saw he had the vibrator in his hand. Mark pushed the bullet between Winthrop's legs and turning it on, dropped the remote, grabbed her hips and began absolutely tearing into her.
Ashley screamed again and again, but as before I began to hear hints of pleasure in them. Pulling her head back even more; Mark commanded;
"That banner over the mirror read it out loud!"
"It.. is... only by way of pain one arrives at pleasure!" Ashley was gasping and yelping between each word and when she finished Mark snapped;
"Then enjoy the ride whore!"
Mark let go of her hair and grabbing both of her slim hips, began savagely fucking her ass. Ashley was now practically howling as my brother tore into her ass, but in between her shrieks were tiny gasps and I watched as the look on her face changed from pure pain to surprise as she no doubt felt herself ready to cum as my brother relentlessly pounded her ass. Mark grabbed her wrists, pulling her arms back and lifting her upper body off the bed. Angling his hips Mark started driving his cock in even deeper. A minute later Ashley Winthrop tossed her head back, opened her mouth, and let out a howl of pure pleasure. As Mark continued to fuck her Ashley squealed and bucked her hips back against him. They were both covered with sweat and at this point Ashley looked as sex drunk as my brother as she writhed against his powerful body.
Ashley let out one last gasp, and Mark shoved her in the back sending her face down on the bed. Bracing his hands in the middle of her back Mark lifted his knees off the bed and started driving up and down into her ass as if doing pushups. Ashley was moaning into the bed as Mark started pumping faster and harder. After several more savage pumps Mark pulled his cock out and flipping Winthrop over sprayed his cum all over her face and tits. When he was done Mark scooped some of his cum off of Winthrop's tits with his fingers and held them in front of her.
"Oh thank you master!" She panted before eagerly sucking his fingers into her mouth.
The scene faded and the next image was of Ashley dressed in her skirt and vest sitting next to my brother on the end of the bed. Mark was still naked and had his arm around her shoulders. I noticed that both their hair was wet, and assumed Mark had showered with her. Mark leaned in, and after giving Ashley a kiss on the cheek said;
"So Rose, is that what you were hoping for?



"Oh yes master." Ashley whispered and smiling tiredly. "Better than I hoped."
"So it wasn't anything you didn't want?" Mark asked.
"Oh no master I loved every minute of it!"
"Smart Mark, real smart." I said again.
"Good, " Mark said on the screen smiling at her. "So maybe I'll have you back sometime."
"Oh I would love it!" Ashley exclaimed.
"Well I'll see. " Mark said, then with an evil smirk added; "So Rose how do you think you should say goodbye to me?"
With no hesitation Ashley lowered her head to my brother's lap and began sucking his cock. As her head bobbed up and down, Mark put his hand on the back of it and looking straight up into the camera, smiled. Bringing his hand up to his ear with his thumb and pinky extended, Mark mouthed the words;
"Call me."
The screen went blank and hitting the remote Mark shut the television off.
"Call me?" I asked my eyes wide. "Holy shit Mark you sent that to her father?"
"Damn straight I did." Mark replied calmly.
"Mark! What the hell is wrong with you? That girl was innocent! You had no right to..."
"No one is innocent."
"Oh knock it off!" I snapped. "Get off your dark horse Mark, you know what I mean! You took a good kid and fucking beat her with a..."
"And she loved it." Mark answered, then looking at me asked. "Why you don't? Hell Meg you were getting turned on I could see it in your face." He smirked "We've put each other through worse."
"That's us Mark." I pointed out. "And in case you haven't noticed were both more than a little fucked up. That girl's probably crawling around on all fours at the clubs now looking to get taken like that again."
"And if she loves it so be it." Mark said. "We all start somewhere." He then laughed. "Not everyone can be taught the fine art of bondage by their sister you know."
"But you had no right to..."
"Oh come off it sis, you never brought some twenty year old guy," He grinned. "Or girl home and fucked with them like that?"
"You're the only guy I really get into that with Mark and as for women I like to play not..."
"Oh for Christ's sakes!" Mark exclaimed slapping his hand on the desk. "Enough Megan! I did what I had to fucking do!"
Picking up the normal looking picture of Ashley Mark held it up.
"Innocent? Maybe, but know what? Alicia Carson was innocent, Doug and Denise are innocent, and for you sis? You had spent the last few years becoming everything you should be and have worked your ass off to get your relationship back with you parents. Warner was going to destroy that to save his fucking ego, because he couldn't admit to Winthrop that he couldn't control me. so the gloves were off and the only way to win is get dirty."
Mark tossed the picture in the box.
"Takers take until their taken, Winthrop and Warner have taken anything they wanted their entire lives. I would not let them take Alicia Carson's future or my sister's."
As he spoke Mark's lip curled up into a snarl.
"Show me pictures of my sister and I? Well then here's some pictures right back at you. Lex Talionis Megan, an eye for an eye. All I know is Alicia Carson is graduating Brown next year and everything is good with you and the folks. Well worth fucking some Paris Hilton wannabe!"
"Calm down Mark." I said putting my hands up. "It was just extreme that's all and who knows what that girl is like now."
"She's graduating summa cum laude this year I think she is doing just fine. If she has some added kinks in her bedroom who knows and who cares. I also coddled her in between and was good to her at the end. But that would have ruined the video."
"Trust me sis I know the game, give it to them until they're ready to say fuck this, then take your time and make them cum so hard they'll take anything you'll dish out. So trust me I did okay by little Ashley." He laughed again. "Tell you what though Meg you're getting soft in your old age." He snorted. "Innocent!"
"Okay Desade ," I told him. "All I'm saying is..."
"You know what Megan? Do you want to hear the rest of this cute little story or do you want to wallow in righteous indignation at my tactics? I mean isn't that why you fucked me, and pretended to want me, to get the inside scoop?"
I felt my heart sink at his words. I knew I had been using sex to try to get him to talk, but I hadn't meant him to take it to heart to that degree. Now that he was talking I was leaning towards calling Royce and cancelling the flight so we could talk about us, not that I was closer to knowing how I felt and this...
"Hello?" Mark asked shaking his head. "And they say I'm the one who goes away."
"Anyway, the cameras are pretty much along the lines of wireless web cams, they feed direct the pc in my home office. I sent Daddy's little girl home then e-mailed all the separate films to my guy in Boston and told him to edit it down to a five minute greatest hits tape and have one of his private couriers to deliver it to Winthrop's condo first thing Sunday morning."
"I can't imagine what that reaction would be like," I said. "Seeing your daughter..."
"Yeah well I can because I saw it, twice actually, but anyway..."
"Twice?"
"So I drive to Boston at 3am, grab a room at the Marriott and wait for my phone call." Mark continued ignoring me. "Winthrop calls at ten am and he is screaming about how he's going to kill me, so I hang up on him. I do it three times until he speaks to me rationally. He tells me to get my ass to his office which I was more than happy to."
Mark took a deep breath before continuing;
"I get there and the idiot pulls a .38 out of his desk. I tell him to stop being an asshole because he has to know I'm smart enough that other people have that tape and well you know the Hollywood routine. So we settle down and I give him his choice."
"Choice?"
"See first off I tell him that as nasty as that tape is there is three hours of it. I tell him that if he doesn't pull Warner back from me and let his kid take the fall he should, then that tape is going viral. I handed him a list I printed at the hotel of over fifty amateur porn sites, that I found and God only knows there are ten times that out there. I tell him that if he doesn't get Warner in there with us and tell him to fuck off in front of me, that tape is going to be divided into twelve fifteen minute installments and be uploaded to every amateur site on that list and more."
""Little Ashley Winthrop will be the next Paris Hilton but to the nth degree. Ashley sucking cock in a dog crate, getting fucked up the ass, whipped, caned and best part? Begging for it and cumming like a wildcat." Mark put his hands up in an 'oh well' gesture.
"Pretty hard to get a political career going with this out before you so much as graduate no? Hell this could even have gotten her kicked out of college, American U is pretty damn anal" he laughed. "Pardon the pun."
As he spoke the thought occurred to me that my brother truly was a sick puppy.
"Winthrop tries this crap that I'm in it too and I told him that of course I was. See I would only release the tape if Alex made public what he had on me. So in that case my career would already be over and what would I have to lose?"
Mark spread his hands out as if speaking to a jury.
"Now on the other hand if Alex behaves then I couldn't release the tape because it would ruin me. I mean I got away with a lot of shit that came out about me, but they really couldn't pull me during the case, plus this is a little extreme to say the least. Now Winthrop is hot as hell by now but like Alex this is a shrewd cold hearted business man and in the end it is all games and deals."
"So he comes back with what about his son? What would happen to poor Stevie number three if he was found guilty? That is where the choice comes in."
Mark sighed, and then looking at his watch frowned. Picking up the phone he hit a button.
"Paula, cancel my two o'clock." Mark paused and rolled his eyes. "Well really Paula what are they going to do fire me?"
With that Mark hung up and getting up walked over and grabbed a couple of bottles of water from the fridge. After putting one down in front of me sat back down and chugged half of his.
"Thank you for not drinking right now Mark." I told him, my brother really tended to overdo it when he was upset.
"Funny I say that to you every morning when I meditate." Mark said.
He had said it off handedly and I knew he meant it that way, but I felt a surge of emotion flood through me as little things like that had always told me just how much my brother cared about me. How much he loved me. Why the hell was I having a hard time...
"So I tell Winthrop he has to choose between his two kids." Mark cut into my thoughts "On one hand we have Stevie, who has already been caught with drugs, been arrested for assault and possession of a fire arm a couple of years back, and has now raped someone. Trust me Megan; Winthrop knew his kid did it. See I know him from the group; he was once part of the one in Chicago but got tossed for getting to rough once with one of the female members." He rolled his eyes. "Like father like son."
"When this mess started I showed him the evidence and his answer was, 'he's my son I'll handle it myself but he won't go to jail or be expelled and ruin my name.' he spoke of loyalty to his kids."
"So you made him decide who he was more loyal to?"
"Exactly, but really Meg, should it have even been a tough choice? Stevie was the bad seed, and going to get worse jail might actually help him but daddy was worried about his reputation. Now on the other side we have Ashley the all American girl who can't even stomach her brother. Good kid, great grades, helps in the community and wants to get into politics to try to legitimately help people."
Marl put up his left hand.
"Stevie? Guilty but going to get off."
He raised his right.
"Or Ashley? Innocent but about to become a porn star and as an added twist; fucked by the very attorney who was trying to put her brother in jail." Mark smiled. "Imagine the side stories coming out of that one."
"Speaking of Mark," I interrupted. "How did she not recognize you?"
"Oh that," Mark waved his hand. "Early on in the case she was quoted as saying she wanted nothing to do with her brother and refused to follow any of the media coverage. I gambled that she wasn't lying." He smirked. "Or who the hell knows maybe she did know who I was. I mean all that shit they showed on the net would have told her I was what she wanted. Anyway stop interrupting."
"Yes master." I said sarcastically.
"Winthop knows there is only one answer, but I see him still struggling so now I go soft, tell him Stevie won't get the ten year max, I'll bring it down to five and if he behaves he can be out in less than two years. I also plant the idea that he should stage a press conference at some point and say that he decided to call McCallister off because of the overwhelming evidence produced by the amazing attorney on the other side he realized his son was guilty and wanted to do the right thing, not only for the sake of justice but for Carson and her family."
"I watched that press conference after the trial was over. " I said. "He seemed pretty sincere I remember thinking 'yeah right!'"
"I'm sure a lot of people did but he saved face, and honestly helped his daughter, it was bad enough her brother was a rapist, but dear old dad letting his kid take the fall says something for the moral fiber of the family."
Mark rolled his eyes.
"Moral fiber? Did I just say that?"
"Yeah but you didn't mean it." I said with a wry grin.
"Oh?" Mark grinned back. "Thanks I needed that."
"Now for round two, Winthrop gets Alex in there. Alex is livid saying he is not backing off and no street rat is going to beat him. I just sit there and watch them argue, because the rule was it would be discussed in front of me, no more games. I even sat in Winthrop's office for the three hours it took Warner to get there to make sure he didn't speak to him." He laughed. "Three veeeery long hours. Now in the beginning Winthrop wouldn't tell Warner what I had, but when Alex wouldn't stop fighting him he snaps and plays Alex the first minute of the tape."
Mark smiled ruefully.
"So after security comes in because Winthrop can't pull Alex and I's hands from around each other's necks. We all get calmed down and it comes down to yes or no. Winthrop tells Warner to give his word that what he has never goes public, Stevie goes down which is really what should happen to begin with and little Ashley's porn debut also never goes anywhere."
"So all this shit is based on words?" I asked incredulously.
"Yeah Meg, the devil wasn't available to draw up a contract that day." Mark shook his head as if I were stupid. "That's how all this shit works. See sis it was a stalemate. In one case Stevie and only Stevie goes down as he should."
He paused to finish the water.
"In the other scenario it is mass chaos. I go down, Ashley gets shown going down, and honestly there was still a chance that Jim could have pulled through and Stevie still goes to jail. So either the idiot that started this mess suffers or we all burn." He sighed. "Obviously you know what he chose."
"But Mark that means Alex still has these pictures! Anytime he could just..."
"And I still have this." Mark tapped the DVD case.
"I..." I shook my head. "Still Mark, Alex is fucking brutal. Maybe one day he decides that he don't care if a friend's daughter goes down as long as he gets to take you with her."
"Oh I don't think so Meg." Mark said calmly. "Trust me that just will not happen. Alex will never risk this tape."
"How can you be so sure?"
Mark looked at me for a moment, and then reaching into the envelope yet again flipped a small five by seven picture at me. I picked it up and saw it was a picture of Alex. In it he appeared to be in his twenties, and was wearing a black suit. He was on one knee with his arm around a cute little girl wearing a white communion dress.
"Is that Ashley?" I asked.
"Yup. See Megan that tape will never come out because Ashley Winthrop is Alex's god daughter."
"Oh my god Mark!" I exclaimed. "And you knew it? I.."
"He was going after my sister!" Mark snarled at me, losing his calm. "He fucked with my family so I fucked his. He taped us I taped her!"
Mark took a deep breath, and sitting back rubbed at his temples.
"So anyway Meg it's like check in chess. You move the piece you lose the game. Alex and I have each other in check and neither of us will move again."
Mark closed his eyes and I took a minute to think about everything he had just told me. There was something nagging at my mind. Something big, I looked down at the table and seeing the folder that contained the pictures frowned.
"Mark?"
"Yes?"
"I don't understand something."
"What's that Meg?"
"I asked you why dad hated you."
Mark opened his eyes and looked at me tiredly.
"And I did." He pointed at the folder. "Didn't you see the address?"
My stomach felt as if it had been kicked. I...
"But I thought Alex sent these to you as a threat that they would go to mom and dad!"
"No Megan, when you asked if Alex sent me these," he pointed at the folder. "I said he sent me a set."
"Then where the hell did you get these Mark?"
"From Doug." Mark said.
"No," I whispered.
The entire time Mark had been speaking I had been telling myself what I had just voiced to Mark; that those pictures had never been sent, that somehow Mark had saved us again.
"No, no no." I repeated softly. I closed my eyes then snapping them open yelled.
"But you said that Alex couldn't send them!! That he couldn't make them..."
"Public." Mark said quietly. "It was word play Megan. Alex couldn't get over what I did to Ashley. He couldn't stand that I had last laugh. So he rolled the dice and he sent the pictures to your parents. The rule was public. Alex sent them to the two people who they would hurt the worst, but of course would never show them to anyone else. My career would be safe only my family destroyed. If I had lost it and posted this tape he would have put ours public so he knew I couldn't retaliate."
"You..." I could feel myself shaking. "You mean you didn't get even with him for this?"
"Alex used to be the Master of our group, was for years. The position comes with a lot of privilege and notoriety." Mark shook his head. "When Vicky came by last night I told you she was the Mistress. I cost him the group by going to Abigail who runs all of the groups and told him he had broken the biggest rule and gone after another member and their family. Alex was disgraced and banned from the group."
"Big fucking deal Mark!!" I snapped. "Who cares about a bunch of perverts who get together and talk about sex!"
"It's a bigger deal then you know Megan and just so you know Alex took one more shot. He showed the pictures of us to Abigail, tried to get me banned as well."
I stared at him.
"But Abigail..."
"Knows about us yes*." Now by the rules something like that would get me booted. Instead Abigail tells him to take his obviously photo shopped garbage and get his sorry ass out of her face before she destroys him personally and professionally. He gave me a tired grin. "Even Alex won't fuck with Abigail Lefay."
"Mark I..."
"Look Meg that's a story for another time and it doesn't change anything." He looked sadly at me and said. "I'm sorry Megan but I couldn't stop them from getting there. I fell short."
"But..."
"I brought it all on myself Megan; I went looking for a fight with McCallister and got more than I bargained for. If I let the case go nothing would have happened but I had to try to have it all. Take what I wanted. I lost more than I won." Mark looked away but before he did I swear his eyes were misting up. "A lot more."
At that point what was so wrong with all of this finally dawned on me.
"But Mark, mom and dad couldn't have seen these!" I shook my head. "I mean Christ Mark; don't you think they would have said something to me? Hell, my father would have disowned me!" I put my hands out to him.
"What the hell Mark? Is this some kind of weird game you're playing? Shit I can't see mom ever not loving me but I'm pretty sure I'd have heard about this!"
"Denise never saw them." Mark said calmly. "She wasn't there when they came."
"But my..."
"Doug got them Megan."
"But Mark!" I knew I was repeating myself but couldn't help it. "Dad never said anything! He would have said I was lying all these years and..." I stopped as I saw Mark slowly shaking his head.
"Don't you remember last year sis? You told me that for a few weeks after you came back from your trip to Europe with Royce and the other artists that Doug was acting weird?"
"Well yeah, I couldn't get him to stay on the phone with me and I thought he was mad about something." I shrugged "I mentioned it to you and you said you didn't know. After a little while he was fine." I stubbornly shook my head. "He wouldn't have let this go Mark!"
"I told him it was my fault." Mark said.
"What?" I asked shocked. "How could that be? We're fucking! Why the hell would it matter who started it?"
Mark looked away from me and said softly.
"I told him I forced you."
"I..." I blinked thinking I could not have heard him right. "What the hell are you talking about?"
"I told him that..."
"Mark look at these!" I tapped the folder. "Except for the one you're holding my wrists; I look like a pretty willing participant!" I opened the folder and slipped out the one of Mark fucking me doggy style. "Hell I'm looking pretty damn happy in this one!"
Mark rubbed his face with both of his hands, then leaning back in his chair looked up at me with his red rimmed eyes and asked;



"You're going to want me to tell you aren't you?"
"Well, yeah Mark. I mean I know you've taken some heat for me before but I can't see you putting this on just you."
Mark nodded and sighed.
"Okay Meg, why not? First off these came a month after the trial was over. Alex wanted to lull me into thinking everything was over."
"Thing is Megan I was in pretty rough shape when these came along. I hadn't been sleeping right in weeks; I was drinking way too much and..."
Mark hesitated then taking a deep breath let it out before continuing softly;
"I...I couldn't put the voice away. Well maybe not couldn't, I was so messed up I think I felt better with it around."
"What was so wrong Mark?" I asked. "I mean I know you lost Alex and hurt Samantha and you must have been tired over that case but..."
"It was that and more sis, a lot more." He pointed at me. "Part of it was you Megan a big part of it."
"Me?" I asked. "What did I..."
"Megan I told you I backed away from Sammy to give myself my chance with you. When you came up to 'cheer me up' so to speak I knew for sure. I..."
"The night we had sex for the first time after Samantha." I said softly. "I was thinking of it when I saw the picture..."
"When you were snooping," Mark nodded. "Well you are sort of right, it was the next night. I was going to tell you about it when we talked so screw it for now. Anyway I couldn't say anything then you would have thought it was a rebound."
"I think so yeah." I answered.
"I know so because when I came to see you after the trial I was going to try I wouldn't let you play with the girls at the club and kept trying to love you instead of fucking you."
"I...I thought of that too Mark. When I was in your office at him and thinking..."
"Once again snooping." Mark repeated and I rolled my eyes as he kept going.
"But you not only turned it into me tearing you apart..."
"Or was that your alter ego?" I asked pointedly.
"Same thing, and for the record my alter ego wanted us to be together as well, anyway while you were pushing my buttons you kept bringing up Samantha, so I figured you would still think I was confused so I figured I would wait."
"I come back home and give it a couple of weeks then decide I have to know. I call and say I'm coming down in a few days and you say great." Mark laughed mockingly. "They say timing is everything and that couldn't have been more true, because two days later you call and tell me all about Laura."
"Mark I'm sorry," I said. "I had no idea and..."
"It's okay it was my fault for waiting. Point is your gaga over her and now I'm back on hold." He looked at me sadly. "But it was different this time Megan for the first time in all the years we have been dancing around the subject I knew we were meant to be and it was killing me to see you with her. I...I even tried to seduce you from her and when you held out I realized that it wasn't a given you wanted me in that way." He grunted. "Have that feeling now as well."
"Listen baby," I said quietly. "I never said..."
"Anything. An answer with a non answer, point of all this is I was not in a good place. The state also informed me that after all the shit that came out they wouldn't use me anymore." Mark gave me a smirk. "How's that? Win one of the biggest cases in the state's history and it's thanks but goodbye. I also had a lot of people watching me, I pissed a lot of people off sis and they were just waiting. So I tried to start up with Justine again but dropped it, and well I was alone."
Mark looked over at me and whispered;
"I needed you Megan, I really did but it wasn't possible so I just drank and moped and well."
Mark sighed and lighting another cigarette said;
"Sorry I'm rambling but I figured you needed to know what I was feeling, because see I'll tell you the story of that Saturday that Doug got the pictures, but I'm going to start in the morning when..." He paused as if not sure what he wanted to say. "Well when I woke up with you sort of"
"What are you talking about?" I asked confused.
Sitting back in his chair Mark took a deep drag on the cigarette and looking at me I saw his eyes getting that faraway look they always did when he told a story, as if he envisioned them as he told them.
"So it was Saturday morning and I wasn't alone when I woke up...
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Finally! After years of trying, I had my sister right where I wanted her; beneath me. Not just beneath me, but allowing me to do what I had been dreaming about; love her. For the first time in the close to two decades that we had been lovers, it was my sister I was in bed with, not her nasty girl persona. Looking down, I resisted the urge to smile. Lying beneath me, long black hair fanned across my crimson sheets, eyes shut and her full perfect lips parted, my sister had never appeared more beautiful. I leaned down, softly kissing those inviting lips. Megan opened her eyes at the kiss and I found myself staring into her amazing crystal blue eyes. I lowered myself down, sliding my arms under hers, bringing our bodies close together.
Megan whimpered as my lips left hers, but that whimper quickly turned into a satisfied purr as my lips found the soft smooth skin of her neck. I also sighed as I continued to slowly thrust into her warm wet flesh. Megan's hands had been on my arms, squeezing my biceps, but now slid across my shoulders pulling me even deeper into her embrace. I felt like purring myself as my sister's long legs wrapped themselves around my hips, drawing me even deeper into her.
"Oh, Mark this is soooo perfect." Megan moaned into my ear.
Perfect was exactly what this was; perfect because we were meant to be. This moment was the culmination of that night over fifteen years ago, when my sister entered my bedroom and became my first lover. Megan gasped in my ear,and I could feel her legs trembling around my waist. I became aware of the pleasant sensation of her hard nipples pressing into my chest, as she hugged me even tighter to her. Knowing that she was close to cumming, I started thrusting into her faster. Megan's hips started to rock into mine, and this time I did smileas her eyes closed, and her mouth opened to emit a soft moan of pleasure. Moments later we both moaned as Megan came, her pussy contracting around my hard flesh.
Even Megan's orgasm was different. Normally my sister would cum like an animal, squealing at the top of her lungs while her body bucked wildly. Tonight however, Megan was whimpering softly, her hips still sliding against mine in that incredible slow steady rhythm. My lips found hers once more, capturing her soft sounds with my kiss. I felt Megan shudder beneath me as her legs locked around me, and a moment later, she released a long sexy sigh of contentment in my ear. Her orgasm had brought on my own; fighting the urge to go faster, I forced myself to maintain that deliciously slow pace. It was a tease, but my sister had been teasing me with making love for years and I wanted to experience every minute of it.
Unable to hold back any longer; I felt my cock twitch and explode inside of Megan's amazing pussy. I moaned, and this time it was Megan who sought my lips, as I continued to send my hot cum into her welcoming pussy. I gave her one more thrust, releasing that embarrassing whimper, the sound that only my sister could ever get me to make. We lay in each other's arms for a few minutes until our hearts stopped pounding. Rolling onto my side, I looked into her eyes and told her how I felt. "I love you Megan, I love you so much."
She looked at me surprised, and I began to worry that I had made a fool of myself. A moment later however I saw Megan's amazing eyes begin to fill with tears. Pulling me down into her she whispered in my ear. "I love you too Mark! With all my heart I love you!"
I could feel my own eyes tearing up as my sister, no not my sister, my love, uttered the words that I yearned to hear.
"Really you do?" I asked. feeling stupid but unable to help it.
Megan laughed, flashing me that adorable crooked smile.
"Mark, I have been in love with you my entire life! I just was never sure and..." she hugged me even harder. "Oh how I love you!"
We held each other close before rolling over and going to sleep as we always did. On our sides, with my arm wrapped around her waist and her head cradled in my arm. Megan sighed contentedly as she leaned her back against my chest.
"Sweet dreams my love." I whispered feeling myself choking up.
"Good night my beautiful..."
"Oh for Christ's sakes!"
My eyes snapped open then immediately closed, as a searing pain went through my head.
"Phone."
I could hear my cell ringing somewhere behind me, but couldn't move. My temples were throbbing so badly that I was afraid to lift my head. The cell stopped ringing, but the pounding continued.
Why... I thought sluggishly, did you wake me up?
"I didn't,"The Voice answered. "The phone did."
I heard it sigh.
"Just as well, your dreams are as fucking pathetic as you are these days!"
Pathetic?
"Yes pathetic! Bad enough you've been pining for your sister for the last few weeks, now you have to dream about her?"
I can't help it. I'm in love with her.
"I know that stupid, I know everything remember?"
You don't...
"Hey Mark," The Voice began in a softer tone. "I'm in love with her too but..."
No you're not! I snapped back in my mind. You hate Megan!
"I never hated her Mark, hell she was always a good lay!"The Voice laughed. "Never mind I loved that breaking the rules shit!!"
But you hated her; she was a whore to you! So don't give me that shit you care now! You're saying you care so I won't put you back in the room where you fucking belong!
"Oh is that so?" it sneered. "I see how you are; weak, little Mark's ass needed saving in the trial so you let me out and I find you the way."
I would have...
"Whatever, now you want me gone. What have you done for me lately, eh?" It sighed.
"Really though Mark, understand something, I never hated our sister. I didn't want you involvedwith her because she would have brought us down. She was a weak willed lemming."
She saved me from going to jail over Max.
"No Mark, she helped me help you. She got your sorry ass moving. I told you how to win! I..."It trailed off and was silent for a moment as if it were listening to something then came back.
"Regardless Mark, you've had me put away for a long time. The Last time I was out was that club."
Where you would have left her.
"But, I didn't Mark, the thing is, I always ultimately do what you want, meaning you can't always blame me for your craziness. Trust me, I'm in here too."It laughed."And with or without me, you are one fucked up guy."
I had to admit, that was a point I couldn't argue.
"Anyway, Megan is different now Mark, she is like us; beautiful and successful. Our sister is our equal. She is our destiny Mark. I see it now. I thought it the night she first took us, but then she strayed; now however, she is all she should be and all that remains is to take her."
I can't! She's with someone and...
"Stop whining!" The Voice snapped. "Christ I hate when you whine. All that means Mark is that it's not time yet. Megan needs to realize that we are the only one for her. So for now, we wait."
I don't want to! It's not fair it's...
I stopped as The Voice began making sobbing noises in my head.
"Oh it's not fair!" It cried. "Ohhh poor me!"
Are you done? I asked it.
"Question is, are you done?" The Voice asked. "While we wait for our sister, we have fun! I can't believe you don't call Justine again! For someone pushing forty five that woman can fuck!"
Whatever, if I feel like getting laid I'll get laid right now, I just...
"You don't want to get laid?" The Voice asked. "Well, that could be a problem this morning."
What the hell does that mean?
The Voice giggled.
"Let's just say you're not in bed alone right now."
What? I... I don't feel any...
"Cause you fell back to sleep stupid." It laughed loudly. "Are you really that wasted? Well yeah, I guess you were, seeing you don't remember! Oh yeah Mark, you had all kinds of fun last night,and our little guest is still here!"
Who?
"Someone fun Mark! I'd say someone to help you forget about your sister, but well... it didn't quite work that way." I felt as if it were shrugging. "I mean honestly Mark; even last night you got pathetic, but it was kind of funny."
What the hell are you talking about?
"Wake up and find out Mark."
How are we talking in a dream? I asked concerned, this was new. I had to start taking the pills.
"You'll still be pathetic, and you can hear me because you're not all the way asleep you're just in a drunken stupor!"
It paused then suddenly yelled
"Now wake the fuck up!"
I felt myself awaken, but kept my eyes shut. Even after twenty years I still felt the effects of the abuse at the hands of Max. Little things like never letting anyone who might be watching you know you're awake. Lying there I became aware of two smells; thefirst, the faint scent of perfume just beneath my face. Past that one however, was the unmistakable odor of sex. I took a deep breath, inhaling that pungent blend of sweat and pussy. It was the type of scent that could only be generated by hours of long hard fucking.
My eyes remaining closed, I became aware of the fact that I was lying on my left side. My arm was straight out and I could feel someone nestled into it. There was soft hair on my arm and neck, as well as a warm back lying against my chest. Better yetwas the pleasant sensation of my cock pressing against soft flesh. As always when The Voice was present, my senses seemed heightened; concentrating, I breathed deeply once more.Focusing on the layers of scents in the room, I smiled to myself asbeneath the perfume and general smell of debauchery; I caught the sweet scent of pussy from just beneath my nose.
My arm was wrapped around a warm body and my right hand cupping a fairly small, but very firm breast. Finally I forced my eyes open, which once again increased the throbbing in my temples. I narrowed my eyes to slits, to cut down on the pounding, and tried to see who I was with. Her face was turned into my arm leaving me only the view of her long black hair fanned out across my arm and the red sheets. Tilting my head down, I could only see her shoulder as she was on her side also. Her skin was as white as a ghost except for a splash of color where I could see the tip of a tattoo. Ignoring the increased pain in my head, I turned to the side to look into the mirrored ceiling.
I had to admit the view was a good one. My dark tanned muscular body was wrapped around the ivory skin of the mystery girl. The crimson sheet was pulled up to our waists, but her right leg was sticking out. The leg was long and shapely, ending in a sexy little foot with black nail polish. There was a tattoo of a snake encircling her ankle and trailing down to where the head was on the top of her foot. I could also see that her right arm shoulder to elbow consisted of a full sleeve tattoo ofa dark haired witch surrounded by small demons. The detail was amazing and it looked damn good along side of my own tattoo of pan, which was based on one of my sisters early paintings.
Speaking of Megan, the sight reflected in the mirror reminded me eerily of my sister. Not just the same black hair and complexion, but the long slender build and even the smallish tit in my hand.
"Oh you haven't seen anything yet." The Voice gave me that sick giggle.
Ignoring it, I turned from the mirror. Carefully sliding my right hand from her breast and waist, I grimaced at a sharp, but familiar stinging at the back of my shoulder. Looking back into the mirror I straightened my arm out to the side, and leaned slightly over her body to see part of my back. Even through the dark ink of my Baphomet tattoo, I could see that my back had been ripped to shreds. There were long deep scratches crisscrossing from top to bottom, and in the few areas my flesh was not covered with ink, I could see dried blood around the claw marks. The marks also trailed down my right arm and I blinked as I noticed a set of teeth marks on the inside of my forearm. Staring at the marks on my back I could also tell they were not all scratches; some of the lines were to thin and clean. The whip had been out last night.
"Oh yeah you sick little bastard you begged her to beat you!" It laughed again. "No worries though, you had your fun with her too!"
Before I could respond, I heard Rob Zombies 'American Witch' begin playing behind me as the cell phone went off again. Rolling onto my back I turned to the nightstand on the right side of the bed. My left arm pinned by my sleeping guest, I reached out and was just barely able to pick up the phone. Lifting it, I saw that it was Doug. What the hell did he want on a Saturday morning? I muted the phone and dropped it. If it was important he could leave a message. Maybe Megan hadn't done as she had promised and called him every day while on her trip. Megan had left last week with her agent Royce, another agent, and three other artists for a tour of some galleries in Europe. I frowned as I added her new love Laura to my sisters list of companions. I was getting clawed bloody by some pick up and Megan was curling up to a blond bombshell in France and telling her she loved her.
"Hmmm, who calls this early?" A soft smoky voice asked beside me.
Glancing at the clock on the nightstand my eyes widened in surprise as I answered;
"It's not early it's ten past ten."
"Ten is early when you go to sleep at five thirty."
I turned my head as I spoke to see her rolling over on my arm to face me. Her long dark hair fell away from her face and before I could stop myself I whispered;
"Megan?"
The woman facing me appeared to be young, early twenties at most, and could have been my sister. Not the Megan of today of course, but a dead ringer for her at that age. She was beautiful with not only my sister's complexion and high cheekbones, but with the same set of perfect soft full lips. Most amazing were her eyes, what I could see of them anyway, as they were half shut and more than a little bloodshot were the same shade of crystal blue as my sister's.
"What was that?" She asked in that sultry voice that somehow sounded so familiar.
"Sound like this?"
As it spoke The voice showed me an image of Megan in the Wolves Den.
"Hey baby I'm Raven. I heard you were looking for me."
"I said Morning." I noticed my own voice sounded pretty horse.
"Whatever."
Her eyes closed and she placed her hand on my stomach. As she did, I saw that her long black fingernails, which werefiled into points, had dried blood beneath them.With a sighshe rested her head on my chest and whispered; "Let's go back to sleep," she giggled. "I'll give you a good morning in a little bit."
I didn't respond and in moments I could tell by her breathing that she had gone right back out. Looking up in the mirror I shook my head again at the uncanny resemblance she had to Megan. Now that she was on her side I could see her left tit and she even had those damn perfect nipples that were so light pink they could barely be seen. Well when they did not have my teeth marks around them they wouldn't be noticeable that is. The one distinct difference was that this girl also had her left shoulder covered with a tattoo. This one was a naked bat winged female with fangs and claws; a Succubus. Well at least we had some things in common I thought dryly. Feeling pathetic...
"Because you are."
I brought my arm up and put it around her shoulder, pulling her closer to me. As I did, she slid her leg over mine. I stared at the image of the two of us and felt myself longing for my sister. I let my fingers run through her hair,and she made a soft contented sound in her sleep. She, I realized with a start that I did not even know her name. Frowning, I tried to recall last night. I could remember getting sucked into going with Jim and some high roller clients to a couple of strip clubs. I knew I had been drinking heavily. I shook my head causing a fresh throbbing to start up. I almost always remembered what I did when I drank.
After staring longingly for another moment, pretending that this was indeed my beautiful big sister in bed with me I closed my eyes. Taking a several long slow breaths I began to meditate; forcing my mind to clear itself and focus past the incessant pounding. It had started at the office when Jim had left me a message while I had been at the courthouse. He had said that there were some big new clients in town and they wanted to check out some of the local clubs. I had shaken my head disgustedly and vowed to get out of it. I was in no condition to party.
I had barely slept since Megan's telling me about Laura three weeks ago,and was so exhausted that I had been unable to work out for the past three days. I was at a point where as dangerous as it was to leave it out; I had to admit that without The Voice, I would not have been able to get through work. No matter what my mind state was, The Voice never forgot anything or missed a detail. Yesterday I had even let my mind wander and let The Voice take a deposition from a witness in a copyright infringement case. It had gone well until the end. I had to push it to the side, when after the deposition; The Voice had me comment on the red hair of the female witness and then asked if the carpet matched the drapes.
She stared oddly at me as I tried to laugh it off, saying I had a rep to keep up and just couldn't help myself sometimes. The woman then smiled, before handing me her cell phone number and telling me maybe I could find out myself. I'd then had to listen to The Voice bitch me out for the rest of the day after I had tossed the number away. Pussy was the last thing I needed right now. The last time I had gotten laid had been two weeks ago, when I spent the weekend at Justine's penthouse suite in Boston. That weekend had ended with me curling up to her in bed as if we were more than just friends with benefits. I had known Justine for years and despite the incredible sex at the end, all I had wanted to feel was close to her. On her part, Justine seemed fine with it, but the next morning had steered the conversation towards not wanting any real attachments. I had felt like an idiot and told her no worries; I'd just had a tough stretch. Justine smiled and told me she was there for me whenever I needed her.
I thanked her but told myself no more. I was still coherent enough to realize that I was vulnerable and would not look like a fool. The night before I went to Justine's I had caught myself staring at a photo of Samantha and wondering if she would take a call from me. That was crazy of course. What I had done to her in front of a courtroom full of people had earned me her undying hatred. Not to mention I was hoping to someday be with Megan. I was desperate and I knew it, so best to remain alone. Instead, I had spent the days working until nine o'clock at night and once home, drinking steadily until I would pass out for a few hours.



When Jim came to collect me to go out I told him that I felt like shit and tried to get out of it. The clients, high rolling red necks based out of Texas who were now doing business on the east coast, had come to Jim's firm specifically to do business with me. They, like many others since the Winthrop trial, were dying to give their contracts to Mark Phillips, the only attorney to ever defeat Reggie McAllister. In that, the Carson case was everything I had wanted it to be. Clients were flocking to the firm in droves and all asking for me. It had been part of the reason I had refused payment from Alicia and her father, I was going to make a fortune off of her case, I got to look selfless and be selfish at the same time.
There were far too many clients for me to take on myself, but Jim always had their initial consultation with me. I would then turn them over to one of our other very capable attorneys with the promise that I would be overseeing their work personally. Jim had fucked me on this, as he knew that if my name was to be attached to it, even in a small way, that I would in fact keep following up on some of the other attorney's work. I suppose I couldn't complain too much. The other thing that came out of the Carson Trial was a slew of job offers from all over the country, I had no desire to move, but admittedly some of the numbers were staggering. Jim was no fool and offered me a small commission on every client that came in specifically asking for me, as well as a ten thousand dollar bonus.
So after work I found myself standing there in the Foxy Lady shaking my head at the pathetic behavior of the men around me. The common misconception of strip clubs is that it is degrading to women. That could not be further from the truth, it was the men who degraded themselves. Wealthy men in five hundred dollar suits, all but drooling over a set of tits and paying thirty dollars to have a girl squirm on their lap for a three minute song. Speaking of losers, Jim had spent a fortune buying the rednecks rounds of drinks and several special dances, including the famous 'shower' with one of the girls. My OCD plagued brain had the tab at close to a thousand dollars and I had not done anything but drink and slip a few dollars to a couple of the girls working the floor.
That ended up changing, however as the rednecks apparently complained to Jim, that I was not living up to my bad boy reputation. Jim asked me what the hell was wrong and all but begged me to 'participate' as he called it. By then I had already done close to a dozen shots and had a half a dozen Heinekens. I told Jim I was his main attraction, but not a show pony and to leave me the hell alone. Jim had backed off but one of the cowboy boot, belt buckle wearing idiots, asked me if I were all show and no go. I still wanted to let it go, but The Voice kicked in.
"Let's go Mark, let's show them why every woman wants us and every man wants to be us."
Yeah, everyone wants to be a schizophrenic, Satanist with insomnia who's in love with his sister who's in love with a woman. However, seeing the smirk on the rednecks face I decided it was time for a show. The Foxy Lady was a high end establishment, there were no cameras allowed, and all the girls were clean and beautiful. If they had any habits they were quickly fired, as my sister had found out several years ago. There was also no back room prostitution, although I am sure some of the girls made after work appointments and many had met some sugar daddies through here. I was also sure that it was no hundred dollar quickies they were selling, but more like thousand dollar nights. Once again quite unlike the dumps my sister had stripped in.
Pushing those depressing thoughts aside I walked through the club until I found Tim, the manager. I had been coming here for years and at one point before the Max trial, had even bounced here. I made some small talk then asked for some leeway with a couple of the dancers, told him I needed to show off a bit. He hesitated for a minute, as the club had very tight policies about anyone touching the dancers, but caved when I mentioned how much Jim spent here not just tonight, but over the course of a year. Tim followed me back to the VIP room where I pointed out a tall gorgeous blond who was walking around working the crowd. As I ordered another shot I watched him go talk to the three bouncers in the room.
After getting my shot I walked over to Jim and his clients and told them to watch how it's done. Strolling over to the edge of the stage I watched as a very pretty petite black woman finished stripping and left the stage. Tim hopped up on stage and said that 'Vixen' had received an invitation for a very special dance. The crowd cheered as she sauntered up on stage and one of the bouncers put a chair down for her. I did my shot, put the glass down and began unbuttoning the red shirt I was wearing. Vixen was wearing only a thong and stilettos and the crowd roared as she gave a couple of turns around the pole and going to the edge of the stage shook her tits for them. Tim called for the special guest to come claim his dance, and as Nine Inch Nails' Closer began playing I hopped up on the stage, walking over to the chair.
Vixen immediately strutted over to me and went to push me down into the chair. Grabbing her around the waist I pulled her close and began slowly swaying with her. She looked nervously over to the bouncer at the edge of the stage, who gave her a thumbs up. Vixen smiled and spinning placed her ass against my crotch grinding on me as I held her around the waist. Turning her back to face me I put her hands on my shoulders and tugged. Getting my meaning Vixen slowly slid my shirt down off my shoulders. I smiled as her eyes widened at my tats, and she let out a gasp as she squeezed the rock hard muscles in my arms. I was still wearing a tank top underneath and she went to grab the bottom of it.
I quickly spun her around and sat her down on the chair. Turning away from her I took three quick steps and throwing myself in the air, caught the pole and spun myself around on it as easily as any of the strippers did. I saw that a couple of the other girls in the room had come over to watch, for that matter the entire room was watching. I dropped then, threw myself around the pole again, but this time wrapped my powerful thighs around it. Letting it go, I let my body drop so I was upside down on it. As I let my hands touched the floor I saw the two Texans clapping. Jim however did not look amused, and made a throat slitting gesture for me to knock it off.
"You asked for it!"
Bracing my hands on the floor, I let my legs drop. As soon as they hit the floor I crouched, then leaping as high as I could, executed a flying spin kick. Landing, I spun in a circle pulling my tank top off as I did. I tossed it to the side, and then as she had done, strutted over to Vixen who was watching me with a mixture of amusement and desire. Standing in front of her I put my hands over my head and swung my hips suggestively in her face. Dropping my hands from my head, I made a show of flexing and heard several whistles from the girls.
"Oh goddamn!!" Vixen gasped in front of me.
I stepped up and straddling her legs, put my hands on her shoulders. I began swaying to the grinding beat of the song, and Vixen whistled as she started running her hands down my hard flat chest and perfect six pack stomach. Stepping back I pulled her up and the crowd whooped as she immediately pressed herself against me, sliding her tits across my chest. Grabbing her hips I lifted her up to my shoulders. Vixen took the hint throwing her legs up onto my shoulders. Digging my fingers into her hips, and muscles bulging, I lifted her up over my head. I locked my arms then lifted her three more times before putting her down.
She spun back into me, once again placing her ass against me. She gasped as at this point my cock was hard and she could feel it pressing into her. She reached back between us, and giving it a squeeze whispered over her shoulder;
"Oh honey, tell me you're free tonight!"
"Get your cute little dark friend up here and we'll see." I lied to her. Last thing I needed was....
"Fun, heaven forbid!!"
Ignoring The Voice I steered us toward the edge of the stage where Tim was standing. Vixen called out 'Sable' and the small black dancer hopped back up on stage. I turned away from Vixen, and found myself facing Sable who, with a great sense of showmanship, had already dropped down to her knees. Stepping in front of her I started grinding my hips as she pressed her face against my crotch while wrapping her arms around my thighs. Like Vixen she gasped as she felt it press against her cheek.
"Holy shit, is that thing real?"
"Maybe you can find out." I told her as I hauled her up to her feet.
I spun her so that I was now grinding on her ass. Sable grabbed my hands and placing them over her small but perfect tits held them there as she shoved her cute little ass back into me. Behind me Vixen wrapped her arms around my waist, sliding her hands up between my chest and Sable'sback. I turned to see the rednecks staring at me, naked jealousy on their face as I was sandwiched between two gorgeous, all but naked women.
"See not so bad being us!"The Voice cheered. "And we can get them both!! I want the black one's ass!!"
As the song was beginning to die down I heard my name called. Turning my head I saw the bouncer hop up onto the stage and hand me a bottle of Jack Daniels. Taking it, I put it in front of Sables mouth. As she titled her head back, I put it to her lips, letting her take a couple of swallows. As the crowd whistled again, I reached back over my shoulder with the bottle and felt Vixen guide it to her mouth. When she pushed it back I brought the bottle up to my face, but hesitated. There was a pause then the crowd, led by the Texans, began chanting;
"Chug, chug, chug,"
Mark be careful! We've had.... Or don't"
Putting the bottle to my lips, I tilted it back and took several long swallows. The whiskey burned down my throat as I chugged. Figuring each swallow was a shot I took six before pulling it away. My head swam and I leaned forward into the girl in front of me so I wouldn't lose my balance. The song ended, and extricating myself from the girls, I stepped back from them. Removing the money clip from my pocket I peeled off two fifties.
"Seems like a sin, getting paid for that!" Vixen said as she let me slip one of the fifties into her thong.
"My pleasure." I winked.
Turning, I slipped the other fifty into Sable's pink thong and was ready to grab my shirt when she smiled and asked;
"Seriously, is that thing fucking real? I want you to prove it to me later!"
I looked around to see everyone still staring at us and smirked.
"Why wait?"
Stepping back I quickly unzipped my slacks.
"Mark, don't do it!!" I heard Jim yell.
"Oh fucking do it!"The Voice laughed.
With no hesitation I reached in and whipped out my fully hard cock.
"Oh my god!!" Vixen gasped.
"Holy Christ, look at that thing." Sable added.
As the women gasped I couldn't help but notice the men fall silent. Quickly putting my hands over my head I swayed my hips a couple of times shaking my cock in front of the girls before quickly tucking it away. Walking past the stunned girls, I picked up my shirts and slipping them on hopped off the stage. I slowly walked through a crowd of idiots who clapped my shoulders and offered me drinks. I would have liked to be moving quicker, but that had been a lot of booze even for me. I reached Jim to see him shaking his head.
"Are you fucking nuts?" he demanded
"Funny you should ask!"
"You wanted the bad boy attorney!" I told him smiling.
"God damn boy!" One of the Texans exclaimed whacking my back. "That was some crazy shit!"
The other laughed and asked;
"Hey, can you get them to come party with us?"
"Sorry," I said shaking my head. "They want a big dick not a big hick."
"Mark!" Jim snapped, throwing his elbow into my side.
"Hey that's all right Jimmy boy!" The other laughed. "Love a guy who says his piece."
Now it was his turn to hit my arm.
"In a minute we're going to start hitting back." The Voice muttered.
"Mark!"
I turned to see Tim coming up to me.
"What the hell's wrong with you? There are laws against whipping it out!" He threw his hands up disgustedly. "Even the male strippers have to keep it in their g-strings when they perform here. What does that tell you?"
I smirked.
"Are you offering me a job Tim?"
"No, I'm telling you I have to throw you out or it looks like I don't follow the rules." He shook his head disgustedly. "Don't know why I trusted you. Hell Mark, you want to grind your ass and whip your cock out to the girls, go to one of those flea bags!"
"Yeah like the ones dear old sis worked at!"
"Fuck you."
"What!?!" Tim asked.
"You said that dummy" The Voice giggled.
"Listen Tim, he's a little drunk," Jim began. "And let's face it; he didn't whip it out until your guy passed him an entire bottle." He shrugged. "I mean who's to say if he would have done that. Actually, he was already drunk, so by your guy pushing more at him you may in fact be liable..."
"Fucking lawyers!" Tim snapped. "Just go home, I'm not saying don't come back, but get you asses out of here tonight!"
By that time I had already started walking out, stopping only long enough for Vixen to catch up and hand me a napkin with her number written in lipstick on it. Leaving the club I leaned against the wall and pulled out the pack of cigarettes I had bought on the way to the club. I had quit smoking three years ago, but had picked up a pack at The Voice's urging to settle my nerves. I lit one and looked over at Jim and the Texans as they came out. I figured the night was over and should have been, but the Texans were pissed because it was 'only' twelve thirty and they wanted to see more girls. By this point Jim looked exhausted and pretty well on his way to drunk himself, but in typical kiss ass fashion, said we could go to Eros the new club that opened last month. So off we went.
Unlike inside the FoxyLady, Jim was smart enough to leave me to my own devices and I wandered the club aimlessly, nursing a Jack and Coke while waiting for closing time so the night could end and I could pass out. The club was theme oriented, each room representing a different fantasy. I had passed the Dante's Inferno room twice refusing to enter it out of General Principles. Half an hour before closing Jim and the Hee Haw rejects caught up with me and said they wanted to go in there before the place shut down. I rolled my eyes as Jim said he figured I would have gone right in. With a sigh, I followed them, shaking my head as I walked into exactly what I was expecting.
The room had been cleverly painted red with fake torches along the walls. The topless girls who were carrying the drink trays were also dressed in the stereo typical red with cute little devil horns and flexible pointed tales that ended in a rubber point. As I bought a shot from one of them I idly envisioned shoving the rubber point into her ass while I fucked her doggy style.
"That's my boy!"
I turned away from the girl and wandered past the three small stages only giving the dancers a passing glance. I looked down at the Black Movado watch that Megan had bought me for my birthday last year and...
"You mean the one she replaced?"
Again fuck you.
Seeing it was only fifteen minutes until closing I turned and walked back towards the entrance of the Inferno room. I passed the main stage and noticing there was a pretty good crowd stopped to take a quick look at the dancer. I saw her from behind as she was facing the opposite side of the stage. She was tall, on the thinner side, with long black hair cascading down to the middle of her back, and a ghostly white complexion that caused me to stop and linger. Her dance was most likely close to over as she was wearing only a pair of knee high black boots and a crimson red thong that showed off a small but perfect little heart shaped ass. The guys on the other side clapped and whistled as I saw her open her arms and her red bra go flying off to the side.
I began to turn away, when at that moment the girl spun to face my side of the stage. I stopped cold and my eyes widened as I saw her from the front. For a heart stopping second I swore I was looking at my sister. I was standing only a few feet from the stage and as she worked her way over to the edge I could clearly see her features. Like my sister, the girl was beautiful, with that ivory complexion, full lips and from where I was standing she even appeared to have the same eerie light blue eyes. As she tossed her arms over her head I shook my head as even her tits were just like my sisters; small but beautifully shaped with nipples so pink they were barely visible. The only difference in a quick glance was that both of her arms were covered with enormous tattoos.
I stood transfixed as she worked her way around the stage shaking her perfect little tits and ass. I blinked as for an instant as she became Megan, spinning and strutting on the stage of the Wolves Den where I had seen her dance before catching her in the back room. I felt my heartbeat pick up and became aware of a stirring between my legs. I wanted her.
"Umm that may not be a good idea Mark."
You wanted fun.
"We're trying to forget big sis," it paused then added; "call the blond she's the exact opposite, or go back and find that sweet little piece of brown sugar! Been awhile since we had any dark meat and... Mark?"
The girl had finished her show and was exiting the stage on the other side. Normally they would wander through the crowd looking to give lap dances, but the place was closing soon. I quickly made my way around the stage, and seeing she was standing there talking to one of the waitresses figured she wasn't bothering working the crowd. I was within a few feet of her when I walked into Jim.
"Hey Mark we're leaving."
"Bye." I said simply, trying to move past him.
"Well we're in two cars but I figured you could take them back to the..."
"Guess again Jim." I told him. "You take Dee and Dumb home I'm busy."
Jim turned behind him to look at the girl who, now to my dismay, was talking to a tall black man in an expensive suit. The way things worked in club like this was to catch the girls at closing and offer them some reimbursement for a private show so to speak. I needed to get over there.
"Come on Mark, Charlotte..."
"Oh fuck you Jim, you haven't fucked your wife in a month don't tell me you are tonight."
Without waiting for a response I walked past Jim, and up to the girl who was listening to the guy. I could see in his body language he was trying to impress. On her end however, she seemed to only be half listening and then began shaking her head. With no hesitation I placed myself between them.
"I love that look." I told her.
"They all do baby," She said in a smoky voice, then smiling she presented her small tits to me and said, "Why don't you show me some appreciation."
Taking a twenty from my pocket I slid it into her thong.
"Well you must really like them." She said giving me a sultry smile.
. Reaching into my pocket I pulled out the cigarettes and offered her one. She shook her head so I lit it for myself and started to speak when I felt a tug on my arm.
"Excuse me but I was talking to her first."
The girl rolled her eyes and turning away from us, sauntered up to a couple of more guys, looking to get some last minute cash. I started to follow her when the tug on my arm became a pull hard enough to turn me sideways.



"I said I was here first."
Facing the guy I noticed he was at least six inches taller than me and from the way the suit spread across his shoulders and chest his bulk did not consist of fat.
"Key word there is was." I said calmly.
"No the word is am. Now, I think you need to move after all..." He smiled down at me. "You're wasting your time; you know what they say about once a girl goes..."
"I do know." I nodded. "Once they go black we don't want them back. Now go find some other white girl to turn into trash, or better yet fuck one of your own." I smiled nastily. "Boy."
"What the hell did you just say?" he asked his eyes bulging dangerously.
"I said," As I made eye contact with him. "Fuck off."
As he stared I brought my left hand up and slowly ground the cigarette out into my palm. A little help I thought.
"Allow me."
Still staring into his eyes, I felt that familiar burning sensation behind my eyes and knew they were changing colors. The man's eyes widened as I felt my eyes change again.
"Now." I added.
"Yeah, uh, whatever. I don't need any shit over some stripper."
I watched to make sure he walked away before turning. Seeing the girl over near the stage, sliding a short black top over her beautiful tits, I walked over to her, flashing a perfect smile.
"So, quitting time?" I winked. "Or is the night just beginning?"
"Little of both." She said giving me her own practiced smile. "Night's still young enough to play but work is over."
"Looking for a playmate?"
She gave me a smirk.
"If you want some paid company better catch one of the others. I'm not for sale."
"Well that's perfect," I told her nodding. "Because I don't pay for it."
Taking a moment to look me up and down she nodded.
"Well I can see why you wouldn't have to."
"So what do you say?" I asked. "There are a couple of places open for another hour, we could..."
"No offense hon," she began. "But A, not too much into older guys and B," She gave me a nasty smirk that caused my cock to stir even more. "I'm a pretty wild ride and you look a little too pretty for me."
Glancing down at the winged demon tattoo that took up her left arm from the elbow I said; "I can see that."
"Yeah well, I'm going to get going."
As she spoke I had been unbuttoning my shirt, and un-tucking it said.
"I'm only pretty on the outside honey; trust me I'm more your type then you think."
I slid the shirt off letting her take in my enormous tattoos.
"I'd show you my back, but the bouncers will get pissy if I start stripping." I told her with a smirk.
"Think we just learned that one."
As her eyes took in my tats and arms, I took the time to stare at her face. It was uncanny, she could be Megan's sister, maybe not now but certainly back when she was at that age. I watched as her incredible eyes wandered across my chest and narrowed in thought.
"So what do you say there...," I trailed off.
"Hmmm?" She looked up from studying my body. "Oh," she smiled. "I'm Tabitha."
I pointed at the huge tattoo of a witch on her right arm.
"Yeah okay, not your stage name, your real name."
"That is my real name." She cocked her head at me.
"And what's yours?"
"Lucifer." I spread my arms. "At your service."
"Wouldn't be the first devil I've danced with." She said smirking. "Great detail on the tats by the way. What's on your back?"
"Only one way to find out."
"Fair enough," She shrugged. "Thing is there ummm Lucifer."
"Sometimes I go by Nicholas Scratch." I said grinning.
"Okay Mr. Scratch." She rolled her eyes," Anyway just 'cause you got some nice artwork don't mean you could take what I .... Hey!"
Reaching out, I caught her right hand in my own. Reaching up I pressed her hand against the top of my shoulder. Placing my fingers directly behind hers I pushed them hard into my skin.
"What are you...?"
Forcing her fingers deeper into me, I slowly an inch at a time, my eyes never leaving hers, dragged her nails down my arm. Her eyes widened as she broke contact to look down at my arm. Following her gaze I saw four long red lines down my arm two of which were beginning to bleed. Her eyes met mine once more, and with a smile I allowed The Voice to do its thing to my eyes.
"Care to dance with this devil?" I asked softly.
"You..." Her eyes narrowed. "Do that again."
"Nope," I said grinning as I let her hand go. "Next time you see it is in my bedroom and you won't be standing when you look into my eyes."
"Is that so?"
She shook her head, then getting a sly smile on her face said softly "If you want to really depress me, you'll understand what I'm saying."
She had spoken in Latin and screwed it up. I laughed at her.
"What's so funny?" She asked.
"Well because," I began in Latin. "I believe you were hoping I wouldimpress you my dear not depressyou."
"Damn!" She exclaimed "Don't I look like an idiot!"
As she said it however, she had burst out laughing and I smiled as it was a surprisingly pleasant one. She also gave me a real smile, and although not lopsided like Megan's was very much like hers. It was the type that made you want to smile back which I did.
"It's okay, it's tricky." I told her, then with a wink added. "I have a knack for tongues."
"I bet you do!" she said still smiling. "Bet you have a knack for a lot of things."
We both looked up as the lights flickered and an announcement came over the speakers that the club was closing.
"Well I'll admit it." She told me, "You have me intrigued. I'll meet you around front after I change"
"Sounds good to me." I told her. "I think you'll love my bedroom."
"I think I will too. She started to turn then looking back at me gave me another huge smile.
"It's Dawn, by the way."
"Mark." I said as taking her hand, I brought it to my lips. "A pleasure to meet you."
"Not if you're lucky." she told me with a wink.
I opened my eyes as I realized that the night ended there for me. I closed them and tried once more to see into the murk of the rest of the night. I caught a brief glimpse of driving the firebird around the Thurber Avenue curve, one handed, with Dawn's hand pumping my cock while my hand was up her skirt. After that there was nothing.
"Wanna see the highlights?"
Without waiting for an answer a series of wild images flashed across my mind's eye. I was kneeling naked on my bed, hands cuffed behind my head. Standing at the foot of the bed Dawn, dressed only in the knee high boots, was expertly cracking the whip across my back. Next I was chained to the bed with the manacles as Dawn straddled my face and demanded that I make her cum. The following image was of Dawn chained to the bed spread eagled. I was straddling her head and viciously face fucking her. While pounding her face, I had a magic wand pressed to her clit and I could hear her gurgling and screaming around my cock as her body writhed and came while I raped her throat. The visions kept coming. Me sitting on the edge of the bed while Dawn sat astride me bucking wildly and raking her nails up and down my back. Dawn on her knees, her hands now cuffed behind her, as I fucked the shit out of her doggy style. This image stuck around as, slipping the wand between her legs, I removed my cock from her pussy and drove it into her ass.
I watched in the mirror as within moments Dawn's face contorted into that incredible mix of pain and pleasure that I lived to see. Even as the visions flew before me I was thinking of Megan, it really seemed to be my sister screaming and squirming beneath me, clawing and biting me. Dawn even screamed like her as she came. Another image flashed across of me spraying cum into Dawns face as her hands were chained to the bedpost. There was one last image of Dawn riding me while I had my thumb pressed to her clit as she held the wand to my balls, telling me that if I came before her we would have to start over.
Damn, I thought as they faded, no wonder I'm tired.
"Yup, oh by the way Mark, I left one thing out." It laughed. "Figured it would be more fun if you find out yourself."
What are you...
"Hmmm, damn what a night."
I opened my eyes to see that Dawn had slid her arm under her face and was resting her chin on it as she looked at me. Our eyes were less than a foot apart and I found I was having a hard time convincing myself that this was not my sister, and that this was my bed in the here and now, not her bed at the folk's house.
"Hope I lived up to expectations." I said softly.
"Oh baby, that and more!" Dawn said smiling. "Hell I even learned a new little game last night!"
What?
"Oh I'm pretty sure you'll find out."
Rather than answer I simply gave her a tired smile. I became aware of her hard nipples pressing into my chest and of her warm leg nestled between mine. Despite how exhausted I was I could feel my cock stirring against that leg.
"You really do have beautiful eyes." She said.
"As do you." I told her. "They match the rest of you."
"Aren't you sweet!"
"You really are beautiful M...Dawn." I caught myself quickly, hoping she didn't catch it.
"And you're a lot nicer than you seem." She let out a little giggle. "I would have never pegged you for someone who likes to cuddle."
I frowned not liking the way she seemed to be mocking me. On the other hand she had begun to slide her leg up and down, rubbing it along the length of my cock. I felt myself growing hard and could tell by the look in her eyes she could as well.
"Damn the little wild cat wants more!"
"Mind your tongue, Dawn." I said quietly.
"Awww, you mad" She said giving me a perfect Megan pout. "It's not nice to be mad at your big sister, now is it little brother?"
"What did you say?"
"Oh this is going to be good!" The Voice exclaimed.
Dawn gave me a cute little smile as she brought her hand up, teasing her long nails down my cheek.
"What? You don't remember our little game last night?" She laughed. "Tell you what Mark, I am no stranger to kinky but when you told me to call you little brother that was a new one!"
Why the hell didn't you stop me? I demanded.
"Oh what fun would that have been?" it sighed, "Told you that you ended up pathetic last night"
"Yeah well that was last night." I told her as I slid my hand along the soft smooth skin of her back and up through her hair.
"Hmmm, that feels nice." She murmured. "I'll admit it was a little weird at first, but when you started calling me your nasty big sister, it was pretty damn hot!"
Dawn slid further down and I could now feel her smooth and already wet pussy rubbing along my thigh. Dawn made a soft sound of pleasure as well and propping herself up on her elbow, started to sway, rubbing her nipples lightly across my chest. I started breathing heavier as I stared at those perfect tits while imaging her equally pink pussy that was currently grinding into my leg.
"So you want to play or," She smirked, "You want to hold me some more? I... ow!!"
Dawn yelped as I tightened my hand, grabbing a fist full of her hair.
"The only holding, I'll be doing is the sides of your head while you suck my cock slut." I told her pushing hard on her shoulder.
"Slut?" Dawn asked raising her eyebrows. "Well if that's what you want fine," She gave me a wink. "I was hoping to play the other game though."
As she spoke she slid the rest of the way down until she was lying between my thighs. Grabbing my now fully erect cock, Dawn started stroking it as she rubbed it across her face.
"Please Mark?" She asked pouting again. "Please let your horny big sister, suck her little brother's huge cock."
I swallowed hard and my hips twitched as Dawn flicked her tongue across the sensitive head of my cock. I closed my eyes,telling myself this wasn't my sister and not to play this game. If she found out who I was and this got out there could be hell to pay.
"You're right Mark, I let it go last night because you wanted to and we could always say we were drunk, you do it now and..."
"Well?" Dawn asked as she held my cock within an inch of her luscious full lips. "I'm not sucking until you tell me what you want."
"I..." I smiled. "I want my nasty big sister to suck my cock."
"Whatever you want little brother." Dawn said sweetly.
"Have I used the word pathetic lately? I think I need to replace it with fucking stupid!"
I paid it no attention as my complete focus was on watching Dawn wrap her perfect lips around the tip of my cock. Sucking gently, she began swirling her tongue around the head while her fingers encircled my shaft, slowly stroking it.
"Oh that's nice." I told her.
"Yeah?" She asked removing my cock from between her lips. "You like it when your big sis blows you?"
"Love it," I whispered, I blinked as for a moment as Dawn's naked body became Megan's wearing just the little black and red panties she had seduced me in. "I love when my sister sucks my dick."
"Good thing, because she loves sucking it."
Propping herself up on her elbows, Dawn brought her mouth down onto my cock taking it about two thirds of the way down. Looking me in the eye she started bobbing her head, moaning each time she sucked me down into her warm wet mouth. I moaned as well, as I could feel her soft tongue sliding along my shaft as she blew me. Reaching down, I gathered her hair in my left hand so I could watch the show. I slid my right down between us, finding her small but firm left tit. I felt Dawn tense up, as this was the nipple I had bitten last night. A moment later she groaned around my cock as I lightly teased her hard pink nipple. I didn't want to be rough this morning I wanted to enjoy my...
"Your what Mark? Your sister?" The Voice paused. "Really Mark, you've barely slept, you're still drunk, this is not good at all!"
Neither is being schizophrenic, should I get the meds?
"Point taken, enjoy your nasty big sister, just watch the name!"
With a contented sigh I let my head lay back on the pillow, and smiled up at the site of Dawn's long white body lying between my legs. Her legs were bent at the knees and I found myself staring at the soles of her pretty little feet. Maybe I would cum there, have her cup them for me. I let my gaze wander up to her small tight ass, and moaned as I saw she was bucking her hips, grinding her pussy into the bed as she continued to suck me off. Letting go of her hair I reached down to begin fondling her other tit. Dawn moaned her appreciation as I rolled both of her nipples between my fingers.
"Yeah you like your little brother playing with your pretty little titties?"
"Hmm-mm."
I started to tell her to slide on up so she could ride me, but stopped as opening her mouth wide, Dawn began to slowly take my cock all the way down. I let out a gasp at the gurgling noises she began making as she forced it down her throat, choking herself on it. The gasp was followed by a moan, as reaching the bottom I felt her tongue touch the edge of my balls. Better than that was the way she groaned, her eyes rolling back in her head as her throat wasstuffed with my dripping prick.
"Oh you nasty girl." I whispered. "Look at you... oh damn!"
Placing her hands on my thighs, Dawn pushed herself up onto her hands and knees, and began driving her mouth up and down my cock. I lied there gasping and moaning as Dawn slid her soft lips all the way to the tip of my cock before slamming it back down her throat to the point her lower lip was hitting my balls. I squeezed her nipples harder causing her to squeal around my cock. I felt not only my heart began to pound, but my thighs start to tremble as Dawn's eyes never left mine while devouring my huge dick. By rights, between the God knows how many times I'd fucked last night and the alcohol still in my system, I should have been nowhere near cumming. But watching Dawn suck my cock like it was a sporting event, and envisioning her as Megan had me damn close.
"Yeah, you like that Dawn?" I gasped out. "You like sucking off your little brother?"
"Hmm-mmm!!!" She groaned around my cock.
"Oh you are a nasty big sister aren't you?"
I swallowed hard as my eyes blurred and she really did appear to be Megan, sucking me off so I could last awhile when I fucked her for the first time. Blinking, I came back to the present in time for Dawn to pop my cock from her mouth and pant out;
"Oh please little brother; oh please give it to me!" She gave me a wicked smile. "Your big sister loves when you cum in her mouth!"
As soon as she finished she went back to sucking me with a vengeance. I felt my hips begin to thrust into her each time she buried my cock into her wide stretched mouth. Sliding up higher on her knees, Dawn slid her hands up from my thighs up to my chest where she gave each of my nipples a savage twist. I cried out, as the pain in my chest mixed with the sensation of Dawn once again burying my cock to the hilt in her mouth, caused me to explode.
Dawn squealed around my cock, as I painted the back of her throat with my hot cum. Once again I would have thought last night would have affected me, but instead it seemed like I was cumming as much if not more than ever. Dawn was whimpering and making those incredible gurgling noises as I continued to spray my sticky cum down her throat.
I gasped then, as Dawn gave just the tip a hard suck, and let out that soft whimper that only my sister could get me to make.
"She isn't your... oh look at that!" The Voice exclaimed.
I stared wide eyed as Dawn removed my cock from her lips, winked, then opening her mouth, let my cum drool back out all over my cock. Pausing to let me watch it drip off of her tongue and down my shaft, Dawn lowered her head and proceeded to lick my cock clean.
"What?" She asked as she licked her lips. "Doesn't a good big sister always clean up after her little brother?"
"Oh you are such a good big sister." I said softly.
"Yeah? You like that show little brother, like watching in your mirror?"
"Oh yeah."
"Good, because now it's your turn little brother."
Bracing her hands on my chest, Dawn drew her knees up, then standing, took a couple of surprisingly steady steps across the mattress until her feet were on either side of my head.
"Time to lick your sister's pussy little brother!" She exclaimed,lowering herself until her ass was resting on my chest.
Lying back across my body, Dawn braced herself with her hands on my knees, pushing herself up until her pussy was directly in my face. I inhaled deeply, taking in her musky scent. I could smell myself as well, and knew that I had cum inside of her at some point last night. Well of course I had, my sister loved it when her little brother came inside of her. Teasingly, I stuck my tongue out until it was barely touching her swollen clit, watching in the mirror as I did. I noticed her beautiful feet next to my face, and turning my head licked the side of her right foot.
"Oh you like feet do you?"
"I love my sister's feet." I answered.
"Show me."
With that, Dawn lifted her right foot and shoved it in my face. I opened wide, eagerly sucking her toes into my mouth. Dawn giggled at first then started breathing heavier as I swirled my tongue around her toes.
"Hmmm, you are such a good boy." She whispered.
Removing her foot she gave me the other one to suck on before putting it down and pushing her pussy into my face.
"There you go little brother, now that your tongue's all warmed up get to sucking on your sister's clit. I... ohhh hell yeah!"
Dawn squealed in delight as I plunged my tongue into her beautiful pink pussy. Bringing my hands underneath her ass I pulled her even closer so I could rock my head back and forth.



"Oh yeah," Dawn panted as I continued to tongue fuck her. "Oh you do love your sister's pussy don't you? I... ooooh!"
Dawn gasped, as holding my tongue inside of her I sucked hard and was rewarded with a mouthful of her delicious nectar. Letting go of her ass, I wrapped my arms around her thighs, and using both hands spread her smooth pussy wide open. I inhaled, again enjoying the sharp aroma of her sex, before sliding my tongue up through her soft wet folds. Dawn's hips twitched as the tip of my tongue again found her hard pink button. I traced a slow circle around it causing her to release a sexy whimper that made me do it again, but even slower this time. Leaving her clit, I slid back down through her now dripping pussy and pushed my tongue back inside of her.
"Hold it still." Dawn whispered.
Doing as she said I kept my tongue rigid as Dawn began to lift her hips up and down. Her movements caused my tongue to slide up and down the length of her pussy. When I reached her clit Dawn swung her hips in a circular motion causing my tongue to swirl around it. After several passes through her pussy, Dawn pushed her hips up higher causing my tongue to slide past her pussy and directly into the tip of her ass. With no hesitation I pushed my tongue into her tight asshole causing her to squeal in delight.
"Ohhh you naughty boy, licking your sister's ass!"
She pushed harder into me, forcing my tongue in deeper and burying my nose into her hot moist flesh. Dawn lowered her hips bringing my tongue back up through her pussy to tease around her clit several times. Dawn moaned and lolling her head back said softly; "Oh look at that."
Turning my eyes up to the mirror, I let out a soft moan of my own. Dawn's long white body looked incredible lying across mine. Better yet however, was how good my face looked buried in her pussy. Dawn was looking back at me in the mirror and she winked as our eyes met in the reflection. She arched her back higher as she began pumping her hips faster against my tongue. Dawn let her head go back even further, and I could feel her long black hair teasing across my legs as her body rocked up and down. My eyes left her face, to trail down and linger on those small but delicious looking tits with their perfect nipples.
Again my mind seemed to become blurry as Dawn's face became my sister's. Megan's eyes closed, and her lips parted as her breathing became heavier. My sister started rocking her hips even faster and now, keeping my tongue on and around her clit rather than sliding back down. I could feel her creamy white thighs trembling against my arms and started swirling my tongue rapidly around her clit.
"No, I said stay still." Megan said quietly, and opening her eyes smiled at me in the mirror. "You be a good boy and follow the rules, your big sister will give you a treat!"
I quickly stopped moving my tongue, as Megan always made the rules, and I knew what she meant by a treat! A treat meant getting to cum in my big sister's face when we were done...
"She is not Megan and you are not eighteen Mark!" The Voice said.
I blinked as there seemed to be actual concern in its tone. My mind cleared and I saw Dawn's eyes open and heard her begin to whimper as her hips ground into my face feverishly. Despite my bodies body's exhausted state I could feel my cock twitching between my legs as I watched Dawn continue to tease herself. Her legs were shaking badly, and her whimpers had a hint of desperation to them as every part of her body strained to cum. Well she hadn't said anything about my hands I thought as, letting go of her pussy, I slid them up across her hard flat stomach. I watched in the mirror as my hand grabbed her firm tits and gently pinched her nipples.
"Oh, oh oh yes!!" Dawn cried out. "Oh please baby just a little harder I... Oh!!"
Gasping, Dawn clamped her thighs around my head, and arching her back let out a scream that was every bit as loud as any my sister had ever made. Forgetting the rules I started sliding my tongue around her sensitive clit as she ground her sopping pussy into my face. I moaned into her dripping flesh as I watched Dawn thrash wildly on top of me as she squealed and moaned. I kept squeezing her nipples as I continued to tongue her, and with another loud cry, I felt her thighs clench around me. Dawn released a long loud whimper, as her body was rocked with another spasm of pleasure.
Releasing my head from her thighs Dawn let my knees go, and collapsed panting across my legs. I was breathing hard myself, as it had been difficult to breathe while being smothered against Dawn's gushing pussy.
"Oh wow!" Dawn gasped. "Oh goddamn, you are a good boy aren't you little brother?"
"Anything for my sister."
"Oh that is such a good answer!" Dawn exclaimed. Smiling up at me she asked; "Ready for your treat little brother?"
Swinging her right leg over my head Dawn rolled off of me. Getting to her knees between my legs she smiled and began slowly crawling up my body. She was keeping herself low enough that I could feel her hard nipples sliding their way up my body. Dawn stopped when she was straddling my waist and leaning over placed her left tit, the one I had bitten last night in my mouth. I gently sucked her nipple into my mouth, softly teasing it with my tongue.
"There you go, nice and easy on your sister's tits."
Dawn removed her tit from my mouth so she could turn and offer me the other. I slid my hands around her waist and up her smooth back, and she sighed as my mouth continued to work on her nipple.
"Hmmm," She moaned. "Time for that treat."
Reaching down between her legs, Dawn grabbed my semi hard cock. As turned on as I was by her I had to admit that for one of the few times in my life, I wasn't sure I could again. My head was still throbbing faintly and I hadn't moved that much because I really didn't know if I would be able to. Guiding my cock to her, Dawn began to rub it up and down her pussy. I groaned as I could hear how wet she was, but my cock wasn't getting much harder.
"Aww, someone's tired." Dawn said smiling sweetly at me, while her tit was still in my mouth. "Your big sister gave you quite a workout last night didn't she?"
I moaned around her tit as she began rocking her hips, pushing my cock harder through her wet lips.
"Come on baby, I can't give you your treat if you don't get hard for me."
Removing her tit from my lips, Dawn leaned over putting her lips to my ear, and whispering;
"Make it hard little brother," She moaned as I felt my cock twitch as she spoke. "Oh that's it Mark, show your big sister how much you want her."
I let out one of those little whimpers as I could feel my cock aching yet growing hard as she began rocking faster on it.
"Oh yeah, there it is! There's that nice huge hard cock." She giggled. "That's right little brother, you're always hard for your big sister aren't you?"
"Yes," I said softy. "My sister's pussy is my favorite...."
I couldn't finish as Dawn let her weight go, impaling herself on my now fully erect cock.
"Oh damn that's so fucking deep!" Dawn groaned as she sat straight up, driving me all the way into her unbelievably hot pussy.
As I held her hips Dawn started sliding back and forth keeping me inside of her as she slowly rode me.
"Damn I love these mirrors" she exclaimed as she watched herself fuck me.
Leaning over and bracing her hands on my shoulders she began lifting her hips and driving them back down on me. We both gasped as she started going faster and harder, drawing my cock almost all the way out of her before slamming herself back down. I winced as the sweat on my back began causing the scratches to burn, and the muscles in my shoulders aching as she drove her hands against me.
"Oh yeah, my brother's got plenty left for his sister doesn't he!"
"Not really, in fact.... Whoa!!"
Dawn had pulled my cock from her pussy and with a wicked smile had guided it further back.
"Time for your treat."
With no hesitation Dawn rocked back pushing my huge prick into her tight ass.
"Ohhhh okay, maybe it's a treat for me too!" She laughed. "I.... oh fuck yeah!!"
Dawn cried out as she went all the way back shoving my entire length into her.
I gasped as I could feel my thick cock stretching the tight muscles of her ass until I was fully inside. Dawn groaned as she wiggled her hips, working herself down until I felt the cheeks of her ass against my thighs.
"Oh God that fucking feels good!"
I moaned as Dawn once again started rocking back and forth, sliding my cock in and out of her ass. After several long slow strokes, Dawn dug her nails into my shoulders and began bouncing up and down as hard as she had when my cock had been in her pussy.
"Yes oh yes!!" She yelled as she drove herself on and off of me.
I looked up into the mirror and groaned at the look on her face. Dawn's eyes were closed and her mouth wide open as she took over ten inches of cock in her ass as easily as if it were her pussy. Despite my exhaustion, that look drove me wild. Reaching up, I grabbed her shoulders and pulled her down so that her chest was against mine. Before she could move I wrapped my arms tightly around her back pinning her to me. Holding her still I started savagely pumping my hips, driving my huge dick into her ass.
"Oh my fucking God!!" Dawn screamed directly into my ear.
"Yeah you like that cock in your ass?"
"Oh fuck yeah!!!" She squealed as bending legs I put my feet flat on the bed and began using longer harder thrusts.
"Oh yes! Oh, look at you fucking your sister in the ass oh you bad... oh!!"
With a wrench that sent a flash of pain through my gouged back, I turned to the side, flipping Dawn off of me. Ignoring the shooting pain in my temples, I got to my knees and grabbing Dawn by the hips pulled her onto hers.
"Oh yeah, you're really going to give it to your sister aren't you?"
My answer was to squeeze her hips, and in one smooth motion plunge my long hard cock back into her asshole. Dawn lifted her head and screamed as I reared back and began fucking her so hard she would have been pushed off the bed had I not been holding her. Dawn's screams became one continuous wail as closing my eyes, I went even harder and faster, using all the power in my hips and thighs.
"Oh fuck!!!" Dawn cried out. "Oh my fucking... Ohhhh"
Dawn moaned as whipping it out of her ass I plunged my cock into her sopping wet pussy. I resumed tearing into her, but this time her moans were ones of pleasure more than pain. For the next several minutes I worked both her holes, giving her pussy several long hard strokes before sliding up and drilling her ass. The effect was amazing; Dawn was going from cries of ecstasy, to squeals of pain then back again.
As I continued assaulting her body with my massive cock, I stared transfixed by the sight of us in the mirror. Dawn's face was a mass of sweat, her black hair plastering to the sides of her face, and her expressions were switching from pain to pleasure as I alternated between her ass and pussy. No matter which hole I was tearing into however, the look in her eyes was one of pure lust. I tore my gaze from her to look at my own reflection. My arms were flexed as I was pulling dawn into each thrust and sweat was pouring down my muscular chest and stomach. My eyes, which were so dark they appeared black, had the same wild look in them Dawn's had.
I gasped as the pain in my temples increased and I realized that as hard as I was fucking I didn't seem to be able to cum. I tried to fuck her even harder and became aware of my balls beginning to ache. I closed my eyes and like Dawn had earlier, strained to cum. I pulled my cock from her ass, shoving it back into her wet pussy as I could feel my cock becoming raw from slamming her tighter drier ass. I heard a gasping sound and realized it was me. I was breathing like a bull and my heart felt as if it were going to pound through my chest. The pounding in my chest was in perfect rhythm to the throbbing in my head and even the aching in my balls was getting worse.
"Keep going pussy! We never get enough!"
I let out a whimper as I felt the first twinges of feeling as if I were going to cum.
"Oh yeah!" Dawn cried out. "There you go baby!"
"Little brother." I gasped as sliding my hands up her back; I pushed her into the bed causing my cock to drive in even deeper. "Tell me!"
"Yes little brother!!" She screamed. "Oh fuck me!! Fuck your big sister!! Pound her tight fucking pussy, fuck her in her ass! Your slut of a sister!!"
"Yes!!" I yelled as I felt my legs start to shake badly, and the orgasm getting closer. "More!!"
"A whore!" Dawn squealed out. "Your sister's a fucking whore! Fuck her like one! Come on baby, fuck your nasty slutty big sister!! Give her every... Ohhh Yes!!!"
With a loud cry I whipped my cock from her pussy, shoved the tip into her ass and moaned as much in relief as pleasure as my cock twitched and sent a long hot stream of cum into Dawns quivering ass.
"Ohhh you are soooo bad!" Dawn moaned as I jerked myself into her.
I groaned again as the next much smaller spurt of cum was accompanied by a pain in both my balls and my cock. I gave my cock a couple of more quick pumps and I winced as the few drops that came out caused the pain to increase. Sliding my cock from Dawns ass I unceremoniously fell onto the bed next to her gasping for breath. Dawn didn't seem to notice as I saw in the mirror that she was lying with her face in the pillow also breathing hard. I closed my eyes against the tremendous pounding in my temples, and began breathing through my mouth as I couldn't catch my breath.
My heart was hammering in my chest and for a brief moment I wondered if I was going to have a stroke.
"What a way to go!
Slowly, a little at a time I could feel my heart slow down and my breathing became more regular. Unfortunately the pounding in my temples had not receded, but at least I knew I wasn't going to die, just felt like I was.
"Holy shit Mark!" Dawn said as she rolled onto her side to face me. "You are something else!" She shook her head. "Christ I have never fucked like that!"
"I...I..." paused to catch my breath. "Doubt that."
"Well I mean, maybe once, but damn Mark that was like the fifth time plus the blowjob! I mean I could tell you were in shape but..." Her eyes narrowed. "You okay?"
"Yeah," I answered softy. "Just tired, drank all night before I met you."
"Well tell you what," Dawn began, sliding over and putting her hand on my chest. "How about we go back to sleep, I promise I'll leave you alone for at least a couple of hours then... Oh shit!!" She exclaimed.
"What?" I asked sitting up quickly. My head spun and I had to put my hand behind me to not fall back into the bed.
"It's almost 11:30, and it's Saturday!" As she spoke Dawn sat up and swinging her legs off the bed stood up.
"I have a twelve o' clock lab today, I almost forgot about it."
Dawn reached down and picking up her red thong slid it on.
"Lab?" I asked, letting myself sink back down into the pillows.
"Yeah," she began as she pulled up the short black skirt she had come over in. "I'm pre-med at Brown and today's class is already a makeup."
"Pre- med?"
"Yup," She laughed as she put her bra on. "That's why I'm not for sale like the rest of those girls. I'm making a few hundred a week shaking what I got, but I've got too bright a future to get arrested over prostitution." She shrugged as she slipped her black tank top over her head.
"Besides as you can tell I love to have fun, but I fuck who I want to fuck."
As I watched her sit on the bed and pull her boots on, I found myself thinking of asking her about her financial situation. Maybe she'd rather not strip if there was another option. After all it had been awhile since I had a pet. Just like Samantha, none of my pets had been brainless bimbos. All the girls that I had traded tuition help and living arrangements for sex, had not only been collage students, but had all been academically exceptional. Intelligent, driven, young women who were willing to do anything they needed to, to make sure they got what they needed to succeed.
"Mark stop it, you're getting carried away."
No, really, I forced myself to think through the pounding. Look at her, beautiful, she's a freak, already knows how to play the game, and if she's pre-med she's got to be pretty...
"Yes Mark look at her," The Voice began. "The last thing we need right now is for you to be playing house with Mini Meg over there. Christ, you'll be telling her that her name has to be Megan next time if get any more pathetic."
Whatever, hell you've been pushing me to have fun.
"Mark you're fucked up right now," The Voice said. "You really are."
Course I am, would I be talking to you if I weren't?
"It's different Mark you need to stop thinking about Megan, and get your shit together."
"Well hey," Dawn began as she stood up, grabbing her purse off of the nightstand. "Saying last night was great is an understatement, feel free to give me a call whenever."
"Sounds good." I said and forcing myself to move got off of the bed. "Hey uh, you didn't want to shower?"
"No time," Dawn said pointing at the alarm clock. "As it is I'll just make it." She gave me a wink. "Guess I'll have to just sit in class with you dripping out of me."
As she spoke I reached down and grabbed the pair of black karate pants I hung around the house in. I winced as the blood rushed to my head when I bent over, and when I straightened the room was spinning. I sat down on the edge of the bed slipping them on and looked up to see Dawn had come over to my side of the bed. Leaning over she gave me a kiss while reaching down and giving my cock a quick squeeze.
"See you later," She grinned. "Little brother."
"I'll walk you down to your car." I said standing.
"Oh, okay." She said smiling.
I slipped my sneakers on and started to walk past her out of the bedroom.
"Hey Mark?"
"What?"
"Umm, I know you're probably not someone who cares about what people think, but you really might want to put a shirt on."
I looked over my shoulder into the mirror and winced. Part of me wanted to say fuck it, who cared what the assholes in the building thought. On the other hand, I'd caught enough shit lately and all I needed was another picture on the net somewhere.
"Good idea." I told her as I went to my bureau and tossed on a plain white t-shirt.
"Hmm, you fill that shirt out pretty well." Dawn said then after looking at me for a moment continued. "Hey Mark can I ask you something?"
"Sure." I said as I opened the bedroom door.
Dawn stopped me with her hand on my arm and looking me in the eye smirked and asked;
"So what's your sister's name?"
"Careful Mark!"
"What are you talking about?" I asked trying to keep my eyes locked onto hers.
"Oh please! That brother sister shit doesn't just come out of thin air." She laughed. "Someone had a crush on their big sister didn't he?"
"Of course not!" I tried to sound convincing. "I read it somewhere and thought it was hot so..."
Dawn shook her head.
"Hey no worries, I don't judge and incest fantasies are a lot more common than you think." She shrugged. "Or at least that's what my psychology teacher says." She winked again. "So what's her name?"
"Megan, and when I was a kid I thought she was the most beautiful girl I'd ever seen." I said softly leaving out the part that I still felt that way.
"Why bother leaving anything out at this point moron?"
Dawn gave me one of those all too familiar big smiles.
"That's cute."
"Yeah whatever," I said rolling my eyes as I guided her out of the bedroom and into the hallway.



As we walked through the condo I found myself debating whether or not to call her again. Dawn had been as wild of a ride as I'd had, but The Voice was right. Her bizarre resemblance to my sister would not be good for me. Still, Megan was with someone and a little harmless fantasy....
"Oh my god!" Dawn exclaimed.
We had entered the parlor and as she spoke, Dawn veered off over to the end table next to the couch. Reaching it she picked up the framed photo of Megan and me from my PC graduation. We were facing the camera as we hugged, our faces close together.
"Holy shit this is your sister?"
"Oh great, Mark just great."
"Uh, yeah."
With a laugh Dawn held the picture up to her face and smiling at me said.
"Just a slight resemblance no?" She laughed again as she put the picture down. "Now I see why you wanted to play last night, hell I could be her sister!"
"Right." I said forcing a smile. "You got me, I always wanted to play it out and saw you and couldn't resist."
"Well hope I didn't let you down!" She said then pouting whispered; "I didn't, did I little brother?"
"No Dawn, you were everything I'd hoped she'd be."
The Voice didn't even have to say anything. As soon as I'd said it I knew I couldn't see this girl again. A couple more remarks like that and the next time I ended up in the news she would be telling people she knew me and all about the bad boy attorney's incest fetish. Fortunately Dawn just smiled and resumed walking towards the front door. I took her down to the garage where we shared a long hard kiss. I lied, promising we would hook up again soon, and watched her pull away in her red Volkswagen Jetta.
Turning I walked back towards the elevator and stopped as the entire garage began to spin. I took a couple more unsteady steps before leaning against one of the stone pillars. I closed my eyes and tried to take some deep breaths. I became aware of the fact that I was sweating and my stomach was starting to twist in time with the ever present throbbing in my head. My legs felt like rubber and had I not been against the pole I don't think I would have been able to stay on my feet. What the fuck? I thought.
"No sleep in days, ton of booze and the sexual Olympics will do that Mark. Told you you're messed up, Christ your still drunk."
I'm not.
"Yeah okay, I only live here pretty sure I know your still feeling it. Now get your sissy ass moving, or you're gonna pass out down here"
With a deep breath, I shoved myself off the column and made it into the elevator before needing to lean against the wall again. I felt my stomach pitch as the elevator rose, and swallowed hard trying not to puke. The elevator stopped two floors from mine and I rolled my eyes as an elderly couple that lived a floor above me got in. I kept my eyes down but could feel them staring at me. Looking up, I saw the woman shaking her head in disgust, following her gaze I saw she was looking at the teeth marks in my forearm. The elevator stopped and moving away from the wall I went to leave. The door to the elevator seemed to be moving and I staggered back a step as I banged into the door frame.
Somehow maintaining my balance I walked through the door out into the hallway. As the doors began to close behind me I heard the man say; "Guess the papers weren't lying, sick bastard."
"Oh they don't know the half of it."
I weaved unsteadily down the hallway until reaching my door; I opened it and practically fell into the apartment. Using the furniture to hold me up on the way to the bathroom, I fell to my knees and threw up. I stayed there for a few minutes waiting for the pain in my head to subside. Standing up, I dry swallowed three Advil, and staggering into the kitchen chugged a bottle of water before going into the bedroom. I stripped the t-shirt off and all but fell into the bed. I rolled over onto my side near the nightstand and heard my phone beep. Picking it up I squinted my eyes until I could make out that I had missed three calls, all of them Doug. I briefly wondered what could be so important, then dropping the phone on the bed next to me rolled over onto my back. I looked up at my reflection, I could see the red in my eyes from here and my face was slicked with sweat and pasty underneath my tan. Every man wants to be me I thought dryly. I closed my eyes and immediately went out.
I started awake to Rob Zombie blasting inches from my head. Swearing, I grabbed the phone and saw it was Doug yet again. Hitting the call button I croaked into the phone.
"What is it Doug?"
"About fucking time you answered the damn phone." Doug shouted in my ear.
I pulled it from my ear grimacing.
"Are you there?"
"Yeah," I said softly. "Good morning to you."
"Nothing good about it." Doug snapped.
"What's wrong?"
"Get your ass over here and find out!"
"What did you say?" I asked.
"You heard me Mark, roll your ass off of whatever whore you fucked last night and get over here," He paused then snapped. "Now!!"
"Doug what's wrong? " I asked feeling my heart begin to beat faster. "Is Mom okay?" I swallowed hard. "Is it Megan?"
"It's about Megan now..."
"Well is she..."
"Mark!!" Doug cut me off. "If your ass isn't at my house in a half hour I'm coming to yours!"
Before I could reply he had hung up.
*****
I pulled up in front of the folks' house twenty minutes later and sat in the car for a moment before getting out. I had taken an ice cold shower, soaking my head under the water for several minutes. Although my head was till throbbing it had settled into a manageable ache, and my vision wasn't blurry anymore. I checked my eyes in the mirror and blinked at how raw they looked. I should have put some visine in them. Oh well I thought as I shut the Lexus off and got out. At least I had remembered to cover the bite marks with a bandage.
"You remembered?"
I walked up the path leading to the porch and by the time I reached the stairs Doug was standing in the doorway.
"He looks pissed."
When doesn't he? Since he had retired a couple of years ago it seemed like everything pissed Doug off. The only thing he did now when he wasn't golfing was hang around the house, watch TV, and try to avoid going places with Mom. Aside from that his favorite past time was bitching about pretty much anything. The last time I had seen him was a couple of weeks ago when he had asked me to look over his investments because he swore his stock broker was screwing him. In reality he was screwing himself with piss poor choices, but telling him that would have only got him going even more.
I walked up to the stairs and Doug opened the door.
"Hey Doug, what's so.... okay then."
As soon as I stepped into the doorway Doug had turned and started walking through the house. Shaking my head I followed him.
"Where's mom."
"Out with some friends." Doug said over his shoulder. "Lucky for you she's not home."
I frowned. That did not sound good at all. I followed Doug into the kitchen where he sat down at the table. I walked over, and sitting down across from him, felt the warning bells begin to go off in my mind. Doug was staring at me as if he wanted to hit me. As he looked at me I could see the pulse in his temple. There was a FedEx envelope on the table in front of him, and as I watched he removed a folder from it.
"What's that?" I asked warily.
"Tell me."
With a flick of his wrist Doug sent the folder across the table where it stopped against my arm. With one more look at Doug I slid the folder in front of me and opened it.
My eyes widened and I felt my stomach jump as if I'd been kicked.
"Oh fuck me!!"
I was staring at a picture of Megan on her knees with me behind her fucking her doggie style. I was pulling her hair, and my sister's eyes were rolled back, her mouth open in a scream of ecstasy.
"Oh." I whispered.
I quickly closed the folder and looked back up at Doug whose lip was curled up in a snarl as he stared at me. The throbbing returned full force, and I felt my stomach turning. There was no need to look at the rest of the pictures I had already seen them before in my office.
"That motherfucker!!" The Voice screamed. "Alex, that piece of fucking shit! He broke the rules!! We need to..."
Help me! I snapped at it in my mind. The Voice stopped yelling, and was silent for a few seconds before saying softly; "I... I have nothing."
Neither did I. The secret that Megan and I had fought so hard to keep, the one that she had lied to her parents about for years was out. There was no denying this, it was right there in front of me in full color. I swallowed and opened my mouth but nothing came out.
"What's the matter Mark? Got nothing to say?" Doug asked.
I could hear his voice shaking as he tried to maintain control of it.
"TheMark Phillips is speechless?"
"Doug," I began, having no idea what I was going to say. "Look it's... it's..."
"It's what Mark? I'll tell you what it is," Leaning forward Doug slammed his fist on the table. "It's you fucking your sister!!"
"I..."
"You fucking liars!!!" Doug screamed at me. "The two of you, lying to us for years!!"
"Doug please, I..."
"Shut the fuck up Mark!!" Doug hammered his fist onto the table again. Despite his age Doug was still a big guy and I felt the table rattle beneath my hands.
"I knew it! I fucking knew it! That day at the hotel, the two of you had been fucking!" As he screamed Doug's eyes were bulging dangerously, and I could see the veins sticking out in his neck. "You were fucking all night and I caught you
He threw his hands up in the air.
"And that wasn't the first time was it you sick bastard?" Doug demanded. "The two of you were fucking before that weren't you? Right in your rooms, right under our noses! Not only lying, but laughing about it weren't you?"
"Sitting here talking that fucking cult shit at the table all the time, is that what you were talking about Mark?" Doug asked, pointing at the pictures. "Were you and Megan talking dirty? Sitting in front of her mother telling you what she was going to do to you?"
He hit the table again.
"All those times I thought I heard something and figured it was Krissy, it was Megan!" he shook his head. "In my fucking house! In my...." He stopped and his eyes widened. "In my bed! You fucked my daughter in my bed didn't you!?!"
"Doug it wasn't like that it..."
"Wasn't like what Mark? Look at those pictures!!" Doug yelled reaching out and slapping his hand down on the folder. "Admit it Mark!! You and your sister were fucking!! Probably still are!" Doug took a deep breath and let it out along with a harsh laugh. "Well now I know why she always comes and sees you first!"
"No," I started. "It..."
With a disgusted wave Doug cut me off.
"Go ahead Mark, tell me a good one." He gave me that nasty laugh again. "Let's go Mr. Attorney, get you and your sister out of this one."
I closed my eyes momentarily to try to focus. In my mind I looked to The Voice, who I knew was there, but was silent. For the first time since it had appeared when I was a kid, The Voice had nothing to say. I opened my eyes as Doug began again.
"Got nothing do you? That's because there is nothing!!" Doug whacked the table again. "No way out of this for you Mark!! I always knew you were a sick freak, but this," He gestured towards the pictures. "This says it all!"
As I sat there in silence Doug rubbed at his temples, before continuing.
"Don't worry though Mark, you're not going to take the blame for this yourself, you just wait until I get a hold of Megan!"
I'd been sitting there with my head down; unable to defend the indefensible, but when Doug mentioned my sister's name I quickly looked up.
"That day at the hotel, she begged and pleaded and lied to me! She lied to your mother and made me look like the fucking bad guy!" He grunted disgustedly. "Then when I was still going to throw you out, she sits on my lap and cries to me; oh please Daddy!"
"Daddy," Doug sneered the word, and my heart began to beat faster. "Bawling like a baby, begging for me not to throw you out, making me feel like an asshole that I would think so badly about my," his lip curled up in another sneer, "Little girl"
"Guess she wasn't my girl after all though was she Mark? No she was your girl wasn't she? Didn't want you to get thrown out because then the two of you couldn't fuck every night!"
"Doug,"
"Shut up Mark!" he snapped. "You had your chance and you had nothing! So just sit there and take it, because trust me it'll be the last time you ever have to hear anything from me!"
"And as for Megan, all I can say is she's fucking lucky she's in Europe because I'd be on a plane tonight to shove these in her lying face!!"
As Doug had been yelling at me, I had simply been thinking about both of us, trying to come up with a lie that could explain the pictures, get us off the hook. I had resigned myself to the fact that it was impossible; there was no way out of this. Best case scenario Doug didn't tell Mom but one way or another he knew. Now hearing Doug yelling about confronting Megan had my head spinning.
"I almost didn't tell you, because you're going to walk right out of here and call her," Doug continued. "But you know what? Fuck it! Tell her I know, make her sweat it out, because the day she comes back I'm going to be down there waiting for her, and all of her crocodile tear bullshit won't mean a fucking thing to me!"
"Doug you can't..." I started.
"I can do whatever the hell I want!" he snarled at me. "Seems like the two of you do!"
He looked down at the envelope shaking his head.
"All those years she was on drugs, I kept my distance, tried to prove a point, and yes maybe I gave up on her, but I never stopped loving her."
He looked up at me;his face was twisted into a mask of contempt.
"But after this bullshit, as far as I'm concerned my daughter's dead to me, and I'm going to look into her lying eyes and tell her that in person."
No! I couldn't let that happen. It was one thing for Doug to scream at me, to take it out on me. Although they had taken me in, I had only lived there a couple of years and had never really been their son. Megan on the other hand was their daughter, they had raised her since the age of eleven, adopted her. They were Mom and Dad. More importantly, it had been the guilt brought on by the pain that she had continued to cause them, that had kept Megan running to drugs. She had been tired of lying to them; of causing them pain and worry, of being an embarrassment to them. In the end my sister had come within seconds of killing herself over that pain.
During her first two years sober Megan had done everything she could to rebuild her relationship with her father; to become a good daughter, one that he could be proud of. She and Doug had gone to counseling together; talked things out, even went on a retreat for recovering addicts and their parents. As I sat there my mind racing feverishly, I remembered my sister, coming to me, tears of joy in her eyes, and telling me that Doug had started calling her his little girl again. If Doug confronted her with this, it would crush her! Megan would be heartbroken, and although she had been sober for years, she was still fragile in many ways. The guilt would come back tenfold; it could even push her back into....
We can't let this happen!
"Mark really I don't know what..."
Doug said something but I didn't catch it. I was still trying to come up with something. The conversation between Doug and Megan would be even worse than this one. Doug would be even harsher to her than he was being to me. After all in the end Doug had never really trusted me, had always thought the worst of me. Hell we only got along because I saved... I stopped and went back to my previous thought. Doug had always...
"Well what are you waiting for?" Doug asked. "Get the fuck out of my sight Mark, go call Megan and tell her your little secrets out!"
"No!" I snapped. "You can't say anything to Megan!"
"What?!?" Doug asked in disbelief. "Fuck you, I'm telling that lying..."
"It's not her fault!"
"Are you kidding me? What the fuck are you talking about?"
"Don't blame Megan Doug, it was me I..."
"You what Mark? What bullshit story are you going to come up with? You going to say you made the first move? Well who fucking cares if you did? She wanted it! You..."
"I made her do it!" I blurted out.
I wasn't sure where I was going with this, but as I spoke The Voice whispered;
"Yes," It paused, and I saw a terrible image in my mind. "We did it like this."
"Oh really?" Doug asked.
Reaching across the table Doug flipped open the folder to the photo of my sister and I fucking.
"She sure as hell looks like a willing participant to me!" To my surprise Doug flipped a couple of the pictures over to the one of me on my knees between her legs, Megan's eyes were closed and the look on her face, was one of pure pleasure. "Looks like she's suffering there!"
"I..."
"Give it up Mark!!" Doug shouted closing the folder. "There's no more lies, no more cover ups! You're both..."
"Doug shut up and listen to me!!" I snapped.
"How dare you..." Doug began.
"I will not let my sister lose her father over me!" This time it was my turn to hit the table. "I will not! Now you said your peace, let me tell you what happened!"
"I've heard enough of your lies Mark! You're just trying to protect your sister..."
"From you blaming her!" I shouted. "You know what Doug? You want to throw Megan away that fast? Fine then maybe she's better off without you!" This time I laughed harshly. "Wouldn't be the first time you gave up so quickly now would it?"
"You," Doug shook his head. "You have no right to judge..."
"And you can't judge Megan until you hear me out! Megan wasn't lying to you Doug! Not back then and not ever! This..." I hit the folder. "Is just another thing she's either too ashamed to talk about or might even have ..."
"No," Doug shook his head. "This is another one of your..."
He trailed off and looked at me. I saw his eyes soften just a bit. I had a chance; because deep inside he wanted to give Megan a chance.
Make it quick Mark, The longer I look at you the sicker I get."
I took a deep breath and began the most important lie of my life. It was more important than Max, because this was my sister's future, not mine on the line.
"First of all," I started. "We never did anything in this house. We..."
"Oh please!"
"Doug you said you would listen!"
He shook his head, rolling his eyes.
"There was nothing going on then Doug, and Meg wasn't lying to you at the hotel, we weren't; doing anything."
"Mark, you're..."
"Yet," I put out there to quiet him.
"Smart boy; partial admittance of guilt lends credibility to all future lies."
"I know what I saw!" Doug snapped.
"And you were right to a degree Doug." I said putting my hands up. "No we were not having sex, but yes I was too close to her."
"Damn straight you were! You were all but copping a feel! You..."
"Back then," I continued, ignoring him. "What Megan said was true; I had terrible nightmares and she would let me in bed with her so I could sleep." I paused and said softly. "When they were really bad she would hold me and I liked it."
"A lot apparently!"
"When Megan told you that wasall it was, she meant it. She wasn't lying because she didn't know that..." I sighed and looked away. "That I was falling in love with her."
"What?" Doug demanded. "Give me a break Mark! Don't try to make having sex with your sister sound fucking romantic! She was your sister! How the hell could you fall...?"
"We weren't your average brother and sister Doug," I pointed out. "We were separated for a long time and..."



"That has nothing to do with..."
"Yes it does Doug."
"That's it Mark, rationalize it," The Voice said then added. "Tell the story councilor, make it convincing."
"Meg and I didn't grow up together like regular kids." I pointed out. "We didn't spend our lives playing board games, and bickering and teasing each other."
I shook my head.
"The last time I had seen my sister she was six with a front tooth missing. The next time I saw her, she was eighteen and she was..." I paused before saying quietly. "The most beautiful girl I'd ever seen."
"You're full of shit Mark!"
"She was the first person in my life who was good to me." I continued softly. "The first person I learned to trust, she was so sweet, so understanding, and she loved me to be close to her."
As I spoke I let my emotions begin to creep into my voice, like all trial lawyers I knew when to just state the facts and when to embellish, I didn't expect Doug to feel bad for me, but needed to be convincing.
"And what was Krissy Mark? Don't give me that bullshit Megan was the only girl in your life! Krissy was a sweet girl, and stupid enough to care about you!" Doug shook his head again. "Well until the end when you showed your true colors and..."
"I pushed Krissy away because Megan was all I could think about." I replied calmly. "It wasn't fair to her. After Krissy left I..." I looked up at Doug and gave him a shrug.
"I told Megan how I felt; well actually I didn't tell her I tried to show her." I grunted. "The next time she let me in her bed I came on to her and..."
"The rest is history!" Doug snapped pointing at the pictures.
"No Doug, Megan pushed me away. Said it was wrong, told me that she didn't feel that way. She loved me, but as her brother."
I looked down at the table as I continued speaking, I was caught up in the story now and telling it as if it were real. In a way it was, I had loved my sister back then, just knew there was no way it would have worked at the time.
"I felt like a fool, but I couldn't get the thoughts out of my head. She was sweet, beautiful, and talented. I wanted her so bad I could taste it."
"Eventually you did." Doug said in nastily.
Ignoring him I kept speaking in that same soft tone of voice, as the vision of my lie formed in my mind.
"By then Megan, had started drinking and smoking pot. I used to try to stop her, wouldn't let people keep giving her drinks at Mitch's, tried to keep the stoners away from her, but she did what she wanted."
I put my hands up in a helpless gesture.
"I couldn't stop her so I figured I would party with her, keep my eye on her. I mean after all no one fucked with me back then, I thought I could keep her safe."
"Too bad, no one kept her safe from you." Doug muttered.
"Perfect! We're leading him there Mark!"
"So one night Meg's drunk and been smoking and she was... well she was starting to hang on me. There were people around so I kept it clean, but when I brought her back to my place, I tried again." I paused to look into my mind at the images The Voice was showing me.
"We started kissing and touching and I...I started to undress her."
"I don't need the fucking details!" Doug told me. "I..."
"You need to hear the entire story!" I snapped back without looking up at him. Not waiting for his reply I kept going.
"Megan stopped me before it got too far and again said we couldn't. A couple of months later we were at a big party and I saw Meg do coke for the first time." I sighed.
"I was afraid for her especially when she kept drinking on top of it. At the end of the night I took her back to Betty's where she was staying. Betty wasn't home and I was ready to leave when Megan started hugging me and kissed me, I mean really kissed me."
I looked up at Doug to see he was listening, but that his hands were trembling where they were resting on the table.
"She pulled away laughing, but I pulled her back to me and ..." I paused then looked away as I said quietly. "She let me take her."
"She let you..." Doug trailed off. "You..."
"The next morning when we woke up together, she was upset. Crying about what we had done and how ashamed she was and it could never happen again. She...she didn't even call me for a couple of weeks after that. When she did things were awkward between us."
"Keep going Mark, it's almost time to real him in."
"Eventually things were okay and we started hanging around at the parties together again. I tried to get close and she got pissed. Said we never could again. That's when I..."
"When you what?" Doug asked softly.
I swallowed hard and looking back down at the table went on with the story.
"There was a dealer there. I bought some coke and gave it to Megan."
"You..." Doug's eyes widened.
"Sure enough, at the end of the night Meg was pretty fucked up and she let me have her again. For the next few months anytime I wanted her all I had to do was get her high." I looked up at Doug as I continued. "She would always be upset the next morning, but I didn't care because I knew I could always get her again."
"After a few more times she started to come to me looking for it," I shrugged. "As long as I had coke anyway, it was the way it was."
"Oh...my..." Doug whispered.
"I'd give her what she needed if she gave me what I wanted."
"You...you." Doug eyes were bulging and he was so angry he could barely speak; the words coming out in a choked whisper. "You sick motherfucker! You fed your sister drugs so you... so could fuck her!"
"It was the..."
"You ruined her!" Doug shouted at me. "You..."
"Hey she was already doing drugs," I began, trying to defend my phony actions. "I just..."
"She was trying to get better!" Doug screamed the sound setting my head off again. "She would try to stop!"
"Bingo."
"You destroyed her!!" Doug shouted again. "I should have fucking known I..."
"My daughter was a good girl before you came along!" Doug continued shouting. "She went through hell and we took her in! Megan was beautiful, and popular, she was gifted! She was going to have a hell of life!" Doug pointed at me.
"Then I let her and Denise talk me into you coming here! You got her into that cult bullshit! Then she started drinking! She quit school and started on drugs and it was your fault!"
"I knew you were just like your father! He destroyed Julia, corrupted her, hurt her,and turned her into a scared shell of a woman! And you did the same you... you..."
Doug stopped and I saw his eyes were beginning to tear up, "You... you could have had any woman you wanted! They threw themselves at you!" he swallowed hard. "Why did you have to do that to my daughter?"
"Well Doug, it's like I always say." I looked him in the eye as I drove the dagger home. "I take what I want and what I wanted was my sister."
"Oh you..." Doug stopped unable to speak.
"But I saw how bad off she was, and I tried to help her Doug I..."
"How Mark? By giving her more?"
"I...I stopped Doug. I saw how bad she was getting and I stopped..."
"It was too late!" Doug shouted. "By then you had ruined her! She felt nothing but shame and it pushed her further! You drove her to do worse! You..."
"I saved her life!" I snapped back at him. I knew I was supposed to be just letting him give it to me but I couldn't listen to all of this. "I went to New York and got her! After you gave up, I saved her from killing herself I..."
I was cut off by Doug, who moving faster than I thought possible, leaned over and punched me in the side of the face. A flash went off behind my eyes and I almost pitched out of the chair. As I sat there stunned, my hand to my jaw, he started screaming at me.
"You were the reason she almost killed herself! You fucking animal! You saved her because you were guilty! Or maybe you just decided she wasn't used up enough and wanted more of her!"
"You're right!" I told him removing my hand from my face. "I knew I made her worse so I tried to make up for it. I..." I put my hands out in supplication. "I saved her Doug I brought her back to you, I..."
"You brought her back to you!" Doug shouted pointing his finger in my face. "You saved her to try to save yourself!" he shook his head.
"I can't believe how close she is to you!!"
"I...I don't know if she even remembers," I said softly. "She never mentioned it and the therapist said she blocked a lot out so maybe she's forgotten about it..."
"Nice touch!"
"Real piece of fucking work you are Mark! You do this, and I find out about it, find out what a godforsaken piece of garbage you really are!" He threw his hands in the air. "And I can't even say anything to her, because the pathetic thing is that you're fucking right! If I say something Megan will get upset!"
He took a deep breath before shouting again.
"Goddamn you! You hurt her and if I bring it up she suffers! Oh that is just like you Mark! Doing whatever the fuck you want and leaving nothing but pain behind! And after Megan helped you! Not only getting you here but saving your ass with Alex in that fucking trial." He slapped the table yet again. "They should have locked you up like the animal you are!" Doug put his head down and was quiet for a minute before looking up at me.
"But you win Mark, I...I can't tell Megan I saw this. Somehow I'll have to talk to her and pretend I don't know. I'll have to listen to her talk about her wonderful little brother and just bite my tongue." He pointed at me. "But you mark my words, you'll get yours Mark, oh yes you will and I hope to God I am there to see you get everything you deserve."
Reaching out he grabbed the folder and shoving it back into the envelope said
"And don't think I don't know who sent these! That piece of garbage sat at my table and said we were family and he does this! But know what Mark? Just another example of how you are, you pissed Alex off, you two went at it and at the end you win, and I get these! Not only that but he intended on Denise seeing them too! We would suffer, Megan would suffer! All over you and do you care?"
Rather than answer I focused on him mentioning mom and asked quietly.
"What about Mom? You're not going to... Ow!!"
"Goddamn!"
Doug had swung again, this time a vicious backhand slap that caught me square in the mouth. My head snapped around and I tasted blood.
"Don't you dare call her your mother!" he screamed. "You don't have a mother! Your real mother didn't want you Mark, know why? You ever do the math you piece of shit? Julia already had a restraining order against your father before she was pregnant with you; your father raped her Mark! That's how she ended up with you! Maybe that's why you're so fucked up!"
"I..."
Is that true?
The Voice was quiet for a moment before saying. "Yes, but it doesn't mean anything Mark we..."
"So you were never wanted Mark!" Doug snarled. "See we talked to Julia, you and Megan never wanted too. Julia was going to get rid of you, but Megan knew she was pregnant and kept asking about her little brother or sister!" he laughed disgustedly. "You weren't even born and your sister was protecting you! So Julia had you and ended up snapping and giving you both up!"
"After that no one else wanted your pathetic ass Mark, no one! Not the foster homes, not the group homes, no one except that loser Max who was such a fuck up he couldn't do the world a favor and actually kill you!"
"I..." I started but couldn't find anything to say, I had never seen this much hate come from anyone.
"He thinks we hurt his daughter Mark."
But...
"It's the right thing Mark,"The Voicesaid, then added softly."Just a little more and it'll be over."
"Your entire life there has only been one person whose loved you and wanted you and that was Megan!" Doug waved the envelope at me. "And look at what you did to her! The one person who cared about you and you twisted her and almost killed her!"
"Now you get your despicable ass out of my sight Mark!" Doug said pointing behind towards the doorway. "You are fucking dead to me understand? You ever try to come into this house again I swear to Christ I will blow your fucking head off! Is that understood?"
"Yes." I said numbly.
"And as for Denise? Well I got really lucky that she didn't see these and she never will. I won't tell her about this, but if you have a shred of decency anywhere in that black hole you call a fucking heart you will never call that woman mom again! She deserves better than you coming around after date raping her daughter and playing son! So you stay the fuck away from her!"
Before I could say anything Doug stood up quickly. Fearing he was going to swing again, I jumped up also. Instead Doug pointed at the door once more.
"Now get the fuck out of my house, before I change my mind and get the gun now!"
"Yes sir." I answered softly.
Head down I started walking past him.
"Mark, get the pictures. We can't have them around!"
Looking up, I reached out catching Doug by surprise, and grabbed the pictures from his hand.
"Give me those!" he snapped.
I stepped back from him shaking my head.
"Why so Denise can find them? I'm taking them."
"You son of a bitch!" Doug yelled and swung again.
This time I put my hand up,catching his fist in my palm.
"No more." I said quietly.
Doug snarled and pushed against my hand. He was strong for his age, but slowly I pushed his hand down between us before releasing it. Taking a chance he wouldn't hit me with anything I put my back to him and began walking out of the house.
"Yeah fine, fucking take them!" I heard him snap. "Have fun jerking off to them you sick mother fucker! And remember what I said Mark; next time I see you will be the last time anyone sees you! Your fancy moves can't stop a fucking bullet!"
I kept walking until I had reached the door. As I opened it I glanced over to the mantle, at the row of pictures Denise had put there. One was of the four of us. Doug and I in suits, Megan and m...Denise I caught myself, in dresses. Doug and I were standing behind the girls. The picture had been a Christmas present for Denise back when Megan and I were teenagers. The all American family I thought bitterly.
I closed the door behind me and started to walk towards the stairs when what just happened finally hit me. I felt my legs start to give out and taking an awkward step sideways, managed to sit down hard on the porch swing.
"Mark, get up! That nut might really be getting the gun!"
It was right, but I needed a minute. Putting my head between my knees, I took several long deep breaths. My heart was pounding and I felt nauseous. I was also surprisingly hurt, I knew exactly what I was doing, but to hear Doug screaming about how I had hurt my sister had cut deeply. Never mind the other shit. Of course that other shit was true; it was what I had known my entire life. That underneath the looks, money, and pretty exterior, I was nothing but a sick, broken unwanted street rat. No one had ever wanted me except my sister...
"Mark, don't so this to yourself, let's go home and get some sleep we'll..."
Putting my hand on the rail of the swing I pushed myself up, but found myself looking down at the swing itself. I was suddenly flooded with memories. When I had first come to live here, and couldn't sleep Megan and I would sit out here and talk for hours. We had been separated for years and in a way were strangers to each other. We talked about anything and everything. This swing was where I got to know my sister. As I continued to stare I recalled many afternoons after school sitting here with Krissy. I remembered one day in particular that we had come home from school to find Denise not home.
We had run upstairs and had sex then come back down and sat on the swing. I was sitting in the corner of it, and Krissy was lying with her back against my chest, her long legs stretched out and resting on the other arm. I had been sitting there smelling the sweet scent of her hair and looking at her long tanned legs, smiling at the thought of having just been between them. My arms were around Krissy's waist and I felt peaceful and content. I was happy, I had everything; Great grades, a beautiful girlfriend who loved me, and a family that cared about me.
Things changed quickly however, no matter what I had that ever present hole inside of me, as well as The Voice, made me want more of everything. I couldn't work out enough, fight enough, fuck enough, and the siren call of the occult was drawing me deeper and deeper. Krissy left me after I broke Jack's jaw for treating my sister like a whore. I was upset at first but then realized it was meant to be. Krissy was not my destiny. After that Megan, who had been struggling mightily with her own growing issues, and I had started spending more and more time in each other's forbidden embrace.
Many nights after having sex the two of us would lie awake and after awhile come back out here. It would be after midnight and we would take a chance, sitting with our arms around each other.We talked about little things, but mainly just enjoyed the other's company; young lovers sharing the night. I had fallen in love with my sister for the first time on this porch.
"Mark..."
I quickly walked down to the car and getting into it, sat for a moment trying to get myself together. I looked over at the house and shook my head, it was the only real home I'd had when I was a kid. I saw Doug peer out of the window, and turning away; I immediately started the car and pulled away. I made it around the corner before I had to pull over to the side of the road. My eyes, which had been burning all morning, suddenly blurred. As I put the car into park I felt my eyes well up, and putting my head on the steering wheel began to cry. As I sobbed pathetically I heard Doug's words echoing through my head, about no one wanting me, that I didn't have a mother anymore. That I never really did. I felt The Voice close to me in my mind and waited for it to begin mocking me. Instead it spoke in a surprisingly soothing tone.
"Mark, it's not true, he was reacting to a lie; one we told."
"I wasn't ever wanted" I whispered.
"Yes you were Mark, or you wouldn't be here. Julia just couldn't handle life anymore."
"Whatever," I said. "I...I can't see m...I mean Denise anymore."
"Mark, we did what we had to do, we protected our sister. That's what's important."
"But..."
"And we kept our chances alive with her Mark." The Voice explained still in that soft tone. "If Doug had gone to her she would have never accepted the possibility of being with us. Now we still have a chance."
"I...I want Megan!" I sobbed, feeling like a baby. Once again The Voice spoke in a comforting tone.
"And you will have her Mark, but not today. When the time is right we will declare our love and claim our sister's heart."
"But I..." I wiped at my eyes trying to get a grip on myself. "I'm all alone."
"No Mark, you have me. And I'm going to help you through this. Here..."
In my mind's eye I saw the attic. As I stood looking around the corridor the room of pain swung open. Stepping up to it I envisioned the argument with Doug and all the hateful things he had said about me. I took them and forced them out of my heart and into the room. The door swung closed and with a sigh I opened my eyes. Taking a deep breath I started the car and pulled back into the street.
"See better, no?"
"Yeah a little." I said out loud.
"Good. And we'll feel even better when we get home, I'll help you sleep."
"Yeah okay." I paused before adding; "Thank you."
"Hey, no problem Mark." The Voice said softly. "After all that's what I'm here for isn't it,to take care of you?"



*****
As Mark finished telling his story I put my elbows on the desk and my head in my hands. I was overwhelmed with emotions. The first of which was that old familiar guilt. My father had not only found out that my brother and I had been having sex, but had been subjected to explicit photos of it. Even though my brother had miraculously convinced him that it wasn't going on anymore, he still knew. No wonder he had been awkward with me for several weeks when I had come back from Europe. I now remembered how the first time I came to visit after my trip Dad seemed different, not distant but sad. He had hugged me when I arrived at his house and held me tighter than I could ever remember. When I asked if he was okay he had simply said that he had missed his little girl. Now in hindsight I knew he had been upset for me, thinking that my brother had hurt me, and that I didn't even know it.
Now I found myself wondering how the hell I was going to pretend that I didn't know he knew when I saw him next. Going further it hit me about how hard this would truly make my brother and I becoming a couple. The lie Mark had told had made it impossible for me to even try to tell my parents that we had feelings for each other. Mark had said it was over, that he had taken advantage of me. If I were to bring it up now, Dad would know that he had been right initially yet again; that Mark had simply taken a fall to protect me. That...
Mark, my thoughts immediately turned from my own feelings to my brother. I looked up to see that Mark was just sitting there leaning back in his chair looking down at his desk. The expression on his face was one of exhaustion mixed with sadness. My bad ass brother looked like a heart broken child. I felt my eyes well up as what Mark had done fully hit me. Faced with a no win situation my little brother had somehow found a way to save his sister. Another wave of guilt passed through me. Mark had convinced my father that he had initiated sex between us, that he had been after me before finally using drugs to get me.
The reality was that I had been Mark's first lover, taking his virginity so that I could have a man I could be close to without fear of those painful memories of Frank. And never had my brother done anything but try to keep me from drugs. True we'd had our phase of enjoying drinking together, but he had never liked me on coke. Now he had Dad convinced that he had fueled my addiction. It now made sense why Dad had that level of malice towards my brother, why Mark was avoiding mom. On that note a stab of pity went through me, Mark had given up his family to save me. Although my father and he had a lot of ups and downs over the years, Mom had always loved Mark as her own son. I knew that even though he down played it with his apathetic attitude Mark loved that he could call her mom, that he had someone other than me who loved him.
When confronted by my father Mark had left himself with nothing so that I could still have my parents. As I continued to look at Mark, it also dawned on me how much this had hurt him. The fact that he had mindlessly told me the entire story proved he was not right. Leaving in the part where he had broken down was not his style. Normally Mark would make like nothing ever got to him. But as he had told the story he sounded totally numb and had just kept right on going. I also felt a twinge of fear about how he had bonded with The Voice near the end. How long had he kept it out?
I was snapped out of my thoughts by the heart wrenching sight of a single tear flowing down Mark's right cheek. Galvanized by the sight of my brother that upset, I rose from my chair and went around the desk to him. Mark looked as I leaned over and wrapping my arms around his shoulder pulled him into me. He resisted at first, muttering something about he was okay and trying to pull away and stand up. Pushing him down in the chair I sat on his knees and swung my legs over him so that I was in his lap. Leaning in I hugged him tightly so that his head was resting on my chest, my chin resting on top of it. After a moment Mark slid his arms around my waist and I felt him relax into me.
As I felt his tears on my chest I rubbed my hand along his back before sliding it up to run my fingers through his hair.
"It's okay baby," I said softly, trying to keep my voice steady.
"No," Mark whispered into my chest. "No it's not. I..."
"Shhh." I whispered. "Not now honey, just relax, let me hold you."
Mark nodded into me and just stayed cradled in my arms for a few minutes. I had not seen my brother this broken since Samantha, and as I held him my first thoughts were that I had to make this right. No matter what the cost to my relationship with my father I could not let Mark pay this price alone. I tried to think of a way when my thoughts were stopped by a surge of emotion. As if I ever needed more proof of how much my brother loved me, this was it. Tossing everything he had away for his sister, no not just his sister, his Megan as he had referred to me. I felt the tears coming down my cheeks as well as I looked into my heart and saw the same love for him there. It had always been there of course, ever since that rainy Saturday morning years ago in my bed.
Still, even as it dawned on me that I did indeed love my brother the other factors kept forcing their way into my thoughts, my parents, our careers, but more importantly would I maintain that love? Was Mark truly the one or was it another case like Laura; madly in love at first then growing cold over time. Could I risk breaking my brother's heart like I had others, where would that leave us? I took a deep breath and told myself one thing at a time. I became aware of the fact that Mark had let my waist go and was gently pushing against my arms. I loosened my grip so that he could look at me, and bending my head, gently kissed the tears from the corners of his eyes. Mark gave me a sad smile.
"I...I'm okay Meg, really."
"Mark, you shouldn't have done that with Dad," I told him softly. "You should have let me take the fall too Mark, you'd protected me enough."
"I could never protect you enough Megan." Mark answered simply. "That's what we promised each other remember? That we wouldn't let anyone hurt us? I would not let Doug tear into*you* like that."
As he spoke Mark reached up and took the locket Mom had given me in his hand and looked at it. "I would never let you lose your parents Meg, ever."
Swinging my legs back to the floor I stood up and grabbing the bottle of water from my side of the desk handed it to him. As Mark took a couple of sips I walked back around to the other side of the desk, and after looking down at the folder that contained those godforsaken photos said;
"Mark, I'm going to make this right."
"What?" Mark asked as he wiped at his eyes with the edge of his hand. "It's a little late for that Megan, I mean..."
"No Mark it's not." I told him, sitting back down. "Dad knows I've been pushing to find out. I'm going to tell him you fessed up, and I am going to set him straight."
"Meg you can't do that."
"Yes I can Mark and I will. I meant what I said before you showed me the pictures. I am done running from the past, and I am sure as hell done with you taking shit for me."
"It's okay Meg I did it for you, I..."
"I know you did Mark," I told him. "You've always done everything for me. Now I am going to do something for you and tell my father you didn't take advantage of me."
"And what the hell are you going to tell him?" Mark asked.
I sighed.
"The truth Mark, once and for all, that I started it, that I was the one who took you and that..." I hesitated as I thought about our future. "Well anyway I'm not letting you fall alone Mark."
"It's too late Megan," Mark said. "Let it go sis, nothing good can come of it."
"It's not about that Mark," I told him. "It's about me taking responsibility for the things I've done including lying to them about us. I..."
"Megan listen to me!" Mark snapped sitting up in his seat. "All day you've pushed me to tell you shit that you are better off not knowing, and I've told you. Now for once smarten up and listen to me, now is not the time to play Martyr!"
I looked at him taken aback at his tone.
"Mark, calm down, I know what I'm doing! I..."
"Do you Meg?" he asked. "I don't think you do. Now listen to me before you go off half cocked and make things worse."
"They could get worse for you?" I asked.
"Not for me for you. Now first of all Megan, Doug is not going to believe you, he's going to think I told you and now you're running to him trying to protect me. You'll tell him you know, open up a can of worms, and for nothing."
"I'll make him believe me!" I snapped.
"No Meg you won't." Mark said with a smirk. "Doug has never trusted me Megan, thing is sis I told him a bullshit story that had a lot of holes in it but he believed me."
"But..."
"He believed me for two reasons Meg, first of course is he has always wanted to hate me, and second of all in the end he wanted to believe that you would never have done that, that his little girl was just taken advantage of, that you wouldn't lie to him. He's happy hating me and loving you. Let it stay that way."
"Mark it's not fair!" I protested.
"Life rarely is sis." Mark said softly. "Man have I learned that one over the last year."
"No Mark, I won't leave it..."
"Oh for Christ's sakes!" Mark yelled. "Goddamn you're stubborn! Let me ask you a question Megan, how good is it to be close to your father?"
"Well, I love it of course but..."
"How good is it to be able to call and have him happy to hear from you; to come see him and enjoy him? Except for you pushing about me today, how nice was it for you and your dad to go out to lunch?"
"It's great Mark, but I don't want him hating you." I explained. "The two of you are important to me Mark; I wished you hadn't lied like that I would..."
"You were in another country and I was caught flatfooted." Mark said. "All in all Meg, I think I did okay."
"You were feeling sorry for yourself Mark." I told him. "You were tired and upset, and...missing me." I added in a softer tone. "You were already set up to take more abuse and..."
"Answer the question Meg!" Mark pushed. "You want to jeopardize what you love so much, what you worked so hard for?"
Looking him in the eye I said quietly.
"Apparently you do. So why does it matter?"
"What do you mean?"
"Oh please Mark, you don't want me to tell Dad about us now, but you want to move down to Chicago with me and play house! You don't think he and Mom will ever know? One way or another Mark he is going to know he has been lied to again! So know what Mark?Don't act like it matters to you that much, if it did you wouldn't be thinking about the two of us."
Mark stared at me stunned. I felt like kicking myself. I had meant what I said but it had come out harsher than I had wanted it too. All I had wanted to get across was that if there was a future for us I was going to tell my parents, not lie to them. I went to try to take it back but Mark suddenly slapped himself in the forehead and laughed humorlessly.
"Oh that is just fucking great!" he exclaimed. "Oh, just classic! Here I am one of the best lawyers in New England and I did not see that one coming!"
He sat back and tossed his arms in the air.
"People are right, love is blind!"
"Look Mark," I said softening my tone. "I didn't mean it the way it came out, in fact I..."
"No you know what Meg?" Mark cut me off. "I did see some of this coming. I mean why the hell do you think I fought you about these pictures?"
Reaching across the desk he picked them up and tossed them back into the black box.
"Because," I started.
"Because I wanted you to answer me before you knew!" Mark continued. "Because now that you know, you want to talk to Doug who knows about us, but thinks I took advantage of you, and now you want him to know that I was lying to cover up that you were lying which means he'll know we were both lying and now you're going to say this is what you were worried and.... Oh what the fuck!"
I jumped as Mark slammed his hand down hard on the metal box, denting the top of it.
"I am so sick and fucking tired of games!!" he shouted.
"Easy Mark! Paula..."
"Has heard me screaming and breaking things before." Mark said. "You know what Megan? This..." he slapped the box. "Is beside the point, what is done is done. It's time to talk about..."
"No Mark this does matter!" I said raising my voce so he would listen. "These pictures are exactly the thing that I would worry about! What if..."
"I told you the story Meg! Alex can't use these I..."
"Bullshit Mark!" Now it was me cutting him off. "Alex could turn on a dime, he could do something with these you never know and then..."
"Then what Megan?" Mark asked.
"Then people will know Mark they'll..."
"I don't fucking care anymore!!" Mark all but screamed at me. "I don't care! Go and tell Doug! Go tell everyone, hell Meg at this point I'll take out a full page add in the Journal and tell everyone that I love my sister!"
"Mark, don't be crazy." I told him. "And please stop..."
"No you stop!" Mark snapped. "Stop with your fucking buts and your stalling, I answered everything you wanted me to now it's your turn Megan," He put his arms out to me. "Yes or no?"
I felt my stomach tie into a knot and my heart start to pound. It was time. Mark was right he had put it all out there, and it would be ridiculous to try to say wait for dinner later. I closed my eyes for a moment and remembered the journal. How many times I had wished we could be together, how many times had I pushed him away and run from my feelings? I wondered how many times he had done the same. Difference here was that one of us had finally put it out there. Just minutes ago I had looked into my heart and saw the answer, but it still didn't change my fear of my track record. I opened my eyes to see Mark waiting. Just as I was ready to speak he started;
"Yeah I thought so. I..."
"Yes." I said quickly.
"Yeah," Mark started again then stopped his eyes widening. "Yes?"
"Yes." I repeated.
"You...you love me?" Mark started to smile then I opened my mouth again.
"Well, yes but Mark there's more to it..."
"Oh fucking forget it Megan!" He yelled. "If there's a fucking but then just say no!"
"Mark it's not that simple!" I started.
"Yes it is Megan, yes it is!!" He said shaking his head in frustration. "Love is a yes or no, there is no buts!" he looked way. "So, no."
"Mark, please listen! There are other things! There's my..."
"You know what Megan?" He asked. "There are other things but you're the only one worried. I'm not worried about my career, I'm not worried about the press, hell I'm not worried about the law!" he laughed. "Find me the last prosecutable case of adult incest in the US!" Hell, neither of us can even have kids! I'm the best lawyer around they can't touch us! It wouldn't be worth it!"
I started to speak, but Mark caught me off harshly.
"Don't bother; see the thing I see here is that all of the buts are yours. I'm not worried but apparently you are. You care more about your career than me. You care more about your family then you do me!"
"That's not true!" I shouted at him.
"Bullshit! You just keep coming up with excuses Megan! Just fucking tell me no!"
"Mark," I put my hands up to try to keep him quiet. "Okay look you're right. I...I'm tap dancing I... I'm just worried that I would ruin it like I did with Laura, and Tommy, and Ben and all the others! What if I say okay and a few months from now I..."
"Do you really think that would happen Meg?" Mark asked lowering his voice.
"I...I don't know Mark!"
"We have wasted enough of our lives Megan; it's time to find out."
Once again Mark spoke calmly as he saw me wavering.
"You...you're not worried that..."
"Not all Megan, things happen as they are meant to." He shrugged. "If by some chance you end up right, which I doubt, at least we find out."
"But then all the other shit would be for nothing," I told him. "And really Mark, if it doesn't work out and I...I break your heart I would feel..."
"Right back to you again huh Meg?" Mark asked.
I should have caught the tone in his voice and stopped, instead I opened my mouth again.
"Mark it just wouldn't be fair to you! I..."
I stopped in mid sentence. Mark's eyes darkened and his lip curled up into a snarl.
"Fair?" he hissed. "Fair? Are you fucking kidding me with that fucking word again?"
I sat there trying to think of a way to stop the impending explosion but it was too late.
"You know something Megan? All the bullshit that I've been through, getting put in homes, all the beatings from Max, I never once said that it wasn't fair." He shook his head. "Not once, never whined, never cried, never used it as an excuse, but know what Meg?"
Without waiting for an answer he slammed his fist down on the desk.
"None of this is fucking fair to me! None of it!" Mark reached over to the stack of files and pulled the Carson one out. "You want to talk about what's not fair? Look at this bullshit!"
Mark slapped the folder against the desk.
"This girl was innocent Megan! Innocent and she was going to be the one on trial! The one going down to a bunch of rich pieces of shit!! So I stepped in, it was time for me to pay back the chances I got in life so I took her case to make sure she got what was right, what was fair!"
Mark sneered the word as he hurled the file across the room, papers flying everywhere.
"And how did fair work out for me? It should have been easy, but it was a nightmare! And yes I wanted the fight, but know what? As jaded as I was I thought the system would win. You know our system based on fairness? Yeah bullshit!"
I sat there quietly as he continued. Once he was on a roll there was nothing that would stop him.
"I won that case Meg, but I lost everything else, everything!!" He shouted. "I lost my best friend, not over picking Carson over him, but by seeing his true colors, I broke Samantha's heart a second time, because they set me up and I couldn't pull back!"
"I..." He stopped and sat there chest heaving, when he spoke again I could hear he was getting emotional. "I lost my family Megan! Doug was the closest thing I ever had to a father and D...Denise! I... I'm not even supposed to call her mom anymore! She wants to see me and I can't because I...had to lie! If those pictures got out it would have ruined you! I was forced to make it so I would be hated so you would be okay!" He put his hands out to me.
"I have nothing Megan, nothing but a bunch of fucking meaningless sex with whores! Every woman wants me everyman wants to be me!" He laughed bitterly. "Please! And they're all out for me here now, I burned almost every bridge I had winning this fucking thing! Now I can't even go find the whores without wondering if there's another fucking Gary behind me somewhere!"
He stopped and sat there chest heaving. Seeing an opening I tried.
"Mark listen, you don't have nothing you have..."
"And know what else isn't fair Megan?" he pointed at me. "You!!"
"Me?" I asked.
"Yes you! You're not fair! All those years you were messed up Megan I was there for you! I did everything I could to help you! Fought off dealers, used my connections to get you out of trouble, tried to stop you. I was there for every bit of the bad shit Megan, every bit of it!"
I started to speak but he waved me off again.
'"And I never cared Megan, never! I just wanted you to be okay! Then you're finally okay and within a year you leave me!"
"Mark I had too!" I began but he wasn't listening.
"You're doing amazing Megan, everything you always should have been, healthy, beautiful, successful and I don't get to see it! I was part of all the shit and when it comes to the good stuff you left me!" he stopped yelling and speaking in softer tone said; "I wanted to be part of it, I wanted to be part of you, I...I wanted." He stopped and whispered; "It's not fair."



"Mark baby," I said softly. "I didn't say that we couldn't I just I..."
"You can't even answer me!"
This time when Mark shouted he jumped to his feet knocking his chair over. The buzzer went off on his phone again;
"Mark? Are you okay in...?"
"I said leave me the fuck alone!!" Mark screamed into the phone.
Grabbing the receiver he lifted it and slammed it back down so hard it broke in two.
"I don't even get the courtesy of a fucking answer!" he bellowed as he picked up the phone and hurled it across the room. The cord snapped taught and the phone landed a foot in front of his glass trophy case.
"Just a bunch of fucking buts!"
"Mark stop!" I cried out, as with a backhand swing he hit the flat screen monitor of his computer. I heard it crack and saw it smash into pieces as it flew off the desk to hit the floor.
"All we've been through together, all I've done for you and I can't even get a simple answer!! I don't even rate a fucking yes or no! Is that fair Megan?"
"Hell," he continued. "I don't even get dinner! You come in to take me for one last ride, then tell me your hopping a fucking jet to go shmooz some rich prick! That's why I get buts, what would happen to your career! You're selfish Megan! You're fucking selfish!"
"Little brother please," I said as tears filled my eyes. "Please don't..."
"Don't what? Tell the damn truth? I laid it on the line Megan, I put it out there figuring I would either be very happy or at least know I could move on, one way or another I would get my answer and know what? I didn't, not a straight one anyway, I get a non-answer is what I get!"
He pointed his left hand at me and I saw blood dripping from the back of it.
"Is that fair to me Megan? Is it?"
"Baby please," I tried again to calm him. "I didn't say no I..."
"You didn't say anything!"
"I said I loved you Mark I..."
"No you said the word Yes! Not that you loved me then after the yes it was but! But, but, but!!!"
Each time he said the word, Mark pounded his fist straight down into the desktop. There was a crack and my eyes widened as I saw Mark had broken the top of the solid oak desk.
"There are no buts in love! And I deserve better!"
"Mark I don't want to hurt..."
"Oh please! You never want to hurt anyone you just keep doing it anyway. Don't worry Megan, this is the last time you'll hurt me. I'm fucking done with you!"
"Mark no...." I began as tears began flowing down my cheeks. "But what about... You don't want to ..." I stopped and whispered. "See me?"
"Oh poor fucking you Meg!" Mark snapped. "Right back to you, don't worry Megan I'll see you again! But it will be different, oh yes it will! But no worries I'll come down to Chicago before I go to LA and we will have a good old time don't you worry!"
"Please." I sobbed. "Please stop..."
"Hey know what Meg? Remember those girls at the club last time? The ones I didn't want to mess with? Let's go find them! There's nothing between us so we'll play!" he laughed. "Matter of fact let's not stop at the club, let's bring them back to your place! We'll have a foursome we'll spend all night tearing them apart!"
He laughed again then pointed at me.
"But don't worry sis, I won't hog all the fun! Next night we'll go find a guy and take him home and I can watch him fuck you!! I'll share you with him!"
"Mark no..."
"No what? That doesn't sound like fun? After all I'll still be good enough to fuck right? I mean apparently that's all I've ever been good for." He grunted disgustedly. "Hey I was warned right? All those years ago you said we weren't for all the time I guess you meant it!"
"No Mark!" I sobbed. "I...I was in love with you then! So in love with you! I just... things were..."
Mark stopped and I saw a slow sad smile spread over his face.
"Was." He said quietly. "You just said it Meg, you was in love with me, past tense."
"No!" I exclaimed. "That's not what I... you have me all...."
I stopped as that look of rage came back.
"You know what Megan? Go fuck yourself!!" Mark snarled at me.
"Wh...what?" I gasped.
"You heard me, go fuck yourself! Stop your phony bawling, take your needy selfish ass and get the hell away from me! You got what you came here for; got your story, got laid got whatever you wanted! Now go get on your plane!"
"No, Mark you don't mean..."
Mark stopped me by leaning over the desk until his face was within a foot of mine. His red rimmed tear filled eyes, were a dark muddy brown and I could see his temples pounding.
"I said leave Megan now, go get on you plane and see Walsh."
Straightening up he turned his back to me and started walking towards the window at the back of his office.
"Go take care of yourself Megan." He said looking at me over his shoulder. "After all it's what you do best."
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I sat in the back of the cab with my head down, using my long black hair to cover most of my face and the fact that I was crying. I'd managed to hold it back during the ten minute walk from Mark's office to the Biltmore. I needed a taxi and they were always circling the hotel, and this way I didn't have to wait in front of his building for one. It hadn't been easy holding it together, but I was getting enough looks as it was in my current ensemble. Had I started crying, people would have thought I was some distraught, strung out prostitute. Not that I hadn't had some experience with that particular situation back in the day, but I would never want it thought of me again.
Within a minute of reaching the hotel, I flagged down the cab. I noticed the driver passed an older couple and a guy in a suit so he could pick me up. I got in and gave him my mother's address. The driver, a big greasy looking guy in his fifties, took one look at me and asked, "How you gonna pay for this?"
I rolled my eyes. Under different circumstances, I would have told him to go fuck himself and gotten out. Right now, however, all I cared about was getting back to my parents' house so I could hide in my old bedroom and cry. I reached into my purse and pulled out a hundred dollar bill and showed it to him.
He smirked, "Business must be good."
I smirked back, "It always will be because there are always fat, ugly men who can only get laid if they pay for it."He gave me a dirty look, but put the cab in gear and quickly pulled into traffic. I caught a glimpse of myself in the rearview mirror and winced. So much for trying to not look like a mess; I had already been crying at Mark's office, and my allegedly waterproof mascara had run in black streaks down my face. My good old manic panic Goth foundation had held up, however, so I now looked like a sick, sad clown straight out of a Marilyn Manson video.
Sliding over to the right corner of the seat, I let my head drop, my hair fall over my face, and my tears flow. I was devastated and confused. What had just hit me the last two hours? My father, the pictures, Mark's lies to save me. As if that wasn't enough to take in, Mark put me on the spot. I did love him. I knew that now. Not that I should have needed my brother's sacrifice to make me realize that. Those feelings had been there for years I had just pushed them aside, telling myself I would ruin my brother, and pretending the feelings weren't there. This time around, Mark took all my excuses away from me. He pointed out that I was sober, successful, and, most of all, he told me how he felt. My mind was still reeling. How, exactly, did my brother think we could pull this off?
I told him I loved him, sort of, by simply saying yes. Had I just kept my big mouth shut, we might have been able to sit down and talk things through, like we had planned. Instead, I put a fatal "but" in there, and my exhausted, emotionally spent brother did what he always did when he was hurt, he lost it
I did my best not to react to his rage. My brother had been through a lot in the last year, and I had not been there for him. As much as the Winthrop trial had helped his career, it had taken everything else from him. Mark had tears in his eyes as he numbly told me how my father told him no one ever wanted him. I now knew why he was avoiding Mom, and it was wrong; she loved Mark dearly. Unfortunately, I knew too well that feeling of being unwanted, of knowing that no matter how good life was now, that we had been given away, as if we were unwanted pets. For my brother, who had already been dealing with the heartache of missing his chance to be with me back then, hearing those things from Dad caused him to believe them.
I was also struck with guilt, hearing how badly he missed me, and how he so desperately wanted to be with me. I've never regretted moving to Chicago. I would not have achieved as much surrounded by nothing but painful memories. But in leaving all that pain, I left behind the best part of my life. Mark, who, of course, told me to go ahead and do what was best for me. Had I not been the selfish bitch he had rightly accused me of being, it would have occurred to me that sometimes, Mark said things because he felt it was what I wanted to hear, not because it was how he really felt.
So as Mark got more and more wound up, I just sat there and listened, trying to wait for an opening. That is, until he started really going off the deep end and talking about us fucking others and ending it by throwing my words from twenty years ago in my face: "We're not for all the time."
I wanted to tell him that I was in love with him, but he got me rattled. All I could think of was my journal entry when I had 'given' him to Cynthia so he wouldn't know how I felt. I said the word 'was' and Mark turned lawyer on me, treating me like a witness he had just crossed up. If Mark had been rational he would have heard the emotion in my voice and realized that I was still in love with him, but he was too far gone. When I tried to tell him he had told me to fuck myself. I was stunned; short of a couple of times when I had been wasted Mark had never spoken in that tone to me.
Before I could get anything out Mark had simply looked me in the eye and told me to leave. I had felt my own anger rising, but seeing the raw pain in my brother's eyes stopped me from making things even worse. I tried to tell myself he didn't mean it, that he would calm down and we could talk. I told myself that when we did I would simply tell him how much I loved him, take him in my arms and let him feel how much I did. We would still need to figure some things out but I needed him to at least know he was loved.
Sadly, I never got the chance. He stared out his office window while I sat there crying softly, hoping he would calm down and come back and hold me. No, that was the kind of thought, that made Mark seem right. When he came to me, I would hold him. After several minutes however, without turning around to look at me, Mark asked, "Why are you still here?"He spoke softly, but there was something in his tone that told me it was over. There would be no apologies, no making this right.
Standing up, I let out a sob, and as I did, Mark shook his head disgustedly. On that note, I turned to leave, when it occurred to me that I was going to take his car. Normally, Mark always took me back to the airport, but obviously this time would be different. Taking his keys from my purse, I tossed them on his desk so that he would hear them. When he still didn't turn around, I felt my temper flare at being dismissed like a child, but I was smart enough to simply turn and storm out of his office.
Now sitting here in the cab it hit me that this had been my own fault, Mark had warned me that something's were better left unsaid, but I had pushed. I took a deep breath and seeing that we were already at the exit for my parent's house I tried to pull myself together. I had no doubt Mom and Dad were both home, and I had no idea how I was going to get past them to go upstairs to my room.
As we pulled up to the house I saw that as I had feared both cars were there. I paid the fare, then stood on the sidewalk for a minute staring at the house. If I went through the front, I might run into Dad. I had no idea how I could look him in the eye right now, knowing what he had seen. Not only that, but knowing that, in his mind, it was over, while in reality, I had just fucked my brother in his office not two hours ago.
This made my heart sink; Mark seemed to think no one would ever find out about us. I disagreed, but even if he was right, and we could pull it off, I would need to tell my parents. I could not lie to them for the rest of my life. Mark, by his own admission, had made this even more difficult by lying to my father. The cat had been out of the bag last year. Had I been around, I would have come clean and admitted that we had been and still were lovers. I would have taken whatever repercussions there were. Who knows? Maybe that would have brought Mark and me close back then. No. I was with Laura, and believed I was in love.
With a sigh I walked along the side of the house. I would take my chances with my mother. I reached the back, and taking a deep breath entered through the back door. Feeling like I was back in my teenage years and sneaking in after curfew, I stood in the small hallway listening at the door that led into the kitchen. I didn't hear Mom's small TV going and, opening the door entered the kitchen. To my relief it was empty. Once again, just as when I was teenager, I slipped my heels off and quickly made my way towards the stairs that led upstairs. I didn't have a car and my parents would never know I was there. I had made it half way to the door when Mom's voice stopped me cold.
"Megan?"
I didn't answer right away. I just stopped and let my head slump down, as if I were that teenager who had just gotten caught. I heard Mom coming up behind me and with a resigned sigh, I turned to face her.
"Megan, why are you..." Mom stopped when she saw my face. "Honey, you're crying! What's wrong?"
"I..." I stopped, unsure of what I was going to say.
"And why are you dressed like that?" Mom asked, looking me up and down. "Well I..."
I had nothing. The events of the day had left me completely drained. I tried to push my exhausted mind to come up with yet another lie to my mother, but the well was empty. I started to try to say something about a date but what came out was a sob as my emotions finally overwhelmed me.
"Come here honey!"
Mom immediately came over, reached up and put her arms around me. Feeling foolish but unable to help myself, I put my head down on her shoulder and started crying, not just the tears that had been trickling on and off since I had left Mark, but full, gut-wrenching sobs. Mom didn't say a word, just held me and gently rubbed my back.
Even as I continued to let myself go, I could feel that old familiar comfort of my mother's embrace. In the midst of my despair, I remembered how many years I denied myself this embrace, denied my mother the chance to help her daughter.
My sobs increased as I pictured my brother alone in his office, with no one to be there for him. I knew by now Mark's rage was gone and that he was as upset as I was. I could feel my brother's loneliness, as if it were my own, because for years it had been.
When my sobs finally died down, to just the occasional embarrassing hiccup, Mom stepped back from me, and, taking my hand, led me over to the kitchen table."Sit down and talk to me"
I allowed myself to be led and after I sat down, Mom walked over to the sink. I heard the water, and when she came back, she had a small, wet towel in her hand. Without a word, Mom took my chin in her hand and started wiping off my face. I tried to pull away, but Mom just smiled and told me to stop fidgeting. I stopped moving and closed my eyes as Mom pressed the warm towel to them, gently dabbing at my ruined mascara. As I sat there, letting Mom wash my face like she did when I was a little girl, I felt myself beginning to calm down somewhat. As always, Mom had a way of making even the worst things seem a little better. When she was finished, I opened my eyes.
Smiling, Mom said, "Now there's my beautiful girl!"
I couldn't help but smile a little at that, which caused Mom's smile to widen. She turned and, after tossing the towel in the sink, went over to the fridge. Coming back to the table, Mom handed me a bottle of water and sat down across from me.
"Really, Megan, I don't know why you cover yourself in that Elvira make up. You're pale as it is, and it covers up how pretty you really are."
"Just part of the persona, I guess," I told her with a shrug. "Megan Decosta, the underground artist, wouldn't wear pink blush and a pony tail."
"Well, if you were at a showing, I could see that," Mom said, nodding. "But today?"
Mom was quiet for a minute as she waited for me to respond. Although I felt a little better my mind was still locked up and I had no idea what I was going to tell her.
"Megan, why are you so upset?" she asked. "And really, why the hell are you dressed like that?" She shook her head. "You didn't leave the house like that."
I laughed to myself as this really was becoming a teenage flashback. Leaving Mom's in a jeans and a t-shirt, only to go to Betty's and change into something trashy. Looking at Mom and still having nothing, I simply went with a version of the truth.
"I...I had a lunch date."
"Dressed like that?" Mom asked, pointing at my chest.
Looking down I saw that the top two buttons of my blouse were undone and the red corset plainly visible.
"You must have been expecting it to be a great first date!"
"No, I..." I sighed and let a little more truth come out. "It wasn't a first date, I... I've seen this person before."
"Before?"
"Yeah," I hesitated then, picturing my brother said, "I've known him for years, and whenever I come up here, if I'm not with someone, we get together."
"Oh," Mom said. "So is he a, what do they call it? A friend with benefits?"
Continuing with the half truths I answered.
"More like an old flame."
"Oh, I see." She nodded. "Trying to get over Laura?"
I looked at my mother, and for a moment felt a desperate urge to tell her. To simply blurt it out, that I thought I was in love with Mark. Tell her that he loved me and wanted us to be together. As I sat there I could feel the urge growing stronger, the desire to get twenty years worth of lies off of my chest, to ease that guilt, and to maybe even get some help on what the hell to do. Mom was looking at me calmly waiting for me to speak and the urge began to fade. In the end if there was to be no future for my brother and me, which is how it was looking at the moment, why would I want to do that? Go through all of the repercussions for nothing. Still, maybe my mother could help me.
"Mom, what would you do if you loved someone that you shouldn't?"
Mom looked at me for a moment before answering.
"Well what do you mean by shouldn't? Are they married?"
"Well no."
"Well hon, I'm confused," She began. "If they're not married, and considering you..."She paused, trying to find the right words. "Since you have no problem with either a man or a woman, I don't see why else you shouldn't love someone."
"I..." It was my turn to try to pick my words. "It's just complicated, Mom it's more like who it is, could cause some problems."
Mom leaned back in the chair and seemed to be thinking. I felt myself getting worried, wondering if in reality, I was all but telling her who it was. No, now I was just being nervous. Mom, nor anyone else, for that matter, would suspect that I was closer than I should be with my brother.
"Before I say anything, I am not sure I understand, I mean you just broke up with Laura not two weeks ago, and now you're asking me about..."
Mom trailed off, then giving me a slight smile, asked, "Honey, have you been in love with this person all along?"
"I..." I stopped, as I once again felt this conversation could end up being too revealing. But, then again, I was at least getting the chance to talk about it. "I think maybe..." I put my head down. "Yes."
"So I guess what I said about you seeming as if you were waiting for something was close to the mark after all," Mom said, nodding.
"Yeah, I guess so."It's not Tommy is it?" Mom asked.
"No, of course not!" I exclaimed. "Tommy's married!"
"Well, you said it's someone you're not supposed to be with," she said, spreading her arms out. "Plus, you said old flame. I mean, the two of you were engaged at one point."
"It's not Tommy, it's," I sighed. "Someone you don't know about."
Mom nodded and went on. "So does this person feel the same way?"
"I..." I swallowed hard as I told myself to end this now, but so badly needed to try to talk about it. "That's what we tried to talk about over lunch."
"I see that it didn't go well." Mom said. "So he doesn't feel..."
"Actually " I cut her off. "They do feel that way; I'm the one who..." I shrugged. "Same old me, I just can't seem to make it that easy." I looked at her. "I think I'm in love with him."
"Ahhh, so at least I know it's a him now."
"But there are so many buts" I told her, feeling myself getting worked up again. "It could cause problems, and mostly for him..."
"Does he care?" Mom asked.
"Well... no but..."
"Then why should you?"
I stopped. That answer made it sound so simple. In most situations, it would be the right one, but Mom had no idea who I was talking about.
"Megan have you told him you love him?"
"Sort of," I said softly. "That's how the fight started. I just can't...""But you do."
"Yes." I nodded as much to myself as to her. "I do but..."
"You say that word a lot" she laughed. "Funny how years ago you were so impulsive, now you play it so safe."
"I..."
I frowned. I did not see myself as a safe type of person. Then again, I had to admit that once more, Mom was right. Program had taught me to be careful, to think everything through, lest I put myself in a bad situation. I was safe, and my brother, who had spent his entire life planning and scheming six moves in advance, had thrown caution to the wind.
"Megan listen," Mom cut into my thoughts. "I don't have a lot of experience myself with this subject, "Mom leaned forward and gave me a small grin.
"But," she emphasized the word causing me to roll my eyes, "I've seen a lot over the years, and unrequited love is a tough thing."
"Well, it's not really unrequited," I pointed out. "I did kind of..."
"Megan, until you have point blank looked each other in the eye and said 'I love you' with no room for interpretation, then it is unrequited, understand?"
As I nodded, I heard my brother's voice in my head from Saturday night. "Megan, I love you, I love you so much." The best I had come up with today was 'Yes' and 'I was in love.
"The thing about it, Megan," Mom continued. "Is that if you never acknowledge that love, then it becomes unfair to a lot of people.""It's unfair to the person you truly love, as they will never know it, and it's unfair to people like Laura." As she continued, Mom was looking directly into my eyes. "They become casualties, Go-betweens, while you try to give your heart to someone other than who you truly want to give it to." She pointed at me.
"And of course, hon, it's unfair to you, as well. You'll spend your entire life never feeling whole and always wondering what could have been."
"B..." I caught myself. "What if it doesn't work, then what?"
"Then you move on At that point, you'll have gone after your heart's desire, found out it wasn't meant to be, and now the next time you meet someone like Laura, you will be open for it to work."



I was silent as again I heard Mark in my head, this time explaining how he had set Samantha free in order to know once and for all if I was his true love.
"So if I were you Megan, I would tell them how you feel and let all the other stuff work itself out." Mom smiled. "You'd be surprised how easily things can fall into place when your heart's where it belongs."
"Yeah well, I think I lost the chance." I told her sadly.
"Honey, if you didn't really say it, then it's never too late to do that. Trust me no matter how upset you may have made him, hearing those words from you will make it all better."
I..." I shook my head. "It's too late for now Mom, it got pretty ugly and," I put my hands up. "I have to leave at six; I can't miss the meeting with Walsh."
Mom frowned, and I had the feeling she did not agree with what I had just said. A moment later she proved me right.
"Money isn't everything Megan," she shook her head sadly. "Look at Mark, he put his name on the map the way you're hoping to be and he's miserable."
Reaching across the table she took my hand.
"I know it's not easy honey, love is the best feeling in the world, but that doesn't mean that it doesn't take work. If you feel you blew it, and need to go back home then go ahead." She shrugged. "You said this has been going on awhile, maybe there will be another time."
"I...I don't think so." I whispered as I felt the tears start to trickle from my eyes again. "He... pushed me for an answer Mom and I..."
I stopped as I knew if I kept going the sobs would come back. Mom had in essence said everything my brother had, why was I the only one who didn't get it? Was I that broken? Was Mark right? That I really didn't know how to be happy? Mom squeezed my hand then standing, came around the table and hugged me from behind. As she did I felt her touch the locket she had given me, reaching up I held her hand to it, pressing my own over it.
"I love you Mom." I said softly.
"I love you too Megan." Mom said in my ear. "Listen honey, things didn't go well today, but you never know what can happen. For now though things are what they are. You're upset and exhausted." Mom turned her head and kissed me on the cheek.
"It's only three, why don't you go upstairs and lie down for a couple of hours. I'll get you up at five."
"Okay." I doubted I would sleep, but a couple of hours alone would hopefully help me get myself together. After all I had a name to make for myself. I felt the tears flow more as I heard Mark's last remark; "Go take care of yourself; it's what you do best."
Mom let go of me and I slowly stood up to head upstairs. As I passed Mom, she asked;
"What time is Mark picking you up for the airport?"
"He's not." I said quietly
"Really? He always does."
"Yeah well he's kind of busy, tying things up at work." I sighed. "I...I was hoping you guys would take me."
"Of course we will honey." Mom frowned. "You know you said yesterday you had a fight with Mark, things okay with you two?"
I nodded
"Yeah, like I said he's busy." I started to walk away and stopped again. "Oh by the way he promised he was going to call you tomorrow and see if you wanted to go to dinner."
"With no prompting from his big sister of course!" Mom laughed.
"Of course not." I said giving her a pathetic attempt at a smile and hoping Mark would follow through on his promise that he would.
"Yeah well I won't hold my breath." Mom said then reaching up and wiping the tears from my cheek said;
"Go get some rest honey."
I entered my old bedroom and noticed that Mom had picked up after me. All the clothes I had tossed around had been washed, folded and put into my suitcase, which was sitting open on the foot of the bed. I dropped my heels on the bed next to the suitcase, and then quickly peeled out of the corset and mini skirt.
As I took the corset off, I looked in the mirror, and shook my head at the silver chain running across my tits and down and around my waist. It had been a nice surprise for a little while, anyway. I fumbled with the clasps, my trembling fingers causing me to make several attempts, and removing the chain walked over to put it into the small compartment built into the top of the suitcase. The room was not as hot as it had been, and reaching into the suitcase I pulled out a plain black t-shirt.
I closed the suitcase, put it on the floor, and closed the blinds so I could lie down. I probably wouldn't sleep, but at least I might rest. I went to pull the covers down, and I froze. The journal was on my pillow. There was a note attached, a post-it from Mom. I switched on the lamp so I could read it.
Megan, found this on the floor and wasn't sure if you wanted it or not. If not just toss it back in the box.
Toss it was exactly what I wanted to do, but right in the trash where it couldn't be found. With my luck, Mom would take that box to a church bizarre, and some Latin student would find it and get his rocks off.
Sitting down on the edge of the bed, I put the top half on the nightstand. It hadn't all been bad; there were some sweet memories in there. I found myself thinking of my entry about that rainy Saturday morning when my brother and I had felt more between us. All those years, had they been wasted? Or would we have ended up doing more harm to each other than good back then?
Shaking my head, I picked up the second half of the journal. My intention was to put it on the nightstand as well. Instead, I held onto it and caught myself staring at the black ribbon marking my last entries. I wrote most of it while in New York and had finished it while staying at Mark's and my parents before entering rehab for the last time.
I started a new journal in rehab, and had vowed to never read about those dark days again. In fact, had I known this book was still floating around, when I got out; I would have burned it in a ceremony to rid myself of it and those painful memories.
I started to put it down, but, as if it had a will of its own, my arm stopped. I thought back to earlier, when Mark made that 'big girl' crack. I had taken him up on it and gotten a lot more than I had bargained for. The 'be careful of what you wish for', expression at its finest. As I continued to stare at the half of a book in my hand, my heart started to pound. I had gotten in my brother's face and yelled at him about how I was no longer that weak, needy person anymore, that I could handle both my past and my present.
Still, did I need this? There was nothing but heartache in those pages, the culmination of ten years of addiction, when things had gotten so bad that it caused my brother and me to turn on each other. There was no reason to do this to myself.
Yet my arm still moved no farther. I narrowed my eyes. There was something more there, something I had forgotten, and that had a connection to the present. I closed my eyes and tried to focus on what I did remember from those entries. I saw my brother over me, a look of tenderness on his face. As before, the image came and went before my tired mind could latch onto it Opening my eyes, I stared at the journal. Like a train wreck, I knew I shouldn't want to see it, but I had to look.
I shook my head. What would Mark do?
"Fuck it," I whispered.
After all, it's not like I could feel much worse than I already did.
Reaching back I propped up the pillow and, leaning against it, I pulled my knees up like I used to do when I was a kid. Resting the book on my thighs, I took a deep breath and took the plunge into my last days of addiction.
Dark Days Part one.
I awoke slowly, and as my eyes opened I found myself staring at an old wall with badly peeling wallpaper. Beneath the ugly yellow paper was an even uglier cracked and water-stained wall. Lying there, I tried to focus through the dull ache in my head and remember where I was. This was certainly a far cry from the beautiful bedroom in the East side apartment Tommy and I had been living in the last four months. I was lying on my back, and propping myself up on my elbows, looked around the room. All the walls were a mess and there was one window that was covered with threadbare curtains. I winced at both the light streaming through the curtains and how dry my throat was as I swallowed. Sitting up straight I glanced over the bed and saw that I was only lying on a mattress.
On the floor next to me was a pack of cigarettes, a lighter, and a half empty bottle of Budweiser. I saw my clothes in a pile near the end of the bed, and, realizing I was topless and a little chilly, I leaned over to grab the blue blouse on top of the pile.
As I did, I felt movement next to me and with a start; I noticed I was not in bed alone. I closed my eyes before I looked over, hoping to hell it wasn't a guy. I was engaged after all. Turning my head, I opened my eyes and saw I was in bed with a young, pretty blond who my hazy mind recognized as Amber.
Well, that told me where I was, anyway. Amber was the younger sister of Jake Harris, a small-time dealer and notorious party hound. As I looked at Amber, I shook my head, I had just turned thirty-one and she had graduated high school not more than a few weeks ago. I slid the blouse on and found myself hoping that I hadn't actually fooled around with her; maybe we had just slept together, as I was sure there were several guys spread out around the apartment outside of the room we were in.
Bringing my right hand to my face, I sniffed my fingers. I sighed softly at the sweet smell of her pussy and quickly removed my hand before I got myself worked up again.
I should be ashamed of myself; this girl was barely an adult. On that note, all thoughts of sex left my mind as it hit me that Amber wasn't the only thing I should be ashamed of.
Reaching down to the floor, I grabbed the cigarettes and, after lighting one, felt Amber stir next to me. I looked over to see that she had rolled over onto her back. As she did, the sheet pulled away from her and I found myself staring at her perfect little perky tits, with their adorable pink nipples. I quickly shifted my eyes from her soft, young flesh to her face.
Amber opened her eyes. I winced at how bloodshot her normally beautiful green eyes were. Her skin was pasty white and she was sweating. She turned her head slightly to me and mumbled, "I don't feel good."
I pulled the sheet up over her tits, and, after gently rubbing the back of my hand across her cheek, I whispered to her, "Go back to sleep. You'll feel better when you wake up."
She attempted smile and closed her eyes. I caressed her cheek until I could tell by her breathing that she had gone back to sleep. I finished the cigarette, then got up and slipped on the black panties and short black skirt I had worn last night, and, grabbing my heels and purse, I quietly left the room.
My head pounded as I slowly made my way through the living room. Jake and two guys I didn't know were passed out on the couch and the floor. I went into the small bathroom, and, after going, I stood at the sink and looked at my reflection in the cracked mirror. My eyes were as red as Amber's, and I saw with dismay that my nose was running. I sniffed and felt an all too familiar burning in my nostrils. Yeah, Amber really was the least of the sins I had committed last night.
I started to open the door when my stomach convulsed, and I vomited into the sink. I retched several more times before sinking to my knees, my eyes watering and I to tried to catch my breath. Without looking, I reached up and turned the faucet on, letting the water run. After a couple of minutes, I stood up, and, using toilet paper, I washed out the sink as best as I could.
I walked back through the living room. Jake was sitting up on the couch, smoking. He nodded at me as I walked by. Going into the kitchen, I found a glass in the sink that didn't look too dirty and forced myself to drink some cold water. Reaching into my purse, I took out the purple Daniel Steiger watch that Tommy had bought me for my birthday-and that I had been smart enough to put in my purse- and saw that it was 10am. I frowned. What day was this? Tuesday, it was Tuesday and...
"Shit," I said softly.
I was supposed to be in work at 9am. Oh, well, too late now. Even if I were to drive there right now, I was a fucking mess and could barely walk, never mind smile and put make up on women all day. Putting the watch on and making my way out into the living room, I saw Jake had pulled the coffee table over to him and was already cutting cocaine into lines on a glass plate. Looking up at me, he smiled. I saw his eyes were bright and knew that he had already snorted a couple of lines.
"Hey Megan, up for some breakfast?"
I looked longingly at the table. I wanted it so bad. It was just what I needed. Hell, if I did a couple of lines and took a shower, I would be good enough to go to work. I knelt down across the table from him. I fumbled in my purse, and to my dismay, I only had fifteen dollars in my wallet. Hell, I'd had over two hundred last night.
"I...I'm kinda broke," I told Jake.
Jake ran his hand through his long black hair and gave me a smirk. "Well, hey, kiddo, you're already on your knees."
"No," I said, shaking my head. "I...I don't do that anymore, I have money at home Jake."
"Yeah, well, I haven't seen you around in months. How the hell do I know you'll pay me?"
I shook my head and started to get up.
"Hey, how about the watch?" Jake asked.
"I can't." I told him. "It was a...."
"I'll let you do a couple off of what's here and give you a little for later." Jake leaned over to stare at the watch. "My girl would love that."
"I..." I hesitated.
I couldn't. What the hell would Tommy think? Of course, I could always tell him I lost it. I frowned as I thought of Tommy. I hadn't even gone home last night.
As Jake looked at me expectantly, I jumped as the front door opened and Joe, Jake's roommate, came in.
"Hey, you get smokes?" Jake asked.
"Yup." Joe reached into a bag and tossed Jake a pack of Marlboro's then he pulled out a newspaper. "Hey, check this shit out, Megan!"
I looked at the paper and my eyes widened as right there on the front page was a picture of Mark. My brother was standing on the steps of the courthouse, facing a group of reporters who were all pointing microphones at him. Before I could make out the headline, Joe turned the paper to face Jake.
"Look at that!"He laughed. "Fucking Mad Dog hitting the big time!"
"No shit!" Jake said, nodding. "Hell, I remember when his punk ass was bouncing at Babyhead." He shook his head. "I saw that crazy bastard kick the shit out of three guys at once one night! So what's it say?"
Joe turned the paper to him and started reading.
"Despite numerous witnesses recanting their testimonies, attorney Mark Phillips not only vows to obtain a conviction, but warns reputed mobster Vincent Dimucci that he has until Friday to accept the AG's last offer or he will take it off the table for good and pursue a maximum sentence." Joe laughed. "Fucking Mark!"
Seeing the picture of my brother made me feel lower than I already did. Standing up from the table, I told Jake I had to go.
Jake shrugged, "Don't be a stranger."As I left, he added, "And no hard feelings about you thinking my sister's hotter than me!"
Joe laughed.
I didn't know what was worse, that I had taken advantage of Jake's sister, or that he thought it was funny.
I walked outside into the cool September morning and, getting into my car, I drove a couple of miles towards Cranston before pulling over in front of a small playground. My stomach felt nauseous and I needed some air. I also had no idea where I was going or what I was going to do. There were a couple of small benches in front of the currently deserted swings and, getting out of the car, I went and sat down on one of them.
Once I sat, I realized that I had been here several times with Dad. He would always take me to playgrounds alone. It was our special time together. I put my head in my hands and started to cry. Even though I had, up until a week or so ago, been sober for several months, my father barely spoke to me. I had done so much damage in the last few years that he still held it against me.
I didn't blame him. That day that he stood with me in court because Mark was out of town, and he heard the judge read off the charge of prostitution had been more than he could handle.
Taking my head from my hands, I removed the cigarettes from my purse and lit one. As I took a long, deep drag, I saw the cell phone that Mark got for me, and with a feeling of dread, I took it out.
I had fifteen missed calls and several voice mails. Scrolling through the calls I saw they were mostly from Tommy, starting from yesterday when I was supposed to come home from work, and the last one was at one am. There were also three from my brother, the first at eleven, when Tommy must have called him to say he couldn't find me. I saw a number from this morning and saw it was work. With a sinking feeling in my stomach, I put the phone to my ear to listen to the voicemails. The first few were Tommy, starting with a casual 'When you coming home?' and escalating to the final one:
"Megan, honey call me back, it's..." He paused and I felt the tears start, as I could hear his voice breaking. "It's okay if you're well you know..., just please come home Megan, I'm not mad honey, just worried." He paused again. "Please Megan. You know I'll always love you."
The next message was from Mark:
"Megan, you need to call me, sis. Tommy's worried and so am I." He sighed into the phone. "Look Meg, Tommy told me you... you haven't been doing well lately. I know how you get when you fall. You think you hurt us and we'll be upset." Mark paused and I pictured how sad he was as he tried to tell me things were okay. "But, it's okay, so just call me. If you don't want to go home, you can stay with me. If you need a ride, I'll come get you, I don't care where you are or who you're with, just..." There was another pause before he added quietly, "Please call me, sis."
As I sat there, crying with the phone to my ear, I listened to the last voicemail. It was Joanne from work:
"I'm sorry, Megan. I know you have problems, but today was the third no-call-no-show in two weeks. I have to let you go."
I shook my head, fired from a job that most teenage girls could handle. I went to put the phone back in my purse, then stopped. Swallowing hard and doing the best I could to control my voice, I called Mark. I knew he was in court and it would go to voicemail. I left him a brief message, saying that I was okay and would call him later. I didn't call Tommy. I knew that no matter where he was, he would answer, and I didn't have it in me to hear the disappointment in his voice. Putting the phone away, I sat back on the bench. That old feeling of guilt was gnawing at me.
After nearly six months of sobriety, last week I succumbed to that huge empty hole in my heart and filled it with the only thing that gave me comfort: drugs and alcohol. After ten years, I knew all too well that that comfort was only temporary, but it was better than suffering constantly. The last few months, everyone had been happy with me, Mark, Tommy, and Mom, all thrilled that I was sober and healthy. They didn't have to worry about me.
Four months ago, Tommy took me up to his parents' beach house and proposed to me. Caught off guard, I said yes. I did love Tommy, and God only knew it was a miracle that he loved me after how poorly I had treated him and how many times I had disappointed him.As I thought of Tommy, I looked at the beautiful half karat Marquis on my finger and shook my head in disgust. I shouldn't be wearing it. I shouldn't be living with Tommy in his beautiful apartment and letting him take care of me. In my defense, two weeks ago, after I had gone back to cocaine, I tried to give Tommy the ring back.



"You deserve better," I told him.
"Don't be ridiculous," Tommy replied, "I love you. I'll never give up on you."
The shame of it was that I had not just wanted Tommy to take the ring back over the drugs. Since I had become engaged, Mark would not have sex with me. I'd spent a week with him not too long before Tommy proposed, but had not been with him since.
I longed for my brother's embrace!
This, by far, was the longest we had ever gone, and I needed him badly. I had done my best to behave and not seduce him out of respect for Tommy, but lately, Mark had been all I could think about. Until I picked up my habit again that is. As I thought about Mark, I felt another wave of remorse pass through me. My brother was on the brink of making or breaking his career. The last thing he needed was to worry about his disgrace of a sister.
Two months ago, taking advantage of a loophole in Rhode Island law that allowed a case to be prosecuted by an attorney from the private sector, Mark conned the AG's office into giving him a case involving a reputed mob hit man. Vincent Dimuccio had been tried twice, and both times, the case was thrown out of court, due to witnesses changing their stories. This was round three, and the AG's office was ready to drop it. But it was an election year, and they needed to try to save face.
Mark strolled in and told them to let him have it. What did they have to lose? After a lot of negotiation, Mark took lead on the case, and he somehow pulled new witnesses out of thin air. The trial had been getting a lot of attention and my brother a lot of press. But lately, things had been going sour. Once again, people were shying away from their testimonies. Mark had received several death threats. The last time I saw Mark was last week, and he looked completely exhausted. Jim Howard had promised Mark junior partner at the age of thirty if he could pull this off. But if he lost, he would gain the reputation of being a loose cannon who couldn't back up his claim of being the best attorney in the state.
I felt my eyes filling yet again as I remembered the last time I saw Mark. He was not only tired, but completely frustrated, as well. Up until a few weeks into the case, he'd had a live-in "pet," as he referred to them. This one, a twenty-year-old journalism major named Kelly, had been with him for three months. My brother claimed she was the best he'd ever had. Unfortunately, Mark was forced to move her out due to the scrutiny of the press and the threats he was receiving. He complained that he hadn't gotten laid in three weeks, and that he'd barely slept in the same time frame.
And I was sitting there feeling guilty as hell, because two nights before I had come to see him, I had stayed at Jake's house after doing an entire eight ball. Tommy promised not to say anything to Mark. I felt terrible as my brother commented on how proud he was of me. Once Mark grumbled about needing sex, however, I forgot all about my relapse. I slid over to him on the couch and kissed him long and hard. Mark initially gave in, kissing me back just as hard and shoving his tongue into my eager mouth. I had his jeans unzipped and his hands were on their way under my shirt when he quickly pulled away and told me that we couldn't.
I started crying. "I need you. I miss you. Not just the sex, but you holding me, and being in your bed."
Mark looked as upset as I was, but he held fast. "It's not right. You and Tommy are getting married, and our rule is if one of us is involved, then there wouldn't be anything between us."
He did let me lie back against his chest, his arms around my waist, in the corner of the couch, and we fell asleep for a few hours. I woke up first. I felt myself yearning to feel my brother's embrace every night, to be with him and not Tommy. I knew it could never be, but I couldn't get it out of my mind. That is, until I went out the next night and got falling down drunk. Upon coming home, I tried yet again to give Tommy his ring back.
I sighed as lighting another cigarette, I sat back on the bench and stared off into space, trying to let my mind drift and calm down. I closed my eyes, and suddenly opened them again as something dawned on me.
As Mark had put it in his message, I had fallen again.
The difference this time, however, was that with crystal clarity, I realized that I did not want to get back up.
As a matter of fact, it occurred to me that I had never wanted to get back up, at least not for me. I always tried to stay clean for the people who cared for me. When I was sober, they were happy. Yet while they were happy, I was miserable. If left to my own devices, I would simply keep using, keep numbing the pain. On the heels of that thought came another -- each time I did straighten out, it caused more pain when I failed. In fact, by continuing to try, I was really hurting everyone around me more. Getting their hopes up, making them think that maybe this time, Megan would really be okay.
I began to nod my head, agreeing with this new found clarity that I had stumbled upon I was completely miserable right now. I was living a lie with a man who loved me who I was not in love with. The man that I kept refusing to fully acknowledge that I was in love with was the one man I could never be with. My father had all but disowned me. I had broken my mother's heart more times than I could count, and it was only a matter of time before she found out that her loser of a daughter was fucked up again.
In the past, their hurt had forced me to try to do better, but now I knew I had been wrong. The right thing to do would be to stop trying and get it over with. Sure, I would cause one more round of pain, but it would be the last one.
One deep cut, rather than a thousand small ones.
Matter of fact, I could make it so there was no pain at all. Mark, Tommy, and Mom all claimed they would never give up on me. But what if I could make them?
I felt a pang of sadness as I knew there was nothing I could possibly do to Mom that could make her hate me. I also would not have the heart to even try to hurt the woman who had saved my life. Well, maybe not saved it, but prolonged it and gave me as many good years as she could before my inherent weakness and darkness caught up with me. No, sad to say, Mom would have to deal with one more blow to her heart, courtesy of her unworthy daughter.
Moving on, Tommy had claimed he would never quit on me, but I had no doubt I could come up with something. No sooner had that thought passed through my mind, then it struck me that it wouldn't be that hard at all. The way to do it had been put right in front of me.
I lit yet another cigarette and began rocking back and forth as a sick form of excitement at my potential freedom built up within me.
That would just leave Mark. My excitement started to fade. How could I possibly turn my brother against me? Over the last ten years, I had put Mark through hell and almost gotten him killed defending me at the Wolves' Den. Leaning back, I closed my eyes and again let my fevered mind drift, hoping to again catch a glimpse of what I should do.
I was not disappointed. Mark and I were both broken and, for the most part, in the same way. The one glaring difference, was that I was weak and self-destructive, letting my sorrow lead me to a life of addiction and humiliation. Mark, on the other hand, was purely destructive. My brother harbored a level of rage that was as unnatural as it was unhealthy. Even with the voice out of the picture, my brother was capable of extremely erratic behavior.
Yes, the time was now. Mark was battling insomnia, fighting for his career in a case he was expected to lose, and worried about his sister, who he now knew had failed again. I could do it. I could push him so far that he would snap tell me he was sick of me, that I was a disgrace. I would continue to egg him on. Hell, I could even get him to fuck me nice and hard first!
After all, I thought, as a slow smile spread across my face, it's not like after tonight I would be engaged anymore. I laughed out loud at that last thought. I would take my beautiful little brother for one last wild ride, before he finally cut me loose like the anchor I was.
For once in my selfish life I was going to do everyone else a favor, and make so they would never have to worry about me again.
Flicking the cigarette away from me, I grabbed the phone from my purse and dialed Jake's number.
"Hey Jake, its Megan. Still want that watch?"
I felt better than I had in weeks.
***** I stood in the shower, letting the hot water beat down on my back and enjoying the warm, steamy air. The shower was huge and, looking down, I saw that black marble bathtub was two-thirds full. Shutting the shower off, I turned the faucets on full blast to add some cold water before sitting down and stretching my legs. I lay back in the warm soapy water, put my feet up on the edge of the tub, and slid down as far as I could. I sighed contentedly, I would miss this tub.
I closed my eyes and smiled. I was within hours of breaking Tommy's heart once and for all, and I felt amazingly relaxed. It was the best thing for him. Tommy would be free to find a nice girl who would appreciate him and treat him the way he deserved.
Then again, my state of relaxation might have a little to do with the pint of Captain Morgan I had been steadily sipping for the last hour. I reached over the edge of the tub, picked up the bottle, and drank the last few swallows. I sighed again as the liquor blazed a warm, happy trail through my body.
Considering how upset I was when it started, today had been a pretty good day. I traded the watch for a gram bag at Jake's, and, after doing a couple of lines, I decided that I was feeling so good that I wanted to feel real good!
I went back to the bedroom where Amber was still sleeping, and, after stripping off my clothes, I woke her up with my tongue on her right nipple and my fingers sliding into her deliciously tight, young pussy. Amber moaned as my thumb found her clit, then, a moment later, I swung my leg over her head, putting us into a perfect sixty-nine, and we were both moaning. Amber had very little experience, and I made her cum twice before she managed to send me over the edge with her unskilled, but oh, so eager tongue.
Afterwards, I removed the small mirror from my purse and shared the rest of the coke with her. I was going to get dressed when Amber giggled. "I want to play some more," she said.
Well, I couldn't resist her pretty little pout, so we spent another hour, licking, fingering, sucking and teasing each other's pussies. Amber released the cutest little squeal when she came. I also loved the shocked look on her face when the last time I came, I threw my head back and practically howled, as between her fingers and the coke, I went off like a rocket.
After dressing and leaving Jake's, I saw that Mark had called, so I called him back. I could hear the relief in his voice change to concern as I giggled into the phone at practically everything he said. At the end of the call I agreed to meet him for coffee at the shop across from his firm, then went back home.
Tommy was there as I knew he would be, he had called out of work, not wanting to miss me when I came home. The first thing he did was try to tell me things would be okay.
I laughed, "Of course they will!" Much sooner than he thought.
He shook his head and pretty much left me alone as I flitted about the house, wired for sound. After I came down some, he tried to talk to me again. "Maybe you should go talk to your sponsor."
"Tommy, I'm fine. It was just a slip up." Then, remembering my plan, I asked, "Where's Brendan?" Brendan was a friend of Tommy's who was recently separated from his wife and was staying with us for awhile.
"He's at work. He gets home around eight." He went on to say something about not being disappointed in me, but I was no longer paying attention.
All I needed to know was that Brendan would be around later.
After all, he was the way I was going to get Tommy get rid of me.
I took a nap, and was admittedly a little disappointed that Tommy didn't want to come fool around with me. Then again, he didn't know that he only had maybe one more go around with my pretty little pussy before I left.
I got up, showered, and went to see Mark. On the way, I stopped at a pub and did a couple of quick shots. Then I met Mark at the coffee shop.
I felt the first sting of guilt that I had all day when I saw the look on my brother's face after he hugged me. I kissed him so that he would be sure to smell the booze on my breath. We sat at a corner table and drank coffee. I noticed how worn down Mark looked. His eyes were bloodshot, and there were dark circles beneath them. While Mark awkwardly tried to keep the conversation away from my latest fall from grace, I noticed that his hand was shaking, and he was chain smoking. Back in the day, all my brother would have needed was a night in his big sister's bed to make everything okay.
Part of me wanted to offer, but in addition to knowing Mark would say no, I didn't want him to remember me for anything good right now.
Finally,he sighed and asked, "So what happened?"
Smiling, I answered, "I'm happier this way."
"You want me to take you to a meeting?" he asked.
"You didn't hear me did you?" I asked.
"Mom was asking about you today."
My twinge of regret quickly turned into a flash of anger. Mark had tossed that out there on purpose. "Stop trying to make me feel bad."
"Keep your damn voice down." He whispered looking around the shop.
But I just got louder. "Are you ashamed of me?"
Mark shook his head, and rather than argue, simply put his head down.
I almost forgot myself for a moment and caught my hand reaching for his across the table. I stopped and, after a few minutes of awkward silence, changed the subject. "I saw this morning's paper. How's the case going?"
With a groan, he confessed, "Well, I'm talking tough, but the damn thing's falling apart. Dimuccio's ex is my ace-in-the-hole, but now she's hedging. I can force her to testify, but it's not looking good. Everyone's afraid of Dimuccio and his connections."
I joked, "My little brother's not afraid of anyone."
He quickly replied, "I've received over a dozen death threats. I'm carrying a .25 caliber Beretta in an ankle holster right now."
I wasn't laughing then. I felt my resolve waver as I realized how deep the shit my brother had gotten himself into really was. That feeling didn't last long, though.
"Don't worry about me," he said. "All that matters is you right now."
In a nutshell, this was exactly what I was trying to free my brother of, the constant burden of his sister.
Mark's phone rang for the tenth time since we had been sitting. He rolled his eyes and answered it. Within a minute, he was all but yelling at whoever was on the other end. "If you don't come through, I will bring you down with me!"His eyes were bulging dangerously, and when he hung up, he put his head in his hands and rubbed at his red rimmed eyes.
I nodded to myself. My brother would be ripe for the taking tomorrow.
"Well," I said, "I have to get going. I don't want to get Tommy worried again. I'll call you tomorrow night."
Mark nodded. "There's no court tomorrow. I asked for a continuance so I could hunt down another potential witness that's been calling me."
Hearing that Mark would be at his office tomorrow gave me an idea. This would end up being easier than I thought. I gave Mark a kiss on the cheek, and somehow held onto my aura of not caring, even as my brother hugged me to him and whispered in my ear, "Please take care of yourself. I need you."
But Mark only thought he needed me. He would soon see how much better off he was without me.
I sat up with a start as I heard a bang. I had dozed off and had dropped the empty liquor bottle onto the floor. Getting up out of the tub, I dried off and slipped on a black thong and the short red robe wandered out into the living room where Tommy and Brendan were watching the Sox game.
I smiled as I walked slowly past Brendan His eyes locked onto my long, shapely legs. I stopped in front of him and, turning to face Tommy, I asked him if he wanted anything. Brendan was sitting on the couch opposite Tommy. Since I was standing between them, I had no doubt that Brendan was looking directly at me.
The reason I knew that was because since he had come to stay with us, all Brendan did was stare at me. He never flirted, or said or did anything inappropriate. But they were more than casual glances. Last week, I was lying on the couch in shorts and a tight tank top, and Brendan had been sitting across from me. I dozed off, and when I woke, I caught him staring. The look in his eyes was pure lust. I remembered thinking that if I gave him a chance, he would probably take it.
Tommy said he was all set but noticed that he also looked my legs up and down, but then gave me an odd look. I sat down next to him, crossed my legs, and gave Brendan a great view of my creamy upper thigh.
For the next hour, I sat there, feigning interest in the game. All the while, I shifted my position on the couch and fidgeted to keep catching Brendan's attention. At one point, the phone rang, and when Tommy got up to answer it, I sat back on the couch, put my feet up on the cushion, and I casually let my legs open.
Brendan's eyes bulged. He stared at the thin strip of my black thong. I cleared my throat, and when his eyes immediately looked up, I winked at him. He blushed furiously, and, as soon as Tommy returned, he disappeared to the bathroom. When he sat next to me Tommy remarked that I should really be wearing more. I laughed and kissing him told him jealousy was an ugly emotion.
Brendan came back, and I began making a show of hanging all over Tommy, even sliding up and sitting in his lap, my long legs dangling over his. My robe hiked up near my hips. Tommy was getting aggravated. Finally announced he was going to bed. I told him I wanted to stay up to finish the game, but leaning over Tommy told me to just come to bed. I playfully flicked my tongue across his ear and whispering 'yes sir!' hopped up and followed him into the bedroom. I let Tommy get a few feet in front of me, then, glancing over my shoulder and seeing Brendan looking, I flipped my robe up, giving him a glimpse of my ass.
Tommy entered the bedroom and I told him I would be right in. I went into the bathroom and reached up on top of the medicine cabinet and grabbed the small packet of coke I had put up there a couple of days ago, Taking a razor blade from under the sink, I cut the coke on the edge of the sink and did three lines in rapid succession. I shook my head at the rush, then smiled at my reflection in the mirror before going to say goodbye to Tommy.
When I entered the room, Tommy was lying on his back under the covers, his eyes closed. Stripping off the robe and thong, I lifted the covers to crawl in. He was wearing a pair of pajama bottoms, a clear signal that he did not want to play. But I knew I could change his mind. Sliding in next to him, I leaned over and began tonguing his nipple.
He groaned, "Not tonight. Go to sleep."
Ignoring him, I swirled my tongue around faster and, sliding my hand down his stomach, I grabbed his semi-hard cock through his pants. I started sliding my tongue down his chest, heading for his stomach.
Tommy grabbed my wrist and, pulling my hand from his cock, he growled, "Enough. I don't want to play."
Looking up at him, I let in some of my emotions from earlier. I put out my lip and felt my eyes well up with the crocodile tears that had served me so well over the years. I choked out, " I knew it. You're ashamed of me. You don't want to be with me." With that, I rolled over onto my side and waited, stifling a giggle.



As I knew he would, Tommy put his arm around my waist and whispered in my ear, "I would never be ashamed of you. I love you."
I shrugged against him, then let out a soft sigh as he moved my hair to the side and began kissing my neck. His lips roamed from my neck to my shoulder, then, grabbing my arm, he gently rolled me over onto my back. He kissed me slowly and sweetly, his soft lips teasing across mine, and I felt my heart beating fast, and my pussy beginning to respond. I let out a contented sigh as his lips left mine and trailed down to find my left nipple. I began to run my hands across his back as he sucked on my nipple and fondled the other.
I gave him a push on his shoulders, and, taking the hint; Tommy slid down between my legs, spread my pussy, and started slowly swirling his tongue around my swollen clit. I moaned softly as he slipped two fingers inside of me while sucking my clit into his mouth. I rocked my hips gently into his face, and brought my hands up to tease my hard, pink nipples. As it always did, the cocaine heightened every sensation, and within minutes, I arched my back, wrapped my thighs around his head, and let out a loud squeal as I came for my fiancée for the final time.
Tommy stood up, slipped his pants off, and climbed back onto the bed. He slid up between my legs and slowly eased himself into my warm, wet flesh. I moaned as he began slowly thrusting his hips into me while bending his head to tease my nipple with his tongue. Tommy then slid his arms under mine, drawing us close together as he continued to move in a slow steady rhythm. His lips found mine, and he moaned in his throat as we kissed.
As he had countless times in the past, Tommy was trying to make love to me.
I let him go for longer than I usually did, figuring it was the least I could do. After a few minutes, however, I pushed against his shoulders and whispered to him. "My turn."
He hesitated. I knew he was happy with what we were doing, but, as always, he let me take over.
Tommy let me roll him over onto his back, and I immediately slid down between his legs and took him into my mouth. I groaned at how good my pussy tasted off of his hard flesh. I took his cock all the way down in my throat and held it there, taking a minute to savor my last taste of us. I started bobbing my head in a slow, steady rhythm, enjoying the little moans He made as I worked the length of his cock with my soft, full lips. I removed his cock from my mouth, and, sliding up, I straddled his hips. We both sighed as I guided his cock to my pussy and eased him into me. I groaned as I sat up straight on him, impaling myself on his cock. I started rocking my hips, slowly at first, but after a couple of minutes, I leaned forward, braced my hands on his chest, and started bouncing up and down on him. His breathing started coming in gasps as I rode him faster and harder, driving myself on and off of his hard cock.
I leaned over further, letting my small, well-shaped tits dangle in his face, teasing my nipples across his lips as I continued to buck up and down on him. Tommy groaned, and, grabbing my hips, he began driving his cock hard into me. Within seconds, I felt his cock explode inside of me, and I resumed sliding slowly back and forth, enjoying the feel of his cock painting the inside of my pussy with his hot cum. Leaning over, I gave him a sweet kiss and lay down on top of him for a while. I closed my eyes and felt my eyes well up for real this time as I let him hold me one last time.
"I love you," he whispered.
"I love you, too." I rolled over onto my side. Tommy put his arm around my waist for a few minutes, but, as was his habit, he eventually rolled over onto his back.
I waited until I could tell by his breathing that he was asleep, then carefully slid out of the bed. I slipped the robe back on, and, leaning over the nightstand, I set the alarm for ten minutes from now. Looking down at Tommy, I bent down and risked giving him a soft kiss on his cheek.
"I'm sorry, honey," I whispered.
I quickly left the room and walked out into the parlor. Brendan had shut the light off, but was still watching TV.
He looked up as I came in. "Can't sleep?" he asked.
Without a word, I walked over in front of the couch and untied the robe, letting it drop to the floor.
Brendan gasped but made no effort to look away from my naked body.
I smiled at him. "Do you like what you see?"
He finally looked away. "I can't," he said, "Tommy's my friend."
"What Tommy doesn't know won't hurt him." Reaching down, I grabbed the bottom of his t-shirt and tugged on it.
Brendan hesitated for just a moment, then raised his hands over his head. After tossing his shirt to the side, I grabbed the back of his head and shoved his face into my right tit. He eagerly sucked almost my entire tit into his mouth as his arms encircled my waist and gave my ass a hard squeeze.
Shoving him back against the couch, I dropped to my knees, and, after pulling his pants off, I grabbed his cock and in one smooth motion, took it all the way down my throat. Brendan moaned loudly as I started sucking him fast and hard.
As I was blowing him, sucking on my second cock of the night, I found myself recalling my days at the strip clubs. Blowing guys for drugs and doing it as if it meant nothing. There was nothing in me that wanted him. He was just a means to an end.
He was moaning like an idiot and I could already feel his thighs trembling. I slid his cock from between my lips and, glancing over at the clock, saw I still had five minutes. At this rate, Brendan would cum too soon.
Standing up, I placed my hands on his shoulders and, after putting my feet on the couch one at a time, stood up on it. I placed my right foot on his shoulder and leaned forward, shoving my pussy into his face. Brendan immediately began licking my pussy, his tongue moving with almost a hint of desperation, he wanted it so bad. I let out a moan as I thought of what a nasty girl I was, having my clit sucked by two guys in less than a half hour.
I also had the passing thought, as he reached around and grabbed my ass, that this was supposedly Tommy's best friend.
Then again, I was supposedly his fiancée.
I looked over and saw that it was almost time. I crawled off Brendan, got on my knees, and, lowering my head to rest on my folded arms, I lifted my ass in the air. He got on his knees behind me, grabbed my hips, stopped. And whispered, "I...I don't have anything."
"I'm on the pill, now just hurry up and fuck me!" I snapped.
Brendan didn't have to be told twice. I put my head down and let out a muffled squeal as he drove his cock hard into me. He started fucking me fast and hard, but within a minute, he started to slow way down, trying not to cum quickly. I rolled my eyes, hoping to hell this loser could last longer than a teenager.
I put my head down to muffle my moans as he continued to fuck me. I heard Brendan begin to breathe harder, and his moans were sounding desperate.
I had just begun to wonder if I was going to have to let him cum and start sucking him again when Brendan gasped again.
This time, however, I heard him exclaim, "Oh shit!"
I looked up to see Tommy standing in the doorway, staring, dumbfounded at us. I felt Brendan slide his cock from inside of me.
"T..Tommy, I..." he blurted out. "She came onto to me, I..."
"Megan," Tommy whispered, staring into my eyes. "H...how could you?"
Even as he spoke, I could see the tears beginning to flow from his eyes. Without missing a beat, I smiled broadly at him and said, "Oh come on Tommy! Don't be mad!" I waggled my tongue at him provocatively. "My mouth's all yours, baby!"
Tommy started to say something, and then, backing away, he quickly turned and all but ran from the room. I heard the door slam shut and found myself unable to believe how easy that was. I heard Brendan say something behind me.
I looked back over my shoulder at him. "Well, you going to finish or what?"
*****
"That'll be your fourth Captain and Coke in an hour," the bartender said as he frowned at me. "Not to mention two shots of tequila."
But I didn't give a shit about any bar policies they might have at Finnegan's Wake. I was on a mission. "I appreciate the concern," I said, "but I'm not driving. A friend of mine's coming and I'm just getting a head start." Then I flashed him my best smile.
He nodded and went to get it. What the fuck should he care, anyway? I gave him a five dollar tip after each round. I couldn't see his problem with me sticking around.
I glanced at my wrist to check the time. Then I rolled my eyes. I didn't have a watch anymore. Jake's girlfriend had my watch. I hoped she was enjoying it. I pulled out my cell for the time.
Then my eyes drifted from my bare wrist down to my equally bare left hand. The bartender brought me the drink and after paying him, I took a sip and sighed as I thought of the events of the morning.
After Brendan finished fucking me, he packed his shit while I sat on the couch and smoked a cigarette. He came out with two duffel bags and said, "Figure I better leave."
"Okay." I blew smoke up into the air.
He hesitated. "I'm going to stay at a motel for a couple of nights until I figure something out?" he paused and with what I'm sure he thought was a sexy smile asked, "You wanna come along?"
I continued smoking. "Not for nothing, Brendan, but I could have had more fun by myself. No wonder your wife kicked you out."
"Fucking cunt," he grunted, and he left.
I did feel kind of bad. After all, my little game cost him his best friend, and who knew where he was going to stay? Then again, I sure as hell didn't twist his arm. He did very little to resist. Besides, last thing I needed was someone with a crush on me, I was trying to get rid of people in my life, not add them. I sat on the couch and, looking over at a picture of Tommy and me, I allowed myself to shed some tears for a man who had never done anything but care about me. Eventually, I fell asleep. I woke to Tommy's saying my name. I opened my eyes and regarded him silently, waiting to see what he would say. Tommy sat down next to me, and I felt a twinge of anxiety at the look of sadness on his face.
I hoped to hell he wasn't going to try to forgive me. Then what the hell would I do? Turned out I had nothing to worry about. He looked me straight in the eye and said, "It's time for you to leave. I can deal with supporting you with your problems and the baggage from your past, but I won't be humiliated like that."
I put my head down and nodded sadly.
"I can't tell you did that to me, how you could be that cruel, and being strung out is no excuse!" He stood up. "I'm going to work; I'd like you gone before I come back."
Before he walked away, I slid the diamond off of my finger and tried to give it to him.
Tommy looked at it and grunted, "You keep it. Go pawn it like you did the watch." Turning his back on me, he walked away, muttering, "Goodbye Megan. I hope you learn how to be happy someday."
I went and sat on the deck until Tommy left for work. Then, after taking a shower, I dressed in a very short red skirt, with a low-cut black shirt, and a pair of red stiletto heels. I packed up my clothes, my makeup and jewelry.
As I left, I glanced into the extra room that I had set up with an easel and did my painting in. I thought about packing up the paints, but why bother? I couldn't paint when I was fucked up, and I planned on being that way from now until my body couldn't handle it anymore.
On that note, partying cost money. It was time to see what I could scrape up.
It was payday at Sears, so I went down and grabbed my last paycheck. I shook my head in disgust as I looked at it, less than four hundred after taxes. I was thirty-one years old and making twelve dollars an hour. Hell, back in New York a couple of years ago, I was getting a hundred dollars an hour as a dominatrix at a high-end strip club. Never mind how much they paid me for private sessions. There were weeks when I made over two thousand dollars.
Yet somehow, I still managed to blow it all on, well, on blow.
That reminded me. The time was after twelve. I had a small address book in my purse, I kept telling myself to throw it out, but never did, and I looked up Julie, a girl I had lived with for a few months the last time I was in New York. Julie and I had partied together, as well as shared a bed, during that time, and she was thrilled to hear from me. I told her that I was getting tired of walking the straight and narrow and wanted to come back up for some real fun. Julie said she had an extra room then giggled as I asked her why I would need my own room. I wrote down her address and told her I would be up within a couple of days.
After cashing my check, I cleared out my meager savings, account; a whopping seven hundred dollars then headed over to the pawn shop on Broad Street where I got four hundred dollars for pawning my engagement ring, and a diamond pendant Tommy had bought me for my thirtieth birthday. I had several other pieces of decent jewelry but figured I would save them for when I would need money up in New York. I started to feel bad about selling the ring, but shrugged it off. Tommy said to do it. Why make a liar out of him? I smiled at that thought. I was already enjoying my new found freedom. Well, I wasn't free yet; there was still Mark to deal with.
Mark's being at the office today was going to make things even easier for me to get him to rid himself of me. I was already dressed slutty, all that remained was to chill out at a bar for awhile and get myself good and buzzed. I finished the drink and called over to the bartender to bring me one more shot. I salted my hand, licked it, and threw back the shot. I put a ten on the counter, and slowly made my way out of the bar.
I got into the car and drove carefully through downtown until I reached the building where Mark's firm was. Parking down the street, I walked the last block, enjoying the looks of all the guys I passed. I entered Mark's building and took the elevator up to his floor. Getting off, I made my way down to the suite of offices where my brother worked.
I walked past the receptionist, who started to say something, but stopped when I saw my brother standing in the conference room doorway and I loudly called his name. Mark was standing with Jim Howard, the head of his firm, and two other men in suits.
My timing couldn't be better!
Mark didn't hear me and as I drew closer.
I could hear one of the men, a guy with grey hair wearing a black suit, yelling, "I knew this would happen! I should have never listened to you! You're out of your league!"
My brother put his hands out and told him, "All I need is a few more days and I'll nail this."
The man shook his head. "I've looked bad long enough!"
I saw Mark start to talk, but Jim got in front of him and started talking softly to the guy, his hands up in a placating gesture. As he spoke Mark, stepped back and started to speak with the other man who had been standing there.
Taking a deep breath, I started walking towards them and called out, "Hey, Mark!"
They all turned to look at me. I gave a big smile and wave, even though I was only a few feet away from them. One of the men's eyes dropped down to my long legs, but Jim and the guy who had been yelling at Mark simply stared at me. I let my eyes focus on Mark and saw his eyes widen as I approached. I knew that he could tell I was drunk and an 'oh shit' look appeared on his face. I walked past the guy who had been yelling and, reaching Mark, I threw my arms around his shoulders and gave him a huge wet kiss on his cheek.
"Surprise!" I exclaimed.
"Megan," Mark whispered. "What the hell are you..."
"I came to see you!" I said, still standing with my arm around his neck.
"Sis, please," he said softly. "You can't..."
The guy in the black suit asked, "And who exactly do we have here, Mark? One of your little playmates?"
"No, Barry," Mark said quietly. "This is my sister Megan."
"Your sister?" Barry asked, looking me up and down.
"Yup!" I said, giving him a huge smile. "See the resemblance?" I pressed my cheek to Mark's face.
Mark quickly pulled away from me. I turned to look at him and he said quietly in Latin, "Get out Megan! Please!"
The other man laughed and said, "I do actually, but I have to say you're much prettier."
"I don't know about that!" I laughed loudly, too loudly, and I quickly reaching out and pinched Mark's cheek. "My little brother is beautiful!"
Barry shook his head, and I saw Jim behind him pointing at Mark, then at me.
"Well, Megan," Barry said my name with disdain. "Your brother is a little busy at the moment. We are discussing..."
"You weren't discussing," I said, shaking my head. "You were yelling." I now nodded sadly. "Yelling at my brother." I made a clucking sound with my tongue. "Not very nice, Barry."
"I..." Barry looked at my brother. "Mr. Phillips, do you think you could have this little family reunion on your time?"
As Barry spoke, I stared hard at him. I had seen him somewhere before. Mark was uncharacteristically stammering, but I didn't hear. I was trying to think. Then it dawned on me where I had seen good ole Barry.
Oh, this was just getting better by the minute!
"Hey! I know you!" I said, tapping Barry on the chest. "I've seen you before."
"I'm the attorney general dear," Barry said condescendingly. "I'm sure you've seen me on the news."
"I know who you are," I said, smirking. "I voted for the other guy," I laughed. "So did Mark."
"Megan!" Mark snapped.
"Well..." Barry began, but I cut him off.
"Nope, I know where I've seen you." I winked at him. "Down at Mario's, you used to come in through the back, and stay in the VIP room!"
"I...I don't go to those places, young lady, I think you..."
"Oh, no, I don't forget a face." I smiled. "See, I worked there for a couple of months and saw you a few times." Stepping away from my brother, I did a playful spin. "You don't recognize me?"
"I'm telling you..."
"Well, I guess you wouldn't. I mean, I'm wearing clothes now, and I'm sure you weren't looking at my face."
"Mark, do something," Jim snapped.
"Megan, I need to talk to you," Mark said, grabbing my arm.
"You're wrong," Barry said. "I never saw you at any...."
"Sure you did, but only on stage," I laughed again as Mark began to guide me into the conference room. "If I remember right, you had a thing for blonds! Used to take them in the back..."
I stopped as my brother all but threw me into the conference room and slammed the door, and pulling the blinds down on the window turned to face me.
"What the fuck is wrong with you?" he exclaimed.
"Aww, don't be mad!" I stepped up and put my arms around his neck. "I came to visit you, little brother!" I leaned into him. "Give your sexy big sister a kiss."
"You're drunk!" Mark snapped, pushing me away from him.
"Well, duh," I said, giggling. "And I really did see that guy at Mario's." I pursed my lips in thought. "Come to think of it, I may have even given him a lap dance." I shrugged. "Who knows? I used to be all messed up there."
"Megan..."
"Mark!" I smiled at him.
Mark looked as if he were about to snap. I waited. Instead, he put his head down for a moment, then, looking back at me, said quietly "Megan, you need to leave. Please, sis, this could cost me my job!"
"You don't want to see me?" I asked.
"Not now. I'll see you later." He put his hand on my shoulder. "Just go home."
"I don't have a home," I said, shrugging.
"What do you mean?"
"Tommy threw me out, see!" I showed Mark my bare left hand.
"Oh, Megan," Mark said softly. "What did..."
"I mean, jeez, fuck a guy's best friend on his couch and he gets all upset!" I let out that giggle that I knew Mark hated. The one I only made when I was drunk. "So I got nowhere to go Mark!" I reached out to touch his face. "So I came to see you!"



"You can't be here Megan," he said. "Especially like this."
"Like what?" I asked. "Fucked up? You don't want your friends to know your sister's a loser, that it, little brother?"
"Megan, get out!" Mark snapped. "I don't have time for your shit right now!"
"Oh, that's nice!" I snapped back at him. "Yesterday you said nothing else was more important, but now...."
"Here!" Mark reached into his pocket and handed me a set of keys. "Get out of here and go to my place. Go sleep it off, and I'll be there later."
Before I could speak, there was a knock on the door.
"Mark?" It was Jim. "Get your ass out here. He's going to leave!"
Grabbing me by the arm Mark pulled me back to the door. "Now keep your mouth shut and go wait for me!"
"Yes sir!" I said.
Mark was just starting to open the door when I quickly turned into him and, catching him off guard, I kissed him hard on the lips. The door was part way open and Mark spun me to the side and away from him so hard I almost fell. Grabbing me by the arm again, he practically dragged me through the door and back out into the foyer. As soon as we were out, Mark called out, "Joe!"
I looked up to see the security guard get up from the desk and come over.
"Take my sister downstairs and walk her to her car, please."
"Of course," Joe said and gave me a smile. "Right this way, miss."
"Oh, fine," I said to Mark. "I see how you are. Put a suit on you and you forget where you came from." I made a disgusted noise. "Sorry I have problems! Can't all be perfect like they think you are!"
"Ma'am please," Joe said quietly next to me.
"Okay," I nodded and started to walk with him.
As we passed Barry, who was looking in the other direction, I pulled away from Joe and standing directly in front of him, I looked into his eyes and whispered in my best smoky voice, "Hey baby, you just sit back and let Raven give you a little show." Barry's eyes widened and I smiled wickedly at him. "Oh, you do recognize me, don't you baby?"
I quickly turned away from him and, after winking at Mark, who looked as if he wanted to crawl into a hole, I took Joe's arm.
"Lead the way!" I said happily, then squeezing his arm added loudly. "Hey you're in real good shape! What are you doing later?"
Joe rolled his eyes, but laughed and gave me a smile as we walked away. Behind us I heard the other guy say, "Mark, is that lipstick on your mouth?"
I smiled as Joe led me down the corridor.
Oh, was I going to get it when my brother got home.
*****
I was standing in the middle of my forest, and for the first time in years, I felt at peace. I smiled as I looked around to see several small animals scurrying through the thick bushes, and running across the branches of the tall trees. I took a deep breath, enjoying the fresh clean air and, bending over, removed my shoes. I began to walk along, reveling in the feeling of the thick, soft grass beneath my bare feet.
It had been a long time since I had been here, but nothing had changed, it was as beautiful and peaceful as ever. I came upon the small pond that I would always sit by and saw that my easel was still set up there, as if I had never left. I sat on the edge of the pond, dipped my toes into the cool water and, looking around, felt tears of happiness fill my eyes. It was absolutely perfect here, no pain or sorrow, no struggles or humiliation. Just peace.
That peace was shattered by the loud beeping of Mark's alarm clock. Swinging my arm out to the side, I hit the button to shut it off, and, rolling over onto my back, stared at my reflection in the mirrored ceiling. Knowing that this was the last time I would be lying in Mark's amazing bed, I had stripped naked, and I loved the look of my ivory skin on his black sheets. As I stretched, I thought back to my dream of my forest. It had been years since I had been able to will myself to go there, but I had no doubt that it would be waiting for me when I left this place of pain.
My attention turned back to my reflection, and I arched my back further, pushing out my perky tits and stretching my long legs. I'd had quite a bit to drink, and, after driving the few blocks to Mark's apartment and letting myself in, and had gone straight to bed. It had been two-thirty, and gambling that Mark, if for no other reason than to avoid me, would not be home for a few hours, I set the alarm for five and went out like a light. At first, I was surprised that I didn't wake up with a hangover, and then thought that this was yet another sign that I was doing the right thing. Even knowing what was coming with my brother, I felt rested and relaxed.
I watched in the mirror as I slowly slid my long red-tipped nails along the soft skin of my stomach, then reaching my tits, I cupped them, and moaned softly as I began playing with my nipples. I let my right hand trail down between my open legs, and moaned again as I slipped my finger into my always eager pussy. I slipped my finger from inside and started rubbing my clit in hard fast circles, while squeezing my nipple harder.
"Oh yes, little brother," I whispered. "Oh just like that! Look at you licking your big sister's pussy."
I gasped as I could already feel an orgasm building within me. As good as I looked playing with myself, I closed my eyes and envisioned my beautiful little brother over me, thrusting that huge, hard cock into his sister's needy little pussy. My fingers began stroking my clit faster and feeling myself right on the edge, gave my nipple a hard twist. I threw my head back and cried out my brother's name as I came, writhing and squealing on his bed. I removed my hand from my pussy, and after bringing my fingers to my lips so I could suck on them, let out a long sigh. I would miss this incredible bed nowhere near as much as I would miss my brother, but I knew it would be for the best.
Forcing myself to get up, I slipped my red thong back on, but left my clothes on the floor. Walking over to Mark's closet, I found the short black silk robe that I'd left here, because he loved me in it. I left the bedroom and, going over to the small bar Mark had in the living room, I grabbed a glass and a bottle of Southern Comfort. I sat down on the couch after filling the glass and taking a couple of sips, picked up my purse where I had left it on the floor. I removed one of the two packets of cocaine I had bought and opening it, poured it directly onto Mark's glass coffee table. I went back into the purse and finding the razor blade I had folded up into a napkin, used it to cut the coke into four lines. I rolled up a twenty and did the first line.
"Damn!" I exclaimed.
The only advantage to being straight for a few months was that I had lost my tolerance and the coke hit me hard. Grabbing the glass of Southern, I sat back on the couch and waited for Mark to come home.
It wasn't an easy wait, as even though I was steadily sipping at my drink, the cocaine was calling to me. I told myself I still had another gram and why not? But I had no idea when Mark would be home, and I knew I would want some for afterwards, to take the sting out of how guilty I would feel when I made my brother throw me out of his life. I held off, and just sat there, staring off into space and wondering how long it would be before I would get to stay in my forest all the time. Weeks, maybe months. Who knew? I planned on having as much fun as possible before I went.
I sat up quickly when I heard Mark's key in the front door. Leaning over the table, I quickly did two lines in succession, leaving the last one. I put my glass down next to it so it would not be visible right away. I heard Mark close the door behind him in the hallway. I leaned back on the couch and stretched my legs out. Mark entered the room and I felt my heart begin to race from something other than the coke as I saw the look of anger already on his face. "Hey baby," I said. "Why so late? Your sexy sister's been waiting for you."
"Cut the shit, Megan!" Mark snapped at me as he stood in front of the couch. "I can't believe you came to see me like that! What the hell is wrong with you?"
"Oh, come on, Mark!" I laughed, sitting up. "I was just playing. Those stiffs looked like they could use some fun!"
"Oh, they had some fun alright! They had a lot of fun asking me all about my fucked up sister, was she really a stripper? Hey, Barry, did she really dance for you?"
"I might have," I shrugged, then laughed. "John's, Barry's they all look the same after a while."
Before he could say anything, I stood up from the couch and walked up to him.
"What about you, baby, you look like you could use a little fun yourself."
I reached out to put my hand on his shoulder, but he shoved it away.
"You think this is funny, Megan? Think ruining my career is funny?"
"Oh, come on," I told him. "They'll get over it they..."
"They took me off the fucking case!" Mark yelled.
I stopped for a moment as what he said sank in.
"They did?" I asked softly.
"Yeah, sis, they did, Jim's going to try to get them to change their minds tomorrow, but it isn't looking good!"
That case was my brother's shot at junior partner, a launching point for his career. No, I told myself, this was perfect and Mark would get another chance, he was too good not too.
"Well, hey, look at the bright side!" I said, spreading my arms open. "Now you'll have plenty of time to spend with me!"
"Megan, you are the last person I want to fucking spend time with right now!" he yelled at me.
"Awww," I gave him the pout. "You don't mean that, little brother." I walked up to him and, batting my eyelashes, said. "Come on, baby, let me make it up to you! Let your nasty big sister show you what she does best."
"What's that, sis, fuck shit up?"He asked, stepping away again. "I can't fucking believe you did that to me!" he yelled. "I'm good to you, Megan, for a long time I was the only one that was, and you do this to me?"
"All about you huh, Mark?" I asked, shaking my head. "Your job, your reputation, oh, poor you!" I put my hand on my chest. "Your poor sister doesn't even have a place to live, and it's all about you!"
"You don't have a place to live because you're a drunken whore!" Mark snarled at me. "And damn straight my job matters! I've worked my ass off to prove I'm better than all those rich little pricks that have had their jobs handed to them!"
"Yeah, 'better than' is exactly what you are these days, isn't it, Mark?" I asked him. "Better than your sister who made you what you are, now you call me a whore!"
"You didn't make me, I..."
"You were sitting in a corner of a group home when we found you," I reminded him. "Staring at walls and talking to your little friend in your head. The only person you talked to until you met me. But, hey, you don't owe me for anything, right? You would have done just fine for yourself!"
"You," He stopped and seemed to notice the bottle on the table for the first time. "You're fucking drunk again." He shook his head. "There's no point in yelling at you, you're not even going to remember it."
"You know, little brother, you're right." I approached him again and this time he let my hand drift up to his face. "We shouldn't be fighting, especially because," I held up my left hand, "I'm a free woman again! We can play now."
"Megan, I don't even want to see you, never mind fuck you. Go to bed."
He turned and started walking away from me.
"Hey!" I exclaimed. "Don't tell me you don't want me, you always want your sister!"
Mark turned back to me. "You're not my sister." He said quietly. "My sister wouldn't hurt me like that."
As Mark spoke I saw to my dismay that the angry look had left his face and he looked upset. He was giving in to his hurt rather than getting mad like he always did. Well, one way to fix that.
"That's not true, Mark, see this" I pointed at myself, "is your sister."
Reaching down, I picked up the glass and took a huge swallow.
"So I like to party, who cares? Better learn to deal with it, Mark, because I'm tired of playing good girl!"
"Megan, you're drunk." He said simply. "Just go to bed and...."
As he spoke I put the glass down on the table next to the coke, banging it loudly. Mark's eyes followed the noise, and he stopped in mid-sentence as his eyes found the white powder. I watched in sick anticipation as I saw his eyes darken.
"You..." he stopped as if he couldn't get the words out. "You... brought coke into my house." He finished, his voice trembling.
"Well, yeah, where else was I..."
"Are you out of your fucking mind?!?" he screamed at me. "I'm working for the fucking state! I have people fucking watching my every move, and you bring coke into my fucking house?"
"Mark I..."
"What the fuck is the matter with you?" he demanded. "Jesus fucking Christ, Megan, how dare you do this to me!"
"Well it's not like I bought it here or..."
"I don't care where you bought it!" Mark shouted. "I...I knew you were drinking, but fucking coke again, Meg? Do you like being a fucking loser? You want to be called 'easy bake' again?"
"What if I do?" I asked, letting out a deliberate giggle. "Megan's boring, 'easy bake' is fun!"
As Mark stared angrily at me, I laughed.
"Speaking of fun!"
Stepping away from him I went over to the table and, grabbing the twenty, went to do the last line.
"No!!" Mark cried out.
"Oh I... oh shit!" I exclaimed.
Mark had stepped forward and kicked the coffee table. The glass shattered and the bottle of Southern went into the air to break against the wall, showering his expensive couch with its contents.
"Don't you ever do that shit in front of me!" Mark screamed in my face.
"You asshole!" I snapped, recovering from my shock. "That was expensive stuff!" Then I smiled and started to undo my robe. "Now you have to make it up to me by fucking me nice and hard!"
"You're fucking sick!" Mark said. He was breathing heard, and as I watched he put his hand to his temple and winced. "I don't want you, Megan."
"Oh, going to play hard to get, are you?" I asked as I stepped up to him. "Okay, please, Mark?"
I reached out to touch his face and cried out in surprise and pain as, with a backhanded swing, he slapped my hand away from him.
"Don't fucking touch me!" he yelled at me. "I don't want you, you fucking skank! You want to get laid, go back to selling yourself on the fucking corner, but stay the hell away from me!"
I looked at my hand, shocked. When I looked back up at Mark, he was also looking at my hand, and then turning quickly, he began to walk towards his bedroom.
"Hey!" I yelled. "Don't you dare walk away from me!"
I began to follow him down the hallway.
"Who the hell do you think you are, treating me like that?" I demanded.
"Stay away from me," Mark yelled over his shoulder as he reached his bedroom.
"Or what?" I asked, catching up with him. "You think I'm afraid... hey!"
I jumped back as, entering his room; Mark slammed the door in my face. I heard a click as he locked it.
"Get your ass out here," I yelled through the door. "Face me like a man, you little bitch!"
I found I was really mad. I, of course, had wanted to piss Mark off, but I wanted him to at least want to take it out on me, take his sister one more time before I made him truly hate me. I was also angry that Mark kept getting mad, but then seemed to keep calming himself down, as if he didn't really want to fight. I banged on the door again.
"What's the matter, Mark? Can't handle me anymore? Used to those little girls you fuck with?"
"At least I know where they've been!" he yelled through the door. "Now either go to sleep, or go get wasted somewhere, but stay the fuck away from me!"
Mark had screamed this so loud, I stepped back away from the door. I shook my head. This was not going to work. If I let it go here, Mark would go to bed, and by tomorrow morning he would try to reason with me. Looking down at the doorknob, I remembered that I still had the keys Mark gave me at his office. Walking back out into the parlor, I grabbed the keys and, making my way back to his bedroom, inserted the key and, turning it, quickly shoved the door open and entered the room.
Mark had lit the candelabras and was standing in front of his bureau. He had removed his shirt and was starting to undo his belt when he turned to look at me.
"Get the fuck out of my room!" he snarled.
"No!" I said, walking right up to him. "You do not tell me what to do you little shit, you got that?" I asked him. "You remember your place!"
I pointed down at my feet.
"Get on your knees and..."
"I told you I don't want you!" Mark snapped.
I forced myself to hold my ground as Mark stood directly in front of me, his bulging eyes looking into mine.
"This isn't the game, Megan, I am not touching you, I will not lower myself to touch, a fucking crack whore, even if it's you! Now get out!"
Mark grabbed my arm and shoved me towards the door.
"How dare you..." I began, feeling my own temper rising.
"Dare I what? Say the truth? You're a fucking drunken whore, Megan, a weak-willed, lying, stealing, fucking skank!"
"I..." I was speechless at the amount of sheer venom in my brother's voice.
"You're a disgrace!" he continued. "A failure! All you do is hurt the people who help you, and I'm fucking sick of it!
He gave me another shove towards the door.
"Tell you what? Think you're so funny? Go see Mom like that!" Mark yelled. "Go show Denise what her little girl has been up to! I..."
Mark stopped, as hearing my mother mentioned sent me over the edge. I swung my right hand up and caught my brother hard across the face. Mark's eyes widened and I swear they began to get even darker.
"You... hit me." he whispered.
"Don't you talk about my mother!" I yelled in his face. "She doesn't deserve..."
"An addict for a daughter!" Mark finished. "That's what she doesn't deserve you fucking..."
I hit him again, this time with my left hand and even harder, hard enough that I felt the impact all the way up my arm. Mark's head snapped to the side, and when he whipped it around, I was already swinging with my right again. I cried out as he caught my wrist, and, as I tried to pull it away, he squeezed hard enough to make me cry out in pain. Still holding my wrist, Mark yanked me into him;
"For the last time get away from me you... Oww!"
With a rage driven by the cocaine, I reached up and, hooking my fingers into a claw, raked them across Mark's neck, drawing blood. Taking advantage of his surprise, I yanked my hand free and swung up and around, slapping him in the mouth with the back of my hand.
"Take that back!" I screamed as I hit him. "Take... huh!"
I gasped as moving faster than my eyes could follow, Mark's left hand came up and grabbed my throat. My rage was replaced by a stab of fear as I looked into my brother's face. His eyes were not only black, but were bulging. The veins in his neck were standing out, and his lip was curled into a snarl. Worse, I could feel his hand trembling around my neck, as his powerful fingers dug into my soft skin.
"Oh, you fucking bitch." Mark hissed, blood dripping from his mouth.
"M...Mark...you're hurting me," I choked out.
"You wanted the game." He whispered.
"N..no I..."
I cried out again as Mark's hand left my throat to grab a fist full of my hair. He grabbed it close to the back of my head, pulling it hard and forcing me to bend my head back.
"Oh, yes, whore, it's time you were shown your place once and for all."
The thought of Mark fucking me in his present state frightened me, and, despite my plan, I found myself trying to stop him.
"I...I'm sorry Mark," I whispered as my eyes filled up with tears from the pain in my scalp.
"Sorry? Damn straight you're sorry, sorriest fucking whore I've ever seen." He smiled through the blood in his mouth. "But not sorry enough. Now get on your knees!" he snapped.



"No," I said, trying to shake my head in his grip.
"No?"
"Mark p...please,"
"Too late to beg, slut, now get on your fucking knees!" Mark grabbed my shoulder with his other hand and pushed down hard, trying to get me to kneel.
"I said no!" I yelled and, reaching up, slashed at his face with my nails again.
Mark whipped his head to the side and, stepping back, grabbed my hair even tighter and, spinning his body to the right, threw me forward. I staggered forward and slammed into the foot of the bed. The bed was set high, and as my hips hit the edge, I put my hands out catching myself, and tried to stand up. Mark shoved me hard in the back, bending me over the bed.
"Stay there!"
I pushed up with my hands trying to stand, but the bed was soft and even with one hand, he was far stronger than I was. Mark flipped the robe up over my hips and, grabbing my thong, yanked hard. I yelped in pain as the thong was literally torn off of me.
"Mark, I don't want..."
"Shut up!" Mark shouted and, raising his right hand up, swung it down hard, slapping me in the ass.
I yelled as the slap, which sounded like a gunshot in the room, connected. Mark had never hit me so hard. I moaned as the hot stinging pain seared through the right side of my ass. I cried out even louder as Mark brought his hand back around, catching the left side of my ass with an equally vicious slap.
"Oh, God, Mark!"
I tried to push up again, but Mark reached down and, grabbing my wrists, yanked my arms back, causing me to fall on my face on the bed. I groaned as Mark forced my arms behind my back until my wrists were pinned together. I lifted my head and in the headboard saw the reflection of my ass in the opposite mirror. Both my cheeks were crimson and I could see the imprint of each of Mark's fingers on the right side. I pushed my legs hard against the bed, trying again to stand.
"Stop squirming!"
I squealed in pain as Mark forced my wrists up to just under my shoulder blades, sending a shooting pain through my arms. Mark shifted his grip so that both of my thin wrists were in his right hand. I looked in the mirror and saw him undoing his belt with his left.
"Mark, stop it!" I called out. "I... ohhh!'
I was cut off by a sharp pain as, pulling his belt off, Mark flipped it up to form a loop and brought it down hard across the right side of my ass.
"I said shut the fuck up!!"
"Little brother, please you're hurting. No! No!"
I kept yelping as he kept whipping the belt back and forth, dealing both sides of my ass several hard blows. I whimpered and there were tears of pain flowing down my cheeks as my brother continued whipping me. After one more stinging blow, Mark leaned over me and I felt him wrap the belt around my wrists. Leaning back, he tugged on the end of the belt, lifting me up off of the bed.
"Oww! Stop!" I yelled as the pain increased in my shoulders.
Mark shoved me back onto the bed, letting my wrists go, unzipped his pants and pushed them down. I saw his massive cock spring free in the mirror, stepping up to me; he started slapping it hard across my ass, causing the stinging to get worse. Mark lowered his cock to the lips of my pussy, and I began moving my hips back and forth, squirming so he couldn't push it in. I yelped as Mark hooked his ankle around mine and, pulling hard, forced me to spread my legs open. I gasped in pain as with one hard thrust, my brother drove his huge cock into my pussy.
"Fuck you're not even wet!" Mark snarled. "What do I have to be paying you to get you hot, you little whore?"
"Oh, please, stop, Mark!" I cried out.
"Stop?" he asked as he started driving his cock into me. "This is what you wanted, wasn't it, whore?"
"No, not like..."
"You take it anyway I give it to you, you fucking pig!" Mark yelled.
I buried my face into the bed, yelping into it each time Mark pulled his huge cock out and drove it back in again. I closed my eyes, hoping he would cum quick. He always calmed down after he came.
"Look at me when I fuck you!" Mark demanded.
I kept my face down, then screamed in pain as Mark yanked hard on the belt, forcing me up off the bed.
"I said fucking look at me!"
I looked at him and whimpered in fear. Mark was gone; I could see it in his eyes. They were as black as the night and the light of the candelabra's reflecting in the mirrors made them appear as if they were glowing. There was blood flowing down his chin as well as his chest from where his neck was bleeding. Every muscle in his arms and chest was bulging as he used all of his strength to slam his huge dick into my unwilling pussy. I screamed again as, leaning forward, Mark grabbed my long black hair and pulled my head back.
"How do you look, you fucking whore?"
My answer turned into a series of yelps as, pulling me back further, Mark angled his hips and started driving himself even deeper into me. I looked at my own face and saw the fear in my eyes. Mark saw it, too, and as our eyes met in the mirror, he gave me an evil smile.
"Beg, you fucking whore."
I simply yelped again, then screamed as Mark let my hair go and, raising his arm as high as he could, delivered a slap that sent a wave of pain shooting down my leg.
"I said beg!"
I took a deep breath and was ready to say please when another wave of that new found clarity forced itself into my mind.
This was what I wanted.
I wanted Mark to be this hard on me. Wanted him to hate me. If I begged, he would let up.
I needed to push him even further. He was hurting me, but I could handle it.
"Beg?" I gasped out. "Like your little girls do?" I forced myself to laugh. "Please! I've been handling you for years!"
Despite my best efforts to hold it back, I yelped as my brother dealt me three hard slaps across my ass.
"Yeah, go ahead, hit me!" I snapped, looking him in the eye in the mirror. "Fuck me harder!"
Mark pulled me up further until I was almost standing up. Leaning back, he braced himself with one arm on the bureau. I grunted as he began driving his hips as hard as he could, fucking me so hard, I felt my feet lifting each time he thrust into me.
"That the best you got little brother?" I asked him in the mirror. "Think you're going to make me beg?" I laughed. "Think you can take me? Never forget who took who, you pathetic loser!"
Mark threw me forward, sending me face-first on the bed. Letting go of the belt, he grabbed my hips with both hands, and started slamming me even harder.
"That's right, Mark, I took you! Took you back when you were a virgin, lying in your bed, jerking off!"
Mark slapped my ass again, but I barely felt it. The rush of my own adrenalin mixed with the drug was overcoming the pain.
"Shut up, bitch!" He snarled.
"That's right; you couldn't even score with Krissy! You needed your sister to make you a man, to teach you how to fuck!"
I looked up into the mirror and smiled.
"You can take me, and you can hurt me, but that's all you can do!" I laughed. "I broke you, Mark, so go ahead and keep fucking me, you'll never break me!"
My brother stopped fucking me, and I saw a wicked smirk appear on his face.
"Oh no?" he asked softly. "Well let's find out."
Mark pulled his cock from his pussy and sliding it up, pushed the tip of it against my ass.
My eyes widened and I gasped, "No!!"
He wouldn't! He couldn't do that to me I...
"Yes!" Mark said, and with no hesitation, he shoved his cock into my ass.
I screamed, not just in pain, but in fear as I felt my brother's enormous cock push into me. I screamed again as I could feel myself tearing as he forced himself deeper.
"Oh god pleeeese!" I screamed. "Oh please stop!!! Oh Mark nooooo!" I howled.
"Louder!" Mark snapped, and with one more thrust buried himself into me.
I wailed in agony as my ass was filled with fiery pain. Mark held his cock still then sliding it all the way out, slammed it back into me again. I screamed and screamed again as he began fucking me hard and fast.
"Oh no no no!" I sobbed.
Somehow in the midst of my pain, I remembered the safe word we had created years ago
"Cease!" I cried out. "Cease Mark!!"
"You should have ceased!"He yelled. "Now take what you deserve!"
Mark reared back and started fucking me even harder.
"Oh cease," I sobbed again. "Oh god please cease!! Ohhh."
My words turned into another wail of pain as Mark grabbed the belt and pulled me up, angling his cock even deeper into me. I closed my eyes and screamed long and loud as the tearing burning pain increased.
I closed my eyes, and when I opened them, things had changed. I was no longer in my brother's bedroom, nor was it him fucking me. In the mirror in front of me, I saw myself back in the bad place, and behind me forcing me into the bed was Frank. He was smiling and laughing as I screamed and squealed. I was wearing a pink night shirt and was on top of my teddy bear, Rosco, hugging him as if he could help me. "All done," Frank said, pulling his cock from me. I saw blood on it. Then with a laugh, Frank said, "Just kidding."' And he shoved it back in.
I blinked and saw it was not Frank, but Mark behind me, hurting me. His face was transformed into a mask of lust and rage, and his smile broadened each time I screamed. As I watched, Mark turned back into Frank.
"Stay still you little bitch you know you love it!"
"Mommyyyyyy!" I shrieked. "Mommy! Help me!! Mommyyyyyy!"
Behind me Frank gasped, and amidst the pain I felt that nasty hot sticky stuff spraying into me. I wailed one last time, then screamed as I felt myself yanked up to a standing position. Mark removed the belt from my wrists and stepped back from me.
I immediately fell onto the floor, my back against the bureau. Drawing my knees up to my chest I hugged them and started to sob.
"Now who's broken?" Mark sneered.
I looked up at him standing in front of me and saw that there was blood on his cock. I wailed for my mother again, and then everything went dark.
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"Megan?"
I jerked my head up at the sound of my name. I opened my eyes to see Mark on his knees in front of me, his hands on my shoulders. For a second I was unsure of where I was or what had just happened. No, wait. I knew, I had just had a terrible nightmare. I had dreamt of Frank hurting me, and somehow, it had turned into my brother doing it. Blinking my stinging eyes, I wondered why I was sitting on the floor, and realized that Mark looked as if he were crying.
"Megan!" he said again, "A...are you okay? I...I'm sorry! I..."
I shifted on the floor, and became aware of an all too familiar burning pain down where Frank used too... My eyes widened as it all came back to me. It hadn't been a nightmare! My brother had...
"You hurt me!" I screamed at him, lashing out with my arms, knocking his hands from my shoulders. "You... you hurt me!"
"I...I know!" he exclaimed, a stricken look on his face. "Sis, I didn't mean...." He stopped and blurted out. "Oh, Megan, I'm so sorry! Let me help you..."
As he spoke, Mark reached out to me.
I screamed and, cringing against the bureau, put my hands over my head.
"Don't hurt me!" I cried out. "Oh, please don't hurt me! I...I'll be a good girl, I promise." I began sobbing uncontrollably.
"Oh, fuck!" Mark snapped.
I was watching him through my tear-filled eyes and saw him put his head into his hands. As I continued staring at him, my heart pounding in fear that he was going to hurt me some more, I saw him shake his head back and forth.
"No, no no!" Mark was crying to himself, his shoulders shaking.
Putting my hands on the floor, I started to crawl away from him.
"Megan, come here." Mark said behind me.
I felt his hand grab my shoulder and immediately dropped onto my side and curled myself into a ball."Please no more please!" I moaned. As I brought my legs up to my chest, the pain down there became worse, and I whimpered. "Oh it hurts!"
"Come here, sis," Mark said softly.
As he spoke, he reached underneath me. Sliding his arm under my side, he lifted me into a sitting position and then, leaning forward, he tried to put his arms around me.
"No!" I yelled. I pushed against his chest hard enough to make him fall backwards, and his back hit the bed,
"Megan, let me..."
"You hurt me, Mark!" I screamed again. "You hurt me like he used to hurt me!" I sobbed again. "Oh, you hurt me so bad!"
"I..." Mark started but I cut him off, wailing. "I want my mommy!"
"Meg!" Mark said firmly. "Y... you're not a little kid anymore, it's..."
"I want Mom!" I yelled in his face. "I want to see my mom!" I began sobbing again.
"Megan, I can't take you to her I..."
"You won't because I'm going to tell her you hurt me!"
I did want my mom, she would make it better, she always did! Mom would never let anyone hurt me, not even my brother! Moving quickly, I got my legs under me and jumped to my feet. My sudden movement caught Mark by surprise. He was still sitting on the floor, and, as he started to get up, I swung my knee into him. The blow caught him in the shoulder, knocking him onto his back. I ran for the bedroom door and had just reached it when Mark grabbed onto my robe from behind and hauled me back into the room.
"Megan, stop! Calm down, sis, please!"
I spun around, swinging wildly, and I felt the back of my hand connect with Mark's face. I swung the rest of the way around to face him."Don't fucking touch me!" I shouted in his face. "You raped me, you bastard!"
"Megan," he said softly. "I... I'm sorry!" There were tears on his cheeks and, as he held his hands up in front of him, I saw they were shaking."I... I... I told you to leave me alone, and you kept..." Mark stopped then let out a sob of his own. "I...I didn't mean it, sis! I...."
"You meant it!" I screamed at him. "You wanted to hurt me! You hurt me just like he did!"My fright had transformed into rage, and I swung at his face again. Mark's hand caught my wrist, but quickly let it go as I shrieked, "Get your fucking hands off of me!"As soon as Mark had let go I lashed out and slapped him in the face with my right hand. Even as his face was turning I was swinging my left."You fucking animal!"
The slap caught Mark solidly, snapping his head to the right. Curling my right hand into a fist, I came around and punched him in the mouth. The blow had everything I had behind it and my brother's head rocked back and he staggered.
I had a chance to run, but instead, I stepped forward and swung my left around and slammed it into my stunned brother's right eye. "Yeah, not so easy that I'm not tied up, is it!" I snarled, swinging my right again.
Catching his balance Mark caught my fist in the palm of his hand. "Megan, stop! Please, sis!"As he spoke Mark put his hand up in a defensive gesture.
"Let me go!" I cried out. "Don't you raise your hands to me!"
Mark let me go and I swung at his face catching him in the jaw.
"Stop it!" Mark shouted as he stepped back from me.
"Stop?" I demanded, swinging at him again. "Like you stopped?"
Mark ducked the first swing, but I had already thrown an uppercut with my other hand. The blow caught him on the chin, and I felt my nails stab into the soft flesh of my palm from the impact. Ignoring the pain, I hit him again, this time in the left side of his face.
"I begged you to stop and you kept hurting me!" I yelled, coming forward and swinging wildly at him.
Mark stepped back and banged into the wall. He hadn't been expecting it, and I was able to take advantage of his surprise. The punch I had thrown hit him squarely in the nose. His head snapped back, slamming into the wall, and he staggered to the side. Stepping right up to him, and, as he had taught me, I bent my arm, and, swinging it up and around, hit him in the side of the head with my elbow. Mark grunted and, when I swung again, brought his arm up, blocking it.
"You were smiling!" I yelled, swinging again. "You got off on me screaming! You loved raping me!"
"No, Megan, no!" Mark gasped. "I... I'm sorry!"
"Sorry?" I screamed. "Not yet, you're not! Isn't that what you said? Before you..." I swung another elbow at him that he blocked with his forearm. "Before you..." I stopped and felt a something come over me. It was rage, a rage that I hadn't felt since that night in the Wolfs Den when they were beating my brother. I took a deep breath and screamed. "Before you raped me!"
Mark started to say something, but it was drowned out by my howl of rage. Stepping forward, I began swinging my arms at him, throwing punch after punch at his head. Mark couldn't move backwards and at this point was afraid to grab me. As my punches rained down on him, he tried to block them. Under ordinary circumstances my brother would have been much faster than me, but he was upset and scared, and my blows were fueled by both hate and the cocaine that was still flowing through me. For the first time in our lives, Mark was the one cowering and I was the one in a rage.
As I continued to pummel him, many of the blows got past him, hitting him in the head and face. Finally, after I landed a particularly hard blow to his mouth, Mark simply covered his head with his arms and hunched over against the wall.
The entire time I was attacking him, I was screaming at him, telling him how much he had hurt me, and what an animal he was. I kept this up for as long as I could, swinging and screaming away. My throat started to hurt, and my shouts were coming out as harsh gasps. My blows were getting slower and weaker. After another moment I found I could barely move my arms. The rage was leaving me and, once again, the tears came. I started sobbing in frustration that I couldn't keep hurting him.
"How could you!" I sobbed as the last blow I had the strength to throw thumped uselessly off of his muscular arm.
Sensing I had nothing left, Mark looked up. I stared in surprise at my brother's battered and bloody face. Seeing his arms were down however, I swung again with the last of my fleeting strength. This time, Mark did catch my wrist. I yelled and swung my left, which he also caught.
Pulling me into him, Mark wrapped his arms around me, pinning me against him.
"You... you hurt me, Mark!" I sobbed against his chest. "You... you promised you would never hurt me and you did!"
I stopped struggling and started sobbing hysterically.
"Promised!" I choked out. "Promised you wouldn't!"
I felt one of his hands slide up my back and cradle the back of my head. I stopped yelling, and Mark was silent as I stayed where I was, crying in his arms. Mark started to stroke my hair, and I realized that the arms of my brother had always been my refuge, but now... I started to pull away from him and, looking at me, he whispered, "Meg, I am so..."
"I hate you!" I sobbed out. "I fucking hate you!"
Mark's put his head down.
"Let me go!" I cried, "I don't want you near me!"
Mark let me go and I stepped backwards. I meant to run into the other room, grab my clothes, and get out. Instead, I felt my legs start to give out and I staggered backwards. Mark lunged forward, and, catching me by the arms, guided me back until I was sitting on the bed.
"No!" I yelled, trying to get up. "Not here! You're going to..." I stopped as Mark gently pushed me back down onto the bed, and then stepped back from me.
"I... no one's going to hurt you Meg, I..."
"Liar," I said simply.
I wanted to move, but couldn't. I was completely drained. I sat there gasping for breath and started to cry again. I sensed movement and looked up to see Mark backing out of the room.
"I..."I'll be right back, sis, just sit there okay? I..." Shaking his head Mark turned and all but ran from the room.
I swallowed hard and stood up. This was my chance to leave. Somewhere in my fevered mind I realized that I had gotten what I needed and there was no coming back from this for us. I needed to go. I took a step and sat back down; my legs were trembling so badly, I couldn't walk. Mark came back into the room with a glass of water with some ice in it.
"Here sis," he said, holding it out to me.
I stared at his hand as if he were offering me a snake. I didn't want anything to do with him. Mark put the glass on the floor and stepped away from me. I looked at the water and, swallowing, winced at how dry and sore my throat was. Reaching down, I picked up the water and took several long swallows. The cold water felt good as it went down my parched throat, and I quickly chugged the rest of it. When it was empty, Mark tried to reach for it but jumped back as I threw the glass at him.
"You stay away from me!" I croaked out hoarsely.
Mark had caught the glass and leaned back against his bureau. I noticed he was staring at me as if he were waiting for something. I put my head down and took a deep breath. I was exhausted but had to go, I couldn't let Mark near me again. I let the breath out and looked up. I frowned and shook my head, as I caught my eyes closing. I forced myself to stand, and then caught myself by leaning against the bedpost as the room began to spin. I shook my head again, trying to clear it. Pushing myself away from the bed, I took two wobbly steps, and then staggered as the room was not only spinning again, but it seemed as if my eyes would not stay open. As I started to fall, Mark stepped forward and, catching me around the waist, swung his other arm behind my knees and lifted me off my feet. I tried to struggle, but my arms and legs felt as if they weighed a ton. Cradling me to his chest, Mark carried me around to the side of the bed.
"You... drugged me." I said
"Just so you'll sleep," Mark said through his swollen lips. He leaned over and gently put me on the bed.
"I...I don't want to sleep with you," I whispered. "I don't want to be near you."
My eyes closed and, with the last of my strength, I forced them open to see Mark looking down at me.
"I...I hate you, Mark." I told him.
As I lost the battle to keep my eyes closed, I heard Mark whisper; "Yeah, sis, that makes two of us."
***** I awoke to a soft touch on my shoulder. I slowly opened my eyes and found that I was lying on my side in my brother's bed. The black sheet was pulled up to my shoulders, and I noted that I was still wearing the black robe. That was odd; I thought sluggishly, I never wore clothes to bed. I became aware that I wasn't alone and shifted my eyes to see Mark sitting next to me on the bed. He was dressed in a pair of black slacks and a teal shirt. His collar was still open and a black tie was draped around his neck.
I stared at him for a moment, trying to get my bearings, and frowned at his face. Mark's left eye was blackened and swollen half shut. There was a huge bruise on his right cheek, and his lip was split and also swollen. Because his shirt wasn't bottomed at the top, I could see three long red scratches down his neck. I turned my head on the pillow to see Mark's hand resting on my shoulder. My thoughts began to clear, bringing with them the memory of the events of last night.
"Get your hand off of me," I said softly.
Mark looked at me sadly, but quickly moved his hand."Megan, are you..."
"What do you care how I am?" As I spoke, I pushed myself up into a sitting position against the mirrored headboard. When I did, the robe came open, exposing my tits. I saw Mark glance down at them and I quickly drew the robe closed. For the first time I could remember, I did not want my brother seeing me naked. I pulled my knees up to my chest, wincing at the pain in my ass, and, wrapping my arms around my knees, looked at Mark.
"You drugged me!" I told him angrily.
"Just to help you sleep, sis," Mark said. "You wouldn't calm down, and you needed to sleep."
"No, you drugged me so I wouldn't run out and tell anyone you raped me!"
Mark lowered his head, but not before I saw his eyes filling with tears.
"Megan, I am so sorry I hurt you. You don't know how I feel you..."
"I know how I feel!" I snapped. "Know how I feel? My ass hurts and my body hurts, and," I stopped as my own eyes teared up. "My heart aches because my brother betrayed me!"
"Sis, I..."
"You're just like our father!" I snapped. "He hurt Julia all the time," I sobbed. "Dad was right! You're bad, Mark, just plain bad!"
Mark hung his head like a whipped dog and I continued.
"I see you're dressed for work! Can't care too much about how I am, so go, get out!"
"Yeah, Jim, called after midnight and told me he talked the AG into giving me another few days to make something happen. I have to..."
"Oh, so you're not off the case!" I put my hands up. "I didn't even get you in trouble!" I laughed harshly. "That means you raped me for nothing!"
"Meg, please," Mark said, shaking his head as tears began flowing down his cheeks. "I...I wasn't right last night, and I told you to leave me alone, sis, I even locked you out, I..."
"And would you buy that defense, Councilor?" I asked. "I don't think so."
"Sis, I.... I can't take it back! I'm..." Mark put his head back down.
"No, you can't, so just go, Mark, go to your precious job, and I'll get my stuff and leave." I nodded. "I'll go and you'll never have to worry about your fucked up sister making you look bad, or ever needing anything from you again." I grunted disgustedly. "I'm through with you, Mark, after this morning, you'll never see me again."
"No! Megan, please, don't go, stay here today, and when I come home we'll talk! I..."
"Nothing to talk about, Mark." I smiled ruefully. "I think you said everything you needed to last night, and then some."
"No, sis." Mark said softly. "Please don't leave like this! Please stay here! W...when I come home, we'll talk and I...I'll take you to see mom and..." He put his head in his hands. "I'm sorry about what I said about her, Megan, and I..." he sobbed into his hands. "You're all I have, Megan! Please don't hate me!"
Mark looked up at me, and I felt my resolve began to waver. No, it was more than that, something was wrong. More correctly, everything was wrong here, starting with the fact that my brother, the one man that I had trusted to never hurt me, had hurt me in the worst possible way. Mark had raped me; I wasn't just saying it to make him feel bad, he really had. Yet, as much pain as I was in and as upset as I was, some of Mark's words sank in. My brother had warned me away from him, he did lock me out of his room, and, even after I let myself in, he tried to push me out. Mark had not lost it until I hit him. It dawned on me that just as what Mark had done to me had brought back those nightmarish flashbacks of Frank; my hitting Mark brought back his own traumatic experiences with Max.
I had driven my already enraged brother over the edge. In one sense, it was exactly what I wanted; to push Mark to completely explode and to throw me out of his life. Either that, or lead him into being so hateful to me that I could leave and never look back. It had been a gross miscalculation on my part, however, exactly how far I could push my already exhausted and angry brother. Mark had raped me, the thought kept echoing through my mind. I could leave completely justified, never to see him again. I would be free to head up to New York and spend my last days succumbing to my demons and not worrying about Mark caring where I was.
Or was I free? Now seeing how upset he was, it struck me that now it would be my brother who would be guilty. Mark had hurt me terribly and he knew it, was in tears over it. As my tired mind locked onto that thought, I felt a sinking feeling in my stomach. My plan had back-fired. Not only had I ended up hurt, but Mark was devastated. If I left now and never came back, if months from now, Mark found out that I died, he would blame himself. My brother would be not only grief-stricken, but riddled with guilt. He would never be the same, maybe even hurt himself. In the end, he would suffer more than he would have had I just up and disappeared. I wanted to cry. Not only had last night been terrible, but it had been for nothing!
As all this went through my fevered brain in less than a minute, I felt my own eyes fill with tears. I looked at Mark and felt a stab of pity. My brother's face was battered and bruised, and his red-rimmed eyes were wet with tears of remorse. My first instinct was to go to him, take him in my arms, and, better yet, let him take me into his. Since he had come back into my life, Mark had always been my rock, my refuge, the place I always felt safe and loved. Yet now, things had changed, my brother had betrayed me, caused me pain in the worse possible way. But where else did I have to go? Mark had just said I was all he had, who did I have now? Then again, isn't that what I wanted? I put my hand to my head. How had this gone so horribly wrong?
Mark put his head down and, with a sigh that bordered on a whimper, started to slide off the bed. I made a decision; I had fucked up royally and now would have to think of something else. There was no way I could leave like this. Reaching out, I placed my hand against his tear streaked cheek. Mark placed his face into my hand, and, leaning forward, I put my arm around his shoulder. I did not pull him into me as I normally would have, but did guide his head to my shoulder. Mark put his hand over mine and squeezed it, but didn't touch me otherwise. I brought my other hand around and rested it on the back of his head.



"Megan, I'm so sorry!" he whispered.
"Just go, Mark," I said quietly, not wanting to let him completely off the hook. "I'll be here when you get back."
"T...thank you, sis, I'll..."
"It's not okay Mark, it may never be again for us, but I promise, I'll stay here and I'll talk later."
Mark nodded into my shoulder and stayed there for a couple of minutes. I let him, fighting off the urge to hug him tighter and to let him hug me back. When I felt myself ready to cave, I let my hands fall from him. Taking the hint, Mark sat up and whispered, "Thank you, Meg really, I'll be at the office until around..."
"I said I'll be here Mark, just go, I..." I turned away from him before I finished. "I don't like being this close to you. Now go before I change my mind."
"Okay." Mark said and, getting up from the bed, walked slowly towards the bedroom door. He turned back to me and said softly; "I am sorry Megan."
"Not half as sorry as I am, Mark, I'm the one who trusted you all these years."
*****
I sat in my car across the street from Mark's office, and, bringing the pint of Captain Morgan to my lips, took a sip. As I did, I noticed an older couple standing by the car see me do it. As they continued to stare, I gave them a big smile, raised the bottle in a cheers gesture, and took another sip. The woman shook her head sadly, and the two turned and started walking. I could hear them in my mind saying things like, "What a shame," and "Too bad such a pretty girl"; these standards would always be followed by the classic, "I don't know what could be so bad that people do this to themselves."
This was spoken by people who had not been given up by their mother like an unwanted puppy, who had not been sexually abused for two years. People who had no idea what it was like to live with that gnawing emptiness where their soul should be. Certainly, they were people who had never been assaulted by their brother, and who now planned to get even, in a very fitting manner. On that note, I took a long swallow of my favorite liquor and found myself wondering if I could really pull this off. I nodded my head to convince myself that, yes, I could, and I had too. If I did not leave my brother broken and hating me, then I couldn't leave to make sure that I never hurt him, or anyone else who had cared about me, again.
I looked up as I saw a few more people leaving the office building and glanced at the dashboard clock; it was six-thirty. I would give it a few more minutes. Mark's firm officially closed at five, but I knew a few of the partners stayed a bit later. None, of course, stayed as late as my workaholic brother. Mark made it a point to be alone in the office at night so he could get more done and not have to deal with the other lawyers that he had nothing but disdain for. I have no doubt however, that tonight would have been different. Mark would have left as soon as he could to rush home to talk to me and try to make things okay between us. Which was why each of the three times he called me today; I assured him that I would be at his place when he got out.
I shook my head at the thought that my normally unflappable brother had been so worried about my leaving that he had called me on his home phone so he knew I was really still at his place. Even when I had told him that I was going to step out for an hour or so to see mom, he had called her house to ask if I were there. I was, of course; after all, how could I leave for good if I didn't go by and have one last cup of tea with my mother?
I put my head down and felt my eyes begin to fill up at the thought of mom. She had no idea I had screwed up again. I sat there across from her and did what I had done most of my life; I lied to her. Work was fine, Tommy was fine; yes, I was starting to paint again.
Raising my head, I brought the bottle quickly to my lips and took a couple of more swallows of rum. This was exactly what I needed to get away from.
I screwed the cap back on the bottle and put it under the seat. As much as I wanted to numb myself for what I was about to do, I had to at least make sure I was coherent enough to pull it off. Not just coherent, but cold enough. That, of course, would be where the packet of coke I had in my purse would come in handy. Looking down at my purse, I thought about its other contents and took a deep breath; I may have screwed up last night, but there would be no coming back from this. Reaching into the purse, I pulled out a pack of Marlboro's and, lighting one, leaned back in the seat; I would wait until seven, then call my brother.
As I took a long drag on the cigarette, I thought back to this morning and how close I had come to just leaving my brother to wallow in his guilt and do what I planned, and if Mark hurt himself afterwards, who cared? That had definitely been my mindset when, after falling back to sleep for a couple of hours, I had gotten up to use the bathroom. The pain was enough to make me whimper, and the sight of blood in the toilet afterwards sent my mind back to those hellish years with Frank. Before I knew it, I was on the floor in Mark's bathroom, sobbing like that poor, frightened, lonely girl I used to be. When I pulled myself together enough to get up, I immediately got into the shower and stayed there until the hot water ran out, desperately trying to wash the pain and humiliation away. By the time I got out of the shower, I knew what I needed.
Tossing the robe back on, I went out to the bar in the living room only to find that Mark had locked it. Going into the kitchen, I went in the cupboard where Mark kept his tools. Grabbing the hammer, I went back to the bar and, swinging as hard as I could, broke the lock off of the door. I didn't stop there; I kept swinging until I had knocked the door itself off the hinges. Grabbing a bottle of Jack Daniels from the bar, I took several long swallows, trying to burn away the memory of last night. As I turned away from the bar, I spotted a picture of my brother and me on his end table.
It was the picture of us from the Christmas we had gone to my uncle Ray's. It was both our favorite. As I approached the picture, I felt a surge of rage go through me and, with a loud cry, smashed the picture with the hammer. There was another picture of Mark receiving his diploma from Suffolk.
"You hurt me!" I screamed as I swung and smashed that one as well.
At that point, I lost all control; I went around the living room, swinging at anything that caught my eye. I smashed the two karate trophies that Mark had on his mantel piece, as well as the framed photo of my brother, at eighteen, hoisting the state baseball championship trophy. Next was the photo of Mark with the RI Thunderbolts the year he joined. I paused to chug from the bottle again and shook my head in disgust. Everywhere I looked was the trappings of my brother's success. Success he would have never had without me. I meant what I had said last night; my brother would have been nothing without me, would have gone to a training school and, no doubt, at some point, gotten into serious trouble.
In fact, his crazy ass should have gone to jail for all but killing Max. Had I not gotten the police to come and talk him down, my brother would have finished Max and never had the life he had now. It wasn't fair! Mark had everything and I had nothing! We had promised each other that we would always stand by each other, stay with each other, but Mark had gone on to take whatever he wanted, and I couldn't even hold a fucking half-assed job at a department store. I should have been just as successful! I could have made it big with my painting, but I was messed up and needed help, needed my brother, but he always wanted someone else!
First, it was cute little Krissy, the girl next door who everyone loved, but who was no good for my brother. She was too sweet for him, couldn't give him what he needed, not like his nasty big sister could. I could have loved my brother as sweetly as she did and been his little whore! Then, when I got rid of her and had Mark all to myself, he ended up going with that red-headed slut, Cynthia! No, I stopped and shook my head, that wasn't true. I had sent him to Cynthia. I took another swig from the bottle and, with a cry of rage, swung the hammer into the screen of the television. Mark should have fought me harder that day I sent him to Cynthia, should have seen that I really wanted him. Instead, he couldn't run to her fast enough, couldn't wait to leave his fucked up sister to fall even further into disgrace.
"Fuck you, Mark!" I yelled as I hit the television again. "We'll see who leaves who now! See how you feel when you see what you made me do to myself!"
Putting the bottle down on the bar, I all but ran down the hallway and into Mark's bedroom. I planned on grabbing the clothes I'd left there, getting dressed, and leaving. I walked over near the bed and, looking up, saw my reflection in the mirrored headboard. I closed my eyes and when I opened them saw the brutal scene from last night, me screaming and begging for mercy, tears flowing down my terrified face. Behind me, my brother was smiling, smiling while I screamed, while he raped me.
I still had the hammer in my hand and, rearing back, swung it. The mirror shattered and, spinning, I ran over to the one over his bureau and smashed that one, as well. As I stood there panting, I looked up and, smiling wickedly at myself, drew my arm back and threw the hammer at the ceiling as hard as I could. There was a loud crack as the mirror spider-webbed, long lines zigzagging across it. A moment later, there was a crackling sound and I jumped back, as with a loud crash, half the mirror came down, huge pieces of glass landing on the bed and the floor.
My rage satisfied for the moment, I tossed the rob off and, grabbing the mini skirt and blouse I had worn last night, quickly got dressed. I went back to the living room and, as I picked the bottle up again, surveyed the carnage. Maybe breaking his things and smashing up his precious bedroom would make Mark angry enough to forget about me. I frowned. A minute ago, I had decided I didn't care if Mark felt guilty or not if I left. After all, considering what he had done to me, he deserved to suffer. I let out a deep breath and shook my head; now that my anger had passed, I started to think about it again. Mark had loved me and tried to take care of me. I couldn't leave him feeling responsible.
I swore out loud and tossed the bottle of Jack against the wall where it shattered. Why the hell couldn't I make up my mind? Well, honestly, it didn't matter; there was no way to make Mark angry now. There was nothing I could think of that would make him want to be rid of me after last night. I would just have to leave and hope he realized it hadn't been all his fault; after all, I had set him up to lose it on me last night.
I was getting ready to leave when I remembered that my brother usually kept a pretty good amount of cash in his desk in his office. I nodded to myself. Kill two birds with one stone; piss Mark off and have even more money to spend once I got to New York.
Knowing Mark kept the desk locked; I went back into the bedroom and, picking up the hammer, went into his office. As I had suspected, the desk was locked. It was a solid desk and it took me several minutes of desperate swinging to break open the middle drawer so the others would open. In the bottom left drawer, I found an envelope containing a little over a thousand dollars. Putting the money in my purse, I started to turn away from the desk when my eyes fell on the name plate that was on my brother's desk. I had bought it for him when he graduated from Suffolk and, rather than his name, I had it engraved "Lex Talionis."
Picking it up, I stared at the letters as, once again, the fog seemed to lift from my mind and an idea began to form. Lex Talionis, an eye for an eye, and part of the backbone of our beliefs. What had happened last night? Mark had hurt me and had done it by using my most painful memory and deepest fear against me He had hurt me the way I had been hurt as a child. If I were to get even with Mark, it would have to be just as traumatic, something that would be so devastating that he would hate me; the way I had said I hated him last night. I frowned, my brother wasn't me, there was no amount of pain that could.... I closed my eyes as it hit me. Physical pain wouldn't work with Mark, but fear would, and I knew exactly what my brother was afraid of.
I looked up as I heard my cell phone ringing. Going into the parlor, I grabbed it from my purse and saw it was Mark.
"Yeah?" I answered.
"Meg!" Mark sounded pathetically relieved that I had answered. "Are you still at my place?"
"I said I would be."
"I know but I..." he paused. "I wouldn't blame you if you left."
"Leave?" I asked. "No worries, little brother, trust me when I tell you that your big sister has every intention of making things right tonight."
At that last thought, I flicked the cigarette out of the window and glanced around to make sure there was no one near the car. Removing my compact from my purse, I opened it, exposing the packet of coke I had hidden in it. Not wanting to risk the time it would take to cut it into lines, I emptied white powder onto the mirror. I balanced it on my knee while I rolled up a ten dollar bill, then, bringing the compact up, I lowered my head and quickly sniffed up as much of the coke as I could. I raised my head, gasping, and then, catching my breath, finished it off. I dropped the ten and let my head fall back against the seat as the powerful drug entered my system. I swallowed hard as my heart began to pound.
A minute later, I smiled as I felt that delicious feeling of power coursing through my veins. Oh, yes, I was going to show my little brother once and for all that it was his big sister who called the shots. Grabbing my phone from my purse, I called Mark, who answered on the second ring.
"Everything okay Meg?"
"Couldn't be better, little brother." I said cheerfully.
"Where are you?" Mark asked. "Back at my place?"
"Nope, I'm downstairs."
"You're where?"
"I'm right outside your building Mark," I told him. "I got tired of waiting for you and decided to come see you."
"Oh, umm." Mark paused. "I was just finishing something up, give me a..."
"No, I'm coming up to see you Mark, you going to tell the guard downstairs to let me in?"
"Listen, sis, why don't we go back to...?"
"I'm sorry, Mark, but for some strange reason, I don't want to be with you at your place. You said you wanted to talk, I am here to talk. Unless of course, you don't want to, and I'll just leave."
Mark was silent for a moment, and then sighed.
"Okay, whatever you want, sis."
"Oh, good answer, little brother," I cooed into the phone. "You remember that when I come up there."
Mark was waiting for me when I stepped out of the elevator. He tried to put his arms out to me, but I quickly walked past him and headed for his office. As I walked, I was thrilled to see that the place was deserted, most of the lights were out, and all the doors were shut.
"All by your lonesome, little brother?" I asked.
"No, Jim's here. His office is at the other end of the suite."
"He's not going to bother us, is he?"
"No, I don't even think he knows I'm here."
"Good," I said as I walked into my brother's office, "I'd hate for us to be interrupted."
I walked over to Mark's desk where I put my purse, so that, to my brother's little surprise, it would be within easy reach when the time came. Mark came up behind me, and I felt his hand on my shoulder.
"Did I say you could touch me?" I asked coldly.
Mark removed his hand and, turning around, I walked past him and back across his office.
"Where are you going?"
Without answering, I went over to the door and thumbed the button on the knob to lock it. Turning around to face my brother, I smiled.
"Like I said, I don't want to be interrupted."
I slowly sauntered over to my brother, and smiled to myself as I noticed that despite the worried look on his face, his eyes dropped down to my long legs. Unlike yesterday, I wasn't dressed to attract attention, but the simple red sundress I was wearing was a bit on the short side. His eyes continued to trail downward to my feet, where they lingered on the red, high-heeled sandals I was wearing before making their way back up to my face.
"Like what you see, Mark?" I asked.
"I...I always do," he answered softly.
"Then why don't you take me?"
"I... well," Mark shrugged. "I mean, we need to talk, and I'm sure you wouldn't..."
"Wouldn't want to?" I made a disgusted sound. "That didn't stop you last night now, did it?"
Mark looked away and sighed."Meg, look..."
"Shut up, Mark," I said simply. "I talk, you listen, understood?"
Mark looked like he was going to say something, but instead simply nodded. I remained silent as I looked at my brother. His eye was open all the way, but the skin beneath was purple, the bruise on his cheek had also darkened since this morning, and his upper lip was even more swollen than it had been earlier. Letting my eyes wander down, I noticed that, like this morning, his tie was draped over his shoulders and his collar was unbuttoned. Lowering my eyes farther, I saw he was wearing a leather belt. Yes, this would work just fine.
"You hurt me last night, Mark," I began softly. "I know I pissed you off, but that was no excuse to do what you did to me." I shook my head. "None at all."
"Megan, I'm sorry!" Mark whispered. "I don't know what else to say. I..."
"There is nothing you can say," I told him. "Nothing you can say or do that could make me forgive you, Mark, nothing at all."
"I know I..."
I raised my hand and pressed my finger to his lips.
"I said shut up." With a smile, I deliberately pushed my finger into his swollen lip. "Understood?"
Mark winced, and then nodded.
"So if I can't forgive you, where does that leave us?" I put my hands out. "I suppose I could just do what I should, and that is walk away and never see you again. I mean, from some of the things you said last night, I think you might enjoy that, no?"
Mark shook his head, and I could see his eyes already starting to fill up.
"But that wouldn't be right, now, would it?" I shrugged. "So I asked myself, how could we make this right?" Reaching out I tapped his chest."So I thought what would my beautiful little brother do? What would you do if someone hurt you?"Reaching up with my right hand, I ran my long nails lightly down his cheek."Well, you would get even, of course!" I laughed. "Lex Talionis, right, Mark?"
"What are you...?"
"See what I'm getting at is this," I told him. "I can't forgive you. Really, I can't, and, knowing you, you wouldn't be able to forgive yourself. So what I figured is it will be just like the Game."
"The Game." Mark repeated.
"Yes, the Game," I nodded, smiling. "We each get a turn. You hurt me, so now, I get even, and then we forget it."
"Forget...?"
"We never talk about it again, little brother. We move on."
"But Megan..."
"No buts, Mark, you can take it like a man, and we move on, or you can be a coward and I'll just leave you alone." I sighed. "You're choice, little brother."\
"What are you going to do?"
"Oh, you have to pay to play Mark," I laughed. "But, like I said, up to you; you can give your sister, who you raped last night, a chance to get even, or you never see me again." I spread my arms out. "What's it going to be?"
"I..." He shook his head. "Megan, I can't do this here, I..."
"Take your shirt off," I told him.
"Megan, I..."
Mark stopped as, grabbing his chin in my hand, I pulled his face to mine so our eyes met.
Mark's eyes widened.
"You're high," he said. "You've been..."



"Doing coke? Oh yeah, Mark, I have," I nodded. "I kind of had a lot to try to forget today." I laughed. "Why? You going to fuck me in the ass again because I'm fucked up? I mean, that's what you did last night, isn't it?"
"Sis, please, not here."
"I said take your fucking shirt off!" I yelled in his face.
Mark flinched, then, reaching up, started to unbutton his shirt. I watched until he had undone three buttons before reaching out and grabbing the sides of his shirt, I tore it open.
"No, we take clothes off like this, remember?" I asked.
Mark didn't answer, instead he reached up to grab the tie, but I beat him to it, sliding it off of his shoulders. I smiled as I dangled it in front of him. Mark slipped the shirt off, and I looped the tie back around his neck again. Stepping forward, I grabbed the ends and, making a quick knot, gave it a hard yank. Mark gasped as the tie tightened around his throat.
"Ohh, I like that," I said softly.
Reaching down, I unbuckled his belt and tugged it off of him.
"Now strip," I told him as I looped the belt over my neck, letting it hang across my shoulders.
Mark hesitated and I gave the tie another yank. I held it tightly until my brother reached down and unzipped his pants. I let up on the tie and, stepping back, watched as Mark pulled his pants down and stepped out of them, removing his shoes and socks as he did. Straightening, Mark started to pull his underwear down, but I stopped him with another hard pull.
"Keep those on. I don't even want to see that fucking thing!" I hissed at him. "Now get on your knees."
Mark shook his head.
"Megan, I'm sorry but...Ow!!"
Mark cried out in pain, as, stepping forward, I raised my foot, stomped down as hard as I could, driving the point of my heel into the top of his bare foot. As my brother raised his foot off of the floor, I yanked down hard on the tie, causing him to fall to the floor.
"On your fucking knees!" I screamed at him.
Mark went down onto his hands and knees. I immediately swung my leg catching his wrist and knocking his hand out from under him. Mark went down to one side and with no hesitation I stomped on his other hand. He cried out in pain and ended up face down on the carpet. I placed my foot in the middle of his back and leaned forward, my weight driving my heel into his flesh. I heard Mark's breath hiss between his teeth, but he didn't say anything.
"See, says it right on your back." I pointed out. "Lex Talionis."
I dragged my heel along his back and across the huge letters tattooed there. Removing my foot I walked around behind him, and bending over reached down underneath him to grab the tie.
"Get up on your knees!"
Mark gagged as, using both hands, I hauled him up to his knees by his neck. Letting go of the tie, I took a couple of steps back. Sliding the belt from around my neck, I whipped it around and, with a practiced flick of my wrist, snapped it into Mark's back. He cried out as just the tip caught him just under his neck.
"Oh, does that hurt, Mark?" I asked. "You should try it across your bare ass, like you did to me last night."
Up until this point, I had been in control, toying with Mark and being deliberately over the top. But as I spoke, the memory of last night sent a flash of rage through me. I raised my arm up and around and, stepping closer, brought the belt down as hard as I could. There was a loud cracking sound as the leather bit into my brother's back, and I smiled as he cried out in pain and surprise. I swung again, and I felt the impact of the belt all the way up to my shoulder as I put all of my weight behind it. Mark had started to fall forward to his hands and knees, but, reaching out, I yanked him back with the tie.
"You stay right there and take it just like I had too!" I snarled at him.
Taking a couple of steps back, I started snapping the belt into him. I had spent three months as a professional Dominatrix, in a private sex club in New York, and, using the belt as a whip, expertly played it up and down my brother's exposed back. The blows had nowhere near the force as the other's had, but they were sharper, only the tip of the leather belt making contact before I flicked my wrist again. To his credit, Mark sat there on his knees and took it. This enraged me even more, as now that he knew what was coming, he wasn't crying out in pain anymore, but just grunting with each blow. This enflamed me even more; I aimed higher and the next blow caught Mark on the side of the head, striking his left ear.
Mark yelled in pain, his hand going to his ear. Spurred on by his cry, I snapped the belt again and smiled. My brother had immediately covered his right ear, figuring I would aim for it next. Instead, he cried out again as the belt bit into the soft skin of the side of his neck. Mark covered his head with his arms, and another wave of anger went through me.
"Put your fucking hands down!" I shouted. "I couldn't defend myself!"
Without being aware I was going to do it, I stepped forward and kicked Mark in the back. Years of dancing had left me with strong legs, and I used every ounce of that strength as I drove the heel of my shoe into the middle of his back. Mark fell onto his face but immediately rolled over onto his knees to face me. Without thinking, I whipped the belt directly at his face, and only my brother's amazing reflexes saved him from losing an eye. Mark had snapped his head to the side and, as I brought the belt around again, slapped it away from him.
"Enough!" he snapped. "You're going to..."
"Going to what? Hurt you?" I demanded, letting the belt come back and coil around my arm. "What did you do to me? You beat me with this, Mark!" I held up the belt. "And I couldn't even fight back! So you put your fucking hands down!"
Mark stared hard at me; his chest was heaving. I watched a trickle of blood drip from his left ear and down his neck. I was looking into his eyes and saw that they were getting darker. He was getting pissed. Well, too fucking bad, if I had to, I would turn this into a straight out fight, and see just how far he would let me take it. The coke was humming through me, and I felt as if I could hold my own even against my professionally trained and batshit crazy brother. After all, we were from the same family, and he wasn't the only one with a temper.
"I was fucking helpless last night!" I shouted at him. "I swear to Christ, Mark, I will fight you if you don't give me what I want! I'll make you hurt me again, is that what you want?"
Mark looked into my icy blue eyes for another moment before bowing his head.
"I'm at your mercy," he whispered.
As he spoke, he leaned forward and stretched his legs out until he was lying on his stomach, his face inches from my feet. I looked down at him, and, even through the dark colors of his Baphomet tattoo, I could see the welts where the belt had struck him. There had to be over a dozen, and his back was bleeding from where I had kicked him. I let out a deep breath as Mark's complete surrender to me caused me to calm down. Well, it calmed the rage, anyway. In place of that burning anger, another feeling was beginning to rise; that of desire. I hadn't planned on there being anything sexual about this.
I had come to get my revenge and to turn my brother against me once and for all. However, at the sight of my brother lying at my feet, totally at my mercy, I felt my pussy beginning to respond. Pushing my right foot closer to his face, I whispered, "Lick them."
Mark hesitated for a few seconds, then, lifting his head, he gently swirled his tongue across my toes. Unable to hold it back, a soft moan escaped me as Mark began to manage to suck my big toe into his mouth.
"Good boy." I said quietly, "you might just be able to make this easy on yourself if you can behave like this."
That was an outright lie of course, but I had decided that I should have a little fun before things turned ugly.
"Hmm, that is nice," I cooed as Mark went onto to suck the next toe.
I let him work his way across my toes, then, sliding that foot back, put the other in front of him. My pussy was practically dripping at this point, and I decided I wanted a better show. Dropping down to one knee, I reached down and, removing the tie from Mark's neck, replaced it with the belt. I stood up and pulled, tightening it and causing Mark to gasp.
"Come on, doggy, let's go for a walk."
I began to walk backwards, tugging on the belt. Mark obediently rose to his hands and knees and began crawling as I led him towards his desk. My pussy gushed at the sight of my badass brother on all fours for his sister. My pussy flowed even heavier, and I could feel my clit already beginning to ache for release. I pulled Mark around the desk until he was alongside of it and told him, "Get up on your knees."
As Mark did as I said, I sat back in his chair and, after angling it so I was facing him, whipped my right leg up and around, placing it on top of the desk. My heeled foot landed inches from Mark's face, but, to his credit, he didn't flinch.
"Take my shoes off."
"Yes, Megan. "Mark said softly as he began to untie the strap from around my ankle.
I noticed his fingers were trembling and could tell by the look in his eyes that he was confused with where this was going, but like me, lust was beginning to take over. Mark slipped the shoe from my foot, which I then raised and rubbed along the side of his face. My brother's lips parted and his breath picked up as my bare foot caressed his cheek. Unable to resist, I curled my toes against the bruised flesh below his eye, causing him to wince. I let my foot rest against his face, enjoying the fact that I knew how badly Mark wanted to kiss it, but was waiting for permission. Putting my left leg up onto the edge of the desk, I hiked my skirt up. Reaching down, I slid my red thong to one side. Mark's eyes widened and I smiled as he , unconsciously, I'm sure, licked his lips as he took in his sister's smooth, pink, glistening pussy.
"How's that look, little brother?" I asked as I brought my other hand down, spreading myself in front of him.
Mark swallowed hard before answering, "Perfect, my sister's pussy is perfect."
"Sister?" I shook my head. "Not today, dog. Today, I think 'Mistress' would be more appropriate."
"Yes, Mistress."
"Better," I told him, then sighed as I slid my fingers through the soft wet folds of my pussy.
I moaned softy as I plunged two fingers inside and, as my brother watched, pumped slowly in and out. Removing them, I brought them up to my face and, taking a deep breath, sighed. With a nasty smirk, I leaned over and, reaching out, placed my fingers directly under my brother's nose. Mark inhaled and his eyes rolled as he took in the sweet scent of his sister's pussy. I felt my pussy gush at the look of absolute desire that took over my brother's face. I had just whipped him and caused him to bleed, yet all he could think of right now was my hot little pussy.
"You like that?" I asked.
"Yes, Me...Yes, Mistress."
"Good catch. Bet you'd like a taste, wouldn't you?"
"Yes, Mistress," Mark said softly.
"Should I let you?" I asked as I rubbed my fingers across his lips.
Mark remained in control of himself, keeping his mouth closed as I teased him. When I pulled my fingers back slightly, he answered, "I don't deserve it."
"Damn straight, you don't!" I exclaimed.
Bringing my hand to my face, I slipped my fingers into my mouth and sucked hard on them. I moaned at the taste of myself as well as the look of disappointment on my brother's face. Taking my fingers from my mouth, I looked at my brother.
"That was, however, a very good answer, Mark. So I'll tell you what, you can lick my foot instead."
I put my foot on the desk in front of his face. Mark leaned forward and had just begun to open his mouth when he caught himself.
"May I?" he asked.
"Oh, that was very good, Mark." I nodded in approval. "Go ahead."
"Thank you."
Mark began to slide his tongue around the base of my toes, but I stopped him with a sudden yank on the belt.
"No!" I snapped. "Do not nibble like a lover. You lick them like the dog you are."
"Sorry, Mistress."
"You should be!" I told him. "You know you're not even worthy of my feet, but they do need a good washing. Now I don't want you kissing or teasing. I want you to clean them."
"Yes, Mistress, thank you, Mistress."
I sat back and had to stifle a moan of pleasure, as, placing his tongue at my heel; Mark ran it along the length of my foot to the tips of my toes then back down again. I leaned back farther in the chair and, seeing that he was watching, brought my hand back down and began to stroke my clit. This time, I lost the battle and moaned as Mark resumed licking my foot and as my finger rubbed across my swollen clit.
"Faster! You're enjoying it too much!" I snapped. I let him get a few more licks in before pulling my foot back and replacing it with my other."Go ahead," I told him.
Mark removed my shoe and immediately began licking my other foot. I groaned again as my fingers worked my pussy, and I watched my brother tongue my foot. I was breathing heavy, as my pussy yearned to cum from my own touch. As good as Mark's tongue felt, it was even more of a turn on to see that look of lust in my brother's eyes as they remained focused between my legs. I gasped, and my hips twitched as I rubbed my clit harder. I then moaned as Mark let out a soft whimper as he watched me getting myself off. When Mark and I used to play the Game when we were younger, I would frequently, as a punishment, make him watch me cum, not allowing him to help. That had been my plan now, but, upon thinking about it, why should I make myself cum when my brother's soft and very talented tongue could make me cum so much harder? I slowed my fingers, as I also thought that it would be the last time, and, hell, I had let Tommy get one more taste, so how could I not allow my brother the same privilege?
"Stop."
As Mark sat back on his knees, I stood up from the chair.
"Get up," I told him, tugging on the belt.
Mark stood and I refrained from licking my own lips as I saw the enormous bulge in his boxers. Not only was there a bulge, but a wet spot where the head of his cock was dripping. As I pulled Mark over to me, I didn't know what was sicker, that he was hard after how I had treated him, or that I even wanted his cock after what he had done to me last night. When Mark was standing directly in front of me, I grabbed his shoulders and, stepping away, pointed at the chair.
"Sit down."
Mark obeyed.
Grabbing my purse, I walked behind the chair. Removing the handcuffs I had taken from Mark's bedroom, I said, "Put your arms behind the chair."
Mark hesitated and, grabbing the belt, I pulled on it while bracing my knee against the back of the chair. I heard him gag and, a moment later, he dropped his arms to his sides. Letting the belt go, I grabbed his wrists and pulled them together. The chair was wide and I really had to pull to get Mark's wrists to cross. I heard him grunt as I stretched his arms far enough to be able to slap the cuffs on. Standing up behind him, I glanced down at my purse and thought about my final surprise. Now? No, I wanted to get off first.
"Megan," Mark said softly. "This is my office, I..."
"No worries, Mark." I said as, walking back in front of him, I showed him the key. "I brought this along. You won't be trapped here." Not for too long, anyway, I added to myself.
"And it's 'Mistress' to you," I told him.
"Yes, Mistress, I'm..." Mark's response turned into a yelp as I grabbed his nipples and gave them a hard twist.
"Don't misbehave now, little brother," I said, shaking my head. "After all, I am about to give you something you don't deserve, the chance to suck on my hot little pussy and cum on your worthless face." I shrugged. "Unless you don't want to."
"I...it would be my pleasure." Mark said as, once again, desire for his sister replaced any misgivings he had for his present predicament.
"It had better be my pleasure," I corrected him as, reaching under my skirt, I slid my thong down my legs. Kicking it aside, I looked behind me and, with a nasty smirk, bent over and, with a sweep of my arm, cleared everything off of his desk.
"Megan!" Mark exclaimed as folders and papers flew everywhere. "My work that's..."
He gagged as I gave the belt a vicious tug.
"My work!" I repeated in a mocking tone. "Stop your fucking whining! You have a chance to lick my pretty little pussy, a chance you don't deserve, and you're worried about fucking papers!"I paused, then added, "Christ, I wish you wouldn't make so much noise."
I nodded in satisfaction when I saw Mark flinch at that remark.
I couldn't help but toss out another. "I like you so much better when you're quiet."
"That's okay, though," I said as I sat up on his desk. "I figure, if you're going to flap your tongue, then at least I can put it to good use."
The chair was on wheels and, tugging on the belt, I pulled it right up to the desk. Still holding the belt, I leaned back on my elbows. Swinging my legs up, I draped them over Mark's shoulders and pushed my hips up, holding my pussy inches from his face.
"Don't you dare lick yet!" I told him as he started to open his mouth.
Wrapping my leg around the back of his head, I pulled his face directly into my pussy. Rocking my hips, I began to grind my slippery, wet slit in, rubbing my juice all over him. I moaned at how good rubbing my clit against his face felt, as well as the little whimper that came from my brother as he desperately wanted to lick his sister's pussy.
"Yeah, you want your sister's pussy, Mark?"
"Yes, Mistress," he mumbled into my flesh.
"Forget that," I said. "It's a fun game, but I want you to tell me how bad you want to taste your sister's pussy." After all, it would be the last time I would be able to hear it.
"I love to lick my big sister's pussy," Mark whispered. "Please let me," he added, all but whining.
"Oohhh, I like that little whimper," I cooed. "Go ahead and put your tongue out."
Mark did as I said and I began to slide up and down again, letting his tongue run the length of my pussy. I gasped as he reached my clit. Moving my hips in a circular motion, I moaned as his soft tongue caressed my hard clit. I raised my hips sliding his tongue through my wet lips and sighed.
"Oh, that's nice, little brother, maybe you're not so useless, after all. Of course, I am doing the work, but better that than trust your sorry efforts."
I brought my clit back to the tip of his tongue.
"Now go ahead, swirl it around a little, nice and slow, nice and soft."
I moaned again as, like it always did, the coke had me more sensitive than usual, and I had already been worked up. Not wanting to cum this quickly, I pulled my clit from his mouth.
"Yeah, you being a good little puppy, Mark? You doing a good job on your sister's pussy? The pussy you don't deserve?" I lifted up a little."Go ahead; shove your tongue into that hot, wet pussy."
Mark leaned his head in and shoved his tongue hard into my pussy. Unable to help it, I squealed in delight as my brother's rigid tongue plunged into my steamy pussy. I pulled on the belt and whispered, "Go ahead."
Taking his cue, Mark began moving his head back and forth, sliding his tongue in and out of me.
"Ohh, yeah," I moaned. "Look at you, tongue fucking your sister. Licking that pussy you don't deserve."
I raised and lowered my hips to let Mark's tongue find my clit and whimpered as, after just grinding it into his face, I could feel my thighs starting to tremble.
"You enjoying your sister's pussy, little brother?"
"Oh, yeah." Mark breathed into me.
"Yeah, well, at least one of us is," I lied. "Tell you what, Mark, you got less than a minute to get me off, or I'll get myself off and you can sit there and watch."



As Mark swirled his tongue faster and I drew my other leg up and, crossing them, forced Mark's face even deeper between my legs. As I felt the orgasm getting closer, I reached down and spread myself open. I moaned loudly as I felt Mark take my clit into his mouth.
"That's it! Suck it! Suck your sister's clit, Mark! Get her off right in your face, all over that smug face of yours! Prove that tongue's good for something besides whining. Oh oh..."
I gasped as I felt the orgasm beginning to race through me. I arched my back off the desk and pulled on the belt, pinning my brother's mouth against my dripping pussy.
"Oh, yes!" I whimpered, unable to control myself. "Oh right there! Faster!"
Not caring if Jim was somewhere in the office or not, I threw my head back and let out a long, loud wail of pleasure as the orgasm slammed through my body. I bucked my hips wildly into my brother's still moving tongue, crying out again as I felt my pussy convulse and gush into my brother's already soaking wet face. I wailed again as I continued to writhe and squirm on my brother's desk, greedily milking every ounce of pleasure that I could from the last orgasm my brother would ever give me. I released one last shuddering moan as the last wave of the orgasm flowed through me. I let my hips down and collapsed, gasping, onto the desk.
As I panted, I was aware of the sound of gasping and realized that the entire time I had been cumming, I had been pulling hard on the belt. Looking down between my legs, I saw Mark's glistening face turning red and his eyes starting to bulge. I let go of the belt and, sliding my legs off of his shoulders, let them drop and dangle off of the desk.
"Goddamn," I whispered.
I lay on the desk for another couple of minutes, waiting for my heart to stop pounding. After awhile, I realized that it wasn't going to. My heart wasn't pounding from exertion, but from nerves; it was time. Sitting up, I slid off the desk to stand in front of my brother, who was still panting. Taking his chin in my hand, I was going to tell him that it was time for his punishment, but, as I looked down, I once again found myself staring at that amazing cock straining against his now soaking wet underwear. I thought for a moment, then shrugged, I had already gone against my plan, so why not? Only fitting I take one more ride on that big beautiful cock.
"I came hard, little brother," I told him. "So know what? Fair is fair, so I'm going to be a hell of a lot better to you then you were to me and let you fuck me." I gave him a soft smile and gently touched his cheek. "Would you like that, Mark? Want your big sister to ride that nice hard cock?"
"Y...yes, oh yes," Mark said softly.
"Okay," I nodded. "But we'll have to see if you can, though, because see, this is where the Game comes in."
As Mark's eyes narrowed, I reached down, and, as he lifted his hips, tugged his boxers off of his hips and down to the floor.
"Damn," I said as I stared at his ten inch plus cock standing straight up from his lap.
Reaching down, I grabbed it and squeezed. Mark groaned as a shot of his sticky precum squirted out. Sliding my hand up, I rubbed my palm across the sensitive head, causing Mark's hips to twitch as he moaned loudly. Letting his cock go, I showed him my now sticky hand.
"Messy little puppy," I told him, then, placing my palm against his face, whispered, "Lick it off.
Mark obediently licked himself from my hand, causing my pussy to begin getting worked up again. Reaching up, I pulled the straps of the sundress down and, tugging the cups of my bra down, allowed my small, perky tits to pop out. Leaning forward, I pushed my right nipple into his mouth. Mark moaned as he eagerly sucked my tit into his mouth. I let him suck on it for a minute before removing it and replacing it with my other tit. I sighed contentedly and even began stroking Mark's hair as his tongue swirled around my hard, pink nipple. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, I was slipping, I had to do this now before I lost my nerve. I found myself wishing I had brought some coke up here, to give myself that last extra push.
As Mark continued to suck on my nipple, I reached down and tapped his thigh. Getting my meaning, Mark closed his legs together. Putting my right hand on his shoulder, I swung my leg over his so that I was straddling his hips and, grabbing his cock with my left, lowered myself until I felt the tip of his cock against my pussy. Mark whimpered as I let myself down a couple of inches, letting just the tip enter me.
I wiggled my hips back and forth, causing him to moan, "Oh, please?"
"Yeah, little brother?" I asked. "You ready for this?"
"Oh, yes," Mark gasped as I let myself down a little further. "Please let me have it, Megan."
"Well, how can I deny that?" I asked, then moaned myself as I let my weight go, impaling myself on my brother's cock.
I sat on his lap, enjoying the feeling of being completely full of my brother's hard flesh, then started raising and lowering myself with my legs. I sighed in pleasure as my brother's amazing cock slid in and out of my needy little pussy and began moving faster. Mark let his head fall back against the chair and closed his eyes. I frowned as I saw a slight smile on his face as he enjoyed his big sister riding him. No, this wouldn't do, it was time to end this once and for all. I stood up, sliding Mark's cock from inside of me and, as he opened his eyes, I walked around the chair to stand behind him.
"What are you..."
"I told you, Mark, we're going to play a game, "I answered as, bending down, I reached into my purse and brought out the ball gag I had stopped and bought on my way over. I straightened, and standing directly behind him, adjusted the strap so it would easily slide over his head. Taking a deep breath, I reached out and, running my fingers through Mark's thick black hair, grabbed it and pulled his head back. Not roughly, but enough so that he was looking up at me. Keeping the gag out of sight, I reached down and started caressing the side of his neck. Mark had taught me quite a bit of self defense, including the fact that there is a nerve cluster located just behind the ear. Putting my thumb behind his ear, I let the breath out and, as hard as I could, jammed it into the place behind his ear.
Mark screamed in pain, and, as his mouth opened I swung my hand up and jammed the ball into his mouth. Mark's head immediately snapped forward, which is what I wanted. I had been holding the strap, and Mark's moving forward had helped slide it over his head. I whipped it down the rest of the way and, as Mark bucked violently in the chair, yanked on the edge of the strap, tightening it as much as I could. I immediately stepped back as Mark screamed through the gag and desperately strained against the hand cuffs.
I stood there, my heart pounding as Mark thrashed wildly in the chair, all the while trying to scream. I put my head down and told myself that this was for the best. Leaning forward, I grabbed Mark's hair to hold his head still and began whispering in his ear.
"Are you still making noise you little rat?" I asked. "Go ahead, keep trying to scream, no one will hear you, Mark, I'm tired of hearing you, and so is everyone else, you noisy little rat." Mark threw himself backwards into the chair so hard it banged into me, almost knocking me over. Grabbing the belt, I pulled it hard once, again bracing my knee against the seat. Mark struggled for another minute before stopping; the screaming through the gag had changed to a gurgling as the belt choked him. Another moment and I felt his body slump as he stopped struggling. I let up on the belt, but kept it in my hand, just in case.
"Oh, come on, Mark," I said, speaking in his ear again. "Did you really think you were off the hook? I whip you a few times, then we were going to fuck, and it would all be okay?"
Mark moaned into the gag, I felt my resolve slip as the sound was nothing short of pathetic. Closing my eyes, I envisioned the pain he had caused me last night. Opening them, I continued.
"You hurt me the way I was hurt as a girl, Mark, the one thing that I had always been afraid of, to the point I didn't even trust guys, it was part of why I seduced you in the first place, because you loved me, and I knew you would never hurt me." I paused. "Guess I was wrong, wasn't I?"
Mark leaned his head forward and suddenly threw it back. I moved at the last second, barely avoiding the back of his head catching me in the face.
"Oh, that was not nice, little brother!" I snapped, then slapped him hard in the back of the head. "Now stay still and shut up, because if you play along, I'll take the damn thing off, you want that right?"
Mark nodded and whimpered through the gag again.
"Anyway, where was I?" I tapped my finger on his shoulder as if I couldn't remember. "Oh, yes, what you did to me, so I had to get even, Mark, I mean 'an eye for an eye,' isn't that right, little brother?"
Mark's response was to let his head fall forward and begin to sob through the gag. I shook my head. Definitely could have used some more coke.
"So you raped me the way Frank did, and now I'll keep you quite the way Max did. I mean, that's fair, right?"
Mark continued to sob and, leaning over, I put my arms around his shoulders, hugging him. I could feel his entire body trembling and fought back another wave of pity.
"But see, I'm going to give you something you didn't give me last night, Mark, I'm going to give you a chance."
I walked back around to face him. Mark had his head down, but when I came around, he looked up at me. Facing him was a mistake, Mark's eyes were wide with fear, and there tears flowing down his cheeks. His eyes met mine, and he whimpered against the gag, I didn't have to hear it to know it was the word 'please.' I shook my head sadly and he started to sob again. Once again, locking onto the emotions of last night, I reached out and, grabbing both of his cheeks, held his head still.
"Listen to me, Mark, I..." I stopped as Mark yanked his head from my hands, and kicking out, caught me in the hip.
I staggered backwards, then watched as, kicking out with both legs this time, Mark caught the desk with his feet and succeeded in getting the chair to begin to fall backwards. Lunging forward, I grabbed the belt and kept the chair up by yanking him forward. As the chair settled back onto the floor, I reared back and slapped Mark hard in the face.
"Stop it!" I yelled in his face. "I swear, Mark, if you don't stop, I will leave you here! Leave you here all night like this! You want that?"
Mark's eyes widened in terror and he vigorously shook his head.
"Okay," I said softly.
Leaning forward again, I took his face in my hands, but this time, gently.
"I'm sorry I hit you, but I'm trying to give you your chance, okay?"
Mark whimpered but nodded.
"Okay, see, Max used to let you out of that closet whenever he felt like it, but I'll make a deal with you, little brother, an easy one."
At the mention of Max, Mark moaned into the gag and began crying harder. Taking my eyes from his face, I spoke.
"See, little brother, all I wanted was for you to fuck me last night, just spend some time with your fucked up sister, and that would have been that, but you not only turned me down, but you ended up hurting me, so, tell you what, you give me what I want, and I'll take that nasty gag out of your mouth and let you go."
Mark stared at me as if I were crazy and I smiled at him.
"That's right, Mark, you give me a nice ride on that beautiful cock, and it's all over. Not a bad deal, no? You get let go and get to fuck your sister!" I leaned forward and kissed his cheek."So what do you say, Mark?" I laughed coldly. "Oh, that's right, you can't say anything, can you?"
Mark whimpered.
"Oh, quit your whining," I told him. "Don't you always brag that you could fuck anyone anywhere? Get hard at will, fuck in front of an audience?" I shrugged. "So let's see it, little brother, let's see how good you are."
I went to straddle him but, looking down, made a disgusted sound.
"Oh this just isn't good, Mark! You're not even hard anymore!"
I reached down and, after giving his flaccid cock a squeeze, shook my head sadly.
"Wow, over before it started." I started to pull the straps of my dress up. "Well, I guess your secretary will..."
I stopped as Mark threw his head back and let out a wail of fear against the gag. I placed my hand against his chest and could feel his heart pounding fast and hard.
"Hey, okay." I said. "Tell you what, Mark, once again, I will be nicer to you then you were to me, I'll give you some help, how's that?"Bending over, I took Mark's soft cock into my mouth and started sucking on it. Mark whimpered and I continued to suck until I noticed he wasn't getting any harder. Looking up, I said, "Now you don't even like my mouth? Damn, Mark, I'm trying to help here, I really am." I sighed. "I guess that's it."
Mark screamed again and shook his head. I rolled my eyes at him.
"Okay, one more chance, little brother, you get hard for your big sister, and it'll be okay. But this is your last chance, got it?"
Without waiting for a response, I went back to his cock. Grabbing it, I gave it several hard pumps before putting it in my mouth again. I held it there, swirling my tongue around the head and felt Mark's body tense up. I felt his cock twitch in my mouth and started sucking it slowly. Mark whimpered and his hips began to rock. His cock began to swell, and I increased the speed of my sucking.
"Hmm-mmm," I moaned encouragingly as I felt him growing even harder.
Mark was breathing hard, and I could feel his legs trembling beneath my hands as I continued to blow him. Mark braced his feet on the floor and pushed up, shoving his cock deeper into my mouth. Using my left hand, I grabbed the base of his shaft and started stroking it, jerking him off into my mouth as I continued to suck on him. Mark moaned into the gag, and I moaned, as well, as I felt his cock harden in my mouth. I could feel my pussy begin to drip as I felt my brother's entire body straining, willing himself to an erection. I began bobbing my head even faster. Mark's cock was now completely hard, and I allowed myself the guilty pleasure of sucking on it some more, getting one last good taste of my brother's hard flesh.
I sucked once more, so hard that when I released his cock from my mouth, there was a loud, wet sucking sound.
"That's a boy!" I said and, still squeezing his cock, swung my leg over his hips.
I guided him to me and groaned as I let myself go, driving his cock deep inside of me. As soon as I had Mark started trying to buck his hips, but I stopped him by standing up until his cock was barely inside of me. Mark whimpered and shook his head.
"Hey, what's the hurry?" I asked. "What? A girl can't take a nice, slow ride on her brother's cock?"
Mark uttered something that I'm sure was the word 'please' again, and I felt his cock start to go soft again. Squeezing it hard, I slipped him back inside of me and started riding him faster. Mark moaned and I did, as well, as I felt him regain his full erection. Once he was hard again, I slowed up and started sliding my hips across his, enjoying his huge thick cock filling my pussy. Mark let out a pathetic moan as I slowed down. Taking his face in my hands, I held it still so that he was looking into my eyes.
"Shhh," I cooed. "Just relax, little brother, just relax and enjoy your sister's pussy." I paused to kiss his cheek. "It used to be your favorite, no?"
Mark nodded in agreement and closed his eyes as he pushed himself to continue to fuck me. I leaned forward and rested my head on his shoulder as I continued to slowly grind my pussy into him. Mark was breathing hard in my ear, and I could feel him trembling against me. He was making soft whimpering noises that were a cross between fear and pleasure. Despite all that, I wrapped my arms around his shoulders and, closing my eyes, pretended that things were different, that Mark wanted to be with me. I envisioned us at one of the cute little bed and breakfasts we used to go to when were younger and would go away for the weekends to get away from friends and family and enjoy are forbidden passion.
I moaned and started raising myself up and down, riding Mark harder and faster. Even as I moaned in pleasure, as I drove myself on and off of my brother's huge dick, I could feel myself getting emotional, how had it come to this? Why couldn't we have always been together like we were back then? Mark whimpered in my ear, and it broke the spell; we could never be because of things like this. Somehow, someway, I always caused those around me pain. Pushing back the tears, I sat straight up on Mark's lap and, leaning back, grabbed the edge of the desk with my hands. Bringing my legs up one at a time, I braced my feet on Mark's thighs and started bucking my hips harder.
Mark groaned into the gag, and started bucking his own hips into me. I stopped moving mine and held myself up letting my brother drive his cock into me. Mark whimpered again and he started fucking me even harder. He was covered in sweat and every muscle in his body was taut as he strained desperately to cum.
"Oh, yes!" I cried as, matching my brother's rhythm, I began slamming myself down into his thrusts.
Mark was groaning and his legs were shaking badly. Realizing that he probably couldn't cum at this angle, even in the best of situations, I dropped my legs down and stood up. Mark let out a loud cry against the gag, as he thought I was toying with him.
"It's okay, little brother, I'm going to make it easier," I whispered as I once again straddled him.
I guided him into me, then began riding him furiously. Mark released a long groan as I slammed myself up and down as fast as I could. I was drawing his cock almost all the way out before driving myself back down onto him. Mark's breath was coming in sharp gasps and, after several savage thrusts with his hips, he let out a long whimper and his cock exploded inside of me.
"Ohhh," I moaned as I began to rock back and forth on my brother's lap.
Mark was gasping and groaning as, each time I pushed his cock deep inside of me, he received another long, hot spurt of cum. I sighed in pleasure as my brother painted the inside of his sister's pussy. Mark whimpered softly, and his body twitched as he stopped moving his hips. I tightened my pussy around his cock, and Mark whimpered again as I milked a couple more drops from his spent cock.
"Oh, that's it, baby," I whispered. "You give your big sister every drop."
Mark moaned and I felt his body go limp, slumping into the chair. I started to get off of him, but instead, impulsively hugged him to me. Cradling his head to my chest, I held him tightly, my arms wrapped around his shoulders. I rested my head on top of his and allowed myself another few moments of closeness to the man who should have been my everything, but, through a cruel twist of fate, was the one man I could never have. Mark remained still for a moment, then started struggling against me.
"Shhh," I cooed to him. "Just stay there and let your sister hold you one more time, little brother." I sighed as I absently began stoking his hair. "I'm sorry our last time had to be like this, Mark. It wasn't supposed to be. This should have been over last night, but you went ahead and hurt me."
Leaning back, I looked down into his bulging, frightened eyes and shook my head sadly.
"Then, because you're better than I deserved, you felt bad that you did." I grunted disgustedly. "Really made things harder than they should have been."
Leaning over, I kissed Mark on the forehead and, getting up, pulled my bra up and began to fix the straps of my dress. Mark shouted against the gag and started struggling against the chair again. I looked once more into his tear-filled eyes and, summoning up my nerve, smiled coldly at him.



"Sorry, Mark, you didn't stop for me, even when I used the word, so guess what?" I reached out and touched his cheek. "Payback's a bitch."
I turned away from him and winced as he began screaming into the gag. Keeping my back to him, I picked my purse up and, bending over, slipped my sandals back on. I walked around to the other side of the desk and, on a whim, reached down and picked his pants up. Reaching into the back pocket, I took out his wallet and, opening it, removed the cash he had in it. Turning to see him staring at me, I held up the money.
"Thanks Mark!"
Tucking the money into my bra, I began to leave, then, remembering the final touch, walked over to the window that overlooked downtown Providence. It was now dark out and, after pulling the blind down, I walked over to the door. I heard Mark start to sob behind me and turned to look at him one last time. As he saw me looking, he began to shake his head wildly back and forth, pleading with his eyes for me to let him go. I shrugged and shook my head at him. Mark threw his head back and let out a loud wail behind the gag. I noticed he wasn't even fighting anymore, just crying. I opened the door and backing out of it, stopped.
"So, Mark, I have one last question for you."
As I spoke, I reached out and put my hand on the light switch. Mark froze and, shaking his head, he let out the most pathetic whimper I had ever heard.
"So, little brother," I began, smiling grimly at him. "Who's broken now?"
As Mark wailed in terror, I shut the light off and closed the door behind me, plunging the room into the darkness that had terrified my brother since he was a child. As I hurriedly walked down the corridor, trying to ignore the muffled screams behind me, I whispered, "Goodbye, my beautiful, little brother, I really did love you."
A half hour later, I was doing eighty down ninety-five south, trying to put as much distance between myself and Rhode Island as I could, as quickly as I could. As I crossed the state line into Connecticut, I slowed down and, reaching under the seat, pulled out the bottle of Captain Morgan. I took the last few swallows, then, after tossing the bottle into the back seat, picked up my cell phone. I dialed the main number to Mark's firm, then, after listening to the directory, dialed Jim Howard's extension. I almost hung up, thinking he had left when he answered.
"This is Jim."
"Hey, Jim" I replied, keeping my voice deliberately low. "I think you have a problem."
"Excuse me?" Jim asked.
"Well, you don't, but there's a disturbance in your firm."
"Who is this?"
"Never mind who this is, you need to go down and check on Mr. Phillips. I think he could use some help."
"Help?" Jim repeated. "What is this, a joke?"
"No, Jim, Mark's in trouble, it seems as if," I giggled into the phone. "It seems as if he's gotten himself into quite a bind. Bye now."
Without waiting for a reply, I hung up the phone. I went to put it away, then, looking at it, changed my mind. Rolling down the window, I tossed the phone out onto the highway. I rolled the window back up, then, after turning up the radio, pushed my foot down on the gas and laughed delightedly.
After years of struggle and heartache, I was finally free.
*
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I looked up from the journal and wiped at the tears that were streaming down my face. There were points when I had to wipe at my eyes to finish the last couple of pages because I kept tearing up. Giving in to them now, I set the journal down and put my head in my hands and sobbed. Finally, I grabbed the box of tissues from the nightstand and used a handful to wipe at my eyes and face until I gained some control over myself.
I picked the journal back up and stared at it. I had been right in thinking that nothing good could come of this. In fact, Mark and I had made a pact never to discuss that twenty-four hour stretch of time during which we hurt each other terribly.
Then again, underneath the pain of reliving that brutal night and the anguish of how bad off I was, there was a hint of appreciation. I felt grateful that I was here to be able to read about it. I had been so sick back then, full of such self-loathing that I really thought I would be helping my loved ones by dying. What about all the good times I'd shared with Mom since then? And my father and I got along so well now. And in spite of everything, my brother and I had not only made amends, but we were closer than ever.
Although still not as close as Mark had hoped we would be.
Pushing that thought aside, I swallowed hard and once again stared at the book. There was still a section left to go. I had written in it often in New York, using it to chronicle my final fall into disgrace and what I felt would be my ultimate release from this world and the pain it held for me.
Why stop now? Opening the book, I started flipping through the pages, looking for anything more significant than "Got fucked up again," or "Walked the street last night."
I skimmed through the entries describing my first couple of months in New York. Julie and I had taken up where we left off, becoming lovers as well as partying constantly. I shook my head as I read about bouncing from strip club to strip club, getting so messed up I couldn't even hold a job.
I lingered on the first entry that mentioned my using heroin.
From there, things had gone downhill even faster. Julie and I lost our apartment and lived with a guy who pimped us out, paying us in drugs as we used our bodies to make him money. I was once beaten so badly by a John that I spent three days in a hospital. I lied to the cops and doctors, saying I had no family.
After that, Julie and I ended up on the streets and, eventually, a homeless shelter. Even then, I was hooking. All the money I made went straight into my arm, so I didn't even care that I was sleeping on a mat on the floor with a bunch of other junkies and tragic tales.
I slowed my skimming as I found the journal entry that mentioned Julie's brother Tony. She had run from him, but he worked at the shelter and saw her there. Tony let us come live with him in his squalid apartment in Hell's Kitchen. He had been a heroin junkie himself but was clean now and trying to help others; he tried desperately to help Julie and me, tried to keep us clean and to keep the guys away from us.
There was no helping those who did not want it, however, and I still did whatever I could to keep using. Tony had hardly any money, and Julie and I would trick not just for drugs but rent. Tony tried to stop us, but we had no choice. That is, until the two of us became so used up that no one would even pay for us anymore. That was when I knew the end was coming.
I wiped my eyes again as I neared the end of the journal. I looked at an entry that mentioned trying to stay clean, not so that I could get healthy, but so that I could afford enough heroin for one last dose, enough to kill me. I started to flip forward but stopped when Tommy's name leaped out at me. Taking a deep breath, I sat back onto the bed and began to read about my last day in Hell's Kitchen.
Dark Days Part Three.
On the morning of the day I was going to die, I dreamt of my brother. We were lying in my bed on a rainy Saturday morning, and I awoke to Mark's gently kissing my shoulder. I laid there with my eyes closed, pretending to sleep, enjoying his sweet efforts to wake me. Mark moved my long black hair to the side and began to plant soft kisses across the top of my back. As his soft lips worked the smooth skin of my back, his arm encircled my waist and his hand lightly caressed my stomach.
I was facing away from him and allowed myself a smile as his strong hand slid slowly down my stomach towards my pussy. His fingers stopped just above my clit, then trailed back up my stomach.
"Awww, don't tease, little brother." I whispered.
"Faker." Mark said in my ear.
I giggled, and then moaned as my brother's hand found my left tit. After giving it a playful squeeze, his fingers began teasing my hard, pink nipple. I sighed as he nuzzled into my hair and started kissing the soft creamy skin of my neck. His arm was under my head, and he brought it up to not only play with my other tit, but to pull me back into his embrace. I wrapped my own arms around his while angling my head back to give him better access to my neck. Could it get any better than this?
It did, as, after sliding his arm out from under me, Mark rolled me over onto my back. Leaning over, his lips found mine, and I moaned in my throat as I opened my mouth to allow his tongue to enter and slide across mine. I wrapped my arms around his shoulders, drawing him deeper into our long, passionate kiss. I whimpered through the kiss as Mark's hand slid between my thighs and his fingers slid into my smooth, wet pussy. I broke the kiss, unable to continue, as my brother's thumb found my clit and began rubbing it in a slow, circular motion.
Mark didn't mind me breaking the kiss; once my lips left his, he put them to an even better use: sliding his body down on the bed, his mouth found my left nipple and began teasing and sucking on it.
"Ohhh, little brother, that is soooo nice!" I cooed as I began running my hand along his powerful back and through his thick black hair.
I could feel my brother's huge, hard cock pressing against my leg. I smiled. I knew in minutes, it would be buried deep inside of his big sister's needy little pussy. Reaching down, I slid my left arm between our bodies. Mark moaned around my nipple as, after giving his cock a good hard squeeze, I started slowly stroking it. As I pumped my brother's cock with one hand, I brought my right up and started playing with my other nipple.
"I love watching that," Mark whispered around my tit as he watched my long, blue fingernails tease my pale, pink nipple.
"I wanna see too!" I said in my little girl voice. "Let me see you licking your sister's titties."
Mark laughed and I smiled at the sound of it. My brother had survived a hellish childhood, and I loved making him laugh and smile. I also loved making him cum, and that, I would do soon enough. In the meantime, Mark had propped himself up so I could watch him tonguing my nipple. Seeing me watching, Mark winked and placed just the tip of his tongue against my pink flesh.
"Other one's jealous," I said, giving him the pout that he could never resist.
I cupped my tit in my hand and made a show of pushing it up for him. Flashing me that beautiful smile that never failed to melt me, Mark leaned over and started sucking on my nipple. I gasped as the entire time my brother had been licking and sucking my tits, his hand had been busy between my legs, and I could feel my thighs starting to tremble. I started rocking my hips into my brother's plunging fingers. Sensing I was close, Mark pushed harder against my clit while increasing the speed of his fingers. I closed my thighs, pinning his hand against my pussy, and I started moaning as I felt the orgasm building within me.
Mark moaned as well, as the closer I got, the faster I was pumping his dripping prick. As I arched my back off the bed, straining to cum, Mark caught my nipple between his teeth and bit down. The sudden jolt of pain sent me over the edge, and I let out a loud squeal of pleasure. Mark groaned around my nipple as I started to jerk him off even harder while the orgasm crashed through me. I bucked my hips hard against his thrusting fingers, and I let out another loud wail, letting my brother know just how much his sister was enjoying his touch.
A moment later, I whimpered softly as the last tremors of the orgasm passed through me, and I went limp on the bed. Mark gave me a sweet kiss and started to roll over on top of me. Stopping him with my hand against his chest, I rolled over onto my side. I lifted my long leg into the air, and, taking his cue; Mark slid up behind me, hooked his arm around my thigh, and slid his huge cock effortlessly into my welcoming flesh. We both moaned as he entered me, burying his cock deep inside me and holding it there before starting to slowly thrust in and out.
"Oh yes!" I moaned as Mark started kissing my neck while he fucked me
Reaching down between my legs, I slid my hand along the length of his cock until I reached his balls. Mark groaned as I started massaging them as he fucked me. My brother's arm slid under me and, as he had before, he hugged me close to him. I gasped in pleasure as he started fucking me harder while drawing me completely into his embrace. I switched from rubbing his balls to lightly running my nails across them and smiled at the moan Mark released directly into my ear. That moan was followed by a loud gasp as I contracted my pussy even tighter around his throbbing cock. Mark began to fuck me harder and faster, and I began yelping with each deep thrust of his amazing cock.
Mark moaned again and started to slow down.
"Go ahead baby, "I whispered to him. "The folks are gone. We have all day, so just let me have it!"
Mark didn't have to be told twice, and I squealed in delight as he started fucking me hard and fast. Within minutes, he began gasping with each thrust. Sliding my hand up, I wrapped it around the base of his long, thick cock and started stroking. My brother cried out in my ear and I felt his cock explode. I released a matching cry of pleasure as I felt the inside of my pussy being sprayed with my brother's hot cum. I started pumping my hand furiously, and Mark stopped fucking me, lying still while his sister jerked him off into her pussy. Each pump of my fist released another squirt of my brother's hot, sticky fluid into me, and I moaned each time. Oh, how I loved when my brother came inside of me!
I gave his cock one more good, hard, pump and giggled as Mark gave me that adorable whimper, the one that only his big sister got to hear. I released his cock and sighed contentedly as I lowered my leg, and my brother wrapped his arms tightly around me. After a moment, Mark started to slide out of me, but I whispered, "Just stay right there, baby, I love you inside of me."
"And I love being there," Mark said softly in my ear.
We laid there, silently enjoying each other's embrace, and I sighed in pleasure as I felt my brother growing soft inside of me. Mark started to move, but I held onto his arms, keeping them around me.
"Don't get up," I whispered. "Stay here with me, please?"
"I don't think I'm tired anymore," Mark replied in my ear.
"Just stay here and hold me and you'll fall asleep, I promise." I added with a giggle, "You stay here with me, then, when I wake up again, we can go play in the shower, how's that?"
Mark laughed softly, "You drive a hard bargain, sis."
"And you drive your sister hard, little brother!" I said, laughing.
Mark laughed as well, and, to my delight, nuzzled his head into my hair and hugged me even tighter to him. We both sighed contentedly, and in a few minutes, I smiled as I heard Mark's breathing become slow and steady as he fell asleep holding his sister. I laid there awake for a couple of minutes, enjoying the feel of my brother's heartbeat against my back and the soothing sound of the rain. Closing my eyes, I thought that it truly couldn't get any better than this.
That was what I dreamt of that morning. I dreamt of my brother's sweet touch and his warm embrace. I dreamt of those wonderful Saturday mornings that we spent in my bed laughing, playing, and loving. Truly, it was my idea of heaven.
I woke up to hell.
Even though I was awake, I kept my eyes closed, wishing desperately that I could fall back to sleep and get another glimpse of my beautiful brother. As I lay there, I thought it only fitting that I had dreamt of Mark. After months of not being able to see it, I had spent the last few nights dreaming of my forest, of how beautiful and peaceful it was, and how it was waiting for me. Those dreams told me that my time was coming to an end. I had decided yesterday that today would be my last day, and the fact that I dreamt of my brother told me that I was right. It was only a dream of an old memory, but it had been a happy one, and in a way, the only real goodbye I would have.
My head jerked up and my stomach jumped at a knock on the door.
"Megan, are you awake?"
I didn't answer right away as my stomach was now twisting. Tony called out again, this time with concern in his voice.
"Megan, umm, you okay?"
I heard him try the door, but, as always, I had thrown the bolt.
"I...I'm up," I responded in the dry rasping croak that passed for my voice these days.
Hopefully, he heard me, as I didn't think that I could speak any louder.
"Okay," Tony answered. "We have to leave in a few minutes, alright?"
"Yeah, I'll be ready," I answered softly.
"Great, just making sure you were up."
I could hear the relief in his tone as he spoke. Tony knew how sick I was and had been trying to get me to go to the clinic. I refused. "I'm fine," I told himHe had looked at me sadly and simply nodded.
Tony had been a hardcore heroin addict before getting clean two years ago, and he knew that I had given up. Not only had he been that close himself, but he saw it every day in the shelter where he worked, where he had found Julie and me.
One of the many great things about Tony was that in the end, he would let people do as they felt they should. I knew he sensed I was close to the end. He'd even asked, "Are you sure you don't have family I could find for you? A friend?". For the hundredth time, I told him no, that I had no one.
As he looked away, I could see how upset he was. I'm sure the fact that his sister, Julie, was not far from being as bad off as I was didn't help matters any. Before he got up to leave my room, I grabbed his hand and told him, "I do have one friend who cares about me," and I gave him a kiss on the cheek.
Tony put his arm around my shoulder and said, "Try to remember that. Even one true friend is enough to get through tough times."
I thanked him and told him to go check on his sister. That was my way of telling him, "Nice try." He nodded and left me alone.
I felt my stomach convulse and rolled over onto my side. Leaning over the edge of the bed, I hung my head over the large pan I kept there and retched. I gasped at the pain in my stomach and chest as nothing came up. I tried to take a deep breath but ended up retching again, then again.I groaned as the dry heaves tore through my frail body, and finally, with a sense of relief, my stomach twisted one more time, and I coughed up some nasty looking brown bile. I let my head hang over the bed, gasping for breath and whimpering in pain, as my chest felt as if it were on fire. Finally feeling as if I could move, I pushed myself up and grimaced at the contents of the pan, I must have thrown up a couple of times last night and not remembered. I also noticed that there was blood amidst the assorted colors of phlegm and worse.
As I sat up, I felt something wet hit my arm and saw that my hair had fallen into the pan. Grabbing the edge of the sheet, I wiped it off as best I could before forcing myself to stand up. As I did, I looked down at the narrow cot that I had been sleeping on for the last three months. The mattress and sheet were stained with puke, and I saw there was a fresh spot from last night. Well, last night would be the last night, so no sense in trying to wipe it off. After glancing at the door as if someone could come in, I reached under the thin dirty mattress and pulled out the small plastic bag I had hidden there. With trembling hands, I brought the bag up to my face and stared at its precious contents.
Inside the bag was the means to my end, a gram of uncut China white heroin. I'd forced myself to stay clean for the last week to save up enough money to buy it last night. Along with the packet of heroin was a blackened spoon, a needle, and a thin rubber tube. I stared longingly at the drug as I had several times since last night. Part of me just wanted to do it now, heat up the spoon and shoot up, go to sleep one last time. Wake up to my forest where there would be no pain, only peace. No, I couldn't, not yet anyway. I had to help Tony as he had helped me. With a sigh, I slid the bag back under the mattress and made my way unsteadily over to the old beat up coffee table with a small mirror on top of it that served as my bureau.
Reaching the table, I sat down hard as my legs started to give out. I found myself wondering how the hell I was going to make the three-block walk to the drugstore in a little while. Looking down at the table, I picked up one of the half-smoked cigarettes that I had grabbed out of an outdoor ashtray last night. Just before I put it in my mouth, I noticed it had red lipstick on it. As I picked up the cheap plastic Bic lighter, I wondered if the woman who had smoked this had been pretty. I had been pretty once, but not anymore. Holding the lighter with both hands to keep it steady, I lit the cigarette and took a deep drag.
I doubled over as I was immediately beset by a coughing jag. I rested my head on the table as my eyes watered from the pain in my chest and, sitting up, disgustedly ground the cigarette out onto the scarred surface of the table. Turning my head, I spit out a glob of phlegm onto the floor and, after taking a deep breath, forced myself to look into the mirror. I felt my eyes burn, and I'm sure I would have cried if my body could come up with enough moisture to allow for tears. I was four months from my thirty-second birthday, but the haggard face looking back at me was that of an old hag.
The high cheek bones that, once upon a time, made me beautiful now stuck out of my gaunt face, giving my features a skeletal appearance. My formerly ivory complexion was a pasty white that seemed as if it were becoming grey in some spots. The full, perfect lips, the ones that many women had envied, were dry, cracked, and covered in cold sores. The long, raven black hair that was once thick and lustrous now hung limp and matted around my face. I couldn't remember how long it had been since I'd washed it.



Looking straight into the mirror, I smiled sadly at what was left of my single best feature. My eyes, once an amazing shade of ice blue, were red-rimmed, dull, and lifeless. The skin underneath my eyes was sagging and a nasty shade of deep purple. The left eye was also surrounded by the yellowish tint of a faded bruise. Last week, I had blown a guy in an alley. When I asked for the money, he punched me. As he walked away, he called out over his shoulder, "Keep the change."
Reaching up, I grabbed a piece of my hair and rubbed it between my fingers. It felt as nasty as it looked. The shower had broken days ago. Tony and Julie showered at the shelter, but I hadn't gone there in awhile. After all, I could no longer eat without throwing up, so there was no point in going there for a meal. As for showering, well, I didn't care enough anymore. Even the other day when I had stopped to sniff, wondering what that nasty smell was and realizing it was me wasn't enough to get me to care. Speaking of smell, I looked down at the dirty pink t-shirt and jeans I was wearing and tried to remember if I had changed my clothes yesterday. Then I shrugged. It didn't matter, everything I had was dirty, I had used every bit of money I could scrounge for the horse, even the change I'd saved for laundry.
On that note I did manage a few tears as looking into the mirror I put my hand on my bare neck. My plan the last few days was to walk the streets, all night if I had to, every night, until I could get the four hundred dollars I needed to get enough uncut heroin to make sure it would be my last dose. The problem was that at this point, I was so used up that even the sleaze balls that prowled the streets of Hell's Kitchen didn't want me. When I had first started hooking, I could easily get a hundred and fifty for a fuck and half that for a blow job. As time went on, however, I'd had to settle for less and less.
I was so hard up and bad off right now that I had been taking as little as twenty dollars for whatever they wanted from me. For the last couple of weeks, that had simply been blow jobs. Plainly put, I was too nasty looking to fuck. When I would trick, I would normally wear a short skirt to show off my long legs; however, those once well-shaped legs were nothing more than sticks covered in scabs, and I now wore jeans to cover them. Even my formerly perky tits were nothing more than sagging flesh. The last guy I undressed for shook his head disgustedly and threw a twenty at me and told me to leave.
Things became worse a few days ago when the cold sores appeared and no amount of lipstick could completely cover them up. The last few nights, I had started at six and stayed out until three in the morning and had only come up with half the money. Most of that came from guys who were so fucked up they either didn't notice my appearance or didn't care. I was getting desperate, as it was almost impossible to not take what little money I was making and grab a fix. Since I had spent the last few nights straight, I was becoming aware of how sick I was and how bad I looked. Still, for the first time in months, I reached down within myself and found the little strength that I had left and held back, telling myself I would have no worries soon.
Two nights ago, I reached an all-time low, even for these days. I ran into four guys in their early twenties hanging around the edge of an alley, drinking. After waving me over to see what I looked like, one of them told me to get away from them. As I started to walk away, another called out that he would give me fifty dollars if they could all jerk off on my face. A couple of them started laughing, and I was going to keep walking. Then, unable to handle the thought of another night of being no closer to the end, I quickly turned back around, walked past them into the alley, got on my knees, lifted my face up and let them do what they wanted. I closed my eyes and tried to find my forest as they called me a whore and a skank, amongst other things, while cumming on me.
Yesterday I decided that I couldn't wait any longer. I had been unable to eat and could barely stay upright long enough to stay out on a corner. Going down to the pawn shop, I hocked the locket Mom had given me when we went away together years ago.
I never wore it on the street for fear it would be taken from me, but I wore it every night. Most nights, I would fall asleep holding it and hoping that my mother could forgive me for what I had done to her. I cried the entire walk to the shop and was still in tears when the guy offered me forty dollars for it. I was so upset, I threw up outside the door of the shop on the way out. Then again, I threw up all the time, so maybe it wasn't from that, but at least I now had enough money to do what I needed.
I went to the dealer, who was more than happy to sell a gram of his best stuff for good money, as opposed to the cheap cut shit the people in the neighborhood usually bought. I had planned on doing it last night until I got back to the apartment and walked in on Tony screaming at his sister. The rent was due the next day, and Julie had found out where Tony kept the money and had spent it on coke and pot. Julie was crying and saying she was sorry, but Tony was beside himself. We were already two months behind, but the guy who ran the building knew Tony and had gone to the landlord, who said that if we could come up with one month's rent he would work with us. If we didn't, however, we would be thrown out.
My first reaction was to just go into my room and lock the door. I was going to get ready to end my misery once and for all. As I sat there, however, I could still hear Tony yelling and Julie crying. That was when the memory of what I had done to my brother years ago came back to me. I had stolen my brother's rent money and left town. Mark had to hustle pool to get the money, and that was when he ran into Max and almost ruined his life. As I thought about that, I thought of Tony, who was a good guy trying to help people who were suffering as he had suffered. Not only that, but Tony, like my own brother, was desperately trying to take care of his sick sister, who, constantly hurt him by using. Just like I had done to Mark.
If not for Tony, Julie and I would be sleeping at the shelter when they had room and on the street when they didn't. Tony was a former boxer and a big guy with a nasty street reputation. He'd kicked the shit out of a couple of dealers who sold to us, and broke the arm of the pimp that we were working for when he found us. Just like Mark had once done. Tony let us live with him, brought us home food from the shelter, and did everything he could for us.
In that moment I had the first unselfish thought I'd had in months--I had to try to help him. Yes, I nodded to myself, I would help Tony. As I thought more about it, I found myself smiling. This was a test. Before I left a life during which I did nothing but hurt the people who cared about me, I had been given a chance to make amends. One good deed to try to make up for the pain I had caused, this would ensure that my forest would be waiting for me.
The problem was that it had taken me over a week of humiliation and the selling of my most cherished possession to get that much money. What could I do by tomorrow? I put my head down and tried to think. None of the losers we knew would have that kind of money, the pawn shop certainly wouldn't lend to a junkie, and Tony had tried a loan shark once already and had almost gotten his leg broken for missing a payment. The only people I knew that would have it were the people I had run from. On that note, I looked up. I sure as hell wouldn't call my parents, nor would I try to contact my brother, but maybe...
Putting the heroin under the mattress, I went back out into the small living room where Julie was lying on the couch. Tony was sitting in the old, torn recliner with his head in his hands. I asked him if he had a couple of dollars in change or if he knew of someone who would let me make a long distance call.
"Why?" he asked.
"I might be able to get the money for the rent wired to me."
"I thought you didn't have anyone."
I sighed. "You want my help or not?"
Tony looked over at Julie, who was curled into a ball, crying like a little kid. "Okay."
We walked down to the shelter, and Tony got permission to call long distance, telling the woman who ran it that he was trying to help me get in touch with family. She smiled delightedly, wished me luck, and let us use her office.
I asked Tony to wait outside. I didn't want him to know that I had anyone left who could help me. I also didn't want him to hear me begging.
I took a deep breath and called Tommy's office. It was only four and I figured he would be there. If not, I was screwed, because I didn't remember his cell number and his home was unlisted. The receptionist answered, and when she asked who was calling, I hesitated before finally saying my name. If he took the call, I might have a chance. She put me on hold. I sat on the edge of the desk, holding my twisting stomach.
I was ready to give up after a couple of minutes, figuring Tommy was rightfully saying,"Fuck her!" when I heard a click, then, "Megan?"
"H...Hi Tommy," I whispered.
"You there?"
"Yeah, I'm here T...Tommy. H...how are you?" I forced my weak voice to speak as loudly as I could.
"Megan, are you okay?" he asked. "Christ, you sound terrible."
"I...I'm not really okay, but, umm, that's okay, it's for the best."
"Where are you? New York? You want me to come get you?"
I put my head down and felt my dry eyes burning again. After what I had done to him, Tommy was offering to come get me. I felt my heart sink as I realized that I had not succeeded in making him hate me.
"Megan?"
I pulled myself together by telling myself it was supposed to be this way; this was the only chance I would have of redeeming myself in some small way.
"I'm here. Yes, I'm in New York, but, ummm, Tommy, I need help."
"Tell me where you are," he replied. "I could come up or..."
"Tommy, I need four hundred dollars wired to me," I blurted out.
"What?" Tommy exclaimed. "You're calling me for money? Are you fucking kidding me?"
"Tommy, please, listen to me!" I cursed at myself for saying it so quickly. My mind was starting to go the way of my body.
"And I thought you were a piece of work before!" he continued. "After what you did, you have the nerve to ask me for money so you can get wasted?"
"Oh, Tommy, please listen!" I began. "It's not for drugs and it's not for me! It's for a friend that I'm trying to help!" I paused. "I'll give you his name. You can send the money to him, not me!"
"Oh, I can send direct to your dealer?" he laughed harshly. "Come on. Remember who you're talking to! Been there, done that! I'm not sending you a fucking dime, take care of yourself, Megan, I'm hanging..."
"No!" I exclaimed. "No, please don't! Oh, Tommy please, the money's for..."
"You need money, call your brother, he's doing damn well for himself."
"My brother told me I was dead to him," I said softly, telling yet another lie. There was no way I would get Mark involved. "You're the only one who can help me!"
There was silence and I was afraid he had hung up, but a moment later, he spoke softly.
"Megan, I know you're sick. That does not mean I am not angry at you, but I will help you to try to get better. Under no circumstances, however, will I feed your habit. Understood? You want a bus ticket to get back home, say the word. Want me to drive up and get you, I will. Beyond that, I... can't, I just can't."
"Tommy please!" I sobbed into the phone, losing control. "I know you have every right to not believe anything I say, but please listen!"Without giving him a chance to continue, I went on."I'm trying to help someone who helped me! We... we don't have any money and the rent is due, and we're going to get thrown out!"
I paused and started sobbing.
"Megan, listen," Tommy began. "I just don't"
"And I don't care about me anymore." I began speaking through the sobs. "I don't, and I don't deserve any help, but Tony does! He helped me. Tommy. He...he's helped me the way you tried and my family tried and now he's in trouble and I...I want to help him! Please help me help him, Tommy!"
"I don't know," Tommy started again. "This wouldn't be the first time you cried to..."
"Oh pleeeeeeese!" I wailed into the phone, "Tommy, I just want to do one good thing before I go!"
"Before you go?" he asked softly.
"It's too late for me Tommy, but not for Tony and his sister! All I want to do is help them! I..." I stopped and went into a coughing jag.
"Megan?"
I stopped coughing and, holding the phone away from me, leaned over the wastepaper basket and vomited. Gasping, I brought the phone back to my ear.
"T...Tommy," I choked out.
"My God, Megan," Tommy said on the other end. "Are you..."
"Please let me be remembered for something besides hurting people, please!"
I started coughing again, but managed not to retch this time. I heard Tommy sigh on the other end. "Are you somewhere I can call you back?" he asked.
Nice try, I thought. "No b...but I can call you back if you give me a time."
"All right, Megan. I need to think about this. Call me back in an hour, okay?"
"Will you be..."
"I'll be here, Megan, I promise. Call me back in an hour, I just need to run this through my head."
"O...okay."I hung up the phone and Tony and I went out into the shelter.
Tony tried to get me to eat some soup, but I couldn't manage more than a few bites before I had to run to the bathroom. When I came back, Tony asked who I called.
"My ex. I royally screwed him over." When Tony looked at me questioningly, I told him exactly what I had done.
Tony shook his head, "But I've heard of much worse."
The hour was one of the longest I could remember. When the time came, Tony got me back into the office, and this time, Tommy came on immediately.
"Okay Megan, I'm going to send you the money."
"Thank you, Tommy!" I cried into the phone. "Oh thank you! You're so much better than I deserve!"
"Yeah, well, I just hope you're telling the truth, Megan, because I'd hate to think this is going up your nose."
"I...promise! The money's going to help a good guy, Tommy, another person I don't deserve."
"Okay, give me an address."
"What?" I asked, suddenly nervous.
"A place I can wire the money, Megan. New York's a big city."
"You...you're not coming up, are you?"
"No, I'm not, you don't want anyone's help, so I wouldn't waste my time," Tommy sighed. "Bad enough I'm probably wasting my money, but at least I can say I did something."
I sighed with relief, then told him the name of the drugstore a few blocks from the apartment that accepted Western Union.
"Okay, I'm going to do it, but I..." Tommy hesitated. "Look, Megan, I'm with someone, and it's serious, and I'm going to take the money out of the bank, then send it. Everything's joint and I don't want her thinking I'm wiring money to an ex."
"Ummm okay."I fought back the irrational thought that if Tommy was that serious with someone already, then he had gotten over me pretty quick. Instead, I told myself that that was exactly what I had wanted, and I hoped whoever she was, she was good to him.
"Well, that means you won't get it until tomorrow afternoon."
"Can you do it by five?" I asked. "Please? That's when the guy comes for the rent."
"I'll have it there by three-thirty, okay?"
"Thank you, Tommy!" I told him, then began choking up. "T...thank you for believing me and for everything you tried to do for me."
"Okay, Megan, just don't make me feel bad about this, help your friend."
Tommy hung up without waiting for a reply, but that was okay. I shouldn't have kept talking, anyway. I walked out of the office feeling better than I had in weeks. I told Tony that I got the money. The look of relief on Tony's face was worth the humiliation of calling Tommy, and it made me feel as if I wouldn't leave this world as a total bitch.
After we walked back to the apartment, I went into my room and, sitting at the table, brought out a pad and pen I had gotten from the 'free' box at the shelter. I spent the next half-hour writing goodbye letters to Mom and Mark. Both letters were brief, as there was not much I could say besides I was sorry, but I had to keep stopping to wipe at my tear-filled eyes. To Mom, I added how grateful I was for the good years she had given me, how she had taken me in and loved me as her own. I also told her to tell Dad that I was sorry I had disappointed him so.
To Mark, I wrote of how I truly felt about him, telling him how I had been in love with him way back when we were still living with the folks. I told him how, through the years, I had yearned to be with him, but knew we could never be, and how I would only hurt him. I apologized for how badly I had hurt him at the end and for hurting him by leaving him like this. I ended it by asking him to try to remember me as young and beautiful, and not as the disgraceful shell I had become.
Reaching into the small shoebox that contained the few personal effects I had, I removed a picture of my mother and me that had been in my purse. In it, we were sitting on the porch swing, our arms around each other. I folded it up in the paper and did the same with a picture of Mark and me taken at the party Alex had thrown for him after he graduated from Suffolk. I sealed and addressed the letters, then, after writing of the day's events, put them in the back of the journal.
I wrote another note, this one to Tony. I thanked him for everything and asked him to mail the letter to Mom and the journal with the letter to my brother. I explained who they were to me, and apologized for lying to him, but it had to be this way, to spare them additional pain. I felt an odd sense of satisfaction; my 'affairs,' if that was what they could be called, were in order, and all that remained was to collect the money, and I would be free to enter my forest.
I jumped at another knock at the door and was surprised to find myself facedown on the table. I had either fallen asleep and dreamed the events of the last couple of days, or had been in some type of stupor. As I sat up, and I called out to Tony to give me a minute, it occurred to me that it was probably the former. Over the last few days, I had been sleeping more as my body tried to conserve what little strength it had left. Matter of fact, it dawned on me that if Tony said we had to go, then it must be three-thirty. I had gone to bed at midnight last night and not woke up in between. On the heels of that was the disturbing fact that I somehow did not have to go to the bathroom. I frowned, and, putting my trembling hand between my legs, I realized that at some point I had.
Calling to Tony to give me another minute, I put my head down and found myself thankful to whatever-powers-that-be that there would be no more of this after tonight. Getting up, I pulled off the soiled jeans and panties and looked around the floor at the piles of filthy clothes. I didn't bother trying to find underwear. After finding a pair of jeans that looked less dirty then the rest, I slipped them on.
As I pulled them up, I caught sight of myself in the mirror. My thighs were no thicker than my calves, and my ass, what was left it, had some kind of rash covering it. Quickly looking away, I tugged the jeans up and, after zipping them, removed the belt from the other jeans. I had made several holes to make it tighter, and it still barely kept them up around my wasted frame.
I opened the door, almost walking into Tony, who looked as if he were ready to knock the door down to check on me. As Tony stepped back, I looked up at him and gave him a weak attempt at a smile.



Tony was a big guy, standing six-foot-three and weighing around two hundred and thirty pounds, not an ounce of which was fat. Years ago, in his early twenties, Tony had been an amateur boxer with such promise that he had been invited to try out for the Olympics. That was, until he went out to a party with some friends and tried cocaine for the first time. From there, it was a story like many others. He lost everything, ending up in jail for acting as a street enforcer and beating those who didn't pay the loan sharks and dealers he worked for. He was released and eventually ended up homeless. One night, he overdosed and ended up in a hospital. There, he met a guy he used to box with who had also had some issues. He had gotten into a program, and he talked Tony into going with him to a meeting. Tony had managed to stay clean ever since.
Tony told me a big part of how he stayed clean was finding out his younger sister, Julie, was using. Between trying to be a role model and constantly watching out for her, he had little time to worry about his own cravings. He had also dedicated his time to trying to help others; he not only worked at the shelter, but he also went to local boys' clubs and spoke on the evils of drugs.
Although, at thirty-five, any chance of a boxing career was over, Tony went to a gym where he boxed three times a week and worked out at a local Y. Tony and Julie were from a mixed marriage and unlike Julie who was so light skinned she could pass as white from a distance, Tony was quite dark. His features however, were quite similar to hers and he was quite attractive, especially with his powerful build and a surprisingly big friendly smile.
As I looked up into his expressive, dark brown eyes, I found myself thinking that, under different circumstances, I would have been attracted to him. No doubt, part of that attraction was based on how similar to Mark Tony was. Like my brother, Tony was fiercely protective of his sister, and, for that matter, me, as well. Tony had a temper and had no qualms with fighting, if it came down to it. He had grown up in Hell's Kitchen and walked the streets as if he owned them. As rough as Julie and I had had it, things could have been worse if not for him. Word on the street was that Tony looked out for us, and there weren't too many, even in this neighborhood, who would want to have to deal with him.
"You ready?" he asked.
I nodded and he frowned.
"It's like twenty degrees out Megan, where's your jacket?"
"I don't know," I said, shrugging. I did, in fact, know where it was. It was on my bedroom floor, covered in vomit.
"Hold on."Tony went into his room.
I looked at Julie, who was lying on the couch, staring at the TV. Following her gaze, I saw with a start that it wasn't on. I looked closer at her and saw that she was smiling slightly and her eyes were glazed. Somehow, she had gotten a hold of some dope.
Tony came back out and handed me an old New York Giants sweatshirt. I pulled it on, not bothering to push up the sleeves, which were quite a bit longer than my arms. I pointed at Julie and he sighed."She went out while I was working and either got fronted or turned a couple of tricks. She's been like this for the last couple of hours." He shook his head. "I still can't believe I can say she turns tricks so easy." He sighed. "Ain't life grand?"
I had no answer for that. I just stood there, thinking that here was another thing that Tony shared with my brother--the despair of watching his sister's disgrace.
"We're leaving," Tony told Julie. After getting no response, he rolled his eyes and walked out of the apartment.
We lived on the sixth floor, and by the time we reached downstairs, I had to sit on the first floor landing and rest for a few minutes. I got up, and as we headed outside, I felt my heart begin to pound.
On the sidewalk were several young Hispanic men lounging against parked cars and sitting on the steps. They were part of a local gang, and their leader was an old, grey-haired man, who was always sitting on the stoop, smoking. He would sit there all day, everyday, no matter what the weather. All day long, people would come up and hand him money. He would then send them around the corner to get drugs. I always stayed away from him because he was a Palero, a priest of Palo Mayombe, also known as black voodoo. My brother had studied it for awhile and told me that they were bad news, even by his standards. Back before I was such a mess, the hairs on the back of my neck would stand up when I walked by him.
For the most part, they would leave the tenants alone, but occasionally the younger ones would play games, saying a toll had to be paid to go in or out. Sometimes, the old man told them to knock it off. Other times, he let them go. They got me once, and I had to give them the cheap earrings that I was wearing. It was usually stupid things like that, but if it was someone they didn't recognize, they would get nasty.
I moved closer to Tony, who took my hand and led me down the stairs and past the old man. As we passed, the Palero looked up and I quickly looked away. He had a cataract in his left eye, rendering it milky white. Tony, who spoke Spanish, told me that the Palero claimed it was a sign of demonic power and that he could give the evil eye. Tony said hello to him, but rather than just nod as he usually did, the old man stared at me. After a minute, he shook his head and said something in Spanish.
"What did he say?" I asked Tony.
Tony just shook his head. When I pressed him, he sighed and replied, "He said, 'Such beauty gone to waste.'"
As we walked past the others, they smirked at me and muttered the word Prostituta. Tony scowled at one of them and said something in Spanish. The guy gave Tony a dirty look, but he didn't come any closer to us.
The three-block walk took forever. I had to stop three times, twice to rest and once to go into an alley and throw up. The drugstore was in a slightly better neighborhood, and as we stood in line, I looked straight ahead, trying to ignore the stares I was getting from the other customers. At one point, I started coughing and a little girl with adorable blond curls and huge baby blue eyes asked me if I was okay. Before I could answer, her mother came and yanked her away from me. "Stay away from her," she told her daughter, "She's disgusting!"
I put my head down, and a moment later Tony put his arm around my shoulders. Finally, it was our turn. To my relief, the money was there. As we moved over to the next line to get a money order, one cashier said to the other, "Wonder what she's going to spend that on." Tony shot them a look that made them step back from the counter.
Then he came over with me, where I was buying a money order. No way in hell would I take a chance on walking back to the apartment with that much cash. Tony made the money order out there so it wouldn't be any good for anything else, in case the building super didn't show up today and we went back to the apartment.
The walk back took even longer, as I had to stop every block to rest. At the apartment, halfway up the second floor staircase, my legs gave out. If Tony hadn't been behind me, I would have fallen. He not only caught me, but effortlessly lifted me up into his arms and carried me up the remaining stairs. I looked up into his face, and I could see that mixture of concern and pity in his eyes, the same one he had when he looked at Julie.
Tony put me down in front of the door, and when we entered, Julie was sitting up on the couch with a blanket around her, sweating. Tony went over to talk to her, and I went to the small fridge and grabbed a bottle of water for her. Julie smiled at me and told me how hot I looked, and I rolled my eyes.
She only took a few sips, so I took it back and drank the rest. The cool water felt good, wetting the dry mouth that I'd suffered from almost continuously for the last few days. Tony sat down next to his sister, and I turned to go lock myself in my room, and to do what I so desperately needed to.
Then there was a knock on the door.
Tony got up and asked who it was. "It's Fred," I heard the apartment super answer.
Tony unlocked the door and stepped back to let him in. I walked a couple of steps back towards the center of the room. I wanted to see Tony pay the rent, to see my charitable act through to the end.
"Hey, Tony, you have the rent?" Fred asked.
Tony nodded and handed him the money order. "Thanks for buying us some time. I promise I'll have something towards the other two months, when I pay February's. Okay?"
Fred looked up from the receipt book he was writing in and shrugged."Hey, don't worry about it, you're covered."
"I...what?" Tony asked.
Fred nodded and, as I stared in surprise, handed Tony three receipts.
"Yeah, some guy caught me down the hall and asked if I were coming to see Tony and Megan, I said,'Yeah,' and the guy whips out a money clip, takes out eight hundred-dollar bills, and after I write the receipts, hands me the money."
"What?" Tony asked again. "Who the fuck was he?"
Fred shrugged."Beats me, all I know is he sure as hell didn't look like he belongs around here."
I felt a sinking feeling in my stomach. Tommy had come up here after all, come to try to take me home.
"Did he say anything?" I asked.
Fred looked over at me, winced at how bad I looked, and said, "Yeah, he said,'Consider Megan's debt paid.' Well, anyway, I gotta go." He clapped Tony on the shoulder. "Don't look a gift horse in the mouth, my man, you guys are all set." He glanced at me. "Hey, Megan, you should get to a doctor, you're looking pretty rough these days."
I nodded numbly as my heart began pounding like a jackhammer in my chest. My already upset stomach felt as if it were turning to ice. Tommy was here.
Fred said something to Julie, then left. Tony locked the door and put the chain across. He had only just turned away when another knock came. I began to breathe hard as Tony asked who it was.
"I'm looking for Megan," a muffled voice said from the other side of the door.
My eyes narrowed. I couldn't quite make out the voice, but it didn't sound like Tommy.
"Yeah, well, Megan doesn't do that shit man, get lost," Tony called out.
"I do!" Julie exclaimed, giggling.
"Then I'm looking for Tony," the voice came back.
Tony glanced back at me, and I shook my head at him."Tony, don't," I said softly.
Tony frowned, but a moment later there was a louder knock.
Stepping forward, Tony unlocked the door, but he left the chain on and pulled the door open a few inches. He peered around the door and asked, "Do I know you?"
I didn't hear the response, but Tony shook his head and said, "Hey, man, don't know who you are, but Megan doesn't have a brother."
"No!" I whispered as a wave of nausea passed through me. It couldn't be...
"Anyway, man," Tony was saying, "Megan don't have a brother, and I don't know you, so you need to get lost."
With that, Tony went to slam the door, but it stopped short. "What the...?" Tony asked, then looked down. I followed his eyes to see a familiar black snakeskin boot lodged in the door.
"Man," Tony started, "You... holy shit!"Tony cried out in surprise and Julie screamed as the door exploded inward, the chain snapping off. The impact caught Tony off guard, sending him staggering back. He lost his balance and fell onto the floor.
My attention, however, was locked onto the door, and I let out a whimper of fear as my brother walked into the room. Mark was dressed entirely in black--a leather jacket, boots, and a pair of black jeans. He swung the door shut behind him and thumbed the lock. I was standing off to the side and Mark didn't see me. His attention was focused on Tony, who had jumped quickly to his feet.
"You just fucked with the wrong guy, asshole!" Tony hissed, coming forward.
Mark immediately put his hands up, palms out, in a calming gesture.
"Stop, Tony," he said softly. "I'm not here to fight you. If anything, I'm here to thank you."
"Thank me?" Tony asked, stopping a couple of steps in front of Mark, his fists up and ready to fight. "Got a fucking funny way of saying thanks, man."
"Really? I thought paying your rent was a pretty good way to say thanks."
"You paid that?" Tony lowered his hands. "And thanks for what?"
"For taking care of my sister," Mark replied calmly. "I'm Megan's brother, Mark, and I've come to take her home."
"Megan said she has no brother," Tony insisted, shaking his head. "Who are you really, man? You some kind of narc?You trying to bust her? Maybe you didn't even pay anything. Maybe you just told Fred to..."
Tony stepped back as Mark moved his hands. All he did was slowly slip his jacket off and toss it to the side. Then he put his hands back up. "See? No gun, no badge, not even a knife. I'm not here to bust anyone or hurt anyone. I just want to take my sister back to her family."
I stood there frozen in fear, but as Mark spoke, I found myself looking him up and down. My brother had never looked better. His thick, black hair was perfect, as always, and his flawless features were as beautiful as ever. Underneath the jacket, he wore a black, long-sleeve shirt that fit him perfectly. My eyes lingered on his chest. He had gotten bigger. His shoulders looked broader than before, and the shirt was stretched tightly around his arms and chest. His waist, however, was just as narrow and, as always, he stood there exuding pure confidence. No, it was more than confidence; everything in Mark's appearance, body language, and even his tone, breathed power.
My brother was perfection, and here I resembled a living corpse.
"Family?" Tony repeated. "Umm, well, she always told me that--"
"She lied," Mark said. "Last night she called her ex fiancé looking for money for you. He called me, and I told him to send it. I followed you guys from Hannifords to here and waited for your slumlord to show up." Mark shrugged. "Now, as I said before, thank you for what you've done, but now I..."Mark stopped as he had finally taken his eyes from Tony and saw me standing near the bedroom door."There you are," he began. "I..." He stopped and his eyes widened as they looked me up and down. "Megan, you..." He shook his head. "You look sick, sis."
"I..." I didn't know what to say.
Mark took a step towards me."Well, let's get your things, Megan. I'm taking you home."
"No!" I snapped, taking a step back.
"No?" Mark asked, walking towards me. "I don't remember giving you a choice sis. Enough is enough, you're coming with me."
I took another step back. I couldn't find my voice, so instead just shook my head vigorously. I couldn't let him take me back! He would make me get help, and it would start all over again.
"Hey, hold on a minute!"Moving quickly, Tony took a couple of quick steps back and got in front of Mark.
"Look, Mark, like I said, she said she has no brother and..."
"I used to say that all the time!" Julie exclaimed from the couch. She then made a disgusted sound. "Then you went and found me!"
"Anyway," Tony continued, ignoring her, "thing is, man, she looks awfully afraid of you."
"She's mad I found her," Mark replied. "She'll get over it, now...."
My fevered mind locked onto Tony's saying that I looked afraid of my brother, and one last desperate idea came to me, a way to give myself a chance to avoid being taken home in anything other than a box. While Mark was speaking, I opened my mouth and forced my raw throat to emit a loud wail."Nooooo!" I cried out. "Tony, don't let him touch me! He's not my brother!"
"What?" Tony asked.
"Oh, for Christ's sake!" Mark snapped, rolling his eyes.
"He's going to hurt me again!" I yelled.
"Knock it off, Megan!"Mark started to step around Tony, who once again got in front of him.
As he did, I started screaming, "He's from back home! He's who I ran from when I came here! He beat me!"
"Oh, come on!" Mark exclaimed. Looking at Tony, he said. "She's lying. I never hurt her. She's my..."
"He used to pimp me out!" I yelled. "And...and when I didn't make enough he'd beat me! He...he broke my arm before and that's why I had to run! Tony, don't let him take me back pleeeeese!!"
"That's it, Megan!" Mark shouted. "Game's over! Your ass is coming home with me now!"
Mark came forward, but staggered back in surprise as Tony shoved him hard.
"Games over?" Tony asked. "That don't sound like a brother talking to his sister, man! I think you better get your ass out of here now!"
"Oh, give me a break!" Mark yelled. "She's fucked up! She doesn't want me to help her!"
"No, you want to take me back so you can make me work for you again! So you can beat on me!" I cried out.
Mark stepped forward, and I let out a long, loud wail of despair. "Pleeeese Mark, please don't hurt me anymore!"The fear in the wail was real. I was afraid to do anything but die. I could not let my brother get his hands on me."Tony, help meeee!" I wailed as I backed up against my door.
Tony looked back at me, and I saw his lip curl up in a snarl and his eyes darken with rage. Spinning back to Mark, he shoved him again.
"This is your last chance to get the fuck out of here, you piece of shit! I know guys like you! Why'd you pay the rent? To buy her back? You got 'til three to get your ass out of here, or so help me I'll..."
"Enough!" Mark snapped, and, moving quickly, jumped past Tony and started heading for me.
As I stood there rooted to the spot by fear, Mark reached for my arm. Just before he grabbed me, he cried out in surprise as Tony grabbed his shoulder and yanked him backwards. Mark spun around, swinging his left arm up. Tony saw it coming and, blocking it, slammed his fist into my brother's stomach. Mark doubled over and Tony dealt him a vicious uppercut. As his head snapped back up, Tony hit Mark with a right roundhouse that sent him flat on his back.
Tony glanced back at me. "Don't worry, Megan, I'll show this piece of shit."
He turned around just in time to see Mark draw his legs up to his chest and kick out hard enough to launch himself back up to his feet and go into a spin. Caught off guard, Tony tried to step back, but was caught in the face. The kick struck him square in the mouth, but Tony didn't go down; he only staggered back a couple of steps.
"Oh, that was good!" he nodded, wiping blood from his mouth. "I like that."Taking a step back, Tony unzipped his sweatshirt and tossed it off. Underneath, he was wearing a tight white t-shirt that showed off his enormous arms and chest."See asshole, there's two things I like, a good fight and getting a chance to beat the shit out of someone who gets off beating women, so let's go!"Tony brought his hands up in a boxer's stance and, with his left hand, waved Mark on.
Shaking his head, Mark pointed at Tony."For the last time, I don't beat women, and second of all," Mark said, bringing his hands up and weaving them slowly in front of his face, "watch what you wish for because, motherfucker, I will make this the last fight you ever have!"
"Then bring it over here!" Tony shouted, waving Mark on again.
"I don't want to hurt you," Mark said quietly as he started towards Tony, "but I have been looking for my sister for six months, and she's coming with me if I have to take on every nigger in this building!"
I knew Mark had thrown that word out to get Tony mad, and it worked. Tony stepped forward, swinging wildly. Mark stepped into the punch, blocking it with his forearm. Swinging his right hand up and out, he dealt Tony a vicious backhand blow, then, letting his hand come down and around, slammed his fist into Tony's stomach. Tony doubled over where his face was met with Mark's rising knee. Tony staggered back and fell to one knee. My brother immediately came forward; ready to swing, when the room was pierced with an ear-splitting scream.



Mark started to turn, but not before Julie, whom we had all forgotten about, leapt off of the couch and onto Mark's back. My brother staggered back and cried out as Julie reached around, her hands going for his eyes. Mark caught her thin wrists, but before he could throw her off, Tony surged up from the floor and punched him. Mark started to fall, but as he did, his hand flashed out, catching Tony by the neck. As the three of them fell to the floor in a screaming, cursing tangle of arms and legs, my paralysis broke.
Spinning around, I opened my door and entered so fast I almost fell over. Slamming the door shut behind me, I threw the bolt. Moving faster than I thought I would be able to, I grabbed the metal incense burner from the table and, falling to my knees in front of the bed, pulled out the bag. Tearing the bag open, I placed the burner on the floor and balanced the spoon on top of it.
I heard a crash, and Tony screamed, "Get your hands off my sister!"
That was quickly followed by my brother's bellowing, "Get her hands off of me!"
There was another loud bang, then the unmistakable sound of flesh striking flesh. I heard someone cry out, and there was another crash.
Turning back to the task at hand, I removed the packet of heroin and, taking a deep breath, closed my eyes. With the last of my willpower, I forced my hands to remain still enough to open the small bag and pour its contents into the spoon. Lighting the Bic, I jammed a toothpick into it to keep the flame lit. Panting for breath and whimpering in fear, I grabbed the tube and drew it around my arm as I waited for the heroin to boil. I pulled the tube as hard as I could and started slapping my arm.
"Come on!" I whined in frustration. Over the months of shooting up, my veins had begun to collapse, and I had a hard time finding one.
I heard another loud bang and Julie's screaming. There were several thumps, and I screamed as the wall of my bedroom shook as someone was slammed into it. I looked back at the heroin. It was beginning to bubble.
I had to do this quickly. Tony was big, strong, and knew how to handle himself, but nowhere in my mind did I believe he could take my brother, even with his maniac sister jumping in. Sooner or later, Mark would snap and really lay into them.
I looked back at my arm and cried in relief as I saw the vein faintly standing out; it was enough to be able to get the needle in. As I watched the heroin bubble, I realized I didn't have a cotton ball to filter the drug. I laughed out loud. Who the hell cared if there was anything in it? The point was to die!
The wall was hit again, hard enough for plaster to rain down from the ceiling. Julie screamed, "Stop hitting him!"
The heroin wasn't completely dissolved, but I stuck the needle into it anyway. It would serve its purpose, even better if it clotted and I received a hot load. I drew the heroin up into the syringe, then, staring at my shaking hand, I once again focused on it, forcing it to stay still. I brought the needle up, took a deep breath, and started to bring it down to my arm.
There was a crash, and I screamed as the door to the bedroom exploded inward. The door didn't break. It disintegrated; small pieces of wood flew into the room. I cried out in frustration as I dropped the needle. Looking around frantically, I spotted it a couple of feet away and sobbed in relief. I reached for it. I saw movement out of the corner of my eye, and, turning my head, cried out in fear.
Mark, his shirt torn, blood flowing from his mouth and nose, and his eyes blazing, came striding into the room. Behind him, I saw Tony lying unconscious on the floor and Julie lying on her stomach, struggling against the belt that Mark had used to tie her hands behind her back. I felt my hand touch the needle and instantly brought it back up.
"Oh, that was real cute, Megan!" Mark snarled as he approached. "You haven't changed one..."Mark stopped as he saw the needle in my hand. In a moment that seemed frozen in time, my eyes met my brother's and held his gaze. Mark's eyes widened, and he started to shake his head.
I sobbed out the words, "I'm sorry" and quickly brought the needle down to my arm.
Thinking fast and moving even faster, Mark lashed out with his leg. I screamed in pain as his foot connected with my bony shoulder, and, once again, the needle went flying from my hand. As soon as he had thrown the kick, Mark dropped to the floor and tried to grab me. With a strength born of fear, I threw my elbow out, slamming it into Mark's face. I started to crawl across the floor towards the needle.
I had just closed my fist around it when Mark grabbed my leg. I kicked out and heard him grunt, but his grip held, and I yelped as he yanked me towards him. I swung the needle down wildly, just trying to jab it anywhere into my arm. I screamed as Mark's hand caught my wrist, stopping the needle several inches from my arm. Mark yanked hard, spinning me around on my knees to face him.
"No!" I shouted in his face. "Let me go!"
"I won't let you do this!" he shouted back at me.
I lashed out with my other hand, catching him in the face, but his grip on my wrist didn't break.
"I want to die!" I shouted. "Just let me die, Mark! It's my life!"
"No!" Mark yelled as he tried to bend my arm down to force me to drop the needle. "I won't let you go, I..."Mark yelled in pain, as, bending my head down, I bit his wrist.
He tried to pull back, but I bit even harder. I tasted blood in my mouth and, like an animal, started shaking my head, trying to get him to drop my hand. Mark reached around and, grabbing my hand in his other, twisted my wrist down sharply. I yelped, then screamed as the needle hit the floor again. I went to grab it but stopped, as, swinging his hand down palm first, Mark slammed it down on the syringe. There was a crunch, and when he moved his hand, the needle was in pieces. The heroin was smeared into the floor.
"Nooooo!" I wailed in anguish, rolling over onto my hands and knees and staring down at what was left of the needle. "No, no, no!"I put my head down on the floor and started sobbing."Why?" I demanded. "Why wouldn't you let me die in peace Mark?"
"Come here, Megan," Mark said as, grabbing my shoulders, he hauled me into a sitting position facing him. "It's okay, sis, it's..."
"No, it's not!" I screamed in his face. "You had no right to stop me! It's my life!" I sobbed again.
"Megan, please..."
"I hate you!" I shrieked and started swinging my fists at him.
Mark caught each of my thin wrists in his hands and, pulling them down, let them go, and quickly wrapped his arms around me, pinning me to his chest.
"I hate you, you bastard!" I raged into him. "You have no right, Mark! No right, I wanted to go! I...I..." I started crying into his chest. "I just wanted to die, why didn't you let me die?"
"Because it isn't all about you, Megan," Mark said, pushing me off of him but holding onto my shoulders. "There's people who..."
"There's people that I hurt! That's all there is! Don't you get it? I left to stop hurting you and you came and now...." I shook my head. "You shouldn't have stopped me! Leave me alone and I'll do it another way! Just go back home, Mark! Leave me to..."
"I will not let you die!" Mark screamed into my face. "Your life isn't just yours!"
"Yes, it is! I made it so everyone would..."
"Worry about you!" Mark snapped. "No one ever hated you, Megan! Ever! The drugs tell you that!"
"No, you...." I moaned pathetically, "please don't do this to me, Mark, please let me..."
"I will not let you do this to yourself." As Mark yelled, he grabbed the sides of my face, holding it inches from of his own. "I will not let you do this to your mother, and I will not let you do this to me! We matter Megan, we..."
"That's why you need to let me!" I whimpered. "So you and m...mom won't have to hate me anymore and..."
"Megan, your father loves you!" Mark shouted. "Your mother loves you! And..." he swallowed hard, and I could see the frustration in his face. "I love you Megan! Your brother loves you and needs you and I... won't let anyone take you from me, even you. Now, you're going home with me, and we'll..."
Mark stopped and slowly turned to look behind him. I looked up and saw Tony standing in the doorway. His face was bloody, and his right eye was swollen shut. In his hand, he was holding a baseball bat. As I watched, Tony stared down at us. Noone spoke and, after a moment, Tony, looking as if he were going to cry, slowly bent over, put the bat on the floor, and backed out of the room. As he did, Julie started to come in, but Tony grabbed her arm and took her out with him.
Mark sighed, then, looking at me, said, "Whether you like it or not, sis, whether you hate me or not, it's over. Now get up, and get your things together."
I looked up at him and shook my head.
"No, I don't want to...." I yelped as, standing up, Mark pulled me up by my shoulders with him.
"You listen to me, Megan," he hissed. "You made me and everyone else wonder if you were dead. You lied to that guy, and you almost made me kill him. You have done everything you could to make things hard on me, but you're coming home now like it or not, so stop feeling sorry for yourself and move your ass!"
I started to shake my head again when Mark leaned over me and sniffed.
"Christ, Megan, you fucking stink."
I started to cry. "I...I know, I... just don't care! Mark, please..."
"Megan, get your ass in the shower now." Mark shook his head. "It's a five hour drive home and I'm not going to smell you the entire way."
"T...the shower doesn't work right."
"Yeah, sure it don't, get your ass in the bathroom."
Stepping back from him, I put my head down like a beaten dog, and, turning, walked into the bathroom, which was off of my room. I started to close the door when Mark pushed it open, almost knocking me over.
"Nice try," he said. "Think I'm leaving you alone to cut yourself?"
"Mark..."
Ignoring me Mark yanked the shower curtain open, exposing the old, mildew-stained tub.
"Nasty," he whispered, shaking his head as he turned the water on.
The pipes banged and a spray of brown water came out of the shower head. Mark shook his head in disgust but turned the water up higher. After a minute, the water lost most of the rust color but was still slightly brownish.
"Well, it's still dirty, but cleaner than you are."As he spoke, he closed the bathroom door and turned to face me."Well, get in the shower, Meg, I don't have all day."
I put my head down, wondering how he could be so harsh with me. Then again, even he had said I had done nothing but hurt him. I looked up at him."I...I don't want to with you here, I..."
"Oh, so after all our years together, you're going to be modest?" Mark shook his head disgustedly. "Fine, this better?" He put his back to me.
I felt a wave of humiliation come over me, but knew there would be no fighting him. I slowly pulled Tony's sweatshirt off, then the dirty t-shirt under it. I stood there topless and had just removed the belt and let my jeans drop to the floor when Mark turned around.
"What the hell is taking you so...."Mark stopped speaking as his eyes took in my naked body.
"P...please don't look at me." I whimpered, covering my flat, sagging tits.
Mark's eyes slowly worked their way down to my stick-like legs, and then back up to my protruding ribs, and then back to my face."Oh, my sister," he whispered. "Oh, Megan, what have you done to yourself?"
I shook my head."S...see Mark, I...I told you... I just..."I stopped as I saw the anger leaving my brother's eyes to be replaced by a look of sadness.
"I...oh sis, I am so sorry, I..." he stepped towards me and put his arms out to hold me.
"No, don't touch me. I'm...I'm disgusting."I leaned back against the wall, sank to my knees, and began to cry.
Mark got down on his knees in front of me."Come here, sis," he whispered. "It'll be..."
"I... just wanted peace Mark," I said softly. "I wanted to go to the forest and be peaceful, be somewhere I could never hurt anyone or myself again."
Mark put his hands out to me again.
I shook my head and started sobbing."I...don't deserve to live Mark, I hurt you and Mom and Tommy. I even hurt Tony. I...I don't deserve someone like Mom, or you, or anybody! I don't deserve it!"
"Megan," Mark began softly, "I...I need you to listen to me, okay? Just for a minute, okay, please listen?"
I looked up into my brother's beautiful, golden-green eyes, eyes that were full of pain, pain that his sister had caused yet again. I swallowed hard then nodded. "O...Okay."
Mark looked away for a minute, then took a deep breath and began speaking softly."Megan, you're sick, sick in your body and your mind, but I need you to hear what I'm going to say." He paused for a moment. "You have been saying that you don't deserve your parents or me or Tommy or anyone to be good to you for years."
"I...I don't."
"Well, you have it backwards, sis. Backwards, and a little selfish. It's not just about you deserving people, but them deserving you." Reaching out, he gently took my face in his hands so that I would look at him."Think about it, Megan, don't your mother and father deserve their daughter? Don't I deserve my sister? We do, sis, we deserve you, we deserve that happy, healthy, beautiful woman that I know is in there. You think you deserve to die, but if you do, you deny us what we deserve; you take you away from us. You're not saving us from anything but not having you in our lives." He leaned forward and gently kissed my forehead."Why don't you stop worrying about what you don't deserve and let the people who love you have what they deserve."
"But I...I'm sick." I said through my tears. "You...you said it..."
"And I was sick for a long time too, sis." He pointed at himself. "Did I not deserve you? Should I have taken me away from you?"
"N...no but..."
"You know, sis, I was going to quit after Max, just stay in my head and end up in an institution because I didn't care anymore, because I thought I didn't deserve better, but," he smiled at me, "my beautiful sister wouldn't give up on me. She was sick then too, but she got strong for me and saved me, told me she needed me and she would be lost without me. Remember?"
I nodded and let my cheek rest against his palm.
"Well, Megan, you're sick right now, but I'm not. I will be, though, if I don't have you with me. I need you sis. I need you to try to be okay." He removed his hands from my face and stood up.
"I can help you, sis. I can make it all okay; all I need is for you to want to and to trust me." He looked down at me and gave me another smile."I'm your brother, Megan, the same brother who promised that he would never let anything happen to you. I can make it better Megan, I know I can. I just need you to know I can too."
He was silent for a moment, and then he slowly put his hand out to me."It's up to you, Megan, and I think you already decided, because, you see, you only thought you wanted to die. If you really wanted to die, you would have never called Tommy, you had to know he would call me."
"No...I." I stopped as soon as he had said it. It seemed to make sense.
"So know what that was, Megan? That was you wanting to help someone, even if it meant you didn't get to do what you wanted. That is not the act of someone who doesn't deserve people who love her. That's an act of someone who wants to be loved."Mark stepped forward putting his hand directly in front of me."Come on, sis, take my hand, and let's find that person."
I stared at Mark's outstretched hand, then, closing my eyes, envisioned my forest. It didn't seem as vivid as it had the last few days. The forest began to blur and the image transformed to Mark and me lying in bed, holding each other. The vision from the dream I had this morning. In my mind's eye, I could see how beautiful I was, how happy and content I looked in Mark's arms. Opening my eyes, I reached out and took my brother's hand.
******
I slowly became aware of the hum of a motor and the fact that I was moving. I hadn't been sleeping, as I didn't have to open my eyes to see the highway stretched out in front of me. Instead, my open eyes had just started focusing as my mind decided to come back to reality. I was huddled in the corner of the front seat, my arms wrapped tightly around me. I saw it was dark out and wondered what time it was. I looked at the dashboard, but my bleary eyes couldn't make out the numbers that were lit up on the clock.
I looked at my brother. Mark looked straight ahead as he sped down the highway. There was no music on, and he had that blank 'going away' look on his face. His body was on autopilot while his mind went, well, wherever the hell it was that it went.
I winced at the sight of a large bruise on his cheek and the split in his lower lip. I shook my head; my little brother had been fighting again. Probably had to throw someone out of Mitch's, and they gave him a hard time and... No that wasn't right. Mark wasn't a kid anymore. Mitch's had been years ago.
I swallowed hard and grimaced at how dry my throat was.
I glanced at the bottle of Gatorade on the seat next to me. Mark got it at a reststop and told me to sip from it, but my stomach was turning. Besides, I was more worried about the way my mind was misfiring than how my throat felt.
Blinking my eyes, I looked back at my brother and yearned to be close to him. Not that Mark hadn't offered. Before I slipped into my stupor, he patted the seat next to him and told me to come closer, but I shook my head, and he said okay. A little while later, I started to cry as I realized that I was going back home. I would have to face everyone again. Mark looked over and put his arm out to me, but I simply huddled in the corner like a scared little kid.
Apparently, I hadn't moved since then. I shifted in the seat, unwrapping my arms from around my sides, and I looked down at myself. I was surprised to see I was wearing a black leather jacket. Mark was still wearing his, so where had this one come from? It didn't matter, it was nice and warm. Matter of fact, the car was warm. The heat hadn't worked well in the apartment, and I couldn't remember the last time I had felt this warm.
Actually, I was a bit too warm. I unzipped the top of the jacket and slid my hand inside the collar to scratch my neck. I stopped when I felt something unexpected. It was a chain. Trailing my hand down, I felt the familiar, comforting feel of my locket between my fingers. Was I dreaming? I had pawned it the other day and... My vision blurred again as I felt tears well up in my eyes. I closed my fist around the locket and squeezed. It was really here! For the first time in a long time, I smiled. The smile faded as I felt my dry lips crack, but I was still happy.
I settled back into the warm seat and, still clutching the locket, I forced myself to focus. We couldn't have left New York much more than an hour ago, and I should be able to remember it. I closed my eyes and found the last image that I could conjure—me, taking Mark's hand in the bathroom. Locking onto that thought, I pushed myself to concentrate on what happened next.
Taking my hand in his Mark gently pulled me to my feet, and tried to put his arms around me, but I pulled away."P...please let me get dressed I..." I put my head down. "I...I'm ashamed to have you see me like this."
Mark nodded and, turning away from me, said over his shoulder, "Put on something clean. I'll wait."
"I don't have anything clean," I whispered as I pulled the dirty clothes back on, except for Tony's sweatshirt. That, I would leave with him, as he didn't have much himself. When I finished, I said, "Okay."
Mark turned around, took me gently by the arm, and walked me back into my room. I stood there, looking down at the filthy clothes on the floor. I bent down to try to pick some of it up when Mark said from behind me, "Just leave it. All of it, I'll get you some things."



I lowered my head when I saw the look of disgust on his face as he looked around the room.
"Just get your other stuff," he said.
"I don't have any stuff," I told him. "L...let's just go, I guess."
"Nothing?" Mark frowned. Then he pointed at my bare neck. "Where's your locket?"
I brought my hands to my face and started to cry again.
"Oh, Megan, you didn't!" Mark exclaimed. "That was..."
"I...tried to keep it, but I...I needed the money to get the drugs so I could ..." I hesitated. "Be peaceful."
He sighed disgustedly, and then asked, "So you just hocked it recently?"
"Yesterday."
"Then we're going to go get it."
"Mark, I just..."
"Fine, so you're not taking anything with you, let's go."
I nodded and started to walk when my stomach twisted and I stumbled over to the bed. Dropping to my knees, I threw up in the pan. I kept retching until I was gasping for breath. I felt a light touch on my shoulders and realized that my brother was kneeling behind me, holding my hair away from my face.
Catching my breath, I groaned, "Mark, please just leave me, I know you want to help, but it's better if..."I stopped as Mark pulled me to my feet and started to lead me out of the room.
As we passed the table, he looked down and said, "Well, you shouldn't leave this behind, that's for sure."I saw him pick up my black journal and tuck it into the back of his jeans.
Then he looked down at his torn, bloody shirt, and, with a shrug, he stripped it off and tossed it on the floor. Underneath he was wearing a black t-shirt. I had been right earlier; he had definitely gotten bigger. The added definition in his arms was obvious, even under the enormous demonic tattoos that covered them.
In the past, staring at my brother's body would get me aroused. Today, however, all my brother's physical beauty did was make me feel worse. As my eyes dropped I noticed that he was wearing the black Movado watch that Alex had given his for his graduation from Suffolk.
Mark put his arm around my shoulders and guided me into the living room. I gasped as I saw the shambles the room was in. The coffee table was shattered. Tony's chair was broken. There were several holes in the walls, and the lamps were broken. Tony was sitting on the couch, and Julie was next to him, holding a towel to his eye.
When we emerged, Tony quickly stood up, and as Mark and I approached, he gave me a smile through his swollen lips."You going home, Megan?"
"I...it looks that way."
"Good," he said, then looked at Mark. "Hey, man, I'm sorry about before I was just..."
"Trying to protect my sister," Mark replied. "And I thank you for it."
"Yeah, some protection." Tony smiled ruefully as he touched his eye. "Christ, you can fight!"Tony then glanced down at Mark's arms and laughed."Seeing you like this, though, I don't feel so bad for losing. What you do for work? Construction?"
"I'm an attorney," Mark said.
"You're shitting me?" Tony asked.
"No I'm..."
"Fucking hot!" Julie exclaimed. She reached out and squeezed Mark's arm. "Damn, you're fine!"
"And you, my dear," Mark said, taking Julie's hand and bringing it to his lips, "are beautiful."
"Thank you!" Julie laughed. "So hey, you wanna party?"
"Oh, for Christ's sakes, Julie," Tony said, rolling his eyes.
Julie laughed. She gave Mark a quick peck on the cheek, and then hugged me."Be better, Megan," she whispered in my ear, turning serious.
"I..I'll try," I said softly, surprised by her reaction.
"I don't know what a couple of losers like us did to deserve brothers like them."
Deserve. The word hit me hard. I stepped back from Julie and looking up at Tony and felt my eyes start to fill up again."Tony I..."
I didn't have to finish. Tony stepped up to me and gave me a huge hug.
"You let your brother take care of you, Megan," he told me quietly. "I heard what he said to you in there. That's a good man, you stick close to him, he'll get you better, I know he will."
"I...I don't know how to thank you."
"You thank me by coming to see me in a few months, looking damn fine like you did in those pictures Julie has of you. And in the meantime, you call me at the shelter, okay? You let me know how you're doing. Can you do that for me?"
"I can."
Tony gave me a kiss on the cheek, and then he extended his hand to Mark. My brother shook it, then reached into his pocket and pulled out a roll of bills and handed them to Tony.
"Whoa," Tony said, looking at the money in his hand. "I can't take this I..."
"You can and you will," Mark said. "Go get you and your sister some food, and clothes, whatever else you need."
"Mark, come on you..."
"You're also going to take this." He handed him a card from his wallet. "Anything you need, I mean anything, you call me."
Tony was shaking his head, but stopped when Mark reached out and put his hand on his shoulder.
"Listen to me, you helped my sister. You kept her alive long enough for me to find her. For that, I'm in your debt."
"No, you're not," Tony said. "I did..."
"What few would," Mark cut him off. "In fact, tell you what, I know a lot of people. You come down to Providence with Julie, and I can take care of you. I can get you a place, a decent job, and..." he gestured to Julie, who was back on the couch, asleep, "I can get her into a good place. Get her some help."
Tony looked at the card and nodded.
"I'll think about it. Thing is, I grew up here, and I want to try to do some good. But hey, you never know." He then pointed at me. "All you have to do to pay me back is take care of Megan and let me know how she's doing." Tony then looked at the money in his hand and, with a reluctant sigh, put it in his pocket. "Thank you for this, and the rent."
"Thank you for taking it." Mark clapped Tony hard on the shoulder and added, "And thanks for the headache." He smirked. "You hit with bad intentions, my friend."
"Isn't that the only way?" Tony asked, laughing.
"If you want to survive, damn straight it is." Mark nodded. Then he grabbed his jacket from the couch and held it open."Put this on, sis, we have to get going."
"I'll walk you down." Tony said as he grabbed his sweatshirt and put it on.
"Stay with her, we'll be fine."
"Yeah, well, those whack jobs might be out there, and they don't like strangers."
"You mean the Palero?" Mark asked. "He gave me the stare on the way in. I can handle them."
"How did you know he was a Palero?" Tony asked.
"I could smell it on him," Mark replied.
"Umm, yeah, sure." Tony shook his head. "Well, I'd feel better if I came along." He pointed at Julie. "Trust me, she'll be out for awhile." He looked at Mark. "Hey, you want a sweatshirt or something?"
"No," Mark said. "I have things in my car. Speaking of..." He retrieved his cell phone from the pocket of his jacket that I was wearing and dialed a number."Yeah, you still cruising the block? I'm done, so be out front in a minute."
"Who did you bring with you?" I asked nervously. I didn't want my brother to see me, never mind anyone else. "T...Tommy isn't here, is he?"
"No, that's a cab driver," Mark grunted. "You think I parked my car on this street?" He then laughed. "Tommy in this neighborhood, that's a good one, sis."
We walked downstairs. I had to stop at the bottom of each landing so I could rest. Mark finally picked me up and carried me the rest of the way downstairs. When we reached the landing, Mark put me down. I looked out the door and groaned.
"Oh, great." Tony said.
They were out there, at least eight of them, all lounging around the couple of cars that were parked there. As always, the old man was on the stoop. He was looking directly at my brother.
"Let's go," Mark said, walking in front of us.
When we emerged from the doorway, Mark turned to Tony. "Stay here with Megan."
"Hey, man," Tony said. "I'm no slouch I..."
"And that's why I want you with my sister." Mark said. "If the shit starts, you just watch out for her."
Without waiting for an argument, Mark walked down the stoop.
"Is he serious?" Tony asked. "There are a lot of them."
Remembering the night in the Wolves Den, I whispered to Tony, "No one takes my little brother."
As soon as Mark reached the bottom of the small staircase, one of the Hispanic men stepped forward.
"Yo puta, you going past us, you need to pay the toll." He smirked as a couple of his friends walked up next to him.
"What you got for us, Gabacho?" He glanced at Mark's arm. "Hey, how about that watch?"
"How about you spending the rest of your life in a wheelchair? Because that's what will happen if you and your friends don't get the fuck out of my way. Now move your ass, chocha."
"Smooth," Tony muttered. "He just called him a pussy."
"Oh, Christ, Mark," I whispered, feeling my stomach getting worse. "T...Tony go down there and..."
I was cut off by the sound of a shrill whistle. I looked to see the old man stand up and point at my brother, who turned to face him. The old man shook his finger and rattled off something.
"He said your brother has a shadow about him." Tony's eyes narrowed as he listened to the old man continue. "He says that Mark is insulting him by bringing a bad spirit here."
Mark began to speak softly in Spanish, and when he finished, he bowed his head.
"He said he came here peacefully to get his sister, and he hopes to leave that way."
Shaking his head, the Palero stood up and I felt a sinking feeling in my stomach as, pointing at my brother, he began barking out something in a language I didn't recognize. As he continued to speak, the old man held his fingers under his left eye, and I saw all the young men step back. As Mark stood there, the Palero raised his other hand and wove a symbol through the air.
"Wonderful, he's cursing your brother." Tony said. "I think..."
Tony stopped as Mark began speaking in the same language as the Palero. The old man stopped, his eyes widening, as, continuing to speak, my brother, despite the cold, removed his shirt. Turning his back to the old man, he pointed at the enormous Baphomet tattoo on his back. Turning back to face him, Mark pointed back at me, then at the men standing around the stairs. The old man lowered his hand and started nodding. Mark spoke for another moment, then again bowed his head. This time, the old man returned the nod and snapped his fingers at the younger men. They all stepped away from the stairs. As Mark pulled his shirt back on, Tony pointed at his back.
"Look at that thing," he said. "Damn, that's fucking creepy."
"I...it's from one of my paintings, from when I was a kid," I whispered.
"You can paint?" Tony asked.
"I...I used too."
As Mark waited on the stoop, Tony took my hand and helped me down the stairs. As we passed, I heard one of the younger men complain to the old man and point at my brother.
"He's asking who Mark is and why the old man's letting him go," Tony told me.
The old man lit a cigarette and, nodding towards Mark, replied. Tony grunted and, shaking his head, repeated the old man's words."He said, "The Devil's come to Hell's Kitchen to claim his own."
A cab pulled up in front of us. I gave Tony one last hug, then Mark and I got into the cab. I did the best I could to ignore the stare from the driver when I first got in. As we pulled away. I noticed him looking at me in the rearview mirror. My brother must have noticed as well as he said, "The roads in front of you, I suggest you watch that."
"Um, sure," the driver replied. "So, back to your car now?"
Mark looked over at me. "Where's the pawn shop?"
"Forget it, Mark," I said softly. "I don't deserve to..."
"What's the name of the damn place?" Mark snapped.
"J...Jake's," I answered quickly.
"Take us to Jake's."
"I think they close at six, and it's quarter of," the driver said.
"Then drive faster," Mark told him.
Jake's was only a couple of blocks away. We got there with five minutes to spare. Mark got out and looked at me."Let's go."
"I...I don't want to go in there Mark, I..."
I yelped as, reaching into the cab, Mark grabbed my arm and hauled me out."You think I'm giving you the chance to run off?" he asked.
"Hey, man, you gonna be long?" The cabbie called out.
"Asshole, I paid you two hundred dollars to drive me around for an hour and a half. Just sit your ass in the cab and don't worry about it!"
Holding me by the arm, Mark led me up to Jake's and, opening the door, pushed me in ahead of him. Jake, a short bald man who appeared to be just about as wide as he was tall, was standing behind the counter, His son, Billy, who was almost as fat, was sitting on a chair in front of it. They both looked up as we came in.
"Listen, honey, you got something to sell, make it quick I'm outta here in five," Jake said.
"We came to buy back what she brought yesterday, you still got it?" Mark asked, leading me up to the counter.
"Yeah, I didn't put it out yet," Jake answered.
"We haven't washed it yet" Billy laughed.
"Probably too busy eating," Mark said, then looked at Jake. "Picture still in it?"
"Yeah, hold on, I'll get it."
Jake turned his back and began rummaging through a box. Looking at Mark, Billy asked, "Who are you, her pimp?"
"I'm the person who's going to help you lose weight by making you eat through a straw for a month if you don't shut up."
"Hey, man, that's my son," Jake said, turning around and coming back to the counter.
"I see the resemblance," Mark said dryly.
Jake put the locket on the counter. I reached for it, but Jake pulled it back."Whoa there hon, that'll be a hundred?"
"B...but you only gave me forty." I felt stupid even as I said it.
"Hey, kid, that's how I make money."
"Yeah,Meg, can't be cheap to feed that family."
"Mark, please," I whispered.
"Anyway, fine, whatever it takes to get out of here."
Mark went into his wallet, but he only had forty dollars left. He shrugged and removed a credit card."Here."
Jake laughed at him."What do you think this is, Macy's, pal? We don't take plastic, see?" He pointed at the "Cash Only" sign on the front of the glass display case.
Mark sighed."Fine, I'll go to an ATM, I'll be back."
"We're closing in like two minutes. Closest atm is two blocks, come back tomorrow," Jake said.
"You won't stay open for a sale?"
"I can sell it to you or someone else tomorrow."
"Look, I'll give you forty in cash to wait a few minutes then I'll bring back a hundred, you get an extra forty out of it."
"Sorry, pal," Jake said, smirking. "You can wait until tomorrow; I'm going home to dinner."
"Mark, w...we can stay somewhere maybe and come back or," I shrugged, "just forget it."
"No," Mark said, shaking his head. "We are not leaving it here, and I sure as hell am not spending the night in this pit."
"We're closed," Billy said, pointing at the clock.
"Tell you what," Mark began, "I have a deal for you." As I watched, he removed the black Movado watch from his wrist and held it up in front of Jake. It was the watch that Alex had given to him as a graduation gift. "I'll trade you."
"Mark, no!" I told him.
"That ain't real!" Billy said, laughing.
"Whoa, hey, hold on a minute," Jake said.Taking the watch from Mark, he looked closely at it and whistled."My friend, you have a deal, this for the locket right?"
"Yeah, right," Mark said. He then turned to look at the long rack of women's clothing along the wall. "I want the leather jacket, the long black one," he said, pointing.
"Go ahead and take it," Jake said, waving at the rack.
Mark grabbed the jacket and held it out to me. I slipped his off and Mark helped me into the other one. As he did, I saw Billy frown in distaste as he saw my filthy shirt.
"Shit, man, what the hell are you doing with..." he trailed off as Mark shot him a nasty look.
"Knock it off, Billy," Jake said as he stood there staring at the watch on the counter. "Here, honey, this is yours." He held out the locket to me, but Mark grabbed it first.
"Thanks."
"Oh, the pleasure was mine, kid, trust me."
Mark once again took my arm, leading me out of the shop and back into the cab. We rode in silence. I felt even worse than I had before. My brother cherished that watch, and he had given it away for me. I was back in his life for an hour and had already gotten him attacked and cost him a gift from his best friend. Why the hell couldn't he have just let me be?
The cab drove a few blocks and pulled into the parking lot of a Walgreens. The cabbie circled the building and pulled up alongside a black Lexus.We exited the cab and Mark brought me around to the passenger side of the car."Company car," Mark said as I looked at the car, then back at him. "I wasn't bringing the Firebird up here."
"Work gave this to you?" I asked as Mark held the door open for me.
"Yup, after I put Dimuccio away."
I sat in the car and looked up at Mark, who was getting ready to close the door.
"Y...you won the trial?"
"I did, Meg," Mark nodded.
"H...how?"
"I'll tell you later, sis." Mark said. "We have a lot of catching up to do." He smiled at me. "Lot of new stories to tell each other."
I put my head down as I was struck with the vision of myself on my knees in an alley letting guys jerk off on me."I... don't ever want to tell those stories," I whispered.
Mark's smile vanished and he closed the door. When he had come around, he got in, started the car, then slid across the seat next to me.
"Move your hair, sis." He took the locket from his jacket pocket.
I shook my head."I... don't deserve to."
"We already had that conversation, now move your hair or I will."
Not wanting my brother to feel how disgusting my hair was, I held it up and let him clasp the locket around my neck.
"This was given to you by a woman who loves you with all her heart, Megan, a woman who misses her daughter terribly."
I started to look away, but Mark caught my chin, keeping me facing him.
"Now you never take that off, ever. That locket is a reminder to you that you always have been and always will be loved. You start to feel otherwise, you hold it, and you think of who gave it to you."
"I...I always do," I whispered.
"Good," Mark said. "You can tell her that yourself, because that woman is who I'm taking you back home to."
A soft touch on my shoulder caused me to yelp in surprise and huddle even deeper into the seat of the car.
"Meg?" Mark was staring at me, a look of concern on his face."You okay, sis?"
"Y...yeah." I could barely get the word out between feeling exhausted and how dry my throat was.
"I said your name a few times," Mark said.
"I was sleeping," I lied.
Mark turned back to look at the road. "Your eyes were open."
"Oh, well," I gave up and told him. "H...happens all the time lately. I think I'm losing my..."
"You're malnourished, dehydrated, and exhausted," Mark interrupted me as he glanced back over. "It'll pass," he smiled reassuringly. "All of this will."
He passed me the bottle of Gatorade.
"I...don't," I started.
"Just a few sips, Meg, you'll feel better."
Knowing he would keep pushing it at me, I opened the bottle and took a couple of swallows. It felt good going down my parched throat, but once it reached my already churning stomach, I had to fight to keep it down. As I put the cap back on, Mark moved over to the right lane and slowed down a bit.
"There's a rest stop in another mile, maybe they'll have some crackers or something."
"I...can't eat."
"Well, I have to get gas. We're only halfway home."
"That's it?" I leaned forward until I could make out the clock and saw it was eight-thirty.
"We were in dead stop over an hour," Mark replied. "But you were zoning, I guess."
He looked over at me again. "Besides, I have to go. Your friend there gave me a pretty good kidney shot. I'm kind of dreading what color it might be." He shrugged and added, "I mean, you must need to go, no?"



"No," I shook my head. "I don't have to..."I stopped as a feeling of dread came over me. Not wanting to put my hand down there, I dropped it along my side and, lifting off of the seat, slid it underneath of me. The seat was wet.
"No," I groaned
"Meg?"
"No, no no!" I sobbed on the last 'no' and began crying hysterically.
Mark swerved the car into the breakdown lane and, throwing it into park, turned in his seat to face me."What's the matter?"
I shook my head as I continued to cry. I had pissed myself like a child in front of my brother. Even worse than the humiliation was the fact that I couldn't control myself. Oh, why hadn't I just done it last night? I'd be painting by the lake in my forest instead of wetting my pants in my brother's car.
"Megan!" Mark grabbed my shoulder. "What is..."
"I went!" I sobbed out.
"Went where?" Mark asked. "What are you talking about?"
"T...to the bath..." I couldn't stop crying and just looked at him helplessly.
"You went to..." Mark paused, then he swallowed and said softly, "Oh."
"I'm sorry!" I cried out. "I'm I..."
My sobs turned into a coughing fit, and I pulled away from Mark, doubling over against the pain in my chest. The coughing began to subside, but as I gasped for breath and whimpered in pain, I felt my stomach clench. I moaned, and, fumbling for the door handle, I managed to open it. Leaning over, I threw up onto the side of the road. I started to retch again and, hearing footsteps, looked up to see Mark getting down on his knees next to the door.
"Easy, sis," Grabbing my arms, he started helping me back into the car.
My stomach twisted again, and before I could turn away, I gagged and threw up. Mark flinched back away from me as the nasty, brown bile splattered across his jacket. Releasing a sound that was half sob, half gasp, and with a burst of strength fueled by desperation, I lunged forward, catching Mark by surprise and pushing him over onto his back. I almost fell getting out of the car, but somehow keeping my balance, managed to take a dozen or so steps before Mark caught my arm from behind.
I fell to my knees, curled up onto the ground, and begged,"Please leave me alone Mark! I...just want to..."
I stopped as, kneeling down next to me, Mark got his arm under me and pulled me into a sitting position, facing him."I am not letting you go sis. I did not go into that hellhole to leave you by the side of the road! You are going home and you will be better."
"I'd be better off dead," I told him as I stared at the puke on his jacket. "I'm sick and disgusting and..."
"Will be better sooner than you think," Mark sighed. "Meg, you did a good thing for Tony and his sister, you gave me your hand in that bathroom and," reaching out he tapped the locket, "you spent the better part of an hour holding onto that thing for dear life. You want to live, I know you do. All this will pass, sis, it will."
"No, Mark, I...I'm sitting in my own..."
"So was I," he said, pointing at himself. "Remember? Back in the institution after Max, I went away the first few days I was there. The nurses were changing me. You didn't quit on me, sis, and I will not quit on you, ever. I need you, Megan."
"You l...look like you're doing okay," I said.
"Because I would never find you if I stopped taking care of myself." Mark put his hands on my shoulders. "Come on, Meg, remember what we always said, that we're two halves of one broken whole. Alone we're incomplete, but when we're together," he smiled at me, "we're always okay."
Mark sat back and, opening his arms, continued. "Every time I've tried to hold you, you've backed away. That's why you're still going back and forth with this. Tell you what Megan, you come over here and let me hold you, just let yourself go, and you'll feel it, sis, you'll know you'll be okay."
I looked at him longingly. His arms looked so inviting and I recalled my dream again. How happy the two of us were whenever we were together. But I was as beautiful as he was back then. Now... As I continued to waver, Mark put his hands up and smirked at me. "What? I'm not good enough for you? I mean, I know you have high standards and all, but I am your brother."
"You..." to my surprise, I found myself starting to grin, "have puke on you."
"And you smell bad, I think we're even," Mark said with a wink. "But at least I can do this."Mark quickly removed his jacket. "You on the other hand..."
"That's not nice..." I swallowed, and, feeling myself start to choke up, finished, "little brother."
The smile left Mark's face and, leaning forward, he took me into his arms, crushing me to his chest. "Oh, how I missed hearing that!" he said in my ear. "I missed you so much, sis, I...I didn't even tell you that! I just..."
Mark stopped as I wrapped my arms around him and squeezed him as hard as my weak arms would allow. Burying my head in his shoulder, I started crying again, but the tears felt different this time. I let myself go limp, completely folding myself into my brother's embrace. I felt as if I were surrendering. Not to life, as I had wanted to earlier, but to my brother, who had been right; for the first time in months, I felt as if things might be okay again.
"I missed you, too, Mark," I said softly. "A...and Mom too." I paused to catch my breath and added, "I...I want to see my mom."
"Now that's what I want to hear!" Mark said, his voice flooded with relief.
"B...but not like this I..." I trailed off as I felt my eyes beginning to close,
"I'll take care of it, sis. I'll take care of everything. Okay?"
"I...I'm so tired, Mark," I murmured into his neck. "So tired."
Mark didn't say anything, but I felt myself lifted off the ground could feel us moving.
"Then go to sleep sis."
I forced my eyes open as Mark put me back into the seat, After he got in, put his arm out to me. I slid across the seat and let him wrap his arm around me. I let my eyes win their battle and closed them, and I nestled my head into his shoulder. As I drifted off, I heard Mark whisper, "Sweet dreams, my sister."
*****
I opened my eyes and found myself in my brother's bed. I had been there for the majority of the past three days. I lay on my back and frowned at my reflection in the mirror above me. Admittedly, I was not quite as horrid as I was when Mark found me. Just the fact that I was clean accounted for much of that.
As I used to those last days in New York, I forced myself to look for a minute. My face was still terribly gaunt, although there seemed to be just a hint of color creeping back in, and my hair, although far from being as thick and lustrous as it should be, didn't look greasy anymore. I couldn't quite make out my lips in the mirrored ceiling, but had noticed in the bathroom mirror yesterday that the cold sores were beginning to go away, and my lips weren't quite as dry.
I had enough of the wasted hag looking down at me, so I rolled over onto my side. Just before I did, however, I noted the red sheets and black comforter that I was covered in as I lay in Mark's huge, four-poster bed. A far cry from the puke-stained mattress in Tony's apartment. I frowned at that thought. Mark normally favored silk or satin sheets on the bed, but I had thrown up on them, so he had brought out the plain cotton ones.
My frown deepened as I thought of the mirror itself and how, before I ran from my brother, I had smashed every one of them.
Speaking of my brother, Mark was where he always was whenever I woke up, sitting in the small recliner that he had dragged into the room and placed next to the bed. This time he was sleeping, though, instead of staring at his sick sister. I thought about waking him up and asking him to lie down in the bed next to me, as he had done last night. Granted, I didn't let him hold me. I still felt terrible about my appearance. But I fell asleep, and woke up this morning with my hand in his. I decided to let him sleep, as, God only knows, he needed the rest. I couldn't help but smile at his peaceful features.
My eyes wandered over to the small table next to the bed. In front of the ornate candelabra were several pill bottles and a small black case. Most of the medications were antibiotics, but a couple were for heroin withdrawal and its side effects. I noticed the patient's name on the bottle was 'Jason Stiles,' the same fake identity that Mark used for the Risperdal that kept his condition in check.
I worried about what could happen if Mark's name was ever connected with the fake one and someone found out about the heroin medication. My eyes shifted to the black case. Inside of it was a hypodermic needle and vials of suboxone. How the hell Mark had swung that one, I had no idea, but I was glad; when I was at the shelter, a lot of recovering junkies swore by it. Still, I was appalled that my brother, who was making quite a name for himself in the legal world, would take a chance like this.
This was the clearest my head had been in days, and, to my surprise, I didn't feel that tired. I tried to recall the last several days that I had spent at Mark's place. The time here had been a blur and was spent mostly sleeping. I couldn't remember much. The most I could come up with were images from the few lucid moments I'd had since Mark had brought me here. It was unnerving as I could remember Mark's getting me out of Hell's Kitchen in detail, but hardly anything from the ride home until now. I mentioned it to Mark yesterday while we were sitting at the table and he was making me eat a bowl of chicken broth. He told me not to worry, that the doctor had said that once I felt safe, my mind and body would shut down as much as possible to rest.
Still trying stubbornly to remember, I closed my eyes and tried to take it from our ride home. I remembered Mark waking me up and making me go into a store with him where he bought me clothes and stood outside the stall in the men's room while I changed. The next thing that came to me was arriving at Mark's condo and the slow, humiliating elevator ride and walk down to his apartment. It had been a Friday night, so there were quite a few people out, and any time I dared raise my head, I saw the disgusted looks of the predominantly well-off people who lived in the building. At one point I looked at Mark, who had his arm around me. He was holding his head up high, meeting the gaze of anyone who looked at us, daring them to say anything.
I did vividly recall Mark's taking me into his bathroom. He had filled the tub and told me to undress. I had no desire to take my clothes off, and tears of shame welled up in my eyes again. He promised to turn his back and let me get into the tub. Finally, after a lot of futile begging, I did as he said. I all but moaned at how good the hot water felt. I sat in the tub and drew my knees up to my chest. Stripping his shirt off, Mark sat on the floor next to the tub and proceeded to wash me with a soft sponge. I sat there with my head down, whimpering the entire time.
After washing my back, Mark put his hands under the water to wash my ugly, thin legs. I reached under the water and grabbed his wrist, trying to stop him as he worked the cloth up between my legs. He easily removed my hand with his other, and, while tears burned my eyes, proceeded to gently wash me. After that, I gave up and let him move my arms so he could wash my deflated tits, and then, sliding his hand behind me, my ass.
The entire time he did this, Mark remained silent, his face showing no emotion whatsoever. When he was done with my body, he eased me down in the tub to dunk my head. He then spent quite awhile lathering my hair. I used to love it when my brother washed my hair, and my body for that matter. That, however, was back when my body was as beautiful as his, and my brother's eyes would be alight with desire any time he saw his sister naked.
The hot water had helped clear my nose a bit and, as Mark rinsed my hair, I caught the scent of strawberries. I whispered that it smelled nice.
"It's my favorite scent," he said. "It , always makes me think of you."
Mark rinsed my hair, then stood up and held a large towel open for me. Turning his head, he told me to stand up. I obeyed, and then groaned as I made the mistake of looking down into the tub. The water was not only grey with dirt, but I could see small pieces of skin floating, as well. Mark had scrubbed the scabs from the sores that covered my arms and legs.
I braced my hand on his shoulder for balance and stepped out of the tub. Once I had put my back to him, Mark wrapped the towel around me and gently patted me dry. When he was finished, he left the towel wrapped around me, picked me up like the child I felt like, and carried me into his bedroom. Sitting me on the bed, he passed me one of his t-shirts and again turned away as I dropped the towel and quickly slipped the shirt over me. Pulling the covers down, he helped me into the bed and tucked me in with a kiss on the cheek. "Get some sleep," he said.
The next time I awoke, the lights were out, but the room was aglow from the candelabras. Mark was sitting cross-legged on the floor, his eyes closed and his hands resting, palm up, on his thighs. I could smell incense, and he was chanting softly in Latin.
Unware that I was watching him, he finished his prayer, then lit a cigarette and picked up his cell phone. A moment later, he spoke softly."Alex, listen I need help." He paused. "I...look I need a doctor that will come to my place." He took a drag on the cigarette as he listened, then responded. "No. I'm fine it's..." he sighed."Look Alex it's Meg, I found her, she was in Hell's Kitchen and.... look she's in pretty rough shape and I don't want to take her to a hospital if I don't have to." Another pause. "She's my sister Alex and I'm going to do whatever I need to. Now, do you have a name, or not?" He listened, then nodded "Okay, yeah, tomorrow's fine. I appreciate the offer, but I'll pay him, I just need to know he'll keep his mouth shut."
The doctor came the next day. I sat silently, propped up in my brother's bed as the doctor, a tall, older man with silver hair, examined me. I let him take my vitals and look into my ears and eyes, but began to fight when he wanted to look at the rest of me. Mark sat next to me and put his arm around my shoulders. He held my hand and convinced me to pull the covers down. I closed my eyes against the tears of humiliation as the doctor gently lifted my shirt and ran his hands along my wasted legs and body. He asked me a few questions about how I was feeling, and then asked what I had been using and the last time I had done anything.
I answered quietly. My embarrassment began to subside; after all, telling a doctor about my drug habits paled in comparison to the degrading things I had done to get those drugs. I did, however, panic when the doctor wanted to take a culture to see if I had any STD's. I struggled against Mark, but my exhausted body didn't allow me to struggle for long. I cried softly as the doctor did what he had to.
When he was finished, the doctor gave me a reassuring smile and said that things would be better for me sooner than I thought. The he asked Mark to step outside with him. My brother hedged. He had not let me leave his sight since we came back.
"It's okay," I told him. "I'm tired." I closed my eyes and feigned drifting off so that Mark would leave.
"Megan..."
I didn't answer. I lay still and breathed slowly and steadily so that he would think I was really asleep.
"Megan?" Mark turned to the doctor. "She goes out like this all the time. Should I be worried?"
Mark said my name and choosing not to answer just lied there breathing slowly and steadily wondering if he would think I was really asleep. Mark repeated my name, then told the doctor that I went out like this all the time and should he be worried.
"Well, her body's completely drained,." the doctor answered. "Honestly,even without drugs, she wouldn't have survived a lot longer without any help."
There was a pause and then my brother asked, "So, how bad is she? I mean, can I keep her here for a few days, or should I bring her to a hospital?"
"Well, she'd be better off in a hospital, obviously. But most of her problem is malnourishment, exhaustion, and well," he paused. "There are some hygiene issues, as well. You don't take care of your body; it doesn't take care of you."
"So I should check her in?"
"Something tells me if you wanted her in a hospital, I wouldn't be here." He sighed. "Look, I think you should, but on the other hand, she can get plenty of rest here and I could come back once a day and give her some fluids in an IV. If you can get her to eat within a couple of days, I think she'll be okay as far as getting her strength back. I can give her antibiotics for a couple of the infections she has going on so..."
"So I can take care of her for awhile?"
"Look Mark, there is more here than that and you know it. She's hooked on heroine, and right now she is so weak that her body isn't even really aware it is craving it, but it will be soon. That's the problem. You want to keep her here for a bit, fine, but she's going to need professional help."
"I know I..." Mark sighed. "Look, she's been gone for months. I want to spend some time with her, try to get her looking human enough to see her parents, then get her into The Johnson Clinic."
"Johnson's got a waiting list that's months long."
"I already have a bed for her there," Mark replied. "I just need her to want to take it."
"Damn," the doctor said. "Alex's name opens a lot of..."
"He had nothing to do with that. I can open plenty of doors myself. Now what about withdrawal?"
"Well, she'll have the sweats, the shakes, panic attacks, and a lot of abdominal pain, never mind the craving itself."
"Can't you give me anything?"
"Well, I..." The doctor paused. "Do you know how to give an injection?"
"No, but you can show me."
"Well, there's something I can give you, but it's expensive, and if I get caught giving it without a script, I could lose my..."
"If you were that worried about your license, you wouldn't bring it up," Mark answered. "As for the rest, my sister's life doesn't have a price tag, so just do what you need to."
At some point, Mark brought in a small TV. He set it on the bureau and left it on, leaving the remote with me. When I was awake, I would listlessly surf the channels. Behind the drone of the TV was the constant sound of my brother's voice. He was working from home and having what seemed like endless conversations about contracts and loopholes. His voice became soothing background noise, and, for the most part, I didn't even try to make out what he was saying.
That is, until I heard him say, "Hey, Mom, is Doug home? Yeah, I know I haven't come around, I've just been busy. I'll make it by soon." Mark paused. "Okay, deal, breakfast at T's next Saturday, now is he around?"
There was silence for a couple of minutes, during which I felt my eyes tear up. Mom! As I thought of her, I opened my eyes to see Mark was sitting in the chair, but facing the other way. I slid my hands under the covers until they were clutching the locket and listened to my brother talking to my father.
"Doug? Okay, listen, because I have to make this quick. I found Megan." He stopped as he listened to my father. "No, I mean I have her, I'm with her now."
There was silence for a minute before Mark continued.
"She was in New York, but listen, Doug, here's the thing. She's in bad shape, I mean, she'll be okay, but I'm going to stay up here in New York with her for a few days, then bring her down."
Another pause.
"No, Doug, you're not coming up here. Trust me, you don't want to see her like this, and Mom sure as hell doesn't need to."
More silence, and the next time Mark spoke, his voice had an edge to it.



"I don't have to tell you anything, Doug, I didn't even have to call you, and as for this being your call and not mine? Well, which one of us kept looking?" Mark sighed. "Look, I'm not calling to fight, Doug, I am calling you to tell you that your daughter is with me and will be okay. No, I can't put her on; she's on heavy medication and sleeping. I'll have her call when she can. In the meantime, tell Mom that Megan's safe and she'll be seeing her soon."
I stopped on that memory and felt a smile creep across my face. I could remember today quite well. A few hours ago, Mark had put me on the phone, and I finally got to talk with Mom. It had been a brief conversation, filled mostly with us both crying and saying how much we missed each other. I started sobbing about how sorry I was, but mom just kept telling me, "Forget it, baby, just please come see me soon." When I asked for Dad, mom hesitated. "He's not here right now."
I knew that was a lie. After I hung up, I sobbed to Mark, "Dad doesn't want anything to do with me.
"It'll work itself out, "my brother said as he held me. "Just enjoy the thought that by the weekend, I'll take you by their house."
I protested. "I want to go today!"
With a smirk, Mark reminded me of our deal. "To see them, you have to look somewhat human, so they won't be too upset when they see you. They think we're in New York, and will continue to think that if you don't start eating, drinking, and taking your meds without a fight."
I frowned and nodded. Mark had made me an egg and cheese omelet today, and I swore it was the most delicious thing I had ever tasted. I felt my stomach grumble, and realized I was hungry again. What a relief to actually experience hunger after being so sick to my stomach for so long.
I also was delighted to sense my full bladder before emptying it all over myself. I slipped out of the bed and quickly looked back at my brother. He was still sleeping and I didn't want to wake him. Yesterday I had taken a bath and out of habit locked the bathroom door. I fell asleep and woke to the sound of Mark shouldering the door open because I hadn't answered him. Mark had barely slept in the days I had been here, and I knew he could use the rest. I quietly left the bedroom and went into the bathroom.
When I was finished, I stopped and looked at the full-length mirror on the back of the bathroom door. Mark had someone go out and buy me some clothes, and I was wearing a purple nightshirt with flowers on it. My stick-like legs poked out from the bottom of the shirt, and I turned my eyes away so I wouldn't see them.
I suddenly began to sweat, and a feeling of dread came over me. What the doctor had told Mark was extremely accurate. As I was eating, sleeping normally, and gaining strength, my body was beginning to become aware of what it really wanted. For the past couple of days, I had been having what I referred to as attacks. I would be fine one moment, then the next, I would start to sweat and shake. Worst of all was the gnawing pain in my stomach. The first couple of times it happened, it didn't last long, but each time afterwards had been worse. I mentioned them to Mark yesterday and, after calling the doctor, he upped the amount of suboxone he was giving me.
But the attacks continued, and as this new one set in, I moaned and doubled over. The cramps were slamming into me. I dropped to my knees and stayed there, sweating and shaking, until the cramps began to subside.
Staggering to my feet, I left the bathroom and went to the fridge. I looked at the bottles of Gatorade, but quickly closed it. Damn! I needed something! As I walked out of the kitchen, my eyes found the bar in the living room.
No, I couldn't. I was trying to get better so I could go see Mom and... I licked my dry lips. Surely, one drink wouldn't hurt. I mean, a couple of shots were a far cry from shooting up. Glancing into Mark's room, I could see his reflection in the mirror and saw he was still asleep in the chair. I made my way over to the bar and to my delight, saw that it was not locked.
With my heart pounding and my mouth watering, I dropped to my knees and opened the doors. I could already taste the rum on my lips and feel that warm, happy trail that it would burn down to my stomach. I looked into the bar and whispered, "No."
The bar was empty. Not one bottle, not even an empty glass. The entire thing had been cleaned out. I pushed myself to my feet, shaking my head in panic. I had to get something! I went back to the fridge and looked in the bins. Maybe Mark had some beer in there. I turned to head back into the kitchen and stopped cold.
Mark was standing there.
"What are you doing, sis?" he asked.
"I...I umm." I shook my head and groaned. "I need a drink, Mark!"
"Megan, you can't, we..."
"Oh, please, Mark!" I begged. "No drugs, just a drink! I just need something! You... you don't know what this feels like!"I walked up to him and put my hands on his arms and looked into his eyes."Please, little brother? You must have something here!"
"No, I threw it all out, sis," Mark said. "Now come on let's..."
"Then we can go get something!" I told him. "Mark, please? Just a couple of shots?"
Mark shook his head.
Reaching up to his face with my shaking hand, I touched his cheek."I need it! Oh, it hurts! I..." I started to cry. "Please?"
Mark took my trembling hand in his."Come with me."
He led me back into the bedroom and over to the side of the bed, where he gestured for me to get onto it. I looked down at the black case and felt my nerves settle down a little bit. The shot did help, and, even though I'd already had it for the day, maybe he was going to give me more. Mark sat on the bed next to me and, bringing my hand to his lips, kissed the back of it.
I smiled nervously, then pointed down at the table."You going to give me some more?"
"Can't," Mark shook his head. "Doctor said too much will..."
"Oh, please, Mark! I need...."
I was cut off by my brother who leaned forward, turned my face to his, and, to my surprise, kissed me softly on the lips.
"W...what?" I started, but Mark silenced me with another kiss.
I pulled away, startled. Before I could say anything, Mark wrapped his arms around my shoulders and said softly, "Come here, Megan. Let me give you what you need."
I stared at my brother. Was he serious?
"You... you want me?" I asked.
Mark smiled and kissed my hand again. "You're my sister, I'll always want you."
I swallowed and looked at my brother's amazing body. He was shirtless, wearing just the karate pants he hung around the house in. My eyes drifted from his perfect face down to his powerful chest and chiseled stomach. I put my hands on his arms and squeezed his rock-hard biceps. I could feel my breathing pick up as I recalled how good he had always felt, and I let out a surprised groan as my body started to respond. I couldn't remember the last time I had been with someone I'd actually wanted and, taking a deep breath, I nervously leaned forward.
Mark kissed me again, this time trying for a lingering one, but, feeling my dry lips against his, I broke it off."I..."
"I missed you, Megan," he said as he started running his fingers lightly down my arm through the nightshirt.
"Really?"
"Of course, really!" Leaning in, he kissed me again.
This time, I let him keep going and whimpered at the feel of his soft lips. Doing the best I could to ignore the thought of what my lips must feel like, I returned the kiss, and a moment later, found myself wrapping my arms around his neck. I broke the kiss off as Mark tried to slide his tongue into my mouth. I was worried.... That thought was cut off as he quickly bent his head, fastening his lips to the soft skin of my neck. I closed my eyes and moaned as he started to suck gently, while running his hands along my arms.
"That's it," he whispered. "Your little brother always knows just what his big sister needs doesn't he?"
"Y...yes," I whispered as he began to work the other side of my neck. "I...just didn't think you'd want me."
"See for yourself."
Taking my hand, Mark put it into his lap. I gasped at the feel of his enormous cock through his pants, and, for the first time in months, I felt myself getting wet. I gave his cock a squeeze and got even wetter as he moaned in my ear. Forgetting everything, I grabbed his chin, and, lifting his head up, eagerly pressed my lips to his. Mark put his hand behind my head, and we shared a long, lingering kiss. I could feel my body trembling in excitement and this time did let Mark's tongue enter my mouth and caress mine. Wrapping my hand around his cock, I started stroking it through the thin material of his pants and we both sighed into each other's mouths.
I could feel my hard nipples rubbing against the material of the shirt, and breaking away from Mark's embrace; I grabbed the bottom of the night shirt and pulled it over my head. I went to toss it away when I caught sight of myself in the mirror.
I still had my arms over my head and not only could I see all of my ribs sticking out, but my once well-shaped tits were sagging so much, my nipples appeared to be pointing downwards. Worse, I could still see traces of the red rash that had covered a good portion of my back. I groaned to myself, as looking down, I could see my hip bone jutting out. The sight of my wasted frame next to my brother's perfect physique was more than I could bear.
"Oh, God, I can't!" I exclaimed.
"Of course, you can," Mark said, trying to draw me back into his embrace.
"No!" I moaned. "I..I'm disgusting! D...don't touch me!"
I went to put the shirt back on, but Mark grabbed it and threw it away from the bed. I crossed my arms over my tits and shook my head.
"No, I'm ugly please..."
I stopped as, gently taking my face in his hands; Mark turned me to look at him."Megan," he began softly, "you always have been, and always will be, the most beautiful and desirable woman I have ever known."
Before I could respond, Mark kissed me again. Then, putting his hands on my shoulders, he gently pushed me back onto the bed. I turned my head before I could catch sight of myself in the mirror, and, stretching out next to me, Mark turned my face so that our eyes were only inches apart.
"Just look at me, sis, just look into my eyes, relax and let your brother love you."
Any response I had was lost as Mark's mouth found mine and started caressing my lips with his own. I closed my eyes and focused on the pleasant sensation of Mark teasingly sliding his lips back and forth across mine. I tensed as I felt his hand on my bony chest and, grabbing his wrist, tried to push it away. Mark kept his hand where it was, but as I had started to say no, he took the opportunity to push his tongue past my lips again. Despite how upset I was, I could feel myself growing warm and again felt my pussy starting to get wet.
I let myself relax into the kiss and felt my brother pull his hand from my grasp. As Mark's tongue teased the inside of my mouth, I felt his hand slide down farther, and I let out a surprised moan as his fingers found my nipple.
"There you go," he whispered as his lips trailed down to my neck.
Keeping my eyes closed, I wrapped my arm around my brother and started rubbing his back. I moaned at how hard his muscles were, as well as how good his fingers felt on my nipple. Mark's hand left my nipple and I whimpered as it ran long my sunken stomach and down between my legs. I gasped and tried to close them, but Mark had draped one of his legs over mine and I couldn't move it. I opened my eyes and started to protest, but turning my head Mark again stifled my protest with his amazing lips. I whimpered in my throat as I felt my brother's fingers gently stroke my pussy, then groaned loudly as he eased a finger inside.
Mark's lips left mine to once again pursue my neck, and I simply laid there panting as he began to work his finger gently in and out of my pussy. I clutched at his shoulder and gasped as his thumb found my clit and started stroking it. I became aware of Mark watching me, a soft smile on his face. I grabbed his forearm, but this time not to pull him away but to urge him to go faster. Mark kissed me again. Then, after easing his finger from inside, rolled over onto his back, lifted his hips in the air, and slipped his pants off.
As he did, I looked up and saw myself lying naked on his bed and, grimacing in disgust, tried to sit up. I never made it, as Mark immediately rolled over between my legs. Placing his hands just over my shoulders, he looked down at me and, seeing my eyes locked on the mirror, whispered, "My eyes, Megan, just look right here."
I forced my gaze to meet my brother's and found myself staring into his gorgeous eyes. Mark's eyes were very light tonight, the shades of green mixed with golden brown were bright and appeared to glow warmly as they reflected the flickering light of the candelabras. Smiling down at me, Mark leaned down and, finding my lips once more, began to lower himself to me. Breaking the kiss, he whispered, "Let me show you how much I missed you."
I gasped as I felt him press against my warm, moist flesh, and then whimpered as he started to enter me. A sudden thought caused me to push against his chest."M...Mark," I said softly, "I... you should wear something I..." My eyes began to burn with shame.
Looking down at me, Mark smiled. "Nothing will ever come between me and my sister."
Silencing me with a kiss, Mark moved his hips and I clutched his shoulders, groaning as Mark took his time, gently easing himself into me.
"Ohh that's..."
I moaned again as he slid the rest of the way inside and winced as I felt myself stretching around his huge cock. Still looking into my eyes, Mark began to slowly slide himself in and out of me. I dug my fingers harder into him and gasped at the sensation of being so completely full. Still holding himself over me, Mark bent his head and I sighed softly as his tongue found my nipple. I let out a moan of pleasure as his tongue teased slow circles around my nipple before switching to the other. Bringing his head back up, he smiled down at me and, giving in, I let my body completely relax and wrapped my arms around his shoulders.
Mark smiled down at me, and I found myself smiling back. I opened my mouth and began sighing with each long, slow thrust as my brother, rather than speeding up, continued that slow, gentle rhythm. He lowered his face to mine and gave me a soft, sweet kiss, followed by another. I tried to capture his lips for a deeper one, but he held himself above me, teasing me with those gentle kisses. I started to ask him to not tease, but stopped as I saw the look of tenderness on his face. In all the years we had been having sex, I had never seen that look on Mark's face when we were together. I felt my eyes begin to well up, as I could feel my brother's affection for me as our eyes met once more.
Mark let himself go, and, sliding his arms underneath mine, held me close so that our bodies were pressing together. I moaned as, nuzzling his face into my neck, Mark started gently kissing and sucking on the tender flesh there. I also moaned as, at that angle, Mark's long, thick cock began to slide along my clit as he continued that amazing slow, steady rhythm. No longer concerned with anything but how amazing my brother felt inside of me, I wrapped my thin legs around his waist. I squeezed them as hard as I could, drawing Mark even deeper inside of me and smiled as he moaned softly in my ear.
I started running my hands lightly down his back and across his powerful shoulders, and again, Mark sighed his pleasure in my ear. Lifting his head, Mark kissed me again, but this time, not teasingly, but passionately. I groaned into his mouth as, while our tongues played against each other, I could feel my swollen clit responding to the sensation of my brother's hard flesh sliding across it. Beginning to breathe heavier, I started moving my hips, matching my brother's rhythm. I gasped as I felt an orgasm beginning to build within me. Even knowing I was close, Mark didn't speed up, just kept going slow and easy. Amazingly, I found myself not caring. Over the years, whenever Mark would try to make love...
I stopped at that thought. My brother was making love to me, using his body to show me how much he missed me, how much he truly loved me. That thought brought tears to my eyes, and I pulled him down into my embrace, nuzzling my head into his neck as he continued to love me. Earlier, I had not wanted him to touch me; now, as I felt my body racing towards its climax, I found myself hoping that it would last forever. This was even better than the dream I had my last day in New York.
I gasped and my hips twitched as Mark sped up slightly, sliding across my clit, faster and harder. I let my head lie back on the pillow, and, as Mark looked down at me, I opened my mouth and let out a long, drawn-out whimper. I arched my back and, looking directly into my brother's amazing eyes, came for the first time in months. I bucked my hips as hard as I could and moaned as the orgasm flowed through my exhausted body. All the while that I writhed and moaned beneath him, Mark had still maintained those slow sweet thrusts, and, as I slumped limply beneath him, he smiled and kissed me sweetly.
"Go ahead," I whispered, "l...let me feel you, little brother."
Leaning down to kiss me, Mark started moving faster, using longer thrusts. I groaned into his kiss, as I could feel his body tensing and knew he was getting close. Mark started to break the kiss, but, sliding my hand behind his head, I held his lips to mine. Moments later, I felt his hips twitch and, breaking the kiss, he gasped and I moaned in delight as I felt him begin to cum. We both gasped as we each kept moving our hips, thrusting against each other, each movement ending in the amazing feeling of my brother filling me with his hot cum. After one more pump, Mark remained deep inside of me and, contracting my pussy around him, I was rewarded with not only a couple of more drops, but, most importantly, that precious whimper, the one that, even after all I had done, he still want to make for me.
"Oh, my sister, how I missed you," he whispered.
We laid there for awhile, our spent bodies pressing against each other, until, after leaning up to kiss me, Mark rolled over onto his side. I looked over at him and saw him smiling and putting his arms out to me. I hesitated for just a moment, thinking I should probably put the night shirt back on, but seeing the look of affection on my brother's face, I smiled and rolled over to him. As we had always done, I put my back against his chest and let him wrap his arm around my waist. I had a moment of shame as I felt his hand on my protruding ribs, but he quickly moved it, resting it on the bed so his arm was just draped over me.
"That felt so good," I told him, already feeling my eyes closing. "Just what I needed."
"We always are what the other needs sis, always," Mark replied, kissing my neck.
"Good night, my beautiful brother," I said sleepily.
If he responded I didn't hear it as I was already being pulled into sleep's warm embrace.
*****
I opened my eyes and, looking at the clock, saw that it was three am. I sighed contentedly as I still felt pleasantly tired. I began to wonder what had awoken me when I realized with a start that Mark was no longer holding me. Sitting up, I saw he was not in either the bed or the chair. Getting out of the bed, I picked the night shirt up off the floor and, slipping it on, left the bedroom. I was going to head for the bathroom when I heard a sound coming from the living room. Figuring Mark couldn't sleep and was watching TV, I headed in there, planning on curling up on the couch with him.



When I entered the room, I saw the TV was not on and was about to turn around when I heard the unmistakable sound of crying and, turning, saw my brother sitting on the couch, his head in his hands, sobbing. I stood there, shocked, as, although I had seen my brother cry several times over the years --and mostly over me-, it had never been like this. Mark's shoulders were shaking, and he was sobbing so hard it sounded painful. Snapping myself out of my surprise, I ran over to the couch and got on my knees in front of him.
"Mark, what is it?" I asked, grabbing his hands to remove them from his face.
Mark started and looked up at me. His cheeks were wet with tears, and I could feel his hands trembling in my grasp.
"I... I can't do this anymore, Megan!" Mark cried out. "I... can't!"
"You can't do...?" I started.
"You, Megan, I can't keep doing this! I..." He took a deep breath and tried to get control of himself."Years, sis, for years we've done this! You do well, then you fall, you run, then you come back!" He lost the battle and started sobbing again before continuing. "Six months, Megan! For six months I worried about you, and looked for you, every time the phone rang I hoped it was you!"
"Mark,I..I'm sorry I..."
"Mom was calling me every other day, asking if I heard anything. Christ, Megan, I was subscribing to the New York papers and shaking every time there was an article about finding an unidentified body! I...I love you sis! You're everything to me and I...I need you to be okay this time!" Mark grabbed my shoulders and, staring into my eyes, whispered, "I... I have nothing left, Megan, you came within minutes of dying, I..."Shaking his head in an attempt to control himself he continued,"Megan, I've saved you from dealers, and pimps, and jail. I've fought with your father and defended you against anyone that tries to hurt you, but..." He closed his eyes and whispered, "I can't save you from you, sis! My God, Megan, you almost died in front of me!"
I felt myself begin to cry, but instead of breaking down as I had so many times in recent days, I reached out, and, taking my brother into my arms, pressed his head into my chest.
"Please, sis?" he pleaded. "You're all I have, Meg! Please be okay this time!" he began to cry again, and, as I began to stroke his hair, he whimpered, "Please?"
I started to cry harder myself, but this time, rather than feeling sorry for myself, I held my brother even tighter, and thought about what he had said. Closing my eyes, I envisioned my brother over me; his eyes alight with love for me. Taking a deep breath, I looked deep within myself and, for the first time that I could remember, I didn't see weakness, but resolve, the desire to fight for something besides myself. Taking Mark's face in my hands, I lifted it and, after gently kissing each of his eyelids, whispered; "Don't worry, little brother, I promise that no matter what it takes, your big sister will never leave you again."
*
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With the image of holding my sobbing brother in my arms etched in my mind, I lowered the journal. There had been many times throughout my reading that I had been fighting back tears, but now, I could fight them no more. Resting my head on my chin, I let the tears run freely down my cheeks while thinking of how close I had been of robbing myself of the wonder life I now had. More than that, how close I had come to hurting those who loved me most.
Despite the horrible events that I had just relived, these were not tears of sorrow, but of gratitude. I had kept my promise to my brother, and a week later, entered the Johnson clinic. I had walked into that clinic a shell of a person, weighing barely ninety pounds, my body wracked with the painful cravings for heroin, and plagued by the guilt of all I had done to my family. Six months later, I emerged a beautiful, healthy woman with a new lease on life, and with that guilt replaced by the confidence of knowing that there were people who loved me, no matter what I had done.
On the heels of those feelings was the startling revelation that, indeed, my brother had made love to me back then, but, for whatever reason, I had blocked it out. In fact, I had not even had the vague image of that night until I had been crying to Mark on his balcony that I had never been made love to. I wondered if my brother remembered it, or if he had blocked much of that terrible time, as well. He usually recalled everything, but maybe he had just never seen it that way.
Thinking of Mark, I felt the tears begin anew. My brother had saved my life, driving into one of the worst neighborhoods in the country, hell-bent on leaving with his sister. Then, he not only nursed me back to some form of health, but he showed me how much he needed me. He had seen me at my absolute worst, literally on the verge of death. Yet, as horrible as I looked, he showed his love for me, made me feel desirable, and ultimately gave me a reason to fight.
Leaning back on the pillows, I glanced at the journal again. There wasn’t a lot left in it to read, and the next entry, I didn’t need to look at. I knew that one well; it was the Friday morning that Mark took me to see my parents. I still looked pretty rough, but at least the sores were gone from my face, and I had regained some color. I also wore jeans and a loose sweatshirt,to conceal how painfully thin I was. Mark was going to call first, then, on a whim, he looked at me with a smile and asked if I wanted it to be a surprise. I liked that idea, so we drove over, got out of the car, and stood on the porch. Mark called the house, then handed me the phone. Mom answered, and I asked if she wanted to see me.
She answered, “Yes, of course! When are you coming by?”
I laughed. “Look out on the porch.”
A moment later, the door flew open, and my mother threw herself into me so hard that, had Mark not been standing behind me, she might have taken us both down the stairs. Neither of us could get anything out other than tears as we stood there hugging, each trying to squeeze the other harder.
Finally, Mom stepped back a little and looked at me. “You look thin.”
I nodded. “I’ve been sick, but I’m better now, and I’ll be even better soon.”
Mom’s reply was cut off by the sound of the porch door opening, and I looked up to see my father coming out.
Mom stepped back, and I looked at my father longingly. I’d missed him so much but knew how disgusted he had been with me. Dad came up to us, and I started to say that I missed him. All that ended up coming out was a startled yelp as Dad not only took me into his arms, but lifted me off my feet, crushing me to him. Sobbing with joy, I wrapped my arms around his shoulders, holding him tightly and telling him how much I’d missed him. Lowering me back to my feet, but still holding onto me for dear life, Dad whispered in my ear, “I love you!” His voice was choked with emotion, and I could feel his tears on my cheek as he held my face to his.
I started to pull away, but was stopped by Mom’s throwing her arms around both of us and dragging us down to her height for a hug. I had my head down between both of theirs, reveling in being this close to them after all this time. I looked up to see Mark standing a couple of feet away, watching us. Seeing me looking, he put his hands out as if saying, “See?” Mom lifted her head and, seeing Mark, put her arm out to him. My brother smiled and shook his head.
Then my father leaned over and, moving quicker than I thought he could, lunged towards my brother. Catching Mark by surprise, he caught his arm and yanked him into us, yelling, “Get over here, you stubborn asshole!” I laughed delightedly as Mark staggered into us, and my father threw his arm around his neck. I felt Mark slide his arm around my shoulders, and the four of us stayed huddled together for awhile. As I stood there, tears of joy flowing down my cheeks, Mom looked at me, and, reaching out, touched the locket around my neck. I put my hand over hers and as our eyes met, Mom whispered, “Welcome home, baby.”
I smiled through my tears at that memory and felt another wave of gratitude wash over me. Truly, I had been one of the fortunate ones. So many others in my situation either didn’t have someone like my brother, or, if they did, managed to succeed where I hadn’t, and run from them. As I wiped my eyes with a tissue, I looked at the book in my hand and found myself thinking of Tony.
Unfortunately,his sister, Julie, despite his best efforts, was one of the ones who didn’t make it.
Making good on my promise, I kept in touch with Tony, calling him twice from Mark’s place, then several times from the clinic. Each time we spoke, he sounded thrilled to hear from me, but when I asked about Julie, he would quietly say that she was getting worse. The last time I called from the clinic, he told me that she had run away from him. When I got out, I didn’t have the time to go see him as I wanted too, but I sent him a few pictures of me. Although there had never been anything sexual between us, I hadn’t been able to resist sending him a snapshot of myself in a red string bikini. Of course, I didn’t tell him that it was my brother who took the picture while we went away for a weekend, or that Mark had spent quite a bit of time enjoying his sister’s once again beautiful body.
Six months after I had been released from the clinic, Tony called me at Mom’s to tell me that Julie was dead. He had found her again, and they had been staying in a small apartment over the Y, where he had been working. “I came home from work to find her in bed. The needle was still hanging from her arm.” We talked for hours, sharing both tears and, near the end, a few laughs at some of Julie’s more outrageous adventures. Finally,he reluctantly confessed, “I know it sounds terrible, but I feel relief. For the first time in years, I can go to bed and not have my last thoughts be of wondering where she is and if she’s okay.”
“When is the funeral?” I asked him. “Mark and I will be there.”
Tony grew quiet then. “Megan, I hate to ask this, but do you think Mark could help me out with the funeral? I have nothing, my family has nothing.” He began to break down into tears. “My sister’s going to end up in a potter’s field without even so much as a marker.”
“Don’t worry. I’m sure Mark will do something.” When I hung up, I called my brother and told him what was going on.
We left for New York early the next morning. We picked Tony up at his apartment and drove to a funeral home that Mark had found online. As soon as we pulled up, Tony shook his head. “This is one of the best in the city! I can’t afford anything, never mind something like this!” Ignoring him, Mark got out of the car, and we all went inside to talk to the director. As we sat down, Tony began to lose it. “I don’t know why I’m here! I have nothing!”
At that point, my brother, in one of the most amazing acts of generosity that I have ever seen, produced his American Express card and told the director he wanted the best of everything. Tony began to protest, but Mark, as well as the funeral director, ignored him, especially when my brother went all in on a beautiful, rose-colored marble tombstone.
We stayed in New York until the funeral, which was small, but the room and service were beautiful. Tony had more family than I thought, and I met his parents, who had somehow heard all about me.
During the funeral, Mark and I sat in the back, holding hands, and I couldn’t stop crying. Looking at Julie lying in that coffin and knowing that, had it not been for Tony and my brother, it would have been me was beyond humbling. I looked up at one point and was shocked to see tears on my brother’s face. When I squeezed his hand, he looked up at me and simply said, “I used to have nightmares about this.” He kissed my cheek and added, “I’m so grateful for you.”
After the funeral and the small gathering at Tony’s parents’ place afterwards, Mark and I took him out for coffee, and we talked for awhile. Once again, my brother offered Tony a chance to come down to Providence where he could help him get a job and start over. Tony declined.“I have a chance to get a job at a local gym. They offered a few months ago, but the hours were crazy, and I was taking care of Julie.”
Just before we left to go back to Rhode Island, Tony took my brother’s hand and told him that somehow, he would repay him. Shaking his head, Mark, his voice uncharacteristically full of emotion, said quietly, “You don’t understand, Tony; this is me, repaying you for helping my sister.” Reaching out, Mark put his arm around my shoulder. “And it’s still nowhere near enough.”
The last time I had talked to Tony was almost a year ago. He was doing well for himself, not only making decent money as a personal trainer, but going to school to obtain a degree so he could become an addiction counselor.
Glancing at the clock, I was surprised to see it was four-thirty. I’d been reading for over an hour-and-a-half. My flight was at six, meaning I would have to leave for Green in half an hour.
As if that thought had summoned her, there was a knock on my door, and Mom called softly, “Honey, you awake?”
“Yeah, I’m up.”
The door opened and, poking her head in, Mom asked, “You get any rest?”
I shrugged.“A little, I guess.” I still had the half of the journal in my hand and, lifting it, said, “Been reading.”
“Oh,” Mom said, pointing at the journal, “then I’m glad I didn’t toss that out.” She started to leave, and then she snapped her fingers and said, “By the way, when I picked that up, there was an envelope that was stuck to a page that fell out. I stuck it in the back. Anyway, we need to leave by five, hon.”
“Yeah, I’ll be ready soon.”
When mom left, I flipped to the back of the journal, curious about this envelope. As Mom had said, there it was, between the last page and back cover. Removing it, I turned it over in my hand. There was nothing written on either side, but it was sealed, and I could feel something inside of it. After carefully tearing the corner, I slipped my long fingernail inside and opened it. I pulled out a piece of yellow notebook paper that had something folded inside of it.
Un-wrapping the yellow paper, I saw writing on the inside of it. Inside of the paper were two smaller envelopes. Before I turned them over to see the front, I looked at the note written on the paper. The ink was faded, and the penmanship was terrible, but, after looking more closely, I realized with a start that it was my writing and that it was the letter I had written to Tony, thanking him for all he had done, and telling him goodbye, as well as asking him to mail the two letters that were in my journal. Dropping the paper, I flipped the envelopes over.
“Oh, my God,” I whispered as I saw the first one was addressed to my mother.
Sliding it to the side, I looked at the one underneath. It was to my brother. As I stared at the letter, I recalled leaving the note to Tony on my journal with the letters. When Mark had come to get me, we had been walking out of the room when he had made a comment about not leaving the journal around. I hadn’t seen him actually pick it up. Mark must have slipped the papers into the back of it.
I had written in it a few times at Mark’s house. Then I put the journal away for good. At some point, I must have placed all this in the envelope, but for the life of me, I couldn’t recall doing so. No, that wasn’t true! I did do it! I was supposed to attend a Samhain ceremony and had put them in the envelope to burn as a way of releasing the painful memories of my past. I never made the ceremony, and soon after, I left for Chicago, leaving the journal in my old closet.
Putting the letter to Mom down, I opened the letter I had written to my brother and began to read it. As I did, my eyes welled up again. The first part of the letter was a goodbye.
As I continued, my tears subsided and I had an overwhelming feeling that I was meant to read this--the second half of the letter was my confession to my brother that I was in love with him and always had been. I had wanted him to know how I felt! Unable to read the last few lines, I slid the letter into the envelope and sat there, shaking my head. Had I not called Tommy to try to help Tony, the only way my brother would have ever known how I felt about him would be by reading this letter. My brother would have found out that I loved him, only to then realize that I was dead. In my sick diseased mind it had never occurred to me how terribly selfish of an act that was. It would have made my death even more devastating to him.
But on Saturday night, Mark had proclaimed that same love for me, giving me the opportunity to say what I had written years ago. I’d had a chance to look into my brother’s gorgeous eyes and give him the one thing that he longed for! The one thing that even he couldn’t forcibly take: the heart of his sister. I was ready to tell him when there was nothing left, but when it came down to it now, when there was a chance at an amazing life together, I had hesitated! Worse, I had turned it into a game, wondering if he had meant it, then, when presented with another chance just hours ago, I had managed a weak “yes.”
Looking at the clock, I saw it was quarter to five. I had to get dressed and go. Mark had said that he would come see me in Chicago. Maybe we could talk then. By then, he would have calmed down and…
I shook my head. That was a selfish thought and, sad to say, one of many that I’d had where Mark was concerned. I had just spent the last hour reading about how my brother went to hell and back to save my life. The last entry I read was about me promising my brother to never leave him again. But then what did I do? Within a year, I ran to Chicago! I had always thought that Mark had been okay with my leaving, knowing it was best for me. Today, however, he admitted how badly he missed me and how he regretted that he couldn’t be involved in my new and successful life. That he had been there for the bad, and, when I ran from the bad, I also ran from him.
I stopped at that last thought. My heart was pounding. Just as I had described in my journal on that day that I thought the answer was to kill myself, I felt a moment of clarity come over me. I suddenly recalled the real reason that I had gone to Chicago with Betty. It hadn’t been just to leave the past behind, but to try to…
I took another look at the clock and saw it was now five of. I thought of Walsh, and the potential to become famous, to be set up for life. That image was replaced by that of my brother, his face over mine, his golden-green eyes looking into mine as he whispered, “I love you Megan, I love you so much.”
“Fuck it!” I swore aloud.
Getting up from the bed, I went over to the suitcase and hurriedly tossed on a plain white sundress and sandals, pulled my hair into a ponytail, and grabbed my purse and cell phone. I was at the door when I glanced back at the bed and saw the letters lying in open view. Running over I first hid the letter to Mom back in the journal; I did not want her to see that! Then I picked up the letter to my brother and shoved it into my purse. I walked out the door just in time to almost knock Mom over as she was getting ready to knock.
She stared at me with a confused expression on her face. “Where’s your bag, hon?”
“I…” I hesitated. I had no car. I needed a car. “Mom can I borrow your car?”
“Borrow?” Mom looked more confused. “Megan, we’re taking you to the airport.”
“I’m not going,” I told her. “I…I been thinking of what you said and I…” I felt like rolling my eyes as even at this point I still needed to lie. “I’m going to go back and tell him how I feel I…”
“What about your meeting with that--”
“This is more important than money,” I answered.
Mom nodded approvingly. “Yes, it is Megan, there will be another chance to make it big, but true love only comes around once in a lifetime.”
“If it’s not too late,” I sighed.
“Seems like they’ve waited awhile. I’m sure there’s still a chance.”
I nodded, “I hope you’re right, but can I take the car?”
“Of course, on, come on down, I’ll get you the keys.”
I followed her downstairs and into the kitchen, where mom took the keys from the peg next to the door. When she put them in my hand, something occurred to me.
“Umm, if things go okay, I might, umm…” I hesitated.
With a laugh, Mom waved her hand at me.“If you’re trying to tell me that you might not be bringing the car back tonight, that’s fine. If I need to run some errands in the morning, I’ll get your father to cart me around.” She smiled. “He’ll love it; it’ll give him something to bitch about.”
As I drove my mother’s small, blue Honda Accent down the highway, I took a deep breath, pulled out my cell, and dialed Royce.
He must have been sitting on the phone, because it barely finished the first ring when he answered.“Why, hello, my future superstar! You on your way to the airport?”
“Not exactly.”
“I don’t like the sound of that, sweetie. Where are you?”
“Royce, I’m not coming down. Tell Walsh to cancel the plane.”
“What?” Royce exclaimed. “Megan, tell me you’re fucking with me. That plane is on its way from New York now.”
“Then he can have it turn around and go straight to Chicago. I’m not joking Royce. I can’t make it.”
“Are you out of your mind?” he demanded. “This is Albert Walsh! You blow him off, you don’t get a second chance! We talked about this, you may not get…”
“Listen to me, Royce. My family needs me.” Not a lie, really. After all, Mark was my brother. “And they’re more important than Walsh!”
“Megan, don’t do this to me…”
“You know what, Royce? Give me his fucking number and I’ll call him!” I snapped. “You remember one thing, Albert Walsh came looking for me, and if he wants me that bad, he can wait a couple of damn days.”



“Calm down, I’m…”
“I’m one-of-a-kind, and he knows it. If he doesn’t want me, then someone else will.” I paused, and, as Royce remained silent, I asked. “So, you calling him, or am I?”

Royce sighed. “You’re really going to do this to yourself? Miss out on the chance of a lifetime?”
“No, Royce, I’m canceling it so I don’t miss out on the chance of a lifetime. So, who calls?”
“I will, I’ll just...” he grunted disgustedly. “I’ll call you later, that is, if you even care what he says.” With that, he sighed and hung up.
“Drama queen,” I muttered, tossing the phone back into my purse.
There was no traffic, and I reached Mark’s office by five-thirty. Most of the offices in the building closed at five, so there were plenty of spots in the garage. I drove around and spotted both Mark’s Firebird and his Lexus that I had left there. Pulling alongside them, I hoped that it was okay to leave cars overnight. Crossing the street, I entered the first floor and was relieved to see that the security guard sitting behind the desk was Roger, who had walked me down last night. I wanted to catch my brother by surprise and, after saying hello, was thrilled that Roger remembered me. I asked if he could let me upstairs without buzzing my brother, and he smiled and waved at the elevators.
I exited on Mark’s floor and, as I made my way towards Mark’s suite, saw Jim heading towards me, his briefcase in his hand.
“Hey, Megan, just in time. I was just going to lock the door to the lobby.”
“Is Mark in his office?”
“Yeah, I think he’s still in there.” He paused and gestured towards the other end of the hall. “Good luck, because he’s been in a mood-and-a-half tonight.”
“I think maybe I can cheer him up,” I said. Hopefully anyway.
I made my way quietly down the hallway that led to Mark’s office. As I entered the small waiting area, I saw that his door was open and, as I drew closer, I could hear music playing. Andrew Lloyd Weber’s Phantom of the Opera. I stopped in the doorway and peered in.
Mark was sitting on the floor near the wall and was in the process of wrapping his karate trophies in bubble wrap. He had changed out of his suit and was wearing a pair of jeans and a plain white t-shirt. I couldn’t help but take a moment to appreciate how good the shirt looked stretched across his broad shoulders, as well as the contrast of the white against his deep tan and the dark colors of his tattoos.
I pushed those thoughts to the side, however, as my eyes reached his face. He looked sad and was moving listlessly. As he finished one trophy, he pushed it to the side with a sigh and picked up another. His lips were moving as he absently sang along to the music of the night. He didn’t notice me walk into the office and stop only a few steps away. Knowing from past experience that my brother was not someone you wanted to sneak up on, I said softly, “Hey, little brother.”
He looked up, and as soon as he saw me, his eyes dropped to the black Movado watch I had bought him for his thirty-fifth birthday. The one I had bought to replace the one he had pawned for me in New York.
“What are you doing here?” he asked sounding irritated. “Thought you had a plane to catch”
Not the start I’d hoped for, but what did I expect?
“Forget about that,” I said, walking over to him. “Mark, I…”
“Forget it? What, are you crazy? Get going Meg. We’ve said what we needed to. Go home and take what you want.”
“What I want is right here,” I said softly.
He looked at me and shook his head. “Look, I’m glad you came by, because I’m sorry about being so rough on you earlier, but you need to take care of…”As he spoke he made to stand up.
Dropping to my knees in front of him so he wouldn’t get up, I put my hand on his arm.“That was my fault, Mark,” I told him. “I pushed you to tell me a lot, and then I… you were right. You deserve better than how I treated you with all this.”
“Megan, forget it, really. We can talk another time.” He pointed at the door. “Now let’s go. Call and say you’re running late, and I’ll get you to…”
He stopped as I shook my head. “I cancelled the plane Mark. We need to talk, and I’m not going to put my career in front of you.”
“Cancelled?” He sighed. “Look, I appreciate that, sis, I really do, but I’ve been thinking, and you know what? Maybe I as wrong.”
“No …”
“Let me finish. I was convinced, Megan. Convinced that you loved me and was just afraid, but I guess I was wrong, and I acted like an asshole because…” He looked away. “I just so wanted to be right.”
“You…”
“So get on the phone and get the plane back, or we’ll book you another one.”
“Mark…” I tried again, but he went on.
“I’ll take the L.A. job, and next weekend I’ll come see you and we can talk and….well, we can have a little fun, if you want, and…”
He stopped as I put my finger to his lips. Leaning forward, I put my arms around his shoulders, looked into his eyes and said softly, “Mark, I love you.”
His eyes widened. “You…”
I placed my lips to his ear and repeated it, “I love you, Mark.” I smiled after I said it; it felt so natural, as if I’d been saying it for years.
I pulled my head back, and as Mark looked at me, a slow smile spread across his face.“Really?” he asked. “I mean, not like your brother, like…”
“I love you the way you love me,” I gently kissed his lips. “In every way.”
I looked up and laughed as my badass brother started to blush.
“I love you, too, I…” he stopped.
“What?” I asked.
“But…?” Mark raised his eyebrows.
I laughed. “No buts, Mark. I played that game for years.” I drew him into my arms, and, as he hugged me back, I said quietly, “No buts, baby. Only love.”
Mark squeezed me tightly to him, and I sighed as I returned his embrace. My heart was pounding in my chest as I realized that I had finally said it! There was still a lot to talk about, but at least now…
“Meg,” Mark said, leaning away from me, “you sure you don’t want to try to call Walsh and…”
“Don’t be ridiculous. You and I have a lot to talk about, and that comes first.”
Mark started to stand up.“Well, come on. We’ll get out of here, and go grab some dinner.”
I grabbed his arm, holding him down. “You know what? Let’s just stay right here. It’s nice and quiet and…” I shrugged. “Besides, I don’t want to go out. I’m not wearing any makeup, and my hair’s in a ponytail, and I’m…”
“The Megan I fell in love with,” he said. “Megan Decosta’s hot, but I always liked Megan Hanson better,” he winked. “That girl-next-door look always did it for me.”
“Oh, please, stop trying to be smooth,” I laughed. “Breathing does it for you, you dog.”
Mark laughed loudly and I smiled, enjoying seeing him happy.
“Anyway, what do you want to talk about?” he asked. “I’ll call the firm in Chicago and…”
I cut him off with a wave of my hand. I didn’t want to talk about that yet. There were still things I was unsure of. Shifting so that I was sitting cross-legged on the floor as he had been, I took his hands in mine.“Well I…” I shrugged. “When did you know you loved me? I mean, was it way back when we were younger, or was it Samantha?”
Mark looked down at my hands over his and thought for a moment.
“Well, when we were younger, I really thought that we would, I don’t know, run off together or something, but you didn’t seem to want to.” It was his turn to shrug. “But then you started having problems, and I was sick then, too, the Voice was running me, and then…” He shook his head. “You got really bad, and at that point, even though we were fooling around, I really loved you like a sister, one that I was always worried about. Then, after you got yourself together, I think those feelings started to grow again.”
“So there wasn’t one moment?” I asked.
“You know, now that you bring it up, there was. It was…”
“The night we had sex for the first time after Samantha?” I asked.
“Close,” Mark said, nodding. “But it was a couple of nights after that. We had gone out to dinner, then, of course, come back and messed around. I woke up and had to use the bathroom. I came back and was going to get back into bed when I found myself looking at you.” He smiled and looked past me; his eyes had a distant look to them, as if he were envisioning what he was saying.“The black sheet was pulled up to your shoulder and the candles were lit.” Reaching out, he touched my shoulder. “Your skin looked amazing and your long, black hair was fanned across the pillow.” He shook his head. “But your face, you looked so peaceful,” he sighed. “So beautiful.”
“And not just beautiful, but you were happy, healthy and successful. The real Megan, the one I always knew was there.’
“Well, while I was watching you, I noticed that you push your lips out when you sleep, like you’re pouting.” He laughed softly. “I never could resist that pout.”
“So I leaned forward and I gave you just a little kiss.” With a grin, he leaned forward and kissed me lightly, his lips barely grazing mine. “And you opened those gorgeous eyes of yours.” He smiled again at the memory. “Only part-way though, and you whispered, ‘Little brother, are you looking for more?”
“Well, you always were!” I laughed.
“Can you blame me? Anyway, you were more asleep then awake, and you looked adorable. I told you no, and you asked what I wanted, and I just smiled and said, ‘You.’” He once again got that faraway look in his eyes as he continued. “And you just gave me this huge smile; you know that classic kind of lopsided smile of yours. And you put your arms out to me.’
“I slid onto the bed next to you, and I took you into my arms and pulled you close.” He smiled at the memory. “You nestled your face into my chest, and when I started playing with your hair, you sighed and just relaxed into me. I laid there, holding you, and I just…” he sighed. “Megan, nothing ever felt more right, and I knew that it was where we belonged, and I decided that I was going to tell you the next time I saw you. That didn’t work out the way it was supposed to, but that was when I knew for sure.”
“I…I love it!” I exclaimed. Shaking my head, I sighed. “Well, I’d like to tell you when I…well, it’s not when I knew for sure, because, honestly, I think part of me knew all those years ago. For me, it wasn’t knowing I loved you, but getting to the point that, like you, I was ready to admit it to myself and be able to tell you.”Reaching into my purse I pulled out the envelope I had brought from Mom’s.“Of course, you know with me, nothing’s easy, and,,,”
“Do tell,” Mark said, grinning.
I rolled my eyes and continued. “Well, when I went to stay at Mom’s, she said she had some old books, and one of them was my black journal.”
“Journal,” Mark frowned. “Damn, I thought you burned that thing.”
“Nope, I never did, and I’m glad I didn’t. So, anyway, I’ve been reading it.” I smiled ruefully. “All of it.”
“Oh, Megan.” Mark said softly.
“I had just finished reading how you found me in New York and all that you went through.” I took his hands again in mine. “You saved my life.”
“And you saved mine, at the group home and after Max,” Mark replied. “We’ve always helped each other. Always.”
“Well, when I was done, I found this.” As I spoke I unfolded the letter.
“What’s that?”
“This is the letter I wrote to say goodbye to you. The one you would have gotten if Tommy hadn’t called you.”
“Megan, don’t read that,” Mark shook his head. “You don’t need to relive that…”
“Just let me read it, okay? It’s important to me.”
He nodded, so, holding up the letter, I began.
“My beautiful little brother,
I’m sorry to have to say goodbye like this, and I hate that the last time I saw you ended so badly. Please try to understand that it had to be that way. I figured that if you hated me, you wouldn’t hunt me down, and that you would forget about me.
I know you think you hurt me the last time we were together. Please know that I never blamed you for that, I brought it on myself.
Please forgive me for leaving you. You always deserved better than me and the things that I put you through. Even though you may not believe me, I did try. I did the best I could for as long as I could, but just wasn’t strong enough. Never blame yourself, as you did everything that you could for me. Please don’t be sad, for me, this is not the end, but a new beginning. I have been dreaming of my forest. It’s waiting for me, and I can’t wait to get there. No more pain, little brother! Only peace!
This letter is not just a goodbye, but my last chance to say something that I was never able to.
Mark, I love you! I love you in every way, you were truly my everything! I fell in love with you on those amazing Saturday mornings in my bedroom, and I have been in love ever since. The night at Donatello’s was the best of my life, and in a perfect world, that would have been the beginning of our life together. But even back then, I was falling and did not want to bring you down with me. Seeing how successful you have been tells me that I did the right thing. You could have never achieved as much as you have with your disgrace of a sister weighing you down.
I have to go, Mark, but before I do, I want to ask one thing of you. Even though at the end I did everything I possibly could to get you to hate me, I hope that somehow you can find it within your heart to not hate me, but to remember me with love.
Goodbye, my brother, always know that your big sister loved you.”
I put the letter down, proud of myself for not breaking down as I read it. I looked up to see my brother had not fared as well. He had his head in his hands and was shaking his head.
“It’s okay, Mark,” I told him, reaching out and pulling his hands from his face. “It’s a good thing!”
“Nothing about that time was good,” he answered as he wiped his eyes.
“Well, no,” I agreed, “but reading that an hour ago, and knowing what I was ready to do after I wrote it, made me realize that I’d always loved you, and you deserve to hear me say it. Besides, reading the end of the journal brought back something else I’d forgotten.”
“Which was?”
“Well, when I was in rehab, I started another journal and I remember at the end writing in it that I loved you and maybe now that I was better, something could come of it.”
“Then why didn’t you say anything?” he asked.
“The same reason I didn’t before, I mean, you had made junior partner. You were making great money, and as for women?” I laughed. “Hell, Mark, you had a nineteen-year-old psychology student living with you!”
“Yeah, but that was just a game. She meant…”
“It was more than that. Thing was, here I was just out of rehab, living with the folks and back to working at Sears. I was totally starting over, and you had already accomplished so much.” I put my hands out. “I was back to thinking I just wasn’t your equal.”
“You have never not been my equal,” Mark said. “Things like money and jobs don’t…”
“They didn’t matter to you because you were the successful one. It mattered to me because I had nothing. I ended up playing a game with myself. I said I would give it a year, prove I could stay clean, get a better job and start painting again.” I sighed. “Then I figured we could talk after I proved that I could be a true partner.”
“Then what happened?” Mark asked. “I mean, you did those things and…” he trailed off.
“Well, in the interim, we would play, but you were into others, and that whole bad boy attorney image was coming out. You had the press eating up every wild thing you did, and I started to think, what would happen if we got caught? You had more to lose than ever.”
As Mark shook his head, I continued.
“Once, I thought about talking to you, and I went over to surprise you. You were in the shower, and some gorgeous redhead answers, not one of your little tweens, but, I mean, high class and built like a brick shithouse. I ended up leaving. Couple of days later, Betty comes by and brings up Chicago.” I paused as it began to dawn on me how full-circle some of this was becoming.
“I didn’t like the idea at first, and then I ran into those guys outside the store I told you about, and I just decided it was time for a new start.” Leaning forward, I took Mark’s hand in mine again. “Thing was, Mark, I told myself I was running from painful memories like that. Rhode Island’s a small state, and God only knew how many guys would remember me, and…” I shook my head to clear those unwanted thoughts.“But besides that, what I was running from was us.”
“What do you mean?”
“I mean, it used to kill me to know I couldn’t have you, well, for more than a little while at a time anyway. In fact, some of that pain was the reason I would drink. Now, here we were again, and I just couldn’t take it anymore, so I ran. I figured distance would help me forget about how I wanted us to be together. You would flourish, I could start over, and we could still have fun when we visited. Once I got down there, I got so caught up in everything that I really started to believe my past was all I was escaping from.” I sighed.
“Then, Saturday came, and you said what I’d always wanted to hear, and somewhere in the back of my head, I guess I had convinced myself that I had forgotten that I had always felt the same way.”Squeezing his hand, I looked at him and said, “I…I know it all sounds stupid Mark, but it’s how I felt, and then I just started pushing a lot from my mind and…”
“It doesn’t matter anymore,” Mark said, smiling. “Things happen as they were meant to. We wouldn’t have worked as kids, and I think that maybe I still saw you as my sister that I needed to watch out for when you first got clean.”
“So you think I…I did the right thing?” I asked. “You were so upset earlier, saying I left you and…”
“I was upset earlier, and I did miss you, but it came out wrong.” He put his other hand over mine. “But over the last five years, you’ve grown into a hell of a woman, your own life, a great career, you wouldn’t have done that here.” Looking into my eyes, he added, “Seriously Megan, we needed that time to see how much we needed each other. It all happened, not as we wanted it, but how it was meant to.”
Leaning forward, he kissed me, then he sat back and smiled softly.
“So tell you what, no more of the past for either of us. Like Milton said, ‘Long is the way, and hard, that out of Hell leads up to light.’” Nodding, Mark kissed me again, then continued. “You’re my light, Megan, and I’m yours. Time to think about the future. From now on, only forward, never backwards.”
“I like that.”
“Good,” Mark nodded. “And speaking of the future, I’ll call Bloch and Price tomorrow and tell them that they just hired the best attorney on the east coast.”
“If you do say so yourself,” I told him.
“Well, somebody has to,” he said, shrugging. “Anyway, I already told Jim I was out in a couple of weeks, and I figure I can be down to Chicago by the end of next week.” He gave me a huge smile.
Letting his hand go, I took a deep breath as I felt those same nagging doubts creep in. I loved Mark, of that, there was now no doubt. Yet nothing else had changed, there was still so much for him to lose and…
“What’s the matter Meg?” Mark asked as he saw me thinking.
“Nothing I…” I paused, not wanting to ruin the moment.
“Please tell me, after that big ‘I love you,’ that you’re not going to start ‘butting’ me to death again.”
“No, baby,” I began quietly. “I…I want us to be together, it’s…” I sighed. “There are things to worry about, that’s all. I mean, I know we’re the most important thing, but still.”
“Look, Megan,” he began. “I know there are things you’re worried about, and I know some of them. I didn’t want to say much, because if you didn’t love me, then there was no point in arguing.” He put his hand up. “So let’s go over this.”
Putting one finger up, he began.
“Our careers. Face it Meg, your paintings would sell for more. “Those sick bastards would pay more, knowing the queen of the night is involved in a forbidden relationship. It makes you even more of the real deal in their eyes.”



“I’m worried about you, though. You could lose…”
“First off, I don’t plan on getting found out. Second of all,” he shrugged, “I don’t care. I’ve got plenty put away and invested, and hell,” he laughed, “I can live off of you! Be your houseboy!”
“I’m serious!”
“I know! That’s your problem,” he replied. “Anyway,” he said, raising another finger, “if we did get caught, what would happen? Incest between consensual adult siblings is not easily prosecuted, especially in our case, where we can’t have kids.”
“But…”
“Meg, find another word, will you?” Mark rolled his eyes before continuing. “Also, someone has to bring up the charges.Who would do that? Let’s rephrase that. Who would, down there, that I couldn’t convince, one way or another, not to?”
“What about…”
“Your parents? Doug knows, and I know I made that tougher. If you want to tell him, and, honestly, I don’t know what he’d say. But if he loses it, he loses you, and deep down he would realize that. As for Denise,” he put his hands out. “I…Meg, I just can’t see that woman ever not loving you.”
“You just make it sound so easy.”
“It is.”
I rolled my eyes.“You sound like Mom.”
“Good. Denise is a lot smarter than Doug’s ever given her credit for.” Mark sighed. “Now that we cleared that up, why don’t you give me the real reason that held you back and has you nervous even now.”
“What do you mean?” I looked away as I spoke; I knew damn well what I was worried about.
“Okay sis, I know you.” He nodded as if agreeing with himself. “I know how that hamster in a wheel you got up there works. All these things are something to think about, but its smoke, sis. Now let’s get down to it.What’s really got you hung up?”
“It’s just…” I put my head down. “It’s me I’m worried about, Mark, I…”
“Megan, we are in love, it’s all that matters, and it is that simple. I’m willing to say that the last twenty years were building up to this, but from here on, it’s all wasted time. We’re not kids. How much more time do you want to throw away?” He put his hands up. “Why can’t you tell me what you’re worried about?”
“Mark, I…I don’t want to break your heart.”
“You sure about that?” he said rolling his eyes.
“Really! Look at my track record! Tommy, Ben, Laura.” I shook my head. “I thought I was in love with all of them, and they loved me, but…” I shrugged. “I hurt them all, and I don’t want to…”
“You hurt them because they weren’t right for you, just like I had to hurt Samantha. We’re meant to be, sis. You know that now, I know you do.”
“But….” As I said it, Mark slapped his forehead in frustration, but I continued, “baby, I don’t want to hurt you. I mean, what if in six months it doesn’t work out and you get…”
“It’s my life and I’m willing to take that chance.”
“B…” I caught myself. “Mark I…”
I stopped as Mark took my face in his hands. He looked into my eyes and whispered, “Megan, I would rather have all of your heart for six months, than spend the rest of my life only being part of it.”
“I…” I stopped as I could feel myself choking up. “I’ve hurt you enough, and I never want to again.”
“You won’t Please, for once, just trust your heart. If you can’t, then trust mine.”
“I want to!’ I exclaimed. “I…” I looked away. “I’m just worried! I mean, we give this a go, and I screw it up, then I might not have you at all.”
Mark was silent, and when I looked back at him, he had his head down. I remained silent as I felt a sinking feeling in my heart. How the hell had I managed to proclaim my love for my brother and still end up fucking things up? My thoughts were cut off by Mark’s looking back up at me.
“You know, Megan, I’m a trial lawyer and a damn good one, good enough to beat one of the best in the country last year.’ He shook his head. “I’ve done closing arguments on the turn of a dime and can argue anything with anyone.” He stopped and sighed. “But sitting here with you, I can’t think of a goddamn thing to come up with to convince you that the two of us will always be in love.”
“I’m sorry I’m not making this easy…” I stopped as Mark turned towards his desk.
The Phantom of the Opera soundtrack had run out, and the next song was Black Sabbath’s War Pigs. The volume had risen with the song and, picking up the remote, Mark went to shut it off. He stopped and appeared to be thinking. Turning around, he quickly got to his feet and, reaching down, took my hand, pulling me up to him.
“What’s the matter?” I asked.
“I just thought of something” he told me as he began walking over to his desk, taking me with him. “You know how couples have their own songs?”
“Yeah, I guess,” I said as, stopping in front of his desk, Mark reached out to the iPod he had plugged into his computer speakers and began searching through it.
“Well, a couple of weeks ago, I heard this song. I mean, I’d heard it before, but I had been thinking of us and it came on and …” He seemed to find what he was looking for and said, “I think it’s us, Megan, it’s really how I feel and…” He paused, pushed the play button, and then put his hands on my waist.
“Come on, sis, they’re playing our song.”
He was nuts, but going along with him, I wrapped my hands around his shoulders, and Mark started slowly swaying against me. I heard the opening notes to the song and knew it instantly--Seether’s Broken. As soon as the song registered, the words began, and, to my surprise, Mark began singing softly in my ear.
I wanted you to know that I love the way you laugh
I wanna hold you high and steal your pain away
I keep your photograph and I know it serves me well
I wanna hold you high and steal your pain

Because I'm broken when I'm lonesome
And I don't feel like I am strong enough
'Cause I'm broken when I'm lonesome
And I don't feel right when you're gone away
My eyes began to burn as my brother sang to me. For years, he had said that we were two halves of a broken whole. Many times in the past, the two of us had been at our worst when the other was not around. Yet, no matter how bad things were, once we were together again, we managed to get through them. As the song continued, I relaxed completely into Mark’s embrace and, closing my eyes, lost myself in his voice.

The worst is over now and we can breathe again
I wanna hold you high, you steal my pain away
There's so much left to learn, and no one left to fight
I wanna hold you high and steal your pain
“The worst was over now, and there was no one left to fight.” Those words couldn’t be truer. Both Mark and I had spent a lifetime laying our demons to rest, my brother’s illness, my addiction, and the painful memories of our nightmarish childhoods. Mark and I had overcome them all. It hadn’t been easy, and during it all, the one constant that had kept us both going was each other. I remembered the letter I had just read, saying that I had been dreaming of my forest, where there would be no more pain, only peace. As Mark’s arms wrapped around my waist and drew me closer, I realized that my brother was my forest, my safe haven. In his arms, there was never anything but peace.I turned my head, wanting to share that thought with him, but stopped as he went into the chorus:
'Cause I'm broken when I'm open
And I don't feel like I am strong enough
'Cause I'm broken when I'm lonesome
And I don't feel right when you're gone away
I could hear Mark’s voice beginning to break as he sang that last line, and I knew exactly how he felt. I had only started my search for my one true love when I reached Chicago. Only then had I begun to have that desire to fill that suddenly empty spot in my heart. I’d always believed that I hadn’t felt that need before because I had been sick. That once I had my own life, it was the one thing I was missing. Now I knew that the reason that feeling had appeared was because I had moved away from my brother. I had not felt that lonesomeness before because, although we hadn’t acted on it, my one true love had always been right in front of me.
When I left, it had created a hole in both of us. I had tried to fill it by searching for love, and my brother had gone further into excess. That is, until Samantha showed him what he truly needed, and, indirectly, who he needed it from. I recalled what Mark had said yesterday at his apartment, that whenever one of us was feeling broken, the other could make it better, and that maybe if we were always together, and then neither of us would ever fall apart. I was suddenly struck by the thought that it really was that simple! I smiled into Mark’s neck, and when the chorus repeated, I lifted my lips to his ear and softly sang along with him.

'Cause I'm broken when I'm open
And I don't feel like I am strong enough
'Cause I'm broken when I'm lonesome
And I don't feel right when you're gone away
As the final notes faded, I stayed where I was, lowering my head to rest on my brother’s strong chest. I sighed contentedly as he slid his arms up around my shoulders, hugging me to him. As we stood there, I could feel tears of joy making their way down my cheeks. All of my doubts and all of the buts’ and what-if’s fell away. Only in each other’s arms did either of us feel complete, and there was no reason to ever feel broken again. Keeping my arms around his neck, I put my head up and, looking into Mark’s beautiful eyes, I started to speak, only to discover I was too choked up to get anything out.
“Come on, Meg,” Mark said softly, “my voice isn’t that bad.”
Taking a deep breath, I whispered, “Yes.”
“Yes to what?”
“Yes to you,” I said smiling, “and to us, and to everything!”
“You mean it?” Mark asked, his eyes lighting up like an excited little kid. “You really want me to be part of your life?”
“No,” I said, shaking my head, “not my life.” Leaning forward, I kissed him softly on the lips. “Our life.”
The short ride from Mark’s firm to his condo seemed to take forever, yet, at the same time, I was enjoying every minute of it. When we left his office and gotten into the elevator. I leaned into Mark, sliding my arms around his waist and resting my cheek on his shoulder. Mark put his arms around me and I could feel him trembling against me. I reluctantly stepped away from him before the elevator opened, but once out of the building Mark took my hand as we crossed the street to the garage. Mark led me over to the Firebird, but when he let my hand go to open the door I walked over and stood next to the Lexus.
He looked at me for a moment, then, shrugging came over. I was standing in front of the passenger door and he reached around me to unlock it. Looking around to make sure no one was in the garage with us, I through my arms around his neck and kissed him hard. To my delight he did not even try to resist. Instead, leaning forward he pushed me against the car and started running his hands along my sides. I kissed him harder and opened my mouth against his. Mark’s tongue immediately plunged into my mouth, and I groaned as his hands circled my waist, before dropping down and giving my ass a hard squeeze. His lips left mine, but only to drop down and fasten themselves to my neck. Keeping my arms around his neck I leaped up, wrapping my long legs around his waist.
I moaned as I could feel his hard cock pressing though his jeans and against the crotch of my panties.
“Damn,” I panted as he nibbled playfully on my ear. “We should have taken the edge off in the office.”
“No,” Mark said as he removed his arms from around my waist. “I want you in my bed”
I smiled up at him, loving the look of longing in his eyes, as he opened the door for me. When he climbed in behind the wheel, I smiled at him and slid across the seat until our hips were touching. Like a teenager, I put my head on his shoulder. He slipped his arm around my shoulders and leaned in for another kiss before we pulled away.
As we sat in traffic, I rested my head on his shoulder while he leaned his head against the top of mine. I looked at our reflection in the rearview mirror. Years ago, when we were in our teens and twenties, our resemblance had been remarkable. But for our eyes and Mark’s darker complexion, we could have passed as twins. The years had altered that somewhat Mark’s soft features, the ones that had earned him the nickname “Pretty Boy” much of his life, had hardened. There was still enough similarity, to me at least, that we could still easily be identified as siblings. Not too long ago, less than an hour as a matter of fact, that would have concerned me. Now, however, the only thing that I found myself focusing on was how truly beautiful we looked together.
Mark cursed, as he had been trying to make a red light, but the guy in front of us jammed his brakes on. As he sat there, impatiently tapping the steering wheel, I picked my head up from his shoulder and kissed his cheek. When he turned to look at me I caught his lips. He tried for a quick kiss, but, slipping my hand behind his head, I held his lips pressed to mine. Soon, we were kissing deeply and passionately, our lips sliding across each other’s, as our tongues darted and teased. As we kissed, I slipped my other hand up into his t-shirt and sighed at how incredible his hard flat stomach felt. Turning in his seat, he brought his hand up and, after lightly caressing my bare shoulder, slid it up through my long black hair. The dress was open in the back and I felt a shiver go through me as his hand caress my skin. We both jumped at the sound of a horn behind us. The light had turned, and as Mark gunned the car forward, I laughed,“Jeez, didn’t that guy know you were making out with your sister?”
“Not my sister,” Mark said, and then he glanced over at me and smiled, “My love.”
“My love,” A slow smile spread across my face as I repeated his words. “I love that!” I exclaimed happily.
“And I love you.”
We arrived at his condo and held hands in the elevator. I would have loved to hold more than that, but was trying to behave. When we got off on his floor, there were several people in the corridor, and I reflexively went to pull my hand away. But Mark caught my hand and, holding it firmly in his own, began to walk towards his apartment.
“But you live here!” I whispered.
“Not for much longer,” he replied.
He lived at the far end of the long corridor and, as always, we got a few looks, most people probably assuming I was just Mark’s latest. I’m sure some of them were wondering what he was doing with me, a slightly thin woman, who was older than his usual “type,” wearing just a plain sundress and ponytail. As if to prove my point, just as we reached his apartment, two young girls, who couldn’t have been more than twenty, came from around the corner. As soon as they saw him, their eyes lit up, they both smiled and said hi.
But Mark was seemingly oblivious to them. He turned to me and, in front of them, as well as anyone else who was watching, put his arms around me and gave me a lingering kiss. I should’ve been worried, but all I felt was excitement! Keeping his arm around my waist, Mark turned sideways to unlock the door. I immediately pressed my lips to his, kissing him deeply as he tried to open the door. I could hear him fumbling with the lock and giggled in his ear. “Hope you’re not going to have a hard time finding the hole once we’re in there! Mark laughed and finally getting the door open. Stepped in, pulling me I after him. As soon as he closed the door I was back in his arms. Throwing myself into him and sending him back against the door.
, “You sure you going to be able to handle this, Mark?” I asked as I slipped my hand under his shirt, and started rubbing his chest.
“What?” he asked as he groped for the lamp, turned it on, then steadied it with his hand, as he nearly knocked it over.
“Well,” I said as I sank my fingers into his hair and gently pulled it, “no more young girls there, bad boy, you going to be okay with that?”
He winced and smiled. “I think so,” he said. “The girl I’m seeing is pretty hot.”
With that, he pulled me hard against him, but we stumbled and fell sideways. He reached for the table to steady us and hit the lamp with his hand. It toppled off the table and crashed on the floor, sending the room into darkness again. “Damn!”
“Leave it!” I snapped as I grabbed his chin with my hand. Then I kissed his lips again. “Not just the young ones, Mark,” I continued as, taking his hand I started to lead him to his bedroom. “No more overheated, unsatisfied housewives.”
Grinning, Mark pointed at me.“No more infatuated art students.”
I laughed as I pulled him along, “No more blond supermodels!”
Mark rolled his eyes, then smirked,“No more blond reporters, Megan.”
I laughed and stood aside as he opened the door and led me into his bedroom. The windowless room was quite dark. As he hit the switch that turned on the candelabra’s, I walked over and stood at the foot of his bed. As I turned to face him, he closed the door and, stepping towards me, slipped off his t-shirt and tossed it to the side. My heart was pounding! Not only from the sight of my brother’s magnificent body, but also at the thought that we were going to be together for the first time as so much more than we ever had been before.
When he approached, he reached out to me, but I stepped back. Giving me that beautiful smile of his, he made a ‘Come here’ gesture with his finger. I stepped up to him and gave him a quick peck on the lips. He tried to put his arms around me, but again, I pulled away, teasing him. Putting my hands behind my back, I laughed and skipped--yes skipped--backwards. I felt positively giddy! Like a young girl who had finally gotten to kiss her high school crush. He laughed and shook his head,
Giving him a seductive look, I reached up and slid the clip from my hair. I shook my head and felt my long, raven black hair cascade down my shoulders and back. I slid my hands under my hair and untied my sundress. Lifting my arms up, I let the dress fall to the floor.
As I stood there in just a lacy white bra and matching thong, Mark gave me an appreciative up-and-down gaze. Then, looking into my eyes, he whispered, “You really are beautiful, Megan.”
I beckoned him to me. When he reached me, I put my hands on his shoulders and tried to draw him into my embrace, but he put his hands on my hips and held me at arm’s length. He was still looking at me, his eyes heavy-lidded and full of need. Finally, his eyes met mine again, and he took my face in his hands and said it again. “So beautiful.”
“As are you little…” Catching myself, I smiled, “As are you, my baby.”
To my delight, Mark turned his head away while giving me that adorable, shy little smile, the one only I got to see.
“I love that smile!” I told him..
He looked back at me. “And I love you,” he said softly.
I started to reply, but I was lost in his gorgeous eyes. Those eyes moved closer as he bent his head, his lips finding mine. The kiss started softly, but soon, we were hungrily devouring each other as our hands roamed each other’s bodies.
While I slid my long fingernails along Mark’s broad back and shoulders, I felt his hands reach around and unsnap my bra. I moaned and let my head fall back, and Mark’s lips slid down my neck, fastening onto the soft flesh of my throat. While he gently sucked my neck, he slid his hands up my back, and his fingers pulled the straps of my bra down my arms. I let him slip the lingerie off me, then I wrapped my arms around him once more, pressing my hard nipples into his muscular chest. Oh, How I loved the feel of his hard body against my tits!
But he pushed against me, and his tongue left my neck and started trailing downwards. Mmm, I knew where he was going. I eased back enough for him to reach my tits, and I moaned as my brother’s—no, I thought happily, my lover’s--tongue found my left nipple. The feeling of his soft wet tongue sliding across the swollen bud of my nipple caused a tingling in my pussy, and I began to rock my hips in response to it..Sighing with pleasure as he took my nipple into his mouth, I moved my hand to the back of his head and ran my fingers through his thick, black hair. With my other hand, I reached down and unsnapped his jeans. I pulled the zipper down, reached in and grabbed his swollen cock through his underwear. He moaned around my tit while I pumped his cock. As much as I could with it trapped in his jeans. While I stroked him, Mark switched up and began sucking on my right nipple.



But his jeans prevented me from getting a good grip on him, so I slid my hands down to push them over his hips. I sank to my knees, pulled his pants down to his ankles, and licked my lips at the sight of his massive prick springing free. I took it in my hand gave it a squeeze, and felt my pussy begin to drip when I saw his precum oozing from the tip. Looking up into his hungry eyes, I playfully flicked my tongue across the tip, before running it along the edges of his sensitive head. His hips jerked. I smiled at how his eyes widened when I pulled my tongue back; a line of his sticky fluid trailed from it.
Unable to resist any longer, I lowered my head and took Mark’s huge dick into my mouth. I slowly worked my way down the length of his shaft, enjoying every inch of him. He moaned when my lower lip touched his balls. I held my head still, allowing both of us to enjoy the feeling of him completely buried in my throat. He trembled with anticipation.
I slowly started bobbing my head. I felt him reach down and fondle my tits while I took my time sliding his cock through my soft, full lips. With my free ran my fingernails lightly across his balls, making him moan and rock his hips slowly into me. I took him all the way once more, loving the sensation of having my throat full of his hard flesh.
Mark tugged on my shoulders. I reluctantly slid his cock from my mouth and stood up. He pulled me into his embrace, his lips catching mine. Kissing his soft mouth was wonderful, too, so I slipped my arms around his strong shoulders.
While we kissed, I felt his hands wander down my sides, caressing my skin. Then he hooked his fingers under my thong and slid the thin straps over my hips. Lifting one leg and then the other, I let him work my panties down, all the while enjoying his hands sliding over my hips. It hung at my knees, and still feeling playful, I laughed and shimmied my legs. The thong fell to the floor, and Mark flashed me that smile that made both my heart and my pussy melt.
Pulling me back into him, his hand immediately found its way between my legs. I moaned into his mouth, my fingers digging into his shoulders as he slipped two fingers inside me. Pressing against him, I started rocking my hips, helping to slide his fingers in and out of my soaking wet pussy. He kissed me harder, and his fingers started thrusting deeper into me, causing me to whimper softly in my throat. I started to complain when he withdrew them, but he smiled at me reassuringly and nudged me back onto the bed. He then dropped to his knees and directed my right foot onto his shoulder. Leaning between my legs, he eagerly slipped his tongue into my dripping pussy.
I threw my head back and moaned, “Ohhh, Mark!” He swirled his tongue around inside of me before slowly sliding it up through the soft wet lips of my pussy to my clit.
I sighed with pleasure as Mark traced slow circles around my swollen clit and slid a finger back inside of me. I closed my eyes and brought my hands up to my nipples while Mark’s soft, wet tongue continued to caress my sensitive clit. As amazing as his mouth and tongue felt, what I really wanted, no needed was his giant cock. I dropped my leg from his shoulder and took his face in my hands. He made a disappointed sound as I pulled his face from my pussy, but then he groaned into me as I immediately kissed him deeply. I moaned myself as I tasted my pussy on his lips; I pushed my tongue into his mouth and then sucked on his tongue. Mark always gets hot when I taste myself on him. He quickly stood up, grabbed my legs, and pushed me back onto the bed,preparing to slide into me from the side of the bed.
Normally, I love nothing more than to have him hold my legs open while he drives his enormous cock into me. Not tonight, though. I wanted tonight to be different. Not just wanted, needed. I put my foot against his chest, giving him a gentle push. Standing up in front of him, it was now my turn to guide him to the bed. Taking his face in my hands, I kissed him gently, whispering, “Slow down, baby, we have all night.” I smiled and added, “Hell, we have the rest of our lives.”
He returned my smile, then grabbed my shoulders and tried to lay me back onto the bed. Shaking my head, I removed his hands, and gestured at the bed.
“Why don’t you just lie back and let your Megan love you?”
“My Megan,” he repeated quietly. “Damn, that sounds good.”
“It’ll feel even better.”
I pushed against his chest, and, taking the hint, Mark lay down and stretched out on the bed. Then I crawled up, and while he watched, smiling in anticipation, I slowly made my way up between his legs. I lowered myself enough that my nipples slid across his thighs and stomach. I worked my way up until I was braced on my hands directly over him. I smiled. Mark’s eyes were locked onto mine rather than on the mirror. Lowering myself down to him, I kissed him softly while I swayed back and forth over him, causing my nipples to tease across his chest. He put his arms around my shoulders as our mouths opened and tongues played. I crawled over his hips and straddled him.
Still kissing him, I started rocking my hips back and forth, catching his hard cock and easing it a little farther along my wet pussy with each motion. He started to reach down, but I grabbed his hand I placed it back on my shoulder.“Just let me,” I whispered.
I immediately found his lips again, loving the way he moaned in his throat when I eased the tip of his cock inside of me. I continued to rock, slowly taking him a little farther inside of me each time. I let myself go all the way back, sighing as I felt his entire length slide inside of me. I nuzzled my face into his neck, kissing him softly while slowly working my hips, sliding him in and out of my hot wet flesh. He moaned softly and pulled me down to him. I slid my arms under his, bringing us as close together as possible. All the while, I continued to kiss his neck while rocking my hips. I nuzzled further into his neck, my soft full lips sliding across his skin. I felt a thrill go through me, as it was now me making love to him!
Although this position was only teasing us both, I had no desire to move. His hands were caressing my back and he was releasing soft moans of pleasure each time I worked my hips into him. Propping myself up on my arms, I brought my lips to his and groaned as we shared a long passionate kiss. His hands encircled my thin waist and began guiding my hips on and off of his cock. We weren’t moving any faster, but his strong hands on me made it feel even better.
I let out a surprised gasp as Mark threw himself to the side, rolling us over so that he was on top of me. I started to say something, but it turned into a moan as he began to slowly thrust himself into my welcoming flesh. I let my head lie back on the pillow and sighed as he began using wonderfully long, slow strokes. I gasped as his cock began sliding along my swollen clit, and then whimpered as he brought his mouth to my nipple.
As good as his tongue felt there, however, all I wanted right now was for him to be as close to me as possible. I wanted to feel his body against mine, so I wrapped my arms around his neck and pulled him down to me. Both of us groaned as we engaged in another long, slow kiss. He slipped his arms beneath mine, and I wrapped my legs around his waist, drawing him even deeper into me. I closed my eyes and sighed, enjoying his gentle, steady rhythm. My hands roamed along his back, squeezing his shoulders and arms. Breaking the kiss, I turned my head, offering him my neck. He began to lightly kiss the skin just under my ear. I moaned, feeling an orgasm slowly building within me. Beginning to breathe heavier, I started gently rocking my hips.
Mark sighed in my ear as I matched his rhythm, and, turning my head into him, I started kissing his neck just under his ear. He released a soft whimper, and his hips twitched, and I knew he was also getting close. Turning my face into his, I nuzzled his cheek. Knowing what I wanted, he brought his lips to mine. I tightened my arms around him, holding him tight. We were both moaning into the kiss, our bodies growing closer and closer to orgasm. I opened my eyes and looked at our reflection in the mirror. I broke the kiss and gasped as I could feel my thighs beginning to tremble.
He was still moving slowly, and I swear, he had never felt better! This was even better than Saturday night, because now I knew how he felt about me, and he knew I felt the same. For the first time, we were both loving each other with our hearts as well as our bodies. All thoughts left my mind as he began moving faster. His long, thick cock began pushing harder against my clit.
“Oh, yes,” I moaned in his ear, “oh, honey, just like that!”
Mark whimpered in my ear as I called him honey, and I loved it! We were going to be so good to each other! My breath caught, and I arched my back up, pushing my hips into Mark’s thrusts, grinding my clit into his hard flesh. My thighs began trembling even more, and as I felt myself beginning to cum, I whispered, “Oh, Mark, how I love you!”
He moaned into my ear and I felt him explode. As I felt the first warm jet of his cum inside of me, I let out a long drawn-out moan as my own orgasm began to flow through me. Like our love-making, the orgasm was slow and wonderful. The sensation of feeling Mark cumming at the same time as me, his cock twitching inside of me while my warm, wet flesh contracted around it, was incredible! Even as I squealed and writhed beneath him, he still managed to keep up those slow thrusts, each one ending in another spurt of cum. I arched my back, grinding my hips into his, taking him as deep as possible as he continued to cum for me. I groaned as the orgasm sent one last slow wave of pleasure through me, and then I slumped back into the bed.
Mark moaned as well and lay still on top of me. I contracted my pussy around him once more, and smiled as I felt a few more drops of cum pour into me. More importantly I received that precious whimper, the one that I now knew only I would ever hear!
“I love you,” he whispered in my ear.
‘I love you too, baby,” I answered, as I ran my fingers through his hair.
We stayed there for awhile, neither of us wanting to move. Feeling him growing soft inside of me, I sighed contentedly. Could anything feel better than this? I looking looked up into the mirror and smiled at the sight of my body wrapped around his. With a sigh of his own, Mark rolled over onto his back next to me. He reached down and grabbed the sheet and pulled it up to our waists. I turned my head to look at the clock.
“Damn,” I said, “is it really only eight-thirty?”
“Hmm-mmm” he grunted.
I looked over to see that his eyes were half-shut, and I realized that he had probably slept as little as I had over the last three nights. Seeing that he was nearly asleep already made me smile. As always, the two of us knew what the other needed. I smiled even wider at the look of absolute peace on his face.
“It’s a little early for bed, isn’t it, Mr. Bad Boy?” I teased.
“I’m sure one of us will wake the other up at some point,” he said with a tired smile.
“True.” I stretched, loving the way the silk sheet felt against my skin and how good I felt lying next to him.
“Oh, by the way,” he began, “I forgot to tell you that there’s one condition with me coming down to Chicago.”
“Oh?” I asked. “And what’s that?”
“The bedroom comes with me.”
I laughed. “I got news for you, Mark; I wasn’t letting you down there without it!”
“Sounds good.”
“Course, my bedroom is smaller than this.”
“Then we’ll have to buy a bigger place,” he said simply. “Our place.”
“Hey!” I said excitedly. “Can we buy a house? A nice one with a deck and a porch so we can get a swing like the folks have?”
“Megan, we can get whatever you want.” He turned his head, kissed me, then gave me a huge smile.
“I love you,” we said in unison.
He shook his head.
“Oh, we’re going to be sickening aren’t we?” I laughed.“Going to be one of those couples we always made fun of!”
“That’s okay,” he said, “we won’t tell anyone.”He paused then, with a yawn, asked, “You ready to go to sleep?”
“Oh, I am so ready for sleep!”
“Then come over here.”
He rolled over onto his side and put his arms out to me. With a huge smile, I rolled over until my back was pressed against his chest, my head resting on his arm. As he always did, Mark wrapped his arm around me. Grabbing his hand, I placed it over my heart and put mine over it. He nuzzled my neck and, with a voice thick with emotion, whispered, “Sweet dreams, my love.”
I squeezed his hand and felt my eyes filling with tears of happiness. Trying to keep my own voice steady, I answered,“Good night, my baby.”
He sighed in my ear. Within minutes, his breathing became slow and deep, and I knew he was sleeping. As I lay there, my eyes closed and feeling more peaceful than ever before, I recalled what my mother had told me on our trip to Vermont years ago.
“When your true love holds you, it’s as if you were always there.”
From the first time that Mark and I slept together, I had always felt as if I’d always been there. Now, almost twenty years later, I knew it was where I always would be.
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"Hey Joel?"
I looked up from the Red Sox game, to see my mother standing in the doorway of the bathroom. Like she had been almost every night lately, Mom was wearing the short red robe, which made her both hard to look at, and look away from at the same time. The robe was disturbingly short, barely reaching her mid-thigh and was either silk or satin, with black lace trim along the edges, including the neckline. Or at least I was pretty sure it did, as all I saw when looking at it was the swelling of her tanned breasts.
I swear every time I saw her in it that it was tied more loosely. Then again, maybe I was just staring harder at her tits. Regardless of which it was, one thing was for certain; they were being well displayed tonight. As my eyes continued to linger where they had no right to, I could see a hint of the white skin that marked the tan lines from the very un-mother like bikini she had been wearing all summer.
"Joel?" Mom repeated. "You in there?"
"Oh, sorry Mom." I answered, tearing my gaze from her chest, and hoping to hell she hadn't noticed me looking.
I felt my stomach turn when I looked up at her. Mom was staring at me with an odd look on her face. My stomach lurched even more as she dropped her gaze down to her tits, where my eyes had just been. Grabbing the ties to the robe, she pulled them tighter. She had not pulled the top of the robe closed first however, and tugging on the belt caused the top to open even further. In a move based on pure self preservation, my eyes immediately jumped back to her face.
"I asked you when you were coming to bed?"
"Oh, ummm I might watch the rest of the game."
"Really?" Walking over to the chair I was sitting in, Mom leaned over the back of it and stared at the TV.
"Damn Joel, it's only the third inning, you really going to stay up that late?"
I shrugged.
"I know you're a strong young man and all," Mom squeezed my shoulders to emphasize her remark. "But you worked your ass off today and we have to unload the truck tomorrow."
"Yeah I know."
As I answered, I was drawn to Mom's hands on my shoulders. I was wearing a tank top and her long red fingernails looked damn good on my own tanned skin. Letting my gaze roam up her slender arm my eyes widened as I saw her tits were all but spilling out of the robe. I looked away, but not before I caught a glimpse of her rose colored nipples. I became acutely aware of my cock stirring between my legs. Christ Joel! This is your mother!
"Well don't stay up to much longer hon, you look beat."
"I won't, I promise."
Fact was, I was more than beat, I was fucking exhausted, but the motel only had one bed, and she was insisting I share it with her rather than sleep in the chair or on the floor. A couple of years, hell a few weeks ago, that would have been no big deal. After the last few weeks though, it was the last thing I wanted to do. No scratch that, the truth was I wanted to be in bed with her a little too much.
"Good," Mom replied, snapping me out of my fog again. "You know just because you're twenty and was on your own the last couple of years, doesn't mean I can't still worry about you!"
"I know." I gave her a smile and turned back to the television. "Night mom."
I had no sooner turned away from the danger zone, when leaning forward; mom wrapped her arms around me, hugging me from behind.
"Thank you so much, for everything Joel, really!"
"No problem mom." I answered quietly.
I went to say more, but lifting her hand to my chin, she turned my head to face her, kissing me on the cheek. The kiss was not in the middle of my cheek, but so close to my mouth, she caught the very edge of my lips. Keeping her arm around my chest, Mom turned her cheek so that it was pressed against mine. I closed my eyes, and bringing my hand up, put it on her arm. She had just gotten out of the shower and I could feel her long wet hair on my shoulder. More distracting was the pleasant scent of her vanilla body wash. Closing my eyes, I took a deep breath and forgetting myself, nuzzled my cheek against her soft skin.
I opened my eyes and looked down at her hand on my arm. Again I found myself staring at her slender fingers with those red nails. Those nails looked good on my skin, but nowhere near as good as they had looked on...that thought trailed off and was replaced by a feeling of alarm as I realized I was hard. The shorts I was wearing weren't doing a lot to conceal that fact and hoping she wasn't looking, I dropped my arm down to my lap.
"Hey!" Mom exclaimed pulling away from me and causing my heart to skip a beat. "You're scruffy!"
"Oh," I said, a sense of relief flowing through me. "Sorry."
"I used to tell you all the time honey, girls are soft, and we don't like scratchy skin."
"I know, I remember." I nodded, thinking damn straight she was soft.
"Yeah, those whiskers can hurt our lips." She winked "Even the ones on our mouth."
"W...what did you just say?"
Mom stared at me for a moment with her big blue eyes and laughed;
"It was a joke; don't tell me they don't tell raunchy jokes over at the frat house!"
"Yeah but," I had an instant image of kissing my mother's lips and not the ones on her...
"Joel, you're blushing!" Mom exclaimed. "Oh, how cute!"
I was going to say something to her about making fun of me, but instead found myself smiling at her. After the year she'd had it was good to see her laugh. Not to mention the fact she had a beautiful smile. Then again, as I had been noticing more and more lately, what about my mother wasn't? As she laughed, she tossed her head sending her long wet hair back away from her neck. I stared at the smooth skin there and remembered how I had spent half ride to North Carolina today wondering what it would be like to kiss it.
"Well anyway, promise you won't stay up too much longer."
"Promise."
"And promise you'll come into the bed with me, and not try to sleep in this lumpy chair." She shook her head, "Don't know why you're so worried about it, it's not like I bite or anything."
I wouldn't care if you did, I thought, but aloud said, "Just trying to be a gentleman."
"Yeah well, they're over rated." Mom said. "Besides," she added with a smirk. "This way when I see Jill, I can tell her I slept with a hot young guy!"
"Yeah well I don't know about all that." I shrugged, although a part of me did get a sick thrill out of her saying it. She's my mother, she has to say I'm good looking, and she's only joking anyway, the sane side of me added.
"I'm going to leave the small light in the bathroom on, so we can see a little okay?"
"Yeah, sure."
"Night Joel."
"Night Mom."
I tried to resist the urge to watch her walk towards the bed that was on the other side of the room, but as had been happening quite often lately, I gave into the temptation. There was a mirror on the far wall, so rather than turn around and be obvious, I simply watched her approach the bed in the mirror. Mom was tall, and her extremely long legs were well shaped and as tan as the rest of her. When she reached the bed, she untied the robe and let it drop. My jaw dropped with it as I saw she was wearing a pair of red boy shorts, and was shirtless!
Unable to help myself, I turned in the chair and looked at her bare back. Mom leaned over the bed, as she did the shorts rode up, and I felt my heart begin to beat faster when I saw the round cheeks of her ass sticking out. Mom straightened up, and reaching over her head began to slip on a red tank top. I turned back to the mirror and whispered, "Oh goddamn."
I caught a full view of Mom's tits from the side and saw her nipples were hard. Her tits weren't big, but were still perky with tan lines that started just around those gorgeous rose colored nipples. Mercifully, Mom pulled her shirt down and with an act of will I made myself turn around, and face the television. I shifted in my seat and stifled a groan at the sensation of my hard cock rubbing against my leg. Christ I was horny. You're a sick bastard Joel, getting a fucking hard on over your mother. I let out a sigh, sick or not, something told me I would be slipping into the bathroom to take care of myself before going to bed. If I didn't, I'd be like this all night.
I slumped down lower in the chair, trying to focus on the ball game rather than my balls. As I did, that old expression "just think about baseball" came to mind, and I laughed softly. Damn I was tired, laughing at my own dumb jokes. I would sit here for awhile until mom went to sleep, go into the bathroom, and calm myself down so to speak. Hopefully it would be to the thought of Allison, the cute little red head I had dated for awhile back at school, rather than my mother. Then I would slip into bed as far from her as possible, and hope to fall asleep quickly.
I began to actually follow the game, but after a few minutes I looked up from the television, and cocked my head; I'd thought I heard something. Picking up the remote, I lowered the volume and listened. There it was again, it was mom, but she wasn't speaking, she was moaning. Turning in the chair, I couldn't help but let out a moan of my own. Mom was lying on her back, her shorts pushed down to her knees, and her tank top pulled up over her tits.
Mom's hands cupped her small, but perfectly shaped tits, and she gasped as she pinched her hard nipples between her fingertips. I watched, my cock already hard and hot against my leg, as she started rolling her nipples between those long red nails. A low moan escaped her, causing me to look at her face.
"Oh, damn." I whispered.
As hot as the site of her playing with her tits was, the look on my mother's face was one of the sexiest things I'd ever seen. Mom's soft full lips were parted; the tip of her pink tongue just visible between them. Her blue eyes were rolled back, and her long honey blonde hair was fanned out across the pillow, framing her face beautifully. Goddamn, she was gorgeous! Her head was back exposing the smooth skin of her throat, the skin I was so dying to feel beneath my lips.
Mom groaned again, and I saw her shoulder dip. Following the movement, I watched entranced as her right hand left her breast, and slowly trailed down across her flat stomach. Mom groaned and her hips twitched as her hand disappeared between her thighs. My own hand dropped down, grabbing my cock, and stroking it through the thin material of my shorts. Mom's hand was moving up and down rapidly and her breathing was becoming heavier. I was breathing pretty heavy myself, and taking a second to slip my hand inside my shorts, I grabbed my cock and started pumping it hard and fast.
On the bed, Mom gasped, and arching her back, began making little whimpering noises that caused my cock to jump in my hand. Straightening her legs, Mom lifted her hips off the bed, and again I focused on her small round tits, which were now thrust out even further as she pushed her back further off the bed.
"Ohhh," Mom moaned loudly, and I could see her thighs trembling from where I sat not ten feet away watching her masturbate.
I stifled my own low moan as I could feel the cum building within my cock and knew I would be going off within seconds. Mom cried out, her hips thrusting wildly against her hand. Throwing her head back, she let out a squeal of delight that caused my cock to explode in my hand. Groaning, I pumped it furiously. I felt my own cum splash onto my stomach, and moaned at the vision of it spraying across my mother's tanned skin. I imagined it hitting her tits and dripping down her hard nipples.
I pumped my cock until it had nothing left to give, and then slumped back into the couch panting. I closed my eyes until my breathing slowed down. Opening them, I felt my heart skip a beat; Mom was now lying on her side, and looking straight at me.
"You enjoy the show, Joel?" She asked, smiling at me.
"I, uh....I wasn't..." I stuttered.
"Oh yes you were," Mom said still smiling, "You were sitting there watching your mother play with her pussy weren't you, you bad boy?"
"Mom I..."
"You are a bad boy Joel," She shook her head. "Know why?"
As I sat there speechless, she sat up on the bed, and spreading her legs, touched her pussy.
"You sat and watched me do it myself." She pushed her lips out in a pout. "Least you could have done was come over and help me out!"
"I..."
"Oh, you know you want it honey!" Mom moaned as she her fingers slipped into her smooth wet pussy.
"No I..."
"That's alright Joel, because I want you to want it!"
"You..."
"Of course I do, why do you think I've been teasing you the last few weeks?"
My reply turned into a gasp, as removing her fingers from her glistening pussy, Mom shoved them into her mouth.
"Mmmmm." She groaned, rolling her eyes back.
Sliding her fingers from her mouth, she smiled at me.
"Damn, that tastes good, but I bet it would taste better if I was sucking it off of that nice hard cock of yours."
"Oh my..."
"Let's go Joel," Mom beckoned to me with her finger. "Come over here and give your mother what she needs."
"I...I can't" I whispered.
"Of course you can, if you're nervous, I'll just suck it hard for you, now let's go!" She again touched her pussy. "It's not nice to keep your mother waiting."
Swallowing hard, I stood up.
"Ohhh, look at that!" Mom said licking her lips, "Oh, honey you bring that over here! You...
"And that ball is long gone!!" I jerked awake, as the announcer began screaming that someone had just hit a home run. Reaching down quickly, I fumbled for the remote. Finding it, I shut the TV off, and sat back with my heart pounding, and my cock throbbing.
"Jesus Christ," I whispered.
The same dream I'd been having every night for the past three weeks. Well no this one was different. This was the first time I'd dreamed of her catching me and inviting me to join her. I exhaled softly as I felt my heart begin to slow down. The dreams were getting worse. When they'd first started, I was alarmed, but figured it was some kind of weird phase and they would run their course. I couldn't have been more wrong. Not only were they becoming more and more vivid, but they were intruding into my waking thoughts as well. Just like earlier, when she'd said goodnight to me, I could hardly look at her without becoming aroused.
The first time I'd dreamed of my mother playing with herself, I'd woken up feeling more guilty than aroused. The next few times I'd felt more than guilty, I'd wondered what the hell was wrong with me. Lately though, I'd been getting more and more worked up, and was even masturbating to them now. I tried not to. When I would start jerking off, I would imagine Allison or Jamie or one of the other girls I'd fooled around with back at school. Within minutes however, their pretty faces and young firm bodies would be replaced by that image of my beautiful mother, arching her back, moaning and squealing as she came.
That had gone downhill as well. The last time I got myself off, it was to the thought of what my mother's lips would look like wrapped around my cock. Speaking of Mom, I turned around and in the light from the bathroom, saw she was lying on her side facing away from me. The motel's air conditioning was working like shit and she had kicked the covers off. My eyes made their way up the backs of her legs admiring the shape of them. When I reached her ass I felt my already throbbing cock, twitch again. The boy shorts had ridden up, and most of her left ass cheek was exposed.
"Stop it." I said softly, forcing myself to turn around.
I shook my head, this was getting ridiculous, and seeing I was going to be staying with mom for the foreseeable future, I'd better get over this. Dreaming of my mother was just not right. I smiled wryly at the thought that one of Mom's favorite expressions was that sometimes dreams come true, so keep dreaming. Something tells me that mom might think a bit differently in this instance.
Taking the opportunity to stop thinking of her as a sex object, I turned my thoughts to the times that expression did work for me. Even though I was a scrawny little kid, I'd always wanted to play ball and Mom had told me to chase my dreams and try out. I failed the first time, but went again, and not only made the local little league team, but played right through high school, making Varsity and getting the notice of a few college scouts. College was the second dream that Mom had assured me would come true, when I had applied to USC.
My father made too much money for me to qualify for scholarships, but not enough to afford for me to go. But between my grades and the fact I was a pretty good ball player, I'd gotten enough in grants from the school that my parents could afford the rest. Well that was up until Dad pulled his shit last year. On that note, I noticed that my hard on had left and laughed bitterly to myself. Leave it to my father to fuck up a wet dream.
Deciding to take advantage of the fact that I was no longer horny at the moment, I stood up, stretched and slowly approached the bed. I stood there hesitantly, trying to keep my eyes off of my mother's scantily clad body. I thought about simply going back and trying to sleep in the chair. I could tell mom I fell asleep there. That's what I should do. Yup, that's exactly what I was going to do. Instead, I looked down at her sleeping form. The tank top was cut low in the back and staring at her smooth skin, I envisioned placing a soft kiss between her shoulder blades. I'd slide my lips up to nuzzle that inviting neck, slipping my arms around her and cupping her tits.
Back to the chair Joel, I told myself firmly. Yeah right, I couldn't resist looking at her, let alone lying next to her. Leaning over, I gently pulled the sheet up over her waist, so I wouldn't be staring at her ass and legs. I paused and debated whether or not to take my shirt off. I probably should leave it on. Then again, I would be on my own side of the bed, and hell it isn't like she looked at me that way anyway. The fact that the room was warm as hell made up my mind, and slipping off my tank top, I carefully slid into bed next to her.
I wasn't careful enough. I was still on my side sliding the covers up when Mom leaned back against me.
"Hey honey," She whispered sleepily. "Glad you came to bed."
"Yeah, I was getting tired." I said, trying to keep my voice steady.
Mom's back was pressed against my bare chest and her now dry blonde hair was just under my face. I was propped up on one elbow and had the absurd urge to slip my arm around her waist. I started to try to slide back, but as I did she let herself go so that she was still leaning against me. I stopped, not wanting to end up on my back with her curled into me. It was bad enough her ass was dangerously close to my crotch.
"Hmmm." Mom cooed. "You feel nice."
"Umm, thanks." I said lamely.
"Been awhile since I've had somebody to lie next to." She sighed. "And who knows how long since it was someone who wanted to be next to me."
As she spoke she turned her head to the side so that she was looking up at me. Our faces were only about a foot apart, and I found myself marveling at how young she looked. Of course in reality she certainly wasn't old. Mom had met my father while still in high school and had gotten pregnant right after graduating. So although I was closing in on twenty one she was just shy of her thirty ninth birthday. I realized I was staring, but noticed Mom didn't seem to mind. In fact she was looking up at me with a slight smile on her face, as if she were enjoying looking at me as well.



Yeah okay Romeo, I thought, then rolled my eyes at my own joke. There was nothing going on here other than mom had missed me the last year, and I was... well a bit infatuated with my mother's looks. Even without makeup her skin was smooth and her full lips always looked as if they were ready to either pout or pucker up for a kiss. One of Mom's best features, and one I shared with her, was her big baby blue eyes. Coupled with her long hair and big easy smile, Mom had the appearance of the typical blonde airhead. To the contrary Mom was pretty bright, and would be doing much better than her position as the assistant manager of an insurance office if she had pursued college instead of being a stay at home mom.
No, my mother had quite a bit to offer, in every way. Not enough for my father apparently who thought he was too much of a man to stay with one woman, but a hell of a lot more than any other woman I'd ever met. Enough, Joel. Mom was still looking at me, appearing to be completely content lying against me. Not that I wasn't as well, but soon content would lead to other feelings and I didn't need to be poking my mother with a hard on. Thinking of her last remark, I broke the silence.
"I'm sure there are plenty of guys who'd want to keep you company."
"Yeah, you think?" she asked, still smiling at me.
"Well sure, I mean look at you, you're beautiful!"
"Awww aren't you sweet." Her smile widened and she surprised me by leaning up and kissing my cheek. "But you have to say that, I'm your mother."
"No." I said speaking quickly to avoid thinking of how soft her lips had felt. "I'm sure a lot of guys think that." I paused, thinking of how to say the next part. "It's been a few months Mom, haven't you..." shit where the hell was I going with this?
"Joel!" Mom snapped, her blue eyes wide with surprise. "Are you asking your mother if she's gotten laid?"
"I..."
I couldn't finish. That was exactly where I was going, sort of.
"I'm sorry Mom, I just..."
Mom started laughing.
"You're blushing again! Oh Joel, you are just too easy for me!"
You don't know the half of it I thought dryly. I shrugged and told her.
"Yeah well, thinking of my mother and sex is kind of you know, weird."
But dreaming of her isn't? Christ, now I was arguing with myself.
"I guess." Mom nodded.
She sighed again and seemed to be thinking. I wondered if she were ever going to move. Again I had the urge to hold her, and was wondering if she would be upset if I tried to move.
"To answer your question, no I haven't let anyone..." She winked. "Spend any time with me shall we say."
For some reason I felt a thrill go through me at the thought she hadn't slept with anyone since my father had left. Aloud however, I asked, "Why not? You're young Mom, and I bet a lot of..."
"Oh, I've had offers Joel, trust me."
"Well, see there you go, you just have to..."
"Take them up on it? "Let them comfort me?" Mom snorted disgustedly. "Please."
She leaned further into me, turning as she did. Her shoulder slid down my chest and she was now lying on her back. I saw with alarm that her tank top had ridden up exposing her soft flat stomach, yet another area that seemed to be inviting a forbidden kiss. Things went from bad to worse when Mom stretched her arms out over her head, raising the tank top dangerously close to the bottom of her tits. I became painfully aware of two things; the first, that with no bra underneath I could see her nipples poking through the thin material of the shirt. The second was that something else was beginning to poke itself into my leg and very close to Mom's hip.
When she finished stretching, Mom folded her hands behind her head on the pillow and stared up at me. I almost said something about her shirt, that she might want to fix it, but didn't want to make it seem as if I were looking.
"Oh, let me tell you, within a couple of days of word getting out your father had left me, I got all kinds of invites." She rolled her eyes. "All the guys in the office were just so concerned about me!"
"I'll bet." I told her while trying to subtly slide my hips further away from her.
"How you holding up Lynn? Are you okay?" She grinned. "And if I had a dime for every 'you know if you ever want to just talk.' I wouldn't have had to give up the house."
"Well maybe some of them meant well."
"Yeah sure, and I own property in Florida. Please Joel, those guys were just looking to take advantage of me. Talk all sweet, pretend they care." She grunted. "If I wanted that I could have stayed with your father."
She shook her head and smirked.
"Yeah they'd listen alright, only thing they would want to hear is me breathing in their ear while they comforted me, because you know somehow them fucking me would be what I would need right?"
"Ummm..." I had nothing to say to that, although her saying the word fucking had caught my attention.
"I could have had my pick, if that's what I wanted." She turned her head to look at me. "I'm not trying to sound catty, but I know I'm attractive, and if I decided I wanted to get laid I could in a heartbeat."
"You know Mom," I said nervously. "Maybe we should talk about something else."
She frowned at me.
"I thought we could talk about anything? That's what you told me over the phone all the time when we'd talk."
"I know." I said, feeling bad at the disappointed look on her face. "But this is kind of..."
"It's sex Joel, how old are you twelve?" She rolled her eyes at me. "It's not like I'm giving details." She laughed. "Hell there wouldn't be many, your father's the only guy I've ever been with and he barely tried. I have more fun alone."
I stared at her and she giggled.
"Oops sorry, that was a bit more than you needed to know." She took a deep breath and I made sure my eyes stayed on her face rather than watching her tits rise. Letting it out she said. "I was going somewhere with that, but never mind."
Feeling like a jerk, I put my hand on her shoulder.
"I'm sorry Mom, go ahead."
She looked at me for a minute before saying, "Really?"
She had said it with her blue eyes wide, and I couldn't help but smile at her.
"Really."
"Okay," She nodded and put her hand over mine. "I knew you'd want to listen to me, not like those jerks, only one thing on their mind."
And mine, I thought feeling my heart beat faster just from her hand on mine.
"Well," she began. "What I was saying is I can get sex any time, but that's not what I want. Sex with one of those guys wouldn't mean anything, and it would be quick and stupid, and well hey like I said I'd be better off..." She giggled again. "Alone"
"Okay, okay I get it, guys suck." I said, laughing at her.
"Hmmm do they? I wouldn't remember."
I put my head down, feeling my ears beginning to get red.
"Gotcha!" Mom laughed. "Okay, I promise no more dirty jokes. My point is Joel, that even the last few years with your father, I felt alone. Sex would be great, but I want more, I want to feel like they care about me, not just about getting some. I don't think your father cared for a long time."
"I'm sorry Mom." I told her softly.
Leaning over I kissed her forehead.
"You deserved better, and maybe now you'll find it."
Mom's blue eyes looked as if they were starting to fill up, and I felt like an ass again. But she squeezed my hand and whispered, "You really are sweet Joel, I'm glad you're here."
"Me too." I told her.
"I'm sorry about school Joel," Mom began, "I..."
"Forget it Mom. It's all about you right now. I'll be fine."
She smiled through her misty eyes and squeezed my hand again.
"I am so glad you're not like your father. You're going to make some girl feel very special someday."
I shrugged and feeling an overwhelming wave of affection for her, went to kiss her on the cheek. I was caught off guard as she turned her head and my lips brushed hers. It was a quick peck, but I felt a thrill go through me. Still, I pulled back quickly and looked down to see Mom smiling softly at me.
"You used to kiss me all the time on the lips. Right up until you was a teenager. I always liked it, but your father thought it was weird and told you to stop, remember?"
Now that she mentioned it, I did. I was in high school and still kissing her on the lips. I remember liking the way her lips felt and...I stopped as it dawned on me that these feelings for her weren't as sudden as I thought!
"But we did it a couple of times after," Mom said. "You told me you were nervous about kissing a girl at school you liked and I let you practice."
"Wow, I forgot about that!" I shook my head. "Her name was Colleen."
I left out the part that Colleen was an excuse to sneak a couple of kisses from Mom. How the hell had I forgotten about that? Especially lately with all that...
"You know what else that reminds me of?" Mom asked, cutting into my thoughts.
"What's that?"
"When we would talk about your dreams and them coming true."
"Yeah, I remember that." I said, thinking I was fairly certain the latest was not one that would.
Mom pursed her lips in thought, and I resisted the urge to try to kiss them again.
"You know what I dream of these days?"
"What's that?" I asked,
"I dream of a being with a man who wants to be with me. A man who gives me what I need, but makes me feel special, and appreciated," she smiled. "Someone I can have fun with, because I know he wants all of me. Not just a lover, but someone who loves me." She sighed. "Think that dream could come true?"
"Sure," I nodded. "I bet there's a guy out there who'd treat you the way you deserve to be treated." I knew of one for sure anyway.
"Well hopefully, I find him soon, because being lonely sucks." She gave me that little giggle again. "So does being horny."
"Come on Mom!" I exclaimed. I wasn't kidding, she was starting to really get to me.
"Well it's true," she laughed, then reaching up placed her hand on my cheek. "Not that you would know. Good looking kid like you surrounded by all those pretty little coeds. I'm sure you're doing okay out there."
"I've had a couple of girlfriends." I said evasively, not wanting to talk about sex. God knew it was all I had been thinking of lately.
"Just a couple?" She asked. "Well, anyway you just make sure your nice to them; don't be like your father. You want more than one, fine, but don't lead them on okay?"
"I promise." I told her seriously. "I'm not going to be him."
"Good."
She patted my cheek, then putting her hand down; let it rest on her bare stomach. I recalled my dream and imagined it sliding down beneath the covers. Shifting my gaze back to her face I looked down at her, and was struck by the position we were in. Her lying there half dressed completely relaxed and chatting away made me feel as if we were old lovers rather than mother and son. I had not been lying earlier, she truly was beautiful. The longer I looked, the more I wanted to kiss her again. After all she had kissed me earlier; I could get away with it. It wouldn't be the type of kiss I'd been longing to give her, but still...
"Joel?"
"Huh?" I shook my head realizing I was zoning out fantasizing right in front of her.
"You must be tired," Mom said. "I'll let you go to sleep, but I have a question for you."
"What's that?" I asked, relieved that I could roll over and put some distance between us.
"So what are you dreaming about these days?" She smiled. "What do you want to have more than anything else right now?"
"Oh," I could feel myself starting to flush as I had the image of her lying beneath me, not saying my name, but moaning it. "I...well."
Mom frowned...
"Is it to be able to get back to USC? Or maybe UNC? " She shook her head, "I'm sorry you have to take a semester off honey I feel bad, but..."
"No worries." I told her, not wanting her to get upset. "It's a semester, I'll be fine."
She nodded sadly and looking down at her I decided to answer her with a half truth.
"You know what I dream about now, what I'd most like to see?" I asked her.
"What's that honey?"
"For your dream to come true." I told her. "For you to find that guy that can make you happy, that's what I dream of." I left out the part where I was the one who could make her that way, but that was for the best.
"Really?" Mom asked giving me a huge smile. "Joel, you really are the sweetest guy I know! Thank you!"
Mom leaned up again to kiss me. I didn't turn my head, leaving it up to her where she kissed me. To my delight I received another quick peck on the lips. I didn't kiss back for fear of trying to put more into it, but enjoyed it nonetheless. Letting herself lean back against the pillow, Mom stretched again, and I forced my eyes to look down at the sheet between us. When I looked up, Mom had her hand to her face and was stifling a yawn.
"Excuse me," She said.
"Yeah, let's get some sleep." I said. "I'm beat."
"Good idea," Mom said, rolling over onto her side to face me. "Tomorrow is going to be a long hard day."
I glanced down and caught a clear view of her tits propped up as she lay on her side. Quickly rolling over onto my back, I thought that it was going to be a long hard night as well.
"Sweet dreams Joel."
"Sweet dreams Mom." I whispered. Yeah right.
*****
I laid there staring up at the ceiling fan, and with a sigh turned my head to look at the clock. It was just after midnight. Mom and I had said goodnight around eleven and I still couldn't fall asleep. Physically I was exhausted, but my mind wouldn't stop racing. It needed to soon. The plan was to get up at seven, grab a quick bite and be on the road by eight thirty. We were about three hours away from Charlotte, and Mom's friend Jill, her husband, and her two sons were meeting us at one to help us move in.
I felt movement next to me, and turned to see that Mom had rolled over onto her back. I was ready to look away, when she lifted her leg and kicked the sheet off of her.
"Hot." She mumbled, more asleep than awake.
And getting hotter, I thought disgustedly, as I was now confronted by the sight of her long legs, encased in only those silky little red shorts. I caught myself wondering what the hell she was thinking. After all she knew I was going to be in bed with her, yet here she was wearing what looked like lingerie, never mind she hadn't been wearing anything under her robe and changed in front of me. Closing my eyes, I forced myself to think rationally. The simple reason for the clothes or lack of, was that I was her damn son, and she was comfortable and not thinking that I would be looking at her. As for the undressing in front of me, she had changed behind me. I had decided to be a pig and turn around to watch in the mirror.
My eyes narrowed as I noticed that when Mom slid down, the shorts had tightened around her crotch. They were so tight that I could make out the outline of her pussy. I felt my cock stirring and jerked my head around to stare back at the ceiling. I felt myself starting to sweat even more. My mother's pussy. I shouldn't even be using those two words in the same sentence. I shook my head, how the hell had this started? An hour ago I would have thought just recently, but when Mom had reminded me of how I used to always kiss her on the mouth, I was starting to wonder.
Most boys at one time or another thought their mother was pretty, but in my case it really was true. When I was entering high school Mom was only thirty three. and nothing short of a knockout. If I had any doubts that I was the only one who thought so, they were erased in high school. In the warm weather Mom would stand outside the car while waiting to pick me up. She'd be wearing shorts and tank top, and some of my friends would follow me out there just to look at her.
We had a decent size swimming pool, and that summer we had my birthday party outside. There were over a dozen of my friends over as well as some of the neighbors. Mom had come out wearing a two piece red bikini, and there wasn't a kid there that didn't have his mouth open. That effect was not limited to my friends, as I noticed many of their fathers looking as well. I remember my father had taken her aside and told her to go change.
After that, anytime I had friends over to go swimming, Mom never joined us, and if she was outside, she was wearing more 'appropriate attire' as dad called it the night of my party when I heard him yelling at her. In fact if I recalled correctly, it wasn't too long after that, that he had sat me down and told me to stop kissing my mother on the lips. That I was too old for that, and there were girls my age I should be thinking about doing that with.
I frowned as I lied there. My father was an asshole. His recently leaving my mother was the icing on the cake, but he always had been, I had just been too young to see it. In fact, it was thanks to dear old dad that I was here in the first place. I suppose I should not have been surprised when Mom called me right after Thanksgiving to tell me that her and Dad were through. Things had been bad between them my last year of high school, and I'd felt bad leaving Rhode Island to go all the way out to California, feeling that Mom needed me.
Mom had told me not to be ridiculous, USC was my dream school and to go out there and study and have a good time, she would be fine. Part of me knew better, after years of holding an inside sales job, my father had suddenly started going back out on the road, sometimes traveling for weeks at a time. Mom had told me that this was how it was when I was younger. Mom met Dad at a club back when she was eighteen. He was ten years older than her and making good money. In his defense, she had lied about her age, saying she was twenty one.
They went out for a few months and Mom ended up pregnant. Dad married her, and bought a nice house, but traveled constantly, leaving Mom home alone with me most of the time. As I got older Mom told him he had a family and needed to take a job that kept him home. For what it was worth, he may as well not have bothered. Even working locally he was never around. Mom taught me how to throw and hit, and took me to my little league games. Almost every good memory I had was of the two of us.
Despite the fact he wasn't around much, Dad had a lot to say about Mom and how she dressed and what she did. He would ask me if she went out alone or if she talked to any of the guys at the games. When I got older I realized he was jealous and possessive. He himself never wanted to seem to bother with Mom, but didn't want her having a life of her own. I remember them arguing bitterly when I was around ten and Mom announced she was getting a job. Recently Mom told me that he had wanted more kids, but she refused, because she was already practically raising me alone and didn't want more. She added that he was from the bare foot and pregnant school, and had it not been for me she would have left him years ago.
The only time they went out, was if it were functions for Dad's company or he was entertaining clients. Then he was more than happy to dress up his trophy wife and take her out. Apparently all the other times he went out was with other women as when Mom had called me, she told me she had caught him cheating. Not only had she caught him red handed with a clients wife, but she had gotten into his e-mails and found proof that he had been carrying on with several women some of them for years.
If at the end of the day, all Dad's leaving would mean is that Mom was free to start a new life, their divorce would have been a good thing. But as always, Dad had thought only of himself, and screwed Mom and I over. Although Mom had been with the insurance agency for ten years, she was only making around forty a year, and no way could she afford the mortgage on her own. She could have chased Dad for alimony as he made double that, but she wanted nothing from him. Well that wasn't true, what she wanted was for him to continue to pay his share of my tuition.



Dad balked, claiming that now that he was 'starting over' he couldn't afford it. This he told me to my face, as a couple of weeks after Mom called me; he flew out to see me. Or so I thought. In reality he had a client to see on the west coast and was generous enough to make me a pit stop. I had been pissed off asking him how he could cheat on Mom. He tried a bullshit line, of 'she didn't take care of him'. No longer a child and fed up with his crap, I had responded that maybe she would have if he had ever been home. I asked him what the hell he wanted, after all even just looking at it from a physical point of view, Mom was ten years younger than him, sweet, smart and gorgeous, how was that not good enough?
My father smirked and told me that someday I would know what he meant, that I would want to have my cake and eat it too. Mom was a good looking woman and a great mother, but there was a lot more fun to be had. When I shook my head, he laughed and said it was as simple as asking the question of why eat the same meal every night when you could go to the buffet? He said real men understood that. I told him real men were secure enough to stay with and love one woman and that he needed to take his mid life crisis bullshit and get out of my face.
Dad shook his head disgustedly, saying that I had always been a momma's boy. I told him that if he had been around more maybe that wouldn't have been the case. Dad's final comment was something that seemed stupid then, but now seemed to have more meaning. He had looked at me, and said
"You know Joel; I always thought you were a little too close to your mother, hell I had to stop you from kissing her like she was your girlfriend, then had to fight with her to stop it on her end. Figured it would stop when you moved, you'd find a real girlfriend, guess not."
Did my father think I had a thing for my mother? Hell, I hadn't thought I had until after that conversation. I started to turn my head to look at Mom again, but stopped myself and focused back on the events that led to being here in the first place.
After our conversation about Mom, he had dropped the bomb that he couldn't help me with school anymore. I would later find out from Mom that he had no problem paying the rent of one of his girlfriends. Initially Mom had told me to go to the school and reapply, using just her income and see if I could get financial aid. That was a dead end as according to the school, whether my parents were together or not, it was based on both their incomes.
Mom's next idea was that when she sold the house she would use her half to pay for my school. I argued with her saying she would need it. Turned out it was a moot point. Behind her back my father had taken money out of the house and she stood to get very little from the sale. So the plan was I would finish the semester, then come home and go to school in Rhode Island.
At this point Mom and I were talking every night. Sometimes just a few minutes, a quick hello so I knew she was doing okay. Other nights we would talk for hours. I learned a lot of the things that Mom had kept from me about my father, how he tried to control who her friends were, what she wore, and where she went. She had laughed once, and said that she was now wearing whatever she wanted, just because she could.
During some of our talks, Mom would be angry and I let her vent, other times she would end up in tears and it killed me not to be there for her. When spring break came I was going to try to come home, but Mom had said her best friend Jill, who had moved to North Carolina a couple of years ago, had invited her up there for a few days. The next time I talked to her was a week later and she told me she was moving there during the summer.
Jill owned two homes, one of which she rented and was currently empty. The insurance company Mom worked for was a national chain. There was a branch in Charlotte and they agreed to transfer her, so she now had a job and a place to live. Now when I came home it was to help her pack up the house and move with her. When Mom had met me at the airport, it had been the first time I'd seen her in six months. The first thing I'd noticed was that she had not been kidding about wearing what she wanted.
Mom was in a short little red sundress that barely covered her ass. The dress tied around her neck, and the entire back was open. She had thrown herself into my arms, and as I held her, I felt myself choke up. I hadn't realized how much I'd missed her. From the airport we went out for lunch and I couldn't help but notice every guy in the place looking at her as she walked by. Not that I could blame them, she had never looked better.
I certainly couldn't remember ever seeing her smile so much. I asked her if she were happy to be a single woman again, and she simply laughed and said she was happy to be with me. Over lunch she told me that she'd put the house up for sale in April, figuring it would take some time to sell, and hopefully it would move by the end of the summer. To her surprise she got a buyer right away and told me we had three weeks to move.
On one hand it was a lot of work, but then again it would be a load off of her mind and she would get some money to start over. It would also give us some time to get used to North Carolina and get me a jump on looking for work. The first few nights I was back home were fun and uneventful. Granted we were working our asses off in the house, but I enjoyed spending time with her. The only thing I found a little disturbing was that Mom really seemed to be getting a kick out of not having my father complain about her clothing, because she was letting it all hang out.
Sundresses, short skirts accompanied by heeled sandals, and low cut skimpy tops seemed part of her everyday attire. I jokingly asked her if she were trying to get attention, and to let me know if she wanted me to go stay with one of my old friends some night. Mom had rolled her eyes and said she was showing off for her, not anyone else. That she was enjoying the freedom and didn't care about the attention. Well whether she cared or not, she was getting plenty of it. No matter where we went heads turned. Once Mom took my hand when we were walking through the mall, and said she was going to pretend we were together so they would leave her alone in the stores.
I shrugged and asked why not say I'm her son. Mom winked and said she'd rather them think she was a hot cougar who had herself a boy toy. I laughed my ass off at that one. Mom frowned and told me I was good looking enough to be one. After all she added with a wink, didn't I look just like her? That was undeniable, we not only shared the same big blue eyes, but I had the same blonde hair and fair complexion. Both Mom and I tanned easily and usually were quite dark by the end of the summer. I wasn't sure about boy toy material, but I had never struggled with girls. Between my looks, which like Mom, although not cocky, I knew I was decent looking; and ten years of baseball had given me a fairly muscular physique to go along with my six foot frame.
At that point, although I was quite aware of my mother's body, she was still my mother, and my reaction was to simply shake my head. Then Friday night came and things changed. Like tonight I had decided to stay up late to watch a sox game, and Mom had announced she was going to bed. The sox were playing on the west coast, and I had planned on trying to watch the entire thing. After I caught myself dozing during the fifth inning, I decided to give it up and call it a night. As I made my way down the hallway to my old room, I passed Mom's bedroom and stopped, thinking I'd heard her voice.
Mom's door was open a few inches and I quietly moved over to peek into her room. The other night I'd walked by and heard her crying. I'd stood there awkwardly for a minute then knocked and went in. It was the right move. Between the divorce, being unable to keep me in school, and now leaving her home, it had hit her hard. I sat on her bed and held her as she cried, and then for awhile after she was finished. I stayed in her room and we talked for awhile, then when she looked as if she couldn't keep her eyes open anymore, I got a huge smile out of her by tucking her in and she thanked me for coming home to her.
Thinking it might be more of the same, I put my hand on the door ready to push it open when I caught a glimpse of Mom on the bed. She was lying on her back wearing the short red robe she had gone to bed in. The robe was wide open exposing her naked body beneath it. Mom's right hand was playing with her nipple and she was moaning softly. As I stood there frozen, telling myself to walk away, but unable to, I watched Mom's other hand slide down between her thighs. She raised her left leg, bending it at the knee and giving me a view of the inside of her thigh. Mom moaned again and she started sliding her leg back and forth as her hand moved faster between her legs.
I heard a noise and realized my mouth was open and I was breathing almost as heavy as she was. With a start, I realized I was getting hard. Mom let out a soft gasp, and bringing my eyes to her face, I felt my cock twitch again at how good she looked. Mom's eyes were closed and her mouth open. Her head was thrown back and her moans were getting louder and coming quicker. As good as her face looked, my eyes made their way down to her tits, and I felt a sigh escape me. Goddamn did they look good!
Mom's tits were on the smaller side, but perfectly round, with rose colored nipples, that looked even darker due to her tan lines. Those nipples were hard, and I watched transfixed as her long red fingernails teased the right one. Mom released a long moan and pushing with her leg, she lifted her hips off the bed. She started gasping and I did as well. Mom was thrusting her hips hard into her hand, which was moving quickly back and forth. From where I was I couldn't see her pussy, but I could imagine her fingers pumping in and out of it.
"Ohhh, ohhh yes!" Mom cried out, startling me.
Her long legs straightened and her back arched, her entire body tensed as she strained to cum. Mom cried out again, and then after a long slow moan that caused my cock to start throbbing painfully in my pants, her body relaxed and she slumped back onto the bed gasping. I saw her eyes open, and immediately stepped back away from her door and went to my room. The second I closed the door, I went over to my bed and stripped my pants off.
Sitting down on the edge of the bed, I grabbed my cock and started pumping it furiously. There was a small part of me that tried to tell myself this was wrong, but it was lost behind the vision of my mother's perfect tits and her hips bucking into her hand. As I stroked my cock, I envisioned the look on her face as she played with herself, and could feel my cock starting to twitch in my hand. As I recalled that long slow moan, I gasped and my cock exploded, sending cum spraying all over my stomach and thighs.
When I finished, I let myself fall back on the bed as Mom had done, and lied there panting for breath. When my body had calmed down, my mind took off as it dawned on me I had just jerked off to my mother. I'd sat up, and after disgustedly wiping myself off with my shorts, tossed on my robe and gone and taken a shower, as if I could wash away what I had just done. The next day it was hard to look at Mom, I felt so guilty. That night I had the dream that had been plaguing me every night since.
Every night I again saw her naked, and playing with herself, saw that look of ecstasy on her face, and heard those sensual moans. Although I tried to deny it, watching her masturbate had been the sexiest thing I'd ever seen. Sure I'd been with a few girls and had some fun, but they were girls and just didn't seem to have the raw sex appeal my mother did. After I'd had the dream a couple of nights in a row, the day dreams had started. Mom's outfits were now killing me. I found it almost impossible not to stare at her legs, or check out her ass, when she bent over.
The last couple of weeks, I had been the victim of every porn cliché in the book. I'd come home from the store one day to catch her just coming out of the shower. She hadn't thought I was home and had barely gotten the towel up in time. Even though she did, I ended up in my room, jerking off to the site of her in just a towel, her wet hair plastered to her back, her skin still damp, from the steamy water. Another night I'd gone by and her door had been open a bit. When I glanced in, she was sitting up reading. I went into my room, and three times found myself back in the hallway. The last time I stayed outside her door, concealed by the darkness of the hallway and just watched her sit there.
I'd felt like a stalker, but my patience was rewarded. I was just starting to turn around, when I saw her put the book down and slide down onto the bed. Like the first night, Mom undid her robe and opened it. Underneath she was topless, but wearing a pair of black panties. I'd stood there in the hallway and stroking my cock through my shorts, watched my mother get off. When she was finished, I felt a stab of fear go through me as her head turned towards the doorway. I knew she couldn't see me, but swear she looked right at me. As she turned her head away I swore she had a slight smile on her face and wondered if she'd caught me. Of course she hadn't or she sure as hell wouldn't have been smiling.
The worst by far was the swimming pool. The pool had always been Mom's favorite part of the house and she was trying to get as much use out of it as possible during the last few weeks. Mom had already left her job, using her vacation time to pack up, and was spending at least a couple of hours a day sunning herself, and swimming. Her bathing suit was ridiculously small, the top barely covering her nipples, and the bottom was not much more than a thong. I kept trying to stay inside where she at least couldn't see me gawking, but she always told me to come out and enjoy our last few days here. Fortunately, the one situation that never came up was her asking me to put lotion on here. It was bad enough I was envisioning something white and creamy on her skin, I sure as hell didn't need to see it.
Even today during the move she had gotten to me. Wearing just a pair of cut off daisy duke shorts that I had no idea how the hell she got into, and a skimpy little tank top, Mom had both her ass and tits on full display. It seemed as if every time I turned around she was bending over and I was either looking down her shirt or at her ass. At least today I had felt somewhat vindicated. I had enlisted my best friend from high school Bill and his brother Joe to help us load the truck and both seemed to be taking more than a passing interest in Mom. At one point Bill smirked at me and said,
"Joel, I'm not trying to be an asshole, but I'm telling you right now that if your Mom bends over in front of me one more time, I'm going to have to jump in the pool."
As if on cue, Mom sauntered by, carrying a box and I watched Bill watch her swing her hips as she passed.
"Christ man," He shook his head. "I don't know what the hell your old man is thinking!"
We had started early and had the truck packed by one. After stopping for lunch at a McDonalds we headed for North Carolina, figuring we would drive as far as we could before we got tired. Well that is before I got tired, as Mom had no desire to try to drive the twenty foot U-haul. The ride was not only long, but hard, as in I was a good part of the time. Mom had removed her shoes, and pushing the seat back as far as she could, had placed her bare feet on the dashboard.
Most of the ride was highway, giving my eyes ample time to keep looking in her direction. I could see her legs without really turning my head, and spent a lot of time staring at her perfectly pedicured red toe nails, and well toned calves. Turning my head under the guise of glancing at the side mirror, I would focus on her smooth tanned thighs, before turning away and trying to will away the hard on that kept trying to push its way through my jeans.
After a few hours Mom dozed off, and no longer worried about getting caught, I continued to look at her. She had put her hair up and my eyes kept lingering on her neck. As sexy as her legs looked, I found I was getting more aroused by the thought of kissing and sucking on the soft flesh there. I could imagine her moaning and breathing heavy in my ear as I did. Between the vibration of the truck and my impure thoughts there were several times I thought I might actually go off in my pants.
Now here I was lying next to her in bed and it was killing me. I had no idea what to do about it, and it certainly wasn't anything I could talk about with anyone. I rolled my eyes as I imagined telling Billy,
"So hey Bill, know how you think my Mom's hot? Well I do too and I've been thinking about fucking her, what do you think?" Yeah, not so much. I'd thought it might pass, but it was getting worse and worse. Mom's behavior was not helping much. She had always been very affectionate with me, a little too much according to dad apparently, and had seemed more so lately. Tonight's little pecks on the lips, brought back fond memories, but also encouraged more taboo thoughts. Even the way she had laid next to me, had gotten me going.
Maybe the move would help. It would be a new start; she would start meeting new people and maybe find someone. For that matter, I would be working full time for a few months then starting school again, so maybe I'd meet a girl and forget about this sick obsession. In the meantime, I would just have to hope that this thing would run its course, and try to put some distance between us. Find some things to do to keep me out of the house. It was as good a plan as any, but didn't do anything for the current situation. With a sigh I closed my eyes and tried to shut my racing mind and libido down.
My eyes jerked open, at a touch on my shoulder. I turned my head to see Mom lying on her side, looking at me.
"I'm sorry honey," she whispered. "Did I wake you?"
"Uh, yeah, but that's okay." I said
My eyes left her face to look at her hand which had slid from my shoulder, to rest on my chest.
"Joel, I can't sleep."
"Lot on your mind?" I asked, trying to keep my voice steady as Mom started moving her fingers, her long nails lightly caressing me.
"Not my mind," Mom answered while propping herself up on her elbow. "Your mind."
Carefully avoiding looking down at her tits which I'm sure were all but falling out of her shirt, I asked. "What do you mean?"
"I know you've been awake Joel, and I know what you're thinking about."
I felt a sinking feeling in my stomach, did she really know? Trying to play it off I nodded.
"Well there's school, and moving, and...."
"And your mother's legs, and tits and nice soft lips," She smiled. "Both sets I imagine."
"I..."
Mom stopped me by putting her finger to my lips. Sliding close to me she whispered in my ear.
"Don't even try to deny it Joel, you have a fucking hard on every time I'm in the room, and don't think I didn't see you staring at me in that mirror. You're thinking about fucking me aren't you honey?"
"Of...of course not!" I exclaimed, trying to sound offended. "That would be..."
"Exactly what I want." Mom said softly.
Before I could answer she leaned down and kissed me. Unlike earlier this was no quick peck, but a real kiss. I tried to turn my head away, pretend I didn't want to. But when I felt Mom's soft wet tongue press against my lips, I opened my mouth and moaned as she slid it against my own. Still kissing me, Mom rolled onto her knees so that she was over me, and pressed her mouth harder into mine. Reaching up I wrapped my arm around her shoulders, and moaned again as her tongue played across mine. Breaking the kiss, Mom smiled down at me.



"Now isn't that better, than lying there thinking about it?"
I looked up at her speechless, her long blond hair was ticking my chest and I could see straight down her shirt. Mom's nipples were hard and as I had been, I quickly looked up to her face to see her still smiling.
"See something you like?"
"I... um..."
"I'm going to make this easy on you honey," Mom said sitting up onto her knees. "I'm not mad baby, and I am going to let you have anything you want."
Anything I wanted! Holy shit, this can't really be happening!
"But," Mom said smirking. "You gotta ask for it."
Cupping her tits through the shirt she asked. "You wanna see them don't you Joel?"
I swallowed hard, trying to force myself to respond. As I hesitated Mom continued.
"I know you do, you wanna see your mothers tits you bad boy." Reaching down Mom pulled her shirt part way up. "All you have to do is say the word."
"Oh damn." I whispered.
"Come on Joel," Mom said lifting the shirt a little higher. "It's just like I told you when you were little, you want something you need to ask for it."
Taking a deep breath I exhaled and whispered, "Mom, may I please see your tits?"
"That's better" Mom asked, and with no hesitation stripped the tank top off and tossed it to the side.
"Oh, Mom." I moaned, my eyes wide at the sight of her tits not more a couple of feet away from me.
Her tits were absolutely perfect, a little small, but round and still firm. Her dark nipples were erect and the tan lines made them look even better.
"You like honey?"
As she spoke, Mom again cupped them, this time teasing her nails across the nipples.
"Oh Mom, they're beautiful." I whispered.
"Now see was that so hard?" Mom asked.
"No I... ohhh!"
I groaned loudly as reaching down Mom grabbed my hard cock through my shorts.
"Oooh, speaking of hard!" Mom exclaimed, and squeezing my cock for emphasis, made me moan again.
"Damn honey, is that all for me?"
"I...oh yes!" I gasped as she started to slowly stroke it.
"Oh you are so hard for your mother aren't you?" Mom whispered. "What a good boy you are!"
I couldn't answer. Mom had started pumping cock faster and all I could do was lay there and moan. Leaning over, Mom placed her right tit directly over my mouth.
"Go ahead Joel, you know you want too."
I didn't have to be told twice. Opening my mouth, I eagerly sucked on my mother's hard nipple.
"Oh yeah! That's it honey, just like that!" Mom moaned.
The sound of that moan spurred me on, and reaching up I grabbed her other tit and started fondling it. I groaned around her nipple at how good her firm tit felt in my hand, and then gasped as I felt her hand slip inside my shorts and grab my bare cock.
"Oh goddamn are you hard!" Mom whispered.
I looked up and felt a surge of excitement go through me as she licked her lips.
"Oh, Joel I need that cock inside of me," She squeezed it again and added. "Right now."
Leaning back she removed her nipple from my mouth. I made a sound of protest that quickly turned into an excited moan as Mom grabbed my shorts and yanked them down over my hips. My hard cock sprang free and grabbing it, Mom started pumping it hard and fast.
"Oh, this is going to feel sooo good!" Mom said softly as she continued to jerk it off.
I started to try to sit up, but she pushed me back down to the bed.
"Let me honey, you just lie back and let me take care of everything."
Letting go of my cock, Mom swung her leg up across me, and I gasped as I saw she had already removed her shorts when I was asleep. She straddled my waist and I moaned as I could feel the heat of her pussy on my stomach. Leaning down, she found my lips and started kissing me while she rocked her hips, sliding her pussy across me. I couldn't believe how incredible this was! My mother's tongue was in my mouth and I could feel her pussy dripping onto my flesh.
Leaning back Mom reached down and again grabbed my cock. I felt my body tense in anticipation as I felt her guide my cock to her pussy. We both groaned in pleasure as she started to slide my hard flesh through the soft wet folds of her pussy. Looking down at me Mom smiled,
"Tell me what you..."
Not wanting to be teased, I didn't let her finish.
"Oh Mom, I want you to fuck me!"
"Oh Joel, that was perfect!"
With that Mom slipped the tip of my cock into her pussy and sat down hard. We both cried out as my hard cock plunged into her hot wet pussy. Mom remained motionless for a moment, her eyes closed and her lips parted as she enjoyed feeling her son inside of her. Leaning over, she braced her hands on my chest and started lifting her hips, sliding my cock in and out her.
"Oh, honey!" She groaned, as she started riding me faster and faster.
I grabbed her hips and started pushing and pulling on them, helping shove my cock in deeper and harder. Mom let herself go, sliding her arms beneath me. She was now resting on my chest and I could feel her hard nipples pressing into me. I moaned as Mom started kissing my neck while her hips bucked up and down on my throbbing cock.
"Oh Mom," I gasped. "Oh you feel so good!"
"Oh I Like how that sounded honey," Mom panted in my ear. "Say it again!"
I hesitated, trying to speak around my moans of pleasure, and Mom started slamming her hips down even harder.
"Oh Mom!" I cried out as I could feel the cum starting to build within me.
"Oh Joel honey!" She cooed. "Oh keep saying that!"
"Ohhh, Mom!" This came out as a whimper as I could feel the cum beginning to race through my cock. Any second now I would be cumming inside of my mother!
"Oh, Joel!" She cried out again.
"Joel!"
"Mom!"
"Joel!!"
I jerked awake to the sound of Mom calling my name. I sat up quickly; my heart pounding and looking over saw Mom sitting up next to me, her blue eyes wide.
"Joel, are you okay?" She asked.
I looked at her and nodded. Holy shit had that dream been vivid. On that note I felt a knot begin to form in my stomach. I'd had the dream with mom laying a foot away from me. What if...
"Lay back honey." Mom said, placing her hand on my shoulder and pushing me back down to the pillow. "You okay, you want some water?"
"No," I panted. "I...I'm okay."
"That was some dream I take it."
I looked into her eyes, trying to decide what she meant by that. Her expression seemed to be one of concern; maybe I could get out of this.
"Umm, yeah." I nodded.
"You're sweating and you were calling out in your sleep."
Oh boy. I thought, but aloud, said. "Yeah, it was a pretty bad dream."
"Oh?' Mom cocked her head at me. "You had a nightmare?"
"Well yeah," I said nervously.
Mom nodded, and looked down for a moment. As my heart slowed down, I became aware that I was hard and was thankful the sheet was still pulled up over my waist.
"That's odd," Mom began as she looked back up at me. "You were calling for me."
"I...I was?"
"Yeah, a few times."
I forced myself to laugh.
"Guess I was scared and wanted my mom."
"Really?" Mom asked smirking. "That's all it was?"
I shrugged.
"Yeah sure, what..."
"Well that's kind of strange Joel." Mom began, cutting me off. "Because usually when a young man is scared and calling for his Mother he doesn't have one of these."
Reaching down Mom grabbed my cock through the sheet and squeezed it.
"Now do they?" She asked, staring me in the eye.
"I..."
"I think it's time we talked Joel."
*****
I lied there staring at Mom, and like in my dream, I was speechless. What the hell was I going to say? Making it even harder to think was the fact that Mom was still holding my cock. She gave it a squeeze that caused me to moan despite myself, then letting it go, looked down at me.
"Well Joel?" She asked.
"Mom I...I'm sorry." I blurted out. "I know it's wrong and I...I don't know why I've been having those dreams and..."
"Calm down," Mom said quietly. "Just talk to me honey; you were always able to talk to me about anything."
As she spoke, Mom laid back down on her side next to me. She propped herself on her elbow and rested her hand on my shoulder. It dawned on me that this was the exact position she had been in when she woke me up in my dream. I tried to look at her face, but was too embarrassed. Putting my head down, I said quietly, "I'm sorry Mom. I can't imagine what you think of me."
"You've been having these dreams for awhile haven't you?" She asked.
"I...how do you know?"
"Because, you were moaning on the couch before you came to bed tonight." She said
"Oh." I said feeling stupid.
"I'm pretty sure you've been having them since you watched me..." She smirked. "Entertain myself a couple of weeks ago."
"You knew I was there?" I asked.
I tried to sit up so I could turn and face her, but she pushed down on my shoulder, keeping me there.
"Not during, but I saw you move when I was finished."
"I..." I shook my head. "Mom look, it was..."
"The first time." She continued. "The second time I knew you were there."
"You...you knew?" I asked incredulously.
"Yeah." Mom said quietly. "After the first night, I felt bad. But after that I noticed you kept looking at me. I mean really looking at me. And I..." she shrugged and it was her turn to look away from me. "I liked it."
I stared at her not knowing what to say, part of me was wondering if I were still dreaming. Mom turned her face back to me and to my surprise slid closer. I swallowed hard as I could feel her tits pressing against my arm. I became aware of the fact that although I was nervous my cock was still semi hard.
"I love you looking at me Joel." She said softly. "So much that I've been showing off for you and loving every minute of it."
Mom's face was so close to mine that I could feel her warm breath on my cheek as she spoke.
"You were doing it on purpose?"
"Oh come on Joel, you had to know." She said. "I mean that bikini? The robe? Hell tonight I wasn't even wearing a shirt!" She grinned at me. "I saw you looking in the mirror honey."
"Oh shit." I said. "I'm sorry Mom I..."
"Why?"
"Why was I looking?" I tried to come up with something more than I wanted too. "Well..."
"No honey, why are you sorry?"
I started to continue to apologize, when I realized what she'd said.
"Well, it's wrong." I told her. "You're..."
"It's wrong to want somebody?" Mom asked.
"It's wrong to want your mother."
"Not if she wants you too." She said quietly.
"What?" I asked, that was it, I was still dreaming. Any minute now I would...
All thoughts stopped as Mom leaned over and pressed her lips to mine. I tried to pull back, but my head was on the pillow and I had nowhere to go. Mom's kiss was soft and teasing, her lips sliding lightly back and forth against mine. I moaned in my throat, and giving in, kissed her back. I moaned again, and felt my cock become fully erect as I heard her moan softly as well. Removing her lips from mine, she trailed them across my cheek until they were pressed against my ear.
"I've been dreaming about you too honey and I don't care if it's wrong." She paused to lightly kiss my neck just below my ear, "All that matters is that you want me, and I love that you do."
"Mom I don't know about this." Confronted by my fantasy becoming a reality, I found myself hesitating. It was wrong, and what if someone found out?
"Yes you do honey." Mom's hand slid down my chest and I gasped as she reached under the sheet and grabbed my cock through the shorts. "Oh, yes you do!" She moaned in my ear.
Her moan caused my cock to jump in her hand and I began to breathe heavier as all of the forbidden things I'd been thinking of started running through my mind.
"It's been so long since I've felt wanted." Mom continued. "Well for more than just sex." She kissed my neck again. "And you want me for more than that don't you honey? You want to be good to your mother don't you?"
"Oh yes." I whispered, turning my head so that we were looking at each other.
Mom started to speak and this time it was me who stopped her with a kiss. This kiss was harder and more passionate. I pressed my lips hard to hers and she groaned as I did. A moment later I felt her tongue pushing against my lips and immediately opened my mouth to accept it. We both sighed softly as our tongues played across each other. Mom's hand was still on my cock and I released a loud moan into her mouth as she began stroking it. I started to roll over onto my side, but pushing me back, Mom sat up, stripped her shirt off and laying down on top of me started kissing me again.
I could feel her hard nipples pressing into my chest and sliding my hand between us, I captured one between my fingers. Mom moaned and lifting her face from mine, slid up higher, shoving her tit into my face.
"Oh yes!" She groaned as I eagerly sucked her hard nipple into my mouth and began swirling my tongue around it.
Reaching under my head, Mom lifted it, shoving her tit further into my mouth.
"Oh honey, that feels so fucking good!" she exclaimed. "Oh, look at you sucking your mother's tit!"
I couldn't count how many things were wrong with what she just said, but I couldn't care less. All I knew was that I was sucking on the hottest tit I'd ever seen, and didn't give a rat's ass who it belonged to. Mom removed her nipple from my mouth and immediately replaced it with the other one. Reaching up, I put my arms around her and started rubbing the smooth flesh of her back as I feverishly tongued her hard nipple. Mom reached down behind her, and sliding her hand inside of my shorts grabbed my cock.
The feeling of her hand on my bare cock caused me to release her nipple.
"Oh goddamn!" I exclaimed.
"Goddamn is right honey!" Mom said, giving my cock a hard pump that caused my hips to twitch off of the bed. "You do want me don't you?"
"Yes, oh yes!" I groaned.
Mom was pumping my cock faster and I started thrusting my hips into her hand. I'd been so horny all night that I could already feel myself getting close.
"Oh someone likes that don't they?" She asked, smiling at my moans.
I started to answer, but all that came out was a disappointed groan as Mom released my cock.
"No worries honey, I'm not going to tease you." Leaning down she swung her tits across my face, her nipples just brushing my lips. "I just thought I'd give you what you really want."
Mom kissed me again, and then sliding her lips down, started kissing my neck. I laid there moaning at the sensation of her incredibly soft lips on my skin. Her blond hair was tickling my chest and again I could feel those hard nipples pushing against me. As she kissed me I let my hands roam over her back and sides, relishing how soft and smooth she was. Mom must have been enjoying as well. Turning on her knees so that she was sideways with her face buried in my neck, she raised her ass in the air, inviting me to grab it.
I let out a sigh as my hand slid down the small of her back and placed it on her ass. The shorts were riding up, and reaching down further, I felt her bare ass under my hand. Her round firm cheek fit perfectly in my large hand and we both groaned as I gave it a hard squeeze. Mom's lips had left my neck, and I gasped as I felt her soft wet tongue flicking across my nipple. I squeezed her ass harder and felt something wet along the side of my hand. Oh my God, I thought as I realized she had soaked right through the flimsy shorts.
Mom moaned around my nipple, then switched to the other. I'd never had my nipples sucked on before and was surprised at how damn good it felt. Getting bolder, I shifted my hand to the side and slipped my fingers over the wet crotch of her shorts.
"Ohhh," Mom sighed, as my fingers rubbed over her pussy.
Even through the shorts I could feel my finger sliding between her lips, and was amazed at how fucking hot it felt. I was getting ready to slip my finger inside when I became aware of Mom's lips leaving my nipples and sliding down my stomach. I looked away from her ass to see her kissing my lower stomach, just inches from my cock. I stopped moving my fingers and stared transfixed by the site of her blond hair fanned across my stomach and her beautiful face sliding ever closer to my throbbing dick.
I felt Mom tug on my shorts and immediately lifted my hips, letting her push them down my thighs. As soon as she had, she grabbed my cock and squeezed it hard. I moaned as some of my precum squirted out and dripped down onto her hand.
"Oh, look at that." she whispered, licking her lips.
Mom lowered her head until her mouth was just over my cock. I was in sensory overload, trying to take in everything at once. The feeling of her long hair across my stomach and thighs, the site of her slender fingers and red nails wrapped around my hard flesh, and most of all her face hovering directly over the dripping head of my swollen cock. The site of my cock near her face won out, as bending her head, Mom rubbed it along the side of her face.
"Oh my God." I said softly as the length of my cock was resting along her face.
My hips twitched as she placed a soft kiss on my balls and sticking her tongue out slid it up along the length of my shaft. When she reached the top she looked at me and asked, "That feel good honey, you been thinking about that?"
"I..."
I tried to get a grip on myself and speak. Right now the only thing running through my mind was the thought that I was about to get a blow job from my mother. Swallowing hard I managed to whispered, "I've been dreaming of it."
"Oh, me too honey."
Mom paused and flicked her tongue across the tip of my cock. When she brought her head back up there was a line of my sticky pre cum trailing from her tongue. Sucking her tongue back into her mouth, she moaned, "Hmmm that's good."
When she moaned her eyes rolled back in her head and the look of absolute lust on her face caused my hips to thrust upwards. My cock pushed against her lips, and to my dismay she raised her head.
"Easy honey," She said looking at me while she started slowly pumping my cock. "It's not nice to shove it down your mother's throat you know."
"I..I'm sorry!" I groaned. "I didn't mean too..."
Mom laughed.
"Really Joel, does it look like I care?" Leaning down, she opened her mouth and taking just the tip of my cock into it, sucked hard.
"Oh damn!" I groaned, forcing my hips to stay still.
Mom had sucked so hard that there was a popping sound when she released my cock.
"But really honey, you just lay there and relax." She again bent her head, this time swirling her tongue around the head purple head of my aching dick. "That's right baby, your mother's going to take good care of you, know why?"
My response became a cry of pleasure as opening her mouth she took my cock into it, and in one smooth motion took me all the way into her throat. I felt her lips touch my balls, then just as quickly she removed it.
"Because you have been taking damn good care of me lately, and I want to give you everything you want." She sighed, and after kissing the tip added. "And I know you're going to take good care of me tonight, aren't you honey?"
"Anything you want!" I whispered, staring at her now glistening face next to my cock.
"Oh I like that Joel," Mom replied. "You are a good son aren't you?"
"I want to be good to you." I answered as I started to rub her pussy through her shorts again.
"Hmmm, and I want you to be," Looking down at my cock, she squeezed it hard. "Oh, how I want you to be."
Mom tossed her head to the side so that her hair wasn't in the way and I had a full view of her about to start blowing me. I watched as she again rubbed my cock along her face. As before there was a look of pure desire on her face as she prepared to go down on me. To my dismay I found myself having a moment of doubt. Was this what I really wanted? Mom had been sheltered and lonely her whole life, was I taking advantage of her, the way other guys would?



"A...are you sure?" I asked, part of me was screaming to shut up, but I needed to know she was really okay, "You...you don't have to, I..."
"I want to Joel, "Mom whispered, kissing the tip of my cock. "I want too, because you want me. Who should I do this for? Some asshole from work who'll tell his friends he fucked me? Some loser at a bar?"
Looking up at me, she smiled.
"Or should I give it to a good looking young man that loves me." She pushed her lips out in a pout and with her big blue eyes wide asked, "You love me don't you honey?"
"Oh yes." I said. I wasn't sure in what way she meant, but Mom quickly cleared that up.
"And I love you Joel,." She licked her lips again. "Oh, yes honey, we are going to love each other in every way."
Giving my cock a couple of hard pumps that made me moan, she said.
"Now enough talk honey, we can do that later; right now you just tell me what you want."
Taking a deep breath, I whispered.
"Lynn, I want you to..."
"Lynn?" Mom asked, letting my cock go."Since when do you call me by my first name?"
"I..." Confused, I blurted out the first thing that came to mind. "Since when would you, you know...."
"Suck your cock? Right now honey, but you call me mom, even during this. Other guys would call me Lynn, but only you call me mom, and I loved hearing you call it out during your dream," Grabbing my cock again, she continued. "Oh, you made me so wet the way you called for me, so do as I tell you Joel, tell your mother what you want."
Up until now I hadn't thought I could get any harder, or that this whole thing couldn't get any hotter, but hearing her tell me how wet I made her erased the last of any doubts I had. Looking into her eyes I said.
"Mom, I want you to suck my cock, just like I dreamed about."
"Oh, it will be better than your dreams honey."
Taking the head of my cock into her warm wet mouth, she started slowly sliding it into her throat. Reaching down, I gently placed my hand on the back of her head, as teasingly, an inch at a time, she took my aching prick further into her mouth. As she worked those soft lips and wet tongue down my shaft, her big blue eyes were looking straight into mine
Mom was sideways to me, and her head was turned as she sucked on me, causing my cock to bend forward. As she took me all the way in, I could see her lips touching the base of my shaft. I groaned and unable to help it, thrust my hips as her tongue slipped out and licked my balls, while having me completely engulfed in her mouth. Holy shit, my mother was deep throating me! Mom slurped her way back up to the tip of my cock, and after swirling her tongue around the tip started bobbing her head in a slow steady rhythm, that felt incredible. The entire time she was sucking on me, her eyes never left mine, and I swear the sight of her enjoying sucking me, was getting to me almost as much as how good it felt.
Speaking of feeling good, Mom did expect me to take care of her, and I did not want to disappoint. Sliding my hand up to the top of her shorts, I slipped it inside of them. After giving her round little ass a good squeeze, I slipped my fingers between her legs and for the first time, touched my mother's pussy. Mom moaned around my cock and I groaned as well. Jesus Christ was she wet! My fingers slid easily through the wet folds of her silky flesh. I started to rub them up and down, and Mom again moaned her approval around my throbbing prick. Slipping my hand from her shorts, I grabbed the edge of them and shoved them down over her ass.
Mom, shifted again, turning so that her ass was pointing towards me. This changed the angle of her sucking and I let out a long moan as I could feel my cock now going even deeper into her amazing mouth. I pulled her shorts down to where her knees were bent, and for the first time since she started, I took my eyes from the sight of Mom blowing me and stared at her ass.
"Oh yes." I sighed as I took in not only the sight of her round firm ass, but could see her pussy winking out from between her thighs.
Mom's pussy was smooth and even in the weak light from the bathroom several feet away, I could see it was glistening. Putting my hand between her legs, I again rubbed it through her lips. Mom's hips twitched against me, and I heard her moan softly around my cock. Sliding my fingers down the length of her pussy, I gasped as I felt her hard clit beneath the tips of my fingers. I started rubbing my fingers in slow circles pushing on her clit as I did. Mom removed my cock from her mouth and panted, "Ohhh honey, oh right there!"
Mom immediately went back to sucking my cock, but this time not only was she sucking faster, but I felt her hand start to pump me as well. I gasped at the sensation of her jerking me off as she blew me. I could feel my thighs starting to shake, and trying to hold back, focused my attention back on Mom's pussy. Mom's pussy! Oh that sounded so right and wrong at the same time. Going with how right it all felt, I slid my fingers up from her clit and after a brief pause, shoved two fingers inside of her.
Mom cried out around my cock and immediately started rocking her hips back and forth into my me. Her pussy was hot, wet, and amazingly tight. I started thrusting my fingers in and out in time with her movements, and she groaned each time my fingers plunged inside. She was so wet I could hear my fingers slipping into her. I moaned as I saw them glistening with her juice and resisted the urge to take them from her pussy and shove them in my mouth. Speaking of mouths, Mom's was devouring my cock as if she couldn't get enough of it. She was sucking me hard and fast and I could hear slurping sounds each time she removed it from her throat.
Slipping my thumb back I found her clit, and as I continued to thrust my fingers into her sopping wet pussy, began to rub it in hard fast circles. Mom squealed around my cock and the sound caused me to lose control and start bucking my hips into her mouth.
"Mmm-hmm!" Mom encouraged, around my cock.
"Ohhh Mom!" I moaned as I could feel the cum building in my balls.
I moved my thumb faster and pushed my fingers harder into her pussy, as I got closer and closer to cumming. Mom was not just rocking her hips, but shaking her ass into my hand causing me to push harder on her clit. The sight of that beautiful ass caused my cock to twitch and turning my head to look down at my mother, I let out a long moan. I couldn't believe what I was seeing, Mom was sucking my cock like a porn star, effortlessly taking it all the way to my balls with every suck. She was sweating and her blond hair was plastered to her face.
Seeing my glistening cock sliding in and out from between my mother's full lips was more than I could handle. I could feel myself getting ready to cum, and felt an instant of panic; should I just cum in her mouth?
"Mom," I moaned. "I...I'm going to... oh fuck!"
As soon as I had started to say I was cumming, Mom reached down and grabbing my balls, gave them a gentle squeeze. I went off like a rocket. I cried out like an idiot as I felt my cum spurt into my mother's mouth. Mom moaned as well, as she stopped sucking my cock, and holding just the tip of it in her mouth, began furiously pumping it. I bucked my hips and moaned as she jerked me off into her mouth. I came harder than I could ever remember, every time Mom pumped her fist, I felt another squirt of cum enter her mouth. After one last thrust of my hips, I had nothing left, and slumped back into the pillow gasping for breath. I watched wide eyed as Mom slipped my cock from her mouth and licking her lips, winked at me.
"Oh someone came hard!" She said, giving my cock a playful kiss.
"Oh yeah." I whispered.
"Now what about me baby?" She pouted. The sight of her pouting with my now dripping cock still in her hand sent a shudder though me. "Don't I get to cum too?"
Snapping myself out of my stupor, I realized my fingers were still inside her pussy. I started to move my thumb over her clit, but Mom turned to the side. I heard my fingers slide from inside of her, and immediately put my fingers into my mouth. I sucked hard on them and now it was my eyes that rolled at the sweet taste of my mother's forbidden fruit. I looked up to see Mom leaning over me. Taking my hand and tugging my fingers from my mouth, she bent her head and sucked them into hers. She winked at me as her tongue swirled around them.
Slipping my hand from her mouth, she leaned down and kissed me. She was positioned directly over me, and wrapping my arms around her waist I pulled her down to me. Mom sighed as my tongue pushed into her mouth and my hands caressed her back. She slid her arms under me, and I couldn't believe how good her body felt pressed against mine. I was aware of her wet pussy pressing into my thigh, and unable to hold back any longer, I twisted my shoulders to the side and rolled us over, so that I was looking down at her.
Mom laughed and smiled up at me. I smiled back and leaning down, kissed her.
"Damn you're beautiful." I told her.
"So are you Joel," She replied, then smiling added. "Now show me how beautiful you think I am."
Not needing to be told twice, I leaned down and nuzzling my face into her neck moaned in pleasure as I finally kissed the tender flesh that I had been staring at for weeks. Mom sighed contentedly and started running her finger nails across my back while I took my time licking and sucking her tanned skin. As she had done, I trailed my lips down to her chest, before eagerly sucking her left nipple into my mouth.
Mom moaned and arched her back, pushing her nipple deeper into my mouth. I brought my other hand around and started fondling her right tit. I squeezed it gently, loving the feeling of her nipple pressing into the palm of my hand. Her leg slid across mine and I felt my shorts being pushed all the way down to my ankles. I kicked them off while still swirling my tongue around her nipple, then moaned as I felt both of her legs drape themselves across mine. We were both sweating and the sensation of our bodies tangled together was better than I could have imagined.
I felt Mom push on my shoulder, and looking up from her tit, I saw her smile and wink. She pushed again, and my heartbeat picked up as I got her meaning. Releasing her nipple, I let my tongue trace a wet line down her soft flat stomach. I slid down the bed until I was lying between her legs. Despite the fact I had cum minutes ago, I felt my cock start to stiffen as my face was poised less than a foot from my mother's pussy. Leaning in, I kissed the inside of her thigh and sucked her flesh gently into my mouth. She moaned and I could feel her legs trembling against my shoulder. I took a deep breath, taking in the sweet scent of her pussy.
Lifting my head from her thigh, I licked my lips at the sight of the prettiest pussy I'd ever seen. Mom had an adorable patch of blond fuzz just above her pussy, but the rest was silky smooth and glistening. Using my fingers, I gently spread her pussy open and blew lightly on her clit. Mom's hips twitched; shoving her pussy in my face. With no hesitation I leaned in and plunged my tongue into her hot little box. Mom's squeal of delight caused my cock to begin to press into the mattress. I swirled my tongue around inside of her, savoring her scent and taste. Removing my tongue, I pressed my lips to her pussy and sucked hard.
Mom cried out and I moaned as I was rewarded with a mouthful of her delicious nectar. She put her hand on my shoulder and again I plunged my tongue inside of her and keeping it rigid, started bobbing my head slightly. I winced as her nails dug into my shoulder, but hearing her moans was more than worth it. Slipping my tongue from inside of her, I teasingly trailed it up towards her clit. Mom bucked her hips and her hand shifted to my hair, urging me to reach her sweet spot. Wanting to take my time, and impress her, show her I wasn't an impatient kid, I gently flicked my tongue through the folds of her pussy.
She groaned, and I felt her legs tensing around me as she lifted her pussy into my face.
"Ohhh don't tease baby, please, it's been so long!"
Spurred on by her plea, I swirled my tongue around her clit, then fastening my lips to her swollen button, sucked it into my mouth.
"Oh yes!" Mom exclaimed, as I started sucking her clit in and out of my mouth.
Sliding my hand up I plunged two fingers into her slippery slit, and started pumping them in and out. Mom moaned and began rocking her hips into my thrusting fingers. I started sucking her clit faster, and harder, my lips making smacking sounds, as I released her clit, and then sucked it back in again. Mom was now making soft whimpering noises that had me as hard as I had been before, and I could feel her legs trembling. I pumped my fingers harder into her, amazed at how tight she was, and wondering what it was going to feel like around my once again throbbing cock. Mom let out a long shuddering moan and started bucking her hips harder into my tongue and fingers. Taking a chance, I slid a third finger into her pussy, and shoved them in as deep as I could.
Mom raised her legs and bracing her soft feet on my shoulders, lifted her hips into my face and started gasping each time I sucked her clit into my mouth.
"Oh, Oh," she moaned. "Oh, honey just a little more! I..."
Sucking her clit into my mouth, I caught it between my teeth and gave it a gentle nip.
Mom let out a long loud wail and started bucking her hips wildly into my face. Wrapping my arm around her thigh, I held my face tightly to her pussy and continued to tongue her clit. Mom was thrusting her hips into my fingers hard enough to make a wet squishing sound, and continued to let out loud squeals of delight as she ground her pussy into my face. Mom's loud cries were turning into soft whimpers and her hips began to slow down. I could feel her juices dripping out around my fingers and slid them from her pussy. I released her clit and again plunged my tongue into her gushing pussy. Mom cried out, and I moaned as my mouth was filled with her sticky fluid. I felt her legs push hard against my shoulders, then with a soft sigh, she slid her legs from my shoulders, entire body going limp.
"Oh damn did I need that." She panted.
I rose up to my knees and looked down at her, I was between her thighs and my cock was pointing directly at her dripping pussy. I stayed there unsure of what to do, when Mom whispered, "Oh, look at that!"
Looking up at me she asked softly, "You ready to make your dreams come true honey?"
"Oh please." I said as I stared down at her gorgeous body spread out before me. Her tits were covered with a sheen of sweat, and all I wanted was to have them in my mouth again.
"Then what are you waiting for?"
Raising her legs, Mom placed her feet on my chest and slid herself down so that her pussy was just under my cock. Grabbing it, I slid my cock along the length of her slippery pussy.
"Oh, yeah, rub it up and down."
I did as she said, sliding the tip through her soft wet flesh. Mom moaned and whispered,
"Go ahead, but easy honey. It's been awhile and, "She winked at me. "You're not small are you?"
Placing the head of my dick at the edge of her lips, I pushed my hips forward, and slowly entered my mother. We both gasped as my hard flesh slipped into her tight pussy.
"Oh damn!" Mom groaned as I pushed more of my cock inside of her.
I groaned as well, straining to not give into the desire to drive my cock hard into her. Instead I eased myself in a little further, and was rewarded with another groan.
"Oh, you feel so good!" She whispered. She moaned as I went in a little more, then looking me in the eye said, "Go ahead baby, all the way in."
I pushed the rest of my cock into her and moaned at the look of pleasure on my mother's face as I filled her tight pussy. I pulled out halfway and slowly thrust myself back into her.
"Hmm, yeah honey nice and slow."
Wrapping my arms around her thighs I started moving my hips, pumping my cock slowly in and out of her. Mom sighed each time I entered her and I found myself waiting to wake up. This couldn't be real; I couldn't really be fucking my mother could I? It felt pretty goddamn real that was for sure. In fact nothing had ever felt better. Egged on by her moans, I started moving faster and sliding out further with each thrust. Dropping her feet from my chest, Mom reached her arms out to me and whispered, "Come down here honey."
I straightened my legs and bracing my arms on either side of her shoulders, positioned myself directly over her. Mom smiled and reaching up, put her hands on my arms and squeezed.
"Oh honey, you feel so good!" She groaned as I eased myself all the way into her. "Oh, so good!"
I started pumping my hips in a slow steady rhythm, and was glad I had already cum, so that I could enjoy taking my time. Beneath me, Mom looked amazing. Just like in my dreams her eyes were closed, and her lips parted, moaning softly each time I pushed into her. Her perfect rose colored nipples were hard, and her tits themselves were swaying back and forth as I thrust into her. Bending my head, I started tonguing her nipple as I continued to slide my cock in and out of her incredible pussy.
"Oh yes," She cooed."Oh honey, you are being sooo good to me!"
Leaving her tit, I brought my face to hers and kissed her. Mom kissed me back eagerly, her lips pressing hard into mine. She opened her mouth, and I felt her tongue dart in between my lips. We both sighed as our lips slid across each other and our tongues teased the inside of our mouths. Sliding her hands around my neck, Mom tugged me down to her
"Come here, honey," She whispered in my ear. "Nice and close, I want to feel all of you."
I slid my arms beneath her shoulders and let my weight go. I sighed at the sensation of her nipples, and sweaty body pressed against mine. Mom wrapped her legs around my hips, drawing me even deeper into her. I was moving slowly, and after a couple of minutes, Mom began moving her hips, matching my strokes. My face was nuzzled into her neck and I started gently kissing the flesh just beneath her ear. This was better than I could have ever imagined! I'd been with several girls, but none had ever felt this good! I started thrusting my hips harder into her, but Mom said softly in my ear.
"Slow baby, take your time and just love me."
I slowed down as she asked, and she sighed in my ear. I continued to enjoy kissing her, and as I sucked on the soft skin between her neck and shoulder, Mom began to whisper in my ear.
"I know your young honey, and I know you want to do it every way."
"Oh, yeah." I answered as I envisioned her on top of me, her tits dangling over my face.
"And we will," She said. "I promise we will, but this first time, just go nice and easy with me, I've wanted to be loved for so long."
I slowed down even more as what she said dawned on me.
"First time?" I asked. For some reason, I thought this might be a one time, 'oh fuck it' kind of thing. "You mean we can..."
"Of course we'll do it again." she whispered. "You think I'm breaking the rules for a onetime thing?"
Mom paused to moan as my cock pushed deep inside of her.
"Oh no, honey, I've waited too long for this. You and I are going to have so much fun! We..."
"Long time?" I stopped moving, but Mom thrust her hips up into me and I started fucking her again. "You mean since I came back?"
"Oh no Joel," Mom groaned out. "I've wanted you for a long time baby. We were always close, and I loved how you kissed me and looked at me."
I recalled my father's comment again, about how he had to fight with Mom to stop kissing me. I felt a thrill go through me as I realized we had always wanted each other. I started driving myself harder into her pussy. I was still moving slowly, but each time I entered her I pushed as hard as I could, trying to feel as much of her hot flesh around me as possible.



"Oh yes," Mom cooed in my ear. "I wanted you honey, but it was wrong then. Your father was around, and you were young." She let out a squeal as excited by her words, I was unable to help slamming my cock into her. "But he's gone now, and you're a man now."
Mom squealed again as I started pumping her faster.
"Oh such a man!" She exclaimed.
Mom started moving her own hips faster, meeting my thrusts and causing us both to moan. Turning her head, Mom kissed my neck and as we continued to enjoy each other began to speak again.
"And like I said honey, I promise we'll do whatever you want, next time. Anything you want!" She groaned in my ear. "We'll give each other everything we need. You can be my sweet lover, and I'll be your dirty girl, oh yes I will!"
"Oh damn." I whispered at her words.
Anything I wanted! My mind was assaulted with a barrage of images; Mom on top of me, bent over in front of me with that gorgeous ass in the air, the two of us in the shower, everything!. I let out a whimper and started fucking her harder. I could feel the cum beginning to build up and knew I was getting close.
"Oh that's it baby!" Mom cried out. "Go ahead and let me have it!"
"Oh Mom, "I moaned, feeling myself getting closer with each thrust into her hot wet pussy.
I lost the battle and no longer able to control myself I started fucking her hard and fast. Mom cried out in my ear and wrapping her arms and legs even tighter around me, started bucking her hips into mine. I could hear my cock plunging in and out of her sopping wet box, and knowing it was going to be any minute now, started to pull back so I could pull it out.
"Oh no baby!" Mom told me. "Stay right where you are I want to feel it inside of me!"
"But I..." I moaned as it was too late; I was right on the edge.
"It's okay, I'm on... Ohhhh yes!"
We both cried out in ecstasy, as with one more thrust, my cock exploded. Mom let out a low moan as my cum shot deep inside of her. I gasped as she started slamming her hips into me even harder while holding me close to her. Although I had cum not long ago, I didn't think I would ever stop cumming! We both groaned as with every thrust I sprayed more of my cum into her.
"Oh honey!" Mom purred in my ear as I continued to paint the inside of her pussy. "Oh, that is sooo nice!"
I let out a pitiful sounding whimper as my cock gave up the last few drops it had, and letting my weight go, I slumped down on top of her breathing hard.
"Easy honey," Mom whispered in my ear as she started running her fingers through my thick blond hair. "Just relax and enjoy."
My breathing started to slow and I tried to roll over, but Mom held me tightly to her.
"Stay right here Joel," She said softly. "Just let me hold you."
She didn't have to twist my arm. I laid there with my face nestled in her neck and sighed contentedly as her fingers lightly rubbed my back. Mom was quiet, and I enjoyed listening to her breath in my ear. I felt my cock start to grow soft inside of her, and she sighed as she felt it too. After several minutes, she unwrapped her legs from my waist, and I rolled over onto my back.
As soon as I did, Mom rolled over onto her side and pressing herself against me, rested her head on my shoulder. As I stared up at the ceiling, Mom put her arm around my waist and released a long satisfied sigh.
"Oh honey, you and I are going to have such a good time together!"
As good as that sounded, and as incredible as it felt, I found myself frowning.
"Mom, I... I mean what we just did was kind of..."
"Wrong?" She asked. "Says who? You want me, I want you, who gives a shit about right and wrong." Turning her head, she kissed my cheek. "Tell me honey, did that feel wrong to you?"
"It felt amazing." I told her. "I..."
"I love you Joel, I really do." Mom said. "In every sense of the word, " She paused and asked quietly. "Don't you love me?"
With no hesitation I answered. "I do love you Mom, I..." I lifted my arm putting it around her shoulder. "I always have, you're the most beautiful woman I've ever known."
"Aww, you are a sweetie." She said kissing me again, then giggling she added. "And you smell like my pussy, you naughty boy."
Just her saying the word pussy, made my heart skip a beat. Anything, she had said. What the hell was I worried about. Then it struck me.
"Mom, what about other people, I mean if someone found..."
"Don't you get it Joel?" Mom asked, as she began tracing her red fingernails across my sweat slicked chest.
"Get what?"
"No one knows us honey! The only person in all of North Carolina that knows us is Jill, and she lives on the other side of town, we'll hardly see her. No one will know who we really are to each other!"
"You mean you want us to be..." I trailed off as what she was saying hit me.
"That's right Joel, to our neighbors you and I are just a couple." She laughed. "Like I said in the mall, I'll be your hot little cougar, and you can be my young stud!"
"I never thought of that, that we could..."
"Well I have honey, I've been thinking of it ever since you came back, and I knew you'd seen me, and you kept looking. It's a whole new start Joel! You'll be able to go back to school, and we'll have a great life!"
"It sounds good." I told her. "But..."
"No buts honey." She kissed my cheek again. "Oh, we are going to have so much fun! We'll go out, and I'll dress nice and sexy for you! You'll be staring at me all night knowing that when we go home we're going to take good care of each other!"
"Damn." I said, shit did that sound incredible.
"But remember, when we're out I'm Lynn, but when we're home I'm Mom understand?"
"Okay I guess." I said. "It's just kind of..."
"I love being your Mom Joel, and I love hearing you say it in that way, love you wanting your mother." She laughed. "Remember what I always said, if you're under my roof it's my rules right?"
"Whatever you say Mom." I laughed.
"Now that's better."
Turning my head, I looked into her big blue eyes and whispered, "I love you Mom."
"I love you too honey."
Leaning up, she gave me a long lingering kiss. Breaking the kiss, she rested her head on my chest and sighed.
"You feel so good honey" She said.
"So do you Mom," I told her wrapping my arm tightly around her. "I can't believe we're going to be together like this."
"Well it's like I always told you when you were a kid honey," she paused to flick her tongue across my nipple causing me to release a surprised moan. "Keep dreaming, because sometimes dreams come true."
*
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I walked down the corridor to my bedroom wondering what Sandra had in store for me. I had been sitting on the couch watching the news when she'd popped into the living room and told me to meet her in the bedroom in fifteen minutes. Lately things had not been going so well for us, and our sex life had been suffering because of it, so I certainly was not going to argue. Just the thought of her lying in the bed, and knowing I was going to get some, had me hard before I even turned the doorknob.
When I entered the room I was not disappointed. There were candles lit and Sandra was lying on the bed, wearing just a pair of skimpy red panties. Her long black hair was fanned out around her, and her olive skin appeared to be glowing in the candle light. My eyes immediately focused on her large round tits with their gorgeous rose colored nipples.
"I have an early Christmas present for you Jake." She whispered, beckoning me with her finger.
"I can see that." I said, approaching the foot of the bed.
"No, you can't." She smiled. "Well you can't see the best part yet."
"There's more?" I asked, as I stripped my shirt off.
"Hmm-mmm" She purred as she stretched on the bed.
Her tits pushed out even further and I started to crawl up onto the bed eager to suck on them.
"Hey," Sandra said. "Hold on, don't you want your gift?"
"I'm trying to get it." I laughed.
"It's right there under the sheet, Jake." She pointing at the bottom of the bed. "Go ahead and unwrap it."
I looked down to see that her legs from the knees down were still covered with the sheet. What could be under... Yes! I thought and could feel my cock stiffen even more.
My excitement must have shown on my face, as Sandra smiled and nodded.
"That's right honey, I promised you I would let you, so go ahead, they're all yours."
Feeling like an excited kid, I yanked the sheet back.
"Oh goddamn," I whispered.
Sandra was wearing a pair of black stiletto heels that had a series of straps crisscrossing across the top of her feet. The straps wound around her ankle and all the way up to her knees. Sandra's toes were painted a bright pink and she was wearing silver rings on her toes. As I stood there all but drooling, she raised her leg and put the heel of her foot against my chest.
"Well?" She asked smiling. "What are you waiting for honey? Show me how much you like your gift."
Grabbing her ankle, I lifted her foot to my face, and eagerly slipped my tongue out between her toes.
"Ooooh" Sandra moaned. "Oh, Jake that does feel nice!"
I swirled my tongue around between her toes, then started sliding it between the others, before taking her big toe into my mouth and sucking on it. The entire time I was enjoying her toes Sandra was cooing and purring. My cock was hard as a rock and I was only just beginning! Oh, how I was going to take my time! Reaching up, I unwound the strap from her leg, and slipping the shoe off began to kiss and lick the side of her foot.
"Oh, honey!" She exclaimed. "You were right! This is so nice; I'm going to let you do this every night!"
As excited as that made me, it was nothing compared to her next words.
"Take your cock out and rub it on my foot Jake."
Placing her foot on my shoulder, I all but ripped my pants down. My cock sprang free and to my delight Sandra immediately took her foot and started rubbing the heel of the shoe along my cock. Grabbing her ankle I brought her foot to my lips and sucked her toes into my mouth while I watched her shoe slide along my cock. Pulling her foot away, Sandra bent her leg, and unlacing the shoe slipped that one off as well. She pulled her foot from my mouth, and lowering it to the bed placed it alongside the other one.
"Now go ahead and fuck my feet Jake." She said wiggling her toes at me. "Go ahead and blow a nice big load all over them!"
Reaching down I grabbed her ankles, lifted her legs and slid my cock between her...
The sound of the phone ringing near my head caused me to jerk awake so violently I felt myself falling backwards. I grabbed the edge of the desk to stop myself, then slumped back into it, my heart pounding. The phone rang again, and cursing I reached for it. When I brought it to my ear all I heard was a dial tone.
"Fuck," I muttered, slamming it down.
I put my elbows on the desk and resting my chin in my hands, tried to blink the sleep from my eyes. Between my legs, my cock was telling me that it had been rudely interrupted as well, and I shifted in my seat, taking some of the pressure off of aching flesh. I sighed and glancing at the caller ID on the phone saw that it had been Sandra that had called. Probably wanting to know when I was going to drop off my set of the keys to her car. I shook my head found myself grinning humorlessly. I'd always heard the expression that someone could fuck up a wet dream, and Sandra could even somehow manage to do that. She couldn't even let me have her feet in my dream. Oh well, at least I'd gotten a little nap in. I hadn't slept worth a damn in the last few days.
I stared at the computer on my desk and tried to focus on the spreadsheet in front of me, but it was a losing battle. Besides the fact I was exhausted, it was also two days before Christmas, and the company was going to be closed for the next week which meant I'd been scrambling to get all the yearend numbers done. Between that and my recent bad news, my mind was fried and I could barely see the numbers on the computer in front of me. Outside my office I could hear Sheila laughing and chatting away with several of the other employees. The entire day had been like that, people laughing; bullshitting and getting little, if any work done. Not that they would get in any trouble, with both the President and vice president away, I was in charge and wasn't about to ruin anyone's holiday cheer.
It was like this every year. Well this year was a bit different. Any other year I would be out there goofing off with them. I'd blast the Christmas Carols, clown around, and then head off with the others to Billy's Tavern for the company's annual 'unofficial' Christmas party. I usually took a cab to work, because I would inevitably get as shit faced as everyone else. Unlike the formal and ultimately stiff 'real' company party, we had a blast at Billy's. The bar had a dance floor and once everyone had a few we'd all get out there.
At some point a couple of the girls would bring out the mistletoe, and despite the fact that I was seeing someone I would still sneak a couple of harmless kisses from a few of the office cuties. Well mostly harmless kisses. Admittedly the one I shared with Charlotte last year seemed to have more behind it then it should have. Just like the one the year before did. The difference last year was that I was smart enough not to bring Sandra.
Sandra was jealous of Charlotte under normal circumstances, claiming we were a little 'too close'. So seeing her kiss me a couple of years ago had not gone over well. In fact even though I went alone last year, I still heard about it. Sandra knew I had gone and had asked me how many times I kissed my 'precious little Charlie' as she called her. Hindsight being twenty twenty, I would have been better off bringing her. At least that way she could have seen that I only kissed her once. Then again, if Sandra had been there, I would not have enjoyed several dances with Charlotte.
On the plus side I sure as hell wouldn't have to worry about Sandra this year. The down side was that was because three nights ago she had taken me out to dinner to tell me she was leaving me. This had come as a surprise. Granted things had seemed a bit stale between us for the last several months, especially in bed, but I hadn't thought things were that bad. In fact a couple of weeks ago we had talked about going away for the week of Christmas and spending some time rekindling the old flame.
Apparently Sandra had found someone else to light her fire. The day after she broke up with me, I'd found myself to upset to work and left early. Sandra had mentioned that she would be moving her stuff so I wasn't too surprised to see her in the parlor amongst a pile of boxes. What was surprising was the tall blond guy who just happened to be kissing her when I walked in. The guy had immediately stepped away from her and started stuttering something. Gathering what little dignity I had left, I told him, "Hey screw it, it takes two, and she's your problem now."
Sandra asked him to leave us alone for a minute. After nodding nervously he grabbed a large box from the floor and walked past me, cringing as if he expected to get hit. Sandra started trying to say that the guy was an old friend and was comforting her while helping her move. I rolled my eyes and told her that now I knew why she never seemed to be in the mood anymore. Not wanting to give her the benefit of seeing how hurt I was I told her I was going to go to the bar for awhile and leave her keys on the table. Self righteous to the end, Sarah shook her head at me and said,
"Yeah go ahead Jake, tell me you haven't been fucking Charlie."
I started to tell her to cut the shit, but smirking she added, "Bet she lets you play with her feet doesn't she?" Shaking her head she walked past me muttering, "At least George isn't a pervert."
The sound of Sheila's voice over the intercom startled me out of my thoughts.
"Mr. Williams?"
"Yes, Sheila?"
"Fed ex just dropped something off for you, would you like me to bring it in?"
That was odd, I wasn't expecting anything. In fact things had been slow around the office in general due to the holidays.
"Yeah sure, bring it on in." I told her. Maybe my brother Joe from Colorado had sent me something here instead of my condo.
The door opened and Sheila came in carrying a small box. As she walked over to my desk I took a moment to check her out. Sheila was young, around twenty five, with long blonde hair, that for the holiday had a red ribbon tied into it. She was a little on the curvy side, with a set of tits that always appeared to be ready to fall out of whatever low cut blouse she was wearing. My eyes skimmed over those breasts, lingering just long enough to get a glimpse of the red lace bra she was wearing.
As always however, my eyes worked their way south, going past the flare of her hips and making their way down her thick, but shapely legs. Still moving downwards, my gaze reached their final destination, and my favorite part of the female anatomy; her feet. For someone with as heavy of a foot fetish as I have, winter is a disappointing time of year. During the summer everywhere I looked there were exposed feet encased in sexy sandals and adorned with bright nail polish, anklets and my one of my personal favorites, toe rings.
Winter however, meant sensible shoes and boots. Although there was something to be said for a sexy pair of knee high boots, such as the ones Sheila was wearing right now, nothing topped the site of bare, or close to bare feet. That was the advantage of a foot fetish; I could quite casually stare at a woman's feet for as long as I wanted without attracting any undue attention. Most guys would get caught staring at a woman's tits or her ass, but I was able to get away with indulging my fantasies unobserved.
By the same token, that was what made a foot fetish so frustrating. You could see what you so desperately wanted. It was one thing to look at tits through a shirt because you could only see so much, same with checking out a nice ass. But feet, they were right out in the open, leaving me as much time as I wanted to envision sucking and licking those pretty little toes, or better yet, sliding my hard cock between a pair of soft pedicured feet. I couldn't count the times that after staring long enough I would have to cross my legs or change positions so the swelling of my cock wouldn't be so obvious.
I suppose it wouldn't be so frustrating if I could indulge my fetish, but since I had stumbled upon my desire for feet, I had yet to explore those fantasies. I hadn't discovered this desire until a couple of years ago and it had been by accident. I had been home one night watching some porn on the computer; it was a typical video of a hot young thing fucking some lucky guy. In the middle of it, he dropped to his knees and began sucking on her toes. I hadn't seen this before, but within seconds my cock was standing at full attention. I normally watched porn and then would masturbate later in bed, but after a couple of minutes of watching this, I unzipped and released my throbbing prick right at the computer.
The video got better. After sucking and licking her feet, the guy sat back and wrapping her feet around his huge dick, she started pumping them, jerking him off. I stared fixated at her bright pink toe nails and soft slick flesh as they slid along the length of his cock. The guy started gasping, grabbed her ankles and started thrusting his cock between her feet, fucking them. I was pounding my cock furiously and as he blew his huge load all over her perfect little feet, my own cum spurted out harder than I could ever remember.
After the video ended and I had cleaned up the mess I had made all over myself, I immediately typed foot jobs into the sites search box and spent the next several hours glued to the computer. I came twice more and still went to bed horny. I wasn't seeing anyone at the time and with my only release being self pleasure, I found I couldn't wait to get home and watch more of these amazing videos. Matter of fact, it got so bad a couple of times I didn't wait until I got home. Telling Sheila I was not to be disturbed and locking my door, I would watch a few minutes of a video and cum right at my desk.
Speaking of Shelia, I looked up to see her put the package on my desk. I went to reach for it, but stopped as she leaned over, giving me a good look down her dress.
"We really missed you out there today Mr. Williams" she said, looking down at me.
"Yeah, well I needed to get some things done and," I shrugged, knowing full well the entire office had heard that Sandra had dumped me mainly thanks to her dropping my keys off to Sheila. "Well you know..." I trailed off too disgusted to try to make anything up.
"Well I hope you're going to come with us to Billy's."
"We'll see."
"Oh come on!" Sheila exclaimed. "You have to come! It won't be the same without you."
I sighed. "I don't know Sheila, maybe I'll stop by."
"Trust me, a few drinks and a good time is exactly what you need." Sheila gave me a huge smile, and deliberately I'm sure, leaned further over the desk affording me an even better view of her ample chest. "And I bet you'll have a great time."
I bit back the question of whether or not she would be willing to be said good time. I wouldn't necessarily say that Sheila was the office slut, but she had been known to spread her share of cheer, and not just around the holidays. I admit that in the four years she had worked for me I had been tempted, after all she was ten years younger than me, pretty, and gave me the impression she would be more than happy to let me suck on her toes and anything else I wanted. Unlike some of my less discriminating co-workers however, I made it a point not to shit where I ate. Hell if I was going to screw around with someone at work then me and Charlotte would have...
I stopped that train of thought. It was a frustrating enough time for me I didn't need to add to it.
"So what do you say?" Sheila asked, reminding me that she was still there expecting an answer.
"I'm sure I would, but..."
"There's going to be some people from some of the other offices in the building there too." She pressed. "I'm sure a good looking guy like you could, you know," She winked. "Make a new friend."
I rolled my eyes at her, but did feel good about what she'd said. It made me feel better to think she wasn't so much hitting on me as much as she just wanted to see me have some fun. It didn't hurt to hear her refer to me as good-looking either, even though it was just ego stroke.
"Look Sheila, I appreciate you worrying about me, but I'll be okay."
She frowned, and with a resigned sigh, nodded.
"Okay, well we'll miss you."
As she spoke she came around to my side of the desk.
"Merry Christmas Mr. Williams"
Leaning over she gave me a brief hug and a kiss on the cheek. As I hugged her back I could feel the pressure of her large tits against my chest. They felt damn good and served to remind me that I hadn't gotten laid in over a month. Sheila pulled away, and after walking back around the desk said, "Hope you change your mind."
"Doubt it, but thank you anyway." I told her.
Watching her walk towards the door I noticed the knee high black boots she was wearing were laced up the back. I felt my cock twitch at the thought of unlacing them, then sliding them off to expose Sheila's slightly pudgy, but adorable little toes. Jake, you are sick. Most guys watching her walk away would be thinking about her big tits and well rounded ass, and here I was getting hard thinking about sliding my tongue between her toes.
As Sheila reached the door, I had the insane urge to call her back. The office was closing, I could ask her to stay with me, have a couple of drinks from the small bar in my office and then.... What? Ask her if I could suck on her feet? Odds are she'd say yes, and what would be so bad about it? I was willing to wager she would be more fun than Sandra, but then again my right hand been more fun than her the last couple of months. I watched Sheila close the door behind her, and nodded, agreeing with myself that not getting involved with someone at work was the right decision.
Besides Sheila and I had nothing in common. Those thoughts were based on my being upset and more than a little horny. Looking to get my mind off of sex, I reached out and picked up the package on my desk. It was from Amazon and I frowned, trying to remember what I had bought. Using a letter opener to cut it open I looked inside to find a red shoebox. The box contained one of Sandra's Christmas presents. When I had ordered the shoes a month ago, I had been very excited seeing they were as much a gift for me as they were for her. I stared at the box, telling myself to put it down; opening it would only make things worse. I sat there tapping it, then with a resigned sigh, lifted the lid and removed one of the shoes.
"Oh Goddamn." I whispered.
I was holding a red sandal with a four-inch heel. There were three straps on each side that attached to a series of silver loops that ran up the middle of the shoe. The straps consisted of red ribbon that was long enough to be able to wrap around the leg to just below the knee, where in the catalog it had been tied in a bow. I stared at the shoe and shook my head. This was salt in the wounds, no doubt about it.
Sandra had been the first woman I'd gotten serious with after I had discovered my fetish, but to my chagrin had no interest in letting me explore it. She thought it was childish and more than a little weird. It was quite frustrating that she felt that way because Sandra had absolutely perfect feet. She went for weekly pedicures, always had her toes painted, and in the summer usually wore silver rings on the middle toe of each foot.



I would try every so often to get her to let me play, but the most she would let me do is give her a foot rub. Of course she would allow that because she enjoyed it. Not that I didn't as well, but that was the problem, I enjoyed it too much. I would rub her feet for long periods of time while watching tv, and end up hard as a rock. Sandra would even tease a bit, pushing her foot into my crotch and occasionally rubbing it along the length of my hard on. Whenever I would try to get her to let me take it out and rub it on her foot she would roll her eyes.
One night I had been especially frustrated, not understanding what the big deal was, and had told her she should let me do it simply because I would enjoy it. Sandra had sighed and said, "For Christ's sake Jake, I suck your cock and let you fuck me in any position you want, but I'm a lousy lay because you can't suck my toes?" She'd snorted disgustedly. "Grow up will you?"
I'd let it drop after that, and settled for enjoying her feet in subtle ways that she hadn't caught onto. There were times I would stay in the missionary position, because Sandra had a habit of placing her feet on the backs of my calves while I was between her legs. I would be fucking her and the entire time concentrating on the soft soles of her feet resting on my leg. Another cheap thrill was when I would go down on her and she would place her feet on my shoulders. That was one of the times I would catch myself wondering if my fetish was entirely healthy. There I was licking Sandra's smooth and very pretty pussy, and my eyes would be wandering to her toes next to my face and wishing my tongue was between them rather than her lips.
In the end I chalked it up to just never getting the chance to satisfy the craving so to speak. So I just went along and held onto the faint hope that she would come around someday. There were worse things in life I suppose, although she wasn't into the 'foot thing' as she called it, Sandra was more than happy to have sex whenever I wanted it, and enjoyed sucking me off. Well in the first year anyway, after awhile that started to change. The last few months we had been having less and less sex. The answer to why, I had discovered standing in my apartment the other day.
However, a month ago, not suspecting there was another man, I sat Sandra down and we talked about our lack of intimacy. She agreed that we had been growing distant and suggested a weekend away during the week of Christmas to have some fun. To my delight Sandra told me that to try to make our recent lack of sex up to me she would let me indulge my fetish. I asked if she were sure, and she nodded , telling me I could do anything I wanted to them, at least for a night. She even added that if she liked it maybe she would let me do it again sometime.
I was beside myself and spent three hours that night searching for the perfect shoes. When I first ordered them they were out of stock and I had been crossing my fingers they would show up. Now I wished they hadn't. Looking up at my door to make sure Sheila had closed it all the way, I couldn't resist raising the shoe to my face. Feeling like a perv, but unable to help myself, I sniffed it. Right now it only smelled like leather, but I imagined that unique scent of a woman's stocking foot emanating from the shoe.
I knew all I was doing was torturing myself, but couldn't stop my mind from picturing Sandra's pretty little size five foot in the shoe. I was going to ask her to have her nails done in a deep purple, it wouldn't match the red, but was my favorite. She would be wearing those hot little silver toe rings, and the first thing I would do was slowly lick the tip of each of those perfect toes. Turning the shoe, I slowly rubbed it along the side of my face, again imagining the feeling of both the leather and Sandra's soft flesh against my cheek. My cock began to stiffen as my fantasy continued.
Taking the ribbon between my fingers, I envisioned untying the bow. I would slowly unwind it from her shapely calf, while my lips and tongue continued their adoration of her toes. My breathing picked up as I imagined Sandra moaning in pleasure as she realized how much she enjoyed the sensation of having her feet properly worshipped. My cock was now throbbing painfully between my legs, and dropping my hand into my lap I started rubbing it through my dockers.
When the ribbon was untied I would slip the shoe off, lift her foot, and rub the soft sole along my face, again inhaling the wonderful scent of leather and flesh. Past the point of caring how sick it seemed, I flicked my tongue out and licked the top of shoe wishing it were the bottom of Sandra's foot. I stopped stroking my aching cock, and unbuttoning my pants, began to unzip them, fully intending on jacking off all over the shoe.
A knock on the door startled me, causing me to drop the shoe and hurriedly button my pants. Grabbing the shoe and putting it back in the box I called out "Come in."
I sounded slightly out of breath, and as my door began to open was aware that I was still hard. Looking up I saw Charlotte enter my office. Knowing that there was no chance of my hard on going away with her in the room, I quickly slid up to my desk in case, as was her habit, she wandered over and sat on the edge of it.
"Hey Charlotte," I said, hoping my voice sounded normal.
"Don't hey Charlotte me, Jake" She replied as she walked over to my desk. "Is what Sheila said true? You're not coming to the party?"
"I'm not sure," I said looking away." I have a lot to do before we shut down and..."
"Try looking at me, when you say that."
With a sigh I looked back at her, forcing myself to meet her gaze. Charlotte had the most beautiful eyes I'd ever seen, they were not just green, but emerald green, reminding me of cat's eyes. Right now those eyes were staring directly into mine and unable to hold her gaze, I let my eyes wander over the rest of her. It was a pleasant journey; putting it simply Charlotte was gorgeous. Those amazing eyes went along with auburn red hair, and the kind of fair complexion I'd always been partial to. Her features were perfect, but an adorable patch of freckles around her nose and eyes gave her a girl next door type appearance.Below that patch of freckles were a set of full lips that as enticing as they appeared, could also be pushed into a little girl pout that never failed to get her whatever she wanted from me.
"Well?" she asked, putting her hands on her hips.
I shrugged as I let my eyes wander below her face. Charlotte was wearing a green blouse which had the first two buttons undone. That was a bit unusual for her, as she normally dressed very proper, but it was pretty much the most casual day of the year. The shirt was open enough to see just a hint of a black bra that accentuated her ivory skin. The bra matched the knee length black skirt she was wearing, and as always, finishing my inspection at her fee,t I saw she was wearing a pair of black pumps with silver buckles.
"You going to answer me Jake?"
While speaking Charlotte walked around to the side of my desk, and as I'd hoped she wouldn't, sat on the edge of it. She immediately crossed her legs and as she always did, let her shoe dangle from her foot. She was wearing black tights that were sheer enough to show the bottom of her foot.
"Look Charlotte," I began, tearing my gaze from her foot as I spoke. "You know why I'm not going tonight. I'm just not in the..."
"First off," Charlotte interrupted, "Enough of this Charlotte shit."
"What are you talking about?"
"Oh please, you'd been calling me Charlie for years until you started dating that stuck up little bitch. Then all of a sudden I'm Charlotte. Well, seeing she's done you a favor and left, how about you go back to Charlie?"
"I thought you really didn't like it." I told her, "You yelled at Wes for calling you that at the last conference." "I don't like just anybody calling me that." With a wink she added. "I like you calling me Charlie though."
"Okay Charlie." I said, with what I hoped sounded like a convincing sigh.
Fact was I liked that I was the only guy at work who could call her that. Matter of fact that was just one of many things I liked about her. Charlie and I had been working together for five years and during the last three there had been more than a little tension. I was admittedly quite attracted to her, and she had made it more than a little obvious she shared that feeling. On one hand she was everything I could want; sweet, beautiful, intelligent, and she gave me the impression she would be a hell of a wild ride. The down side was she was also a good friend, and I had precious few of those. More importantly, she was a co-worker. Risking a friend and tension in the work place over a crush hardly seemed worth it to me, so I'd always kept my distance, or at least as much as I could.
"That's better." She nodded, flashing me a big smile. "Now let's talk about you coming to the party and having some fun."
Sensing movement, I looked down and saw she had started moving her leg back and forth, causing her shoe to do the same. I glanced up and saw her looking at me, her smile widening.
"Like my stockings?" She asked.
"Foot tease!" I said, but found myself laughing for the first time in days.
Charlie had caught onto my fetish last summer when we had gone out to a bar to watch a sox game. We used to do that one night a week, but that changed when Sandra came along. That particular week she had been away on business and feeling a little guilty, but doing it anyway, I asked Charlie if she wanted to grab a drink. Charlie had been wearing a pair of turquoise sandals with matching nail polish. The entire night I had to keep fighting to keep my eyes off of her feet. I lost the battle when she decided to slide the sandals off and rest her bare feet on the rung of the chair.
I couldn't stop staring, and found myself having the absurd desire to drop something on the floor and find a way to accidentally press my face against them. At that moment Charlie had called my name and I realized I really had been just sitting there staring. When I looked up at her Charlie smiled and said, "Hey Jake, I never knew you had a thing for feet."
I was going to try to deny it, but could already feel myself blushing. I nodded sheepishly and shrugged. Charlie laughed and said not to worry about it, she wouldn't say anything. I couldn't help asking her if she had ever let a guy play with her feet. She'd said no, but with a smile that made my cock stir said she would be more than happy to let a guy start down there as long as his tongue eventually made its way up. She'd then asked if Sandra let me play with hers and I told her no.
I'd had a few by that point and mentioned how frustrating it was. Charlie nodded and said that she had a fetish of her own, but it was something she only wanted to share with someone serious, not just casual partner.. When I'd asked what it was, she had winked and said that she would only answer that if we were on a real date. Since then Charlie had never passed up an opportunity to tease me with her feet. All summer she would walk into my office to show me her latest sandals, or ask what color I thought she should paint her nails next. One day I had referred to her as a foot tease. She laughed and it had been a running joke ever since.
"Hey, I'm no tease Jake," Charlie said, snapping me out of my thoughts. "See, here you go."
With a flick of her ankle she kicked off her shoe and raised her foot to my face.
"Go ahead, blue eyes," She smiled. "Go for it."
I stared transfixed by the sight of her foot inches from my face. I could see her deep red toe nail polish through the thin material of her stocking. My cock, which had never completely softened became hard in seconds. I swallowed; there it was, right in front of me, a chance to fulfill my fantasies, and not just involving her feet. No, there were reasons I had avoided this. Taking a deep breath I reached up, put my hand on the top of her foot, and ignoring the thrill the feeling of her stocking sent through me, pushed it down.
"Stop screwing with me Charlie," I told her. "Really, I don't feel like being teased right now."
Rolling her eyes, she sighed.
"Pretty sure you got that backwards Jake. If anything you're teasing yourself."
"We talked about this before," I reminded her, "We work together, and I don't want people..."
"People would only know if..."
"Is there something you wanted Charlie?" I cut her off, not wanting to go through this again. Nodding towards my computer, I continued "I really do have work to do."
"I want you to come to the party Jake." She reached out, putting her hand on my shoulder as she spoke. "You and Sandra have been over for a long time now, she just made it official. So come on over to Billy's and put it behind you." She winked. "I'm sure a few drinks and some good company could make you forget all about her."
"I know, Sheila pretty much said the same thing."
"So come on over with us then. No one wants to see you here moping this close to Christmas."
"Look Charlie, I know you mean well but..."
"Goddamn!" She exclaimed, "Look at these things!"
Reaching into the box Charlie removed one of the sandals.
"Wow, these are fuck me shoes if I ever saw a pair." Looking from the shoe to me, she frowned. "Were these for Sandra?"
I nodded. "Yeah, they were sort of a present for both of us."
"Really?"
"She was going to let me..." I trailed off. "Well anyway, just another parting shot I guess."
"Well that's too bad." Charlie said putting the shoe back in the box. "Hell, looking at these things is getting me hot."
You and me both I thought.
"Anyway, "I began, "I appreciate everyone being concerned, but I would really rather be alone right now, okay?"
Charlie turned her head away from me, her lips pursed in thought, trying to find another angle of attack most likely. She was wearing her hair up as she usually did at work, and I took a moment to admire the smooth ivory skin of her neck. Turning back to look at me, she sighed.
"Okay Jake, if that's what you want." She reached out again, this time touching my cheek. "But promise me you'll call me if you want to talk or something okay?"
"I promise."
"And if you change your mind you know we'll be there for a few hours."
"I'll keep it in mind." I told her, relieved that she appeared to be giving up.
"Oh, but there is one thing you're not getting out of my boy."
Grinning, she reached into her bra and pulled out a small piece of mistletoe. Holding it over her head she closed her eyes and pushed her perfect lips out at me.
"Charlie, please..."
"You don't have to beg Jake," she laughed "It's a tradition."
"Yeah but..."
"I'm not leaving until I get my Christmas kiss."
She leaned down and placing her face inches from my own, again closed her eyes.
"C'mon Jake, please?"
With that she pushed her lips out into a pout. I couldn't resist that look, and leaning in gave her a quick peck on the lips. Or at least that is what I tried for. The second I started to pull my lips back, Charlie grabbed the back my head, pressing her lips hard against mine. I tried in vain to pull away, but she had wrapped her fingers into my thick black hair and was not letting go. Her soft lips lessened their pressure on mine and started lightly sliding across them. I found myself kissing her back, at first softly, but then more firmly. Charlie sighed in her throat, the sound causing me to kiss her even harder.
As if they had a mind of their own, my arms slid around her shoulders. I felt something soft and wet against my lips, and reflexively parted them, allowing Charlie's tongue to slip into my mouth. This time it was me who groaned as she leaned closer and I could feel her tits pressing against my chest. I was aware of my cock throbbing painfully between my legs, and imagined myself standing up, unzipping and fucking her right there at my desk. No, I couldn't give in just because I was alone and horny, we would regret it, I know we would. With an act of will, I pulled my lips from hers and not risking my voice, shook my head at her.
Charlie stared at me, an obvious look of disappointment on her face. She didn't speak, and it occurred to me that like me, she was a bit out of breath. Taking advantage of her not starting in on me I said simply.
"Charlie I can't I..."
"Why the hell not?" She asked. "And don't give me that work shit again Jake! That only applies to kiss and tell kids like Sheila! We can..."
"It's more than that," Even as I began I wondered why the hell I was fighting off an attractive woman. "It's too soon Charlie." I put my hands out. "I know you didn't like Sandra, and yes thing were far from perfect, but she just left me and I need some time."
"It's not like we're strangers Jake." She said, but more calmly. "And I'm not worried about the rebound thing in case..."
Seeing a way to get her to stop I cut her off, "I'll tell you what, I've been thinking of us here and there." No lie there anyway. "But it's too soon. Look, how about after the holidays we go out for dinner and talk about it?"
"Really?" she asked, her green eyes wide with excitement. "You mean it?"
Really? That was a good question, did I mean it? Maybe I would give some thought to holding on to my ideals over what could be a really good thing with Charlie. For now though, what mattered is she seemed content to leave it at that.
"Well in that case I guess I'll let it go with just saying that, that was even better than last year's kiss." She said.
As she spoke she slid off the desk, and picking up her shoe, slipped it back on.
"Really though Jake, I wish you would come over tonight, and not just for me. I think it would be good for you."
"I'll think about it, but don't take it personally if I don't. I really do just need some time alone."
Charlie nodded as she buckled the shoe. As she did I took a good look at her foot then looked at the shoes in the box.
"Hey Charlie, are you a size five by any chance?"
"Wow, you do have an eye for feet." She laughed.
Putting the lid on the box, I handed it to her.
"Well, here you go, Merry Christmas."
Taking the box Charlie looked at it, then back up at me.
"You sure? I mean you could return them."
"Nah, you take them." I told her.
"Yeah, but I didn't get you anything," she rolled her eyes. "Well I tried to give you something but you didn't want it."
"Tell you what," I said, ignoring that last remark. "Wear them for me sometime. That will be my gift."
"Okay," She smiled. "Maybe I'll wear them when we go to dinner."
"I don't know, they're summer shoes."
"Then maybe they'll be for after dinner."
I didn't bite, and with a shrug Charlie leaned over and kissed my cheek. "Well you know where I'll be if you change your mind."
"I'll keep it in mind."
I watched as Charlie walked over to the door, and gave me a little wave before closing it behind her. I slumped down in my seat and winced as my hard cock bent painfully in my pants. Giving her a couple of minutes to leave the suite I picked up the phone and dialed the security desk.
"Hey Bob, its Jake, has everyone left for the day?"
"Yup," Bob answered. "Charlotte just left, and everyone else all but ran out before that."
"Great, thanks Bob."
Hanging up, I immediately picked up where I'd left off when Charlie walked in. Unbuttoning my slacks, I slid them down over my hips, along with my underwear. Grabbing my throbbing cock, I closed my eyes and started pumping it. I had over two dozen foot videos bookmarked on my PC, but needed only my imagination for this one. I envisioned Charlie's stocking foot back in my face again. Except this time I did what most guys would have done and taken advantage of it. In my mind, I took hold of her ankle, brought her foot to my lips and sucked her toes into my mouth.



I groaned and started pumping my cock faster as I imagined the taste of the stocking in my mouth. Charlie would pull her foot away and drop it into my lap. I'd pull my cock out and she would wrap her black clad feet around it. I would grab her ankles and start thrusting my cock between them, fucking them. I could already feel the cum beginning to build up within me, as I pictured her red toenails through the fabric and my cock pinned between her sexy little feet.
Even as I felt myself getting closer to cumming a part of my mind wondered what was wrong with me. Thirty five years old and jerking off like a teenager. To make it worse, I could have had exactly what I was fantasizing about. All thoughts left my mind as I felt the cum racing up through my cock. I opened my eyes to watch it explode from the swollen head of my dick. I moaned as a huge spurt shot out and I imagined what it would look like on those black stockings. I continued to pump my cock until it had no more left to give, then slumped back in my chair panting.
After a couple of minutes, I sat up and grabbing a box of tissues from desk, disgustedly cleaned up the mess I'd made. Getting up, I went into the bathroom and after washing my hands, splashed some cold water on my face, then returned to my desk. It was after five thirty and I thought about heading home. Then again, what was waiting for me there? Half empty rooms and a cold bed. I sat down and figuring that I had calmed myself down and might be able to get some work done, brought the spreadsheet back up on the computer. Before I got to work I glanced out my office window where I could see the packed parking lot of Billy's.
"Merry Christmas to me." I muttered, before turning back to the computer and losing myself in the exciting world of the yearend sales figures.
*****
I looked up from the computer, and rubbed at my eyes. Looking at my cell phone on my desk, I saw it was seven thirty. I really had gotten caught up in work. I hit save and was ready to shut the computer down, when a knock at my door caused me to jump. I looked up to see it open and Charlie walk in and close it behind her. I started to say something, but stopped when I saw her thumb the lock on the door. Charlie was wearing her long leather jacket, and as she turned away from the door and started walking towards me, she undid the belt and let it drop to the floor.
"Oh, fuck me." I whispered.
Under the jacket Charlie was wearing an extremely tight red dress that barely went down to her mid thigh. The dress had spaghetti straps and was low cut enough to show quite a bit of cleavage. Her long auburn hair was down and even from a distance I could see her face was flushed and her eyes bright, she had obviously been drinking.
"Hey blue eyes." She said softly as she made her way over to the desk.
"Charlie, what are you...oh damn."
As always my eyes had dropped down and I saw she was wearing the shoes I had given her. I felt my heart begin to beat faster at the sight of her red tipped toes and ivory foot encased in the deep red sandal. The ribbon was wound around her legs and I could already feel myself begin to stiffen. Oh, this was not fair.
"I came to give you your present Jake." Charlie said as she came around my desk.
Instead of sitting on the edge of it, she walked up to me and with a sudden shove sent me rolling backwards a couple of feet.
"Charlie," I began, stopping the chair with my feet. "Are you drunk?"
"Drunk?" She repeated as she sat dead center in the middle of my desk. "Nope, but I am relaxed enough to have decided that I'm going to give us both a present."
Leaning over, she caught the arms of the chair and pulled me back to the desk. I was too stunned to stop myself from being pulled forward, and when she stopped, I was directly in front of her. Putting her feet on my thighs, she whispered "So how do they look Jake?"
"I..." I stared down at her feet and had to resist the urge to lick my lips. "Ummm, they look great but..."
Charlie silenced me by putting her finger to my lips.
"Jake, I think you should un-wrap the ribbon on this one." She tapped her left leg. "I think you'll like what you find."
I looked at her hand resting on her ivory thigh and noticed the skirt had ridden up even higher. Her legs were closed, but I had no doubt if she opened them I would get quite a show. Speaking of shows, my gaze dropped to my own thighs to stare at her sandal clad feet resting there.
"Well?" She asked. "Aren't you going to untie me?" When I still remained frozen she shrugged. "Okay, I'll get it started."
Reaching down she pulled one end of the ribbon behind her knee and unwound it a couple of times, before handing me the end of the ribbon.
"Take it Jake," She gave me the pout. "I'll be upset if you don't." She batted her eyes at me. "You don't want to upset me on Christmas do you blue eyes?"
Knowing it would be the end of me, but unable to help it, I reached out and took the ribbon from her. Charlie raised her leg and straightened it, allowing me to wind the ribbon around her leg. I carefully kept my eyes on her leg, resisting the urge to glance up her skirt. I had un-wrapped the ribbon down to her ankle when seeing something under it, I stopped and stared;
Under the ribbon she was wearing a silver anklet. Dangling from it was a piece of mistletoe.
With a giggle that caused my rising cock to reach full attention, Charlie moved her leg and shoved her foot in my face. Wiggling her toes, she laughed again.
"They're under the mistletoe baby, gotta give them a kiss!"
"Oh goddamn," I whispered.
I looked up to see her staring at me, her lips were parted and her breathing was slow and heavy. "Go ahead Jake, suck on them"
I couldn't resist any longer, just like in my fantasy, I grabbed her ankle, brought her toes to my lips, and after a brief hesitation flicked my tongue across the tip of her big toe. My cock twitched in my pants and with a low moan I shoved my tongue between two of her toes. I swirled it around catching the side of each toe, before sliding over and tonguing the next two. Going back to her big toe, I slipped my tongue under it and with my heart pounding and cock throbbing, sucked it into my mouth.
"Ohhh" Charlie cooed, "That does feel nice." She giggled again. "Looks damn hot too!"
I could smell her raspberry scented skin crème and the mixed taste of her skin and the leather of the shoe was as incredible as I imagined it would be. Beyond worrying about what might happen after this for us, I removed her big toe from my mouth and went to the next one. Charlie cooed, and giggled as I worked each of her toes into my mouth. I finished her little toe off, and started to kiss the top of her foot, when she pulled it away, and pushed the other at me.
"This one's jealous."
I eagerly went to work on that one as well, kissing, licking and sucking on all of her perfect little toes. As I worked my tongue around the side of her foot, Charlie reached down, un-wrapped the ribbon from her right leg and kicked the shoe off. Lifting her foot, she placed the bottom of it against my cheek as I worked my lips around the soft skin of the top of the foot I was holding in my hand. I moaned at the feeling of her amazingly soft foot against my skin and again as she started sliding it along my face.
Grabbing her ankle I turned my face, and not caring how sick it may appear, licked the bottom of her foot from heel to toe. Charlie moaned as I did it, and I thought my cock was going to burst out of my pants, at the sound. She was really getting into it! I worked my way back down her foot, slowly working my tongue across her soft flesh. I could hear her breathing heavier and with great delight, I noticed she was pushing her foot into my tongue. Sensing movement out of the corner of my eye I saw that she had bent her leg and was quickly untying the other shoe.
This time my eyes did work their way up her leg, all the way to the creamy white flesh of her upper thigh. My view was blocked, but pleasantly so, by her pushing her other foot into my face. I licked that one the way I had the first, forcing myself to go slowly and enjoy every inch of her foot. Charlie dropped her foot down and pushed it against my chest.
"Take your shirt off."
I hesitated briefly and she made a disappointed noise in her throat.
"Awww, you going to play shy?" she asked "Well tell you what," She slid her thumbs under the thin straps of the dress, "Show me yours and I'll show you mine."
When I simply stared like an idiot she shrugged, 'Unless of course my feet are all you really wanna see." As she spoke, she worked the straps down over her smooth white shoulders. I had been so caught up in her feet, I hadn't realized she wasn't wearing a bra, and I could see her nipples poking through the dress. For Christ's sake snap out of it! Grabbing my shirt, I quickly pulled it over my head and tossed it to the side. I looked at her expectantly and she laughed.
"Ask!"
"What?"
"Ask me!" She smiled, lowering the dress enough to show more of the top of her tits. "Santa can't give you a present if you don't ask for one!"
I found I was smiling back at her, what the hell had I been holding back for?
"Can I see..."
"Say my name Jake."
"Charlie," I said softly, "May I please see your beautiful tits?"
"Oh what a good boy you are!" she exclaimed delightedly.
With no hesitation she yanked the dress down, causing her tits to pop out.
I let out long sigh as I took in her tits. They were a little on the smaller side, but round, firm, and had the lightest pink nipples I'd seen. Right now those nipples were as hard as my cock, each one seemed to point upwards just a bit, and I could feel my mouth begin to water, envisioning sucking on them the way I had her toes.
"Oh, they are beautiful." I whispered.
"Why thank you," She grinned, cupping them in her hands. "Glad you like them, not like I can take them back!"
Her long red nails looked incredible on her milky white tits, and sitting up, I leaned forward, eager to replace her hands with my own. I was stopped by her putting her feet on my chest.
"Not so fast baby," She purred. "I haven't given you your present yet!"
"But, I want..."
"If I remember right you were expecting a foot job for Christmas, and I would hate to see you not get what you want."
A foot job. Just hearing the words gave me a thrill.
"See Jake, you gave me the shoes, now I'll give you a gift." She giggled, "And if you like it maybe you'll give me another gift! We can spend the entire night exchanging gifts, but first things first."
She had pushed me back in the chair and despite the fact that her perfect tits were exposed I found myself staring at her red toe nails pressing into my chest. I let myself relax and watched as she started slowly sliding her feet from my chest, down to my stomach and back again. I couldn't believe how soft they were, or how hard I was.
"There you go baby," Charlie cooed, "You just sit back and let me give you what you asked for, after all, tis the season right?"
My reply turned into a startled yelp as Charlie managed to catch my nipples between her toes and squeeze them. She laughed and dropping her feet into my lap started rubbing them along my aching cock. I moaned as they pressed against it and she playfully wiggled her toes.
"Well aren't you going to take it out for me? Wouldn't my sexy feet look much better wrapped around that nice hard dick of yours?"
Hearing her talk like that removed the last of my inhibitions. Reaching down, I hurriedly unzipped my pants. While I was fighting my zipper with trembling hands, Charlie lifted her leg and shoved her toes back in my mouth. I groaned around them, and finally getting my zipper down, lifted my hips off of the chair and shoved my pants and under wear down. My cock sprang free and I moaned around her toes as she immediately placed her other foot on top of it and pinned it to my thigh.
"Oh look at that," she whispered, moving her foot and causing my throbbing dick to stand at attention between my legs. "You are ready for your gift aren't you?"
My eyes were torn between her perky tits hanging out over her dress, and her equally perfect feet around in my lap. Inevitably the fetish won and I looked down, heart racing as she began sliding her foot along the length of my cock. As it good as it looked it felt even better, and I had to resist the urge to buck my hips against her.
"Hmmm, nice and hard." Charlie purred. "Let me get a little more comfortable and we'll really get started"
Without looking behind her, she reached back and with a sweep of her arm cleared my desk of everything but the computer. Paperwork went flying, and I heard the sound of breaking glass, probably from a picture frame, but couldn't care less. All my attention was focused on Charlie leaning back on her elbows and taking my cock between both of her feet.
"Oh yes, "I breathed as I saw my cock nestled between her insteps.
Charlie pushed her feet together and an embarrassingly loud moan escaped me, as she began sliding them up the length of my shaft. When her feet reached the top she wrapped her toes around the head of my cock and squeezed. I gasped at the sight of my pre cum squirting out of my cock and dripping down her toes.
"Oh yeah baby," She said. "Let's get this cock nice and wet."
She squeezed again, causing more sticky fluid to ooze from my dripping prick. I grabbed the sides of my chair as Charlie started sliding her feet around on my sensitive head. Wrapping her feet back around my cock she started lifting her legs up and down, rapidly sliding her feet up and down my now slick cock. I sat there moaning, no longer caring if I sounded like an excited teenager getting his first piece of ass, this was everything I had thought it would be.
The sight of Charlie jerking me off with her glistening feet was getting to me almost as much as how fucking good it felt. Somewhere in the back of my mind I found myself grateful I had jerked off earlier or I'd have already gone off. That led to the thought that soon I would, I would blow a huge hot load of cum all over those feet and red toes and then watch it drip off of them. Then... then what? Oh, I was so going to suck on those tits and...
All thoughts vanished and I let out another groan as Charlie slipped one foot from my cock, worked it under my balls and started wiggling her toes.
"Oh that feels so fucking good!" I gasped.
As she laughed and started sliding the top of her wet foot across my balls it occurred to me that she seemed a little too good at this. Charlie brought her foot back up to join the other in rubbing my cock. This time however she opened her legs, bent her ankles, and was now rubbing my cock along the soles of her feet. She stopped and started wiggling her toes along the swollen head of my cock.
"Oh, fuck!" I panted. "You...you've done this before haven't you?"
"Nah," Charlie said laughing. "I was just sitting in my office for the last hour watching foot job videos." She gave me that adorable giggle again. "Guess I'm a quick learner."
"I'll say," I moaned. "Damn you're good."
"Just think t how good I am at things I've done before!" She said.
My reply was turned into another idiotic moan as she began moving her feet faster. She was pressing my cock harder between her feet as she worked them up and down, and I began to feel my legs start to shake..
"Hey baby, hope you don't mind if I have some fun too."
I tore my eyes away from my foot sandwiched cock and stared as Charlie opened her legs, revealing that she wasn't wearing any panties. Like her feet and her tits, Charlie's pussy was nothing short of perfect. Her pussy was smooth, as pink as her nipples and even from where I was sitting I could see she was wet. Reaching down Charlie pulled the dress up over her hips, and as I looked on, mouth open like a fool, slipped her fingers down into her pussy.
"Oh, I'm sooooo fucking wet." She purred as her red tipped fingers slid through the pink folds of her pussy.
I swallowed hard, not trusting myself to speak. Instead I watched the show in front of me, and a hell of a show it was. Charlie was sliding two fingers up and down her pussy, stopping each time she reached the top to swirl them around her clit. Each time she did her hips lifted off the desk and she moaned softly. The next time her fingers slid down, I felt my already hard cock stiffen even more as she plunged them into her soaking wet pussy.
"Yes, oh yes," Charlie moaned as she thrust her fingers in and out of her hot little box.
Removing them she started rubbing her clit in circles. She shifted so she was sitting up straighter and taking her other hand started toying with her nipple. I was still moaning from her feet which she somehow was managing to keep working my cock while pleasuring herself, but right now I couldn't take my eyes off of her face. Charlie was sweating, her hair sticking to the sides of her face. Her normally ivory skin was flushed red from passion, her eyes were closed, and her full lips were parted as she breathed heavily.
Beautiful, she was absolutely beautiful.
"Hey baby," She panted. "Go on and grab my ankles, fuck the shit out of those little feet!"
There was no way to refuse that request! I looked back down into my lap, groaning at the sight of my now soaking wet cock between her equally wet feet. Grabbing her ankles I pushed them together so my prick was tightly wedged between her feet. Unable to help it, I smiled as I started thrusting my hips off the chair, fucking her feet the way she'd told me to, the way I had dreamed about doing for the last two years.
"Oh my god!" I moaned as I pumped my cock through her soft wet feet.
I could feel the cum building in my balls and knew it wouldn't be much longer. Above me on the desk, Charlie moaned and whispered, "Go on Jake, cum for me baby!" She moaned again. "Cum with me!"
I heard her breathing pick up and looked up to see her fingers wildly rubbing her clit. I started to look back down at her feet, but found I couldn't take my eyes from her pussy. What a waste it would be to be this close and watch her do it herself. To my own disbelief, I released her ankles, slid my hands up to her thighs, and spreading her legs, said, "Oh no, let me."
"But I thought.... Oh fuck yeah!"
Charlie cried out, as leaning forward I shoved my face between her legs and eagerly plunged my tongue into her dripping pussy.
"Oh yes!" She moaned, as I began rapidly pumping my tongue in and out, using it to fuck her pretty pink pussy.
Her moans were as loud as mine had been, and spurred me on to lick harder and faster. I felt her fingers slide through my hair and grab hold of it. Removing my tongue from inside I slowly licked my way through the soft wet folds of her flesh until I found her swollen button. Charlie yelped and thrust her hips into my face as I traced a slow teasing circle around her clit. Looking up, I saw she was watching me, and pulled my face back enough so that she could watch the tip of my tongue swirl around her pink nub.
"Oh baby," She exclaimed. "Oh how good you look! Here how's this?"
As she spoke she raised her legs and placed her feet on my shoulders as I continued to tease her hot wet flesh. I turned my head slightly and sighed at how good her wet foot looked on my shoulder. Turning my attention back to her pussy I sucked her clit into my mouth and wanted to smile at the delighted squeal she emitted. That squeal turned into a series of moans as I started sucking her clit in and out of my mouth. Each time I sucked it in, I flicked my tongue across it, causing her to thrust her pussy in to my face.
Reaching up, my hands found her tits and I moaned around her clit as I fondled them. I gave them a good squeeze then finding her nipples, took them between my fingers and started rolling them between them.



"Jake," She groaned. "Oh honey, what the hell were you waiting for? Oh you... Oh, yes!"
Taking a chance I gave her nipples a pinch as I sucked her clit harder and faster. Charlie cried out again, and lifted her hips off the desk. I could feel her thighs trembling against my face, and better yet could feel her toes curling into my shoulders. I released her clit from my mouth, and as I started swirling my tongue around it as hard as I could, pinched her nipples again.
Charlie let out a sound that could best be described as a wail, arched her back and thrusting her hips into my face went off like a rocket. She screamed again, and locking her thighs around my head, started grinding her pussy wildly into my still swirling tongue. I continued to tease her nipples with my fingers, and lick and suck as best I could as she writhed and moaned on the desk. I'd never had a woman cum so loud or hard in my life. Jesus what the hell had I been waiting for?
With a long shuddering moan, Charlie went completely limp. Her feet dropped from my shoulders, and I looked up to see she was lying back on the desk, her head barely on it. I smiled at the sight of her heaving tits as she gasped for breath. My hands were still on them and after giving them another squeeze I stood up, leaned over, and took her right nipple into my mouth.
"Oh hell," She moaned. "I was supposed to be giving you a present."
"Speaking of presents,' I said, and pushing forward, pressed my hard cock against her wet pussy.
"Oh fuck yeah," Charlie reached down between us, and grabbing my cock, started sliding it up and down through her wet lips. "Now this is a present."
"Then let me give it to you." I said, trying to push my cock past her hand and inside of her.
"Not yet," She whispered and to my surprise pushed my shoulder with her foot. "Sit back down. It's my turn."
I wanted her in the worst way, but she hadn't steered me wrong yet. Doing as she said I sat back down in the chair, then watched as she slid off the desk and onto her knees in front of me.
"Oh shit." I said feeling like an idiot as she grabbed my cock and brought it to her lips.
She looked up at me with those amazing green eyes and with a wink opened her mouth. In one motion she took my cock deep into her mouth. This elicited another of those sophomoric sounds from me, but I couldn't care less at this point. Charlie sucked my cock right down to the base of my shaft before slowly working her way back up. Removing my cock from her lips she smiled.
"I taste good on you."
She had barely finished speaking, when again she opened wide and took me inside of her warm wet mouth. I sat back waiting to wake up, I couldn't really be sitting here looking into Charlie's emerald eyes while her soft lips and wet tongue worked my cock. She hadn't been kidding about being better at things she had done before. Charlie was effortlessly taking my cock so deep I could feel her lips touching my balls. Reaching up, she grabbed my cock at the base and started following her lips with it, jerking me off as she blew me. Reaching down, I began running my hands through her long sweat soaked hair, before dropping them down and squeezing her tits.
Charlie moaned her appreciation around my cock as I toyed with her nipples. I started to rock my hips in rhythm with her sucking and groaned as she stopped sucking. I hesitated, but when she winked at me I caught her meaning and started moving my hips faster, fucking her mouth as she held still. Oh my god, this woman was hot! I gave her a few pumps then stopped as she squeezed my cock. Taking it from her mouth she stood up and said. "Now it's time for my present."
Swinging her leg up, she put her knee on one side of my leg, then bracing her hands on my shoulders, brought her other leg up, straddling me. She reached behind her and grabbing my cock, lowered herself onto it. We both moaned softly as my cock buried itself into her warm willing pussy. Charlie let her weight go, driving me all the way inside of her, and wrapping her arms around my shoulders started rocking slowly on my lap. I put my arms around her waist, pulling the dress up so that it was gathered at the middle of her back, then grabbing her hips, started sliding her back and forth, helping her to ride me.
Her tits were in my face and I quickly sucked her left nipple into my mouth. Charlie sighed softly, and after a moment pulled her nipple from my mouth, turned slightly, and replaced it with her other one. The chair was small and I couldn't move within her more than a couple of inches, but I was fine with that. I'd been close to cumming twice already and this would prolong things. Pulling her tit away, Charlie smiled down at me, then bending her head kissed me softly. I returned the kiss, and like our fucking kept it slow and easy, our lips and tongues taking their time teasing and exploring. Breaking the kiss, Charlie rested her head on my shoulder and moaned softly in my ear, "I've been waiting so long for this!"
I wasn't sure how to respond, I had thought of us, but I'd been with Sandra and... Charlie continued in my ear, taking me off the hook for an answer.
"And this feels soooo good!" She sighed as she started rocking a little faster on my cock. "And we'll go slow like this later, but for now, let's take the edge off."
Bracing her hands on my shoulders, she pushed herself up and sliding my cock from her incredible pussy, she climbed off the chair and stood in front of me.
"Your turn to get something!"
She immediately turned around and bending over the desk pointed her ass at me. I all but jumped out of the chair, and standing behind her took a moment to admire her ass and better yet her pussy winking out at me from between her thighs. Only a moment however, as unable to hold back, I grabbed her hips and with no hesitation drove my cock deep inside of her.
"Fuck yeah!" She called out and slammed her ass back into me, pushing my cock even deeper into her unbelievably wet pussy. "Let me have it, Jake, just like I know you've wanted to! Go on and fuck me!"
Squeezing her hips, I reared back and started fucking the shit out of her. There was no other way to describe it, Charlie was pressed up against the desk with no room to move forward and I was slamming my cock into her as hard as I could. I hadn't been able to fuck like this in longer than I wanted to think about and was taking full advantage of it. Charlie didn't seem to be complaining. Every time I plunged into her she cried out in pleasure and she was rocking her hips back into me trying to match my thrusts and push me even harder into her.
Charlie's back was covered in sweat, and her long hair was plastered too it. As I had done pinching her nipples, I took a chance and reaching out grabbed a handful of her wet hair and pulled on it.
"Yes! Just like that, fuck me!"
Keeping one hand buried in her hair I put my other in the middle of her back and started fucking her as hard as I could. I was pulling almost all the way out before plunging back in inside. Charlie was so wet my cock was making squishing sounds every time I slammed into her, and my cock was glistening from her juice. Charlie was yelping so loudly I found myself hoping that Bob wasn't making his rounds. My knees were starting to shake and I let go of her hair so I could grab both of her hips and fuck her as hard as I could for as long as I could.
I shook the sweat from my eyes and began going even harder, my heart was pounding and I was starting to breath like a bull. With every yelp Charlie emitted I followed with a desperate moan, I couldn't wait to finally cum! Sensing I was close Charlie had other ideas.
"Stop," She yelled pushing herself up from the desk. "I have your last present!"
She shoved back against me, and I groaned as I reluctantly slid my cock from her. Turning to face me, Charlie hopped onto the desk, lied on her back and spread her legs.
"Holy shit." I whispered as I looked at her dripping pussy, even her thighs were soaking wet.
Every time I thought she couldn't look hotter, Charlie found a new way to show herself off. Stepping up to her, I put my hands on her thighs and started fucking her hard and fast.
"Here," she gasped."How is this?"
Lifting her legs, she placed her bare feet on the sides of my face and started rubbing them on my cheeks. Sliding my hands around her thighs I pulled her to the edge of the desk and started slamming her as hard as I could. Charlie squealed, then taking her foot form my cheek, shoved it in my face. I opened my mouth and eagerly sucked her toes into my mouth. I was in absolute heaven! My cock was buried in her hot pussy, and her perfect toes were wiggling in my mouth as I sucked on them. Charlie's other foot was rubbing along my face, and her sweat slicked tits were bouncing wildly as I fucked her.
It was too much for me and as I felt the cum racing through my cock I cried out around her toes and started fucking her so hard our skin was making loud slapping sounds as I drove into her.
"Oh yeah baby!" Charlie called out. "Cum for me, cum all over my feet!"
That was it. I managed two more pumps before pulling my cock out. I squeezed it hard, holding my cum back as Charlie lowered her feet and put them side by side on my desk. Placing my cock in front of them I released it and cried out as an enormous spurt of cum exploded out and splashed onto Charlie's feet. It was a perfect shot, hitting her in the middle of the top of her foot and dripping down the sides. I pumped my cock furiously and watched in awe as my cum sprayed all over her feet and toes. When there was nothing left I pushed my cock onto her foot and squeezed it, trying to get every last drop onto her toes.
"Oh, look at that." Charlie cooed wiggling her cum covered toes at me.
"Oh, fuck me." I gasped and all but fell back into my chair.
"That I did!" Charlie laughed as she sat up on the edge of the desk.
She had slid her feet off and I watched as my cum dripped from her feet onto the carpet. Going to have to clean that myself I thought idly. We both sat there catching our breaths and grinning at each other.
"Merry Christmas Jake." Charlie said.
"I'll say," I breathed out. "Who the hell needs a party?"
"Not us baby," She laughed. "Just you me, and..." she lifted her leg and slid the mistletoe ankle bracelet off. "Some of this."
"In a great spot." I told her.
"yeah, it was kind of a shame you wanted my feet more than me in the beginning, but whatever works." She sighed. "I think we had more fun than we would have there."
"You think?" I laughed.
"Hey," Charlie began as she looked at her watch. "It's only eight thirty, why don't we get dressed and go have a few drinks?"
"Umm," Thinking of the party made me think of work and the people I we worked with. "hey Charlie, what if anyone finds out we..."
"Stop right there!" She said raising her finger to me. "That crap is why it took me three years to get you to be with me. I don't want to hear it Jake, its Christmas, no what ifs, no buts, no regrets, we're in for a fun night and I hope a lot more than that, so tonight just shut up okay?"
"Yes ma'am." I nodded smiling.
"So like I said, let's clean up, get dressed, go have some drinks then go back to my place." She smiled wickedly "Then we can enjoy our fetish some more."
"That sounds..." I stopped as I caught what she said. "our fetish?"
She giggled.
"I told you I had a fetish, I just left out it was the same as yours."
"Wait a minute," I said sitting forward. "I asked you if you ever let anyone play with your feet and..."
"And I said no," She shrugged. As she did her small tits bounced and I wanted nothing more than to suck on them again. "But I did tell you I would like it as long as they wanted to do more."
"Yeah but,"
"Oh Jake, why is everything a but with you?"
She got off the desk and coming over to me, sat down on my knee, and swung her legs up over the arms of the chair so she was in my lap. I immediately put my arm around her shoulder and drew her into a kiss. Pulling away she smiled at me.
"You know, I know exactly what you meant about being frustrated. I've spent a long time wanting to have a guy worship my feet and let me give a foot job, but I wanted it to be with someone I really wanted to enjoy not some shmuck from a bar." She gave me another quick kiss. "I wanted it to be with someone special, someone I cared about."
She stretched her legs out and cooed. "Oh and it was sooo much better than I thought it would be."
My eyes followed hers and I saw my cum still dripping from her feet.
"Jake," she continued. "I know this sounds funny, but well, you know I had a thing for you, but it was kind of just a crush. Then when I found out we even had the same fetish, I felt like we were meant to be."
She looked at me and suddenly laughed loudly.
"What's so funny?"
"Well," she paused and laughed again. "You know what they call people who are meant to be together?"
"I don't know what?" I asked.
She laughed again.
"Soul mates."
"Uh, okay." I shrugged.
"Get it?" She laughed and wiggled her feet. "We both want each other, and we both love feet, we're sole mates!"
She started laughing hysterically as if it really were hilarious. It was kind of funny, but the smile I gave her was more from seeing her so happy then the joke.
"Okay, I get it, I get it." I said laughing.
"Oh, you got it alright and you're going to get more." Looking at me with those amazing green eyes she continued. "So how about it? We clean up, go have a few drinks, do some dancing then go back to my place and you can break out the oil and give me a nice long foot massage!"
As she spoke I saw she was still holding the mistletoe. Taking it from her I said.
"Well only if you have this on, after all it is Mistle-Toe"
This time I laughed loudly, but looking at me Charlie shook her head.
"So how about that drink?"
"Oh, what you didn't like that one?" I asked.
Smiling, she leaned in and gave me a long lingering kiss.
"I like you baby" she kissed me again.
I pulled her tightly to me, and nuzzling my face into her neck kissed her just under her ear.
"Merry Christmas Jake and thanks for the shoes," She giggled. "They were the best gift ever."
"No, you're the best gift ever." I turned my head and kissed those perfect lips. "Merry Christmas Charlie."
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Oh yeah, that's it, I thought while watching Tracy kiss my chest, Just keep heading south. Instead of south however, Tracy slid her face to the left. My initial disappointment gave way to an excited thrill, as flicking her tongue out, she began licking my nipple.
"Oh, that feels nice." I whispered, bringing my hand up and rubbing it across her soft back.
"Yeah?" She asked, looking up at me with her big blue eyes, "You like that Matt?"
"I love how it looks even more."
I meant what I said. Her pink tongue sliding around my chest looked fucking amazing, and for the first time in awhile I felt my hopes rise; maybe we would finally have some good hard sex. Tracy giggled and blushing, put her head down sending my hopes in the other direction. In the beginning I'd found Tracy's shyness sweet and endearing. After all, we were each other's firsts, and I think I would have been taken aback if she had fucked like a porn star right off the bat. That first time had been six months ago and I starting to get frustrated. Hell if it wasn't noon, I wouldn't even be able to watch, as at night she always wanted the lights off when we fooled around.
I couldn't understand what she was shy about, Tracy was hot as hell. She had an incredibly tight little body that included a perfect set of perky little tits, a firm round ass that fit just right in the palms of my hands, and her legs were in great shape from cheerleading. Her baby blue eyes went along with long curly blonde hair, and a smile that never failed to make me smile back.
"Well I'm glad you like it." Tracy whispered looking up at me and giving me that smile. "After all, it is your Christmas present."
I smiled back at her and told myself to relax. Right now I had it pretty damn good. It was the day before Christmas, both my brothers were in town for the week, and best of all I was lying naked in Tracy's bed. Speaking of naked, all she was wearing was the silver bracelet I had given her an hour ago for Christmas. Making things even better, her mother was at work and we had all afternoon to play. Tracy slid up to me, and kissed me softly. I was lying with my right leg between hers, and could feel my hard cock pressing against her soft thigh. Even better than that, I could feel the heat of her pussy against my leg, and couldn't wait to see her spread it for me. Yeah, all things considered it wasn't bad being me right now.
Tracy lightly slipped her tongue across my lips, and I parted them to let it invade my mouth. I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her closer to me. Tracy sighed happily and I gave a silent thanks to my oldest brother Todd who told me a few weeks ago when he called at Thanksgiving that it would be better if I didn't press and let Tracy get wilder on her own. As if trying to prove him right, Tracy broke the kiss, gave me a mischievous little smile that caused my heart to beat faster, and started sliding back down my body. Again her soft lips and wet tongue teased their way down my chest, but this time she didn't linger, she just kept working her way towards my aching cock. I reached down and started running my fingers through her hair and sighed at the sensation of her hard nipples sliding across my stomach. I again became aware of her pussy against my leg, and with a thrill of excitement realized it was leaving a wet trail along my flesh, she was excited too!
Tracy stopped at my stomach and started kissing and licking there. It felt good, looked great, but I could feel myself trembling with excitement. To this day she had not once sucked my cock directly in front of me. In the beginning either the lights would be off, or she would lie across me and all I could see was the back of her head. She'd also never given me a full blow job or let me cum anywhere near her face never mind in her mouth, I found myself hoping that could be part of my present today. Before Tracy I hadn't gotten beyond a little heavy petting with anyone else, and I was dying to know what it would feel like to be sucked off. To shoot my cum into her cute little mouth like all those guys did in the dirty movies I watched every night.
Today could definitely be the day! Tracy had made her way all the way down between my legs, her arms were resting on my thighs and her face was just over my hard cock. Tracy looked up at me nervously, and smiling reassuringly, I used another tip Todd had given me.
"You look so sexy down there," I said softly. "So beautiful."
When I saw Todd tonight I was going to fucking kiss his ugly ass! After blushing and giving me the cutest little giggle, Tracy grabbed my cock in her hand, and kissed it. I groaned and my hips twitched as the kiss was followed with her swirling her tongue around the swollen head.
"Yeah, you want me too?" She asked.
"Of course I do," I told her. "You know I do."
"Okay," she said looking at my cock as she gave it a slow pump with her fist, "Merry Christmas!"
I couldn't help but moan as Tracy slid her lips over the head of my cock and slowly took it into her mouth. She went down a couple of inches and slipped it back out. She licked her lips, and did it again, this time taking me a little deeper. I started caressing her back and stared at her, mesmerized by finally getting to see my cock sliding in and out of her mouth. Oh, this was the best present ever. I was aware of everything and it all felt incredible. Her hard nipples were pressing against my thighs, her long hair felt great on my stomach, but of course best of all was her warm wet mouth and silky tongue caressing my throbbing cock.
My cock started throbbing even harder as she began taking it deeper. She was halfway down now, and was starting to use her hand as well, stroking me as she sucked. Tracy moved her head slightly and her hair fell across her face, obscuring my view. I slid my hand up her back, and getting a handful of her hair pulled it away from her face. Tracy had her eyes closed and I whispered. "Look up at me."
Tracy opened her eyes and after a brief hesitation looked at me. A thrill went through me as I looked into her big wide eyes as she blew me. I started running my fingers through her hair, and felt my thighs begin to start trembling. Tracy wasn't sucking all that hard or fast, but I was so worked up, I was already getting close to going off. I didn't want it to be over so soon and said quietly,"Tease me a little."
Tracy slipped my cock from her mouth.
"Tease?"
"Yeah," I reached down and caressed her cheek. "You know, lick it up and down."
"You didn't like what I was doing?" She looked upset." It didn't feel good?"
Keeping calm, I told her. "It feels too good! I just you know," I grinned. "Wanna enjoy my present more."
"Oh okay," She smiled again and I breathed a silent sigh of relief.
That silent sigh was transformed into a moan when dipping her head, Tracy placed her tongue at the base of my cock and worked it up the length of my shaft.
"Oh that looks so good Trace." I whispered, running my fingers through her hair again.
"Glad you like it."
She swirled her tongue around the head of my cock and licked the other side.
"Do you like it?" I asked.
"Hmm-mmm" she grunted as she worked her way back up.
That little sound sent a surge though me. She did like it! She was going to get into it just like those girls in the blow job movies I loved to watch.
"Tell me what you like." I told her.
"I..." Tracy smiled and kissed the head of my cock. "I like making you feel good."
"No, tell me what you like doing to me."
Tracy looked at me as her hand still slowly stroked my cock. She knew what I wanted, I had asked her to talk dirty before, and figured since she was being more fun today...
"I really don't like to say it Matt."
"Come on Trace," I said getting frustrated. Was it that much to ask? "Don't act like a little kid."
"Kid?" she asked, letting go of my cock. "I'm between your legs blowing you, and I'm a kid I..."
"See there you go!" I told her excitedly. "Damn that sounded hot!" I smiled at her. "Say it again."
Tracy looked at me then giggled.
"You mean you like me blowing you?"
"I love you blowing me," sliding my hand between us I stroked her hard nipple. She moaned softly and my cock twitched at the sound. "I love you loving doing it to me." I continued, "Say it again, please?"
"I like blowing you Matt." She said, giving my cock a squeeze. "I like...." She paused, then whispered. "I like sucking your cock."
"Oh damn!" I all but shouted "Now was that so hard?"
"No, but this is." Tracy squeezed my cock again causing some pre cum to ooze out "And I like that it's hard for me."
Oh, this was going to great! Tracy looked down at my cock then using the back of her hand wiped my sticky pre cum away. I was hoping she would have licked it off, but she made up for it by opening wide and taking my cock back into her mouth. Not only did she put it back in, but this time started sucking much faster than before. I laid there moaning at not just how good the heat of her mouth felt, but how fucking incredible she looked working my cock. She was again using her hand as well, and taking more of me down into her warm wet mouth then she ever had before.
I clenched my hand in her hair and she looked up at me. I immediately loosened my grip, but kept my hand on the back of her head. After a minute I grew bold and started lightly pushing on the back of her head as she bobbed up and down my cock. I wasn't pushing hard, I was simply guiding her, but it was amazing. Just like the fucking movies. I was lying here getting a real blow job and any time now I was going to cum right inside of that pretty little mouth.
"Oh Tracy," I gasped, encouraging her. "Oh look at you! Look at you being a naughty girl."
Tracy gave a little giggle around my cock that sent a shiver through me. I kept going.
"That's right, look at you being a naughty little thing."
Tracy winked at me and spurred on, I took it further. "Yeah you love it don't you?"
"Hmmm-mm" she moaned around my throbbing prick.
That little noise was rapidly becoming the best thing I'd heard since the little squeal she had released in my ear when I had slipped inside of her for the first time.
"Oh yeah," I groaned as I felt my legs start trembling again. "You love sucking that cock don't you?"
Tracy looked up from blowing me her eyes narrowed, but continued to suck. Too caught up to care she didn't seem thrilled with that last remark, I kept going.
"Yeah you're going to suck me off aren't you, you nasty little thing?"
I could feel the cum starting to building up in my balls as Tracy's hot mouth and wet tongue continued to work me up.
"I'm going to cum nice and hard for you Trace, right in that hot little mouth of yours."
Tracy shook her head, but I was beyond caring.
"Don't pretend you don't want too, you're going to love it aren't you? Go ahead, suck that cock you little slut, suck the cum right... no!"
Tracy had started to pull her head from my cock. I was almost there and as she tried to pull away I held her head down, and started pumping my hips, fucking her mouth. Tracy squealed, and mistaking it for an excited sound I wrapped my hand in her hair and started using it to push her mouth up and down on my cock.
"Yes!" I groaned. "Oh yeah look at you letting me fuck your mouth, oh you dirty little..."
I was cut off by Tracy suddenly pushing hard on my legs, lifting her mouth from my cock. As soon as she did she swatted at my arm and yelled.
"Stop it!" She sat back on her knees, breathing hard. "Don't treat me like that!"
"Goddamn Trace," I gasped. "I was getting ready to..."
"I'm not a slut!" She snapped. "And I don't like you treating me like one!"
I could see she was really pissed and felt my cock starting to deflate.
"Come on Trace, it's only fun, you know I don't think you're a slut."
"Then why do I have to act like one for you?"
As she spoke, I found myself staring at her small round tits. Her chest was heaving and they were rising and falling with her breaths. Tracy had tiny pink nipples that were still hard and I wondered what she would look like playing with them for me.
"It's all you ever want!" She continued, snapping me out of my sex induced fog. "Why can't you just be happy with me being a good girl?"
"Tracy you are a good girl." I told her, sitting up. "You're a great girl," I paused and reaching out took her hand. "You're my girl."
Tracy yanked her hand away from mine and realizing she was really upset, felt a sinking feeling in my stomach.
"Well I guess that's not good enough for you." She crossed her arms over her tits. "Maybe you'd be happier with one of those little sluts from the sorority at school. "I bet they'll let you pull their hair and call them names!"
"I don't want them Tracy I..."
"You what?"
I shook my head and just decided to say it. "I would just like you to be like that sometimes."
"You want me to be a pig?" She asked. "A slut."
"Well, not like a slut who messes with a lot of guys, just you know," I shrugged. "Slutty with me, you know, be fun."
I knew I'd fucked up the second I'd said it.
"Oh well I'm so sorry I'm no fun!" Tracy snapped.
Turning away from me she rolled over on the bed, so that she was sitting up next to me. Pulling the covers up to her chin she looked at me, her lip trembling.
"I'm sorry I'm a lousy lay and you don't like being with me." Putting her head down she whispered. "Maybe I'm boring, but I love you."
I could see the tears starting, and she choked out. "Guess you didn't like you present," Reaching up she started fumbling with the bracelet I had given her. "Here you can have this back."
"Tracy please," I whispered, feeling like a first class asshole.
No not like one, I was one. What the hell was wrong with me? Tracy was a great girl. Pretty sweet, loyal, and she had been damn good to me when Dad had passed away four years ago, and we hadn't even been dating then, we had just been friends. I really did love her, and loved being with her. I just wanted to start having more fun in bed, and now I had her in tears the day before Christmas. Sitting up next to her I took her hand away from the bracelet and put my arm around her shoulders.
"I'm sorry Trace," I said kissing her cheek. "I...I just got excited and carried away, you know I love you just the way you are."
A slight lie, I would prefer her being my little slut, but it wasn't worth this.
"Then why do you always want me to be dirty like that?" She asked, looking up at me with her tear filled eyes.
"Just because it would be fun Trace, we love each other and you're the only girl I want to be with so that's why I want you to do that, I don't want to do it with anyone else, really."
"Really?"
"Really Trace," This time I kissed her softly on her lips. "I'm sorry I was such a jerk, I shouldn't have pushed you."
"I tried you know," she pushed her lips into a pout and I had to stop myself from smiling, Tracy pouting was the cutest thing in the world. "I guess I'm no good at it."
"You kidding?" I tilted her chin so she was looking at me, "You were damn good at it, that's why I got so excited."
"Yeah?"
"Of course, but too excited I guess." I kissed her again. "I'm sorry Tracy I didn't mean to ruin things."
"It's okay," She said, leaning into me and resting her head on my chest. "I just don't like being talked to like that. I don't know who would."
"Well in the..."
"Matt, you watch too much porn." Tracy said matter of factly. "Those girls are getting paid to act like that; most girls aren't like that."
"Some do." I told her. "There are girls who like too..."
"How do you know?" She asked. "You talking about the stories about those girls at school? Those girls will fuck any guy who comes around and look how they get talked about." She sighed. "I don't want to fight Matt, tomorrows Christmas."
"I don't want to fight either." I said hugging her close. "I'll try to you know, not expect you to..."
"Let it go Matt," She said snuggling into me. "Maybe someday I'll be okay with it, but not with you pushing me. But I mean it; you watch too much of that shit." She raised her hand and looking up at me kissed me.
"I love my bracelet Matt, thank you."
"And I love you Trace." I kissed her, and this time it wasn't a peck, but a long deep kiss.
Tracy kissed me back and turning, I wrapped my other arm around her slim waist. I hugged her tightly as we kissed, and she sighed sweetly in her throat. I felt my cock begin to stiffen again, and started sliding my hand up her side. Tracy turned towards me and I felt her nipple pressing into my chest. My hand slid back to caress her soft stomach and moving upwards, I found her tit and cupped it in my hand.
Tracy broke the kiss, "I'm not really in the mood right now Matt, I just want you to hold me is that okay?"
I fought back the urge to groan. Instead gave her what I hoped was a convincing smile.
"Of course it's okay." I said. "There's no place I'd rather be, then right here with you."
That one was a line Chris had given me, and it worked to perfection. Tracy smiled, kissed me quickly, then nuzzling her head into my neck cooed, "Oh Matt, you are so sweet."
"So are you Tracy." A little too sweet, I added dryly.
*****
I drove home from Tracy's house with mixed emotions. On one hand, I knew I should be happy and grateful. I had pushed Tracy when she had already been trying her best to give me what I wanted, and made her feel like it wasn't enough. Hell, I'd held her head down and tried to make her keep going. By rights she should have kicked my stupid ass out of her life, never mind her bed. Instead she'd let me stay in bed with her and eventually we dozed off. We awoke to the alarm going off at three. Her mother wasn't due home until four, so trying to make amends, and admittedly to try to ease my frustration, I started kissing her softly and sweetly, holding her close the way she liked and telling her how much I loved her.
Tracy seemed hesitant at first saying she was still a little upset at me. I told her I understood, but then went for her weak spot, her neck. Nuzzling my face into her hair I started to kiss and suck on the tender flesh just above her shoulder. Tracy cooed, and moaned softly, and after a moment whispered, "Okay, but nice and easy okay?"
Nice and easy was the way we always did it, but I was not about to complain. I rolled over on top of her and just as she wrapped her legs around me, and I began to enter her, we heard her mother pull in.



We hurriedly dressed and managed to make it down the back stairs to the den before her mother got into the house and came looking for us. I stayed for awhile and planned on waiting for Tracy's father to come home to wish him a merry Christmas, but then her Mom mentioned my father, and how tough the holidays must be on my mother. I know she meant well, but her words had the opposite effect on me, causing me to think about how much I missed him. I made an excuse to leave and walked out with Tracy. She gave me a kiss and apologized for her mother not thinking before she spoke. I said it was okay, and with a smile Tracy told me that her parents both had to work the day after Christmas so why don't I come over nice and early?
I told her that sounded great, then hopping into the beat up old grand am I bought with the money I'd made landscaping last summer, headed home. I came to a red light and sighed. Again, I told myself I was lucky to have a girl that sweet, but what I really felt was frustrated. I'd been close to getting what I wanted and screwed it up, then I'd been close to at least getting laid and that got fucked up as well. For the thousandth time since we'd been sleeping together, I tried to figure out what the problem was.
Whenever I thought of sex with Tracy I was torn, part of me thought, what was the big deal? So she wasn't a freak, at least I knew she was loyal and loved me. Then again, was it so much to ask to have her fuck like a woman and not a kid? She knew I loved her, and wanted only her, that was why I pushed; I didn't want to fuck someone else. She might have a point about the porn however, on average I watched a couple of hours a night and when I saw a hot video couldn't get it out of my mind. There were nights I would jerk off two to three times. I figured that if I could have that kind of sex, even just once, maybe I would calm down about it. But as today proved Tracey just didn't seem interested. I'd even tried to get her to watch porn with me, but she'd rolled her eyes and given me the, "You'd rather watch those girls then be with me?"
I sighed to myself. Thinking about it just added to the frustration, but it was still better than the thought of it being another Christmas without my father. My mood lightened when I pulled up in front of the house and saw that both Todd and Chris were home. Todd was in his senior year at UNC and Chris a sophomore at Penn State and they had both staying until New Years. It was hard to believe that after years of them tormenting me, I would have missed them, but once Dad had passed away they had both not only stopped picking on me, but we had gotten quite close. Chris had come home for the summer, but until earlier this week I hadn't seen Todd since spring break. It also made me happy to see Mom so happy. She had said countless times this week how good it was to have her boys together again.
Mom was home as well, but would be leaving soon for work. It sucked she had to work Christmas eve, but the tips at the club were too much to turn down. Oddly, when I saw her this morning before I left for Tracy's she hadn't seemed too upset about it, telling me that she was sure my brothers could keep me entertained. She had said it with an odd smile and as she turned away, I caught her winking at Todd who had been sitting at the kitchen table. Todd winked back and I narrowed my eyes wondering what was going on.
There had been quite a few moments like that during the week. Several times Mom had mentioned this Christmas being very special to her. Each time she did I would catch my brothers grinning at each other, as if they knew something I didn't. Adding to my suspicion was that they were being exceptionally nice to me. Not that they were terrible to me these days, but they would still bust my balls to no end, about pretty much anything. This week however, they were being almost disturbingly nice, even affectionate. Putting their arms around me, clapping me on the shoulder, smiling away at anything I said. To top it off, Todd had even given me a hug last night and told me how much he missed his little brother, and then with a wink said he couldn't wait until I got my present this year.
I asked him if he knew what I was getting. Although Dad's huge insurance policy had covered my brother's college and left plenty for my education as well, things were a little tight around the house and I'd told Mom not to worry about getting me anything. Todd had given me that shit eating grin that always made me want to smack him, and said that Mom had something very special for me. I couldn't get anything else out of him except some more teasing when he called Chris in the room and asked him if he thought I was going to like what Mom had for me. Chris had smiled, put his arm around me, and said, "Matt, you are in for the best Christmas of your life."
The two of them laughed, but again didn't seem to be teasing me. Instead they both seemed strangely excited. Mom had walked into the room, and asked what was going on. When Todd had turned to her and told her that he and Chris were telling him about how special Christmas was going to be this year, she gave me a huge smile, kissed me on the cheek, and looking into my eyes said, "That's right, I have something very special to give to my baby this year."
I turned to look at her, and smiled back. Between my father's passing, money troubles and two of her sons leaving home for school, Mom had had more downs than ups over the last three years, although she did always seemed especially happy around Christmas. Thinking about her last remark to me I remembered her telling Chris a couple of years ago, that she'd had something special for him that year. Standing there with Mom, her arm still around me, it dawned on me that I couldn't remember him getting anything that seemed like a big deal. My thoughts had come back to the present when I realized that Mom was leaning up to kiss me again. I turned my cheek for her, but to my surprise her lips found my neck and kissed me there.
I stood there frozen for a moment. Not only had the kiss been in kind of an awkward spot, but it her lips lingered for a moment, before very slowly sliding away from my neck. It was the way Tracy would kiss me, and for a moment I found myself thinking how good it felt. Mom's lips were full and soft and the kiss had been very light, almost a caress. Startled at that thought, I pulled back and looked at her, not sure what to say. I saw her looking over at Todd, who was smiling broadly at us. When Mom glanced back at me she touched my cheek and said, "You're a good looking boy Matt, all my boys are." She laughed. "Your Dad and I did some good work."
"Well Matt and I do look like you," Chris said. "How could we not be gorgeous?" Turning to his right he pointed at Todd, "Not like the mutt of the family over here!"
I laughed as Todd punched Chris in the arm hard enough to make him cry out. Chris was right though, both he and I had inherited Mom's black hair and big brown eyes, whereas Todd had my Dad's dirty blond hair and blue eyes. Right now Mom's eyes were bright as she also laughed at my brother's. Her long black hair was down, and I thought that she looked fantastic. Even though it had been three years since Dad died, Mom had only gone on a couple of dates, and I thought it was a shame a beautiful woman like her, was alone.
"Chris is right Mom," I told her. "You are gorgeous."
Mom looked at me, and although she was still smiling it looked like her eyes were beginning to fill up. I started to ask if I'd said something wrong, but stopped as throwing her arms around me, she hugged me close to her.
"Oh, thank you honey," She whispered in my ear, "I'm so glad you think so!" She kissed my cheek and added. "I can't wait to give you your present Matt, I am so excited!"
Over her shoulder I could see Todd and Chris staring at each other and grinning. Again I wondered what the hell was going on here. They definitely knew what I was getting, and whatever it was they seemed happy about it as well. My attention went back to Mom who while still hugging me had turned her face into my neck and again I felt her lips brush me there. Like the previous kiss, it felt strangely pleasant, and I wondered if it was wrong to think that. Pulling back, she smiled.
"Thanks again, honey you really are a sweetheart!"
"Momma's boy!" Chris laughed.
"Yeah he is," Todd joined in, then shaking his head said. "Lucky bastard."
I wasn't sure what that meant, but Chris nodded in agreement and walking away from me, Mom had gone over and putting her arms around my brothers laughed and said, "Now don't be jealous, you both had your time as my boys, its Matt's turn now."
I'd spent some time this morning wondering what the hell the big deal could be, but then it was time to go to Tracy's to get the other special present I was being promised. Well that hadn't quite worked out the way it was supposed to, so now I again found myself wondering what Mom had in store for me.
I got out of the car and when I entered the house saw Todd was asleep on the couch, in front of the TV. I walked past the bathroom and heard the shower going; Mom must be getting ready for work. I went upstairs and on the way down the hall to my room glanced into the spare bedroom to see Chris sitting on the bed with his lap top open and headphones on, probably plying World of War Craft or one of the other online games he was addicted to. Going into my room, I closed the door and was thinking about looking at the English assignment I had to do over vacation when I glanced over at the computer.
Like a moth to the flame I went over and sitting at my desk, brought the screen up, and entered the name of my favorite porn site. I clicked on the blow job category, and after only a minute of staring at the pictures of each video clip could already feel my cock starting to grow. Hard to believe I could be horny considering I'd just had sex a couple of hours ago, but just the thought of what the girls in those videos did for their men got me worked up to no end. I stared at the screen for a minute at the days new videos. All the girls were hot of course, and there was a cute blond that resembled Tracy. I continued to search however, until I found a stunning brunette, with big dark eyes. Clicking on it, I found myself thinking that it was funny how I'd always had a thing for doe eyed brunettes, but was in love with a blond.
I sat back and began stroking my cock through my jeans as the video started with the guy on his back and the girl between his legs. His huge hard cock was in her hands and she was licking and teasing the head of it. Looking up at him she said, "Oh look at this big fucking cock! I can't wait to suck it!"
She then did just that, taking it all the way down her throat and bobbing her head rapidly. I swallowed hard as I watched her effortlessly deep throating him and moaning in pleasure while she was doing it. As she blew him the guy told her, "Yeah suck that cock, you little whore, you love it don't you?"
Removing his cock, she smiled.
"That's right I'm a cock sucking whore, and I love it, now how about you fuck me with this big hard dick?"
As she rolled over onto her hands and knees I started unsnapping my pants, intent on getting off to the video. The girl squealed as the guy drove his cock into her pussy and started slamming the shit out of her.
"Oh fuck yeah!" She screamed. "Oh yes, fuck that pussy baby, fuck that nasty little pussy!"
Why the hell couldn't Tracy act like that I thought as I reached into my pants, grabbing my cock. What the hell was the big deal? It was only words why couldn't she just...
"Hey little brother!" Chris's voice came from behind me. "What are you...whoa!"
I quickly shoved my cock back into my underwear and fumbled to get my jeans zipped up.
"Shouldn't you fucking knock?" I asked, turning in my chair, as he came over.
"Shouldn't you lock your damn door if you're going to spank it?"
Chris grabbed the small chair that Tracy sat in when we studied together, and pulling it over, sat down next to me.
"And why the hell are you spanking it anyway? Didn't you just come from Tracy's?"
"Well yeah," I shrugged.
"Well what happened she didn't put out?" Chris asked as he stared at the video, which was still playing. "Damn, look at that little slut go!"
Ignoring that question, I reached out and paused the video.
"So what's up, did you want something?" I asked.
"Well honestly, I was going to ask you how it went with Trace, you told me she was supposed to cut loose with you today."
When I looked away from him he prodded, "Well? Come on bro, spill the details, did Trace get her freak on or what?"
I sighed.
"You answered that already Chris, you think I'd be watching this if she did?"
"Hey I thought maybe she had you so hot, just thinking about it had you going again."
"Yeah well you thought wrong," Sitting back in the chair I sighed, "She started out great, then I kind of got a little carried away and fucked things up."
Chris nodded and put his hand on my arm.
"You wanna tell me about it?"
"Why so you can bust my balls?" I rolled my eyes, "Run and tell Todd so he can too?"
"Come on Matt," Chris said. "You know me better than that, I mean yeah I bust your chops, but that's just 'cause you're my little brother. But you know you can talk to us."
I thought about it for a minute, then figuring maybe it would make me feel better about things I told him of my little misadventure with Tracy. True to his word he sat and listened without making any jokes. I ended by putting my hands out and saying, "Really Chris. Am I being an asshole? Should I just settle for boring and give it up, or is she just acting like a kid?"
"Well she is kind of a kid Matt," Chris said. "You guys are eighteen and haven't been with anyone else. You're both still learning."
"It's been six months, how long does she need to learn?" I asked.
"Look Matt, first off it's not a terrible thing she's a good girl, but I know what you mean, you want the lady in the street freak in the bed, but right now she ain't comfortable, and tell you what, your damn lucky she didn't bite it off when you shoved it down her throat." He laughed "Hell I would say you were damn lucky to be invited back after being such a tool."
"You're right." I nodded. "And that's why I get frustrated, Tracy's great and I don't want to cheat on her with some pig, I just..."
"Want her to be your pig." Chris finished.
"Pretty much."
"Well, tell you what bro, she may never change." He shrugged. "So if you really want it hot, you may have to step out."
"Yeah but,"
Cutting me off Chris pointed at the computer.
"See the thing is Matt, you're watching these videos and all the little barely legal's on here are acting like sluts because, well they are, but they're also making big bucks. Tracy's a normal girl who's only gotten one dick in her life, and doesn't have a clue."
Chris looked over at the computer where the video had ended. Leaning over he gave my chair a push, causing me to roll a couple of feet to the right.
"Here let me get in there."
I rolled away a little more so he could reach the keyboard and watched as he scrolled through the different categories the site offered. I read where he stopped.
"Milf's?"
"Yup," Chris nodded, as he clicked on it. "Older women Matt, they are the way to go."
I watched the site come up and looked at the various videos.
"Yeah, but I mean they're old," I laughed. "They're like Mom's age."
"But they know how to fuck man!" Chris exclaimed. "They been around and know what they love, and ain't shy about it, that's what you want isn't it?"
He had been skimming through the videos and finding one he liked, clicked on it.
"Besides," he said. "Just because they're older doesn't mean they aren't hot. Hell Mom's beautiful Matt, you said it yourself this morning."
"Beautiful yes," I nodded. "But that's different than hot or sexy."
"Why?" Chris asked.
"I, well umm, because she's...."
My words trailed off as the video came up. There was a young guy sitting on the couch and a woman who looked to be in her forties kneeling between his legs sucking his cock. No, not sucking it, she was attacking it. Sucking it all the down and shaking her head like an animal. She was sucking so hard that when she pulled his cock from her mouth, spit flew and there was a wet popping sound.
"Damn." I said.
"Oh, god yes!" The woman cried out as the guy started slapping his cock across her cheek. "Yes, wipe that hard fucking cock all over me!" Grabbing it from him, she began rubbing it all over her face. "God I love this nice young hard cock!"
"Go ahead Matt, "Chris grinned, "Tell me she isn't fucking hot."
I watched transfixed as she started deep throating again. She was naked and although obviously older, her large tits were still pretty firm and I could see her bald pussy peeking out from between her legs as she knelt before him. The guy started moaning, grabbed the back of her hair, and started thrusting his hips into her face, fucking her mouth. The woman moaned around his cock and started making gagging sounds, but continued sucking on it. He cried out that he was going to cum, and yanking his cock from her mouth, she proceeded to jerk him off all over her face.
"Yes, all of it!" She groaned. "I want every fucking drop of that hot fucking cum!"
Despite the fact I was sitting next to my brother, I felt my cock getting harder by the second. At this point the woman was licking the dripping cum off of his cock, while moaning as if she were cumming.
"So what do think?" Chris asked. "Not so bad huh?"
"But like you said about the young girls," I said still watching the cum drip off of her face on the screen. "She's getting paid, and..."
"Trust me they're all like that man, and best of all?" He pointed at himself then me. "They love young guys like us. Guys they're age can't get it up enough for them, so they go after us, we got youth, they got experience," He sighed and looking at the computer said. "That's just what you need, a nice hot cougar to show you the way."
"Yeah well Like I said I don't want to cheat and..."
"What are you guys having a beat off party in here?"
We both glanced up to see Todd come in. Walking over and looking down at the last scene of the video, he ran his fingers through his light brown hair and whistled.
"Shit, she looks like a wild one," with a shrug he added, "Then again all the older ones are."
"Damn straight!" Chris agreed. "See that Matt, Todd knows how it is."
"Why are you guys watching porn together?" Todd asked sitting on the edge of my bed. "I know you guys are tight, but that's a little much no?"
"Well Trace still won't play bad girl for Matt here and..."
"Shut up will you?" I snapped. "Christ, I didn't need this to be a family meeting about my sex life."
"Chill out Matt," Todd said calmly. "It's only us man."
He looked over at Chris and the two of them stared at each for a minute before Todd said.
"So I take it Tracy's still playing shy?"
"Yeah, it's no big deal I guess." I shrugged. "There's worse things."
"So what's with the video?"
"I was telling Matt that what he needs is to find a nice hot milf, give him just what he wants no?"
"Absolutely!" Todd nodded, then smirked, "Hell best night of my life was with a woman who was around forty."
"Really?" I asked. "You were with a woman that old?"
"Yup, hottest woman I've ever been with," he winked at Chris. "Absolutely gorgeous she was."
"And fun?" I pressed, "I mean like this kind of fun?" I pointed at the computer.
"Anything I wanted." Todd told me, then after a pause continued, "But nice too, I mean we did it raunchy, but then we took our time." He smiled. "Best of both worlds man, I'll never forget that night."



"What did she look like?" I was caught up now, envisioning Todd, who at twenty two could easily pass for older. I could definitely see him catching the eye of an older woman.
"Big brown eyes, long black hair," He grinned, "Nice tits, long legs and the best mouth I ever..."
"Okay, okay. Jeez Matt, don't keep asking, he'll need a minute."
"Yeah?" Todd asked, "I heard you were the one who only needed a minute." He laughed and Chris looked away embarrassed.
"Hey look it was the first time that night and," He looked at me. "Anyway we aren't talking about me."
"So how old were you, when you were with her?" I asked, ignoring Chris.
"Eighteen," Todd answered. "I'd been with a couple of girls from high school and had some fun, one of them was a little, shall we say experienced, but Matt this woman blew her away." He laughed . "And me of course."
"Hey that's something," Chris spoke up. "I was eighteen when I was with a cougar too."
"Oh, knock it off," I said. "Do you have to say you did everything Todd did?"
Before Chris could answer Todd said, "Hey Matt, I'll be the first to tell you Chris is full of shit most of the time, but he's not making this up, I remember the night."
"What, were you there?"
"Well, I saw her, in fact I kind of helped break the ice a little for Chris, then I left my brother with her and she made him a man," Leaning over, he clapped Chris on the shoulder. "She was beautiful wasn't she man?"
"Hell yeah she was," Chris said, "Took damn good care of me, in every way."
"So what did she look like?"
"Brunette, dark eyes." Chris said laughing.
Like I had all week I had a feeling there was some kind of private joke going on, and I was somehow the butt of it.
"How old?" I continued, trying to ignore that feeling.
"Oh, I'd say about Mom's age no?" Chris asked Todd.
"Yeah about that."
They again smirked at each other, and unable to help it I said.
"Was it the same woman? Is that what you goons are grinning at?"
"You'll find out soon enough what we're grinning at," Todd laughed. "Hey Chris why don't you..."
"Knock, knock." Mom's voice came from outside the door, "Everyone decent in there?"
"Don't know about decent," Todd called out. "But we're dressed."
I turned to the computer, but saw Chris had already closed out the porn site.
"Goddamn Mom," Todd exclaimed. "Look at you!"
I turned back around to see her come into the room and my eyes widened. Mom worked as a waitress at a cocktail lounge, and I was used to seeing her in skirts that were a bit on the short side, but nothing like what she was wearing tonight. Mom was dressed in a short red skirt that was so short I doubted she could bend over without showing her ass. Her long and still very well shaped legs were encased in a pair of red fishnet stockings that were as sexy as anything I'd seen the girls in the movies wear. The fishnets ended in a pair of black stiletto heels that were so high I was amazed she could walk.
My eyes trailed back up her legs, trying to remind myself that these were my Mom's legs, because I'd be lying if I said they didn't look good. Above the skirt Mom was wearing a red sweater that was both very tight, and extremely low cut. Mom was not small on top, and there was quite a bit of cleavage showing. Also visible was the top of the black lace bra she was wearing. Mom's long black hair was down and she had tied a red ribbon into either side of it. She was wearing make-up and her full lips were crimson red.
"Wow," Chris whispered from next to me. "Mom you look amazing."
"Yeah honey, you think?" She asked.
"I don't think, I know." Todd said softly as he stood up in front of her. "Mom, you look hot!"
"Awww, aren't you boys sweet!"
Reaching up, Mom placed her hand on Todd's cheek and lightly trailed her long red nails down it. Todd closed his eyes as she did, and leaning forward Mom kissed him, as she had me earlier, on the neck. I looked over at Chris ready to whisper in his ear and ask him if he thought that was kind of weird, but stopped when I saw the look on his face. He was staring at Mom intently, and not her face. Following his gaze I could see it was fixated on her legs. I looked back at him and noticed his mouth was slightly open and as I continued to watch, his eyes wandered up to Mom's tits and I saw him shake his head slightly. If I didn't know better I would have thought he was checking out our mother.
I looked back over to see that Mom had put her arm around Todd's shoulders and looking over at us, gestured for us to come over. Chris and I both stood and walked over to them. Smiling Mom put her arms out and hugged each of us. I felt another arm on my shoulder, and looked over to see Todd had come up behind Chris and I, so that we were between he and Mom.
"So nice, to have you all here." Mom whispered. "Your dad would be proud of all of you."
I put my head down on Mom's shoulder, not wanting my brother's to notice that I was getting a bit misty eyed. I think Mom sensed it anyway as she hugged me tighter to her. I also felt Todd squeeze my shoulder reassuringly.
"It's going to be a very special holiday, especially for you my baby." she said softly in my ear.
Before I could say anything Mom stepped back and said, "So you boys think your Mom's still got it?"
"You never lost it." Todd replied.
"You are smooth!" Mom laughed delightedly. "But I look good really? Tonight's a big night for tips so I wanted to show off a bit."
"Hmm," Chris said, making a show of stroking his chin. "I don't know, I need a better look."
Mom let out a little girl like giggle that made me smile. The smile faded as putting her arms up over her head, she slowly turned around for Chris. My eyes widened as she bent over slightly, just enough to cause her skirt to rise and for me to see her black lace panties. I also caught a good look at the cheeks of her ass. My eyes dropped down, only to be confronted with the backs of her legs in those porn star fishnets. My face felt warm and I realized I was blushing from seeing this much of my mother's body. Her very well shaped body, I noted, then instantly quickly turned away, embarrassed even further by that thought.
"So do I pass muster?" Mom asked.
"I think you'll be coming home with a lot of money tonight, that's for damn sure."
"I don't know," she sighed. "Lot of younger girls there."
"Yeah, but they're kids, you're a woman." Todd told her.
"Do you have those written down somewhere?" She asked him. "If you do, you should sell them to guys my age, most of them think 'hey honey, how about it', is a come on." Glancing at her watch Mom swore, "Shit, I have to get going."
"See you later Mom," Chris said kissing her cheek. "They going to let you out early tonight?"
"I'm not sure, probably not." Looking over at me she said. "But seeing I have to work, you guys have some eggnog for me okay?"
Mom started to leave, and then stopped.
"Todd honey, can you come with me for a minute?"
When the two of them left the room, I looked over at Chris to see he was staring at me, a slight smile on his face.
"Hey, what was all that about?" I asked.
"What was what about?"
"Mom. I swear you were checking her out."
Chris shrugged.
"I was."
"You...what?" I asked.
"Hey Matt, not for nothing, Mom's a good looking woman, you see those legs?"
"Chris that is sick." I said shaking my head disgustedly, even though that very thought had briefly crossed my mind. "You're talking about Mom like she's..."
"An attractive woman." he said. "Come on, Mr. porno king, you didn't like those stockings?"
"If they were on anyone else probably, but she's my mom."
"So you did think they were hot!" He laughed.
"That's not what I said!" I declared adamantly as much to myself as to him, as I knew damn well I had thought they were.
"Yes it is," Chris grinned. "You think Mom has nice legs you're just too much of a little kid to own up to it." He laughed again. "You still think of her as your Mommy Matt? Don't want to think she's a woman?"
"Shut up asshole." I snapped. "Don't try to make me feel bad because I don't check out my own mother." I grunted. "Go ask your friends what they think of their Mom's, see what you get."
"Aww, Mattie's getting mad." Chris smirked.
"Bullshit I am," I started "I..."
"What's going on?" Todd asked, coming back into the room.
"Chris is sick, that's what's going on."
"Well that's nothing new, what's he doing now?"
"Never mind."
"Go ahead Matt," Chris egged me on. "Tell him why you think I'm nuts."
I thought about it for a minute, then blurted out to Todd.
"He was checking out Mom's legs. I mean really checking them out, and he thinks that's okay."
"You were staring at Mom's legs?" Todd asked Chris.
"Damn straight I was."
"Well why the hell would you be doing that?" Todd started.
"Yeah see!" I exclaimed. I went to say more but Todd continued speaking,
"Why look at her legs, when her tits were all but hanging out? Shit man, the real show was up top."
"Todd!" I snapped. "What the hell..."
"Oh, don't think I didn't see them," Chris said. "But what can I say? I'm a leg man and those stockings were too much," He smirked, "Then when she turned around and I saw her..."
"What is wrong with you two?" I demanded. "You're talking about our Mom, not some slut at a bar!" I pointed at them. "What the fuck?"
Chris looked as if he were going to say more, but Todd put his hand up to him, and gave me that smug grin of his.
"Okay Matt, go easy, we're just fucking around with you, don't get mad."
"I don't think he's kidding." I gestured at Chris who was sitting down at the desk, trying not to laugh.
"He is," Todd said reassuringly. "Well sort of, Mom's not just pretty Matt, she's sexy too, but yeah, enough is enough."
He stared hard at Chris until he sighed and nodded at him.
"Yeah I was just pushing your buttons Matt, you don't have to get all worked up."
"Not yet anyway." Todd said.
"What's that mean?" I asked.
Looking over at Chris, Todd said simply "Chris, get out."
To my surprise Chris didn't argue. Instead he rose and walking past us slapped me on the arm.
"Just messing with you bro, no hard feelings okay?
"Yeah sure."
As I watched him leave, Todd came over and put his hand on my shoulder
"Listen Matt, Chris and I are just having a little fun with you, but we got a big surprise for you in a few hours and..."
"What surprise?" I asked. "Does it have something to do with what Mom has for me?"
"I can't say exactly Matt," he began. "But you're in for the best Christmas you've ever had." He winked.
"Mom said the same thing, what's the big deal?" I asked. "You guys have been acting weird all week, and Mom kind of has been too." I paused then deciding to speak my mind continued. "I don't think Chris was kidding about her! He was really looking, and..." Looking away I added quietly. "She seemed like she liked it, and she kissed me kind of funny what's going on?"
"Mom's just affectionate sometimes." He shrugged. "Maybe it's because she hasn't really gotten over Dad and she doesn't date, so she likes to be close to us."
"But it was..."
"Look Matt, I can't tell you everything right now. All I'll say is something tells me you are going to love your surprise tonight. You just trust me okay?"
I nodded. Although Chris and I were closer in age, I'd always felt closer to Todd, and knew he wouldn't lie to me.
"Good." He said. "Now why don't you take a shower and chill out, maybe even take a nap. I'll come back up in a few hours and we'll get to your surprise, how's that?"
"Umm, yeah okay."
"I'll see you later then."
Todd started to turn away, then abruptly turned back around and gave me a hug.
"Matt, tonight is going to be the biggest night of your life, I can't wait to see the look on your face!"
*****
I looked up from my reading at the sound of my bedroom door opening. Mom walked into the room and closed the door behind her. I glanced at the clock, and saw that it was only nine o'clock. The club must have let her go home early.
"Hey Mom," I began. "The club close..."
I stopped as Mom put her finger to her lips, and walked over to stand next to me. I sat up, and started to get up, but Mom put her hand on my shoulder, and shook her head. I started to ask her if everything was okay, but stopped as, lifting her leg, Mom put her heeled foot up onto the bed. I found myself staring at those amazing red stockings, and the well shaped calf that they hugged so well. I told myself to look away, but instead my eyes drifted up her leg and along the length of her thigh. The skirt was so short, that I could see the crotch of her black panties. With a start I also realized that the fishnets were thigh highs. Just above the red band was the creamy white flesh of her thigh.
"Like my stockings Matt?" Mom asked softly.
"I... well," I stammered.
"You know the great things about these?" She asked as her long red finger nails traced the edge of them. "I can take my panties off, and these can stay on." She smiled at me. "Just like those nasty girls in those movies you like."
While I sat there unable to speak, Mom removed her foot from the bed, and standing straight, reached behind her. I heard the sound of a zipper, and her red skirt fell to the floor. I gasped at the sight of her standing there in her tight sweater, wearing just the panties and stockings.
"Watch, I'll show you."
Grabbing the sides of her panties Mom started sliding them down past her hips. My eyes were locked between her legs and I watched as the black material slid down to expose her...
I jerked awake, and sat up with my heart pounding. What the hell was that? I took a few slow deep breaths until my breathing slowed, and looked at the clock. Damn that was weird, it was nine. On the subject of weird, where the hell had that dream come from? Here I was calling Chris sick for looking at Mom, and I had just dreamed of her showing me her panties, and making out with me. I stopped at that thought, and felt myself relax. That's where the dream had come from; watching Chris look at Mom, and him and Todd busting my balls. I'd had it on my mind, and it surfaced when I fell asleep.
With a sigh, I reached back, and propping the pillow up behind me, leaned back against the headboard. I rubbed at my eyes wondering what time Mom was coming home. After Todd had left, I had decided to do as he said. I took a long hot shower, tossed on a pair of shorts and after working on my English project for awhile found myself dozing off. So I figured I would shut the light off and sleep for a couple of hours. As I wiped at my eyes, I realized I was sweating. Chris, who was always cold, had probably cranked the heat again. I shook my head, wondering how many times Mom would have to yell at him, before he stopped doing it. I stripped the t-shirt I was wearing off, and tossed it onto the floor. I kicked the sheet off, to let my legs cool off, and noticed that there was a small wet spot on the white shorts I was wearing and my cock was semi hard. Oh, that was just great, I'd had a wet dream about my own...
I jumped at the sound of a loud knock.
"Hey Matt, you up man?" Chris called.
"Yeah," I called out. "Come on in."
The door opened and both Chris and Todd entered. Leaning over, I turned the lamp on and saw that Todd had a half gallon of eggnog in one hand. In the other he had a bottle of Captain Morgan. Seeing me looking at the bottle he laughed, "You're eighteen now Matt, time to have some real holiday spirit!"
As he spoke he placed the bottles on the desk and opened the rum. Chris put down three small glasses, and a bag. Reaching into the bag, he removed several candles and as Todd began pouring eggnog into the glasses started placing them around the room.
"What the hell is that, mood lighting?" I asked.
"Maybe it is." Chris said as he struck a match and started lighting them.
I started to get up, but Todd waved me back down.
"Stay right there man, be comfortable."
Todd finished splashing some rum into the three glasses and putting the bottle down, came over to sit on the bed next to me, and hand me a glass. Chris finished lighting the candles and grabbing his drink from the desk, sat in the office chair and rolled it over so he was sitting alongside the bed on my left. Reaching over, he shut the lamp off, leaving the room bathed in candlelight. Todd raised his glass in front of me and said.
"First toast of the night goes out to dad." He paused and added quietly, "We all miss you."
We clicked our glasses together and I took a large swallow of the eggnog. I gasped at the taste of the rum and as I coughed Todd and Chris laughed at me.
"Better get used to that for when you go to college next year bro." Chris said.
As I watched he tilted his head and finished his drink in one long gulp. I took another sip, a smaller one this time and watched as Todd downed his drink as Chris had. He immediately put the glass down and poured another drink. Chris handed him his glass and turning to me said, "Come on slow poke, drink up so we can have another toast."
Taking a deep breath, I managed to quickly finish the drink and after handing Todd the glass, winced at the burning sensation the rum was leaving down my throat and into my stomach. Within seconds Todd had pushed the glass back into my hand and Chris looked at me,
"Your toast Matt."
Letting out a sigh, I lifted my glass, "To Mom, and everything she's done for us." They went to lift their glasses and I added. "And for having my brother's home with me."
"Cheers to that!" Todd said, as we again clicked glasses.
This time I held my breath and as my brother's did, quickly drained the glass.
"Damn," I whispered as I put the glass down. "That stuff is strong."
Todd had taken the glass and quickly refilling it, tried to hand it back to me. I could already feel my head beginning to spin and put my hand up to say no.
"Just one more toast, Matt." Todd said, pushing the glass at me again.
"Okay." I said, shaking my head to clear my vision, and taking the drink from him.
Todd refilled the other two glasses, and lifting his, Chris said, "Here's to my little brother on his eighteenth Christmas," Extending his glass to me he smiled. "Tonight is your night Matt!"
Not sure what he meant, but not really caring at this point, I banged my glass into his and this time didn't need to hold my breath to chug the drink. I finished and sat there blinking. This time the rum hadn't tasted bad at all, in fact it went down pretty damn smooth. My head was no longer spinning, but felt pleasantly...light.
"Can I have some more?" I asked, handing my glass to Todd.
"Sure, why not? I'll whoa easy..." Todd said as I let my glass go, before he had it.
The glass bounced off the bed, and landed on the rug. It didn't break, but I did notice that some eggnog had splashed on it. Mom was going to be pissed. Ah so what? Right now I was feeling pretty damn good. While Todd reached down to pick up the glass, Chris spoke from where he was sitting to my left.
"Todd make that next one light, he passes out our asses are grass."
"Shit,' Todd said as he stood up. "Didn't think of that."
I sat there watching with a smile on my face as Todd made me another drink and very carefully put it in my hand.
"Sip at this one okay Matt?"
"Sure."
Todd nodded and after finishing his latest drink put the glass down on the nightstand. Walking over to the desk he grabbed the extra chair, brought it over to the bed and sat down in front of me. I took a sip of the drink. It wasn't as strong as the other, which actually made it better, as I could taste more of the eggnog. I looked around the room and sighed contentedly. I'd always enjoyed candles. In fact the first time I'd slept with Tracy, her parents had been out and I had lit some before we had started playing. Thinking of Tracy's hot little body and tight little blond pussy, gave me a warm feeling inside and... No, it was just...



"It's warm in here." I said to Todd.
"A little," he grinned. "I think it's the booze too though."
"Maybe." I agreed, taking another sip.
"Hey Chris come on over." Todd said pointing next to him.
Using his feet, Chris rolled himself over to the foot of the bed so that he was next to Todd. I looked at both of them and smiled.
"I really missed you guys!"
"I'll bet!" Chris laughed. "Easy on the nog kid, next thing you know you'll be telling me you love me!"
"Well I do." I told him. "I love both of you!" I giggled and added. "Even though you're jerks sometimes."
"We love you too," Todd said softly, surprising me with the serious look on his face. "Mom loves you too Matt, very much."
"That's right." Chris added. "Mom loves all of us, but especially her baby."
I looked over at Chris to see him smiling away at Todd. Again I felt there was something going on between them. Oh well, who cared? I brought the glass to my lips and quickly drained it.
"Wow that's good!" I said.
I held the glass out to Todd. Taking it from me, he put it on the table, but made no move to refill it.
"Feeling okay Matt?" He asked.
"I feel great!" I exclaimed.
"Good," He nodded. Again he glanced over at Chris for a moment, before turning back to me.
"Well Matt, it's getting to be time for your surprise."
"Oh yeah?" I asked excitedly. "The one from you guys, or is Mom coming home early to give me hers?"
Todd paused and looked as if he were thinking, then clapped me on the shoulder.
"Well let's talk about ours first." He grinned at me. "So you know when we were in here earlier and we were telling you all about how hot older women are?"
"Yeah," I nodded smiling away. For some reason everything seemed to be making me smile. "That woman in that movie was smoking hot!"
"You think?"
"Oh, man she was fucking the shit out of that kid!" I said.
"Just the way you want it right?" Todd asked. "That's what you've been dying for no? A woman that will act like that? Get all nasty with you? Take control?"
"I..." I thought about it, and found thinking was getting a little harder than it had been a few minutes ago. "Well I want Tracy to do that, but..."
"We're not talking about her." Todd said. "I'm asking if that's what you want."
"Well..."
"Trace isn't here Matt." Chris piped in. "It's just us, guys talking about sex. So yes or no, wasn't she the kind of woman that you want?"
"Yes." I said with an exaggerated nod. "Just like that." I laughed. "Fucking wild!"
"Good." Todd said. "Now remember when we said that we had both been with a nice hot milf?"
"Yeah," I said, "But I think you guys might have been messing with me."
I was aware that it had come out as messhing but didn't care.
"Well we weren't. I was with a beautiful older woman when I was eighteen and so was Chris at the same age."
"Same age?" I asked, shaking my head to try to clear it. "That's kind of weird no?"
"Nope, not at all. Matter of fact, not only were we the same age when it happened, but it was with the same woman."
"That's," I frowned as I struggled to try to figure out if he were pulling my leg. "More than weird."
"No," Todd said "It was planned that way."
"Planned? I don't get it. Who planned it, and who was..."
"See Matt, it's a tradition." Chris said.
"Tradition? What the hell kind of tradition is that?"
"The best fucking tradition ever, that's what it is!" Chris laughed.
Todd laughed as well, and I found myself joining in. I wasn't sure why, but hell if they thought it was funny why shouldn't I?
"It's an old tradition actually." Todd began. "On the Christmas of our eighteenth year, Chris and I were both taken, by the sexiest most loving woman you could ever imagine."
"Loving?" I was ready to ask more about this alleged tradition, but that word seemed out of place. "What happened to nasty fucking?" I giggled. "Hell, Tracy's loving. I thought we were talking about..."
"She was both." Chris said quietly. "She was a wild ride man, but second time around she was the sweetest thing you could imagine." He sighed. "I really think I liked it better that way."
"See I was other way around." Todd said turning to Chris. "It was nice and easy the first time, then she went into high gear." He pursed his lips in thought. "Think I'm with you though, the way she loved me..."
"What the hell has this got to do with my surprise?" I asked, getting impatient.
"Booze got to your brain little brother?" Chris asked. "You really can't put it together?"
"I..." I forced my mind to focus on everything they had said, and then it hit me.
"It's my eighteenth Christmas." I said quietly.
"That's right Matt!" Chris exclaimed excitedly. "So what do you think that means?"
I stared first at Chris, then at Todd. This was a joke, it had to be.
"Well according to your story, I guess that woman is going to show up and have sex with me."
"Exactly." Todd nodded. "She's going to be here soon Matt, and you are going to..."
"Whoa!" I said putting my hands up. "First of all I think you guys are fucking with me, but if you're not, what about Tracy?" I shook my head. "I don't want to cheat on her, she wouldn't so it to me, and..."
"Easy Matt, it's not really cheating." Todd said.
"How the hell do you figure that?" I asked him.
"Well it's," Todd frowned. "A little hard to explain, but thing is it's a once in a life time thing Matt. You'll get everything you want, and she'll never know."
"I would though, and..."
"Think about it Matt," Chris leaned forward. "Everything you've been fantasizing about, all the things Tracy won't do." He pointed over at the computer. "Imagine a woman who will act like that."
"Not only anything you want," Todd said. "But anyway you want it."
My mind was instantly flooded with images. All those nasty girls fucking and sucking, taking cum in their mouths, their faces, getting fucked hard and fast and begging for more. I could feel myself becoming aroused just thinking of it. I shifted on the bed as my cock began to stiffen. Part of me felt funny, getting excited with my brothers sitting not two feet away from me, but I also felt more relaxed then I could ever remember. I thought of the video Chris had showed me. A woman twice my age, but hot as hell. Not only hot but experienced. A woman like that wouldn't mind if I told her to suck my cock. Hell, she'd tell me she wanted too. I had a vivid image of the woman Todd and Chris had vaguely described, a woman with long dark hair and brown eyes, staring up from between my legs. Stroking my cock, licking it, sucking on it until I came in her mouth!
I realized that the room was getting warmer by the minute, and that my cock was now fully hard. I wasn't wearing underwear and placed my arm down in my lap so my brothers wouldn't notice I was pitching a tent. Either Todd noticed anyway, or my excitement was showing in my face, because he smiled and nodded.
"That's right Matt, you think about that. You know you want it man, and you're going to get. Better than anything you've seen on the web, because it's going to real Matt."
"Tracy though,"
I saw Chris slap himself in the forehead, but remaining patient, Todd continued softly.
"She'll never know Matt, who's going to tell her? Chris and I won't. That's part of the tradition Matt, we don't tell anyone. Think about it, this is the first you've heard of it. We're not going to say a word man. You can have everything you want for a night, then move on."
"That's right Matt," Chris said. "Think about how frustrated you've been, how bad you want it. It's going to be a problem Matt. Look at today, you came real close to seriously pissing Trace off. What if you do it again?" He put his hands out. "Be a shame to lose a sweet pretty girl like her over something like that."
"Chris is right," Todd said taking over the conversation. "But if you just relax and let tonight happen, you'll be satisfied, you'll get to know what it's like. And you'll always have that memory. You'll be more relaxed and patient with Trace, and know what," He grinned. "If you stop pushing she'll come around Matt, I know she will, then you'll have no worries. Come on man, you know you want too."
I really did. The more they talked the more I thought about it. Somewhere in my mind I was telling myself not to bite, they were fucking around, but another part of me wanted to believe it. I wanted to think there was some hot mystery woman who was going to show up any minute now and fuck my brains out.
"Umm," I started. "So when is she coming? You guys aren't going to..," I felt like an idiot, but went on anyway. "You know, watch or anything are you?"
They both laughed and I felt myself blush. Catching his breath Todd said, "No, Matt it's just going to be you and her man, we're just going to..." he seemed to be looking for a word. "Introduce you and make sure you're okay with everything then it's just going to be you and her."
"So is that a yes Matt?" Chris asked. "You want too?"
"Yeah." I nodded. "I really do." I smiled. "So besides black hair and brown eyes what does she look like?"
"You'll find out soon enough." Todd told me. "Trust me, you might be a little surprised when you see her, but not disappointed."
"Is she coming soon?" I asked shifting again as my cock pushed into my thigh. "It's already after nine and..."
"Don't worry about that." Chris said. "You'll have plenty of time," he smiled. "All night as a matter of fact."
"All night?"
"That's the best part of the tradition Matt," Todd said smiling. "Waking up Christmas Morning."
"Well what about Mom?" I asked. "What if she comes in here? I can't sneak someone out on Christmas morning!"
"Don't worry about Mom." Chris laughed. "She's part of the surprise."
I saw Todd shoot him a dirty look. I frowned and looked at Todd
"How is Mom part of it?" I asked. "She doesn't know about this woman does she?" I realized how stupid that sounded and laughed at myself. "Never mind!" I told Todd. "That was dumb, of course she..."
"Mom does know all about it Matt." Todd said softly. "And Chris is right; she is part of the tradition."
Before I could ask what he meant I saw Todd look over at Chris again, a serious expression on his face. After a moment Chris nodded, and Todd turned back to me.
"Matt it's time we told you about a very special family tradition."
"A tradition where hot women have sex with young guys?" I laughed. "This sounds like one of those movies on a sex site."
"No Matt, its more than that. It's been going on in our family for generations, and it's for the women too on their eighteenth Christmas."
"What?" I shook my head. "What is there some guy in his forties who has sex with the girls?" I felt my erection fading, they were screwing with me.
"In a way, yes." Todd said seriously, "We've been talking about sex Matt, but it's really a lot more than that."
"Oh, really?" I was pissed they had played me, but was trying not to show it. Maybe I would let them keep going, see what they were trying to pull before I told them I'd had enough. "All you guys have been talking about is a wild ride, so what else is it about?"
"It's about love Matt." Todd was still speaking in that quiet serious tone. Credit where it was due, he was doing a remarkable job of keeping a straight face while trying to get me to bite on his story. "It's about sharing your heart as well as your body with someone very special to you."
"Special to me?" I laughed. "You're talking like Tracy. All that making love shit."
"Well Tracy is right, but of course you can have love and lust too, you can and will have whatever you want, but in the end little brother, it is about closeness and love."
"Whatever." I waved him off. "And how the hell is love involved when I don't even know this woman?"
"Because you do know her Matt." He smiled. "You know her and you love her."
I stared at him for a minute trying to figure out where this was going. It was obviously a joke, but Todd was still looking at me intently, and I found myself wondering if I knew a woman that looked like that. Forties, long black hair, brown eyes. The only woman I knew who resembled that description was...
Before I could finish the thought, Todd put his hand on my shoulder and whispered.
"Matt, the woman is Mom."
I shook my head, trying to clear it. The rum must have really gotten to me.
"What... what did you say?" I asked.
"The woman that is going to give you the night of your life, is Mom, see Matt that's...."
"Mom," I repeated. "You're telling me that our mother is going to come in here tonight and have sex with me?" I blinked as the dream of Mom pulling her panties down crashed into me. A dream I had only because of these idiots talking trash about her.
"That is what I'm saying," Todd nodded. "But like I said it's not just about sex it's..."
"I..." I struggled to control myself. "Have a question."
"Well I'm going to explain everything Matt," Todd said. "But go ahead."
Closing my eyes I took a deep breath and tried to tell myself to stay calm. This was a joke no doubt, but the sickest one I had ever heard. I wanted to simply tell my brother's that I was done with them for the night, and to leave me alone. I wanted to do it calmly so they wouldn't think they had gotten the better of me. That was what I intended on doing, but when I opened my eyes and saw Chris sitting there with a slight smile on his face I lost it.
"What the fuck is wrong with you?!?" I demanded.
"Matt," Todd gave my shoulder a squeeze. "I know it's..."
"It's fucking sick is what it is!" I snapped slapping his hand away from my arm. "Get your hands off me, and get the fuck out of my room!" I looked over at Chris. "You too, you asshole!"
"Matt, please don't get mad." Todd began, still speaking softly. "This is a big deal and..."
"What the fuck is wrong with you?" I demanded, pointing my finger in his face. "Look, you two want to yank my chain about getting laid, fine! But how dare you talk like that about Mom!"
"Matt let Todd talk." Chris started. "Mom's going to be here soon and she'll be upset if you don't want to be with her. You don't want to..."
"Stop it!" I yelled turning to face him. "Do you hear yourself? You're talking about me having sex with my mother and..." I stopped as something dawned on me. "You...you two are trying to get me to think that you did! That Mom slept with..."
"She did Matt." Todd said. "Both of us and now it's...hey!"
Todd cried out and moved to the side as I swung at him. It was more of a slap than a punch, and he ducked most of it. I did catch him on the side of the head hard enough to make him rock back in the chair.
"Shut up!" I yelled at him. "Jesus Christ, our dad's gone and you're talking about this disgusting shit about Mom?" The booze was definitely getting to me as I swung again.
Ready for it this time, Todd caught my wrist in his hand and shoving my hand down, reached out with his other hand and again placed it on my shoulder.
"Matt!" He snapped, raising his voice for the first time. "Calm down and let me talk! This isn't a joke, but not really what you think, it's wonderful it's..."
"A fucking lie," I yanked my hand away from his. "And a sick one! I'm going to tell mom what you're saying to me." I realized how immature that sounded, but didn't care.
"Go ahead Matt." Chris said with a shrug. "But before you do listen to us, because Mom trusted us to tell you about this, and right now you're making it kind of hard on us."
I started to snap at him, but stopped when he shook his head, and whispered, "Please listen to Todd Matt, otherwise Mom is going to be disappointed and we want her to be happy, she's looked forward to this all year. We don't want to ruin it for her."
There was something in his tone that made me stop. Of the three of us Chris was definitely the most obnoxious and certainly the most stubborn, hearing him not only say please, but say it while genuinely looking upset, caused me to look back at Todd. Sensing I was calming down Todd took his hand from my shoulder and started speaking quietly.
"Okay Matt, here's the deal. Just let me talk, I know its going to be tough to understand, but at least listen. I know that over the years I've teased you and played some jokes on you." He nodded over at Chris. "And I know that over the years Chris and I have kind of teamed up on you. I mean we're older and you were always the baby, and we were jealous so sometimes we would go out of our way to pick on you."
Todd was looking into my eyes and I felt even more confused. He not only looked serious, but his eyes looked as if they were beginning to fill up. If this was an act, it was a hell of a good one.
"But you know when Dad had the heart attack, things changed and I promised Mom I would help look out for you, and I think we all got a lot closer no?"
I nodded, feeling my own eyes start to burn as Todd brought up Dad. The rum must be messing with my head big time, I had gone from horny, to mad, to upset in less than a minute.
"Yeah, "I whispered. "You guys have been real good to me."
"And we always will be, we're brothers Matt." He paused and took a deep breath. "So I'm going to ask you to trust me with this. I know it's going to sound crazy and yes, maybe a little sick at first but you have to let me finish okay?"
"But it is sick." I said. "And I know it's a lie and..."
"I don't blame you for thinking that way," Todd said. "But it is true, and tell you what, I'm going to tell you that you can feel free to tell Mom anything I tell you. In fact I'll sit right here when you tell her, so will Chris. Maybe that will convince you we're not jerking you around." He put his hands out. "So, you willing to listen?"
I shrugged. I didn't really see a choice. I doubted I could make them leave the room, so my only option would be to play along until Mom came home. I felt a tightening in my stomach at what Todd had said, that I could tell Mom. Why would he do that? This couldn't be true there was no way that....I stopped as my mind went back to the way Chris had been staring at Mom earlier, the look of desire on his face. On the heels of that was the memory of how Mom had kissed my neck, how her soft lips had lingered there, and how I'd had the fleeting thought of how that was how Tracy kissed me. No, I shook my head, this was bullshit!
"Matt?"
I looked up to see Todd staring at me. When he saw I was paying attention, he began speaking.
"Trust me I know how you feel. In fact for me it was even more confusing because I didn't have anyone to tell me about it ahead of time. It was just Mom and I. She started telling me about this and I was totally confused, and honestly kind of scared. I didn't know If she were trying to test me or what was going on and then..."
"Wait," I interrupted. "When you were eighteen, Dad was still alive. Where was he? You can't tell me that..."
"You don't remember a few years ago Mom took me out the day before Christmas? Said she wanted to spend some time with me alone, because I would be going back to school after the holiday?"
I nodded. I did remember that, Dad took Chris and I out to lunch and to a movie.
"Well Mom took me to this little motel in Johnston. I didn't know why we were going there, but she said it was surprise. So we check in and I'm sitting on the bed while she's in the bathroom."
Letting go of my shoulder he sat back in the chair and looked up at the ceiling as he spoke, as if he were recalling what he was describing.
"She comes out of the bathroom wearing this see through little red night gown and sits down next to me." He shook his head. "I put my head down, because I could see her, well I could see her tits right through it.
"Todd, stop." I said quietly, but he went on as if he didn't hear me.



"She started telling me about how for generations there has been a secret tradition that says that on Christmas eve of a son or daughters eighteenth year, the parent sleeps with them as the greatest gift they will ever receive."
"Bullshit." I said simply.
"Let him talk Matt." Chris said quietly.
"That's pretty much what I said Matt." Todd continued. "Maybe not just like that, but hell man she was Mom. But she said that it was okay, and that I was her beautiful son, and she wanted to enjoy me in that special way. Wanted to enjoy every part of me."
I put my head down, and had to resist the urge to put my hands over my ears. When the hell was Mom coming home?
"I held back, it was wrong, people don't do that shit." Todd said. "But she started telling me how her father had been with her and how wonderful it was."
"What?" My head snapped up. "Grandpa slept with Mom?" I threw my hands in the air "For Christ's sake Todd, what the hell have you been smoking at college?"
"Not just Mom, but Aunt Kathy too."
"I don't believe I'm listening to this."
"And it's never discussed, except on Christmas eve when they bring it up and say how special it was, but that's it. That's why it's always such a surprise." He shrugged. "Our cousin Jack is three years older than me; I never knew he was with Aunty. That's kind of the fun of it, we both know we've had our time with our mothers but we have never once said it."
"Hey Joel's going to be eighteen next year." Chris added. "Bet Auntie's already looking forward to it."
Todd turned back to me, but Chris spoke again.
"Hey Todd, what if, well you know what if the kid is the same sex." He made a disgusted face. "The dad's don't..." he trailed off.
Todd smiled.
"I asked Mom that once. She said that, that is how you know the tradition is meant to be. You can go back generations and it's always been daughters born to sons and sons born to daughters."
"Really?" I caught myself asking.
"Absolutely!" Todd answered with an even bigger smile, probably because he could see that despite myself I was getting caught up in his twisted fairy tale. "Think about it, Grandpa had two brothers, but he and grandma had two daughters. Aunt Kathy has two boys, and Mom has us." He grinned. "Looks like we're all going to have girls."
"And if you do you're going to...." I trailed off, sickened at the thought.
"That's not something to think about for a long time Matt," Todd said, then glancing over at Chris pointed at him. "Stop asking questions, you've been through this already."
Looking back at me, Todd went on.
"So anyway Matt, like you I was pretty weirded out. But Mom was right up close to me, she smelled so good, and she was pressing against me. She started whispering in my ear about good she was going to be to me, better than any of the girls I'd messed with because we were so much closer. She kissed me and I tried to back away, but she had my hair, and a minute later I was kissing her back."
Todd again had that faraway look in his eyes and a slight smile on his face as he spoke.
"It was amazing, the next thing I know we're..." He stopped as he saw what had to be a look of disgust on my face. "Matt all I can say is nothing had ever felt more right. We had gone to the hotel at noon and didn't check out until ten." He shook his head. "When we got back Dad was pissed because we were supposed to be back early, and I remember thinking how mad he would really be if he knew."
"Oh my god!" I exclaimed. "Dad never knew!"
"Of course he didn't" Todd said as if I were stupid. "The tradition is on Mom's side."
"So Mom slept with you, then was with Dad." I said quietly. "She cheated on..."
"No she didn't!" Todd snapped . "It's not cheating Matt; it's a beautiful once in a lifetime experience! Mom never touched me after that. The closest we came to being inappropriate after that is that every Christmas eve she gives me a nice long kiss and tells me how great that day was. It's not cheating Matt, its family."
"You sound like a Jerry Springer episode!" I said, completely appalled.
"Springer, that's a good one!" Chris laughed.
"But really," Todd went on, ignoring him. "That's why it's okay for you. Tracy will never know Matt, and it's not like Mom is some whore at school. She's different; it's not like being with another woman."
"Yeah think about it," Chris said. "You sleep with a girl at school; Trace will find out, she's never going to ask you if you've slept with your mother." He laughed again.
"That's because no one does that!" I told him.
"You know Chris; I think you had too much egg nog." Todd grunted. "You're not helping me out here."
"Well let me," Chris said.
Getting up he sat on the edge of the bed next to me.
"Don't bother," I told him. "I've heard enough."
"Hey you let Todd talk, you can listen to me a minute." he put his hand on my leg. "See Matt, I can identify with you more than Todd can."
"Is that so?" I asked sarcastically.
"Of course, think about it. First off Mom didn't come to me first like she did Todd; it was big brother over there that did just what we're trying to do. He sat me down and started telling me all about this and..." he laughed. "Tell him Todd."
"He smacked me in the mouth like you tried to do." Todd said grinning.
"That's right." Chris agreed. "I was just like you Matt, I didn't want to hear that bullshit about my Mom, plus you know with Dad being gone, I had that thought too and I was pretty disgusted."
"I feel a but coming," I sighed.
"Todd got me calmed down, and told me what he told you. I was like 'yeah okay Oedipus' and figured I'd listen then go tell Mom that Todd needed some help. But as he kept going I started thinking about it. I..."
He looked away as if embarrassed.
"Go ahead and tell him Chris." Todd encouraged. "It'll help us out."
With a sigh Chris continued.
"I was a virgin. I had a couple of girlfriends, but I kept getting nervous when it came to sex, and Dad was gone, and I felt funny talking to Todd, and you were too young." He shrugged. "So I'd never done it. Finally I admitted that to Todd, and he started telling me how gentle and loving Mom would be, how she loved me and would be sweet to me. She would just take control and I would have no worries."
"Mom was your first?" I rolled my eyes. "Wow, you guys even took the time to make up different stories, nice touch."
"You'll see Matt," Chris said calmly, then went on. "Well, Mom comes in and I just saw her differently, I saw her as a sexy woman, a woman who wanted to love me, and do anything I wanted. She took her time and went nice and slow with me..."
For a minute or two!" Todd burst out laughing.
"Anyway," Chris continued while shooting Todd a nasty look. "It was incredible, nice and slow and easy. The second time though," He whistled. "Goddamn Matt, she was like a..."
He flinched back as I brought my hand up. I didn't swing, I simply pointed at him.
"I don't want to hear about it."
"Yes you do Matt," Chris said. "Oh yes you do. You just won't let yourself."
"What does that mean?" I asked.
"Just what I said Matt, look you're stuck on the rules. Incest is bad, and know what? If it's all the time and kids are involved and someone gets pregnant, sure it is. But this isn't incest Matt, it's an act of love. No one knows how long this has been going on. Grandpa told Mom that his mother told him that her great grandmother slept with her father." He put his hands out.
"Hundreds of years Matt, at least. And no one has ever let it slip, no one has ever done anything they don't want to, and everyone has loved every minute of it. It's a nice fun secret. It's hot and sweet all at the same time. It's not sick man, its special. And know something Matt? I'm taking sociology and this shit is in the blood after generations. You know I didn't realize until after the fact, but there had been times I'd looked at Mom and had a few nasty thoughts. She kissed me once a couple of days before that night, right on the lips and I thought about it all night. Hell I had a hard on and felt like a sicko." He spread his hands out. "But it was a calling Matt, I was being drawn to her because the time was coming."
"Nice," Todd said to Chris. "I wasn't thinking of it like that."
"I have been." Chris told Todd. "Matt let me ask you something, and be honest with us. Did Mom look hot today? Yes or no?"
I stared at him and was about to blurt out no, when Todd said softly. "Be honest Matt, I know the answer, even if you don't want to admit it."
I swallowed and found myself thinking back to those red fishnet stockings, how long and well shaped her legs were. I recalled that twisted dream of Mom letting her skirt drop to the floor.
"Matt?"
I envisioned Mom's long hair and huge dark eyes, her full lips. It suddenly dawned on me that I always looked for videos where the girls had that look. I always told myself that I did that because Tracy was blond so I wanted to see what different girls looked like. Now I wasn't so sure, was Chris right? Did I secretly think of her like that?
"I...," I put my head down. "Yeah, she looked good. But..."
"Okay, so yes." Todd nodded. "Now, when she kissed your neck did it feel good?"
Keeping my head down, I recalled that warm feeling I had gotten as her lips brushed my neck. How the feel of those soft lips had sent a shock through me. With a start, I realized my cock was stiffening. All I had been thinking about was Mom and my body was responding. No, it was the rum and what my brothers were telling me, I was drunk, and not thinking straight.
"Silence speaks volumes." Todd said. "You liked it, and that's good. Now, I have one more question for you. Do you want to make Mom happy?"
"I always want Mom to be happy," I responded right away. "She deserves it."
"That's the perfect answer Matt." Chris slapped my leg in approval. "Well what is going to make Mom happier than anything is a night with her son."
"Forget it!" I snapped. "This is..."
"Its win, win Matt," Chris interrupted. "When, not if, but when you're with Mom, it will make you both very happy. She'll get what she has wanted so badly, and you will have your little problem solved."
"Problem?" I asked. "Right now this cock and bull story is my only problem."
"No Matt, you have a little sexual problem." Chris said nodding in agreement with himself. "Like I said before what if Trace never grows up? What if she keeps wanting loving vanilla sex?"
"Well, maybe she'll..."
"Maybe, maybe not." Chris shrugged. "But you said you don't want to cheat, which is great Trace is a keeper, but you're always going to wonder Matt, you're going to get more and more frustrated. Sooner or later you'll cave to some slut, she'll find out and you will be done Matt." He made a clucking sound with his tongue. "Be a shame to never know what a nice long hot blow job feels like. A worse shame to find out at the cost of a sweet girl. But you can have both Matt, yes you can."
"He's right little brother." Todd said taking over for Chris. "Think about it Matt, a night like one you've fantasized about, a night with a woman who will do it all and love every minute of it." He smiled wickedly, "Want to cum on her tits Matt? Her face," The smile widened and he laughed. "How about the mouth, bet that's what you want, to be able to cum inside a nice soft mouth."
"Everything Matt." Chris whispered. "She'll ask you what you want, and she will do whatever you say, she's here to make you happy."
As my brothers continued going back and forth I tried to block out their words, but couldn't. Todd was talking about doggy style, and Chris was mentioning how hard I could go, how I could finally know what it was like to really fuck a woman. I could feel the sweat trickling down my face, and my cock was semi hard. Worse than their words, were the images that I could not stop my mind from associating with those words. I saw Mom between my knees, my cock in her hand and her mouth just over it, her tongue licking her lips ready to start sucking on me. I closed my eyes and tried to shake it off. I saw Mom on her hands and knees, her ass pointed at me, telling me to come take her.
"Please stop." I said it more to myself then to my brothers, but Todd said quietly.
"It's okay Matt, don't be ashamed, and don't fight it, it's meant to be."
"That's right little brother." Chris said in a soothing tone. "I know what you're feeling, I can see it in your face Matt, you're thinking about it, and it's going to be better than you can imagine."
I looked over at him and leaning over he surprised me with a hug.
"Matt, you're going to make Mom so happy tonight."
"No," I replied although nowhere near as adamantly as I had earlier, "This is wrong it's"
We all jumped at the sound of a knock on the door.
"You boys okay in there?" She asked.
I tried to answer, but couldn't find my voice. This was it, when Mom came in I would find out if this was bullshit or not. I would tell her the insane stories that my brothers had told me and...
"Come on in Mom." Todd called.
I looked up as the door opened and Mom came in. My eyes widened, and I felt my heart begin to pound, as I was struck by a single thought.
My brothers weren't lying.
Mom was wearing a red nightie that was held closed by a red ribbon that was tied in a bow just above her breasts. Speaking of her breasts as she came closer to me and into the candle light I could see that the night gown was transparent. I could see her large round tits through the thin material, more than that I could see the dark shapes of her nipples, her hard nipples. The nightie flared open under her tits, showing off the soft white skin of her still flat stomach. I tried to tell myself to look away, but just as they had in the dream, my eyes continued to take in my mother's scantily clad body.
The night gown reached down to her mid thigh, but the open front exposed the fact that all Mom was wearing below the waist was a red thong. The thin strip of material barely covering the space between her thighs. Her long legs were bare, but looked just as good out of the stockings as they had in them. I saw that she was also barefoot, and her toe nails were painted the same deep red as her nails. Mom reached the foot of the bed, and I was aware of Todd and Chris both standing up from where they had been sitting next to me.
"Mom you look beautiful." Todd said softly. "Absolutely beautiful."
"Most beautiful woman I've ever seen," Chris added from my left.
"Thank you boys," Mom said quietly. Looking me in the eye she asked. "What about you Matt, do you like how I look tonight?"
"I..." I had no idea what to say. I could feel myself getting redder by the minute, and the sweat was starting to drip into my eyes.
"I wore this just for you," Mom said. "I figured simple, but sexy, you like?"
Without waiting for an answer Mom, as she had done earlier for Chris, lifted her arms over her head and turned slowly around. The back of the nighty was open exposing her smooth skin, but what had my attention was the back of thong. It was literally just a string that left the cheeks of her ass completely exposed. I heard something that sounded like a whimper and realized it had come from me. Mom had stopped with her back to me and I couldn't remove my eyes from her. Mom's ass was round and firm, and looked even better than Tracy's. As I watched Mom bent over slightly, and playfully shook her ass at us.
"Oh my god." I said softly.
Mom turned back around and laughing said. "I'll take that as a yes!"
"You lucky bastard." Todd said putting his hand on my shoulder. "I am so jealous."
"Now, now Todd," Mom whispered. "You had your time. Tonight, it's my babies turn to enjoy." Smiling at me she asked. "Are you ready for our special night Matt? Because I know I am."
As she finished speaking Mom beckoned to Todd and Chris who immediately walked around the bed to stand on either side of her. I watched as their eyes hungrily roamed Mom's body. Reaching out Mom placed her hands on the sides of their faces. Both Todd and Chris leaned into her touch, their eyes closed. Mom closed her eyes as well, and sighed softly. I found myself staring at her face. Her hair was down, and she was still wearing the deep red lipstick she'd put on for work. The candle light appeared to be making her bare skin glow and I found myself thinking that my brothers were right. Mom was beautiful.
Not just beautiful, but desirable. I'd never really noticed before how large her tits were, I could see her erect nipples poking through the nightie and imagined what they would feel like. Stop it! This was my mother. There had to be more to this, maybe it was still a joke, I thought feverishly. Part of me wanted to try to get away, but I was sitting with my back against the headboard and Mom and my brothers were at the foot of the bed. Mom opened her eyes and shook her head,
"You didn't answer me baby, you ready to share our family tradition?"
Still not trusting myself to speak, I shook my head.
"Don't be afraid Matt, there's nothing wrong with what we're going to do. Didn't your brothers tell you how wonderful it is?"
"They...did." I managed to get out.
"Good, this is going to be a great night for both of us Matt." As she spoke, she slid her hands from my brother's faces to rest on their shoulders. "It will be unforgettable." she sighed. "There is not a Christmas that goes by that I don't think of my night with my daddy."
"That didn't happen." It couldn't have.
"Of course it did baby," she said calmly. "He was so gentle with me," she smiled softly. "I have to say though I am still jealous of your aunt. See I'd messed around with a boy or two before that night, but my sister hadn't. Daddy was her first."
She shrugged, and as she did her tits bounced beneath the nightie.
"That's okay though, I got to be one of my boys first," she turned to Chris. "Didn't I sweetie?"
"My best." Chris said leaning over and kissing her cheek.
"Aww aren't you sweet." Mom said giggling like a young girl. "But you're not sweet are you Matt?" she asked. "A little birdie told me that you get all the sweet you need." She gave me a smile that caused my heart to beat even faster. "That's okay; I can be your bad girl tonight."
"No!" I said loudly, "This is a joke!"
"Honey would I be dressed like this if it were a joke?" Mom asked as she rubbed her hands across her tits. "Would I do this?" she cupped her tits and started toying with her nipples through the night gown.
"Damn." Todd said, watching her.
With an effort I tore my gaze from her tits and looked at her face.
"I don't believe it." I shook my head again, as much to try to clear it as to deny what I was seeing. "This isn't real, you guys are messing with me!"
Mom removed her hands from her tits, and looked over at Todd, a frown on her face.
"I'm sorry Mom," He said quietly. "We tried, he's just..."
"It's okay Todd." She answered softly.
Looking back at me she said
"Well Matt, it looks like there's only one way to really prove this to you." She smiled, "And I will owe you an even better time for allowing me a chance to bend the rules a little."
"What are you..."
My words trailed off, and my mouth fell open. Right in front of me Mom had turned to her left, wrapped her arms around Todd's shoulders and drew him into a kiss. I heard Todd moan and his hands immediately slid around her waist. Mom was kissing him hard, and a moment later I saw her mouth open. I watched disgusted, but unable to turn away as Todd parted his lips and slipped his tongue into Mom's mouth. Mom moaned her approval, then breaking the kiss leaned her head back and turned it to look over her shoulder.
Letting go of Todd with her right arm, she reached out behind her to Chris. With no hesitation my brother stepped up behind her, slid his arms around chest, and grabbed her tits! Mom let her head roll back and let out a loud groan that sounded as hot as anything I'd ever heard in the movies. Chris leaned in, and finding her lips with his own, began to kiss her as hard as Todd had. My gaze shifted to Todd to see that he had nuzzled his face into Mom's neck and was kissing and sucking the creamy skin of her neck and shoulder. I also saw his hand slide up under her night gown, and push against Chris's hand. Chris let go of Mom's tit, leaving Todd to grab her bare breast under the nightie. I gasped as through the transparent material of the night gown I saw Todd's fingers caress her nipple. Mom broke her kiss with Chris and moaned,



"Oh, honey!"
Chris slipped his hand down, and just as Todd had done, went under the night gown and started toying with her other nipple. He dropped his other hand down , grabbed Mom's ass and give it a squeeze.
"I don't believe this." I whispered to myself.
I sat there mesmerized by the sight of my barely dressed mother pinned between my brothers. Their hands and lips were everywhere, fondling her tits, grabbing her ass, kissing and licking her neck and chest. Mom was moaning and rocking her hips, first thrusting forward into Todd, then pushing back and grinding her ass into Chris's cock. Mom turned so that she was now facing me, as the two of them kissed each side of her neck and fondled one of her tits. Reaching down, Mom grabbed Todd's hand, brought it to her stomach shoved it down into her panties. Todd groaned, but my attention was on the loud cry Mom let out as his hand started moving up and down.
Chris slipped his hand along her thigh and worked his fingers into the side of her thong. Judging by another squeal from Mom, also found his mother's pussy. His mother's pussy! The thought screamed through my head, along with words like sick, and wrong. But whatever was going through my head was being over ruled by my body. As I watched both my brother's hands move up and down between her legs, I felt my heart begin to beat faster, and I was breathing hard. My breathing wasn't the only thing that was hard; I looked down and saw that my cock was standing straight up in my shorts.
I looked back at the scene in front of me, of my brother's working my mother's body as if she were some slut they'd picked up in a bar. I should be disgusted, I should close my eyes, but I couldn't. Instead as if it had a mind of its own, my hand dropped into my crotch and I moaned softly as I rubbed it across my swollen cock. What was going on in front of me, while completely wrong, was at the same time the hottest thing I had ever seen. Mom was sighing and moaning as her sons continued to please her. Her hips were thrusting hard into their hands, and she had her arms wrapped around their shoulders, holding their faces to her neck.
Mom's head had been down, watching her son's hands sliding in and out of her panties. She looked up at me, and I heard a loud moan. With a start I realized it had come from me. The look on my mother's face was unbelievable, her eyes were open, but rolled back in her head, and her full red lips were parted as she sighed softly in pleasure. She turned towards Todd, and lifting his head from her neck, kissed him softly. This kiss was not like the first one, this one was slow and gentle. Todd's eyes were shut and he had a look of absolute ecstasy on his face. Mom broke the kiss and turning, shared a similar kiss with Chris. Lifting her face from his she looked at me, and smiled. I had no idea what to say, and simply stared back at her. I saw her eyes drop down and her smile widened. I followed her gaze and saw that there was a large wet spot where the tip of my aching cock was dripping through my shorts.
"Okay," Mom whispered. "We've cheated enough."
Both Todd and Chris groaned in disappointment, but stopped right away. As they slipped their hands from inside of her panties and nightie, they stepped away from her. As soon as they had both of my brother's immediately brought their hands to their faces and inhaled deeply. Again I couldn't look away as I saw Chris's eyes roll back at the scent of Mom's pussy.
"Good job boys," she said, drawing my attention from my brothers. "It looks like my baby is all ready for his mother now."
I put my head down embarrassed, as she continued.
"I think you boys can leave us alone. Tomorrow morning when your brother and I come downstairs, the four of us can all talk about our wonderful nights together, we all know now."
I looked up to see Mom give my brothers another quick kiss. As Mom kissed Chris, Todd came over, and leaning over, whispered in my ear, "Enjoy this Matt, and cherish it, this is going to be the best night of your life."
He slapped my shoulder and walked towards the door. Chris came over and putting his arm on my shoulder said quietly, "Be good to her little brother, and let her be good or," he winked. "Bad to you."
Chris went over to the door where Todd was waiting and with one last look at Mom left the room, closing the door behind them. I could feel Mom's eyes on me, and slowly turned my head to face her. Her face was glistening with sweat, and her face flushed red from passion. She was breathing hard and I couldn't help but find my eyes drifting down to watch her tits rise and fall.
"It's just you and me my baby." she said softly.
Tearing my gaze from her tits, I looked up to see her walk slowly up to the foot of the bed. She put her hands down on the foot of the bed, just below my feet and leaned over so her face was level with mine. The top of her nightgown was not tied tightly and I could see straight into it. Mom's large tits were covered in sheen of sweat, and I could just make out the dark skin surrounding her nipples. The nipples my brothers were just playing with. I imagined my own fingers caressing them; better yet I wondered what they would feel like under my tongue. My cock at that last thought even as I tried desperately to tell myself this was wrong.
"I've looked forward to this all year Matt." Mom continued.
I was still sitting there like an idiot, and opening my mouth started to try to tell her I didn't want to. My words turned into a gasp, as reaching out with her right hand Mom grabbed my cock through my shorts.
"And I'm so glad to see you are looking forward to it too!" She cooed.
"Mom, I...Ohhhh"
I moaned as she gave my cock a hard squeeze.
"Oh, that is so nice my baby." She whispered. "You are soooo hard for your mother aren't you?"
"We shouldn't do this," I managed to push the words out. "It's... "
Again my words became a whimper of pleasure as, still holding my cock tightly she began sliding her hand up and down, stroking me through the thin material of my shorts.
"And why not honey," Mom asked sweetly. "Doesn't this feel good?"
"Yes, I mean no!" I gasped. Mom started stroking my cock faster and I caught myself looking at her long red nails wondering what they would look like on my bare cock. "Mom, please!" I moaned out.
"You don't have to beg Matt!" Mom laughed. "I'm all yours." Opening her mouth she slipped her tongue out and wiggled it at me. "Every part of me is all yours my baby."
"But it's..."
"Wrong?" Mom asked, letting go of my cock. "The only thing wrong right now is that you still have those shorts on." She pointed at them. "Now why don't you take them off, and let me see that beautiful cock of yours?"
My beautiful cock! The words sent a sick thrill though me! I'd longed to hear a woman say things like that to me! But this wasn't a woman, this was my mother!
"Don't be shy baby," Mom whispered as her finger nails lightly trailed down my leg. "After all how can I play with it, if you have it all covered up?" She slowly licked her lips and added, "How can I suck on it?"
"Suck on..." The words slipped from my mouth as I remembered that video and how that woman had all but devoured the cock she was sucking on.
"Yes honey, suck." She slid her hand back up, and gave my cock another squeeze. "I have been dying to suck on this nice hard dick for months." Looking up she pushed her lips into a pout that was every bit as sexy as Tracy's. "Are you not going to let me? You going to make your Mom go without?"
"Mom," I began speaking slowly and trying like hell to keep the image of her red lips and pink tongue out of my mind. "Please don't make me do this it's not..."
I trailed off as she put her finger to her lips, like she used to when I was a kid and she wanted me to be quiet. Placing her hands back on the bed she brought her knee up and came up onto the bed.
"Oh my god." I whispered as I watched my mother come towards me.
She was looking directly in my easy as she began to crawl on her hands and knees up the bed. She was keeping her chest low and I could feel her nipples through the nightgown rubbing along my thighs as she worked her way up my body. Her ass was pushed high into the air and I tried not to think about what it would be like to be behind her in that position. My legs were closed and as she crawled up to me her legs opened so that mine were between them. As she passed over my cock she stopped and pressed her face against it.
"Oh god," I moaned as opening her mouth she placed it around the bulge in my shorts. My hips twitched, shoving my cock into her face and she smiled, before resuming her journey. I sat there, my hands by my sides unable to move. Mom straddled my thighs and sat up on my lap. I groaned as I felt her weight settle onto my cock. Looking down between us I saw that it was her pussy pressing against my hard flesh. The only thing separating us was my shorts and her thong.
Mom leaned forward and sliding her arms around my neck hugged me close to her. I could feel her hot breath on my neck, as well as her hard nipples pressing into my chest. This can't be happening I thought, it was a dream! A fucked up...
"Matt," Mom said softly in my ear. "I love you."
"I...I love you too Mom."
"I know you do honey, and that's why we do this, so we can show that love to each other."
"But it's wrong." I said quietly.
Mom gently kissed my neck and I whimpered as her lips lingered there, sliding back and forth. She slipped her right hand from my shoulder and started caressing my chest with her nails.
"Says who honey? I'll tell you who, people who have never experienced the pleasure of their own flesh and blood. Any woman who says this is wrong has no idea what she is missing. I can't tell you how amazing it is to feel my sons inside of me, to hear them moan for me, to have them take me however they want, to be their lover."
"But why do..."
"Better than that," Mom continued in my ear as her hand made its way down my stomach. "Is the feeling of them wanting to please me, touching me, licking me, making me cum harder than I ever have before, loving me with their hearts and bodies. Don't you want to feel that Matt?"
"I..." I stopped and moaned as Mom started slowly rocking her hips back and forth. Her pussy was grinding into my throbbing cock, and the sick thought that I should have taken my shorts off filled my mind. "I...don't know." I said in frustration.
"Well I do baby, and trust me your brother's felt the same way, and I was nervous when my daddy first came to me, but that night was so special honey, my daddy was so sweet to me. Even up to when he passed a couple of years ago he would always tell my sister and I how those were the best nights of his life."
She leaned up to look at me.
"It was my best night too." She smiled softly at me and touched my cheek. "Until I was with Todd, and knew what it was like to truly love my son. Then Chris, and now you my baby. You're my last son, this is my last time to enjoy the best feeling in the world. Please let me be with you Matt."
"You really want me?" I asked.
"Oh honey, can't you tell?" Grabbing my hand she pulled it between us. "Her you tell me."
Mom sat up on her knees and pressed my hand to the crotch of her panties. They were soaking wet. I tried to pull my hand back, but Mom not only held it there, but started sliding my hand across her pussy.
"Ohhh," she cooed. "I am so wet for you, my baby."
Letting my hand go she leaned back into me, and taking my face in her hands placed her face directly in front of it, our eyes were inches apart as she began to speak.
"You want to Matt, I know you do, all you have to do is let it happen. It's going to happen because it is meant to. You can say no because you think you should, but your body knows differently, its in our blood honey. My baby wants to be with his mother just like your brothers did."
"What about Tracy?" I asked as a last resort.
"Tracy is a sweet beautiful girl Matt, you're lucky to have her. She'll never know honey, how would she? And speaking of Tracy, Chris told me all about how sweet she is." She smiled. "Too sweet."
"Well, I..."
"See Matt, that will be the best part of tonight for you. See the way I see it, this is your special night and you get to have me however you want me."
"Anything?" I asked.
My hand was no longer on her pussy, but was resting on her thigh. I started slowly rubbing my hand along her leg amazed at how soft she felt. I could feel the heat of her pussy through my shorts. I looked into her eyes and felt the last of my resolve beginning to slip away. As if she sensed it, Mom smiled and continued speaking softly.
"Well you don't want to leave Tracy and she is not giving you what you need, so shouldn't it be a mother's duty to make sure her son gets everything he wants?"
"I...I guess so."
My hand had made it to her hip and after a brief hesitation I slid it down towards her pussy.
"That's it baby." Mom nodded. "You touch me wherever and however you want."
Bending her head, she kissed my neck again. I moaned and turned my head, giving her better access to my neck. Mom sighed into my flesh and started kissing me harder. I closed my eyes and wrapping my arm around her began caressing her bare back. I gasped as Mom started sucking hard on the skin between my neck and shoulder. She topped sucking and bringing her face back up to look at me, gave me a mischievous smile.
"After all Matt, doesn't Santa keep two lists, naughty and nice?"
"Yes." I answered as I ran my hand up through Mom's thick black hair.
"Well which list do you want me to be on?" Before I could answer she laughed. "I bet I know which one."
Leaning over she began whispering in my ear.
"You want a naughty girl don't you baby? A nasty little thing that will do all those dirty things little things, isn't that right?"
"Oh, yes." I moaned as her hand dropped down between us and pressed my hand to her pussy again.
"I'll do that for you, baby. Your mother will be your dirty girl, oh yes she will!" she kissed me just below my ear. You want that Matt? You want your mother to be your nasty girl?" she kissed me again. "Your little whore?"
"Oh god." I said, as she started grinding her crotch into my hand.
"I will Matt, I will be your dirty fucking slut tonight, I will suck your cock, and take every drop, I will shove my pussy in your face, and get on my knees and let you fuck me anyway you want me!" She leaned back and looked me in the eye. "So tell me Matt is that what you want?"
I swallowed hard and looking away from her whispered.
"Yes."
"Then tell me what you want baby."
"I...I can't"
"Yes you can Matt," Mom said. "You know you want to. Now go ahead and tell me what you would want to tell one of those little pigs in those movies."
"I don't know if..."
I stopped as bending her head to mine, Mom kissed me. At first I didn't move as her lips pressed into mine. I sat there stunned, until I felt her tongue press into my lips. At the same time, she slid her thong to the side and my hand pushed up against her bare wet pussy. I opened my mouth to moan, and Mom's tongue immediately plunged inside. I gasped as her tongue slid across mine, and her hips started to rock sliding my hand along her slippery flesh. Mom moaned into my mouth and the sound pushed me over the edge. My hand was still in her hair and grabbing it I pushed against the back of her head, holding her lips to mine.
"Hmm-mmm" Mom groaned in her throat.
I opened my mouth wider and pushed my own tongue out, slipping it into her hot wet mouth. Mom let go of my hand and I felt her slide her arms around my shoulders. As good as her pussy felt I removed my hand from it and slipped both of my arms around her waist. I squeezed her tightly to me, and moaned at the feeling of her hard nipples pressing into my chest through the nighty. I kissed her long and hard, harder than I had ever kissed Tracy. Mom was moaing her approval as she ground her pussy into my crotch, and eagerly sucked on my tongue as our lips pressed together.
Breaking the kiss, Mom panted in my ear.
"Oh honey, you feel so good! You could have kept your hand there, but your holding me instead," she sounded as if she were getting emotional, "Oh you're such a good boy!"
She hugged me tightly and putting her head on my shoulder spoke in my ear.
"And don't you worry, because that pussy is yours for the night baby, all night, as many times as you can do it." She giggled. "And trust me, even if you don't think you can anymore, I can be very persuasive!"
"All night." I repeated in her ear, as my hands fondled her back, and played with her hair.
"And tomorrow morning," Mom groaned. "The best time is the morning, and we can do it anyway you want honey, fast, slow, sweet dirty, I'm all yours!"
She moved her head to look at me and she looked so happy, I couldn't help but smile, and whisper, "I love you Mom."
"I love you too baby," She smiled back. "Question is, do you want me?"
"Oh yes!" I exclaimed kissing her again.
Sitting back on her knees, Mom grabbed my hand and bringing it up to her chest placed the end of the ribbon in my hand.
"Well what are you waiting for then?" she asked, breathless with excitement. "Unwrap your present!"
With trembling fingers I pulled at the string and watched as the ribbon untied and the night gown fell off to the sides exposing my mother's tits.
"Oh Mom," I said softly. "They're perfect."
I meant what I said; her tits were huge and round, with dark rose colored nipples that looked as hard as my aching cock felt. Reaching up Mom cupped her tits in her hands and lifted them up higher for me.
"Go ahead baby," she said, "Show me how much you like them."
Beyond caring how wrong this all was, I leaned forward and eagerly sucked my mother's nipple in to my mouth. Mom sighed softly as my tongue swirled around the swollen nub of her nipple. I reached up and squeezed her tit, groaning at how firm it was, at how good it felt.
"Oh yeah," Mom moaned. "Oh honey, just like that, ohhh, that feels so good!"
My hand left her hair and bringing it around, I captured her other nipple between my fingers and began gently twisting it.
"Yes!" Mom cried out, then grabbing the back of my head pushed my face hard into her tit. "That's right Matt you suck that fucking tit!"
At the sound of her words, I groaned around her nipple and thrust my hips up into her pussy.
"Oh you like that don't you?" Mom asked as she continued to grind her tit in my face. "You like that nasty talk?"
Pulling on my hair she yanked my face form her tit, and turning slightly shoved her other nipple into my more than willing mouth.
"Yeah how's that feel Matt, how's it feel to be sucking a real woman's tits? Not those little bitty things those girls at school have but real tits!"
I was sucking her nipple as hard as I could and swirling my tongue around it, as my hand squeezed and fondled her other tit. Mom suddenly put her hands on my shoulders and shoved me back into the headboard. Sitting back Mom removed the nighty and tossing it to the side, gave me a wicked smile.
"Speaking of sucking, isn't there something you would like me to do for you?"
"Oh yes, I..."
I stopped speaking and gasped as Mom started bouncing up and down on my cock. I looked down to see her thong was still pulled slightly to the side. I could see just the edge of her pussy.
"Yes what?" She asked.
"I want you to..." I stopped, not sure what to say.
"Tell me what you want baby," She waggled her tongue at me. "I'm dying to do it for you, all you have to do is tell me."
"I would like you..."
"Better than that!" Mom snapped. "Like you want too Matt, like I'm one of those sluts you jerk off to!"



Once again Mom parted her lips and showed me her tongue. This time however she lifted her tit and bending her head licked her nipple. Holy shit that was hot! Losing the last inhibitions I had I blurted out, "I want you to suck my cock."
"This cock?" Mom asked, reaching down and squeezing it. "You want your mother to suck this hard fucking cock?"
"Yes, oh please Mom!" I groaned as she gave it another squeeze.
The wet spot on my shorts was growing larger and my cock was so hard it was painful.
"Oh baby, that sounded sooo good!" Mom said, "How can I say no to that?"
Sliding back down to the foot of the bed, Mom reached down and grabbed the waistband of my shorts. I felt a brief hesitation. One last thought of am I really going through with this. I looked up at Mom's huge bare tits swaying over me, and her bright red lips, the ones that she was eager to wrap around my cock. Fuck it! I raised my hips and as Mom pulled my shorts down my rock hard cock sprang free.
"Oh, look at that." She whispered. "Oh honey, you do want your mom don't you?"
"I want my mom to suck my cock." I said growing bolder. "I want to see your pretty red lips wrapped around it."
"Oh yes sir," Mom cooed in a tone that made my cock twitch again.
Mom started to lie down between my legs, when I said softly.
"Take your panties off, I want you naked."
I had an image of Tracy getting pissed off in my mind, and hoped I hadn't pushed to far. To the contrary, Mom gave me a huge smile.
"Anything for you my baby." she said.
Standing up at the foot of the bed she slipped her fingers into the sides of the red thong and started to slide it down her hips, just before I could see the top of her pussy, she turned around, putting her back to me. I started to protest, but stopped as slipping the thong down past her ass, she bent over. Her ass looked incredible, but even better was the sight of her completely bald pussy winking out at me from between her legs. Her pussy was so wet I could see it glistening. Mom shook her ass at me, and I licked my lips at the thought that soon I was going to be sliding my tongue up and down that hot little box.
Turning back around, Mom climbed back up onto the bed and as I opened my legs, lied down between them on her stomach, she propped herself up on her elbows, and reaching down grabbed my throbbing dick.
"Oh, is this all for me?" She asked as she gave it a squeeze.
"Every bit of it." I managed to say as I sat there in awe at the sight of my naked hard cock in my equally naked mother's hand. Her red nails looked fantastic around it, but not nearly as good as her red lips were going to look.
"Oh, and there is quite a bit of it." Mom sighed as she began slowly pumping it. "I'm a lucky woman, all my boys have a lot to give me."
I a vivid image of Mom lying between Todd's legs, to my surprise I found it turned me on. My thoughts returned back to the here and now as Mom gave my cock a hard squeeze sending some of my pre cum squirting out of it.
"Hmm, look at that." She cooed, as she wrapped her hand around the head of my dripping prick.
I moaned loudly as she started pumping her now sticky hand up and down the length of my cock.
"Yeah, let's get this nice hard young cock nice and sticky."
I moaned and reaching down put my hands on her shoulders, Mom smiled up at me, and leaning down stuck the tip of her tongue into the tip of my dick. Pulling it back, she took a long trail of my pre cum with her. I watch as she lifted her head higher, then with a wink flicked her tongue into her mouth. Oh my god, this was going to be better than the movies. Lowering her head Mom placed her tongue at the base of my shaft and slowly licked her way to the top.
"Oh goddamn!" I groaned at how good her soft wet tongue felt.
"Like that Matt?" She asked as reaching the top she gave the head of my cock a quick lick. "Like watching your mom play with your cock?"
"It's the hottest thing I've ever seen." I told her.
"Hotter than this?"
Opening her mouth, Mom bent her head and in one motion took the entire length of my cock into her mouth.
"Oh fuck!" I cried out as I felt her lips touching the base of my shaft.
"Mmmm," Mom groaned.
She angled her head, and amazingly I felt myself slip even deeper into her incredibly warm mouth. I gasped and jerked my hips as I felt her tongue slide out and lick my balls. Holy shit, my mother was deep throating me! She slipped my cock from her mouth and I gasped as she had been sucking so hard, there was a popping sound as my cock sprang from her mouth. Christ, just like in that...
"So was that hotter?" Mom asked.
"Oh, yeah."
"Well you just wait baby, I have something your going to love!" She looked down at my cock and licked her lips, "But first I want to enjoy this cock, and watch you enjoy me doing it."
Dipping her head between my legs Mom swirled her tongue around my balls, then one at a time, took them into her mouth and sucked gently on them. While she worked my balls with her mouth and tongue her hand was slowly pumping my cock. My hips were starting to twitch with the desire to have my cock back in her mouth. Sensing my impatience, Mom looked up at me.
"Tell me baby, tell Mom what you want."
"I want you to..."I paused. "I want you to put my cock back in your mouth."
"Whatever you want," Mom said lifting her face, and giving the tip of my cock a kiss. "How about I play a little first?"
Grabbing my cock, she turned her head and began rubbing my cock all over the side of her face. She turned and began doing it to the other side of her face, and I let out a sharp breath at how good her face looked covered with my sticky fluid. Mom kissed my cock again and started gently swirling her tongue around the swollen head. My hips jerked and I groaned.
"Please don't tease me Mom!"
Mom giggled,
"Aww am I teasing you?" She pouted. "I'm sorry sir, maybe you should tell me what you want again."
"I want you to suck my cock, nice and hard!" I told her.
"Anything you want."
Mom placed her lips over the head of my cock and slowly, an inch at a time, started taking it all the way in. I squeezed her shoulders and with a groan thrust my cok into her mouth. Mom moaned and lifting her head so that only the tip of my cock was in her mouth stopped. I wasn't sure what she wanted and also stayed still. Removing my cock from her lips she whispered, "Go ahead baby, fuck my mouth!"
She placed her mouth back on my cock, then reaching out grabbed my hand and placed it on the back of her head. Not needing to be told twice, I started bucking my hips up and down, thrusting my cock in and out of her mouth. Mom moaned as I did and looking me in the eye, held her head still as I... as I fucked her mouth. I started pushing her head down to meet my thrusts and moaned as I saw her hips grinding into the bed; she was getting into me face fucking her! I started pumping harder and driving my cock even deeper into her mouth. Mom was moaning around my cock and I could feel my legs starting to shake, it wouldn't be long before I would be cumming. Not wanting it to end so soon, I stopped thrusting and gently pulled on her hair.
Taking the hint Mom released my cock.
"What's the matter baby? That didn't feel..."
"It felt too good," I said embarrassed. "I want...I want it to last."
"Listen baby," Mom said softly as she light caressed my cock. "I am going to spend plenty of time sucking this cock tonight, I am going to suck you hard again and again, all night long baby."
She licked the tip of my cock before continuing.
"Every time I want more I am going to wrap these lips around this hard young cock. But for right now baby? Just relax and let it go, let me suck you off nice and quick and get that edge off so when you fuck me, you can give it to me nice and hard for a good long time." She winked. "How's that sound?"
"That's the hottest thing I have ever heard." I told her.
"Good, now sit back, relax, and let your mother take good care of her baby,"
Mom slipped my cock back into her mouth and started bobbing her head in a slow steady rhythm. She wasn't moving slowly, but not too fast either. I sighed with pleasure and as she had said, leaned back against the headboard and watched my mother blow me. Oh how wrong that sounded, but how fucking good it felt! Mom had bent her legs up and was playfully kicking them back and forth. I watched her ass rise and fall slightly as her hips rocked gently into the bed as she sucked my cock. She was taking me a little over halfway down and I could feel her tongue pressed against my shaft.
Reaching down between us I grabbed her tits and started toying with her hard nipples. Mom moaned softly in her throat and began sucking faster. The entire time she was sucking she was looking straight at me, and I found myself looking into her big brown eyes as she continued to give me the first real job of my life. She wrapped her hand around my shaft and started following her lips with it, jeking me off as she blew me. I felt my thighs starting to tremble again, but this time I found myself getting more excited. I was going to cum while getting my cock sucked!
I wondered if she were going to let me cum in her mouth or... I gasped as reaching under me, Mom started rubbing my balls. I groaned loudly and started squeezing her nipples even harder. Mom moaned her appreciation and started sucking even faster.
"Oh, oh yeah!" I moaned.
Unable to help it, I started thrusting my hips into her mouth, Mom's eyes were still looking into mine and she was moaning as loudly as I was. I could feel the cum beginning to race through my cock, and tried to hold it back wanting to enjoy every second of my mother's amazing mouth. Mom gently squeezed my balls and with a loud cry I felt my cock explode in my mother's mouth.
Mom quickly lifted her head from my cock, but keeping it open held it just over the head of my cock while jerking me off.
"Oh shit!" I groaned as I watched her pump my cock, and let it spray into her mouth.
After the first couple of spurts Mom pushed her tongue out causing some of the cum to pour down her chin. I was moaning like an idiot as spurt after spurt of my hot white cum shot off into her wide open mouth. Mom pumped my cock furiously until there was nothing left, then after closing her mouth, opened it and let my cum slowly drip out of it and back down onto my cock.
"Oh Mom that was...Oh!"
I cried out as Mom sucked my cock back into her mouth. She slid it back out, and as I watched, wide eyed, proceeded to lick every drop of cum from my cock. When she was done she licked her lips, opened her mouth wide to show me it was empty and said, "All gone!"
"Oh..." I gasped. "I...oh damn."
"Was that okay Matt?" Mom asked as she sat up between my legs, "Did you like your blow job?"
"I loved it!" I told her still trying to catch my breath.
"Yeah, your Mom's a good little cock sucker?"
"Damn straight she is." I laughed. I couldn't believe I was doing this, let alone I was loving it.
"Well let's see if a good tongue runs in the family."
With that Mom rolled over onto her back next to me and slowly spread her legs open.
"Come on baby, your mom has a very hot, very wet pussy that needs her son's attention."
I rolled over on top of her so that I was lying between her legs. I was propped up on my arms and bending down found her lips. Mom kissed me back hard and immediately pushed her tongue into my mouth. I moaned as I could feel my semi hard cock pressing against her wet pussy. The thought that soon I would be entering that pussy caused a thrill of excitement to go through me. I slid my lips from hers, and sliding down started kissing the soft skin of her neck.
Mom sighed contentedly and started playing with my hair as I kissed and licked around her neck and throat. I slid lower and after kissing the top of her chest began licking around her nipple. Mom moaned and pushed her tit at me. I put my tongue out and slowly traced a wet circle around her nipple.
"Oh, I can't wait for that to be my clit." Mom whispered.
I moved over to the other nipple trying to take my time and let her enjoy it. What I really wanted to do was dive between her legs and suck her pussy as hard as I could. Instead I sucked her nipple into my mouth then proceeded to go back and forth between them, sucking one while fondling the other.
"Oh Tracy is a lucky girl." Mom said softly. "You are very good."
Hearing Tracy's name should have bothered me but didn't. My brothers were right, who was going to know? I worked my way lower, kissing Mom's soft flat stomach, and finally sliding down between her legs kissed the inside of her upper thigh.
"Oh, now who's teasing." Mom laughed.
I kissed her leg again and took a deep breath, inhaling the incredible scent of my mother's pussy. I reached out and gently spreading her lips lightly blew on her clit. Mom's hips jerked and she moaned loudly. I smiled, pleased with myself. I flicked my tongue out, barely catching her clit.
"Oh baby." Mom moaned. "Just like I said about your cock, you're going to going at that pussy all night. You can take your time later, right now honey; your mother needs to cum in that beautiful face of yours."
I didn't need to be told twice. Spreading her lips further open I eagerly plunged my tongue into my mother's steaming slit. Mom cried out and I moaned at the sound. Keeping my tongue rigid, I started rocking my head, pushing my tongue in and out of her dripping pussy.
"Oh, oh honey!" Mom purred. "Look at you, tongue fucking your mother!"
I drove my tongue into her pussy as far as I could and as I slid it out sucked hard. Mom cried out again and I moaned as I received a mouth full of my mother's sweet juice. I swirled it around inside my mouth loving the taste and texture of the most forbidden fruit of all. Placing my tongue in her pussy I slowly licked my way up through the soft wet folds towards her clit. Mom was moaning and her hips were rocking gently as I took my time, flicking my tongue around and enjoying every inch of her smooth pussy. When I reached her swollen clit I gave it a gentle kiss, then sucked it hard into my mouth.
"Oh fuck yes!" Mom called out. "Oh right there honey! Suck that clit baby, suck it!"
Like any good son, I did as my mother said, and started sucking her clit in and out of my mouth. Sliding my hand back I slipped two fingers into her pussy and started thrusting them in and out.
"Yes!" Mom squealed. "Harder!"
I did as she said, plunging my fingers harder into her sopping wet and amazingly tight pussy. Mom was so wet; I could hear my fingers driving into her. I released her clit from my mouth and started swirling my tongue around it in hard fast circles.
"Oh yes!" She moaned. "You work that pussy, you make it purr!" she groaned again. "Oh baby, I am going to cum so hard for you!"
Spurred on by her cries I started licking as fast as I could, while thrusting my fingers even harder. Mom was moaning continuously and I could feel her thighs starting to quiver.
"Slide a finger back." She whispered.
I slid my other hand down and started to try to work a third finger into her pussy.
"No, further back," she said.
I started to slide my hand down and felt my finger touch her ass. I stopped there.
"Right there, Matt," Mom moaned. "Slip it right in my ass."
Holy shit, could this get any hotter? I gently eased my finger in to her ass as I continued to lick her clit and work her pussy with my fingers. Mom groaned, and I pushed my finger a little further into her incredibly tight ass. She pushed her hips at me, and hoping it was what she wanted, I drove my finger into her ass. It was the right move. Mom thrust her hips into my face, arched her back off the bed and went off like a rocket. She let out a long loud wail of pleasure that was louder than anything I'd ever heard before.
"Oh keep licking!" She cried out. "Oh, please don't stop!"
I continued to lick and use my fingers as she moaned and thrashed on the bed, her thighs had closed around my head and she was grinding her wet pussy into my face. Not that I was complaining, I couldn't get enough of it! I sucked her clit back into my mouth and was rewarded with another loud scream of ecstasy. I wondered if my brothers could hear this. I found myself hoping they could, and that it was turning them on knowing their little brother as making their mother cum, just as I'm sure they had done.
Mom let out a soft whimper and went limp on the bed. As her legs fell away from me, I gave her clit one last kiss and sat up on my knees between her legs. I looked down and smiled at the sight before me. Mom looked beautiful, her sweat soaked black hair was fanned out around her on the pillow, her lips were parted as she breathed hard from cumming, and her eyes were half shut. Her huge tits were covered in sweat and her nipples were as hard as they had been all night.
Looking up at me, she gave me a tired smile.
"Oh damn baby, you are a good boy!"
Her gaze dropped down to between my legs where my cock was again standing at full attention.
"Ahh youth," she giggled. "Well baby, what do want to do now?"
"I want to..." I swallowed hard. "Mom I want to fuck you."
Mom raised her legs in the air, placed her feet on my shoulders and with a sexy smile whispered,
"Then fuck me."
With no hesitation I grabbed her legs, pulled her close to me, and with one long thrust drove my cock hard into my mother's pussy.
"Oh fuck!" She cried out. "Oh Matt! Damn that feels fucking good!"
Hell yeah it did! Mom's pussy was hot, wet, tight and best of all, it was hers! She was right, I thought as I started pumping my cock in and out of her hot box, this was incredible. I was fucking the woman I'd loved the most my whole life! The most beautiful woman I'd ever known, and here she was laid out before me, legs up, tits bouncing and moaning away as her son fucked her.
That was exactly what I was doing, I was fucking her. Driving in and out of her pussy so hard I could hear wet sucking sounds every time I pulled my cock back.
"Oh!" Mom shouted. "Oh baby, what a nice cock you have! Oh, honey give it to me! Go ahead and fuck me like the little slut you want me to be!"
Remembering something I'd seen in a movie, I grabbed her ankles and spreading her legs out as far as I could started fucking her even harder.
"Oh, my fucking god!" Mom screamed. "Look at you fucking your mother! Oh Matt please keep fucking me, oh I've wanted you all year!"
I moaned and started fucking her even harder, I was rearing back and slamming her as hard as I could. I couldn't believe it, that I was really fucking! Tracy would never let me fuck like this! But here was mom laying there loving every minute of it and telling me she did. Squeezing her ankles tighter, I lifted up, pulling her hips from the bed and driving myself even deeper into her.
"Oh fuck!" Mom groaned. "Let go, of my legs baby."
I did as she said and she immediately put them straight up against my chest.
"Lean forward," she told me. "Put your hands by my arms."
I leaned over and as I did her legs bent back. When my hands touched the bed, Mom's knees were over my shoulders and she was just about bent in half, her ass completely off the bed.
"Now fuck me!" she cried out.
I stared pumping her hard and fast and she let out a squeal that sent a surge through my cock.
"Yes! Oh fuck yes!" Mom screamed as I continued to slam the shit out of her. "Oh my fucking god, are you deep!"
I groaned and began breathing heavier. I was sweating profusely and my heart felt as if it were going to pounds through my chest. All that mattered though was how god my hard cock felt plowing into my mother's tight little twat. Mom was squealing every time I drove into her and the noise made me want to fuck her eve harder. I felt my legs starting to shake and realized I was getting close to cumming again. Mom must have seen it in my face, as she cried out, "Stop!"



I groaned, but stopped immediately.
"I want my favorite!" She said. "Sit back."
I leaned back and groaned at the wet sound of my cock sliding from her pussy. Mom rolled over onto her hands and knees, lowered her head to the pillow and pushed her well shaped ass up at me.
"Go ahead baby, take me on my knees, fuck me as hard as you can!"
I took a second to admire my mother's ass, and her soaking wet pussy, before kneeling behind her and putting my hands on her back.
"My hips," She called out. "Grab my hips and fuck the shit out of me!"
Doing as she said, I grabbed her hips, squeezing my fingers hard into her, and rearing back slammed my cock deep into her sopping slit.
"Oh baby!" She screamed. "Oh that feels so fucking good!"
Holding onto her hips I started driving into her so hard the headboard was hitting the wall. Mom was beyond moaning. At this point she was screaming and again I hoped my brothers could here this! Hoped they knew I was taking good care of Mom. I gasped as I felt the cum beginning to build up in my balls and started to slow down.
"No!" Mom groaned. "We'll do it again honey, please just fuck me! Give it to me hard!"
Taking a deep breath I tore into her as if she were nothing but a dirty whore from one of those movies. God knew she was screaming like one. I shook the sweat out of my eyes and took in how fucking hot Mom looked, her black hair was plastered to her back, her ass was in the air and best of all, I could see my glistening cock plowing in and out of her pussy. That last image was too much for me. I groaned as the cum raced through my cock, and started to pull out.
"No baby, inside!" Mom called. "Please let me have it!"
Who was I to tell my mother no? I gave her tow more hard pumps then cried out as my cock went off deep inside of my mother's pussy. Mom squealed and started slamming her hips back into me. I gasped and moaned as I could feel my cock continuing to spray my cum into her pussy. I was cumming inside of my mother. The thought sent a sick thrill though me. Mom gave me another one when she moaned,
"Oh, baby, oh that feels so good," she whimpered, "Oh I love having my sons cum inside of me."
I let out a sigh as my cock gave up the last of its cum. I slipped out of Mom's pussy and all but fell onto my back on the bed. I looked over at Mom, who was lying on her stomach next to me. We were both sweating and breathing hard. Mom had her eyes closed and I said softly.
"Mom, you are so beautiful."
She opened her eyes and gave me a satisfied smile.
"So are you my baby."
She sighed and rolling over onto her side, slid up next to me. Resting her head on my shoulder she draped her arm across my chest and her leg across mine.
"So," she began. "Was I a good, bad girl for you?"
"Oh yeah," I laughed. "You were really good at bad."
"Good, I'm glad I could give you what you want Matt."
"Did I make you happy Mom?" I asked.
"Oh my baby, you made your mom very happy." She kissed my chest. "Happy, and satisfied. I'm sure your brothers will be happy too, they were worried you wouldn't."
"I...I didn't want to at first."
"That's normal honey, we all went though that." She sighed, "Then we all had a great time and loved every minute of it." Kissing my chest she whispered. "Thank you for letting me be with you Matt."
"Thank you for making sure I let you," I laughed. "You're right, you're pretty persuasive."
"Oh, you don't know the half of it." She giggled.
I yawned and she said.
"Go to sleep baby," we'll wake up later and play some more. I promise.
I closed my eyes not thinking that I could fall asleep after that, but within seconds I felt sleep calling to me, and hugging Mom closer to me, smiled, sighed contentedly and let myself drift off.
*****
I awoke and looking at the clock saw that it was midnight. I briefly found myself wondering if that had been some kind of weird dream, but the fact that Mom was curled up naked beside me, told me that I had really been with her. I lied there listening to her steady breathing and felt a wave of emotion come over me at how good it felt to be this close to her. My brother's were right, it was more than sex. I had never felt closer to her. I turned my head and gently kissed her hair. As I laid there I became aware of her nipples pressing into my side, and I could feel the heat of her pussy against my thigh where her leg was over mine.
I felt my cock begin to stir, and wondered if she would be mad if I woke her up. As if sensing I was awake, I felt Mom kiss my chest. I started to say something, but it turned into a sigh as I felt her soft tongue on my nipple. I let my hand slide down her back enjoying how soft she was. Mom's tongue left my nipple and sliding down my chest she took me into her mouth. I moaned as she started gently sucking me hard. I reached further down and cupping her ass in my hand gave it a squeeze. Mom groaned and started sucking me faster.
After a moment she stopped and sliding all the way back up gave me a kiss and asked.
"So what would you like your dirty girl to do next my baby?"
I looked at her in the candlelight and again felt that surge of love for my mother. Turning onto my side I gave her shoulder a gentle push and rolled her over onto her back. Rolling over on top of her, I looked down into her beautiful features and said softly.
"No dirty girl."
"No," She asked as she reached up and put her arms around me drawing me down into a kiss. "I thought that's what you wanted, I....ohhhh"
Mom purred in my ear, as lowering myself, I slid easily into her still wet pussy. I moaned softly as well as I entered her, and sliding my arms under her shoulders I let myself go so that I was as close as possible to her. Mom sighed as I started moving gently inside of her, and wrapping her legs around my waist started matching my slow steady rhythm.
"Hmmm," she groaned. "What happened to wanting nasty?"
"I got nasty." I said softly in her ear. "But now I want sweet," I moaned as I she pushed up against me sliding my cock deeper inside of her. "I want to love you Mom."
"And I want you to, my baby." Mom said kissing my neck. "Oh, how I want you to!"
We both remained silent as we moved slowly and sensually against each other. The only sounds in the room were the sounds of our breathing and gentle sighs as we enjoyed each other's bodies. Mom sighed in my ear and began playing with my hair. I buried my head in her neck and started kissing her softly. A minute later I felt myself getting ready to cum again. Mom felt me tense up, and wrapping her arms and legs even more tightly around me whispered, "There you go my baby, nice and easy just let it go and , ohhh honey."
I moaned softly in her ear, as I began to cum, again sending my hot seed deep into my mother's warm willing flesh. We both sighed as we continued to move slowly while I gave her all that I had. When I was finished Mom whispered, "Merry Christmas my baby."
"Merry Christmas Mom," I answered. "I love you."
*
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At the sound of the alarm going off, I groaned and shoved the pillow over my head. I hadn't fallen asleep until the assholes next door had stopped blasting their music at three am, and I was nowhere near ready to wake up. Not that waking up was any great thrill these days, but as my grandfather used to say 'Any day you're on the right side of the dirt is a good day'. I remember always thinking when grandpa said that, that who knew if it would be better beneath the dirt? By the time you found out, you wouldn't be able to tell anyone.
Well as of five years ago grandpa knew, but of course wasn't telling. On that cheery note, I thought that it really couldn't be any worse than what it was for me now. No, that was the way a quitter would think, and my Aunt Marie didn't raise a quitter. She may have raised a couple of assholes as I had found out the hard way, but I wasn't one of them. Reaching out, I found the cheap plastic alarm clock and thumbed it off. Tossing the pillow from my face, I looked up at the yellowed cracked plaster on the ceiling and repeated the mantra I had started every day with for the past few months.
"It will get better than this."
I said it loudly, if not confidently and sat up on the cheap cot that passed for my bed these days. I shivered despite the fact I had a blanket wrapped around me, and was wearing two sweatshirts. I could feel a draft and looking over saw that the small piece of plastic I taped over the broken window had fallen off. Getting off the rickety cot, I walked over to the pile of clothes in the corner, and picked up a grey hooded sweatshirt. It was stained and dirty even by my standards, but I only had a few dollars and would have to wait again to go to the Laundromat.
I thought about going down the hallway to see if the shower were free, but quickly changed my mind. I had to get going in a few minutes to catch the beginning of the morning commute and had no way to dry my hair. The weather was calling for the low teens today, and I didn't need to get sick again. Besides, the last time I tried the shower the water was so brown I would have ended up dirtier then when I had started. Oh well, what did I expect for a hundred a week, heat and clean water?
Pulling the filthy sweatshirt over my other two, I found the least dirty of the three pairs of jeans I owned and slipped them on over the sweatpants I was wearing. I glanced down at the worn pair of sneakers on the floor and shook my head; it was too cold and wet for those. Going over to the narrow door less closet, I picked up my latest prize possessions, a pair of semi decent work boots someone had thrown in the dumpster around the corner. I sat down on one of the two mismatched chairs at the small table, and pulling the boots on, looked into the closet.
Hanging there were the three decent things I had, a long sleeved blue dress shirt, black Dockers and a pair of fairly decent looking black shoes were there. Those were my interview clothes, and sadly I hadn't had a chance to wear them in close to a month. Not for lack of trying, I had put in dozens of applications in that time, but no one was hiring. Well at least they weren't hiring people who had no real work history, no car, lived in the worst part of town, and had no phone number to give them. I usually gave them Gino's number, but if he didn't answer they would hear his voice mail and know it wasn't my phone.
A couple of months ago when I had caught a break and been able to work under the table for a week unloading trucks, I'd bought a go phone, but the minutes ran out and things had come down to having a phone or a cracked plaster roof over my head. During that time all I'd had for work was the two nights a week Gino got for me, bussing tables at his father's restaurant. I made fifty a night in cash. which was just enough to pay for my posh dwelling. Silly little things like food, laundry, and the occasional treat of a haircut, were paid for by my 'day job' as I referred to it.
Looking into the old mirror leaning against the wall on top of the dresser, I finger combed my sandy brown hair. I was looking a little scruffy, but figured I didn't have any hot dates lined up in the near future and shaving in the cold water in the community bathroom gave me razor burn anyway. I looked over at the alarm clock and saw it was close to six thirty, I had to get going. Just because I didn't have a job didn't mean that other people didn't and this was the best time to catch them. After all, in a way their livelihood was my livelihood these days.
I slipped on a pair of fingerless mittens, then after grabbing the six dollars that I had to my name off the table, shoved it in my pocket, before putting on the pair of bulky gloves I had gotten from goodwill. I walked over to the door and removed the chair I had wedged under the door knob. Several times lately I'd heard the door being tried and never took any chances. For the life of me, I couldn't fathom how anyone who lived here could think that anyone else who lived here would have anything else worth stealing. For that matter I never understood why the crack head prostitute down the hall constantly solicited me. Even if I was interested in going where everyman had gone before, I couldn't afford a peck on the cheek, let alone sex.
I started to step through the door, and then caught myself. I had almost forgotten my advertising. Reaching back down to the table I picked up the cardboard sign and looked at what I had written there. "Down on my luck, anything helps." I closed my eyes, fighting back the tears of frustration that somehow after months of this still hit me on a daily basis. Taking a deep breath, I whispered, "It will get better than this" and went out to swallow my pride yet again.
*****
I walked quickly down the street, partly because I wanted to get to the the off ramp before someone else claimed the spot, but also because it was only fifteen degrees outside. Then again I usually walked pretty fast anyway on this street, especially anytime it was dark. Once I crossed the intersection and headed down Broad Street the neighborhood became better and I slowed up. The clock outside the bank read six fifty which meant I was making good time and could spare a couple of minutes to stop into Cumberland farms for a quick breakfast. The brief stop would also give me a chance to catch a little heat before I spent the next couple of hours shivering outside.
Entering the store, I immediately went over to the small bargain rack and looked over my options. The rack contained mostly pastries that we're all under a dollar. For the last six months, things like this as well as the fast food dollar menus were my means of survival. For eight to ten dollars I could manage to eat three times a day, and occasionally even splurge for a coffee or two in between. After a few seconds debate, I grabbed a cheese Danish and looked over at the coffee pot. I could get a large for a dollar which would really help with the cold.
I began to walk over and stopped myself. People were pretty much jerks and once when I'd been standing there with a coffee, a guy had made a crack that seeing I had one I must just be one of those con artists he'd heard about. I hovered near the pot indecisively then with a shrug decided to pass; besides it was pretty cold, maybe Paula would bring me one today. At the thought of her I felt a smile briefly touch my lips. Paula was usually the highlight of my day, and had been for awhile now. Our conversations were brief, usually only a couple of minutes while she pulled over and gave me a coffee and a couple of dollars, but they gave me something to look forward to.
Turning from the coffee, I made my way towards the counter. Seeing I was passing on the coffee I grabbed a small pack of mini donuts to go with the Danish. Oh yeah, I was living large today for sure. I headed for the counter and stopped in my tracks when I saw a Providence cop waiting in line to pay for his coffee. I recognized him as the same one who had chased me off the corner several times, and hung back. Unfortunately he picked that moment to turn around and seeing me nodded,
"Morning Jamie, you staying out of trouble?"
"Yes sir." I said.
I turned away embarrassed, as the couple of other people in line turned to look at me. Cops were such pricks. Then again he was doing his job, and had never taken me down to the station like he could have, just told me to get walking. Deciding to wait until he left to get in line, I wandered down the central aisle. I passed the guy stocking the shelves and felt his eyes on me. Glancing up in the round mirror in the upper corner of the store, I saw him staring at me. Most likely waiting for me to try to shop lift something. This was another of life's little frustrations, I had never stolen anything in my life, but I suppose it's easy for people to make assumptions.
A sea of red caught my eye, and I noticed the entire left side of the aisle was dedicated to Valentine's Day. I narrowed my eyes, the days were a little hard to keep track of sometimes, but as I thought on it, I realized today was the fourteenth. What a difference a year makes. At this time last year, I was living with Aunt Marie, in my second semester at URI and had spent Valentine's Day at a cozy little hotel with Tammy. Now my aunt was living in a nursing home and on a good day kind of recognized me, I had no money, had to quit school and as for Tammy?
I looked down at the floor, of all the things that had happened to me in the last few months that was still the most humiliating. Tammy's family had money and she was always a bit better than. Even when I had my shit together, her family wondered what she saw in me. Once things got rough however, she began to change as well. When I was living with a roommate she was constantly asking me when I would get a job and have some money, or when would I be going back to school. Her Daddy was riding her about me and heaven forbid she be inconvenienced in anyway, or have to defend me.
When my roommate unceremoniously tossed me out because his girlfriend had to move in with him, I had ended up where I was now. Soon after that I lost my job and had gotten desperate enough to start panhandling. One day I heard my name called and looking up, wanted to crawl into a hole. It was three kids I had gone to URI with including one of Tammy's best friends. They said a couple of things along the lines of "Hey how's the new job going' and took off.
The next day Tammy came by herself. They had told her and she hadn't believed them. Once she saw me she pulled over and began yelling at me, how dare I embarrass her? Here I was a step away from homeless, my life in ruins and I was upsetting her. I lost it and told her to go fuck herself. That had been five months ago and since then fucking myself is pretty much what I'd been doing. I certainly couldn't think about asking a girl out, and after all, my hand did have pretty low expectations.
I guess in a way I should be happy I saw Tammy's true colors so I wouldn't waste my life trying to make her happy, but the way it happened still bothered me. It was funny how life had a way of changing your perspectives and quickly. Not too long ago the thought of being alone on Valentine's Day would have upset me. Now that every day was a fight to keep eating and existing I could care less. Although it was a shame that so many decent people were alone, and pieces of work like Tammy, or Aunt Marie's kids for that matter, would always have someone.
My Aunt always claimed that what came around went around, and if you were good to people you would get it back, if you were bad you would get what you deserved. Sad to say Aunties theory pretty much worked in reverse from what I'd seen lately. Seemed to me the people that deserved something good in their lives were being shit on. Paula was a perfect example. She was an attractive, sweet, caring person who had given of herself her entire life. Yet here it was Valentine's Day and she would be staying home alone as she usually did.
I started to walk towards the counter, but stopped and looked back at the cards. Maybe I should get her a Valentine. No, that would look funny, not to mention the cards were three to four dollars and who knew if I would get any money today. Right now those four dollars would guarantee I ate lunch. I took another step to the front of the store then stopped again. What was wrong with me? The woman had been far better to me than anyone else in my life right now including a girl who allegedly loved me. Now here I was with a chance to make her smile and I was hedging.
I went back to the cards and frowned as I looked them over. I didn't want one that was actually romantic or leading so to speak, just something thoughtful. I picked one up that had a picture of a red heart shaped box with a ribbon on it. Underneath the box it said 'You are a gift to my heart'. Opening the card I read the short paragraph inside. It spoke of how true gifts were not the ones we received in boxes, but those we received in our hearts, our blessings.
Well I didn't feel like I had too many blessings right now, but if I had one it was surely Paula. I flipped the card over and saw it was three dollars so within the budget. On the way to the counter I found myself in a better mood and smiled at the guy who had been staring at me the entire time. He gave me an odd look, and I gave him a wink and pursed my lips at him.
"Like what you see?" I asked.
He turned redder than the card in my hand and quickly went back to stocking the cat food. I was still grinning when I got to the counter. That was more like the old me, always looking for a chance to bust someone's balls. While I waited for the guy in front of me to check out, my eyes fell on a small plastic bucket on the counter that contained artificial roses. I saw a purple one, which was Paula's favorite color. The sign said they were a dollar, and doing some quick math, I put the donuts on the rack next to me and picked up the rose. The Danish would be enough, and I figured the rose would be a nice touch.
Once I paid, I stepped to the side and using the pen next to the credit card machine went to sign the card. I was just going to put my name, but after thinking for a moment wrote; For a woman who is as beautiful on the inside as she is on the outside. Thank you for everything you've done, you've truly been a gift to me. Happy Valentine's Day, Jamie
As soon as I finished, I frowned. That was a little strong, but it was how I felt, and from what I had seen of her she was pretty, maybe not lights out, but I always had the feeling she held herself back. Paula's hair was always up, and she wore very little makeup. The couple of times I had seen her out of her car she was dressed not only proper, but almost unflattering. Besides, standing here in my stained clothes and second time around boots, who was I to judge? Main thing was I meant what I said and hopefully could get her to smile. She had done that for me plenty of times and as Aunty said I should treat people the way they treated me.
I slipped the rose inside of my sweatshirt so I wouldn't look like an idiot standing there with it, hurried down the street. Choosing the card had me running a little behind and hopefully that weird old bastard that always wore the army jacket hadn't gotten there first. Usually I beat him to it, but occasionally he would arrive first, and I had learned the hard way, by taking a beating one time, that street etiquette dictated it was only your spot if you claimed it first that day. The wind kicked up and pulling up the hood, I put my head down and made my towards the industrial park exit. In order to keep my mind off the cold and to try to hold onto the first good mood I'd been in all week, I thought about Paula.
Over the months I'd been doing this, I had found some regulars I guess you could call them. It made sense, seeing that I worked the corner of an industrial complex and people went to work that way every day. Although random people would give me a buck here and there it seemed like mostly the same people would give me something, and sometimes more than money. Last month a guy named Rob gave me two sweatshirts his son was going to throw out, and there was a woman who had brought me a bagel a couple of times.
Paula was my first regular, or at least the first I recognized. She had given me a dollar a couple of days in a row, then the next time I saw her, she had given me a five. I didn't make that corner for a few days, due to getting a chance to work a little at the restaurant in the morning, and when next I saw her she asked my name and said she had been worried when she hadn't seen me. I was surprised and asked why, and she said I seemed so young and she had been afraid something happened to me. I was touched, no one had worried about me in a long time and I think I had a lump in my throat when I thanked her.
The next day, Paula pulled her black SUV partway up onto the island and after handing me a coffee spent a few minutes talking to me. She told me her name and that she worked as an office manager at one of the companies on the far side of the park. She then gave me five dollars and after an awkward pause, asked me why I was out there. I gave her my standard answer of I was living with a family member who had gotten sick and I had no one else. She had tried to ask more, but after being vague with my answers, she took the hint.
From that point on any morning I saw her she would pull over and talk to me for a couple of minutes. Asking if I had any luck finding a job, and how I was doing in general. More often than not, she would give me at least five dollars and brought me coffee quite a few times. She was so nice to me I started feeling bad taking that much every day from her. One day when I was upset because I had run out of time on my phone she showed back up a half hour later with a ten dollar phone card.
A couple of weeks ago Paula and I had gotten to know quite a bit about each other. It was a Friday, and the night before it had snowed like an absolute bitch, over twelve inches of heavy wet shit covering the ground. I had trudged out to my spot, hoping the weather would gain me some sympathy and a few extra dollars. Paula had pulled up and asked if I wanted to make some money. I said I would be thrilled to, I would much rather earn something then just take handouts. Paula told me she had a huge driveway and walkway, and certainly wasn't going to shovel it. She normally paid a couple of neighborhood kids twenty bucks apiece to shovel it, but figured why not ask me this time?
I initially felt a little weird and asked if she cared if I knew where she lived. Paula had smiled and said she could tell I was a good guy who was just having it rough, not a criminal. I still felt weird, but she was offering forty dollars, which meant I could get some more time on my phone and maybe buy a couple of small things I needed. I agreed and she asked where I lived so she could pick me up. I didn't want her to do that, I hated where I lived and although I'm sure she knew I lived in a pit I did not want her to see it. I told her that it was a rough neighborhood and I didn't want her driving through it.



Paula had given me one of her huge smiles that always got me to smile back and said things like that were why she knew she could trust me. She then added that someone had raised me right. My smile faltered as I thought of Aunt Marie and where she was now. Paula seemed to sense she had hit a nerve and backing off the subject, offered to pick me up where she always saw me. I told her to get me further down the road at a seven eleven instead. When she asked why I shrugged and told her that she worked here and it would look bad for her if someone saw me get in her truck.
Paula gave me another smile, but this one different, not quite as big and almost a little sad. She told me how thoughtful I was and made a comment that she wished the other men in her life were that way. Feeling as if it were now me who had unwittingly hit a sore spot, I said thank you and told her I would see her the next day. When I went to bed that night, I felt oddly excited. If I had been thinking about the money I wouldn't have found it odd, but the fact I was excited about going to her house was what got me. I didn't think for a minute anything funny was going on, hell she was twice my age with a great job, and I highly doubted she was the type to go slumming.
I think what I was happy about was that I was going to get a chance to spend time with someone who genuinely seemed interested in talking to me; I would get to feel human for awhile. Paula picked me up right on time, with a coffee for me of course, and we drove to her house. She lived in Warwick in a fairly well to do neighborhood and she had not been kidding, her driveway was massive. In fact her house itself was pretty damn big, especially for someone who lived alone.
She invited me in to sit for awhile, but I told her I wanted to get started right away. Paula shrugged and pointing at a shovel propped up against the garage, told me to feel free to come in and warm up if I needed to.
While she was talking I tried to nonchalantly check her out. Up to that point, I had only seen her sitting in her truck. She was normally wearing a leather jacket, and scarf, and her brown hair was always up. I was disappointed to notice that I couldn't really notice anything. Paula was wearing a pair of jeans that were pretty loose fitting and a heavy shapeless grey coat. Although her hair wasn't up, it was pulled back in a pony tail, which at least gave me an idea of the length, but that was it. She wasn't wearing any makeup, and I had to say, she looked pretty good for her age, which I was guessing was early forties.
All in all she looked like the everyday woman next door. Well not completely, Paula did have two exceptional features, the first that amazing smile, and then the biggest brown eyes with the longest lashes I'd ever seen. I'd always had a thing for doe eyed brunettes, and caught myself staring as she spoke to me. Either she didn't notice, or was nice enough not to mention it; as she simply smiled and headed into the house. I shoveled my ass off and spent over three hours clearing the driveway as well as the front walk and a path to her garage. She hadn't asked for me to do the last part, but I wanted to do a good job, and it felt good to work hard.
By the time I was finished, I was tired and numb from the cold, but felt satisfied that I had done something worthwhile for someone who seemed like they would appreciate it. I went to the door and rang the bell, when Paula answered I told her I was all set and was going to go up the road and catch the bus home. Actually, where I was going to go was to see Aunt Marie. The home she was in was located in North Kingstown, three buses from Providence, but only one from here. Paula shook her head and said that she would take me home. Before I could start to argue, she added that she would only do that after I came in and had lunch.
I tried to hedge, but with a sly smile she reminded me that she hadn't paid me yet, and she forgot to mention lunch was part of the deal. I stood their uncertain, and trying to look upset, but her smile kept growing wider and eventually I gave a mock sigh and agreed. Paula hadn't made anything fancy, grilled cheese sandwiches and tomato soup, but it was the best meal I'd had in a long time because it didn't come in a wrapper. Paula sat across from me at the kitchen table and had a bowl of soup while making small talk about the weather and how bad the Sox looked and it wasn't even spring training yet.
Paula was doing most of the talking as I was concentrating on scoffing down the food. She asked if I wanted another sandwich and as I hesitated, she laughed and got up to make me one. While Paula stood over the stove I looked around the house. The kitchen was good sized, but the living room that was visible through archway was enormous. I didn't know much about wood and furniture in general, but nothing in the house looked cheap. I could see a hallway across the living room and several closed doors that I assumed were bedrooms.
As my eyes wandered across the furnishings I saw a mantle that had several pictures over it. They were all of two boys, one was blond, but the other had dark hair and was the spitting image of Paula. They looked around my age and were obviously her sons. I heard a phone ring, and turned to see Paul take her cell from her pocket. She turned away from me as she spoke and continued to cook. Taking advantage of her being distracted, I turned in my chair so I could see more of the living room. There were several framed photos on the wall of her boys; High school graduations, proms and a couple of nice ones with Paula posing with them.
My eyes lingered on one them in which she was wearing a black dress that was just a touch on the short side. I leaned forward, to get a better look and from what I could see, she had some nice legs. Her brown hair was down and I was surprised at how curly it was.
"You can go in there if you want." Paula had said behind me, scaring the shit out of me.
I turned around quickly and muttered something along the lines of I was just looking. I felt stupid; although I'm sure she didn't think I was checking her out in a picture. Paula put a plate with two more sandwiches down for me and again sat across from me. She looked into the room and told me that the pictures were indeed of her sons Josh, and William. They were a little older than me, and both were attending the University of Florida. As she spoke she sounded proud, but there seemed to be a hint of sadness there. In fact she looked the exact way I felt when I spoke of my mom or my aunt.
She had trailed off, and I was unsure if I should change the subject or not. Taking a chance that maybe she wanted to talk, I asked if they were close, and if they called often. I felt like an ass when she shook her head and said that they had not been close since the divorce two years ago. I had kind of figured she was divorced seeing I hadn't seen a picture of the father anywhere. I decided at that point that the only way my lips should be moving is if they were chewing and went back to eating and feeling like a jerk.
Paula however, kept on the subject. She told me she had married her college sweetheart, and had gotten pregnant within a year. Her husband was a successful architect and made excellent money, and wanted her to be a stay at home Mom. Paula had a business degree and by the time both kids were in school went back to work. She was still with the same company and pretty much ran the entire office. She also made good money, and the divorce agreement was that she kept the house in exchange for not pursuing alimony, and that they split the boys tuition.
I figured she would stop there, but to my surprise she continued by telling me that she hadn't been happy with him for years. He worked constantly, traveled for work and even when he was home they never went out and after a sigh she added that he pretty much neglected her in the bedroom too, leaving her feeling as if something were wrong with her. The bedroom remark had caught me off guard and I swallowed my food hard and fought not to choke. My first thought was that was information I didn't need to know, the second was why he would ignore her, she looked pretty good in that picture and was certainly nice enough.
Mercifully, Paula didn't notice me almost spitting out my food and went on to say that after his hours got longer, and he traveled even more, she started getting suspicious. Sure enough, she discovered quite a few restaurant charges on his credit card and found out he was not only cheating on her, but that it had been going on for years. I spoke up saying that, that was shame, but it was his loss. She told me I was sweet, but went on to say that the affair hadn't upset her as much as I would have thought. After all they had just been going through the motions for years.
What had crushed her was that Paula had found out that her sons knew, and had even met the woman. They had covered for him, and then seemed upset when she filed for the divorce. Paula said that at the time of their separation, both of the boys stopped calling as frequently as they used to and neither had come home to see her for Christmas even though they had come up to see their father who lived an hour away in Boston. With a bitter smile, she added that their feelings never stopped them from cashing the checks she sent them to help with their books, and they had no problem letting her pay for half their education.
I asked why she bothered, and with a shrug she said they were still her sons, she loved them and just because they were doing the wrong thing didn't mean she should as well. I nodded, although I didn't completely agree, that was definitely something Aunt Marie would say. As Paula began to tell me what her sons were going to school for, my mind wandered. I could care less what those ungrateful spoiled little pricks were studying. I found that I was as upset as she seemed. Over the last few months I'd seen more than my share of the crap that people could offer, and it disgusted me to see this woman being mistreated by her own kids. Never mind some asshole who obviously didn't appreciate what he'd had in her.
I guess I had gone a little too quiet and she asked if she were boring me. I gave her a smile and said that I could never be bored, listening to a beautiful woman. Paula laughed loudly, it was an infectious one and I found myself having a hard time trying to keep a straight face while I asked what was so funny. Paula told me I must be pretty good with the girls, because that was as smooth of a line as she had heard. I countered with the remark, that with her looks I was sure she'd heard her share of lines. She laughed again, but then shrugged and said she really hadn't. She'd dated one kid through high school and met her eventual ex husband her freshmen year at PC.
I pointed out that her divorce was a couple of years ago, and I was sure she would have made up for lost time so to speak. Paula rolled her eyes and said she'd had maybe a handful of dates since then. She wasn't sure where to meet someone, and she still felt a little nervous about the whole thing, having spent over twenty years with one person. I told her that was a shame, that a pretty woman like her should be having some fun. She told me that she had already fed me and would pay me, so I didn't have to keep flattering her. I responded with Aunt Marie's classic line of
"I don't have to do anything."
Paula laughed and said okay, she would accept the flattery. I told her that I was sorry for what happened, that someone like her deserved to be happy, and that wasn't a line I meant that. I took a chance and told her that I thought what her sons were doing was terrible, that they should appreciate her. I felt bad after I said it, but she nodded in agreement. Paula then looked at me and asked if I had any family. I hesitated, not wanting to get into it, but after looking at her, and realizing how much she had shared with me, I figured what the hell? If anything, it might make her feel better about her kids, after all they were nowhere near as bad as Aunt Marie's. Besides, at the end of the day when was the last time someone had seemed interested in my life?
Taking the last sip of my coffee, I began at the beginning, but made it as brief as possible. My father screwed when I was around five, ran off with his secretary was what my mother would later tell me. So I guess right off the bat Paula and I had something in common. Mom worked full time and did the best she could, but had a hard time making ends meet and we were constantly moving from place to place because she kept falling behind on rent. After we ended up staying with friends for a week, with no idea where she was going to live next, Mom's aunt Marie invited us to live with her.
Aunt Marie was Mom's godmother and had always been close to her. Aunty had two sons', who were a little older than Mom, but had both gotten married and moved to Connecticut. Aunt Marie had been widowed years ago when her husband died of a heart attack, and with the boys gone she was alone and told Mom she would love the company. Much like Paula's spawn, her boys barely called and only came to visit if they needed something. Aunty wasn't loaded, but her huge house in East Greenwich was paid off and she had a line of credit that she used to borrow off the equity. Also like Paula, she was generous despite her son's ungratefulness and helped each of them by their houses.
My aunt would baby sit me while Mom worked and we grew close. When I was thirteen Mom was diagnosed with lung cancer. It was stage four when they found it and Mom went downhill quickly. With the exception of a couple of cousins Mom had no family and asked my Aunt if she would take care of me. Two weeks after Aunt Marie's lawyer filed the papers for her to become my legal guardian, Mom passed away. I was devastated, but Aunty was great and got me through those tough times.
For the next five years life was pretty good, I did fairly well in school, and did everything I could for Aunty around the house and ran all of her errands, while her kids may as well have been pictures on milk cartons. When I graduated high school my grades were not quite good enough to qualify for a scholarship, but Aunt Marie told me not to worry. Using some money from her house she paid for my first year at URI and told me that as long as my grades stayed good, she would continue right up to graduation.
The beginning of my freshman year was when things began to go to hell. Aunt Marie's memory had been slipping and she was starting to have periods of time that she could not recall what she had been doing. When I came home from school one day to find her half dressed wandering around the neighbor's yard I called her doctor. The doctors told me that she was in the beginning stages of dementia and things most likely were not going to get any better. We had nurses start to come during the day, but she was becoming progressively worse, some days not even recognizing me.
When my aunt had first started slipping I had called both of her sons, neither of which was too concerned. I got 'well take her to the doctors and let us know how you make out'. When I told them what the doctor had said they said to 'keep them in the loop' and they would try to make it down when they could. One day I came home to find the nurse cleaning up some glass, she told me my aunt had lost track of who and where she was and had gotten violent, throwing a plate at her. The doctor said it was time to call her sons and get their asses down there.
In retrospect, I would have been better off not even telling him she had kids. Hell, Aunty didn't remember them, and it's not like they cared about her. Instead, as she had raised me to do, I did the right thing and called them, telling them they needed to come and help out. They showed up and after talking to the doctor, decided the best thing for their mother, who had taken care of them their entire lives, was to stick her in a home. The doctor seemed to have the impression they were scum, but they were next of kin, and she really did need around the clock care.
With their mother now in a home, with no chance of getting better, the bastards decided that she no longer needed a house. Within a month they had sold it, leaving me with no place to live. They were sporting enough to let me stay while the house was for sale, if for no other reason then I mowed the lawn and kept it looking good, but when it sold I was told to leave.
Knowing the answer, but trying anyway, I asked them for a little bit of the money, so I could not only get a place but pay for at least another semester of school. Aunt Marie had told me many times she was going to leave me something, but right now she was still alive and not in her right mind, leaving the pieces of crap that had somehow been born to her calling the shots. The oldest, Brian, told me point blank that like a son, and being a son were two different things. He thanked me for helping his mother and gave me a check for a whopping thousand dollars. I would later find out the house had sold for over three hundred thousand and even after paying off the equity they had each walked away with almost seventy five thousand.
My aunt had not wanted me working too much while in school and I was only getting twenty hours a week at Stop and Shop, so no way could I afford my own place. Tammy still lived at home and most of my friends either lived on campus or home as well. I found a roommate through a friend and that lasted until he knocked up his girlfriend and she was in and I was out. I found a small efficiency apartment that I could barely afford, and continued to try to find full time work to no avail. Knowing there was no way I could afford to continue and heartbroken over my aunt's condition, I quit school and just tried to find a job. The Toyota that Aunty had given me as a gift for my high school graduation blew its transmission and unable to get to work on time, I lost my job and the rest as they say was history.
I had been looking down into my empty soup bowl as I spoke, not wanting to see Paula feeling bad for me. When I finished I felt her hand on mine and looked up to see her looking at me with tears in her eyes. Again I felt like an asshole, but had to admit that her hand over mine felt nice. Squeezing my hand hard Paula said softly, "Thank you Jamie."
Confused I asked her what for, and shaking her head she had answered;
"First of all for trusting me, but mainly for making me appreciate what I have. I sit around at night feeling sorry for myself that I'm lonely, and how unfair things are with my kids. Hearing what you've been through makes me see how much I have to be thankful for." She'd paused and added. "Your Aunt did a great job Jamie, because you're a hell of young man considering all you've been through."
As she spoke she hadn't moved her hand, and I was enjoying her touch. It had been a long time since I'd had any real human contact. I had the urge to turn my hand over so that I could hold hers, but figured that would look wrong. Instead I took a minute to fight back the emotions talking about my life had started to bring out. Paula asked where Aunt Marie was living and when I told her, she said that she knew where it was, and it wasn't far from her house. At that point, I told her that I was planning on seeing her from there, and should probably get going.
A disappointed feeling went through me as Paula removed her hand from mine, and said that sounded like a good idea. I thanked her for lunch and stood up, preparing to leave, when she told me to hold on so she could grab her coat. I told her she didn't have to walk me out. Paula rolled her eyes at me and said that she was going to grab her coat, because she was going to take me to see my aunt. I immediately told her no, I couldn't impose like that. Paula told me not to be ridiculous and not to be embarrassed; she would drop me off and go grab a coffee while I went in for a visit.



I tried to refuse, but Paula told me she would not take no for an answer, it was cold and I would have to take three buses to get home. She also winked and said she still had my money, and wouldn't give it to me until she dropped me off at home tonight. I lost any desire to continue to argue. A ride in a warm truck, a chance to see my aunt, and more time with a woman who was being nicer to me than anyone had in a long time. I agreed to go and with a big smile, that made my decision worth it even more, Paula left the room to go grab her coat.
Slipping my sweatshirt back on, I followed her into the Parlor and saw her go down the hallway to the closet. While she had the door open, blocking her view of me, I took a minute to look at the picture of her in the black dress. Upon close inspection, not only was my initial impression of her legs confirmed, but I couldn't help but notice that her chest was not exactly small. The dress wasn't too low cut, but I could see more than a little cleavage. I focused on her face, trying to guess how old the picture was, she looked pretty much as she did now, and I thought that she more than looked good for her age, she looked good period.
I turned quickly away from the picture when I heard her footsteps, coming towards me and saw she was again bundled up from head to toe. I found myself wondering if I was still seeing her come the warm weather, what she would dress like. As we left the house and got into her truck, I rolled my eyes at myself. This woman was being damn good to me, and I was wondering what her body looked like. Never mind the fact she had kids my age, and sure as hell would never think of me in that way. In my defense however, it had been months since I'd broken up with Tammy and Paula holding my hand was the first time a woman had touched me in any way since.
Paula dropped me off at the home where the best day I'd had in a long time continued. Aunt Marie called me by name as soon as I entered her room. Better than that, she even hugged me back when I hugged her. She seemed fairly lucid and asked about me and the house. I fought to keep a smile on my face as I told her that I was doing great in school, and was keeping the house in good shape for when she came home. Aunty asked how Tammy was and I said fine. I had to stifle a laugh when she shook her head and said "I have to tell you Jamie, I really am not fond of that girl, she's quite the phony."
Aunty stayed with me for another few minutes, long enough to break my heart by asking me if I knew when her kids were coming to take her home. I was almost relieved when she started fading out, looking at me as if I had just come in and asking me who the hell I was. I told her twice, then gave up and simply nodded as she started talking about people I'd never heard of before. After a few minutes of that, she fell asleep and I sat by the bedside holding her hand with my head down, crying in frustration at how wrong all this was.
Taking a few minutes to pull myself together, I went outside to see Paula sitting out front in her truck. I got in and she asked how my visit was. I told her the truth, that it was up and down, and she left it alone. We drove to Providence in silence. I felt bad, but seeing Aunty drained me, and the heat, which was a treat for me, was making me drowsy. When we were within a few blocks of my house, I told her to pull over and I would walk. Paula stubbornly insisted on taking me all the way to my door and a couple of minutes later we pulled up in front of the run down four story building with the tacky rooms by the week sign over the door, that I called home.
I thanked her for everything and as I started to get out, I felt her hand press into mine. Looking down I saw she was handing me a fifty. Before I could say anything she said she didn't have two twenties so I would just have to take that. I started to thank her again, but stopped in mid sentence when she leaned over and kissed me on the cheek. She told me again what a great guy I was and how wonderful it was the way I cared about my aunt. Taking my hand, she told me to hang in there, things would get better.
Since then things had gotten a little better, but only because of Paula herself. I saw her just about every morning and it gave me something to look forward to. She had started coming by a couple minutes earlier so we could talk a little before she had to go. One day she said she felt bad because while I was talking to her I might be missing out on making some money. I told her not to worry, that I looked forward to seeing her. I was amazed at the smile she gave me, and as she looked down I swore she was blushing. Of course, she made it worth it anyway, always giving me a few dollars.
It had gotten to the point I tried not to take it from her. She asked why, and I told her that I felt like we were friends and I wouldn't take advantage of a friend. Paula had shaken her head and told me that I really was something. She pulled away and just as she did, dropped a five on the ground before driving away laughing before I could give it back to her. Over the last few days I found myself thinking of her more and more, especially at night. During the morning I just thought about seeing her and what we would talk about. At night however, my thoughts were becoming very different and weren't exactly the purist.
Lying there shivering on the cot, I would find my mind drifting in her direction. I always envisioned her in that black dress from the picture, her long hair down and a different kind of smile on her face. She would kiss me on the cheek as she had done that night she dropped me off, but in my thoughts her lips strayed to mine. I imagined we were in her bedroom and the kissing would lead to her pushing me onto her bed. Paula would start to slip the dress off and...
I jumped at the sound of a horn barely getting out of the way of a red Toyota turning the corner. I took a deep breath and stood on the curb for a minute until my heart slowed down. Carefully looking both ways, I crossed the street and shook my head at the fact I was thinking about her that way. I wasn't just thinking about her, I was talking about her as well. A couple of nights ago when I was washing dishes with Gino in the restaurant, I mentioned her several times. The last time I did he laughed at me. When I asked him what was so funny, he slapped me on the shoulder and said, "Man, you are crushing on this woman!"
I tried to deny it, but could feel myself getting redder by the minute. He had picked the right word; a crush was exactly what I felt like I had. Well I guess I couldn't blame myself. Paula was damn nice to me and attractive, I think her being older was exciting as well, but a crush was all it was. Like most crushes I had no doubt it was one sided, and would run its course. But for now, she was fun to think about and it gave me a pleasant distraction from the rest of my pathetic existence. Speaking of which, I had reached the route ten off ramp and as I always did, looked up and down the street for cops before crossing partway and standing on the island.
I closed my eyes and removing my sign from my sweatshirt held it up in front of me. It always amazed me that after several months of this it hadn't gotten easier. Every day I felt like I lost another piece of myself as I stood there begging. I focused straight ahead as the cars went past me. The light turned red, and as the traffic stopped I looked around at the people in the cars in front of me. I did this quickly, long enough to maybe gain some sympathy, but not long enough to make them feel awkward.
The guy in the ford pickup in front of me rolled his window down, and put his hand out. I quickly stepped forward, took the dollar from his hand, and said softly, "Thank you sir."
"Anytime kid," he replied. "You try to get some coffee with that okay, its cold out here."
I nodded and turned to go back up in the island. As I did I was just in time to catch the sight of two young kids in the back seat of a Lexus, pointing and laughing at me. The light changed and as the cars drove by I heard someone yell, "Fucking pathetic, get a job you lazy bastard!"
I put my head down, in shame and frustration. This would go on all morning. For every decent person there was an asshole. Most people seemed to be in between. They would make eye contact with me, then quickly look away and stare straight ahead until the light changed. I could tell they felt bad, but either couldn't give anything or thought it was wrong to do so for some reason.
The first half hour went by quickly and I made ten dollars, so lunch and dinner were in the bag at least. The next goal was another ten for the luxury of haircut, so if I got an interview I could look decent. The time began to drag as traffic thinned out and standing still allowed the cold to catch up to me. I didn't have a watch, but my well developed internal clock told me I should have seen Paula by now. Once in awhile if she knew she had to work late she would go in later in the morning. When that happened I usually missed her, as I didn't stay more than an hour for fear of the cops. Figured this would be the day she wouldn't be around.
I looked up excitedly at the sound of a horn, expecting to see her truck. It wasn't her, but I knew who it was. I quickly jumped back a couple of feet as the red mustang came racing towards the light. It was driven by a kid around my age and the two girls who were with him were laughing and pointing. As he always did, the kid swerved the mustang close enough to the island to hit the slushy snow in front of it and splash it up at me. I dodged most of it, but some hit my legs, instantly soaking my pants. He yelled something and I heard the screech of breaks.
I saw that the traffic had backed up and he was stopped not twenty feet from me. I felt a surge of rage flow through me and stepped off the island. After weeks of doing shit like that to me, the little mother fucker had finally screwed up. I was never much of a fighter, but at six feet was not a small guy. I used to work out when things had been good, and although I'd lost weight with my limited lifestyle I was still pretty solid. Wandering the streets had also taught me how to handle myself, and I'd gotten into enough scuffles with other panhandlers and street people to know I could kick this kid's ass.
I took another step towards his car and saw to my amusement he was looking behind him and saw me coming. I smiled at the image of yanking him out of his car in front of his little girlfriends and bitch slapping him. I was halfway across the street when I heard Paula's voice behind me,
"Hey Jamie, hold on!"
I stopped and stared at the mustang, still wanting to go over there, but hesitated. Would I want Paula to see me act like that? She thought I was a sweet guy who did the right thing. Right behind Paula was a vision of my aunt Maries shaking her head in disappointment. I turned around and walked back onto the island, thinking I would get another chance with that prick some day. I admit I was a little ticked off, that I had lost this chance, but when I looked over to see Paula smiling at me, from her truck, I quickly forgot about it.
"Morning Paula, how are you?" I asked as I reached the side of her truck.
"I'm good Jamie, how you doing this morning?"
I shrugged.
"Okay, I've had worse days."
"I'm sure you have." She nodded, looking at me sadly.
I hated that look; pity was what I relied on from the people who donated to my cause. I wanted Paula to see me differently.
"Well any day I see you can't be a bad day now can it?" I asked, giving her a wink.
Paula laughed and gave me the smile that I had been living for lately.
"You are smooth Jamie, you should teach classes."
I shrugged and didn't reply right away. I was content to just look at her. As always her hair was up and she was bundled up tight. I did notice that her usual black scarf had been replaced with a bright red one.
"So who said it's a line?" I asked to keep her smiling or to keep up my lame attempt at flirting, either way it worked as she laughed again.
"Oh, please, I have kids your age and I doubt I'm one of those..." She thought a moment. "Mif's?"
"Milfs." I corrected her, laughing.
"Oh yeah that's right." she nodded. "Not one of those."
"Yeah you're right," I began as I made a show of looking closely at her. "I was thinking more like a cougar."
"Good thing I wore my boots today." Paula said rolling her eyes.
Reaching down next to her she handed me a Dunkin Donuts coffee.
"Here you go hon, it's really cold out here."
I took the coffee and holding up the cup, turned it around in my hand, last week she had taped a five dollar bill to the side of it. I didn't see anything, which was fine by me.
"Thank you Paula." I told her. "Hey, I like that scarf, is that for Valentine's Day?"
"It is as a matter of fact." Paula said with a shrug. "Probably all I'll do to celebrate the day, but hey it's something right?"
I nodded, thrilled that my little segue had worked. I was reaching into my sweatshirt for the rose, when Paula surprised me first by reaching out and handing me a small heart shaped box of chocolates.
"Speaking of, happy Valentine's Day Jamie."
I took the box from her and stared at it for a minute. I felt a lump rise in my throat; I couldn't believe she had thought of me.
"Thank you Paula," I said quietly.
"No worries, "she winked at me. "Just some sweets for a real sweetheart." She laughed. "I know that's not as good as one of your lines, but I'm pretty rusty."
"Well, this makes me feel even better that I did this then."
Pulling out the rose, I handed it to her.
"Happy Valentine's Paula."
If I'd had any doubt that she would enjoy the rose, it was erased by the look on her face. Her all ready big brown eyes widened, and as she took it, she swallowed hard, and I recognized that she felt the same why I did.
"Oh Jamie, thank you." She whispered. "This is..." she shook her head. "So beautiful."
"Well I don't know about that," I said, after all it came from Cumberland farms. "But you said purple was your favorite."
"Twenty years of marriage and my ex thought my favorite color was blue." She said softly, more to herself then to me, then shaking her head said, "I say it once to you and you remember."
Reaching out, she took my hand in hers and flashing me her trademark smile said, "Thank you, you don't know how much this means to me."
"Well you taking me to see aunty meant a lot to me," I said then reaching back into my shirt gave her the card. "Here, this is for you too."
"Jamie, this is too much..."
"Nah, it's only a card." I told her, but was thrilled with the look in her eyes as she held it.
"Yeah but, a few dollars is a lot for you Jamie! I mean...." She sighed. "You didn't have to do this."
"I don't have to do anything, remember?" I asked.
Paula looked at the red envelope and then again at the rose. Putting the card down, she reached out, put her arm around my shoulder and tugged me towards her. Caught off guard, I felt like an idiot as I all but fell against her car. That feeling quickly faded as she wrapped her arm around my neck and hugged me. My face was buried in her neck and between the scent of her perfume and the sensation of her soft hair against my cheek I felt as if I were in heaven. I frowned at the thought that I was pretty sure I didn't smell anywhere near as nice, and my own hair probably felt kind of nasty.
Again thoughts were pushed away by the thrill of her lips grazing my cheek. Still hugging me she whispered in my ear, "You made my day Jamie, you really did."
"You make mine all the time." I told her quietly, and risking it, gave her a quick peck on the cheek.
"Hey lady! Make sure he showers first!" a voice called out, ruining the moment.
I pulled away, looking angrily in the direction of the voice, but the light was green and the cars were whipping past.
"Ignore them," Paula said quietly. "They're just assholes."
She looked at her watch and sighed.
"I'm sorry Jamie, but I have to go. I'll look at the card later okay?"
"No problem," I told her. Part of me was relieved, I would rather she read it without me in front of her, just in case I had gone too far with what I had written. "You have a good day," I winked at her. "And don't do anything wild tonight."
"Oh, please." She laughed. "Wild for me these days would be using my left hand."
"I..." I stopped speechless, trying to fight off the visual that remark conjured up. I could my face getting hot and Paula laughed.
"I got you to blush! How cute are you?"
"Cute," I managed to get out. "Yeah that's me."
"Sorry, Jamie, but you're so nice all the time I couldn't resist."
"Glad I could get you to laugh." I said rolling my eyes.
"You always do." She said, and then turning serious added. "You go get warm soon okay?"
"I will."
"And thank you again Jamie, this was very thoughtful."
I simply nodded and smiled, as she pulled away she called out, "Enjoy the candy."
Looking down at the box in my hand, I shrugged and untying the ribbon, opened it to grab a chocolate. When I removed the lid I laughed, there was a ten dollar bill folded on top of the candy.
I spent another half hour on the corner. By then I had finished my coffee, and eaten most of the chocolates. I also made another ten dollars so not a bad day all in all. Although I certainly didn't mind the money, the morning couldn't have gone badly after seeing the smile on Paula's face. I was proud of myself; I had made someone who deserved it, happy today. By this time most people had arrived at work and there wasn't much traffic coming through. Between that and the cop I spotted several blocks away harassing my buddy in the army jacket it was time to leave.
I figured I would walk downtown, get a haircut then swing by the restaurant and see if Gino had gotten any calls from the jobs I had applied to. Slipping my sign under my sweat shirt, I crossed the street and started walking. I made it about three blocks, when I heard a horn behind me. I turned and was surprised to see Paula pulling up next to me. She had rolled the window down and called out, "Hey Jamie, wait a minute!"
I walked over to the truck and frowned as it looked as if she either was upset or had been recently.
"Hey Paula," I began as I stopped in front of the door. "Everything okay?"
"Jamie, get in the truck for a minute, I want to talk to you."
I felt my stomach flutter, that didn't sound good. I started to open the door, then stopped and started looking around. "I don't think I should get in. What if..."
"Oh, for God's sake!" Paula rolled her eyes. "Just get in."
I quickly got into the car, wondering what was wrong. Then it hit me, she must have...
"Jamie," Paula cut into my racing mind. "I just read the card a few minutes ago."
Oh shit, I thought. I'd gotten carried away and she was going to say something about it. I could feel my face already starting to flush. I'd made myself look like an idiot.
"Umm, look Paula..." I stammered not even sure what I was going to say. "I..."
I stopped as she reached out, and putting her hand on my shoulder said softly, "That was the sweetest thing anyone has said to me in longer then I can remember." She paused and I was shocked to see that her eyes were misting up. "Thank you Jamie, that card means more than you know."
Before I could speak, she leaned forward and hugged me. Unlike last time, she got both arms around me and pulled me close to her. I hesitated, before awkwardly putting my arms around her shoulders. Again my face was nestled into her, but this time it was the soft skin of her neck that I felt my face against. She smelled and felt amazing, and I had to fight off the insane urge to kiss her neck. Paula released me, and sitting back in her seat looked at me as if she were embarrassed.



"Sorry, I... well that card was just what I needed today." She shrugged. "Valentine's day has always been tough for me."
"Since the divorce?"
"No, much longer than that." She shook her head. "I was lucky if we went to dinner and most of the time I'd get candy of flowers, and only because his secretary would send them." She paused then added quietly. "The one he'd been seeing for years."
"I'm sorry Paula." I said.
"Don't be," she smiled. "You turned a bad day good Jamie, what you wrote was perfect." She looked away for a minute then turning back put her hand over mine and asked, "Did you mean it?"
"Of course I did!" I exclaimed. "Paula you are the best person I know, I meant everything I wrote."
"Even the part about me being beautiful?" She smiled. "On the outside?"
I immediately blushed and unable to look her in the eyes said, "You're very pretty Paula."
Paula laughed and I felt like a fool. Pretty. What was I a kid? Well of course I was, at least to her anyway, and apparently I was trying to enforce that view by acting like one. "No one has called me pretty in years." She said. "Or beautiful for that matter."
"Well you are." I told her. "You have gorgeous eyes."
"Thank you," She smiled. "Your baby blues aren't so bad either you know."
I didn't reply as I was too busy wondering if she really meant that.
"Jamie," Paula began. "Would you do something for me?"
"Anything." I said quickly, a little too quickly I thought.
"I want you to go out to dinner with me tonight."
"I..." had I just heard that right? "Dinner?"
"Yes dinner." She nodded. "I'll pick you up and we can go to my favorite restaurant."
"I...I don't know Paula." I put my hands out. "That, ummm... well it wouldn't look right."
"To who?"
I found I didn't have an answer to that, and just sat there, staring like an idiot.
"Look Jamie," Paula said squeezing my hand. "I haven't gone out on Valentine's Day in years and I would love a chance to dress up and go out."
"But with me?" I shook my head. "I mean come on Paula I'm sure there's some guys who would..."
"I don't care about other guys, I want to go out with the guy who gave me such a beautiful card and who made me happy today."
Oh boy, this was starting to get awkward. I kept telling myself this meant nothing, but it seemed like it did. I should keep saying no, it was the right thing, I had no business going out with someone like her, hell she had kids my age. Then again, the thought of finally seeing her dressed up, would be...
"So what do you say Jamie, you want to go out with me tonight?"
"You mean like a date?" I blurted out.
Oh, you fucking moron, I thought as soon as the words left my mouth. What a first class boob.
"I mean like two people going out and having a good time together." She shrugged and said. "But you can say it's a date if you want. Tonight can be anything you want it to be."
Anything? Slow down Romeo, she's just playing along with me.
"Well jeez I can't be as special as you say I am if you need this much time to decide." Paula said shaking her head. "So much for my confidence."
"It's not that," I said quickly. "I just, I can't pay and I..."
"Don't worry about money, I have plenty, what I don't have is someone to spend Valentine's with." She sighed. "Not even my Valentine."
"Well I..."
"You don't have to worry about dressing up," she pointed out. "We can..."
"I have something nice I can wear." I told her.
"Really?" she smiled. "I'd love to see you dressed nice."
That makes two of us, I thought. I was running out of ways to say no.
"Come on Jamie," she said, "It would make me sad to be alone tonight."
Paula put her head down and looking up at me though her eyelashes with those huge brown eyes pushed her lips into a pout and whispered. "You wouldn't want me to be sad tonight would you?"
I shook my head; there was no way in hell I could say no to that look.
"Okay." I told her. "I've always been a sucker for big brown eyes."
"Really?" She gave me a sly smile. "That's good to know."
Was she flirting with me? No, don't be...
"I'll pick you up at seven and at your house; I don't want you walking around all dressed up tonight okay?"
"Okay," I told her as I opened the door to get out. "I'll see you then."
"Thank you Jamie," she said. "You've really made me happy today."
"Good," I nodded. "I'm glad you're going to have a good day."
"Who says it will have to stop at just the day?" She gave me a wink, "I'm looking forward to tonight Jamie, I really am."
*****
I was in front of Gino's house pacing nervously. It was five past seven and I was wondering if Paula had come to her senses and decided not to pick me up. For the third time in the last ten minutes I started to walk back up the stairs to Gino's door to use his phone and see if she were coming. As I had the other two times, I stopped myself. If she were on her way, I would look like an idiot and I'd done enough of that this morning. If she had changed her mind I didn't want her to feel bad.
Walking past Gino's house I stopped in front of the bakery next door. It was closed and in the street light I could see my reflection in the window. I had to say, that for the first time in a long time I looked pretty good. After Paula had given me a card with her cell number and left, I hoofed it downtown where I had not only gotten my hair cut, but splurged the extra five dollars for a shave. From there I went to the restaurant to see if someone had called for me about a job. As had been the case for quite some time Gino said that no one had called.
Although disappointed I still found myself in a damn good mood. I was going out tonight and whether it was a real date, which I doubted, or not, it would be a great night with a beautiful woman. Gino noticed I didn't look as upset as usual and asked what had me in such a good mood. Part of me didn't want to tell him, but he was really the only friend I had and I caved. He stood there grinning while I told him about how I had bought her the card and how happy she had been. When I told him she was taking me to dinner he laughed and exclaimed.
"Jamie that cheap assed rose is going to get you laid by a cougar!" he shook his head. "Shit man, who said you don't have any luck?"
I rolled my eyes and told him that it wasn't that kind of date. He laughed and told me that he was willing to bet, the next time I saw him I would be telling him he was right. Gino then went on to rant and rave about how hot older women were and how Paula was going to blow my mind. I let him ramble, Gino was a great guy but obsessed with porn, everything was about sex to him. When he was done and I promised him that if I got lucky I would tell him the details, he turned serious. He asked if I had decent clothes and I said I did. What I did not have was a jacket.
Gino told me to go home and come back to his place around five and bring my clothes. It was a bit of a trek each way, but I eagerly took him up on it, figuring he would let me use his shower. I went home and seeing my asshat neighbors were sleeping, which is what they didn't seem to do at night, I lied down. I was tired, but wired. I hadn't gotten much sleep, but all I could think of was Paula, how great she smelled, how soft she was. I couldn't wait to see her later. I closed my eyes, trying not to let my imagination take things too far. I focused on the company and what a nice time it would be, carefully keeping my mind from Gino's absurd claims of cougar seduction.
I eventually fell asleep and did in fact dream of Paula, letting her sexy black dress hit the floor, and inviting me into her bedroom. I woke up horny as hell, and unable to help it, got off to the image of Paula's big brown eyes looking up at me from between my legs, while those lips were doing something other than smiling. When I finished, I felt a little guilty, thinking that way of someone who was being nice to me, but damn I really was crushing on her as Gino had said.
I arrived at Gino's around five thirty where, as I'd hoped, he told me to go ahead and use his shower. He lived with his parents and sister, and had on several occasions asked if I could stay with them. But they had no extra rooms and his mother always seemed suspicious of me for some reason. After I'd showered, dressed and stole a couple of splashes of his Wings cologne, Gino made my night by presenting me with a black leather jacket. His birthday was next week, and he had asked for a new one and told me I could keep it. The jacket fit perfectly, and went well with my outfit. Grinning, he told me to reach into the right pocket. I did and shook my head as I pulled out three condoms.
I told him I didn't need them, and with a laugh he told me that from what he'd heard about older women, I might need more than three. I called Paula to tell her to pick me up there and when she answered and I told her it was me, her first words were, "Jamie, don't you dare cancel on me!"
I assured her I would never, and gave her Gino's address. That had been six and although she hadn't wanted me to cancel, I found myself wondering if now she would be. Leaning closer to the window, I ran my fingers through my now short hair. I'd even added a little gel, and was wondering if I'd over done it. I quickly forgot about my hair, as I heard the sound of someone pulling up behind me. I turned and felt a wave of relief go through me when I saw Paula's truck pulling up.
Although I tried not to, I could feel a big smile on my face as I walked over and opened the door.
"Oh, don't you look nice!" Paula exclaimed as I got in.
"Thanks," I began, "I figured that..."
I stopped as once I'd gotten in, I turned to face her. Paula looked amazing. Her brown hair was down and like in the picture was long and curly, she was wearing makeup, and her lips full lips were coated in a deep red that perfectly matched the dress she was wearing. What a dress it was! For once she was not wearing a scarf and her long jacket was open, leaving me a clear view of what was an almost disturbingly low cut neckline. I tried to tell myself to get my eyes up, but I they were ignoring me, instead focusing on a patch of freckles just above the dress and then dipping lower, to what was some damn impressive cleavage.
Paula was leaning toward me, causing the top of the dress to fall forward just enough to give me a glimpse of not only the swelling of her breasts, but a just a hint of red lace. With an effort I got my head up, just in time for her to lean in and kiss my cheek. I felt my heart skip a beat as this wasn't a quick peck, rather her lips lingered for a moment, leaving me to revel in their soft touch. After the kiss, she breathed deeply, "Oh and you smell nice too!"
She'd whispered it close to my ear, and in a soft tone of voice, the "oh" sounding like a purr. I felt my heart skip another beat, and a stirring between my legs. Stop that! Jeez, this could be a long night, if I didn't stop acting like a teenager. Paula leaned back, and cocking her head stared at me for a moment. I didn't mind, as it gave me a chance to take her in as well. This time I kept my eyes above the neck, but the view was just as nice. I'd known she was fairly pretty, but seeing her like this, hair down and all made up, it hit me that she was beautiful.
"You look good Jamie," she told me. "I love that shirt; it brings out your eyes."
And that dress brings out your...cutting myself off, I smiled at her.
"This old thing?"
As she laughed, I risked another quick look at her chest, before saying, "Paula you look amazing."
"Amazing?" She laughed. "This morning it was beautiful, now amazing, well you know what they say about flattery my dear!"
"That it will get me somewhere?" I asked. "That's just a line."
Turning back to face the street, Paula pulled away and with a quick glance my way said.
"Is it? Keep going and maybe you'll find out."
The restaurant was located not far from where Paula lived and during the twenty minute ride I was fairly quiet. The first reason for my silence was that I simply did not have too much to talk about. Paula was talking about her job and how busy it was, and then switched off to what some of her friends were doing tonight, and how glad she was not to be home alone. I had the impression, that Paula loved the simple fact that I listened to her, and enjoyed talking to me.
The second reason I was not adding much to the conversation was far less noble, I was too busy checking her out. Her dress was about knee length but because she was sitting had ridden up a little. She was wearing sheer black stockings, and I was surprised to see that despite the cold was wearing red heels. The heels were pretty high, and I couldn't wait to see what they did for her legs when she stood in them. But for now her legs were doing just fine on their own. Her calves had a nice shape to them and I figured she must exercise. As I continued to stare, I watched her leg flex as she worked the pedals of the truck. Once she lifted her left leg up to rub her knee and the dress lifted, giving me a quick look at the inside of her leg part way up her thigh.
I was aware of my cock becoming semi hard as I watched her legs, and imagined what they would feel like under my hand, or better yet around me. I turned and looked out the window, taking a deep breath and telling myself to try to stop thinking that way. Despite the couple of remarks she had made, I knew nothing was going on. Paula was being playful and enjoying herself. Little did she know, I would enjoy her later, even if it was just in my mind. This dress would have me stroking myself for the next week.
We arrived at Marchetti's and I saw why she had worn the shoes as she pulled directly up to the door for the valet. I got out and came around to meet her. The valet had beaten me to opening the door for her, but I made it in time to get a great view of her leg as she stepped down from the truck. I noticed the valet looking as well as he helped her down, and smiled to myself, good for her getting some attention. When I reached her, she smiled and put her arm out. I went to take her hand, but laughing she said, "Like this" and hooked her arm into mine.
"Sorry." I said, feeling stupid.
She laughed and I noticed that in the heels she was close to my height, damn those things were high. Nodding over my shoulder, I told her, "Hey that guy was checking you out."
"Whatever." She rolled her eyes.
"He was," I insisted. "I saw him looking at your legs."
"Really?" She asked, glancing over her shoulder.
"Absolutely." I told her. "You want to go back and walk past him? I'll bet he looks." I nudged her arm. "Nice looking young guy."
"Jamie, you're the only good looking young guy I want to impress tonight." She giggled softly. "But I will watch on the way out."
I was too stuck on her last remark to reply, and simply looked ahead, hoping I wasn't blushing as we made our way into the restaurant. When we reached the front, a girl came around to take our coats. Paula started to remove hers, but I grabbed the top of it in time to help her out of it. As I handed it to the girl, Paula gave her head a toss and I watched her long brown hair flow down her back. Just before she did, I saw that the dress was open in the back, more than the weather would dictate as well. If she were trying to impress, it was working.
Apparently I was paying a little too much attention to Paula. When I handed the girl the coats I let go too soon and mine fell on the floor. I bent over to pick it up, and felt a stab of panic go through me when one of the condoms fell out of the pocket. I quickly covered it with my hand, and looking up saw that the girl had turned away from me and was hanging Paula's coat. Paula herself was looking the other way. Slipping the rubber back into the pocket, I handed the coat over and walked over to stand next to Paula while we waited to be seated. Leaning over, she whispered in my ear, "Don't worry, you won't need those tonight."
"Oh shit Paula." I said softly, already feeling my face burning. "I...I'm sorry that's my friend's jacket, I wouldn't..."
"Nope," she continued as if I weren't talking. "I closed down the shop after William was born" she turned and winked at me. "So no need for those things, bareback is just fine."
"Bare..." My mouth fell open and I stared at her unable to get anything else out.
."You are absolutely adorable!" She smiled. "You're blushing again
Taking me by the arm, she led me over to the side of the waiting area.
"Look Paula..." I began. "I'm not thinking that this is well..."
"Jamie relax." She said, putting her hand on my shoulder. "I'm just teasing you okay? I'm having a good time and I can't resist watching you blush. As far as tonight goes, it's about two people who deserve far better than to stay home alone on Valentine's Day, having good time together, that's all."
"Okay." I nodded
"Now if you need to call it something," She continued, "To me it's a date, I'm having dinner with a very attractive man, but just because I say it's a date doesn't mean that dinner becomes breakfast, got it?"
"Got it."
"Of course, I'm not saying it couldn't lead to breakfast," she grinned. "You are looking good tonight."
"I..." catching myself, I laughed. "I get it, you're teasing again?"
"Am I?" Paula asked.
Before I could respond the waiter arrived and walked us to our seat. The restaurant was packed due to the holiday and we had to walk single file through the tables. I gestured for Paula to walk in front of me, and spent the walk across the room checking out the view from behind. Although certainly not heavy, Paula had curves and the tight dress was doing a damn good job of showing them off. Paula's waist was fairly small, but her hips flared out nicely, giving her a great figure. My eyes however, spent most of the walk following the swaying of her well rounded ass. As good as that looked, I figured we must be getting close to the table and let my gaze wander down to get a look at her legs before we sat. As I'd suspected the heels did great things for her calves and her legs looks incredible. I'd told Paula she was beautiful and looked amazing, but right now the words would be fucking hot, but I would keep that to myself.
We reached the table and when the waiter asked about drinks Paula ordered two glasses of red wine. After eyeing me for a moment, he asked for an ID and with a embarrassed grin I told him I was only twenty and to just bring me a coke. I couldn't help but notice him look over at Paula and I could pretty much imagine what he was thinking. When he walked away I said as much.
"Sorry Paula, I know what he's probably thinking."
"He's thinking what I'm thinking," she answered with that sexy little smile I'd already seen several times tonight. "Good for her!"
Refusing to blush and be caught off guard, I replied, "Actually, I figured I he was thinking good for him!"
Reaching across the table, Paula put her hand over mine and looking me in the eye said softly, "How about we agree on good for us?"
Dinner was fantastic, it was the best meal I'd had in longer then I could remember and we had everything from appetizers down to dessert and coffee afterwards. The food however was nowhere near the best part of the night. That of course was Paula. We took our time over the meal and talked about everything. Little things at first, the food, the weather, and then we got into more about our lives. Paula asked why I didn't have a girlfriend and I laughed and said that was pretty obvious. She asked when I last had one and I told her about Tammy, including how it ended.
She gave me that pitying look that I hated, and said it was for the best, I deserved a better than that. She also caused my heartbeat to pick up when she added that the problem was Tammy was a girl. I was mature beyond my years and needed a woman who would appreciate me, not a little kid. She had been looking me in the eye when she said it and I found myself hearing Gino in the back of my mind. I also kept replaying all the little teasing remarks she had made. In fact I'd a hard time getting her using the word bareback out of my head since she said it. I was at least doing a good job of not blushing at these remarks, but my mind was racing as I kept trying to figure out if it were a game or not.



The conversation switched to her marriage. She again commented on how he pretty much ignored her, working late, and always making excuses that he was tired. Paula did succeed in getting me to almost spit my soda out when she added that when he did sleep with her she would have been better off doing it herself. From there she became serious and talked about how she knew something was wrong and stayed anyway. She told herself it was for the boys, but in reality she felt she couldn't do better.
Finally things reached the last straw when he called her on Valentine's Day three years ago and said he had to cancel their plans, a client needed a last minute change and he had to stay. Paula had been pissed off and decided to go keep the reservations and picking up a girlfriend, went to the restaurant. That was when she saw her husband at their table with his secretary of the last ten years. I shook my head and figured I probably had that look of pity on my face now. How could someone do that to a woman like her? When she finished Paula had taken my hand again, and told me that was why my card had been so perfect today. Valentines had been the day her marriage officially ended.
I tried to steer the conversation forward asking her why she wasn't dating now, and with a shrug she said that the guys her age all reminded her of her husband and in general seemed like they were looking for mother's and babysitters more than they were a partner. I dropped the subject after she made the 'men her age' comment and brought up the food again. During the entire conversation it was everything I could do not to continue to stare at her, especially her chest. The dress was damn low cut and she kept leaning forward over the table. Several times I caught a good look at her red lace bra and the soft curves of her more than ample chest.
Every time she would look away my eyes would drift there, and then quickly look away as she would face me again. I kept wondering if she had caught me or not. In the back of my mind a voice that was growing louder and louder told me that she had and didn't care. She had dressed this way for a reason, the only question was whether or not she was just enjoying me looking or if there were more to it. I kept trying not to think about it. If anything if I had been embarrassing myself before, I would make a total fool of myself if it came to anything serious. I'd been with two girls in my life and they were girls, not a woman like this.
The check came signaling the end of dinner and after the waiter took her credit card, Paula snapped her fingers.
"Oh, Jamie I keep forgetting I need to ask you something."
"What's that?"I asked, feeling myself getting excited, was she going to invite me back to her place?
"I think my gutters are clogged, would want to come over tomorrow and clean them? I'll pay you."
"Gutters?" I repeated. "Oh, sure yeah I can do that."
"Great!" She exclaimed.
Unless clean my gutter was a code for something fun, I could officially put Gino's and my fantasies away, at least until I was in bed alone anyway. Paula paid the check and being the chivalrous guy I was, I once again let her walk in front of me through the restaurant. While my eyes lingered on that perfect ass, I thought that tonight's little fantasy wouldn't exactly be a sweet one. When we went outside I tapped Paula on the shoulder and gestured over to the valet, who sure enough was staring at her. She laughed and leaning on my shoulder, bent her leg and made a show of fixing her shoe. I had to say I didn't mind the show, and got a kick out of her showing off. I started to wonder how much the three glasses of wine she'd had, had to do with this.
We drove in silence, I was both disappointed, yet in a way relieved that all this had really been was a nice night. Granted I'd be going home horny, but at least I hadn't been forward and looked like a fool. We were nearing the highway, when Paula suddenly pulled over to the side of the road.
"Everything okay?" I asked.
"You know I just thought of something." Paula said, turning to face me. "You're going to come tomorrow and do my gutters right?"
"Yeah sure." I nodded.
"Well it's after ten, and I live down the road, instead of me taking you home and coming to get you in the morning, why don't you just spend the night at my house?"
"Spend the night?" I shook my head. "I don't know Paula. I don't want to put you out."
"It's not putting me out Jamie, I have two extra bedrooms plus the couch, plenty of room."
I really didn't want to have to sleep a room away from her. My mind was in overdrive as it was. Grasping at straws I told her, "Yeah, but I don't have any clothes with me."
"My kids left stuff, I'm sure something of theirs will fit."
"Yeah but..."
"Look Jamie, this will save me a lot of driving and honestly," She gave me an embarrassed smile. "The wine is kind of kicking in and I'm not sure I want to drive to Providence and back."
"Oh," I nodded. "Well yeah okay, I don't want anything to happen to you."
"Thank you." She smiled as she pulled back out into traffic. "I'll make it worth your while trust me."
"You will?" I asked, and then wanted to kick myself.
"Yup, I'll make you a nice breakfast and when you're done I'll bring you to see your aunt again. How's that? Will that make it up to you?"
Not as much as something else would I thought, but responded, "That would be great Paula, and you don't have to pay me."
"Don't worry about that, we'll work something out, I'm sure. In the meantime, this will be fun, I'll make popcorn and we can watch a movie tonight."
"Sounds fun." I told her, sitting on a couch next to a hot woman, sounded...frustrating, but hell it beat my frigid room and annoying neighbors.
When we got to her house we went into the living room where after turning on the small lamp next to the couch, Paula told me to have a seat. I sat in the corner of the couch and watched as she removed her jacket, jeez this could really turn into a long night. Holding her coat, Paula said,
"You're sure you're going to stay?"
"Yeah, why?"
"Because I'm going to change, this dress was fun for the night, but not too comfortable to lounge around in."
"Okay." I nodded.
I watched as she slipped her shoes off and leaning over, rubbed the top of her foot.
"Damn these things hurt. It's been a long time since I wore heels like these." Straightening up she continued. "Well I'm going to change, why don't you take your shoes off and get comfortable?"
Paula walked away and as she suggested, I kicked off my shoes and undid the first couple of buttons on my shirt. I looked over at the picture of Paula wearing the black dress and was relieved that she was changing. I'd rather her be sitting next to me in her usual baggy shapeless clothes than that damn dress, with those stockings. I sank down into the plush couch and sighed contentedly, a movie, a warm bed to sleep in, more time with Paula tomorrow, and I would get to see aunty. All that after the best night I'd had in... well maybe the best night I've ever had. I heard Paula coming down the hallway and as she came into the room, she said, "Now this is much better."
I turned to look at her and felt my heart stop in my chest. Oh, fuck me.
Paula was wearing a short, no scratch that, very short red robe. The damn thing barely went to her mid thigh, leaving me staring at almost the entire length of her gorgeous legs. I really think that my mouth was open, but Paula didn't seem to notice. She was holding two glasses of wine, and leaning ove,r passed one to me.
"Here you go Jamie, just don't tell anyone I'm contributing to the delinquency of a minor."
"I...I won't" I choked out.
The robe was loosely tied and when she leaned over, I found myself staring straight down at her large round tits. Just before she straightened up, I swore I caught a glimpse of the darker skin around her nipples. Paula sat down next to me so close our hips were touching, and I felt my breathing begin to pick up as I looked down at her legs. Putting the glass to my lips, I three long swallows of the wine. I winced at the taste, but the warm sensation it sent down my throat and into my stomach seemed to help me stop my heart from pounding.
Paula was looking straight ahead, sipping her wine. She didn't say anything and had a thoughtful look on her face. My eyes wandered down to her chest, where I could see the curve of her left tit through the partially open robe. I quickly chugged the rest of the wine, and leaning forward put the glass on the coffee table. "Wow, guess I'm slow." Paula said. "I'll have to catch up."
Tipping the glass back, she drained it in a couple of long swallows. After putting it next to mine, she sat back into the couch, and leaning over, rested her head on my shoulder. If this were another girl I would have seen this as an invitation to put my arm around her, instead I just sat there, my hands in my lap, my rapidly swelling lap. Bending her leg, Paula brought her knee up to her chest and rubbed her foot.
"Damn, my feet really are sore."
Oh this was not fair, I thought as the bottom of the robe moved exposing the inside of her upper thigh. Her skin looked soft and inviting, and what I wouldn't give to feel it under my lips. My cock was now painfully hard and pushing its way down my leg. I shifted my hands so she wouldn't see it and trying to sound casual, said,
"My ex used to waitress, she'd come home complaining her feet hurt after every shift."
"Really?" Paula lifted her head from my shoulder and looked at me. "You know, I bet a nice caring guy like you used to rub them for her, didn't you?"
"Yeah," I nodded. "She used to like it and..."
"Well then seeing you know how to give a foot rub, you can make mine feel better."
Turning on the couch, Paula leaned her back against the other arm, and swinging her legs up deposited her feet directly into my lap. I swallowed hard at the sight of her bare feet with their deep red toe nails, on my leg. Speaking of hard, her feet had narrowly missed my aching dick that was straining to escape my underwear. I looked away from her feet, to see Paula looking at me expectantly. The robe had hiked up higher and was almost to her hips. If her hands had not been holding the middle of it down, I would have been able to see right...
"Well?" Paula asked, breaking into my thoughts. "Are you going to rub my feet, or do they need to be on a cute young girl for you to do that?"
"Oh sorry," I muttered, "I was just ummm..."
"Looking at my legs?" Paula grinned. "I'd be disappointed if you weren't."
"I..."
"Jamie, will you please rub my feet?"
Paula had lowered her head and given me the big brown eyes as she asked, and feeling like a drowning man going under for the last time, I took her right foot in my hands and started to massage it. Her skin was amazingly soft and her foot fit perfectly in my hands as I started kneading the base of her toes with my thumbs. As I did this, I moved my other hand to her heel and began to squeeze it gently.
"Oh, Jamie, that feels soooo nice" Paula cooed.
Her voice sent a thrill through me and I started working my thumbs down from her toes, into the soft skin of the sole of her foot. Putting her foot down on my thigh, I grabbed the other and began to rub them both at once. Paula sighed her approval and looking over at her, I let out a sigh of my own. Paula was resting her head on the arm of the couch. Her eyes were closed and her lips were parted. From those lips were coming tiny little coos and sighs each time I pushed my thumb into her soft flesh. Paula was moving her legs back and forth, flexing her feet against my hands. Each time she did it, I watched the robe starting to ride up a little more. Her hand was resting between her legs, holding the robe there. My eyes widened as I saw her red tipped fingers rubbing across the material. Was she...
"Will you be a dear, and rub my calves' honey? Those shoes made them sore too."
Honey? My heart was now hammering in my chest. There could be no doubt here, unless she was just out to tease me, fuck with me and go to bad happy she had what it took so to speak. Regardless of what was going on, I quickly slid my hands up just past her ankles. Wrapping my hands under her legs I began kneading her calves. Paula lifted her legs, placing her feet flat on my legs to give me better access to the backs of her legs. That move also gave my eyes access to even more of her thighs. I could see the backs of her thighs going right down to the beginning of the curve of her ass. Again, except for that strategically placed part of the robe I was seeing everything she had under there.
What I was not seeing was panties, was she not wearing them? I forced myself to concentrate on her legs. Not that that was a problem, her skin was soft, smooth and warm under my hand. I worked my way up her calves and when I reached the soft spot behind her knees, Paula breathed, "Oh yes, right there, oh that's nice!"
She had all but moaned this and I wanted to moan myself. My heart was pounding and my cock was throbbing. I kept staring up her robe and debating whether or not to get it over with, just run my hand up that creamy thigh and see what she said. Hell what did I have to lose? She was giving me the signals, she couldn't get mad, or could she? She could do anything she wanted here. I stopped rubbing the backs of her knees and paused, trying to get up the nerve to either go higher or just stop rubbing.
"You can keep going," Paula whispered.
I looked up to see her eyes were now open and staring into mine.
"Go ahead honey, I won't stop you." She smiled, "And I know you want too."
My reply turned into a gasp as lifting her left foot, Paula put it directly on top of my hard cock.
"Oh," I tried to speak, but it turned into an idiotic moan as she started sliding her foot across my aching flesh. "Oh.... Not fair." I managed to get out.
"Not Fair?" Paula asked. "I'll tell you what's not fair."
She sat up and swung her legs out of my lap. Shit! I'd fucked it up, I'd said something...
"What's not fair," Paula continued as she stood up. "Is that a great guy like you is in the situation you're in."
As she spoke, she got onto her knees on the couch, facing me.
"What's not fair is that I wasted so many years on an asshole that never cared about me."
Paula leaned over and put her arms around me. Pulling me towards her, she placed her lips to my ear and whispered.
"What would not be fair is for the two of us to go to bed alone tonight thinking of each other, when we could be doing this."
Placing her hand on my cheek, Paula turned my face to hers and kissed me softly. I was so surprised I didn't kiss back, instead I closed my eyes, overwhelmed by the feeling of her soft lips against mine.
"Don't you want to kiss me Jamie?" She asked. "Haven't you thought about it?"
I opened my eyes and said softly, "Yes."
"Then do it," She winked, "Give your Valentine her kiss."
Paula closed her eyes, and turning her head, parted her lips. Before I could lose my nerve, I leaned in and kissed her. I was going for a quick one, but as I started to pull back, she slipped her hand behind my head. Holding me to her lips, she kissed me hard. I heard a pathetic whimpering sound and realized it was coming from me, as her full lips began to slide across mine. I kissed her back, harder and more confidently than before and heard her moan in her throat. That sound sent a thrill through me, and turning sideways on the couch so that I was facing her, I slipped my arms under hers and pulled her to me.
Our kiss picked up in intensity, she was pushing her lips hard against mine and I could feel her hand trembling against the back of my head. Her other hand came around and slipping into my shirt, she started rubbing my chest. Paula's lips parted and I felt her tongue press against my lips. With another desperate whimper, I opened my mouth to accept it. Instead of sliding it into my mouth, Paula chose to tease, her tongue darting out and flicking across the edge of my lips, as I tried to capture it between them.
Paula's fingers found my nipple and gave it a pinch. I gasped and as my mouth opened she thrust her tongue into my mouth where it slid across mine. I moaned in my throat as our tongues played across each other. Paul had removed her hand from my shirt and was now undoing the buttons as we continued to share the hottest kiss I could have ever imagined. As if to disprove that last thought, Paula made it even hotter. Letting my shirt go, she reached down and grabbed my wrist. Pulling my hand from her side, she pushed it into her robe and onto her tit.
I groaned into her still probing tongue as I wrapped my hand around her large firm tit. Paula sighed softly as I began to fondle it. I felt her hard nipple pressing into the palm of my hand, and sliding my hand down, started rubbing my fingers across it.
"Oh, yes!" Paula moaned.
She leaned her head back, and with no hesitation, I buried my face in her neck, eagerly kissing the soft skin just under her ear. Paula whimpered in my ear, and the sound caused my already throbbing cock to twitch in my pants. I took her nipple between my fingers and started rolling it gently between them, while continuing to kiss and lick as much of her slender neck as I could get to. Again I felt Paula's hands on my shirt, finishing the buttons and pulling it open. I heard her sigh as she began running her hands up and down my chest and stomach.
I moved my other hand into her robe and was rewarded with another whimper as I cupped her other tit and began caressing her swollen nipple with my thumb. Paula pushed me hard, sending me back into the corner of the couch. Leaning forward her lips found mine and this time all but attacked them. She was now straddling my thigh and even through my pants I could feel the heat from her pussy. Her pussy, oh my God, I was going to get to...
I stopped as Paula removed her mouth from mine and leaned away from me. I let her tits go and looked at her as she sat there staring at me. Her eyes were wide and she was breathing so hard that I could see her tits rising and falling with each breath. Speaking of her tits, the robe was still tied, but wide open.
"Oh goddamn." I whispered as I took in the sight of them.
They looked even bigger than they felt and despite her age seemed to be standing up quite well. Her rose colored nipples looked as hard as my cock felt, and they each seemed to point up just a little.
"You like?" She asked, panting.
"Oh, yeah."
"Good because they're all yours honey."
Standing up, Paula came over to stand between my legs and grabbing the tie undid the robe and let it drop to the floor. I could feel my mouth fall open as I saw all she was wearing was a skimpy red thong. Raising her hands up over her head, Paula whispered, "How do you like your gift honey?"
"Oh, I..." I stammered. I tried to get myself under control, but Christ was she hot. "You're incredible."
I meant it, her tits had lifted even higher as her arms went up, and my eyes roamed from them to her hips and long shapely legs.
"Wait there's more," Paula said with a giggle that made my cock jump.
Turning around, she bent over, presenting her ass to me. The thong was literally only a string leaving her ass completely exposed. Her cheeks were round and like her tits surprisingly firm. I started to reach out to grab it, but she turned around.
"You have far too much clothing on Jamie," she pointed at my chest. "Take that shirt off."
I did as she said, hoping she couldn't see my hands shaking. I tossed the shirt to the floor and looked up at her.
"Sit back." She said.
I hesitated, and bringing her leg up, she put her bare foot on my shoulder and pushed. No sooner had my back hit the couch, then she put her right knee on the couch next to my thigh. Swinging her other leg over me, she placed it between my leg and the couch so that she was straddling me. She let her weight go and I groaned as I felt her pussy pressing down on my cock. I was so hard it was starting to hurt, but right now all I could think of was Paula's huge tits, right in front of me. She put her hands on my shoulders and leaning in , kissed me long and hard. I put my arms around her waist and as she shoved her tongue into my mouth, slid my hands up and down the smooth skin of her back. Damn she was soft!



Breaking the kiss, Paula smiled and said, "Well Valentine, are you ready to really start celebrating?"
"I..."
To my amazement I felt a moment of doubt. What was I doing here? Taking advantage of a lonely woman? No I hadn't made the first move, if anything she was coming onto me. I had the crazy thought that we were friends and it was never smart to be with a friend.
"Jamie?"
"I...Paula, are you sure?" I asked.
"Don't I seem sure?"
"Yeah, but it's kind of..." I looked for a word. "Wrong?"
Sliding her fingers up through my hair, she asked. "Jamie, are you seeing anyone?"
"No."
"Neither am I. So what is the problem?"
"I..." I swallowed and finally said it. "I don't have anything Paula, I'm a beggar...."
I was stopped by her finger at my lips.
"What we have is not what we are." Leaning in she gave me a soft sweet kiss. "Jamie what you have can't be bought, you're a sweet, caring man, and," she smiled "a damn good looking one too."
"But I'm a kid." I whispered.
"No Jamie, you're not. You're not a good looking kid; you're a good looking man. And you know why I want this?"
I shook my head, unable to speak as when she leaned forward I could feel her nipples pressing into my chest.
"Honey," she began in my ear. "You have made me feel something no one's made me feel in years, desired. I can see it in your eyes you want me, and I love that look. But what I love most is you were not going to try. The last two men I dated were my age, and they were like grabby little teenagers on a first date, just thought I would. Honey, I was all but throwing it at you, and you were not going to make a move. Because you respect me, even though you want me, and because of that you, my sweet valentine are going to have me."
Sitting back up, she wiggled her hips, grinding her pussy onto my crotch and causing me to moan.
"And it sure feels like you want me too."
"Oh, I do." I said.
"Then no more talk honey, this girl has waited long enough."
She wasn't kidding, before I could answer her lips were on mine and her hands were holding the sides of my face, so I couldn't move. Not that I wanted too. I had tried to do the right thing, and she wanted no part of it. All that was left was to enjoy. I ran my hands up her back and into her long curly hair as she leaned forward, pressing her tits into me. I moaned as I felt her rocking her hips, grinding her pussy into me through the pants.
"Oh, you do want me don't you?"
"Hell yeah," I groaned as she started moving side to side, sliding her nipples across my chest.
"Soon, baby, but we're going to get the edge off first."
Pushing against my chest, Paula swung her left knee up onto the arm of the couch. This put her tits right in my face. I quickly found her left nipple and groaned as I sucked her hard flesh into my mouth. Paula gasped and shoved it into my face, pushing it harder into my eager tongue. I reached up to grab her other tit, but again she caught my wrist. This time she pushed my arm down and guided my hand between her legs. I gasped as I felt her thong was soaking wet. I started rubbing my fingers along the thin material, groaning as I felt her lips through the thong. Leaning in to start kissing my neck, Paula whispered, "Inside honey, inside."
Not needing to be told twice, I worked my fingers into the thong and slipped them through her warm soft and incredibly wet flesh. Paula moaned in my ear as I slid my fingers through the folds of her pussy.
"Inside." She repeated, as she nibbled on my ear.
Sliding my fingers back, I pushed and she cried out in my ear, as my two fingers plunged into her pussy.
"Holy shit you're wet!" I gasped. I left out the words 'and tight', damn she felt tight.
"Oh honey!" She moaned, "In and out, let me feel them."
I started slowly working my fingers in and out as she asked, and gasped as she started bucking up and down, pushing them deeper inside of her. I picked up the pace, matching the rhythm of her thrusts. I captured her nipple in my mouth again, and she let out a low moan in my ear.
"Your thumb, baby." She whispered, "Find that clit."
Just hearing her say the word, was enough to cause another surge through my cock. I worked my thumb into the thong and sliding it up, found the hard nub of her swollen clit.
"Oh right there!" Paula yelped in my ear. "Oh, rub it honey, oh please."
Spurred on by her pleading, I started moving my thumb in slow circles while I continued to work my fingers in and out of her dripping pussy.
"Yes, oh just like that." She purred in my ear. "A little harder with your thumb for me, oh yes!"
I started moving my thumb faster not loving the way she was working her hips into me, but her whispering in my ear, had me wondering if I might cum in my pants. I sucked harder on her nipple and moved my thumb faster, pushing as hard as I dared. I had only been with a couple of girls and never had done anything like this. I guess I was doing pretty good as Paula's hips began bucking harder, and her breathing was getting heavier in my ear.
"Oh..." She gasped. "Oh honey, just a little more...a little more."
She had stopped kissing me and was just resting her head on my shoulder, moaning and panting as my fingers worked her wet flesh. Paula let out a soft whimper and started swinging her hips in a circular motion, grinding her clit into my thumb.
"Oh god!" She gasped. "Honey don't stop, just like that! Please just like...."
I jumped when a moment later Paula let out a loud squeal directly into my ear. I didn't care as I was too caught up in the feeling of her pussy clenching around my fingers. Paula squealed again and began thrusting her hips wildly against my hand. I pushed hard, keeping my fingers on her, but lost her nipple when she sat up on my lap, arching her back. I felt her pussy tighten even more around my fingers. Paula threw her head back and let out a sound I could only describe as a wail. As she did her pussy convulsed around my hand and I felt a gush of wetness surge around my fingers
"Oh, yes!" She cried out as she ground her hips into me. "Oh, Jamie!"
She arched her back once more and again I felt her pussy tighten. Paula let out a long whimper and collapsed against me, her breath coming in gasps in my ear. I put my arm around her, holding her close to me and feeling pretty pleased with myself. I had never heard a girl cum that hard. Because of course Paula was no girl this was a woman.
"Oh honey, I needed that so bad." She breathed in my ear. "Oh, it's been so long since I came like that."
Sitting back up on my lap, Paula gave me a tired smile and said, "Well now seeing you were so good to me, I guess it's my turn no?"
Stepping off the couch, Paula leaned over me and after a quick kiss sank to her knees between my legs. Holy shit, she was going to...
"Oh shit!" I gasped as she grabbed my cock through my pants and gave it a squeeze.
"Damn." She said softly. "I think I'm going to enjoy this."
Leaning up, she kissed my nipple, causing me to moan as her tongue flicked across it. She continued to tongue it as her fingers deftly undid my belt and pulled my zipper down. Paula's lips left my nipple and slowly trailed down my chest and stomach. I could feel my body trembling with anticipation as she reached the edge of my underwear and stared teasingly flicking her tongue around. Grabbing the sides of my pants, she said, "Lift up."
I did as she said, and as she tugged my pants and underwear down, my swollen cock sprang free.
"Oh look at that" Paula exclaimed. "Is that all for me?"
All I could get out was a groan as grabbing my cock, she gave it a squeeze. I gasped as she did it again, causing my precum to squirt from the tip.
"Hmmm." Paula moaned.
Leaning over, she flicked her tongue across the head of my cock. My hips twitched and I moaned like an idiot, as she swirled her soft wet tongue around the sensitive head of my dick. Paula looked up, and with a smile, stuck the tip of her tongue into the precum and pulled back, taking a trail of it with her.
"Oh my God." I moaned at the sight of this gorgeous woman's tongue covered in my precum.
"Yeah? Not bad for an old lady?" She winked.
"You're..."
"Let me show you how a real woman takes care of her man, okay honey?"
She gave the tip of my cock a kiss, then got another of those stupid moans from me, as ducking her head, she swirled her tongue around my balls. Paula slowly licked up one side of my shaft and reaching the head, took it very briefly in her mouth. She sucked hard, causing my hips to twitch. Removing my cock, she opened her mouth and let the precum she had just sucked out, drip from her lips.
"You like that baby?" She asked. "Like your gift?"
"You... don't have too." I said, feeling like a fool.
"Honey, I don't have to do anything remember?" She winked at me. "Trust me Jamie, this will be my pleasure, I've missed this."
With no hesitation she opened wide and taking my cock into her mouth, slowly teasingly, worked her way all the way to the base. I moaned loudly, I had never had it taken all the way before. Paula shook her head slowly back and forth, before sliding the length of my cock from her mouth. For the next few minutes I sat there moaning and panting as Paula's tongue worked over my cock as well as my balls, licking, teasing and sucking on my aching flesh. My legs were trembling and I needed to cum so bad I was ready to beg her for it. But it felt incredible and better yet, I could tell she was enjoying it.
As Paula continued to tease my throbbing dick, I marveled at how incredible she looked. I couldn't believe this woman was on her knees for me. I could feel her nipples pressing between my thighs and her long brown hair was fanned out across my legs and her shoulders. I groaned when Paula again took my cock into her mouth. This time however, after taking it all the way she began bobbing her head in a slow rhythm. Unable to help myself, my hips started rocking in time with her sucking. Paula looked up at me with her big brown eyes and groaned around my cock.
"Hmmm-mmm"
I began breathing heavier and I knew I wouldn't last long like this. I'd been worked up all night, and Paula's mouth and tongue were the most amazing thing I had ever felt. Hoping she wouldn't mind, I reached down and grabbing her hair, moved it away from her face. Paula winked at me and started sucking faster. I let out a whimper as my thighs started shaking even harder. I wanted it to last, but there was no chance. Especially when Paula leaned up and pressed her tits around my cock. She started sucking on just the tip as she worked her tits up and down my throbbing flesh. I whimpered again, as I took in the sight of my cock in between those perfect tits as her mouth engulfed the tip.
Letting her tits fall away, Paula paused then began sucking me hard and fast. I was whimpering continuously now, as her lips slid up and down my shaft faster and faster. I saw she was looking at me and I met her gaze. The sight of those brown eyes staring directly into mine while she blew me was too much.
"I..." I panted. "I'm going to..."
"Hmmm" she moaned, then bringing her hand up, gave my balls a squeeze.
I cried out as loud as she had as I felt my cock explode into her mouth. I wasn't sure if I should have, but not only did she not seem to mind, she looked as if she loved it. As my cock sent spurt after spurt of cum into her mouth, Paula's eyes rolled back in her head and she continued to suck slow and easy, taking everything I had. I let out a low moan as I felt my cock give up the last of my cum and slumped back into the couch panting. Between my legs, Paula let my cock slip from her mouth, and looking up at me, made a show of swallowing and opening her mouth, showed me her bare tongue. "Damn Paula." Was all I could get out.
"Damn is right," she said as she stood up. "I forgot how much I like sucking cock; you'll have to let me do it again later."
"Later..." Jesus was I going to owe Gino a hell of a story.
"But right now, since we both got that out of the way, let's go take our time."
Paula extended her hand to me, and I forced myself to stand. Leading me by the hand, Paula walked down the hallway towards her bedroom. My legs felt like rubber, but the sight of her delicious ass in that thong, kept me moving. When she opened the door I saw that she had candles lit around the large room.
"I want to be able to see what I'm enjoying." She said as she closed the door behind me.
Taking my hand again, she stopped me at the foot of the bed, and wrapping her arms around me started kissing me. I hugged her back, letting my hands wander up and down her back and across her hips. Unable to resist, I slid them down and cupping her ass cheeks, gave them a hard squeeze.
"Damn you have a nice ass." I whispered as she nibbled at my neck.
"Oh, smooth in the bedroom too I see!" she laughed, then said. "Look at us."
I looked over at the bureau and saw our reflection in the mirror. Paula's long curvy body looked fantastic against me, and my hands looked damned good on her ass.
"You are fucking hot Paula." I told her, figuring I was a little past offending her at this point. "Hmm, I must be." She said softly as she grabbed my cock. "Because you're still hard my valentine." She shook her head. "Youth and enthusiasm!" I moaned as she began to stroke my once again hard cock. Stepping back, Paula put her hands on my shoulders and pushed me against the bed.
"Lie back," She told me. "I can't wait any more."
I sat in the bed and sliding back, lied down on it. At the foot of the bed, Paula turned her back to me, and made a show of shimmying out of the thong. I felt my breath his between my teeth, as I watched her shake her ass at me. Somewhere in my mind I wondered if this were a dream. Well if it was I hoped I would stay sleeping long enough to go all the way. I didn't have long to wait. Climbing up on the bed, Paula gave me the unbelievable visual of crawling on all fours up my body. As when she blew me, her eyes were locked into mine as she made her way up to my face.
When she was directly over me, Paula leaned down and kissed me before sitting up on her knees. Reaching back she grabbed my cock, and I held my breath in anticipation as she guided it to her pussy. I moaned as I felt her slide the head of my cock through her wet flesh. Paula sighed as she rubbed the head against her clit before sliding it back. She eased back and I let my breath out as I felt the tip of my cock begin to push its way into her. Paula paused then letting her weight go, impaled herself on my cock.
We both cried out as my dick plunged into her wet and extremely tight pussy. Paula stayed still, her hands on my chest and her breath coming in short gasps.
"Oh, you are not small are you?" She whispered.
I gasped myself, as she started rocking her hips, slowly working my cock in and out of her hot flesh. I lay still moaning as she was barely moving, and teasing the shit out of me. I wanted to start moving, but didn't want to hurt her. As if reading my mind, she said softly, "That's it honey, just let me get used to it, and then you can take care of me like you want to."
Paula started lifting herself up and down, sliding more of my cock in and out of her, and I closed my eyes and relaxed. She began moving faster, but I still just lay there, letting her ride me. I felt something graze my lips, and opened my eyes to see her tit in my face. I sucked her nipple into my mouth, and swirled my tongue around it as I grabbed her hips and began guiding her on and off of my cock. Paula slipped her tit from my mouth and sliding her arms undermine laid down on top of me. I wrapped my arms around her waist, holding her tightly to me. She sighed in my ear, as now it was she who remained still as I started pumping myself into her amazing pussy.
I turned my head and kissed her neck as I continued to slowly pump her. Paula was cooing in my ear, every time I thrust into her, and as good as the sex felt I found that holding her close was almost as good. Almost, I thought as at her urging, I started fucking her harder. Paula, moaned in my ear about how good I felt and wanting to be able to see as much of her as I could, I rolled over quickly, until she was underneath of me.
"Whoa," she laughed. "I thought I was the one who knew what she..."
I silenced her with a kiss. I moaned into her mouth as I pushed my tongue between her lips. As Paula had done, I worked my arms under hers, and hugged her, bringing us as close together as possible. I had my face buried in her neck as I slowly pumped in and out of her welcoming flesh. Paula was cooing in my ear again, and as I continued to slowly make love to her, she whispered, "Oh honey, you are so sweet! I knew you would want to be good to me!"
Speaking of being good to her... I could feel myself getting close to cumming and wanted it to last longer. I figured there was no better way to do that then take a little break and return Paula's favor to me. I slid my cock from her pussy and ignoring her moan of protest, began kissing her chest between her tits, Paula wrapped her legs around me, trying to urge me back inside, but I pushed backwards and started kissing her stomach. Seeing where I was going Paula laughed softly.
"Oh, look at you, well unlike you I'm not going to tell you, you don't have to!"
I looked up from kissing her soft stomach to wink at her. I slid down between her legs and resisting the urge to go right to her pussy, started kissing and gently sucking on the inside of her thighs. I breathed deeply and rolled my eyes at the sweet scent of Paula's pussy. Her perfectly smooth pussy. Using my fingers, I gently spread her open and lightly blew on her clit. Her hips twitched and she moaned, "Honey, don't tease! I didn't tease you!"
"Yeah you did." I said winking at her.
"Oh, I..." She gave me the eyes and the pout. "Please don't tease me baby."
Again the eyes were irresistible, and let's face it I would have been teasing myself as well. Leaning forward, I spread her wide and plunged my tongue into her now sopping wet pussy.
"Oh hell yes!" Paula cried out as I swirled my tongue around inside of her.
I sucked hard, and moaned at the taste of her. Keeping my tongue rigid, I started moving my head, tongue fucking her as I'd seen in a couple of movies. Evidently it was a good trick as Paula was moaning and shoving her hips into my face. Sliding my tongue from inside of her, I slowly worked it up through her pussy, teasing my way through the wet folds. I could feel Paula's thighs trembling under my touch and took as long as I could to work my way to her clit. After pausing to take another deep breath and enjoy the intoxicating scent of her pussy, I swirled my tongue across her hard clit.
Paula cried out and shoved her pussy hard into my face. Holding her thighs, I began to gently flick my tongue across her swollen flesh. Paula stopped rocking her hips, and lied there whimpering softly as I teased her. My cock was pushing into the bed, and as much as I wanted to linger here, I desperately wanted to get back inside of her. Besides, she said not to tease. Slipping two fingers into her pussy, I started thrusting them in fast and hard, while taking her clit between my lips and sucking it into my mouth.
"Oh Jamie!" She cried out. "Oh, that is so fucking good!"
I started sucking faster, matching the movement of my fingers. Paula was so wet I could hear my fingers sliding into her. Her hips began to move again and sensing movement, I looked up and gasped at the sight of her playing with her nipples. Seeing me looking she said, "Come on honey, make me purr!"
I started sucking as hard as I dared and within minutes, Paula started whimpering and she lifted her hips up, thrusting her pussy into my plunging fingers. Her legs were shaking badly and she called out, "Slide your finger back!"



I wasn't sure what she meant and removed one of my fingers.
"Back honey, put it in my ass!"
Her ass? Knowing she was close I pushed my finger against her ass, and plunged it inside. Paula went off like a rocket. Her legs tightened around my head, and arching her back off of the bed, she howled like an animal, I kept sucking on her clit, and thrusting my finger into her pussy. The one in her ass I left still, and was amazed at how fucking tight it was, and that it was even in there in the first place. Paula screamed again and squeezed my head harder. I felt her body twitch and suddenly my face and mouth were flooded with her juices.
"Oh my fucking god!" she cried out.
Her legs went limp and I lay there trying to catch my breath. I looked up to see Paula staring at the ceiling her tits heaving as she also tried to calm down. I sat up on my knees and looking down saw my cock was as hard as it had been all night. Grabbing her legs, I pushed them open and sliding up, drove myself into her.
"Oh damn!" She groaned as I started fucking her.
I wasn't slamming her, but was no longer going easy, and she seemed to be loving it.
"That's right," she panted. "We'll play nice later," looking up at me, she said. "Sit back on your knees."
I did as she said and raising her legs, Paula placed her feet on my shoulders.
"Now fuck me."
"Yes ma'am." I said as I wrapped my arms around her thighs and started slamming her harder than before.
"Goddamn!" She cried out. "Harder baby!"
Not needing to be told twice, I reared back and started going even harder. Paula was squealing with every thrust and spurred on; I began to go even faster.
"Grab my ankles!" she called out.
Shifting my grip to her ankles, I opened her legs and continued to fuck her.
"All the way," she gasped. "Spread my legs all the way."
If this were a dream, I hoped to hell I would remember it. Even Gino wouldn't believe this. I spread her legs as far as I could, and began pounding her harder than ever.
"Oh fuck yeah!" Paula called out. "Oh this is so what I fucking need!"
I looked down at the amazing sight of my glistening cock driving in and out of her silky smooth and dripping pussy. My cock was making wet sucking sounds every time I pulled back and again when I drove back inside. Paula was making noises that were more animal than human and it made me try to go even harder. I was breathing heavy and moaned as I could feel myself getting ready to cum again. Sensing I was close, Paula called out, "Wait! I want my favorite!"
Unsure what she meant I stopped. Pulling herself from me, Paula rolled over onto her hands and knees.
"This is my favorite!"
Paula lowered her head to the pillow and pointed her perfect ass directly at me.
"Oh my God." I whispered at the sight of not just her well rounded cheeks, but the sight of her dripping pussy winking out between her legs.
Grabbing her hips I slid inside of her and started fucking her slowly, wanting to enjoy this view as long as I could.
"Just give it t me," Paula called out. "Come on baby, nice and hard like you were!"
Squeezing her hips, I pulled back and taking a deep breath started fucking the sit out of her. There was no other way to say it; I was pulling my cock out all the way to the tip before slamming it back in with all the power of my hips. Paula was yelping with every thrust and again, her sounds were driving me crazy. I was fucking her so hard I could feel my balls slamming into her and our skin was making slapping sounds every time I drove into her.
"Oh fuck!" She cried out. "Oh, Oh fuck me!"
My legs were shaking and although I fought to hold back, after a few more vicious pumps I felt my cum racing through my cock. I moaned and started to pull it out.
"No!" Paula yelled. "Inside honey, oh, I want to feel it!"
I wasn't going to argue; I gave her one more pump and cried out as I felt my cock go off inside of her. Paula cried out as well and then moaned each time I thrust into her. I gasped as each of those thrusts ended in another spurt of cum going deep inside of her. "Oh honey that is sooo good!" She purred as I gave her one more pump. "Stay still."
I groaned in surprise and pleasure as I felt her pussy contract around my cock, wringing a couple of more drops of cum from me.
"Yes," Paula moaned. "Oh, I want all of it."
She squeezed again, and I gasped as much from the feeling as where the hell had all this come from? Damn she was wild.
I pulled my cock from inside of her and sat back on my knees. Paula whimpered softly and stretching her legs out next to me, rested her head on her arms on the pillow. I shook my head as I took in her body as she lay there panting in exhaustion. I allowed myself a satisfied smile that I had made her happy. Giving into my own exhaustion, I started to stretch out next to her.
"Pull the covers up honey," she said. "I can't move."
My smile widened at that, and reaching down I grabbed the comforter and pulled it over us as I lay on my side next to her. Paula was on her stomach, but her face was towards me. Her eyes were closed and her face was covered in a sheen of sweat, her brown hair plastered to her cheek. Her lips were parted and unable to resist, I leaned forward and kissed her.
"Hmm," she opened her eyes. "What was that for?"
"You're absolutely beautiful Paula." I told her.
"And you, my Valentine, are a sweetheart."
"I didn't feel so sweet just now." I said with a laugh.
"Oh Jesus." Paula said putting her hand over her face.
"Hey," I exclaimed. "You're blushing!"
I laughed as Paula covered her face with both of her hands. I could see her brown eyes peeking through her fingers at me.
"Now who's adorable?" I asked.
"I..." Paula sighed and shook her head. "Jamie, I don't know where all that came from, I'm sorry I was like that, you must think I'm..."
"A damn hot cougar," I laughed again. "Don't worry, I didn't mind."
Paula grinned and rolled over on her side to face me.
"Well my Valentine," she said reaching out and touching my cheek. "I have another gift for you."
"Another..." I shook my head. "I know I'm young, but I'm pretty damn worn out."
"Not that kind of gift!" Paula laughed. "Trust me I've had enough," she winked "for now anyway."
"For..."
"Anyway, I have two things for you Jamie. One is a gift, because you've earned it and another is an offer that I hope you'll say yes to."
"What is it?" I asked, surprised at how serious she had become.
"First the gift. Two weeks ago one of the order pickers in our warehouse put his notice in. His last day was today. I told them not to hire anyone because I had someone." She smiled at me. "The job is yours Jamie, you can start Monday."
"Are you..." I sat up looking down at her. "Are you kidding? A fulltime job?"
"Full time." She nodded. "It doesn't pay a lot, but it's a job and they have benefits. I would normally never put my name on the line, but as tonight proves I know you won't let me down."
"No!" I said excitedly. "Hell no, God Paula thank you! I can maybe get a better place in a few weeks and..."
I stopped as she reached out and touched my arm.
"Jamie, come lie down with me."
I slid back under the covers so we were both propped up on our elbows facing each other. Paula didn't speak right away and I found myself looking at her tits and wondering if we would again in the morning.
"Now for the offer." She grinned. "See I've gotten to know you Jamie and I know what you hate most is a handout, even though you've had to live in them. So I knew if I made the offer I am about to your first argument would be that you couldn't pay anything and all that bullshit."
"What are you talking about?" I asked.
"Jamie, I want you to come stay with me. I don't want you going back to that place, I want you here. You have a job now, so if it will make you feel good to buy some groceries or something you can, but I could care less about that. But I know you do."
"Live here?" I asked.
"Yes Jamie, live here with me."
"I..."
How did she mean that? Live like a border or...
"Well," I started. "I mean like you said you have extra bedrooms right?"
"Honey," Paula began as she reached out and took my hand. "If you come and stay with me, I'll still have extra bedrooms, because you, my good looking valentine, will be sleeping right here with me."
I felt a thrill go through me, but quickly fade. She was just talking like this because of the sex I couldn't make her happy. Looking at her, I asked.
"You mean tonight wasn't just a..." I trailed off.
"A what? A one night stand?" She asked. "Hell no, Jamie if I wanted just sex I could have gotten that anytime. No honey, I..." she paused and I saw her eyes begin to mist over. "I want you to be with me. You make me happy Jamie."
"I..." I shook my head. "Paula you... I mean, you make me very happy, but I can see why. Why would you want me?"
"Because you want me." She said.
"Yeah, but other guys would want you Paula, look at you! Great job, nice house, looks..."
"And that is what they would want."
"What do you..."
"Jamie, listen to me." Paula began. "The reason I've been alone is because after I looked back and saw what I put up with I swore I never would again. I wasn't a lover to my ex. I was a wife, a mother, someone who looked good on his arm when he wanted to play house. I was an object, he wanted me for what I was not who I was. Understand?"
"I think so." I nodded.
"Well all the guys that were interested in me since, were my husband. Same age and same Bull shit. They thought of me as a good prospect. Like you said, some money, great career, pretty all the physical things, but that is what they wanted. I want someone who wants what I have to offer inside.
"Jamie, when you look at me your eyes light up. I love that reaction! It's what I have always wanted, and yes I know that you have been looking at me in other ways too, but that came later, in the beginning you were happy to see me as me."
She stopped and took a deep breath before continuing.
"Honey that card was incredible today. Before today I... I had thought about you, and like you, it was you before I started thinking about sex. But I figured, this might not be right and I held back. But Jamie what you wrote in that card, "Beautiful on the outside as you are on the inside". That sealed it. You think I'm beautiful in here." She tapped her chest. "You saw my heart and that's what you wanted first."
"It is." I said softly, feeling myself getting a little misty.
"And same for you Jamie, you're a great looking guy, but what got me was your heart. You're a guy whose done all the right things and just not gotten the breaks. And the way you cared for your Aunt, and how you still do, and how it hurts you to see her that way, and you tell her things are great. Jamie that's what I fell for; your heart. Like I said what we have is not what we are."
Putting her hand on my face she continued softly. "It's not about where you live either. Home is where the heart is Jamie, and that means you belong right here with me, in my heart."
"I..." I swallowed hard to prevent choking up. "You really want to me to be with you? You feel that way? I..."
"Jamie, I love you." Paula said softly. "I know it's soon, but I know it where it counts. Unless you're not sure."
"No I..." I put my head down and whispered, "I love you too."
Paula smiled and leaning forward put her arms around me. I hugged her back, feeling tears on my cheek, but for the first time in months these weren't tears of frustration. I could feel her crying as well and squeezed her tighter. We stayed there in silence, until an idea came to me.
"Paula?"
"What is it Jamie?"
"Would.... Tomorrow would you like to meet Aunt Marie?"
Pulling away from me, Paula smiled.
"Jamie, I would love to meet the woman who made you the man you are, I really would."
"You sure?" I asked. "Because you don't have to. I just..."
"Jamie," Paula cut in. "I don't"
"I know," I laughed. "You don't have to do anything."
"No." she shook her head. "That is not true. I have to do this."
Leaning forward, she kissed me softly and pressing her lips whispered,
"Welcome home, honey."
*
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While watching Tammy fidgeting in front of me, I began to feel a little edgy myself, but for an entirely different reason. Whereas the adorable little brunette in front of me's heart was no doubt quickening due to nervousness, mine was from excitement. For the last couple of weeks, I had wondered if it would come to this, if my cute little coed maid was going to ask a big favor of me. In fact, just last night I had laid there in my bed, stroking to the image of those huge brown eyes looking up at me, while she tentatively took my cock between those perfect lips. Those same lips that were not only perfect for sucking cock, but for putting on an irresistible little girl pout, the kind of pout I lived to see.
I forced myself to play it cool, sitting back in my recliner, sipping at my glass of Jameson's. In the meantime Tammy sat in the other recliner across from me, her hands folded in her lap, looking around evasively, trying to get up the nerve to ask me. Swallowing the smooth whiskey, my eyes wandered down from her long curly black hair, big doe eyes and sweet little mouth, to the less than ample swelling of her tits. Like the proper young lady she was, Tammy wasn't wearing anything revealing. Her white button down blouse was tucked in snuggly, but because her breasts were small wasn't showing much. That was just fine with me though. Not only did I enjoy pretty little tits, but loved girls who didn't dress like sluts. It made it that much hotter to see what they had.
My gaze trailed down from her chest and wandered down past her lap to look at her long well shaped legs. Tammy was wearing a black skirt that was just shy of knee length, but because she was sitting had ridden part way up her thighs. A few days ago however, I had gotten a much better look at what Tammy was hiding under boring clothes. Obviously not expecting me to be home, she had come over to clean wearing a pair of denim cut offs and a skimpy tank top. She seemed self conscious as she puttered around the office while I was pretending to be typing. The sight of her smooth white thighs had me hard at my desk and when she had bent over, I found myself staring at the sweetest little heart shaped ass I'd seen in quite some time.
The grey tank top showed off her little tits very nicely. She had been leaning over in front of me, and I had been so mesmerized by the sight of the tops of her perky little tits, I let myself get caught looking. I looked up to see her staring at me and was preparing to give her an insincere apology, when she had straightened up and apologized for dressing inappropriately. She explained she had gone jogging and having lost track of the time came to my house without changing so she would be done before I came home. Shifting gears I gave her a wink and told her, "Trust me Tammy, you have nothing to be ashamed of"
She blushed and gave me an nervous giggle that made my cock twitch and caused me to imagine all the other cute little noises I would love to hear her make. My eyes made their way down her shapely legs and ended at her feet. Tammy hadn't come to clean today, and instead of the sneakers she normally wore, was wearing a pair of black sandals. I took a moment to imagine those soft feet with their pink toe nails resting on my chest as I...
"Mr. Daniels?"
I snapped my eyes back up to her face and lowering my glass, smiled at her.
"I'm sorry Tammy, you seem nervous so I figured I would let you take your time."
"Thank you." Looking down at her legs where she must have seen me looking, she tugged her skirt down towards her knees. "Sorry about that."
"About what?" I asked, hoping she would give me another of those preciously innocent answers.
Looking away from me, Tammy didn't disappoint.
"My skirts a little short and...."
"Please," I waved my hand at her, "First of all that skirt is far from short and honestly," I gave her a deliberate once over. "You certainly have the legs for it, so why not?"
Tammy blushed furiously.
"I....umm, thank you I guess."
"You're absolutely perfect," I told her and meant it. She couldn't be more perfect if she tried and the fact she wasn't made her all the sweeter.
"I don't know about that." She said, "I'm nowhere near as pretty as some of the girls at school and the way they dress," she shook her head. "I could never show that much," she laughed, "Then again maybe that's because I don't have that much to show."
With an effort I avoided asking her to let me be the judge of that and instead took another sip of my drink before replying.
"You know, that's what I like about you Tammy, you're modest."
"No, I think I'm being honest."
"No," I shook my head. "You're being modest because you're quite an attractive young lady."
I paused and felt my cock stiffening as Tammy's face turned even redder and putting her head down, she looked up at me through her long eyelashes and asked, "Really?"
"Really," I nodded. "And I'll tell you what, maybe it's because I'm older, but I find a girl who leaves something to the imagination far more desirable than a girl who dresses like a slut, it's like they're advertising what they think everyone wants." I gave a mock sigh, "I guess I'm just a sucker for a good girl."
Unable to resist starting the game a little early, I gave her a sly smile and asked, "Are you a good girl Tammy?"
"I like to think so."
"It must be hard to stay a good girl no?"
"I'm not sure what you mean."
"Well look at you, you must have guys hitting on you all the time."
"Sometimes." She shrugged, "But they're not like you, they'd rather chase the girls that dress slutty."
"Because they're easy." I told her. "They don't have to do anything to get them; those bad girls just give it right up."
Tammy frowned and started looking around again, obviously becoming uncomfortable with the conversation. Speaking of uncomfortable, my cock was bending painfully in my pants, but I had to keep my legs crossed so she wouldn't notice the bulge in my jeans.
"Well I guess that's what guys want."
"Not really." I told her. "Some guys think good girls are more fun, especially when they finally decide to be bad." Giving her a wink, I asked, "Doesn't your boyfriend like when you're bad?"
"I don't have a boyfriend; we broke up a couple of months ago."
Even more perfect! Her not having anyone would be one less excuse if this went where I hoped it was going.
"Oh, that's too bad," I said, hoping I sounded sincere.
"Yeah well, I guess he found the bad girls more fun and dumped me for one."
"His loss Tammy."
"I suppose." She sighed. "He said I wasn't good at being bad, but he said it a lot cruder than that."
"Oh." I said and paused, my mind racing.
Tammy was only nineteen and definitely seemed like the shy type, was it possible....?
"Was he your first boyfriend?" I asked, trying to sound casual.
"First real boyfriend." She nodded. "I went on some dates in high school, but Robert was my first...." She stopped and her cheeks again turned red.
As much as I relished her embarrassment I got her off the hook and asked, "Did you guys date long?"
"Six months." She said. "He was really sweet in the beginning, then after we..." she looked away and I was going to say something else, but she finished. "When he got what he wanted, he didn't stay around."
Oh goddamn! Tammy wasn't more than a couple of months removed from having her cherry popped! Most men my age would be turned off by her inexperience, but my cock was throbbing so hard it was beginning to ache. Although I enjoyed a woman who knew her way around the bedroom as much as any man, what I lived for was girls like Tammy. Young and sweet, more girl next door cute than out right sexy, and most importantly a good girl. Easy women had their place, but there was nothing hotter than making a good girl bad, especially if they didn't really want to.
For me it was more about the thrill of watching those big eyes and trembling lips as they forced themselves to do whatever I asked. I suppose in the end it was much more about taking their innocence as it was about taking their bodies. In front of me, Tammy had gone back to looking down at her hands, probably wondering how she had gotten herself into an embarrassing conversation and still trying to work up the nerve to ask me for the favor I knew she needed. Rather than ask more embarrassing questions, I decided to let her sit and let her wonder why she'd said as much as she had.
In the meantime, I thought back to the first time I had experienced the game of Sweet Reluctance as I had come to call it. It happened five years ago when my company had to make some cuts. I was asked to trim two people from my department and one of them was a twenty one year old intern named Susan. I waited until the end of the day and asked her into my office. As she sat there looking like she was ready to burst into tears, I explained how sorry I was, but I had to let her go. Susan began begging me to reconsider, telling me how her family was on the west coast and if she lost this job, she might have to move back home.
I genuinely felt bad, Susan was a good employee, but had the least seniority of the group. As she sat there, her head down, I found myself, as I had many other times, checking her out. Susan was a petite little thing, barely five feet and a hundred pounds soaking wet. Despite her small stature, her body was well proportioned. Her tits were on the small side, but looked just right on her, and she had a cute little ass that I enjoyed looking at on days when she wore jeans to work. That day she was wearing a red sundress that showed off her tits and slender, but well-shaped legs quite well.
I was drawn from my perusal of her body, when Susan said the three words that have inspired more porn movies and erotic stories than any other; "Please Mr. Daniels? I'll do anything!"
Initially I didn't think of her statement in that way. I was at work after all, and Susan was a bit of a wall flower and had a reputation as being very sweet, certainly not the stereo typed secretarial bimbo. I shrugged and replied that I really wished I could help her, but I couldn't see what she could do that would affect my decision. Susan had then left me open mouthed when she repeated her statement and standing, slid the straps of her dress down far enough to expose the red bra she was wearing. I almost went with my first reaction which was to tell her to please put her dress back on when the look on her face stopped me; she looked scared.
It dawned on me that she didn't want to have sex with me, that she truly wasn't the type to do such a thing, but she was so desperate that she would be willing to. My eyes dropped to where she was still holding the straps of her dress and I saw her hands were shaking. As I continued to stare I realized with a start that my cock was hard. I wasn't sure where it came from, but I proceeded to tell her to not just undress for me, but to do it slowly. She did as I asked, just as she did everything I asked of her that afternoon. Every time I told Susan to do something, she would hesitate and her lips would tremble. I didn't push and would wait; eventually she would do it, but reluctantly.
Whenever she would pause and get that look on her face, my cock would twitch. Even better were the small whimpers she would make while sucking my cock, or when I bent her over my desk. The entire time I was having her cater to my whims it was her hesitancy that had me as hot as the actual sex. When we were finished I honored my half of the deal and let someone else go instead of her. I ended up having sex with her on two other occasions, but neither time was the same. I figured out it was because she was less nervous and more confident. It occurred to me that the only thing that had led me to enjoy the first time so much was her reluctance.
I did the smart thing and told her that we couldn't carry on and she seemed fine with it. In fact our little deal turned out quite well. Susan has since moved up in the company and is doing quite well for herself and I discovered a new passion, because, after that I was hooked. Over the years I have constantly been on the lookout for a chance to 'help out' a struggling young girl. These situations didn't occur often, which made me savor them even more. Because they were so rare a year ago when traveling for business, I went to an escort service and requested a young girl and specified she had to act nervous and demure.
The girl showed up and looked, and admittedly acted perfect. The problem was even as she looked up at me and pouted when I told her to blow me, I kept coming back to the fact that this girl made a living selling sex and it was just that, an act. So unfortunately my fetish for corrupting sweet young women was very rarely fulfilled. Two weeks ago however, I had begun to get my hopes up. I had met Tammy six months ago through a friend at work who recommended her when my long time house cleaner had to return to Florida to take care of an ailing parent.
From the first time I met her, I was in absolute lust. Tammy was everything I fantasized about, cute, sweet, shy and absolutely adorable. Many were the nights I lied there playing out my little games with her in my mind, cumming to the image of her submitting that perfect little body to me. Usually I wasn't home when she cleaned, but several times I'd arranged to be so that I could watch her. Once she had been upset about something and unable to resist those sad brown eyes had asked if she wanted to talk. It turned out to be something minor, some issues with school, but at one point her lips were trembling and I yearned to see them trembling elsewhere. To sit back and watch those big eyes get even bigger as I guided and coaxed her to please me.
I had no desire to be rough or forceful to these little waifs. In fact even from the first time with Susan I found it more exciting to speak to them softly and soothingly. I gently encouraged them to do my bidding, urging them to be a good girl for me. That wasn't to say I wouldn't throw some demeaning remarks in here and there, but I never physically pushed them. At any point if they wanted to stop I would tell them they could, but what a shame it would be that I couldn't help them. I made sure to go out of my way to tell Tammy that if she ever needed anything I would be more than happy to help. Sadly, I had come to the conclusion that my fantasies would stay just that, the girl seemed to have her shit annoyingly together.
Then two weeks ago, I overheard her on her cell phone telling someone she didn't have enough money and could they give her some more time. I was dying to ask her about it, but part of the game was letting them come to me and despite my obsession, I let it go. Three days ago when Tammy came by to collect the fifty dollars that I paid her to come by an hour twice a week, she seemed upset and I asked if everything was okay. Tammy shrugged, and then caused my hart to skip a beat when she told me that because she had worked on the books the first part of the year, her financial aid was not covering all of her next semester and she needed a thousand dollars. Now to many a grand may seem like a lot to pay for a piece of ass no matter how young and tight it was, but I made damn good money and my opportunities to indulge were few and far between. I had no doubt that if the time came, Tammy would be worth every penny.
As excited as I was I kept my cool and asked if she could get it from her parents. She had said they were barely getting by and she had only been in Rhode Island for less than a year and didn't know anyone well enough to ask for help. I was so desperate to get to her, I almost broke my rule and offered, but I thought about how much better it would be when she came to me. Since then it was hard to concentrate on anything except the image of Tammy naked and whimpering on my bed while I showed her how to be a bad little girl. When she had called this morning and asked if she could come by and talk to me tonight, it had been everything I could do not to lock my door and jerk off in my office. I held off however, as I wanted to be horny all day so that cute little Tammy would receive quite the load when she earned her favor.
Speaking of that favor, it still hadn't been asked for yet. Tammy was still looking down and much as I enjoyed anticipation, my cock was not only throbbing, but I could feel a wet spot in my underwear, from its dripping. Putting my glass down on the table next to the recliner, I cleared my throat. Tammy looked up at me and smiled nervously and not wanting her to lose her nerve I prodded her.
"So as much as I enjoy talking to a cute young lady, I doubt you came by for small talk." I paused as she nodded and then continued, "You mentioned on the phone that you needed to ask me something?"
"I...well," Taking a deep breath seemed to force the words out, "Mr. Daniels, you know how you keep telling me that you like me and think I'm doing really well with my life?"
"I do and I mean it," I smiled at her, "You're really on the right path Tammy, it's good to see, and by the way, call me Josh."
"I'd feel kind of funny." She shrugged, "It's sort of disrespectful."
"Not at all," I waved my hand. "'Mr. Daniels' makes me feel old so I think Iwould rather be disrespected."
"Okay," she gave me a coy little smile, "But you don't look old at all."
"Thank you, but I'm sure you're just saying that," I sighed. "I'm old enough to be your father."
"You look a lot younger than my dad." She told me, "He's already going bald, and you have such nice hair."
I laughed and made a show of running my hands through my still thick black hair that had only a few grays along the sides.
"Tell you what Tammy, if you need a favor, you're off to a great start; you know what they say about flattery!"
Tammy giggled and a thrill went through me, oh how I loved little noises like that.
"So I guess I should tell you that you have really pretty blue eyes then?" she asked. "Would that help?"
Not as much as pouting while you ask if you can suck my cock would, I thought, but out loud answered, "Only if you mean it, if you don't then its teasing and it's not nice to tease Tammy." Because God only knew she's been teasing for months.
"I do." She nodded. "I like blue eyes. So umm, now that I flattered you," she laughed nervously, "I kind of need...."
"What else about me do you like about me?" I interrupted.
"Oh, I..." she stopped as I caught her gaze and winked at her.
Tammy's eyes widened and she licked her lips nervously. The sight of the tip of that pink tongue sent a thrill through me as did the fact that I was pretty sure she was trying to figure out if I were joking or not.
"Well, I think you're very nice. You're always smiling when I see you and..."
"Who wouldn't smile at the sight of such a pretty young girl?" I asked, trying to keep my eyes focused on hers.
Tammy looked away and started to blush again.
"See, like I said, you're always really nice."
I laughed softly, at what was a pretty good recovery on her part. I knew I was in danger of pushing too hard, but couldn't resist one more try.
"I don't mean personality, I mean appearance, you like my hair and eyes, anything else?"
Tammy shook her head.
"I'm not sure what you mean Mr... Josh."
"You know what I mean Tammy." I told her, then putting my finger up continued, "Tell you what, you said you needed to ask me something, but it's my house and I'm going to ask you something first okay? I mean fair is fair right?"



"I suppose," she said dubiously.
"Okay, here we go," Taking my hands, I placed them on my chest. "Tammy, do you think I'm attractive?"
"I..." she frowned. "I'm not sure I should answer that."
"Why?" I prodded, "You afraid to hurt my feelings?"
"No, but I know you and like, you're older and..."
I rolled my eyes.
"You're losing your flattery points!" I laughed, and then said, "Looks aren't about age Tammy, someone is good looking or they're not. Now, let's try it this way, picture that you don't know me or how old I am or anything like that, you see me in a club what's your first thought?"
"You..." she looked away and said softly, "I think you're a nice looking guy, you're in good shape and you have those blue eyes and a great smile." She stopped and still not looking at me sighed, "Josh, can I talk about why I'm here now?"
"A deal's a deal," I told her, "Go ahead, hon what can I do for you?" More importantly what will you do for me?
"Remember I mentioned a few days ago that I needed money for next semester?"
I nodded, fighting to keep a neutral expression on my face as my fantasy became one step closer to reality.
"I've asked everyone I know and no one has that kind of money. I tried the banks, but I don't have any credit and I..."
She trailed off and now that I was assured of my chance to play the game, asked softly,"Tammy, are you asking to borrow a thousand dollars?"
She stopped and to my delight I saw her lower lip began to tremble. I was going to say something soothing to let her know it was open, but before I could, she blurted out,
"Mr. Daniels I know it's a lot of money and I have a lot of nerve asking, but my Mom and Dad don't have anything and I don't know anyone else!"
She stopped and I had to pause, to insure that I could sound hesitant.
"You're right, that is a lot of money."
"I know it is," she said softly, "But I'll pay it back, I promise I will!"
The lip was trembling again and I paused to savor that delicious sign of how upset she was. Letting out a deliberate sigh, I shook my head.
"I don't see how, you don't make a lot of money," I shrugged. "I would be waiting a long time to get it back."
"I'll figure out a way, I'll get a second job!" she said, her voice beginning to crack.
"You know Tammy, maybe you could just take on-line courses for a semester, and you won't need as much aid so you'll be covered." I fought not to smile when I finished. I already knew how the system worked.
"But if I don't go to classes, I'll lose my student housing and then I won't have a place to live!"
Putting her head down, she looked up at me through her long eyelashes and whispered, "Please Mr. Daniels? I'll have to leave school and go back home!"
My cock, which had calmed down as we had been speaking, immediately rose to attention as I looked into her distraught brown eyes. Not for the first time I wondered if there were something wrong with me, but as always shrugged it off, there was nothing wrong with a game of give a little get a little.
"Here's the thing Tammy," I began quietly. "I know you would try to pay me back, but you would end up in trouble that way as well."
"What do you mean?"
"Think about it, you don't make a lot of money and you do have to pay some rent and buy food, put gas in your car, if you have to pay me back so much a month where does it come from? If you pay me you'll be falling behind on other things."
"Well," she frowned, "Maybe I can clean your house every other time for free until it's paid off." She nodded. "That would be a hundred a month."
"But then how will you live without that hundred?"
Tammy paused and undaunted, continued her effort.
"I'll get a second job and use that money to pay you off."
"And lose time from your studies," I pointed out. "Part of your aid is based on grades I'd imagine, so again this could affect you negatively."
"Well..." she started, but I put my hand up to stop her.
"Tammy understand something, I've made a lot of money as a financial planner. I make that money by telling people what they can and can't afford to do. You can't afford to borrow this money. It will end up causing as many problems as it will solve, understand?"
She looked at me and another sick surge of excitement went through me when I saw those big brown eyes filling with tears. Tammy looked as if she were going to say something, then stopped and stood up.
"You're right I guess." She said, bravely trying not to cry as she spoke. "Thank you for at least thinking about it."
"Tammy, I..." I started, but she went on.
"I'll let you know when I'll be leaving to go back home so you'll have time to find somebody to replace me."
Turning, she began to walk away towards the front door. I let her get a few steps away, to make it seem as if I was thinking and took a moment to admire the backs of her well-toned calves. When she was halfway to the door I called out, "Tammy, I never said I wouldn't help."
Tammy stopped and turning around, looked at me, a small smile on her lips and her eyes now wide with hope.
"You can help me?"
"Well it will be up to you, if I can, but come sit, and we can talk about it."
Her smile widening, Tammy walked back to the recliner, but I raised my hand.
"Come sit here." Leaning forward, I tapped the leather ottoman that was a couple of feet in front of the recliner.
"Over there?"
"Yes, I'd like to be a little closer while we discuss this."
Tammy shrugged and coming over, sat down in front of me. The ottoman was only a couple of feet high and the perfect height for her to lean over and...
"I didn't mean to upset you Tammy," I began, focusing on it getting to that point, "All I'm saying is that I can't see how we could do this as a loan. That doesn't mean we can't work something out."
"I'm not following," she said. "You said there was no way I could repay you."
"Right, but that doesn't mean that I couldn't give you the money."
"You....you're going to give me a thousand dollars?"
"Yes." I said simply, then putting my finger up added. "But understand that nothing in life is free, so I am going to expect you to earn it."
As I spoke I wondered what her reaction would be. To me the statement was pretty obvious, but Tammy did seem a bit more naïve than the other girls I had done this with. When I finished she looked confused.
"I offered to clean for free and you said that wouldn't work."
"It won't," I resisted the urge to smile. She really was that innocent. "But I was thinking that there is another service you could provide that would allow you to repay me."
I gave her a wink and sat back, waiting for her reaction.
"I don't know what I could do for you besides clean," she shrugged. "But whatever you have in mind, I'm sure I can do."
This time I did smile. I really was going to have to spell it out for her.
"Tammy?"
"Yes, Mr.....I mean Josh."
"I want you to ask yourself something."
"Okay." She leaned forward, bringing herself even closer to where I ultimately wanted her.
"What do you think a good looking older guy like me would want from a pretty young lady like you that would be worth that kind of money?"
Tammy looked as if she were still confused and started to speak. She then stopped and my smile broadened when her eyes widened.
"You..." she shook her head, "Are you saying that you want too...." She trailed off, but this time I wasn't letting her off the hook.
"Want to what?" I asked.
Swallowing, she whispered, "You want to have sex with me?"
"Exactly," I nodded. "I've wanted you since the first time I saw you Tammy, and bad enough to hand you a thousand dollars in cash right now."
"But... but that's prostitution!"
Unable to help it, I burst out laughing.
"Oh, Tammy," I exclaimed, once I could stop. "You truly are precious. Maybe it is, but I consider it more a business transaction. You want something from me; I get what I want from you."
"I...I can't." she shook her head. "I'm not like that. And you said you liked that I was a good girl, why would you..."
"I also said that good girls are more fun when they act bad." I reminded her. "I get it," she said laughing nervously, "You're kidding, this is like a test or something." "Does this look like I'm kidding?"
Uncrossing my legs, I put my hand down on my stomach to draw her attention between my legs. Not only was the bulge in my jeans obvious, but I had been so excited that there was a small wet stain visible where my dripping cock had soaked through the material.
"Oh my God!" Tammy said, comically bringing her hand to her face.
If she had blushed before, it was nothing compared to the beet red color her cheeks quickly turned. Reaching into my pocket, I removed a roll of hundred dollar bills and showed it to her.
"This is a real offer Tammy."
"I... I can't believe you would want this," she stammered. "I thought you were a nice guy."
I smiled at that, and then shrugged.
"I am a nice guy Tammy, most guys who pay for sex shell out a hundred bucks, I'm offering you ten times that because that's what you need and I want you to stay in school," I smirked, "Don't you want to stay in school?"
"That's not nice at all." She said and to my delight her lips pushed into a pout, "Or very fair."
"Life never is." I told her. "But unlike many girls in your position, I'm giving you a chance to help yourself. This is a more than fair offer Tammy."
"But you could be nice and let me earn it another way and..."
"Okay, so maybe I'm not so nice, but what I am is the only person who can help you and I'll be more than happy to, after you help me."
"I...I'm not a slut Mr. Daniels." Tammy said shaking her head. "I feel bad you think I am."
"I know you're not a slut Tammy." I told her, leaning forward and trying not to smile as she leaned back. "That's why I want you, I don't want what everyone else has had, I want a good girl."
"A good girl wouldn't do this." Taking a deep she shook her head and said "I won't do it."
"Okay." I told her, slipping the money back in my pocket, "Maybe you can get it somewhere else."
"Even if I can't, I won't be a whore." She said indignantly.
Standing up, she continued.
"And I don't think I should come back here and clean, I... I don't feel right about being here anymore."
"Well that's your choice Tammy." I said softly, "Best of luck to you."
"Thank you." She nodded and turning away took a couple of steps towards the door.
I frowned, wondering if she were really going to walk out. So far I had never had a girl turn down my offer, but maybe I underestimated how good Tammy was. As she walked slowly away, I wondered if I could try to change the offer to just a simple blow job. No, it would most likely be all or nothing with her and it was looking like I was getting nothing. I looked down at my crotch, resigning myself to the prospect of jerking off rather than getting the real thing. It then hit me that I hadn't heard the door. Looking up, I saw Tammy had stopped halfway to the door and was standing there with her head down.
Turning back around, she slowly walked back towards me. Her head was down and I felt my heart begin to pound when she sat back down on the ottoman. Bringing her head up to look at me she asked softly, "Would it only be once or would you expect it every time I came to clean for you?"
"Just tonight." I assured her, feeling my again begin to rise. "Like I said it's a very fair deal."
"I...don't want to." She said, her lower lip trembling, "But I...I need the money."
That could not have been said better! I swallowed hard and shifted slightly to give my aching cock more room. Tammy made it ache even more when, her brown eyes looking into mine, she asked, "Are you really going to make me do it?"
"I'm not making you do anything Tammy, you either will or you won't, choice is yours."
"I just don't understand why you want me to."
"Because you're young and beautiful." I told her.
"You could get sexier women than me." She said. "Besides I...." looking down she whispered, "I'm not really very good at it."
"Oh, come on now," I laughed. "You're nineteen Tammy, you know how to have sex."
"I've only done it with one guy, and he said I wasn't very good at it."
"That's okay," I said quietly, "I'll tell you exactly what to do."
She didn't respond and I continued.
"See Tammy, I love that you're innocent, that you're not some easy little pig. The fact that you don't want to is exactly what I want. I live to see good little girls like you act like nasty little sluts."
"I'm not a...."
"We've talked enough." I cut her off. "I promise that it will just be once, and that I won't hurt you, but I'm losing patience. You can act like a little girl and leave, or you can earn what you need."
"Please don't be mean like that." She asked, her lip trembling even more.
"Then act like a grown up." I snapped, even though she was acting just fine for my tastes.
Pulling the money out, I slowly counted out ten hundred dollar bills and put them down on the coffee table. Tammy looked at the money, then back at me, before taking a deep breath.
"O....okay Mr...."
"For this you'll call me sir." I told her. "Now take off your blouse."
"But...."
"No buts Tammy, time to act like the bad little girl I know you can be." I pointed at her chest "Now take that off and show me those pretty little tits of yours."
She looked at me and my cock swelled seeing that not only were the lips trembling, but her brown eyes looked as if they were filling up.
"Do I..."
Rolling my eyes, I reached out and made to pick up the money.
"Okay!" She said.
Reaching up she began slowly unbuttoning her blouse. I saw that she wasn't go slow to tease, but because her hands were shaking and her fingers fumbling with the buttons. I sat back in the chair and smiled as she worked her way down the blouse. When she reached the last button, I noticed she was holding the shirt together. Putting my hands up, I mimed opening my own shirt. Lowering her head, Tammy opened the blouse, exposing a cute pink lace bra.
"All the way off."
Tammy nodded and I said. "Say yes sir."
"Y...yes sir." She said softly as she slid the shirt from her shoulders and dropped it to the floor
I licked my lips as I took in her soft creamy skin and admired how good her black hair looked against it. My eyes trailed down to her tits, "Now the bra."
Tammy didn't move and I sighed loudly.
"Okay, why don't we just forget this, I'm not going to keep repeating myself."
"Sorry sir."
Putting her arms behind her back, Tammy unhooked the bra and as she started to pull the straps down her arms I said, "Look at me when you do it."
After a brief hesitation, she lifted her face and I could feel my cock oozing at the look of shame in her eyes. As good as her eyes looked; I dropped my gaze to where her trembling hands were sliding the bra off. I let out a breath as I set my eyes on the most adorable set of little tits I'd ever seen. They were even smaller than I had imagined, not a whole lot more than a mouthful, but they were perky, perfectly round and featured nipples so pink I could barely see them against her skin. Part of why I could barely see them was that they weren't erect. The fact that she wasn't turned on fed my fire, but before I pushed further, I breathed out.
"Tammy they're beautiful."
"They're...little." She whispered.
"They're perfect just like you." I assured her. "Now show them to me."
"I...I am showing them to you." This came out in what could only be described as a frustrated whine that sent a shiver though me.
"No Tammy," I cupped my hands and lifted them. "Show them to me."
"I...yes sir."
Tammy obediently placed her hands under her tits, lifted them slightly. I took a moment to savor the sight of her pink fingernails on her white skin, before saying, "Now play with them."
"I...I can't do that." She shook her head. "I won't."
"Fine." I said and reaching over to the stack of money took one of the hundreds and tossed it at her feet. "Then get dressed and leave. I think a hundred is fair for a look at your tits."
She looked down at the money and whispered, "I...I'm not a whore."
"Today you are." I said simply. "But not for money, but your future. It's sex or dropping out of school. Now play with those pretty little nipples of yours or go home and start packing."
"Please." She begged her brown eyes shining, "I don't..."
She stopped as I pointed at her shirt.
"Get dressed and..." I stopped as placing her hands back on her tits, Tammy started rubbing her thumbs over her nipples.
" "There you go Tammy," I said approvingly, " Just like that."
"Yes sir." She said in a barely audible whisper.
I watched transfixed as her pink nipples hardened. I noticed each one of them turned up slightly and my mouth began to water at the thought of what I wanted next.
"Stand up."
Tammy slowly stood up and I was thrilled to see that she was still fondling her nipples. Sitting up straight, I beckoned to her with my finger. Putting her head down again, Tammy stepped forward and I found my face inches from her tits. I reached for them, but she quickly stepped back.
"Mr...I mean Josh," she began. "I really don't..."
"I'm not going to give you another chance Tammy." I said firmly. "Come back over here and the next time you stop we're done. You've had those little tits sucked on before and you know it."
"But he was my..."
"Your what, boyfriend?" I laughed. "Give me a break, sex is sex whether you think they love you or not. Trust me, I'll be a lot better to you than some frat boy, that is if you grow up and get over here."
"I...yes sir."
She stepped back up to me and replacing her hands with my own, I let out a breath as I cupped them. Tammy looked away and I could feel the tenseness in her body while I gently squeezed her firm tits. My heart pounding and my cock throbbing, I took her hard nipples between my fingers and began to roll them between them. Tammy gasped and as I continued to lightly toy with her perfect nipples I noticed she had begun to breathe heavier.
"Does that feel good?"
"I...I guess so I... ow!"
Tammy let out a delicious little yelp as I gave her nipples a light pinch.
"It's yes sir, remember?"
"Please don't hurt me sir!" she pleaded. "Please don't be rough with me."
"Let's try again." I managed to get out as my own breathing was picking up. "Does that feel good?"
"Yes sir, it does."
"See, I knew you were a bad girl."
"No, I'm..."
"Letting me play with your tits for money." I smiled up at the distraught look on her face. "I think that's pretty bad don't you?"
"I...yes sir." She whimpered.
"Good girl." I told her and leaning closer, flicked my tongue across her right nipple.
Tammy gasped and pulled back, but before I could speak, leaned forward again.
"You're learning." I said softly. "Such a good bad little girl."
I gave her nipple another quick lick, before sucking it into my mouth. Tammy gasped again as I began sucking on it while my fingers played with the other. I swirled my tongue around her swollen flesh and fought not to moan in pleasure at the feeling of her young firm tits in my hands and mouth. I switched nipples, getting another gasp from her as I started sucking harder than before. Tammy was breathing through her mouth and my already rock hard cock seemed to expand even more as I swore that those breaths were mixed with a couple of faint moans.
Continuing to enjoy her nipple with my tongue, I let go of her tits and sliding my hands down her soft flat stomach reached around her waist, to remove her skirt. Finding the zipper I slowly pulled it down, and this time lost the battle, emitting a moan around her nipple when she whimpered as I unzipped her. Moving my hands back to her hips, I tugged on the loose fitting skirt and easily slid it down her legs. Once it was past her knees I let it go and as it fell to the floor, placed my hands on the back of her tight calves. I sighed around her nipple when I felt her legs were trembling and began slowly sliding my hands up her smooth skin.



Removing her nipple from my mouth, I looked down and saw that the panties matched the bra, I didn't imagine that she would wear thongs and I had been right. The panties did feature some lace in the front and a cute little pink bow, adorable just like the rest of her. I also noticed that Tammy's arms were by her sides and her hands clenched into fists as my hands made my way up her thighs.
"Put your hands on my shoulders."
Tammy did as I said and I could feel them shaking. Opening my mouth wide, I took almost her entire tit into my mouth and started sucking hard. She let out a shuddering breath, then a precious little yelp, as reaching her ass; I gave it a hard squeeze. Another groan sounded in my throat as I massaged the tight cheeks of her ass, loving the way each one fit perfectly in my large hands. I started sucking harder on her tit and as I spread her ass open, felt her fingers dig into my shoulders. Sliding my hands down her cheeks, I worked my fingers between her closed legs to her inner thighs.
"Open your legs." I said around her tit.
She didn't move and pulling my hand back, I gave her ass a quick slap. I didn't hit her hard, but was rewarded with another of those little yelps.
"Sorry sir." She said, causing my eyes to roll as she shifted her feet and opened her legs a few inches.
Moving my hands, I placed the right back on her tit and started toying with her nipple again. My other hand slid around to the front and placed it on her upper thigh. I moved it higher and Tammy's breath caught as the edge of my hand grazed her panties. It was everything I could do not to shove my fingers into her panties and inside of her, but the game was about her reluctance and my anticipation, I wouldn't lose control. Still tonguing her nipple, I began sliding my hand back and forth, rubbing it against the crotch of her panties. She wasn't wet, but that would be a matter of time as I couldn't help but notice that she was breathing through her mouth. I pressed harder against her pussy and she emitted a sound that was a cross between a whimper and a moan.
I wanted to whimper myself as I could feel the heat of her pussy through the panties. I started rubbing faster and smiled around her nipple when her fingers dug harder into my shoulders. Turning my hand over, I started rubbing with two fingers, pressing hard enough to push the material up between her lips.
"Oh, oh," she panted, her fingers squeezing my shoulders hard enough to make me wince.
That little bit of pain was nothing compared to the thrill I got when I felt her hips start to rock into my hand. I switched nipples again, getting another gasp from her as this time I all but attacked her tit, taking as much of her soft flesh into my mouth as I could. My fingers were moving faster as well and to my delight I could feel her panties starting to become moist. There was no doubt that her hips were moving faster as well and moving my fingers over, I began to work them into her panties. Tammy's hips stopped moving and I felt her tense up again as I deliberately kept my fingers still.
"You like me playing with your pussy?"
"I...I don't know." She whispered.
"Oh, please, you're getting wet you naughty little thing."
"I..."
"Tell me to play with your pussy." I said, looking up at her.
"Please," she began, her lip pushed into that precious pout, "Please just do what you want; I...can't talk like that."
"Then we stop." I said with a shrug. "Too bad, because you were enjoying it and you know it."
Tammy was silent and I forced myself to sit there and not touch her. I could feel her thigh trembling against my hand and said, "Well I think you've earned about two hundred so far, so if you think you can..."
"Sir, please play with my p..." she paused then whispered. "Pussy."
"This pussy?" I slid my fingers further into her panties.
Tammy whimpered and that noise covered up my own small sound of pleasure as my fingers slid across her soft, wet and very smooth flesh.
"Y...yes, my pussy." She managed to get out. "Please..." she stopped, then taking a deep breath spoke quickly, "Please play with my pussy I...I like it."
"Oh what a bad little thing you are." I told her.
She started to say something, but it turned into a squeal that caused my already dripping cock to ooze even more, as I pushed my fingers through the wet folds of her pussy. She was indeed completely smooth and fastening my lips back onto her nipple, I quickly slid my fingers back and forth along her slick flesh. Tammy was whimpering and her fingers gouging into my shoulders. I slipped one of my fingers inside of her and as she yelped, gasped at how incredibly tight her pussy was around my finger. I immediately began to pump it in and out and Tammy gasped,
"Easy, please go easy! I.... Ow!"
Tammy cried out as I shoved my finger knuckle deep into her tight young hole. I left it there and panted around her nipple as she squirmed against it, making small sounds of discomfort. I eased my finger back, and then jammed it back in hard. Tammy cried out and whimpered, "You said you wouldn't hurt me!"
"It won't hurt once you get used to it." I told her, somehow keeping my voice under control. "Open your legs more and lean over."
Tammy groaned, but spread her feet further apart and leaned her weight onto my shoulders. I started thrusting my finger in and out of her enjoying the small yelps she released each time I shoved it in. I slid out and placing another finger next to it, begin to work them both in.
"No," she moaned, "Oh, please sir that...." She trailed off into a long drawn out whimper as I pushed both fingers up inside.
I held them still; allowing her pussy to spread around them and after a moment began pumping them, but slowly this time. Tammy's nails were digging in so hard I wondered that if even through the shirt she was drawing blood. Her hips were moving again, but this time against me, trying to pull back as I pushed in. I let her get away with it; fact was I was totally caught up in how she was. Whoever her boyfriend was he couldn't have been too big and certainly hadn't fucked her much, because she was moaning in discomfort just from my fingers. The thought of what it was going to be like to work my cock in there was more than I could bear. My cock had been hard and aching for the better part of the last half hour and it was time for Tammy to really start to earn her money.
Removing my fingers from her pussy, I looked up at her and made a show of sniffing them. As her eyes widened, mine rolled back as I took in her sweet scent. Placing one finger in my mouth I sucked on and this time closed my eyes, savoring the taste of her sticky juice. Standing up in front of her, I placed my finger in front of her face.
"Suck on it."
Tammy shook her head and reaching out I grabbed the back of her hair. I didn't pull, but held it tight enough to keep her head still. Looking her in the eye, I spoke softly.
"I told you Tammy, if you don't start listening, its back home to the folks. Now go ahead and suck on my finger." I smiled, "Get some practice, because you know what's going in your mouth next."
Tammy's eyes grew even bigger and a soft whimper escaped her lips as I'm sure she was envisioning what was coming next. She continued to hesitate and I was wondering if the game was over, but much to my pleasure, she opened her mouth partway and closed her eyes. I gently slipped my finger into her mouth and sighed as I felt her tongue slide around my finger tip.
"Don't lick, suck." I told her, already planning on saying it again, but about my cock. "Show me how bad you can be."
Closing her soft lips around my finger, Tammy started to suck it in and out of her mouth. I closed my eyes again, enjoying the feeling of her tongue sliding along my finger and imagining it elsewhere. Opening my eyes, I removed my finger and asked, "How do you taste?"
Giving me a dirty look that made me smile, she replied. "Good sir, I taste good."
She had said it with a tone that sent another thrill through me. Not sure why that had gotten to her, but wasn't complaining. But out loud I said.
"Watch how you answer me Tammy, if I don't like your tone, I'll make you practice until its right."
"Sorry sir." She said, putting her head down.
"Now unbutton my shirt."
Tammy reached up and I swallowed hard against my quickening breath as her small fingers began working on my shirt. As they had with her blouse, her hands were shaking and while she worked her way down I started playing with her nipples again. She flinched at my touch, but didn't pull back. By the time she reached the last button, her nipples were hard again and her face was flushing. Apparently she enjoyed her nipples being played with; in fact she hadn't seemed to mind my initial playing with her pussy. It was my telling her what to do that was getting to her, which was just perfect for me. Tammy pulled my shirt from my pants and placing her hands on my shoulders stopped.
"May I take your shirt off sir?"
"I like that Tammy." I nodded. "That's the way to play, no bullshit, just you being a good little," I smirked, "Slut"
I again saw that flash of anger in her eyes, but as she slid my shirt from my shoulders she whispered, "Yes sir."
"Yes?" I asked. "So you admit you're a little slut?"
"I...I'm a slut sir. I'm whatever you say I am."
"Good." I told her, "Now what would a slut do next?"
She dropped my shirt to the floor and closed her eyes. Her lips had that precious tremble going again and her breath was coming in short little gasps as if she were ready to cry. I started to tell her what to do, but stopped as she slowly sank to her knees. I looked down at her kneeling in front of me and felt my heart begin to beat faster as it hit me that this would be the point of no return, if she didn't quit now I would have whatever I wanted. From the looks of things I was going to get what I wanted as without being told, Tammy's hands began to fumble with the snap to my jeans. Her hands were trembling so badly that it took her three tries to get them undone. I saw her take a deep breath then with a quick jerk she pulled my zipper down. I thought about telling her that she hadn't asked, but decided to just let her go, I was too close to getting what I wanted to push too hard.
Instead, I remained silent, watching her stare at my stomach as she tried to work up the nerve to continue. Her hands came up, grabbed the sides of my jeans, but stayed there.
"Go ahead Tammy, keep going." I said quietly, "You know what I want."
"Yes sir."
Turning her face away, Tammy tugged my jeans over my hips and slowly worked them down to the floor. When she had them all the way down, I lifted one foot at a time and she obediently slipped them all the way off. Coming back up, Tammy kept her head to the side, deliberately avoiding looking at the bulge and huge wet stain in my black underwear. Again I decided to let her work herself up to it rather than push. She nodded as if telling herself she could do this and after another deep breath, turned to face my crotch.
"It's so wet." She said softly.
"That's because I've been thinking about this." I answered.
Tammy looked up at me and the sight of those pleading eyes caused my cock to jump.
"Yes," I said to her unspoken question. "You have to."
Tammy looked down and grabbing my underwear, slowly pulled them down. I was so hard that when she pulled my underwear over it, my cock sprang straight up. I was dripping to the point some of my sticky pre cum flew off of it and hit Tammy in the cheek. I gasped as I couldn't have planned it any better and the look of disgust on her face was priceless. She jerked back and her hand immediately went to her cheek.
"Leave it there." I snapped harshly enough that she froze. "That's exactly where it belongs," I grinned. "All over that slutty little face of yours."
"Y...yes sir." She answered.
I sat down in the chair and gestured for her to come closer. Tammy slid on her knees until she was directly between my legs. Her eyes were fixed on my rather sizable cock and I saw her swallow hard as she imagined it going inside of her.
"Are you just going to stare at it?" I asked.
Tammy closed her eyes and I could tell she was trying to tell herself she could do it. Opening her eyes she reached out and I licked my lips in anticipation of her touch. Her hand stopped and looking up she whispered, "Please don't make me do this."
"Tammy, stop your whining and grab my fucking cock." I told her. "I'm tired of you playing games, if you didn't want too you would have left. So stop pretending you're anything but a little slut and do as you're told."
"You said you wouldn't be mean," she pouted.
"I said I wouldn't hurt you." I rolled my eyes, "Tammy just be a good girl and grab my cock."
Tammy's eyes left mine and refocused on my throbbing cock. Her hand slowly went to the base of my shaft and I bit back a moan as her hand closed around it. Between the fact that I was above average in size and how small her hand was, her fingers couldn't wrap all the way around it.
"Squeeze it."
Tammy did as I asked and I did moan as a squirt of precum sprang from the tip of my cock. She pulled her head back away from it, but kept her hand around it.
"Stroke it."
Tammy began working her hand up and down the length of my shaft and when she got to the top my hips twitched as she twisted her hand around the head before sliding back down.
"Oh so you've given a hand job before haven't you?"
"Yes sir." She replied as she started stroking faster.
I leaned back in the chair and sighed as she jerked me off. She still had that deer in a headlights look , but seemed to be gaining confidence as she stroked me.
"That's nice Tammy," I told her, "You're good at being bad aren't you?"
"I'm your bad girl sir."
Damn, that was perfect!
"Use your other hand on my balls."
Tammy brought her hand up and I groaned as she cupped my balls and started caressing them with her fingers while she continued to pump me. Oh, yes little Tammy had done this before. I let her stroke me for another minute, enjoying the look on her face as it dawned on her that maybe I would cum like this. Unfortunately she was on track with that thought as I was so excited it wouldn't take a lot more for me to blow my load.
"Stop."
Tammy gave me one more pump then looked up at me.
"Was that bad sir?"
"Not at all." I told her. "But I can jerk myself off." I smiled as she lowered her eyes. "Take my cock and rub it on your face."
Tammy paused and started to shake her head. My hand went for the money and she immediately turned her head, and leaning forward, started sliding the head of my cock along her soft cheek. I felt my cock jump in her hand at the sight of her face being coated with my sticky cum. Tammy had her eyes closed and the look on her face was almost as good as the sight of my cock against it. Turning her head, she repeated the motion, rubbing me along that side of her face.
"Not just the tip, the whole thing." I told her.
Tammy slid her face forward so that the length of my shaft was against her face and I felt a thrill go through me at how big my cock looked against her.
"Okay." I said.
Tammy pulled her head away and I took a moment to admire how good her glistening cheeks looked, before telling her, "Open your mouth and put out your tongue."
With an air of resignation that caused more cum to drip from my swollen head, Tammy opened wide and put her small pink tongue out.
"Press the head of my cock against it."
Her eyes closed and her face scrunched up in distaste, she placed my cock against her tongue. The feeling of her soft wet flesh caused my hips to twitch and press harder against her.
"Rub it across it." I whispered, not trusting voice.
Tammy obeyed, her eyes still closed and that disgusted look on her face. Reaching down, I put my hand around my cock just over hers and gave it a squeeze. Tammy gasped as some of my pre cum suirted into her mouth and she jerked back. As she did a trail of my sticky fluid appeared between my cock and her mouth and I wished I had made a camera part of this deal. Tammy opened her eyes and as she looked up at me I smiled.
"Now swallow it."
Tammy looked as if she were going to speak, then, her shoulders slumping in defeat closed her mouth and grimaced as she swallowed.
"Good girl." I told her. "Now, put it in your mouth and suck me off."
Tammy started to shake her head, but saw me shaking mine and pointing at the money. Pushing herself up higher on her knees, She bent her head over the tip of my cock and then hesitated.
"Sir, I...I don't really know how to..."
"Oh, knock it off." I snapped. "Don't try to say you've never sucked your boyfriend's cock."
As she paused, I began to wonder if Tammy's boyfriend had a good reason to dump her.
"I only did it a couple of times and not..." she began, "Not all the way, and you're," she shook her head, "A lot bigger."
This was too good to be true! I was going to be the first man to cum in that precious little mouth.
"It's not hard Tammy; just put it in your mouth." I smiled wickedly. "Or you can just hold your mouth still and I'll fuck your face."
"No sir, I...."
I thrust my cock into her hand and with a look of utter helplessness; Tammy opened her mouth and slowly took the tip of my cock into it. I moaned softly at the feeling of her lips sliding past the tip and about a third of the way down my shaft. Tammy closed her mouth and very slowly started to bob her head. I moaned again as much from the vision of seeing my cock disappearing into her mouth as how good it felt. Her hands were moving as well, and reaching down I grabbed both of her wrists and placed her hands on my thighs.
"No cheating, just use your mouth."
Tammy whimpered something around my cock and the sound was as good as the visual. I sighed contentedly as Tammy slowly blew me. She wasn't going fast enough to do a lot more than tease, but right now I was enjoying the show. Tammy was doing better than I thought she would, she was keeping her tongue pressed to my shaft and her soft lips were wrapped tightly around me. As she sucked I saw her pink lipstick smeared around my cock and thought that life couldn't get much better than this.
"Take it deeper." I told her.
Tammy went down about another inch, but on the way back up, removed it from her mouth.
"It's too big." She panted.
"Then open wider." I smirked at her. "Now get back to being a good little pig and suck my cock."
"I'm not..." Tammy stopped and looking at my cock, whispered, "Yes sir."
I had to wait to speak as a moan escaped me when she took my cock quickly back into her mouth and indeed did manage to take me deeper than before.
"That's right," I said softly, "You can't deny you're a little pig, at least not now. Look at you sucking my cock for money." I laughed. "Good girl my ass, you know exactly what you're doing."
I gasped as Tammy started sucking me faster and it occurred to me she was getting mad.
"Don't like that do you?" I asked. "Don't like being called a little slut? Too bad because that's exactly what you are."
Tammy whimpered around my cock again, but caused me to moan as she was now going more than halfway down. I stopped talking as her head began to bob faster and I could feel my hips rocking against her mouth as she was now giving me a surprisingly good blow job.
"You've done this before haven't you, you little liar."
I laughed as still sucking; she shook her head and whimpered around my hard cock.
"Well then I guess you're just a natural born cocksucker."
Tammy's answer was to speed up more and to my amazement she began taking me even further than before. The only thing wrong with what she was doing was her eyes were closed, but I could fix that.



"Look at me."
Tammy kept them closed and reaching down, I grabbed a handful of her hair.
"I said look at me."
Her eyes flew open and I nodded as my eyes locked into her big brown gaze. She continued to suck and quite well, but the look in her eyes was nothing short of appalled as she continued to work my cock with her mouth. My hand was still in her hair and reaching down, I added the other. Holding the sides of her head I began to gently slide her back and forth along my cock, not forcing, but guiding her. My heart was pounding and I could feel my thighs starting to tremble as my eyes stayed focused on hers.
"That's right Tammy," I said softly, switching gears and sounding encouraging, "Just a little bit more, you're doing just fine, just a little bit more."
Tammy whimpered and shook her head. Her eyes had gotten wider and I knew she didn't want me to cum in her mouth. Well that was too bad, for a grand I was going to cum wherever I damn well pleased. I would have said that, but all I could do was begin to moan as she began to move her head even faster. I knew she wasn't getting into it, but was just trying to get it over with. Had I not been so worked up, I would have forced her to slow down, but I had wanted her for far too long and couldn't hold back.
My hips started thrusting into her descending mouth and she yelped around my cock as I pushed it further down her throat.
"There you go you little slut," I moaned, "You suck that cock, you..."
I gasped and then released a loud moan as I exploded in Tammy's mouth. She squealed as my cock began spurting, and pushing against my thighs started to pull her mouth from it.
"Oh, no" I gasped and grabbing her hair, held her head still, "You take every drop."
Tammy stopped bobbing her head and squealed again as I started thrusting my squirting cock into her mouth. He eyes widened even more and she was shaking her head against my hands, whimpering and moaning as my cock continued to fill her mouth. I shoved my cock deeper and after making a gurgling sound, Tammy opened wider and I gasped as I saw some of my cum drool out of her mouth. I'd wanted her to swallow it all, but seeing this was even better. I moaned softly and my hips slowed as the last of my cum dribbled into her mouth.
I let her hair go and slumped back into the chair. Between my legs, Tammy sat back on her knees, gasping. I watched her, enjoying the sight of her small tits heaving and the look of dismay on her face.
"You liked that didn't you?" I asked her.
"I....I..." she put her hands to her face and whimpered, "Yes sir."
I smiled, savoring that pathetic little voice, and trying to catch my breath. That had taken the edge off, and now it was time to really get into the game. Tammy had done a better than anticipated job on my cock and I planned on rewarding her and of course, enjoying myself some more as well. Forcing myself to stand up, I reached down to her. Tammy looked up at me, her face beet red and her black hair stuck to her forehead where she had been sweating.
"Take my hand." I said quietly.
With a resigned sigh, Tammy placed her small hand in mine and allowed me to help her up.
"Let's go into the bedroom"
"But I..." she began
"Please don't tell me you think I'm paying a grand for a blow job?" I shook my head. "We're just getting started."
Putting her head down, Tammy turned around and walked slowly towards my bedroom. I followed her, admiring her firm little ass in those cute pink panties. When we entered my room I pointed at the bed and head still down, Tammy walked over to the foot of it and made to climb on.
"Stop where you are." I told her.
Coming up behind her, I wrapped my arms around her small body and cupping her small tits kissed her neck. Tammy stood there, her body tense as I began trailing kisses down her neck and across her shoulders while toying with her nipples.
"Move your hair for me."
Tammy reached back and pulled her long hair over her shoulder, exposing the smooth creamy skin of her back.
"You are beautiful." I told her, placing a kiss on the back of her neck.
"Thank you sir." She said stiffly.
"Relax Tammy," I said in her ear as I continued to fondle her perky little tits. "It's your turn to enjoy."
"Whatever you want sir."
That tone was back and I smiled into her skin as I began kissing the middle of her back. I sank to my knees, kissing my way down her spine as I did. From my knees, I could still play with her tits and sticking my tongue out I slid it along the top of her panties. Tammy gasped and I felt her stiffen even more.
"Pull your panties down."
Tammy didn't move and I gave her nipples a light pinch. After one of those cute little yelps, she hooked her fingers into the sides of her panties and pushed them down her hips.
"Oh, look at that." I whispered as I took in the sight of her bare ass. "Damn, that's sweet."
"Thank you." She said quietly.
Letting her tits go, I placed my hand on her back and gave a gentle push. Tammy leaned over the bed and after sliding her panties all the way down; I started kissing the cheeks of her ass as I squeezed them. I heard Tammy whimper as my tongue teased the crease between her ass cheek and her thigh and I could feel her legs shaking. Sitting back on my knees, I let out a breath at the sight of her smooth pink pussy winking out at me from between her thighs. Grabbing her ass, I spread her cheeks open and licked my lips at the sight of her tiny pink asshole. Leaning in I plunged my tongue into it and almost laughed at the squeal she released. I pushed my tongue hard against her ass and she moaned.
"Please not there! Please don't!"
Truth was as much as I would like to I had no intention of sodomizing her. There was a far cry from humiliation and sleazy sex to causing real pain. Then again, I thought as I swirled my tongue around that sweet little rosebud, maybe a finger at some point wouldn't be so bad. Tammy was making whimpering noises as I continued to give her, what was undoubtedly her first rim job. Managing to work my tongue into her ass, I brought my hand up and eased a finger into her tight pussy. Tammy groaned as I started sliding it in and out, then gasped as sliding it back, my thumb found her clit.
"Oh!" she cried out as my thumb started rubbing her in slow circles.
Despite the fact that I had just cum, I could feel my cock stiffening as I continued to tongue her ass and stroke her. Tammy moaned as I pressed harder into her clit and I smiled into her ass, as it definitely sounded much more like a sound of pleasure than distress.
"Do you like that?" I asked.
Tammy didn't answer right away, but when she did, I felt my cock rise to full attention.
"Not your tongue, but...your finger...." She paused to gasp, "F...feels nice."
"Good," I said softly, "I want it to, but I like your little ass."
For emphasis, I plunged my tongue back into it and she released another cock hardening squeal. That squeal was then followed with a moan as I pressed my thumb harder into her now swollen button. Tammy's hips were starting to rock into my hand and sliding my tongue down, I paused to take a deep breath, inhaling her sweet sent, before plunging it into her pussy. Tammy cried out in surprise as I shoved my tongue as far as I could inside of her. I started to swirl it around, moaning into her at the taste of her juices.
"Oh," she moaned, "Sir that...."
She stopped and released a long drawn out moan as sliding my tongue from her pussy, I trailed it through her wet lips and replaced my thumb with it on her clit. Grabbing her ass, I spread her cheeks open again, but this time to get better access to her sweet little pussy. I ran my tongue back up through the folds of her flesh and again plunged it deep inside of her. Keeping it rigid, I started rocking my head back and forth, tongue fucking her. Tammy moaned again and her hips were thrusting back against mine.
"Please stop," she moaned.
Confused, I did as she asked,
"You don't like that?" I asked.
"I...yes sir, but I... I don't want to like this, I...I'm being a slut and its wrong ad I just want you to do what you want so I can go."
This was getting better and better, I thought, she didn't want to like it. Tammy was trying to justify this whole thing by not wanting any of it, so she could tell herself she was forced to. Well then that worked out even better, because I planned on hearing her cum for me whether she wanted it or not. Leaning back, I said.
"Stand up and turn around."
Tammy did as I asked and I smiled as I was face to face with her pussy as she stood before me.
"Sit on the bed."
Tammy sat back, and then yelped in surprise as grabbing her ankles, I lifted her legs up, causing her to fall back onto the bed. Placing her soft feet on my shoulders, I leaned between her legs and lightly blew on her clit.
"Please don't sir," She said. "I don't want to..."
"I don't care what you want." I told her. "I'm paying for this pussy and I can do whatever I want."
"But...."
"Stop being an ungrateful slut and just lay back and see how a real man takes care of such a pretty little pussy."
Tammy's reply was cut off by a yelp as I shoved a finger into her pussy and started pumping it in and out. She pushed against my shoulders with her feet and started again.
"Sir I... No!"
Tammy cried out loudly as bringing my other hand up, I placed my finger against her ass.
"No please don't"
"Then lay back and behave or I'll shove it up there nice and hard and maybe follow it with something else."
"Oh, no." she moaned. "I...I'll be good!"
Removing my hand, I turned my head and kissed her trembling thigh.
"Tell me what you want." I told her.
"I want you to just ...." She yelped as my hand went back to her ass.
"Try again, you know what I want you to say."
"Sir," Tammy began, in that adorable whimper. "Will you please lick my pussy?"
"I would love to!" I laughed.
If Tammy was going to say anything it was lost in the loud cry that escaped her as wrapping my lips around her clit I sucked it hard into my mouth. Holding it between my lips, I teased my tongue across her swollen flesh while working my finger faster in and out of her pussy. Sliding my other hand up her soft stomach, I found her left tit and began teasing her while lightly flicking my tongue around her clit.
Tammy moaned as I started swirling my tongue in faster circles and her hips were moving in rhythm with my thrusting fingers. Moving it back, I again added a second finger to her, but this time worked it in slower. Tammy let out a delicious groan that was a mixture of pleasure and pain as I eased both fingers deep inside of her. I left them there and began sucking gently on her clit. Her nipple was hard between my fingers and looking up along her body, I moaned into her pussy as I saw that she was watching me and her eyes looked as if she were loving it and hating it at the same time. I winked at her, from between her legs and then watched as her lips parted and a moan escaped as I sucked her clit harder.
My cock was again throbbing between my legs as I envisioned it entering that pussy that could barely fit two fingers. As much as I wanted to linger between her legs, the thought of fucking her was causing me to start to rock my hips like a horny teenager and I began swirling my tongue hard against her clit. Tammy started moving her hips harder and I could feel her thighs trembling against my shoulders. She was beginning to make small whimpering noises and gasping in between them.
Looking up at her, I stopped licking long enough to say, "Tell me what you want."
"I...oh, please make me cum sir!"
I felt a surge of excitement go through me as, unless she was becoming a better actress that had sounded damn sincere. I began licking faster and had slowed my fingers so they would feel good rather than hurt. Tammy lifted her hips into my face and let out a long shuddering moan.
"Yes," she whispered, "Oh, oh please don't stop please don't... oh!"
Tammy's toes dug into my shoulders and as her begging caused me to lick as fast as I could, she let out a long loud squeal that sent a shudder through my cock. Her hips began bucking wildly in my face and her already tight pussy clenched hard around my fingers. I sucked her clit into my mouth and Tammy cried out again, louder than before. I moaned as I could feel her pussy contracting around my fingers as she squirmed and writhed on the bed. Tammy released a long slow whimper that had to be the sexiest sound I ever heard and then with a loud sigh, dropped her hips back onto the bed and let her legs dangle over my shoulders.
I sat back on my knees and after wiping my face, smiled at how wet the back of it was when I looked at it. Standing up, I looked down at Tammy who looked nothing short of amazing. Her eyes were closed and her lips parted as she panted for breath. Her entire body was now covered in a sheen of sweat and her normally fair skin was flushed with passion. I paused and took a moment to enjoy that look and found myself wondering if there was some way to get a second time out of her. By far she was the prettiest girl I had done this with. I pushed those thoughts from my mind and got back to the game.
"You like that?"
"I..." she panted and opening her eyes actually gave me a tired smile. "Wow that was....wow."
I returned the smile and said, "See I knew you were a slut Tammy, trying to tell me you didn't want to," I shook my head. "You whores are all the same."
The smile left her face and mine widened as I saw the anger again flare in her eyes. Stepping up to the bed, I looked down to see my hard cock pointing between her legs. Taking it in my hand I started slapping it against her thigh. I was watching her face and nodded in satisfaction as Tammy looked at my cock and whispered, "Oh, no please, I...I'll suck on it again."
"You will?" I asked.
"Yes sir," she nodded. "I...I'll do a really good job, I promise I'll..."
"You little pig!" I laughed. "Offering to blow me again, but sorry Tammy I want this tight little pussy of yours, now," I patted my chest. "Put your feet up here."
"No sir, I..."
"You went all this way, to leave town?" I asked. "Because I won't give you more than three hundred for so far. You want it all, I get it all."
Her lips trembling again, Tammy lifted her legs and placed her feet up against my chest. Grabbing my cock, I placed it between her legs and slid it up through her wet lips. Tammy whimpered as I held it to the entrance of her pussy, then gasped as I slid it back up and rubbed it against her clit. I worked my cock up and down her pussy several times, teasing myself, but loving the way she tensed up whenever she thought I was going to enter her. Once again placing my cock against her, I looked into her eyes and started to work it up again, as soon as she started to relax, I quickly lowered it and pushed the head into her incredibly tight pussy.
"Ow!" she cried out as I pushed it in another inch. "Oh, easy sir, please go easy!"
I gasped at how tight she was. I was barely in past the head and had to push to get it that far. Tammy's eyes were wider than they had been all night and seeing me looking she moaned, "Sir it's too big please Ohhhh,"
Tammy groaned as holding my cock at the base, I pushed it in a little more. I groaned at how hot she was and again couldn't believe how tight. Letting go of my cock, I wrapped my arms around Tammy's thighs and easing myself out a little, paused, then drove my cock hard into her.
"Oh my God!" She screamed as my long thick cock forced its way up into her tight hole. "Oh please!"
Pulling myself almost all the way out, I drove in hard again, relishing the loud squeal she emitted as I did. Holding my cock still I closed my eyes, enjoying the feeling of her pussy trying to stretch around my cock. Tammy was moaning and sliding back, I shoved it in again, but this time started pumping it in and out.
"Oh that hurts!" She moaned. "Please go easy with me!"
I began to fuck her faster, but was no longer going all the way in. Instead, I only went about halfway before sliding back out. Tammy moaned pathetically and closed her eyes as she whimpered and whined. Her little noises were making it hard for me to hold back, it was everything I could do not to haul off and fuck the shit out of her, but that would be at the end. For now I kept a steady rhythm, working myself deeper into her tight little box with each thrust. Tammy cried out again as I began going all the way in and I moaned as I watched her eyes squeeze shut and her fingers dig into the sheets.
I blinked against the sweat dripping into my eyes and looking down at her small tits bouncing as I fucked her decided I wanted to really enjoy them.
"Slide up on the bed." I told her, letting her legs go.
Tammy whimpered, but did as I said, backing up on the bed until she was completely on it. Getting up on the bed and kneeling between her legs, I eased my cock into her and leaning over pressed my lips to hers. Tammy started to try to pull away, but I put my hand alongside her face and she stopped. I kissed her hard and after a moment, I felt her start to kiss me back. I pushed my tongue out against her lips and with a whimper she opened her mouth for me. I eagerly slid my tongue inside and as I slid it across hers began to slam my cock inside of her. Tammy squealed and I moaned as I captured that sweet sound in my mouth.
I began fucking her hard and gasped as I felt her hands grab my arms and squeeze. That caused me to pump even harder and she again squealed into my mouth as her nails dug into my flesh. Lowering myself, I slid my arms under hers and groaned as I felt her small tits pressing against my chest. I pushed deep inside of her and with a wrench of my hips rolled us over. Tammy yelped in surprise as she found herself on top and pushing against her shoulders I got her to sit up on top of me.
"Oh you...you're so deep!" she groaned as I grabbed her hips and started guiding her up and down on my cock.
Putting her hands on my chest to brace herself, Tammy obediently started bouncing up and down. She winced every time she came down on my cock, and she was barely fucking me. I reached up and began playing with her tits as she rode me. Tammy whimpered as I started pumping my hips, sending myself further into her as she came down on my cock. I smiled up at the sight of her sweat slicked tits and her dark hair hanging in her face as her mouth was now permanently open to emit those little yelps.
Speaking of those yelps, I removed my hands from her tits and grabbing her wrists, pulled her hands up. Tammy cried out in surprise as she fell down on top of my chest. Quickly wrapping my arms around her slim waist I pinned her to me, again enjoying the feeling of her hard nipples pushing against me. Sliding my hand up her back, I cradled the back of her head and brought her lips to mine. After a quick kiss, I guided her head until her face was resting next to mine, then lifting my hips, started slamming my cock into her as hard as I could.
Tammy screamed so loud in my ear, I winced, but the discomfort was minor compared to the thrill of hearing her continue to yelp as I thrust my cock repeatedly into her.
"Please!" she begged in my ear, "Please not so hard!"
Ignoring her, I continued to pump her as hard as my hips would allow and closing my eyes let myself get lost in her squeals and groans. Tammy cried out after a particularly savage thrust and whimpered, "Sir, you're hurting me, I... please go easy with me, I..." she moaned and finished. "I've only had sex twice before."
Twice? Holy shit, no wonder she was so damn tight. Her moan had been so pathetic I slowed up, but still held her to me as I continued to push my cock into her barely used pussy. Tammy's yelps had settled into a continuous whimper that caused my cock to twitch and I abruptly stopped fucking her as I felt myself getting close. There was no way I was going to cum without having Tammy's cute little ass in the air. With another wrench of my shoulders I flipped us back over and she out as the movement drove me even deeper into her.



"Oh fuck!' she yelled.
Getting off of her, I knelt between her legs and after pausing to catch my breath slid further down on the bed. Lifting her legs, I twisted her to the right, effortlessly flipping her tiny body over onto her stomach. As she lied there gasping, I grabbed her hips and pulled her up onto her knees.
"Sir, please don't go hard like this!"
I didn't respond, instead I sat back on my knees and admired that perfect ass and her pretty pink pussy. Right now that pussy was glistening from her cumming and the pounding she'd been taking. Easing up behind her, I placed my cock against her pussy and as she groaned, did ease it in slowly this time. I pushed myself all the way in and I smiled at the sight of her reaching out and grabbing the rungs of the headboard. I gave her a few slow pumps then said,
"Tell me what you want Tammy."
"I want you to stop!" she whimpered. "Please don't keep going, I'm sore!"
I stopped with my cock inside of her and said.
"I told you we can stop whenever you want. If you're done I'll give you half."
I frowned as Tammy started to slide forward, removing my cock from inside her.
"Okay," I said softly. "I guess that five hundred will get you home anyway."
Tammy stopped and hung her head down. I waited, taking another moment to look at her ass as she knelt there. With a groan that made me want to groan myself, Tammy slid backwards into me and pushed my cock back inside of her. That gave me an idea and I told her, "Go ahead just like that, you fuck me."
Tammy whimpered, but started rocking back and forth. Reaching down I spread her cheeks opened and stared transfixed by the sight of my long cock sliding in and out of her tiny hole. My cock was glistening form her pussy and it looked huge against her tiny body.
"Faster." I told her.
Tammy sped up and I moaned as she worked my cock in and out of her tight pussy.
"Okay, stop." I began, "Now tell me what you want."
"I...I want you to fuck me." She gasped. "I want you to fuck me like a dirty little slut!"
I laughed softly as knowing the game was nearing its end I could probably get her to say anything to get it over with. I grabbed a handful of her sweat soaked hair and after a brief pause during which I could feel her tense up beneath me, I reared back and drove my hips into her as hard as I could. Tammy howled as I began fucking the shit out of her and after releasing several; loud cries shoved her face into the pillow. That raised her ass even higher and I moaned as I was pounding her deeper than before. I saw Tammy's fingers clench around the headboard so tight that her knuckles were turning white. Again I closed my eyes, reveling in her muffled cries as I tore into her.
As she cried out I remembered how amazing it had sounded when she came and opening my eyes leaned over her and reaching beneath her found her clit with my fingers. Tammy bucked against me as I started rubbing it, and lifting her head from the pillows let out a long moan that turned into a yowl as I began driving into her again.
"Ow!" she cried out, "It hurts! Please....oh!'
That last sound was more of a gasp of pleasure than sound of pain as I slowed up my fucking and stoked her clit faster. For the next couple of minutes I worked Tammy back and forth, fucking her hard enough to make her yelp, and then easing up and getting her to moan by playing with her clit. As I was slowing up and toying with her swollen button, I looked down to watch my cock slide slowly in and out of her and my eyes widened as I stared at her exposed asshole.
Moving my hand from her hip, I brought it to my mouth and sucked on my finger, getting it wet. Sitting back on my knees, I tugged her back with me so that she was tight up against me and as my fingers sped up on her clit I placed my finger next to her ass. Tammy was currently moaning and moving her hips into me while I pleasured her. Moving quickly, I put my finger against her ass and with no hesitation, shoved my finger into it.
"No!" Tammy wailed as I pushed my finger in to the knuckle. "Oh God that hurts!! You promised!"
Ignoring her, I focused on how tight her ass was. I doubted I could get my cock in there without hurting myself never mind her. But she didn't know that.
"You like that in your ass, you little slut?"
"No!" she cried out. "Take it out it hurts and your dick hurts and Oh! Oh!"
I began pumping my finger in and out and each time she tried to speak it turned into a yelp.
"We're going to play one more game Tammy," I began as I started sliding my cock slowly in and out of her. "I think you like that in your ass so much that you can cum with it there."
"No, no I... I don't like it!"
"You do, and here's the game, you're going to cum like this and if you don't do it fast enough then I guess my finger isn't enough and I'll put my cock in there."
"No! You can't you..." she squealed as I pushed my finger in deeper.
"I'll do whatever I want so I suggest your slutty ass comes nice and hard for me, here I'll help."
Taking her clit between my fingers I started to roll it between them and was rewarded with a groan.
"Okay, so let's see who wins the race."
I took a deep breath and started fucking her hard and fast. Tammy screamed and I moaned as I could feel my cock sliding against my finger through the thin skin between her pussy and ass. I started thrusting my finger in and out to match the strokes of my cock and Tammy released a sound that could only be described as a wail. Her hips were moving side to side trying to ease the pressure of my assault on her pussy and I had to struggle to keep my fingers on her clit. I squeezed it hard and slowing my thrusts, started to roll it quicker between my fingers. Tammy whimpered and I said, "Times running out Tammy, let me feel you cum or you're really going to be squealing."
"On, no Please, I...oh, please make me cum!" she cried out.
I gave her a chance and slowed my finger down as well, focusing more on her clit. Tammy gasped and began making those high pitched little noises that sounded like hiccups.
"Oh, oh like that!" she moaned.
"Hurry up slut." I told her. "Time is running out.
I jammed my finger into her hard for emphasis and after she yelped she started grinding her pussy into my hand. She let out a high pitched squeal that sounded different from the others and began gasping.
"Just a little more...oh, sir please don't stop, I..."
I flinched as throwing her head back, Tammy screamed so loud I began to worry about my neighbors. That thought faded as beneath me Tammy began bucking like and out of control bronco. Another long wail escaped her and I felt her ass as well as her pussy tighten up on me. I kept fucking her slowly, resisting the urge to fuck her hard so I could enjoy her already extremely tight young pussy convulse around my cock. I heard a rattling and saw that Tammy was bucking so hard she was shaking the headboard. Goddamn this was the hottest game yet! Tammy moaned softly and with a gasp let the headboard go and collapsed face down into the pillow.
Removing my hand from her clit I again grabbed her hair and began hammering into her pussy with everything I had. I heard her scream into the pillow and caused it to go up in pitch as I started thrusting my finger in and out of her ass. Tammy was howling over and over as I pounded away on her. I was fucking her harder than I could ever remember fucking anyone and could feel my balls slapping against her pussy. I could also feel my legs trembling moaned as I felt the cum begin racing through my cock. I fought to hold off, enjoying as many long hard thrusts as I could.
I released a loud cry of my own and pulling my cock out grabbed it at the base, squeezing it hard, holding the cum back. Pulling her hair, I snapped, "Sit up and hold out your tits!"
Tammy groaned and got to her knees, standing up on the bed, I got in front of her and pointed my cock at her little tits. I was getting ready to release my cock when I caught the look of relief on her face. Lifting my cock higher, I let it go and sent a huge spurt of cum splashing into her face. Tammy flinched back as my cum spattered against her cheek and mouth, but reaching down, I grabbed her head and held it still as I pumped my spurting cock. Tammy cried out as my cock continued to squirt, painting her pretty face. When there was nothing left, I groaned and sank to my knees on the bed.
Panting for breath I looked at Tammy and let out a sigh at the sight of her cum covered face. Her trembling lip was covered with it and some had dripped off of her chin and onto her tits. Her eyes were an even better sight, they were as wide as ever and she looked as if she were ready to cry. Looking at me she whispered, "Can I go now sir? Please?"
Not answering her, I grabbed a pillow and removing the case, started gently wiping the cum and sweat from her face.
"Wow Tammy," I said softly, "You're a hell of a fuck for a good girl."
"Thank you sir." She said quietly, "Now can I please...."
"Tell you what," I said, making a show of looking at her. "You're a mess; you're sweaty and covered in cum."
"Sorry sir."
"Don't be, you look great, but you can't go home like that, would you like to use the shower first?"
Tammy paused then nodding asked, "Could I?"
Smiling at her, I took her hand, "You sure can, now lead the way, because we're showering together."
The look on her face was priceless as was the way she put her head down and sounding totally defeated whispered, "Whatever you want sir."
*****
I sat in my chair wearing my black robe and took another swallow of cold water from the bottle I was holding. I was exhausted, my cock was sore and I was more satisfied then I than I had ever been in my life. Through my open bedroom door I could hear the shower running and smiled as I envisioned Tammy as I had left her, sitting on the corner of the tub, too exhausted to move and simply letting the hot water soak into her sore body.
With a sigh I closed my eyes and replayed what I could only refer to as the bonus round. I had decided to shower with her on a whim and planned on doing just that, enjoying soaping her up and her doing the same to me. I started out with good intentions, being very gentle with her, rubbing her down with scented body wash and enjoying every inch of her tight young body. Tammy was too tired to fuss much even when my hands lingered on her tits and between her legs. I even washed her long black hair and got a few cute little coos out of her as I did. I then handed her the bottle and told her to wash me. With another resigned "Yes sir" she did as I asked, and I stood there thoroughly enjoying her small soft hands rubbing my body down.
Turning my back to her I told her to wash my cock and sighed as she reached around me and under my direction massaged my balls with one hand while she stroked me with the other. I could feel her nipples pressing into my back and although I had just wanted to have her play with me a little more realized I was ready to fuck again. Turning around I told her to do the same, when her back was to me, I told her to put one leg up on the side of the tub and her hands against the walls. With a whimper she obeyed and grabbing her hips I fucked her nice and slow, taking my time and savoring every stroke into her young pussy.
Tammy was whimpering and moaning that she was sore, but I ignored her. Because I had cum twice already it lasted quite some time until I started getting sore myself, I then sped up and pounded the shit out of her. Tammy was barely making any noise by then and was just leaning against the wall letting me take her, that got to me enough to finish and I sprayed what little cum I had left all over her perfect ass. When I finished I stepped out of the shower, but saw that Tammy had slid into a sitting position on the small ledge in the corner of the tub and asked if she could stay in there for a while. I told her to take her time and she could even lie down in my bed if she wanted to. I had then come out here, to sit and bask in the afterglow of the most amazing sex encounter I could remember.
At the sound of footsteps my eyes snapped open and it took me a moment to realize I had fallen asleep. I looked up to see Tammy in front of me. She was dressed and her still wet black hair was pulled back into a pony tail.
"Can I leave now sir?" she asked softly, her eyes down.
"Of course you can," I nodded and picking up the envelope I had put the money in handed it to her. "Here you go."
"Thank you," she said looking at the envelope, I saw that her hand was still shaking and now that it was after the fact, began to feel kind of bad for her.
"Listen Tammy," I began, "I'm sorry if I got a little carried away in there, I know I was a little rough and said some nasty things, but that's kind of what I like."
"That's okay, I'm just a whore." She whispered her voice trembling.
"Not at all." I told her "And because I was a little mean and you did a hell of a job there's an extra two fifty here to help with some books or to get yourself something nice okay?"
"Thank you." She said taking the money. "At least I know I'm a good whore."
"Good?" I whistled, "Tammy you were worth every penny!"
Tammy put her head down, and unable to resist one more dig at her added.
"And don't pretend you didn't like it, because goddamn did you come hard and loud!"
Tammy started at me and I frowned when I saw that not only had her eyes filled again, but this time there were tears trickling down her cheeks.
"I didn't want to like it," she whimpered, "You're right; I'm just a little slut!"
Putting my hands up, I spoke soothingly to her.
"Look Tammy, let me explain something to you," I told her. "People whore themselves every day, I do it, and my clients do it, any time we do something we don't want to earn a living, we're whoring ourselves. And tell you what, what you did today showed that you're not just smart, but willing to do whatever you have to, to get what you need." I gave her an encouraging smile. "There's no shame in that."
"Sorry, I think a mouthful of cum is kind of shameful."
"No one will ever know about it Tammy." I assured her. "I have a lot to lose so its not like I'm going to brag about this."
"I'll know." She said, wiping at her eyes.
"Tell you what," I pointed at her, "I'll give you something to make you feel better. You know I think you're smart and as I said, you showed me how bad you want to do well in school. Well you're majoring in business and next year you'll be looking for a place to intern. You come by my office when you're ready and I'll get you in my company."
"Really?" she asked, "You can get me an internship?"
"Maybe better than that." I said, smiling as I saw her spirits lifting. "My company believes in hiring from within, so you do well I can make sure it leads to a job."
"A job?" A smile began to creep across her face, "Right out of college? You can do that?"
I made a show of considering it.
"I should be able to, we'll see when the time comes, and it could depend on a couple of things."
"On what?" she asked, walking right into it.
Smirking I said, "On what you'll be willing to do for it."
*
Authors note: I hope you enjoyed my first endeavor into this category. As I always state this is a free site and the only payment we authors receive are in the form of votes and comments, so good bad or indifferent tell me what you think. Thank you for reading, Lovecraft68



            A Mother's Sacrifice

            Joanne uses her body to heal her son and herself

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/a-mothers-sacrifice-2

Title: A Mother's Sacrifice

Author: lovecraft68

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Joanne uses her body to heal her son and herself

Tags: mother son sex, mother son incest, cumshot, mother son romance, oral sex, blow job, redhead




Authors Note: Welcome to my story. For my regular readers, it's been a long time since I returned to my "roots' and wrote an incest story. This is my first since Mom's Christmas Tradition and I hope it will be worth the wait. For those unfamiliar with my work, a disclaimer. I enjoy a good build up and like "justifying" the taboo attraction that we all come here to read about. I feel I deliver in the end, but enjoy the "getting there" so if a short stroke story is more your style, this story may not be for you. Now for people who know me, you know I like to try new things and put spins on stories that are tough to be original with. In this one I try a couple of new things. First this is my first story written from the Mom's Point of view. Second as I did in X-mas tradition with the device of a reluctant son, in this story we find a Mom who when confronted with her son's desire for her... puts his ass in counseling! Now no worries, she'll learn the error of her ways or we wouldn't have a story, but just something to try. As always you'll be the judge of whether or not I succeed. I hope you enjoy. Lovecraft68
I pulled into the driveway and shutting the car off, finally allowed the tears of frustration I had been fighting off on the ride home to over take me. How the hell had the night that was supposed to be perfect, go so wrong? Removing a tissue from my purse, I dabbed at my eyes and sighed, it wasn't like I didn't know the answer. There had only been one thing wrong with the night and it was me. I had been seeing Jeff for four months now and he had been very patient with my nervousness when it came to intimacy.
It's not like I didn't want to. I hadn't had sex since Bill passed away and at this point it was almost all I thought about. I'd been masturbating like a teenager and going through batteries like water, while imagining every sex act possible. Unfortunately when it came to actually doing it rather than fantasizing about it, I locked up. All I could think of was Bill. I knew that he would want me to; he had even mentioned it not long before he had succumbed to the cancer that had taken his life. Flattering to the end, he had told me that there was no way he would expect a beautiful woman like me to not enjoy the rest of her life.
That was easier said than done. The first few months I was mourning and didn't even want to date. A few months ago I began to get the urge and after spending weeks having more wet dreams than I'd had in the rest of my life combined, decided to try dating. I didn't have a hard time getting attention; my fair complexion was miraculously still smooth considering what I had been through with Bill, and my long auburn hair and green eyes always got me attention. That was if they noticed my face before my legs, which I always felt were my best feature, at least from the neck down. I was on the tall side and years of jogging had done wonders for my long legs.
I always felt that made up for being a bit small on top. Although the advantage to being small chested was that gravity had been kind and even at forty four they were still firm and perky. I also had very light pink nipples that used to drive Bill crazy and.... Right there was the problem; I couldn't stop thinking of Bill. When I masturbated I thought about all the hot times we'd had. I suppose that was okay, but on the several occasions I'd tried to get intimate with the three men I'd tried dating I started thinking of him as well.
I'm sure the fact that Bill and I had met in high school and he had been my only lover was a big part of the problem. Well that and missing the hell out of him. Bill and I knew each other's bodies better than our own and I now felt like a nervous school girl when another man touched me. The first couple of guys hadn't been a big deal, it was only a couple of dates each and when I started to get nervous I just broke it off.
Jeff on the other hand was different. Jeff was a nice looking guy who was not only sweet but very understanding. After a few dates that went very well, I still wouldn't take him up on his offer to go back to his place, nor would I invite him home. I had an easy out for mine. Tommy was living at home while going to school and even though he was nineteen, I would feel funny bringing another man home. There was no excuse for not going back to Jeff's and eventually he asked if it were him. I really liked him and wanted it to work so I told him the truth, that I didn't feel ready yet.
To my delight he was fine with it, even adding with a smile that he was sure I would be worth the wait. That had put me at ease and twice I went back to his house. Both times we sat on his couch and after a couple of drinks started getting hot and heavy. The first time I froze up when his hand went up my blouse and squeezed my tit. I immediately pulled away and felt ridiculous. Jeff was okay about it and next week we tried again with the same result. Jeff made a joke about how I was saving him money on hot water because he kept taking cold showers. He laughed when he said it, but I could tell he was starting to get frustrated and didn't blame him. Fact was I was as well, going directly to bed when I got home and stroking my clit to the thought of what should have happened between us.
Jeff invited me out this Friday night and I spent all week, working myself up for it. When I played with myself, I forced my mind to stay on him, picturing his big baby blue eyes looking up at me while he licked my neglected clit. Better yet, I envisioned me on my knees. I loved to suck cock and there were times I felt I missed it almost as much as sex. I got off several times to the image of him rewarding my efforts by cumming in my mouth. I wanted to get an early start, so I left straight from work and leaving my car at his house we went to dinner.
In the past, Jeff had always picked me up and dropped me off. So tonight I had left my car there as a sign to him that I planned on coming back with him. I could see by the big smile he gave me, that the act was not lost upon him. Dinner was great and I spent most of it keeping those hot images of us together in my mind. I even had an extra glass of wine to stay relaxed. We got back to his place and going over to his couch, sat down and kicked my sandals off, again trying to show him I planned on getting very comfortable there.
I was wearing a playful short red sundress that accentuated my legs, and did a good job of propping up my tits. As he got us a glass of wine and walked over, I reached up and made a show of letting my long red hair down, giving it a playful shake. My hair cascading down the exposed skin of my back made me feel sexy, but not so much as the look of desire on Jeff's face as he sat down next to me. Handing me the wine, he whispered, "Damn you're beautiful Joanne."
"Yeah?" Giving my hair another toss, I made show of stretching out my legs. "You see something you like?"
"I like everything I see." He replied, as I took a sip of the wine.
"Then maybe you should do more than look."
I said it softly, hoping I sounded more confident then I felt. As soon as he had sat next to me I could feel my stomach beginning to tighten.
"I thought you'd never ask."
Reaching out, he slipped the wine glass from my hand, and after placing it on the coffee table, leaned towards me. Closing my eyes, I parted my full red lips and awaited his kiss. My plan was to just let him take charge, relax and let him get me into it. That idea started out well enough. Jeff kissed me gently, teasingly sliding his lips across mine. I whimpered in my throat when I felt his tongue push against my lips. I opened my mouth to accept it and sighed as it played across my own. I could feel my heart pounding, but more importantly my pussy was heating up.
I began to relax and wrapping my arms around him started sliding them up and down his back. Jeff's hands went to my shoulders as well, and then began trailing down. I gasped when I felt him cup my tits through the dress and despite a clench in my stomach, let him continue. I was getting nervous, but refused to quit. I reached up and grabbing the straps to my dress, quickly slid them down and pulled it down over my red lace bra. Jeff leaned back and smiling, brought his hands up and slipped them under the straps to my bra.
I hesitated and immediately saw him frown. Forcing what I hoped was a sexy smile, I whispered, "Go ahead."
I could see the relief on Jeff's face and told myself this was a good thing. He really desired me, but was not going to push, I was in control. I closed my eyes and tried not to tense up as I felt my bra being slid down and my small, firm tits pop out.
"Perfect." Jeff said softly.
I did flinch when I felt his hands on my now bare tits, and he stopped. Reaching up, I put my hands over his and pressed them to my tits. I opened my eyes and whispered, "Sorry, it's been awhile."
"No worries," Jeff breathed, while gently fondling my tits. "We'll go nice and slow."
I nodded and a soft moan escaped me, as his finger tips found my hard nipples and started rolling them between them. I was beginning to breath heavy and became aware of my hips starting to rock. I leaned in and kissed Jeff, harder than before, trying to let my body take over my mind. Jeff kissed me back while his fingers continued to tease my nipples. Jeff had a soft touch and I told myself it would be fine, he was in no hurry and wanted me to enjoy this.
Speaking of enjoying, I decided to see if he were enjoying and dropped my hand down into his lap. We both gasped as I found his hard cock and gave it a squeeze through his pants. I was still nervous, but as if moving of its own accord, I started rubbing his cock. Oh how good that felt! As I'd said it had been a long time, well over a year. My mind began to relax as I focused on how that hard flesh would feel in my mouth. More importantly how it would feel between my legs, where my pussy was getting hotter by the minute.
Sensing me relaxing, Jeff bent his head and I groaned as his tongue began swirling around my nipple. He released a moan around my swollen flesh when I began stroking his cock faster and harder. When I reached his zipper, I let go of his cock and bringing my other hand into play, unzipped his pants. Jeff switched to my other nipple while fondling the other and I could feel my hand trembling as I reached into his underwear and grabbed his cock.
I sighed at how hard he was and started pumping it. Jeff, whispered, "Oh, yes" around my nipple, then dropped his hand onto my thigh. As his hand slid up under my dress I started jerking him harder. I could feel him thrusting into my hand and had the urge to drop down to my knees for him. After all he had been so patient and.... All thoughts turned between my legs where Jeff had deftly slid his fingers inside the thong I was wearing and slid through my wet pussy.
"Ohhh," I moaned, my hips twitching when he grazed my clit.
Still stroking his cock, I opened my legs further, allowing him better access to my yearning flesh. Oh, this was it! Jeff's cock felt good in my hand, his tongue was all over my nipple and his fingers...had just plunged into my pussy! I cried out and started to rock my hips into him as he began slowly working them in and out.
"Oh that feels good!" I purred, "Right there!" I added as his thumb found my clit while his fingers remained buried inside of me.
"Damn straight it does." Jeff said softly.
Removing his face from my tits, he started kissing my neck. I slowed my stroking so he wouldn't cum until after I did, that way I could slide to my knees as I had thought of earlier. Jeff placed his hand on the back of my head and guided my face to his shoulder, so that I was leaning on him as his fingers worked my pussy. I closed my eyes and moaned softly. My thighs were starting to tremble and I eagerly awaited the first orgasm from someone's touch aside from my own in a long time.
"You like that Joanne?" He asked softly.
"I do." I gasped as his hand sped up.
"There you go," Jeff whispered as my hips started rocking harder. "Just like that Joanne, you just let me take care of you baby and I'll...."
My eyes opened and I felt my stomach pitch, Bill had always called me baby.
"Easy," Jeff said feeling me tense up, "Just let go baby and..."
I swallowed hard. I knew it was Jeff speaking, but all I could here was Bill's voice in my ear, "There you go beautiful," he would always say. "You just lay back baby and let me..."
"Stop!" I gasped in his ear.
"Joanne, please," He said, then groaned as I let his cock go.
"I...I can't!" I exclaimed, pushing against his arm and causing his fingers to slide out of me.
Jeff put his hands up,
"What did I do? I don't understand!"
"It's...it's not you!" I told him while quickly pulling my bra back up. "Its me."
"Yeah, Joanne, it is you." Jeff said disgustedly, tucking his softening cock back into his pants.
"I'm...." I stopped and shrugged.
I had nothing to say, I was frustrated and now humiliated, I felt like a teenage drama queen.
"I'm sorry." I said softly, while slipping the straps of the dress back on my shoulders.
Jeff nodded and sighed. I could see he was upset, but trying not to be.
Look Joanne," He began. "I know what you're going through, but it's been over a year."
"I know, I..."
"And I feel I've been pretty good about this."
"You have," I said quietly, looking down at my trembling hands in my lap. I knew what was coming and again the feeling of being an awkward teenager came over me. "But." I said it before he could.
"But Joanne, I can't do this." He shook his head. "We're in our forties, we're not kids and I don't need drama."
"I want too," I tried lamely, "I just..."
"You probably need to talk to someone." He sighed. "You need to move on Joanne."
I nodded, thinking of only it were that easy.
*****
I jumped at the sound of a horn beeping. Looking into the rear view mirror, I saw a car out in front of the house across the street. The horn had startled me, but the timing couldn't be better. Who knows how many more times I would have replayed that scene while sitting here like a girl who had just been dumped? I shook my head, as that was pretty much what I was. I got out of the car and approaching the house frowned when I saw Tommy was still home.
He had told me that he was going out with some friends and on the ride home, I had been grateful for that, because I didn't want him to see me upset. I had told him not to expect me home tonight and by my showing up he would know things had gone bad for me again. Not that I openly discussed my sex life with my son, but he had been asking me a lot of questions lately about why I hadn't tried meeting someone.
Tommy and I had always been close, to the point Bill used to bust his balls and call him a mama's boy. Since his father's passing however, Tommy had gotten even closer to me. In the beginning I figured it was normal, but as time went by he seemed to never want to leave my side. If he wasn't at school or working at the grocery store, he was home sitting on the couch watching tv with me.
The only time he wasn't with me was when he would go out with Lisa, his girlfriend of the last year. Three months ago, Tommy told me they had broken up. I had been surprised, not only was Lisa quite pretty, but sweet and had been very supportive of Tommy while his father had passed. I had even called Lisa who seemed as surprised as me, and was more than a little heartbroken. When I had broached the subject with him, Tommy had seemed evasive, not giving me much more than "It didn't feel right anymore".
Since then he had been like my shadow, even running errands with me on the weekends. I kept asking him if he wouldn't rather be out with his friends or trying to meet another girl, but he would just shrug and say he liked spending time with me. Tommy had then turned the conversation around on me, asking me why I was still alone. It was my turn to shrug and I made an excuse of not knowing how to meet someone. Tommy had told me that I was beautiful enough to attract attention anywhere. That made me smile, Tommy like his father, was always very flattering to me.
I had finally caved and told him the real reason, that I was a nervous wreck around men. His father was my one and only and I was having a hard time putting him past me. Tommy had seemed strangely satisfied with that answer. As I made my way up the walkway to the front door, I recalled that Tommy had seemed nervous when I mentioned Jeff and played twenty questions with me whenever we went out. When I'd told him I wasn't coming home tonight he had managed a weak 'good for you', but I could tell he was upset. Maybe he didn't want me replacing his father. That could become an issue, but seeing as I didn't seem able to replace Bill yet, I would worry about it another time.
Seeing I figured on not being around, I had bullied him into going out with his friends tonight. They were supposed to go shoot some pool then go to a club. Hopefully he would catch the eye of some cutie and start to forget about keeping me company. Apparently, I thought as I slipped my key into the door, Tommy had changed his mind. Now it would be the question game again. No, I would just tell him to get his ass out of the house and have some fun.
The door opened up into the living room and I saw Tommy was sitting on the couch watching television. As usual he had the volume up high and didn't hear me come in. Walking up closer to him I called out,
"Hey! What are you doing home?"
Tommy jumped and turning towards me narrowed his eyes.
"Mom? What are you doing here?"
"I asked you first." I told him as I walked over to the couch.
Sitting down next to him, I picked up the remote and shut the TV off.
"Well I..." he started, but I cut him off.
"Tommy you said you were going out with Ron and Joe tonight. We talked about this hon, you need to get out of the house."
"I...I am." Tommy pointed at the clock on the mantle. "It's only eight thirty, Joe got stuck at work and he's going to pick me up at nine."
"Really?" I raised my eyebrows
"Really," he spread his arms out, "Look at me, I'm dressed to go out."
I glanced down and noticed that he was wearing a black short sleeved collared shirt and matching dockers with a decent pair of shoes. I'd also caught a whiff of his wings cologne and nodded.
"Okay, you're off the hook." I made a show of looking him up and down. "And looking damn good, maybe you'll be back on the hook soon."
"What do you mean?"
"I'm sure you'll make some heads turn tonight."
"Oh" he shrugged, then gave me that shy smile that was so much like his fathers. "You really think I look good?"
"Damn straight I do!" I laughed, "How could you not? You look just like your good looking parents!"
Tommy smiled again and began to blush. I wasn't just making him feel good; Tommy was a good looking young man. Like his father, he had thick black hair and soft borderline pretty features. In addition to his father's good looks Tommy had inherited my fair complexion and green eyes. It was quite the combination and he had never had a problem with girls. The fact that he was attractive made me love that Tommy was sweet and a little on the shy side. Most good looking guys his age were cocky players. Bill had instilled in Tommy to respect women, and if he were with one to not only treat her right, but make her the only girl he was with. It had always made me proud when Lisa's parents would tell me what a gentlemen he was and how happy their daughter had met a nice guy.
"Hey Mom?"
"What Tommy?"
"You look really good tonight yourself."
"Thank you." I told him. "I wasn't sure if this was a little too young of a look for me."
"Not at all, because you do look young." He said, then added, "And beautiful."



I was going to tell him to stop brownnosing, but stopped when I noticed his gaze had dropped and he appeared to be looking down at my legs. I looked down and saw that the short dress had ridden up and was bunched up around my mid thigh. I went to push it down, but instead continued to watch him. Tommy was fidgeting, his foot tapping and his fingers drumming on his leg. That reminded me of the fact that he had seemed nervous a lot lately, but as with his break up, I couldn't get anything out of him.
He didn't seem to notice I hadn't replied. I watched closely and it seemed as if his eyes were not just looking at my legs, but moving up and down, as if he were checking me out. That was ridiculous; he was just avoiding looking at me, which was another weird habit he had developed lately. Even though he was spending a lot of time with me, he always seemed to be looking away from me, even when we were talking.
No, that wasn't true; he did look at me, but when I wasn't looking. Whenever we were on the couch watching TV, I would look over and he would immediately look away. I was beginning to fear he was becoming fixated on me, as if he were afraid to leave me alone for fear of losing me. I had sent Tommy to counseling before and after Bill passed. He stopped going a few months ago and I was starting to wonder if it wasn't time for him to start going again. Noticing he was still looking I asked, "Is something wrong with my legs?"
"Huh?" Tommy snapped his head up and immediately got that nervous look on his face.
"My legs, you look like you're staring at them."
"Oh, ummm no there's nothing wrong with them, they're fine." He stopped and shaking his head continued, "I mean not fine like hot, I mean fine like there's nothing wrong with them, they look...."
He stopped and gave me that shrug that was becoming a permanent way of expressing himself lately.
I did push my dress down and that seemed to get him going again.
"I wasn;t looking like that Mom really! I just was....I think I was just kind of thinking and my eyes were...."
"It's okay honey." I said quickly afraid he was going to get really upset. "I was just asking, why would I think you were staring like that?
"Umm, " he shrugged again and sighed. "Sorry, just jumpy lately."
"I can see that. You want to talk about anything?"
He shook his head.
"Okay." I nodded. "But you know you always can right?"
"I do." He said giving me what looked like a relieved smile.
"About anything," I added reaching out and putting my hand on his cheek.
As he had done since he was a child Tommy leaned his cheek into the palm of my hand and gave me a sweet smile. Then when I removed my hand, asked
"Anything?"
I felt my hopes rise, but keeping my expression neutral nodded.
"Anything honey, I'm your mom there's nothing you can't tell me."
Tommy took a deep breath and I sat there in anticipation. A moment later he gave me a forced smile and said. "That's good to know."
I smiled back hoping I didn't look disappointed.
"Hey Mom?"
"Yes Tommy?"
"Why are you home?"
"Oh." It was my turn to shrug. "Well I..."
"Things not go well tonight?" he asked.
I paused before I answered. Tommy had an expectant look on his face, as if that's what he wanted to hear. I briefly considered telling him things went well, but that would be messing with him and I didn't want to do that to him.
"No." I said quietly. "No Tommy, they didn't."
"That's too bad." He said slowly as if trying to control his voice. "Was it....was it the same thing you told me about?"
"Yeah Tommy it was." Talking to him had gotten Jeff off of my mind, but now I could feel my eyes beginning to fill up again. "I...I just couldn't."
"Hey Mom, its okay!" Tommy slid over next to me and put his arm around my shoulder.
"No it's not." I said miserably. "Jeff was a nice guy Tommy and good to me. I just want to be able to let someone be good to me." Knowing it was going to sound pathetic, but not caring, I whispered, "Is that too much to ask?"
I could feel tears starting to flow down my cheeks and Tommy immediately hugged me. I folded into him, grateful for the closeness. Tommy put his arms around my shoulders and feeling as if I was the child being comforted, I put my head on his shoulder. I felt his hand begin to rub my back, then slide up under my hair and rest against the back of my head.
"You deserve to be treated good Mom," he said quietly. "Maybe Jeff just wasn't the right one."
"He seemed it." I said into his shoulder. "He was so nice, but I just got nervous again."
"I bet when it's the right guy you won't." He said comfortingly.
"You think?"
"I think so." he nodded against my head. "The right guy will be really good to you, treat you right and you won't be nervous at all I'll bet."
My reply was cut off when Tommy turned his head and kissed the top of my head, then slid his head down and nuzzled his face into my neck. It was an odd gesture and I could feel his lips against my skin. He wasn't kissing my neck, but it felt a little uncomfortable and I eased back to face him. he seemed to resist me pulling away from him, but after a second dropped his arms from my shoulders. He looked at me sadly and I felt bad that I had let on I was upset. He started to speak then stopped.
"What is it honey?"
"I...umm." He hesitated and I resisted the urge to reach out and shake him and ask what was on his mind.
"you what Tommy?" I asked, trying to keep the edge out of my voice.
We both jumped as his cell phone rang. Tommy picked it up and looking at the number, turned and looked out the window.
"Ron's here." He said, looking relieved.
He quickly stood up and said, "I'll probably be really late the club is open until two am."
"Have a good time honey, you could use one." So could I, but he probably had a better chance than I did.
"I'll try." He started to turn away, and then abruptly turning back, leaned over and kissed my cheek.
"I love you Mom."
"I...I love you to honey," I replied, a little surprised at the emotion in his voice.
Without another word, he turned and quickly left the house, giving me a little wave over his shoulder as he did.
I sat back on the couch and putting my feet up on the table looked down at my long shapely legs. What a waste I thought disgustedly. I looked up and rolled my eyes at the sound of Ron peeling out from the front of the house. Tommy had been acting weird again tonight. It was time to talk to him about talking to someone. Looking down again at my legs, the ones that should be wrapped around Jeff right now, I thought that maybe it was time for both of us to talk to someone.
*****
I stood in the shower letting the hot water beat down on my shoulders. I had gone into the bathroom immediately after Tommy left and hopped into the shower, hoping to wash away tonight's frustration. After standing under the hot water and soaping myself up, I started to relax and once I relaxed, decided to ease some of my frustration. Sliding my soapy fingers through the lips of my smooth pussy, I moaned softly. Finding my clit with my fingers I started rubbing it in slow teasing circles. I sighed and leaned back against the wall. I envisioned my fingers as Jeff's tongue and started rocking my hips into my fingers.
I began moving my fingers faster and took a deep breath, enjoying the steamy air around me. Bill and I had always love to play in the shower. We....I dropped my hand from between my legs and brought my hands to my face. I couldn't even keep my mind on another man while playing with myself. No longer horny, I stood under the hot water and let the tears come again. At first they were tears of sorrow that Bill had left me so young. Those tears turned into ones of bitterness that I couldn't enjoy myself the way I wanted too. I should be lying in Jeff's bed, spent and satisfied. Not crying in the shower or worse yet, letting my teenage son comfort me. Wiping the tears from my eyes, I recalled Tommy's words, that I wouldn't be nervous with the right one.
It made sense in a way, but what was I supposed to do, keep going through this? With a disgusted sigh I shut the water off and stepped out of the shower. After drying off, I slipped on the short red silk robe I only wore when Tommy wasn't home. It was my favorite, but barely went down past my ass. I liked wearing it because it made me feel sexy and I needed all the help I could get right now. As I started to pull the robe closed I stopped and looked at my reflection in the mirror behind the door. I took in my long legs, still flat stomach and perky tits. My long wet hair was draped over the right one and I had to say I looked damn good. A shame I couldn't let anyone enjoy it.
I went out into the kitchen and made myself a cup of tea. As I sat and drank it, I idly flipped through the paper. I was only skimming the articles, but it was enough to keep my mind off of things. When I finished the tea I looked at the clock and saw it was only nine fifteen. It seemed much later and I was exhausted, but then again my emotions had really taken a lot out of me. Going into the bedroom, I lit a couple of scented candles and lying back on the bed sighed and stretched.
The silky material of the robe rubbed across my nipples, making them hard and reminding me of what I needed. What I really needed was to not be in this bed alone, but what would have to do is yet another self induced orgasm. Slowly, the way a lover would, I untied the robe and opened it. I slid my hands up my stomach and cupping my tits gave my nipples a squeeze. My breath hissed between my teeth and closing my eyes, I started teasing my nipples, rolling them between my fingers.
I could feel my pussy heating up and keeping my left hand on my nipple slid my hand back down my stomach and through the wet lips of my pussy. I gasped as I slipped two fingers inside and started thrusting my hips into them. I contracted the muscles of my pussy and moaned as it clenched around my fingers. I definitely felt tighter than before and just the thought of what a nice good sized cock would feel after all this time caused my fingers to start to thrust faster. I reluctantly let my nipple go, but released a loud moan as those fingers now started rubbing my clit on hard fast circles.
I needed to cum and giving up all pretense of trying, thought of Bill. He loved to lick pussy as much as I loved sucking cock and there were nights that we didn't even fuck, just lied there licking and sucking. My throat would be sticky from swallowing several loads of his cum and his face glazed from my sticky juices. Closing my eyes, I pictured Bill down there, looking up at me with his big brown eyes, while his tongue masterfully played my clit. His strong fingers would be buried in my pussy and when he knew I was on the edge he would slip one into my ass and....
I threw my head back and cried out as that image sent me over the edge. I had always been loud, but with Tommy here I would either bite my lip of bury my face in the pillow. But whenever he wasn't around, I took advantage of it and screamed as loud as I could. That was exactly what I did now. Driving my hips hard off of the bed and into my fingers, I squeezed my clit and let out another loud cry. I arched my back and moaned as the orgasm had its way with me, before I collapsed panting into the bed.
I lay there with my eyes closed until my heart stopped pounding and sitting up, slipped the robe off. I realized that I hadn't gotten a nightgown out, but fuck it. I slipped under the covers naked for the first time since... well for quite awhile. It occurred to me my bedroom door wasn't locked, but Tommy always knocked. Turning my head, I frowned. My bedroom shade was up a few inches and the window open. The house next door was very close and I hoped no one had heard me.
The orgasm was nowhere near as good as the real thing, but it did relax me and with a sigh, I closed my eyes and began to drift off. A moment later my eyes snapped open.
"Fuck!" I exclaimed.
I had just been struck by the thought that I hadn't put in my final sales numbers before I left work tonight. I'd been so distracted by the thought of going out with Jeff I had forgotten. If the numbers didn't go in by midnight, my commission would be bumped back to the following week and the mortgage was due before that. With a groan, I forced myself out of bed and slipping the robe on, left the bedroom and went down the corridor to my office.
Flipping on the light, I sat at my desk and opened my lap top. It was off and I pressed the power button. I frowned when nothing happened. I looked over to see if the charger was attached and rolled my eyes. Tommy's charger had shit the bed a couple of days ago and I told him I would pick him up one Saturday and had said he could use mine. Getting up, I walked down the hall way and stood in front of his bedroom door.
I prided myself on giving Tommy his privacy and not being nosy. Especially lately when he was acting weird and part of me wanted to go through his drawers. Well there was no choice, I needed to use his lap top and he wasn't due home for a few hours yet. I entered his room and after rolling my eyes at his unmade bed, and the piles of clothes, books and Cd's everywhere made my way over to his small desk in the corner.
Sitting down, I went to open his lap top and stopped. On the desk in front of me was Tommy's journal. Since he was a young boy Tommy had kept a journal and somewhere in his closet was a box that contained all of them. I knew he started this one shortly after Bill died and as if it had a mind of its own, my hand reached out for it. I stopped myself from picking it up. The journal was his private thought and feelings, I had no right to look. Considering his recent behavior however, it was tempting. I sat there tapping my long red nail on the leather cover, then finally pushed it away from the computer and looked at the screen which had come up.
"Damn." I said aloud.
Tommy had been watching porn and must have paused the video and forgot to close it out. I was looking at a still of a good looking young blond guy who was sitting in a chair. Between his legs was a redhead who upon closer look was a lot older then the guy. The woman was topless and looking up at him while holding his rather impressive cock. It didn't bother me Tommy was watching porn, hell he was a nineteen year old boy. I did find it odd he was watching something involving an older woman. Then again I'd heard that older women, cougars they were called were in vogue these days. I shook my head as I recalled laughing when Tommy once told me I was one.
Putting my hand on the mouse, I went to close the link, then staring at the look of lust in the woman's eyes; I hovered over the play symbol. Looking over my shoulder as if I thought someone was going to come in, I shrugged and clicked the video.
"Ohhh, is this all for me?" The woman purred while stroking the guys cock.
"Oh yeah," he whispered, "All of it."
I couldn't help thinking that there was quite a bit of it and as I watched the redhead lean over and teasingly flick her tongue across the head of his dick, I felt a warm feeling between my legs. Stp that! You're in your sons room! Still I sat there transfixed while turning her head to the side, she slid her lips along the length of his shaft. I licked my lips at the memory of how good a nice hard cock in my mouth and could feel my nipples hardening.
"Yeah baby?" The redhead moaned, "You want me to suck your cock?"
"Oh, please!" he moaned
Hell at this point I wanted to see her suck his cock.
"ooooh," she cooed, "Please, I like that! Then again you should ask nicely shouldn't you?"
She smiled and again, moving with a will all its own, my hand started to slide down between my legs.
"After all," she continued, pumping his cock hard and fast, "I am your mother after all!"
"What?" I asked out loud, my hand stopping inches from my pussy.
"Oh, mom!" he whimpered, "Please don't tease me!"
My mouth dropped open and I shook my head as she smiled wickedly, "Oh, don't worry baby, your mothers no tease!"
She opened wide and in one motion took his cock into his mouth and began sucking it like it was sporting event.
"Oh Mom!" The kid cried out, "Oh yes, please keep sucking my cock oh! I...."
I clicked pause on the video and brought my hand to my mouth. My god that was disgusting! What the hell site was this? Looking up at the top of the screen I saw the name; "Loving Mothers"
I felt my stomach begin to twist. Why the hell would he be looking at this? Had he just stumbled on it and liked the woman? Even as I thought that, I looked beneath the title and saw "welcome back Tom93". Oh my God he was a member. Just under that was a link "Your favorite videos."
My finger trembling on the mouse I clicked it and let out a breath as I saw about a dozen videos there. My eyes wandered across the tag lines and I wrinkled my nose in disgust . "Billy rubs his mom's feet and she lets him rub more!"
"Joel's Mom makes his wet dream, a hot reality"
"Oh that's nasty," I muttered while looking at an older woman dressed in sexy Santa lingerie.
"Matt's Mom introduces him to a special Christmas Tradition."
I shuddered at the photo of a video where a mother was in her hands and knees, a look of absolute pleasure on her face as her son fucked her doggy style. The son was not only fucking her, but pulling her long red hair and....
I stopped and again scanned the stills of the videos. Every woman had long red hair. Tommy wasn't just watching mother son incest videos but bookmarking women who....
"Oh my fucking god!" I exclaimed.
They all looked like me.
Quickly clicking the site off, I closed the lap top and picked up the journal.
I opened it at the book mark and saw that he had made an entry for today. My hands were shaking so badly I couldn't keep the book still enough to read it and put it down flat on the desk.
This is terrible! Mom told me she's not coming home tonight! That means she's going to let Jeff have sex with her! I wanted to say something, to just blurt it out, but I can't! As much as I hope she would want me too I know she'll be upset. I just let her leave. Now that asshole is going to get to enjoy her the way I want to. I know it's a bad thought, but I hope she gets scared again.
"Oh, no." I said softly.
I wanted nothing more than to close the book and pretend I hadn't seen it. Instead, I flipped backwards through the book. Many of the entries were typical, about work, school people he knew. I lingered over one entry that simply said, "Had a tough day today, I really miss dad."
I grabbed a bunch of pages between my fingers and flipped them back. I skimmed the entries and stopped on one that was dated three months ago.
What the hell is wrong with me? It's bad enough I can't stop looking at Mom, but last night I dreamt of her. She came into my room in that short little red robe and after she took it off, got between my legs and went down on me. I woke up so hard I jerked off. I tried thinking of Lisa, but kept picturing Mom!
I jerked my hands away from the journal as if it had burned me. I took several deep breaths, trying to calm down then forced myself to keep looking through the book.
I've given up fighting it. I want my mother. She's the most beautiful most desirable woman I've ever seen. I dreamt of her again last night. This time she was riding me. She was moving nice and slow and her tits were....
I hurriedly flipped past that and stopped when I saw Lisa's name.
I broke up with Lisa today. I felt bad because she was really upset. I was a little too. Lisa's a great girl and always good to me. But it's not fair to her. For the last couple of weeks every time we had sex I kept picturing mom. Hell, I even thought about asking her to dye her hair red. I have to let her go. Mom would never want to be with me if I was still with Lisa. No, when I tell her how I feel I want it to be just us.



Oh my God! Those words kept going through my mind. Where had this come from? Did I do something wrong? I was always very affectionate with Tommy. Even at nineteen I still gave him a kiss on the cheek whenever I came or went, and sometimes a hug as well, but nothing I thought was inappropriate. No, there was no way I could have led him on. I....I was his mother! Torn between the disturbing words in front of me and my racing mind, I hesitated, and with an air of resignation, started turning the pages again.
The next entry I spotted caused a sharp twist in my already turning stomach.
I reached a new low tonight. I had dropped my wallet while mowing the lawn and was underneath Mom's window looking for it. I heard a noise and when I peeked in her window under the blind I saw her playing with herself. She was on top of the covers, and her robe was open and damn did she look good! She was playing with one of her nipples and her hand was between her legs. She moved it and I could see her pussy. I told myself to walk away, but I couldn't stop watching. The look on her face when she came made me want to cum. I want to make her make that face! She's too sweet and hot to be alone! She shouldn't be doing that herself. God how I want to touch her and taste her and her to taste me! We'd fuck fast and hard the first time, then I would go slow and sweet like Lisa liked it, show her how much I love her how much I...
Unable to take anymore I slammed the book shut. Sitting back in the chair I rubbed at my now throbbing temples. My son wanted to have sex with me! Not just sex, but he was thinking along the lines of those movies. "We'd fuck fast and hard the first time"
Now that I knew what the hell was I supposed to do? If I told him, he would know I was snooping, but there was no way I could ignore this. I closed my eyes, trying to focus and come up with how the hell I could even start this conversation. So Tommy, what's this I hear about you wanting me to blow you? Tommy was going to need help, there was no doubt about that. Maybe I could make an appointment with someone and talk to him there. No, I should bring it up to him first.
I could feel tears beginning to fill my eyes. Where had I gone wrong? This at least explained everything. Why he always looked away when I looked at him, how nervous he had been and why he kept playing twenty questions with my sex life. With a sinking feeling I realized that it meant I had been right, he had been staring at my legs. I was pulled from my thoughts by the sound of the front door opening and closing. I felt my heart start to pound in my chest as I heard Tommy walking down the hallway.
Staying in his chair I looked to see that the journal was close to where it was when I entered. Moving quickly, I opened the lap top and clicked Explorer. I made a show of staring at the computer as I heard him getting closer. I blinked rapidly, trying to clear my teary eyes.
"Mom?" Tommy asked, entering the room. "What are you doing?"
I paused, taking a couple of seconds to make sure I could keep my voice steady. Then, spinning the office chair around faced him.
"Oh, I had to put my sales in and you have my cord."
To my credit, I sounded a little tense, but for the most part not too bad.
"Oh." Tommy's eyes narrowed and he started to say something, but I cut him off.
"What are you doing home? It's only a little after ten?"
Tommy shrugged and his eyes began darting around.
"We grabbed some food, but when we got to the club it was full and I didn't feel like going to the one they wanted to try so they dropped me off."
When he stopped his eyes made their way back to me, then jerked away.
"Is something wrong Tommy?" I asked, thinking maybe he was wondering if I looked through the journal.
"Well I..." pointing at me he said softly. "Your robe."
With a start it occurred to me I was wearing the short red robe, the one he had commented on and the one that showed way more than it should. Looking down, my eyes widened. When I had reached in to play with myself, it had opened and my tits were partially exposed. My nipples weren't showing, but it was dam close. Blushing I started to close the robe, and then stopped as an idea struck me. There was still a chance this was not as bad as it seemed. There was no doubt there was a problem, but maybe it was just a fantasy. What if he was confronted with a chance to make it real? Would he take me up on it, or realize it was wrong and back off.
You're sick Joanne, I thought, but this would be the only way to know for sure. Giving him what I hoped to be an inviting smile, I whispered, "Tommy, come here."
"Uh...Okay."
He walked over until he was standing directly in front of me. I saw his eyes lock onto my chest, then drop down where he was confronted with the sight of my legs. I noticed he was rocking nervously back and forth and looked like a deer in headlights.
"What is it honey?" I asked, giving my hair a toss.
"Your robe Mom." He repeated. "You um....might want to fix that."
"Do you want me too?" Oh Joanne, this is so wrong!
"I..." he looked confused.
"Tommy, honey do you think I'm beautiful?"
"Very!" he said immediately
"How about sexy?" I ran my hands down along my sides, causing the robe to open just a little more. "Do you think I'm sexy?"
"You....you're my Mother." He said quietly, giving me a ray of hope.
"So you don't think your Mom's sexy?" I pushed my lips into a pout.
Tommy stared at me and his eyes were now locked onto my partially visible tits. He licked his lips nervously and I could feel my heart pounding.
"Do...do you want me too?" he asked.
His eyes had widened and that ray of hope appeared to be fading. He was now staring down at my legs again and his hand came forward as if he were going to touch my thigh, but stopped. Okay it was time to get this over with.
Grabbing the sides of my robe, I made as if I were going to open it and pausing, swallowed hard and forced the words from my mouth.
"Tommy would you like to see my tits?"
"What?" he exclaimed.
Keeping my voice low, more to cover up my nerves than to sound sexy, I pressed on.
"I asked you if you'd like to see my tits?" I pushed myself to wink "All you have to do is ask." I shrugged, "Unless of course, you don't want to, it's up to you."
Tommy was rocking back and forth on his feet faster and I could see him starting to breathe hard. He was beginning to blush as well. His eyes were glued to my chest and he seemed to be struggling to speak.
"Mom." He began softly.
Please say no! I thought desperately, Please, please, please!
Tommy gave me that shy smile I so loved, and said,
"Mom, may I please see your beautiful tits?"
*****
I sat there in the waiting room of the therapist's office, trying hard to focus on the issue of People I was holding. It was no good, I couldn't concentrate. Even if I could the fact that my hands were shaking would make reading difficult anyway. I put the magazine down and tried to force myself to relax. The fact Tommy was in there talking to Doctor Judy as she referred to herself, was a good thing. This was where he belonged, getting help for hi unnatural attraction to me. This was his third visit here and I would have thought I would be more relaxed.
I didn't have to be here, but truth be told I didn't trust Tommy to show up on his own. He was totally embarrassed to be here, and I wasn't even sure if he was even really talking to Judy in there. The first visit she had wanted to speak to both of us about what was going on and I did most of the talking. I admit to being able to understand Tommy's reticence to speak about our situation as I could barely get the words out. It certainly wasn't easy to tell this woman what I had found in Tommy's journal and that my son desired me.
Judy was very soothing and informed us that this was not the first time she had dealt with this and that Oedipus complexes were more common than I would think. She brought up the incest site and pointed out it wouldn't exist if thousands of people weren't going to it because they had that fantasy. She told Tommy that he wasn't a sick individual, but that his love for me was becoming confused, now seeing me the way he would a lover rather than a parent. After asking Tommy several questions and only receiving a shrug for an answer, she had asked to speak with him alone for a few minutes.
In fifteen minutes, she called me in to speak alone and told me Tommy wasn't very responsive and the only thing he really said, was that he was not sure what had brought this on, but once it started he couldn't get it out of his mind. She told me that when point blanked asked if I let him would he have sex with me, he said yes with no hesitation, but added that it was more than sex he wanted to love me as well. At that point I forced myself to quote his journal entry where he had said "The first time we'll fuck fast and hard, then we'll go nice and sweet"
She assured me that this was curable, that it was just a matter of her figuring out how to get him to see it was wrong and to get him to see me as just his mom again. I voiced my concern that I had done something wrong, that maybe I was too affectionate or dressed improperly or had somehow led him on. Judy told me that it wasn't me and not to feel guilty and to do the best I could to keep things normal between Tommy and I while she helped us work through this.
That was easier said than done. To say things were strained between us was an understatement. Although I told myself Judy was right and to act normally, after all Tommy was my son and I loved him dearly, I was having a hard time. Whenever I would see him looking at me, I would feel self-conscious and several times started to blush. Once Tommy saw I'd seen him looking he would turn away and leave the room.
The hugs and kisses on the cheeks I used to give him all the time had become few and far between. I tried, but when I hugged him, I was tense and knew he could feel it. Once I held him longer, trying to relax and he had put his head on my shoulder. As had happened that Friday night, I felt his lips on my neck and without meaning to had jerked away from him. Tommy had looked as if he were going to cry and stormed into his room. I had also changed the way I dressed. Around the house all I was wearing was loose fitting sweat pants and baggy t-shirts. I know Tommy noticed and was sure it made him feel worse, but I was no longer comfortable showing my legs or wearing anything tight.
Judy had encouraged us to talk about it, but we couldn't. In fact we hadn't discussed it since the night I had read his journal and after losing my cool and yelling at him when he had asked to see my tits, all I could get from him was he just wanted to love me, really love me as he put it. I told him he needed help and he started to cry. I wanted to hold him, but was afraid to and had sat there in tears myself. Judy was someone who was referred to me through a friend and I had gotten in to see her three days after I had found out about Tommy's feelings for me. Fact was, I was not upset we weren't discussing it, I had no clue what to say and figured I would only make things worse.
Well a couple of nights ago things had gotten worse, much worse. Monday night I dreamed I slept with Tommy. No, let's be honest, I'd dreamt of my son fucking me. In the dream he had woken me by slipping into my bed and immediately started kissing me, I tried to push him away, but his hand was caressing my tit and I succumbed to his touch. The dream had been as hardcore as any of those sick movies. Tommy going down on me and me screaming as I came, me on my knees sucking his cock and taking every drop, the two of us fucking in every position. When I awoke sweating, my heart pounding I was appalled to discover I was wet.
I lay awake for hours, totally disgusted. I finally told myself it meant nothing. Tommy's attraction to me had been the focus of my thoughts for three weeks, so it was bound to affect me. Still I didn't like the vividness of the dream or how worked up I was when I woke up. That morning all Tommy did was walk into the kitchen and I had blushed furiously. He saw it and after mumbling something about work, almost ran out of the house. Last night "I'd had a similar dream except this time we were in the shower. My legs were around Tommy's waist and my fingernails were digging into his shoulders as he fucked the shit out of me against the wall. Again I'd woke up aroused and was wondering if I should mention this to Judy.
I decided against it. This was a reaction to what was going on and that was it. Once Tommy got better I would forget all about it. I was pulled from my thoughts by the door to Judy's door opening. Tommy came out and looked more nervous than ever. When he approached me, I stood up and asked, "Hey how did it go today?"
Tommy shook his head and I saw he was blushing and seemed flustered.
"What's the matter h....Tommy?"
I caught myself at the last minute. Since this had started, I had stopped calling him honey. I felt bad because I always felt that despite his age Tommy liked it, but now was afraid he liked it too much.
"I..." he shook his head, "Judy wants me to..." he trailed off and looked away from me.
"Wants you to what?"
Tommy pointed back over his shoulder.
"She'll tell you, she wants to talk to you."
I didn't like the sound of that. I started to ask Tommy what she wanted, but he had sat down and with a sigh, put his head in his hands. Turning away, I entered Judy's office and closed the door behind me. Judy, a tall woman with short blond hair that was maybe a couple of years older than me, was sitting behind her desk and looking up waved me over to the seat in front of her desk.
"Come on over Joanne," she said, "Would you like some coffee?"
"No thanks."
I sat down across from her and asked,
"So, any progress?"
Judy sat back and sighed.
"Well on the subject of Tommy's obsession, not at all."
"He's not talking about it still?" I asked disappointed.
"No, in fact he did talk today." Judy nodded.
"Well that's progress." I said hopefully.
"That he's talking yes." She agreed. "But as for what he was saying? Joanne, he is really obsessed with you."
"No shit," I snapped, "That's why we're here."
I felt bad the instant I'd said that, and started to apologize, but she waved me off.
"I know you're upset and you have a right to be." She said quietly. "But there are levels, when I've seen this before I had the feeling it was a passing thing, or not that deep, but Tommy really wants you."
"Have we got to why yet?"
"Honestly Joanne, I think it's tied to you being alone. Tommy wants you to be happy, he wants you to be satisfied, he's mentioned you're far too attractive to be alone."
"And he thinks that he's the answer?" I asked.
"Pretty much, he brought up that you've spoken of your inability to be with another man. He also confessed after I mentioned his journal entry that he knows you masturbate every night."
"Oh, for Christ's sake," I muttered feeling myself turning crimson.
"It's natural Joanne," she laughed. "Anyway, he knows you want it and can't pull the trigger. Tommy wants you happy, but also knows you don't really want to replace his father." She paused and seemed to be trying to choose her words. "Long story short, he wants to take his father's place as being the man who is good to you in every way. Not just sexually, but emotionally as well, he not only desires you, but believes he now loves you in that way."
"Well that can't happen, so what now?"
"Joanne, I think the only way Tommy will get past this is to live out the fantasy, get it out of his system."
"What?" I exclaimed. "Are you telling me to have sex with my son?"
Before I could stop it, the image of Tommy and I naked in my bed appeared in my mind. I quickly shoved it away and started to stand, this was bullshit.
"Easy Joanne," Judy put her hands up. "Of course I'm not saying that."
"You just said you think he needs to act out his fantasy." I said in a calmer tone as I sat back down.
"Key word is fantasy." Judy said, "Joanne, have you ever heard of a sexual surrogate?"
I felt my stomach sink, I'd read about them in a cosmo article once.
"They're women who help people get over sex issues right?" I asked.
"Pretty much. So what we...."
"You want my son to sleep with a total stranger?"
"Joanne, I think this is the only way." Judy began. "I have a woman who is in her late thirties which is enough of an age difference and I'll have her dye her hair red and..."
"Oh my God!" I gasped. "You're going to make her look like me?"
"Right down to green contacts." Judy nodded. "This way..."
I cut her off again.
"Let me get this straight, you want my son to have sex with some whore who's going act like me and let him call her mom?" I shook my head. "First off, it's disgusting, second of all she's not me, so what's the point?"
"The point is that Tommy gets his fantasy." Judy explained. "Yes he knows it's not you and I know he'll be hesitant, but this woman has done this before and..." she looked away from me. "Will be very persuasive."
"I can't believe I'm talking about this." I sighed disgustedly. "Where does this happen?"
"At a hotel. She'll be the aggressor. She will come onto him as his mother." Judy shrugged. "The videos on the site you linked me to were quite explicit, she'll be that way. Ask him if he wants his mother too..."
"I know what he wants." I cut her off.
"If he doesn't cave to that she'll try the sweet approach."
"What if he doesn't respond?" I asked.
Judy smiled.
"Joanne, Tommy is nineteen, a breeze will get him going and this woman is quite attractive, he'll respond."
I sat there feeling like this had to be a dream. Slumping back in my chair, I asked.
"And you think this will cure him?"
"Definitely." Judy said. "Last year I had a similar case with a brother obsessed with his sister, worked perfectly."
"Still don't see how."
"It can work two ways." Judy put her finger up. "One, he starts and after they get hot and heavy Tommy realizes how wrong it really is to speak to his mother that way so to speak and stops. Which will show him he was wrong to feel this way."
"That would be good." I nodded.
"Or, he goes through with it and he fulfills the fantasy, or as close as he knows he can get."
"Tommy was upset when he came out; I take it he doesn't want to?"
"He said she's not you and he won't do it."
"Then it won't...."
"Joanne, it will work. I kept at him to do it even if to prove me wrong."
"What did he say?" I asked.
Judy pointed at me.
"He said he would let you decide. If you say for him too, he will."
I sat back and thought about it. Essentially I was sending my son to sleep with a prostitute. A Prostitute he was going to call mom while she acted like a porn star. The entire time he would be fucking her he would be thinking of me. But Judy seemed to think it would get him over it and I didn't like how awkward we were with each other. Tommy had already lost his father I didn't want him to think he would lose me.
"Okay." I said softly. "Set it up."
Judy nodded.
"I know this isn't easy, but it's the right thing to do." She paused then asked.
"Joanne, what about you? Tommy told me about Jeff, do you want to talk about it sometime with me?"
"No." I shook my head. "I...I'll get over it. I just get nervous that's all."
"You sure?"
"I think so." I told her.
"You're probably right." Judy said. "I bet you'll be fine, it's just a matter of meeting the right man."
"How will I know?" I asked.
"Simple." Judy shrugged, "You won't be nervous."
"You make it sound easy."
"It is." She smiled and picked up her pen. "So when do you want me to set this up for Tommy."



"As soon as possible," I told her. "I want things to get this over with."
"It's the right call Joanne," she smiled confidently. "You'll see this will all work out the way it's meant to."
*****
For what had to be the hundredth time this afternoon, I looked at the clock on the wall. It was five past one and I was a nervous wreck. Tommy's appointment with the surrogate was at noon. He hadn't wanted to go and I'd spent the week telling him he needed to. When he really seemed adamant, I'd resorted to letting my emotions get to me and started to cry. Tommy immediately said he would go and I felt terrible for manipulating him. Part of me was glad he wasn't excited about it, I would imagine most men would be thrilled. Then again most men didn't think they were in love with their mother.
Tommy had left at eleven thirty, and I had been a ball of nerves ever since. The thought of this strange woman fucking my son did not appeal to me, let alone she was supposed to be me. My nerves were even more on edge because I'd dreamt of Tommy again last night, but this time it was slow and sweet. Once more I'd woken wet with my nipples so hard they were aching. Despite my bodies need to be taken care of I refused to play with myself after dreaming of my son having sex with me.
While sitting on the couch waiting for him to come home, I'd decided that as soon as Tommy was over this those dreams would stop. If by some chance they didn't it would be my turn to talk to Judy. Trying to keep my mood light I wondered if I di if her solution would be to hook me up with some hot twenty year old. My mood soured as I started to envision it and then figured all I would do is get nervous and stop.
I jumped at the sound of Tommy's car pulling into the driveway. Another look at the clock showed it was only one fifteen. The hotel was a good twenty minute ride. Had it been over that quickly? Well he was young after all. I had been lying on the couch, dressed as always lately in loose fitting jeans and an old t-shirt, but sat up when I hear Tommy putting his key in the door. He entered and walking quickly into the living room, started to walk past me without saying anything.
"Hey!" I called out.
Tommy stopped and I saw his shoulders slump. Still with his back to me he asked softly, "Yes, Mom?"
"Come over here and sit down." When he turned around I patted the couch next to me. "I want to talk to you."
Tommy sighed and came over and sat down. I felt bad when I noticed that he sat as far from me as possible on the couch. Tapping the cushion next to me I said, "Come closer Tommy, its okay."
He nodded and slid over and I gave him a reassuring smile. He replied with a forced one ad I took a moment to look him over. He was wearing a white collared shirt that looked good against his deep tan. His thick black hair had been slicked back; he'd shaved, showing off his pretty features and of course there were those beautiful eyes that were so much like my own. I wondered what the surrogate had thought. To me it seemed she had gotten paid in more ways than one today. Tommy was sitting there looking down and realizing he wasn't going to volunteer bit the bullet.
"So how did it go?"
He looked up at me and shook his head.
"It didn't."
"What do you mean?"
"What I said," he shrugged. "It didn't happen."
"She didn't show?" I asked.
"Yeah Mom, she did."
"So what happened?"
"I don't want to talk about it."
He started to get up, but I put my hand on his shoulder.
"I do Tommy, we've avoided talking about this for weeks, so what happened?"
Tommy looked at my hand on his shoulder and I moved it. But instead of pulling it away, I, as I always used to, placed it against his cheek.
"Please talk to me honey."
Tommy looked as if he were going to move, then leaned into my cheek. I could see by his expression he was torn. He looked as if he was thrilled that I was again being affectionate with him, but there was a look of sadness as well. No, not sadness; longing. I held my hand there a moment longer, then slowly moved it. Tommy sighed and began to speak.
"I got there a little early and she was already there. She had her hair up and was wearing a robe. She told me to sit on the bed."
He stopped and I prodded.
"And?"
"She walked over to me and...." He looked away, "She let her hair down and it looked just like yours. She opened the robe and she was wearing a little red nightie."
He went silent again, but I let him go as I could see he was going to continue, but was having a hard time.
"She sat next to me and when I looked at her, I could see she had the same color eyes we do and I figured they were fake, she was just trying to look like you."
"Did she?"
"Yeah, pretty close." He shrugged. "Her legs weren't as long and she had...." He looked away again, "A big chest."
"I'd trade a little leg for that," I forced a laugh, trying to relax him.
"Mom, you're perfect just the way you are." He said softly.
He was looking into my eyes as he said it and I could see he meant it. I could also see that this was not over yet. He was looking at me like a teenager with a crush, which I supposed was what he was.
"Anyway," he broke his own awkward silence. "She starts talking to me like she's you. She says "So Tommy you think your mom looks good today?"
He shook his head.
"I didn't answer her and she kept going, asking if I wanted to show my mom how much I wanted her. She....started rubbing my leg and..." he began to look more nervous. "She kissed my neck, then asked if I wanted to give my mom a kiss."
Oh, boy I thought, how much of this did I want to hear?
"Did you?" I pushed myself to ask, after all I had told him to talk about it.
"I...yes." He nodded. "Well she kissed me and I started kissing her back. We ummmm, we made out for a few minutes and she was touching me and kissing me and kept asking me what I wanted my mom to do. She asked I wanted to see her tits and I..." he blushed. "Said yes, I'd love to see my mom's tits."
This was getting to where I was going to ask him to fast forward, but the again he'd said it didn't happen.
"She took her top off and pulled my shirt off." He was speaking slowly and softly. "She grabbed...down there." He looked away again. "Then she started kissing me and saying how much she wanted her son, she started to get on her knees..."
"Okay Tommy," I cut in. "I..."
"That's when I stopped her."
"You stopped her?"
"Yes."
I felt a sense of relief until I realized that meant the problem was still going to be there. Judy had been so sure, now what? Tommy kept speaking.
"She started kissing me again and kept saying 'Don't you want your mom to be good to you?' I told her I was done. No offense because she was pretty sexy and part of me wanted to just to do it, but...." He trailed off.
"But what?"
"She wasn't you Mom." He said. "It's more than red hair and pretty eyes and saying 'Mom'."
Reaching out he out his hand on my knee and said softly, "You're the only woman I want Mom."
I looked down at his hand on my knee. Considering the present situation it was not exactly the most appropriate place, but he was already upset. Wanting to comfort him, I put my hand over his. Tommy started to move his hand, but I squeezed it and held it there.
"Tommy, I'm not mad at you." I said softly. "But this is wrong and I guess I was wrong for not trying to talk to you about this. I can't imagine why you would want me that way."
"I don't know what started it Mom." He began. "All of sudden I started seeing you as a woman and not just my mother. You're beautiful, you're sweet, you're loving." He paused and finished in a barely audible whisper, "You're sexy."
"But I'm your mother." Was all I could come up with.
"I know, but you're also a single woman who needs a man to be good to you and you're having problems." He shrugged. "I...part of me is glad you are because I want to be the one to be good to you." Surprisingly he looked me in the eye when he finished. "I want to love you in every way."
He turned his hand beneath mine and wrapped his fingers around it so we were now holding hands. Again I refrained from moving, so he would keep talking.
"Okay Tommy," I nodded. "You keep saying love. Well honey, those videos you've been watching? What those women are doing isn't love it's hardcore sex and that's not how you should be thinking of me."
"Well its..." He started, but I kept going.
"Tommy, nothing in you should want to see me on my knees for you."
I held his gaze as I spoke, hoping being direct would get through to him. He blushed, but didn't look away. In fact when next he spoke he sounded more confident and less nervous than before. "But when you love someone you want to make them feel good. I want to make you feel good Mom, and I want you to make me feel good too." He then completely caught me off guard. "Or do you just think about sweet things when you....take care of yourself."
I felt myself begin to blush.
"Tommy, that's none of your business and you shouldn't be bringing that up."
Tommy gave me a tight smile.
"That's not an answer Mom." His smile changed to that little shy one that I adored, but his words belied that shyness. "Come on Mom, you know you want to have fun. You're a sexy woman in her prime, you know you need it."
"Tommy!" I exclaimed. "You don't...."
I stopped as he had leaned closer to me and whispered, "Please Mom? Please at least let me try."
I sat there speechless as he slid closer until our hips were touching. Still holding my hand, he brought the other up and gently laid it along the side of my head. His gorgeous eyes were staring into mine and I felt my heart begin to pound. I became aware of his hand sliding around to the back of my head and under my hair.
"What are you...." I trailed off as he leaned closer, his head cocked and his lips parted as if he were going to...
Tommy kissed me.
I started to pull back, but he held the back of my head, not roughly, but enough to keep my head from moving. My lips remained still as he kissed me softly. Removing his lips from mine, he said, "Please?"
Too stunned to respond, I just sat there. Tommy saw this as a chance and kissed me again, and harder. I gasped into his lips as they pressed into mine. He began to move them, softly sliding them across my immobile lips. His first kiss turned into another and I had just started to try to pull away when I felt his hand slide up my side and start to grab my tit. I flinched back and pushed him away from me.
"Tommy enough! You don't touch me like that!"
He looked at me stunned. He was breathing hard as was I and he seemed confused.
"But...you were letting me...."
"No, I wasn't!" I snapped. "I just couldn't believe you were doing that!"
"Mom I..."
"Tommy you need to get this shit out of your head, understand? I'm your mother not your lover. What's wrong with you?"
"I..." Tommy looked heartbroken and I could see the tears welling up in his eyes. "I love you Mom, I just want to be good to you."
"Well you can't be, not like that." I said firmly. "I'll call Judy and tell her you're going back to see her this week, enough is enough."
Tommy nodded and as tears ran down his cheeks, whispered, "I'm sorry Mom! I just can't help it."
He let out a sob and getting up ran down the hallway and into his room. I let out a deep breath and rubbed at my eyes, wondering what the hell had just happened.
*****
I sat on the bed with my head in my hands, wishing it would stop spinning. The scene on the couch had left me feeling awful. I should have let it be and just called Judy. I had somehow given Tommy a sign that he could try and he did. I had sat there and not reacted right away which had made it worse and then I had yelled at him. It had broken my heart to see him upset, but what should I have done.
I waited awhile and had knocked on his door, but he didn't answer. I remained outside his room and could hear him crying. I had then come in here and sat down and cried myself. I had no idea what to do. Tommy was in distraught and it was because he desired me. I looked up and glanced at my phone on the night stand. I should call Jud make another appointment. Then again why?
Judy had been sure the surrogate would work. That it would get it out of his system. Well it hadn't, all it had done was make him want me that much more, so much more he had made a move on me. This was not going to go away. How could I help him? As I thought back on everything Judy had said, I recalled her saying that sometimes with the surrogates when someone like Tommy got far enough into it, they realized how bad it was.
Based on what had happened on the couch that didn't seem to be right either. Then again, I had freaked out as soon as his hand reached my tit, what if I had let him go further? Would he have stopped? Tommy had also made the move. What if I was to approach him and do so fairly aggressively? Would it maybe shock him out of it? I was willing to try anything to help, but that could make it worse. What if I came onto him and he was fine with it? I would then stop and that would make it even worse. At that point I would be nothing short of a cock tease.
We couldn't go on like this and I wouldn't. Tommy was everything to me and I needed us to be okay together. Judy had insisted the only way to get him over this was to give him his fantasy. The surrogate was supposed to do that, but Tommy wanted the real thing. There would be no sense in trying that again. As I thought this through my gaze idly wandered the room and stopped when I saw my red robe on the chair in the corner. Tommy had mentioned it in his journal. He thought of me in it. I had also been wearing it the first time I'd dreamt of him in my bed.
I narrowed my eyes and lingered on that thought. Had I been having those dreams because deep down I knew that was the only thing that would help him? I felt my heart start to pound again, was I really thinking of sleeping with my own son? I couldn't so it. But by the same token, wasn't that what a good mother would do? Sacrifice for her son? Do anything in her power to help? Standing up I walked over to the robe and picked it up. Taking it with me, I left the bedroom and entering the bathroom turned on the shower. Getting in and letting the hot water hit the tense muscles in my back, I closed my eyes and prepared myself, to do the unthinkable, seduce my son.
*****
I stood in front of Tommy's door and raised my hand to knock. I quickly brought my hand back down and started to turn away. I caught myself and faced his door again. I had been standing here for the last ten minutes, trying to get up the nerve to enter his room. I was wearing just the red robe. I had thought about lingerie, but decided to go with simple; I was bare foot, with nothing on underneath the robe. I wasn't wearing make-up and once I'd dried my hair, left it down.
I took a deep breath and prepared to try to knock again. This was it, the point of no return, once I walked into his room dressed like this only two things could happen. One, he could lose his nerve-which is what I hoped- and all this would be over with, or I would end up fucking my son. Before I could lose my nerve again, I brought my hand up and knocked. There was no answer and I did it again, but much harder.
"Tommy?" I called through the door.
"I don't want to talk anymore." He called out.
"Tommy I need to talk to you, so come unlock the door."
"It's unlocked."
Rolling my eyes and feeling like an idiot I turned the knob to find that indeed he had not locked me out. Okay, here we go. I entered the room and saw Tommy sitting on the side of his bed, facing away from me. The light was off, but he had lit several candles. That was another trait he had gotten from me, he loved to lie there and watch the candles flicker until he fell asleep. He didn't turn around as I closed the door and I slowly walked around to his side of the bed. I noticed he wasn't wearing a shirt and paused to look at his back. Tommy worked out at a local gym and it showed in his arms and shoulders. He really was a damn good looking kid; he should still be with Lisa, not dreaming of me.
I came around to stand next to him and noticed he was looking to his right and hadn't seen me yet.
"Hey honey," I said softly, "Want some company?"
I really don't want to talk Mom," Tommy began, turning towards me, "I..."
He stopped in mid sentence and his jaw dropped. The robe barely covered my ass and left my legs exposed to my upper thigh. I stood there, trying not to look self conscious as I watched his eyes make their way up and down my legs.
"Oh, shit." He whispered.
"Yeah honey? You like my robe?"
I spoke slowly, keeping my voice low and trying to sound seductive.
"I...I do." He managed to get out while his eyes remained locked on my smooth white thighs.
"What else do you like?" I asked.
"Ummm," Tommy tore his gaze from my legs and looked up at me. "I... don't think I should say..."
You like my legs don't you honey?"
I lifted my right leg and put my foot on the bed next to him. The movement caused the robe to fall away exposing my inner thigh. I kept my hand between my legs to had the robe in place, I was not quite ready to flash him my pussy. Hopefully I wouldn't have to.
"Mom," he was turning redder by the minute, "What are you doing?"
"Just answer me," I prodded him, "Do you like them?"
I brought my other hand over and placing it on my thigh began trailing my long red nails along my soft skin and asked, "You like how those nails look?"
"Y...yes."
"But you like how my thigh looks better though don't you?"
Tommy's leg was shaking back and forth nervously and after a pause he whispered, "Oh, yeah."
"Well show me then." I gave him an enticing smile, "Show your Mom how much you like her legs."
Tommy licked his lips and stared at me. I cocked my head, and gave him another smile. "Go ahead honey, you know you want to."
He let out a deep breath and reached for my leg. He stopped with his fingers inches from my calf and looked up at me, as if waiting for me to take it away. Reaching down, I grabbed his wrist and lifting his hand placed it on my thigh. He gasped and I could feel his fingers trembling. Holding my hand over his, I slid it up and down my lower thigh. Tommy's eyes were wide, not believing that he was touching me and that made two of us, but I continued to help him caress my thigh. I brought his hand up towards the top of my inner thigh and let it go.
Tommy started at his hand, then slowly started running his fingertips along my soft skin.
"That feels nice." I said quietly, I caught myself thinking that it really did. His fingers were barely touching me and I felt a shiver go through me as they went further up my thigh.
"There you go honey," I encouraged him, "Go as far as you like."
Tommy placed his palm against my flesh and started rubbing harder, I closed my eyes, unable to watch as his hand began working its way toward my pussy. My heart began to pound as I felt the edge of his hand reach the crease of my thigh. He was inches from my pussy and I started to let the robe go, when he jerked his hand away from me. I opened my eyes to see him staring first at his hand then at me.
"What's the matter?" I asked.
"Mom what are you doing?" he shook his head, "You...you just yelled at me for trying to kiss you and now you're standing here looking...." He sighed, "Amazing I don't...."
"I want to let you...." I started, but he cut me off."
"Please don't tease me Mom, I...I can't take it."
Tommy had said that last part in a tone that was close to a whimper and put his head in his hands. My heart went out to him, but at the same time I felt myself begin to hope that he really couldn't do this. Sitting down next to him, I put my hand on his bare shoulder. Tommy looked up at me and I said quietly.



"No tricks honey, I've decided to let you have what you want."
"You..." he blinked. "You what?"
"You heard me," I said as I began lightly running my nails down his arm. "I'm here to let my beautiful son show me how much he wants me."
Tommy gasped as my fingers left his shoulder and slid across his chest, just over his nipple. I saw a shiver go through him and I could feel him start to breath heavier beneath my hand. Leaning over, I whispered in his ear, "That's right honey, your Mom's all yours, and we can do anything you want."
"A...anything?"
"Everything." I breathed.
Tommy started to speak, then let out a sharp breath when I flicked my tongue out and licked his earlobe. I bent my head lower and placed a soft kiss on his neck, before sitting back.
"Really?" he asked,
"You heard me Tommy, now stop playing shy and come show your Mom how bad you need her."
Tommy gave me that heart melting smile and sliding close to me, reached out as I always did to him, put his hand to my cheek. Forcing myself to smile, I leaned my cheek against his palm and smiled. As he had on the couch, Tommy leaned in, his lips parted. This time however, as his lips pressed against mine, I gave in and let him. His lips were soft, but he pressed them hard against mine, I pulled back slightly, and whispered, "Easy baby."
Tommy started to say something, but I said softly, "Let me."
Closing my eyes and telling myself this was the right thing to do, I gently pressed my lips to his. Tommy kissed me back, softer this time, but seemed to hesitate. His hand was still against my cheek and I could feel it shaking. Reaching up, I once again took his wrist and this time paced his hand on my bare chest just over where the robe was closed. Letting his hand go, I slipped my hand around his shoulders and kissed him harder. Tommy released a desperate sounding whimper in his throat and returned the kiss.
I could feel my face begin to flush as I started to slide my lips lightly back and forth. Tommy tried to follow them with his, but I brought my hand up and cupping his chin, held his face still as I teased his lips with mine. Tommy moaned softly, but stayed still, letting me kiss him. In the back of my mind I began to worry this was not going to work, yet I continued. Pressing my lips harder into his I opened my mouth and slipped my tongue out against his lips. Tommy groaned and parted his lips. I playfully flicked my tongue against his lips, then just as I plunged my tongue into his mouth, I grabbed his wrist and quickly, before I lost my nerve, pressed his hand to my tit.
Tommy squeezed my tit and I moaned into his mouth, damn that didn't feel....
Tommy suddenly jerked back away from me pulling his hand from my tit; he looked at me, his eyes wide. His face was red and he was gasping for breath. My own breathing was coming quicker and I could feel my hard nipples pressing against the soft material of the robe. I could also feel...oh my God! My pussy was warm and...wet. Just a reflex reaction, I started to tell myself, and pushing that thought away, asked, "What's the matter honey? You don't want to touch me?"
"I..." he paused, trying to catch his breath. "I...can't!"
It took everything I had to keep from shouting "Thank God!" Instead I looked at him and forced myself to keep playing the part.
"But I thought you wanted me honey?" I shrugged. "Maybe you really don't?"
"No!" He shouted, startling me. "I want you Mom! I really do! I'm just...."
Remaining calm, I put my hands out, "But if you really wanted me then you could. I think that you don't...."
"I do want you Mom!" he was so upset it came out as a sob. "I want you so bad! I...I'm just...." He put his head down, "I'm scared, like you are with other guys, I....I want too, but I can't!"
I felt my stomach sink. He was so frustrated it looked like he was ready to cry. He wasn't stopping because he realized he was wrong, he was just scared. He was nineteen and finally getting his chance to have what he wanted and he couldn't handle it. If I walked out of here now, this would continue and maybe get worse. Tommy looked at me, his eyes full and said,
"It's not you, Mom, you're beautiful, it's me I..."
As he spoke, I had the vivid image of sitting on Jeff's couch and telling him the same thing. I remembered how frustrated I was, how frustrated I still am, knowing that I can't have what I need. Now Tommy was in the same boat. I felt my nerves begin to calm and looking into his distraught face, remembered why I had come in here; to help my son.
"Come here honey." I put my arms out to him.
Tommy looked at me longingly for a moment, and then leaned into me. He was going for a hug, his head lowering to my shoulder. I leaned back just enough to get my face in front of his and kissed him. Tommy started to pull away, but I had put my hand behind his head and held him still.
"Let me honey, let your Mom make you all better."
"But..."
I cut him off by pressing my lips against his again. As I had before, I slid my lips across his and although I could feel the tension in his body, he started kissing me back.
"Hmmm-mmm" I encouraged him, kissing him harder.
I pressed my hand against his chest and started caressing him as I began moving my lips against his. With a whimper, Tommy relaxed into me and began to work his lips against mine. I heard a soft moan and realized it had come from me. I could feel my nipples stiffening again and as terrible as it was, my pussy was getting warmer and wetter. Tommy was becoming more confident, his lips were working harder against mine and his hand had slid behind my head and under my hair. I let go of his head and sliding my hand down began to rub it across his back.
Tommy leaned in closer and I groaned at the feeling of my nipples pressing into his chest through the robe. I slipped my tongue out and this time, Tommy eagerly opened his mouth to accept it. I quickly darted my tongue forward and he moaned when it slid across his. I started swirling my tongue around, slipping it under and over his. Tommy wasn't the only one who had relaxed, I had let myself fold into him and my hand was enjoying the feeling of the hard muscles in his back and shoulders.
Tommy's hand was busy as well, running through my long red hair, causing a pleasant shiver to run through me. His other hand had dropped down to my side and was sliding up and down. The side of his hand grazed my tit and I whimpered as it just caught my nipple. His tongue was now sliding into my mouth and caressing my tongue as his lips worked against mine. Damn, he could kiss! I let out a surprised yelp as his fingers curled into my hair and he pulled my head back.
His lips left mine and immediately found the soft skin of my neck.
'Oh damn!" I moaned, oh that had always been a weak spot for me.
Tommy's lips began sliding lightly up and down my neck as his hand left my hair and slid down to my waist. His other hand was now right alongside my tit and I yearned for him to touch it. My nipples were aching and desperately needed to be touched. As if reading my mind, Tommy moved his hand over and began to rub his palm across my tit as he continued to suck on my neck.
"Oh honey!" I moaned, "Look at you, making your mother feel good!"
Even as I said it, I realized how bad it sounded, but goddamn he really was making me feel good! Tommy was gently fondling my tit through the robe and sliding my hand down his chest, I took a moment to linger on his hard flat stomach, before reaching between us and pulling at the tie of the robe. We were pressed so close together, that I couldn't pull it far enough to untie it. I had no desire to pull away from him and whispered, "Oh honey, you're teasing, reach on in and grab that tit."
Somewhere in the part of my mind that was still thinking rationally, I called myself a sick woman and to get the hell out of there. That voice was quickly drowned out by my moaning as slipping his hand into my robe; Tommy grabbed my tit and gave it a squeeze. His lips were still devouring the soft skin of my neck and I became aware that I was rocking my hips. My pussy was wetter than it had been in a long time and I knew that there was no way that I was going to stop. Tommy's lips felt incredible and I cried out as he began rubbing my swollen nipple between his finger tips. Even better than the sensations of my son's lips and fingers was the startling realization that....
I wasn't nervous.
For the past year any time a man had gotten close to me, I had frozen up. Now here I was with the one man in the world I shouldn't be with and I felt nothing but pleasure. Tommy slipped his other hand around to the front and I felt him trying to work it into my robe, but we were to close together. Well I would fix that, pushing against his chest, I pulled away from him.
"Mom, please...."
He started, then stopped and smiled as he saw me grab the tie to the robe and pull it. The robe opened, but I grabbed the sides of it, holding it so that it just covered my tits. Don't do it! That rational voice called out again. I suppose it was right, but right now all that was running through my mind was that I was going to make it so not only my son, but his deserving mother both got exactly what they needed. Completely overwhelmed and feeling totally wanton, I gave Tommy a wicked smile,
"Tell me what you want honey!"
"I..." Tommy paused, then flashing that smile asked, "I want to see my Mom's tits." His smile widened, "Please Mom?"
"Well how can I say no to that?" I exclaimed and opening my robe slipped it off my shoulders and tossed it aside.
"Oh, Mom." Tommy whispered, "Their perfect."
"These?" I asked, cupping them, "You like these tits?"
"Oh, yeah."
He reached out and I groaned as he captured both nipples in his fingers. I began breathing through my mouth and could feel the sweat beginning to trickle down my back. Tommy leaned in and started to go for my neck, when he stopped and glanced down. I followed his gaze and saw that my pussy was just visible between my legs.
"Don't worry honey," I told him. "You'll get there, but come here first."
Tommy looked up at me and gasped when I grabbed the back of his head and shoved it down to my tit. He quickly got over his surprise and I cried out as he eagerly sucked my hard pink nipple into his mouth.
"Oh honey!" I moaned, "Oh yes! Show your Mom how much you like her tits!"
I released another loud moan as Tommy set out to do just that. While swirling his tongue around my right nipple, his fingers grabbed the other and began rubbing it again between his fingers. I arched my back, shoving my tit deeper into his mouth and said softly, "The other one's jealous baby."
Tommy quickly switched off and started sucking the other nipple, I sighed in pleasure, "Oh, you do want to make me happy don't you?"
"More than anything!" Tommy said, beginning to remove my tit from his mouth, "I..."
He was cut off when I shoved his head back onto my tit.
"Don't talk with your mouthful honey" I laughed, then moaned as his eager tongue went back to work on my nipple.
My hips began rocking again as the thought of how eager his tongue would be somewhere else entered my mind. On the heels of that thought was that my tongue had been looking forward to being eager for quite some time as well. Oh Joanne, I thought you're a sick bitch. That might be true, but his sick bitch was going to get what she needed and then some. Leaning back, I pushed against Tommy's shoulder and with a reluctant groan he removed my nipple from his mouth.
"Come on honey, let's get comfortable."
I slid up onto his bed pushing myself with my hands until I could lie back on his pillow. Tommy was still sitting at the foot of the bed and staring wide eyed at me. I smiled and made a show of stretching, pushing my tits up in the air and extending my long legs out. I put my bare foot up onto his shoulder and playfully rubbed it along his cheek. Dropping my leg, I slowly spread them open, giving him a look at my smooth pussy.
"Oh my God." Tommy whispered.
The look of absolute lust in his eyes caused a surge of wetness through my pussy and with a smile I beckoned him with my finger.
"Come up here honey."
Tommy stood up and it was my turn to stare. He was wearing a pair of grey sweat pants and his cock was pushing them straight out. Even better was the large wet stain at the tip where he had been oozing while he had been sucking on my tits.
"Take your pants off." I whispered.
Tommy looked down and hesitated.
"Oh, you going to play shy now?" I asked him, then with a sigh said, "Your Mom can't play with your cock if she can't see it."
Tommy immediately grabbed the pants and shoved them down over his hips. His cock was so hard it sprang out and I saw a several drops of sticky fluid fly from it.
"Oh." I said softly, "Oh honey is that all for your Mom?"
"All of it." He said quietly.
"Then bring it up here."
Tommy crawled up onto the bed and I stared transfixed by the sight of my son's long hard cock. He looked as if he were going to try to crawl up between my legs, but I patted the bed next to me. There was nothing I wanted more than to feel that cock inside of me, but he was young and excited and I didn't want to be teased. I also badly need to get the edge off myself. Besides at his age, Tommy would be able to go several times and I was sure I could keep persuading him. This time I didn't even hear a voice telling me I was wrong.
Tommy had crawled up next to me and propping himself up on his elbow leaned down and kissed me. We both parted our lips and groaned as our tongues again explored each other's mouths. Tommy's free hand began to fondle my tit and grabbing it I shoved it down my stomach towards my pussy. I let it go and as I had before grabbed the back of his head and brought it down to my tit. Tommy moaned as he sucked it into his mouth and I closed my eyes and sighed contentedly as my son's soft wet tongue caressed my nipple.
His hand has slid down my stomach, but had stopped above my pussy.
"Go ahead honey, you know you want to."
I could feel his fingers trembling and again I grabbed his arm and shoved his hand down. Tommy moved his hand to the side and began caressing my thigh.
"Don't be nervous, baby, I want you to," I moaned as he began sucking harder on my nipple, "Oh honey your Mom needs you to!"
That did the trick and a soft sigh escaped me as I felt his fingers tentatively caress my pussy.
"Go ahead, rub it honey, see how wet you made me!"
Tommy pushed his fingers down through my pussy and I gasped as he brought them back up and they slid over my swollen clit. He began rubbing his fingers through the soft wet folds of my pussy and I started rocking my hips into his hand. Tommy was moaning around my nipple and bringing my hand up, I started playing with the other. Tommy worked his fingers down through my pussy and paused.
"Inside baby," I told him breathlessly, "Slip a finger in there."
I groaned as he did and let out a soft whimper as he started slowly working his finger in and out.
"Put another one in, I ohhh, yeah!" I cried out as he was now shoving two fingers inside of me.
I began to thrust my hips harder into him and as I did he whimpered again. I became aware of his hard cock rubbing against my thigh as his own hips were moving. I could feel my thigh becoming sticky from his pre cum. slipping my hand down between us, I found his cock and wrapping my hand around it, gave it a squeeze.
"Oh Mom!" he cried out around my nipple.
"Oh honey, you are so fucking hard!" I purred, slowly pumping his cock.
Tommy had stopped sucking my nipple and was moaning as my hand slid along the length of his shaft. When I reached the head of his cock, I squeezed and moaned when I felt him squirt into the palm of my hand. Twisting my hand around, I got it nice and wet and started stroking him again. Tommy was breathing hard and so was I, as I lied there jerking my son off with his fingers in my pussy.
"You like that honey?" I asked. "You like your Mom playing with that nice cock?"
"Oh hell yeah!" he moaned.
"It's all mine?" I cooed as I started stroking him faster.
"I'm all yours Mom."
The way he said that sent a thrill through me. I could feel his hips moving quicker and slowed my stoking to a slow tease. That was not how he was going to come for me. Speaking of cumming my poor neglected pussy needed to get off.
"Use your thumb," I whispered, "Put it on....oh right there!"
Tommy pressed his thumb against my throbbing clit and started rubbing it in circles as his fingers continued to slide in and out of me. I was so wet I could hear them driving into my pussy and started twisting my nipple faster.
"Oh yeah honey," I purred, "Just like that, oh you're going to make your mother cum nice and hard aren't you?"
"Hmm-mmm" Tommy groaned around my tit which he had managed to start sucking again.
I closed my eyes and gasped as I could feel a desperately needed orgasm beginning to build within me.
"Faster, baby, faster!" I moaned.
Tommy's thumb pressed harder into my aching flesh and his fingers began pumping harder. Arching my back, I started driving my hips up off the bed, slamming his fingers deep inside of me.
"Oh...Oh..." I could feel the orgasm starting to get closer and I squeezed his cock harder in my excitement. I could feel it pulsing in my hand and began to imagine what it would feel like in my mouth. Never mind how sweet he was going to taste, oh yeah I was going to so suck on that nice hard cock!
"Oh that's right honey!" I panted. "You make your mother cum nice and hard! You do and I'll give you a treat baby, I'll suck that nice hard cock for you baby, you...oh fuck yeah!"
I threw my head back and cried out as the orgasm that I had been teetering on the edge of, crashed through me. I shoved Tommy's face hard against my nipple and closed my legs, pinning his hand between my thighs. I cried out again and could feel my pussy convulsing around his fingers. Tommy was moaning around my nipple as his tongue rapidly swirled around it. I pushed my hand down the length of his cock and cupping his balls began caressing them as I continued to grind my hips into his hand. I screamed again as the strongest orgasm I'd had in well over a year continued to have its way with me.
Tommy was still pumping his fingers and I could feel him grinding his cock hard against my leg. I arched my back and with a long shuddering moan collapsed back onto the bed as the last of the orgasm flowed through me.
My hand fell away from Tommy's head and I opened my legs, releasing his hand. I groaned as he slid his fingers from my dripping pussy and looking up at him, saw him smiling at me.
"Did that feel good Mom?" he asked.
"Good?" I breathed out, still trying to catch my breath, "Oh honey, that was amazing!"
Tommy blushed and again gave me that cute smile of his. The smile may be that of a shy boy, but there was nothing shy about the hard dripping cock pressing into my leg. I started to say something, then stopped and watched him put his fingers into his mouth and suck on them. His eyes rolled back as he tasted his mother from his flesh and I whispered, "Oh, you bad boy."
He removed his fingers from his mouth and started to say something, but it turned into a startled gasp, as rolling over, onto my side, I pushed him onto his back. I rolled over again, Until I was lying between his legs, propped up on my hands, looking down at him. Leaning down I gave him a long lingering kiss and started rocking from side to side, sliding my hard nipples against his chest. Tommy groaned into my mouth and his hands came up and began rubbing my back.
I roughly pushed my tongue into his mouth, and yelped into it when he slid his hands across my ass and gave it a hard squeeze. Speaking of hard I could feel his cock pressing into my stomach. Gain I could feel my skin getting sticky and removed my mouth from his.



"Oh, that was nice," he whispered, trying to pull me back down to him.
"It is, but I think your Mom knows a better place for her tongue, don't you?"
Tommy's eyes widened and I laughed as he seemed speechless. Slowly I began to slide down the length of his body. As I did I licked and kissed his muscular chest and moaned at the sensation of not only my nipples sliding across him, but his cock pressing into me. I continued to slide down, until I could feel his cock pressed against my chest and between my tits. Looking up, I saw Tommy staring at me, his eyes wide in anticipation and his chest heaving. Smiling up at him, I slipped my tongue out and started swirling it across his stomach.
His hips twitched and his cock pushed against me. Pushing up, I quickly slid down until I was now lying between his legs, propped up on my elbows. I licked my lips at the sight of his long hard cock standing at attention inches from my face. Taking it in my hand, I pulled it towards me, and flicked my tongue out across the head of his cock.
"Oh!" Tommy moaned, "Oh damn, does that look hot."
"Yeah baby," I asked, "You like your Mom between your legs?"
"Yes." He whispered.
"Good, I like being here." I told him.
Teasing myself almost as much as I was teasing him, I lowly worked my tongue around the head of his cock. I ended by pushing my tongue into the tip of hi dick and pulling it back, tacking a line of his sticky pre cum with me.
"Holy shit." He moaned.
I slipped my tongue back into my mouth and sucked on it. It was my turn to moan at the sweet taste of his sticky fluid. Oh, I was going to enjoy this. Angling his cock and starting at the top, I ran my tongue down the length of his shaft, then back up the other side. I repeated this several times and Tommy was now whimpering and thrusting his cock into my hand. I could feel my pussy heating up again as I felt his hard flesh yearning for his mother's mouth. I ran my tongue back down his haft and this time went lower and started swirling it around his balls. He moaned, then cried out as I opened my mouth and began sucking on them.
Tommy's hands had made it down to me and were rubbing my shoulders, I could feel them trembling and his hips were moving even faster as he whimpered. I released his balls and sliding my soft tongue back to the head of his cock, gave it a kiss and smiling up at him asked,
"You want something baby?"
"You know I do." He panted.
"All you have to do is ask honey." I said softly and flicked my tongue around the tip again.
"Oh Mom," he moaned, "Will you please suck my cock?"
"You want me to suck your cock?" I teased. "Now what kind of mother would do that?"
"I.... a good one?" Tommy asked.
I laughed and gave his cock a hard squeeze. I couldn't believe that not only were we doing this, but having fun. Damn I felt good!
"Well I've always considered myself a good mother." I told and with a wink, took his cock into his mouth and all the way down to his balls.
Tommy cried out and I groaned in ecstasy at the feeling of after over a year having my mouth full of hard flesh. I slowly worked my lips back up to his shaft, savoring not only every inch, but the adorable little whimpering noises Tommy was making. I pulled all but the head from my mouth and gave it a good hard suck. Tommy cried out again and my eyes rolled as I was rewarded with a squirt of pre cum. His hands were digging into my shoulders and grabbing his wrist, I pulled his hand up and put it on my head.
Tommy looked down at me, and his cock still in my mouth, I nodded. He immediately began running his hand through my hair and closing my eyes, I began to bob my head in a slow steady rhythm. Tommy added his other hand to my hair and I groaned as he gathered it in his hands so he could watch his mother blow him. That thought should have sent a panic through me, instead it sent a wave of heat through my pussy. I began grinding my hips into the bed as I slid his hard cock through my soft lips.
I slowly took him all the way down and staying there started to shake my head back and forth. Tommy groaned and I winced as his hands clenched, pulling my hair. That excited me even more and pushing my tongue out I teased it across his balls.
"Oh my god Mom!" he gasped.
I slid his cock from my mouth with a slurping sound and whispered, "That's right honey, your Mom loves to suck cock, and this is such a beautiful one!"
His reply was lost in another whimper as pressing my tongue tightly against his shaft I took him down my throat again. I began to bob my head faster and grabbing his cock started following my lips with my hand, jerking him off as I blew him. Tommy's hands left my hair, and sliding between us, found my nipples. I moaned around his cock as he began lightly teasing them and started shoving my hips harder into the bed. I could feel the sheet was already wet from my pussy and knew that I needed to cum again and just how it was going to happen.
I began sucking him faster and harder and his hips were now rocking in rhythm with my sucking. He was moaning loudly and there was a hint of desperation in those moans. I knew he was close and trying to hold back and enjoy as much of his mother's mouth as he could. That was okay, I would take my time next time, but right now I wanted to taste him, to take all that he had. As I began taking him deeper and stroking him harder it occurred to me I had just thought next time. Well why the hell not? Now that the line was crossed who cared?
Tommy let out a long whimper and his hips started thrusting hard into my descending mouth. His fingers were squeezing my nipples harder and I could feel his cock beginning to pulse in my mouth. Slding my other hand down, I cupped his balls and started massaging them.
"Oh yes!" Tommy yelled.
I wanted to yell as well, but all I could do was moan as my son's cock exploded in my mouth. I whimpered as I felt the first warm jet of his cum hit the back of my mouth and flow down my throat. At the first taste of him, I lost all control. I began sucking him as hard and fast as I could, eagerly milking every drop of cum from his spurting cock. Tommy was crying out and his hips were slamming into me. I loved every minute of it and stopped moving, and let him fuck his mouths mouth. I swallowed and felt like purring as his thick cum slid down inside of me. God how I had missed this!
Tommy stopped moving and was lying there panting. I continued to suck his cock and was rewarded with a couple of more drops. Slipping his cock from my lips, I looked up to make sure he was looking and opening my mouth, stuck my tongue out, then smiled "All gone!"
"Oh Mom," he whispered, "Oh goddamn."
"Better than you'd hoped?" I asked,
"Oh yeah."
"That's right, your Mom's better than those little girls you fool around with isn't she?"
"Oh fuck yeah." He breathed.
"Well baby," I said crawling up over him and after giving him a quick kis, rolled over onto my back, "Remember what I taught you, always be good to the people who are good to you."
Tommy looked over at me, and with a wink, I spread my legs open and pointed at the floor of the bed. His eyes lit up like it was Christmas morning and rolling over on top of me, he did as I had and started kissing my chest, teasing me.
"Take your time later, honey." I told him. "This time just get down there and lick my pussy."
"Wow," Tommy said. "Yes Ma'am."
I watched, my heart pounding in my chest and my pussy dripping as Tommy slid down as I had done and eased down between my legs. I shuddered as he gently kissed my upper thigh and his fingers slid through my wet lips. He looked up at me and smiled. I smiled back, thinking that he really was beautiful. Tommy lowered his head and very softly kissed my pussy.
"Oh honey," I whispered, "Please be good to me, I need this so bad!"
"Anything for you Mom." He answered and with no further hesitation pushed his tongue down into my pussy.
I gasped as I felt his tongue slide through the wet folds of my pussy. He reached the bottom and I creoded out as he plunged his tongue inside of me.
"Oh yes!" I yelled as I felt his tongue swirl around inside of me.
I looked down to see he was watching me and as our green eyes locked, I swallowed and moaned at the taste of his cum in my mouth. Tommy started rocking his head back and forth and I groaned and began playing with my nipples while my son tongue fucked me. My nipples were even more sensitive then when we had started and I began breathing heavier as I toyed with them. Between my legs, Tommy had slid his tongue from inside of me and started slowly working his way back up towards my swollen clit.
I wanted to tell him not to tease, but he had a look of pure joy on his face as he flicked his tongue around my sopping wet flesh. I watched, a smile on my face as my son, enjoyed his mother's pussy. This was after all for him, no, this was for us, both of us. Tommy's tongue finally found the mark and I moaned softly as he sucked my hard button into his mouth.
"Oh honey, that is soooo nice," I cooed.
Tommy groaned into my pussy and I saw he was pushing his hips into the bed as I had done. I lay there enjoying his soft lips around my tongue and thinking of how that young cock was probably already hard again. I gasped as Tommy introduced a finger into me and started sucking my clit harder. I began rocking my hips into his face, slowly in time with his sucking. Tommy started sliding his finger in and out and releasing my clit, began swirling his tongue around it in slow teasing circles. Again I wanted to rush him, but held off. He had waited a long time for me and I had waited a long time to feel this good.
I sighed in pleasure as he added another finger and I squeezed my nipples harder. Raising my legs, I put my feet on his broad shoulders, opening myself up even more for him. Tommy grabbed my ankle with his free hand and started lightly caressing the top of my foot. That simple gesture got me even hotter, the way he touched me, so softly, so lovingly, I had thought this would be wrong why? My focus returned to my son's face between my legs and I smiled as I saw his eyes closed and a look of bliss on his face as he continued to pleasure his mother.
I gasped as he again sucked my clit into his mouth, but harder this time. He began to suck faster than before and his fingers were now shoving deeper into me. I moaned and noticed that his hips were moving faster. I felt a fresh wave of heat flow through me as I realized he was trying to get me off, because he was hard again and knew what would be next, that he was going to get to fuck his Mom. I started shoving my hips up off the bed and into his fingers and tongue. I pinched my nipples harder and could feel my thighs starting to tremble as my body drew closer to its climax. Tommy brought his other hand around and spreading my pussy, sucked my clit even harder. I arched my back off the bed and began pushing against his shoulders, my body straining for its release.
Tommy moved his hand and to my surprise, slid a third finger into me. He had eased it in then suddenly shoved all three fingers in hard. I cried out and slammed my hips up into his face as the orgasm began to flow through me. Tommy sucked my clit into his mouth in a hard fast rhythm and I threw back my head and screamed as the orgasm exploded through me. My hips bucked wildly into his face and I locked my thighs around his head as an orgasm stronger than the first one slammed into my body. I pushed my head back further, opened my mouth as wide as I could and let out a howl that the neighbors must have been able to hear.
I lifted my hips and shoving my pussy into his face, felt it contract around his fingers, then screamed again as my pussy convulsed and I felt my pussy gush into my son's face. Tommy was somehow still sucking on my clit as I writhed and twisted on the bed. His fingers were buried inside of me and I swear I had never cum this hard. I released another scream and this time it was as much one of joy as sexual pleasure, oh God I needed this!
I arched my back so far off the bed, I felt it crack and with a whimper dropped back onto the bed. I was panting and my heart was pounding. I sighed as Tommy slid his fingers from my sopping pussy. I looked down to see that he had sat up between my legs and was smiling down at me. He looked quite pleased with himself and the sight of his cheeks glazed with his mother's sent a thrill through me. Nowhere near as big of a thrill however, as seeing his once again hard thick cock standing at attention and less than a foot from his mother's pussy.
Tommy's gaze went down between my legs and I saw him swallow hard.
"You want me honey?" I asked.
"I want you so bad Mom." He said as his hand trailed across my soft stomach, oh how good his touch felt!
"Yeah? You want to be inside of me honey?" I smiled at him. "I hope so because baby, your mother wants you there."
Lifting my legs, II placed my feet on his chest and slid down on the bed. We both gasped as his cock slid though my wet pussy. I started rocking my hips, sliding his hard flesh through the soft folds of my pussy.
"Oh, don't tease." He said again.
"Tease?" I asked. "Trust me honey, your Mom's no tease." Giving him a wicked smile I added. "If I remember your journal said we were going to go hard and fast the first time."
Tommy looked at me wide eyed and lifting my hips, I placed the tip of his cock against the entrance to my pussy. Looking him in the eye, I told him.
"Go ahead Tommy, fuck your mother. Show her how bad you need her."
Tommy hesitated and lifting my hips I shoved forward, pushing him into me. Tommy gasped, then with no further hesitation, grabbed my ankles and slammed his cock deep into his mother's pussy.
"Oh fuck yeah!" I screamed as his long thick cock shoved into my neglected pussy.
Tommy moaned and began slamming the shit out of me! I cried out as my son's cock plunged repeatedly into me. I was so wet that I could hear his cock driving into me. I lay back moaning as he pounded me. It had been well over a year and Tommy wasn't small, nor was he being gentle. He really was out to show me how bad he wanted me. I looked up at him and moaned at the sight of his young hard muscles bulging in his arms and the sweat dripping down his chest. His large hands looked damn good around my ankles, but not as good as the sight of his glistening cock pistoning in and out of his mother's sopping wet pussy.
"Yes!" I shouted. "That's it baby, you fuck me! Just like you dreamed about! You fuck your mother good and hard!"
Tommy smiled and shocked me by spreading my legs as wide as he could and slamming me even harder.
"Oh honey!" I cried out as he was now plunging even deeper into me.
Tommy put my feet on his shoulders and suddenly leaned forward. My ass lifted off the bed as he bent me back until my feet were over my face. Bracing his hands next to me, Tommy raised his hips and started driving full force into me.
"Oh my God!" I cried out.
Goddamn was he deep! As he continued to pound into me I wondered what the hell Lisa had been like in bed that he could fuck like this. Reaching up, I placed my hands on his hard chest and gasped as his cock drove into me even harder. I closed my eyes and moaned continuously as I let my son fuck the shit out of me.
"Yeah baby?" I cried out. "This how you thought of it? Fucking me like this?"
I groaned as Tommy stopped fucking me and eased back to his knees. Opening my eyes, I panted.
"What's the matter?"
Tommy gave me that shy smile and said softy, "I want to fuck you the other way?"
I felt another wave of lust flow though me as I knew exactly what he meant.
"Oh you bad boy!" I chided him. "You want your Mom on her knees? You want to see her ass in the air?"
"Please?" He asked, "Please let me fuck you like that?"
"I told you honey, your Mom is here for you, anything you want."
And it's not like I didn't want it either I thought as I eagerly rolled over onto my stomach. Putting my head on the pillow, I drew my legs up under my stomach and pushed my ass up in the air so my son could take me the way he wanted to.
"Oh. Mom damn do you look good."
I gasped as I felt his fingers caress my pussy, then yelped in surprise when I felt his tongue plunge into me. He swirled it around and I cried out.
"Just fuck me Tommy! Come take Your mother's pussy, its your pussy honey!"
That must have been exactly what he wanted to hear. Grabbing my hips hard, Tommy drove his cock into me so hard, if he weren't holding me I would have gone forward on the bed. I cried out as squeezing my hips he proceeded to fuck the shit out of me. I closed my eyes and squealed into the pillow as my son pumped his big dick inside of me. Tommy reached out and grabbing a hand full of my hair gave it a tug. Lifting my head, I looked over my shoulder at him
"I want to hear you," he whispered.
"You want to hear me scream honey?" I asked in between gasps as he continued to slam into me.
"Oh, yeah." He whispered in between his labored breaths.
"Then make me." I told him.
Tommy slid his cock almost all the way out of me and then thrust into me with everything he had. Lifting my head I gave him what he wanted, screaming into the air as he tore into me.
"Oh my fucking God!" I yelled as he started fucking me faster and harder than I had ever gotten it before.
He was fucking me so hard our skin was making loud slapping noises and I could feel his balls slamming into my pussy. I was howling continuously and I wondered if the neighbors were thinking I'd found someone to give it to me good. One thing was for sure they would never guess in a million years that the guy giving it to me good and hard was my own son. Behind me Tommy was gasping and moaning and he was somehow finding a way to fuck me even harder.
I was beyond screaming now and was letting out one high pitched whimper as he assaulted his mother's pussy. I could feel his hands trembling on my thighs and his moans were starting to sound desperate.
'Oh yeah honey!" I called out to him. "Go ahead, you cum for me! Cum for your mother!"
Tommy whimpered behind me and he squeezed my hips harder.
"Mom." He gasped.
"Oh, what is it baby?" I panted out as his cock pumped in and out of me.
"I...I want to cum ... on you tits."
"Anywhere you want baby!"
I'd no sooner said it, then he pulled his cock from me. Instantly rolling over, I cupped my small tits and presented them to him. Tommy leaned over me and pumping his cock, cried out as a long thick spurt of cum exploded from his cock and splattered against my right tit. Tommy cried out again and I moaned as spurt after spurt of hot cum hit my tits and sripped down to my stomach. Tommy leaned further over, gasping and sweating as he stroked his cock and painted his mother's tits with his cum.
"Oh yeah baby!" I moaned, "Oh look at how bad you wanted me!"
Tommy pumped his cock one more time, succeeding in getting a couple of more drops to land on my tits, then with a groan practically fell onto the bed next to me. We both lied there on our backs panting. I looked up at the ceiling and it dawned on me that I was lying here on my son's bed, naked and covered in his cum. The thought hit me that I had just fucked my own son. I let the thought roll through my mind and waited for it to really hit me how wrong it was. It didn't happen. Instead as I turned to look at Tommy who was lying there with his eyes closed and a satisfied smile on his face, all I felt was peaceful.
I hadn't felt this good since Bill and....I stopped and felt my heart race as I realized that I hadn't thought of Bill once during sex. Not that I should have considering who I had just slept with, but lately I hadn't been able to so much as masturbate without thinking of him. I had done this to help Tommy, but now that it was over, it occurred to me that it had helped me even more. It also occurred to me as I smiled at Tommy that this wouldn't be a onetime thing. Why should it be? The two of us had felt amazing together and were just what the other needed.



Rolling over, I kissed Tommy lightly on the lips. He opened his eyes and smiled up at me.
"Thank you Mom."
"Yeah," I nodded. "Just you. I suffered nobly."
He laughed and the sound made me smile.
"No really honey," I gently caressed his cheek. "Thank you, I needed that as much as you, maybe more."
Tommy nodded and sitting up he grabbed my robe and as I layed there smiling began wiping his cum from my tits.
'Oh, aren't we gentlemen." I whispered.
"My Mom told me to always be a gentleman."
"Wise woman." I laughed.
Tommy tossed the robe aside and as he did I put my arms over my head and stretched. Tommy looked at me and whispered, "You really are sexy Mom and beautiful."
"As are you my baby." I told him, then opening my arms said "Come here"
Tommy smiled and lying next to me folded into my arms. He started to lower his head to my shoulder, but I leaned forward and gave him a long deep kiss. He moaned and wrapped his arms tightly around me. We laid there quietly wrapped in each other's arms and me gently running my fingers though his hair. I could feel him relax into me and heard his breathing begin to slow down.
"Tired Honey?"
"Very, I haven't been sleeping much."
"Me either," I said in his ear, "How about a nice nap?"
"Okay." He began to pull away.
"Where you going honey?"
Tommy lifted his head to look at me.
"Well, I figured you... you know let me be with you and now you'd leave."
"You want me to?" I asked.
"Oh, no." he said
"Good." I said and reaching down, grabbed the edge of the sheet and pulling it up to our chests. "Because you feel so good honey, I just want to stay right here with you."
Tommy smiled and leaning in kissed me. We both sighed as we pressed close against each other. I could feel my nipples pressing into his chest and was aware of his cock resting against my thigh.
"Besides honey," I whispered in his ear. "How can we play again if I went in the other room?"
"Again?" Tommy asked. "I...I thought that... I mean I figured it would be once so you could help, you were saying it was...."
"Tommy," I cut him off. "Slide down a little."
He did as I asked until his head was nestled between my tits. As I started to run my nails lightly down his back, I spoke softly,
"Honey, technically I don't think we could have done anything that was more wrong, but." I swallowed as I could feel a surge of emotion well up inside of me. "I...I can't remember anything feeling so right. I loved how you looked at me and even though it was kind of dirty, I loved how much you wanted me and...." I fought back the lump in my throat. "Lying here naked and holding you? Honey I love you so much."
"I love you to Mom." He whispered and I could feel his tears on my chest.
"Then that's what we'll do baby. We'll love each other. We can't tell anyone, but no one will ever think of it. We'll be together and take care of each other in every way. How's that sound?"
"Perfect." He whispered. "Mom?"
"What baby?"
"Thank you for letting me, show you how much I love you."
Hey," I laughed softly, "That's what Mom's are for right?"
He laughed as well.
"Only good ones though remember?"
"Well then I think I'm a hell of a Mom then."
He laughed again and running my fingers up through his hair I whispered, "Go to sleep baby."
"Love you Mom."
"Love you too."
Tommy sighed into my chest and I could feel him relax even more. Within moments I knew he was asleep. I closed my eyes and smiled. As my mind began to drift off into sleep I remembered the rest of that journal entry, about the other way he wanted me. I sighed and fell asleep to the thought of waking up to my son making love to me.
The End
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It was with a grateful sigh that I pulled into the driveway. Today had been a long one, longer than usual. The new receptionist had accidently double booked me all afternoon. There was a bug going around and many of the kids there to see me were sick. Rather than reschedule, I stayed an extra two hours to see any of them that were willing to wait. Shutting the car off, I frowned when I saw Jack wasn't home yet. Like me, he had promised to get out at the unheard of hour of five o'clock so we could unwind and enjoy a quiet night before our big day tomorrow.
Getting out of my BMW and approaching the beautiful Colonial we had bought ten years ago, I figured maybe it wasn't a bad thing Jack hadn't beat me home. This way he couldn't bitch me out for working late. The two of us constantly told the other they worked too hard, but was more than guilty of the same. Then again we had gotten exactly what we wished for when we had first met. I had my own practice and Jack, along with two other lawyers, had started their own firm five years ago. Neither of our jobs was conducive to short hours and we knew that, but it was times like this weekend I felt the effects of our busy lives.
Our busy boring lives, I added as I looked over to see our next door neighbor Charlotte sitting on her deck in her bathing suit. Damn she was hot. Years ago Jack and I would have tried to feel her out to get a chance to feel her up. These days however, with our careers and social status we couldn't take the chance so best we could do was talk about her. Whisper the dirty things we would do to her while we fucked the shit out of each other.
I paused at the door and watched Charlotte stand up from her chair and stretch. She raised her arms over her head, pushing her huge tits out. They looked like they were ready to fall out of her skimpy top and I had the brief thought of standing behind her and untying it. Letting it fall away so Jack, who would be in front of her, could... I hurriedly shoved my key in the door and let myself in. It had been a long time since I had been with a woman and normally didn't think about it that much. Lately though, my mind had been going down that path quite often. Probably because tomorrow was national nude day, a day that brought back many fond and adventurous memories.
Walking through the parlor, I noticed two overnight bags on the floor and saw Katie's purse on the table. I hadn't expected her home; she had said she was going to leave for her girlfriends by three. Then again, I had only asked her to do that so Jack and I would have the house to ourselves. I figured maybe we would be as daring as we could these days and have sex somewhere other than the bedroom. Seeing we had both worked late anyway, it didn't really matter.
Dropping my purse on the table, I could see her bedroom door open and heard music coming from the room. I kicked my sandals off and as I walked down the hallway towards Katie's bedroom enjoyed the feeling of the cool hard wood floor beneath my feet. I smiled at the thought that for the next two days I would be enjoying the cool air on every inch of my body as I paraded around the house naked. I reached Katie's room and saw she had her back to me, looking at some clothes spread out on her bed. The music was loud and I went to knock so she would know I was there, but stopped when she bent over the bed.
I hadn't noticed she wasn't dressed and as she leaned over was confronted with the sight of her adorable little heart shaped ass, encased in a pair of black lace boy shorts. My eyes made their way across her firm little cheeks and lingered between her legs. The shorts were riding up so far if she bent any further they would be showing more than her ass. Katie stood up holding a t-shirt and began to fold it. She began swaying to the music and my heart quickened while watching her shake her ass.
My eyes wandered down her long legs. Katie was on the track team at PC and it showed in how well toned they were. Those legs were also well tanned from lying out near the pool every day while we were at work. I worked my gaze back up to her ass and when she bent over again, yearned to drop to my knees behind her. I licked my lips at the thought of pulling the shorts to the side and running my tongue through what I was betting would be a set of perfectly smooth pink lips.
I started to breathe heavier as she stood up once more and I let my mind continue to run. While I was on my knees behind her, Katie's blond head would be buried in Jack's lap, moaning around his cock while I worked her clit. I shook my head, trying to clear it. Wow, I was in over drive tonight! Jack better get his ass home soon. Katie stood and I got ready to knock when she stripped her shirt off.
My hand froze inches from the door when I saw she wasn't wearing a bra. I took in the smooth flawless tan skin of her back and yearned to place a soft kiss between her shoulders. Katie tossed her head and her long blond hair cascaded across that perfect skin. I swallowed hard and could feel a warm sensation building between my legs. Katie turned sideways and I caught a quick glimpse of her small, perky little tit. Compared to her tan skin they looked milky white and I was just able to get a look at a tiny pink nipple, before she saw me.
Katie released a startled yelp and instantly crossed her arms over her tits.
"I'm sorry Katie!" I exclaimed, well sorry she saw me anyway.
"It's...its okay." She gasped, "You just scared me. I didn't hear the door."
While she spoke, I dropped my eyes, as if I were looking away from her top, but instead stared at her soft flat stomach and the front of those beautiful thighs. The front of the shorts was lace and I had to tear my gaze away before I stared directly between her legs to get a peek. I regretfully turned my back to her so she could put her shirt back on and lied, "I just came in and was going to knock when you turned around. I didn't realize you were changing."
"My bad," she said behind me. "I should have closed the door, besides; I wasn't supposed to be here." There was a pause, "You can turn around now Jen."
I turned to see she was wearing a black tank top and a pair of shorts. Reaching up she pulled her hair into a ponytail and I noticed she hadn't put a bra on.
"Why are you still home?" I asked.
"I'm sorry," she put her hands up; "I know I was supposed to be gone, but everything went wrong today. The groceries didn't show up until after four and the guy who cleans the pool couldn't make it until five thirty and something told me you or Jack wouldn't make it home so I stayed. I was just going to shower and head out."
"That's okay Katie," I said with a disgusted wave of my hand, "You were right. I didn't get out until seven and I haven't heard from Jack. He's probably stuck at work and doesn't want to call me because he thinks I'm waiting for him."
"You guys work way too much." She said, shaking her head. "I'm glad you're doing something special this weekend. You deserve it."
"Thank you," I gave her a tired smile, "I feel the same way."
Katie nodded and smiled back, but it seemed forced. Looking more closely at her, I saw that her normally bright baby blue eyes were tinged with red and she was rocking back and forth nervously.
"You okay hon?" I asked, stepping into the room, "You look like something's wrong?"
"Oh, I...." she looked away and shrugged, "I just have something's on my mind I guess."
"You still upset about Sarah?"
As soon as I asked the question, Katie turned to look over at her nightstand. She still had the picture of Sarah, a cute little brunette, who she had been dating for over a year on there. My eyes followed hers and as I had several times over the last year imagined the two of them lying naked, wrapped up in a sixty nine. The fact that Katie was a lesbian had fueled several of the dirty little stories Jack and I would tell each other at night while we played. Last week Katie had come home in tears. Concerned, I had followed her into her room and after gently prodding her had found out Sarah had broken up with her.
"Sort of, I guess." Katie's voice snapped me back to the present.
She looked as if she were going to continue and started rocking again. Katie had been working as our maid for three years, and had lived with us for the last year and a half. At this point Jack and I considered her the daughter we'd never had and I knew her well enough to know there was more. At that thought, as I had many times, I felt bad I fantasized about her sometimes, but she was so damn hot!
"So what else?" I prodded.
"It's nothing Jen, really."
She put her head down which told me it was anything, but nothing. Walking up to her I put my hand on her shoulder.
"Katie, you're families out on the west coast and we've both told you that if there's anything wrong you can come to us."
Katie looked up at me with those big blue eyes and her lip came out in a pout. I was torn between the urge to give her a supportive hug and the vision of seeing that pout as she looked up at me from between my thighs.
"When my transmission broke last month it cost me over a thousand dollars," she began. "I told you my sister is getting married in two weeks?"
"Yes," I nodded. "We told you to go on and stay out there as long as you wanted too."
"I... the money I used to pay my car was all I had. I don't have money for the airfare, my wedding dress and I was supposed to help with the shower." She shrugged. "Between the dress and the ticket it's almost a thousand dollars, and I only have a couple of weeks."
"You can borrow it from us." I said with no hesitation.
Katie shook her head.
"You guys have been way too good to me Jen. You let me stay here when I had problems at my dorm. I live in a great place for free, get to use the pool, and you pay me every week on top of it, I can't keep taking from you guys."
"That's sweet Katie," I said, "But really, we can help just give us a little back at a time."
"I...I really don't want to Jen." She said. "I'd rather find some way to earn it," I started to speak, but she continued, "And taking your money isn't earning it."
I sighed.
"Okay hon, if that's how you feel, but if you can't come up with it, you come see me and we'll take care of it, you can't miss your sister's wedding."
"Okay." Katie nodded. "Well I'm going to shower and head on over to Jamie's, you guys enjoy your privacy."
I thanked her and left her room feeling bad. Katie worked for us and went to school full time, she was honest, responsible and a good student. Jack and I had no problems helping her, but if she wanted to be stubborn there was nothing we could do. I went into my bedroom and quickly stripping out of my clothes, entered the master bath that was off of our room and turned the shower on. While waiting for the water to heat up, I turned and looked at myself in the full length mirror behind the door.
I had to say I was holding up pretty well for forty one. My long sandy brown hair was still holding out against the greys and although my hips had widened a little, I still had a pretty good figure. My tits might be a little lower than they were a couple of years ago, but considering their size gravity had been kind to me. As the room started to fill with steam, I cupped my heavy tits and lifting them, presented them to my reflection. I started to rub my thumbs across my hard rose colored nipples and sighed as I imagined a woman's soft lips on one while Jack sucked the other.
With a shudder, I turned and after adjusting the water stepped into the shower. I stood under the hot water for a couple of minutes, wetting my hair and soothing my back and shoulders. I stepped from under the hot water and picking up the French vanilla body wash Jack loved, began to lather up. As soon as my hand slid across my smooth pussy, I leaned against the wall of the shower and closed my eyes. Putting one foot up on the edge of the tub I started rubbing my clit in slow circles.
I released a soft moan as my hand found my nipple and my mind again found Katie. I imagined her between Jack and I in the shower, pouting and trembling nervously as our hands, and tongues wandered over her supple young body. Back in the day Jack and I had played with women pretty much our own age, but as we'd gotten older had begun to think about enjoying a young less experienced girl. Laying her back and making her cum harder than she ever had, watching her nervously go down on us while the other watched, sharing her tits and....
I gasped and began pumping my hips as my thighs trembled in anticipation. My fingers danced across my clit as my mind conjured the image of me on my knees next to Katie, passing Jack's cock back and forth, watching her tentatively suck on it. I would make sure that when he came it would be in her mouth. I through my head back and released a long shuddering moan that turned into a loud squeal as my pussy convulsed and I came hard, thrusting my hips into my fingers. I sighed and slumped against the wall panting.
I really should have waited for Jack. We'd planned on doing pretty much nothing but fucking from tonight until Monday morning, but with the way my mind was running, I had to take the edge off. Stepping back under the water I rinsed off and after getting out and drying off, slipped on Jack's favorite short red satin robe. The robe barely went past the cheeks of my ass and showed my long legs off quite well. I'd wear it for a little while once Jack finally got his ass home. Then when he slipped it off me I would be naked for the next two days.
Going back into the bedroom, I sat down at my dressing table and started to dry my hair. I glanced down at my phone and saw I had received a text from Jack.
Sorry Jen, the clients flight was delayed, be home as soon as I can. I've been thinking about tomorrow all day!
I sent him back a quick text; telling him it was okay and I would wait up for him. Finishing my hair, I put the dryer down and looked at a picture of Jack and me on a beach in Cancun. The picture had been taken eight years ago and was my favorite of the two of us. Even though we were in our early thirties we looked young and care free. We were both working a lot, but for others and not ourselves and still always made time for fun, especially our special fun.
When Jack and I had met in college we'd both been a little wild. I was pretty much a party girl and at one point was with just as many girls as guys. Jack was a good looking guy and hell bent on making his way through the sorority's one or occasionally two girls at a time. We met at a party on a Friday night and ended up back at his place. I didn't leave until that Tuesday and was right back there on Friday. Within a month I had moved in and the two of us were fucking like a sporting event. We both realized early on there was a lot more than sex between us and we promised to settle down and just make each other our recreation.
One morning that summer Jack mentioned to me it was National Nude Day. I'd never heard of it and after some joking around we decided to go to a nude beach. We stayed there all day, enjoying looking and being looked at. Well in some cases, as we learned that not everyone who was walking naked should have been, but in general it was a hot time. At one point we went back to the car and fucked in the back seat. We were pretty sure people could see us, and that turned us on even more.
We stayed all day and at night went to a bar down the road from there. While sitting there an attractive young brunette started flirting with both of us. Jack asked me if I missed women and I said yes. Taking me aside, he asked if I wanted to invite her back to our place. I mentioned we had promised we would stay faithful and with a grin he said it wasn't cheating if we did it together. With a smirk I asked if that meant I could invite another guy home some time. He had frowned and said it wasn't the same because he wouldn't enjoy a guy, but we would both enjoy a woman. I rolled my eyes, but a minute later he sighed and said we could if I wanted to.
I laughed and said I had no desire to have another guy. He was more than enough; I had just wanted to see if he would. We ended up bringing her back and had one of the most amazing weekends of our lives. After that we began to pick up a woman every once in a while. Even after we were married, at few times a year we would reward ourselves with a special weekend with some hot girl we found. We always made sure one of those occasions was on nude day to celebrate our first experience. We would go to a beach or to a camp ground and find someone.
Unfortunately as time passed and we moved up in our careers things began to change. We had good jobs and in order to network, had begun serving on social committees. It occurred to us we just couldn't do things like that anymore without worrying about it being found out. We were both disappointed and Jack had suggested escorts. We did that a couple of times and it was fun until one day I was in a mall and walked right by one of the girls we had hired. She looked at me and I know she recognized me. She didn't say anything, maybe she was embarrassed as well, but it scared me. I was a pediatrician and certainly couldn't have that come out about me.
Our next idea was to only do it when we traveled. The week we went to Cancun, we picked up a dark skinned Mexican beauty at a club. Upon getting back to our hotel she asked for money. We hadn't realized she was a prostitute, but said the hell with it and paid her. We more than got our money's worth and had an incredible time. The next morning however, we began to worry. We had been drinking and Jack rode her bareback. It was obvious she had done things like this before and we started to hope we hadn't caught anything. In the past we had never concerned ourselves with things like this, but sadly life isn't a porn movie and reality sets in.
After that, although we didn't come out and talk about it, we just stopped doing it. Our careers blew up and we began to work longer and longer hours. Jack and I had a tremendous sex life, hell no matter how tired we were we fucked just about every night, but we both knew we were lacking that extra little thrill. Every year on nude day we always cleared the weekend and would spend the entire weekend naked. We only stayed around the house or went out to the pool when the neighbors weren't home, but it was something.
Jack and I had also taken to what we referred to as 'story time'. Some nights while we fooled around we would discuss a woman we had seen and pretend she was with us. Jack would fuck me and tell me how the woman would be sitting on my face or licking my clit while his cock slid in and out of me. I would then tell him how she would slide his cock from me and suck on him before putting it back inside. I would describe double blowjobs and he would fuck me doggy and tell me my face was between her legs. It provided for some fun and strong orgasms, but there were times we yearned for the good old days.
It was a shame because we would both enjoy it so much and with all the stress of work we could use an extra thrill. The two of us were attractive and would have no problem finding someone. The problem was who could we find we could trust to never say a word? Or that we knew was safe? I sighed as I looked at Jack in the picture. Like me, he may have aged somewhat from our prime, but his black hair was still thick with only a few grays and his green eyes as bright as ever. He worked out five times a week and fucked me like he was still in his twenties. It was such a waste we had become so boring.



Tomorrow was nude day and as we had done last year, we asked Katie to go stay with a friend and the plan was to go to bed naked and stay that way until Monday morning. Meanwhile doing nothing but each other and maybe for a thrill tell a few dirty stories. I rolled my eyes at that last thought, add pathetic to boring. Not sure why it was bothering me so much this year, but all week I had been fantasizing about every attractive woman I saw. Seeing Katie all but naked tonight had really gotten to me.
It was tough with her. Jack and I both cared for her and looked out for her, but there was no denying we found her sexy and had based a few of our stories on her. She was obviously into women which fed our fire. Jack would also bring up that when we first met Katie she had a boyfriend. We often wondered if she had switched over for good, or was it just a matter of who held her interest. The thought she was bi-sexual was a hot one indeed.
I jumped at the sound of a click and turned to see the bedroom door opening. I rolled my eyes when I saw it stop after a few inches. There was something wrong with the doorknob and it hadn't been closing all the way. Jack had been saying for weeks he was going to fix it, but obviously hadn't. I got up and walking over, made to close it when I saw Katie stepping out of the small bathroom down the other end of the hallway. She was wearing a pair of baggy shorts and a tank top. Her long blond hair was wet and even though she wasn't exactly wearing anything sexy, I continued to stare, admiring those long toned legs and perky little tits poking against the material of her shirt.
Katie turned and walked towards me, heading for her room. She looked up, and seeing me gave a little wave.
"I'll be leaving if a few minutes promise!" She said.
"Take your time; Jack will be another couple of hours." I told her.
Katie nodded and started to open the door to her room. Looking back at me she said softly, "Hey Jen?"
"What is it Katie?"
"Thank you for offering me the money, I appreciate it."
"We appreciate you." I told her and would love to show it, I finished to myself.
"I know you do, but like I said, I'd rather work for it."
"Good for you." I nodded. "But you let me know if things change."
Katie shrugged and went into her room. I started to turn back into mine when I stopped. Katie needed money, but wanted to do something for it. Jack and I had plenty of money, but what we wanted money couldn't buy. Well technically it could, but who knew where else those girls had been. Katie hadn't been too many places from what we could tell and... What the hell was I thinking? I was getting sex drunk without the sex. I could never ask Katie if she would want to join us.
Then again it would be a fair trade. She'd get her money and we would make sure she not only earned it, but enjoyed doing it. I stood with my hand on the door knob, talking myself into it. We knew we could trust her, hell she lived here and could have stolen from us numerous times. Katie was always thanking us for letting her move in and saying how much she owed us. I would tell her how much it would mean to us. After all, she wasn't seeing anyone and we could never tell. She would get her money and Jack and I could celebrate nude day the right way this year.
Jack. That would be the only problem. Not that he would hesitate if Katie were game, but I wasn't going to give him the chance, this would be a surprise, my special gift to him. No, Jack would only be a problem if Katie no longer wanted to be with a man. Well there was only one way to find out. Before I lost my nerve, I walked down the hall and stood outside her door. I took a deep breath and knocked quickly so I had no choice but to stay there. Katie called out to hold on, and then opened the door wearing a black robe as short as mine that sent a shiver through me.
"Katie, can I talk to you for a minute?"
"Of course," She stood aside and I walked past her into her room.
I made my way over to her bed and was hoping she would notice how short the robe was. I kept my back to her for an extra few seconds. Instead of turning around, I turned my head to the side so I could look in the mirror over Katie's bureau. My heart skipped a beat when I saw she was looking down at my legs. I paused as long as I could without it looking weird and turned around to face her. To my delight, Katie was still looking down and putting her on the spot I asked, "Do I have something on my legs?" I made a show of looking down while placing my hands with my long red nails on my thighs.
"Not much at all," Katie laughed. "Is that robe part of your weekend?"
I gave her a huge smile.
"Yes it is!" I was beside myself at the opening she'd given me. "Do you think I still have the legs for it?"
"Definitely." She nodded. "You look great in your bikini."
"Katie, have you been checking me out?"
Katie blushed and I could feel my excitement building.
"Well I...." she struggled to come up with something and looking away said, "Kind of."
"That's good!" I exclaimed. "Because I wanted to ask you something, you know like girl talk."
"Ummm okay."
"Katie, do you think I'm attractive?"
"Why are you asking?" she frowned. "This is kind of...."
"Katie," I began quietly, "I'm not a kid anymore and Jack works around a lot of pretty young girls, and I was just wondering if I still have it."
"I... well....why ask me?"
"Because you like women." I shrugged. "You check them out the way a guy does, so I figured I would ask." I sighed. "If I'm putting you on the spot and you're afraid to tell me the truth I understand."
"No, it's just that I guess I never thought of it that way."
"But you just said you've checked me out." I reminded her, working hard to keep the smile off my face.
"I...." Katie sighed in defeat. "I think you're pretty hot Jen." She looked away again. "Sorry."
"Don't be!" I laughed, "That's just what I needed to hear!" Now it was my turn to sigh, "Guess at my age I just need some reassurance."
"Sarah thought you were sexy too." Katie laughed. "So be assured."
"You two were cute together." I said and prepared to ask the thousand dollar question. "Katie can I ask you something kind of personal?"
"Sure." She said. "Can't be more embarrassing than getting me to say I checked you out."
I hesitated then just blurted it out.
"Katie, are you into men at all?"
"Excuse me?" she asked, her blue eyes widening.
"You had a boyfriend when we first met you." I said hurriedly, trying to get it out. "But then you were with Sarah and I was wondering if you quit on guys or...."
"Jen, what's going on? Why are you asking me weird questions?"
"If you answer that one I'll tell you." I said, mentally crossing my fingers.
Katie stared at me, and then nodded.
"Okay, I'll bite. I haven't been with a guy in two years. I really like girls better, but," she shrugged, "Maybe if it was the right guy."
Again I fought to keep the smile off my face. My heart was pounding and my stomach felt tight. I was nervous and excited at the same time, just like before when I would approach women about the two of us.
"So why are you asking?" Katie spoke. "Are you trying to fix me up?"
"Sort of." I put my hands on her shoulders. "Katie, remember when you said you wished you could find a way to make that money?"
"Yeah why?" she asked.
"Well honey, I have a way you can do that and help me and Jack at the same time."
"How?" she asked.
Moving to the side, I sat on her bed and patted it.
"Katie, why don't you sit down?"
*****
I opened my eyes and stretching, released a contented sigh. I could still taste Jack's cum in my mouth and between my closed thighs I could feel the dampness of my pussy. I turned my head to look at the clock and saw it was almost ten am. I couldn't remember the last time I'd slept this late. I turned the other way and saw I was alone. Jack had decided to let me sleep and was probably sitting in the parlor waiting for me. I smiled, picturing him in his favorite recliner, the one he loved to sit in while I blew him when we played around the house. His sitting in that chair would be my invitation to give him his little treat. Little did he know he would be getting a whole lot more than that this morning!
I kicked the sheet off and stretching again looked down the length of my body. I'd dreamt of Katie's pretty little face between my thighs last night and could already feel my pussy tingling at the thought of it being a reality. I still wasn't sure what had come over me last night to proposition her. Had she flat out refused and been offended, Jack and I could have lost the best maid we'd had and have to find a new one. I'd decided that risk was worth the potential reward and to prove that Jack and I were not some vanilla middle aged couple.
It took me ten minutes to convince Katie I wasn't trying to put her on. Once she realized I was serious she turned beet red and said she could never. As excited as I was, Katie got me even hotter when she'd said she'd had little experience with guys. I tried to explain how much fun it could be, but she kept shaking her head, saying she would feel like a slut. I assured her no one would know, pointing out that we could certainly never say anything. Katie kept saying it wasn't just about the sex. She cared about us and would feel weird doing something like that.
Rather than deter me, that last statement had given me a better angle of attack. I explained how much Jack and I missed playing and how happy she would make us. I pushed further saying I thought of her because we were close and it would make it that much more fun. I could see her starting to waver and pressed how badly we needed this. I brought up the money and how that could be how she earned it.
That almost backfired on me. Katie became upset and said she would feel like a whore. I reminded her of how we would have helped her anyway. While she sat there staring at the floor, I told her to just think of it as we were helping her and she was helping us celebrate a special day. I mentioned Jack had no idea I was asking and he was so good to me I really wanted to give him a fun surprise. When Katie still didn't say anything, I put my hand on her knee and when she looked at me, whispered, "Please Katie? It would mean so much to us, you're so beautiful."
I felt my stomach sink when she shook her head, but a moment later my pussy began to heat up. Looking at me with those big blue eyes, Katie asked softly, "You guys aren't going to be mean to me are you?"
Sliding my hand up her leg to rest on her thigh, I exclaimed "Of course not!" then leaning over, I whispered seductively in her ear, "Oh, honey we are going to be sooo good to you!"
Throwing all caution to the wind, I placed a soft kiss on her neck and leaned back. Katie was blushing furiously, but smiling at the same time. The smile was a shy one and I could feel myself starting to drip. Acting as if she had agreed, I instructed her to go out for awhile so she wouldn't be there when Jack got home, then come back and put her car in the garage in case he looked outside. I told her I would knock on her door in the morning and to come look for us a few minutes after that.
When Jack finally got home it was after ten and he was totally exhausted. Knowing we would be getting more than our share over the weekend, I led him to the bedroom and after stripping him, simply got on my hands and knees and let him fuck the shit out of me. The entire time, all I could picture was my face between Katie's smooth tan thighs. I got up in the middle of the night, slipped out into the breezeway and peeking in the garage saw that Katie had come back home. She was really going to do it!
I went back to bed and pulling the covers down, immediately started sucking Jack's cock. He was hard in seconds and tried to pull me up by my shoulders to ride him. Instead, I gave him a wink and reversing myself on the bed, slid my legs under his arms and lowered my pussy to his eager tongue. I went back to sucking his sizable cock, but rather than devour it, took my time. I licked and teased and enjoyed every inch of his hard flesh, while he did the same, slowly running his tongue through the wet folds of my pussy and dancing across my clit.
We continued to enjoy for awhile, and again he tried to push me down, but removing his cock from my mouth, I looked over my shoulder and said, "Easy baby, you'll be fucking this pussy all day, let's just take the edge off."
Jack laughed and returned to sucking on my swollen button. I moaned and started sucking his cock again. Taking the edge off was exactly what I wanted to do. I wanted Jack to be able to hold off for a good long time while Katie and I took turns passing his cock back and forth. Although she seemed inexperienced, her sweet reaction to my little kiss told me Katie would warm up quickly and would more than deliver. In order to set the mood, I stopped sucking and as Jack slowed up to tease my pussy again, began 'story time."
"Oh, yes," I whispered, "Jack, you know who I'm thinking about?"
"Who's that?" he asked, pulling back from my pussy.
"Katie." I said softly, "Me and Katie in a sixty nine, how hot would that be?"
"Damn hot." He kissed my clit. "Tell me."
"Hmmm," I purred, "I'd be on top and my tongue would be in that tight little pink pussy and she would be squealing into mine while I sucked that precious little clit."
I had to stop as Jack slid a finger inside of me and started sucking my clit harder.
"She would be whimpering," I continued, "Then you'd slide up between her legs and shove your cock in my mouth before sliding it into that tight young pussy!"
Jack's cock had jumped in my hand and deciding I'd had enough teasing, took his cock deep into my mouth and started sucking hard and fast. He followed suit, plunging his finger inside of me while sucking hard on my clit. I came first, squealing around his cock as my hips thrashed in his face. A moment later, my squeal turned into a gurgle when his cock exploded in my mouth. I moaned and sucked harder, taking every drop down my eager throat while my pussy convulsed in his face.
I sat up and bracing my hands on Jack's chest, rocked my hips, briefly riding his face, before getting off of him. Sliding down next to him, I smiled at the sleepy satisfied look on his face. I kissed him, and then sighed as I playfully licked my juices from his face. Jack gave me a kiss, and then hugging me close whispered, "I love you Jen."
"I love you to baby." I replied as I slid down and rested my head on his chest. "Now go back to sleep, you got your work cut out for you later."
"Oh, I do, do I?"
"Oh, honey, you don't know the half of it," I giggled. "Your nasty little wife has a fun surprise for you."
"Well I know it can't be lingerie!" he said with a laugh.
We'd immediately fallen back to sleep and here it was five hours later and I was well rested and ready to go. I got out of bed and caught myself reaching for my robe. Nope, there would be none of that, for the next forty eight hours I would be au natural! I went into the bathroom and took a quick shower. I began to get worked up when I washed between my legs, but abstained from playing. I would be getting plenty of attention soon enough. I dried off, but knowing Jack liked it, left my long hair wet.
Feeling like a kid on Christmas morning, I left the bedroom and walked down the hallway towards the living room. Although we'd done it many times, there was still a sense of naughty excitement in being naked around the house. It never failed to bring back those days when we were young and wanton. Today we would do more than recall those days, we would re-live them. I stopped next to Katie's door and hoping Jack didn't hear, knocked twice. I continued into the living room and as I knew he would be, Jack was sitting in the black recliner.
He was watching the news and hadn't notice me come in. Before I approached, I took a moment to admire his naked body. Jack's shoulders were broad and his arms and chest showed the results of his workouts. His stomach was no longer the six pack it had been a few years ago, but was still flat and so far his body had resisted love handles. My eyes roamed south of his stomach and I licked my lips at the sight of his cock lying between his legs. He was semi-hard and I wondered if he'd kept working himself up all morning waiting for me to come to him.
"Good morning baby." I said softly.
Jack looked away from the TV and gave me that boyish smile he'd still managed to hold onto despite his stressful job.
"It is a good morning!" He exclaimed hitting the remote to shut the TV off, "Damn you're tits look good!"
"Oh, you're a smooth talker aren't you councilor?" I asked, walking slowly towards him, "But you know what they say about flattery!"
I stopped in front of the chair and cupping them, lifted my large tits.
"These tits?"
"Those tits." He reached for them.
I stepped back and looking down smiled at the sight of his cock now standing at full attention. Turning around, I pointed my ass at him.
"What about this, you like this too?"
"Love it." He said giving my ass a playful slap for emphasis.
Turning back, I put one foot up on the arm of the chair, reached down and spread my pussy open.
"Now that's my favorite."
I sighed softly as his hand slipped between my legs and caressed me. I enjoyed his touch for a moment before dropping my leg and leaning over the chair shoved my tits in his face.
"They're jealous." I laughed.
The laugh turned to a soft moan as Jack eagerly sucked my right nipple into his mouth while rolling the other between his fingers. I began running my fingers through his hair and dropping my other hand to his lap gave his hard cock a squeeze.
"And were you looking for something, sitting here in your favorite chair?" I asked while playfully shoving his head hard into my tit.
"Hmm-mmm" he moaned around my nipple.
"Maybe this?" I asked as I removed my nipple from his mouth and slowly sank to my knees between his legs.
Grabbing his cock, I gave it another squeeze and licked my lips at the sight of his precum oozing from it. Leaning over, I quickly rubbed his dripping head over my tits. Releasing his cock, I grabbed my now slick tits and wrapping them around his cock, started rocking up and down.
"That looks good." He said softly as he reached down and stared teasing my nipples with his fingers.
"Not what you really want though is it?" I bent my head and sticking my tongue out, flicked it across the head of his cock.
"You know what I want." He said.
"I think you should tell me." I winked, flicking my tongue out again.
"Jen, I want you to suck my cock and then ride the shit out of me."
"Well, when you put it that way!" I laughed.
The next time his cock slid between my tits, I took the head into my mouth and sucked hard. Jack moaned and I joined him. The taste and sensation of his sticky fluid in my mouth sent a wave of heat through my pussy and letting my tits fall away from his cock, I started bobbing my head slowly. I took him a little deeper each time my mouth descended on him and slipping my hand between his legs started massaging his balls.
Jacks fingers were busy on my nipples, but as good as it all felt I started wondering about Katie. Had she not heard me, had she gotten cold feet? If that were the case it was a good thing I hadn't mentioned anything to Jack. I opened wide and took Jack's entire length into my mouth. He groaned in pleasure as I pushed my tongue out and licked his balls, while shaking my head back and forth. Jack's hand left my tit and moved to the back of my head. He ran it through my hair and as I started moving again, gently pushed and pulled, guiding my mouth up and down his cock.



"Oh, damn Jen," he whispered, "That feels so fucking good, I...."
He paused, and then pulling hard enough on my hair to make me yelp, gasped, "Holy shit!"
He had forced his cock out of my mouth and still on my knees, I turned to look over my shoulder and felt a surge of wetness flow through my pussy. Katie was standing there no more than five feet away, watching us. In the brief awkward silence that followed, I took in every bit of her. Katie was barefoot wearing just the short black robe she had on last night. Her long blonde hair was down and best of all her blue eyes were wide as she stared at us naked before her. Another thrill went through me as I realized she had been watching me blow Jack.
Katie looked nervous, but at the same time I saw her eyes lock onto my tits and there was no doubt in my mind she liked what she saw.
"Katie!" Jack exclaimed, comically grabbing the newspaper off the end table and shoving it over his cock. "What the hell are you doing here?"
I had to force myself not to laugh at Jack's reaction and making no effort to cover myself stood, and with my back to Jack, smiled at her before saying, "Katie, what did I tell you about today?"
"I...." she looked confused, "Umm, I know I'm not supposed to be here but..."
"Katie would you give us a minute?" Jack asked, and then added to me, "Jen cover up."
"Why?" I asked. "Katie doesn't mind what she sees, do you honey?"
Katie blushed and with that same shy sexy smile she displayed last night said, "Not at all," she shook her head, "Damn Jen."
I slowly walked over to her and putting my hand on her shoulder, repeated my question, "You didn't answer me Katie. I told you there was a rule about today, now what was it?"
"What the hell is...?" Jack started, but stopped when Katie exclaimed,
"Oh, that's right! Its nude day, I'm not supposed to be dressed!" she put her head down and pushed her lips into an adorable pout. "Sorry Jen."
The pout became even more enticing when I saw her lower lip was trembling. Beneath my hand, I could feel how tense she was. The poor thing was so nervous! Odds are she was more worried about Jack than me. Well I would get her good and warmed up and just let Jack watch for a couple of minutes.
"It's okay Katie," I began, "But we are going to have to get that robe off you."
I turned to see Jack staring at the two of us and couldn't help notice the newspaper in his lap had risen appreciably. I think it was beginning to dawn on him exactly what was going on, but still wanted to say it.
"I told you I had a surprise for you, baby." I said as I slid my hand up through Katie's hair and felt a shiver go through her. "Katie is going to help us celebrate our special day."
"You..." Jack rolled his eyes, "Yeah okay, jokes over."
"It's no joke Jack." I said softly and turning Katie's head towards me added, "Let's show him honey."
Before she could respond, I kissed her. Katie started to pull back in surprise, but my hand was on the back of her head, holding her still. I kissed her softly and rolled my eyes at the feeling of her soft lips against mine. It was the first time I kissed a woman in years and oh, how I'd missed it! Katie's lips remained still as mine slid gently across hers, then with a delightful little sigh, she kissed me back. I slipped my arm around her waist and pulled her close to me groaning as my hard nipples pressed into the soft material of her robe.
Katie sent a thrill through me when I felt her hands on the sides of my arms. She was now kissing me back, her lips pressing softly to mine. I regretfully broke the kiss, and turning to Jack who was staring at us with that look of lust I recalled so well said, "See honey no joke, you of all people should know your wife's no tease."
To my delight Katie spoke up.
"Happy Nude Day Jack," she released an adorable little giggle that I know caused Jack's cock to twitch and added, "I hope I'm as good to you guys as you've been to me."
"Oh, I have no doubt." He said and started to stand.
"Stay right there baby." I told him. "You just sit back and watch me unwrap your present."
I wanted Katie to be good and hot for when Jack got involved, and wanted him worked up as well. I kissed Katie again, harder this time. A wave of heat flowed though me as she immediately kissed me back this time. Her hands slid around my back and started sliding up and down as those soft young lips pressed into mine. I dropped my hands to her hips as we kissed and slid them down until I could feel her bare thighs. Parting my lips, I darted my tongue out and Katie sent another thrill through me when she eagerly opened her mouth to accept it.
I moaned at the sensation of our tongues darting across each other and I could feel her hard nipples poking into me through the robe. I grabbed the edge of her robe and lifted it over her hips, giving jack a good look at her perfect little ass. Holding the robe with one hand I started caressing her ass with the other. Katie gave a little yelp into my mouth as I gave her cheek a hard squeeze. Katie's hands came around and after briefly running up and down my shoulders, worked their way between us and grabbed my tits.
I gasped as she squeezed them. I hadn't expected her to be so bold so quickly, but wasn't going to complain. We were kissing deeply at this point, out tongues slowly exploring the others mouth. I opened my eyes and saw that Jack had tossed the newspaper aside and his cock was standing at full attention. His eyes were locked on us and there was a smile on his face that sent a warm feeling through me and not just one of lust, but affection. We so needed this!
My thoughts were drawn back to Katie as her fingers sought my nipples. I leaned back enough so she could get her hands on my tits and I moaned as she began rolling my aching nipples between her finger tips. I grabbed her ass with my other hand and spread her cheeks open, now giving Jack a glimpse at her pussy. I started working my fingers between her cheeks hoping to be able to work a finger inside of her. Katie's lips left mine and ducking her head, she began kissing the soft skin of my neck.
I let my head fall back and moaned as her lips made their way up and down my neck and shoulder, while her fingers stayed busy on my nipples. Katie started kissing down my chest and I couldn't believe how aggressive she was. I had really thought I would be leading her along, but right now it seemed she was taking over. I slipped my hand under the robe and up her smooth back. Again I looked over at Jack whose eyes were focused on Katie's mouth working its way down between my tits. I let myself relax and stood there as she teasingly licked straight down between my large tits.
Her fingers were still toying with my nipples, but as her lips slid to the left she removed them. I closed my eyes and enjoyed a brief moment of anticipation while my nipple was unattended. I didn't have long to wait and released a soft sigh of pleasure when I felt her tongue slide across my swollen nipple. Katie teased around it in a slow circle and I yearned to shove it in her mouth the way I had with Jack, but didn't want to push. My patience was rewarded when I felt my nipple sucked into her warm wet mouth.
Katie began swirling her tongue around then started sucking surprisingly hard.
"Oh, honey," I whispered to her, "Oh, that's nice."
Katie's response was to switch to my other nipple and start playing with the other. My attention was taken away from my nipples as I felt her hand slide down my stomach. She reached the point where her hand was just above my pussy and sucking my nipple even harder then she had before, her finger slid down between my legs and started rubbing my clit. I cried out in both pleasure and surprise at how she was going at me. No longer worried, I grabbed the back of her head and arching my back, shoved my nipple deeper into her mouth. Katie groaned and her fingers started to slide up and down my pussy.
It occurred to me as I spread my legs out to give her better access that Katie had to have thought about this. I'd say that thought made me wet, but I was already dripping and wouldn't be able to tell. Her slender fingers ran through the lips of my pussy and my hips twitched when they lingered on my clit. My hands left her ass and started rubbing up and down her sides. As good as Katie's fingers and tongue felt, it was time to take over and get Jack involved.
Pushing against her shoulders, I eased my nipple from her mouth and as she looked up from my tit, I whispered, "Turn around."
Katie looked longingly at my tits, but smiled and turned around to face Jack. When she did she looked down at his swollen cock and said softly, "Oh damn."
"No worries honey," I whispered in her ear, "He'll go nice and easy."
Moving her blond hair to the side, I gently kissed her neck as my hands slid around her waist. I felt Katie shudder as my hand moved up her stomach and slipped into her robe. I fondled her soft stomach for a moment before moving my hand higher and finding her small perky tit. Katie moaned as my hand covered her tit and my palm slid across her hard nipple. I groaned myself as I caught that hard nipple between my fingers and gave it a light squeeze.
My own nipples were pressing into her back and I started sucking on her neck while I fondled her perfect little tit. Katie leaned her head back against me and sighed as I slid my tongue up and down her neck. I looked over her shoulder at Jack who was sitting straight up. His hands were on the arms of the chair and he was drumming his fingers impatiently, eager to join in. I moved my hand to her other tit and felt Katie begin to breathe heavier as I played with her nipple. As I did, my hand grabbed the tie of her robe and holding it up, I looked at Jack.
"Shall I?"
"Oh, yeah," he said softly.
I pulled the tie of the robe and felt Katie tense up as it slid open. Releasing her tit, I reached up and grabbing the top of it slid it off her shoulders and let it drop to the floor. Putting my arms back around her, I cupped her tits and held them up, presenting them to Jack.
"Like your present baby?" I asked as I made Katie moan by caressing her nipples with my thumbs.
"Perfect." Jack said, "Katie you're absolutely perfect."
"T...thank you." She said nervously.
I continued to fondle her right tit, but dropping my right hand down, immediately reached between her legs and found her pussy. Katie gasped and I moaned as my fingers slipped through her very wet pussy. I found her clit and started rolling it between my fingertips.
"Oh, yes." Katie sighed as she pushed her ass back into me and started rocking her hips
I went back to kissing her neck and as I did winked at Jack. Standing, he slowly walked over to us and I licked my lips at the sight of his cock swaying between his legs. Jack stopped in front of Katie and putting his hands on her shoulders leaned in and kissed her. I could feel Katie tense up and I began stroking her clit faster. I heard her moan and a moment later, I felt her relax. Raising my head from her neck I smiled at the sight of Jack kissing her.
Katie was now kissing him back and as I had told her, he was going easy, his lips barely pressed to hers. Jack's hand left her shoulder and she gasped as he began playing with her other tit. Her hips were rocking faster as I continued rubbing her clit while Jack and I worked her nipples. I saw Jack push his tongue out and watched it enter Katie's mouth. She leaned forward and began to kiss him harder. I touched Jack's shoulder and when he opened his eyes, I leaned my head over Katie's shoulder.
Jack stopped kissing her and turning his head pressed his lips to mine. I could feel my pussy dripping as we shared a long deep kiss while Katie writhed and moaned between us. I removed my hand from between her legs and grabbing her shoulder turned her slightly towards me. As she turned, I kissed her hard, pushing my tongue into her mouth while pushing the fingers I'd had buried in her pussy into Jack's mouth. Jack sucked my fingers while I sucked on her tongue and opening my eyes, I saw Katie watching Jack as his eyes rolled at the taste of her.
I took my fingers from his mouth and kissed him, driving my tongue into his mouth to taste Katie from his tongue. Putting my hand on Katie's head, I turned her face towards us and the three of us began sharing a kiss. Our lips and tongues slid across each other's and we were all breathing heavily, our bodies grinding into each other. Katie leaned her head back and Jack and I both started kissing her neck before ducking our heads. Katie released a soft whimper as we each took one of her nipples into our mouths. She sent a thrill through me as I felt her hand on the back of my head and saw she had put her other arm around Jack.
She arched her back, pressing her beautiful pink nipples into our mouths and then cried out when my hand made its way back between her legs. I rubbed her clit, then reaching up, grabbed Katie's hand and placed it on Jack's cock. Katie gasped as covering her hand with mine I closed her fingers around his thick shaft.
Jack moaned as I started sliding her hand up and down his cock. I stopped moving and smiled as Katie continued to slowly stroke him. I looked across her chest at Jack who returned my gaze. We both took her nipple from our mouth's and began just tonguing them, smiling at each other. Leaning over, I kissed him then started licking the same nipple he was. I groaned as our tongues played across each other, sharing her tit while she rocked back and forth moaning softly.
I looked down, taking in the sight of her small hand jerking my husband's cock. He was dripping and her hand, as well as his shaft, was glistening with his precum. Unable to wait any longer, I dropped to my knees between them and grabbing Jack's cock, guided it into my mouth. As soon as I did, Katie started to let it go, but reaching out I caught her wrist and moved it back and forth. Taking the hint Katie continued to stroke him as I swirled my tongue around the dripping head of his cock.
I took him deeper and Jack moaned around Katie's nipple. Removing his cock from my mouth, I turned my head, leaned forward and shoved my tongue into Katie's pussy. She cried out as I found her clit and sucked it hard into my mouth. Katie reached down and grabbing my shoulder, began to shove her pussy into my face. Looking up, I saw Jack was playing with one nipple while sucking the other. He was watching me as well, and I winked as I made a show of tonguing Katie's smooth pink pussy.
Katie moved her feet, widening her legs so I could get at her pussy better and as soon as she did, Jack slipped his hand down and I moved so he could fondle her. I watched as his fingers started rubbing her clit and turning, once again took his cock in my mouth. Jack groaned and as I started blowing him, I slid my other hand between her legs and with no hesitation, shoved a finger inside her.
"Oh!" Katie cried out, "Oh yes!"
I started pumping my finger while sucking Jack's cock as he fingered her clit. Katie's hand was trembling on my shoulder and I could feel her thigh quivering against the side of my hand. I looked up to see Jack still working both her nipples, he was moaning around one of them as I continued to slowly suck on him, while she stroked him. My pussy was dripping between my legs and I couldn't wait to get off, but I felt it only fair Katie come first for us. I added a second finger and shoved them both deep inside of her.
Katie let out a sharp yelp, then another as I started plunging my fingers into her extremely tight young pussy. The thought of the large cock that as in my mouth, going into that tight little box sent a shudder through me, as did the loud moan that escaped Katie. I saw Jack's fingers moving faster on her clit and a moment later, I groaned as I felt Katie's fingernails dig harder into my shoulder.
"Oh God!" she moaned, "Oh please don't stop Jack! I... "
Her words turned into a long squeal that caused my pussy to gush between my legs. Katie was bucking her hips wildly as she leaned her weight on me so she wouldn't fall over. I continued to pump my fingers into her as Jack manipulated her clit. Katie cried out again and I felt her already tight pussy contract around my fingers. She released a long moan and slowly sank to her knees in front of me. I slid my fingers from her pussy and as she watched, slid them into my mouth.
"Oh, that's good." I purred around my fingers as I sucked Katie's sweet juices from them.
"I came so hard!" Katie panted.
Her chest was heaving and I licked my lips at the sight of those hard pink nipples rising as she fought to catch her breath. Speaking of hard, Jack was still standing and his hard cock was directly between us. Looking up at him, I said, "Why don't you sit down baby?"
Jack took a couple of steps backwards and sat down in the chair and smiled in anticipation. Staying on my knees, I leaned over and after giving Katie a quick kiss, said in her ear, "Ready to give Jack something special?"
"I...I haven't in a long time." She whispered.
Oh, this was too precious, I thought.
"Just follow my lead." I told her.
Turning away from her, I crawled on all fours over to Jack and knelt between his legs. Turning, I beckoned Katie with my finger and watched as with that shy smile, she crawled over to us.
"Oh, look at that." Jack said.
Jack spread his legs wide enough so that Katie and I were both kneeling between them. Grabbing his cock, I gave the head a playful kiss and taking Katie's hand put it around his shaft again. She looked at me nervously, and giving her a wink I proceeded to slowly suck Jack's cock into my mouth. I paused, then, my eyes never leaving hers, started bobbing my head in a slow steady rhythm. When my lips reached Katie's hand I pushed against it and getting my meaning she started moving her hand up and down, following my mouth.
Jack moaned and pressing my tongue against his shaft, I tightened my lips around his cock and started sucking faster. I groaned in surprise when I felt Katie's other hand begin to fondle my nipple and leaning over she kissed my neck as I continued sucking Jack's cock. Removing his cock from my mouth, I replaced Katie's hand with mine and putting my other hand behind her head, gently guided it towards his glistening dick. Katie paused and looked at me, her blue eyes wide. Smiling I said, "Just do what I do."
I started flicking my tongue across the side of the head of Jack's cock. I then slid my tongue along the length of his shaft and back up again. I again pushed Katie's head forward and after swallowing nervously, she stuck her tongue out and started to slowly lick the tip of his cock. I started rocking up and down as I continued to lick Jack's cock while watching her do the same. My pussy was aching with the need to come, but Jack was next. I again slid my tongue down his long hard prick and Katie did the same.
Our faces were so close I could feel her breath on me and twice our tongues played across each other. When we reached the tip I opened my mouth so that half of the head of his cock was between my lips. Katie followed suit and I groaned as our lips pressed together with Jack's dripping prick between them. I felt Jack slide his hand down across my back and saw the he was rubbing Katie's as well. Keeping my lips pressed to his shaft, I again went down the length of him, Katie followed me and Jack's hips twitched as his hard flesh was caressed by our soft lips.
Reaching the top, I slid my mouth over the head and started sucking him again. I took him all the ways down, then sucking as hard as I could, eased his cock from my mouth. There was a wet sucking sound as his cock popped out of my mouth and angling his cock, towards Katie, whispered, "Your turn."



Katie took a deep breath and placing her lips around the head of Jack's cock slowly took it into her mouth. She paused then took it down about halfway before she started moving her head. I sighed softly as I watched transfixed by the sight of this cute little thing sucking my husband's long thick cock. As I'd had her do, I began to follow her lips with my hand and smiled as I saw her open her mouth wider and take him further into her mouth. Tearing my gaze from Katie I looked up at Jack. He was sitting back breathing heavily, his eyes locked on Katie's pretty blonde head bobbing up and down.
"Happy Nude Day, baby." I smiled up at him.
He mouthed the words "Thank you" and then moaned loudly.
I turned back and my eyes widened at the sight of Katie sucking him almost all the way down. Her head was moving much faster as she seemed to be gaining confidence and I could hear her beginning to moan as she blew him. As she had done, I reached out and started playing with her nipples. After watching her devour Jack's cock, I said softly, "My turn."
Katie obediently removed his cock and I took over, sucking him deep into my eager mouth. I was aware of Katie's hand on my back and after caressing it for a moment she slid it down to my ass and then caused me to cry out around Jack's cock as her fingers pushed down through my sopping pussy and found my clit. I sped up on Jack's cock, sucking him fast and hard as I started rocking my hips into her fingers. Katie was rubbing my clit in a slow circular motion and between that and the feeling of Jack's hard flesh in my mouth, I could already feel my thighs starting to tremble. I felt another wave of pleasure go through me when, kissing my cheek, Katie asked, "Can I have some more?"
"Oh my God." Jack gasped, as the second I removed his cock from my mouth, Katie shoved it into hers.
I watched as she began sucking it almost as fast as I had been. Her fingers had slowed up on my clit as she was focusing on Jack, but that was fine, I could wait a little longer, this was Jack's moment. Keeping that in mind, I ducked my head and as Katie sucked on him, started licking his balls. Jack gasped and his hips jerked up as I went from licking to sucking on them. I could hear Katie sighing around his cock and her fingers were now moving faster between my legs. I heard a wet sound and saw that Katie had taken his cock from her lips.
I took my cue and lifting my head took my turn pleasing him. As I did, Jack moaned, "Oh yes!"
I opened my eyes to see that Katie had imitated me and was now sucking Jack's balls into her mouth. Damn she had warmed up better than I could have imagined. I felt Jack's hand on the back of my head and saw the other sliding through Katie's blonde hair. I looked up at him and loved the look of absolute ecstasy on his face as he watched his wife share his cock with our adorable maid. Katie ran her tongue up his shaft and we paused to kiss over the head of his cock. I could feel Jack's cock twitching in my hand and knew he was close.
I took him into my mouth, and after sucking him a few time, passed him to Katie. She did the same and for the next couple of minutes we rapidly passed Jack back and forth between us, each giving him a few quick sucks. Jack was moaning and was starting to shove his cock into my mouth when I sucked him. I noticed he fought to stay still when it was Katie's turn, but could see him moving slightly. I was doing my share of moaning and thrusting myself as Katie's fingers were teasing my clit with agonizing slowness.
I cupped Jack's balls and started rubbing them as Katie took her turn sucking him. Katie's fingers caught my clit just right and I released a soft whimper. Katie popped Jack from her mouth and giving me a mischievous smile that caused my heart to skip a beat started to move her fingers faster. The little tart was teasing on purpose! I gasped as, no longer teasing; her fingers were rubbing hard and fast. I covered Jack's cock with my mouth and groaned around it as I could feel my thighs shaking.
Katie placed her mouth against his shaft and whimpered. I slid him from my mouth and giving me another smile, she said "I want to hear you."
She immediately took her turn with Jack and began moving her fingers even harder. I looked up at Jack who was sweating, his entire body trembling as he fought to hold back and enjoy every minute of his treat. The look on his face sent me over the edge. Throwing my head back, I released a long loud wail of pleasure as my teased pussy finally found its release. I cried out again as Katie's fingers trapped my clit between them and gave it a light pinch. I began bucking my hips wildly into her hand as waves of pleasure crashed though my body.
Grabbing Jack's cock, I literally pulled it from her mouth and started sucking it as hard as I could. Jack moaned loudly as he began to reach the point of no return and I squealed around his cock as Katie's surprisingly talented fingers kept my orgasm flowing.
"Oh fuck!" Jack cried out. "Oh, yes Jen!"
Pulling his cock from my mouth, I squeezed the base tightly holding him off from coming. Jack groaned in frustration, but I was going to make it up to him. Knowing it was a dirty trick, but not caring at this point, I pointed it at Katie's face. She began to put her mouth over it to suck on it again, when I released my grip. Jack cried out in pleasure and Katie in surprise as huge spurt of cum exploded from his cock and splashed onto her lips and in her mouth. Katie's head jerked back, but not before a second spurt caught her in the chin.
I pulled Jack's cock towards me, and opening wide, jerked him off into my mouth. I moaned as he had enough left to give me a couple of good squirts that I greedily swallowed. I continued to pump Jack's cock, loving the sounds of his moans and the desperate thrusting of his hips. When I sucked the last couple of drops from him, I looked over at Katie.
"Oh, honey." I whispered.
Katie was sitting there with Jack's cum dripping off her face and onto her tits. When she saw me looking she gave me that cute pout and said, "Not very nice Jen."
My response was to lean forward and grabbing her face in my hands, kiss her hard. I groaned at the taste of Jack's cum on her lips. I forced my tongue into her mouth and could taste him there as well. The thought she had swallowed some had my recently satisfied pussy beginning to heat up again. Leaving her mouth, I made a show of licking every drop of cum from her face. Bending down, I started sucking it off of her tits including a drop that had landed right on her pink nipple. Katie moaned as I sucked it into my mouth and again I felt her hands on my tits.
Forcing myself to stand, I pulled Katie up with me. I leaned forward, shoving my tit into Jack's mouth. He sucked on it and reaching out, I pushed Katie forward so she was leaning over the chair. Jack switched from my nipple to hers and he slid each of his hands between our legs. Katie and I released identical moans as he plunged his fingers into both of our pussies. Jack went back and forth between our tits while fingering us and I could feel myself getting ready again. From the sounds of her moans Katie was close as well. But we had played enough out here.
Stepping back, I took Katie by the hand and said, "Let's go play in the bedroom!"
I started to walk, but feeling giddy with lust, literally ran down the hallway, pulling Katie behind me. I heard her giggle and I laughed out loud as I basked in the feeling of being totally naked and playing like we hadn't in years. We entered the bedroom with Jack right behind us. I turned to see he was laughing as well and felt another wave of affection towards him; it really was like we had traveled back twenty years in time. We were laughing, care free, and about to continue enjoying a beautiful girl half our age.
"Lie on the bed Katie," I told her. "Jack and I..."
"You first," Katie smiled.
"Yeah Jen, this whole thing was your idea," Jack added as he gave me a playful push in the back. "Your turn to be shared."
"Who am I to argue?" I laughed.
I crawled up to the middle of the huge king sized bed and rolled over on my back. Jack had come around to the side and getting up on the bed, knelt next to me and immediately started sucking on my right nipple. It felt good, but my attention was on Katie who was crawling up between my spread legs. "You have a beautiful pussy Jen." She said softly as she lied on her stomach between my thighs.
I started to thank her, but it turned into a moan when she spread my lips open and with no hesitation plunged her tongue inside of my oozing pussy.
"Oh hell yeah!" I cried out as she started moving her head back and forth, tongue fucking me.
In my wildest dreams I hadn't expected Katie to be this forward, but I wasn't complaining. While Katie's tongue swirled around inside me, Jack tongued one nipple while reaching across me and playing with the other. I lied there sighing contentedly as I watched Katie's pretty face buried between my thighs. She slipped her tongue from my pussy and slowly began swirling it through the folds of my pussy, teasingly making her way up towards my clit. When she reached it, she blew lightly on it and my hips jerked in anticipation of her tongue.
I yelped in surprise as before her tongue found my clit, she shoved two fingers into my pussy and started slowly pumping them. A moment later she gently sucked my swollen clit into her mouth and played her tongue across it.
"Oh, Katie," I purred. "Honey, you feel so good!"
"Looks damn good too!" Jack added.
Running his hand down my stomach, Jack's fingers reached my pussy and Katie pulled back to watch him rub my clit. I heard Jack whisper something to Katie and gasped as his fingers caught my clit between them. I released a long moan as I then felt Katie's tongue flicking across my trapped clit. Jack was still sucking on my nipple and moaning continuously, I reached over and grabbed his dangling cock. Jack grunted around my nipple as I started to stroke him. He had already cum twice today, but his job was far from over and I wanted that cock hard and ready for when I came.
Turning my head to the side, I said, "Bring that over here."
Jack crawled closer to me and leaning over started licking my other nipple as his cock pushed into my face. I took him into my mouth and started swirling my tongue around his semi hard cock. Between my legs, Katie was alternately licking and sucking my clit while Jack's fingers wiggled it back and forth. Her fingers were still pumping me and I began to move my hips in time with their thrusting. I moaned at the sensation of Jack's rapidly hardening cock growing in my mouth and could already feel my thighs shaking again.
Jack's hand left my clit and working its way between us returned to my nipple. Katie began licking the length of my pussy, sliding her tongue through my lips before giving my clit a hard suck then sliding back again. I wanted to tell her to stop teasing, but my mouth was stuffed with Jack's now fully erect cock. With my head on the pillow I couldn't really move so reaching around him, I grabbed his ass and pushed. Taking his cue, Jack started to slowly fuck my mouth, sliding his hard flesh all the way out, before shoving it in all the way to his balls.
I moaned around it as Katie had stopped toying with me and was now swirling her soft tongue around my clit in hard fast circles. My hips jumped again and my legs were shaking badly. Katie made me cry out around Jack as she added a third finger to my pussy and began to thrust them faster while sucking my clit into her mouth. I whimpered and arched my back off the bed, pushing my pussy into Katie's skilled tongue and plunging fingers.
Knowing my body as well as I did, Jack knew I was right there and gave my nipple a pinch while gently nipping the other with his teeth. I squealed around his cock and thrust my hips hard into Katie's face. Jack slid his cock from my mouth and I let out a sound that could only be described as a scream as the strongest orgasm I'd had in years tore through me. Not caring what she thought, I closed my legs, trapping Katie's head between my thighs as I ground my pussy into her face. I felt her moan into my pussy, and looking down saw her she was grinding her hips into the bed.
The fact she was that turned on sent another wave of pleasure though me and I cried out again even louder than before. Katie's tongue and fingers were still moving and Jack was working my nipples as I bucked and squirmed on the bed. Totally caught up, I released another loud cry; this one contained as much joy as physical pleasure. Goddamn this was what it was all about! My back arched so far I felt it crack and between my legs I felt my pussy contract. I screamed again as my pussy released and gushed into Katie's face. I let out a long shuddering moan and collapsed panting on the bed.
"Oh my God." I panted, "Oh that was incredible.
I relaxed my legs and when Katie looked up; I saw her entire face was glistening from my pussy. Jack saw it too and as I had done slid down the bed and as Katie sat up, took her face gently in his hands and started kissing and licking her lips. I pushed myself to sit up and as Jack continued to taste me from her, I bent my head and started sucking on her perfect little titties. Katie sighed and began playing with my hair as I licked her pink nipples. I looked down to see Jack's cock as hard as ever and grabbing Katie by the shoulders pushed her down onto the bed. She landed on her side and laughing, rolled over onto her back, spread her legs and made a come here gesture with her finger.
"You naughty little thing!" I exclaimed as I knelt between her legs and licked my lips at the sight of that smooth young pussy.
Jack started to crawl up towards Katie, probably figuring he would suck her tits as he had mine, but I had other ideas.
"Oh no baby," I told him, "You get right behind me because this girl needs to get fucked."
Remaining on my knees, I lowered my face between Katie's smooth tanned thighs and pushing my ass in the air, playfully wiggled it at Jack. No sooner had I slipped my tongue into Katie's delicious little pussy, then Jack grabbed my hips and slammed his big dick deep inside me. I yelped into Katie's pussy as Jack began fucking me with long hard strokes. I swirled my tongue around inside of her, causing her to squirm and push her hot wet flesh into my face. I had to force myself to concentrate on her as Jack, who was in no danger of coming quickly, was really giving it to me.
Looking up, I saw Katie staring over me at Jack and could tell she was nervous. I had planned on Jack going easy on her, but now was wondering if I could get her to let him really take her. One thing at a time I thought as sliding my tongue from inside her I started to run it up between the soft wet folds of her pink lips. Katie reached down and started running her fingers though my hair as I took my revenge on her by swirling my tongue over her clit and back down her pussy. She whimpered in disappointment and I would have made a remark about teasing to her, but Jack's slamming me made it impossible to do anything but moan...
Jack reached down and grabbing my hair, pushed my face deeper into Katie's pussy and giving up on the idea of taking my time, I ran my tongue through her lips and finding her swollen button, started swirling my tongue around it. Katie moaned her appreciation and looking up; I saw that she was playing with her nipples as she stared down at me. Our eyes met and I could see nothing short of lust in those baby blues as I made a show of flicking the tip of my tongue against her hard button.
I paused and squealed as Jack reared back and gave me a couple of exceptionally hard pumps. I was wondering if he thought he could cum for me then fuck Katie, but a moment later he began to slow down. Taking advantage of being able to concentrate more on the adorable little pussy in front of me, I slipped a finger inside and started pumping it. I took her clit in my mouth and started sucking it in time with my thrusting finger. Katie was releasing high pitched little moans and I felt her supple thighs starting to tremble against my face. I added another finger to her and sped up my sucking.
Behind me Jack had slowed up even more, saving himself for what he knew would be next, fucking Katie's tight little box. That thought caused me to start sucking even harder on her clit and move my fingers faster, I was dying to hear Katie squeal when Jack shoved his cock into her. Right now Katie was moaning my name over and over again and spurred on; I removed her clit from my mouth and started licking it furiously. I was pressing my tongue against her clit as hard as I could and my fingers were driving into her a lot harder than I would have planned. Katie didn't seem to mind as she grabbed a handful of my hair and started rocking her hips into me.
"Oh yes Jen!" she whimpered, "Oh, just a little more, I want to cum for you!"
That sent Jack into a frenzy and he started pounding my pussy like there was no tomorrow. I screamed into her pussy and with a loud cry of her own, Katie shoved my face into her hot flesh and began coming as hard as I had. She was releasing a series of loud yelps, each punctuated with her grinding her pussy into my eager tongue. As before, I could feel her pussy tighten around my fingers as her orgasm flowed through her.
Yes!" She squealed, "Oh Jen!"
As Katie shoved her convulsing pussy into my face and Jack drove his hard cock repeatedly into me, I wondered, could life get any better? Katie whimpered softly and began panting. I sucked her clit into my mouth and her hips twitched as I tongued her sensitive clit. I would have done it again, but Jack grabbed my shoulders and pulled me up to my knees. The message was clear; he wanted that pretty little pussy. I crawled up next to Katie and reversed myself so that my face was just over her pussy.
Jack crawled forward and kneeling directly between her legs took his dick and started sliding it through her pussy. When he reached the top, I stuck my tongue out and he eagerly slipped his cock into my mouth. I moaned at the taste of Katie's juice off his hard flesh and sucked him hard and fast. Jack pulled his cock from my mouth and sliding it back down her pussy paused. I felt Katie tense under me and heard her whisper, "Go easy Jack, please?"
"Of course," Jack replied then as I watched, pussy dripping, he began to ease his thick cock into her.
"Oh," she moaned, "Oh that's....big."
Jack paused to let he get used to the head, then slowly, a little at a time, pushed himself into her. Katie's breath hissed out between her teeth and I felt her hands on my back as Jack eased out and slid back in.
"How's that feel baby?" I asked him.
"Damn she's tight." He said softly as he again pushed himself into her.
Katie moaned and opened her legs wider. Jack slid all the way in and after another pause started to fuck her. He wasn't going fast or hard, but behind me, Katie was whimpering each time he shoved it in. Lying across her, I spread her lips open and after watching Jack's glistening cock slide in and out a few times, leaned over and started tonguing her clit. Katie gasped and her hips thrust upwards burying Jack deeper inside of her. I continued to lick her clit as Jack picked up the pace, fucking her faster and a little harder. Katie's hands were now in my hair and her hips were squirming around as Jack and I worked her pussy.
Jack reached down and grabbing her ankles lifted her legs until her feet were on his shoulders. He leaned forward and started thrusting harder. Katie was moaning and the sound was becoming more that of pleasure than discomfort. I sped my tongue up on her clit and every once in a while leaned further so that Jack's cock would slide along it and I was licking his shaft. Jack removed his cock and grabbing my head shoved it into my mouth. My eyes rolled at their mixed taste and I groaned when he removed it. That disappointment faded as I again watched Katie's smooth pink lips spread around his hard flesh.



Jack was going pretty hard now and behind me Katie was alternately gasping and moaning. I took her clit between my lips and started sucking hard. She squealed and began thrusting her hips up and into Jack's plunging cock. Jack was moaning as well and grabbing her ankles again, he spread her legs wide open and started slamming her even harder. Katie let out a long loud howl and cried out, "Oh fuck! Oh, just like that!"
I kept sucking and cried out as Katie pulled my hair hard. The pain was forgotten as she released a scream louder than my previous one and started bucking so hard beneath me I could barely keep my mouth on her clit. Jack was still hammering away at her and as Katie's back arched, he moaned, "Holy fuck is she tight!"
Katie moaned loudly then dropped her hips to the bed and began yelping as Jack started fucking the shit out of her. The sight of his cock made me want more and sitting up, I again reversed myself so that I was straddling Katie with my pussy over hers. Leaning down I caught her in a kiss and squealed into her mouth as Jack removed his cock from her and slammed it back into me. Jack gave me several hard pumps, then slid out from me, a moment later Katie started yelping again as he had switched to her.
Jack went back to me and I wondered if he was having the same 'life couldn't be better' thought as he alternated between two hot pussies. Beneath me Katie was sweating, her face flushed and her eyes wide. Her mouth was open and she was releasing those precious yelps every time Jack tore into her. This position was amazing, but would be more fun the other way around. Sliding my arms beneath Katie's, I wrapped them around her and threw myself to the side, she cried out in surprise as we rolled over and now it was her ass up in the air. I immediately wrapped my legs around Katie's waist, raising my pussy up off the bed and keeping her where she was.
Jack moved over and took me first, slamming me hard and fast. Above me, Katie's eyes were bulging and she whispered, "Jen, please tell him to go easy I..."
She stopped as I pouted at her and asked, "Please Katie? Please let him take you, he's close! It'll be okay I promise!"
Hearing us, Jack had paused with his cock resting against Katie's pussy. Katie looked down at me, and then turning to look over her shoulder said, "Go ahead Jack, it's your day, fuck me."
"Oh, Katie!" I cried out and wrapping my arms around her pulled her down to me so that her head was resting on my shoulder.
Jack grabbed her hips and looking down at me smiled.
I smiled back, but mouthed, "Hurry up!"
Jack nodded and grabbing her hips, slid his cock slowly into her. Katie groaned as he went deeper than before then tensed up. Jack hesitated then pulling back, drove himself into her.
"Oh Fuck!" Katie yelled in my ear.
Jack began hammering away at her, fucking her so hard I could hear their skin slapping together. Katie began yelping in my ear and the sound was driving me crazy. Jack was fucking driving into her with enough force that I had to hold her to me so she didn't fall forward. I wrapped my legs tighter around her and releasing her hips, Jack grabbed my ankles, pinning her down harder as he continued to slam the shit out of her.
"Oh! Oh! Ow!" Katie was crying out in my ear, "Please cum for me Jack!"
"Oh, honey say that again," I whispered in her ear.
"Please Jack," Katie called out, "Oh please fuck me, fuck me until you cum oh pleeeese!"
That last wail was more than Jack could handle. He gave a couple of more savage pumps then whipped his cock out.
"Hold it!" I called out, and again rolling over, put Katie on her back.
I got off her and grabbing Jack's cock started pumping it, aiming at her perfect little tits. Jack moaned and his cock went off in my hand, sending a long stream of cum across her tits. Despite the fact it was his third time today, Jack produced enough cum to completely paint both of Katie's tits. I kept pumping and as Jack's spent cock gave me its last couple of drops he groaned.
"Stop, I can't I..."
I let his cock go and he all but fell onto the bed. Leaning over from the side so both Katie and Jack could watch I proceeded to lick every drop of cum from her tits. Katie whimpered as I licked her nipples clean and when I was finished I gave her a long cum filled kiss. At that point my own exhaustion caught up with me and I rolled over onto my back to lie next to her. Despite how tired he was, Jack got off the bed.
"I'll go get us something to drink." He gasped as he tried to catch his breath.
He left the room and I wanted to laugh at how slowly he was walking. I turned my head to see Katie staring at the ceiling. She was breathing hard and had a shocked look on her face as if it had just now occurred to her what she had done. Leaning over, I kissed her cheek.
"Katie, thank you so much!" I told her. "That was better than anything I can remember."
"Thank...thank you Jen." Katie said as she turned to face me.
"Me?" I asked. "Oh, for the money, no problem sweetie it was more than..."
"No," she interrupted. "Thank you for this." She sighed and gave me that shy smile. "I've wanted you for a long time. I used to think about you even with Sarah."
"Really?"
I almost asked why she didn't say something, but realized she had never known of our former lifestyle.
"Really." She nodded. "That's why I did this, to be with you."
"What about Jack?" I asked
If she was into us both maybe we could do it again, but if she really didn't want Jack, I could never without him. Before she answered Jack returned with three bottles of water. Sitting down on the bed next to Katie, he passed us each one. We all took several swallows of the water and taking the bottles from us, Jack put them on the nightstand. Lying down on his side so he was facing me with Katie between us, he kissed her cheek.
"Thank you Katie, that was amazing."
"Yeah it was." I added.
"Did you like it?" Jack asked. "I'm sorry I went kind of hard but..."
"It was okay," Katie said, "It was feeling good at the end." She sighed and smiled at us.
"So Katie," Jack began, apparently reading my mind. "You said you had a good time?"
"A great time." She giggled, sending a surge through my exhausted pussy.
"Well do you think maybe you might want to again next year?" Jack asked. "Maybe make it a fun tradition?"
Katie turned her head away from Jack and towards me. She smiled and giving me a wink, turned back to Jack.
"Next year?" she asked, "What are you guys doing the rest of the weekend?"
Happy Nude Day!
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I jerked awake at the sound of my cell phone ringing. I reached over to the nightstand, but realized I'd left it over on the bureau. With a groan, I sat up and started to get out of the bed, when Julie came out of the bathroom.
"I'll get it for you Paul," she called out.
I sat back gratefully onto the pillow. Julie and I had studied until five am for our English finals. After that we'd grabbed breakfast, come back to the apartment I shared with my best friend Rob, and spent a couple of hours studying much more pleasant things. Julie had to work later tonight and had managed to slip out of bed without waking me to get ready. While she grabbed the phone and said hello, I took a moment to take her in.
Julie was wearing the short black skirt she waitressed in. The skirt exposed her long legs almost to the cheeks of her cute little ass and was responsible for her getting enough tips three nights a week to pay her rent. Over the skirt however, Julie was only wearing a black lace bra and her small perky tits were propped up quiet well. I could see her nipples through the lace and as my cock began to swell, started to wonder if she had enough time for a quickie. That thought changed when I heard Julie speak,
"Oh, hi Sherri, yeah he's here."
Julie had said that last part with barely concealed annoyance. I, on the other hand, felt my heart skip a beat. Mom could be calling just to say hi as she did everyday at some point, but it could also mean Dad was drinking again. Or, I thought excitedly, maybe...
"It's your mother." Julie said tossing the phone disgustedly onto the bed next to me.
She turned and walking away from me went and stood over near the large overnight bag she brought with her whenever she was going to stay a couple of days and leaned against the bureau. Picking up the phone I answered, "Hey Mom!"
"Hi honey!" she exclaimed.
This time my heart didn't just skip a beat, it began to race. Mom had that mixed tone of relief and excitement she got in her voice when ever dad had to go out on the road. I could feel a smile begin to creep across my face as I asked, "Hey, everything okay?"
"Better than okay," Mom said. "Your father's going on a run to Minnesota; he'll be gone four days."
"Four days?" I repeated.
"Hmm-mmm" Mom giggled like a young girl and my smile became wider; I loved to hear her laugh like that. Of course she could sound like that all the time if she would get rid of my asshole old man. "Four glorious days of peace and quiet and...." She trailed off.
I waited a moment then rolled my eyes, but continued to smile; she wanted me to play along. As I gave it another few seconds to leave her wondering, I looked up to see Julie scowling at me. She'd guessed the conversation and I knew there was an argument coming. Whatever, she'd get over it, but I did force my face into a serious expression as I asked,
"You going to be okay alone Mom?"
"I guess," she sighed dramatically into the phone. "You know how I get. I should be thrilled to be alone, but you know I get nervous."
"Well, remember what the doctor said," I began for Julie's benefit, "That's just nerves and..."
"I'll have a hard time sleeping." Mom continued, "But I suppose I could take those pills the doctor gave me."
She released another exaggerated sigh, and I could picture her smiling on the other end of the phone, her blue eyes bright with excitement. Playing my part, I emitted a resigned sigh of my own.
"Mom, do you need me to come stay with you?"
"Paul!" Julie hissed at me from across the room.
"That's nice of you honey," Mom started, "But you have school and your cute little girlfriend's over."
"I'll still go to class mom, and Julie will understand, she always does." I added, trying to give Julie a smile.
"Not this time," Julie said over her shoulder as she began removing her clothes from the bureau drawer and putting them in her bag.
"Still honey, I can't ask you to and...." Mom trailed off then began to giggle again. I turned around on the bed so Julie couldn't see me smile as Mom continued, "Oh, honey," she whispered softly, "Will you please come keep your lonely mother company?"
Putting my hand over my mouth, I whispered into the phone, "I would love to, can't have you all alone now can we?"
"You're such a good boy!" she purred in my ear causing a warm feeling to begin to flow through me. "I'll have to go out of my way to spoil you!" she added with a giggle that had an entirely different sound to it than the previous one.
Out loud I said, "What time do you want me to come by?"
"He's leaving right after dinner so come on over around six."
"I'll be there." I said as behind me I heard the sound of Julie zipping her bag up.
"I love you honey!"
"I love you too mom," I said.
I ended the call and turned to see Julie had put the white blouse on that went with her skirt, but more importantly had her bag slung over her shoulder.
"Listen Julie," I began as I got up from the bed. "Don't be mad, I...."
"Don't be mad?" She asked in a tone that told me she was already there. "Are you fucking kidding me, Paul?"
"Calm down, Julie," I said, standing in front of her and trying to put my arm on her shoulder.
"No!" she snapped, stepping back from me. "I screwed with my schedule and took tomorrow night off, because it's been awhile since we could spend a weekend together and now you're going to pull this shit?"
"Come on, Jules," I said softly, giving her a big smile and again trying to reach out to her.
"Don't give me that Jules, shit." She shook her head, "Do you know how much money I make in tips on Fridays? You know how much money I lost?"
"Well..."
"But I did it because I wanted to spend time with you Paul!" she threw her hands up, "Now I took it off for nothing."
"Maybe they can put you back on the...."
"Maybe my boyfriend can grow a pair and tell his fucking mother to act like an adult and stay alone!"
I sighed, "Its hard Julie, she has a lot of trouble with my dad and she needs me and..."
"She always needs you." She pointed at me. "And you always go, you never tell her no!"
"Why should I?" I asked getting defensive, "My mom's been damn good to me and she deserves better than my asshole father. So when she needs me I..."
"Go running." Julie shook her head disgustedly, "You're a fucking mama's boy."
"No, I'm not."
"Yes, Paul you are. Tell you what," Julie pointed at the bedroom door. "Go out there and go ask all your friends what they would do, go spend a weekend with their mom, or spend it with their girlfriend who just got an entire weekend off to do nothing but you!" she pointed again, "Go ahead!"
"Julie...."
"Christ, you'd rather hang with your mother, than get laid."
I looked away as I bit back the remark that I could do both. Taking a deep breath, I began softly.
"Julie, I'm sorry. I know it's tough and I know you put up with a lot. I'd rather be with you too..."
"Then prove it." Julie pointed at my phone. "Call her back and tell her you can't."
"She has a hard time being alone and...."
"Then tell her we'll come by for dinner and hang out for awhile, then maybe we'll swing by on Saturday, but you're not spending the weekend with her."
"I can't do that to her." I shook my head.
"No Paul, you won't do it to her." Julie she grunted disgustedly. "You prefer your mommy to me."
"Julie please, try to understand."
This time I succeeded in taking her hand in mine and stepping closer put my other hand on her arm and looked into her deep brown eyes.
"My mom's really fragile and she needs...."
"Paul, you can try those big blue eyes on me all you want, it's not going to work this time."
My response turned into a surprised gasp when I felt her hand squeeze my cock through my boxers.
"Neither is this." She continued. "I told you the last time you did this that I won't play second fiddle to your mother."
"Babe, you know she's got...."
"And don't babe me." She said, slipping her hand from mine "And don't give me the 'I don't understand'."
Stepping away from me, she began picking up her makeup and shoving it in her purse.
"I've been more than understanding Paul. We've been together a year and a half. I have stepped back over and over so you could spend time with your mother. I tried to find her a councilor; I tried to talk to her about leaving your asshole father. I've tried Paul."
Zipping her purse she turned back to me.
"Last time I even offered to go stay with you at your mom's place. I even said I would sleep on the couch in case she thought it wasn't proper for us to screw around in her house."
"And I appreciate it Julie, I do." I told her, meaning it.
"But know what Paul? Your mom doesn't want to help herself. She wants to play victim and loves that her little boy comes running. That's why she didn't want me to stay over, she wants you to herself. It's a control game."
"Now you're just being stupid." I shook my head.
"No, I'm being honest." She smirked. "Your Mommy wants to be your number one girl Paul. She doesn't care your with me, but when she needs you, it's perfectly clear I'm supposed to be number two." She shrugged. "I told you last time Paul, that that would be the last time."
"What's that supposed to mean?" I asked.
"It means, you tell me right now that after work, I'm going to come here and you'll be here and we'll enjoy our weekend. If you're going to tell me you're going to your mother's than I'm done Paul."
"Just like that?"
"Paul we've been arguing about this for months. It's not just like that, you just don't care." She sighed and looking upset for the first time said softly.
"I love you Paul. You're a great guy. You're smart, responsible, you're good looking and you're sweet as can be. But I will not spend the rest of my life with a mama's boy, so you need to choose and you need to do it now. I won't cave again."
I frowned and looked away. I felt the same about her as she'd said about me. Julie was pretty, an A student, and damn good to me. I could see her point about Mom, but she also didn't know the whole story, nor could she. Mom had always been my number one girl, as Julie had put it and always would be. Just the sound of Mom giving me that playful little purr in my ear was all it took to make my decision. I sighed as it appeared I had reached the end of being able to have my cake and eat it too.
"Sorry Julie," I said quietly. "Mom has to come first right now."
Julie looked away from me quickly, but not before I saw the look of hurt in her eyes. I felt a pang of sadness. She was a great girl and I hated to let her go, but then again, in a way she would be better off, it's not like I had been entirely upfront with her during our time together. Julie took a deep breath and nodded.
"Fine, you go running to mommy. You can tell her I broke up with you and she'll be all happy she's got her little boy to herself again."
"Julie...."
"Forget it Paul, you made your choice." Turning she walked quickly towards the bedroom door.
She grabbed the knob and as she began to open the door turned back and looked at me.
"I hope you're happy with your choice Paul, because I want you to remember one thing. I may not be your favorite girl, but this girl did things for you, your precious mommy can't"
She exited the room and as she slammed the door behind her, I thought well....
*****
After Julie left, I went back to bed and despite how upset I was, managed to fall back to sleep for a couple of hours. After all, I didn't want to be tired when I went over Mom's. After getting up I quickly showered and after packing enough clothes for the next few days, hopped into my ten year old Toyota. It was a twenty minute drive to moms and it was all I could do to force myself not to speed. It had been over a month since dad had gotten a run that had taken him more than an afternoon away. I saw my mother at least once every couple of days, but it was different when dad was in town. He had a habit of stopping home at random times during the day. Dad had always claimed he was in the area so why not stop in and grab something to eat or drink rather than go out on the road?
The truth was my father was a jealous possessive asshole. My entire life he'd been that way. He'd never wanted Mom to work, even when times were tough, because he didn't want her around any guys that might actually be nice to her. On the few occasions they would go out, he would even pick out her clothes, making sure she wasn't dressed trashy as he so kindly put it. I remember one especially embarrassing day that I'd had Rob and a few friends over after school. It was a hot day and mom had been wearing a pair of denim cut offs and a white tank top.
The shorts showed off my mother's long legs and the shirt looked as if it were straining to hold her tits which even back then I couldn't help but notice were pretty damn impressive. Rob and the other kids couldn't help but notice either and were ogling her every time she passed by. Mom had also had her long blond hair down and whenever she would come in to see if we needed anything was laughing and joking. Her big blue eyes and huge smile added to her killer body, made her even more difficult to ignore. Even Rob who had known mom since we were back in kindergarten had been commenting to me about how fucking hot she was.
Then dad came home. He'd been drinking, which came as no shock. What was shocking was that right in front of my friends he told my mother she was dressed like a pig. As my face turned crimson with shame, and my friends sat there stunned, Dad had proceeded to accuse Mom of looking slutty on purpose, that she was cock teasing my friends and would probably fuck one if he gave her the chance. Rob had stood up and quickly told the other kids it was time to leave. Once they left, Dad had told Mom to get in the other room and put some real clothes on. He then tried to tell me he was sorry that my mother was a whore.
I'd been so angry I'd told him that he was a drunken piece of shit and to never talk about my mother like that again. That had earned me quite a memorable ass whipping and was certainly the day that I decided I truly hated my father. It was also the day something else had happened, something I suppose was wrong, but was the most amazing and beautiful experience of my life.
Dad had gone on the road that afternoon and as I'd walked past mom's room I heard her crying. I'd gone in there and sitting on the bed next to her told her things would be okay. That was when she saw my eye was black and my lip was split. She'd started crying harder, and we'd held each other closely. Eventually we calmed down and started talking, Mom said she was sorry for dressing like that and I told her she had no reason to apologize. She said it was probably embarrassing for my friends to be saying things about her. I told her in a way it was nice to see someone looking at her for the beautiful woman she was.
Mom had looked at me strangely and asked if I really thought she was beautiful. I blushed because not only had I always thought that, but many times had caught myself looking at her in ways that were far from appropriate. I didn't say that, but told her she was the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. Mom had misted up again, and then before I could react had taken me in her arms and kissed me. The kiss had been directly on the mouth and....
My thoughts trailed off as I saw the familiar sight of The Dells lemonade stand that had been on the corner of our street since I could remember. The one mom used to take me to every day in the summers. As I took the turn and saw the small white cottage I had grown up in coming up on the right, I felt my heart start to race again. I pulled into the driveway and after grabbing my bag from the trunk. All but ran up the stairs. I knocked on the door and stood there rocking from side to side. I felt like a kid on Christmas morning, excitedly waiting to unwrap his presents. And what a present I was going to get to unwrap! I...
Dad opened the door.
I stood there stunned as my father looked at me with the scowl that was pretty much his permanent expression. As we stood there in awkward silence, I looked at my father and felt that familiar wave of anger rise up. My father was a possessive drunk who'd been verbally and emotionally abusive to my mother for years. I imagined physically as well, although mom denied that. I often thought she was lying to me so I wouldn't do anything stupid. Returning my father's distasteful stare, I again thanked God I didn't resemble him at all. Dad had dark hair and eyes, with a hint of an olive tone to his skin, whereas I had inherited mom's big blue eyes, blond hair and fair skin. Dad's complexion wasn't just dark at the moment, it was red and I could see in his eyes he had been drinking. Shit, maybe they'd cancelled his run.
"What the hell are you doing here?" he asked.
"Hey, I miss you too dad," I said, rolling my eyes.
With a grunt Dad turned and walked back into the house, not even bothering to hold the door open for me. That was to my benefit however, as since he had never opened the screen door, he hadn't seen my suitcase. Quickly opening the screen door, I stepped in and while his back was still turned I slipped the suitcase into the small hallway closet that was partially open. Dad knew I stayed over from time to time; but there was no reason to give him anything to get going on. I followed him into the through the parlor and into the kitchen where he grabbed a beer from the fridge. He sat down at the table where he had a plate with a couple of hamburgers and opened the beer. Looking over at me, he shrugged.
"Hard to miss you when you're never gone. Christ Paul, you're over here every other friggin day."
"I miss you guys." I said, trying to keep a neutral expression on my face.
Dad put the beer down and laughed harshly.
"Hey that was funny! Saying you missed me!" he snorted. "You come here because you miss Mommy."
"Well yeah," I began, "I..."
"Miss her making you dinner, doing your laundry...."
"I don't come here just for that." I told him, trying not to let him get to me.
"Right." He said around a mouthful of his burger. "The main reason you come here is so she can fawn all over you and tell her little boy how much she misses him."
Waving his hand at me disgustedly, he snorted, "Fucking mama's boy."
"Knock it off dad." I said quietly, I'd just heard this from Julie; I didn't need it from this drunk.
"Christ, you're like the daughter I never had." He shook his head. "Shit, you even look just like your mother, maybe you should have been a girl."
As I bit back another response he sighed.
"I'd have been happier with a girl than a sissy."
"I'm not a sissy!" I snapped then felt stupid as soon as he smiled, because he'd gotten to me.
"What you think just because you have a pretty little girlfriend, that makes you a man? Shit she probably gets laid on the side and just keeps you around for some girl talk."



"Yeah whatever, dad."
Walking over to the fridge I opened it and grabbed a coke.
"See?" he asked, pointing at me. "You're twenty one, have a damn beer, no you grab a soda."
"Beer turns me off." I said, popping open the soda, "Wonder why."
That one went over his head and as I leaned against the counter, wondering where Mom was Dad finished his burger, and then said.
"Seriously Paul, watch that girl, she works at that bar, she's good looking, bet she's earning money doing more than pushing drinks."
"Julie's not a whore dad."
"All woman are whores Paul." He nodded in agreement with himself. "We go out and work our asses off and they stay home and spread their legs. Hell your mother's been fucking around on me for years."
"Bullshit!" I snapped. "Mom is not a slut!"
"Of course not." He smiled again, his eyes were glazed over and his face was getting redder. "Your mommy's a perfect little angel isn't she? Hell you were probably napping in your room while she was sucking some guy off in my bed."
I felt a surge of anger well up inside of me.
"I wouldn't fucking blame her if she was!" I snapped. "At least she'd be getting it, when was the last time your drunk ass could get it up?"
Dad's eyes bulged dangerously and I felt my stomach tighten as he stared at me. Asshole or not, drunk or not, Dad was a big guy and never afraid to fight. He took the last swig from his beer and after putting it down, surprised me by laughing.
"See Paul? You can be a man when you need too!" he exclaimed. "Shame its only to defend your slutty mother, but it gives me hope you might man up some day."
Deciding to not press my luck, I changed directions.
"Where is Mom?"
Dad laughed as if I'd said something funny.
"Oh, she's up there showering, getting ready for her little visitor!"
I felt a chill go down my spine. He couldn't know, there was no way he....
"See, I told her I was leaving a little while ago. So she gives me a kiss goodbye and said she was going upstairs to lie down. I heard the shower, so I went and pulled my van into the garage. Bill's not coming to get me for another half hour."
He gave me an evil grin.
"So she's going to come waltzing down here wearing something trashy to wait for her little boyfriend."
Oh my God! I looked at the clock over dad's head and saw it was ten to six. Mom was going to come down any minute now. I slipped my phone from my pocket to send her a text, but as I did my stomach clenched; her cell was right there next to dad. Thank God I hadn't sent a message, he no doubt had the phone next to him on purpose, waiting for the lover he was convinced she had, to call her. Mom was looking forward to me; I could just imagine her coming down in some type of lingerie. Of course, Dad would never guess who she was wearing it for, but there would be hell to pay.
As if that thought summoned her, I heard footsteps at the top of the staircase that led down into the kitchen. There was a turn halfway down and I swallowed hard as watched to see my mother come down the stairs. Mom's feet, her bare feet appeared on the stairs and as she started to descend her equally bare legs began materializing, a lot of her legs. My heart began to pound at the sight of mid thighs and I had the horrible thought she may just be in her underwear.
I had to choke back a sigh of relief when I saw the edge of a black robe. That relief again turned to panic as her chest appeared and I saw the robe was so loosely tied her large creamy breasts were almost falling out. Even as her face appeared, and I knew I should say something, I was frozen by the sight of her. Mom's long shapely legs looked better than ever and the robe was so wide open I swore I could just see the pink skin surrounding her nipple.
Despite the potential for trouble, I felt my cock twitch in my pants. What a thrill knowing she was coming down dressed like that for the man that she had indeed been fucking behind Dad's back for the last couple of years, her son. Mom looked up and seeing me gave me a huge smile that lit up her huge baby blue eyes. That smile sent a wave of excitement through me. Not as much as the next move though. Stopping on the stairs and just out of dad's sight, Mom's smile turned mischievous and grabbing her robe, she began to open it to flash me her tits. That snapped me out of my trance and I said loudly, "Hey dad!"
Mom's eyes widened and she quickly pulled the robe closed and began to tie it.
"What?" dad asked, coming out of the beer induced fog he had been drifting in.
"Um," I shrugged. "Want another beer?"
"Yeah, Bill's driving the first ten hours, so why the hell not?"
I started to turn towards the fridge and saw Mom starting to back up the stairs to change; I winced when she stepped on the same creaky stair that had betrayed me so many times as a teen sneaking in and out at night.
"Sheri? That you?" Dad called out.
"Uh yeah, John, I'll be right down, I need to..."
"You need to get your ass down here is what you need to do!" he snapped.
I felt that old familiar feeling of anxiety run through me as I grabbed a beer from the fridge and brought it over to dad. He looked up at me and pointing at the chair slid the plate with the other burger over in front of it.
"Here, have a burger, I'm full."
"Yeah sure, thanks dad."
When he was on the edge like this it was usually better to just go along with him. I began to slide the chair out when Mom came down the stairs and into the kitchen. Keeping her face averted from dad, she walked over to me.
"Hey honey!" she exclaimed throwing her arms around my shoulders.
Mom had her hair up and as my face was buried in her neck, I caught the scent of her raspberry body spray. That was my favorite on her and I had to resist the urge to brush my lips across the soft inviting skin of her neck. Apparently Mom had no such inhibitions. I gasped as I felt her lips on the skin of my neck just below my ear. Before she pulled back, I felt the tip of her soft wet tongue flick out across my earlobe. Mom had her back to dad and her head buried on my shoulder so I know he couldn't see it, but still what was she thinking?
"Well, well, look at you." Dad said from the table. "Could you get that robe any fucking shorter?"
"That's why I was going to go change." Mom said softly, turning to face him. "I didn't know Paul was here."
"Didn't know I was either did you?" he gave her a nasty smile.
Looking back over her shoulder, Mom whispered, "Sit down honey."
Turning back to face dad, she said, "No, John you said you were leaving at five."
"I lied." He gestured at her. "I bet your son and your husband wasn't who you were wearing that slutty robe for though were we?"
"Whatever John." Mom rolled her eyes as she walked around him to the other side of the table.
"Don't whatever me," he snapped, "I bet you're not even wearing underwear are you fucking pig?"
"Dad calm down." I said, trying to stay calm myself. "She was expecting to be alone."
"Yeah, sure she was."
Mom had pulled the chair out and was going to sit, when reaching out; dad grabbed the edge of her robe and lifted the back of it up.
"Hey!" Mom exclaimed, starting to pull away from him.
"What the fuck is that, you fucking slut?" Dad demanded.
As he yelled, he pulled his hand back and slapped Mom hard on the ass. Mom yelped, in pain and tried to pull away again, but grabbing her other arm, dad held her and hit her ass twice more in rapid succession.
"Knock it off!" I yelled, grabbing his arm and pulling him towards me.
Dad let mom go and spun in his chair so quickly I lost my grip on his arm. His hand came up, and I flinched back, expecting to get hit and was already getting ready to swing back. Instead of hitting me, Dad pointed his finger into my chest and hissed,
"You don't ever put your hands on me, understand you little shit?"
Before I could respond, Mom caught my eye and shook her head at me. I could see her eyes had filled up and I knew the tears were more of humiliation than pain. I shifted my gaze over to dad and after staring into his glassy eyes, simply nodded. Looking back at Mom, he asked,
"So what the fuck you call that?"
"Underwear." She said softly.
Dad shook his head and looked at me.
"You know what she's wearing? One of those stringy things all the little sluts wear." He grunted. "You fucking some young kid now Sheri? Is that what he likes?"
"I'm not fucking anyone." Mom answered as she slid the chair out and sat down across from me.
When she did, I noticed her wince and wanted to haul off and whack my father.
"Yeah right." He laughed as he picked his beer up. "I think I'm the only one you're not fucking. So go ahead Sheri, why you wearing that thing?"
Mom shrugged.
"I just got out of the shower and it came with the robe, so I just put it on."
"Oh? New robe?" Dad banged his bottle down hard on the table. "I'm paying for you to look hot for your boyfriends now?"
"There's no one John." Mom said calmly.
"You never wear shit like that for me."
"Because, you never want to be with me." She shrugged. "All you do is call me names."
"That's because I don't want to be fucking the whole neighborhood." He snorted. "Who the hell knows what those losers have."
Mom didn't respond and I managed to keep my mouth shut. This was the old familiar pattern. If we stayed quiet when he was drunk, he would sort of drift off into his own little world and forget about us. Dad sighed and picking up his beer began to slowly sip it. In between swallows, I heard him mutter, "fucking whore. Catch her one of these days."
After a couple of minutes that stopped and he simply sat there looking down at the bottle in his hands. Sensing movement, I looked up, to see Mom had reached up and was removing the clip from her hair. When she saw me looking, she gave me a sexy little smile and made a show of shaking her long hair out. I lost interest in dad and watched as my mother's long honey blonde hair cascaded down her shoulders and back. She ran her fingers up through it, taking it back up and fanning it out, before letting it fall again. The light shade of her hair looked good against the black of the robe, and unable to help it I started imagining how good it looked when it was across my stomach and thighs.
I was starting to sweat and tried to focus on worrying about what my father was going to do next. Still, I couldn't help thinking about sliding her hair away from her bare back and kissing her between her shoulders and then working my way down. Seeing me staring, Mom gave me a wink and to my surprise, seductively licked her lips. My cock twitched, but at the same time I turned away from her to make sure dad wasn't looking. Mom had never been this forward. Not that dad would suspect anything, but the last thing she needed to do was fuel his fire.
I saw I had no worries. Dad was now peeling the label off the beer bottle, concentrating on trying to do it without tearing it. He was humming tunelessly which was a sign he was calming down. If nothing else set him off the next stage was him dozing off. Odds were he would be sleeping the entire time his partner was driving. My thoughts jerked back to the present and I jumped as I felt something press against my crotch. I looked down to see Mom's foot planted between my legs.
I knew I should push her foot down and close my legs, but I couldn't. Instead I watched as Mom's bare foot started to slide up and down my crotch. I started to breathe through my mouth as my cock swelled in my jeans. My hips jumped as Mom started curling her bright red toes along the length of my shaft. I swallowed hard as her foot began to move faster. Darting my eyes to the side and making sure dad was still in a fog, I reached down and lightly ran my fingers across the soft skin of the top of her foot.
Mom started pushing her foot harder into my now fully erect cock and I started caressing her foot as she slid it back and forth. I was beginning to breathe heavier as I imagined those soft bare feet up on my shoulders or across my back as he legs wrapped around me. Mom started moving her foot faster and I had to bite back a moan. I looked up to see her smile at me before pushing her foot hard into my cock. Giving me that cute little smile that drove me crazy, she mouthed the words "For me?" I nodded and she sent a thrill through me as she slid her foot down the length of my hard on and shaped the words, "All mine."
Mom's toes curled around the head of my cock and squeezed. I jerked in my chair as I felt my precum squirt out into my underwear.
"What the hell's wrong with you?" dad asked.
"Umm," I shrugged. "I don't know."
I grabbed mom's ankle and tried to shove it down, but she was pressing it against me. What the hell? Did she want to get caught?
"You look funny." Dad said staring at me. "What's the matter?"
Well, you see, Mom's trying to give me a foot job under the table and....
"Just umm, warm." I replied as I pushed Mom's ankle harder.
"What the hell are you doing in your lap?" Dad asked, "Making sure it's there?"
"No, I..."
Dad leaned over quickly, looking under the table. As soon as he had begun to move Mom dropped her foot to the floor and left her leg stretched out under the table. Dad looked at my lap for a moment and I wondered if he could see I was hard. I saw him frown and sitting back up, I saw he had gotten that pissed off look on his face again.
"Sheri!" he snapped, looking over at her.
Mom jumped and for the first time tonight looked nervous.
"Go upstairs and change into something fucking decent will you?" He pointed towards the stairs.
"What?" she asked.
"You fucking heard me! Christ I look under the table and your robes so fucking high I can your ass."
"Well I wasn't expecting...."
"I know what you were expecting! You were figuring on coming down here and waiting for your latest boyfriend." He was starting to yell and Mom put her hands up,
"Calm down John, please.
"Please?" he snorted, "Is that what you do with him? Beg him to fuck your used up pussy?"
"Dad!" I snapped. "Stop talking like..."
I was stopped short, by the back of his hand catching my cheek. He had only flicked his wrist, and it didn't hurt much, but stunned me into silence. How the hell could he be so drunk and be that quick?
"Don't you hit him!" Mom shouted at him.
"Then he should watch his mouth." Dad pointed at me causing me to flinch. "Besides, he's why you need to get your ass upstairs. He's your fucking son and you're down here with your fucking ass hanging out."
"I..." Mom paused to take a breath and keep her voice calm. "When I saw Paul I was going to go back and change and you told me to come down here."
"Because I wanted to see what you were wearing, but seeing your little boys here, I guess lover boy will have to wait now won't he?"
"For the last time John, there's no one there's never...."
"Just shut up and go put some clothes on!" Dad shouted causing up both to jump. "Christ, you haven't changed have you? Used to parade around his friends like that all the time." He waved at her disgustedly, "Christ, the kids got a cute little girlfriend; he doesn't need to see your nasty ass to see what he's got to look forward too."
Mom stared at him and although she looked away quickly I could see the hurt in her eyes.
"Don't be a jerk, Dad," I said softly. "Mom's beautiful and you know it."
"Aww," Dad grinned and reaching out, pinched my cheek, "Isn't that cute, saying your Mom's pretty, you always were a mama's boy." He sighed. "How'd I raise such a pansy?"
"Well?" he looked back at Mom, "Get your slutty ass upstairs."
Mom turned and quickly headed for the stairs. As she began to walk up them dad called out, "Pull the robe down, kid don't wanna see his mother's ass."
Well actually I thought, but stopped when Mom turned to look over her shoulder at me. She looked as if she were ready to cry as she said softly, "I'll be upstairs if you need me Paul."
She turned away and it was all I could do not to get up and follow her, but I didn't want to wind the asshole up again. Instead I looked at Dad, who was now sitting back with a big smile on his face. I felt a wave of disgust flow through me. He loved it when he made mom cry, always had.
"Why do you talk to her like that?" I asked. "She doesn't deserve that."
Dad turned to look at me and I breathed a sigh of relief when I saw he was now in a good mood.
"Not about that Paul. It's about keeping her in line. Can't have her thinking she's worth anything."
"That's the most ignorant thing I've ever heard." I told him. "Mom..."
"Paul," Dad said putting his hand on my shoulder in an almost fatherly manner. "Let me tell you something, women need to be treated that way."
"No..." I stopped as he squeezed my shoulder.
"Not only that, but they want it! They won't say it, but they love it when their man puts them in her place. Hell your mom's probably up there all hot and bothered now."
"You're nuts! " I told him holding back some other choice words.
"See that's what guys your age need to learn." He shook his head, "Your generation only thinks with your dicks." Removing his hand from me he sat back and continued,
"Look at Julie. I bet all she's gotta do is show you those little titties of hers and you'll do anything she wants. Not only that, she does what she wants. If you don't like it, a blow job gets her off the hook."
"Yeah okay Dad."
"Really Paul, I'm trying to tell you something. Next time instead of just whipping your cock out and letting her have her way, you give a nice little rap in the mouth." He nodded as if he'd said something brilliant. "Shit, she'll not only fall into place, but she'll thank you. Women want that, I'm telling you."
"Of course," he sighed. "Maybe I didn't do it enough and that's why your mother is fucking around on me."
"Please dad," I told him. "Mom is not screwing around on you. You've..."
"Yes she is." He said quietly. "Maybe before she wasn't, but she is now. I know it. I heard her on the phone with him the other day."
"You did?"
"Yup." He nodded. "Heard her telling him how bad she wanted him. How much she missed him inside of her."
Dad was speaking softly and I swore it looked as if he was upset.
"She said she didn't think she could wait until I went on the road, started talking about a hotel."
I felt a wave of panic come over me. That had been me Mom had been talking too. She had told me she needed me more than ever and....
"Then she started talking dirty, saying how she couldn't wait to have him in her mouth."
"Well maybe..." I began, but he kept going.
"So she hangs up and I go in and grab her phone, figure I'll get the fuckers number."
Oh shit! I thought what the...
"But she's pretty smart. She must have deleted his number, cause I look and the last call was to you." He shrugged. "Classy huh? From her son to her boyfriend."
I jumped at the sound of Dad's cell ringing. Removing it from his pocket, he answered, "Yeah? All right, I'll be out."
Standing he looked down at me.
"Well I gotta get going. I'll be back Sunday."
"Okay." I nodded. "Have a good trip."
"Yeah." He clapped me on the shoulder and left his hand there. "Think about what I said Paul. You put them in their place good once you'll be all set."
I simply nodded and he started to turn away then stopped and looked back at me.
"Hey, you staying awhile?"
"I guess, why?" I asked.
"Do me a favor and stick around tonight and maybe come by over the next few days."
"Why?"
"Because I want you to keep an eye on your mother." He gave me an attempt at a smile. "You do that for me?"
"Yeah sure."
"Good." He nodded. "This way I know she won't be fucking around on me."



Working hard not to smile I asked, "Hey dad, Julie and I are.... Taking some time off, how about I stay the weekend?"
"Hey, that would be great!" he slapped my arm again. "Hey there's hope for you yet."
"Thanks." I said smiling at him.
"Okay," he said walking away and speaking over his shoulder, "You make sure you don't let her out of your sight."
"Oh, don't worry; I'll be right on top of her." I told him.
*****
I watched out the window as dad got into the passenger side of truck and it pulled away. Now that he was out of the house, that feeling of excitement I had run up the steps with was coming back. I forced myself to stand in front of the window for a few minutes and watch the hill over the house across the street. The on ramps to 95 north and south were there and I would be able to see the truck get on the highway.
After dads telling me he was sure Mom was fooling around on him, I wanted to make sure he wasn't going to come right back. While I watched, I felt a wave of memories; Mom and I waiting at the window when I was little. Dad would always blow the horn of the truck when he got on the highway as his way of saying goodbye to me and I would wave as if he could see me. Back then I would be sad when he left. Flash forward a few years and I was glad to see him go. I took a deep breath and buried that old pain.
Instead, I smiled at the thought that I was going to spend the next four days in the loving arms of the most beautiful woman I knew. I thought back to the image of her letting her hair down and her bare foot in my lap. My cock began to stir as I envisioned her coming down the stairs ready to playfully flash me her amazing tits. Oh, yes four days of sex that others would think sick, but I knew was best it could ever be. There was no way Julie or any other woman could love me the way my mother did. Our taboo trysts were the best of both worlds, a mother's love combined with the lust of an insatiable older woman.
I let out a long breath when I saw the bright yellow truck climb the hill and take north. I turned and watched it for as far as I could before turning from the window. I quickly went back into the kitchen and took the stairs two at a time. It occurred to me Mom might still be upset and would just want to lay together for awhile. That would be fine, I loved nothing more than to hold her in my arms, loving her the way she deserved. Then after that I would give her something else she deserved, a good hard fuck, the kind my limp dicked father hadn't given her in years. After that we would go nice and slow, tease and love and play for hours. Goddamn, four fucking days of this!
I saw the door to Mom's bedroom was closed most of the way and when I opened it, I smiled. The shades were pulled down and there were several candles lit. I closed the door behind me and saw the door to the bathroom was shut. I began to walk over to it, concerned mom was in there crying. As I passed the bed, I felt my already semi-hard cock continue to grow. The sheets were drawn down and they were black, I loved how Mom's fair skin looked on them, never mind her hair. I remembered the first time we had sex in that bed. I'd felt weird because of my father, but Mom said I was the only man that took her there; my father hadn't touched her in years.
I jumped at the sound of Mom's voice.
"Hey, honey, you looking for someone?"
I turned to see her leaning against the wall next to the closet. She was still wearing the short robe, but it was closed tightly. Good thing Dad hadn't decided to come up and see if she changed. On that note, it occurred to me that Mom had taken a chance with the candles. She was awfully bold tonight.
"Mom, are you okay?" I asked, starting towards her.
"Stop." Mom said.
I immediately froze where I was and she smiled.
"You always did listen so well."
"Mom, I'm sorry about Dad. I..."
"Paul?"
"What is it, Mom?"
"Your father is gone. I'm fine and I don't want to talk about him, okay?"
"Okay."
"What I want is to enjoy the company of my very handsome son."
I smiled and started for her again, when she put her finger up.
"I said stay there." She said firmly. "Stay right in front of that bed."
I took a step back and could feel my heart beginning to beat faster. Mom was always meek around dad, but always took charge when we were together and I loved it. She stayed where she was, leaning against the wall, a slight smile on her face.
"Take your clothes off." She said softly.
"You sure you don't want to talk...." I began, still concerned about her, after all we had all weekend to play.
"I said I'm fine." She said, "Now listen to your mother and take your damn clothes off!"
That tone sent a quiver through my now hard cock and putting my head down, I whispered, "Yes ma'am."
I quickly stripped my t-shirt off and after removing my shoes and socks, unzipped my jeans. I started to pull them down, then stopped and smiled at her.
"Do you want to?"
"I want you naked Paul. I'm not Julie, you don't have to guess, I'll tell you exactly what I want."
I shoved my jeans down and stepped out of them.
"Oh, honey." Mom whispered, "Look at that."
I looked down to see that in addition to the huge bulge my throbbing cock had made in my underwear, there was a large wet stain where the tip of my cock was dripping. I looked back up and felt my cock twitch at the look of pure lust on her face. Mom's big blue eyes were wide and she made a show of slowly licking her lips.
"Go ahead, baby, show your mother how hard you are for her."
I pulled my underwear down allowing my hard cock to spring free and kicked them to the side. Mom let out a breath, her eyes locked onto my cock. I smiled at the fact I was naked and hard in front of my mother, and she was looking at me with naked desire on her face.
"That's all for me?" Mom asked walking slowly towards me.
"All of it," I told her, "And all of me."
"Aren't you sweet." Mom smiled, her eyes were still lingering on my cock. "But you have to save some for your little girlfriend don't you?"
"Julie left me." I whispered.
Mom looked away from my cock and asked, "Really?"
"She didn't want me to stay with you."
"Well you didn't have to," she started, but I waved her off.
"Are you kidding?" I asked. "There's no way I'd ever take another girl over you," I smiled, "You're my favorite girl remember?"
"Oooh, I like that," Mom cooed. "And since you did choose me, I guess I'm going to have to give you a treat aren't I?"
Knowing exactly what she meant, all thoughts of Julie left my mind and my cock felt so thick it was beginning to hurt.
"Sit down Paul."
I did as she said, and swallowed hard as I watched Mom slowly walk over to me.
"That's right honey," she began, stopping a couple of feet in front of me and untying the robe, "You sit back and let your mother take good care of you."
Mom undid the robe and turning around slid it off her shoulders. I watched it drop to the floor and found myself confronted with the site Mom's ass, in just a thin black thong. I wouldn't say she was chubby, but my mother did have some curves and her ass was pleasantly round, yet still firm. Looking over her shoulder at me, she gave it a playful shake. I reached out to grab it, but she laughed and stepped away from me. I laughed too; glad to see she was in a playful mood. The smile left my face, when Mom quickly turned around to face me.
"Oh, Mom." I said softly as I took in her large creamy tits with their pink nipples. Those nipples looked as hard as my cock felt, and were pointing straight at me. I licked my lips in anticipation of having them in my mouth and let my eyes drift down to her soft stomach and the flair of her hips. The thong was so thin in the front I could see the pink skin of her pussy, along the edge of the sides. Shaking my head slowly I whispered, "Damn, you're beautiful."
Mom, smiled and said softly, "You make me feel that way, honey I love the way you look at me."
"I love to look at you," I told her.
"Yeah?" Mom asked, and cupping her tits, held them up for me. "Not bad for an old lady?"
"Not bad for any lady, and you're not old."
"Old enough to....," she winked, "Be your mother!"
I laughed and then stopped as letting her tits go, she gathered her long blond hair and raising her arms over her head took it up and struck a seductive pose for me. Goddamn she was sexy!
"But, you like baby?"
"Oh, yes." I breathed as she slowly turned around, giving me another glimpse at her perfect ass.
Mom turned back around to face me and stepping up, wrapped her arm around my shoulders. I immediately went for her tit, but Mom caught my chin and titled my head up.
"What, no kiss hello?"
Without waiting for an answer, she pressed her lips to mine and I groaned as she teasingly slid them back and forth. I wrapped my arms around her waist and pulled her closer to me. Mom sighed as she was drawn into my embrace and began to kiss me more firmly. I felt her relax into me and started running my right hand up and down the smooth skin of her back while her soft full lips worked against mine. I moaned when I felt her tongue dart out and parted my lips, allowing it access to my mouth.
Our tongues caressed each other as she slipped her other arm around my shoulders. I could feel her nipples pressing into my chest and my hard cock was trapped against her thigh as she stood between my legs. I moved my hands down past her hips and grabbing her ass, gave it a hard squeeze. Mom cooed delightedly as I began to fondle the cheeks of her ass, and dropping her hand, grabbed my cock. I moaned into her mouth as she gave it a squeeze and I felt the precum squirt from it. Mom started to slowly pump it and I whimpered into our kiss as she slid her thumb across the sensitive head.
"I like that little noise baby." Mom whispered, as she removed her lips from mine. "I love when you whimper for me."
"I..." I trailed off into another moan as Mom leaned in and started kissing my neck while she began to stroke my cock faster.
I continued to rub her ass, as she ran her lips across my neck and playfully nibbled at my ear. Mom again squeezed the head of my cock and my hips twitched as she ran her hand across the head. She started stroking harder and I could feel her hand was now slick with my cum. Sliding my hands around, I ran them up her soft stomach and grabbed the bottom of her tits, trying to find her nipples.
"You want these, honey?"
Mom leaned back enough so I could cup them in my hands and I let out a breath as I lifted her heavy tits. Holding them in the palms of my hands, I started rubbing my thumbs across her nipples.
"Oh, yes." She whispered, closing her eyes.
Bending my head, I eagerly sucked her right nipple into my mouth while rolling the other between my finger tips. Mom started rocking back and forth, gently pushing her nipple deeper into my more than willing mouth. She had slowed her stroking of my cock and my own hips stared to move, trying to urge her to go faster. Mom put her hand on the back of my head and I sighed contentedly around her nipple as she started running her long nails through my hair. I turned my head, switching up on her nipples and Mom showed her appreciation, by sliding her hand down the length of my shaft and letting my cock go, began to massage my balls. Mom lifted her right leg and bending it, placed her knee on mine.
I knew what she wanted and was more than happy to give it to her. I let the tit I was sucking on go and running my fingers lightly down her stomach, slid my hand between her legs. I rubbing her pussy through the thong and released a moan around her nipple as I could feel how hot and wet she was even through the material. Mom moaned softly, and lifted her other leg, placing it on mine so that she was now kneeling on me with her legs wide open. My fingers trembling with excitement, I slipped them into her thong and rolled my eyes in pleasure at the feeling of her hot wet flesh.
"Yes, honey." Mom groaned in my ear, "That's tight you....Oh!"
Mom gasped as I pushed two fingers up into her pussy and started to slowly pump them. I was breathing hard against her nipple as she clenched her warm and very tight pussy around my thrusting fingers. I slipped my fingers out and slid them through her soft wet lips and Mom, jerked against my hand, when the tips of my fingers found her swollen clit.
"Oh, right there!" Mom purred as I began rubbing my fingers in slow circles around her hard button.
I slid my fingers back and into her quivering flesh, and working it into the thong, pressed my thumb against her clit. Mom started rocking her hips into my hand as slowly rubbed her sensitive flesh while pumping my fingers. Mom let go of my cock, and leaning forward wrapped her arms around my shoulders, as I started moving my fingers faster. I groaned in disappointment when she did, but bending her head to my ear, Mom whispered,
"Don't worry baby, your mother's going to take good care of you." She emitted a low moan that caused my cock to twitch as I drove my fingers harder into her. "Hmmm, oh look at you taking such good care of me, you always were such a good boy."
Mom punctuated that last sentence by slipping her tongue into my ear, and I my cock jumped in anticipation of that tongue caressing it. I switched nipples again and this time started sucking harder. I squeezed her other nipple harder between my fingers and began rubbing her clit in faster circles. We had plenty of time to go slow later and I wanted to get her off nice and hard the first time. Sensing my thoughts, Mom said softly,
"That's right honey, nice and quick." She gasped and her hips jerked as I pressed harder on her clit. "Oh, baby, I haven't come from anything but my fingers since the last time you stayed," she paused then purred into my ear, "Be a good boy and make your mother cum for you!"
I began plunging my fingers hard and fast into her, harder than I would dare go with Julie, but unlike Julie, Mom was a real woman and loved a firm touch. Mom rested her head on my shoulder and started moaning loudly as I opened my mouth and took her nipple as deep as I could into my mouth, while my thumb danced rapidly across her clit. Her moans began to get higher pitched and Mom started using her legs to bounce up and down, driving my fingers deeper inside of her sopping wet pussy. I squeezed her nipple harder bit down slightly on her nipple, and Mom cried out loudly in my ear,
"Oh yes! Right there honey! Don't stop, please don't.....Oh!"
Mom's hips jerked and she released a loud squeal in my ear that sent a thrill though me and a shiver through my throbbing cock. I felt her pussy tighten around my fingers and she began to buck wildly on my lap, as I kept my thumb moving on her clit. Mom was emitting a series of sharp yelps each time my finger slammed into her and I could feel her pussy getting wetter as her juices began gushing around my plunging fingers. I winced as Mom's fingernails dug into my shoulders, but quickly forgot about the pain when she wailed in my ear and I felt her pussy convulse around my fingers.
Mom's hips jerked hard into my fingers a couple of more times, then with a satisfied sigh, the brought a smile to my face she cooed, "Oh honey, that felt soooo good. You always know just how to cheer me up don't you?"
Releasing her nipple from my mouth, I turned my head and after kissing her neck said softly, "I love you Mom."
It seemed strange saying it like that while we were playing dirty, but apparently it was what Mom wanted to hear. She hugged me even tighter.
"Oh honey, I love you so much!" She sighed and added. "And need you so much."
"I'll always be here." I told her.
"Hmmm," she cooed in my ear, "Speaking of needing something, I bet you need a little of your mother's attention don't you?"
"Oh, yes."
Mom sat back on my knees and looking down at my swollen cock smiled, "Yeah honey, you want your mother to take care of that nice big dick of yours?"
Hearing her talk like that drove me wild and I whispered, "Please Mom?"
"Please what honey?" she asked.
She was giving me that sexy smile and I knew she loved hearing me say it as much as I loved hearing her.
"Please suck my cock, mom, please don't tease me."
"Okay," she laughed, "I just wanted to make sure you remembered the manners I taught you."
Mom slipped off of my legs and as I watched, heart pounding, she dropped to her knees between my legs. Grabbing my cock, she gave the tip a kiss, then looked up at me and opened her mouth. My precum was on her lips and I groaned at the sight of it smeared on her lips. Mom gave my cock a hard squeeze that caused a spurt of sticky fluid to erupt from my cock and bending her head, Mom started swirling her tongue around it.
"Oh, damn," I breathed as I took in the sigh of my beautiful mother's pink tongue lapping up my dripping cock.
Mom took my cock and began rubbing the still oozing head all over her huge tits. I moaned as my slick cock rubbed across her firm tits, causing them to glisten. Letting my cock go, Mom grabbed her tits and pressing them around my cock started to rock up and down.
"Oh yes." I moaned as I watched my cock slide between her large creamy tits.
Mom stopped moving and said, "Go ahead baby, fuck them, fuck your mother's tits."
I smiled, knowing she was talking like that for my benefit and loving every minute of it. I started thrusting my hips up off the bed and watched my throbbing dick push its way through mom's tits. I moaned at how soft they were, then gasped as she flicked her tongue out and caught the tip as it poked up at her. Mom bent her head further and parted her lips. Now when I thrust my cock through her tits, the head was sliding into her warm mouth. I moaned and stared pumping faster and trying desperately to push more of my cock into the forbidden mouth of my own mother.
There was no doubt in my mind that the fact she was my mother made everything we did even hotter. The first couple of time we were together I had felt weird, like I'd done something wrong. But after I'd had sex with mom, I quickly realized no other girl, including Julie was anywhere near the lover my mother was. Now anytime the thought that we were committing a forbidden act entered my mind, it just made me harder. I quickened my thrusts and smiled as Mom was now pushing her head down further to take more of me into her mouth.
Mom released her tits and as they dropped away from my cock, grabbed it and started pumping it hard and fast. I had been pretty worked up and my hips continued to thrust into her hand, God, I needed to cum! Mom was staring at my cock with that look of lust that I loved and after slowing down her stroking, began lightly running her tongue along the length of my shaft. I shuddered when she worked her way back up and paused over the head. Instead of sucking it, she kissed it and slid her tongue down the other side of my shaft.
"Oh, Please Mom." I whispered, my hips twitching.
"I know, you want it baby," She said softly as she rubbed my aching cock along the side of her face, "But I just want to enjoy it first."
Mom then opened her mouth and I moaned as she took me more than half way down and gave me several long hard sucks. She then removed it from her mouth and started licking around the head again.
"Mom please!" I begged,
"Don't whine dear." She shook her head, "You know how I hate that, and" she squeezed my cock for emphasis. "Don't argue with your mother."
"Sorry Mom," I breathed, "I just....Oh shit!"
I cried out as Mom ducked her head and started swirling her tongue around my balls. I rolled my eyes in pleasure as she started slowly jerking my cock while now sucking my balls into her mouth. Mom ran her tongue across my balls several more times before sliding it up the length of my shaft. She stopped with her mouth poised over my cock and smiled at me. I started to say please, then stopped and just smiled back at her.



"Good boy." She whispered, then with no further hesitation took my cock all the way down until I felt her lips wrap around the base of my shaft.
"Oh yes!" I groaned as holding my entire cock in her mouth and throat, Mom started slowly shaking her head back and forth.
"Hmmm" Mom moaned around my hard flesh as he eyes rolled back.
My own eyes felt like rolling at the sight of how much she enjoyed having her son in her mouth. Mom wrapped her lips tightly around me and started to slowly bob her head. I could feel her soft tongue pressed against my shaft as she worked her soft lips up and down the length on my cock. Mom began following her mouth with her hand, jerking me off as she blew me and I could already feel my legs beginning to tremble. Mom's long blonde hair fell across her face and reaching down I gently brushed it away from her face so I could watch her.
Mom grabbed my hand and placed it on her head. Taking my cue, I gathered her hair and held it while she continued to slowly suck my cock. I dropped my other hand between us and she moaned around me as I found her hard nipple with my fingers. Mom opened her eyes and started straight into mine as she picked up speed, sucking me faster and taking me deeper each time. I sat there. My wide eyes transfixed by the sight of my gorgeous mother blowing me. At this point we'd been having our taboo trysts for almost three years, but the sight of my mother giving me a blow job never failed to drive me crazy.
Mom started using her other hand to gently massage my balls and I began to push on the back of her head, not hard, but enough to guide her to begin to go faster. I sighed softly as she was moving at a perfect pace and was now using just her fingernails on my balls. Mom knew me better than any other girl ever had. I certainly knew her better than my father had ever tried to and we both always knew just how to touch each other. I could see Mom's ass swaying back and forth and knew sucking me was working her back up.
I licked my lips knowing that I was going to be licking hers soon. My hips were beginning to move faster and I was breathing hard. My legs were starting to shake and I now found myself trying to hold back, to enjoy as much of my mother's mouth as I could. I whimpered when mom removed my cock and looking at me whispered, "Just give it to me baby, I'm going to be tasting you all weekend."
"Oh, that sounds so good." I told her.
"Taste's better," she winked then said softly, "Now be a good boy and give your mother every drop."
Any response I would have tried to come out with was swallowed up as Mom swallowed my cock right down to my balls. She paused briefly then started sucking me hard and fast. I moaned loudly as she was sucking so hard she was making slurping noises and her and was again busy on my balls. Mom was moaning each time she took me down and despite my best efforts, I could feel the cum beginning to race through my balls and up my shaft.
Mom took me deep once more and this time gave my balls a squeeze.
"Oh fuck!" I yelled as my cock erupted into my mother's mouth.
"Mmm-hmm!" Mom groaned around my spurting cock as she continued to suck it.
I moaned and my hips jerked as Mom's talented mouth and coaxed every drop of cum from me. I could my cock beginning to slow its spurting, and then gasped as mom began to suck harder. I whimpered as I felt her mouth pull a few more drops from my now fully drained cock and fell back onto the bed panting. My hips jerked and I cried out as Mom continued to swirl her cum soaked tongue around the sensitive head of my cock.
"Stop!" I groaned, pushing on her head, "Please stop."
Mom removed my cock from her mouth and rolled her eyes, "Stop, don't stop." She gave an exaggerated sigh. "Kids these days just can't make up their minds."
She then sighed and made a show of licking her lips. "Damn that was a lot! You need that baby?"
"I need you Mom." I said as I sat up.
Mom smiled and standing leaned over and again gave me a huge hug. There seemed to be a hint of urgency in the hug, as if she were upset, or was afraid of something. I was going to say something, but letting me go, Mom smiled and getting onto the bed crawled past me and rolling over onto her back, spread her legs open.
"See anything you want?" she asked as she pulled the thing to the side.
"Damn." I said simply as I stared at her bald pink pussy.
Mom spread her lips open and I could see her swollen clit peeking out at me. Whatever was going on, we had plenty of time to talk later. Turning around on the bed, I started to crawl up between her legs when she stopped me by putting her foot on my shoulder.
"Hold on." She said.
Mom then lifted her hips off the bed and working the thing over them raised her legs up and slid the thing up to her knees. Bending her leg she playfully kicked it off, and then slowly let her legs fall open, presenting me with her now completely bare pussy. I knelt there and took a moment to take in my mother's fully naked body. Mom saw me looking and with a sexy smile made a show of putting her arms over her head and stretching. My eyes locked on her huge tits pushing out at me and I let my gaze wander along the soft curves of her lush inviting body.
Crawling between her legs I leaned over her, bracing my hands over her shoulders and leaning down, kissed her. Mom wrapped her arms around me and we shared a long passionate kiss. Removing my lips from hers, I slid down, trailing my tongue down her chest until my head was between her tits. As Mom lied back and sighed happily, I began sucking on her nipples, caressing each one with my lips and tongue before going to the next. I could feel the heat of her pussy against my thigh and leaving her tits trailed my lips down across her stomach. I playfully traced my tongue around her navel and Mom giggled like a teen ager.
As always any sound of happiness from her made me smile and I eased myself down until I was propped up on my forearms with her amazing pussy inches from my face. I turned my head and kissed the creamy inside of her thighs and could feel her trembling beneath my lips. I worked my mouth higher until I was now licking the crease between her thigh and her pussy. Mom's hips were rocking in anticipation and I paused to take a deep breath, inhaling the intoxicating scent of my mother's pussy.
"Now who's teasing?" she asked.
I turned to her pussy and after placing a soft kiss just over it, gently spread her lips with my fingers and blew on her clit. Mom moaned and deciding I was now teasing myself as much as her, I lowered my head and shoved my tongue inside of her sopping wet pussy. Mom released a loud groan as I swirled my tongue around inside of her, while rubbing my finger across her hard clit. I sucked hard, causing her to gasp and a sound of pleasure to come from me as I got a mouthful of my mother's forbidden nectar.
Removing my tongue, I started to slowly swirl it around, slowly making my way up through the soft wet folds of her pussy. Mom released a soft sigh as I worked my way back down before sliding back up and gently flicking my tongue across her clit. Her hips jumped again, and after tracing a teasing circle around it, I sucked her swollen clit into my mouth. As I began to slowly suck on it, I slipped two fingers into her pussy and began pumping them in time with my sucking.
"Oh honey, you know just how I like it don't you?"
I didn't answer her; instead I began sucking harder on her clit and winked at her. Mom returned the wink, and bringing her hands up, began paying with her nipples, rolling her swollen pink buds between her long red nails. I watched her play with them as I released her clit from my mouth and started licking it softly. Mom's hips were moving and I noticed her fingers were moving faster around her nipples. I started swirling my tongue faster and pressing it harder against her clit. I started thrusting my fingers faster and harder as well and Mom began moaning softly.
"There you go baby, just like that, lick faster."
I sped my tongue up as well as my fingers and Mom's hips started thrusting up into my face. I could hear her beginning to whimper as he back arched, pushing her clit against my rapidly moving tongue. Her whimpers were sounding desperate and I knew she was right on the edge. Bringing my other hand up, I pressed my finger against her ass and paused. Sometimes Mom was into her ass being played with, but not always.
"Oh, you bad boy," she groaned, "Oh you do know what I need don't you?" she moaned as I sucked her clit back into my mouth then whispered, "Go ahead honey, right there."
I shoved my finger deep into my mother's tight ass and at the same time sucked her clit into my mouth as hard as I could. Mom threw her head back and let out a long loud squeal as that sent her over the edge.
"Oh hell yeah!" She cried out as wrapping her legs around my head, she pinned my face between her thighs.
Mom squealed again and started grinding her hips hard into my face. I managed to keep my mouth affixed to her clit and my fingers moving as her hips jerked into me and she smeared her sopping pussy all over my face. Mom was letting out those sexy little yelps and I made her make louder ones as I started to shove my finger harder into her ass. As I did I wondered if I would get the extra special treat of shoving something else up there this weekend. On that note, I became aware of my once again hard cock pressing into the mattress and started sucking her clit even harder, keeping her cumming as long as possible so she would be that much hotter for my cock.
Mom shoved her pussy into my face and after releasing a long loud moan, slumped back panting on the bed. She dropped her legs from my face and I immediately got on my knees between her legs. Mom looked up, she was sweating, her blonde hair plastered to the sides of her face and her face was flushed. Her eyes focused between her legs and I looked down to see my erect cock pointing directly at her pussy. Mom lifted her legs and placing her feet on my shoulders, said, "Go ahead baby, take what you need."
Not needing to be told twice, I leaned forward and drove my cock deep into my mother's soaking wet pussy.
"Oh, fuck!" Mom cried out as I started slamming the shit out of her.
Having already cum, I wasn't worried about being quick and just cut loose and gave it to her. Wrapping my arms around her thighs, I pulled up, lifting her ass off the bed and causing my cock, to drive even deeper into her.
"That's it baby!" Mom cried out, "Fuck that pussy, it's your pussy baby! No one else gets it!'
My mother's pussy was my pussy! Those words sent a thrill through me and sliding my hands up I grabbed her ankles. Spreading her legs open as far as my arms could reach, I started fucking her even harder. Mom started letting out those hot little yelps and I watched smiling at the sight of her just lying back, her arms by her sides, and her huge tits bouncing. Her eyes were closed and her mouth open, emitting sounds of pleasure as she lied there letting her son fuck her the way she loved it, the way she needed it. I looked down and moaned at the sight of my glistening cock pounding in and out of Mom's pretty pink pussy.
I was beginning to breathe hard and as much as I loved fucking her this way, the image of that round firm ass was fixed I my mind.
"Mom," I panted as I slowed down, "Can I..."
"Anything baby," she moaned, "Anything you want, just keep fucking me!"
I removed my cock and holding Mom's ankles pushed her legs over to the side.
"Bad boy!" Mom laughed, but to my delight, immediately rolled over onto her stomach.
Mom put her head in the pillow and drawing her legs up underneath her pointed her round ass in the air. Unable to help myself, I leaned over, spread her cheeks and plunged my tongue into her ass.
"Oh!" Mom cried, "Oh you're feeling nasty today aren't you?"
I swirled my tongue around her ass a few times, then leaning up, grabbed her hips and drove my cock into her so hard I felt my balls slap against her pussy.
"Oh, my fucking God!" Mom yelled so loud I began to worry about the neighbors, Dad already though she was....
"Give it to me!" she cried out. "Go ahead, fuck me!"
Never one to disobey my mother, I squeezed her hips hard and started fucking the shit out of her. My cock looked even better slamming in between those curvy cheeks to disappear into her hot little box. Mom was now squealing continuously as I tore into her with everything I had. My eyes wandered over my cock and fixed on her pink rosebud. I slid my hand over and as I fucked her started to rub my thumb across it.
"Tomorrow, baby," Mom panted. "How's that for a treat? You can have my ass tomorrow; right now I just need my son's cock right where it is."
I didn't know what sounded hotter, her saying I could fuck her in the ass, or that she needed her son's cock. One or the other, I was now slamming her so hard our skin was making slapping noises and my cock was making sloppy wet sounds as it slammed into her sopping pussy. Mom threw her hair back and reaching out I grabbed it and pulled as I reared back and started going even faster.
"Yes!" she moaned. "Take me! Go ahead Paul, take your mother! Give me what your sorry excuse for a father can't!"
Mom began slamming her ass back into me and I cried out as I felt myself getting close.
"That's right!" Mom groaned, "Fuck me like he can't, yeah go ahead, fuck your mother," Mom yelped as I slammed her even harder as her talking was driving me wild. "No better than that! Fuck his wife!"
I shook the sweat from my eyes as I continued to fuck her with everything I had, Even in my lust addled state it occurred to me that Mom had never brought dad up when we fooled around.
"He thinks I'm fucking someone else?" She cried out. "Well he's right; I'm fucking a real man! I'm fucking his son! His son that loves me the way he should have! Isn't that right baby?"
"Oh yeah!" I groaned, barely able to get out the words.
"Yes you love me don't you honey?"
"Yes!"
"You love your mother in every way! And I'll let you love me in every way, all of me is your Paul, your mother is your girl honey, your...." She paused to yelp then moaned out, "Your whore honey, I'll be your love and your whore, anything you need me to be...oh yes!"
Mom's saying she'd be my whore sent me over the edge. I slammed into her one more time and whipping it out, I began to pump it. Under me, Mom quickly rolled over and grabbing her tits held them up. Leaning over her, I released my cock and with a loud cry, sent a huge spurt of cum splashing across her huge tits. Mom let her tit go and reaching out, grabbed my cock and started pumping it hard. I moaned as she lifted it so the next spurt went into her waiting mouth. Lowering it, Mom continued to pump it, moving it back and forth so that I was hosing both her perfect tits.
Mom kept going until I whimpered as my spent cock, gave up the last couple of drops. I sat back on my knees gasping and Mom lied back looking up at the ceiling. I marveled at the sight of her cum covered tits heaving as she fought to catch her breath. Leaning over I reached down to the floor and grabbing my t-shirt leaned over and began gently wiping the cum from her tits. When I was finished, I grabbed the bottle of water on the nightstand and passed it to her. Mom took a few sips and after I had done the same, I laid down next to her.
Mom rolled over onto her side and putting her arm across my chest nuzzled her face into my neck. I put my arm around her shoulders and closed my eyes. It wasn't even eight, but I could go to sleep. Mom kissed my neck and I smiled as her lips lingered and her tongue flicked around my ear. Mom started sucking on my neck and her hand began to trail down my stomach. I opened my eyes, was she kidding? Apparently she wasn't as I gasped when she grabbed my semi hard cock and started stroking it.
"Mom," I panted, "I'm tired, I....Oh!"
Mom slid quickly down my chest and immediately took my soft cock in her mouth. I lay there groaning as she sucked it hard and fast and I could feel myself hardening in her mouth.
"Mom I..." I started.
I stopped when releasing my now hard cock from her mouth, mom laid on her back and looking at me whispered, "Make love to me? Please honey?"
My exhaustion forgotten, I rolled over and in one motion slid my arms beneath hers and eased myself into her wet pussy. Mom wrapped her arms around my shoulders and pulled me down into a deep kiss. I began to move slowly within her and she brought her legs up, encircling my waist and drawing me even deeper inside her.
"That's it Paul," Mom whispered in my ear, "Nice and easy, show me how much you love me."
Mom kissed my neck, then sighed and let her back on the pillow. I looked down at her and felt a surge of emotion as I saw not only how beautiful she was, but the way she was looking back up at me. As much fun as it was to talk dirty and fuck, this was even better. As I leaned down and our lips met, I could feel how much she wanted me, how much she loved me. I could also fell in how her hands were trembling on my back how much she needed me. I'm sure a therapist could have a field day with us, but all I cared about was making the most amazing woman in my life happy.
I started moving a little faster and pushing harder into her and Mom began making soft cooing noises each time my cock pushed deep inside her. I let my weight go on my forearms and buried my face in her neck, kissing her softly and listening to those precious little moans she was releasing. How long we made love, I couldn't tell, we were moving slowly and not speaking, just loving and enjoying. We were pressed so close I could feel her heart beating against my chest our hips were moving in the same slow rhythm. Our bodies were completely in tune with each and we moved the way long time lovers would, both totally at ease and loving every moment of our intimacy.
I moaned softly as my tired cock began to stiffen further as my third orgasm in a short time started to build up. Mom felt me tense up and started to run her fingernails lightly across my back as I started to pump her harder.
"That's it Paul," she said in my ear, "Let me feel it, inside honey, deep inside."
I moaned almost as much in relief as pleasure when my cock went off and sent a few weak spurts deep into my mother's pussy. Mom however moaned sensually in my ear as each spurt poured into her and cooed, "Oh honey, you feel soooo good!"
I stopped moving as my cock had nothing left to give and I started to roll over, but mom held me close to her.
"Just stay right here with me." She said softly.
I remained where I was and I heard mom sigh as my cock began to soften inside of her. She kissed my cheek.
"I love you so much Paul."
"I love you to Mom."
She slid her arms from me and I rolled over onto my side to look at her. Mom rolled over so she was on her elbow facing me and touching my cheek said, "Thank you for staying with me."
"Pleasure's mine." I laughed. "Well both of ours."
Mom gave me a tired smile and reaching out, I moved her sweat soaked hair from her eyes.
"I'd see if you wanted to shower," I began, "But you might want more and lady, you've worn me out."
Mom didn't smile and I again had that feeling something was wrong.
"Honey," She started, confirming my suspicions "I need to talk to you."
"Everything okay?" I asked.
"That depends on how you take this." She said quietly.
Rolling over on her back, Mom slid up until she was sitting with her back against the headboard. I sat up as well and turned to face.
"What is it?" I asked, concerned.
Mom reached out and took my hand.
"Paul, I've been keeping a secret from you, well you and your dad too. I usually tell you everything, but I wasn't sure about this and...."



"What's the matter?"
"Okay, well you and everyone else want to know why I wouldn't leave your father."
"You're afraid of him." I said simply.
"No, I'm afraid to be alone I guess." She sighed, "He met me when I was young and in the beginning took care of me, now years later I'm afraid to be alone. I need someone to be with."
"You'd have plenty of options." I tried to smile, but the thought of her with another man bothered me.
"There's more Paul," she said "I also have no money, I never worked, and he wouldn't let me. Divorces cost a lot and..." she shrugged.
"And?"
"You know how they have those ads where you work at home and make money?"
"Yeah." I nodded.
"I heard they were scams, but figured why not? I called one and I started working online from the lap top you gave me and I've been making money and saving it the last three months."
"That's good Mom," I told her. "Maybe you can buy some...."
"I have over five thousand dollars in the bank Paul. I've been online day and night."
"Great I...."
"Paul, will you come with me to the lawyer tomorrow?"
"Tomorrow?" I asked.
"I'm going to file for a divorce honey." She gave my hand another squeeze. "Will you come with me?"
"Of course." I felt a thrill go through me. "Good for you Mom, but why now? I'm thrilled but..."
"I wasn't going to tomorrow, I was waiting for something and I just got it today."
"What was that?"
Mom hesitated, and then said softly, "Julie left you."
"What does she have to do with...."
"Paul, honey," Mom took a deep breath and asked in a barely audible voice, "Would you like to be with me?"
"Be with you?" I was confused, "You mean stay with you while this gets done?"
"No baby," she swallowed nervously, "I mean, be with me, like...like a couple."
"What?" My eyes widened. "You mean we live together and we...."
I paused as she looked away, a hurt expression on her face. What was she thinking? Granted we had been crossing the line for years now, but it was here and there and..... I stopped as what she was saying really dawned on me. Together, no waiting for Dad to leave. I would be able to be in my mother's bed every night. Fucking and more importantly loving all the time, I could treat her the way she deserved to be, and she would be so good to me.
"You... you don't want too?" she asked, her eyes filling.
"It's not that, Mom it's...."
"That's why I wanted to be nasty and sweet tonight; I wanted you to see what we can have. I meant what I said Paul, I'll be your sweetheart and your slut honey, whatever you want me to be, but I need you baby, please be with me."
"I.... Mom we could get caught, and where would we live, here?" I shrugged. "No one would think anything, but sooner or later it would look weird, me not having a girl, you not dating I...."
"Paul listen," Mom put her hands up and started speaking excitedly. "I've been planning this."
"You have?"
"I'm going to give your father the house in the divorce; I don't want to be here. You're 21 and on your own we have nothing to fight over. If he denies the divorce the lawyer will force him, he has no money he drinks it all."
"I still don't..."
Mom put her finger to my lips.
"I've been talking to a councilor at a home for women. She helped me find an apartment and it's not expensive. It's big enough for the two of us." She smiled, "People will think you're moving in to help me."
"For a while Mom, then..."
"Paul, you're done with college next semester. We live here six more months then when you graduate, we move."
"To where?"
"Out of state Paul." She smiled, "I'm making money and can work from home anywhere and you're graphic design degree can get a job anywhere."
"Wow." I said trying to consider it all.
"The woman from the shelter said she can help me get out of state, because you're father will probably keep bothering me."
"You're right." I agreed. Dad would go ballistic, I would have to stay with her.
"Think about it Paul!" She exclaimed, "No one will know us! They'll think we're a couple!" She laughed. "They'll think I'm one of those panthers!"
"Cougar." I corrected her, grinning. "But Mom, you sure, once dad's gone there will be guys your age and....."
I stopped as Mom reached out and touching my cheek, looked me in the eye.
"No one could love me the way you do honey, no one. And no girl will ever love you the way I can."
"I..." I shook my head; it really could work, but....
"Honey, I want to be with you in every way! We've already been doing things lovers do; now I want to do everything couples do!"
"What haven't we done?" I asked, thinking she had even let me have anal sex with her.
"The little things honey!" she smiled. "I want to walk down the street and hold your hand! I want to go out to dinner and kiss you in public; I want to cuddle up with you on the beach!" She gave me that little pout, "I want to be your girl honey, and wouldn't you love that?"
"Yes." I said softly as the image of the two of us sharing a sweet kiss in a park and holding hands in a theatre went through my mind.
"Then why not?" She smiled.
"I..." I felt a huge smile creep across my face.
Seeing it, Mom laughed and leaning forward kissed me. I kissed her back enthusiastically and she wrapped her arms around me. She hugged me briefly then leaned back and laughed like a little girl, "Honey, I wasted a lot of my life, but from now on this girl is going to enjoy herself!"
"Good for you."
"And good for you too, no?" she sighed. "Unless you'll get tired of me."
"I love you Mom." I said seriously "In every way."
"I hope so." she said quietly, "Because even though we're going to be a couple, I still want to be your Mom sometimes." She shrugged. "If that makes sense."
"Yeah and no," I laughed then put my finger up.
"So anyway Sheri...."
"Whoa." Mom stopped me. "I'm your..."
"We won't get far with me calling you Mom in public." I pointed out. "After all kissing your Mom would be sick no?"
Mom paused, and then burst out laughing, as always it made me smile and the way things were looking I was planning on doing quite a bit of smiling in the future.
*
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I was sitting at the desk in the living room, trying to force myself to pay attention to the computer in front of me, rather than think about what might be happening later on. It was a losing battle, as there was no way an extra credit online history lecture, was any competition for the chance at a show better than any porn movie. It was ten to seven and Karen was coming over to visit for awhile.
Karen had been mom's best friend for years and recently I had discovered one with benefits. Karen had been coming over for years, at one point at least once a week to play cards back when Dad was still alive. After Dad passed away last year, Karen started coming over much more often. In the beginning to console Mom and make sure she was okay. A couple of months ago I noticed some of her visits carried over into the next day. Mom used to say she stayed in the guest room, but one night I knocked to go in there when I realized I needed a jacket from the closet and Karen was nowhere to be found.
I made it a point to leave the door partway open and after midnight when I got up to go to the bathroom saw it remained that way. At first I felt bad, thinking Mom was doing something like that. But as more time went by I realized she hadn't had so much as a date since Dad passed. When I mentioned it, she would just shrug and say she wasn't ready yet. When I began to ask about it more and more, she reminded me dad was a lot older than her when he met her and that he was the only man she'd ever been with.
I looked away embarrassed, that was something I didn't need to know. I also didn't need to be reminded that at thirty five, Mom was only sixteen years older than me. The reason there was no need was for as long as I could remember, I'd always thought she was beautiful. Well at eight I thought she was beautiful, from about thirteen on, the word hot was what always entered my mind. In fact there had been a few times as a teen that not only had I had some nasty dreams about her, but inappropriate thoughts when I was awake as well. I felt terrible, but couldn't help it. Watching her walk around in shorts and skimpy tank tops, as well as seeing her in a bikini would send me to my room where, ashamed or not I would jerk off to the thought of her.
I never told anyone and hoped it was a phase, which it seemed to be as those thoughts faded once I began dating and eventually getting laid. When Dad had a heart attack and passed away a couple of years ago at the far too young age of 45, I only saw her as my mother who'd just lost her husband and was doing the best she could to hold herself together and take care of me. But a few weeks ago those taboo thoughts had kicked in again. It went back to the night when I did indeed discover Karen was doing a lot more than comforting mom. The water was off in the downstairs bathroom while we were having the shower replaced and I'd had to use the one off of Mom's bedroom. When I heard moaning coming from Mom's side, I peeked through the door that had been open a couple of inches.
Leaning back in the chair, I closed my eyes and tried to will away the image of Karen on her knees at the foot of the bed, while Mom lied on her back, her long legs draped over her shoulders. Mom's hands had been in Karen's hair and she was moaning loudly. Karen had been naked except for a thong and her ass looked amazing as she knelt there licking my mother's pussy.
Karen had then stood up and climbed up onto the bed. When she did I was confronted with the sight of my mother's bald and very wet pussy staring at me from between her spread legs. I'd kept telling myself to look away, but I couldn't. Especially when she'd sat up, exposing her large tits with their pink and very hard nipples. I had a sudden visual of licking those nipples and told myself that this was my mother! That thought had finally led me to turn away. She might be the hottest woman I'd ever seen, but she was my mom.
That guilt however, wasn't enough to not only keep those thoughts from my mind, but in the last couple of months I spied on Karen and Mom a few times and kept telling myself I was really watching Karen, who was gorgeous. But deep down, I knew it was my mother that was the main attraction. The room was usually dark, with only a couple of candles lit, but I'd gotten some pretty good views, including watching Mom's face buried in Karen's pussy in a sixty nine. I was also getting better views because the doorknob had broken off Mom's side of the bathroom and she didn't bother fixing it.
Of course the reason she didn't bother is the room on the other side was just an extra bedroom and used for storage, she had no reason to think her pervert of a son was sneaking up there and watching her with her girlfriend. Her girlfriend is what Mom finally told me Karen was, when a month ago, Mom sat me down and told me that for reasons she wanted to keep to herself she was no longer interested in men and her and Karen were a couple. She asked how I felt and I gave her my blessing. Mom seemed happy and she deserved to be. My only issue with it was the endless fantasies I couldn't keep out of my head.
Had the fantasies involved just her and Karen and how hot they looked together I wouldn't have been too concerned. After all I was a healthy nineteen year old boy who'd witnessed two hot cougars enjoying each other. Unfortunately most of the images that went through my mind, as well as my dreams, were that of Mom. I envisioned her long black hair trailing down my chest, while her tongue made its way towards my cock. My cock would then make it into her mouth while she looked at me with her big brown eyes. I pictured her round firm ass in the air, but rather than Karen licking it, it would be me pounding her as hard as I could, driving my....
"Kenny?" I jerked so hard at the sound of Mom's voice behind me; I almost fell backwards out of the chair.
"Easy honey!" Mom exclaimed, putting her hands on my shoulders.
"Sorry mom," I said as I turned in the chair to face her, "I must have started to doze..."
I trailed off unable to complete the sentence. Standing little more than a foot in front of me, Mom was wearing only a short red robe. A very short, very loosely tied robe. Because I was sitting, my eyes were level with Mom's chest and I quickly lowered my gaze when I saw how much of her tits were showing. There was much more than cleavage, I could see the entire curve of the side of her tit. Just before my panic stricken eyes dropped down, I swore I could see the light pink skin surrounding her nipple.
Lowering my eyes provided some relief, but not a lot. The robe barely went down to the middle of her thigh allowing me a complete view of her long tanned legs. I dropped my eyes down to the floor to see she was barefoot. Mom's toe nails were deep red and she had a silver toe ring on each foot as well as an ankle bracelet, Christ, even her feet looked good!
"Kenny, you okay?"
"Yeah, I'm uh, fine." I replied nervously, still staring at the floor. Mom normally wore shorts around the house during the summer and I'd seen her in her bathing suit plenty of times, but this robe was different. Maybe because I could see there was no bra and already wondering about panties.
"Why aren't you looking at me?"
"I..." I paused, then said softly, "Your... your robe's undone."
"My... Oh!" Mom gasped and sensing movement, I looked up to see she had pulled it closed and was tying it tighter. "I'm sorry honey."
"That's okay." I said, looking back up at her.
"No, it's not, it's embarrassing," Mom shook her head, "I'm sure you don't want to be seeing your mother's boobs."
Don't be too sure of that, I thought, and then added, stop that! Trying to shake those thoughts, I asked, "I thought Karen was coming over soon."
"She is, any minute now." Mom replied. "Why?"
"I thought you would be dressed to go out."
"Nah, Karen has to work later so she's," Mom gave me a sexy smile that made my cock twitch. "Just coming over for a little fun." I could feel my face flushing and she laughed. "You're blushing, aren't you cute!"
"That's a little too much information Mom."
Even as I spoke the thought occurred to me it was still light out. If they went upstairs right away and I slipped up there I would get to see a lot more than... my mind froze as Mom sat on the edge of the desk almost directly in front of me. I tried to pull my eyes away from the sight of her long legs dangling in front of me, but couldn't. A moment later my cock jumped again in my pants, when Mom lifted her right leg, crossing it over her knee. She had moved slowly and I found myself staring straight up her thigh. Just before her leg rested on her knee, I swear I saw the pink flesh between her legs. I swallowed hard and becoming aware of my cock beginning to swell, dropped my hand in my lap.
"I thought you were okay with me and Karen."
I paused before I answered as I watched her begin to swing her leg back and forth. She was so close to me her foot hit my bare leg beneath my shorts. I figured she would stop, but instead raised her leg slightly so next time her foot slid across my thigh.
"Umm," I took a deep breath to keep my voice steady. "I am, but you know, thinking about my mom having sex is, kind of gross." I lied.
"I'm gross?" Mom asked, reaching up and running her hand through her long black hair, which I noticed she had curled and teased out, giving her kind of a wild look. "You used to say I was pretty!"
"You're beautiful Mom." I told her, "Absolutely beautiful."
Mom gave me a huge smile and leaning forward she took my face in her hands.
"Thank you honey! I always loved hearing you say that." Leaning over further, so that her big brown eyes were looking into mine, she whispered, "Still do."
I started to reply, but stopped when she kissed me softly on the cheek. I felt my heart start to pound as instead of pulling her face back, Mom kissed me again just as softly. I started to turn my head, but stopped as she planted a third kiss and this one just to the side of my lips. This close to her I caught the faint smell of wine and wondered if she had a buzz. Mom's lips were still pressed to my cheek and unsure what to do, I lowered my head.
That was a mistake. As she leaned over Mom's robe had opened again and I was looking straight down at her tits. I could see everything including her nipples which were hard. Speaking of hard I could feel my cock throbbing in my pants and against my hand. Keeping that hand in my lap, I awkwardly hugged her with one arm and asked, "You okay Mom?"
"Yeah," she said softly in my ear. "Just sometimes I look at you and you look so much like your father."
Mom leaned back, mercifully removing her tits from my line of sight and smiled at me. "You're a good looking young man Kenny. No doubt about it."
"Thanks," I laughed nervously, "But you have to say that, you're my mom."
"I don't have to say anything honey," Mom said, "And I'm telling you with your dads blond hair and blue eyes and that smile, there's not a girl out there that could hold out for long."
I felt myself blush again, then gasped when Mom raised her legs and placing both of her bare feet on my thighs, leaned forward, again giving me a full view or her large round tits.
"Tell you what," she said softly, I know I wouldn't be able to resist you."
She was looking straight into my eyes and I became aware of her curling her toes into my legs and my aching cock straining for release in my shorts. What the hell was going on here? Mom had always been affectionate with me, always a little on the touchy side and more so than usual lately, but nothing like this. She also seemed to have been drinking more lately, maybe she was a loveable drunk. Anymore loveable though, and I'd have to get the hell out of there, before I went off in my pants. We both jumped at the sound of the doorbell and leaning over, Mom gave me another soft kiss, that had I not turned my head would have caught my lips.
"We'll talk later," she said quietly.
I sat there speechless as she stood up in front of me and had I not leaned back, her tits would have hit me in the face. I watched as she walked over to the front door, my eyes glued to the backs of her tanned thighs. Mom was swinging her hips more than usual and I began to wonder if I should go into the kitchen and dump out whatever wine was left. Maybe I'd even call Jeff and ask if I could crash at his place. It was tough enough to deal with my recent thoughts about Mom, but if she was going to act like this, it would be more than I could handle.
My attention was drawn to the door as Mom opened it and Karen entered. As soon as she walked in, I slid my chair forward so my lap would be under the desk, my raging hard on out of sight. Karen was a cocktail waitress at a bar downtown and was already dressed for work. Karen's uniform, consisted of a pair of black stockings with matching stiletto heels and a red skirt that was as short as Mom's robe. The top was a low cut and very tight red v-neck blouse and her long blond hair was down.
"Hey Nicole," She said, leaning forward to give Mom a kiss on the cheek, "I thought you were going to come to the club with..."
She was cut off, by Mom grabbing her face as she had done mine. Unlike me however, Mom didn't go for her cheek, but straight for her lips. Karen, who I noticed always made a point to be proper around me, started to pull back.
"Umm, Kenny is....hmmmm."
Ignoring her, Mom locked her full soft lips onto hers and kissed her hard. Speaking of hard, I was about ready to whip my cock out and beat it under the desk. I was sitting there watching my mother, whom was damn hot make out with a woman who was as equally attractive. I watched, transfixed as I saw Karen open her mouth and push her tongue out. Mom moaned softly causing another twitch in my pants, and made a show of playing her tongue across Karen's before shoving it in her mouth.
Mom's arms slid around her waist pulling Karen into her. No longer holding back, Karen wrapped her arms around Mom's neck, her hands running through Mom's long black hair. My mouth fell open as Mom's hands slid down and reaching under Karen's short skirt, not only gave her ass a squeeze, but lifted her skirt up just enough for me to see the cheeks of her ass. At that Karen did drop her hand down and grab Mom's wrist and push her skirt back down. Mom lifted her leg and began to rub her bare leg against Karen's stocking clad one.
As she raised her leg higher, her robe fell back and I saw her smooth leg all the way to the hip. I told myself to get up and leave before I exploded in my pants. With an effort, Karen pushed herself back and panting said, "Damn, baby, you must have missed me."
"It's been a few nights." Mom said softly, "And fuck the club, you and me are going upstairs and..."
"Hey easy." Karen, put her hands up and indicated me with a nod of her head.
"Oh please, Kenny's not a little kid are you honey?"
"Um," I was blushing furiously and saw Karen trying to hide a smile. "I..." I forced a laugh, "Jeez Mom get a room will you?"
Karen burst out laughing and pointing towards the staircase, said, "Lead the way baby."
Mom giggled and giving me another of those inappropriate seeming smiles headed for the stairs. Karen started to follow, but stopping for a second leaned over and whispered, "Sorry about that Kenny, I shouldn't have gotten carried away."
"Uh, no worries." I said quietly, trying not to gawk at her.
"Has she had a lot to drink tonight, because she's not usually like that?"
"I think maybe, yeah." I answered.
"She's seemed a little odd lately, you let me know if you think she needs some help okay?"
I nodded, and then watched her catch up with mom who was waiting at the foot of the stairs.
"Hey, you're not flirting with Kenny are you?" Mom called out.
"Of course not!" Karen laughed, "Just saying hello."
"Well I wouldn't blame you if you were," she giggled, "He is damn good looking."
"And he's your son," Karen replied, reaching her and taking her by the hand, began to lead her up the stairs. "So be nice."
"I will if he lets me!" Mom laughed again.
As I wondered again what the hell was wrong with her tonight I watched the two of them walk up the stairs. Despite how uncomfortable she had made me, I couldn't help but watch their legs as they reached the top. Karen disappeared around the corner, and just before Mom did, she reached back and flipped the back of her robe up, flashing her ass. As my mouth fell open, Mom looked over her shoulder and winked.
*****
I forced myself to stay at my desk for a few minutes. When I'd first heard Mom's bedroom door close, I told myself I would stay downstairs. I was already worked up and having inappropriate thoughts about my mother. I didn't need more motivation. My mind however, couldn't stop replaying Mom's actions, if she were anyone else I'd swear she was hitting on me. That was crazy. She had been drinking more lately and really missing my father. Maybe there was some misplaced affection there.
Within minutes of those thoughts, I'd sighed and wondered who was I kidding? There was no way, knowing what was going on up there that I wasn't going up to sneak a peek. I would watch, then as I had several times, go down to my room, jerk off a couple of times and go to sleep. I'd then promise myself I wouldn't do it again. Unable to stand it anymore, I got up and slipping my shoes off so I could be as quiet as possible, padded softly up the stairs. Reaching the stair case, I walked slowly past Mom's room. I'd just crossed the doorway, when I heard a loud moan from behind the door and had to force myself not to run the last few steps to the extra bedroom.
The door was open partway and after I slipped through, I quickly made my way into the bathroom. Feeling like a pervert, but not enough to stop myself, I crossed the bathroom and knelt down at the door that led to Mom's room. The doorknob, as it had been for awhile now, was missing and putting my eye to the hole I peered into her room. Mom's bed was length wise against the opposite wall giving me a full view of it, and what a view it was!
Karen was lying on her back, and Mom was kneeling over her, they were both naked and my eyes danced back and forth, taking in their tits. Karen's were smaller than mom's with rose colored nipples that were currently being teased by my mother's tongue. I watched, my cock already swollen, as Mom made a show of teasing the tip of her tongue around Karen's tit, tracing her nipple, before sucking it into her mouth. Karen moaned softly and reaching between them, started to play with Mom's tits, rolling her nipples between her fingers.
Mom switched to Karen's other tit and again took her time with her tongue. My gaze shifted down to look at Mom's ass pointed in the air, I only had a side view, but licked my lips at the smooth round curve of her cheeks. That well shaped ass began to move backwards and I looked back to see Mom was now sliding her tongue along Karen's stomach, working her way down towards her pussy. Karen sighed softly and opened her legs further. Mom worked her way between her legs and my heart started to race as I watched her start to lick the inside of Karen's thigh.



"Nikki honey, don't tease." She moaned.
Nikki! Damn that was hot! Not as hot as what happened next though. Mom sat back on her knees and whispered something I couldn't catch. Karen looked up at her and with a shrug, turned herself sideways on the bed so Mom was now kneeling on her left. I started to wonder why she asked her to move, but all thoughts were cut off, when Karen spread her legs, exposing her pussy to me. Up until now I'd only gotten brief glimpses of her in the dark, but with the room still bright and her facing me, I could see everything, including the small patch of blond hair over her pussy.
I got an even better view when Mom leaned over and sliding her hands between Karen's legs spread it wide open. Even from where I was sitting I could see she was wet and began to breathe through my mouth when Mom started running her red tipped fingers through Karen's pussy. Karen moaned softly and lifting her leg drew it back the rested it across Mom's back. Mom had rested her head just over Karen's pussy and I started rubbing my cock through my pants when her tongue slid out of her mouth and across her girlfriend's clit.
Mom turned her head and began flicking her tongue across Karen's pussy while two of her fingers disappeared inside her. I started rubbing my cock harder as Karen moaned and started thrusting her hips into Mom's fingers and tongue. Mom licked her pussy a little longer, then sat up. Karen groaned in disappointment and I wanted to as well. That feeling gave way to a thrill of excitement, as rolling over on top of Karen and sliding down between her legs; Mom started licking her pussy again.
The bad news was I couldn't see Mom work Karen's clit. The good news however, was I was now confronted with the incredible sight of Mom's perfect ass pointing directly at me. In order to stay on the bed, her knees were drawn up under her, and her ass was raised up.
"Oh goddamn," I whispered when I realized I could see her bald pussy winking out at me from between her thighs.
Karen was moaning louder and she now had both legs around Mom's waist. As good as that sounded, my mind as being taken over by the thought of stepping up behind my mother and driving my aching cock deep into that glistening pussy. My cock was so hard it hurt and not caring how bad it was, I unsnapped my shorts and unzipping them, reached in and took my cock out. I began slowly stroking it while Mom's ass started wiggling back and forth in front of me. As wrong as it was I yearned to grab her hips and give to her! But first I would slip my tongue into her from behind and....
Karen's legs tightened around my mother and she let out a high pitched squeal that caused my cock to twitch in my hand and I started stroking it faster. I could see Karen bucking wildly on the bed as she released another loud sound of pleasure. Mom was rocking back and forth and I could hear her moaning as well, moaning into Karen's pussy as she made her cum.
"Oh, oh Nikki yes!" Karen called out, "Oh honey, keep sucking that pussy, oh baby right there!"
I forced my hand to slow down, as I watched Karen writing on the bed. As bad as I needed to come, I wanted to do it while Mom came. I wanted to blow a nice big load while hearing my mother scream the way Karen had. It didn't look like I'd have long to wait. As soon as Karen had let her legs drop from Mom's waist, Mom climbed up on top of her and for a moment I got a glimpse of both their pussies, one right under the other.
Mom began kissing Karen and I could see their tits pressing together between them. Mom let out a yelp when Karen wrapped her arms around her and rolled them over so she was on top. My cock was throbbing in my fist when Karen, as mom had done, went to her knees and now it was her ass and pussy I was looking at. It looked damn good, and I could certainly see myself fucking her, but the desire was nowhere near as strong as it had been for Mom. Mom propped herself up on the pillows and I could see her starting to play with her pink nipples as Karen went to work on her. Mom moaned and closing her eyes let her head fall back.
That move was so damn hot; I had to stop my hand completely before I popped off. Mom's red fingernails were stroking those beautiful nipples and I swore I could feel them under my tongue. Damn I was sick, but at the moment who cared? Mom lifted her head, and opening her eyes, said softly, "That feels good baby, but you know what I'm in the mood for tonight?"
I didn't catch Karen's muffled reply, but Mom smiled, "Oh, you know what I need honey, will you give it to me?"
Karen sat up and leaning over reached into the drawer in Mom's night stand. As she did, Mom turned so that she was lying sideways on the bed again and spread her legs wide. Sensing movement, I looked back at Karen and my mouth fell open. She was fastening a belt around her waist and attached to that belt was a large rubber cock. Holy shit, she was going to fuck Mom! The thought had no sooner passed through my mind, when Karen, crawled between Mom's legs. Mom lifted her long legs, and placed her feet on Karen's shoulders. I could feel my cock pulsing against my palm as I watched Karen grab the dildo and guide it to Mom's pussy. She started sliding the head of it through the lips of her pussy and Mom whimpered, "Don't tease honey, just fuck me."
Those words caused my hand to start moving again and a moan slipped out of me when Karen drew her hips back and rammed the long thick dildo into my mother. There was no chance of my moan being heard over the loud cry Mom emitted as Karen buried that dildo deep inside of her. Karen held still, and then grabbing Mom's ankles started fucking her hard and fast.
"Yes!" Mom cried out, "Oh fuck me! Fuck me like I need it!"
My hand started moving faster while I watched Karen fucking her. Even through the lust that was clouding my brain, part of wondered why Mom as with Karen if she still wanted cock? Then again why did it matter? All that mattered was I was watching my mother get the shit fucked out of her by a hot blonde. Mom was lying flat on her back and again holding her tits and playing with her nipples. Karen spread Mom's legs out as wide as she could and started slamming her even harder.
"Hell yeah!" Mom screamed as Karen fucked her so hard I could hear their skin slapping together.
Karen's small, but perfect tits were bouncing and her long blonde hair was clinging to her sweating face. I could see her smiling down at Mom while she fucked her and could feel my cock again closing in on its release. Letting go of Mom's left leg, Karen placed her hand on Mom's pussy and started playing with her clit.
"Oh, right there honey," Mom called out, "Oh let me cum on the cock!"
Karen's hand was moving hard and fast and so were her hips, giving Mom short hard strokes. I pictured it being me between her legs, driving into her and giving her the real thing. Mom started releasing a series of sharp yelps as Karen plunged into her over and over again. Mom then gasped and throwing her head back howled, "Oh, yes! Oh don't stop, please don't....!"
Her words turned into a long scream of pleasure that was the sexiest thing I'd ever heard. Mom started slamming her hips up off the bed and into Karen's thrusting hips. Karen's fingers were still bust on mom's clit and she again let out a long squeal. Mom arched her back off the bed and with a long drawn out moan, paused, then collapsed onto the bed. Karen slid the dildo from her and I sped my hand up more at the sight of how wet it was. I was getting ready to come, when Mom said, "I want my favorite baby, please?"
"How can I say no to a beautiful woman?" Karen asked.
I paused in my stroking and watched Mom roll over onto her hands and knees and then turn to face the bathroom door!
"Oh, my god." I muttered as I watched her fold her arms on the bed and rest her chin on them. She raised her ass in the air and getting behind her, Karen grabbed her hips and drove the rubber cock hard into her. Mom's eyes bulged and she cried out, "Oh fuck yeah!"
My hand started moving faster than before as I found myself staring into Mom's wide brown eyes as Karen fucked her doggy style. Mom was moaning continuously and her mouth was wide open as Karen tore into her harder than she had before. Mom's eyes rolled into the back of her head and she called out, "That's right! Fuck that pussy! Fuck the shit out of me baby!"
I saw Karen lean over and reach around between Mom's legs. Mom gasped and Karen started fucking her faster, but with shorter strokes as she leaned over her back while she played with her. Mom closed her eyes and started whimpering as Karen fucked her and she moaned, "Oh, that is sooo good, just keep fucking that pussy honey, just.... Oh!" Mom opened wide and let out a louder scream than before as she came while Karen kept fucking her. "Yes," she cried out, "Oh, let me come on that cock, oh yes!"
I bit my tongue and barely held in a loud moan as my cock exploded in my hand. I pumped it furiously, cumming all over the floor while I watched my mother coming all over a strap on. Mom moaned again and then let out a low sexy purr and slid her legs out behind her. Karen pulled back and reaching behind her, removed the strap on. She leaned over and started gently kissing Mom's back. Mom smiled and rolling over onto her back put her arms out. Karen lied down with her and I watched, my cock still dripping, as they held each other, whispering and kissing each other softly.
Still kneeling, I reached up and grabbed a hand towel from the sink and began wiping up the mess I'd made on the floor. I tucked my still dripping cock into my shorts, and as I prepared to stand heard my mother say,
"Thank you baby, you know I love it with you, but sometimes I still get a craving for a nice hard cock."
I quickly left the room before my own cock started to rise again. As I silently passed Mom's bedroom door, I knew I would end up stroking it again; it was going to be a long hard night.
*****
I awoke to the sound of a familiar creak and for a moment wondered if dad were coming home from work. I shook my head to clear the sleep from it and looked over at the clock. Sure enough it was twelve thirty. My father had always worked second shift and I always used to hear him coming home, because of the creaky floorboard in front of my door. Even as a teen, I would still wake up and listen until I heard him come home. Since he had passed, I noticed I would still usually wake up around the same time, then after a moment of sadness fall back to sleep.
I lied there listening as this time I really thought I'd heard something. The noise didn't repeat itself and I closed my eyes to try to go back to sleep. It would take awhile, as it had to fall asleep for the night a couple of hours ago. I couldn't shake the image of Karen fucking Mom; I'd never seen anything like that, and the way Mom had gotten into it, why didn't she just find a guy? When I'd gone downstairs I'd quickly showered and going into my room so I wouldn't see Karen leave and get worked up again, I'd heard the shower upstairs running and through the thin floors could hear the two of them giggling.
The laughing turned to moaning and I lied there picturing them soaping each other up and playing with each other. I was hard again and thought about calling Jenny. She and I weren't exactly dating, but we had in the past and had a friends with benefits thing going. Spending some time with her would certainly be better than a night of spanking it. I called her and she said she was busy, but would call me back in an hour. While I waited for her I laid there replaying Mom and Karen's romp through my head, and must have fallen asleep.
When I awoke, it was after ten and glancing at my phone I'd seen Jenny had sent a text saying she was stuck home for the night, but was free tomorrow night. I could tell by looking under my door that there were no lights on in the living room. A quick peek out my partially open bedroom window showed only Mom's car in the driveway. I must have been out of it not to have heard her leave. I figured mom must have gone to bed or was upstairs reading. I stripped down to my underwear, slid back under the covers and after a few more nasty thoughts about what I'd seen fell asleep, which I hoped to do again now.
My eyes snapped back open as this time I did hear the floor creak outside my door. I sat up quickly and then jumped at the sound of a knock. I didn't answer right away and I saw my door open slightly, and heard Mom say softly, "Kenny you awake?"
"Yeah," I answered, "You okay Mom?"
The door opened wider and Mom poked her head in.
"Not really, I need to talk to you Kenny, can I come in."
"Of course," I sat up straighter so my back was against the headboard, "Come on in."
Mom entered the room and as she closed the door behind her, I saw in the dim glow cast by the street light outside my window that she was still wearing that short red robe. As she made her way over to the bed, I made sure that the covers were gathered in my lap, in case I couldn't keep my cock under control. That seemed inevitable as Mom turned on the small lamp on my nightstand before sitting on the edge of the bed and facing me. I immediately looked down to the bed as once again her robe was tied loosely.
"So, umm what's up?" I asked, besides my cock which was already stirring at the sight of her bare thigh and the thought that Karen had been between them earlier.
"I need to talk to you, honey."
"About what?"
"I need something from you." Mom said, "But first I want you to look at me while I'm talking to you."
I nodded and slowly lifted my head up. Oh, fuck me, I thought. At the angle she was sitting I could see into Mom's robe where almost her entire left tit was visible. I turned my head to the side so I was facing her, but not quite looking at her. "What do you need?" I asked, trying not to sound nervous.
Why can't you look at me?"
With a resigned sigh, I looked straight at her and managed to keep my eyes on her face. Although there was nothing inappropriate about it, her face was not much of a refuge. Mom looked damn good, her long hair was down and there were some curls framing her face, her big brown eyes were looking into mine and her full lips were pushed into a playful pout.
"That's better, for a minute I thought you didn't want to look at me."
"Oh, no it's not that," I shook my head, "But uh, your robe's kind of loose again and..."
"So?" she asked, raising her eyebrows.
"Well...." I took a deep breath and tired to stay calm, this was picking up right where it left off. "Like you said, I don't really need to see your boobs and..."
"You don't want to see my tits?"
"Of course not!" I forced myself to laugh, "I mean you're my..."
"You didn't mind looking before." She gave me that sly smile that she'd used earlier.
"No, I mentioned your robe was undone before."
"I'm not talking about downstairs Kenny."
"Then what...."
"I'm talking about you watching me and Karen from the bathroom." her smile widened, "You didn't seem to mind looking then did you?"
My stomach twisted and I looked away from her. Lame as it was I whispered, "I don't know what..."
"Don't even try it." Mom laughed, "Now look at me."
I hesitated and jumped when I felt Mom's hand on my cheek. I let her turn my head to face her and saw she was smiling.
"Don't worry baby, I'm not mad."
"Y...you're not?" I stuttered
"Nope," Mom said, and then leaning forward, whispered in my ear, "I like it."
Before I could respond, I gasped, when I felt Mom lightly kiss my neck just below my ear, before sitting back
"I like that you've been watching me Kenny, and I know you have, I heard you a couple of weeks ago."
"You did?"
"Hmm-mm." she nodded, "Why do you think the door knob happened to fall off? I wanted to give you a better view."
"Mom that's...." I tried to come up with something then finally blurted out, "Wrong!"
"And watching your mother fuck her girlfriend isn't?" she asked.
I blushed furiously and put my head down again.
"Not to mention the way you've been looking at me." Mom continued, "I see you looking Kenny, you look at my legs and my tits and I... I love it!"
This was a dream it had to be, a wet one at that. Any minute now I'd wake up with a hard on and jerk off and... I looked up to see Mom smiling softly at me and managed to choke out, "You do?"
"I do. I always loved you looking at me. When you were younger it was cute, you thought I was your pretty mom, but when you got older," She smiled again, "You were looking at me like a hot older woman weren't you? The way you've been looking at me lately."
"Mom, I'm sorry!" I exclaimed, "I don't know why I've been thinking of you like that and..."
"It's okay baby." She said and patting the bed said, slid down a little.
I hesitated, and then pushed myself down the bed until I was next to her. Mom turned and swinging her legs up on the bed, was now facing me. Unable to help it, my eyes trailed down to her long tanned legs stretched out on my bed. Reaching out, Mom put her hands on my shoulders and said, "I like that you've been looking Kenny, because it tells me that you want me."
"I..." I stopped. Sure I'd been fantasizing, but it had never occurred to me that I would really want to. "I don't think I...."
"Kenny, I want to tell you something important, but first I want to ask you something."
"Okay." I said quickly glad to be getting off the hook for the moment.
"You saw what Karen was doing to me?"
"She was doing a lot of things." I said then felt myself blushing again.
Mom laughed and gave me a huge smile, and as nervous as I was I gave her a small one back.
"You know what I'm talking about, when she was fucking me."
I swallowed hard, just hearing her say it had my cock rising under the covers. I didn't know what the hell was going on, but Mom looked damn good and didn't seem upset and as she began to speak my eyes again found her tits that were almost falling out of the robe.
"I'm really enjoying being with Karen, but every once in a while I need to feel it, Kenny, I need to feel something inside of me."
"Then why not find a guy?" I asked, "There are plenty of guys who would want to."
"I'm going to tell you something that up to now I've only told your father."
She had said that last part quietly and I looked up to see she now looked serious.
"What is it Mom?"
"Back when I was a young girl, my mother remarried and he...." She put her head down. "He hurt me.... In that way."
"Oh my god." I whispered.
Mom nodded and I could see her eyes starting to fill up. Forgetting about what we'd been talking about I slid closer and put my arm around her shoulders.
"I'm sorry Mom." I said softly.
"It's okay, it was a long time ago." She sighed, "But because of it I was afraid of men. I was a pretty girl and a lot of guys asked me out. In the beginning I tried. I did want to be with them, but anything past a kiss I would freak out. I got scared."
She paused and leaned her head on my shoulder. I pulled her closer to me and sliding her arm around my waist she said softly, "You feel good honey," she hesitated and added, "I love you Kenny."
"I love you too Mom," I gave her a kiss on the top of the head.
"Well guys my age didn't get it, they didn't want to deal with issues so I was always alone. That's when I ended up meeting a girl and I..." she shrugged, "Started being with them. I was with girls for a few years then met your dad."
She leaned in closer and sighed.
"He was so sweet and there was something about him that I trusted. I let him take me out and after awhile I trusted him enough to tell him what happened. He said he would wait no matter how long it took," she looked up and smiled at me, "He said I would be worth the wait. It was a long wait. We dated for close to a year before I let him try and I thought I wouldn't be able to, but he was so sweet and gentle and..." she trailed off.



"So that's why dad was the only guy you were with." I nodded.
"Right, and once he passed I thought about dating, but started getting nervous again, even had some nightmares from when I was young. So after awhile I started thinking about women again. I knew Karen had always had a thing for me and decided to give her the chance."
"I don't understand what this has to do with me." I said shaking my head.
"Because like I said, even though I enjoy Karen and feel as if we're starting to really fall for each other, I still want to get fucked." She sighed, "I miss it Kenny, your father and I fucked like rabbit we..."
"Okay, okay!" I said putting my hands up. "So just let Karen do what she did tonight."
"It's not the same." Hs shook her head. "It doesn't feel the same and I..." she gave me a smile that caused my cock to start to swell again, "I miss sucking cock, you can't suck those."
"Mom, please." I said softly,
"And I miss tasting it," she whispered, and then slowly licked her lips, "I miss swallowing it."
My heart was pounding and I could feel my cock throbbing as I was now fully hard.
"I want it Kenny, in fact it's more than wanting it, I crave it." I noticed she seemed to be breathing harder and I watched as her tits began to rise and fall with her breathing.
"But I still don't understand what this has to do with me." I said.
"No?" she smiled, "You haven't figured it out?"
"I... Oh!" I gasped as Mom pulled the tie on her robe and it fell all the way open.
"I started thinking what guy did I know that I could trust, who could possibly be as sweet and good to me as your father?"
While she was speaking, Mom slid the robe from her shoulders and tossed it on the floor. I was sitting less than a foot away from her bare tits. Those beautiful pink nipples were rock hard and as I stared, Mom cupped her tits and lifted them up.
"You want these baby?"
"Mom....I" I took a deep breath. "I.... can't!"
"You don't want to suck on my tits the way you watched Karen do it?" she smiled, "You don't want to do this?" he thumbs started caressing her nipples.
"But you're my mother!" I said as much to convince myself as her.
I stopped when Mom let her left tit go and put her finger to my lips.
"So you don't think I should want you because I'm your mom, because it's wrong?" I nodded weakly. "Well then why do you have this?" Mom asked and dropping her hand into my lap, grabbed my cock through the covers and squeezed it.
"Oh damn!" I groaned. "Mom, please, I...."
"You don't have to beg honey," she leaned forward and put her arm around my shoulders, "I'll give you whatever you want. Now come here."
"Mom I...."
I was cut off by Mom kissing me. I started to try to pull back, but her hand slid up behind my head and held my lips to hers. I tried to resist, but when she started gently working her soft lips against mine. I caved and kissed her back. Mom moaned softly in her throat and leaned closer to me. I could feel her nipples pressing into my chest, and her hand started sliding up and down my cock, stroking me through the sheet. I moaned into her lips, then gasped when I felt her tongue slide out and press against me. I parted my lips and Mom's tongue darted into my mouth and slid across my tongue.
I started to put my arms around her waist, but letting go of my hair Mom grabbed my right wrist and brought my hand up to her tit. I groaned at how good her firm tit felt beneath my hand and Mom sighed softly as I gave it a squeeze. Mom pulled the sheet off of me and started stroking me now only through my underwear. I began to relax and enjoy the deepest most passionate kiss I'd ever experienced. I slipped my tongue past hers and into her mouth and Mom moaned her approval. I was still fondling the side of her tit and leaning back, she pushed my hand between us.
I slid my hand across the front of her tit and could feel her nipple pressing into my palm. Still sliding my lips across hers, I found her nipple and started rolling it between my fingers.
"Oh honey," Mom moaned breaking the kiss, "I knew you wanted me!"
"But..." I tried to catch my breath, "You don't think it's...."
"Honey the only thing I think, is that I want that hard young cock inside of me." She whispered, "You're going to give your mother just what she needs Kenny, and I am going to be soooo good to you baby!"
And I wanted her to be! But still it just seemed sick and.... "Oh Mom!" I moaned as she slid her hand into my underwear and wrapped it around my cock.
"Oooh I like that!" Mom purred as she started slowly jerking me off.
I moaned at the feeling of her soft hand around my hard flesh. Mom started stroking faster and unable to help it I started rocking my hips, pushing my cock into her.
"There you go baby." Mom whispered, and then smiling lifted her right tit, "Now come show me how bad you want these."
For a split second I hesitated, somewhere in my kind, a voice was saying this is wrong. But when I looked down to see my mother offering her tit to me, I told it to shut up and bending my head, eagerly took her nipple into my mouth.
"There you go honey!" Mom purred as I swirled my tongue around her hard flesh. "Don't fight it, just let go and be good to your mother."
As bad as it sounded I'd be lying if hearing her say my mother while still stroking my cock wasn't turning me on. Right or wrong I'd worry about it later, right now I had the most beautiful tit I'd ever seen in my mouth and a hot older woman promising me anything I wanted. What I wanted more than anything right now was to come. My cock was aching for release and Mom had slowed down to where her hand was barely moving. Her other hand had slid behind me and was lightly caressing my back with her finger nails while I sucked harder on her tit.
Mom released a sexy sigh that sent a thrill through me, it was more than a sound of pleasure, and her entire body had relaxed. Recalling that terrible story she'd told me I felt a wave of emotion go through along with the lust that had overwhelmed me. Mom not only loved me, she trusted me. Loved and trusted me enough to let her do something only my father had done before and that was to enjoy her. I quickly pushed the thought of my father from my mind, something told me he wouldn't approve, but just like when he'd been alive what he didn't know couldn't hurt me.
As Mom started running her fingers through my hair, I switched to her other tit, and this time rather than sucking it right into my mouth started teasing my tongue across it. Mom moaned softly and gave me a thrill when she pushed her tit against my lips. I brought my other hand up and began fondling her nipple while sucking on the other. I became aware of mom starting to rock her hips back and forth and looking down past her tit saw she was wearing only a skimpy red thong. Releasing her tit, I slid my hand slowly down across her soft stomach and stopped just over the thong.
"Go ahead baby, reach right in." Mom whispered.
I was way past the point of hesitating and gently pushed my fingers down into her thong.
""Oh damn!" I moaned at how wet her pussy was. I slid two of my fingers down through the lips of her pussy and was rewarded by Mom gasping and squeezing my cock so hard I felt some of my precum squirt out.
"Yes!" she moaned, "Oh...yes!" Mom cried out loudly as growing bolder I pushed my fingers inside of her.
I groaned at how hot and wet she was and the second my fingers had entered her, she started thrusting her hips into them. I began to work them in and out slowly and wrapping her arm around my neck, Mom groaned, "Faster, baby, and harder, really shove them in there!"
Not needing to be told twice, I started plunging my fingers hard into her and moaned around her hard nipple as I could hear my fingers pushing into her sopping pussy.
"Hmmm, look at you being a good boy!" Mom said softly then emitted a nasty giggle, "My good bad boy."
She punctuated that sentence by squeezing my cock again and purred, "Oh honey, is this all for me?"
"Yes." I whispered around her tit, while my fingers continued to work her pussy.
"I love it," she purred, "I love that your hard for me, hard for your Mom," she paused and moaned as her words spurred my finger to move even faster, "And your mom's so wet for you isn't she baby?"
"Oh god yes" I groaned.
"Will you make me come Kenny?" she whispered in my ear again, "Will you be a good boy and get your horny mother off?"
"Anything you want, Mom!" I groaned as she started sliding her hand up and down my cock again. I'd been dripping and her hand was now slick with my precum making her hand feel even better.
"I like that!" Mom cooed, "Oh honey, we're going to have a lot of fun together! Now put your thumb right on my clit!"
I did as she asked and Mom gasped in my ear when I pressed it onto her swollen button. Mom rested her head on top of mine while I licked her tit and purred, "Rub it honey, nice and hard."
I started rolling my finger around it in hard fast circles and Mom groaned and started pushing her hips into my fingers harder than before. I had to fight to concentrate on licking her nipple as she moaned and purred while my thumb stroked her clit. I pushed harder as I moved it and Mom's hips jerked hard and she let out a yelp that caused me to stop.
"No baby!" She moaned, "Please don't stop, that was so good, please keep playing with me!"
I started rubbing even harder than before and speaking of hard I felt as if my cock were going to pop. I was harder than I could ever remember and started rocking my hips into Mom's hand trying to get her to stroke faster. Mom moaned again and to my dismay let my cock go.
"Oh , please!" I groaned around her nipple. "Please Mom!"
"Oh, that's nice." She said softly as she sat up straighter and wrapped her arms around my shoulders. "And don't worry baby, I know you want to come, but I don't think its my hand you really want is it?"
I swallowed hard at what she said and choked out, "I..."
"Go ahead baby," Mom said as she started rocking her hips even harder into my plunging fingers, "Tell your mother where you want to come the first time."
First time! Holy shit! I thought, then removing her nipple from my mouth looked up at hr and said softly, "I...I want to come in..." I rushed out the last part before I lost my nerve, "I want to come in your mouth."
"Oooh such a bad boy!" Mom moaned, then gave me that nasty giggle that was rapidly becoming my favorite sound in the world. "Tell you what baby, make mom come nice and hard and I will suck that nice hard cock for you."
I started thrusting my fingers as hard as I dared and moved my thumb as fast as I could. Mom started moaning louder and her hips were bucking faster and faster.
"Like that don't you?" she gasped out in between moans, "Like the idea of getting a blow job from your mother? I'm glad because I haven't tasted a cock in two years and I bet my son's is going to taste damn....Oh right there!"
Mom squeezed me tightly to her while shoving her tit hard into my mouth. She clenched her legs together, trapping my hand between her legs and as I continued to rub her clit let out a long loud squeal just as she had for Karen. I moaned as I felt my mother's pussy start convulsing around my thrusting fingers and Mom released another of those incredible wails as her hips slammed up into my fingers. I kept moving them as fast as I could while still sucking her perfect nipple. Mom's nails were digging into my shoulders, but instead of hurting it turned me on even more.
Mom thrust her hips up into me and seemed to pause then cried out my name as I felt her pussy gush around my fingers.
"Oh Kenny!" She moaned, "Oh my baby!"
I know that should have bothered me, but at this point everything was a turn on. Mom let out a long moan and slumped against me. Sliding my hand from between her thighs, I lifted my mouth from her tit and sitting up hugged her to me. Mom hugged me back and for a moment I forgot about my raging hard on and her dirty talking. My god she felt good! Mom rested her head on my shoulder and whispered, "You feel so good honey, every bit of you."
She gave me a kiss just under my ear, then sent a thrill through me when she said, "Now let's see how you taste."
Sitting up, Mom gave me a playful push that sent me onto my back and immediately rolled over between my legs. Looking down at me, she giggled again and started swaying back and forth teasing her hard nipples across my lips. I tried to suck one of them into my mouth, but laughing she lifted them just high enough that my straining tongue could barely reach them. Mom smiled down at me and I smiled back, feeling much more loving than I would have imagined, I reached up and grabbing her head pulled her down to me. Mom's lips eagerly embraced mine and we sighed as we shared a long kiss.
Mom slid her lips from mine and started slowly backing down the bed. I watched, my heart pounding as Mom began trailing her tongue down my chest. I moaned in surprise when she sucked my nipple into her mouth then again when she started moving and I could feel her nipples sliding along my stomach. I could also feel my hard dripping cock sliding against her soft stomach and whispered, "Oh, shit" when it started to slide up between her tits. Mom stopped when she was between my legs and propping herself up on her elbows grabbed my cock and held it in front of her face.
'Look good?" she whispered as she rubbed it alongside her face.
I let out an embarrassing whimper as I watched my cock leave a sticky mess on my mother's cheek and simply nodded.
"Yeah, your nice big cock looks good in your mother's face?" she smiled, "Naughty boy." She rubbed it along the other side of her face then caused my hips to jerk when she flicked her tongue across the swollen tip of my cock.
"Tell me what you want." She said softly and made a show of opening her mouth and placing it just over my cock.
"I..." I couldn't do it and tried to get around it. "Nicole would..."
"Nicole?" she shook her head, rubbing my cock across her cheek as she did and getting me to whimper again. 'It's mom baby." I paused and she gave me a nasty smile. "It's hot and you know it, Kenny. I think it's hot too, now tell your mother what you want."
I paused and Mom made a show of pushing my cock away.
"I want my mother to suck my cock!" I blurted out.
"Like this?"
Before I could respond, Mom opened her mouth and taking my cock into it, slid her lips half way down my shaft. "Oh yes!" I moaned as she started bobbing her head up and down.
Mom took me a little further, then after a pause opened her mouth wider and took me all the way into her mouth. I cried out loudly as I felt her lips on the edge of my balls, then groaned, "Oh, fuck!" when I felt her tongue slide out and start licking them while she had me buried in her hot mouth. Mom moaned and the vibration caused my hips to twitch, shoving my cock even deeper. Mom didn't seem to mind and started shaking her head, back and forth. She slowly worked her mouth back up the length of my cock and when she slid it from her mouth, whispered,
"God, how I missed sucking cock." Taking just the head of my cock in her mouth she sucked hard causing me to cry out.
Removing it, Mom made a show of licking her now sticky lips. "Damn that's good." Smiling at me, she said, "How do I look sucking your cock baby?"
"Amazing." I said softly.
"Good answer, now ask me again baby, I love hearing it."
"Mom please suck my cock, please?" I begged.
"Please?" she smiled, "Someone taught you some manners!" she smiled then licked her lips again and looking me straight in the eye said, "Baby I am going to start sucking on you, and I'm not going to take my time, we can do that later."
I nodded as she started stroking me and continued, "Right now baby, I want to make you come nice and hard for me and nice and fast, take that edge off, know why?"
I couldn't answer as she immediately ran her tongue up the side of my shaft. I simply shook my head as I tried to stop my hips from jerking.
"That way you can fuck me long and hard honey, the way I need it." She ducked her head and I gasped as she started swirling her tongue around my balls. Lifting her head she again looked at me. "That's right baby; you are going to pound your mother's pussy aren't you?"
"Yes...yes ma'am." I whispered.
Mom laughed, "Oh, how I like that!" she paused then winked, "And one more thing baby, when you feel like you're going to come, just let go honey, because your mother is going to take every drop for you!"
My reply became a moan as Mom once again took my cock in her mouth. She swirled her tongue around the head for a moment before starting to bob her head. I laid there moaning at not only how good it felt, but how incredible Mom looked blowing me. Her full lips were sliding along the length of my shaft and her big brown eyes were locked into mine. As I watched, some of her hair drifted across her face and reaching up she grabbed my hand and guided it to her head.
Taking her meaning I gathered her hair in my hand and watched as she continued to blow me. Blow me! The woman who had raised me was blowing me! Mom wasn't going that fast, but not exactly slow either. As she continued to suck on me she grabbed my cock and started following her lips with her hand, jerking me off while she blew me. She was moaning the entire time and I could already feel my thighs shaking. I wanted it to last, but I'd been worked up for awhile now and my cock was aching for release.
My hips started moving and my moans were starting to sound like whimpers again. Mom tightened her mouth around my cock and I could feel her tongue sliding along my shaft.
"Oh, yes," I moaned, "Oh Mom, that feels so good, I..." I gasped and my hips bucked hard into her mouth.
My legs were shaking violently and even as I knew I couldn't hold out much longer I strained to, trying to enjoy every second I could of her amazing mouth. Mom, looked into my eyes and moaned her encouragement, "Hmmm-mm." again the vibration caused and extra thrill to go through my throbbing cock and I moaned desperately as she continued that steady rhythm. My hips were now thrusting up to meet her descending mouth and I was all but whining as I felt my come building within me.
Mom winked at me and sliding her hand between my legs grabbed my balls and started rubbing them.
"Oh fuck!" I cried out as that sent me over the edge.
I released a loud cry as my cock exploded deep into my mother's mouth. Mom moaned loudly and started sucking me hard and fast. I groaned in pleasure as I could feel my cock spurting deep into her mouth. Mom was jerking me harder and I could feel her tongue swirling around the head of my cock. Mom's cheeks hollowed out as she started sucking so hard I could feel her pulling the come from my still shooting cock. I let her hair go so I wouldn't pull on it and whimpered again as I felt my spent cock stop spurting. Mom kept sucking however and I groaned as I felt her suck a couple of more drops from me.
Mom pulled my cock from her mouth and still looking me in the eye opened it, showing me her mouth was full of come.
"Oh." I said simply.
Mom closed her mouth and swallowed hard. As she did her eyes rolled back in her head and she moaned softly. Mom then opened her mouth again, showing me it was empty. She sighed and shaking her head exclaimed, "God I love the taste of come!"
"I...oh, my god." I panted.
"Speaking of tastes baby, I think I have something sweet for you to eat."
Sliding off the bed. Mom turned her back to me and grabbing the sides of the thing slid it down her legs as she bent over.
"Goddamn you're hot mom." I told her as I took in her round ass and her glistening pussy peeking out from between her thighs. That pussy that in a minute I was going to have my tongue buried in.



"You say the sweetest things!" Mom laughed and then crawled up onto the bed next to me.
I licked my lips at the sight of her tits hanging as she made her way towards me. Mom reached the top of the bed and quickly rolling over onto her back, opened her legs.
"My turn." She laughed pointing between her legs.
As she had done I rolled over on top of her and after a quick kiss started to suck on her nipple.
"Later." She said pushing on my shoulder. "There's only one place I want that tongue honey."
I wasn't going to argue and sliding quickly down the bed knelt between her legs and smiled, taking in the sight of that smooth pink and very wet pussy. As she had done I stretched out on my stomach and, my fingers trembling with excitement spread her pussy open. Leaning in I blew lightly on her clit and Mom's hips twitched.
"Don't tease honey," Mom said quietly. "I didn't tease you and we're going to be playing a lot baby, so just lick me the way you want to, show me how good you are and make your mother come in that pretty face of yours."
I don't know what sounded better, her telling me to lick her or saying that we would be doing this more! Even as I plunged my tongue deep inside my mother's pussy, I envisioned playing like this every night! Fucking in every position, playing and teasing and then curling up together and....my thoughts were cut off by Mom crying out her pleasure as I pushed my tongue into her as far as I could and sucked hard. I moaned as I received a mouthful of her sweet sticky juice.
I started moving my head back and forth, sliding my rigid tongue in and out of her.
"Oh, you bad boy!" Mom moaned, "Look at you, tongue fucking me!"
I swirled my tongue around inside her, lapping up more of her sweetness, then sliding my tongue slowly up through the wet folds of her hot flesh, felt her hard button under my tongue.
"Oh, that's the spot honey, right there." Mom moaned.
I teased my tongue around it enjoying hearing Mom let out a sharp breath and as I barely touched her clit. I teased one more time then sucked it hard into my mouth. Mom let out a loud moan and lifting her legs, placed her soft feet on my shoulders. Sliding my hand up, I shoved two of my fingers into her pussy and moaned when I heard the wet squishing sound as I did.
"Oh fuck," Mom groaned, "Oh honey, Jenny's a luck girl! You know just what to do!"
Jenny? Jenny was cute and fun, but she was nothing compared to the red hot woman I had the pleasure of going down on at the moment! I started thrusting my fingers in time with my sucking and Mom moaned her approval. As she had done, I opened my eyes and looked up at her. I moaned around her clit as I saw her laying back, her eyes closed and her lips parted. She was sweating and moaning and looked absolutely beautiful. Her hands were on her tits and she was teasing her nipples as I worked her pussy with my mouth and fingers.
I released her clit and started licking slowly and Mom whispered, "Faster honey, the faster I come the sooner you can fuck me! That was all it took! I started just about slamming my fingers into her dripping slit and sucking her clit back into my mouth started swirling my tongue hard against it. Mom was thrusting her hips into my face and groaning panted out, "Put your other finger."
I paused not knowing what to do, I started to work a third finger into her pussy when she moaned, "No, in my ass baby, shove one in there."
I was beyond questioning anything and slipping my other hand up placed the tip of my finger against her ass, and started to gently push it in. Mom lifted her hips and cried out as she drove her ass onto my finger, shoving it deep inside her incredibly tight ass. Mom let out a sound that could only be described as a howl and I started bucking her hips into me. Reaching down she grabbed my hair and holding my head still worked her hips into me, sliding her pussy up and down my face.
Mom cried out again and wrapping her thighs around my head smeared my face into her pussy. I continued to suck her clit as my fingers drove into both her holes and Mom howled again. She arched her back off the bed and then emitted a loud squeal and I felt her pussy convulse around my fingers. I gasped between her legs as I felt a gush of sticky fluid splash against my cheeks and mouth.
"Oh my fucking God!" Mom yelled and after another wail, went limp, dropping her legs from my shoulders.
I laid there trying to catch my breath and looking at Mom's dripping pussy started licking her juice from her thighs and the lips of her pussy.
"Oh honey, you like the taste too don't you?"
"Oh yeah," I whispered, as I continued to lap at her pussy.
"Honey, slide on up and shove that cock inside of me, I know you're hard again."
Damn straight I was. My cock was pushing into the mattress and as I sat up it sprang to attention.
"Oh yes." Mom whispered her eyes wide. "That's what I need! Give me that fucking cock!"
Sliding up to kneel between her legs, I grabbed my cock and slid it through the lips of her pussy.
"Don't tease me, fuck me!" Mom cried out.
She raised her legs and placing her feet on my chest, lifted her hips, pushing her pussy at me. I slid my cock down and with a hard thrust, drove my cock into my mother's pussy. We both cried out as I went so deep I felt my balls slap against her. I held it there for a moment, amazed at how hot wet and tight she was. Mom moaned and started moving her hips.
"Come on baby, fuck me! We'll go slow later, just give it to me!"
I pulled out then driving into her, placed my hands on her thighs and started fucking the shit out of her. There was no other way to put it. I was slamming my cock in and out as hard as I could. Mom was yelping every time I did and the sound made me try to fuck her even harder. Like my fingers, my cock was making wet sucking sounds and she was so wet my thighs were already soaked as I continued to plunge my cock into her.
"Oh fuck yeah!" Mom squealed, "Oh that's what I need, oh that feels so much better than that fucking toy!"
Mom pulled her legs back and spreading them wide said, "Grab my ankles!"
Taking her meaning I grabbed her ankles and spreading her legs as far as my arms could go, I started fucking her even harder. Mom threw her head back and howled as I drove deep into her and I watched as her large tits bounced back and forth as I slammed her. Remembering something I'd seen in a movie, I let mom's ankles go and leaning forward pressed my arms against the backs of her legs. Mom bent backwards and her hips came off the bed. I placed my hands on the bed and looked down to see her legs were bent back almost behind her head.
I slid my cock out then started fucking her as hard as I could.
"Holy shit!" Mom screamed, "Oh Kenny! Oh baby! Oh, look at you fucking your Mom! Look at you giving me what I need!"
Mom's yelling made e fuck her even harder. Our skin was slapping together so hard it was actually starting to hurt, but neither of us seemed to mind, especially mom waho was laying there her arms by her sides squealing with every thrust. I started breathing heavier and could feel myself starting to get close. I began to slow down and looking up at me, Mom cried out,
"Hold on baby, I want my favorite!" she pushed her legs against me and I sat back. Mom rolled over onto her stomach, and drawing her legs up under her, pointed her amazing ass at me.
"Go ahead honey!" She called out as she looked over her shoulder, "Take me!"
Grabbing her hips, I slammed my cock inside of her again feeling my balls slap against her pussy. Not even caring how rough I was, I squeezed her hips hard and started driving into her with all the strength of my hips.
"Oh fuck!" Mom cried out. "That's it baby, take me! Fuck me! Give me that big fucking dick!" She paused to squeal then continued, "You're going to keep giving me that dick aren't you baby? That's right Kenny you're going to be fucking your mother every night!"
I gasped as I felt my balls beginning to tighten and knew I couldn't hold back much longer. I started to whimper with each thrust and Mom yelled, "That's it baby, give it to me! Let me feel that hot cum!"
I was getting closer with each pump and started thinking about pulling it out and spraying her back, when she called out, "Give it to me! Inside baby, come in your mother's pussy!"
That was all it took, I cried out as I felt my cock twitch and begin spraying my cum deep inside of my mother. Mom moaned as I kept pumping her, each thrust ending with another spurt. Even though I'd just come I had been damn excited and my cock kept spurting. Mom was bucking her hips into me and she moaned, "Oh yes, paint that pussy, give me every drop!'
I groaned and stopped pumping my cock. Mom pushed against me and I whimpered as I felt her pussy tighten around me and milk a couple of more drops from me.
"Oh honey," she purred, "That feels sooo nice!"
Mom straightened her legs out, lying on her stomach and leaning over I lay down on top of her, resting my weight on my forearms. Moving Mom's sweat soaked hair from her back, I gently kissed the back of her neck.
"Do that again." she whispered.
I repeated the kiss and Mom sighed softly, "I love you baby."
"I love you too mom." I told her feeling that surge of emotion again.
"Roll over." She told me.
I did as she said, rolling over onto my side. Mom rolled over on hers and sliding over to me slipped her arms around my waist and hugged me. I returned the hug and closed my eyes. We laid there in silence as our bodies calmed down. I was aware of her tits pressing against my chest and my leg was between hers allowing me to feel her damp pussy against my leg. As good as that felt, I realized that holding her felt just as good. Sliding my hands up her back, I hugged her tighter and kissed the top of her head. Mom made a happy little cooing noise in her throat and cuddled into me.
I couldn't believe how amazing she felt. I also couldn't believe that not only had we just had sex, but it didn't bother me, it was almost as if it were meant to be.
"Lie on you back for me?" Mom asked.
I reluctantly let her go and did as she said. I then smiled as Mom, staying on her side, slid up close to me and draping her arm around my waist, rested her head on my chest. I put my arm around her shoulder and with a sigh she said, "Kenny you felt amazing, I so needed that."
"Glad I could help." I laughed.
"And I so need this," she said squeezing me tight. "I...I like being with Karen honey, but it's more than just sex I needed. I...I need to be held like this and it's just not the same with her."
"I'll hold you anytime you want Mom." I told her than added, "And we don't have to you know....fool around for me to do it.
Mom lifted her head and when she looked at me, I saw her eyes were moist.
"Kenny, you really are just like your father. You're so sweet and loving." She gave me a nervous smile. "Would... would you like to keep loving me?"
"I....like be together?"
"I'd like that Kenny, I really would. No one would know. We can be the best of both worlds."
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"I'll be your mom who loves and takes care of you and you'll be that son that always does anything he can for his mom." She gave me that giggle again and despite how spent I was I felt my cock twitch. "And then I'll be your dirty girl and you can be my bad boy. How's that?"
"I...wow." Was all I could get out.
"And it won't always be dirty," she whispered, "Sometimes we'll be soft and sweet and you'll make love to me and hold me." She looked at me, her brown eyes full of emotion. "Will you honey, will you love me?"
"Of course I will." I gave her a soft kiss. "I'll always love you mom, in every way."
"I like how that sounds." Mom smiled, then yawned, "Damn you wore me out let's get some sleep."
"Okay," I nodded.
"Make sure you do sweetie, because I love it in the morning." She giggled, "Hell I love it all the time."
I ignored my growing cock and closing my eyes tried to tell myself to rest. A moment later, my eyes opened as something dawned on me.
"Hey mom?"
"What honey?" she asked sleepily.
"What about Karen?"
"Oh." Mom shrugged. "Well we weren't that serious, just friends with benefits mainly." She sighed then laughed softly, "Maybe I'll keep her around though."
"What do you mean? I asked.
"Well you never know," Mom giggled again. "I might get a craving."
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I leaned against the railing of the deck and taking a sip of my beer, looked out across Easton's beach. By far the largest beach in Newport and the only one that had cabins for rent, it was still fairly crowded despite the fact it was after eight o'clock. I heard a female voice call out "cheers" and looked over to see an extremely attractive blonde walking with an equally hot brunette. They were both holding bottles of coke that I'm sure were spiked and when they saw me looking; hoisted them at me.
Giving them as much of a smile as I could come up with these days, I lifted my bottle of Heineken, before tipping it back and finishing it. I lowered the bottle to see them walking over to stand below the deck. I may not be in the best of moods these days, but was still a healthy twenty one year old guy and took my time checking them out as they sauntered over. They were both wearing string bikinis, the blonde in black and the brunette in red. The blonde had a pretty ample set of tits and was drop dead gorgeous. The brunette was a little thinner with small tits that were propped up nicely and upon closer inspection was more girl next door cute, than outright hot. Most guys would disagree, but to me the brunette was more appealing and just happened to be the one to speak to me.
"Hey blue eyes, you just get here today?"
"Yup," I nodded, and then shook my head, "You got some good eyes if you can see mine from there."
She laughed, "I was in line with you at the chowder house, guess you don't remember me."
I made a show of looking at her and snapped my fingers, "You know, now that I look closer, I do!" I gave her a wink, "Guess it wasn't your face I was looking at when you walked over."
"Honesty!" She laughed again, getting me to give her a genuine smile, "I like that!"
"I do what I can." I shrugged.
"Well anyway blue eyes, we're in the last cabin towards the rocks, a bunch of us came down from UNH and we're having a clam bake tonight, feel free to come on down."
"I'm not sure I can." I said, "I'm here with my folks."
"So come over when they go to bed," she winked, "And sneak in before they get up!"
"I don't know," I told her, thinking that fun really wasn't what I felt this week was about, "Maybe another night."
"Oh," she said, obviously disappointed, "Well okay, I'm here all week so stop by," she gave me a big smile, "My names Tammy, by the way and this is Julie," she indicated the blonde who had stood there pretty much looking me up and down the entire time.
"Jason, and I'm sure I'll make it down there, just not tonight."
"Cool!" Tammy exclaimed and with a wave, the two walked away.
I stared at their long legs and well shaped asses as they made their way down the beach. I sighed and folding my arms on the railing changed the direction of my gaze to take in the sun set which is what I'd come outside to see in the first place. I'd done my share of girl watching when I'd gone out for a swim then brought my parents back some clam cakes. If this were any other year, I'd be thrilled to be out there ogling the bikini clad hotties and flirting my ass off. This week could have been about doing more than looking seeing I'd broken up with Jennifer a couple of months ago.
I'd been working at UPS at night loading trucks for the last year and a half and between my fairly impressive build, and the blond hair and light blue eyes I'd inherited from my parenst, had seen quite a few of the girls checking me out as well. Tammy certainly seemed to like what she'd seen. I shook my head disgustedly, invited to a cabin full of college students by a pretty girl who was obviously into me, and it hadn't even bothered me to say no. That's because sadly this wasn't any other year. After coming here for a week every summer for as long as I could remember, this would most likely be my last year here.
A more upsetting thought and one that I couldn't keep out of my mind, was that this would most likely be my father's last summer period. Dad's cancer was resisting the chemo and things weren't looking good for him. He'd had to quit working six months ago and had been steadily losing weight. I'd thought that we wouldn't be coming to Newport this year, but a couple of weeks ago Dad booked the cabin. He'd said some of our best memories as a family had occurred in the cabin and he wanted to see it one last time.
I felt the tears start to burn in my eyes at that thought. He'd said it so matter-of-factly. Although he was the one dying, dad seemed in much better spirits than me and mom. Wiping at my eyes, I thought for the thousandth time since dad had been diagnosed with liver cancer, that wasn't fair. I knew that sounded immature and that life usually wasn't fair, but I'd just turned twenty one and soon will have lost my father. Thank god for Mom, if the two of us weren't so close I don't know how either of us would be coping right now.
"Making friends already I see."
I lifted my head from the railing at the sound of Dad's voice behind me. I heard him walking across the deck towards me, but didn't turn around. Trying not to make it obvious, I brought my hand to my face and quickly wiped at my damp eyes.
"Yeah, she seemed really friendly." I answered softly, making sure my voice sounded okay.
"Any friendlier, she'd have been up here on your lap!" Dad laughed.
The laugh turned into a dry cough and I closed my eyes as if that would somehow shut out the sound. Fortunately this didn't turn into a prolonged jag, and a moment later he leaned his arms on the railing next to me.
"Yeah, I think I'd have a good time if I went over there tonight." I nodded as I turned my head to look at him.
"I think that good time may have carried into the morning." Dad reached up and clapped my shoulder, "She looked into you Jason."
"I think so." I said and shifted my gaze, "Sunset's beautiful."
It was, but I had looked away from my father because I was still trying to get it together and seeing him this way got to me when I was struggling. At one point my father was heavier than my hundred and ninety pounds and although not quite as built, was a rugged guy. The last visit to the doctor he was down to a hundred and forty pounds. He was shirtless in the heat and I'm sure to a stranger just looked skinny, but I knew the proper word was wasted. The disease and the so far ineffectual cure had taken their toll on him. Dad's formerly thick hair was thinning to where I could see his scalp through it and there were huge dark circles beneath his eyes. Those blue eyes used to be as bright as mine, but were now permanently red rimmed and seemed faded, as if the color were being bled from them.
"It is." Dad nodded, "And no doubt about it kid, that cute little thing liked what she saw." He laughed again and mercifully it didn't turn into a cough. "Can't say I blame her, you did get your old man's looks."
"Nah," I said, forcing a smile, "I got a lot more hair than you."
Dad smiled and punched me in the arm. "Smartass!" he then sighed, "Okay maybe you got it over me now, but back when you were a kid I was good looking enough to land my little trophy wife!"
"You did all right for an old dog." I nodded.
"Tell you what," Dad waved his hand at the beach, there's a lot more to look at out here than the sun, no?" he let out a low whistle, "Some damn good looking girls out here!"
"That there is." I agreed looking at some of the bikini clad women still lounging around.
"Damn, look at that." Dad pointed, "That's a view for you,"
I followed his finger to see a woman in a skimpy black bikini bending over to pick up her towel. She appeared to be folding the blanket and her ass was moving back and forth quite nicely.
"What do you think of that ass?" Dad asked.
"Damn fine," I told him.
"Showing off too, look at her."
The woman stood up and made a show of shaking out her long blonde hair. Her legs were pretty damn long as well and I found myself eagerly waiting for her to turn around.
"Wonder what the top's like." I nudged him.
"Little on the smaller side, but perky." Dad laughed.
"How do you...." I trailed off when the blonde turned around and waved at us.
It was mom. I looked over at dad and rolled my eyes, "You knew that was Mom?"
"Of course, after all these years, I'd know that sweet ass anywhere."
"The meds getting to you?" I asked, annoyed he'd had me checking out my mother.
"Not at the moment, why?"
"Because, I..."
"Oh, come on Jason, she's got a nice ass, no?"
"I don't think of it like that!" I snapped, "She's my mother."
"She's still a good looking woman," Dad began, "And..."
"She's my mother!" I snapped, a little more forcefully than I meant too.
"Touchy." Dad shook his head. "Look, just humor me okay?" Dad asked, "Before you knew it was her, what were you thinking?"
"Knock it off Dad."
He rolled his eyes at me, "If that ass was on anyone but her, what would you think? Be honest."
I sighed, "She's a good looking woman Dad. Is that what you want to hear?"
"Not quite," he grinned, "her ass, hot or not?"
"For Christ's sake," I exclaimed, "Fine, she has a nice ass."
"They think so too." Dad laughed.
I looked back to see that Mom had walked by a few guys around my age. They all turned to watch her walk by and I heard one of them whistle. Mom turned to look at them and laughing gave them a little wave.
"She is a damn fine woman." Dad said softly, "and beautiful, and sweet." He looked over at me and said, "That's the best thing about her, most women that attractive aren't as sweet as she is."
"Maybe I'll get lucky and meet a girl just like her." I said seriously.
"Speaking of Jason," Dad put his hand on my shoulder. "Thank you for not going down with those kids tonight."
"No problem Dad," I put my arm around him, trying not to notice how bony he was. "We're here as a family, I'll meet plenty of girls when I start senior year." "I appreciate that." Dad said softly, "I really do. It's tough Jason because part of me says the kids twenty one and good looking and you should be down there having some drinks, making friends," he grinned, "Maybe even making a special friend with Tammy over there."
"That's okay." I shrugged.
"Not really, because the other half of me, wants to be selfish and wants the three of us to spend this week together, it's the last one here, at least for the three of us."
"You don't know that Dad." I said, trying to sound confident.
"Please Jason, don't bull shit a bull shitter." Dad gave me a sad smile, "I won't be here next year, but that doesn't mean I'm not going to enjoy the here and now."
"Anyway dad I..."
"And the present has never looked better!" Dad exclaimed, then yelled, "Hey sexy!"
I looked down to see Mom had reached the front of the house. My eyes narrowed when I took a close look and realized just how skimpy her bikini was. The sides were just strings tied over her hips and there was not a whole lot of material between her legs. The top was just as flimsy, the cups were cut at an angle and showed the entire inside of her tits to the point where just a little movement would expose a nipple. As she smiled and waved up at Dad, I had to admit she was pretty hot. Mom went to the gym several times a week and her long legs were well shaped. Her stomach was surprisingly flat and although a little thin, her hips flared out enough to give her a nice figure.
Mom's face was no let down from her body, her long naturally blonde hair was lighter in places from the sun and her big wide baby blue eyes were enough to melt anyone. She had a big easy smile, the kind that made you smile back and as several of my friends had been kind enough to point out, she had perfect, full blow job lips. Mom walked beneath the deck to enter the house and I found myself looking down her top. I could see even more of her tits from this angle and noted how they were glistening from the suntan lotion. Dad really had done alright for himself.
I shook my head as I realized I'd been checking her out. Goddamn Dad, getting me to look at her. My thoughts then strayed to what would happen when he was gone. My last year at URI was paid for and Dad's insurance would not only pay off the house, but leave some in the bank as well. Mom had a decent job as a high school English teacher and I planned on living with her for at least a couple of years.
Financially we would be all set and I had no worries about meeting someone at this point. Jenn and I had dated two years, but things had seemed to die out and I suspected her cheating. I felt bad, but I had my life ahead of me and there would be plenty of girls to have fun with until I met the one. Hopefully I would do as well as dad and get a real sweetheart like Mom. That was where I was concerned. For lack of a better term, my mother was kind of needy. Despite her looks, she seemed nervous around people, especially men, and always needed to be reassured that we loved her.
Mom had always been very affectionate with me and all but hung on my father, who doted on her as if they were newlyweds. I found myself worrying about what kind of guy she would meet next. Mom was only forty one and way too pretty to stay alone and I know dad would want her to be happy with someone. Unfortunately, Mom was the type to be easily taken advantage of and....
"Hey Jason, you still with me?"
"Yeah sure." I replied, coming out of my fog.
"Yeah? You done staring at your mother?"
"I was not!" I exclaimed, but as he smiled at me, I could feel myself blushing.
"Hey it's okay Jason," He gave my arm a squeeze. "More okay than you know."
"What does that mean?" I asked.
"What?" dad looked confused for a moment, and I felt that sinking feeling in my stomach again, this had been happening a lot lately. Nothing severe, but dad was losing a minute or two here and there.
"You said..."
"Never mind, I was a little mixed up just then." He sighed and turning to face me leaned his elbow on the railing. "Speaking of Jason, part of why I brought us here one last time, is I need to talk to you about something."
"Go ahead." I nodded.
"Not just yet, but I'll tell you that it's very important. It's going to be something I'm going to make you promise me."
"Anything you want dad." I put my hand on his shoulder. "You know I'll do anything for you."
"And mom?"
"Of course!" I told him. "I know you're worried dad, but try not to be, I'm going to make sure I'm around and try to take care of her."
Dad put his head down and I saw his eyes were misting up. "Thank you Jason," he said softly, "I knew you'd say that because you're a good son and a hell of a young man, but I'm going to need you to remember that promise."
"Okay." I wasn't sure what he meant, but could see he was upset and didn't want to play twenty questions.
"We'll talk tomorrow, but in the meantime I need a favor from you tonight."
"You want me to make myself scarce, you dirty old man?" I laughed.
Dad gave me an odd look for a moment then broke into a smile, "No, but your mother is looking good tonight so I wouldn't wander out of your room in the middle of the night."
"You guys have a room."
"Where's the fun in that when we have an entire beach house, hell we have the beach!" he laughed.
"Ugh." I made a show of shuddering.
"Seriously Jason, I need you to do exactly what I tell you."
The smile was gone from his face and I nodded to him. Dad paused and looked as if he were trying to think of what to say, then pointed at the small screen door behind us.
"You know the little tiny sun room right there?"
"Yeah, I used to hide in there all the time when we'd play hide and seek."
"Yeah, you were really clever," Dad said and laughed when I rolled my eyes.
"So what about it?" I asked.
"I want you to go in there at eleven thirty tonight, and wat..."
"There's no light in there." I pointed out.
"I know, you won't need it." He paused again, then continued softly, "Look this is going to sound weird, but I want you to go in there and wait and...watch."
"What am I watching?" I was confused, were the meds getting to him?
"You'll see, but here's where you promise me something."
"What?"
"That no matter what you see, you keep watching. You don't look away or close your eyes, you watch."
"Why do I feel a joke coming on?"
"No joke and I want your word." Dad said pointing at me.
"You have it dad."
"Good now remember, no welching, you're making a promise to a dying man."
"Dad, stop that I..."
"I mean it Jason. Trust me you're going to think I'm nuts and there's something wrong with me later, but you need to keep your word, because it has a lot to do with our conversation tomorrow."
"Hey, whatever you want dad."
"Good." Dad clapped my shoulder, then gave me a wicked smirk, "Now I'm going to go downstairs and see if your Mom's still parading around in that bikini." He sighed, "Have to get while the getting is good these days."
It was an offhand remark, but one that hit me hard. Making sure dad had gone downstairs; I put my head down on the deck and let the tears flow.
*****
I sighed and flipping open my phone looked at the time, it was quarter to midnight and I wondered what the hell I was doing sitting there. The 'reading room' as we called it wasn't a lot bigger than a closet with a little sun roof and a screen door that faced the deck, and I felt like an idiot sitting there in the dark. I'd gone out on the deck at eleven fifteen to take in the smell of the water and look at the full moon. I had looked to the left and at the end of the beach saw a large bon fire in front of the beach house that Tammy was staying in. There were several guys and girls out there laughing and carrying on. I wondered if Tammy were by herself or had found some other cute cabin resident to hang out with.
Although I'd had no issue promising Dad that this week would be about family, I watched longingly for a few minutes. They were all having a blast as I should be. I'm sure none of them were dealing with the impending death of their parent. I shook that thought off; I was working hard not to be bitter. Dad had always told me that something good always came out of something bad and love could often spring from tragedy.
I'd then gone and sat in the room where a half hour later I was really starting to feel as if Dad had just put one over on me. What the hell was I supposed to be watching? The cabins on either side of us were in darkness and the moon was only half full. The tide was low and there were no fireworks scheduled. I figured I was supposed to see this alone as Mom and Dad had gone to bed early. These days Dad didn't make it much past nine o'clock and I'd made the connection that if Mom went soon after it meant he was up for something.



I was pretty sure he was up for something tonight and figured mom had been going for that effect. From the tiny bikini she was wearing, Mom had changed into a pair of tight denim shorts that were so tiny I could see the cheeks of her ass. On top she was wearing a little white tank top that left her stomach bare and was tight to the point I could see her nipples, because to my surprise she was not wearing a bra. That became painfully obvious at dinner as she sat across from me and I had to keep looking away from her. Between the nipples poking out and her constantly getting up and strutting around the room, I'd begun to feel uncomfortable.
At first I'd wondered what was up because if anything Mom, despite her damn good figure, always dressed pretty conservatively. In fact I remembered over hearing dad asked her why she didn't show off a little more. I'd been in middle school at the time and Mom's answer was that she wanted to dress proper because she didn't want the teachers or other parents to think she was slutty. She said she was worried about Dad's reputation and didn't want me getting any ribbing from boys about my 'hot mom'.
That was one of the many things that made mom special, most women would get a kick out of teasing guys my age, but even now she never showed herself off much. Until today that is. That was when it dawned on me that she was doing it for dad, letting him fully enjoy his trophy wife as he always called her. Mom had seemed unconcerned with the fact her son was seeing more of her than he needed to and was more affectionate than usual, hugging me several times and at one point, sitting on my lap at my father's request for a picture. As dad fiddled with the camera, Mom hugged me tightly and I was acutely aware of her ass planted directly on my cock. Her hair was in my face and smelled pleasantly of her raspberry shampoo.
My arm was around her shoulders and her skin was warm and firm to the touch. We were eating on the deck and in the heat I wasn't wearing a shirt and when dad asked her to turn into me a little more I felt her nipple poking through the shirt and into my chest, her hard nipple. Mom was giggling at something dad had said and placed a soft kiss on my cheek as he finally snapped the picture. A very soft kiss, the kind that reminded me of the ones Jen used to give me after we'd messed around and were lying in bed.
I'd turned to look at mom and she'd given me an odd smile, it was kind of sweet, but a little shy as well, like that of a young girl more than an older woman. At that moment I'd had the insane thought that it felt as if she were....flirting with me. I'd brushed that lunacy aside quickly, but did make it a point to slide her off of my lap. As I did, my hand was on the small of her back and her ass did indeed slide across my cock, which to my dismay seemed to be stirring a bit. I chalked that up to friction, but uncomfortable nonetheless, excused myself and went into the parlor to watch the Sox get their ass kicked and give mom and dad some time alone on the deck.
Snapping my phone shut, I muttered, "Real funny dad." And started to get up from the small recliner I was sitting in. I stopped when I heard the door to the right open and saw dad come out wearing just a pair of shorts. The sensor light clicked on, lighting up the deck and I started to open the door to say something to him, when Mom came out after him and I froze. She was wearing a red silk robe that was so short, that, as with the shorts, I could see the cheeks of her ass. Dad had turned around and Mom walked up to him, threw her arms around him and kissed his neck.
She began rocking her body side to side and reaching around her waist, dad grabbed the bottom of the robe and flipped it up to expose the fact she was wearing nothing beneath the robe. I took a step back from the door and almost fell backwards into the chair when my legs hit it. I caught myself with my hand on the arm and eased myself down into it. In front of me, Dad had dropped the robe and pulling away from him, mom grabbed his hand and led him to the front of the deck.
When they reached the two chairs that sat just in front of the railing, Mom gave dad a kiss and with a laugh pushed him back down into the chair. Mom took a step back and as I watched, began to gyrate seductively in front of him. I blinked and turned my head to the side. I don't know what the hell I was supposed to see tonight, but I must have missed it, because this sure as hell wasn't...I sat straight up in the chair as my father's words echoed through my head. "That no matter what you see, you keep watching. You don't look away or close your eyes, you watch." My father wanted me to watch him have sex?
I looked back to the front when I heard dad whistle. Mom had her arms over her head and had taken her blonde hair up with them, she slowly swayed in front of him working her way down then back up. Dad reached out to grab the tie to her robe, but with a surprisingly little girl like giggle, mom stepped back from him. Smiling, she untied the robe and opened it partway. I started to close my eyes, but saw she had only opened it far enough to show some cleavage and was teasing by pulling it open a little more, then closing it again.
I started to relax, then gasped when Mom suddenly yanked the robe open to expose her tits. I immediately looked away again. Dad was off his rocker. What the hell was he going to do tomorrow, ask me what my mother's tits looked like?
"Come on Cyn, don't tease." Dad said.
Cyn? I'd never heard him call her that before, but had to say it sounded kind of hot.
"I never tease baby," Mom whispered in a sultry tone that caused my eyes to widen, "I'm just playing, you know your dirty girl always gives you what you need."
Dirty girl? I looked up again to see mom standing in front of dad with her hands on his shoulders, her robe was still on, but hanging open and unable to help myself I stared at her tits which were nothing short of amazing They were on the small side, but high and perfectly round. Her nipples were small and from where I was sitting appeared to be light pink. I could see that they were hard, and leaning forward, Mom started shaking them back and forth in Dad's face. She yelped when he reached up and grabbed them in his hands and started fondling them.
I was starting to sweat and told myself to forget what Dad said and do the right thing and close my eyes, he wasn't right in the head these days. Regardless of what my mind said, my eyes stayed glued on the scene in front of me. Dad was now cupping Mom's small tits while his thumbs stroked her nipples. Mom released a soft moan and reaching around, grabbed the back of Dad's head and brought it to her tit. From where I was sitting I could only see dad's head, but I could still see Mom's other tit in his hand. Mom moaned again when he switched to sucking the other nipple.
Mom lifted her leg and bending it, rested her knee on the arm of the chair. Dad's hand left her tit and slid between them. Mom gasped then released a low moan as Dad was now fondling her. The moan drew my attention to her face and I saw her eyes were closed and her lips parted as she started rocking back and forth. Dad's arm was moving and I could imagine that he was thrusting his fingers into her. I swallowed and could feel my heart beating faster. This was wrong, but I was no longer even making an effort to look away. It was like staring at a bad accident, you knew it was wrong to look, but had to anyway.
Mom pulled away from dad and putting her hands up on the railing pushed herself up until she was sitting on it. Lifting her legs, she placed her bare feet on dads shoulders and opened her legs. Dad paused to slide the chair forward a little and immediately leaned in and buried his face between her legs. Mom let out a moan that was much louder than before and again grabbing the back of Dad's head, shoved it against her pussy. I blinked at that thought, the words mom and pussy shouldn't be crossing my mind at the same time.
Mom was starting to moan softly and as my eyes widened she let go of Dad's head and began to play with her nipples. I watched as her long red fingernails teased her swollen nipples and felt my head starting to pound. I realized, I'd been holding my breath and exhaled as softly as I could. I doubt mom would have heard me above those hot little sounds she was making, and Dad's head was buried between her thighs so he wouldn't hear....I sat up straighter as it hit me, Dad knew damn well I was there, he'd wanted me to see this. But why? What...
I was jolted back to the show in front of me when Mom started groaning, "Oh, right there baby! Oh, yes, like that!" she paused to moan loudly then cried out, "Yes Kenny! Oh, suck that clit, harder! I.....Oh!"
Mom threw her head back and let out a loud wail I'm sure the people in the next cabins had to hear. And I whispered, "Goddamn" as I watched her clamp her thighs around dad's head and start squirming on the railing. He released another loud cry and I began breathing heavier as I saw the expression on her face, her mouth was open and her eyes were rolled back in her head as she moaned and thrust her hips into Dad's face. Her fingers were still busy on her nipples and to my dismay; I could feel my cock beginning to swell. Mom's groaning began to subside and as she released a soft sigh, I kept replaying her telling my father to suck her clit.
"Damn that felt good," Mom said, and smiling down at Dad whispered, "You want your dirty girl to make you feel good baby?"
"You know I do." Dad answered as he started playing with her tits again.
"Tell me what you want, baby."
"I want you to get down on your knees and wrap those pretty little lips around my cock." Dad told her.
Jesus, I thought. I was watching my parents act like they were in a porno. Mom giggled and whispered, "Hmmm, you know I love sucking cock."
She had spoken in a sultry purr that caused my cock to twitch in my shorts. Her next move, turned that twitch into a lot more as when Mom slid off the railing and slowly down to her knees I became fully hard. Again I could only see the back of dad and...I shook my head in disbelief as Dad turned the chair to the left a little bit. Mom angled herself to stay between his legs and as he lifted his hips, pulled his shorts down. Mom smiled up at him and then with no hesitation, lowered her head into his lap.
From the angle they were at, I couldn't see the actual act, but could see Mom's blonde head bobbing slowly. Dad let his head lean back on the chair and sighed as my mother knelt between his legs blowing him. Mom started bobbing her head faster and I became aware of my cock starting to throb painfully in my shorts. That throbbing increased when my father grabbed Mom's long hair in his hand and pulled it to the side. I caught a brief glimpse of her face and saw she was looking up at my father, her blue eyes wide as she had him completely engulfed in her mouth.
Mom lifted her head, but didn't go back down again, instead she seemed to be waiting. Dad grabbed some of her hair with his other hand and I muttered, "Holy shit," as holding her head still, dad began to fuck her mouth. Mom was making moaning noises around him loud enough for me to hear from where I was sitting. Dad stopped moving his hips and quickly standing up, Mom took a step back. Dad closed his legs and bracing her hands on his shoulders, Mom swung her leg over his, straddling him, and lowered herself down to his lap.
Mom let out a sexy purr as she settled down on my father and started slowly rocking back and forth. My hand had strayed down to my lap and I began to rub my cock through my shorts as I watched mom ride my father. She had begun to move faster, and lowering her head to his, started to kiss him. Dad's hands were on her hips, and he was guiding her back and forth on his lap. Mom tossed her head back and as dad started to kiss her neck, released another long sensual moan. Her eyes were closed and her lips parted and I had the thought that she really was beautiful.
Not just beautiful, but damn sexy. I'd recently been getting into watching milf porn and mom was as hot if not hotter than any of them. I tried to tell myself to knock that off, but it wasn't easy as I watched Dad begin to start sucking on her nipple. Mom put her feet down on the deck and started lifting herself up and down. This time it was Dad who moaned as Mom started driving down faster and harder. Mom was making little yelping noises that had my hand starting to move faster across my lap.
Mom wrapped her arms around dad's shoulders and started bucking wildly on him. She was slamming down on him so hard I could hear their skin slapping together. Mom lifted up, then seemed to hesitate before dropping down again. This time she stayed on dads lap and started to move much more slowly. Dad had stopped moving his hips and Mom was starting to wiggle side to side on him. I thought she was teasing until I heard my father say,"I...I can't finish, I..." he sighed disgustedly and I felt my erection beginning to fade. "Never mind Cynthia I..."
Mom stopped him with a finger to his lips and said, "No worries baby, this just gives me an excuse to be your dirty girl." She slid off dad's lap and immediately got to her knees. Looking up at him, she licked her lips, "This way I get to taste it," she said softly, and lowered her head to his lap.
Unlike before, Mom wasn't teasing and her head was bobbing rapidly as she worked Dad with her mouth. Mom was moaning around him again and I could hear her making wet sloppy sounds as she sucked his cock. Dad started moaning and bucking his hips and Mom started moving her head even faster. Dad gasped loudly and began thrusting his hips into mom's descending mouth. My cock was back on the rise as I watched my mother slobbering on his cock like a porn star. Dad gasped and released a long loud moan and stopped moving his hips.
Mom moaned softly and began to bob her head slowly. Dad groaned and slumped back into his chair gasping for breath. Mom sat back on her knees and throwing her head back made a show of swallowing. She opened her mouth and said, "All gone!"
"Goddamn Cyn," Dad panted, "You are a dirty little girl aren't you?"
"I'm your girl baby." Mom said and standing up sat on his lap and hugged him.
"I...I'm sorry I lost it," dad said softly, "I...I just..."
"No worries Kenny." Mom said, stroking his thinning hair. "You got your dirty little wife off nice and hard and you felt damn good." She giggled, "Tasted good too."
"You're a good woman Cynthia," dad said and kissed her softly.
"And you're the best man I know." Mom replied.
I put my head down and closed my eyes. I felt dirtier hearing them talk like this than I had watching them have sex.
"You tired baby?" Mom asked.
"Yeah, I think I need to lay down."
Mom helped him pull his shorts up, then closed her robe. When he stood, she took his hand and they made their way towards the door. I pushed myself as far back in the room as I could so Mom wouldn't see me. As they passed, dad looked over into the room. I doubted he could see me, but must have known I was there as he nodded in my direction. They passed my line of sight and just as the door closed I heard dad go into a long coughing jag.
*****
I was laying on my bed staring at the ceiling and wondering when dad was going to talk to me. As it had been all day, the image of my parents having sex kept running though my mind. That image was always accompanied by a feeling of guilt. Sadly that feeling wasn't just over the fact that I'd watched, but because I had gone to my room afterwards and jerked off to the images of Mom's perfect tits and the way she eagerly sank to her knees. I'd tried not to, but I couldn't stop thinking about it and my cock was aching. I'd started stroking it thinking of some of the hot times I'd had with Jen, but her dark hair and eyes kept turning into Mom's long blonde hair and baby blues.
Finally succumbing to it, I came hard to the visual of Mom on the railing, her legs around my father and her hands busy on her tits as she came. This morning I'd been too embarrassed to even look at her, and for that matter wouldn't make eye contact with dad either. I could feel him staring at me several times, but pretended I didn't notice. I'd gone out for a swim and lied on the beach for awhile. I'd dozed off in the warm sun and awoke to the feeling of someone sitting next to me.
I opened my eyes to see Mom sitting there smiling at me. She was wearing a red bikini that was as revealing as the black one from yesterday and I immediately looked away and could feel myself blushing. Mom asked if I were okay and I said maybe I'd gotten a little too much sun. She had then lied down next to me and arching her back, put her arms over her head and stretched. My eyes locked onto her small tits being pushed out and then trailed down her flat stomach. When they made their way to the thin strip of red material between her thighs, I'd had that image of her opening her legs for my father. I started to wonder if her pussy were as pink as her nipples.
Tearing my gaze from her, I muttered that I didn't feel good and went back into the house. Mercifully dad was sleeping on the couch and I didn't have to face him. I knew it would be a matter of time before he talked to me about last night and I wasn't looking forward to it. For the life of me I didn't know what he was thinking, unless the meds and his exhausted state had finally gotten to his mind. As if that thought had summoned him, I jumped at the sound of a knock at my door.
"Come on in." I called out.
Dad came in, and closing the door behind him, made his way over to the bed.
"Got some time to talk?" he asked,
"Nah, can't you see I'm busy?" I gave him a forced smile as I sat up and leaned against the headboard.
Dad sat down next to me and turning to face me asked "Well?"
"Well what?"
"Go ahead and ask me."
"About what?" I asked, trying to pretend I didn't know what he meant.
"About last night." Dad pointed at me, "You have to be wondering why I had you watch Cynthia and I."
I sighed, "Dad that was pretty damn awkward," I put my hands out, "Why the hell would you want me to see that?"
"So you could see how hot Cynthia is, so you would think about her."
"What?" I shook my head, "I...I think I just heard you wrong."
Dad shook his head, "No, you heard me," he pursed his lips in thought, then sighed, "Think I got ahead of myself though. I need to talk to you about something very important."
"Go ahead, Dad."
"Look Jason, whether we're saying it out loud or not, we all know I don't have a lot of time left."
"You don't know that!" I said quickly, "They're coming up with new things all the time and..."
I stopped when he reached out and put his hand over mine.
"No Jason," he said softly, "I only have a few months tops and I want to talk about what happens after that."
"You already told me," I said, trying to keep my voice steady, "The insurance..."
"The financials are set," he nodded. "I want to talk about something more important."
"What's that?"
"Jason, I want you to take care of your mother for me."
"Of course!" I exclaimed. "I told you dad, I got one more year left in school and I'm going to look for a job here at home. I'm going to stay living with mom for as long as she needs me to."
"I know you will," he nodded, "But I need you to do more than that."
"Like what?"
Again dad paused as if her were trying to pick his words. After a long silence he shrugged and said quietly, "Jason, I want you be with Cynthia."
I shrugged back at him, "I think I just said I would stay with her, and why do you keep calling mom by her name?
"No, Jason, I mean..." he looked away "Be with her, as in..." he took a deep breath, "Jason I don't want you to be with Cynthia as her son, but as her...lover."



"I..." I leaned forward, "Now I know I didn't hear that right."
"Yes you did." Dad squeezed my hand. "I want you to take care of her in every way Jason, I want you to not just share her house, but her bed and of course her heart. That's why I want you to start thinking of her as Cynthia, not mom"
I sat there stunned, trying to figure out if this was a bizarre prank. Dad didn't look as if he were kidding and with a sinking feeling in my stomach, I recalled how he had started this conversation; he wanted me to think of mom like..."
"Dad, that's..." I put my hands up, "That's just fucking sick!" I blurted out.
"Strange yes," dad nodded, "But sick no. She..."
"She's my goddamn mother!" I snapped at him. "For Christ's sake dad, she's going to be the only parent I have, I..." I trailed off and felt like an asshole, I shouldn't have said that.
"I know Jason." He said softly. "And you know what? You guys can be the best of both worlds; you can love each other in every way depending on how you feel."
"Dad, that's nuts..."
"Love is love Jason. Only thing that would be different is you could show your love physically."
"I couldn't do that." I shook my head. "I don't think of her that way!"
"Not before this week." Dad said, "Not before last night. Don't tell me she's not hot Jason."
"Dad please, I..."
Ignoring my protests, he continued, "Cynthia is a gorgeous woman, and an insatiable one. She'll give you anything you want." He gave me a sly smile, "Anything"
"Knock it off!" I shouted at him, "I'm done with this bullshit! Why the hell would you even think of this?"
"I don't want Cynthia to be alone." He said quietly, remaining calm in the face of my yelling. "She's too young and too attractive; she's also too sweet and loving to go through life without someone to be sweet and loving to."
"She won't." I told him, lowering my voice. "Like you said dad, look at her, she'll be upset for awhile and should be, but sooner or later a nice guy will come around and..."
"You hope."
"I know dad," I nodded and tapped my chest. "Because, trust me, I'll watch out for her and make sure he's a good guy. I'll see too it she's with the right one."
"You can do it by being that right one." I started to speak, but he raised his hand, "Jason, this is pretty weird for me too and I'm screwing it up."
"I don't think there would be a way not to." I rolled my eyes.
"You asked why I would think of this?" Dad waited and I nodded. "Jason, you know how Cynthia is."
"What do you mean?" I asked, noticing how he was still avoiding calling her mom.
"She's..." he sighed, "She's kind of clingy and she's, well, she's needy."
"I..." I stopped recalling how I had been thinking that yesterday. "Yeah, I know what you mean."
"Good. You see how she acts, she knows I love her, knows you love her, but she always needs to hear it."
"She's always said hearing me say I love you mom means the world to her." I pointed out.
"Nice try." Dad smiled, "But you're right because she loves being a mother, she wanted more kids, but I didn't think we could afford it and got fixed. Anyway Jason, Cynthia is very timid, she's not that confident and as far as men go..."
I waited, but he remained silent. Finally I took the bait, "What about men?"
"I'm going to tell you something that I don't want you to repeat. If Cynthia ever wants to discuss it she will, but if not it stays between us okay?"
"Sure." I agreed, curious now.
"When Cynthia was young her parents divorced and her father skipped town. Her mother remarried and her new husband..." dad put his head down, "Molested her."
"Molested her." I repeated softly.
"Yes, and she was afraid to tell her mother. That animal raped her for almost two years before her mother actually walked in on it, and called the police."
"Oh my god." I said stunned, "Jesus dad, that's horrible."
"It is and it got worse because somehow her mother blamed her, probably didn't mean to, but she had issues as well. That's why Cynthia tries so hard to be loving and wants so badly to be loved, why she needs to be doted on."
"I guess that makes sense." I said, still trying to get past what he had just told me.
"The main effect that had on her was Cynthia was terrified of men."
"I would be too."
"She went to therapy for years, but she was never comfortable with men. As she got older she was a very pretty girl and a lot of boys asked her out. A few times she went out, but whenever they would try to kiss her she would get scared. Some of them started stories in school that she was damaged goods and they said nasty things about her."
Dad stopped and I flinched as he went into a coughing fit. I looked down, closing my eyes and trying to will it to stop. The coughing subsided and after he caught his breath, dad continued,
"She did meet a really nice guy who was patient with her and after awhile, she decided to let him be her first, well first willingly," he added disgustedly, it went okay and she was even enjoying it, until he grabbed her hands in his while she was lying there. He didn't mean anything by it, but she went nuts and bit him."
"That's tough," I said quietly,
"It was. After that, she..." he shrugged, "She started seeing women, had girlfriends all through college. I saw her in a coffee shop one day and asked her out. She said no, and I kept asking. I..." he shook his head sadly, "Anyway, no time for that story, point is, it took over a year before she would let me sleep with her, we went slow and easy and I was scared I would scare her, but everything worked out and after that," he gave me a wink, "She made up for lost time, even before I got sick she would wear me out."
"Okay, enough about that." I waved my hand at him.
"Now she knows she is going to be alone again and she's scared Jason. I've told her I want her to move on, but she says it's too late, she won't be able to trust another man." He frowned as he went on, "For the last few weeks she's started having nightmares about what happened to her. She's afraid to be alone, but more afraid of men."
"She could go back to therapy," I suggested, "Talk to someone."
"She says it won't work, it didn't before. She's been with me over twenty years and she's never going to find a man that she trusts would never hurt her."
"That's not true, there's a lot of...."
"So I was pretty upset." Dad began quietly. "I'm worried for her. I know you plan on helping out, but she needs to be with someone, truly be with someone. A couple of weeks ago I started thinking, do I know anyone? Who do I know that would be that good to her that she would trust?"
He paused and put his hand to his mouth and waited, a moment later he started coughing again. I watched as he brought out his handkerchief and put it to his lips. When he was done, I caught the sight of blood on it, before he hurriedly put it away.
"Dad, you want to talk later?" I asked,
"No, this isn't as easy as you think it is." He told me. "Anyway, you broke up with Jen and Cynthia was going on and on about how stupid she was. Kept saying how sweet you were, how any woman would be happy to have you. She said young girls like Jen had no appreciation for a nice guy like you, she made a joke that you should look for an older woman."
For the first time dad looked me in the eye.
"And that's when it hit me. There is one man just like me," he tapped my chest. "We raised you to be good to women, be attentive and sweet and Cynthia knows you would never hurt her. And the two of you already love each other."
"Not in that way." I told him.
"That line could be crossed very quickly." Dad said, "Quicker than you think."
He stopped speaking and after an awkward silence, I asked, "So you want me to become my mother's lover."
"Yes."
I took a deep breath and told myself to be calm. He wasn't thinking rationally. I wondered what the hell mom would think of this? On that note I saw an out and began speaking slowly, carefully choosing my words.
"Okay, first of all, this is nuts. But, before we go any farther, what the hell makes you think Mom would be okay with this?"
"Your mother is fine with it." He said softly.
"W...what?" I gasped.
"I spoke to her first. No point in bringing it to you if she wasn't okay with it."
"You want me to think Mom wants to have sex with me?"
"It's not just sex Jason," dad said, "It's about love, the sex would be a perk."
"Oh, Jesus." I shook my head, wondering if this was really happening.
"At first Cynthia thought my meds were getting to me."
"Same thought going on here." I said dryly.
"But I kept talking to her and the more I did the more sense it made." Dad grunted, "Then I played her a bit dirty and told her it's what I want and I'm telling you the same thing."
"Are you kidding?" I demanded, "You want me to promise you, I'll sleep with my...."
"You'll sleep with Cynthia, yes." He said seriously. "The two of you will become lovers and I can truly rest in peace knowing you'll take care of each other."
"Dad I...." I tried to slow my spinning mind down, "I don't believe mom is okay with this, I think..."
"She's okay enough to have put that little show on for you last night."
"She...she knew I was watching?" I asked, shocked.
"Not only that, it was her idea." As I sat there stunned, Dad continued, "She wants you to stop seeing her as a mother and start seeing her as an attractive woman. She wanted you to see how good she'll be to you."
"Please, stop." I whispered.
"And she will be Jason." Dad said putting his hand on my shoulder. "Cynthia will make you happy in every way and she wants you to make her happy as well," he smiled at me, "She wants to try it Jason, she wants to be with you."
"Does she?" I asked, "Or is it just for you?"
"It might be just for me at the moment." He shrugged, "But she's willing and I think once the two of you get together, you'll both see how right it is."
"There's nothing right about this." I muttered.
"There's nothing wrong with two people taking care of each other." He gestured to himself, "Or making a dying man happy."
"That's not fair dad." I told him.
"Cynthia said that too," he smirked, "In the beginning anyway. You know, she told me last night, it was embarrassing, but exciting knowing you were watching, she wants you to want her."
I shook my head, but dad pushed. "Promise me, Jason, promise me you'll do this."
"Dad I..." I stopped and took a deep breath. As dad stared at me, I tried to come up with something. I couldn't believe he had come up with this, never mind guilt me into it being his dying...I stopped on that last thought. Dad would never know if we did or not. With a huge sigh, I nodded. "Okay dad," I began, "I...I'm not sure if it'll work, but I promise I'll try."
"Thank you Jason." Dad said softly, "This isn't easy for me either you know."
"I know, and like I said, I'll do what you ask."
Dad nodded, and then began to smile. "Glad to hear it, but you do know that I know what you're thinking?"
"What do you...?"
"Same thing Cynthia was thinking, 'he won't know' just make an empty promise."
"No, dad really I'll go through with it, I..."
"I know you will." He said, squeezing my arm. "Know how I know?"
"How?" I asked, dreading the answer.
"Because you two are going to get together this week, while I'm still around so I know it will happen."
"What?"
That's right Jason," dad said as he stood, "Before the end of this week, you and Cynthia will become lovers."
*****
I jerked awake and sitting up, looked around the room. I thought I'd heard something and listened intently. I looked over at the small clock on the nightstand and saw it was midnight. After dad's bizarre conversation, I'd watched a little TV, then tried to read for awhile to get my mind off of what he claimed he wanted from me. I'd dozed off only to be awoken by the sound of Dad coughing outside in the living room. The jag lasted so long, I'd started to get up to go see if he was okay. As I did I noticed that I was moving slowly and realized I was scared. That forced me to move faster, but just as I had reached my door the coughing stopped.
I'd listened and when I heard dad tell Mom he was okay, I went back and sat on the bed. Earlier dad and I had been discussing Mom and how weak she seemed, but there was nothing weak about her when it came to dealing with this. From day one Mom had been strong, at least in front of us. I was jolted from my thoughts by a knock.
"Dad?" I called out.
The door opened a crack and I heard Mom's voice, "No honey it's me. Can I come in?"
"Hold on," I told her as I got off the bed and looked around for a pair of shorts to slip over my boxers "I need to put some...hey!"
Despite my warning, Mom had come in and closed the door behind her. Keeping my back to her, I spotted a pair of shorts and had grabbed them when she said, "Oh please Jason your bathing suit shows more than your underwear."
"It's the point," I said as I turned my back to her and slipped the shorts on.
I turned around to face her and immediately thought, 'oh shit'.
Mom was wearing the very short red robe from last night. In addition to the fact it barely went down past her hips, the front was tied so loosely I could see more than a little cleavage.
"Ummm...." I made a show of looking away, "You might want to fix your robe."
"Why?" Mom asked as she walked up to me, "Is it such a bad view?"
Oh my god! My father wasn't joking; Mom was going along with this! Well I couldn't talk him out of it, but I was sure I could get through to her.
"Listen, Mom...."
"Cynthia," she said softly.
I started to speak, but stopped when she placed her hands on my bare chest. Her nails were long and painted a deep red and I felt a shiver go through me as she slid them lightly down my chest.
"Loading those trucks has filled you out, Jason," she gave me a smile that made me immediately uncomfortable, "You look damn good."
Mom leaned in closer and I could feel her nipples pressing into me through the thin material of the robe. She was looking up at me and when she caught my eye, she whispered, "What, no kiss for me?"
"I...." I shook my head and stepped back from her.
"Mom please, we have to talk about this."
"Did your father talk to you?" she asked.
"Yeah, and..."
"He spoke to me as well." Mom said, "So what do we need to talk about?"
"Mom, this isn't right." I told her, "You...you know it. I'm your son."
My words hit home and looking away from me; she frowned and started to rub at her eyes.
"We need to talk dad out of this," I continued, "He means well, but his mind isn't right and..."
"It's not just your dad, Jason." Mom said as she turned and looked at me. "I want this."
"No," I shook my head, "Dad has you thinking that you do and he's trying to make us feel bad."
Mom stepped up to me and this time placed her hands on my shoulders, looking up into my eyes she began to speak quietly, "At first, I thought it was wrong too. But the more he spoke the more I understood it." She gave me a nervous smile, "I need you honey."
"You have me, Mom," I said, putting my arms over hers so my hands were on her shoulder as well. "We'll get through this and I'm going to stay..."
"I need you the way I need your father." Mom whispered, "I want to love you the way I do him." she gave me a wink. "I want you to love me like that too."
"You're my mother," I said, sticking to the only argument I had. "That's how I love you."
Mom slid her arms around my neck and pulling my head down to hers, began speaking softly in my ear.
"You can love me anyway you want baby, you want me to be your Mom? I still will be, but I'm going to be your lover too Jason."
"That's..." I stopped unable to come up with another word other than sick.
"I can be your everything," Mom continued, "Your loving mother and your dirty girl all rolled into one."
Your dirty girl. Mom had spoken that in the same sultry tone she'd used with my father last night. As soon as she'd said it the image of her riding my father leaped into my mind. Her perfect sweat soaked tits, those pink nipples, the way she had so eagerly slipped to her knees. As I tried to push that visual from my mind, Mom went on,
"We're going to have a lot of fun baby, more fun than you've ever had," she giggled in my ear, "You've only been with girls your age, and they don't know what they're doing yet, but me?"
I flinched as Mom flicked her tongue out across my ear, but she was holding me to tight to pull back. Her wet tongue sent a warm sensation through me and I could feel my heart starting to beat faster.
"Honey, I love it all, there is no part of me you can't have," She sighed in my ear and I felt a moment of panic as I became aware of the fact my cock was swelling. "I really am a dirty girl Jason, anything you've ever thought of I'll do," she licked my ear again, "Anything, all your fantasies come true."
"Mom, stop."
"Mom?" she shook her head against mine, causing her soft hair to rub against my cheek. "No, your mom won't do those things, but Cynthia will. Your Cynthia will do whatever you want her too. Want me to dress like a cheerleader for you? I'll do it, want me to go out with no panties, want me to go down on you in the car?
"Mom!" I exclaimed, trying to extricate myself from her arms, but she wouldn't let go. Worse I'd just gotten a visual of her blonde head bobbing in my lap.
"Baby, your dirty girl will be soooo good to you!"
Mom had purred that last part and my cock was now throbbing in my pants. I was painfully aware of her equally hard nipples pressing into me again and I could feel the sweat trickling down my back. I remembered my father saying how insatiable she was and the word anything kept entering my mind. I had the insane thought that would mean she would even let me have her ass.
"Stop it." I yelled, as much to myself as to her and this time succeeded in pulling away from her. "Enough of this, you're my mother, not some slut!"
"I..." Mom put her head down, "I'm not a slut Jason, sluts are with everybody, I just want to be your girl baby," she looked up and grabbing the sides of her robe started to open it, "Don't you want me to be your..."
"No!" I snapped and reaching out, caught her wrists, "I don't want you to be my girl!"
I'd said it more harshly than I meant to, but fact was, with a raging hard on and x-rated images of mom running through my head, I was as upset at myself as I was her. In front of me, Mom stepped back and asked, "You...you don't want me?"
"Not like that, I..."
I stopped when I saw her blue eyes fill up with tears and her lip begin to tremble. "You don't want to love me?" she asked, her voice choking up, "You... don't want me to be good to you?"
"Please don't cry Mom," I said going up to her and putting my arms around her.
She hugged me tightly and resting her head on my shoulder sobbed, "Please be with me Jason, please? I promise I'll it will work, I'll love you so much!"
"It's not that, Mom, Its just...."
"I need you Jason!" Mom exclaimed in my ear, "I'm scared and I don't want to be alone!"
"You won't be," I told her as I started running my hand through her long hair. "I'll be here."
"But I need you in every way!" She sobbed, "I...I know your dad told you what happened to me, I...I can't be with another man Jason, but I don't want women anymore and I...I need someone to hold me and love me!"
"Mom I...."
"I'll love you too honey! I need someone to be good to, oh baby, please let's be good to each other! Your dad wants us too, but I want to even more!"
Mom stopped speaking and started crying, I could feel my eyes well up as well. I had no doubt some of mom's emotion was due to dad's illness as much as this ridiculous request. I closed my eyes and rested my head on hers as she sobbed. I started rubbing her back and she started to calm down. A moment later, she pulled herself back from me.



"I'm sorry Mom," I started, "But...."
"I'm sorry too Jason." She nodded wiping at her eyes. "I...I came on too fast, too soon, but dad wants it to be this week, and I thought after last night you might want me right away."
"Mom, we can't do this."
"We can and will," she said softly, "We'll at least try Jason."
"I can't." I said almost whining in frustration.
"I can," she told me, sounding more confident than she usually did. "I can and I'll make sure you can too, but not tonight."
A surge of relief flowed through me, whether this was over or not at least I had some time to figure something out. In front of me, Mom beckoned me with her finger, "Come here Jason."
I hesitated, and then stepped up to her. Mom put her arms out to me and I leaned into her embrace. Her hand went around my shoulders and she held me tightly. I could feel myself relax into her and put my arms around her waist, hugging her back. Mom lifter her head and smiling said, "I never did get my kiss."
Before I could react, Mom's hands slid up to the back of my head and pulled my face towards hers. I started to protest as her lips pressed into mine, but when I opened my mouth, her tongue darted into it. I gasped and tried to draw back, but her hands were in my hair and she was surprisingly strong. I couldn't move without truly forcing her arms away and didn't want to do that. Instead I tried to keep my lips stiff and show no interest in the kiss. Mom didn't seem put out as she patiently began sliding her soft lips against mine.
Her lips weren't the only thing moving back and forth as I could feel her nipples rubbing across my chest as she rocked side to side. Mom's tongue had left my mouth and pulling her lips back, began teasing across the edge of my mouth. At that point I could have turned my head from her, but didn't. Instead a soft moan escaped me as her tongue worked its way playfully around my lips and slid in to play across my own. Mom moaned as well and shoved her tits hard against me. My arms tightened around her waist and I gasped when she started sucking on my tongue.
Her fingers were running through my hair and again my heart had started pounding in my chest. More disconcerting was the fact my cock was again at full attention and I could feel it pressing into her stomach, which meant could as well. As if of their own accord, my lips were now working against hers, sliding back and forth and pressing harder into her very soft lips. I had never had a problem with girls and had been with several, but no one, even Jen, had ever kissed me like this. I could feel my body trembling with nervous excitement as I continued to share the most passionate kiss of my life with the woman who raised me.
At that thought, my eyes popped open and I did start to pull away. Mom didn't fight me; instead she stepped back from me and whistled, "Wow, that was something, what the hell was Jen thinking?"
"I..." I stopped and shook my head, trying to catch my breath.
Mom laughed and gave me a huge smile, "Told you older women are a lot better," she giggled, "At everything." With that, she made a show of licking her lips and gave me a wink.
"Mom." I started, "We..."
"It's Cynthia," she said seriously. "Or its Mom when we're just talking, but when we're playing it's going to be Cynthia."
"Playing?" I asked, "No, we..."
"Enough for now." Mom said in a tone that caused me to stop, it was a very motherly tone, and I had the sick thought that it wasn't really right to fight your mother now was it?
Mom smiled again and said, "I'll see you tomorrow honey, and we'll go a little further. We'll work our way up to it, got it?"
Before I could answer, her smile turned into a smirk and reaching down she squeezed my cock through my shorts.
"Mom!" I gasped.
"Cynthia." She said, then giving another squeeze, before letting go, added, "I told you I could make you Jason, when are you going to learn to listen to your mother?"
*****
I paced nervously back and forth in my room and for the hundredth time looked at the clock. It was almost eleven. I started to get my hopes up and think maybe Mom wouldn't show. As soon as I thought that, I rolled my eyes. She would be here; it was just a matter of when. I walked over to the window and leaning towards the screen took a deep breath of the cool summer air. The smell of the ocean had always soothed me, but tonight I doubted anything would calm me down. Anytime now my mother was going to come into my room and...spend the night.
I had learned this early this morning when I was sitting out on the beach. When I'd gotten up, I quickly threw my running shoes on and gone for a run along the beach. I pushed myself to do five miles instead of my usual three. I'd barely slept after Mom had left me hard as a rock and flushed with embarrassment. Again, making me feel worse was the fact that she hadn't been gone ten minutes, before I was lying on my bed stroking my cock.
This time there was no attempt to think of Jen or any other of my former girlfriends. From the second I started stroking to the time I blew my load; all thoughts were on my mother, picturing the things she had been whispering in my ear. I envisioned her on her knees, her blond head bobbing, then on her hands and knees, her firm ass pointing up at me. I had released my load to the image of her telling me to put it in her ass; after all, she had said anything.
Within seconds of cumming I felt terrible. Not only spanking it to my mother, but thinking of shoving it in every hole she had. After tossing and turning all night, wondering what the hell was going to happen, I'd decided to try to wear myself out while keeping busy and run. But even while jogging, my mind was spinning. Mom was dead set on this as was dad. I didn't want to, or at least left alone and in my own thoughts I didn't, but Mom was right. As my mother I didn't want this, but if she became Cynthia again, could I resist it? Last night she'd had me ready to pop with just a kiss. What if she tried for more?
I'd slowed my running to a walk and did another lap around the beach. Mom and dad were going to take a cruise on the Bay Queen for the day and I was hoping to just hang around the beach until they left. Apparently my father had figured that out and as I made to cut across the parking lot that separated the beach from the bike path I planned on following for a few miles, saw Dad sitting there in the red Mustang he'd bought himself when he was diagnosed. I knew he'd seen me, and with a resigned sigh, I walked up the car. Dad got out and pointing across the beach said, "It's absolutely beautiful here no?"
"Always," I nodded. "Someday I'd like to own a house up here."
"Someday you will." He nodded, "Architects make good money, and you'll be able to afford it." He sighed, "I hope you and Cynthia will still come here during the summer."
"Maybe." I shrugged, "It might be hard you know after..." I trailed off.
"Jason, these will be the best memories you'll have. This will never be a bad place, but a great one, no?" he smiled at me. "And the two of you will be making all new memories soon enough."
"Dad, about that."
"I know, it's a lot Jason, that's why you're trying to run yourself into a coma." He pointed at the hood of the car. "Pretty soon you'll have this to drive around."
"Rather have you around." I said quietly.
"Don't get that choice kid." He said, "But hey, you'll have something cool to remember me by."
"This won't be what I remember you for." I told him, feeling the emotions starting again.
"No, you'll have a much better ride to thank me for." He gave me a wink, then seeing the stricken look on my face, shook his head, "Okay, I'm sorry I won't joke about that."
"Dad, don't make us do this."
"I'm not making Cynthia and from what she said, you won't exactly be suffering when things get going."
"I..." I put my head down, unsure of what to say. My entire life dad was who I discussed everything with, now here I was with this weighing on me and he was behind it.
"You okay?" he asked.
"Dad I...I jerked off to mom last night." I blurted out.
He stared at me quietly for a moment, then nodded, "Then things are going fine."
"No, they're not!" I snapped, "I felt like an asshole afterwards and feel even worse now! I won't do this."
"The spirits willing, but the flesh Jason, is very weak." Dad said putting his arm around me. "Cynthia is more than you can resist so don't try." He shrugged, "Or try if a fight makes you feel better."
"Nothing will make this better."
"Not true. When the two of you are together you'll see, it will be better than anything you can imagine." I didn't answer and he sighed, "I know it's not easy to flip the switch Jason, I know I'm asking something that sounds like a story on some cheesy erotica site."
"We need to come up with something else with Mom." I started.
"No, this is the perfect solution. The two people dearest to me will take care of each other for the rest of their lives. I have to say, Cynthia is very excited about this, she is very focused on being with you Jason, I don't usually see her like that."
"Figures." I rolled my eyes. "This is where she would stand her ground."
Dad burst out laughing and I breathed a sigh of relief when it didn't turn to coughing.
"That's a good one. Anyway Jason, speaking of Cynthia, she's going to spend the night with you tonight."
"What?"
"Tonight Cynthia is going to spend the night in your room," I started to protest, but he put his hand up, "She is going to sleep in your bed, if nothing happens, nothing happens, but she will spend the night with you."
"Dad, this is...."
"Not a discussion!" Dad snapped, taking me off guard. "Think this is easy for me? Think I like giving my wife away?"
"You don't have to dad!" I told him, in his anger I saw a glimmer of hope, "We don't have to do this, I don't..."
"Yes I do, don't you understand that?" He demanded, "Cynthia will lose it with me gone! She needs a man to be strong for her and she's afraid of them because of that animal! You're the only one who can take care of the love of my life and you'll do it."
He paused and closed his eyes, his breathing was becoming ragged and he leaned on the car.
"Dad, are you..."
"Fine, I'm fine." He said quietly, "This is a...unique situation Jason, meaning none of us have been here before and it's not easy, but we'll all be the better for it." He looked away as he spoke. "Once you and Cynthia are together, she'll still spend most of her time with me, but some nights with you as well. Don't feel guilty, and I told her that as well, I'm as okay with it as I can be and fact is, I won't be able to make her happy in that way too much longer."
"She doesn't love you for that." I pointed out.
"And she'll still love me just as much, she'll just be getting...." He shrugged, "That from you." He gave me a poor attempt at a smile, "You'll suffer nobly I'm sure."
"But..."
"No more talking Jason, Cynthia and I are going out on the cruise and will enjoy the day, she'll come to you tonight," his eyes hardened, "You won't send her away, understood?"
I locked eyes with him and saw there was no way to change his mind, putting my head down, I whispered, "Yes sir."
"You're a good son and a hell of a man Jason," dad said clapping me on the shoulder.
Yeah, I thought as I looked out at the moon over the ocean, all good sons let their mothers seduce them while their father's dying. I had spent a good part of the day seriously considering running away. Hopping a ride from someone to downtown then taking the bus back to Providence. At one point I'd even caught myself walking down to where Tammy was staying, maybe do lunch with her, get her number and ask her for a ride. In the end I'd stayed, Dad would be upset and Mom would feel I didn't want her.
I shook my head at the thought that I may really have to go through with this. I jumped at a knock and looked longingly at the window, imagining jumping out and running across the beach, running away from this insanity. Instead, I turned away and walked over to the door. I was wearing a t-shirt and shorts. Normally I slept in just my underwear, but wasn't going to tonight. As I opened the door, I found myself dreading what Mom would be wearing, probably some kind of killer lingerie.
To my relief, Mom was wearing a white tank top with her long blonde hair in a pony tail. She wasn't wearing any make up, and when she entered the room, my relief grew when I saw she was wearing a pair of baggy plaid shorts. When she turned to face me, I had to admit that she looked damn cute like this. Cute was something I could deal with, I'd been expecting her to show up dressed to tease.
"Hi honey," she said softly as she gave me a peck on the cheek. "I'm sleepy, you ready to call it a night?"
I looked at her waiting for the other shoe to drop, was it really going to be this simple?
"You just want to go to bed?" I asked.
"Sure," she gave me a shy little smile, "Unless you have a better idea."
"No!" I said quickly, then feeling bad, tried again, "I mean, um...I'm tired too and...."
"It's okay Jason," she said, "I told you, we'll go slow, I'm just here to be your bed buddy tonight, that okay?"
"Uh, sure." I said as she walked over to the bed.
"But, I will tell you I like to cuddle," she gave me the big blue eyes along with another adorably shy smile, "You don't mind if I snuggle up to you do you?"
I nodded as I made my way over to the other side of the bed. Even though she'd said we weren't going to do anything and she wasn't pushing, I still felt that warm sensation retuning. Then it hit me, I'd always been more attracted to next door cute over hot and that was the look mom was sporting. At the moment she could be Jen or any cute little coed. I lifted the sheet and started to slide under it when Mom pointed and said, "You really sleep in clothes?"
"Well, uh...."
"I thought you slept in just your underwear."
'Usually," I told her, "But...."
"Then take your clothes off." She told me, "I told you, I'm not looking for that, but I want you to be comfortable."
Here we go, I thought. I considered arguing, but things seemed okay at the moment so I would play along. Besides, like she had said last night I had bathing suits that showed more. I slipped my shirt off, then unzipping my shorts began to pull them down. I looked up to see mom looking and turning around pushed my shorts down.
"Nice ass." Mom said, as I bent over.
"Thanks, I guess." I muttered, and looked down to make sure my cock wasn't bulging too much. Turning I lifted the sheet and slipped under it so quickly Mom laughed, "Aww you're so cute when you're shy."
"Anyway, guess I should practice what I preach." Reaching under her shirt behind her, Mom unhooked her bra and sliding the straps down, pulled it out along one side of her tank top and tossed it on the floor.
"Damn I needed that," she said as she rubbed her tits, "Things get uncomfortable at the end of the day."
Uncomfortable was one way to put how I felt, as when she moved her hands her hard nipples were poking through the thin white tank top. Mom turned away from me and as my eyes widened pulled down her shorts. Underneath she was wearing a pair of lace red boy shorts that hugged her tightly and left her tanned ass cheeks exposed. Oh, fuck me, I thought. Mom stayed bent over for a moment and made a show of wiggling out of her shorts. I told myself to look away, but couldn't. Her ass was small and damn firm looking, I swallowed hard at the thought of it bare and pointing up at me.
Mom kicked the shorts away and lifting her side of the sheet slipped in next to me. All the beds in the house were queen size and there was plenty of room, but Mom slid all the way over until I could feel her hip touching mine. She smiled at me and kissing my cheek said, "Good night honey."
"Night Mom." I said as I reached out and shut the lamp off.
"Cynthia." She said digging her elbow into my side.
"Good night Cynthia." I said softly.
I closed my eyes and started breathing slow and deep, hoping she would think I had fallen right to sleep. She obviously didn't buy it as she said, "The moon is beautiful tonight, you have a better view than we do."
"Yeah it is," I answered looking out the window at the moonlit ocean.
Mom sat up and started out at the ocean and as she did, I couldn't help but notice how good she looked in the moonlight, she really was a gorgeous woman. She sat there silently, a serious look on her face and I wondered if she were replaying some of her times here with dad in her mind. She confirmed that when she looked down at me and with a sad smile said, "So many memories here."
"That there are." I said quietly.
"Many more to come." She said and sliding back down turned on her side to face me.
"I guess." I answered, then lamely added, "I'm tired m...Cynthia."
"Okay." She nodded, then asked, "Put your arm out?"
I stretched my arm out along the pillow and mom slid close until her head was resting on my shoulder. She placed her hand on my chest and draping her leg over mine, sighed contentedly, "My favorite way to sleep."
"I always sleep on my back." I told her, "So uh...I guess this works out."
"Everything will work out honey, you'll see." She slid down a little further and snuggled her head against my chest. "You feel good Jason."
"So do you" I replied.
"Then put your arm around me." She giggled, "Cuddle me in like I'm your girlfriend."
I brought my arm up and put it around her shoulder. I had to admit, she felt damn good. Her skin was warm and her soft hair was against my skin. She closed her eyes and sighed sweetly and the sound made me pull her closer. She gave me a soft kiss just over my nipple, that caused me to jump, but she didn't repeat the gesture. A moment later, she began breathing deeply and I started to relax, this wasn't bad at all. Again the situation was far from ideal, but at least it seemed I had gotten somewhat of a reprieve.
That reprieve was short lived however as the longer I lay there, the more I became aware of exactly how good Mom felt. She had snuggled as close as possible to me and I could feel her nipples pressing into my side. Worse, the feeling f her long soft leg lying over my own was starting to get to me. She had her leg so far over me that I could feel her crotch against my thigh. I told myself it was my imagination and that I couldn't really feel the warmer flesh between her legs. I started idly caressing her, letting my fingers trace the curve of her shoulder.
Mom made a cute little cooing noise in her sleep and I continued the motion. She did feel good. Not just physically, but emotionally, it felt good to be close to her. To hold her and know she was enjoying it. The two of us had been through a lot lately and maybe it wasn't so bad to be close here and there. Feeling a wave of affection for her, I gently kissed the top of her head. Mom made that little noise again and I smiled and closed my eyes. They immediately popped open when Mom started moving her foot.
She was sliding it up and down, rubbing her soft skin against my leg. I had noticed her toe nails were the same deep red as her fingers and shook off the thought of seeing those feet on my shoulders. Speaking of nails, Mom's fingers were now moving, lightly rubbing my chest the way I was her shoulder. I looked down and in the moonlight, could see those red nails teasing my skin. I felt a wave of nervousness go through me as I noticed her hand was dipping lower each time she slid it back and forth. Within moments she was rubbing the lower part of my stomach. I groaned inwardly as I felt my cock stiffening.
I closed my eyes, trying to will my impending erection away. At that moment, Mom started rubbing her entire leg, up and down mine. The feeling of her warm soft skin was driving me crazy and I could feel my now completely hard cock, throbbing beneath the sheet. I could more than feel it, with a start I realized I was pitching a pretty obvious tent. I took a deep breath, hoping to hell Mom was just fidgeting in her sleep and wouldn't see...



"You're very tense Jason." Mom whispered.
"I...uh," I fought to say something and could only come up with, "Lot on my mind."
"You need to relax honey." Mom said, then sliding her hand down under the sheet grabbed my cock. "ohh you are tense." She purred, "Look how stiff this muscle is."
"Mom stop!" I tried to sit up, but she dug her arm into my stomach.
'It's Cynthia." She said softly, "Mom wouldn't be stroking your cock, now would she?" I gasped as she began sliding her hand up and down the length of my engorged dick.
"C...Cynthia please," I whined, trying to squirm out of her grasp.
"Please?" she giggled, "Okay."
I jerked my hips when she let my cock go only to slip her hand into my underwear and grab it again. I was unable to contain a groan as her I felt her hand wrap around my swollen flesh.
"Oh Jason, you bad boy, look at you all hard for your dirty girl." She giggled again, "I love it!"
My reply was cut off when she gave my cock a hard squeeze and I could feel the precum squirt from it.
I grabbed her wrist through the sheet and started to pull, but she tightened her grip on my cock.
"Please stop it!" I begged as she started stroking my cock up and down.
Lifting her head from my chest, Mom rested it on my shoulder so she was whispering in my ear.
"Just relax baby," she purred in that phone sex voice she had been using last night. "You're all tense, so you just lie back and let your dirty girl take care of you."
"No," I moaned as she started stroking faster, "I...we can't I...ohhh"
"Oooh," Mom cooed in my ear, "I like that little moan. Do it again."
I did moan again for her as she squeezed tighter and this time when she stroked the length of my cock twisted her wrist when she got to the head. When she did, I could feel my precum oozing out and when she worked back down the length of my cock her hand was now slick with it.
"This is...wrong!" I managed to groan as she continued that twisting motion while stroking me.
"Doesn't feel wrong to me," she laughed, "Feels pretty damn good, doesn't it?"
She punctuated that statement by speeding up her stroking and causing me to moan again.
"I thought so," she whispered, "No worries baby, don't think about anything but how good this feels and how your dirty girl is going to make you nice and relaxed."
Mom moved her leg and shifting all the way onto her side, reached under the covers with her other hand.
"Oh. Oh God!" I gasped as that hand cupped my balls and started to massage them,
"Like that baby?" she asked,
"I....please don't make me do this." I whimpered.
"I'm not making you do anything Jason." Mom said, "I was just laying here and next thing I know, you're all hard." She sighed, "That's because you want me isn't it honey?"
I tried to answer, but all that came out was a pathetic sounding moan as her fingers began kneading my balls while her hand slowed its stroking. I stared up at the ceiling and began breathing heavily trying to tell myself this wasn't real, I wasn't laying here getting a hand job from my mother.
"Don't answer honey, just enjoy." Mom whispered in that sultry purr. "Just lay back and let your dirty girl make you feel good," she sighed in my ear, "Speaking of feeling good, you've got one hell of a cock baby, I can't wait to feel it inside me."
"N...no," I panted even as my hips twitched from her stroking.
"Not tonight Jason," Mom began, "We'll get there, but for tonight, you're just going to lie here and let me take care of you. You need it baby, and I'm going to give it to you."
"I..." I hesitated, then with a resigned moan, slumped back into the bed and let my body relax, I couldn't fight her, her hands felt incredible and I could already feel my legs starting to tremble.
"That's it baby!" Mom purred happily into my ear, "Just let go and have fun," she flicked her tongue across my ear. "We're going to have a lot of fun honey, more fun than this." She sighed, "Trust me there is a much better place for this nice big cock right now."
She finished that statement by licking along the inside of my neck and I gasped, "No...you..."
"Not tonight," Mom assured me, "For tonight we just do this, but I'd be lying if I said I'm not dying for a taste."
My hips jumped as the image of her full lips wrapped around my cock entered my mind.
"Oh, you like that thought?" Mom asked, "You like the idea of your dirty little Cynthia blowing you?" I moaned and she giggled again, "You want to see this big cock in my mouth? You can honey, any time you want, because I love it baby, I love sucking cock."
I moaned and unable to control myself, started thrusting my hips into her hand. Mom cooed in my ear and then began kissing my neck. I started moaning continuously as she was still using long slow strokes with her hand while playing with my balls. I closed my eyes and as she had suggested, stopped thinking of anything, but how good her hands felt and how sweet the soft kisses she was placing on my neck were.
"There you go honey," she whispered, "No more fighting it, just love it."
Mom drew her leg back and kicked out, throwing the covers from us. I opened my eyes and gasped at the sight of her small hand and long red nails wrapped around my sizable swollen cock.
"Oh, honey, that looks sooo good!" Mom moaned in my ear.
She wasn't kidding and I could feel the cum building in my balls as she continued to rub them. I watched her hand slide up and down my glistening cock and it looked damn good. When her hand reached the top, she started twisting it back and forth across the sensitive head. I gasped and lifted my hips into her hand. At the same time, Mom gave my balls a gentle squeeze and I released a long moan as I felt the cum racing though my cock.
"Yes baby!" Mom cried in my ear, "Cum for your girl! You...Oh yes!"
Mom moaned in my ear as my cock exploded in her hand. I let out a loud cry as a huge spurt of cum shot up and came back down splattering all over Mom's hand and my stomach. My hips started thrusting wildly as Mom continued to pump my cock in her fist. Another huge spurt came out and she moaned, "Oh look at all that!"
Her voice in my ear caused the next spurt to shoot pretty far as well. I lay there moaning as Mom kept stroking, milking every drop from my cock. I swore I had never cum so hard and Mom was stroking for more. When my spent cock produced nothing more than a couple of drops, Mom stopped moving her hand and after a gentle squeeze let it go. Sitting up, she smiled down at me, and bringing her hand to her face, made show of licking my cum from the top of it.
"Oh fuck me." I whispered as I watched her continue to lick my sticky white fluid from her skin.
No girl had ever done anything like that for me and I could feel my cock twitching despite the fact I had just cum. More of a turn on was when Mom's eyes rolled back in her head and she moaned, "Oh damn, that's good." She looked at me and shrugged, "Sorry honey, but I told you I wanted a taste. Next time though, I'll suck it right out of you." She leaned over and whispered in my ear, "Would you like that next honey? A nice blowjob?"
"I...Oh my god." I said and let myself fall back onto the bed.
"I like that reaction." Mom smiled, then looking down at my cum splattered stomach said, "You made a mess baby, why don't you clean up?"
"Ummm...okay." I whispered, feeling like I couldn't move.
"And don't worry honey, I'm not looking for anything, tonight was for you. You clean up and come back to bed and we just sleep, okay?"
"O...okay, "I forced myself to sit up and looked down at her.
Mom had lied back down on her back and pulled the sheet back up to her waist.
"Hurry back honey," she said patting the bed beside her, "It's a big bed to be all alone in."
I stood up gingerly, and could feel the cum dripping down my stomach, Mom looked at it and shaking her head, licked her lips, "Damn, that looks good."
"I... we're just going to sleep now right?" I asked, unsure of whether or not I would be able to do anything to her.
"That's what I said," she nodded, then stretched, pushing her small tits out and causing the shirt to rise and show off her flat tanned stomach. "But don't feel bad," she smiled, "It's my turn tomorrow."
*****
I woke up with start and felt myself falling. I threw my hand out and managed to get my palm down on the floor before my face struck it. My chest thumped hard on the hard wood of the deck and I grunted in pain as the wind was knocked out of me. I stayed there gasping like an idiot for a couple of minutes, then sat up and leaned against the lawn chair I had slept on part of last night and this morning.
After I had cleaned myself up, I had returned to bed to find Mom lying on her side. Facing away from me, I'd slid in next to her and put my arm around her waist. Mom cooed happily and slid all the way up against me so that she was nestled into me, her head on the pillow just under mine. I felt awkward holding her like this, but after what she had done for me would have felt like an ass if I didn't curl up with her. Mom fell asleep for real this time and as I lay there feeling her stomach rise and fall beneath my hand, I felt that wave of affection again.
Unfortunately that was followed by the thought that I had just allowed my mother to jerk me off. No, I tried to tell myself, Cynthia had done that. At that, I had rolled my eyes. I was starting to buy into this sick scenario. Cynthia and Mom were the same person, but as Cynthia, she had a way of making me forget she was mom. Mom shifted in her sleep and I became aware of the fact my hand was just below her tits and I could feel them pressing into my arm. I also noticed my cock was pushing into her ass, her very firm ass. The moonlight allowed me to look down and see her face and she looked beautiful, her perfect features completely peaceful.
My gaze drifted to the smooth skin of her neck and I felt a desire to kiss her there as she had done to me. I leaned over until my lips were right at her neck and, feeling like a nervous teenager, gave her a quick peck. Mom sighed in her sleep and pushed herself further back into me, which was when I noticed I was hard again and was completely disgusted with myself. Mom wasn't coming onto me or saying anything dirty, she was laying there sleeping and I was getting aroused. With a sinking feeling in my stomach I realized I was losing this fight. Dad had convinced Mom and she was seducing me. I was adamant she was my mother, but had caved the minute she'd touched my cock.
Disgusted, I'd managed to slide away from her and over to my side of the bed. I'd laid there for what seemed like hours, before getting up, slipping some clothes on and going out on the deck where I watched the moon set and the sun begin to rise. Speaking of the sun it was high in the sky and there were quite a few people on the beach. I wondered how long I'd slept. Standing up, I walked over to the door and seeing the kitchen empty, walked in and looked at the clock, to my surprise it was noon. I saw a note on the table and picking it up saw it was from dad, they had gone down to visit the Cabral's who had been renting the cabin at the end of the beach the same week we had rented ours for years.
I went over to the fridge and went through the motions of making myself a couple of eggs and some toast. I felt as if I were sleepwalking. I was tired and my head wouldn't stop racing. The lasts thought to spin through my exhausted mind was Mom's saying today was her turn. Last night I had, as she had said, lain there and let her do what she wanted to. But could I push myself to do something to her? What was she expecting? I closed my eyes as I envisioned her spreading her legs and asking me to lick her pussy. The thought was disturbing and it dawned on me that was because I was alone. If Mom, or her perverted alias Cynthia was sitting here telling me to, could I resist?
After only eating half the eggs, I tossed the rest and after a quick shower, tossed on just a pair of shorts and going around to the other side of the cabin laid down on the small deck that faced away from the beach. This way maybe when mom and dad came back they might think I went out. I must have fallen asleep again, because the next thing I heard was dad's voice calling my name. I opened my eyes to see him sitting on the old lounge chair next to the one I was in.
"Sleeping the day away kid." He said.
"Yeah well, I didn't sleep much last night."
As soon as I spoke I felt a wave of guilt crash through me. Last night, while he slept alone, my mother had not only spent the night in my bed, but had licked my cum from her goddamn hand. I felt myself turning red and whispered, "Dad...I...I'm sorry."
"For what?" he asked, "Doing what I want you to?" he gave me a tired smile, "I knew Cynthia could be very persuasive."
"We... we didn't..."
Dad put his hand up and I stopped.
"I know exactly what you did. Cynthia told me everything." He shook his head, "You hurt her feelings Jason."
"I...how?" I asked.
"How? Since when do you let a woman do something like that for you then leave her alone in the bed like a cheap whore?" he shook his head, "We raised you better than that."
"I'm sorry." I said softly, "When we were uh...done, I curled up with her, but I just...I felt all messed up and I needed to be alone and I..."
"You wanted more and felt it was wrong." Dad said.
"No I..."
"Don't lie. You saw that beautiful woman next to you, the woman who just did something dirty for you and promised more and more is what you wanted." He shrugged. "It's okay Jason, it's what we want."
"It's what..." I started, but he cut in.
"It is what we all want now. You lie to yourself if you want, but you could have stopped her last night, you know you could have. You didn't, you gave in."
"It was so wrong." I shook my head.
'No Jason, the only thing wrong was when you left her there alone like a hooker." He sighed, "She was hurt this morning and disappointed."
"I should have known better." I agreed.
"Not only that, but she was disappointed because it was going to be your turn to take care of her, she was looking forward to waking you up in a...." he looked away. "Fun way and letting you make her feel good."
"I don't know if I could."
"You can." He told me. "You need to forget about all this moral bullshit and just go with it. You want her now Jason, you'd be a fool not to."
"I...I'll apologize to her." I said, trying not to respond to his last words.
"You'll do better than that." He told me, standing, "Come with me."
"Where are we going, I asked, standing as well."
"I'm going for a long walk, you're going to make last night up to Cynthia."
Without waiting for an answer he turned and walked inside. I followed him through the beach house and reaching the doors to the main deck we went right back outside. I froze as soon as I stepped through the door and saw Mom. She was lying on her stomach on lounge chair wearing just the bottom of the skimpy red bikini. Her top was untied and laying beneath her, exposing the smooth skin of her back. As if they had a mind of their own, my eyes started at the bottom of her bare feet and worked their way along the length of her tanned legs to linger on that amazing ass.
It was hot as hell and her dark skin was glistening with sweat. Mom's blonde hair was pulled up in a bun and I again found myself staring at the soft skin of her neck. Mom shifted in the chair and to my chagrin spread her legs open a little more. I swallowed as I stared at the skin of her inner thigh and tried not to stare at the small strip of material that covered her...
"Here." Dad's voice cut into my observation of my mother's body.
I looked at him to see he was holding a bottle of suntan lotion.
"Why don't you rub this on Cynthia while I make myself scarce for awhile?"
I took the bottle he pressed into my hand and looked at him to see him staring longingly at Mom. He sighed and with a shrug said, "Take your time and do whatever she wants." He looked me in the eye. "Do whatever you want."
He abruptly turned away from me and walking down the stairs to the beach headed down towards the chowder house, he didn't look back.
"You going to be a good boy and put some lotion on me baby?" Mom asked.
I turned to see she had propped herself up on her elbows and I could see her tits, right down to the nipples. I quickly turned my head and walking around the chair, sat down at the end of it between her feet.
"Yeah sure," I said nervously. "Whatever you want Mom."
"It's Cynthia and be careful with that, you have no idea what I want."
Yeah I do, I thought. Tipping the bottle I squirted some of the lotion onto her back and leaning forward started rubbing it into her warm skin.
"Oh, that feels so good." Mom purred as my hands needed her shoulders. "You have such nice strong hands.
"Thanks." I said lamely as I squirted some more lotion on her.
For the next several minutes I rubbed the lotion into Mom's back and down her arms. I had planned on doing it quickly, but fact was I was enjoying not only the feeling of her soft skin, but the noises she was making as I rubbed her down were driving me crazy. They started as contented sighs, but were now closer to moans of pleasure as I worked the small of her back. At this point I was fighting to keep my eyes on her back and not trail down to her legs and ass. Mom had her face down and turned to the side and her eyes were closed as she released those soft sounds. I stopped rubbing and was starting to get off the chair when she said, "Hey honey, what about my legs?"
"Oh, well uh..."
"Start at my feet." Mom said. "Can't have me burning now can we?"
"Of course not." I said and with an air of a drowning man going down for the last time, turned around and lifting her right foot, started to rub lotion on it.
"Mmm, I like that." Mom whispered as I massaged the soft skin of the bottom of her foot.
I finished her foot and after rubbing lotion into the other, turned again and now kneeling on the chair between her legs, squirted lotion along the backs of her long shapely legs. As I started working it into her well muscled calves, I began to sweat from something more than the heat. I was no longer able to control my eyes and they were locked in between Mom's legs. The bikini had ridden slightly to one side and I core I could see the lighter skin of her pussy. Just over that the tight firm cheeks of her ass seemed to be calling to me.
Even as I worked my way slowly, very slowly, up her legs, I imagined those cheeks beneath my hands. I envisioned spreading them open and putting my face between her legs, sliding the bikini to the side and...I closed my eyes and told myself to stop, but there was no power behind that thought. My cock was raging in my pants and Mom was now starting to move her hips back and forth as I was now rubbing the backs of her thighs. Even as I continued massaging her, I knew where this would go if I didn't stop.
I screamed at myself to put the bottle down and say I was done, go sit in the chair next to her or go back inside, just get the hell away from that tanned ass and that damn little strip of red material. Instead my hands were now just under the cheeks of her ass and I was now at the point of no return, it was either continue to her ass or stop. I paused and she said softly, "Keep going, you know you want to."
I started to say I was done, but at that moment Mom pushed her ass up into the air, inviting me to rub it.
"Oh, fuck." I whispered as I stared at that perfect ass.
The bikini had slid towards the middle of her ass, leaving most of her cheeks exposed and with a look around as if someone from the beach could see me over the railing, I put my hands on my mother's ass and started working the lotion into it.



"Damn that feels good." Mom cooed and I had to agree, her ass felt even better than I had imagined.
Between how warm her skin was and how damn firm her cheeks were, I was not even pretending I wasn't enjoying touching her. I spread my hands so that my thumbs were at the bottom of her cheeks and as I closed my hand, kneading her flesh, I watched her cheeks spread open causing the bikini to ride up even more. Mom opened her legs wider and I began to work my hand slower on her ass. I was at the point where as I was squeezing her cheeks my fingers were on her warm inner thighs and I could feel them trembling. Mom was rocking her hips steadily and I watched her ass rise and fall.
I slid my hands down and was now rubbing the insides of her thighs and released a breath as Mom moaned softly. I worked my hands further up and I could now feel the edge of my hand sliding along the crotch of her bikini. As I continued to rub I started pressing the side of my hand harder against her...pussy. I was rubbing her pussy. Mom moaned louder and started working her hips, sliding her pussy along my hand.
I had knocked the lotion over and didn't care seeing as how I hadn't added any in awhile. My cock was aching between my legs as my mother worked her pussy against my hand. I moaned softly as I could feel the bikini getting wet. My hand trembling, I slid it between her legs and pressing my fingers against her pussy started rubbing it through the material.
"Oh, yes." Mom moaned
"Do...do you like that?" I asked,
"I'd like it better if they were inside."
I paused and she added, "Go on honey, slide those fingers inside, feel how wet I am for you."
Taking a deep breath, I hooked my fingers inside of the bikini and pressed them against her hot and very wet flesh. I slid them up through the length of her pussy and Mom groaned, "Oh honey, that is sooo nice!"
I started rubbing my fingers through the lips of her sopping pussy and moaned myself at how wet she was. I could hear my fingers sliding through her. When I'd worked them back down, Mom whispered, "Inside honey, nice and easy, just....ohhhh yes."
Mom purred as I slipped two fingers into the entrance of her pussy. I hesitated briefly, then figuring there was no turning back now, slowly pushed them inside her. Mom released a long sexy moan that made my cock twitch in my pants and I began pumping my fingers slowly in and out of her. Mom started rocking her hips gently, working in rhythm with my fingers so she was pushing them deeper as I thrust them in. I was rubbing her ass with my other hand and had pushed the top of the bikini aside as well. I spread her cheeks, enjoying watching my glistening fingers sliding in and out of her smooth pink pussy.
I also noticed the pink rosebud of her asshole and began easing my thumb towards it. No girl had ever let me play with theirs and I kept hearing Mom's voice in my ear saying "Anything".
"Put your thumb on top baby," Mom whispered, "Find that clit."
Her words sent a thrill through me and pressing my thumb against her pussy I slid it up until I encountered her swollen button.
"Yes!" Mom cried out as her hips jerked against my hand.
I started rubbing my thumb in circles as I continued to finger her and smiled at the look on her face. Mom had her eyes closed and her lips were parted as she released those tiny little moans while I worked her pussy.
"Faster baby," Mom moaned, "Rub that pussy, make your dirty girl purr for you."
Her words caused my fingers to speed up and I could now hear them sliding in and out of her hot, wet and surprisingly tight, pussy. Mom's hips started rocking faster and I started pushing harder on her clit. Mom's moans were getting louder and seemed to be getting higher pitched. I could feel her ass trembling beneath my hand and started squeezing it. Again I looked at her asshole and had the insane urge to tongue it. Instead I slid my thumb over until I was pressing lightly against it, and rested it there while I squeezed her ass and fingered her.
"Ohhh, you bad boy," she moaned as she started thrusting her hips hard into my fingers. "You want to play with your dirty girls ass don't you?"
"I...." I swallowed nervously and whispered, "Yes please,"
"Oh, " Mom cooed as she started gyrating her hips into my fingers, grinding her clit into my thumb, "That's nice, someone taught you manners. " she giggled at her joke, then gasped as I shoved my fingers harder into her.
"Yes," she moaned, "Right there honey! Just like that I...." Mom shoved her hips into my hand and seemed to pause, her entire body started trembling and she groaned, "Go ahead baby, push your thumb in my ass, it's your ass."
My ass, I thought as I shoved my thumb in to her incredibly tight hole. That thought was erased when Mom let out a long loud wait that I'm sure people on the beach could hear. Her already tight pussy, convulsed around my plunging fingers and thrusting her hips up to meet them, Mom came harder than anyone I'd ever seen. Lifting her head, she released another loud cry and started bucking her hips wildly into my hand. She tried to close her legs, but I was kneeling between them and she began squirming side to side moaning and driving her hips up.
I kept my thumb moving on her clit and was also working my other thumb gently in and out of her ass. I could feel her ass tightening around my finger and moaned at how good it felt. Not as good as her gushing pussy which was getting wetter by the minute as I continued to finger her. Mom's pussy contracted around my fingers and with a scream that probably had the life guards looking around, she arched her back and I felt warm gush of fluid around my fingers and watched as it came out and dripped down her thighs.
"Oh fuck!" Mom groaned, "Oh honey! Oh I..."
She trailed off into a long slow moan that was the hottest thing I'd ever heard. Mom slumped down into the chair gasping for breath and I slid my fingers gently from her pussy and ass. I brought my hand up and with no hesitation sucked my fingers into my mouth. I rolled my eyes at the forbidden taste of my mother and sitting back on my knees stared down at the huge bulge in my shorts. Mom was looking over her shoulder at me and I felt my cock jump at the look of lust in her eyes.
"Take it out." She told me.
'I...what?" I asked.
"Take your cock out and come take me honey, like you know you want to."
"Oh damn." I whispered as Mom drew her legs up underneath pushing her ass in the air to face me.
"Go ahead," she told me, still gasping form her orgasm. "Slide that bikini to the side and slip that nice hard cock in there, come get your dirty girl, she needs you baby!"
No longer caring if this was sick or not, I unsnapped my shorts and shoved them down, causing my cock to spring free.
"Oh, yeah," Mom purred, "That all for me?"
"Every bit of it." I whispered, sliding forward on the chair until I was directly behind her.
"Good because that's what I want, every bit of it!" She told me. Reaching back between her legs, Mom pulled the bikini to the side exposing her glistening pink pussy. "Right there honey!"
I grabbed her hip and holding my cock slid it through her sopping pussy.
"Oh don't tease baby!" Mom moaned.
I looked down at the impossible sight of my swollen cock head about to enter my mother's dripping pussy and began to push it down the length of her hot flesh intent on driving into her. Just as I was about to, I took a quick look over the railing to see if anyone was right under us and stopped cold. Down at the edge of the water I saw dad sitting on the sand staring into the ocean. He wasn't that close, but not too far away and I wondered if he heard us.
"Come on baby," Mom moaned, "You can go slow next time I...."
"I can't" I shouted, seeing dad sitting there had snapped me out of my sex crazed fog and I jumped back off the chair so fast I almost fell.
"Jason, what's wrong?" Mom asked, rolling over to face me.
This time I looked down before I could see her tits and shook my head as I pulled my shorts up. "All of this, it's all wrong!" I snapped "You and I doing this, dad sitting on the damn beach dying while we're doing this and...." I could feel the tears flowing, "Dad dying in the first place, none of this is right!"
I turned and ran into the house, I heard mom calling me, but kept going until I'd reached my room. Locking the door behind me I threw myself onto the bed and started to cry like a baby. I reached up to wipe my face and all I could smell was my mother's pussy. I started crying harder and rolling over onto my stomach, shoved my head under the pillow, tried to pretend none of this was real.
***** "Go away!" I called out at the sound of a knock on the door.
"Jason, its dad, come on kid, open the door."
"I want to be alone." I yelled.
I shook my head and went back to staring at the ceiling as I had been since I'd woken up a little while ago. I'd cried myself to sleep like a baby and now, equally like a little kid, planned on hiding in my room as long as possible. I looked up in dismay at the sound of a key in the door and sighed as dad let himself in and closed the door behind him. I sat up on the bed and shook my head.
"I don't want to talk about it."
"No choice Jason." Dad said quietly as he sat next to me. "Weeks almost over and..."
"I won't do it." I said. "Can't."
"You almost did." Dad pointed out, "And you would have if my dumb ass had done the right thing and just gone for a long ride somewhere."
I looked over at dad, wondering how he knew. Sensing my question he said, "Cynthia said when you ran off on her, she got up and saw me out there, figured that's what freaked you out."
"Yeah." I nodded, but it's for the best, this way at least I didn't....you know."
"Jason look," Dad turned to face me and put his hands on my shoulders. "Do you remember what I always told you when things go wrong?"
"That something good always comes from something bad."
"Right." He nodded. "Look at Cynthia, what she went through, but if she hadn't she would have been with someone long before I had the chance, so something good came of that because I was just right for her. No?"
"Yeah." I nodded.
"Well now I want something good to come from my passing and that's going to be you and Cynthia's love for each other."
"We already love each other." I pointed out, "But not like that."
"But you will Jason, I know you will. The two of you love each other deeply already; you'll just be taking the next step."
"Screwing you mean?"
"That's the only difference right now, Jason. Sex isn't everything, but it's the line you two need to cross to become complete lovers. The two of you will be happy Jason, I know she's older, but plenty of couples have an age difference."
"But did they start out as parent and child?"
"Jason." Dad said and I saw his eyes starting to fill up. "I need to know the two most important people in my life will be okay. That Cynthia will be loved and cared for." He swallowed hard. "I wish there was a better way to put it, but this is my dying wish and once I'm gone you'll thank me, if not before that."
I put my head in my hands and pulling at my wrists so I would look up at him, dad whispered, "Please Jason, please for me?"
I started to answer, but stopped when I saw he was crying. I'd never seen my dad cry, even when Mom had passed away. Fighting back my own tears, I said softly. 'I...I'll try."
"Good." Dad said, wiping at his eyes. Standing, he walked back over to the door and without another word, left the room.
I sat there thinking, that had ended rather abruptly, when the door opened and Dad came back in. Behind him was Mom wearing just that little red robe. As I sat there speechless, they approached the bed and I saw Dad was holding her hand. Dad reached down and taking my hand, placed Mom's in it and wrapped his hands over both of ours. I looked up at Mom, who was looking at dad with a look that seemed loving and sad at the same time. Squeezing our hands and taking a deep breath, Dad spoke softly, "It's time for the two of you to consummate your new relationship."
He paused and looked down at me and looking into his misty eyes I found that there was no fight left in me, he would die scared for my mother and heartbroken if I didn't do this for him.
"I want you both to hear me say that I want this. You're not betraying me; you're allowing me to take the next step of my journey with a feeling of peace."
Dad let our hands go, and leaning over, put his arm around my shoulders and after kissing my cheek, whispered, "Be good to her Jason, appreciate her for all that she is, take care of her for me," he paused and added, "In every way, I want you both to enjoy each other, celebrate your love as often as you can because," his voice started to choke up, "Life's too short not to."
"Love you dad," I said softly.
"Love you to kid." Dad gave me another kiss on the cheek and standing, hugged Mom. I heard him whispering to her, and her eyes closed, she rested her head on his shoulder. Dad lifted her head and after kissing her softly on the lips, said, "I think I'm going to take a ride down to the bridge and watch the sun set."
Without looking back at us, Dad left the room, closing the door behind him. Mom watched him leave, then turning back to me stepped up to the bed. Placing her leg between mine, she pushed her foot against my ankle. Taking the hint, I opened my legs, allowing her to step up between them so she was directly in front of me. Gently taking my face in her hands, she leaned over and gave me a kiss on the cheek and whispered, "Just relax honey; we're going to take our time and enjoy."
I started to reply, but stopped, when putting her lips to my ear, she added softly, "I love you Jason."
"I love you too...." I kissed her on the cheek and finished quietly, "Cynthia."
"That sounds good honey," she said, kissing me softly on the neck, "Please say it again."
"I love you Cynthia." This time it came out much easier and when Mom leaned back, I saw she was blushing
"You mean it?" she asked, her wide blue eyes looking into mine
With no hesitation I answered, "Yes."
Mom smiled, then standing, untied her robe and slipping it off her shoulders, let it fall to the floor.
"Then come love me."
"Oh, goddamn." I whispered.
Although in the last couple of days I'd seen most of my mother's body it had been a little at a time. Now confronted for the first time by her completely naked body, I was amazed by just how good she looked. Those small tits were high and firm and perfectly round, and her light pink nipples were turned up slightly, her stomach was smooth and flat and her long blonde hair flowing down her shoulders was a nice contrast to her tanned skin. My eyes quickly dropped to between her legs and I felt my cock begin to rise at the sight of her smooth pink pussy. I looked up at her and started to ask her if she was sure, but was cut off, when reaching behind my head, she shoved my face into her tit.
"No more talk honey," Mom said as her hard pink nipple was thrust against my lips. "Just show me how much you want me."
I hesitated for all of about two seconds. There was no more fighting this, and right or wrong, I succumbed to my bodies desire. Opening my mouth, I eagerly sucked Mom's nipple into it and felt a surge of excitement as she cried out, "Oh yes, honey, take it, it's yours!"
I swirled my tongue around her nipple, enjoying the little cooing sounds she was making and reaching up, started fondling her other tit. I moaned at how firm her little tits were and show she shivered when I slid my palm across her nipple. I cupped her tit and after giving it a squeeze, started rubbing my thumb in circles around her swollen flesh. Mom's fingers were running through my hair and her other hand was rubbing my bare chest. I noticed she was rocking back and forth in front of me and she was lifting her feet one at a time.
I felt my cock begin to throb at the thought that she was so worked up she was squirming, and dropping my hand between her legs, slid my fingers through her very wet pussy.
"Oh honey," Mom sighed, "I'm so happy you want me!"
She felt pretty happy, as her pussy seemed to get even wetter when my fingers continued to slide back and forth. Mom reached down and grabbing my thigh, pushed my leg closed. Swinging her other leg up, she placed it next to my hip, then bracing herself with her hands on my shoulders, lifted her other leg so she was straddling me. Her legs were now wide open and as I drove my fingers up inside her, she cried out and shoved my head further into her tit.
I opened wide and began sucking as much of her tit into my mouth as I could while pumping my fingers into her excited flesh. Mom's hands were running up and down my back and her head was thrown back as she moaned while I fingered her. I released her nipple and all but attacked the next one, sucking it hard into my mouth. I was rewarded with Mom squealing and rocking her hips into my hand. As I had earlier, my thumb found her swollen nub and she moaned loudly as I lightly teased it.
"Hmm, that's it honey," Mom purred, "Be good to your girl, because she is going to be sooo good to you!" The way she'd purred those words, caused me to start to rub her clit faster and suck even harder on her nipple. Instead of being nervous, I was excited by the thought of how she would be good to me. So excited that I was now pumping my fingers into her as hard as I dared, eager for her to come for me and then find out how good she wanted to be to me. Mom was moaning louder and rocking her hips back and forth. I turned my head, to tease her nipple with my tongue and my eyes widened as I caught our reflection in the mirror. Mom's well tanned body, looked damn good straddling me and I could see her round ass pumping as she thrust her hips into me.
I groaned as Mom's nails were starting to dig into my back, but the slight pain just added to my excitement. I started squeezing her nipple harder between my fingers while taking the other deep into my mouth again. Mom had lowered her head until her lips were at my ear and she moaned, "Oh, right there baby, make me come for you!"
She followed her words up by starting to nibble on my ear and my started rocking my own hips, my cock straining for release. I had the urge to unzip, pull my cock out and have Mom just drop onto my lap and ride me. That thought spurred me on and I began to move my thumb as fast as I good while working her nipples, with my tongue and fingers. Mom started making tiny yelping noises in my ear and I could feel her pussy starting to tighten around my thrusting fingers. To my delight, she started bouncing up and down, driving my fingers hard into her. I imagined her riding me like that, hard and fast, her petite body gyrating on my muscular form. That image was shattered, but pleasantly so, by the sound of Mom crying out in my ear.
Her pussy convulsed around my fingers and she started bucking wildly on my lap as she threw her head back and released a loud wail of pleasure, her nails were now digging into my shoulders, but I barely noticed as her hot wet pussy, gushed around my fingers. I kept my fingers moving in her pussy and my tongue on her nipple, as she squirmed and moaned. Mom released a long moan in my ear and after her hips twitched one more time against me, relaxed into me and hugged me tightly, "Oh, honey," she gasped in my ear.
I hugged her back, enjoying the feeling of her nipples pressing against my chest and the heat of her thighs against mine. Mom kissed my neck and sitting up gave me a sexy smile that caused my cock to jump. "Your turn." She whispered.
Sliding off my lap, mom immediately sank to her knees and with no hesitation, grabbed my shorts and yanked on them. I lifted my hips and groaned as my cock sprang free.



"Oh, look at that." She cooed, "Oh honey, you are so hard for me!"
Mom shoved my shorts down all the way, pulling them from me and tossing them aside. Grabbing my thighs, she pushed my legs open and crawled forward until she was kneeling between them. I groaned when she grabbed my cock and giving it a squeeze looked up at me and slowly licked her lips.
"Oh, I am going to enjoy this." She said softly.
Bending her head, she flicked her tongue out, just catching the tip, and I moaned, "Oh damn," as she pulled back, a line of my precum trailing form her tongue to my cock. Mom was staring at my cock with a look of pure lust as she began stroking it. Bringing it to her lips, she again stuck her tongue out, but this time to trace a slow teasing circle around the sensitive head. I moaned and resisted the urge to thrust my hips at her. Mom smiled and turning her head started rubbing my dick against her soft cheek.
I watched as her face began to glisten from my cum and turning her head, she caressed her other cheek with it. I could feel my cock throbbing in her hand and let out a soft whimper as she again teased her tongue across it.
Aww, you want something honey?" she asked, with a mischievous smile.
"Yes." I moaned as she gave my cock a squeeze.
"Tell me." She opened her mouth and placed it just over my cock.
"I..." I took a deep breath, "Mo...I mean Cynthia, will you please," The next words came out in a rush, "Please suck my cock."
"Oh, I like that!" she smiled and opening her mouth wider, closed it over my cock and took me deep into her warm wet mouth.
"Oh, fuck!" I cried out as she continued all the way down until her lips were wrapped around the base of my shaft.
Mom paused, then started slowly shaking her head back and forth. She moaned around my cock and the vibration caused me to moan in reply. I could feel her tongue swirling around my cock, then to my amazement, I felt it slip out and start licking my balls. Holy shit, I thought, my mother's a goddamn porn star! Mom slowly worked my cock back out of her mouth and after sucking hard enough on the tip to send a squirt of precum into her mouth, released it and licked her lips. "Damn, I love sucking cock." She giggled, "You don't mind do you honey?"
I...no." I shook my head vigorously.
Mom laughed, and I felt myself blush. I sounded like an idiot. Mom wasn't a girl my age, she was a woman. A real woman and I was just a kid. That thought fell away as Mom took my cock back into her mouth and began to bob her head slowly. I sighed softly and reaching down, started running my fingers through her hair. Mom let go of my cock and placing her hand son my thighs, started taking me deeper while bobbing her head faster. I started moaning continuously as I watched her take me deeper with each motion until she was easily deep throating me.
All the while she kept her hands on my legs, and just used her mouth. Again it occurred to me, how much more experienced she was, but this time the thought turned me on. As disturbing as it was I heard dad's voice in my head, telling me she was insatiable. I gasped, when mom moved her right hand and cupping my balls started rubbing them. My hands tightened in her hair and looking up, Mom winked and stopped moving her head. I didn't move, then grabbing my wrists, mom pulled on them and took me deeper. She stopped and moaned "Hmm-mmm" around my cock.
A thrill went through me as I caught her meaning and I started to gently pull her head down onto my cock. Mom moaned softly as I started pushing and pulling, guiding her mouth up and down my cock. I groaned and started lifting my hips, pushing my cock deeper into her amazing mouth. Mom grabbed my wrists again, and pulling my hands down, placed them over her tits. I gladly started playing with her nipples, loving the way she moaned around my aching cock. Mom added her other hand just below her mouth and started following her lips with it, jerking me off as she blew me.
I started moaning louder and couldn't stop my hips from moving. She couldn't have been sucking on me for more than a couple of minutes and I could already feel myself getting close to cumming. Mom must have sensed it, as removing my cock from her mouth, she looked up at me and smiled, "Oooh, someone wants to come."
"I...s...sorry its quick," I muttered, feeling stupid again.
"No worries, honey." Mom said as she slowly pumped my cock. "I'm going to have plenty of time to enjoy this nice cock of yours, so how about tonight we go nice and quick and take the edge off." She winked, "That way you'll be able to fuck me nice and hard."
"Fuck..." I trailed off unable to believe she had just said it so causally. Then again, why wouldn't she? She was already on her knees sucking her son's cock.
"I'll go slow, and you enjoy as much as you can," she continued, "And when you're ready?" she gave me a nasty smile, "You just go ahead and give it to me, because your dirty girl will take every drop."
As soon as she said that, Mom took me back into her mouth and as she had said, began sucking in a slow steady rhythm. I let go of her tits and leaning back on my elbows watched transfixed by the sight of the woman who raised me taking my cock deep into her mouth. I watched those soft full lips slide along my shaft and could feel her tongue pressing against me. My legs began to tremble and my hips started rocking. Mom moaned around me, but still kept going slowly. Her fingers started rubbing my balls again and I released a pathetic sounding whimper as I tried to hold back and enjoy as much of my mother's mouth as I could.
Mom looked up at me and as I started into her big blue eyes, she gave my balls a squeeze and at the same time took my cock all the way down. I groaned and my legs began shaking. Mom slowly worked her way back up my cock and after pausing, started sucking hard and fast. I cried out and thrust my hips as my cock twitched and I came hard in my mother's mouth. Mom moaned loudly and started sucking harder. I groaned and bucked my hips, pushing my spurting cock deep into her mouth. Mom's eyes rolled back in her head and she moaned again as she continued to suck.
I gasped and let out another whimper as Mom sucked hard on the tip, milking the last couple of drops from me. Releasing my cock, she made a show of licking her lips, and sighed, "Damn that was a lot."
"I....wow." I gasped and again felt like a moron.
"Yeah, you like that?" she asked, standing. "I do a good job?"
"That was....amazing." I managed to get out.
"Good," she nodded, "Now come repay the favor."
Climbing up on the bed, next to me, Mom rolled over and immediately spread her legs. Despite the fact I had just come harder than I ever had, I quickly rolled over onto my knees and took in the sight of my mother's pussy spread out before me.
"Damn that looks good." I whispered.
"It tastes better," she giggled as she beckoned me with her finger.
There wasn't even a hint of resistance in me anymore and stretching out between her legs, I gently spread her pick lips and gave her clit a soft kiss. Mom raised her legs and placing her feet on my shoulders, lifted her hips, pushing her pussy into my face. I took a deep breath, taking in the forbidden scent of my mother's pink flesh, and placing the tip of my tongue just under her clit, licked slowly down to the entrance of her pussy. Mom moaned softly, and then let out a surprised yelp, when I shoved my tongue inside of her.
"Oh you do want a taste don't you?" she giggled, then groaned as I swirled my tongue around inside her.
Removing my tongue, I took a moment to suck on it and rolled my eyes at the sweet taste of her. Sliding my tongue back out, I started working it slowly through the wet folds of her pussy. Mom sighed contentedly as I reached her clit and traced a slow circle around it. Bringing my hand up, I eased two fingers inside her and began swirling my tongue harder around her swollen nub. Mom moaned louder and looking up, I took in the site of her playing with her nipples. I watched, my tongue flicking around her clit, ash her long red finger nails traced those adorable pink nipples.
I sucked her clit hard into my mouth and Mom gasped as I started pumping my fingers harder. I left her clit and as I pumped my fingers started licking her pussy up and down. Each time I reached her clit, I gave it a quick suck and Mom would yelp and her hips would twitch. Even though I had just come I could feel my cock stiffening and couldn't wait to slide it inside of her hot wet flesh. Mom started rocking her hips up and down, and holding my tongue still, I let her work her pussy back and forth across it. When my tongue reached her clit, she would linger and wiggle back and forth a little moaning as she did.
Grabbing her thigh, I held her still and started sucking her clit in and out of my mouth in the same rhythm I was moving my fingers. Mom's moans were getting louder and I could feel her curling her toes into my shoulders. Beneath my hand I could feel her thigh trembling and I felt my cock getting harder at the thought I she was going to come in my face. Mom's fingers were moving faster on her nipples and her hips pumping harder into my fingers. Her moans were getting higher pitched and I started sucking her pussy so hard my lips were making smacking noises when I released her clit.
"Oh honey!" She moaned, "Goddamn that feels good! You're going to make me come again aren't you?"
My answer was to start driving my fingers hard and fast into her pussy as I worked my tongue as fast as I could across her clit.
"That's right baby, make me come, get that pussy nice and wet for that hard cock." She moaned and started moving her hips faster. "I can't wait for you to fuck me Jason; I want that cock inside of me so bad!"
My cock wanted to be inside of her pretty bad as well and I started pushing my tongue into her clit as hard as I could. Mom whimpered and whispered, "Put your finger in my ass."
Again, not even trying to fight what was happening, I moved my hand down her thigh and slowly shoved my finger into her tight little ass. Mom gasped and arching her back started to moan as I began thrusting my finger into her ass while still working her pussy. Her thighs were shaking and she was pumping her hips faster and faster. Taking her clit between my teeth I gave it a little nip and Mom went off like a rocket. With a loud scream she stretched her legs out across my back and clamped her thighs around my head.
I continued to lick her clit and move my fingers as she writhed on the bed squealing and moaning. I could feel her ass contracting around my finger and became aware of my once again hard cock pushing into the mattress. Mom cried out my name and arching her back released another loud squeal as her pussy convulsed and I felt a warm wave of sticky fluid gush out around my fingers. I felt her body relax and her legs slid from my back. I sat up on my knees and smiled down at the sight of her beautiful face flushed with passion, her blonde hair sticking to her sweaty skin.
Mom sighed, then looking down between her legs, licked her lips and asked, "Well what are you waiting for honey? Come fuck me!"
I slid up between her legs and grabbing my cock, pushed it through her sopping pussy. Mom put her feet up on my chest and lifting her hips, whispered, "Don't tease Jason, just take me, I'm all yours."
Her words sent a rush through me and grabbing her ankles, I drove my throbbing cock into her. We both cried out as I buried myself deep inside her. Her pussy was hot and wet and as I held it there, I moaned in surprise as she contracted it around my cock. I slowly slid it back out before shoving it in hard again. "Go ahead!" Mom moaned, "Fuck me, we'll go slow later, but....oh fuck yeah!"
Mom cried as rearing back I started fucking her hard and fast. I was totally caught up in pure lust as I slammed my cock into the hottest woman I'd ever been with. Beneath me, Mom yelped with each hard thrust and that noise me start slamming her even harder. I pushed my arms out as far as I could, spreading her legs wide open and penetrating even deeper. Mom threw her head back and yelled, "Harder baby, fuck me harder!"
I gave her what she wanted and was now slamming her so hard, I could feel my balls slapping against her. Mom grabbed her tits and started rubbing them as I fucked her and the look on her face drove me to fuck her even faster. Mom was yelping and moaning and her blue eyes were wide as I hammered away at her pink pussy.
"Oh yes!" She cried out, "Fuck me Jason, fuck your dirty girl! She's all yours! Fuck me anyway you want!"
When she said that I recalled how good she'd looked straddling me and sliding my cock out, rolled over onto my back.
"Ohh, not so shy anymore are you?" she laughed.
Mom rolled over and I cried out as she grabbed my cock and shoving it in her mouth, started sucking me hard and fast. She was making loud slurping noises that were the hottest thing I's ever heard and pulling my cock from my mouth, ducked her head and started sucking on my balls. I moaned and as she continued to lick and suck my cock and balls, laid there thinking that I could have this all the time; that this amazing woman would do anything I'd ever dreamed of. Mom stopped sucking and sliding up, swung her leg over my hips.
Reaching back, she grabbed my cock and guiding it to hr pussy, drove herself down hard. We both moaned as she impaled herself on me. Mom stayed there with my cock buried deep inside her and started sliding slowly back and forth. Leaning over she kissed me and I groaned as her tongue entered my mouth. We shared a long deep kiss as she worked her hips across mine. Sitting up Mom braced her hand son my chest, lifted her hips and started fucking the shit out of me. I cried out as loud as she did when she started driving herself up and down on me. I moaned and watched her perfect sweat slicked tits bounce up and down as she road me so hard I we were bouncing up and down on the mattress.
I gasped and could feel my legs starting to shake again. Mom saw it in my face and I moaned as she swung her leg off of me, removing me from inside her.
"No," I began, "Please don't I....oh shit."
Mom had gotten on her hands and knees and lowering her head to the pillow pushed her ass in the air.
"Come get it honey." She purred.
I rolled over and grabbing her hips, thrust into her as hard as I could.
'Oh hell yes!" Mom cried out.
Holding onto her hips I started fucking her as hard as I could. Mom was yelping again and again those little noises egged me on. I was pulling my cock all the way out before driving it back home into her sopping pussy. She was so wet I could hear my cock plunging into her and could feel it splattering the inside of my thighs. My balls were slapping against her pussy and I was breathing hard and fast. My heart was pounding and I could feel myself getting closer to coming with each thrust.
"Stop!" Mom called out.
I groaned with disappointment, but did as she said and slid my cock out.
"Slide your cock up my pussy." Mom whispered.
I did as she asked and whimpered as the sensitive head of my cock slid through her wet lips. When I reached the entrance of her pussy, she said, "Keep going."
I wasn't sure what she meant and remained where I was. Mom lowered her hips and I gasped when the head of my cock pressed against her ass.
"Go ahead." She said softly. "Take it."
"I...we don't have too." I said nervously.
"I told you I'll do anything for you Jason, I'm your girl honey, your dirty girl, so go on and take me," she pushed her ass against me, "All of me."
No girl I'd been with had ever let me have their ass and unable to resist, I slowly pushed my cock into her ass. Mom let out a long groan, and I gasped at how tight her ass was. She leaned forward and putting her hands against the wall took a deep breath and suddenly shoved back against me. I moaned and Mom cried out loudly as the entire length of my cock was buried in her ass. Mom pressed herself against me, then whispered, "Stay still."
"Her voice sounded strained and I did as she said. Mom started rocking back and forth and I moaned as my cock was being worked in and out of her ass. Mom started rocking faster and my moaning grew louder as I felt her ass contracting around my cock. I'd never felt anything so tight! Mom stopped and said, "Go ahead, take your girl make her yours."
Grabbing her hips again, I started fucking her, but nowhere near as hard as before, Mom started squealing and I noticed that each time my cock plunged into her the noise was more of pleasure than discomfort. There was no discomfort on my end and I started going a little faster and whimpering with each thrust as I could feel the cum. building within me.
"Oh, yeah." Mom moaned, "That's it, honey go on and give it to me, cum all over me!"
Unable to hold back I started fucking her hard and fast. Mom let out a long high pitched squeal that sent me over the edge. I gave her a few more hard pumps, then whipped my cock out of her ass. I planned on cumming on her back, but rolling over, Mom held her tits up and I eagerly started pumping my cock, spraying my thick white cum all over those perfect tits.
"Oh that feels soo good!" Mom moaned as my cum splattered across her nipples and dripped down her stomach.
I let out a low moan as my spent cock gave up the last few drops and I collapsed on the bed next to her. We both laid there on our backs panting and as my heart finally stopped pounding. I closed my eyes and it hit me what we had done. As if she had sensed my thoughts, Mom rolled over and putting her hand on my chest whispered, "It's okay honey, your father wanted this and we're going to have so much fun together."
She moved her hand and I opened my eyes to see her wiping my cum from her tits with her robe. She tossed it to the side and laying back down next to me, pulled the sheet up to our waists.
"You...you spending the night?" I asked.
"I..." she looked at me sadly, "You don't want me to?"
I remembered how good she felt lying in my arms last night and extending my arm to her said softly, "I'd love you to."
Mom gave me such a huge smile, that I couldn't resist smiling back at her as she slid over and rested her head on my shoulder.
"I love you Jason." She whispered, "I'm going to love you for the rest of our lives."
'I love you too Mom, I mean Cynthia," I caught myself.
"You can still call me mom sometimes." She said, "Until you're ready for me to just be Cynthia."
"I'd like that," I said softly. "And ummm....you didn't have to, I mean ...."
"I told you honey, anything you want." She giggled. "That dirty girl act isn't an act you know." She sighed, "I love it all honey, and I love you, we're going to enjoy each other in every way."
I put my arm around her and pulled her close to me. Mom lifted her head and gave me a kiss than laughed, "Bad boy, you smell like my pussy."
"Sorry!" I said nervously, "I...."
"It was a joke baby, now get some sleep."
'Okay, " began, "I...."
"Because I love it in the morning so you better get some rest."
"Morning? I..."
"Good night Jason. I love you."
"Good night Cynthia." I said softly, and feeling my throat getting tight with emotion, added, "I love you too.
*****
I awoke to the pleasant sensation of Mom's soft lips on mine. I opened my eyes to see her leaning over me, smiling. I started to say something, but she kissed me again. I closed my eyes and let her tongue enter my mouth. We both sighed as we took our time, our lips sliding against each other's and our tongues playing. Mom rolled over onto her back, kicked the covers off. I quickly rolled over between her legs and as I leaned down to kiss her, slowly entered her still wet pussy.



She sighed softly in my ear and wrapping her legs around my waist drew me deeper into her. I slid my arms beneath hers, bringing us even closer and started to move slowly within her. Mom moaned softly and her lips found mine as her hips began moving in time with my slow thrusts. I could feel her nipples pressing into my chest and the heat of her soft thighs around my hips. Mom broke the kiss and started moaning softly as I took my time. I began kissing her neck as our bodies moved in perfect rhythm and I felt a wave of emotion come over me as I slowly made love to my mother.
No, she was no longer just my mother; she was Cynthia, my lover, the woman who I was going to spend the rest of my life with. I could feel myself getting ready to cum, but didn't speed up, instead I slowed down, trying to enjoy as much of this as I could. Beneath me, Cynthia was sighing sweetly with every thrust and when I could no longer hold back, and came deep inside her, she whispered, "I love you my baby, I'm going to love you forever."
*****
I opened my eyes and winced at the sunlight coming through the window. I forgot that discomfort quickly however as I became aware of the amazing feeling of holding my mother in my arms. Her arm was around my waist and her head on my chest. I could just make out her face through her blonde hair and she looked so peaceful. I sighed and kissed the top of her shoulder. Mom slowly lifted her head and after kissing me softly on the lips, said "Good morning baby, I...."
She stopped and her eyes widened. I followed her gaze and felt a sinking feeling in my stomach.
Dad was sitting in the small chair near the window, watching us.
Mom sat up quickly, pulling the sheet up with her to cover her tits and sitting up as well, I stammered, "I...I'm sorry dad! We, uh..."
I didn't know what to say and next to me, Mom wasn't doing much better.
"Kenny! I...I didn't know you were going to come in, I thought you wanted me to spend the night and...."
Dad put his hands up in calming gesture and standing came over and sat next to Mom on the bed. I don't think I'd ever felt more awkward in my life, getting caught in bed with your mother, was not an experience most people could relate to. And even if some had, how many of them had permission? Still, it was one thing to know he wanted it when he wasn't around, but sitting here looking at him, I felt guilty as hell.
"Hey you two, it's okay." Dad said softly
"You...I...didn't want you to see us Kenny." Mom said with her head down, "It's different than..."
"Look Cynthia, Jason, I have to admit when I first came in here a little while ago, that it was upsetting. Like you said, one thing to say it another to see it."
"Sorry Dad." I said quietly.
"But," he continued, "After sitting here watching you," he shook his head, a soft smile on his lips, "I know this is what was meant to be."
"You do?" I asked.
"The two of you look so sweet together, so perfect." Reaching out he took Mom's hand, "Cynthia, you looked so peaceful and content, and Jason, seeing you holding her like that tells me that you're going to take damn good care of her and that's all that I want, for the two of you to love and care for each other."
"I still feel bad." Moms said, "You seeing us."
"I had to see it Cynthia," he insisted, "That's why I made this happen before I passed, so that I knew it would."
Sliding up further onto the bed, Dad put his arm around, Cynthia and gestured to me over her shoulder. I leaned over and he put his other arm around me. The three of us hugged each other and, his head between ours, dad whispered, "Something good always comes of something bad, and I can go peacefully knowing I already know the good that will come." He paused then added, "I love you both with all my heart, and everything is going to be just fine, you'll see."
I leaned against the railing and watched as the full moon's light reflected over the small waves of low tide. It had been a long day and an emotional one. Cynthia and I hadn't originally planned on coming to the beach house this summer, but when the owner had called, pretty much expecting us to take it, we decided that Dad would have wanted us to. It had always been our favorite family tradition and one that we decided to continue with our own family.
Cynthia had also suggested scattering some of dad's ashes into the water and we had done that at sunset which had always been his favorite time here. The two of us had sat on the sand, letting the waves lap at our bare feet and holding hands, fondly remembered Dad. We laughed at some of his more outlandish misadventures and cried over the fact he was no longer with us. When we returned to the house, Cynthia had said that she wasn't feeling well and was going to call it a night. The emotions of the day had drained her, and her back had been aching most of the day.
Cynthia. It was hard to pinpoint the exact moment that I had ceased to think of her as Mom. Most likely it was right about the time of the funeral. Dad must have known he was closer to the end than he had let on last summer. No sooner had we gotten back home, than he began rapidly going downhill. Despite his worsening condition, Dad's spirits had stayed good and he said that was because Cynthia and I had made him very happy by granting his last request that we become lovers.
I had to admit a year later that as much as I had fought it, I now couldn't imagine a night without Cynthia by my side. She was everything dad had said she was and more. She was my sweet lover and dirty girl all wrapped in one. We'd been worried in the beginning, but no one suspected anything other than I was still at home to take care of my grieving mother. Now that I'd graduated, the two of us had agreed that it was time to leave Rhode Island and move somewhere that no one knew us. Start over where people would just see us as another couple. Our age difference would get some juicy gossip out of the neighbors and Cynthia laughed delightedly when I would refer to her as my hot little cougar. Of course, we would wait to move until the baby was...
"Hey honey, you coming to bed?"
I turned to see Cynthia standing behind me. I had been so lost in thought I hadn't heard the screen door open. As I looked at her, I couldn't help but smile. She looked absolutely amazing. Her big blue eyes were looking at me with adoration in them and her long blonde hair had been lightened by the sun. She was already deeply tanned and as my eyes trailed down past her high firm, and no longer smallish tits, my smile widened at the sight of her swollen stomach, stretching the material of the cute little black night gown she was wearing.
"You look beautiful Cynthia," I said softly as she walked up next to me.
"I don't feel beautiful," she grunted, "I feel fat. I'm starting to waddle."
"More beautiful than ever," I said, kissing her cheek and resting my hand on her stomach, "And still sexy!"
"Yeah, sure." She laughed, then gave a little yelp as the baby kicked against my hand. "Wow he's in a mood today."
"Wants out, knows we're in our favorite place."
"I want him out too." She laughed, then putting her arm around me she looked out at the ocean. "Thinking of him?"
"Yeah." I nodded. "I love our life, but sometimes I still feel a little weird, especially with the baby."
"He'd have wanted it honey." Cynthia said quietly. "I was never happy he got fixed after we had you. But we had nothing back then and he didn't want more than one." She sighed. "Only thing we ever really fought about." She gave me a big smile, "But now I'm going to be a mommy again and we're going to be a family. I can't wait until he's old enough to really enjoy it here."
"Feels like he's ready now," I laughed as her stomach jumped against my hand again.
"Well you know, little Kenny doesn't settle down for the night until his daddy's with him."
"I love hearing that." I said softly.
"And I love you honey," she winked, "So you going to come to bed and....settle your son down?"
"Just him?" I asked, "Or does my dirty girl need a little settling herself?"
"Come to bed and find out." She told me with a sexy smile and taking my hand, led me across the deck and into the house.
We entered the bedroom and I saw she'd lit several candles. Cynthia walked over to the foot of the bed and turning, to face me, lifted her arms over her head. Grabbing the bottom of her night gown and pulling it over her arms, tossed it aside. I wrapped my arms around her and kissed her softly and we both laughed when the baby kicked between us. I stopped laughing when Cynthia sat down on the bed and unzipping my shorts, pushed them and my underwear down. My cock was hard and ready and grabbing it, she quickly took it into her mouth. I sighed softly and reaching down started caressing her swollen nipples as she bobbed her head slowly.
Cynthia moaned around my hard flesh as I started rolling her nipples between my fingers and started sucking faster. I could feel my cock getting even harder as her talented tongue worked around my shaft as she blew me. As good as it felt, I wanted her to feel good even more, and standing back, I removed my cock from her mouth. Getting on my knees in front of her, I gently sucked on each of her nipples as she cooed softly and played with my hair.
Cynthia giggled as leaving her tits; I began trailing a series of soft kisses down her swollen belly. Her giggling stopped, when gently pushing her shoulders; I laid her back on the bed. She put her feet up on my shoulders and groaned softly as I began slowly teasing my tongue around her clit. I eased a finger inside and started sucking on her hard nub. Cynthia moaned and started moving her hips into my flickering tongue. I took a moment to slide my tongue up and down the soft wet folds of her pussy before earnestly going back to work on her clit.
Cynthia reached down and grabbed my hair as I sucked her clit into my mouth and added a second finger inside her.
"Oh, yes honey, ohhh I so need this!" she purred.
As always that sexy tone she used in bed caused my cock to jump and I began licking her as fast as I could, eager to make her come so I could be inside her. I didn't have long to wait. Cynthia let out a long whimper and her toes curling into my shoulders began to come. I moaned myself, at the feeling of her warm wet pussy contracting around my fingers and her sweet sounds of pleasure as she came. When her hips stopped moving and she released one last little whimper, I stood up and placing her feet on my chest, slowly entered her.
We both moaned as my cock slid into her now very wet pussy and I started pumping her gently. It wasn't the most romantic position, but the baby was too big for me to lie on top of her. Neither of us minded however, as I spread her legs further and stared fucking her a little faster. Cynthia sighed and again I couldn't believe how beautiful she looked. Her long hair was fanned across the pillow and her were closed, her lips were parted and she was releasing a soft sigh every time I slid into her. Reaching down, I placed my hand on her stomach and felt a wave of emotion go through me as I made love to the woman who had raised me was now the mother of my child.
I forced myself not to go any harder and moaned as I could feel the come slowly building within me. Cynthia opened her eyes and sliding her hand down, placed it over mine. "Let me feel it honey," she whispered, "Let me feel how much you love me."
Despite my best efforts to hold back, I lost control and gave her several hard pumps before crying out as my cock began filling her. Cynthia cooed softly as my cock continued to explode inside her. When I had nothing left to give, I leaned over and we shared a long deep kiss again the baby kicked between us and we both whispered, "I love you."
"Hmmm," Cynthia sighed in my ear. "I'm feeling pretty settled now, let's go to sleep honey."
She slid up on the bed and rolled over onto her side. Getting into the bed next to her, I slid up tight against her and putting my arm around her, rested my hand on her stomach. A moment later I felt her stomach shift as our son sensed my touch. Cynthia sighed and within minutes was asleep. I laid there, enjoying holding both her and our baby and looking over her shoulder saw the picture of my father that Cynthia had brought so that he could still be with us. As I looked at his smiling face, I realized that to some this might seem wrong, but I couldn't imagine anything feeling more right. I also knew that dad wasn't just smiling at us from the photo but from above as well. I closed my eyes and smiled as the baby kicked gently against my hand. As I drifted off to sleep I recalled my dad's words, that something good always came from something bad, and truly there could be nothing better than this.
*
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"So Keri, did you and Mark ever hook up?"
I looked over at Laurie, and tried to focus on her words. I was pretty sure I understood what she was saying, but couldn't quite get answer out. Instead, I shrugged and giggled at her. I'd been doing a lot of giggling tonight as had Laurie and Krissy. Giggling would be a normal occurrence anytime eighteen and nineteen year old girls had a sleep over, but tonight there was a lot more than usual. The fact that the bottle of southern comfort Laurie had brought along was almost gone probably had something to do with our increased good spirits.
If the booze wasn't enough to induce some extra laughs, the dime bag Krissy had pulled from her purse had ensured a fun filled night. Even as I watched Krissy take a hit from the third joint we had rolled since they'd gotten here, I still couldn't believe I'd had the balls to do this in my parent's house. Normally I wouldn't have dreamed of doing something like this, but Mom was away on business and wouldn't be home until tomorrow afternoon and dad worked a split night/morning shift for the city.
I still wouldn't have taken the chance, but when Laurie and Krissy, who were sisters in the sorority I was hoping to pledge to when I started URI this fall asked if they could come party, I said screw it. A year older than me, they had both been popular cheerleaders on the squad with me last year and although they hadn't been good friends of mine, they had been coming around a lot lately hoping to get me to join them rather another sisterhood.
"Well?" Laurie asked, leaning over and giving my shoulder a playful shake. "Cat got your tongue?"
"Or did Mark get your tongue?" Krissy laughed.
That made me laugh again, but this time I managed to speak, "I don't talk about that stuff."
"Oh come on Keri!" Laurie exclaimed, "We're going to be sisters next semester and sisters tell each other everything!"
"Unless little Keri's still cherry!" Krissy giggled. "Then she's just got nothing to say!"
"No way, she's cherry," Laurie shook her head, "With those legs and that adorable little face!" she reached out and gave my cheek a pinch, "She's way too hot not to have gotten herself some cock!"
"I..." I stopped and felt myself blushing.
My face was already flushed from the drinks and I hoped they hadn't noticed, but Krissy smiled, "Aw, look how cute, she's embarrassed"
"No," I lied, "Sides, you guys are hot, I'm kind of cute, but that's it."
I meant what I said, the two of them may only be a year older than me, but seemed much more mature. Both were absolutely beautiful, Laurie had long auburn hair and green eyes that resembled cat's eyes. Krissy was a striking blonde with big green eyes that she used to full effect on the boys. Where I was taller, with a slightly thin, athletic build, they were curvier, certainly not chunky, but with nice hips, and full round asses. The most notable difference and one I was painfully self conscious of, was the size of their tits. Both of them were wearing little tank tops and their more than ample tits were all but falling out of them.
We were sitting cross legged on my bed and the way they were leaning toward me had those tits on full display. I looked down at my own very small, but perky little tits, and sighed. My first real boyfriend had referred to them as cute. He'd meant well, but I always felt embarrassed and tried to have sex with my shirt on whenever I could.
"You're more than cute." Krissy reached out and ran her fingers through my long curly black hair "With this beautiful hair and those big wide blue eyes, and those damn long legs, you're pretty hot."
"And those blow job lips." Laurie added, "Wish my lips were that full."
"Stop wearing them out and they might be!" Krissy laughed.
"Real funny." Laurie whacked her in the arm, "Just remember, I'm not the one who fucked two guys at once," she smirked, "Brother's at that."
Krissy shrugged, "What can I say, I couldn't make up my mind so..." she laughed, "I decided not too!"
"Two?" I shook my head. "I could never."
"It's fun." Krissy said, "One in my mouth, one in my pussy, it was damn hot!"
"So fess up Keri," Laurie aid as she poured a shot and handed it to me, "You ever have one in your pussy?"
I took the shot, wincing at how strong the liquor was and wiping my mouth, put my head down. "Yes, I've gotten laid."
"Good for you!" Krissy said, "How many guys you have so far?"
"Just a couple." Krissy handed me the joint and after taking a hit, I giggled again, "Okay, three."
"Three," Laurie nodded. "Not bad, enough to know, but enough to keep you a good girl" she smirked, "Did you blow all of them?"
"Two." Finding myself no longer worried about what I was saying, I held up two fingers. I noticed that they were blurring together as I did and for some reason found that funny and laughed.
"Why not the third guy?" Krissy asked, "Because I'll tell you what, I can't not suck their cocks, I fucking love it!"
"Well," I paused as I remembered, Bill the second guy I'd had sex with. "He was kissing my belly and I asked him to lick my pussy," I shrugged, "He said he didn't really like that so I told him I didn't like sucking cock." I shook my head disgustedly, "Fuck him."
Laurie and Krissy burst out laughing, and Krissy put her arm around me.
"Good for you girl! It's things like that, that are going to make you sister material!" she nodded, "We're always in control, the guy has the dick, but it's up to us what they do with it." She laughed again. "Even when those two guys were on me, I was calling the shots; there wasn't a minute there wasn't a tongue or finger taking care of...."
"Oh stop it you slut." Laurie rolled her eyes, then looking past me pointed, "Speaking of sucking cock, that's one I wouldn't mind tasting."
Turning, I saw her pointing at a picture of me with my father. We had been at the beach and Dad wasn't wearing a shirt. He worked roadside construction and was in damn good shape for a forty two year old guy. He worked midnight to noon so caught some sun and those muscles were well tanned. Throw in his dark hair and bright blue eyes and I had to say, my Mom had done damn well for herself. As if reading my mind, Krissy said,
"Your mom's a lucky bitch to have that fucking her, that's for sure."
"I guess." I shrugged.
"You guess?" Laurie asked, "Come on Keri, he's not hot?"
"He's my dad."
"So? Doesn't mean you can't have the thought." Krissy shrugged.
"He's my dad." I repeated. "He's loves me and is really good to me."
"I'd let him be real good to me." Krissy smiled, "And I'd be damn good to him," Laurie licked her lips provocatively, and then winked at me, "You ever think about him being good to you Keri?"
"Hell no!" I said quickly.
That wasn't entirely true, I'd had a few embarrassingly nasty dreams about Dad, but that had been when I was younger and before I'd started having sex with something other than my fingers. They had faded away and I hadn't thought much about them since.
"Liar!" Krissy laughed as she relit the joint, "Hey Laurie, think Keri's dad's thought about fucking his hot daughter?"
"Yup." Laurie said, and then paused to take a swig from the bottle, "And I bet he wanted her to call him daddy, while he fucked her."
"That's disgusting." I waved my hand at Laurie as I accepted the joint with the other.
"Simple yes or no," Laurie asked, "He's not your dad, he's all over you, he takes you in his room, and whips it out," she grinned, "Would you blow him?"
"Only if he licked her first." Krissy laughed.
I took a hit from the joint and despite my best efforts started coughing, the room was starting to spin and my head felt as if it were ready to float off my body. I passed the joint to Laurie and sighed, "If he wasn't family and he was a just a hot older guy and I had a chance, I'd fuck him," I burst out laughing, "After he licked my pussy!"
"Speaking of licking Keri," Krissy said as she wiped tears from her eyes. "You never answered Laurie."
"Ummm," I picked up the bottle of southern from between Krissy's legs and took a long swallow. I shook my head as my vision swam. "What she ask me?" ask had come out as ashk, and I giggled again.
"You and Mark," Krissy prodded, "You fuck him?"
"I told you, I don't talk about...." I paused then remembering that hot afternoon right here in my bedroom when no one was home blurted out, "Damn straight I did!"
"You did?" Laurie asked
"Yup," I sighed, "Twice!"
"Twice?" Krissy whistled, then gave me a sly smile, "You blow him Keri?"
"Oh yeah!" I nodded, "He had a really nice cock!"
"Ohhh, I like hearing you say cock." Krissy laughed, "Makes you sound all grown up," she then leaned closer and asked, "You just give him some head or you suck him off?"
"Who cares?" Laurie asked, "So how...."
"I sucked him right off!" I exclaimed, now proud to talk about it, I leaned into Krissy and said, "I love the taste!"
"Damn!" she laughed, "And," I continued, "What's even better is how it feels going down my throat!" I made a purring sound, "Hot and thick!"
"Listen to you, you naught thing!" Krissy gave me a big smile, "But if you went down on him that means he...."
"Licked my pussy!" I returned the smile.
"Okay, enough." Laurie said, no longer smiling.
"He get you off?"
"Two times!" I sighed, "He went down and made me cum, then I blew him then he made me come again. Then he fucked me!"
"How?" Krissy asked, as she smirked at Laurie who was now chugging from the bottle.
"Him on me, then me on him, then do...."
"Okay, okay!" Laurie said, "We don't need the details."
"I wanted the details." Krissy giggled.
Laurie shot her a dirty look, then asked, "Did you see Mark after that?"
"Once," I answered, "But we only went out to eat, he said he wasn't looking for serious." I shrugged, "I felt kind of bad, because I usually only sleep with guys I date."
"Maybe he had a girlfriend." Krissy laughed as if she had said something funny.
"Whatever," Laurie looked at the bottle that only had a couple of inches left in it then handed it to me. "Here, kill it."
"I've had enough. I can't see straight."
"Don't be a little girl." Laurie told me, "Drink up."
I looked at Krissy, who nodded, "Finish it off, then let's get some sleep, we gotta be up and out before your mom comes home."
With a shrug I tipped the bottle back and chugged the rest. The liquor burned down my throat and when I was done, I went to put the bottle on the night stand and missed. I heard it hit the floor, whispered, "fuck it" and lied back on my bed.
"I can't get over the size of this bed!" Krissy said as she stretched out next to me on the queen sized bed I'd bought myself with my tip money from the coffee shop.
Laurie lay down on the other side of me and Krissy said, "Imagine your dad walking in and the three of us laying here in our panties? That would be hot!"
"For you guys." I forced myself to say. The room was spinning and I could barely keep my eyes open.
"Well you could watch!" Krissy giggled and said "Sweet dreams Keri!"
I started to try to answer, but gave up and closing my eyes went out like a light.
*****
"Wake up you little slut!"
I slowly opened my eyes at the sound of Laurie's voice, but never got them more than halfway open, before closing them again. The sunlight coming through the window caused a sharp pain in my eyes and as I became more awake I was aware of a slow painful pounding in my head. My mouth was dry and I felt as if I wouldn't be able to move if I tried.
"I said wake up!" Laurie snapped and I yelped as I felt my face slapped and none to gently.
My eyes flew open and I saw Laurie and Krissy sitting on the bed on either side of me. They were both dressed and staring at me. Krissy was smirking, but Laurie looked pissed.
"What's wrong with you?" I asked, wincing at the sound of my own voice.
"I don't like sluts is what's wrong with me you little bitch." She replied.
"What are you talking....hey!"
I'd tried to sit up, which was when I realized my arms which were stretched out over my head, couldn't move. Craning my neck back, I managed to see my arms were through the rails of the headboard and my wrists were tied together with a black stocking. I yanked down hard, but the wooden frame was solid and the stockings squeezed harder around my wrists.
"What the fuck?" I yelled, trying to kick my legs, which was when I realized they couldn't move either.
Looking down the bed, I saw that my legs were spread wide and each ankle had another stocking tied around it that disappeared down the side of the bed.
"What's the matter Keri?" Krissy asked, smiling sweetly at me, "You not into bondage?"
"Let me go!" I yelled, "This isn't funny!"
"I'll tell you what's not funny, you little pig," Laurie began as she tapped my face, "Fucking other girls boyfriends."
"Wh...what are you talking about?" I asked, trying to stay calm.
"Mark, you little bitch!" She yelled in my face, causing the pounding in my head to increase. "He was my fucking boyfriend and you fucked him!"
"Twice." Krissy laughed, "And she sucked him off and...."
"Shut up!" Laurie yelled at her, and then looked down at me. "You little fucking whore, and you want to be my sister?"
"I...I didn't know!" I said and was telling the truth. "He didn't say he had a girlfriend!"
"Did you ask?" Laurie grabbed my hair and yanked on it painfully, "Did you?"
"Ow!" I yelped, "Stop hurting me! And no why would I? I figured if he wanted to fool around then...."
"You've seen him with me you liar!"
"Only..." I could feel myself starting to get scared, there was no one home and she looked really pissed. "Only with other people around and he...he wasn't like all over you."
"When you met all the other sisters and we were talking you heard me say I liked him!"
"Well....I guess he didn't like you or he wouldn't have come on to me."
As soon as I said it, I regretted it. As Laurie stared at me, Krissy burst out laughing, "She's got you there!"
"Krissy, are you with your sister or this slut?"
"My sister of course." Krissy said, then looking at me sighed, "You made a big mistake Keri, you never mess with a sister's man, hell even I won't so that. So now you have to be punished."
"Punished?" Despite my best efforts I could feel my eyes starting to well up and was starting to shake, "But I...I'm not even in the sorority!"
"You pledged sweetie!" Krissy reminded me as she pinched my cheek, "And you got the handbook, thou shalt not touch thy sister's man is in there!"
"He wasn't her man!" this came out in a frustrated whimper and Krissy laughed,
"Aww she's getting scared!"
"She should be, little slut." Laurie said and reaching down next to her picked up a pair of scissors.
"Oh, time for a hair cut!" Krissy nodded.
"No, please don't!" I whined the tears beginning to flow, "I...I'm sorry!"
"Not sorry enough." Laurie pointed the scissors at me.
"I didn't know!" I screamed, "I didn't! Please...."
"Enough yelling!" Krissy covered my mouth with her hand. "No use arguing Keri, you broke the rule you're going to get punished, end of discussion, so take it like a woman, take it like," she giggled, "You took Mark's cock!"
"Knock it off Krissy." Laurie said then passed the scissors through my hair.
"Please don't!" I begged.
I saw Krissy reach out and quickly take the scissors from Laurie's hand.
"Hey!" she yelled.
"Better idea!" Krissy laughed.
Leaning over, she slipped the scissors between my chest and the tank top I was wearing and began to cut.
"Stop it!" I shouted.
Krissy simply laughed and continued cutting, when she reached the bottom, she leaned over further, slipped the scissors under the side of my panties and cut them off. Tossing the scissors over to my desk she yanked hard on my panties pulling them out from under me and tossed them to the side. Laughing as well, Laurie flipped the cut top open exposing my tits.
"Oh, look at these cute tiny little tits!" she said.
"And that little bald pussy!" Krissy said, making a show of looking between my legs. "Shit, between that and her tits she'd be like fucking a little girl!"
Krissy reached out and gave my right tit a squeeze, "Firm little things though!"
I started fighting, yanking hard on the headboard and trying to desperately kick my legs. They both laughed at my efforts and reaching down, Laurie pinched my left nipple hard, causing me to yelp.
"Stop it!"
I stopped moving and began to cry, "Please let me go!"
"She is a little girl!" Krissy shook her head.
"Stop crying." Laurie snapped and pinched my tit again, harder than before.
"Please!" I pleaded as I squirmed on the bed.
"Stop it Laurie," Krissy said seriously, "We're here to teach her a lesson, not hurt her."
She stared at Laurie until she nodded, then smiled down at me.
"Besides Laurie, how can you be mean to such hot little titties?" She licked her lips, "Tell me they don't look delicious?"
Laurie narrowed her eyes at her, then smiled, "You know, you're right, they do look pretty good."
Krissy bent over, until her face was just over my right tit, "Damn good," she whispered, "Look at those little pink nipples, they look delicious."
"Let's try it and find out."
Laurie leaned over my other tit, and I cried out as the both started licking my nipples.
"Oh god! Stop!" I yelled, straining against the ties.
"Mmm." Krissy moaned as she made a show of tonguing my nipple which was becoming hard. Laurie sighed as well, as she sucked my nipple into her mouth. I started crying harder, it didn't feel good at all and I was scared as hell.
"Talk about a mouthful!" Krissy laughed as Laurie made a show of trying to fit as much of my tit in her mouth as she could.
Laurie sat up and grinned at Krissy, "I wonder what that little pussy tastes like?"
"I'll let you know!" Krissy exclaimed and turning around bent over and shoved her face between my legs.
I squealed at the feeling of her wet tongue on my thigh just to the side of my pussy.
"Please don't!" I whimpered, "Please Krissy I..."
I stopped when after kissing my thigh, Krissy sat up and laughed, "Calm down Keri, we're not going to lesbian rape you, we're not into girls." She paused. "Of course we did have to lick each other's pussies In front of the rest of the sisters to get in."
"I faked my orgasm." Laurie said grinning.
"Sure you did." Krissy rolled her eyes.
"Please let me go." I whispered pathetically.
"Nope." Krissy shook her head. "Here's what we're going to do. You broke the rule you pay a price. You're mom's coming home in an hour and what she's going to find when she comes up here is her sweet little goody two shoes daughter tied naked to the bed."



"You'll get in trouble!" I told them, feeling like a little kid.
"If you rat us out sure." Laurie shrugged, "But you said she didn't know anyone was coming over so you just don't tell her who."
"But you'll have bigger problems," Krissy continued, "Because Mom's not just going to get an eyeful of your skinny little body, but this nice empty bottle here on the nightstand and we left a couple of roaches in the ashtray."
"I'll get..."
"In a lot of trouble," Krissy nodded. "Grounded for a long time I'm sure and," she smiled, "That car you said your parents were buying you, for getting into college and being such a good girl? See you later!"
I started to cry, "This isn't fair!"
"Tough shit." Laurie said, "You picked the wrong cock to suck so deal with it."
"There is some good news." Krissy said while they both stood up. "Melissa really wants you in the sisterhood. We told her about this, but she still would like you to join us and she said this will count as one of your hazing, so you can still be one of us!"
"I hope she isn't." Laurie muttered, then reaching down ran her long red nail around my nipple. "See you later skank, have fun explaining this to Mommy."
"I hope she tells your dad." Krissy laughed as they headed for the door. "That way he can be pissed he didn't find her here all tied up and naked, maybe he'd even fuck her."
"Christ you're sick Krissy." Laurie said as she opened the door. "Just because you fucked your step father before he left your mother doesn't mean everyone wants to do weird shit like that."
They closed the door behind them and as I heard them walk down the stairs began to sob, I was so fucked!
*****
My cell phone began to ring again, and I whimpered in frustration. It was the third time it had rang in the last few minutes which told me it was either Mom, or maybe Dad calling, asking me to run an errand or something. I'd been laying here for the last hour alternately crying and trying to get loose. The stockings had gotten tighter each time I pulled and I'd had to give up and was now resigned to what would be the worst punishment I would ever imagine. I wanted that car so bad! Dad had told me he was going to take me to a couple of dealers this weekend to look around. And it wasn't fair! I hadn't known Laurie liked Mark!
I was pulled from my thoughts by the home phone ringing on my desk. It rang until the answering machine picked up and I heard Mom come on.
"Hey Keri, I've been trying to reach you. Maybe you're phones charging. Anyway the meeting ran late and I'm catching a later flight. I won't be flying in until tonight. I left Dad a message, but when you see him tell him just in case because he needs to pick me up. Bye honey, love you!"
A fresh wave of panic went through me; Dad was going to be home before Mom! Oh my fucking God, he was going to find me like this! I struggled against the stockings, but gave up when I felt them tighten even more. The tears began to flow down my cheeks. As of Mom finding me wasn't going to be humiliating enough! My only hope would be Dad thinking I was out and maybe he wouldn't come up here. That would mean being stuck like this all day. Sooner or later I'd have to go to the bathroom, but what the hell, pissing the bed couldn't be more embarrassing than being found butt ass naked by my....
"Oh no!" I moaned as I heard the familiar roar of Dad's large Ford pickup pull into the drive way.
I turned my head and looked at the clock on the nightstand, it was only 10:30 he was early. I turned back and stared at the ceiling. My window was open and I heard Dad's voice as he got out of the truck.
"Yeah Julie I got your message, I'll be there for seven." He paused then said, "They ran out of material so I'm home a little early. Hey listen, Keri's around today; I was thinking of taking her to Rizzo Ford, what do you think?"
Shit! He was going to come looking for me! I heard the downstairs door slam and Dad wandering around downstairs. My heart began to pound when I heard him coming up the stairs and towards my room. I sighed in relief when he walked past and a couple of minutes later I heard the shower running. After what seemed like an eternity I heard the water stop, a minute later he left the bathroom and his footsteps went the other way towards their bedroom. I started to pray that he would lie down and take a nap, then maybe forget about doing anything with me.
I'd just started to relax when I heard his footsteps coming and jumped when he knocked on my door. "Hey Keri, you up?"
I didn't answer, hoping that maybe he would either let me sleep, or think I was out. The knock repeated, "Keri? Hey I know your home kiddo, your keys are downstairs," he paused then laughed, "Let's go sunshine, I'm not going to ask you to clean the house, I got a surprise for you!"
Unable to help it, I released a loud sob, I was tied up and scared and didn't care anymore.
"Keri?" Dad's voice sounded concerned, "You okay in there?"
"Daddy help me!" I cried out in tears.
I usually referred to him as Dad, but this upset daddy was what had come out, making me seem even more pathetic. The door flew open and Dad, wearing jeans and a t-shirt came charging into the room.
"Keri! Are you...." He froze when he saw me lying naked spread eagled on the bed. "I..." his eyes made their way up and down my body for a moment before he gasped, "Jesus Christ!"
In a move that would have been funny if I wasn't so humiliated, Dad put his hand in front of his eyes and looking down, stumbled over to the bed. He quickly stripped his t-shirt off and looking down at my legs, awkwardly spread the shirt out and draped it over me. The shirt just covered the tops of my tits, but only made it to the bottom of my stomach, leaving my pussy exposed. Dad however, had headed for the top of the bed so couldn't see from that angle.
"What the fuck happened?" he demanded as he reached down behind the headboard and started trying to untie my wrists.
"I..." I struggled to speak through my tears, "I'm sorry! I had a couple of girls over last night and they....they did this to me as a sorority prank!"
It came out better than I thought and I wondered if I might be able to get away with this with not much more than a "Why were you so stupid?"
"You're not even in one of those yet!" Dad grunted as he continued to fumble with the knot.
He was leaning over me and I was staring at his broad chest and his stomach which, although not a six pack was flat and damn hard. Maybe it was because I probably still had some effects from all the alcohol going through me, but I recalled Krissy talking about him and thought he really was fine. That thought occurred again as I watched the muscles bulge in his arms as he pulled against the headboard to try to slip the knot over the post.
"I...I pledged to one," I stuttered, "And they wanted to hang out with me and I...I was stupid."
"Yes you were." Dad sighed disgustedly and sat down on the bed next to me. "I'm going to have to get something to cut these, my fingers are too big to get the knots," he held his large strong hands up, "Not much for dexterity I guess." Shaking his head at me he said,
"Keri, this is what your mother and I warned you about. These kids are trouble, they all hang together cause no one else can stand them and they use their clubs as an excuse to be mean. Maybe this will teach you a lesson. I hope to hell you're still not thinking of joining them."
"No daddy!" I shook my head, grimacing at the pain it caused. "I...learned! Really!"
"So they let you fall asleep and tied you up?"
"Yes.!" I gave an exaggerated nod. Maybe this wouldn't be so bad.
"They tied you up like this and you didn't wake up?"
"Well I...."
I stopped when reaching across me; Dad grabbed the empty bottle of Southern off the nightstand.
"You didn't wake up because you were shitfaced." He said quietly
"No! I...I wasn't drinking daddy! I swear!"
"Daddy?" He grunted disgustedly. "That should tell me you're lying right there, but okay let's see."
Dad brought his face so close to mine I had the insane thought he was going to kiss me. He placed his nose just over my mouth and sniffed, sitting up he shook his head.
"You reek of booze Keri, or did they hold you down and make you drink it?"
"N...no...I..."
His gaze had wandered away from me and I saw him frown and sniff again. His eyes widened and he pointed at the nightstand. "You were smoking fucking pot in here!" He yelled causing me to flinch.
"Daddy, I..." Giving up, I started crying again, "Please untie me!"
Dad leaned over and after angrily throwing the ashtray and bottle into the waste paper basket. Sat back up and looked down at me.
"No, I'm not going to untie you!"
"W...why?" I asked in surprise.
"Because I want you to stay like that while I tell you how much trouble you're in that's why! I want you to lay there and feel even more embarrassed for what you did!" He pointed at me. "Tell you what; I should leave you here for your mother to see this."
"No!" I whined.
"I won't, it's too long until, but I will until I'm done because you know you're in trouble, but I bet there's something you haven't thought of yet so you'll stay there because it'll prove my point."
"Yes daddy." I said softly.
"Stop with the Daddy shit!" he snapped, "You're not a little girl!"
He looked away disgusted and I saw him looking down the length of my body. He reached out and grabbing the shirt slid it further down past my stomach to cover my pussy. His hand lingered on the shirt and for a moment was resting on my lower stomach just above where my legs were spread. It was hard to see from where my head was resting, but he seemed to be staring down at my legs. "Not a little girl at all." He whispered. Turning back to me he removed his hand and started in on me.
"I think you know how fucking stupid this was. But I don't think you know how disrespectful it is!"
"Sorry dad."
"Not yet, you're not, you only think you are." He sighed and pointed at the trash, "Look Keri, I'm not as naïve or as tight assed as your mother is. You're a good girl, but still eighteen and having fun. I know you're going to parties and having a couple of drinks and maybe smoking a bone here and there." He paused and again his eyes seemed to roam over my body. "And as pretty and sexy as you are, I'm sure there's been more than a joint and some booze in your mouth."
"Don't talk like that dad, I..."
"Oh, stop it Keri!" he laughed nastily, "You're not going to tell me you've never gotten laid or sucked on a few cocks."
My mouth dropped open at the way he'd said that last part. He was looking at me with a nasty smirk on his face.
"Don't even try it, you're a hot little piece of ass and the boys are all over you." He shrugged, "But like I said, I'm not mom, I know you'll drink a little, smoke a little," the smirk widened, "Fuck a lot, but I figure you'll know the limits and stay a good girl."
"I...Promise I will!" I said quietly, "Really dad and please don't..."
"But that's how I feel outside the house." He cut me off. "But to do that here, to booze it up and get stoned under our roof? That's bullshit Keri!"
"I don't know what I was thinking," I told him.
"You weren't obviously. And we've told you before about not trying to hang with the popular kids. They're not like you and all they are is bad news!"
"I know."
"Now you do, but only because of this!" he snapped. "But back to this, Keri your mother is proud of you and she loves you and will do anything for you."
"I..." I closed my eyes and could feel the tears trickling down my cheeks.
"And I will too." he went on, "I took the shittiest shift the City has because it pays more so we can afford you to go to a good school." He sighed, "We've been good to you and we deserve better than this shit!"
"I'm so sorry!" I exclaimed, the tears flowing heavier.
"Only because you were caught. Now, I'll ask once, who were the two girls, because they're asses could, and should, get arrested over this."
I stared at him and swallowed hard. I should tell him. They left me tied up, humiliated and in a lot of trouble. Then again I was going to school with them next year. If I got them in trouble they would make school hell for me. Seeing me undecided, Dad rolled his eyes.
"Yeah, I figured, wouldn't want to rat out the little bitches would you? Okay forget it. You take the fall alone."
"What are you going to tell Mom?" I asked.
"Everything, like I should!" he told me. "Trust me she will be more disappointed than I am. I'll tell you this right now. No phone, no face book, no going anywhere but work and back for the next month, maybe longer!"
"Yes sir." I whispered, hoping that would be it.
"Oh, and that car? The one I was going to take you to look at today? Kiss that good bye!"
"No please!" I begged, "Please not that dad! I worked so hard in school and I've been good and..."
He laughed, "Yeah you look like a good girl laying here with your legs spread, reeking of booze. Good girl, more like a nasty little slut."
"Please?" I whispered.
Dad looked at me and narrowing his eyes, sat back and seemed to be thinking. As I watched, his eyes again made their way up and down my body. When they had returned to the top they lingered on the shirt which barely covered my tits.
"You know Keri," he began softly, "I think this is a lesson for you and might just leave it at you being embarrassed and scared shitless." He put his hands out, "I mean we all do stupid things and we all do bad things we would like to keep secret no?"
"Yes." I nodded, feeling a glimmer of hope rising within me.
"Hell I've had some very bad thoughts I'd never want your mother to know about." He shrugged, "Having them now actually."
"What are you talking about?"
"Anyway, I could forget this; I'd even still get the car for you. After all, one dumb thing shouldn't hurt that much," he gave me a strange smile, "And I'm sure you'd be a good girl for me from now on."
"Of course I will!" I said excitedly.
"But," he put his hand up, "Your mother wouldn't let this go. You know damn well I always go easy on you, I'm a sucker for that pretty little face of yours, but Mom?" he laughed, "She's the tough guy out of the two of us and she's going to do everything I said I would and more."
"Dad, please don't tell her!" I sobbed out, starting to cry again. "She doesn't have to know! You...you don't have to tell her!"
"I don't, but I should." He nodded. "And she is not going to feel bad for you," he gave me that smirk; "little skirts and long legs don't do anything for her."
I wasn't sure what the hell that meant, but right now didn't care. Letting my tears really start flowing, I started begging, "Please don't tell her! I'm sorry dad!"
"Why shouldn't I?" He asked, his blue eyes staring into mine. "Give me a good reason not to."
"Because it was a mistake and I'm sorry!" I cried out, "I promise I'll be good from now on!" I let out a desperate sob, "I'll be a good girl Dad! I'll do anything you want! Please just...."
"Say that again."
"I...say what?" I asked confused.
"Tell me you'll be a good girl and do what I want," he grinned, "Except say daddy, I think I like it."
"Okay," I nodded, "I'll be a good girl daddy! I'll do anything you want!"
"Deal." He nodded, "I won't tell your mother."
"Oh thank you!" I gave him a huge smile. "You'll see, I'll be good!"
"Oh, I know you will," he whispered, "I'll bet you'll be damn good."
"I will! Promise!"
"That's right promise." He said, still speaking quietly, "I promise not to tell your mother about this and you promise not to tell her what you did for me to forget it."
"Okay." I nodded, "I'll do whatever favor you want." I pulled against the bed, "Now can you cut me loose?"
"Nope." He shook his head, smirking.
"What?" I asked.
"I told you there was a reason I left you like this Keri." He pointed at me. "Remember? I said something you hadn't thought of?"
"What...what is it?"
I started getting nervous. I didn't like the look on his face or the way his eyes had started wandering again.
"You see what those girls did to you? It was just embarrassing because it was here in your house. They figure your mom finds you or worst case I do and you're more humiliated."
He leaned over and began whispering softly, "Now what if they did this at the dorm Keri? What if they leave you tied up with your legs spread and the person to walk in is one of their little frat boy buddies?"
"I..." I trailed off as he lowered his face so close to mine his lips were almost touching my ear.
"That happens a lot in those schools you know. They drug you and leave you like a prize for the frat boys. They tell them to go on in and do what they want. Next thing you know, little Keri's getting fucked and maybe by more than one guy and then what?"
"They...they didn't do that." I said softly, he was really starting to scare me. "And I'm done with them and..."
"Yup," Dad sat up and shook his head, "They come in there and they see this."
Grabbing the shirt he threw it off of me.
"Dad!" I exclaimed, "What are you doing?"
Dad didn't answer; instead he was looking down at my tits. I felt myself turning red in embarrassment as he stared down at me.
"Dad please! Don't look at me I'm...."
I trailed off when Dad slowly licked his lips and placed his hand just under my right tit.
"Oh yeah," he whispered, "They come in and they see this tight little body, laid out all nice and helpless."
"D...dad you're scaring me." I whispered.
"They come over and they..." he sighed, "How can they resist? How can they look at these perfect little tits and not touch them?"
I cried out in surprise as Dad slid his hand up and across my tit. His large calloused hand completely covered it and he started sliding his palm across it. I gasped as I could feel my nipple getting hard from the contact.
"D...dad, stop!" I yelled at him, "I...I'm your daughter! Stop touching me!"
"That's true you are," he said softly, "Tell you what else you really are Keri, and that's a hot little thing." He licked his lips again and I whimpered as he lifted his hand and taking my nipple between his fingers, started to roll it between them.
"Please." I said my lip trembling.
"See that's our deal Keri, I don't tell mom about any of this and later this afternoon we're going to go pick you out a nice little car. But for that, you're going to let me play with this," he let out a low whistle, "Goddamn tight little body." He looked back down the bed, "Christ, you've got some legs, I've been staring at them a lot lately."
"No!" I gasped as he leaned over and started playing with my other nipple. "Stop it! You can't do this!" Grasping at straws I blurted out. "What about Mom?"
"Mom doesn't look like this." He whispered and giving my tit a gentle squeeze added, "Damn they're firm." He slid his hand down from my tits to slide across my stomach, "So soft." His hand strayed lower and I jerked myself against my bonds, straining to get loose and yelling, "Please don't touch me! I...I don't want too!"
"Yes you do." He said smiling at me. "Well maybe not now, but you will when I start making you feel good." He shrugged. "If not, whatever, it's a favor for a favor." He shrugged, "Or I can tell mom about your drinking and smoking."
"You...you're sick." I whispered.
"No, just a guy who's been teased by his hot little daughter." He shook his head as his hand strayed back to my tits. "Those little shorts, the cheerleader outfit, damn you're hot Keri." He laughed, "You don't know how many times I've fucked your mother thinking of you."
"Sick." I repeated and yelped as his fingers found my nipple again.
"Oh come on," he said smiling at me. "You haven't looked at me? I've seen you Keri, you and your friends, I'm a good looking guy, you know you've thought of it."



"No." I shook my head.
"Yes you have, probably even played with your little pussy and thought of me."
"No I....no!"
I shouted as he slid his other hand down between my legs and slid his fingers across my pussy.
"This smooth little pussy." He said softly.
I whimpered as his fingers began sliding up and down between the lips of my pussy. I closed my eyes and let out a soft sob as he continued to fondle me.
"Aww come on Keri," Dad said, "You know that feels good. Just pretend I'm one of those loser kids you let fuck you."
"Dad..."
"Daddy." He said. "Call me daddy."
"You're a sick bastard!" I moaned as he started stroking my pussy harder.
"And you're a little girl in a lot of trouble if you don't stop pretending you don't want this and I have to tell mom. Just think Keri no trouble and a nice new car and..." he leaned over and flicked his tongue across my nipple, "The best fuck you ever had,"
I didn't answer; instead I bit my lip to hold back a moan as his fingers were starting to feel good. My pussy was getting wet and he was gently toying with my nipple.
"There you go." He said, "That's a good girl, feels good doesn't it?"
"I...ohhh!"
I couldn't hold back a groan as Dad started to push two fingers into my pussy.
"Goddamn you're tight." He sighed as he slowly pushed them deep inside me.
I tried to speak, but all that came out was a low moan as he started pumping his fingers in and out. Like the way he was touching my nipple he wasn't being rough and I found myself starting to like the way he was looking at my body. He looked....hungry. I closed my eyes and tried to stop moaning. This was sick! Maybe it was the booze, but I'd be lying if I said hearing him say he thought about fucking me wasn't a turn on. I opened my eyes and yelped in surprise when I felt his tongue on my nipple. Dad was teasing just the tip of it across my swollen pink flesh and as he did my hips twitched, pushing his fingers deep into me.
'That's a good girl." He said softly as he continued to tongue me. "You know you want this, that little pussy wouldn't be so wet if you didn't." My answer was a loud moan as he placed his thumb in my clit and started rubbing it. "Like that Keri?"
"I....yes." I whispered.
"You like me playing with your hot little pussy?"
"I....Ohhhh" I released a long moan as he began pushing his fingers faster and started rubbing my clit in slow circles. "Oh Dad, oh that feels good!"
"Daddy." He said, "You tell your daddy you love it."
"I...can't" I told him, this was sick enough but....I groaned as Dad stopped moving his finger and took his tongue from my nipple. "Don't stop." I told him, thrusting my hips at him.
"Ask." He said looking me in the eye. "Be a good little girl and ask Daddy to play with your pussy. This is my game Keri, it's my rules." His voice softened and he added, "I won't hurt you, honey I just want too." He licked his lips, "Enjoy you!"
His words sent a wave of heat through me and figuring there wasn't really anything that could make this more wrong, I whispered, "Daddy, please play with my pussy, it feels so good!"
"There you go!" he exclaimed and caused me to yelp as his fingers started moving again.
Dad looked so excited; I couldn't help smiling and said, "You like my pussy daddy?"
"Hell yeah! It is a pretty little pussy." He flicked his tongue across my nipple again, "Perfect, just like these tits!"
"You...you like my tits?' I asked, trying to push the words out past my moans as his fingers went back to work.
"Love them!" he exclaimed and sucked my nipple into his mouth for emphasis.
"I had a guy make fun of them and the girls did too."
"Some guys like big tits, but these," he sighed, "So fucking firm and perky and... just perfect Keri, like the rest of you."
Dad started sucking on my tit again and I began breathing heavier. His mouth was on one nipple, his fingers on the other and he was working my clit while thrusting his large fingers inside me. God it felt good! No guy had ever made me feel this good and he hadn't even made me cum yet! I looked at Dad's tanned muscular shoulders and asked, "Daddy, please untie me so I can play too!"
Dad smiled up at me from my tit. "Nope, you stay just like that."
"Why?" I whimpered, "I want to touch you!"
"Why?" he laughed, "Because I'm teaching you a lesson so you're going to stay tied down while I do whatever I want. Even though you're being good, you were bad."
Dad sat up and I moaned as he removed his fingers from my pussy. I started to protest, but stopped when he began removing his shoes and socks, while speaking.
"Besides, maybe next time I'll let you tie me up or do whatever, but this time I want you just like you are."
"Next time?" I repeated.
"Sure." Dad said as he stood up and unsnapped his jeans. "Look Keri, your mother doesn't like sex. I don't know why, I'm good to her. But she's never in the mood and travels a lot."
He pulled his jeans down and I licked my lips at the sight of the huge bulge in the black boxers he was wearing.
"I've tried to be good. I haven't cheated, but I'm tired of jerking off to porn and then you..." he shook his head, "Parading that sweet little ass around and those legs and... Shit Keri, I've wanted to fuck you for a long time now."
He pulled his underwear off and his cock sprang out.
"Oh look at that." I whispered.
Dad's cock was huge, bigger than any of the guys I'd slept with. It was long and hard as a rock standing straight up. He was worked up and I could see the tip was oozing. I could feel my mouth starting to water as he got onto the bed on his knees next to me. What the hell was wrong with my mother? At that, I felt a twinge of guilt. I was helping Dad cheat on her, but then again what she didn't know.
"Yes next time." Dad spoke and made me moan as grabbing his cock he started slapping it on my right tit.
"Oh yes!" I gasped as I saw how sticky he was making it.
"I love sex and I watch all kinds of porn, I want to play and have fun! I love having you tied up and I..." he sighed, "We can have a lot of fun Keri, you're mom won't know, I..."
"Daddy?" I cut him off. "Please let me suck your cock."
"Oh fuck!" Dad laughed, "Oh you nasty little thing! You like sucking cock?"
"Oh yeah!" I licked my lips, "I want it!"
"Well my little girl always gets what she wants doesn't she?"
Dad swung his leg over my waist so he was straddling me and his cock was resting on my chest, between my tits. Grabbing them, Dad pushed my tits together wrapping them around his hard cock and started sliding it back and forth.
"Oh damn." I said softly as I watched the tip of his cock sliding up towards me.
"See, your tits are perfect." He said, "Just big enough to tit fuck. I...oh!"
Dad gasped as I flicked my tongue out and caught the tip of his cock. I moaned as a trail of his sticky precum stuck to it and I eagerly sucked my tongue back into my mouth.
"Oh, you bad girl, you want that cock don't you?"
"Yes please!" I begged.
Reaching behind me, Dad lifted my head and slid another pillow under it so I was propped up higher. He thrust his cock back though my tits and I gladly opened my mouth for him. Dad moaned as he pushed his cock partway into my mouth. Wrapping my lips tightly around it, I sucked hard, rolling my eyes back at the sensation of his pre cum on my tongue and going down my throat.
'Oh yeah," Dad moaned, "That's my girl!"
Dad lifted himself up and sliding further over me, started pushing his cock deeper into my mouth. I moaned around his hard flesh as he thrust it in and out. He was pushing it deeper each time and I angled my head back so I could take more of him.
"Look at you," he moaned, "Letting daddy fuck your pretty little mouth."
I whimpered in pleasure as his long thick cock slid between my soft lips. I pressed my tongue against his shaft so it would slide across his hard flesh. I strained against my bonds, wishing I could touch him. Dad saw me and smiled, "See if you were good you could touch, maybe next time, right now you just let me have that mouth."
Dad started pumping faster and I could feel my pussy dripping as he had his way with my mouth. He slid his cock all the way out and lifting higher, placed his balls against my lips.
"Go ahead, lick..."
He stopped and moaned when I obediently started sucking on his balls. I went from one to the other, taking each in my hot little mouth before swirling my tongue around them. Dad was moaning loudly and the sound was getting me even hotter. I couldn't wait for him to come! Dad swung his leg back over me and turning to the side, knelt next to my head. Reaching down he got a handful of my curly black hair and turned my head to face his cock. I opened wide and wagged my tongue at him.
Dad immediately shoved his cock deep into his little girl's mouth and I cried out around it as he also reached down and shoved his fingers back into my pussy. I squealed delightedly as his thumb found my clit and started rubbing it as he began fucking my mouth.
"Oh Keri," he moaned, "Damn girl you can suck cock!
I moaned in agreement and started bobbing my head, thrusting my mouth onto his cock as he continued to face fuck me. Dad was breathing harder and starting to moan with each thrust. I could feel my legs starting to tremble and whimpered as I strained against the ties, trying to close them around his hand.
"You going to come for Daddy?" Dad asked as he started stroking my clit faster while his fingers pumped me.
I was so wet I could hear his fingers plunging into me and I started bucking my hips into them. I moved my head faster and swirled my tongue around his thrusting cock. As Dad started moaning my name over and over, I had the thought that could this really be happening? Was I really tied to the bed, getting face fucked by my father and about to come? The answer was hell yes as I could feel my pussy getting hotter and an orgasm starting to build within me.
"Oh, fuck!" Dad groaned, "Oh, look at those lips, look at those big eyes!" he paused to moan, "God you look good sucking me!"
Dad started using my hair as a handle, pushing and pulling my face on and off his cock. I relaxed and let him, moaning around his throbbing cock. I started thrusting my hips as hard as I could into his fingers and whimpering as I could feel myself right on the edge. Dad suddenly started thrusting his cock hard and fast into my mouth and cried out, "Oh Keri!"
If his words weren't enough to send me over the edge, his cock exploding into my mouth certainly was. I screamed around his cock and as the first hot thick stream of cum flowed down my throat, my pussy convulsed around his fingers. Dad moaned and continued to fuck my mouth, each thrust ending in more delicious cum. As I arched my back and squealed around his cock, I eagerly sucked on him, drawing every bit of his hot juice from him. I squealed and bucked my hips into his still pumping fingers and writhed against my restraints as the strongest orgasm I'd ever had smashed through me.
Dad thrust his cock into my mouth one last time and then removed it. I let out a loud squeal of pleasure as the last of the orgasm flowed through me and then laid there gasping.
"Oh...." I panted, "Oh I came hard," smiling up at him I whispered, "Thank you Daddy."
"Thank you." He said in between deep breaths. "That was the best blow job I ever got!"
"I took every drop," I purred, "Like a good girl!"
"And good girls get rewards," Dad said and swinging his leg back over me, bent his head down and kissed me hard.
I moaned into his mouth as his tongue plunged between my parted lips. Dad was groaning as well and I wondered if he were getting off on tasting himself. Dad slowed the kiss up and started teasing his lips across mine. I pulled against the stockings wanting badly to be able to put my arms around him. Dad sighed and slowed the kiss down even more. I relaxed as well and started to thoroughly enjoy our long passionate kiss. As our tongues played across each other I imagined doing this all the time, kissing and fucking and playing. Mom traveled at least once a month and worked late all the time. I could be Dad's hot little mistress, his dirty little....
My thoughts were cut off by Dad breaking the kiss and sliding down began tonguing my nipples.
"Oh please untie me!" I pleaded.
Dad simply laughed and after sucking my tit into his mouth started sliding further down. Oh yes! He was going to go down on me! Even though I'd just come I could feel my pussy dripping in anticipation. Dad was licking my stomach and I giggled as it tickled. Dad smiled up at me and I smiled back, sex had never been this fun! My hips bucked as he got between my legs and started kissing and licking my thighs. I whimpered as I tried to move my legs. Sitting up, Dad turned and to my delight began to untie my ankle.
"Yes! Thank you!"
"I have to feel these legs around me." He said as unable to untie the knot he ripped the stocking from the bed then repeated the motion with my other leg.
I immediately lifted my long legs and started to wrap them around his waist. Dad grabbed my right ankle and bringing my foot to his face kissed it.
"Damn girl, even your feet are sexy!"
I giggled again as Dad sucked my toes into his mouth and started licking them. I began squirming around and moaned, "Lick my pussy daddy!"
Dad put my foot down and shook his head, "That's the hottest thing I've ever heard!"
As he stretched out between my legs, I whispered, "I bet fuck me daddy would be better!"
"We'll get there." He said, then propping himself up on his elbows he licked his lips, "Keri this is the most beautiful pussy I've ever seen."
My response turned into a whimper as he gently spread my lips and blew on my sensitive clit. Dad took a deep breath and his eyes rolled as he took in the forbidden scent of his daughter's pussy. Dad placed a soft kiss on my clit that caused my hips to jerk off the bed.
"Please don't tease me daddy!" I whined.
Dad gave me a wink and I cried out when, with no hesitation, he pushed his tongue into my pussy. I gasped and squirmed as I felt his tongue swirling around inside of me. Dad sucked hard and I could feel him lapping up my pussy juice. I moaned as he started to move his head back and forth, fucking me with his rigid tongue. I watched, my heart pounding as removing his tongue from inside me, he made a show of licking the length of my smooth wet pussy. Dad looked fucking amazing, his tanned shoulders and muscular back looked damn good lying between my legs. His perfect tight ass was moving back and forth as his hips worked his cock against the sheet while going down on me.
I sighed as I envisioned that ass pumping while thrusting his hard cock into my tight young pussy. Meanwhile his tongue felt incredible and lifting my legs I placed my feet on his shoulders, opening myself even more for him.
"Oh, what a good girl" he whispered into my pussy.
"Your good girl." I said then groaned as he started swirling his tongue back and forth, working it up and down between the soft wet folds of my pussy.
Dad reached the top and I cried out as his tongue swirled across my swollen button. The cry turned into an ecstatic moan as he slid his fingers inside of me while tracing a slow circle around my clit. I let my head fall back on the pillow and began to moan continuously as his tongue worked my clit and his fingers started plunging faster inside me. My nipples were aching and I yearned to touch them. As much as I wanted to fondle myself the idea of being bound and helpless while Dad had his way with me was getting me even hotter. He had said he wanted to play all kinds of games, well I'd let him!
No matter how wrong this was I was going to let him fuck me anytime he wanted too anyway he wanted too! I released a loud squeal as Dad took my clit into his mouth and started gently sucking on it.
"Ohh Daddy," I cooed as I started sliding my soft feet over his shoulders and across his hard back, "How's your little girl's pussy taste?"
"Delicious," Dad said, then gave me a smile that caused a gush of hot sticky fluid around his fingers, "But not as good as your cum is going to taste."
I yelped as he took my clit back into his mouth, but this time was sucking a lot harder. I released another yelp and lifted my back off the bed as he started really driving his thick fingers into my tight little box. He was thrusting them in so hard it was starting to hurt a little, but felt good at the same time. Meanwhile he was now sucking on my clit so hard his lips were making smacking sounds as my clit was released from his mouth before he would suck it back in. I arched my back as far as I could off the bed and began to whimper as I felt myself getting closer to coming. Dad's other hand had been resting on my thigh and sliding it down between my legs, he started caressing my ass with his fingertip.
I moaned at the odd sensation of his finger playing with my ass and strained hard against my bonds, using them to lift me even higher off the mattress. I started rocking my hips into his fingers and whimpered again, "Ohhh, I'm so close daddy! Please let me...oh!"
With no warning, Dad shoved his finger hard into my virgin ass. I cried out in pain, but at the same time he sucked my clit back into his mouth and as his finger started pumping my ass, I threw my head back and screamed. I was coming even harder than before and as the orgasm crashed through me, I clamped my legs tightly around Dad's head, pinning his face against my convulsing pussy. Dad's mouth was still working my clit and all three fingers were thrusting into my holes. I could feel his fingers pressing against each other through the thin flesh of my pussy and asshole and I squealed at how good it felt.
There was a hint of pain, but it made the pleasure even better. The fact that it was my father down there was making it all even better. Dad jammed his finger all the way into my ass and I let out a long loud wail as my hips thrust wildly into him. I wondered if the neighbors could hear this and smiled at the thought I was probably sneaking some guy in the house. I stopped thinking as my body tensed up and my orgasm seemed to pause. I gasped as I could feel my legs trembling and then cried out as my pussy contracted around his fingers and I felt a warm gush of wet sticky fluid squirt from my pussy.
Dad moaned between my legs and tried to pull back, but my long strong legs were wrapped around his head and he wasn't going anywhere. I pumped my hips into his tongue and fingers several more times, then with a pathetic sounding whimper, let my legs fall away from his back as I slumped back down into the mattress, gasping for breath.
"Holy shit Keri!" Dad exclaimed.
I looked to see that he had sat up and his entire face was glistening from my pussy. He made a show of smacking his lips and laughed, "Fuck kid, you came right in my mouth!"
I giggled, "You came in mine!"
Dad leaned over me and pressed his lips into mine. I moaned as he shoved his tongue into my mouth and I could taste my pussy from him. He rubbed his face across mine, smearing my pussy juice all over my face, before sitting back between my legs. I closed my eyes and lay there panting, breathless from the kiss and still trying to recover from the orgasm. My entire body felt like rubber. My eyes jerked open when Dad grabbed my ankles and putting my feet on his shoulders, pushed his hard cock against my pussy.
"Oh look at that little pussy." He whispered as he took his long hard cock and started slapping it against my clit.
I moaned and felt my breathing pick up even more as he started sliding his huge dick through my wet pussy. He was way bigger than the guys I'd had sex with before, as he pressed the head to the entrance of my pussy, I whispered, "Go easy Daddy, please?"



Dad's answer was to slowly push the head of his cock into me and I moaned as I felt my lips stretch around him. Dad pulled it out then pushed it in again, this time a little further. I lay there groaning softly as Dad worked his long dick into me a little at a time. He was about half way on, when, with an evil smirk, he said, "I want to hear it."
He then drove himself all the way into me.
"Oh fuck!" I screamed as his long thick dick spread my tight pussy further than it ever had before.
Dad pushed it in until I could feel his balls slap against my ass and I whimpered as my pussy continued to try stretch around him.
"So big." I moaned.
"So fucking tight." Dad whispered, then added, "Sorry Keri, but you were a bad girl after all."
I screamed again, as pulling it all the way out, Dad thrust himself into me again. This time however, he didn't give me a chance to get used to him; instead he started fucking the shit out of me. I howled in a mixture of pleasure and pain as he repeatedly drove his huge prick into my tender young pussy.
"Oh! Oh!" I cried, "Oh Daddy!"
"I love that!" Dad said and demonstrated it by fucking me even harder.
I lied that yelping as each thrust slammed deep inside of me. Dad slid his hands down to my thighs and, his muscles flexing, lifted my up so my legs were over his hips. Unable to move my arms, I felt myself lifted off the bed and he pulled me towards him so I was completely off the bed suspended by the stockings. Dad smiled and started driving into me even harder.
"Fuck this is hot!" he cried out as he continued fucking me.
My only response was another squeal as he pounded my poor little pussy. Dad dropped me off his hips and grabbing my ankles yanked my legs wide open. He stretched them as far as his arms could go, then began hammering away at me again.
"Ohh!" I groaned as my pussy was starting to get used to his size.
I started moaning more than yelping as his thrusts were no longer hurting, but began to feel damn good, my pussy had never felt so full and the sensation was now beginning to drive me crazy,
"Oh yeah daddy!" I encouraged him, "Oh fuck your bad little girl! Teach her to be good!"
"Yeah?" he asked, "That what you want?"
"Oh please." I gasped as I took in how fucking good he looked.
Dad was sweating and all the impressive muscles in his chest and arms were glistening. His large dark hands looked damn good around my ankles and best of all was the sight of his long thick cock burying itself in my wet pink flesh. This was incredible! Better than anything I could have imagined.
"Oh daddy!" I cried out, "Fuck me! Give it to me like those boys can't!"
"Whatever you want." Dad laughed and sliding his cock from within me, grabbed my hips and with a wrench of his shoulders flipped me over onto my stomach.
I cried out in surprise and a little pain as the stockings twisted tighter around my wrists. Dad grabbed my hips and lifting me pulled me back until I was on my knees, but my arms pulled straight out by the stockings.
"Oh that looks so hot!" Dad said.
He started fondling my ass, squeezing my cheeks hard.
"Amazing fucking ass."
"Thank you daddy, I..."
I squealed in shock as I felt my cheeks spread and Dad's tongue slid into my asshole.
"Ohh Daddy, that's so dirty!" I groaned as his tongue teased across my little pink rosebud.
I started moaning softly as he pressed his tongue deeper into it and swirled it around, it felt damn good and it was so dirty it was a hell of a turn on. Dad removed his tongue, and grabbing my hips slammed his cock so hard into my pussy that had he not been holding me I would have fallen on my face.
"Oh goddamn!" I yelled as he began tearing into me even harder than before.
Dad was even deeper at this angle and once again his thrusts were hurting as much as they felt good. At this point I didn't even care, I knew my pussy would get used to him and I just let myself go, yelping and screaming as his enormous cock plowed relentlessly into my tight box.
"Yeah you like that, you little slut?" Dad asked, "Like your daddy fucking you?"
"Yes!" I shouted as his cock was already starting to feel good like this. "I was a bad girl, bad girls need to get fucked!"
"They need more than that!" Dad snapped.
I let out a surprised yowl of pain as Dad slapped my ass hard. He hit the other side then started going back and forth smacking my cheeks repeatedly while still fucking the shit out of me. The slaps stung and I could feel my cheeks burning, but his fucking me felt so good I didn't even care.
"Yes daddy! I was bad! Oh spank me, fuck me! Do anything you want!"
"I was hoping you would say that." Dad said and plunged a finger into my asshole
"Ow!" I screamed as she started driving it hard into me while still pounding the shit out of my pussy. "Daddy that hurts I.. ohhh!"
Dad had reached around my waist and his fingers found my clit and started rubbing it. The pain in my ass was forgotten as he massaged my swollen flesh while his cock continued pleasuring my pussy.
"Like that?"
"Oh, yes Daddy! I'm all yours Daddy! I'm your good little girl!"
"Good little girls give daddy whatever he wants don't they?" he asked,
"Oh yes!" I cried as he started rubbing my clit harder, the thought of not only coming again, but coming on that cock had me as worked up as I had been the entire time we'd been playing.
"Good, because here's where you get what you deserve."
Dad drew his cock and finger from inside me and a second later I cried out as I felt him press the head of his cock to my asshole.
"No Daddy!" I yelled, "I...I've never done that it'll hurt please....!"
"That's why its punishment!" Dad laughed and I groaned as he pushed the head of his cock harder against my ass, "Besides, you'll love it, you'll see."
As he spoke, Dad continued to rub my clit and I whimpered as it felt good, but he was now pushing his big dick into my ass. I whimpered in pain as I felt my ass stretch around him and felt a burning sensation as he started to slide more of himself into my virgin asshole.
"Daddy!" I groaned, "Oh please don't hurt me I....Oh fuck!"
I screamed as Dad drove the full length of his cock into my ass. It hurt so bad I could feel myself start to cry and reaching down and rubbing my back, Dad whispered, "It's okay, you'll get used to it, your Daddy's going to make you cum just like this."
I whimpered and he started to slowly work his cock back and forth in my ass, he was barely moving more than an inch or so and I continued to whine as my ass desperately tried to accommodate his huge dick. His fingers were lightly teasing my clit and despite the burning in my ass, I could feel my thighs shaking.
"That's it." He said softly and started working his cock further in and out of my ass.
I let out a soft moan as the burning sensation was starting to fade and he was rubbing my clit harder. Dad was now slowly fucking me and as before I was starting to emit small sounds of pleasure along with the moans of pain. My ass was now stretched out around him and the sensation of his cock sliding in and out was starting to feel very different. He gave my clit a squeeze and began rubbing it in hard fast circle. I moaned loudly and this time it was in complete pleasure.
"See baby?" Dad moaned himself as he spoke, "Not so bad, and it'll feel better each time we do it." He paused to moan again, "So fucking tight and all mine isn't it?"
"Yes daddy." I whimpered, "My ass belongs to my daddy!"
"Oh Keri!" he whispered, "You are going to get a lot better car than your mom was going to get you!"
"I...I am?" I moaned as he began moving his cock faster and harder into my burning ass.
"Yes, anything you want, if..." he paused, "You let me fuck the shit out of your ass."
"I..."
I gasped as his fingers began moving even faster on my clit. Who cared about the car? This was starting to feel damn good and I wanted to let him have me, I wanted Dad to have anything he wanted and if that was to fuck the shit out of his daughter's ass that was okay with me,
"Fuck me Daddy!" I yelled, "Fuck your daughter's ass! Punish me! I deserve it I....Oh my fucking God!"
I threw my head back and screamed as Dad started slamming my ass. He was driving the entire length of his huge prick in and out of my ass. I could feel my ass burning and tearing around his cock, but at the same time my clit was throbbing and his fingers were rubbing it hard and fast. I closed my eyes and could feel the tears running down my cheeks, but somehow the pain felt good and I was starting to squeal each time he thrust into me.
"Make me cum!" I screamed as he started fucking me even harder.
Dad's fingers slowed up and catching my clit between them pinched it hard and started twisting it back and forth while he continued his assault on his daughter's ass.
"Oh, oh, ohhhhh!" I opened my mouth and let out an animal like howl as I came for third time.
I cried out in surprised pleasure at how fucking good my ass felt contracting around his cock. I started slamming myself backwards, pushing his dick deeper into my quivering asshole. I howled again as each wave of the orgasm caused my ass to clench even tighter around his driving cock. Behind me Dad was breathing like a bull and moaning with every thrust.
"Oh fuck oh fuck!" he kept crying out as he took his daughter's ass as hard as he had her pussy.
I moaned again in pure pleasure as after the orgasm his cock pounding my ass was now causing nothing but pleasure. I moaned and let my head hang limp as he continued to take me. My hair was soaked with sweat and was sticking to my face. The entire room smelled like sex and I was overwhelmed with the filthy thought that I had just let my father take me in every hole! Behind me, Dad let out a cry as loud as mine and grabbing my hip, threw me over onto my back.
As soon as I was on my back, Dad leaned over and pumping his cock started spraying his cum all over my tits. I lay there moaning as I watched his hot thick cum cover and drip down my pink nipples. Dad was jerking his cock hard and fast, and groaning the entire time. When his last pump barely got a few drops out, I whispered, "I want to suck it."
Dad started to say something, but I opened my mouth and showed him my tongue. He immediately leaned over and shoved his cock into my mouth. I eagerly sucked on it, not caring that it had just been in my ass. What I cared about was the pathetic whimpers Dad was making. He sounded like a helpless little boy as I sucked hard on his spent cock milking every drop from him.
"Okay!" He moaned, pulling his cock from my mouth, "Jesus, you're a pig Keri!"
"Not very nice." I said as I licked around my lips, trying to get any cum I missed.
'I mean it in a good way." He breathed.
Reaching down, he grabbed his shirt and gently began to wipe the cum from my tits. As he did he gave each nipple a playful pinch and I giggled. When he was done, Dad noticed the scissors on the night stand and leaning over cut the stockings from my wrists. As soon as he did he pulled me up by my arms and hugged me tightly. I hugged him back, a little surprised at the affection after he'd pretty much used me like a whore.
"Thank you baby." He whispered in my ear. "I needed that Keri," he sighed, "I...I've been so horny and you've looked so good!"
"You look good too daddy." I said in his ear.
"I'm sorry I was rough on you at the end honey, but...." He paused, "Keri your mom never puts out! I...we used to fuck all the time when we were younger and I just need it, and I like it raunchy and...."
"It's okay daddy!" I told him and turning my head, kissed his cheek. "I'll be your dirty little girl anytime you want!"
"Really?" he asked, smiling at me, "We can do it again?"
"Anytime," I said sitting back and holding my tits up for him. "These are all yours," I gave him a nasty smile, "And everything else too, especially my pretty little pussy."
"Yeah, you're all mine?"
"On one condition." I told him.
"I know, we don't tell mom about this."
"Right and..." I gave him a wink, "I want a Bose stereo in my new Camaro."
"Camaro?" Dad's eyes widened, "Honey, that's almost double what we said we'd....oh!"
Dad groaned as dropping my head into his lap, I started sucking on his semi hard cock.
"Oh damn!" He moaned as he started thrusting his hips, pushing his cock into my mouth.
I let him fuck my mouth for a minute before sitting back up. "Camaro." I nodded, giving him a wicked smile.
"Camaro." He nodded, still breathing heavy, "Anything else?"
"As a matter of fact, yes."
Lunging forward I pushed him with both hands. Caught off guard he fell back onto the bed and grabbing his wrists, I shoved them through the headboard. He started to try to move, but swinging my leg over him, I knelt down on his shoulder, pinning him there. I quickly tied the piece of stocking around his wrists and sitting back, smiled down at him.
"Keri!" he exclaimed, "Not now, I'm tired and I don't think I could...."
He stopped as standing up on the bed, I placed one of my feet on each side of his face. Lowering myself down, I rested my hands on his chest and shoved my pussy down into his face.
"That's okay, if you can't daddy, because it's my turn."
His reply was cut off as I shoved my pussy hard into his face and rocking my hips laughed, "You've been a bad boy daddy, and you need to make it up to your little girl!"
Dad's tongue slid into my pussy and with a sigh I let myself lay across his chest and grabbing his semi hard cock began to stroke it while his tongue found my sore, but ready clit. As I moaned in pleasure, I smiled at the thought that Laurie and Krissy were sitting somewhere thinking they had gotten me screwed. They had in fact gotten me seriously screwed, and I couldn't thank them enough for it!
*
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Sitting at my desk in the spare bedroom that served as my office, I felt like a kid on Christmas day. It was the first of the month and sitting in front of me was a stack of rent checks. I opened each one and smiled, not just at the fact people were handing us money, but the sense of satisfaction that went with it. Four years ago everyone thought Keith and I were crazy when we sold our house and bought the rundown apartment building in Cranston. Not only did it need a ton of work, but the neighborhood was not exactly up and coming.
But after two years of living in the first floor apartment and barely being able to pay the taxes and sinking every dime into repairs, we'd caught our break. A real estate developer had bought the buildings down the street that had formerly housed mill workers in the forties and fifties and turned them into luxury condos and retail stores. In order to draw the high end renters and shoppers, the entire neighborhood had been renovated and property values had skyrocketed. At the time we'd had only two of the apartments rented, but within six months not only were all eleven full, but there was a waiting list.
Since then, anytime anyone moved out there was a new tenant living there before the month was out. Best of all was because we had bought cheap, the mortgage was low and we were doing quite well for ourselves. Well enough for me to stay home and manage the property and for Keith to leave the firm he hated and start his own Law practice. I opened the last check and with a delighted laugh, stamped it for deposit. I put the checks in the bank pouch for tomorrow and getting up, placed it in the small safe next to the desk.
I glanced at my watch and frowned when I saw it was seven o'clock. The only drawback to Keith having his own office was he worked later now, but he loved it and was happy and that's what mattered. Leaving the office, I went into the bedroom to get undressed. I was wearing a simple black sundress and as I reached behind my neck to untie it, caught my reflection in the mirror. Pulling the string, I put my arms over my head and gave a playful shimmy to let it fall to the floor.
Underneath I was wearing a black lace bra and a matching thong. Like most red heads I was fair skinned and took a moment to admire how good the black lace looked against my creamy complexion. I removed the clip from my hair and gave my head a shake, enjoying the feeling of my long thick hair caressing my back. Reaching back, I removed my bra and slipping it off, stared at my tits in the mirror. I was a full C and so far they were still standing high and firm. My nipples were so pink they could barely be seen even with my white skin. Keith adored them, and cupping my breasts, I stroked my nipples with my thumbs.
"Hmmm, you like those, baby?" I asked my reflection.
I sighed as I continued to fondle my tits. Looking into the mirror, I pictured Keith licking one while the pretty young blonde we had played with last month, licked the other. Thinking of her caused me to take a couple of steps back, and sitting on the bed, I slid my hand down my soft stomach, and into my thong. My breath hissed between my lips as my fingers found my clit and started to rub it in slow circles. That girl had been one of the best we'd had in awhile, eager to please and as good at licking pussy as she was sucking cock.
My fingers sped up envisioning the high point of that evening; I'd been straddling Keith's face as he lay on his back. The blonde, who had given her name as 'Candy' was straddling him, riding his cock. While licking my pussy, Keith had his thumb on her clit and as we rode his cock and tongue, we sucked on each other's nipples. I'd cum damn hard, screaming into her perky tits, while she began squealing and bucking wildly on Keith as he got her off on his cock. No sooner had she finished coming then. I pushed her off of him and grabbing my husband's cock, jerked it off into her open mouth.
I threw my head back and let out a long loud moan as I came to the delightful thought of how good his cum had tasted from her tongue as we kissed after he came. I leaned back on my elbows and tried to catch my breath, damn I'd cum quick, but then again I'd been pretty wound up today. Yet another good thing about it being the first was a little bit of that rent money was spent on some rather special entertainment. For the last year, since we'd been doing really well, the first Saturday night of the month Keith and I indulged in our favorite past time, women.
Although Keith more than enjoyed our trysts, the girls were more for me than him. I had no desire for any cock other than his, but ever since I had to perform a sixty nine with another pledge to get into my college sorority I'd been hooked on the taste of pussy. For the first few years of our marriage I stayed good and kept it to fantasy, but one night while vacationing in Cancun we had been approached by a local prostitute who solicited both of us.
We had been drinking heavily and I told Keith I wanted her. He laughed and said the only way I could fuck her was if he could fuck her too. I hesitated, but when she smiled and lifted her shirt to expose a pair of perfect caramel colored tits with gorgeous rose colored nipples I'd said why not and the three of us had fucked all night. For awhile we would rely on chance encounters whenever they would arise, but last winter Keith had come home with the number of an escort service a close friend swore by.
I'd been dubious, but Keith had known the guy since college and he insisted the girls were all beautiful, clean and most importantly discreet. Most of them were coeds working through school and a few of the ones that were a little older had been, but decided they could make more money doing this. We'd tried it once and were hooked. The first girl, a stunning green eyed redhead, had been so amazing there was no way we weren't going to do it again. Each girl since had been enjoyable, and we felt confident our little habit wouldn't get found out.
The one precaution we did take was that we wouldn't use one of the girls as a regular, we always requested different girls. Personally I would have liked a steady playmate, but we didn't want them to get to know us too well. Although I'm sure if we got to the point they didn't have any new girls we would be willing to go back to square....
"Starting without me?"
I jumped and looked over to see Keith leaning against the doorway. He was dressed in a white polo shirt that accented his tan and was snug enough to flatter his impressive arms and shoulders. My eyes dropped down to the crotch of his black Dockers and I smiled at the sight of the large bulge in them.
"My husband works late and leaves me all alone!" I said in a little girl voice, "What's a girl to do?" Reaching between my legs, I pulled my thong to the side to expose my glistening red haired pussy. "See? I'm all wet!"
"And a true redhead!" He said softly, pushing himself from the door and slowly towards me. "Your husband's an idiot, how could anyone a leave a pussy that pretty alone?"
He made a show of scratching his blond hair and I fought to keep a straight face as I sighed,
"He's a boring lawyer." I told him and as he laughed, shook my head, "A real prude."
"That's too bad," he said, his blue eyes riveted on my pussy, he unbuckled his belt and slipped it off. "For him."
He looked up at me and locking my own blue eyes onto his, I said, "Come here and fuck me."
"How romantic." He laughed, but was unzipping his pants as he did.
"Screw romance, just come over to the bed and fuck your horny wife."
"Yes ma'am." Keith nodded,
Stepping up to the bed, he pushed his pants down allowing his cock to spring free. Keith pulled his shirt off and released a surprised gasp when I sat up and quickly took his hard thick cock into my mouth. I'd been just looking for a quickie, but his prick had looked too good not to taste. I took him deep into my mouth and after savoring the feeling of having my throat stuffed with his throbbing flesh, started rapidly bobbing my head.
"Oh, yeah," he breathed, "Fuck romance!"
Reaching down, he began fondling my tits and I sighed around his cock as I blew him. Keith gave my nipples a pinch, causing me to yelp, then putting his hands on my shoulders, pushed me back onto the bed. I immediately put my feet on his chest and pulled my thong to the side just in time for him to drive his cock into me.
"That's what I need!" I cried out, as wrapping his arms around my thighs, he started fucking the shit out of me.
"Yeah, that what you need, you little red headed slut?" Keith asked as he continued pounding me, "A good hard cock, in that hot little pussy?"
"Yes, oh, fuck yeah!" I cried as he lifted my legs up, bringing my ass off the bed and causing his cock to plunge even deeper into me.
"I like when you squeal," he smiled, and started slamming me harder, making me emit one, "But I like it better when you're squealing into a hot little pussy!"
"Hmmm," I purred in between yelps, "I bet you do!"
"I love pounding you with your ass in the air, while you're sucking on her clit and her cumming in your face."
"And you cumming all over my ass," I moaned, "Letting it drip down my pussy so..."
"She can lick it off," Keith finished, "And then...Oh!"
He gasped and I released a loud cry as he began savagely pounding my pussy. Keith gave me several more brutal thrusts before whipping his cock out and spraying my stomach with a huge load of hot white cum.
"Oh, that feels good!" I cooed while watching him pump his spurting cock.
"Wow." Keith gasped, giving his cock a squeeze and dripping the last of his cum onto my pussy. "That was fun!"
Grabbing his shirt from the bed where he tossed it, Keith began to wipe the cum from my stomach. Before he could get it all, I scooped some up with my finger and sucked it into my mouth. I rolled my eyes at the taste and with an exaggerated sigh, said, "Would taste even better mixed with some pussy.
"Suck on your fingers then," he laughed, sitting on the bed next to me. "They usually taste like pussy."
"Yeah, but my pussy isn't as good." I told him, with another sigh.
"Honey, your pussy is the sweetest I've ever tasted," he said, kissing my cheek.
"Smooth answer, councilor." I laughed and lying back on the bed, patted it.
Keith laid down next to me on his back and I rolled over, draping my arm across his waist and my leg over his, kissed him, "Sorry I didn't have dinner ready, I wasn't sure when you'd be home."
"No worries," he said, flashing me a tired smile, "This was much better, and I had a sandwich at the office."
"Good timing then," I replied, idly tracing my finger nails down his chest. "I was going to get up." I paused then whispered in his ear, "Speaking of timing..."
"Oh, yeah it is that time isn't it?" He made a show of thinking. "I really hadn't thought of it and..."
"Bullshit!" I laughed, then propping myself up on my elbow looked down at him. "I picked last time, what you in the mood for?"
"Hmm," he paused. "She was blonde and you had her in the slutty schoolgirl outfit. I was thinking dark hair and the sexy librarian look. Hair up, nice suit, glasses." He looked over at me, "What do you think?"
"Sounds good me." I replied, "Hell, they've all been good."
"I'll call in the morning." He said stifling a yawn.
"Short notice."
"Please, Lisa, we're preferred customers at this point." He laughed, "No discount though."
"They're worth every penny." I reminded him.
"Speaking of money." Keith said, "You get the mail?"
"Of course." I smiled, "It never gets old, baby."
"Did the Wilson's pay?"
For the first time today, I frowned. "No."
"You call them?"
"Keith it's the first, let me at least give them until tomorrow."
"Lisa, we talked about this. They're three months behind, we told them they had to have at least one month today or we're going to have to...."
"I feel bad, John's company closed the door overnight and the union can't even get their pension money for them without going to court."
"I know Lisa, but..."
"And," I went on, "His wife's been laid off for months and still can't find a job."
"Lisa...."
"And their niece lives with them so she can go to URI and they're helping to pay for that and..."
"Enough!" Keith cut in. "I feel bad too, that's why I let it go one month, then two. But Lisa they can't get this far behind, it's not fair to the people who pay their rent."
"Yeah, I know." I agreed nodding.
"I told them if they can get this month's we'll work with them on what they owe, but we need something."
"Technically we don't need it, Keith, we're doing really well and when the court makes his company pay..."
"I'm an attorney, that can go for years." He saw the look on my face and rolled his eyes, "Lisa it's a business, we have a list of people, we can't let it go because you feel bad."
"Okay, I'll talk to them tomorrow." I lowered my eyes and sighed.
I didn't have to look up to know Keith was rolling his eyes again, but he gave me what I wanted, "You want me to come with you?"
"Would you?"
"Yes, Miss property manager. I'll look like the bad landlord."
"I'd just hate to see them go." I gave him a playful giggle, "Their niece Melissa is adorable. I'll miss seeing her by the pool."
"Melissa?" Keith shook his head, "She's a kid, Lisa."
"She's a sophomore, she just turned nineteen."
"Still young."
"Please," I laughed, "How old was that girl last month? Twenty one? Its only two years."
"Two years and a lot of experience. Melissa's just a cute kid"
"That's what makes her hot." I laughed, "They call her Missy, and she's cute and she's shy." I closed my eyes, picturing her by the pool, "And she's got this perfect little ass and perky little tits and those big brown eyes..."
"Don't get wound up Lisa, I'm really tired and we don't shit where we eat."
"It's just a fantasy." I assured him, and then asked, "Ever wonder what that would be like?"
"What? A girl still in her teens?"
"Not so much that, but sweet and demure, no experience at all. The girls we get are professionals; they're as experienced as we are. I wonder what it would be like to..." I tried to think of the word.
"Corrupt one?"
"Kind of," I shook my head. "Imagine a girl that's never licked pussy or doesn't know how to give a blow job. That could be..."
"Okay Lisa, we can skip hot librarian and go for the little girl routine."
"That would be acting, I'm wondering what it would be like." I leaned in and whispered in his ear, "It's okay Missy, we won't hurt you, we just want to make you feel good," I sighed and continued, "Now put that cock in your mouth, just a little and... Oh, you like that!"
I exclaimed when I felt his once again hard cock, pressing against my thigh. Rolling over, he pushed me on my back and getting between my legs, pressed his cock against my still moist pussy.
"It's okay honey," he whispered, "I'll go easy,"
As he spoke, he eased just the tip into my pussy.
"Ohh, sir, it's so big!" I moaned, "Oh please go easy! I...hmmm"
Keith entered me and leaning down, kissed me then said softly in my ear, "I love you, you little perv."
"Love you too baby!" I sighed as he began moving within me.
Life really was good.
*****
I sat on the couch across from the Wilson's trying not to look as nervous as they did. In the time we'd owned the house we'd only had to evict one tenant and that was because we'd found out they were dealing drugs and I'd had no qualms with it. Our apartments were expensive and located in a now high end area and most of the tenants had excellent jobs and we never had any issues getting our money.
The Wilson's had been no exception and we'd had no problems with them the two years they'd lived there. Mary had been laid off from her job last year, but John was making good money as a contractor until the company he worked for folded overnight three months ago. They had just paid a year's tuition for their niece and the closing had come out of nowhere. To continue their string of bad luck, Mary had to have her gall bladder removed two months ago and with the medical coverage gone, they'd paid thousands to the hospital.
They were good people on hard times and as bad as I felt, I knew Keith was right, we couldn't just keep letting it go. I felt like a little kid having him come with me; after all I had left my job as an office manager to run the property, meaning this was supposed to be my job. I'd been on edge since this morning when Mary called and asked if I could come speak to them today. Keith didn't have court so would be home early and we agreed on five o'clock.
As soon as he arrived, we'd headed downstairs and were let in by Melissa, who looked like a dear in headlights when she opened the door. That made me feel even worse, part of their monetary issues right now were the fact they were paying their nieces way through college because her parents had nothing. Good people like that were pretty rare and didn't deserve to go through this.
Trying to stop my mind from spinning, I'd let my gaze drop to watch Melissa's cute little heart shaped ass in the denim shorts she was wearing. For a slender girl, she had a nice little sway to her hips that I enjoyed watching as we walked down the hallway to get to the living room. She was fairly tall and her long legs were deeply tanned and, again, for a thinner girl had a nice shape to them. My eyes rose to take in her long thick black hair, that was gathered in a pony tail, and I had to blink away the thought of Keith pulling on it. We entered the living room and Melissa went over and sat on the foot stool next to the couch where John and Mary were sitting.
"Have a seat, please." John said softly, pointing at the loveseat across from them.
As we sat I could see John was nervous and Mary's eyes were red as if she had been crying.
"Lisa said you needed to talk to us?" Keith asked.
"Yes, and you know what it's about I'm sure."
"Were you able to come up with the rent this month?" I asked, even though the looks on their faces gave me the answer.
John looked over at Mary who put her head down and I saw Melissa look away as well.
"I have half."
"Of what you owe?" Keith asked.
"Just this month." John shook his head, "It's all I could get right now."
Keith looked over at me and for a moment held my gaze, I looked away and felt him continuing to stare at me. I felt like a jerk, I was leaving him to be the heavy. I heard him sigh, and then begin speaking.
"Look John, I think we've been more than fair and patient with your situation, but a thousand out of six is nowhere near enough."
"I know Keith." John nodded, "And you're right, you guys have been great, I know you can have this rented in a heartbeat, but we're just really up against it right now."
"I understand, but John..." Keith paused and I could hear him wavering, "Look can you have the other half next week? Then maybe start catching up next month?"
"I could say yes, but I'd be lying." John answered softly. "You guys are good people and I won't do that, I can't have anything until the first of next month and..." he shrugged, "It depends on the union dipping into the strike fund to pay us."



"You can't find work John, with all you're experience?"
"Are you kidding?" John laughed humorlessly. "We were number one for a long time; the assholes that we competed against love this. I have a few leads, but nowhere near the pay."
"The lawyer said he thinks this will settle in less than six months," Mary began.
"We can't wait that long." Keith told her, then put his hands out, "Even if you can give us something every couple of weeks. I'm willing to work on what you owe, but moving forward we need the rent."
"I...I got a part time job waitressing." Melissa spoke up. "I get my first check next week, I..I'll sign it over to you. It won't be much but..."
"Missy, please." John said quietly. "I appreciate it hon, but that money's for you to save for next semester, we won't be able to help next time."
"Yeah, but..."
"You heard your uncle," Mary said, putting her hand on Melissa's knee. "That's your money for school."
Like I didn't feel bad enough as it was. Keith began speaking to John, asking him if there wasn't someone he could borrow from or even a bank loan. As John explained he had no job as credit and his family had nothing, my eyes again found Melissa. She was looking at her uncle and her big brown eyes looked as if they were tearing up, her lower lip was out in an adorable pout and appeared to be trembling. She looked sad and I should feel awful, but instead I found it arousing. I imagined those huge eyes, looking up from between my legs, or better yet up at Keith from her knees. I wet my lips at the thought of how that soft trembling lip would feel beneath mine.
My eyes drifted down to her chest. She was wearing a pink Red Sox t-shirt that did little to flatter her tits, but I'd seen her in a bathing suit and knew they were high and perky. I was wondering what color her nipples were, when Keith's voice cut into my perverted fantasy.
"Look John, I appreciate you telling me you doubt you'll get the money, but I'm going to give you another week to get the other half, maybe something will come up." He paused and after a quick glance at me, finished, "If not We're going to have to ask you to leave and since you paid half a month you can have until the middle of next to leave."
"Like that will help." Mary rolled her eyes.
"I've been more than fair Mary." Keith said firmly.
"Yes, you have." John said quickly. "And it's appreciated. I'll come see you next week to let you know what we're doing."
"I hope you'll be staying," Keith said, standing, "I really do. Lisa and I almost lost everything investing in this place, so I understand."
While John stood and the two shook hands, I began to rise as well, but stopped when I caught Melissa staring at me. When she saw me looking she met my gaze and gave me a strange smile. She looked nervous, but the smile seemed... my eyes widened when she lowered her gaze and seemed to be staring at my legs. I watched as her eyes rose to my tits and back to my legs. If I didn't know any better, I would swear she was checking me out. Her gaze returned to mine and she began to blush.
"Lisa?"
"Oh, I'm sorry." I stammered as I stood. "Just thinking."
"I'll walk you guys out." Melissa stood and quickly walked past us.
Once again we followed her through the hallway and as before my eyes dropped to her ass and I saw she was swinging her hips more than she had been before. I glanced quickly at Keith and smiled as I saw his eyes were also on her cute little tush. He could say she was a kid all he wanted, but he was checking her out. I went back to staring at her legs and wondered how good those tanned legs would look across my fair skin. Melissa reached the door and opening it, stepped aside for us. Keith stopped and looking a little awkward said,
"I'm sure this will work out, Melissa. Your uncle's a good guy, someone will help him."
"He's a great guy." Melissa answered softly, "They're like a mom and dad to me and I'll do anything to help them."
Keith nodded and walked out into the hallway. As I passed her, I gave her what I hoped was a reassuring smile. Melissa returned the smile, then to my surprise, winked at me and putting her head down, repeated, "Anything."
*****
"Hey hon, you want me to make some popcorn?" I called out from the kitchen.
"No, that's okay." He answered from the living room.
I grabbed a couple of bottles of water from the fridge and headed out to where he was sitting on the couch. Keith looked up at me and smiled, "You look good, honey."
I glanced down and shrugged. I was wearing a red tank top that was on the tighter side and left part of my stomach exposed. Of course the fact it was tight was probably why he liked it as my tits were close to falling out of it. I was wearing a pair of red boy shorts that went down to my mid thigh, but hugged my ass tightly and had lace trim around the edges.
"Yeah?" I asked, passing him the water, "All my fancy lingerie and you like this look?"
"I do, it's a great college coed look."
'Oh? You thinking coed now?" I laughed as I sat next to him, "Thinking of one little cute one in particular, maybe a little brunette?"
Keith rolled his eyes; "She's cute Lisa, maybe even hot in that girl next door way, but way to..." he shrugged "Sweet."
"Do I look sweet baby?" I gave him a pout.
"No, baby, you're just flat out hot." Reaching out he ran his hand through my long red hair, "Love this."
"Carpet matches the drapes too." I told him.
"It does," he grinned, "But really I like the plain look sometimes."
"I agree," I told him, squeezing his arm, "I like the tank top look on you, shows your muscles better than the suit."
Dropping my hand in his lap I squeezed his cock through the shorts he was wearing, "These show this muscle off pretty good to." Looking over at the TV, I asked, "What are we watching tonight?"
"I'm going to be watching your head in my lap, you don't stop playing with me."
"Oooh, don't threaten me with a good time." I laughed, "Hey how about some porn, get us ready for tomorrow night?"
"Not a bad idea," he agreed, reaching over and caressing my nipple through my shirt, "I'll..."
We both jumped as the doorbell rang. Keith looked over at me, "Expecting anyone?"
"No." I shrugged, "Maybe one of the tenants has something going on?"
"I tell them to always call."
Keith stood up and began to head for the door; he stopped and pointed at my legs.
"Want to cover up?"
"Want me to?" I asked, with a sly smile, "Or you want to show off your hot wife?"
He gave me a nasty smile. "Well technically you're not showing anything, except a lot of leg"
"Then I'll just sit here and be your trophy wife." I tossed my hair and gave him a brainless giggle
Keith shook his head and passed through the doorway of the living room into the small hallway where the front door was located. From where I was sitting I couldn't see who was there and heard Keith say, "Uh, sure you can come in."
His voice sounded odd and I leaned forward on the couch wondering who it was. Keith re-entered the room and behind him was Melissa. Or at least I was pretty sure it was, because she couldn't have looked more different. She was wearing a black skirt so short she wouldn't be able to bend over without flashing her ass. As my eyes wandered down her long legs they widened when I took in the black stiletto heels they ended in. Apparently she wasn't used to wearing them as I noticed she was walking gingerly behind Keith.
Forcing my gaze up, I found the top to be as intriguing as the bottom. Melissa's was sporting a low cut and very tight red sleeveless shirt. The top was snug enough to prop up her small tits and give her a nice amount of cleavage. I could see just the top of a black lace bra peaking out. Melissa's hair was no longer in a pony tail, but down and had been teased out. I saw she was wearing deep red lipstick along with some heavy black eye shadow.
I looked over at Keith who was looking at me and keeping his hand in front of him, pointed back with his thumb, a questioning look on his face. I shrugged and tried to keep my eyes on her face as I now saw she was looking at me.
"Have a seat Melissa." Keith gestured towards the chair across from the couch.
"Call me Missy." She answered, looking over at the chair.
Keith sat down next to me and we both stared when Melissa walked past the chair and sat on the coffee table directly in front of us. Keith started to speak, but stopped as she raised her right leg and made a show of crossing it over her left. When she did I caught a flash of black lace between her thighs. I lifted my eyes and found her big brown eyes focused on me. She gave me a nervous smile and when it was obvious she wasn't going to speak, Keith asked,
"So, uh what can we do for you, Melissa."
"Missy." She said again. "I want you to call me Missy tonight."
"Okay Missy." I said, "How can we help you?"
"Well," She looked down to her lap and I saw her hands were clasped together, her fingers appeared to be trembling, "I...I kind of think we can help each other."
"How's that?" Keith asked.
"I want to help my aunt and uncle stay where they are, and figure maybe if I help you guys, you'll help them."
"What do you mean help us?" I asked, confused.
Missy looked at me, then Keith. She swallowed nervously and when she continued I could hear a quiver in her voice.
"Like I told you when you left, I'll do anything to help Uncle John."
"Right." Keith agreed, "But I don't see what you can do for them."
"It's what I can do for you." Missy answered and leaning forward placed a hand on each of our knees. "Like I said, I'll do anything."
My heart started to beat faster and I felt a warm flush come over me. She was leaning over far enough that I caught a glimpse down her shirt and could see where her tan lines started just inside the black lace. I could also feel her hand shaking on my thigh and knew she was either excited or nervous. One look in her eyes told me she was nervous.
"I...don't know what you mean, Missy." Keith said as he gently took her wrist and removed her hand from his leg.
He shot me a look and I reluctantly did the same. I wasn't sure if she were serious or not, but we couldn't play this game this close to home.
"Yes you do," she nodded. "You know exactly what I mean and I'll," she took a deep breath and whispered, "I'll give you exactly what you want."
Turning to me, she again smiled nervously and added, "Both of you."
I jumped at the sensation of something touching my calf. I looked down to see Missy had slipped her heel off and was rubbing her foot along my leg. I started mesmerized by the sight of her tanned foot against my fair skin. Her toenails were the same deep red as her lips and I felt a shudder go through me as she gently slid her soft foot back down my leg to rest on my own bare foot. I swallowed hard and tried to tell myself to play this off. Keith was right, she was not our type and she lived two floors above us. But even as I told myself that I could feel my pussy heating up.
"Missy, are you propositioning us?" Keith asked.
His courtroom skills were on full display as he managed to sound not only completely surprised, but even a little indignant.
"Yes sir." She said softly, her head down, "I'm willing to let you use me to pay the rent for my family."
"Use..." Keith trailed off and closed his eyes for a moment.
I knew what he was feeling. The way she had said that had caused my nipples to stiffen and my pussy to drip. I could just imagine Keith's cock growing at the words 'let you use me'. I sat there silently, Missy's foot had rubbed my leg again and I didn't trust myself to speak. Somehow Keith found it in him to keep up his act.
"Missy, I don't know what you think about us, but we don't do that type of thing." He gestured towards me, "We're married, and we don't play around like that."
"It's okay," she said putting her hand on his arm. "I won't tell anyone, I promise."
"There's nothing to tell." Keith shook his head and slipped his arm from her grasp, but not before her red nails on his skin made me think of them around his cock. "Whatever you think, you're wrong."
Missy looked away and began to speak quietly. "I have a friend named Linda who....she um, works as an escort and when she came to visit me after class last month told me she had been here before." She looked back up at us. "Here in your apartment."
"That's..." I started, but she continued, "She says you guys like to play with girls, so I thought that...."
"She's wrong." Keith said quickly, "We don't know anyone named Linda and..."
"She goes by Nikki and she has a big dragon tattoo on her back, she said you guys really liked her."
"Oh my God." I whispered, and instantly wanted to smack myself, when I saw Missy smile at me, I'd just blown our secret.
"So much for fucking discreet." Keith said rolling his eyes.
"It's okay," Missy said quickly, "She's a good friend, she won't say anything, she uh...she was the one that came up with this idea, she said you guys would like me."
"Missy, we..."
"Do you like me?" She put her arms out, "I dressed the way I thought you would like me."
'Missy, listen." Keith said, "You're right we uh...play sometimes, but it's with women we don't know and there's a reason for that."
As he spoke, it occurred to me that if Missy said she'd tell someone about us, Keith would probably just let her family slide on the rent. I was ready to suggest it, but caught sight of her lip starting to tremble again. I was getting so wet; I could feel the shorts sticking to my crotch. Then and there I decided I wanted her, but I would let Keith make the call. He had a career outside the house and had more to worry about than I did.
"I promise not to say anything!" She said and again I heard the quiver in her voice, "Linda told me what you guys pay and it's about half the rent so I figure Uncle gave you half and I could, um..." she gave me an adorable little smile that made me want to grab hold of her and kiss her. "Earn the other half."
"Missy, you're a sweet girl." Keith said softly. 'You're not the type to do this and we wouldn't want to make you."
I could hear the effort he was putting into his words and started to breathe heavier. He wanted her too, but was trying not to take chances.
"You wouldn't be." She said, shaking her head, "I...I'm offering, I'll do anything you guys want, really!"
I reached out and putting my hand on Keith's leg squeezed it, he looked over and shifting my eyes towards her, I brought them back to his and gave him a slight nod. He frowned and I mouthed the word 'please?' he turned away from me when Missy started speaking again.
"Don't you guys want me?"
"It's not that..." Keith began, "We..."
"I know I'm not as hot as Linda, but I..." she sighed and put her head down, "Guess I'm not sexy enough."
She pushed her lip out in a pout and I swore if Keith blew this I'd smack him. Reaching out, I gently brushed her hair from her face and spoke before he could say anything, "Honey, you're absolutely adorable! You're more than pretty enough and we..."
Thinking I was going to turn her down, she looked at me wide eyed and started talking in a rush as if she were afraid she would stop.
"I know I'm not hot, but I'm cute. I don't have much experience, but I'll try really hard! I promise I'll be really good for you!"
"Oh goddamn." Keith whispered.
"No experience?" I asked, dying to hear her response to that.
Missy didn't let me down, "I...I've never been with a girl and I...only had one real boyfriend and we umm," she put her head down, "Only did it a few times."
I looked to Keith and had to hold back a laugh at the look of pure lust now on his face. It wasn't just his face showing that lust. There was a huge bulge in his shorts and I took a deep breath, allowing a delicious feeling of anticipation to flow through me. Oh, how we were going to enjoy her! Missy continued to feed my fire.
"But like I said, I'll...I'll try really hard to be fun and I'll do anything you want me too! I'll make you feel good, I promise!"
Keith started to speak, but before he could, she lowered her head, looked up through her eyelashes and whispered, "Please?"
"You...you really want to Missy?" Keith asked, causing me to smile, it was going to happen!
"As long as you won't tell my family."
"Oh, honey we would never," I told her, "We don't want people to know either so it will be fine."
"O...okay." Missy gave a nervous laugh and looked at us, "Um...I don't know where to start."
"Oh, you are too cute!" I exclaimed.
Leaning forward, I took her face in my hands and bringing my lips to hers, said softly, "Start right here."
I gave her a gentle kiss and rolled my eyes back at the sound of the tiny whimper she emitted. Better than that was the sensation of her lips trembling against mine. I kissed her a second time and kept my lips pressed to hers. After a brief hesitation her soft lips pushed against mine and I felt a wave of excitement go through me as she started to kiss me back. Her lips were barely touching mine and it as teasing the shit out of me, but I held back and let her get used to it. That move paid off when, a moment later, she kissed me more firmly.
I slid my hand around her slim waist and gently drew her into my embrace. I could feel my nipples pressing into her through the material of our shirts and wanted nothing more than to be flesh to flesh with her. To my delight, I felt Missy's hands on my arms. She was trembling and again I had to hold myself back. She removed her lips from mine and said softly, "You're very pretty Lisa."
"Thank you sweetie." I gave her a huge smile; she was nothing short of precious! Pointing over at Keith I said, "Now why don't you give my husband one of those nice sweet kisses?"
Missy looked over at Keith who flashed a disarming smile that belied his intentions for our cute little guest. Missy looked back at me and asked, "You...you really don't mind?"
"I'll share him with you honey," I told her, "Just like we're going to share you."
Missy gave me that nervous smile again and turning her head, leaned over to Keith. Like me, he let her come to him and I felt a pang of jealousy that she seemed to kiss him more firmly right off the bat. Then again she'd never been with a woman. I began breathing heavier and unable to help it started to rub my pussy through my silky shorts as I watched Keith kiss her. Missy's hands were on his chest and he had put his arm around her and was running his hand through her long black hair.
Keith opened his eyes while still kissing her and gave me a wink. Bastard, I thought, but was smiling. Missy gasped and I released a soft moan as I saw him push his tongue between her lips. She paused, then sent another wave of heat through me when I saw her open her mouth wider to accept my husband's tongue in her mouth.
"Oh, look at you," I whispered, "You're going to be a good girl for us, aren't you Missy?"
She moaned a response and Keith pulled back just enough for me to see her tongue flick across his lips. I turned on the couch and after sweeping her hair to one side, leaned in and kissed her neck, just under her ear. She released another of those amazing little whimpers and I realized with excitement that my touch made her nervous. As Keith continued their long kiss, I started gently sucking on her neck. Unable to hold back any longer, I reached down and pulling her shirt from inside her skirt slid my hand up inside.
Missy gasped and broke the kiss and then moaned as Keith immediately started kissing the other side of her neck. I felt his hand slide under her shirt next to mine and pause. I began to lightly caress her delightfully soft stomach, inching my hand further up as I did. I could feel Keith's hand next to mine as we both had the same idea. I could feel Missy shaking beneath our touch and she was breathing heavier as we continued to kiss her neck. I reached out and turning her head to face me, pressed my lips to hers.



She kissed me back quicker this time and I darted my tongue out between her lips at the same time as my hand found her small firm tit. I gave it a squeeze and with a startled yelp, Missy pulled away from us. She leaned back on the coffee table and I licked my lips at the sight of her. Missy's face was beat red and her chest was heaving. Her shirt was pushed up to expose some of her flat tan stomach and her brown eyes were wider than ever. I looked over at Keith who was also breathing hard. Looking down, I saw his cock straining against his shorts and reaching down gave it a squeeze.
"I...I'm sorry." She breathed out, "I'm....a little nervous."
"It's okay honey," I said reassuringly, "We can take our time and..."
"Take your shirt off Missy." Keith told her softly.
I grabbed his arm and when he turned to me, whispered, "Go slow."
"Trust me." He whispered back, then turned back to Missy.
"Come one Missy, you said you'd be a good girl"
Missy nodded and licking her lips nervously reached down and started to pull her shirt up. She stopped and Keith said, in a soft soothing tone, "There you go Missy, don't be shy, we want to see that hot little body of yours."
"Really?" she asked, with a little smile that made me want to kiss my husband.
"Really," he nodded. "We've looked at you Missy, we watch you at the pool," he indicated me, "Especially Lisa, she's been dying to see what you look like."
"That's right honey," I added, "You've been driving me crazy for months now," I gave her a pout of my own, "Now come on and let us see."
"Okay."
Missy's smile widened and pulling the shirt over her head she tossed it on the floor.
"Very nice." Keith said as we took in the cute little black lace bra she was wearing.
The lace was thin enough I could see the shadow of her nipples. That was a tease and I wanted more and began to speak, but Keith beat me to it.
'Take off your bra for us, Missy. Show us those pretty tits."
Missy's smile faded and she didn't move.
"You said you would try really hard for us." Keith reminded her. "Now be our good girl and let Lisa see what's she's been dreaming about."
Missy looked over at me and I pouted again, "Please?"
She gave a nervous laugh and I held my breath as she reached back and undid her bra. I felt Keith tense up next to me when she slid the straps down her shoulders and paused, holding the cups to her tits.
"Don't be a tease" Keith said softly.
Missy let the bra drop to the floor and I let out the breath I'd been holding.
"They're beautiful." Keith said, beating me to it.
Missy's tits were even better than I could have imagined. They were small, but perfectly round and perky with nipples as pink as mine. Those nipples were hard right now and making her tits look even better were how white they were compared to the rest of her tanned body. Missy looked away blushing and said, "They're little."
"They're perfect." I told her.
Sliding off the couch and onto my knees in front of her, I reached up and cupped them in my hands. Missy stiffened, but stayed where she was and then released a soft moan when I began stroking her nipples with my thumbs.
"Like that Missy?" I asked.
"I...it feels...nice." She said nervously.
"How about this?" leaning in, I swirled my tongue around her right nipple, she gasped and unable to help it, I sucked her perfect little nipple into my mouth.
"Oh!" She groaned as my eager tongue bathed her nipple while I began rolling the other between my fingers.
I sensed movement and saw Keith had knelt down next to me. Removing her nipple from my mouth, I gave him a big smile and lifted Missy's tit, presenting it to him. Keith flicked his tongue across it several times, causing her to emit another little gasp as well as my already saturated panties to get even wetter. Keith made a show of wrapping his lips around her pink flesh and slowly sucking it into his mouth. We had our heads partially turned and watched each other tongue and suck Missy's adorable little tits.
She was breathing hard and I noticed her hips were rocking slightly, her hand had found my shoulder and I saw she was resting the other on Keith's. I placed my hand on the inside of her thigh and sliding it under her skirt rubbed her pussy through her panties. Missy whimpered and the sound caused me to start rubbing harder. Her fingers dug into my shoulder and she began making a sound that could only be described as whining, as I pressed my fingers against the top of her pussy, hoping to catch her clit.
I emitted a moan of my own when Keith dropped his hand down between my legs and began stroking my pussy through the silky shorts. I returned the favor, placing my free hand in his lap and rubbing his cock. He sighed around her nipple and sliding it from his lips, leaned over and kissed my neck. I turned my head and kissed him hard, shoving my tongue in his mouth. Our tongues played across each other and pulling my face from his, I started tonguing her nipple.
Knowing exactly what I wanted, Keith started tonguing it as well, and we both sighed as our tongues caressed each other around her swollen nipple while she moaned. Her moans were getting louder and pushing hard against her panties I noticed,
"You're getting wet, you naughty little thing." I smiled up at her.
"I...I'm sorry!" She said softly.
"Don't be!" I told her, "Wait until you see how wet I am!"
"I think you should check and make sure she's wet." Keith told me, before returning to the nipple he had been sucking.
With no hesitation, I slipped my fingers into her panties and through the wet folds of her smooth pussy.
"Oh my god!" She cried out.
I rubbed her pussy up and down, then slipped a finger into the tightest pussy I'd ever felt.
"Oh Lisa!" She moaned, "Oh...I..." she trailed off into a whimper as I started pumping my finger into her hot flesh.
"Oh, you are going to love this pussy." I whispered to Keith. "Here, try it."
Slipping my fingers from her pussy, I pushed them into Keith's mouth and smiled as he eagerly sucked on them.
"Damn she's sweet!" He exclaimed. We looked at each other and with a nod, Keith said, "Let's go in the bedroom."
He stood and extended his hand to Missy, she slowly reached out to take it and he pulled her to her feet.
"After you, honey." I pointed towards the hallway that led to the bedroom.
Missy gave me another of those little smiles and turning walked in front of us. I looked at Keith and saw his eyes riveted to her ass and I could feel the wet crotch of my panties rubbing against me. Missy stopped in front of the closed bedroom door and moving in front of her, I opened the door and gestured for her to enter. She took a deep breath and walked in. Taking her hand, I led her over to the bed and turning her towards Keith, reached around and grabbed her tits. Keith walked up to her and slipping his arms around her, started kissing her while I played with her nipples.
Missy moaned and started moving her hips back and forth between us. Grabbing Keith's wrists, I pushed his hands from her shoulders. As always, he knew what I wanted and his hands replaced mine on her tits. I moved her hair and began placing small kisses across the smooth dark skin of her back. I felt her shudder against me and as I started to sink to me knees, I trailed my lips down the middle of her back. When I reached the floor, I unzipped her skirt and pulled it to the floor.
"Oh, honey, you really are perfect." I purred, taking in the sight of those firm cheeks in the skimpy little black panties she was wearing.
I grabbed those cheeks and she yelped when I gave them a hard squeeze. I began to kiss and suck on her ass and reaching up to her hips, started sliding her panties down. I heard her moan and peeked around her hip to see Keith was now sucking on her tit. Missy had her hand on the back of his head and appeared to be pushing her tit into his mouth. Seeing that reminded me that my own nipples were aching for attention and standing, I grabbed her shoulders and gently turned her to face me.
Keith stepped back and as soon as Missy was facing me, reached around her and started stroking her nipples. Missy leaned back into him and sliding one hand down her flat stomach he slipped it between her legs. Missy cried out as his fingers began gently rubbing her clit. I watched my husband's large strong hand massage her pink pussy, then lifting my arms over my head, said, "Want to see mine?"
Missy moaned and with what looked like an effort reached down and grabbing my shirt, pulled it over my head. I moaned as the material rubbed across my throbbing nipples and bringing my hands up, I lifted my full tits and showed them to her.
'Wow," she breathed, "They're big."
"Play with them for me." Keith said in her ear, "Play with my wife's tits."
Missy slowly reached out and I moaned at the feeling of her soft hands as she placed them over my tits. She began fondling them, rubbing her palms across my nipples and I noticed Keith hand stopped playing with her pussy so she could focus on me. I looked down and smiled at the sight of her dark hands on my fair skin.
"Like this," Keith said and sliding his hand under hers, started rolling my nipple between his fingers, "Nice and easy."
He moved his hand and Missy did as he had done, I closed my eyes and sighed as she began playing with both my nipples that way.
"Please suck on them," I whispered, opening my eyes.
Missy looked down at my tits and bending her head, tentatively flicked her tongue across my right nipple. I groaned and thrust my tit up into her face. Missy started running her tongue back and forth across my nipple and reaching around, I grabbed the back of her hair and pushed my tit into her mouth.
"Suck on it honey!" I breathed, then moaned in pleasure as she fastened her soft lips around my hard flesh and began to suck gently.
Reaching down between us, I found her pussy and she moaned around my nipple as I started to lightly caress her clit. Keith's hands were working her nipples and she was making a series of whimpering noises while she switched to sucking my other nipple. I slid my fingers through her pussy and she shuddered against me. I looked over her at Keith who was sweating and I noticed he was grinding his cock into Missy's bare ass. Having this pretty little thing naked between us was more than I could bear, it was time to stop teasing and really play.
Stepping back from her, I whispered, "Sit on the bed."
Missy obediently sat on the edge of the bed and I immediately sank to my knees between her legs. They were partially closed and putting my hands on her thighs, I pushed. Missy hesitated, but looking up at her, I smiled, "Come on honey; let me make that pussy purr."
She took a deep breath and opened her legs for me. I let out a breath at the sight of that perfectly smooth, pink and glistening pussy and slid in between her legs. I placed my hands on the inside of her thighs and loved that they were trembling. Leaning in until my nose was less than an inch from her, I took a deep breath, inhaling the sweet scent of her young pussy. Closing my eyes, I placed my tongue against her pussy and slowly ran it up through the soft wet folds of her pink flesh.
"Ohhh!" She moaned as I ran my tongue up and down several times. "That....feels good."
"Taste's even better." I whispered, "Lie back on the bed."
Missy lay on her back and grabbing her ankles, I lifted her legs up and looking at Keith, winked. He dropped to his knees next to me and draped one of her legs over his shoulder while I did the same. I gave her pussy another slow lick, then moved my head and let Keith have a taste. Missy squealed as he plunged his tongue directly into her pussy and I heard him suck hard to get a taste of her juices. I watched with my pussy dripping as my husband began licking the length of her pussy before slowly swirling his tongue around her clit.
Missy moaned and her hips twitched as he tongued her hard button. Keith moved back and I took his place, sucking on her clit and loving the way her hips were moving into my tongue. I slid my tongue down and slipped it inside her as he had done. I moved my head back and forth, tongue fucking her as Keith placed his thumb on her clit and started rubbing it. Missy was making those precious little whimpering noises again and her thighs were trembling harder beneath my hands. I ran my tongue up through her now quivering pussy and Keith moved his thumb so I could begin sucking on her pink button.
Missy cried out as Keith slipped a finger inside her and whispered, "Christ she's tight."
I winked and continued to suck on her clit as he slowly pumped his finger in and out if her. Missy's hips were rocking in rhythm to my sucking and I slowed down my sucking, I wanted to tease her a bit before getting her off harder than she ever had before. Speaking of hard, I placed my hand on Keith's cock and squeezed it through his shorts.
"Oh, damn!" He moaned.
"Stand up." I told him.
Keith stood and grabbing his shorts I yanked them down to his ankles causing his cock to spring free. As soon as it did I grabbed it and shoved it into my mouth. Keith moaned my name and my eyes rolled back in my head as his sticky precum filled my mouth, I began bobbing my head rapidly, sucking him deep into my mouth. Keith grabbed the back of my head and started guiding my mouth up and down his long hard shaft. Removing it from my mouth I ducked my head and after sucking on his balls, looked over to see Missy was propped up on her elbows watching us.
Still holding Keith's cock, I leaned back over and began sucking on her clit. Missy moaned and grabbing her hand, and pulling it between her legs, I told her, "Spread it open for me honey, show off that pussy."
She slowly put her fingers out and spread her lips open for me. Stroking Keith's cock, I gave her clit a soft kiss and started tonguing it. Missy stated moaning right away and stopping I leaned back the other way and took Keith's cock back in my mouth. Again I started sucking hard and as soon as his hips started rocking, I went back to Missy's pussy.
"Oh fuck your hot Lisa." Keith said as she grabbed my hair and playfully shoved my face into her pussy.
I moaned as I shoved my tongue back inside her before teasing her clit some more. I went back to his cock and after taking him all the way down to his balls held him there. I loved having my mouth stuffed with his hard flesh and on that note something else needed to be stuffed. I needed to get fucked and Keith was way too close to coming to enjoy either Missy's tight pussy or her inexperienced, but sweet little mouth. It was time to take the edge off.
Standing, I quickly pulled my shorts down and going back down to the floor got on my hands and knees between her legs. Looking over my shoulder I told Keith, "Fuck me! Give me that fucking cock baby, I need it!"
I turned my head and buried my face between Missy's legs. I felt Keith grab my hips and a moment later screamed into her pussy when he drove his big dick into my soaking wet pussy. Keith held it there then slid all the way and drove into me even harder. I moaned and sucked her clit into my mouth as Keith began fucking the shit out of me. He was using long hard strokes and giving up on keeping her clit in my mouth I began licking it in between my yelps of pleasure.
Missy was starting to squirm around as I was teasing her at this point, moaning and gasping and barely licking, while he fucked me. Keith was already moaning behind me and his hands were digging into my hips and I knew he wasn't going to be able to hold back much longer. That was fine with me as it would just mean he was going to last a good long time when he took both of us after little Missy gave my pussy a good licking. My thoughts were cut off by Keith fucking me even harder.
He began to gasp which was always the sign he was ready and lifting my face, from her pussy, I called out, "Hold it for me!"
Keith pulled out and sitting up to my knees I saw he was squeezing the base of his cock. Reaching out I grabbed his cock and tugged on it. Keith took a surprised step forward and lowering his cock, I pointed it directly at Missy's pussy.
"Damn, I love you!" Keith moaned as he let his cock go.
I gave it a hard pump and he cried out as his cock exploded. Missy yelped in surprise as a thick stream of hot cum struck her pussy and began to drip down through her lips. I pumped Keith's cock hard, jerking him off against her pink pussy. Keith moaned as he watched me paint Missy's pussy with his cum. I kept pumping, spraying his cum across her already drenched pussy. When Keith whimpered and nothing more came out, I let his cock go and began licking Missy's pussy with a vengeance.
I moaned as I began to suck my husband's cum from her squirming flesh and Missy was making those cute whimpering noises as my tongue ran through her pussy, lapping up every drop of cum. The mixed taste of the two of them was driving me crazy and I was sucking on her cum coated clit so hard my lips were making smacking sounds. Missy was moaning continuously and her hips were thrusting into my tongue. I saw Keith climb onto the bed and leaning over, begin to suck on her nipple. Missy cried out and lifting her ass off the bed, shoved her pussy in my face.
I trailed my tongue down her pussy and she yelped in surprise as I shoved my tongue in her ass, lapping up the cum that had dripped there. I slid my tongue back up to her swollen clit and started sucking hard again. To my delight, I felt Missy's hands in my hair and she was moaning, "Oh, Lisa! Please don't stop! Oh...."
Her words turned into a long loud squeal that caused my already sopping pussy to flow even more. Missy cried out loudly and began bucking her hips wildly, shoving her sweet pussy into my eager tongue. I kept licking and she kept squealing as she writhed on the bed. I looked up to see Keith still sucking one of her nipples while playing with the other. Missy's head was thrown back, her eyes closed and her mouth wide open as she howled again as my tongue kept her cumming. Missy let out a final whimper and lowering her hips let her body relax onto the bed.
"You came hard, didn't you sweetie?" I asked, licking my lips as I climbed up onto the bed between her legs.
"Oh yes." She breathed. "I...I never came that hard before."
"You will again and soon," I whispered as I crawled up until I was leaning over her. Lowering my head I pressed my lips against hers and shoved my tongue into her mouth.
Missy moaned beneath me and breaking the kiss I whispered, "How's your pussy taste?"
I wasn't interested in her response and quickly kissed her again. Apparently she didn't mind the taste as she not only eagerly accepted my tongue, but slid hers across it. I moaned into her mouth as Keith slid his hand down my ass and plunged two fingers into my dripping pussy. I removed my mouth from Missy's and cried out when his thumb found my yearning clit. I closed my eyes and started rocking my hips back into his fingers, enjoying his attention. His thumb was tracing hard fast circles around my sensitive button and if I let him keep going I knew I would come within minutes.
Any other time that would be fine, but tonight the first time I was going to come was going to be by Missy's sweet little tongue. Rolling off her and onto my back, I looked over and giving her a sweet smile, pointed between my legs.
"Time for you to return the favor."
Missy looked nervous for the first time in awhile and rolling over onto her knees shook her head, "I...don't know how."
"Just like she did to you." Keith asked as he slid his arms around her from behind and began to rub her nipples, "Just go nice and easy, she'll tell you how."
Missy moaned at his touch and to my delight, closed her eyes and leaned back into him. Keith slipped his hand down her stomach and started lightly caressing her pussy and she released a sexy little sigh. She'd gotten over being nervous with Keith so quickly I was starting to wonder if she'd thought of him before tonight. That thought, like everything else tonight, got my juices flowing and reaching out, I playfully slapped Keith's thigh.



"My turn!" I pouted.
Missy laughed and it wasn't a nervous giggle, but a real laugh and I smiled at Keith over her shoulder. He winked and sliding his hands from her sat back on his knees to watch the show. Missy backed down the bed and as I slowly spread my legs, got on her hands and knees between them. Leaning her head down, she kissed the inside of my thigh and a shiver went through me. Reaching down, I spread myself open and tapping clit with my finger nail, whispered, "Kiss right here honey."
Missy licked her lips and pressing her face to my pussy gently kissed my swollen flesh. My hips twitched and I moaned, when she darted her tongue out and quickly licked me. Placing her hands on my thighs, she lowered her head and I sighed when I felt her tongue pressing into the wet folds of my pussy. She moved cautiously at first, just giving me little licks and then moving back. I moaned loudly each time I felt her tongue, hoping to encourage her. It seemed to work as the next time I felt her tongue she ran it up through the length of my pussy right up to my clit. Missy swirled her tongue in a slow circle around my hard button before trailing it back down.
"Oh, that's nice honey," I purred, "You're making me feel so good."
Gaining confidence, Missy pushed her tongue into my pussy and I moaned louder and this time for real as she started to wiggle it inside me. Leaning over, Keith fastened his lips to my nipple and started sucking as Missy fucked me with her tongue. She was moving it faster and when she withdrew it, she slowly pushed her tongue back up to my clit and began licking it harder than before. I had my head propped up on the pillow and smiled at the sight of that adorable little face between my thighs.
"Now suck on it," Keith told her, "Suck my wife's pussy for me, make her come."
Missy took my clit between her lips and I groaned as she began gently sucking it into her mouth.
"Put your fingers inside me." I told her.
Missy did as I asked, and I rolled my eyes back as she started pumping them in and out while her soft lips worked my hard clit. Keith removed his mouth from my nipple and I saw him staring at Missy's upraised ass. I looked down to see his cock was already hard again and grabbing his hand whispered, "Not yet."
"Trust me." He said and sliding down the bed, knelt behind Missy's ass and spreading her cheeks plunged his tongue into her ass.
Missy squealed and started to lift her head. Moving quickly, I draped one of my legs over her shoulders and whispered, "Just relax honey, now come back and lick that pussy, be our good girl."
Missy groaned as Keith's tongue probed her asshole and lowering her head went back to work on my clit. My eyes left her face and watched Keith, who was making a show of sliding his tongue up and down, pushing it into her ass. Giving me a wink, he lowered his head and Missy cried out as his tongue had now found her pussy. My hips twitched and I moaned as well at the feeling of her hot breath on my clit as Keith ate her sweet pussy from behind.
I reached down with my other hand and got a handful of her hair. I wasn't pulling on it, but was pressing hard enough to make sure her face stayed between my legs as Keith's skilled tongue worked her over. Missy was rocking back and forth and the sight of her pushing her pussy back into my husband's face sent a warm feeling though me. I gasped as I could feel the orgasm that had been building all night began to gather itself within me.
Missy was moaning and whimpering between my legs, but her tongue was still moving and faster than before. Her fingers were thrusting harder as she became more excited and looking past her to where I could see the top of Keith's head, I moaned, "You like eating that hot little pussy baby?"
"Fuck yeah." He replied and Missy squealed as he must have plunged his tongue inside her, before saying, "Damn she's sweet."
"She doesn't look so sweet sucking my clit." I laughed, then groaned as Missy started sucking on my clit again, but with a lot more enthusiasm.
She was moaning around my clit and her ass was wiggling around as Keith worked her clit. My own hips were pumping into her fingers and tongue and I pressed her face harder against me.
'Right there, honey," I purred, "Just like that! Don't stop, I'm going too...."
I was cut off by Missy squealing loudly into my pussy as she came in Keith's face. Her hips were moving so wildly I saw Keith wrap his arms around her thighs to hold her still. That sight along with the fact she was still sucking on me as she came sent me over the edge. I threw my head back on the pillow and released a loud cry of pleasure as I began thrusting my pussy hard into her fingers and tongue. Missy squealed into me again as her own orgasm tore through her even as I rubbed my wet pussy all over her face.
I squealed myself as another wave of intense pleasure crashed through me. I imagined how hard Keith was, listening to his wife come while a having his face buried in a teenage pussy. Missy started gasping between my legs and her hips were now barely rocking as her orgasm passed through her. I continued to buck wildly as my pussy contracted around her fingers and arching my back; I gave a loud cry and felt a gush of fluid squirt out around her fingers and into her face.
Keith sat back and wiped at his glistening face and Missy lifted her head and I smiled at the sight of her now sticky cheeks. Missy sat up and as she did, I looked past her to see Keith's swollen cock standing at attention. Sliding away from Missy, I patted the bed.
"Let's go baby, I'm going to show Missy how to share."
With a big smile, Keith slid up on the bed and lay on his back. I licked my lips at the sight of his big dick hard and dripping, and grabbing it gave it a squeeze while I leaned over and kissed him. He opened his mouth and our tongues played across each other and we sighed as we tasted Missy's pussy from each other. Keith gave a loud moan and his hips jerked. I looked over to see Missy had grabbed his cock, her small hand over mine.
"Oh, someone likes you!" I laughed.
Missy turned beet red and still laughing I asked, "Have you been thinking about my husband Missy?"
"I..." she put her head down. "I... think he's really hot."
"Then come down here and show him how bad you want him," I slid down the bed to lay across his thigh and patted the other, "Come show him how hot you are."
Missy slid down until she was lying on his thigh across from me, with his cock standing between us. She had released his cock and pulling it to me I made a show of opening my mouth and slowly taking him into it. Keith sighed as I slowly bobbed my head, keeping my eyes locked on Missy's the entire time. She was staring intently at the sight of his cock disappearing into my mouth and the look in her eyes wasn't nervous at all, she looked...eager. Oh, the little tart had been thinking of him.
Releasing his cock I looked up at him and with a wink, pushed him towards her. Missy licked her lips and lowering her head opened her mouth. She placed it over the tip of his cock and seemed to hesitate. Reaching across her, I placed my hand on the back of her head and said, softly, "Just slide it in a little at a time honey, nice and slow, here, let me."
I gently pushed the back of her head and Missy allowed me to guide her mouth over and down his cock. I stopped when she had a little more than his head in and her mouth and whispered, "Now up and down honey, nice and easy."
Missy started bobbing her head and Keith moaned softly, "Damn that feels good," he moaned again as she started moving a little faster and added, "You are hot aren't you Missy?"
To my delight, Missy not only giggled around his cock, but took it deeper the next time she lowered her head. I kept my hand in her hair enjoying the feeling of it moving beneath me. Lowering my head, I started licking his shaft, keeping my tongue just below her mouth. Keith moaned as he lay there watching the two of us devour his cock. Missy was now bobbing her head fairly quickly and after a moment, I tugged on his cock. "My turn."
Missy released his cock and I quickly took him into my mouth all the way down to his balls. Keith groaned as I held him buried in my throat. I paused then started sucking him hard and fast, taking him all the way each time. I was watching Missy watch me and was admittedly showing off. I popped his cock from my mouth and holding it out to her began tonguing the tip. Missy hesitated then stuck her tongue out and started licking the other side.
I felt Keith's hand on the back of my head and his other slid under my hand on Missy's head. I removed mine and let him enjoy pressing both our faces to his cock. Missy's eyes were closed and she was licking much faster now. Pulling back, I pushed his cock against her lips and felt my pussy heating up again as she parted her lips and took him into her mouth. She sucked him down about half way and started sucking in a surprisingly steady rhythm. I lay there smiling, enjoying the sight of her sweet face working my husband's dick.
Missy was making soft moaning sounds and I noticed her hips were grinding into the bed. She was enjoying this! Ducking my head I started sucking on his balls and noticed his hips were moving, thrusting his cock into her mouth. I stopped sucking and started licking and heard Keith moan as I bathed his balls with my tongue while Missy continued to blow him. I trailed my tongue from his balls and up his shaft where I met Missy's mouth at the tip. I parted my lips and with no hesitation she kissed me hard.
We slid our lips across each other and lowering my face, I began working my lips against the head of Keith's cock. Missy followed suit and our lips met with his cock between them. Keith started thrusting his hips and sliding his cock between our lips. Missy was breathing hard against me and speaking of hard, Keith's cock was so swollen the head was purple and I could feel his hand pressing harder against my head. As good as the two of us blowing him felt, I knew where he wanted his cock and who was I to deny my husband? But before that, I wanted one more show. Removing my mouth from hers, I told her, "Go ahead honey, suck that cock, show me how much you love it."
No doubt Missy had been hot for Keith before this as she immediately began sucking on him. She was moving more confidently and was now using her hand as well, stroking him as she sucked. I watched her for another moment enjoying the sight of her soft red lips sliding along his hard flesh. I started fondling his balls and looking over at him, I nodded and said, "Lay on your back Missy, it's Keith's turn to show you how much he wants you."
Missy removed his cock and quickly rolling over on her back, spread her long legs.
"You little tramp!" I exclaimed, laughing again.
Keith laughed as well and as he crawled past me on the bed, whispered in my ear, "Hey the blonde liked you better, now you know how I feel."
Keith knelt between her legs and grabbing her ankles, placed her feet up on his shoulders. I took in the sight of his swollen cock inches from her pink pussy and reaching down, grabbed it.
"Let me."
I slid his cock through the folds of her pussy and Keith's breath hissed between his teeth. When I reached her clit I started slapping the head against it, causing her to moan loudly. I looked over at her to see her staring wide eyed at his cock. She looked nervous again and that sent a thrill through me. I shoved his cock along the length of her pussy one more time enjoying the anticipation of what was to follow. When I placed the tip of his cock against the entrance to her pussy and slowly pushed the head in.
"Oh!" Missy exclaimed. "That's....Oh!"
She groaned again as Keith gently eased a little further into her.
"So tight." He whispered.
"Go easy." Missy moaned as I fed a little more of his cock into her. "Please go easy."
I moved my hand and watched Keith work his cock slowly into her. Missy whimpered as he pushed himself all the way in and paused, letting her get used to him. I reached over and placing my thumb on her clit started to rub it. Missy gasped and moaned, "Oh, it's big!"
Keith eased himself out a couple of inches then back in. Missy gasped when he was all the way in then groaned when he slid back out. Keith worked himself back and forth sliding out a little further each time and within moments was slowly fucking her.
"Damn!" she breathed, "Oh...that feels...."she moaned then finished, "Good."
"Yeah it does." Keith groaned as he pushed slowly pumped her tight young pussy.
I could see it in his eyes he wanted to fuck the shit out of her, but it was too soon for that. Leaning over so my face cheek was resting on her stomach, I opened my mouth. Not needing to be told twice, Keith slipped his cock from inside her and thrust it into my mouth.
'Hmmm-mmm" I encouraged him.
Keith started fucking my mouth fast and hard. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the feeling of his hard shaft plunging deep into my willing mouth. I let him fuck my mouth for a few moments, letting him get some of his frustration out, and then pulled my head back. Keith entered her again and she cried out as he pushed himself in harder this time. Keith grabbed her ankles and spreading her legs wide open, started fucking her faster. Missy was beginning to whimper and he slowed up a little. Sliding my face further down her stomach, I flicked my tongue out and ran it across her clit.
Missy groaned and her hips lifted into my tongue and also into Keith's plunging cock. She released a yelp and Keith started going even slower. I opened my mouth again and let him pump his cock into it. Keith slipped back into her pussy then immediately back into my mouth. I moaned at the taste of her from his cock and decided I wanted both more of her and more of that cock.
"Roll her over." I told him.
Keith gave me a wink and holding her legs, twisted his shoulders and Missy cried out in surprise as he rolled her onto her stomach. Grabbing her hips he pulled her back so she was on her hands and knees. Turning myself around, I lay on my back and lifting Missy by her hips, he swung her over my head so we were in a sixty nine position. I wrapped my arms around her thighs and plunged my tongue deep into her sopping pussy.
Missy squealed as I swirled my tongue around inside her before removing it and opening my mouth. Keith eased forward and pushing his cock down, shoved it in my mouth. I lay there on the bed and let him fuck my mouth while I opened my legs. Still pumping my mouth, He leaned over and put his hand on her back, "Go ahead honey, lick her pussy again.
Missy obeyed and I jerked my hips at the feeling of her tongue on my clit. I groaned around his cock and after a couple of more pumps, Keith removed it from my mouth and shoved it into Missy's pussy. She yelped and gasped, "Oh that's deep!"
I lay there staring up at the sight of Keith's glistening shaft sliding in and out of her pussy, less than three inches from my face. Lifting my head, I stuck my tongue out and Keith moaned as it caressed his shaft when he slid into her. Missy was whimpering into my pussy as he sped up and lowering my head I waited until he was deep inside her and caught his balls in my mouth.
'Oh fuck Lisa!" He moaned and stayed buried inside her as I sucked on his balls.
I released them and as he started pumping her faster, I fastened my lips to her clit and started sucking on it. Missy was moaning and squirming in my face as I licked her while watching Keith stuff her hot little box. Missy's tongue had stopped and removing my mouth from her clit, I called out, "Come on honey, lick my pussy!"
She whimpered, but I felt her take my clit in her mouth and start sucking. Keith was breathing hard and I noticed still going fairly slow as she was still whining every time he buried himself in her.
"I want some cock too!" I moaned to him, from her pussy. "Come fuck your wife for awhile honey!"
Keith slipped from inside me and I felt him crawl to the other side of the bed. He grabbed my ankles and lifted my legs. A moment later, I screamed into Missy's pussy as he slammed his cock deep inside me. He had been getting frustrated with fucking her slow and was taking it out on me. I certainly didn't mind as I resumed sucking on Missy's clit while his big dick pounded into my eager pussy. Keith removed his cock and I heard him say, "Come on Missy, suck that cock, you know you like it.
My first reaction was I wished I could see it, and then I realized where we were on the bed and turned my head. Sure enough, I could see us in the mirror over the bureau.
"Oh, yes," I cooed as I watched Keith feeding Missy his cock.
She really did seem to like it and was sucking him pretty fast. Keith placed his hand on her head and whispered, "Stay still."
Missy remained still and I watched as he slowly pumped his cock into her mouth, he turned his head to face the mirror and smiled at me, "You like that show baby?"
"Yes, now fuck me some more!" I called out.
Keith slid his cock from her lips and quickly shoved it between mine. I closed my eyes and resumed licking her pussy as Keith hammered away, fucking the shit out of me. Missy's tongue pressed against my clit again and I started rocking my hips into her. The thought of her licking my clit while his cock plunged into me was driving me wild and I was glad I'd come already so I could enjoy this longer. Keith stopped fucking me and a moment later was back behind Missy. I offered him my mouth again and he gave me what I wanted.
I eagerly sucked my juice from his cock and slipping it from my mouth he plunged it hard into Missy's pussy. She cried out into me and then began yelping as Keith was no longer holding back. He wasn't fucking her as hard as he had been me, but it was harder than before and she was no longer licking my pussy, but just whimpering into it. I was starting to get frustrated; I needed to come again and smiled at the image that entered my mind.
"I want on top." I called out to Keith.
Grabbing her legs, I pushed myself over to my side, and grabbing her hips he helped me roll her over. Missy released a surprised squeal as she suddenly found herself on her back. I immediately sat up and swinging my leg over her shoulder, straddled her face. Missy called out something, but I couldn't hear her from between my legs. I lowered my pussy to her face and began wigging my hips, grinding my pussy into her face.
'Time to earn the rent honey," I moaned, "Suck that pussy!"
I felt her tongue start to move and called out, "Oh, right there Missy! You know what I want!"
Across from me, Keith slid up between her legs and lifting them, went to put her feet on his shoulders again.
"Let me." I told him,
Grabbing her ankles, I pulled her legs back as far as I could. Missy groaned into my pussy and I looked down to see I had her bent so far back her ass was off the bed. Keith gave me a wink and sliding forward, drove his cock deep into her. Missy screamed between my legs as Keith began fucking her helpless pussy fast and hard. She had stopped licking again, but at the moment I didn't care. I watched Keith's cock pounding into her pink flesh. He was fucking her so hard their skin was slapping together and she was howling between my legs as he gave her tight little pussy a fucking like she'd never had before.
I brought her legs together and wrapping on arm around her thighs to hold them reached down between her legs and started rubbing her clit in hard fast circles. Missy moaned and I told her, "Lick that pussy, honey! Lick that pussy and I'll make you come!"
"Oh, it...it hurts!" Missy moaned between my legs as Keith continued to assault her pussy.
"Then make me come honey." I told her, "And it's going to feel really good soon!"



Missy whimpered, but she started licking. I moaned a she was licking harder than she had before as she tried to get me off quickly. I decided to help her by grinding my hips in circles, causing her tongue to press harder against my clit. I looked down and watched her perfect little tits bouncing as Keith fucked her. Her nipples were erect and I noticed her hips were moving as I rubbed her clit. Keith was rearing back all the way before driving himself into her, but her cries between my legs were beginning to sound more like sounds of pleasure.
'That's right honey," I moaned, "You're getting used to it, that cock feels good doesn't it?"
Missy moaned into my pussy then cried out into it and her hips began to move faster. I began rocking my own hips as fast as I could, hoping to come before she did so she wouldn't stop licking. Keith was gasping with every thrust and I knew he was closing in as well. Letting Missy's legs go, I reached down, grabbed her nipple and gave it a hard pinch. Missy yelped in pain then released a loud scream into my pussy as she began to come.
"Oh fuck!" Keith groaned, "Damn her pussy's hot!"
Missy was bucking wildly and the sight of her young tight body writhing beneath us set my own orgasm in motion. I let my head go back and released a long loud scream as I drove my convulsing pussy into Missy's still swirling tongue. Even as she was licking she was whimpering onto me as she continued to buck her hips into Keith's thrusting cock. He was moaning loudly and I gasped out, "A little more, oh, just a little more!"
Keith slowed up and I cried out as another wave of pleasure flowed though my gushing pussy. Beneath me Missy had gone limp and was whimpering softly as Keith continued fucking her. I shuddered as the last of the orgasm passed through me, and forcing myself to move; I swung my leg over Missy and told Keith, "Go ahead baby! Give it to us!"
Missy howled as Keith gave her several savage pumps before whipping his cock out. As before he held it and grabbing Missy's arm, I pulled her into a sitting position next to me.
"Open wide, honey." I whispered.
Opening my own mouth, I placed my cheek against hers and stuck my tongue out. Keith stood up on the bed and stepped up to us, I glanced to the side and saw that Missy had opened her mouth, but had her eyes closed. Keith let his cock go and I moaned in pleasure as the first spurt of come landed in my mouth. Turning my head, I pressed my come covered tongue to Missy's as his second shot went directly into her mouth. Missy flinched back, but grabbing the back of her head, I held her still. Grabbing Keith's cock in my hand, I shoved it into her mouth and began jerking it off.
"Goddamn!" he moaned as I pumped his cock, emptying it in Missy's mouth.
She made a gurgling sound that sent a thrill though me and some of Keith's cum oozed out from between her lips to drip down her chin and onto her tits. I kept stroking his cock until with a moan, he pulled his cock from her mouth. Missy gasped and more cum flowed from her mouth. Grabbing her face in my hands, I kissed her hard, then began to lick the cum from her chin and face. I was aware of Keith sinking to his knees next to us and watching as I cleaned Missy's face, before trailing my tongue down her chest to lick her tits clean.
I finished and made a show of smacking my lips before giving Missy another kiss, then leaning up, gave Keith one. He kissed me back hard and whispered, "Damn Lisa, she was the best ever."
"Oh, ye of little faith." I gasped out, trying to catch my breath.
Missy had fallen back against the pillows and was laying there breathing hard, her brown eyes wide.
"You okay honey," I asked, wiping her sweat soaked black hair from her flushed face.
"I...I can't believe we..." she gave me a tired smile. "Wow."
"Wow is right." I told her and kissed her cheek.
"You have a good time?" Keith asked her.
"Um,..." she gave a nervous giggle. "Yeah, I..." she paused then looking at me, asked, "Did...did you guys have a good time?"
"You can't tell?" Keith laughed.
"I...did I do a good job?"
"Oh, honey, you were, you are, perfect!" I told her.
Sitting back against the pillows with her, I slid my arm around her shoulders, "We loved it Missy, every minute of it."
"That's good." She nodded. "Because well," she looked down.
"What's the matter?" I asked.
"Well, I was hoping you guys liked me because Uncle John isn't going to be able to pay all the rent until they get his money in court. So..." she looked at Keith then over at me. "I was thinking maybe until then I could come see you when the rents due and uh....earn it."
I looked at Keith who was staring back at me. We'd always wanted to have a regular so to speak and she certainly couldn't tell her family she'd done this. We remained silent and Missy spoke up, "I'll be more fun next time! I promise, I won't be nervous and I'll," as she had before she lowered her head and added, "Please?"
"I don't know if you could be more fun." I told her.
"Will you guys let me do this again?" she asked.
"I'd love that honey," I told her and looking at Keith, winked, "What do you think baby?"
He made a show of stroking his chin, before returning my wink, "What I think is that I hope the judge really drags his feet on this one."
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I stood outside of my mother's bedroom and took a deep breath. This was it. After two years of keeping my feelings secret, I was going to Mom how I felt. I hesitated then moving quickly before I lost my nerve yet again, I knocked.
"Come on in Trevor!" she called out.
I grabbed the knob and as I turned it, noticed my hand was trembling. Pushing the door open, I entered the room that if all went well I would soon be sharing with my heart's desire. Mom was sitting on the edge of the bed, her feet on a towel as she painted her toe nails. I caught my breath when I saw that her legs being bent had caused the back of her robe to fall away. I stared at the backs of her white creamy thighs and felt a stirring between my legs when I saw the thin strip of her black panties.
Mom glanced down and blushing, said, "Oh, I'm sorry honey!"
She quickly dropped her feet to the floor and lifting her hips pulled her robe down over knees. I wanted to tell her not to be, that I loved seeing her beautiful body, but instead walked slowly over to her.
"C...can I talk to you Mom?" I asked softly.
"Of course," she flashed me her trademark crooked smile, the left side of her mouth curling up a little more than the right. That smiled was also the one that always caused her green eyes to light up, "But I thought you were going out tonight."
"I...I'd rather be home with you." I said in a weak attempt to try to steer the conversation my way.
"That's sweet," she laughed, "But honey, a good looking twenty year old boy like you should be out with the girls having some fun, not home with your boring old mother. What's that little cutie Amber up to tonight?
"You're not boring Mom," I told her dodging the topic of the girl mom thought I should be dating, " and I...I think you're beautiful."
"Thank you honey!" she smiled, then pursed her lips and cocked her head, "Hey, you looking for something from me, with all this flattery?"
"I...I am." I nodded, "I...I do need something from you, mom."
"Well here," Mom patted the bed next to her, "Sit down hon, you know I'll always give you anything you need."
Oh, I hoped that was true, I thought as I sat down next to her, especially because her robe was tied loosely and I got a good look at the tops of her large tits. I'd fondled and sucked on those tits in my dreams since I'd accidently seen her and my father having sex on the deck when they thought I wasn't home. The look of ecstasy on my mother's face as my father's tongue was buried between her legs was forever ingrained in my mind. She looked so beautiful! Her long black hair spread out behind her head, her red lips parted and her eyes rolled back as she moaned my dad's name. Seeing I was named after him, that had turned me on even more as I imagined it was me she was calling out to.
Even better was watching mom return the favor, lying across my father's stomach and taking his cock between her soft full lips. She'd pressed his cock between her tits and was slowly bobbing her head. The window I was watching through was open and I could hear not only dad's moans as she pleased him, but Mom was moaning as well. Mom's moans were soft and the look on her face told me that she was turned on simply by making him feel good.
Mom had then rolled over and begun riding him. I'd been hard and unable to help it, had pulled my cock from my pants and stroked it as I watched mom put her arms over her head and make a show of sliding her hips across his cock. Mom's tits were bouncing and again she had that look of pure pleasure on her face. They rolled over and dad began fucking her hard and fast. Mom had wrapped her legs around his waist and called his name over and over as he drove deep inside her.
Dad cried out and Mom moaned as he came inside her. When he was done he lay on top of her and kissed her softly. Mom told him that she loved him and how no other man could ever make her feel as beautiful as he did.
"Honey?" Mom cut into my thoughts.
I looked up at her and felt myself blush when she looked down and immediately pulled her robe tighter.
"Were you..." she paused then caused my stomach to lurch, "Staring at my tits Trevor?"
"I uh...."
I swallowed hard and looked away. My gaze fell upon the picture of Mom and Dad with me at my high school graduation. I felt a pang of sadness looking at it. My father died of a massive heart attack a month after that picture was taken. It was right after he passed that I realized there was one other man who could treat my mother the way she deserved, me. Mom had gone on a few dates since dad died, but never more than one with the same guy. She would always shrug and say when she met the one she was meant to be with, she would know.
Well I knew who that person was and it was me. I was the man who would be able to love and satisfy her in every way and tonight I was going to tell her that.
"Trevor!" she snapped.
I was doing it again and when I focused on her she looked concerned.
"You okay honey?"
"I...yeah, I just miss dad." I felt bad saying that as I was hoping to get her thinking about how she missed a man in her life.
"I do too." She said looking longingly at the picture. "I...I'm lonely Trevor, but I...I just compare every man to him and I'm not going to find it."
She sighed, then turned to face me, "You didn't answer me Trevor."
"Oh?' I asked nervously, "I...I forgot what...."
"I asked you if you were staring at my tits."
"I...why...why would I be..."
"So you weren't looking?" Mom asked, then shrugged, "Seemed like you were." she then burst out laughing; "Jeez I'm getting so pathetic I'm looking for attention anywhere I can get it!"
"I was looking, Mom." I said quickly.
She stopped laughing, "You were? Trevor, I'm your mother."
"I know, but mom, you..." The moment was here and a surprising calm came over me. Reaching out I took her hand in mine and whispered, "You're the most beautiful and desirable woman I've ever seen."
Mom looked at her hand in mine, but didn't move it. She looked like she was going to speak, but I quickly continued,
"I...I love you Mom."
"I love you to honey," she said softly.
"No," I shook my head and lifting her hand gently kissed the back of it. "I really love you mom! I...I want to love you in every way I want to..." I swallowed and laid it all on the line. "I want to love you the way dad did; I want to be with you Mom. I want to make you happy."
Mom looked down at our hands again and I held my breath as I prepared to hear her start telling me I was sick and needed help. Instead Mom turned our hands over and kissed mine. A thrill went through me at the feeling of her soft lips on my skin. Mom looked up at me and I saw her gorgeous green eyes were moist with tears.
'I...I'm sorry mom!" I said, "I didn't mean to upset you!"
I tried to pull my hand away, but she placed her other hand over it.
"Oh, honey, I'm not upset at all!"
"You're not?"
Mom gave me a sweet smile and leaning over whispered in my ear, "I want you to baby, I...I've been thinking about us, but I know it's wrong."
"I know it is." I said disappointedly, "But I...I wanted you to..."
"But," she continued in my ear, "If we both feel that way and we both want to be good to each other, why shouldn't we? I...I'm so lonely baby, please be with me."
"Really? I...oh."
I stopped speaking when Mom's lips pressed softly to my neck and letting my hand go, slid her arms around my shoulders. She turned her head to face me and her eyes staring into mine, whispered the four words I'd been longing to hear, "I love you Trevor."
Her lips parted and my heart racing I leaned in and kissed her. Mom sighed as our lips met and I moaned in my throat as she worked her soft flesh against mine. She pulled me closer to her and I gasped when her tongue slipped out and began to tease across my lips. I opened my mouth, allowing her tongue to enter it and play across mine. My nose was full of the scent of her Angel perfume and I felt my cock swelling between my legs. Bringing my hands up, I encircled her waist.
The kiss picked up intensity, our lips sliding across each other and our tongues dancing in and out of our mouths. I began sliding my hands up until they were just below her breasts and hesitated. Mom broke the kiss and leaning back smiled and pulled the tie of her robe, causing it to fall open.
"You want these baby?"
"Oh, yes." I murmured.
Mom's tits were as gorgeous as I remembered them from the night on the deck. They were large, perfectly shaped and despite their size still high and firm. Her rose colored nipples were hard and as I sat there staring like a fool, Mom took my wrists and slid my hands over her tits. I moaned and began fondling them. They were surprisingly heavy, but soft to the touch and I could feel her nipples poking into the palms of my hands.
"There you baby," She purred in my ear, "They're all yours."
Her words spurred me out of my stupor and holding her tits up, I leaned forward and eagerly took her nipple into my mouth. Mom moaned softly and her fingers began running through my hair while I tongued first one nipple then the other. Taking my face in her hands, Mom lifted my head from her tits and after giving me a soft kiss stood up and turning to face me, let her robe fall to the floor.
"Oh mom," I whispered, "You're perfect."
Mom raised her hands over her head and my eyes took in the sight of her all but naked body. Her legs were long and well shaped and her hips had a delightful curve to them. Then of course there were those amazing tits! Mom giggled like a young girl and turning around showed me her full round ass in the skimpy black lace panties she was wearing. Turning back around she asked, "Yeah baby, not bad for an old lady?"
"Not bad for any lady." I said smiling.
"Oh, you're smooth," she giggled again then reaching down grabbed my cock through my pants. "And so hard!" Mom licked her lips and with a smile that sent my heart racing sank to her knees between my legs.
I watched my body trembling in anticipation as Mom unsnapped my jeans and pulling down my zipper tugged hard. I lifted my hips and Mom pulled my both my pants and underwear down, causing my aching cock to spring free.
"Look at that." She licked her lips and taking my cock in her hand smiled up at me. "Honey, you're mom is going to be so good to you!"
She lowered her head and opening her mouth, slowly took the head of my cock between her lips and...
The alarm clock went off next to my head, causing me to sit up gasping and cursing. Reaching out I angrily slammed my hand down on it and succeeded not only in shutting it off, but cracking the plastic cover. Laying back down I groaned at the feeling of the sheet sliding across my bare hard cock. I kicked the sheet off to stare at my dripping dick and reached for it.
"Don't do it." I whispered.
Even as I said it, I knew not only was I going to stroke my aching cock, but what I would be thinking of. With a sigh that held a mixture of desire and frustration in it, I grabbed my cock and began pumping it. I closed my eyes as envisioned how that night with my mother would have progressed. In rapid succession the images flashed through my mind. Mom would wrap her full luscious lips around my cock and begin bobbing her head, taking me deep into her inviting mouth, her green eyes staring up at me the entire time.
In a flash our positions reversed and mom was on her back moaning and squirming while my tongue probed the forbidden flesh of her pussy. Again the scene changed and Mom was on her knees, her ass in the air as, with my hands squeezing g her hips, fucked her hard and fast. The image changed one last time and mom and I were making love. She was on her back with her arms and legs wrapped around me, drawing her deeper into her hot flesh. My arms were under her and I was kissing her neck as she moaned my name in her ear.
I began moaning her name and called out that I loved her as my cock exploded inside her. Mom groaned that she loved me as well as she lay there having her pussy filled with her son's cum. I cried out as my real life cock erupted sending a long jet of cum across my stomach. I pumped it furiously sending several more spurts of cum along my stomach and thighs before I let it go and slumped down into my pillow gasping.
I remained still and waited for my heart to stop racing. When it no longer felt as if it were going to pop out of my chest, I rubbed at my eyes and sighed disgustedly at the feeling of my cum dripping down my thighs.. The same goddamn dream again. I'd been having it two to three times a week for a year now and the last couple of weeks it had been every night. The dream ended at the same point all the time. It never stopped before mom sank to her knees, but never went further. I shouldn't be surprised that it was coming more frequently after all today was Halloween the holiday that would be forever cursed by me as it was this day a year ago that...
I forced my mind to stop that train of thought and sitting up grabbed the tissues from my nightstand to wipe the cum from my stomach. I stopped when I was confronted with the picture of my mother on the night stand. It was close up of her face and I stared longingly into her green eyes. I'd inherited those eyes and had many girls, especially Amber, tell me many times how amazing they were. I also sported her thick black hair and in the picture hers had been curled and framed her face beautifully. Mom was smiling that big smile of hers, the one I could never see without smiling back.
Except for now, I thought as I felt the tears coming. The tears were the last part of my all too familiar routine and instead of my stomach I brought a tissue to my eyes and wiped at them.
"I miss you mom," I whispered to the picture, swallowing back the sob that was rising in my throat I added, "I...I love you."
No longer able to contain it, a sob did burst from me and putting my head in my hands I began to cry pathetically. The reason the dream kept coming and always stopped before my mother and I consummated our love was because I had never confessed my feelings to her. For a year leading up to my father's death I had secretly desired her, but it was more a taboo fantasy than an emotional need. Then for two years after my father's death I had yearned to not just satisfy her body, but to quench the loneliness of her heart.
After dad's passing I had quickly fallen in love with my mother and whenever she tried to meet someone, wished her well outwardly, but inside prayed it wouldn't work. My selfish wishes came true as Mom never made it past a first date. I knew why, because I was meant to be her next lover, all I had to do was tell her my feelings. I couldn't count how many times I stood in front of her door, telling myself that I was going to go through with it.
Instead every time I would go back to my room, lie in my bed and play the conversation through my head and bitterly masturbate to the thought of the woman I felt I would never have. Those bitter feelings soon became a much more bitter reality. Last year on Halloween, while on her way home from a party, Mom's tire blew out and unable to control the car she had crashed head on into a tree. The police officer who broke the news to me and my aunt said that she most likely died upon impact and didn't suffer.
Suffer was what I had done for the last year. Not just from the grief of losing my mother, but the burden of unrequited love. Mom had passed lonely and unhappy. Had I confessed my feelings to her and she had indeed felt the same way things would have been different. Maybe she would not have gone to that party, or the two of us would have gone and I would have driven or...
The tears subsiding, I lifted my head and shook it, physically trying to dispel those thoughts. I looked down at my cum splattered stomach and rolled my eyes, "You're a real loser Trevor, spanking it to your mother." Your dead mother to boot my mind added before I could stop it.
"Okay, enough." I said and deciding to just shower the sticky mess off myself got up to head into the shower.
I stopped and turning went back to the nightstand and feeling like an idiot, but doing it anyway performed my morning ritual. Picking up the picture of Mom I kissed her image and whispered, "Love you mom, thank you for taking care of me."
Heading into the bathroom I turned the water on in the shower and as I waited for it to heat up, thought that how even in death, Mom had taken care of me. Her life insurance had been over a hundred thousand dollars and although many twenty year olds would have pissed that away, there was no way I was going to disappoint my mother and not graduate. I used half the money to pay my last two years of school and bought a fairly new, but sensible car.
Knowing there was no way I could stay in the condo Mom and I had lived in, I'd found the small three room apartment near campus and paid a year's rent in advance. Mom hadn't raised me to be lazy and I kept my job at Barnes and Noble so still had money in the bank in case anything came up. Stepping into the shower I thought that by most guys my age's standards I had it pretty good; School paid for, decent place to live, enough money not to worry. I knew I should be happy, but what I felt was the same loneliness mom had.
Despite the fact that like my mother, I was attractive enough to have no shortage of candidates if I wanted to date, but couldn't get close to anyone. As if picking up where Mom left off, I'd been on quite a few dates, but never more than a couple with the same girl and they generally ended with me dropping them off. My friends at school were always asking if I were nuts, I had my own place to bring the girls back to, but never did. Well, not never, a year ago I'd been so frustrated I had brought a girl from school named Tammy home.
Tammy was a pretty little blue eyed blonde whom, because she looked nothing like mom, I figured I might be okay with. In the end I didn't have a bad time with her, but during sex I kept seeing my mother in my mind. I pictured Tammy's blonde head in my lap as my mother's and even as we fucked kept hearing my mom's not Tammy's voice telling me to give it to her. Even when she spent the night and I lied there with my arm around her all I could think of was mom.
Like an asshole I never returned her calls. I knew that was wrong, but what was I going to tell her? Sorry, Tammy you're hot and all, but you're not my mom? Shutting the water off, I toweled off and going over to the sink quickly shaved. Looking in the mirror I remembered how mom told me I was wasting myself being alone before she passed. Little had she known she was the reason I avoided girls and apparently still was. I stared at my reflection and had to agree it was a waste; I wasn't conceited, but knew I was good looking and could have a girlfriend, hell Amber was all over me.
I finished shaving and had just gone back into the bedroom when the my cell rang. Picking it up, I had to smile, speaking of the devil it was Amber.
"Hey brown eyes." I answered.
"Hey hot stuff," she said, "What are you up to?"
"Oh, I don't know," I laughed, "Maybe seven and a half if she's hot."
"Ohh," she cooed into the phone, "So what would you be for me then?"



Shit! I did this all the time! I knew I had no real interest in Amber, not that she wasn't interesting, in fact Amber was very interesting, but sweet and I wouldn't hurt her with my issues. Yet I was so comfortable with her and couldn't help flirting. Proving I couldn't help myself, I blurted out, "For you? At least eight."
"Oh, I like that!" she giggled, "But I want a measurement!"
I laughed as well and realized that most of the time I did laugh these days was around Amber. I sat on the edge of the bed and as soon as my eyes landed on the picture of mom my smile faded. I couldn't do this. I'd never been able to tell mom how I felt and left her to be lonely, it would be wrong for me to move on and be with someone.
"So uh....what do you want?" I asked.
There was a pause and she sighed, "Well that was a not so subtle brush off, 'what do I want' thanks."
"I'm sorry." I said, meaning it, "It's just...you know what today is."
"Of course I do," she said softly, "Why do you think I called? I want to make sure you're all right."
That made me feel like a bigger asshole and after a brief pause I answered, "I....I appreciate it Amber, I didn't mean to sound like a jerk."
"It's okay Trevor. I know you're still having a hard time and today's going to be rough, hey are you coming to school today?"
"I have a class in the morning that I have a test in, but I'm skipping the rest."
"Hey, want to do lunch? My treat!"
"I...I don't think so."
"Come on, we can go to Friday's you like it there."
"I know, but...."
"You shouldn't be alone today Trevor, all you'll do is mope." She paused then added, "You know a lot of guys wouldn't mind lunch with a cute young girl, never mind she's paying."
A voice in the back of my mind was screaming at me to say yes. Go out, have some laughs, enjoy her company. The voice got louder and was accompanied by the image of Amber laying in my bed, her long dark hair fanned out on the pillow, her dark eyes staring up at me. I blinked and looking again at the picture of mom, said, "Sorry Amber, maybe another time."
"So much for eight inches, I can't even get lunch."
"I...I just can't today, don't be mad Amber I..."
"It's okay Trevor." She said quietly. "I'm the one that keeps pushing, but today I really just wanted to make sure you were okay."
"I am." I lied, "Tell you what; I'll call you later so you know I'm still okay."
"If that's the best I'll get then that's better than nothing," she replied. "Hang in there Trevor, and like I've told you since your mom passed, I'm always here if you want to talk."
"I know."
"Trevor?"
"What is it Amber?"
"Your mom wouldn't want you to be alone; she'd want you to be happy."
"I don't deserve to be." I said and quickly hung up.
*****
"I'm sorry Mom," I said as I sat in front of the rose colored tombstone that marked my mother's final home. "I...I should have told you how I felt a long time ago, you should have gotten to know you weren't alone."
As I spoke I began putting the roses I had brought with me into the stone vases built into the sides of the tombstone. "Maybe if I'd told you, you'd still be here, things would have been so different, bet you wouldn't have even gone to that fucking party"
I frowned as I couldn't fit the last rose in either of the vases and laid it in my lap as I sat cross legged in front of the stone. I felt those damn tears starting again, but didn't try to fight the. If you couldn't cry on your mother's grave where could you? As I let my emotions have their way I reached out and idly traced the script engraved on the stone.
Jasmine Winters
April 10th 1968- October 31st 2011
Beloved wife and mother, you will be missed.
I turned my head and looked at Dad's grave where I had sat for the previous half hour. I always felt guilty when I visited my father. After all I had spent the last two years lusting after his wife. In my heart however, I always believed dad would understand and knew he wouldn't want mom alone either. I still felt bad though, especially because I missed mom so much more. Again I think he would know why, Mom and I were around when dad passed, he had never been lonely as mom had been or like I was now.
Wiping at my eyes I sighed, "I wish you knew how I felt mom, I....I wish I knew if you know now. I...I'd give anything to be able to tell you I loved you," I swallowed hard and continued, "Hell, I...if you had to go I just wish I could have said good bye, I..."
"Maybe you still can." A voice said from behind me.
I jerked around so hard I almost fell over, catching myself by getting a hand down on the damp grass, I looked up to see Amber standing not more than a couple of feet behind me.
"Jesus Christ!" I exclaimed, "Are you nuts? Sneaking up on someone in a cemetery?"
"What did you think I was a zombie?" Amber asked, and then making a show of rolling her eyes back moaned, "They're coming to get you Barbara!"
"Real funny." I said although I felt a smile creep across my face.
"Ha!" She laughed, "Got you to smile."
I nodded, "That you did."
Looking up at her, it wasn't just her crappy Night of the Living Dead imitation that caused me to smile, Amber, as always looked damn good. Her long brown hair was down and although she was wearing a sweater, it was only buttoned halfway and the black t-shirt beneath was low cut, showing off her ample chest. Despite the fact it was only in the low fifties, Amber was wearing a short black skirt, but the black boots she was sporting went up to her knees leaving just part of her legs visible. What I could see looked pretty damn good though and the boots had some damn high heels.
As she smiled down at me, I wondered what she would look like wearing just those boots. I realized I was staring and made it a point to bring my eyes up to her face and smiled again as I looked into her eyes. Amber had huge brown expressive eyes, doe eyes mom had called them. On that note I remembered when I'd first met Amber three years ago and she had come over a couple of times to study, mom had remarked on how pretty she was and for the next two years would ask me why the hell I wasn't asking her out. She'd sigh disgustedly and ask what I was waiting for; little did she know it was her I was waiting for.
"Up for a little company?" Amber cut into my thoughts.
"A little late to ask, isn't it?" I frowned as something occurred to me, "Were you listening to me long?"
Apparently taking my question as a yes, Amber sank down to her knees in front of me and looked away, "Yeah, I was standing here for a couple of minutes, I... I saw you were um, upset so I wanted to give you some time."
"How did you know I'd be here?" I asked.
"Where else would you go right after class on the anniversary?" she shrugged, "I'm sorry Trevor, I'm just worried about you that's all."
"It's okay." it really wasn't, but I'd already been an asshole to her once today and who the hell else did I have these days that cared about me?
"Thanks." Amber turned to face Mom's tombstone and bowing her head closed her eyes.
I took a moment to admire her soft features before lowering my gaze and checking out her rather firm looking features. Amber was leaning over and I caught just a glimpse of red lace beneath her t-shirt. I jerked my gaze away, upset at myself for looking at her on my mother's grave. Speaking of, I wondered how much Amber had heard. I hadn't said anything really inappropriate. Amber I'm sure would just take 'I love you mom' as just that, she didn't know I would have liked it to be in the carnal sense as well as the normal son's love for his mother.
With no one else to talk to I had told Amber how badly I missed my mother, but of course not in what way. I'd told her I felt guilty that she had spent her last couple of years alone and felt kind of responsible for it because I might have been why mom didn't want to move on and had never encouraged her to. It had felt good to talk about it even though it was only half truths. As always Amber had listened and tried to tell me it was okay. Her mother was a fortune teller and Amber claimed to have a gift to communicate with spirits and did card readings for the kids at school sometimes.
She told me where Mom was she knew everything in my heart and it would all be okay. I wanted to believe her, but first I didn't believe in that hocus pocus shit and Amber always told me Mom would want me to be happy and move on. That was always said with a sly smile and the batting of her long eyelashes. It was painfully obvious Amber was into me and a couple of friends at school wanted to know I why I wasn't getting into her. Sometimes I wondered that myself, but was afraid if I got close I would start thinking of mom and have a repeat of Tammy. Best for me to not lead her on, I didn't want to only go through the motions and there was only one woman I had longed to give my heart to.
Sensing movement I looked back to see Amber was now staring intently at Mom's grave. She turned towards me and said, "You know Trevor, you could have that chance to say goodbye."
"Yeah, how's that?"
"Through me." She tapped her chest. "You can come over my place tonight and I'll channel her."
"Again with that stuff?" I asked, rolling my eyes, "You know I don't believe that shit."
"Doesn't matter, what does matter is I have a gift and if you come into it really wanting to talk to your mom, she'll sense it and come."
"Amber please," I said, "I know you mean well, but card tricks and things like that are stupid."
"It's not stupid!" she snapped, "I do have the gift! I got it from my mom and I don't like you making fun of me!"
"Sorry." I sighed, "I don't want to hurt your feelings, but..."
"Then why do you do it all the time?"
She pushed her full lips out into a pout and putting her head down looked up at me with her big eyes through her lashes.
"Amber," I began
"I just want to help Trevor, please let me help?" keeping her head down she added, "It'll make me happy to try."
I looked at the pout and despite my reservations, began to smile again. I knew she was playing me with the lips and those eyes. As I continued to stare I saw her lips trembling and unable to keep it up anymore her pout started to turn into a smile and I laughed, "You goddamn faker!"
"Come on Trevor, what do you have to lose? I mean even if there is a little chance you could talk to your mom, wouldn't she be worth it?"
"That's not fair." I said.
"But it's true. You keep saying there are things you wished you told her, well if there are things she wanted to tell you, she'll sense you calling to her! And its Halloween; the night that families departed loved ones come home to them!"
I started to say forget it, but stopped. What if she was right? What if mom wanted to say goodbye to me as well? In front of me Amber was giving me another of her little fake pouts and with an exaggerated sigh, I nodded, "Okay, we'll try."
"Great!" she clapped her hands excitedly. "Be at my place around eight."
I frowned. Amber's place was a small three room apartment over her parent's garage. Because they liked still having her close, her folks never bothered her, even when it came to having guys over, saying she was twenty two and it was her life. I now found myself wondering if I was walking into a set up.
"I'll be there, but um...you know."
"Know what?"
"I...I'm coming over for that, not to uh..."
"Don't worry Trevor." She rolled her eyes at me, "I won't try to raise anything but a spirit."
Feeling like an asshole yet again, I looked down and saw I still had the last rose in my lap. Snapping most of the stem off, I leaned forward and slipped it into her hair.
"Here you go," I smiled, "Now you really look like a gypsy."
Amber blushed and after giving me a quick kiss on the cheek said, "I hope we talk to your mom tonight, I want to tell her what a sweet boy she raised!"
I gave her an awkward smile and wondered how sweet she would think I was if she knew how I really felt about my mother. Well guess it didn't matter, it wasn't like she would never know, no one would, including my mother.
*****
I arrived at Amber's just before eight and with a resigned sigh got out of the car. Since I'd seen her this morning I'd had the phone in my hand a dozen times to cancel. Not only would tonight be a waste of time, but I really wasn't sure I wanted to be alone with Amber. It was hard enough to brush her off over the phone or in public, but in her place? In the end I decided not to let her down, for some reason this meant something to her and she was too good of a friend not to give her a chance.
My unease grew when I walked along the side of the garage and noticed her parents weren't home. Not that they would have bothered us, but I would feel a little less like I was walking into Amber's version of trick or treat. She had left the door open for me and walking up the stairs, I could already smell the pungent aroma of incense. She really took this shit seriously. I knocked and a moment later Amber opened the door and I felt a sense of relief go through me.
Part of me had expected her to open the door wearing lingerie, but instead she was wearing a plain long black robe. I did notice the robe was rather low cut, showing the creamy tops of her tits, but otherwise she was mostly covered. The second thing I noticed besides her cleavage is she had the rose I had given her earlier in her hair.
"Thank you for coming!" she smiled and kissed my cheek, "I thought you'd back out."
"Now why would you think that?" I asked.
"Yeah, right." She laughed, then turned and gestured for me to follow her, "C'mon in."
We walked through the small kitchen and I saw that the robe wasn't as modest as I thought. It was slit up both sides almost to her damn hips and I couldn't but help look at her long legs and the swing of her ass as we went into her parlor. I also noted she was barefoot and wearing silver anklets. The parlor was lit by what had to be two dozen candles scattered about and the smell of incense was almost overwhelming. Amber walked over to the couch and sitting down, crossed her legs.
I did the best I could not to stare at her bare leg as she picked up a small crystal ball from the table.
"Where'd you get that, the Halloween store?" I asked.
"Don't be an asshole," she told me, "This belonged to my great grandmother, and it's very powerful."
"Really?" I looked more closely at it, "Jeez, I'm sorry."
Amber laughed, "Don't be, I bought it at a pawn shop last year, Mom says you have to have your own, so I had to start with something."
"Way to make me feel like an ass."
"You deserve it sometimes." She told me, and then pointed, "Take your coat off and relax."
I slipped my leather jacket off and Amber whistled, "Wow, that's a sharp shirt."
I looked down at the purple short sleeved polo shirt I was wearing.
"You said wear Mom's favorite color."
"Looks good on you." She nodded, "Then again, what doesn't?"
"Uh, yeah, anyway, so what do we do?"
"Did you bring something of your Mom's for me to wear?"
I nodded and reaching into the pocket of my jacket removed the purple silk scarf, mom wore tied around her neck when she wore her favorite dress. Amber took it and handed me the ball.
"Here rub this." She told me while tying the scarf around her neck.
I held the ball between my palms and began working it between them as if I were rubbing up a baseball. "This feels stupid." I told her.
"Really?" She asked, while lighting the two tall red candles on the coffee table in front of us. "I figured you liked playing with balls, it's not like you want anyone else to do it."
That wasn't true, I knew who I would love to be playing with my balls, but that was no longer an option. Amber cupped her hands together and put them out to me. I deposited the ball into them and she said, "Keep your hands on it."
"Yeah, sure."
"Don't be an ass, Trevor, at least try." She scolded me.
"Sorry."
"Now close your eyes and think of your mother. Think of how much you love her and think of something that you two did together that made you feel close to her."
Resisting the urge to roll my eyes, I closed them and thought of mom. It was pretty easy to think of how much I loved and missed her, I'd been thinking of it every day for a year now.
"I'm calling to the spirit of our loved one." Amber said softly, "I am calling to Jasmine Winters on behalf of her son Trevor."
Oh, for God's sake, I thought as she continued in an exaggeratedly breathy voice.
"Tonight is the night the souls of the departed come to visit their loved ones. Tonight I have opened my home as well as my soul to Jasmine in hopes that she will visit."
I opened my eyes to see Amber's were closed. She had moved her leg so her feet were on the floor and our hands were in her lap. She had stopped speaking and was breathing slowly through her mouth. Her full lips were parted and I had to say she looked beautiful in the candlelight. I jumped as she shivered and gasped. Her eyes lids were trembling and my eyes narrowed as she shook her head, causing her hair to fall across her chest. I swore it looked darker, must be a trick of the candle light. I leaned closer and crinkled up my nose as I swore I had caught a whiff of Angel perfume.
Had there been some on the scarf, I wondered. I also wondered if Amber knew what Mom wore and was fucking with...
"You're not concentrating Trevor," she whispered, startling me out of my thoughts. "I...I can feel her Trevor, I really can, but she's not going to come to me, you need to focus on her, think about what you long to tell her."
Amber's eyes had remained closed and her voice had an eerie faraway sound to it, as if she weren't sitting two feet in front of me. I had to say, the girl had her act down pat, she should start setting up at the local fairs.
"I'm not a fraud." She whispered, causing my eyes to widen. "Now think of your mother or we'll lose her."
I obediently closed my eyes and started to think about what I missed most about mom. I envisioned those beautiful eyes and that amazing smile. I recalled how even when I was twenty she would give me a big hug and an affectionate kiss before she went to bed. I noticed the ball seemed to be getting warmer beneath my hands and Amber's breathing was getting louder. I resisted the urge to open my eyes and instead let myself relax and pictured Mom in that short robe she was always wearing in my dream, that little black one she would only wear in her room or when she thought I was asleep.
In my mind my dream began to play out. I entered the room and saw her with her legs up, her soft smooth thighs staring out at me. I approached her and in a flash she was in my arms, I was kissing her deeply and running my hands up and down her body. Amber gasped loudly and the ball was beginning to get uncomfortably hot. Still my mind stayed where it was, with me now pushing my mother onto her back on her bed. Somewhere in my mind I called out that this had never been in my dream.
Where the image was coming from I didn't care. It seemed so vivid and again I swore I caught the scent of Angel. I was starting to sweat and like Amber started to breath heavier. My vision continued as while Mom smiled up at me, I undid her robe and pulled it open to expose her full round breasts and soft curvy body. I was naked and as I leaned down, Mom put her arms around my shoulders and pulled me down to her soft lips. I kissed her gently and looking into her emerald gaze whispered, "I...I love you mom."
"I love you to," she replied.
"I...I miss you so much Mom, I...."
"And I miss you to my baby."
My eyes jerked open as I swore those words had come from outside of my mind. In front of me Amber was sweating heavily, her dark hair starting to stick to the sides of her face. Her chest was heaving and her skin was flushed from the heat. Her entire body was trembling and becoming worried I shook the ball in her hands.



"Amber?"
"Hmm-mm" she shook her head.
"Amber!" I snapped, "Are you..."
I stopped in mid sentence as she gasped and her eyes snapped open.
"What the fuck!" I exclaimed, flinching back.
Amber's eyes were green.
"Now is that anyway to greet your mother?"
"Oh my god." I whispered that voice! It sounded just like...
"It is me honey." Amber said in mom's voice.
She smiled at me and my eyes widened as it wasn't Amber's smile, her lips seemed to spread wide and slightly higher on the left. Mom's crooked smile.
"M...mom?" I asked.
"In the flesh!" she exclaimed and letting the ball go, spread her arms out.
I caught the ball before it rolled off the couch and put it up on top of the couch. As I did, Mom brought her hands down and began rubbing them up and down her chest.
"And some young flesh at that." She purred as her hands lingered on her or more accurately Amber's tits.
She gave them a squeeze and laughed, "Ah, youth! These would stand up without a bra!"
"Mom, are you...how...how do you feel?" I asked, feeling like an idiot, but not knowing what else to say.
"Hmmm," taking her hand she put them on Amber's thighs and began caressing them, "I feel....twenty years younger!"
She began laughing and my heart leaped! Up until just now a part of me had thought this was a trick, Amber somehow screwing with me, maybe slipping in contacts when I had my eyes closed, but that laugh! This really was mom!
"Of course it is baby," she again gave me that endearing smile, "Your little girl friend Amber has quite the gift!" she looked down and whistled, "And quite the figure!" looking up she pointed at me, "Trevor why aren't you with this girl?"
"No I...oh, mom!"
I practically through myself forward and wrapped my arms around...mom! To me this wasn't Amber anymore, but the woman who I'd longed to hold every day for the last year.
"Oh, god I missed you!" I sobbed into her neck.
Mom hugged me back and I could feel her tears on my neck. "I... I missed you too baby! We never had a chance to say good bye!"
"I love you mom!" I told her.
Mom took my face in her hands and pushing my head back from her neck looked me in the eye and whispered, "I love you too Trevor, with all my heart."
Leaning in she kissed my cheek softly and with a sigh, sat back.
"I...I don't have a lot of time honey. I'm going to tell you two things, that I'm at peace, and that I want you to be happy honey, no more pining over me. When you called to me, I know it was because you have things you need to tell me and I'm here to hear them."
"I...I just miss you mom!" I said, fighting back the sob threatening to explode from my throat. "I...I don't feel like it's fair that..."
"Stop." Mom said, putting her finger to my lips. "I felt the same way when your dad died. I pined and felt guilty when I thought of being happy. I...I could have been happy Trevor and should have been, but I never told them how I felt and..." she trailed off, looking sad for the first time, "And then it was too late, don't make that mistake baby. I did what I could to take care of you, but now take care of yourself, be happy."
I nodded and when she didn't speak realized she was waiting for me to speak. I felt my heart began to beat faster. This was it; this was the second chance I never thought I would get.
"Mom, I...I need to tell you something."
Reaching out, Mom took my hands and pacing them on her thighs, put her hands over them.
"That's why I'm here honey, you can tell me anything."
I paused at the feeling of her soft firm skin under my palms, and then took a deep breath. My lungs filled with the scent of her perfume and looking into her eyes I felt overwhelmed with emotion and without the hesitation that had plagued me when she was alive, I said firmly.
"Mom, I love you."
"I know you do baby, I love you too." She smiled.
"No," I shook my head, "I...I mean I...I was in love with you."
"And I said I know baby," squeezing my hands she said softly, "I was in love you too Trevor."
"No, I..." I paused as her words sank in. "You...you knew?"
"I knew I was in love with you, yes." She nodded, "But I didn't know you felt the same way."
"Mom, I..." I began, but she continued with a faraway look in her amazing emerald eyes.
"I was more than just in love with you Trevor, I desired you. I wanted you so badly. I never thought anyone could be as good to me as your father was, but you were in any way I let you." She sighed and holding my hands began to rub them along the length of her warm thigh. "And oh, honey what I would have let you do!"
Those last words had come out in what could only be described as a moan and to my astonishment I felt my cock begin to stir between my legs as she went on.
"I thought of you every night Trevor, I lied in that big empty bed and longed for you to be there with me. I...I dreamt of you Trevor, of the things we would do, of how I would love you, of how I would please you." She gave me a sly smile that caused my cock to swell until it was bent painfully in my jeans, "And all the things you would do for me."
"Why didn't you say anything?"
"Why didn't you honey?" she asked, frowning. "Same reason, how would it sound? What if you didn't want me? You would think I was sick, I was afraid you would leave me and..." she shrugged, "Not like I could talk to anyone, 'so you see, I've been playing with my pussy thinking of my son and..." she put her hand sup, "Not really office cooler conversation."
Hearing her say she played with herself caused my now fully erect cock to twitch and looking away, I said quietly, "I wanted you too mom, in every way, I dreamt about, hell I still do, every night I..."
"Come into my room and tell me and I tell you and we enjoy each other." Mom nodded. "I know honey, I can see in your heart, and that's what called me here, not just your love for me as a son, but your desire for me as a woman."
"I...I guess better late than never." I sighed. "At least we know now." I put my head down, "I...I think I feel worse now knowing that we could have and..."
"We still can honey."
As my head snapped up, mom pulled my hands up along her sides and sliding them around her waist, slid over and pressing herself against me.
"I didn't just come here to tell you Trevor, I came here to show you. I can't stay long baby, but I can stay long enough for us to enjoy each other, the way we should have."
My answer was a low moan as Mom wrapped her arms around my shoulders and pressed her lips to mine. She kissed me gently at first and I was so overwhelmed, I was barely moving my lips. She didn't seem to mind as she began sliding her mouth across mine, teasing my lips with hers. She pulled me tightly to her and then caused me to gasp as her tongue darted out flicked lightly against my lips.
"Relax baby," she said softly, "Just let go and love your mother, the way she's always wanted you too."
Her words broke through my nervousness and opening my mouth I eagerly accepted her probing tongue and pressed my lips hard into hers. Mom groaned her approval and as our tongues darted across each other, I crushed her to me. I could feel her tits pressing into my chest and began sliding my hands up and down her back, caressing her through the thin material of the robe. I slipped my hand up long her neck and Mom sighed as I ran my fingers through her long hair. Mom was kissing harder now and I could feel the urgency in her lips as they devoured mine.
Her hands slid around and after squeezing my arms slipped between us. Her lips slid from mine and nuzzling her face against mine, she began kissing my neck. I turned my head and sighed as she started nibbling on my ear, her tongue playfully darting out along my neck. Her hands worked their way down my chest and grabbing my shirt, tugged it from my jeans. Still working her soft lips along my neck, Mom tugged on my shirt and I obediently raised my arms. Mom leaned back and sliding my shirt over my head tossed it aside.
"Oh, look at you." She cooed.
A shiver went through me as she began trailing her long nails up and down my skin. She flattened her hand out so she was now rubbing my chest and shoulders and sighed, "Honey, you feel so damn good!"
I started to answer, but gasped when her hand dropped into my lap and squeezed my cock through my jeans.
"Oh, baby," she laughed, "You do want your mother don't you?"
"Oh yes!" I groaned as her hand began rubbing along the length of my hard on.
Mom's lips found mine again and I felt her fingers fumbling with my jeans. I began kissing her harder, a feeling of anticipation running through me as I felt her tug my zipper down. I felt her hand slide into my underwear and released a long moan into her mouth, when her fingers wrapped around my throbbing dick.
"Hmm," she purred, "I love that you're so hard for me!"
I tried to reply, but she started slowly pumping my cock and I simply sighed in pleasure and sliding my hands around to the front of her robe reached for her tits. Mom releases my cock and catching my hands in hers pushed them down. She pulled away from me and standing up, grabbing the tie to the robe, pulled it so it opened enough to show more of her tits, then with a smile asked, "You want to see?"
"Yes, please."
"Oh, I did raise a polite young man didn't I?" she laughed, "But screw manners baby, tell your mother what you want."
"I...please show me mom."
"Show you what?" she teased, cupping her tits through the robe, "These?"
"Everything." I said softly
She paused and with an air of desperation I blurted out, "Please show me your tits mom! I...I've wanted them for so long!"
"Well I always did give you anything you wanted," she started to pull the robe open, then looking down, smiled, "Oh honey, your little friend had some plans for you tonight!"
"What do you....oh damn."
Mom had quickly untied the robe and tossed it off. Beneath the robe Amber was wearing a skimpy red lace bra that barely covered her nipples and a red thong that tied at her hips, with only a patch of lace between her legs.
"Damn is right!" Mom exclaimed, "This is going to be like taking a new car for a test drive!" reaching behind her, she unhooked the bra and slowly sliding the straps down her shoulders, playfully flipped it off, tossing it to the floor.
I licked my lips at the sight of her large firm tits. Her nipples were rose colored and pointing straight at me. I started to stand up, but stepping forward mom pushed me back onto the couch and swinging her leg over mine sat on my lap. Grabbing the back of my head, she literally shoved her tit in my face and I wasn't complaining. I eagerly opened my mouth and sucked her beautiful nipple into it.
"Oh yes!" Mom cried out, arching her back and shoving her tit deeper into my mouth, "Suck that tit, show me how bad you wanted it!"
I reached up and cupping her tits, removed my lips and started rubbing my thumbs across her nipples. Mom leaned down and began kissing me as I fondled her tits and I moaned when she began grinding her hips into my cock. I could feel the heat of her pussy against my shaft and unable to help it, started rocking my hips, pushing my yearning cock against the thin strip of material covering her pussy.
"That feels so good." She breathed in my ear, "God I can't wait to taste you!"
Damn that sounded good! I returned my lips to her nipples and Mom sighed contentedly as I switched back and forth, slowly tonguing each nipple while fondling the other.
"Hmmm, you like those tits honey?" she asked as she ran her fingers through my hair. "Sorry, they're not really mine, but," she giggled, "I think you're making out okay."
It hit me as I sucked her nipple deep into my mouth that I really was sucking Ambers tits as well as grinding my cock into her pussy, but what the hell, what she didn't know wouldn't hurt her. I released a pathetic sounding whimper when mom began bouncing up and down, rubbing my cock harder against her crotch, I could feel my cock getting wet and realized she was soaking through her panties. I began whimpering around her nipple while she started grinding harder on me and with a soft laugh, mom whispered, "Aw does my baby need some attention?"
"I...I need you, mom." I moaned, "I want you!"
"In time honey," she answered as she slid off my lap and onto her knees. "But I want it to last so how about, I give you what you've been dreaming about?"
Without waiting for my answer, Mom grabbed the sides of my jeans and pulled on them. I lifted my hips and she yanked them and my underwear down. My cock sprang free and as she tugged my jeans and shoes from my feet, Mom licked her lips, "Oh baby, you have such a nice fucking cock!"
Tossing my clothes to the side Mom slid between my legs and grabbing my aching dick gave the head a soft kiss before running her tongue around the rim of the head of my cock.
"Oh that looks so good." I breathed as my mother's eyes stared out at me from Amber's face while her tongue slid down the length of my shaft.
Mom trailed her soft wet flesh up the other side before causing me to moan by shoving the tip of her tongue into the list of my cock. She pulled her tongue back, taking a trail of my stick precum with it and made a show of slurping it into her mouth.
"Hmmm, you taste as sweet as I thought you would," she cooed. "I think I want more."
Mom placed her mouth over the head of my cock and slowly took me into it. I groaned at the feeling of her warm mouth sliding over my cock and watched her soft lips inch down my shaft. Mom stopped about halfway and began bobbing her head in a slow steady rhythm. I reached down and started running my hands through her hair as she started taking me deeper into her amazing mouth. Mom closed her eyes and began moaning softly as she worked my cock in and out of her mouth.
I could feel her tongue pressing tightly against my shaft as well as her soft lips sliding up and down. I could feel my legs starting to shake and dropping my hands down between us took her nipples between my fingers and started fondling them. Mom slipped my cock from her mouth and moaned, "That's it honey, they're all yours tonight."
Again any reply I had was lost in a sound of pleasure when she quickly ducked her head down and started licking my balls. I rolled my eyes back as mom began stroking my cock while her soft tongue continued to bathe my balls. I gasped when she switched from licking to sucking on them and began pumping my cock harder. I started rocking my hips and sliding her tongue along the length of my cock, mom opened wide and took me all the way down until I felt her lips touch the base of my shaft.
I groaned at the feeling of having my entire cock buried in her mouth and mom moaned as well. She started shaking her head back and forth and my hips twitched, thrusting my cock deeper. Mom began bobbing her head rapidly and unable to help it, I began pumping my hips harder, pushing my cock into her descending mouth.
"Hmmm-mmm" Mom encouraged, as she began sucking me even harder.
I was breathing hard and could feel myself getting close to cumming. Mom wrapped her hand around my shaft and started jerking me off while she blew me and I whimpered as the cum began to race through my cock. Mom reached up and lightly traced her nails across my balls and I cried out as my cock erupted in my mother's mouth. Mom continued to bob her head as my spurting cock drove repeatedly between her lips.
I was moaning continuously as my balls emptied and she was moaning just as loud, her green eyes rolled back in her head as her son filled her mouth with his cum.
I slumped back on the couch panting as my spent cock gave up its last few drops and slowly sliding me from her mouth, mom licked her lips and sighed, "Hmm, damn I forgot how much I loved sucking cock!"
Standing she turned around and bending over, made a show of shimmying out of the red thing. My breath hissed between my teeth as I took in her perfect ass and the sight of her bald pink pussy peeking out at me from between her thighs. Straightening, mom turned around and asked, "See something you want?"
"I've wanted it for a long time." I answered.
"Then come get it baby, follow me!"
She turned and walked into the door way that led into Amber's bedroom. I stood up and followed, my eyes locked onto her sweet ass as she slowly walked in front of me making a show of swinging her hips. When I entered her room I saw that Amber indeed had made some plans. Not only were there several candles lit in there as well, but there was a bottle of wine on the night stand and the covers were pulled down on her bed.
"Well isn't this sweet!" Mom exclaimed, pointing at a picture of Amber and I someone took at school on her nightstand. "Some one likes my little boy. But tonight's my night, isn't it baby?"
"Anything you want mom, "I whispered, transfixed by the sight of her or Amber's naked body.
"Anything huh?" sitting on the edge of the bed, she pointed at the floor in front of her. "Come over here and be a good boy and make your mother cum honey, I've waited a long time for you to do it."
I dropped to my knees so fast I winced in pain as they hit the floor. That pain was soon forgotten as lying on her back, mom slowly lifted her legs in the air and placing her soft feet on my shoulders, reached down and spread her pussy open.
"Honey, you don't know how many times I dreamt of looking down at your pretty face while you made me cum!"
I would have liked to have teased her a little, but there was no way I could hold back. Leaning in, I spread her lips further open and shoved my tongue deep inside her dripping pussy. Mom cried out as I swirled my tongue around inside her and I moaned at the taste of her sweet juices on my tongue. I started rocking my head back and forth, tongue fucking her and mom started moving her hips, shoving her pussy into my face. I slid my tongue from inside her and did manage to slow down as I worked my way through the soft wet folds of her smooth pussy.
"My clit honey," Mom moaned, "I need you to oh, right there!"
Mom's hips jerked as my tongue found her hard button and flicked across it. I began to trace slow circles around it and as mom moaned and squirmed in my face I gently slid two fingers inside her.
"Hmm, that feels....tight." she gasped as I began to slowly pump my fingers in and out while still teasing my tongue along her clit.
Mom sighed as I gently took her clit between my lips and started sucking it into my mouth in time with the thrusting of my fingers. I looked up to see she was playing with her nipples and smiled around her clit at how good she looked. Her eyes were closed and her full lips were parted. She was sighing softly from between those lips each time my fingers drove into her pussy. Her chest was heaving and her tits glistening with sweat. Her toes began curling into my shoulders and her hips started rocking harder into my fingers.
I could feel her thighs trembling against my face and her moans were becoming more like high pitched whimpers. I started sucking her clit harder and working my fingers faster as she began to moan, "Oh, right there Trevor! Oh, that's it baby, make me cum, oh yes!"
Her back arched and grabbing a handful of my hair she shoved my face against her pussy.
"Just a little more," she whimpered, "Just....oh fuck!"
Mom threw her head back and let out a long squeal as her pussy contracted around my fingers and her hips started bucking wildly. Lifting her legs, mom clamped her thighs around my face and I struggled to keep my tongue on her clit as she writhed and moaned beneath her son's eager tongue. Mom cried out again and I felt a gush of warm sticky fluid flow around my fingers and into my face. Mom dropped her feet from my shoulders and gasping, looked down at me and gave me a satisfied smile.



"That felt good honey, but you know what I need right now? Without waiting for an answer, she dropped her foot into my lap, sliding it along my once again hard cock "I need my good looking son to take his nice hard young cock and fuck me!"
I sprang to my feet so quickly I almost fell. Catching my balance by putting my hands on the bed, I started to climb up on it to get between her legs. Mom stopped me with her foot on my chest and said, "Right where you are Trevor," she put her other foot on my chest and spread her legs open "We've waited too long to take our time, give it to me!"
I had always imagined my mother and I being sweet and loving, but her words sent a thrill through me and years of pent up lust took over. Wrapping my arms around her thighs, I pushed my cock once though the length of her pussy, enjoying the silky feel of her wet lips, and then pressing the head of my cock against her entrance, slammed my hips forward. We both cried out as my cock drove deep inside her hot, wet and delightfully tight pussy.
"Oh fuck!" Mom cried out again as I began thrusting in and out of her. "Look at you finally taking your mother!" she moaned as I started to speed up and laughed, "And look at me letting you!"
It was my turn to gasp as she started thrusting her hips up, meeting my plunging cock and causing me to slam even harder into her warm inviting flesh.
"Oh honey!" she purred, "What the hell were we waiting for?"
I didn't respond, at the moment I was too consumed with the fact that I was finally where I longed to be, inside my mother. I slowed my hips down and began using long slow strokes. Mom released a long soft moan that told me she didn't mind and I stared, transfixed by the sight of my glistening cock sliding in and out of her smooth pink pussy. Amber's pink pussy, I thought, then laughed to myself at the thought that I really felt like I was fucking two women at once.
"Harder!" Mom called out, "I didn't come to here to romanced! Fuck me like you know you want to!"
Sliding my hands up to her ankles, I spread her legs as wide as I could and sliding my cock out to just the tip, drove myself back into her so hard my balls slapped against her ass.
"That's it baby!" Mom cried out, "Fuck that pussy! Shit, I didn't get laid for two years before I passed, give me that beautiful fucking cock!"
Losing all inhibitions I reared back and began fucking the shit out of my mother. I was going as fast and hard as I could and Mom was yelping each time my cock slammed home inside her hot pussy. I looked away from my cock plunging into her and saw that mom was thoroughly enjoying being fucked like a teenager. Her arms were stretched over her head and her eyes were closed while she moaned with every thrust. Her large round tits were bouncing from the impact of me slamming into her and were slicked with sweat.
Sensing me looking she opened her eyes and giving me that big crooked smile gasped, "That the best you can do baby? That all you have for your mother?" she gave me a nasty little giggle and added, "I thought you'd want to see the rear view!"
Overwhelmed by the image of her perfect ass in the air, I stepped back and still holding her legs whipped them to the right. Mom cried out in surprise as I rolled her over on her stomach, then again as grabbing her hips, I yanked her to the edge of the bed until she was bent over it with her feet on the floor. Grabbing her hips, I thrust my cock into her as hard as I could.
"Oh fuck yeah!" Mom screamed, "That's what I need! Oh, honey, you always were so good to me!"
My answer was a low moan as I took in the sight of her round ass and my cock driving in and out of her from behind. Her back was covered in sweat and her long hair was plastered to it. I slid my hands up to her shoulders and pushing her into the bed began to fuck her even harder. Mom turned her head to the side and cried out in pleasure as my cock slammed repeatedly into her tight little pussy.
"Fuck I needed this!" she called out. "I needed my son, I had to feel you Trevor! I came here to be with you and you feel so fucking good!"
Mom was feeling pretty damn good to. A little too good as my legs started to tremble and my breath was coming in short ragged gasps. I didn't want to cum yet! I'd waited so long! I started to sow down, but Mom called out, "No honey! Keep fucking me, of just a little more, I want to cum on that cock.!"
I jumped when I felt something touch my balls and looked to see mom had slipped her hand down her stomach and was rubbing her clit. Seeing that didn't do much to make my urge to cum fade, but I didn't slow down. Instead I closed my eyes and just thought of how amazing it was to hear her voice call my name and how incredible it was to have gotten to not only tell her, but show her how bad I wanted her. Mom gasped and began making little high pitched yelping noises each time I slammed into her.
I opened my eyes to see her thrusting her hips back into me and could feel her legs shaking against mine.
"Oh honey!" she groaned, "Fuck me harder! I'm right there! I want to cum with my son inside me I...oh yes!"
"Oh shit!" I cried out with her as pussy contracted around my cock causing me to lose control and explode inside her.
Mom let loose a long loud wail as her hips began bucking wildly against me and my cock sent spurt after spurt of cum deep into her pussy. I groaned and stopped thrusting, but mom continued to pound her pussy back into me. I gasped when I felt the last of my cum being milked by her convulsing pussy and somewhere in my mind, I had the disturbing thought that I hoped to hell Amber was on the pill.
Sliding my still dripping cock from her pussy I turned and sat on the bed. Mom moaned softly, then standing up, looked down at me and pointed.
"Slide up on the bed and lay on your back."
I slowly did as she said, my tired body responding reluctantly. Mom waited until I was still then crawling up onto the bed between my legs took my semi hard cock in her hand and said, "Let's see if your mother's lost her touch."
I cried out as taking my cock into her warm mouth, Mom began rapidly bobbing her head.
"Mom!" I groaned, "I...I.....oh!"
Despite the fact I'd cum twice and literally just moments ago, I could feel my cock stiffening in her amazing mouth. Mom opened her eyes and staring into her beautiful gaze I felt my cock become fully hard. Mom continued to suck as if she were a porn star and my hips started to rock, thrusting my dick into her eager mouth. With a slurping sound, mom released me from her mouth sliding up to straddle my hips, reached back and grabbed my cock.
She guided it to her pussy and we both gasped as she impaled herself on my aching dick. Mom began riding me hard and fast, her hips driving up and down so hard her ass was making slapping noises against my thighs. I lay there unable to move, my heart was pounding and my tired cock was getting sore from her relentlessly driving her pussy onto it. Mom placed her hand son my chest and began lifting higher and coming down even harder.
"Oh fuck!" she growled in her throat, "This was always my favorite! I always wanted to ride you Trevor and I didn't come here to be denied!"
I gasped as she was slamming into me so hard we were bouncing on the bed. Mom was breathing as hard as I was and her long dark hair was hanging around her face covering it. She leaned forward and shoving her tit into my mouth moaned, "Fuck me, shove that cock into that tight young pussy!"
Wrapping my arms around her waist, I pinned her to me and still sucking her nipple, started thrusting my hips as hard as my tired body would let me. Mom howled in my ear as I fucked her as hard as I could. My cock was now more than a little sore, but goddamn did her pussy feel good! She was yelping directly in my ear and spurred on I started fucking her even harder. Mom gasped, then pushing against my chest so I would let go, sat straight up on my cock and putting her arms over her head slowed her movement and began slowly riding me.
"How do I look baby?" she moaned as she cupped her sweat slicked tits. "How do I look riding my baby?"
"Fucking beautiful Mom, you were always beautiful"
"Aww, you're not just saying that because I'm fucking you are you?" she laughed, then started rubbing her hands along her stomach and tits. "Goddamn!" she cooed, "Look at you getting to fuck an older woman in a young girl's body!"
Even in the throes of pleasure that caused me to laugh and after flashing me her trademark smile, Mom leaned over and slid her arms beneath me. I felt her shift her weight to the side and she whispered, "Roll over," in my ear.
I twisted with her, until she was on her back with me lying between her legs. Mom put her arms around my shoulders and looking me in the eye, said quietly, "I have to go soon honey, its time for you to love your mother."
Before I could reply her lips met mine and as her tongue slipped into my mouth she wrapped her legs around my waist and drew me deeper into her warm welcoming flesh. Mom sighed in my ear as I started slowly moving within her.
"That's right Trevor, nice and easy, make love to me."
I nuzzled my face in her neck and began kissing her as she began to move her hips in time with mine. I closed my eyes and lost myself in my mother's warm embrace. Mom began sliding her hands across my back and moaning my name as our bodies moved as one. I don't know how long we made love, but it seemed to last forever and I could feel my mother's love for me in each slow thrust of our hips and hear it in each soft moan we released in each other's ears. My cock was no longer sore and I swore nothing had ever felt this good.
I felt mom trembling beneath me and as she moaned my name felt her pussy contract around me as she came from just my loving her. I moaned in her ear as her convulsing pussy coaxed my exhausted cock into cumming once more. Mom's nails dug into my back and she whispered, "Oh, Trevor how I loved you!" in my ear as my spent cock emptied itself into her quivering pussy.
"I love you to mom, "I groaned, "So much!"
We both fell silent as our tired bodies relaxed against each other. Mom's face was pressed into my neck and I became aware of her wet tears against my skin. My own eyes welled up and I squeezed her even harder against me.
"I love you." We said simultaneously and mom laughed softly in my ear.
"Trevor," she said, "Look at me."
I reluctantly slid my arms from beneath her and propping myself up on my elbows looked down at her.
"Honey. I...I have to go now."
"Mom," I whispered, "I..."
"You need to listen to me Trevor." She said, her eyes staring into mine.
I noticed her green eyes weren't as bright as they were before and her hair seemed to have gotten lighter.
"Okay." I nodded.
"Trevor, a mother's job is to love and take care of their child, always. Part of that is trying not to let them make the same mistakes they did."
Reaching up she touched my cheek.
"I made a big mistake not moving on after your father. I let myself be lonely out of guilt. Then when my feeling grew for you again I let it go. My excuse was it was wrong, a mother loving her son in that way, truth was I felt like I would be betraying your father, that I shouldn't be happy."
"I...should have said something Mom," I said as I felt the tears flowing down my cheeks.
"No honey, it was on me." Mom whispered as she gently wiped the tears from my cheeks. "You were a confused young man who'd lost his father. But what's done is done Trevor. I can see everything from where I am and saw that you did indeed love me, it made me very happy to know it wasn't just me."
She paused and blinked, for split second I saw her eyes change back to brown, then she blinked again and they were green.
I'm running out of time. What else I could see is you're making my mistake. You're alone because you think you're letting me down. You feel guilty. Trevor lying in this bed with you is a girl who's been in love with you since I was still alive, she loves you now more than ever, but soon she will move on when she sees you can't. Don't let that happen baby, I came here for two reasons. One to consummate the love we never got the chance to, but more importantly to tell you to move on."
"Mom, it's hard, I...."
I stopped as her body shuddered beneath me and when next she spoke her voice was barely more than a whisper.
"The last thing I will say is that I always tried to take care of you."
"You did mom, even now the insurance...."
"Well a mother doesn't stop worrying even when she's no longer there, so before I go Trevor I am going to take care of you one more time."
I started to ask her what she meant, but leaning up she gently kissed me and placing her face against mine whispered, "Enjoy my gift to you Trevor, be happy my baby."
She let her head rest back on the pillow and closed her eyes; I leaned forward to kiss her one last time, but stopped when her eyes opened. They were no longer green, but the big beautiful brown eyes of Amber.
"Oh my god!" she moaned, giving me an exhausted smile. "Damn Trevor! I thought people only had sex like that in the movies!"
"I...uh...."
"Wow, you fucked the shit out of me!" she giggled, "Not that I was complaining!"
As I stared at her unsure what to say, she wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me and after kissing me quickly said in my ear, "I've waited a long time to have you in my bed Trevor. It was even better than I thought it would be."
"You...you remember?"
"What?" she asked, "What are you talking about? How the hell could I forget, shit I might not be walking right tomorrow!"
Releasing my neck she put her arms over her head and stretched. Her back arched beneath me, pressing her amazing tits into my chest and as I looked down at her, I was struck by how beautiful she was. Her brown hair was fanned out on the pillow and she was staring at me with those big doe eyes. Her face was flushed and she looked...happy.
"And then what just happened," she sighed softly, "The way you were so sweet and you felt so good! I..." she paused and I saw her eyes filling up, "No one's ever made me feel so special."
"You are special." I said softly.
"Say it again."
"You're special?"
"No," she smiled at me, "You know what I want to hear."
"Um..."
"Don't go back to being an ass Trevor, that wasn't just pillow talk, you meant it."
I pushed myself to give her a little smile and nodded my head, "I think you should refresh my memory."
"Oh? I get it, heat of the moments over so now I have to say it first?" she gave me an exaggerated sigh. "Okay, I waited three years to say it so I'm never going to hold back again."
Placing her hand son my cheeks she pulled my face to hers and whispered, "I love you Trevor and you made me happier than you could ever imagine when you told me you loved me."
I told her I loved her? Looking into her eyes it struck me that she probably remembered everything, but as her, she'd been experiencing me fucking her and loving her and telling her I loved her. Mom had let her remember it that way.
"Well?" she asked.
As I stared down into her beautiful face I became aware of how good our naked bodies felt entwined together and how much Amber had really meant to me over the years especially since mom had passed.
"Okay, Romeo," she rolled her eyes, but was smiling, "Let's try it again. I love you Trevor."
I hesitated, then clear as day heard Mom's voice in my head. "Be happy my baby"
Bending my head to hers, I gently kissed her soft lips and whispered, "I love you too Amber."
Happy Halloween.
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I arrived home from school and tossing my back pack on the kitchen table, went into the fridge and grabbed a bottle of water. As I stood there drinking it, I wondered where dad was. He went to work for six in the morning and was always home before I was. Tossing the empty bottle into the trash, I grabbed the bag and headed for my room. I'd worked five hours at the coffee shop, before going to my two afternoon classes and the thought of my bed was a damn pleasant one. I had to work on a project for History, but if I didn't close my eyes soon, I would have nothing left to do it.
My parents had warned me of working and going to school, telling me college classes were much tougher than high school, but I was determined to make some money. If either of them came in and caught me napping, they would bust my balls, so maybe I would try to just muddle through and go to bed early. Then again, mom wouldn't be home from work for another hour and Dad might be sleeping himself seeing his bedroom door was shut. I slipped my shoes off and picking them up, padded quietly past my parents door.
I jumped at the sound of dad's voice coming from the other side of the door.
"Oh fuck yeah!" he called out, "Yeah, just like that baby! Ride that cock!"
So much for him sleeping, I thought. I frowned wondering where mom's car was. Maybe Dad had cleared out the garage when I was at Bill's this weekend and she had parked it in there. I started to walk away, but stopped when Dad's obnoxious yelling had been replaced by the sound of mom moaning. Walk away pervert, I told myself, but stayed there anyway. I could hear the sound of flesh pounding flesh and started to picture mom on her hands and knees, her fine ass in the air.
"You like that?" dad called out, "You like getting fucked like that?"
"Harder!" She cried out. "Fuck me Joey!"
Mom's voice sounded hoarse and I wondered if she'd gotten home really early and they'd been going at it for awhile. Speaking of them going at it, the idea of a nap had faded and I knew what I would be doing when I went into my room. I stopped and felt my cock start to stiffen at the sound of loud squeal from behind the door followed by a series of yelps. Wow, he was fucking the shit out of her today, probably didn't think I was home yet, I thought as I forced myself to go into my room.
Not that I would blame dad for fucking my mother any chance he could, Mom was fucking hot! She had worked her way through college as a cocktail waitress and she still had the body for it. She was almost as tall as my five ten and her legs were long and well shaped. Her ass was to die for, heart shaped and firm, she drove me nuts when she wore those tight little shorts around the house. Her tits were pretty big and even though she worked in an office now, she always had some cleavage showing in her dresses and blouses. Course around the house she would wear little tank tops that looked like they were either a size too small or her tits were really that damn big.
Her face lived up to her killer body with her long sandy blonde hair and a pair of big brown eyes that I could never resist. I could never turn her down if she widened those big doe eyes and said please. The word please was sometimes followed by her pushing her full lips into a pout, and it was all over. That pout worked on dad too, but I'm sure because of the other things those perfect lips could do.
I always had mixed feelings when I thought of her like that. On one hand, and first and foremost, she was my goddamn mother! I doubted any my friends, even ones who's mothers were attractive thought of them that way. Then again, I also doubted any of them had seen their mother the way I had seen her. If they had, maybe it would be a different story, but having sexual thoughts of one's mother wasn't really the type of thing you brought up with your friends.
Opening the lap top, I thought that maybe it wasn't so bad I thought mom was hot, but what I was going to do next was pretty sick. As the screen came up, I looked nervously over my shoulder as if someone was going to come though the locked door. Unzipping my pants, I lifted my hips and pushing my jeans and underwear down, settled in to watch my favorite dirty movie. Not that there was anything unnatural about a nineteen year old boy beating it off to porn, but I doubted many did it to home movies of their mother.
Clicking on my videos I found the one marked MBJ and clicked on it. Easing back in my chair, I grabbed my cock and felt my heart beat faster as the video opened. I was looking at Mom, lying on her stomach, between my father's legs, with his hard cock in her hand. Dad was holding the camera and I saw his hand reach out and brush her hair from her face.
"Have to have a good view!" His voice came over the speaker.
"Yeah, you want a little show baby?" Mom asked, and playfully flicked her tongue across the head of his cock.
I licked my lips and felt my cock growing in my hand as I saw a trail of sticky fluid going from his cock to her tongue. Mom made a show of sucking it up and smacked her lips. "Hmmm that's good!" she purred.
"Show me what else is good." Dad said.
Whenever he spoke I felt weirded out, never mind it was his cock I was seeing. I had thought about watching on mute, but I would miss all of Mom's hot little sounds. She winked and grabbing his cock, opened her mouth and took him into it. I started stroking my now hard cock as I watched her slowly bob her head, taking my father's cock deeper each time she went down. Mom removed his cock from her mouth, then as my cock throbbed in my hand, made a show of licking his cock up and down, when she reached the bottom she began licking his balls, while jerking him off and I whispered, "Oh fuck that's hot."
At this point I'd gotten my cock sucked by three girls and none of them could come close to this. Mom trailed her tongue back up to the tip of dad's cock and sliding her mouth back over the head, pushed her mouth down all the way until her lips were at the base of his shaft. Dad moaned on camera and I did in my chair as I started pumping my cock faster. Mom shook her head side to side while moaning around his dick. Placing her hands on the bed, she pushed herself up and I licked my lips at the sight of her huge bare tits hanging down.
Dads hand entered the screen and mom sighed around his cock while he played with one of her nipples. He moved his hand, and she took his cock all the way down again. This time she didn't pause, but started sucking him hard and fast, going all the way down each time. Her hands were flat and she was giving him that incredible blow job with just her mouth. As she began sucking even faster, I started stroking faster. The entire time she was blowing him; her big brown eyes were staring straight into the camera.
The camera was starting to shake and dad was moaning and rocking his hips. I'd seen the video more times than I cared to admit and knew it was getting to the end. That was fine though, because my leg was starting to shake and I could feel myself getting close. Dad moaned, "Oh fuck baby!" and started thrusting his hips at her.
Mom stopped moving her head and let him fuck her mouth. She was moaning and her eyes rolled back into her head as he cried out louder and his hips pumped faster. Mom's cheeks hollowed out and Dad let out a noise best described as a whimper as she sucked the cum from him. I could feel my own building within me and fought to hold off to the every end of the video. Mom carefully slid dad's cock from her mouth and after giving the camera a wink, sat up and let his cum drool out of her mouth.
I moaned as my cock went off in my hand. As I continued to pump it, squirting cum onto my stomach I watched cum drip down her chin and land on her tits. Taking her finger, Mom rubbed some cum onto her nipple, then scooping it up, put her finger in her mouth.
"Goddamn, baby." Dad moaned.
"You like that?" she smiled and the sight of her cum covered lips, kept me jerking my still oozing cock, "You like when I'm your bad girl?"
The video winked out and even though I'd just cum I dropped to the next one marked "MDS" and clicked it. This time the camera was on the bureau and on the bed was my father fucking Mom doggy style. Her head was thrown back as she moaned and her huge tits were swinging back and forth as my father pounded her perfect ass. I watched, my cock dripping onto my hand, while dad pulled on her hair and started spanking her ass. He then cried out and whipping his cock out came all over that ass.
I clicked to the next one, which was my father holding the camera again, as Mom rode him. I shook my head at the sight of her huge tits swaying and the look of pleasure on her face as she rocked back and forth, her eyes closed, mouth open as she emitted tiny little moans. She leaned back, supporting herself on her hands and the camera lowered. My recently spent cock gave a twitch as I watched my father's cock entering her pussy. His hand came into view and spreading her lips, started rubbing her clit.
"Oh, right there honey!" Mom groaned.
Balancing herself on one hand she started playing with one of her nipples.
"Christ she's hot!" I whispered.
Mom was beginning to make little whimpering noises, the ones I heard in the many wet dreams I'd had of her, and with a loud cry, started gyrating wildly on dad's cock. Again the camera began jiggling and I could hear dad moaning her name. Mom leaned back and pulling his cock from her pussy started pumping it. I watched as his cum sprayed across her flat stomach and dripped down towards her pussy. I quickly clicked the video off when I realized that I'd started stroking my cock again. Once was bad enough.
Grabbing some tissues from the box on my desk, I wiped my stomach off and tossing them in the basket, pulled up my pants. I sighed and noticed that even though I'd just gotten off, I was no longer tired. That was a good thing, this way I could finish my paper then just go to bed early. If I was going to do that, I would need a snack; I hadn't had anything except a bagel at the coffee shop this morning. I started to turn away from the laptop, and with a start remembered I hadn't closed the browser.
Not that Mom or dad would wander into my room and start looking, but one never knew. I can't imagine the amount of trouble I would get in for having those videos. Hell, I'd probably get sent to counseling. Worse would be how humiliated I would be, knowing that mom would know I stroked it to her. I clicked the browser closed and nodded at to myself for being that paranoid. After all it was while trying to fix something wrong with their pc that I stumbled upon these videos in the first place.
Apparently mom enjoyed being a star as there were originally about ten videos and now, only three months later, there was close to two dozen. I felt another twinge of guilt and wondered how sick I was. Since finding them, I would periodically go back into their room, use dads password that he'd given me and looked to see if he had added any. When he did, I e-mailed them to myself and enjoyed them.
Walking over to my door, I wondered if there was something wrong with me. I truly loved her as mom, but after seeing that video, my mind had been in overdrive. Even seeing her walking around in shorts had me heading to my room, and there were times it was hard to look at her. I chalked it up to some type of phase. Besides, I'd been watching cougar and Milf porn for awhile now and mom was both those and in spades.
I left my room and as I turned to head for the kitchen saw her heading down the hallway. I only caught a quick glance of her from behind, but it was enough to see she was wearing a red mini skirt and spike heels. I'd never seen her dress like that for work. Unless, I grinned to myself, she had dressed up for dad, but why would she had dressed back up?
"Hey, Mom!" I called out heading down the hallway.
She'd already turned the corner and I could hear her heels clicking across the tiles of the kitchen floor. I started to hurry up to catch her and ask when dinner would be, when my father stepped out of their bedroom so quickly I almost walked into him.
"Nick!" He exclaimed, "What the hell are you doing home?"
"Good to see you too, pop," I told him.
"I don't mean it like that," he rolled his eyes; "I mean why are you home early?"
"I'm not early," I tapped my watch, "It's five thirty."
"It is?" Dad's eyes widened, "Shit!" he looked at me nervously, "You umm, been in your room?"
I fought hard not to smile at him. He was worried I'd heard him. Now that I looked closer he looked really nervous. Dad wasn't wearing a shirt and his jeans were unsnapped, his black hair was tousled and he was sweating. Must have been a hell of a romp I thought, but why the hell would he be nervous? Embarrassed maybe, but...
"Well?" He asked quickly, "You didn't answer me?
As he spoke, he ran his fingers through his hair, a sure sign he was nervous. Not for the first time, I thought looking at my father was like looking in a mirror. Except for our obvious age difference, we could pass for brothers, we were the same height, shared the same black hair, green eyes and I had inherited both his broad shoulders and his desire to go to the gym. I'd also noticed, as awkward as it was, that I'd taken after him down south, as every girl I'd been with had commented that I was pretty good sized and he was no slouch in those videos.
"What are you deaf?" he snapped.
"Hey, easy dad." I put my hands up, "I was just wondering what Mom was doing home?"
"Mom's......" he paused, when, no longer able to help it, I started smirking, "You heard something?"
"I think the neighbors heard something." I laughed.
"Oh, um well..." he seemed at a loss for words, so I took him off the hook.
"Hey dad, don't worry about it, it's not like I'm a little kid." Besides, I thought to myself, there could be a fun new video in my future.
"No, I know" he nodded a little too emphatically, "I...just uh, it's a little embarrassing."
"You embarrassed?" I playfully punched him in the arm. "You're always showing her off."
"Yeah, but it's different with you."
"So where's she going?" I asked, getting off the subject of what I'd heard.
"Going?" he looked confused, then snapped his fingers, "She's going back to work."
"Why?"
"She's got one of those budget meetings tonight so she's not coming home until around nine."
"Oh," I hit him again, "So she came home for a little break then headed back."
"You got it." He seemed to relax, then added, "Lost track of the time, sorry about that."
"Don't be." I frowned, "Since when does Mom go to work dressed like that?"
"Like..." he looked confused, "Oh, well, it's kind of...like a game. She came home dressed kind of trashy and pretended to be a...."
"Never mind." I put my hand over my ears."Forget I asked."
"Right." He nodded.
I started to walk past, when he caught my arm. "Listen, Nick, can you do me a favor?"
"Sure."
"Don't tell mom you were home okay?" Seeing the question in my eyes, he continued, "She would be embarrassed if she knew you heard her."
Then what would she think if she'd known I'd watched her? Out loud, I said, "Yeah no problem, didn't hear anything, didn't know she came home, got it."
"Good man!" Dad squeezed my arm, and then nodded approvingly. "You're getting there kid. Pretty soon you might be able to beat me arm wrestling."
"Sooner than you think old man." I told him.
He let my arm go, and I began to walk past him, I glanced into their bedroom and felt a thrill go through me. The camcorder was on the bed; he'd been taping the action again. "Hey Nick, like I said mom's coming home late, so I'm going to run out and get us some pizza, how's that sound?"
"Sounds good." I told him.
"But I have to run an errand first, so I'll be about an hour; that okay?"
Thinking of the camera and what would be on it, I smiled, "No problem dad, take your time."
*****
No sooner had dad pulled out of the driveway, then I all but ran into their room. He'd gone back in there for awhile and as I suspected, when I checked the camera, he'd downloaded whatever had been on it. I sat down at the small desk in the corner of their room. Bringing up dad's folder I clicked on videos and frowned when I didn't see a new one. I scrolled through a couple of other folders, but didn't see anything. I sat there disappointed and was ready to get up, when I noticed his e-mails were open at the bottom of the screen.
Bringing up that browser, I saw he'd e-mailed himself an attachment. Grinning, I opened the e-mail and looked at what he'd typed there. 'Cindy 21'. What the hell did that mean? I smiled when I realized that must have been Mom's name when she came home. They had been playing some dirty game. I forwarded the video to myself, then took a second to delete the e-mail from his sent folder, before heading back to my room. I locked the door behind me and headed excitedly for my computer.
I was thinking of those heels and wondering if she'd left them on during. I opened my e-mails and clicked on my latest taboo treasure. The movie opened, and lying between my father's legs, her long blond hair fanned across his thighs and his cock in her hand was....
A woman I'd never seen before.
"You like that sir?" she asked, licking the head of his cock, "You like this naughty little girl blowing you?
"You know I do." Dad said.
The girl, who had huge blue eyes and couldn't have been much older than me, smiled and started sucking his cock. Dad started groaning and removing his cock from her mouth, she giggled, "Bet your wife doesn't suck you like that!"
"Oh, my fucking God!" I exclaimed out loud.
On the screen the girl sat up on her knees and reaching back, removed the lace red bra she was wearing. Her tits were small, but well shaped and cupping them, she asked, "You like my nice young titties Joey?"
"Worth every penny." He laughed as he reached out and started fondling one.
"If you think they are, wait until you see my pussy" she giggled again
"Oh, no." I said softly as I hurriedly shut the video off.
I sat back in the chair and took several deep breaths, my whole body was shaking. Dad was cheating on mom, and in our house! Even with my mind racing, I wondered if I went back into his computer and really started searching how many more videos I would find. That girl, Cindy I guess from the movie title, seemed very familiar with him. She'd have to be to be letting him tape her. I wiped my trembling hand across my sweaty brow and realized that as bad as finding this was, I had an even worse problem, do I tell her?
Mom would be devastated. She practically worshipped my father and spoiled him rotten, in and out of the bedroom. She made more money and paid most of the bills. Dad was a few years older than her and had been in trouble when he was younger. His credit had been shot and the house was bought in Mom's name. In that sense, mom would be fine. He couldn't take anything from her. That is if she threw him out. What if she decided to try to make it work? How could I look at him and pretend he wasn't the piece of shit dog I just discovered he was.
I frowned at that last thought as I remembered over hearing a conversation once between Mom and my uncle Bill's ex-wife Jean. She'd told my mother that my grandfather was a player and all his son's were too. Bill had cheated on her and she claimed my uncle Jack who lived in California cheated constantly on his wife and she wouldn't leave him, because they had three kids. Mom had told her that dad was different, that he was a good man and would never break her heart or disappoint his son like that.



Guess Jean had been right; dad had played her for a fool. If I told her, in addition to the pain it would cause her, she would be humiliated as well. But how could I look at her and pretend everything was okay? If I did dad would just keep doing it to her.
"That fucking asshole!
I snapped out loud, how dare he do this to us? Even though he was in the wrong, mom would still be hurt, but if I kept my mouth shut I'd be no better than him. What the hell was I going to do?
I jumped at a knock on my door.
"Hey Nick, pizzas here."
"I'm not hungry!" I called out.
"You didn't have supper."
"I feel sick!" I snapped, and wasn't lying.
I heard the door knob rattle and dad called out, "Hey open the door."
I hesitated, then seeing no way around it, shut my lap top and opened the door. Dad was standing there and I had the urge to smack him.
"So what's the matter," he began, then stopped and looked closer at me, "Hey you do look sick, you're sweating, you warm?"
He reached out to touch my head and I pulled away from his touch.
"What's wrong?" he asked.
I started to shake my head, but instead, the anger boiled up inside me, "You're cheating on Mom!"
The second I said it, I regretted it. Now he would probably call Mom and try to tell her I was wrong, make up some bullshit story, twist things. Mom trusted him, it would be awkward and in the end she might believe him. My only chance would have been to keep my mouth shut; instead I'd given him a chance to worm out of this.
"What are you..." Dad began then looking into my eyes asked, "What the hell makes you think that?"
Shit! If I mentioned the video he'd erase it, he might also put two and two together and figure out I was sneaking into his computer all the time.
"Well?" Dad asked, then shook his head, "Whatever Nick, you think you saw something you didn't. Mom came home and..."
"That wasn't Mom!" I pointed at him, "She doesn't dress like that!"
"I told you it was a game."
"She wouldn't go back to work like that." Dad started to speak, but stopped when I pulled my cell phone from my pocket. "I'll call her and ask her."
"Don't do that Nick," dad said, reaching for the phone.
I stepped away from him and asked, "Why not?"
"She's going to deny it, Nick." He gave me a nervous smile, "I told you we were playing a game. If you say you thought she was home she'd be embarrassed."
I looked at the phone in my hand and lowered it. The call would get her thinking and give dad time. Seeing me put the phone in my pocket, he grinned, "See Nick? You're just making a big deal out of...."
"So how much does she cost Dad?"
"I...what?"
"I....." I looked away as if I were embarrassed, "I heard you say she was worth every penny."
"What were you at the door, you little pervert?" Dad asked, trying to mask his nervousness with indignation, "What's wrong with..." He stopped and made a show of calming down, "We role play Nick, mom was pretending to be a hooker."
"She's a good actress." I said, keeping my voice steady, "So good she can imitate other people, because that wasn't mom's voice." I tapped my nose, "Or her perfume in the hallway. Her car wasn't outside and...." As I was speaking, a sudden thought hit me, "She was calling you Joey, Mom hates that, and she wouldn't even call you that in a...."
"All right!" Dad exclaimed, waving his hand at me. "You're right."
"I...you admit it?"
"Yes," He nodded, "I don't do it all the time, but once in a while I get a hold of one of those girls from the online personals, we hook up and..."
"You asshole!" I shouted "How can you do this to mom?"
"First off, you watch your mouth." Dad said, "Second..."
"Well you are!" I told him undaunted by his tone. "What's wrong with you? Mom's good to you dad and...."
"And what she doesn't know won't hurt her." He said with a shrug.
"You...." I threw my hand sup in frustration. "How can you say that?"
"Look, Nick." Dad put his hand on my shoulder and I resisted the urge to throw it off me. "You're a man now and men, we... we're not cut out to stay with just one pussy."
"What? Mom's not pussy, you're supposed to love her! How..."
"I do love her." He said seriously.
"Then you wouldn't be..."
"Please," he laughed as if this were funny. "I love her so she's the only ass I get til death do we part? Like my old man told me, you love one, and you fuck the rest. I love Kara. Those other's are just tail, they...."
"You don't love mom!" I pulled away from him. "And as far as sex, I mean Mom's...." I caught myself just before I said hot, "Beautiful! Plus you're always saying she's into everything, bragging about her to your stupid friends."
"She's a great lay." he said as casually as he would say the sky was blue, "But there are other great lays out there and always better ones."
"Sick." I waved my hand at him.
"Whatever, you just keep your mouth shut."
"Mom should know what you are."
"Then what?" he asked, "Then she's upset and she'll cry and we'll have trouble. Why would you tell her?"
"Because she's my mother and I love her and..."
"Oh, knock it off," he said disgustedly. "Besides, if you love her, then why hurt her? I've been doing this since you were a kid and she's never known. Why open up a can of worms?"
"She's deserves better!" I yelled at him so loudly he took a step back. "She loves you, how the hell can you think this is alright?"
"Because the only way it won't be is if your mama's boy ass runs and tells her. That what you want Nick? Want to lose our family?"
That stopped me cold. Either Mom would throw dad out, or worse, storm off herself, go see my aunt Kate in Chicago and leave me with him. No, mom would never turn her back on me, and why would I want dad around after this anyway?
"You love her, then you don't break her heart." He continued. "And think about what I said, you're a good looking kid Nick; you think one pussy is all you'll ever need? You'll see." He paused, then asked, "Well you going to raise hell and hurt your mommy, or you going to be a man and let it ride?"
"I...I won't say anything." I said, putting my head down, "But I have no respect for you at all, and I..."
"I'll live." Dad said, rolling his eyes, "Fucking goody two shoes you are Nick," he shrugged, "Hey, want to be whipped by the first girl that gives it to you good, that's your choice." Turning he walked back down the hallway, "Pizzas on the table, make sure you eat."
*****
I rubbed at my eyes and tried to force myself to keep working on my paper. It was due Monday and I had to work on Saturday and Sunday. Even though I'd spent the last couple of hours alternating between being enraged at my father, and being close to tears at how he could do this to mom, I'd stubbornly kept at it. One thing dad hadn't lied about was Mom's working late as it was a little after nine and she wasn't home yet. As if that thought had summoned her, I heard her car pulling into the driveway and felt a sinking feeling in my stomach. How the hell was I supposed to pretend everything was okay? Maybe I would get lucky and she would be tired and go right to bed.
Yeah, right to bed to have sex with my father who'd just finished washing the scent of his latest hooker off of him. There was a soft knock on the door and I sighed, wasn't going to get off easy tonight.
"Come in." I called.
I heard the door open and turned to see Mom come walking in. She was wearing a black skirt that was just above the knee and a red tank top. She normally wore blouses over those and must have taken it off before she came in. I noticed the top was pretty tight and was straining to contain her large tits. Normally that look would get me going, but tonight all I felt was sadness. That must have shown on my face because she frowned when she came over to me.
"You okay Nick?"
"Yeah, just tired." I gave her a forced smile.
"Told you honey, too much work."
"I'll be fine," I told her.
Mom sat on the edge of my desk and despite my mood; I couldn't avoid looking down at her well shaped calf. She was barefoot and as she began to swing her leg back and forth, I took in her deep red toe nail polish and idly wondered what her feet would look like on my chest. Enough, I told myself disgustedly.
"You don't look good honey," she said and leaning forward, pressed her lips to my forehead the way she had done when I was a kid. "You're warm."
"I'm going to be going to bed soon. Long day?"
"Yeah," she sighed. "I'm pretty tired, but I'm sure your dad will rub my back." She smiled, "He's always good to me."
"Yeah I'm sure he is." I shook my head.
"What's that mean?' she asked
"Nothing." I made a show of yawning, "Think I'll call it a night."
"Okay," leaning over, Mom put her arms around me and hugged me. "You're doing great Nick, work and school. I'm proud of you."
"Thanks," I said softly, feeling my eyes beginning to fill up.
"Love you Nick."
"I...love you too Mom."
"I love hearing that." She said, kissing my cheek.
"I want you to know I do and..." I stopped as my throat was closing up.
"Nick, you...you're crying." Mom said, "What's the matter honey?"
I didn't answer right away. Instead, I turned to my computer and bringing up the e-mail said softly, "Mom, I...I need to show you something."
"Sure." She said, keeping her arm around me, "What is it, and why are you upset?"
"I..." putting my head down, I clicked the mouse to open the video, "I'm sorry Mom."
*****
I lay there staring at the ceiling wishing I could fall asleep, but knowing I wouldn't. I hadn't slept at all Friday night and had worked eight hours at the coffee shop, during which I'd been in such a fog they stuck me in the back cleaning because I kept screwing up peoples orders. When I got home, Mom was in her room with the door partway open. I was going to go in and ask how she was, but stopped when I saw she was on the phone and her heard sob, "I can't believe how stupid I was! I should have known!"
I lingered long enough to find out she was talking to Aunt Kate and went and took a shower. On the way back by her room, I peeked in to see she was lying on the bed on her stomach, her face buried in the pillow. I wanted to comfort her, but had no clue what to say so went into my room, watched a little of the Sox game, then tried to sleep. As I lay there I couldn't stop replaying the ugliness of last night.
Mom's initial reaction was shock, then after I shut the movie off, the tears had started. I held her close and cried myself as she sobbed on my shoulder. Sitting up, she'd looked at me and sobbed, "You...your aunt warned me, she said he was a dog from a long line of dogs, but he had me conned."
I didn't say anything, and after a couple of minutes the tears dried up and were replaced by a look of anger that seemed out of place on her normally peaceful features. Standing, she said, "Stay in your room Nick and I'll tell you right now, that the mortgage is in my name and that asshole is going to be the one leaving." She'd reached out and gently touching my cheek whispered, "I don't care what he tells you, you don't have to go with him, know I want you to stay with me honey."
I assured her that was what I wanted and after giving me another hug, she turned and left the room and a minute later I jumped when I heard the sound of glass breaking and dad yelling, "What the fuck, Kara? That almost hit me!"
"I'll try harder next time you piece of shit!" I heard mom scream and there was another sound of breaking glass.
Dad yelled something I didn't understand, but I could make out mom loud and clear.
"You son of a bitch, how dare you? And in my bed, you fucking asshole, in my bed!"
"Oh, it's your bed?" Dad asked.
"Damn straight it is, you moved in with me you loser! You had fucking nothing when I met you and guess what? You can go back to nothing! I want your cheating ass out of my fucking house!"
"Kara!" Dad sounded less angry and more desperate now, "I don't know what Nick told you, but he's a kid! He...he's been mad at me about something lately and..."
"Don't fucking lie to me!" Mom yelled so loud I found myself getting up and heading for the door, afraid she was going to start throwing things at him again.
"I'm not lying! I...."
"I seen your little sex tape you asshole!" She screamed. "So just shut the fuck up and get the fuck out!"
"Video...?"
"Yeah video! I guess I'm not the only one you like to tape am I? And speaking of that, you don't touch that fucking computer! I'm wiping it clean except for whatever other little fun tapes of little sluts you have on there, I'm saving them for court!"
"Think about this Kara! We've been together over twenty years and..."
"And who knows how many girls you've fucked! For Christ's sake Joe, I give you anything you want! Anything and you do this to me? Fuck you! Get out right now, take your truck and go, I'll have your clothes on the porch tomorrow!"
"What about Nick?" Dad asked.
"I told Nick he was staying with me. He's a good kid and doesn't need to be around a knuckle dragging cocksucker like you!"
"You told him he was staying with you? Who the fuck are you?"
"I'm a hell of a lot more of a parent than you are!"
There was a moment of silence then another sound of glass breaking and dad crying out,
"You crazy bitch, that hit me!"
"The next one's coming at your face, now get the fuck out of here!"
I heard the sound of footsteps coming down the hallway and Mom calling Dad's name. I jumped back from the door as it flew open and dad stood there. He was breathing heavily and there was blood dripping from his bare shoulder.
"You sold me out you little fucking rat!" He snapped at me, "I can't fucking believe you!"
"I'm calling the cops Joe!" Mom called from down the hallway.
"I'm going!" he snapped over his shoulder, turning back to me he pointed, "What about you? You coming with me or staying with your mommy?"
His hand had come up so quickly. I stumbled back and almost fell. Catching my balance, I looked at him and feeling my anger coming back, waved my hand at him.
"Go! I'm staying here with someone who cares about the people they say they love."
"Oh, how dramatic!" He rolled his eyes. "Fine, you stay here, with miss perfect." He started to turn, then gave me a nasty smile, "Think she's so loyal? Wait until you see how fast she has some other guy in here stuffing her slutty pussy!"
He stormed out of the room and I stayed there, my heart pounding. I heard them speaking more quietly, then dad laugh at her.
"Jokes on you Kara! While you've been playing house I've been fucking whoever I've wanted to. You're pissed she was in your bed? I've had a dozens in that bed! Hell you've sucked my cock right after I've had them! So go ahead and think you're getting the better of me!"
"You'll pay for that you prick!" she yelled back, "I'll get even with your ass; no one makes a fool of me!"
When I'd heard dad peel out of the driveway, I'd gone out and sat on the couch with my arm around her. Mom cried softly for awhile, then leaving her alone I got up and cleaned up all the broken glass. I felt a pang of sadness when I realized she had been throwing their wedding glasses at him. In fact I felt more than sad, I felt guilty, maybe I should have stayed quiet. I went back over to Mom who was still sitting on the couch with a stunned look on her face, as if this were really just hitting her. Sitting next to her I'd said,
"I'm sorry Mom."
"You didn't do it." She said sadly.
"I told you."
"I'm glad you did honey," she gave me a poor attempt at a smile, "You did the right thing and I feel good about that, because that came from me, not him."
"Love you mom." I said and put my arm around her.
"Love you too Nick, and thank you for choosing me," she whispered, choking up again. "It means a lot."
I jumped at the sound of Mom's door closing and heard her walking past my door. I got up and leaving my bedroom, went out to the kitchen to see if she wanted to talk. Again I saw she was on the phone, talking as she grabbed a bottle of wine from the fridge. I frowned as I recalled there being an empty one in her room and she'd been drinking last night as well. I stood watching her pour a glass and couldn't help but notice the black robe she was wearing was so short I could almost see her ass cheeks.
"I'm telling you Kate, I'm going to get even with that fucker." She was saying, I noticed her words were starting to slur and apparently her sister did as well, "Yeah I'm drinking, wouldn't you?"
Mom turned around and seeing me gave a little wave and pointed at the phone. I nodded dumbly as my eyes were drawn to the fact her robe was loosely tied and I was getting more than a glimpse of her tits. Mom started walking back towards her room and I caught a glimpse of the soft onside of her thigh. I quickly looked away. Dad had left, he'd swung by and picked up the garbage bags that Mom had shoved his clothes in at some point today, but hadn't come in. I had no idea what was going to happen from here, but it didn't seem the time to be perving on my mother. I headed back towards my room and noticed her swaying a little as she walked and she was speaking loudly.
"Taping them! I found three more on the computer, it will help in court, but I'm so fucking pissed!" she paused and listened then laughed nastily, "You're right! I should tape myself fucking some young stud and fucking e-mail it to him!"
I watched her enter her room and with a sigh headed back into mine. I stripped down to my boxers and looking at the computer, wanted to smack myself at the thought that maybe watching one of her videos and stroking it would make me feel tired enough to sleep. I shut the main light off, but left the desk lamp on so I could have enough light to read by in bed and picked up the new Sports Illustrated. I read a few pages and realizing that the words were blurring, tossed it on the floor. I closed my burning eyes and relaxed as I felt sleep finally overcoming me.
*****
I was awoken by the sound of my cell phone ringing. Reaching out I fumbled blindly on the nightstand until my hand closed around it. Forcing my eyes open, I saw that it was a little after midnight. Who the hell would be calling? I looked at the phone and saw it was Mom. Why would she be calling me? Had she gone out? I hoped not with the way she'd been drinking.
"Hey Mom." I said hoarsely, "Where are you?"
"In my room." She answered, "Were you sleeping?"
It had come out 'schleeping' and I answered, "Yeah, but that's okay, what's wrong."
"We need to talk, Nick."
"Uh, right now? It's late and...
"Yes right now." Mom said in a firm tone, "I want you to come into my room, don't make me wait."
With that she hung up and shaking my head, I put the phone down and forced my tired body to get up. I slipped a pair of shorts and a tank top on and headed down the hall to Mom's room. I knocked and she called out to come in. I entered and saw Mom sitting on the edge of her bed. My eyes widened and my jaw almost hit the floor when I saw she was still wearing the robe and it was hiked up almost to her hips. Her legs were crossed and as I slowly approached her, I could see her thigh right up to her hip. I had the impression that if she uncrossed her leg, I might be seeing more than her hip.
The robe was even further open up top than it had been previously. Not only could I see more than half of her tits spilling out, but I swear I could see the darker skin that surrounded her nipple. Her hair was down and hanging around her face, giving her a bit of a wild appearance, which was heightened when she looked up at me and I saw how glossy her eyes were. The reason for her eyes was apparent when she lifted the almost empty wine bottle to her lips and took a couple of swallows from it.



"Damn, Mom." I said, as I made my way to the chair in front of her dresser. "I've never seen you drink that much."
"I have plenty of reason to drink." She said quietly, "Got another reason just a little while ago."
"Dad didn't call did he?" I asked, pulling the chair out.
"No, and come sit here." Mom patted the bed.
"Um, okay." I said and putting my head down so I wouldn't gawk at her tits made my way over.
I started to sit at the foot of the bed, when she pointed to the headboard.
"No, get on the bed, like you were laying on it."
"What?"
Mom patted the middle of the bed.
"Just sit right here."
She had that tone she always used when she wanted me to listen to her and with a confused shrug, I climbed onto the bed and sat in the middle, facing her.
"Take your shirt off Nick."
"I...take my shirt off?" I shook my head, "Mom, what the hell are you..."
"First off, take your damn shirt off, second call me Kara."
"Why?" I asked nervously, something was wrong here.
"Just take your damn shirt off," she snapped, "Not like I haven't seen you without one before."
I quickly obeyed, removing my shirt and tossing it onto the foot of the bed. Mom nodded and reaching out ran her long red nails across my shoulder and down my chest.
"You are looking good, Nick. All that time at the gyms paying off for you."
"Uh, thanks Mom."
"Kara."
"Kara." I repeated.
She sighed and continued trailing her hand up and down my chest. It was no longer her nails, but her fingers. When she dropped down and caressed my stomach, I jerked away.
"Shy, are we?" she asked. "You have nothing to be shy about honey; you're a good looking young man." She gave me a strange smile. "I've always thought that, but tonight you look better than ever."
"M...Kara, what's wrong? You....drunk?"
She laughed, "Yup, think so, otherwise I wouldn't be able to go through with this."
"With what?" I asked.
I asked with my head down, as she'd slid closer to me and the robe had hiked up higher around her hips to the point that if she opened her legs I'd be able to see her...
"Why aren't you looking at me Nick?"
"You...you need to fix your robe." I told her.
She definitely had to fix that robe, she'd stretched her leg out and before I forced my eyes in the other direction, they had traced her long leg from her toes to her thigh. With a feeling of alarm, I felt my cock stirring.
"Why?"
"Because uh...."
"Because my tits are hanging out?" she asked.
"Mom, I think that..."
"It's Kara and look at me...now."
I lifted my head, forcing my eyes not to stray down to her barely concealed tits.
"Why should it bother you Nick?" she asked, giving me a nasty smile, "It's not like you haven't seen them before."
"What...what are you...."
"And you've seen more than my tits haven't you?" she pointed between her legs, "You've seen my pussy, my ass, you've seen it all."
I felt my heart begin to pound and my stomach sink. Somehow she must have found out that I had seen the videos. My suspicions were confirmed when she continued,
"See, I was going through your father's e-mails and even though you delete a sent e-mail it stays in the trash for a few days. There's also a search contact history." She wagged her finger at me. "You've got quite the collection of videos don't you Nick?"
"I...Oh, God Mom, I'm sorry." I told her, feeling even worse than I'd ever thought I would. This wasn't just about me being humiliated, but like she needed this after what Dad did.
"Are you?" she smirked, "Well sorry you got caught, but I doubt you're sorry you looked."
"M....Kara, I'm...I don't know what to say."
"You can start by answer my question. Are you sorry you watched me?"
I looked away and shook my head. How the hell could I answer that? Obviously I'd wanted to look or I wouldn't have kept looking for them, but to admit it?
"You're not are you?" Before I could answer she sighed, "No, you enjoyed them didn't you Nick? You sat there and stroked your cock watching your mother fuck your father didn't you?"
My answer was to try to put my head down, but Mom caught my chin in my hand and lifted my face to hers.
"That's what you did isn't it? Jerk off to me? Jerk off to your mother sucking cock and being a nasty slut."
Looking into her glassy eyes, I whispered, "Yes."
"Ohhh, you bad boy!" She laughed, "Watching your Mom! Now is that nice?"
"No, it's....sick," I hung my head.
"Well yeah," she shrugged, "I think it's a little sick that you were jerking off to your mother, but hey look at the shit he pulled." She sighed, "Guess you got some of the perv gene."
"I...I'm not like him, I wouldn't cheat on anyone." I shook my head.
'No? You wouldn't fuck another man's wife?"
"N...no." I said swallowing nervously.
"We'll see about that." She gave me a smile and reaching out, gently caressed my cheek.
"I'm not mad Nick. I was upset at first. I'm your mother and that's how you should see me, not as some porn star."
"I...do see you that way." I said softly, "I know that's hard to believe, but I just...you're the hottest woman I've ever seen!" I blurted out. "I...I like to watch older women and..." I trailed off, realizing I was making this worse.
"That's okay." She smiled and her hand dropped back down to my chest and started rubbing it. As she did she slid even closer to me, and I became painfully aware of her tits grazing my chest through the material of the robe.
"Its...its okay?" I stuttered.
"Yes, because after a little while and a couple more drinks, I decided I was flattered, that a good looking young guy like you thinks I'm hot."
She gave me a little smile and leaning forward kissed me. The kiss was a quick peck, but directly on my lips. As I sat there stunned, she went on.
"But better than that," she sighed in my ear and again I felt my cock stiffening. "It gave me an idea, a really fun idea."
"What's that?" I breathed as I felt her lips caress my ear. Before she leaned back and looked at me.
"Your father fucked around on me Nick, and made me look like a fool. I want to pay him back. I want to do something to piss him off and hurt him the way he did me."
"I...I can see that." I told her.
What I could also see was that her erect nipples were poking into the robe and she was breathing heavier. That caused her huge tits to heave and I was having a hard time not staring at them.
"You must be hurt by him too." She said softly, as she put her hand on my thigh. "After what he said to you."
"Yeah, I...I'm pretty mad at him." I struggled to keep my voice steady while her hand started rubbing my thigh.
My cock was now hard and I hoped to hell she wasn't going to look into my lap.
"So, wouldn't you want to get even with him?"
"I guess."
"Good, because we're going to do that Nick, I'm going to pay your father back for hurting me and you're going to help, and we're going to have fun doing it."
"What are we going to do?"
"You're going to fuck me Nick." She said simply.
"What?" I exclaimed.
"That's right baby." Mom nodded, "I'm going to fuck the shit out of you, just like you've dreamed of."
"Mom that's....sick!" I told her.
"And jerking off to me isn't?" she asked. "Just think Nick, you can have the real thing!"
"Mom..."
"Kara...." she stopped and laughed, "No, screw it, you can call me Mom when you fuck me, make it even better!"
"I..."
"Knock it off Nick." She said, leaning forward and whispering in my ear. "You've been dreaming of me for months. You made your token effort now give it up; you know you want me to suck your cock."
"Oh, my God." I said softly.
"That's right, you want your hot mom to suck your nice hard cock and fuck the shit out of you don't you?"
"Please....please don't." I stammered. "It's..."
"You don't have to say please baby," she purred in my ear, then sent a shudder through me by licking my neck. "I'll give you what you want."
"We...."
Mom sat back and giving me a sly smile said, "Okay, I'll give you a chance to get out of this."
"You will?" I asked, a wave of mixed emotions going through me. As wrong as it was, I'd be lying if I said turning her down would be something I would have a hard time living with.
"Yup," she nodded. "I'm going to see if you want to or not and if you don't, we won't."
"Want to? I...oh!"
I gasped when her hand dropped into my lap and grabbed my hard cock. The gasp turned to moan, when she started stroking it through my shorts.
"Oh, baby, you soooo want your nasty mom don't you?"
"I..." I moaned again as she gave my cock a squeeze.
"No more talking baby," Mom said softly and grabbing the back of my head, pulled me into a kiss.
I whimpered in my throat as her full soft lips pressed against mine. Her hand was still working my cock and I could feel it dripping against my thigh. I resisted briefly, then a collage of images from all the videos I'd seen came flying into my mind. Mom was going to give me everything I'd seen. Besides my father deserved this and...oh, what the hell, after all, it wasn't right to argue with your mother.
I started working my lips against hers and she purred delightedly in her throat. Our lips slid softly against each other and beginning to relax, I brought my arms up and encircled her waist.
"Hmm-mmm" Mom moaned her approval against my lips.
She opened her mouth and her soft wet tongue flicked across mine. My heart pounding with excitement, I parted my lips and moaned as her tongue entered my mouth. Her hand tightened in my hair and her tongue began playing across mine. I started running my hands across her back and could feel her hard nipples pressing into me. Speaking of hard, my cock felt as if it were going to pop in my pants. She was slowly stroking it through the shorts and I started rocking my hips into her hand.
"Ohhh," Mom cooed, pulling her mouth from mine, "Somebody's getting anxious." She gave me that nasty smile, "You want your mom to get you off baby?"
"I..... yes!" I exclaimed as she squeezed my cock.
"Don't worry, Nick, your nasty mom is going to make sure you get off nice and hard," she giggled, "and as many times as you can. But first, I want some fun too."
Leaning back, Mom grabbed the tie of her robe and pulled it open.
"Oh, goddamn." I whispered at the sight of her huge tits.
Her nipples were large, rose colored and looked as hard as my cock felt.
"Go ahead, Nick," she said softly, "They're all yours"
Even as I reached for them, I noticed she had slurred the s in yours. Mom was upset and drunk out of her mind. Part of me felt I was taking advantage of her, but she seemed in control enough to seduce me. As my hands closed around her firm round tits, I rolled my eyes at myself; as the expression went, you can't rape the willing. I let out a sigh as I held her heavy tits in my hands. Mom grabbed my hand and taking my thumb placed it on her swollen nipple.
"Rub them baby, make me...oh, that's nice." Mom purred as I began rubbing both her nipples with my thumbs.
The sound of her pleasure caused my cock to twitch and she whispered, "Oh, you're not small down there are you baby?"
I started to reply, but it was cut off when she reached up, grabbed my hair and all but yanked my face down to her tits.
"Suck those nipples! Just like you thought about!"
I opened my mouth and eagerly took her nipple into it. Mom sighed and began pushing her tit into my face as my tongue caressed her swollen nub.
"That's it honey," she moaned, "Oh, look at you sucking my tits, they used to be your fathers tits, but not anymore."
That disturbed me a little, but not enough to stop sucking her amazing tits. I switched to her other nipple and she sighed in appreciation as my tongue swirled around that one. I was rolling the other nipple between my fingers and she was breathing heavily in my ear. Her hand was barely moving on my cock, and although it was teasing me, I was enjoying pleasing her. Mom grabbed the hand that was holding her tit up and shoved it directly between her legs. I groaned around her nipple as my fingers slid across her unbelievably wet pussy.
"Inside," she said, loudly, "Put your fingers in that pussy!"
I slipped two fingers inside her and couldn't believe how hot she was. I felt her pussy contract around my fingers and squeezing my wrist she started pumping my hand back and forth.
"Fuck that pussy with your fingers!" she cried out, "That's it baby! Finger fuck your nasty mother! Give her what she needs!"
I put my thumb on her clit and she cried out in my ear, "Oh, yes! Oh, you're a good boy aren't you?"
I felt a sense of the surreal come over me as I sucked on my mother's tit while working her pussy with my hand. This was better than any dream I'd had and we were just beginning! I pressed harder on her clit and was rewarded with a sexy moan in my ear and her hips thrusting into my fingers.
"Look at you," she moaned, "You're going to make me cum aren't you baby?"
"Oh, yeah," I whispered around her nipple, "I want to hear you com for me."
"I like that!" She cried out, "About time I had a man that could make me feel good!"
Rather than disturb me, that shot at dad made me start pumping my fingers faster and sucking her nipple even harder. Mom's hand left my hair and was squeezing my shoulder. Her hips were rocking hard into my fingers and she was releasing high pitched yelps in my ear.
"Right there Nick, oh right there honey, make you mother....Oh yes!"
I flinched as she screamed next to my ear and her finger nails dug into my shoulder. My discomfort was quickly forgotten as I felt her hot pussy squeeze around my fingers and she started bucking her hips wildly and moaning in my ear.
"Yes!" she cried out, oh yes!"
I kept my fingers and tongue moving as she gyrated on the bed and her pussy gushed around my fingers. Mom let out a ragged sigh in my ear and slumped against me.
"Oh, that was good." She said softly.
"I'm glad you liked it." I said lamely.
"Aww, aren't you polite!" Mom cooed and I felt myself blushing, what an idiot!
Mom leaned back and moaned as I slid my fingers from inside her.
"It's your turn baby." She licked her lips, "I'm going to give you what you've been stroking to."
Standing, she pointed at me, "Lie on your back and take those shorts off."
She turned away and, no longer even pretending I was going to resist, I laid back, and lifting my hips, slipped my shorts and underwear off. My cock sprang free and from the end of the bed, Mom said,
"Oh, look at that! That all for me? You nice and hard for your mother?"
"Yes." I breathed and watched as she slipped the robe from her shoulders and let it fall.
Mom gave me a sexy smile and putting her arms over her head, did a slow turn and bending over, shook her well rounded ass at me. I could see her glistening pussy winking out at me and my throbbing cock twitched again. Mom turned back to face me and as I watched, my cock dripping, crawled up the bed and between my legs. She lay on her stomach, propped up on her elbows, just as she had in the video and I groaned when she grabbed my aching cock.
"Look at this beautiful cock," she gave the tip a playful kiss that made my cock jump. "You're bigger than your father." She smiled and gave me a squeeze, "Harder too!"
She took the tip into her mouth and I gasped as she sucked hard on it. She lifted her head and making a show of licking her lips with her now sticky tongue, whispered, "And sweeter."
I jumped and moaned like an idiot when, lowering her head, she stuck the tip of her tongue directly into the slit of my dick and pulled it back, taking a line of pre cum with it. As I lay there, eyes wide, she made a show of slurping the line back up and when she reached the swollen purple head of my cock, took it into her mouth. Mom moaned softly and continued to lower her head, taking more of my cock into her warm wet mouth.
"Oh, that feels good." I breathed as she began to bob her head slowly.
When she reached the tip she released my cock and smiling asked, "Just feels good? It doesn't look good?"
"Oh yeah."
"Better than a video?"
"Hell yeah," I moaned as she quickly took it back into her mouth and sucked on it.
Releasing it again, she said, "Tell me what you want."
"I...I want you too," I said the next part in a rush, "Please suck my cock!"
"Mom." She gave me a wink.
"M....mom please suck my cock!"
There was a lot wrong with those words, but nothing wrong with how good it felt when she took my cock back into her mouth. Mom opened her mouth wider and again I cried out like the inexperienced kid I was when she took me all the way down until her lips were at the base of my shaft. I lay there panting, as she held me there and shook her head back and forth. No girl had ever taken me all the way and it felt incredible. Mom found a way to make it even better when I felt her tongue slide out and lick my balls.
She looked me in the eye and as she had done in the video, gave me a wink before starting to rapidly bob her head. I moaned and I could feel my hips rocking as she repeatedly took me all the way down then back up to the tip. I could feel my legs shaking and fought to try to hold back. Mom pulled her mouth from my cock and said, "Don't worry baby, I'll give you a show." She gave me a strange smile and added, "A real good show."
Sticking her tongue out, Mom began slapping my cock against it. Even that motion had my hips moving, and closing her mouth, she began rubbing my dripping prick across her face. I groaned as I watched her cheeks begin to glisten from my sticky fluid and seeing her tits, pressed into the bed, reached down and underneath them to start rubbing her nipples.
"Hmmm, that's nice." She murmured, before licking my cock up and down.
I watched transfixed as she ran her pink tongue down one side of my shaft then the other. My sizable dick looked damn good against her face, and there was a look of pure lust in her eyes. Dipping her head, she began bathing my balls with her tongue and as I moaned, I saw her ass was rocking back and forth as her hips worked into the bed. Blowing me was getting her hot! Mom slid her tongue back up the length of my shaft and with a smile said,
"Time for your treat baby, I'll take my time next time."
"N...next time?" I stammered.
'Yes, next time, you think I'm going to leave this nice big cock all alone," she smiled and straight into my eyes added, "Honey, you won't be spending a night in any bed, but this one from now on"
Any reply I had was cut off when she took me all the way down to my balls again. This time she didn't pause, but started sucking me hard and fast. Grabbing my hand, she pulled it from her tit and placing it on her head. She stopped moving her mouth and moaned "Hmmm-mmm"
All hesitations were gone and I started thrusting my hips, driving my cock into my mother's mouth. Her eyes rolled back in her head and she moaned around my hard flesh as I fucked her mouth. My legs were trembling violently and I was whimpering with each thrust. Mom placed her hand on my thigh and taking her meaning I stopped thrusting. As soon as I did, she started sucking me faster than before and sliding her hand up, between my legs, gave my balls a squeeze.
"Oh fuck!" I yelled as my cock exploded deep into her mouth.
Mom made a gurgling sound and shoved her mouth down hard over my spurting cock. I groaned and began thrusting my hips. My cock kept squirting into her mouth and Mom was eagerly sucking like she couldn't get enough. I let out a long moan and stopped moving my hips. Mom continued to gently suck my cock and my hips twitched as she reached the sensitive tip. She carefully removed my cock from her mouth, paused them parted her lips and let my cum ooze out of her mouth.



"Oh, shit." I whispered as I watched the cum drip down my shaft and puddle on my stomach.
Still staring me in the eye, Mom lowered her head and as I watched in disbelief, began to lap up my cum. She was making loud slurping sounds as she sucked every drop back into her mouth. When she finished, she made it a point to open her mouth and show that she had swallowed it all.
"Was that better than a movie baby?"
"That was....oh, goddamn." I panted.
"Good, because now it's your turn to show me what you can do with that eager tongue of yours."
Sitting up, Mom turned away from me. Swinging her leg up over me, so that she was straddling me, she began to crawl backwards up the bed. I stared, my mouth already watering, as I watched her smooth wet pussy approaching my face. Mom slid her legs under my arms and sat straight up on the bed, shoving her pussy into my face. I eagerly shoved my tongue up inside her and I heard her squeal in delight. Her thighs pressed against my face and she said, "Keep your tongue still."
I did as she said and she started wiggling her hips, sliding my tongue through the soft folds of her pussy. I took a deep breath; inhaling her sweet scent and reaching around grabbed her thighs and held her to my face.
"I love it!" she cried, "Suck that pussy!"
My lips found her clit and I started tonguing it as fast as I could. Mom was moaning and wiggling around, smearing her wet pussy all over my face. She leaned forward and lying on my chest, eased back a little further.
"Spread my cheeks open." She told me.
I grabbed her round firm ass and did as she said. I found myself staring at her pink rosebud and she whispered, "Shove your tongue in my ass!"
I'd never done that before and earnestly pushed my tongue into what was probably the most forbidden place it could be, my mother's asshole. Mom purred and whispered, "Lick around honey, treat it like my pussy!"
I swirled my tongue around her ass, and keeping my tongue rigid, pushed it into her tight hole. Mom squealed again and called out, "Oh, yeah baby! Eat my ass! Your father wouldn't do it, but you love it don't you?"
I worked my fingers closer to her ass, spreading her cheeks further and moaned into her asshole as she squirmed and whimpered in delight.
"Hmmm, nothing like a rim job from your son," she cooed. Then sighed, "My pussy now, baby, eat my pussy, get me off again!"
I slid my tongue back and Mom cried out as I pushed my tongue deep inside. I sucked hard, getting a mouthful of her forbidden juices, before swirling my tongue around inside her. Mom started working her hips up and down and as I did before, I kept my tongue still and let her work it through her pussy. Mom stopped when my tongue was over her swollen clit and taking it between my lips, I started to suck on it.
"Oh, you are sooo good at that." She moaned, "So much better than your dad, he licked pussy like a dog licks water out of a bowl!"
I almost laughed at that, but the feeling of her clit in my mouth was overwhelming and I continued to suck on it. Mom was again rocking her hips, but slowly and I could feel her thighs starting to shake against my cheeks. I spread her further open and began swirling my tongue in hard fast circles around her clit.
"That's it baby, oh you are eager aren't you? Hmmm, I'm going to cum again for you honey!"
I cried out in surprise as I felt my cock slip into her mouth and she started sucking gently on it. I heard her moan around it and could feel her tongue swirling around the head of my cock the way I was working her clit. I could feel myself quickly hardening in her mouth and began licking faster. As soon as she came I was going to get to fuck her and as bad as it sounded there was nothing I wanted more right now. Popping my cock from her mouth, she called out, "Put a finger in my ass!"
Not needing to be told twice, I drove a finger into her remarkably tight asshole. Mom cried out then sucked my cock back into her mouth again. I moaned into her pussy and fought to concentrate on licking her while she blew me. Her legs were shaking and her hips moving, her clit was hard under my tongue and her ass was clenching around my finger. Mom moaned loudly around my cock, then with a loud gurgle started violently bucking her hips back into my face. I continued to suck her clit as, releasing my cock, Mom howled in pleasure as she came in her son's face.
I moaned as I felt her juices gushing out and into my face. Mom was now pumping my cock in her fist as she continued to come on my tongue. With a long shuddering moan, she slid her pussy from my face, and swinging her leg over me, quickly reversed herself so that she was facing me, she was straddling my hips and before I could move, she reached back, guided my cock to her pussy and drove herself down on top of me.
"Oh fuck yes!' She cried out as my long hard cock plunged deep inside her.
I cried out as well as she started bouncing up and down, slamming her saturated pussy up and down my cock. I lay there moaning as she rode me like a porn star. Her pussy was so wet I could feel it on my thighs and could hear my cock plunging into her. Mom's hands were on my chest and she was riding me so hard, I could feel myself bouncing on the bed.
"That's it! Oh, yeah I love fucking your nice big dick! I'm going to fuck you until you can't get it up anymore!" she called out, "This is my cock now isn't it?"
"Y...yes." I moaned as she started sliding her hips back and forth, grinding my cock deeper into her amazing pussy.
"And that's your pussy baby! It's not his anymore," she laughed drunkenly, "Oh, no, not anymore, I have a real cock now! A nice young, hard cock!"
Mom lowered herself and shoved her tit into my mouth. I sucked hard on her nipple and wrapping my arms around her waist, started driving my cock into her.
"Yes baby! Yes! Fuck me!" She screamed in my ear.
She let herself go so that she was laying on me and wanting to impress her, I pumped my hips into hr as hard as I could. Mom was yelping with every thrust and I couldn't believe how good this felt. Mom abruptly sat up and easing herself off my cock again turned around on my hips. I was confronted by the sight of her perfect ass, and raising herself, she reached back and eased my throbbing cock into her. I sighed as she slowly lowered herself onto me and started riding me in reverse. I watched as my cock slid in and out of her pussy and reaching down, she grabbed my hand, "Put your finger in my ass again."
I obediently did as she asked and groaned at being able to feel my cock sliding in and out of her pussy through the thin flesh between her pussy and ass. Mom was looking over her shoulder and speaking softly, "Yeah, how do you like that view? Like watching me work that cock baby, like watching my ass?"
"Oh, yes!"
"Want another treat baby? Want something I hardly ever gave your father?"
"Yes." I answered, having no idea what she was going on about, but not caring, there was nothing that she was going to do that wouldn't feel good.
"Hold your cock still." She said as she slid off it.
I held my engorged cock up and whispered, "Holy shit"
Mom had lowered herself so that the tip of my cock was against her asshole. She paused then with deliberate slowness, pushed down, sliding my cock into her incredibly tight ass. I groaned and Mom let out a soft whimper as my large dick spread her ass open. When her cheeks were against my stomach, and my cock was buried to the hilt in her ass, she started slowly rocking back and forth.
"You like that baby," she gasped as she began rocking faster on my cock, "You ever have a girl's ass before?"
"No." I moaned as she was now bouncing up and down, sliding my cock in and out of her tight ass.
"Well, you can have this one whenever you want." She moaned, "He used to beg for this, but you never will baby, your mother's ass is yours honey, all yours."
All mine! I gasped as she was beginning to drive herself down onto my cock almost as hard as she had been when it was in her pussy. Her ass was so tight it was almost uncomfortable, almost, because damn did it feel good. She wasn't lying either, all the videos I'd seen she'd never let my father have her this way. That thought excited me to the point I began thrusting my hips, shoving my cock into her ass.
"Oh, look at you!" she moaned, "You want to fuck that ass? Be my guest baby!"
Mom pulled herself from my cock and turning got on her hands and knees facing the headboard. I quickly got up and getting behind her grabbed her hips.
"Pussy first baby, fuck my pussy!"
I slammed my cock hard into her from behind and Mom cried out, "Fuck that's deep!"
I reared back and started slamming the shit out of her, I was fucking her so hard my balls were slapping against her clit and she was moaning continuously.
"Now fuck my ass!"
I pulled out, lifted my cock and plunged it back into her tight asshole. Mom cried out and grabbing the headboard started thrusting herself back into me.
"Fuck that's good!" she cried, "You fuck me like a real man don't you baby? That worthless dog would have cum by now, but not you baby! Now back to my pussy!"
I did what she said, sliding into her wetter, hotter pussy. For the next few minutes I had that feeling that this couldn't be real. Mom would let me fuck her pussy, then cry out for me to go back to her ass. I did as she said and began breathing heavier and groaning in pleasure as I worked both my mother's tight holes. Mom would moan when it was in her pussy and yelp when it was in her ass, The entire time I was using her holes, she was talking, crying out how much better I was than my father, how much bigger I was and how much longer I could last.
That wouldn't be much longer as between pounding her ass and pussy and the sight of her sweat covered back and the sounds of her moans, I could feel the cum building and knew I couldn't hold back any longer. I began moaning loudly, "Fuck my ass, as hard as you want!"
I pushed it in and started fucking her as hard as I could. Mom let out a long howl and started slamming herself back into me. I couldn't hold back anymore and whipped my cock out, prepared to cum all over her back.
"Stand up and hold it!" she yelled and sitting up, turned sideways.
I stood up quickly and almost lost my balance, but Mom reached out and wrapped her arm around my thigh. I was still squeezing my cock, and looking up at me, Mom opened her mouth. I let out a loud cry as I released my cock and a huge spurt of cum landed on her lips and tongue. Mom turned her head and the next spurt hit her cheek, she turned the other way and some cum splattered on her other cheek. I groaned as I pumped my cock and watched her paint her face with it. I whimpered pathetically when my spent cock had nothing left to give.
I started to sink to my knees. But Mom grabbed my cock and to my surprise, sucked it into her mouth. She bobbed her head quickly and I moaned and pleaded, "Stop, please!"
Mom slipped my cock from her mouth and after smiling up at me through her cum covered lips, turned and stared at the headboard. She was panting and just sitting there, letting my cum drip onto her tits. With a sigh, she scooped some cum from her tits and putting her fingers in her mouth sucked on them.
"Oh, fuck me." I moaned and all but fell onto my back on the bed.
"I just did, baby." Mom laughed, "And I'll be doing it again, soon enough."
"You...I....what?" I asked, breathlessly.
Mom didn't answer right away. Reaching up she grabbed a small towel from the shelf over the headboard and turning to face me, started wiping the cum from her tits. When she finished, she leaned over and gave me a gentle kiss. The sweet kiss after all that raunchy sex, caught me off guard and I whispered, "That...that felt nice."
Mom gave me a big smile and gave me another soft kiss. I kissed her back, just as softly and she made a cute little sound in her throat. Sliding down so she was lying next to me, she wrapped her arms around me and kissing me again, said quietly. "I love you Nick, I really do."
"Love you too, Mom."
"I can be both you know your mom and your lover," she sighed, "You can see me however you want me, as long as you love me." She looked at me a little sadly, "I need to know someone loves me, who won't hurt me."
"I'll never hurt you." I told her.
She smiled and rested her head on my shoulder, I put my arm around her and after a minute said, "Mom, I..."
"What honey?"
"What we did was pretty...."
"I know." She said cutting me off. "It was wrong, but know what honey? So is getting turned on by watching me have sex. You wanted me Nick, and whether it's wrong or not it's true and I..." she sighed. "I...I'm wrong for doing this, I'm your parent. But...I wanted to get back at him so bad and it...it excited me to know you saw me as sexy. I....I guess maybe we're both kind of wrong."
"It...felt good though." I told her. "And..." I squeezed her to me, "This does too."
"It does!" she said laughing and giving me another sweet kiss. "Maybe next time we can be sweet and take our time you can...." She lowered her head as if embarrassed, "Make love to me."
"You...you'd like that?" I asked, already imagining how good that would feel.
"I would, your father," she rolled her eyes, "Just liked to fuck. Guess I know why now."
"Sorry, mom."
"Don't be, glad I found out." She giggled, "And I got to be with you out of it. You know, I'm pissed at him for crossing a line, but wow did we cross one."
"So...you want to again?" I asked.
"If you want me." She said, "I...I won't push."
"Trust me, you won't have to." I laughed.
"Okay, then. Mom during the day, Kara by night."
"We can't have sex during the day?" I asked, grinning.
"Okay, screw Mom, all Kara, all the time!" she laughed.
"You know, you don't seem drunk anymore." I pointed out as I noticed she hadn't been slurring her words.
"I..." she looked away embarrassed, "I never was. I...dumped that bottle out; the wine would have been my excuse if you didn't want me."
"I couldn't have said no." I told her.
"And revenge is icing on the cake!" she laughed.
"Uh, Mom?" I asked as something occurred to me.
"What honey?"
"Well I get this would be a pretty big blow to dad, but you think he'd believe you?"
Mom gave me a huge smile and sitting up, reached onto the shelf of the headboard. When her hand came back into view she was holding the video camera.
"Oh, my God." I whispered.
"Why do you think I kept everything facing that way," she laughed, that's why I shoved my pussy in your face and rode you backwards so you could put it in my ass? Perfect angle."
"You....you're going to send...."
"Oh, yeah," she smiled. "When your father checks his e-mails tomorrow he's going to have something very shocking in his in box." "He...he might..."
"What? Show someone? Show them a tape of me telling you you're a better fuck than him? Show someone his wife is a little sick? He's too proud for that." She shrugged, "I have his tapes and will take him for every dime he has in court, no honey this is just getting even pure and simple."
She smiled, then stretched and I licked my lips at the sight of her amazing tits. Looking at me she said, "Hey don't know about you, but I'm all sweaty," she grinned mischievously, "You never saw a video of what I can do in the shower have you?"
"Uh, no." I said, feeling my cock already starting to swell again.
She noticed as well and smiled, "Youth and enthusiasm. "You want to come get dirty with your mother while she gets all clean?"
"Lead the way," I laughed.
Mom stood and taking my hand, she began to lead me towards the bathroom. As we started to pass her bureau I saw a picture of my father on it that she hadn't tossed and stopped, "Hey Mom?"
"What honey?"
"Want to bring the camera?"
*
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I jerked awake and looked at the clock to see that it was eleven thirty. I sighed disgustedly, here we go again. Greg had told me he would be in by ten thirty and I'd fallen asleep waiting for him. I don't know why I thought tonight would be different. Maybe because when I'd walked into his office and opening my robe, playfully flashed him the hot little black and red bra and panties I'd just bought, he'd smiled and told me I looked hot. Then again I should have known better. As soon as I'd told him he should show me how hot he thought I was, he'd made a show of holding up some folders and saying he had to finish some work.
I resisted the urge to ask him when he thought he might find time to work on me, but held back. That would lead to another argument and guarantee there would be no chance at sex. Instead I briefly considered dropping to my knees, sucking on his cock, then hopping on. No matter how engrossed in his work he was, Greg never seemed to turn down my mouth. I quickly shook off that thought and with a forced smile and a "Don't be long, baby," I walked out of the room.
"Maybe a few weeks ago I'd have used my mouth to entice him, but why the hell should I? Would it kill him to come onto me for once?" I wondered if he were still working or just trying to outlast me. That was the pattern over the last few months - I'd go to bed hopeful and eventually get tired of waiting and fall asleep. I would wake up when he slid into bed and either be too tired to go after him, or he would claim he was exhausted.
The last few months; as it had countless times lately the thought of what had changed during that time entered my mind. Up until this point Greg and I had a pretty good sex life. Maybe not as hot as I would have liked it, but I had come to terms that I was higher drive than he was and didn't mind killing some batteries here and there when he wasn't in the mood. Then Greg changed jobs. The money was better, but the work more difficult, the hours longer and since then our bedroom activities had all but ceased.
In fact the once a week I could get out of him was so formulaic and unsatisfying, I didn't know why I kept looking for it. Some nights it was as if Greg were forcing himself to fuck me. A quick suck on my nipples, sliding his fingers up and down my clit as if her petting a dog and then either rolling over on me, or rolling me over and fucking me for what if I were lucky these days was a couple of minutes. During the fifteen years we'd been married, Greg had always been pretty affectionate, now I was lucky to get a kiss goodbye, hello and goodnight.
Disinterested was the word I would use. However, when I'd spoken to my best friend Holly about it, she used another word - Affair. According to her all the signs were there; a new job meant meeting new people. Greg was leaving earlier, working later and was now taking clients to dinner and had Saturday meetings. Holly had point blank told me her thought was it was the same client and a female one.
I told her Greg would never do that to me. We might be struggling with his new lifestyle, but he would never hurt me that way. As much as I denied them, Holly's remarks did concern me enough to speak to my sister Karen about it. Karen, who was four years older than me and whose husband was a couple of years older than her, brought up the simple fact of a physical issue. At forty two Greg and I were no longer kids, but where my sex drive seemed to be increasing he was going in the other direction.
Greg had also put on weight, didn't eat right, was under a lot of stress from work and always seemed stressed. It wasn't out of the realm of possibility that was true. Especially when Karen pointed out that a guy would rather make any excuse in the book to cover up the fact he couldn't get it up right anymore. She had suggested I keep trying and that was what I'd been doing. I'd tried everything from giving him a nice massage to relax him, to new lingerie, to even one night on a whim dressing up in an old cheerleader costume.
Each time I'd gotten some, but it was quicker than it used to be and except for the time with the cheerleader outfit I'd had to really spend a lot of time using my mouth to get him fully hard. That of course led to the sex being quick. Lying there getting frustrated despite my best efforts not to be, I thought of the other half of the problem. Greg was making no effort to make me happy. It was weeks since he'd gone down on me and even then he'd looked as if he wanted to roll his eyes. Every time he got off quick I would ask him to make me cum and he would, but as if he were going through the motions.
The last time he'd sucked on my nipple while stroking my clit and when I opened my eyes he was staring off into space as if he weren't even interested he was fondling his wife's pussy. Things like that were making it tougher and tougher to hang in there without point blank saying, "I think you need to start taking some pills." It's not like I minded masturbating here and there. In fact sometimes a nice long playful session could be fun even when I was getting some, but to rely on it was another story. I was too into sex to be happy with the only hard thing ever being in there a vibrator.
I turned my head at the sound of the floorboard creaking in the hallway. I heard the bathroom door and knew Greg would be coming in soon. Part of me wanted to just say forget it; he was dodging me, but damn it I was horny! Deciding to try again, I kicked the sheet off and stretched out in the middle of the bed. Turing my head towards the bureau I looked at my reflection in the long mirror over it. It wasn't as if I were unattractive. I jogged twice a week and went to the gym every other morning. That regiment had kept my long legs looking good, my ass nice and firm and my stomach was still nice and flat.
Add to that my long blonde hair and blue eyes and I still noticed a lot of men noticing me. If Greg was suffering from a lack of desire, I certainly didn't feel responsible for it. Never mind the fact that there was little I wouldn't do. The only thing I'd ever turned Greg down for was anal sex. Even with that I would let him slip a finger in now and then or even a slim vibrator. I just didn't like the idea of a cock up there. I heard the bathroom door open and on a whim leaned up and reaching back, removed my bra and tossed it to the floor.
I put my arms over my head further pushing my tits out and spread my legs open. My tits were on the small side, but because of that they were still high and firm. Reaching up, I gave my little pink nipple a playful pinch to make sure they were hard and waited for Greg to come in and see me spread out for him, wearing only the skimpy thong. The red lace barely covered my freshly shaved pussy and despite of my recent lack of success just lying on the bed like this was getting me wet.
The door opened slowly as Greg was no doubt trying to enter silently and when he appeared his initial reaction was to stop and stare. I smiled as I watched his eyes trail up and down my body. I would have done the same, but in the shapeless black sweat pants and baggy t-shirt he was wearing it wasn't like I was getting a great view. Greg closed the door behind him and walking to the foot of the bed said, "Wow Brenda I..."
"I like that reaction." I interrupted him with a laugh.
"I thought you'd be sleeping it's almost midnight." He finished.
Greg walked over to his side of the bed and picking up the alarm clock began to set it.
"Wow Brenda you look hot! Was a little more of what I was looking for." I said disgustedly as I rolled over onto my side to watch him.
"You do look hot," Greg said without turning around. "By the way I have to go in for seven tomorrow."
"That sounded sincere." I sighed, "And since when do architects start at seven am?"
"Since we're behind on the project and need to have something for a meeting at noon." He replied, putting the clock down and sitting on the bed his back to me.
"Greg?"
"Yes, Brenda?"
"Am I so bad to look at you have to keep your back to me?"
I'd said it with more emotion than I'd wanted too. I was pissed and I was fine with him knowing that, but the words had come out framed in the hurt I felt.
"Of course not."
I guess there was something to be said for guilt, as rolling over onto his side to face me, He kissed my cheek and said, "Brenda you are as beautiful and sexy as you were back when I met you."
"You don't make me feel that way anymore." I meant what I said, but this time gave him a pout.
The pout used to be my deadliest weapon when we fooled around. My lips were soft and full and if I do say myself, quite talented. My pout would always make Greg envision me pouting over his cock and he could never turn it down. That is until now.
"Brenda please, just because we haven't been having sex as much doesn't mean I don't think you're..."
"As much? Try not at all lately." I said shaking my head, "Greg can I ask you something?"
"There's no one else Brenda!" he snapped, "Jesus, I mean...."
"That's not what I was going to ask." I said softly as warning bells and Holly's voice went off in my head, "Why would you think that?"
"I...because I guess that's what men and women think when you know....things slow down."
Greg hadn't hesitated at all and I felt a flood of relief. He'd never been a good liar so at least I could relax about another woman. So it was time to acknowledge the elephant in the room.
"What I was going to ask you is if you need help."
"Help?"
"Yeah, like...." I shrugged, "Pills or something."
"You think I can't get it up?" he asked rolling his eyes, "I'm tired from work and stressed and because I'm not all over you. I need fucking Viagra?" he grunted, "Little full of yourself, aren't you, Brenda? Sorry if I'm not hard at the sound of your voice."
"I used to be full of you!" I snapped, "Now I got a draw full of batteries and I'm not full of myself, but I'm lying here with my fucking tits a foot from your face and you're not even looking at them."
"I've been looking at them for years, I..."
"Oh, I'm sorry! Should I get new ones? These aren't good enough anymore?"
"That's not what I meant." He sighed, "But you're pissed and there's no point in explaining anything, think what you want."
Sitting up, he pulled the sheet up and lying on his back, closed his eyes. "Besides," he said, reaching out to shut the lamp off without opening his eyes, "If you need your tits stared at Chad does that ever time he's here so don't worry, you have a fan."
"How dare you!" I growled at him. "Don't you mention him and make it sound like I'm doing something wrong! Chad does all our yard work because you don't."
"I work remember? And Chad does the yard work because he's hoping to trim your bush when I'm not home."
I started to speak and forced myself not to. I wouldn't be baited. Granted there was a part of me that wondered if Chad, the very attractive nephew of our next door neighbor, was into me. He was always staring and although he was only twenty was pretty damn ballsy, flirting every time he came over. I'd be lying to say it wasn't a turn on, but then again, he might just be playing up to me to keep getting me to pay him to take care of the yard.
Greg was quiet and I was prepared to roll over and call tonight for what it was; another failure. Just before I did I caught sight of the picture of the two of us on the nightstand. It was taken on our tenth anniversary and we were on the beach, Greg was behind me, his arms around my waist and we were smiling into the camera. We had never fought like this. I needed to relax and keep trying. I'd never wanted to be one of those couples who lost their spark.
"I'm not Mrs. Robinson, Greg. He's a good looking kid and he's full of himself. Thinks every woman is on the prowl."
Greg didn't respond and at first I thought he was going to feign sleep, instead he opened his eyes and turning to look at me said, "Well you are over forty you know, so you fit all those hot cougar fantasies."
"Yeah, you think I'm a hot cougar?" I asked.
"Hot yes, but a cougar to me would be like sixty and that's nasty." He laughed.
"Okay, so how about I'm your hot wife?"
"I agree to that." He rolled over on his side and kissed me. "My very hot trophy wife."
"I like that!" I laughed, "Can I quit the office?"
"Um....no."
He smiled at me and tugging on his sweat shirt I said, "Baby, lose this rag and show your wife how hot she is."
"Brenda, I really am kind of tired."
"Honey, I'm horny!" I gave him the pout and cupping my tits held them up, "Come on and play with me!"
Greg paused, looked as if he were going to continue, but when I reached down and grabbed his cock through his pants he smiled and sitting up, took his shirt off. Laying back down he rolled over to me and started kissing my neck. I sighed and closed my eyes, grateful I'd kept pushing. Greg was sucking gently on my neck and I moaned when his fingers found my nipple. His other hand was trailing down my stomach and felt like it was trembling. I started stroking his cock through his pants and frowned as he didn't seem to be getting any harder.
Greg's entire body seemed tense and when his mouth left my neck and trailed down to my tit he sucked my nipple into his mouth so quickly it hurt.
"Easy baby," I said my hand beginning to stroke him harder, "It's not a race."
"Sorry," he murmured and began gently tonguing my nipple.
"Let's get these off." I pulled on his pants.
Releasing my nipple, Greg rolled onto his back and lifting his legs pulled his pants off. I went to roll over and begin kissing him, but he quickly rolled back over onto his side and sliding his hand down my stomach, slipped it into my thong. I'd been so pent up that even the little attention he had given me had me wet and I groaned as his fingers slid through my lips. He went back to sucking my nipple and again I noticed how tense he was.
"Relax, Greg. See baby, this is what you need, get you all calmed down."
Greg grunted something, but I didn't hear it over my yelp as he shoved his fingers into me and started pumping them. I didn't consider myself delicate, but he was jerking them in and out of there like an awkward teenager rather than my lover of the last two decades.
"Greg, easy! I....oh!"
He slid his fingers out and began rubbing my clit. I began thrusting my hips into his fingers, desperate to get some relief and reaching down, grabbed his cock again. He was still only semi-hard and I began pumping him while his fingers worked my sorely neglected button. I winced again when he began sucking my nipple harder and his fingers were pressing uncomfortably hard against my clit. His fingers were moving faster and despite my discomfort, I could feel my legs starting to tremble.
"Oh, yes." I moaned, "Oh..I... no, don't stop!"
Greg had started to move his hand and I quickly clamped my legs around it.
"Honey, I'm right there! I..."
"Forget it, Brenda." He said disgustedly. "I...I told you I'm tired, I...I can't even get it all the way up."
He wasn't lying. His cock was no harder then when I'd started playing with him. Greg pulled his hand from between my legs and resisting the urge to whimper in frustration or point blank ask him, why should that mean I can't finish, I said soothingly, "Hey, it's okay, baby."
"Just let it go Brenda," He grabbed my wrist. "We'll play tomorrow, I promise."
"Greg, just relax." Pushing him onto his back, I slid down the bed and rolled over between his legs. "I heard a rumor your trophy wife is a hell of a fluffer."
Before he could respond I grabbed his flaccid cock and taking him between my lips began sucking gently. He was so soft I couldn't really bob my head. Instead I just sucked and swirled my tongue around the tip. No surprise, Greg stopped protesting and moaned softly as I began sucking harder. I moaned as well at the feeling of his cock beginning to stiffen. I would get him hard, climb on top and after he got off, we could get back to my needs.
Greg was getting hard enough that I could begin to move my head and I couldn't help notice that his stomach was starting to get in the way. He'd really begun to let himself go. That was a topic for another time. For now I slid a little further down between his legs and propping myself up, started making a show of taking him down to his balls. It wasn't that hard, first off because he still wasn't completely hard and truth be told Greg was about average in size, not like a couple of guys I'd fucked before him, one of them had been hung...
I shut off that thought. Sadly I'd been fantasizing more and more about previous lovers as well as a certain young landscaper we currently had. I didn't really worry about it; it was natural to think about what you weren't getting. Now however wasn't the time. I began shaking my head back and forth as well as massaging his balls with my free hand. Greg was breathing hard and his hips were starting to rock. I looked up at him, my blue eyes wide and started to make little whimpering noises. Greg had always been a fan of the 'little girl' routine and I was damn good at it.
Disturbingly, I had a hard time seeing up to his face over his stomach, but he moaned out, "Damn you look hot Brenda."
I removed his cock from my mouth long enough to ask, "Aren't trophy wives supposed to be?" then went right back to sucking him.
He was fully hard now and I could feel my pussy dripping at the thought that it was going to be feeling that cock very soon. I sucked him another few seconds then lifting my head, quickly slid up to straddle him. I hadn't been on top in a long time and again I had to pause and sort of push his stomach up to be able to get into position. I reached back and grabbed his cock to guide him into me and noticed he was already starting to soften. I quickly lowered myself down, but my pussy was so wet his head slid through my lips instead.
I moaned as it felt damn good, but when I slid him back and tried to shove him in he was too soft. Again fighting my frustration, I held his cock and started rocking my hips, sliding him up and down the length of my hot wet flesh. I looked down and could see Greg looked frustrated, he was also sweating and flushed. He opened his eyes and started to say something, but I grabbed his wrists and putting his hands on my chest said, "Play with them, baby."
Greg cupped my tits, but that was it, just held them. I looked down into his brown eyes that used to light up at the sight of his wife's naked body, but now looked as if he could care less. His cock wasn't getting harder and I told myself to just give up. But my pussy was wet and I needed it so bad, I kept going. With an air of desperation, I slid back between his legs, took him back into my mouth and started sucking him fast and hard.
I would get him up and this time keep him in my hand while he rolled over between my legs. There was no way I wasn't getting any tonight and if he was having problems maybe fucking me once would make him feel better. I took him all the way down and began repeatedly deep throating him. Even in his annoyed state, Greg couldn't stop moaning and his cock was now rock hard. His hips were moving and I was getting ready to move when he cried out.



"Oh God Brenda! Don't stop!"
No! I thought, trying to slide him from my mouth, I wanted too.... I yelped in surprise around his cock when I felt his hand grab the back of my head and push it down. He thrust his hips shoving his cock deep into my mouth and before I could react, Greg cried out, "Oh, fuck!" and his cock went off in my mouth. I was caught by surprise and made a gagging sound as his cum hit the back of my throat and I reflexively swallowed it. I tried to move my head back, but Greg was holding my hair tightly in his hand and holding me there as he fucked my mouth.
Don't get me wrong, normally a mouthful of cum would get me hot, but under the circumstances, I wasn't amused. Placing my hands on the bed, I pushed up hard, forcing his cock from my mouth, it was still spurting I felt spray my lips and dribble down my chin. His next spurt hit me on neck and ran down my tits. There was still some cum in the back of my mouth and I disgustedly pushed it out with my tongue, causing it to flow down my chin with the rest of it.
"Damn," Greg gasped, "That..." he gave me a smile, "Looks good."
"What the fuck was that?" I snapped at him, grabbing his side of the sheet and wiping his cum from my face.
"I... what's the matter? I thought you wanted to..."
"I wanted to get fucked!" I yelled at him. "I wanted to feel you inside me, not fucking blow you!"
"You never complained before." He shook his head, "Christ Brenda, you could fuck up a wet dream.
"Wet dreams are all I have!" I shouted. "I wanted to have sex and you came in my mouth like a fucking teenager getting his first BJ!"
"I told you I didn't want to!" he began, raising his voice, "You kept pushing!"
"Because I wanted you! And you didn't seem to mind my mouth; all your bitching stopped then didn't it?" I put my head down and trying to fight back tears added, "You used to want me."
"I still do," he said lowering his voice, "But I'm..."
"And what the fuck was that shit, holding my head down?" I demanded, "What do you think I am a fucking whore?"
"I thought you liked it?"
"I do when I know I'm going to get something else and its all fun." I waved my hand at him. "You wouldn't even let me cum, and then you treat me like a slutty fucking girlfriend."
"Whatever, Brenda." He rolled his eyes and to my dismay turned over on his side, putting his back to me."
"Oh, so that's it?" I asked, "You blow your load and I get nothing?"
"You got toys," he replied, "Do what you have to."
I sat there speechless. How the hell had things gotten this way? I wanted to say something more, tell him how much he'd just hurt me. Before I could that hurt overwhelmed me and I could feel the tears running down my cheeks. Turning away from him, I lay on my side and slid as far away from him as I could. I became aware of the taste of cum in my mouth and lying here next to my husband, I felt like a cheap whore. I saw our wedding picture on the bureau across from me and started to cry softly wondering if this was the beginning of the end.
***** I jumped and looked up from the newspaper at the sound of a lawn mower staring up. Leaning back in the small armchair, located near the picture window, I pulled the blinds out to see Chad on the other side of the yard. As always he was wearing a white t-shirt with the sleeves cut off, showing off his deep tan along with his tattooed and well muscled arms. Despite the heat he was wearing jeans that fit him well, hugging his damn fine ass. I got a better look at that ass when the mower stalled and he bent over to prime it. I shook my head as I watched the muscles in his arm flex while he yanked the cord.
I imagined what those arms would look like flexed while he drove his hard young cock into me with my long legs wrapped around his waist. That image was a residual of last night's masturbation session just before I fell asleep. Just as it had been the night before and let's face it, all week. After the humiliating performance on Monday I hadn't even tried to approach Greg for sex. I went to bed, slipped a vibrator into my pussy and rubbed my clit. That vibrator became Chad's cock and my fingers his tongue.
I smiled at the thought that Chad had been a busy boy this week. I suppose some women might think it was wrong to fantasize about another man to that level, but seeing the person who should be taking care of me wasn't, I felt there was no issue. What was an issue was Greg had no problem at all with just coming to bed and me not looking for anything. I swear he was relieved. On Monday I'd gotten a half sincere apology from him that he didn't mean to make me feel cheap.
To me that wasn't good enough, but I told him it was so I could segue into asking him to come clean with me, did he have a physical issue? He has an attitude which was when I delivered my ultimatum. He had one week to either make an appointment for us to see his doctor or to see a marriage councilor. That had sent him into self righteous indignation and another argument. In the end I simply stuck with we were talking in a week.
I was pulled from my thoughts by watching Chad begin pushing the mower around the yard. It was already in the eighties and I know he always did two other houses before ours and his arms were slick with sweat. I wondered what the rest of him would look all sweaty like that. Even better would be the thought of me getting him that way. Hell, Greg couldn't last long enough to get me to sweat anymore.
Chad stopped near the window and after taking a minute to move the lawn chairs out of the way, removed a bottle of water from the small cooler on top of the mower. When he was finished he lifted the bottle and poured some of it over his head onto his thick black hair.
"Oh, goddamn." I whispered watching the water drip down his shoulders and arms.
This was getting ridiculous, I felt like a person on a diet being forced to stare at a double cheeseburger.
"Why the hell is that kid here so early?" Greg demanded, snapping me out of my day dream.
I quickly dropped the blind, hoping Greg hadn't seen me looking. I had no worries; he had gone over and picked his phone up from where it was charging on the coffee table.
"It's nine thirty." I told him, "It's not that early."
"Nine...." He looked at his phone, "Shit! I was supposed to be in work, why'd you let me sleep?"
"Because you didn't say you were working." I shrugged, "In fact I thought you told me Thursday you weren't."
"Yeah, well things changed." He said, "I...I have to get going, I'll tell them you forgot to set the alarm."
"Of course." I rolled my eyes, "They'll understand that, a forty two year old guy who needs wifey to set the clock." He scowled and unable to help it, I threw in, "I'd say tell them your wife was all over you this morning and wouldn't let you leave, but that would really be a lie."
"Maybe if my wife wasn't all over me about being all over her I would be." He retorted as he turned away. "I'm going to shower and get going; don't bother to make me anything I'll...."
"No worries, I wasn't going to," I said smiling sweetly at him.
"Whatever Brenda. I'll probably..."
"Be late, I know." I said quietly.
"Right." He said simply and headed off to the bathroom.
The smile left my face. I was lashing out at him, because when he spoke he pissed me off, it like was like he wasn't himself anymore. But when I thought on it, I wasn't angry, I was upset. I had no real hope he would go to counseling and wondered what I would do when he wouldn't. I jumped at the sound of the lawnmower directly under the window and suddenly remembered the flowers I just planted.
"Shit!" I exclaimed, hopping out of the chair.
I'd forgotten to put up the foot high sections of white fence back around them. The last time I didn't fence something off, Chad mowed over my tomato plants. I was only wearing my short black robe with just panties underneath and couldn't go outside like this. I quickly ran into the bedroom and as I removed the robe felt a pang of sadness thinking that not all that long ago, just seeing me in this robe would get Greg going.
Now all Greg did was get going, out the door. Tossing the robe on the bed I slipped on a pair of denim shorts. I headed for the bureau but hearing the mower getting closer to where the flowers were beneath the bedroom window, skipped looking for a bra and grabbing the pink tank top I'd been wearing to bed lately pulled it down over my tits as I headed out of the room. I didn't bother looking for shoes and going through the back door, breathed a sigh of relief when I saw Chad stopped several feet away.
The mower must have gotten jammed and he had it on his side while he knelt next to it removing something from underneath it. I paused to take in the back of his broad shoulders and muscular back and sighed. I had no doubt Chad did damn well with the girls and that magnificent body was being wasted on some pretty young thing who was naïve enough to think sex was always going to be that good.
"Flowers, Brenda." I reminded myself
Tearing my eyes from Chad I walked over to the bushes I'd planted the flowers in between and getting down on my knees reached behind them where I left the pieces of fence. I pulled them out along with the trowel and after digging a small trench started sticking the pieces back in. As always when I worked in the yard, my worries faded away. I lost track of everything but the feeling of the cool moist dirt beneath my fingers and the damp grass beneath my bare feet.
I was just starting to fill the dirt back in around the fence when I had the feeling of being watched. I looked over my shoulder to see Chad standing not three feet behind me, his eyes glued to my ass. I quickly turned my head back to the fence and feeling mischievous, and more than a little thrilled he was looking, began moving my ass back and forth as I finished patting the dirt down. I bent over further, pointing my ass higher and looking back saw Chad shaking his head, a smirk on his face.
Sitting up I turned around and asked, "Chad! Are you looking at my ass?"
"Oh," He said in surprise, "I...uh," the smirk turned into one of his perfect lady killer smiles, "Yeah I was."
I laughed, "At least you're honest."
"Be something wrong with me if I wasn't" he gave a low whistle, "You have a really nice ass."
"Okay, Romeo," I said sitting up higher on my knees, "Behave, I'm a married woman."
"Heard that one before," he winked.
"Yeah, where, the under twenty one clubs you hang out in?"
I had to hold back a smile when his faded. Chad liked playing the neighborhood stud, but in reality I knew he wasn't what he made himself out to be. He might have had a few girlfriends, but he certainly wasn't servicing the desperate house wives of Providence. Although I knew one who'd entertained the fantasy quite often.
"That's just when there's no real women around." He came back with.
"Real women?" I cocked my head.
"Yeah, you know, like you. The girls my age are hot, but..."
"Oh, and I'm not?"
"No, I...That's not what I..."
I couldn't hold back anymore and as I smiled at him, he laughed and shook his head.
"Look, I'm trying okay?"
"You'll get better when you," I winked, "Find a good teacher."
"Do you know one?"
"Mrs Higgins on the corner teaches English at Central." I replied.
"Ugh." He gave a mock shudder.
I shrugged and looking up at the sun, Chad said, "Damn it's hot out."
He wiped at his forehead, then grabbing the bottom of his tank top lifted it up to wipe his face. Oh, for Christ's sake I thought, he'd been watching too much porn. Nevertheless I found myself staring at his chiseled tanned stomach and felt my heart begin to beat faster. While my eyes devoured his body I noticed a drip of sweat running down his stomach and had the desire to lean forward and lick it off of him. I lowered my gaze and realized immediately that was a bad move.
My face was just about level with his crotch and not for the first time I wondered if he stuffed his jeans. They were tight and I found myself staring at one hell of a bulge. I knew I should look away, but my eyes lingered and the thought that I was on my knees in front of him caused a warm feeling between my legs. I imagined, unzipping him and pulling out that hard young cock, of giving him a blow job that would make his eyes roll. I'd be so much better than his little girlfriends and he would certainly be better than...
I closed my eyes and told myself to stop. Using Chad for a little night time motivation was one thing, in person was another. I opened my eyes and looked up to see him smiling down at me. In an instant I knew he was thinking the same exact thing and another wave of forbidden heat flowed through me. I noticed his eyes lingering below my face and glanced down to see my hard nipples poking through the tank top. I quickly stood up; brushing some of the dirt from my knees and straightening saw he was still looking.
"Now what are you looking at?" I asked.
Chad shrugged and said, "Sorry Mrs. Wilson." He was smirking when he said it and his brown eyes were staring straight into mine.
"Sorry you were looking or sorry you were caught?" I asked.
"Neither really." He laughed, "Are you sorry I was looking?"
Be careful Brenda. "It's very flattering." I told him. "Nice looking young guy like you checking out an old lady like me. Makes me feel I'm not so bad for my age."
"Not bad for any age." He winked.
"Now Chad," I said shaking my head, "Would you really want to be with a married woman?"
"If she'd let me."
"Well you'll have to keep looking then." I said, crossing my arms over my tits. My nipples were so hard they were aching.
"Guess so." he shrugged. "I'm only playing around though. I just think you're pretty hot."
"Well speaking of hot, it's not getting any cooler so why don't you finish up?"
"Ouch." He placed his hand over his chest. "She shoots, she scores."
I laughed at him and he gave me a huge smile, but not that fake pretty one, this one was genuine and even more attractive because of it.
"Hey" Greg's voice called out to our left. "Am I paying you to take care of the yard or hit on my wife?"
We both turned to see Greg, dressed in a white dress shirt and black slacks coming towards us. Besides his words what caught my attention was since when did he dress up to work on a Saturday?
"What's the matter with you?" I asked.
"Oh, please! I've been looking out the window for the last minute watching you two making eyes at each other."
"We were just talking." Chad said calmly.
"Oh yeah?" he pointed down at my legs, "That why her knees are dirty?"
"Greg!" I exclaimed, "What the hell is wrong with you?"
I knew I'd been flirting and not minding that Chad was and maybe that wasn't quite right, but that comment stunned me.
"Me? I'm not the one standing here dressed like a slut in front of some kid."
"I am not dressed like..."
"You're not wearing a fucking bra and you probably had to pry your ass into those shorts. What're you trying to do, look his age?"
"Mr. Wilson," Chad began. "We...I....wasn't doing anything, really."
"Don't say anything, Chad." I told him. "He's being an asshole."
Greg shook his head, "Yeah, my wife's half dressed with dirty knees in front of a teenager in heat and..."
"Hey I'm twenty!" Chad said indignantly.
"Won't live to see twenty one if you keep fucking around with married women." Greg pointed at him.
"Are you threatening me?" Chad's eyes widened and he took a step towards Greg.
"I'm warning you, kid." Greg said, "You can get in a lot of trouble fooling with someone's wife."
"Shut up Greg." I said getting between them. "You want to be a prick to me, fine. Don't start on him."
"Aw, how sweet, protecting your little boy toy." Greg gave me a nasty smirk. "You're acting like his mommy. Then again, you're old enough to be."
Looking at Greg, gut hanging over his waist and knowing his idea of exercise these days was lifting the remote, I bit back the remark that it wasn't Chad who needed protecting. Ignoring his latest taunt, I tried to stop him from getting his ass handed to him.
"Greg..."
"Which is what makes you really pathetic, Brenda." He continued, "A woman your age out here trying to show off to a guy like him." he laughed, "Desperate housewife."
"You son of a bitch." That was it, I'd had it. "Maybe I wouldn't be des..."
"Whatever," Greg waved his hand at me, "You're right. Nothing's going on. No way a young kid like that would want a used up slut like you."
"Hey!" Chad snapped behind me, causing me to jump. "You don't talk to a woman like that!"
"Please, kid, what do you know about women?" Greg shook his head at him. "You've barely gotten your dick wet and that's all you think with. You get older you learn to show them their place."
"My place?" I repeated numbly, who the hell was this guy?
"And assholes like you are the reason women think men are all pigs."
Chad stepped around me and stepped up to Greg, "You got a real big mouth with women. Guys like you always do." He put his arms out, "What you got to say to me old man?"
"Old man?" Greg asked, his eyes widening,
"If she's old enough to be my mother, you're old enough to be my father." Chad made a show of looking Greg up and down, "Or in the shape you're in maybe my grandfather."
What the hell was this, high school? I went to step between them again, when Greg laughed and pointed at me, "Bet this is getting you hot, isn't it Brenda? You're little friend sticking up for you."
"I'm sticking up for her because she's better than you deserve." Chad told him heatedly.
"And what does she deserve Chad? A nice young guy who'll lie to her and tell her she's still hot, so she'll get on her knees and suck your cock out of gratitude?"
"My god, Greg," I said softly.
As bad as his words were the look on his face was even worse. Greg was staring at me with nothing short of disdain. What had I done to deserve this? As it had the other night, the feelings of hurt and humiliation overwhelmed my anger and I found myself standing there like the pathetic victim he was treating me like.
"Holy shit." Chad said, and turning to me asked, "Why the hell are you with..."
"Because she knows I'm right." Greg said then putting his finger in Chad's chest raised his voice, "Now get your sorry ass out of my yard and if I see you near my wife again, I'll kick your ass, got it?"
Chad looked like he was going to continue, but I shook my head and with a disgusted grunt, he said, "Whatever tough guy. The only thing you could beat me at would be a race to a buffet, but I'll leave out of respect for your wife."
"At least someone respects me." I said quietly.
"Try earning it and maybe I will."
Without another word, Greg turned around and walked across the yard to the BMW he'd blown half our savings on three months ago and made a show of peeling out of the driveway. I stood there fighting back the tears so I wouldn't feel even more pathetic. Chad was quiet as well and after a moment sighed and started to walk towards the mower.
"Chad, stop." I reached out and grabbed his arm.
When he turned to look at me, I got control of myself and said quietly. "I...I'm so sorry. I don't know..."
"No, Mrs Wilson," Chad interrupted, putting his hand on my shoulder, "I'm sorry. Sorry you feel like you have to put up with that piece of shit."
I stared into his eyes and realized here was a kid half my age telling me I shouldn't be dealing with this. If that didn't tell me something about how bad things had gotten. Still, I found I was trying to stick up for Greg.
"He's...he's not really like that Chad."
"Yeah? Must be a quick learner because he's damn good at it, but hey, it's your life."
"Gee thanks."



He started to walk away again, then turning back to me, sighed, "Mrs. Wilson, do you know why I came to live with my Aunt and Uncle?"
"I never asked." I hadn't, but Chad's aunt Shirley had told me there was trouble at her sister's house.
"Because my piece of shit father has been treating my mother the way Mr. Wilson just treated you for my entire life."
"Look Chad, Greg's not a bad guy. He's..."
"None of them are." Chad waved his hand at me. "And my mother's defending his sorry ass is why I finally left. Between his shit, and her thinking she has to take it, I couldn't stand it anymore. I left before I beat his ass."
"I...I'm sorry to hear that Chad."
"And I'm sorry to see you're just like my mother. Knowing you deserve better, but making excuses."
Again, hearing this kid talk like this hit me hard. Chad went on, "Hell, my old man has made her feel so bad for so long, she blames herself for it. She must be worthless and she's glad he puts up with her."
He stopped speaking, closed his eyes and took a deep breath. He wiped at his face and I saw his hand was trembling.
"I hate men like him. I really do, fucking big shots when its women they're yelling at. I'd love to get a chance to straighten a guy like him out. Better yet I like to see their women smarten up and go find someone to take care of them. Then shove it in their face they finally found a real man, one that don't have to act like that."
He exhaled loudly then said, "Well I guess I need to shut up. You don't need to hear my shit. I'm going to go and don't worry about paying me."
"I'm sorry this upset you Chad." I gave him the best smile I could come up with and reaching out to touch his cheek said, "All the things you said are very sweet, Chad. It's good you see women shouldn't be treated that way."
"Too bad they didn't see it that way." He looked down away and said, "Mrs. Wilson, can I ask..."
"Call me Brenda and yes."
"Uh....okay, Brenda, do you like being humiliated? He just called you a whore in front of me. You're okay with that?"
"I'm a big girl Chad. I'll decide what I will or won't take." I said with a tone, even though I knew I should be asking myself that same question
"Sorry, guess I should mind my business." He nodded, "I just think you're way too nice to be with a loser like that."
"He's not a loser." I said, again defending the indefensible, "He's going through a tough time and he'll change."
"Yup." Chad said, turning away from me. "My mom said that twenty five years ago."
***** The sound of a horn blaring behind me caused me to snap my head up and I saw the light in front of me had turned green. I gave a wave to whoever was behind me and gunned my five year old Camry through the intersection. I rubbed at my tired and eyes and swore I would give in and take a couple of the sleeping pills my doctor had prescribed for me when I saw her Tuesday. I'd just gone for a checkup, but after noticing the bags beneath my red rimmed eyes, Doctor Phillips had begun asking me why I wasn't sleeping.
I'd said stress then when pressed confessed things weren't going well at home and I wasn't sleeping. She'd given me the pills, but I resisted taking them. Seeing however, I had just dozed off at a red light, I figured I didn't have much choice. I'd also nodded off at work twice today. Fact was it seemed I could sleep anywhere but home these days. The fact that after Saturday night I was alone in the bed didn't help.
Greg hadn't come home until after six Saturday and we had immediately gotten into it. I yelled at him for the way he'd spoken to me in front of Chad and he seemed to see no problem with it. Eventually he said I was just embarrassed because he showed Chad I was nothing more than the other pathetic girls he dated. I was just older and with that nasty smirk he'd been displaying more and more added 'used up'. I'd told him if he felt I was that nasty he didn't have to sleep with me and he'd almost gladly begun to sleep in the guest room.
When Monday came, I confronted Greg when he'd finally gotten home from work at seven and he told me he had no desire to talk about 'my problems' with him. We'd fought again and I wanted to kick myself when I burst out in tears and asked him why he didn't want me anymore. In the past my tears had never failed to move Greg even if I was in the wrong. Monday however, all I got was an eye roll and him walking away calling me a drama queen.
The last three days had been like living a bad dream. Greg got up and left before I even got up and was coming home later and later. When he did show up, he barely grunted at me and went into the guest room. At least work had given me something to do but now that it was Friday, I would be stuck home with my thoughts all weekend. I had considered calling Karen and spending the weekend with her, but then there would be questions and I wasn't ready to answer those yet.
I pulled onto our street with the sad thought of how much longer would it be our street. I parked in the driveway and had gotten out of the car when I heard my name called. I turned around to see Chad sitting on the steps in front of the back door. He stood when he saw me look at him, but didn't come towards me. I walked over to where he was standing and wondered what he was doing here. When I got up close I could see he looked upset.
"Hey, Brenda," he said softly. "Can I talk to you?"
"What's wrong, Chad?"
"Listen I....I have to show you something."
"What is it?" I asked, feeling my stomach tighten, I didn't like the look on his face at all.
"Well uh, I know it's none of my business," he grunted, "We kind of established that last time we talked, but anyway I was on the corner doing Mrs. Higgins lawn and well..."
He paused and my nerves getting the better of me I snapped, "Spit it out, Chad. You shouldn't even be here. I've got enough problems."
"Yeah well, you got one more." He said softly. "I saw your husband come home and...he wasn't alone."
I stared at him and heard Holly's voice in my mind. "No, it couldn't be," As that thought went through my head I began shaking it back and forth.
"I'm not making it up, Brenda."
"No." I told him pointing at him. "You're just saying that because you think he's an asshole."
"He is." Chad shrugged, "But seriously I...."
"Or maybe you do want to fuck me and want me mad at him!" I snapped, "I...I know things are bad, but Greg would never...."
I trailed off as Chad sat down on the top step and reaching into a gym bag removed a laptop and patted the step next to him.
"I knew you'd say that." He said as he opened the computer in his lap. "So as soon as I saw him and his little friend go inside, I... ran into your yard and looked into your bedroom window" he grunted, "Asshole is so stupid he didn't even pull the blinds down."
"You..." I swallowed hard as I slowly lowered myself and sat next to him. "Taped something?"
"I recorded it with my phone. Just kind of held it up to the window and e-mailed it to myself."
He had opened a browser and I saw he was on a Yahoo e-mail page.
"Brenda, I like you and don't want to see you hurt, but it wouldn't be fair for you not to see this."
He opened up an attachment and as the window media player screen came up, I told myself. This was a sick prank, there wouldn't be anything there, or it was just a friend from work Greg had brought home and....
The screen came to life and here before my eyes was Greg lying naked on his back with a brunette wearing red lingerie between his legs. Her head was bobbing rapidly up and down and Greg was playing with her hair moaning, "Goddamn you can suck cock, Jenny."
"Oh my God!" I cried out my hands going to my face.
"Jenny" sat up between his legs and tossing her long black hair over her shoulder laughed, "Damn straight I can, bet I'm a lot better than your boring old wife!"
To her I was old. Even with the picture a little fuzzy I could see this girl couldn't have been more than twenty five if that.
"Yeah, she'd need a map to find it these days." Greg replied as he sat up and grabbed her grabbed her tits. "She hasn't put out in forever."
"Liar!" I snapped irrationally at the computer.
"I think it's more like he needs a mirror to find it under that gut." Chad added next to me.
"That's okay!" Jenny laughed on the screen, as she reached around and removed her bra, "That's what I'm here for!"
She whipped her bra off exposing a pair of very large and depressingly firm looking breasts. "And you like me better anyway, don't you baby?"
"Hell yeah!" Greg laughed once again fondling her now bare tits, "Shit, she's got tits like a little girl!"
"No, no, no." I moaned, shaking my head.
My stomach felt as if someone had kicked me and the tears came flowing down my cheeks.
"Not like this little girl!" Jenny laughed from the screen. "This little girl's young and smooth and tight aren't I baby?"
"Let's see how tight!"
Grabbing her shoulders Greg pushed her face down on the bed. Laughing, Jenny drew her knees up beneath her and pointed her ass in the air. Greg, with the first hard on, I'd seen him with in weeks, knelt down behind her, grabbed her hips and started fucking her. I wanted to look away, but couldn't. I felt like a person gawking at a horrific accident. Sickened, yet at the same time unable to tear my gaze from the sight of my husband of fifteen years fucking this woman in...
"Oh you bad boy!" Jenny cried out, "Fucking me in your wife's bed!"
"Someone has to fuck me in my bed." He grunted as he continued to slam into her round little ass.
My already sore eyes were burning and even with Chad next to me the tears were flowing freely down my cheeks.
"Better wash these sheets, because I'm going to cum all over her pillow," Jenny giggled, "Like I did last time!"
I became aware of a high pitched whining sound and realized it was coming from me. I could feel a sob rising in my throat and tried to fight it. I lost the battle and as I watched, Greg reach out and begin pulling in her hair, I releases a loud pathetic whimper followed by a gut wrenching sob.
"Jesus, I'm sorry, Brenda." Chad said.
As he spoke, he slipped an arm around my shoulders and with his other hand started to close the laptop.
"Hey!" Jenny called out, "Look at that picture of you and her!"
"Stop." I said softly, reaching out and catching his wrist.
"Brenda, you get the point." Chad said, "I'll e-mail this to you for court and...."
"It's like she's looking at us!" Jenny continued, "Like she's watching you fuck me!" she laughed, and then continued "How do I look fucking your husband?"
I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, when I opened them I felt another feeling beginning to build within me - rage.
"Yeah Brenda!" Greg exclaimed, "How do we look baby?"
"You...son of a bitch." I whispered as my entire body began to tremble.
"How do I look fucking a real woman?"
I tried to say something, but I was so angry the muscles of my throat were constricted. Instead I sat there shaking violently, still holding Chad's hand away from the screen. In front of me Greg let out an idiotic moan and whipping his dick out came all over his little whore's back.
"What was that, two minutes?" Chad muttered.
Jenny squealed delightedly then laughed when picking up my pillow Greg used it to wipe the cum from her back. He sat back and snuggling up close to him Jenny asked, "Greg, when are you going to get rid of her so we can be together all the time?"
"I'm trying, Jenny," he told her, his hand idly caressing her tit. "I've been treating her like shit, but she sticks around." He laughed, "Probably figures no on else would want her."
"You piece of fucking shit!" Reaching out, and slamming the lap top screen down so hard Chad exclaimed, "Hey! That cost me..."
"I'll buy you a new one if it's broken!" I snapped, "I...I can't believe that mother fucker and in our fucking bed!"
I had never been so angry in my life and had to admit the burning rage welling up inside me felt better than the sadness that had been holding me hostage the last couple of weeks.
"Well, um...like I said I'm sorry and..."
"Are you Chad?" I asked, turning to look at him. "I don't think you are."
"I...I'm not sorry you know the truth, but sorry it hurt." He said quietly. "It was none of my business, but you would have never believed anyone." He shrugged, "But to be honest, after the shit he was slinging the other day and the way he reminds me of my old man I didn't mind getting even with him by telling you."
"Getting even." I repeated softly.
I closed my eyes and envisioned Greg fucking Jenny, not just fucking her, but in my bed, wiping his cum on my pillow like a sick fucking teenager. Mocking me in every way. 'How do we look, baby?' his voice echoed in my head.
"Brenda?"
Ignoring Chad, I let my mind keep spinning, feeding the fire within me. How dare he treat me that way? Fucking some slut while being deliberately mean to me, trying to get me to leave. All the while lying to his whore that I didn't want to bother with him, acting like I was some old hag! That prick was turning into a fat slob who didn't care what he looked like and he was acting like I was so terrible to be with? My hands were clenched into fists and I could feel my long nails digging into my palms.
Another image that entered my mind was the last time I'd tried to sleep with him. I'd ended up feeling like a whore with his cum dripping down my face while he put his back to me. A final scene came into my mind, last week Greg accusing me of fooling around with Chad. That asshole was cheating on me and trying to make like I was doing something wrong. Speaking of Chad, I had the sudden vision of standing up, taking his hand and leading him into my bed. Taking him and fucking the living shit out of him. Hell maybe I would tape it! Send it to Greg with a note, "How do we look, baby?"
No, that wasn't enough, I wanted more than that! I...I cocked my head as I was struck with the vivid image of...A smile began to spread across my face. After all hell hath no fury like a woman scorned and I was feeling pretty fucking scorned. Opening my eyes I saw Chad looking at me nervously.
"You okay, Brenda?"
"Not yet, but I will be." I reached out and put my hand on his muscular arm. "So Chad, you want to get even with Greg?
"I think I just did."
"You did, but I haven't."
"I think you will though." He grinned, "You show that tape to a lawyer and..."
"Chad, do you want to fuck me?"
"I...what?" he asked, his brown eyes wide.
"You heard me, do you want to fuck me?"
"Brenda, look I...uh...."
"What is it Chad, you all talk?" I slid my hand from his shoulder and ran my fingers along his cheek. "You get a shot at me and you're going to turn tail?"
"Well," he paused, "It's just that I didn't do this because of that, I..."
"Who cares why you did it? Look Chad, I'm giving you a chance to be a man not a boy. I'm a good looking woman in her prime who hasn't had good sex in months and you're a hot kid who would be lying through his teeth if he said he didn't want me."
"So you want to...?" he started to smile.
"Damn straight I do," I nodded "And trust me Chad you're not going to make love to me or be sweet to me. You're going to fuck my brains out. I'm going to suck your cock like you've never dreamed about and let you have me anyway you want me!"
"Damn." He whistled. "I...whoa!"
He gasped as I dropped my hand onto his cock and squeezed it through his jeans.
"Damn is right," I said softly. Oh goddamn! That wasn't a sock down there. That was nice big young cock that was already growing as I squeezed. "That's right, Chad, I'm going to be your dirty fucking slut! You're going to fuck me until you can't get it up anymore and then I'll just suck you hard again! You're going to lick my pussy until I cum in your face. How does that sound?"
"I...hell yeah!" he laughed, and then pointing at the house asked, "Now?"
"No." I shook my head. "Not tonight. Tomorrow morning."
"Um...okay when he goes to work?"
"Nope." I smiled wickedly at him.
"Then when?"
"We'll talk about that." I told him. "See I'm going to do everything I just said to you and as a bonus you get even more revenge, but we have to do it my way."
"Your way?"
I nodded, "Yes, my way. You want my pretty pussy, you're going to do exactly what I say. Tell you what, you do a good job and it won't be a one time thing. After all, I have a lot of making up to do!"
I paused and began stroking his now erect cock. Even through the jeans I could feel how hard and thick he was. Damn, I wanted nothing more than to whip it out and suck on it, but not yet.
"So, you going to play along?" I asked then made a show of slowly licking my lips.
"I...anything you want." Chad exclaimed.
"Good, now let's go. I'll tell you about it on the way."
I stood up and began walking towards my car.
"Where are we going?" Chad asked, catching up with me.
"Down to that fetish store that just opened downtown. We need to pick up some things. Show Greg his hag of a wife isn't as boring as he likes to say she is."
I got into the car and as Chad got into the passenger seat I looked at my now cold blue eyes in the rear view mirror and whispered, "How do we look baby?"
*****
I stood in the shower, slowly lathering myself in raspberry body wash and thinking I hadn't felt this good in weeks. In spite of finding out Greg was cheating on me and the thought of what I was going to do today running through my mind, I'd slept like the dead last night. The minute my head hit the pillow I was out and my eyes didn't open until the alarm went off at eight. Unlike the last couple of weeks, when I'd woken up more tired than when I went to bed, today I felt refreshed, relaxed and ready to be reborn. Today was the end of my life as I knew it and although I knew there may be some tears over that when I got to my sister's tonight, but right now all I felt was excitement.
No that wasn't all I felt. I thought as my hand slid between my legs and washed my smooth pussy. I was horny as fucking hell, had been since I woke up. In less than a half hour, I was going to get fucked the way I'd always wanted too. Even when we were happy, Greg was not one to really cut loose, but I loved him and it was okay. Today was about lust, not love and I was fully prepared to take everything Chad could dish out and beg for more.
I smiled as I thought of Chad and not just because I was going to be watching him between my legs shortly, but at the look on his face when I told him what we were going to do. That look had grown more surprised with every item I picked up at The Velvet Rope and my final purchase made him ask me if I'd lost my mind. The entire ride back to my house Chad had asked if I were really going to go through with this. I told him I was and if he didn't have the balls, I'd go find someone who did.
As I knew he would, Chad said he would do anything I wanted. The fact that he would because he wanted me so badly had me so wet I was squirming in my seat and the toughest part of my plan was waiting until this morning. I suppose I could have taken Chad for a fast hard ride to take the edge off and have him more relaxed when the time came, but I wanted my reaction this morning to be as strong as possible. I wanted to be able to emit a true squeal of delight the first time Chad shoved that big dick into my neglected pussy.
I finished lathering up and putting my arms over my head let the hot water hit my body. I turned slowly, allowing the water to rinse me and enjoying the sensation of the heat as well as the steam around me. It had been a long time since I had enjoyed the simple things in life, but that was going to change. From now on I was going to enjoy myself in every way, starting in the bedroom. Once I'd rinsed, I reluctantly shut the water off. I had to get moving and go wake Greg up.



As good as I'd slept I had no doubt he'd slept better. The again when one has four sleeping pills slipped into their tea, that is usually the case. Stepping out of the shower I began to pat myself dry while thinking back to last night. The true sign of the rage I'd felt had been that when Greg arrived home last night. I'd been able to simply smile and ask how his day was. I had no desire to confront him or fight with him. That would have been making things easy on him, would have led to a fight and maybe him leaving. No, my new found coldness kept me in control so that he could be paid back properly.
I even made some conversation with him and went so far as to say I felt bad we hadn't been getting along. Greg seemed okay with that and gave me a smile that I now knew was a patronizing one. I could hear him now to Jenny, "Pathetic bitch just keeps letting me treat her bad" That had brought me close to saying something, but just as quickly I heard his other words, the ones burned into my soul, "How do we look, baby?"
Unable to resist one dig, I asked Greg what happened to my pillow case? I'd been in the bedroom and noticed it was gone. Greg had paused then simply shrugged and said he'd found it on the floor and tossed it in the laundry. When I commented that was odd, he said maybe it fell off last night and I didn't notice. I let it go then asked if he would like me to make him a nice cup of tea before I went to bed.
I smiled as I finished drying off and picking up the hair dryer began working on my hair. I went back into Greg's office two hours later and he was passed out in his chair, a book still on his lap. That couldn't have worked out better for me, as I was able to wheel him from his office, down the hallway and into our bedroom. He was so drugged he didn't even move as I cuffed his wrists to the arms of the chair and using a pair of scissors cut his clothes off leaving him completely naked. He even slept blissfully through my shoving a ball gag in his mouth.
Speaking of accessories, I finished my hair and after applying the smuttiest red lipstick I owned, donned the red and black bra and thong Greg had no interest in the other night. I slipped my short black robe on over it and as I tied it went out into the kitchen. I glanced at the clock and feeling my heart beginning to race picked my phone up off the table and called Chad. He must have been sitting on the phone as it hadn't even finished the first ring when he answered.
"Brenda, uh...everything all set?"
"He's ready." I said softly while getting a bottle of water from the fridge. "Question is, are you?"
"Oh yeah," he breathed in a tone caused a wave of heat to flow through my pussy. "I am so ready."
"Good. Be here in ten minutes. Let yourself in and knock on the bedroom door."
I hung up and after taking a few swallows from the bottle, poured the rest of the cold water into a cup and walked down the hallway to our bedroom. I paused in front of the door and looked within myself for that stereotypical hesitation, people always felt when they were about to be mean to someone who deserved it. To my delight, I could find none whatsoever. Greg deserved everything he was about to get. Walking into the room I closed the door behind me and walked over in front of where I'd left the chair.
I'd put the chair so close to the bed I could barely stand between the edge of it and his knees. I looked down at him and shook my head disgustedly. His stomach was so big I couldn't even see his dick. His tits had gotten almost as big as mine and with his head down on his chest I could see his double chin. Not that I ever felt that looks should matter in love, but I'd worked hard to stay looking good for him and this fat prick was fucking some girl telling her how pathetic I was. I closed my eyes as I felt that rage begin to build within me. Opening my eyes, I threw the water in his face.
"Wake up, asshole." I hissed. Greg jerked and his eyes opened about halfway. He looked at me and seemed to be trying to focus on my face. Reaching out, I grabbed his nipple and gave it a hard twist. "I said wake up!"
Greg cried out, or at least he would have had there not been a red ball in his mouth. Apparently just realizing that himself, his eyes widened and his arms jerked as he tried to move them. I watched, smiling as he looked down and saw his wrists secured to the arms of the chair. He looked back up and started yelling behind the gag.
"What's the matter, honey?" I asked sweetly, "I thought you wanted me to be more fun! After all according to you, all I am is a used up pathetic old hag!"
Greg stopped and narrowing his eyes, yelled again. I had the impression he was trying to demand me to let him go and shook my head.
"Nope, you're going to sit your pathetic ass right there and watch the special treat I have for you!"
He tried to speak around the gag and I sensed it was a question.
"Why? Well because I think one good turn deserves another and I was treated to your special performance yesterday so time to return the favor."
Putting the glass down on the floor I picked up my I-Pad from the bed and turning it on, brought up the video Chad had sent me. I hit play and held it up in front of his face.
"See? I got to watch this yesterday!"
All the color drained from his face and he started yelling again.
"Don't bother, Greg. No way out of this. That's you in that video; God knows you couldn't find another guy with that small of a dick who couldn't last more than a minute."
I heard Jenny moaning from the screen and sighed, "Good move going with a young one. She's probably inexperienced enough to think you're a decent lay."
Greg turned his head and reaching out, I grabbed his hair and yanked him back to face me.
"You're going to miss my favorite part!" I told him.
Greg wrenched his head to the side again and letting him go I picked up the small remote from the nightstand and pressed the button. The black shock collar round his neck went off and with a startled yelp Greg's head jerked and he looked at me stunned.
"I said fucking watch!" I yelled at him.
Greg flinched and started to close his eyes, I hit the remote and again he yelped. This time he kept his eyes open as I shoved the screen directly in his face. From that screen came Greg laughing, "How do we look baby?"
"You son of a bitch!" I shouted, losing my cool. "How fucking dare you?"
I tossed the I-Pad onto the floor not caring if it broke or not and grabbing Greg's face pulled towards mine until our eyes were inches apart.
"What did I ever do to you? I've been good to you Greg. I was a good wife. I did everything for you! Hell I actually made an effort to keep looking good for you! Look at you, fat, out of shape, no interest in sex, at least with me anyway. And you have the balls to tell that fucking whore I'm not interested anymore?"
Reaching down I grabbed the roll of fat around his stomach. "I should be the one not interested! Fuck, last time we tried I had to push this out of my way to blow you!"
Greg yelped as I twisted his skin and reaching lower, I found his shriveled cock and held it.
"Yeah you remember our last time? When you came in my mouth and all over my face and made me feel like a whore?" I gave his cock a squeeze and his eyes bulged. "Well hope you liked that because that's the last time this little thing gets anywhere near me!"
I let him go before I lost control and really squeezed. Shaking my head, I continued in a softer voice, "And in our bed Greg? Fucking her in my bed and mocking me." I grunted disgustedly, "Wiping your cum on my pillow like a spiteful teenager?"
Sitting on the bed in front of him I sighed, "If you didn't want to be here anymore you could have said so, but no, you had to go and hurt me, humiliate me, laughing and fucking in front of our picture. Asking me how do you look with your whore."
I looked down into my lap at the remote and once again focusing on my hurt, took a deep breath and raising my gaze locked it onto his nervous brown eyes.
"Well Greg, I'm going to give you the same chance. Going to show you what it's like to be hurt and humiliated. Going to show you how I look with someone who's more fun than you, which could really just be a dildo at this point, but I want more than that." I gave him a cold smile and held up the remote. "And you'll watch, Greg. You're going to watch everything that happens or you get this."
I hit the remote and Greg cried out and jerked in the chair.
"Like that?" I asked, "The guy at the store said they're supposed to be dog training collars, but he tweaks them and resells them to train other kinds of pets." I shrugged and zapped him again. "I told him it didn't matter, I'm using it on a dog anyway,"
Greg jumped in his chair at the sound of a knock.
"Hope you're comfortable," I said softly, giving him a kiss on his sweaty cheek, "Show's about to start."
Drawing my legs up onto the bed, I crawled down to the foot of the bed so I was facing the door and sitting up on my knees, called out, "Come on in, baby!"
The door opened and Chad came in wearing a black t-shirt and the usual skintight jeans. As he closed the door behind him, I heard Greg start yelling behind the gag, but didn't look over. Right now my eyes were too busy taking in Chad's amazing body and that delicious looking bulge in his jeans. I licked my lips at thought that I was minutes away from unzipping those jeans and tasting that cock.
"Damn, Brenda," Chad said returning my appraising gaze, "You look good."
"You think?" I asked, "I think you're being nice. This robe does nothing for me."
"Maybe you could use it to cover him." Chad pointed at Greg and added with a smirk, "Christ he looks like the before in a diet commercial." He did then look at Greg and making a show of staring said, "Where's his dick?"
"Under that flab somewhere." I shrugged, then with a smile asked, "Where's my dick?"
"It's right here, sexy." Chad said, stepping up to the bed and reaching for his zipper.
"Oh no, honey," I shoved his hands away, "That's my job, I get to unwrap my present!"
I turned at the sound of Greg screaming behind his gag. His face was beat red and he was jerking back and forth in his chair.
"Behave yourself." I told him and hit the remote.
Greg cried out and Chad whispered, "Jeez Brenda, I..."
He stopped when I looked at him "Man or boy, Chad?"
Chad shrugged, "Hell he deserves it. Don't you, asshole? A fine woman likes this wants to be with your ugly ass and you treat her like shit?"
Chad emitted a nasty laugh that caused my pussy to start to drip. He was standing right in front of me and reaching out, I began running my hands down his tattooed biceps.
"Well your loss my gain, Greg." Chad winked, "Because I'm going to enjoy showing Brenda what it's like to fuck a real man."
"Okay, that's enough attention over there," I said and sitting back, untied my robe and let it slide from my shoulders, "How about you pay attention to me?"
"I...oh, damn."
Chad's eyes widened and another wave of heat went through my pussy at the look of pure lust on his face as he looked me up and down. I grabbed the bottom of his shirt and pulled it up. Chad raised his arms over his head and raising up higher on my knees I got it over his head and tossed it on the floor.
"Oh, look at you." I whispered as I ran my hands down his muscular chest and rock hard stomach. "Look at this Greg, look at what a man who cares about himself looks like."
Leaning forward, I flicked my tongue out across Chad's nipple and smiled when I felt a shiver go through him. I began making a show of slowly swirling my tongue around his nipple as my hands continued to caress his body. I heard Greg yelling again and picking up the remote hit the button twice in rapid succession. Chad reached up and taking my face in his hands pulled me up to him. I started to say something, but his lips were immediately pressed to mine and I groaned at the sense of urgency in them.
Chad's powerful arms slid around my slender waist and I gasped as he crushed me against him. His lips were eagerly devouring mine and as I parted them to properly return the kiss his tongue quickly darted into my mouth. I moaned as his tongue danced across mine and his lips slid back and forth across my mouth. I slipped my arms around him and began rubbing and squeezing the hard muscles of his back. His warm toned skin felt incredible against me as did my nipples pressing into his chest through the thin material of the bra.
Chad removed his lips from my neck and moaning in protest, I tried to recapture them. My sounds of disappointment quickly turned into a sigh of pleasure when he nuzzled his face into my neck and his lips found the soft skin just under my ear. I arched my head back, giving him better access to my flesh and moaned softy as his lips slid down and he began sucking gently on the skin between my neck and shoulder. My hands continued to explore his warm back and I was aware of my hips beginning to rock.
I was so wet, I could feel the thong sticking to my pussy. That wetness increased when I felt Chad's fingers beginning to unhook my bra. I felt my heart begin to erase and a feeling of anticipation run through me at the thought of soon being naked in front of a guy half my age. I felt my bra release and Chad's hands on my shoulders; slipping his fingers beneath the straps he slowly slid them down my shoulders as his lips remained fastened to my neck. Chad eased back and slid the straps further down my arms.
Releasing my arms from around him I pulled them towards me and allowed the straps to come off. Chad leaned back and moving quickly, I placed my hand on the front of the bra, holding it to my tits.
"You want to see them baby?"
"Hell yeah." Chad whispered
"Yeah, you want to see his tits?" I smiled and glanced over at Greg who was sweating, his eyes bulging as he stared at us. "He wants to see my tits, Greg. You know the ones you didn't think were good enough for you. Should I show him?"
Greg shook his head and with a laugh, I whipped my bra off and threw it at him. Putting my arms up over my head, I asked Chad, "You like them honey?"
"They're beautiful"
Chad reached up and cupping my small tits in his large hands gave them a gentle squeeze before sliding his hands over them. I moaned as he fondled my tits, enjoying the way my nipples felt against his palms. Chad's eyes were fixed on them and I loved the way he was looking. Damn! It felt good to be wanted!
"You sure you like them? That jerk over there said they were little girl tits."
"They're perfect, like the rest of you." Chad said and caused me to moan when cupping them again he began to slide his thumbs across my aching nipples. "Besides, he's just mad because he's got a little boy dick."
"Well if you like them so much, suck on them!"
I grabbed the back of Chad's head and practically shoved his face into my tits. He didn't seem to mind as I felt his soft warm mouth engulf my left nipple.
"Oh yes!" I moaned arching my back to shove my tit further into Chad's eager mouth. "That's it baby, suck those tits, and show me how much you want them!"
Chad switched to my other tit and this time opened his mouth wide enough to take almost the entire thing in his mouth. His hand was busy on my other nipple, rolling it between his fingers and I felt a shiver go through me at the feeling of his other hand caressing my stomach, just over my thong. I heard Greg protesting through the gag and turning my head to look at him, pressed Chad's face into my tit and asked, "How do we look baby?"
Greg cried out behind the gag and squeezed his eyes shut. Grabbing the remote from the bed, I angrily hit the button. "Look at us!" I snapped. Greg yelped, but kept his eyes shut and I hit it again, "I said look at me you prick! Watch me the way I had to watch you!"
Greg opened his eyes and began whimpering behind the gag as Chad once again switched off to sucking my other nipple. I gasped as his hand slid down into my thong then cried out as his fingers slid through the wet lips of my pussy. Chad started rubbing his fingers slowly up and down and I thrust my hips hard into them. He found my clit and resting my head on his shoulder I moaned as he began rubbing it in hard fast circles.
"Oh, Chad," I groaned as he continued to stroke my sorely neglected button while his tongue swirled across one nipple and his fingers teased the other, "Oh, honey. Look at you taking care of me!"
"It's about time someone did," Chad laughed around my nipple.
My reply turned into a loud cry when Chad slid his fingers from my clit, down through my lips and plunged inside me. He began slowly pumping them and I dug my nails into his back as I began to rock my hips to match his thrusts. Forgetting about Greg for the moment, I closed my eyes and leaned against Chad, letting my body go as his fingers probed my yearning pussy. Chad added his thumb to my clit and I moaned loudly when he began rubbing it.
"Damn you're good!" I sighed as he worked my pussy and tits, turning my head to see Greg watching with a stunned look on his face, I asked, "You see this Greg? This is how a man takes care of a woman! This is how....oh!"
I gasped and felt a shiver go through me as Chad began rubbing my clit harder and moving his fingers faster. I began to breathe heavier and my hips were thrusting hard into his fingers, driving them deeper. He was squeezing my nipple harder as well as sucking the other deeper into his mouth. I could feel my entire body shaking and began making small whimpering sounds in my throat as I felt my body teetering on the edge. I began rocking up and down, riding his fingers while his thumb danced across my clit.
Goddamn was he good! I'd spent the night thinking I'd be the one teaching. As Chad worked my body over, bringing me closer and closer to the release I so desperately needed it occurred to me how inattentive to my body Greg had been even when we were having sex. He never took care of me like this! Between my legs, Chad shoved a third finger onside me, stretching my pussy and at the same time gave my nipple a hard twist. I released a startled yelp that was followed by loud squeal as the orgasm that had been teasing me now slammed through me.
I threw my head back and let out a long loud cry as my hips began bucking wildly into Chad's still thrusting fingers. I cried out yet again as wave after wave of intense pleasure crashed through my body. I arched my back, shoving my tit deeper into Chad's mouth and dug my nails hard into his back as I continued to thrash against his body. I couldn't remember the last time I'd cum this hard, but promised myself it would never be that long again. Hell, I'd be cumming again very shortly, because if he were as good at licking pussy as he was....
"Oh yes!" I gasped as one last surge of pleasure flowed through my body, before leaving me leaning against Chad panting to catch my breath.
"Oh goddamn baby." I breathed into his ear. "I needed that."
"Like hearing your wife cum for me?" Chad asked Greg, "Like watching me get her off?"
Greg groaned behind the gag and once again began struggling against the cuffs.
"Calm down before your fat ass has a heart attack, old man." Chad said with a nasty smirk.
For someone who seemed reluctant to do this last night, Chad was beginning to have a lot of fun and sad to say I was enjoying his taunts. At least I had the decency to taunt Greg to his face not to some slut behind my back. Leaning back, I reached down and sliding Chad's hand from my pussy brought it to my face and as he watched sucked his fingers into my mouth.
"Hmmm," I sighed as I sucked my juices from his finger all the while thinking of what I would be sucking on next.




Removing his fingers, I began making a show of licking them clean. I smiled as Chad's eyes widened and he began to breathe heavier at the sight of my soft pink tongue. I turned my head and giving Greg a big smile said, "You were such a good boy, Chad. I think you deserve a reward, I think I'll show Greg what a man who can please a woman gets as a thank you."
Sliding my legs back until I was lying on my stomach, propped up on my elbows, I grabbed Chad by his jeans and pulled him right up to the bed. His crotch was level with my face and after playfully flicking my tongue across his stomach; I unsnapped his jeans and slowly pulled his zipper down. Licking my lips in anticipation, I pulled one side of his jeans over and smiled at the sight of his pubic hair.
"Bad boy," I said as I pressed my lips hard to his lower stomach, leaving a perfect set of red lips on his skin. "You're not wearing any underwear!"
"Because I knew I was coming over here to fuck you." He said, "I..."
Chad lost his cool and released a soft moan when I reached in and wrapping my fingers around his thick cock, pulled it from his jeans.
"Oh my God!" I gasped, losing my own cool.
Chad's cock wasn't just big, it was fucking huge! Not just long, but so thick, I could barely wrap my hand around it. As he pushed his jeans down I began to slowly pump his cock in my hand. I couldn't believe how hard he was and after a couple of strokes squeezed it. Chad moaned and a squirt of precum shot from the tip and dribbled down his shaft. Bringing his cock to my face, I stuck my tongue out and catching the line of precum dripping from it, slurped it into my mouth. I closed my eyes and sighed at the taste of him.
Opening my eyes, I parted my lips and began to lower my head, eagerly ready to take him into my mouth. I heard a bang and Greg screaming behind the gag. I had been so caught up in the beautiful cock in my hand, I had forgotten about him. Turning my head to look at him, I placed Chad's huge cock alongside my face and rubbed it against my cheek. I moaned at the feeling of his sticky precum on my face and bringing the tip to my lips, smiled and asked, "How do we look baby?"
Greg yelled something then made a show of tightly squeezing his eyes shut. I picked up the remote and pressed the button. Greg grunted, but kept his eyes closed. In rapid succession I hit the button twice and Greg's eyes flew open.
"That's right, you watch." I hissed at him while still stroking Chad. "Look at this Greg, know what this is? It's a cock, a real one, not like that little thing you used to tickle me with. "Oh, no" I gave Chad's cock a quick kiss. "This is what a real one looks like and I am going to enjoy every inch of it!" Reaching up, I pushed the remote into Chad's hand. "Do me a favor, baby. I'm going to be busy giving you a nice blow job, so you make sure he keeps watching!"
Chad started to answer, but it turned into a loud moan that made my pussy gush as placing my lips around his head, I quickly took him deep into my mouth. I moaned as well, moaned at the sensation of his incredibly hard flesh sliding between my soft lips and filling my mouth. I had to open wider to be able to take him further down and groaned at the taste and feel of his precum sliding down my throat. I withdrew him from my mouth and holding his cock up, placed my tongue at the base of his shaft and slowly licked my way back up to the tip.
Chad was breathing heavily and looking up at him, I saw his eyes locked on my tongue sliding around his swollen head. I licked down the other side of his shaft, then ducking my head, made him gasp by sucking his balls into my mouth. I heard Greg yelp once, then again and Chad say, "Hey, you're missing the show!"
"Tell him, baby," I whispered, then began swirling my tongue around his balls.
Chad's hand slid into my hair and I felt a flood of moisture through my pussy as he pulled my head up along his shaft. I started jerking his cock in my hand while massaging his balls in the other and smiling up at him asked, "Tell me what you want, Chad."
"I want you to suck my cock." He said with no hesitation, "I want you to show me how much you like having an actual dick in your mouth."
He wasn't kidding because what a dick it was. I teased myself by sitting there with my face inches away while I continued to pump him. Sliding my hand from his balls I placed it under my other hand and started jerking him with both.
"Two hands," I purred, "Oh, baby I can't wait for this to be in my pussy! But first," I flicked my tongue across the tip, "I want it between these lips."
With no further hesitation I opened wide and took as much of him into my mouth as I could. Chad moaned as I immediately started bobbing my head. I moved slowly at first, getting used to his size, then began picking up speed. I kept my hand moving as well, following my lips and jerking him off as I blew him. I opened my mouth wider and pushing higher up on my arms, started taking him deeper. Chad's fingers clenched in my hair and I became aware of him pushing and pulling as I sucked him.
He wasn't being rough, more like guiding my mouth up and down his delicious young cock. Despite the fact I had just cum damn hard a few minutes ago, I began grinding my hips into the bed, rubbing my pussy on the soft sheets as I thought of this huge cock pounding my pussy. I angled my head and pushing my mouth down, managed to take him all the way down until my lips touched the base of his shaft. I held him there and slowly shook my head before slipping my tongue out along his balls.
"Oh fuck!" Chad moaned, "Oh man, damn your wife can suck cock!"
I heard Greg yelp then again and again.
"That's right," Chad said his voice shaking as I began working my mouth back up the length of his cock. "Watch your wife suck my cock, look at her loving it, just like I'm going to love fucking her!"
Damn that sounded good! I popped Greg's cock from my mouth and again looking over at Greg made a show of sliding my tongue up and down his long hard shaft. Wrapping my lips around the side of his cock I slid my mouth back and forth. Chad turned my head and opening my mouth, I let his shove his cock into it. I remained still as he slowly pumped his dripping prick in and out of my mouth, then taking his other hand, I put it on my head and taking him deep, held him there.
Chad wrapped his hands in my hair and began to thrust his cock in and out of my mouth. I tightened my lips around his shaft and looking up into his eyes encouraged him by moaning and pushing my mouth further down his cock. Taking his cue, Chad started moving faster, shoving his cock all the way into my mouth before quickly pulling it out. I moaned as Chad began thrusting harder and I could feel the wet sheet pressing against my sopping pussy.
My nipples were hard and I was moaning around his cock as he continued to fuck my mouth in front of my husband. I heard Greg groaning behind the gag and Chad removed one hand from my hair. I heard Greg cry out and Chad immediately started driving his cock into my throat.
"How's that look? How do I look fucking your wife's face? Love it, don't you? I know she does!"
I moaned my approval and started shoving my mouth forward to meet his plunging cock. Chad was breathing heavy and I could feel his thighs beginning to tremble. Reaching between his legs I started caressing his balls with my long nails and he released a soft whimper that made my pussy heat up even more. He was starting to fuck my mouth even harder, his hips jerking as he began to get close. I looked up into his eyes and saw he was sweating and staring wide eyed at the sight of his huge cock being devoured by the hot cougar he'd been dreaming of.
I angled my head slightly and saw Greg was watching. His entire body was trembling and he kept shaking his head back and forth as if telling himself he wasn't really watching his wife sucking another man off. Chad gasped and started slowing down. I wasn't sure if he was trying to hold off or just afraid he would shove his massive cock too deep in his excitement. Either way I wasn't going to be denied the pleasure of his cumming in my mouth and began bobbing my head rapidly, taking him all the way down to his balls each time.
"Oh...oh fuck, Brenda," he moaned, "That feels so....oh fuck!"
Chad cried out as driving my mouth all the way down on his cock I gave his balls a gentle squeeze. He exploded in my mouth and I squealed delightedly at the feeling of his thick hot cum flooding my mouth. Chad began moaning and jerking his hips as his cock continued to erupt, sending spurt after spurt of cum into my mouth and down my throat. I moaned and gurgled around his squirting cock and kept sucking as hard as I could.
Chad's moans turned into whimpers and his hips twitched each time I sucked hard on the tip of his dick. He stopped moving and moaned softly, then gasped as sucking hard I milked a couple of more drops from him. Carefully sliding him from my mouth, I raised my head over his dripping cock and looking Greg in the eye, opened my mouth and let Chad's cum drool back out and onto his cock. Greg closed his eyes, but quickly opened them with a cry of pain as Chad zapped him.
Smiling at him through my cum coated lips I stuck my tongue out and began lapping Chad's cum off his cock. I made a show of slurping it up and Greg released a pathetic moan as he watched. I sat up and smacking my lips asked Chad, "You like that, baby? Did I do a good job? It wasn't easy. He's so small it never even hit the back of my throat!"
"I..." Chad stopped and grabbing my shoulders pushed me hard sending me onto my back.
"Oh, I like that!" I cooed and sliding up on the bed, watched with my pussy dripping as Chad removed his jeans and climbed up onto the bed.
"That's it, come right up here." I beckoned him with my finger and as he crawled up between my legs, lifted them up in the air.
"Damn you're wet." Chad whispered.
"You got me that way, making me cum then getting me all hot by fucking my mouth!"
I pushed my hips up and reaching down, Chad grabbed the sides of my thong and slid them down my hips. I put my legs up straight and moaned as he peeled the thong from my pussy. He slid it up my long legs and with a smirk tossed it at Greg, hitting him in the face.
"Take a whiff. It's your last." I told him, and then moaned when Chad leaned over and started sucking on my nipple.
I wrapped my arms around him and rubbed his back as he tongued first one nipple then the other. I looked down along his powerful back and amazing ass and sighed at how good he looked between my legs. I could feel his still hard cock pressing against my thigh. It was all I could do to resist telling him to start fucking me, but I felt Greg deserved a full show and I certainly deserved a good pussy licking for once. As good as Chad's tongue felt bathing my nipples. I put my hands on his shoulders and pushed.
"Your turn baby. Get down there and show that slob how to take care of a woman."
"Yes ma'am."
Chad smiled and after kissing each of my hard pink nipples, started sliding down my body making a show of tonguing my stomach on the way down. I glanced over at Greg and with a sigh grabbed the remote and hit it. When his eyes popped open again, I glanced down to see Chad settling down between my legs and frowned.
"Hmmm, you're not really going to get to watch like that." Snapping my fingers I laughed and told Chad, "Hold on."
I slid right to the edge of the bed and lifting my left leg put my heel on Greg's sweaty shoulder, pressing my foot against his hot cheek. I spread my other leg as far as I could and Chad swung his leg over it so he no longer directly between my legs. I angled myself a little more so my legs were now spread in front of Greg and reaching down spread my pussy open. Chad leaned forward, but I began sliding my fingers through my lips.
"How's that look Greg? How's my pretty pussy look? Nice and wet because Chad actually played with it. You better keep your eyes open baby, because trust me this is the last look you're getting at the pussy you don't deserve anymore."
Sliding my fingers back up, I spread my lips as far as I could and tapping my clit told Chad, "Come on, lover. Make my pussy purr."
Chad leaned forward and keeping his face to the side made a show of flicking his tongue around my clit.
"How do I look, asshole?" he asked, then caused me to squeal as he sucked my clit into his mouth.
Greg closed his eyes and I thumbed the remote. This time I held it down and Greg cried out and jerked in the chair. I held the button down another few seconds until tears began to flow down his cheeks and letting it go whispered, "Watch, you son of a bitch, or I'll tape the button down."
I gasped and forgot about Greg when Chad slipped his tongue through my lips and plunged it into my overheated pussy. I rolled my eyes back as he began swirling it around inside me and sucking my juices into his mouth. Chad moaned at my taste and I could feel the length of his hot cock laying along the top of my thigh. He started rocking his head back and forth, his rigid tongue sliding in and out of me.
"Oh, look at you, tongue fucking me!" I cooed, "Damn! It's nice to be wanted!"
Chad slipped his tongue from my pussy and started slowly sliding it back and forth as he worked his way back up. I shivered as he took his time working the soft wet folds of my pussy. Reaching down I began running my fingers through his thick black hair while admiring his muscular arms draped across my legs. I turned my head to see Greg was indeed watching. I smiled at him and for fun lifted the remote. He flinched and with a wink I dropped it. I began sliding my foot back and forth across his cheek. He made a pathetic whining sound behind the gag, his eyes pleading with me.
I gave him a pout and was about to ask him how I looked again when instead what came out was a loud yelp as Chad shoved two fingers deep inside me. He hadn't done it gently and immediately began thrusting them hard into me. I gasped and began moving my hips in rhythm with his fingers. His tongue had once again found my yearning clit and was tracing slow teasing circle around it. He was staring up at me and with a smile I brought my hands up to my tits and began playing with my nipples. Chad started sucking my clit into his mouth and I groaned when he pushed a third finger into me.
"Oh fuck, Greg," I moaned, "His fingers are bigger than your dick!"
I looked down and realized, all kidding aside, I could barely see his shriveled dick between his legs. "Shit look at that little thing!" I sighed and added "At least you know I loved you, because I sure as hell wasn't with you for that!"
I stopped to squeal as Chad began thrusting his fingers harder and faster while sucking my clit so hard, his lips were making loud smacking sounds. I began to squeeze my nipples harder and moving my hips higher, arching my back as I could already feel another orgasm building within me. Part of me wanted Chad to slow down and tease me some more, but what the hell he could take his time next time. I had already decided that there would be a lot of 'next times' with Chad. I'd been neglected long enough and was going to take advantage of his lust for me as much as he would let me. I was going to use him to make up for a lot of lost time. I was truly going to be his Mrs. Robinson, his hot insatiable cougar his...
"Oh!" I gasped as I felt a shudder go through my body. I was so close! Chad was pumping his fingers so hard I could hear my pussy squirting around them.
My body still teetering on the edge I cried out, "Stick a finger in my ass!"
Chad didn't hesitate; bringing his other hand into play he shoved a finger hard into my extremely tight ass. There was a brief stab of plain then the incredible feel of his fingers sliding against each other through the thin skin between my pussy and ass. Chad started pumping it as fast as the rest of his fingers and throwing my head back I let out long loud squeal as I went flying over the edge. I came like an animal, head back, mouth wide open and wailing like a banshee. Dropping my foot from Greg's face, I wrapped my legs around Chad's shoulders and pinned his face to my convulsing pussy.
I howled again as his tongue and fingers continued to please me. The feeling of not just my pussy, but my ass contracting around his plunging fingers caused my hips to buck wildly, grinding my pussy hard into Chad's face. My hands left my nipples and grabbing Chad's hair I further shoved his still moving tongue against my quivering flesh. I gasped when I felt my back arch and my body seem to hesitate. I cried out in surprise and pleasure and my body spasmed, my pussy convulsed and I felt a gush of warm wet fluid flood out around Chad's fingers.
With a long shuddering moan, I let my legs fall limply from Chad's shoulders and lay there gasping for breath. Chad sat up between my legs and whispered, "Holy shit, Brenda."
I looked up to see his entire face wasn't just glistening, but my juices were dripping from his chin.
"Damn your wife cums hard." He said looking over at Greg and making a show of wiping his face off. "Then again I guess that's what happens when a woman goes without for so long."
"Speaking of going without." I said, still panting, "It's time for you to give this pussy what she really needs, that big fucking dick!"
Chad gave me a wicked smile and grabbing my ankles lifted my legs in the air. Sliding up so that he was kneeling directly between my legs, I moaned at the sight of his huge cock hovering over my pussy.
"Hold on." I whispered, "Greg can't see!"
I pulled my leg from his grasp and once again put it on Greg's shoulder. I angled over some more so that Greg could see Chad's cock against my pussy and groaned as he started rocking his hips, sliding his hard flesh through my wet lips.
"Oh, oh honey. Please don't tease!" I moaned, "Just give me that..."
I heard a pathetic whimper and looked over to see Greg was not only shaking his head, but was crying. There were huge tears flowing down his cheeks and I could make out the word please behind the gag.
"Now you know how I felt." I told him, and then looking at Chad said, "What the fuck are you waiting for? If I wanted to be teased I'd let him shove that little thing in there."
"Yes ma'am." Chad said and lifting my leg so that it was straight up against his chest plunged his cock into my sopping wet pussy.
"Oh fuck!" I screamed as his huge dick stretched my pussy wide as it drove into me.
Chad stopped when he was balls deep inside of me and began moving slowly, barely pulling himself out and letting me get used to him. I lay there gasping at the feeling of being so....full. I moaned as my pussy contracted around his huge dick and as much as I appreciated he was trying to go easy called out, "Just fuck me!"
I cried out as Chad obediently began slamming his cock hard, fast and goddamn deep into my desperate pussy. My pussy was so wet I could hear wet sucking sounds every time he pulled out. Chad wrapped one arm around my thigh and placing the other hand on my leg just in front of Greg's face called out, "How's this look, Greg? How do I look fucking your wife? How does Brenda look getting a real dick?"
"That's right baby!" I gasped as Chad repeatedly slammed his hard young dick into me. "How do we look now? See this? This is how a real man fucks his woman! See the look on my face? It's called satisfaction! Oh, fuck, this cock feel good!"
Greg released a sob from behind the gag and started to turn his head, but stopped when my hand closed over the remote. Damn straight he was going to suffer! I, on the other hand, was far from suffering. My pussy had gotten used to Chad's size and I was moaning every time he plunged inside of me. Above me, Chad looked amazing. He was sweating heavily causing the impressive muscles in his arms and chest to stand out even more. He was breathing hard as he fucked the shit out of me and the look on his face was nothing short of pure lust.



I began thrusting my hips up to meet his descending cock and throwing my head back let out a cry of ecstasy as he pleasured me with his long hard strokes. I looked down and moaned at the sight of watching his long cock sliding in and out of my cock, he was glistening with my juices and as good as his fucking me felt I wanted to be able to take control for a while. Besides, I had a show to put on.
"Stop!" I called out.
Chad groaned, but as he had been the entire time listened to me and sat back on his knees.
"Get on your back!" I demanded.
Chad obeyed and leaning over I immediately took his hard wet cock into my mouth. I moaned at the taste of my pussy from his flesh and began sucking him hard and fast. I was kneeling alongside him and facing Greg. I stared directly into his eyes as I repeatedly deep-throated Chad's beautiful cock. Greg's eyes were wide and he seemed to now be incapable of even trying not to look. He was also beginning to sob loudly. For a second I began to feel for him, remembering our years together. Then the thought hit me that those years had meant nothing at all to him. Popping Chad's cock from my mouth, I winked, "How do I look baby?"
Sitting up, I swung my leg over Chad's hips and reaching back grabbed his cock. I guided it to my pussy and raising my hips drove down hard. We both cried out as I impaled myself on his long hard shaft. I paused and sitting straight up on him raised my hands over my head and made a show of slowly riding him. Chad looked up at me, his eyes wide and whispered, "Oh God. You look good, Brenda."
I smiled as I had the impression that remark was not just for show. The look of desire on his face and the soft moans he emitted as I ground my pussy onto his cock had me feeling sexier than I had in years. The fact that this gorgeous kid half my age desired me like this had me beside myself with lust and leaning down I placed my hands on his chest. I started raising and lowering my hips, slowly at first then faster and harder. Chad moaned as I began riding him hard and fast. His cock was plunging so deep inside me. I was yelping each time I came down on him and that caused me to go even harder.
I started pushing down with my hands, and was now driving down so hard Chad was beginning to bounce on the bed beneath me. I lowered myself all the way down and sliding my arms under him, moaned in his ear, "Fuck me!"
Chad wrapped his arms around my slender waist and raising his knees started slamming his hips up into me. I howled in his ear as his cock plunged hard and fast into my pussy. I could hear the sound of our flesh slapping together and he was fucking me so hard it was beginning to hurt a little. All that pain did, however, was fuel my lust and I began squirming against him, using my hips as much as I could. I turned my head to look at Greg and gasped, "You taking notes? This is how a real man fucks a woman. You'd have already cum by now, you fucking minute man!"
Greg moaned and pushing myself up from Chad I decided it was time to give him the final show, I'd saved the best for last and was more than ready to be taken as hard as Chad could manage. I slid off of Chad and got on my hands and knees facing Greg. Chad quickly sat up and getting on his knees behind me, grabbed my hips.
"Wait!" I called out and crawled forward.
Leaning off the bed I braced my hands on Greg's sweaty thighs and placing my face so close to his I could lick him if I wanted to, looked in his eyes and smiling said, "Come on baby, fuck me!"
Chad drove his cock into me so hard my eyes widened and I screamed "Oh my fucking God!" directly into Greg's face.
Greg flinched and tried to look away. I felt Chad move and Greg yelped as he must have picked up the remote. His eyes opened and he began emitting a high pitched whining sound as I looked him in the eye while Chad resumed fucking the shit out of me. I was yelping and moaning in his face as Chad was hammering away so hard, I could feel his balls slamming into me. He was so deep like this, I wouldn't have been able to not squeal, but why would I hold back anyway. As Chad continued his relentless assault on my sore, but very happy pussy, I began speaking,
"How do I look baby? How do I look getting fucked by a real man in our bed? How does it feel, you son of a bitch? Feels pretty fucking good to me!"
Greg was sobbing again and I rolled my eyes, "Aw, poor baby. Should have thought of that when you were fucking your slut! Hope you really like her because she's all you got now, you prick!"
I yelped as Chad somehow found a way to go even harder. I could hear him breathing like a bull and feel his hands trembling on my hips. He was getting close and as he pounded away on me I looked into Greg's eyes and recalled the one thing he'd always wanted and I'd never given him.
"Stop!" I moaned.
Chad moaned as well and stopped with his cock buried in my pussy.
"Pull it out." I whispered, when he did I said, "Now slide it up."
Chad slowly slid his cock along my wet pussy and I told him, "Higher."
Chad paused then I felt the tip of his cock press against my asshole.
"Go ahead," I told him, "Fuck me in the ass. Fuck me where he never has!"
Greg screamed behind the gag, but I couldn't hear it over my own cry as Chad pushed his long thick cock into my ass. I'd never had anything but a small toy up there and I whimpered as my ass felt as if it were tearing as he pushed further inside. Chad stopped and started sliding it out.
"We don't..." he began, but I cried out.
"I said fuck me!"
Chad paused then pushed his cock slowly all the way into me. I howled in Greg's face at the burning sensation in my ass as well over eight inches of cock was shoved in there. When Chad was all the way in he stopped and as he had done when he'd first started fucking me began to move slowly. I closed my eyes and taking a deep breath, yelled, "Fucking give it to me!"
Again Chad followed my command and started fucking my ass. I wailed as his huge cock tore into my virgin ass. I could feel my eyes bulging and so were Greg's in front of me. I cried out each time Chad entered me, but forcing myself to focus through the pain, hissed in Greg's face.
"How's this look? How do you like this punk kid getting what you never got from me? Maybe if you were a decent lay, I'd have let you. Maybe if you made me cum like, he did I would have given myself to you" I cried out as Chad began picking up speed and moaned "At least he appreciates it, don't you, lover?"
"I love it." Chad gasped, then laughed harshly, "How do I look fucking your wife's ass, Greg? How does she sound?"
How I sounded was pretty fucking loud as Chad was giving me what I asked for and was now brutally pounding my burning ass, slamming it as hard as he had my pussy. I began breathing through my mouth and forcing body to relax. I noticed it was beginning to hurt less as he continued to fuck me.
"That's right!" I groaned, "Fuck my ass, baby! Make me love it! Make me your little fucking pig!"
That must have gotten to him as Chad started fucking me so hard, I was rocking into Greg, my head bumping into his as Chad hammered away at me. I was squealing continuously as he savagely tore into me.
I gasped and jumped when I felt something brush my clit and turning my head saw Chad had reached around me and was rubbing my clit with his fingers. He had slowed up fucking me and as his fingers danced across my clit. I was amazed to feel my body already beginning to respond. I rested my head on Greg's shoulder and began moaning as he was now using long slow strokes in my ass while pressing hard on my clit.
"That's it, Brenda," Chad told me, "Go ahead and show Greg how much you love it. Show him what he's missing. Show him what a freak his wife wanted to be for him."
"Oh yes." I moaned as my legs began to tremble violently and I had to lean against Greg as my arms were having a hard time holding me up.
"But you're not his anymore are you?" Chad asked as he started fucking me harder again. "You're mine now aren't you?"
"Oh fuck yeah!" I cried feeling my body gathering itself for release.
"This is my ass isn't it? That's my pussy! I'm going to fuck your wife anytime anyway I want and she's going to love every fucking minute of..."
Chad was cut off by me throwing my head back and screaming at the top of my lungs as an even stronger orgasm than before tore through my already exhausted body.
"Oh my fucking God, Chad!" I howled as the amazing sensation of my ass contracting around his cock sent my hips bucking wildly.
I was moaning continuously, unable to say or do anything but continue to writhe and squirm as Chad held his huge cock deep inside my convulsing ass. He pulled back then started fucking me harder than before and my face an inch from Greg's, I began squealing like a stuck pig as he fucked me while I was still in the throes of orgasm. My arms gave out and I would have fallen into Greg, but Chad slid his hand from my clit and around my waist, holding me up as he fucked me.
Chad pulled me back so that I was completely on the bed and let me go. I slumped face first on the bed, my arms out to the side and my ass in the air while Chad continued to have his way with me. I groaned when he slipped his cock from my ass then cried out in pleasure as he immediately shoved it back into my sopping wet pussy. Chad started fucking the living shit out of me and as spent as I was I lifted my face to look at Greg and simply smiled at him as Chad started moaning loudly behind me. He gave my grateful pussy several more savage pumps then with a loud cry whipped his cock out.
"Hold it back!" I moaned and forcing myself to move sat up on my knees and opened wide.
Chad stood up, pointed his huge cock at my face and with a moan released his cock.
"Yes!" I cried as his first huge spurt of cum struck me on my lips and splattered into my mouth and all over my chin. The second shot caught me right on the tongue and I quickly pushed it out so it would drool down my chin. Chad was moaning and stroking his cock sending more of his hot thick cum into my face. I turned my head side to side letting him paint as much of my face as he could with his cum.
I saw Greg looking at me, the tears still flowing and laughed delightedly as Chad sprayed my face with yet another squirt of cum. Chad gasped and letting his cock go sank to his knees breathing hard and looking as spent as I felt. Grabbing his cock I bent my head and taking him into my mouth started sucking as hard as I could desperately trying to get each and every last drop from his drained cock.
"Fuck, right from your ass." Chad panted then added, "Your wife really is a pig. Too bad you never got to see it." He then laughed tiredly. "Oh, wait you just did!"
I pulled my mouth from Chad's cock and we both stayed there on our knees trying to catch our breath. I closed my eyes and waited for my body to calm down. The only sound in the room was our ragged breathing and Greg's pathetic whimpering. I could feel my body crashing from its adrenalin rush and felt a twinge of sadness at the fact I had just ended my marriage and in quite dramatic fashion. No, Greg had ended it, I just got to say goodbye in kind.
Opening my eyes I looked at Chad who looked exhausted, but was sitting there with a nasty smirk on his face as he stared at Greg. Reaching out I grabbed his cock marveling at how big it was even soft and after giving it a squeeze said,
"Okay, Chad, tell you what. Why don't you go into the bathroom and get the shower ready? Get the water nice and hot, but don't you start washing up. I'm going to meet you in there and after I soap up that hard body of yours I'm going to suck you hard and let you fuck me right up against the wall. How's that sound?"
"Goddamn." Chad laughed, "I might not be able to keep up."
"My mouth will keep you up. Now go ahead, I have to say goodbye to my husband."
Chad nodded and got off the bed as he passed Greg he laughed, "Hey thanks for letting me have your wife, asshole. She's the best fuck I've ever had."
Greg put his head down and sobbed as Chad left the room, closing the door behind him. I grabbed his hair and pulling his head up so he was facing me leaned forward and pressed my cum covered face against his. Greg squealed and tried to pull away, but my fingers were in his hair and I held him as I rubbed my face across his, smearing Chad's cum all over his face. Letting his hair go, I slipped off the bed and standing in front of him looked down and shook my head.
"How's that feel, Greg? How does it feel to sit there totally humiliated with cum on your face? Because that's what you did to me the last time I was stupid enough to try to please you. Guess I know why you couldn't get it up now. You were too tired from fucking your little slut. Well you can have her and now I'm going to be Chad's little slut and think of you every time I fuck him. Think about how much better he is than you."
Greg began rocking back and forth in the chair pleading behind the gag.
"I don't care what you have to say, Greg. If I wanted to hear the sickening sound of your voice I would have taken the gag off. Now here's what's going to happen now. I'm going to go fuck Chad nice and hard in the shower, then he's going to help me pack my things and take me to Karen's where I'm going to be staying for awhile."
I paused and thought for a moment. "Hmmm wonder if she would care if Chad spent the night? Nah, I'll have to help him get his own place. You don't mind if I use some of your money to get my boy toy a place, do you?"
Greg screamed something and I simply shrugged. While he kept yelling I reached over and grabbing his pillow used it to rub the cum from my face.
"Anyway, I'll be staying with Karen and you better not come by there. The next time I see your face is going to be in court, Greg and that cute little video Chad made for me is going to be all I need to get anything I want. This?" I pointed at him. "Will all be denied. Chad and I will claim this never happened and I already have Holly lined up to say I was with her all day today. You can try telling people what I did, but no one will believe you. Chad's going to take the cuffs and gag and collar from you when we're done. You can try to fight him if you want."
I looked down at his pathetic face and sighed as I felt a wave of emotion catch up with me.
"I loved you Greg. I really did. I thought you loved me too. Guess I was just stupid. Sorry it had to end this way, but you got what you deserved. Good luck with your slut."
I turned to walk away, but stopped when I saw the picture of us from the beach. The one I'd always loved. Picking it up I placed it on the bed in front of Greg and as I walked away said over my shoulder, "How did we look, baby?"
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I jumped at the sound of the door opening and lifting my head from Brad's shoulder, saw Ashley coming through the door.
"Hey guys!" she exclaimed, as she removed her long coat and hung it up next to ours in the closet in the front hall.
"Damn, she drives me crazy in that outfit." Brad said softly from where he was sitting next to me on the couch.
I'm sure many wives would be upset at their husbands for checking out a pretty girl half their age. I, on the other hand, had already been thinking the same thing. Ashley was coming home from a shift at the restaurant Brad had gotten her a job at when she moved in with us several months ago. Ashley worked the bar area and her uniform consisted of a short red skirt with black stockings and matching heels. Her long legs showed why she was on the cheerleading squad at PC and although she was small on top the tight low cut black shirt did wonders for her chest.
"Hey honey." I called out to her as I watched her remove her hat and shake out her long blonde hair. "How was work?"
"It was great!" she said in that sometimes sickeningly cheerful tone she always spoke in. "I got awesome tips again!"
"I wonder why." Brad said, shaking his head.
"Be nice." I whispered as I elbowed him in the side.
"What do you mean?" Ashley asked.
She was now standing in front of us and I had to force my gaze away from her firm young thighs that were at eye level.
"Oh, come on Ashley," Brad laughed, "Why do you think you get such good tips?"
"Well," she shrugged. "I guess because I have a big smile, and I'm always friendly."
"Really, you think that's it?" I asked, unable to help playing along.
Ashley frowned and her normally big blue eyes narrowed in concentration. Suddenly she snapped her fingers. "I know why!" she smiled, "Because it's close to Christmas so everyone's in a generous mood, right?"
"Absolutely." Brad said with a completely straight face. "They see you and all they're thinking about is giving."
"That's right." Ashley laughed and as always it made me smile, "Tis the season!"
The two of us laughed and although technically it was more at her than with her, I felt a wave of affection for our adorable little border. She really was a sweetheart.
"Well, it's late and I have an early class tomorrow so I'm going to head on up to bed."
Leaning forward, she gave me a kiss on the cheek, "Good night, Trish."
"Night honey." I said softly as found myself staring down her shirt.
Her tits were small, but the red bra she was wearing had them pushed up quite well and I could just imagine the cute little pink nipples beneath the material. Ashley moved to the side and gave Brad a quick kiss good night as well. I couldn't help smiling when I saw Brad's gaze also go down her shirt. As she stood up, Ashley said, "Thanks again for getting me the job Brad, I'm making enough money that I should be able to fly out and see my folks on February vacation!"
"Thank you Ashley," he said, grinning.
"For what?"
"For making me smile." He told her. "You always put me in such a good mood!"
"I do what I can!" she said as she turned and headed for the stairs.
"Oh, you do plenty," Brad said under his breath as we both watched her begin to walk up the stairs. The higher she got the more of her thighs we could see and I knew that Brad, as I was, was hoping for a view of her firm little ass. We were disappointed however, as just before she got to the top; she stopped and worrying that we would get caught looking, both turned our heads back to the television. Ashley removed her phone from her skirt and started chirping away as she took the last of the stairs and vanished down the hallway.
"Do you really think she doesn't know she's hot?" Brad asked, turning to look at me, "Is she really that naïve?"
"I think she is." I told him. "It goes beyond naïve, she's just really sweet. I'm glad she couldn't live on campus; she'd get taken advantage of in a heartbeat. That's why Bill and Kate were thrilled we said she could stay with us when he got transferred, so we could look out for her."
"I'm sure Bill would just love the way we perv on her sometimes." Brad rolled his eyes.
"Yeah well, she doesn't even know when a guy is hitting on her, so I don't think it would occur to her, we've had a few little fantasies about her."
"You more than me." He said, "I think she's adorable, you're the one who wants to corrupt her."
"Just me?" I asked, cocking my head at him.
"You're the pervert out of the two of us." He said, still keeping a straight face.
"So you've never thought of that long blonde hair in your hands, or those big blue eyes looking up at you?" I leaned forward and began whispering in his ear, "Or better yet those soft full lips, pouting and trembling as she stares at your nice big dick and I tell her to suck it?"
"Well," he said quietly, "Maybe once or twice."
"Imagining those little squeals while you push your cock into the tightest little pussy you've ever had." I sighed, "Hell Brad, I think she may even be cherry, imagine that."
Brad had closed his eyes and was starting to breathe heavier. I squirmed in my seat as a warm sensation began to build between my legs. Running my fingers through Brad's sandy brown hair I continued.
"I can just imagine holding her, cupping those perfect little tits and whispering in her ear that it'll be okay as you ease into her." I exhaled softly in his ear, "Of course that's after I get her ready for you by sucking on her little pink clit, making her cum nice and hard, getting that sweet little pussy hot and wet for you."
"Hot and wet, like you're getting?"
"Oh yeah," I purred, feeling my thong sticking to my now very excited pussy. "And you'll be so fucking hard watching us."
"I won't just be watching." Brad said and turning towards me, slipped his hand under my shirt. "I'll be sucking and playing with Ashley's tits and spreading her open for your tongue."
His hand had made it up to my bra and pushing his fingers under it; Brad caught my swollen nipple and gave it a squeeze.
"Hmmm," I cooed as his fingers lightly caressed my tit. "And you'd need time to rest because the two of us would suck you off wouldn't we?"
"Oh, that would be hot!"
His sentence ended in a groan when my hand found his cock and gave it a good hard squeeze through his slacks.
"Yeah baby?" I whispered, rubbing my hand along the length of his hard cock, "You like that idea; sweet little Ashley on her knees next to me. I'll take you nice and deep then feed your cock to her inch by inch? Nice and slow, those soft quivering lips struggling to take you into that pretty mouth? I...."
I was cut off, by Brad sliding his hand up my skirt and directly between my legs where he began rubbing my pussy through the thin material of my thong.
"Tell me more." He smiled.
"More," I asked, my hand tightening around his cock. "About sweet little Ashley, our best friends adorable little daughter you claim not to think about?"
"I wasn't until you started talking about her," he said, but this time couldn't keep the smile from his face.
"Well I'm glad you weren't thinking of our pretty little school girl, because right now." I pushed his hands from me and standing up, pulled my skirt up and began shimmying out of my thong, "I want you to take care of your naughty school teacher."
Brad licked his lips at the sight of my smooth pussy, but pointing at the stairs said, "What if she comes down...."
He stopped as I put my finger to his lips.
"She never comes back downstairs. She showers and goes into her room." I gave him a mocking sigh, "Of course if you're getting to be such a prude we can only fool around in the bedroom then....Ohh!"
I gasped when Brad reached out and putting his hand between my thighs slid his fingers through my wet pussy. I opened my legs wider and groaned as he shoved his fingers up inside me and found my clit with his thumb. Leaning over, I braced my hands on his shoulders and one at a time raised my legs and put my knees on his thighs. Sitting up on my knees, I began pumping my hips into his plunging fingers and moaning as he rubbed my clit in slow circles.
"Damn you're wet." Brad said, looking up at me, his dark eyes bright with lust, "You are a naughty teacher aren't you?"
"So are you." I replied as I began unbuttoning my white blouse, "Fingering your wife on the couch!"
I finished and yelped when grabbing the middle of my bra, Brad yanked it down hard. My full breasts popped out of the cups and I sighed contentedly as Brad's lips immediately found my rose colored nipple. He took my other nipple between his fingers and began teasing it gently as he worked my clit. I started bucking my hips faster as his talented fingers worked me over. After twenty years of marriage, Brad knew exactly how to touch me. Between that and getting myself worked up with my impure thoughts of seducing sweet little Ashley, I could already feel my thighs trembling in anticipation of a good hard orgasm.
Speaking of hard, Brad's cock had felt damn good through his pants and I couldn't wait to get a taste of it! My breath caught as he began to thrust his fingers harder into my sopping pussy and I began breathing heavier. I closed my eyes and started grinding my hips in a circular motion, working his fingers into my pussy and moving in rhythm with his thumb. Brad was breathing hard around my nipple and reaching down I undid the buttons to his shirt and started teasing his nipples with my long fingernails.
I let my mind wander imagining Ashley's mouth on my other nipple, whimpering as she sucked a woman's tit for the first time. Brad would have his hand behind her, fingering her pussy from behind and causing her to moan and struggle to focus on my tit. I began to move my hips with more urgency as I envisioned, sucking on that young pink pussy. God, it had been so long since I'd tasted a woman!
"Oh yeah, baby." I purred, "Make me cum for you and I'll take such good care of that nice big cock of yours!"
Brad moaned around my tit as I squeezed his nipples between my fingers and began to bounce up and down, driving his fingers even harder into my pussy. Letting his nipples go, I slipped my shirt off and leaned my head back, enjoying the feeling of my long black hair on my bare back. Opening my eyes, I turned my head and smiled at our reflection in the mirror over the fire place. Unable to resist posing, I raised my arms over my head, taking my long hair up with them and admired the sight of me topless, with Brad's face buried in my tit and his hand busy between my thighs.
My hips twitched and I began moaning softly as my body teetered on the edge. I started to turn my head to watch Brad working my nipple, when I caught movement out of the corner of my eye. I looked back up and swore I caught a glimpse of red at the top of the stairs. Shit! This would be the one time Ashley decided to come back downstairs. I was going to tell Brad to stop, but didn't see or hear her and began to wonder if I hadn't seen anything in the first place.
I slowed my rocking and was getting ready to tell Brad we needed to stop just in case, but paused when I caught sight of Ashley's blonde hair. What made me hesitate was the small amount of her hair I could see was only a couple of feet from the floor along the edge of the wall. My eyes widened when it occurred t me that our sweet little house guest was watching us! Either she wasn't so sweet after all, or maybe she was just curious, but whatever the reason, it sent a thrill through me.
Reaching down, I cupped Brad's chin in my hand and prying his mouth from my nipple, lifted his face until he was looking at me. I gave him a quick kiss then whispered in his ear, "We have an audience."
"What do you..."
"Turn your head to the right and look in the mirror; you can just see the top of the staircase."
I nuzzled my face into his neck as he turned his head under the pretense of me kissing him. Brad looked towards the mirror. He turned back to me and wrapping my arms around his shoulders, I placed my face against his.
'You see her?"
"Yeah," he said softly, then to my dismay started to slide his fingers from inside me, "We'll stop then in a couple of minutes go up..."
"No," I hissed in his ear, grabbing his wrist. "She's sitting there watching! Little miss innocent, may not be so innocent!"
'Or," he said softly, his thumb beginning to rub my sensitive clit, "She's curious."
"One way or another," I paused and released an exaggeratedly loud moan, "Let's give her a show."
"Yeah, but she's our best friends..."
"Are you that much of a prude these days?" I asked in his ear, punctuating my sentence by giving his earlobe a hard nip with my teeth, I continued, "Back in the day we fucked young girls, now you don't even want one watching?"
"Oh, I'm a prude am I?"
I yelped in surprise when Brad leaned forward so fast I would have fallen off of his lap if he hadn't gotten his arm around my waist. He pulled his fingers from my pussy and turning me sideways on his lap got his arm under my legs. Brad grunted and the muscles in his arms bulged impressively as he stood while holding me against him. Carrying me over to one of the small recliners across from the couch he put me down and said quietly, "Let's give her a real show, and put your legs over the arms of the chair."
"Hmm, now that's the pervert I know and love," I cooed as pulling my skirt up to my hips I threw my legs over the chair, exposing my smooth glistening pussy.
Smiling down at me, Brad took his shirt off then unzipping his pants pulled them off so that he was standing there in just his black boxers. Taking advantage of Brad not yet blocking my pussy from our little spy's view, I spread my pussy open.
"How's my pussy look baby?" I asked, speaking louder than I had to as I began sliding my fingers though my wet lips.
"Good enough to eat," Brad also spoke loudly, giving me a wink.
He started to get to his knees, but with a smile I said, "No fair, I want to see what I'm going to taste!" Brad hesitated and I added in a whisper, "Come on baby, and show Ashley your nice hard cock." I winked, "Give her something to think about while she plays with herself later."
Brad grabbed his underwear and pulled them down, allowing his dripping prick to spring free. I licked my lips at the sight of it, and then held back a laugh as turning sideways, Brad made a show of kicking his underwear off and grabbing his clothes from the floor tossed them on the chair. This move allowed him to face our curious little tenant and figuring her eyes would be glued to my husband's impressive body, I looked up at the top of the staircase. Now that I knew where to look, I easily spotted her shadow against the opposite wall and I smiled when I realized I could see just the hint of her knees where she was crouched against the edge of the wall.
I hadn't seen them before and realized she had eased even closer to the top of the stairs to watch. That sent a fresh wave of heat flowing between my legs and dipping my fingers inside my aching pussy I began pumping them in and out while telling Brad, "Come on baby, show me how much you want your wife's pretty pussy."
After taking another moment to pose for Ashley with his long hard cock standing up at attention, Brad turned, dropped to his knees in front of me and with an eagerness that I loved, buried his face between my legs.
"Oh, yes!" I moaned loudly as he shoved his tongue inside of me, "Tongue fuck me!"
Brad obediently began moving his head back and forth, his rigid tongue sliding in and out of my oozing slit. Removing my feet from the chair, I placed them on his shoulders and cupping my heavy breasts in my hands started stroking my nipples. Between my legs Brad started sucking my pussy. I gasped at the feeling of him slurping my juices from inside of me and moaned at the loud sucking sounds he was making. I started rocking my hips as Brad's lips smacked loudly against my wet flesh and again risked a glance at the top of the stairs.
Ashley was still there and the thought she was watching Brad lick me caused my hips to move even faster. As much as I would have loved for Brad to take his time and tease me, I wanted to cum quickly for our audience and give her a full performance so to speak.
"Suck my clit." I hissed, "Make me cum nice and hard for you!"
Brad slid his tongue up through my soft wet lips and after tracing a slow teasing circle around my swollen button, sucked it between his lips.
"Oh, yeah!" I groaned while squeezing my nipples harder, "Right there baby! Suck your wife's hot little pussy!"
Brad did better than that. In addition to sucking my clit as hard as he had my pussy, he brought his hand up and drove two fingers roughly inside me. I cried out in pleasure as his fingers started pumping rapidly in and out of my dripping pussy as his tongue swirled around my excited flesh. I let my head fall back on the chair and closing my eyes envisioned Ashley's wide blue eyes as she watched Brad eat me out. I wondered if her slender fingers were sliding down between her legs, then gasped as Brad began pressing his tongue hard against my clit.
I started breathing heavier and pumping my hips in time with his plunging fingers, driving them deeper inside me.
"Oh, just a little more!" I whimpered as I felt my thighs starting to shake, "Make me cum nice and loud!" I said in a whisper, "Let's give....oh fuck!"
I yelped in surprise as bringing his other hand up, Brad shoved a finger hard into my ass. My cry of surprise turned into a long loud squeal of pleasure as the brief pain followed by the pleasure of Brad's finger penetrating my ass sent me over the edge. Still squeezing my nipples, I wrapped my legs around Brad's head and started thrusting my hips. Brad groaned as I ground my convulsing pussy into his swirling tongue and thrusting fingers. He began to drive his fingers harder into both my holes and the feeling of my ass and pussy contracting around them sent me into another loud wail.
At this point I wasn't making a show for Ashley; I was really cumming this hard. Although Brad and I had a damn good sex life, it had been a long time since we'd had an added thrill like this. I cried out even louder as my quivering pussy released a warm flood of my juices into Brad's fingers. The room was filled with the wet sound of Brad's fingers slamming into my sopping pussy and the small yelps I was releasing as my orgasm sent waves of pleasure through me. After letting out a long shuddering moan, I let my legs fall from Brad's shoulders and forcing myself to sit up, said "Bring me that cock!"
Not having to be told twice, Brad immediately stood up. I started to reach for him, but Brad stopped me by reaching down and grabbing my face in his hands, gave me a kiss. I moaned at the taste of my pussy from his lips and opened my mouth to greedily suck it from his tongue as he shoved it into my mouth. I briefly imagined tasting a pussy other than my own from his lips, and even better the thought of tasting a strange woman from his cock. Pulling my face from his, I pushed him straight and grabbing his cock, tried to guide it to my mouth. Again I was stopped, but this time didn't mind as Brad had pulled away to step over to the side of the chair.
He winked down at me and with a wink of my own; I slid onto my knees on the floor. At this angle Ashley would be able to watch me suck his cock and I eagerly opened wide and took him more than halfway down. Brad moaned and reaching down started to play with my tits as I began bobbing my head, sucking his long thick shaft in and out of my mouth. I sighed I pleasure at the sensation of his hard flesh sliding between my soft lips. I opened my eyes and looked towards the staircase. Ashley was still there and I could feel my pussy already beginning to heat up at the idea that she was watching me on my knees sucking cock like the dirty little slut I loved to be.



Brad had slid a hand up behind my head and wrapping it in my long black hair started pushing and pulling, guiding my mouth along his cock. I stopped moving and looking up at him, winked. Holding my head still, Brad started fucking my mouth. He was using long slow strokes, pulling his cock all the way out to the tip before pushing his entire length back between my waiting lips. He was moaning as I pressed my tongue hard against his shaft so I could lick every inch of him as he stood there using my mouth.
Brad pushed his cock all the way into my mouth until my lips were at the base of his shaft and shaking my head slowly back and forth I reached up and grabbed his balls. I could tell by the soft whimper he emitted that Brad was pretty worked up and wouldn't be able to take too much more. Sliding my mouth from his cock, I started to pump it in my fist, enjoying the sight of his shaft glistening from my wet mouth. I was also getting a kick out of showing his cock off to Ashley and wondering if she'd ever even touched one. Unable to resist an added touch, I lifted his cock and ducking my head made a show of tonguing his balls.
"Oh fuck Trish," he groaned, "Goddamn you can suck cock."
"I'll suck you off later; right now I need this big fat cock in my pussy!"
With his back to Ashley, Brad whispered, "Have I told you lately how much I love you?"
"That's not love written on your face baby," I told him as I stood up and placing my hands on the arm of the couch pushed my ass at him, "And it isn't going to be what's on my face in a few minutes, now get over here and fuck me!"
Brad leaned over and after giving me a quick kiss on the cheek got behind me and grabbed my hips. In the moment before he drove his hard cock into my needy pussy, I lifted my head towards the stairs so she could see the look on my face when...
"Oh fuck yeah!" I screamed as Brad drove his cock into me so hard I felt his balls slap against my pussy.
With no hesitation, Brad began fucking the shit out me. His fingers were digging hard into my hips and he was slamming into me with all the power in his hips. I turned my head to look behind me and moaned at the sight of the muscles in his arms and chest bulge while he hammered away on my pussy like he hadn't had it in weeks. Brad went to the gym three times a week and the results were on full display as the sweat made his muscles stick out even more. Turning my head quickly I saw the shadow had moved back a little as I was now facing her, but did catch a glimpse of yellow hair as she was still trying to watch.
"That's it baby! Fuck me!" I called out and started rocking back and forth on my arms, driving my pussy back into his thrusting cock.
I started yelping with every thrust and could feel the sweat trickling down my back as my husband continued his relentless assault on my uncomplaining pussy. Damn he hadn't fucked me this hard since the last time we...All thoughts stopped when reaching forward, Brad grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled my head back. He had forced my face up towards the stairs and I could see even more of Ashley's knees than before. I cried out in surprise as Brad slapped my ass hard and somehow began to fuck me even harder.
"Fuck me!" I screamed, "Fuck that pussy! Give it to me baby...oh, yes!"
Brad had begun gasping and whipping his cock out, yanked me roughly off the couch. I landed on my knees and immediately spun around my mouth open. Brad was squeezing his cock at the base and as soon as I was facing him, let out a loud cry and began pumping it. A huge spurt of cum splashed against my lips and ran down my chin and onto my tits. His second spurt went directly into my mouth. I closed it then using my tongue pushed it out to dribble down my face with the rest of it. Brad was cumming more than he had in a long time and now aiming lower succeeded in painting each of my nipples before collapsing into a sitting position on the chair.
"Goddamn." He panted.
I couldn't resist standing and turning to face the stairs to give Ashley a look at my cum covered face and tits. After the longest pause I felt I could get away with, I grabbed my shirt and began wiping Brad's cum from me. I kept my head down as I did, resisting the urge to see if she were still watching. When I finished, I rolled the shirt into a ball and dropping it on the floor, picked my skirt up and shimmied back into it. I put Brad's shirt on over my tits and turned to see he had moved and slipped his pants back on.
He got up and putting his arms around me whispered in my ear, "Damn that was hot."
"It's been a long time since we had that kind of fun." I paused then decided to try to bring up something I'd been trying to discuss lately, "You know Brad, we should..."
"Let's have more fun." He interrupted.
Pulling away from me he made to sit on the couch, when he spoke loudly "Hey, Trish you hear something?"
Trying not to laugh I began to turn around, "Yeah, I thought I heard something on the stairs."
"Shit, is it Ashley?" he gasped.
Brad did such a good job of sounding serious, I had to pause to make sure I could keep my voice steady and managed to blurt out, "Jesus, I hope not, damn, what is she saw us?"
"I... ah, never mind," he waved his hand, "I think I just saw that dumb plant in the mirror up there, always looks like a person crouching."
Brad put his head down and plopping down on the couch next to him I gave him a huge kiss, "What a perfect touch!" I laughed, "I love it when you're twisted."
*****
"So you think she's playing with herself thinking about us?" I asked from the corner of the couch, where I was reading a magazine.
Well more accurately, trying to concentrate on the latest issue of People. It wasn't easy as my mind kept drifting back to our hot little scene from a half hour ago.
"You already asked me that." Brad said from the other side of the couch where he was watching sports center. "And I said I bet she is."
"That doesn't get you hot?"
"Yes, Trish it does, but I'm not going to keep thinking about it."
"Sor-ry!" I snapped, "You back in boring mode?"
Brad sighed and didn't answer right away. I'd been teasing him a lot lately that the two of us had been too settled down for too long and should spice things by inviting a little company, as we used to refer to it, over. Figuring he was going to ignore me, as he usually did, when I brought up the subject, I started to look back down at the magazine, but stopped as he spoke.
"Actually smart-ass, I said I wasn't thinking about that. What I have been wondering is..." he gave me a wicked grin, "Is if she's listened outside our door or caught us in the pool."
"Ooh." I cooed, "I hadn't thought of that."
"I've thought of her crouching outside our door, hearing us fucking the shit out of each other and maybe touching herself. Better yet, her bedroom window does over look the pool and you and I did a lot of late night skinny dipping this past summer."
"So maybe this wasn't the first time?"
"Who knows, but I bet it's the best view she's ever gotten." He laughed.
"She seems so sweet though, think it's an act?" I asked.
"Not at all. Her parents were pretty damn strict and as pretty as she is, you ever see her around guys? She's shy and nervous." Brad shrugged, "But I bet she's curious and I wouldn't be surprised if she watches porn and wonders." He laughed, "I think we might be the closest she's gotten."
"Nah," I waved my hand at him, "She was dating that kid Ben for almost a year, I doubt he'd have stuck around if she hadn't given him something."
"I don't know, she's a hot little thing, he might have waited and was probably screwing someone else. In fact didn't she find that out?"
"Oh, yeah." I nodded, "Poor little thing was in tears for days." I paused then asked, "After you acted like we'd seen her, you think she'll be embarrassed around us, or play it off?"
Again flashing that evil little grin that I'd seen so little of in the last couple of years, he asked, "Want to find out?"
"What are you thinking?" I tossed the magazine onto the end table and sat up, eagerly awaiting his answer.
"How about we call her down here, tell her we want to talk to her, right away. See how she acts."
"But what are we really going to talk to her about?"
Getting up, Brad walked over to the mantle over the fire place and reaching into Ashley's Christmas stocking pulled out the red envelope containing a special surprise gift we'd decided to get her as well as her parents.
"Let's give her this a little early."
"You're a genius!" I laughed, clapping my hands.
"Nah, just a boring history teacher." He sighed, "Who married another boring teacher."
"Hey, Geometry isn't boring!" I exclaimed.
"Probably not to your male students who get to stare at your legs, but for the most part it is." He answered coming over and sitting next to me. Pulling his phone from his hip, he pointed at me, "Button your sweater."
I looked down and laughed. After our romp, I slipped a red sweater over my bare tits, rather than go upstairs and change. I'd left it mostly unbuttoned to give Brad a great view of my tits, but now began buttoning it up.
"Hey Ashley?" Brad spoke into the phone. "Listen can you come down here?" he paused and smiled at me. "Yes, it is important; we need to talk to you about something. I don't want to discuss this over the phone so come down right now okay?"
He hung up and laughed, "She was asking me if everything was okay and when I said we had to talk she asked about what and she was stuttering!"
"God we're mean!" I said, but couldn't help laughing.
"Yeah, I wonder if Bill and Kate really knew what they were doing leaving her with us."
"Bill and Kate never knew about our habits." I reminded him. "Besides, its fun to fantasize, but we'd never try anything with Ashley."
"I wouldn't anyway." He gave me a smirk.
"You wouldn't try anything on anyone these days." I returned the smirk.
Brad looked pissed and started to say something, but we both stopped at the sound of soft footsteps on the stairs behind us. I turned to see Ashley reach the bottom of the steps and slowly make her way over to us. I felt a momentary feeling of guilt at the deer in a head light look in her big blue eyes as approached. That feeling changed to another, more pleasant feeling as I took in what she was wearing.
Despite the fact it was winter, Ashley was always saying we kept the house to warm and was wearing a pair of pink shorts that showed even more of her legs than the skirt had. The matching pink red sox t-shirt fit far to loosely to show her small tits, but something about that turned me on more than if she were showing them off. With her long blonde hair in a pony tail and her eyes wide she looked so sweet and innocent; all I could think of was what it would be like to seduce her.
"Ummm, is everything okay," she asked as she stood in front of us.
I waited for Brad to speak, but he remained silent. Before us Ashley was rocking nervously side to side. I let my eyes wander down her long legs to her bare feet with her adorable pink little toe nails and envisioned those feet up on Brad's shoulders as he...
"Everything's fine." Brad spoke, cutting off my impure thoughts. "We just asked you down because we have something for you."
"Oh, really?" she asked, a big smile slowly spreading across her face.
I was wondering if Brad had decided not to mess with her, but then he changed gears.
"Yeah, but first, I was wondering, were you..." he paused and made a show of looking nervous himself. "Uh...were you by any chance on the stairs a little while ago?"
The color drained from her face and her eyes grew even wider, "I...Umm, well I...left my room to shower but...." She made an effort at a casual shrug, "Why do you ask?"
"Oh, well no reason..." Brad once again did a good job of looking around awkwardly "We...uh, well we were kind of doing something and...."
The color returned to Ashley's face with a vengeance. In seconds she went from pale to a shade of crimson that told me, she indeed had seen everything we were doing. She started to stammer something and at that point I needed to let her off the hook.
"We were discussing your Christmas gift and were afraid you'd heard us." I gave her a disarming smile, "Now, were you snooping hon?"
Ashley paused, and looked closely at me and I wondered if she knew I was helping her out or thought she really hadn't been seen when she thought she had. After a moment she shook her head vigorously, causing her pony tail to shake back and forth.
"Really Trish, I only took a shower and went back into my room, I was never near the stairs."
"Good." Brad said, "Because we wanted this to be a surprise."
He held the red envelope out to her and as she took it she said, "But Christmas isn't until next weekend."
"I know, but when you open it you'll see why we gave it to you early."
"You guys are so sweet." She laughed as she tore open the envelope and pulled out the card, as she opened it, she continued, "You do so much for me, you don't have to..."
She trailed off and her eyes widened and Brad and I looked at each other and smiled, but this time not at her expense, but at the fact she we'd made her happy.
"Oh my God!" she exclaimed, holding up the round trip ticket to Florida we'd bought her. "I'm going to get to go see mom and dad for Christmas! Oh thank you!"
Ashley came forward and all but threw herself into my arms. She hugged me so tight I gasped and kissing my cheek said, "Oh Trish thank you!"
"You're welcome honey." I replied, hugging her back.
I could feel my tits pressing against hers through our clothing and turning my head, noticed Brad staring at her ass as she bent over me. Letting me go, she moved over and gave Brad a hug and now it was my turn to look at that adorable firm little ass as she planted a kiss on his cheek as well.
"Thank you Brad!" she stood up, "Does my Mom and Dad know?"
"Nope." Brad shook his head, "You can call them when you get down there."
"I...this is too much!" she said shaking her head.
"It's okay hon," I told her, "It's a gift for your folks too, we know they're still getting settled down there and didn't have the money to fly you down. So it's for all of you."
"Yeah, but I feel really bad taking this."
"Why? Brad and I asked simultaneously.
"Because you guys have already done so much for me! You offered to let me stay with you so I could go to PC when Dad got transferred, and Brad got me the job at the restaurant. Plus you guys really take care of me! I...." she put her head down, "I didn't get you guys anything anywhere near this nice."
"Don't worry about it, Ashley." I said then patted the couch between us.
Ashley took her cue and sat down next to me. It was a tight fit between us and her bare leg was pressed against my calf. Taking a moment to savor that sensation as well as just the thought of her being between us, I continued, "You deserve this, you're a good student, you help out a lot around the house and we really like having you around."
"Really?" she looked back and forth at both of us.
"Yes, you always make us smile." Brad told her.
In more ways than one, I resisted adding as Ashley again kissed my cheek, then Brad's
"I...thank you again!" she exclaimed, jumping up from the couch. "And I promise I'm going to get you guys something really nice for Christmas."
"Please, we don't give to get Ashley." Brad said.
"I know you don't, and I don't know what it is yet, but I'm going to give you guys something really special!"
"Just keep being you and we're even okay?" Brad said, "Do the right things and make your folks and us proud, that's what you can do for us. Right Trish?"
"Absolutely." I nodded, Or, I thought, you could take those cute little shorts off and...
"Well, I'm still going to work on something great for you guys anyway!" Ashley looked at the ticket again and laughed, "I'm going to go upstairs and call some of my friends and then I'm going to start digging out my bathing suits! Mom says its warm enough to go swimming down there!"
With that, Ashley turned away and practically skipped towards the stairs. I watched as she reached them taking two at a time quickly made her way out of sight. As she did I couldn't help staring at that sweet little ass and the backs of those well toned legs.
"It really is nice to make her happy." Brad said.
"It is." I agreed, "We haven't been that excited over a present in forever."
"We're older; it's different for us now. We get what we want all year."
I looked at him and thought that no; we hadn't gotten what we really wanted in quite awhile. At least not what I wanted, although I was pretty sure Brad wanted it too and was just feigning he didn't care. My gaze wandered over to the Christmas tree and the presents we had under there both for each other and some friends as well as a few small things for Ashley. I heard her voice in my head exclaiming she wanted to get us something special. What could Brad and I get for each other that could be that special. Turning back to see he was watching me I said softly,
"You know Brad, I just thought of what I'd really like for Christmas, a perfect gift."
"Really?" he asked, "You said you didn't have anything in mind, when I asked."
"Like I said, it really just came to me and..." I gave him an enticing smile, "I think you'd enjoy it as well."
"Oh?" he smiled, "Something from the Adam and Eve catalog?"
"Nope." I shook my head, "Even more fun."
"Well, you going to tell me?"
Sliding over to him, I placed my lips to his ear and whispered, "Brad, baby, I want a woman for Christmas."
*****
"This again?" Brad asked, pulling away from me. "Christ Trish, we've been over this again and again and decided that..."
"You decided." I pointed at him. "You decided that after eighteen years of bringing another woman into our bed for a treat, one close call and you..."
"Close call?" He put his hands up, "That's putting it mildly. Shit Trish, that girl you set us up to meet on Craig's list was one of my fucking students when she was in high school!"
"I know," I put my hands up as well, "I teach at the same school remember? In fact I recognized her first when we were walking up to the front of the motel."
"And she recognized us." He reminded me. "She came over and asked how we were doing" he rolled his eyes, "Mr. and Mrs. Adams how are you?"
"But she didn't realize we were the couple coming to meet her and I'm sure she bought our story that we were picking up some friends from out of town."
"Did she?" he shook his head.
"We sat there in the car like we were waiting for someone and she was doing the same thing. You got two texts from her asking if we were showing before I just decided to drive off."
"And I texted we were running late and when we pulled out and took off, she was reading a book in her car she wasn't even looking. Hell Brad, you act like we were caught red handed."
"If we hadn't been late and had already been in the motel room, we fucking would have." He snapped.
"But it didn't happen and...."
"But it could have." He said, lowering his voice. "Trish we're high school teachers. A lot of our students are eighteen year old girls. Can you imagine what would happen to us if we were caught playing with one, even if she wasn't our student? It would be our jobs." He sighed, "In fact ever since that happened all I can think of is how it hadn't happened before. Half those girls are college students and Rhode Island is a small state."
"Then we'll go to clubs." I suggested. "If we recognize the girl we don't go near her."
"You remember every single student you've had in the last few years?" he asked, "I sure as hell don't."
"What, you think we've taught every girl under twenty five in the state, Brad?"



"No, it's just...it was a wakeup call Trish. Back when we were messing around in college with other girls it was no big deal, we were a couple of partiers and you were into both. When we got out of school and had internships, we bounced around and weren't teaching kids anywhere near our taste shall we say."
"Then we'll go older." I shrugged. "We both like playing with younger girls, but we can find one our age."
"How, you want to walk into swingers clubs or start advertising." He laughed. "Then we'll get a woman that says "hey aren't you my daughter's history teacher?"
"And we'll ask her what she's doing at that club?" I laughed.
"It won't be her job I'm sure."
"Then we'll go away for a few days and find one."
"Not every state is as loose as this one, with indoor prostitution laws. The girls in the other states are literally street walkers."
"Not in the clubs. Come on Brad! We used to have so much fun!"
"Sorry I'm not enough to satisfy you." He waved his hand disgustedly.
"Oh, please. You know you keep me happy. We had another guy come on and play with me a couple of times back in college, but since then it's all women." Putting my hand in his lap, I squeezed his cock. "You have all the cock I need honey, but goddamn, I'm craving pussy!"
He started to speak, but I kept going, "And our rule is we only play together. So you know I'll never try to find one alone Brad, and I love to see another woman with you and I love that look on your face when you watch me lick pussy! It was our special secret, and its not like we did it all the time, it was maybe three or four time s a year and..." I shrugged, "I'll make a deal with you, how about once a year around Christmas! A special gift!"
"If you can settle for once a year, you can settle for not at all." He said quietly. "Trish we have careers and don't forget that scare we had after that woman in Florida when I got that rash."
"It ended up being jock itch from you jogging all the time." I rolled my eyes.
"But we thought it was something else. It's hard to trust....."
"Stop being an ass Brad!" I yelled at him, "At least stop acting like it's just me."
"What do you mean?" He asked, "I..."
"Just admit you want another fucking woman!" I yelled, getting tired of his excuses. "You know damn well you want one so don't put it all on me!"
"Fine, I'd love to!" He yelled back, "I would love to be able to fuck around with a hot young girl, but it's not worth the risk!"
"I'm not worth the risk?" I asked, "You don't think I'm important anymore?"
"You are, another woman isn't!" standing up quickly, he looked down at me. "When we had that close call, you agreed it was a sign and we needed to stop."
"Oh, and you've never changed your mind about anything?" I demanded. "You want it and you know it!"
"Can't always have what we want Trish." He said, "This conversation's over." With a disgusted sigh he added, "Christ you know how to ruin a night, maybe I really am just not enough for you."
He hadn't said that angrily and as he walked away, I felt a stab of regret that I'd pushed. Brad and I had a great marriage and an amazing sex life. Many women couldn't claim either of those let alone both. With a sigh, I sat back on the couch and thought that maybe he was right; it was time to grow up and settle down. I looked back at the tree and longed for the days when Brad and I would un-wrap a different kind of gift together.
*****
I jerked awake at the sound of a knock on the door and turning, looked at the clock on the nightstand. It was just after nine. I sat up on the bed and rolled my eyes as my I-pad fell off of my chest onto the bed. I'd come upstairs after my argument with Brad and tried to do some work on the last test I was giving my students before Christmas break. Between being physically relaxed from our hot romp in the living room, then getting emotional after our fight, it had taken its toll and I'd apparently dozed off.
The knock game again and I called out, "Come in."
The door opened and Ashley entered. She was still wearing the shorts and t-shirt from earlier, but now her long blonde hair was down. Also like earlier, she looked nervous.
"Hey hon, everything okay?" I asked.
'Umm, well I was wondering if I could talk to you about something."
"Of course." I said and sliding over to the side of the bed, patted it. "Come on over."
Ashley nodded and sitting down next to me looked down at the floor and began playing with her hair.
"Do you know where Brad is?" I asked.
"I was just downstairs. He's in his office working, so I figured I would talk to you while he was busy." She sighed and went to put the piece of hair into her mouth.
Just as I'd always seen her mother do, I reached out and pulled the hair from her mouth and asked "Is everything okay, Ashley?"
"I...I kind of wanted to ask you that." She said softly.
"What do you mean?"
Ashley turned slightly so she was facing me and after taking a deep breath, began speaking.
"After I went upstairs and called a couple of friends I was going to study and remembered I left my I-Pod downstairs."
"Okay." I said as she paused.
"Well I started to head downstairs and I heard you guys fighting."
"Oh." I shrugged, "Well sorry you heard that, but everyone fights hon." I laughed, "Sometimes in the summer we could hear your mom yelling at your dad whenever he tried to fix something and made it worse."
"Yeah I know." She gave me a surprisingly serious look and putting her hand on my knee continued, "Trish, you and Brad really mean a lot to me and well...it wasn't that you were fighting, but what you were fighting about."
I felt a twisting feeling in my stomach as I remembered the topic of our argument. "You sat and listened?" I asked.
"I did." She put her head down.
"So you heard what it was about?" Oh, great. How the hell was I going to explain this one?
"I heard you yelling about another woman." Ashley gave my knee a squeeze. "Brad's cheating on you isn't he?"
"Of course not!" I exclaimed, relieved this wasn't what I'd thought.
"You don't have to cover for him." she said, "I heard you tell him to admit he wanted another woman and he...." Her eyes started to fill up, "He told you he wanted to f..." She blushed, "Have sex with a hot young girl."
"Oh." I paused, trying to think of a way to answer her and she went on.
"There's really not another way to take that Trish. I...I'm really upset, you and Brad seem so happy and I always thought he was such a good guy! But he..." she swallowed hard and a single tear rolled down her cheek, "He's hurting you!"
"Oh, honey," I reached out and wiped the tear from her cheek, "He's not, he really is a good man. We're very happy together, we just..."
"Then what was he talking about?" she put her hands up, "I heard you word for word, Trish, you told him to admit it and he did! You're just covering up for him!"
I frowned and looked down at the floor. Replaying the argument in my head, I realized that the only time we had been raising our voices was pretty much the part she's heard. Ashley hadn't heard the initial part. At first I thought that was a lucky break, but now she was convinced Brad was cheating. If she said anything to him, he would deny it as I was, but what if she said something to her parents?
I looked back up to see she was looking at me and there were a couple more tears on her cheeks. I was touched that she cared enough about us that this would upset her and wanted to assure her we were okay, but how? She was right; if I'd heard that part I'd assume the same thing.
"Do you know who she is?" Ashley asked, "I heard you say she was young." He blue eyes widened. "I...I heard him saying something about a student before the yelling started, is he...screwing around with his students?"
"Hell no!" I exclaimed, shit this was getting worse.
"Then who's the hot young girl?" she shook her head, "N...never mind, it's your business"
"There's nothing...." I began, but stopped when she grunted disgustedly then said quietly,
"Trish I...I love it here with you guys, but when I get back from Florida I'm going to move in with one of my friends, they lost their roommate and need someone to help with the rent."
"You...you're leaving us?" I asked, shocked, "But your folks..."
"I...I can't live here knowing Brad's cheating and....I just can't." she shrugged, "I won't tell my parents about it, I'll just say I've decided to be a big girl and live on my own."
She stood up and gave me a sad smile, "I'm sorry, Trish, you deserve better and before I leave, I'm going to tell Brad that I think he's an..."
"Ashley, sit down!" I snapped and grabbing her wrist pulled her into a sitting position. "I'm telling you, nothing bad is going on!"
"Then what's going on?" she asked, "I told you I heard...."
"You didn't hear everything."
I took a deep breath and asked myself if I really wanted to tell her the truth. I didn't think she would say anything, but couldn't be sure. There was also the possibility she may think Brad and I were perverts and would want to leave anyway. As she looked at me expectantly, I weighed that against the fact she was convinced my husband was a cheating dog and was so upset by it, she was going to not only leave, but call Brad out for something he didn't do. Brad and I had also promised her parents we'd keep her with us at least until she'd finished school. Exhaling I said,
"Ashley, I'll tell you the truth, but only if you promise me you'll tell no one, not even your folks."
"I promise."
"I mean it, because this is something that could cost us our jobs."
"I promise, Trish, really." She nodded.
"Okay, first let me ask you something. Have you..." I paused, then went ahead, figuring what the hell, "Ashley have you had sex yet?"
"Why are you asking me that?" she asked, her face immediately turning red. "What does that have to do with..."
"It does only in the sense that I'm wondering how much you'll understand." I told her, conveniently leaving out the fact I was dying to know anyway.
"I...I slept with Ben, but he's the only one." She looked at me sadly. "He dumped me almost right after I let him. I think that's all he was waiting for."
"So you don't have much experience?" I couldn't help asking
"Not much, we only did it a few times." She frowned, "He said I was too nervous and acted like a little girl."
"Ashley have you ever been with a girl?"
Again an adorable blush and she shook her head, "No, I...well I kissed Jen once on a dare, but it was only a kiss."
"Did you like it?" I knew I was getting sidetracked, but when else could I ask her this?
"I..." she shrugged, "It wasn't like it meant anything. But...I do think she kissed better than Ben." She frowned, "What does this have to do with you and Brad?"
"Well, the thing is Ashley is you did hear right. I was telling him I knew he wanted to be with a pretty young girl, but that's because I want to be with one as well."
"What?" she exclaimed, "You...you like women?"
"Look Ashley, some people have different views on things. A lot of couples are exclusive and that's fine for them. But back in college I liked to play with girls and guys. When I met Brad back in college, he and I would....well we would play with others. A couple of times it was another guy for me, but mostly it was girls. I loved being with them, but it wouldn't be right if I didn't let Brad play too."
"So you guys are like...swingers?" she asked.
"Sort of, but usually they like other couples. We're strictly into women. Once we got older we would only do it here and there and the rule is always together and we had to agree on the girl." I stopped when I saw her looking at me like I was nuts. "I know it sounds weird but..."
"But you guys love each other right?"
"Very much so!" I told her. "And we both enjoy this, its like our special treat and our little secret. Now for the last few years we would contact escort services and personal ads for the type of girl we..."
"Hot young girls?" she asked.
"Well..." I sighed, "Yes, we like young girls, not inappropriately young but..."
"My age?"
"Yes. And..."
I stopped when she pointed at herself, "So would like...would I be a girl you guys would you know...like?"
This was what I was afraid of, that she would now be uncomfortable around us. Putting my hands on her shoulders, I looked into her eyes and said, "Ashley we would never think of you like that," that was a lie, but she didn't need to know that. "We're very close to you and..."
"But...okay, so if you didn't know me and was just looking at me, would I be?"
"I can't lie, Ashley, you're absolutely adorable and sweet and well yeah that's kind of what we like."
"I thought you liked hot?"
"We do and that's what we usually get. Escorts aren't exactly sweet, but sometimes we would find a girl without a lot of experience and we'd have a lot of fun kind of teaching her and....."
I stopped and took a breath. It was bad enough I was risking our secret; I didn't need to get carried away.
"Anyway, a couple of years ago we were supposed to meet a girl at a motel and when we got there I recognized her as a girl that we had both taught at high school. We left, but it was a close call because..."
"You would get in a lot of trouble." She pointed at me, "You guys never did with any of the..."
"Never." I assured her. "But if someone found out I doubt they would believe it and schools wouldn't take that chance."
"I understand that, but what were you guys fighting about then?"
"Because I would really like to do it again; I miss it and so does Brad. We argue about it here and there because I think we'll be fine, but now he's worried we'll get caught. I...I was telling him tonight we should do it as a Christmas present to ourselves and he got mad because I kept pushing."
"So you were mad because there isn't another woman?"
"Well..."
I stopped, when to my delight, Ashley laughed, "That would be a first! A woman mad her husband didn't want to play with another girl."
"Right, but anyway that's the truth Ashley. Brad is very loyal to me and I to him. We have never strayed and have only played together and if he doesn't ever want to again we won't, but I miss it."
Ashley nodded and frowned as if she were thinking of something. I waited for her to speak and when it didn't seem she was going to I asked, "Ashley, you see why you can't tell anyone right?"
"Oh." She started as if she had been lost in thought, "Don't worry Trish, I promise!"
She went silent again and I prodded her, "Ashley, you don't think Brad and I are...sick or anything do you? I...I don't want you to be uncomfortable around us."
"Oh, no its okay." She smiled, "I'd rather have it be that than you guys having trouble. If you guys are okay with it than that's great." She shrugged, "Its really too bad you can't anymore, that must really suck."
"Well maybe Brad's right." I told her. "Or maybe someday we will, but everything would have to be just right and we'd have to know there was no way we could get found out."
"Thank you for sharing your secret with me Trish, I'm glad you trust me."
"I do and I'm glad you don't think poorly of us."
"Never, you guys are way too good to me." She said as she stood up. "I'm just glad you guys are okay."
I stood up as well and gave her a hug "We are honey, and I love that you care that much."
"I want to see you guys happy." She said in my ear, then to my surprise added, "You never know, maybe Brad will change his mind."
"I doubt it honey, but thanks." As I did downstairs, I could feel her tits pressing into mine and quickly pulled away from her. "And like I said, we won't bring it up again, okay?"
"Okay." She nodded and turning away walked towards the door. "Goodnight Trish."
"Night Ashley," I replied, staring at her ass in the tight shorts.
She reached the door and as she opened it, looked at me over her shoulder and smiled, "You never know, Trish, after all it is Christmas; maybe you'll get a big surprise"
*****
"Hey honey, you ready for bed" I asked from the doorway of Brad's office.
He looked up from his lap top and rubbing his eyes, sighed, "I'm tired enough, but I need to try to get through some more of these reports."
"You still have the weekend," I told him, "You look exhausted, babe, just come to bed."
'I don't know I..." he stopped when, untying the black robe I was wearing, I pulled it open to show him I was wearing nothing underneath.
"You were saying?" I reached up and cupping my tits presented them to him.
"I...well I was saying that I can just finish this up tomorrow!" he laughed.
"Now that's better." I nodded as I pulled the robe closed, "If you're going to be working late you should be working on me."
"Maybe you should come over here and I'll work on you on my desk."
"No, I heard Ashley walking around in the hall a few minutes ago, I'm not sure if she came down here or not."
"Since when wouldn't you want to put on another show?" he grinned.
"I don't know" I shrugged, I hadn't told him about my talk with Ashley and didn't see why I needed to, but now that she knew, I didn't want her to see us again. "Let's just go upstairs, besides that way we can just go to sleep." I flashed him my tits again, "Come on lover, your wife's horny and you don't want her to start without you, do you?"
"Can I watch if you do?"
"Let's go."
Turning away from him, I flipped my robe up, giving him a glimpse at my bare ass and headed for the stairs. I laughed as Brad came up behind me just as I'd started up the stairs and reaching under my robe gave my ass a hard squeeze. When I reached the top of the stairs he came up behind me and slipping his arms around my waist, kissed my neck. I ground my ass back into him and was thrilled at the feeling of his hard cock pressing into me through the sweat pants he was wearing.
"Hmm, I like that, but behave out here!"
I started out ahead of him and yelped when he caught my ass with a playful slap. I turned back to look at him and saw him giving me that mischievous smile that always melted me. I smiled back and began sauntering towards the bedroom, putting some extra swing into my hips. I was glad the argument of last night was forgotten. We entered the bedroom and before I could reach the bed, Brad grabbed me by the hips. Spinning me around to face him, he slid his hands inside the robe as he leaned forward and pressed his lips to mine. I moaned into his mouth as his fingers found my nipples and my own hand found his hard cock.
"Take these stupid pants off," I told him, "We have to work on something sexy for you to wear."
"The only sexy thing I ever want on me is you." He laughed as he sat down on the bed, "Now why don't you take them off for me?"
"Oh, yes sir." I purred, dropping to my knees.
As Brad pulled his shirt off and tossed it aside, I grabbed the sides of his pants, he lifted his hips and after pulling them down just far enough for his cock to spring free, I took it into my mouth and sucked him down to his balls.
'Oh damn!" He moaned, "Trish, you are..."
We both jumped at a knock on the door.
I removed his cock from my mouth and looked towards the door. The knock came again this time accompanied by Ashley's voice, "Hey guys, umm, can I talk to you?"
I looked at Brad who shrugged. Standing up long enough to pull his pants back up, he sat back down on the bed and called out, "Hold on a sec Ashley."
I stood up and licking my lips, whispered, "Shit, it's like getting caught in your bedroom when we stayed at your folks."
Turning around, I called out, "Come on in." and sat down next to him at the foot of the bed. The door opened and Ashley came in. My eyes widened and I looked over at Brad, who looked as if he was having a hard time keeping his mouth closed. Ashley was wearing a red robe shorter than mine. So short that I wondered if she turned around if I'd be able to see the cheeks of her ass.



Her long blond hair was down and looked as if she had teased it out and in addition to that as she approached I noticed she was wearing make-up. My eyes lingered on her soft full lips that were painted in the exact shade of deep red as her robe. The color was too old for her and gave her an almost trashy appearance, which immediately had me thinking of all the places that lipstick would look smeared across. Unable to avoid it, I dropped my gaze to her long legs and saw she was barefoot and her toe nails were in the same deep red as her lips. A quick glance at her hands showed her fingernails were also that color.
When she was standing directly in front of us I again looked into her face and staring at her mascara coated eyelashes, wondered if she were going to tell us she was going out and just hadn't put a dress on yet. I did note that the robe was tied properly; showing only a little of her neckline.
"So, uh what's on your mind Ashley?" Brad asked.
I looked over and saw he was struggling to find a place for his eyes and I didn't blame him. Of course now that she knew I found women attractive it occurred to me I would have to be careful of where my eyes rested as well.
"I...well I...I'm leaving for Florida Monday morning so I wanted to give you guys your present tonight."
"It couldn't wait until tomorrow morning?" I asked.
"Nope." She shook her head. "I want to give it to you tonight," she gave us a nervous smile, "I...I really hope you like it."
"I'm sure we will." Brad said and making a show of looking more closely at her asked, "Where is it?"
"Well," she giggled and as she had last night began rocking nervously from one foot to the other. "You're pretty much looking at it."
I looked over at Brad to see he was looking back at me. I shrugged, "Okay, well you got us, what is it?"
"You guys have to close your eyes."
I glanced at Brad quickly again and then putting my head down, closed my eyes.
"No peeking." Ashley said, and then laughed, "Brad your eyes aren't closed all the way."
I elbowed him and he sighed, "Okay."
I sat there with my eyes closed and after a moment, Ashley said, "O...Okay guys, you can open your eyes.
"I put my head up opened my eyes and exclaimed, "Oh my God!"
I heard Brad say the same exact thing next to me, but didn't turn to look; my eyes were glued to the sight before us. Ashley had dropped her robe and was now standing before us in a red lace bra the cups of which were transparent enough to see her pink nipples. My eyes trailed down her soft smooth stomach to take in the matching red thong that barely covered her pussy. The stings of the thong were tied at the sides exposing the entire length of her leg right up to her hip.
Ashley's ensemble was completed by a red ribbon tied around her neck and as we both stared, she raised her arms over her head and said, "Merry Christmas!"
"I...Ashley, what are you doing?" Brad managed to ask.
"I'm giving you guys what you've been wanting!" she exclaimed, giving us a huge smile, "Want to see the rest?"
Without waiting for an answer, Ashley turned around to show us her backside. The thong was nothing more than a string in the back and I swallowed hard at the sight of her firm round ass cheeks. She turned back around and seeing the two of us sitting there speechless, frowned.
"You...you guys don't like me?"
I was too stunned to speak and was desperately trying to tell myself that no matter what, we couldn't do this. Next to me, Brad somehow found it within himself to speak again,
"Ashley, why...why would you think we wanted...um, that we would want to..." he paused then shook his head, "Fool around with you? We're a married couple, and you're..."
"Well, after Trish told me about your secret and that you guys miss being able to...."
"You told her?" Brad yelled from next to me.
I turned to face him and started stammering, "I...I had to Brad, she heard us fighting and thought you were fooling around on me, I...I didn't want her to think that about you and she was going to move out and..."
"Don't worry, Brad!" she said softly, "I won't tell anyone and it gave me this idea!" she then pushed her lips out in a pout, "But I guess I'm not pretty enough for you."
The sight of her lip trembling caused my pussy to begin to heat up. All I could imagine was how those soft quivering lips would feel beneath mine. Rein it in, Trish! Ashley put her head down and said, I...I'm sorry, I thought you guys would like me."
"Honey, its not that." I blurted, "You're beautiful!"
"Not hot though," she bent over to pick up the robe and I could see down into the cups of her bra. Staring at her pink nipples had my own nipples hardening and I said quickly,
Ashley, you're damn hot, trust me. Right Brad?"
"I...I shouldn't answer that." He said, "Ashley, please put your robe back on."
"Okay I..." she stopped and stared at Brad, I followed her gaze and saw she was staring down into his lap. My eyes widened when I saw he was hard, his cock causing his pants to rise around his crotch. "You...you look like you want to open your gift Brad!"
She giggled and the sound sent a wave of heat through my pussy. If she didn't get dressed and leave soon, I was going to un-wrap that precious little gift with or without Brad.
"You...you're a very sexy girl Ashley." Brad whispered, "But its not about your looks, we...we're supposed to watch out for you and care for you, we shouldn't..."
"And I care for you guys, that's why I want to make you happy!"
"We can't." Brad said sternly.
As much as I wanted to smack him, I knew he was right, we couldn't do this. She was our best friend's daughter and she really didn't know what she was getting into, hell the girl had barely gotten laid. That last thought wasn't helping my pussy and neither was knowing that Brad's cock was at attention from staring at Ashley's perfect little body.
"Ashley, we...appreciate you wanting to do this, but it's just because of what Trish told you and that's not a good reason to, well, you know." Brad put his hands out, "So..."
"It's not just what Trish said," Ashley walked up closer to us and I clasped my hands in my lap to stop from reaching out to her. "I...I have something to tell you guys."
"Can you please put your robe on while you tell us?" Brad implored.
Ignoring him, Ashley stood in front of us and began speaking softly.
"I have to confess something to you guys."
"W...what's that?" I managed to ask as my eyes were level with those adorable little tits.
"I lied to you last night. I was on the stairs watching while you guys were playing around."
"You were?" Brad asked, trying to feign surprise.
I noticed he had put his hands in his lap, but I had no doubt he was still hard. There was no way he couldn't be with this gorgeous little thing a foot away from us.
"I was, I was coming down to get a cup of coffee and I saw you. At first I thought Trish was just sitting in your lap, but then I saw your hand and...and Trish took her blouse off."
She began to turn as red as her lingerie and that sweet blush began to work me up more than her scantily clad body. This was our sweet little Ashley, but dressed to kill and ready to...
"I...crouched down and watched and...it really turned me on."
She'd said that last part in a barely audible whisper and it was an act of will not to lean forward and kiss her.
"It, it turned you on?" Brad asked.
His tone made me turn to look at him and I saw he was sweating and he was no longer trying to look away. His eyes, as mine had been, were fixed on her chest.
"It..it did. It reminded me of the porns I watch sometimes. I...Brad you're a really good looking guy and Trish is so beautiful! And you guys were having so much fun! I....went into my room and..." she looked away and whispered, "You know..."
"Tell us." Brad said softly, sending a shiver through me; his eyes were wide and he was beginning to get that look of lust on his face I remembered so well.
"Well I...I played with myself. Then I went to come back downstairs and heard you fighting and then Trish told me your secret." She let out a soft sigh that caused me to begin to breathe through my mouth. "I went back to bed and just kept thinking."
"What were you thinking," I prodded.
Ashley looked nervously from my face to Brad's before speaking, "I kept seeing you guys having sex, it was so hot! I...I was always nervous and it was never that fun! Then I was thinking of Trish saying how you'd have other women play with you and started picturing another girl with you."
She paused and giving us a shy little smile, that belied her racy ensemble, said, "Then I thought about me with you and it hit me that I wanted to do something really special for you guys. Trish said you were afraid to do it because you could get in trouble, but you know you can trust me."
"But you're our best friends..." Brad began.
"No," reaching out she placed her finger on Brad's lips, "Not tonight I'm not. Tonight, I'm a pretty young girl who really wants to be as good to you guys as you have been to me and," she giggled again, "Have some fun too."
"You...you really think it will be fun?" I asked.
"It doesn't...." Brad started, but stopped when I reached over and sliding my hand under his grabbed his hard cock and squeezed it. "Oh." He gasped.
"I really want too!" Ashley said, "I want to be the best gift you guys ever get!" she looked at us expectantly then began to pout again, "I...you think I'm stupid don't you? I...I'm not someone you'd..."
Ashley stopped, when making up my mind; I reached out and grabbed her hips. I pulled her towards and placing my lips on her stomach gave it a soft kiss.
"Oooh, That feels...nice." Ashley whispered as I began sliding my tongue up and down her stomach.
I could see Brad staring out of the corner of my eye, but didn't care. I hoped he'd join in, but at this point I was ready to enjoy her alone if I had to. Still pressing my lips to Ashley's soft flesh, I slid my hands behind her and groaned as I grabbed her firm ass and squeezed it. Ashley gave a cute little yelp, and to my delight, put her arms around my shoulders. I stood up in front of her and running my hands up her back, slid them through her long blonde hair.
I held her head gently in my hands and after looking into her wide blue eyes for a moment, leaned forward. Closing my eyes, I parted my lip, but didn't move forward. I wanted to see if she would come to me. I stayed there for a moment, wishing I could see the look on Brad's face, but all thoughts of my husband vanished, when I felt Ashley's soft lips graze mine. I resisted the urge to kiss her back and instead remained still, letting her kiss me a second time.
This kiss was a little firmer and she didn't pull back as quickly. I sighed softly, letting her know I was enjoying it and it paid off immediately. With a nervous little giggle, Ashley pressed her lips harder into mine and this time I did kiss her back. I still held back, but was now sliding my lips lightly across hers. Her mouth was working against mine, and I could feel her gaining confidence as I let her lead our kiss. What I could also feel was her hands on my back, rubbing me through the robe.
I let her face go and dropping my hands, slipped my arms around her slim waist and pulled her into my embrace. She gasped and her lips parted from mine. Using that to my advantage, I turned my head to see Brad sitting there staring wide eyed at the two of us. He looked both nervous and excited, but between his legs the only reaction was excitement. His cock was straining against his pants and I knew that soon that cock would be out and in not just my warm mouth, but Ashley's as well.
Spurred on by that thought, I leaned forward and captured those precious lips. This time I was more aggressive and as soon as she started to kiss me back, I opened my mouth and pressed my tongue against her lips. I felt her tense up in my arms, but her lips parted and I eagerly darted my tongue into her mouth. Ashley made a noise that was between a gasp and a moan as my tongue slid across hers. I moaned myself, as her tongue swirled over mine and I felt her start to relax against me. As she did, I could feel her small tits pressing into me through the robe and decided it was time to lose it so I could feel that firm young flesh against mine.
Bringing one hand up through her hair and keeping her face pressed to mine, I drew my other hand back between us and pulled the tie of my robe. When I felt it open, I broke the kiss and stepping back, quickly slipped it from my shoulders.
"Oh, wow." Ashley said, her blue eyes growing even wider. "Trish, wow, you're...beautiful."
"You think so, honey," as she had done, I raised my arms over my head. "Maybe I can be your gift too?"
I looked down to see Brad now staring at me, his eyes fixed between my legs. His eyes rose to my face and as I brought my arms down, I turned my head. Letting my arm cover my face, I mouthed, "Yes?" He nodded and gave me a smile that sent a wave of excitement through me. I whispered, "Wait." And again he nodded. Turning back to Ashley, I opened my arms and said softly, "Come here, honey."
Ashley hesitated, then looking down at my tits, stepped forward. To my surprise, she brought her hands up and placing them on my tits, leaned in and kissed me. Her kiss was firm and her tongue almost immediately probed my lips. I opened my mouth to accept it and moaned into the kiss as her small hands slid up and down my tits. I reached around her waist and sliding my hands up, found the clasp to her bra and slowly undid it. Again I felt her tense up, but her hands were now squeezing my tits and I had no doubt that she was going to continue.
Her bra unhooked, I caressed her back, before moving my hands up to her shoulders. Grabbing the straps I eased them down her arms and again surprising me, she raised her arms over her head. Still kissing her, I slid the bra over her arms and tossed it away. I then pulled her hard against me and moaned at the sensation of her hard nipples pressing into my own tits. Ashley groaned in her throat and I started rocking side to side, sliding my tits across hers. I slipped my hands between us and capturing her small tits gave them a gentle squeeze.
I sighed at how firm they were and cupping them slid my thumbs across her nipples. Ashley released a whimper that caused me to lose my patience and I bent my head to her perfect little tit quickly taking her hard pink nipple into my mouth.
"Oh Trish!" Ashley exclaimed.
I'd expected her to pull away, but instead, her hand found the back of my head and she arched her back, pressing her tit further into my mouth. I began rolling her other nipple between my fingers and became aware of Ashley's hips beginning to rock into me. Was she really just letting herself go here, or was she maybe not as sweet as she had lead us to believe? At this point I could care less! All I knew was that I was sucking and fondling the cutest pair of tits I'd ever seen and she was enjoying it.
I switched off and started sucking her other nipple. Ashley began to moan softly and grabbing her hand I brought it to my right tit. Imitating me, she started rubbing my aching nipple between her fingers and I moaned around her nipple. I jerked back when I felt something brush against my chin and looking up saw that Brad had gotten up. He was standing behind Ashley and had slipped his arms around her. He had cupped her tits and I heard her moaning as he held them up for me and squeezed them.
Brad had nuzzled his face into her hair and was kissing her neck and my pussy began to drip as Ashley let her head fall back, giving him better access to her soft flesh. Straightening, I turned her face to mine and gave her a soft kiss. She kissed me back and her tongue instantly found my mouth. I sighed at the feeling of Brad stroking one of my nipples and broke the kiss to look down and see he was fondling one of Ashley's tits, while playing with mine. Taking his hand, I placed it on hers and went back to kissing her. She was moaning softly and her hips rocking harder than before.
I removed my lips from hers and leaning over kissed Brad's cheek. He lifted his face from her neck and I kissed him hard. He was ready for it, and now it was his tongue in my mouth. I could feel the backs of his hands pressed against my tits as he fondled hers. I took Ashley's hands in mine and brought them to my breasts. She immediately started fondling them and I sighed into Brad's kiss. I turned my head and once again found Ashley's perfect lips. After a brief kiss, I placed my hand on her cheek and turned her head to the side.
It was Brad's turn to find her lips and I leaned back to watch my husband make out with a girl half his age, while he played with her tits. Her fingers felt damn good on mine and as with the kiss, she was definitely growing bolder, squeezing my nipples harder. I was getting so worked up I became aware of the fact my own hips were moving. Opening my legs, I took Ashley's hand and quickly shoved it between my legs. She gasped as I started rubbing her hand across my hot wet flesh, and after a moment, I let her hand go.
Ashley continued to be more aggressive than I would have thought and I moaned when her hand continued to move without my urging. Her fingers slid through the wet folds of my pussy and I could feel them trembling against my moist flesh. The look on her face was one of nervous desire and it caused me to seek out those soft lips as Brad went back to her neck. After a long slow kiss, during which her fingers continued to caress me, I slid my lips to her ear and whispered, "Put your fingers inside me."
Ashley paused and I added, "Please?"
She giggled and I released a loud moan as I felt her slowly push her fingers up inside me. I clamped my thighs shut and began to grind my hips. Ashley smiled and began to move her fingers gently back and forth. Reaching out, I placed my hand on the back of her head and guided her down to my tits. I watched as she tentatively flicked her tongue across my swollen nipple. I moaned louder than I needed to and inspired by the reaction, Ashley began licking my nipple. As she pressed her tongue against me, Brad came around so that he was now next to us and slid his arms around both our shoulders.
I gave him a wonk and leaning over kissed him, as Ashley continued to finger me while teasing her soft tongue across my other nipple. Reaching down I grabbed Brad's cock through his pants and squeezed. He groaned softly and I began slowly stroking him. he was so hard I could feel him throbbing in my hand and my mouth began to water at the thought of having him in it very shortly. My attention was brought back to Ashley's mouth as she sucked my nipple into her mouth. I sighed at the feeling of her wet tongue swirling around it and unable to resist playing with her, I reached down and eased her hand from between my legs.
Ashley looked up from my tits as I lifted her hand up between us and after a quick look at Brad, placed her fingers against her lips. She swallowed nervously, and then closing her eyes, parted her lips. I slipped my fingers into her mouth and moaned as she started to suck on them. Brad's eyes were wide and he asked, "How does she taste?"
Ashley blushed furiously and easing my fingers from her mouth, smiled at him, "Speaking of tasting," I grabbed the back of his head and roughly shoved it down to Ashley's tits. Brad didn't need any encouraging and she moaned as he began to eagerly devour her pink nipples. I watched him work his mouth from one perfect tit to the next before slowly dropping down to my knees. Leaning forward, I gave her stomach a soft kiss, then grabbing the sides of Brad's pants, yanked them down hard.



His swollen cock sprang out and I licked my lips at the sight of pre cum dripping from it. Pushing his pants down to the floor, I grabbed his cock and started pumping it. Brad moaned around Ashley's nipple and his hips jerked. Pressing his cock against my cheek I rubbed it back and forth, teasing him. Brad had his head turned to the side and was watching while he switched to teasing Ashley's nipple with the tip of his tongue. I saw she was watching as well and began sliding his cock across the other side of my face. I took my time, giving them both a show and enjoying the sensation of his sticky juices smearing across my cheeks.
I slid Brad's cock to my lips and parting them darted my tongue out. He groaned when I stuck it into the tip of his cock and pulled back, taking a trail of pre cum with me. I made a show of slurping it back up, following it back to the purple head of his cock. After giving it a playful kiss, I opened my mouth and slowly took him into it. Brad sighed and I moaned at the sensation of his hard flesh sliding between my soft lips. Keeping my eyes, fixed on Ashley's, I took about half his length into my mouth.
I paused then began bobbing my head in a slow steady rhythm. Brad reached down and after brushing my long dark hair from my face, rested his hand on the back of my head and began guiding my mouth along the length of his cock. I quickly took him all the way into my mouth until I could feel my lips touching the base of his shaft. Brad gasped as I held him there and still keeping my eyes locked on Ashley, I slowly worked him back out of my mouth.
Reaching out, I took her wrist and brought her hand down onto Brad's now very wet cock. She wrapped her slender fingers around his thick shaft and at my guidance began to stroke him.
"Oh, that feels good." Brad whispered, and then returned to sucking on her tit.
I let her go and she continued to slowly stroke his cock. The look in her eyes was becoming less nervous as she played with my husband's cock and I could tell she was certainly more into him than me. That was just fine with me, at least for now, because I'd be damned if the night would end without that little pink tongue dancing across my clit. But for now, this was Brad's part of the gift and I planned on our little guest and I giving him one hell of a show.
As she stroked his cock faster, I ducked my head and began swirling my tongue around his balls. Brad was moaning softly and his hips were rocking as my tongue bathed his balls while Ashley jerked him off. I lifted my head and taking the tip of his cock into my mouth, I took him down until my lips were against her hand. Looking up at her I moaned encouragingly, "Hmmm-mm" and started to bob my head. To my delight Ashley took my meaning and started following my mouth with her hand, jerking him off while I blew him.
Brad was no longer even making an effort to do anything but watch, although I did notice his hand had made its way down Ashley's back and was fondling her ass. Ashley didn't seem to mind, her attention was currently focused on watching me blow my husband while she played with him. Placing my hands on Brad's stomach, I gave him a push. Taking my meaning, he sat down on the bed. Ashley's hand remained on his cock and still keeping him in my mouth I slid up between his legs.
I grabbed Ashley's other hand and tugged on it. She paused, looking down at me and removing Brad's cock from my mouth I asked, "Want to share with me?" Ashley gave me that shy little smile and my already sopping pussy received a fresh wave of moisture as she slowly sank to her knees next to me. She was still holding Brad's cock and leaning over, I again took it into my mouth. I bobbed my head several times, all the while keeping my eyes on hers. I slipped him from my mouth, and then placing my hand over hers, guided my husband's cock to her lips.
She looked nervously at me and I smiled, "It's okay honey, I want you too." Closing her eyes, Ashley parted her lips and placing them over the head of Brad's cock, slowly took him into her mouth. She only went down a couple of inches, before she slid her mouth back to the tip. I started to tug on his cock, planning on taking it from her to give her another demonstration, when she surprised me by not only taking him back into her mouth but taking more than half his length this time.
Ashley started slowly bobbing her head and Brad moaned, "Damn, Ashley, that feels good."
She opened her eyes and looking up at him, began to move her head faster. I started stroking his cock, following the wet trail Ashley's mouth left as she continued to blow him. Brad placed his hand on the back of her head and I heard her moan as he started guiding her along his cock. I smiled as I watched my husband's cock disappear between those full soft lips and began to wonder if she'd thought of Brad before this. She didn't seem as if she were overly experienced, but certainly didn't seem shy at all now that his cock was in her mouth.
This time I did tug on his cock and when her blue eyes met my gaze, I smiled, "My turn."
Ashley obediently removed his cock from her mouth and gave me a thrill by placing her hand over mine and passing it to me. Before taking Brad's dripping dick back into my mouth I leaned over and kissed her softly, savoring the taste of his pre cum from her tongue. I then made a show of taking Brad all the way down to his base, and sliding my tongue out began licking his balls as I deep throated him. After a brief pause, I started sucking him fast and hard, taking him all the way down into my willing throat.
I moaned in surprised pleasure when reaching out, she began to play with my nipples. I released Brad's cock with a loud slurping noise and passed it back to her. This time there was no hesitation at all. Ashley opened wide and began sucking him faster and more confidently than before. As she did, I ducked my head and Brad emitted a loud moan as I began sucking his balls while our no longer shy little guest sucked his cock. I ran my tongue from his balls and up the length of his shaft.
Ashley removed him from her mouth and after sharing a long tongue filled kiss over him, I started teasing my tongue across the tip of his cock. Ashley watched, and then as I'd hoped she would, began to tongue it as well. Brad sighed and his hips twitched as we teased across his sensitive head. I'm sure the sight of those tongues dancing across each other as well added to his pleasure. I pulled back and Ashley immediately took him back into her mouth and I smiled to myself, she'd wanted him before this, there was no doubt about it.
She was taking her time now, sucking him slowly and I could hear her moaning as she worked him in and out of her mouth. I placed my hand on her back and sliding it down grabbed her ass and gave it a hard squeeze. She moaned, and then squealed around Brad's cock when I slipped my fingers into her thong and directly into her pussy. I let out a breath at how hot and goddamn tight her pussy was as I began gently sliding my fingers in and out of her.
Ashley's moans were louder and I looked to see she had removed Brad's cock from her mouth and was now tonguing his balls while I finger fucked her. Sliding my fingers out, I pushed them through the folds of her pussy and finding the hard nub of her swollen clit started rubbing it.
"Oh!" she moaned, "Oh that feels so good!"
Still rubbing her clit, I turned my attention back to Brad and grabbing his cock, started sucking him. Brad was breathing hard and I could feel his thighs starting to tremble. I released his cock and quickly passed it over to Ashley, her eyes were closed and she was also breathing hard as my fingers had sped up on her clit. I pushed the spongy head of Brad's cock against her lips and still keeping her eyes closed she took him between her lips and began sucking on him. Brad's hips were rocking faster and he was starting to moan louder as Ashley slowly bobbed her head.
I watched as several times she stopped for a moment as my fingers continued to dance across her clit. Like Brad, her hips were moving, grinding her clit into my fingers. My own pussy was dripping at the thought that both of them were going to cum any minute now. I pressed my fingers hard against her swollen flesh and started rubbing as quickly as I could. Ashley let out a yelp around Brad's cock and releasing it let out a loud squeal.
Her hips began bucking wildly against my hand and she cried out, "Oh Trish, Oh, yes! I..." she trailed off into another loud squeal and I looked up at Brad who didn't seem to care that he was forgotten for the moment. Next to me, Ashley was bouncing up and down on her knees, her hips gyrating as her orgasm flowed through her. Her eyes were closed and her lips parted as she emitted a series of high pitched yelps that had me already anticipating what she would sound like when Brad fucked her.
Her hips started to slow down and she was gasping rather than moaning. Knowing her orgasm had almost finished, I grabbed Brad's cock and began blowing him with a vengeance. I was taking him almost all the way down each time and his fingers tightened in my hair. His hips were moving, thrusting his cock deeper into my mouth and I could tell he was almost there. Next to me, Ashley was watching me with a mixed look of lust and embarrassment, her face was red, and she was beginning to sweat. Her eyes were as wide as they'd been all night as she watched me devour Brad's cock inches from her face.
Brad gasped and sliding his throbbing prick from my mouth, I shoved it at Ashley. She took over, sucking him faster than before and as his moans began to sound desperate, I reached down and gave his balls a gentle squeeze. He cried out and a moment later, Ashley let out a surprised yelp that quickly turned into a gurgling sound as my husband's cock went off in her mouth. She jerked her head back, pulling his cock from her mouth. I grabbed it and began jerking him off, sending a huge spurt of cum into Ashley's face, causing her to emit another of those precious little squeals.
As much as I wouldn't have minded continuing to paint her face with Brad's cum, I also needed to taste him as well. Covering his squirting cock with my lips, my eyes rolled back as I felt the warm jet of his cum enter my mouth. I stroked him hard and fast, greedily sucking as well, trying to get every last drop from his beautiful cock. Brad was shoving my head, pushing his cock deeper into my mouth and I moaned as his cum trickled down my throat. With a moan that was more like a whimper, Brad let my hair go and stopped moving his hips.
Sliding his spent cock from my mouth, I looked at Ashley, loving the sight of Brad's cum on her lips and dripping down her chin. Grabbing her face in my hands, I kissed her hard and began licking and sucking Brad's cum from her face. Ashley stayed still for a moment, and then began to kiss me back. I opened my mouth and shoved my tongue into hers, my eyes on Brad as he watched us pass his cum back and forth as we kissed. When I'd gotten the last drop, I quickly stood up and grabbing Ashley's hands pulled her to her feet.
With an effort, Brad forced himself to stand, and once he had, I turned Ashley to the side and gave her a playful shove, sending her sprawling onto the bed. As soon as she'd landed on her back, I was back on my knees between her legs, my hands already reaching for her thong. I grabbed the sides of it and began to pull. When Ashley didn't lift her legs, I gave her a pout and doing the best I could to sound as sweet as she did, asked, "Aww, aren't you going to let me unwrap my present?"
Standing behind me, Brad reached out and grabbing her ankles, guided her legs forward, placing her soft bare feet on my shoulders.
"Trish likes to give as much as she likes to receive," he laughed, "Now let's see the best part of your gift."
"You really want to see?" Ashley asked.
I noticed she was directing that question at him and not me, but could care less; whatever it took to get that thong off was fine with me.
"Of course I do." Brad said softly, "We can't lick it, if we can't see it!"
Ashley produced another pussy inspiring giggle and pushing her feet against my shoulders, lifted her hips. I pulled her thong up her legs and when I reached her knees, she straightened her legs so I could remove it completely. Brad did the honors, taking it from me and I imagine tossing it to the side. I certainly wasn't watching because right now all I could focus on was the perfect smooth pink pussy in front of me.
Ashley had placed her feet back on my shoulders and wrapping my arms around her thighs; I pulled her closer to the edge of the bed and after placing a soft kiss on each of her trembling thighs, plunged my tongue inside her very wet pussy. She cried out as my tongue entered her hot little box, then again as I sucked hard. I sighed as I was rewarded with a mouthful of her sweet juices and began to swirl my tongue around inside her. I felt Brad's chest pressing against my back and saw him reach over me and place his thumb on her clit.
Ashley moaned and her hips jerked as he began rubbing her pink button in slow circles. Keeping my tongue rigid, I began rocking my head, tongue fucking her. Her hips started moving, pushing my tongue deeper and Brad's finger harder against her. I felt Brad's other hand trail down my back and moaned into her pussy as his fingers found mine. He quickly shoved two of them inside me and I cried out as his thumb pressed into my clit. Sliding my tongue from inside her I started working it up through the wet folds of her lips.
Brad moved his thumb and using two fingers spread her wide for me. I teased my tongue around her hard button and felt a fresh wave of excitement flow through me at the soft sigh Ashley emitted as my tongue caressed her. I could feel her body relaxing and switched from licking to sucking her excited flesh into my mouth. I moaned around that flesh as Brad began rubbing my clit harder as his fingers slowly pumped into my pussy. I felt him lean further over me and sighed as his lips found my neck. He gently sucked on the skin between my neck and shoulder, before placing his lips at my ear and playfully licking my ear lobe, before whispering in my ear, "You going to share?"
Smiling, I eased my head back and resting my cheek on Ashley's soft thigh watched Brad lean over my shoulder and slide his tongue up through her pussy. She moaned and reaching down, placed her hand on his head and began to run her fingers though his hair.
"I think she likes you better," I whispered in his ear.
"But you're going to make her cum, aren't you?" he answered softly, before sucking her clit into his mouth.
I watched transfixed by the sight of my husband's tongue working that beautiful pussy and let myself relax and enjoy his fingers gently working my pussy. Ashley gasped as Brad slipped a finger into her pussy and rolling his eyes, he whispered, "Tight".
He started slowly easing his finger in and out as he swirled his tongue around her clit. I could feel his once again hard cock pressing into my back and placing my lips to his ear, said, "How about you make your wife cum, then fuck her, while I enjoy this pretty pussy?"
"Words every man should hear," he laughed.
He gave Ashley's clit a few more teasing licks, slid his fingers from inside her and returned to his place behind me. I immediately replaced my fingers with his, and as my tongue once again found Ashley's delicious flesh, I imagined how tight she would be around his cock. I started sucking on her clit harder than I had before and pushing my fingers in faster and Ashley moaned and thrilled me, buy now running her fingers through my hair.
That thrill was eclipsed however, by the feeling of Brad grabbing my hips and pulling me back. Bracing my hand on the floor, while still fingering and licking our gift's pretty pussy; I pushed my ass in the air. I cried out in pleasure as with no hesitation, Brad slammed his long thick cock deep inside my yearning pussy. I stopped licking and started yelping as he hammered away, using long hard strokes that felt amazing. I looked up to see Ashley watching, she looked a little nervous and I wondered if she were afraid of Brad fucking her that hard.
Brad slowed down fucking me and sliding his hand around my waist found my clit. I moaned as he began rubbing it, while fucking me and it was with an effort that I returned my tongue to Ashley's clit. I was glad I did though, as the added turn on of her moaning as my tongue swirled around her clit, heightened my overall arousal and I could feel my thighs starting to tremble. Brad was leaning over me to have his hand between my legs, so was now using short strokes that felt good, but I couldn't wait for him to tear into me again, but knew he wouldn't until I came.
On that note, I pressed my tongue hard against Ashley's clit, and started licking as fast as I could. She gasped and I felt her toes curl into my shoulders. My fingers were thrusting harder into her and I could feel her legs quivering. Behind me, Brad called out, "Play with your tits Ashley, show them to me!"
I looked up to see that she had obeyed him and the sight of her cupping her perfect little tits and stroking her nipples with her thumbs sent me over the edge. I cried out into her pussy and arched my back as the orgasm I'd been dying for since we'd started, crashed through me. I slowed my licking down as I began yelping in pleasure as waves of pleasure crashed through me. I felt Brad's hand on the back of my head and a moment later, he shoved my face against Ashley's pussy.
"Don't be greedy baby," he laughed, "Make her cum too!"
Even as my hips bucked wildly, driving against his cock and shoving him deeper, I started sucking hard on her clit, trying to get her to cum, before I finished. Brad had begun to fuck me harder and Ashley's hips were now moving faster, grinding her pussy into my face.
"Oh," she moaned, "Right there Trish! Please don't stop I...Oh my god!"
Ashley released a long loud squeal that sent a fresh surge through my already convulsing pussy. Pushing her feet against my shoulders, she lifted her hips off the bed and started bucking as wildly as I was. Brad was still holding my face to her pussy and I continued to lick and finger her as hard as I could. Brad let go of my head and I screamed into her quivering flesh as he began fucking the shit out of me. My own pussy was still contracting around Brad's thrusting cock and I couldn't help whimpering as I struggled to keep Ashley cumming as hard as possible.
I didn't have to worry, with a loud squeal that had me thankful the windows were closed, Ashley arched her back and a moment later, cried out again as her pussy convulsed around my fingers and a wave of her warm sticky cum flowed around them. Her hips twitched several more times and she released a soft whimper and let her legs fall limply over my shoulders. I lifted my head from her pussy and began yelping even louder as Brad continued to slam the shit out of me. He was fucking me so hard his balls were slapping against my pussy and I loved every minute of it.
Ashley was watching and I smiled at the look on her face. Her blonde hair was sticking to her cheeks and she was red from passion now rather than embarrassment. Her eyes were locked on Brad fucking me and she no longer looked nervous, but excited. As good as Brad fucking me felt, it was time for him to sample our gift's tight little pussy. Looking over my shoulder I called out, "I think Ashley's feeling neglected baby, why don't you give her some of that cock?"
I sighed as he slid from my pussy and sitting up on my knees turned around to see him standing. His hard cock was glistening and I couldn't resist taking him into my mouth and giving him a few quick sucks, enjoying the taste of my pussy from his hard flesh. Brad reached down and taking me by the shoulders, urged me to my feet. He gave me a long deep tongue filled kiss, then watched as I crawled up onto the bed next to Ashley. Laying on my side propped up on one elbow, I leaned over and kissed her softly as my other hand fund her hard right nipple and began teasing it. I broke the kiss and watched as Brad stepped up to the edge of the bed. He lifted he legs and placing her feet on his chest grabbed his cock and placed it against her pussy.



"Oh, look at that." I whispered at the sight of my husband's big dick lying along her pick slit.
I felt Ashley tense up next to me and I said softly, "Don't worry honey, he'll go easy."
Brad began sliding his cock through her pussy, pushing the swollen head through her wet flesh. Ashley moaned and began breathing heavier when he lingered on her clit. He began slapping his cock against her clit and she whimpered and started rocking her hips. With a smile, Brad slid his cock back through her pussy and eased the tip inside of her.
"Oh!" she gasped as he pushed in a couple of inches, "Oh that's...big!"
"Brad eased further into her and moaned, "Oh goddamn, she's tight!"
He began pumping his hips, slowly sliding his cock about halfway in before pulling back out to the tip. Ashley groaned and I could feel her trembling next to me. Figuring I would help her relax I slid my hand down her soft stomach and reaching her pussy started gently rubbing her clit. Her breath caught and her hips thrust forward, pushing Brad deeper inside of her. He pushed forward and she whimpered as his cock slid fully into her. Brad paused, letting her pussy stretch around him and I started rubbing her clit faster.
When she was beginning to moan rather than whimper, Brad started fucking her. He was using long slow strokes and the sight of his glistening cock, sliding in and out of that young pussy was enough to make me know I needed to cum again and soon.
"You like my husband's cock, honey?" I asked her.
"I...it feels good." Ashley sighed, "Damn it feels good! You both do!"
"I like that!" I whispered, leaning forward I tongued her nipple and added, "And so do you honey, this is the best gift ever isn't it Brad?
"Oh fuck yeah," he moaned as he continued to take his time, shoving his big cock into that tight little box.
I could see he wanted to go faster, but was holding me back. Ashley must have sensed it as well and whispered, "You...you can go faster if you want."
Brad winked at me, then grabbing her ankles spread her legs wide open and began fucking her harder. Ashley started to yelp with each thrust, but didn't complain as he began going faster. I continued to rub her clit and could feel her shaking beneath me. I smiled at the thought of her cumming hard on Brad's cock and looking up at him, said softly, "Harder."
"No, I...oh!" Ashley cried out as Brad began really fucking her now, using the same long hard strokes he had been with me.
As he picked up the pace, so did I, rubbing her clit in hard fast circles. I took her nipple into my mouth and began sucking on it while watching Brad slam his big dick into a hot girl half his age. I sighed around her tit thinking, could it get better than this. Well actually it could and I knew how, but first it was time for Ashley to cum for us for the third time. I increased the speed of my tongue and fingers and Brad, putting her legs back on his chest, leaned forward.
Ashley squealed as her legs were bent back so far her feet were almost next to her ears and Brad began hammering away on her.
"Oh fuck!" she screamed, "It it hurts... it oh!"
Undeterred, Brad continued to slam her and I rubbed her clit even harder. She was yelping continuously, but again the yelps were changing pitch. I sucked her entire tit into my mouth and catching her clit between my fingers, gave it a pinch. Ashley screamed loudly and her hips lifted from the bed. Her body seemed to pause, then as Brad drove deep inside her again, she screamed even louder and her hips began to buck wildly. I cried out in surprise as her hands wrapped themselves in my hair and squeezed so hard she was pulling it.
That pain was quickly forgotten as I heard Brad moaning as that amazingly tight pussy contracted around his plunging cock.
"Oh God, oh, God!" Ashley cried over and over as her body writhed on the bed.
Brad was breathing hard and the muscles in his shoulders and chest were flexed with effort as he continued his assault on her pretty pussy. Ashley released a loud whimper and her back arched so far I heard it crack, before she moaned and slumped back onto the bed. Brad began fucking her even faster and I could tell he was getting ready.
"Not like this!" I cried out, "It's our present and I want my favorite."
Knowing what I meant, Brad smiled and slipped his cock from inside her. Ashley sighed softly and lay there panting. Rolling over onto my back, I opened my legs and reaching down, spread my pussy open, "You're turn." I told her.
"But...But I never..."
"I'll guide you." I told her, "Now come give me my present honey."
Ashley swallowed hard, then rolling over got on her knees between my legs. I smiled when I saw Brad step over so that he was right behind her and I mouthed the word, "Wait."
He nodded and my attention switched to Ashley. I moaned at the sight of that pretty face inches from my pussy. Her cheeks were glistening with sweat and she looked exhausted, but as I watched, she leaned forward and gave my thigh a kiss about an inch from my pussy. I could feel her lips trembling and loved the fact she was back to being nervous. Spreading my lips open as far as I could, I tapped my clit with my finger nail.
"Right there honey," I told her, "Just lick it nice and easy."
Ashley nodded, then sticking her tongue out, flicked it across my swollen clit.
"That's right, just like that." I encouraged her.
Ashley licked me again, but this time continued, swirling her tongue around my clit as I had done to her. I moaned and behind her, Brad said, "Put your fingers inside, feel how wet you made her."
Ashley obeyed, and I sighed as I felt her slender fingers enter me. She began licking fastr and then stopping, started to kiss my thighs.
"Don't tease honey," I said softly, "We're going to make this nice and quick, "this time anyway I thought, "Just keep licking my clit, nothing fancy, just keep that cute little tongue right there."
Ashley returned to my clit and I sighed contentedly as she did as I asked. As her soft tongue slid across my excited button, I brought my hands up and began playing with my nipples. I was worked up and could already feel another orgasm building within me. Knowing it wasn't going to take much more, I nodded at Brad who grabbing Ashley's hips, slid his cock inside her.
She whimpered into my pussy as Brad began to fuck her. As before, he started slow so she would concentrate on me. Even with him going easy, her tongue was missing my clit as she moaned and squirmed against his cock. Reaching down I grabbed her hair and gently held her face to my pussy. Her tongue found its place and she began licking faster than before. Wrapping my fingers in her hair, I started thrusting my hips, working my clit harder against her tongue.
My eyes shifted behind her and took in the sight of Brad's cock entering her from behind. His large hands on her slender hips looked good, but nowhere near as good as his cock plunging into that young pink flesh. I gasped as I felt the orgasm, beginning to race through me. Squeezing my nipple harder, I moaned, "That's it honey, a little more, oh make me cum Ashley!"
She started licking me harder and as my legs began shaking, I called out to Brad, "Fuck her!"
As soon as I'd said it, I brought my legs up and wrapping my thighs around Ashley's head, pinned her to my pussy. Brad reared back and started fucking her hard and fast and between my legs, Ashley let out a scream that sent me over the edge. I threw my head back and howled in ecstasy as an orgasm far stronger than my first one, tore through me. I started bucking my hips, grinding my pussy into Ashley's trapped face. She was squealing between my legs, but her tongue was still moving and I screamed again as the orgasm continued to slam though me.
The entire time I came, I watched Brad fuck her. He was pulling cock all the way out before driving into her and she was so wet her pussy was making sucking sounds each time he slid out. I lifted my hips off the bed and released a long loud squeal as my pussy convulsed and I felt it gush into Ashley's face. I fell back onto the bed gasping. I'd cum so hard the room was spinning, but at the same time, I was completely caught up and wanted more of my husband's cock before he came.
Dropping my legs, from Ashley's head, I grabbed her shoulders and pulled her up towards me. Ashley crawled up until her face was over mine and grabbing her hair I pulled her down into a long kiss. I moaned at the taste of her pussy from her soft lips, then heard her squeal and felt her body jerk against mine as Brad followed her up the bed and began fucking her. She squealed into my mouth and wrapping my legs around her waist and my arms around her shoulder, I pulled her down, pinning her to me.
"Fuck me!" I called out.
Brad didn't have to be told twice and I yelped as I felt his cock begin to pound into my sopping pussy. He gave me several long hard strokes, then sliding out of me, drove back into Ashley. She started yelping in my ear as he pounded away on her, before going back inside of me. I was pretty sure at that point that Brad was sharing my thought of it not getting any better than this as he went from his wife's pussy to our hot little companions.
I could see he was sweating and his breath was coming in short gasps, telling me he couldn't hold back much longer, he was fucking the shit out of me and in between my own yelps I gasped, "Give it to her baby!"
I groaned as he slipped from inside of me, but smiled as Ashley immediately began to squeal as he fucked the shit out of her.
"Oh my fucking god" she screamed in my ear.
I had my arm around her shoulders, cradling her head into my neck as I watched Brad slamming the shit out of her. He was moaning continuously and catching his eye, I smiled and nodded. He gave Ashley several more pumps that were so hard she would have slid off me if I wasn't holding her, then with a groan, Brad pulled his cock from her and grabbed the base, holding his cum back. I quickly rolled over, shoving Ashley onto her back and cupping her tits, squeezed them together, and then opened my mouth.
Brad leaned over to me and with a loud cry released his cock. A huge spurt of cum entered my mouth and rather than swallow it, I held it there. He continued pumping his cock, sending spurt after spurt of hot cum into my waiting mouth. When he released a pathetic whimper and he had nothing left, I lowered my face and keeping my mouth open, drooled his cum out and all over Ashley's pretty little tits.
"Oh, that's...warm!" Ashley giggled, causing me to smile even as I let the cum flow from my mouth.
When I was done, I looked Brad in the eye and as he sat there panting made a show of sucking up his cum and swallowing it. The last few drops, I scooped up with my tongue and sliding over Ashley's face kissed her, pressing it to her lips. I sat back and watched as she licked it from her lips and with an exhausted smile asked, "Was....was I a good present?
"The best." Brad said.
Leaning over, he gave her a kiss then all but fell onto the bed on his back next to her. I laid down next to her and we both rolled over on our sides so we were looking down on her.
"Really honey, thank you." I told her, you don't know how much we missed that."
"Good." She said, still trying to catch her breath, "I...I wanted it to be special."
"Oh, it was special." Brad laughed.
"Okay," I began, "I'm going to ask you something."
"What is it, did I do something wrong?" She asked, looking nervously from Brad and back to me.
"Not at all." I assured her, "Quite the opposite, once we got going you didn't seem that shy and I was wondering if you'd," I shrugged, "Had more experience, than you let on."
"No," she shook her head," I...I just really wanted to make you guys happy and...." That shy smile from before returned, "I guess I should fess up, I've watched you guys before last night, I saw you in the pool a few times and I..." she giggled and started to blush, "thought about it even before you told me your secret, so I guess I was a little selfish because this was a gift for me too."
"Ashley, you can be selfish anytime!" I laughed as I gave her a kiss on her cheek.
She gave me a huge smile and my eyes trailed down the bed, taking in the sight of her tight young body laying between ours.
"So why tonight?" Brad asked, "You're leaving for Florida Monday, tonight's only Friday."
Ashley laughed, and said, "Yeah, but this way we have all weekend!"
"All weekend?" I repeated, my nipples already hardening.
"Well yeah," Ashley exclaimed, "And if you want when I come back too! I mean you said you used to want this a lot, unless," she frowned, "You don't like being with the same girl"
"Well we..." Brad stopped and blurted, "You're saying you...you'd want to after this?"
"Of course!" she laughed, "That's what makes a good gift no?"
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"Well," she began, reaching out and putting a hand on each of our thighs. "I always thought something like a certificate to a restaurant is stupid, you can only use it once, but me?" she released another of those adorable giggles and Brad and I both gasped as her hands found their way between our legs, "I want to be the gift that keeps on giving!"
Merry Christmas!
Author's note: Well I hope you enjoyed my story, it is a contest entry so please take the time to vote and comment if you enjoyed it, and even if you didn't, all comments are welcome. We have a lot of fun here, but I'd like to take a moment to be serious. This has been a tough year for a lot of people and for people who don't have much Christmas is a tough time. Years ago I had lost my job and if it weren't for a local charity and good friends, my young daughters would not have had much of a Christmas. So coming into this holiday season if you have something extra, please make it a point to give to those who are not as fortunate as yourself. It can really make a difference in someone's life and a smile on a child's face. I wish you and yours a Merry Christmas and Happy safe New Year. As always thanks for reading! Lovecraft68
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"Goddamn!" Rich exclaimed from the window overlooking my backyard.
"What's the matter?" I asked, looking up from sociology book I'd had my head buried in for the last half hour.
"Nothing at all, man, nothing at all," he replied shaking his head and still peering out the window.
"Then what are you swearing at?"
"At how friggin hot your mother is," he whistled, "Christ she looks fucking good in that bikini."
Rolling my eyes, I leaned back in my chair and said, "Rich, you come here to study or perv on my mom?"
"I am studying." He grinned, "I'm studying the effect hot cougars have on horny college freshmen."
"Yeah well if your dumb ass doesn't get out of the window, she's going to catch you studying her."
"Oh, please," he waved at me, "Like she doesn't know I stare at her. Bet she loves it."
"Whatever. You going to get over here or am I working on this thing alone," I sighed, "I swear you're the worst person I know to study with. I don't know why I bother."
"You bother because we've been best friends since third grade and because I always have this!" with a huge grin he pulled a small bag from his pocket that contained an obscenely fat joint.
"Well that does make school work seem a little easier." I nodded.
"Sure does," removing the joint from the baggie he pulled out his lighter, "And Sociology is a real bitch so let's get some inspiration." He flicked the lighter and I put my hand up.
"Hey man, Mom could come up here, put that out."
"Please," he nodded towards the window as he brought the lighter to his face, "She just stretched out on the chair. She'll be there awhile." He took a hit from the joint and releasing the fragrant smoke sighed, "And I won't be complaining. Damn she's fine."
"You need a minute?" I laughed as I reached out and took the joint as he handed it to me.
"Bet I'd cum in about a minute if I got my hands on her." He winked, "At least the first time anyway."
"Alright man," I said, then paused to take a hit. I held the smoke in my lungs for a moment before releasing it, "That's my mother, she's too old for you to drool over"
"She don't look old." He said gawking out the window again, "I can't believe she's forty. Fucking body like a twenty year old, but I bet she knows how to..."
"Enough." I said taking the joint back.
"Yeah, like you don't look."
"Like I said she's my...." I took another hit then with a shrug laughed, "Yeah alright, I've checked her out!"
"And you say I'm a perv?" he asked.
"Look" I shrugged, "I'm not saying I want to do anything sick to her, but I mean, yeah I know she's hot."
"Hell yeah, she is. Dude, me and the other guys were in heaven when you guys got that pool! We didn't care about you, it was 'what's Nicole going to be wearing?" he shook his head, "Man there was one time she looked so friggin good I went into your bathroom and spanked it right there."
"That's nasty!" I exclaimed, but laughed. I'd had a few hits and pretty much everything was funny now.
"I'd be lying if I said I haven't gotten off to her a couple of times lately too."
"Too much information Rich."
He shrugged and looking back out the window, giggled, "Hey Bobby?"
"What?"
"You ever stroke it to her?"
"That's sick!" I said, shaking my head emphatically as I lied through my teeth.
"Liar!" he pointed at me, "So was she sucking you or...." He glanced back over to the window and exclaimed, "Oh man, that just ain't right!" he looked over at me, "You tell me that isn't fucking hot man!"
Knowing I shouldn't do it, but between the pot and the fact he had me wondering what was so hot, I got up and walked over to the window. My eyes immediately widened and I had to bite my lip not to say anything to get Rich busting my balls. Beneath the window Mom was bent over adjusting the lounge chair she had been laying in. She was wearing a white bikini the bottom of which was little more than a thong and her amazing ass was pointing directly at us.
As she fumbled with the chair that ass was wiggling back and forth and I swallowed hard at the sight. Mom was deeply tanned making the skimpy bikini look even hotter on her. My eyes left her round firm cheeks and trailed down the backs of her long well shaped legs. As Rich had so eloquently put it, this just wasn't right. This was my mother, the woman who had been way too good to me for me to be staring at her ass and wondering what it would be like to grab her hips and fuck the shit out of her.
Mom straightened and reaching back, grabbed her long sandy brown hair and began putting it up. I took in the smooth tan skin of her back and imagined pulling the string that would undo her top. I forced myself to look away before Rich made a crack, but saw he was still staring. I turned back to watch her and repeated the thought about this not being right. Rich didn't know how right he was; I'd been jerking off to my mother for close to five years now.
I knew it was pretty sleazy to blow a load to the woman who cooked my dinner, took me school clothes shopping and helped me with my homework. Hell it was mom, not my father, who had been the one to give me advice on girls and what they liked and how to, as she had put it laughing, 'get lucky'. I still couldn't help myself; she was just too damn fine. Mom was a waitress when she met dad and a few years ago briefly went back to it because she was tired of staying home. In fact it was seeing her dressed for work that had started my impure thoughts about her.
That uniform consisted of a short hot pink skirt, black fishnets and a low cut blouse her tits were almost falling out of. I'd jerked off to those stockings more times than I could remember and once stole a pair and came all over them. Things hadn't changed much, I thought to myself as just last month, I'd found one her thongs mixed in with my laundry and wrapping it around my cock, exploded to the thought of that load being all over her face.
"Yeah that's right." Rich whispered next to me, "Let's see that front."
I came out of my fog to see Mom turning around. She was still fumbling with her hair and her arms were over her head, lifting her tits up to an even better angle. Not that they needed any help. I wouldn't say Mom's tits were huge, but they were far from small and the front of the bikini didn't cover much more than her nipples. Again I let my eyes wander down. Mom did Yoga and went to the gym during the week leaving her stomach flat and hard and her thighs firm and well toned. Again Rich was right; I knew girls my age whose bodies weren't as tight as my mothers.
Hell even Stephanie, the last girl I'd been dating had been softer around the middle than Mom. Speaking of Steph, it was too bad she'd broken it off with me, because gawking at my mother was getting me damn horny even with Rich standing next to me. Speaking of Rich, he muttered "Cocktease" as Mom lay on her back on the chair and made a show of stretching. Her arms went over her head again and her long legs straightening out, she arched her back off the chair, pushing her amazing rack up at us.
Despite Rich's presence, I felt my cock stiffening and knew I'd be beating off the second he left.
"Dude, I don't know how your old man does it?"
"Does what?" I asked, "Keep up with her?" I laughed, "I found some blue pills in the medicine cabinet once. He said they were for allergies, but then yelled at me when I went to take one."
Rich burst out laughing and I followed suit, when he caught his breath he said, "No, I mean how the fuck does he leave her alone all the time?"
"He's in sales, he has to." I shrugged, "He's gone right now until early next week."
"Shit." He sighed, "If I were him I wouldn't leave the house, I can't imagine how many guys hit on her." He smirked, "Wonder if she fools around with any of them?"
"Knock it off," I hit him in the arm. "Mom's not like that, shit when my dad was out of work she got offered a lot of money by a friend who owns a club to waitress topless and she turned it down," I laughed, "She said they were dad's and dad's only."
"That's what she says." He nodded, "But I'm not talking stripping for people. I'm talking sex. Dude, look at her, a woman like that needs it every day! I.... oh shit!"
He was looking out the window again and as I watched, awkwardly raised his hand. I looked down and felt my stomach sink. Mom was laying there looking up at the window and waving at us, a big smile on her face. Like Rich, I gave her a lame wave and stepped back from the window so quickly I almost fell. Rich laughed again and walked away as well.
"Busted." He laughed.
"It's not funny."
"Please," he clapped my shoulder; "We just gave her a thrill, couple of good looking young guys, checking her out."
"Yeah, but I'm her son." I said, really feeling bad about it.
"Bet she still liked it." He made a show of thinking, "Hey, maybe she's thought nasty about you too, who knows, maybe she's rubbed a couple out to her sexy son saying 'Hey Nicole how about we...!"
"This isn't West Virginia." I told him although I'd be lying if I said that wouldn't be a hell of a turn on.
"Really! Maybe she's a cougar and wants some young..." he stopped when his cell began to ring. Answering it he said, "Hey, yeah I'm around, by six?" he glanced at his watch. "Yeah no sweat and thanks I need the hours."
Hanging up, he pointed at the books on my desk, "Sorry Bobby, but that was the restaurant, one of the waiters called out so I can grab his shift."
"That's alright," I told him, "Not like you were really helping anyway."
"Hey I got you high!"
"And caught gawking at Mom." I pointed out.
"That's what friends are for." He laughed, "Hey on the way out can I go back there and say hi?"
"Don't be an asshole, just go out the front."
"Will do, I'll come over this weekend and study for real, I need to get my grade up."
I nodded and watched as he left my room. I listened as he pounded down the stairs and heard the downstairs door close. Once I heard his tricked out Buick roar into life and peel down the street, I walked back over to the window. This time I stayed over to one side and peered through the curtain. Mom was now lying on her stomach and my hand strayed down to my cock as I took in that amazing ass and those long legs. I noticed she had untied her top so that her back was bare and imagined a white substance other than the bikini spread out across her skin.
My cock was fully erect in my pants and I started rubbing harder as Rich's comments ran through my mind. I imagined Mom coming to me in her bikini and telling me how horny and frustrated she was and how she needed a good stiff cock. She'd tell me how bad she wanted me and drop to her knees.... Unable to take it anymore, I unzipped my jeans. Removing my cock I started stroking it while I played out my sick fantasy. Mom would open her mouth and slide her soft full lips over my swollen cock. She's look up at me with her big brown eyes and moan while she blew me.
I'd reach down and start playing with her gorgeous tits and she would take my cock all the way down. I would grab her hair and start fucking her mouth until...I gasped and began pumping my cock furiously. A moment later I released a loud moan as my cock went off in my hand. A huge spurt of cum landed on the window sill and the second hit the wall under the window. I imagined all that cum dripping down Mom's tits and continued to pump until my cum was only dribbling out down the front of my jeans.
Panting, I took a step back and sat down at my desk. I waited until my breathing slowed down before sliding my cum covered jeans and underwear down. Stepping out of them I stood and after slipping on a pair of shorts, grabbed some tissues and began wiping off the wall. As I cleaned the cum from the windowsill I looked down and saw Mom was sitting up and was re tying her bikini behind her. When she finished, she looked up and again waving at me, called out, "Hey Bobby, you ready to eat? I'm going to grill some steaks!"
"Yeah that would be great!" I called back trying to sound casual, "Thanks Mom!"
"Anytime honey!" She said with a big smile.
You're a sick bastard Bobby. I thought as I tossed the cum soaked tissues into the trash.
*****
"Oh, Bobby," Your cock is so fucking hard!" Mom purred as she knelt between my legs, her fingers with their long dark nails wrapped around my cock. "Damn this looks good!" she purred as she slowly pumped it, "Bet it tastes even better!"
My reply was a loud moan as she took my cock between her lips and began bobbing her head. She removed my cock with a wet popping sound and licking her lips said, "As good as it tastes I think I need you to fuck me," she looked up at me and smiled, But the first time is your choice, you want to cum in my mouth or pussy?"
"I...." I swallowed hard. "Your mouth."
"Oh, you bad boy!" she laughed, "You want to cum in your mom's mouth? You want the woman who helped raise you, swallow your hot load?"
"I..."
"I'd love too!" she exclaimed and with that began sucking my cock hard and fast.
I sat there moaning unable to believe this was real. My hips were pumping and I could feel my cock getting ready to explode. Suddenly my bedroom door flew open and dad was standing there.
'What the fuck is this?" He yelled, "Bobby, are you letting your mother blow you?"
I awoke with a start and lay there waiting for my heartbeat to slow down. I reached down between my legs and realized my heart wasn't the only thing that needed to go down. My cock twitched when I touched it and I resisted the urge to jerk off because I knew what I would think of. As I'd recalled earlier when Rich was over its not like I hadn't been beating off to Mom for the last few years, but it wasn't all the time. In fact there were long stretches when I wouldn't, but lately it had been getting close to an obsession, hell, now I was dreaming of her.
Then again I guess I should let myself off the hook on the dream. That had been inevitable after tonight. Mom had begun to grill right after she'd asked if I was hungry and called me down to the deck to eat. Mercifully she'd put something on over the bikini bottom. Even then the denim shorts she was wearing were so tight they were riding up her ass, but were still better than the string bikini. Mom was still wearing the top of the bathing suit, but had a blouse over it. Unfortunately the blouse was left unbuttoned and I'd sat across from her while we ate trying to keep my eyes on what I was allowed to put in my mouth rather than what I would love to.
As we sat there making small talk about my school work and the office that she'd begun working at recently, my mind kept straying down forbidden paths. While taking a peek at her barely concealed tits, it occurred to me that when dad was around, Mom never wore anything that revealing. She still wore bikinis, but there was more material to them and she always covered up if I was around. For that matter even those damn shorts were something she didn't parade around in with dad home.
From there I thought about Rich's stupid joke about maybe her thinking of me. Was she dressing sexy on purpose? Did she want to me to look at her; did she want me to want her? I'd forced myself to stop being an idiot. She was my mother, not some cougar on the prowl. Maybe she liked to show herself off, but Dad didn't like it so she took advantage when he was on the road.
After dinner we'd gone inside where Mom had finally put on a plain t-shirt. We sat in the parlor and watched the Sox game, or at least I watched part of the Rays game. The rest of the time my eyes were glued to her long legs as she lay on the couch across from me. Finally I'd gotten to the point where I'd excused myself and went upstairs, showered and gone to bed horny as hell. So I guess it wasn't too surprising I'd had that dream.
Another reason for my new found desire for my mother was up until three weeks ago I'd been dating Steph and getting laid on a fairly regular basis. Now that I was back to not getting any, I guess I was just focusing on the hot woman I saw every day. Speaking of Steph, I looked over at the clock and saw it was only ten. Steph didn't work during the week and our breakup had been amicable. I saw her at school every day and we still spoke. I knew she wasn't seeing anyone and began to wonder if she'd be game for a friend's with benefits booty call.
With a sigh, I shook my head. As appealing as the image Steph's cute little ass and perky little tits was, I didn't need to start any type of drama. Getting out of bed, I went to the bathroom and as I washed my hands looked in the mirror above the sink. I had a bow flex in the basement I used several times a week and I'd filled out quite a bit over the last year. Like Mom, I spent my fair share of time around the pool and had a tan that rivaled hers. I had my dad's thick black hair along with mom's big blue eyes.
All in all I considered myself a fairly good looking guy and had never had a problem finding dates. Still looking in the mirror I wondered if Mom had ever looked at me like that?
"Don't be an idiot." I told my reflection.
I'd been watching too much porn, especially milf porn which was my favorite, no doubt because I lived with one. Speaking of porn, it was becoming pretty obvious that I was wound up and if I was going to get any sleep needed some relief. Going over to my desk sat down and bringing the screen of my lap top up went to my favorite porn site "Cougars and Cubs". I logged in and went to click new releases, but paused. They didn't update daily and I'd been watching a lot lately. Scrolling down I went down to the archives link and clicked to see some of their older videos.
While the screen came up with its selection of videos, I slipped my shorts down and started slowly stroking my already semi-hard cock. I looked at the small picture for each video, trying to decide what I wanted to watch. I stopped on one that showed a woman with an incredible ass in a black thong on her knees sucking the cock of a young guy sitting in a chair. He had his hands wrapped in her long light brown hair and looked as if he were fucking her mouth. I looked at the title beneath it, "Hot milf Nikki Nice never lets a young cock go to waste."
That sounded good to me and I clicked the video and sat back in the chair. I had to stifle a laugh as the video opened to a good looking young blond guy sitting in a chair stroking his cock, exactly as I was.
"Billy, what the hell are you doing?" A woman's voice called out.
The guy made a poor show of looking surprised and letting his hard cock go, stammered, "I...I'm sorry I know it's wrong, but...."
"Honey the only thing wrong I see, is that you shouldn't be playing with that nice big cock all by yourself."
"I...what do you mean?" He asked.
"I mean," As she began speaking the camera swung around, "A nice hard cock like that should be in a hot woman's mouth, not your hand."
The camera focused on the woman speaking and I sat up in my chair and exclaimed, "Holy shit!"
It was Mom. Not a woman who looked like her, but Mom. I watched, my mouth open, as she approached the guy in the chair. She was wearing a short black robe and black stockings. She stopped in front of the chair and as the guy stared up at her, untied it and let it fall to the floor.
"What do you say Billy, you want to keep jerking off, or you want your mother's hot friend Nikki to take care of that beautiful cock of yours?"



My jaw hit the floor along with her robe. Beneath it Mom was wearing a lace black bra and the stockings were thigh highs that were attached to garter belts. Just as she sank to her knees my eyes grew even wider when I saw she wasn't wearing any panties and I caught a brief glimpse of a completely shaved pussy. When she reached her knees, she grabbed his cock and began rubbing it along the side of her face.
"Oh, you're so hard!" she cooed, "God I love hard young cocks like this!" she smiled into the camera, "You want me to suck your cock Billy?"
"P...please." He whispered.
"Oh, I like that." She smiled, and then opening her mouth took his cock all the way down to his balls.
"Oh my God." I said softly as I watched Mom devour his cock on the screen.
She was working him fast and hard, taking his impressive cock down to his balls each time. The entire time her big brown eyes were locked onto the camera and I swallowed hard at the sight of my mother giving a blow job. No, not just giving a blow job, but doing it on camera, getting paid to fuck this kid, she....Jesus Christ, I thought, Mom was a porn star!
"Oh this cock tastes so good!" she moaned on the screen. Ducking her head, she started sucking on his balls while jerking him off, "Like that baby? Like me sucking your balls?"
"Oh yes!" he groaned.
Mom made a show of sliding her tongue up the length of his cock and speaking of cocks, mine was hard as a rock in my hand. I told myself to stop, to shut the video off, but couldn't. Not only couldn't I tear my eyes away, but as if it had a mind of its own my hand began stroking my throbbing cock.
Mom was once again sucking his cock and reaching out she grabbed his hands and put them in her hair. He wrapped his hands in it and Mom whispered, "Go ahead baby, you know you want to fuck my mouth."
The guy began doing just that, driving his big dick repeatedly in her mouth as she stayed still and moaned. He was going balls deep, but she took it easily. The camera panned to her back and showed a close up of her smooth pussy from behind as she was being face fucked. She was smooth and her pussy looked wet as she wiggled her ass back and forth. The camera went back to her face in time for Mom to slide her mouth from his cock and stand up.
"I need this big fucking dick inside me!" she declared as she climbed onto his lap.
Reaching back, Mom guided his cock to her pussy and sat down on it. She moaned loudly, "Oh that's so fucking deep!" then began bouncing up and down on it. My hand was moving faster as I watched my mother ride some strangers cock. His hands slid around her waist and when she stopped moving he started slamming his cock deep into her.
"Yes, baby, yes!" she cried. "Fuck my hot pussy with that big cock! That's right fuck your mom's best friend! Give it to me!"
That he did, driving his hips up as hard as he could, burying his cock into her. Mom pushed herself off his cock and standing up, grabbed his hand and pulled him from the chair.
"My turn baby." She said as she turned around and sat down in the chair.
Mom draped her legs over the arms of the chair so she was spread wide open and grabbing her bra yanked it down allowing her tits to pop out.
"Oh fuck." I moaned looking at her large round tits with their hard pink nipples.
The guy leaned over and started sucking on one of them and Mom grabbed the back of his head, shoving her tit into his mouth.
"Yeah baby, suck that nipple, just like that!" she moaned again then said, "Now get on your knees Billy, you know what you want to lick."
He did as she asked and the camera zoomed in to get a close up of Mom spreading her pussy open. I gasped and started stroking even faster as I looked at her smooth glistening pussy. Billy leaned in shoving two fingers into her, began tonguing her clit.
"Mmm, you young boys are so eager to please, that's why I love fucking them!"
I watched breathing hard as he licked and sucked on her pussy. The camera panned up to show Mom laying there with her head back and her eyes closed, she was playing with her nipples and I was struck by the thought that she didn't appear to be acting, she seemed to really be into it. She began moaning loudly, "Oh yes baby, just like that, oh, look at you licking me you....Oh!"
Mom cried out and started squirming in his face as he continued to suck her clit. She threw back her head and emitted a loud squeal that sent my hand into high speed. I was getting close to cumming when she said, "Now that you made my pussy even hotter, come take it!"
I slowed my hand down as she stood and turning bent over the chair. Billy grabbed her hips and she cried out as she drove his big cock into her from behind.
"Fuck yeah!" she yelled, "Give me that hard fucking cock! Come on baby give me that young dick!"
Billy was haling her hips and fucking the living shit out of her and Mom was loving every minute of it. The camera showed her face and again her eyes were closed and she was moaning continuously. I began gasping as she opened her eyes wide and started yelping each time he drove himself into her. Behind her Billy started making whimpering sounds and moaning, "Oh, I....I'm going to cum!"
"You know where I want it baby!" she called out.
Billy stood back and was squeezing his cock and Mom turned around dropped to her knees and holding her tits up opened her mouth. Billy began pumping his cock and yelled as his cum shot out and landed directly on Mom's tongue. A second spurt entered her mouth and closing it she pushed the cum out with her tongue causing it to drool down her tits. Billy kept cumming, splattering her cheeks and tits.
I cried out loudly myself as my own cock exploded sending a huge spurt of cum onto my desk. I pumped it hard and fast as on the screen Mom took his dripping cock in her mouth and moaned as she sucked on it. I gasped as the last of my cum trickled from my cock. Mom looked up from Billy's cock and licking her cum covered lips, faced the camera and smiled, "I hate seeing a cock go to waste."
The video went black and I sat back gasping. I couldn't believe it! Mom really was a porn actress! Catching my breath, I grabbed the mouse and scrolled down to the bottom of the video where there was a link to click to see more videos of "Nikki Nice". I clicked it and watched holding my breath to see how many more would come up. There were some women on here who had dozens. The screen came up and only showed two more. The first picture was Mom dressed as a slutty nurse on her knees sucking the cock of a young guy lying on a hospital bed. The title was "Nurse Nikki makes it better"
The next one showed Mom on her hands and knees being fucked from behind by large guy with long black hair, the caption caused me to gasp, "Nasty Nikki Nice, takes a big cock in the ass." Before I realized I was doing it, I clicked the video. It opened to Mom already completely naked and laying on a bed sucking the biggest cock I'd ever seen. The guy had his hand between her legs and she was moaning as he fingered her pussy. The clip was only five minutes long and using the mouse I clicked it to halfway through.
I'd picked perfectly as Mom was on her knees getting hammered by that huge dick. As I watched her removed it from her pussy and placing it on her puckered asshole, pushed it in.
'Oh fuck!" she called out, "Go ahead, spread that ass!"
I watched as his huge cock disappeared in her ass and when he was all the way in he started fucking her hard and fast. Mom began howling as he ass fucked her and I realized my cock was hard again. Grabbing it, I pumped it furiously as I watched my mother take it in the ass and love it. She was squealing and moaning as his big cock pounded her ass and I could already feel myself getting ready to cum again. The camera showed a close up of Mom's face, she as sweating and her hair was plastered to her face as she released those loud high pitched squeals. Again I noted she was either one hell of an actress or she was into it.
I was sweating myself and my cock was straining to blow its second load in less than three minutes. On the screen the guy began letting out a series of desperate sounding moans and his cock was buried deep in her ass as he barely moved his hips.
"Oh, I fucking love it!' Mom called out.
The guy slid his cock from her and the camera zoomed in to get a close up of Mom's gaping ass. As I watched she pushed and a stream of cum came dribbling out of it. I cried out as my cock went off again and pumped hard as a few small spurts came out. I felt my balls tighten and moaned as the last couple of drops spilled from my spent cock. The video ended and I sat there with my eyes closed, waiting for my heart to slow down. When it did, I opened my eyes and tried to get my mind to stop spinning.
There was no doubt that was Mom in those movies and as I stared at the computer something dawned on me. When did she make those movies? Grabbing the mouse I went down to video details. This would tell me what company had shot the movies and the usual disclaimer everyone was over eighteen and all the other legal mumbo jumbo. What it would also tell me is when the movie was filmed.
I clicked it and held my breath as I stared scrolling through the info. The clip had come from a movie called, "Milf's gone wild" and had been shot right here in Florida. I narrowed my eyes to read the smaller print and felt my stomach sink. The movie had originally been filmed two years ago. I quickly went back to the first video and clicked the info for that one. The movie was called "My Mom's hot friend" It had also been shot two years ago. I sat back in the chair and felt my stomach start to twist. I closed my eyes and let out a long sigh. Mom was cheating on my father. Fucking young guys and getting paid to do it. What the hell was I going to do?
*****
I pulled into the driveway and shutting off the Camry Dad and Mom had given me as a high school graduation present, sat back and rubbed my eyes. I was so tired there was a point while driving home from work my vision had begun to swim and I had pulled over for a few minutes. The last three days had been the longest I could remember. Since seeing those videos of Mom my mind had been in turmoil. My mother had gone out and done porn shoots then come home to my father. I tried not to think if there were more. Many porn stars used multiple names, what if she'd done a ton of them? Hell what if she were still doing them?
My dilemma was telling Dad. By rights I knew I should, he deserved to know his wife was fucking guys for money and letting herself be filmed. I shuddered at the thought she'd fucked him the same days she'd done this. Christ she'd let one of them fuck her ass! Yes telling dad would be the right thing to do, but it wasn't that cut and dried. My father loved Mom dearly and the two of them were almost sickeningly affectionate when he was around, making it even worse she would do this.
The main problem would be hurting my Dad. When Dad had asked Mom to quit her waitressing job because all the men flirting with her bothered him she had done it in a heartbeat. When she had, dad had told me that showed what a good woman she was, the kind that would never break his heart. Could I stand to see him heartbroken? For three nights I'd lay in bed barely sleeping while I wrestled with this decision.
Tonight was Friday and Dad would be home on Monday I would have to decide by then. One thought that kept coming to my mind was the out of if she wasn't still doing it, if something made her quit then maybe I could just hope she wouldn't again. It had occurred to me in one of my more clear thinking moments that two years ago was when we had almost lost the house when Dad lost his job.
Mom had found a modeling job, Dad wasn't happy with it, but she swore it was clean and even brought home some photos from the shoots. She'd also brought home a lot of money, had the money really come from this? I'm not sure that would make it better that she did it, but might mean she would never do it again. Problem is it wasn't like I could ask her. I sighed and rested my head on the steering wheel. Mom's car was in the driveway and I wondered where she was in the house.
All the lights were out and I was wondering whether or not to go into the front or the back. I'd been avoiding her as much as possible the last couple of days. Even tonight, as tired as I was, I had volunteered to work to eleven at the coffee shop so she'd be in bed. After seeing those movies it was damn near impossible to look at her. I'd like to say that was because I was appalled at what she had done, but the truth was I was appalled at myself because I couldn't stop watching those damn movies. As wrong as I knew it was I'd watched every one of them several times and when I wasn't home I couldn't stop thinking of them.
Fact was, she was fucking hot as hell in them! Now not only did I know how good she looked, I knew she was more than willing to enjoy every inch of that gorgeous body. The first one I watched was the one I was most obsessed with as it was the longest and most playful the others started in the middle of the sex and were much shorter. I'd been whacking off to the point I was wondering if my cock would fall off. When I finally managed to fall asleep I dreamt of being Billy from the video.
With a sigh I got out of the car and decided to try the back door. The kitchen was dark except for the small light over the stove Mom always left on when I worked and she went to bed. I crept silently through the downstairs hallway and into the bathroom. The small bathroom off my bedroom didn't have a shower and I always left clothes downstairs for when I came home. I took a long hot shower, hoping the heat and the steam would help keep me drowsy and I could fall asleep. After drying off, I slipped on a pair of shorts and just grabbed the t-shirt rather than putting it on, after all I was only going upstairs to bed.
I walked slowly up the stairs to the second floor and made sure I stepped over the one that creaked. I passed my parents bedroom and noted the light wasn't on. That was odd, Mom was usually a night owl, but I wasn't complaining, I didn't want to run into her right now. I quietly opened the door to my room and after gently closing it behind me, turned the light on. I turned around and exclaimed, "Jesus Christ!"
Mom was sitting on the edge of my bed.
"Hi Bobby." She said softly, giving me a sly smile, "What's the matter, not used to having a pretty girl waiting in your bed?"
"I..." I swallowed, trying to keep my voice steady. "Uh, not really!"
"No," she gave me a wink, "You never snuck a cute little red head in here a few times?"
I had in fact slipped Steph upstairs a couple of nights when her roommates had company so we could be alone, but never thought Mom or Dad knew.
"Uh...sorry about that." I said, giving her a nervous laugh.
"Don't be honey," she said giving me another strange smile, "A good looking young boy like you needs get laid." Her smile turned into a nasty smirk, "Was she a good girl Bobby? Did pretty little Stephanie take good care of you?"
"Well...."
"Did she put her cute little ass up for you? Did she get on her knees and open wide for her hot boyfriend?"
"What?" I asked, stunned by her words.
"Come on Bobby, you're not a little kid, you're a nineteen year old stud any girl would be happy to fuck." She smiled, "Or any hot cougar for that matter."
I stood there speechless. Why was she talking like this? While I remained silent Mom simply sat there looking at me, that sneaky little smile back on her face. As she waited for me to respond I couldn't help checking her out. Mom looked good, her long hair was down and she had put some curl into it, she was wearing deep red lipstick and black eyeliner. My eyes left her face, and drifted down. Mom was sitting with her legs crossed and was wearing a one piece black dress that was so short I could see her thigh almost up to her hip. Her long shapely legs were encases in white stockings and ended in a pair of black stiletto heels that had to be five inches long.
"What's the matter Bobby? You look nervous."
"I...." I pointed at her. "Did you go out tonight?"
"No," she looked down at her dress, "I just thought I would dress up for you, give you something fun to think about." She gave me a wicked smile, "You do like to think about your mommy, don't you honey?"
"I...don't know what you mean." I answered nervously. "And I'm kind of tired and think I'm going to go to bed."
"Then come to bed." Mom patted the bed next to her.
"Well I meant to sleep not talk."
"And I mean not to sleep," she winked "Or talk."
"Mom, what's...."
"Bobby come sit down," she patted the bed again. "All kidding aside we need to talk."
"About?" I asked as I slowly walked over to the bed to sit on the edge of it.
"Know what?" Mom put her hand on my chest as I started to walk by her. "I have a better idea, you sit right there." She pointed at the office chair in front of my desk. "I think that would be a better place to start."
"Start what?" I asked looking down at her hand on my chest.
"Start talking," she said softly, "At least for a little while." She paused and ran her long fingernails down my chest and stomach causing me to shiver. "Damn you look good baby; you're not a kid anymore are you?"
I quickly stepped away from her and sat down in the chair where I immediately put my hand sin my lap. I wasn't wearing any underwear and just that little touch had started my cock growing.
"What do you want to talk about?" I asked.
"Exactly what you want to talk about."
"I don't..."
I stopped when Mom sighed and said softly, "Bobby I know you've seen the movies."
"Oh shit." I said quietly. "How do...."
For the first time since I'd come in the room Mom wasn't smiling.
"I came in here a few hours ago because my lap top died and I needed to look something up. I clicked on history instead of bookmarks and kept seeing the same link over and over, I clicked on it and saw what it was." She shrugged. "I thought you've been acting weird lately now I know why." She looked at me. "Well Bobby, what are you going to do?"
"What do you mean?" I asked evasively.
"You know what I mean." She reached out and put her hand on my knee. "Please don't tell your father."
"I have to!" I exclaimed, now that the moment was here I began to get upset. "For Christ's sake Mom you fucked those guys on camera! You...you're a porn star and you...you cheated on dad!"
Mom nodded and removing her hand from my knee began to speak softly.
"I know I did. But I had to Bobby. Look, I went through every link you clicked on, you looked up the dates you were trying to find out when I made them. It was two years ago Bobby, nothing since, I promise."
'How the hell do I know that?" I asked, although her words soothed me somewhat.
"You're not stupid Bobby, what happened two years ago?"
"Dad lost his job and we..."
"Came within a month of losing this house." Mom pointed at me, "But more than the house Bobby, you almost didn't go to college."
"College?"
"Your dad made good money, too much for any aid, we were going to use the equity on the house to pay for your school. No house no school." She shrugged, "He couldn't find work and I...did what I had to."
"You lied!" I told her, "You said you were modeling."
"I was." She put her hands out. "Live modeling. I went to the agency and they said they had nothing for fashion, but they said milf porn was in and I was really hot and..." she trailed off.
"I can't believe you did it." I shook my head.
"Bobby, I had too." She said raising her voice. "It's easy for you to say that, but let me ask you, you like living in this nice house? You like going to school so you can get a good job? Do you?"



"Well yeah."
"Those movies are why you have those things!" she snapped. "I did six shoots, the three you saw and I don't know if the other three were ever put up anywhere, but I got $1500 a shoot. I paid the mortgage and put food on the table and kept the lights on here for three months with that money. Then your dad got hired and everything was okay."
"But you came home with pictures."
"I had one of the photographers take some pictures of me all dressed up as a favor and I told your dad that's what I was getting paid for."
"You lied." I repeated.
"What should I have said? See this check honey? Got this from taking a cock in my ass! How would that have gone over?" she asked.
"I...guess you're right kind of."
"Bobby, I know it was wrong, but it was the wrong thing for the right reasons." She said putting her hand on my knee again. "And that producer has called me many times since then and I tell him no. I won't do that again, ever."
"But you did it and...."
"And what? Your dad should know?" She made a disgusted sound. "Ignorance is bliss Bobby, we're happy together, your father loves me and I love him. You tell him this he'll be devastated."
"I know Mom." I said quietly, "That's why I've been out of it lately; I just don't know what to do."
She gave me a small smile and I felt as if I had somehow just played into her hands. But when she spoke it was still in a subdued tone.
"He won't just be upset because I had sex with those kids, but he'll blame himself for it. He'll say if he hadn't lost his job it wouldn't have happened." She sighed, "He'll be totally heartbroken."
"But if I don't tell him, I'll feel like I'm lying to him." another thought occurred to me "And what if someone else sees them?"
"Those movies are supposed to be for sale. Even though that site gives credit the production company didn't give permission. I sent the agency the links and I think they're going to pull them. It's up to you Bobby."
"I...I don't know." I shook my head, then looking at her figured what the hell? "I'll tell you what bothered me most about the movies."
"What's that honey?" she asked.
"You...you enjoyed it didn't you?" I asked. "You really looked like you were into them."
"I was." She said simply. "I loved every minute of fucking those kids."
"You...you admit it?" My eyes widened.
"Bobby, you're not a kid and I won't talk to you like one. I loved it. I've always fantasized about young guys, about how their young bodies and cocks would feel and how eager they are to please hot older women. So I got to find out" She smiled, "Should I lie?"
"I..."
"I've been a good girl Bobby, I do love your dad. I made a killing at the club waitressing and when he asked me to quit I took a job making half that money and did it for him, but honey," she sighed and started rubbing her hand back and forth across my knee. "I used to fuck guys from the club every night before I met your father and I missed it! I need to get fucked Bobby, I need to get fucked a lot and your dad is a good lover, but he travels and he doesn't like being raunchy and...." She released a deep breath, "God I love being nasty and those movies gave me a chance to help my family and got me what I needed."
I can't believe you enjoyed it."
"Why not? You've certainly enjoyed them."
"No!" I said quickly, probably too quickly, "I...."
"Bobby, you have watched every one of those videos over a dozen times, you liked watching your mother fuck didn't you?"
"No, I..."
"Don't lie Bobby, even before you saw those movies, you've thought of me I know you have. You stare all the time and..." she smiled, "I love it. I love teasing you, love knowing my horny son is stroking his dick to me."
"Mom, that's' not true! I..."
"Bullshit." She laughed, "You've cum to me Bobby just like all your friends have and like I said I love it, teasing is all I have left these days so I do it. Why do you think I wear different clothes when your father is on the road?"
"I..." I put my head down. "I'm sorry Mom. You're right I...I've watched the movies a lot, I just think you're.....the hottest woman I've ever seen." I admitted.
"Oh I like that!" she cooed. "Makes things easier from here,"
"It does?"
"Yes, it does." She nodded, "See Bobby, I know you're in a tough spot and I'm asking you to cover for me, so I figure you shouldn't be asked to do that for nothing."
"What do you mean?"
"What I mean," Mom stood up, "Is I have a deal for you."
"A deal?" I asked nervously as I took in her long legs.
"Yup, on your end you don't tell you daddy I was a porn star and," reaching up she untied her dress and let it fall to the floor, "I'll be your little porn star."
"Oh my God." I whispered.
Beneath the dress Mom was wearing a white bra that had the cups cut out to expose her nipples and most of her tits. Like in the movie the white stockings were thigh highs held up with white garters. She was wearing white panties that were....they were crotch less! Because I was sitting and she was so tall in the heels her smooth pussy was directly at face level and I felt my cock growing under my hand.
"How do I look baby?" she asked raising her hand over her head to lift her tits.
Turning she bent over and I now found myself staring at her amazing bare ass. I could also see her pussy winking out at me from between her thighs and as I sat there she playfully wiggled her ass at me. She straightened and turning back to face me, stepped up between my legs.
"What do you say honey, wanna be my co-star?"
"But...I...I'm your son!"
"My son who's wanted to fuck me for years." She laughed, "You think I didn't know where my stockings kept going?" she reached out and rubbed her hand down my chest. "You're also a damn fine young man Bobby, and I've been wanting to fuck the shit out of you for awhile now. I think the feelings mutual no?"
She leaned over and placed her hands on the chair behind me. Her tits were now inches from my face and I fought to look away as I whispered, "But....Dad."
"Won't know." She lowered her head and started whispering in my ear. "What he doesn't know won't hurt him. Besides, he knows you're home with me all the time, thinks I'm nice and safe," she giggled, "Who would ever think we'd be playing? And I need it Bobby, I need it more than I get it and I know you want to give it to me. Come on baby, let's play! I'll do it all for you Bobby, I'll be your little star!"
"Mom I...."
"And not just tonight honey, but anytime."
"Anytime." I repeated as I lost the battle and turned to see her hard pink nipple inches from my mouth.
"Your dad travels at least a week every month Bobby, how about when he's on the road you and me take care of each other? Hmmm, how would that be? Fucking your hot mom?"
"I..."
"And not making love to her, but fucking her, hard and fast like she needs it, shoving your big dick inside me, watching me blow you."
"Oh damn..." I said softly.
My cock was throbbing painfully and her tits were swaying in front of me. My hands were in my lap and all I would have to do is lift them and they would be between her open legs.
'You like that thought?" she asked and made me gasp when she licked my ear. "It's that easy honey, you keep your mouth shut and mine will stay open." She gave me a soft kiss just beneath my ear and I made a pathetic whimpering sound.
"Aww," she purred in my ear, "You nervous little boy?" she placed her tongue on my neck and slowly licked up to my ear. "You need a hot cougar to make you a man?"
"Mom, please."
"You don't have to beg, Bobby." She laughed, "But I will."
Mom slid slowly down to her knees between my legs and looked up at me.
"Please don't tell on me! Please let me make it up to you baby!" she gave me a pout and whispered, "Please let your hot little Nikki be a bad girl for you."
"Nikki." I said, and then added, "That's hot."
"You're hot honey." She told me and grabbing my wrists yanked my hands from my lap, "And fucking hard!" she exclaimed.
I looked down to see my shorts were being pushed straight up my aching dick. Mom was kneeling there staring down at it and saw how hard her nipples were. My hands started to stray towards them, but I forced myself to stop.
"Mom...." I whispered, "This isn't fair."
'Life isn't fair," she said and caused me to groan by grabbing my cock and squeezing it through my shorts, "But it can be fun and honey this big dick is telling me it needs some fun."
She smiled up at me and licked her lips, "Come on baby, let's have fun."
"Oh damn." I moaned as she started jerking me off through the shorts.
Mom leaned over and opening her mouth put it over my cock through the shorts. She looked up at me with her big brown eyes and winking started sliding her mouth up and down. I moved my hands to try to push her away, but grabbing my wrists, she pulled my arms down and placed my hands on her tits.
"How do those feel baby?" she asked.
"Oh shit." I said softly as unable to help it, I began to fondle her tits.
They were heavy and firm to the touch. As I slid my hands across them I felt her nipples rubbing across my palms and Mom released a soft sigh, "That feels good honey."
The way she'd said that sent a shiver through my already throbbing cock and I began squeezing her tits harder. Mom leaned forward and I moaned as she began kissing and licking my stomach. Looking up at me, she whispered, "Come on baby, take these shorts off and let me seal our deal, "she giggled, "With a kiss."
I hesitated for a moment. This was totally wrong, this was worse than Mom making the movies; this was me fucking my mother. My red hot mother that was kneeling between my legs promising me everything I'd dreamt of. Mom looked up and made a show of running her tongue along the outline of my cock through the shorts. That was more than I could handle. Removing my hands from her tits I grabbed my shorts and lifting my hips shoved them down. Right or wrong I wasn't going to turn down the chance to watch my porn star mother suck my cock.
"There you go baby!" she laughed, then looking at my cock which had sprung free, cooed, "Oh look at that! Is that for your mom?"
"It's for Nikki." I told her, and then gasped when she wrapped her hand around my cock.
"Yeah, you want to have Nikki Nice suck your nice big dick?"
"Yes." I answered breathlessly as she gave the tip a soft kiss.
"Then tell me." She said as she swirled her tongue around the head of my cock causing me to moan, "Tell me what you want."
"I want you to..." I stopped as she slowly slid her tongue down one side of my shaft then up the other. "Please don't tease me."
"Then tell me what you want," she told me as she started slowly pumping my dripping cock. "I'm not your girlfriend honey," she giggled, "I'm a porn cougar remember? Tell me what you want the way those boys did."
"I want you to suck my cock." I whispered
"Say it again, louder." She told me, I had to wait as she ducked her head and started swirling her tongue across my balls.
'Oh..." I gasped, "I...she stopped licking and I rushed the words out, "I want you to suck my fucking cock!"
"Oh honey!" she laughed, "That's all you need to do!"
Mom opened her mouth and made a show of slowly slipping it over the head of my cock. I moaned softly as she wrapped her lips tightly around me and started sliding her hot wet mouth down my shaft. I sat there holding my breath; my legs trembling as she teasingly took my cock down her throat inch by inch. Mom took me all the way down until I could feel her lower lip touching my balls. The entire time her brown eyes were locked into mine and when she reached the bottom those eyes rolled back in her head and she moaned around my cock.
"Oh fuck!" I moaned as I felt her tongue slide out and lick my balls while she had me buried in her throat.
Mom just as slowly worked my cock back out of her mouth and releasing it sighed, "Oh God this young hard cock tastes so fucking good! Oh, I missed this!"
She opened her mouth and let a line of spit mixed with my pre cum drip out of her mouth and down my shaft. Mom ducked her head and made a show of licking it all back up before sucking me deep into her mouth again She started bobbing her head slowly and I moaned in pleasure as I watched my strep mother suck my cock. She released it again and holding my cock back spit on my balls and again slurped it back up. Placing her lips at the tip of my cock she let some spit dribbled around it and slowly pulled her head back, taking a trail of spit back with her tongue.
With a loud sucking sound, Mom slurped the spit back into her mouth and after kissing my cock looked up at me.
"You think about that? You think about your hot mother sucking you off, you jerk off to blowing a hot load in my face?"
"Yes." I said quickly, "All over your face."
"All over my slutty face?" she asked, "I am, aren't I Bobby, I'm a little slut isn't that right?"
"You're..." I paused then whispered, "A nasty slut."
"Yes!" she exclaimed squeezing my cock, "And what do nasty sluts do?"
"They suck young guy's cocks." I said gaining confidence.
"They do," she then pouted at me, "But even sluts want attention so be a good boy and play with my tits while I blow you."
I'd lost all sense of right and wrong by this point and as her amazing mouth once again engulfed my cock, I reached down and again started fondling the nicest tits I'd ever seen. Mom moaned her approval as she started slowly bobbing her head up and down my cock. I began rolling her hard nipples between my fingers and she sighed softly around my cock. As I played with them I watched as she worked my cock in and out of her mouth. She was moaning softly and her eyes were closed. With a thrill I realized she really was enjoying this, she had wanted me!
That thought caused me to grab her shoulders and pull her up. Mom removed her mouth from my cock and leaning down I took her face in my hands and kissed her. She seemed surprised at first, but quickly kissed me back. I moaned at the feel of her soft lips beneath mine and a moment later, her tongue darted out across my lips. I opened my mouth and eagerly let her tongue play across mine. I didn't care it had just been on my cock, I had wanted to kiss her for years and it was better than I had thought.
Mom moaned softly, and pulling back from me, gave me a surprisingly sweet smile. "That was nice baby," she said quietly, "Maybe we'll go nice and sweet next time, but right honey, nasty Nikki, needs to taste your cum and then watch that pretty face between my legs, how's that?"
"Anything you want!" I exclaimed as she grabbed my cock and started pumping it again.
"Be careful with that baby." She told me as she lowered her self back to my cock. "You have no idea how needy my hot little pussy is."
Mom started to take me back into her mouth, but stopped and with a smile said, "How about a little treat?"
Lifting her tits she wrapped them around my cock and started bouncing up and down. I groaned at the feeling as well as the sight of my dick sliding in between her beautiful tits. Mom bent her head and I gasped when she flicked her tongue across the sensitive head of my cock.
"Hmm, you like tit fucking me honey?" she asked,
"Hell yeah!" I moaned as she pushed them tighter together, "I love your tits!"
"Been thinking about them haven't you?"
"Oh, yes."
"Bet you been thinking of fucking my nasty mouth too." She winked, "I'll let you, here."
Still holding me between her tits, Mom lowered her mouth over my cock and after giving me a few quick sucks, remained still. Remembering the video, I reached out and wrapping my hands in her hair held it tightly and lifting my hips, started fucking her mouth.
"Hmm-mm" she encouraged as I drove my cock deep into her mouth.
She was still holding me between her tits and I was thrusting my hips as hard as I could. Because her tits were in the way I was only going partway into her mouth and as good as it felt began to whimper in frustration. Mom released my cock, and with a laugh, let her tits go and after quickly taking my cock all the way released it and asked, "Better?"
"Oh yeah," I moaned as she ducked her head and licked my balls.
"Then go ahead and fuck my mouth honey, you fuck your Nikki's mouth until you cum!"
She devoured my cock in one quick motion, causing me to cry out as she buried me in her throat. Wrapping my hand even tighter in her hair I resumed fucking her mouth. I moaned loudly as my cock was now plunging deep down her throat. Mom was moaning as well which inspired me to move my hips even faster. She had grabbed my balls and was caressing them and my legs started shaking as I began to get ready to cum. I slowed a little, trying to make it last.
Mom's eyes were once again closed; she obviously loved this, which made it even hotter. I started pushing down on her head as I thrust shoving my cock even deeper and she moaned around me again. I couldn't believe this was happening; I was sitting here face fucking my mother as a reward for not telling my dad she made adult movies. Mom gave my balls a squeeze and I cried out as I felt myself no longer able to hold back.
My hips bucked wildly and I yelled "Oh fuck!" as my cock exploded in my mother's mouth. Mom stopped moving her head and grabbing my cock started jerking it off into my mouth. I whimpered and moaned as I could feel my cum spurting into her. Mom opened her eyes and started into mine as she sucked my spurting cock. I gasped and releasing her hair, slumped back into the chair trying to catch my breath. Between my legs, Mom looked up at me and opening her mouth let the cum dribble out of it and back onto my cock.
Ducking her head she then started at my shaft and proceeded to lick and suck my cock clean, smacking her lips every time she sucked up some of my cum. I sat there unable to speak as I watched her do it; this was even nastier than I thought she'd be. When she finished, Mom licked her lips and sighed, "God you taste good, I love a nice young cock filling my mouth." She smiled, "Not as much as filling my pussy though, and you're going to do that aren't you?"
"Y...yes Nikki."
"But I need some fun too baby."
Standing, Mom grabbed the back of my head and shoved my face into her tit. I eagerly opened my mouth and sucked her swollen pink nipple into my mouth.
"Oh yeah, that's a good boy." She purred as I swirled my tongue around it.
She shifted and shoved the other tit into my mouth and as I started sucking on that one, Mom put her heeled foot up onto the arm of the chair. Grabbing my hand she shoved it between her legs and I moaned around her nipple at the feeling of her smooth and soaking wet pussy. She moved my hand back and forth and taking her meaning I started sliding my fingers through the forbidden folds of my mother's pussy.
"That's it baby." She moaned, "Play with that pussy, get used to it because you're going to be getting a lot of it!"
I continued to lick her nipple as my finger caressed her wet flesh. I slid them to the top and Mom groaned when my fingers passed over her hard clit. I started rubbing faster, enjoying the way her hips jumped each time I touched her clit.
"Inside," she said as she rested her hand on the back of my head. "Shove your fingers inside."
I did as she asked, pushing two fingers into her and as she gave a delighted squeal I gasped at how hot and wet she was. She leaned over and put her arms around my shoulders as I started thrusting my fingers into her.
"Put your thumb on my clit," she said in my ear, "Rub it nice and hard honey," she sighed as my thumb found her clit, "You have to be good to me too." She purred.
"I...I'm sorry." I said feeling stupid.
"No worries honey, that's why I like nice young studs, I'm going to teach you just how to fuck me." She laughed, "And many young girls will thank me for it!"



Her laugh turned into a hot moan as I started rubbing her clit in circles. The moan sent a thrill through me and I realized my cock hadn't even gone down, but was still standing at attention between my legs. Mom moaned again then lifting her other leg, placed it on the chair as well so she was squatting over me. She leaned more of her weight on me, but with her legs now open I was able to start driving my fingers deeper inside of her.
"That's it honey, nice and hard, I like it like that!" she moaned in my ear.
To my delight she rested her head on my shoulder and I felt her body relax. She began emitting soft sighs in my ear each time my fingers plunged into her and I could feel her thigh trembling against the edge of my hand as I began pressing harder on her clit. Mom began rocking into my hand and she was breathing hard in my ear. The feeling of her hot breath on my neck and her even hotter pussy around my fingers had my own hips rocking and I began moaning around her nipple as I pushed my hard cock up at her.
I groaned when the tip hit her thigh and sitting up, Mom reached back and grabbed my cock.
"Oh, youth and enthusiasm!" she laughed, "Okay baby, your hot little Nikki will let you have some pussy."
Still holding my cock, she let her legs down until she was kneeling on my thighs and leaning back pressed the head of my cock to her pussy. Holding onto my shoulder she gave me a wink and letting her weight go drove my cock inside of her.
"Oh shit!" I cried out as my cock was engulfed by her amazingly hot and extremely wet pussy.
"Fuck yes!" Mom called out in my ear. "That big dick feels so fucking good!"
I gasped as Mom started rapidly bouncing up and down on my lap, riding me hard and fast. The chair was squeaking and I was afraid it would break she was driving into me so hard. Then again who the hell cared? I was getting the shit fucked out of me by a smoking hot cougar who just happened to be my mother and was screaming in my ear telling me how good my cock felt. Mom's big tits were bouncing in front of my face and bending my head, I fastened my lips to her right nipple.
"That's baby!" she moaned, "Fuck your cock feels good!"
Her pussy felt damn good that was for sure. I'd never had a girl fuck me like this. My hips were barely moving, but Mom was lifting herself up until I was almost completely out of her, before slamming back down on me. We both moaned every time she came down on me and she was so wet I could feel my thighs getting wet. I had wrapped my hands around her waist and was enjoying guiding her hips as she fucked me.
'Hold on!" Mom moaned in my ear. "I need to cum!"
The chair was only a couple of feet from the edge of the bed and keeping my cock inside her, Mom leaned back and bracing her hands on the edge of the bed started grinding her hips into me. I groaned as my cock was bent at an angle and her pussy was now teasing me. Grabbing my hand, Mom placed it on her pussy and whispered, "Make me cum on that nice young cock!"
I didn't need to be told twice and placing my thumb back on her clit started rubbing it in hard circles.
"Oh, just like that!" she moaned. "Be good to your Mom!"
I couldn't believe how could she looked! She was propped up on her elbows and those perfect tits were bouncing as she pushed herself on and off my cock, she was sweating and sandy brown hair was sticking to one of her cheeks. Her mouth was open and she was moaning louder each time she slipped my cock inside her. I watched my thumb rubbing her swollen button and even better was the sight of my cock working into her open pussy. Mom gasped and cried out,
"Don't stop! Right there baby! Make me cum make me...Oh!"
Mom let her head fall back and emitted the loudest cry I'd ever heard from a woman. Her hips started grinding wildly onto my cock and her back was arching, pushing me deeper into her. Mom cried out again and I groaned as I felt her hot pussy contract around my swollen cock. Mom gasped then released another loud cry and I felt a warm gush of fluid flow around my cock. Mom whimpered and pulling back slipped my cock from inside her.
"Holy shit!' I exclaimed when along with my cock a stream of sticky fluid spurted from her pussy.
"Hmmm didn't know I could squirt could you?" she giggled, "Guess they didn't put that video up there!"
Mom dropped her legs to the floor and pushed herself backwards until she was on the bed. Lifting her legs, she let them fall open and beckoned to me.
"Get over here and fuck me like I need it!"
I stood up and stepping forward grabbed her around each ankle. Her pussy was right at the edge of the bed and leaning forward I slammed my cock into her pussy so hard my balls hit her ass.
'Fuck yeah!" she cried out. "Just like that baby! Fuck the shit out of me! Show your mother how bad you wanted her!"
I spread her legs further open and started fucking her as hard as I could. I'd never fucked like this before and realized those movies weren't bullshit, older women really did love cock! Beneath me, Mom had grabbed her tits and was playing with her nipples as I continued to pound her pussy. She was so wet my cock was making wet sucking sounds when I slid it out and my thighs were soaking wet from her pussy squirting when I drove back into her.
Mom was yelping each time I slammed into her and her sweat slicked tits looked amazing. I was sweating quite a bit myself and could also feel myself getting ready to cum again. I started breathing heavier and pumping her even faster when she cried out, "Stop, I want you to suck me off first!"
I slowed down and sitting up, she pushed me in the chest. I reluctantly slid my cock from her then moaned when she quickly took my dripping cock into her mouth and started slurping on it. She moaned as she sucked me down to my wet balls and I grabbed her hair as she started sucking me hard and fast. My legs started to shake and removing me from her mouth she gasped, "Damn I love how I taste off a nice young dick." looking up at me she winked, "Now why don't you see how good I taste?"
I quickly dropped to my knees and as Mom placed her feet on my shoulders eagerly buried my face in her sopping wet snatch.
"Oh look at you!" she cried out as I plunged my tongue into her hot little box. "Oh, you want that pussy don't you baby?"
"I need this pussy!" I moaned as I began licking hr pussy up and down.
"I like that!" she purred, "Oh I like that! Tell me again, but say my name!"
"Nikki I want your pussy!" I moaned as I worked my tongue back down through the hot folds of her pink flesh. "I want to make you cum!"
"Keep going and you will." Reaching down, she spread her pussy open, "Suck that clit! Suck your slutty mother off!"
I fastened my lips around her clit and started to suck it in and out of my mouth. Mom moaned and started shoving her hips into my face. My cheeks were already soaked and my mouth was full of her juice and I loved every bit of it! Goddamn she tasted good. Even as I sucked on her, I thought of what she had said, it wouldn't be just once, I could fuck her all the time!
"Come on baby, use your fingers!" she moaned.
I obediently shoved two fingers into her dripping pussy and she cried out as I started shoving them in roughly.
"That's it! That's how I like it!" she yelled, "Good and hard, I'm not one of your little girls Bobby!"
I started moving my fingers faster and sucking her clit harder. I was desperate to fuck her again and wanted her to cum nice and hard so she would let me. Mom was moaning and wiggling her hips. Her pussy smelled and tasted so sweet and the sound of my fingers plunging into her pussy was getting me harder by the second. I didn't think things could get any wilder until she called out.
"Shove a finger in my ass!" I paused and she thrust her hips at me. "I said put it in my ass!"
I brought my other hand up and quickly shoved my finger into her pink rosebud. Mom let out a loud squeal and started rocking her hips into my fingers. I'd never felt a girl's ass before and couldn't believe how tight it was, I could also feel my fingers sliding into her pussy through the thin skin between her pussy and ass.
"Look at you! Fingering my ass, you like that ass baby?"
"Yes." I managed to say around her clit.
"Yeah, it nice and tight? Wait until you get your cock in there!"
I slowed up wondering if I heard her right and she continued, "I'm going to let you baby, I'm going to let you fuck your mother's tight little ass, after all, I am in your debt!"
I'd continued sucking her clit and between that and her talking herself up, Mom went off like a rocket. She let out another long loud wail and began bucking wildly, grinding her pussy in my face. I fought to keep my lips on her clit and my fingers moving as she writhed and squealed on the bed. I gasped as she wrapped her legs around my head, trapping my face between my thighs. I didn't care one bit and kept my tongue moving as she continued to moan. She gasped as she had before and shoved her pussy hard into my face. Her body seemed to pause then with a loud cry her hips jerked and my face was sprayed with a gush of warm sticky fluid.
She dropped her legs and grabbing my hair held my head as she lifted her pussy and cried out again. Another squirt of her cum sprayed from her pussy and directly into my mouth. I swallowed it and moaning at how good it tasted lunged forward and started licking and sucking the wet lips of her pussy.
"Oh good boy!" she moaned, "Clean that pussy for me! Oh, I am going to give it to you so good for that!"
Mom sat up and grabbing my shoulders pulled. I stood up and as soon as my cock was in front of her face it went into her mouth. Wrapping her arms around my waist, Mom pulled me into her, shoving my cock all the way into her mouth. She started bobbing her head furiously, and grabbing her hair I started fucking her mouth. Mom stayed still and moaned as I once again face fucked her. Yanking her face from my cock, Mom rolled over onto her hands and knees and lowering her head to the pillow pointed her ass at me.
Her pussy was at the exact height of my cock and grabbing her hips I plowed into her so hard she almost fell onto her face.
"Oh my fucking god!" she called out as I started hammering away at her.
I shook the sweat from my eyes and took in the sight of Mom's magnificent ass and body, her back was covered in sweat and her long hair was plastered to it. Reaching up, I grabbed the back of the white bra and using it as a handle pulled her towards me as I fucked her.
"Look at you!" she cried out, "Go ahead baby pull my hair too!"
I grabbed the end of her hair and pulled her head up as I slammed the shit out of her. Mom squealed in pleasure as I repeatedly slammed my cock into her squirting pussy,. She clamped her legs against my thighs and the feeling of her stockings against my legs added yet another sensation to my fucking her. Looking down at her round firm ass, I let go of her hair and gave her ass a gentle slap.
'Oh come on!" she called over her shoulder, "Better than that!"
I lifted my hand and gave her a good hard slap that stung my own palm. Mom yelped then laughed, "Other side!" I smacked her other cheek and she moaned as I did. I let her bra go and digging my fingers into her sweaty hips started going as hard as I could. Mom was moaning continuously and I could feel my balls slapping against her pussy. I looked down at her ass and imagined spraying a nice hot load of cum there when she called out. "Stop!"
I groaned, but did as she asked. I needed to cum and hadn't wanted to stop. My eyes widened as reaching back behind her, Mom spread her cheeks open exposing her asshole.
"Go on baby, come take my ass."
"I...I never...."
"Ohhh than that's even better, I get to be the first ass you fuck." She looked over her shoulder, "Let's go Bobby, don't be a little boy, be a man, fuck your nasty little Nikki in the ass."
Grabbing my cock I placed it against her ass and started to slowly push it in. I groaned at how tight it was and how different it felt, it was tighter and not as wet, but damn it felt good! I started to ease a little deeper then cried out as Mom shoved herself backwards, burying my cock balls deep in her ass.
"Fuck yeah!" she cried out as she began to rock back and forth sliding my cock in and out of her ass. "Oh, that feels good! I love it in my ass!"
Grabbing her hips again I started fucking her, but more slowly. Mom was moving in time with my thrusts and I watched transfixed as my glistening cock slid in and out of my mother's ass.
"Yeah, you thought about this didn't you?" she asked. "You want to fuck my ass just like that kid in the video, don't you? Fuck your nasty mother like she deserves it, treat her like a slut!"
"Oh yeah!" I exclaimed as I started fucking her harder. "Fuck her like a pig!"
"Pig?" she moaned, "You like that one; you want me to be your pig? I'll be anything you want, now stop playing and really fuck me! You saw that movie I can take it baby, now give it to me! I want you to fuck my ass until you cum!"
That was all I needed to hear, I drew my hips back and after a brief pause to take a breath let loose and started tearing into her ass as hard as I could. Mom released a high pitched squeal that sent a shiver through me and started driving her own hips back into me as hard as she could. She was yelping and squealing loudly, but fucking me as hard as I was fucking her. Her tight ass was spreading around my cock and I was plunging in there faster and harder than before. The sight of my cock slamming into her ass was driving me crazy and again I could feel my legs start to shake.
Somehow I found a way to start going even harder. My heart was pounding and I was breathing like a bull, there was no way I wasn't going to cum this time. I began to tear into her with everything I had and Mom's screams fueled my fire. I groaned as I felt the cum beginning to build up within me and started gasping with every thrust.
"That's it baby cum for me!" she moaned in between squeals, "But pull it out! I want it all over my tits!"
I gave her a few more short brutal thrusts and whipping my cock out, squeezed it like they did in the movies. Mom, rolled over and sitting on the edge of the bed, held her tits up for me. I started pumping my cock and let out a loud yell as my cum exploded from it and hit her in the chest between her tits. I'd cum so hard it splattered showering both her tits with white drops. I aimed my cock lower and the next squirt caught her directly on her right nipple. Reaching out, Mom grabbed my cock and started pumping it herself, she turned to the side so the next shot hit her other nipple, the lowering her head, placed the tip of my cock in her mouth and started sucking it.
"Oh my God!" I whimpered as her tongue swirled around the sensitive head of my cock.
Mom kept sucking and I began to squirm I couldn't take it anymore and grabbing her hair pulled my cock from her mouth. As I stood there gasping, Mom began scooping my cum from her tits and sucking it into her mouth. When she finished she gave me a tired smile, "Goddamn, you fucked the shit out of me Bobby!"
"I..." I paused and realizing my knees were starting to buckle, sat on the edge of the bed next to her. "I...Mom you were....holy shit!" was all I could get out.
Mom laughed, then grabbing my shoulder, pulled me backwards. "Lie back honey."
I did as she said and we both slid up on my bed until we were completely on it. I lay on my back gasping and rolling over onto her elbow, Mom looked down at me.
"Have fun baby?"
"Oh yeah." I breathed.
'Me too," she smiled, "Bobby you really did fuck me good, me and you are going to have a lot of fun!"
I nodded slowly as now that we were done it began to dawn on me what had just happened.
"Hey," Mom said, tracing my cheek with her nail. "Know what I really liked?"
"I...no idea." I said softly.
"I really liked that sweet little kiss you gave me." She gave me a smile that looked almost shy, "Can I have another?"
I looked at her and asked, "Really?"
"Really." She shrugged, "Bad girls like to be sweet to and that was a nice kiss."
She leaned down and gently pressed her lips to mine. I closed my eyes and as before kissed her softly. Her lips slid gently across mine and she sighed softly in her throat as my tongue entered her mouth. She put her hand on my chest and I slid my arm around her shoulders. We began to kiss harder as our tongues danced across each other. I could feel her nipple pressing into my side and her warm skin felt good against my arm. Mom broke the kiss and smiled,
"That was nice. We'll have to take our time next time." She sighed and looking down at me asked, "You want a next time don't you baby?"
"I...you know we really shouldn't and..."
"Little late now honey." She laughed, "We're lying here naked with each other's cum in our mouths and your cock was just in your mother's ass. Point of no return Bobby."
"I guess." I shrugged, and then sighed, "Damn you were hot!"
"Glad you enjoyed it, like I said Bobby we're going to be fucking a lot and we're both going to love it."
"But dad...."
"If you cared, you wouldn't have fucked me." She pointed out. "You were the one jerking off to me Bobby, you were stroking to those movies, so don't play innocent. We're both going to get what we need from this."
"I guess you're right." I said.
"And you're not going to say anything about those movies right?"
"Right." I agreed.
"Okay, well just in case you change your mind?" Mom sat up and pointed. "Look over there."
I sat up and looked to see her pointing at my desk. I hadn't noticed the lap top was open and....The small blue light of my web cam was on.
"You...you taped us!" I exclaimed.
"I did honey." She put her hands out. "I don't want your father ever knowing and now if you tell him about it the next movie he'll see is his son fucking the shit out of his mother." She winked. "Stalemate."
"That's....blackmail!" I told her.
"No, its insurance." She told me, and then seeing I was upset leaned in and kissed my cheek.
"You weren't going to say anything anyway Bobby and you know it. You're going to want more of this pussy and I'll always give it to you, but just in case, I did what I had too."
She turned my face to hers and gave me a pout, "Are you mad at your little Nikki?"
"I..."
"I'll make it up to you honey, just like I did tonight! I told you, anything you want whenever you want!"
"Damn." I said looking down at her amazing body.
"Tell you what honey," she said, wiping my sweaty hair from my eyes, "How about you and I take a long hot shower together, then go into my room and we'll watch a movie."
"A movie?" I asked.
"Yup," she nodded, "A hot new release, Nikki Nice starring in My Mother's a Porn Star."
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"Oh, shit!" I exclaimed as I pulled into the driveway and saw my father's car there. I'd been in such a hurry to get home so I could play with myself while reading my latest acquisition, I'd forgotten to change back into the jeans and t-shirt I'd left the house in. I was more than halfway home when it hit me I was still wearing the skimpy little red tank top and short black skirt I'd changed into at Michelle's house when I picked her up for class.
I had almost turned around, but was getting so horny in anticipation of cumming I was starting to squirm in my seat. I was always home before dad, and mom was usually later than him. I was so worked up; my fingers were sliding between my legs every time I caught a red light and said screw it, I would just go home. Screwing was actually what I had hoped to be doing, but Rob, my latest boyfriend, had to go to some family thing right after school.
Truth be told, sex with Rob was almost a tease these days. Sure he was cute and had no issues with playing with me as much as I played with him, but he was too nice. These days I fantasized about playing rough and when I mentioned it to him a couple of nights ago when his folks weren't home and we'd fucked in his bedroom, he asked me if I was nuts. I didn't bother explaining it to him and just settled for giving him a blow job and pretending he was shoving it down my throat rather than just lying there, respectfully letting me take care of him. Hell I couldn't even get him to pull my hair and when it came to sex?
Rob always went slow and easy, which was okay in the beginning, but not anymore. I wasn't an inexperienced virgin; I'd been having sex for a year now and had been with three guys in that time, I didn't need to be treated like a princess, now I wanted to be fucked like a whore! I'd told him that and he had seemed offended. That had made me wonder if maybe I should find another guy. Who the hell has a problem with their girl telling them to fuck her harder? Then again, like me, Rob was only nineteen; maybe I needed to find an older guy.
I shut the car off and felt a shudder go through me. Oh, yeah, that was exactly what I needed! An older man to take me the way I needed to be. To show me what happens to a bad girl like me who wants to be treated like the dirty little slut she'd love to be! I got out of the car and after a brief debate, decided to go in through the front. If dad was home, odds are he would either be in his workshop in the basement or in his den watching TV. I entered the house quietly and after walking through the small hallway came out into the living room where I stopped in my tracks. Dad was on the couch, but sleeping, his head turned away from the television that was showing some sports show.
"Oh, damn." I whispered, licking my lips and already feeling my pussy heating up.
Dad was only wearing a pair of shorts and my eyes hungrily worked their way over his scantily clad body. My father was a personal trainer and led by example. His stomach was flat and hard, his shoulders broad, and even relaxed, I could see the muscles in his arms. Speaking of muscles, my eyes lingered on the one in his shorts. I wondered if dad was having a particularly good dream because the bulge was pretty damn big.
I knew I should be slipping passed him and up to my room, but couldn't move. Instead I imagined walking over to the couch and dropping to my knees. I would pull his shorts down and take his nice big dick into my pretty little mouth. Dad would wake up and grab my hair and start shoving his cock deeper into my mouth, so deep my eyes would water and all the while telling me what a slut I was for blowing my daddy. My hand strayed up to my tit and I began rubbing my aching nipple through my shirt.
I jumped when he turned his head, but his eyes were still closed and I remained where I was letting my lust filled mind continued. Dad would yank me from his cock and make me get on my knees. I'd be bent over the arm of the couch and grabbing my hips he would slam his prick hard into my tight young pussy, so hard I'd squeal. Dad would fuck the shit out of me, pulling my hair and spanking my firm little ass.
I was aware that my legs were moving back and forth, my thighs rubbing together as my wet pussy yearned for my step father's cock. I suppose I should feel bad, wanting to fuck my daddy But hell, with that body and his thick black hair and pretty blue eyes, it was hard to see him as anything other than a hot as hell older guy. One I sure as hell wouldn't mind fucking.
At times, when my mind really had me in heat, I wondered if he would want to fuck me. Maybe it was wishful thinking, but I swear dad checked me out sometimes. I was damn sure he watched me through his den window when I was sunbathing. Of course I usually had a couple of friends over and he could be looking at them, but a girl could dream couldn't she? Dreaming of my father was what I had been doing a lot of lately, much more since I'd snuck that book out of Cindy's house.
That thought, along with my overheated pussy, spurred me to finally move. My sandals had heels so wakening gingerly; I began tiptoeing across the room. I'd almost reached the staircase when dad called out, "Hey Melanie, hold on a minute."
With an air of resignation I turned around to see dad, now sitting up.
"Hi daddy!" I exclaimed, flashing him a huge smile.
"Don't daddy me, Mel, "Come over here."
I slowly walked back over to the couch and saw dad looking at my legs. Despite the fact I was pretty sure I was going to get yelled at, I liked seeing his eyes there. My own gaze immediately fell between his legs and noticed that bulge hadn't gotten any smaller. When I reached him, he made a show of looking me up and down, which again, although for the wrong reason, got me hot nonetheless.
"Umm, what are you doing home?" I asked nervously as his eyes were now lingering on my tight tank top.
"A pipe burst at the gym, I'll be home tomorrow too. So, is this how you come home every day while your mom and I are at work?"
"What do you...?"
"Oh please, Melanie, you didn't go to school like that! You're mother would never let you."
"I..." I put my head down, "I changed at Michelle's this morning."
"And forgot to change back." He nodded, "But figured no one was here."
"I..." seeing no way out, I looked up and pushing my lips out into a pout looked up with my big brown eyes and whispered, "Sorry Daddy."
"Only because you got caught and don't think the big eyes and calling me daddy, is getting you off the hook." He gave me another quick up and down, "Christ, kid you know I'm not as bad as your mother, but you look like a slut."
Him saying the word slut sent a shiver through me, but I quickly recovered, "Daddy, that's not nice to say!"
"It's true." He shook his head. "Shit Melanie you don't have much on top, but that thing is so tight that's all anyone can see when they look at you."
"They're not that little!" I said defensively.
"They're not big enough to be showing like that if you were wearing a shirt that wasn't meant for a ten year old."
"Well..."
"Turn around." He interrupted me.
"What?" I asked in surprise.
"You heard me, turn around."
I did as he said and looking back over my shoulder saw he was staring at my ass. As much as I liked that, I started to turn around, but grabbing my hips, he held me still.
"I didn't tell you to turn around!" he snapped.
"Yes daddy."
I'd said that in a whisper as the feeling of his powerful hands on my hips caused a warm wave of moisture to flow between my legs. I jumped when I heard something hit the floor in front of me and looking down saw it was the remote to the TV.
"Pick that up." Dad said behind me.
I started to sink down to my knees to do as he asked when he stopped me by squeezing my hips even harder.
"No, bend over and pick it up."
His command sent another wave of heat through me and slowly I bent over in front of him. Picking up the remote I peeked between my legs to see his face inches from my ass. I could feel my skirt rising as I bent and realized he was probably staring at my all but bare ass. I didn't know what was going on here, but I was starting to feel as if I were in one of the stories I'd been reading lately. That illusion was shattered when Dad let me go and snapped, "Stand up and turn around."
I did as he said and taking the remote from my hand he said, "Jesus Christ Melanie, I could see your ass when you bent over and what the hell are you wearing, dental floss?"
"It's a...."
"I know what it is!" he waved his hand, "Not that your prude mother would ever wear one, but I've seen thongs before." He sighed, "Melanie you know how we feel about you dressing like..."
"Daddy, I'm nineteen!" I told him. "I'm a freshman in college; I'm not a little girl."
"No, not with an ass like that you're not." He said.
My eyes widened at his words and he paused and frowned as if he had let that slip. I immediately looked down at his crotch and felt my heart begin to beat faster, his hand was in his lap, but I could still see the bulge at the edge of it, he was hard!
"Were you looking at my..." I began, hoping that...
"Hell no!" he exclaimed, "Well, I mean I was, but not like that!"
"Oh," I said, wondering if he could hear the disappointment in my voice. "Sorry, I..."
"I just meant you're not a kid anymore and all the reason not to be advertising what you have. Never mind sneaking around like that. That's no different than lying Melanie. You want to dress different we talk about it, you don't do dumb things like this."
"But you guys will always say no, you'd rather me dress like a damn tomboy." I said disgustedly.
"There's a middle ground, you don't have to be a tomboy, but we're not going to let you dress like a slutty schoolgirl either."
"You're calling me a slut again." I told him, although I didn't mind, "That's..."
"What you look like and what everyone will think."
"Are...are you going to tell mom?" I asked, giving him the lip again, except this time, I made it tremble and widened my eyes.
"I..." he sighed, "I hate when you do that. I..."
"Please daddy!" I bent down and kissed his cheek, "I'll be a good girl I promise."
"You look like a bad girl."
I wanted to tell him I would be more than happy to be that for him too, but instead, just gave him another pout.
"Fine, I won't say anything," he said waving his hand at me, "Now go upstairs and if it happens again, we'll go through your closet and get rid of whatever we don't like."
"Thank you daddy!"
I gave him another kiss and turning walked slowly towards the stairs. I took my time going up the stairs, knowing the higher I got the more I would be showing, when I was at the next to the last stair I turned around quickly and was delighted to catch Dad looking up at me. As soon as he saw me, he moved quickly and I saw his hand cover his crotch again. As he looked nervously back at me, I gave him a big smile and turning, bent over on the top step to pretend to fix my sandal. Straightening, I resisted the urge to look back and once I got past his line of sight all but ran into my room to masturbate.
*****
As soon as I closed the door behind me, I pulled my top off and reaching behind me, removed my bra. I shook my head, enjoying the way my long dark hair felt across my back. I unzipped my skirt and standing in front of the mirror in the back of my door, playfully shimmied out of it. Standing there in just my red thong, I cupped my small perky tits and pouting whispered, "You made fun of my tits daddy, please kiss them and make it up to them."
I gave my hard pink nipples a stroke with my fingers and moaned softly. Damn I was wound up! Turning around, I hooked my fingers into the sides of my thing and bending over, slid it down to my ankles. Looking over my shoulder, I saw my smooth pink pussy peeking out from between my thighs and even in the mirror could see I was wet. Kicking the thong off, I climbed onto my bed and rolling over onto my back spread my legs wide and slipped my hand between my legs.
My bed was opposite the mirror and I smiled at the sight of my pink tipped fingers stroking my pretty little pussy. I moaned as I slid two fingers into my wet hot slit and removing them, quickly sucked them into my mouth. I rolled my eyes back at the taste and sucking on my fingers, imagined them as a nice big dick. Except unlike my fingers that dick wouldn't be still, but would be fucking my mouth, forcing me to take every inch!
On that note, it was time for a little inspiration! Not that Dad wasn't usually enough, but I couldn't wait to check out my latest prize. Rolling over onto my side, I reached under my mattress and pulled out the paperback I had ordered online and had sent to me at Michelle's house. Propping myself up on the pillows, I looked at the cover which showed a young blonde girl with her hands tied behind her back, being fucked over a desk. The title made to look as if it was written in lipstick was "Daddy likes it rough!"
Ever since Michelle had showed me a book she'd found in her mother's closet entitled "Daddy's good girl" I'd been obsessed with not only daddy daughter fantasies, but most of that book the fathers had been rough on their naughty little girls and I had cum multiple times to every story. I had never thought of rough demeaning sex, but those bad girls being taken like that had me dying to be one! Michelle had been appalled, maybe because it was her mother's and tossed it into the trash. When she left the room to go to the bathroom, I'd snuck it home with me and been hooked ever since.
I licked my lips and slid my wet fingers back down between my legs. Opening up the book to the first story and began to read.
"Oh, daddy, please stop! I'll be good I promise!" Susan cried out as her father continued to spank her bare ass.
"You said that last time you little slut!" He exclaimed, punctuating his sentence with another stinging slap across her stinging ass.
'Oh...please daddy! I...I'll be your good girl I promise! I...oh!"
Susan cried out as her father dealt her tender backside several slaps in quick succession. She was lying across his lap and kicking her feet wildly as he continued to discipline her. Her skirt was over her hips and her panties were around her ankles, leaving her entire ass exposed to him and he was doing his best to turn every inch of it red.
"Good girl?" he laughed, "You don't want to be a good girl, you love being a dirty little pig don't you?"
He slapped her again, but this time his large hand stayed on her burning ass and squeezed her cheek hard. Susan moaned, but not just from the stinging, but how when he'd squeezed he'd spread her cheeks open. His fingers were on the inside of her thigh, inches from her very wet pussy. She begin to squirm on his lap, hoping he would move his fingers and touch her the way he always did when she was a bad girl.
"I asked you a question, you little whore!" dad yelled, pulling her pony tail and lifting her head up."
"No, I...I'm a good girl really!" she yelled even as she tried to move her hips and push her pussy closer to him.
He laughed and inched his fingers closer, deliberately teasing her and Susan whimpered in frustration. She had her hands on the floor helping to balance herself, and raising her right began to squeeze her small, but hard nipple through her shirt, oh, she needed it so bad!
"So, you think you're a good girl?"
"Yes daddy! I'm your good girl!"
"Hmm, let's see."
"Oh daddy!"
Susan called out in pleasure as his thick fingers thrust between her legs and into her quivering pussy.
My own fingers slipped into my pussy and began pumping as hard as I could, imagining them as my own father's fingers.
"You're wet you little pig!" dad exclaimed, "You do love being a pig!"
"I'm your pig daddy!" she moaned, "I'm anything you want me to be! I...oh ow!"
Susan yelped in pain as he suddenly stood up and she fell off of his lap. She hit the floor hard and cried out again as he grabbed her by her pony tail and dragged her to his knees.
My fingers slid from inside of my pussy and sliding up to my clit started rubbing it hard and fast in anticipation of what was coming next.
Holding her head up, by her hair, her father used his free hand to unzip his pant and removing his hard cock said, "Go ahead, you little slut, suck your daddy's cock!"
Susan opened her mouth and took him into it, she began sucking slowly, trying to be a good girl and please him.
"Oh, please don't tease it, suck it!"
Susan gurgled as he shoved the entire length of his long thick cock into her mouth and down her throat. When her lips were touching his balls, he began thrusting in and out.
"That's it you little bitch, you suck that cock! It's all sluts like you are good for isn't it"
Susan couldn't speak all she could do was whimper pathetically as her father held her head still and repeatedly fucked her mouth. Her eyes were watering and he was hurting her throat, but at the same time her pussy was dripping and she sucked as best she could, hoping if she pleased him, her daddy would make her cum.
"Oh fuck! Oh, yeah that's it you little oh yeah!"
He cried out and Susan moaned as his cock twitched and his cum began filling her mouth. He was fucking her so hard and there was so much cum, she gagged and as he pulled his cock out his cum drooled down her chin and tits and spilled onto the floor.
"You made a mess!" he said.
"I'm sorry Daddy! I....
"Clean it up!"
Susan was suddenly pushed down to the floor until her face was just over the puddle of cum on the floor.
"I said, lick it up you....
"Oh yes!" I moaned as my back arched and dropping the book, I began to play with my right nipple.
I gave it a hard pinch, imagining it as Dad's hand fingers doing it and that small jolt of pain sent me over the edge. I bit my lips so I wouldn't cry out louder and squirmed on the bed as my pussy convulsed and waves of pleasure crashed through me. I straightened my legs and curled my toes and with another muffled squeal, I felt my pussy contract and slumped onto the bed as a warm gush of sticky fluid coated my fingers. I lay there panting and reaching for the book, planned on doing some more reading and some more cumming. That one had just taken the edge off, now I was going to take my time and really...
I jumped at a knock on the door and my eyes widened when I saw the doorknob begin to turn, shit, I'd forgotten to lock it. The door opened partway and I heard Dad say, "Hey Melanie, can I borrow your I-pod? I want to...oh!"
I had yanked the two big pillows quickly down in front of me and yelled, "I'm not dressed!"
"Jesus, I'm sorry." Dad said, his face turning red.
I sat there trying to get my heart to stop pounding and noticed that he was staring at my bare legs which were sticking straight out as I'd only been able to cover my tits and lap.
"Its...its okay. I should have locked my door when I was going to change."
"Ummm, why are you naked on your bed?" he asked, his eyes finally making their way to my face.
"How do you know I'm naked?" I asked, really wondering, "I have....umm, my underwear on,and "giving it a shot I added," Wanna see?"



"No! I...I believe you." He said as he came closer to the bed, "Hey Melanie?"
"Yes, daddy?" I asked nervously as he stared closely at me.
"Why are you red and sweaty?"
"Oh, uh...."
"You feeling okay?" he asked, stopping near the foot of the bed.
Seeing my way out, I shrugged, "No, I...I've been having hot flashes all day, that's why I decided to lay down and was too hot to put anything on."
"Oh, sorry I bothered you."
He was rocking from foot to foot as if he was nervous and I saw his eyes staring down towards the pillow. I looked down to see that he could see the side of my leg and hip and realized he knew I wasn't wearing anything.
"That's okay. My I-pod's on my..."
"Hey!" he snapped as he reached down to the bed, "What the hell is this?"
To my horror, he held up the book.
"I..."
Turning it to face him, his eyes widened, "Daddy likes it rough?" looking up at me he shook his head, "Are you fucking kidding me Melanie? What is this sick shit?"
"Daddy, I..."
"Don't call me that!" he exclaimed, "Not with this damn thing in my hand!"
Giving me a disgusted look, he opened up the book and started to read. I swallowed hard and stammered, "D...Dad, please don't look at...."
"This is fucking disgusting!" he said slamming the book shut. "That girl was fucking her ..." he stopped short and his eyes locked into mine. He looked down at the back of the book, which had a list of the names of the stories and whispered, "They're all fucking their daughters! Shit, 'Bound for my daddy?' Are you kidding?"
"I..." I could feel the tears welling up in my eyes, I was so screwed!
"And... oh my god!" he slapped the book against his thigh. "You...you're all red and hot because you were.....playing with yourself."
He whispered the last part and I saw him swallow hard as his eyes quickly roamed the length of my legs. "I...."
"Hey what's going on in here?" Mom's voice came from the doorway, causing us both to jump.
Turning around, Dad shrugged and said, "Oh, I just came into get Mel's I-Pod and she was saying she don't feel good."
"Oh," Mom came in and walked over to the bed.
I noticed Dad quickly tuck the paperback into his jeans behind his back and turned so mom wouldn't see it. I looked up at Mom who as always was dressed in one of those ridiculous pant suits she always wore to work. Mom was only in her early forties, but dressed older and despite the fact I thought she had a nice shape she never showed it. Not for the first time, I wondered if she was keeping Dad happy in bed, I'd once heard him yelling that she was always tired. My thoughts snapped back when mom asked, "Honey, why aren't you wearing anything?"
"Oh, I..."
"Especially with Dad here."
"I kind of walked in on her." He said, "She said she was so hot she was sweating through everything."
"Oh, you poor thing, you do look flushed." Mom touched my forehead and nodded. "You're clammy, I'll go get some Nyquil and you can get a good night's sleep, if you're sick you should skip class tomorrow."
Mom started to head out, and looking over her shoulder said, "Come on Alex, let Melanie get under the covers so she can rest"
"One second"
Leaning over, Dad said softly, "You're staying home from school tomorrow."
"I...I am?" I whispered back.
"Yes, you are. You and I are going to have a long talk about your nasty behavior."
"S...sorry daddy." I whispered,
"No," he shook his head, "That's not cutting it this time; that's some sick shit, Melanie."
"What are you...."
"Tomorrow," he said and seeing mom looking gave me a kiss on the forehead. "You don't leave this room, until we talk, got it?"
I nodded and began to answer when he cut me off, by placing his lips to me ear and whispering, "Your ass is in a lot of trouble little girl."
*****
I sat at my desk, trying to focus on the English assignment due on Friday. As I'd said I would, I told my mother I didn't feel good and stayed home from class. Part of me had just wanted to go to school to avoid Dad and the ensuing lecture and punishment I was going to get. Then I figured prolonging it would only make it worse and right now it seemed he wasn't going to tell my mom. I'd barely slept last night wondering how much trouble I was really in and how I was going to be punished.
After awhile of lying there I'd found my mind turning back to my fantasies and imagined being in the kind of trouble I really wanted to be in. Getting up, I'd locked my door and gone over to my desk. Going online, I watched a couple of step father videos I bookmarked and putting my feet up on the desk got off long and hard watching a step father fuck the shit out of his naughty daughter. It wasn't as hot as it would have been her real daddy, but still fun. I'd gone to bed and spent the night tossing and turning, my racing mind alternating between worrying about Dad and fantasizing about him as well. Maybe he was right, maybe I was sick.
I gave up on sleeping at six in the morning and even though Dad had said to stay in my room, I went to the bathroom and took a shower before returning to my room where I figured I would try to do some work on my paper. I jumped when I heard the downstairs door close and getting up, peeked out my window to see mom leaving for work. As always, it was another suit with her long dark hair pulled up. One of these days I was going to have to talk to her about trying to dress a little sexier, I know Dad wouldn't mind.
Speaking of Dad, I figured with mom leaving he would come up soon. I walked back over to my bed and sat down on the edge of it. As I waited for him, I looked at my reflection. Figuring this morning I would be better off with cute little girl than how I came home yesterday I was wearing a pink nightshirt that went about halfway down my thighs. The shirt was loose enough I didn't bother with a bra, but all my panties these days were thongs and I had a red lace one under it. Unlike my mini skirt yesterday I wasn't worried about Dad see it so figured it didn't matter.
I looked up at the sound of my father's heavy footfalls on the steps and took a deep breath as I heard him coming down the hallway. I'd left the door unlocked after my shower and felt my heart begin to pound when the knob began to turn. The door opened and Dad came in. My eyes widened when I saw he was wearing a pair of jeans, but was barefoot and shirtless. As he closed the door behind him I couldn't help but let my eyes roam over his muscular form. Yup, I was a sick puppy, no doubt about it. I jumped when I heard a click as he locked the door.
Turning around he walked slowly over to me and I saw he had the book in his hand. I also saw something silver sticking out of the side of his jeans, but couldn't make out what it was.
"Morning daddy." I said softly.
"So," he held up the book. "I read some of this wonderful literature you brought into the house last night." He shook his head as he tossed the book on the floor. "Nasty shit, Melanie, really nasty shit."
"Please don't tell mom!" I blurted out, "She'll be..."
"Tell your mother?" he waved his hand, "Are you kidding? I'd love to show her that book, maybe she'd get some fucking ideas." He sighed, "But she probably wouldn't understand half of what was in it."
Not sure what to say, I simply shrugged. Dad looked down at me silently for a moment. His blue eyes were wide and he seemed as if he were excited. He was standing directly in front of me and while I waited from him to continue, my eyes wandered down his broad chest and flat stomach. Unable to help it I risked dropping my eyes to his crotch and my heart skipped a beat. He was hard. His jeans were so tight; I could see the impressive length of his erection going down his leg.
"Tell you what Melanie; I guess it skips a generation."
"Uh...what does?" I asked, forcing myself to look up from his crotch.
"Being a slut. I love your mother, but she is the most boring woman I've ever met. She thinks more than once a week is a lot of sex and says sucking cock if for teenagers." He grunted disgustedly. "Total prude."
I felt a warm feeling building between my legs when he'd mentioned sucking cock and it was all I could do, not to keep looking at his bulge. Why was he hard? Did he....
"But not her little girl!" he laughed. "Oh, no her little girls a little fucking pig isn't she?"
"W...what?" I asked.
"You heard me." He said softly.
Despite the harshness of his words that warm feeling was growing and I could feel my now hard nipples rubbing against the soft material of the nightshirt.
"Dressing like a whore, teasing the boys." He gave me a nasty smile, "Or are you a tease?"
"I..."
"Tell me Melanie, you a cock tease? You get them looking at that hot tight little body of yours and laugh and run away?"
My hot tight body; my pussy was beginning to become more than warm. I could feel myself getting wetter by the second.
"I...well..." I struggled for something to say, but he kept speaking.
"Or," reaching out he cupped my chin in his hand and lifted my face so I was looking at him, "Are you easy? You show them what you got then give it to them, you a little slut Melanie?"
"No Daddy" I said softly.
He was holding my chin firmly and I could feel his fingers trembling.
"No? You're a good girl?"
"I'm not....easy."
"How many guys have you fucked Melanie?"
"What?" I asked, trying to pull my chin from his hand.
"Don't you look away!" he snapped,
Releasing my chin, his hand quickly moved behind my head where, grabbing my pony tail, he pulled it hard enough to make me whimper, "Ow, daddy, that hurts!"
"Then answer me." He smirked, "Tell daddy how many boys his little girl has spread her legs for."
I swallowed hard as conflicting sensations ran through my body. The first was pain. He was holding my hair so tightly it was pulling even as I held my head still. But mixed with that discomfort was the mounting feeling of desire building between my legs as well as the rest of my body. My nipples were beginning to ache and I wanted nothing more than to say fuck it, and go for his cock. Instead, forcing myself to speak I answered, "Three.."
"Three?" he grunted, "Not bad," he then smirked again, "How about blow jobs, you suck a lot of cocks or just theirs?"
"Just theirs. I...I'm not a slut daddy."
"Then you're a tease!" he snapped. "Strutting around like a whore, teasing the shit out of the boys."
"I...I don't..."
"Teasing the shit out of me." He said softly.
"What?" I asked, squirming where I sat as my pussy was so wet, I could feel it sticking to my thong. "I don't tease you, you're my daddy."
"Oh, please you little pig! Even calling me daddy is a tease, giving me those big eyes and pouting with your little cock sucking lips."
"Daddy!" I exclaimed, knowing damn well I didn't sound as shocked as I was trying to be.
"You're always strutting around here in those little shorts, wearing that little fucking bikini in front of me." He was starting to breathe heavier and I could feel his hand shaking in my hair. "Showing off that firm ass and those perky little tits."
"I'm sorry Daddy," I whispered and gave him the pout he'd just spoke of.
"Wouldn't be so bad if your fucking mother put out once in awhile, but she doesn't." he sighed,
"So here I am horny all the time and here you are prancing around the house driving me crazy. Little slut."
"Daddy, I'm not..."
"Then I find that fucking book and I find out you want to be a slut don't you Melanie?" he gave me a smile that made my pussy gush, "Who's slut do you want to be?"
I took a deep breath and took the biggest chance of my life, "I want to be my daddy's slut."
"You admit it!" he laughed, "You are a dirty little thing aren't you?"
"Yes daddy."
Taking a chance raised my hands and put them on his flat stomach and whispered, "I want you daddy, I want you to..."
"Fucking slut!" he snapped and caused me to cry out by yanking me up by my hair. "Stand up!"
I didn't have much of a choice and let him pull me to my feet. He yanked my hair back so my head was held back and he was staring into my eyes.
"I read that book and at first didn't know what to do. Then after I jerked off because I never get any, I decided that it was a shame that I have this nasty little pig in the next room who wants to get fucked so I figure you and me are going to get what we want." He gave me an evil little smile, "Well, we'll see if you really want it."
I started to reply, and then gasped when he slid his other hand up my night shirt. His hand ran along the inside of my quivering thigh, before he shoved it between my legs and rubbed my pussy through the thing.
"Oh daddy!" I moaned as his fingers pushed hard against my wet flesh through the thin material.
"You're wet you nasty little thing." He hissed in my face, "You do want to fuck me don't you?"
"Oh yes! I want you!" I told him, no longer hiding my desire, "I want you so bad!"
"Fucking whore, wanting to fuck your father!"
Letting my hair go, he stepped back.
"Take that stupid little girl shirt off, slut. Show daddy that tight little body you've been teasing me with.
"Yes daddy!"
Feeling a wave of heat flow through my pussy, I grabbed my night shirt and pulled it over my head. I tossed it to the side and stood, there naked but for the skimpy thong. Dad stared hungrily at my body and licking his lips, reached out and cupped my small, but well shaped little tits.
"Oh, damn." He whispered as he began fondling them. "Oh, look at these perfect little tits."
"Thank you daddy." I said, "I...ohhh"
I moaned as still holding them in his large hands, his thumbs began caressing my aching nipples.
"You like daddy playing with your tits?" he asked softly.
"Oh, yes! I...ow!" I yelped in pain as Dad pinched my nipples hard.
"Oh, what a bad girl you are, wanting your daddy to play with you! Fucking pig, I'm going to give you what you really need!"
His hand came back up and grabbing my hair pulled it hard towards him as he pushed my shoulder with his other hand. I ended up spinning around and as I did he stuck his foot out, tripping me. I fell forward so that I was bent over my bed and immediately tried to stand up.
"Stay still!" he snapped and I yelled in pain when he dealt my right ass cheek a hard slap
"I...I'm sorry daddy!" I yelped when he slapped the other side of my ass.
"You're not sorry yet, oh, no you're not!"
Reaching out he grabbed both my wrists and roughly yanked my arms back. I fell on my face on the bed and turning my head saw us reflected in the mirror. Dad crossed my wrists behind his back and pinning them together in one of his powerful hands reached into his jeans. I gasped when I saw him pull out a pair of handcuffs and began squirming and trying to stand up.
"Daddy no!" I yelled, "You...you're scaring me!"
"Scaring you?" he laughed, "From those stories I figured this would get you hot you little whore."
I yelped as I felt him snap the first cuff to my right wrist, and began struggling harder. Dad paused, smiling and squeezed my wrists together harder. He leaned over to attach the other cuff and when he did, I felt his hard cock press against me through his jeans. As he cuffed my wrist and let go of my wrists, his hand slid down the small of my back and began caressing my ass. I stared at him in the mirror and saw he was no longer smiling, but licking his lips as he fondled my ass. He gave my right cheek a hard squeeze and I moaned as he started to grind his crotch against me.
"Oh, listen to you, you love it!" His hand dipped between my legs and again began rubbing my pussy through the thong. "Hell you soaked right through, little fucking pig."
"I...oh." I groaned as he pressed harder.
The thong was being pushed between the lips of pussy and I could feel his fingers sliding up and down. I started to squirm and a small whimper escaped me when his fingers found my clit.
"Yeah, that a good spot?" he asked.
My response was a loud groan and my hips jerked as he kept his fingers on my clit and began rubbing it in circle. "Oh, daddy that feels good!" I purred as his fingers moved faster.
"Well we can't have that." He said softly, "Only good girls get rewarded, bad girls get this."
He reared back and slapped my ass so hard I screamed. He'd hit the right cheek and taking a step back slapped the left just as hard. I cried out again at the stinging sensation and then again as he went back to the other side of my ass.
"This is what bad girls get!' he yelled giving my ass another slap then another, "They get spanked by their daddy's and they love it don't they?"
"No daddy that hurts!" I cried.
"It's not nice to argue with your daddy." He said and then began dealing my ass a series of sharp slaps.
I cried out with each one and whimpered as my ass began to burn. I started to try to stand, but with my hands behind my back couldn't. I yelped and jumped as he started slapping me harder and closed my eyes against the tears from the stinging sensation.
"Tell me the truth!" he snapped, "Tell me you love it! This is what you wanted, this is what all those little whores were getting from their daddy's isn't it?"
I opened my eyes and could see the left side of my ass was turning read and I could see his hand print on my cheek. The sight sent a thrill through me and in spite of the pain, I called out, "I...I want my daddy to punish me! I...I want to be a good girl!"
"That's better!"
He punctuated that statement with a vicious slap that caused more tears to flow down my cheeks. His hand came forward again, but this time he grabbed my thong and yanked it to the side. I moaned in pleasure as his other hand caressed my now bare pussy.
"Christ your wet!" he said softly, "Oh goddamn I've never felt such a wet pussy."
I couldn't speak as his fingers once again slid through my lips, but this time there was no material and the feeling of his thick fingers rubbing my wet pussy caused me to begin squirming again, but for a much better reason.
"Spanking you got you hot, didn't it Melanie?"
"Yes daddy." I moaned, "You get me hot!"
"I like that." He said, "Tell daddy what you're going to do to be a good girl."
"Anything you want!" I moaned as his fingers found my swollen clit.
"Good answer." His fingers lingered on my clit and began rubbing it. "I hope you mean it."
"Anything daddy, anything you.... .hey!"
I called out in surprise and pain as grabbing the chain between the cuffs with one hand and my hair with the other; he yanked me up to my feet. I'd no sooner stood up, when he grabbed my shoulders and spun me to face him and pushed me into a sitting position on the bed. His hands immediately went to my tits and I yelped when he gave my nipples a hard pinch.
"You don't like that?"
"It hurts!" I moaned as he held his fingers between his strong fingers.
He was squeezing them hard and again my eyes watered in pain, but between my legs something else was watering.
"Sorry little girl," he smirked, "Daddy likes it rough!"
He gave my nipples a twist that caused me to cry out then letting the left one go ducked his head and sucked my nipple into his mouth. I moaned as his tongue swirled around my sore nipple and I started to grind my ass into the bed.
"Spread your legs pig." He demanded around my nipple. I obediently opened my legs and he laughed, "Don't have to tell you twice do I?"
"Oh!" I called out when with no hesitation he reached between my legs and drove two fingers into my pussy.
He immediately began to thrust them in and out and I groaned in another mix of pain and pleasure. I was more than wet enough, but his thick fingers were spreading me wide and he was plunging them in and out so hard they were making wet sounds as they drove into me.



"Damn, you're tight." He said, "Guess all your boyfriends have little boy dicks don't they?"
"Easy Daddy, please!"
"Oh, knock it off, slut, this is what you wanted!"
He went back to sucking my nipple, but was now doing it so hard my already sore nipple began to hurt again. My shoulders were hurting from my arms being pinned back and my pussy was starting to hurt from his fingers pounding into them. I was starting to whimper continuously and yelped yet again when Dad switched nipples, sucking the other one hard while pinching the one that had just been in his mouth.
"Daddy!!" I moaned.
"Oh, stop your whining!" he snapped, "Here, let me show you how much you like it!"
I gasped, but this time not in pain when the next time he drove his fingers into me his thumb pressed against my clit. As soon as he'd spoken, Dad went back to sucking on my nipple, but now taking as much of my small tit into his mouth as he could. I began breathing hard and alternately moaning and gasping as his fingers continued to hurt my pussy, but his thumb on my swollen clit was sending surges of pleasure through me.
His thumb began to move faster and the good feelings were now eclipsing the discomfort and I started rocking my hips. This not only caused his thumb to press into my swollen button harder, but sent his thrusting fingers even deeper. I'd never been fucked that hard before let alone fingered like this! My pussy was getting used to the size of his fingers and I could feel my thighs starting to shake as an orgasm started building within me.
"Oh, you like this? Like your daddy fingering your nasty little pussy don't you."
"Yes, oh yes!" I whimpered, "P...please don't stop daddy!"
"That sounds good." He said around my aching nipple, "Keep begging and maybe I'll let you get off, maybe."
"Please, oh please!" I begged, "Make your bad girl cum daddy!"
I stopped speaking as turning my head to the mirror I saw him hunching over me. The sight of my daddy's mouth fastened to my tit and his arm hand plunging back and forth between my legs caused my hips to twitch. I gasped and started moving my hips as hard as I could. His fingers were moving even faster, but there was no pain at all anymore. I began making small high pitched yelping noises as the orgasm that I had been fantasizing about was right around the corner.
"Yes!" I yelped, "Oh, daddy, please let me cum! Please....Yes!!"
Dad bit down hard on my nipple and the sudden pain sent me flying over the edge. Throwing my head back I squealed loudly as my pussy contracted around his fingers and the strongest orgasm I'd ever felt crashed through me.
"Oh daddy!" I howled as waves of intense pleasure slammed into my body.
My hips bucked wildly into his still thrusting fingers and I arched my back, shoving my nipple deeper into his mouth. I started to cry out again, but it was cut off, by Dad removing his mouth from my tit and pressing his mouth to mine. The kiss caught me off guard and all I could do was moan into his lips. He was kissing me as roughly as his fingers were fucking me, pressing his lips so hard into mine they were pushed up against my teeth.
I had no choice, but to open my mouth and his tongue immediately plunged into my mouth. My body was still convulsing and I moaned and groaned into his mouth as my pussy continued to contract around his fingers. I forced myself to try to kiss him back, but lost the battle and pulling my head back from his let out a long loud squeal as the last of the orgasm flowed through me. I sat there gasping for breath and sliding his fingers from my pussy; Dad brought them to his face and inhaled deeply.
"Damn, that smells good." He smiled down at me, "Bet it tastes good to doesn't it?"
"It does." I said in between deep breaths.
"You know it does, you suck on your fingers after you get off to thinking about your daddy?"
"Oh, yes." I told him, "I..."
I stopped when he grabbed my chin and shoved his fingers into my mouth. I closed my eyes and eagerly began sucking on them, moaning at the taste of my pussy from him. I opened my eyes to see Dad was breathing heavy as well and his eyes were fixed on my mouth as I sucked his fingers. I started to slide my tongue around them and moaned again.
"Like to suck do you?"
"Hmm-mmm" I nodded still working his fingers.
"Good, because daddy has a treat for his little slut."
Pulling his fingers from my mouth he leaned over and grabbing my ankles yanked me off the bed. I yelled in pain as my ass hit the floor hard. Dad looked down at me and reaching down unzipped his jeans. The pain in my ass forgotten, I watched, my eyes wide and my mouth watering as he opened his jeans to expose the fact he was wearing no underwear. He pushed them down and his cock sprang free.
"Oh, daddy." I said softly.
Dad's cock was huge, far bigger than any of the boys I'd been with. It was long and thick and standing at full attention for his little girl. His head was swollen purple and I could see the precum dripping from it.
"Yeah, you want daddy's cock?"
"Yes please." I whispered and opening my mouth stuck my tongue out.
"Good girl." He said and taking his cock wiped the head across my tongue.
I could feel his juices on my tongue and taking it back into my mouth sucked on it and rolled my eyes at the sweet taste of his sticky fluid.
"Oh, you're such a pig." He said, "Guess I should keep treating you like one."
Grabbing my chin he lifted my face and holding his cock began to rub it all over my face. I opened my mouth to try to catch it with my tongue, but he snapped. "Just sit there slut, I'll tell you when to suck it."
I closed my mouth and sat there with my pussy dripping as he started slapping his cock against my cheeks. He was so hard it stung, but I could care less. He stopped and again rubbed it across each side of my face, smearing his pre cum all over me. He then took the tip and pressing it against my lips said, "Open wide for daddy."
I eagerly opened my mouth and sighed as he eased the head of his cock into my mouth. I closed my lips around him and gave him a hard suck. Dad gasped and my eyes rolled back as I received a mouthful of his sticky juice. He pushed forward, sending more of his huge dick into my mouth and I had to force my mouth wider to take him. He stayed still and I began to slowly bob my head forward, sucking him in and out. I closed my eyes and purred contentedly in my throat as I sat there, my hands bound, blowing my daddy.
Dad moaned softly then pulled his cock from my mouth.
"Please?" I looked up at him, "I want more!"
Dad's eyes widened and he smiled, "Oh, you'll get more, but right now," he stepped up closer to me and holding his cock against his stomach said, "Right now though my dirty slut of a daughter is going to lick my balls."
Daddy's bad girl didn't need to be told twice and leaning forward I started swirling my tongue across his hairy balls. Dad sighed and the sound made me lick even harder. He reached down and began to play with my nipple gently this time and I cooed softly as my tongue continued to bathe his balls.
"Suck on them."
"Yes daddy." I paused to look up at him through my long eyelashes, before taking his right nut into my mouth and gently sucking on it.
"Oh, that's right," he sighed, "Look at you with your daddy's balls in your mouth;" he laughed nastily "Wouldn't mommy be proud?"
Proving yet again how sick I was, the thought that my mother would never do this caused another thrill to go through me. If mom didn't want to be his pig, I would be more than happy to! On that note I switched to his other ball and sucked on that one as well. Dad's hips were moving and removing his balls from my face, he said, "Open your mouth, you little slut, it's time to give daddy a blow job."
I opened wide then squealed as stepping forward Dad shoved his cock deep into my mouth. I gurgled and tried to pull my head back, but I was up against the bed. Dad stopped with his cock halfway in my mouth and snapped, "I said fucking suck it!"
I opened wider and he pushed his cock the rest of the way in. I gagged and my eyes started to water as my mouth was forced open even wider by his thick cock. He was so deep my nose was pressed into his pubic hair and I could barely breathe. Dad stayed still then began to slowly pump his cock in and out of my mouth. I started to move my head, trying to match his thrust and keep him from going all the way in, but reaching down he grabbed my hair in his hands and shoving my head against the bed said, "Stay still slut, you're too young to know how to suck. Just sit there and let daddy fuck your mouth!"
I made another loud gurgling sound and squealed as he began thrusting his cock hard and deep into my mouth. I almost gagged as the head of his cock hit the back of my throat and started to whimper again as he began to go even faster. His cock was so thick my jaw was starting to hurt from staying open and the head of his cock was striking the back of my mouth with every thrust. Again my pussy was dripping more than my eyes as he continued to fuck my helpless mouth. I managed to turn my head slightly to the side and my pussy flowed at the sight of him face fucking me in the mirror. Dad was still holding my head and I saw him follow my gaze.
"You like watching daddy use your mouth?" he asked, "Good, you're going to be watching me use more than that!"
My only reply was another squeal as he let go of my head with one hand and reaching down gave my nipple a hard pinch.
"That's right pig, you sit there and take that fucking cock, you suck it like your mother's never sucked it!" he moaned and began to thrust his cock even deeper into my sore throat. "Oh, yeah I'm going to have fun fucking you instead of her, she don't want it? Fine I'll just take her pig of a daughter and you'll let me won't you?"
I squealed around his dripping cock as he continued to abuse my mouth. He put his other hand back in my hair again and I cried out around his thick hard flesh as he started yanking on my hair, pulling my mouth from his cock then driving me back into it. The feeling of his hard shaft sliding along my soft lips was driving me crazy even as I whimpered at the force he was using to take his little girls mouth.
"Oh yeah!" he moaned, "That's right you pig, you're going to be my little cum dumpster aren't you? Going to suck me off anytime I want you too! Going to...oh fuck!"
I let out a high pitched squeal and as his cock exploded in my mouth. I almost gagged again as his first spurt of cum hit the back of my throat and poured down it. I moaned and started grinding my hips into the floor as he continued to thrust his spurting cock into my mouth. Having my daddy moaning and cumming in my mouth had ne even hotter than I had been before and I started to move my head on my own and sucking him as hard as I could.
Dad moaned louder and spurred on I started sucking even harder and sliding my tongue around the spurting head of his huge dick. He stopped thrusting, but I continued sucking, eagerly trying to get every drop of daddy's delicious cum.
"Oh goddamn." He moaned as he pulled his cock from my mouth.
I was still sucking and his cock came out of my mouth with a wet sucking sound. I felt some of his cum dribbling down my chin and quickly caught it with my tongue.
"What a pig." He laughed, then grabbing my shoulders said, "But I think my little girl should get a reward for that.
I yelped as he hauled me to my feet then pushed me back onto the bed. I sat down, but he pushed me again sending me on my back. I winced in pain as my arms were pinned behind me and the cuffs dug into my wrists. That discomfort was quickly forgotten as dropping to his knees Dad put my feet up on my shoulders and buried his face between my legs.
"Oh yes!" I cried out in joy as his tongue plunged into my sopping wet pussy.
"Oh, fuck you taste good!" he said before jamming his tongue back inside me.
I lay there moaning and squirming as his tongue swirled around inside me. Dad began to push his tongue in and out and I gasped at moved my hips as my daddy tongue fucked his bad little girl. Dad was panting and moaning into my pussy making me even wetter. He was sucking now and I could hear his lips smacking against my dripping slit. Dad removed his tongue from inside and I groaned as he started sliding it up through the soft wet folds of my pussy.
He was taking his time, working his tongue back and forth slowly making his way towards my yearning clit. He reached it and I squealed as at the same time he sucked it into his mouth, he drove two fingers inside my pussy. Like before he began thrusting them in hard and fast, but this time my dripping pussy was more than ready for him and I sighed delightedly as he began swirling his tongue around my swollen clit.
"Damn." He said around my clit, "Melanie, you've got the sweetest pussy I've ever tasted!"
"It's your pussy daddy!" I cooed as he sucked my clit back into his mouth again. "It's a bad pussy, but it's your pussy!"
He moaned into my pussy and his fingers began pumping even harder than before. He was starting to suck my clit hard enough that his lips were making smacking noises again and I could already feel my thighs quivering as my over heated pussy prepared to cum again.
"Right there daddy!" I moaned, "I want to cum for you again, I...ow!"
I shouted in surprise and more pain as with no warning he shoved a finger from his other hand into my ass. I'd never let anyone do that before and it hurt like hell, but at the same time sent my second orgasm in ten minutes smashing through me. I threw my head back and howled as my pussy and ass contracted around his fingers and his tongue continued to dance across my clit. Lifting my feet from his shoulders, I clamped my thighs around his face and began thrusting my hips, grinding my quivering pussy into his face.
Dad moaned into me and began sucking my clit again. I squealed as I writhed back and forth in pleasure. The feeling of his fingers pressing together between my pussy and ass were incredible and I was cumming even harder than before. I arched my back and released a long shuddering moan as the last of the orgasm flowed through me and I slumped back into the bed gasping. Dad immediately stood up and grabbing my ankles, lifted my legs, spread them wide and slammed his massive dick into my tight pussy.
"Oh fuck!" I shouted.
His huge cock spread my tight pussy painfully as he drove himself so hard into me I felt his balls hit my ass. With no hesitation Dad began fucking the shit out of me. I yelped each time his dick drove into my tender pussy. He was so much bigger than anyone I'd been with! He spread my legs even farther and began fucking me even harder, repeatedly slamming his dick deep into me and taking it almost all the way out before doing it again.
"Oh fuck!" he moaned, "Damn you're so fucking tight!"
"Oh daddy!" I cried out, "Oh fuck me! I need it daddy oh, I need it!"
I wasn't lying! This is what I'd dreamed about! His cock was starting to hurt less as my pussy began adjusting to him and the sight of him between my legs was incredible. Dad was sweating and every muscle in his chest and arms were bulging. His powerful hands were digging into my ankles so hard it hurt and my shoulders were throbbing from being pinned behind me. None of it mattered though, all that mattered was that this bad little girl was getting treated like the pig she was. Getting punished by her daddy's beautiful big dick and loving every minute of it!
Dad pulled his cock from my pussy and grabbing my hips flipped me completely over onto my stomach. I grunted with surprise, and then squealed in delight when after pushing me up onto the bed he got on it behind me. Grabbing my hips again he pulled me to my knees and kneeling behind me entered my pussy from behind with one long thrust.
"Oh my fucking god!" I wailed as his cock penetrated even deeper at this angle.
"Shut up and take it you little pig!" he shouted and gave my ass a hard slap, "You know you love it!"
He slapped me again and again and each time I cried out, but entirely in pleasure the stinging sensation adding to the thrill of him taking me. With my hands behind my back, my face was on the bed, pushing my ass up even higher and causing him to go as deep as he possibly could. I could see the mirror and moaned at the sight of my daddy on his knees behind me giving it to his little girl.
"Fuck me daddy" I called out as he continued his relentless assault on my pussy. "Give it to me, mommy doesn't want it, but her little girl does, your little girl does!"
"That's right!' he gasped as he hammered away at me even harder causing me to squeal, "You're going to give me what mommy won't aren't you? She'll be my good wife and you'll be my bad girl won't you?"
"Oh yes!" I cried out as I desperately thrust my hips back into him. "I want it so bad, I need my daddy so bad, oh keep fucking me! Keep oh fuck!"
Dad caused me to cry out yet again as his finger drove into my ass and he started thrusting it in and out as his cock plundered his daughters tight pussy.
"Who's pussy is it?" he demanded slapping my ass again.
"It's your daddy!" I cried.
"It is isn't it?"
"I'm all yours daddy! Anything you want, just keep fucking me!"
"Oh, I'm going to keep fucking you, you little whore. I'm going to fuck this pussy whenever I want it! I'm going to take your slutty ass the way all those daddy's did in your dirty little book, fuck next time I'm going to fuck you in your tight little asshole!"
"Yes!" I yelled, "You can have my ass too daddy! You'll be the only one to take it I'll give you anything you want, everything mommy won't!"
Dad slapped my ass and grabbing my arms pulled me up from the bed. He leaned back and angling his hips started fucking me even harder. I was totally sex drunk at this point, consumed by lust as my daddy took my needy pussy and made me his.
"I'll suck your cock anytime! I'll fuck you anywhere, I'll even fuck you when she's home! Just keep showing me how bad I am!"
"I like that Melanie," He moaned, "You're going to be my little girl in every way I..." he gasped and I screamed as he began fucking me so hard my head was being driven into the bed.
"Yes!" I egged him on, "Give it to me, and claim your little girl's pussy! I....oh!"
Dad yanked his cock from my oozing pussy and with a wrench of his shoulders rolled me over onto my back. He was holding his cock tightly in one hand and climbing up over me straddled my chest and pointed it at my face. I gladly opened my mouth and with a loud groan Dad let go of his cock. I yelped as a tremendous spurt of cum splashed against my lips and onto my waiting tongue. Dad moved his cock and his next spurt hit me on the cheek.
Reaching out he grabbed my chin and turning my face painted my other cheek with another squirt of sticky cum. I moaned as I could feel his cum dripping down my cheeks and oozing down my throat. Dad released another moan and shaking his cock over my face splattered me with a few more drops. Sliding off me he looked down at me and rolling me over onto my stomach got off the bed. I watched as he picked up his jeans from the floor.
He removed a small key and coming back to the bed un-cuffed my wrists. I groaned and let my arms drop limply to my sides.
"Look at you, you pig." He panted, laying there in a puddle of cum.
Grabbing the back of my head he rubbed my face into my pillow smearing his cum all over it. Without needing to be told, I stuck my tongue out and started licking it.
"Oh, goddamn." He whistled, "Melanie, you are...." He gave me a big smile, "So fucking bad!"
"For you daddy" I said, giving him a tired smile. "Will you let me be bad again?"
Standing, Dad pulled his jeans on, then reaching into his pocket pulled something out and dropped it on the bed. My eyes widened when I saw it was a hundred dollar bill.



"I want you to take that and go out and buy a couple of the sluttiest outfits you can find. You're mother's working late tomorrow and I'm coming into your room at six. I expect you to look like a whore and be ready for me. Got it?"
Putting my head down," I whispered, "yes daddy."
With a smile, Dad, lifted my face to his and giving me a soft kiss on the lips whispered, "That's my good girl."
*
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I sat at my desk trying hard to focus on the book in front of me, but it was a losing battle. Although Rhyme of The Ancient Mariner may be an all time classic, it was nowhere near as interesting as Miss Ross's amazing ass. Friday's were dress down days for the teachers and I lived for them. Usually on these afternoons I was treated to the sight of my favorite teacher's fine ass in a pair of fairly tight jeans.
Last week those jeans were accompanied by a pair of black boots the heels of which had to be four inches. They were fuck me boots if I'd ever seen a pair and I'd be more than willing to oblige them! As good as that look had been last week, today's ensemble was nothing short of unfair! The fuck me boots had been replaced by a pair of black heeled sandals which were accompanied by a short black skirt that could really only be referred to as a mini. Miss Ross's skirt fell well short of her knees and as she'd stood in front of the class writing on the board the sight of the backs of her creamy thighs had me hard as a rock.
The biggest turn on of all for me was that she knew it! When she was writing on the board she'd made it a point to reach up several times to make notes above her original sentences. Each time she did her skirt raised even higher. There was no way Miss Ross wasn't aware of the effect a hot cougar like herself had on a room full of eighteen year old guys. She'd never wore anything this racy before, but more often than not her blouses showed a decent amount of cleavage and her skirts were tight enough to show off her well rounded ass.
At times I wondered if anyone had ever complained to the office about how she dressed, but then I figured, who the hell would? Hell my old man had been drooling when he'd met her at the open house earlier this year. Giving up on the depressing poetry and opting for a more pleasant distraction, I looked up to see Miss Ross was sitting on the edge of her desk looking over at the other side of the class. Taking advantage of her head being turned, I stared at her long legs. She had them crossed and the skirt had ridden up the leg on top to the point I could see a hell of a lot of thigh. Miss Ross was slowly kicking her leg back and forth and was letting her sandal dangle from her toes.
That move screamed sex to me and staring at her deep red nail polish I swore I would suck on those toes if it would give me the chance to work my way up. My eyes wandered up and I sighed in appreciation as the top was hot as the bottom. Miss Ross was wearing a short sleeve black blouse that was unbuttoned to reveal a red shirt underneath that was so tight her full tits looked as if they were ready to fall out. I licked my lips at the tops of her tits and the little bit of black lace that was showing. I wondered if she were wearing some nice lacy black panties to match that bra.
Miss Ross reached up and with a flip of her hand sent her long black hair over her shoulder. Another hot fucking move! Damn straight she knew what she was doing. Her head started to turn and I quickly glanced the other way. I smiled when I saw two other guys staring at her then quickly look down when she turned their way. I looked back down and flipped the page in front of me, giving the illusion I was reading. After waiting a minute I looked back up to see Miss Ross had stood up and was walking along the front row away from me.
I watched the slow swing of her hips and admired the shape of her legs. I wondered how those long legs would feel draped over my shoulders while I tongued what I bet would be a completely shaved pussy. I jumped as a ball of paper landed on my desk. I unraveled it to see it was a note from Billy.
"Christ she's hot today! Hey, you going to volunteer to lead the discussion group on this bucket of suck tomorrow, you ass kisser?
Crumbling up the note and shoving it in my pocket, I grabbed a piece of paper and scribbled, "Damn straight I'd kiss her ass, and lick it. Hell I'd spread it open and give her a fucking rimjob! I'd even suck her damn toes if she wanted me too! Fucking cocktease!"
I folded the note and reaching out, flipped it onto Billy's desk. He reached for it, but jerked back as Miss Ross who had apparently been standing behind us, picked it up from his desk. Holding it in her hand she walked to the front of my desk. I sat in the front-all the better to ogle her all year-and now standing in front of the entire class Miss Ross held up the note and said loudly.
"Well class, it appears that Todd is so excited about this poem that he's sharing his notes about it with Billy."
As the class laughed and waited expectantly for Miss Ross to further embarrass me, I felt a growing knot in my stomach. Looking up into those big brown eyes that I had envisioned looking up at me from her knees so many times, I swallowed hard and tried to look calm.
"So," she said with a smile, "Shall we see what pearls of wisdom Todd has come up with?"
There was more laughing and some clapping from behind me and closing my eyes, I thought please just be kidding. If she read that note I was seriously fucked. I'd spent too much time screwing around senior year and because some of my other grades had dipped needed to pass this class top graduate. That note could get me flunked! Never mind the shit I'd catch from my parents when my stupid ass got suspended.
"Very well, let's see what we got here!" Miss Ross nodded.
"Please Miss Ross," I began softly, "Don't"
"You don't have to beg Todd," She laughed, "I'll be more than happy to read this for you!"
There was more laughter from behind me and the knot in my stomach turned into a sharp twisting sensation as she unfolded the note. Miss Ross gave me a wink and after making a show of clearing her throat, brought the note up before her eyes.
"So Todd says, Damn straight, I..." she trailed off and her eyes widened as she read the rest to herself. She lowered the note and no longer smiling, stared down at me. "Really Todd?" She asked, "That's what you think?"
"I...I'm so sorry M...Miss Ross." I stammered.
The class had now grown quiet and I felt like sliding down under my desk as her eyes bored into mine.
"No, not yet you're not." She said quietly.
Crumpling up the note she dropped it onto my desk and said, "You will stay in your seat when the bell rings Todd, you and I need to have a little talk."
I could feel the heat in my face as I blushed furiously and slumping down in my seat managed to whisper. "Y...yes ma'am."
I sat there with my head down staring at the book in front of me, but not seeing the words. Holy shit was I in trouble! The note was still on my desk in a ball and part f me wondered why she had given it back to me. I figured she would have wanted to show it to the principle or my parents. I wanted to take it and shove it in my pocket, but was afraid of her seeing me. After a couple of minutes I risked a glance at her and froze when I saw her sitting on the edge of her desk again and staring directly at me. I put my head down and almost jumped out of my seat when the bell rang.
The other students all filed out of the classroom and leaning over to me, Billy whispered, "Good luck man!" and quickly headed out. When it was just the two of us, Miss Ross said quietly, "Go lock the door."
"E...excuse me?" I asked.
"I said lock the door. I don't want to be disturbed during this conversation."
"Okay." I answered softly and getting up walked over to the door and thumbed the button to lock it.
As I walked back towards my desk, I could feel my legs shaking.
"Don't sit down Todd, come over here."
I did as she asked and walking over to her desk stood in front of her. Miss Ross stared at me and unable to hold her gaze, I lowered my eyes and found myself staring at her impressive chest.
"Like what you see Todd?"
"Huh?" I snapped my head up, "I..."
"As much trouble as you're in, and you're still gawking at me?" She asked.
"No, I...."
"Well here, let me help you out."
Grabbing her blouse, Miss Ross slid it off her shoulders and removed it. The shirt beneath was sleeveless and as I took in the smooth skin of her shoulders, she shoved her chest out at me.
"There you go, Todd, get a good long look at them." She shook her head, "Is that what you do all during class? Stare and think about fucking me?"
"I..." hearing her say fucking stunned me and I resorted to shaking my head again.
"Really?" she cocked her eyebrows, "That note would indicate otherwise."
"Well I...uh... I'm sorry."
"Why?" she asked.
"Well because...."
"Why should a young man feel sorry for looking at an attractive woman?"
"I...shouldn't I?" I put my hands out.
"Nope." She answered, "I'm flattered that you look." She gave me a nasty little smirk, "I know you do, I know all the boys do and I love it."
"You do?"
"I do, I mean after all," Grabbing the top of her shirt she pulled it down to expose more of her cleavage, "Isn't that what I am; a fucking cock tease?"
"I was just um..." I stopped as she placed her finger to my lips.
"See that's the problem here Todd. Looking is fine, fantasizing is fine, but saying crude nasty things about me is where you were wrong today."
"I'm sorry Miss Ross." I said more firmly this time. "I know I was wrong, but could you maybe not tell..."
"You are wrong." She nodded. "How do you know I'm a tease? That's an assumption made by men who know they'll never get a woman so they say they're teases. It's a very petty misleading statement. Never mind harsh and hurtful."
I started to answer, but stopped when she slid off the desk to stand in front of me. In her heels she was almost as tall as me and her eyes were only inches from mine.
"You know how much trouble you can get into for this, don't you Todd?"
"Yes ma'am."
"Well I suggest that you start doing some serious ass kissing if you don't want me to say anything."
"What...what do you want me to do?" I asked, confused, but relieved that I might have a shot at getting out of this.
"I just told you." Miss Ross said, "Start kissing my ass."
She turned around so that her back was to me and seemed to be waiting. I stood there unsure of what to do and looking over her shoulder she said, "Well?"
"Well...?"
"Get on your knees Todd."
"What?" I asked, my eyes wide.
"You can't very well kiss my ass while you're standing now can you?"
Reaching back Miss Ross grabbed her skirt and as I watched stunned, lifted it up over her hips.
"Damn." I said softly as I stared at her perfectly rounded ass.
Miss Ross was wearing a black thong that was little more than a string and showed off both of the cheeks of her ass.
"Start kissing Todd." She said softly. "Get on your knees and do just what you wrote in that cute little note of yours. Tell you what; you do a good job and this stays between us."
"Y...yes ma'am!" I exclaimed.
Dropping to my knees so quickly I banged them hard on the floor, I placed my hands on her hips and began kissing her left ass cheek.
"There you go." She sighed, "Show me how much you want my ass."
I began not only kissing, but licking and sucking her warm firm ass and sliding my hands down, started fondling it as well. I trailed my tongue down her ass and began sucking on the bottom of her cheek. Miss Ross started to wiggle her ass back and forth and I was aware of a painful throbbing in my jeans where my hard cock was bent at an angle.
"Pull my thong over and spread that ass Todd, just like you said you would!"
Grabbing her thong I pulled it from between her cheeks and sliding it to the side stopped and admired the sight of her smooth pink pussy peeking out at me from between her thighs. I felt something brush my hand and saw that Miss Ross had reached back and grabbing her ass, spread her cheeks wide open for me.
"Go ahead Todd, give me that rim job you wrote about."
I licked my lips and leaning forward, eagerly stuck my tongue into my teacher's asshole. She emitted a squeal that caused a shiver to run through my aching dick. I teased my tongue around her rosebud, and then growing bolder pushed it into her ass.
"Oooh, you weren't kidding were you?" she asked as she shoved her ass back into my face. "You do like that ass!"
I removed my tongue and taking a chance she wouldn't care slid my tongue down and plunged it into her pussy. Miss Ross cried out and I moaned at the taste of her in my mouth. I swirled my tongue around inside her and then slowly slid it up through her wet lips until I found her hard clit.
"Stop." Miss Ross snapped and I reluctantly did as she said, sitting back and removing my tongue from her delicious pussy.
Standing, she turned around and sitting on the desk, said, "Take that shirt off."
I yanked the t-shirt up and over my head so quickly I heard it rip, but could care less. As soon as I tossed it to the side, Miss Ross raised her legs and placing her soft feet on my shoulders reached down and spread her pussy open for me.
"Come and get it Todd, let me watch my hottest student lick my pretty pussy."
I just about dove into her pussy. Placing my hand son those firm creamy thighs, I fastened my lips to her clit and began gently sucking it into my mouth. Miss Ross placed her hand on my head and as she began playing with my thick black hair, said, "Look up at me Todd, let me see those big blue eyes while you eat me."
I looked up into her eyes and saw that they were wide and bright. There was a look on her face that was one of pure lust and again my cock fought for release. I started swirling my tongue around her pussy and as she moaned she reached up and pulled her shirt and bra down far enough to cause her huge tits to pop out. While I continued tonguing the pussy I'd been stroking to for two years, she cupped her tits and started playing with her hard pink nipples. She sighed softly and spurred on by that sexy sound I brought my hand up and slid two fingers into her wet and very hot pussy.
"You are a good student aren't you Todd?" she purred as I started pumping them in and out of her.
"Yes ma'am." I whispered around her clit.
"Well good students should get rewarded shouldn't they?" she asked.
"Whatever you say Miss Ross." I answered in between sucking her clit into my mouth.
"Good answer!" she cooed, "Now stand up so I can give you something a lot better than a gold star!"
As much as I was enjoying her pussy I had no qualms about standing up, hoping she was thinking what I was thinking. I had no worries as the second I was on my feet; Miss Ross slid off the desk, onto her knees and immediately unsnapped my jeans. Looking up at me she licked her full red lips and as she pulled my dripping prick out, smiled,
"So tell me, Todd, am I a tease?"
"No...no ma'am." I moaned a she slowly pumped my cock in her hand.
The sight of her long slender fingers around my swollen cock was incredible, although it quickly became a second thought as she lowered her mouth to my oozing tip. Looking up at me, she said softly, "Tell me what you want."
"Miss Ross would you...." I swallowed, "Suck my cock?"
"This beautiful cock?" she asked, "This nice young hard cock?" she blew on the tip causing my hips to twitch, "I'd love to, Todd, know why?"
"W...why?"
"Because I love sucking young hard cocks and I'm going to swallow every fucking drop!"
"Oh goddamn." I moaned as her tongue flicked across my cock.
"That's right Todd, I am going to give you the longest hottest blow job you ever had, and then after you suck me off I am going to let you fuck the shit out of me right over my desk!"
"T...thank you Miss Ross." I moaned.
It sounded lame, but she giggled, "I like that! Very respectful, now where were we?" she again teased her soft wet tongue around the head of my cock. "That's right I was going to blow you!"
Miss Ross opened her mouth wide and lowering her mouth wrapped her lips around the tip of my cock and started to....
I jumped as my cell phone rang next to me.
"Shit!" I exclaimed as I picked it up, I'd been on a roll!
"Yeah?" I answered.
"Hey Todd its Kim, what're you up to?"
"Just doing some writing." I answered as I leaned back in my chair away from the keyboard.
As I did I became aware of the throbbing erection between my legs. As always I wondered if other people who wrote erotica got turned on by their own work. Then again I didn't always; usually it was when I was working with my favorite subject matter, Miss Ross.
"Good!" Kim exclaimed, "That's why I was calling, to make sure your flighty ass remembered that our final story for Miss Ross's writing circle is due tomorrow."
Oh, fuck me! I thought, I had to have that e-mailed off to Miss Ross before midnight tonight. Out loud I answered, "Nope, I actually remembered this time."
"I'm glad." Kim said, "You're always late and I don't get it, you're stories are really good." She paused then added, "They're always my favorites in the group."
"Thank you." I said with a smile.
I was pretty sure I was Kim's favorite in general and had been thinking of asking her out. Kim was a pretty petite little blond who was as sweet as she was cute. I'd been holding back because lately I'd been obsessed with older women. Miss Ross in particular, but she was only a fantasy, there were however quite a few older women who came into the restaurant I waited tables at and I swore some of them were flirting with me. I'd been writing about cougars for the last year now and was dying for the actual experience.
Because I was raised not to be a player or dog as my old man put it, I wouldn't fool around with one if I had a girlfriend so was stalling on dating in hopes of landing some older sex crazed Milf.
"It's true." Kim said, bringing me back. "You're a good writer; I think you could do it for a living if you wanted to."
'Don't know about that." I told her, "Thanks for thinking of me tonight Kim, I appreciate it."
"That's okay," she giggled, "I like thinking about you."
Well that was pretty blatant. Frowning, I tried to think of a way to brush her off, but couldn't come up with much and went with,
"I like that you like that! Well listen, I really have to clean this thing up so I'll see you on Sunday at Miss Ross's?"
"I'll be there." She replied. I was getting ready to say good bye when she added, "Hey Todd we're having a cook out Sunday at my house, want to come over with me after the group?"
"Uh...yeah sure." I told her.
Not sure I wanted to go down that path, but didn't want to be an asshole to her either.
"Great! See you then!"
She hung up and putting the phone down, I sighed and thought about jerking off. Usually my pattern was to write my stories while horny because it made the sex hotter. Now however, I was going to have to shelve my latest nasty little piece currently dubbed "After School Special" and get to work finishing the lame horror piece I was doing for the group. Maybe I would take a few minutes and watch some porn, get off and get to work. Of course I could always just close my eyes and think of Kim. In fact it was getting pretty obvious that I could do more than spank it to her, she was giving some pretty clear signals.



As I sat up and clicked save on my latest Miss Ross driven story it occurred to me that I probably should get something going with Kim and give up on my stupid fantasies. I'd been watching and writing too much porn lately. I minimized the screen on "Special" and stared at the next document which was my goofy vampire story for the group. As I read the uninspiring words I realized it could be a decent story if I tossed some hot sex in there. I doubted that Miss Ross would appreciate that though. I grinned as I thought that in any scenario I could envision she would not only appreciate it, but play with herself while reading.
Sadly, that Miss Ross only existed in my head. In reality she was just an attractive teacher that supplied a lot of eye candy and fantasy to countless students over the years. Although I doubt there were any others that took it to the degree that I did. For me she had become nothing short of an obsession. Billy had once asked me if I thought Miss Ross was the hottest teacher we'd ever had. I had answered that never mind teacher, Simone Ross was the hottest woman I'd ever seen period!
When I'd had her as a sophomore two years ago she had driven me crazy to the point I'd had to be excused to go to the bathroom so I could jerk off to the thought of her doing....well whatever the hell she wanted to me. In fact I was so into her that when I'd heard she was teaching a creative writing course I'd taken it as one of my senior electives just to be able to see her every day before I graduated. Well there was only two weeks left to enjoy her and I was doing that as much as I could.
Not that I didn't actually enjoy the class itself as I had indeed been writing for the last couple of years. The only problem was what I was writing was dirty stories, or as the web sites called it; erotica. I was pretty good at it and at the urging of my then girlfriend Julie, had submitted a few to a story site named Erotic escapes where under the pen name hotforteacher I'd gotten some pretty good reviews.
Most of my stories were about older women with guys my age and Miss Ross had been the inspiration for many of them. Most of my female leads had the same long dark hair, big brown eyes and perfect full lips as my favorite English teacher. Yes Miss Ross had been the nasty little cougar in my mind and in print many times over the last few months. Shit, I'd even joined her writing discussion group because it met every other Sunday at her house.
While the other half dozen students sat and discussed their stories and other's work, I sat there like a perv, picturing Miss Ross lounging naked on her couch or standing in her shower, rubbing her wet soapy tits. Last class she was wearing a tank top and a pair of denim shorts that had me spanking it all night long. That same day, I'd hit an all time low and while everyone was out on her deck, I'd used the bathroom then sneaking down her hall way slipped into her bedroom and moving quickly had opened her top bureau draw and found myself staring at an array of thongs and lacy bras.
It had taken an act of will not to steal one, but I managed to turn around and walk back out to the deck where I'd sat with my book in my lap to cover my constant erection. It always amazed me that she was single. A woman like that...
"Okay, enough." I said out loud.
Closing my eyes I forced Miss Ross out of my mind so I could finish my project. As I'd stated in my latest story, I did actually need a decent grade in this class to keep my average up. I played the game of telling myself that if I focused and finished "A Vampire's Remorse" I would then watch some milf porn and get off before I went to bed.
Opening my eyes, I cleared my mind and re-read the first half of the story. I then started to type. The first few sentences were forced, but as time went on, I caught on and my fingers started to blur across the keyboard. As always when I wrote I became immersed in the story and got more into than I had thought I would. When I typed the words "The End" I sat back and after rubbing my tired eyes was surprised to see it was ten fifteen.
After giving the story a quick run through spell check I remembered my promise to myself and with a grin minimized "Vampire' and brought up the net. I went straight to my favorite site 'The cougars cave" and started browsing videos. I stopped on one that said "Joe works hard in detention" and clicked on it. The video came up to show a kid sitting alone in his classroom getting lectured by his very hot and provocatively dressed teacher. My eyes widened as I saw she bore a pretty good resemblance to Miss Ross. Same long black hair, brown eyes and very impressive rack.
Having no desire to listen to the stilted dialogue of the alleged plot, I brought the video forward.
"Oh yeah." I whispered as the teacher was now on her knees, sucking her lucky students cock.
The camera panned to show her from behind and I licked my lips at the sight of her perfect ass. I remembered my own story where I had my tongue buried in Miss Ross's ass and as the camera went back to the stunning brunette sucking cock, I began to imagine how I would describe it. I sat up as the rest of my story jumped into my head and clicking off the video brought "Special" back up and began typing at a frenetic pace. My fingers pounded away on the keyboard as in the story I pounded away on Miss Ross.
Of course I didn't start fucking her until she had given me an eye rolling blow job that ended with her letting my cum drool out of her mouth and onto her tits. From there she had hopped back onto the desk for me to take over where I left off and suck her off with my fingers buried in her pussy. I described her as wailing like a banshee as she came beneath my eager tongue and telling me to stand back up and slam the shit out of her. The story then went into the two of us going around the world. My stud of a story self banged her with her legs spread wide, bent over her desk, and doggy style on the floor.
The story ended with her riding me hard and fast on my back on her desk, then us rolling onto our sides, where with her leg draped over mine I fucked the shit out of her until I whipped my cock out and came all over her soft stomach. At that point I was sweating and my cock was aching between my legs. I forced myself to type out some pillow talk dialogue about how she knew she teased the students and had always fantasized about fucking one. In the story Ross told me about how as soon as she saw that note she knew she was going to fuck me and how would I feel about attending 'summer school' with her.
I typed the end and after 'signing it' Hotforteacher copyright Erotic escapes 2012 clicked save and sitting back in my chair, pulled my throbbing prick from my pants and stroked it hard and fast to the images of everything I had just written. I moaned as my cock began spurting and in my mind those streams of thick white cum were splashing all over Miss Ross's lips and tongue.
"Wow." I gasped as I released my spent cock and tried to catch my breath.
I stood and after gingerly tucking my dripping cock back into my pants slipped out of my room and took a quick shower. While soaping myself, I envisioned Miss Ross standing behind me and doing it for me, giving me a nice soapy hand job. Before I knew it I was stroking again and in a surprisingly short time blew another good sized load. After rinsing off I stepped out and as I dried myself off decided that it was time to ask my little blonde admirer out.
My mind was in over drive and I needed to get some actual sex. A guy who I knew at work knew Kim's ex boyfriend and he's said she was a wild little thing so I'm sure I would have some fun with her. I went back in my room and stretching out under the sheets closed my eyes and started thinking about Kim. It would be fun to have someone to do things with and might even inspire some new stories. I was just starting to nod off, when my eyes flew open.
"Oh shit!" I said aloud.
I hadn't sent the damn story off yet! I shook my head, trying to clear it and getting up, staggered over to my computer. Bringing up the story, I right clicked it to send to and after punching in Miss Ross's e-mail sent it off. I closed the screen and as I began to turn saw the time on the computer was eleven forty. Damn that was close I thought as I went back to bed. I almost got myself in some serious trouble.
*****
I awoke to the sound of my cell ringing and with a groan rolled over to answer it. On Friday's I worked six to close and hadn't gotten home until two thirty this morning. By the time I'd settled down enough to sleep it had been close to four and I could barely force my eyes open. The clock on my night stand said eight am and I groaned again. I grabbed the phone and without looking at the number, grumbled, "Who is it?"
"Well good morning to you too, sunshine!" a female voice chirped in my ear.
"Who...who is this?" I asked, trying to place the voice.
"You don't recognize my voice?" There was an exaggerated sigh. "And here I thought I was your favorite!"
"Favorite?" I sat up and shook my head, "Kim?" it didn't quite sound like her, but it was my only guess as I tried to clear the cob webs from my sleep addled mind.
"Kim?" this was followed by laughter. "I guess there are worse things than to be confused with a pretty young girl."
"Look I'm sorry, but..."
"Todd, its Miss Ross."
"Miss....?" Holy shit, how did I miss her voice? I'd only heard it whispering dirty things in my ear for a couple of years now. "I'm sorry! I was sleeping and..."
"No worries, I probably sound different on the phone, and besides," she paused briefly before continuing, "I'm sure my voice isn't the one you would imagine in your ear in the morning."
I paused thinking that was a little eerie after my last thought. Clearing my throat I asked,
"Umm...is everything okay?"
"Well I have a little problem Todd." She began. "I didn't check my calendar and I have a family thing on Sunday I can't get out of. But we need to have the last group so I was wondering if you can make it today?"
"Today?" I frowned trying to recall if I had to work.
"Yes, I called the other students and they all said they can make it, can you?"
As she spoke I had reached out and grabbed the paper I had jotted my schedule down on.
"Yeah sure, I don't have work until eight tonight. What time are we meeting?" I looked longingly at me pillow hoping for a couple more hours sleep.
"Oh, you have a couple of hours!" she laughed, "I know I woke you up and honestly, I'm still rolling around in bed."
"You..you are?" I repeated like an idiot.
"Yup, still in my jammies," she giggled into the phone like a little girl, "Just a pair of boy shorts and a little red cammie top. Not very professional."
"Umm.... No I guess not." I answered weakly as my cock began growing picturing her in a silky little top, her braless tits ready to fall out.
"Sorry Todd," she laughed again, "I guess that was a little, how do you kids say it T&A?"
"I...I think you mean TMI." I replied, thinking T and A was exactly what was lodged in my head right now.
"Oh, that's right, too much information!" another cock stirring giggle. "The other one means tits and ass."
"I...yeah it does." I told her quietly trying to keep my voice steady.
"Sorry, Todd I shouldn't say that, I doubt a guy your age wants to hear that from someone almost old enough to be your mom."
"You look a lot younger than my mom." I said without thinking.
"Good answer!" she exclaimed then lowering her voice to close to a whisper added, "Or are you just..." she paused, "Kissing my ass?"
I swallowed hard, recalling "After School Special" and managed to laugh, "No seriously, you look pretty young."
"Aren't you sweet, well you know what they say about flattery; anyway is noon okay for you?"
"Yeah uh...sure."
"Good because like I said to you yesterday in class, I found your story very intriguing and can't wait to talk about it!"
"Really?"
"Really Todd, I'm very excited to hear all about your motivation! See you at Noon!"
I started to reply, but she had hung up. I leaned back on my pillow and for a moment allowed my mind to wander over what Miss Ross would look like in lying in bad in a pair of tight lace boy shorts, her little top riding up her stomach, up to just below the swelling of her tits. I shook my head to clear it. I was too tired even for that right now. Closing my eyes and waiting for sleep to return, I wondered what the hell had Miss Ross so interested in my story.
Granted I thought it had come out better than I expected, but saw nothing in it that would have her excited. Even yesterday at class she had come up to me and told me how impressed she was with my latest work. I'd thanked her and said it was a bit different for me. She'd smiled and said that not only was it different, but seemed truly inspired. She'd walked away at that point, leaving me to be truly inspired by her ass in a pair of tight black jeans.
I shrugged as I lied there and chalked it up to maybe she just felt this story was more up to my potential. Miss Ross had been telling me all year I was better than what I was turning in. Of course, I thought with a grin, she had never seen any of what I referred to as my 'real' work. Talk about inspiring. Speaking of inspiring her conversation with me had bordered on out right flirting. I knew it wasn't, she was probably just in a good mood. I noticed at the meetings at her house she was much more relaxed and spoke quite differently and this was no different.
On a different note, that conversation would make a good beginning to a new story. I show up at her house, she's the only one there and answers the door wearing some sexy lingerie and....I smiled as I felt my mind drifting back into sleep and wondered if shit like that ever happened outside of movies and stories.
*****
I pulled up in front of Miss Ross's house and glancing at my phone saw it was five to twelve. That was odd, I thought as I looked around. I didn't see Tony or Kim's cars or anyone else for that matter. I was usually the last one to arrive so this would be a first. I started to get out, but stopped and took a quick look in the mirror. I'd spent more than a little time trying to get my hair just right and had shaved. I looked closely at my blue eyes, making sure they weren't bloodshot from not a lot of sleep and after giving myself a big smile said, "You look good too Miss Ross, why yes I would love to see your..."
I laughed and sighed, "Knock it off Romeo."
I grabbed my notebook and getting out of the car, did a brief check to make sure my black polo shirt was tucked into the jeans I was wearing. The jeans were more than a little tight and the shirt showed off the arms I'd built up playing football the last two years. All in all I thought I looked pretty good. Whether I was showing off for Kim or in some vain hope Miss Ross checked out young guys was up for debate, but one way or another I was happy with the result. I'd also sprayed on some Wings cologne for a little extra effect and after running my fingers through my hair, walked up to Miss Ross's door and rang the bell.
I had turned partway at the sound of a car coming around the corner to see if it was one of the other kids, but it wasn't. I heard the door open and Miss Ross say, "Hi Todd, thank you so much for coming today!"
"Hi Miss," I began as I turned towards her, "I...."
I stopped in mid sentence when I saw her. She was wearing a red sundress what was so low cut not only could I see the top half of her tits, but right down between them. In fact I could see far enough down to notice that what I wasn't seeing is any type of bra. I forced my eyes from her chest and noticed the dress tied around her neck leaving her smooth creamy shoulders bare. Well not completely bare, Miss Ross's long curly black hair was down and draped over her right shoulder.
"You okay Todd?" she asked.
"I..." I snapped myself out of it and hoped to hell I hadn't been gawking. "Sorry, I thought I umm...heard my cell ringing. Anyway, uh...no problem, glad to be here."
"And I'm very glad to have you here." She gave me a smile that caused my heart to flutter.
Not only because it seemed more than a bit playful, but her lips were painted a deep red, making them more luscious than ever and as I looked into her big expressive brown eyes, she winked.
"Well come on in, you know the way."
She turned and when she headed down the hallway in front of me, I felt my mouth drop open. The dress was as short as the damn skirt I'd pictured her in my story. The red material wasn't reaching more than a few inches below the cheeks of her ass and while I stared at the backs of her long smooth thighs, I wondered if she could even bend over in it. Following her into her living room my eyes wandered down her long shapely legs and with a start I noticed she was barefoot.
Miss Ross entered her living room and I saw that where she had usually pulled all the chairs into a circle, they were spread out around the room. Walking over to the love seat in front of the window, she paused to pick up a glass of wine and a folder I assumed had our stories in it. That was different, I'd never seen her drink at these things, usually we had soda or iced tea. I stood in the middle of the room, unsure of where to sit and watched while she pulled the shade down that was over the loveseat.
Turning she sat down in the corner of the love seat and when I started to sit in the armchair across from her she shook her head and pointed to the other side of the love seat.
"Come sit over here Todd."
I started over then stopped when she raised her right leg and crossed it over the left. She'd raised her leg high enough that I had gotten a glimpse of red lace between her legs. I felt my face begin to flush and lowered my gaze to the floor in hopes she didn't notice.
"Well?" she asked. I raised my head to see her pat the cushion next to her, "Come on over, are you afraid I'll bite?"
"No, I just..." I shrugged and made my way over, as I did she continued,
"I've been known to nibble from time to time, but not bite."
"What?"
"Sorry," she laughed, "I'm in a really good mood and think maybe I've had a glass too many," she indicated the wine glass, "But hey it is the weekend. Want some?"
"No thanks I'm uh...too young to drink."
"That's right you are, aren't you?" she smiled at me, "Just a pup, or is the word," she winked. "Cub?"
"Cub?" I frowned.
"Oh, come on now Todd, I know you know what a cougar is and cougars like cubs don't they?"
"Sure I guess so," I mumbled as I felt my face getting hot again.
She was staring at me, her eyes locked onto mine and I wondered what was going on, I had the strange feeling I was in one of my own stories. She was drinking, dressed to kill and...
"Where's everyone else?" I asked.
"They're coming tomorrow like always."
"What? I thought you said...."
"I lied." She said with a shrug. "I wanted to talk to you about your story in person Todd."
"W...why?" I asked, beginning to get nervous. "What's so special about that story?"
She looked at me and her eyes narrowed. After an uncomfortable silence, she smiled again, "You don't know do you?"
"Uh...no not really, it was just a Vampire story. I did try to humanize him, but still I don't think...."
I stopped as she clapped her hands together, "Oh, this might be even more fun than I thought!"
"Miss Ross, I don't know what you're talking about." I told her.
"I guess not," she laughed as she reached into the folder and removed several stapled together pages. "But you will soon enough."
"O...okay."
"First off, sit back and relax Todd, you're on the edge of your seat like you're ready to run."



I slid backwards and as she had done turned so that I was angled into the corner of the loveseat facing her. Miss Ross gave me a sly smile and lifted the papers as if getting ready to read them. She shifted in her seat and uncrossing her legs, winced. "Damn."
"You okay?" I asked.
"I went running this morning and my legs are killing me." She looked over at me and asked, "Do you mind if I stretch them out?"
I shrugged, "It's your house."
"Thank you!"
With no hesitation she lifted her legs and stretched them out in front of me. Her feet were only about a foot in front of my face and as I watched she straightened, causing the muscles in her calves to bulge. I could feel my face getting hot again as I stared at her red toe nails. Christ, even her feet were sexy. As if she had read my mind she playfully wiggled her toes and in order to keep myself from gawking, I turned my head and felt my heart begin to beat faster. When her legs went up, Miss Ross's dress had slid up as well and I had a clear shot of the cheeks of her ass.
I also caught another glimpse of red material and from what little I saw knew it had to be a thong. I knew I should turn my head, but was frozen by the sight of the curve of her ass. In addition to my heart beating faster by the minute I felt my cock beginning to swell and again had the eerie feeling I was in the middle of one of my own fantasies. Miss Ross mercifully lowered her legs, but instead of crossing them again, left them stretched out along the couch so her feet were in front of my knees.
"You hot Todd?" Miss Ross asked.
"Uh...a little." No lie there, I was beginning to sweat.
"I am too," she smirked, "Or so I've heard anyway."
I forced a smile back at her and sat there with my hands in my lap, hoping to cover the bulge of my rapidly growing cock.
"First off," Miss Ross began. "I'll start with other than a few misplaced commas' your grammar has really improved."
"Thank you." I nodded, feeling better she was starting to sound like a teacher again.
"Most of those mistakes were during the..." she winked, "Climax of the story so I cut you some slack. Now as for the story itself, the subject matter shocked me, but once I got over it I have to say, very well done!"
"Thanks again." This time my smile was real.
"Tell you what Todd, I read this thing three times."
"You did?"
"Oh, yeah I did. It got better every time! Hell last time around I had to put it down because I needed my hands to..."
She trailed off and stared at me with an expectant look on her face. I put my hands up and shrugged, "I...I don't know what you're talking about?"
"Really? Wow, guess you're writing from imagination, not experience." She smirked at me, "That's okay that stuff can be taught, but okay let me read you one of my favorite parts okay?"
"Sure." I laughed, "I'm really curious to know what you thought was so good."
Miss Ross made a show of clearing her throat and I smiled as she began reading,
"I watched transfixed as Miss Ross's full red lips enveloped the swollen head of my engorged cock."
The smile left my face and my stomach felt as if someone had kicked it.
"Inch by teasing inch she worked her soft lips and warm wet mouth down the length of my shaft."
"I.... oh my god." I whispered. I'd sent the wrong fucking story.
"I moaned in surprised pleasure when I felt her lips touch the base. I was fairly well hung and no girl had ever taken me all the way before...." Looking up at me, she shook her head. "Really Todd? Are you that hung and no other girl? What, all two or three that you may have had?"
"Miss Ross," I began.
"That's okay though its erotica so you can exaggerate, let's see...." She snapped her fingers. "Here we are. She shook her head and I gasped when I felt her tongue slide out and lick my balls."
"Miss Ross," I exclaimed, "I...I am so sorry I..."
I stopped as she raised her finger to me. "Don't interrupt Todd." Clearing her throat again, she continued to read.
"Miss Ross began bobbing her head in a slow steady rhythm and as she did her big brown eyes were locked onto mine," she looked up at me. "That's a mistake her brown eyes locked into mine make it sound as if you have brown eyes, which you don't, you my dear have beautiful blue eyes."
'Oh, fuck me." I sighed.
"That's exactly what I'm doing!" she laughed, waving the story, "Well not yet, you don't fuck me until after I slobber all over my tits and you bring me to a..." she rolled her eyes "Screaming climax."
I stared at her helplessly and tossing the story onto the table in front of the couch, Miss Ross shook her head and said, "So Todd, you have anything to say for yourself?"
"Just..." I sighed, "Look Miss Ross."
"Call me Simone."
"What?"
"Sure, go ahead, I mean after that story I figure you're pretty familiar with me so why not?"
"Well it would be kind of disrespectful."
She rolled her eyes, "But writing about tonguing my ass isn't?"
"I...I don't know what to say Miss...Simone. I...I was an idiot and sent the wrong story."
"I think the point here is that you wrote that story at all." She pointed out.
"I'm sorry and I'll get going now, I...I guess I'll see you in Mr. Robert's office on Monday."
"You're leaving?" she asked, "You have your hot teacher all to yourself wearing a playful little dress and reading dirty stories and you're going to leave," she sighed, "Guess you're all talk then."
I stared at her and couldn't help notice how fucking good she looked. Her legs were stretched out at an angle that had her feet dangling off the cushion right next to my legs and her skirt had ridden up to show even more of her thighs. And those tits! With her slouched the way she was they were pushed up even more. My eyes worked up to her face and she wasn't just smiling, she looked as if she were trying not to laugh. In an instant I realized what this was; she was fucking with me.
She'd had a good laugh reading the story and was getting a kick out of teasing and flirting before lowering the boom on me. She was getting a charge out of my being into her and having fun at my expense. I felt more humiliated than before, but the only good thing was seeing we were alone and she was laughing maybe she would let me off the hook with just making me feel stupid. I started to stand.
"I...I feel like an idiot," I said quietly, "And you're just making of me," I told her, "I know I deserve it, but I have to go."
"Todd, stop." She said, sitting up and putting her hand on my shoulder, "I want you to stay here, we need to talk about this."
"Talk about what?" I asked shaking my head, but staying seated, "The F you're going to give me?"
"From what I've read I would think an F from me is exactly what you want!" she laughed.
I was blushing again and put my head in my hands.
"Aww aren't you cute!" she cooed. "But seriously, I want to ask you something."
"What is it?" I asked removing my face from my hands.
"Well first, just to make things a little more embarrassing for you, I went to the site you mentioned at the bottom of your story and found your others." She whistled, "I have to say, I never knew I was so insatiable! In most of those stories I can't even wait to get home, I fuck on my desk more than my bed!"
"I was just....:"
"Okay, no more making fun of you." She slid closer to the point our hips were touching and resting her hand on my arm said, "You know Todd when I first opened this story I was pretty shocked, and honestly more than a little pissed."
"I...I can see that." I answered looking down at her hand.
Her long red nails looked damn good on my forearm, and unable to help it, my eyes slid over to her chest, she was leaning towards me and I could see straight down her dress. My eyes widened when I saw I had been right earlier, there was no bra and I could see right down to the pink skin that surrounded her nipples. I could smell her perfume and despite my predicament felt my cock twitching again.
"I'm going to put you at ease Todd," she began, "No one is going to know about this okay?"
"Thank you!" I said as a feeling of relief flooded through me.
"And I'm not going to flunk you, because it was a story, it was on time and it was," she released a breathy sigh directly in my ear that further encouraged my growing cock. "Sooo well written, very, shall we say, inspiring?"
I turned to look at her and this time there was no hint of a smile on her face. That face was only about a foot from mine and I marveled at even up close how truly beautiful she was. She had to be at least forty, but her skin was smooth and flawless, she could easily pass for thirty. As I looked at her she cock her head slightly to the side and this time did give me a smile, but a softer one. I looked at her full red lips and wondered what they would look like trailing down my chest. Stop that! I'd just dodged a serious bullet and needed to...
"However," she continued, brining me back to reality. "You do owe me something Todd."
"What's that?" I asked nervously as she lifted her hand and started trailing her long red nails down my arm.
"Just an answer to a very simple question, but it's an important one and if you answer it honestly, then not only are you off the hook, but I'll tell you a little secret, but you have to answer it, fair enough?"
"I...yes." I managed to get out as she had leaned even closer and was pretty much whispering in my ear at this point.
"So tell me, my good looking young admirer, have you really fantasized about me like that? Have you lied alone in your bed and thought of me?" she paused then lowering her voice even more continued, "Have you really cum to thinking of me?"
She pulled her head from my ear and turning to face her, I glanced down at her tits and noticed she was breathing heavier. My gaze returned to her face and I saw her lips were parted slightly and her brown eyes were bright she looked.....ready. If I were writing that would be the word. I was suddenly struck by the thought that she might not be playing at this point, then again...What the hell at this point I had nothing to lose.
"Yes," I began. "I...I've been thinking about you a long time you're..." I looked away from her, "You're the hottest woman I've ever seen."
"Oh, I like that answer Todd!" she purred in a sultry voice, "I really do."
"You...you do?"
Was she pulling my chain again? My cock was fully erect and the pants were so tight I knew it would be visible and made sure to keep my hands down.
"Why wouldn't I?" she asked, "Let me tell you something Todd, you are one hell of a good looking boy. Those blue eyes with that black hair, hmmm-mmm" she nodded, "I love that look and," she reached out and squeezed my arm. "Neck down is pretty impressive too."
"I...feel the same way about you." I said then immediately felt stupid.
Miss Ross smiled, but again it seemed playful. "Hmmm you're smoother in your stories, but that's okay, I like nervous."
"You...you do? Well then I guess you should really like me then?"
She laughed delightedly and clapped her hands.
"That was better," she then gave me a sly smile, "Am I making you nervous Todd?"
"Yes." I said nodding like a fool.
"Don't be," she said, "Because it's my turn to tell you a little secret of my own."
"Okay." I nodded and shivered as her nails started trailing up and down my arm again.
"The reason I liked your story so much Todd, is because you're absolutely right about me."
"I was?"
"Oh, yes you have me pegged perfectly," she smiled "I am a cock tease. I know you look at me Todd, I've seen you, and not just you, but all the boys in my classes. They all look at me and I..." she leaned in and whispered in my ear, "I fucking love it."
"You....oh." I gasped as her hand covered mine and pushed it down into my swollen cock.
"I love feeling their eyes on me when I have my back turned, love knowing their staring at my ass, my tits. And...." I jerked my head in surprise at the feeling of her tongue flicking across my ear. "My lips, I know they think like you, they want me on my knees for them and know what?"
"W...what?" I asked as her other hand slid behind my head and up through my hair.
"I get wet. How's that for something for your story? That I sit there in a puddle in class thinking about all those good looking young studs wanting to fuck me. Sometimes I even lock my door between classes and play with myself."
"I...wow." Was all I could say.
"But that is only half my secret; the other half is that I have been wanting to fuck a student for a long time. Wanted to seduce one, give him what they've been dreaming about, blow their mind," she giggled in my ear, "Amongst other things."
Her tongue grazed my ear again, but this time I stayed still and bit back a moan as her wet tongue trailed down my neck.
"But I couldn't take that chance could I? And it would be wrong to do, but you my dear are graduating in a week and..." she sat back and lowering her voice said, "I have one more secret, I'm leaving Classical. I'm taking a job in New York as an assistant principle so this is my last chance to fulfill my little fantasy."
I started to speak, but let out a surprised moan as her hand quickly slipped under mine and squeezed my cock through my jeans.
"Oh, maybe you weren't exaggerating!" she cooed.
My answer was another moan as she started rubbing her hand along the length of my cock.
"So when I read that story I figured the two of us could help each other out. You get to fuck your hot teacher and I...." she gave my cock another squeeze and sighed, "I get to be the nasty little cougar I want to be." Slowly licking her lips she gave me another squeeze, "This Todd, will be one young cock I won't tease."
"You...you won't?" I forced the words out as she started rubbing my cock harder.
Still rubbing my cock, Simone reached back under her hair with her other hand and pulled the string to her dress. Lowering her hand she pulled the top down exposing her tits.
"Do I look like I'm going to tease you?"
"Oh...." I swallowed as I took in her large round tits with their hard pink nipples. "They're.....perfect."
"Yeah," she asked as releasing my cock she cupped both her tits and held them up for me, "Are they as nice as you thought?"
"Better." I said and reaching out tentatively placed my hand over her right tit.
"Don't be shy baby," she whispered, "Play with them; show me how bad you want them."
With part of my mind wondering when I was going to wake up I placed both my hands over her tits and began fondling them. They were smooth and firm and I could feel her nipples pressing into my palms. As I'd written about so many times, I removed my hands and began rolling her nipples between my fingertips. Her nipples were as hard cock felt and I could feel my fingers trembling as I played with them.
"Oh, that feels nice." She purred, "But here let's make it better."
Taking my wrist she pulled my hand up to her face where opening her mouth she wrapped her soft lips around my fingers and started swirling her tongue around my fingers.
"Oh damn." I said softly.
"Thinking about where that tongue will be later?" she asked as she placed my hand back on her nipple and brought the other one to her lips.
"I've been thinking about that for a long time." I answered while watching her pink tongue play across my finger tips.
Lowering my hand she smiled, "So have I. You're damn fine Todd, that's why I put you in the front row." She paused to moan softly as my now moist fingers stroked her nipples. "I've gotten off to you Todd, shoved a vibrator deep into my pussy and imagined it being this nice young cock."
I gasped as she grabbed me again and tried to concentrate on fondling her as she started stroking me through the jeans. Miss Ross closed her eyes and sighed as began rubbing her nipples faster. Her lips were parted and she was breathing heavily causing her beautiful tits to heave beneath my touch.
"Is that all your going to do is touch them?" She asked, opening her eyes, "Where's that how did you put it, eager tongue of yours?
Opening her eyes, she reached out and grabbing the back of my head pulled me down to her chest. Eager would actually be an understatement to describe the feeling that went through me as I opened my mouth and sucked her pink flesh into my mouth. I took as much of her tit into my mouth as I could along with her nipple and began swirling my tongue around it.
"That's it, suck that tit," Miss Ross moaned as her fingers ran through my hair, "That tit you've jerked off to!"
I switched to the other nipple and this time made a show of teasing my tongue around it and was rewarded with a soft moan and her whispering, "Oh, that looks so fucking hot!"
Spurred on, I started sucking on her nipple as I continued to fondle the other. I moaned around her swollen nub as her hand started moving on my cock again. I began rocking my hips, my aching dick straining for release. Miss Ross wrapped her fingers in my hair and pulled gently. Getting the hint, I reluctantly sat up.
"Don't worry Todd, you're going to get plenty of my tits, but you're awfully excited and I think maybe I'll help you relax before you take good care of me.
My eyes widened and I nodded dumbly as my mind started to spin at the thought that the object of every fantasy I'd had for the last two years was going to make those fantasies come true. Reaching out, she placed her hands on the sides of my face and leaning forward whispered, "I only have one problem with your stories Todd."
"What...what's that?" I moaned as her hand left my cock and pulled my shirt from my pants.
"We don't kiss." She said and pushed her lips into a pout. "We just get all dirty right away! Don't you want to feel my nice soft lips on yours?"
"Y...yes ma'am." I whispered.
"Oh I like that," she said as her lips quickly brushed across mine. "But let's go with Miss Ross, I want to hear you moan that for me today." She smiled, "And tonight and maybe even tomorrow morning," she frowned "Oh, wait you have work don't you."
"Fuck work!" I exclaimed, causing her to laugh.
"That's right, fuck work; and fuck me instead, as many times as I can get you hard."
I started to say something, but my reply was cut off by Miss Ross grabbing the bottom of my shirt and yanking it up. I obediently raised my arms and let her pull it off. Tossing it to the side, she licked her lips and rubbing her hands along my chest said, "Oh, look at this nice hard young body!"
Leaning forward she kissed me hard and I gasped as her tongue immediately forced itself between my lips. I opened my mouth and groaned as her tongue entered it while lips devoured mine. Her hands slid up my chest and her arms went around my shoulders while her tongue danced across mine and her lips started sliding softly back and forth as she slowed the kiss down. I wrapped my arms around her slender waist and pulled her tightly to me. I moaned at the feeling of her hard nipples pressing into my chest and how good the smooth warm skin of her back felt beneath my hands.
Miss Ross moaned as well as I began sliding my hands up and down her back. I worked one hand into her dress and sliding it down grabbed her ass. She gasped, but continued our deep kiss as I ran my other hand up through her long black hair. She brought her hands around to my chest and gave me a shove. I fell back into the corner of the couch and she went with me, lying on top of me. I could feel my cock pressing into her stomach and groaned as her lips left mine and started kissing my neck.
I opened my eyes and looked down at her long legs stretched out behind her. As she began to trail her lips down my neck and across the front of my shoulder, I grabbed her dress and shoved it down past her hips. Laughing, she sat back and standing, shimmied out of the dress.



"Holy shit." I said as I took in her amazing body standing before me in just the lacy red thong.
Putting her arms over her head, Miss Ross made a show of turning around for me. Her ass was as perfect as the rest of her. The red thong barely covered the crack of her ass, leaving her firm round cheeks exposed. She bent over and gave her ass a playful shake before turning back around. I started to sit up, but she pushed me back into the corner and leaning over kissed me hard again.
I placed my hands on her hips and groaned when she started rocking back and forth, sliding her erect nipples across my chest. Her lips left mine and began trailing soft kisses down my chest. I gasped when she began licking my nipple, then felt my breath catch when she began trailing her tongue down my stomach. She was sliding backwards as she did and was now on her knees between my legs. I forced myself to breathe again as her tongue teased along my stomach just above my jeans while caressing my nipples with her long nails.
Miss Ross began sucking on my stomach and reaching down unsnapped my jeans. I stared wide eyed as she pulled my zipper down and opening my jeans, pulled my underwear down to just above my cock and began licking again. I reached down and began running my hands over her smooth shoulders and back. My cock was throbbing painfully as I took in the incredible sight of my teacher kneeling between my legs.
She grabbed the sides of my jeans and tugged. Even as I lifted my hips for her a feeling that this really couldn't be happening came over me. There was no way I was really going to get a blow job from Miss Ross. I let out a startled yelp as she yanked hard on my jeans, pulling them as well as my underwear, down to my knees. My hard cock sprang free and her brown eyes widened and she made purring sound in her throat before saying,
"Look at that cock! I take it back Todd, you weren't exaggerating!" Reaching out she wrapped her red tipped fingers around my shaft and squeezed.
I moaned at the feeling of her soft hand around my hard shaft and again when she squeezed harder and a stream of sticky pre cum squirted out.
"Oh, that looks so good." She whispered as she continued to squeeze.
I released a sound that could only be described as a whimper when her hand wrapped tighter around my dripping prick, causing more pre cum to ooze out. I jerked my hips and gasped when her hand slid up and she rubbed her palm across the sensitive head of my cock. I felt my legs start to tremble and my hands tightened on her shoulders as she swirled her hand around several times.
"Let's get this cock nice and sticky," she said softly as she once again began stroking me.
Her now slick hand felt amazing and I let myself relax back into the couch as she slowly pumped me. Reaching down with her free hand, Miss Ross grabbed the heel of my shoe and pulled it off.
"That's a big mistake in your stories Todd," she said as she grabbed my sock along with the cuff of my jeans. "Your clothes vanish; you never say where they go. Details, Todd, details."
Not trusting myself not to whimper again, I simply nodded and placing my heel on the floor pushed my other shoe off. Still working my cock with her hand, Miss Ross pulled my pants off and slid up closer between my legs. Her face was now level with my cock and the entire time she had undressed me her eyes had never left it. I began breathing through my mouth as my heart beat faster in anticipation of her mouth. She licked her lips and bending her head kissed the tip of my cock.
"Damn that's hot." I whispered as she pulled her lips back, taking a line of my pre cum with it.
Giving me a wink, Miss Ross slurped the cum into her mouth and then made a show of sucking her way along the sticky trail until her lips were pressed against my cock.
"You like that Todd?" she asked.
"Y...yes." I stammered as her tongue flicked out and traced the head of my cock.
"Good. I wouldn't want to disappoint you; after all I am supposed to be a nasty cougar aren't I?"
"You can be anything you want to be." I groaned out while she made a show of trailing her tongue down the front of my shaft.
"I like that Todd." She said, "And no worries because I love to be dirty."
That sentence was punctuated by her lowering her head and sucking my balls into her mouth. I made another pathetic sound as she released my balls from her mouth and began tonguing them. Her eyes were fixed on mine and I noticed her hips rocking back and forth as she swirled her tongue from one side of my balls to the other. She was still holding my cock and running her finger nails up and down. Her teasing touch was driving me crazy and my own hips started moving, thrusting into her hand.
"Oh, someone needs to cum don't they?" she asked.
"Yes...oh please." I moaned as she wrapped her hand tighter around my cock.
"That's the problem with you young boys; it doesn't take much does it?"
"Please don't tease me!" I was whining at this point.
Miss Ross laughed and despite her playing with my cock I began to blush again.
"No worries honey, if I were a tease I wouldn't be licking your cock. Now just relax and enjoy, I'm going to give you the show you've been dying for and I'm going to suck this beautiful cock until you cum in my mouth," she smiled up at me, "Would you like that?"
"Yes ma'am."
"I do like that!" she gave my cock another kiss and pointed at me. "But you can't be one way, why don't you play with my tits while I play with you?"
I quickly slid my hand down her arms and cupping her heavy tits began playing with her nipples. She closed her eyes and released another one of those sexy sighs. Opening her eyes she bent her head over my cock and looking me in the eye opened her mouth and wrapped her red lips around the tip of my cock.
"Oh fuck!" I cried out as she sucked hard on it and I felt my pre cum squirting into her mouth.
Miss Ross released my cock and keeping her mouth open let the pre cum drip out and oozed down my shaft. She closed her mouth, then opening it again let a trail of spit drool out and cover my cock. I moaned loudly as she quickly lowered her head and taking me deep into her mouth began make sloppy wet sounds as she slurped her spit from my cock. I switched from playing with her nipples to just fondling her tits in fear I would get too excited and pinch her as she removed my cock and spit on it again.
Once more she made a show of slurping it from my cock, but this time instead of releasing me from her mouth she began bobbing her head slowly. I sighed softly and again forced myself to relax and enjoy the incredible sight of my cock sliding in between those soft red lips. She was taking me deeper each time her lips descended on me and I groaned when I felt her lips wrap tightly around the base of my shaft. She held me there and began shaking her head back and forth.
"Oh damn, that...oh!"
Her tongue was sliding around my cock as her head worked back and forth and I couldn't believe how good it felt. My cock was buried in her warm wet mouth and her nipples felt as hard against my palms as my cock felt in her mouth. Almost as good was the sight of her ass grinding in small circles and she was beginning to moan around my cock. Blowing me was turning her on, damn she was fucking hot!
And she getting hotter by the second, as with a wink, she slid her tongue out and began licking my balls with my cock buried in her throat. My legs were shaking again and even though she wasn't sucking my over excited body was yearning to cum. Miss Ross slowly worked her way back up the length of my cock and I took in the red smudges of lipstick as her lips and tongue pressed hard against my shaft. She released my cock with a loud sucking sound and moaned, "Oh that young cock tastes so fucking good!" she winked and added, "I can't wait to taste my pussy from it!"
Again my only answer was a sound of pleasure when she started pumping my cock in her fist.
"How about something you didn't put in your story?" she asked.
Without waiting for my reply, she sat up higher on her knees and placing her hands under mine, lifted her tits and wrapped them tightly around my cock. I moaned when she began bouncing up and down, causing my cock to slide between her soft breasts.
"You like that Todd?" she asked, "You like tit fucking your teacher? You going to use this in your next story?"
"Damn that looks good," I moaned watching my swollen cock pushing up through her tits. "How about we make it look better?"
Lowering her head, Miss Ross stuck her tongue out and each time my cock appeared through her tits gave it a quick lick. I stated thrusting my hips and with a smile she stopped moving.
"Go ahead, fuck my tits, slide that hard young cock into my mouth!"
I started thrusting harder, lifting my hips and sending the head of my cock into her waiting mouth. I was breathing hard and sweating, and each time the tip of my cock slipped between her mouths released a small gasp of pleasure. The feeling of her firm tits around my shaft and her wet tongue, never mind the visual of fucking her tits, had my legs shaking and I began to whimper as I felt myself getting ready to cum.
Miss Ross pulled back and I groaned in disappointment. That feeling vanished immediately however as placing her hand son my thighs, she took my cock all the way down to my balls. After a brief pause to allow me to enjoy the sight of my cock buried in her mouth, she began to bob her head rapidly. I moaned loudly as I watched her repeatedly deep throat my cock.. Growing bolder, I reached out and wrapping my hands in her thick hair, started pulling and pushing her head, guiding it as she blew me.
Miss Ross moaned as I did and she started sucking even harder. I was moaning each time her hot mouth plunged down on my cock and just as I felt the cum begin to race through my cock, she slid her hand between my legs and squeezed my balls.
"Oh fuck!" I yelled as my cock exploded in her mouth.
I cried out again as my cock erupted again. I'd never cum this hard and my hips began thrusting wildly as my spurting dick erupted in my hot teacher's mouth. Making it even better was that as I flooded her mouth with my cum, Miss Ross moaned and her eyes rolled back in her head. She was still working her mouth up and down and fondling my balls, causing my cock to continue to twitch and squirt. I moaned softly and stopped moving my hips as my spent cock gave up the last of its load.
I groaned and my hips jerked as she continued to slowly suck my cock. I watched as she took me deep again as she slid her mouth up the length of my cock allowed some cum to spill from her mouth. She quickly slurped it back up, then removing my cock from her mouth, sat back on her knees. She gave me a wicked smile and holding her tits up opened her mouth and allowed the cum to drool out of it. She moved her head back and forth so that it landed on both tits where it dripped down over her nipples.
"Oh my God," I whispered while watching the cum dribble down her chin.
Miss Ross smiled through her cum covered lips and said, "Look as good as you wrote about? I normally like to swallow, but figured I'd let you have your fantasy."
"It looks...wow." Was all I could come out with.
"It feels...." She winked, "Wow," with a sigh she added, "I love being dirty."
Reaching down she grabbed my shirt and started wiping the cum from her tits, as she did she laughed, "Another little detail Todd, all your huge loads seem to disappear with no one cleaning them. Now tell me would you want to suck my nipple with your cum all over it?"
"No ma'am." I panted, still trying to catch my breath.
Standing, Miss Ross turned her back to me and bending over, slid the thong over her hips. With a playful shimmy she worked it down to her feet and I licked my lips at the sight of her pink-and as I'd imagined-smooth pussy peeking out at me from between her thighs. Walking over to the love seat she sat in the corner across from me and after lifting her right leg and placing it along the top of the couch, placed her other foot on the floor, leaving her legs wide open. I stared at her pussy and with a smile Miss Ross beckoned me with her finger.
"Now bring that eager tongue over here Todd, let me see if you're as good as you are in your stories."
I quickly leaned over to lie between her legs, but putting her hand on my shoulder Miss Ross shook her head and with a wink pointed at the floor.
"If I can get on my knees you're damn well going to get on yours."
"Yes Miss Ross," I whispered, "Whatever you want."
"Call me..." she paused, "You know, that sounded pretty good! Maybe we'll stick with Miss Ross this time around!"
"Yes Miss Ross." I smiled at her as I gladly sank to my knees between her creamy thighs. "I'll be happy to show you I'm a good student."
Placing my hands on her smooth firm thighs, I leaned in, eager to get a taste of the pussy that had tantalized me for the last two years. I stopped as she lifted her leg and placed her soft foot on my chest.
"Not so fast." She said, "According to 'After School Special' you would suck my toes just to get to my pussy, so get sucking."
She raised her foot and pressed her toes against my lips. Taking her foot in my hand I flicked my tongue out and began teasing it across the tips of her red tipped toes.
"Oh, that looks good." She whispered.
Encouraged, I started licking harder, pushing my tongue between her toes. After I'd licked each one I went back and placing her big toe into my mouth started sucking on it.
"Oh yes," she cooed, "Look at that. A hot young stud on his knees licking my toes." She moaned as I moved onto her other toe and whispered, "Lick my foot."
I released her toe and ran my tongue along the top of her foot. I was holding her calf and felt her leg trembling as I trailed my tongue along her instep and back towards her toes.
"The bottom" she told me, "Heel to toe."
I lifted her foot and did as she asked, placing my tongue at the base of her toes, I licked up to her heel and back again. She moaned loudly and it occurred to me she had a foot fetish. That was fine with me, just sucking on her feet had caused my cock to already start to grow again and the noises she was making caused me to take her toes back into my mouth.
"That's right," she said softly, "Worship my feet, show me how you'll do anything for me." She moaned and added, "You're not the only one with fantasies Todd, and you're going to be a busy boy this summer."
The summer? Was she going to let me keep fucking her? The idea of not just a day, but an affair with Miss Ross sent a surge through my cock and in seconds I was already hard again.
"Okay, Todd, I'll make you suck my toes again later, right now bring that tongue up here and suck on your teacher's clit."
She moved her foot and draping her leg over my shoulder, placed her foot on my back and pulled me towards her pussy. I didn't need any encouragement and placing my face between her legs, paused to take a deep breath, inhaling the sweet scent of her pussy. Miss Ross reached down and spreading her pussy open, tapped her swollen clit with her red nail.
"Right here, baby." She said softly.
I leaned in and gave her clit a soft kiss that caused her hips to twitch. Rather than lick her clit however, I lowered my face and plunged my tongue hard into her pussy. She let out a delighted squeal that told me she didn't mind my not listening to her and as she had done, I sucked hard. I was rewarded with another squeal and a mouthful of her sticky juices. I swallowed and sighed in pleasure at the taste. I swirled my tongue around inside her, lapping enjoying the way she moaned and squirmed and imagining what my cock was going to feel like in there.
At the thought that it was going to happen, that I was really going to fuck Miss Ross, I slid my tongue from inside her and started lapping up through her soft wet lips, intent on getting to her clit and making her cum so I could drown my cock into her hot little box. I felt a shiver go through her as my tongue flicked across her pink button and overcoming my impatience, worked my tongue back down the length of her pussy, enjoying the sensation of her wet flesh beneath my tongue.
"Oh, now who's teasing?" she sighed, as I slipped my tongue back inside her. "Take your time later Todd, right now your hot teacher wants to come for her favorite student."
Figuring it wouldn't be right to not listen to her; I slipped my tongue back up and started swirling it around her clit. Miss Ross moaned softly and removed her hand from between her legs. I looked up to see she was playing with her nipples, rolling them between her fingers while I sucked her clit gently into her mouth. Her eyes found mine and she moaned, "Oh, you look so fucking good between my thighs!"
I gave her a wink and started sucking harder on her button, caressing it with my tongue as I held it between my lips.
"Put your fingers inside me!" She groaned, "Come on baby; show me how bad you want me to cum for you!"
I plunged two fingers deep into her sopping wet pussy and groaned at how hot and tight it was. I started pumping them in and out of her as I went back to tracing fast circles around her clit with my tongue. Miss Ross was breathing heavier and her hips were rocking into my thrusting fingers. I pressed my tongue harder against her swollen clit and she moaned loudly. I was moving my tongue as quickly as I could and was driving my fingers hard into her. My left hand was on her inner thigh and I could feel her trembling.
The thought that I was going to make her cum had my cock throbbing between my own legs and hoping I wasn't pushing my luck, I added a third finger inside her.
"Oh, you are good." She purred as I felt her pussy stretching around my fingers.
I started pumping easier than before, but her hips had begun to move faster. She was moaning continuously and looking up I saw her eyes were closed and her red lips parted as she emitted those soft sounds of pleasure. Her fingers were busy on her nipples and her heaving tits were glistening with sweat. I was sweating as well and my face was covered with it as well as her sticky juices. My fingers were making sloppy wet sounds as they drove into her dripping pussy and I was painfully aware of my cock aching as if I hadn't just cum minutes ago.
Miss Ross's moans were becoming higher pitched and her legs were trembling violently. I was licking as fast as I could and started thrusting my fingers even harder. She moaned louder and the gasped, "Shove a finger in my ass!"
I hesitated until I heard her release a whimper that was as pathetic as the one's I'd been making, "Oh, Todd, please make me cum!"
I removed my hand from her thigh and placing my finger at her asshole, shoved it in. Miss Ross let out a sound that could only be described as a scream and went off like a rocket. She cried out, "Oh fuck yeah!" and started bucking her hips wildly.
I fought to keep my mouth on her clit, but received help, when Miss Ross dropped her leg down from the couch and wrapping it around my head, shoved my face into her pussy. I wasn't complaining, as the scent of her pussy and her screams were driving me crazy. My fingers were still bust in both her holes and the feeling of her ass and pussy contracting around them was amazing. Somewhere in the back of my head, I made a note to add this to my next story. Miss Ross howled again and her hips started grinding into my face even harder.
I was having a hard time breathing, but didn't care, if there was a way to go this would be it! I gasped at the feeling of her hands in my hair and her nails digging into my scalp.
"Oh Todd, oh goddamn!" she cried out.
I started sucking her clit even harder and her entire body tensed up and seemed to pause. Miss Ross let out a loud gasp and I felt a wave of sticky fluid gush around my fingers as her pussy convulsed. She whimpered softly and dropping her legs from my shoulders pulled hard on my hair.



"Get up here and fuck me!" she demanded as I awkwardly sprang to my feet to avoid my hair being pulled out.
Any discomfort was quickly forgotten as she pulled me down into hard kiss. Letting go of my hair, Miss Ross wrapped her arms around my shoulders, her legs around my waist and guided me down to her pussy. We both moaned as the head of my cock slid through her wet lips and reaching between us, I grabbed my cock and held it still. Lifting her hips, she pressed her pussy to my cock and tightening her legs around my waist, drove me into her.
We both cried out as my hard cock slammed into her pussy. I moaned into her mouth at how hot and tight she felt. I held my cock buried inside her for a moment as her tongue drove into my mouth, then started moving my hips, slowly pumping my cock in and out of her sopping pussy.
Breaking the kiss, she cried out, "I'm not your girlfriend, don't make love to me, fuck me!"
She emphasized those words by driving her hips into me, sending my cock plunging deep inside her. She continued to move her hips, fucking me more than I was fucking her and placing her lips to my ear, told me.
"I said fuck me! Use that hard young cock to fuck the shit out of me! Two years you wanted me? Then fucking show me!"
Her words sent a thrill through me and pushing myself up over her I began slamming her as hard as I could.
"Oh fuck yeah!" she screamed as I fucked the shit out of her.
I was pulling my cock all the way out before thrusting deep inside her again and she released a loud yelp each time I did. Grabbing her legs, I pulled them from around my waist and lifting them up, placed her feet on my chest and started fucking her even harder. She threw her head back and cried out as I drilled my cock repeatedly into her pussy. Spurred on by that reaction I grabbed her ankles and lifted her ass off the loveseat.
With her ass off the couch, I leaned forward, bending her legs so far back her feet were almost even with her head. At that angle I was plunging even deeper into her and she screamed,
"Oh my fucking God, you're fucking the shit out of me!"
That caused me to go even harder, I was slamming her so hard I could feel her juices squirting out around my cock and dripping down my thighs. Her pussy was making wet sucking sounds every time I pulled out of her and again when I drove back in. Miss Ross looked as good as she felt. Her tits were bouncing wildly as I fucked her and her sweat slicked black hair was plastered to her cheeks. Deciding to try to give her more of a thrill I brought her legs together and wrapping my arms around her thighs lifted her higher and started fucking her even faster.
As she howled her approval, I turned my head and started sucking her toes into my mouth.
"Yes!" she cried, "Oh, Todd I am going to take suck good care of you for this! Oh, baby, look at you fucking your teacher's pussy!"
I gasped and shook the sweat from my eyes as I felt my knees beginning to shake. I didn't want to cum yet and started to slow down. Sensing what I was doing, Miss Ross moaned, "Oh, look at you, you good boy, making it last for me. Here let's slow down."
She pulled her legs down and I let them go. Sitting up, she patted the cushion.
"Sit down, baby, let me give you a treat."
My knees were so weak, I fell more than sat down. No sooner had I then Miss Ross leaned over and placing her head in my lap took my cock deep into hr mouth. I moaned as she began slowly bobbing her head and grabbing her hair began guiding her up and down. I slid my other hand down her sweat soaked back and ass and slipped my fingers into her soaking pussy. She moaned around my cock and I looked down watching her head move slowly up and down in my lap.
She released my cock and licking her lips purred, "Hmmm I do taste good on you!'
Standing up, she swung one leg over mine so that her knee was on the couch. Bracing her hands on my shoulders she brought her other knee up onto the couch. Straddling me, she reached back and grabbing my cock guided it to her pussy. Miss Ross let her weight go and we both groaned as she impaled herself on my cock. Pushing me back against the cushion, she took my face in her hands and kissed me again, but softly this time.
I moaned into her mouth as she began sliding her hips back and forth, slowly riding me. I relaxed and placed my hands on her hips. I pulled and pushed gently, guiding her hips as she teased my cock with her hot pussy. I didn't mind the teasing; I was catching my breath and was enjoying the slow sexy kiss we were sharing. Miss Ross was making soft noises in her throat as her tongue caressed mine and her pussy worked my cock. I slid my hand up her back and through her wet hair while wrapping my other arm around her waist and pulled her closer to me.
I could feel her sweaty tits pressing into my chest and began to envision us showering together. Miss Ross pushed against my shoulders and sitting back on my thighs, raised her arms over her head as she rode me.
"How do I look Todd," she gasped, "How do I look fucking you?"
"Amazing," I whispered, then leaning forward took her nipple into my mouth.
She moaned and putting her hands on my shoulders closed her eyes and continued to ride me as I sucked on first one nipple then the other. Her pussy felt incredible and she was moving so slowly that the urge to cum had passed and I thought this was the experience of an older lover. Miss Ross was going to teach me a hell of a lot more than English tonight that was for sure. She stopped moving and sliding her legs down withdrew my cock from inside her and stood up.
"Breaks over Todd, time for you to fuck me in my favorite position."
Turning she crawled onto her hands and knees and resting her arms across the arm of the loveseat wiggled her ass at me."
"Come and get it Todd, hard and fast, I want everything that hot young body has to offer!"
I quickly got to my knees behind her and grabbing her slender hips, drove my cock into her so hard her arms slipped off the arm and her body surged forward. Undaunted I began hammering away at hr, pounding my cock into her as hard as I could.
"Oh my fucking God Todd!" she screamed as she put her hands on the arm of the arm of the love seat and bracing herself began to thrust her hips into my plunging cock.
"That's it baby! Fuck that pussy! Fuck your slutty cougar of a teacher, show her what a man you are!"
I began slamming her so hard my balls were slapping against her pussy and my hips were beginning to hurt from repeatedly driving into her ass. I gasped when I felt something brush my balls and looked down to see Miss Ross's fingers were rubbing her clit. I slowed down my fucking and watched as my glistening cock plunged in and out of her.
"Oh yeah baby," she moaned, let me cum on that cock, let me feel my pussy squeeze that young hard cock!"
I started to slow down more, but she cried out, "Did I tell you to slow down?"
"N...no ma'am," I panted.
"Then don't!" she called out, "Fuck me until I come, I got you off, you can las, you fuck for hours in your stories!" she laughed, "Come on 'hotforteacher,' show me how hot you are!"
Closing my eyes and taking a deep breath I resumed pounding the shit out of her, hoping she was so wound up she would cum before I would. As I thrust my cock into her I felt my knees shaking and knew I was going to lose the race. I was fucking her too hard and she looked so good I wsn't sure how much longer I could last. Looking down I saw her black hair stuck to her sweat slicked back and trying to turn her on more, reached down and grabbed it.
"Yeah!" she called out, "Pull my hair! Fuck me like the slut I am!"
Unfortunately her words turned me on as much as my pulling her hair turned her on and I gasped as I felt myself approaching the point of no return. I looked down again, taking in the sight of her amazing ass and as I felt the cum beginning to race through my cock, desperately plunged my finger into her asshole.
"Oh yes!" Miss Ross screamed.
I moaned loudly as she started grinding her hips into my plunging cock as her pussy tightened around it. She lifted her head and released a long loud wail of pleasure that turned into a series of sharp yelps as I lost all control and started jerking my hips hard into hers. Her hot pussy was convulsing around my cock and after a couple of more hard pumps I moaned and started to try to pull out.
"No!" she cried out, freezing me where I was, "Inside! I want to feel it, I'm on the....ohhhh baby!"
I yelled pretty loud myself as my cock went off, sending my cum spurting deep into her pussy. Miss Ross cried out then moaned, "Oh, yes, oh that cum feels sooo fucking good!"
I whimpered as her pussy contracted, squeezing my still squirting cock and causing me to cum even harder. I was so tired I couldn't keep pumping and when I stopped she started rocking back and forth into me, keeping my cock squirting into her. I gasped and leaned against the top of the couch as I felt the last of my cum, drip from my cock. Miss Ross paused then, contracted her pussy around my cock. I released a soft whimper s I felt a couple of more drops being milked from my exhausted cock.
Miss Ross sighed softly and eased her pussy from my dripping cock. I let myself fall back into the corner of the loveseat where I fought to get my breath. Miss Ross sat up and turning around, sat in her corner as I was and stretching her legs out, put her feet in my lap. She looked at mer and brushing her wet hair from her face gave me a tired smile.
"Damn Todd, you just fucked the living shit out of me!"
"I....was I okay?" I asked
"Okay? Baby, you made me wonder why the hell I didn't fuck the shit out of you months ago! You think I faked those orgasms?" she sighed contentedly, "Goddamn I came hard!"
"Me too." I nodded, then returning her smile added, "Miss Ross...."
"Call me Simone now honey, that was fun the first time, but I want you moaning my name next time."
"Okay, umm anyway Simone, you were...." I laughed, "Better than I could ever write about, you really are the hottest woman I've ever seen."
"And I'll be the hottest you ever fucked baby." She winked, "No little coed is ever going to fuck you like that."
She closed her eyes and stretched her arms over head. I stared at her amazing tits as she pushed them out at me and wanted nothing more than to play with them again. Opening her eyes she nodded.
"Tell you one thing Todd, after I'm done with you, there's going to be a lot of young girls who'll owe me one. You're a hell of a fuck for a young guy, but I'm going to make you even better."
"You...you mean we will again?" I asked.
"Todd," she shook her head, "Let your teacher teach you. When women speak, listen, they enjoy men who pay attention. Didn't you hear me say you and I are going to fuck all summer until I leave?"
"I..I thought maybe you were just trying to get me going."
"I would think this," she reached between her legs and touched her glistening pussy. "Was all you needed to get going."
"True." I laughed, "Miss...I mean Simone, you really were just..." I put my hands up, "Wow."
"So were you." She sighed, "Tell you what Todd; I thought you'd be good, but not that good. I figured first time around I'd make your dreams come true then teach you what I like, but honey I think you made my fantasies come true right out of the gate!"
"Thank you." I said smiling.
"You can back your stories, that's for sure."
"You really read all of them?" I asked.
"I have." She smiled, "Everyone." She paused then asked, "So this really turned into After School Special, what story would you like to play next?"
"Well uh...we're awfully sweaty." I said grinning, "What about Wet Dreams?"
"Ohhh," she cooed, "The shower! You bad boy, I...." she stopped and frowned, "Hey don't you fuck me in the ass in that one?"
"I..." I felt myself begin to blush. "Yes."
"Todd, have you ever actually fucked a girl in the ass?"
I felt my blush deepen as I answered, "No."
"Really?" she gave me a wicked smile, "Then I guess I'll show you how then."
"Really? You're going to..."
"I'll let you take me in the ass Todd, but not this time."
"No?" I began to feel disappointed then realized I was lying naked and sweaty across from Miss Ross having just fucked the shit out her.
"Nope. I have to give you something to make you look forward to our next lesson."
"Next lesson." I repeated with a smile.
"That's right," she nodded and caused me to moan as her bare foot started to caress my still oozing cock. "To quote a certain slutty teacher in a story by my favorite author, I'm making you attend summer school."
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"So your mother's gone for the night?" Melanie asked as we entered my room.
"Yeah," I answered, standing to the side so she could enter first. "She's with that guy from work she's been dating."
In addition to getting me points for being polite, allowing Melanie to walk in past me gave me a great opportunity to check her out. Mel looked damn hot in a little red sundress that barely covered her ass and her long blonde hair was down. She was wearing red sandals with heels so high I wondered how she could walk, but was glad she could because they made her long legs look even better than usual.
"Guess she's planning on it being a good date!" Melanie laughed as she walked past the two chairs at my desk where we usually studied and sat on my bed.
"Guess so." I said, trying not to sound nervous as I closed the door behind me. "They've been going out awhile though, so I guess things are working out."
"Good." Melanie nodded, "Your Mom's way to pretty to be alone, about time she had some fun."
"Tell me about it." I replied as I slowly walked over towards the bed, "My dad passed away two years ago and she just started dating."
"You know Rick," Mel gave me a sly smile, "Speaking of fun, if she can move on and have some, I think it's high time her hot son had a little fun of his own."
"Oh, yeah?" I did the best I could to return her smile.
"Oh yeah."
Reaching down she slipped her sandals off and turning, lay on the bed. Melanie stretched her arms over her head, causing her ample tits to push out even further. I swallowed nervously and told myself I could do this. Any other guy I knew would have already been on the bed trying to get her dress off and no one could blame them. Melanie was sweet, sexy and more than willing to have fun, she was everything a guy could want. The only thing she wasn't was Tina.
No sooner had her name entered my mind then I envisioned Tina lying in my bed. I recalled our first time, which had been in this very room when my parents were away. We were both so nervous and Tina, expecting we were going too, had told me to leave the room and come back when she called. I had entered to find her wearing an adorable little blue baby doll nightgown and....
"You coming over here?" Melanie cut into my thoughts; she patted the bed and smiled, "Plenty of room."
I slid my shoes off and as I got onto the bed next to her told myself again to just relax. It was sex. I'd been having it since I was fifteen and was turning nineteen next week; it's not like I wouldn't know what I was doing. Problem was all that time had only been with Tina. What if Melanie liked different things or didn't like....I forced my mind to stop its spinning and rolling over onto my side propped myself up on my elbow. Leaning down I gave Melanie a kiss and sighed as she immediately pushed her tongue into my mouth.
I closed my eyes and enjoyed the kiss, telling myself what else she would be more than willing to do with that tongue. I knew she would go down on me because she'd tried last week and like an idiot I'd made an excuse and told her I'd had to get going. Melanie put her hand behind my head and began playing with my hair as we kissed. I placed my hand on her stomach, then gasped as she grabbed it and placed it onto her tit. I started to pull my hand back, but she held it there, pressing it down onto her firm flesh.
Her tit felt damn good and I started to gently squeeze it and rub my hand across it. Melanie moaned her approval as our tongues played across each other. She disappointed me by pulling away, but that feeling gave way to way to excitement when she grabbed the straps of her dress and slid them from her shoulders. Melanie yanked the top down causing her large creamy white tits to pop out.
"Oh, damn." I whispered at the sight of her full round tits with their hard pink nipples.
"You like them, Rick?" she asked, smiling.
"They're....wow."
"Then show me how much you like them!" Cupping them in her hands, Melanie offered them to me.
I licked my lips as I took in the sight of her red nails on her tits. They were the first I'd seen since Tina's and I had to admit, they were just as nice, if not better. Tina's were smaller with darker nipples. I snapped myself out of it and moving quickly bent my head to her tits and took her right nipple in my mouth.
"Hmm, there you go honey." Melanie purred as I eagerly sucked her tit, "That feels so good!"
Her words spurred me on to switch to the other while reaching up and playing the one I'd just been licking. Melanie released a sexy sigh and I became aware of my cock stiffening in my pants. I began to relax as my body responded, the last time we'd gotten hot and heavy I couldn't even get a hard on, because I kept thinking of....All thoughts left my head and I gasped around Melanie's beautiful tit when her hand dropped into my lap and started squeezing my cock.
"You do like them!" she giggled, then grabbing my hand, said, "Here, let me show you how much I like you!"
With no hesitation, she shoved my hand up her dress and pressed my pal between her legs. I groaned at how wet her panties were and using two fingers, I started to rub them up and down across her pussy.
"Yes!" she moaned, "Now let's make it better!"
Pulling her tit from me she reached down and pulling her dress up to her hips, grabbed her red panties. Lifting her hips, she quickly pulled her panties down. Melanie bent her legs up and sliding her panties to her feet, playfully kicked them off. Leaning back against the headboard, she opened her legs and grabbing my hand, placed it on her bare pussy, her completely smooth bare pussy. I slid my fingers through her soft wet flesh and moaned as she started stroking my cock through my jeans.
Looking between her legs, I saw Melanie's pussy was as pink as her nipples and I could see how wet she was. Sliding my fingers back down and before I lost my nerve, I pushed a finger inside her. Melanie groaned and thrust her hips, driving my finger deeper inside of her hot wet and very tight pussy. Her moaning made me want to continue and taking my thumb, I pressed it to her clit. She moaned again and reaching down unsnapped my jeans. My heart was beating fast and I could feel my fingers trembling against her pussy as she pulled my zipper down.
"Oh, yes," Melanie breathed as she pulled my throbbing cock from my jeans.
I emitted a low moan as she started stroking my cock and I fought to concentrate on playing with her pussy. Melanie was lowered her head and was breathing heavily in my ear as I worked her clit. Her breath was hot and her pussy was even hotter than that. I started rocking my hips, pushing my cock into her hand as she slowly jerked me off. Hers was the first hand to touch my cock other than my own since I'd found out Tina had been cheating on me eight months ago.
That thought caused my fingers to slow down as I was assailed by the visual of walking into Tina's dorm room without knocking and seeing her petite body riding the cock of the guy lying beneath her in her bed. I blinked that away, but could feel my cock beginning to soften in Melanie's hand. Not again I thought, this had to work this time or she would never want to try again. Of course once I started thinking about it, my cock started to soften even more.
"Don't worry baby," Melanie whispered in my ear. "You just let me take care of it."
Before I could respond, Melanie pushed against my chest, causing me to fall over onto my back. Moving quickly, she lay across me and grabbing my cock, shoved it into her mouth. I moaned loudly as I felt her warm, soft tongue swirling around me. She began bobbing her head and I could feel my cock stiffening again. Melanie moaned around it and I placed my hand on the back of her head, playing with her blonde hair. Now that my cock was fully hard again, Melanie had slowed her sucking and was now teasing, enjoying my cock as she slowly moved her mouth up and down.
I slid my hand down her back and grabbing her round ass, gave it a squeeze. She giggled around my cock and I closed my eyes and sighed, damn that felt good! I opened them again and for a second saw Tina's long black hair across my stomach, before shaking my head and that image with it. Melanie released my cock and sliding back across me lay on her back and smiling at me, whispered, "Come on honey, I want the first time you cum to be inside me."
The point of no return. Even as that thought went through my head, I quickly rolled over so that I was between her legs, my hands on either side of her head. I leaned down and gave her a quick kiss. As I did I felt my hard cock press into her thigh and sighed in relief. I was still ready, all I had to do was slip inside and her pussy would take care of me. Melanie smiled up at me and reaching up, put her arms around my neck and pulled me down to her.
I lowered myself until I felt the head of my cock sliding along her wet pussy. I was getting ready to push inside her, when looking up at me, Melanie whispered, "I love you Ricky."
Holy shit! Mel and I had been dating three months, but I didn't know she felt that way! Hearing her say it made me feel good and I began to say it back. Melanie must have seen she had affected me and repeated it, even softer this time. My cock was right against the entrance to her warm pussy and I began to speak, planning on telling her I loved her too just as I slipped inside. That's when the ghost of Tina came back to haunt me again. I recalled her telling me that the night we'd first made love.
We were each other's firsts and swore we would be the last. That lasted for almost five years and in that time she'd said "I love you" more times than I could count. But apparently it was a series of lies as she had been fucking behind my back for.
"Ricky?" Melanie whispered, "Come on baby," she giggled, "Come on in the water's fine."
I started to smile, and then frowned when I could no longer feel my cock pushing against her. I was starting to lose it again. I started moving my hips, sliding my cock along her wet pussy.
"Oh, you tease," she moaned.
I felt my cock rising again, she really did look beautiful beneath me and she wanted me! Feeling my cock hard and ready again, I lowered my head and swallowing hard, whispered, "I...I love..." I couldn't finish as the vision of Tina breaking my heart entered my mind again. What if Melanie did the same thing? My cock had fallen and disgusted I went to sit back up on my knees.
"No!" Melanie said, holding onto me. "Come on Ricky just relax!"
"I...I can't." I whispered.
"You...you want me don't you?"
"Yes." I said quickly, You're...you're beautiful!"
"Okay!" she smiled, "Then relax, just lay back then, I'll suck on you and I'll get on top and..."
"I can't!" I snapped more harshly than I meant to.
I turned around and like a little kid sat back against the head board and crossed my arms over my chest. Melanie sat up and looking at me shook her head,
"Ricky, what's the matter? We have the place to ourselves, we can take our time," she gave me a smile, "My folks think at a sleepover, I can spend the night! Come on honey, we've been going together awhile now!"
"I know." I said quietly, "And I want you..."
"And you can have me!" she said, "All of me!"
"I...look Melanie it's" I paused, and then got it over with, "It's just that after T..."
"Don't you dare bring that bitch up again!" Melanie pointed at me, raising her voice. "I am sick of that shit Ricky!"
"Mel..."
"Don't "Mel" me!" she shook her head as she pulled the straps to her dress up, covering her tits. "This is bullshit Ricky, that ended months ago!"
"But we were together...." I began.
"Five years, I know. Know how I know? Because you keep fucking talking about it!"
She was now yelling and I let her go. At the end of the day, she was right.
"That slut broke your heart Ricky, she fucking cheated on you! She's doing what and who she wants and you're moping and it's not fair, to you or me!"
I went to put my arm around her, but she slid off the bed and leaning down grabbed her shoe and slid it on her foot.
"I've been trying to get you to have sex with me for a month now and you keep running like a little kid," she laughed harshly, "Bet Tina doesn't have that problem."
"Melanie, please don't go." I asked as she put her other shoe on. "We can talk..."
"Nothing to talk about." She shook her head. "I feel like a goddamn idiot! I'm whipping my tits out, hell I'm sucking your cock and you can't keep it up because you can't get over your childhood sweetie, fuck it Ricky, I deserve better!"
"You do and..."
"I'm a good girl!" she continued. "I'm not some slut just spreading her legs for you, I...I love you Ricky." Her eyes started to fill up. "You're sweet to me and you're smart and good looking and I really want to be with you, but I'm not waiting around. I'm number two to a girl that's not even around anymore."
She looked like she was going to go on, but waved her hand disgustedly.
"I'm not going to fight; I'm just going to leave."
She turned and walked over to my door. She paused before opening it and pointed to a picture of my mother and I at my high school graduation.
"Hell your dad passed away and she's over it enough to spend a night with someone and that's after being married for years, she can get over it, why the hell can't you?"
"Because I...." I looked away. "I don't know what's wrong with me."
"Neither do I, but...:" she softened her tone, "You figure it out call me. I...I'd like to be with you, but only if I'm the girl you're thinking of."
I sadly watched her open the door and just as she was ready to step through, saw her panties on the bed and called out, "Hey you want your underwear?"
"Keep them," she called over her shoulder, "Maybe you can jerk off on them, God knows it's the closest I'll get to sex with you."
Chapter Two
I sat on the couch and tried to force myself to pay attention to the Sox game. It wasn't easy, seeing they were losing. Well that wasn't the only thing making it difficult, the fact that I was on my third glass of wine didn't help either. Technically I was too young to drink, but my parents had always had wine at the dinner table and Mom had said before she didn't care as long as I only did it at home and didn't leave the house. Over the last few months I'd had to enforce that rule on my mother who was doing more than her share of drinking on some nights, when she was really missing my dad.
Well hopefully she wasn't missing dad tonight. He had passed of a massive heart attack close to two years ago and Mom had just started trying to date a few months ago. As Melanie had said, my mother was far too pretty to be sitting home alone. I grinned at the thought that mom had told me the same thing awhile back, that I was too young and good looking to not be getting any. I'd blushed when she said it, but then again, it had been a long time since mom had treated me like a kid. Once I'd hit about twelve she had begun treating me like an adult, always being straightforward with me and letting me say what I wanted as long as it was respectful.
Because of that I'd always felt closer to her than my dad. That closeness had increased after dad passed. We'd done the best we could to console each other and we talked about anything and everything with each other, never keeping anything back. Once, when we had both had some wine, Mom had commented there were times I seemed more like a good friend than a son. She'd also sighed and said she would love to meet a guy like me, but most guys were jerks and only wanted sex.
Sex was something that surprisingly the two of us had also discussed. Mom knew I'd been alone since Tina and had asked if I had any thoughts of getting back in the saddle. I'd said no and she pushed me to get out and meet someone. When I hadn't, she'd embarrassed the shit out of me by inviting Melanie to dinner after I had mentioned I liked her, but was afraid to ask her out. Mom knew how heartbroken I was over Tina, but insisted I had to move on. I always countered with so did she. Mom had agreed, then to my surprise talked about how she'd gone home with a couple of guys, but froze up both times and left nervous and frustrated, saying she couldn't.
Last week I told her I was going through the same thing and she told me to just relax, even if I had to let Melanie do the taking. Well she'd done her best tonight and I'd still fucked it up. If you couldn't fuck a girl after she'd been sucking your cock, you were pretty much screwed. Speaking of screwed, I watched as Orioles cleanup hitter smacked a three run homer and with a disgusted sigh, shut off the TV. Picking up my glass I sat back on the couch and as I took a sip, stared at my reflection in the TV screen.
Knowing I had the house to myself I was only wearing a pair of shorts and I had to say the time I'd been spending at the gym had been paying off. I'd been trying to work off my sexual frustration and the way I was filling out showed how frustrated I'd been. I never really wondered if I was good looking or not, but I had my dad's blonde hair and blue eyes and even when I was with Tina, I'd gotten flirted with quite a bit. Melanie was always saying I was hot so I guess I was easy on the eyes as Mom would say.
The front door banged and I jumped almost spilling the wine on the couch. Sitting up, I had just put the glass down when Mom came walking into the parlor.
"Hey, what happened?" I asked, although from the look on her face I had an idea.
"It's not what happened, it's what didn't happen," she said disgustedly as she tossed her purse on the chair, it fell over spilling its contents on the floor and muttering, "Fuck it," Mom walked over to where I was sitting.
I noticed she was walking a little unsteadily. I wondered if she'd been drinking as her voice sounded a little thick. Looking down however, I saw the reason for her awkward steps were at the end of her feet. Mom was wearing a pair of black stiletto heels that had to be five inches. I'd never seen her wear anything higher than a modest heel before and even as I watched her ankle almost went sideways and she had to lean on the couch.
As my eyes made their way up from her shoes I couldn't help but notice she was dressed to kill. Mom was wearing a pair of black stockings and a red skirt that was as short as the one Melanie was sporting earlier. On top she was wearing a short sleeve black blouse that was open to expose a red shirt the top of which was all lace. The top was low cut enough to show not only a lot of cleavage, but the top of a black lace bra.
"Damn Mom, you look hot." I told her.
"Figures," she said flopping down on the couch next to me, "I got a young stud almost naked on my couch telling me I'm hot and it's my son."
"I don't know about stud." I told her, feeling myself blush.
I don't know why, but Mom always made me blush, no one else ever had that effect on me. Maybe it was a remnant of the ridiculous crush I'd had on her when a lot younger, back when I though she was the most beautiful woman ever and had weird thoughts of being with her. That was odd, I hadn't thought about that in a long time. As I stared at my mother's long well shaped legs, my eyes widened at the sudden memory of masturbating to her when I was young. I wasn't sure how old, but it had been before Tina. I shook my head, as if trying to forget what I'd just recalled. Glancing down at the glass of wine, I'd wondered if I'd had too much.



"I do." Mom nodded. "Tell you what; a couple of my friends have remarked on how good looking you are." She laughed, "Lucky you met Melanie or I would have let one of them take you, get you right over that little bitch."
I frowned as she spoke. Mom never usually spoke like that and her green eyes seemed bright.
"Have you been drinking, Mom?" I asked.
"Why yes I have!" she nodded. "As have you, I see." She sighed, "I don't like you doing that alone honey."
"Sorry Mom. So did you guys go to a bar?" Before she could speak I pointed at her, "And why are you home in the first place?"
"Like I said, it's because nothing happened." She sighed. "I would have been here an hour ago, but you said Melanie was coming over so I stopped at The Frosted Mug for awhile so I wouldn't" she winked, "Interrupt."
"It wouldn't have mattered." I muttered.
"Don't tell me you didn't." She said with a look of concern on her face.
"It uh..." I shrugged. "It didn't work out."
Sitting up, Mom slid over next to me and put her hand on my leg. "Well what happened, did you get close?"
"Oh, we got close alright." I laughed bitterly and reaching out poured some more wine into the glass and took a sip.
I looked at Mom expecting her to say something. Instead she put her hand out. I handed her the glass and watched in surprise as she chugged most of it. She handed it back and after I took the last sip, she asked, "How close?"
"Damn close." I sighed, "I would say as close as you could without getting there."
"Naked?" she asked, raising her eyebrows.
I felt myself blush again. "Umm pretty close."
"And you couldn't?"
"I...no I couldn't!" I said disgustedly. "Hell she was even suc..."
I caught myself before I finished and put the glass down, I'd had enough. When you came within a second of telling your mother your girlfriend was sucking your cock, it was time to stop.
"She was what?" Mom asked, trying to keep a straight face.
"Uh...smiling?"
"Nice try." Mom laughed, then turned serious, "So let me get this right, she was...." She paused, and gave me a wink, "Blowing you and things still went wrong?"
"Mom!" I exclaimed, blushing furiously.
"Oh Ricky, you're adorable!" she leaned over and kissed my cheek. "I love it when you blush. Shows what a sweet kid you are."
"Great." I rolled my eyes. "Anyway, it was the same story. Started thinking of Tina and got nervous. Melanie tried to uh...help, but I..." I put my hands up. "I just couldn't."
"I'm sorry honey." She said softly. "She upset?"
"Oh yeah, she said she wants to be with me, but doesn't want to see me again until I'm ready." I waved my hand, "How the hell am I supposed to know when I can?"
Mom shrugged, but as she did was staring intently at me. Her eyes narrowed and she seemed to be thinking. I sat there watching her and was surprised when her eyes left my face and trailed down to my chest. I continued to look at her and saw them drop even lower. I followed her gaze and swore she was staring down at my crotch. I wasn't hard, but the skimpy shorts had ridden up a bit and I wasn't wearing underwear so there was a noticeable bulge. I looked back at her face and saw her gaze lingering there. Feeling embarrassed, I dropped my hands in my lap and asked, "So what happened with you, Mom?"
"The usual." She sighed and leaning forward poured more wine into the glass.
As she had before she chugged half then handed me the rest.
"I...I've had enough."
"Please, kid your age in college?" she smirked, "Don't think I forgot about what those parties are like, so go ahead and finish it, relax," she gave me an odd smile, "Enjoy the evening."
"Um, okay." I drank the rest of the wine and closed my eyes as I felt it go straight to my head.
I felt flushed and even in just the shorts I was warm. I opened my eyes to see Mom must have felt the same way. Sitting up, she slipped off the black blouse and tossed it to the side. Reaching up, she removed the clip from her hair and shaking her head, let her long black hair down. As she did, I couldn't help notice how tight the red top beneath was. Mom's tits were pretty big and looked as if they were ready to fall out of the shirt. Feeling weird about looking at her chest, I dropped my gaze and found no comfort there. Her short skirt had ridden up and I could see her thighs almost all the way to her hips.
Leaning back, Mom gave an even better view of her long legs, as she stretched them out and one at a time, kicked her heels off. She straightened her feet out causing the muscles in her calves to stick out, making her legs look even better. She lifted her legs up higher and held them there. It was almost as if she were modeling them for me. Yup, way too much to drink. I felt her eyes on me and looking back over saw her looking at me as I started at her legs. I gave her a nervous smile, but she just continued to stare. Wanting to break what was becoming an awkward silence, and try to pass off looking at her, I said.
"Not for nothing Mom, but being dressed like that I can't see how your night didn't work out. Where did you guys go?"
"Go?" she shook her head, "You really think I would go anywhere dressed this slutty? I showed up at Jack's door, told him I wanted to stay in instead of going out."
"So what happened? I can't see him turning you down."
"Speaking of my outfit," Mom said, "Those shoes killed my feet, would you rub them for me honey? You know like you used to when I had that waitress job?"
Before I could reply, Mom had turned and swinging her legs up, placed her feet in my lap. I looked down at her feet with their bright red toe-nails and saw they were just to the left of my cock. A little further and she would have been touching it through the shorts.
"Uh...I guess I have no choice." I laughed as I took her right foot in my hands.
"Maybe you don't." she said with a wink.
I didn't know what that meant and with a shrug began to massage her foot. Mom's skin was soft and as I pressed my thumbs into the sole of her foot, she released a soft sigh, "Oh, that feels nice honey" I looked up at her and saw she had her eyes closed. I swallowed hard and continued to rub, she had spoken in a tone that was more like a purr and it sent a strange thrill through me. As I continued to rub her foot and as I began gently kneading the flesh beneath each of her toes, I recalled the days of her waitressing.
I was about fourteen and every time I would rub her feet and even occasionally her lower leg I would start to get hard. When I would finish, I would run upstairs to my room which is when I would jerk off to the thought of her letting my hands go a lot further than her feet. As if that memory had awoken something within me, I realized with a start that my cock was beginning to stiffen. Carefully placing Mom's foot down, I picked up the other and trying to keep my mind off of her soft skin and long legs I prodded her, "Well?"
"Huh?" she opened her eyes and looked at me, "Oh, sorry, that just felt so damn good. I'll tell you Ricky I am so comfortable with you, I swear you're more of a friend than a son."
"I know what you mean." I told her, "You're kind of my best friend these days."
"Aww that's sweet." She cooed as I started lightly rubbing my fingers across the top of her foot. "So is this foot rub a friends with benefits thing?" she giggled then continued, "I could use a friend with some benefits."
"What about Jack?" I reminded her again.
"Oh. Well he liked what he saw, especially when I walked right past him, took his hand and led him to his bedroom. As soon as we got in there I moved pretty quick, got my blouse off, put my arms up and let him take my bra off."
I blinked as I pictured her words; I tried to imagine what her tits would look like, they were at least as big as Melanie's. I wondered what color her nipples were.
"I sit down on the bed and Jack gets on his knees and starts sucking on my tits."
"Whoa!" I exclaimed, "I don't need that much detail."
"He's going from one to the other," she continued softly. "And it felt so good! Then he reaches under my skirt and starts rubbing me."
She was drunk, had to be. Not that that was helping me any. My cock was closing in on being fully erect and without noticing I was doing it, my hands had strayed past her feet and slid under her legs where I had begun to rub her well shaped calves. Meanwhile Mom was still speaking softly.
"He moved my thong over and shoved his fingers into my pussy." She sighed, "Damn it felt good, first thing up there besides a vibrator in a long time."
"Mom, please." I whispered as without being obvious, I eased her legs further down my thigh and away from my cock.
With a feeling of alarm I saw that I was pitching a tent and leaning over awkwardly placed my elbow on my leg while still rubbing her legs, trying to cover it from her view. Ignoring me she went on,
"He was moving nice and slow and playing with my tits and kissing my neck." She reached down and grabbing the bottle of wine took a swig directly from it.
Wiping her mouth she sighed, "I was so damn wet! I told myself, this is it, no way I'm not going through with it."
"I said the same thing." I nodded as my hands began working up to the soft skin behind her knees.
"So he seems like he really wants to take his time, but I'm so close I just want to break the ice, so I tell him to stand up. I rip his pants down and he's so fucking hard!"
Mom made a show of licking her lips that sent a surge through my now completely hard cock.
"I had to taste him! It's been so long, so I start sucking his cock..."
"Mom this is too much, really." I told her.
"Sorry," she said, "I figured we could talk about anything."
"Well that's just kind of...awkward." I said.
"Oh, is that the problem?" she asked with a smirk. "Anyway, I get him nice and ready and I lay back, and he slips my thong off and he gets ready and...." For the first time her smile faded, I just...I couldn't. I started to get nervous like you, but with women it's just 'okay' lay still and let them', but I couldn't I got upset and said I couldn't and Jack got kind of mad and said I was acting like a kid so I left."
She put her head down and said sadly, "I was so close; I really thought I could get past it."
"I'm sorry Mom." I said softly.
"I was hoping your night went better, so I sat at the bar," she grunted disgustedly, "Of course dressed like this I got hit on by three different guys and I'm thinking I couldn't if I wanted to." She looked up at me and shrugged, "I just want to have fun Ricky, I just want to be with someone and enjoy. I figure if I can do it just once I'll be fine, but it's like I don't trust anyone."
"I know the feeling." I nodded as I started working my hands back down her legs.
Her skin was firm and warm to the touch and I was beginning to enjoy touching her just a little too much. I was already hard and making things tougher was Mom had started kneading her feet into my thigh as if she were a cat, pushing lightly with one then the other. I watched nervously as her foot had moved a little closer to my cock. I jumped when she raised her foot and placing it against my chest slowly slid it down. I stared down as her soft foot trailed down to my stomach before settling into my lap again.
"Tell you what Ricky, you and I are far too good looking to not be getting laid." She laughed, "Sorry that sounded pretty vain, you are at least, me? I'm getting up there."
"You're beautiful Mom," I told her softly, "Absolutely beautiful."
I smiled as Mom not only blushed, but gave me a surprisingly shy little smile, "Really? You mean that?"
"I do. I've always thought you were beautiful."
Mom smiled again and after taking another swig of wine, passed me the bottle. I took it, but paused. More would not be a good idea right now.
"Hey Ricky, can I ask you something?"
"Sure." I said and tried to ease back a little as once again her feet were moving.
"You think I'm pretty, but do you think I'm sexy?"
"Well..." At that question I did take a swig. I paused before swallowing, trying to think of how to answer that question. "You're my mother and...."
"I am, but I thought we were friends?" she smiled and raised her arms over her head, pushing her tits out. "So let's say you see me like this, and don't know me, am I hot? Would you stare?"
"I..." I was having a hard time not staring as her shirt rode up and I was looking at her soft stomach, "I...yeah you're pretty hot."
"For an older woman?"
"For any woman."
"Wow, you're smooth honey, you should try it with an older woman they appreciate things like that!" she lowered her hands and asked, "You're not just saying that though?"
I took a couple more swallows of the wine and putting the bottle down winced as the room swam for a moment. I blinked at her and speaking slowly said, "I've always thought you were sexy, hell back when I was a kid I had a crush on..." I stopped as I realized what I'd just said.
"You had a crush on me?" she laughed delightedly.
Although I was embarrassed, seeing her smile made me smile back and nodding sheepishly, I replied, "Yeah, I...I used to think you were so pretty and used to love when you would come in my room and talk to me."
"That is so cute!" she clapped her hands, "And flattering too, especially now, nice looking young guy like you."
Mom slid further down on the couch and I panicked as her feet slid across my lap. Her left foot grazed my cock and I had to stifle a moan at the contact. I hoped to hell she didn't notice. Looking over at her, I saw that she was looking down as if lost in thought. I looked down as well and my eyes widened as I saw her skirt was almost all the way up her thighs. It was a good thing her legs were together or at this point I would be seeing her panties.
"So Ricky," she gave me a nasty grin, "You ever think dirty things about me?"
I could feel my face heating up even as I quickly answered, "Of course not!"
"You did, didn't you?" She laughed, pointing at me, "You had dirty thoughts about your hot mom!"
"No!" I said shaking my head emphatically, "I...I..."
"You jerked off to me didn't you?" she asked, and then lowering her voice to a sultry whisper, asked, "What was I doing? Was I sucking your cock, was I riding you, getting on my knees and letting you fuck me?"
"Stop." I told her, "I...I think you're drunk."
"Yup." She nodded, "Figured it would help with later."
"Later?"
"You didn't answer, what was I doing for you Ricky? What was your hot mom doing to her handsome son?"
Her green eyes had locked into mine and seeing no way out of this I whispered, "Everything."
"Oh I like that!" she purred. I sighed and felt like crawling under a rock. Maybe she was so buzzed she'd forget about it tomorrow. "Aww, don't feel bad." She paused, then snapped her fingers, "Tell you what, since you shared a fantasy, I'll share one of mine, okay?"
"It's not a fantasy." I pointed out. "I was..."
"If you were playing with yourself over me it was a fantasy." She countered, "Anyway, know what I have fantasized about, even when your Dad was still here with me?"
I didn't answer right away as her foot had brushed against my cock again. I was trying not to think of anything, but just her legs in my lap and the sight of her tits pushing against her shirt had my cock so hard it was starting to ache. I'm sure the wine didn't help either. Seeing no way out, I nodded and figured I would try to find an excuse to get up. How I was going to cover my hard on, I didn't know, but I had to get away from her.
"What...what did you think about?"
"I thought about fucking a guy half my age, maybe nineteen or twenty, good looking," she licked her lips causing my cock to jump, "Horny and eager to please me. I thought about what it would be like to be his hot cougar, to just take him and use him up."
"Oh...uh okay." I nodded, "I guess I can see thinking about that would..."
"I did more than think about it." She said, "I did what you did, I would lie there some nights while your dad was sleeping and play with myself, cum nice and hard thinking about fucking a hot young stud."
"Okay. Well it's been a tough day," I grabbed her legs with the intention of moving them, "I've had some wine and I'm ready for bed."
"I'm ready for bed too honey." Mom said softly. "Will it be yours or mine?"
"What did you say?" I asked, refusing to believe I had just heard that.
"You know Ricky," she began as she began unbuttoning her blouse. "We have the same problem. We want it, we have people that want us, but can't do it. We get nervous, we worry, we don't trust it will be okay because we've been with people that we loved."
"Mom I think you need to go to bed."
"We've established that," she smiled as she continued undoing her buttons. "Well I was just thinking that you and I really do trust each other don't we?"
"I...yeah." I forced myself to say as reaching the bottom button Mom pulled her shirt open.
"Oh shit." I whispered as I took in the skimpy black lace bra she was wearing. The lace was transparent and I could see her nipples beneath it, her hard nipples.
"And honestly, you and I have always been as much friends as family." Leaning forward she slipped the shirt off and tossed it away. "So I figure the two of us can help each other. We can be good to each other and relax and get what we need, and then afterwards we'll be okay for other people."
"Mom..." I took a deep breath and told myself this was a dream, I'd passed out on the couch, this wasn't happening. "We...can't."
"Why not honey?" she asked, "You can just think of me as a sexy older woman Ricky and baby, you look so good." She licked her lips provocatively, "I could just eat you up, and." She winked, "You could return the favor."
"No, I...I don't want to." I said, sounding like the nervous kid I was really starting to feel like.
"No? You just said you used to want me."
"I was a kid and it was before Tina and I was..."
"So you don't want me now?"
"No." I lied, shaking my head.
"Then honey, why is this cock all big and hard?"
I gasped as lifting her feet she placed them on either side of my cock and squeezed it between them. She started working her feet up and down and unable to help it I moaned loudly.
"Sounds like you want me." She smiled and reaching behind her undid her bra.
"Mom...please stop."
"Tell you what honey," she began as she slid the straps down her shoulders and was now holding the bra against her tits with one hand. "You take a good look at these and tell me you don't want them, I'll leave you alone and we'll both play with ourselves like teenagers."
"I am a teen ager." I said lamely.
"I know, and a hot one, the kind I've always wanted to be with." With a flourish, Mom tossed the bra away, leaving me staring at her bare tits. "So go on Ricky, tell me you don't want them."
"Oh my God." I said, trying to keep my jaw from dropping.
Mom's tits were beautiful; as big as Melanie's and just as round. Mom's nipples were rose colored and looked as hard as my cock felt. Making it worse, Mom cupped them in her hands and lifting them started rubbing her nipples with her fingernails.
"Hmm." She sighed, "This would feel so much better if it were you playing with them." She cocked her head and asked, "Or are you going to lie and say you don't want me?"
I groaned as she started moving her feet faster. I couldn't tear my eyes from her tits and I wanted nothing more than to lean over and suck on them.
"Take your shorts off," she told me. "Show me how much you," she giggled, "Don't want me."
"No, Mom."
"You know I left Jack's in such a hurry I never put my panties on." She gave me a wink. "I've been lying here the entire time with no panties." She opened her legs slightly. "Wanna see my pussy, Ricky?"



"This...this isn't fair." I told her.
"You know you want too and I'll show it to you, hell I'm going to let you taste it, but first I want to see that nice big dick of yours."
I moaned as her feet moved from my cock and as they did I caught a brief glimpse between her legs. I couldn't see her pussy, but could see far enough up to know there were no panties. Mom was still rubbing her nipples and staring at me expectantly. She smiled when she saw me looking and I was struck by how truly beautiful she was. Her body was amazing and she wanted to and she was older and would know how to take care of me.
I stopped as something dawned on me. Anytime I had so much as thought of sex, Tina popped into my head. Up until this moment I hadn't thought of her at all and even now really wasn't. I was lusting after my mother and staring at her tits and...I wasn't nervous at all! Granted I was a little unsure this was right, but my cock was still rock hard and god damn did I want her! Moving quickly before I could change my mind, I lifted my hips and shoved my shorts down.
My cock sprang free and Mom purred, "Oh look at that, honey that is a nice cock!"
I felt myself blushing again, but forgot about my embarrassment when lifting her leg; Mom placed it along the top of the couch exposing her shaved pink pussy. She was perfectly smooth and I could see that she was wet. Reaching down, she slid her finger though her lips, and when she reached the top spread it wide open.
"You like my pussy, Ricky?"
"It's....damn." Was all I could manage.
"It likes you honey." She whispered, "It's liked you for a long time now."
"What?"
"I've been thinking about you honey, been thinking about how bad I need it and remembering how much I've wanted to be with a young lover." She licked her lips again, "So tonight I decided I was going to get too drunk to give a fuck and show my son how much I need him."
"You...you wanted me before tonight?" I asked, trying to keep my words steady as her feet once again surrounded my cock, except now there was nothing between her flesh and mine.
"Yes." She said softly as she stared at her soft feet rubbing along my hard cock. "Now why don't you slide that hand up my leg and play with my pretty pussy? That pussy you were thinking of when you were stroking your cock to me."
My hand was still on her leg and I forced myself not to move it. She was drunk and would regret this. I had too....
"Oh goddamn!" I groaned as she slid her foot up my cock and curling her toes around the head, squeezed.
I watched as my pre cum dripped down and onto her foot. Lifting it higher, Mom rubbed the bottom of her foot along the slick tip of my cock. I moaned again and she ran her other foot to the tip, and then began pumping them up and down, jerking me off with her feet. They were now slick with my sticky fluid and I gasped at how good it felt.
"That is so fucking hard!" Mom purred. "And dripping, I can't wait to taste it!"
"You..."
"Oh yeah, Ricky, your drunk horny mother is planning on sucking that cock until you cum in my mouth." She stopped moving her feet, "But not if you don't want to play with me, if I have to do it myself, I'm just going to....oh, yes honey!"
Right or wrong the thought of having my cock in my mother's mouth spurred my hand into motion. I slid it along her leg, enjoying the feeling of her soft skin beneath my hand. When I reached her upper thigh, I paused briefly, and grabbing my hand, Mom shoved it onto her pussy. I gasped as I felt her heat against my palm and lowering my hand slid my fingers through the very wet lips of her pussy.
"That's it baby," she cooed, "Pet that pussy, make her purr for you!"
I leaned over towards her and began rubbing my fingers up and down her pussy. Her feet had slowed down, but were still rocking back and forth, caressing my cock as I fondled her. Somewhere in the back of my mind, I wondered if she would regret this tomorrow. As I eased a finger inside her, I knew one thing was for sure; I wouldn't! Mom moaned softly as I pushed my finger deeper into her pussy. My eyes widened and I gasped as her pussy clenched around my finger.
'Little girlfriend couldn't do that could she?" Mom asked.
"Uh...no." I answered as I began to slowly pump my finger in and out.
"That's because she was a girl, I'm a woman," she again squeezed her hot pussy around my finger, "I'm your woman honey."
"You...you are?"
"Damn straight I am, now how about you suck your woman's tits and make her cum nice and hard for you?"
Mom held her tits out to me and I awkwardly tried to lean over to reach them.
Drawing her leg back, Mom placed her sticky foot on my chest and shoved me back into the corner of the couch.
"You stay right there honey."
Mom dropped her leg onto the couch and sliding over to me, knelt down on one knee on the couch while placing her other foot on the floor. Again grabbing my hand she shoved it between her legs and whispered, "Up inside, two fingers this time."
I did as she asked, and she moaned as I slipped two fingers into her. I started sliding them in and out after a soft sigh, Mom took my face in her hands and pulling it to hers kissed me. The force of the kiss took me off guard and her tongue immediately pressed against my lips. I parted my lips and groaned as her tongue slid across mine. Mom moaned softly into my mouth and moving her hands from my face slid her arms around and drew me into her. My fingers were still busy with her pussy, but I slipped my other arms around her slender waist and she sighed as I hugged her to me.
Mom's lips began to go easier, gently sliding across mine and as she did, I felt my body relax into hers. I stopped moving my fingers and held them there as I focused on our deep passionate kiss. I slid my hand up her back, caressing her smooth skin and sliding it up through her long dark hair. Breaking the kiss, Mom whispered in my ear, "That feels nice baby,"
She started to kiss my neck and I gasped as her hand left my back and wrapped around my cock. "This feels even better." She giggled.
"Oh, yes." I moaned as she started pumping it in her fist.
Mom's other hand slid behind my head and leaning back, she pushed against it, bringing my face down to her tit. I opened my mouth and all but devoured her tit, sucking not just her nipple, but as much of her firm flesh as I could fit in my mouth.
"Oh, look at you! You've wanted those tits haven't you?"
"Hmm-mm!" I groaned around her nipple as I swirled my tongue around it.
"Don't forget my pussy baby!" she exclaimed and squeezed my cock for emphasis, "You don't want me to ignore you do you?"
"No, please don't stop." I moaned as she slowed her stroking.
"I like that Ricky," she whispered in my ear, "I like hearing you say please, now be a good boy and finger my pussy."
I began thrusting my fingers into her and her hips started rocking, pushing them deeper. Turning my hand I pushed my thumb through her wet flesh until I found her hard clit and began to rub it.
"Yes!" she cried out, "You are a good boy!" She moaned and added, "Right there, honey, just like that!"
I smiled around her nipple, thrilled she was enjoying me. I switched to sucking her other nipple and felt my own hips starting to move as she continued to lightly stroke me.
"Easy honey," she said, "That's not where your cumming, you could give yourself a hand job," she giggled again, "I have a much nicer place for that hot cum of yours."
I imagined those soft lips which were currently caressing my neck around my hard cock and started thrusting my fingers harder and moving my thumb faster. Mom sighed in my ear and rested her head on my shoulder. I felt her body relax as mine had done and realized she had been right! The two of us were both enjoying this with no trouble, whether it was the wine or how we felt about each other, or both, all I knew is she felt damn good and seemed to think the same of me.
I released another moan around her nipple as her hand left my cock and sliding down started massaging my balls. She was moaning quietly each time my fingers drove into her and I loved how she had just let herself go for. I pressed harder on her clit and started moving my thumb in faster circles. Mom's moans started becoming higher in pitch and getting louder. Her hips were pushing harder into my fingers and her hand clenched in my hair.
"Oh yes," she moaned, "Oh please don't stop Ricky, oh baby I'm going to cum for you! Just a little more baby!"
Her words sent a surge of excitement through me and I thrust my fingers into her as hard as I dared while pushing hard on her clit. Mom began making high pitched yelping noises in my ear and I sucked her nipple as hard as I could. She thrust her hips hard into me and her entire body tensed up as she moaned, "Yes honey, yes!"
She cried out loudly in my ear and I felt her pussy contract around my fingers. Mom arched her back, shoving her tit deeper into my mouth and with another loud cry her hips started bucking wildly into my hand. Her fingers were gouging into my scalp, but I didn't care. All I knew was the woman I'd fantasized about years ago was cumming like a wild cat all over my fingers and promising anything I wanted. Mom let out a high pitched squeal and I felt a warm wet sensation around my fingers as her pussy convulsed.
With a long shuddering moan, she collapsed against me, her breathing heavy in my ear.
"Oh honey, that felt so fucking good! I needed that so bad!"
She sat back and I eased my fingers from inside her, amazed at how wet they were. Grabbing my wrist, Mom brought my hand to her mouth and as my cock twitched, sucked on her fingers.
"Hmm I love how I taste." She smiled; "It'll taste better off your cock later though."
Mom stood and looking grabbing my cock, whispered, "Speaking of tasting."
I sat there wide eyed as she stepped between my legs and slowly sank to her knees. Mom stared at my cock with a look of pure lust on her face and leaning over gave the tip a kiss. I gasped and with a smile, she flicked her tongue across the swollen head. She leaned over and looking me in the eye began to rub my cock all over her face. I watched mouth open as my sticky pre cum spread across her cheeks and chin. Placing her tongue once more against the head of my cock, Mom slowly ran her tongue down the length of my shaft, I moaned pathetically as she trailed up the other side and swirled her tongue teasingly around the sensitive underside of the tip.
"Please." I whispered.
'Please what honey?" she asked, "What do you want?"
"I want...you know." I moaned again as her tongue darted out and licked the tip again.
"Tell me." She said firmly, "I'm not some little coed; tell your hot cougar what you want."
"I..." I took a deep breath, "Mom, I want you to suck my cock."
"Oh, you bad boy!" she laughed, "You want a blow job from your mom?" She looked down at my aching dick and whispered, "Well lucky for you, I love sucking cock."
I started to say something, but instead cried out in surprise and pleasure as Opening wide Mom took me deep into her mouth.
"Oh God!" I groaned as she began to bob her head, sucking my throbbing cock.
I sat back and watched, in awe of the sight of my beautiful mother going down on me. Mom's eyes were closed and she was moaning softly as she worked my cock with her mouth. I could feel her tongue sliding along my shaft as well as her soft lips caressing my hard flesh. She was sucking me about halfway down, then slowly, an inch at a time took me all the way down until her lips wrapped around the base of my shaft.
"I...oh that feels good!" I gasped out.
Tina sure as hell could never take me that deep. I let out a startled moan as I felt Mom's tongue slide out and start licking my balls. She slowly worked her way back up my cock and releasing it with a slurping sound, smacked her lips, "You're cock tastes so fucking good!" she moaned, "I can't wait to taste your cum!"
I noticed taste had come out tashte and her eyes were glassy. Part of me should feel like I was taking advantage of her, but screw it. Mom brought my thoughts back to her when she ducked her head and began sucking on my balls while jerking me off. I could feel my legs starting to tremble and was beginning to moan continuously as she pumped my cock while her tongue slid along my balls. She made a show of running her tongue back up along my shaft before once again taking me into her eager mouth.
Mom was bobbing her head in a steady rhythm and I began breathing hard as I strained to hold back and enjoy as much as I could. Her long black hair fell in front of her face and reaching out she took my hand and brought to her head. I gathered her hair in my hand and placing it on the back of her head pushed gently, guiding her mouth up and down my cock. Mom moaned her approval then began sucking faster. Her hand encircled my cock and began following her lips, jerking me as she blew me.
I gasped as I felt the cum building within me. Mom opened her eyes and staring into mine let my cock go and placing her hands on my thighs took me all the way down again. She paused and after shaking her head slowly back and forth started bobbing her head rapidly, "Oh fuck!" I groaned as she was taking me all the way down each time. Mom was moaning herself as she continued to deep throat me. My leg was shaking badly and sliding her hand down my thigh; she grabbed my balls and squeezed them.
I cried out as loudly as she had as my cock went off in her mouth. As soon as I felt the first spurt erupt into her descending mouth, Mom made a soft whimpering sound and her eyes rolled back in pleasure. She kept sucking fast and hard and my hips were thrusting into her mouth. My cock continued to spurt and she was now making a sloppy gurgling sound as she sucked down every drop. I sighed and slumped back into the couch as my cock gave up the last few drops of cum. Mom took me all the way down once more and after slowly sliding me out of her mouth looked up at me.
Lifting her head she opened her mouth and my eyes widened at the sight of her cum filled mouth. She closed her mouth and tilting her head back made a show of swallowing. She looked at me and opening her mouth once more showed me it was empty.
"All gone baby!" she laughed.
"Oh fuck me." I gasped.
"No honey, you're going to fuck me." Standing she extended her hand to me, "But not out here, come on, come take me in my bed."
Mom tugged on my hand and with an effort I got to my feet, once standing though I had no problem following her. Mom was still wearing the short black skirt and the sight of her bare ass cheeks protruding from it provided plenty of motivation to stay behind her. She looked over her shoulder and gave me a little girl giggle that caused my recently spent cock to twitch between my legs. We entered the bedroom and walking over to the bed, Mom stopped and reaching back unzipped the skirt. She made show of shimmying out of it and I licked my lips at the sight of her perfectly shaped ass.
Looking over her shoulder at me, Mom winked then bent over the bed and shook her ass at me. I could see her glistening pussy winking out at me from between her thighs and dropping to my knees behind her spread her cheeks and plunged my tongue directly into her pussy.
"Oh fuck yeah!" she cried out. "Oh honey oh yes, eat that pussy!"
I didn't need any encouragement! I swirled my tongue around inside her sopping pussy sucking as I licked and reveling in the forbidden taste of my mother's pussy. I began moving my head back and forth pushing my tongue in and out of her delicious pussy.
"Look at you, tongue fucking me!" she moaned, "Now lick my ass honey, tongue it."
I'd never done that before, but hearing her say it, made it sound damn good. I spread her cheeks further apart and sliding my tongue back swirled it around the pink rosebud of her asshole.
"Oh yes." She moaned as she pushed her ass into my face. "I love that, hmmm"
She purred as I pushed my tongue into her ass, and then moaned when I shoved two fingers into her pussy. I teased around her ass for awhile before sliding my tongue back though her until I found her clit. Mom groaned and began rocking back and forth as my tongue swirled around her hard button.
"Yes honey, like that, ohhh you are being so fucking good to me!" she groaned.
I wrapped my arm around her thigh and pulled her into my face as I sucked her clit into my mouth and began thrusting my fingers harder. I could feel Mom's thighs shaking against my face and she was shifting her weight from foot to foot as I continued to lick and suck her hot little box. Mom was whimpering and moaning and those little sounds were driving me crazy. Although I'd cum not five minutes ago, my cock was rock hard between my legs and the thought that I was going to fuck my mother kept spinning through my mind.
"That's it baby!" she groaned, "Eat my pussy, and make me cum in your face!"
I jumped as I felt something hit my chin and when I drew back I saw that she had reached between her legs and was spreading herself open for me. The sight of her red nails around her clit sent my tongue into a frenzy. Mom squealed as I began licking her as fast as I could while adding a third finger inside her. She groaned as my fingers spread her pussy and taking her clit between my lips I started sucking it so hard I was making loud smacking sounds every time I released it.
Mom suddenly cried out and driving her ass backwards, buried my fingers deep into her pussy. She started wiggling her ass, grinding her dripping snatch into my face as she came hard in my face. I sucked her clit into my mouth and kept my tongue swirling around it as she bucked and writhed on the bed, squealing the entire time. I could feel her juices dripping down my face and her hot pussy was convulsing around my fingers.
Her movements slowed and with a soft whimper, she eased her pussy from my face and sighed, "Oh, Ricky, I came harder than last time!"
She looked back over her shoulder at me and asked, "Well what are you waiting for? Stand up and fuck me!"
I practically leapt to my feet and grabbing her hips drove my throbbing cock inside of my mother's pussy. I moaned loudly as her hot flesh swallowed my cock and clenched around it. I held it there, buried to the hilt, enjoying how good she felt. Mom wiggled against me the cried out, "Don't stay there baby, fuck me! Fuck the shit out of me! That's the pussy you've dreamed about!"
I reared back and began fucking the shit out of her. There was no other way to put it. I was drawing back until my tip was barely inside her then driving into her so hard my balls were slapping against her pussy.
"Oh, fuck yeah!" Mom shouted. "That's it! Just like I want it, hard and fast from a nice young cock! Come on baby! Fuck your hot cougar give it to her!"
As I continued to pound the shit out of her I reached out and grabbing her long hair, pulled back on it, lifting her head back.
"Oh, look at you! Bad boy, pulling your mother's hair!"
I moaned as Mom was now rocking back and forth, driving her pussy back into my thrusting cock. She was so wet my cock was making wet sucking sounds as I slid out of her before plunging back in. I looked down at the sight before me and again thought this had to be a dream. Mom looked fucking amazing, her back was glistening with sweat and her perfect ass was grinding into my glistening cock. She was yelping each time I drove into her and I gasped when I felt her hand begin to rub my balls as I fucked her.
I was sweating heavily myself and my heart felt as if it were going to pound through my chest. My knees were beginning to shake and I gasped when I realized I was getting close to cumming. Mom must have heard it in my moaning and called out, "Stop, I want to watch you fuck me!"



She pulled forward and I reluctantly slid my cock from inside her. Mom crawled up onto the bed and rolling over, slid down until her pussy was right at the edge of the bed. Lifting her legs, she placed her feet on my shoulders and smiling up at me, said. "Come on baby; show me how good you look!"
Wrapping my arms around her thighs, I stepped up and plunged inside of her. Mom moaned loudly and again I started hammering away at her pussy. As good as Mom had looked from behind, the front was even better! Mom's large tits were bouncing back and forth from the force of my fucking her and pink pussy looked incredible as it sucked my cock into it. Mom's eyes were locked into mine and her lips were parted as she gasped and moaned each time I slammed into her.
"Yes baby yes!" she moaned, "Fuck me! Fuck me harder! It's been two years Ricky and I fucking need it!"
Grabbing her ankles, I spread her legs as far open as I could and tore into her as hard as I could. Mom threw her head back and screamed as I drove into her hard enough to cause our skin to make loud slapping sounds. Reaching up, Mom grabbed her tits and started playing with her nipples, as she squealed while I relentlessly pounded her pussy. I began to whimper when I felt the cum building within me and knew I couldn't last much longer.
Afraid she was going to ask me to stop again, I started going even faster, desperately thrusting into her as the cum raced up through my cock.
"Go ahead honey!' she called out, "Blow that hot load all over my stomach! Let me feel it, I....oh honey!"
Mom purred as whipping my cock out I started pumping it furiously, I moaned as my cock exploded and sent a huge spurt of white cum across her stomach. The second squirt went even further, catching the bottom of her tit. Mom quickly sat up and grabbing my cock began jerking me off. I stood there moaning as she continued to stroke my squirting cock. She moved it back and forth, painting her tits with my cum until with a pathetic sounding whimper, I pulled my spent cock from her hand.
Mom looked up at me and with a wink, scooped some cum from her tits and as I watched, sucked her fingers into her mouth.
"God, you taste good!" she moaned.
I sat down on the bed next to her, breathing through my mouth and trying to catch my breath.
"Here, honey, lie back." She said softy as she pushed against my shoulder.
I slid back up onto the bed and lay on my back. Between the wine and the incredible sex my head was swimming and I felt as if I were ready to pass out. Mom got up and grabbing a shirt from the back of chair wiped the cum from her tits and stomach. Coming back to the bed, she lay down next to me. Rolling over onto her side, she propped herself up on her elbow and smiled down at me.
"Ricky you were fucking amazing!"
"I...thanks, I guess." I whispered, still out of breath.
"Better than I could have imagined," she sighed, "Damn how I needed that."
"I'm glad I made you feel good." I told her.
"Oh, honey, you made me feel sooo good." Leaning over she gave me a soft kiss on the lips. "I know you would Ricky, I knew we would be able to!"
"Really?"
"Really honey, the two of us have always been so close, I knew you would trust me and I knew I could trust you. Besides," she sighed, "I wasn't just trying to get you going honey, I have wanted you before tonight, I..." she looked away, "I was kind of glad it didn't work out with Melanie."
"You were?" I asked, "You...you really thought about me?"
"I have been honey, you're so sweet and you love me and," she traced her hand across my chest. "Damn fine! I...I've been thinking about it, but couldn't so I figured I would get myself too drunk to hold back and see if you wanted me too."
"I...hadn't thought about it for awhile," I told her, "But seeing how good you looked tonight and the way you were flirting and talking dirty I...I wanted you too."
Mom gave me a huge smile and kissed me again. I turned my head to where her beautiful tit was inches from my face and kissed her nipple.
"Oh, you like those baby?"
"They're amazing." I told her, "Just like you."
"That's sweet honey," she said seriously, then sliding down the bed, rested her head on my shoulder.
She draped her leg over mine and I sighed at the feeling of her warm wet pussy pressing against my thigh. Mom put her arm across my waist and whispered in my ear, "Honey, will you spend the night with me? I...I've been so lonely at night."
I put my arm around her shoulders and pulling her towards me said, "I'd love to stay with you..." I paused and added, "Anytime."
"I like that." She said, than asked, "So Ricky, now that you, well, kind of broke the ice, do you think you could with Melanie now?"
I paused to look down the length of her amazing body and turning my head to look at her; I gave her a quick kiss and asked, "Why the hell would I want too? Why would I want to be with her when I could be with you?"
Mom lowered her head and giving me a sweet smile, whispered, "I feel the same way honey, I just wanted to know you did too. I feel so comfortable with you baby, you're all I need."
I kissed her forehead and drew her closer to me. Mom cooed delightedly and snuggled up next to me. I closed my eyes and lay there for awhile enjoying the sound of Mom's slow steady breathing and how amazing her naked body felt against mine. I took a deep breath, inhaling the sweet scent of Mom's pussy from under my nose and felt my mind beginning to drift. Just before I succumbed to sleeps warm embrace a final thought went through my head; Tina who?
*
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I sat there staring at the framed photo of dad and I at my high school graduation and with a sigh, picked up a piece of bubble wrap and carefully folded it over the picture. Placing it gently in the box that contained the rest of the pictures I had on shelf over my TV, I noticed it was just after midnight. My eyes were burning and admittedly it was from more than being tired. Several times since mom had come home and broken the news to us that her uncle was unable to help her with enough money to save the house, I had broke down and cried.
Not so much for me and my sister Alicia, but for mom. True this was the only home my big sister and I had ever known, but Mom and Dad had moved into the house, which had belonged to his parents when they had gotten married over fifty years ago. Dad had always spoken of how when Alicia and I got older he would love one of us to take it over and keep it in the family.
Most likely the house would fall to me as Alicia constantly spoke of leaving Rhode Island and heading to New York when she finished school to pursue a career in Mom's field of advertising. Mom and Dad had hated the idea of their daughter leaving the state and she had promised when she graduated she would spend a year trying to find a job at home before venturing out. But to me, her little brother she confided everything to, she said she was just humoring them. She wanted to try life in the big city and if it didn't work out she could always come back.
But everything changed a year ago when Dad suffered a brain aneurism while golfing and died right there on the course at the way too young age of forty seven. Initially I thought we would be okay as he had a fair amount of life insurance; enough to cover his funeral as well as pay off the house which is what he had intended. Mom, however, had decided to put us first and paid off Alicia's last two years of school and my three.
The good thing was we would be able to graduate college and with Mom working and Alicia and I pitching in with part time jobs we would be okay. That seemed the case for the first three months, but then Mom's long time job went out of business and she lost her job. Mom's job was partly commission based and the amount unemployment paid her was less than half of her former income.
Alicia picked up an extra shift waitressing and I managed to get a few more hours at Pizza Hut, but things were tough. At one point I offered to take a semester off and work full time, but Mom was so upset I had suggested it I thought she was going to hit me. The good news was last month Mom had gotten hired at another advertising firm-she had already been telling Alicia she could get her a job with her-and was making decent money again.
The bad news was that we were more than seven months behind on the mortgage and hadn't paid the last two quarters of property taxes. The total Mom was in hock for was over twelve thousand dollars. All her credit cards had been maxed out and even with the new job, the bank wouldn't help her. Mom owed too much to get a loan anywhere else and she was too new at work to try to ask for any help there.
My grandparents on dad's side had passed away and Mom's folks were retired in Florida and had only their pensions and security to live on. Mom's last chance of saving the house had been her brother Roger and she had driven to Boston to see him today. Alicia and I had wanted to go with her, but Mom hadn't wanted to look as if she were trying to make our uncle feel guilty and left us home.
The two of us had worked, but when we came home had sat on the couch pretending we were paying attention to the movies Alicia had rented. We kept looking at each other and I knew she wanted to talk about it and so did I, but we avoided it probably figuring it was bad luck. Once when she had come back from the kitchen with some popcorn Alicia had handed me the bowl and simply said, "It'll be okay little brother, you'll see."
She hadn't sounded convinced and as she always had while we were growing up and there was a problem just seemed to be trying to make me feel better. I had nodded and said, "Absolutely, Uncle Roger's going to find a way!" but I felt about as confident as she sounded. As it turned out we may have well discussed it openly as when Mom came home and sat on the couch to talk to us she had burst into tears; Uncle Roger couldn't help us.
Well, not entirely true, he gave mom two thousand dollars saying it was all he could spare. Alicia had asked mom if she was going to go to the bank and ask if they would take that as a down payment on the debt, but she said it was not enough. The money would be for moving and she was going to start looking at apartments this weekend.
I looked up at the sound of something hitting the floor in Alicia's room. Our soon to be former home was close to a hundred years old and featured a Jack and Jill bathroom that connected our bedrooms. Currently the door on my side of the bathroom was open and after the bang I could hear Alicia swearing. Like me, Alicia normally would be in bed by now, but I'm sure was as upset as I was and couldn't sleep.
I returned my attention to packing and grabbing the tape gun sealed the box containing the pictures. I picked up the black sharpie next to me and had just finished writing "Andrew's room" when I heard a soft knock coming from the bathroom.
"Hey Andy, you up for some company?"
"Yeah sure." I answered while getting up and placing the box against the wall where I planned on stacking my stuff as I packed it.
"What are you doing?" she asked behind me.
"What's it look like, sis? I'm packing."
"Well stop, I want to talk to you about something."
"Okay." I sighed and turning around almost choked at the sight of my sister.
Alicia was standing there in front of my bed dressed only in a pair of black panties and a lace black tank top thing that barely went down past her tits. My surprise must have shown on my face because she asked, "What's the matter?"
"Where the hell's the rest of your clothes?" I said, dropping my gaze to the floor.
"My rooms hot and I'm comfortable." She told me, "Why, do I look bad?"
"I...you should at least be wearing a t-shirt." Without looking up, I pointed to my bureau, "Grab one of mine out of the top drawer."
"Oh, please, I'm your sister for Christ's sake. We used to go swimming naked together when the folks took us camping."
"We were ten and eight." I reminded her. "When we got older we would swim separate."
"And you would peek through the bushes at me wouldn't you?"
I felt my face flush and she laughed, "In fact last time was only about three years ago. Which made you were peeping on your eighteen year old sister."
"I....it was longer ago than that!" I said indignantly.
"Point is you were perving on me or do I need to remind you of all the times you accidently walked in on me in the shower?"
When I didn't answer she laughed again, "What? It's no fun if I know you're looking?"
"I don't check you out." I insisted.
"Then put your head up and don't check me out, just look at me. I'm too hot to put a real shirt on."
I sensed her moving and looking up saw she had turned her back to me and was looking at the pictures on my desk I hadn't packed yet. I saw she was holding a rolled up newspaper in her hand and put it down to lift one of the pictures. Alicia wasn't kidding when she had said she was too hot. Ever since I was old enough to know what sexy was, my big sister had been the sexiest girl I knew. She was tall for a woman; close to five nine and her long tan legs seemed to go on forever.
Those legs made her a ton of tips at her waitressing job, sometimes more than three hundred a night. While mom was out of work it was my sister that paid all the utilities and bought groceries. I'd felt like an ass with my pay barely being enough to cover my own car insurance and help mom out with gas in the cars. Speaking of asses, Alicia bent over my desk to fiddle with the old fan I had in the window behind it and not for the first time I thought how unfair this was.
A guy should not be checking out his sister, but with her, it was impossible not to. Alicia's ass was as perfect as the rest of her and the skimpy panties left both her well rounded cheeks fully visible to me. Unable to help it I stared at the thin strip of material between her legs, wondering what her pussy looked like. Alicia remained leaning over the table as she started flipping through some of the drawings I'd done for art class and had begun swaying side to side.
I swallowed hard at the sight of her sweet ass moving back and forth and with an effort, lifted my gaze higher. I stared at the large colorful dragon she had tattooed on the small of her back, her tramp stamp as she called it. Staring at it, I remember her ex boyfriend Jack calling it a bull's eye. Couldn't say I blamed him. I had no doubt Jack had also made use of Alicia's long blonde hair that went more than halfway down her back. I could just imagine pulling on it then whipping my cock out and adding some white to the red and green tattoo.
Okay, that was enough. It was one thing to think Alicia was hot, another to start thinking like a pig. My eyes wandered dropped, but were now confronted with the shape and length of those amazing legs. I gave in and took them in from her firm thighs down to her bare feet with their purple toe nails. Christ, even her feet looked good.
"Having fun looking?" she asked.
"What are you...."
My words tailed off when she straightened and turning around held up the small mirror she's had hidden in her hand.
"Get a nice view or should I bend over some more?"
"I...what's up with you tonight?" I asked.
"Me?" she gave me a sly smile, "Nothing, I'm not the one gawking at my sister."
Putting the mirror down on the desk she gave me another odd smile and raising her arms over her head, made a show of stretching. I started to look away when she said, "Go on, get a look at my tits, you know you want to."
There was something strange in the way she said it, as if she really were trying to encourage me to do it. Even though I knew I shouldn't she had already caught me gawking so why worry now? I stared directly at her chest and tried to keep my mouth from opening. The shirt was short as it was and had risen when she stretched. I could just make out the curve of the bottom of her tits and could feel my cock starting to twitch in the shorts I was wearing.
Alicia's tits weren't big, but weren't that small either. But on her long slender frame they looked just right. I could see her nipples poking through the thin material of the shirt and at this point hoped to hell she didn't look down at my crotch. I dropped my eyes and took in her flat stomach with the small diamond stud in her naval, then decided to actually look at her face.
Alicia responded with a big smile and batting her long lashes at me pushed her full lips into the pout that had let her get away with murder with my father and most of the time with me as well.
"Like what you see, little brother." She asked, dropping her arms and walking over to me.
"Are you drunk?" I took a nervous step back from her.
"No, I just want to know what you think."
"I think your drunk or you're fucking with me." I told her sitting on the bed and casually putting my hands in my lap to cover my semi hard cock.
"Funny you should say that."
She gave me a laugh that sounded nervous and going back to my desk, grabbed the rolled up newspaper she had brought in with her. She walked slowly over to me and I carefully kept my eyes on the floor as she sat next to me.
"What's with the paper?" I asked, still looking down at my bare feet and avoiding looking at hers.
"Well before I get to that, let me ask you a question."
"Okay."
"Andy, do you think I'm hot?"
"Apparently, seeing you're walking around next to naked." I said dryly.
"You know what I mean; do you think I'm sexy?"
"You're my sister."
"I'm also a girl only two years older than you." She sighed, "Look at me, will you?"
I rolled my eyes and looked over at her, careful to keep my eyes on her face.
"Just answer the question," she pointed at herself, "If I wasn't your sister and you saw me in that under twenty one club you go to all the time would you think I was hot?"
"Why?" I asked cautiously wondering what she was trying to lead me into.
"Jesus, Andy!" Alicia snapped, "Stop being such a dumb little brother and just answer the question!"
I stared at her for a moment, and then shrugged. "I think you can tell by the tips you get and the guys always coming around that you're hot sis."
"I know." She laughed, "But I need to know what you think." Before I could speak she raised my hand, "If you answer me, I promise I'll get to what I want to talk about."
"Fine," I said in a resigned tone, "You're pretty damn hot, sis."
"Why thank you!" she made a show of tossing her blonde hair around. "Now, am I hot enough to fuck?"
*****
"What?" I exclaimed, "Are you nuts?"
"Shhh!" she put her finger to my lips, "Mom's right under us and she might be awake too."
"Maybe she needs to come up here and smack you." I shook my head, "What is up with you?"
"Okay look." She put her hands up, "Maybe I'm not doing this right, but trust me Andrew, I'm really worried about the house and mom and I'm trying to help."
I frowned as she spoke. Alicia only called me Andrew when she was either mad at me or was talking about shit she really felt was important.
"I'm upset and scared for mom too." I nodded, "But you're saying some weird shit Alicia." I pointed out. "And you come in here strutting around and posing for me and then ask if I'd screw you, that's pretty out there."
"Would you?"
I looked into her big baby blue eyes and said quietly, "Sis, go in your room and get some sleep. I'm your brother and this isn't some whack job sick ass porn video where relatives get it on."
"Funny you should say that." She said turning serious.
"What's that supposed to mean?"
"Andrew what would you do to save this house for Mom?"
"Anything." I said, "This house means the world to mom and if I could save it I would."
"Me too, so keep that in mind when you read this."
Alicia unrolled the paper and I rolled my eyes when I saw it was a copy of this week's Phoenix Newspaper.
"What are you doing with that rag?" I waved my hand disgustedly, "That things full of out there politics and sick personal ads."
At that thought my eyes widened, "hey sis, there's all kinds of girls selling themselves in those ads! Tell me you're not thinking of..."
"In a way." She said softly.
Folding the paper in half she handed it to me. "Read the ad I circled."
Taking the paper from her I looked down and began to read where she had indicated.
"Hello, we are a professional well to do couple with a very specific and not entirely acceptable fetish. What we are looking for, what we are willing to pay a significant amount of money to see is a brother and sister who are willing to have sex in front of us."
"What the fuck...?" I whispered,
"Keep reading." Alicia tapped the paper.
Although I had no real desire too I returned my eyes to the ad.
"Obviously this is a taboo request and trust that we will practice discretion and you will need to as well. The interested siblings must be at least 18-we have no desire to be involved in under age sex-be able to legally prove they are siblings, and above all must be very attractive. Whether you have previously engaged in sex or it will be your first time together we will be more than happy watching you indulge in the breaking of the last truly taboo sexual act left in today's society. Because this is an admittedly bizarre request we are offering significant compensation to qualifying applicants. Please, serious inquiries only."
"Sick mother fuckers." I muttered handing the paper back to her.
"So what do you think?"
"I think...." I stopped and stared at her as it hit me why she had been acting the way she had. "Alicia, are you thinking of..."
"Yes." She said quickly. "Andy I talked to the woman and..."
"You talked to her?"
"I...I've had this paper for a week," she admitted, "I found it by accident. Another waitress who knew what was going on at home suggested I....I run an ad. She said I could make thousands in a few months."
"Oh my god!" I shook my head, "You weren't really thinking of whoring yourself were you?"
"I...I was." She put her head down. "Some of those ads, the girls were charging a thousand a night and hooking up with sugar daddy types. But when I read the other ads, the guys looking for women I got scared. I mean, I want to have a career and who knows if I would ever run into a guy I...well you know."
"But you...you'd fuck me?" I asked shocked.
"I went to toss the paper away," she continued, "but I was on break and figured I'd look at the other ads and get a laugh and I saw this. I thought it was sick, but..." she shrugged, "I kept the paper and when mom said Uncle Roger was her last chance, I...I responded and they replied with a phone number."
"I can't believe you would do that!" I told her, "Sis, this is disgusting! Its..."
"She said they'll pay us twenty thousand dollars."
"I....how much?"
"You heard me and in cash." She said. "Andy that's enough to catch up on the mortgage, pay the taxes, bank a couple of payments and even pay on mom's credit cards."
"But we...we'd have to have sex!" I pointed out, "And in front of someone!"
"I know it's out there, but there's no other way."
"Then we move." I pointed at the paper, "I'm sorry sis, that's gross and you're nuts for even thinking about it."
"Andy, Mom's a wreck, this house means everything to her, you said that yourself. You also said you would do anything to help.
"I did, but I meant anything within reason."
"Andy, please!" she began to pout.
"Oh, knock it off." I told her. "Besides, even if we did where would you tell mom we got that kind of money."
"I told her I was going to take my tips this weekend and go to the casino. We'll say we went and hit big."
"Alicia...." I put my hands out, "This is crazy not to mention disgusting."
"You think I'm disgusting?"
"Sex with you would be."
"Thanks." She rolled her eyes. "You didn't seem to mind staring at my ass a few minutes ago." She gave me a nasty smile, "How'd you like to see all of me? How would you like to see my pretty little pout around your..."
"Stop that!" I snapped. "Christ sis, you said you wouldn't fuck guys for money, but you'd fuck me? That's even worse."
"Not...not really." She said.
"How the hell do you figure that?"
"Look Andy, I'm a good looking girl and I know I have a damn fine body."
"Modest aren't we?" I gave a nervous laugh.
"You said it yourself my tips tell the tale I don't get them for my pretty smile." Leaning over she lowered her voice. "Remember when I came home with five hundred dollars that paid the overdue gas bill a few months ago?"
"Yeah, you said you won it playing keno." I said, "Don't tell me you..."



"There were four high rollers in the back of the lounge in a private room. One of them said they would give me five hundred dollars if I would serve them their food and drinks topless. So Every time I went in the room, I took my blouse off and let them stare at my tits."
"Jesus sis!"
"We needed the money Andy and it was just my tits. One of the guys, and I know he was married because he was wearing a ring, offered me another five hundred to go to a hotel with him. Said he was looking for a new weekend thing as he called it and would pay me that every week."
"That's nasty." I shuddered.
"He told me he would tell some of his friends and I could get a few gigs as he called them, told me another waitress he knew was making a few thousand a month being a good little girl." She grunted disgustedly, "I could have made the money to save the house doing things like that, but I...I couldn't. I could never just fuck someone like that especially for money."
"But you could fuck me? Not for nothing sis, fucking an older guy for money would be considered less sick than doing your brother."
"In a way yes, but in a way no." she turned on the bed so she was facing me and reaching out took my hands in hers. "See Andy being with those guys would be just sex. I've never slept with a guy I didn't have some feeling for. I may not have been in love with every guy I had sex with, but all of them were boyfriends at the time and I did care about them and they liked me too"
"So?"
"So you love me Andy."
"As your brother." I tried to pull my hands away, but she held them tightly.
"But love is love and I wouldn't feel so cheap. Plus no one would know. I wouldn't have to worry about it being with some guy who could turn out to be a client when I'm working in advertising someday."
"Someone would know, the perverts watching us."
"They couldn't tell." She smiled.
"How the hell do you know that?"
"She told me on the phone they have prominent jobs and if this ever got out they would lose them, plus technically incest is illegal."
"With good reason!" I declared.
"Molesting a kid would be illegal incest, two adult siblings engaging in a good time wouldn't be."
"A good time?" I raised my eyebrows.
"Sure," that sly smile returned. "Come on Andy you've never thought about me?"
"Hell no!" I yanked my hands from hers.
"No?" the smile widened, "So you didn't have a bulge in your shorts from looking at my ass?"
"Alicia, please..."
"You don't have to beg!" she laughed, "Andy we could just think of this as sex. You're a good looking guy and you can just think of me as a hot girl and we can have some fun!"
"Or I could just know you're my sister and tell you, you're nuts." I sighed, "Sis, I'm glad you would never do it the other way with those guys, but no way in hell we're doing this. We'll just have to move and help mom as much as we can."
"Then if you won't do this, I will go fuck those guys." She said, folding her arms across her chest.
"Oh, come on!"
"The bank told mom if she could get half in two weeks they would give her another month for the rest. I can spread my legs that many times by then." She again pushed her lips into a pout, "You wouldn't make me do that would you little brother? You wouldn't let your sister be a whore would you?"
"That's not fair sis!" I pointed at her, "You can't put that on me and you wouldn't do it anyway?"
"Andy I will do anything for mom, but unlike you I mean anything. If I have to get on my knees and suck a bunch of cocks I will." She put her hand on my arm, "Or I could just sick yours."
"I'm done with this." I stated and started to get up.
In truth I was done with this, but not only because of how nuts it was, but because I'd just been struck by the visual of Alicia on her knees in front of me. Her full lips parted and her big blue eyes looking up at me. At this point she had me thinking shit best left un-thought of.
"Wait!" she snapped tugging hard on my arm. "Just give me a minute okay?"
"I've heard enough." I rubbed at my eyes which were starting to water from being so damn tired.
"Just give me another minute and I'll shut up okay?"
"Fine, let's hear it."
Sliding closer, Alicia put her arms around my neck and leaning forward placed her lips next to my ear.
"I want you to think about it Andy. I want you to think about your sister's long legs wrapped around your waist while you fuck me. I want you to think about my hot ass up in the air while you grab my hips, pull my hair and fuck the shit out of me."
She was speaking in a low sultry tone and I could feel my cock rising in my shorts as she continued.
"Even better, imagine my lips," she startled me by giving my ear a quick kiss, "These soft lips wrapped around your nice big dick. Think about what it would be like to be inside my mouth, to watch your bitchy big sister give you a nice slow blow job."
"Stop." I said softly
"Oh, that's not what you'd be saying," she purred, "You'd be saying "Oh sis, oh yes, oh please make me cum! And I'd let you Andy, I'll let you cum right in my mouth!"
"Alicia we..." I released a pathetic sounding whimper as her tongue flicked across my neck just below my ear.
"Imagine that; imagine cumming in your sister's mouth. Then when you're done I'll spread my legs and you can lick my pussy, you can finger me and suck on me and make me beg. I'll beg for you little brother, I'll beg you to make me cum and when I do, when I cum in your face, you know what will happen?"
"I..." Closing my eyes, I whispered, "Tell me."
"Ohhh." She cooed, "That's better. After I cum nice and hard in your face, you little brother, are going to stand up and ram that big cock into your big sister's tight little pussy. My nice, smooth, bald pussy." She sighed in my ear and the feeling of her hot breath sent a shiver down my spine and caused my now throbbing cock to twitch.
"I know you could hear me when I've snuck guys up here before." She continued in that phone sex voice I'd never heard her use before. "You've heard me squeal and yelp and moan haven't you little brother?"
Swallowing hard I answered, "Yes."
"Hmm, you like hearing your big sister get it good? Just think of being the one to give it to her?" she giggled in my ear and again my cock jerked, "You know, Andy girls talk even more than guys. You remember that slutty cheerleader you were fucking? Brenda? I heard her when you had her up here when mom wasn't home. Well I saw her at a party and she told me not only do you have a nice big cock, but you're really god with that tongue."
"I...I try." I said lamely.
"Well I want you to try with me. I know it sounds weird, but think of how hot it would be, how, dirty." She had moaned that last word and I could feel the sweat trickling down my back, "How many brothers have secretly wondered what it would be like to fuck their sister? A lot I'll bet. But you can do it Andy, you can have a thrill very few boys have ever gotten, you can know what it's like to be inside me, to feel my pussy around you and hear me moan for you."
"You always look at my tits; you'll be able to lick them and suck them and watch them bounce while you fuck me. Maybe you can whip your nice cock out and cum on them." She giggled again, "Or maybe you'd want to cum somewhere else?"
"Your face." I said without thinking.
"Oh, you bad boy!" She moaned, "You want to cum on my pretty face? Spray that nice hot load all over my cheeks and watch it drip down my face?"
"Oh, fuck that's not fair." I told her. "Alicia, I...don't think I...oh!"
I moaned like an idiot as Alicia's hand dropped between my legs and squeezed my cock through my shorts.
"Wow!" she laughed, "Brenda was not lying! You can lie to me, but your cock can't Andy."
She gave my cock another squeeze before releasing it. Grabbing my chin she turned my head until I was facing the mirror over my bureau in which I could see us sitting on the bed. Letting my chin go she grabbed the bottom of my t-shirt and pulled up on it.
'Take this off."
I hesitated and with smirk she whispered, "Take off yours I'll take off mine."
I immediately raised my arms and laughing she pulled my shirt off and tossed it aside.
"Look at you!" she cooed again running her long purple fingernails down my chest causing me to shiver again. Her left hand squeezed my arm hard, "You've filled out a lot little brother." She breathed, "You're all man now aren't you?"
"I...I guess. I..."
I gasped when she grabbed my aching cock again and whispered, "All man, my man!"
Letting my cock go she grabbed her shirt and with no hesitation pulled it off.
"Oh my God." I said softly at the sight of my sister's tits.
They were even better than I imagined, high firm and perfectly round with pale pink nipples that looked as hard as my cock felt. Cupping them she ran her thumbs across her nipples.
"You like them?"
"I...oh yeah." I nodded like an idiot.
"Good you can do whatever you want to them." She moaned as she started moving her fingers in circles around her swollen flesh. "Now look in that mirror."
I did as she asked and as she stared at me through the mirror said, "Look at us Andy, those perverts want hot, we're damn hot aren't we?"
"You are." I said trying to keep from leaning over and licking her nipples.
"You are two, we both are. I have these pretty tits and you have that nice big dick and we're going to look so good for them! And we're going to put on one hell of a show aren't we? Going to show them how bad we want each other."
"I..."
"Don't tell me you can't. If I have to I'll just get on my knees and suck you hard," smiling at me in our reflection she added, "How many guys can say their big sister's a fluffer?"
I laughed nervously. "None I guess."
"But you have one. You have a nasty big sister that is going to fuck you like a porn star!" taking my wrist she guided my hand and placed it over her right tit.
I gave it a gentle squeeze and moaned at how good it felt. Sick or not Christ she looked good and all the things she said we could do.
"So what do you say little brother?" she purred as she placed her hand over mine pushing my hand harder against her tit. "We going to have a good time and help mom at the same time?"
"I..." I breathed a sigh at the feeling of her swollen nipple pushing against my palm.
Grabbing my other hand, Alicia brought it down between her legs and pressed it against the crotch of her panties. The soaking wet crotch of her panties.
"Okay!" I told her, "I'll do it!"
"I knew you would!" she laughed.
I started to rub her crotch, but Alicia slid to the side and stood up. She moved so quickly I almost fell off the bed and when I looked up I saw she was putting her shirt back on.
"What are you doing?" I asked, "I thought we were..."
"And we will. I told the woman we would meet them tomorrow to talk about when and where."
"Meet...?"
"Yes she wants to see us first so hope you have no plans tomorrow morning."
"Yeah but...what about now?"
"What about it?" she gave me a nasty smile, "Save it for the pervs lover boy they're paying as much as they are because I told her we never have."
She turned and began walking towards the bathroom door. I sat there with my cock throbbing painfully and called out, "What am I supposed to do now?"
Turning back to face me, she shrugged, "What you do all the time, jerk off, just think about me while you do."
"Come on sis!" I whined, "Please?"
"What happened to Alicia you're sick?" she laughed, but with a wink pulled her shirt off again exposing those amazing tits.
I smiled in anticipation then frowned when she threw the shirt at me, "Here you can use this, it's as close as you get for now." She turned and this time walked into the bathroom. As I watched her incredible ass sway back and forth she called out "Sweet dreams little brother!"
"Bitch." I muttered wondering how many guys had ever been cock teased by their sister.
Picking her shirt up from where it landed on the bed next to me I went to throw it on the floor, but paused. Bringing it to my face, I inhaled deeply, taking in the scent of Alicia's perfume. With a sigh I lay back on the bed and unleashing my cock from my shorts wrapped the shirt around it and began jerking off to the thought of everything Alicia had promised me.
*****
"This is the place." Alicia said as she turned her red Camry into the parking lot of a seedy looking motel on Hartford Ave.
"This dump?" I frowned, "Thought these people had money?"
"They do and that's why they don't want us knowing where they live." She said rolling her eyes, "For a smart kid you sure are slow sometimes."
"Sorry, I didn't study the fucking my sister for money for dummies handbook."
Alicia stared at me then burst out laughing, "That's a good one!"
Despite my nervousness, her laugh caused me to smile and relax a little. Alicia parked at the far end of the lot and as she got out I caught a glimpse of the cheek of her ass beneath the ridiculously short black skirt she was wearing. The shirt was accompanied by a red tank top so tight it looked like her tits were going to burst through it. In addition to showing off the size of her chest the shirt also made it pleasantly apparent she was not wearing a bra.
Alicia's long legs ended in a pair of red stiletto heels with straps that wrapped around her ankles and up to her knees. Her blond hair was down in spite of the heat and her lips had been done up bright red. As I got out of the car I watched her walk past me before tagging along and enjoying the sight of her ass. She was putting a lot of swing into her hips and I had no doubt anyone watching her had her pegged as a hooker to see a john.
I suppose that's what we both were and felt my stomach flutter with nerves. Alicia had me damn worked up last night, but after I blew a load into her shirt wishing it was her mouth and fell asleep I woke up less than an hour later with my mind racing. Without my sister sitting next to me talking dirty and flashing her tits, it dawned on me how sick what she wanted to do was. There was no way I could go through with it and had even gotten up and going through the bathroom entered her room to tell her.
Alicia's room was warmer than mine and she was sleeping on top of the sheet. She was topless and laying on her stomach. As she slept soundly I stood staring down the length of her amazing body and when my cock started getting hard again closed her door and took a quick cold shower. I tried to catch her this morning, but she had gone jogging and by the time she had come back Mom had seen me hanging around and had made me breakfast.
I sat there forcing myself to eat while Alicia came in and ran upstairs to shower. I noticed she waited for mom to leave before she came downstairs dressed like a stripper. I tried to talk to her, but she said we were late and had to go. In the car anytime I would say anything she would turn the radio up and with a sigh I gave up. Alicia had stopped in front of a door and when I walked up next to her she reached out and mussed my hair.
"Hey!"
"You look better with it mussed." She looked closer at me and smiled, "Glad you didn't shave either you look better a little scruffy. You don't look so young."
"Please, they probably wish we were fourteen."
"And they can pretend we are if they want." Grabbing my arms she gave them a squeeze. "You do look good Andy. I think they're going to like us!"
"Oh, joy."
"Just remember what I said last night." She winked, "Mom gets what she wants and you get your big sister's pussy."
Stepping back she took a deep breath and went to knock. She paused and I saw her frown.
"You nervous?" I asked.
"A little yeah." Wiping a strand of her hair from her face she looked at me and I saw her shoulders slump. "I am nervous Andy. I was talking you up last night and for mom I figure I can do this, but I am nervous."
"Good." I said feeling better, "You were being a little to gung ho with this, now I feel a little better."
"Great." She said, but gave me a smile.
Taking my hand in hers she quickly knocked on the door. It opened so quickly we both jumped backwards. Whoever had opened the door was standing behind it and all we could see was a large bed across the room from us.
Alicia started to step forward, but pulling her back, I called, "Hello?"
"Come on in" A female voice said from behind the door, "Don't worry honey, no one's going to hurt you."
I looked at Alicia and with a shrug I stepped into the room with Alicia still holding my hand quickly following. We had no sooner passed the door when it swung shut behind us. I heard Alicia release a startled yelp and spun to see a tall thin shape in front of us. They were dressed all in black and wearing a black feathered mask that covered their face from the hair down to just over their mouth.
"Holy shit!" I exclaimed pulling Alicia behind me.
"I'm sorry!" The figure, who I now knew was a man, put his hands up in a disarming gesture. "I didn't mean to scare you!"
"Well what did you expect?" A female voice said from behind us startling me. "You all but jumped out at them!"
I spun around to see another figure wearing a similar mask, but this one was bright red. That color matched her lips and I could see long reddish brown hair spilling out behind the mask. Looking closely I noticed the mask had mesh over the eyes making it so I could not see the color. The woman was on the taller side and dressed in a plain white t-shirt and jeans. Both of which were tight enough to tell me she had a pretty good figure.
"Don't be scared." She spoke softly, "I know this seems pretty strange and maybe I should have warned you about the masks, but, well, this is the first time we've done this."
"Its okay." Alicia said. "We...we're kind of...
"Nervous." The man spoke as he walked around us and put his arm around the woman's shoulders. "And I do apologize, I wasn't thinking clearly."
His voice was smooth and cultured and something about both of their bearings told me these people had money. At least enough to throw away twenty grand on a kinky venture like this anyway.
"Well now that you're here..." his gaze turned to Alicia and I watched him take his time looking her up and down. He nodded and said softly, "You my dear are one beautiful young lady, don't you think so honey?"
"She certainly is," she agreed and I noticed she was staring at me. "And a very good looking young man as well." Turning to look at what I assumed was her husband she asked, "I think they'll do quite nicely don't you?"
"I agree." He smiled, "A more attractive pair of siblings than I could have hoped for. Who's older?"
"I am." Alicia said and I could tell she was still nervous. "I'm twenty one and my brother is nineteen."
"Nice ages!" the woman exclaimed, "And with your looks I would assume you have some experience?"
"Uh, well, we've never...you know." I answered.
"I don't mean with each other. I mean you have both had sex and know what you're doing."
"Yes." Alicia told her, "We're not virgins."
"Good, boring show that would be." The guy said, then gesturing to a couch against the wall said, "Please have a seat. There's a fridge next to the couch if you would like a coke or some water."
"No thanks." I said as still holding hands Alicia and I went and sat on the couch.
The couple sat down on the edge of the bed across from us and the woman said, "Before we go any further can I see proof?"
"Proof?" I asked.
"Of course." Alicia dug into her purse and pulling out an envelope reached out and handed it to the woman
She took out two pieces of paper that I recognized as our birth certificates and after a moment passed them to the man.
"Alicia and Andrew." She smiled at us. "It's nice to meet you, you can call me Mary and this is my husband...."



"Steve will work." He handed Alicia back the papers, "Looks legit to me and it's not like I can't see the resemblance. I think we're going to be very happy with the two of you." He smiled at my sister. "I cannot wait to see you strip for us."
"Um..." She laughed nervously, "Well like how do we do this?"
"You're not joining in are you?" I blurted out.
They both laughed and Mary said,
"Okay first nothing will happen today. Today is for us to meet spend a little time together so you won't be so nervous when you perform so to speak and to explain what we want."
I relaxed at hearing we wouldn't be doing anything today as I was still unsure I could do this.
"First," Mary began, "I apologize for the masks. My husband I, although no one the two of you would be familiar with, are quite prominent in certain circles and can't take a chance of being recognized."
"Why, you said we wouldn't know you." I pointed out.
"Knock it off Andy." Alicia elbowed me in the ribs.
"Andy?" Mary clapped her hands, "That's cute, is your big sister the only one that calls you that?"
"Yeah," I rolled my eyes.
"Don't be upset by it." Steve said, "You're still young, but trust me Andrew you will come to appreciate your sister more and more as you get older. The love of a sister is different from both a mother and a lover and in many ways even stronger."
"Okay." I shrugged unsure what to say.
Mary gave him a big smile, and then continued speaking.
"You may not know us if you saw us now, but it is very possible you may see us at some point in the newspaper or perhaps even television. We have to be careful."
"Running an ad like this in a sleazy rag is careful?" I asked.
"I like you!" Steve laughed, "No, it may not be, but understand Mary and I have been eager to do this for years and finally decided to chance it. The room was rented for us by an acquaintance, we drove here in another friend's car and the masks cover our faces, this is the best we can do. Also there is the double edged sword of the video we will have of you."
"Hey!" Alicia exclaimed "The ad said nothing about being filmed! I'm going to have a good career someday and so is he, we..."
"Exactly." Mary nodded. "And that video would end that. But only if you were to somehow find out who we were and tried to expose us."
"But we..."
"Will get a copy and although we will not be in it our voices will be and any good PI could match our voices. The video is really for us but serves as a bit of a checkmate, understand?"
"This is fucked up." I muttered.
"It is." Steve agreed.
"Can I ask why?" Alicia put her hand up as if she were in school.
"The video?" Mary frowned, "Steve just..."
"No, this whole thing." Alicia gestured at the two of us, "Why do you want to see us have sex?"
"Do you like boys Alicia?" Steve asked.
"Yes."
"Why?"
"Um...well..."
"You like boys the same way boys like girls or some like the same sex. It's something we desire."
"Like a fetish?" I asked.
"Exactly!" He snapped his fingers. "Good way to put it. Some people like feet, some like to be bound and whipped, Mary and I are into incest. It is really the last true taboo in society and we have longed to watch it."
"There's videos." I told him.
"Fakes." He waved his hand disgustedly. "Not to mention in the US totally illegal. There are some sites that have the real thing out of Germany, but even then you don't know and we...well it could come to pass at some point our computers could be hacked and if that material was on there."
"Another reason for the video." Mary added, "We can just pop the DVD in and watch when we want and that's it."
"So...uh, how will we do this?" Alicia spoke up.
"Basically we're going to sit where you are tomorrow and we're going to watch the two of you fuck."
"Fuck." I repeated.
"Mary isn't one for romance." Steve grinned. "But it's the right word. We want a full show; oral different positions. Just think of your usual porn video." His grin turned into a smile, "Personally the blow job is what I really look forward to and," he pointed at Alicia, "Do you swallow?"
"Um...I...it sort of depends." She looked away from him, "If that's what you want I can."
"Good attitude!" he clapped his hands.
"So we come here tomorrow, fuck and you give us twenty grand?" I asked.
"Yup in cold hard cash." Steve said and reaching into his pocket pulled out a thick money clip containing hundred dollar bills."
"So you won't be involved?" I repeated my question while staring at the money.
"Not physically," Mary said, "We're going to sit and watch. However, we may be making some requests and being encouraging shall we say."
"We'll be the directors." Steve added.
"What if it's something we don't want to do?"
"We won't ask for anal." Mary spoke up, "We're not into that or anything painful, just good clean dirty fun."
"But it's our fantasy and our dime so we do want a degree of..." he paused, stroking his chin as he tried to find the right words.
"Nastiness." Mary finished. "Like I said, no romance, down and dirty fucking and sucking."
"And we do this when?" Alicia asked.
"Tomorrow same time same place." Steve said, then smiled, "You guys are going to do this for us right?"
"I don't know." I shook my head then grunted at another elbow from Alicia.
"Really?" Mary frowned, "But you're both so perfect!"
"We...we will." Alicia put her hand on my shoulder, "Andy's just nervous."
"It's a lot of money." Mary told me, "Think of school and..."
"We're doing it to save our house for our mom."
"Alicia!" I snapped, this time thumping my elbow into her side.
"Well that's a great reason!" Steve declared, "Families the most important thing in the world, right Mary?"
"That's right, baby." Mary laughed, "But really that's a good deed you would be doing Andrew."
"And you'd be getting to fuck quite the hot little thing." Steve smiled.
"Uh thanks" Alicia told him with a nervous giggle, "We'll be here tomorrow. Do you want us to wear anything special?"
"A dress." Mary answered, "A cute little sundress, red if you have it."
"Okay."
"And black lingerie." Steve told her, "Reaching into the clip he pulled out a hundred dollar bill and handed it to her, "Here buy something fun for us and do whatever with the rest."
"Thank you." Alicia smiled, tucking the money into my pocket.
"I...I still don't know about this." I said, "I..."
I trailed off, when taking the wad of money from the clip, Steve held it up and using his thumb ran it through the stack. "Twenty large Andrew, twenty thousand dollars to help your mom while having what I can guarantee you will be the best sex of your life. Trust me, once you two get going, you will forget about us and only be thinking about how hot your big sister is."
"Andy, please." Alicia whispered. "Mom needs this, do it for her."
I looked over at Alicia who was giving me the pout complete with her lower lip trembling and her blue eyes big and wide. My eyes shifted back to the roll of money in Steve's hand and taking a deep breath said, "Fine, I'll just think of it that way."
"There you go Andrew," Steve smirked, "Nothing says I love you mom, like doing your sister."
****
I entered the bathroom quietly and peeking through the partially open door on Alicia's side, saw she wasn't home from her shift yet. Closing her door and locking it so she would know not to come in, I turned the shower on and waited for the water to heat up. It was arm in the house, but I'd spent two hours working out in the basement and needed some hot water on my sore shoulders and back.
I'd worked earlier, but my mind was racing and wired for sound I went into the basement to hit the weights. Ever since we had entered that motel room I had been filled with a sense of the surreal. Even after we got back from the meeting I was pretty sure I was not going to end up doing this. I didn't care if I had to get up before my sister and take off for the day, I would duck this. Then Mary and Steve would be pissed and move on to another pair, maybe ones that really wanted to do it.
But then I had gone looking for mom and found her sitting on her bed packing clothes into a box and sobbing like a young girl. She didn't notice me and as I stood there with no idea what to say I imagined that wad of cash Steve was flashing. With an air of resignation I had decided I would try to go through with it. The entire time I was pumping the weights I was caught between envisioning Alicia and how hot she really was, but also wondering if when it came down to it I would even be able to get it up.
Then again, I thought as I stripped off my shorts and got into the shower, I'm sure my sister could be pretty convincing. I sighed and relaxed, enjoying the steamy air and the hot water striking my back between my shoulder blades. I moved back and forth letting the water sooth each of my shoulders then grabbing the soap began washing up. When I began running my soapy hand across my balls, I closed my eyes and thought of Alicia playing with them.
My cock began to grow and taking it in my hand, I began to stroke it while picturing the next day. Alicia would let her dress fall and I would watch her strip for me. She would come over and we would kiss while our hands wandered. I started breathing hard as my cock swelled and I pictured her starting to drop to her knees for me. I would look down at her-and hat would be the key-just look at her, not think about Mary or Steve, just pretend...
"Nice cock little brother, too nice to have to jerk off."
My eyes flew open and I stared at Alicia who had slid the glass door open a foot and was peering in.
"What the hell are you doing in here?" I demanded placing my hands over my cock.
"Aww, don't hide it!" she pouted, "It looked so good!"
"Sis please." I told her, "Get out."
"Actually Andy, you look damn good! All your muscles wet and dripping. Hmmm," she purred, "That has me wet and dripping."
"I...what?"
"Know what? Mom's always complaining about the hot water, so how about we save her some and I'll jump in with you."
"Alicia, you....oh, damn."
Alicia had pulled the door open and stepping into the shower as naked as I was. Sliding the door closed she turned and as she had done last night raised her arms over her head.
"What do you think?"
"Fuck me." I whispered, letting my hands fall away from my cock.
"No, you're going to fuck me tomorrow, but I figured I'd give you a little sneak preview. Here, let me have that."
I stood frozen, my eyes locked onto Alicia's now wet tits as she removed the soap from my hand. Rubbing it between her hands to make a lather she began rubbing the soap across her tits and stomach. My eyes dropped below her stomach and I released a long breath at the sight of her pussy between her well shaped thighs. As she had said it was completely smooth and also very pink. I licked my lips as I took in the sight of hers and felt my cock jumping between my legs.
"Like how this looks?" she asked, holding up her soapy tits.
"Oh, yes."
"Then help me out." Putting her hands on my shoulders she whispered, "Go on Andy, play with them."
I hesitated for a moment, but the sight of the white soap dripping from her nipples was more than I could handle. Reaching out I began running my hands across her firm slick tits and she sighed as my fingers slid across her nipples.
"Hmm, that feels nice."
Damn straight they did, I thought as cupping them, I started rubbing her hard nipples with my thumb.
"That's it." She breathed, "Play with your sister's tits get used to them you'll be seeing a lot more of them tomorrow. Now let me get used to my little brother's beautiful cock."
I gasped when her hand closed around my cock then followed it with a low moan as her soapy hand began sliding up and down the length of my shaft Leaning closer she asked, "Like that little brother? Like you big sis stroking your cock?"
"Are...are we going to...?"
"No," she replied still jerking me off, "They want a first time and something tells me they would know." She moaned softly as I started rubbing her nipples harder, "But I know you're nervous and so am I so I figured a nice little ice breaker."
Stepping close to me, she pressed her tits against my chest and gave me a kiss. At first I didn't kiss back, but when her soft lips began sliding back and forth across mine, I parted my lips and with a soft groan returned the kiss.
"Hmm-mm" she encouraged as her hand left my cock and began rubbing my balls.
My hands had no room to move between us and sliding them out from between us, I wrapped them around her shoulders and hugged her closer to me. Alicia sighed against my lips before plunging her tongue into my mouth. I meet it with my own and I became aware of our hips grinding together as our tongues danced across each other. Alicia removed her lips from mine and with a smile said, "How about you introduce yourself to my pretty little pussy?"
Spinning around she pressed her wet ass against my cock and leaning back against my chest said, "Put your arms around me."
I did as she asked while moaning as her ass began grinding against my cock. I slid my arms around her slender waist and taking my left hand she brought it up to her tit. I began playing with her nipple then felt a surge of excitement as her other hand pulled mine down between her legs.
"Go ahead, play with her." She said softly as she leaned her head on my shoulder.
I could feel my fingers trembling as the explored my sister's pussy. I rubbed tow fingers between her soft wet lips and Alicia moaned and opened her legs wider. I worked my fingers down and began to try to ease them inside, but she said, "Not inside, you don't feel her until tomorrow, side your fingers up and rub my clit."
"Wow," I said like an idiot, "You like to talk dirty?"
"I do for you little brother." She said, then released a low sexy moan when my fingers found her swollen button. "Oh, right there."
I started rubbing in slow circles and Alicia started working her hips up and down. That movement caused my cock to start sliding between the cheeks of her ass and I started moaning and thrusting my hips into her. Alicia turned her head and after giving my neck a gentle kiss let her head lay against me and started breathing heavy in my ear.
"Oh, just like that Andy, that feels sooo good!"
I started moving my fingers faster and Alicia responded my increasing the speed of her hips. As I continued to play with my sister's pussy in the hot shower another feeling of the surreal came over me making me wonder if I hadn't passed out from exhaustion and this was just some sick dream. Well if it was I didn't want to wake up. My sister's soft soapy ass was teasing the hell out of my cock and I wondered if I would be able to cum like this. The thought of cumming in this position, a nice shot of cum shooting up her back and across that tattoo sent a shiver through.
That shiver was followed by another as Alicia's moans became higher in pitch and she groaned, "Faster, Andy, and harder, make me cum little brother!"
I pressed harder on her clit and was rewarded with Alicia whimpering in my ear. Her hips started jerking harder into me and grabbing my wrist she squeezed it hard.
"A little more," she moaned, "Squeeze my nipple! I...Oh yes!"
Alicia cried out loudly in my ear as I pinched her nipple and her hips went crazy against me. Alicia began making little yelping sounds in my ear, the same ones I'd heard coming from her room when she'd snuck boys over. They had turned me on back then, but it was a hell of a lot hotter in my ear and knowing I was causing them.
"Yes, yes yes!" Alicia cried as her hips drove me wild by sliding her ass around my yearning cock.
"Oh damn," she moaned and let her weight go against me. Kissing my neck again she sighed, "You made your big sister cum damn hard, Andy."
"That was...hot." I told her, my fingers now teasing up and down her even wetter pussy.
"Oh yeah it was." Pulling away from me, she smiled, "Turn around and let your big sister take care of her little brother.
Not needing to be told twice, I turned around so quickly I almost fell on the soapy floor and Alicia laughed as I caught the towel rack to keep me on my feet. I laughed too, but it turned to a groan when my sister pressed her hard nipples against my back and reaching around me began stroking my cock.
"Oh shit that feels good!" I told her as she stroked the length of my cock.
"Let's make it better, "she said in my ear.
Her other hand slid beneath my balls and started rubbing them while she jerked me off. I leaned forward, bracing my hands against the shower wall as my knees began to shake. Alicia's grinding on me and the fact I was playing with her pussy had me worked up and her wet soapy hands around my cock and balls already had me close to cumming. As her hand worked my hard flesh, she began whispering in that same sexy voice she had used last night.
"That feel good, little brother? You like your big sister jacking your nice hard cock?"
"Yes." I groaned as I tried to keep my hips still and prolong the hand job I was receiving my sister.
"Hmm feels like you are. Just think Andy, tomorrow? It won't be my hand around your cock; it's going to be my lips," she giggled, "Both sets."
"Oh yeah." I moaned as my hips started moving despite my best efforts.
"Hmm mm, first it will be my mouth, my nice soft wet mouth sucking you in and out licking you, my tongue sliding across your balls."
I moaned loudly as she squeezed my balls for emphasis and my legs were shaking so hard I thought my knees were going to give out.
"And you heard Steve today; he wants me to take your nice big load in my mouth, wants me to take every drop of my little brother's cum!"
"Oh, faster," I begged, "Please!"
Alicia began stroking me faster and I could feel my balls tighten in her hand as they prepared to give up their load.
"Then it will be my nice hot, wet, tight little pussy. You'll shove that big dick inside of me and I am going to scream your name while you fuck the shit.....Oh yeah!"
"Oh fuck!" I gasped as my cock exploded in my sister's hand.
I had avoided looking down, knowing it would have made me cum quicker, but lowered my head as I felt I was going to cum, I watched as a huge spurt of cum shot from the swollen tip of my cock and splattered against the tiles. Alicia kept pumping and my cock erupted again and again spraying the wall with my cum. I stared at Alicia's red tipped nails and slender fingers as she continued to pump her brother's cock.
"Oh, I can feel you cumming!" She cooed, "I can't wait to feel that down my throat!"
I released a low whimper as Alicia's hand coaxed the last few drops from my spent cock.
"Hmm, I like that noise." She laughed, "You going to make it tomorrow when I milk your cock for every drop?"
"That felt so good." I said simply as I leaned against the wall.
Alicia let me go and reaching up shut off the water. Kissing my back she opened the shower door and stepping out dried off. I watched, taking in every inch of her flawless body and with a tired sigh stepped out as well. Alicia handed me a towel and picking up a pair of panties and a tank top from the side of the sink slipped them on while I dried off. When I slipped my shorts on I looked at her and said, "I can't believe we did that."
"I think we'll be saying that about a lot of things tomorrow." She said.
"Yeah," I sighed, "Nervous?"
"Yes." She nodded, "That's why I did this, just us and I think it will make tomorrow easier."
I stood there looking at her as she started towel drying her long hair. I wasn't sure what to say. After all how does one respond after you diddled your sister and she jerked you off in the shower?



"Well um, good night I guess." I said.
"Hey Andy?"
"What sis?"
"Can I sleep with you tonight?" she asked. "I mean just sleep, we keep our clothes on and nothing funny."
"Uh, sure, I guess." I told her.
"Good, I...this feels weird enough I don't want to feel cheap on top of it. I always hated fooling around with guys then shooing them out or I had to leave."
"Well can't have you feeling cheap!" I laughed.
She followed me into my room and as I got into bed while she walked over and locked my door.
"Good thinking. " I said through a yawn as lying on my back I could already feel sleep pulling at me.
Alicia climbed into the bed and slid over close to me. Putting her arm around my waist and her resting her head on my shoulder she said, "You feel nice."
"So do you." I replied putting my arm around her soft shoulder. I could smell her shampoo and her hair felt good on my skin. "It feels good being close to you like this."
"Good." She said in my ear, "Because little brother, "You and I are going to be getting a lot closer tomorrow."
****
The butterflies I'd had in my stomach all morning turned into a solid not as Alicia pulled into the motel parking lot. I had slept surprisingly well considering what was going to happen today. I had only woken up once and had been worried my mind would spin and I would stay awake. But the feeling of Alicia's soft body pressed against me and the sound and feel of her breathing in my ear kept me relaxed and I quickly fell back to sleep.
I woke up a few minutes before the alarm and as I lay there again enjoying the strange feeling of my sister in my arms it occurred to me that I had never felt this good with someone. My last two girlfriends had their own dorm rooms and I had been able to spend the nights with them, but neither felt as...right in my arms as Alicia did. I'd frowned at that last thought; there should be nothing right about having your sister in your bed after she jerked you off and before you were going to fuck her.
When the alarm had gone off Alicia gave me a kiss on the cheek and hopping out of the bed said she was showering first. While I heard the water running I thought about joining her, but had the impression she would toss me out. Last night had been to help with today. In a sense it was a little disturbing that Alicia seemed a lot more capable of this than me. Then again I had recently found out she had strutted around topless for a bunch of jerks just to help mom keep the heat on.
Speaking of Mom she didn't have to go into work until later due to a late conference call at the office. She saw us getting ready to leave and after commenting on Alicia's new red sundress asked us to sit and have some breakfast with her. As we chatted, pretending all was well, Mom asked where we were going and Alicia planted the seed telling her she and I were taking our tip money to the casino. Mom had shrugged and wished us luck and I'd felt as if we had stepped across the line and this was really going to happen.
"You getting out?"
I shook my head and saw that as I was fogging out, not only had she parked, but Alicia was standing outside the car peering in at me.
"Um, sure." I nodded and exited the car as she hit the lock button.
Alicia looked in the side mirror and giving her long blonde hair a couple of primps with her fingers said, "Okay, Andy, let's go make some money."
Without awaiting my response she turned and walked towards the same room as yesterday. I ran my fingers through my own hair which as she had done yesterday, Alicia had mussed up. I also had not shaved again and had a decent five o clock shadow going. Alicia old me I looked hotter like that which had me wondering if she used to look at me the way I looked at her.
Being a guy I had nothing fancy to wear, but Alicia told me to wear my tightest jeans and to not wear any underwear. I felt weird, but I knew the effect she was going for and started wondering how much porn Alicia watched. She had also found an old black t-shirt of mine that was now a little small and had me put it on. It was tight, but I had to admit I liked the way it made my arms and chest look.
Of course I looked nowhere near as eye catching as my sister who was sporting the brand new red sundress that barely went past the cheeks of her ass and was low cut enough that her tits looked like they could fall out. She had matching nail polish and lipstick and her hair had been teased out, giving her a somewhat wild appearance. Like yesterday she had on another pair of red fuck me shoes, red heeled sandals that strapped around her ankles.
I caught up with her just as she knocked and as I looked her up and down the thought "I'm going to be fucking that!" kept running through my mind. To my delight I felt my cock stirring in my jeans. My biggest fear had been I wouldn't be able to, but Alicia's little sample last night had done its trick.
The door opened and this time Steve was in front of it so we could see him. Like yesterday he was dressed in black jeans and shirt, but this time his mask was red.
"You came!" he said excitedly, "I stayed awake half the night thinking you wouldn't!"
"We said we would." Alicia answered.
"Come on in!" he gestured into the room.
As we passed him he started me by clapping me on the shoulder, "Thank you for this Andrew! I am so excited!"
"Great." I told him.
"My, my look at the two of you." Mary purred as she came over to us her upper face covered by the black mask Steve had worn yesterday.
Like her husband she reached out to me, but she took my bicep and gave it a squeeze.
"Oh, very nice." She turned to Alicia she reached out to her face.
Alicia flinched a little as using the back of her hand Mary gently caressed her cheek.
"So soft." She murmured, "So young." She gave her a big smile, "So perfect. As Steve said, we are so excited you came."
"You guys want a drink? I have some wine." Steve said holding up a bottle.
"Okay!" Alicia and I said in unison.
Mary laughed and as Steve poured the red wine into two glasses I noticed she was wearing a fairly short skirt. My eyes lingered on her legs as she picked up a half full glass and walking over to the couch sat down. As I watched her hips sway I wondered how old they were. Neither seemed to be a kid and Steve hadn't shaved and I'd spotted a little grey in his stubbly. Forties, maybe? When she sat down she crossed her legs and I noticed she was barefoot.
"You checking out my wife?" Steve asked as he pressed the glass into my hand.
"I..." I felt myself blushing, but he laughed and hit my arm again.
"Hey, no worries, I'm flattered. Mary is beautiful, it's a shame you can't see her face, beautiful eyes."
"You're too kind." She said, and then to me, "The day I care about a young stud half my age checking me out is a sad day indeed." Holding up her glass she said, "To fun and breaking the rules!"
"I'll second that one!" Steve said and after clicking his glass to mine reached across and tapped Alicia's.
I meant to just take a sip, but after another glance at Steve and knowing what was coming I chugged the entire glass. A look to the left saw Alicia doing the same thing and even as she handed Steve the glass back I could see her cheeks beginning to flush.
"More?" he asked.
"Sure." We both said at the same time again.
This time I noticed he only filled the glass half way and once again we both downed it like one long shot. This time Steve didn't offer anymore and slipping the glasses from our hands, he put them on the table and bringing the bottle over to the couch refilled Mary's before sitting down.
"So would you guys like to sit and chat a little or just start playing?" Mary asked.
"Chat." I said.
"Play." Alicia said softly.
"I'm with her!" Steve said.
"Me too." Mary laughed, "I think you're outvoted there, sexy."
"Cone on Andy," Alicia said, taking my hand, "Let's be siblings with benefits."
"I like that!" Mary nodded, "That's clever!"
"Alicia?" Steve asked.
"Yes sir?" Alicia answered nervously.
"No sir, Steve is fine, we're friends here. But Andy is okay here and there, but I want to hear you say he's your brother. Sounds much hotter."
"Okay." She nodded.
"Where's the camera?" I began looking around.
"There are four of them around the room to get every angle around the bed." Steve said. "They feed to the lap top on the desk. Before you leave you will get a copy of all four DVD's. Eventually Mary and I will get ours edited to one really good shoot."
"Or we'll just keep watching from all angles!" She told him
"There is audio and you will hear our voices. On that note." Clearing his throat he declared, "So you know what we're paying you to do, right?"
"You're paying to watch a brother and sister commit incest." I spoke up loudly.
"Very good!" he smiled, "You get that on the disc so as we discussed, no one sells out anyone or there is hell to pay."
"Let's just get to the fun." Alicia said, squeezing my hand, "I don't want to think about that stuff."
"Money." I snapped my fingers.
"Of course." Steve slapped his head.
Standing up he walked over to us and with a flourish for the camera took the money from his pocket and fanned it in front of us. Reaching behind me he placed it on the nightstand next to the bed.
"All yours. Providing you go through with it."
As he went back to the couch, Alicia pulled me by my hand guiding me over to stand in front of the bed.
"Honey, before you start, can you take your shoes off for me?" Steve asked, "They're sexy, but I rather see bare feet."
Holding her feet up, Mary wiggled her pink toes, "He has a foot fetish."
"Then wouldn't it be better if my little brother took my shoes off?"
"Hell yes!" Steve said.
"It's your show." Alicia said and sitting on the bed said, "Little brother, be a dear and take your sister's shoes off for our friends."
"Honey, I love you!" Steve said raising his glass to her.
I sank to my knees and as Alicia held her foot up, undid the snap and after undoing the strap eased the shoe off. She placed her warm foot on my arm and held up the other. I removed that one as well, but this time she said, "Rub my foot."
Holding her heel in my hand I used the other to knead the soft skin on the bottom of her foot and as I did she started to slide the other up and down my arm. Removing her feet, she said, "Take your shirt off."
I paused and she gave me the pout, "Please little brother? Please let your sister see that sexy body of yours!"
"She is good." Mary said from the couch.
I quickly stripped my shirt off and as I tossed it to the side received a whistle from Mary followed by, "You're a lucky girl Alicia!"
As soon as my shirt had come off, Alicia placed her feet on my chest and started rubbing them up and down. I glanced over and saw Steve had put his glass down and as he was staring at us his hand was rubbing his crotch. My attention was brought back to Alicia when she shoved her foot in my face, "Suck my toes," She whispered.
I stared at her and she cocked her head and pursed her lips as if to say "do it!" That was a look I remembered well from when we were kids. Once again taking her foot by the heel I opened my mouth and tentatively flicked my tongue across her toes. Alicia sighed as if it felt amazing and I heard Steve release a long deep breath. I started flicking my tongue back and forth across her red painted toes and when Alicia pushed them against my lips sucked her first two toes into my mouth.
"Hmm," she moaned, "That feels so good! You like my toes little brother?"
Surprisingly I found I was enjoying sucking on them. I could taste her strawberry skin cream and I noticed her tits beginning to heave as her breathing picked up. Alicia dropped her other foot into my lap and I gasped around her toes when she started rubbing my cock through my jeans. Leaning back on the bed, Alicia pulled her skirt up, exposing a black and pink lace thong. My eyes locked onto that thin strip of material and as my tongue continued to swirl around her toes, she reached down and slid it to the side.
Even though I'd seen it last night the sight of her smooth pink pussy sent my already hardening cock swelling to full size. Removing her foot from my mouth I began licking her smooth sole while watching her long slender fingers run through her pussy.
"That's a beautiful pussy." Mary murmured behind me.
"Hmm, you're making me damn wet." Alicia cooed, "Want to see how wet?"
I nodded, but remained still, unsure of what to do.
"Reach up and play with her pussy." Steve encouraged me, "Feel how wet she is."
"Play with me, little brother," Alicia not only pouted, but had whimpered the words in a little girl voice that had my cock aching to spring free.
Alicia let her other foot drop into my lap and spreading her legs further open, yanked the thong all the way over. Placing my trembling hands on her legs, I slowly slid them up the length of her legs. When I reached the soft skin of her inner thighs I could feel she was shaking as well. Keeping my left hand on her thigh, I ran my fingers lightly through her wet lips before finding her clit.
"That's the spot." She moaned, "Put your fingers inside me!"
Still rubbing her clit I brought my other hand between her legs and eased two fingers inside her. Alicia sighed in pleasure as my fingers entered her and I moaned softly at how hot, wet and damn tight her pussy was. When my fingers were buried inside her I started moving them slowly in and out. Alicia moaned hr approval and started moving her hips in time with them.
"Oh, yeah that's it little brother, finger fuck your big sister!"
"Damn this is so hot." I heard Mary say.
I sensed movement, and turning my head saw that not only had she uncrossed her legs, but placed one over Steve's leg. I saw she wasn't wearing any panties and apparently was a natural red head. Her fingers quickly covered part of my view as she started playing with herself. I turned back to Alicia who had started moving her hips faster and moaned, "Rub that clit Andy! Please make your big sister cum nice and hard!"
"Lick it." I heard Steve call out.
"No," Alicia breathed, "I want to cum nice and quick this time, he can go down on me after I suck his cock."
"Damn girl," he whistled, "You're lucky I'm married."
I pressed harder on her clit and began moving my fingers in a circular motion. I was surprised she wanted to move this quickly. Then I recalled last night and realized she was trying to get us into it early on. I can't say that I minded and began thrusting my fingers as hard as I dared while stroking her clit. I saw Alicia move and looking up saw she had pulled not only the straps of her dress down, but had pulled the cups of her bra under her tits.
She grabbed her nipples and began playing with them as her hips pumped harder into my fingers.
"Oh please," she moaned, "A little more just a little more. Be a good little brother and make your sister cum!"
I heard Steve moan and taking a quick look over widened my eyes. He had removed his cock from his jeans and Mary had reached over and was slowly stroking it. Steve was returning the favor with his hand now between her legs; fingers buried inside and thumb on her clit. I hadn't expected this and whether it was the visual itself or the effect of chugging the wine, but I could feel my cock getting stiffer by the second.
"Oh yes!" Alicia cried out and clamping her legs closed around my arm started bucking her hips wildly.
She threw her head back and released a long squeal that caused a trickle of pre cum to begin leaking down my leg. The squeal was followed by those hot little yelps she had made for me last night. This time my fingers were inside her and I could feel her pussy convulsing around them. I was starting to sweat and was so hard my balls were starting to ache. Alicia made a whimpering sound and I felt her pussy unclench around my fingers.
Letting her legs drop down she released a contented sigh, then giving me a smile said, "Stand up."
I did as she asked and getting off the bed, Alicia took me by the arms and turned me to face Steve and Mary. They were watching intently the parts of their faces we could see were flushed red from wine and excitement and as he continued to rub her pussy, she was slowly stroking his long thick cock. Alicia stood in front of me with her back to me and raised her arms over her head.
Taking her cue, I reached down and grabbing the bottom of her dress pulled it up and off of her. Alicia kept her arms up and stepping back slightly I unhooked her bra and tossed it on the floor. She leaned back against me and resting her head on my shoulder whispered, "Play with my tits."
Sliding my arms around her, I cupped her firm tits and started stoking her nipples with my thumb.
"Yeah, that's it," she purred, "Show off your sister's tits."
"Have we said perfect?" Mary breathed her words coming out as much moaning as speaking.
Alicia began to work her hips back against me, grinding her thing covered ass against my throbbing dick.
"Oh, you're hard for your big sister aren't you?"
Alicia raised her arms and reaching back wrapped them around my head. She tugged on me and catching her drift, I bent my head and began kissing the soft skin of her exposed neck. Alicia made a happy sound in her throat and started swaying back and forth against me. In front of us our benefactors were slowly masturbating each other and their lips were parted as they breathed heavily. The fact they were so turned on was adding to the painful condition of my cock and I started pushing my hips into Alicia's ass.
I started squeezing her nipples harder and after a long sexy moan, she dropped her arms from around me and spinning around to face me, paced her hand son my chest and gave me a long deep kiss. I put my arms around her and hugging her close to me groaned at the feeling of my sister's tits pressing into my chest. As her tongue drove into my mouth she again began swaying, teasing her nipples across my skin.
"Look at that ass." Steve spoke up sounding as if he were having as hard of a time speaking as Mary did.
Alicia broke the kiss and again turning me around, positioned me in front of the bed. Giving me a nasty smile, she said, "Let's see if that cock is as big as it feels!"
Alicia made a show of shimmying slowly down to her knees and my heart began to pound as she began kissing and licking my stomach. While her tongue teased along the edge of my waist, her hands found my zipper. I felt the snap of my jeans release and as if in a dream watched my sister unzip me. Grabbing the sides of my jeans she yanked them down to my knees. My aching cock sprang free a spray of pre cum splattering on Alicia's shoulder.
"Oh, look at that young hard cock!" Mary moaned.
"Hmm, is this all for your big sister?" Alicia asked as she grabbed my cock and squeezed it.
"Oh, yeah." I moaned.
She squeezed it again, causing more pre cum to ooze from it and leaning forward, Alicia flicked her tongue across the dripping tip. I gasped and watched my cock twitching in her hand as she pulled her tongue back with a trail of my pre cum hanging from it. She made a show of slurping it up, and then licked her lips.
"You want me to suck your cock little brother?"
"Yes please. I all but whimpered
"Damn that sounds good." Steve complimented me.
"Yeah, you want your big sis to take care of your nice big dick? Make you cum for her?"
"Please don't tease." I was sounding pathetic, but the sounds of agreement behind me told me they were enjoying seeing a brother beg his sister.
"Please sis?" I pleaded for them, "Please suck my cock! I made you cum!"
"True." Alicia said while stroking my cock.
Her blue eyes were locked onto it and had a glazed look in them that at first I thought was wine, but realized with a thrill it was lust. Alicia stood up and surprised me by shoving me. I fell back into a sitting position on the bed and hooking her fingers into the sides of her things made a show of working it down her hips. Alicia bent over and shook her ass at Steve and Mary as she shimmied the thing down to the floor.



"Oh look at that ass." He said
"And that sweet little pussy." Mary moaned and grabbing his wrist pushed his hand hard against her pussy.
Alicia dropped to her knees and after pulling my jeans off slid up between my legs. Grabbing my cock she looked me in the eye and with a wink opened her mouth and took my cock deep into it
"Oh fuck!" I moaned at the feeling of my sister's warm wet mouth, "Oh yes!"
"Hmm," she moaned around my cock and as I watched my eyes wide, she worked my cock all the way down to the base of my shaft.
Still looking me in the eye, she slid her tongue out and I groaned as it slid across my balls.
"Look at that." Mary moaned.
Alicia held my cock buried in her throat and it was everything I could do not to move my hips. She shook her head back and forth causing me to moan again the slowly worked her mouth back up my cock. She released it with a loud slurping sound then ducking her head started sucking my balls. I sat back groaning while my sister tongue bathed my balls and slowly stroked me. The sight of her face down there was driving me wild and tying to slow myself down I looked over at Steve and Mary.
"Damn." I said.
Alicia stopped licking and turned to see that Mary had sat up and leaning over had her head in her lap and was now sucking Steve's cock. Her head on was on his stomach and she was facing us as her mouth slowly descended on his cock. He had slid his hand down her back and had her skirt pulled up exposing the curve of her ass to us. His hand was buried between her legs and his arm was moving as he thrust his fingers in and out of her.
"Thought we were putting on the show." Alicia laughed.
"Oh, you are." Steve moaned.
"Speaking of." Alicia said and moving quickly once gain engulfed my cock in her mouth.
This time she began bobbing her head in a steady rhythm and reaching down I grabbed her long blonde hair. Placing my hand on the back of her head I began guiding her up and down my cock and as our eyes met she moaned around my cock. It sent a thrill through me that this was not just for show. My sexy sister was really into blowing me!
That thought caused my hips to twitch and trying to help me last, Alicia pulled my cock from her lips and began running her tongue up and down my shaft while rubbing my balls. I moaned and my hips began moving anyway. Alicia placed her face against my cock and let it slide up and down her face as I thrust into her. I noticed her looking over at the couch and followed her gaze. Mary was still sucking Steve, long slow sucks that caused him to moan at the end of each one. I noticed his hips moving as well and Mary was grinding hard against his hand.
I gasped when Alicia took me back into her mouth and began sucking me deeper and faster than before. I groaned and my fingers tightened in her hair and unable to help it my hips started moving faster. Alicia stopped sucking and looking me in the eye winked and moaned "hmm-hmm"
I started thrusting my hips, fucking my sister's willing mouth and moaning even louder. I heard Steve groaning as well and wondered if they were racing us. Placing her hand against my stomach to stop me from moving, Alicia ran her tongue in a couple of slow circles around the tip of my cock then sliding her mouth over it started bobbing her head even faster than last time. She began following her lips with her hand jerking me off as she blew me and I knew I was going to cum and damn soon.
Alicia was moaning continuously around my cock and my hips were moving in time with her mouth. She began kneading my balls with her other hand and my legs were shaking violently as I fought to last as long as possible.
"Oh shit" Steve cried out and I turned to see him pushing Mary's head down on his cock as his hips bucked wildly.
Mary made a gurgling sound and as she drove her mouth down on his cock I saw a line of cum drool out of her mouth and down his shaft. At that moment Alicia gave my balls a squeeze.
"Oh fuck sis!" I called out as my cock went off in my sister's mouth.
Alicia moaned and her blue eyes rolled back as she continued to suck. My hips jerked as my cock erupted sending a series of long streams of cum down her throat. She made a wet gurgling noise similar to Mary and as good as Alicia looked sucking, I looked over to see Mary cleaning the spilled cum from Steve's cock with her tongue. I quickly went back to Alicia who was now sucking hard on my cock trying to completely drain it if every drop. I made another of those pathetic sounds as she squeezed the base and I felt a couple of more drops ooze from my dick and into her mouth.
"Oh fuck." I moaned.
Sliding her mouth from my cock, Alicia stuck her tongue out and waggled it at me. It was covered in cum and turning her head she showed it to Steve and Mary. With a nasty smile, Mary stuck her own white dripping tongue to us before slurping it back in her mouth.
"Jesus." Steve said softly, "Talk about audience participation."
"I couldn't resist." Mary said, sitting up.
Looking at us she wiped at her mouth then said, "Well Andrew I think your sister deserves a treat for that don't you?"
"Yes ma'am!" I exclaimed and for the first time moved with no hesitation
Standing up so quickly my still hard cock slapped Alicia in the face; I grabbed her by the shoulders and yanked her to her feet. She released a startled yelp as spinning her around me literally threw her on the bed.
"Oh yeah!" Steve clapped, "Little brother has the fever now!"
Alicia began to laugh, but it changed to a loud moan as kneeling between her legs I all but dove into her pussy. I spread her lips wide and immediately plunged my tongue into her hot little box.
"Yes!" she cried out, "Suck your sister's pussy!"
I swirled my tongue around inside of her, reveling in the taste of my sister's juices. As my tongue probed her sweet hole I took a deep breath and moaned at the scent of her pussy. Her flesh was wet and hot against my face and I started moving my head, working my rigid tongue back and forth.
"Yeah, tongue fuck me!" Alicia moaned, "Show me how bad you want it!"
"Hearing that makes me want it!" Steve declared.
I sensed movement and heard Mary release a long loud moan. Turning my head slightly I saw that Mary was now laying against the end of the couch with one leg across the top and one foot on the floor. Steve was kneeling on the floor licking her pussy as she spread it open. His head was leaning against her thigh and even as his tongue lid up and down her red haired pussy his eyes were on us.
My still hard cock jumped between my legs and returning my attention to my big sister's delicious snatch, slowly trailed my tongue through the wet folds of her pink flesh.
"Hmm, you look so good down there. Look at you licking your sister's pussy like a good little brother!"
"Sounds so fucking good!" Mary exclaimed.
"Looks even better." Steve added,
"Less talking more licking." Mary told him causing me to laugh into Alicia's pussy.
She giggled as well and I couldn't believe how good this was going. I returned my attention to Alicia's pussy and after teasing her by running my tongue up and down through her lips fastened mine around her clit. She moaned and raising her feet put them on my shoulders.
"Put one down honey so we can see." Mary told her.
Alicia lowered her foot and I gasped as it quickly found my cock and started sliding back and forth beneath it.
"Still hard for me? I can't wait to cum so you can fuck me!"
On that note I decided to go about making that happen and as Alicia started wiggling her toes playfully against my cock I plunged two fingers into her pussy and began sucking on her clit.
"Harder!" Alicia begged.
I began thrusting my fingers harder than I had the first time and reaching up with my free hand captured one of her nipples and started rolling it between my fingers. Alicia moaned her approval and pressing my tongue firmly against her clit, swirled it in fast circles, tracing the edge s of her hard button.
"Damn you're good." She purred.
Her toes curled hard into my shoulder and I could feel her thighs trembling against my shoulders. At the sound of moaning I looked to the side to see Steve also finger fucking Mary and the way her hips were moving told me she would be cumming and quickly. Again feeling as if I were in a race, I started sucking hard on my sister's clit while driving my fingers in so deep I could feel my knuckles striking the soft skin around her pussy.
Alicia didn't seem to mind as her hips started rising to meet my fingers and reaching down she grabbed my hair and started grinding her pussy into my face.
"Oh, oh, oh....oh please!" Alicia groaned, "Oh little brother make me cum! Make my pussy even wetter for your big cock! Make me....oh fuck!!"
Figuring I really had nothing to lose, I lowered my hand from her nipple and with no warning slipped a finger into her extremely tight ass. I had done this with Brenda who loved it and apparently Alicia was fine with it as with a long loud howl her thighs clamped around my head and she began yelping and squirming into my still moving tongue.
"Yes yes yes!" she cried as my fingers continued to plunge in and out of both her holes.
From next to us I heard a high pitched squeal that announced we hadn't beaten Mary by much. Her squeal seemed to inspire Alicia whose hips started bucking even harder as her fingers dug into my scalp and shoved my face deeper against her quivering flesh. As her pussy convulsed around my fingers I imagined it being my cock and I swirled my tongue faster and moved my fingers harder in anticipation of fucking her.
Alicia's back arched and she cried out loudly. I felt a warm sensation around my fingers then flinched as her pussy contracted and a squirt of sticky fluid shot around my fingers and into my face.
"Oh wow." Alicia sighed as she let her legs fall from around my head. "That was the hardest I ever... fuck yeah!"
She squealed as jumping to my feet I spread her legs and drove my cock deep into her. I all but squealed myself at the feeling of being inside my sister's sopping wet pussy. Grabbing her ankles I lifted her legs and spreading them as wide as my arms would allow began fucking the shit out of her. I hoped our audience hadn't wanted slow and teasing because right now I was fucking the shit out of my sister and planned on continuing.
"Look at him go!" Steve yelled, "That's it Andrew fuck your sister! Fuck her good and hard!"
Well at least I didn't have to worry about disappointing them I thought as I continued to hammer away at Alicia. I looked down and smiled at how fucking good she looked. In spite of the air conditioning Alicia was sweating and some of her hair was plastered to her face. Her glistening tits were bouncing wildly as my cock plunged relentlessly into her.
I lowered my gaze and moaned at the sight of my long thick cock sliding in and out of her pussy.
"Fuck her harder!" Mary called out.
Releasing her ankles I braced my hands on the bed and putting my arms behind her legs, leaned forward.
"Oh fuck that's deep!" Alicia cried out as I bent her legs back so far her feet were over her head.
Her ass left the bed as she was bent backwards and my cock began driving into her at an even better angle. Alicia's eyes rolled back and she was yelping with every thrust. She was so wet I could hear my cock entering her and my thighs were dripping with her juices.
"Fuck me!" She cried out, "Fuck me hard little brother! Show your sister what a man you are!"
"Take her on her knees!" Steve called out, "Fuck her doggy!" Mary added, "But take her!"
Sliding my cock out, I grabbed Alicia by her slender hips and with a wrench of my shoulders flipped her over. She immediately pushed herself up on her hands and knees and grabbing her hips I paused to admire how damn good her ass looked as well as her glistening pussy winking out at me,
"Fuck me!" she looked over her shoulder at me, her blue eyes wild with desire. "Come on little brother your sister needs to get fucked!"
Well mom always used to tell me to listen to my sister if she couldn't be around so rearing back I plunged my cock into her in one long thrust. Alicia cried out as I immediately started hammering away at her. Her back was slicked with sweat and the sight of her amazing ass and my cock driving between her cheeks was better than I could have imagined. As sick as it was this was by far the hottest fuck I'd ever had.
"How's that feel?" Steve asked, "How's it feel to be fucking your sexy sister?"
"Fucking great!" I exclaimed in between gasps for breath.
"You like your brother's cock?" Mary asked.
"Fuck yeah!" she moaned, "Best cock I've ever had!"
"This is the best sex the two of you will ever have." Steve declared as if reading my mind.
I slowed my fucking as it occurred to me they sounded closer. I stopped altogether when I saw Mary and Steve approach the bed from the other side. Alicia looked up as Leaning over the bed, so that her face was only inches from Alicia she asked, "May we?"
"May you...?" I trailed off as stepping up behind her; Steve pulled his once again hard cock from his pants.
He lifted Mary's skirt, flipping it over her ass and grabbing her hips he smiled at me, "May we join you?"
"Yes." Alicia said quickly "I want to watch!"
Where that had come from I had no idea, but Steve did not need to be told twice. Placing his cock between her legs he shoved forward and Mary moaned in pleasure. The look on what part of her face I could see caused me to remember my cock was still buried in Alicia's pussy and as Steve started fucking Mary fat and hard I joined him. Alicia began yelping as I put all the power of my hips into my thrusts and Steve looked like he was doing everything he could to match me.
Sliding her hands forward on the bed, Mary took Alicia's in hers and the two of them held hands as Steve and I pounded away on them. That sight caused me to gasp and I could feel my legs trembling as I began to get close.
"You are so beautiful!" Mary gasped as her husband fucked the shit out of her, "Both of you! So hot, so perfect!"
"Oh yeah," Steve moaned sounding as if he were getting as close as I was. "Better than we ever dreamed! Look at the two of you fucking, I...oh fuck Mary!"
Steve gave Mary a couple of more pumps that were nothing short of vicious and whipped his cock out. Mary rolled over and sitting up turned her head so we could watch Steve spray his cum directly into her wide open mouth. She caught some but a lot splattered on her chin and dripped down onto her shirt. The sight sent me over the edge and squeezing Alicia's hips so hard she cried out I slammed her several more times before whipping my own cock out.
Like Mary, Alicia rolled over, but staying on her back held her tits up for me. I had initially thought I would get my wish of using her tattoo as target practice, but the sight of my sister presenting her tits to me was even better. Leaning over I pumped my cock and called out her name as my cock erupted sending several long thick spurts across both her tits. I kept pumping my cock moving it back and forth, making a show of painting my sister's gorgeous tits. When I could coax no more from my spent cock, I moaned softly and all but fell onto the bed next to Alicia.
We remained silent and the room was filled with all four of us breathing hard. I watched Alicia's cum covered tits heave and then looking at her sweat slicked face couldn't stop thinking about how hot she was. She saw me looking and gave me a tired smile. Despite the dirtiness of the situation I felt an overwhelming wave of affection for my sister and leaning over kissed her softy on the lips, "You're beautiful sis." I told her.
"So are you Andy," taking my hand she squeezed it, "So are you."
"Now that is almost as good as the sex." Mary murmured.
"Almost." Steve laughed. Getting up he grabbed a pile of towels that was on the floor next to the bed and after handing me one started wiping the cum from Mary's face.
Following his lead, I gently wiped off Alicia's tits. Mary got up from the bed and going over to the small fridge came back with four bottles of water. We all drank deeply and after finishing mine I stood up and now feeling a bit self conscious pulled my jeans on and handed Alicia her dress. Alicia stood up, groaning with the effort and after slipping her dress on leaned over and bean putting her sandals on.
"What about your lingerie?" Steve asked.
"Keep them." She said, "You paid for it after all."
"Money well spent," Steve laughed. "We'll enjoy them, can't say we'll wash them though."
"So were you guys happy?" Alicia asked.
"Can't you tell?" Mary smiled, "Better than we had ever hoped, "Money is all yours and good luck with the house."
"The bank will be happy and our mom will be thrilled." I said.
"Thank you so much." Steve said and leaning over clasped my hand while giving Alicia a quick peck on the cheek.
"A dream come true." Mary whispered, coming over and giving each of us an affectionate kiss on our cheeks.
"Can I ask why?" Alicia gestured at us. "Why did you want this so bad to pay so much money?"
"That's their business sis." I told her, "Let's leave them alone."
"Okay." Alicia gave me a smile and reaching out took my hand.
I smiled back at her enjoying the way she had reached for me.
"Hold on." Steve said.
He stood there staring at us, then looking at Mary asked, "See what I see?"
"I do." She nodded.
"What's wrong?"
"Nothing." She said, "But sit down on the bed and we'll tell you why. I think what you hear may make you think about things differently."
With a shrug I led Alicia back over to the bed and the masked couple returned to the couch.
"Because the two of you were so amazing and because as I said, something may come of us telling you we're going to tell you why we have such a strong fetish for incest. Well brother sister anyway." Steve said, he looked at Mary who after staring at him for moment turned to us and began to speak.
"Part of why we need to remain anonymous is not just the obvious. I mean, yes we are prominent and wealthy, but there is another reason this cannot get out." Taking Steve's hand she said quietly, "Steve and I are brother and sister."
"What?" Alicia asked her eyes wide, "I thought you were husband and wife?"
"We are. But also siblings."
"But siblings can't get married." I pointed out.
"If people know they can't." she sighed. "Despite our money which we inherited we had a pretty tough life early on. Our father sexually molested both of us."
"Oh no." Alicia said, "That's terrible."
"It was and because of his money he got away with it longer than he should have and our mother pretended she did not know. But a servant caught him and couldn't be bought. Even still with his money it was hushed up and he simply fled the state instead of answering for it. Now go forward a few years and Steve and I and by the way those are our former names."
"Former?"
"Yes former. But we will get to that. When we were teens we were both very attractive, but as you can imagine very nervous when it came to sex. We were both frustrated and lonely. One night we were left alone and after sneaking a little wine one thing led to another and we decided since we loved each other and would not hurt each other ever, we became lovers."
Putting his arm around her, Steve took over.
"We thought it would be a for now thing, but we kept getting closer and realized our love transcended that of siblings. We snuck around for awhile then when our father past away and we inherited his money we decided to reinvent ourselves."
"We both changed not only our last names, but our first as well; we moved across the country and lived together like any other couple. A friend of mine was a doctor with a family practice in trouble. I told him if he would fudge our blood test for a marriage certificate we would pay his debt and we became husband and wife fifteen years ago."



"Good for you." I said, "I mean it doesn't sound so bad like that."
"It does not and as I said to you yesterday Andrew the love of a sister and a brother's love for his sister is like no other love. It is sometimes a little protective and parental and even more so that of a dear friend. Siblings have a bond that is unmatched in life and on occasions some of them are closer than others. Yes incest sounds disgusting, but I can tell you the love we have for each other exceeds that of most marriages. We are truly everything to each other."
"Glad you're happy," Alicia said, "You deserve it."
"Thank you."
"I'm glad you trust us, but not sure why you told us that." I shrugged.
"Because..." Steve grinned, "Well maybe it's something that will mean more later on. "But for now, thank you again for letting us relive our first experience and the thrill of being siblings and playing while watching other siblings is a thrill I cannot describe."
"So you knew you would?" I asked.
"Yes, your question was would we be involved with the two of you." He laughed, "Trick answer I suppose, but we would not have gotten on the bed if you did not want us to."
"That's okay, it was hot." Alicia looked at me, "Shall we?"
"Sure," I stood up and as she stood with me I noticed she was still holding my hand."Thank you for the money." I said as I took the stack from the nightstand.
"Money well spent." Mary told us as she walked us to the door, "We got one hell of a thrill watching you and we got to do two good deeds in the process."
"Two?" I frowned, "I figure one is saving the house, what's the other?"
Mary looked first at me then at Alicia, with a smile she said, "I think your sister may know what I mean."
*****
I slipped into bed and getting comfortable let out a long contented sigh. Tonight would be the best night's sleep I'd had in a long time. Not only was I physically exhausted from my pornographic romp with my sister, but mentally I felt as if a huge weight was lifted. After we left the motel Alicia and I did take a ride to the casino to make the ruse look even better. We made sure we saved the parking slip as well as the receipt to the restaurant there we ate in.
We did gamble a little and ended up winning another thousand between us. I guess when things were working out well things fell into place. We came home to find mom packing and Alicia in a performance worthy of an Oscar excitedly ran over to mom hugging her so hard she almost knocked her over and exclaimed we had the money to save the house and then some. Mom had begun crying, but these were happy tears and the three of us went together to the bank to present them with the full amount owed.
After a celebratory dinner we came back home and Alicia despite the money we still had went to work as scheduled. I helped mom unpack everything she had boxed up and put it back where it belonged. After a long hot shower I was now for an awesome night's sleep. I shifted in the bed and released a soft sigh as the cool sheet slid against my bare cock. I loved sleeping naked, but hadn't been lately as with everything going on Alicia had often come into my room at all hours to talk.
But tonight I figured she would sleep as well as I would. Besides we had carefully avoided discussing our performance earlier and I doubted we would tonight. I quickly shied away from that thought as I was not sure where this left us. We had done it for mom, but I'd be damned if I was going to be able to look at her the same way again. I wondered vaguely if we would again. I kept thinking about Steve and Mary. I had to admit it was as sexy as it was disturbing.
"Shut it down Andrew." I told myself and started to close my eyes.
I noticed the small lamp on my desk was still on, but decided fuck it, I would sleep just fine. As if to prove the point I felt my eyes closing and with another happy sigh, let sleep take me away.
I awoke to the sound of a door closing and opening my eyes saw Alicia standing next to my bed.
"Hey little brother." She smiled down at me.
"Hey," I said wiping at my sleep smeared eyes. "What's up?"
"Oh, I don't know." She said.
She was wearing just her short black bathrobe and her long hair was wet from the shower. As she stood there I saw she was shifting from one foot to another which is what she always did when nervous.
"Do you want something?" I asked.
"Kind of." She gave me a nervous smile.
"You want to talk?"
"Nope"
"Then what do you....oh."
With a sultry smile Alicia untied her robe and let her fall from her shoulders and to the floor. She was naked beneath it and I felt my cock immediately take interest beneath the sheet.
"Wanna play little brother," she asked, leaning over the bed and kissing me.
"Alicia we...we did what we had to do and..."
"We did," she said softly staring into my eyes.
I could feel her nipple against my bare shoulder and I swallowed hard wondering what to do, sure it was hot, but...
"Now I want to do it because I want to."
"You do?" I repeated like an idiot.
"I do Andy. You felt amazing and even though that was pretty raunchy I felt really close to you at the end."
Alicia crawled onto the bed so she was kneeling next to me and sitting up gave me a good view of her fantastic tits.
"But not as good as you felt holding me last night." She reached down ad lightly caressed my cheek, "I've never felt that way with any man before Andy. It made me think of Steve and Mary."
"Well we're not Steve and Mary."
"You don't want to?"
"I....oh, not fair!"
I exclaimed as she ripped the sheet off me and grabbed my semi hard cock.
"I think he wants to." She laughed as she started jerking me off.
I moaned and looking up at her tried one last time.
"We can't keep..."
"Why can't we?"
"I..." I couldn't come up with an answer other than the obvious one and her hand had sped up on my cock. "We're brother and sister."
"So were they and they are so in love!" she said leaning over she kissed me again. "I want to be that in love, don't you?"
"Yeah, but I...oh, Alicia no..."
I whimpered in resignation as sliding down the bed, Alicia took my cock into her mouth and slowly bobbed her head. My cock swelled in her persuasive mouth and reaching down I ran my hand along the smooth tan skin of her back. Releasing my cock, Alicia turned around and swinging her leg over my waist straddled me.
"You don't want me little brother?" she asked, as she rested her hands on either side of my arms, "You don't want to keep your lonely sister company?"
She leaned down and swayed back and forth brushing her nipples across my face. Feeling like a drowning ma I put my arms around her waist and sucked her nipple into my mouth.
"That's better." She cooed, "Enjoy your sister," leaning down she kissed me and added, "Love your sister."
"I...do love you." I told her.
"Then truly love me." She said as she began rocking her hips.
I groaned as her wet pussy slid along the length of my cock. I tried to thrust my hips to slide inside her, but with a giggle she lifted her hips so I couldn't.
"You're teasing!" I whimpered.
'No I'm not." She told me, "Trust me your big sister is not a tease. But I want to hear you tell me."
"Tell you...?"
"Tell me you love me and don't call me sis. Like this." Pressing down against me, she whispered, "I love you Andrew, with all my heart I love you."
As I had earlier I felt another surge of emotion at her words. I wrapped my arms tighter around her and sliding my hand up her back pressed it against the back of her, cradling her into my neck, "I love you too Alicia," I said trying to fight off the emotion threatening to choke me up, "You're the most beautiful amazing girl I know."
"Hmm I like that," she purred into my ear, I really like that."
Her hips started moving again teasing my cock, but this time I didn't move, I knew I would have her and not just tonight, but every night.
"Damn you feel good." She told me and this time pressed her pussy against the head of my cock.
I strained not to move as she lowered her hips just enough for the head of my cock to enter her. She sighed in my ear and as I turned my head I caught a glimpse of a picture of the two of us with mom.
"Alicia, what about mom?"
"Mom?" she shrugged into me, "She doesn't need to know and I think she'll be pretty happy soon anyway."
"Because of the house?" I forced the question out as she lowered herself a little more.
"No, because of me."
"What do you mean?" Another slow teasing inch further inside her.
"Let's put it this way little brother," Alicia let her weight go and we both moaned as she impaled herself on my cock. Alicia began to rock her hips slowly riding me and after a long sexy sigh finished, "I'm not going to be taking that job out of town after all."
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Life was good.
Those words had crossed my mind several times while sitting on the beach staring into the large bonfire, with my arm around Courtney. Her soft bare shoulder was warm from lying in the sun with me all day and her tanned skin was glowing in the firelight. Courtney snuggled into me and was acutely aware of the sensation of her breast pressing into my chest.
Turning my head I kissed the top of hers and whispering, "Happy anniversary, baby," slipped her the small box I had run back to the beach house to get after we were done swimming for the day. Courtney took the box and remaining curled into me, lifted the lid to expose the silver chain with the small emerald pendent that had cost me all of last week's paycheck from my summer construction job.
"Oh my God, it's beautiful!"
Lifting her head, she gave me a long kiss that caused my cock to stir before turning her back to me and lifting her long blonde hair.
"Put it on me?"
I reached around her and putting the chain around her clasped it then kissed her neck.
"Hmm, that's nice." She purred leaning back into me.
My arms encircled her waist, my hand just under her tits which were clad only in her black bikini top. I had the urge to cup them, but the words, "Hey guys get a room!" from the other side of the fire reminded me that we weren't alone.
The other four couples sitting around the fire all laughed and my buddy Jack raised one of the beers he had removed from the cooler he had stolen from his father, "Congrats Brian! One year with a very pretty girl!" he paused then with a sigh added, "And to Courtney who hasn't figured out she can do better yet."
I raised my beer to him and as I drank the words life is good filtered back through my mind, but this time were followed by the thought that tomorrow night it would get even better.
As if reading my mind, Courtney leaned her head back on my shoulder and placing her lips near my ear said softly, "We'll have our room tomorrow night, won't we Brian?" she followed that remark with a sigh. The feeling of her hot breath on my neck and her warm soft body beneath my touch had my cock standing at full attention. I wished to hell I could convince her to make tomorrow happen tonight, but what was one more night after a year?
We remained sitting like that, staring into the fire and laughing and talking with the other couples, a couple of whom we had just met today at the beach. It was one of those magical moments I wished could last forever, but eventually her cell rang and sitting up to answer it, she said, "Oh, okay, I lost track of time I'll be there in a couple of minutes."
Ending the call, Courtney stood up, "Sorry guys; its after eleven I have to go."
After taking a moment to savor Courtney's cute little denim clad ass less than a foot in front of my face, I stood up and took her hand, "I'll walk you back."
I endured an "awww..." from the guys and with a wave; we headed down the beach towards the cabin her parents had rented for the week.
My parents and I had come here for the last five years, but this was Courtney's first time and I had mom to thank for it. She had not only talked Courtney's parents into coming here, but for the same week we did, claiming it would be "great for the kids" The best thing was Mom knew exactly how great it would be because she knew what our one year anniversary meant.
We walked in a comfortable silence until we reached her beach house. Turning, she put her arms around me, "Thank you for the pendent, it's beautiful"
"Just like you." I told her, "You look amazing in the fire light."
"You always make me feel amazing." She smiled and gave me a quick kiss, "Sorry I didn't give you anything tonight, but I figure I'm giving you something special tomorrow."
"And it will be the best gift ever." I told her and I wasn't kidding.
"Let's go Courtney!" her father called from the deck, "You'll see Romeo tomorrow!"
I kissed her cheek and after giving her father a wave that he returned half heartedly, I started the walk down the other end of the beach to where we were staying. I knew her dad liked me, but also knew she was his little girl and figured I was doing all kinds of dirty things to her. I suppose it would make him feel good to know Courtney was a good girl and we hadn't done much in the way of dirty things and what we had done, had only been recently.
Heading down to the edge of the water, I walked slowly along the beach, enjoying the warm summer air and feel of the cool mud beneath my bare feet. I could feel my excitement building. My heart was beating faster and my cock was twitching in my shorts, by this time tomorrow I would no longer be a virgin! Tomorrow was the night being a good guy was going to pay off. Finally after a year of dating, Courtney was going to put out!
I'd been so horny all day staring at her scantily clad tight little body, I was going to have to go home and spank it. One thing was for sure, I wouldn't have to do that tomorrow! Well, on the other hand, I thought with a grin, being my first time I wouldn't be able to hold off too long, so maybe blowing a load a couple of hours before Courtney came over would help. I jumped at the sound of my name being called and waved at Tammy and Gina, two girls I had met at a party earlier this week.
Gina waved and with a smile at Tammy, kept walking. Tammy however, stopped alongside me, "Its early Brian, don't tell me you're heading back to your folks?"
"Yeah, gotta get back." I stared at her impressive tits that seemed ready to spill out of her skimpy top and my eyes wandered down to her long well shaped legs.
Forcing my gaze to her face, I saw her giving me an inviting smile, tossing her long red hair she said, "You know, my folks went down to the inn for the night to have some fun." Winking she added, "You wanna have some fun?"
"Um, sorry Tammy, but I'm with Courtney."
"No, right now you're alone." She pointed out. "You can be with her all day tomorrow, how about tonight with me?"
I couldn't believe how forward she was and I paused and looked her up and down. I had to admit she was hotter than Courtney and a lot more experienced. Bet she would give a hell of a blow job. My aching cock was telling me to go for it, but seeing Courtney in my mind I hesitated. It wouldn't be right to do that to her. As I considered it, I heard mom's voice in my head telling me to always be good to the women I cared about and to do the right thing. Nodding as if mom could see me, I said, "I can't do that, Courtney's all I need."
"How sweet." She rolled her eyes, "But tell you what, when you get bored with that little prude you give me a call so I can show you how a real woman fucks."
With that she walked away leaving me to replay her words in my head. Man, what would it be like to be with a girl who wanted it that bad? Shaking it off, I continued walking, but this time faster, the urge to blow a load suddenly increasing. It dawned on me that I must be a good guy. Tammy might have been the most forward, but she hadn't been my only chance over the last few months. I was a decent looking kid and not shy. I had gotten plenty of attention from girls and could have had sex by now, but had been dating Courtney and swore I would stay loyal to her. My mom hadn't raised a dog.
Purposely pushing Tammy out of my head, I smiled at the thought of seeing Courtney's naked body laying in my bed. So far the most I'd seen of her was the last time we had gotten really hot and heavy she'd let me see and play with her tits. They weren't that big, but were nice and round with pretty pink nipples. Course being the only tits I'd ever seen in person I didn't have much to compare them to. No, that wasn't true, I thought, I'd seen my mom's tits a couple of times.
Both instances had been accidents. The first had been the typical mishap of her not knowing I was home and had come running out of the shower half covered to try to get the phone. The second time had been at the beach house last year. I'd walked out on the deck when she was tanning with her top off and had just sat up. I had to say mother or not, she had some amazing tits! They were bigger than Courtney's and her nipples were larger and darker. Then again, my cougar of a mom had an amazing everything. For a woman in her early forties she had a body to die for! Long legs, those big tits and a nice round ass that looked damn good in her bikini.
I shook my head as I neared the house. Right now wasn't the time to revisit the twisted maternal fantasies that had plagued my dreams and occasionally my waking thoughts for the last few years. I suppose it was wrong to have jerked off to your mother, but when I did I just saw her as a smoking hot milf. The fact she was my milf was something I tried not to dwell on. Besides, I'd also chalked that up to the fact I was an eighteen year old virgin who had been frustrated for a long time. But not after tomorrow night! Nope tonight marked our one year anniversary and it was time for her to deliver on her promise.
When we'd first started dating, Courtney had told me she'd made two promises to herself. One that she would stay a virgin until eighteen and the other was the guy she would give her cherry to would have to be with her at least a year so she knew he loved her for more than sex. In all honestly I wasn't sure I was totally in love with her. Sure I did care about her, enough to have turned down other girls, but I also knew at eighteen I was still kind of young to be talking true love. At least that's what my father kept telling me.
What I also knew however, was that Courtney was sweet and loyal and pretty damn sexy with her long blonde hair and wide blue eyes. She might not be as flat out hot as Tammy, but as a cheerleader she had some nice legs of her own that I couldn't wait to spread and get my first look at what she had teasingly told me was a pretty little shaved pussy. That first look would lead to my first taste and my first time inside of a woman. Speaking of tastes, I was very much looking forward to finally finding out what it was like to feel my cock in a nice pretty mouth.
So far the only thing I'd gotten from her was her stroking me through my underwear until I came in them and her allowing me to do the same. I'd slipped my hand up her skirt and rubbed her pussy through her panties until she went off. Her little squeal had made me hard again and I'd done the best I could to talk her into sex, but she said it was only another month to go. Well that month was up and damn we were going to have some fun tonight! Not only fun, but thanks to my amazing mom it would be nice and cozy in the beach house instead of screwing around in a car or some sleazy motel.
Unlike my father who I'd lied to and told him I'd already had sex because he'd made fun of me when I told him I was waiting, mom knew the truth. We'd always been close and even though she was my mother gave advice more like a friend than a parent. She applauded me for waiting, saying I was a true sweetheart and it would make the first time even more special. I'd told her of Courtney's deal and last month she came to me and asked where we would be getting together.
I hadn't thought of that and figured I would try to scrape up some money and get a decent hotel room. Mom said that sounded nice, but it would be expensive and not as intimate. She claimed it would be better if we were somewhere comfortable. That was when Mom had gotten the idea to talk Courtney's folks into coming here for vacation, to give me a chance to make it special. Mom had been hounding my father to take her somewhere romantic and had succeeded in getting him to agree to take her to the inn across the water from where we were staying. It was a cuddles and bubbles type of place that several of the couples went to during their stay.
All Dad ever wanted to do the last few months was hang around or go out drinking with his buddies and she was getting tired of it. In addition to the inn she had talked into dinner and dancing at the club nearby and they would be leaving early and for the night. Leaving me the place for myself.
With a wink, mom pointed out this way Courtney could spend the night and we could wake up together and really enjoy our first time. Causing me to blush she had suggested I take Courtney in the shower saying it would be both hot and romantic. Kind of an odd remark to say to your son I suppose, but mom seemed very excited for me because I had done the right thing and waited. Lately I had also figured out she may be living vicariously through me as I'd overheard her and dad arguing over sex more than once. She promised she would keep dad out until at least noon the next day and would call me before they left. I'd thanked her and told her how much I loved her.
After telling me how much that meant to her, she had started to look upset and when I asked what was wrong she confided her and my father were having issues. Approaching the house I frowned as my attention shifted from me to my parents. They had been fighting the last few months. Not just a lot, but some pretty nasty ones and Dad kept storming out and staying at my uncles. Concerned, I had asked dad who's only reply was "Women aren't happy unless they're not happy" his only other remark was a nasty one, saying mom was having a midlife and upset because she wasn't hot anymore, which, to me was a pretty dumb line. Mom was pretty damn attractive.
That was how things had always been though. My father had a low opinion of women in general. His "talk" with me had simply been to make sure I wrap it up and to not settle for on girl when there were so many I could fuck. My father wasn't really the best to talk to about anything I suppose, always rolling his eyes when I asked him for advice and saying "A man figures it out for himself." Even as a kid I realized that was a cop out to cover the fact he didn't want to be bothered, which had led to my closeness with my mother who would always discuss anything with me. So as usual I went to her and asked if everything was okay.
That got me a case of careful what you wish for. I sat there feeling more than a little uncomfortable, as she told me the problems were in the bedroom. Mom said dad didn't seem interested anymore and she was getting frustrated. She said this vacation, especially the night out was a big deal because they needed it to rekindle the spark. I made a lame attempt at telling her it would be okay, dad would come around. When I left and went back to my room I'd sat and wondered what the hell was up with my old man. The woman was fucking hot as hell.
I reached the stairs that went up to the deck and quietly let myself in. I moved cautiously through the house. I had planned on being out later and didn't want to catch them in the middle of anything. I had no worries of that as entering the living room; I saw dad fully dressed sleeping on the couch. Not a good sign things were getting any better.
I tried to make it past him, but as I went by the floor creaked. Opening his eyes, dad slowly sat up, "Hey kid, haven't seen you all day, you have fun?"
"Yeah, me and Courtney hung out with Brian and Becca then we met some kids our age and played volleyball went swimming, chilled out by the fire."
"Good deal." Dad nodded while running his fingers through his dirty blond hair.
I on the other hand, had mom's thick black hair, but did get his blue eyes. That combination along with the fact both my parents were attractive had left me I pretty good shape with the girls. The fact I'd built myself up fairly well working construction this summer and had a good tan going at the moment didn't hurt either. Even though Courtney was my girl, I had to admit attention from others didn't bother me.
"So what you guys do today?"
"Nothing much, lay out on the deck for awhile, but you know your mother, that wasn't good enough so we went for lunch then down to the beach.
"That's not so bad."
"It is when you have to spend two hours watching her try to strut her stuff for boys half her age because she can't act hers."
"I'm sure she was strutting her stuff for you." I said, thinking mom had plenty to strut and again wondering why he didn't seem to think so anymore.
"We've been married twenty years, I know what she has and she shouldn't be trying to play Mrs. Robinson on the beach." He grunted, "Like she could anyway, no guy your age wants to see that."
"C'mon dad, mom still looks good."
"What do you do, check your mother out?" he asked, his eyes finding mine.
"No!" I exclaimed, hoping I sounded convincing.
"You sure? The two of you are awfully close."
"Dad, what's..." I trailed off when he reached down to the floor and lifted the bottle of Johnny Walker from the floor.
"Oh, calm down." He waved his hand at me, "I'm just screwing with you." He laughed, "You are a mama's boy though, always have been. Still think mommy's the prettiest woman in the world do you?"
"Mom's a beautiful woman." I said evenly relived he hadn't really been suggesting anything, "You used to think so."
"Things change." He muttered, then asked, "So get any pussy today?"
"That's crude dad."
"Why, there a woman around?" he made a show of staring at me, "Or did I raise a daughter?"
"No, I just...I don't know, try not to say it like that."
"Cause mommy taught you not to." He sighed, "Raised herself a good boy, a real sweetheart." He laughed, "Good thing you have that pretty little girlfriend or I'd think you were gay."
"Thanks."
"So, you get any?"
"No." I said and wanted to smack myself. Should of just said yes.
"Why not? Shit, Brian, days like this you should be getting all you can! Plenty of places to slip off and screw around. Hell you could have come here while we were out, I don't care."
"Well," backing my lie about been getting some, I shrugged, "Courtney's parents were around all day and you know."
"Why does it have to be her? That hot redhead was all over you yesterday at the big cookout."
"Because I'm dating Courtney and..."
"Stop." He put his hand up, "You say you love her I'll puke. Kid we've been over this, you're eighteen! Have some fun! That beach should be a goddamn buffet for a good looking guy like you!"
"Dad, we've talked about this before, Courtney makes me happy."
"Any of them could at least for a couple of hours!" he laughed, "You know that expression young dumb and full of cum? They say it like it's a bad thing, but let me tell you those were my best days! The girls blurred together and I had a damn good time!"
"That's you."
"And it should be you! Look Brian, Courtney's a pretty little thing, but at your age she's a dime a dozen!"
"Whatever." I said, giving up on any type of real conversation. "Where's mom?"
"Where she always wants to be these days; in bed. I'd knock first or at least listen at the door for humming sounds."
He laughed as if he had said something hilarious and I bit back the remark that if he were half the man he thought he was, mom wouldn't need batteries. Not to mention the fact he was full of shit. I'd seen the guys her age and the ones mine staring at her when she went out in her bathing suit. Course I had too, but he didn't need to know that.



"Brian, let me ask you something, what's your favorite soda?"
"Coke, why?"
"Okay coke." Dad took another sip from the bottle before continuing. "But don't you drink Mountain Dew sometimes?"
"Sure, why?"
"And Dr. Pepper?"
"Yeah, Coke's my favorite, but I like other soda too."
"Exactly!" Dad slapped the coffee table. "So Courtney can be your Coke, but why not have some others?"
"That's a crappy analogy dad." I rolled my eyes.
"And life can be pretty crappy if you lock down with one girl. Trust me on that one."
"I don't think you have it so bad." I pointed at him. "Mom's good to you and she is good looking and you know it, you're just being an ass to her."
"Watch your mouth." He said, "You want to take mom's side, fine, but don't lip off to me."
"Sorry." I said feeling anything but.
"Brian, do me a favor. I want you to picture the hottest woman you've ever met. The one that if you had a chance you would fuck the living shit out of. Just picture her and it doesn't matter if you can have her or not, just pretend you can."
I started to think of Tammy on the beach, but she was quickly replaced by an image of mom, lying out on the beach in her skimpy black bikini. She was on her stomach, her round firm ass...
"Got it?" Dad mercifully cut off my thoughts.
"Oh, yeah." I said wanting to slap myself.
"Okay. Well whoever it is, think about this. No matter how hot she is there's some guy who is sick of her shit. Then there will be another guy. So why get sick of it? Hit it and move on! Like a car, you buy a new ride its exciting, but drive it for ten years and its same old same old and the body is breaking down and it has no pep and..."
"Wow, those are worse than the soda." I told him. "I get your point Dad, but it's not how I am."
"Because you listen to your mother. Her and her, "Oh, it has to be about love, and it should be special and women love a sweet guy." He made a farting noise with his lips, "Whatever, you want to miss out it's your problem." He put the cap back o the bottle and putting it on the coffee table frowned.
"Hey what time is it?"
"About midnight, why?"
"Shit!" dad stood up so quickly he almost knocked the coffee table over. "I was supposed to meet your Uncle Tony down at the pub." He walked around the table and passing me grabbed the keys to the Tacoma off the counter.
"You going now?" I asked.
"Yeah, why, you think I have a curfew or something?"
"No, but by the time you get there it will be twelve thirty."
"Again, I come and go when I feel like it."
He walked past me and as he headed for the door I asked, "When you coming back?"
"You'll be in bed." He answered, "Okay, mom?"
"What about mom?"
"What about her? I don't need her permission and she's probably sleeping, having wet dreams about guys actually wanting her. See you tomorrow kid."
The door closed behind him and pulling out my cell phone I scrolled through until I found Uncle Tony's number. My thumb hovered over the call button and I tried to tell myself to do it. Call uncle and see if he was really at the bar. I doubted he was, uncle didn't drink much and unlike my father these days, was pretty happy at home. Deciding I was afraid to know the truth I put the phone back in my pocket.
I walked down the long hallway towards my bedroom and noticing my parent's room door open partway. There was a dim light trickling into the hallway so I decided to check on mom. I knocked lightly, but getting no response, figured she might be listening to her i-pod and entered.
"Hey, mom," I began, "I just wanted to see if..."
I stopped speaking and my jaw dropped at the sight before me. Mom was stretched out on the bed wearing red lingerie. The top was open down the middle, the only thing holding it together a series of red straps. The top was open enough to show the inner halves of her large full tits, right down to the darker skin surrounding her nipples. It only went down to just below her chest, leaving her tanned stomach bare and as I stared I had the insane urge to go over and kiss that soft skin.
Instead I did the right thing and just stood there. Well okay, the right thing would have been to leave the room and close the damn door behind me. But I couldn't move, all I could do was stand there, transfixed by the sight of mom's barely clothed body. The dim light came from several candles on the night stands and like Courtney's had earlier, her tan skin appeared to be glowing. My eyes made their way past her stomach and I swallowed hard at the sight of the tight red little lace shorts she was wearing.
The lace was transparent and even from a distance I could see the shadow of my mother's...Stop it! I forced my gaze to the other end of the bed and focused on mom's face. That may have stopped my x-rated thoughts, but looking at mom's long black hair fanned out on the pillow and her full lips relaxed and slightly parted it hit me mom truly was beautiful. She was even prettier than Courtney, who still had the features of a young girl, whereas Mom's were that of a mature sensual woman.
Sensual? Christ who thought of their mother in that way?
"Brian?"
I came out of my fog to see mom had turned her head and was now looking at me. Forcing myself to move quickly and act as if I had just walked in, I exclaimed, "Shit, I'm sorry mom!" and turned my head
"It's okay," she said, sitting up. "I must have fallen asleep waiting for your father."
"Sorry, I saw the light and um, wanted to say goodnight." I said still looking the other way.
I wasn't exactly being virtuous as I was now facing the mirror over the bureau and could see mom sitting at the edge of the bed. Her tits were now almost falling out of the top and as she began kicking her long legs back and forth I felt my cock stiffen.
"Why are you looking over there?" she asked.
"I, well, you're dressed kind of, you know."
In the mirror Mom looked down and to my surprise shrugged, "My bathing suit shows more, besides you're my son."
Mom had just given me a chance to turn around, but at this point I was afraid my cock would be noticeable and instead said, "Yeah, but what you're wearing is pretty, um, racy."
"Oh, well if it bothers you hold on."
I watched mom stand and my eyes widened when she put her back to me and bending over the bed reached for the robe hanging from the bed post. That gave me a view of her ass that sent a thrill through my cock. The shorts were not only tight, but had ridden up, giving me a great look at her well rounded ass. Mom moved her ass back and forth as she stretched for the robe and taking a deep breath I prayed that once I had gotten some tomorrow night these thoughts would stop.
Mom stood up and after slipping the robe on, turned and sat on the bed.
"Okay, you can sit over here if you want.
Looking down I saw my shorts bulging and pulling my t-shirt from my shorts wiped at my face before letting it fall to cover my crotch.
"Hot in here." I told her as I walked over and sat down next to her.
"The candles make it worse, but sometimes it's okay to sweat."
"It is?" I knew what she meant, but was amazed she had said it.
"Well maybe not if you're alone like me." Turning to look at me, she asked, "Where is your father, sleeping on the couch?"
"Uh, no he went to the bar with Uncle Tony."
Mom shook her head and I watched her long hair caress her tanned shoulder. Even that small thing seemed so sexy. Jeez, I was in over drive tonight for sure.
"When did you see him? I came in here at ten."
"I came home a few minute ago and when he woke up he was upset, said he was late to meet uncle and left."
"At midnight?" her big brown eyes narrowed then her shoulders slumped and I could see the pain in her eyes.
"Should I call uncle?"
"No," she said a little too quickly, "I'm sure he's with him, any excuse not to be with me these days."
"Mom, what's going on?" concerned I put my arm around her.
It was an innocent gesture initially, but feeling her warm skin beneath my touch sent an odd thrill through me.
"Your dad and I are having a tough stretch. He picks at me about everything and like I told you and I am sure you don't want to know he hasn't touched me in a long time. Worse than that he keeps being mean about it; saying I'm old and should know it and I dress nasty and..." she shrugged, "I don't know what's wrong."
"It's him mom, I think you're beautiful."
Mom gave me a soft smile and leaning over, kissed my cheek.
"You're very sweet Brian and that's nice to hear even if it's from my son."
"I'm still a guy." I told her, "And maybe it's not right to say this, but a few of my friends have said they would be more than happy to um, well you know."
Mom laughed, "Okay you don't have to make things up." She then cocked her head and with a grin asked, "Which ones? Maybe I should invite them over."
"What?" I asked, shocked.
"Just kidding, you're too easy." Mom laughed, "But I know it's not me, I'm not saying I'm all that, but I'm not an old hag by any means."
"So what happened tonight, you guys fight?"
"No, we were watching TV then I told him I was going to take a nice bath and slip into something fun and how about he give me a half hour and come on in. He never did and I...I kind of cried myself to sleep and then I woke up a few minutes ago."
"Sorry mom." I squeezed her shoulder.
"It's not your fault. But I don't know what else to do."
I frowned when it hit me that this could affect tomorrow night. "So you guys aren't going away tomorrow night?"
"Don't worry, Brian you'll have your night like I promised."
"I'm sorry mom." I repeated feeling like a jerk. "That was selfish and..."
"Not at all Brian." Turning to face me she placed her hands on my shoulders. "Tomorrow is a special night for you and I will make sure you have it. You father said we were still going so no worries."
"You sure?"
"Positive." Kissing me on the cheek again, she said, "Brian you're a sweet boy and you did the right thing by waiting. I know it was frustrating. I know you could have with other girls, but honey, you trust me, tomorrow is going to be so much better for it! You will be so glad you did and I am sure Courtney will be too." Her smile turned mischievous, "You know Courtney's a good girl, but trust me when I tell you, nothing can make a good girl want to be bad more than a sweet boy."
"Really?"
"Really," Mom sighed, "I know you lied to your father and told him you were having sex to shut him up and that was smart. Your father never had a clue and he hasn't gotten smarter." Mom paused and her smile turning downright sultry she leaned forward and whispered, "Here is some rather lewd advice, but you are a man now. The true path to between a woman's legs starts at her heart. You win her heart and she will be more than happy to do anything you want Brian," she paused then repeated, "Anything."
The way she said that caused me to put my hands over my once again growing bulge and with a nervous laugh I said, "You get more with honey than vinegar?"
"Hmm-mm" she nodded, "I was always a good girl in public, but back when your dad was sweet to me I was his dirty girl. I loved to make him happy, so make Courtney happy and you won't regret it."
Trying to not focus on mom saying she was a dirty girl, I shook my head, "But if that's true, why are you trying to be good to dad when he's being a tool?"
Mom sighed and shrugged, "Partly because I'm hoping if we can be intimate again it will make things better, but truth be told Brian, it's been a long time and I need a good fucking."
"Mom!" I exclaimed.
"Sorry," she giggled.
She was still leaning close to me and the sound of her laugh in my ear was a pleasant one. Not as pleasant as the view I was getting down her robe however. She had barely tied it and her amazing tits were hanging out. The heat had caused a light sheen of sweat to appear on her skin and I could feel the sweat dripping down my back and knew it was not from the heat of the room.
"I know we're close, but TMI." I laughed.
"I guess you're right, but I thought we could talk about anything."
"We can." I told her, "I suppose if I can come to you for help with my first time, you can tell me you're um, frustrated."
"The words horny." She sighed, "But I'm glad you won't be frustrated after tomorrow night." She placed her hand against my cheek, "I'm happy for you Brian, I really am, my sweet boy did the right thing."
She kissed me on the cheek again and as I stared down her robe, taking in the red lace that barely covered her nipples I certainly didn't feel like I was doing the right thing.
*****
I glanced at my phone and sighed with relief when I saw it was almost six o clock. From the time I went to bed last night to now, seemed like the longest stretch of time in my life. After I left mom I had taken a quick shower where I'd decided to relieve the day's frustration. As I stroked my soap slicked cock I did everything I could to focus on Courtney and what she would be doing with that pretty little mouth of hers, but I kept shifting to mom. Courtney's long blonde hair and blue eyes became Mom's raven hair and full lips.
I kept hearing her say how she had been a dirty girl and telling me she needed to be fucked. Eventually I gave in and let my mind run down its sick path. I came in less than two minutes, my cum splattering on the shower floor and spinning down the drain to the image of mom on her knees with her well rounded ass in the air telling me she needed to be fucked over and over. I felt guilty afterwards. When I was younger I'd had some of the same thoughts and had whacked off to them, but that was before I'd started looking at other girls and long before I met Courtney.
Dad's crack about me still thinking mom was the prettiest girl I knew kept going through my head as I went into my room and lay down on the sheets, enjoying the now cool summer night breeze coming in through the window. Maybe I had an obsession of sorts. Well once Courtney had let me sleep with her that would go away. My mind still racing I had jerked off again and to my relief I was able to focus on Courtney's sweet little body and came to the thought of what it was going to feel like sliding inside her tight little pussy.
I fell asleep after that only to be awakened by the sound of mom and dad fighting. Even through my door I heard mom screaming it was four in the morning and demanding to know where he'd been. Dad's reply was he had been out drinking because her neediness drove him to it. I put the pillow over my head to drown them out and began to worry this very well could be the last vacation we took as a family and it could be memorable for more than just my time with Courtney.
I woke at six my head racing and already hard as a rock, my mind filled with the delights the night would bring. I'd held off as long as I could and at eight thirty called Courtney to see what time she wanted to meet to go swimming and hang out. Courtney had said she would rather not spend the day together, this way when she saw me tonight it would be even more fun, like the bride before her wedding night not allowing the groom to see her. I wasn't thrilled with the wedding analogy or the thought of spending the day without her, but it did make sense. Besides this close to getting what I wanted I wasn't going to get pushy.
At ten I left my room to find dad sitting on the couch watching TV while mom was out sunbathing on the deck by herself. I called a goodbye to her, deliberately keeping my gaze averted from her scantily clad form and after giving my father a half hearted wave, went to find Jack. I found out from his parents him and Becca had taken the ferry to Block Island for the day and now left to wandering the beach I found some kids playing volleyball and got into the game.
Tammy showed up and I spent a lot of time watching her tits almost fall out of her bathing suit as she played across the net from me. I had no doubt I could if I wanted to, but my mind was counting down the hours until eight when Courtney said she would come over. The plan was for her friend Jill to come to her beach house so they could walk over to hers where her parents thought she was spending the night then come see me.
After several games I'd gone swimming then sat around on the rocks overlooking the ocean until it got close enough to head home. When I reached the beach house I frowned when I saw the Tacoma still there; they should have been on their way by now. As soon as I entered the house I heard the sound of fighting. Not wanting to get involved I headed for my room. I was halfway down the hallway when my parent's bedroom door burst open and dad came storming out.
"I told you, I never said I was fucking going!" he snapped over his shoulder, "You just went ahead and made plans yourself!"
I noticed dad was dressed in jeans and a t-shirt and felt my stomach sink, they weren't going out. My attention quickly left dad when mom followed him out of the room. Holy shit what the hell was wrong with him? She was wearing a short one piece red dress that hugged every curve she had. I couldn't help lingering on those curves as she approached my father. Her full hips gave her a nice figure and her large tits were prominently displayed. The dress wasn't only tight across the top, but it was low cut and showing more than a little of her amazing cleavage.
Mom's long black hair was down and teased out and as my eyes drifted down her long well shaped legs I saw she was wearing a pair of stiletto heels so high I couldn't believe she could walk in them. My immediate thought was they were most likely made for a lot more than walking; those things up in the air would look....
"I do everything myself lately that's the fucking problem John!" She called out, mercifully cutting off my thoughts of her lying on her back, her skirt up to her hips and her feet in the air. "Especially in the bedroom!"
On that comment, I ducked into the open bathroom. I went to close the door, but remembered that it creaked and just stood there, hoping they wouldn't know I was hearing this.
"Christ, this again?" Dad asked, "Jesus Crystal, what are you, in heat?"
"Oh, I know it's so terrible to have a wife that wants sex."
"You want it all the time; you'd think you were a teenager."
"And you'd think you were an old man!" Mom retorted, "Excuse me if your five every couple of weeks isn't doing it for me."
"Whatever, God knows you kill enough batteries that it shouldn't matter." Dad muttered, sounding closer to the door.
"John, get your ass back here!"
"Why, so we can fight some more?"
"No, we need to talk." Mom paused, then continued in a quieter voice, "We never do anything fun anymore and you said you'd do this! You promised!"
"I said I promised to think about it." Dad said from right near the door. "And I'm not going. It's a waste of time and money."
"I'm a waste of time?"
I could hear her heels approaching and took a step further back into the bathroom.
"No, but...." Dad sighed, "We don't need a hotel to have sex."
"Apparently you need a blue pill to have sex these days." Mom snapped.
I bit back a laugh; that was pretty low, but kind of funny.
"No, maybe what I need is a woman who acts her age and doesn't dress like a slut."
"Slut? I'm trying to look..."
"Half your age." Dad laughed, "Look at you, you pry yourself into that thing? You look ridiculous Crystal, get over it. You're not a kid anymore; you're too old to be dressing like that."
"You asshole!' She exclaimed, "A lot of guys would love their wives to look like me."
"No, they want their whores to look like you; they want their wives to look decent."
Holy shit! That was fucking low.
"Fuck you John!" she yelled at him. "You know what? You think I'm so bad and it's so terrible I want to get laid, maybe I'll find someone else who appreciates me!"



"Yeah, I'm sure there are some old guys who think you're hot." Dad replied, "Anyway you do whatever you want, I'm going down the bar."
"Go ahead jerk; just don't expect me to be here when you get back!"
"Where you going?"
"I'm going to the club by myself, don't wait up."
"Oh, what's that supposed to mean?"
"It means if someone's offering maybe I'll just go ahead and..."
"What? Fuck them?" Dad laughed again. "Like anyone would...."
"Be the first fuck I've gotten in...shit!"
Mom had started walking past the bathroom and glancing in, saw me standing there.
"What?" Dad asked, "Now what's...."
He had come up behind her and following her gaze, rolled his eyes.
"Great! Jesus, Brian, what the hell are you doing, spying?"
"No...I..." I shrugged, "I didn't know where to go, you guys were..."
"Fighting." Dad nodded, "Well sorry you had to hear mommy over here saying she's going to get laid like a slut."
"That's not right dad." I said softly, "Mom's not..."
"Oh, please!" Dad snapped, pointing at her. "Look at her, she dresses like the girls in your school except they look good. Anyway stay in your room in case she brings home some guy blind or drunk enough to fuck her, I'm going to go over your uncle's house tonight!"
"Hey, don't talk to mom like..."
I stopped when he pointed at me.
"I told you before, don't mouth off to me Brian and don't take her side because you like looking at her tits."
"John!" Mom looked as if she were ready to slap at him, "What the hell does that mean?"
"What?" I asked, but could feel myself blushing.
"Hey it's not your fault she puts herself out there like that in front of your friends," he laughed, "She'll take whatever attention she can get."
Dad turned and stopping in front of mom shook his head disgustedly, "Pathetic."
Mom stared at him angrily, but I could see her eyes were tearing up. She looked as if she were going to say something, but instead turned quickly as the tears started flowing down her cheeks and ran down the hallway back into the bedroom. As she slammed the door behind her, Dad sighed and looking at me said, "Don't be in a hurry Brian, you fuck your little girlfriend and have fun, but don't lock down with her, she'll turn into that." He pointed at the bedroom door.
I wanted to tell him to knock it off, but simply nodded and watched him walk down the hallway. He stopped and grabbing his keys from the coffee table left the house, slamming the door behind him. I shook my head wondering what was wrong with him. I left the bathroom and walking down the hallway went to knock on the bedroom door. Just before I did, I heard mom sobbing loudly. I wanted to go in and see if she was okay, but had no idea what to say to her. Instead I sighed and headed into my room.
*****
I looked up from the computer at the sound of a knock on the door and glancing at my phone saw it was seven. Courtney was supposed to come over in an hour and I was trying to find out if any of the hotels within walking distance of the beach had any available rooms. It was going to be tough telling Courtney we would have to walk a half hour to go somewhere private, but...my thoughts were interrupted by a knock on the door.
"Come in." I called out, still browsing the listings.
I heard the door open and a moment later, caught a whiff of perfume. I turned to see mom, still wearing that incredible dress, standing next to me.
"Hey honey," she said softly, "I'm sorry you heard that."
"I'm sorry you had to hear that." I told her, "Man, what is up with dad? He was a real asshole to you."
"Yeah, it's been happening a lot lately."
Mom sat on the edge of my desk and I found myself staring right at her well displayed tits. I dropped my gaze, but that left me confronted with her long legs, so I turned back to the computer "Are you okay?"
"I...I don't know, but I wanted to make sure you were." she paused and leaned over so she could see what I was looking at.
That move placed her tits right next to my face and I couldn't help looking down her dress where I could see her black lace bra. The bra's cups barely covered the lower half of her tits and I swallowed nervously.
"What's with the hotels?"
"Well you guys aren't going out so I..." I shrugged, "I'm hoping it's not too late for..."
"No, Brian." Mom shook her head, "You're going to have Courtney over. That's why I'm still dressed. I wasn't kidding, I'm going out tonight."
"You don't have to," I protested.
"I want to honey, I want you to have your big night!" smiling she touched my cheek and added, "My boy's going to become a man tonight."
I felt myself begin to blush and put my head down. Mom laughed, "Aww aren't you cute!"
'I...I like that you call me your boy." I told her softly.
She put her arm around me and kissing my cheek said, "And I love that you do. Honey you are going to have your night." With a heavy sigh she added, "At least someone in this house will be getting some."
"I don't know what the hell's wrong with dad." I told her as she removed her arm from around me, "Because," I gestured at her "Wow!"
"Wow?" she asked.
"I..." I shrugged, feeling stupid, "Sorry, I just mean you look hot."
"Don't be sorry!" she said, beaming, "I'll take wow from a good looking guy half my age anytime! Who knows, maybe someone else will say wow tonight!"
"Mom," I frowned, "Would you really...you know, screw around on dad?"
"I...probably not." She said softly. "Thing is Brian, I haven't really been with a lot of guys. The only men I've ever slept were guys I'd dated for awhile. I was never a party girl; I always wanted it to mean something, so I guess I'm all talk."
"Just trying to get dad going?"
"Well..." she sighed, "Look Brian, this is your night and I'm already sorry you heard that, but all I'll say is I expected this to happen tonight."
"What do you mean?" I asked, concerned.
"I...I think your father might be cheating on me." She'd tried to say it conversationally, but I could see her eyes filling up. "He...he used to make me feel so wanted, now I...I feel lonely and it's like he thinks...well you heard him."
"It's not you, mom," I said, taking her hand, "You're beautiful! I...I'm sorry, but maybe he's not and..."
I stopped when she put a finger to my lips.
"We'll talk another time. I shouldn't have brought it up. Anyway, I'm going to go out and you enjoy your pretty little Courtney. I'll come home late and through the back so she won't hear me okay?"
"Thanks again mom." I said kissing her cheek.
"Thank me by being good to her Brian." She said seriously. "I raised you to be good to a woman, so make sure you are and she'll love you all the more for it."
"You think?"
"The first time is a special time honey, that's why it should only be with someone you care about." She smiled, "I am happy to say I've only been with men I've loved."
Mom stood up and turning headed for the door. I shook my head at the way the dress hugged her well shaped ass and not for the first time thought she was the most desirable woman I'd ever seen. Not exactly the way to think of the woman who raised you, but damn.
"I love you mom." I called out to her.
She stopped and turning around gave me a smile and said, "Courtney's a lucky girl, Brian. I wish I was with a man half as sweet."
I sat there, thinking that Courtney was coming over in a half hour and I was checking out my mother. Yup, that was me, real sweet.
*****
My hands trembling with excitement, I lit the last of the half dozen candles I'd placed on my nightstand and bureau. I shook out the match and smiled in satisfaction. My room was spotless, the candles were enough to give some good mood lighting, but left the room dark enough to be romantic. I smiled at the thought there should definitely be enough light for me to be able to get a good look at all Courtney had to offer, but it would appear I was being sweet. I had the music station on the ballads channel and although some of the songs were cheesy it set the tone.
Reaching over to the small vase next to the candles, I removed the final touch that Mom had suggested to me. I looked at the single white rose in my hand and had to admit it was an amazing idea. I placed it on the pillow and for the tenth time checked myself in the mirror. I'd shaved and put a little gel in my dark hair. I always thought it was girly for guys to use gel, but Courtney loved it and I wanted to look as good as I could for her. I had dressed in decent slacks and a short sleeved dress shirt. I hadn't been sure what to wear, but didn't want to be barely dressed or wearing anything sloppy.
I wondered what Courtney would be wearing, probably the pretty red dress I loved on her, but I was more concerned with her choice in undergarments. I was hoping for some sexy lingerie, but then again it was going to be hard to resist getting her naked, no matter what she was wearing. I glanced at the alarm clock and saw that it was five to eight; she would be here any minute. I could feel my heart racing and my cock was again on the rise just imagining what was to come.
As I'd planned, I'd spanked it in the shower about an hour ago so I wouldn't be too wound up and the fact I was now fully hard, told me it would have no ill effect on me being ready for her. I frowned as I sat on the edge of the bed as I recalled jerking off under the hot water. I'd started with imagining undressing Courtney and sucking on her tits. I'd slid down further and begin going down on her, then I'd imagined her getting on her knees between my legs and taking my cock into her mouth.
That's when things went funny again and suddenly my mind's eye had mom in her place. I'd tried to force myself back to Courtney, but the image refused to leave. Mom then slid my cock from her mouth and rolling over, spread her legs wide and smiling at me, said, "Come on honey, show your mother...."
I jumped at the sound of my cell ringing and removing it from my hip, smiled when I saw Courtney's pretty face on the screen.
"Hey beautiful," I answered, "You on your way?"
"Hey Brian," she answered, "Um...no, I'm still here."
Oh, shit, I felt a sinking feeling in my stomach and my cock began to dwindle in my pants.
"Shit, are your parents giving you the third degree?"
"No." she said.
I waited and when she didn't elaborate, I prodded her, "Well, what's wrong? Tonight's our night and..."
"I...I've been thinking Brian," she began and the sinking feeling turned into a sharp stab in my gut at the word 'thinking'
"Hey Courtney, don't worry about it." I said quickly, "My parents are gone and my mom knows you're coming over, we're going to have a great time and you're going to spend the night!"
"I...I don't think I can." She said softly.
Resisting the urge to yell, I took a deep breath and began speaking calmly.
"Courtney, you said that you would when we've been dating a year and we have. I..."
"But now it's like there's a certain date on it!" she said, "It's like okay Tuesday we go out and Thursday is work and Friday we have sex and...I feel like its just planned and..."
"It has to be planned!" I snapped, "We don't have our own place and whether it's here or a hotel we have to make plans for it!"
"Don't get mad Brian." She said, "I didn't say never, I just want it to be..."
"To be what?" I asked, "I have the house to myself, my room looks great, I got you nice surprise, come on Courtney, we're going to have a great time!"
"Look Brian, I...I just think I need a little more time and...."
"It's been a year!" I exclaimed, louder than I'd meant to, "Christ Courtney, how long do you want?"
"I don't want to put a fucking date on it okay?"
"No, it's not okay, because you put a date on it!" I reminded her. "You have to be eighteen, it has to be after a year, and you scheduled it, not me."
"So what now, Brian? Are you going to leave me, because I'm not ready yet? Is it all that matters?"
"Oh, please, you know there were other girls who wanted too. I didn't want them Courtney, I want you."
"Then you can give me a little more time then."
"I get no say?" I asked.
"Look Brian, I'm sorry, but I'm nervous and I'm not going to come over," she paused then asked, "But you want to go out somewhere? I still want to see you; I just don't want to have sex tonight."
I didn't answer right away. I was beyond disappointed and was more than a little pissed. Hell, I had a right to be! A fucking year I'd waited and here was another game.
"Oh, I get it!" she said in my ear, cutting off my mental rant, "I don't want to fuck you and now you don't want to go out!"
"I didn't say no, I..."
"You didn't say anything!" she said and I could hear the tears in her voice, "You...you only want to see me tonight if we have sex."
"Oh, stop." I told her, "I'm upset Courtney, I've waited a long time and this is bullshit! Now how long is it going to be, now what do I have to wait for?"
"Until hell freezes over, after tonight!" she sobbed into the phone, "At least with me, you want sex so bad go fuck some slut!"
"Courtney, come on..."
I stopped as I heard her hang up and tossing the phone disgustedly on the bed, sat down next to it, trying to figure out what the hell just went wrong. How could she still be nervous? Part of me wondered if I should walk over there, but at this point I didn't feel I was wrong for being upset. Shit, here I was eighteen and still a virgin because I'd done the right thing and waited for a girl I cared about. I guess they weren't bullshitting about the nice guys finishing last.
Kicking my shoes off, I stood up and quickly stripping down to my boxers lay on the bed. It was only a little after eight, but I had nothing in me to do anything, but try to fight the urge to cry in frustration. I had been so close! I knew there were a couple of girls I could probably score with, hell Tammy would be over in two minutes if I called her, but I did care about Courtney and as mom had kept saying it should be with someone I loved. Speaking of mom, I reached over and grabbed the phone to tell her she could come home.
"Hey Brian, everything okay?"
I could hear loud music and the sound of voices in the background as I answered, "No, I just wanted to tell you that...."
"What do you mean no?" she asked, "Where's Courtney, is she...."
"She's not coming." I said simply, "So you can come home whenever you want. I don't want you to stay out for me."
"What happened honey?" She asked, "I thought you..."
"She changed her mind mom and I...." I swallowed hard. "I got mad and now I don't even know if we're a couple and I...."
"Oh, honey I'm so sorry!"
"It's not your fault." I sighed, "Anyway, I...I'm going to bed. I just wanted you to know it doesn't matter when you come home."
"Aw, Brian, this was supposed to be your special night."
"Yeah, well so much for that." I laughed, "Hopefully I won't have to wait another year."
"Honey, I'm sure you won't have to wait very much longer at all."
"Thanks mom." I told her.
"No, really honey, something tells me, you're going to get what you want and sooner than you think."
"What do you..." I trailed off when I realized I didn't hear the noise in the background anymore and realized she'd hung up.
*****
My eyes flew open at the sound of a knock on my door. Sitting up, I looked over at the clock and saw that it was just after ten. I rubbed at my eyes and was amazed that I'd been able to fall asleep so easily. Between being frustrated and horny I'd thought it would have taken me forever to...the knock came again and I heard Mom's voice from the other side, "Honey, you awake?"
"Uh...give me a minute." I called out.
I was on top of the sheets in just my boxers and noticed as always I'd woken with a semi hard on. I quickly slipped under the sheets and just in time as mom opened the door anyway. I sat up against the headboard and watched her as she entered the room. She was no longer wearing the revealing dress, but what she was wearing, made my eyes widen.
Mom was wearing a simple black robe, but it was so short I swear it showed more of her legs than the dress had. As she approached the bed, I forced my eyes from her legs and up to her chest. The robe was tied, but the sides were pulled open exposing a lot of her chest and a hell of a lot of cleavage, but the sides of her tits rather than the tops. Her long dark hair was down and her full lips still painted deep red. Mom stopped at the side of my bed and looked around.
"Oh, look at you, with the candles, what a nice touch!"
"Yeah, about the only touch I got tonight." I forced a laugh, trying to sound okay so she wouldn't feel bad for me.
"You sure about that," she smiled mischievously at me, "You didn't do the old trick of whacking off beforehand?"
I felt myself instantly turn red and Mom laughed. Clapping her hands she exclaimed, "You are too cute!"
"Uh...thanks." I said softly.
Mom had sat down on the edge of the bed next to me and stretched her right leg out, keeping her left foot on the floor. I looked along the length of her well shaped leg and my eyes lingered on her bare foot next to me. Her toe nails were painted the same deep red as her finger nails and lips and I had the crazy vision of her soft bare foot up on my shoulder while I...I pushed that thought away. Having tonight fall through had left me so horny my mind was in over drive. Not just my mind as I realized with a start, my cock was now fully erect.
"I know, you're too old to be cute." She smiled and reaching out ran her long nails down my cheek. "You're a man now." Her hand dropped down and I felt a shiver go through me as her nails slid down my shoulder before she squeezed my bicep. "And becoming quite a man! Getting a nice set of muscles aren't you?"
I nodded and looking down saw that another muscle was being displayed quite prominently. My cock was lifting the sheet around it and I quickly slid my legs up so it wouldn't be so obvious.
"Not a man yet." I said, with a shrug. "Dad always said you weren't a man until you got laid."
"Your father has no idea what being a man means these days." She rolled her eyes. "Being a man is waiting for that special someone."
"Yeah, that worked out really well," I sighed, "Should have listened to dad and screwed that little tramp Lisa from junior year."
"No, that wouldn't have meant anything." Mom said resting her hand on my leg. "Trust me honey, it will mean so much more with someone who loves you."
"Well not sure Courtney's loving me right now." I waved my hand disgustedly. "Or even if she does, what's it going to be, another six months?"
"You know Brian," Mom said softly as her hand began caressing my leg through the sheet. "Maybe this means Courtney isn't the one. If she can't see how special you are for waiting, maybe she doesn't deserve you." She looked up at me and smiled, "Maybe you're meant for another special woman."
"But how long would that be?" my voice rose in frustration. "I have to meet someone and take time to know them and..."
"Maybe you already know them." She shrugged and I was unable to look away as her tits bounced with the movement. "Maybe there is already a woman in your life who loves you."
My leg jerked as her hand went all the way up to my thigh and almost brushed my hard cock. Mom put her leg down and sliding further up onto the bed, turned sideways so she was facing me. When she moved her robe had ridden up to the point I could see almost all the way to her right hip. It was so high that it occurred to me she either wasn't wearing panties or she had only a thong on underneath. As she'd gotten closer I could smell her perfume and as I continued to stare at her, I saw that the robe had also loosened at the top.
I could see more than half of her right tit and could just make out some black lace. A sense of the surreal came over me and I was painfully aware that my cock was again throbbing at the sight of my mother's barely covered tit. I turned my head so I would stop feeding my horned out mind and noticed the white rose still lying on the pillow next to me. Just as I went to pick it up, Mom continued speaking.



"You know I love you Brian."
I smiled at the thought of what perfect timing that was and turning to her, handed her the rose.
"I love you to mom, here, this is for you."
"Thank you honey!" Mom gave me a huge smile as she took it, "But this was for your special girl."
"Well, you are my special girl." Leaning forward, I kissed her cheek.
To my delight I saw mom begin to blush and unable to help it laughed, "Aw aren't you cute!"
"I don't know about cute." She said softly. "I think I'm too old for cute, but I liked wow before."
"You're always wow." I told her and wasn't lying, because damn, she looked hot in that robe.
"You know Brian, as much as I like this rose. It's not very fitting," she gave me a soft smile; "My first lover gave me a white rose, that's where I got the idea." She sighed, "Hard to believe that was twenty five years ago."
"Well I didn't give it to you for that..."
"No," she continued, "I think it would be more appropriate if I were to give this to you."
Mom reached out and I let out a surprised gasp when she lightly trailed the rose down my chest. The soft petals tickled, but felt good. A little too good and I wondered what the hell was going on. I looked down as mom was now sliding the rose sideways across my stomach. Looking down caused her tits to come into view again and I noticed her hard nipples were visible even through the robe. I looked up to see she was staring down at my chest and her breathing was becoming heavier, her tits rising and falling with each breath.
"Mom, what do you mean...."
"Brian, I felt bad when you told me about Courtney. I know how disappointed you were and trust me I know that feeling. Your father hasn't touched me in a long time."
"Sorry mom," I began then stopped when she trailed the rose back up my chest, before placing it back on the pillow next to me. Her brown eyes locked into mine and I felt my breath catch as she gave me a smile that seemed....
"I was the one that stressed for you to wait Brian," she continued softy, "I told you to let it be with a woman who loved you, well I love you honey."
She leaned forward and before I could react, she placed her hand to my cheek and kissed me softly on the lips. I jerked my head back and winced when it hit the headboard.
"I...but you're...it's not the same." I stammered.
"Love is love honey, and you love me don't you?"
"Of course I do." I whispered, not trusting my voice.
"See? We love each other, we're special to each other and I decided that as a reward for you being such a sweet boy I'm going to make sure you get your special night."
"With....with you?" I blurted out.
"Hmm-mm," she nodded, "I know you look at me Brian, I've seen you and I love it. I love how even though you know you shouldn't, you still do. I look at you too honey and I like what I see and love that you're so sweet."
She slid closer and leaning over, slipped her arm behind my head. I closed my eyes and shivered as she ran her long nails up through my hair and told myself I was dreaming. I went to bed horny and my overheated mind had been thinking about...."Oh!"
I cried out in surprise as Mom grabbed my hard cock through the sheet.
"Oohh," she purred inches from my ear. "Maybe you're not so sweet!" with a wicked smile she asked, "Baby, are you hard for your mother?"
"I...I'm sorry." I managed to get out, "I....oh, oh please don't" I pleaded as she started stroking me through the sheet.
"Don't be nervous honey. Just relax and enjoy. Courtney would have been nervous and things would have been awkward, but I'm not nervous" I groaned as she squeezed my cock and I felt my underwear becoming wet as it started to ooze. "Oh, no, I know exactly what to do to give my baby a special time."
"But you're my...."
"Doesn't matter." She whispered in my ear, "All that matters is I love you and want to give you what you want and you love me and are going to give me what I need."
"Mom, I...."
"Come on baby," she purred in my ear, "Let mommy be your first."
She punctuated that sentence by not only giving my cock another squeeze, but flicking her tongue out and tracing the curve of my ear.
"Y...you're my." I stuttered, feeling like an idiot, but what could anyone say when their mother was coming onto them.
"Tell you what." Mom said leaning away from me and standing up next to the bed. "I'll make a deal with you Brian. I'm going to show you something and if you really don't want too, I'll leave okay?"
I took a deep breath and said, "Um, okay, but I don't think we...."
I stopped in mid-sentence and my mouth dropped open when untying her robe, mom let it fall to the floor.
"Oh, my god." I whispered.
Mom looked incredible. She was wearing a bra that barely covered her lower tits and what material it did have was transparent black lace. I could make out the dark skin around her nipples through the lace and could clearly see how hard her nipples were. My eyes wandered down her soft flat stomach and I took in the skimpy black thong she was wearing. All it consisted of was a patch of black lace between her legs and two strings that tied at her hips.
"I thought I would wear something sexy for you." She said, "Want to see the back?"
Without waiting for an answer, mom turned around and I felt my cock jump at the sight of her full round ass. The thong was not more than a string between her well shaped cheeks with a little bow at the top of it. As I stared, trying not to drool, mom bent over, and slowly wiggled her ass at me. The thong shifted slightly and I could just make out the edge of her pussy....holy shit, my mother's pussy! That thought should have made me cringe, but instead my aching cock felt as if it were ready to explode.
Mom turned around and raised her arms over her head, lifting her tits to an even better angle and posing for me. My eyes locked onto that small patch of lace between her legs and I was struck by the wrong, yet very exciting thought that....I was going to have sex for the first time! It sure as hell wasn't what I planned, but I'd be lying through my teeth if I tried to say mom wasn't way hotter than Courtney!
"It's time for my answer." Mom said and grabbing the sheet yanked it from over me.
"Oh, I think that's yes!" she laughed staring down at the bulge in my boxers. "Damn, honey, you're dripping.
I looked to see a large wet stain where the head of my cock was and said, "S...sorry I..."
"Don't be." Mom said as she walked around until she was standing at the foot of the bed. "I can't tell you how good it feels to be desired." She gave me a wink and added, "Now speaking of feeling good, I think it's time I take good care of you."
Reaching back, she unhooked her bra and sliding the straps down her shoulders she pulled her arms from them. Holding the bra to her tits with one hand she smiled and asked, "You want to see them?"
"Oh yeah." I nodded. "I...want them."
"Oh, I like that." She laughed and with a flourish whipped her bra off and across the room.
"Wow." I said, feeling like an idiot, but what else was someone supposed to say when staring at their mother's tits?
Mom's tits were amazing, big, round and her dark nipples were pointing straight at me. She held them up and using her fingernails began to trace circles around her nipples, "Want these, baby?"
"Yes, I..."
"Take off your underwear."
I stared at her and felt my heart begin to race. I'd never been naked in front of a woman, not even Courtney. I reached down and started to push them down, but stopped. Maybe this wasn't....
"It's not nice to disobey your mother, Brian." Mom laughed, "Now take them off and show me how bad you want me."
"Yes ma'am," I said then blushed when she laughed again.
Lifting my hips I moved quickly, pushing my underwear down before I lost my nerve. Mom stopped laughing and whispered, "Oh, honey, look at you!"
My hard cock had sprung free and was now standing at attention between my legs. I'd been hard for so long my swollen head was turning purple and there was pre cum dripping down my shaft.
"Damn look at that nice hard cock."
My cock jumped as she slowly ran her pink tongue across her red lips. Stepping up to the bed, mom put first one knee up then another. I watched with my eyes wide and my cock throbbing as my mother slowly crawled up the bed between my legs. Her huge tits were hanging low enough that I could feel her nipples rubbing along my thigh and her barely covered ass was pointing up behind her. Mom had reached my cock and bending her head, gave the head a kiss that sent a shiver through me.
She lifted her head and I groaned at the sight of my precum trailing from my cock to her lips. She smiled, and then made a show of licking the sticky fluid from her lips. Moving further up; mom began rocking back and forth, sliding her tits over my cock and caressing it with her nipples. Sitting back on her knees, Mom lifted her tit up and bending her head, began tonguing cum from her nipple.
"Goddamn." I said, watching her suck her own nipple into her mouth. Courtney could have never pulled that off with her small tit, that's for sure.
Mom released her nipple with a loud smacking sound, then leaning back down placed her tits around my cock. She grabbed my wrists and tugged on them. I let her bring my hands down to her tits and moaned as she placed them over her nipples. I gave her tits a gentle squeeze and groaned at how soft and firm they were. I started rubbing them and sliding my hands down further, took her hard nipples between my fingers.
Mom closed her eyes and sighed softly as I started rubbing her nipples and my cock jumped between her tits at the sound of her pleasure. I began squeezing them a little harder and noticed her hips rocking back and forth.
"That feels so good honey," she sighed, "You're going to take good care of me aren't you?"
"I...want you to feel good." I told her. "I want to make you happy."
"Oh, you will baby, but you first, after all, it's your night. Why don't you hold my tits nice and tight around that beautiful cock?"
I moved my hands to the sides of her tits and pressed them against my cock.
"Now go ahead and fuck them honey, fuck your mom's nice soft tits."
I didn't need to be told twice and began thrusting my hips, moaning as my cock slid through her warm flesh. My cock was still oozing and after several thrusts I began sliding easier between her soft skin. Mom smiled and looking up at me, flicked her tongue out across the head of my cock as it protruded through her breasts. I groaned and started thrusting faster. Each time my cock appeared mom would tease the tip with her tongue. I moaned each time and strained to try to push my cock further up towards her enticing lips.
Sensing my frustration, mom laughed, "Am I teasing you, baby? You want your first blow job?"
My answer turned into a moan as mom slid further down on the bed and the next time my cock slid through her tits, she took the head between her lips and swirled her tongue around it. Still holding my cock in her mouth, Mom slid down until she was propped up on her elbows and grabbing my cock began to gently stroke it while sucking on just the tip. I moaned and resisted the urge to pump my hips into her mouth. Mom released my cock and turning her head, pressed it against her cheek, rubbing it across her face.
Her cheek was soon glistening with my sticky pre cum and turning her head, she rubbed my oozing dick along the other cheek. She gave the tip another kiss and then sliding her tongue out, made a show of licking down the length of my shaft. I was breathing hard, unable to believe how good that felt. It didn't just feel good; the sight of my hard cock in my mother's face was just as amazing. Mom licked up the other side of my shaft and as I groaned went back down again.
This time I she made me cry out in surprise and pleasure when she sucked my balls into her mouth. I lay there groaning as she sucked on each of my balls before swirling her tongue around them. Mom was once again stroking me and like her tits, her hand was now slick and felt almost as good as her tongue. Sliding up the length of my shaft again, Mom placed her mouth directly over my cock and with a wink, took me deep into her mouth.
"Oh yes!"
Mom moaned around my cock and I watched as her eyes rolled back while she began to slowly bob her head. I moaned as well as I watched my mother sucking my cock. Her lipstick was leaving a red trail along my cock as her soft lips slid along my shaft. I could feel her soft tongue pressed against me and she was sliding it around as she worked me in and out of her mouth. Her long hair fell in front of her face and reaching down, I moved it. Mom took my hand and placing it on the top of her head, started pushing it up and down.
She moved her hand, but I left mine in her hair, continuing to push and pull as she blew me. I felt my cock jump in her mouth at the feeling of guiding her mouth. Even more of a turn on than her actually sucking on me was the way Mom was into it. She was moaning as she sucked it and her eyes were focused on mine. Those eyes were shining with a look of pure lust as she sucked her virgin son's cock.
Her hips were grinding into the bed and I could feel her hard nipples pressing into my thighs. I could also feel my thighs beginning to tremble as I began to get closer to cumming. Mom opened her mouth wider and I gasped as she slowly took my cock all the way down to the base. I released a pathetic moan as I watched her red lips encircle the bottom of my cock then moaned loudly as he tongue slid out along my balls. Mom started shaking her head back and forth and moaning.
The vibration and motion caused me to gasp and I could feel the cum beginning to build within me. Mom slurped her way back up my cock then after a brief pause started sucking my cock fast and hard. I was moaning continuously as she rapidly took my cock in and out of her mouth. She was going all the way down each time and unable to help it, I began thrusting my hips into her descending mouth and she encouraged me by moaning even louder.
Wrapping her fingers around me, she began following her mouth with them, jerking me off while she blew me. My legs were shaking violently now and I was moaning and whimpering like an idiot as my body neared its climax. Mom slid her other hand up and began to lightly massage my balls.
"Oh," I groaned, "I...mom, I'm going to..."
"Hmm-mm" she moaned and gave my balls a squeeze.
"Oh mom!' I cried out as my cock went off.
I gasped as my cock began spurting, sending cum into my mother's mouth. My hips kept moving and I continued to gasp as I watched my mother continue to bob her head, moaning and making gurgling noises as my erupting cock continued to spray her mouth. I was in paradise as my mother's warm mouth milked my cock which for the first time in my life was cumming from something other than my hand. I released a pathetic whimper as my spent cock gave up the last of its load. Mom continued to suck causing me to moan even louder.
Mom released my cock from her mouth and with a smile made a show of swallowing, then opened her mouth to show me it was empty.
"Oh my god." I moaned.
"Told you I'm a dirty girl for men who love me. You like your first blow job baby?" she asked, sitting back on her knees.
"I...wow."
"There's that wow again," she laughed, "Wait until I give you one in the shower."
"In the...."
"Oh, honey, don't think for a second, this is a onetime thing."
"Are you..." I began, my mind already full of half formed images of every sexual fantasy I'd ever had.
"We'll talk later honey; right now it's your turn to make me say wow!"
Mom rolled over onto her back next to me and raising her hands over her head, beckoned me with her finger. "Come get me baby."
I eagerly rolled over so that I was positioned between her legs and was on my hands looking down at her. She smiled up at me and looking down at her, her hair fanned across my pillow and her face flushed with passion, I whispered, "Mom, you're so beautiful."
"So are you, baby," she said softly, "Now come kiss me"
Wrapping her arms around my neck she pulled me down to her and pressed her soft lips against mine. I groaned when I felt her tongue flick across my lips and opened my mouth to let it in. Mom sighed softly as her lips slid across mine and our tongues danced across each other. I could feel mom's hard nipples pushing against my chest and as good as it felt to kiss her, I knew where my tongue needed to be.
I slid my mouth from hers and mom made a sound of disappointment. That sound changed into a delighted purr when I nuzzled her neck and began kissing the soft skin there. She sighed and turned her head, allowing me more access to her neck. I kissed her softly and forced myself to go slow. Mom was a woman not a teenager and I wanted to take my time like a man would. Mom's hands began rubbing my back, her nails teasing my skin as I playfully nibbled at her ear.
Her hands moved to my shoulders and pushed as she whispered, "We'll go slower next time, honey, and right now my tits need some attention."
Well hey, if she didn't want me to take my time! I quickly slid further down and cupping her tits eagerly took her left nipple into my mouth. Mom moaned and began playing with my hair as I swirled my tongue around first one of her hard nipples, then the next. I began to linger on one, gently sucking it in and out of my mouth while rolling the other between my fingers. Mom sighed contentedly and I could feel her hips rocking against me. Her right leg was between mine and I could feel my still hard cock pressing against her soft thigh.
This time I had no problem taking my time and staying where I was. Mom's tits were much bigger and heavier than Courtney's and I couldn't believe how firm they were to my touch. While tonguing her nipple, I looked up to see mom was laying back with her head on the pillow, her eyes closed and her lips parted. Soft sounds of pleasure were escaping those lips each time my tongue teased across her swollen nipple and it felt good to know I was making her feel good.
It dawned on me that I was minutes or less away from finally knowing what it was like to be inside a woman. Not just any woman, but the one who loved me more than any other. I gave her nipple one more playful lick, then started sliding back up, hoping it was time. Mom smiled at me, but placed her hands on my shoulders, stopping me
"Hmmm, you're still hard." She cooed, "Ah, youth and enthusiasm, but not so fast, honey. First lesson of sex, you get what you give and I think I just gave you something very special, time to return that favor."
"You want me too..."
"I want you to slide down there and lick my pussy, baby; I want you to make your first lover come nice and hard."
"I never..."
"Of course you haven't," she laughed, "That's the fun, now don't be shy; after all I just had your cock in my mouth."
I felt myself blush again, but quickly slid all the way down, Mom's soft body until, like her, I was lying between her legs. Mom reached down and grabbing the sides of the thong slid it over her hips. As I watched, she raised her legs straight up around me and worked the thong up her legs. I let out sharp breath at the sight of my mother's pussy inches from my face. Her flesh was pink and smooth and glistening from how wet she was.
Mom lowered her legs and rested her soft feet on my shoulders. Her hand slid down between her legs and I swallowed hard as she spread her pussy open in front of me.
"Come give your mother a kiss," she whispered, her finger tapping her swollen clit "Right here."
I did as she said, giving her clit a soft kiss. Her hips twitched and she moaned softly. I paused and took a deep breath, inhaling the sweet scent of her forbidden pussy. I flicked my tongue out and gave her clit a tentative lick. Mom's hips twitched again and she moaned, "Don't tease baby, my poor little pussy hasn't had any attention in a long time."



Even as I pressed my tongue to her clit and started licking it the way I had her nipple, I wondered what the hell my old man was thinking. I was struck by the sudden realization that I was not only fooling around with my mother, but my father's wife. Instead of a turn off, I found the thought strangely exciting. The fact that he wasn't making her happy, but I was going to, sent a surge through my cock and feeling more confident, I started swirling my tongue hard around her swollen button.
"Oh, yes!" Mom moaned, "That feels so good honey!"
I smiled into her pussy and after licking her clit a few more times, decided I wanted to explore. I began swirling my tongue back and forth as I worked my way down through the wet folds of her pussy. Mom's hand was in my hair again and I heard her sigh as I made my way back up to her clit and traced a slow circle around it. I slid my tongue back down again and feeling it at the entrance of her pussy, took a chance and shoved it inside her.
Mom cried out and pushed the back of my head, shoving my face further into her pussy. I began moving my tongue around inside her and moaned at how good she tasted. I moved my head back and forth, sliding my tongue in and out and mom purred, "Oh, look at you! Your little girlfriend made a big mistake tonight!"
Again her words excited me and removing my tongue, I slowly worked it back up through her wet lips and this time when I reached her clit I took it between my lips and began gently sucking on it.
"Oh, right there!" Mom cooed, "That's it baby, you take good care of me and I'll take damn good care of you!" I began sucking harder and she whispered, "Put your fingers inside me."
I slipped my hand up and slowly pushed two fingers inside her. We both moaned at the same time. Mom, I'm sure at the sensation of my fingers, and me at the feeling of her pussy. She was hot and wet and tight. I closed my eyes and as I started to pump my fingers in and out of her pussy began to imagine what my cock was going to feel like in there. Mom's toes were beginning to curl into my shoulders and I could feel her thighs shaking against my arms.
I looked up and saw she was playing with one of her nipples. My eyes went to her face and again she was lying there with her eyes closed, moaning softly. Her lips were parted and at this point her face was flushed from heat and passion. She had begun to sweat and a few wisps of her dark hair were now plastered to her cheeks. Again I was struck by how beautiful she was and began sucking on her clit faster. I wanted to make her feel good, to show her how much I wanted to please her. Mom hip's started moving, lifting off the bed and thrusting into my fingers.
I started moving them as fast as I dared and removing her clit from between my lips, pressed my tongue to her clit and began licking it. Mom gasped and clamped her thighs around my head. I felt her fingers tighten in my hair and she began moaning,
"Oh, right there baby, oh, don't stop, please don't...oh fuck!"
Mom cried out and started grinding her pussy hard into my face. Her feet slid from my shoulders and wrapping her legs behind my head she drew me completely against her quivering flesh. Not that I minded, her wet pussy pressing into my face felt amazing and her scent was intoxicating. I could feel her thighs shaking against my face and her pussy was convulsing around my still plunging fingers. Mom arched her back, and released a noise that could only be described as a scream and I felt a warm gush of fluid flow past my fingers.
She moaned softly and her body went limp, her legs sliding off of my shoulders. I looked up at her to see she was panting for breath, but smiling down at me.
"Damn honey, that's how to give what you get." She sighed, then pointing at me said, "You ready for your mother to make you a man?"
I sat back on my knees and mom licked her lips, "You look damn ready!"
I looked down to see my cock hard and throbbing between my legs and inches from mom's glistening pussy. Mom slid down further and I groaned as my cock slid through the wet folds of her pussy. Grabbing my cock, I slid it through her pussy once more and tried to enter her.
"Wait." She said.
I froze where I was then released a whimper as she began pumping her hips, sliding my cock up and down her slick hot flesh. Each time my head struck her clit she gasped, but quickly moved back up.
"You feel so good." She told me, "And you look so good between my legs." Looking me in the eye she put her arms out to me, "Come down here Brian, it's time for you to know what a woman feels like."
I lowered myself into her embrace, sliding my arms beneath her as her lips found mine. She wrapped her legs around my waist and drew me into her. I moaned into her mouth as for the first time I eased into the warm inviting flesh of a woman. Mom groaned in my ear as I slowly entered her, savoring the sensation of her hot flesh over every inch of my aching cock. When I was fully inside her, mom said in my ear, "Just stay there for a minute, let me enjoy it."
She put her arms around me and it took all my will not to start pumping my hips. Mom distracted me by finding my lips and giving me a long deep kiss. I opened my mouth to moan and her tongue slid into it, playing across mine. I was so anxious I could feel my body trembling and mom started moving her hips, slowly working me in and out of her.
"Like this," she whispered in my ear, "Nice and slow, baby. Nice and slow."
I forced myself to stay still for a couple more of her thrusts, and then started moving my own hips. I found her rhythm, thrusting downward each time she raised up and couldn't believe how good this felt! It was even better than being in her mouth. Mom began moving a little faster and I matched her, thinking that this was not only everything it was made out to be, but even better! Even though I knew it was wrong I had no doubt the fact this was my mother was making it even better, after all if you were supposed to do this with a woman who loved you, who loved me more than mom?
As if she had read my thoughts mom said softly in my ear, "Honey I don't care how wrong people would think this is, I can't remember anything feeling so right."
"I love you mom."
"And I love you Brian," she giggled, "And now in every way."
She kissed me again and as our lips played softly across each other mom started thrusting her hips harder into me. I removed my lips from hers, groaning each time she drove herself upwards sending my cock hard into her pussy.
"Brian," she began as her fingers dug into my shoulders, "I know it's your first time and as good as this feels, you need to sit up."
"Am I doing something wrong?" I asked, then whimpered as mom pushed on my arms forcing me up from her.
I sat back on my knees between her legs releasing another whimper as my cock slid from the warm embrace of my mother's body. Mom sighed as well, but raising her legs, placed her feet on my chest and reaching down grabbed my cock. I moaned as she squeezed it and then began sliding it up and down her pussy again.
"Please." I whimpered, "Please."
"Am I teasing you, baby?."
"Yes! I...I want you mom." I said softly.
"Hmm, that sounds so wrong, but so good." She whispered. She shoved my cock back down through her pussy until it was right at her entrance and said softly, "Well that was teasing me. It felt damn good Brian, but it's been a long time since I got what I needed so it's time for you to really fuck me. Can you do that, honey; can you fuck your mother good and hard?
I looked down at her slender fingers wrapped around the base of my cock and with my heart pounding with excitement; said "Hell yeah!"
This time I drove my cock forward into her amazing pussy. I moaned as her hot wet flesh swallowed my cock. Mom sighed and I gasped as she slammed her hips into me, sending my cock deep inside her.
"Oh, how I need this." She whispered, "Go on baby, and give it to me!"
I withdrew and mom cried out when I buried my cock hard inside her. After a brief pause and another of those 'am I really doing this' moments I started moving my hips hard and fast, no longer making love to my mother, but fucking her.
"That's it." She moaned, "Oh, honey what a nice cock you have!"
I smiled and wrapping my arms around her thighs started fucking her even faster. Mom moaned her appreciation and with a smile began playing with her nipples for me. I looked down at her amazing body and moaned as unable to help it I began thrusting harder.
"Yes! Just like that! Fuck me!"
I didn't need much encouragement and began pulling my hips back further before plunging into her warm flesh.
"Grab my ankles!" she told me. I slid my hand around her ankles and with a groan, she said, "Now spread my legs and fuck the shit out of me!"
Her words sent a thrill through me and spreading my arms out as far as I could, began slamming my cock into her exposed pussy.
"Oh fuck yeah!" Mom cried out, "Give me that hard cock!"
I began fucking her even faster thinking this was far better than it would have been with Courtney, with her I would have had to go slow and easy, but Mom was taking everything I had and loving it. Mom's eyes were closed again and she was yelping every time I drove my cock into her. Her huge tits were shaking back and forth as I slammed into her and she was still playing with her hard nipples.
Her eyes opened and seeing me watching her, she smiled, "That's it baby, you fuck that pussy, it's your first pussy and I want it to be your favorite! Take it baby!"
I shook the sweat from my eyes and started slamming her so hard I could feel my balls slapping into her. Mom cried out and her eyes rolled back as I repeatedly drove my throbbing cock into her. I continued to hammer away until she called out, "Stop!"
I reluctantly stopped moving and mom patted the bed next to her, "Get on your back. I want you ride you."
Now that's something a son would never expect to hear from his mother. I quickly obeyed, laying on my back, my cock standing straight up. Mom rolled over until she was next to me and swinging her leg over my hips reached back and grabbed my cock. She gave it a squeeze then guiding it to her pussy drove her weight down hard onto it. We both cried out as my cock drove deep into her. Without a pause, mom put her hands on my chest and began driving her hips up and down impaling herself on my cock and crying out each time she did.
"Oh fuck!" she called out, "This is what I need baby, I need to get fucked nice and hard!" leaning over she pushed her tit into my mouth and I gladly began sucking her nipple.
Mom moaned and started pushing on my chest; she was riding me so hard I could feel myself starting to bounce on the bed. Mom started sliding her tits back and forth allowing me to suck on one nipple then the other. She was yelping and moaning and her sweat soaked black hair was hanging in her face. She tossed her hair back and I was amazed at the look of animal lust in her eyes as she rode me. Not that sex with your mother was common, but I was less surprised when we were being sweet.
She leaned forward until her tits were pressing against my chest and sliding her arms under mine, said, "Fuck me!" That was a demand rather than a request. Knowing it wasn't right to not do as your mother tells you I wrapped my arms around her slim waist, lifted my legs and began driving my hips into her as hard as I could. Mom screamed in my ear then began yelping loudly with each thrust.
Each time she yelped it sent a thrill through me and I struggled to fuck her even harder. I tightened my arms, pinning her to my chest and fucked her as hard as I could. Mom was moaning continuously and her pussy was so wet, I could hear my cock entering her. Fucking her this hard and hearing how much she loved it, it dawned on me that this was what she meant when she had said she could be a dirty girl!
That thought drove me to begin fucking her so hard I was lifting her off her knees as I was slamming her. I began breathing harder and I could feel my legs starting to shake as the furious pace of our fucking was getting me close to cumming again.
I began to whimper with each thrust and sensing I was getting close, mom whispered in my ear, "Stop, baby. I don't want you to cum until you really fuck me!"
Really fuck her? What the hell did she...my thoughts stopped as she rolled off of me and getting on her hands and knees next to me, lowered her head to the pillow and pointed her ass in the air.
"Come on and take me honey, take your mother the way she needs it."
I rolled over so fast I almost kept going and fell off the bed, but catching my balance; I grabbed her hips and stared down at her amazing ass. I could see her glistening pussy peeking at me from between her thighs and in a whim bent my head and shoved my face into it, furiously licking her clit.
"Oh, I love that!" mom cried out. "God, it feels good to be wanted! I'll let you suck me off again later, baby; right now you know what I want!"
I removed my face from her pussy and squeezing her hips harder, drove the full length of my cock deep inside of her in one powerful thrust all the while thinking that wasn't the first time she had said next time.
"Fuck yes!" Mom cried as I immediately started fucking her as hard as I could.
Mom was squealing and slamming her hips back and forth in time with my thrusts, driving me even harder and deeper into her. I looked down at the amazing sight of my glistening cock sliding in and out of my mother's pussy and rearing back began fucking her so hard my hips were slamming into the round curve of her ass. Mom howled her pleasure and I jumped when I felt something touch my balls. I looked back down to see mom's hand between her legs, rubbing her clit as I fucked her.
I slowed up a little and she quickly called out, "No, fast and hard baby! I want to cum on that beautiful cock!"
I took a deep breath and resumed fucking the shit out of her. I was gasping and my heart felt as if it were going to pound through my chest. My legs were shaking badly and I was fighting to hold back the cum that wanted to explode from my straining dick. Beneath me, mom was squirming and whimpering as her fingers danced across her clit. I started making whimpering noises of my own as it occurred to me I wasn't going to be able to hold back any longer.
"I...mom...."
"Go ahead honey, cum for me! I....oh yes baby!!"
Mom cried out as, no longer able to hold back, I gave her several more pumps and gasped as my cock exploded into my mother's pussy. My cumming sent her over the edge and with a loud squeal mom's hips began bucking wildly and I felt her pussy contract around my gushing cock. We both moaned as her convulsing pussy squeezed me, causing me to spurt even harder. I continued to thrust wildly into her, each pump ending in another squirt of cum. Mom moaned and squealed, her hips grinding as her son continued to paint the inside of her pussy.
I let out a pathetic sounding whimper as I felt mom contract her pussy, milking the last couple of drops from my exhausted cock. Sliding my dripping dick from her I all but collapsed onto the bed. I lay on my back, panting for breath, but smiling as well. Mom rolled over and putting her arm around my waist, kissed my cheek fondly, before resting her hand on my shoulder. I put my arm around her shoulders and pulled her close to me.
"Did you enjoy your first time baby," she asked.
"I...wow!" I exclaimed and laughed.
"I know it wasn't what you planned, but I think I gave you a pretty good time."
"Pretty good?" I laughed again, "Damn mom, Courtney would have never let me fuck her like that."
"I don't think Courtney loves you as much either." She said softly. "If she did she would have seen how sweet you are and she would be here." She sighed, "Her loss, I got you first."
I kissed her on top of her head, "Mom you were amazing."
"Thank you! Just wait until we really start taking our time." With another of those adorable little giggles she added, "We'll work on that in the morning." She snuggled closer and added, "God I love sex in the morning!"
"I...." I paused, then blurted out what had just hit me, "Mom what about dad? What if he comes home and..."
"No worries, the bolts thrown and the windows are locked. He wants in he'd have to break in." As I looked at her the smile left her face, "That's the way it's going to be at home as well."
"What do you mean?" Concerned, I sat up and looked down at her.
Mom was silent for a moment, and then sat up next to me and took my hands in hers.
"Brian, I didn't get into it before because this was your night and, well, it was my night too. I needed this even more than you did." she shook her head sadly. "I...I've been pretty sure your father is cheating on me. This trip was a test to see if he still wanted me. I hired someone to follow him this week. I was afraid to call and ask what he found, but did after our fight tonight. He wasn't at your uncles. There's a couple of shall we say working girls that are here all summer long and he's been going there every night."
"Jesus mom," I whispered, my excitement fading, "I...I'm sorry! I..."
"I'm sorry too honey, because I was a little unfair to you tonight. Part of why I slept with you was I so damn mad! Here we are good people and Courtney was stringing you along and your dad was screwing around on me. I thought we deserved some fun, but I...maybe I just took advantage of you."
I sat up next to her and putting my arm around her laughed, "Hey, what's that expression? Can't rape the willing?" I kissed her cheek and whispered, "I love you mom and that was...I...I felt how much you loved me."
"I do love you baby, more than I thought, I mean in that way. Like I said earlier I knew you liked to look and I found myself giving you chances to. I know it sounds wrong, but I missed that look on a man's face that told me how much they wanted me. Brian I was awake when you came in the other night. I saw how you looked at me in that lingerie."
"I'm sorry mom." I said, "I know I shouldn't but..."
"Honey that look made me feel better than you know. I told you before I've only slept with a couple of men. Three to be exact and all of them I felt loved me at the time. As much as I wanted to just go out and fuck and get what I need and pay your dad back I couldn't.
"Why not?"
"Because I wanted you to have an example and God knows your father wasn't one. I raised you to believe sex was more than sex. I was the reason you held back from having some fun and waited on the girl who I thought loved you. So who was I to run out and fuck? But I needed it so bad! And then I saw you looking more and more even though you had a girlfriend and we've always been so close. I started thinking here was a man who loved me and I love you more than anything so wrong as it seemed at least what we did involved love." She sighed, "Although I did get pretty nasty at the end."
"I'll let it slide." I told her, trying to get her to smile.
Instead she remained serious, "Brian, do you want to go with Courtney?"
"I..." I shrugged, "It doesn't seem like..."
Before I could finish mom, added, "Because I don't think she loves you Brian. I don't think she is a bad person, but something is wrong that after all this time she can't see what a good man you are. She's going to be one of those girls who end up with an asshole and will appreciate you too late."
"I was starting to think the same." I agreed. "That and I kind of thought if I kept thinking of you, how much could I love her?"
"I hate to say it, but I was glad she backed out tonight." Squeezing my hand she added, "For many reasons."
"Me too!" Trying to joke again I said, "How many guys can say it was their mom who made them a man?"



"Honey, you were already a man." Placing her hand over my heart she continued, "I know I made that comment tonight, but that was lust and heat of the moment. This..." she tapped my chest, "Makes you a man." Lowering her head she looked up at me though her long lashes, "It's what makes me want you to be my man."
"What?" Had I heard that right?
"I would really like to be with you honey. I know it's not right, but you're so sweet and I love you so much! You're everything a man should be and you felt so..." she winked at me, "Wow!"
"I...." was she kidding? "I...I'd love to be with you mom, but I mean, you're my mother! What if people found out? What if dad found out?"
"This is where I have to pose a big question to you Brian." Mom took a deep breath and despite the seriousness of the conversation I couldn't help but notice how it made her tits rise.
"I've suspected your father for awhile and started thinking about what I would do if we divorced. I've been with the same firm for fifteen years. I spoke with the president and he said they can transfer me to the Miami location. Property is pretty cheap down there and they agreed to put a down payment on a condo and I'll pay them back with my half when our house here sells. You were planning on a year off before you start college so you can find one down there."
"You want me to go with you?"
"You can't live on your own and I would think you wouldn't want to stay with your father."
"Hell no, especially not now."
"So." Mom gave me a nervous smile, "I thought you and I could move down there and start over. The condo is only a half mile from a beach and it's warm year round. You're not shy, you'll make friends and find a job and a school and..." she paused.
"What is it?" I asked.
"No one will know who we are Brian. Do you know what I'm getting at?"
"You mean we could be...together?"
"If you'd like. I know I want it, but I'm also the one taking advantage of you."
"No, you didn't. I wanted you mom."
"But I should know better. Point is, it's your decision. But one way or another I want you to come with me. Whether as my son or my lover is your call."
"I think that's an easy decision." I said while looking down between her legs at her still glistening pussy.
"Because the sex was good?" she asked, noticing where I was looking.
"No," I replied placing my hand on her chest. "Because of this. Sex is just a bonus." I gave her a quick kiss. "I do love you mom. You were always more than my mom. You were my best friend and now my best girl."
"I like that." She frowned, "Oh, one thing about the condo, kind of bad news, maybe."
"What's that?"
"Well in case you want time to think about us, it's only a one bedroom."
"So what's the bad news?" I grinned.
"Hopefully it's not." She replied, "But again I'm not forcing you to..."
"Let me get this straight." I held my hand up, "Summer almost year round, beach all day and you all night?" I sighed dramatically. "I only have one thing to say."
"What?"
Putting my arm around her shoulders and pulling her into a hug, I said into her ear. "Life is good Mom, life is good."
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I leaned against the bar watching the action out on the dance floor and couldn't help licking my lips. God bless summer! Everywhere my eyes wandered, I spotted exactly what Doug and I had come here to find: plenty of hot young things. Even better, the first heat wave of the season had caused inspired the club had to open up its beachfront a week early.
We'd caught wind of the opening last night ago, and after our usual Saturday-night dinner date, we'd taken a ride to the under 21 club and spent over an hour sitting out on a deck that overlooked the beach.
The girls were out there wearing next to nothing, and as much as I knew Doug was enjoying the view, I was sure I was more worked up than he was. It had been awhile since we'd had some company, as we referred to it. Watching the scantily clad young girls dance by the large bonfire was making me more than aware that it was high time we did something about that.
After a while, we decided to enter the club itself where to my chagrin I discovered the dress code banned bikinis, so if any of the young lovelies from the beach wanted in they would have to get dressed. My disappointment was short-lived as once inside it was apparent the club didn't require a lot of clothing, just not bathing suits.
Right now, I felt like a kid in a candy store! Not only was the club packed with our chosen prey, but what a selection! Every type of pretty young lady was on display before me; not only blondes, brunettes, and redheads, but also some slender, some with a little curve to them. Many of the girls were chesty and flaunting their large, soft breasts, while some had perky little tits that were equally well-displayed in their tight tops and dresses.
I could feel my pussy heating up between my thighs at the sight of a pretty little brunette in a skirt so short I could make out the curve of her ass as she bent over and shoved it back into the crotch of her lucky boyfriend. Damn, she was sweet; they all were. That was what I loved about girls in their late teens and early twenties, that sweet look.
Those soft features, those big eyes and trembling lips, even the ones who weren't so sweet had that look to them. I shifted as I turned to face the other side of the dance floor and sighed when the material of my lace bra rubbed across my stiff nipples.
When we first entered the club, Doug, who must have been as worked up as I was, suggested we try picking up a girl here rather than go home and look though the local personals or an escort service as we had in the past. At first I'd been skeptical. Yes, I understood his point about the added thrill and the air of risk it involved, but how the hell did we approach someone?
We'd done it previously at special parties thrown by local swingers, but everyone at these parties, even the younger men and women, knew what was going on and were eager to participate. Here, it would be hard to find someone willing to go along with our favorite hobby of being an early-forties couple playing with young women.
Now that we were here, however, I was horny as hell and ready to go for it. We'd been at the bar about a half hour and the two Captain and Cokes I'd had on the beach along with a couple of shots of good ole Cuervo had helped loosen me up. The bevy of young beauties was certainly heating me up.
"Like a goddamn buffet, isn't it?" Doug asked, pressing a fresh C&C into my hand.
"An all-you-can-eat buffet!" I responded, laughing before taking a sip of my drink.
"So, anyone standing out to you?"
I shook my head. "I don't know. Couldn't go wrong with any of them."
"Okay, so now what?" He slid his arm around my waist.
I turned to look at him and rolled my eyes. "You tell me. This was your idea, oh mighty hunter!"
Doug laughed. Squeezing me closer to him, he took a sip from his Heineken. As always, his laugh was loud and genuine, and a few people glanced over at him and smiled. I did as well. Doug was one of those people whose smile and laughter and almost annoyingly at times, upbeat personality, spread to those around him. I tended to be more on the serious side and was the one who worried about everything so we balanced each other out well.
Still looking at him, I appreciated the gleam in his big blue eyes and the smile on his face. Even when he wasn't laughing or joking, Doug looked as if he were about to. Between his carefree expression, the blue eyes, and his dirty blond hair, Doug possessed a boyish charm that belied his forty-two years and made me fall in love with him again every time I looked at him.
From the neck down, however, there was nothing boyish about my handsome hubby. He wasn't tall at just under six feet, but he carried a solid hundred and ninety pounds, none of which was fat.
Doug had worked as a personal trainer since just out of college and led by example. His shoulders were broad and his arms and chest were a testament to a lifetime of working out as was his still perfect thirty two waist. Slipping my arm around that waist, I sighed. "So, you really have no idea how to do this?"
"Well," he said, giving me a sly smile, "I kind of figure you're going to have to be our ice breaker."
"What do you mean me? This was your idea!"
"Yup, and part of the fun is watching you get us started." He shrugged. "Think about it, Kim. If I approach one of these girls, I might get slapped for being a creepy old guy and—"
"You don't look old or creepy," I told him, leaning over and kissing his cheek. "You're a good-looking guy, and damn, do you fill those jeans out!" I gave his ass a good hard squeeze for emphasis.
"Well, to you, maybe, but some of these girls will think, eww, he's my dad's age. But even if they are receptive to me, how do we know they would be into you?"
I frowned. "Well, you have to—"
"So," he went on, "I figure if you approach them and they seem into you, that's half the battle. And it would be less creepy if you start talking to them, then point me out and go from there."
"You could have discussed this before," I pointed out, scowling.
"But then we wouldn't be here!" He laughed again. Lowering his face to mine, he gave me a soft kiss. "Come on, baby, cast the line and reel in a hot one."
"Like they won't think, eww, she's my mom's age?"
"Hell no, baby. You just look like their hot older sister!" he told me with a perfectly straight face.
"You're full of shit!" I smiled though. "But you are smooth!" I turned back to look at the crowd and shook my head.
"Thing is, the ones with boyfriends are off limits and the rest are all here with a bunch of friends." I tapped him on the chest as I continued. "You know, Doug, that's a problem. I strike out and one of these little blabbermouths tells their friends and it's all over the club."
"Well, don't strike out." For the first time, he looked serious. "Okay, well keep looking and see if either one's alone or maybe just with a friend."
"This would be so much easier if we were looking for a boy." I made a show of cupping my full breasts, pushing them further up in my already low-cut red dress. "Just show them these and say, 'hey, let's go'. Hell, they wouldn't even care if you were there as long as they got a piece." "You want a guy?" He shrugged. "It's been a long time since we have, but you know, if you want to—"
"No. You're all I need when it comes to cock. Besides, a guy is just for me. We can both enjoy one of these little hotties." I gave him a wink and a quick kiss. "But I love that you ask."
"Speaking of asking..." He leaned closer and pointed off to the left. "See the cute redhead in the black skirt?"
I followed the line of his finger and my eyes widened at the sight of a tall slender redhead. She was wearing a red sleeveless shirt that looked as if it could barely contain her breasts.
Even from a distance, I could see the top half of those creamy white globes and felt my heart skip a beat at the thought of what they would feel like. The black skirt Doug had called out was not just barely down past her ass, but was slit up the side, exposing her skin up to the hip.
As I stared, she glanced my way. The killer body belonged to a face that looked as if she may have had a hard time convincing people she was the required eighteen.
"Oh my god, she's precious!" I exclaimed. "I'm so glad we came to an under-21 club!"
"Now, that's a remark every husband should hear coming from his wife!"
"Is it even better than, 'here honey, now you lick her pussy'?"
"Umm, no. I think that one is still tops!" He laughed and nodded back towards the redheaded goddess who, to my amazement, had just sat by herself at one of the small tables along the edge of the dance floor. "I was watching her before. She was dancing with a guy, then he wandered off. Just before I brought your drink, she was up there with a cute blonde and they were either putting on a little cock tease show, or she's into women."
"Really?" I took a deep breath. "Okay, well I'll try to—shit!" I exclaimed, glancing at my watch.
"What's the matter?"
"We were only supposed to eat, then sit by the beach for an hour or so. We're supposed to be keeping an eye on Jenna, remember?"
"Oh, please." Doug waved his hand at me. "We've been home the last four nights and so has she. The most she did was have her girlfriend sleep over to watch some movies."
"Maybe because we've been home." I frowned as I continued my train of thought. "If we stay out maybe she'll—"
"What, have a guy over? So what, she's nineteen."
"Try telling her parents that if she does something stupid when we're supposed to be keeping an eye out." Doug rolled his eyes, but I kept going.
"They're only gone a few more days and it's the first time they've left her alone for more than a night. They're going away for two weeks next month too, and Jenna really doesn't wasn't to go and the grandparent's that watched her moved to Florida last year. They agreed to give her the chance to stay home as long as we would watch out for her and she doesn't get in any trouble. Maybe we should hold off."
"Come on, Kim, Jenna's not that type. Don't get me wrong. She's a pretty girl and I'm sure the boys notice that, but I never see her dressing slutty or hanging around with guys. She's a good kid. I doubt she'll do anything, and besides, how does she know what time we're coming home?"
"The way I'm dressed might make her think we're—"
"Forget Jenna!" Doug snapped. "That girl looks like she's leaving!"
I glanced over. A wave of indecision passed through me when the girl stood and slung her purse over her shoulder. "I think she is leaving!"
"Hold on," Doug said. I could feel his fingers around my waist trembling with excitement. "Come on, honey," he whispered. "Head for the bathroom, not the door!"
Even as I held my breath waiting to see which direction she would turn, a wave of mixed emotions flowed through me. I was concerned we were supposed to be doing Jim and Laurie a favor by keeping an eye on their daughter, but at the same time was nervous, as well as turned on, at the thought of trying to pick this girl up. Smiling, I realized what I also felt was young. Young and adventurous.
"Yes!" Doug raised his beer in a salute as our target put her back to us and headed for the bathroom.
I watched the back of her long, well-shaped legs for a moment before raising my gaze higher and letting out a low whistle at how good her ass looked in the skintight skirt. "Goddamn," I whispered.
"Jenna will be fine. She has our numbers if anything is wrong." Doug gave me a playful push. "Now go get her, hot stuff!"
"How?" I put my hands up.
"She was up there with a girl, so follow her to the bathroom. On the way out, see if she'll dance with you. I think you can handle it from there. Now go work it, baby!"
"And you'll be working hard, sitting here watching me take all the risk?" I rolled my eyes.
"You get her on the floor, and I'll be doing everything hard! Now seriously, go hit the bathroom. She won't make it back across the floor without someone putting a move on her."
I nodded. After a quick kiss for luck, I threaded my way through the crowded dance floor. Even though I was on my way to try to seduce the redhead, I still couldn't keep my eyes off all the young women bumping and grinding around me. God, I was hot, and it wasn't just from the warm summer air! If we couldn't make this work tonight, I was going to see if the escort service could deliver on short notice because no way in hell was I going without a sweet little treat tonight.
"Hey!" a voice called out directly behind me.
I turned around to see a good-looking young man with dark hair and a pair of beautiful hazel eyes looking at me.
"Me?" I asked.
"Yeah, um..." He looked down a little nervously and continued. "I was wondering if you'd like to dance?"
I smiled at the thought this young kid wanted to take me for a spin. A few minutes ago, I would have just to put on a show for Doug, but I needed to get my ass into the bathroom.
"You want to dance with me?" I gestured towards all the people around us. "All these pretty girls and you want someone who could be your mom?"
He laughed. "My mom never looked like you! Age doesn't matter, hot is hot!"
"Why, thank you! Honey, you just made my night." So far anyway. "Tell you what, I'm trying to hook up for, um"—I winked—"a different kind of fun, but hey, if it doesn't work out, I'll keep my eye out for you and maybe we can share a dance or two."
He blatantly gave me a good long up and down stare."Well, I know it sounds selfish, but I hope it doesn't work out."
"You'll be the first to know, sweetie!"
I turned away and as I headed for the bathroom made sure I put some extra swing in my hips. I could just imagine him watching my ass the same way I had stared at the young girls and felt my nipples stiffen once more. As I closed in on the bathroom, I looked around and noticed more than a few of the young men around me turning to look and began smiling and nodding at them. Damn, we would have to do this again. Maybe next time it would be a young man we would bring home.
I entered the bathroom and a fresh case of nerves assailed me. Through a stroke of luck, a quick glance told me that there was no one in the stalls and that my hopefully soon-to- be newfound friend was at the long counter fixing her hair in front of the mirror. There was one other girl there as well, but she was leaning against the wall speaking quietly into a phone and staring down at the floor, her long blonde hair hanging over her face and concealing her features. Taking a deep breath, I walked over to the counter. Standing next to the redhead, I put my purse down and removed my lipstick.
While I slowly applied deep red to my lips, I looked over at my heart's current desire. From this close, I could see that despite the makeup she appeared even younger, and I had no doubt she was just eighteen. Her big blue eyes were focused on her face as she applied her own pink lipstick and I dropped my gaze to stare at her amazing cleavage. Her creamy white breasts were bigger than my own rather ample chest and I could all but feel them beneath my touch. With her red hair and fair complexion, I could just imagine how pink her nipples would be, which meant her pussy would be as well.
My own pussy was heating up again, and as the girl looked over at me, I gave her a smile and returned my attention to my reflection. I put my lipstick down and made a show of fluffing out my long black hair, and acting as if I were checking my mascara, peered closely at my large expressive brown eyes. I risked a sidelong glance her way and felt my heat skip a beat when I saw she was still looking at me. My dress was not quite as low-cut as hers, but it displayed my breasts well and was short enough to show off my long legs that were well-toned from years of jogging with Doug. I stepped back and adjusted my dress, pulling it up slightly before smoothing it down over the curve of my hips.
I stepped back to the counter. As I tried to figure out what to say, she made my night by speaking first.
"You have really pretty eyes," she said softly.
"Thank you." I flashed a big smile. "So do you. I always wished I had big blue eyes like yours."
"Thanks." She giggled, the sound causing a wave of heat between my legs. She gave me a nervous smile and seemed as if she were trying to think of something else to say.
"Actually," I spoke up, her shyness helping me to grow bolder, "You have a very pretty everything."
"Oh!" She smiled and to my delight blushed. "You really think so?"
"I do." I nodded and reached out, gently brushing a strand of red hair from her face. "I'm Kim, by the way."
"Becca."
"Nice to meet you, Becca." Seeing her looking down at my legs, I fought to keep my voice steady as I asked, "You here alone?"
"Sort of. I came with a friend, but then she ran into a guy she knew and sort of left me hanging." She paused and once again gave me that shy smile. "Are you?"
"Sort of." I winked, not wanting to mention Doug right then. "Anyway, I'm all set here and was going to head out onto the floor." I smiled and took the plunge. "Would you like to dance with me?"
"Yeah, sure!" she answered quickly.
"Then, let's go!" As I spoke, I extended my hand and to my delight she smiled and took it.
I lead her out of the bathroom, and as we made our way towards the middle of the floor, I spotted Doug and tried not to laugh when he saluted me with his beer. There was a fast-paced dance mix playing, and as I guided her to the side of the dance floor facing Doug, I released her hand, and turning to face her, began to dance. The song wasn't conducive to getting to close to her, but that was fine with me because right now I was getting a damn good show.
Becca was standing about three feet in front of me. Raising her arms over her head, she shook everything she had, and goddamn, did this girl have it to shake! Her tits looked as if they could fall out of her dress at any moment. I hoped to hell they didn't because I didn't know if I would be able to resist grabbing them. Becca did a quick spin sending her long red hair flying and her skirt flaring up flashed me a quick view of the cheeks of her ass.
As I put on a show of shaking my own considerable assets, I made a similar spin and saw Doug staring at us with a look of pure lust on his face. I had no doubt that he was as hard as he said he would be. The look in his eyes sent another wave of heat through me. I turned back to face Becca and caught a similar look in her blue eyes as they immediately fastened on my tits. My nipples stiffened at the idea that she was into me and I would have no trouble seducing her. But it wasn't just me I was trying to get her to play with, and I hoped to hell I could count on some good old-fashioned reason-inhibiting lust to get her to go along with us.
I received another sign things could go our way as the high-tempo dance mix ended and a slower mix with a nice sensual beat came on. Without hesitating, I stepped up, put my hands on her hips, and began swaying seductively. Becca gave me one of those precious nervous giggles and moved along with me. I leaned in close and her blue eyes widened as our breasts pressed together. It was everything I could do to hold back a moan at the contact, especially when I noticed my nipples weren't the only ones that were hard.
Becca's hands left my hips and started slowly running up and down my sides. I quickly spun and leaned back against her reaching behind me. I wrapped one arm around her neck drawing her face next to mine. Dropping my other arm, I reached around, and throwing caution to the wind, placed it on her ass and squeezed. I felt Becca's breath against my neck when she gasped. I released a breath of my own at how firm her ass was. I could feel her rubbing her breasts against my back as her arms encircled my waist.



I noticed Doug wasn't the only one watching us now. I saw several guys turned around at the bar staring. Doug was going to be getting any dirty, fucking thing he wanted from me for months to come for coming up with this idea! He was smiling as always. I saw him say something to one of the guys next to him, who glanced back at me and then slapped him on the shoulder. I had no issue with his bragging about me. Grabbing Becca's wrists, I gently eased her arms from around my waist and as I began to turn, told her, "Spin around for me."
Becca gave me a big smile and turned around, leaning back into me with an eagerness that had me hoping she would be as eager for Doug as she appeared to be for me. My thoughts were cut off as her firm ass pressed into my stomach. Imitating me, she reached back with both hands and grabbed my ass. This time, I couldn't stifle my pleasure and moaned directly into her ear. She squeezed my ass again and slid back and forth rubbing her back across my aching tits. I reached around as she had done and ran my hands up her sides.
Unlike Becca though, my hands kept moving, and unable to help it, I slid them along the sides of her tits. I felt her tense a little, but when I stopped with my hands just beneath them, she placed her hands over mine and eased them up just enough for me to cup them.
"Oh, honey," I whispered as I nuzzled my face past her hair so I could speak in her ear. "They're amazing."
She giggled. As the music stopped, I placed a soft kiss on the back of her neck. I let her go, and as she turned to look at me, I saw she was as red as her shirt.
"Sorry," I said, taking her hands in mine. "I couldn't resist."
She started to say something, but fate smiled on me again when a ballad came on. Not giving her a choice, I put my arms around her neck and began swaying slowly in time with the music as I stared into her eyes. She seemed nervous but was breathing heavy with her eyes fixed on mine. In an instant, I knew the first part of our plan had worked; she was all mine. We remained silent for a moment. Her, I'm sure because she had no idea what to say, and for me, it was simply enjoying not only our breasts pressing together but looking at Doug over her shoulder.
"So Becca," I began softly, winking. "Are you into girls or just giving me a little tease?"
She blushed again and lowered her eyes. "I...I do like girls sometimes and you're really beautiful!"
"Then, why so nervous?" I asked, trying to keep the excitement out of my voice.
"Because I've only done it a couple of times and with girls my age. You're"—she giggled—"an older woman. I...I'm out of my league."
"Oh, honey, you're just perfect!" I laughed, placing my lips to her ear. "So would you be interested in coming home with me tonight?"
She laughed nervously. "Wow. You don't play around, but uh...sure." She laughed again, and I licked my lips at the thought of that sweet pussy in my mouth.
As the song continued, I guided her around so that she was now facing Doug, and then began swaying back and forth again, keeping her there.
"So," I began, my heart racing, "Do you like guys, too?"
Her eyes narrowed but with a shrug she answered. "Sure, I usually fool around with guys. It's just girls, sometimes." She gave me a big smile. "They make me cum harder."
"Oh, damn," I said, losing my cool for a minute. Seeing an opening for Doug, I quickly recovered. "You know, at your age, I'm sure you're right, but trust me, older guys?" I leaned closer and whispered, "Oh, honey, they can make you cum so hard! They know just what they're doing!"
"Really? I don't know. Being with a guy my dad's age would be creepy."
Crap, I thought, but continued. "Depends what they look like. Hey, see that blond guy in the black shirt watching us?"
"Yeah, he's been staring at us since we've been up here."
"Think he's good looking?" I asked, crossing my fingers behind her neck.
"Umm...yeah. He's cute, really in shape."
"He's old enough to be your father, but he's not creepy is he?"
"I guess not." She leaned back and frowned. "How do you know how old he is?"
"Well," I paused, and thinking that was smooth on my part, here goes nothing, "Because that's my husband."
"Your..." The frown grew bigger and I felt my stomach lurch. "Husband? You're married?"
"Well, you asked if I was here alone and I said sort of?" I tried to laugh but stopped when Becca eased back from me.
I didn't try to hold onto her. As my arms slid from her shoulders, she pointed at me. "So...So you want me to come home with both of you?" She looked back at Doug, and then asked, "You want me to let him watch?"
"I...well I thought that—"
"Oh, my God!" she exclaimed. "You want me to..."—her eyes grew even wider—"do both of you?"
She spoke loudly. I looked nervously around to see if anyone was paying attention. Fortunately, the music had kicked up again and everyone was dancing. I took a quick look over at Doug, and the expression on his face told me he was reading her body language.
"Look Becca," I said, stepping closer to her, "You were really into me and we can have a good time and you like guys, so, I mean..." I smiled and took her hand. "Think of how much fun it could be. We'll go nice and slow and we can start and—"
I stopped when she shook her head and eased her hand from mine.
"I'm sorry, Kim, but that's pretty weird and you guys could be, you know, sick or something."
"Look at us, Becca" I said, not wanting to give up. "We're out here in public. There's a club full of people who've seen us together. We're not looking to hurt anyone. We just really enjoy girls your age."
"You do this a lot?"
"As often as we can!" I laughed then stopped when the look on her face didn't change.
"Well, I'm not into that. I like to have fun, but I'm not a pig. I'm not going to be..." She pursed her lips as she tried coming up with the word. "Used like that."
"We wouldn't be using you!" part of me said to just let her go, walk away, and maybe try with another girl. But she was so perfect! "Just being playful!"
"Sorry, Kim." She turned away.
"Becca, please." I caught her arm. "How about you just come over to the bar and sit with us for awhile. We'll talk and see if you feel comfortable. If not, forget it and..."
She hesitated and looked over at Doug again. I felt my hopes rise, but with a sigh she said, "No. For or all I know you could be filming me."
She crossed her arms below her tits, pushing them out even more, and after staring at them for a moment and imagining what it would be like to suck on them, to watch Doug play with them, I leaned over and blurted out, "We'll pay you!"
"What?"
The second I said it, I knew I shouldn't have, but it was too late now and I pressed on. "We'll pay you. We have money. You're probably in school and could use some help and we..." Becca looked as if she were thinking about it and I told her, "Five hundred dollars."
"Five hundred!" she exclaimed.
I nodded. "Yes! For just a couple of hours. I promise you'll have a great time too!" I gave her what I hoped was a disarming smile and added, "Please?"
"You're going to pay me to..." She suddenly scowled. "What do you think this is a sleazy porno? You guys run one of those hidden camera sites or something? I live at home and don't need any money. Even if I did, I'm not a whore!" She turned and stormed off. This time, I was smart enough to let her go.
I turned around blushing in embarrassment as I made my way through the crowd hoping no one had heard her. We were going to have to get out of here and quick.
"That didn't end too well, now, did it?" Doug asked as I reached him.
"No." Disgusted, I leaned against the bar next to him. "She was really into me, even said she would come back and play with me, but said the three of us would be too much."
"And she got that mad?" He whistled. "Because she looked—"
"I got desperate and told her we would pay her."
He rolled his eyes. "Kim! Are you nuts? It's one thing to just try to hit on her, but soliciting is a damn crime!"
"Shit, I didn't think of that." I shook my head. "I guess we better get going."
"You want to try again?" He pointed. "I saw this—"
"Not after what you just said! Let's just go. It was a good idea, but it didn't work, and now I'm afraid she'll say something." I sighed. "Besides, maybe it's for the best. We should be home watching Jenna while she thinks her parents trust her enough to be unwatched."
"Okay, well I need to use the bathroom, then we'll go." Doug pushed himself away from the bar and started to walk away.
"Hey!" I caught his arm. "Want me to call the agency? We'll be home where we're supposed to be and I'll have them come around the back like they always do in case any of the neighbors are still up."
"Too late." He shrugged. "Maybe tomorrow night."
"But I want to play!" I said, all but stamping my foot.
"I love it when you're bratty." He flipped my lower lip. which I had pushed out at him. "Try and see, I'll be right back."
I nodded and watched as he worked his way through the crowd towards the back of the club. Reaching into my purse, I removed my cell, planning to call the agency. Maybe they would have a red-head available. I had just found the number when I heard a voice behind me.
"Mrs. Wilson?"
I turned around and felt as if someone had hit me in the stomach. Standing in front of me was Jenna whom we were supposed to be looking out for. So much for this being a good idea, I thought.
"It is you!" Jenna exclaimed excitedly. "I was sitting over in the corner and saw you dancing!"
Oh, for the love of God, could this get any more embarrassing? I was trying to come up with an answer when I took a good look at her. My eyes widened, and whatever words were forming in my mind, vanished. Jenna's normally long, straight blond hair had been teased out, giving her a wild appearance. Her perfect full lips were coated in a deep pink. Her large blue eyes, so similar to Becca's, were accentuated by heavy eye shadow as well as mascara.
Unlike Becca who had looked so young, Jenna looked much older than her barely legal status. My eyes dropped down to see what she was wearing. My jaw almost dropped with it. Jenna was sporting a one-piece black dress that was so tight it appeared painted on, her smallish tits propped up well. I swallowed hard at the sight of her nipples poking through the material. Somewhere in my mind, it occurred to me I was staring, but I was completely mesmerized by the sight in front of me.
Jenna's parents had moved in ten years ago and their daughter had always dressed like a tomboy. Not necessarily unflattering, but almost always jeans and tops or an occasional sundress that went to her knees. I certainly had no idea she'd had a body like this! Unable to help it, my eyes worked their way down. The dress ended so far up her thigh that if she sat down and opened her legs, whoever was across from her was going to get one hell of a show. I had no doubt that if she dropped something, it was staying on the floor or the guys behind her would be very happy.
Jenna was tall. Her long, slender legs looked damn good ending in a pair of black stiletto heels with straps around the ankles. Fuck me shoes if I'd ever seen them.
"Mrs. Wilson?"
I jerked my eyes back to her face. After giving her a nervous smile, I said, "Wow, Jenna. I didn't recognize you! You usually dress kind of—"
She nodded. "Plain. I like to be comfortable, but when I come to a place like this I like to, you know"—she winked—"show off."
Getting control of myself, I decided to turn the tables on her. "I thought you said earlier today you were staying home tonight? I know you're eighteen, but with your parents away, you're supposed to let us know when you—"
"Guess you like to show off, too," Jenna interrupted, making a show of looking me up and down. I watched as her eyes seemed to linger for a moment on my tits. Laughing, she declared, "You look hot, Mrs. Wilson." The smile left her face. Looking me in the eye, she added, "Damn hot."
"Oh, thanks." I could feel my cheeks burning, not all of it from embarrassment. The way she had said that and how hot she looked—
Knock it off. This is a girl we used to babysit when she was a kid. In fact we were still sitting her in a way. She wasn't checking me out, and God knows I shouldn't be looking at her, but as she had said, damn!
"So how come you guys are here?" she asked. "Doesn't seem like your kind of crowd."
There was a slight smile on her lips. I felt my stomach turn again. The last thing we needed was her running her mouth to her parents that we were here. Jenna wouldn't know, but they might figure it out, especially if they had ever noticed the occasional young girl coming and going late at night from our house.
"We thought it would be fun." I gestured towards the floor. "People our age are just kind of dull, and you kids have so much fun. We figured we would come try it out for ourselves."
"Oh, so Mr. Wilson is here? I didn't see him."
"Oh, yes!" I said quickly. "I wouldn't come here alone."
She gave me another sly smile. "I figured you were or you would be dancing with him, not that pretty girl."
I stood there hoping my face wasn't betraying my dismay. This was getting worse by the minute. If Jenna had been watching, then she saw how hot Becca and I had been getting. Her parents were old-fashioned and she had always given me the impression that she was a little sheltered, and my little dance had been pretty blatant. Still, I decided to try to play it off.
"Doug doesn't really like to dance. I certainly don't feel comfortable dancing with a young guy, and you know it's always okay for girls to dance."
"I don't know, you guys were getting pretty close." Jenna tilted her head, her smile growing. I frowned. I had the distinct feeling she was mocking me. Starting to sweat, I wondered how long it took Doug to take a leak.
"Well, I—" I tried to come up with something, but she cut me off again, this time with a laugh.
"That's okay. I know what you were doing."
"You do?"
Uh-oh, I thought. Jenna drove that feeling home when she leaned closer and whispered, "You were getting Mr. Wilson all worked up, weren't you?"
The twist in my stomach turned into a sharp stab. I didn't even try to speak as Jenna continued speaking softly. "You were all over her. I saw you kiss her neck and she was into it!" Jenna laughed. "Looked like you were, too. When I first saw you, I thought you were alone and trying to pick her up!"
I could feel her hot breath on my neck and became aware of her breasts touching mine as she leaned in close. As if they had a will of their own, my nipples stiffened despite the awkwardness of the situation. A sense of relief flowed through me when she eased away from me. That relief was short-lived as she leaned against the bar and continued to stare at me with that mocking smile.
"I..." I gave her a sheepish grin. "Kind of yeah. Like I said, we were looking for something a little different tonight."
"Oh, is that what you're looking for tonight?" Still wearing that Cheshire cat smile, Jenna pointed her slender pink-tipped finger and asked, "Just something different?" She added a wink to the smile. "Or something you've done before?"
I looked away from her and two words slammed through my mind. She knows. Or, she at least suspected, but how? Not everyone thought the way we did, unless maybe she just thought I was bi? She was now looking at me, the smile gone, but an expectant look on her face. My eyes trailed over her shoulder, and then I saw Doug approaching. He slowed up just before he reached us, giving Jenna an appraising look from behind. When he looked up, he smiled and gave me a thumb up. I shook my head, but as he came up directly behind Jenna, he said,
"Hey babe, who's your sexy friend?"
Jenna's face lit up. Turning to face him, she exclaimed, "Hi, Mr. Wilson!"
If not for our current predicament, the look on Doug's face would have been comical. His smile fell and his eyes widened. All in all, his face declared nothing short of 'Oh, shit,' and I had no doubt our clever little neighbor would notice.
"Jenna?" he replied weakly. "Wow, uh, I wouldn't think this would be your type of place."
Jenna laughed. "Hey, that's funny; I was just telling Mrs. Wilson the same thing about you guys!"
"Right." He nodded and looked at me.
"I told Jenna how we thought maybe we would see how the younger crowd has fun and stop in for awhile."
"So, Mr. Wilson, you like watching your wife dance with pretty young girls?"
Doug's eyes narrowed. Instead of answering the question, he asked, "Jenna, do your parents know you come here and"—he gestured at her body—"dressed like that?"
"Nope." She giggled. "My parents have no idea about where I go or what I do." She looked back at me with a wink. "Trust me; they would shit if they knew what I did on the weekends, especially"—she placed her hand on my arm, whispering—"when they go on their summer trips." A nasty smile appeared on her face, "Sneaking out of my grandparent's house is really easy." This was followed by another giggle, "Not as easy as being left alone though."
Doug nodded. "That's right! They're gone until Tuesday. Your dad asked me to keep an eye on you so—"
"Well, here I am!" Jenna laughed, spreading her arms out wide and doing a quick turn between us, as if showing herself off.
As she turned from him, Doug looked at me and mouthed, "Oh, my God."
I shook my head, mouthing back, "Don't even think about it!"
He quickly nodded, but his eyes were fixed on Jenna's ass as she finished her turn and faced me, asking, "Hey, can I call you Kim? I mean, I am eighteen, and we are out at a club."
"Sure," I said. "But I really doubt your parents would—"
She rolled her eyes. "Ignorance is bliss." Surprising me by taking my hand, she said, "Hey Kim, wanna dance with me?"
"Oh, no, we were just leaving," I said quickly, ignoring the dismayed look on Doug's face.
"Awww, come on!" she pleaded. "Just one song!"
"You know, Jenna, I don't think that would be uh...proper."
"This place isn't about proper. It's about fun!" She laughed. "Besides, you weren't caring about proper with that redhead!"
"I didn't know that redhead," I pointed out. "Besides..." I stepped away from Doug and beckoned her closer to me.
She eagerly stepped up to me. Lowering my voice, I said, "Besides, you were right. I wanted to get Doug going. A little treat for him, and now we're going to head home."
"Ohh," she cooed, the sound causing a flutter between my legs. "That's a hot thought, because if you don't mind me saying, Doug is fine!"
Ignoring the growing heat between my legs, I smiled. "Thank you, I think so." I gestured at the dance floor. "So, I like to keep him happy, and I did, and now—"
Softly, Jenna said, "I bet you keep him happy. Bet he makes you happy too, but..." She paused then, that nasty little smile reappearing. "I think sometimes you guys need a little more to make you happy."
"Jenna, I have to say I don't like how you're speaking to me."
"Yes, you do. But I get it. You have to put on the show."
"What?" I asked incredulously.
If I didn't know her age for a fact, I would swear this wasn't an nineteen-year-old I was dealing with. She sure as hell wasn't the Little Miss Innocent Doug and I had envisioned her as. Even though I knew I shouldn't do it, I started to imagine what those perky little tits would look like and how her long legs would look wrapped around Doug's waist.
"Speaking of shows," Jenna went on, "How about one more?" She looked over her shoulder at Doug. After giving him a playful wave, she turned back. "Come on, you don't think Doug would like to see you dance with me? Your cute little neighbor acting not so cute? Bet that would really get him going." She sighed. "I know it would get me hot."



She took my hand again, pushing her lip out into a pout. "Please, Kim? One dance?"
"Jenna, I really shouldn't. What would your mother—"
"Think of you and Doug gawking at young girls?" She shrugged. "I'm not sure, but well, you know if we dance, I couldn't say anything to her because—"
"Are you....blackmailing me?"
"Aww, don't be like that." She pouted again. "You keep asking if they know I'm here, so I figured I would do the same thing. Now let's go!" She tugged on my hand. "Just one and I won't ask again!"
I looked over at Doug and saw his eyes locked onto her legs. I had to clear my throat to get him to look up. "Jenna wants to dance, Doug, but can you please tell her we have to leave?"
Jenna turned to look at him. Making a show of looking at his watch, he shrugged. "I'm sure you have time for one."
"Yay!" Jenna cried out. "Let's go!"
I allowed her to tug me towards the floor and shot Doug a dirty look, pointing at Jenna and shaking my head again. He nodded, but with a smile leaned back against the bar eager for the show. I told myself I would keep this one simple, keep my distance, and—
"Hey!" I called out when the second we were out on the floor, Jenna quickly stepped around me coming up from behind, wrapping her slim arms around my waist.
"Hey what? We have to make it look good, no?" she asked as she pressed her small tits hard into my back.
I didn't answer as she began swaying side to side, her hands dropping to my hips and trying to guide me to move with her. After a look at Doug who appeared more excited than he had watching me with Becca, I started moving in time with Jenna, taking her hands and placing them back around my waist. She cooed in my ear. As my pussy heated up, I tried to keep my mind from trying to justify taking this further.
Jenna let my waist go. Placing her hands on my shoulders, she urged me to turn around. I spun to face her and she immediately stepped closer to me. Raising her arms over her head, she did a slow, sexy shimmy all the way down to the floor. I gasped at the feeling of her hands on the backs of my knees. As she began to work her way back up, her soft hands slid all the way up the back of my legs right up under my skirt.
"Jenna, s-stop that," I hissed at her. "I—ow!"
I cried out when she reached my ass and gave it a hard squeeze. She had lifted the back of my skirt up, and I heard several whistles behind me and a guy calling out, "Nice thong!"
I blushed furiously, my eyes following Jenna who had worked herself back up to a standing position. She raised her arms over her head again, but this time, she took her long blonde hair up with it. She began moving faster, gyrating her hips wildly while shaking her head back and forth. Her blonde hair whirled about her, her eyes closed, her perfect lips parted. I swallowed hard at how damn sexy she looked. Unable to help it, my eyes dropped to her tits as she shook them.
Jenna dropped her arms and spun around, driving her ass back into me. She leaned back against me as I had done to Becca. I brought her arms up behind her and wrapped them around my neck. She began sliding back and forth and lowering herself as far as she could without moving her arms and then sliding back up. I couldn't hold back a moan as her bare upper back rubbed my nipples through my dress while her fingers played in my hair. With a start, I realized this girl, who was less than half my age, was completely taking control of me.
I turned my head to see Doug staring at us, his blue eyes wide, his face flushed. Even from a distance, I could see he was breathing hard. I had no doubt he was envisioning Jenna and me naked and writhing together in our bed. I also saw quite a few of the young men and women around us watching. Caught between being humiliated and turned on, the latter won out as I focused on Jenna. She shimmied up and down again, and this time as she came to her feet, I worked my way down to the floor in front of her.
Jenna laughed delightedly and several people clapped and cheered around us. As she had done, I let my hands wander along her long, smooth legs as I worked my way up. I stopped at the backs of her thighs, but couldn't resist placing my hands on her ass over her dress and pulling her into me. Her arms quickly went around my shoulders and we started to sway back and forth, our faces only inches apart. My pussy was starting to drip, and my nipples were aching as her blue eyes stared directly into mine.
Jenna's lips were still parted, and she was flushed and sweating. Her nipples pushed against my dress through the flimsy material of hers, and I told myself to get away from her. But my body wasn't listening and my mind was racing. Christ, she was hotter than Becca, and I had no doubt she was interested. Or was she? If this was some kind of game and I asked her back to our house, there would be hell to pay. I considered turning to look at Doug, but knew he would be of no help. If anything, he would beg me to bring her home—
Just then, Jenna leaned towards me, her head cocked and her mouth opening further. My eyes widened as hers closed and her lips sought mine. I moved my head back, but her hand slid up through my hair holding it long enough for her lips to graze mine. I gasped as those soft, full lips lightly pressed against me. Before I could stop myself, I kissed her back. Jenna released a soft purr that sent a shiver through me. Her tongue flicked out across my lips, then resting head on my shoulder, she whispered in my ear, "Please, take me home with you."
"What?" I couldn't believe what I'd just heard.
The music changed to a ballad. Sliding her arms down around my waist, Jenna rocked back and forth in time to the slow beat. My hands on her arms, I tried not to think of how soft and smooth she was.
"You heard me. I know why you're here, Kim," she said softly.
"We...this is our first time here, Jenna. We're—"
"Looking to pick someone up. I want to be that someone."
Her tongue flicked across my ear. Gathering the last of my senses, I pulled away from her.
"I don't know what you think you know, but I—you're wrong." Turning, I walked quickly off the dance floor and over to Doug.
"What happened? Are we—"
"No!" I snapped in frustration. "Christ, Doug, are you serious? That's Jim and Laurie's daughter!"
He frowned. "Yeah, I guess you're right, but goddamn, Kim. I never knew she was that hot, and I really think she—"
"She wants to come home with us. She knows, Doug. But I told her she's wrong, and now we have to get the hell out of here."
Without waiting for him to respond, I grabbed my purse from the stool next to him. Taking his hand, I led him through the crowd towards the front of the club. We had just passed through the doors and past the guys checking the id's of the kids coming in when I heard my name called. I turned to see Jenna hurrying after us.
"Hey guys, wait a minute!"
"Be firm, Doug," I whispered to him. "We can't!"
He sighed. "You're right."
She reached us. Making sure to keep my eyes on her face only, I said, "Jenna, please, I think you misunderstood what we—"
"Okay, listen." Jenna put her hands up. "Just give me a minute, please?"
"Go ahead," Doug said, causing me to elbow him in the side. "But, uh, make it quick."
"I know you guys were here to pick someone up."
"Jenna, we went through this and you're wrong."
"Kim, my bedroom faces your house. You think I haven't seen those girls come and go?"
Doug stiffened next to me. I did my best to keep looking at her as if nothing were wrong.
"They show up around ten or eleven and then leave a couple of hours later." She smiled. "Always young, always cute, and always dressed. Kind of like me!" She crossed her arms, pushing her small chest further out of her dress. "So, what are they, night maids?" She laughed. "Actually, I think one was dressed as a maid."
I looked at Doug who was nervously chewing on his lip and remained silent as she continued.
"And tonight? You were really hung up on that redhead, Kim, because you didn't even recognize me in the bathroom."
"Bathroom?" I frowned, and then recalled the blonde girl leaning against the wall with her head down on the phone. "Oh, Jesus," I whispered.
"You have a pretty everything, Becca.' Jenna laughed. "You were picking her up. You guys are into playing with girls my age and"—she slowly worked her tongue across her pink lips—"I want to play."
"Okay, look," Doug said. "You're not stupid, and you're certainly not naïve, so I guess we can't deny it."
"Doug!" I elbowed him again, but he went on.
"So, all I can say is I hope you won't say anything to anyone."
"I promise I won't! I've known for awhile and never said anything, even to you guys, but I..." She stopped and looked around at a few kids standing near us. Stepping forward, she put her hands on our shoulders, lowered her head, and spoke quietly. "It turns me on. Doug, I've thought you were hot since I was old enough to know what hot is."
"Listen, I'm flattered but—"
"Then I...well I played around with a couple of girls and now I think about you too, Kim. The two of you are just..." She sighed. "I think about it all the time! And when I saw you guys tonight I couldn't help trying!"
I looked at Doug and caught him staring at me. I could see he was wavering. Taking his hand, I squeezed it and shook my head.
"Jenna, the thing is, we know you. We don't know those girls. That's a big difference. Never mind we've known you since you were a kid. It would be—"
"Even more fun! Come on, you guys know I'm just what you're looking for. You would be lying if you said it wouldn't be a turn-on! Besides"—she looked first at me then over to Doug—"think about it. I'm right next door. Anytime you guys want to, we could just play!" with a soft sigh she added, "You do know my parents are traveling for more than half the summer right?"
"We can't," Doug said, with absolutely no force behind his words.
Trying to pick up his slack, I removed her hand from my arm. "Jenna, go back into the club and have fun. You're right. That's what we enjoy, but—"
"You know what I like?" she asked as if I wasn't speaking.
"What?" Doug asked softly.
"At night after I shower, I lay naked on my bed and get out my vibrator and watch porn on my laptop."
"Jenna, enough," I said, sounding about as convincing as Doug.
"But not just any porn," she continued in a soft purr. "A site called Couples Seeking Teens. It's all videos about people your age playing with girls like me. I get off to them and think of you guys. I want to play!" She pushed her lips out in a precious pout, her lower lip trembling. "Please, I'll do anything you want!"
"We...um..." Doug sighed. "Damn."
"So, how about we get in our cars and I meet you back at your place and we have fun?" She gave me a huge smile. "It's the weekend and my folks are away. I could even spend the night. Wouldn't that be fun? You guys don't do that, but you could with me! Hmm, that would be nice sleeping between the two of you."
That image caused my heart to skip a beat and Doug squeezed my hand so hard it hurt. I looked at Jenna but remained silent knowing the only word that would come out was yes. Jenna looked around. Seeing no one was close to us, she stepped directly in front of me, grabbed my hand, and yanked it up under her skirt. Caught by surprise, I didn't have a chance to resist as she pressed my hand between her legs. "Oh!" I whispered at the feeling of her bare flesh, her soaking wet, bare, hot, and oh, so smooth flesh. She started sliding my hand back and forth, and I could feel the edge of it sliding between the lips of her pussy.
"Hmmm," Jenna moaned. "I took them off, just before I came to see you at the bar. See how bad I want you?"
She pulled my hand from under her skirt. Too stunned to fight her, I watched as she brought it up and shoved it in Doug's face. He placed his nose against my hand and took a deep breath. His eyes closed, he took my hand from Jenna's and guided it under my nose. I took in her scent as I looked at Doug's smiling face, and we both said, "Let's go."
*****
"I can't believe we're going to do this!" I said for the third time since we'd left the club. "Jesus, Doug, what if she—"
"Enough, Kim," Doug said as he sped up and went around the slow-moving van in front of us. "It's too late now. We admitted what we're into, not that she didn't know anyway, and it's not like we don't want to, so"—he glanced over at me and placed his hand on my thigh, giving it a squeeze—"let's go have some fun."
"We shouldn't, but she's so fucking hot!" Shifting in my seat, I felt my thong sticking to my pussy. "God, I'm wet!"
"As wet as she was?"
"Shit, Doug, she was dripping!" I placed my hand under my nose again. "Damn, I can't wait to taste her!"
"Wait's almost over." Doug guided our black Lexus off the exit. "Do you see her behind us?"
I looked into the side mirror but didn't see Jenna's red Toyota.
I frowned. "No. She was behind us just before we got onto the highway. Hey," I said nervously. "You don't think she was screwing with us, do you?"
"I doubt she would let you touch her pussy if she was." He gunned the car through a yellow light and crossed the intersection, turning left onto our street.
"True, but you never know and—"
"Oh, I don't think we have anything to worry about," Doug said softly. "Look at that."
I looked down the street towards our house and saw Jenna's car in her parents' driveway. My heart skipped a beat when I saw her sitting on the swing on our porch.
"Damn, she drives as fast as she moves."
Doug pulled into the driveway. Before he had even shut the car off, I was out of it and heading for our eager partner. When she saw me coming, she stood up and gave me a huge smile. I noticed she had removed her heels. Her toes were painted in the same hot pink as her fingers.
"Where were you, slow pokes?" she asked.
"You do everything fast?" I asked as I walked up the stairs towards her.
"Nope!" She shook her head. "I take my time when it counts."
As I met her on the top step, she looked down at my tits and licked her lips. "I bet they're beautiful," she whispered.
"I bet everything about you is," I said, resisting the urge to kiss her right then and there. I didn't see any lights on around us, but still, no need to take a chance. I could wait another minute.
Doug came up behind me, and Jenna turned her gaze to him and sighed. "I can't believe you're going to fuck me."
"You...aren't shy at all, are you?" Doug asked.
He walked past us, and I had to laugh as he was so excited he dropped the keys trying to get into the house. "Jeez, first day with the new fingers," he joked.
"I bet they'll do just fine," Jenna said from next to me.
Doug got the door open. Stepping to the side, he made a show of waving us in. Jenna walked past me and Doug reached out and took her hand, running ran her long nails lightly across his cheek. As I walked by him, he looked at me and whispered, "Kim, we're not going to regret this."
I took his hand. As we entered the living room, Jenna stood across the room near the hallway. I made my way to the couch and gestured towards it, saying, "Come sit down, honey. You want something to drink?"
Jenna shook her head and laughed. "The only thing I want in my mouth is you guys." As Doug and I exchanged a "Are we dreaming?" glance, Jenna laughed and exclaimed, "And no way am I sitting down. I'll meet you in the bedroom!"
With a giggle that sent my overheated pussy flowing again, she turned from us and skipped down the corridor towards our bedroom. When she reached the door, she turned back to us and rolled her eyes. "Well, aren't you coming?"
"We will be," I said. Casting any semblance of control to the wind, I almost ran down the hallway after her.
Jenna giggled and entered the room. I followed to see her standing in front of our bed, a huge smile on her face. I immediately went over to her. Moving so quickly she caught me by surprise, Jenna threw her arms around my neck and pressed her lips hard to mine. Unlike the club, this was not a teasing kiss. I groaned as my incredibly eager young neighbor all but attacked my mouth. My arms went around her slim waist, and this time, it was Jenna who moaned in her throat as I returned her kiss with equal fervor.
I felt movement next to me and saw Doug ease past me and stand behind Jenna. He caught my eye and mouthed, "Goddamn" as he watched us kiss. My attention left Doug when Jenna's tongue pushed against my lips and I opened my mouth to welcome it inside. We both purred softly as her soft wet tongue danced across mine and we began to rock side to side causing our breasts to slide across each other. My nipples had been aching for the last half hour, and I decided it was time there was no clothing between us.
Slipping my hands down her ass, I grabbed the bottom of her dress and tugged on it. Continuing to thrill me with her enthusiasm, Jenna broke the kiss and raised her arms over her head. I tugged the dress, over her hips when she gave us another thrill.
"Oh, please let Doug do it!"
"Well, hey how can I say no to a sweet request like that?"
Doug slipped his hands underneath mine and I could feel them trembling with excitement. I eased back and watched with baited breath as Doug, with a teasing slowness I had to give him credit for, slid Jenna's dress off.
"Oh, honey." I cooed. "Oh, look at you!"
Jenna's long slender body was nothing short of perfect. Her perky tits were small, but well shaped with delicious looking pink nipples. Those nipples looked as hard as mine felt and each one turned up slightly. Forcing my eyes down, I took in her smooth flat stomach along with the silver barbell pierced through her navel. My eyes then locked onto her smooth, pink pussy peering out at me from between her thighs. Jenna still had her arms over her head showing off and tossing her dress to the side; Doug reached around her and cupping her small tits in his large hands, gave them a squeeze.
"Oh, yes," Jenna moaned. Shoving her ass back into Doug, she ground it against him.
"How do they feel, baby?" I asked, licking my lips.
"Amazing," holding them up, he started stroking her nipples with his thumbs,
"That feels sooo good!" Jenna whimpered.
That sound sent a shiver down my spine, and, I eagerly fastened my lips around her right nipple.
"Oh, my God!" Jenna moaned as I began swirling my tongue expertly around her swollen pink flesh.
I gasped around her precious little nipple when I felt her hand in my hair as she shoved her chest into my face. I sucked as much of her breast into my mouth as I could and was rewarded with another of those adorable whimpers. Doug was still teasing her other nipple and had mover her blonde hair to the side and was kissing the soft skin of her neck. Jenna reached back with her arm and wrapped it around his head, urging him to continue.
Still tonguing her nipple I stared at the look of absolute pleasure on her young face and realized I had far too much clothing on. Releasing her nipple I raised my arms up and sighed, "Me too?"
Jenna groaned as my mouth left her nipple, but then moaned again when Doug quickly replaced it with his thumb. She gave me that eager smile and reaching behind me, unzipped my dress. Her lips found mine and she began to tease them softly as her hands moved to my shoulders and pushed my dress down. When she got it to my waist, her hands went back around me and I felt my heart begin to pound as her fingers unsnapped my bra. I could feel her fingers trembling against my back and she was moaning softly into my mouth as Doug continued to fondle her nipples.
Jenna pulled my bra apart and I straightened my arms for her to slide the straps off. Instead she grabbed the front and yanking it down caused my breasts to spring free.



"Damn their beautiful!" She slid her hands beneath them.
I started to thank her, but all that came out was a loud moan. She ducked her head and her full, pink lips fastened themselves to my hard, rose-colored nipple. Jenna moaned around it as she began to suck it and her fingers stroked my other nipple. Doug was still fondling hers and leaning over I caught his lips and our tongues explored each other's mouths as Jenna worked my nipples. Doug broke the kiss and removing his hands from Jenna's tits, grabbed her shoulders and pulled her up from my breasts.
She groaned in disappointment, but then squealed in delight, when Doug turned her to the side so she was standing between us and we each took a nipple into our mouths.
"Oh, fuck this is hot!" she cried out as she put her arms around us. As I licked her nipple, I looked across at Doug and felt my pussy start to drip watching him tongue that pretty pink nub. My hand slid down Jenna's flat stomach and she whimpered as my fingers began caressing the soft skin of her mound. She gasped and jerked forward as Doug's hand had slid down her back and gave her ass a hard squeeze.
"I think Doug has too many clothes on," I said, grabbing his shirt.
"Oh, let me!" Jenna laughed, and as Doug raised his arms, eagerly peeled his shirt over his head and threw it to the side
"Hmmm," Jenna purred as she ran her hands up and down his chest. "Damn, you're hot!"
"And you're perfect!" Doug exclaimed, and wrapping his arms around her waist, drew her into a hard kiss.
Jenna yelped in surprise, but then moaned as his mouth devoured hers. I pushed my dress down over my hips and kicked it aside. Now wearing just my red thong, I stepped up behind Jenna and moving her hair began kissing her back as I fondled her firm little ass. She cooed delightedly and started grinding her ass back into my hands. I began trailing my lips down the smooth creamy skin of her back. Sinking to my knees behind her, I started sucking on the cheek of her ass. Jenna moaned and I looked up to see she was now leaning into Doug who was still sucking on her nipple.
She was looking over her shoulder at me and grabbing her hips, I turned her so she was now facing Doug. Giving Doug a playful push, I said, "Why don't you sit down for us, baby?"
Doug sat on the edge of the bed, and knowing from experience what I wanted, drew Jenna down with him so she was now bent over in my face. I spread her cheeks open and with no hesitation plunged my tongue into her little pink rosebud. Jenna squealed then called out,
"Oh, I like that! Kim, you're a dirty girl!"
I laughed then started swirling my tongue around the edges of her puckered hole, before pushing it inside. Jenna moaned, wiggling her ass in my face. As I tongued her ass, deliberately teasing myself with the knowledge her deliciously young pussy was just inches from my mouth, I turned my head slightly and looked into the mirror over my bureau. Doug and I had many sexy guests in this room over the years and the mirror was positioned perfectly to be able to watch all the action on the bed.
Right now, Jenna's hands were on his shoulders while he continued to move his mouth from one nipple to the other. His large hands were around her thin waist and I was treated to the sight of myself on my knees behind her, my face buried in her tight little rear. I eased my tongue back and grabbed Jenna's arm just above her elbow. I tugged down on it and said,
"Why so shy, honey? Why don't you see how excited Doug is to be playing with those pretty tits of yours?"
Jenna quickly dropped her hand down onto Doug's bulging crotch and groaned, "Damn, that's hard!"
"All for you," Doug told her. "Well, and my hot wife," he added with a wink in the mirror.
"Nice save," I told him while watching Jenna rubbing his cock through his jeans.
"I want to suck on it!" she said looking up into his eyes. "Can I please suck your cock, Doug?"
"Trust me; you don't have to say please!"
"My parents raised me to be a good girl!" she giggled, then cried out. I had slid my hand up between her legs, and slipped two fingers into her sopping wet pussy. "Yes!" she moaned her hips rocking back into my fingers.
"Oh, Jenna," I whispered as my fingers pushed deep inside of her hot and incredibly tight young slit.
"Faster, please, faster!" she whimpered.
"Why don't you show me how you suck Doug's cock, and if he likes it, I'll go as fast as you want?"
Jenna needed no coaxing and as I slowly pumped my fingers in and out of her juicy little slit, she unzipped Doug's jeans. I smiled at her discovery. "No underwear? You were at the club like that? You guys are even nastier than I thought you'd be!"
"I think we're feeling that way about you right about now," Doug said softly, as he lifted his hips off the bed.
Jenna pulled his jeans down over his hips and down to the floor and I licked my lips at the sight of Doug's long thick cock springing free.
"It's so big!" Jenna cooed.
Quickly taking it in her hand, she began pumping it slowly and I felt a surge of heat flow through me at the look of pure lust on Jenna's face. Her tongue ran slowly over her lips and I held my breath as she lowered her head. Doug moaned softly as her full soft lips wrapped around the tip of his cock and it disappeared between them. I heard Jenna moan in her throat and Doug gasped as with no warning she began sucking his cock fast and hard. My eyes widened at how well she was taking him deep into her throat and I recalled her saying if her parents only knew half of what she did.
Well a lot of what she did must be to suck cock, because she was taking Doug well over half way down with each quick suck and the look on his face was a cross between surprise and ecstasy. I could hear Jenna noisily slurping on his cock and when I saw how wet he was from her mouth; my hand strayed between my legs and began rubbing my clit through my thong.
"Damn, that feels good!" As Doug put his hand on the back of her head, he said, laughing, "But slow down a little, trust me. "It's not going anywhere, and Kim wants a good show."
He pointed to the mirror and I saw Jenna turn her head slightly. I gave her a wink and then moaned as seeing me she slowly eased Doug's cock from her mouth, "How do I look sucking your husband's cock?"
"You are a nasty little thing," I replied, then leaning forward, took my eyes from her and plunged my tongue into the beautiful pink pussy that was winking out at me from between her thighs, Jenna moaned loudly as I got my first taste of our horny little friend. I sucked hard, causing her to gasp and my eyes rolled back in my head as my mouth filled with her sticky juices.
"Don't forget about me," Doug told her.
I angled my head just enough so that I could see the mirror while still probing Jenna's sweet snatch and watched her take his cock back into her mouth. This time she slowly bobbing her head and I started rubbing my clit harder when I saw her looking up at Doug with those big blue eyes as she blew him. I eased my tongue from inside her and took my time sliding it down through the soft folds of her pussy, heading for her clit. Jenna whimpered around Doug's cock and her hips twitches as I stopped and ran my tongue teasingly across the skin just below her swollen pink nub.
I gave that pink button a soft kiss causing another moan to come out around Doug's thick cock and then gently took it between my lips. Jenna whimpered and I started sucking on it while pumping my fingers more quickly in and out of her pussy. Jenna started rocking her hips and I could feel her thighs starting to tremble against my face. She had removed Doug's cock from her mouth and was now running her pink tongue up and down his shaft. She was moaning from the effects of my tongue and her eyes were now closed. There was a look of bliss on her face as she took him back into her mouth that caused me to remove my face from between her legs and crawl around her so I was now kneeling next to her.
Jenna whimpered in disappointment, but when she saw me reach out and begin to massage Doug's balls, she smiled. "You going to share with me?"
"I would love to." Pressing down on the small of her back, I urged her to sink to her knees. "And don't you worry, Jenna, you are going to cum so many times tonight you'll lose track!"
"All I care about right now is Doug coming." She winked as she lowered herself to the floor next to me. "Right in my mouth!"
She punctuated that remark by taking him deep and sliding her tongue out worked her mouth slowly back up, her protruding tongue pressed against his shaft. She removed his cock, and then with another lust-inspiring giggle, pointed his cock at my face. Doug was staring excitedly at me and sliding my tongue out shoved it into the slit of his dick. I pulled it back, taking a trail of pre-cum with me, and as he watched, slurped it back up.
"So hot," Jenna whispered, then yelped in surprise as I leaned over and shoved my tongue between her lips.
Overcoming her surprise, she eagerly sucked on my tongue and I thought she really was a nasty little thing. I slid my tongue from her mouth and after tracing a teasing circle around the head of his cock, took my husband deep into my hot wet mouth. Doug sighed as I took him all the way down to his balls and showing off for Jenna eased my tongue out and started licking them.
"Wow." She shook her head. "You can really suck cock!"
I winked at her then closing my eyes released a soft sigh of my own as I took my time enjoying Doug's long thick cock. I began bobbing my head in a slow steady rhythm and as I did could feel Jenna's eyes on me. A moment later more than her eyes were on me and I moaned around Doug's hard flesh as Jenna's fingers found my right nipple. I heard Doug moan louder and opened my eyes to see that Jenna was massaging his balls as she played with my nipple. Sliding Doug's cock for my mouth, I said, "I guess you have watched a few videos!"
Jenna nodded and with a nasty smile leaned forward and began flicking her tongue along the head of Doug's cock. She was looking at me expectantly and with a nasty smile of my own, I began licking the other side.
"Oh, fuck," Doug groaned as he placed his hands on the backs of our heads.
I barely felt his hand on in my hair as I watched Jenna's tongue dance across the tip of his cock. I leaned closer and our tongues began to graze across each other as we licked and teased his swollen head. Jenna pressed her lips around him and I immediately did the same. I moaned softly as we kissed with Doug's spongy flesh between us. Hoping she would follow suit, I slid my lips slowly down the length of his shaft then back up again. Jenna didn't disappoint me and next time my lips took their slow journey along the length of my husband's cock, Jenna followed suit.
Doug's hips twitched, causing his cock to slide between our lips. I murmured, "Stay still" to Jenna. We stopped, and taking his cue, Doug began pumping his hips, thrusting his cock between our soft lips. I pushed my tongue out so it would slide across his shaft and saw Jenna do the same. Her blue eyes were wide as if she couldn't believe she were doing this. Putting my hand on her back, I couldn't resist sliding it down.
I gave her ass a squeeze, then reaching further, slid my fingers through her wet lips and found her swollen clit. Jenna gasped around Doug's cock, but kept her lips pressed to it. I could feel Doug's thigh shaking against my shoulder. Placing my fingers around his cock, I gently stroked just the base. I withdrew my lips from him and looked up to see he was sweating and breathing hard. He saw me looking, and I asked, "You want to cum for our pretty little friend, baby?"
"For both my pretty friends."
"Hmm, good catch." I winked, then pointing his cock at Jenna, said, "You want some, honey"
"Oh, yes please," she whispered, and took his cock deep into her mouth.
As Doug moaned, I watched with my pussy dripping as Jenna moved her head is a slow rhythm. She was whimpering around his cock as my fingers began rubbing her clit in hard fast circles. She was starting to grind her hips back into me and with a smile at Doug; I ducked my head and began sucking on his balls. His hips jerked and his knee began to move up and down, as he grew closer. My pussy was on fire as my two lovers were both closing in on coming. Removing my mouth from his balls, I eased his cock from Jenna's mouth and took it into my own.
Knowing he was close I sucked him slowly as my fingers moved faster on Jenna's clit. Even as she moaned and rocked against me, she lowered her face and started licking Doug's balls as I had done. Jenna was breathing hard. I saw she was licking slowly, pausing in between to release a high-pitched whimper as her thighs shook against the edges of my hands.
"Oh, Kim," she groaned. "Please...please don't stop!"
I started sucking Doug hard and fast and felt his fingers tighten in my hair. "That's it, baby!" he whispered. "Just like that!"
"Oh...oh!" Jenna kept moaning as her hips moved up and down into my busy fingers.
Doug's hips started rocking, thrusting his cock in and out of my mouth and quickly popping it out, I shoved it in Jenna's face. She obediently opened wide and as she took Doug between those perfect lips, I gave her clit a little pinch. She yelped around his cock. As I began rubbing her clit hard between my fingers, her eyes widened, her back arched, and her mouth opened around Doug's cock she emitted a loud high-pitched squeal.
"Keep sucking, please!" Doug called out.
Grabbing the back of Jenna's head, I gently pushed it down on my husband's cock. Our neighbor's nasty little daughter proved to be a good girl and despite the fact she was still squealing as she came hard into my hand, began bobbing her head. As Doug began to moan continuously, Jenna squirmed against my hand, whimpering as she sucked. My nipples were aching and my pussy was begging for its own release, but right now all that mattered was hearing Jenna squeal in delight and watching Doug move his hips, fucking her willing mouth with his thick cock.
"Oh, fuck yeah!" Doug cried out.
Jenna's blue eyes became even wider and she made a surprised gurgling sound as Doug erupted in her mouth. That look of surprise quickly changed into another look and one that caused my hips to start moving. Jenna's eyes rolled back in her head and she released a moan of pure ecstasy as she began sucking him harder. Doug as thrusting his cock deep into her mouth and I moaned myself at the sight of some of his thick white cum drooling out of the sides of her mouth and down his shaft.
Jenna's bucking against my fingers slowed down and she emitted a soft satisfied purr as the last of her orgasm flowed through her.
"I want some!" I laughed. Grabbing Doug's cock at the base, I yanked it from her mouth.
I was rewarded with a spurt of cum hitting me on the lips before I sucked him deep into it. I groaned as his cock continued to squirt into my willing mouth and also at the sight of more of his cum spilling from Jenna's after greedily sucking down some of his thick cum, I removed my mouth and jerked him off watching the last of his cum spill down his shaft. I received another thrill when Jenna quickly started licking it from his cock moaning as she did.
When Doug's cock had nothing more to give, I released it and grabbing Jenna by her cheeks pulled her into a hard cum filled kiss. We both moaned as our lips parted and our tongues passed Doug's sticky fluid back and forth.
"Fuck, that's hot," Doug said in between deep breaths.
I pulled my head back so there was a line of cum between us and then eagerly slurped it back until our sticky lips were pressed together again.
"Hmm, that tastes good!" Jenna purred as she made a show of licking her lips.
Speaking of licking lips, I was dying to get to hers. Standing up, I grabbed her hand. Urging her to her feet, I told her, "Lie on your back."
Jenna looked at the bed and with another of those perfect giggles threw herself onto the bed on her back. She bounced and laughed as she pushed with her legs, scooting herself further up the bed. I leaned over, and after giving Doug a long kiss, whispered, "Let's enjoy our little friend."
I crawled up along side of her and immediately fastened my mouth around her left nipple. After taking a second to remove his jeans and shoes, Doug crawled up on the other side of her and began sucking her other nipple.
"Oh, shit," she moaned. "God that looks good!"
We both made a show of tonguing her nipples and I watched Doug's hand slide down her soft flat stomach and disappear between her legs.
"Oh, yes!" she moaned, and by the way she started thrusting her hips, I knew Doug had slipped a couple of fingers inside her.
If I had any doubt, his remark of "Damn, she's tight" cleared that up.
I saw him place his thumb on her clit and Jenna cooed in delight and I felt her body relax between us. I looked over at Doug and after kissing her nipple started sliding down the bed. I let my tongue slide along her stomach and saw her watching me a look of anticipation on her face. Across from me, Doug was doing the same thing and as he stopped, teasing his tongue along the swelling of her pubic mound, I slid down between her legs.
I took a deep breath and my eyes rolled at the sweet scent of her teenage pussy and gently spreading her lips flicked my tongue across her clit. Jenna's hips jerked and she moaned loudly. Doug was still fingering her and grabbing his wrist I urged him to go faster. I watched as his thick fingers slid in and out of her pussy and licked my lips at how wet they were. I gave her clit a quick kiss, then holding her lips apart, said, "Want a taste, honey?"
Doug was now lying across her waist, his cheek resting on her mound. With a smile, he slid his tongue out and began licking her pink nub. I watched excitedly as my husband licked Jenna's pretty pink pussy, then added my tongue beneath her clit as he licked the top.
"Oh, my god!" she moaned. "You guys are being so good to me!"
"Damn, she's perfect!" Doug whispered. "And right next door!"
That thought sent my pussy into high gear, and I said, "Honey, you need to get behind me and take care of me!"
Doug nodded, but continued to lick her clit. He sucked her button gently between his lips before releasing it with a loud smacking sound and getting off the bed. I saw his cock was still hard and dripping and I knew where it needed to be, but after I came as hard as my two partners already had. I drew my knees up under my stomach so my ass was in the air and began tracing my tongue in slow circles around Jenna's swollen button. She sighed contentedly and reaching down, placed her hand in my long black hair and began playing with it.
I worked my tongue down through the folds of her soft wet flesh and paused as I felt Doug's strong hands spread my cheeks open. The second he plunged his tongue deep inside my oozing pussy I did the same to Jenna. The two of us cried out, and then again, as I sucked hard, getting a mouthful of her sweet nectar. Behind me Doug had done the same and I heard him groan as well. I started tongue fucking her, just as he was doing, and spreading her wide, started teasing her clit with my fingernail.
Jenna whimpered then gasped when I slipped two fingers inside her hot little box. Doug had removed his tongue from inside me and started licking slowly up and down the length of my pussy, stopping just below my clit.
"Don't tease!" I groaned into Jenna's pussy. "Just suck me off, baby! We'll all go slow later!"
"Oh, later!" Jenna giggled, then caused me to gush in Doug's face when she added, "And tomorrow morning will be even better! God I love to fuck in the morning!"
I felt Doug pause behind me and heard him say softly, "You know, her parents do travel a lot!"



"Yes, they do! Especially in the summer." Jenna laughed, then moaned as I took her clit into my mouth.
I started sucking it in time with my pumping fingers and speaking of fingers, I cried out when Doug roughly shoved two of them into my sopping pussy. He followed that by sucking my clit so hard into his mouth I moaned in discomfort. That feeling quickly gave way to pure pleasure as I got used to it and I began to rock back and forth into his face, as my tongue worked its magic across Jenna's hard clit.
Despite having just cum, I could feel her thighs already starting to tremble and raising her legs, she gave me a thrill by placing her soft feet on my back. I began swirling my tongue faster around her clit, then stopped and gasped as Doug added a third finger inside me and gave my clit a playful nip with his teeth.
"Suck it!" I begged as I felt my orgasm building within me.
Doug did as I asked and the room was filled with the sound of not only his smacking lips as he devoured my aching clit, but the wet sucking sound of his fingers going in and out of my drenched pussy. I could feel my juices dripping down my thighs and began to moan into Jenna's pussy as my back arched and I felt my body teetering on the edge. Doug eased his other hand from the cheek of my ass and with no warning jammed a finger into my ass. I lifted my face from between Jenna's thighs and released a long loud howl of pleasure as I went off like a rocket.
"Oh fuck, baby!" I screamed as my pussy convulsed around his pumping fingers, "Keep sucking!"
Doug continued to work my clit as his fingers pumped hard into both my holes. I screamed again and saw Jenna looking at me in shock as my hips bucked wildly into Doug's face. I closed my eyes and let out a long shuddering moan as wave after wave of intense pleasure flowed through me. I felt my pussy and ass contract around his fingers and released a sharp yelp as I felt my body let go and a gush of fluid squirted out past his fingers and down my thighs.
I rested my head on Jenna's warm thigh and sighed as the orgasm left me completely spent. I felt the bed move and Doug's hand son my hips again. A moment later I cried out in joy as he drove his long thick cock into my needy pussy.
"Yes, baby!" I called out. "Oh, fuck me!"
Doug didn't need any encouraging and as he began pounding away on my sopping pussy, I began sucking Jenna's pussy again as well as pumping my fingers into her as hard as I dared. She immediately began rocking her hips and moaning, "Oh, look at that! Look at him fuck you!"
As I continued to lick, I turned my eyes to the mirror and took in the sight of Doug's sweat slicked, well- muscled body behind me as he relentlessly drove his cock into me.
"I want that!" Jenna moaned. "Oh, please fuck me like that! Please Doug? I'll be....oh!"
She squealed as using both hands and gave her tiny pink nipples a pinch. I felt her back lifting off the bed and sucking her clit hard into my mouth started running my tongue across it while my fingers drove into her even harder. Jenna's thighs were trembling violently and she started thrusting her pussy into my tongue and hand as I coaxed her to cum for me again. It wasn't easy concentrating on what I was doing with Doug's big dick plunging into me, but I so wanted her to cum in my face.
I had no worries about being denied that as catching me by surprise, Jenna clamped her thighs around my face, thrust her pussy hard into my tongue and screamed as loud as I had. I felt her pussy contract around my fingers and she began bucking wildly as her second orgasm tore through her. She cried out again and again and I began yelping into her convulsing pussy as her cries caused Doug to begin to fuck me even harder.
Jenna's pussy clamped around my fingers and a warm wet sensation surrounded them as her pussy gushed from her orgasm. She moaned softly and her body slumped back into the bed. Her legs dropped from my back and she groaned, "Oh, I've never cum that hard!"
"I'll have to see if I can top that!" Doug said from behind me, then after giving me several savage pumps that caused me to yelp with each one called out, "I think our guest wanted me to fuck her!"
"Yes, oh, yes!" Jenna moaned.
Doug slid his cock from my pussy and I smiled at the wet sucking sound it caused. I crawled up the bed and after giving Jenna a quick kiss so she could taste herself from me, rolled over on my side next to her to watch the show. Doug eased up between her legs and grabbing her ankles lifted them up and spread them wide as he began sliding his big dick up and down her wet pink pussy.
"Oh, please don't tease!" Jenna whimpered. "Fuck me!"
"Go easy," I told him. "Let me see it."
Doug eased his cock down and started to slide it inside her. Jenna was so wet he slid back up along her pussy and her whimper of frustration caused me to smile. Reaching between her legs I grabbed the base of Doug's cock and as we exchanged winks eased him into our hot little friend's pussy.
"Oh, it's so big!" she groaned as he eased the entire length inside her.
As I had asked, Doug started slow, easing his cock all the way out to the head and gently sliding it back in. I watched transfixed by the sight of my husband's big dick entering her tight pussy.
"Faster, please." She begged.
Doug started thrusting not just faster, but harder and she moaned and her eyes rolled back as her tight pussy stretched around his cock. I leaned over and as I started sucking on her nipple reached between her legs and started rubbing her clit as he fucked her. I watched while I tongued her swollen flesh as Doug's long thick cock pumped in and out of her. It was glistening from her wetness and I saw she was starting to move her hips in time with his thrusts.
"You ready to really get fucked?" I asked.
"Yes!" she called out. "Nice and hard, fuck me like the bad girl I am!"
"Oh, honey, trust me, you're a good girl!" Doug told her.
Jenna began to laugh, but it turned into a squeal as Doug started fucking the shit out of her.
"Fuck!" she cried out. "Yes, like that! Oh, fuck its big!"
Jenna began to yelp repeatedly as Doug relentlessly slammed his prick into her. There was some discomfort in those yelps, but much more pleasure and the sight of her blue eyes bulging from her face, sent my recently relieved pussy back into gear.
"I think you should get to taste me now," I told her.
Swinging my leg over her chest, I slipped my legs under her arms and eased myself back until we were in a sixty-nine. Jenna continued to amaze me even as she yelped from the hard fucking Doug was giving her. Her arms wrapped around my waist and pulled my pussy into her face. I cried out at the feeling of her soft, wet tongue plunging into my pussy. She swirled her tongue around inside me and then quickly slipped her tongue up to my clit. I could tell by the way her tongue began dancing across my clit that mine was not the first pussy she had licked.
That thought got me even hotter, and as I started rocking back and forth into her surprisingly skilled tongue, I leaned over so my face was over her pussy and opened my mouth. Doug quickly withdrew his cock from her, and without hesitating, shoved it into my mouth. I groaned at the taste of Jenna's pussy from my husband's cock and stayed still as he began to fuck my mouth hard and fast. I easily took him all the way down and looked up at him as he used my mouth. He was sweating and breathing hard, but his eyes were locked on the sight of his wife devouring his cock.
I released his cock, balanced on one hand, and guided it back inside Jenna. She yelped into my pussy as Doug resumed fucking her. Those yelps grew higher in pitch as Doug leaned forward, bending her legs back. Her ass came off the bed. Doug was now drilling her even deeper. Still, her tongue continued to swirl about my clit faster than I thought would be possible. It was obvious she was looking to impress me by getting me off quick and I was more than willing to let her.
I started rocking back and forth into her tongue and letting my weight go, lying across her. Leaning my face down, I stuck my tongue out and Doug moaned as it caressed the length of his cock each time he drove into her. I switched off to licking her clit, and Jenna cried out between my legs. She caused me to do the same as she managed to surprise me again by slipping her fingers into my pussy. I started sucking her clit harder as Doug's cock pumped back and forth two inches from my face.
I could feel my legs trembling and my body already building for another release as Jenna's tongue remained focused on the task at hand. I started licking as fast as I could, now hoping I could get her to come again, this time with Doug inside her. I cried out in surprise and pleasure as Jenna had learned a lesson from Doug and drove one of her slender fingers into my ass. I looked up from her pussy and stared at Doug as I released a long, loud scream and began riding Jenna's face.
Doug grabbed my shoulders, pushing me up into a sitting position. I screamed again as this drove Jenna's fingers even deeper into me. I started rocking faster and harder, grinding my pussy into her face. Part of me felt bad, going this hard, but her tongue was still moving and she was squealing in pleasure between my thighs. I looked down and saw why. While still fucking her, Doug was rubbing her clit hard and her hips were moving as fast as mine.
I reached down to grab her nipples, giving them a hard pinch. Jenna screamed between my legs, and fortunately for me, my orgasm had finished as she stopped licking and was now simply crying out into my hot wet flesh. Doug continued to fuck her and moaned, "So fucking tight!"
Jenna's back arched and she howled into my pussy one more time before slumping back into the bed. Moving as quickly as my tired body would allow, I swung my leg from her and turned around, pointing my ass at Doug. He slipped his cock from inside her, grabbed my hips, and entered me in one smooth motion. I cried out in delight as he began fucking the shit out of me. I looked over and saw Jenna laying there panting. Her face and body were flushed and her blonde hair was dark where it was stuck to her sweaty face.
She looked over at me, and I told her, "Roll over on your knees for me!"
Jenna gave me a tired smile and obeyed, moving next to me. Doug removed his cock from my pussy and Jenna's eyes bulged and she yelped into my face as he drove inside of her.
"Oh fuck, that's deep!" she called out.
I leaned over and started kissing her. Jenna was doing the best she could to return it, but was yelping into my mouth as Doug fucked her. I didn't mind. I loved capturing those precious little squeals. Doug made me emit one of my own as he shifted back to fucking me. I looked at the mirror and took in the sight of the two of us with our asses in the air and thought no wonder he was always smiling. It wasn't bad being Doug.
Doug withdrew from me again and Jenna squealed as he pounded into her. I could hear him breathing even louder, each of his thrusts ending with a small moan. I knew he was close. Sitting up, I said, "Roll her over. I want to see her on her back again."
Doug nodded and grabbing Jenna's hips flipped her over onto her back. She yelped first in surprise then in pleasure as he quickly lifted her legs and started fucking the shit out of her again. I looked down at her admiring the sight of her small tits bouncing and her sweat slicked tight young body. Of course none of that looked as good as the sight of his cock plundering her little pussy. Doug was moaning continuously now and gasped, "I'm going to..."
"Cum for me!" Jenna called out. "Fuck me until you cum, cum all over me! Please!"
There was no holding back from that and after several more thrusts that caused Jenna to scream and the bed to shake, Doug pulled his cock from inside her. I immediately grabbed it and began pumping it hard and fast.
"Oh, fuck yes!" Doug screamed as a huge spurt of cum shot across Jenna's stomach and landed between her small tits.
I jerked him off furiously, watching his cum paint our nasty neighbors amazing body. It splattered all over her stomach and tits and when Doug whimpered softly and grabbed my wrist so I would stop. I leaned over and began slurping it up. Jenna moaned as I looked her in the eye while making a show of sucking every drop from her young flesh. When I was finished, I showed her my mouthful and my eyes widened as she opened her mouth and wagged her tongue at me.
I crawled over to her and opened my mouth. The cum spilled out in a long thick line directly into Jenna's waiting mouth. Jenna took every drop of it, then closing her mouth swallowed hard and opening it showed me her tongue and the fact her mouth was empty.
"Oh, my fucking god," Doug said as he collapsed on the bed next to me. "And you've been right next door!"
"Wow," Jenna gasped as she sat up. "You guys are something. I came three times!" She looked past me to Doug. "I've never been fucked that hard!"
"I...I did what I could. " He gave her a tired smile.
Jenna looked at me as I sat on my knees in front of her "Thank you for letting me come back here, Kim!" She giggled. "Thank you for letting me fuck your husband." She then winked. "And you!" Making a show of licking her lips, she sighed. "You have a sweet pussy!"
"So do you. And I'm glad we let you come here."
"I'll never tell!" she said, turning serious. "I hope you know that! I...want to be able to come back and play again!"
"I don't think we'll argue this time," Doug said as he forced himself to sit up and put his arms around both of us. "So, umm, hey you said you wanted to spend the night?"
With a big smile, Jenna looked at him and said, "The night? I did say my parents weren't going to be home until Tuesday, didn't I?"
"That's right." I nodded as I lay back on the bed.
I grabbed Jenna by her shoulder and pulled her down until she was lying next to me.
"And they go away again next month, too, right?" Doug asked, lying down beside her.
"Yup." She smiled. Rolling over, she put her head on my shoulder and slid her arm around my waist. "For two weeks!"
Doug rolled over slipping his arm around her to place his hand over mine. I placed mine over hers. Jenna sighed contentedly in my ear. "This is going to be the best summer ever!"
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I sat on the couch waiting to hear the tell tale creak of the stairs signaling my landlords inevitable visit. Toying with the locket my mother had given me four years ago on my sixteenth birthday; I stared at the two suitcases on the floor, hoping I wouldn't need them. I shouldn't have to; after all I was a big believer in my namesake and had been doing all the right things. I was a full time student; worked four mornings a week at the diner, didn't party like many of my girlfriends, and was proud to be referred to as a prude rather than a slut by the asshole frat boys at school.
My grades were good; I was responsible, reliable and had my own place. Well now it was my own place, which was the problem. Up until two weeks ago, I had shared the cute little two-bedroom apartment with my former best friend Jen. Former because she had dropped the bomb on me she was moving out to go live with her boyfriend. Not so bad, if she hadn't meant that night, and worse, stiffed me her half of the rent due the next day.
Because wait staff received tips, state law only required we be paid two fifty an hour. Billy, the owner of Kim's Kitchen, was a sport and paid us an extra dollar an hour so between hourly and tips I had been able to pay my half of the five hundred dollar a month rent. I had given Hal my half on the first and told him the story, but he was unsympathetic and started on about how easy he could get somebody else to take the apartment seeing it was only two blocks from the university.
I had to all but beg him to give me a little time and he said he would give me a week to get the other half or get a roommate. I'd put an ad on every bulletin board at school, but had no takers and I'd had to buy books for the semester with the last of my savings. The money accessible money I had left from mom's life insurance had been used to fix the transmission in my car only to have the motor blow a month later. Per mom's will, her attorney would use the rest of the money only to pay my tuition each year.
I had tried to get some of it to get a cheap used car and he seemed to sincerely feel bad for me, but said his hands were tied. It would be a waste of time to ask for help with the rent. My stomach twisted at the sound of the steps creaking from beyond my front door. I held my breath then released it when the footsteps passed my room and headed down the hallway. I had no idea what to tell Hal and truth was he could have the place rented before my bed grew cold.
Hal had a deal with the school that students received a discount from him and the school paid the rest, which was covered in my tuition. This allowed him to charge close to a thousand dollars a month for what really was only worth what we paid. But the lease stated in order to get that discounted rate the rent could not be more than three days late. If this had happened early in the semester I could have found a roomie easily, but this far in everyone was settled in.
I looked down at the locket I'd been fondling and felt that all too familiar burning sensation in my eyes, I glanced over at the cheap end table I had bought at a yard sale and looked at the picture of mom and I taken at my high school graduation.
Mom hadn't come from the best of stock as she'd put it and I was the first in her family to finish high school. The fact I'd graduated with honors and was now in college was a source of great pride for her and she would tell anyone who would stand still long enough about it. Mom had quit school, but when I was barely a year old earned her GED and through a state program to help young mother's received a bachelor of science in hospitality, which had led to her running a local Marriott.
Mom was making good money, but tended to spend it, mostly on spoiling me and going on cruises. She had some money put away, but not much. After all she probably figured she had plenty of time to do that. She certainly hadn't planned on being diagnosed with stage four liver cancer at the age of thirty five. She had passed away six months later, mercifully quick according to the doctors who said she suffered much less that way.
I'd sat and cried by her side and told her many times she was too young, but mom's response had been because of her past many people had though she would never make it past eighteen so for her the last eighteen years had been a bonus. She had made me promise to graduate and continue to do the right things because good things came to people who did them. That's why she had named me...
"Carmen!"
The voice from the other side of the door startled me and was followed by a loud knock. Dropping the charm back against the old baggy Nickelback t-shirt I was wearing, I called out "Coming!"
I took a deep breath and crossed the room on trembling legs. I paused in front of the door and flipping my long brown hair back out of my face, squeezed my locket for luck and opened the door.
"Hey were you sleeping?" Hal asked without so much as a hello, "I knocked twice."
"Oh," I gave him a nervous laugh while stepping back to let him into the living room, "Guess I was just kind of zoning on the couch."
"Zoning or boning?" he leered at me.
Saying Hal was a pervert was like saying the sun was warm. He blatantly stared at every girl in the building and was always making lewd remarks. Most of the time it was under his breath, but he had been pretty forward with me in our last conversation and was already starting in, probably because he knew I was in a bind and wouldn't say anything. As if to enforce my point he had turned around to look at me and was staring at my legs. I was wearing a pair of loose jogging shorts, which combined with my mussed hair and unflattering t-shirt, left me feeling far from sexy, but he was all but licking his lips.
"I told you before, I don't have a boyfriend." I told him as I walked past him.
I could feel his eyes on me and knew they were glued to my ass. What he was seeing I had no idea. I was on the thin side, but had run track throughout high school. I knew my legs and ass were my best feature body wise, which was good compensation for the fact I didn't have a whole lot on top. But I doubted the shorts were showing anything.
"Oh? Cute little thing like you? Why not?"
"I need to work and study, no time for that right now." Sitting down, I pointed at the old armchair across from the couch, "Would you like to sit?"
"I own the place kid, I don't need your permission." He smirked, "So you play a lot of sticky finger?"
"What's that mean?" I widened my big brown eyes, feigning ignorance.
"Oh come on!" he waved his hand at me, "You know."
I shook my head and shrugged and he rolled his eyes. He didn't sit, but instead walked over to the couch until he was only an arm's length from me. Hal was a big guy, around six feet, with broad shoulders and what at one point, was probably a decent set of arms. But his gut hung past his belt and his arms appeared to have as much flab as muscle. His face was always red and he was sporting a pretty decent whiskey bloom as my mother had always referred to the tell tale sign of a serious drinker.
I could smell beer on his breath now and his eyes seemed brighter than usual. That explained his more forward behavior and I did the best I could to try not to look nervous. I wasn't worried he would hurt me, but I doubted I would get any leeway in his current state.
"Well maybe you kill a lot of batteries instead; I forget you girls watch as much smut as guys these days."
"I don't watch..."
"Whatever, your goody two shoes bullshit doesn't fool me. The nicest girls are always the biggest sluts." He paused, waiting for me to bite, but I let it go. He frowned, then with the grin returning shrugged, "Anyway Carmen."
"Karma." I corrected him.
"What?" he asked, while wiping at his watery blue eyes.
"My name isn't Carmen, its Karma."
"Like Sutra."
"Like what comes around goes around." I said with an edge in my voice.
"Ohh, feisty! I like that!" he laughed and I sighed, realizing I should just say as little as possible.
"Well let's see if you're a feisty girl who has the rent."
"I..." As always my hand found my locket, trying to draw strength from it, "I'm sorry Hal, but I don't."
"I gave you an extra week kid." He spread his arms, "You work don't you?"
"Yes, but I had to pay off my books and I have to eat and do laundry and..."
"Maybe you should get another job." The leer was back, "stead of serving coffee you should be showing some of that cute little body of yours and making some real money."
"I'm not like that. But I promise I can have half again on the first and I'm looking for a roommate and..."
"The first? Kid, you think you're going to live here for half?"
"I promise I'll catch up!' My voice cracked and I wanted to kick myself for showing I was nervous.
"You can't pay current never mind catch up and I can have my full rent in no time, I have a waiting list for this place."
"But the students are all set until next semester."
"I don't have to rent to students; I can get full boat from people who work at the school too."
"Please give me some more time Hal, I'll figure something out!"
He sighed as if I was getting to him and lowered his voice, "Look Carmen, you seem like a good kid, but..."
"Karma." I said automatically.
"What's with that weird name anyway?"
"It meant something to my mother."
"Speaking of your mother, why not get the money from her?"
"Because she passed away a year ago."
"Shit don't I feel like a fucking asshole?" he looked like he genuinely felt bad and as bad as it was, I tried to push that advantage.
"My mom named me Karma, because she always believed good things come to people who do good things."
"Do a good deed and get one in return you mean?" he asked, rubbing one of his two chins.
"Exactly." I gave him a big smile and deliberately widened my already large expressive eyes, "So if you were to be a good guy and give me a break then maybe something good will happen to you!"
"I like that idea" He returned the smile, flashing his nicotine stained teeth.
Releasing the locket, I felt my stomach unclench itself, "Good, so I can stay?"
"Sure." He said cheerily, "But seeing you need the good deed from me, you should be the one doing one, right?"
"Um, well...." My stomach immediately began to tighten again.
"And I think you know what you could do for me." Stepping up to the couch so his crotch was directly in front of me he placed his hand on his zipper.
"I don't do those things." I said, shaking my head.
"You don't suck cock? Give me a break kid, I don't buy you're a twenty year old virgin."
"I'm not, but I...I don't just do that stuff."
"Stuff? Grow up honey, it's called a blow job."
My cheeks became warm and he laughed as I blushed. "Man you are a good girl aren't you?"
"I am and that's why I won't do it."
"But it's a good deed to get one remember?"
"It's disgusting." I pointed at the door, "Get out."
"Get out? Kid you don't own the place, I do, and you're late enough for me to kick you out."
"It's blackmail." I crossed my arms and gave my hair a toss.
"Whatever," he unzipped his fly. "Listen Karma, you take care of me, I'll take care of you."
"This how you get your kicks?" I asked, staring him in the eye.
"Not usually; the other girls pay their rent, besides they're slutty and I like slutty, but getting a little prude like you to suck my cock would be a lot more fun."
"I won't..."
"Would it be so bad?" he waved at the apartment, "This is a nice place kid, and you could stay here and all it would take is you getting on your knees and being a bad little girl for a few minutes. Come on, you know you've sucked cock before."
I didn't reply and had to force myself not to grab the locket again. I kept my hands folded in my lap and found myself staring at his crotch. Appalled at what was going on, I turned my head and was now staring at the suitcases. I had nowhere to go. My friends either lived in the dorm or apartments like this where it was against the rules to have other people move in. Where would I end up?
"That's right." Hal said softly as if reading my thoughts, "You'll be on the street and let me tell you, what I'll ask you to do will be nothing compared to what you'll end up doing when the pimps find you."
I looked back at his crotch and to my dismay, began to think about it. I didn't have a lot of experience. My first time wasn't until a month after my eighteenth birthday and I had been dating Roger for over a year before we did it. I'd been with two guys since, both of which I'd dated a few months.
But I'd gotten no complaints from any of them and had to admit I enjoyed oral sex, but I had liked them and they had been good to me. Hal was an old fat asshole who would probably go around telling his friends all about how he got sucked off by the little whore who couldn't pay her rent.
I swallowed hard and told myself I could do it, he'd probably go off in two minutes. It would buy me time to find a roommate and...
"Tell you what, honey," Hal leaned over and I flinched as he brushed my long hair away from my neck so he could speak in my ear. "I'll make a deal with you. You take care of me once a week and you can stay here by yourself and just pay me half for as long as you want."
"I..." I turned my head to look at him,
"I mean it; think about it, not only staying, but the whole place is yours. All you have to do is play around with me on Friday nights and we have a deal, how's that sound?"
I released a startled yelp when he grabbed my wrist and pulling my arm up, placed my hand on his crotch. I could feel he was hard through his baggy jeans and noticed he wasn't small.
"Easy, Karma," he let my hand go, "I'm not going to hurt you, I just want to have fun with you." He tried what he probably considered a sexy smile, "It can be fun, trust me those kids you've been with don't know what to do with a hot little thing like you."
I forced myself to keep my hand on his dick and reaching out with the other, grabbed the snap of his jeans.
"That's a good girl" he told me. "I knew you were a smart kid."
My hands were trembling and I tried to work myself up to pull his pants down and get this over with. I began to tug on his jeans and turning my head away I sought out the suitcases as an inspiration to do what I had to. Instead, my eyes found the picture of mom. I recalled her telling me of her troubled past and some of the terrible things she had done to get by. Removing my hands I shook my head.
"Kid, this is your last chance." He said in a tone that told me he wasn't kidding.
"You know." I fought to keep my voice steady. "Like I said what comes around goes around and if you make me do this then something bad might...."
"Karma, the only thing that should be cumming around is my cock all over your pretty face, now we both know you need this, so stop pretending you're not going to do it."
I looked up into his eyes and taking a deep breath braced myself for what was to come and began to slide off the couch.
*****
"Excuse me, Miss?"
I jumped at the sound of the voice in front of me, and then released a sound somewhere between a squeal and a scream at the feeling of someone grabbing my shoulder. Before my eyes were completely open I was bringing up the small can of pepper spray I'd fallen asleep with in my hand.
"Whoa!" The man, who to my chagrin was a police officer, raised his hands, "Easy Miss, I didn't mean to startle you."
"I...I'm sorry sir." I exclaimed, putting the spray down next to me on the bench I'd chosen as my bed last night.
"That's okay." He said, "I shouldn't have touched you, but you know you're not supposed to be sleeping here, right?"
"I know." I gave a small shrug, "But I got thrown out of my apartment last night and I really don't have anywhere to go."
"Last night?"
"Yes, I...I couldn't pay my rent." And had decided not to offer services for it I added to myself.
Hal had stared in disbelief when I'd stood up from the couch and grabbing my suitcases took them into the bedroom and began throwing my clothes and other small belongings into them. He watched me pack, probably hoping I would change my mind and when I dragged the suitcases past him and tossed my keys at him he declared, "You'll be back you little slut and you better be crawling because it'll save you the time to get on your knees for me."
I'd resisted the urge to tell him to go fuck himself. I was raised better than that. Well, okay, my throat was so tight I was afraid I would cry and wouldn't give him that satisfaction. I'd lugged the suitcases down the road and past the university, heading for the diner, figuring that wherever I stopped for the night I wanted to be close to work. When I could no longer keep the cases off the ground I spotted the benches in front of the Hilton and sat down planning on just catching my breath.
But by then it had been after eleven and the street was quiet and I'd decided to close my eyes and see if I could sleep. After all benches and I were about to become good friends.
"What's your name, miss?"
"Karma, sir."
"Well Karma, you certainly don't look like the usual type I find on the benches, but I still have to tell you to leave. The manager of the hotel saw you and called it in." he shrugged, "They're pretty snooty around here."
"Sorry." I said meekly and slipping the spray into the pocket of the jeans I'd slipped on over my shorts grabbed the handles of the suitcases. "I...I won't do it again."
"You really have nowhere to go? No family or friends?"
"No family and my friends can't let me stay, they all live on campus."
"Well I wouldn't suggest sleeping on benches. You'll get arrested in the decent parts of town and that would be a good thing compared to what might happen if you sleep in the park or other parts of town."
"I...I don't know where to go!" I fought to keep from sobbing, how the hell was this happening to me?
"There's a woman's shelter over on Elmwood Avenue. They might be able to find you a place." He watched as I nodded dumbly still wondering if this wasn't just a bad dream, then asked, "Have you eaten yet?"
"No." My stomach reaffirmed that response with an ominous grumble and it hit me I had been too nervous to eat dinner last night and had not thought to grab any food from the cupboard.
"Well Crossroads is only a few blocks that way," he pointed across the street. "They serve a hot breakfast and dinner."
"A soup kitchen." I said softly my eyes filling up. "I can't eat there."
"You don't look like you've ever had to, but it's a meal."
"I just...can't."
"Your choice Karma," he shrugged, "But let me tell you something, humble pie is a lot more filling than chewing on your pride."
His words stung and his face had changed from one of sympathy to a slight smirk. Probably thinking I felt I was better than my circumstances. I nodded and standing, grabbed the suitcases.



"Thank you for your help." I told him, "I..."
I stopped and my eyes widened as his words echoed in my head; humble pie, pie...
"Shit!" I exclaimed, digging my phone out of my pocket and looking at the time.
"What's the matter?"
"Oh no!"
It was eight fifteen and I was supposed to be in work for seven. Since my car shit the bed, I'd been busing and was late almost every day and Billy kept threatening to fire me. Even if a bus drove by me right now it would have to go downtown first and I would get there well after nine.
"What is it?" The officer repeated.
"I overslept and I'm late for work!"
"You work?" he raised his eyebrows skeptically.
"Yes!" I snapped, "I know what you probably think of me, but I'm not like the rest of the people with no place to go, I go to school too!"I fought back another frustrated sob, "I'm going to get fired!"
"Where do you work?"
"Kim's Diner and its ...."
"I'll give you a ride, how's that?"
"You will?" I asked, surprised.
"Sure," he nodded, "I know everyone thinks cops are around just to write tickets and act like jerks, but we are here to help when we can and at least I can help you, most people in your place I can't."
"Thank you officer!" I had to resist the urge to hug him, "This means so much!"
"Well," he gave me a wink, "I figured with a name like yours it can't hurt to be nice to you,"
It was eight thirty five when I got dropped off by the officer who'd told me his name was Rob and also let me know that Crossroads had beds, but they were first come first serve and they may be full. That thought caused another feeling of the surreal; a homeless shelter? Nevertheless, I thanked him and after I got my bags out of the back seat, started to walk towards the entrance to the diner. I stopped when it dawned on me how it would look; coming in with the suitcases.
Ducking into the alley alongside the diner I walked around to the back and was relieved to see the back door was open to let some air in. I entered quickly and saw my luck had held out. Billy was busy in front of the huge grill and while his back was to me, I moved as quickly as I could across the room until I had reached the storage room. I slipped inside and closing the door fumbled around in the dark until I found the string attached to the lone bulb that lit the room.
Placing my grey suitcase on a box I opened it and removed the less wrinkled of my three black Kim's Diner t-shirts and stuck my name tag to it. I stripped last night's clothes off and pulled on my black jeans. I tugged the shirt over my head and frowned as I caught a whiff of something funky. I rolled my eyes when I discovered it was under my arms that smelled funky.
Grabbing my deodorant the thought of where the hell was I going to shower tried to creep into my head. Talk about taking the little things for granted. With that in mind I took a minute to plug my lap top and phone into the outlet behind one of the long unused racks and closed the lid of the suitcase over them. Picking up a couple of empty boxes that I swore had been there since I started two years ago, I placed them on top of the case and shoved the other behind the rack.
I let my hair out of its pony tail and trying not to think about the fact I hadn't washed it since the night before last, I peeked out of the room. Billy was now at the tall counter and yelling at Maria that the eggs had been there so long they were turning into chickens. Exiting the room, I closed the door and walked quickly up behind Billy as if I had just come in.
"Morning!" I declared with false cheer.
Billy turned around and seeing me began to clap, "Way to go kid, you actually made it!"
"I'm sorry! I missed the first bus and..."
"Karma for the last two months you've been late more than you're on time." He pointed out while wiping his greasy hands off on an apron that looked as if it hadn't seen a washing machine in this decade.
"I know, I promise it won't..." I stopped when he made a farting sound with his lips.
"Man if I had a buck for every time you said that, look, I like you, the other girls like you and the customers like you," he grinned, "Especially one in particular."
"Oh, stop that!" I waved my hand, "I could be his daughter."
"If I could I'd be all over a girl my daughter's age," he sighed, "But I suppose only way that would happen is if I paid for it."
"Well," I started to walk past him, "Let me get out there and..."
I stopped when Billy put his hand up.
"Seriously Karma, it's not fair to Maria and Pat. I start you at seven because from seven to nine is our busiest time. We were so jammed today I had to go out and pour some coffee. Now I think we both know, no one wants to see my ugly ass out there."
"I'll be on time." I said, "You have my word."
"Until tomorrow." He shook his head, "I'm thinking of cutting one of your weekday shifts, Maria could use more hours and..."
"No please don't!" I couldn't lose any hours, my only hope of getting a place was to try to bank my pay and somehow live on as little as possible. "I really need the money!"
"Then you should be on time! Christ, you're over an hour late."
"I'll do better! I...I'm living closer now."
"You moved?" he narrowed his eyes.
"Yeah, I'm over near...the Hilton!"
"But you were even later today," he pointed out.
"Different route, this bus runs later and..."
He was staring down at me and had crossed his arms over his chest. His body language was trying to tell me he was still mad, but his eyes didn't seem as angry.
"Please Billy?" I pushed my lip out into a pout, "Please give me another chance?"
"Don't do that!" he snapped.
"Do what?" I made my already big brown eyes even wider.
"You know, that's not fair!"
"I don't know what you mean, but I'm awfully sorry Billy, please, please?" I was now using a little girl voice and with a disgusted grunt he threw his thumb over his shoulder,
"Get your ass out there and you better be on time tomorrow!"
"Thank you!" I stood up on my toes and gave him a peck on his unshaved cheek before heading past him,
"Well at least I can tell people a girl half my age kissed me today," he muttered.
"And for free," I added then quickly scooted through the swinging door and out into the diner.
"Well, look what the cat dragged in." Pat said from behind the cash register as I walked up to the counter.
"Yeah, I know, I'm late."
"And you do look like the cat dragged you in," she grinned at me, "You're a mess honey, was he worth it?"
"I was alone last night." I told her while grabbing menus to take over to a couple who were just sitting down.
"Please, over an hour late, no makeup, hair's a mess." She laughed, "It's been a long time, but I remember those nights."
"Um, sure." I shrugged, "You're right I stayed out all night. He gave me a ride in," I winked "and dropped me off!"
Pat laughed and gave me a smack on my ass when I walked by her and started over to the couple.
"Too late sweetie," Maria, smirked cutting in front of me and heading over to the table that was in my section.
"Number twelve is mine," I said just loud enough for her to hear.
She turned around so quickly I almost bumped into her and stuck her finger in my chest, "Not when you're an hour late sweetie. Your ass should have been fired, but I guess Billy likes looking at your cute little ass."
"No, it's because I..."
"I had to cover your section for the last hour and I'm taking this one too. I can't get any more hours cause of you so I may as well get some extra tips seeing you can't tell time."
She turned away and I noticed the people at a couple of tables near us were staring at me. I gave them a forced smile as if nothing were wrong and headed back to the counter.
"What's wrong with her?" I asked Pat.
"She is." She laughed, "You know Maria, not happy less she's not happy."
I looked around and seeing the diner was a slower than usual for this time of day. rolled my eyes. I needed my tips now more than ever. Well I hadn't been kidding I would be closer to work from now on, the shelter was only a few blocks away if I could bring myself to go there. Grabbing a towel from under the counter I gave it a squirt of Windex and started wiping the already clean countertop for something to do.
"Besides," Pat continued, "You were really late today and the place was swamped just before eight."
"Looks dead now." I glumly surveyed the mostly empty diner.
"It was a bunch of people all heading off on a tour or something. But you know why I really think Maria is mad?"
"Why's that?"
"Well," Pat began with a big grin, "It's just before nine and I think Maria thought she would get a chance to serve your best regular."
"Joe?" I was confused, "Why is that a big deal?"
"Karma, are you really that naïve?" she paused then with a laugh placed her hand on my arm, "Never mind, I forget you really are oblivious."
"Thanks," placing the rag under the counter I started checking the salt and pepper shakers along the counter.
Apparently with nothing else to do at the moment Pat followed me.
"Don't take it the wrong way; I think its part of what makes you so sweet. So do you want to know?"
"You're going to tell me anyway."
"Of course I am, when you get to be on the wrong side of sixty like me all you have is gossip."
"So cluck away then," I told her while opening a couple of jars of sugar to refill them.
"Honey, Joe's about five years older than Maria, he's good looking, he's a nice guy, he makes damn good money and ever since his wife past two years ago Maria's been trying to line him up in her sights."
"Oh." I nodded while pulling the bag of sugar out from under the counter and trying to pour it into the jar without spilling any. "So why be rude to me?"
"Joe asks for you specifically and that pisses her off because you have no interest and she does."
"So what am I supposed to do, let her take care of him?"
"No, he's been coming here since the place opened, hell Billy's daughter Kim used to wait on him and his wife everyday and she moved to Florida had to be almost twelve years ago. He's Billy's best customer, rumor has it he even helped him get the loan he needed a few years back to stay open, who Joe wants, Joe gets."
"That must suck, coming here alone and missing his wife every day." I rolled my eyes looking at the sugar all over the counter. "Don't know if I could do it."
"You're seeing it wrong, he had good memories with her here and its how he keeps them alive." She sighed, "Remember you're talking to someone who lost their husband five years ago."
"Sorry. I didn't mean to sound like a jerk."
"You're not and I'm sure you have things that make you smile and think of your mom." Pat put her arm around my shoulders and said softly, "She's proud of you Karma, school, work and you're the sweetest girl I know."
"I'm sure she would be proud of these days," I muttered slipping out from under her arm.
"As long as you do the right thing she will."
That caused me to pause. Pat was right, Mom would be more proud of me sleeping on a bench than blowing some pervert in trade for rent.
"Thanks Pat."
"For what?"
"For what you said, I needed that."
"Okay, glad I could help." She stopped as Maria bustled past us, giving us her best, "Must be nice to stand there and do nothing look" when she'd past, Pat continued, "But you never let me finish. Maria is mad at you because you're young, you're pretty, all the customers like you; especially the guys and" she winked, "Especially Joe."
"You too?" I waved my hand at her, "Billy made that same crack, Joe just likes to chat with me, he doesn't want to you know, do anything with me."
"Don't be so sure, Karma. He's single now, in his late forties, money, he's the perfect sugar daddy type."
"Joe's not like that." I snapped, "He's a good man, not some pig."
Pat smiled causing her brown eyes to all but disappear in the wrinkles that action caused.
"Hmm, maybe it's not just Joe that has some feelings."
"Not true." I told her, making sure I said it calmly, "I like him as a friend. He came to my mom's wake and funeral and sent flowers too. He's just a nice guy, why doesn't anyone ever think someone can just be nice?"
"Because we've been around longer than you, but like I said, stuff like that is what makes you so adorable." She shook her head, "And I was only kidding earlier, I know you weren't out screwing or on some bender, you were probably up all night studying."
"I might have been with a guy." I gave my head a shake," I am cute you know."
"Nope, you have no boyfriend and would never just hop in bed with someone you just met. Am I right?"
"Right." I shrugged, "What can I say, I'm a prude."
"Nah, just a nice girl." Pat laughed again, "So I guess you prove your own point you make me believe you're that nice."
"Lead by example I guess."
"And just so you know, if Joe was interested it doesn't mean he's not nice. It means he's a nice guy who is into a nice girl."
"Joe's way too old for..."
"Watch it honey, I got fifteen years on Joe."
"Okay, sorry."
We both looked up at the bells jingling, signaling the door opening and Joe walked in.
"Nine o'clock on the dot." Pat said, "For over ten years you can set your clock by him." she nudged me with her elbow, "You could learn from that you know."
She released an exaggerated sigh, "I wouldn't mind being Joe's second wife that's for sure, but I'm thinking he's looking to go younger these days."
I ignored her remark and watched Joe make his way through the diner. Despite the heat he was wearing a suit as he did every day. This one was basic black accompanied by a tie of the same color. The shirt however was a stunning shade of teal that seemed flashy for a guy in his late forties, but he pulled it off. Aside from the shirt everything about Joe was old fashioned and professional.
His shoes were always polished, his salt and pepper hair, which these days was leaning more towards salt, was brushed back with nary a hair out of place. He was always freshly shaved and his tie impeccably knotted even though he didn't go in until after ten these days. Something told me the tie was knotted well before he left his house and stayed that way until he got home.
"Hey Joe," Maria called out, "Got an empty table for you right here," she followed that comment with a big smile as she leaned over and wiped the already clean table off.
That move caused her more than ample chest to almost fall out of the low cut black shirt she was wearing.
"Guess she's trying to interest him in today's special." Pat chuckled.
"Hey Pat, how about some more coffee?" A voice called from the other end of the counter.
"Well gotta run, just watch the look on Maria's face when she gets blown off cause he don't want to be blown off."
Pat turned around and grabbing a pot of coffee headed down the other end.
"Jeez Karma, I think you scared away the business." Billy said, leaning his forearms on the window he placed orders on. Maybe you're bad Karma today."
"You've said that a hundred times, since I've worked here," I said without looking at him.
"Well do something good for once and I'll change it, how's that?"
I resisted replying to him. It wasn't about not giving him the satisfaction, but I knew he did it as part of his grouch persona he worked hard to keep up. He started to say something and I said, "Yes sir, sorry sir, don't beat me sir."
That got a few laughs from the regulars at the counter, but I was watching Joe saying something to Maria. She was leaning with one hand on the table, thrusting her hip up while pushing her chest out. Joe flashed the big easy smile that was always either on his face or looking as if it were about to be. He said something to her and gestured towards the counter.
Maria looked over at me and if looks could kill my ass would be six feet under. But when she looked back at him, she gave him a smile and nodded okay. Joe approached the counter and as he sat down, I walked over to begin our morning ritual.
"Must be nine," I said, "You wouldn't be here a minute before or after. So," I gave a mock sigh, "Whatever will it be today?"
"Hmm," Joe made a show of perusing the menu as if he were going to order something different. "Well now the special looks good; prime rib hash what do you think?"
"Nope, that's how Billy gets rid of the prime rib he doesn't sell for dinner the night before."
"Oh." He nodded, "Good looking out as you kids say. Well I guess that means I'll go with..." he closed the menu and laughed, "The sunrise special."
"Wow, you haven't had that since yesterday," turning I yelled, "Billy, Joe just ordered."
"Sunrise special coming up!" Billy shouted back.
"And to drink?" I raised my eyebrows.
"I think I'll have a cup of me, how's that?"
"Not funny today, or yesterday or a year ago." I told him, "You need new material or at least one other joke."
"Keep it up the joke will be your tip young lady." He said, his blue eyes twinkling, "So how's things?"
"Same as yesterday." I lied while pouring his coffee.
"You sure? You look tired." I'd barely finished filling his cup when he lifted it and took two swallows of the hot coffee as if it were cold water.
"Studying." Boy this lying thing was getting pretty easy.
"You sure," he lowered the cup and his eyes probed mine, "You look nervous and since when don't you have one of those things in your hair? I forgot what you call them."
"A scrunchi and I was in a hurry."
He'd raised his cup again and placing it back on the counter tapped it.
"Jeez Joe I've never seen anyone drink so much coffee so fast." I told him, refilling the cup.
"Guess I'm appropriately named," he grinned, "Now how about you tell me what's wrong?"
"Nothing at all." I said as my fingers found my locket and started rubbing it.
"Then why you rubbing your locket?"
"Huh?"
"You grab that whenever you seem nervous. In the world of poker it's called a tell, so fess up."
"Nothing really," I let the locket go, but my laugh sounded phony.
"School okay?"
"School's great." At least that was not a lie unless I totally tanked my finals in two weeks My GPA would be close to four.
"Orders up Karma." Billy hit the bell behind me, "Hey Joe, how's tricks?"
"I'm neither a magician nor a pimp, so I wouldn't know." Joe laughed at his own joke.
"Not a comedian either," Billy told him, "Good thing you don't have to be funny to count money."
"Or a chef to run a diner." Joe countered.
"Ouch," Billy laughed, "Good thing I already spit in your eggs."
"In this place I heard that's called seasoning!" one of the regulars called from down the counter.
"Funny," Billy muttered, "But you guys all keep coming back."
"We come for the ambiance," someone yelled.
"I come for the company," Joe winked at me, "And the view."
"I thought you came here cause you have OCD and can't change." I told him, but smiling nonetheless at the compliment.
"Views better over here." Maria said from the table behind Joe.
"Yeah, but everyone's seen it." Billy quipped causing half the diner to explode into laughter.
To avoid anymore jealousy on her part, I didn't look over to see the expression on her face. Instead I turned around and going to the window went to grab Joe's food. I knocked over a bottle of ketchup someone had left on the counter in front of it and bent over to grab it. Fortunately the lid was still on, but when I was picking it up, I looked into the metal fridge under the counter. In its reflection I could see Joe staring directly at my ass.
Or he seemed to be, I really didn't think he had any interest in me. For the hell of it, I stayed bent over pretending to fumble with something and moved my ass back and forth slightly. I saw him grin and felt myself start to flush; he really was checking me out. Apparently so was someone else "Hey Karma, pick something else up, that was the best show I've had in awhile."



"Knock it off, she's a good kid." Pat came to my defense.
"Yeah, they all are."
Ignoring the remarks, I grabbed Joe's food and when I placed it in front of him; I saw he had killed another cup of coffee. I didn't need to be asked and pouring him a third cup remarked, "Damn, Joe you must be up all night."
"Honey, its been a long time since I've been up all night."
"You mean you can sleep with all the coffee you..." I stopped and felt the blush returning, "Oh, um I get it."
"I don't." Joe smiled, "That's why it's been awhile."
I gave him an awkward nod and his smile widened, "I love it when you blush, you truly are a breath of fresh air."
"Thanks, I guess." I looked around and seeing no new customers coming in leaned against the counter, after now business was a trickle until lunch and I had to leave at one for class, today would be a lousy day for tips.
"So you never told me what's wrong?" Joe reminded me while spreading strawberry jam on his toast.
"I did, I said nothing."
"School's good?"
"You asked that already."
"Is it," he lowered his voice, "Your mom, you missing her?"
"Every day." I said softly, "But most days its good stuff and I'm okay."
"I know that feeling well." He frowned, an expression that seemed out of place on him. "All too well." He shook his head as if trying to dispel the upsetting thoughts entering his mind then continued, "Boy trouble."
"No, the only all nighters I have are from studying."
"Nice try, but I don't blush. Difference is I'm old and used up, you're way too cute to be spending every night alone." My face started to heat up again and he laughed, "You are way too easy."
"Nope, I'm a prude remember?"
"I prefer to think of you as a good girl, they're rare these days. So what's the problem? Billy treating you okay?"
"As okay as he treats anyone," I shrugged. "He rides me for being late, but I can't blame him."
"Well that will change now that you moved." Pat said walking behind me.
"How did you know I moved?"
"Heard you with Billy," she shrugged, "Remember all I have is gossip."
"You moved?" Joe asked, "When?"
"Um, yesterday, that's why I look kind of crappy."
"Then why didn't you say that?"
"I don't know."
"Where did you move to?" he picked up his cup and I resisted grabbing my locket while watching him chug the coffee.
"Closer."
"Closer where?"
"Near the Hilton."
"Are you getting something off the rent through the school like the other place?"
"No, not really."
Then why the move?" his eyes narrowed, "Everything okay?"
"I, well I had a problem with the landlord and decided to leave." At least that was pretty much the truth.
"Is it settled, you need any help?"
"I'm fine, Joe really."
"Okay, well just make sure if you need a little help you ask okay?"
"Okay."
I poured his fourth cup of coffee and wondered if Joe would lend me a month's rent and if he did would Hal take it? No, even if he did, I couldn't pay it back and would be right back at square one next month.
"So is your new place nice?" Joe asked, already bringing the mug to his lips.
"Yeah," I gave him what I hoped was a convincing smile; "It's a lot bigger than my old place and has a great view of the park."
*****
I looked up from my laptop and checked to see how much time was left on the dryer. I saw it was a half hour and leaning back in the chair thought about how much I used to hate the Laundromat. I'd always thought it was a long boring ordeal, but since I'd had nowhere to live I had come to appreciate it as a place I could stay for a couple of hours and not be bothered. I'd started doing laundry more often so I knew I had somewhere to go for a little while.
It had been three weeks since I'd decided not to whore myself to Hal and things hadn't been easy. Because I had a job I knew I wasn't as bad off as the other people I had seen sleeping on benches and in the parks. I could at least buy a cup of coffee and a meal if I had to. The first couple of days I'd been homeless I had lugged my bags everywhere with me until I remembered the gym I had a membership to offered lockers.
It was twenty dollars a month to rent one and although it hurt to part with the money it was worth it. The gym was a twenty minute walk from Kim's and each day I got there early, did a half hour work out to not look suspicious and after using one of their showers grabbed my clothes for the day out of the locker, along with my book bag and lap top and headed over to work.
The four days I worked were easier on me. The six hour shifts gave me a place to be as well as a way to try to save enough to get into a small apartment. I was also able to eat a meal there and make a couple of sandwiches for later. Two of those days I had class and that was another three hours I wasn't wandering around. The rest of the week I did what I could to try to hang out with friends from school, savoring every moment I could be in someone's house.
Here and there I got lucky and was able to sleep over, but didn't want to look bad and keep asking. After four nights of sleeping outside, I swallowed my pride and went down to Crossroads. I got lucky the first week, getting a bed each night, but more and more families were coming in and those with children received priority for the beds.
When they had no room I slept wherever I thought I could while still being somewhat visible. There were far too many stories of women being beaten and raped in the park at night to try that so I spent nights sleeping sitting up on the benches of bus stops and a couple of times at the train station until the security guards began to recognize me and started throwing me out. Speaking of being recognized I had been lucky so far that no one I knew had ever seen me camping out anywhere.
Tonight I was going to try the shelter again. It was only four and once my laundry was done I could get there by five. If they had no beds I could at least get a decent dinner then go wandering off in search of somewhere not the street. I was in a catch twenty two with the money I did make. On one hand if I put most of my money in the bank I could afford to get into the building near the diner that rented weekly apartments. The rent was literally my entire paycheck, but I would have a roof over my head and only have to worry about eating.
The semester was over in a couple of weeks and if I could squeak by for the summer I would be able to get into an apartment similar to where I had been with a roommate. But that was going to be a twelve weeks stretch of hoping my tips would give me enough to pay rent every week. The other problem was I had to spend some money. I needed clean clothes and bus fare to get to school. A few nights I had missed dinner at the shelter and bought something. I would only spend a couple of dollars, but they added up.
I jumped when the buzzer on the dryer went off and taking my time folding the clothes thought for the thousandth time that I was lucky it was decent weather, this would be hell in the winter. I packed my clean clothes in the smaller of my suitcases I had brought with me and unplugging the lap top and my phone from the wall left the Laundromat and headed for the shelter. I made good time walking and got there before there was too much of a line.
I walked up behind an old man who smelled like he'd rolled around in booze and as I always did put my head down, trying to avoid eye contact or conversation with anyone. It's not that I thought I was better than they were, but I didn't look like them and had gotten some unwanted attention from some of the guys. More than once their comments and lewd stares had caused me to leave the shelter and head off without eating as I didn't want them sitting with me or trying to follow me.
I glanced up when the guy in front of me began shuffling forward and saw they had opened the doors. Keeping my eyes lowered I followed the line into the large cafeteria. I picked up a tray and staring down at it tried not to think about unfair this was, that I tried to do the right things and had ended up like this. The fact I had gotten tossed for not wanting to give an asshole a blowjob added to my frustration. That pig had a place to live and here I was taking free food from a shelter.
I picked up a bottle of water from a large barrel and placing my tray on the metal counter looked down at what the options were. I had decided on what they passed off as lasagna when the person serving it walked away, heading down to the other end of the line to pass out pieces of fruit.
"Hey, can we get someone else out here?" A woman server called towards the kitchen, "I need another pair of hands."
I had just reached her and held my tray up for her to put a couple of tablespoons of corn onto it when I saw an all too familiar face come out of the back room, slipping on a pair of rubber gloves and picking up a spatula; it was Joe. I'd heard him mention he did some volunteer work, but he had never said where. My stomach lurched and I started to step out of the line, but it was too late; he was looking right at me. His blue eyes widened when he recognized me, "Karma? What are you doing here?"
"I...uh...." I could feel my face burning and dropping the tray on the counter turned and ran, tears off humiliation already flowing down my face as I shoved past the people filing though the door. I gained the street and with my suit case clutched against my chest, ran down the street. I had no idea where I was going, but at this point didn't care. I had never been so embarrassed in my life.
*****
"Karma!"
I jumped at the sound of Billy behind me, but didn't turn around. Instead I continued to load the dishwasher, hoping he would leave me alone, but knowing he wouldn't.
"What are you doing back here?"
"The dishes."
"No shit." Billy grunted, "Look at me."
With a sigh I turned to face him.
"Why aren't you out there?"
"Well the dishes were piling up and..."
"There's a good crowd out there, Maria just took your table again because you weren't around."
"That's okay."
"Hey, you feeling alright?"
"Yeah, why?"
Billy peered closely at me and shook his head, "You look like shit kid."
"Thanks." I said dryly, but knew he was right.
I'd ended up going where I always did when I was upset these days, the cemetery. I'd sat and cried by the side of mom's grave and wished I could talk to her. After awhile I'd calmed down and debated trying to stay in the cemetery for the night, but in the end the thought creeped me out and I ended up sitting in Barnes and Noble, nursing a coffee and trying to study.
When the store closed at nine I went and sat at the bus stop and tried to sleep. My mind kept picturing the mixed emotions of surprise and concern on Joe's face and I thought about not going to work the next day. There was no way he would not bring it up and I didn't want anyone's pity. I could take care of myself. In fact I had been taking care of myself since mom passed and even now I was getting by.
I dozed off at some point and was awoken by a man's voice. When I opened my eyes I found myself staring at a tall guy in a suit who was grinning down at me and asked me if I wouldn't rather sleep in a bed. As my hand strayed to my pocket, seeking the pepper spray, he went on to tell me how he could rent a room at the motel down the street and we could spend the night partying.
I'd told him no thanks and when he looked annoyed I'd brought out the spray. He rolled his eyes and backed off, telling me I was pretty fussy for a street slut and got in his car and took off. I was going to leave when an older woman who'd spent a couple of nights sharing the stop with me showed up. She said hello, gave me a smile that would drive a dentist to drink and placing the large garbage bag she lugged around all the time under the bench curled up and was immediately asleep.
Strangely I took some comfort from her presence and as I drifted off wondered who she was and if she had any family. The alarm in my phone went off at five am and I remained on the bench, once again contemplating calling out, but I needed the money. I rose and seeing the woman was awake watched as she rummaged around in her bag. She had brought out half of a bagel and looking over at me spoke, "You want a piece? They only threw them away yesterday."
I shook my head and started to walk away. I stopped and reached into my pocket. For fear of being robbed while on the street I kept most of my money in the bank, but had twelve dollars on me. It wasn't much, but it occurred to me it would seem a small fortune to a woman eating food she'd picked from the trash. As bad as things were I was heading off to work where I would eat for free and get some food for later tonight.
As bad as I had it, I was much better off than this poor soul. At least I knew worst case scenario I would spend a summer like this, she would most likely spend the rest of her life out here. Turning around I quickly approached her and put my hand out offering the money. Her eyes widened at the sight of a ten and started to reach out, then stopped.
"That's yours." She told me, "Go get some food, you're too young and pretty to end up looking like me."
"No, it's yours I have a place I can go eat and I'll have a place to live soon. I want you to have it."
This time she didn't hesitate and taking the money from my hand placed the other one over mine. Her skin was hot and clammy, but when she squeezed my hand she gave me a smile, that in spite of its lack of hygiene was genuine and touched her usually dull brown eyes.
"God bless you honey and your mother, she raised a good girl."
"How do you know I was only raised by my mom?" I asked.
"Women teach grace, men teach pain." Her eyes darkened and she released my hand. "You're better off with just your mom. I bet she's proud of you."
"She passed away." Even as I said it I wondered why I would bother telling this woman about my mother.
"Doesn't mean she can't be proud." She smiled again, "In fact she's even more proud because she can see everything you're doing." She tucked the money away into the shapeless black sweater she always wore no matter how hot it was. "What's your name honey?"
"Karma."
"That's an odd name, but a good one for you." She nodded, "That means something good should be coming your way soon."
"Hello? Kid you in there?"
"Huh?" I blinked my stinging eyes and realized I'd completely zoned out on Billy.
"I asked if you were sick?"
"No, I'm not sick," I spoke up quickly knowing if he thought I was sick he would send me home, well if I had one anyway, because I worked around food.
"You look it," he frowned, "It is, you know....that time?"
"No. I just figured I would do the dishes."
"Karma for the last three weeks you've begged for extra hours and done everything short of dressing like Maria to get tips, why are you back here?"
"I...I just have some things on my mind and want to be alone."
"Well you can be alone all you want after one, now get your ass out there." He pointed at the large round clock hanging over the doorway, "Your favorite regular is due any minute."
That's what I was afraid of. Nodding meekly to Billy I turned the dishwasher on and walked through the swinging door. I poured refills to a couple of people while working my way down the end of the long counter to where Maria was leaning on the counter flashing her cleavage to a table full of construction workers.
"Hey Maria."
"Why hello princess," she gave me a mock curtsey "What can I do for you?"
"Wanna switch ends of the counter?"
"No, I....wait, what?"
"I always have that end, I thought we could switch."
"Is this a joke?" she asked, crossing her arms and pushing her breasts out even more. "You know what time it is right?"
"I...I do and I know you're kind of interested in Joe so I thought you could wait on him."
"What's in it for you?"
"Doing a good deed I guess."
Maria stared suspiciously at me for a moment, and then smiled, "I don't know what you're up to, but I'll take you up on it." Giving her long dark hair a toss, she added, "Maybe I can show Joe its okay to try something different."
"Hey Karma," One of the construction workers called out. "You work this end you have to wear a shirt like Maria's."
"She wouldn't have anything to hold it up." Maria said over her shoulder as she sauntered down my end of the counter.
"Just can't be nice to some people." I muttered.
The bell rang and I looked over to see Joe walk in; this time sporting a pink shirt and a black and pink striped tie to go along with his plain black suit. I put my back to that end of the counter and turning my attention to Maria's table asked, "You guys need anything?"
"I do," one of them said patting his leg, "A cute little brunette to keep me company."
"Knock it off," The guy across from him said, "She's a nice girl, not the pigs you have to settle for."
"You date pigs?" I asked. "Wow, that's cruelty to animals."
I allowed myself a satisfied smile as the three guys began laughing at their friend and went back to leaning on the counter, careful to not look over my shoulder. I opened the cooler in front of me and began lining up the bottles of juice and milk to stay occupied.
"Hey Princess." Maria said from directly behind me.
"What?" I asked without turning around.
"Thanks anyway, but I guess Joe likes them young and cute."
"What do you mean?"
"What do you think? He's asking for you."
With a feeling of resignation I slowly made my way over to Joe already feeling my face flushing.
"So," I said with what was probably a pathetic attempt at a smile. "What'll it be today?"
"Hey," he pointed at me, "I thought we were friends?"
"We are." I hoped we still were anyway.
"Then why would you do that to me?" he spread his arms out dramatically "What did I do to you?"
"I...I'm sorry Joe." I stammered, "I...shouldn't have..."
"I mean trying to stick me with Maria? Man, I thought you were a nice girl!"
I stopped speaking and stood there staring at him. His blue eyes were as bright as ever and he burst out laughing, "Just messing with you! Now how about the special and a cup of me?"
Feeling relieved I widened my eyes and gave a mock gasp, "The special? Really? You're getting to be a rebel in your old age!" Joe winked at me and as I poured the first of the four cups he would drink I felt a wave of gratitude that he wasn't going to bring last night up. I was still embarrassed, but at least he wasn't going to make it worse on me. From there it was the typical morning visit; Joe drank a ton of coffee, asked about my classes and bitched about all the old stiffs he worked with.
"I'm way too young to be hanging around with these people." He said at one point, "And the women? All they care about is my portfolio and my life insurance policy. I should start hanging around with girls your age."
"Better bring your blue pills." I told him.
"I am proud to say I don't need those."
"Oh, no?"
"Nope." He thumped his chest "As soon as my hand gets close I'm as ready as ever."
"You know, it doesn't have to be your hand," I pointed down to Maria, "I think she would be happy to volunteer."
"I'll stick with my hand; I know where it's been."
I laughed and glancing at his watch Joe said, "Well I have to get going, maybe I'll come back tomorrow."
"Maybe?" I raised my eyebrows.
"Maybe."
"Sometime around nine maybe?"
"I'll try."
Joe picked up the check which was for seven dollars and put a twenty on the counter.
"I'll get you some change."
"It's all set," he slid off the stool.
"That's too big of a tip Joe." I shook my head, "I can't take that."
"You will." he said and giving Billy a wave turned and walked out of the diner.



I stared down at the twenty knowing he'd given me a few extra dollars because of last night. My eyes narrowed when I noticed a paperclip attached to the twenty. Picking it up I turned it over to see a piece of paper clipped to the back. On it was a hand written note.
Karma, I consider you a friend and value that friendship, if you value mine you'll meet me at two at Panera. Please come, I will be hurt if you don't. Joe."
*****
I sat at the corner table in Panera bread idly stirring the tea I didn't feel like drinking and trying to avoid making eye contact with Joe who had just come in and sat down across from me. We sat there for a couple of minutes the only sound being his placing his mug on the table after practically chugging the coffee he'd brought over with him. Finally he cleared his throat and when my only reaction was to begin toying with my locket he broke the silence.
"Karma, what were you doing at Crossroads last night?"
"Well, I..." I was already blushing, "Money's been tight and I...I figured I could get a free meal and..."
"So you went to a homeless shelter? Try again."
When I didn't speak he finished his coffee in one long swallow and asked, "So where is your new place?"
"I told you it's near..."
"What's the exact address?"
"I moved into William's hall."
"Really? That's a little pricey for you."
"It is, but I had to move in a hurry and the rent eats up my entire check and I couldn't afford food this week so..."
"I know Jack Williams." Joe said, "He's one of my clients, once offered me a chance to buy into the building. I checked it out pretty thoroughly. So tell me what floor are you on?"
I forced my hand away from my locket and staring into his eyes answered, "The fourth."
"Ah, that's not too expensive; they're only one bedrooms there."
"That's what I have, but its expensive for me and..."
"The only one bedroom's in that building are on the first floor." He sighed, "Why are you lying to me Karma?"
"I...I just don't like people to know my business."
"Karma, are you living in the street?" Leaning forward he put his hand over mine, "You can tell me, I'm not going to judge you, but I'm worried about you."
I could see he was sincere and had to admit his hand on mine had a comforting effect.
"Yes, I...I couldn't pay my rent last month."
"You lived there over a year; the landlord wouldn't work something out with you?"
"He offered a deal, but I didn't like the terms."
"What do you mean?"
Taking a deep breath I told Joe everything. From how Jen screwed me, to Hal's offering a discount for giving him a blow job. I described how I had been getting by the last few weeks and by the time I was done my eyes had filled up and I was struggling not to cry. The entire time Joe kept his hand over mine and more than once I noticed a couple of people staring. I idly wondered if they thought I was his daughter or his girlfriend. I hoped the former because it would bother me for people to think of him that way.
When I had finished he squeezed my hand before releasing it and leaning back against his seat. He picked his cup up and frowned when he saw it was empty.
"That's the problem with this place, self service." He placed the cup on the table and began tapping it while he appeared lost in thought.
"I'm sorry I ran out on you. I was just so humiliated."
"I understand. What I don't understand is why you didn't say anything." He spread his hands out. "You know I would have helped you, I could have lent you some money."
"But how would I pay it back? Then I would be in the same boat the following month."
"I have plenty of money you could have paid me back whenever, or never for that matter."
"But I do."
"So your plan is to what? Finish school living in the street?"
"No, in another two weeks I should have enough money to pay security and two weeks rent to get into the Ivy. Then..."
"The Ivy? That's in one of the worse places in town!" he rolled his eyes, "You're safer on the street in the neighborhood then you would be in an apartment there."
"But I can afford it."
"You can?"
"Mostly, I mean I wouldn't have much left, but I already have my name in to get into a place like where I was with a roommate."
"So you'll live in a shitty place and cross your fingers you can eat for the next three months?"
"Well...."
"And what about next semester's books? If all your money is rent how will you buy them?"
"Oh, I didn't think of that." I frowned.
"Karma, here is what I would like to do."
"I don't want money Joe." I crossed my arms and shook my head hard enough to cause my pony tail to swing back and forth. "I can't pay you back and I don't want a hand out."
"I'm not going to give you money."
"I don't want you paying for an apartment for me either."
"Not that either. What you're going to do is move in with me for the summer."
"What? I can't do that!"
"Why not?"
"Well because..." I paused trying to think of a good reason other than I didn't want people to think anything was going on. Coming up with nothing I went with that, "What would people think?"
"What people?" he waved his hand, "Billy and that slut Maria? If that's what you're worried about who says they have to know."
"What about your neighbors?"
"The guys will think wow good for him, the women will think..."
"You're a pig and I don't want that. You're a nice guy and it would bother me for them to think you're a sugar daddy."
"Wouldn't bother me," he laughed. "Hey if anything it would help. Half the women there are my age and single. A couple of them are after me to the point they make Maria look subtle."
"So why not have some fun then."
"That's my business!" He snapped with an uncharacteristic heat.
"Sorry."
"No, I'm sorry it's just I get that question a lot. I guess my wife dying is supposed to be a license to act like a dog in heat. Anyway don't worry about the neighbors."
"But..."
"Look, five years ago when my daughter Karen graduated, Laura and I thought she was going to come back home for awhile. I had most of the basement turned into a three room apartment with its own bathroom and a separate entrance. She ended up staying in California and we never bothered renting it. Anyone asks I'm renting it to a college student." He shrugged, "The fact you're very attractive will cause some talk, but it's not like we're in the same space."
"I can't pay you much."
"I don't want your money. You live there for the summer, bank your money and come fall you move in with someone and can afford your books." He smiled, "I never did anything with Karen's Toyota. I keep it as a spare for when mine is in the shop; you can use it if you want."
"Joe I can't take that from you at least not for nothing. I don't want handouts."
"It's a hand up. Dinner at Crossroads is a hand out."
"Ouch." I clutched at my chest.
"Well stop being stubborn." He pointed at me, "Besides, it won't be for free."
"You'll take money?"
"No, I'll take trade."
"What?" My eyes widened.
"Not that!" Joe exclaimed and for the first time since I knew him he began to blush, "Jeez I should have known better after the story you told me."
"Sorry, I shouldn't have thought that." I sighed, "Not thinking straight these days."
"Stress, and sooner or later it will affect your grades. You need this Karma, its okay to need something."
"So what's the trade?"
Joe grinned and for a moment I found myself thinking that if he had wanted what Hal did there was a chance I might not be so quick to say no. Joe was a good looking man and the fact he was so nice made him that much more attractive. I blinked and rubbed at my eyes; where the hell had that come from? Then again I hadn't been with anyone since I'd broken up with Rob six months ago.
"Well I know looking at the way I dress you would think I'm a neat freak."
"Yup." I agreed looking at his still impeccably knotted tie.
"But I'm only that careful with my personal appearance at home I'm pretty sloppy. I had a cleaning lady, but she left the agency for a permanent job. So I figure you can do the cleaning."
"I could do that." I nodded beginning to consider the idea.
"Also I can't cook to save my life and eat way too much take out so how about you make dinner every night?"
"I'm not the greatest cook." I noted.
"If you can make more than grilled cheese you have me beat."
"Then I'd be able to cook." I laughed.
"One more thing."
"What?"
"We eat together." His smile faded. "Dinner is the time of the day that I feel alone. I get up early go for run, go to the diner then work all day. But when I'm home I stop and," he shrugged, "I miss having someone to talk to. So," the smile returned, "Now you see my ulterior motive. I am a sick man who is looking to make you endure my boring conversation and bad jokes."
"You're not boring at all."
"What about the jokes?"
"You're not funny at all either." I laughed and after trying to keep a straight face he did as well.
"See that's what I want, the house is like a mor..." he caught himself. "It's too quiet."
"Joe?"
"What are you going to come up with now?" he rolled his eyes, "never met a twenty year old who worried so much."
"Twenty one last month." I said indignantly.
"Oh! I forgot, then we can have wine at dinner and I won't feel like I'm corrupting a minor."
"Joe, why are you doing this?"
"Because we're friends and friends help friends."
"Yeah, but it's a big deal."
"Karma, let me bore you with a little bit about me. I am a lucky man for the most part. My father had money and I never wanted for anything. I went to a private high school where I met the woman who became the love of my life and eventually my wife. I went to a good college and landed a great job. I live in a beautiful home, raised an amazing daughter and make damn good money doing what I enjoy. In fact up until Laura passed the word I always used was blessed."
He paused and once again staring wistfully at his empty cup sighed, "But my grandfather who started the old family business never wanted my father to be spoiled and made him work as well as give time to charities. My father did the same. As a teenager I had part time jobs and every Sunday my father took me to the soup kitchen he volunteered at and we would help serve dinner, something that as you saw I still do as well as a few other things when I can."
"That's really nice."
"The reason my father said we did this was twofold. One was too give back. We'd been fortunate and it was only right to try to share some of that fortune. The second was to teach humility. To spend time with people to whom a lot of people in our class so to speak would look down upon. The only difference between those people and us was who we were born too and some good luck. Without either we could be them. So I do what I can to help those who need it."
"That's..." I started to choke up, "That's really nice Joe. Seems like all I hear about are jerks like Hal."
"Hal will get his." Joe grunted disgustedly, and then grinned, "But I shouldn't have to explain Karma to you now should I?"
"I guess not."
"Why did your mom name you that?"
"That's my business." I gave my hair a toss for emphasis.
"Oh, touché," He nodded, "Okay, maybe another time. So deal? You move in?"
"I..." he slapped his forehead when I hesitated.
"Karma, think of your mom."
"That's not fair."
"Life isn't all the time as we both recently learned. But don't forget I met her a few times. I thought it was great she would drive across town to come visit you while you worked. When you were busy I had time to talk to her and she was so proud of you said you were everything she always wanted to be. You were everything to her."
"And she was the same to me." This time I lost the fight and could feel the tears on my cheek.
Joe removed his yellow handkerchief from his pocket and reaching out gently wiped the tears from my cheeks. It was a sweet gesture which for some reason caused me to cry a little harder.
"I'm sorry, I'm not trying to upset you, but ask yourself, would your mother want you on the street or in the home of someone who can do what she can't anymore, look out for you?"
Joe put the handkerchief in my hand and as he leaned back I dabbed at my eyes hoping people weren't watching. His words had hit home; mom would want me to do the smart thing or as she would always say the next right thing. Joe was right, although not drastically my grades were down a little and no doubt would continue that way. What was I going to do study for finals at the bus stop? Pulling myself together I nodded, "Okay I'll move in."
"Good." He smiled, then snapped his fingers, "Oh I forgot, there is one more thing you're going to need to do."
"What's that?"
"The rule is that at dinner you have to laugh at one of my jokes. So what do you say?"
With a mock sigh I shrugged, "Maybe the park bench isn't so bad after all."
*****
I pulled the six year old red Camry into the driveway and as I did every day, smiled. I had moved in with Joe a little over a month ago and still loved the sight of the large blue colonial style house. Even though I knew it wasn't mine and I was only staying for the summer I found it hard to believe I was living in a home this nice. Mom had done well enough to buy a small condo in a good area, but to me condo's were little different from apartments; this was a home!
I got out of the air conditioned car and blinked at the wave of heat that assaulted me. It was unseasonably warm for the end of June, but that caused my smile to spread. Joe hadn't mentioned he had an in ground swimming pool and tonight would be another night for a lazy early evening swim. Walking up the driveway towards my back entrance I saw Ralph, the next door neighbor watering his flowers.
He was watching me as he always did and I gave him a big wave. He waved back and once I passed him I could feel him staring at me. I was wearing a cute little black sundress that displayed quite a bit of my long legs and the heeled sandals I was wearing did good things for them. I'm sure Ralph liked what he saw, but knew not anywhere as much what he would see when I went swimming.
I had splurged on a new red bikini and although it was not one of those strings that some of the girls wore, it did show me off quite a bit. I'd caught Ralph, as well as George, the neighbor on the other side, watching me every time I lay out to catch some sun. As I figured, Joe's male neighbors were very friendly, but their wives all but meowed whenever they saw me. In the beginning I did feel bad about Joe's reputation, but he made it pretty clear he was getting a kick out of people thinking he had a little trophy girl as he called it living with him.
Still, when I occasionally spoke to the neighbors I stressed how much I loved the little apartment I was staying in and even though I didn't go downstairs for the night until late, I always made a show of using my entrance. That wasn't a lie; the apartment was fantastic, the three rooms took up most of the basement and were completely furnished, including a flat screen TV and a nice desk to use for studying.
The semester had ended two weeks ago so I wouldn't be using the desk too much anymore, but that would leave me more pool time! Although I had felt odd moving in, Joe had been right. I was able to sleep soundly and get back to focusing on my classes. I'd aced my finals and finished with my highest GPA to date. The use of the car was even better than the pool. I had been busing for months and had forgotten how good it felt to drive.
I hadn't been late for work since I'd moved in and now got a kick out of seeing Joe before I left in the morning then seeing him at the diner and playing out our usual routine. We had both agreed it wouldn't be a good idea to say anything and it was kind of fun to play it up and feel like I knew something others didn't.
I went to put my key in the door and dropped it. When I bent over to pick it up I could see Ralph staring and realized the back of my dress had risen. I grabbed the keys and quickly turning waved again so he would know I caught him. I saw his eyes widen from across the driveway and even as he gave a weak wave back he turned and headed into his back yard.
I laughed while letting myself in and tossing my purse on the small coffee table walked through the apartment and headed upstairs. It dawned on me that in the past I had always felt funny when I noticed someone looking at me, but lately, as long as the guy didn't look creepy or add a lewd remark to his stare, I was starting to get a kick out of it. Especially by the pool and even more so when it was Joe I noticed looking.
Joe didn't swim much, but enjoyed sitting in a lounge chair while reading the stock reports he brought home with him or a magazine. The first few times I'd gone swimming it seemed every time I looked his way, he seemed to look away. In the beginning I thought I was imagining things. I'd been listening to Pat, Billy and Maria bust me up for months that he had a thing for me and figured it had gotten to me.
But after a few times I started trying to catch him; I made sure I was lying on the side of the pool near the sliding glass doors and if the sun was just right I could see him reflected in the glass. I would keep my back to him and make a show of stretching. Sure enough his eyes were looking straight ahead, the magazine leaning against his chest as he stared. Once I knew I found myself uncharacteristically showing off.
I would stretch my legs out and slowly rub lotion on them and then roll over on my stomach and kick my legs back and forth while flipping through a magazine. Once I had wondered what he would do if I asked him to put lotion on my back. I drew the line at that; there was a difference between a little tease and being too forward. Letting myself into the kitchen I went over to the fridge and opening it peered in to see what I felt like making for dinner.
As I perused the contents of the freezer, I recalled how although I'd not pulled the lotion stunt in real life I'd done it a few times in my sleep. I tried to shake that thought off, but it wasn't easy. Fact was Joe wasn't the only one doing a little peeking. I'd known he was an attractive guy for his age, but had now changed that to being good looking period.
Seeing him around the house in a t-shirt and jeans I noticed he was in pretty good shape and true to his word he did go running every morning. I'd only seen him without a shirt a couple of times when he did take a quick dip in the pool and had to admit the sight was far from unpleasant. Of course neither of us said a word about it or even made any jokes. If he felt as I did, he probably felt it didn't seem right.
I had no illusion he was interested. But was pretty sure he didn't mind the occasional distraction of checking out his young boarder. But the fact I'd had a couple of far from innocent dreams about him did bother me a little. Maybe it was time to get out and have some fun. There were a couple of guys at school that had given me their number, but anytime I thought of calling, I ended up changing my mind and hanging out with Joe.
Joe had the same easy going personality at home as at the diner and his rule of us eating together was one of the best parts of staying with him. We talked about everything and nothing and laughed quite a bit although never at his jokes unless it was at how bad they were. I found I enjoyed his company far more than that of the guys my age.
Joe was laid back and fun and I never had to worry about everything I said being interpreted as "let's fuck" which is what most of the guys in school seemed hear no matter what I had actually said. I guess the word was safe, Joe was safe. I could be myself and not worry about putting on an act or feeling obligated to do anything. Joe also exuded a confidence that was something else I discovered I was a bit attracted to. Boys my age were just that; boys.



They were grabby, impatient and always looking for something. Joe just kicked back and seemed completely relaxed at all times as if he knew whatever he wanted would come to him. The first week I would go down to my place after I did the dishes, but one night Joe asked if I wanted to watch the Sox game with him. We sat on the couch watching the game and laughing as Joe mocked pretty much everything the players did.
I could tell he enjoyed the company and I did as well. If there was no game he would rent a movie which is where I discovered he had a fondness for old really bad sci fi and horror movies. I would make popcorn and we'd sit around and like with the games he would have a running commentary that was more entertaining than the movie. He'd shut the lights off and while sharing the popcorn would sit close to me.
He never touched me, but occasionally, and more so lately, I kept wondering if he wanted to and if he did I may not mind. Two nights ago he had yawned and stretched, his arm going behind me and I had exclaimed, "Wow, that old move?" Joe had blushed redder than I ever did and stammered he wasn't trying to do that. During the rest of the movie I'd wondered if he really hadn't wanted to, or I had actually caught on to it.
That night I'd had what could really only be described as a wet dream about him doing a lot more than putting his arm around me on the big comfortable couch. I'd woken up feeling guilty, but more than a little horny and for the first time in a long time, slipped my hand between my legs and eased the tension so to speak. I'd tried to focus my thoughts on Rob who had been pretty good to me in bed, but he was quickly replaced by Joe.
A girl in one of my classes had told me she had dated a guy in his thirties and raved about how good the sex was. How older men knew what they were doing and took their time and were thrilled to be with a pretty young girl. With a start I realized my nipples were hard and tried to tell myself it was from standing in front of the freezer.
"Don't be a pig." I said aloud. "He's a good guy and doesn't see me that way."
I rolled my eyes as I was now telling myself what I kept telling others. Trying to get my mind off my inappropriate thoughts, I decided I would grill and closing the freezer went to open the fridge to look for the steaks Joe had bought a couple of days ago. I jumped when my phone vibrated against my chest. I had it tucked into my bra and when it went off again, the sensation of it against my nipple caused me to gasp. Yup, it was time to think about dating again.
I pulled the phone out and seeing it was Joe answered, "Everything okay?"
"Yes, why?"
"Because you always work until six and never call until you're on your way home. It's only a little after five thirty."
"Wow, am I really that bad?"
"You're pretty predictable."
"Oh, really? Well I'm about to prove you wrong young lady. Did you start cooking yet?"
"I was just about to, how's steak on the grill sound?"
"How's Victor's sound?"
"Victor's?" I pursed my lips as I thought, "They're too uppity to do take out."
"Careful, I know the uppity owner." Joe said, "But not take out, I mean take you out."
"Take me out?" I felt my heart start to beat faster, "Um, like some kind of date?"
I felt like an idiot as soon as I said it and he didn't make me feel any better.
"No, no!" he said quickly, "I...I just...it would be nice to get out. It's been a long time since I went to a nice restaurant with someone other than a client."
"I know," I lied, "I was only messing with you. I didn't really think you were a creepy old guy."
"Thanks." He sighed, "Tell you what, creepy is fine, can we leave out old?"
"Okay creep." I laughed.
"Anyway how about I get us a table for seven thirty?"
"I don't have anything I could wear there. That place is kind of fancy for a sundress or a jean skirt."
"You have something you can wear." Joe told me, "It's on your bed." He laughed, "You're predictable too, you're always upstairs."
"You bought me a dress?"
"Sure, I figured you could use something nice and well, it hit me that I've never seen you dressed up."
"You want to see me dressed up?"
"Are you turning parrot on me?" he asked, "Let's try this; Joe, you're the best looking guy I know! A man amongst men!"
"Sorry, I don't think I could get that out without laughing."
"Had a hard time myself. So what do you say?"
"Sure I guess. I just don't get why."
"Tonight's kind of special to me and I don't want to just stay home and I would love some company."
"Then why not you know, go out with some women who..."
"Women my age bore me. And we've been over this; my reasons for not dating are mine." He had gotten a tone, the same one he got whenever I brought up the subject of his not dating. "Karma, can't you just say yes like most girls would do when they get a chance to be treated to a nice dinner?"
"Okay, then yes."
"See was that hard? I'll be home by six thirty and we'll head out okay?"
"Sounds good."
"Great and Karma?"
"What?"
"Thank you."
"For what?" I asked, confused.
"For more than you know."
*****
"So let me get this straight," I began, pointing across the table at Joe, "I dress up and you dress down?"
Joe looked down at the plain short sleeved black polo shirt he was wearing to go along with a pair of grey Dockers and shrugged, "You always see me dressed up and you never are so I figured we'd switch it up tonight."
"You switch something up?" I laughed and reaching out tapped the bottle of red wine on the table. "How much of this have you had?"
"Two glasses," he grinned, "So two less than you."
"It's really good!" I giggled and could just imagine my face becoming as flushed as the red dress Joe had left on my bed for me.
"Good." He smiled, "I'm glad you're having a good time."
"A great time!" I exclaimed.
Although my great time was most likely enhanced by the four glasses of wine, it really had been an amazing dinner. The dress Joe had bought for me was long, but had a slit that went more than halfway up my left thigh. It was a little lower cut than what I would normally wear, but not to the point it was inappropriate. The first thing I had thought when I put it on was that it was a dress a woman would wear, not something a kid like me would normally be seen in.
"I am as well." He lifted his wine glass and reaching across the table tapped it against mine. "Here's to good food, better drink and absolutely beautiful company."
"No," I waved my hand at him, "I'm not beautiful." I giggled again, "Cute maybe, but I'm not all that."
"Trust me Karma, you are beautiful."
I felt my face grow warmer and knew this time it wasn't just the wine. Figuring I was wearing a nice dress, I put on the diamond earrings that had belonged to my mom and had put on makeup. Normally I wore hardly any, but tonight was wearing a shade of lipstick that perfectly matched the dress and had added some blush, not that I needed it at the moment. I curled my long lashes and was even wearing some eye shadow.
"Thank you. I don't think anyone's called me that before."
"No? What do they call you, hot?"
"Nah, usually they call me skinny." I laughed, "Or stuck up frigid bitch."
"You're not frigid, just a good girl."
"I guess." I shrugged and staring at the way the shirt hugged his arms and shoulders thought that I was not exactly feeling like a good girl at the moment.
Staring at the half full glass in front of me, I figured it was time to quit. I rarely drank and the wine was hitting me hard. If I drank anymore I might say something stupid.
"Desert?" The waiter asked, pulling me from my thoughts.
"I'm all set." I said.
"Me too, but I'll have some coffee."
"Would you like a cup as well Miss?"
"No thank you."
The waiter nodded and as he hurried away I sat back in the chair and sighed. This had to be the nicest place I'd ever been too and the food had been delicious. As usual Joe and I had chatted away, but even though he seemed to be in a good mood he seemed at times to be somewhere else and sometimes when he looked at me his eyes seemed to have a strange look in them as if he wanted to say something.
"Are you enjoying yourself tonight?" he asked.
"Can't you tell?" I asked. "Tell you what, when I finish school and get a good start in advertising I'm going to eat at places like this all the time! Its amazing."
"It is, but its not the food, it's the company." He tapped the table, "You see it's never about the place, but about the people. Two people who have everything you could imagine could be in a place like this and feel nothing," a wistful smile appeared on his face, "But two people who have nothing between them but the enjoyment of one another can have an amazing time anywhere."
"That's pretty deep." I smiled, "The wine making you philosophical?"
"No, just the day I guess."
"What do you mean?"
"Well..." Joe paused as the waiter put a cup down in front of him along with a creamer and some sugar. He reached for the cup, but taking it and the sugar said,
"Let me, I'm a professional remember?"
"Okay, you make it better anyway, in a variety of ways."
I avoided looking at him after that remark and wondered what he meant. Was he flirting? Nah, more effects of the wine. "So what did you mean by the day?"
"Today would have been my twenty fifth wedding anniversary."
"Oh, I'm sorry." I didn't know what else to say and used the act of pouring cream and stirring his coffee as an excuse not to add anything.
"Don't be." He took the coffee from me and after taking only a small sip said, "Its hard Karma."
"I'm sure it is. For me Mother's day was the worst."
"I can imagine. You know I'm pretty confident and feel I'm the take charge make my decision and live with it type. But tonight is confusing."
"What do you mean?"
"When the Doctors decided to stop Laura's treatment and we knew the end was close, she made me promise her that I would at some point move on. That I was too full of life to mope all the time and to spend my life alone."
He started to raise the coffee and with a frown put it down, "I...I don't feel like finishing it."
"Wow that's a first. I should call CNN."
Joe gave a weak smile at my joke and with a somber expression that seemed unusual on him continued, "All the years we were together I never lied to her about anything, even little things, but I feel as if I lied to her about that. I do still enjoy life, but not in the way she meant and I...I am lonely." He gave me a sad smile, "Well I was anyway, and you've been very good for me Karma."
"No, trust me;" I tapped my chest, "You've been far better to me. Joe, you letting me live with you is the best thing that has happened to me in a long time. I wish I could thank you somehow."
"You do every night we have dinner together. I know you think you have the better of this deal, but it's more even than you know. I look forward to coming home for the first time since Laura passed. I love sitting with you and listening to you talk and joking with you. I feel like there's life in my life again. So never think you owe me anything."
"I still think I do."
"Then that's something you need to work out with yourself, because I know you don't. Especially coming out with me; I'd forgotten what it's like to sit across from a pretty woman."
"Thank you." I laughed, "Pretty I'll take, Beautiful sounds like pillow talk."
"Really? I'll write that down then I'm badly out of practice, but that's the problem. As much as I am enjoying the night, I feel like an asshole, out with a woman on what would have been our anniversary."
"But she wanted you too and she didn't want you to mope." I pointed out, "And I think if you were home tonight you would be moping. Besides, it's not like I'm a real date or anything." I shrugged, "Just friends having dinner."
He didn't answer right away, but instead his eyes stared into mine. I could see they were a little bright from the wine, but I'm sure nowhere near as bad as mine were. I returned his stare and again felt as if he wanted to say something. He blinked and pushing the coffee aside poured another glass of wine.
"Right, good friends." Raising his glass again he said "To my best friend."
"Really?" I clicked my glass to his, "I'm your best friend?"
"I think you are, if nothing else my closest."
As I took a sip of my wine trying to go easy, he chugged his downing more than half before stopping.
"So," he said putting the glass down, "Seeing as how we're such close friends, how about you answer a question for me?"
"Okay."
"What's the story behind your name?"
"It meant something to my..."
"Oh, please." He cut me off, "I've heard you say that to other people, "I thought we were good friends?"
I frowned, it's not that I didn't want to, but sometimes talking about mom got to me and Joe was already kind of down; he didn't need me getting that way. But he had been so good to me. Picking up my glass I finished it in several long swallows. I blinked as the alcohol went straight to my head and carefully placing it on the table got an idea.
"Okay. I'll tell you, but on one condition."
"Oh, and what's that?"
"After I tell you, you have to answer a question for me."
"What question," he narrowed his eyes.
"For me to know and you to find out," I giggled, "So like you told me when you taught me to play poker, you in or you folding?"
"Oh, playing tough girl are we?" for the first time in awhile his smile seemed genuine. "Okay, I'll see your bet, but I'm calling."
"Fine." I folded my arms on the table and leaned forward in order to speak quietly.
That move pushed my small breasts out and Joe's eyes immediately went to them. He looked away quickly, but I felt a warm sensation that had nothing to do with wine at that fact he had looked.
"My mom had a pretty rough life. Her father was an alcoholic and beat her mother to the point the police arrested him. Her mother wasn't into drugs or booze, but was pretty messed up and really had no idea how to take care of her. They had hardly any money and mom told me she was pretty sure her mother..."
"Wait; shouldn't that be your grandmother?"
"Mom said to never refer to her that way. I never met her and I think Mom blamed a lot of what happened to her on her mother. I'm not even sure if she is alive, I don't even know her name."
"Sorry." He sighed, "That's the problem with having a good life, you ask stupid questions."
"Not stupid, grandparents are a normal thing; mom just didn't have a normal life. Anyway she ran away at thirteen and you can imagine the rest. She started drinking and smoking pot. Screwing around with guys older than her and eventually got into coke and after that heroin."
I paused and looked at the nearly empty bottle of wine. Joe saw me and picking it up poured the last of it into my glass. I hesitated for another moment before picking it up and sipping at it. When I moved my arm, Joe reached out and put his hand over mine like he did in Panera the day he asked me to live with him. That time though it was comfort I'd felt. This time it sent a pleasant tingle through me and I swore no more wine, no matter what.
"Mom started living with different dealers trading sex for drugs and well, you know, ended up being a prostitute. She told me some of the things she did and..."
"Why would she give you details?"
"To drive it into my head to never let it come to that for me. To get to the point you would do something that humiliating. Mom said there were times she was in tears while, you know..."
I trailed off as I felt my own tears beginning to build.
"But she did it anyway because she was an addict. In the beginning she would always swear it would be the last time. After awhile she said she gave up pretending and started doing more drugs which meant she was doing even worse things for them." Swallowing back my emotions I added softly, "I...I was going to go down on Hal. I was so scared of what would happen if I didn't, but I thought of my mom and I know she can still see me and that's what stopped me."
"You did the right thing." He squeezed my hand, "And that's why things are better for you now." He winked. "Karma."
"Right." I looked at his large hand over mine and deciding I didn't care how it looked, turned mine over so were now holding hands.
Joe looked surprised, but made no effort to move.
"Mom ended up with a dealer slash boyfriend slash pimp and got pregnant. The guy told her to get rid of the baby that he would leave if she didn't. Mom said she didn't care so much about that, but instead thought who the hell was she to have a baby, she was under eighteen, but had already done so many drugs she looked like she was in her thirties. She had track marks and scabs and cold sores and..." I stopped, "I...I'm sorry."
"No, its okay." He placed his other hand over ours. "I'm happy to hear what no one else has."
"It's not a happy story." Using my free hand I picked up a napkin and dabbed at my eyes hoping my make up wasn't running.
"But it's your story."
"And this is about where I am about to come into it. Mom knew she wasn't worthy of having me and thought the best thing would be to not have me rather than have a baby born addicted or lose it. She went to a clinic and they talked to her about carrying me and giving me up for adoption. They told her they could get her help for her addiction, but she insisted on the abortion. She had no parent with her, but did have a fake id that the clinic either believed or just figured it didn't matter."
"They gave her an appointment and she showed up, but had to wait because there was an emergency and they were short staffed. While she was sitting there Mom said a woman started talking to her asking why she was there. Mom told her and she asked why she would want to give up her gift? Mom's answer was only bad things had ever happened to her and she didn't want bad things to happen to her baby because of her."
Joe nodded, but I saw him looking to the left, I followed his gaze and saw an older couple two tables away staring at us. The guy was grinning, the woman frowning in distaste. I started to move my hand and Joe said simply, "Screw them. If I cared what people thought I'd stop telling crappy jokes."
As always that caused me to smile and now it was me who squeezed his hand.
"The woman told Mom that wasn't the way to think about it. She told her, that she was right bad brought on more bad, but if that was the case wouldn't good bring more good? Mom told me she wanted to tell the woman to mind her own business, but there was something about her that made her want to listen to her. She told the woman the problem was there was nothing good about her. The woman put her hand on her stomach and told her there was something good inside her right now and that good would bring more all she had to do was give it a chance."
"Mom said the woman then said she had to leave and just like that got up, but before she left she told my mother, 'I already know what you're going to do and so do you.' and left.
"Who was she, she work there?"
"I have no idea. Mom said she went back to the clinic a few times, but no one knew who she was talking about."
"I take it your mother listened."
"She did, when they called her name she went into the room and when they told her to get undressed she started crying and said she changed her mind. They were thrilled and got her into a home for women in her situation and got her clean. Mom never had another drink or touched any drugs since. When I was born she named me Karma because I was the one good thing she did and became a better person because of me. She didn't just stay clean, but went back to school, got a degree and had a good job before..."



I stopped to get a grip on myself. "She said every day after she made her decision was a blessing and she did everything she could to enjoy her new life and make sure I would never go through what she did. Before she died, I kept saying she was too young, but her answer was she had lived twice as long as she should have and it was all because of me."
I gave up saying anymore and putting my head down, pressed the napkin to my eyes.
"That's a sad story, but a beautiful one." Joe said softly, "Your mother was right; she beat the odds and left the world something wonderful to remember her by."
"I just wish she were here." I said in a choked whisper. "I need her."
"Life always gives us what we need." Joe said, "But it's up to us to realize what it is and use it."
"Have you found it then?" I asked.
"I think maybe I have." He said quietly.
"What is it?"
"I don't want to jinx myself," he gave me a nervous smile, "You know me; I don't like to change things up."
"It would change things?"
"That would be an understatement." He said more to himself than to me.
He didn't say anything else and trying to get my mind off of my mother I said, "Okay, well you saw my hand, you ready to show yours?"
"That Karma, is a more loaded question than you think."
"What's that mean?" I tried to meet his gaze, to see if I could figure out what he meant.
"What's your question?" he asked, his eyes avoiding mine.
"Why no one?"
"Why does everyone ask that?"
"Because you're a good looking guy with a good heart and a great personality. You have too much going for you to be alone."
"Don't forget my sense of humor."
"Let's stick with good heart and good looking." I grinned.
"You think I'm good looking?"
"For an older guy." I winked.
"Ouch."
"Kidding, I think you're very attractive." That wasn't a lie; he'd been getting more attractive the longer I lived with him and was looking damn good tonight. "Quit ducking the question and don't give me you work a lot or they're out for your money. Like you told me, I want the real story, I deserve it after that."
"You do." He took a deep breath, "Just understand it's hard because it's a little embarrassing in a way."
"So is eating at a soup kitchen, but you told me that didn't matter."
"How old are you?" he frowned, "You sound like a wise old lady sometimes."
"Answer." I tapped my long red nail on the table.
"For the answer we have to go way back to high school which is when I met Laura. We were sophomores and I sat next to her in geometry. She was the prettiest girl I'd ever seen and I would blush every time she looked at me." He smiled at the memory, "but she would do the same. Not sure how you kids do it now, but back in that day it came down to having a mutual friend ask if the other person was interested. I sent my best friend to ask Laura's best friend. Her answer was only if he has the balls to ask himself."
"Fortunately I did have them and we went out to a movie and just kept going out from there. I had a part time summer job at my grandfather's company and saved my check for three weeks so after the winter ball I could afford a motel room that an older friend rented for us. We had friends covering us for where we would be and our first time was that night."
"That's sweet."
I smiled, but felt a little envious envisioning my first time with Roger in his room while his younger brother sat out in the living room blasting music and watching out for his parents. It had lasted all of two minutes and all I had gotten out of it was a little pain and a sticky mess all over my stomach. That and his little brother chanting 'you guys had sex' over and over.
"We were both forty four when she died and had been together for just shy of thirty years. During that entire time there was never anyone else. She was the only woman I wanted to be with." He stared at me as if waiting for me to say something. When I didn't answer he continued, "Thing is Karma she was the only woman I have ever slept with and ....I've been too nervous to be with anyone else."
"What? You nervous?" I shook my head, "That is hard to believe."
"It's not just nerves, but missing her. Think about it she was my lover for longer than you have been alive. We knew everything about each other. Knew just what the other liked and didn't like and it wasn't just about sex, the way I would hold her. I couldn't imagine another woman ever feeling that way."
"Maybe not that way, but you could find someone who feels good." I pointed at him, "You just have to try."
"You don't think I haven't?" he rolled his eyes. "Just because I don't take Maria up on her free lunch offer or talk about it doesn't mean I haven't gone out with anyone."
"So you have tried?"
"That's what I just said." He said with an edge to his voice. "Not for the first year. After all our time together it wouldn't have been right to have another woman in our bed." He paused and laughed, "Shit, I felt so bad about that I bought a new bed and changed bedrooms."
"There was a woman I'd met at a net working seminar. A couple of years younger than me, attractive, sweet. We went on a few dates and she invited me up for a drink. We started on the couch, kissing, petting, a little fondling." He was now making it a point not to look at me. "Everything was working okay at that point shall we say and I was feeling nervous, but pretty good."
"We moved to the bedroom and undressed and....as soon as I tried, I lost it, I just couldn't. She, well let's say she tried to help, but nothing. Then I got embarrassed and when that happens to a man it's not easy to shake off. She was good about it, said she understood and how about we try again another time. Next time was at my place and same thing. I got closer this time, but just kept thinking 'what do I do, how should I do it?"
"You don't forget." I joked.
"No, it wasn't that it was just all that time one woman, what if I couldn't make this one happy, what if I wasn't any good? Or what if she didn't make me feel good? Laura liked this, would she? Any way you start thinking and it's all over. Long story short by the third time it happened she was done being patient."
"I've tried with two other women since and same thing. I'm interested shall we say in the beginning, but when it comes down to it, I just....I think of her and feel it's wrong, or remember what happened and nothing. Understand women my age are not patient." He laughed, "All that milf cougar porn is not far off, women my age want a guy who can take charge and they don't want to have to teach."
"Have you, you know," I tried to choose my words carefully, "Tried taking anything?"
"Thanks for embarrassing me." He grunted, "But yes I did. Thing is that only works if the desire is there. It doesn't help with nerves." He laughed, "Big one controls the little one you know."
"Have you talked to anyone?"
"Professionally? No, but I did confide in a good friend. His suggestion was a prostitute. His theory was I could just lay there and let her work for it as he said, but I'm not going to do that. I read some stuff online about sexual surrogates, but all they are, are prostitutes that take Blue Cross."
"So you don't date because you..."
"Because I can't do anything else and its getting more and more frustrating. I know she would want me happy, but I just can't meet someone I'm comfortable with."
"Maybe you need to give it more time with someone, get to know them better."
"Back to the patience thing again and at this point it's mine as much as theirs because I do want to, just can't seem to," he shrugged. "Break the ice."
"If you could once do you think you would be okay?" I asked staring down at our hands.
"I would think so. At least I would know I could." He slid his hand from mine and I saw the waiter approaching.
"Anymore coffee or change your mind on dessert?"
Joe gestured to me and I shook my head.
"Me either, just the check" Joe told him.
When he walked away Joe laughed, "Know why I never have desert?"
"No, why?"
"Because I never have dessert, ever, and it seems to be a problem for me to ever do anything differently."
"Then that might be your problem." I snapped my fingers. "Being with another woman isn't just about your wife, but about it being someone different. You need to start making changes, and then maybe that will get better."
"Thank you Doctor Ruth." He said with more than a hint of sarcasm. "Having desert will fix my sexual issues?"
"Hey it was a thought," I waved my hand at him, but to myself thought it would depend on the dessert.
The waiter came back with the bill and as Joe pulled out his wallet, I picked up my glass and taking the last couple of swallows decided I had found the perfect way to thank Joe for all he had done for me.
*****
I entered my bedroom disgusted. I had told myself I would make a move on Joe. For the last couple of weeks it seemed that he might be interested and several moments tonight where I was positive he was. I knew I was. Whether it was the wine lowering my inhibitions or the fact that we had bared our souls to each other I knew without hesitation I wanted him. His problem with women did nothing to dampen that desire, in fact it added to it.
The thought of not only enjoying him, but being the first woman to show him he could still feel something for someone else had me ready to do something I had never done before, make the first move. During the ride home Joe was silent and I left him alone in his thoughts as mine were consumed with how I would seduce him. Would I be subtle? Would I say screw it and come on strong?
I kept looking over at him, taking in his broad shoulders and the way his shirt hugged his arms and was getting to the point I was starting to squirm in my seat. I'd never been this worked up. When we got back home, I asked Joe if he was up for a movie figuring I would get close to him on the couch, but he said he was tired. He seemed lost in thought and I asked if maybe we could play some cards or just talk. His reply was,
"I think I've talked enough, in fact talking seems to be all I can do."
That comment wasn't like him and it through me off. While I stood there he walked over and leaning forward gave me a peck on the cheek.
"Thank you for coming out with me tonight." He said, "And thank you for sharing how you got your name, it meant a lot."
He was speaking close to my ear and the feeling of his breath on my neck caused me to turn and try to kiss him. As soon as I began to move he pulled his head back and I caught him awkwardly on the cheek. Undaunted I went to kiss him again, but he was already starting to turn and I caught myself before I kissed the side of his head.
"Good night Karma. I'll see you some time tomorrow."
I told myself to go after him, get in front of him, put my arms around him and kiss him. Maybe even untie the dress and let it fall, but instead I stood there. Watching him walk away the doubts crept in. What was I thinking? I was a young girl, a kid to him. His daughter was a year older than me for God's sake. More importantly I wasn't exactly a porn star. I hadn't had sex more than a couple of dozen times and only with guys my age who really had no clue what the hell they were doing and neither did I so it didn't matter.
Joe had walked out of sight down the hallway and a moment later I heard his bedroom door shut and defeated I had come down here. Sitting on the bed, I took my heels off and tossed them into the corner of the room. I reached back behind my neck to untie the dress and seeing myself in the mirror stopped. I had to admit I did look good tonight. The dress and make up made me look older and getting up and walking up to the mirror it dawned on me I didn't look like a cute young girl, but more like a woman.
A woman was what Joe needed. Not the nervous girl upstairs who couldn't even manage to get a kiss in, but a confident woman. One who could get him to relax, who could take control and show him he could feel the way he used to. He was attracted to me, I could see that tonight and replaying some of his remarks in my head it dawned on me that he may have been hinting. He would never make the first move because...
I began to smile at my reflection. That was it. Joe was a good man and in his mind for him to make the first move would be wrong. He would feel as if he were taking advantage of me. Still looking in the mirror I did reach back and untie the dress, letting it fall to the floor. I didn't have much in the way of sexy lingerie, but the bra was red lace and I was wearing the only thong I owned which happened to be red. I'd worn it tonight because I thought it would make me feel even sexier and grown up than the dress did.
I stared at my slender body and imagined Joe looking at me. My bikini didn't show a lot less and he had stared plenty by the pool. Reaching back I unclasped my bra and sliding the straps down my arms, tossed it to the side. My pink nipples were hard and cupping my small breasts I held them up, "Do you like them, Joe?" I whispered.
He would, it would just be a matter of getting him to see me as a woman and not a young waif he was trying to help. I rubbed my thumbs across my nipples and groaned. They were so hard they were aching and I was aware of the thin strip of material between my legs sticking to my moist skin. I would have to make the move I thought as I turned and going over to the bed stretched out on it.
My hand slid across my flat stomach and slipping into the thong dipped between my legs. The breath hissed from between my lips as my fingers caressed my swollen button. I envisioned Joe touching me, his large strong hands wandering over my body, exploring every bit of it and lingering in the good parts. He would slide up over me and...
I stopped moving my fingers. He would move over me and in his mind not be able to do it. Was it that and not my age that had kept him from trying anything? Because he was afraid he wouldn't be able to? My fingers began to move again as in my mind he would have no problem. He would be hard and ready for me. My finger entered my hot moist flesh and closing my eyes I began to move it, thinking of him thrusting in and out of me.
My eyes snapped open. What the hell was I doing laying here playing sticky finger as Hal had so eloquently referred to it, when what I really wanted was upstairs and hopefully wanting me? Quickly getting off the bed I went to pick up the dress thinking I would put it back on. As I held it, I saw the short black robe that I wore over my bikini hanging on my doorknob. Dropping the dress I put it on and checked myself out on the mirror. The robe barely went past my ass and I'd always thought I looked good in it. It hid my small chest and flattered my legs, perfect for me. Taking a deep breath I smiled seductively in the mirror, "Good things come to good people." I whispered.
*****
I could feel my legs trembling while I walked down the hallway to Joe's room. My stomach was in a knot as well, but the rest of my body was telling me this was what I wanted, more than wanted, needed. I stopped in front of the door and grasping my locket in one hand, knocked softly with the other. I didn't get a response and was getting ready to knock louder; when it dawned on me I was giving him a chance to turn me away.
Grasping the doorknob I release the locket and let myself into his room. There was a small reading lamp on next to his bed and Joe was sitting up against the head board. His eyes were closed and he was shirtless. The sight of him did little discourage my intentions and I took a couple of steps towards the bed. That was when I noticed his hand was under the sheet, which was moving up and down.
I instantly felt my face flush and at that moment Joe opened his eyes.
"Holy shit!" he exclaimed, his hand quickly coming out from under the covers. "Karma, what the hell are you doing in here?"
"I..." catching him masturbating had thrown me off a little, but staring at the sheet which was still raised up I wondered what he had been thinking about; maybe a pretty young brunette?
"Don't you knock?"
"Sorry, I didn't mean to interrupt."
He looked pissed, but waving his hand disgustedly at me, he said, "It was pretty obvious what you saw me doing and I'm not some teenager who thinks they're in trouble and would deny it, but having said that, do you think whatever you wanted can wait until tomorrow?"
"Nope." I shook my head and slowly approached the bed.
I pulled my eyes from the rather impressive bulge under the sheet and looked up to see him staring at my legs.
"Why did you come up here?" he asked, raising his gaze to my face.
"Couldn't sleep."
I had reached the bed and looking down at him gave him a mischievous smile, "If it makes you feel any better, I was doing what you were doing."
"You were?" he looked confused, then to my delight started to blush, "Oh." He said simply his blue eyes widening.
"I was." Placing my hand on the bed, I swung one leg up, placing my knee next to his leg.
The robe fell away, not only exposing my leg up to the hip but also showing the thin string of the thong over it. The look on Joe's face was almost comical, his eyes looked as if they were going to pop out of his head and his mouth was open.
"Do you think we were thinking the same thing?" I asked, placing my hand on his thigh and squeezing it through the sheet.
"Karma, what are you doing?"
"Not fair answering a question with a question, Joe." Bracing my hand on his thigh, I swung my other leg up so I was now kneeling on the bed next to him. My heart was starting to beat faster, but in excitement more than nerves. Joe's eyes couldn't' look away from me and he hadn't told me to get out.
"I don't know what you're talking about and I, think..."
"You think way too much." I made a clucking sound while beginning to rub his leg. "And lately so have I, but it's time to do something besides think."
"Karma, are you drunk?"
"No, but I'll tell you what I am." Leaning over him so my lips were only inches from his ear I whispered, "What I am is horny and when I'm horny I like to play." I blew in his ear, "Do you want to play with me Joe?"
"I...can't." he shook his head, "You're...."
"A pretty girl who wants to have some fun with a good looking guy." I leaned back far enough to be able to look at him and saw his eyes immediately go to my chest.
The robe was loosely tied and I knew he could see everything.
"Like the view?"
He turned even redder and started to look away, but grabbing his chin, I stopped him.
"You can look, it's not like you haven't before."
"You...you're a beautiful girl Karma, but..."
"I like when you look," I purred, ignoring his protests. "I like to look too."
I let my hand drift down to his chest and a shiver went through him as I trailed my long nails down towards his stomach. "I like what I see."
I swung my left leg over his legs and let my weight go so I was now straddling him. I could feel him pressing into my ass and cooed, "Oh, I think you do like what you see."
I ground my hips against him and he released a soft moan that sent a wave of heat flowing though me.
"I think he wants to play," lowering my head, I pushed my lips out in a pout and batting my lashes asked in my little girl voice, "Don't you want to play with me?"
"We can't do this." He shook his head, but he didn't sound very convincing and his eyes were glued to my chest.
"Sure we can." Grabbing the tie to the robe I pulled on it and paused, "You want to see?"
"It's not about that, Karma this wouldn't be...oh goddamn."
I'd pulled the robe open and letting it slide off my shoulders asked, "Do you like them?" As I had done downstairs, I cupped them, "I know they're a little small, but..."



"They're perfect." He whispered, "Just like the rest of you."
I looked into his eyes and felt a thrill at the look of desire in them. Between that look and the fact I was on top of him, almost completely naked, my hips began to rock as my body yearned to be touched. Leaning over I slid my arms around his neck and kissing his cheek said softly in his ear, "Remember, good things come to good people. You've been good to me, now let me be very good to you."
My words were followed by my lips sliding across his neck and I could feel him trembling beneath me. I could feel my own hands shaking where I had them pressed to his back, but again I had no doubt this was exactly where I was meant to be. I let my lips glide across his cheek and found his. Joe groaned deep in his throat as my soft lips pressed against his and it was my turn to make a soft sound of pleasure as he lifted his arms and put them around my waist.
At first he sat back, letting me kiss him and I had no problem with that. I began to tease him, sliding my lips back and forth across his. His strong hands were rubbing up and down my bare back and my hips were rocking harder against his very interested flesh. I silently cursed the damn sheet that was between us, but for the moment let that go as his lips began to work against mine.
His hand slid up my back and I moaned as it ran through my long hair. He cradled the back of my head and held my face to his. He had no need to hold me there. If anything it would take a serious effort to pull me away. His lips were now pressing hard against mine and I could feel the urgency in his kiss. Parting my lips I flicked my tongue out and moaned in delight when his lips parted and I felt his tongue dart out and caress mine.
He pulled me closer and I whimpered at the feeling of my aching nipples pinned to his chest. I started moving back and forth sliding them across his chest and I could feel him breathing heavier into my mouth. Pulling his lips from mine he lowered his head and my eyes rolled back when they found the soft skin between my neck and shoulder.
Joe's fingers were running through my hair and he had begun to suck gently on my neck. I started bouncing up and down, rubbing his excited flesh against my ass, but still through that damn sheet. Joe's lips left my neck and my breath caught as they trailed down my chest. I leaned back and his head darting forward, Joe sucked my nipple into his mouth.
"Oh yes!" I cried out, arching my back and shoving my breast deeper into his mouth. Joe was moaning as he sucked my swollen flesh and sliding my hands up I grabbed the back of his head keeping his mouth on my breast. Not that he seemed to mind. His tongue was swirling around my pink nub and I gasped when his fingers found my other nipple.
"That feels sooo good!"
"Damn they're amazing!" he exclaimed switching his tongue over to the other side.
"They're all yours." I moaned, "I'm all yours."
Releasing my nipple, Joe took my face in his hands and pulled me down into a long deep kiss that had my hips grinding and my legs trembling. Our tongues played across each other and I could feel him thrusting his covered cock against the back of my thigh. He was making a sound between a moan and a whimper and his hips began to move faster. Knowing it had been a long time for him and selfishly wanting to enjoy him when it came time for him to take me, I removed my lips from his and with a sexy smile lowered my head and began tonguing his nipple.
Joe grabbed my upper arms and started to try to pull me back up to him, but I said, "Uh-huh, I never had desert remember?"
"You... Oh shit."
I had slid down the bed, and was trailing my tongue down his chest and across his flat hard stomach. Speaking of hard he was now poking me in my stomach and it took everything I had not to just pull my thong off and get him inside me. But I so wanted to be good to him and show him how much I wanted him and truth be told I was yearning to have him in my mouth.
Even as I slid further down and my tongue was now teasing across the edge of the sheet along his waist that thought stuck with me. I'd always been a little shy in bed, but not tonight. Tonight I knew what I wanted and was hell bent on getting it. Sitting up, I grabbed the sheet, "Let's get rid of this damn thing!"I said and pulled it down as far as I could.
"Wow." I smiled down at his very excited cock, "I think you were thinking what I was thinking."
"I was." He said, his eyes fixed on my nipples, "I've been thinking about you every night."
"Now what did I say about thinking?" I asked while grabbing him.
Joe groaned and I felt the wet spot between my legs growing as I began to stroke him. He was bigger than any of the guys I'd been with, not just longer, but thicker and I licked my lips at the thought of what he would feel like inside me, but right now I wanted to lick something other than my lips and letting my legs stretch out beneath me, propped myself up on my elbows between his legs and slowly pumped him.
"Oh fuck, that feels good." He groaned.
"Bet I can make it feel even better!"
I placed my tongue at the base of his shaft and shuddered as I ran it along the length and swirled it across his swollen head. Joe moaned and I repeated the motion, licking down the other side. I gave the head a kiss and smiling up at him began to rub him against my cheek. He was oozing and I could feel my face getting sticky from it. I turned my head, rubbing it on the other side of my face, then with a wink, opened my mouth and slowly took him into it.
"Oh, Karma," he moaned, "Damn you look good down there!"
I giggled around the spongy head of his cock and opening wider took him as far down my throat as I dared. Closing my eyes I sighed, enjoying the sensation of his hard flesh in my mouth. Almost as good as that was his little moans and whimpers when I began to bob my head. Joe reached down and brushing my hair from my face so he could watch, started playing with my hair as I pleased him.
Wrapping my slender fingers around the base I began following my lips with my hand, stroking him while giving him head. Joe's fingers clenched in my hair and his hips started moving, pushing his cock deeper into my mouth. Moaning around him, I pressed my tongue against his shaft and slowed my movements, letting him feel my soft tongue along every inch of him. Bringing my other hand into play I began caressing his balls and when he moaned his approval, I removed him from my mouth and ducking my head started licking them.
"Maybe you're not such a good girl after all
"Really?" I asked, sliding the side of my face along his cock again "I think I'm being a very good girl!"
"I...I can't argue with...."
His words turned into a long groan when I quickly took him back into my mouth and began bobbing my head faster than before. Joe's hips were thrusting harder and my own were grinding into the bed as my aching clit sought relief. I began taking him deeper and stroking and sucking faster. Joe was moaning continuously and I could feel his thighs shaking.
"Oh damn," he gasped, "Just like that, don't stop, please don't!"
His begging caused my hips to begin moving even faster and I sucked him as fast as I could.
"Yes, okay, okay, I...I'm close you don't have to..."
Ignoring him I gave his balls a squeeze and he cried out as he exploded in my mouth. I moaned and my eyes rolled back as he filled my mouth with his warm sticky cum. I'd never minded it in my mouth, but this time I felt as if I were close to cumming by just feeling it oozing down my throat. Joe was pulling my hair, but I didn't care, nor did his hips thrusting into my mouth bother me.
Right now if there was anything bothering me it was that I needed to cum as hard as he just had. Joe whimpered as I sucked harder, trying to coax every drop from him. Sliding him from my mouth, I licked my lips, and giving him a big smile said, "Is that a proper thank you?"
"It's...it's a damn good start." He panted, trying to catch his breath.
"Yes it is," I said pumping his still hard cock.
I was wondering if I would be able to keep him hard so he could give me what I needed, but sitting up, he smiled at me. "Lay back."
"What?"
"Well one good thing deserves another, no?"
Before I could say anything he grabbed my shoulders and I yelped in surprise when with a wrench of his powerful shoulders he flipped me over onto my back. He rolled over so that his hands were on either side of my head and he was looking down at me. Staring into his blue eyes, I whispered, "I want to feel you."
"Not yet." He said and I thought I saw his eyes lose their gleam for a moment.
I quickly lost interest in his eyes when he slid down and caught my nipple between his lips. I moaned at not just how good it felt, but the sight of him from that angle. I was torn between watching his tongue circle my nipple and looking at his broad shoulders and down his back to his ass as he began sliding further down the bed.
Joe sat up on his knees and reaching down grabbed the sides of my thong. Breathing hard and with my heart pounding, I lifted my hips and watched him slide the thong down my legs. I moaned at the sensation of it peeling from where it was stuck to my wet pussy and raised my legs so he could remove it completely. Joe's eyes were filled with what now could only be described as lust as he took in my smooth pink skin and tossing the thong aside, he licked his lips.
"Have I mentioned I've had a good life?" he asked.
"It can still get better," I replied, sliding my leg around his waist and pulling him forward. "Now where were you?"
Joe leaned over me and once again took my nipple into his mouth. This time however, his fingers were sliding through my wet lips and my hips jerked at his touch. He didn't touch my clit or slide his fingers inside; instead he just lightly caressed my at this point dripping pussy.
Joe gave each of my nipples equal attention before working his way further down the bed and sucking on the soft skin of my stomach.
"Oh please!" I moaned in anticipation of where he was heading.
As I had done to him Joe continued licking my stomach all the while teasing the tips of his fingers up and down between my trembling thighs. He seemed to be trying to tease me, but when I lost patience and pushed on his shoulders, he quickly slid the rest of the way down the bed and practically dove into me.
"Oh God!" I cried out at the sensation of his tongue plunging deep inside me.
I squeezed his shoulders tightly as he swirled his tongue around. His tongue slid from inside and began working upwards. I moaned and had to make an effort not to move my hips and shove it in his face. Instead I lay there panting and moaning in anticipation as his tongue worked its way through my soft wet folds. He reached the top and I cooed in delight when his tongue traced a circle around my clit.
"Hmm, that's the spot." I breathed as he pressed his tongue harder to it.
"Yes it is." He said against my thigh, "You really are perfect."
"You like her?" I laughed, then gasped when he sucked my clit into his mouth,
"Like her?" he playfully flicked his tongue across my swollen button, "I think I'm in love!" I giggled then stopped when looking into my eyes he added, "And I like her too."
Had he just...my thoughts trailed off and I moaned as he eased a finger inside me and began to pump it while he sucked gently on my clit. Lifting my legs, I put my feet on his shoulders and bringing my hands up began caressing my nipples as he continued to lick me. I let my head fall back on the pillow and closing my eyes, lost myself in the amazing pleasure he was giving me.
I lost track of time as Joe licked, sucked and teased me; playing my pussy as if he knew it better than I did. Several times he brought me right to the edge to the point my back was arching and my legs shaking only to back off and begin kissing my inner thighs until I'd slowed down. I groaned when he added a second finger inside and heard him breath, "Damn you're tight."
He started pumping both fingers and fastening his lips to my clit began to suck it in and out in time with his thrusting fingers. Again I felt my hips leave the bed and this time pleaded, "Please don't tease me anymore!"
Joe started sucking harder on my clit and sliding his hand up captured my nipple between his fingers. I was playing with the other and my breath caught as I could feel my body gathering for its release.
"Right there." I moaned, "Oh just like that, just like that! Oh, oh...."
My back arched and throwing my head back I released a long loud squeal. I could feel my body tightening around his fingers and as my hips started bucking wildly, clamped my legs around his head, pinning his face to my quivering pink pussy. Joe was still sucking and his fingers pumping as I started emitting a series of short sharp yelps while riding the strongest orgasm I'd ever had.
I let out a long shuddering moan when the last waves of pleasure flowed through me and slumping back on the bed moaned, "Wow, that was....wow." I giggled.
"I'll take that reaction." Joe laughed, sitting up between my legs and wiping off his glistening cheeks. I looked down and was thrilled to see he was hard again.
"I hope that's not all you're taking." Beckoning him with my finger I said, "Come up here."
Joe seemed to hesitate, but crawled back up the bed until he was over me. Wrapping my arms around him, I smiled and whispered, "I want you Joe, I want you so bad."
Joe started to lower himself, and then stopped; a strange look in his eyes.
"What's the matter?"
"I can't." he said, "I...I just can't."
"Course you can." Reaching down between us, I grabbed him and found he was only semi hard. I began stroking it, "Don't worry, you'll be able to."
"No, it...it's not going to work." He began to try to pull away from me, but I wanted this too badly to let him give up. Keeping my arm around him, I said, "Don't think about it. Just let it happen."
"Karma, please, we had fun and maybe...hey!"
I pushed him as hard as I could and as he sat up, I sat up with him and pushed him again. He fell back on the bed and swinging my leg over him; I slid down and with no hesitation took his soft cock into my mouth. I began rubbing his balls as I slowly sucked on him.
"You...you don't have to." He said, "It's okay, you...oh."
"Hmmm," I moaned encouragingly at the feeling of his cock swelling in my mouth. I began sucking faster and his hips were moving even as he still tried to tell me to stop.
His protests soon turned to moans and I added one of my own at the feeling of him once again fully hard. Removing him from my mouth, I slid up and reaching back guided him inside me. I let my weight go and we both cried out as his impressive cock plunged into my tight pussy. When he was fully inside me, I braced my hands on his chest and began rocking slowly up and down.
"Easy," I moaned, "Let me get used to it."
"I hope you get used to it." He said, as he put his hands on my hips.
I started rocking faster and his hands began pushing and pulling on my hips, helping me to ride him. My body had stretched enough to accommodate him and I began moving more confidently. I looked down at Joe and smiled at the look of pure pleasure on his face. Leaning over, I placed my nipple at his lips and began moving side to side teasing them across his mouth. Joe had begun moving his hips as well and I quickly matched his rhythm.
I couldn't believe how good he felt and the moans coming from him and the way I could feel his him twitching inside me told me he was having a pretty good time as well. Sitting straight up, I gasped as that move drove him deeper, but I continued to ride him. Feeling more desirable than I ever had before, I lifted my arms over my head and slowed my hips so I was moving more sensually.
"Goddamn, look at you." Joe said, "God you're beautiful."
"You make me feel beautiful.".
"Come down here." He opened his arms and letting myself down on top of him slid my arms under his.
Joe wrapped his arms around me and holding me close started moving inside me with long slow thrusts that felt better than I could have ever imagined. Nuzzling my face into his neck I began kissing it and moving side to side enough to cause my nipples to slide across his chest again.
"You look good over me." He said in my ear.
Feeling even sexier than before, I said, "How about you see my best angle?"
Pushing myself up from his chest, I swung off him and getting on my knees pushed my ass in the air and waited for him. Joe sat up and I took great pride in seeing there was nothing soft about him now. He kneeled behind me and whistled, "That is a hell of a view."
"Glad you like it, maybe I'll let you see it again."
Joe grabbed my hips and as he eased inside me I thought Maybe? Who was I kidding, there was no way I would let this be the only time. I groaned as my pussy stretched around him, getting used to him being even deeper. Joe started thrusting in and out with those long slow strokes and I moaned at each one of them. He was moving in a steady rhythm that felt amazing, but I didn't want him to have to feel like he had to hold back and began thrusting back into him.
He didn't move any faster, but his strong hands slid up my back and grabbing my shoulders, started pulling me back into him, causing him to plunge deeper than before. Releasing one of my shoulders, Joe noved my hair from my back and began rubbing it as he slowed down even more.
"Damn you feel so good," he said softly, "Look pretty good too."
"You can go faster, if you want." I encouraged, "I'm not going to break" He gave me a couple of harder thrusts and I sighed "You can have anything, anyway you want."
"Well in that case." Joe withdrew from inside me and grabbing my hips caused me to yelp as he flipped me over on my back.
In one smooth motion, he quickly slid up between my legs and entered me. I moaned and wrapped my arms and legs around him, pulling him down to me. Joe began kissing my neck and as he slid his arms beneath me and hugged me to him. I lay there sighing contentedly each time he eased deep inside me before sliding back out. I began to move my hips in time with him and closing my eyes turned my head, allowing him better access to my neck.
I purred as he took the cue and began nibbling at my neck and ear. I tightened my legs around him and groaned as his shaft was caressing my clit each time he entered me. My legs were starting to tremble and I groaned at the thought I was going to cum with him inside of me. Joe was breathing heavily in my ear and I could feel his heart beating against my chest as he continued the deliciously slow thrusts that were going to bring me to climax.
"Joe, you feel so good." I told him, "I've never felt this good."
That wasn't a lie, I'd never had sex like this before and it occurred to me this wasn't sex, but what people referred to as making love. A lot of people made fun of it as if it were a bad thing, but as far as I was concerned there was nothing bad about it.
"Faster." I implored him, "Please a little faster?"Joe picked up the pace and I gasped and pushed up into him as my body clung to the edge. Sensing it, Joe gave me a few hard thrusts and I screamed in his ear as my orgasm crashed through me. This time it was his cock my pussy was convulsing around and it felt incredible. I let loose with a squeal so loud I wondered if the neighbors could hear it and what would they think? Well who the hell cared what they thought? I released another loud howl as Joe sped up and was now giving it to me pretty damn hard.
As the last waves of pleasure crashed through me I bucked my hips, encouraging him to go as fast as he wanted. He was gasping in my ear with every thrust and I could feel his entire body tensing up.



"There you go," I moaned in his ear, "Let me feel it. Let me....hmmm."
I purred at the sensation of feeling his cock twitch and send a warm stream of cum inside me. Joe slowed his thrusting and I whimpered each time I felt another spurt. His body shook and he sighed in my ear as he relaxed on top of me. We held each other close and feeling a wave of emotion come over me I put my heart on the line, "I love you Joe." I whispered. "I really do."
He was silent just long enough for me to think I might have made a mistake when he replied, "I love you too Karma. I think I was in love with you before you moved in, but kept saying I shouldn't be."
I sighed at the feeling of him softening inside me and running my fingers through his hair asked, "Still think you shouldn't be?"
"I think you were right and I'm going to do a lot less thinking."
"Good." I laughed, kissing his neck. "Think in work, have fun at home."
"That's a good mantra." Pushing himself up, he rolled over on his back, but put his arm out to me.
With a smile, I slid over to him and resting my head on his shoulder, put my arm around his waist.
"Speaking of home." He said, "You still leaving after the summer?"
"Summer? I'm leaving now."
"What?"
"I'm packing my stuff and leaving the basement and coming up here," I laughed. "This bed is a lot nicer."
"Nah, just the company." Kissing the top of my head he said, "Karma that was amazing, I never thought I would feel that good again, or," he pulled me closer to him, "Feel this again."
"I told you, you would. You just needed the right person." Thinking back to earlier I asked, "Joe, were you trying to tell me something at dinner?"
"Karma, I've wanted to tell you I've had feelings for you for weeks, I just kept thinking how bad it sounded coming from me. But from you," he kissed me again, "That's different."
"I told you different is okay." I reminded him.
"You're right. Trying something different is fun!"
"So let me ask you, now that you know different is okay, you going to try something different at the diner tomorrow?"
"You're off tomorrow right?"
"Yup." I said snuggling closer to him.
"Then screw the diner, I have somewhere better to be at nine tomorrow."
"Really?"
"Really, but I still think I'll keep having the same thing, but in a different way."
"What do you mean?"
"Well," Joe began as he slid his hand down my back and gave my ass a squeeze, "Something tells me with you here, there'll be a whole new meaning to sunrise special!"
I burst out laughing, "Hey that was pretty funny."
"Wow, you really do love me."
"Why do you say that?"
"Because after a year and a half, you finally laughed at one of my jokes."
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I pulled into the driveway and my eyes lit up; mom and dad were out! Getting out of my car, I smile in anticipation of what being home alone meant. Entering the house, I grabbed a can of coke from the fridge and quickly made my way down the hallway. Stepping into my room, I tossed my book bag on the desk and downed half the coke. I quickly stripped out of my smelly Taco Bell uniform and thought about taking a shower because even my skin smelled like fast food.
Figuring I had no idea when my parents had gone out and when they would be back, I skipped the shower for now and tossed on a pair of shorts and a Celtics t-shirt. Closing my bedroom door, I all but ran down the corridor to mom and dad's bedroom. By the time I'd opened the door and entered the room, my cock was already semi hard.
I immediately went over to the corner and lifting up the lid of the hamper began rummaging around. I felt like a kid on Christmas morning when I pulled out a lacy purple thong. I let the lid fall close and with no hesitation brought the crotch of the thong to my nose and inhaled deeply. I released a long sigh that bordered on a moan at the delicious scent of my mother's pussy.
Keeping my mother's lingerie pressed to my face, I walked over to the desk against the wall where their computer was set up. Flopping down in the chair, I took another deep breath while I reached down and rubbed my aching cock through my shorts. Lowering the thong, I started rubbing the silky material along my hands, imagining my mother's soft wet pussy beneath it.
That thought briefly cut into my lustful fantasies. I had first started sniffing my mother's panties a few years which was right about the time I'd begun noticing and thinking about girls and sex.
In the beginning it was just about the idea of 'this is what a woman smells like'. Sniffing had turned to masturbating with them, but for some reason it was never with a visual off my mother. I would think about Rebecca who used to live next door and who was a damn hot red head or some of the girls in my class.
But seeing I couldn't get a whiff of them, or get my hands on their panties, moms were what I used. Even when I started dating I would jerk off into her panties while wishing for that day I would be able to smell another female's scent and directly in my face rather than through clothing.
That happened a couple of years back, when after dating Jennifer for six months, her parents had gone away and her big sister gave her the green light to let me come over.
Once I'd gotten my first taste of her I had stopped using mom's underwear as a masturbation enhancer because I'd stolen a couple of pairs of Jennifer's. I'm sure she figured I took them, but never brought it up. We broke up six months later, but in the time since I had been on a good swing and never remained single for more than a few weeks.
I guess it helped that both my mom and dad were good looking and I'd inherited a mixture of their features. I had my father's black hair, but mom's deep blue eyes and high cheek bones. Between the cheek bones, dad's dimpled chin and mom's smooth complexion and coupled with the fact my hair was always perfectly combed I had endured more than a few pretty boy jokes from other guys.
But those jokes were worth the success my looks and easy going personality brought me with the girls. College provided even more opportunity to meet pretty girls and for the last couple of years my fixation with the smell of my mother's pussy had been replaced with enjoying the real thing and I'd left it behind as one of those weird things horny kids did.
That was until last month when my lap top froze up and I needed to finish a project for school. Mom had told me to use their computer while mine was getting fixed and that was when my obsession had not only returned, but progressed to the point I was now thinking more about what was in those panties. I'd noticed their computer kept freezing and when I'd hit the keys to bring up the task manager saw that windows movie maker was running.
I closed out everything else and when I brought up movie maker saw there was a pop up asking if the project should be saved. I'd done that many times myself, quickly clicked out of it or thought I had because I'd walk away not remembering it always asked. I prepared to click yes figuring I didn't want to lose anything of theirs. Just before I hit the button I noticed the title of the project was "Want this?"
It struck me it could be something racy, but had a hard time believing my parents would film themselves. Not that I didn't think they had sex, they were always affectionate with each other and both looked damn good for their ages and worked hard at the gym to stay that way, but still...Looking over my shoulder as if I thought they would materialize behind me, I clicked play.
The screen filled with a view of the bed and Mom walking over to it. She was wearing a short red robe and sitting on the edge of the bed, gave her long, dirty blond hair a toss.
"What is it honey?" she asked the camera with a big smile.
"Just wondering if you're ready for bed." Dad's deep voice came from behind the camera.
"For bed, sure," her smile turned mischievous, "For sleep? Not yet."
"Oh? You have something in mind?"
"Hmm-mm" she purred in a sexy voice that caused my cock to begin stirring. "I'm ready for some fun, you want to play?"
"Why don't you show me what I'll be playing with?"
"Yes sir," Mom pushed her full sensual lips into a pout, standing up, she pulled the robe open and let it fall to the floor.
When the robe hit the floor, my jaw had as well. Although I'd seen mom in a fairly revealing bikini many times, it had never dawned on me how damn hot she was. Mom was tall and years of jogging had kept her long legs looking better than ever. Her stomach was surprisingly flat. Despite the fact she was on the slender side, her hips had enough curve to them to give her a good figure.
What really grabbed my attention were her bare tits; they weren't big, but were perfectly round and sitting high and firm. The skin around her nipples was a deep red in color and the nipples themselves hard and pointing straight at the camera. Mom cupped them, offering them to my father, "Want these, baby?"
"I do, but what else you have?"
"I have it all!" Mom laughed and sliding her hands down her stomach pulled the black thong she was wearing aside, flashing her pussy.
By then my cock had been aching in my pants and I' begun to rub it as Mom let the thong fall back. Lifting her long hair up, she turned around and shook her firm heart shaped ass at the camera. Mom started to turn back around, but dad called out, "Take it off from there; show me that pretty pussy from behind."
Mom obediently hooked her fingers into the thong and sliding it down, bent over. I'd stared mouth wide open as mom exposed not only her ass, but her pink pussy winking out from between her well toned thighs. The fact I was staring at my mother's pussy should have caused me to shut it off, but instead I began rubbing my cock harder and grinding my hips while I watched her turn back around and climb onto the bed.
Mom lay back on the pillows and crossing her long legs at the ankles, asked, "What do you want to see, baby?"
"You know what I want to see."
"I don't know..." Mom made a show of rubbing her chin as if thinking it over.
"Please Robin?" Dad begged as the camera moved closer to the bed, "Please let me see that perfect pussy."
"What do I get out of it?" she asked, now fondling her tits. "You going to kiss it?"
"And lick it, and suck on it."
"On that note." Mom laughed and slowly opened her legs.
I had been squeezing my cock as my hand moved up and down, jerking it through my jeans. Mom reached down between her legs and as the camera zoomed in close, spread her pink lips open. Using one slender red tipped finger she began sliding it through her soft wet folds and started teasing her clit.
"Come give me a kiss baby." She beckoned him with her other hand.
The camera moved as Dad placed it on the bed and lying across mom's thigh he began tonguing her clit so the camera could catch it. Mom moaned and the sound sent a thrill through me. Giving in, I had unsnapped my jeans and pulling my cock out stared to stroke it. In front of me dad had slipped two fingers into her pussy and was working them in and out. Mom's fingers were running through his hair and she was moaning, "Oh, Jack, that feels so fucking good!"
I'd been pumping my cock hard and fast when I'd heard Dad's Ford F250 pull into the driveway. Panicking, I'd zipped up and ran into my room where locking my door, I sat on the bed and masturbated furiously to the image of my mother's bald pink pussy. I stroked it twice more that night and from then on whenever my parents went out at night I would sneak into their room and check out their movies.
And there were several of them. If I thought the first one was hot, the next one featured mom on her knees between dad's legs giving him a long slow blow job. It was a little weird seeing my father's cock, especially because it looked pretty damn big, but watching my mother suck on it helped me quickly over come my awkwardness.
Mom was as good as any of the porn stars I'd seen, taking my father's dick down to his balls easily and taking a good long time licking, teasing and sucking. The entire time she was working his cock with her amazing mouth, mom had been moaning and her big blue eyes were rolled back. With my cock in my hand it occurred to me my mother loved to suck dick! I'd kept my stroking slow until the end of the video, when with a loud moan my father began jerking his cock.
Mom opened her mouth and after taking the first spurt into it, turned her face side to side letting dad splatter his cum all over her. When he was done, Mom let the cum drool out of her mouth, back onto his cock. My own dick exploded when mom started licking his cock clean. The next video featured my parents going around the world, fucking in every position and each time they switched I swore mom looked even hotter than in the one before.
By the fifth or sixth time I'd watched that video I was jerking off using mom's panties and admiring the way my father, who was in damn good shape himself, fucked the shit out of her. Now a month later, I was nothing short of obsessed. When my folks were sitting on the couch watching TV I found myself imagining them having sex, dad just yanking mom's skirt up and fucking her right over the couch.
It would get so bad I would have to excuse myself and go jerk off. Worse was when mom would get close to me. Now when she hugged me I was painfully aware of her tits pressing against me and when she would give me a kiss on the cheek all I could imagine was how good those soft lips would feel pressed against something else. I constantly undressed her with my eyes, or more accurately would envision her stripping for me.
Mom wore a short robe around the house in the summer and as she did in that first video I could see her untying it and letting it hit the floor. She would hold up her perfect tits and ask if I wanted them. Thoughts like that were what concerned me. My fantasies had gone from just thinking of my parents fucking to me being the one to fuck my mother. Not that the former was normal, but the latter was pretty sick.
Sick. That was the word that entered my mind enough to tell me I should stay away from their computer and try to stop thinking about it. I'd been single for a couple of months now as my fantasies no longer seemed to revolve around pretty coeds, but the one woman in the world I shouldn't be thinking about. That was what I told myself on a daily basis. But anytime mom walked by me wearing a pair of shorts or bent over to pick something up, my mind was filled with the videos; and if they weren't home?
I would immediately be right where I was now. Sitting in their room and scoping their pc for new videos. I noticed when I had first been looking there were only three, but after a couple of weeks it seemed there was a new one every few days. Dad had them under a folder marked, "projects" and had it pass word protected. But my father was predictable and used Red Sox 2004 as his password for everything.
I opened the folder and my eyes lit up again at the sight of a new movie, this one called 'Toys'. I clicked on it and sitting back in the chair, pulled my shorts down and wrapping the thong around my cock began watching the movie. Mom was on the bed, her legs wide open as she ran a purple vibrator up and down her pussy. I could hear it humming and mom was groaning. Each time the tip of the toy hit her clit, her hips would jerk and she would give a sharp little yip that sent a surge through me.
Mom slipped the vibrator inside her and reaching into the nightstand drawer next to the bed pulled out a silver egg that was attached to a remote control. Making a show of rubbing the egg along her tits, she placed the egg over her clit and thumbed the remote. She gasped and I saw her hips beginning to rock.
"Roll over." Dad said, "Let's see that from behind!"
I slowed my stroking as I was treated to the eye popping visual of mom rolling over on her hands and knees. I could see the black bottom of the vibrator buried in her pussy and reaching between her legs, she pressed the bullet to her clit. Moving her fingers up her grasped the vibrator and started pumping it in and out of her pussy.
"You like that, you nasty thing?" Dad asked,
"It feels good!" Mom purred, "But not as good as your big cock!"
"Let's make it better!"
Dad put the camera on the bed to the side of mom so I could see the length of her body. I took in her tits pointing down towards the bed and could see the vibrator sliding between her cheeks. Kneeling in front of her, wearing just his boxers, dad leaned over and slipped a thin silver vibrator over the other one.
"Ohh," Mom groaned, "Yes, push that deep in my ass."
My hand moved faster as if of its own accord while watching dad fuck mom's ass with the thin vibrator while she continued using the purple one in her pussy. She was rocking back and forth and dad said,
"Look at you, you dirty slut! You love having one in each hole don't you?"
"Oh, yeah! Hmmm I wish they were cocks! Two nice big cocks!"
"You want another cock, you slut?" he punctuated his question by giving her a slap in the ass.
"You know I do!" she moaned, "You know I want to be in the middle of two hot guys!"
"You couldn't be any more of a pig could you?" Dad laughed,
"Oh, yeah?" Mom asked and resting on her elbow pulled dad's boxers down and quickly took his hard cock into her mouth.
"Oh, fuck!" I exclaimed as I watched her bobbing her head, taking dad's sizable prick deep into her mouth while rocking back and forth into the vibrators.
I began pumping my cock harder as mom left the vibrator in her pussy and grabbing dad's cock, started to jerk it as she blew him. Dad was moaning and pumping his hips, fucking my mother's mouth. She was moaning louder and louder and dad was all but pounding the vibrator into her ass. Mom released dad's cock and lifting her head released a loud cry that even though the computer could have been heard through the house.
"Oh fuck yeah!" She cried out, "Don't stop, Jack! Please don't stop!"
Mom started bucking wildly back and forth as she released a series of loud yelps. Even though I'd heard that sound many times while watching their movies, the sound of my mother cumming never failed to cause my cock to throb and I could feel the cum building as I slid the silky thong along the length of my shaft.
The entire time mom bucked and writhed she was stroking dad's cock and he was now moaning and thrusting into her hand. Mom released a long shuddering moan and as she stopped moving her hips, started to let dad's cock go.
"No, keep jerking!" he pleaded.
With a wicked smile that caused my cock to jerk mom not only resumed her stroking, but placed her mouth over the head of his cock. Dad made a loud groaning sound and grabbing mom's hair gasped and started jerking his hips.
"Hmm-mm!" Mom encouraged him as she pumped his cock harder.
She took more of his cock into her mouth and began making loud slurping noises that sent me over the edge. As I felt the cum racing through my cock, Mom looked straight at the camera, opened her mouth and let my father's cum drool down her chin. Still staring into the camera, her blue eyes glazed with lust, she slipped her cum coated tongue out and waggled it provocatively.
"Oh, shit!" I exclaimed as my cock erupted into my mother's thong.
I pumped it hard and fast, enjoying the sensation of the silky material stroking the head of my cock while envisioning it emptying into my mother's, I'm sure, much softer mouth. I kept stroking and my cock kept spurting. When there was nothing left and the head of my cock was now covered in the mess I'd made, I sighed and leaned back in the chair.
After I carefully wiped off my cock, I balled up the thong and slipping my shorts up made to get up and toss it back into the hamper. When I stood, I glanced over to the nightstand. Remembering the video, I walked over and putting the thong on top of it, opened the drawer.
"Damn." I whistled.
The drawer looked like an overstock bin at an adult toy store. There were several vibrators, each a different size and color, as well as a couple of the bullets. There was a pair of handcuffs and my eyes widened at the sight of a dog collar and a leash. Picking up the collar I wondered if they would ever use that in a video. I placed the collar back in the drawer, careful to put it in the exact same spot.
I picked up a weird looking rubber thing with a small bullet attached to it. I was wondering what it was when I noticed the loop and realized it was cock ring meant to push against her clit. I dropped it and shook my head at the assorted x-rated goodies. In the back of the drawer I saw several DVDs and getting on my knees so I could see in the back of the drawer looked at the titles.
Four of them were titled "Dreaming of Three" with different volumes and two more were from a series called one for each end. It hit me they were all about two men with one women and remembering the video figured mom wasn't kidding about wanting two cocks. I wondered if they had ever done it. That wasn't a thought that turned me on. I would hate to think my parents would share with someone. I doubted they did, if they had mom wouldn't be so into the fantasy. I was going to close the drawer when I saw the purple vibrator from the video.
Picking it up, I brought it under my nose and sliding it across sniffed it.
"Oh, yeah." I said softly, at the faint aroma of mom's pussy.
I took another whiff, and then looking around again, opened my mouth. I took the toy a couple of inches into my mouth and started sucking on it. My eyes rolled back at the faint taste of her sweet juices. I sighed and glancing down saw the one that had been in her ass. I'm sure they would have cleaned it, but...



I jumped at the sound of bang and felt my stomach lurch as I heard dad say, "Hey Robin, you going straight to bed?"
I dropped the toy back into the drawer and as I pushed it shut, turned and ran across the carpeted floor and peeked out of the bedroom, I almost fell backwards when I saw dad walk across the front of the hallway as he crossed the living room. Wondering what the hell I was going to do I turned back around and saw the mirror over mom's bed reflected the hallway. I saw Mom walk across wearing a black sundress and as she paused, reached up and let her long hair down.
I saw she was barefoot with her sandals in her hand and figured they must have gone to the beach to sit by the water.
"Yeah, I'm pretty tired." She replied as she left my line of sight.
Standing there with my heart pounding, I had no idea what to use as an excuse to be in here. Except for the time they gave me permission to use their computer, my parents room was off limits. I remember getting punished more than once for sneaking in when I was a kid. I now knew why and had no good reason to be in here.
In the mirror, mom left my line of sight and I decided seeing the bedroom was out of their line of sight I would just run out. If I could get close to my room, I could pretend to just be coming out of it, if they came down the hall. I started for the door, when something dawned on me; the computer! I raced over to it and shaking the mouse to bring the screen up, quickly clicked out of the movie and hoping I wasn't taking too long, went into history and erased any proof it had just been watched.
Turning from the computer, I did a quick check in the mirror to make sure the coast was clear and prepared to leave when self preservation instincts, kicked in again; I'd left my coke next to the PC. I darted over and after grabbing it, had made it three steps before I stopped short at the sight of the cum soaked thong on top of the night stand. At this point I felt like I was in a bad sit com and half expected to hear canned laughter as I ran over and grabbing the wet and sticky lingerie, headed for the door one more time.
"You coming to bed, baby?" Mom asked.
To my dismay I could hear her footsteps coming down the hall.
"I need to make a quick call over to the site, I want to check with the guard and make sure the floodlights got fixed."
"Okay." Mom called out, her voice even closer. "But don't keep me waiting, laying in the sun gets me horny."
"Breathing gets you horny!" dad laughed.
"You complaining? You could be like the rest of your friends and have a wife who never puts out!"
"Yeah well...."
"Shhh!" Mom now sounded as if she were mere steps away from the room, "Derek might hear us."
"Pretty sure he knows his parents have sex." Dad called back.
Yes, Derek did. In fact he was just watching it. I was stepping back to drop the thong in the hamper and was going to try to get back in the chair. My only chance would be to tell mom something was wrong with my lap top again and I had to use her...my eyes widened when I noticed the door to their walk in closet was open a couple of inches. No, that was...
"I'll be right in okay?" I heard dad say.
I saw Mom looking over her shoulder in the mirror and feeling like a desperate little kid, I opened the closet door and slipped inside. The reason the door was always open a little was the doorknob had broken and dad hadn't replaced it yet. Pulling it towards me until it was only open enough to be able to slip a hand through, I crouched on the floor.
The closet was huge, going back at least six feet. There were three racks of clothes hanging in the front part, but the back was storage. I planned on slipping all the way into the back if I had to then,..
I frowned when it dawned on me what I had just done. It was after nine and my parents had just said they were going to bed. I would be stuck here all frigging night. Worse I could have to hope I could somehow get out in the morning and get into my room before one of them knocked. I was going to have to try to slip out in the middle of the night.
I eased back a little more and putting the can of soda and thong down behind me, started to turn to move my parents luggage so I could get all the way into the back. I stopped when I heard mom walk into the room. The thin light coming through the opening of the door was blocked for a moment as she walked past. When I could see again Mom was standing at the side of the bed, looking towards the corner where the desk was. Shit! Had the screen not gone to sleep and she saw it had been used?
Mom turned her head the other way and looked up into the corner of the room. I had no idea what she might be look at up there, but after a few seconds she focused her gaze to the front which faced the bureau and the mirror over it. She ran her hands through her hair, and lifting it turned her head to look at her neck, which I noticed was red as was the tops of her shoulders.
"So much for sun block," she muttered.
Reaching back, she untied her dress and my eyes widened when she shimmed out of it. She was wearing her black bikini underneath and despite my predicament and the fact I'd just cum, I felt my cock twitch. The closet was off to the side of the bed and at the angle I was looking I could see the entire length of it.
I was supposed to be moving away from the opening, but seeing her reach around to undo her top, I crept closer instead. Mom took the top off and tossing it over her head towards the hamper, cupped her perfect tits and started rubbing them.
"Free at last!" she giggled.
I licked my lips at the sight of her erect rose colored nipples. Although by this time I'd seen mom's tits dozens of times on the computer, seeing them not ten feet away from me was an entirely different thrill. The color mom had gotten today had deepened her tan lines, making her tits look even sexier.
Speaking of sexy, mom laid back on the bed and raising her legs, lifted her hips and slid the bikini off. I swallowed hard at the sight of her pink pussy staring at me as she worked the bikini up her long legs. Bending her left leg she rested her foot on the bed and crossed her right leg over it, the bikini dangling from her toes. Between her legs I could see the white skin around her pussy framed by the tanned of her soft upper thighs.
Mom yawned and stretching her arms over her head, arched her back. That move pushed her small perky tits up to an even better angle. She released a long satisfied purr that caused my cock to become fully hard. The way mom stretched was the sexiest thing I'd ever seen. By now I'd probably had sex with a dozen or so girls. A few were girlfriends, a couple just quick fucks after parties, but not a one of them was anywhere near as sexy as mom. They may have had nice bodies and been pretty, but in front of me right now, was a woman.
Mom lay there playfully kicking her foot back and forth, swinging the bikini around. I stared at her tanned feet with their deep red toe nails and thought that even her damn feet looked good. I had the absurd thought of sucking on her toes and found it was getting me hot as hell. Mom reached down to where she had tossed her cell and picking it up placed it to her ear, a moment later she said, "Where the hell are you baby?"
I saw her roll her eyes, "Checking e-mails? Jack, get out of your in box and get in here so you can get in my box!" she paused, then laughed, "You didn't marry me for romance honey, you married me because I have a nice body and love to suck cock, now get in here before I start without you!"
Mom laughed, but then her eyes widened, "You checked already?" another pause; are you kidding?" the smile came back, bigger than ever, "Well all the more reason to get in here then!" Mom tossed the phone to the foot of the bed and placing her other foot on the bed, reached down and started running her long red tipped fingers through her pussy. I jumped at the sound of my father's footsteps coming down the hallway and as the bedroom door opened it dawned on me that if I stayed here I was going to get a live sex show!
As exciting as that was, I backed up a little in the closet, hoping dad wasn't going to come into it to hang anything up or get anything from it. Dad's shadow crossed the door and I heard him say, "Well, look at you, playing with yourself, you bad girl!"
I heard mom giggle and unable to help it, crawled as close to the opening as I dared. Dad was standing next to the bed, looking down at mom. Fortunately he was standing off to the side giving me a clear view of mom's pussy. Mom flipped her left leg up, sending the bikini up at dad, who caught it and immediately brought it to his face and made a show of sniffing it.
"Hmm, you do have the sweetest smelling pussy, Robin."
"This pussy?" Mom spread her lips wide with one hand and began sliding the tip of one finger around her clit.
"That one." Dad nodded. He pulled his black t-shirt off and tossed it to the side.
"Oh, you do look good, baby." Mom cooed as she began running her foot up and down his chest.
Dad took her ankle and lifting her foot, kissed her toes. Mom giggled again and my cock jumped when dad started licking her toes. Mom moaned and began stroking her pussy faster. Dad placed her foot on his shoulder and asked, "And what's my bad girl thinking about while she's playing with herself?"
"Hmm, what am I always thinking about when I'm being bad?"
"Oh, you're thinking about another man fucking you aren't you?"
"I am, hmmm" Mom sighed and my heart began to pound watching her slide a finger inside her pussy. "A nice young stud."
"You like them young?" dad asked getting down on his knees, and placing his large hand on her stomach.
"I do, a good young hard thick cock pounding my pussy"
Dad tapped mom's wrist and as soon as she removed her finger he slid two of his long thick fingers inside her. Mom moaned and shifted her hand up to begin to play with her nipples, God I was hard!
"Yeah, you want some good looking young stud to fuck the shit out of you?"
"Yes! To just give it to me," she laughed, "That is after I suck on that young cock and make him moan and cum in my mouth, give him a blow job his little girlfriends couldn't even dream of."
"And what about me?" dad asked, "Do I get to watch?"
"In the beginning," Mom sighed, while rolling her nipples between her finger tips and rocking her hips into dad's thrusting fingers, "But after a while you can join in."
"You slut!" dad laughed, "You want two cocks at once?"
"You know I do baby! I've always wanted that; one long thick one in my pussy and another in my mouth!"
"Just in your mouth?" Dad pressed as he put his thumb on her clit. Causing her hips to jerk, "Or maybe somewhere else?"
"Hmm,!" she moaned, "riding one and the other one fucking my ass!"
"You want to be double penetrated, you whore?"
"Yes sir!" Mom cried out as he began moving his fingers faster, "I want to suck and fuck and be taken and used by two big fucking dicks!"
Speaking of dicks, I was starting to rub my own through the shorts. Even in the videos, Mom had never talked so dirty. The look on her face was one of pure lust as she described two men taking her. Even in my own lust addled brain it struck me that all the DVDs they had were threesomes with a woman being tag teamed. Damn, I'd been right, my mother fantasized about being fucked by two men and apparently so did dad.
"Tell me about it." Dad said softly, as he continued to stroke mom's clit and finger her.
"One will be right where you are,"
"Which one?"
"The young stud." She purred, "He'll be between my legs holding my ankles and slamming me so hard his fucking balls will be hitting my ass."
Dad dropped his hand and unsnapping his jeans, unzipped them as mom continued.
"I'd be screaming, but you'll be kneeling next to me, leaning over and fucking my mouth." She stopped and emitted a long groan.
Dad had pushed his jeans down and had removed his cock, which was pretty damn big. In the beginning it was really weird seeing my father like that, but after awhile the fact he was hung added to the thrill of watching my mother suck and fuck him. He had begun to stroke it and I debated pulling my own cock, which although not quite as big had never gotten any complaints from the girls I'd been with.
"I'll be squealing around your cock." Mom continued, in between her moans, "Tasting your dripping cock while you pump my mouth, you'll be telling him to fuck me harder, telling him what a whore I am and how fucking much I love cock!"
Mom was now bucking her hips up and down on the bed, "You'll tell him to make me cum, won't you baby? You'll be calling the shots and you'd love your slut wife to cum for another man!" she released a long drawn out whimper that, regardless of where I was, had me pushing my shorts down and pulling my cock out. I figured at this point they were a little too caught up to be looking in the closet and if I did get caught sitting here while they were fucking I was dead meat anyway.
"Make me cum, Jack!" Mom cried out.
With an enthusiasm that caused my hand to move faster on my cock, dad leaned in and buried his face in my mother's pussy. By doing that, he blocked my view, but the look on my mother's face as he began licking her was almost as good.
"Yes!" she groaned, "Oh, he'd be finger fucking me and sucking my clit just like you are, oh...oh,.. he'll shove a finger in my ass and...." I saw dad's other hand slide between her legs and mom emitted a sharp high pitched squeal. "Fuck yeah! Right in my ass, getting it ready for the cocks that will be taking turns in it."
Goddamn my mother was acting like a pig and it was thrilling me to no end. Mom had placed her feet on dad's broad shoulders and was curling her red toes into them. Her back was arched and she was now pinching her small hard nipples. Her head was back and her face flushed. Even from a distance I could see her legs trembling as my father's tongue worked her clit and his fingers pounded her holes. Mom was still speaking, gasping out the words.
"Yes...he'd make me cum and it would make my pussy so much hotter and wetter and once I came, you'd switch and you'd start fucking me and he would put his....Oh baby!"
Mom screamed so loud it caused me to jump and with one hand on my cock I almost lost balance and fell over. I caught myself with my other hand, and leaning back, watched my mother cum like a porn star.
Mom was squealing and bucking her hips so hard I didn't know how my father could still keep licking. A moment later he didn't have a choice when Mom put her feet behind his head, pulled him into her pussy and clamped her thighs around him, pressing his face to her pussy. Mom threw her head back and released a squeal so loud I wondered if the people next door could hear her. Mom's squealing turned into a soft whimper and she let herself fall back onto the bed, her legs sliding from dad's shoulders.
"Wow, I came hard." She breathed, "Now where's that big cock I need?"
Dad stood up and I saw his cheeks were glistening from mom's juice. His long hard cock was at full attention and with no hesitation he grabbed mom's ankles, lifted her legs and slammed into her.
"Oh, fuck yeah!" Mom called out.
Dad was tearing into her; pounding away on her with his pants around his knees. Putting mom's ankles together, dad wrapped his arm around her knees and lifted her ass off the bed. My father had worked construction for over twenty years and even though he was now a contractor still did his fair share. He was in good shape and the muscles rippled in his arm as he held my mother's back end off the bed.
He had turned slightly and I was getting a full view of his cock thrusting in and out of my mother. Her pink lips were hugging his thick wet cock tightly and she was squealing every time he drove into her.
"Could your boy toy fuck you this hard?" He asked
"Not at first!" she moaned, "But he would once he got used to us. Then he'd fuck the shit out of me, he'd have to because you'd tell him too wouldn't you baby?"
"I would," Dad was breathing hard as he continued to fuck her. "Tell him to give it to you and tell you to take it, to be a good girl and make him happy."
"I'll make him happy sir!" Mom cried out, "And you too, I'll make you both so happy you'll both want to keep fucking me!"
"And sucking!" dad snapped and to my surprise, swung his hand down and gave the side of Mom's ass a slap.
"Ow!" she cried out, then moaned, "Sorry sir, of course I'll be sucking, I have to keep both cocks nice and hard!"
My cock was beyond hard. I'd never heard them talk like this. I knew they were kind of freaky, but would have never thought mom would want to be treated like that or that dad would want to. Even as I jerked my cock, I wondered if this was something they would do if they had a chance.
"Show me, how you'll suck it!" dad demanded.
He stepped back and mom sat up and grabbing his cock began sucking it like it was a competition.
"Oh, damn Robin!" he moaned, "Shit, you can suck cock!"
Mom's response was to take him down to his balls and shake her head. Dad responded with a whimper that was out of character for him and mom giggled around his cock. She started bobbing her head more slowly, sliding his shaft through her soft lips. She was moaning as she did as well as peering up at him with her wide blue eyes. Dad grabbed her hair and holding her head still, started fucking her mouth.
"Jesus." I whispered, and had to bite back a moan as I felt my cock ready to erupt for the second time in less than a half hour.
"Then you'd suck his, but like this!"
Dad pulled his cock from her mouth grabbed her by the shoulders, and with a wrench of his powerful arms, tossed her back further onto the bed.. Dad caught her by the hips and she yelped as he roughly flipped her over. Mom quickly got onto her hands and knees, pointing her ass in the air.
"Turn around." Dad said, with an evil smirk, "Face the closet, I want to get on the bed."
Mom did a quick turn so she was facing where I was hiding. I moved back a few inches, but stayed where I could still see. Mom was up on her hands and I could see her small tits dangling, erect nipples pointing down at the bed. Dad kicked his pants off and getting onto the bed kneeled behind her. He grabbed her hips and mom cried out when he slammed into her.
"Fuck that's deep baby!"
"You like it deep slut." He told her while fucking her hard and fast, "In your mouth too. That's right you'll be ion your hands and knees me fucking you like this and him fucking your mouth.
"I'll be like a pig on a spit!" Mom exclaimed as she rocked back and forth from Dad's hard thrusts.
"A pig alright." Dad laughed, "And speaking of being a pig, how about you tell me where you really want it right now?"
"I want it in my ass!" Mom moaned, "Shove that big cock in this little pigs ass, make me..."
Mom gasped, then released a squeal that was so high pitched I thought the mirror would shatter. Her blue eyes widened and her mouth opened as my father shoved his cock into her ass.
"Damn that's tight!" he moaned.
"Damn you're fucking big!" Mom squealed again then began yelping as dad started fucking her ass as hard as he had her pussy.
Dad was moaning and the muscles in his arms and chest were flexed as he drove relentlessly into my mother. The look on Mom's face was one of pure lust and she was no longer talking, but yelping and squealing. I bit my lip as my cock exploded, sending several long spurts of cum onto the closet floor. My eyes were still glued to Mom's red face as she started slamming her hips back into my father, driving him deeper.
"That's it you slut, take it in your ass while your sucking him. He'll cum first, he'll whip it out of your mouth and...."



Dad's words turned into a groan and pulling his cock from my mother' ass, he squeezed it tight and stood up on the bed. Mom rolled over onto her back and leaning over her, dad let his cock go. He cried out as a long thick stream of cum erupted from his cock and landed directly into my mother's wide open mouth. The second and third spurts hit her in the face and the moan she released as the cum struck her kept me pumping my cock even though I had no more left to give.
Mom let her head fall back and hang off, the edge of the bed. I was now confronted with the sight of the cum dripping down her face, her tongue slipped out and licking away a few drops, and with a nasty smile she sighed, "Damn that was good! Should have taped that one!"
"We did remember?" Dad said as he hopped off the bed and grabbed a towel from the small chair next to the bureau.
Mom sat up and sitting next to her dad gently wiped his cum from her face with the towel. That reminded me of my own mess. I frowned at the puddle of white goo on the floor in front of me. Carefully zipping my shorts back up, I picked up the already soiled thong and wiped up my latest deposit that had been the result of my sick obsession with my parent's sex life.
On the bed, Dad had finished wiping off mom's face and after giving her a long kiss hugged her.
"Damn I love you!" he said, holding her.
"Even though I'm a pig?" she laughed.
"You're my pig so it's okay."
They lay back on the bed and after dad pulled the sheet up, mom curled into him, putting her head on his shoulder.
"Think you'll ever share your pig?"
Dad sighed, "We've talked about it, Robin, I would, but it would have to be the right guy and you want a young guy and who at that age would keep their damn mouth shut? You work for the Governor's office. Something like that ever got out; you'd lose your job."
"I know, but damn it would be so hot! You know you'd love it too."
"With the right guy, we joke about treating you like a pig, but the guy would have to care about you and only be playing along, how do you find that?"
Mom shrugged against him, and then smiled, "Hmm, a young guy who could fuck me, but be respectful? Sounds perfect, and, well, who knows, maybe we can find him."
Dad got a strange smile on his face, "I think maybe we can, baby. Now get some sleep."
"Why? Tomorrow's Saturday, we're both off."
"Exactly and something tells me it could be one hell of a day." He laughed and reaching over shut the lamp off.
The room plunged into darkness and as I sat there waiting to be sure they fell asleep I replayed that conversation. They hadn't done it, but wanted too. Part of that was a turn on, but another part of me was appalled at the idea of a stranger fucking my mother, even if my father was fine with it. But it seemed like they would want it to be someone they knew. Most likely that would never happen.
Sitting there I wondered what dad had meant about filming it. Maybe he had put the camera down out of my line of sight. I leaned against the wall, feeling my cock drip against my thigh. If I had any hope of overcoming my fantasies of my mother, tonight was not going to help, that was for sure.
I jerked my head up and realized I had dozed off. Putting my hand on the door, I carefully pushed it open a little more, hoping it wouldn't creak. When it was open about a foot I poked my head out. In the dim light coming through the partially raised blind from the neighbor's porch light I could make out mom and dad. Mom was on her side with dad behind her, his arm around her waist and his face nuzzled in her hair.
I found it odd to see how sweet they looked like that compared to the animals they were earlier. They were both breathing soundly and taking a deep breath, I stood up. Pushing the door open enough to squeeze out, I carefully closed it so it was open a couple of inches. On the bed, Dad rolled over on his back and I ducked so fast I almost whacked my forehead on the floor.
I stayed there, my heart pounding and when the light didn't come on and I wasn't getting screamed at, I lifted my head to see he had rolled over to his other side and had begun to snore. Once again feeling like I was in some stupid TV show, I crawled on my hands and knees across the floor. I felt my way along the wall until I found the doorknob and with excruciating slowness, turned it. I eased the door open and slipping into the hallway managed to close the door silently behind me.
When I entered my room, I slipped into bed and laying there let my body relax. Damn, that had been close. But as bad as it could have been, goddamn had I gotten a show! The only downside, I thought as I closed my eyes, was that the videos would seem less exciting now. After all what could be hotter than what I'd just seen?
*****
"Derek!"
I jumped at the sound of my father calling my name from the other side of my door. His voice was followed by a loud knock and sitting up, I rubbed my eyes. A glance over at the clock told me it was only eight. I didn't have to work today and had done all my chores, including mowing the lawn, why the hell was dad waking me up?
"Hey Derek, you awake?"
"Yeah Dad!" I called out, my voice hoarse with sleep.
My bedroom door opened and dad came into the room. He was wearing just a pair of black shorts and looked as if he may have just gotten up himself.
"Everything okay, dad?"
"I need you to help me with something in our bedroom."
It dawned on me he didn't answer the question, but he didn't look angry.
"Right now?" I asked, "This is the only day I get to sleep in, dad."
"Eight in the morning is sleeping in, in the real world, Derek." He rolled his eyes, "And yes right now, your mother needs something taken care of and you know her," he gave me a strange little smirk, "She doesn't like to wait."
"Okay." I pushed the covers off and swung my legs onto the floor. I was wearing just a pair of grey boxers and said, "Just give me a minute to get dressed."
"Hmm," dad paused, "Why don't you just throw some shorts on, then."
"Um, yeah I planned on it." I said, grabbing the pair I'd worn for a little while last night and slipping my legs into them.
As I stood and pulled them up, I noticed my father staring at me.
"What?"
"Nothing," he grinned, "Just thinking you're a chip off the old block kid, you're really starting to fill in."
"Oh, thanks." I laughed, "Maybe I'll beat you in arm wrestling sometime this decade."
"Let's not get crazy." He made a show of flexing his arms, "You got a ways to go."
"Yeah, but you're getting older." I joked.
"Trust me, I can keep up with you," he smirked, "Something tells me you may find that out pretty soon."
I narrowed my eyes at the odd comment, but let it go. Walking over to my chair I started to grab a t-shirt that was lying across the top of it when dad said, "Skip the shirt."
I gave him a look and with a laugh that sounded more than a little nervous, he added, "The air conditioner is broke, it's warm in there."
"We going to be working up a sweat in there?" I asked, wondering why he was acting so weird.
"As a matter of fact we might." Another nervous laugh and I almost asked what was going on, but instead, just shrugged.
"Okay, mom's not in there right?"
"What if she is, she's seen you without a shirt before." He turned and beckoning me to follow him said, "Come on, let's go."
I glanced at my shoes; debating putting them on, but their floor was carpeted and figured it didn't matter. I followed my father down the hallway and felt a twinge of discomfort as I recalled last night's nasty little show. Despite my jerking off twice last night I lay awake for quite some time replaying my father fucking my mother.
I now had to come to terms with the fact that watching both of them turned me on. Even though I had no interest in men the way my father not only fucked my mother, but how he talked to her was damn hot. I'd laid there imagining them with another man, watching him give it to my mother and my father telling her what to do to him.
But now it was daylight and I was heading into their room to help dad do something boring and now felt like the sicko I was. I imagined telling my father, "Hey dad, I really like how you fuck mom!" or, "Wow, mom really knows how to suck cock!"
Dad entered the bedroom and as I followed close behind, I could see Mom lying on the bed.
"Hey, mom," I began, "What do you..."
I trailed off when dad stepped off to the side giving me a clear view of the bed and my mother sprawled out on it. Mom was lying across the foot of the bed on her back, which was odd; but it was what she was wearing that had left me speechless. Mom was wearing a silky red top that had no middle. The sides were pulled together between her tits with a red ribbon, leaving the inner half of her tits plainly visible.
Because the top was gathered at her chest, the bottom halves were open, exposing her smooth tanned stomach. Too stunned to try not to stare, my eyes continued southward and were not disappointed. Mom was wearing what looked like a very skimpy, as well as extremely tight, pair of red shorts that were transparent lace on the sides, showing her upper thighs. I swallowed nervously when I noticed the crotch of the shorts was also lace, and thin enough that I could just make out the shadow of her...
"Morning honey." Mom gave me a huge smile, "You sleep well?"
"Um, yeah." I managed to get out.
"Me, too!" she gave a long sigh that I swore sounded close to a moan at the end. "Hmm, I love lounging around on a lazy Saturday morning."
Mom emphasized that remark by arching her back off the bed and stretching her arms over her head. The top opened up a little more, exposing not only the white skin beyond her tan, but the pink flesh around her nipple. Resisting my impulse to stare, I started to turn to my father, which was when mom said, "Damn mosquitoes."
She lifted her right leg straight in the air and started to scratch her knee. My eyes traveled the length of my mother's leg, ending at the soft tanned skin of her inner thigh. She drew her leg back further and the shorts tightened between her legs. I caught a glimpse of the lips of her pussy outlined by the lace.
"Derek!" Dad snapped.
I whipped around to face him so fast I damn near gave myself whiplash and stuttered, "W...what dad?"
"You still asleep?" he asked, "I called you twice."
"Um, no, I was just sort of..."
"Day dreaming?" He had that same slight smile on his face he had when he had come and got me.
"Yeah, I guess." I shrugged, hoping I didn't sound as nervous as I felt.
"I prefer to call them fantasies." Mom said from behind me. "But I guess it depends what you're thinking about," she giggled.
That giggle was the same naughty teasing one she always used during their videos as well as last night's little performance. I glanced to my right and could see mom in the mirror over the bureau. She was now lying on her side, propped up on one elbow. Her right tit had slid to the side and was all but falling out. She was staring at Dad with a weird smile on her face as well and as I looked at her lips I noticed she was wearing a deep red lipstick. Why would she have lipstick on lying in bed first thing in the morning?
"So, what were you thinking about, Derek?" Dad asked.
He was standing with his arms crossed over his chest and staring intently at me. He was no longer smiling.
"I...I don't know." I forced a laugh, "Guess that's why its day dreaming."
"I see." He nodded, "So what do you day dream about these days, son? A new car, finishing school," he smirked, "Hot little coeds?"
"Well, yeah." I grinned, "Girls are good."
"Women are better." Mom spoke up.
"Women?"
"Yes, women." Mom said, "I know guys your age are always after girls your age, but you're missing out."
"Oh." I said simply, thinking that I had indeed been thinking of an older woman, you as a matter of fact.
"Hey, Derek, don't you think when your mother is speaking you should be nice enough to look at her?" Dad made turn around gesture with his finger.
"Sorry." I nodded, then bracing myself turned around to face the subject of my day dreams for the last couple of months.
Mom had moved and was now sitting on the edge of the bed. She was sitting far enough back that her feet didn't touch the floor and was kicking her legs playfully, back and forth.
"You know why older woman are better?" she asked.
"They, uh..." I paused wondering if I should really answer this, but then again, when one jerks off while watching their parents fuck, answering a question didn't seem all that inappropriate. "More experience, I guess?"
"Exactly." Mom nodded, smiling. "Women my age know what they want and how to get it. Young girls still don't know what they want and they're still a little nervous. Women like me," she tapped her chest between her breasts. "We don't care anymore. No inhibitions, just hot and nasty."
"Hot and...." Not only couldn't I finish the sentence, but I had to look down at my feet. Hearing her talk like this was bad enough, but staring at her amazing, and quite exposed body while she did was too much.
"And most women my age want guys like you." Mom pointed at me.
"They do?"
"Oh, yeah." She made a show of looking me up and down that didn't exactly seem motherly. "Just like you honey, young and good looking and..." the smile left her face and she added softly, "Built. A nice young stud that can fuck all night and do exactly as told."
"Mom!" I exclaimed.
"What's the matter?" she looked at me with her blue eyes wide.
"That's... a little too much." I said, while at the same time becoming aware of my cock beginning to stir.
"Why, you're nineteen, not nine, Derek." She rolled her eyes, "I thought you wanted to be treated like an adult?"
"Well, yeah, but..."
"And why won't you look at me?" she asked.
"Derek," dad said from behind me, "Didn't I just say it's rude to now look at someone when they're talking?"
"Yeah, but uh...."
"What's the matter honey," Mom asked as she leaned back onto the bed on her elbows. The top drifted open at the bottom showing off her stomach again. "You look nervous."
"I...sorry, mom, but um, you're just dressed kind of...."
"I'm just in my jammies." She laughed, "You don't like them?"
"I..." I could feel myself blushing and my heart was pounding. Despite my nervousness my cock was slowly swelling and I realized I needed to find a way to get out of this room. "They just show a lot." I finished.
"So?" she smiled, "I thought you liked looking at me?"
"What?"
"Derek, do me a favor." Dad said coming up next to me. "Sit down, right there."
He was pointing to the chair that was usually in front of mom's dresser, but was now in front of the closet.
"Okay." I nervously did as he asked and made myself look at mom who was sitting a few feet in front of me.
"So, you feeling okay?" Dad asked going over to stand next to mom.
"Yeah, why?"
"Well you look flushed," Mom answered, "You're starting to sweat and you were in bed awfully early last night."
"Just tired from work." I lied.
"I see." Dad nodded, "So, let me ask you, did you hear anything last night?"
Oh, shit! But out loud, replied, "No, I slept pretty well, why?"
"Because there was somebody in the house last night; in our room as a matter of fact." Dad said.
"What do you mean?"
"What did I just say?" he asked, as he rested his hand on mom's bare shoulder. "Someone was in our room, hiding in the closet."
"The closet?" I whispered.
"The closet, and I guess they liked what they saw."
Dad removed something from the pocket of his shorts and threw it at me. It landed in my lap and I felt a sharp stab of fear in my stomach when I saw it was the soiled purple thong. I'd left it on the floor of the closet!
"They must have been thirsty too, because there was an empty Coke can with it." Mom added.
"I..." I had no idea what to say. Should I try to lie?
"Pretty disturbing." Dad said, "But fortunately, I had just installed a couple of cameras in the corners of the ceiling there." He pointed to the corner over the bureau, then to the corner across from it. "They feed directly to a lap top I just bought and keep in my workshop downstairs. I checked it out and e-mailed what I found so we could play it here."
Walking over to the computer he brought up the screen and as I sat there, feeling as if I was now in a horror movie rather than a sit com, dad continued; "So let's see who was in here, shall we?"
"Dad, I..." I started to stand up
"Sit down." Mom said in a tone that told me I was beyond screwed.
With a feeling of nausea, I sank back down into the chair.
"Watch." Mom pointed at the computer.
I did as she said and released a groan when I saw the video. I was sitting in front of the very computer I was now watching; the thong wrapped around my cock and moaning as I came in it. The video also showed what I was watching as I did it. I could see the small image of my mother sucking my father off.
"Now that's not who I expected." Dad said, looking over at me.
"I...I'm s...."
"I didn't tell you to talk." Dad pointed at me, "You just sit there and watch."
"Y...yes sir." I answered, as I feverishly tried to come up with what I would say once this was over.
On the screen, I got up from the chair and walked over to their nightstand. I felt like crawling under the chair as I watched myself sniff, then suck on mom's vibrator.
"Can't imagine most sons know what their mother tastes like." Mom said, causing my face to become even hotter with embarrassment.
"Mom, I..." she put her hand up and I stopped.
On the screen I was now looking around nervously and after running around the room like a cartoon character, I slipped into the closet. A moment later, mom came in. Dad let it run long enough for her to take her clothes off and shut the computer off.
"Funny," he said as he walked back over to stand next to mom. "You didn't seem to have a hard time looking at your mother last night, did you?"
"I...I'm so sorry!" I blurted out.
"I'm sure you are, because you got caught." Dad shook his head, "Derek, after I saw this, I started looking through the download history. You've watched our movies all of them haven't you?"
"Yes sir." I whispered, putting my head down.
"Look at us!" dad snapped, "God knows, you don't usually have a problem doing that when were fucking, what's the problem now?"
I blinked back the tears that were beginning to well in my eyes and forced myself to face them.
"Easy, Jack, he's getting upset." Mom said.
"He's upset?" Dad laughed, "What about us?"
"Hmm, what about us?" Mom asked, giving him a strange look.
Dad returned the look, then with a sigh, asked, "You watched those videos a lot didn't you son?"
He was speaking in a softer tone and I simply nodded.
"So you've been watching our movies and obviously jerking off to them." He put his hands out, "I don't think I have to tell you, Derek, that it's pretty unnatural to jerk off to your mother."
"Yes sir."
"Then again, your mother is unnaturally hot."
"Oh, you're so smooth!" Mom giggled.
"What?" I asked, confused.
"Derek, why were you watching those movies, and why did they turn you on so much?" Dad asked as he sat down next to mom, putting his hand on her knee.
"I...I know it's wrong and I'm sorry."
"We know it's wrong too." Dad told me, "But you're an adult Derek and we're giving you a chance to be one. Tell us why you watched the movies." He grunted, "Never mind the movies, you sat there and watched us go at it not ten feet away from you last night."
"Well," I shook my head, "I don't know what to say."
"Say the truth." Mom prodded.
"Look kid," Dad began, "You've been caught. You can't get out of it. But as far as what happens next? That's up to you. Keep dodging and lying like a little kid, things aren't going to go so well, but" he gave put his hand out towards me, "Man up and tell the truth and who knows, maybe things won't be so bad."



"Might even turn out pretty good." Mom murmured.
She was staring at me when she said it, but not at my face. He eyes were cast downward and following her gaze I swore she was looking at my crotch. No, that was nuts, my mind was spinning and I was confused.
"So go ahead." Dad continued, "Last chance to just own up to what we already know."
I sat there quietly for a moment, trying to figure out what to say. I saw dad's hand was moving, sliding up and down mom's thigh. Mom was looking at him and I noticed her breasts were rising and falling as she seemed to be breathing heavy. Her hand was on Dad's thigh and my eyes widened when I saw it creep towards his crotch, which...was bulging. My parents were aroused, both of them. I blinked and let my eyes wander back across the scene, trying to decide if I was really seeing this.
"Well?" dad had an expectant look on his face and now becoming more curious then scared, I took the plunge.
"They turned me on." I said softly. "I found the first one by accident and after I watched it, I couldn't get it out of my mind."
"Why?" Mom asked.
"Because, um,..." Looking her in the eyes I went even further out on my narrow limb. "Mom you just looked so hot!"
"Hot?" she raised her eyebrows, but I noticed a smile playing across her red lips.
"You're beautiful and sexy and I always kind of looked a little, but after watching you...I....I couldn't stop thinking about you!"
"So when you jerked off, was it just to her with me," dad asked, "Or were you thinking about her with you?"
"I...don't want to say." I looked away.
"Why not?" Dad pushed, "You just admitted you liked watching your mother fuck. Hate to tell you kid, but any woman I ever spanked it to I wanted."
I looked back at mom, who whispered, "Tell me. Tell your mother you want her."
Tell her....? I stopped and started again, Mom was breathing so heavy her lips were parted and her hand had now made itself onto dad's cock through his shorts. Holy shit! Were they...."
"I thought about you fucking me." I admitted.
"Just fucking, or sucking too?" Dad asked, "You think of your mother on her knees blowing you? Think about her riding you? Letting you fuck her on her knees?"
"Dad...I...."
"Answer me."
Dad was beginning to sound like mom and I saw he was starting to sweat. His hand had made its way to the top of mom's thigh and she had opened her legs. My eyes were drawn to the red lace and I couldn't help, but envision the beautiful smooth pussy behind it. My cock was rising and I wondered if this were all a screwed up dream. Dad was still waiting for an answer and seeing I couldn't make things worse, I nodded.
"Everything. I...I've thought about mom doing every dirty thing she does with you, with me."
"Good answer," Dad said softly, "We appreciate the honesty."
"Appreciate?" I repeated.
"Now, let's see if you can keep it up." He tapped his chest. "Does it turn you on to watch me with your mother; do you like to watch us fuck?"
"Yeah, kind of." I shrugged, "I mean, I'm not into you, I mean..." I frowned.
"I know what you mean; you like watching mom get it nice and hard don't you?"
"Yes."
"Say it." Dad demanded.
"I...I like to watch you fuck mom."
"One more question Derek." Mom began, "You watched last night, that means you heard us. Did you hear what we were talking about?"
"You were...." I paused as mom was now stroking dad's obviously hard cock through his shorts and he was now caressing her pussy over the lace thong. "You were talking about how you'd like to have another guy um, you know..."
Mom smiled, "Go ahead and finish. Another man?"
"Fuck you, you...you want two men to fuck you"
"I do." She nodded, "You looked through our dvd's you saw what they all were. "But it's not just my fantasy, now is it Jack?"
"No." Dad looked down and watched mom's hand rub his cock. "I want it too, but you heard us, can't be just anyone."
"No," Mom breathed as dad's hand moved faster, "He has to be young and good looking which we can find, but he has to be able to respect me and most importantly not tell anyone." She sighed, "If only I knew a good looking young man who would want to be bad with us and we could trust."
"And who would appreciate you." Dad added, , "So Derek, you know anyone like that?"
"Excuse me?" I asked, my eyes still fixed on dad rubbing mom's pussy.
"Derek when we first thought you were watching our movies we were pretty upset, but then we started thinking."
Dad stopped and was staring in his lap, I followed his gaze to see mom had unsnapped his shorts and too my surprise, pulled his cock out. She wrapped her slender fingers around it and started slowly pumping it.
"But then," Mom took over as dad moaned. "We both had to admit it excited us. We started filming more and making sure you had time to watch them. We started talking more and more about it and...and we started talking about while we were fucking. Your dad telling me what I would do to you and," she licked her red lips "What both of you would do to me."
"Wait a minute." I pointed at myself, "You mean you want me too..."
"We want you to?" Dad asked, "You want to and you know it. And as sick as that is I guess we're sick to because we're going to let you."
"Let me?" I couldn't have heard that right.
"Yes," dad nodded his eyes no longer on me, but following mom's hand as it travelled up his now slick cock. "You're going to fuck your mother. The three of us are going to fuck."
"Are you nuts?" I blurted out; It sounded hot, but was this a joke?
"Take your shorts off Derek," dad said, "Show your mother how hard you are for her." I stared at him and he pointed at me. "Derek you're about to have the best sex of your life and we're about to make a twenty year fantasy come true. Now take your fucking shorts off, before we decide to change our minds."
"Yes sir" I said and moving quickly so I wouldn't think about it, I lifted my hips and showed my shorts and boxers down. My cock sprang free and mom cooed,
'Oh, look at that, you do take after your dad." She licked her lips again and asked, "Baby, are you hard for your mother?"
"Yes." I whispered.
"Do you want to see your mom's tits?" dad asked as he grabbed the string between her breasts. "In person?"
"Yes, please."
"I like that." Dad answered, "That's how its going to be Derek. I can treat your mother like the slut she wants to be, but you best be respectful, got it?"
Before I could answer he pulled the string. The top opened up and I was confronted with my mother's small, perfectly shaped tits not more than five feet away from me.
"Whatever you want." I said, staring at her swollen nipples, "I'll do whatever you want."
"Oh, what a good boy you are." Mom said, "You going to be good to me?"
"He'll be however I tell him to be." Dad said, with a grin, then asked, "How do her tits look?"
"Amazing." I wasn't lying.
"Hey, Robin your son likes your tits, why don't you show them to him?"
"Yes sir," she nodded and releasing his cock, cupped her tits in her hands.
She started rubbing her nipples with her thumbs and I noticed her hips beginning to rock against dad's hand. "You like these, baby?"
"Oh, yes."
"Stroke your cock for me." Mom said her blue eyes as wide as mine felt. "Jerk off while I play with my tits."
I grabbed my cock and started stroking it slowly. Although it was my own hand, I still moaned as my throbbing cock was already seeking a release.
"That look good Robin? You like watching your son stroke his dick?"
"I do, it's a nice one."
"Slut." Dad laughed, "What about my cock?"
"I love your cock." She turned slightly and still playing with her nipples, leaned over. Putting her head in dad's lap, she kissed the tip of his cock then ran her tongue around the head. She pulled her tongue back, taking a trail of his sticky pre cum with it.
'Oh, my God." I breathed.
"You like that?" dad gave me an evil grin, "You want to watch mommy suck my cock?"
"Yes sir."
"Go ahead, Robin, show your son what you do best."
Dad stood up and grabbing his cock, Mom opened her mouth wide and, her eyes looking into mine, slowly took his cock between her full red lips. My cock jumped in my hand as mom slid her mouth over his cock until she had him about halfway down, then started slowly bobbing her head.
"That's a good girl." Dad sighed, as he moved her long hair from her face so I could watch the show.
Mom was still watching me as she began using her hand, jerking my father off as she blew him. Dad put his hand on the back of her head and began guiding her head up and down. She was moaning as she sucked and her hips were now grinding into the bed. Dad reached down and started playing with her nipples and her eyes rolled back as she continued to work his cock.
"You like that Derek? You think she looks good with my dick in her mouth?"
"Damn good." I said.
Afraid I would cum I was barely moving my hand and my balls were beginning to ache, I was so hard.
"Bet you'd like to see her suck yours wouldn't you?"
"Please?" I asked, amazed even as I said it.
"I think we can arrange that." He paused and moaned as Mom plac3ed her other hand around his balls and started playing with them. "But I think you should be good to her first, no?"
"Anything you want."
"Stop." Dad whispered and mom removed his cock from her mouth with a loud slurping sound. "Robin, why don't you be a good girl and show your son your pussy?"
"I'd love to." Mom lifted her hips and pushing her shorts down, then lay back.
Lifting her legs straight up, she worked the shorts up over her knees before kicking them away from her. Her smooth pink pussy stared at me from between her thighs and with exaggerated slowness, mom let her legs spread open. Dad grabbed her ankle and reaching down started stroking her clit with his fingers.
"Oh, that feels good!" She moaned, her hips thrusting into his fingers. Mom reached out and grabbing dad's cock gave it a squeeze, "That does too!"
"Derek, come here." Dad beckoned to me.
I got up from the chair, careful to step out of my shorts before I tripped over them. I slowly walked over to my parents, very conscious of the fact I was but ass naked in front of my mother and with a raging hard on to boot.
"Stop right there on her left." Dad said softly, trying to speak as mom had leaned over and was once again sucking his cock.
I did as he asked, stopping next to my mother who was now sitting up, sucking my father's dick, not two feet from me. Dad tapped mom's shoulder and whispered, "What about him, honey?"
Mom lifted her head from his cock and I jumped when she grabbed my cock.
"Oh, that is so hard!" she smiled up at me.
My answer was lost in a pathetic sounding moan as my mother began to slowly pump my cock. I looked down, watching her red tipped fingers wrapped around my throbbing cock.
"Look at you stroking two hard cocks." Dad said, "You like that don't you?"
"Oh, I do!" Mom purred as she pumped both of us. "I'd like it more if someone would play with me!"
"You heard your mother." Dad pointed at me, "Let's play with her tits."
Dad cupped her tit and began to rub her nipple between his strong fingers. Mom looked up at me, her blue eyes wide and her lips pushed out in a pout. "You don't want to touch me, baby?"
I hesitated, but only for a moment. As my mother was still pumping my cock with a teasing slowness, I reached down and placed my hand over her tit. It was soft and firm and I could feel her nipple pressing into my palm.
"Go ahead, baby, don't be shy." Mom whispered, "Play with it."
I gave her tit a hard squeeze, then sliding my hand down, cupped it as my father was doing and began rubbing my thumb across her hard, rose colored nipple.
"Oh, I like that." Mom moaned.
A surreal feeling came over me as I stood there, fondling my mother's tit while watching my father do the same. Was this really happening? I stared transfixed at my mother, my naked mother sitting on the bed jerking me and my father off. Speaking of dad, he was staring down at mom with a big smile on his face. Speaking of dad, it was a little awkward being this close to him naked, but seeing his cock in my mother's hand was as big of a turn on as it had been in the videos.
But this was no video! If I needed any more proof of that it was when dad said, "Robin lay on the bed, I think it's time me and your son made you cum."
"Oh. I like the sound of that!" Mom giggled and the sound sent a thrill through my cock.
Mom let go of our cocks and lay back on the bed, with her legs hanging off the end. My father got onto the bed on his knees next to her and following his lead, I did the same.
"Suck on her tits." He told me, "I'll just watch."
Still nervous, but unable to resist the chance to suck on my mother's perfect tits, I leaned over and eagerly took her nipple into my mouth.
"MMM," Mom purred as her hand ran through my hair, "Oh, honey, I like that."
I swirled my tongue around her nipple as I reached across and began fondling the other. Mom was breathing hard and her fingers clenched in my hair as I began rolling her nipple between my fingers while tonguing the other.
"That looks damn good." Dad said, "You like him sucking on them?"
"Oh, yes!" Mom moaned, making me suck harder. "It feels so good!"
"How do you think he'll do sucking your pussy?"
Sucking her? Holy shit! I eased back and made a show of tonguing her nipple, slowly tracing my tongue around it and hoping mom or dad would tell me to tongue something else.
"I want both my tits sucked." Mom declared.
"Sluts always do." Dad laughed
He leaned over and as soon as I moved my hand, he replaced it with his mouth. Mom moaned and I saw her place her hand on his head the same as mine. "God this feels good!"
I watched as my father started licking mom's nipple less than a foot away from me and decided to focus my gaze down the bed. Mom's legs were open and her hips were thrusting up and down. I could see the top of her pussy and putting my hand on her soft stomach started sliding it down towards her forbidden slit.
"Oh, look at you!" Dad said around her nipple, "You know what you want!"
"And I want him to have it." Mom added, "Go on, baby, play with my pussy."
I was past all hesitation at this point. My hand trembling in anticipation, I worked it down her stomach, over the swelling of her pubic mound and down into her pussy.
"Damn!" I exclaimed, as my fingers slid through the soft wet lips of her pussy. "You're wet!"
They both laughed and I felt like an idiot, but that didn't stop me from working my fingers up and down the length of her sopping flesh.
"Sluts always are." Dad said, "Sluts that let two guys play with them."
"Only one's playing now." Mom pointed out, "I think you should too."
"In a minute, put your fingers inside." Dad told me.
Sliding my fingers down, I slid two of them inside her. Mom moaned and I did as well at how damn hot and wet her pussy was. Without being told I began working them in and out and Mom quickly began moving her hips back and forth, pushing my fingers deeper inside. Dad slid his hand down and pushing mine slightly to the side, he put his finger tips on her clit and started rubbing in slow circles.
"Oh, fuck!" Mom cried, "Suck my tits!"
Moving as one dad and I both returned our mouths to her nipples and mom cried out again. Her fingers were now pulling my hair, but I didn't mind. Her nipple was hard in my mouth and her pussy tight and wet around my fingers.
"This is even better than we talked about!" Mom groaned as she arched her back off the bed, shoving her small tit deeper into my mouth.
I gasped when I felt her reach down between my legs and grab my cock. A glance across her body showed she had grabbed dads as well and was once again stroking us as we worked her body with our hands and mouths. Mom was moaning continuously and I felt her pussy contract around my fingers.
"Harder!" she groaned, "Fuck me with your fingers!"
I started going harder and was rewarded by mom sliding her hand under my cock and playing with my balls. I moaned around her nipple and stared as dad was also moving his fingers faster, rubbing her clit up and down instead of in circles.
"Yes!" Mom cried, "Oh, please don't stop! I want to cum for both of you!"
"Jam your fingers in there!" Dad said from around her tit, "She's not one of your little girlfriends, she loves it rough!"
I did as he said; pulling my fingers out and thrusting them back in as hard as I could. I was pushing them in so deep I could feel my knuckles hitting the cheeks of her ass and Mom cried out her approval and began pumping her hips faster. Her hand was moving faster as well and I was breathing hard as she pumped my throbbing cock.
"A little more," Mom whimpered, "I'm right there, I....oh!"
Mom let out a long loud wail and her hips began bucking wildly. Her fingernails dug into my scalp and her legs clamped together, pinning my wrist awkwardly between her thighs. Not that I minded; hearing my mother crying out in pleasure and feeling her incredible pussy contract around my fingers more than made up for it.
Mom continued to squeal, her body writhing between her husband and son as she came long and hard. Her hand had stopped moving on my cock and I was grateful for the reprieve, not wanting to shoot off in her hand like, well, like the young inexperienced-to her anyway-boy I was. Mom's movements slowed and after releasing a long low moan, she let her body relax, and opened her legs.
Dad moved his fingers from her clit and leaning over gave mom a long deep kiss. Mom sighed as they kissed and sliding my fingers from her pussy, I quickly sucked them into my mouth. My eyes rolled back at the sweet taste of my mother's sticky juices and when I glanced down, my father was looking at me as he kissed mom. He gave me a wink and now fully enjoying what was either one hell of a wet dream, or an encounter worthy of Penthouse Letters, I winked back.
Mom pulled on my hair, tugging me towards her and as I leaned over, she broke the kiss with my father and turned to face me. Her face was flushed and she was beginning to sweat, causing her hair to stick to her red cheeks. She was still breathing hard and her full lips were parted. As her blue eyes found mine, it struck me how desirable my mother really was.
"Give me a kiss, baby." She whispered.
She guided my head down and closing her eyes, parted those perfect lips even more. My eyes closed as our lips met and I felt a thrill go through me at the feeling of giving my mother a real kiss. Mom made a soft cooing sound in her throat as our lips slid across each other and I heard a low moan coming from my own throat as she kissed me more forcefully. The moan grew louder when her hand began slowly pumping me again.
I placed my hand over her breast and began fondling it as we kissed and was rewarded by her moaning and pushing her tongue into my mouth. I eagerly accepted it and as her soft wet tongue caressed mine, my hips began to rock, sliding my cock through her now slick hand. I started moaning louder in my throat and dad said, "I think you better take the edge off, if you want a good long fucking from him"
A good long... This was getting crazier by the minute but by now all I was hoping was not to wake up. Better than that for it to be real. As my mother removed her lips from mine, I started to imagine what this meant. Would it only be once, would they let me again?
"Sit on the edge of the bed, baby." Mom told me.
Sitting up, I slid to the edge of the bed and saw dad do the same a couple of feet away from me. Both our cocks were standing at attention and I saw he was breathing as hard as mom had been. Mom rolled over and I caught a glimpse of her amazing ass as she got off the bed and walked around to face us.



I licked my lips at seeing my mother, completely naked standing in front of me. Cupping her tits, she began swaying seductively back and forth. "You boys like what you see?"
"I think the two big hard cocks in front of you should tell you that."
"They do look good," Mom licked her lips.
"You like looking at your son's cock?" dad asked, "Like being naked in front of him?"
"Oh, yes I do." She purred stepping closer to us.
"Get on your knees?" Dad told her, in a tone that sent a thrill through me.
"Yes sir," Mom pouted as she sank to her knees.
"Now why don't you crawl over here like the dirty whore you are and take care of these two big dicks with that slutty mouth of yours?"
Mom lowered her head and putting her hands on the floor began to crawl towards us.
"Oh, goddamn." I breathed as I watched my mother coming towards me on all fours.
She was low enough to the floor that her nipples were sliding across it and her ass was pushed into the air. My cock was so hard I swear it was ready to explode without being touched and the thought that it was going to be in my mother's mouth any minute now wasn't doing anything to stop that feeling.
Mom stopped when she was between my father's left leg and my right and sitting up on her knees, reached out with both hands and grabbed our cocks.
"Hmm, both of them look so good!" She sighed, "Which one should I taste first?"
"You already tasted mine," Dad said, "And I want to see your slut ass suck a nice young cock, so go ahead, and do it, you little pig."
Mom leaned over my cock and looking up at me asked, "You want me to suck your cock, baby?"
"Please." I moaned as she teasingly flicked her tongue just over the dripping tip of my dick.
"Tell her," Dad said, "Tell your mother to suck it."
"I..."
I hesitated and with a shrug, mom started to lean away, "Guess you don't want me too."
"No!" I exclaimed as he moved, "Mom I want you to suck my cock!"
I'm sure there were a lot of obvious things wrong with those words, but all I cared about was seeing my mother's perfect lips around the swollen purple head of my prick. With that incredibly nasty little giggle, mom leaned back over and slid her tongue into the slit of my cock. I gasped as she swirled it around, before lifting her head. I watched the trail of sticky fluid stretch from my cock as she moved, then moaned as she made a show of sucking it up, right back to the source.
Mom gave the head of my cock and soft kiss, then swirled her tongue around the lower rim of my tip. I groaned and my hips jerked at the feeling of her soft tongue. Mom ran her tongue down one side of my shaft then slowly worked her way up the other. My body was tense and my heart was pounding in anticipation as she began teasing her tongue up down and around my cock. I heard a whimpering sound and realized it was coming from me.
"Stop teasing and suck his fucking cock." Dad exclaimed and to my surprise leaned over and slapped mom hard on the ass.
Mom yelped, but immediately opened wide and took my cock deep into her mouth. Unable to help it, I cried out as my hard flesh was engulfed by my mother's warm wet mouth. She held me there for a moment before beginning to slowly bob her head. I leaned back on my elbows and tried to stop moaning like an idiot as I watched my mother giving me a blow job. She was still holding my cock and started following her lips with her fingers, lightly jerking me as she sucked me.
I could see red smears of lipstick on my shaft and I felt as if my eyes were going to fall out of my head watching my cock disappear into her amazing mouth.
"Mmm" Mom moaned around my cock.
The sound sent a wave of excitement through me as did the way her eyes rolled back and her hips started to rock. She was getting turned on blowing her own son!
"Hey, get you slutty mouth over here and pay some attention to me."
Mom caused me to cry out in delight as she smoothly took my cock all the way to the base of my shaft. "Oh, fuck!" I groaned at the feeling of her tongue sliding out and licking my balls. She quickly slid my cock from her mouth and with no hesitation, grabbed dad's cock and took it deep into her mouth.
Dad sighed and slid his hand up mom's back and into her hair as she slowly bobbed up and down his cock. I would have thought I would feel weird watching someone get their dick sucked less than two feet away from me. But goddamn was it hot! Even hotter than the videos. Mom was sucking dad faster than she had me, and was taking him deeper as she did. Dad's hand tightened in her hair and I noticed he was pushing and pulling, guiding her head along his cock.
"That's right you slut, look at you sucking off two cocks! Going to take every drop from both aren't you?"
"Hmm-mmm" Mom purred around dad's cock.
"Faster, I'm not a kid you can suck me like you know how!"
Mom squealed as holding her head still, he began thrusting his hips, fucking her mouth. Mom remained still, her mouth open wide as dad drove his long thick dick in and out of her mouth. She was making gagging sounds and I noticed a long trail of spit dripping down his cock. Apparently dad did as well, "You nasty slut, clean that up!"
He let mom's head go and she quickly began licking the spit from his cock, cleaning it with her tongue. She didn't stop at his cock, dipping her head down and sucking on his balls. Dad moaned loudly and his eyes closed as she began swirling her tongue across his balls. Mom slid her mouth back up and once again took him deep. This time she was bobbing her head hard and fast, easily deep throating him each time.
"Damn," He gasped, "You are one hell of a cocksucker aren't you?"
Mom moaned in agreement and I saw her hand had dipped between her legs and was playing with her clit.
"Suck us both, back and forth." Dad demanded, "And don't touch yourself. You cum when we let you."
Mom removed her hand, and to my delight, placed it on my balls and began caressing them. She released dad's cock with a loud slurping sound then immediately turned her head and took mine deep into her mouth. I moaned as she was now sucking me faster than before. I started moving my hips in time with her sucking and between her hot mouth and her fingers tickling my balls felt as if I were going to cum any minute.
Mom stopped sucking and turning her head went back to work on dad, making wet slurping sounds as she took him down hard and fast. For the next few minutes, I sat there in both ecstasy and disbelief as I watched the woman who raised me go from my cock to my father's like a damn porn star. Mom looked like the out of control slut, dad kept referring to her as. Holding both our cocks she would give me a few quick hard sucks, then go right to my father's to do the same before returning to me.
Mom was moaning and gasping as she went from cock to cock and her eyes were glazed over with a look of pure lust. Dad was still holding her hair and was moving her head back and forth, pulling her from his cock and shoving her onto mine. At this point my father was breathing as hard as I was and I noticed his hips moving as well. Mom's hips were grinding in circles as she worked us both and her nipples looked as hard as our cocks. Her entire body was now glistening with sweat and strands of her long hair were hanging in her face giving her a wild appearance that added to the air of this being a full blown porn.
Then again this was what they watched and fantasized about, mom enjoying and being taken by two cocks. As I watched her all but attack dad's cock, I wondered how long they had been thinking about doing this with me? Had they fucked to the thought, watched incest videos? My thoughts stopped as Mom's hot mouth engulfed me once more.
This time she took me straight to my balls and shook her head back and forth. I whimpered as her tongue swirled around the base and could feel my legs starting to tremble.
"Me first, slut." Dad said and gave mom's hair a hard pull. "You're my wife and you taste me first!"
"Oh, yes sir!" Mom moaned seeming to have no issue with the pain having her hair pulled must have caused.
Mom practically attacked dad's cock, sucking it into her mouth so hard and fast she was making sloppy wet sounds as she drove her ruby lips up and down his shaft. She was moaning as loudly as he was and dad groaned; "Listen to you, you whore, you love sucking cock don't you?"
"Hmm-mm" Mom agreed while still sucking like it was a sporting event.
I couldn't believe how long dad could hold out; I'd have come within seconds of my mother sucking me like that. But even he couldn't hold out much longer. With a long moan he grabbed mom's hair with both hands and started savagely fucking her mouth. Mom stopped moving her head and knelt there with her mouth open; spit drooling down my father's dick as he fucked her face.
"Going to take every fucking drop aren't you slut? Love it don't....Oh, fuck!"
Dad gasped and as he started moving his hips even faster, mom made a gurgling sound and closed her mouth tightly around his thrusting cock. He was slamming it in so deep her eyes were watering, but she was moaning and whimpering as he came deep into her willing mouth. She lifted her mouth higher and a long trail of thick white cum spilled from her mouth and down his shaft.
"Clean that up," Dad whispered, between his attempts to catch his breath.
With a nasty smile, mom opened her mouth, allowing the rest of his cum to spill down onto his cock.
"Yes sir." She then slurped his cock into his mouth and began making wet sucking sounds as she quickly sucked the cum back into her mouth. When she removed his cock, she turned to me and opened her mouth, showing me it was empty.
"Holy shit." I murmured.
"Well what are you waiting for?" Dad asked, "He wants to cum too."
Mom came back to me and unlike the way she went at my father, slowly slid my cock down into her warm mouth. She began sucking me slowly, her eyes staring into mine. Sliding off the bed, dad reached behind mom and she squealed when he began playing with her pussy from behind. She started sucking faster and rocking back and forth, no doubt pushing back into his fingers. She began taking me deep, all the way to my balls, but was still working me up and down slowly.
Mom removed her hand from my cock and placed her hands on the floor so she was on all fours. Her moans were turning to whimpers and her eyes were rolling back. She was so wet I could hear dad's fingers every time they pushed into her sopping pussy. Mom squealed and jerked and dad laughed, "You like me playing with your clit while you suck your son's big dick?
Mom moaned a yes to that question and I saw Dad moving his hand faster. My breath caught as that caused mom to start sucking faster and my hips began moving, pushing my cock upwards into her descending mouth.
"You want to cum with his cock in your mouth you little pig?"
Mom's response was to start bucking her hips into him, her mouth picking up speed. My heart was pounding and I was moaning like an idiot as I watched my talented mother giving me an incredible hands free blow job. I could feel my cum building in my aching balls and I whimpered, "Oh, mom, please keep going, please...."
Grabbing mom's hair with his free hand, dad started shoving her mouth hard onto my cock. "You heard your son; he needs to cum, make him cum!"
I gasped as dad repeatedly forced mom's mouth down the length of my cock and my hips were now moving wildly, fucking my mother's soft lips.
"That's it!" Dad called out, "Take her mouth, she loves it!"
Spurred on by his words, I leaned back and started thrusting my hips into her mouth as hard as I could. Mom squealed, but her blue eyes were wild with pure lust. That look along with her incredible mouth finally sent me over the edge. With a loud cry, I shoved my cock deep into mom's mouth and felt it explode. Mom made a sloppy gargling sound as my cum erupted and then emitted a loud squeal around my spurting cock.
Her hips began to thrash back into dad's hand and she began shaking her head wildly as she continued to try to suck me off as her orgasm crashed through her. I couldn't even begin to describe what a turn on this was, my mother cumming while her son's balls were emptying into her mouth.
"Oh, God Mom!" I cried out as despite the writhing of her body, she didn't miss a beat, taking me down to the balls and not spilling a drop of what seemed like the biggest load I'd ever blown.
"Damn, you're a pig!" Dad laughed giving her ass another hard slap.
Mom yelped, then sliding my cock out until just the tip was in my mouth, she sucked hard on just the tip. That succeeded in getting not only a couple of more drops of cum, but causing me to whimper so pathetically dad laughed.
"Aw, mommy's little boy!"
I gave him a tired smile, even as it dawned on me once again, how bizarre this whole thing was; my father busting my balls while we had just blown a load in mom's mouth. Between my legs, mom eased my cock from her mouth and smiled at me, "Did you like your first blow job from me?"
First? Holy fuck! A moment ago I thought this thing was crazy, and still did, but hearing that?
"Well?" Dad asked, "Your mother asked you a question."
"Hell yeah!" I smiled down at mom, "That was amazing."
"So, now what should you do?" my father prodded me.
"I...uh, thank you?"
Dad laughed out loud and I felt myself starting to blush.
"I did raise a polite boy didn't I?" Mom grinned.
"No, Derek," dad had recovered from his laughing, "What you do is repay the favor." He patted the bed and standing, mom made a show of stretching in front of me, shoving her tits in my face.
I quickly sucked her nipple into my mouth and as she sighed, dad continued, "Why don't you have your mother lay back and you get on your knees and lick her pretty pussy until she cums?"
"She just came." I said.
"And she'll cum again and again, trust me, this little slut can go all day."
Mom pulled away from me and turning around, sat next to me on the bed, then lay back. By now I didn't need to be told twice to do anything and quickly dropped to my knees between mom's legs. She raised her legs and placing her soft feet on my shoulders, spread her pussy open, tapping her clit with her red fingernail she said, "C'mon baby, give mommy a nice long kiss."
I sensed movement and saw dad had also gotten on the bed and was kneeling next to mom, his fingers on her swollen nipples. Mom had propped her head up on a pillow and was staring down at me, an expectant look on her flushed face. Placing my hands on her soft inner thighs, I leaned in and placing a kiss on her hard clit inhaled deeply.
"A lot better than her panties no?"
"Oh, yes." I breathed as I took in the sweet scent of my mother's oozing pussy.
I kissed her clit again and mom's hips twitched and she released a soft moan. As much as I wanted to just start attacking her pussy, I wanted to show her I could take my time and enjoy her. Using the tip of my tongue I traced a slow circle around her clit. I felt a shudder go through her body and repeated the teasing motion. This time however, I left her clit and began working my tongue back and forth, swirling it through her wet pussy lips.
Mom was purring contentedly as my tongue played up and down the length of her pussy. My tongue was slick with her sweet juice and my recently spent cock, was already growing again. I reached the entrance to her pussy and slipping it inside, sucked hard, getting an entire mouthful of that delicious fluid.
"Oh, honey!" Mom called out in approval.
I probed her wet hot interior with my tongue and looking up, saw dad was still playing with her nipples, but was watching me as intently as mom was. Instead of feeling odd, that caused me to begin to move my tongue faster. I was beyond denying that having my father watch me with my mother was one hell of a nasty turn on.
I started moving my head back and forth, fucking her with my rigid tongue, when dad said, "Shove your fingers in there."
"That's right baby, you can spend as much time between my thighs as you want next time, but right now, you need to suck your mother off nice and hard."
Next time. That was the second remark that made it sound like this wasn't going to be a onetime thing. Even as my tongue slipped quickly back up to her hard pink clit, my mind was full of the amazing, albeit twisted, possibilities. Mom and Dad were freaks, fucking just about every night, would it be all of us all the time? Would I ever get a chance to be with just mom?
This time I didn't hesitate and confidently plunged two fingers hard into her sloppy wet pussy. Mom started pumping her hips in time with my fingers and moaned when I sucked her clit gently into my mouth.
'Yeah, baby! Just like that!"
Mom's hands found my hair and grabbed hold as I sucked her clit in rhythm with my fingers. Mom was moving her hips hard; driving my fingers so deep I could feel my knuckles hitting her wet skin. Dad had lowered his head and was now sucking one of her nipples, but all the while his eyes were locked onto the sight of his son sucking his wife's pussy. Mom removed one of her hands from my hair and was now stroking my father's also quickly hardening cock.
As mom's hips moved faster, I started slamming my fingers in harder as well as sucking more forcefully on her clit. Mom gasped and her toes curled into my shoulders.
"Oh...oh...I'm sooo close!" Mom whimpered.
"Shove your finger in her ass!" Dad told me.
This time I did pause for a moment, but as mom lifted her hips and moaned I decided there really wasn't anything that could make this any less wrong and bringing my other hand up, slipped a finger into her tight asshole.
"Oh, fuck yes!!" Mom screamed.
Lifting her ass off the bed, Mom released a long loud wail and clamped her thighs around my head, pinning my face to her convulsing pussy. As before her hot wet snatch was clenching around my fingers, but this time her ass was as well. I could feel my fingers sliding across each other through the thin skin between her pussy and ass. Mom was emitting a series of short sharp yelps as she ground her wet flesh into my still flickering tongue.
"Cum you slut!" Dad called out, "Right in your son's face!"
"Fuck, I'm a dirty whore!" Mom cried around the moans, "I'll be a whore for both of you!"
"How's that finger in your ass?" Dad asked, "Getting you ready for something else?"
Their talking had my cock throbbing between my legs and the second mom's pussy contracted around my fingers one more time and she let her legs drop from my shoulders, I'd decided to take charge of her the way my father did. Grabbing her ankles, I stood up and without a second's pause, drove my rock hard cock deep into her pussy.
"Oh my god, baby!" Mom squealed as I buried my dick to the hilt inside her.
"That's my boy!" Dad clapped his hands, "Look at you taking your mother like she's of your little girlfriends."
Taking was a pretty good way to describe it. I'd seen enough of their movies to know mom didn't mind it hard and fast and proceeded to slam the shit out of her. She cried out in pleasure with every thrust and she was so wet I could feel her sticky juices on my balls and inner thighs.
"That's right, fuck her!" Dad encouraged, "Pound that pussy!"
Gaining even more confidence, I shifted my grip to mom's feet and spreading her legs as wide as I could started fucking her even harder, pulling my cock all the way out to the tip before plunging back into her hot little box.
"Yes, yes yes!" Mom cried, "Just like that, fuck me baby, show your mother hoiw bad you want her!"
"You pig!" Dad told her.
He punctuated his remark by slapping her tit hard enough to get her to yelp, but that brief sound of pain was replaced by another delighted squeal as I continued my assault on her helpless pussy.



"Shit, look at that." Dad whispered, his eyes glued to my cock pounding my mother's sloppy snatch.
For the first time since we started this taboo three way, Dad looked as excited as I was. I followed his gaze and stared down at the length of my wet glistening dick sliding in between the puffy pink lips of mom's pussy.
"Harder, baby, harder!" Mom egged me on.
Squeezing her feet, I lifted up, my arms flexing as I pulled her ass off the bed. Mom howled in pleasure as my cock was now driving in at an even deeper angle and began squealing.
"Christ, what a noisy slut." Dad said, "Let's shut you up."
Leaning over mom's head, dad put his hands on the bed and slipped his cock into mom's already wide open and eager mouth. She moaned as he buried himself deep in her throat and then began making squealing gurgling sounds as he started moving his hips, fucking her mouth almost as hard as I was tagging her pussy.
"That's what you've been waiting for isn't it?" he asked, "Two cocks at the same time? One in each set of your slutty lips?"
He slipped his cock from her mouth "Oh, yes!" Mom moaned. "Give me what I've been wanting for years, baby!"
Dad slipped his cock back into her mouth and resumed fucking her face as I pounded away on her. I was glad I'd already cum otherwise I'd have shot off by now. Right now though as good as it was feeling I felt no urge to cum and tried to go even faster.
"Stop." Dad demanded.
I reluctantly stopped my thrusting and sitting back on his knees, dad pointed at Mom. "Get on your knees, like you know you want to."
"Yes sir!" Mom exclaimed and sliding herself from my cock, rolled over and quickly got on her hands and knees.
Mom crawled backwards until her ass was right at the edge of the bed and I found myself staring down at her dripping pussy perfectly framed by her ass and thighs.
"Don't just stand there, fuck her!"
Grabbing her hips, I slammed into her and this time I cried out as well at how much deeper I felt myself going into my mother's hot wet pussy. Mom cried out and quickly started rocking back into me, pushing me deeper. Dad was kneeling on the bed in front of her watching as I fucked my mother doggy style. I slowed up a little, now wanting to fully savor the sensation of each inch of my cock sliding into her incredible pussy.
"I want it in my mouth!" Mom moaned.
"Of course you do." Dad laughed and grabbing a handful of her hair shoved his cock in her mouth.
Mom started bobbing her head and groaning around dad's thick cock as I continued to fuck her with long slow thrusts. I watched mom's head moving and could see dad's eyes rolling in pleasure as she sucked him, while she was getting fucked.
'Look in the mirror." Dad pointed.
I turned my head to the right and my eyes widened as I caught the reflection of what was going on between us. I could not only see myself fucking my mother, my wet cock sliding between the well rounded cheeks of her ass, but also dad's cock disappearing into her mouth.
"Stay still." He said softly.
I stopped moving and so did he. Mom started rocking back and forth. First burying me deep within her, then moving towards dad and taking his cock all the way into her mouth
"Look at you." Dad moaned, "Oh, look at us!"
Mom moaned and started rocking faster we both remained unmoving as mom worked our cocks in and out of each of her wet holes.
"Like a pig on a spit." Dad laughed, "Now turn around, I want some pussy!"
I stepped back and mom quickly spun around to face me. As soon as she did, she opened her mouth and waggled her tongue at me. I stepped back up to the bed and moaned when she engulfed my cock with her mouth. She squealed around my cock as dad drove into her hard from behind.
"Fuck you're wet you pig!" he told her as he began fucking her so hard she was being pushed into me at every thrust.
Not that I minded as each time that happened she took my cock all the way to my balls. I looked in the mirror again, now enjoying seeing things the other way around. Dad was slamming the shit out of her, his hands digging hard into her slender hips as he fucked the shit out of her. Mom was still sucking me like a pro however, and I was starting to fuck her mouth, my hips moving in time with my fathers.
"You ready for where you really want it?" dad asked, giving her ass a slap
"Hmm-mm" Mom moaned around me.
Dad slipped his cock out and moved it up higher. Holy shit he was going to....
Mom released a long high pitched squeal around my cock as my father slipped his cock into her ass. He went slowly this time, easing his full length into her tight asshole. Mom was whining around my cock and I stopped moving as she knelt between us, taking my father's sizable cock into her ass. Dad stopped when he was buried to the hilt and remained still.
With soft whimpering sounds, mom started rocking back and forth again. I moaned loudly at the thought my father was now In her ass, yet she was still managing to keep her mouth busy on my cock. Dad began fucking her, long slow thrusts as I had been, but each of these ended in a squeal.
"Yeah, this is only half of it isn't it?" dad moaned, "We know what you really want don't we?"
Mom had no chance to reply, between having her mouth stuffed with her son's cock and the wail she produced as dad grabbed her hips and really started fucking her ass, she was beyond speech. I started wide eyed as dad tore into her ass as hard as he had her pussy. Mom obviously liked it that way as they had done it in front of me last night, but still my father was big, strong and had a pretty damn big dick.
Mom released my cock from her mouth and looking up at me with her blue eyes bulging yelped, "Oh, fuck me! Give it to me! I love it in my ass!"
"Put that cock back in your mouth slut!"
Dad smacked her ass and I groaned as she quickly took me back between her lips. She was barely moving her head and I didn't push. I stood there feeling my leg's starting to tremble. Even with her hardly sucking I was getting close while watching my father rip into her. I started moaning loudly each time her mouth was pushed into my cock and hearing that, dad stopped.
"Looks like it's time for what you've been dying for." Dad said as he slid his cock from mom's ass.
Mom groaned, and sitting up gave a tired laugh, "Just me?"
"Not at all."
Dad lay on his back and turning on the bed so her back was to me mom, swung her leg over his hips so she was straddling him. I watched as mom reached back and grabbing dad's cock guided it into her pussy. Mom lowered herself and moaned as his cock slipped into her. Mom rocked back and forth, riding him slowly for a moment, but grabbing her hips, dad started slamming his hips up into her. Mom leaned over and placing one hand on the wall reached down between them.
In the mirror, I could see she was rubbing her clit as dad was jack hammering his cock into her. My gaze shifted to his dick sliding in and out of her and was wondering what they wanted me to do next. I found out seconds later when dad said, "Get on the bed between my legs"
I frowned thinking that was a little close, but watching my mother's sweat slicked back and the hearing her moaning as she toyed with her clit caused me to follow instructions. I knelt between dad's legs and as mom leaned further towards the wall, pushing her ass towards me, I felt my heart skip a beat. Did they really want me to...?
"Go ahead, Derek, shove it in her ass, let's make your slut mother a sandwich."
"I..." I looked down at mom's ass more than a little concerned with how close I would be to dad's cock.
"I want it, baby!" Mom moaned, looking over her shoulder at me, "I want two big dicks so bad! Please?" she moaned and as I stared at her sweaty face, and took in her hair stuck to her cheeks and back, her perfect little tits that I could see in the mirror and the way she was grinding on my father's cock, I lost all inhibitions.
Grabbing her around the waist, I pushed my cock against her ass, planning in slowly entering her. I cried out when mom pushed herself hard into me and plunged my cock into her ass.
"Oh, fuck." I moaned.
Her ass was tighter than her pussy and I could feel my father's cock sliding against mine the same way I felt my fingers through there earlier. But her ass felt so good and the loud howl she released caused me to forget about that awkward thought. Dad had resumed pounding her pussy, and I started slowly fucking her tight ass. Mom was grinding her hips into both of us yelping as we stuffed both her holes.
I looked into the mirror and saw she was still moving her hand between her legs and her yelps were becoming higher pitched.
"Oh! So close!" she called out her voice cracking, "Give it to me! Both of you!"
Dad started fucking her so hard, he was lifting her in the air and after a pause to match her movements I started tearing into her ass. Mom lifted her head and opening her mouth let loose with a sound I could only describe as a scream.
"Fuck yes! I'm going to cum on both of you...oh, oh...!"
"Oh, god!" Dad cried out beneath me.
My only reply was a loud gasp as mom's already tight ass, convulsed around my cock. Mom released another scream and went off like a rocket. I had to hold on tightly to continue fucking her as she turned into an absolute wildcat. Howling at the top of her lungs, mom was bucking and thrashing between us as her holes tightened around our thrusting cocks.
I whimpered at the feeling of my cum starting to build within me and was aware my entire body was shaking as I somehow managed to keep fucking her ass. Beneath us, dad was moaning louder than he had all night and I looking into the mirror I saw he was looking into it as well, taking in the sight of our incestuous threesome. I looked at my mother who looked absolutely exhausted.
She was flushed red and there was sweat pouring down her face and back and she was alternately whimpering and screaming as she kept driving her hips and pushing our cocks deeper into her holes. With a last loud wail that ended in her ass clenching around my cock so tightly I cried out, mom fell forwards until she was lying against my father's chest.
Giving her no reprieve, dad wrapped his powerful arms around her waist and kept fucking her. Following his lead, I leaned over so I could brace myself and kept pumping her ass. Mom was trying to talk, but all that as coming out were squeals and moans. Dad's cock was pounding faster and harder than mine and I could feel him twitching against me.
"Cum for me!" moaned, "Please, both of you, cum for me!"
That was the end for me; I started fucking her so hard I was afraid I was going to lose my balance. Mom howled so long and loud I started worrying about the neighbors, then realized, who the hell would ever suspect this? Mom drove back into me and clenched her ass around my cock. I gasped as the cum raced through my cock.
"Oh, fuck." I moaned, "I...I'm going to..."
"Pull out and squeeze it!" Mom shouted, "Hold it for me!"
I slipped out of her and groaned as I squeezed the base of my cock, holding the cum back. Moving faster than I thought she could, mom rolled over onto her back. Dad quickly sat up, and squeezing his cock as I was knelt next to her. Mom slid between us so our cocks were over our face and opened her mouth wide.
"Take it you slut!" dad cried out and released his cock.
A tremendous amount of cum spurted from his prick, splashing across mom's lips and into her mouth. The second spurt caught her flush on the cheek. No longer able to hold it back, I let my cock go and started pumping it. I gasped as a long thick stream of cum splattered across mom's chin.
"In her mouth," dad moaned while he continued to pump his cock sending cum across mom's face.
I lowered the tip and the next spurt splashed onto mom's tongue.
Mom closed her mouth and I whispered, "Damn" when she pushed the cum out from between her lips to send it flowing down her chin.
I was still cumming and so excited I was unable to aim, hitting her on the cheek and one squirt landed onto her neck. Dad was moaning softly as he squeezed the tip of his cock, coaxing a couple of more drops that mom quickly caught with her wagging tongue. The last drops I managed to push out landed on her lower lip and as dad and I both sat back on our knees gasping for breath, mom began making a show of swirling her tongue around her lips, cleaning up what she could.
"Holy shit," dad panted, "Holy, fucking shit, that was....damn."
"Hmm" Mom purred beneath us. "Better than I ever dreamed." She sighed; "I'm tired, I'm sore, but my god I'm satisfied!" she smiled at me through her cum coated lips, "Baby, you were amazing."
"Damn straight." Dad agreed, "Tell you what, Derek, you're ahead of your age, you shouldn't be playing with those little school girls."
"No?" I asked, as I waited for my heart to slow down.
"Oh, no." Mom said as she sat up between us. "You should be giving all that to a hot cougar who can appreciate it."
"Not a cougar," dad laughed, "A Milf, because you're a mother he definitely loved to fuck!"
They both laughed and I managed a tired smile. Staring across the bed at my parents who were both naked and sweating, my mother with cum still dripping down her face, I had another of those surreal feelings, followed by the thought that if this was a dream I wouldn't mind never waking up.
"Messy." Mom said, wiping at her chin.
"Hey," dad pointed, "Get your mom a towel over there."
I looked where he was pointing and seeing towel on the chair next to the bed forced myself to lean over and grab it. I held it out, but dad rolled his eyes.
"Wipe her off, jeez Derek, what kind of son are you? You still can't clean up after yourself?"
They both burst out laughing again and this time I joined them. Leaning over I gently wiped the towel across mom's face. When I finished she gave me a sweet smile and putting her arm around me, whispered, "Give me a kiss, honey."
I kissed her and unlike the passion of before this one was slow and sweet. Mom sighed and put bother her arms around me, I relaxed into her, enjoying the softness of this moment as much as I'd enjoyed the hot torrid sex we'd just had. Mom slid her lips from mine and keeping her arms around me, said, "I love you baby, even though that was pretty rough, all I could think was how much I love you." Reaching down she gave my cock a squeeze. "Now, in every way."
"I love you too mom." I said, and running my hand across her still hard nipples, grinned, "In every way."
"And I love you too, my wife." Dad said, turning her head to face him and giving her a loving kiss as he had last night.
"Love you too baby." She smiled, "Even though you're a pervert and treat me like a pig."
"And you suffer nobly!" dad laughed. Reaching across mom he clapped me on the shoulder, "So what do you say, Derek, learn your lesson about spying?"
"Uh...well." Giving an exaggerated sigh, I said, "No. I think I need to be punished again."
"Then that's what we'll have to do then." He laughed as lying back on the bed; he grabbed mom's shoulder and pulled her down next to him. "We practice tough love around here."
Mom laughed and slid up close to him. I looked along the length of her naked body and despite how spent I was found myself wondering when the next time would be.
"Hey, baby, come down here." Mom patted the bed next to her.
With a smile, I lay down next to her. Dad pulled the sheet up over all three of us and rolling over on her side to face me; mom put her arm across my stomach. Dad rolled over to her and slipping his arm around her waist; kissed her back, "Let's get some sleep."
Mom worked herself back into him, but placing her head on my arm, kissed my neck.
"You heard, dad, get some sleep honey, we're going to have more fun later."
"We are?" I asked, "Man, I don't know if it could get any better."
"See what you think after we take your mother in the shower." Dad said as he closed his eyes.
"Shower?" My mind filled with the image of my mother's naked soapy body pinned between the two of us.
"Yes, a shower," Mom winked, "C'mon Derek, your dad and I didn't raise you to be dirty."
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"Daddy?"
I opened my eyes to see Heather sitting on the edge of the bed.
"You okay hon?" I asked, trying to clear my head.
"I had another bad dream about Mom." She put her head down, "Can I sleep with you, daddy?"
I didn't answer right away. Heather had been doing this a lot lately and although the first few times I didn't have any issues with it, I was starting to wonder if it were a good idea. Daughter or not, the idea of an eighteen year old girl sleeping with a forty two year old man wasn't exactly appropriate. Speaking of the word appropriate, Heather's attire was far from it. The skimpy white tank top that left her smooth flat stomach exposed and was so tight it was obvious she wasn't wearing a bra.
Heather's tits were small, but the top was clinging to them and I could see her nipples were hard. Speaking of hard, I felt my cock stirring between my legs and quickly lowered my eyes. There was no relief to be found when I saw she was wearing a pair of tiny red shorts with lace around the edges. She had one of her long legs stretched out on the bed and I found myself staring at her inner thigh. The shorts had ridden up and were bunching between her legs.
"Can I daddy?"
"I...I don't think that's a good idea, Heather." I said, trying to keep my voice steady.
"Please?"
She was staring at me with those big blue eyes and I felt myself waver. Her mother had gotten anything she wanted with those eyes and her daughter had learned to use them as well. My aching cock reminded me of the other ways Heather's mother had gotten what she wanted. Linda had been a bitch and at the end a cheat, but damn she was hot and Heather took right after her. That throbbing between my legs caused me to shake my head, "Really Heather, I think you need to get over this and stay in your own room."
"You...you don't want to be close to me?"
I started to answer, but stopped when she began to pout. I swallowed hard as her lower lip started to tremble and I had the overwhelming desire to lean forward and kiss her.
"Heather, I think that's the thing, I uh..." I paused and shrugged. "I think you're getting a little too close to me."
"But you like me close to you daddy." She smiled.
"What do you....?"
"You like your little girl next to you, that's why you're hard every night I'm in your bed."
"Heather!" I exclaimed, trying not to sound nervous, because she was right. "That's not true I...hey!"
I cried out in surprise when Heather reached out and yanked the sheet away from me. I was only wearing a pair of boxers and my hard cock was standing at attention in them.
"See daddy," she giggled, "He wants me in your bed!"
"Heather..."
"And that's where I want to be," she said, sliding closer to me. "In my daddy's bed, and," placing her lips to my ear she whispered; "With my daddy inside me."
"Honey please, you're my..."
"I'm your little girl," she purred in my ear causing my cock to twitch, "your good little girl." She sighed, "Mom was mean to you. I want to be good to you."
I gasped as she slid her hand into the waistband of my boxers and grabbed my cock. I tried to protest, but catching me by surprise, Heather pushed me, causing me to lie back on the bed. I tried to sit up, but stopped when she rolled over on top of me and slid down between my legs. She was still holding my cock and licking her lips said softly, "You're so hard for your little girl!"
I fought back a moan at the sight of her small hand with its slender fingers wrapped around my cock. I lost the fight when she started pumping it in her hand. I placed my hand on her shoulder and started to try to push her away. Heather resisted and before I could sit up, opened her mouth and took my cock deep inside it.
"Oh God!" I moaned as she began quickly bobbing her head.
Heather moaned as she sucked my hard into her warm wet mouth. Her big blue eyes were looking into mine and her long blond hair looked amazing fanned across my thighs. I tried to tell myself this was my daughter, but somewhere the sick and horny part of my mind called out she's also a hot little thing and wants this and who would know? Heather was sucking faster now and her other hand was rubbing my balls. I let my body relax and leaned back on the pillow to watch my barely legal daughter suck my cock.
Seeing I was no longer resisting, Heather giggled around my cock and slowed her sucking. I watched amazed at the sight of her beautiful young face surrounding my dick and began breathing hard. I hadn't had anything, but my hand since Linda left four months ago and Christ her mouth felt good! I started to wonder how much experience she had sucking cock, but my thoughts were interrupted when she removed my cock from between those luscious lips and standing up on the bed between my legs, pulled her shorts down.
My eyes widened at the sight of her bald pink pussy and as I lied there, too stunned to move, Heather dropped back to the bed, straddling my hips and reaching back, guided my cock to the entrance of her pussy.
"Oh, I've wanted this so bad!" she moaned and with no hesitation, impaled herself on my....
I jerked awake with my heart pounding and my cock throbbing. I closed my eyes and forced myself to take slow deep breaths until my body calmed down then sighed disgustedly. You're a sick bastard Jim, thinking about fucking your daughter. As it had in my dream that sick voice which had been becoming louder and louder lately started up again.
Fact was the girl was hot as all get out! No red blooded male could look at Heather and not immediately imagine what it would be like to fuck her. I pushed those thoughts from my head. I was horny and thinking with my dick. I hadn't gotten any since Heather's whore of a mother had announced she'd been fucking boss for the last year and had decided to move to Florida with him; immediately. The second half of that bitch's shocking declaration was that she'd spent enough of her life as a parent and that Heather could stay with me, seeing I loved playing house more than having fun.
As devastated as I was, my pain turned to rage and as far as I was concerned Linda could contract syphilis and die an agonizing death. Heather on the other hand, my heart went out to. She was as sweet as she was beautiful and an honor student who had just earned a scholarship to Providence College. She was far better than her mother deserved and despite the fact Linda had never exactly been a great mother, Heather was still heartbroken. That heartache and feeling of abandonment had been causing her to have nightmares of her mother either dying-not exactly my idea of a nightmare- or telling Heather she'd left because of her.
Those dreams had led to Heather asking if she could sleep in my bed on the nights she was afraid to go back to sleep. I probably shouldn't have let her, but felt sorry for her and had no idea what else to do. Heather and I had always been close, as Linda was never very affectionate with her and I loved her being "Daddy's girl". Since Linda screwed, Heather had grown even closer to me. When I was home she was by my side and seemed upset whenever I went out. She seemed obsessed with whether or not I was going to move on, always asking if there was a woman I thought was going to take her mother's place.
Lately I had been getting the eerie feeling Heather was looking to be that girl. Always affectionate, she was now all but hanging on me and there were times her kisses on my cheek were coming dangerously close to my lips. Anytime I looked at her she was staring at me and I was starting to wonder if she were really having nightmares and wasn't just looking to come into my bed. As I had dreamt, Heather was beginning to dress rather scantily around me now. In the beginning if she came into my bed, she would be wearing baggy shorts and t-shirts, but lately, she'd been wearing very little.
Those skimpy outfits weren't limited to her nighttime attire lately either. Although she dressed modestly when she went to school or her part time job at Target, when she was home Heather was dressing like a cast off from a bad porn movie. Skirts so short I could almost see her ass cheeks, tight tops that showed off her tits and lately the pony tail she always favored had given was to her wearing her long blonde hair down. She'd also been wearing a lot of make-up and in general seemed to be trying to make herself look older.
I kept telling myself not to look. For all intensive purposes, Heather had lost her mom and was putting more affection on me than was healthy. By looking, and worse, by fantasizing about her, I was doing the same. I was a decent looking guy and had no issues with women. I could get out there and meet someone, but instead was staying home and admittedly enjoying Heather's extra attention. I was obviously giving her more than enough attention, to the point I was having not just dreams, but day time fantasies of her as well.
Just yesterday I'd come home to find her by the pool in a red bikini that was so revealing my initial reaction was to tell her to get her ass into the house and change. Six months ago I'm sure I would have done that. Instead I simply tried to go into the house, because I didn't feel comfortable going near her. That's what I told myself anyway. Fact was I couldn't stop staring at her. I'd gone straight into the bathroom where the window looked out over the pool and as Heather lied there on her stomach sunning herself, her sick father pulled his cock out and jerked off to the sight of her perfect little ass in the string bikini bottom.
My cock, which had been shriveling as I thought of Linda, began to swell while I envisioned the thin strip of material that had barely covered my daughter's pussy. I wondered what that pussy would look like. I imagined it would be pink and smooth. It would also be tight as hell. As far as I knew Heather had only had sex with one guy that she'd dated for almost a year. That was another arousing thought. She would not only be tight, but not very experienced. I would be able to make her cum harder than she'd ever imagined. I shook my head and sighed; I'd never really thought of young girls before, but when you spent a few nights lying next to one it was hard not to.
My cock was now throbbing again and knowing I wouldn't be able to go back to sleep unless I took care of it, I slid my hand down my stomach and reaching into my boxers, grabbed it. As I began stroking my cock, I rolled my eyes at the thought that here I was in my early forties spanking it like a teenager. On the note of teenagers, my mind again became filled with images of my sexy little daughter. I went back to my dream and moaned softly at the memory of her lips around my cock and the way she'd looked at me while she blew me.
There was a part of me that told me to stop, Heather loved me as a daughter loves her father, not the way she would a boyfriend. But my cock was hard and I'd be lying if I said the idea of fucking her wasn't a hot one. Just thinking of how sweet she would taste and what she would sound like when she came on the tip of her father's tongue....I gasped and started to pump my cock harder as I imagined her little squeals. I had my legs closed and as I furiously stroked myself, I spread them open to take the pressure off my balls.
I jumped as my leg hit something and jerking my head to the side, my eyes widened; Heather was sleeping next to me. When my leg bumped hers, she made a soft sound in her sleep and rolled over towards me. I slid over quickly so that she didn't get close enough to press against me, especially my still hard cock. Heather nuzzled her face into the pillow before sighing softly and settling back into sleep. I wondered how long she'd been in the bed. Normally she woke me up and asked, but then again, last time I'd hesitated before saying yes, mainly because of the tiny little shorts and silky little top she'd been wearing.
As always I'd caved. But after spending an hour with my cock hard, I'd slipped out of the bed and jerked off in the bathroom and the next morning told her maybe she should try to tough it out next time she'd had a nightmare. Now she just slipped in without giving me the chance. I told myself to roll over, put my back to her and go to sleep, but my window was open and I couldn't help but look at her in the moonlight.
Heather really was nothing short of beautiful. Her soft features were peaceful and I smiled when I noticed her lips were pressed into a pout as she slept. I leaned closer and had the urge to gently press my lips to hers, to feel their softness. Heather's long blonde hair was fanned across her shoulders and back. I noticed all I could see on her shoulders was two thin black straps and wondered what the hell she was wearing now.
"Go to sleep Jim." I whispered, "Do the right thing."
Instead I succumbed to my sick desire to check out my daughter and grabbing the sheet slowly lifted it. Oh, goddamn I thought and my aching cock agreed. Heather was wearing a black silky top that left a good part of her upper back bare. I took in the smooth skin and resisted the urge to caress it. My eyes wandered down to see that the top didn't go all the way down, leaving her lower back exposed as well. I continued to let my gaze slide down and caught my breath at the sight of the lower half of her ensemble.
Heather was wearing what looked like just a pair of black panties. They had bunched up; leaving her right ass cheek exposed and the sight of her soft curve of her firm little ass caused another surge to go through my now dripping cock. Heather's legs were stretched out and unable to help it, my eyes wandered down every inch of her well shaped thighs and calves. I returned to stare at that adorable ass and imagined spreading those cheeks and sliding my tongue down through her...
"Can't sleep daddy?"
I jerked my head up, to see Heather's blue eyes staring at me. I swallowed nervously, wondering if she had seen me gawking.
"I...um...no." I said with a shrug.
Heather smiled and said, "I couldn't either, until I came in here." Her smile widened, "I like being in your bed."
"Yeah well..."
"Daddy, why were you looking under the sheet?" she asked.
Oh, you stupid shit! I'd been caught red handed. Thinking with surprising quickness, I shrugged.
"I wanted to see what you were wearing."
"Do you like it?" she smiled and sitting up, put her arms out.
I was confronted with the sight of her barely concealed tits and tried not to stare at them as she continued, "I know you like black so I wore this for you!"
Oh shit, I thought, there was getting to be no doubt that Heather was thinking about me as more than her father right now.
"Yeah, well uh..." Ignoring my aching cock and the desire to just go ahead and give my little girl what she wanted, I made the effort to be a father, not a pervert. "That's the thing Heather; I told you last time you need to stop wearing things like that, it's not proper."
"But you're my daddy, you're not supposed to look at me like that and I'm really comfy."
I felt myself relax, that last remark sounded as if she might not be thinking anything more than what she'd just said, which would make me more of a perv, but at least....
"Besides," she shrugged, "When I'm alone I sleep naked, so these are my jammies."
Naked. Oh goddamn I thought as my mind began conjuring up those images.
"Do you want me to change Daddy?" she asked, "I'll go back to my room and put on something else." She gave me the pout. "Do you want me too?"
"No," I said then yelled at myself for being weak, "That's okay, but let's just go back to sleep okay?"
"Okay!" she smiled happily.
Heather's big smiles never failed to make me smile back, and tonight was no exception. She'd been through a lot lately and I felt good I could make her happy.
"Good night honey, sweet dreams." I said as staying on my back, I moved over a little more and closed my eyes.
"Or not so sweet ones." she giggled, causing my eyes to pop open.
She didn't speak again and risking a glance over to her I saw her eyes were closed. I also saw she was lying on her side with her tits were almost falling out of the top of her shirt. I licked my lips at the sight of the swelling of her smooth young breasts and had to turn away before I pulled her damn shirt down and started sucking on them. This would be it, tomorrow I would tell her no more and I would start locking my bedroom door. If her nightmares kept up I would take her to talk to someone.
I closed my eyes and tried to ignore my throbbing cock. I'd been so worked up; I could feel my precum dripping on my thigh and thought about slipping out and jerking off. I forced myself to remain where I was. For one I didn't want to wake Heather up and risk anymore contact tonight. In addition to that I needed to get over this and stop stroking to my damn daughter. I began to take slow deep breaths and pushed my thoughts towards Kim, a pretty brunette at the office who was also recently divorced, we'd been talking more and more and maybe it was time to ask her to dinner.
Kim had been giving me some signals and maybe spending a night with an attractive woman my age would make me forget about the hot teenage blonde next to me. I began to relax and eventually my thoughts faded into nothingness as I fell back to sleep.
*****
I jumped at the feeling of something sliding across my chest and opening my eyes saw Heather's arm draped across me. As I blinked the sleep from my eyes and became more awake I noticed I had stretched my arm out and Heather had rolled right into me. Her head was resting on my shoulder and I could feel her long hair tickling my chest. I could also feel her warm breath on my neck. Knowing this was going to be a problem, I prepared to move. That's when I stopped and my eyes widened when it occurred to me that I could feel a lot more than her breath.
I became aware of the fact that I could feel her tits pressing into my side. Her bare tits. Holy shit, she was naked! I lay there for a moment waiting to wake up, but when she lifted her leg and drape it over mine I knew this was no dream. I gasped out loud when she slid closer and I felt the heat of her pussy along my thigh. I stayed motionless unsure of what to do. Well I knew what I should do was get the hell out of that bed and go sleep on the damn couch. Yet I stayed there, my mind racing with the thought that she had stripped and was pressing her young tight body against me.
My daughter wanted me. She was probably awake and waiting for me to react. I stayed where I was, feigning sleep and wondering if I didn't move if she'd go any further. It was everything I could do not to lift the sheet and look along the length of her nude form. My cock was hard within seconds and again I yelled at myself to get out of... My thoughts trailed off as Heather started rocking her hips, causing her pussy to slide along my leg. My heart started beating faster as her smooth hot skin rubbed along my thigh.
I started breathing heavier as I could feel my leg getting wet beneath her and could now feel her very hard nipples poking into me. Her leg was across mine far enough that I could feel her soft foot on my other leg and she was sliding it up and down my calf. I caught my breath when her hand began to move along my stomach. She was only using her nails and feeling of them trailing across my skin caused a surge of excitement through my already hard dick.



"Do I feel good Daddy?" she asked in my ear.
"H...Heather," I could hear my voice trembling; "You need to...to leave."
"But I want you daddy."
She had propped herself up on one elbow causing the sheet to fall away and my breath hissed from between my teeth at the sight of my daughters perfect tits. Perfect was the right word. Heather's tits were small, but round and firm and her tiny nipples were so pink I could barely see them. Those nipples were erect and each one turned up slightly. Oh God, did I want them in my mouth!
"I..."
"Don't you want me daddy?" she asked, her lips going into the pout and her blue eyes growing wide.
"We...honey," I kept trying to do the right thing. "You're...my little girl."
"I am!" she smiled, "You always say I'm you're good little girl and I want to show you what a good girl I am!" she emitted a cock stirring giggle, "By being a naughty girl!"
"But Heather, I'm your...."
"You're my daddy." She said softly and leaning over kissed my neck, "But you're more than that, I love you and I want to show you how much I love you!"
A shiver went through me at the feeling of her soft lips on my neck. Her pussy was getting wetter by the minute and those tits!
"Its...it's not the same." I forced myself to say
"Why not?" she asked as she started running her nails further down my stomach towards my cock.
I told my hands to move, to catch her wrist and stop her, but instead I lied there transfixed by the sight of my topless daughter staring longingly at me.
"You've been so good to me Daddy, and I want to be good to you! In every way!" she put her head down. "Mommy was mean to us and left us alone. I don't think we should be alone anymore." She looked up and locking her baby blue eyes on mine whispered, "She wasn't good to you, I want to be good to you."
"Heather, that's not what I need from you," I said even as the throbbing between my legs told me differently.
"It can be!" she said, an air of desperation to her voice. "I...I know what you need daddy and I don't want you getting to from anyone but me! I want to be the girl you love," she gave me a sly smile and placing her lips to my ear added, "In every way."
"You're,,,,too young." I said lamely.
"I know I don't know a lot, but I'll try really hard daddy!" she purred in my ear as her pussy continued to grind into me. "I'll do anything you want; I'll make you happy daddy, you'll see, please let me!"
She punctuated that last sentence by flicking her tongue across my ear and unable to contain it, a low moan escaped me.
"Hmmm," she cooed as she kissed my neck again, "I like that. I want you to moan for me daddy, I want to moan for you! Please?"
Before I could answer her hand darted down into my boxers and I groaned as her slender fingers wrapped around my cock.
"Oh! You do want your little girl don't you!"
"I....oh goddamn!" I groaned when she began slowly pumping my cock.
"Let me make you happy daddy." She whispered.
I turned my head and gasped as her lips immediately pressed into mine. I tried not to respond to the kiss, but as those incredibly soft lips began sliding back and forth over my mouth, I let my body relaxed and surrendered to my taboo desire. As my lips parted and began pressing into hers, Heather let out a soft whimper that caused my cock to twitch in her hand. I began kissing her more passionately and released a whimper of my own when her soft tongue slipped into my mouth and caressed mine.
I brought my arm up around her shoulders and crushed her to me. Heather squealed delightedly as I wrapped my other arm around her thin waist and held her against me. I could feel her nipples pressing into my chest and although I yearned to taste them it could wait. Right now I was enjoying holding her naked body close mine and the feeling of her lips. Heather's hand released my cock and she slid bother her arms under my shoulders.
As we continued to kiss I was amazed at how good it felt. I'd fantasized about fucking her, but the thought of how good something like this could feel hadn't occurred to me. Her tongue still teasing the inside of my mouth, Heather rolled over on top of me. I moaned as she straddled my leg and I could feel her slick pussy pressing into it. That wet pussy was throwing a lot of heat and the thought hit me that pretty soon I was going to find out just how hot my little girl's pussy was.
That thought should have appalled me, but instead I moaned and started rocking my hips, pressing my hard cock into her soft stomach as we continued to kiss. I slid my hand up Heather's soft smooth back and up into her long hair to cradle the back of her head. I felt her body relax against mine and sliding her lips from mine she whispered, "You feel so good daddy!"
Part of me wanted to tell her to call me Jim, but again that voice in my head that had been right all along about me wanting her, decided daddy was just fine.
"So do you baby," I sighed in her ear as she began gently kissing my neck.
Heather slipped her arms from underneath me and bracing them on my chest lifted herself over me and leaning down, brought her perfect little tits to my lips. I opened my mouth and eagerly sucked her pink nipple into it.
"Oh, Daddy" she gasped as I swirled my tongue around her swollen flesh.
I felt a shiver go through her as a fresh wave of moisture flooded my thigh between her legs. As I swirled my tongue around her nipple, Heather moaned and began grinding her hips hard into my leg. I smiled around her tit as she confirmed my fantasy that my inexperienced little girl had yet to be truly pleased and I was going to change that right here in the bed I'd shared with her mother. I switched to the other nipple and bringing my hand up, began rolling the other between my finger tips.
Heather's fingers were digging into my shoulders and she was releasing soft whimpers as I began switching my tongue from one nipple to the other. While sucking one tit, I gave the other a squeeze and marveled at how firm her perky little tits were. Heather reached up and placed her hand over mine, pressing my palm to her tit. That move caused my cock to begin to ooze into her stomach. The look of pure desire on my daughter's face was one that I'd never seen on a woman before. Damn she really did want me!
I started to try to sit up so I could roll her over and begin to take charge, but pushing against my chest. Heather held me down and sliding her nipple from between my lips smiled down at me. "You've always taken good care of me Daddy, let me take care of you first tonight," she gave me a big smile, "I want you to see how bad your good little girl will be for you!"
"Oh." Was all I could come out with while watching my daughter slowly slide down my body towards my cock.
I knew I should be disgusted with myself. Instead I felt a sense of anticipation run through me as Heather began placing soft kisses along my chest. After all we did love each other and we did need each other. Yes I thought as I watched Heather's little pink tongue dart out and tease my nipple; we deserved to make each other happy. With that thought all hesitation left me and despite my aroused state I let myself relax and sighed as Heather was now trailing her tongue down my flat hard stomach. Her wet pussy was leaving a wet streak down my leg and my cock was doing the same as when she slipped between my legs and rested herself on her elbows I could see her chest glistening with my cum.
Heather grabbed my cock and after giving it a squeeze gently kissed the head. I groaned as she left her lips there and slid them across the sensitive skin of the head of my cock. When she pulled them back I swallowed hard at the sight of the trail of sticky fluid between her lips and my cock. Heather licked her lips and with a smile whispered, "Hmmm, that's good!"
Heather kissed my cock affectionately then slid her tongue down the length of my shaft. I gasped as she continued and began licking my balls while still stroking my cock. I guess she'd had a little more fun with her boyfriend than I'd thought! I watched transfixed by the sight of my daughters tongue bathing my quivering balls and moaned as taking them in her mouth, she began sucking on them.
"I...I think you've been a bad girl before this." I whispered as she began working her tongue back up my shaft.
Heather giggled and I laughed as she turned red.
"Just one guy daddy, but we had fun playing!" she giggled again as her tongue darted out across the head of my dripping prick. "And I really liked sucking his dick!"
"Then be a good girl and show me how much you like sucking mine." I told her with a smile, oh I was going to burn for this for sure, but was going to enjoy myself in the meantime!
"Okay." She smiled, "But yours is a lot bigger." She licked her lips then added, "I'll do my best daddy!"
"I know you will, that's why you're my good....Oh Heather!"
I cried out in surprise as quickly lowering her head, my daughter took me deep into her mouth and began slowly bobbing her head. I gasped at the feeling of her warm mouth as well as the sensation of her tongue pressed tightly to my shaft as her lips slid up and down. I was fairly well hung and she was taking me more than half way down. I moaned and reaching down brushed her blonde hair from her face so I could watch the show. And what a show it was! Heather wasn't lying, the girl loved to suck cock!
Her big blue eyes were partially closed and had a glazed look in them as she repeatedly down her daddy's cock. Even more of a turn on was the wet slurping sounds and moans she was making deep in her throat while she blew me. Looking past the amazing sight of my daughter's mouth devouring my cock, my eyes wandered down her smooth back and focused on her bare ass. That ass was wiggling back and forth as she ground her hips into the bed, rubbing her pussy against the sheets. Her legs were bent at the knees and I watched her wiggling her feet back and forth playfully, goddamn, blowing me was really getting her going.
I sighed at the thought that I was going to more than repay my little girls' kindness by sucking that sweet little pussy! In the meantime I returned to watching Heather consume my cock. To my surprise she was taking me even deeper and I gasped as with a gurgling sound, Heather forced my cock down until her lips were at the base of my shaft!
"Oh fuck honey!" I groaned feeling her tongue slide out along my balls. "Oh Heather, you're making your Daddy very happy!"
She giggled around my cock then caused me to cry out again when she began shaking her head back and forth. I could feel her tongue swirling around my shaft and she had brought her hand down between my legs and begun massaging my balls. I felt my thighs begin to tremble and realized I was moments away from cumming in my daughter's mouth. Heather worked my cock back out of her mouth and as I watched wide eyed, made s how of letting her spit drool out of her mouth and down my shaft. With a wink she slid her tongue down my shaft and made a show of licking it back up.
"Bad girl." I whispered.
"Your bad girl!" she laughed happily then eagerly took me back into her mouth.
She began bobbing her head again and I started breathing through my mouth as I knew I wouldn't be able to hold back much longer. Heather wasn't taking me as deep, but was sucking faster and the feeling of those soft full lips caressing my hard flesh was driving me wild. My hand was still on her head and I started pushing and pulling on it. I wasn't being rough, but was simply guiding her head along the length of my shaft. Heather didn't mind, in fact she sighed softly around her mouthful of cock and closing her eyes began to suck me even faster.
Unable to help it, I began thrusting my hips, pushing my cock into her descending mouth. Again Heather's response was a moan of pleasure and she slowed her mouth down, allowing me to shove my cock into her mouth as she played with my balls. Wanting to make her feel good for pleasing me so well, I slid my hands under her and began playing with her tiny nipples as she brought me closer to and closer with each bob of her pretty little head. Heather whimpered and I saw her hips grinding harder into the bed.
My hips were beginning to move with a sense of urgency and sensing me getting close, Heather grabbed my cock and started following her mouth with it, jerking me off as she blew me. I gasped and began to moan continuously as Heather began sucking fast and hard, I could feel the cum building within me then as Heather gave my balls a gentle squeeze cried out loudly as my cock erupted in my little girls mouth.
Heather squealed between my legs as I lost control and thrust my hips hard into her descending mouth. Each thrust ended with a spurt of cum and Heather gurgling as she fought to take it all. I moaned as she failed and I was treated to the sight of cum dribbling from her lips and down my shaft. Heather continued to prove herself a good girl as she immediately took my cock deep into her mouth and slurped at the spilled cum. I released a long pathetic sounding moan as my cock gave up the last of its cum and slumped back into the bed gasping.
Heather caused me to moan again as she continued to suck my cock, but slowly and....lovingly. She had a look of pure ecstasy on her face as she slid my spent cock from her mouth and slowly licked up the last few drops of cum. Looking up at me she opened her mouth and showed me her cum coated tongue. She then closed her mouth and after making a show of swallowing, opened it again to show me it was empty.
"All gone!" she giggled. Then asked, "Was I a good girl daddy, did I do a good job?"
"Honey, that was...." I smiled at her as I fought to catch my breath, "The hottest blow job I can remember."
"Really?" she asked as she sat up between my legs "Thank you daddy!"
"Thank you." I whispered as I took in her sweet little body. "Fuck you're hot Heather."
She laughed again, and then yelped in surprise as unable to wait any longer, I sat up and grabbing her shoulders practically threw her down on the bed beside me. Heather laughed, and then moaned as the second she was on her back; I fastened my lips to her gorgeous little titty. Heather reached up and began running her hand across my back as I eagerly devoured her tit. That was the word as I was trying to suck not just her nipple, but as much of her flesh as I could into my mouth. I reached across and began playing with her other nipple as her hand slid into my hair and pressed my face against her chest.
"Yes daddy!" she moaned, "I'm so glad you want me! Please make me cum daddy!"
Now how could I deny my little girl that request? While still sucking her tit, I slid my hand down her stomach and between her legs. I gasped around her nipple as my fingers slid through her extremely wet pussy lips. Heather groaned and began rocking her hips, shoving her hot flesh against my hand. I slowly slid my fingers up and down the length of her pussy and reaching the top pressed them into her swollen clit.
'Oh!" she moaned, "Oh daddy that feels soooo good!"
Hearing her moan caused me to begin to rub my fingers in slow circles around her hard little button. Heather closed her thighs around my hand and started thrusting her hips hard into me. I played with her clit another moment then slid my fingers down. She whimpered in disappointment, but that was okay, I planned on making it up to her as there was no way she was going to come any other way the first time except by my tongue. The first time I thought as I gently slipped my fingers inside her.
Yes the first time I thought as Heather groaned at the feeling of my fingers entering her incredibly fucking tight pussy. Oh, I was going to fuck her as many times as she'd let me! Screw right or wrong, she was young hot and oh so willing to be my good girl, hell no one needed to know! I started slowly pumping my fingers into her deliciously hot little box and she sighed in pleasure and let herself relax. I pressed my thumb to her clit, causing her to whimper again and as she had done, began making a show of sliding my tongue across her stomach as I eased myself down between her long legs.
"Yes, oh please yes!" she moaned as I settled down between her thighs, "Lick your little girl daddy!"
I paused between her legs and looked up at her. I could feel my hands trembling on her inner thighs as I took in just how sexy she really was. Her soft flat stomach and those long legs I was lying between along with those perky little tits, everything was perfect. Coupled with her blonde hair and baby blue eyes, Heather was truly a flawless beauty. At the moment however, the attribute that was demanding my attention was the smooth glistening pink little pussy inches from my face.
Leaning in I took a breath and sighed at the sweet scent of my daughter's pussy. Sliding my hand up her smooth thighs I gently parted her lips and as she trembled in anticipation I blew lightly on her clit.
"Don't tease me daddy," she begged, "I didn't tease you!"
"You've been teasing your daddy." I whispered as, like she had done, I flicked my tongue teasingly across her clit. "Parading around the house showing off this hot little body, faking nightmares to sleep with me..."
Heather giggled and said, "Got me! I just wanted to....Oh yes!"
Heather groaned as I swirled my tongue around her clit several times. I then worked my tongue down through the wet folds of her lips and after a brief pause to again savor her scent, plunged my tongue inside her sopping wet slit. She cried out and I groaned as I swirled my tongue inside her, getting a mouthful of her forbidden juices. Heather moaned and started squirming as I took my time, sliding my tongue in and out of her hot pussy. She began thrusting her hips into my face and I had a brief feeling of the surreal, was I really laying here between my daughter's legs, tongue fucking her?
Damn straight I was and figuring I'd teased her enough, I slid my tongue back up to her swollen button and began gently sucking on it.
"Oh, right there daddy." She moaned.
Heather reached down and began running her fingers across my shoulders then squealed as I slid two fingers inside her. I began to pump them in rhythm with my sucking and Heather sighed contentedly as she started to rock her hips, pushing my fingers deeper inside her. I released her clit and started sliding my tongue around it in slow circles. Heather made a sound that could best be described as a purr and again I found myself smiling as I committed the ultimate taboo. Her hands left my hair and a moment later I heard her gasp.
I looked up and was treated to the sight of her long fingernails teasing her hard nipples as I pleasured her. Spurred on not only by that, but by my cock which was already hard at the thought of fucking this perfect pussy, I started to lick faster. Heather moaned ion appreciation and began rocking her hips faster. I pressed my tongue tightly against her clit and drove my fingers in as hard as I dared. Heather began to yelp and her thighs were starting to shake against my hands.
As she had done I started grinding my hips into the bed sliding my hard cock against the soft sheets. Heather let out a sharp breath and her hips started rocking even faster as she moaned, "Yes daddy! Oh, just like that! Please don't stop daddy, please just ohhhh!"
Heather threw her head back and screamed as her hips thrust into my face and her pussy contracted around my thrusting fingers. I began licking even faster and she squealed loudly and her hips started bucking wildly. Heather clamped her thighs around my head, pressing my face into her hot flesh and again screamed out her pleasure as she came in her daddy's face. I continued licking and fingering her, my cock throbbing at the high pitched sounds she was emitting as that hot tight pussy convulsed around my fingers.



Heather's back arched off the bed and with one last shuddering moan her pussy contracted and I felt a warm wave of fluid surround my fingers. She collapsed on the bed panting as I had done and whispered, "Oh daddy, that was so good!"
My response was too slid up onto my knees between her legs and looking down I licked my pussy coated lips at the sight of my large cock positioned directly over her pussy.
"Take me daddy." Heather said softly as she also stared at my cock hovering over her. "Just...easy, please go easy."
Grabbing her ankles, I placed her soft feet on my chest and taking my throbbing cock in my hand teased us both by sliding it through her wet lips. Heather shuddered and whimpered as I slid my cock across her clit before placing it at the entrance of her pussy. Releasing my cock I placed my hand on her soft stomach and slowly pushed the head of my cock between her lips.
"Oh." Heather groaned as I eased inside her. "Oh, daddy, you're....big."
I moaned at how tight her pussy was. I could feel it squeezing my cock as I pushed further into her. Heather whimpered and began breathing hard as inch by inch I pushed my cock in until I was completely inside her. Heather moaned and lay still as I gently began to move within her. I was only sliding out a couple of inches before slowly pushing back in, but she was whimpering with each thrust. Those little sounds were driving me crazy and it was all I could do not to go faster.
I looked down at her and lost that urge. Heather's eyes were closed and her lips parted, she was sweating and some of her hair as stuck to her cheek. Each time I pushed into her she emitted a soft whimper, but the look on her face was one of pure pleasure. As if she sensed me looking she opened her eyes and smiled, "I love having you inside me daddy."
As she spoke she put her arms out to me and leaning down I entered her embrace. I slipped my arms under hers and started moving slowly within her. I was pulling further out and now when I pushed, her sounds were that of enjoyment. I sighed and let myself relax as I gently made love to my daughter. Again as I'd thought when I had been kissing her I had fantasized about the hard fucking, but not about how good it would feel to be sweet to her.
Heather has her arms around me and was sighing softly in my ear each time I entered her. I could feel her nipples against my chest and even better was when she wrapped her long legs around my waist. I moaned at how tight she was as well as how good it felt to be this close to her. As wrong as this was, nothing had ever felt so right. I increased my speed slightly and Heather moaned and began moving her won slender hips in time with mine. We both sighed and a moment later she whispered, "Let me."
Dropping her legs from me, Heather pushed my shoulders and I obediently rolled off her, Heather rolled with me and was now straddling my hips. Reaching back she guided my cock to her pussy and slowly eased herself down on it. I gasped as my cock plunged deep inside her and watched as Heather began slowly rocking back and forth, riding her daddy's cock. I reached up and began fondling her nipples and she moaned and began rocking her hips faster.
Taking her lead I began to thrust my hips up into hers, driving my cock into her hot young pussy. Heather yelped, but began raising and lowering herself, plunging her pussy onto my rising cock. Her eyes were closed and she was moaning as I fucked her. Reaching down I pressed my thumb into her clit and started rubbing it in hard fast circles.
"Oh fuck!" she moaned. "Oh Daddy!"
She leaned over and bracing her hands on my chest caused me to cry out as she began pumping her hips, fucking me as hard as I was fucking her. I groaned as her unbelievably tight pussy worked my hard cock and raising my head, sucked her nipple into my mouth. Heather whimpered and began grinding her hips into me. My thumb was moving fast on her clit and I could feel her thighs shaking against mine.
"There you go baby," I encouraged her, "Cum for daddy again, show me how much you like that dick."
"Y...yes daddy." She whispered and started sliding her hips back and forth faster.
Her entire body was trembling and pressing hard on her clit I took her nipple between my fingers and gave it a hard pinch. Heather tossed her head back and let out a sound best described as a howl as she began to cum on her daddy's cock. I gasped as that amazingly tight pussy clenched around my cock and she began slamming her hips into mine. She was certainly used to my cock now as she was crying out in pleasure as she drove her convulsing pussy down hard into my pumping cock.
Heather let out another cry and I moaned as I felt a gush of hot sticky fluid squirt past my cock and onto my thighs. Heather moaned and letting herself go landed on my chest. Wrapping my arms around her waist I drew my legs up and began hammering into her, driving my hard cock into her gushing pussy.
"Oh fuck Daddy!" she cried out as I began fucking the shit out of her.
Whether she was ready for it or not, I couldn't hold back and pinning her to me was slamming my cock into her as hard as I could. Heather was yelping in my ear, but they were sounds of pleasure and I started fucking her even harder. I couldn't believe how tight and wet she was. As good as pounding her like this felt I knew what I wanted; I wanted my daughter's perfect little ass in the air while I fucked her doggy style. I rolled us both over and deciding I wanted to watch her before I put her on her knees, lifted her legs by her ankles and drove my cock into her.
"Oh yes!" Heather cried out as spreading her legs as far as I could I began fucking her hard and fast.
I looked down and smiled at the sight of her sweat covered tits bouncing as her father slammed the shit out of her. Her eyes were wide open and staring at me as I drilled her tight young pussy. She was yelping continuously and leaning forward I bent her legs back. Her ass came off the bed and she howled as I was now penetrating even deeper with my long hard thrusts.
"That's it!" she moaned, "Take me daddy! Take your little girl, I'm all yours! All the time daddy! I want you to have me any time you...hey!"
She yelped in surprise as withdrawing my cock from her I grabbed her hips and with a wrench of my shoulders, rolled her onto her stomach. Grabbing her hips, I pulled her onto her knees and with no hesitation began fucking her.
"Oh my fucking god daddy!" She screamed as I repeatedly plunged my long thick cock into her tight young pussy.
Heather was tried to speak again, but it turned into a high pitched squeal as I continued my relentless assault on her pussy.
"You like that?" I asked her, "You like daddy fucking you nice and hard?"
"Yes! I love daddy fucking me!" she moaned, "I love making you happy!"
"Never been fucked like this before have you?" I asked as I reared back and started really tearing into her.
"No!" she wailed, "I...I never, Oh daddy! Oh fuck me as hard as you want! Show me how bad you want me!"
I was slamming her so hard her pussy was squirting onto my thighs every time I drove into her and she was howling as I tore into her, fucking her young pussy like it had never been fucked before. I gasped as I felt the cum building up inside and began moaning with each thrust
"Cum for me daddy!" she cried out, "Let me feel it I....oh Daddy!"
I let loose with a loud cry and felt my cock explode into her pussy. I'd gotten clipped years ago and took full enjoyment in the sensation of flooding her sweet young pussy with her daddy's cum. Heather loved it as well as she was moaning and squirming against me.
"Give it to me daddy!" she squealed, "I want it all, oh right inside of me!"
I slowed my pumping as my spurting cock continued to paint the inside of my daughter's pussy. I stopped moving and moaned as I felt the last cum trickle out. I then gasped as clenching her pussy around me; Heather milked a couple of more drops from my spent cock.
"Hmmm," she purred.
Sliding my cock from her pussy, Heather rolled over and I cried out in surprise as she quickly took my cock into my mouth and sucked it hard and fast. She was moaning and as good as it felt my head was sensitive from having just cum and I had to push her shoulders and whisper, "Stop honey, please."
Heather released my cock from her mouth and licking her lips rolled her eyes.
"We taste good daddy!"
I nodded the let myself go and fell onto the bed. I rolled over onto my back breathing hard as my heart pounded and my mind spun with the thought that I had really just fucked my daughter. With a long sigh, Heather lay down next to me and as she had done before cuddled into me, resting her head on my chest and draping her arm and leg over me.
"I love you daddy." She said, kissing my chest.
"I love you to Heather."
At that moment it hit me that I meant it, I really did love her and what was there not to love? She was beautiful, sweet, loving and a goddamn wild ride! As my breathing slowed I began to wonder if we could really get away with this. I mean who would even suspect it? That annoying voice came back with I was taking advantage of a confused young girl, but I brushed that off quickly. This confused young girl had known what she wanted and had done a damn good job of getting it. Besides, as I put my arm around her shoulders and pulled her close to me, she felt so damn good like this and making love to her had been one of the sweetest things I had ever....
"So daddy?" she broke into my thoughts.
"What honey?" I asked.
"Do you like having your little girl in your bed now?"
"Nope, "I answered.
"No?" she began to lift her head, "But Daddy I..."
I stopped her by giving her a soft kiss and guiding her head back to my chest whispered, "I don't like the idea of having my little girl in my bed, but I love the idea of being with Heather in our bed!"
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I opened my eyes and smiled, tonight was the night! After six weeks of saving every extra dollar I could, I was only twenty dollars short of the two hundred I needed and I was going to make that this morning! I lay there staring at the ceiling, my cock already stirring as I envisioned the night to come.
Glancing over at the other side of the room, I saw Jimmy was still asleep. He was lying on his side with his back to me and sliding my hand under the covers; I grabbed my now fully erect cock and started to stroke it. Closing my eyes, I thought of a pair long well shaped legs wrapped around me and imagined what those big tits would look like out of her sexy black lace bra. I could all but feel the wet heat of her mature pussy and just as good; the warm, wet and experienced mouth of an older woman who knew how to suck cock better than any girl my age.
I thought of that long blonde hair trailing down my stomach, fanned across my thighs. I had no idea what her face looked like, but pictured big blue eyes to go with that blond hair. Those eyes would be looking up at me while her lips were wrapped around my cock. My hand moved faster and I held back a moan; I was already close. My mind jumped to having her on her knees, grabbing those curvy hips and watching that well rounded ass while my cock slammed into it.
I would be fucking her as hard as I could and with no complaints because older women loved getting it hard and fast and could care less what you thought of them, they were just out for a good hard fucking. I'd whip my cock out and tell her to roll over and spray my hot cum in her mouth and all over her face. Unlike other girls I'd been with she wouldn't say no, because end of the day I would be paying good money for her to do anything I wanted and most likely a hot cougar like her would love...
"Oh!" a gasp escaped me as my cock exploded in my hand and I felt a warm sticky stream of cum splash onto my stomach.
I continued to pump, all the time imagining my load going into a pretty mouth and not all over myself. When I was finished, I lay there with my heart pounding while holding the sheet over my sticky stomach.
"Hey Nick, you awake?"
I quickly slipped my boxers up and dropped the sheet, wincing as it stuck to my stomach. Sitting up, I looked over to see Jimmy was now sitting on the side of the bed facing me. Shit, how long had he been awake?
"Yeah." I said simply.
"Good," Jimmy got up and after stretching, picked up a pair of sweat pants and slipped them over his boxers. Walking towards the window he said, "It's going to be a great day. Look at it out there." leaning on the windowsill he took a deep breath, "Clear skies, only in the seventies and it's a Saturday after a week of rain, we're going to get some calls today!" Facing me, he asked. "We got Mrs. Williams at eight and The Donovan's for nine thirty, but that's it right?"
"So far." I said. "But you're right, we'll get more."
"Well do me a favor, and check the e-mails and bump our ad, I want us on top of those other guys."
"Yeah, sure."
I started to slide my legs off the bed and could feel the sheet sticking to me. There was no way I could get up in front of him. After a minute he asked, "Well?"
"Oh, well I...I'm not wearing anything."
Jimmy scrunched his face up, "Come on man, why would you do that?"
"Habit." I shrugged, "Anyway, you want to turn around for a sec?"
"No problem, I don't want to wake my mother up laughing."
"Yeah, okay. More like you don't want her to come in here and see me naked, I'd end up being your step father."
"Asshole." He said, but laughed and started to turn around.
I slipped out of bed and was just reaching down to grab my jeans to toss on before I showered, when he turned back around.
"I knew it!" he exclaimed, pointing at my crotch where there was a large wet stain. "You were jerking off, you pig!"
"I..." oh, what the hell there was no denying it. "Hey, what can I say?"
"Dude that is nasty!" he waved his hand disgustedly at me, "Do that shit at home will you?"
"Oh, like you've never done it at my house?" I pulled my underwear down, causing him to turn his back to me. Slipping my jeans carefully over my cock, I zipped them up, "You've been sleeping over there once a week since we were in middle school."
"You're right, I did." He turned back and grinned at me, "But I had an excuse, I was thinking about your sister in the next room."
He laughed and I held back from saying anything. Jimmy had been busting my balls about my older sister Kelly for years. He had a thing for her, but had promised me as my best friend he would never ask her out, but that didn't stop him from busting my balls. I usually fell for it, but time gave it back to him.
"Maybe I was thinking about your mom."
"My mom?"
"She is pretty damn hot." I walked over to his desk and opened his lap top, "Best looking cougar I know."
"Don't be a jerk, my mother treats you like you're my brother."
"Maybe I'd rather her treat me like a cub; her little boy toy." I grinned as he frowned and tapped the side of my head as if thinking, "Maybe she lays there and thinks about me."
"Yeah I bet she does. All those sexy things like the time you threw up when we took you to six flags and, oh." he snapped his fingers, "The time she caught you peeing in our pool and especially that time she found a pair of her panties in that bed" he pointed to where I had just gotten up. "Pretty sure she knew I didn't take them."
I felt myself turning red, "I was fourteen and they were mixed in the sheets! I...I just was looking at them."
"Got eyes in your nose?" he asked.
We stood there staring at each other then after a moment we both burst out laughing.
"Okay," I waved my hand at him, "You got me, those were the only panties I'd seen that weren't my mother's or sisters."
"Could have at least brought a pair of your sister's over as a trade."
"Whatever, anyway I wasn't thinking about your mom." I grinned, "Got something hot going on tonight and, well you know, sometimes it gets to be too much"
"Wow, score!" he reached out and slapped my arm. "Anyone I know?"
"Nope." No one I knew either, at least not yet.
"Who is she?"
"I'd, uh, rather not say. It's sort of a hook up, nothing serious and I don't want to kiss and tell."
"Fine, be like that." He shrugged, "But speaking of my mom, roll up those sheets and I'll toss them in the wash, she don't need to be seeing your spooge."
"Fair enough" grabbing my underwear I tossed them in my gym bag and yanking the sheets from the bed, rolled them up in a ball.
Turning around I threw them at Jimmy who caught it and with a look of disgust made a show of holding the bundle at arm's length as if it were going to bite him.
"I'm going to run down and put these in the wash, bump the ad."
"You bet." I told him as he left the room and headed downstairs.
Sitting at the desk, I opened a browser and brought up Craig's list. Finding services I scrolled down until I found our ad for landscaping and after copying it, clicked new add, pasted it in and hit submit to put us back at the top of the list. We had done lawns last summer, but didn't make too much money. All we had was our cars and people would look at us funny when we would show up with lawnmowers and rakes sticking out of our trunks and backseats.
But this spring, Jimmy's father, who for the most part was pretty useless, had come up big and given Jimmy his old ford 250 pick up so he could make more money landscaping to help with school. So far it was only late July and we'd each saved over a thousand dollars. My parents took half to put in the bank for books and school expenses and after I paid for insurance and gas and had some fun I was still usually broke, but pretty content as there was nothing I really wanted.
That was until a few weeks ago. Figuring Jimmy would be a couple of minutes I clicked out of services and went over to adult services. As all the ads came up featuring young college age girls who were offering their services at hourly and half hour rates, I began to scroll through them, looking for the one that had caught my eye over a month ago and had since been obsessed with.
"Shit." I whispered when I didn't see it on the first page. "Please be around."
I hit the second page and halfway down sighed with relief at the words Milf for Hire! Clicking on the words I sat back and smiled at the picture that came up. It featured a woman from the neck down dressed in black lingerie that included stockings, lace panties and a transparent bra that showed not only her large round tits, but her nipples were visible. She was leaning against a doorway, with her hands under her tits, cupping them.
Although her face wasn't visible there was plenty of long blonde hair showing and I could not imagine that she wouldn't be as beautiful as her body. And that body! I would never say she was chubby, but she had a full set of hips and her thighs looked soft and inviting. Her ass looked to have some curve to it and overall her body was a sharp contrast to the slender girls I went to school with.
Most of them had smaller perky tits and tight little asses. Not that I was complaining, I'd had some serious fun with the couple of girls I'd been with at PC, but the woman in the ad's body seemed so...I kept coming back to the word inviting. The fact that it belonged to a woman who according to her ad was over twice my age was one hell of a turn on. Pulling my eyes from the picture, I read the ad that by now I was sure I could quote by heart.
"Are you tired of those skinny inexperienced little things in those other ads? Well if you are, then I'm the woman for you. That's right, woman, not a girl. This forty two year old Milf is sexy, fun and most of all experienced!
"All those young girls are doing is going through the motions, trying to get you off and out the door for the next one. But this hot cougar is out for more than just the money, honey! When you're with me you're not only enjoying me, but I am enjoying you just as much because this slutty little blonde loves to get a good hard fucking as much as you love to give one!"
"So whether you're a gentleman my age looking for a fun time or a young man who wants to know what it's like to be with a real woman, two hundred dollars will get you all that you want and more!"
I went back to the picture and for the hundredth time wondered what had me so interested. I had never been into Milf or cougar porn before. Truth be told, the only woman in her forties I considered hot was Jimmy's mom, Wendy. I wasn't alone in that. Poor Jimmy had been getting his balls busted about his mother for years.
I grinned at the thought that the panties they had caught me with weren't the only pair I'd gotten. I'd smuggled a black pair out of his house once and had jacked off with them several times while thinking about my best friend's mother. I still thought she was hot, but no longer used her inspiration.
Once I'd started dating it had gotten me over thinking of Wendy along with the fact that when I'd gotten a little older I realized this was my best friend's mother and she had been very good to me. Wendy even kept it from my parents about her finding me with her panties. I recalled when she found them and I tried to stutter out an apology she simply said, "Boys will be boys and there's worse things than a cute boy thinking I'm sexy, but let's not let it happen again, or I'll have to tell your folks." She'd never mentioned it again, but it had taken a month before I could look at her without blushing.
But other than her, no older woman had done it for me and even Wendy was mostly because she was the first woman I knew who I thought was sexy. So I found it odd this ad grabbed me the way it had. I'd only found it by accident when Jimmy and I were working on our first Craig's list ad and for fun he had decided to click on the adult services. While he was joking about which ones he would pick or wondering if any of them were fellow PC students he had spotted this one and clicked on it.
Jimmy had laughed and said, "Man, imagine fucking someone your mom's age?" then after a moment had added, "Bet a woman that old gives a hell of a blow job." He had clicked off of it, but the ad stuck in my mind and later that night I'd looked at it again. After that I'd gone online and watched some milf porn, which I'd formally had no interest in and became hooked.
Now it was all I thought about, how much better an older lover could be. The girls I had been with were fun, but fun for my age, which is what they were. They were still a little shy and hung up on some things, a woman that age? She would know exactly what she wanted, how to get it and would be damn good at it. But even though I was watching movies my thoughts kept turning back to that add, the fact there was a woman that age available that would do whatever I wanted was killing me.
Finally after three weeks of jerking off, including several times while staring at the picture in the ad it occurred to me why not do it? I could save up the money and it's not like anyone would know. I'm sure it was something my parents would frown on, and I wouldn't tell any friends, especially Jimmy because I would never hear the end of it.
Once I'd decided to chase my fantasy I'd looked at the ad every day hoping that whoever she was she would keep doing this. Right now all my bills were paid including the money to my parents to go in the bank. I had a hundred and sixty stashed and after the couple of jobs today would have two. Staring at the ad I wondered if I should contact her now. No, I had to get to work and...
"What are you doing, looking at hookers again?" I jumped as Jimmy came up behind me. "Shit, all the hotties we saw and you're looking at the old lady?"
"Like you wouldn't tap that." I responded, pointing at her.
"I wouldn't pay for it." Slapping me on the shoulder he laughed, "Hey, Nick you want to bang a cougar, Miss Jennings is single!"
"Ugh." I gave a mock shudder, "Dude, she has false teeth."
"Then she can take them out and give you a gum job!"
I shut the computer off and got up to see Jimmy tossing a t-shirt on. "You about ready to go?"
"I have to shower."
"Why, we're going to get all sweaty." He reminded me, "But really, you know if you want some desperate housewife go hit the bar over on Broadway lot of lonely ladies there."
"How do you know?"
"Oh, well..." he looked away.
"No! You fucking dog!" I exclaimed "Have you really...?"
"I'm not proud." He made a show of hanging his head, "But she was lonely and upset and I took one for the team and made her..."
"How old was she?" I asked.
"I don't know, maybe thirty," he grinned wickedly, "Old enough to know some tricks."
"You never told me."
"It's none of your..."
We looked up at the sound of heels coming down the hallway.
"What's your mom doing up before nine on a Saturday?"
"I have no..."
He stopped at a knock on the door and Wendy calling, "Hey you guys decent?"
"Yeah," Jimmy called back as I reached down and grabbed a Red Sox shirt from my bag and started to put it on.
"I should say as decent as a two twenty year old boys can be anyway." Wendy laughed as she entered the room.
"Morning, Wendy, I..." I stopped in mid sentence when I saw her.
Wendy was wearing a black skirt so short I doubted she could bend over in it and a pink short sleeved blouse that wouldn't be anything special if the buttons were secured. Instead the top half was wide open exposing a red shirt beneath it that was low cut to where I could not just see the top half of her tits, but a red lace bra.
Her long blonde hair was down despite how hot it was outside and I noticed she was wearing eye shadow to accentuate her blue eyes and her lips were painted a deep red. Catching myself staring at her chest, I dropped my eyes down and was now confronted with her almost totally exposed legs. Wendy sun bathed by the pool every day and her legs were not only long and well shaped, but as tan as I was from working outside all summer.
Her legs were made to look even better by a pair of what had to be four inch black heels. Unable to help it, my eyes worked the length of her legs right up to the hem of the skirt which I swore couldn't be more than a couple of inches lower than her crotch. If she sat across from anyone today they would be getting a show.
She was standing with her legs slightly apart and I couldn't help staring at the inside of her thighs. Like the woman I was hoping to meet tonight her thighs weren't slender, but still had a nice shape, thick some of the guys at school would call them.
"Mom!" Jimmy spoke up, "What the hell are you wearing?"
"I'm going to work."
"Like that?" he pointed, "Can you sit in that thing?"
"I'm working at the lounge today." She shrugged, "I won't get tips in jeans."
"The lounge is open this early?"
"I..." she paused then smiled, "No, but I'm seeing George for breakfast first and figured I'd give him something to think about."
"Him and everyone else." Jimmy shook his head, "That's way too short of a skirt, mom."
"I'll keep that in mind dad" she said with more than a little annoyance in her voice.
"Yeah, okay." Jimmy sighed.
"Anyway, I came in here to tell you I'll be home for a little bit later, but I'll probably be gone for the night before you get back. There's left over pork chops and mashed potatoes in the fridge."
"Where you going," he looked annoyed, "George's again?"
"Yes," she told him, "Why, do I need permission?"
"No, just wondering why he never stays over here."
"Maybe he's afraid of my guard dog son." She reached out and touched his cheek, "I love that you look out for me Jimmy, but I'm a grown woman and I feel more comfortable at his place. I don't have to look around his house and be reminded of your asshole father. I'll be home for breakfast okay?"
"Sure." Wendy kissed him on the cheek and as she turned away gave me a little wave. "You boys go out and make some money today!"
"Maybe I should wear a short skirt." I laughed and ignoring Jimmy's dirty look went on, "Maybe I would get better tips."
"Nah, you don't have the legs for a skirt." She told me, then surprised me by adding, "But you do look good with your shirt off, bet some of the horny housewives would tip you extra then."
"Mom." Jimmy sounded aggravated.
"Oh, honey." She laughed, as she turned away from us "It was just a joke."
She left the room and I saw Jimmy still looked pissed. "Everything okay? I was only joking about the skirt."
"I'm not mad at you. Mom's been acting weird. She comes and goes all the time and she's dressing like...well you saw her."
"Yeah, but she's a cocktail waitress right?"
"Yeah that was all she could find when her office closed, but she works messed up hours. She'll be gone three four hours, come home, go back out later, she says she splits shifts."
"I take it you don't like the boyfriend?"
"I might if I ever met him."
"You never met George?"
"Nope, not yet, and I don't know why. I mean he's banging her every Saturday night and some Friday's too, so I guess it's serious, but she won't bring him around."
"Maybe she thinks you'll give him a hard time."
"Whatever."
"Hey, Jimmy, she's single and she is pretty damn hot. Good for her."
He stared at me, then smirked, "Your sister is single and pretty hot too, maybe..."
He stopped when his cell started ringing and picking it up off the desk he answered, "Hi, yes this Jimmy." He gave me a thumbs up, "Sure Miss Clancy, we can get there today, how's eleven? Great, we'll be there."



Ending the call he smiled, "Miss Clancy and her double lot, another forty apiece for us today." He reached out and slapped my arm, "Going to be a good day, Nick."
"Yes it is." And hopefully a much better night!
*****
I pulled into the driveway and all but ran into the house. My parents went over a friend's to play cards every Saturday afternoon so after tossing half of today's earnings into the cookie jar, I raced into my room and closed the door behind me in case Kelly came home early from work. Stripping off my sweat soaked t-shirt; I tossed it in the hamper and threw myself in the chair at my desk.
Flipping open my lap top I went to favorites where I had book marked the adult personals and started scanning for the ad
"Please, please, please." I muttered, then smiled when I found my hot little milf halfway down the page.
That meant she'd bumped it at some point today so she was around. Hopefully she wasn't booked so to speak. I clicked on reply to and with my fingers trembling with excitement typed;
"I love your ad and am looking to have some fun tonight, any time works for me, are you available?"
I added my e-mail address then frowned, but really didn't know what else to say and it's not like I could ask anyone how to approach an online prostitute, so with fingers crossed, I hit send. Sitting back in the chair I let out a deep breath, well I'd started it rolling, but now who knew how long it would take her to get back to me? Getting up, I grabbed a clean pair of shorts and another shirt and started to leave the room to take a shower.
Behind me I heard the loud beep of an e-mail notification coming from my lap top. My heart pounding, I ran back to the desk and clicked open my yahoo page.
"Oh, yeah." I breathed when I saw an e-mail with the heading "CL Ad" opening it I read,
"Why hello there! I am so glad you love my ad, but I bet that's not love written on your face right now, LOL! I am available tonight sweetie, but before we hook up you need to text me from a phone I can text back to so I know you're for real. Here is mine."
I pulled my phone out, and then stopped. Did I want her to have my number? Would she call me after this, would she find out who I was? Try to get me in trouble? Tapping the phone nervously I thought it through; She was a prostitute who more likely than not fooled around with married men. She could end up in more trouble than them if she tried to blackmail them. And as for me? I was a college kid, what could I have that she could get from me? Taking a deep breath, I texted the number she provided.
"Hi, texting about your ad."
I sat back and the phone vibrated less than a minute later.
"Hey, baby, you looking for some fun tonight?"
It was a local area code which made me feel better, some of the women on the personals were from Mass and Connecticut and I'd have to explain where I was for that long.
"Yes," I texted back, "I'd really like to hook up tonight."
"How old are you, baby?"
I thought about lying, but if anything I looked younger than my twenty years.
"Twenty, is that okay?"
"20, oh, honey that is more than okay! A young stud like you is going to give it to me nice and hard aren't you?"
I sat there staring at the words and felt my cock growing; oh my God this was going to be worth every penny! The phone jumped in my hand.
"Have you done this before, baby?"
"No" I sent back. Part of me wanted to lie, but I was pretty sure I would be nervous and may as well own up."
"You're a virgin? LOL!"
"NO!" I typed back, "First time I did this."
"I know, I was playing."
Great, I slapped the side of my head. I was looking like a fool over the phone,
"Okay." I sent back.
"Well you have nothing to worry about, baby, this girl is going to take good care of you! What's your name?"
"Scott" This time I would lie. "What's your name?"
"Miranda. So Scott here is how this works. I am at the gateway on Hartford Ave, room 12. Does 8pm work for you?"
"8 is fine." My cock was now throbbing in my pants and I was debating whacking off in the shower so I would last later.
"Great. Now for a hundred I will give you the best blow job you've ever had. For two hundred, I'll suck on you and you can fuck me around the world any position you want."
"Oh, man." I said staring at the phone, my hand straying for my cock.
"For three hundred you can have my ass."
Holy fuck! I thought about taking money out of the jar and dealing with the consequences later, but then thought better, I didn't need to try to explain what happened to the money.
"I have two hundred." I responded.
"Then we're going to have a good time!"
"Can I play with you?"
"Play?"
"Can I go down on you?" I typed quickly before I lost my nerve.
"You can do anything you want to me except for what will cost you more money :) Do you have any other requests?"
"I like the black stockings in your ad."
"Then I'll wear them for you! See you at 8 Scott!"
"Bye Miranda."
It was lame, but who cared? It was already six. A sandwich, an hour nap, then a shower and I would be on my way! Grabbing last year's Biology text book from shelf on my desk, I opened it and removed the envelope from the middle of the book. Removing the money inside I added twenty from today and counting it out to make sure I had two hundred, smiled, this was going to be the best gift I'd ever bought for myself!
*****
I stood outside of room 12 and looked around nervously. The motel ran the length of the parking lot with all the doors outside. There was a small diner next to it and several people on their way in and out of it. I had the irrational feeling I night run into someone I know, but who the hell would be here? Nonetheless, I'd parked my car two blocks away at the bowling alley which also had an arcade and some pool tables so if anyone said they saw my car it wouldn't look that weird.
I was standing a few feet from the doorway, trying to convince myself that I had come this far and was only moments away from a hell of an experience. For the tenth time, I reached into my pocket and felt the wad of money to make sure it was there. Someone came out of a room three doors down, and started coming my way. I turned away and walked along the motel rooms until I came to a vending machine and stood there pretending to decide what I wanted.
The person from the other room walked past me and staring into the glass window of the machine, I ran my fingers through my sandy brown hair and looking into my brown eyes whispered, "Hi, Miranda. I'm Scott." What after that, so is there when you get on your knees? I frowned at my reflection, I shouldn't have shaved; I had a baby face to begin with and wondered if she would make me show my id to prove I was twenty. The girls I'd dated said I had a cute boy next door look, but doubted an older woman would be into 'cute'
"Oh, who cares?" I muttered, "I'm paying her, she's going to take care of me so just let it happen." Nodding to my reflection, I turned and walked back to door 12,
Before I could lose my nerve I knocked on the door and stood there shifting my weight from one foot to another. There was no response and wondering if I'd been stood up, I went to knock again, when the door opened a few inches.
"Scott?" a soft voice asked.
"Yes." I answered
She was standing behind the door and all I could see was her hand on the frame. Her slender fingers ended in long nails painted a deep red and my heart started beating faster.
"You're right on time, baby." She purred, still standing out of sight, "Come on in."
The door swung open further and I entered the motel room. It was small and simply furnished with a small chair in the corner and a queen size bed taking up more than half the room. There was an end table on either side of the bed that contained a lamp. The lamps were off at the moment, the light replaced by a pair of candles on each table. Their glow left a lot of the room in shadows, but was bright enough to show the covers had been turned down on the bed.
"You have something for me, baby?"
"Oh, um sure!" reaching into my pocket, I removed the money and began to turn around, but she said
"Don't turn around just yet, I wasn't quite ready and want to be just right for you."
"Okay."
She was speaking so softly I could barely hear her and as I placed the money on the night stand I remained standing with my back to her.
"Nice shoulders." She purred, her voice closer than before, "Ass is nice too," she giggled. "I think I'm going to make out just fine tonight."
"Thank you." I said resisting the urge to turn around.
"And manners." Another giggle, "Your mom did a good job."
This time I just nodded and staring down at the bed felt my cock beginning to twitch at the thought of how close I was.
"Turn around and sit on the bed sweetie."
Trying to hide the smile on my face, I turned around and began to sit on the bed,
"That's funny. You look more like a Nick than a Scott."
This was spoken in a normal volume and in an all too familiar voice. Standing straight up, I exclaimed "Holy shit!"
Standing in front of me in a short red robe was Wendy.
"I guess your mom taught you manners, but not morals." She said with a wicked smirk on her face, "You're a bad boy Nick."
I stood there speechless; Jimmy's mother selling herself! He had been right; there was no George and probably no cocktail bar. My first thought was there was no way I could tell him this. My second thought was damn, she looked good. Wendy's blonde hair was down and had been teased out. Like this morning she was wearing a lot of makeup, in fact her eye shadow and lipstick looked to be caked on and it hit me she was deliberately going for a slutty appearance.
The red silk robe was as short as her skirt had been earlier and was tied loosely enough for me to see the inner half of her large breasts. As she had promised over the phone her long legs were encased in black stockings and she was wearing the same fuck me heels as she was this morning.
"Now what would your mommy think, her little boy at a motel paying a..."
"Me?" I asked, getting over my surprise, "You're a hooker!"
"I prefer call girl," she winked, "Scott."
"Whatever, what would Jimmy say about his mother being a hooker?"
"Nothing because you would be a lousy friend if you told him." she sighed, "Imagine how upset he would be."
"He would be! I mean...."
"But he's not upset when I'm able to keep him in school and when he has food to eat. He wasn't upset when I bought him that new I-pad last month." She shook her head, "I had to work hard for that one, four guys that day. Thank God for showers!"
"Wendy, I have to tell..."
"You tell, I'll tell." She said walking up to me and putting the tip of her finger on my chest. "Jimmy will ask how you know and what will you say?"
"Well..."
"See the way this works is we working girls get you to contact us on your phone so we have a way of finding out who you are and you don't think about doing anything stupid. I have our texts from earlier. I have proof that you were hooking up with me."
"But I'll say I didn't know who you were until I got here." I countered, thinking more rationally than I thought I could, considering the situation.
"Your parents will still find out you were hiring a prostitute." she tapped my chest, "Wonder what your school counselor would think. You're on a scholarship aren't you?" she made a clucking sound with her tongue, "And your sister, what would your straight A, goody two shoes sister think of her perverted little brother?"
"I..."
"Okay, let's start over. First sit down."
Putting her hands on my chest, Wendy gave me a shove. Caught off guard, I fell into a sitting position on the bed. I started to get up, but Wendy stepped up between my legs and put her hands on my shoulders. My face was level with her tits and I couldn't help staring at them. The top half of her impressive breasts were deeply tanned, but the robe showed enough to expose the tan lines of the lower half. I could just make out a hint of black; she was wearing the outfit I had been staring at for two months.
It struck me that the body I had been lusting after enough to pay two hundred dollars and risk a lot of trouble for belonged to my best friend's mother. I lowered my eyes and took in her stocking encased thighs. I could smell her perfume and looking up into her eyes realized she had the blue eyes I'd fantasized about making me wonder if she were the reason I had hoped for blue eyes in the first place? Had I still had a thing for her?
"Here's what I think Nick. If you say something it's going to cause a lot of trouble. Poor Jimmy is going to be heartbroken and you're going to have to admit how you knew and that's going to be messy for you isn't it?"
"Yes." I nodded, trying to find a safe place for my eyes.
"But like they say ignorance is bliss. You don't tell, I don't need to tell and everything is fine."
"But I'll...."
"You'll what? Know I'm a call girl?" she laughed, "Well hey, that would just give you more reason to stroke it to me no?"
"I...I don't do that." I tried to sound convincing, but it was pretty hard with her tits less than a foot from my face
"Oh, no? You weren't going to jerk off into my panties that time?"
"That was..."
"Just like you did the other pair that went missing?" she laughed when I lowered my head. "And what about that ad Nick? You jerk off to my body? You spend a lot of time thinking of tonight? Blowing a nice big load thinking about what that slutty little cougar was going to do to you tonight?"
"I didn't know it was you."
"But it was me, see?" untying the robe she let it fall to the floor.
"Oh my God." I whispered.
Wendy was wearing the outfit from the ad. Even as I told myself to look away there was nothing in me that could do it. Her tits looked incredible! The bra only had half cups and they were black lace allowing me to clearly see her rose colored nipples. Those nipples were hard and poking through the lace. Her stomach was soft, but flat, and her hips flared out enough to give her a damn good figure.
The stockings were thigh highs and the only thing above them was the string of the black thong she was wearing at the top of her hip. Like the bra, the front of the thing was lace and I could just make out the shadow of her pussy. That pussy was framed between those delicious looking soft thighs and...delicious? I swallowed hard, this was Jimmy mother. No matter what she looked like and what she was doing to make money, this was the one woman I shouldn't be looking at.
"See something you like, baby?" she purred in a voice that, like her appearance, screamed sex. She raised her arms over her head. "It's what you wanted right?"
Her arms going up lifted her tits to an even better angle and my cock was responding to the amazing woman standing before me. Wendy made it worse by turning around. The thong was only a string in the back and I was now gawking at her well rounded ass cheeks being shaken almost directly in my face.
Turning back around she smiled, "So, baby, what do you say?"
"S...say? About what?"
Wendy sighed and reaching out took my chin in her hand. "You really are a sweet kid Nick. Look at you trying to pretend you don't want me." When I didn't answer she asked, "So tell me Nick. If I wasn't Jimmy's mother would you want me? If you showed up here and it was another woman who looked like this would you want them?"
"Yes." I nodded.
"Well that's good because see right now I'm not Jimmy's mom, I'm that hot milf you were going to pay to give you the fucking of a lifetime."
"Wait, you want to?" I shook my head, "But I'm..."
"Jimmy's friend?" she laughed, "Not right now, you're not." Making a show of looking me up and down, she slowly ran her tongue across her red lips. "Oh, no Nick, right now what you are is a good looking young man who came here to lay down his hard earned money for a night with a hot woman."
"I...you think I'm good looking?" Somewhere in the back of my head a voice told me I had just made a mistake and to get up and leave, but damned if I could get my body to agree.
In fact at that moment my cock was in full agreement with Wendy as it was now fully hard and bending painfully in my pants.
"Oh yeah I do." She purred, "I told you this morning you look good without that shirt." Pointing she said, "Take it off baby."
"Wendy I...if I knew it was you I wouldn't have called and if you knew..."
"I knew it was you Nick."
"What?"
"You think I don't know your phone number?"
I hadn't thought of that. Before I could answer, Wendy swung one long leg over my right thigh and sat down on my leg. Even through my jeans I could feel the heat between her legs and leaning forward to put her arms around my neck, she placed her lips next to my ear.
"I saw your number and wasn't going to respond, but then I thought about it. And you know what I thought about? I thought about how I've played with myself to you thinking about you thinking about me. I pictured you sniffing my panties and using them to stroke your cock. I thought about how good you look and know what else?"
"W...what?" I whispered into her hair. My lips were almost touching her neck and I had to fight the urge to kiss her.
"I thought about what a turn on it would be to fuck my son's best friend."
"A turn on."
"Hmm-mmm" she purred in my ear and I gasped when her tongue flicked across it. "As you can see I'm a dirty girl Nick. I do this because I love sex and thought why not make money doing something I would do anyway? Sometimes the guys are older and not much fun, but some have been a good time and you? A guy half my age who I already know wants me? Baby, I want to do this."
She brushed her lips against my neck and I released a soft whimper. Her tits were pressing against my chest and she was rocking her hips grinding her crotch into my leg.
"Baby, I sooo want to do this."
"Oh, shit." I mumbled as her tongue ran down my neck.
"He wants to do this!"
I moaned when her hand dropped into my lap and squeezed my cock.
"Oh, you do want me don't you baby?"
"I...oh, please." I groaned as she began rubbing my cock through my jeans.
"You don't have to beg baby, after all you're paying to get anything you want. So hope about you and I do what you came for? How about you tell your best friend's nasty mom what you want her to do."
"I can tell you what to do?"
"Of course you can! That's what you're paying for!" she kissed my neck and sitting back on my leg, smiled, "No one needs to know. It will be our hot dirty secret and every time you see me after this you'll think what a dirty girl I am and I'll think about how good your cock felt," she licked her lips, "And tasted!"
"I..."
"Besides, if you're going to do something like this it should be with someone who's going to extra special care of you!" Still rubbing my cock, she kissed me softly, "Let your hot little milf take care of you baby," she expertly unsnapped my jeans with one hand and tugged my zipper down; "He wants to be taken care of doesn't he?"
Her lips brushed mine again, then slid down my neck where she began gently sucking just under my ear. I was beginning to sweat and thought my heart was going to pound out of my chest. My zipper was down and her skilled fingers had worked their way into my boxers and I gasped when her fingernails caressed the shaft of my cock.
"No one will know" She repeated in my ear. "They'll never know that your best friend's nasty mom sucked your cock dry."



Her fingers had encircled my cock and she was starting to jerk me off in my underwear. She couldn't move her fingers far, but I moaned at the sensation of her touch. "That's it baby," she whispered, "And you asked about going down on me? I'll let you, Nick. Would you like that? Licking my smooth wet pussy? Making Jimmy's mom cum for you?"
"Wendy?"
"What is it baby?" she asked.
Closing my eyes and hoping I would be able to live with myself after this, I asked, "Will you take off your bra? "
"Anything you want sir!" she laughed as she sat back, "You are the boss after all."
Still holding my cock she reached behind her with her free hand and unclasped her bra. With a teasing smile, she slipped first one strap, then the other down her arms until she was holding the bra to her tits with her hand.
"How about you first?"
"I thought I was....ohhh!" I groaned as she worked her fingers down far enough to caress the swollen head of my cock.
"Please, take off your shirt sir?" she pushed her full red lips into a pout, "Then I'll take off my bra," she winked, "Then your pants."
Despite how badly I'd wanted to touch her, my hands had stayed by my side. But with seeing her tits on the line, I quickly stripped off the black polo shirt I'd worn and tossed it on the floor.
"Hmm, you do look good!" Wendy cooed. Reaching out, she ran her hand up and down my chest and stomach and I noticed she was beginning to breath as heavy as I was. "Damn you feel nice." She gave my nipple a playful pinch, causing me to gasp. "Oh, honey we're going to have some fun tonight."
"Bra?" I reminded her.
"Yes sir."
Sliding off my knee she eased the bra down her tits to show off the darker skin surrounding her nipple, then with a flourish whipped the bra off and sent it to join my shirt on the floor. Cupping her tits, she asked, "You like?"
"Goddamn."
Wendy's tits were even bigger than I'd imagined. They weren't just bigger than any I'd seen before, but were nice and round and although weren't as high as the girls my age, they were standing up pretty damn well for their size and her age. The sight of her hard rose colored nipples was causing my mouth to begin to water and I could feel my cock beginning to drip against my thigh.
Cupping her heavy tits, she lifted them and lowering her head, began to suck on her own nipple. Her lips made a wet smacking sound and as I watched with my heart poundings and my cock throbbing she started teasing it with the tip of her tongue.
"Bet none of your little girlfriends ever did that for you, did they?"
"No."
"You jealous, baby? You want to suck on my tits?"
"Oh, yes please."
"Please?" she laughed, "I guess I still get respect even as a call girl! Ask again, but say my name."
"Please, Wendy?"
"I love it! You always were polite." Stepping closer she placed her right nipple just in front of my mouth. "But you never asked for anything like this before did you?"
"No." I whispered, then flicking my tongue out tried to catch her nipple.
With a laugh she pulled it away and letting her tits go took my face in her hands. "Tell you what, before your," she winked, "Our tongues start wandering how about a kiss?"
"A kiss?"
"Hmm," she leaned closer, placing her lips close to mine. "I never kiss any of my clients, but I think I would like to give my son's naughty little friend a little treat, before his big treat."
Before I could respond she kissed me. I couldn't hold back a long moan as her soft red lips began to work against mine. Her hands dropped to my chest and she began running her long nails lightly up and down. My hands trembling with excitement, I put them on her hips and started sliding them up and down. Wendy made purring noise in her throat when I began enthusiastically returning the kiss while enjoying the feeling of her soft skin beneath my touch.
She leaned against me and I groaned at the feeling of her hard nipples and soft tits pressing into my chest. Her tongue pushed between my lips and as it caressed mine I was struck by the thought that I was making out with Jimmy's mom. A few minutes ago I would have felt wrong for even thinking that. But right now with her tongue in my mouth and her all but naked body against me, it was nothing but a hot turn on.
With her tongue probing my mouth, Wendy grabbed my wrists leaned back far enough to place my hands on her tits. I groaned at the feeling of her soft and surprisingly heavy breasts in my hands. I gave them a squeeze and as she moaned into our kiss, she began moving her hands over mine, encouraging me to fondle her. I didn't need much encouragement at this point. I began sliding hands across her tits and she sighed as my palms began rubbed across her hard nipples.
Slipping her lips from mine, Wendy whispered, "Play with my nipples, baby, they're all yours."
She lowered her head and I closed my eyes and moaned as her lips and tongue began working up and down my neck. Taking her nipples I rubbed them between my fingers and she released a muffled moan into my neck. Her hands slid down my chest again, but this time kept going. I gasped when she slipped them both into my boxers. Easing my cock up from where it had been pushing down my leg, she began pumping it with one hand. Her other hand slipped down further to caress my balls.
"That feels good." I told her as my hips started moving into her hands.
"Damn straight it does," she answered as she pulled back from my neck, "You're so fucking hard! I can't wait to have that nice thick cock in my mouth!"
Those words sent my cock thrusting into her hand and with a smile, leaned over and pressed her tits into my face, "How about you put something in your mouth first?"
I eagerly sucked her rosy nipple into my mouth and as I circled it with my tongue, Wendy sighed contentedly and removing her hands from my pants, put her arms around my neck. I didn't complain; as good as it felt, I was already so worked up I was afraid I would have cum in her hand. Wendy pulled her nipple from my mouth, but quickly replaced it with the other.
Once again straddling my thigh she drew my face into her tits and moaned as I worked my tongue from one to the other. Her hips began to rock against my thigh and again I could feel how hot her pussy was. Sliding my arms around her, I ran my hands through her long blonde hair then up and down the soft smooth skin of her back.
"That's it honey, let those hands wander." She purred as her fingers ran through my hair.
Heeding her words my hands wandered down to the curve of her hips and after toying with the string of her thong, slipped further down and grabbed her ass. Like her breasts her ass was round and soft and she giggled when I gave her cheeks a hard squeeze.
"Bet you can't wait to spank them!" she laughed.
"Spank?" I asked around her nipple.
"Hmm-mm while you're fucking me on my hands and knees!"
"Damn." I sighed as I continued to fondle her ass.
"You like that idea? Fucking your friend's mom doggy style? Giving his mom what she needs?"
With her nipple in my mouth and her ass in my hands I guess there was no denying anything right now. "Yes."
"Hmm, slamming me with that nice young hard cock? Fucking me so hard I'm calling your name and begging for more?"
She was using that phone sex voice and even with her not touching me I was squirming in the chair and moaning softly around her nipples as I continued to go back and forth from one to the other.
"Speaking of hard, baby, how about I start earning my money?"
She slipped off my thigh and began swaying back and forth, her hips and tits shaking seductively. Lifting her long blonde hair over her head she did a quick spin, giving me a shake of her ass and turning back to me gestured with her fingers.
"Stand up for me."
I did as she asked and she pressed her body against me. Placing her hands on my arms, she placed her lips to mine while working her body side to side, sliding her hard nipple across my chest. Her lips left mine and she kissed the top of my chest as she began to shimmy her body lower. I gasped in surprised when she started licking my nipple, but the visual of her tongue caressing it while she looked up at me was a promise of things to come and I felt myself begin to relax. Man, this was going to be incredible!
Wendy did little to dispel that last though when she grabbed my jeans and boxers and yanked them down, finally freeing my aching dick.
"Oh, look at that pretty cock." She purred, "All for me, baby?"
"Oh, yes."
"Hard for Jimmy's mom? "Shame on you!"
As horny as I was I wished she would stop bringing him up, It was...
"But shame on me too, because I fucking love that you are!"
She followed her words, by making a show of slowly sinking to her knees in front of me. Any semblance of guilt fled my mind when she grabbed my cock at the base and looking up at me with her big blue eyes, asked, "How do I look on my knees, baby?"
"Incredible." I answered, my voice shaking in anticipation of feeling her mouth on my cock any minute now.
"Yeah? You like me looking up at you with this big dick in my hand?"
"I do." I said, resisting the urge to shove my cock in her face. She was teasing and it really was driving me crazy.
"It looks good from here too!" she giggled and using just the tip of her tongue, licked the tip of my cock.
I watched the pre cum stick to her tongue and slipping it back into her mouth she closed her eyes and sighed, "Hmm, I love how you taste."
She gave my cock a squeeze and I groaned when more sticky fluid oozed from the tip. This time Wendy placed a soft kiss on my cock and started rubbing her lips back and forth. I started to reach for her, but stopped and forced my hands down to my sides. Wendy grabbed my wrist and tugging on my hand, placed it on the back of her head.
"You can touch all you want, Nick."
As she spoke her eyes remained focused on my cock and the look in them sent a thrill through me. Unless she was just good at playing the part she looked genuinely turned on and after kissing my cock slid her lips down the side of my shaft. I felt my entire body tremble as she took her time working her soft lips down to my balls where she coaxed a moan from me by gently sucking on my balls. Parting her lips, she worked her way back up and this time I could feel her wet tongue pressing against my shaft.
When she reached the tip, she quickly sucked just the head into her mouth and my fingers clenched in her hair when she swirled her tongue around my sensitive flesh. She released it with a smack of her lips and with a teasing smile, started rubbing my cock against her cheek, smearing my pre cum all over it.
"How's your cock look in my face?" she asked, switching to the other cheek.
"It would look better in your mouth."
I'd spoken without thinking and as her eyes widened in surprise, started to say I was sorry. Wendy cut me off with a delighted laugh,
'Oh, baby, I like that!"
"You do?"
"You're the boss, honey." She replied and with no hesitation took my cock deep into her mouth.
I moaned loudly as her warm wet mouth surrounded my cock and her tongue swirled against my hard shaft. Her blue eyes wide and fixed on mine; Wendy began slowly bobbing her head. The feeling of her soft lips and wet tongue working up and down my cock caused me to moan again and I added my other hand to the back of her head and began paying with her hair as she blew me.
As she blew me! The words echoed in mind followed be the thought that Jimmy's mom was sucking my cock. This time there was not even a hint of feeling bad, right now all that mattered was Wendy was on her knees and working my cock with her amazing mouth. Opening wider, she worked her cock all the way down to the base of my shaft and I groaned in pleasure when she slowly shook her head back and forth.
My hands were clutching at her hair and grabbing them she eased them from her head and pulled them down to her tits. I eagerly began fondling her nipples and she moaned around my cock. I was still buried to the hilt in her mouth and I released a surprised moan when her tongue slipped out and she began licking my balls. Wendy slid her mouth back up so just the head of my cock was in her mouth and gave me a hard suck. I cried out at the sensation of the pre cum being sucked my cock and releasing it, she waggled her glistening tongue at me.
Ducking her head she began licking and sucking my balls while beginning to jerk me off and I could feel my knees starting to tremble. I started to ease back, but she said, "Stay right there baby, I like being on my knees while you're standing."
Damn, she was into this I thought as her tongue bathed my balls with a mixture of my pre cum and her wet mouth. She sucked gently on each one, before licking up the length of my shaft and taking me back into her mouth. This time she began bobbing her head faster while her fingers followed the wet trail her mouth left. Wendy's eyes found mine again and when next she had just the head in her mouth she parted her lips and let a long trail of spit ooze down my cock.
She winked and sucking my cock back into my mouth made loud slurping sounds as she cleaned it off.
"Oh, fuck, that feels good!" I moaned.
She took my cock down to my balls again and shook her head back and forth again, but this time as she worked back up to the tip. My cock sprang from her mouth with a loud sucking sound and staring up at me while pumping my cock I her fist she whispered, "You want to cum for me, baby? You want to shoot a nice hot load in my mouth?"
"I...um," It was hard to think I was so worked up. "Well does that mean I can't..."
"Fuck me?" she squeezed my cock. "Trust me honey, you're going to fuck this pussy tonight. This is just going to slow you down for me."
"Okay." I said like an idiot.
"Well that and I want to suck you off." She giggled, "Just something about who you are is making me want to be especially dirty tonight!" She licked her lips, "Now tell me what you want and what you really want, don't play nice. I'm your whore Nick, treat me like one."
Her words caused my hips to twitch, thrusting my cock into her hand. Looking down into her eyes I said, "Wendy I want you to suck my cock until I cum in your mouth."
"Yes, sir!"
Opening wide she took me into her mouth and this time began sucking so fast and hard, I cried out in surprise. She was taking my entire length effortlessly and not only stroking my cock, but her free hand cupped my balls and began caressing them as she sucked. Afraid I would pinch her nipples I let her tits go and releasing my cock with her hands she took mine and put them on the back of her head. Looking up at me, she winked, "Hmm-mm"
She stopped moving her head and taking her meaning I began thrusting my hips pushing my cock into her mouth. I moved as fast as I dared and closing her eyes, Wendy sighed and began moaning each time my cock slipped between her willing lips. I could see down her back and noticed her hips were grinding as well. I couldn't believe it! She was as hot as I was just from sucking on me! I started pushing and pulling, guiding her head up and down my cock and she moaned her approval. She tapped my hand and when I looked saw her pointing to the side.
I followed her finger and my eyes widened. There was a mirror over the one bureau in the room and in it I had a full view of Wendy on her knees while I fucked her mouth. I felt my cock twitch and a low whimper escaped me as the sight of my best friend's smoking hot mother giving me a blow job took me to the edge. My legs were starting to tremble and I was now unable moaning uncontrollably.
Wendy put her hands on my hips and when I stopped thrusting, she removed my cock from her mouth and gave me a gentle push. "Sit back and enjoy, baby."
I did as she said and no sooner had my ass touched the bed, then Wendy had me back in her mouth and was not sucking, but devouring my cock. She released another lob of spit and was making wet slurping sounds as she took me down to my balls with each bob of her head. I could feel her tongue pressed to my shaft and her soft lips around me. Her blue eyes were back to staring into mine and she was moaning as loud as I was.
I was breathing hard and my hips were moving, desperately thrusting into her hot mouth. My legs were shaking so badly she put her hands on my knees to steady them. I gasped as I felt the cum racing through my cock and with a loud cry of pleasure I erupted in her mouth. Squealing around my spurting cock, Wendy stopped bobbing her head as deeply and was no sucking hard with just my spurting tip in her mouth.
"Oh fuck!" I groaned at the sensation of my cum spilling into her amazing mouth.
My hands were pushing on her head, causing her to take me deeper, but her only response was another eager moan and a series of loud slurping noises that kept my hips moving and my cock squirting. I couldn't remember ever cumming this hard, but then again I'd never gotten a blow job like this either, never mind who it was sucking my cock.
Sorry, Jimmy, I thought as I let out a long pathetic sounding whimper as Wendy coaxed the last drops of cum from my cock. Sliding the tip from her mouth, she looked up at me and opening her mouth showed it to me.
"Holy shit." I said softly at the sight of a large pool of cum in her mouth.
Wendy made a show of wagging her white coated tongue at me and closing her mouth titled her head back and gave an exaggerated swallow. She opened wide again, showing off her now empty mouth and laughed, "Did I do a good job sir?"
"Oh my God." Was all I could come out with.
"I'll take that as a compliment!" she said, then standing up stepped up to the bed and grabbed the strong of her thong. "How about you get down where I was and take this off for me?"
I slipped off the bed so fast my knees hit the floor painfully, but I could care less. I turned so I was behind Wendy who was holding the strings of the thong out for me. Grabbing them, I forced myself to slowly slide them over her hips and work them down her legs. My hands caressed the black stockings on the way down and when the thing reached the floor she raised her right foot.
"Take my shoes off, baby. I don't want to hurt you with those heels."
I slipped her heel off, then the other and putting my hands on her legs began sliding them up and down her legs, enjoying the feel of her stockings. Of course once I reached the top of the thigh highs the soft smooth flesh of her inner thighs felt much better. Sitting up on my knees put Wendy's amazing ass directly in my face and remembering she said I could do what I wanted, I grabbed her cheeks and squeezed them.
"There you go, baby, play with that ass." She giggled, "How about you kiss it?"
Not needing to be told twice I pressed my lips to her left ass cheek and started kissing and sucking on her flesh while my hands caressed and fondled her round ass.
"I like that." She purred, "You look good in that mirror. Now let me give you something else to kiss."
Bending over the bed, She reached back and grabbing her ass, spread it open.
"Oh, yes." I whispered as I was now confronted with the sight of her smooth pussy peeking out at me from between her tan thighs.
"Go ahead, baby, you...oh fuck!"
Wendy called out in surprise as losing all control I buried my face between her thighs and plunged my tongue into her pussy. Her wet flesh was hot against my face and the sweet scent of her pussy caused me to grab her cheeks and spread them further to try to get my face even deeper into her. My probing tongue swirled through her wet lips until I found the entrance to her pussy and slipped it in.
"Yes, oh, baby, I knew I'd love this as much as you!"
I pushed my tongue in as deep as I could and began eagerly licking and sucking, moaning at the taste of her sticky fluid in my mouth. Wendy was squirming in my face as my tongue explored her hot little box and she was moaning softly as I shook my head, rubbing my nose into her pussy.



"Oh, I like that!" she groaned, "Now suck that clit!"
Slipping my tongue from inside her, I worked it up through her lips and finding her swollen button gave it a quick kiss before caressing it with just the tip. A shudder went through her thighs and she released a long moan as I pressed my tongue harder to her swollen button. Sliding my hand up along the inside of her thigh, I continued my bold moves and slipped a finger inside her.
"Oh, look at you! You bad boy; sucking your friend's mother's pussy!"
"After she sucked my cock." I said into her pussy, "Guess you're a bad girl."
"I love it, Nick!" She laughed, "You are better than I thought you'd be! Now put another finger in there, and don't be shy, move them!"
I eased a second finger inside and began pumping them in and out while taking her clit gently between my lips and sucking on it.
'God, that's good! That's why I like younger men! Guys my age want to fuck and run, young men like you are eager to please." She sighed when I went back to licking her clit, "And you are eager, aren't you baby?"
"Yes I am." I told her while giving her ass a quick slap with my free hand.
"Ohh, save that for when you fuck me." She said, "Now hold on, as good as this is I want to roll over on my back. Know why?"
"It feels better?" I asked while reluctantly removing my face from between her lush thighs and her fingers from her hot tight pussy.
"Nope, so I can watch my son's best friend lick my pussy!"
Wendy crawled up onto the bed and rolling over on her back lifted her legs and let them fall open to expose her glistening pussy. Reaching down, she spread her lips open and teasing her clit with her long red nail, she said, "Come get it, baby."
Placing my hands on the inside of her thighs, I once again all but attacked her pussy. Wendy squealed in delight when I pushed my tongue inside her to get another taste before I worked back to her clit. While my tongue probed her sopping pussy, she lowered her legs and draping them over my shoulders, worked her stocking feet up and down my back.
"Like those stockings, baby?" she asked, "I wore them just like you wanted." She moaned as my tongue slipped through the wet folds of her pussy and teased a circle around her clit. "You think about them when you jerked off to that nasty whore in the ad? You cum thinking of them wrapped around you?"
"Every night!" I said, before taking her clit between my lips and sucking on it.
"Hmm, just like you thought of cumming on me when you were younger?" she gasped when I returned my two fingers and started thrusting them into her, harder than before. "You jerked off with my panties didn't you, Nick? You shot that nice thick cum into my panties and thought about me doing everything I'm doing tonight didn't you."
I moaned first in agreement, then in pleasure, when she slipped her right leg from my shoulder and pressed her black clad foot onto my semi hard cock. She began sliding it back and forth and despite the fact I'd cum a few minutes ago my cock was already growing at her touch. Her thigh was now pressed to my cheek and I leaned against it as my tongue swirled quickly around her clit and my fingers drove into her. She was so wet she was dripping down her thighs and my cheeks were covered in her sticky juice.
I could hear my fingers sliding on and out and again taking her pink nub into my mouth I began sucking it in the same rhythm as my fingers were moving.
'Oh, right there, baby!" she cooed, "Just like that! Hmm, you're damn god for your age!"
Spurred on by her words, I started to suck harder on her clit and shoved my fingers deeper inside her until I could feel my knuckles pressing against her wet skin. Wendy moaned softly and started moving her hips in time with my fingers, driving her pussy down into them.
"Look at me, baby. Let me see that pretty face down there. I looked up and saw she was playing with her nipples. My tongue still dancing across her clit I watched her long red nails tease her swollen nipples and saw that Wendy's face was flushed and she was breathing heavily through her mouth. Her eyes were on me and she whispered, "Yeah, look at you, you bad boy, sucking my pussy. You think about this those nights you slept over? You think about sneaking into my bed and fucking me? You...oh!"
She gasped and as her hips began to move faster I could feel her thigh trembling against my cheek. Between my legs she had eased her foot between my legs and the top of her foot was sliding along my balls. My cock was now fully erect and I couldn't wait to slam it into the hot pussy I was sucking on.
"I hope you did, because I did." She breathed. My eyes must have widened because she laughed softly, "That's right, Nick. I thought about my sons good looking friend. I thought about you coming in and telling me how much you wanted me and me sucking your nice young cock and letting you fuck me!" she lifted her hips higher and I could feel her legs quivering, "Oh, oh, baby just a little more! Keep licking me!" he body shuddered and she whimpered, "So close!"
She pumped her hips hard into my fingers, then shocked me once again, by saying, "Slip a finger in my ass!"
I'd never played with a girl's ass before and easing my finger to her ass began to slowly push it in. Wendy had other ideas and lifting her hips shoved them back down, driving my ginger hard into her ass.
"Oh, fuck yeah!" she cried out and clamping her thighs around my head, went off like a rocket.
Releasing a squeal that I'm sure the people on either side of us could hear, Wendy began bucking her hips wildly as her pussy and ass convulsed around my fingers. I couldn't believe how tight her ass was and I could feel my fingers rubbing against each other through the thin skin between her ass and pussy. She'd lifted the foot that was on my cock in order to pin my face between her legs and I could feel her toes digging into my shoulders as she began emitting a series of short sharp yelps.
I was having a hard time breathing with her thighs clamped around my head and my face pressed against her hot quivering pussy, but at the moment I couldn't think of a better place to be! Wendy's pussy contracted hard around my fingers and I felt her entire body go limp. With a soft whimper her legs slid from around my head to dangle off the bed and she moaned, "Oh fuck, I came hard!"
She giggled when I gave her clit one last kiss and as I eased my fingers from her pussy and ass she laughed, "That was so much more fun than faking one. Honestly some of those guys couldn't turn a switch on!"
I sat back on my knees unsure what to do. Wendy was still breathing hard and I watched her tits rise and fall with each breath and then shifted my gaze to her dripping pussy.
"See something you want baby?" she asked, sitting up.
"I want you."
"And you're going to have me! Now stand up for me."
I stood and leaning forward, Wendy gave me a thrill by lifting her tits and placing them around my cock. I began moving my hips, sliding my dripping cock between her tits and lowering her head, Wendy flicked her tongue out, giving my head a quick lick each time I pushed it between her now sticky breasts.
"Hmm, you like tit fucking me?"
"I like it all!" I told her.
"Yes, you do! Now let me have that cock!"
She opened her mouth and I happily pushed my cock into it. I moaned softly as she began slowly bobbing her head. My cock was just as hard as it was before and after taking me down to my balls and giving them a quick lick, she popped my cock from her mouth and laying back on the bed, lifted her legs up in the air.
"Come on, baby, fuck that pussy!"
Pausing just long enough to kick off my shoes and jeans from where they were gathered around my ankles. I grabbed her ankles and after sliding my cock along the length of her slick pussy, shoved it inside her. I moaned at the feeling of her hot tight pussy and with no hesitation began fucking her hard and fast.
Oh yeah!" she cried out, grabbing her tits and toying with her nipples. "Take that pussy! You paid for it, its yours!"
Wendy pushed against my hands and spread her legs wide open for me. Shifting my grip, I put my hands behind her thighs and pushed her legs back as I began fucking her even harder.
'Fuck that's deep!" she howled as I repeatedly slammed my cock balls deep into her amazing pussy.
Letting her tits go, Wendy grabbed her own ankles and helped hold her legs back as I fucked her. That lifted her ass off the bed and I was now driving my cock almost straight down into her. She cried out again and again as I fucked her so hard my balls were slapping against her ass. I found myself staring at her black clad feet leaning over took her toes into my mouth and started sucking on them. She giggled, but that sound turned into another squeal as I leaned further over. Her foot moved and I had to release it, but it was worth it as I had her almost bent in half with her feet over her head and her hips completely off the bed.
"Oh look at you fucking me! Look!" She had turned her head and I did the same.
I watched with a smile on my face as I continued fucking her. I was slamming her harder than I'd ever dared do to any other girl I'd been with. Wendy was loving every minute of it, squealing and yelping and my eyes shifted to her huge tits bouncing wildly as I had her pinned to the bed and was pounding away at her sopping pussy. I could feel her juices squirting on my thighs each time I thrust into her and was aware all I could smell and taste was her pussy.
"Oh God, baby!" she cried, you are fucking me!" She let me give her several more hard thrusts before calling out, "let me get on my knees for you!"
I reluctantly withdrew my cock, but smiled, when she immediately rolled over onto her knees and backing up to the edge of the bed, put her incredible ass in the air. Grabbing her hips, I plunged my cock deep inside her and she released a high pitched squeal that inspired me to began slamming into her so hard if I wasn't holding her hips she would have fallen forward.
"Fuck yeah!" she howled, "Fuck that pussy! Fuck his mother's pussy! Give it to me as hard as you can!"
That was precisely what I was doing, thrusting into her hard enough for our skin to be making sharp slapping sounds. My balls were banging into her pussy so hard it was uncomfortable, but not enough to slow me down. Looking down I watched the mind blowing sight of my long glistening cock sliding in and out of her pink pussy. I could see her lips tightly clenched to my shaft and feel her hot flesh trying to suck me back in even as I pulled back. Our thighs were both covered in her juices and I could see a sheen of sweat on the smooth skin of her back.
Her long blonde hair was fanned across her back and sticking to it in places. Looking back at her ass I watched her round cheeks jiggling each time I plunged into her and remembering what she said before, gave her right ass cheek a hard slap.
'Oh, yeah! Do it again, harder!"
I slapped her cheek again, then again harder each time. She yelped and spurred on I started slapping her other cheek then began going back and forth.
"Yes, oh fuck yes!" she moaned, "I love it! Spank me like the bad girl I am! Like your dirty whore, because that's what I am! Your fucking whore!"
I slapped her ass several more times and marveled at the sight of my red hand prints on her ass. Grabbing her hips again I started fucking her as hard as I could and could feel my legs starting to shake as despite cumming recently I was going to fast to hold back much longer. I thought about slowing down and trying to go as long as I could, but the squeals and yelps coupled with the look of absolute lust on her face in the mirror kept me fucking her like an animal.
I jumped at the feeling of something hitting my balls and looking down saw Wendy was playing with her clit while I fucked her.
"Yeah," she moaned, "Keep fucking me, baby! I want to cum on that nice young cock!" she yelped when I gave her another hard thrust, "I've never done that, Nick, never come with them fucking me, but I want to cum with you inside me!"
"I slowed up slightly to try to give her time to come, but her dirty talking wasn't making it easy.
"Oh, god!" she groaned, "And fucking bareback! Oh it feels good not to use anything!"
I hadn't even thought of that all I'd thought about was this as the hottest woman I knew and I was going to fuck her.
"Oh fuck, baby, I think I'll even let you cum inside me! You want that? You want to cum in my hot pussy?"
I thought about it, but another image jumped into my mind.
"I want to come on your face." I gasped while I continued to hammer away at her.
"Oh, bad boy!" she called out, "Tell you what, baby; you hold off until I come you can shoot that hot load all over my slutty little face!"
I closed my eyes and slowed down even more, trying to win the race. Beneath me, Wendy was alternately yelping and moaning as she rubbed her clit and drove herself back into my thrusting cock.
"Oh, harder, baby! I need it harder!"
I started to pump faster and could feel my cock twitching; there was no way I would hold off for her. Looking back down at her ass, I recalled how I got her off when I went down on her and spreading her cheeks shoved my finger deep into her ass.
"Oh my fucking god!" she screamed.
She slammed herself back into me so hard I almost lost my balance and released a long loud howl that had me hoping no one would call the cops. I added my own cry of pleasure to hers as her pussy clamped tightly around my thrusting cock and her ass squeezed my finger as her body went over the edge. Her pussy convulsing around my cock along with the fact I could feel my cock sliding in and out of her through her ass caused me to gasp and I once again released a high pitched whimper as my body told me it was more than ready.
I fought to hold back by giving her short sharp strokes instead of long deep ones and managed to stave off my impending orgasm as she bucked and squealed while slamming back and repeatedly impaling herself on my cock. Wendy threw her head back and let loose with a animal like howl. Her pussy quivered around my cock and I gasped at the sensation of gush of warm wet fluid squirting out around my cock and splattering my thighs.
"Oh, fuck!" she gasped as she let her body go limp, falling face first on the bed.
That pulled her pussy from me and with a desperate moan, I leaned over her and started to enter her sopping pussy.
"No, wait!" she called out, rolling over into a sitting position. "You get a reward for that one!"
Sliding off the bed and onto her knees, Wendy grabbed my dripping cock and taking it into her mouth began rapidly bobbing her head.
"Oh my god, oh my god!" I kept moaning as her skilled mouth and tongue caressed my throbbing cock.
I felt the cum building and began moving my hips, thrusting my cock into her mouth. Wendy looked up at me, her blue eyes glazed with lust and I was struck by the thought that I was seconds away from blowing a load in Jimmy's mom's face. That thought, one that I had been trying to shy away from all night, this time sent me over the edge.
"Oh, Wendy!" I groaned, "I'm going to...Fuck!"
Wendy whipped my cock from her mouth and pumping it furiously kept it aimed at her face. I cried out as my cock exploded in her hand so hard I thought my knees were going to give out. Even though I'd cum one already, an long thick stream of cum erupted my cock splattered against her cheek. Still pumping my cock, Wendy let the next spurt hit the other side of her face.
Opening her mouth she took the next squirt of thick white cum into her mouth, but using her tongue to push it out, let it drool down her chin. Wendy kept pumping and I kept cumming, spurt after spurt striking her face and mouth. I gave a low moan and had to rest my hand on the bed to stay on my feet as Wendy squeezed the last of the cum from my spent cock.
I started to sit then whimpered pathetically when taking my cock quickly in her cum covered mouth, Wendy sucked hard enough to coax a couple of more drops. Releasing my cock she laughed as I sank down onto the bed gasping for breath.
"Aww," she cooed, as she rose from her knees and sat next to me. "Did I wear you out, baby?"
"You were...I...Goddamn!" I exclaimed, causing her to laugh again.
"Well it is my job to please after all." She said, "Speaking of, baby, take a good long look before I wipe off."
I turned to face her and took in the unbelievable sight of Jimmy's mother sitting next to me with cum dripping off her face. There were streams of white sticky fluid oozing down her cheeks and chin down onto her huge tits and as I watched she ran her tongue along her lips and slurped some if it into her mouth.
"You happy with your purchase sir?" she asked.
"Hell yeah." I nodded.
Reaching behind the pillow, Wendy removed a white towel and slowly wiped the cum from her face. I watched, enjoying every minute of it and taking in her naked body for as long as I could. Which wasn't much longer. Tossing the towel into the bathroom across the room, she picked her red robe off the floor and slipped it on. After tying it, she smiled at me and picking up the money from the night stand asked, "Worth it?"
"Yeah, um..." I frowned. "Hey, did you mean it that you thought about me sometimes?"
"I did." She smiled, "I wasn't just saying that. I was horny and alone for a long time after Jimmy's father left and had some nasty thoughts about you, why?"
"Well then," I pointed at the money, "Are you really going to charge me?"
Wendy laughed, "Of course I am! The ad said Milf for Hire, not charity cases welcome!"
"Yeah, but you said it was a turn on and..."
"It was!" she told me. "It probably shouldn't have been, but knowing I was fucking my son's best friend had me damn hot." She sighed, "Couldn't you tell?"
"But I don't have a lot of money and you had a good time so maybe...?"
"Nick." She pointed at me. "You came here expecting to pay some stranger. Instead you got to fuck a woman you have dreamed about for years. And know what? You got a lot more than the other guys do. I let you cum twice, you fucked me bareback, and I came twice for you, once with you inside. I even let you finger my ass." Holding up the money, she said, "Other guys would have had to pay a lot more for that, so you made out just fine."
"Okay." Picking up my jeans and boxers, I began to slide them on when I thought of something else. "Hey, could we, you know, maybe do it again another time?"
"Anytime you have two hundred dollars."
"Two hundred?"
"I'll blow you for a hundred." When I frowned she sighed, "Sorry no discounts." Looking over at the nightstand, she pointed at the clock, "You need to get going, Nick. I need to shower and change; I have another guy coming over in an hour."
"Sure." I stood up and as she sat there and began counting my money, she looked up and smiled,
"Hey, Nick, look at it this way. Jimmy's birthday is next week and he's going to love the new I-pod you just bought him!"
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I turned the hot water off and drawing the curtain back, grabbed a towel and began patting myself dry. I moaned softly as the towel rubbed across my swollen nipples. They'd been hard for so long they aching. Even though I'd indulged in stroking my clit with my soapy fingers, getting myself off in what seemed like record time; they were still hard. Then again, why wouldn't they be?
It Valentine's Day and I'd been worked all day knowing full well Charles was going to take good care of me tonight. It had been hard to concentrate at work. No matter how hard I tried to focus on boring invoices my mind would keep drifting to what I would be focusing on later; my special someone's nice soft tongue and big hard cock!
There were times during the day I was squirming in my seat thinking of how good my lips would feel wrapped around his thick shaft and could all but feel his warm cum squirting down my throat.
After all what said Happy Valentine's day better than a nice blow job? An even better pussy licking and Charles knew how to serve my pussy better than anyone else ever had! I forced myself to stop teasing my nipples and while drying my legs continued to let my mind wander to what was soon to come.
Charles would give me my first treat of the night by bringing me to a screaming orgasm with his amazing tongue then I would get my big gift; his hard cock in my insatiable pussy. Even after all these years, Charles could still have me horny all day just in anticipation of what he would do to me!
I spread my legs and teased the towel along my freshly shaved pussy. Pushing it between my lips, I shuddered as I slid it against my once again swollen button. Tossing the towel in the hamper I turned and looked at my reflection in the full length mirror behind the door.
Cupping my small, perky tits, I further teased them by rubbing my thumbs across them before picking up the new bra I had bought just for tonight. The bra was pink, but the cups were red heart shaped lace. I could still see my hard nipples through the flimsy material and wished Charles was here right now. He probably wouldn't be here for at least an hour, but I wanted to get ready early and lay there in bed, tormenting myself.
Picking up the matching thong that consisted of nothing more than pink string with a heart shaped patch of lace between my thighs. Pulling the thong up to my knees, and feeling playful, I turned around. Looking over my shoulder I wiggled my little heart shaped ass and shimmied the thong up over my slender hips. I took a moment to admire my rear and felt a warm feeling between my legs thinking Charles might turn it as red as the heart covering my smooth slick pussy.
My long red hair was still wet and flowing just past the middle of my back. I thought about drying it, but enjoyed the sexy sensation of the cool moisture against my warm skin. Donning my short red silk robe that was perfect for the holiday, I left the bathroom and padded down the hallway towards the bedroom. I was so worked up my body was attuned to everything and even the soft carpet beneath my bare feet was a sensual thrill.
On the way I stopped in the kitchen to grab two glasses the bottle of red wine I'd bought last night. I entered the bedroom pt the wine and glasses on the nightstand and opened the drawer to remove the lighter. I stared at the toys lined up inside and wondered which ones I might use later. The vibrator, the butt plug? Definitely at some point the bullet so I could come nice and hard on my long time lovers beautiful cock. I stared at the leash and collar neatly rolled up next to the eight inch strap on. No, not tonight, after all it was Valentine's Day and the least I could do was be nice. Well unless he acted up, but seeing it was a holiday I was sure he would behave.
I lit the candles on the nightstand then walked around the bed lighting the others on my bureau and the other nightstand. I looked around and smiled. The entire room was bathed in the soft glow of the flickering flames. It was cozy, but provided plenty of light for my man to get a great view of the show his wife was putting on.
Placing the lighter on the nightstand, I glanced over at the closet door and saw it was partway open. I rolled my eyes, couldn't even follow simple instructions. With a sigh, I stepped towards the door, but then stopped when my gaze fell on the table under the window. I smiled at the huge bouquet of roses sitting there in an ornate red vase. Screw the door, the roses more than made up for such a small detail.
Walking up to the bouquet I leaned over and breathed deeply, savoring the sweet scent. Picking up the small white card, I turned it over and read it out loud.
"For Debra, the woman I truly worship and adore, thank you for loving me so! Happy Valentine's Day!"
I smiled and gently put the card back.
"That is so sweet." I said softly.
"I guess something in this room has to be sweet."
I felt a thrill go through me and quickly turning saw Charles standing there grinning.
"Are you insinuating I'm not sweet?"
"I'm not insinuating anything," his smile turned into that nasty smirk that after all this time still excited me, "I'm telling you you're not sweet. Sluts never are."
"Ohh, so I'm a slut am I?" I sighed, "Is that anyway to speak to a married woman?"
"Depends who she's married to." He laughed, "In my case I don't mind."
I looked him up and down and licked my lips. Charles worked construction and it had been hot as hell today. His grey sleeveless shirt was soaked through with sweat and his well tanned arms were glistening with it. The moisture helped define his impressive arms and letting my gaze wander down I felt my pussy begin to heat up at the sight of the large bulge in his tight jeans.
He had taken his boots off before entering the carpeted room and the idea I could just yank his jeans down and off was an added bonus. My eyes returned to his crotch and I smiled when I saw it was noticeably bigger than it was before.
"See something you like, baby?" I asked.
"I know you do." He walked up to the side of the bed and stared across it. "How about you come over here and maybe I'll give you your gift."
"Ohh, I get something besides flowers?"
"You do. You get my dick shoved in your slutty mouth."
"Aww," I pushed my lips out into a pout and widening my blue eyes spoke in a little girl voice, "Just my mouth, that's all I get?"
"If you're good maybe I'll shove it in your sloppy cunt." He sighed, "Or maybe your ass; at least that's kind of tight."
"That is not very romantic." I shook my head.
He shrugged and smiled, this time a real one. His large expressive brown eyes were fixed on my long legs which the robe barely covered to upper thighs. He was sporting the bad boy five o' clock shadow and his thick black hair was sweat soaked and hanging just over his eyes. That look never failed to turn me into a puddle. Even his teeth were bright and perfect, a sharp contrast to the dark scruff and not for the first time over the years I considered myself a lucky woman.
"You're not with me for romance."
"True." Looking at the clock, I said, "You're early."
"I got out early. After all I couldn't keep a hot wife waiting now could I?"
"I like that." I gave him a wink, "Pretty clever aren't you?"
"Not clever," he said looking me up and down, "But lucky as all hell, so do I get a gift?"
"You mean in addition to my loose cunt?"
"Hey, that's your game." He pointed out, "You like being..."
"That's right it is my game." I told him, "It's always my game. Isn't that right?"
"Whatever you say Debra."
"Good answer." Grabbing the tie to my robe I pulled it from its knot, but held the robe in place, "Good answers get rewards don't they?"
"Yes." He answered, his gaze locked onto my hands.
"Well then happy Valentine's day, baby."
I let the robe fall from my shoulders and raising my arms above my head, did a slow spin for him, letting him take in my ass with just the thin strip of pink floss between my cheeks. When I turned back to him, the look of naked lust in his dark eyes caused my clit to begin to ache for release.
"That...is one hell of a gift."
"Yeah? Not so bad after all these years?"
"Better and better." He said softly, and then pointing at the bed said, "Now come get what you know you need slut."
A shiver went through me as he instinctively knew I how I wanted it, then again he always did. I walked up to the opposite side of the bed and said, "How about you come over here?"
He looked confused "Why does it matter?"
I rolled my eyes, "Really? After all this time?"
"Oh." he smiled, "I get it."
"You're not going to if you don't get your ass over here."
Charles walked around the bed and my heart began to pound in anticipation when he stood in front of me. Placing his large calloused hands on my hips, he looked down at me, "Take your bra off."
"Hold on, baby." I placed my finger to his lips and shivered when he gave it a soft kiss. "How about a drink first?"
"Okay." He sighed, "If I must indulge your sweet side."
"Only for a minute, because trust me I am not in a sweet mood." I Picked up the two glasses of wine and handed him one, "But the roses do make me feel I owe my sweet husband a toast!"
We clicked our glasses. "To my sweet husband," I smiled "And lusty lover."
We downed the wine in several long swallows and taking his glass I placed them on the table. Before I had even turned back around he repeated.
"Now take your bra off and show me your tits."
"Show me your tits?" I mocked, "What are you twelve? I...ow!"
I yelped as Charles pinched my nipples through the bra.
"I said take the fucking bra off, slut!" he demanded.
The pain in my nipples and the commanding tone of his voice sent a wave of heat through me. This is what I had waited for all day.
"Please don't be so mean, Charles." I pouted "It's Valentine's Day! Be sweet to me!"
"Whore's don't get treated sweet, they get treated like the pigs they are!" he emphasized his point by reaching behind me and grabbing my wet hair, yanked my head back.
I moaned at the sharp pain in my scalp, then cried out in surprise and pleasure when grabbing my bra between the cups he yanked hard, ripping it in half. I looked down at my now exposed tits. My pink nipples were hard and already looked puffy from the pinch.
"Is that how you show them to me?"
"No sir."
Cupping my tits, I lifted them, presenting them while I looked up demurely through my eye lashes.
"Play with them."
"Yes sir."
I began caressing my nipples with my thumbs and asked, "May I take your shirt off?"
"No, I'll do it." He smirked.
I thought about taking over and getting the pleasure of removing his shirt, but held back. He could be in charge; for now. Releasing my hair, Charles peeled his shirt off and my mouth began to water at the sight of his powerful chest and rock hard stomach. Tossing the shirt aside he placed took my nipples between his finger tips and I braced myself. Instead he began rolling them gently and I shuddered beneath his touch.
My tits heaved in my hands as my breath quickened and I was beginning rock from side to side, squirming with desire as I had been at my desk during the day.
"You like my tits, baby?"
"Little small, but they'll do."
Even though he was trying to keep the game up I could feel his fingers trembling as he held back.
"Sorry they're so small. Maybe I'll take them away."
I made to pull back and cried out when this time the pinch ended in a hard twist. Releasing them he flicked his wrist and caught both my throbbing nipples with a sharp back handed slap.
"You've got a lot of mouth for a filthy pig." He snarled at me, "I think it's time you used it for the only thing its good for."
Grabbing my shoulders he tried to force me to my knees, but keeping my legs straight, I fought him and gave him a thrill, by begging, "Oh please Charles! Please don't make me! I...I'll be a good wife from now on, I will."
"The hell you will!" he caught my hair again and pulling it back placed his face inches from mine. "You're not a good wife; you're a dirty fucking whore!"
Charles pushed my shoulder causing me to turn to the side and lose my balance. Still holding my hair, he yanked it downward sending me staggering to the other side. Sticking his leg out, he tripped me. As I fell he gave my hair another yank, and then let it go. With a cry of pain, I spun around and fell on my ass hard against the bed. I sat there with my eyes watering from the fiery pain in my scalp and my pussy dripping from the same.
Charles stepped up between my outstretched legs and I found myself staring at his bulging crotch. I reached for his zipper and yelped when he slapped my hand away.
"You wait until I give it to you."
I whimpered and not all for his benefit. I'd been tasting that cock all day. I forced myself to be patient and go along with the game. After all, me being taken like a whore was hubby's favorite. Or was it mine? Who cared at this point? All that mattered was Charles fingers unsnapping his jeans and slowly pulling his zipper down.
"Open my jeans."
I eagerly grabbed the sides of his pants and when I pulled them apart, smiled. He wasn't wearing underwear, God how I loved that look! I ran my fingers though his pubic hair and then slid my hand in to pull out my prize. I had just wrapped my fingers around his thick shaft when he slapped my arm away again.
"Did I tell you to take it out?"
"But I want it!" I pouted.
Knowing I was playing into his game I reached for his jeans again and this time he caught both my wrists in his hands. Yanking my arms over my head, Charles gathered both my slender wrists in one large hand. He squeezed them tightly and I whimpered as they were pressed tightly together.
He reached into his jeans and with teasing slowness withdrew his cock. Like the rest of him, Charles cock was nothing short of perfect. Long, thick and as always, hard for his favorite slut. The head was swollen purple telling me he'd been hard ever since he'd entered the room and probably before. There was precum oozing from the slit and I licked my lips already tasting it.
Holding it at the base, Charles lowered his cock to my mouth and opening wide I darted forward, trying to catch it between my yearning lips. With a laugh he pulled it away and gave my wrists a tug causing me to moan at the pain in my shoulders. Letting his cock go, he gave each of my nipples a hard flick with his finger.
"Don't move." He said softly, his dark eyes gleaming, "Just open your mouth and wait for it."
Looking into his eyes, I opened wide and stuck my tongue out. Holding his cock just over my tongue he squeezed it. His pre cum dripped onto my tongue and I wanted nothing more than to swallow it, but remained still.
"Go ahead."
I gratefully obeyed him and swallowed, savoring the salty taste and the sensation of the thick sticky fluid sliding down my throat.
"Again."
I offered my tongue once more and this time he began slapping his hard cock against it. I moaned in frustration as he teased me with what I'd craved all day. He shoved the head into my mouth and I managed to continue to play along and not take him between my lips and start sucking.
"Good girl."
Charles started thrusting his hips, sliding his cock across my tongue and into my wide open mouth. My body was trembling as I resisted the temptation and smiling down at me he pulled his cock from my mouth and whipped it across my face.
"Like that, slut? Like that big dick in your face?"
"I do!" I whined then cried out as he slapped his thick cock into my cheek hard enough to hurt. "Oh, I want it!"
"You want this cock?" He asked continuing to assault my face with it by slapping one cheek then the other. "That makes you a fucking whore doesn't it?"
"I'm your whore," I breathed, then with a wink added, "Only your whore."
"Beg for it." He smirked.
Oh, he was starting to push his luck, but this game wasn't just for him and I kept playing along.
"Oh, please, Charles! Please let me have that big fucking cock! It's my favorite cock!"
"You fucking pig." He sighed, then with no hesitation released my hands grabbed my head and shoved his cock deep into my mouth.
I'd been fully expecting him, but squealed for his benefit and widened my blue eyes. I only had half his length in my mouth, but still had to open wider to fit him. Charles gave me a couple of slow pumps and unable to help it moaned when I wrapped my lips tightly around him and pressed my soft tongue to the underside of his shaft. He grabbed two handfuls of my hair and wrapped them around his hands until I yelped in pain around his throbbing cock.
He withdrew until just the tip was in my mouth and sucking as hard as I could I was rewarded with both a nice squirt of his delicious precum and a cry of pleasure. I winked at him and he frowned, knowing I'd just scored a point for making him lose control. Oh, how I loved this game!"
Holding my head by my hair, he whispered, "You want it? Then take it!"
He plowed forward, burying his entire length in my mouth. I gagged around his hard flesh and felt spit drooling down my chin. My eyes were starting to water and putting my hands on his hips I pushed against him. I couldn't move him and as our eyes locked he smiled, "Lick my balls, slut."
I worked my tongue out and wiggled it across his sweaty balls. He began to breath heavy and I could feel his cock trembling in my mouth as he fought for the control I'd already shown. I whimpered for effect as I bathed his balls with my tongue and felt my thong sticking to my dripping pussy as I imagined how I looked. On the floor, pinned against the bed with a huge cock buried in my face, I felt like the slut he was treating me like and loved every minute of it.
Charles stared down at me and with a sidelong glance across the room. I blinked twice. With a nasty smile, he slipped his cock back out then began fucking my face hard and fast. Each time he drove himself forward I squealed as the tip of his cock struck the back of my throat and his balls slapped against my chin. Tears were flowing down my cheeks and the drool was spilling from my mouth and down onto my tits as he relentlessly face fucked me.
"Look at you taking that cock you fucking pig!" he snarled while driving his cock into my mouth hard enough to cause me to gag around it. "Don't you dare make a fucking mess!" he warned me.
He stopped thrusting and started using my hair as handles, pushing my head back then yanking my face forward, impaling my mouth on his cock. I was sued to it now, but was still going out of my way to make gagging sounds as well as gurgling and make sloppy sucking sounds. I could feel my face getting red from struggling to breath and knew my make up was running down my face. I could feel the strings of saliva trailing down my chin and neck and knew Charles loved every minute of it and also knew he wasn't the only one!
He stopped pulling on my hair and began fucking my mouth again with long hard strokes. He was breathing hard and each time he plunged his hard flesh into my now sore throat he gasped. I knew him well enough to know he was getting close and catching his eye, I saw the question in his. If could have smiled, I would; even as he seemed to have me at his mercy he knew he needed permission. Nothing better than a well trained man who could not only put on a show, but know his place.



I winked and began squealing louder. Charles began using short hard strokes, plundering my mouth faster and harder than before and as I gagged and my eyes bulged convincingly I slipped my hand between his legs and gave his swollen balls a gentle squeeze then began to massage them.
"Yeah, that's right you skank, you're going to take every fucking drop aren't you? Going to be a good little cum dumpster?"
He was forcing out the words and his balls were quivering in my hand. Parts of me were quivering as well knowing I was seconds away from taking a nice hot load down my eager throat. Maybe I would let it drool out or tip my head back and gargle it for a good show and...Even as my mouth was being pounded as if it were my pussy an idea struck me that was so hot my clit began to throb!
"Yeah, get ready I'm going to blow a big fucking load in your...oh!"
He moaned, when slapping his thigh to signal for him to stop thrusting, I pulled his cock from my mouth. I slipped from my lips with a wet slurping sound and a large glob of spit hung from his swollen head.
"Oh, don't stop!" he begged, losing control of the game, "I was so..."
"Oh stop your fucking whining." I snapped as I grabbed his cock and began pumping it hard and fast. "Just be lucky I let you go as far as you did."
"I...oh, Oh Debra please keep going! Yes!"
He cried out in pleasure and opening my mouth I guided his cock to it. He moaned when his cock erupted in my hand sending warm thick stream of cum into my waiting mouth to splash onto my waiting tongue.
"Oh fuck yeah!" Charles gasped, trying to take over again. "Look at you jerking me off into your slutty mouth!"
My pussy and nipples were throbbing as I continued to pump his pulsing cock. Each stroke of my hand ended in my mouth receiving another shot of hot sticky fluid. I craved to tilt my head back and feel it oozing down my throat and then let it flow down my chin and onto my nipples. But instead I forced myself to let it puddle around my tongue. It would be worth it when I was done, oh so worth it! What a great gift this would be for my loving husband!
"Oh goddamn." Charles groaned as I twisted my hand wringing the last few drops from his cock.
I looked up at him and tilting my head back, made a show of gargling his copious load. He stared down at me, his eyes wide and his chest heaving. No doubt he was waiting for me to swallow, but instead I leaned over and grabbed my empty wine glass. Holding it under my mouth I opened wide and allowed the mouthful of cum to slowly pour into the glass. When I was finished I swirled my finger through it and put it in my mouth allowing myself one small taste.
Holding the glass up I nodded approvingly, "That's a lot of cum."
"I was thinking of that all day."
"Well I hope you were thinking of me cumming too because you have work to do."
Forcing myself into a standing position; I winced at the pain in my back and grimaced as I swallowed. Damn he had been pounding my throat. Placing the glass on the night stand I pointed at the floor.
"Your turn, its time you..."
"Bullshit, I call the shots slut and....Fuck!"
Charles cried out in pain when I gave his semi hard cock a sharp slap. I gave it another then grabbing his balls, squeezed them firmly.
"You'll get on your knees and you'll suck my fucking pussy like I told you to, understand?"
"Yes Debra."
"I let you play long enough now you do what your told or I'll make you suck that load off of my feet."
Without another word Charles dropped down so fast he grunted when his knees hit the floor. He reached for my thing, but as he had done, I slapped his hands away.
"Just sit and watch." I told him.
Turning my back to him, I hooked my fingers through the thong and slid it down past my ass. Working my way down I shimmied out of the thong and bending over the bed waved my ass in his face, teasing him. Looking over my shoulder I saw him staring longingly at my pussy peering out at him from between my thighs, but his hands were in his lap.
"Spread my ass." I told him.
Charles grabbed my ass and as I asked opened my cheeks wide.
"Now tongue my ass."
He didn't care much for that and I gave him a few seconds before saying, "You want my clit you suck my ass."
He didn't respond, but a moment later I squealed delightedly at the feeling of his tongue probing my pink rosebud.
"That's right, shove it in there. Eat my ass like the pig you are." I sighed as he swirled his tongue around several times before pushing his rigid tongue into my ass. "I was your pig now your mine. That's what makes us work, no baby?"
He grunted into my ass, but kept his tongue moving in slow circles.
"Tongue fuck me." I said sharply. "Nice and hard get a good taste of my ass."
I closed my eyes and moaned as he pushed his tongue in and out. I made him continue until my throbbing clit couldn't handle anymore. Standing up, I lay back on the bed and spreading my legs open, reached down and opening my pink pussy for him.
"Make me cum." I placed my feet on his broad shoulders. "And fast. You can take your time later if you do a good job."
Charles didn't lick my pussy, he attacked it. Plunging two fingers into it he began roughly shoving them in and out. I was so wet I could hear his fingers plunging into my sopping cunt. As I'd demanded he wasn't teasing or playing. Fastening his lips to my clit, Charles began sucking hard enough for his lips to smack when he released it. I released a long low moan as my yearning clit was finally receiving some well-deserved attention.
I let my head fall back onto the bed and grabbing my tender nipples began twisting them. I moaned softly at the divine mix of pain and pleasure flowing through my sensitive tits. Charles was slamming his fingers hard enough into me to hurt, but all that served to do was cause my pussy to gush around his long thick fingers. I lifted my hips in time with his thrusts, helping to drive him even deeper into me.
I turned my head to the side and smiled at my reflection in the mirror over the bureau. Charles on his knees, his powerful form slicked with sweat and his face buried between my thighs. I pulled on my nipples watching in the mirror as my red nails worked my sore pink nubs. My face was flushed and my eyes glazed over with lust. It was a hell of a visual and another thrill went through me at how good of show this was.
Charles began sucking my clit harder and faster and my hips matched his pace. I could already feel my orgasm building within me and began whimpering as each hard suck brought me that much closer.
"Fuck yeah." I moaned, "Suck my pussy! Get me all hot and wet for that big fucking cock!"
I gasped and arched my back off the bed. Pushing my feet hard against his shoulders, I strained to push my pussy as hard into him as I could.
"Oh," I whimpered, "So close! Suck me faster, suck..."
My words turned into a sharp cry of surprise and pain when with no warning Charles roughly shoved a finger in my ass. At the same time he gave my clit a nip with his teeth and the additional pain sent me over the edge.
I came like an animal, head back, mouth wide open and wailing like a banshee. Bucking my hips wildly, I gave my nipples a hard pinch and screamed again. Clamping my thighs tightly around Charles head, I ground my quivering pussy into his face. His fingers continued to work both my holes and I squealed in pleasure as my body contracted around them.
I squeezed my nipples harder and released cry after cry of pure pleasure as I writhed on the bed helpless against the amazing orgasm having its way with my body. I lifted my hips and arched my back until I heard it crack. My body seemed to hesitate for a moment then with a scream that tore through my already sore throat and when my pussy contracted then released in convulsion of wet heat.
Charles flinched between my legs and I felt a warm sticky flood of fluid begin to drip down my thighs and flow through my pussy and around his fingers. I let my legs fall from his shoulders and knowing what was coming, Charles pulled his face away. My body spasmed again and a long stream sprayed from my quivering pussy to splatter his face and chest.
With a pathetic sounding whimper my body relaxed and I slumped down onto the bed gasping for breath.
"Holy shit." I stared up at the ceiling which appeared to be spinning. "I came so fucking hard!"
Charles eased his fingers from my holes and I smiled at the wet sound when they left my dripping pussy. With a smile he wiped his fingers along his face and put them in his mouth.
"Speaking of hard." I said, propping myself up on my elbows, "You better be ready to fuck me." Charles stood up to show me his big beautiful cock was almost as hard as it was before. He shoved his jeans down and as he kicked them off, I slid to the edge of the bed and sitting up took him in my hand.
"I think we can get him harder, don't you?"
Without waiting for his response I took him back into my mouth and now with the edge off took my time. I sucked him slowly down to the base of his shaft and shaking my head back and forth worked my mouth back up his delicious cock. I bobbed my head is a low steady rhythm enjoying every inch of him as well as knowing how good my mouth looked making the slow trip up and down his once again throbbing prick. After all, my hubby did deserve a good show.
I glanced up to see Charles watching and took him deep once more letting him admire the view before releasing him. His gorgeous cock was standing at full attention and I smiled up at him.
"Hard again already," I sighed, "I'm a lucky woman. Some men can barely get it up once."
"Then they'd be a waste on woman like you."
"Yes they would. But not you. Now," lying back on the bed I lifted my legs and placed my feet on his shoulders. "How about you show me how a real man fucks a hot wife?"
"You're the boss," he grinned, stepping forward and sliding his cock teasingly through my wet lips.
"Good that you know that." I told him, "Now do what your boss told you too!"
I screamed the last word when he plunged his cock balls deep into my still oozing twat. He held it there for a moment and I sighed at the feeling of my pussy stretching to accommodate his thick pole. Charles groaned and when he grabbed my ankles I could feel his hands trembling and saw the muscles tense in his chest and shoulders as he prepared to give it to me just the way I needed it.
He withdrew his cock to the tip then slammed it back into me so hard I cried out even though I had been ready for it. This time Charles didn't linger he began fucking me as hard and fast as he could. I stared up at him yelping at every brutal thrust as he gave my pretty pussy the pounding it sorely needed. Charles grabbed my ankles and bringing my feet to his lips licked the bottom of each from heel to toe, before sucking each of them one by one.
I loved having my feet worshipped and moaned softly while watching his tongue work across my feet. He was fucking me hard enough for me to feel his balls slapping against me, but as good as it felt I wanted more.
"Harder, baby, harder!"
Putting my ankles together, Charles pulled up on them, lifting my ass effortlessly off the bed. That caused his cock to drive into me even deeper and I cried out in approval. Dropping me back onto the bed, he placed his arms behind my legs and leaning forward bent them back until my feet were over my face. He started plunging his cock straight down into my pussy and I began squealing in not just pleasure, but it was beginning to hurt as well.
Charles knew it and he had an evil little smile on his face as he hammered away at my helpless pussy. His dark eyes were bright as he stared down at me and He squeezed my ankles hard enough to make me whimper. That spurred him on to fuck me even harder and I could feel my sticky juice splattering down my thighs.
"Oh god you're fucking deep!" I cried, "God it's good to get fucked right!"
"I haven't started yet." He said and whipping his cock out, grabbed my hips and with a wrench of his shoulders flipped me over onto my stomach.
I had barely hit the bed when he dug his fingers hard enough into my hips to make me yelp and yanked my ass up and towards him. He pulled me to my knees and drove his cock into me in one long hard stroke.
"You always know just how to fuck me don't you, baby?"
"Just how you taught me." He moaned behind me while plundering my pussy from behind.
His balls were now slapping my clit and I moaned each time it did. I looked to the side and admired the view of him standing there fucking me while I was on my hands and knees, my legs sticking over the bed. The sight of his naked well muscled body behind my slender form looked almost as good as his cock felt. I was yelping louder and louder and sliding my hand down between my legs began rubbing my clit.
I whimpered at how worked up I was despite having just cum and started working my hard button in fast circles while Charles moaned and gasped behind me. He was breathing like a bull and his fingers were pressing harder into my soft hips. I knew he was getting close again and called out, "Just a little more, baby! I want to cum again! Fuck me until I cum!"
Charles started to slow down, but I cried, "No! faster, harder! You can't cum until I do!"
Charles moaned in frustration and once again began assaulting my now aching, but very happy pussy. A glance in the mirror told me he was getting closer than I was. His eyes were shut and there was a strained expression on his face as he fought to let me win the race. I pinched my nipple and twisted it, hoping the jolt of pain would send me over the edge, but it only brought me a little closer.
"Oh," I moaned, "So close. " I knew either I would have to slow him down, or let him cum first, unless...I thought for a split second then smiled between my yelps. Why not? It was Valentine 's Day and what better way to say Happy Valentines than...
"Fuck my ass!"
"F...fuck your?"
"You fucking deaf? I said fuck my ass, make me cum with your fucking cock in my tight little ass!"
Charles face lit up like a kid on Christmas and withdrawing from my pussy, he pressed his dripping cockhead against my rosebud. He slowly pushed the head into me and I winced at the pain of his large purple head opening my ass. I hadn't let him have it in months and moaned as he eased into me. My fingers had slowed on my clit and taking a deep breath, I turned him loose.
"Don't tease me, fuck me! Make me squeal like the pig I am!"
I started to say something else, but what came out was a long loud high pitched wail as he shoved the full length of his cock inside my ass. I screamed in pain laced pleasure at the exquisite fiery pain as his cock forced my ass wide to take his thick cock. He began fucking me slowly and I squealed, "Take it, take my ass show me how a man takes his woman!"
He paused then began tearing into my ass as hard as he had my pussy. My mouth was wide open and I was emitting a continuous high pitched squeal as he sodomized me. My fingers danced across my clit and I felt the orgasm already racing through my body.
"Harder! Harder!" I urged him on in a high pitched voice.
Charles grabbed my hair and yanked my head back hard enough to cause a wave of pain through my scalp. As he drove his cock to the hilt in my ass I released an animal like howl and went off like a rocket. My ass contracted so tightly around his cock I heard him gasp. But he continued fucking me even as my ass fought to keep him inside. His slamming back in hurt more with my muscles convulsing and I howled again and again as my pain and pleasure wracked body bucked wildly. He grabbed both my shoulders to hold me still and I screamed his name repeatedly as wave after wave of ecstasy crashed through me.
Charles was beginning to whimper like a child as he still fought not to cum. As the fading orgasm caused my ass twitched around his cock once more, I moaned, "Go ahead, cum for me, baby, but not in my ass!"
I squealed as loud as my now raw throat would let me when Charles pushed me flat on the bed and gave my ass several savage pumps that caused me to bounce up and down on the bed beneath him. With a low sound that was close to a growl, Charles pulled his cock from my ass and as I asked squeezed the base in his fist, holding it back.
Forcing myself to move, I rolled over onto my back and grabbing the glass from the night stand held it in front of him, "Spill a drop and you'll lick it up." I told him; "I have plans for a very special toast."
Charles released his cock and I watched a stream of cum splash against the side of the glass and ooze down to join the white contents of his previous load. I admired the muscles in his forearm and how good his large had looked on his thick cock as he jacked it off into the glass. Despite it being his second load his large heavy balls had manufactured another impressive amount of cum and I smiled at the amount now in the glass.
He wrung the last few drops onto the side of the glass and as it slid down. I decided to give him a thrill and bringing it to my lips titled it and took a tiny sip. I lifted my head to show him his cum smeared across my lips. I licked my lips and made a show of playing with it; sliding it around my lips before slurping it into my mouth and swallowing it.
"Damn." He sighed as he sat heavily on the edge of the bed.
I swung my legs off the bed to sit next to him and holding the cup in my lap said, "Wow, sweet roses and one hell of a nasty fuck. Who says you can't have the best of both worlds?"
"Most married women." He laughed.
"I'm not most married women, baby."
"No, Debra, you're not."
He gave me a rare sweet smile and leaning over gave me a soft kiss. "Happy Valentine's Day."
I returned the kiss and giggled like a school girl, "Aww, how sweet!"
"Once in awhile." He snapped his fingers, "Seeing we started right off I didn't tell you about your present."
"I got it." I lifted my ass off the bed and winced as I rubbed it. "It was delivered in the rear."
He laughed, "No, a real one. I know someone at Blue Grotto and got us reservations for eight."
"Are you kidding?" My eyes widened, "On Valentine's day?"
"They owed me money I told them get me in and call it even." He grinned "I brought a change of clothes so I figure I'll hop in the shower and you can get dressed up nice and we'll head out." He frowned, "Oh, that is if you wasn't doing anything with..."
"No worries." I waved my hand. "I'm all yours!"
"Great." He stood up and offered his hand, "Looks like you could use another shower."
"You go ahead and I'll catch up in a couple of minutes."
"I can wait if..."
"I need a couple of minutes." I winked, "You know."
"Damn." He laughed, "You know it's amazing what you can get used to. I swear I forget about him sometimes."
"Trust me, I do to." I said with a nasty smile. But it is a holiday so go on ahead."
"Okay." He gave me a kiss on the cheek and as he walked around the bed waved towards the nightstand, "Nice roses."
Sitting there on the bed I sighed contentedly. My nipples were aching, my ass was burning and my pussy was moist and satisfied. Exactly what I had looked forward to all day. Staring down at the glass, I called out, "You can come out now."
I looked up at the familiar creak of the closet door as it swung all the way open. Billy came crawling out on his hands and knees and as he had been taught, remained there staring down at the floor.
"You can come here."
Lifting his head he crawled across the floor towards me and I shook my head at his naked body. Skinny, already balding and worst of all; that small little dick-I couldn't bring myself to call it a cock, pointing down at the floor. When he crawled up between my legs, he lowered his head and kissed the top of each of my feet.



"So, Billy did you like that? You like watching Charles fuck me like a real man."
"I...I like seeing you happy my love." He replied; his head still down.
"Sit up and look at me."
He obediently sat back on his knees and looked up at me his hands on his scrawny thighs. I stared down at him and letting my gaze fall on his small twitching dick, sighed, "I really don't know what I was thinking. Oh, that's right; you make a lot of money!"
"To take care of you my love."
"Good answer." I nodded. "But you didn't answer my first question; you like watching Charles fuck me?"
"Yes my love."
"Why is that?"
"Because you need a real man and I can't satisfy you."
"Not with that sorry little thing. But you make up for it by letting me have my fun." I reached out and took his chin in my hand. "But tell me, besides that I like it, you like him fucking me?"
"Y...yes."
"I know you do. You love watching me be taken don't you? Wishing it was your pathetic little dick in my mouth." I giggled, "The last time I tried to be nice and blow you I think you were cumming before you got in my mouth. Hmm, that was what two three years ago? Well, you can't say I never try."
"You did and I...I failed you."
"As usual. Charles really gave it to me good tonight didn't he? Made me scream and cum twice for him. Took all your wife's holes just the way I need it."
"He always takes care of you." Billy said softly, his watery blue eyes fixed on my pussy.
"He does." I agreed. "He's been fucking me for years. Long before I met you and I'm glad you knew better than to try to make me give him up."
"I know you need more than I can give."
"That's because I need something for Christ's sake. After him I doubt that little thing could tickle my pussy."
'Sorry my love."
"Don't be. I'd rather have him anyway." I smiled down at him, "So Billy, were you playing with your little dick while you watched?"
"Y...yes." He said nervously.
"You get hard? Well. As hard as you can get?"
"Yes my love I...I like watching you satisfied."
"You didn't come did you?"
"No!" he shook his head vigorously. "You tell me not to."
"That's right." I gave him a nasty smirk, "And what happened the last time you came without my permission?"
Lowering his eyes he whispered, "I got the strap on."
"Yes you did because you were bad." I let him think about it for a minute until I saw his eyes glance nervously at the drawer where I kept my toys.
"But tonight you were a good boy!" I told him, smiling. "Those roses are beautiful!"
"I...I'm glad you like them" he said warily, waiting for me to turn something around on him.
"I do! It was very sweet, especially the card! You do worship me don't you?"
"I do, my love!"
"You did last week when I let you lick my pussy didn't you?"
"Yes." He tried to keep his expression neutral.
"I know, I suppose I could have told you Charles had just cum inside me, but hey, I forget things like that."
"I...understand."
"Well you should have known, I mean it's not like you could ever get me to cum. But let's forget that. It's Valentine's Day, you gave me a very sweet gift, let me fuck my boyfriend and so I think I should give you a nice reward!"
"A reward?"
"Yes and don't be nervous Billy! I promise it will be a god one. Now stand up."
He did as I asked and I worked hard to keep the smile on my face as I stared at his semi hard dick in front of my face.
"Stroke it for me." I told him. "Get nice and, well do what you can," I giggled.
Billy took his cock in his hand and I wanted to roll my eyes at how it disappeared in his hand. He started pumping it and to give him some inspiration I started rubbing my pussy. He stared at my red nails teasing though my moist pink flesh and within seconds he was hard.
"Hmm, hard to believe you and Charles are the same species. Do you want to come, Billy?"
"If...if you think I should."
"I do and know what?" I reached down and tapped his hand. "Let it go. I think I'll do it for you."
"You...you'll make me come?" he asked his eyes wide with excitement.
"Yes because I think even you deserve some fun tonight."
I wrapped my thumb and forefinger around his skinny dick and started jerking him off with two fingers.
"Oh, thank you, my love." He moaned idiotically.
I watched my fingers glide easily up and down his dick recalling how my hand barely fit around Charles. Right now that cock was soapy and waiting for me in a nice hot shower and here I was playing with this little boy dick. Billy was already trembling and breathing hard and I swore It had only been thirty seconds. Then again it had been awhile and it's not like it really mattered that was what Charles was for.
'You going to come for me, baby?" I purred, "Going to shoot a nice hot load for your loving wife?"
"Oh, oh yes." He whimpered, "It feels so good Debra! Please....please I...oh!"
Billy released another moronic sound of pleasure and I felt his dick twitch between my fingers. Pointing it downward I placed the tip at the edge of the glass and as he continued to sound like a reject from a bad porn movie I milked his skinny prick into the glass. He shot several thin squirts of cum into the sticky white mess already there and I had to admit it was a pretty impressive amount for him.
"Oh, that's a nice big load!" I cooed, "You came nice and hard for me didn't you?"
"Yes my love," He moaned as I gave his dick a hard squeeze causing a couple of more drops to spill out.
"Good boy." Kissing my fingertips I placed them on the sticky head of his dick.
"Now get back on your knees for another treat."
I opened my legs for him and he quickly dropped down on his knees.
"Would you like something sweet for Valentine's Day?"
"Yes, my love!"
"Good, because I have something sticky and sweet for you." I began. "Because I feel bad that you missed my toast earlier."
Grabbing his chin roughly I tilted his head back and held the glass over his face. "Open wide!"
"D...Debra please." He tried to shake his head.
"Are you refusing me after I just gave you a nice reward?" I asked incredulously, "Don't make me put you on the leash and walk you around the back yard again."
"My..."
"Don't my love me." I told him staring coldly into his eyes. "I was nice enough to jack off that sorry excuse for a dick and now I want you to do one thing for me and you say no? Maybe I'm not your love."
Billy stared at me for several seconds as if he thought this could end any other way and cocking my head I smiled, "Really Billy?"
Closing his eyes, he opened his mouth.
"That's my good boy! Bottom's up!" Tipping the glass I watched the thick mass of cum slide out of it and into his mouth.
I put the glass against his lip and tipped it upside down, making sure he got every drop.. Billy made gurgling sound and I pushed the glass against his chin.
"Close your mouth and swallow."
He closed his mouth and when he didn't immediately swallow I pinched his nose shut. "Be a good boy, Billy."
Billy swallowed and as he grimaced with disgust, I stood up and tossed the glass onto the bed.
"There you go, not so bad. Hell it's not the first time you've had Charles cum." I giggled "One time I even jerked him off in your mouth remember that one?"
"I do my love."
"Good that you do, that way you know to behave. Now I'm going to go shower with Charles and then I'm going out. Be a good boy and change the sheets and clean up the room."
"Yes my love."
I turned away and walking past him towards the door said over my shoulder, "I'll be back late, but I'll bring you a doggy bag, okay?"
"Thank you my love."
I stopped and turned back to him. "Oh, and Billy?"
"Yes?"
"Thanks for the roses!"
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"Happy early Valentine's Day, Nicole."
I opened my eyes to see Josh placing a small, red box in my outstretched hand.
"Thank you!" I exclaimed.
I opened it and smiled at the heart-shaped ruby earrings.
"They're beautiful!" Immediately removing the plain, silver hoops I had in my ears, I eagerly replaced them with the hearts.
"So are you." he said, watching me with a big smile. Leaning over, he gave me a kiss on the cheek.
"Smooth," I laughed, "but don't worry, you were already going to get some tonight, and that was before this!"
"I'm hurt." He put his hand over his heart. "You think I am only looking to get laid?"
"Nah, I'm sure you want head too," I giggled.
"You got me," he sighed.
"Well, you'll get whatever you want." I put the hoops in the box and placed it on the nightstand. "You sure your dumb roommate isn't coming home early?"
"He's working until midnight, and besides, it's my room, and the doors locked."
"Yeah, but I think he listens."
"Close as he gets." Josh rolled his eyes.
I nodded and let myself relax.
"Josh thanks again for doing this a couple of days early. I...I don't want to leave my dad alone on Valentine's Day and..."
"I know, and you know I'll help any way you need me to. The only thing I asked for was you not to bring it up tonight. I want tonight to be for us."
"I'm sorry."
I looked down at the red robe I was wearing and tried to think happy thoughts, like what was under the robe. I had come to Josh's right from my shift at Barnes and Noble. While he waited patiently on the bed, I showered and donned my naughty new Valentine's lingerie. I planned on spending the whole night this time. My father was going to a Providence Bruins game with Uncle Rob and I didn't anticipate any drama as Josh had correctly called it.
I looked up, and catching sight of us in the mirror over his bureau, I told myself to just let go and enjoy. Josh was looking good. His blond hair was styled with a little gel in it, and although I knew he hated that look, I loved it. He was dressed only in jeans, and his efforts at the gym the last few months were really beginning to show off. My eyes fell to his crotch, and I could tell two things. One, he wasn't wearing any underwear, and two, that he was pretty damn happy to see me.
My nipples told me they were enjoying what they were seeing as they stiffened beneath my robe. I took a brief glance at myself and quickly regretted it. Since mom passed, it seemed half the time when I looked at myself, I saw her. I took after her to the point that we really did look more like sisters. I had the same long, straight, black hair, big, brown doe-eyes and porcelain skin tone. Even our body type was identical. We were both tall and slender and, much to my chagrin when I was in my teens, I had inherited her small breasts.
But I had also taken after her in the leg department. My legs seemed to go on forever, as one of the older guys at work had told me, and they were well shaped from the dance lessons I'd taken from mom at her studio. Mom had convinced me that smaller tits were an advantage because they would take much longer to sag and, when I got older and we talked real girl talk, she added that they were more sensitive.
Right now I definitely saw mom looking back at me. Looking at Josh, I imagined him as my father. I envisioned them as the young couple they were when they had met back in their freshman year of college. In fact they had met on Valentine's Day at a college party. They had both come with a date, and after sharing a dance, left together and never looked...
"Hey, you doing the 'mirror, mirror on the wall' routine?"
"Oh, sorry." I turned and smiled at him. "I was just looking at us."
"You do make us a cute couple." He grinned.
"You do okay." I kissed him softly, then stood up and turned so I was in front of him.
Untying my robe I said, "Now you close your eyes."
"Yes ma'am." Josh closed his eyes, and the smile of anticipation on his face helped pulled me from the melancholy trail of thought I was heading down.
I pulled the robe open and let it fall to the floor. Beneath was the red lingerie set I had bought for tonight. Like I saw myself, it was plain, but cute. The top was a red-lace vest that was held together by the strings that I had tied into a bow instead of lacing them so it could be removed with one pull of the string.
The vest only covered half my top, leaving my stomach bare. The bottom was a matching thong, tied at the hips with a heart shaped patch of lace between my thighs.
"Okay."
He opened his eyes, and I raised my arms up, taking my long wet hair and lifting it over my head.
"Ta-da!" I exclaimed. "You like your gift?"
"Wow." Josh nodded approvingly. "Nicole, you look amazing."
"Yeah?" I gave a quick spin to show off my ass, "Not bad for a skinny girl with little titties?"
Josh rolled his eyes, and I laughed. Just before he asked me out, one of my girlfriends had told me that was how he had described me to his best friend.
"I happen to love skinny girls and little titties," he said. "It was a compliment."
"Sure it was." I sighed dramatically. "Well I think you should prove how much you like me."
"Oh, I will." Pulling me close, he began kissing my stomach. "I plan on showing you just how much you mean to me."
That was an odd remark, but at the moment all I cared about was how good his arms felt around my waist and the way he began teasing his tongue along the top of the thong. He gave my ass a squeeze, and I began running my hands up and down his strong back. My entire body relaxed, and as his hands slid up my stomach to cup my breasts through the lace, I released a contented sigh; tonight was really going to be a good night.
Josh's lips worked their way up my stomach until he reached my chest. After giving each of my now-aching nipples a lingering kiss through the top, he took the string between his teeth and, pulling his head back, untied the knot. The top fell off to the sides exposing my small, but perfectly round, perky tits. Josh stared at them with a look of desire that sent a wave of heat to flow between my legs.
"I do love them." He started swirling the tip of his tongue across my left nipple, and with a moan, I grabbed the back of his head and shoved my chest into his face.
He laughed then sucked almost my entire tit into his mouth. I closed my eyes and ran my fingers through his hair, my hips rocking as he switched to the other nipple while rubbing my pussy through the thong.
"Hmm, feels like this is my gift too," I purred when he slipped his fingers into the thong and through my soft, wet lips.
"You're my gift." he whispered and, putting his arm around my neck, pulled my head down to kiss me.
I moaned as our lips parted and our tongues met. His fingers were gently exploring the folds of my pussy, and he was still teasing my nipple. Oh, I so needed this night! More so I needed to start making sure we had more of them. I gasped when his finger eased inside me, and my hips started grinding. His thumb found my throbbing clit, and I moaned even louder. I swore if I let him continue, I would cum right there in front of him in less than a minute. I wanted to, but Josh had been so patient the last few months and was being so good to me, I wanted to take care of him first.
I stepped back from him, groaning as his finger slipped from inside me.
"What's the matter?" he asked nervously.
I couldn't blame him. The last couple of nights we had tried to spend together had been cut short, and half the time he had to deal with me being upset. But not this time.
"Nothing at all; I just think that since I got beautiful earrings I should say thank you before you give me a reason to say thanks again!"
I quickly dropped to my knees and unsnapping his jeans, pulled his zipper down.
"I...I like how you think." He moaned as I reached in and grabbed his cock.
"Ohh, another present," I cooed when I freed him from his jeans.
Josh moaned when I began pumping his hard cock, and I smiled at the sound. I licked my lips at the sight of my slender fingers wrapped around his shaft and kissed the dripping tip. I drew back, taking a thin trail of pre cum with me and made show of licking my lips, playing with the sticky fluid.
"Someone's a bad girl tonight." He breathed as I started jerking him off faster.
"No, just thanking a good boy." I told him with a big smile.
"I like seeing you smile."
"Really?" I winked. "You'd rather see me smile than see this?"
His reply turned into a long sigh of pleasure when I took his cock deep into my mouth. I wrapped my lips tightly around his shaft and bobbed my head slowly.
"Damn," he moaned, "That Nickleback song is right; you do look cuter with something in your mouth."
I paused and giggled around his cock. Grabbing his jeans, I tugged them to the floor while still gently sucking on him, thinking there was something to be said for a guy that could make you laugh during a blow job. There was a lot to be said for Josh, and his humor was only a small part of it. Good looking, attentive, and most of all, sweet and understanding, he was by far the best person I had ever been with, and the one I considered my first true boyfriend.
Because of that I wanted to be damn good to him tonight, and sucking him as deep into my mouth as I could, I started moving my head faster. I cupped his balls and started rubbing them. Wrapping my fingers around the base of his shaft, I jerked him off as I continued to blow him.
"Oh fuck, Nicole!" he groaned, beginning to run his fingers through my hair. "That feels damn good!"
Wanting to add to his pleasure, I fixed my big, brown eyes on his and looked him in the eye while working his cock down to the base. I shook my head back and forth, letting my tongue work back and forth across his shaft, and he moaned in appreciation. I slurped back up to the tip, took a deep breath and started blowing him for all I was worth. I bobbed my head rapidly, sucking him faster than I ever had before, and his thighs began trembling while he moaned my name over and over again.
His hands tightened in my wet hair, and I started rubbing his balls faster. He groaned, and I prepared myself to receive something hot and sticky in my mouth, but instead he gasped, "Stop!"
I paused with his cock still in my mouth, and he panted, "I...I don't want to cum like this." He grinned. "Well, not first time anyway."
He placed his hands on my shoulders, and when I eased him from my mouth, he stood up and pulled me up with him. When we were face to face, he gave me a long, deep kiss that caused my knees to tremble. Then catching me off guard, he spun me around and pushed me onto the bed.
I laughed, and smiling down at me while kicking off his jeans, he said, "Tonight I will be a gentlemen and let the lady cum first."
No sooner had he said it, and he was on his knees between my legs. Pulling my thong to the side, he plunged his tongue inside me. I squealed with delight as his tongue explored my wet pussy before he worked his way teasingly through my lips. I shuddered when his tongue found my clit, and with a long sigh, I let my head fall back onto the bed. Josh eased a finger inside me, and as he began slowly thrusting it into me, he sucked my clit into his mouth.
I released a long moan and cupping my tits, started stroking my nipples. Placing my feet on his shoulders, I closed my eyes and sighed as Josh's tongue played my pussy to perfection. First he licked hard and fast to the point my back arched in anticipation of cumming, and then he slowed me down by leaving my clit and teasing through my wet lips.
I knew I was going to cum nice and hard. Speaking of nice and hard, Josh would be inside me soon, and how I looked forward to that! He began working my clit again, and thinking it couldn't get much better than this, I began thrusting my hips, hinting at him that this time I didn't want any teasing.
My eyes opened at the sound of my phone vibrating on the nightstand next to me.
Josh paused, and I felt his body tense between my thighs. Dad was with my uncle. I was with Josh, and anyone else could be damned.
"Ignore it," I moaned, "You're the only thing my mouth is going near tonight."
Josh winked at me and resumed sucking my clit with a vengeance. I moaned, and arching my back, pushed hard on his shoulders with my feet. The phone beeped telling me I had a message, and then it immediately began vibrating again. This time Josh didn't let up, and throwing my head back, I released a long, high-pitched squeal as a much-needed and deserved orgasm crashed through me.
Josh continued to lick as my hips bucked, grinding my wet quivering pink pussy into his face, and I could hear him moaning between my thighs as I came nice and hard for him. And damn I was cumming hard! My back cracked as I lifted it higher, and I cried out repeatedly as waves of pent-up pleasure crashed through me. When the last of the orgasm flowed through me, I let my legs fall from his shoulders and moaned, "Oh, baby, did I need that!"
Josh got onto the bed, and I forced my satisfied body to move around so that my head was on the pillow. Josh crawled up between my legs. I looked longingly at his cock pointing at my moist pussy, and putting my arms out, I said, "Come here, Valentine."
Josh gave me an adorable, shy smile and lowered himself into my arms. I moaned when he sank into my warm, welcoming flesh at the same time he entered my embrace. Josh slid his arms beneath me and began moving in a slow rhythm. Wrapping my long legs around him, I groaned when he began kissing my neck and turned my head to give him better access. Okay, I was wrong, it could get better.
Josh was taking his time, and because I'd come so hard, I was in no hurry. We both moaned softly with each deep thrust, and although he had taken his time before, I swore it had never felt better. The phone went off again, and I felt a twinge of uneasiness, but refused to give in and answer. This was our night. I felt him tense and whispered, "Let it go, baby, I am all yours."
"Mean that?"
"With all my heart," I answered, ignoring the phone that was vibrating again.
"Good." Placing his lips to my ear he said softly, "I love you, Nicole."
Oh my God! I'd wanted to say it to him for weeks and had been afraid to. With everything going on, I hadn't wanted to seem needy. I felt a wave of emotion flow through me, and as my eyes began to fill I whispered, "I love you too, Josh!"
"Say it again."
Smiling so hard my cheeks started to hurt, I repeated it, "I so love you!" That came out in a moan as he began to move faster within me, and I felt his body tensing up.
Josh was breathing heavy, and I started moving my hips, meeting his thrusts.
"Nicole, you feel so good, you..."
The phone started again. As it continued, Josh's went off on the other nightstand. I felt a stab of panic. Uncle Ron and my father both had Josh's number and...
"Jesus Christ!" Josh snapped, and to my dismay, pulled away from me.
"No!" I cried out, "Let it go!"
"They just keep calling!"
Josh was about the most laid back guy I knew, and seeing him pissed off caused my tears of joy to change to tears of frustration. Even as I rolled over for my phone, I knew who it would be. Josh's had stopped ringing. I heard him say, "It was your uncle Ron."
I felt an all too familiar kick in my stomach and as I grabbed mine it started ringing again, "Uncle," I answered. "What's wrong?"
"Nicole. I'm so sorry. I know you had plans tonight and..."
"Is dad okay?"
"I...I'm on my way to pick him up. He's at the police station."
"The police!" I exclaimed. "He was supposed to be with you!"
"He blew me off, and I spent all night trying to find him."
"Why didn't you call me?"
"He did, twenty fucking times just now," Josh muttered.
I looked over and frowned to see he had slipped his jeans back on and was leaning against the bureau with his arms crossed, his blue eyes dark.
"Because all you do is work and go to school and you need time with Josh." Ron explained. "It's important you have a life Nicole. Josh is a good kid and..."
"The police station?" I reminded him.
"I guess your dad went to the club where he and my sister used to go dancing. You know, the one she waitressed at?"
"The Strand," I sighed and rubbed at my damp eyes.
I was watching Josh, who was deliberately avoiding my gaze. He looked angry, and I couldn't blame him! A perfect moment ruined!
"So I guess he had a few drinks and started going on and on about where Laura was. The guys there kept telling him there was no Laura, and he got belligerent. They told him to leave, and he started carrying on, so they had to call the cops."
"Is he okay?"
"Yeah, you know the routine; by the time they got there, he had gone from obnoxious to bawling so he went along with them. They said they didn't want to bring him in, but they couldn't get a hold of anyone in his phone right away."
"I...had the ringer off. I probably missed them while I was in the shower. I'm sorry uncle. I should have..."
"No, you shouldn't have." That was said in unison by Josh across from me and Uncle in my ear.
"You need to try to let go a little, Nicole," Uncle continued, "You can't baby sit him all the time."
"He's my father, and I should be the one to be there."
"Of course," Josh said sarcastically.
"On that note, Nicole, I hate to ask, but can you meet me at your house? I'm going to bail him out, but I can't stay with him tonight, I need to be at the ward at four A.M.; I have the first shift."
"I...I'll be there." I said quietly. "Thank you, uncle."
"Yeah, I'm sorry, Nicole. Next time I'll pick his stupid ass up at work so he can't pull this shit."
"He'll find a way." I ended the call and looked over at Josh.
I was sure my uncle could hang with dad for at least an hour or so, and taking a deep breath I said, "Hey, baby, where were we?"
"Where we were the last two times we got together. With your dad a mess, you upset and me alone."
"My uncle doesn't need me home this second, Josh. We can..."
"We can what, Nicole? I can fuck you, and then you can get up and leave?"
"Well, uh, we've had to do that..."
"We shouldn't have had to tonight!" Josh shouted, startling me. "This was a big night, Nicole! I just told you I loved you!"
"And I love you and..."
"Then we have to stop in the middle of it so you can get caught back up in your father's bullshit, and now I'm supposed to just hop back on?"
"You don't have to be crude," I said softly, feeling the tears starting to flow down my cheeks. "And my dad has a problem, and he..."
"Doesn't want any fucking help!"
"He lost his wife!" I yelled back at him. "They were together since they were our age, and she was forty four when she died! That's a long time, Josh, you can't..."
"She died a year ago!" he continued shouting. "She was your mother, Nicole, and you moved on! You're the kid, and he's the parent, and it's like you're taking care of him!"
"I have too moved on!" Pissed off, I hopped off the bed, and going over to the chair in the corner, I picked up my panties and slid them on. "He took care of me my whole life."



"He's supposed to!" He shook his head. "And now you're leaving."
"Well I was going to stay awhile, but you're yelling at me!" I pulled my jeans on, and unable to spot my bra, pulled my T-shirt on without it.
"Because I don't want an hour. I want the night you've been promising me!" He came around the bed, and stopping in front of me, put his hands out, "You haven't spent the night in over a month."
"I...I can't leave him alone. Tonight uncle was going to drop him off late and make sure there was no booze in the house. I have his car and hid the keys to mine."
"I even offered to stay at yours, but you said..."
"I can't have you there, he gets..." I sighed. "He loses track of where and when he is. He wouldn't know you and might get stupid."
"And how long before he gets stupid with you?" Josh asked.
"He would never." I tried to sound convincing because the sad fact was, dad was beginning to get funny around me. Not in a violent way though. In fact in a way his behavior was worse than that. It... "Are you not telling me something?"
"Huh?"
"You just got a look on your face." His eyes narrowed. "Your old man isn't hitting you, is he? Because I'll go over there and..."
"My dad would never hurt me, and you won't hurt him." I yelled in his face, "I'm sorry you're mad at me! I'm sorry you didn't get to blow a fucking load, okay? And I'm sorry my dad is having problems!"
"Blow a load?" He waved his hand disgustedly. "That's what you think I care about? Guess you don't know me. You mean a lot to me Nicole, and tonight was a big night for us.
"We said we loved each other."
"And we do!" I told him, trying to calm down. "And if you love me you'll...."
"Don't even try that!" he pointed in my face. "Don't you dare try a guilt trip! Nicole your mother passed a year ago tomorrow. Your father has issues, and I've understood and dealt with it. But he's been out of control for two months, and it's to the point we barely see each other. I wanted one fucking night!" he walked away shaking his head. Then nodding, as if to his own thoughts, turned back to face me. "Tell me, Nicole, am I worth one night?"
"Of course you are! You're worth every night! Right now is hard, and it's because the anniversary is coming and...."
"Right now? Okay what about after Valentine's? You think he'll snap out of it?" He lowered his voice. "My dad was a drunk. Lost his job, lost me and my mom and eventually died of liver poisoning. He never stopped. Know what? Good riddance. If he didn't love us enough to straighten out, who cares? Your mom's brother is a shrink; he's offered your dad all kinds of help and for free. He doesn't fucking want it."
"It's not that easy," I countered. "He's..."
"Going downhill, and I am sorry, Nicole. But because he is going downhill, you need someone. I want to be that someone, but I'm twenty years old, and I don't need this kind of drama."
"What does that mean?" I asked, my stomach starting to turn.
"Stay tonight, like you promised."
"That's not fair!"
"Bullshit. If it was the first time sure, or the second or the fifth." He grunted.
"I've lost track of how many nights you've cancelled or had to fuck and run," he sighed. "If we even got that much time together. You've proved you'll do anything you can for a sinking ship that doesn't care. Now prove you'll do something for me. Stay tonight."
"If I don't?" I crossed my arms as if daring him to say it.
"Then..." He looked away for a momen,t and when he looked back at me I was surprised to see tears in his eyes. "Then find someone who understands. I don't need all of you during this, Nicole, but I'm not going to feel like a prick for wanting some of you, and I'm not going to hang around and wait for it to the end the way I know it's going to."
"You think my father will kill himself?" I asked, my tears flowing harder now.
"I...I don't know. What I know is he's pretty much killed us, and I'm sorry. If you can't stay, I understand, but understand that you don't need to come back."
"Josh, please don't do this to me!" I started to sob. "I...I need you!"
"I need you too. Difference is I am here, and you never can be." He wiped at his eyes. "Just go, Nicole. I already know you're going to."
"Please?" I whimpered. "Please don't talk like that."
"Please go, Nicole." he said softly. "Your heart's with him right now, not me."
He sat on the bed and stared at the floor. I stood there crying softly, but he wouldn't look up. I took a deep breath and squared my shoulders. I'd been through too much to fall apart for anyone.
"Fine. I wish I'd answered the phone earlier. Then you wouldn't have said what you don't mean."
"I...do...I did mean it," he said, "But I'm too young for a one way street."
I started to say something, but instead, I put my head down and grabbing my purse, walked past him. I made my way slowly to the door, waiting for him to stop me, but when he spoke, it was to say, "I hope for both your sakes your dad gets help, Nicole. Good luck."
From I love you to good luck. I was leading some kind of life right now. I grabbed the knob then recalled the earrings.
"I'll leave the earrings here." I said, starting to remove one.
"Keep them," he said without looking up. "I bought them for you."
"You sure?"
"Why not? Trust me. They're not the only hearts you're taking from me tonight."
*****
I sat on the couch waiting for Uncle Ron to show up with my father. At first, he had texted me to say that the police said it was too late to post bail, but uncle called in a favor, and was waiting for someone to call the sergeant. When I'd first gotten home, I'd seen that dad had stopped in at some point and made a couple of sandwiches. He left the mess on the coffee table along with four empty Budweiser bottles.
Still sniveling and trying to hold back tears from the argument with Josh, I mechanically washed the table, did the few dishes in the sink and tossed out the beer bottles. It did not escape my notice that the recycling bin was already overflowing with empties, and it had just been picked up three days ago. I wandered into Dad's room and looked sadly at the bed. On it was that goddamn red dress that I was dying to throw away.
Instead, I hung it back up in mom's closet. Everything was still there just as it had been the morning she had driven off to work and never came home. Instead she was killed in a head on collision caused by the other driver having heart attack behind the wheel. Quite appropriately, it had been Friday the thirteenth. The next day was Valentine's and would have been the twenty fifth anniversary of the night they met.
Because it fell on the most romantic day of the year, well maybe not in my case, I added dryly, they always made a bigger deal of it than their actual wedding anniversary. They were supposed to go to a fairly upscale party, and mom had bought a new dress. Dad had always loved mom in red, and she had picked out an elegant but sexy dress with the hem falling far below her knee, but with a slit almost up to her hip.
I'd seen her in it that night. She'd been so excited, she had to try it on for me. All she had talked about was how blown away dad was going to be. Mom had teased dad by showing it to him on the hanger. He had declared it his favorite without ever seeing mom in it and added that he would be thinking of it all the next day. As it turned out, the last dress dad had seen mom in was a black one we had picked to bury her in. Not that it mattered what she wore, the accident had been so horrific, it was a closed casket.
My eyes filled up, and after staring at the rows of dresses and shoes neatly lined up, as if awaiting her return, I slammed the closet door shut. I went out to the living room, where I sat and sobbed until all that was coming out were painful heaves. The crying was a mixture of old grief for mom and new pain from Josh. I held out hope he would call after tonight, but he was right; what the hell was going to change? Nothing that's what. At least not for the better. Not unless me or uncle could finally get it through to him to go get some therapy.
At this point I didn't care that uncle was taking a long time to get dad. I needed the time to bawl like a baby and try to get myself together to deal with him. Hopefully, he would be in that state to just want to go to bed and alone. Several nights in the last month he wouldn't let himself fall asleep unless I stayed with him, and let's face it. It really wasn't me he was thinking of.
I took a deep breath and wondered how much longer uncle and I could handle dad and keep him from either real trouble or doing real harm to himself. There was a part of me that wanted to just haul off and smack him for what tonight had cost me. I'd known Josh for a few months before we started dating, and with a smile, mom had predicted he would ask me out, that she could see it in how he looked at me.
I know she would have loved to see me with him. Dad thought he was great too, but it was dad causing the problems. Tomorrow when he was sober, maybe I would point blank tell him what he had cost me. Maybe that would get through to him. Then again it could make him worse, the usual rock and a hard place. Looking over at the mantle, I stared at the picture of mom. Her big, brown eyes, looked as calm in the photo as they had been in real life. Mom rarely got upset, but when she did...
But the one thing she always said about dealing with someone you loved was "do what you have to and do it with love." She would sometimes add "no matter how bad you want to smack them." Well, in reality I couldn't smack my father, although the other night I had come close. Leaning back, I closed my stinging eyes and thought about the last few months.
Josh had been right; dad hadn't seemed too bad off immediately following mom's passing. But then again, Uncle Ron had taken some time off, and I did online courses that semester. One of us was always with him. Dad went back to work after a couple of months and looked as if he was getting into a good routine.
I knew the exact day dad had begun the downhill trend. He asked me to help him pack mom's clothes to give to a women's shelter. He felt it was time, and there were a lot of nice things that women who were down on their luck could use. Mom would like that. It was about that time I had hinted mom might like him to not be alone, but he had looked at me like I was nuts, trying to claim that he would never. I made a comment that he was only forty five, but when he started talking about never being able to bring another woman into the house, I let it go.
When we opened the closet, the first thing we saw was that stupid dress hanging on the back of the door. I took it down, thinking that I might keep it for myself if I ever had a chance to go somewhere upscale enough. Dad took it from me and at first seemed okay. He took it over to lay it out on the bed. The next thing I knew, he was crying about how they never had that last night and he never said goodbye. All he wanted was just one more anniversary with her.
He then said to leave everything as it was. Even my mother's dresser was the same, all her clothes in the drawers and her makeup and perfume lined up as neat as her clothes. At this point it was like an unhealthy shrine, but dad freaked at any suggestion of getting rid of it. I did try to toss the dress after the third time I had caught him crying over it, but he caught me. He was so angry, there was a moment I thought he might hit me.
He was drunk at the time and for the most part had been since that night. A night didn't go by that he didn't drink at least a six pack and chase it down with a couple of shots while half paying attention to whatever was on TV. He said it was the only way he could sleep, and even then I would peek into his room and see him staring at the ceiling at all hours of the night. The last couple of months the drinking had increased, and he was missing time from work. I felt it was a matter of time before they ran out of patience, and he ended up fired.
Mom had insurance, but dad paid my last two years of school upfront, and things were a little tight. I worked thirty or so hours at the bookstore in addition to a full course load at school. If he lost his job it wouldn't take more than couple of months for us to really be hurting, especially seeing he now seemed to own stock at the liquor store.
I jumped at the sound of a car door then a moment later heard a second. I peeked out of the blinds to see my father leaning on Uncle Ron, who was trying to guide him up the porch stairs. I got up, and opening the door for them, stepped back as they staggered in.
"I'm telling you, the assholes were lying; Laura was there."
"No, Jim, she's not there anymore," my uncle answered in that even tone I knew must come from his years as a therapist.
"Then where is she?" Is had come out "ish," and from several feet away I picked up the distinct scent of Jack Daniels.
"You know where she is, Jim," Uncle replied calmly.
"Bullshit!" Dad snapped. He roughly slung his arm from around Uncle's shoulders and gave him a push. "You people are fucking with me."
My dad was a big guy; He stood just over six feet, and he carried an easy two hundred pounds. Although his days of working on the docks were over a decade ago when they gave him a shot at inside sales, he was as strong as a bull. Uncle was tall, almost dad's height, but like his sister and his niece, he was on the thin side. Uncle staggered, but caught his balance.
Uncle gave me an exasperated look, and I shrugged. I was just getting ready to speak when dad's eyes widened, and he exclaimed, "There she is! There's my girl!"
He walked unevenly over to me and caught me in a hug that came close to crushing the breath from me.
"Here's my beautiful baby!" he laughed.
"Easy!" I forced a laugh. "Your baby's delicate!"
"Yeah." Dad released me from the bear hug, but kept his hands on my shoulders. Smiling down at me he said, "Always were a skinny little thing."
"Yup, hey dad you..."
"Nikki takes after you like that; kid eats like a bird and she's all legs."
Oh, no here we go.
"Dad, it's me."
I looked into his once-bright, blue eyes, which lately had a dull, lifeless look in them, and were surrounded by dark circles. As they were most of the time these days, they were bloodshot and glazed over.
"I know it's you my love." He smiled and cradled my cheek in the palm of his large hand. "See, Ronnie? Your pretty little sister is right here!"
"Jim, are you okay?" Uncle Ron stepped closer, his dark brown eyes narrowed in concern. I felt my nerves flutter. I'd never told him that recently when he was drunk, Dad thought I was...
"Fine, Ronnie. I'll tell you, you got some brains, but your baby sister got the looks, didn't you honey?"
Dad leaned forward and tried to kiss me. I turned my head quickly so his lips only grazed my cheek, and he laughed, "Oh, come on, don't be shy, Laura. We're married; your brother knows what we do."
"Dad, I...hey!" I exclaimed when his hand cupped my breast over my T-shirt. I shoved his hand down, and he grinned.
"Oh, that game?"
He slipped his hand behind my head, and this time held it still as his lips descended towards me.
"Hey!" Uncle called out. "That's your goddamn daughter!"
He grabbed dad by the shoulder and yanked hard enough to spin him around to face him. Dad was too drunk to resist, and he would have fallen had I not got my hands on the back of his shirt to steady him.
"What the hell is wrong with you?" he asked. "I can't touch my wife?"
"Jim, listen to me," Uncle said, once more speaking calmly. "That's not Laura, its Nicole. It's your little girl."
Dad turned back around so quickly, he almost fell again and stared at me. This time his eyes seemed to focus, and he gave me a weak smile, "Hey, kiddo. How was school?"
"It was good, dad," I told him.
"Good." He leaned forward and I flinched, but this time he gave my cheek a harmless peck. "Gotta get that education so you can make good money like your mom and your uncle." He sighed, "I wish I went to college."
"You did. You quit, remember?" Uncle reminded him.
"I did, didn't I?" He shrugged. "Well, that's okay. How smart you are ain't what you're worth right?"
"Right," I said. "You feeling okay?"
"I am," he said. "You look pretty tonight." He peered at me through his drunken haze. "I like those earrings."
"Josh gave them to me tonight."
"Oh." He nodded. "I like that kid." His smile faded. "So today's Valentine's Day?"
"No!" Uncle and I snapped in unison.
"It..." He began to sway on his feet, and uncle stepped up behind him. "No, it's the twelfth. Tomorrow is...the thirteenth."
His eyes immediately filled up and stared helplessly as he began to cry. "Oh my god, I...I know where Laura is! She's gone, she..."
"Jimmy, calm down." Uncle said.
"It's okay, dad," I said, fighting back my own tears. "She's at peace and..."
"She left me!" he moaned. "And I couldn't say goodbye!"
"That's okay, she knows you would have," Uncle told him coming around next to me and taking his arm. "How about we get you to bed?"
He stared at Uncle then looking at me closely, wiped his eyes. "My god, you look like your mother." He gently caressed my cheek. "You're so beautiful, Nikki. Just like her."
"Thanks, dad," I said, keeping my voice steady. "I'm how you can remember her every day."
"It shouldn't be that way."
"No, it shouldn't," Uncle said. He succeeded in pulling him away from me and towards the corridor that led to the bedroom. "But it is, and even though we're sad, Laura's happy, and that's what we should think of."
"I want to be happy." Dad said softly.
"You can be buddy, we just have to get you someone to talk to that's all."
"I ain't talking to no shrink," Dad told him. "They're all fucking assholes."
"Thanks," Uncle said. Looking over his shoulder, he gave me a wink.
"Night, dad." I called out.
"Goodnight, Nikki." He turned and blew me a kiss. "You tell Josh, he better watch out or I'll take care of him."
"You already did, dad," I muttered as I watched Uncle half-drag him into the bedroom.
I sat on the couch, and few minutes later, Uncle Ron came down the hall and came over to sit next to me.
"He sleeping?"
"Yeah." He nodded. "He should be out for the night. The cops said he had quite a bit."
"He'll wake up," I told him. "I don't care how much he's had."
"Nicole, are you okay?"
"I...I don't know." I shrugged.
"It doesn't seem to be getting easier." He put his arm around me. "But he'll come around. Your dad was the toughest son of a bitch I knew. That guy is in there somewhere."
"I hope so. I'm worried about the fourteenth."
"It's Saturday. I'll be here in the morning with Aunt Kathy, and we'll take him out for the day. You can get some rest."
"I'm working ten to four."
"Well, after that you can go see Josh and have some fun." He touched the red heart in my ear. "Those are nice; I think someone is getting..."
"We broke up tonight."
"What? But he gave you the..." He stopped when I started to cry. "Nicole, what happened?"
Haltingly, in between my tears, I told him about the fight. I left out exactly what we were doing, but I was pretty sure he could read between the lines. When I was finished, he hugged me close to him, and stroking my hair, he said, "Josh is gung ho for you honey. He'll call."
"I...I don't know."
"Know what I know?" He leaned back and pulling out a handkerchief, wiped at my cheeks, "I know that my sister told me before Josh asked you out that he was going to be her son-in-law."
"No. She...Did she really?" I asked.
"Yes, she did." He laughed, "Years ago, she told me I would marry Kathy, and at the time she was dating some dumb jock. But I had a thing for her, and he dumped her." He smiled. "My sister had a knack for that stuff. And she's watching over us, and she's probably whispering in that kid's ear he better not let you go."



"I don't blame him. Dad's...He's a lot Uncle."
"Yeah." He turned serious. "Nicole, has he ever...has he touched you like that before?"
"I..." I lowered my eyes. "He's tried to kiss me before, but that's the first time he touched me."
"You sure?"
"Well..." I hesitated.
"Nicole, you can tell me anything; you know that."
"Sometimes to help him sleep I lie down with him. A couple of nights he put his arm around me like I'm mom, but he doesn't you know..." I trailed off.
"Don't do that anymore."
"Dad would never hurt me."
"When he's himself, never. But Nicole, he...he's losing touch, and honey, he's a big strong guy and..."
"I said my dad would never hurt me!" I snapped. "And if I need to be in his bed sometimes for him to sleep, I'll do it! It's all I can do for him."
"You can't keep doing it."
"Mom said to do anything for the people you love and..."
"Do it with love." He nodded. "I know, and honey, I wish I could help."
"I'll try talking to him again tomorrow when he gets up." I sighed. "He doesn't have to go to work until nine, but if I don't start him moving by seven, there's no chance."
"I'm sorry you had to grow up this quick."
"I'm twenty, not twelve," I said defensively.
"And my sister's daughter." He grinned.
"I take that as a compliment." I managed to smile back.
"You better. She was a hell of a woman." He touched my hair. "And your dad is right, honey. You're a dead ringer, especially for her when she was your age." He glanced at his watch. "Well, it's after eleven, and I have to get up at three. My old ass has to get home. Sorry about tonight, hon, but I had to..."
"Don't worry," I told him. "Dad took care of me; I need to take care of him."
"Yeah, well, like I said, take my advice, and don't put yourself in that position, if for no other reason than how he would feel if he ever hurt you. Know what I mean?"
"I promise."
"Alright, and when are you around tomorrow?"
"I don't work until the afternoon. Why?"
"I'm meeting with a woman tomorrow morning that used to work with me. I ran into her at the hospital a couple of days ago. She asked how you were doing, and I told her about your father. She said she was going to swing by so I can give her some details. She says she has an idea of something that could help."
"What?"
"No idea, except whatever it is won't mean anything if we don't get him to buy into it."
He stood up. "I'll call you in the morning. You go get some sleep, kiddo."
"I will."
I walked him to the door, and locking it behind him, went down to my father's bedroom. I listened at the door and breathed a sigh of relief that all I could hear was him snoring. Maybe I would catch a break tonight. I went into the bathroom and turning on the hot water, stripped down. Looking at my nude form in the mirror, I sighed; in a better world I would still be at Josh's; showering with him behind me; running his hands over my soapy body and washing my hair and...
"Yeah, maybe in the movies," I told my image.
I stuck my hand in the shower to test the water and was starting to get in when I heard my uncle warning me about being careful with dad when he was drunk. I closed my eyes and recalled the look on his face when he tried to kiss me and how he had grabbed my breast. I hesitated, then stepping away from the shower, walked over to the door and locked it.
*****
I awoke with start at the sound of something crashing. I sat up and listened, trying to slow the pounding in my chest. I didn't hear anything and was starting to wonder if I'd been dreaming, when I heard the unmistakable sound of breaking glass. I threw myself out of the bed and was almost out my door, before it dawned on me. I was only in a pair of cotton boy-shorts and a skimpy tank top. I started to go back to find my robe when I heard another crash and dad sobbing loudly.
Forgetting the robe, I ran down the hallway and entered his room to see him sitting on the edge of the bed, his head in his hands. He was sobbing loudly, and as I slowly approached, I looked around the room and saw that the mirror over mom's bureau was shattered. I peered through the dim light filtering through the window from the street light and didn't see any blood on his hands.
Turning back to the mirror, I walked closer then saw the pieces of the Jack Daniels bottle mixed in with the shards of glass from the mirror.
"Dad, you okay?"
"N...no, I'm alone! She left me alone!"
"You're not alone, Dad," I said softly as I began to carefully pick up the pieces of glass and drop them in the wastepaper basket next to the bureau. "You have me."
"I...have you?"
"Of course you do," I said. Giving up on finding all the pieces of glass in the dark, I turned to face him. Before I did, I caught a glimpse of the picture of him that had been on the bureau next to the one of mom. It was completely shattered, talk about irony.
I saw dad looking up at me, and I walked over to stand in front of him. "You'll always have me, dad."
He looked confused and wiped at his bleary eyes. He had taken his shirt off, and I took in his broad shoulders and impressive arms. When he wasn't a mess, with his blond hair combed, his blue eyes bright, and flashing that big smile I used to see all the time, my father was a good looking guy. Maybe I would try to talk to him again about meeting someone. He had a lot to offer when he was himself and...
I came back from my thoughts at the feeling of his hand on my hip. I looked down and that's when I was reminded of the fact I was all but in my underwear.
"I like those little shorts, Laura," he whispered, his eyes locked below my waist. "Cute and sexy." He looked up and smiled. "Just like you."
"Dad," I said evenly. "I am not your wife."
He chuckled. "Right, and what game is it tonight Laura? Are you the babysitter?"
If dad was recalling things they used to do, that was a little too much information for me. I began to step back, and my thoughts turned serious once more when he slipped his hand behind my back and wouldn't let me move.
"Are you a bad girl tonight, Laura?"
"No, I'm your daughter, dad. Please..."
"Daughter," he rolled his eyes. "That's kind of sick, don't you think?" He shrugged. "But whatever you want."
"Dad!" I snapped, pushing his arm from around me. "Knock it off."
"You're right," he said softly, his eyes now fixed on my chest. "We don't have to play a silly game. I love my wife, and I love to show you how much. Come here."
I started to step back, but he unexpectedly stood up. I tried to move too fast and almost fell. Dad caught me around my slender waist and easily pulled me against him. He brushed my hair from my face and brought his face to mine. I pushed against his chest, but couldn't budge him. I started to yell at him, but my mouth was smothered by his. He kissed me hard, and I grimaced. Not just at the fact it was my father's lips, but all I could taste was bourbon.
I cried out when his tongue pushed against my lips, and I succeeded in turning my head from his.
"Stop it!" I yelled.
His lips fastened to my neck, and I elbowed him in the ribs. He seemed too far gone to notice and to my dismay I felt his hand slip under my shirt.
"Stop it!"
His hand closed over my breast, and at the same time, I felt his other hand start to reach into the top of my shorts.
"I missed you, Laura," he whispered in my ear.
Releasing my tit, he grabbed my wrist and with no warning, pressed my hand down on his crotch. At the feeling of how hard he was beneath his jeans and his hand beginning to slide between my thighs, I lost control. I brought my arm around as hard as I could, slapping him in the face. The slap sounded like a shot in the room, and dad's head snapped around hard to the side. His hand remained in my shorts, and beyond thought, I swung back handed and hit him even harder.
This time when his head snapped around, there was a look of naked rage on his face, and he grabbed my wrist hard enough to make me yelp.
"Daddy, please!" I sobbed, "Please don't hurt me!"
He blinked at me, and trying to control myself, I whispered, "It's Nikki, daddy. I'm your little girl."
His eyes widened, and letting go of my wrist, he repeated, "Nikki."
"Yeah, daddy," I breathed, my heart pounding. "P...please, move your hand."
His hand was still in my shorts and inches from between my thighs.
"Oh my God!" he exclaimed, yanking his hand away so fast I heard the shorts rip along the waist band. "Nikki!"
"It's okay, dad," I began. "I..."
"Oh, honey!" he reached out for me, and when I stepped backwards, his eyes filled with tears. "D...don't be afraid of me Nikki! I...I promise. I'm okay now!" He put his arms out to me.
Part of me wanted to hesitate, but I could see he was as scared as I was. I stepped up to him and let him hug me. He held me tightly, and I could feel his tears on my cheek. "Honey, I...I'm so sorry, Oh god. What's fucking wrong with me?"
"You need help daddy." I said in his ear, "You have to talk to someone."
"They can't help. They don't understand!"
"They can, and they do, dad. I'll go with you."
"Oh, Nikki." He sobbed and resting his head on my shoulder, moaned, "Oh, God. She's gone. She really is gone."
"She's been gone," I told him. "You just keep reliving it."
"I can't believe I almost hurt you." He said, "I'm so sorry!"
"If you're sorry, you'll get help, dad," I said firmly. "Uncle Ron is coming tomorrow to talk to me about it."
"I...I promise I will."
"You promised before and then told uncle to screw himself," I reminded him.
"No, this time I...I will."
I let myself relax and putting my arms around his shoulders, rubbed his back, "It's okay, dad. I know you wouldn't hurt me." That was not entirely true anymore, but for now he seemed himself.
"I don't ever want to hurt you." He sobbed in my ear, "You're all I have."
"Not true. You have uncle and aunty and friends at work. That's the booze talking. You're a good man."
"A good man would have said goodbye to his wife."
"Dad, why do you get so upset with that?"
I eased away from him and made sure to cross my arms over my breasts.
"Because I..." He looked away. "C...can't talk about it."
"Well you have to." I smiled and kissed his forehead. "But not tonight."
"I broke her mirror," he said sounding like a little kid. "I'm sorry."
"It's okay, I'll clean it up, and we can replace the glass. Now how about you go to sleep. You have to go to work tomorrow."
"Right."
"Go on." I pointed at the pillows. "Get comfy, and I'll fix the sheets."
"Thanks, Nikki," dad said quietly. "You're already an amazing woman."
"I have amazing parents."
"No, you had one, now you..."
"Still have one, now get some rest."
Dad nodded and sliding up the bed, swung his legs up on it.
"You want to get undressed?"
"Why?" he asked, his eyes already closing.
"Okay." I pulled the sheets up to his chest and started to turn around.
"Nikki."
"Dad?"
"Will...will you lay here with me?"
Uncle Ron seemed like a prophet at this point.
"I...I'd rather not, dad. You have to be able to sleep on your own."
He looked at me, his eyes still moist, "Please, honey? I...I need you."
I looked away and saw Mom's picture on the floor. Do what you have to and do it with love. I frowned down at my attire and looked around the room. Seeing one of dad'sT-shirts hung over the chair at the dresser, I grabbed it and slipped it on. I climbed onto the bed and lay on my back next to him. Dad rolled over on his side so he was facing me. He kissed my cheek and whispered, "Thank you Nikki. I'll be better, I promise."
"That would make me happy, dad."
"Then I'll make my little girl happy." He closed his eyes, and within moments he was breathing deeply.
I relaxed onto the bed and stared at the ceiling fan, trying to stop my mind from racing. After a moment I closed my eyes and started to nod off. My eyes snapped open when I felt dad's hand on my arm. I looked over to see his lips moving.
"I love being next to you Laura." His hand moved and rested on my stomach. "I love you."
"I love you too, dad."
He frowned in his sleep. "Laura, you there?"
I could still smell the booze on him and knew between being exhausted and drunk he was more out of it than awake. If I pushed, he would wake up, and it would be off to the races again. I couldn't take anymore.
"Good night, Jim," I said softly.
"I love you, Laura." He smiled in his sleep and pulled me closer to him.
I didn't fight it and slid myself close to him. His hand trailed up to just graze my breasts. I eased his arm down and resting my hand over his, said, "I...I love you too, Jim."
He sighed happily and began snoring softly in my ear. I lay there trying to stay strong, but turning my head, began to cry softly into the pillow.
*****
I lay on the couch, drifting in and out of sleep, when my phone began to ring on the coffee table. The time on the cable box was eleven thirty. Uncle had called at ten to say he was coming over to see me at noon, and he had something that could help dad. I'd hoped to nap until then, but now the phone was ringing. I guess it was too much to ask. It stopped as I reached for it, and picking it up, I slid up into a sitting position on the couch.
I rubbed at my burning eyes and didn't look to see who called right away. Instead I let my head fall back against the back of the couch and tried to clear the cobwebs from my mind. I'd barely slept last night, waking up every time dad twitched, worried about whether or not he would think I was mom again. This morning he didn't want to get up, and it took over three hours to get him in the car for work. He finally left and, to my relief, called me when he had gotten there to say he was okay. He sounded okay except for being tired and had asked if I wanted to go get pizza tonight.
I'd told him I had to work, but was glad to hear him offer to do something besides sit on the couch and drink. Once I got off the phone with him, I started to get ready for class, but once I was dressed realized I was too tired to sit there and listen to a two hour lecture on the mating habits of snakes. I was doing well in zoology and could afford to miss the lecture. Since then I had lain on the couch, zoning.
The phone beeped in my hand telling I had a message and when I looked at it my heart leapt. Josh! I sat up and listened to the message.
"Hey, Nicole, it's me. Listen. Last night was...well it sucked. It sucked and I sucked. I acted like a selfish asshole, and well, I want to say I'm sorry. I know you're in class, but I'm heading to work and won't be able to talk until after five. Leave me a message if you want me to call you back." There was a pause then, "I...I do love you, Nicole."
"I love you too," I said out loud.
Feeling like a huge weight had been lifted from me, I called him back and waited for it to go to voicemail.
"Hey, Selfish Asshole, it's the high-strung, defensive bitch from last night. Calling you back to..." I was trying to keep it light, but began to choke up, "I love you too. I...I'm working tonight, but break is at six. Please call me!"
I hung up before I made a fool out of myself by breaking down on a voice message. I put the phone down and wiping at my eyes, smiled. Josh had called. Dad sounded better, and Uncle Ron said he had something to talk about that might make things better. Maybe today would be a turning point. I heard a car door out front, and glancing out saw Uncle Ron getting out of his black BMW and heading up the stairs.
He was dressed in a black suit and had mirrored sunglasses on. With a grin I recalled dad's favorite joke when Uncle was around.
"So you know the difference between a BMW and a porcupine? The Beamer has the pricks on the inside!"
That was the dad I'd grown up with, not the miserable shell of the last few months. Hopefully we could get that back and soon.
I opened the door and Uncle frowned when he saw me, "Damn Nicole, you sleep at all last night?"
"A little." I said as I stepped aside for him to enter. "But that's why I skipped class so I could try to nap a little."
"Hate to see you miss school, but not a bad idea." He walked over and sat in dad's armchair across from the couch. "He got off to work I take it?"
"Over an hour late, but he got there. You want anything?"
"No, I just had an early lunch," he pointed at the couch. "Just relax. Was he okay?"
"Hung over, but seemed himself." I sighed as I flopped onto the couch. "Well, him for these days, quiet and moping." I smiled. "Josh called though."
"Great! See I told you, your mom would be prodding him from where she is. You going to see him tonight?"
"Work." I shrugged. "Maybe tomorrow night if you and aunty can keep dad out of trouble until maybe nine or so? Give me sometime after I get out of work to..."
"Consider it done. But why not go tonight; make it a complete hooky day?"
"I have to work." I curled my knees beneath me on the couch. "I need the money."
"If you need some help, I can..."
"So what did you want to talk about?" I asked, changing the subject.
He grinned. "Stubborn, but with your parents, you didn't have a chance." He nodded towards me. "Your mom sat like that all the time."
"Yeah, no blood test needed."
"It really is uncanny." He pointed at me. "It's not the typical mother-daughter resemblance. It's more like sisters, and close to twins. No surprise your father confuses you with her when he's drunk."
"Oh, it was a surprise the first time." I sighed.
"You avoid him last night?"
"Yes." I lied.
"You lying?"
"Nope."
He frowned then sat back in the chair. "Okay, well, I'll pretend I believe you and just go on to telling you what I came up with."
"Good call." I grinned.
"Honestly, Nicole. It was good I saw your father act like that with you because it made me think of something last night."
"What's that?"
"Well,it's not really my area of expertise, so I talked to a colleague this morning and ran it by her to see if it was a good situation for it and..."
"For what, Uncle?"
"Nicole, have you ever heard of a sexual surrogate?"
I nodded. "Sure. They're hookers who take Blue Cross."
"You're your dad's kid too when you open your mouth." He rolled his eyes. "Seriously, you know what they do?"
"They have sex with guys who can't get it up." I shrugged. "Hookers."
"It's more than that Nicole. A sexual surrogate is a professional who..."
"I go to school with a girl who's a professional," I interrupted. "She advertises on Craig's List. Makes a thousand a week."
"These women are for more than sex. Sex is mental and emotional, not just physical. Yes, they help guys who have ED or for whatever reason have issues being intimate with their spouse. But it's more than the act of sex. It's healing the problem."
"Okay," I told him, "but I don't think my father's problem is he's horny."
I kept it to myself that I had discovered last night he had no issues getting it up. He'd been damn hard, and as gross as it sounded, it hadn't escaped my attention that he wasn't exactly small. I blinked and rubbed my eyes again. Wow. I was getting loopy; that wasn't a normal thought to have. Then again, most fathers didn't stick their daughter's hand in their crotch.
"Not in those terms, but when he thought you were Laura, he wanted to...well, I think it could have gone well-past a kiss."
"He wouldn't..."
"Nicole, it's not about intentionally hurting you. What I'm saying is, I have no doubt that if he continued to see you as your mother, he would have kept going. Of course, in your case that couldn't happen, but..." He raised his finger as if he were teaching a class. "What if there was a woman who would let him keep thinking she was his wife? Let him be with her..."



"My dad doesn't need to get laid by some nurse with a degree in blow jobs." I waved my hand disgustedly. "This is what you think is a good idea?"
"I'm trying to help, Nicole. Now stop being a smart ass and hear me out."
"Sorry." I lowered my head. "I'm just a little..."
"Stressed out of your mind. Trust me. I want to help your dad as much for your sake as his. But please listen, okay?"
"Okay."
"It's not just the sex. What it will be about is closure. In a case like this, the surrogate won't just be there for sex, she'll be there to be your mother. We'll tell her everything so she'll know what she needs to say to him. Your father needs to say goodbye to his wife. She will let him do that and also tell him she wants him to be happy."
"Then why don't I just tell him that next time he thinks I'm her?" I asked.
"The intimacy is key. This is a man looking to say goodbye to his partner of over twenty years. Besides, he...he looked like that was what he wanted. Your aunt told me some things your mom told her." He looked away awkwardly, "Let's just say they were very active. Like every night kind of active, and they used to role play."
"Too much information," I told him, but recalled dad's little comments about games and the babysitter.
"Tell me about it, you forget your mom was my little sister. But that's important, the woman can be playful, and if she slips up a little, pretend it's a game."
"She won't look like her."
"My colleague knows several surrogates, and I gave her a picture of your mother. She says one of them has a resemblance, and trust me, with the right make up and..." He put his hands out as if pleading his case.
"It works, Nicole! The last case this woman had was a kid a little older than you who was obsessed with his mother. They used an older woman who looked like her to role play with him as his mother, and afterwards he began to have a normal relationship with his real mom because he...
"Mother?" I grimaced. "That's nasty."
"Incest fantasies are more common than you think. It's all over the internet."
"Whatever." I paused as something dawned on me. "Hey." I snapped my fingers. "I just realized something. He only thinks I'm mom or looks for her when he's drunk. He won't buy this when he is sober."
Uncle frowned. "Shit. I didn't think of that."
"You think he's going to walk into a room and say, "Well, you look like my wife. Why not?"
"It doesn't have to be in an office. It can be here."
"Here?"
"And..." he hesitated. "It doesn't sound like the most ethical thing, but we can do it when he's drunk. I mean, that's almost every night."
"That's..." I closed my eyes, trying to fight off the image of another woman in my mother's bed.
"There is precedent, and I'll be here as well. I'll be out here in case something..."
"Stop!" I snapped.
"What's the matter?"
"You want to get my father drunk when I'm trying to keep him from drinking?"
"Just one..."
"Then you're going to show up here with some bitch in a wig that's going to pretend to be my mother, and she's going to fuck my father in my mother's bed?"
"Nicole..."
"Are you fucking crazy?" I shouted at him. "I will not allow some fucking stranger to call herself my mother and act like a whore in her bed!"
"Calm down." He was using that professional tone and it fueled my rage.
"I will not!" I jumped, let my legs down, and stood up, "And don't talk to me like I'm a kid! I've been taking care of my father every day! You show up when you feel like it!"
"That's not true, Nicole."
"Bullshit! You were worried he might touch me last night, but you left didn't you?"
"I can't just sleep over, I have..."
"A wife and a life. I had a life too. But the point is, don't you dare talk down to me!"
"You're taking this the wrong way, Nicole."
"There is no other way to take it! You want me to let you trick my father with a fucking prostitute and do it in my mother's bed!"
"It will help him and..."
"I said no!" This came out in nothing short of a scream, and I kept going. "You will not bring a whore into my mother's bedroom to fuck my father! You won't!" He began to speak, but I raised my voice even more, "Hey, know what? Why don't we put a picture of mom on the bed so she can watch and really insult her memory?"
"Your mother would want him better no matter what it took."
"My mother would not want her memory defiled in her own bed! I don't give shit who you think you are. You're not doing it!"
"Fine, then in a motel, we..."
"Shut up!" I screamed. "What part of 'no' don't you understand! My father is not one of your guinea pigs! You thought this would make me happy? Then you don't give a shit about my mother!"
"Enough!" he yelled back at me. "That's enough! Now sit down!"
I'd never heard him raise his voice before, and stunned, I sat down on the couch.
"Now you listen to me." Getting up from the chair, he sat next to me on the couch and spoke in a low tone. I could hear his voice trembling. "When your mother died, everyone was worried about you and they should have been. They were worried about your dad and still are and they should be, but know what? Everyone seemed to forget that that was my little sister who died." He paused as his voice began to crack. "My baby sister was killed. Gone, just like that. We were so close, but does anyone think of it like that? No, they're too busy being worried about you and your dad."
"I...Uncle, I'm sorry." My voice broke, and I put my hand over his. "I...I didn't mean to yell. I...I just don't want my dad hurt anymore and...if he realizes it's not her..."
"I...I'm sorry too." He took a deep breath. "Nicole, how I get through is telling myself the dead have no worries. They are at peace. It's the ones left behind who hurt. I've known your dad since he met my sister. He's like the brother I never wanted." He gave me a sad grin. "Pain in the ass, but I love him, and you're not only my niece, but you're my sister. You have her blood, her looks, her heart. You're how I remember her, and it's a good memory. It kills me to see him like this and you struggling to deal with it."
"I...I don't know what...."
"Look." He put his hand over mine. "I wouldn't suggest anything that could hurt him. Now, yes, there is a chance it could backfire, but I discussed it with my colleague, and she says he is perfect for it. He seems to be driven by something more than saying goodbye. I have no idea what it is, do you?"
"No." I paused, thinking of last night. "But he started to say something last night to me. Like there was more then he said he couldn't talk about it."
"Hmm, he was sleeping when I left, so I guess that was when you weren't in his room?"
"You got me," I sighed.
"I am a professional," he said with a wink, "and you suck at lying. Really, Nicole, watch out."
"I acted like mom for a couple of minutes, and said I loved him as her to get him to go to sleep."
"See, it could work."
"Hey, why...why not let me just talk to him as my mom and say what I need to and..."
"Because he will want more than talk. Look, let's say you're married, been married for years. Somehow you find out it will be the last time you see your spouse. You wouldn't make love that one last time? To say goodbye?"
"We could try it."
"If it blows up, it would be worse if you were the one tricking him."
"Oh."
"Okay. Tell you what. You made a good point about it being here. I wasn't thinking of anything but the familiarity of the room helping. So would you be willing if we tried a hotel?"
"If you want it to be with a surrogate, he has to be sober and agree." I told him, wiping my eyes.
"He...he'll never agree to that," Uncle said, sounding frustrated. "I can't even get him to make an appointment."
"I'll get him to talk to you and the woman you spoke to today." I sighed, "If I have to tell him we're having lunch with someone, that's what I'll do."
"That would be a trick," he chided me.
"But it's not a woman turning one. I need to think of what's right for dad, and I'm not sure I could have him lied to like that."
"You, my dear, niece..." He kissed my cheek. "...are my sister through and through. That sweet look covers up a nasty set of claws. But you only scratch when you're trying to help." He reached into his pocket when his phone started buzzing. "That's my alarm; I have to be back by one."
"Okay. I...I'm sorry again."
"Don't be, we're all just trying to get through. We'll hold off for now, but how about a deal?"
"What's that?"
"He gets much worse, Nicole, and we'll need to do something drastic. These things don't fix themselves. He may not be far from hurting himself."
"I know." I said softly.
"So, if he is no better in the next few weeks, I want you to promise me we meet with the surrogate and talk about it."
"Fair enough."
"In the meantime." He stood up. "The next time he's out of it and rambling, try to get out of him what you think he's holding back. If there is something we don't know, it might be something that can make all the difference."
"I'll do what I can. I just don't want to..."
"Honey, remember what your mom said, if it's someone you love do what you need to, but always with love. It makes a big difference, and we'll be acting with love no matter what we do. And sometimes you really have to do whatever it takes."
"Well, he sounded better today, maybe once today and tomorrow is over, he'll get better."
"Maybe." He walked over to the door. "You never know. Give me a call if you need me."
"I will and I think dad will be better soon." I watched him walk to his car and tried to convince myself to believe my own words.
*****
I looked up from the notes from today's class that my friend Krissy had e-mailed to me, and saw it was almost 3:30. I had already showered and dressed in the black slacks and Barnes and Nobles T-shirt, so all I had to do was grab something to take with me for break, and I'd be on my way. I walked over to fridge, grabbed a yogurt from inside and a banana from the top of it, and grabbed my keys. I was just opening the front door when I saw a red Ford Taurus pull up with dad in the passenger seat.
"Oh, no." I whispered when I saw the driver was his boss, Mr. Wilkins.
Mr. Wilkins got out of the car, came around to open dad's door, and reached in to help him get out. Dad stood slowly, and taking him by the arm, Mr. Wilkins began leading him up to the porch. Dad looked as if he were walking okay, but was moving slowly and with his head down. I left the house and met them at the bottom of the steps.
"Dad, are you okay?"
He looked up at me, and I saw his eyes were red and, as they were more often than not, glazed over.
"I...I...don't know," he said quietly. "I....I need to be home."
He pulled away from Mr. Wilkins who let him go, and, without another look at me, he went up the stairs, swayed unsteadily for a moment then walked into the house.
"I was going to call you, but he said not to," Mr. Wilkins began. "And, I...I just needed to get him out of there."
"What happened?"
"Well, his secretary said she heard something crash in his office, and he had locked the door and wouldn't answer the phone. She called security, and they forced the door.He was sitting on the floor crying, and he had a pint bottle in his hand that I guess was in his desk.
"Oh my god," I whispered.
"He was holding a picture of your mother that I think he knocked off the desk and broke. He...he wouldn't say anything except he had to get home to his baby, and he just kept crying." He shook his head, "I was going to call 911, but he didn't seem like he wanted to hurt anyone, and I was afraid they would keep him, so I brought him home."
"Thank you," I told him.
"Besides," he began, looking at me nervously, "I need to tell you, Nicole, that he has to get some help. Jim's worked for us for years. He's a great asset to the company and a good guy, but his attendance is getting worse, and a couple of times I've suspected he's been drinking during lunch."
"I'm sorry, Mr..."
"I'm sorry to tell you. You're a little young to have to handle this, and you don't have to. We have an intervention program. If your dad signs off on it, we can get him into a good rehab for a month. It would really help him out and there's no cost."
"I...I don't want to see him..."
"Nicole, if he shows up under the influence again, his choice will be to accept help or be suspended. He does it again and refuses, then the company has warned him and offered him help. He will be let go." He seemed genuinely upset. "I don't want that to happen. I know what he's going through, but I don't have full say. It's policy."
"I...I understand." Last night Uncle had predicted dad's worsening attraction to me, and just hours ago had mentioned him getting worse. Why were people only right about bad things?
"When he's in a better way, please talk to him. He has some vacation time. If he wants to take a few days he's welcome to just call and let me know."
"I will." I extended my hand, and he took it. "Thank you."
"I wish I could do more." He squeezed my hand. "Hang in there, kid. The real Jim's in there somewhere, you just have to find him and get him to come back out."
I quickly entered the house, and when dad wasn't in the living room, all but ran down the hallway to the bedroom. The door was shut, and I could hear him sobbing behind it. I couldn't leave him like this. I ran back into the living room, and taking my phone from my purse, called Chris from work.
"Hey, Nicole, what's up?"
"Hey, Chris, I know it's really short notice, but you still looking for hours?"
"All I can get!"
"Can you take my shift? It's four to nine."
"I can be there in fifteen minutes."
"Thanks, and please tell Reggie I had an emergency at home, and I'll call in a little while."
"Yeah, no problem. I hope everything's okay."
"Me too."
"Thanks for the hours, Nicole, I really need the money!"
"Me too," I said to myself as I hung up.
I shoved the phone in my pocket, and went back down the hallway to stand by the door. Dad was still sobbing, and everything in me wanted to just go sit on the couch and wait until he came out or just keep checking on him every few minutes. I didn't want to see him like this anymore. I did the best I could, but like Josh had said last night, twenty was young to handle all this. I was supposed to just be going to school and enjoying my boyfriend, not taking care of a parent like he was a child.
I started to turn away but remembered my mother. Uncle was right, mom had always come across as sweet, but she was a tough woman when it counted. I looked back at the door. "Do what you have to and do it with love," I whispered.
"Don't worry, mom." I nodded as if she could hear me. "I'll take care of him."
I opened the bedroom door and felt my heart break. Dad was still fully dressed and sitting on the bed. In his arms was that damn red dress. It was laid across his arms and lap, and he cradled it as if it were a child. His head was down as he cried.
"Dad, put that away," I said, walking up to him. "It's not her."
"I just wanted to see her in it," he said without looking up. "Today was the day she left and didn't come back! She bought this for me, for our special night, and we never got it."
"You got twenty five years of special nights," I told him, sitting next to him and putting my arm around him. "That one didn't matter."
"It did!" he sobbed. "All I wanted was to see her one more time, to get that one more night! To tell her..."
"Goodbye, I know."
"To tell her I was sorry."
"Sorry?" I turned sideways to be able to see his face. "Sorry about what?"
"This dress." He lifted his head and faced me. "We...we had a fight about the dress."
As upset as he was, I felt a sense of excitement. He was actually talking to me. Trying to sound as calm as Uncle would, I prodded him. "But I thought you loved the dress!"
"I...did when she showed me, but..."
"But what?"
"We...there were some things going on we didn't tell you about. We had some money trouble. Mom's company was struggling, and she had to take a pay cut or lose her job. I hadn't drummed up much business for work, and we had just paid your tuition. I loved the dress, and then the next morning I found the price tag."
"You...fought over a dress?" I wanted to smack myself for saying it like that, but he had to be kidding.
"This was a two hundred dollar dress. We...a check ended up bouncing over it, and...I just lost it and yelled at her and told her to take it back. She said no, she bought it for me and wanted me to see her in it."
He wiped at his eyes and swallowed hard. "I told her I didn't want to see her in it. Told her I would rather not see her at all that night than see that dress."
"She told me, then maybe you won't see me, and she went into the bathroom and showered and..."
"Got into the accident." I finished.
"I told her I didn't want to see her! That was the last thing I said to her!" He began to sob again. "She died with me saying that!"
"Dad, she knew you were just mad. You guys fought before."
"And always said we were sorry, and never went to bed mad!"
"I...I tried to call her on my way to work. I thought she was just mad and didn't answer. She...she was already gone."
"Dad, mom knows everything where she is now," I told him. "She knows you were sorry, bet she was too. It's okay."
He shook his head. "It's not. I should have never said that! Over a dress, over money! Now this dress is what I have to look at.I deserve to look at it! God I wish I could see her in it!"
He lowered his head, and bringing the dress up, buried his face in it.
"Just one more night!" he moaned. "One more time to show her I loved her."
I removed my arm from him. He was beyond any comfort I could give him. I sat there stunned. All this from a simple argument over money. Then again what did I expect? Real life wasn't like books and movies; there was no big horrible secret, just an everyday argument with terrible timing. Watching dad hold the dress, I thought about my uncle's idea. If the woman knew this, she could tell dad she forgave him then tell him goodbye. It wasn't a bad idea, but no way would I allow sex in their bed.
Why did there have to be sex at all? Uncle had a point about how a couple would choose to spend their last night together, but would it be necessary? Maybe the woman could just talk to him. Dad exhaled loudly and, as if right on cue, looked at me and cocked his head as if he were confused. His eyes looked less focused than they had a few minutes ago, and I figured whatever he had to drink was beginning to hit him harder.
"Are those new earrings?" he asked.
"No, I told you. Josh gave them to me."
"Josh?" He gave me sly smile. "You making up a boyfriend to get me jealous?"
I started to tell him it was me, but paused and thought again about the surrogate idea. Who looked like mom more than me? Even my voice was similar to hers to the point people used to mix us up on the phone all the time.
Returning his smile, I asked, "Maybe. Are you jealous, Jim?"
"No, I know you're just messing with me."
"You're right." I nodded. "You look really tired, honey. Why don't you lie down?"
"Um," he looked at the dress, and then at me, and began rubbing at his temple. "I..." His eyes seemed to clear, and I held my breath, hoping he didn't just realize what I'd been doing. "Yeah, maybe I will. My head's pounding."
"Good." Standing up, I said, "Just kick those shoes off; you know I hate you wearing shoes on this rug."
"Yeah, sorry." Using his feet, he pushed the shoes off and stood up. "I...I don't remember coming in here. When did you get home?"
"Been home," I pulled the covers down. "Now get some sleep."



"You coming to bed?"
"In a little while."
"Well don't be too long." He grinned. "Or take your time, and you can wake me up the way you love to."
"Hmm, sounds like fun." I did the best I could to sound sexy. "But you have to be asleep for me to do that."
"Okay." Dad swayed slightly as he made his way around the bed. When he stretched out, I pulled the covers up to his chest.
"Sweet dreams." I told him.
"What, no kiss?"
I looked down at him, and taking a deep breath, leaned over and gave him a quick kiss on the lips. Well, tried to anyway. Dad caught me around my waist and pulled me down to him so I was bent over the bed, my chest pressed to his. I felt a moment of panic when he pressed his lips hard to mine, but instead of pulling away, I not only endured the kiss, but returned it as much as I could allow myself to. His hand slid down my back and squeezed my ass.
"You do have the cutest little ass," he said, his face inches from mine. "Sure you don't want to come to bed. I'll rub your back and earn my goodnight kiss."
Ugh! Nevertheless, I remained calm and said, "I have to help Nikki with something then shower. I'll come to bed soon."
"Fine." He kissed me again, and when his tongue slipped against my lips, it was more than I could handle. I jerked my head from him.
He narrowed his eyes, and I thought I'd blown it, but with a grin, he gave my ass a slap that caused me to yelp in surprise. He said, "Tease." He slipped his arm from me. "I'll take care of you later."
He gave me a gentle smile, and the adoring look on his face as he thought he was staring at his departed wife caused my throat to tighten.
"Good night, beautiful."
"Goodnight, baby." I gave his hand a squeeze as mom always did if we were all watching TV and she went to bed before he did.
I walked over and drew the blinds down. It was hard to believe it was only five o'clock. It was still light out, and although I doubted I would be lucky enough for him to sleep through the night, I would keep the room dark, just in case. I made my way around the bed and was thrilled to see dad's eyes were shut and he was breathing deeply. I was excited as well. This little experiment told me I might be able to do what Uncle wanted, but by myself, without some paid professional treating my father like he was some piece of meat.
I was opening the door, when dad called, "Tell Nikki I said, goodnight, and I love her."
"I will, honey." I fought for control and added, "She loves you too."
*****
I opened my eyes at the sound of my alarm going off. Rolling over, I hit snooze and lying on my back, stretched before settling back onto the bed with a contented sigh. It was eight A.M. Dad had slept through the night, and so had I.
Last night was easily the best night's sleep I'd had in weeks. After I left dad sleeping I'd heated up some left over pork chops and watched TV. Dad didn't sleep straight through, he stumbled out of his room around nine and sat at the table, listlessly eating the grilled cheese sandwich and bowl of soup I'd made for him.
He seemed as if he had sobered somewhat, but was withdrawn. I tried to make small talk, but he pretty much just grunted. That was until out of the blue he said, "I had a dream about your mom."
I'd asked what it was about and he shrugged, "I...not much. I remember her standing over me telling me goodnight." He went silent then continued, "I'd give anything to hear that one more time for real."
I didn't push him about it, but felt even more confidence that I could help him. I would just have to figure out the right way to do it. After a few more minutes of one-sided conversation, dad got up and after taking a shower, went back to bed and stayed there for the night. I'd stayed up until eleven and after listening at his door and hearing nothing but his snoring, I'd gone to bed and went out like a light.
The only downside of last night was Josh hadn't called when he said he was going to. I thought about trying him, but didn't want to look pathetic. I didn't need any help with that these days. As if my thought had summoned him my phone began to ring and seeing his picture pop up on the screen I answered, "Hey, I..."
"I'm sorry I didn't call last night." He blurted out right away. "I forgot my phone at Ron's house and had to go over my mother's and..."
"It's okay," I told him, "but I'm glad you called."
"Glad you answered." He sighed heavily into the phone. "Listen Nicole, I was a total asshole."
"Yes," I said.
"I was selfish and...I guess just frustrated. I feel bad for you and your father, but there's nothing I can do."
"Me either, but..."
"But I was wrong. What I can do is never do what I did last night. You need me Nicole and I made things worse. I promise I won't do it again."
"I understand Josh. Trust me he's my dad, and I want to smack him." I did, as a matter of fact, just last night when he tried to feel me up.
"Yeah well, I...look I told you what my dad was like, and I thought about it the other night. I never tried to help my father. I just thought he was a useless prick and let him just do what he wanted and forgot about him."
"You were young, and he was never really good to you." I pointed out.
"No excuse. I could have tried. On the rare occasions he came to see me and was sober, he tried, and I didn't want to hear it. Maybe there was nothing I could do, but I should have tried. I should have done what you do and just tried to show I still cared."
"Josh, don't do that. My father raised me. Yours..."
"My point is you're a hell of person with a big heart, and you put me to shame. I don't deserve you."
"That's a little dramatic," I laughed, "but I like it."
"But even though I don't, I still hope you want me around."
"Of course I do!"
"Good, because I meant it what I said, I love you, Nicole."
"Love you too Josh!" I smiled against the phone. A good night and a good morning.
"And from now on, you just do what you have to until your dad gets better."
"I think that might be soon." I said hopefully.
"Great, but if not, I'll be beside you no matter what. Because Nicole, you are worth the wait."
"Aww, that's sweet!"
"And your dad has to get better because you never know, I might have to ask him a big question some day."
"Question?"
"I'm an old fashioned guy," he declared. "And he needs to be here for me to ask for his daughter's hand some day."
I laughed into the phone. "Let's not get carried away. Besides it's not my hand that you want."
"Not true, that time in the movie theater you..."
"Hey stop that, I was reaching for the popcorn."
"Sure you were. Nicole, I mean it, I'm sorry."
"It's okay. I'll let you make it up to me."
"What are you doing after work today?"
"Hey, my uncle and aunt are spending it with dad because it was mom and dad's anniversary, and Uncle said he would keep him busy for a while tonight in case I wanted to go out."
"Great, restaurants will be crazy, but maybe we can..."
"How about I come over, and we figure out where we left off last night?"
"I...like how you think! How about I grab you at work, you can come back here and shower."
"Sounds good." I looked at the clock. "Speaking of work, I have to get moving."
"No problem." He paused. "Love you."
"Love you too," I said, and as I hung up nodded in satisfaction. Things would start to be okay. I could feel it now.
Getting out of bed, I tossed on my robe and headed for the bathroom. I stopped near dad's door and listened. There was no sound, and it dawned on me that since he got home last night he must have slept over fourteen hours. I knocked softly, "Hey, dad, you up?"
I received no answer and knocked louder. When there was still nothing, I felt a chill run down my spine.
"Relax." I said aloud. "He's fine, he's always fine."
I opened the bedroom door and saw dad lying on his side, facing me. He had that damn red dress pulled against him like it was a woman, but what caused my heart to freeze was the small, empty pint bottle on the bed next to him and worse, the pill bottle in his hand.
"Dad!" I yelled, running over to the bed, my mind racing.
He still didn't stir, but as I reached the bed, I could see his chest moving as he breathed. My body flooded with relief, and I snatched up the pill bottle and looked at the label. If this wasn't so scary I would have laughed. Dad had grabbed the bottle of prescription antacids that mom had to take for her acid reflux.
"Well, at least you won't get heartburn." I muttered and tossed the bottle into the wastepaper basket.
I picked up the bottle and sniffing, it winced at the powerful smell of whiskey. I tossed that away as well and sitting on the edge of the bed, watched my father lie there with the dress. He was holding it like it was mom. His arm around the middle and his face buried in it as if it was mom's hair. I had a flashback of being a young girl and running into their bedroom on Saturday mornings to wake dad up to watch cartoons with me.
They were always like this. Mom's slender form spooned into his large body. His arm around her waist, just under her breasts and her hand was always over his. Dad's face would be buried in her hair and...
My father had just tried to kill himself.
The thought struck me like a blow, and I realized I was kneeling on the floor. I didn't remember moving. Dad had only failed because Uncle had thrown out anything in the medicine cabinet that he could have done it with. What if he tried again? What if next time he brought something home to do it with? Or next time, not be so drunk and find something in the house to hurt himself?
I closed my eyes and fought to control my breathing. I had to do something. This was it; dad was at the end of the rope. Uncle would have him in his sight all day today, but what about tonight? Or tomorrow? I put my hands on the bed and pushed myself to my feet. I had to get it together. I couldn't miss work today, but afterwards I wouldn't go with Josh. I would have to come home and be ready for whatever the hell was next.
Looking down at dad I wanted to grab that damn red dress and burn the fucking thing. I narrowed my eyes while looking at dad's face nuzzled in it. I had fooled him last night on the fly with no preparation. He already thought I was mom half the time most likely because he wanted to. And what did he really want? To see mom in that fucking dress and to have their night, to say I'm sorry, I love you and goodbye.
I heard Josh's voice telling me to do anything I had to. I backed away from the bed, turned around, and went back into my room. Grabbing my phone, I called Uncle. "Hey, kiddo." He answered, "I know you have to be in work for ten we'll be there by nine thirty."
"I'll try to have him at least up by then." I said, "But Uncle Ron, I need..."
"Rough night last night?"
"The worst so far." I quickly told him what happened.
"Nicole, I'm going to keep him at our house tonight and..."
"No," I said softly. "You need to bring him home tonight and...you need to take him to a bar and let him drink."
"What?"
"I'm going to compromise with you, Uncle. I think you're right about getting someone to be mom to forgive him."
"Forgive?"
"They had a fight that morning. It was a stupid one, but..."
"No, that explains it all," he said. "Misplaced guilt. So you want me to see if I can get that woman to..."
"No, it's going to be me."
"Nicole, are you..."
"He always thinks I'm her, and I know what to say to him now. I can do it."
"Nicole, it's not safe for you to..."
"Uncle, trust me. He believes I am her because I am her. I'm part of her. He senses that; it's not just that I look like her. He won't be fooled by someone else."
"I...okay, but I'll be there in another room in case."
"No. I need to be alone with him."
"Nicole, listen we talked about this yesterday. He's going to look for more than goodbye, if you know what I mean."
"I know what you mean, and I'll handle it."
"I don't want you alone with him. You get him thinking like that he...he could hurt you."
"He'll never hurt me." I told him, and I meant it.
"You can't be sure of that."
"Yes, I can. Please, just trust me. Please? If it doesn't work, we'll do it your way with a surrogate, but I want to be the one, if I can."
"I...if something happens to you, Nicole, I won't be able to..."
"Please let me do this for my father and my mother and...and you Uncle. Let me put this to rest."
He sighed heavily. "I'll have him there by seven. One word of advice, keep the conversation out of the bedroom, that might be a way to keep him from thinking about more than just conversation.You better call me and let me know what happened."
"Thank you."
"I'll see you in an hour to pick him up."
I hung up, and sitting on the bed, looked at the picture of mom and me from my high school graduation. Do what you have to and do it with love. My father wasn't going to hurt me because I was going to do anything I had to for him to be himself again. Even that if it came down to it.
If I had to, I would give him my body to heal his heart. He would never know. I would, but I would know I did it for the right reasons. If it worked, I could live with it. If it didn't, things couldn't get much worse.
"I'm sorry, mom," I whispered, looking at her smiling at me in the picture. "But I'll be doing it for him and with love." Lowering my eyes, I finished, "Please don't be mad at me."
*****
Exiting the shower, I looked at the clock and saw it was six thirty. Uncle had texted me to say they were at a sports bar, and dad was feeling pretty good. He would have him home at seven. After drying off, I blow-dried my hair, something I normally never did, but mom would tease her straight hair out for dad when they went out. The dryer would accomplish that to a degree. When I was done, I went into their bedroom where I'd already lit several candles around the room and went over to mom's bureau.
Everything was as it was when she died, except for a couple of things that had broken when dad threw the bottle at it. I put on mom's favorite shade of red lipstick and added some eyeliner and just a little blush to add some color to my fair cheeks. I looked for her Coco Chanel perfume, but frowned when I remembered the bottle had been one of the causalities. There were only two other options, and I went with Eternity. I sprayed a little on my neck then between my bare breasts.
I hesitated, recalling mom telling me where else she would use perfume. She would spray a little on the insides of her thighs, telling me with a wink, "Hey, you never know."
Telling myself I wouldn't need to, but just in case, I sprayed my inner thighs. I looked at my face and nodded, the makeup added even more to our already amazing resemblance. I took in my small breasts and worked my way down my freshly shaved pussy. Another detail mom had shared with me when I was old enough to talk about sex was her preference down there.
"It won't come to that," I told my reflection, but didn't sound too convincing.
Turning to the bed I slipped on the red lace bra and matching thong I'd picked up on the way home. I'd debated asking Josh to drop off the outfit I'd left at his house when I stormed out, but wearing that for him and possibly my father was a creepy thought even amongst the other creepy thoughts that were trying to overrun my mind.
On that note, I turned my gaze to the creepiest part of the night; that damn red dress. I had dropped it off at the cleaners on the way to work and paid extra to have it done for when I came home. I picked it up as if it were something that was going to bite me and taking it off the hangar, slipped down over my head.
When I turned and looked in the mirror I rolled my eyes. There were no straps, just a tie around the neck. I looked down and realized the front of the dress had cups built into it. Slipping my bra off, I muttered, "Can't dress me up and take me anywhere."
Tossing the bra to the side, I tied the dress behind my neck and turned so I could look over my shoulder. The dress left my entire back open, leaving me wondering if mom had planned to freeze all night last year. Then again it was worn more for later I was sure. I was able to reach back and zip the dress up over the top of my ass and noticed how snug it fit even on my slender frame.
My ass was well defined and standing sideways, I trailed my eyes up the long slit that exposed me leg well above my mid thigh. Even my small breasts were propped up by the built in bra to the point I had more cleavage than I'd had in anything else I'd ever worn. On one hand the dress was stunning. But on the other it was a fuck me dress if I ever saw one. Mom was a confident woman to be wearing it in her forties, but she did have the body for it.
Sitting on the bed, I slipped on the red stiletto heels mom had bought with the dress. They buckled around the ankles and if I thought the dress screamed fuck me, these shoes were definitely meant to stay on after the dress came off. Taking in the finished product in the old round mirror I had sat on the bureau to replace the one dad broke, I began rethinking my approach.
I figured the dress was where dad was focusing his pain and it would overwhelm him and guarantee he would want to believe I was mom with all of his heart. But Uncle's words kept coming back to me about intimacy, and I knew if I wore this in front of Josh I would be lucky not to get outright attacked. Fortunately when I called and cancelled on him for tonight he had been as understanding as he promised he would be. If this all worked out I would hopefully be able to make it up to him and soon.
Thinking of Josh caused me to reach up and touch the ruby hearts he had given me. I should take them out and find a pair of mom's, but wearing them gave me a sense of comfort. Just as the dress was part of mom, whether I liked it or not, the earrings represented the life I hoped I could have soon.
My phone beeped on the bureau, and picking it up, I read the text from Uncle.
"We're outside the house. I am going to walk him to the door and make sure he goes in. Text me if anything happens!"
I replied, "Don't come in it will ruin the set up. I promise I'll call you later."
I took a deep breath and squared my shoulders. It was time to save my father from himself, no matter what it took. I went down the hallway and watched from an angle as the front door opened. Dad walked unsteadily into the living room, and I caught a brief glimpse of Uncle behind him before he closed the door.
Dad stood over near the couch and was looking around. He was dressed in a button down white shirt and jeans and I noticed he had shaved and his hair was brushed. With the exception of when he went to work it was the best he had looked in a long time.
"Nikki?" He called out, "You home?"
He sounded clearer than I had hoped he would. Things were pretty bad when you wanted your father to be drunk. I felt a twinge of nerves and considered slipping back into my room and changing. I gathered my resolve and peeking just my head around the corner said, "Nikki's not home, baby, she's out with friends."
Dad stiffened and slowly turned to look at me.
"Laura?"
"Well, who else would be here waiting for you?" I gave him a sly smile. "We have the house to ourselves, Jim. How about you come into the bedroom and show me how much you love your Valentine?"
Dad looked confused and my heart skipped a beat. But a moment later a smile spread across his face. "You rather stay home than go out?"
"Oh, yeah." I told him, "But I did dress up for you. Come see!"
I ducked back into the hallway and moving as fast as the heels would let me, I got into the room before he could see me. I went and stood in front of the bed and awaited the moment of truth. Dad entered the room and when his gaze fell on me he whispered, "Oh, Laura, look at you. You're beautiful!"



"Why, thank you. Not so bad yourself, baby."
Putting my arms out, I said, "How about you come closer?"
Dad stared longingly at me, but before he started over, he slipped his shoes off. Oh, boy, here we go. That thought continued when he took a moment to remove his socks.
"I take it you think I'm a sure thing?" I joked nervously.
"You usually are." He said his voice distant as his eyes continued to look me up and down. "Laura that dress is amazing. You're amazing."
That was the segue I needed, and as that door opened, I stepped right in.
"Yeah? Yesterday you wanted me to take it back."
He walked towards me, and I could see his eyes filling up, "Laura, I'm so sorry I said that! I...it was a lot of money, and we didn't have it and..."
He was now in front of me and putting my hands on his shoulders, I said, "Jim, it's okay. It was stupid fight. We've had hundreds over the years." I smiled. "I'm not mad."
"You...you're not?"
"Not at all." Feeling pretty good at this point, I pushed my lips out in a pout, "Not mad at me are you?"
"No!" he exclaimed, slipping his arms around my narrow waist. "You were just trying to make tonight special."
"Any night with you is special."
"So you...you forgive me?" He asked, his eyes wide like a child who'd just come clean to his parents.
I could feel his hands trembling on the bare skin of my lower back and wrapping my arms around his neck, I said softly, "I forgive you, Jim. I love you too much to ever be mad at you."
In the ridiculous heels I was close to his height and my eyes locked on his. I saw tears in his, but he had a smile on his face that made my heart soar.
"I was afraid you...you were still mad at me."
"Never," I assured him, and going for full effect, I gave him a quick kiss on the lips. "We've never gone to bed mad and never will."
"That's right we never have." He drew me closer to him and leaned in for a kiss.
I stayed still and let him press his lips to mine. Ireturned the long, slow kiss. I could feel my fingers trembling where my hands were entwined behind his neck and hoped he didn't notice. Mercifully he broke the kiss without trying to slip his tongue in my mouth. As it was all I could taste was whiskey. His hand ran up my back and through my hair, sending a shiver through me.
"You know the best thing about never going to bed mad?"
"W...what's that?" I asked, feeling my stomach sink.
"We get to have fun making up."
"True, but you know Jim, I..."
"And it is Valentine's Day." He continued, and I gasped when his other hand trailed down over my ass and cupped my cheek in his large hand. "And I have a very pretty present to unwrap."
He gave my ass a squeeze and sliding my hair to the side, leaned in and kissed my neck. I fought off the desire to pull my head back as he began gently sucking just below my ear. His fingers were running through my hair, and his hand was caressing my ass.
"That...that feels nice." I told him.
I let my hands wander up and down his back, and he made a soft whimpering sound in my ear. "Damn, I've looked forward to you all day," he said and grabbing the zipper of my dress, began to pull it down.
I panicked and stepped back from him. He had been holding me loosely, and I was able to disengage his arm from around my waist easily.
"You know, I...I'm not..."
I was going to say didn't feel well which wasn't a lie, but stopped when his eyes widened.
"Wait," He said softly, "You..."
Oh shit! I'd blown it! He was starting to realize...
"You don't want me."
"Of course I do! I just..."
"You are still mad at me." He shook his head. "I knew it! You're trying to be nice, but I hurt your feelings, and now you don't want me!"
He started to turn away from me. "I...I fucked up, Laura. I...I'm sorry you're still mad. I'll go sleep on the couch and..."
Oh, no you don't! Moving quickly I grabbed his arm and spun him to face me. I threw my arms around his neck and kissed him hard. He gasped as my lips pressed to his and throwing all caution to the wind, I pushed my tongue against his lips. Dad parted his lips and groaned softly when my tongue slipped over his. His arms went back around my waist, and I let him pull me to him.
Even as my tongue danced across his and our lips worked across each other, my mind was racing. What I was doing was wrong for so many reasons, and uncle had been right. Dad needed to consummate that final night. Mom surrendering to him would be the ultimate sign of forgiveness. But it was too late for me to back down now. If I let him walk away, the next time with another woman might not work. I'd gambled that I could fool him, and I had, but I'd screwed up in thinking a kiss and "I'm not mad" would be enough.
Dad's hands were wandering up and down my ass and back, and I felt his crotch digging into my stomach as his hips moved back and forth. Even through the clothes I could feel he was hard and knew it was time to decide how far I would take this. Dad's tongue was now playfully tickling the roof of my mouth and I was struck by the thoughts of where else he would want his tongue and where he would want mine.
Dad gave my hair a tug, just enough to move my head back, and he eagerly buried his face in my neck. I released an exaggerated moan and let my head fall to the side, allowing him better access to my soft skin. His lips were sliding up and down my neck, and his left hand had dropped below my waist and began caressing my thigh through the slit. He worked down my neck and started nibbling on my shoulder.
I pushed myself to move and putting my hands between us, took a deep breath, prayed my mother would understand, and started unbuttoning his shirt. My fingers were shaking, and I was struggling with the buttons, but dad was too engrossed in fondling his daughter's ass and pressing his lips to mine again. His tongue drove into my mouth, and I whimpered nervously, sure it came across as excitement.
I got the last button undone and pulling his shirt from his jeans, slid it over his broad shoulders and down his arms. Dad released my ass long enough to let me push the shirt from his hands then put his arms around me. I ran my hands up and down his arms and had the strange thought that they really did feel nice. His body was tense, his impressive muscles bulging under his skin as my fingers trailed down his arm
He moaned into our kiss as my hands began rubbing his chest, and I could feel his cock poking into my stomach. His cock, my father's cock. There was something wrong with using those words together. I told myself to just let go, to somehow pretend he was just some good looking guy I wanted to fool around with. Problem was I'd been pretty much a good girl, and had only had sex with two others before Josh.
I wasn't much of a seductress, but at this point I had been with Josh long enough to know what he liked and how to make him happy. Trying desperately to forget whose tongue was currently probing my mouth and whose hands were fondling my ass, I teased my long, red nails over his nipples, and he groaned, deep in his throat. I broke the kiss and as he had done, began kissing his neck.
His arms tightened around me as I started to suck gently on his neck and continued to run my nails in circles around his nipples. My mouth left his neck, and I started kissing the top of his chest, telling myself to be his lover, not his daughter. I groaned when his hand slipped inside the dress and between my legs. The edge of his hand stroked the thin material of the thong, and I gasped at the contact.
He turned his hand and began rubbing his fingers up and down the length of my pussy. I stiffened against him, and with an effort of will, stayed there while he stroked me. His fingers found my clit through the thong, and I groaned. This time it wasn't forced. His touch was causing my clit to swell, and in spite of the situation, I noticed my hips beginning to move.
That's it, I told myself, just let go. Play now and pay later, and something told me I would make myself pay for this if something went wrong. I could feel the thong sticking to my lips as my pussy began to moisten from the attention. Dad's hand ran up my back, under my long, dark hair, and rested on my neck. I lowered my hands, now rubbing his stomach.I told myself they needed to be even lower and soon to make this seem real to him.
Being that in his mind dad was with the woman he'd spent a lifetime with, he had no such qualms. His fingers worked inside my thong, and I groaned when his strong fingers rubbed my bare pussy. My knees were shaking. I lowered my head and, as I would do if it were Josh, flicked my tongue across his nipple.
"Hmm, that's a new one," Dad murmured into my ear, "but I like it."
Note to self, mom never licked his nipples. The thought would have been funny if not for the fact my father's fingers were sliding through the lips of my pussy. They were meeting no resistance as my flesh was wet from being fondled. I gasped when the tips of his fingers struck my clit, and telling myself it was too late now, I opened my legs wider, encouraging him to continue.
"That...that feels good, Jim," I purred, "I...oh!"
I cried out when he eased one of his thick fingers inside me. He pushed it in farther, and I bit my lip before I could tell him to stop. I moaned softly when he added a second finger, and then winced when he began to thrust them into me. His fingers were damn big, and I had no doubt from what I had felt through his jeans the other night that his cock wasn't going to be small. The thought my father's cock was going to be inside and fairly soon caused me to release a soft whimper.
That whimper coincided with the moment my father's thumb found my clit.
"You like that, my love?" he asked. "You like me playing with your pussy?"
"Oh, yes." I sighed, "I...I love how you touch me."
"I'd love you to touch me." He pushed hips against me. "After all, we do have a tradition."
Tradition? What tradition? What did mom do on Valentine's? Mom had been more than upfront with sex talk and had occasionally given me a few visuals I could have done without, but I had no idea what he was talking about. What I did know was his thumb on my clit was getting a reaction from my body, and my hips were rocking, pushing his fingers deeper inside me. Considering his size and strength, I'd assumed my father would have a rough touch. Yet his thumb was barely grazing my clit in a teasing, circular movement, and his fingers were moving slowly, not plunging into me.
My attention turned to the feeling of dad tugging on the tie around my neck. I felt it untie and the top of the dress loosen. His hand came around to the front, and grabbing the top of the dress, he smiled. "As good as this dress is, I know what's underneath is even better." He pulled the top down, and I moaned when my small breasts sprang free.
His hand was immediately on my right breast, and I shuddered involuntarily as he fondled my soft flesh. My breast was completely covered by his large hand, and like my clit, I felt my nipple stiffen at the sensation of his palm caressing it. I was breathing hard both from nerves and my body automatically responding to the contact. His thumb was still toying with my clit, rubbing a little then stopping. He was taking his time, teasing and playing, touching me in the way a long time lover who was in no hurry would.
But to him I was that long-time lover, and knowing I needed to act accordingly, I grabbed the top of his jeans and unsnapped them. Moving quickly to not lose my nerve, I unzipped him and pushed my hand inside. He moaned as my hand slid along the length of his long and extremely hard cock. Moving his hand, he cupped my breast and began running his thumb around my nipple in the same manner he was teasing my clit.
Leaning my head on his shoulder so he couldn't see my nervousness, I gripped his cock through his underwear and stoked him. His hips started rocking and his fingers picked up speed, moving faster within me. His thumb pressed firmly against my hard button, and I moaned into his neck as he was now moving it in hard, fast circles. His hand switched to my other nipple, his fingers finding my swollen pink flesh and rolling it between his fingers.
Again I was surprised at his soft touch. But nowhere near as surprised as I was when I felt the beginning of an orgasm stirring within me. My hips were moving faster into his hand, and I was moaning as much as I was breathing at this point. I kept my hand moving on his cock, trying not to think about how I was going to be able to let him put it inside me. Dad was breathing hard as well, and his fingers were trembling on my nipple.
Dad surprised me by dropping down on his knees in front of me. That move took my hand from his cock, but put his face low enough for him to take my nipple into his mouth. I moaned in what I had to admit was surprised pleasure at the feeling of his warm mouth and soft tongue on my excited skin. Reaching back, he unzipped my dress and tugged it down over my hips. He removed his hand from my pussy, and I swore the whimper I released had an edge of disappointment to it.
His lips fastened around my nipple, dad pushed the dress down my legs and to the floor. He put his hands on my slender hips and switched to sucking my other nipple. I put my hands on his shoulders and then happened to turn my head. I was confronted by the sight of me standing dressed in only a thong and heels, before my kneeling father who was sucking on his daughter's tits under the illusion they were his wife's. I felt a kick in my stomach, and as dad's hand tried to find its place between my legs, I stepped back from him.
My legs hit the back of the bed, and I fell into a sitting position. Dad looked up at me and smiled. "Oh, you do remember."
"R...remember what?" Still unnerved, but determined to play this out to the end, I lowered my head, looking up at him through my lashes. "I don't know what you're talking about."
"Yes you do, you little tart," he laughed, then caused me to want to look away when he paused to put his fingers in his mouth and suck on them. "A sweet tart at that." He winked.
"Nope." I shook my head. "I...Think you should tell me."
"Oh, you want me to say it?" he shrugged and standing up, stepped between my legs.
This height put my face level with his stomach, and to my dismay, he put his hands on his jeans and started to push them down.
"Seeing I always make sure my love comes first on Valentine's Day I get to cum first." He reached out and tapped my lip, "Right in that not-so-sweet, little mouth."
Dad pushed his jeans down and his underwear with them. Just before they went past his crotch I closed my eyes. I wanted to ask for the strength to do this, but doubted God would be interested in helping me give my father a blow job. Just like any other guy, Nicole. Just relax and pretend it's just a hot night with Josh. I heard dad laugh.
"You can open your eyes now, your gift's unwrapped."
I opened my eyes, and they continued to widen at the sight of my father's cock. Damn he was big! Bigger than Josh, and he was bigger than the couple of guys I'd fooled around with in high school. He wasn't just long, but thick and I had the unwanted memory of mom laughing on the phone telling her friend that when it came to sex, my father had more than most women could handle. She hadn't been kidding.
Dad was looking down at me expectantly, and reaching out, I tentatively wrapped my hand around him. He was so thick my fingers didn't touch around him, and I was amazed at how goddamn hard he was. I started stroking him and watched as a thick stream of pre cum oozed from his purple head. He moaned softly and reaching out, started playing with my nipples as I jerked him. I began to pump my hand faster, thinking he hadn't been with anyone since mom, and it probably wouldn't take a lot to get him off.
Excited by the idea of dodging having him in my mouth, I brought my other hand into play, cupping his large, heavy balls and rubbing them. Dad sighed and his hips began to thrust, sliding his cock through my hand. I ran my hand over his dripping tip, getting it wet, and then started jerking him faster, my now slick had sliding easily along his long, hard shaft.
"That feels good," he moaned.
I started pumping faster while playing with his balls. I leaned closer figuring when he went off I'd let him come on my tits, but his next words changed that.
"That's cheating," he said, "I could give myself a hand job," he laughed. "Come on Laura, stop teasing and wrap those pretty lips around your husband's cock."
"H...how romantic." I tried to laugh.
"We'll be romantic later." His hand slid behind my head and played with my hair. "Come on, honey, give me a nice long kiss."
Gathering my resolve, I licked my lips, opened my mouth and took the head of his cock into it. Dad moaned in approval, and closing my eyes, I swirled my tongue around his swollen head. My mouth filled with pre cum, and as I took him further between my lips, I felt it trickling down my throat. His cock was damn thick, and I had to open wide to take him as far as I could.
Opening my eyes, I looked up at him. He was staring down at me, a slight smile on his face and his blue eyes bright as he watched me suck on him. Keeping my eyes on his, I began to bob my head is a slow steady rhythm. He sighed softly, and as his fingers continued to tease my left nipple, his hand pushed on the back of my head. He wasn't being forceful, more like guiding my mouth along his cock.
I made sure to keep looking up at him. Closing my eyes would look bad, and I didn't dare look to the side. If I caught a glimpse in the mirror of me blowing my father, I might lose it.
"Oh, damn," Dad moaned. "Wow, that's good."
He sounded as if he was already getting close, and I breathed a sigh of relief. When he was right there, I would pull him out and jack him off.
"Not so fast, baby. Tease a little. Don't worry, I'll be ready for you again."
I stopped bobbing my head and sliding him from my mouth, reluctantly made a show of running my tongue along the length of his shaft. I licked my way back to the tip, and after sliding down the other side of his cock, went all the way with it and started tonguing his balls.
"Hmm, another new trick," Dad groaned when I sucked his ball between my lips. "Fuck that feels good. You been watching porn again?"
I emitted what I hoped was a convincingly naughty giggle before placing my lips around his shaft and working my head up and down. Dad pushed on my head for me to be still, and I remained where I was as he started sliding his cock back and forth through my lips. He pulled back enough so when he next pushed forward, his cock entered my mouth. I opened wide and moaned for his benefit as he began working his cock in and out of my mouth.
I stayed where I was, allowing him to use my mouth and felt an unnatural calm come over me. At this point nothing could make this any creepier. I was all but naked, letting my father fuck what he thought was his wife's mouth. If I could go this far, I could go further, and all I would ask of the powers that be was that this would all be for a good reason. Somehow spurred on by that thought, I placed my hands against his stomach.
Dad immediately stopped, and taking a deep breath, I went at him with all my skill as a lover. I took him as far into my mouth as I could and slipping my tongue out, licked his shaft while shaking my head slowly back and forth. As he moaned, I once again cupped his balls and caressed them. Sliding my mouth back so I had just the tip in my mouth, I sucked hard on it. Dad groaned loudly, and ignoring the thick trail of fluid sliding down my throat I began sucking him as hard and fast as I could.



"Oh, fuck Laura!" he moaned as I sucked his cock like it was a competition.
I was taking him deeper with each movement of my head. If I had to do this it was going to be quick. I grabbed his cock and followed my lips with my hand, jerking him off while I blew him. My hand was busy on his balls, and at this point I was sucking so hard, I could hear the sloppy, wet sounds my mouth was making as I slurped up the spit that was dripping down his cock. .
"Oh, goddamn!" he groaned, his fingers tightening in my hair. "Look at you go, you bad girl! You really want it don't you?"
"Hmm-mmm!" I moaned around him, my brown eyes widening for him.
"Well, you...you're going to...Oh, fuck!"
Dad cried out, and I felt his balls convulse in my hand. I started to pull my mouth from him, but his hand was holding me to his cock. I had a split second to wonder if he did that because mom always...then he exploded in my mouth. I released a loud squeal around him that I'm sure he thought was delight as a long thick stream of cum splashed the back of my mouth and trickled down my throat.
I lost sight of what I was doing and stopped moving as he sent another warm jet across my tongue. Dad started thrusting into my mouth, and I sat there letting him. I tilted my head back allowing the cum to flow down my throat, but at this point I closed my eyes, not wanting to watch the expression on his face. It had to have been awhile because I was swallowing a load that would make a porn star jealous, but finally with a pathetic sounding whimper, Dad's cock twitched once more, releasing only a few drops.
He eased his cock from my mouth, and making a show of swallowing, I opened my mouth and showed him my empty tongue.
"Wow," he gasped. "I don't ever remember you getting me off that fast."
"Have to mix things up right?" I gave him wink. "Wouldn't want you looking for a younger woman, now would I?"
I was losing my mind making a crack like that, but most would say I'd lost it the second I allowed his tongue in my mouth, never mind his cock.
"Well, one treat deserves another," Dad said, and I yelped in surprise when reaching down, he grabbed my ankles and lifted.
I fell back onto the bed and lay there staring up at him. Resting my ankle on his shoulder he undid the strap from my right ankle and slid my heel off. He gave each of my toes a playful kiss then placing my bare foot on his chest, removed my other shoe. Dad sank to his knees and still holding my foot to his face, gently kissed across the top of it. His lips began to work up the side of my calf, and I took a deep breath as I knew where he was heading.
He took his time, kissing his way up both of my long legs, working back and forth, inching his way towards my pussy. His hands were sliding up and down my legs, his fingers lightly trailing along my inner thighs. Again his touch was soft and gentle, and despite the way he'd been getting raunchy as I blew him, he was back to slowly teasing. I began taking deep breaths, forcing my body to relax. As I'd thought when I had him in my mouth, it was all inevitable from here, and I had to do what I had to.
That fact I could still taste him in my mouth told me I probably had gone through the toughest part of it. Still, as his fingers worked under the sides of my thong, I wished I could tell him he didn't have to reciprocate. I obediently lifted my hips and watched him ease my thong from between my legs. I could feel it peel from my still-moist pussy and couldn't help but notice the look of absolute desire in my father's eyes.
"You do have such a pretty pussy." He emphasized that remark by sliding his finger though my lips. "Nice and smooth." He smiled. "And wet."
"Wet for you, baby," I moaned as his finger stroked my clit. "All for you."
Dad winked at me and leaning forward, spread my pussy open and blew lightly on my clit. My hips twitched, and I groaned when he gently kissed my swollen button. His tongue flicked across me, and a shiver went through me. As he eased his finger inside me and lightly played his tongue across my clit, I let out a long sigh and felt a wave of conflicted emotions. It was as wrong as anything could be, but his tongue was getting a response from my body. The soft moans I was emitting weren't all for his benefit.
I felt a twinge of self loathing that I might be enjoying this, but I squashed it with the thought that it was better that I did. I had plenty of time to hate myself later, but for now I would let my body take over my mind. Dad slid closer to the bed and pushing down slightly, I draped my long legs over his shoulders. I started moving my legs, sliding my soft feet along his strong back, and he moaned into my pussy.
He removed his finger and sliding his tongue through the wet folds of my pink flesh, slipped his tongue inside me. I gasped, and then moaned as he began probing me with his rigid tongue. He swirled it inside me, and my hips moved of their own volition while he worked his tongue in and out. Dad sucked hard, and I could feel a gush of my sticky fluid flood from me and into his mouth. He sighed then worked his tongue back up through my lips.
This time he pushed two fingers inside, and I once again groaned at their size. That slight discomfort was forgotten when he sucked my clit into his mouth. He held it between his lips, the tip of his tongue caressing it, and my hips started rocking. His fingers started sliding in and out and he began alternately sucking then licking my clit. I lay back and closing my eyes, I focused only on the growing sensation between my thighs.
Unlike my race-to-the-finish-line blow job, dad was in no hurry. I lost track of time as he licked, sucked and teased my clit. Somewhere in my mind I remembered a girl at school, who had a thing for older men, telling me they were much better in bed than guys our age. One thing for sure, Josh had never gone this slowly. I pushed him quickly from my mind. I'd have enough guilt over this for other reasons than to dwell on whether or not sex with my father constituted cheating.
I gasped and felt my thighs beginning to tremble. I lifted my hips. I had thought that if it came down to this, then I would let him go for a few minutes and fake one, but my body was approaching the point of no return, and I wasn't going to fight it. Dad sensed my body tightening and started sucking my clit harder. I released a long loud moan and cupping my breasts, began playing with my nipples.
"Oh, that's hot," Dad moaned between my legs. "I love watching you play with those pretty tits, Laura."
"I...love watching you watch," I whispered.
I could hear my voice trembling, and at this point it was certainly not all from nerves. Dad's fingers started moving faster, and with a whimper, I arched my back, lifting my ass off the bed, and started thrusting into his fingers and tongue. Dad stopped sucking and began licking my clit hard and fast. My legs were shaking, and putting my feet on his shoulders, I pushed against him, lifting my ass even higher.
Dad went back to sucking my clit, this time hard enough to hear him sucking, and squeezing my nipples, I threw my head and cried out as I came for my father.
"Oh, oh, Jim!" I squealed, my hips bucking as the orgasm crashed through me. "Oh, please don't stop!"
Caught up in the throes of my orgasm, I clamped my thighs around his head and writhed on the bed, grinding his face into my quivering flesh. His fingers were thrusting into my wet pussy, and his tongue continued to prolong my pleasure. I released a long, loud squeal and as my pussy convulsed around his fingers one last time, gasped, "Oh, damn!"
I let my legs fall from his shoulders and when he sat back, he wiped his glistening cheek and smiled, "You must have liked it; you're never that loud."
The thought that I was learning a lot about my mom tonight drifted through my dazed mind. Dad stood up, and my eyes fixed on his semi-hard, dripping cock. He looked down at me and pointed towards the pillows. I knew what he wanted, and making sure to move before I thought about it, turned myself around on the bed so I was lying with my head on the pillows.
Dad paused to kick his jeans off and walking to the foot of the bed, got onto it and crawled up between my legs. I stared at his hardening cock, and that knowing this was what the night really hinged on, put my arms out to him. "Come, here, baby."
Dad was now over me, his hands on either side of my shoulders and looking down at me, he said, "Laura you look so beautiful in the candlelight." His voice choked, "I love you so much."
The way he said it and the look in his eyes caused my own throat to tighten. He loved mom so much! So much that his life was hell because he thought she died angry at him. Forcing the words from my constricted throat I whispered, "And I love you, Jim. Now come show me how much you love me."
Dad lowered himself to me, and I felt him slide between my lips. He moved his hips, pushing his cock through my wet pussy. He got a strange look in his eyes, and when he pressed his cock against me, it slipped down instead of entering me. He frowned and reaching down between us, tried to push his cock inside me. I moaned at the feeling of his head starting to enter me, but he didn't go any further.
"Come on, Jim." I told him, "Don't tease me."
"I...Jeez." He sighed, "I...don't think I can."
Holy shit I was off the hook! Then he added, "I...I really want to, but...I guess I'm too tired."
Guess came out guesh and it dawned on me the booze combined with the fact he'd gotten off was catching up with him. At this point I could just hold him and tell him what he wanted here once more then let him fall..."
"I...just want to be with you." He blinked, and his eyes seemed to lose focus.
"One more time," he whispered. "Just one more time."
My elation waned. He was starting to fade, and in his mind, he was still somehow short of what he needed. But hadn't I done enough? Dad was still leaning over me, and looking over, I saw mom's picture on the bureau. Instead of sending a wave of guilt through me, I could hear her in my mind. "Do what you have to and..."
"Do it with love." I said aloud.
"What, did you..."
Dad trailed off when I gave his shoulder a hard push, causing him to sit up.
"Roll over, baby." I told him, "You just lie back and let your wife take care of everything."
Dad blinked, but sitting up I gave him another shove, and he rolled over onto his back. I swung my leg over his so I was straddling his legs, and with no hesitation, took his flaccid cock in my mouth. I sucked him deep and began bobbing my head slowly, letting him feel my warm lips and soft tongue caress him. Dad moaned, and I felt a sick thrill as he began to swell in my mouth.
I took my time, gently sucking, coaxing his cock to readiness.
"Laura, you don't have to, you...oh."
He moaned as his cock grew to full size, and my tongue swirled around his sensitive head. Sliding him from my mouth, I started stroking him to make sure he stayed hard. I slid forward and straddled his hips. I guided him to my pussy and started rocking my hips, sliding his swollen cock through my lips, and getting him wet for me. I placed his head against me and with a quick glance in the direction of my mother's picture, whispered, "With love," and let my weight go.
Dad moaned loudly, and I cried out as his long, thick cock drove into me. I stayed where I was, my hands braced on Dad's chest, and my body impaled on his cock. Damn, he was thick! I groaned and started moving my hips slightly, just enough to start getting used to him. I felt my pussy spreading around him. I started moving my hips up and down as well, easing him in and out of me.
Dad put his hands on my hips, guiding my movements. I looked down into his face, and I saw he was smiling softly at me.
"So beautiful," he told me. "So amazing."
I leaned over and pressing my lips to his, slid my arms around him. Dad put his arms around my waist, hugging me closely to him and began to move slowly within me. I nestled my head into his neck and moaned in his ear each time he entered me. I was getting used to him, and he was moving slowly. His hand ran up my back and through my hair and moaned "Laura, honey, I love you."
"I love you too," I said in his ear as he continued to slowly pump me.
My nipples were pressing into his chest and his arms felt good around me. I let my body go, not resisting what was happening and letting him enjoy mom the way he wanted to. He was breathing heavily and moaning my mother's name over and over, telling me how good I felt. He sounded as if his breathing was getting too heavy, so I pushed and sat straight up on him. I began sliding my hips, working him back and forth.
He was staring up at me with a look of total adoration, and now as caught up as he was, I brought my arms over my head, taking my long hair up with them. I began moving slower and more sensually.
"Look at you," he moaned in appreciation. "I'm a lucky man."
"I'm a very lucky woman." I smiled down at him, "Happy Anniversary, Jim."
Dad smiled, and grabbing my shoulders twisted his, and pulled me off him. I squealed in surprise as he easily tossed me onto my back. Dad quickly rolled over so he was between my legs, and lowering his face to mine, gave me a long, lingering kiss. I moaned against his lips when he entered me and began to move in a slow rhythm. I returned his kiss, and wrapping my long legs around his waist, put my arms behind his neck and drew him deeper into me.
"You feel good, baby." I told him, and to my chagrin, I wasn't kidding; he did feel good.
Now adjusted to his size, his slow movements were a pleasant tease, spreading me open, then withdrawing only to do it again. I trailed my nails across his back and purred in his ear each time he sank deep into my warm flesh. Dad was moaning softly in my ear, and his lips were working up and down my neck. I let my head fall back, offering him more of my soft skin. I moaned when he rose up and ducking his head, began sucking my nipple.
I gasped at the sensation of his long cock sliding against my clit at that angle, and I began moving my hips in time with his. Our eyes met, and I saw that his were full of emotion. He truly thought I was mom, and there was nothing in his eyes but pure love. That look made me forget about how wrong this was and see it for what it was, a chance for him to say goodbye to the woman he loved. I could feel how much he loved her in how tightly he was holding me, in the way his lips barely brushed my skin, and most of all in the way he was slowly making love to me.
I released a soft yelp when he started moving a little faster, and then I groaned at the increased movement against my clit. I tightened my legs around him and moved my hips faster. My thighs were trembling against his sides, and to my amazement, I could feel my body preparing for another orgasm. I felt Dad tense up in my arms. I could feel the muscles in his back tighten, and he was moaning with each thrust.
Even as he closed in, he didn't go any faster, instead he slowed down, and I moaned, enjoying the sensation of him sinking into me again and again. Dad smiled. "I love you, Laura," he moaned as he said it, and as my back arched, pushing him deeper inside me, I replied, "I love you too, Jim. Happy Valentine's Day, baby!"
My voice cracked as I finished, and I squealed loud and long in his ear as his cock slid along my clit and sent me over the edge. Dad moaned, "Oh, Laura," and I felt him twitch inside me.
"Ohh!" I moaned when he erupted inside me, flooding me with his hot cum.
Dad continued using those long slow thrusts, and I sighed when each one ended in another warm, wet squirt deep inside me. Dad was whimpering in my ear as he continued to give me all that he had. He moaned softly then gasped when I contracted my pussy around him, wringing a few more drops from him.
"Oh, I love when you do that," he sighed.
"Well, hey, I got one right," I thought dryly as I lay beneath him caressing his back with my fingernails. Dad sighed deeply in my ear, and kissing his neck, I said, "I love you, Jim."
"Love you too, Laura."
Dad lay there on top of me, and I continued to rub his back as he breathed deeply in my ear. I could feel him softening inside me, and when I felt his body completely relax, I whispered, "Roll over, baby. It's time to go to sleep."
Dad eased off me and lay on his side. His eyes were all but closed, but he was smiling, and he put his arms out. I rolled over so my back was against his chest and he wrapped his arms around my waist. When he placed his hand on my stomach, I put mine over his.
"Good night, Jim." I began, "Happy..."
"It's not really you is it, Laura?"
My eyes widened, and I felt a sick feeling come over me. "I...of course it's me, Jim. I..."
"No," he said in my ear. "I...I know what this is. It's...it's a dream, you came to say goodbye to me."
Closing my eyes and hoping I would say the right thing, I replied, "It's our anniversary and I came to spend it with you, Jim. To tell you I love you and that I was never angry at you."
"I love you too," he sighed, "You won't be here in the morning, will you?"
"No, Jim I won't." I answered, feeling my eyes filling up. "But I'll always be watching and, I will always love you."
I felt his tears on my neck and he said softly, "Thank you for doing what you had to and for still loving me."
I was beyond speaking and simply gave his hand a squeeze. He kissed my neck softly, and a few moments later, his arm relaxed around me, and he was breathing deeply in my ear. I let the tears come, but this time they were for mom as well. I'd been so worried about dad I'd forgotten how much I missed her. I hoped she knew I had done this for her as much as dad and myself and that she would understand. My eyes found the picture of her. When I saw her smile, I felt a wave of peace come over me and smiled back.
I closed my eyes, and then opened them when I felt myself starting to drift. Moving slowly, I eased dad's arm up and slid away from him. He didn't wake up. I stood up and gathered up my panties. Moving quietly, I put mom's shoes back in the closet. Going back to the bed, I picked up the red dress, and as I hung it back up, I ran my hand along the soft material. "I guess you came in handy after all," I whispered. "But you're still going to Good Will."
One year later.
"Happy Valentine's Day! Open your eyes."
I opened them to see Josh holding a red box in his hand.
"Déjà vu!" I laughed, taking it and lifting the lid.
"Not quite." He said a nervous smile on his face.
I looked into the box and gasped at the sight of a diamond with rubies inlaid on either side. "Oh my god!"
Slipping off the couch and onto one knee Josh removed the ring from the box and took my hand, "Nicole, will you?"
"I...oh my God. Yes!" I cried out, watching him slide the ring onto my finger. "I can't believe it!"
"Hey, I told you I'd make an honest woman out of you some day." He sat back on the couch and putting his arm around me gave me a quick kiss. "I figure after graduation we can maybe set up a date and..."
"Hey!" I exclaimed, "My dad is due home in a few minutes can we wait to go out until he comes?"
"Why?" he grinned, "He already knows."
"He does?"
"I told you last year that I would ask him before I did this."
"I thought you were full of shit," I laughed.
"Thanks. That's no way to talk to your fiancé."
"Fiancé," I clapped my hands. "I love it!"
"Yeah, well just don't lose the ring, like you did the earring."
"I've said I was sorry a hundred times!" Lifting the pendent from my neck, I said, "I made the other one into this!"
"I know, but I still think you threw them across the room when you were mad last year and could only find one."



"I told you I have no idea when it fell out." I waved my hand at him. "Now knock it off we're not supposed to fight until we're married."
"Oh, then let's talk a few years down the...ow." He laughed when I punched his arm.
"I'm going to tell you this right now." I pointed at him. "First rule is when we're married we never go to bed mad, okay?"
He turned serious and taking my hand said, "Never and we'll never walk away mad either. I never want you to think I don't love you."
"I like that," I said.
"Speaking of..." Josh began. "What a difference a year makes. Your dad's night and day from last Valentine's."
"Thank god." I nodded.
"Turned around quick, too," he continued. "He went into that rehab right after Valentine's, and he's been fine since." He shrugged. "Said he got it together because he dreamt of your mother."
"Yeah." I said, looking away from him. "That's something, huh?"
"Must have been one hell of a realistic dream."
"Oh it was." I said softly, trying not to recall the things we'd done that night.
"So, you meet this woman yet?"
"No! Between work school and my needy...fiancé" I winked. "I keep missing her."
"So...is that perhaps why you want to try to catch him?"
"Do you mind?"
"Nicole, from here we're going to dinner then heading up to the Cape for the weekend. I'm fine with waiting a little while." He laughed. "Besides, I'm nosy too!"
As if that had summoned him, I heard a car door in the driveway.
"Perfect timing," Josh said.
"Yup." I looked at the ring.
Josh said, "So, he knows I had the ring, but I didn't say when so maybe when he comes in you..."
"Daddy!" I cried out as soon as my father walked in. "Daddy look!"
I ran across the room, and throwing myself into his arms held my hand up. "Look what Josh gave me!"
"Or you could just do that," I heard Josh say behind me.
"That's beautiful," Dad said, smiling ear to ear. "Just like my little girl."
"Aww." I kissed his cheek. "You're so sweet, even if you have to say that."
"I doubt your dad says anything he doesn't have to," a voice said from next to me.
I'd been so caught up with the ring, I'd completely ignored the tall, blonde woman standing in the doorway.
"Oh, I'm so sorry!" I exclaimed.
"It's okay," she smiled. "A girl only gets engaged once." He paused then shrugged, "Well maybe twice, if she's lucky."
"Whoa, little early for that," Dad said laughing.
"Who said I meant us?" She cocked her head. "I didn't say that; were you thinking that?"
"Well..." Dad looked away nervously.
"Just kidding!" she laughed then extended her hand. "I'm Sandra, and I know you are the beautiful Nicole."
"Well maybe to Dad. To everyone else Nicole."
"Nah, I think you're kinda okay," Josh said, shaking Sandra's hand too. "I'm Josh, the soon-to-be-abused son-in-law."
"With that mouth, probably." Dad laughed and whacked him on the arm hard enough to stagger him. "Speaking of," Dad said, "I want to talk to you for a minute."
"Uh-oh," Josh said, but walked over to the other side of the room with Dad.
"You really are beautiful, Nicole." Sandra said and pointing to the pictures on the mantle added, "Just like your mother. Your dad sees her every time he sees you."
"Oh, well..." I shrugged awkwardly.
"It's okay honey." She said putting her hand on my arm. "I don't know how much your father has told you, but I was married and lost my husband four years ago. Cancer."
"Oh, I'm sorry."
"Thing is I have a son two years older than you, and he could be my husband's twin. Not a day goes by that I don't see him and see his father. But it's not a sad thing anymore; it's a good thing because I'd never want to forget him."
"That's a good way to see it."
"And please don't worry about me. I am not here to take anyone's place. The past will always be the past. I'm here in the present and hopefully the future. Your dad's a wonderful man."
"He is."
"Nicole?" I turned to see dad beckoning me. "Your turn, I need you for a couple of minutes."
"Nice meeting you." I told Sandra.
"Oh, you'll be seeing a lot of me, I hope. And congratulations. You have a good looking young man there, and your father says he's very good to you."
"He is. Thank you."
I walked past Josh, who sat on the couch, and followed my father into his bedroom.
"What did you say to Josh?"
"Not much, I told him what highway not to take because of traffic." He shrugged. "I wanted to give you a couple of minutes alone with Sandra."
"She seems really nice," I told him. "And pretty." I winked. "Not bad for an old dog like you."
"Nicole." Dad had turned serious. "I need to talk to you."
"What is it dad?"
"Well, truthfully we should have talked awhile ago, but as you'll soon see, sooner might not have been better."
"I don't understand."
"There is something I've needed to discuss with you, but I kept putting it off. But with Josh proposing and you graduating and Sandra coming into my life, I feel this is a turning point for both of us and its all good stuff from here on in."
"I hope so." I said nervously.
"So, the way I see it is with the future looking so different, it's time to get this over with so I can completely move on."
"Move on from what?" I was confused. "Is it about mom?"
"It is." He swallowed and asked, "Nicole, remember I told you I had a dream of your mom?"
"Yes."
"I told you it was vivid, like a vision, or like somehow she was really there."
"I...I remember." I could feel my heart beginning to pound.
"Well, she wasn't of course. Well no, in a way she was. Your mother or at least part of her was with me."
"What do you mean?"
Putting his hand on my shoulder, he said softly, "She was there in you. Nicole, I know that was you that night."
"W....what?" I widened my eyes. "D...Dad that's crazy! Think about what you just said!"
"Oh, trust me I have," He sighed. "But it was you, Nikki. You...you posed as your mother."
"No." I shook my head. "Dad you..."
I stopped when he held out his hand. In it was the ruby heart earring I had lost.
"Found this in my bed the day after the dream."
"I...I might have lost it making the bed. I might..."
"And although you cleaned things up, the bed smelled like perfume." He pointed at Mom's bureau. "And see if it was a dream, mom would have been wearing Coco Chanel my favorite. The pillow smelled like Eternity, which I hate. Someone gave it to her, and she only used it once."
"N...no...Dad, I..."
"And..." he looked away, "Let's say there was a, um, other smell, and not just on the bed."
Dad looked back at me, and I became overwhelmed, my eyes filled up and I sobbed, "Daddy I'm so sorry! I...I didn't know what else to do! I...I didn't do it because I...I wanted too I..."
"Shhh!" Dad pulled me into his arms and held me close to him."It's okay, Nikki. It's okay. I'm not mad, and I...well, now you see why I waited a long time."
"Dad, please don't hate me or think I'm sick or..."
"Listen." Taking me by the shoulders, he eased me away from him so he could look at me. "Here's the deal, we are not going to talk about what we did that night. I don't want to think about what you felt you had to do and what..." He lowered his head. "What I did to my daughter."
"It wasn't your fault dad." I told him.
"Yes, it was. I was a drunken mess, and I was destroying my life and yours. But we'll leave that as well. What I want to talk about is why you did it."
"I did it because..."
"You love me." He squeezed my shoulders. "You loved me so much that you...you crossed one hell of line to save me. You were so desperate that you did what most people would have never even thought of.All so I would be okay. Nikki, that was an act of love, not lust."
"Do what you have to and..."
"Do it with love." Dad smiled. "Not sure mom had that in mind when she used to say that, but it is true, and it's what you did."
"I hoped you never knew." I wiped at my eyes.
"Honey, that dream that wasn't a dream wasn't going to be enough. I woke up more miserable than before, more heartbroken. Then I found the earring and put it together. I was even more upset! My god to think I...to think I had sex with my own daughter! That you were so worried you would give yourself to me like that, and..." It was his turn to wipe at his eyes.
"For me to be so fucked up I would take it." He shook his head. "Honey, you can't get lower than that, and if I hurt myself after that it would have broken your heart and made your sacrifice worthless. So I got mad instead of depressed, and I went and talked to your uncle. He got me into the rehab. I vowed and still vow that you didn't do that for nothing."
"Now you're happy with Josh, and I found someone, and it's all because of how much you love me, love us." He hugged me close again. "I love you, Nikki."
"I love you, Daddy."
"Now, I never want to talk about this again, okay?"
"Okay." I nodded.
"But I do want to say one more thing."
"What's that?"
"Something I never thought I would say again a year ago." Giving me a kiss on the cheek, he said, "Happy Valentine's Day!"
*
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"Hmmm, you like that pussy don't you sweetie?" I asked, breathlessly watching the pretty little blue-eyed blond lying between my thighs.
"Y...yes ma'am," she whispered, her eyes wide and her lip trembling as she tentatively flicked her pink tongue across my swollen clit.
"Then show me honey," Reaching down, I grabbed her hair, "Don't tease it, lick it!"
Her reply became a muffled yelp, when I lifted my hips, shoving my pussy into her face, while holding her head still.
"That's it!" I moaned as her tongue started working against my swollen flesh, "Suck that pussy! Look at you, you naughty little girl, licking a married woman's pussy!"
"While she gets fucked by her husband." Rob said kneeling on the bed behind her.
"Oh, yes!" I licked my lips at sight of his hard thick cock that he was currently slapping against our little friend's ass. "Shove that cock in that tight little pussy!"
She squealed between my legs as Rob eased his sizable cock into her tight pink pussy. Her squeal turned into a series of yelps when he began to fuck her. She was squirming between my legs and doing more yelping than licking. That wouldn't do, so lifting my legs, I draped them across her back and crossed my ankles, pinning her face to my yearning pussy.
Rob removed his hands from her hips and grabbing my ankles, held them tightly as he started fucking her harder. "Take that cock," I moaned, "You know you love it honey, now be a good girl and lick my pussy, make us both cum for you!"
Whether my words turned her on, or she just wanted to try to get out from between my legs, our little blonde playmate stopped wiggling around and was now attacking my pussy with a vengeance. I moaned loudly as her tongue swirled across my clit and my hips rocked into her face.
"There you go baby," Rob called out, "Come for her, show us what a good little girl she's being!"
Rob was gasping and I could tell he was getting close as well. That was okay though, after we both came, it would be her turn; we'd lay her back and suck on her tits and pussy, fondle her and get her off, by then Rob would be hard again and would fuck me next and....
I gasped as I felt my orgasm beginning to race through me. Rob was really giving it to her good and her yelps of pleasure into my pussy sent me over the edge. I threw my head back and cried out in ecstasy as I came hard in that cute little face.
I heard a loud moan and saw Rob whip his cock out. He started pumping it and I cried out again as my orgasm continued while watching his thick white cum splatter that round little ass. I released a long moan as the last of the orgasm flowed through me and let my legs drop from her back. She sat up on her knees, her pretty face slick with my cum and with a smile asked, "My turn?"
I awoke with a start and lay there waiting for my heart to stop pounding. Despite the air conditioning, I was sweating and wiped a few strands of damp auburn hair from my forehead. I became aware that my nipples were hard and I suppressed a groan when the sheet rubbed across them. The dream had left me hot and I flipped the sheet down past my hips to cool off. I stretched my arms over my head, arching my back and realized I was not going to cool off like this.
As bad as it sounded the sight of my body turned me on. Not that I thought I was all that, but I looked pretty good for forty four. My large tits were still fairly firm and hadn't started sagging, well not too much anyway. My rose colored nipples were as hard as Rob's cock had looked in the dream I'd just had. Letting my gaze wander down, I took in my tanned stomach that while no longer as flat as it once had been still looked good.
The sheet was thrown back enough to see my hips, which although not wide, had enough curve to give Rob plenty to grab on to. I pushed the sheet further down and opening my legs took in the sight of my soft thighs. If I had to pick a word to describe my body, I would use lush. I was not exactly toned, but soft with curves in all the right places.
I thought my thighs were one of those soft sexy places and bending my leg, started caressing the inside of the right one. The edge of my hand brushed my shaved pussy and I let out a sharp breath at not only the contact, but how wet I was.
No surprise after dreaming of my latest obsession. Not that having another woman join us was a new occurrence; we had been doing that for years. Not often, maybe once every few months or so. We both wouldn't mind more often, but this kept it a treat and it was hard to find women we could both agree on and trust to be safe and sane.
A few months ago I had watched a movie where a couple in their forties sought out and brought home young girls to play with and since then had been dying to try it. Unfortunately they were difficult to find. We had careers and had to be careful and young girls; paid or otherwise, couldn't be trusted not to say anything.
Normally our sexcapades took placee out of town whenever we could get a long weekend. This avoided drama and gave us an extra thrill to look forward to. In fact last time out we did find a girl in her early twenties, but...I gasped as my hand caught my pussy again. There was no way around it, I wasn't going back to sleep until I came. Slipping my hand between my legs, I rubbed my clit while thinking of my dream.
I imagined a hot little barely legal moaning between my legs; she wouldn't have much experience and would be nervous, but eager to please. I would guide her along, telling her how good she was, while Rob stroked her pussy or fucked her. My hand stopped at the thought of Rob.
Turning my head, I saw him lying on his back, sleeping soundly. The sheet had been pulled from him as well and I took in his broad shoulders and solid build. Rob was a professor, but had been going to the gym several times a week for years and had kept himself in damn good shape.
His black hair had a few flecks of gray, but aside from that he looked several years younger than his forty five years. Rob was someone who never worried or stressed and it showed in a face still unmarred by lines or winkles. His blue eyes were clear, bright and always gleamed as if he was laughing on the inside.
They were the feature that had first caught my attention twenty years ago, that and the big easy smile that always seemed ready to spread across his face. At the moment however, my eyes wandered down across his stomach down to my other favorite feature, his cock.
The sheet had it partially covered, but I could see the rest of it outlined and saw that he was semi hard. I wondered if maybe he was having a fun dream as well. I flipped the sheet the rest of the way down the bed and licked my lips at the sight of his now completely exposed cock.
We had sex almost every night and tonight had been no exception. Rob had gotten me off with his fingers while sucking my nipple and after I'd gone down on him, I'd rolled over, put my ass in the air and let him take me fast and hard.
Why masturbate when I had this next to me? I'm sure Rob would forgive his sleep being interrupted by his wife's hot mouth and hotter pussy. Rolling over onto my side, I quickly bent over and placing my hands on his stomach, scooped his cock up in my open mouth and started sucking him hard and fast. Rob's hips jerked and my eyes rolled as his rapidly hardening cock was shoved deeper into my mouth.
"Damn Lynn," Rob gasped, "You're in over drive tonight."
I popped his cock from my mouth and asked, "You complaining?"
"Hell no," he laughed as his hand caressed my back and ran up through my long hair. Pushing on the back of my head, he added, "Do continue!"
"Just me?" I said, turning to look at him, "They name streets after you pal." I laughed and turning around, so my ass was facing him, swung my leg over his head and lowered my pussy to his face, "Want my tongue baby? Then get busy with yours."
Rob gave me a quick lick that sent a shiver through me then laughed again, "Talk about a midnight snack!"
I smiled just before I took his beautiful cock back into my mouth. Rob and I had always had an amazing sex life; we could be sweet and playful right up to hardcore nasty. No matter what mood one of us was in the other always seemed to be as well. That included my never wanting to completely giving up playing with women and Rob being okay with it.
Then again, as he always put it, he 'suffered nobly and took one for the team' whenever he was required to play with some hot woman as well as his wife. After all it wasn't cheating if we both played.
My thoughts trailed off when Rob pulled me to his face earnestly sucking on my clit. I moaned around his fully hard cock and Rob sighed in appreciation as I opened wide and took him all the way down. I pushed my tongue out and licked his balls as I held him deep in my mouth.
"Oh goddamn!" He gasped into my pussy, "Christ, you can suck cock!"
I giggled around him, then bobbed my head slowly, pressing my tongue to his shaft as I worked him up and down. I closed my eyes and moaned at how good his tongue felt on my clit and how much I enjoyed sucking him like this. There were times I would all but attack his cock until he filled my mouth, but right now I wanted to get fucked and was taking my time until he got me off. That wouldn't be long. As always, Rob was on the same page as me and was sucking my clit hard and fast.
Even as my husband worked my pussy I imagined some cute young thing back there. I would be between Rob's legs blowing him and she would be behind me licking. She would get me off, then slide up next to me and we would blow him.
Rob's favorite part of our little three ways was watching me share his cock with another woman; he preferred that even over fucking them, although he never complained about that. I took him deep again and thought of having a pretty little face next to mine. I would hold his cock, push it into her sweet mouth, and then watch her suck on it, before taking it back for myself.
My hips were rocking into Rob's talented tongue as my mind played out my fantasy. While I would suck his cock, she would tongue his balls. When Rob was ready to cum I always let him shoot it all over our 'guests' face or in her mouth, then lick it off.
My legs tightened and I squealed around Rob's cock as my pussy convulsed. I held him deep in my mouth as I shoved my pussy hard into his face while my hips gyrated and my legs tightened around his head. Rob's hands were still on my hips and he yanked me back further into his mouth.
After the last shudder of pleasure flowed through me, I removed his cock from my mouth and sitting up, ground my soaking pussy into him. After riding his face for another moment, I swung my leg back over him quickly reversing my position and straddled him again. I grabbed his cock and after guiding it to the entrance of my pussy, let my weight go. We both cried out as I impaled myself and bracing my hands on his chest, I started bouncing up and down.
"Holy shit!" Rob groaned as I rode him hard and fast, driving my sopping pussy onto his long thick cock. "Fuck, you're wild tonight!"
"I need it!" I moaned as I drove down even harder, "I need to get fucked baby! Give it to me, I...hey!"
I cried out in surprise when, grabbing my wrists, Rob yanked them up and over his head. I fell forward, my tits pressing against his chest and my head resting on his shoulder. Wrapping his powerful arms around my waist, he raised his legs and started driving his hips into me.
"This what you need?" He asked as his cock plunged hard into my pussy.
"Oh, fuck yeah!" I moaned, loving the feeling of his thick hard flesh pounding into me.
I let myself relax and yelped in his ear each time he slammed himself into me. Rob was fucking me like it was a race and within moments I could hear him gasping with each thrust.
"Give it to me!" I hissed in his ear, "Come for me baby, oh, yes!"
Rob groaned in my ear and I joined him at the feeling of his cock exploding inside me. Rob gave me several more hard pumps, each ending with another hot spurt of come. With a sigh, he stopped moving and I wiggled my hips into him, smiling at the whimper he released when I contacted my pussy and wrung a couple of more drops from his spent cock.
"Damn." Rob whispered, kissing my cheek, "That was fun."
"Always is baby." I told him as I rolled over onto my side and sliding my arm across his waist nestled my head on his shoulder.
"Wet dream I take it," he asked, while caressing my shoulder.
"Oh yeah." I nodded into his arm.
"Was she cute?" he laughed
"Adorable."
"Blonde blue eyes?"
"Yes." I sighed. "And young."
"Still on that kick?"
"I want one baby!" I gave him my best pout, "Let's find one!"
"We did," Rob reminded me, "The girl down in Miami, she was only twenty."
"She was an escort we found on crag's list," I rolled my eyes, "That girl had more experience with women than I do. I want one that's going to be a little timid."
"Lynn, any girl who would be up for this wouldn't be. They're either pros or sluts." He laughed, "Hell, some of the stories I hear coming out of these sororities initiations aren't about sucking cock through glory holes anymore, now it's licking the other girls pussies."
"Aww," I teased him, "Those glory hole days were fun."
"I told you, if you really wanted too we could have a guy with us."
"And I know you're just saying that." I told him, "It's still appreciated, but you know its pussy I crave sometimes, you got all I need sweetie."
"I don't have a teenage pussy though." He laughed.
"No, and that's what I want next!" I propped myself up on my elbow and looked down at him, "Come on honey, its driving me nuts."
"You?" he asked, "Lynn I'm a professor! I see fifty to sixty girls a day that look like what we want. Trust me; I'm hard at the desk half the day picturing you licking them."
"Just me licking them, or them licking you?"
"I take it for the team." He replied with a straight face.
"So let's get one!"
"They're not puppies Lynn." He shook his head. "I have to be careful around here and when we travel we don't have time to be scoping around that much. So we go with the working girls," he shrugged, "maybe we could try an under twenty one club."
"Maybe." I nodded, "But we can't go away for awhile with my new ad campaign and you're teaching summer classes when the semester is over." I frowned, "Besides, those girls would be sluts and...."
"What do you want hon?" He asked, "A virgin? You want to scare some poor little thing? Twist her like that?"
"No," I said poking his chest, "You know I don't want to be mean. I don't want them scared or curled up in a ball. I just want a girl who's never been with a couple. I want someone who wants to have fun..."
"So kind of slutty." Rob interrupted.
"But," I continued, "Still not quite sure what to do, I..." I snapped my fingers, "Enthusiastic, but inexperienced! Kind of wild, but never been that wild."
"Okay." He rolled his eyes again, "How about we put an ad in the paper saying that?"
"Don't be a jerk." I said, "I just woke you up sucking your cock."
"Not being a jerk Lynn, just being realistic. It'll happen, but it's going to have to be just right and we can't do anything around here. I'm at Brown now and taught at Bryant. A lot of those girls do some escort work and God help my career if we set something up with one of them and they recognize me. So we wait until we go away in a couple of months."
"Okay." I agreed, laying my head back on his chest and closing my eyes, "But you promise me we'll find one?"
"Oh, I promise." He said in a tone that made me open my eyes again.
"What's that mean?"
"Nothing except I promise." This time he seemed to be trying not to smile.
"Do you know something I don't know?" I asked excitedly.
"Good night Lynn." He kissed me on the forehead and added, "Sweet dreams."
"Don't know if they'll be sweet." I muttered, but most definitely, they'd be wet.
*****
Little teases, I thought as I looked out the window of the spare bedroom I had made into a home office. I was on the second floor and could see over the fence into the neighbor's yard. Like us, they had a decent size swimming pool, but unlike us had a nineteen year old daughter.
Currently the daughter, an adorable little brunette with big brown eyes and perky little tits was sunbathing along with one of her friends. Her friend was a redhead who was built like a brick shithouse and like the daughter was wearing a skimpy little two piece bikini.
The two of them were talking and laughing loudly, in my overheated mind, I saw them beginning to kiss and touch each other. A familiar warm feeling grew between my legs as I imagined them coming over in their bikinis and looking to play. The redhead had a nice body, reminded me of my own curvy form and our hair was a similar color, but the brunette was just so damn cute.
"Oh, that is so not fair!" I muttered as the redhead rolled over on her stomach, showing off her cute round ass.
Even more unfair was the brunette squirting suntan lotion on her back and rubbing it in. Leaning back in my chair, I slid my hand down into the waistband of my skirt and panties. I started lightly stroking my pussy as I watched the brunette rubbing lotion into her hot friend. Damn what I wouldn't give to feel that firm warm young flesh beneath my hands.
"You're out of control Lynn." I whispered even as my fingers found my clit.
Below me the brunette untied the redhead's bikini so she could cover her back and I began breathing heavier. Damn would it be something to see those big firm tits! I...I jumped as my cell phone rang and removing my fingers from my pussy, I grabbed it to see it was Rob calling and noticed it was already five o'clock, time flew when I worked from home.
"Hey honey," I answered. "On your way home?"
"In a few, but listen you home for the night?"
"Yeah why?" I asked, "Everything okay?"
"Better than okay honey!" Rob laughed, "I have great news!"
"I'm always up for good news!" I told him, "You get that research grant you've been pushing for?"
"No, but trust me, this is good news for both of us!"
"Well what is it?"
"Let me ask you a question first," he replied and I could practically feel the excitement in his voice, "You up for some company tonight?"
I felt my heart begin to beat faster, company was usually what we called our..."Of course," I told him, "Why? Who's...."
"I found her Lynn!" Rob laughed, "I found her and she's coming over tonight!"
*****
When I heard Rob's BMW pull into the driveway I ran downstairs and almost knocked him over when he got in the door.
"Who is she, who is she?" I demanded like a little kid looking for a surprise from her parents.
"Easy, easy!" Rob laughed, giving me that huge smile I so adored. "Let's go sit and I'll tell you about it!"
"Oh, I love you!" I told him, and gave him a long deep kiss.
"It won't just be me you'll be loving later," he said, after I'd pulled my tongue from his mouth. "Wait until you see her!"
"What's she look like?" I asked as we walked over and sat on the couch.
"Hold on, I'll show you." Rob pulled out his phone and after scrolling through it, handed it to me with a wicked smile on his face, "Ask and you shall receive."
"Oh, my God!" I exclaimed, "She's just what I wanted!"



I could already feel my pussy starting to flow as I stared at the girl in the picture. Just like my fantasy she had long blonde hair and blue eyes. She was smiling and I noticed she had a pair of full very inviting lips.
"Bodies as hot as the face," Rob said, "Long legs, and those cute little tits that you love."
"You seen them already?" I asked as I handed him the phone back.
"Course not, but I see her in class every day."
"You...." My excitement began to fade, "She's a student?"
"Yeah, I..."
"Are you nuts Rob?" I shook my head, "I know I was being pushy last night, but you're right, your job!"
"Calm down!" He put his hands up, "Let me tell you what happened,"
"It doesn't matter! I don't know what you set up, but you have to cancel this!"
"She'll be here in an hour." He said, still smiling, "So just let me tell you about it."
"An hour?" I thought of how pretty she was, but what was he thinking? "Okay, but I still think that this isn't a good idea."
"You'll see." Sitting back, he began removing his tie and jacket as he spoke. "Okay, remember I told you about that student who turned in this lights out paper, but I kept thinking I'd read it before?"
"Yeah." I nodded watching him now unbutton his shirt. "You were talking about it last night."
"Right. Well I was pretty sure last night, but confirmed it today. The paper was familiar because another student turned it in five years ago. I looked up the records."
He un-tucked his shirt and sat back. I licked my lips at the sight of his chest and imagined that pretty little blonde kneeling next to me between his legs.
"So I go back and look at the other three papers she did this semester and her freshmen year as well." He grinned, "One of them from last year? Was one I'd seen a few years back at Bryant. Apparently she's buying them from someone who's got connections at the colleges."
"So," I frowned, "You're going to blackmail her with this? Into sex?" I shook my head. "I told you Rob, I don't want to really force anyone I..."
"Just listen will you?" He shook his head, "Jeez, I'm trying to make you happy here."
"Again, just me?" I raised my eyebrows at him.
"All for the team baby," He grinned, "So her names Krissy...."
"Aww how cute!" I continued in a sultry purr, "Oh Krissy, oh suck on that pussy honey."
"Wow." Rob said, then made a show of shaking his head to clear it. "I call Krissy into my office after the last class of the day and confront her with it. First she denies it, then the waterworks start. Krissy is on a scholarship, but it doesn't include living on campus so she has a roommate and has had to work a lot and her grades were slipping. She didn't have time to do the papers properly and a friend got them for her, but it cost her, so she had to work more and..." he shrugged.
"Anyway, if I reported this, her scholarship is void and poor little Krissy would have to go back home to her small town and tell her parents, who have been oh, so proud of her, what happened."
"But of course you had a deal for her?" I grunted, "I don't like blackmail Rob, I want them to want to...."
I stopped when he put his finger to my lips.
"I swear I'll put my cock in there if you don't stop."
"ohhh," I smiled, "That's a threat."
"Speaking of threats, I wasn't thinking of that and told her I felt bad, but even if I didn't report her, I would at least have to fail her. That would bring her GPA down and affect her financial aid as well. So now she's begging me to not tell anyone, she's promising she'll work harder and going on and on."
He sighed. "I do feel for the girl, its not easy, full time school close to full time job, we went through it ourselves. So I'm thinking of giving her a week to write a new paper and go from there. When she...."
He paused and gave me that wicked smile that sent my pussy flowing.
"She tells me that she'll not only be a good student, but a good girl. I ask her what that means, even though I know and she..." he shook his head, "She hesitates for a minute like she's not sure, then comes around my desk, sits on the edge of it and pulls her skirt up."
"Goddamn!" I exclaimed. "So she offered to play!"
"Told you to trust me. I put on the act, I can't, I'm married, my job. She says she won't tell, and..." He laughed, "Says my wife doesn't look like her."
"Little bitch!" I said, but was laughing as I did. "I'll show her!"
"So after I do what I feel is a fair amount of hedging, I tell her we have a deal. She comes here tonight, shows me how hard she is willing to work and I let her keep her grade. She's done with me after the semester and she promised to do her own work next year."
"Its still risky."
"She opens her mouth she goes back home."
"And you have no job and won't get another one." I pointed out. "This isn't the cheesy porn world Rob."
"You didn't see her, Lynn, she's scared, but the way she hiked her skirt up," he licked his lips, "Just a little holding back, then she showed me this hot red thong," he smiled, "Enthusiastic!"
"She doesn't know about me?"
"Nope, that can be a surprise, didn't want to discuss that there. So she's coming over in a half hour." He sat back and with a satisfied smile, "We're going to get what we want babe and this girl is smoking, and...." He took my hand and squeezed it, "Nineteen, Lynn she's only nineteen."
Leaning over I kissed his chest and after flicking my tongue across his nipple said, "Honey, I'm going to let you fuck me in the ass this weekend if this works out."
"Oh, it will," he nodded reaching out and squeezing my right tit through my blouse, "Only leaves one question."
"What's that?"
"How do you want to play her?"
*****
I felt a wave of excitement go through me when the doorbell rang. I looked over at Rob who was wearing jeans and a plain white t-shirt. He stood up from the couch and made a shooing gesture with his fingers and with a smile; I turned and headed upstairs for the bedroom. When I entered, I cut across and went into the bathroom off of it.
I closed the door most of the way behind me, leaving it open just enough to let me peek into the bedroom. I had dimmed the lights earlier and had lit a couple of candles to have enough light so that we could see everything we would be doing with little Krissy.
After debating what to wear Rob had suggested just my short black silk robe and a red thong, nothing fancy, just simple and sexy. I'd spent the last half hour trying not to play with myself. It's not like I wouldn't be able to keep coming, but the next time I was going to get off was all over that pretty young face. My heart started pounding when I heard footsteps on the stairs and Rob's voice coming from the other side of the door.
"Don't be nervous Krissy, we're going to have fun and all this will go away."
The door opened and Rob came in and stood aside.
"Oh, yes." I whispered when I saw our little playmate in person.
Krissy was tall and a little on the thinner side, and dressed for fun. Her blonde hair was down and teased out, and the short black skirt she was wearing barely went down past her ass. As Rob had said her legs were long and well shaped, that shape was helped along by the black stiletto's she was wearing.
Also as Rob had said, she was a bit small on top, but they were high and pushed up nicely by the tight low cut white blouse she was wearing. The blouse had black buttons, but was down halfway to expose the tops of those perky tits as well as a black lace bra.
As she walked into the room, I took in every detail. Her nails were long and painted a bright pink as were her toe nails. Her lips were pink as well and she wasn't wearing stockings due to the heat. I could just imagine lifting that skirt to see that sweet little ass.
Rob took her hand and leading her over to the bed turned to face her. He whispered something to her and reaching up, took her face in his large strong hands. Krissy, looked nervous for a minute then as Rob leaned in, seemed to relax and tilting her head, accepted his kiss.
I reached into the robe and began toying with my nipple as I watched them. His hands had dropped to her narrow waist and her arms had slipped around his neck. They were kissing deeply and I could see their mouths working as their tongues darted into each other's mouths.
Rob dropped his hands to her ass, and lifting her skirt held it there for a moment. My pussy started to drip at the sight of that small tight ass in its black lace thong. Rob knew I could see from where I was and held the skirt up another moment before letting it go.
He cupped her small cheeks in his hands and gave them a squeeze. Krissy gave a nervous laugh, and then moaned, I looked up to see Rob had nuzzled his face into her neck and was kissing her. I watched his lips slide across her smooth white flesh and began squeezing my nipple harder.
Rob's hands left her ass and he began unbuttoning her blouse as he continued to kiss her neck. That bastard, I had wanted to do that! As if he had sensed my thoughts he stopped after a couple of buttons. He then slipped his hands in her blouse and Krissy gasped as he started fondling them through the bra.
She let her head fall back and as Rob started kissing the top of her chest, I noticed her hips were beginning to rock back and forth. Oh, the dirty little thing was enjoying this! Rob grabbed her left wrist and gave it a push. Her hand immediately dipped down to his crotch and started rubbing it through his jeans.
Rob turned his head towards the door and winked. I was starting to rock back and forth on my feet, I was anxious to get into the game, but wanted to let her get to the point of no return before I did.
That moment was apparently right around the corner. To my, and by the look on his face, Rob's surprise, Krissy pulled back from him and with a playful shove sent him into a sitting position on the bed. A rush of heat went through my pussy as with a smile Krissy unzipped her skirt and with a sexy little shimmy, let it fall to the floor.
She paused to kick off each of her heels while undoing the last buttons on her shirt and tossing it off. Standing before Rob in just the lacy black thong, and bra, she said, "Do you think I'm a good student professor?"
"Oh, you nasty little thing." I muttered as my hand dipped between my legs, rubbing my pussy through the robe.
"I think you...." Rob smiled, "Have some impressive credentials."
"And I'm a hard worker!" She gave him a sly smile and grabbed his cock through his jeans. "You hard at work sir?"
"I...damn."
The look of surprise on his face almost made me laugh. Whatever he thought of Krissy she seemed pretty damn bold. She proved that point again when she grabbed the bottom of Rob's t-shirt and pulling it over his head threw it to the side.
"Oh, look at you," she cooed, running her small hands up and down his chest. "Oh, this isn't going to be work at all!"
"No?" Rob asked as he reached around and started playing with her ass. "You don't think so?"
"Not at all," she leaned forward and ran her pink tongue around his nipple, "But I always did like studying." She laughed, "What would you like me to study sir?"
Oh, this girl was too much! True I'd wanted demure, but there was no denying this was hot! There was also the little surprise that we had planned for her as well, let's see how she handles that. But at the moment, I stayed where I was and enjoyed the view. Krissy had made a show of slowly sinking to her knees while confidently unzipping his jeans.
"I...I think you know what you need to do." Rob's voice was breathless with excitement as she had obviously caught him off guard, but like me, he wasn't complaining.
"I do," she said softly as she pulled on his jeans. "That's why I'm a good student, I ...oh, wow!" Rob hadn't been wearing underwear and when Krissy tugged his jeans over his hips, his cock sprang free. "Damn," Krissy whispered with a look of lust on her face that had my hand on the doorknob. "That's a nice dick."
"Yeah," Rob asked, reaching out and brushing her hair from her face, so I would get a good view. "You like sucking cock?"
"I do." She said, running her tongue across her full lips.
"You are a good girl aren't you Krissy?"
"Yes sir,"
Reaching back, she started to remove her bra. I almost opened the door; I wanted to be there when she did that! Just as I started to push it open, Rob said quickly, "Why don't you leave that on."
"You don't want to see my tits?" she asked, surprised.
"I...I want to take it off." Rob told her, then added, "Now aren't you going to show me what a good girl you are?"
"Oh, yes sir," she purred while grabbing his cock.
Rob gasped and I could feel myself trembling in excitement as I watched her small hand work its way up and down his cock. She pumped it slowly and when she reached the top, squeezed. Rob moaned and Krissy smiled up at him, before leaning forward and wrapping her pink lips around the head of his cock.
Rob started to say something, but it turned into a loud groan as with no hesitation Krissy started bobbing her head rapidly on his cock. I watched as she worked her way about halfway down before sliding back up.
She was moving quickly and following her lips with her hand. One thing was for sure, she was no stranger to sucking cock, but it was getting to be time to see what she could do with a pussy. Krissy removed Rob's cock from her mouth and as she looked up at him with those big blue eyes, tongued the tip.
"Am I earning my grade sir?" she asked, before quickly licking the length of his shaft up and down.
"So far so good," he said softly, then gasped as she took him back into her mouth. "Damn good," he nodded as he put his hand on her head,
I watched him guide her head up and down his cock then, quickly pushing the door open, yelled, "Rob, what the fuck are you doing?"
Rob looked over at me and doing a remarkable job of staying in character, exclaimed, "Lynn!"
Krissy had pulled her mouth from his cock, and looking up at me from her knees cried out, "Oh my god!"
Her face immediately turned beet red, and as I reached them she began stammering, "I...I'm sorry! I..."
"Sorry?" I asked her, enjoying the look on her face, "I catch you sucking my husband's cock and that's all you can say?"
"Oh my god!" She said, making a ridiculous effort to pick her shirt up and try to cover her chest with it, "I...I didn't know he was married I..."
"Don't lie to me." I told her, lowering my voice. She really looked scared and I didn't want her to try to run out on us. "You knew he was," I gave her a wink; "You're just a naughty little thing that doesn't care."
"No, I..." she looked up at me with those big blue eyes and her lower lip began trembling, "Please, d...don't get me in trouble, I...I'll leave and I won't come back! I..."
"Leave?" I dropped down to my knees in front of her, "Now why would you leave?"
"Umm," she looked at me confused and my eyes locked onto that trembling lip, oh how I wanted to kiss her. "B...because I was..."
"Sucking my husband's cock?"
"Well, I guess and...."
"And doing a pretty good job." I told her, "I can do better, but you are young."
"I...I have to go!" Krissy blurted out and started to stand.
Reaching out quickly, I placed my hand son her shoulders and pushed just hard enough to keep her from standing.
"No honey," I said softly, "You have to stay."
"But..." she trailed off and looked at Rob, who was sitting there with a slight grin on his face, his cock was still rock hard and Krissy shook her head, "I...I don't understand, I... I need his help and he said we could do this and I thought it was okay! I...I'm sorry!"
"Don't be," I whispered while moving my hand from her shoulder and reaching for her face. Krissy started to pull back, but stopped when I gently caressed her cheek with the back of my hand. "You are a pretty little thing aren't you?"
Krissy swallowed nervously and looked back at Rob, whose gaze was fixed on the two of us, waiting for the show to start.
"How could I be mad at such a sweet young girl?" I laughed softly, "No, wait, you were sucking a married man's cock so sweets off the table, so we'll just say" I smiled, "Such a good girl."
"I'm...a good girl?"
"Yes you are," I leaned closer and turning my hand, ran my red nails lightly down her cheek. "So pretty," I whispered, "So soft... so..." I felt a shudder go through me. "So perfect."
Looking down I grabbed the shirt and gently tugged on it, "Why would you cover up such a nice body?"
She let me take it from her and as I tossed it away I looked down at her tits. This close I could see through the lace and found myself staring at the cutest little pink nipples.
"You...you're not mad at me?" she asked.
"No," I shook my head; "I'm mad at him" I pointed at Rob.
"Because he wanted me too?"
"Nice try you naughty little thing." I laughed, "From what I heard you volunteered to come be a bad girl."
"You knew?" he blue eyes grew even wider.
"I did, what I was mad at when I came in, is Rob knows damn well he's not supposed to start without me." I looked over at him.
"Sorry honey," he gave me a sheepish grin that was out of place with his still erect cock. "I thought you were coming right in."
"Shit!" Krissy said and pulled back from my hand which was still on her face. "I...I get it, you two..." she seemed to be thinking, "Share."
"Yes we do," Rob nodded, "We share everything."
"See honey, what Rob didn't tell you is I'm part of your little deal."
Krissy shook her head and looked as if she were going to try to stand again, but didn't resist much when I kept my hand on her shoulder.
"Don't be nervous honey." I told her leaning closer, "We just want to play with you."
"But..."
"You seemed awfully playful when I was watching," I grabbed Rob's cock and as he moaned, released a sigh at how fucking hard he was, "You couldn't get this in your mouth fast enough could you?"
"I'm sorry." She put her head down.
"Don't be! It's hot to watch a cute little thing like you suck this nice big cock. I'm not mad baby," I licked my lips, "I want to lick it with you. And I want to lick you."
"I...I'm not into girls." She shook her head again.
"Never tried?" I asked. Sliding my hand down her chest and stopping just at the top of her bra.
"No,"
"Then how do you know sweetie?" I winked, "Don't knock it til you try it."
"I can't." she said her lip trembling again.
"You know, Rob's not the only teacher here," I traced the edge of her bra with my fingernail, "I've been known to give some lessons myself."
"I can't do this." she shook her head, "I..."
"Honey, if you want your little problem to go away you'll stay and play with us." I told her.
"That's...sleazy!" she exclaimed.
Trying not to laugh, I said "But fucking a married man isn't?"
"Well..."
"It's your choice Krissy." Rob said, "But you'll have to leave school, and besides," he pointed at me, "Isn't Lynn beautiful? She'll be really good to you Krissy, we both will."
"That's right honey," I brought both my hand sup to cradle her face in them. "We just want to have fun, but we can't do this all the time so when you offered, we couldn't say no could we?"
"I thought it was just him."
"Well it's not." I leaned closer until our faces were only inches apart. "Come on Krissy, be a good girl and play with me."
I gave her a quick kiss on the cheek. She didn't pull back, but her lip started again.
"I can't leave school," she said softly.
"And you don't have too," I said and placing my lips to her ear continued, "All you have to do is relax, you wanted to play with Rob and we will, but we're going to play too and you're going to like it."
Krissy paused, then sent a surge of heat through me when she said, "You...you promise you won't be mean to me?"



"Oh, honey, I am going to be sooo good to you." I purred, and then moving forward gently kissed her neck.
Krissy shuddered, but didn't move and I kissed her again, just under her ear. I continued to place small kisses down the length of her neck and opening my eyes, saw Rob staring intently at us, his cock still at attention.
I leaned back and taking her chin in my hand, brought her face to mine and kissed that precious trembling lip. Krissy made an adorable whimpering sound in her throat as my lips slid across hers. She didn't kiss back, but undaunted I continued to work my mouth against her soft sweet lips.
I put my arm around her and started rubbing her back as I kept working my lips against hers. With another cute little whimper, I felt her relax and to my delight her lips began to move against mine.
I slid my hand up her back and into her long blonde hair and gently held the back of her head as I pressed my lips harder to her. Krissy kissed back more firmly and parting my lips I slipped my tongue out and flicked it across her lips. With a soft sigh, she opened her mouth and I eagerly pushed my tongue into it.
Krissy's soft wet tongue pressed against mine and bringing my other hand up, I placed it over her small tit and began to fondle it through the bra. She gasped, but rather than pull back started swirling her tongue around mine. Better yet, her arms had reached around me and I felt her hand running through my own long hair.
"Damn that's hot." Rob whispered.
I opened my eyes and winked at him. Pulling my lips from Krissy I asked, "How was that honey?"
"I...wow." She said breathlessly, "That...felt nice."
"Just the beginning." I told her then pointed at her bra. "How about you show us those beautiful tits of yours?"
"I...don't know." She said and I smiled as she blushed.
"You were going to show me." Rob reminded her, then looking at me winked, "Maybe you should go first Lynn."
"Okay." I nodded and pulling the tie of the robe, undid it and slid it from my shoulders.
"They're...really nice." Krissy whispered.
"They're amazing." Rob said softly.
I reached down and cupping my heavy tits held them up to her. Krissy looked over nervously at Rob, then back at me before slowly reaching out and running her fingers across my tits. I gasped when they passed over my nipples and Krissy hesitated before taking both my hard nipples between her fingers and squeezing them.
"Oh, that feels good." I moaned.
"That's...that's okay?" she asked.
"Yes," I nodded as her fingers pleasured my aching nipples, "That's perfect."
As she continued to play with them, I reached around her and unhooked her bra. I saw Rob lick his lips in anticipation as I slowly slid the straps down her shoulders. Krissy stopped playing with my nipples and moved her arms up so I could slip the bra off and get my first look at her bare tits. They were small, but perfectly round and her hard little nipples were so pink I could barely see them.
"Oh, they're perfect!" I exclaimed.
"They're little." She said her lip out in a precious pout.
"Honey they're beautiful."
I cupped them and as I held them, started rubbing my thumbs across her nipples. She gasped, but her hands came up and began playing with mine again. I moaned as she was squeezing harder this time and unable to wait any longer, I leaned forward and sucked her left nipple into my mouth. Krissy cried out, but didn't pull away as I swirled my tongue across her hard flesh.
I put my head up and taking her hands, placed them under her tits, then holding up mine, pressed my nipples against hers and started sliding back and forth. Krissy's eyes were closed and she was moaning softly as our tits worked against each other.
I looked over to see Rob leaning forward, his cock was still hard and I could tell he was fighting not to touch us. I shook my head and mouthed the word "wait" and he nodded. Leaning back, I slid my hand behind Krissy's head and brought it forward.
She didn't need much coaxing and I groaned as she fastened her lips around my nipple. I sighed at the sensation of her tongue caressing my throbbing flesh and looking over at Rob, mouthed, "Thank you!"
Rob smiled, and reaching out started playing with my other nipple. I was resting my hand on Krissy's head and the sight of her working my nipple sent a surge of wetness through me. Damn I needed to come, but Rob had been patient and I wanted to take the edge off him so he could fuck us both good and hard.
Grabbing Krissy's wrist, I pulled her hand over to Rob's cock. Still eagerly sucking on my nipple, she grabbed it and started stroking it. I put my hand over hers and Rob groaned as we both pumped his cock.
I stopped pumping and started massaging his balls while Krissy jerked him off. Lifting her head from my tit, Krissy looked over at our hands on his cock and sighed, "Oh that looks good." "Then come share it with me." I told her,
Turning on my knees, I crawled forward to kneel between Rob's legs. I felt Krissy come right up next to me and laughed as she immediately put her mouth on his cock.
"Enthusiastic." He moaned as she lowered her mouth as far down as she could with our hands still around him.
I pulled on his cock and Krissy released it from her mouth. After giving Rob I wink, I slowly took him into my mouth and after a pause, took him all the way down. Rob gasped and Krissy whispered, "Wow." next to me.
I held him there and shook my head, getting him to moan again. I pushed my tongue out to lick his balls then began to suck him hard and fast. I did this several times, then popping it out of my mouth pushed it towards Krissy.
She gave me a smile that soaked my thong and quickly took him into her mouth. She started bobbing her head quickly and still holding him, I jerked him off as she blew him. When she released it, I leaned in close licking just the tip. Taking my cue, Krissy did the same on the other side of his cock and Rob's hips twitched as he moaned, "Christ that looks good!"
I ran my tongue down the side of his shaft and Krissy followed suit, when I licked back up, our mouths met at the tip and I kissed her deeply. Rob was holding both our heads and I knew he was thinking it couldn't get any better than this. Krissy and I played our tongues across each other then licked his cock up and down.
Rob tightened his hand in my hair and knowing what he wanted, I placed my lips around one side of his cock. Krissy paused then did the same and Rob started sliding his cock between our mouths. Krissy giggled and the sound sent yet another surge through my pussy. At this point I could feel my thighs getting wet and knew I was going to come damn hard when that inexperienced little tongue hit my clit.
Rob was thrusting faster and I started rubbing his balls. He pulled his cock all the way back and knowing him as well as I did, I grabbed it and guided it into Krissy's mouth when he thrust forward. Krissy moaned and her eyes rolled back as he started pumping her mouth. Using my free hand, I began playing with one of her nipples. Rob's hand left her hair to play with the other and Krissy started moaning around his cock.
"My turn," I told her and opening wide, eagerly accepted my husband's cock as she passed it to me.
Showing off, I deep throated him again, before sucking him in a slow steady rhythm. Krissy was now playing with my nipple and I couldn't believe how well this was going. When I passed his cock back to her, I ducked my head and Rob released a sharp hiss as I started sucking on his balls.
Krissy was taking his cock deeper and making delicious slobbering sounds around it along with hot little moans. Losing patience, I reached down between her legs and started rubbing the crotch of her panties, the very wet crotch of her panties. Krissy released his cock with a moan and gave me huge thrill by clamping her legs around my hand.
I managed to work my finger inside her thong and gasped as it slid through her sopping pussy. I was so excited I'd forgotten about Rob, and quickly took his cock back into my mouth. Krissy, still moaning from my touch, copied me and lowering her head licked his balls. Rob was breathing heavily and his hips were rocking, thrusting his cock deep into my mouth.
I began sucking him harder, while I wiggled my finger against Krissy's dripping pussy. I removed his cock and gave it to her again. By this time Rob was moaning and I knew he was close.
I started rubbing his balls and whispered, "Keep sucking him honey, show us what a good girl you are!"
Krissy moaned and sucked even faster. Rob was whimpering at this point and I knew he was struggling to hold off as long as he could. I pulled on his cock and when Krissy relinquished it, I began sucking him as fast as I could. Rob's thighs were shaking and when Krissy placed her mouth on his balls and he cried out. I pulled his cock quickly from my mouth and leaving it open, caught the first spurt of cum on my tongue.
I pointed it at Krissy and pumping it hard, sent the second spurt into her face. Krissy yelped in surprise and as she did the next spurt caught her in the mouth. Krissy's eyes rolled back and she pushed the cum out of her mouth with her tongue, letting it drip down her chin.
I brought Rob's spurting cock back to me and jerked him off into my open mouth. Rob released a soft whimper and when I couldn't get any more from his cock, I leaned forward and grabbing Krissy, pressed my lips to hers. We both opened our mouths and I moaned as I felt her push some of Rob's cum into my mouth.
I slipped it right back to her and we kept kissing. As I felt her sucking the cum off my tongue I started wondering if she'd done this before or was just a very enthusiastic good girl.
As we kissed, I slipped another finger into her thong and shoved it inside her. Krissy cried out and started grinding her hips into my hand.
"Stand up." Rob said, grabbing her shoulders.
Krissy stood and standing with her, I pushed her back onto the bed. Krissy started to laugh as she landed on the bed, but it turned into a moan as rolling over, Rob immediately started sucking on her perfect little tits. I stood and watched as Rob took turns sucking on each of her nipples, before settling on the right one.
I grabbed the sides of the thong and Krissy lifted her hips, allowing me to pull it off. As soon as I had, she spread her legs and I licked my lips at the smoothest, pinkest and prettiest pussy I'd ever seen.
Rob's hand slid down her stomach and Krissy cried out when his fingers found her clit and started rubbing it. I crawled up on the bed and lying on my stomach between her legs, pressed my face to her wet pussy. I took a deep breath inhaling her sweet scent, and then while Rob was still playing with her clit, shoved my tongue into her hot little box.
"Oh yes!" Krissy squealed "Oh, Lynn that's so, ohhh."
She moaned as I worked my tongue up through her pussy. When I reached Rob's fingers, I flicked my tongue across them. Again our experience told him what I wanted and he spread her lips open for me. I placed a soft kiss on her clit that caused her hips to buck and her to moan, "Oh my god, I can't believe I'm letting a woman....Oh, damn!"
I had teased my tongue around her clit then sucked it hard into my mouth. Sliding my hand up, I gently pushed two fingers inside her and marveled at how tight she was. Oh, Rob was going to enjoy her! Speaking of Rob, I looked up to see he was kissing her while playing with her right nipple. Krissy was moaning softly into his mouth and her hips were rocking into my fingers. I released her clit and began slowly running my tongue up and down the soft wet folds of her delicious pussy.
"Oh Lynn," she moaned, "Oh that feels good!"
"Yeah," I asked, "You like me licking your pretty pussy?"
"Yes!" She moaned as Rob was now sucking on her nipple, "Oh yes!"
"You going to suck my pussy for me honey?"
"I...I'll try I...oh just like that!"
She cried out as I started swirling my tongue around her clit in hard fast circles. I began thrusting my fingers in harder and as I did she continued to moan, "Right there! Oh, please, please don't stop oh I want to cum!"
She'd whimpered that last part and I started grinding my own sopping pussy into the sheets; I'd never heard anything so fucking hot! I continued licking her as fast as I could and her whimpers were getting higher in pitch. Looking up, I saw that Rob had his arms around her slender shoulders and was stroking one nipple while sucking the other. Krissy was moaning continuously and trying to beg between them, "Please....please keep going!"
Her legs were shaking and I could feel her body begin to tense up. I thrust my fingers in deeper and as I sucked my clit into her mouth started wiggling them deep inside her. Krissy cried out and I felt her pussy contract around my fingers. She arched her back off the bed and with a loud scream started writhing wildly on the bed.
I kept my fingers moving and forced my face hard against her gyrating pussy to continue licking her. Krissy was yelping and moaning and the feeling of her tight young pussy convulsing around my fingers was driving me crazy.
Krissy let out an adorable little whimper and relaxing her body, groaned, "Oh my god I came hard!"
"You and me both," Rob said as he sat up and pointed at the top of the bed, "I think its Lynn's turn now."
"Oh yes it is!" I laughed and crawling up to the pillows rolled over and lifted my legs in the air.
Rob slipped my thong off and as I spread my legs, he beckoned Krissy with his finger.
"Come on and show me what Lynn taught you," he laughed, "You are earning your grade after all."
Krissy gave him a nervous smile and as I had done, stretched out on her stomach between my legs.
"Damn you look good honey." I told her.
Krissy leaned forward and my hips twitched as she flicked her tongue quickly along my pussy.
"Come on honey," I encouraged her, "Do it the way you like it done to you."
Krissy, started rubbing her fingers through my pussy and I moaned as she slid two of them inside. Placing her tongue just over them she began to slowly lick up and down. Each time she got to my clit, I groaned and tried to push it into her tongue.
Krissy began swirling her tongue around the folds of my pussy and I stared transfixed at the sight of her cute little face and pink tongue between my thighs. As he had done with her, Rob leaned over and started sucking on my nipple while playing with the other.
I moaned as Krissy had made her way to my clit and was teasing her tongue around it.
"Harder." I told her.
Krissy obeyed and I sighed as she began moving faster as well. I lifted my legs and placed them on her back and moaned as her soft tongue played across my aching flesh. Turning my head, I saw Rob's semi hard cock dangling between his legs and reaching out, grabbed it.
"Bring it to me." I told him.
Rob turned a little more and placing his knee over my head, leaned over and, still sucking my nipple, dipped his cock into my mouth. I began eagerly sucking on him while Krissy continued to work my clit and could already feel an orgasm building deep within me.
Krissy had overcome her shyness pretty quickly and her fingers were moving quickly in and out of my sopping pussy. I moaned around Rob's now hard cock and began thrusting my hips into Krissy's slender fingers and soft tongue. Rob started fucking my mouth, slowly pushing his cock in and sliding it out.
I began playing with Krissy's hair and could feel my legs trembling as she started licking me faster. I wanted to tell her to go harder as well, but it was tough to speak with my mouth stuffed with Rob's dripping cock. I started bucking my hips harder and seeing it Rob said, "Lick her faster Krissy, show us what a good girl you are, make her cum!"
I squealed around his cock as Krissy started sucking my clit hard and fast. I arched my back and as I did, Rob gave my nipple a hard pinch while nipping the other with his teeth. I let out a loud moan around his hard flesh and started bucking wildly, thrusting my pussy into Krissy's inexperienced, but eager tongue.
Krissy started to slow down and gasping around Rob's cock, I clamped my legs around her head, pinning her face between my thighs. I cried out again and continued to thrust my hips as the strongest orgasm I'd had in a long time crashed through me. Krissy was squealing into my pussy and as Rob removed his cock from my mouth I let out a loud wail.
I gave a long shuddering moan as the last of the orgasm passed through me. As I lay there panting, Krissy sat up and I licked my lips at the sight of her glistening face.
"Come here." I whispered, opening my arms to her.
Krissy crawled forward between my legs and I pulled her into a deep kiss during which I licked my juices from her lips and cheeks. I turned my head to see Rob looking down the bed, where Krissy was on her knees her ass in the air. I smiled and nodded to him.
Rob got off the bed and got back on behind Krissy who was engrossed in kissing my neck and chest. As Rob knelt behind her, I wrapped my arms around her holding her tight.
"You ready for some cock baby?" I asked in her ear.
"Hell yeah," she laughed in my ear, "I love cock, I...oh fuck!"
She screamed in my ear as Rob drove himself into her.
"Oh, easy!" she moaned, "Oh that's big!"
I looked over her shoulder at Rob and mouthed, "Slow down."
He nodded and began sliding his cock slowly in and out her tight young pussy.
"Hmmm," Krissy purred in my ear, "Oh, that's nice."
Rob continued to fuck her slowly as I held her head to my shoulder and listened to her soft moans. Rob began to go faster and the moans changed to yelps, but she didn't tell him to slow down. I wrapped my legs around her hips and called out, "What about me, baby?"
Rob smiled, and sliding his cock from Krissy lowered it and drove it hard into me. I cried out as he had no need to go easy with me and was hammering away at me. Krissy had pushed up and started sucking on my nipple as he fucked me.
"Oh, you good girl," I moaned as Rob continued to fuck me using long hard strokes.
Rob then pulled out and Krissy moaned as he slipped back into her and started fucking her faster than he had before.
"Oh that feels so fucking good!" she moaned.
She whimpered as Rob slid from her and started fucking me again. I closed my eyes and relaxed as Rob pounded my pussy, then switched off again and Krissy filled my ears with her little moans. Rob had already come and his control was amazing, he worked us both back and forth, fucking me hard and going easier with her. As I lay there listening to her squeal as he started going faster, I had a vivid image of....
"Stop!" I gasped.
Rob slipped his cock from Krissy and I told him. "Sit up against the pillows."
Rob shrugged and turning around lay with his back propped up against the head board. Krissy and I sat up and looking at her, I said, "Sit on his lap, with your back against him."
Krissy shrugged and placing her back against Rob's chest, swung her leg over him so that both her feet were flat on the bed.
"Like this." I grabbed both her ankles and moved them so her bare feet were resting on his thighs.
In this position, Rob's hard cock was laying along her thigh and grabbing it, I said, "Push up,"
Krissy lifted herself up with her legs and guiding Rob's cock to her pussy I pushed it inside.
"Oh fuck that's deep!" she cried out.
Grabbing her hips, I guided her up and down and with a yelp she started driving herself up and down on his cock.
"Damn this is new!" Rob gasped.
Stretching out between his legs, I swirled my tongue around his balls and he moaned, "Oh fuck Lynn!"
"Fuck her!" I told him.
Wrapping his arms around her slender waist, Rob held Krissy still and started lifting his hips off the bed, thrusting his hard cock up into her.



"Holy shit!" she cried out, "Oh fuck that's oh...."
She broke down into a series of high pitched squeals each time Rob plunged his cock into her. I swirled my tongue around his balls again then licked the length of his shaft. I paused and leaning forward placed my lips around Krissy clit and started sucking on it as she rode my husband's cock.
"Oh my god!" she called out. "Oh Lynn, oh that feels so fucking good!"
I continued to suck her clit as Rob fucked her. I heard her cry out again and saw that he had raised his hands and was now playing with her nipples. I also noticed Krissy was now lifting herself up and down with her legs, driving him even deeper.
She was moaning and yelping and the room was filled with the sound of their flesh slapping together as he fucked our nasty little coed. I swirled my tongue around her clit and could feel her thighs shaking beneath my hands,
"Oh, I'm going to cum again," she groaned.
"Yeah, you going to cum on my husband's cock you dirty little girl?"
"Oh yes!" she cried out
"Going to cum in my face again?"
"Yes please I....ohhhh right there oh, yes Lynn please just like that!"
Rob began fucking her even faster and while still sucking her clit I started rubbing his balls. Rob was gasping and it was a race to see who would cum first. I stopped playing with Rob and started sucking Krissy's clit as hard as I dared. My lips were making smacking noises and Krissy was whimpering pathetically as I continued to suck. I placed a finger at the tip of her ass and after a brief hesitation, plunged it into her tight asshole.
"Oh my fucking god!" Krissy screamed.
Throwing her head back, she let out the loudest cry I'd ever heard and began driving herself so hard onto Rob's cock; my face was being splattered with her juices. Krissy was squealing away as she twisted and writhed on Rob's cock and I continued to lick her clit.
Krissy's squeals turned to moans and her bucking slowed down as the orgasm began to fade. Rob had been gasping and I knew he'd been trying to hold back. As she continued to fuck her, I slid down, and taking his balls in my mouth started sucking on them.
"Oh fuck yeah!" he shouted and Krissy squealed as he started slamming her.
Sitting up, I grabbed his cock and pulling it from her pussy pumped it furiously. Rob cried out almost as loud as Krissy had and a tremendous spurt of cum shot from his cock and landed up onto Krissy's tits. Krissy grabbed his cock as well and we both jerked him off, spraying her flat stomach with his cum. Rob moaned and his legs were shaking as we kept stroking, going for every drop. Pulling his cock to me, I sucked it into my mouth and rolled my eyes at the taste of her pussy from him.
"Oh, stop, please." Rob gasped.
I took his cock from his mouth, then laughed, as sitting forward Krissy took it into hers and gave it a couple of good hard sucks, causing him to whimper. Krissy released his cock and as she lay back against him, I crawled up to her and slowly licked every drop of my husband's cum from her stomach. Krissy smiled and as I watched, scooped some of his cum from her tits and sucked her fingers into her mouth.
"Oh, you good girl!" I whispered.
Krissy giggled and rolled off of him to lie on her back next to him. Still licking my lips to get the last of his cum, I crawled up the bed and stretched out alongside Krissy.
"Not so bad, no?" I asked her.
"I...wow." Krissy panted, "I...that was incredible."
"Yeah it was, damn good for your first time with a woman."
"She's a good teacher," Krissy giggled again "And so are you, giving me this chance to get some extra credit!"
We laughed and then lay their trying to catch our breaths. As spent as I was I was wondering if we could get her to get in the shower with us. Krissy then spoke up, "So um... you guys do this all the time?"
"Not too often." Rob said, "Not as often as we'd like."
"Why not?"
"Tough to find people we can trust." I told her.
"Oh," she paused then asked, "You guys ever have the same girl more than once?"
"No," Rob said slowly and I wondered if he was getting as excited as I was. "We usually go out of town, why do you ask?"
"Well ummm, you know." She began, "I did cheat on more than one paper after all."
"That you did.' Rob agreed.
"So I think it's only fair I make up for every one of them, don't you?"
"You...you want too again?" I asked; my heart racing.
"Sure," she turned her head and after giving Rob a quick kiss, turned back to me, and kissed me as well. "I mean, it's only fair and you know, I'd be willing to take one for the team."
Rob burst out laughing and Krissy asked, "What's so funny?"
*
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I glanced up from the crossword puzzle I was working on at the sound of Mandy's little red Mazda pulling onto our street. Watching the small car approach, a delicious wave of anticipation ran through me. I could see Mandy had her friend Kelly with her which meant she didn't have to work tonight. Better yet, Kelly's presence, coupled with the fact it was in the mid eighties, meant they would be going for a swim and that meant show time!
Mandy saw me sitting on the porch and gave me a wave as she passed. I waved back and laughed as she pulled into the driveway next door to me, literally only fifteen feet away. It was the same routine every day since Rachel had bought her the car as a high school graduation present last year. Anytime she went past she waved. Then she would exit the car and turning to face me, give me another enthusiastic wave and yell,
"Hi Karen! You can tell my mom I came right home like I was supposed to!"
Getting up from the porch swing, I walked over to the railing and called out, "Hey, I'm not your mom's spy," I laughed, "Okay, well not all the time!"
Mandy said something to Kelly, who had also exited the car. Kelly nodded and after giving me a quick wave, wandered off towards the backyard and the pool. I took a moment to check out her tanned legs and well rounded ass in her tight denim shorts. Kelly gave me a little thrill by stripping her t-shirt off as she reached the patio next to the pool, exposing the smooth skin of her back and the red string of a pretty skimpy bikini top.
As Kelly put her hair up, she turned to the side, giving me a glimpse of her impressive chest. As fun as that little tease was, my attention turned to the much bigger tease that lived next door to me. With her blonde hair, full lush figure, and features that enabled her to pass for a woman of twenty five, I'm sure most people would consider Kelly the hotter of the two young lovelies, but Mandy drove me crazy.
The physical opposite of her best friend, Mandy was tall and slender, with a pair of long legs that seemed to go on forever and a set of perky little breasts I imagined would fit perfectly in the palm of my hand. Both of those assets were being shown off well in the short low cut sundress she was wearing.
"I know you're not a rat!" Mandy said as she reached the fence that separated our yards "I was just playing," she winked, "You even covered for me with Rob a couple of times when we were going out."
"Who?" I frowned.
"Rob," she said, "You know...." She caught herself and rolled her eyes, "Duh, I get it!" she laughed at herself before the good natured smile that seemed as if it were her permanent expression appeared again.
I returned the smile, but knew mine couldn't exactly be described as having good intentions behind it. Fact was it was getting harder and harder not to see Mandy as anything but the hot little minx she was. Her long sandy brown hair was pulled back into a pony tail and that look, along with those big brown doe eyes, gave her a look of innocence that made me think of what it would be like to be the one to corrupt her.
Adding to that sweet look was a pair of not so innocent looking full lips. Despite the provocative look they gave her, those lips could be turned into a devastating pout. Over the years that pout along with those big wide eyes had succeeded in getting her pretty much anything she wanted from me, including acting as a buffer between her and her overly strict mother Rachel, who was also my best friend since I moved in next door ten years ago.
I knew I should feel badly thinking of Mandy as an object of desire, but she was so damn precious I wanted to just eat her up; literally. Starting at those perfect lips and finishing at what I imagined would be an equally full set of pouty lips between those firm young thighs. Of course I would have to stop and linger at those perky little....
"Karen?"
"What?" I blinked; pulling myself from what had recently become a daily fantasy.
"I asked if you wanted to come over and go for a swim?"
"Oh, um no thanks."
"How come? It's awfully hot out here."
And getting hotter by the minute as looking past Mandy I noticed Kelly had removed her shorts and was now standing near the pool in her red bikini. The suit didn't have much material in the back, exposing a good portion of her sweet young ass. I had to avert my eyes when I saw her bend over to pick something up.
"Hey Karen, you in there?"
"Yeah, sorry." I shrugged. "I've got some work to do from home and I really can't."
"You do crosswords for work?" Mandy pointed and looking down, I frowned at the magazine I still had in my hand.
"I was taking a break, trying to clear my head." I explained.
"So come swimming! That will relax you!"
Not really, I thought dryly, if anything it would get me more worked up. Damn I needed to get some. Since I'd broken up with Carla six months ago my sex life had consisted of pretty much what I was planning on doing in about ten minutes.
"No, then I won't want to work. Besides" I rolled my eyes and pointed over at Kelly who had turned back around to face us, waiting for Mandy to join her. "The two of you make me look bad, an old lady like me next to two hot young girls like you."
"Aww, you're not old!" Mandy told me, "You're only a year older than my mom."
"Hey thanks, hon!" I laughed.
"Well, I didn't mean it like that!" Mandy added quickly, "God knows you look and act younger than my mom, you see how she dresses? Like 40's old or something." She smiled, "You dress young and sexy."
At those words, I felt my heart skip a beat. "You think I'm sexy?" I asked, "Really?"
Mandy paused and her smile was replaced by a nervous look as if she hadn't meant to say that.
"I...well, yeah. I like how you dress, not slutty, but you really look good."
"Thank you, I do what I can."
I looked down at my current attire which consisted of a black skirt that although couldn't be considered mini did stop well before my knees. I'd had on a black blouse, but had removed it when I got home from the office and was now just in the tight red sleeveless shirt I'd worn under it. My breasts, which I would say could rival Kelly's in size, were prominently displayed and the twice a week I still forced myself to go jogging had kept my legs looking pretty good.
In spite of the heat I always made it a point to wear my long dirty blond hair down to give me a more youthful appearance and many women, as well as men barking up the wrong tree, had told me that along with my baby blue eyes made me seem much younger than my actual age. I lifted my head from my self evaluation and saw Mandy's eyes were right where mine had been looking, at my chest. I was leaning over the railing and I was sure she could right down to the black lace of my bra.
"So, hey," I asked, "You in there?"
Mandy's head jerked up and I saw she was beginning to blush. I felt my own face start to flush as well at the thought it had really seemed as if she were staring. The fact she seemed embarrassed added to that and not for the first time I wondered about her. Mandy had been with only one guy her mother and I knew about, Rob whom she'd dated for about a year.
They had broken up months ago and I hadn't seen a replacement coming around. She did however, to spend a lot of time with Kelly, who despite her pussy inspiring body, didn't seem to have a boyfriend. As Mandy, continued to look at me awkwardly, I told myself to knock it off. Apparently my fantasy life was trying to eek its way into reality.
"I'm here." Mandy answered, "I was just looking at you and thinking about Kelly and..."
"Really?" I blurted out, and instantly felt like an idiot, who was the kid here?
"Yeah," Mandy continued, not seeming to notice the excitement I'd let slip in that response. "You said you'd feel bad wearing a suit because of me and Kelly?" she sighed, "I should be the one to feel bad, I look like a damn tomboy next to the two of you."
"Honey there is nothing about you that looks like a boy, trust me. You just have a different body type, but it's just as nice."
Mandy looked down at herself, "I guess my legs aren't bad, but I don't have a big chest."
"You don't need one." I told her, In fact some men prefer small breasts, especially on a girl with a build like yours" I laughed, "Many women too."
"You think?"
"No, Mandy, I don't think, I know." I winked, "Remember who you're talking to, I'm a true fan of the female form and there is nothing wrong with any part of you."
Mandy blushed furiously and I wanted to smack myself. Regardless of how she took it, that comment was way to forward. Rachel was old fashioned and although it didn't affect our friendship, was not a fan of my lifestyle. The last thing I needed was Mandy repeating something I said that could be taken the wrong way. I breathed a sigh of relief when Mandy recovered and said,
"Thanks Karen, you always make me feel better about things. God knows my mother would never want to talk about me being worried about my tits and who's looking at them."
"She's just protective that's all." I told her, "There's a lot of perverts out there you know. In fact I know of one right next door.
"So, anyway, come swimming!" she laughed at the sound of a loud splash behind her as tired of waiting, Kelly had jumped in.
"Next time." I told her. "Your mom said she's going to grill on Saturday so I'll come for a dip then okay?"
"Okay." She nodded, she started to turn, then stopped and giving me an adorable little shy smile asked, "Karen, you really think I'm, you know, sexy?"
Be careful, I warned myself and took a second before responding. "I think you're a very pretty young lady and have nothing to be ashamed of."
"Think I'm as hot as Kelly?" she pressed, then caused my mind to race again when she added, "She's hot, really hot."
"You think so?" I asked, dodging her question.
"Oh." Again she seemed to have caught herself and I started to wonder if the two of us weren't tap dancing around a similar thought. "Well, I think she's pretty, but wow, are the guys all over her."
"No boyfriend though." I pointed out. "Odd, no?"
Um, yeah." She said nervously, "She says guys piss her off, they're too grabby."
"That they are, it's why I started seeing women." I told her, "Well that and a very pretty roommate in college."
I expected Mandy to blush, but instead she asked, "You used to be with guys?"
"When I was young, yes." I nodded, but not wanting to go further, turned the question back to her, "So how come you haven't gotten yourself a new boyfriend? Rob's been gone awhile now?"
"Oh, I don't know," she said quickly, then pointing behind her added, "I'm going to get going okay? Kelly's probably getting pissed I'm ignoring her."
"Can't have a girl that pretty being pissed off now can we?" I asked, innocently, "You go ahead and have fun, I'm going inside anyway."
"Oh, you going back to work?" she asked, giving her head a toss sending her hair over her shoulder and exposing the soft creamy, and very kissable, skin of her neck.
"No," I told her as I felt my nipples stiffening against my bra. "There's a show I want on I want to catch.
*****
I all but ran upstairs to my bedroom and approaching the chaise by the window, was already stripping of my shirt. Standing alongside the comfy sofa, I quickly removed my bra, sighing happily as my breasts obtained the freedom they'd been yearning for all day. Unzipping my skirt, I let it fall to the floor, then clothed only in a black thong lay down on the chaise and pulled the shade up just high enough to see outside.
My window overlooked Rachel's yard and I was just in time to see Mandy standing by the pool untying her sundress. I licked my lips as it fell to the ground exposing the light blue bikini she had on beneath it.
The bikini was French cut, riding high over her hips and giving me a great look at the entire length of her legs. Despite being slender, Mandy's legs did have a nice shape to them and after my eyes took in that shape, I mover to her soft flat stomach, then raised my gaze to those high, firm, little tits of hers. The top of the bathing suit did a good job of pushing them up exposing the upper half of those sweet young globes.
I wondered what her mother say when she got home, but then it dawned on me it was Thursday and Rachel worked until after seven. At just the thought of her name, I felt a twinge of guilt at not only watching my best friend's daughter, but my hand was already straying down my stomach towards my pussy. That guilt was quickly shoved to the side as I watched Mandy dive into the pool. She stayed under the water, swimming towards Kelly who was leaning against the ladder on the other side.
The water was clear and I watched Mandy's lithe form glide under the water. When she reached Kelly I saw her place her hands on her thighs and when she popped up from the water, their faces were less than a foot apart. As my right hand found my nipple, my left eased the thong to the side and I released a sharp breath when my fingers slid through my wet flesh. Below me Mandy put her hands on Kelly's shoulders and after a moment laughed and pushed off her, going into a back stroke.
That's what really happened, but even as my eyes focused on Mandy's long legs splashing up from the water, my mind played out a different turn of events. In my fantasy world, Mandy leaned forward and placed a deep passionate kiss on her blonde bombshell friend. Their arms would encircle each other and their hands would run through their wet hair. Kelly would pull Mandy's top down, and immediately begin sucking on those small, hard nipples.
A shiver went through me when my fingers found my clit and my mind embraced the visual of Mandy, arching her back and moaning in pleasure while Kelly sucked first one tit then the other. In the real world, Mandy reached the edge of the pool and pulling herself from it sat on the edge. I wondered why she would come out already, then saw her pick up her phone.
My fingers stayed busy, slowly caressing my swollen button and received some motivation when, rolling over onto her back, Kelly began floating in the pool. She spread her arms wide and as her body drifted lazily away from the edge I took in her large breasts which I'm sure could keep her afloat on their own. I wouldn't say she was chubby, but Kelly had a pretty soft set of curves and my eyes ate up the delicious swell of her hips as well as her soft, thick, tanned thighs.
The red bikini was little more than a patch between her thighs and I wondered if she were smooth or if she would have left a small patch of blond fuzz between her legs. My fingers sped up at the idea of Mandy laying next to her, licking and teasing the nipple of one her large tits, while her hand slipped into the bikini and fondled her.
Kelly started kicking her feet, pushing herself towards Mandy who still talking on the phone, reached out with her leg and stopped her with a foot on her shoulder.
Kelly rolled over and gave me a thrill by standing directly between Mandy's legs. Mandy was laughing and after a moment, passed Kelly the phone. As she began speaking, Kelly placed her hand idly on Mandy's leg just over her knee; Mandy was looking down at her and I swore she was looking at the considerable cleavage her friend was flaunting. But at this point, with my fingers rubbing my aching clit, I'm sure I wasn't seeing anything for what it really was.
One thing I did see that caused my right hand to leave my nipple and plunge two fingers inside my sopping pussy, was Mandy lie on her back on the towel behind her. Her legs were still in the pool and between them, Kelly leaned against her crotch to pass her the phone. Instantly my lust crazed mind was filled with Mandy reaching down and sliding her bikini to the side and Kelly burying her face between her thighs.
I began breathing harder, especially when beneath me, Mandy had begun playfully kicking her legs in the water around Kelly. My fingers were buried to the hilt in my pussy and I clamped my legs together, pressing my hand to my swollen button. Staring at Mandy lying on her back, her legs spread, my mind took the final plunge. I placed myself in Kelly's position and could all but smell the sweet scent of her young pussy. I could feel the hard nub of her clit beneath my tongue and hear her moan my name.
My fingers wouldn't be in my pussy, but plunging into her hot little box. Even as I gasped and my back arched off the sofa, I told myself I was a sick woman, getting off to the thought of fucking a girl I'd once babysat on a regular basis. On the other hand that little girl had blossomed into quite the young flower and a little harmless fantasy never hurt anyone. Down below, Kelly had gotten tired of Mandy splashing her and grabbing her ankle lifted her leg up.
I of course, thought of myself doing it and placing that soft wet foot on my back as I plundered her inexperienced pussy with my tongue. Mandy would whimper and her thighs would shake just as mine were beginning to. Raising my right leg, I placed it on the corner of the windowsill and began pumping my hips, using the motion to drive my fingers deeper while rubbing my clit in hard fast circles.
I gasped when I felt myself teetering on the edge and was helped over that edge by Mandy suddenly sitting up and wrapping her arms around Kelly's shoulders, pushed herself off the edge and on top of her.
She was only playing, but as the two of them splashed into the pool, I saw their bodies intertwined, not in the pool, but on a bed, their arms, legs and hair tangled together and the moisture on their bodies not water, but sweat. For a brief instance I saw myself lying between them, their young hot bodies draped across mine and...
I released a muffled cry and my hips started bucking wildly as my pussy convulsed around my fingers and I came long and hard to the thought of lying in the naked embrace of my best friend's daughter. I braced my foot against the edge of the window, using it to help lift my hips higher off the bed as waves of intense pleasure flowed through me. I emitted a long shuddering moan and slumped back down onto the sofa as the last of the orgasm slowly flowed through me.
With a contented sigh, I lowered my leg from the window. As I did, I felt something catch between my toes. Lifting my head, I drew my leg back to see what it was and too late, realized it was the cord for the shade. The shade snapped upwards, pulling the cord from between my toes and to my dismay loudly slammed up into the top of the window. Not thinking, I sat up and grabbed at the cord to pull the shade back down. Just as I caught it, I heard Mandy yell,
"Hey Karen!"
I turned my rapidly blushing face to look out the window and see her wave up at me. Kelly was looking as well and breaking out laughing, said something to Mandy who also laughed, before calling out, "It's not nice to flash the neighbors!"
At that moment it struck me that I had forgotten I was topless. I quickly yanked the shade down, but not before I heard Kelly exclaim, "Wow, I hope mine look that good when I get older!"
As they both broke out laughing, I put my head in my hands and hoped to hell the two of them couldn't put two and two together and realize I was watching them. With a sigh I lay back and resting my head on the pillow thought, smooth Karen, real smooth.



*****
I jerked awake at the sound of my cell ringing next to me and sitting up on the couch looked at the cable box and saw it was quarter to seven. Rubbing at my eyes, I picked up the phone to see it was Rachel calling.
"Hey," answered, "What's going on, you working late and need me to..."
"No." she cut in quickly, "I...I'm already home, got out early."
"Oh." She sounded upset and I felt my stomach twist at the thought that Mandy might have said something to her about earlier.
"Listen Karen, I need to come over, we need to talk."
"Umm, about what?" I asked, as the twisting sensation continued.
"About something that happened today with Mandy, can I come over now?"
"Sure." I said quietly. "Come on over."
"Thanks, I'll be right there."
As I put the phone down I closed my eyes and tried to figure out how to convince my best friend I wasn't perving on her daughter, even though I was.
*****
I sat at the kitchen table tapping my cup of tea and nervously waiting for Rachel to bring up why she had come over here. The fact she looked just as nervous did little to convince me this wouldn't be about earlier. Normally Rachel was straightforward and only tap danced around things when they were serious. As she stared down into her own mug I looked her over and for the thousandth time noted Mandy was the spitting image of her mother.
Although she wore it shorter, Rachel had the same sandy brown hair and huge expressive dark eyes as her daughter along with the same thin build. Unlike Mandy, and much to her chagrin, Rachel's tits were far from small, although the way she dressed one would have to look hard to notice. Rachel was not just old fashioned, but downright conservative.
Even now, just sitting in her best friend's house, she was still wearing the black blazer and white blouse she went to work in and her skirt as always was loose and hung below her knees.
I'd spent a lot of time by the pool with her and even there she wore an unflattering one piece bathing suit, but you didn't have to look hard to see she had a damned good figure. She also never seemed to have a shortage of interested men, even though she rarely dated.
Even when Rachel decided to indulge herself so to speak she never brought them home and used to ask me to sleep over and watch Mandy while she had a good time. I came out of my fog when Rachel released a long heavy sigh, about the fourth one since she'd sat down.
Figuring she wasn't going to start up and it was best to just get this over with I cleared my throat, "So, you going to tell me what's going on with Mandy?"
"Yeah, I guess, it's just." She sighed, "I'm still trying to process it myself."
"Well telling me will probably help you do that, even if it's just by hearing it out loud."
"No, I think you'll help because it involves you." Rachel said, looking across the table at me and sending my stomach plummeting.
"It has something to do with me?" I asked, trying to sound casual.
"Well. Maybe not so much you, but...." She paused before asking, "Karen do you talk to Mandy about what you do?"
"Do?" I tried to hide my alarm and play dumb, "You mean advertising?"
"No, I mean your lifestyle."
"Life...."
"Women, Karen." Rachel rolled her eyes, "Do you go into detail with Mandy about women."
"Well we've had some girl talk, you know basic things how to dress and...."
"I'm talking about your preferences shall we say."
"She knows I'm a lesbian." I told her hoping to hell Mandy hadn't mentioned I had seemed to be flirting a little earlier. "But I don't go into details if that's what you're asking."
"You're sure?" Rachel raised her eyebrows, "You don't mention your girlfriends, or....you know, make it sound hot?"
"Hot?" My nervousness was fading as it seemed this might not be about anything I said, or at least not directly, "Rachel, I don't hide my tastes so to speak, but I don't play kiss and tell with your daughter."
"So you've never encouraged her?"
"I encourage her all the time." I told her seeing a chance to try to get today out in the open.
"Just today she was remarking she was too skinny and not as attractive as Kelly or other girls. I told her she is very attractive and all women are beautiful and sexy in their way." I shrugged. "I did make a remark that she should trust me because I'm an expert in checking out women, but I didn't mean it like I was....you know, checking her out."
"I would never think you were checking her out." Rachel said quickly, "I hope that's not how I came across; I know you would never be inappropriate with her, she's like a niece to you."
Her words caused a wave of mixed emotions. After the initial surge of relief that I was off the hook I was struck by a wave of guilt at the niece comment. Rachel was right, Mandy was like family to me, but of late my tastes seemed to have changed and I was starting to look at young girls as opposed to women my age and damned if Mandy wasn't the most desirable one I knew.
Taking a sip of me tea I wondered if my recent obsession with young ladies wasn't some form of female mid-life. I'd even taken to watching videos of older women seducing girls of barely legal age.
"Anyway," Rachel broke into my thoughts. "The reason I was asking is...well let me tell you what happened."
"I think that would help," I laughed.
"Sorry, I just couldn't go straight into it." She told me, then took a sip of tea before continuing. "I usually don't get home until around eight or eight thirty, but the server went down and tech wasn't sure how long it would take to fix so I came home about six thirty."
"Uh-oh." I nodded, "You catch her...."
"You want to tell the story?"
"Sorry." I made a gesture as if I were zipping my lip shut.
"Mandy was upstairs and I figured since I was out early I would go ask her if she wanted to go out to the Chinese buffet she likes. So I went upstairs and saw her door partway open. I walked in and saw...."
Unable to help it, I spoke up, "Was she with someone?"
"No, she was at her desk and her back was to me. She had her feet up on the desk and there was porn on the lap top and she was playing with herself. I mean really going at it, moaning and didn't even know I was behind her."
"Okay," I said, interrupting as much to get that mouth watering visual out of my mind as I wanted to help, "So she was masturbating, big deal. Don't sit there and say you didn't when you were a kid."
"Well, sure I did..." as always when the subject of sex came up she looked awkward and unable to resist I tossed out,
"Hey, you haven't dated in awhile I bet you're killing your share of batteries these days."
To my delight I succeeded, as I always did, in getting my friend to blush. But recovering she grinned, "No, I buy duracels they last."
I laughed and clapping my hands, exclaimed, "That was good! See we'll have you out of your shell by the time you're fifty!"
"Whatever. Back to Mandy, playing with herself, I suppose I could handle, better that than getting laid every time she's horny, but...it was what she was watching."
"What was it? Something really nasty, like gang bangs?"
"No, she was watching lesbian porn."
"Oh." Fighting off the sick thrill that gave me, I shrugged, "So what?"
"No big deal for you, it's what you're into, but Mandy...I mean she had a boyfriend and...."
"She could just be curious."
"That's what I'm afraid of."
"Rachel don't be a damn prude okay? But what I meant was maybe she's just curious about what it's about. I'm not into guys, but I watch some different types of porn just to check it out. Maybe she just wanted to see what two women do with each other."
"Guess she liked what she saw, because she was so into it I walked right up next to her and that's when I saw what really disturbed me."
"What, was she using one of your toys?" I laughed.
"This isn't funny Karen." Rachel snapped as she reached into the pocket of her blazer. "Needless to say you can't tell Mandy I told you about this or showed you these."
Rachel pulled out something blue and her face turning red, she placed it on the table between us. My eyes widened at the sight of a balled up blue thong and Rachel continued,
"She was masturbating with that, rubbing it between her legs."
"Well," I began, again speaking so my mind wouldn't linger on what Mandy's thong would smell like. "That's not..."
"It's not hers." Rachel told me. "It belongs to..."
"Kelly." I finished for her and could feel a warm sensation building between my legs.
"Yes." Rachel nodded, "How did you..."
"They spend every waking minute together." I pointed out, "Not to mention both of them are attractive, get plenty of attention from the guys at school, but haven't gone out with any of them."
"I...never even noticed that. I was figuring either she was still hurt over Rob or maybe just too busy."
"You only notice what you want to." I said, "So...um, how long have the two of them been..."
"They haven't. Once I stopped freaking out and was able to have a reasonable conversation with her she told me there's nothing going on between them, but...."
"She wants there to be."
"She's not sure." Rachel paused then slumping back in her chair shook her head, "Look Karen, you know how I feel about that lifestyle, but I did my best to stay calm and get her to talk to me and what I could get is she's curious. According to her she was thinking about girls before Rob and went with him because she figured she was supposed to."
"Wonder where she got that idea." I said sarcastically.
"From normal society." Rachel quipped, "From the age old idea that women like men and men like women not...."
"Let's not get into this." I told her, "If Mandy is curious you can't tell her she can't and make her feel like a freak, those days are over Rachel."
"I...I would never make her feel that way. But thing is she even says she's confused and not sure, which means she may not be. Right?"
"Right." I agreed. "I know women who have tried and decided they didn't like it and went back so to speak."
"So you see my point?"
"No." I shrugged, "Rachel if she's that curious and even has a girl in mind, the only thing that is going to make her mind up is trying it."
"It shouldn't be an option." She rolled her eyes at me. "You're straight or you're not. Shit what if she likes both?"
"Then she does. Her sexual preference does not make her a better or worse person Rachel and the worst thing you can do is make her feel like you won't be behind her if she decides to..."
"I know, but it's not that easy. Anyway I discovered she's been watching this type of porn for a long time. Her lap top is full of downloaded videos and she has a dozen sites bookmarked. She also has Kelly pretty much book marked and admitted she uses this," she pointed at the thong "All the time."
"So has she talked to Kelly?"
"She said no, she's not sure if Kelly is interested and doesn't want to look stupid."
"That's tough, you guess wrong you set yourself up for a lot of shit." I sighed, "Kids are cruel. Has she with anyone?"
"She said no, says she's still not sure and she started tearing up saying she's really confused. I don't know what to do."
"Tell her you love her no matter what."
"I...did, but Karen, I just don't want her to think she has to be one of them, just because...."
"One of them?" I waved my hand disgustedly at her, "Rachel do you hear yourself? What are we lepers? Get your own mother's shit out of your head and get with the times. It's far more acceptable now and..."
"That's the thing." She said quietly.
"Karen, I'll love her no matter what, but these days there are girls going down on each other for sorority initiations; making out on dance floors to get their boyfriends going. It's not even about sexual preference, but about being cool. That's what I mean about an option. If she is she is, but I want her to be that way because she wants to and not because society is making it trendy to be bi-sexual, do you know what I mean?"
"I do actually." I agreed. "That lipstick lesbian shit ticks me off. You're right, it's not a game. But she seems like she has more than a passing interest and from experience I can tell you that she may have to experiment to get it out of her system."
"She says she's afraid to try."
"Of course she is. Most young girls, and I was one of them, don't pursue their desire, but end up in a situation where they're seduced into it by a girl who has before. I doubt Kelly has and if she feels the same the two are just going to go home and think about each other every night. I remember the girl who seduced me saying the same happened to her and it was an older woman who said she was bringing her into the sisterhood."
"Funny you say that. One of the sites she has marked is a first time site and all the movies are about older women seducing girls like Mandy."
I felt the heat between my legs growing and couldn't help but picture that scenario; seducing Mandy, introducing her to what she so badly wanted to experience, being her first. Even with her mother sitting across from me my eyes lingered on that thong and it took everything I had in me not to pick it up and sniff it.
Then again why sniff a pair of panties when I could sample the real thing? Mandy was eager to learn and damned if I wouldn't be the perfect teacher! Not only was I experienced, but we were close and she would be at ease with me. It wouldn't just be sex, there would be a level of affection and...
"So what should I do?" Rachel asked.
I pulled my eyes from the thong and looked at her as my fantasy played out in my mind. My pussy was so worked up I was beginning to rub my thighs together and I had to cross my arms to cover up my hard nipples which were threatening to poke through the white t-shirt I was wearing.
"How did you leave it?"
"That we would talk about it again when we were both less flustered. I was upset about the entire thing and she was humiliated and I figured we needed some time to think on it. This is the weekend I have to go to Maryland for the annual conference so I told her that on Monday we would...."
"Wait," I said softly, trying to contain my excitement, "It's this weekend you're going away?"
"Yes, I fly out tomorrow after work and I'll be back Monday morning. I have that day off so I figure I'll take her to lunch and..."
"Where will Mandy be, home alone?"
"Well she was supposed to sleep over Kelly's house. Now I'm afraid to let her, but if I tell her she can't, it will look like,.,,"
"The truth, that you're afraid to let her. I doubt you should be worried, she hasn't crossed the line with Kelly and most likely won't unless Kelly starts it off, and I think she's in the same boat. But..."
"But what?"
I took a deep breath and held it for a moment wondering if I really wanted to put myself in a situation that would only end one way; with me in Mandy's bed, laying between those firm young thighs and...
"Rachel," I began, "Remember when Mandy was younger and you and Steve would go away for the weekends and I would sleep over and we would have our girl time together?"
"Yeah." She frowned, "Part of me thought about calling Steve. I wonder if he should know if she's..."
"That asshole didn't even call at Christmas or her last birthday, Rachel, you don't owe that asshole anything, but a date in court for the child support he stiffed you."
"You're right." She nodded. "So go on."
"Why don't you tell Mandy that I thought it would be fun if I came over and spent the weekend with her? It's been a long time since her and her aunty Karen spent time together."
Even as I said the words, I was torn. The first and I suppose correct, emotion was guilt; manipulating my best friend so I could have a chance to introduce her daughter to the finer points of the softer sex. But my lust to experience such a lovely young flower far exceeded any moral obligation I had to Rachel.
"So you want to talk to her?"
"Who better?" I spread my arms out, "I was her fifteen years ago and..."
"More like over twenty." Rachel smirked.
"Just remember you're a year older than me," I quipped, but went on. "Seriously Rachel, I was right where she was. I was fantasizing about women even as I was sleeping with a guy. I wanted to try, but was afraid of being rejected and then getting made fun of, I've been there."
"True but..."
"But what?"
"You're a little biased Karen. I doubt you will be able to hold back on your own preferences."
Oh, you have no idea, I thought, but to her said, "Nor can you, Rachel. So you'll lean one way, I'll lean a bit the other and she can think about what we both say."
"Okay," she told me, then pointing at me added, "But only if you promise to leave both options open and not turn it into 'hey, welcome to the club'"
Laughing loudly, I slapped the table, "Oh that was another good one. But yes, I promise to let her make up her own mind. But I am going to tell her she has nothing to be ashamed about with her feelings because that's important."
"Fair enough." Rachel smiled, "I think you're right. My other option is a therapist and that..."
"Sends the wrong message, big time." I told her, "We'll handle it. So I'll head over tomorrow night after she comes home from work okay?"
"Fine," Rachel stood and as I followed suit, she came around the table and hugged me, "Thank you for listening to me and for offering to help, I appreciate it."
"Anytime." I told her, as I returned the hug, feeling like a bitch.
"I think Mandy appreciates all you do for her as well."
"I hope so." I answered, thinking that I was pretty sure Mandy would have an all new appreciation for me after tomorrow night.
Rachel stepped away from me and turning said, "Well I'm going to head back over and see if Chinese is still an option."
I looked down and seeing the thong on the table, wanted nothing more than to keep it, but not wanting Rachel to think about it at some point, called out, "Hey, you forgot something."
Rachel looked over her shoulder and seeing me pointing at the table grunted, "Know what? Do me a favor and throw that damned thing out. I only took it because I didn't want her using it again." She frowned, "Never mind I will, that's kind of gross."
"No, no worries." I said hoping she didn't notice how quickly I spoke up. "I'll get rid of it, I don't think you need to deal with anymore either."
"True. I'll call you tomorrow okay?"
"Sure, good night Rachel, and don't worry this will work out."
"I hope so." Rachel replied as she reached the kitchen door.
I watched her leave and once she had made it past the window I grabbed the thong and bringing it to my face inhaled deeply.
"Oh, God damn." I purred at the heavenly scent of Mandy's sweet young pussy.
Turning I walked into the living room and throwing myself, into the recliner, draped my legs over the arms of it. Reaching between my legs, I pulled the baggy shorts I was wearing to the side and quickly found my swollen clit.
As I rubbed my throbbing button I brought the thong back to my face and held it under my nose, already anticipating getting a firsthand taste of where that scent had come from. Taking another deep breath and pumping my hips into my fingers, I purred, "That's right, Mandy, welcome to the club."
*****
I looked up at the clock on the mantel and seeing it was now nine o clock rolled my eyes, It was obvious Mandy wasn't coming downstairs and if I were going to make my move I would have to go up to her room. I had come over before she had gotten out of work and had been waiting for her on the couch.
When she came in, looking scrumptious in the little black skirt and white blouse she wore for her waitressing job, I asked if she wanted to change and go grab some dinner. Looking and sounding subdued, Mandy had said she ate at work and wasn't up for going out.



I told her that was fine and that I'd gone out and rented a few movies so after she showered come on down and we'd have a movie night like we used to. Mandy nodded, but after she showered I heard her go into her bedroom and after waiting a few minutes I texted her and asked when she was coming down.
Her reply was that she was tired and wanted to lay down for awhile. At which point I'd gone into Rachel's room where I slept when I stayed over and changed into a pair of tight fitting black boy shorts with lace trim and a matching black camisole that barely went down past my breasts, leaving my stomach bare.
I put a short black robe on over it and my plan was to have the lights off, get her close to me on the couch and after bringing up the topic of her curiosity make my move. But that was over an hour ago and I had a hard time believing that a nineteen year old girl was asleep at nine on a Friday night. It was obvious she knew why I was here, or why her mother thought I was here anyway, and avoiding me. At this point I figured it was going to come down to me going up into her room.
Technically that played right into my hands, already having her in her room, maybe even her bed, but for as bad as I wanted her, my nerves were starting to kick in. If this back fired on me there would be hell to pay. Not only would Mandy think I was some kind of pervert, but I would lose my best friend over it.
That certainly wasn't worth what would most likely be a onetime thing. That was the other issue, even if Mandy went along with me, there was no way in hell there was going to be a relationship. This was going to be a fun, hot icebreaker. Mandy's introduction into the world of Sapphic pleasure and a fun, albeit very dirty, little secret.
But now that I knew she was fantasizing about women, the way she looked at me today and a few of her own remarks had me fairly sure she would be more than happy to go along with me. She was burning up for Kelly and the only way she was going to get her was to be confident enough to do so was to know that not only was it okay, but know how to go about it.
That was where I came in, her good friend Karen, a selfless giver who would be more than willing to take one for the team and help poor little Mandy out with her frustration.
Rolling my eyes at my hesitation, I picked up the phone and this time called her. Mandy answered on the second ring and sounded wide awake.
"Hi Karen."
"Hey, honey, you coming down?"
"I don't think so. It's been a long day and...."
"You know Mandy, you're being kind of rude. I came over to spend time with you and you're in your room ignoring me."
"No, you came over because Mom doesn't trust me over at Kelly's. I know she told you what happened and you're here to watch me for her. You haven't come over in a long time, so don't act like you're here cause you want to be."
I was taken aback, but before I could respond she sighed into my ear, "I...I'm sorry Karen, that was rude. I...I'm just kind of..."
"Upset and embarrassed and confused." I said, "Honey, why don't I come upstairs and we can talk?"
"I...really would rather...."
"I'll be up in a minute." I said and hung up without giving her a chance to respond.
I also didn't give myself another chance to hedge and getting up, quickly headed for the stairs. When I reached the top and approached the door to Mandy's room, I paused. I wanted to have her thinking about me right off the bat and on that note, untied the robe and tossed it on the floor. I removed the clip from my hair and shook it out enjoying the way it felt falling across my back and shoulders and hoping Mandy would enjoy that feeling as well.
Taking a deep breath I knocked then entered her room. Mandy was in bed sitting propped up on the pillows. It was warm in the room and she was on top of the sheets wearing a white tank top, that like mine left a good portion of her stomach visible and a pair of purple cotton panties.
My nipples immediately stiffened and I knew it would be obvious in the camisole, but no longer cared. Mandy's head turned as soon as I came in and I watched her eyes closely and was rewarded by seeing them widen as she looked me up and down. Her dark eyes lingered on my legs before quickly looking away, but not before I saw her start to blush.
"Wow, its warm in here." I said as I walked past her bed, "Why isn't the air on?"
"It's too big for the room and I was chilly so I turned it off for awhile." She shrugged, "Besides I like the heat sometimes."
"Oh, mind if I turn it back on for awhile?"
"You can if you want."
Truth be told I would have been fine with the heat. There was nothing wrong with some sweat, but turning the air on gave me a reason to walk past her and better yet, to bend over and pretend to look for the power switch. I bent over further than I needed to and lingered as long as I dared. Turning my head to the left where Mandy's bureau was, I could see her in the mirror and was thrilled to see her staring directly at my ass. I smiled as I turned the air on; this was going to work out just fine.
Turning around I walked slowly over to the bed and noticed she now seemed to be making an effort not to look at me which in a way was even better.
"Guess you're warm huh?" she asked, "Or do you always walk around in your underwear?"
"You're only in yours." I pointed out as I sat on the side of the bed next to her.
"But I'm in my bed."
Swinging my legs up on the bed, I slid up next to her and laughed; "Well now I am too!"
Mandy gave me a nervous laugh and stretching my long leg out along hers, I said, "Hey I like that color polish!"
I emphasized my remark by placing my foot over hers and curling my toes over the purple tips of hers. I let my foot rest there, moving it back and forth, enjoying the feeling of her soft skin. Mandy quickly moved her foot away and when I looked at her, gave me an awkward smile, "Sorry, that tickles."
"No problem."
"Um, if you like the polish you can borrow it."
"Thanks, I think I will, it's a sexy color." I touched the side of her panties, "Matches these."
"They're plain." She shrugged, "Nothing sexy about them."
"Of course there is, you're in them." I told her with a wink.
Mandy gave another strained laugh, "Wow, you should write pick up lines for guys. They come up with the dumbest shit sometimes."
"Sometimes a compliment isn't just a line."
"Oh, well, uh thanks I guess."
I didn't respond and sat there waiting to see if she would bring anything up. Mandy remained silent, her arms crossed over her stomach and looking down at her feet. Or was she looking at my legs? It was hard to tell, but as I gave her some time I let my own gaze wander across those delightful little breasts. She wasn't wearing a bra and the thin shirt was teasing me with just the slightest hint of a shadow around her nipples.
"I know what you're here to talk about, Karen." She sighed, "You don't have to pretend, I saw my mom head over your house after she caught me."
"I'm not here to pretend honey," I said, "You're not a little girl and I'm not going to treat you like one." I laughed, "I think the topic of conversation proves you're not a kid anymore."
"I...this is so embarrassing."
"Don't be." Sliding my arm around her shoulders, I pulled her closer to me. "Mandy, what you were doing is natural, not only did we all do it, we still do. And don't let her fool you; your mother does it too."
"But not to women."
"I do." I laughed, "Want to compare favorites?"
"It's not funny," she pushed her lip into that precious pout and it was everything I could do not to just kiss her right then and there.
"Lighten up," I gave her soft arm a squeeze. "You're not in trouble Mandy, you're mom..."
"Is scared that I'm a lesbian and that I'm going to date girls and...she's probably going to send me to some shrink and..." she put her head down, "Not love me anymore."
"Oh, honey," I kissed her cheek and for a moment forgot about seducing her. "Your mom will always love you and the reason I'm here is because she doesn't want you to talk to a stranger, but someone who understands."
"Really?" she turned those beautiful eyes on me, "I figured she would be afraid you would just tell me it's okay."
"It is okay." I told her, "Providing it's what you want." I paused before asking, "Mandy is that what you want? Do you want to be with women?"
"I...I think so, but I'm not sure."
"Okay, just between you and I, have you been with one?"
"No," she shook her head, "I haven't even kissed one. But...I'd really like to."
"One in particular I'll bet." I winked.
Mandy blushed, but answered, "Kelly's really pretty and I...I've been thinking about her a lot and sometimes I think she's thinking it too."
"Have you asked her?"
"No!" She exclaimed, "What if she's not? Then I look like an idiot! I..." she shook her head, "Never mind, you won't get it."
"Of course I do! Didn't I just mention earlier today I was with men when I was, well about your age actually?"
"Yeah, that's right." Turning slightly to face me, she asked, "What happened?"
"I know that every teenage girl thinks their drama is new drama, but Mandy your story is pretty common. If you think your mom is strict, mine was damn near Amish. I remember she stopped being friends with a woman when she found out she was bi-sexual."
'Wow, so what happened when..."
"We don't speak." I said quickly, "So no moping about your mom's worries because she will always love you, she's proving that by letting me talk to you even though I'm sure she knows which side of this situation I'll take."
"Sorry." She said softly, "That must suck."
"It does, but all the more reason I'm thrilled to help you. But anyway I considered myself a pretty girl and..."
"You still are." She said, giving me a shy little smile.
"Thank you, now who should be selling lines to the boys?"
Mandy laughed, this time a real one and I continued, "So I got plenty of attention, but even back in high school I wasn't sure I was interested."
"So why did you?"
"Because I thought it was what I was supposed to do and even though there were girls into girls it wasn't as common as now and they kept it to themselves. All my friends were dating and bragging about how good sex felt so I started going out with a guy and after a few months had sex with him. It was okay, but I didn't know what the hell they were raving about. We dated a while longer, but he dumped me because I wasn't into sex, honestly I could take or leave it."
"That's how I was with Rob, I think he tried to be good to me, but I just never felt right. I..." she blushed.
"What is it?" I prodded, "You can tell me anything."
"The last few times he....you know." She looked away, "Was down there, I was thinking about Kelly."
"Well I didn't have a girl in particular to think about, but I had found a magazine with two girls in it and I got off to it all the time. I dated three or four guys then in college I had a roommate that I guess became my Kelly. God she was beautiful and she seemed to always be flirting with me, but I was like you and afraid to say anything. Then one night we were watching movies and in her bed and...well...." I shrugged, "She'd been with a few girls and knew what she was doing and had no problem making a move and I was more than happy to let her. I've only been with women since."
"So you never, you know, did it on your own?"
"Well sure, after I broke the ice I had no problem making the first..."
"But then you didn't. You were afraid to."
"Yes." I nodded feeling my excitement building as this started to steer in the direction I wanted it too. "Mandy I'm pretty sure you're going to prefer women. I think you know it too. And Kelly would be a good choice because you guys..."
"But she never has either and I'm not even positive she wants too."
"Well, like I said," I began, hoping to lead her further down my path. "It's a lot more open now, I bet you know other girls who have experience and maybe if you showed a little interest in them they would..."
I trailed off when Mandy frowned and said, "No, I...I want it to be nice."
"I'm sure they'd be nice to you Mandy, you're a sweet..."
"I know it sounds corny, but I want it to be special I want it to be somewhere where I'm comfortable and with someone who means something to me."
I didn't answer right away. Instead I savored Mandy's perfect answer and leaning into her started trailing my fingers lightly up and down her arm.
"Well it sounds like Kelly would be your best choice. I mean, assuming she's special to you."
Mandy looked down at my long red nails sliding along her arm, but didn't try to move.
"Well, I don't think I'm like in love with her, but we're good friends and care about each other and I know her so well I figure it would be comfortable..."
"So go ahead and try." I said, even though right now I wanted her to do anything but.
"What if she's not into me?"
"You might have to take that chance." I rested my hand on her forearm and lightly ran one finger across her stomach, just below the edge of her shirt. "I don't think that if she wasn't she would say anything to anyone else, things might just be weird."
I turned onto my side so that my breasts were now pressing against her arm and working my way down her arm pulled it from beneath her other arm and placed my hand over hers. Mandy looked down at my chest and when she looked up our faces were only inches apart. I resisted licking my lips at the sight of hers being so close to them and asked softly, "Is that the only reason? You just afraid she won't want too?"
Mandy swallowed and I could feel her hand trembling beneath mine.
'I..." she whispered, "I don't know what to do. I wouldn't even know where to start."
"You've watched plenty of videos." I pointed out, flattening my hand so my palm was pressing against her soft stomach. "Just do what they do in your favorite ones."
Mandy looked down at my hand and I could feel hers trembling beneath mine. But she made no attempt to move and her small breasts rose and fell delightfully as she began to breathe heavier. At this point my own breathing was picking up and my heart was racing. Mandy seemed nervous, but not necessarily uncomfortable and I forced myself to patiently await her response to my leading question.
"Watching and doing are different." She gave me that shy smile that again forced me to hold back from tasting those sweet lips. "And my favorites wouldn't help much, I like the ones where an older woman shows a young girl how to..."
She trailed off and for the first time since I'd come in, her big brown eyes focused on mine. I felt her tense up next to me and as I calmly returned her stare she said softly, "Karen I..."
"You know," I interrupted, lifting her hand to my face, "That's funny because those are my favorites a well." I gently kissed the back of her hand and she gasped,
"You...Karen are you...."
"Mandy are you comfortable?" I squeezed her hand as I lowered it back to her stomach. "I would think you would be in your own bed."
"Yes." She said her voice barely audible as her eyes grew even bigger.
"And are you comfortable with me?"
Realizing this was it, I held my breath as she paused, then not only did I let my breath go, but a warm wet feeling was released between my legs when she answered, "I'm always comfortable around you."
Smiling, I let her hand go and leaning back ran it through her hair. "And you know I care about you don't you?"
"I..." she caught her breath as my hand slid up her stomach and beneath her tank top. I forced myself to stop just before I reached her breasts. "I care about you too."
"So then what could nicer than your first time being in your bed, with a woman who not only knows what she's doing, but would love to be good to you?"
"That...sounds nice." She breathed as I moved my hand just enough for the edge of it to touch the bottom of her left breast.
Leaning over, I brushed her hair away from her neck and placing my lips close to her ear, asked, "Mandy, honey, would you like me to kiss you?"
Mandy hesitated and as she looked away, I thought that would be the end, her next words would be something about her mother or that it wouldn't be right. But to my delight, her eyes turned back to me and she whispered, "Yes, please."
Sliding my hand through her hair, I cupped the back of her head, and gently easing her towards me, lowered my face to hers. Mandy released a nervous giggle that caused the moisture to between my legs to grow, and closing her eyes, parted those sweet lips. I paused just long enough to savor the sweet innocence of that pose, then placing my lips to hers began the process of stripping her of that innocence.
Mandy released a tiny whimper when my lips pressed against hers and I was aware of a sound of pleasure emanating from mine as well. Her full lips were even softer than they appeared and exerting what was close to being my last bit of control I lightly teased my lips across them, resisting the desire to kiss her much harder. My holding back paid off immediately as Mandy came to me, pressing her lips more firmly against me.
"Hmm-mm" I encouraged as I parted my lips to capture hers.
I worked my mouth side to side, still going slowly and teasingly sliding them from hers each time she tried to hold them to hers. As our kiss deepened my hand edged up further and I began caressing her soft skin. The edge of my hand rubbed along the bottom of her breasts and she moaned softly in her throat.
I stopped moving my lips and growing bolder, Mandy began kissing me harder. I opened my mouth wider and driving my tongue into her mouth moaned at the sound of her startled squeal.
Mandy didn't pull back however, and I purred as I felt her soft wet tongue begin to slide across mine. I sighed as our tongues slowly danced across each other and after a moment eased my mouth from hers.
"Wow," she said, breathing hard, "That was...oh."
Mandy moaned when burying my face in her hair, my lips found the soft creamy skin of her neck and began to suck gently on it. She let her head fall back, giving me better access to her smooth skin and moving my hand higher, I gently cupped her small breast. I felt her tense up and placing my lips to her ear, I asked, "Can I see them?"
Mandy's answer was another of those precious whimpers as I had quickly gone back to kissing her neck as I gently fondled her small firm breast.
"I...I...guess." She said quietly.
I sat up and looking down at her, smiled, "How about I show you first?"
Without waiting for an answer, I removed my hand from beneath her shirt and grabbing the bottom of my camisole began pulling it up. Mandy's eyes were wide and focused on my chest and my pussy throbbed at the look of anticipation on her face. My gaze dropped to see her now erect nipples poking through her shirt and my heart raced at the thought she would soon be topless. I teasingly lifted the top just high enough to expose the curve of my breasts and asked, "You want to see them?"
"Oh, yes." Mandy nodded, sending another thrill through me.
"But you already did, earlier today, remember?"
"From a distance." She said, her eyes fixed on my hands. "And...I thought about them all night at work." She pushed her lips into that little girl pout, "Karen, please don't tease me."
Oh, how hot was that? I quickly stripped my top off and tossing it to the side, saw Mandy's pink tongue slide across her lips at the sight of my large breasts and hard, rose colored nipples.
"Oh my god, they're....wow." she shook her head, "They're beautiful."
She lifted her hand from her lap then began to lower it. I took her wrists in my hands and brought her to my yearning tits.
"Go ahead honey," I told her as I placed her palms over my nipples. "Play with them, they're all yours."



"They feel so...good!" she exclaimed as she began to squeeze them.
I moaned and sliding my hands under hers started rolling my nipples between my fingers. "Like this." I told her.
Mandy nodded and capturing my swollen buds between her fingers and thumbs started rubbing them.
"Oh, that's nice." I cooed, then pulling her left hand up to my lips said, "Let's make it even better."
I took the tips of her fingers into my mouth and started sucking on them. Mandy moaned deep in her throat as my tongue swirled around them and another wave of heat flowed between my thighs when I saw her starting to squirm on the bed. She was rubbing her thighs together and I could just imagine how wet those panties were getting. I placed her now wet fingers back on my nipple and laughed when with no prodding, she brought her other fingers to my lips.
"Oh, you are an eager little thing aren't you?"
"Sorry!" she blushed.
"Oh, no, honey, don't be sorry." I whispered as I teased the tip of my tongue across her finger tips. "That's why I'm here, for you to have anything you want!"
I quickly sucked her fingers into my mouth and after releasing them, groaned when she immediately brought them back into play. As Mandy continued to fondle my tits, I took her face in my hands and drew her into another long deep kiss. I was beginning to rock my hips, grinding my dripping pussy into the bed as Mandy eagerly accepted my tongue as her fingers remained busy. I placed my hands on her sides and sliding them up, grabbed the edges of her tank top. I tugged on it and removing my lips from hers, said, "Your turn, let me see those pretty tits of yours."
Mandy removed her hands from my tits and with a shy smile lifted her arms over her head. I paused briefly, savoring the moment and then pulled her top off and found myself staring at a pair of small, but beautifully shaped perky breasts with the most delicious little pink nipples I'd ever seen. Placing my hands under them, I cupped them and gave them a gentle squeeze amazed at how firm they were, ah the advantages of youth!
"You...do you like them?"
"Oh, honey, they're perfect," I whispered and using my thumbs began caressing he swollen nipples.
"Ohh, that feels sooo good!" she cooed, her eyes closing and her breasts heaving in my hands as her breathing grew heavier.
"Yes, they do." I told her, then released a sound of pleasure as her hands quickly found my nipples as I played with hers, "Hold them, for me."
Mandy placed her hands beneath my heavy tits and as she lifted them, I leaned forward, pressing my hard nipples against hers. I began to move side to side and we both sighed as our swollen nubs rubbed across each other. Mandy caught me by surprise by leaning over, her eyes closed and her lips seeking mine.
I gladly accepted her eager kiss and was surprised again as her tongue pushed into my mouth. She was pushing her tits harder into mine and releasing one of hers I wrapped my arm around her shoulder and placed my hand behind her head.
Leaning back, I put my hand under hers and lifting m right breast higher, pushed on the back of her head, "Suck on it," I said softly, "Just like you've thought about doing."
Mandy didn't need any further coaxing. Bringing her head down, she began flicking her soft wet tongue around my nipple.
"Yes!" I exclaimed, arching my back and shoving my tit into her face, "Just like that, now take it into your mouth for me!"
Mandy obeyed and my hand tightened in her long hair as she gently sucked my aching flesh into her hot little mouth. Mandy whimpered around my nipple, but began to suck harder and sliding my hand from her tit, I placed it on her soft stomach.
"The other one is jealous." I laughed, turning to the side and offering her my other nipple.
Mandy giggled and quickly took it between her lips. Her hand found my other nipple and I began to grind my hips harder into the bed, my pussy heating up as she began to take initiative and enjoy my body. I trailed my hand down her stomach and I felt her tense again as I teasingly trailed my nails along the top of her panties. I worked my fingers back and forth enjoying her nervousness as well as the attention of her sweet tongue and inexperienced, but eager fingers.
Then having teased myself enough, I slipped my hand into her panties and rested it on her pubic mound. My finger tips were right at the cleft of her pussy and I could feel the heat from between her legs.
"Oh," she moaned around my nipple, "I..."
Mandy's words were cut off by a gasp as I eased my fingers down and slid them through the soft, smooth, and incredibly wet lips of her pussy. I lingered there for a moment, then working them back up, found and rubbed her hard clit.
"Oh, fuck!" Mandy cried out, "I...I can't believe we're doing this!"
"Feeling's believing," I said softly as my fingers took another quick trip through her soft pussy.
I again paused at her clit, rubbing my fingers in a circle around it. Mandy moaned and her hips jerked, pushing her pussy into my touch. She was no longer sucking my nipple and I could feel her hot breath on it as she gasped while my fingers teased her sweet little button. Cupping her chin in my hand, I brought her face up and as my fingers lightly caressed her pussy, I kissed her. Mandy whimpered into my mouth as her hips pumped into my hand.
Taking her clit between my fingers, I squeezed it gently and breaking our kiss she whined, "Oh, Karen, please make me cum!"
Those words were amongst the hottest things I'd ever heard and placing my hand between her small breasts, I gave her a playful shove, "Lay back honey and let me give you what you need."
Mandy fell back onto the pillows and keeping my hand between her legs; I leaned over her and all but devoured her perfect little tit. Mandy cried out as I sucked not only her nipple, but half of her breast into my mouth. I sucked hard on it, before releasing her soft flesh and tonguing her swollen pink nipple.
"Oh, yes!" she purred, her arm going around me and her small hand caressing my back, "Suck on it!"
"Listen to you," I laughed, "Naughty little thing aren't you?"
"I want it sooo bad!" she whimpered as I began swirling my tongue faster around her hard flesh.
I switched over to tonguing her other equally pretty titty, and as I did worked my fingers down and eased one inside of her. Mandy let out a low moan and I did as well. Goddamn did my sweet neighbor have one hell of hot, tight, little box. I sucked on her nipple as my finger slowly pumped in and out of her. Mandy squeezed my shoulder while closing her legs, trapping my hand between her trembling thighs. She whimpered again and started squirming, rubbing her legs up and down.
Her reaction caused my hips to move as well, my pussy yearning for her young touch. But I was the one who needed to show some patience tonight. Even still, I could certainly get some pleasure while giving my young student some. Removing her precious nipple from my mouth, I whispered, "Let's take these panties off, they're in the way, no?"
"You...you'll put your hand back there, won't you?" She asked, her large eyes staring into mine.
"Of course I will!" I told her, "And," I playfully wagged my tongue at her. "Maybe something else!"
"Really?" she gasped, "You'll really suck on my...." She blushed furiously, before adding, "Pussy?"
"Honey, I can't wait to taste you! But I can't until...."
I stopped speaking and laughed when moving quickly; Mandy drew her legs up, lifted her hips and started to tug her panties down.
"Let me." I said.
Backing down the bed, I slid over in front of her raised legs and grabbing the sides of her underwear, began easing them up her legs. I licked my lips at the way the crotch of her panties had to be peeled from her sopping slit. I worked them up her legs, my eyes focused between her thighs and I was not disappointed by what I saw. Mandy's smooth pink pussy, was glistening as it winked out at me from between her firm thighs.
I could feel my own hands beginning to tremble as I slid the panties past her knees. Mandy bent them for me and after sliding the underwear past her feet, I couldn't help placing them to my face and taking a deep breath.
"Now who's naughty?" Many giggled.
"Me," I smiled and then made a show of licking the sopping crotch of the panties.
A shudder went through me at the taste of her sweet juice and dropping the panties, I grabbed her ankles. I paused to flick my tongue playfully across the purple tips of her toes, getting another giggle from her, then spread her legs open and eased them down to the bed. My eyes were still locked onto her sweet snatch and the fact she was less than half my age, sent another thrill through me. I'd always pretty much been with women my age and having this inexperienced young thing naked in front of me made me pretty sure I was going to expand my preferred age group!
"Do you like her?"
"Like her? Honey, I am going to love her!"
"Take yours off?" she asked, with a smile that was now as mischievous as it was shy.
"Whatever you want."
I eased myself off the bed and turning around grabbed the sides of my shorts and made a show of shimmying them down my thighs. When my ass was exposed, I bent over and shook my hips back and forth as I pushed them down past my knees. I looked back over my shoulder to see Mandy staring between my thighs and her big brown eyes were now far from innocent. There was a look of lust in them as she took in my own smooth wet pussy that sent a shiver through me.
Feeling playful, I stood up and taking my hair in my hands, lifted it over my head and gave her a sexy shake, before turning around and doing it again, shook my tits at her.
"Do you like?"
"Karen, you're...." she paused then whispered, "So hot!"
I laughed and putting my hands on the bed looked her in the eye, "And you, Mandy, are one pretty little kitty, now how about I make you purr?"
"I...wow."
Mandy stopped, when placing my knees up on the bed I began to slowly crawl up the length of her slender nude body. I kept my chest low so my hard nipples would rub along her leg and my ass would be pointed in the air. At this point her eyes were glazed over with desire and her tongue made its way across her soft lips. Her legs were spread and swinging my left over hers, I straddled it and moaned at the feeling of my hot wet pussy sliding along her soft leg.
Mandy's chest was heaving, causing her small breasts to jiggle invitingly and taking them up on it; I stopped moving and took her left nipple into my mouth. Mandy's hands wrapped around me and to my delight she pulled me down further into her chest. She also started moving her leg back and forth between mine and my own breathing picked up as her smooth skin rubbed against my aching clit.
I moved up higher, and lowering my head again, shook it back and forth, causing my hair to tease across her sensitive nipples. Mandy moaned loudly and her leg moved faster against my hot flesh as her entire body started wiggling beneath me. Her need to cum was like nothing I'd ever seen and I was enjoying it as much as I could without cruelly teasing her. Leaning over further I kept moving side to side, but now it was my hard nipples passing over her lips.
I gasped when she flicked her tongue out, catching them as they passed and I was unable to hold back a soft whimper of my own. I stopped moving, allowing her to capture my right nipple and suck it into her warm wet mouth. Even as she sucked on it, Mandy's hands found my shoulders and pushed against them.
"You trying to tell me something?" I smiled down at her.
"Please..." she begged, "Please lick my pussy! I need it!"
"Hmm," I love that." I told her, "Tell you what, keep moving your leg back and forth like that and I will."
"That feel good?"
"Really good." I wasn't lying as my hips were moving of their own accord, grinding my clit against her thigh.
"Good." She smiled, "I...I want to make you feel good too!"
"Oh, you will." I told her.
Even as I spoke I was working my way back down and after stopping to briefly tongue each nipple, I placed my tongue hard against her stomach and trailed it down as I made my way towards her yearning pussy. I moaned as I slid along her leg and stayed with my legs curled beneath me so her knee was now against my pussy as I was now confronted with hers. I placed my hands on her soft thighs enjoying the way they were trembling and licked my lips at the sight of my best friend's daughters pink little slit oozing inches from my face.
I suppose I should feel some remorse for doing this, but as I inhaled and rolled my eyes back at the intoxicating scent of Mandy's pussy the only thing I felt was pure lust. Sliding my hands inward, I slipped my fingers between her soft lips and spreading them open blew lightly on her clit. Mandy moaned and her hips lifted, straining to push her pussy into my face. I turned my head and after teasingly tonguing her thigh could no longer hold back.
Spreading her wider I lowered my tongue and plunged it directly inside of her hot little box.
"Oh, Karen!"
Mandy cried out as my tongue sank deep into her hot flesh and started swirling around inside her. I sucked hard and was rewarded with a mouthful of her delicious juice. Mandy was moaning and squirming and I moaned into her pussy as her knee was pushing against my swollen clit. I started rocking back and forth causing not only my rigid tongue to slide in and out of her pussy, but my pussy to rub harder along her leg.
I could feel my legs starting to tremble with the need to cum and had no doubt I was going to be making a hot wet mess on Mandy's innocent knee within minutes. Speaking of hot wet messes, I definitely wanted one in my face and ceasing my fucking of her hole with my tongue, I removed it and began working up through the soft wet folds of my young lover's pussy. Mandy released a long groan and placing her hands in my hair began playing with it.
Spurred on by her touch, I found her clit and after tracing a slow circle around it, took it between my lips.
"Oh my god!" Mandy moaned as I began sucking gently on it.
Her hands tightened in my hair and her hips started rocking faster as keeping her clit I my mouth I swirled my tongue around it. I released her pussy, keeping her lips spread by having my face buried in it. Sliding one hand up her soft stomach, I captured her right nipple between my fingers and as I began toying with it, slipped two fingers of my other hand into her incredibly tight pussy.
"Easy." She groaned as I worked them in all the way to my knuckles, "Oh, please go easy!"
I left my fingers still, letting her pussy stretch around them as I started expertly flicking my tongue across her sweet clit. Mandy started moving her hips again and my fingers remained unmoving as I let her work them in and out with her movements. Mandy was breathing hard and looking up I saw her face was flushed red and she was sweating despite the air conditioning. Her eyes were closed and her lips were parted.
At that moment it dawned on me how truly precious she was and the sound of her now continuous moans coming from between those perfect lips began to push me over the edge. I started rubbing my clit faster into her leg and my tongue followed suit, swirling in hard fast circles around her adorable pink button.
Mandy's moans were getting louder and her hips were pumping hard into my fingers. Initially I had wanted to take my time, tease her and make her first orgasm from a woman one she would never forget, but now I figured we could take our time with the next one.
This of course was a bit selfish on my part as I could feel my body gathering itself as I rode her knee as hard as I could. I began moving my fingers back and forth, matching the rhythm of her hips and thrusting them deeper into her hot pussy.
"Oh, my god, oh my god," Mandy began moaning, "Karen, I...I think I'm going to...."
"Cum for me!" I paused in my licking, "Go ahead honey, don't hold back, cum nice and hard for me!"
I resumed my licking, my tongue dancing across her clit with a skill gained from years of loving practice and driving my fingers hard into her pussy, I gave her nipple a slight pinch. Mandy gasped and her hips lifted higher than before and stayed there. I could feel her thighs shaking violently against my shoulders and taking her tongue between my lips I began sucking on it hard enough to cause my lips to make wet smacking sounds.
'Oh yes!" Mandy cried out as her pussy convulsed around my fingers.
I smiled around her clit as her hips began bucking wildly and her pussy ground hard into my face. Mandy cried out again and again as her orgasm crashed through her young body and as I continued to suck on her hard button I had no doubt that this was the hardest she had ever cum and knew that from this point on it would only be doing so at the touch of a woman.
"Yes, oh, Karen, oh yes! Don't stop!" she cried.
I continued licking and pumping my fingers as her already tight pussy clamped around my fingers and her body writhed and squirmed beneath the power of her climax. Speaking of climax's I clamped my pegs tightly around hers and leaning back to press my clit more firmly against her knee started grinding my hips in a circular motion.
Between the sound of Mandy's cries of pleasure and how worked up I was a matter of a minute before my pussy contracted and lifting my ass in the air, I released a long loud squeal into Mandy's still quivering pussy. Even though I was in full control of my orgasm, I called out to her, "Keep moving your leg honey, Make me cum for you!"
Mandy started sliding her leg back and forth and I cried out even louder into her hot flesh as my orgasm tore through me. I moved my hips as quickly as I could, sliding my wet convulsing flesh against her hard knee and squealing as she shoved her pussy harder into my still moving tongue. Mandy's back arched and after releasing a long shuddering moan her body relaxed and she slumped back onto the bed.
She kept her leg moving however and no longer concentrating on licking her pussy I lifted my head and screamed as the surprisingly hard orgasm sent waves of pleasure through me.
I released a long breath of my own as the last of the climax flowed through me and as I lay there panting with my face resting on Mandy's hot thigh, I whispered, "Thank you for allowing me to be the first one to kiss you properly."
Mandy giggled and asked, "I...I made you cum?"
"Couldn't you tell?" I asked as I forced myself up onto my knees. "Honey, I came hard!"
"Good," she nodded, "I...I did too." She blushed, "But I wanted to make you cum, you know, like you did me."
"Oh, are you saying you want to lick my pussy?" I asked with a laugh.
"Can I?" she asked, her brown eyes wide again.
My answer was to roll over onto my back and slowly spread my legs for her. I winked and made a come here gesture with my finger. Mandy gave me another of those pussy warming giggles and sitting up, quickly rolled over on top of me. I grabbed the back of her head and pulled her down into a long hard kiss. I shoved my tongue in her mouth and heard her moan as she tasted herself from it. Her hand had made its way between us and was playing with my nipple, but as she had done, I pushed on her shoulder.
Mandy took the hint and with a laugh quickly slid down the bed. As I had done, not only did she pause to give my tits some attention with her sweet little tongue, but straddled my leg and I moaned at the feeling of wetness she left along my leg as she worked her way down between my thighs. She stopped propped up on her forearms and staring longingly at my pussy.
"Don't be shy," I told her, "Give your good friend Karen a kiss."
Mandy giggled and leaning forward did just that. My hips twitched as her soft lips gave me a long lingering kiss and just as she removed her lips, I felt her tongue dart out across my clit. She leaned back and licking her lips, leaned in again and this time her tongue boldly traced a circle around my swollen button as her finger started rubbing up and down between my lips.



I moaned softly and started sliding my foot back and forth, causing my knee to rub across her sopping wet pussy. Mandy groaned and I saw her ass begin moving back and forth as she started rocking along my leg.
Her tongue circled my clit once more before sliding down and to my surprise sliding inside me. I cried out at the feeling of her little pink tongue moving around inside my pussy and even better was the sight of that pretty little face between my thighs. She made a loud slurping sound as she imitated me and got a nicer mouthful of my sticky fluid and as she eased her tongue out, she looked up at me with those big brown eyes and smiled.
The sight of those eyes along with her cheeks glistening from my pussy caused me to start rocking my hips in anticipation of cumming in that beautiful face,
"Put your fingers inside," I told her as I slid my hands down and started rubbing her soft back, "Fuck me with them, nice and hard."
"Oh just like that!" I groaned as she immediately plunged two of her slender fingers inside me.
Damn, women my age didn't listen this well! Mandy started thrusting her fingers in and out and without being told her lips found my clit and started working softly against it. My hands left her shoulders and as she watched, I cupped my breasts and began teasing my nipples with my thumbs. Even as she stared, transfixed by the sight of me fondling myself, her pink tongue went to work sliding around my excited button.
Despite the fact I had cum only minutes ago I could feel my body starting to gear up for another one. Mandy's tongue was moving in faster circles and I began breathing heavier. Every once in a while her tongue slipped or she slowed up, or started trying to lick in the other direction. Each time she did, it moved me away from cumming, but I didn't complain. I just lay there moaning softly and enjoying the young beauty between my thighs doing the best she could to please me.
Her pussy was moving faster along my thigh and I could feel her breathing harder into my pussy. Her tongue caught a good rhythm and I started moving my hips in slow circles, matching her motion. I was getting close, when she stopped again and speaking softly, I told her, "Just suck on it honey, in and out, nice and hard, you won't hurt me okay?"
"O...okay." She nodded, then pouted, "S...sorry I'm not very good at it."
"Oh, honey," I told her, "You're making me feel soooo good! But I'm right there and we have all night to play! Just make me cum again for you!"
"All night?" her eyes widened and she smiled, "I...I was thinking all weekend."
"All..." I returned her stare then laughed, "Mandy, you better suck that clit before I roll you over and ride your face because after that I want to cum and fast!"
Mandy laughed, and once again perfectly following orders, took my clit between her soft full lips and began sucking hard and fast.
"Yes, now move your fingers.....Right there!" I told her as she began plunging her fingers hard enough into me to cause wet sucking sounds as she slid them out.
I caught my nipples between my fingers and squeezing them hard started twisting them back and forth as I pumped my hips into Mandy's slender fingers and eager mouth. I focused on Mandy's face engrossed by the sight of her between my thighs, her mouth fastened to my pussy. Better yet were her closed eyes and the small sounds of pleasure emanating from her as she licked me. Her hips were rocking and as my gaze shifted to that round little ass, I knew I would have to eat her from behind next time around.
My thought returned to her mouth as she started sucking even harder and my hips were now off the bed, my back arching as my body prepared for its impending release. I gave my nipples a pinch and thrusting my hips hard into her fingers, threw my head back and wailed in ecstasy. Startled, Mandy's mouth started to leave my pussy. Moving quickly, I grabbed her hair and roughly shoved her face back between my legs, while hooking my right leg around her shoulders.
My left was pinned between hers, but I was able to hold her mouth to my clit as my hips bucked and I released several loud squeals as my pussy convulsed in her face. To her credit, Mandy didn't release and continued to suck as my body writhed at the mercy of an even stronger orgasm than before. I cried out as one more powerful wave flowed through me, then dropped my leg down as my body collapsed back onto the bed.
Mandy looked up and with a pout started rubbing her pussy on my leg.
"I...can I cum again? I...hey!"
Mandy yelped as sitting up quickly, I pushed her shoulder, sending her sprawling onto her back. Sliding my leg from beneath her I got on my knees between her legs and plunging two fingers into her pussy, pressed the fingers of my other hand to her clit and started rubbing hard and fast.
'Fuck!" Mandy yelled as this time I wasn't being slow and gentle, but was all but attacking her young pussy.
She didn't seem to mind as she lay back, moaning and gasping as my fingers plundered her pussy and pressed hard into her swollen button. I curled my fingers inside her, causing her to squeal and releasing her pussy began to slap it gently with the flat part of my fingers. I wasn't striking her hard, but quickly found a rhythm to match my plunging fingers. Mandy's mouth was wide open and as she moaned and squirmed, her hands found her nipples.
Her eyes were closed and her sweat soaked hair was now sticking to her face. Her hips were thrusting into my busy hands and I started slapping her pussy harder and faster.
"I...yes, yes..." she was gasping, "I...oh my fucking god!" she screamed.
Mandy's pussy tightened around my fingers and she cried out loudly as her pussy convulsed around my fingers. I cried out as well as a stream of sticky fluid squirted from her pussy and up my arm. A second squirt of her hot fluid splattered on my stomach and Mandy was bucking wildly beneath me as my fingers continued to work the inside of her pussy. I pressed my fingers against her clit and rubbed it in circles until I was rewarded with another stream of her sweet juice. Mandy released a loud whimper and begged, "Please...please stop!"
I eased my fingers from inside her and as she watched, panting, sucked my fingers into my mouth.
'I...oh, wow." She laughed, "I never came like that before."
"You will again, now that you know what you want." I said, as I lay down on my side next to her. Kissing her cheek, I remembered her mother's words and with a laugh said, "Welcome to the club!"
Mandy gave me a tired laugh and with a satisfied sigh, closed her eyes as she said, "That was sooo much better than I thought it would be."
We lay there silently for a few minutes, then as much as I hated to kill the mood, I began, "Honey, this was amazing, but we...you know, wouldn't be able to all the time. You know with your..."
"Mom, I know." She opened her eyes and turned to look at me. "But...uh, maybe sometimes?"
"We'll see." I told her, even though I could definitely see some occasional girl time in our future. "But right now, I think it's time you put your new found experience to good use and..."
"Kelly.:" she said with a smile.
"Yes, next time she's here I think you'll do just fine when it comes to making a first move."
"Yeah." She nodded
"In fact, have her over tomorrow night. I'll cover for you with your mom."
"Umm, maybe next week for Kelly."
"Why, you...."
Mandy stopped me, by giving me a soft sweet kiss and saying, "I...I was hoping we could play for the weekend. Especially if this might be our only time. I want to play some more.
"Yeah," I smiled, "You want me to spend tomorrow night too?"
"No."
"No?" I asked, confused, "I thought...."
"Tomorrow I want to play in your bed." Mandy said with a mischievous smile. "I want to play everywhere, can we?"
"Anything you want honey, "I laughed, "I'm here to help!"
"Good!" To my surprise, Mandy rolled off the bed and reaching out, grabbed my hand
"Where are we going?" I asked, as I allowed her to pull me into a sitting position.
"The pool!" she laughed, "Your house is the only one that faces the pool and it's late, let's go skinny dipping!"
As I forced my tired legs to stand and she began pulling me towards the door, I thought that even though she didn't know it yet, Kelly was going to be one lucky girl who owed me a lot!
*
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"Jeez, people are pigs!" Sam said from behind me.
"You can say that again," I replied, looking at a dirty diaper that was stuck in a bush. "Christ, I'm glad I'm wearing gloves!"
Gingerly pulling the diaper from between the branches, I dropped it in one of the two large green trash bags I was dragging along with me. The first was for cans and bottles, the second for any other garbage I found.
"What was it?" Sam asked. "Was it grosser than the nasty sandwich I found that almost made me puke?"
"It was a diaper." Turning to her, I grinned. "With nasty clumps of shit, so I think I'm ahead in the gross competition."
Sam straightened up from the bush she was behind and shrugged. "Okay, I'll give you that one, but only because we're not done yet and I have a feeling I'll find worse."
"We'll see." I pointed. "Remember, winner pays for the next horror movie we check out."
"Then save your money. There's a new crappy-looking zombie thing out next week." Sam laughed. "And this time I want a large popcorn, no cheaping out, Justin."
"If that's the case, I won't go easy on you. I want a slushy and a box of duds."
"You're dating a dud, why would you want a box of them?" Sam grinned, waiting for me to take the bait.
Unable to help it, I said, "At least I'm dating someone. When was your last date?"
"I'd rather be alone than with a bitch," she replied, removing her Red Sox cap and wiping the sweat from her forehead.
"Jen's not a bitch. Why do you always call her that?"
"Because she is. Maybe you'd see it of you'd stop thinking about her tits."
"What can I say?" I laughed. "She has nice tits."
"I know. In fact, everyone knows. It's not like she doesn't flaunt them."
"If you had them, you'd flaunt them." I smirked, knowing it was a touchy subject.
"I have tits!" Sam snapped, biting on my joke. "I just don't strut around showing them off."
"I know," I said, pointing to the pink Red Sox T-shirt she was wearing. "Is that your brother's? It looks too big."
"I dress comfortable, okay?" She walked around the bush, dragging her trash bag behind her along with the backpack she'd brought. "I don't need to show what I have." She gave her head a toss, sending her long brown braid whipping around. "If a guy wants to go out with me, I want it to be because he likes me, not because he likes my ass."
"You have an ass in those jeans? I could have sworn you left it at home."
Sam looked at the back of the baggy black jeans she was wearing.
I laughed. "What are you doing, looking for it?"
"Why are you being a dick to me today?" she asked, her dark brown eyes flashing. "I'm spending my Saturday helping you score brownie points for that little snot, and you're making fun of me!"
"Whoa!" I put my hands up defensively. "Hey, Sam, I'm only busting your chops. Since when did you get so sensitive?"
"I am not defensive." She stopped in front of me and dropped the bag "But I get a little tired of the jokes sometimes, and not just from you." She sighed. "At least you don't call me a dyke."
"I'd never say that," I told her, coming around the bush. "Who said that about you?"
"Those idiots, Joe and Dave." Sam waved her hand. "I should just look at the source and let it go."
"I work with Dave. Next time I see him, I'll tell him to cut the shit or I'll kick his scrawny ass."
"I don't need you sticking up for me," she told me. "Those two idiots are like Beavis and Butthead. They don't matter."
"Matters if you're mad."
"I'm just in a mood, I guess, but what matters is you'd stick up for me." She rolled her eyes. "God knows my brother wouldn't."
"Hey, that's what friends are for, right?"
"Right." Sam looked around the stand of trees in Carson's Park I had volunteered to clean as part of Jen's Earth Day weekend. "And I guess they're for helping to pick up bottles and skeezy trash, too."
"Yeah." Removing my sunglasses, I pulled my shirt up and wiped my face. "I appreciate it, Sam. Tell you what, I'll treat next movie."
She raised her eyebrows. "Large popcorn?"
"Large popcorn, and I'll even splurge for two drinks instead of two straws."
"Ohhh, treat me like that and this girl will get spoiled!" Batting her long lashes at me, she widened her big brown eyes. "Thank you for my own personal soda, Justin! Can I have snowcaps, too?"
"Now you're pushing it."
"Please?" She pushed her lips out in a pout.
"That's not fair," I told her.
"Please, oh, please?" She then made her lower lip tremble, and I sighed dramatically.
"Yes, you can have snowcaps, but we share those."
"Deal!" She clapped her gloved hands and jumped up and down like a little kid.
I laughed. "You're too cute."
"Really?"
"Yeah, you remind me of my little cousin when you do that."
"Oh." She frowned. "I guess there's worse things."
"Well"—I put my hand up, knowing I'd made a mistake—"you're cute in other ways, too. You're pretty."
"Think so?" She looked at me dubiously.
"Oh, yeah. You're real cute. You know, like girl-next-door cute."
"I'll take that." She smiled.
"Yeah, and a lot of guys like that—not hot, but cute."
"You need to learn when to shut up, Justin."
"Sorry, I meant—"
"Want to take a break?" interrupting me. "We're about halfway through. The playground will be a lot quicker, so how about lunch and we finish up in one shot from here?"
I slapped my forehead. "Lunch? Shit, I didn't think of that! You want to take a run down to the—"
"I figured you would." Walking past me, Sam sat underneath a large tree and unzipped the backpack, pulling out a yellow can and tossing it to me. "Yoo-hoo?"
"My favorite!" I caught the can and popped the top as I sat facing Sam under the tree.
"I know," she said, producing a plastic container with two sandwiches in it. "Just like I know Pastrami and cheese is your favorite."
"Spicy mustard?" My mouth watered as I took the container.
"But of course!"
As Sam pulled out a bottle of Mountain Dew and a banana, I removed my work gloves and chugged half the Yoo-hoo.
"Wow, these go down too easy," I said.
"Kind of like Jen," Sam replied, kicking her sneakers off and stretching her long legs out in front of me. "And go ahead and finish it. I brought you two."
"Jen's not a slut, Sam. I told you we've been dating six months and we haven't done anything but make out."
"Didn't say she went down on you," Sam said, just loud enough for me to catch it.
"Really, Sam?"
"Really, Justin." She paused, peeled the banana, and shoved it in her mouth, bobbing her head up and down as if she were blowing it. Then she winked. "Just like that to anyone that pays attention to her."
I didn't answer right away. The sight of Sam easily slipping most of the banana down her throat had caught me by surprise. Not that it should have. Sam not only dressed like a guy, but also had a dirtier mouth and mind then most of the ones I knew. She ruined the image by biting the tip off.
Collecting myself, I went on the defensive. "Look, Jen's like me. She was raised to take sex seriously and that's why we haven't done anything yet. She thinks you should only have sex once you really care about the other person."
"She's a very caring person."
"Knock it off, Samantha!" She was pissing me off at this point.
"Samantha?" She grinned. "You never call me that. Truth hurt?"
"Why do you care? You've done nothing but rag on Jen since I started going out with her. You say she's stuck up and slutty and you barely know her. What's your problem?"
"That I care about you and think you're getting used." Sam took the last bite of the banana and tossed the peel into her backpack. "Look at today. She's this big green freak and says Earth Day is such a big deal, but you're here and where is she?"
"She's in Jamestown cleaning up the cove. She doesn't have a lot of people helping, so she spread us out."
"Yeah, she's spreading all right. My sister says her ex-boyfriend is part of the cleanup. I think he's ..." She snapped her fingers. "At the beach. You can think what you want, but there's no way in hell she isn't fucking Rob and who knows who else. She's using you, Justin, but I guess you'll have to find that out yourself."
I stared at her and frowned. I had heard Jen's ex, Rob, was sniffing around, but whenever I mentioned it she got mad and said I was acting jealous and shouldn't worry. When I'd pushed, Jen had brought up Sam and how much time I spent with her and how she wasn't jealous.
Watching Sam unwrap a peanut butter and jelly sandwich and begin eating, I recalled how I had told Jen that Sam and I had been best friends since middle school, and that we'd never been more.
Jen had insisted that was because that's how I saw it, claiming Sam had a thing for me, that I was too naïve to see it. Just like Sam was telling me I was naïve thinking Jen was waiting for the right time with me.
I was well aware I tended to take people at face value and was a little too trusting; but in these cases I was right. Sam was a good friend and had zero interest in being anything but, just as I had no interest in her as a girl.
I was also sure Jen wasn't fucking around. Unlike me, Jen had been with someone before, and most likely more than just Ron. Then again, I was the only person my age I knew who hadn't been with anyone.
But after my mother had discovered my asshole father had been fucking anything in sight for years, she raised me to believe that sex should be special the first time, with someone who meant something.
I not only agreed with her, but swore to her that I would be a better man than my father and would wait until I met someone special. Not that it had been easy. Although I'd never met anyone who I had a serious interest in until Jen, there had been a few girls who'd made it more than clear we could have some fun.
Sometimes I wondered if I wasn't being an idiot waiting, passing up on some chances for a good time. But my mother was thrilled with my promise to make my first time meaningful and that had pretty much trapped me into keeping my word. There were times I thought I could just fool around and she would never know, but that would make me a lying dog no better than my father.
How many women you screwed didn't make you a man; keeping your word to someone you loved did. And I swore to keep my vow and not be a dog in heat. I did, however, know enough not to tell anyone. That didn't mean I had to advertise the fact I was a virgin, though. Any girl who had been interested in just a good time, I made up the excuse I was dating someone. And I was way too smart to tell any of the guys.
Sam knew because Sam pretty much knew everything about me, just as I knew more about her than her own brother and sister. We'd met in fifth grade when we'd been put together as lab partners and had immediately become good friends. We both enjoyed the same books, movies, and video games, and had the same laid-back personalities. Where we were different was when it came to what people thought about us.
Sam pretty much marched to the beat of her own drummer dressing like a tomboy and watching football and bad horror movies while spending more time around me and my friends than the other girls.
I, on the other hand, wore brand name clothes and took a lot of care with my appearance. Enough for Sam, along with my mother, to teasingly refer to me as a 'pretty boy' who generally tried to put myself out there as cool.
I looked down at Sam's legs stretched out in front of me. Her feet were bare, and my eyes lingered on the butterfly tattoo on the top of her left foot. I let my gaze wander up her long legs, which I had to assume were under the baggy jeans. While she looked to her left watching the kids who were running around the small playground, I focused on her chest.
There was nothing visible in the loose shirt. Not for the first time, I wondered what she had under there. I wasn't interested in the sense that I wanted her, but in the years I'd known her I'd never seen Sam wear anything tight or even slightly revealing.
She never attended any school dances and even when we went swimming a few times she wore shorts and a T-shirt. That was pretty much the only time I'd seen her legs, which although on the slender side, looked pretty good.
I went back to looking at the tattoo. It was colorful and in what I considered a sexy spot, yet she rarely even wore sandals to show it off. Her toenails were painted black, and I noticed a silver ring around her middle toe.
Sam had once commented she had a boyfriend who liked her feet. I idly wondered if that was why she had gotten the tattoo and wore the ring. Not wanting to look like I was staring, I glanced up.
Sam had finished eating and was resting her head against the tree with her eyes closed. I'd meant what I said; she was cute. Sam never wore makeup but didn't seem to need to. Her skin was smooth and her cheeks had a natural color to them, and she had the longest eyelashes I'd ever seen.
Those lashes, along with her huge brown eyes, she used to good effect on me, as well as her older siblings and her father. Her mother had the same eyes and would always tell Sam to knock it off, that she had created that look and was immune to it.
The use of her big eyes was usually coupled with her pushing her lips into a little-girl pout. Sam's lips were full, and I'd once overheard a couple of guys saying she had blow-job lips. I flashed back to a couple of minutes ago when she made a show of blowing the banana and how her lips had looked wrapped around it. I shook my head.
Taking a bite of the sandwich, I looked back down at her foot, wondering what the hell a guy would do with her feet. I moved away from that image, thinking things were getting bad when I was starting to think about Sam's sexual escapades.
But all that would change, and soon. A smile crossed my face at the thought of what I had planned for tomorrow night. Mom and her boyfriend Bill were leaving this afternoon to go visit friends in New Hampshire and wouldn't be home until Monday.
Jen had been hinting that she was getting comfortable enough to want to sleep together, and when I mentioned my mom would be away for the weekend, she asked if I wanted company.
Jen, who was pretty much Sam's opposite was blonde with baby-blue eyes. Whereas Sam was tall and a little on the skinny side, Jen was short with a pair of huge tits that, as Sam had said, she did flaunt. Her ass was damn fine too and she wasn't shy about showing it off.
I couldn't wait to get a look at those tits, to feel them, suck on them, and maybe even get my cock between them like in the dirty movies I got off to every night.
Well, tomorrow night I'd be getting off with the real thing. The idea of having Jen naked in my bed caused my cock to swell. At the same time, a twinge of nerves fluttered though my stomach. Jen didn't know it was my first time.
I supposed I should have mentioned it, but she had experience and I didn't want to look like an idiot. But now that it seemed the time had finally arrived, I was going to be nervous with only porn videos to go by and with a girl who'd done it before. What if I went off quick or didn't get her off quick enough? What if—
"Why are you staring at my foot?"
I looked up. "Huh?"
"You keep looking at my feet." Sam wiggled her toes. "Something wrong with them?"
"No, they look fine."
"You think my feet are fine?" She laughed. "You have a foot fetish?"
"Of course not!" Not wanting to be teased, I turned the conversation in another direction. "So why do you do that?"
"What?" She frowned, looking at her feet. "The tattoo?"
"Yeah, that and the nails and the ring. You hardly ever wear sandals, even when it's hot, so what's the point?"
"The point is I know it's there and I like how the ring looks." Sam shrugged. "I do it for me, not anyone else."
I grinned at her. "What about foot boy?"
"I didn't get the tattoo for him. I had just gotten it when I met him." She winked. "But he said it made a hell of a bull's-eye."
"Eww!" I scrunched my face up. "TMI!"
Sam giggled. "But anyway, it's about what's on the inside, Justin—not the outside."
"I get that with feelings and stuff, but why does it matter with looks?"
"Because vain people are shallow people." Sam reached out and put her hand on my leg. "But you're different, though. You dress like the cool jerk, but you're a great guy."
"I don't dress like—"
"Bullshit!" She pointed at my sunglasses. "How much were those things?"
"A hundred, but they're Foster—"
"Mine came from the dollar store and they do the trick." She pulled on my shorts. "What brand are these?"
"They're—" I started, but she continued.
"And that's an Abercrombie and Fitch T-shirt you're wiping your sweaty face on. What was that, thirty dollars? And you're wearing it to clean up a park." Pointing at her shirt, she said, "This shirt was ten dollars and the jeans were the same on sale. My whole outfit with my sneakers is less than your damn shorts."
"It shows." I smirked.
The look on Sam's face told me I'd made a mistake, and she quickly made me pay for it. "You would never have made that crack before you started going with Jen."
"Oh, come on! I'm just busting your chops."
"Oh, that's all? Okay, how about this one? I dress like a poor tomboy and you're mister GQ, pretty boy, but which one of us is still a virgin?"
"What the hell kind of crack is that?" I put the sandwich down. "What's that got to do with anything?"
"Well, you think I'm so plain and dress so crappy, but I've had a couple of guys who had no problem wanting to get to know me better."
"So what? I've had chances, but I promised my mother I'd try to do it the right way. You decided to spread your legs when you had the chance."
"Are you saying I'm a slut?"
"Of course not! You know better than that. But you know that's a touchy subject with me."
"But you never think anything bothers me." Sam waved her hand disgustedly at me. "You really do treat me like a guy."
"I ... I treat you like a friend. Since when do I need to treat you all girly?"
"You don't, but then again you've never treated a girly have you?" She raised her eyebrows after that one, as if daring me to top it.
"Guess you got me on that one," I said with a casual shrug. "But tell you what, how about you ask me again after this weekend?"
Sam's eyes narrowed. "What's that supposed to mean?"
"It means, I just might..."
My phone went off and I couldn't help smiling when "You don't know You're Beautiful" blared from it. It was Jen. The timing couldn't have been better.
"Like she doesn't think she's beautiful." Sam muttered
"Hey, sweetie." I bit my lip not to laugh at the disgusted look on her face.
"Hey, hot stuff!" Jen chirped in my ear. "How goes park detail?"
"Halfway," I told her. "It'll be done in a couple hours."
"Wow! That was quick!"
Hopefully she wouldn't be saying that in my ear in bed, I thought, but said, "I have some help."
"That's great! More the merrier! I'm surprised you could rope any of your friends into getting up on Saturday morning."
"They didn't. Sam's helping me out." Even as I said it, I wondered why I brought her up.



"Sam?" Jen laughed. "I can see that. She doesn't look like the kind of girl who minds getting her hands dirty. Probably didn't even have to worry about what clothes to wear. She looks like that every"
"Jen." I turned around, putting my back to Sam and speaking lower. "I've told you about that. Why do you always pick on her?"
"Why do you always defend her?"
"Because she's my best friend."
"Men and women can't be best friends. One of them always ends up wanting it to be more."
"Wise for your eighteen years," I told her.
"It's true." She sighed. "You hang with her because she's like a guy, but without the attitude, and she hangs with you because she ... well, she proves my point."
"That again? Come on, Jen. I've told you Sam's just a buddy."
"You see it that way. But anyway, thank you so much for helping me with this, Justin! Earth Day's in the middle of the week, so this Saturday is really the best chance we had to get a lot done."
"No problem." Sensing movement, I looked over my shoulder to see Sam slipping her sneakers back on. "So, what are you doing tonight? My mom is leaving in a few hours."
Sam got up and putting her Red Sox cap on backwards she grabbed her trash bag and headed for another clump of bushes leaving the backpack behind.
"Well, seeing it's going to take a good part of the day up here, we thought we would make the most of it and throw a little party, make a fire, hang out, have some fun."
"Really?" Recalling Rob was there, I felt more than a twinge of unease. "How about I come up?"
"Well ..." Jen paused, and the twinge grew into a twisting sensation in my stomach.
"Well, what?"
"Look, Justin, sometimes I just want to hang out with friends and, you know, not always be with someone."
"What's that supposed to mean?" I said, raising my voice and glancing over at Sam to see if she had noticed, but she was on her knees pulling beer bottles out from underneath the bushes.
"Hey, don't get mad, baby," Jen purred. "I just want to chill with some people I haven't seen in a while, okay?"
"I just figured—"
"Now, tomorrow, on the other hand," she said, giggling, "rumor has it my hot boyfriend is going to have his place all to himself until the next day. Hmmm."
My jealousy was quickly replaced by another twinge, but this one lower than my stomach.
"You know, Justin, you've been so sweet about waiting for me, I think it's time you and I got a lot closer."
"You do?" It wasn't exactly smooth, but I couldn't think about anything but Jen in my bed looking up at me with those big blue eyes, her naked body moving against mine.
"I do, baby. I have some things to do in the morning, but how about I come over around three?"
"Yeah, that sounds great."
"I'll see you then, baby." Jen released a sweet sigh into the phone that caused my cock to throb and added, "I'm going to so make it worth you waiting."
Jen had no idea how long I had really waited. Grinning like an idiot, I said, "I'm sure you'll more than make it up to me."
"Oh, I will, and I have to thank you for your help today, too, so I'll have to find something fun to wear, and come up with a proper way to show my appreciation."
I was hard as a rock from just her talking about coming over and had to adjust my shorts around my aching dick.
"Justin, speaking of your help ... You know there's a little competition going on at school for which team can do the most clean-up this weekend?"
"Yeah."
"Well, seeing you're going to get done so early, would you mind doing that little playground over on Smith Street?"
"Um, well, I was thinking of—" I started.
"Please, baby? I'll be ever so grateful."
"Well, maybe—"
"I'll give you a special treat." She gave that cock-stirring giggle again.
"Treat?" I repeated. Please mean what I think you mean!
"Sure, I figure if you're going to clean for me I should get all dirty for you." She sighed. "I've been thinking about giving you a nice blow job for awhile now, would that be a good reward?"
"I—hell, yeah!" I exclaimed, not caring if I sounded like an excited little kid.
"Yeah, baby, you want to feel these lips before those lips?" Jen laughed. "I do like to suck cock. Hopefully you'll return the favor, you know, a kiss for a kiss."
"That would only be fair," I said, trying to sound more casual.
"I'm all about fair, Justin. But I just called to say hi and see how you were making out. I'll see you tomorrow."
"I look forward to it," I replied. But she had already ended the call.
"Goddamn." I put the phone back on the clip at my hip and forced myself to stand up.
Keeping my back to Sam, I adjusted the bulge in my shorts and turning, I picked up the container covering the remaining sandwich and slipped it into the backpack.
I slung it over my shoulder and I tried not to let my mind run wild with thoughts of what tomorrow would bring. A blow job before sex would get me off the hook for being quick. I wondered if Jen would swallow or spit, or maybe jack me off on her amazing tits.
I took a deep breath, pushing thoughts of Jen from my mind. I needed to start helping Sam before she started bitching, and do it without an obvious hard-on. My mind already on oral sex, I thought of what Sam had done with the banana and caught myself wondering if she swallowed? The thing about Sam was that if I asked, she would probably answer me, and fairly crudely.
Sam got upset when she was considered one of the guys, but she brought it on herself with the way she dressed and her language. Some of my friends and I had debated whether she was a freak or all talk. Personally, my feeling was she would be a wild ride, but not with just anyone. Sam had been with two guys that I knew of and had dated both for months before putting out.
"Hey! Helping is one thing, but I'm not doing this shit by myself," she called out.
"That what you told your last boyfriend?" I joked. A quick check showed my cock was under control. I turned around in time for her retort.
"Coming from the king of doing it himself?"
"Laugh it up, Sam. You won't be able to make those jokes after tomorrow."
"What do you mean?" She stood up from the bush she was in front of and wiped the dirt from her jeans.
"That was Jen. She's coming over tomorrow afternoon, and she's ready."
"She's always ready," Sam quipped, but she didn't smile. Instead, she turned serious. "You sure she's not messing with you? She promised you last month, too, remember? Then all of a sudden she needed to do something with her parents."
"That was different. She told me after that she was just nervous. Nope, tomorrow is the day, Sam."
"Are you sure you want to with her, Justin? I don't think she's really into you."
"All that matters is I'll be into her." I laughed, walked over to the tree on my right and removed a beer bottle that was stuck in a small hole.
"Cute, that's just the attitude your mother doesn't want you to have."
"Don't give me that crap!" She was getting on my nerves again. "I've been with Jen for six months. She does care and she does want to."
"I'm sure she wants to, Justin. You're a good-looking guy who treats her better than she deserves. But I don't think she cares."
"Of course you don't. You don't like her."
"I don't think you care that much about her either."
"What?"
"You like her, but do you love her? Every time you talk about her, it's about how hot she is, not about how sweet or nice she is. I think you're just getting horny and don't want to wait anymore."
"I care about Jen." I didn't say it with as much force as I should have.
I did like Jen. I really liked her, but did I love her? Did I know what love was? Hell, I was eighteen. 'Really like' was close enough, and I'd been good long enough. Besides, maybe once we slept together it would take us to that next level.
"I don't believe you." Sam picked up a can and tossed it in the bag. Sighing, she walked over to me. "Justin, I know you're tired of me teasing you, and I'm sorry."
"It's okay, Sam." I shrugged. "That's what friends are for. We tease each other, you make virgin cracks, and I make tomboy jokes."
"Yeah, but the thing is I admire you for it. I really do."
"You do?" I raised my eyebrows waiting for the punch line.
"I do. Not so much about the sex, but the fact you made a promise to be a certain type of man, and you are." She put her hand on my forearm. "Forget about tomorrow. She's not the one."
"Oh, come on!" I rolled my eyes. "You know what, Sam? Maybe you're right that I'm not madly in love, but I do like her and we have been together a while and ... Maybe this will bring us closer."
"You should love the person first."
"Did you?" I turned it around on her, "Were you in love with that dink, Jack? Were you in love with Derek?"
"No, but I never promised I would wait and ..." She shook her head. "I ... settled, for both."
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"If we're going to talk, I'm getting in the shade."
Sam sat down under the tree I had pulled the bottle from and I joined her, sitting in front of her.
"Don't get me wrong, Justin. There was something there. Jack and Derek were both nice to me, but it wasn't love. But, well, I figured both times, what am I waiting for? A Family Channel romance? Some perfect guy? So I decided to just have some fun. I guess that's what it was because neither worked out."
"So you knew you didn't love them?"
"Right."
"Then what the hell is your problem with me and Jen?" I said, putting my hands out. "You're being a damn hypocrite."
"I ... I guess you're right, but I never planned on it being that special, and at least those guys were serious with me. Jen is using you. It's a game to her. Why tomorrow? What's she doing tonight?"
"She's ... going to stay up at the beach and hang with—"
"Rob. Justin, Jen's fucking around with him."
"You—"
"And I'm sure she will come over tomorrow and fuck you because she does want to, but that's all it would be and your first time will be sloppy seconds and—"
"Why the hell do you care so much?" I yelled at her. "Jesus Christ, Sam, give it a fucking break and just be happy I'm happy!"
"I care because you're too good for that, Justin, and there's better than her out there. If nothing else, girls like Jen are a dime a dozen down the line, but you wanted the first time to be special."
"It will be."
"Then why not wait a little longer? Dump that bitch and—"
"I'm not waiting! Why the hell do you think I can do so much better? Never mind. I'm not starting over and wondering how long it would be with someone else."
"You can do better because you deserve better." Sam looked down at the ground and looked as if she were trying to decide what to say next. A first for her.
Raising her head, she said softly, "Justin, on the outside, you're a hell of a good-looking guy, especially like this." She tousled my thick black hair. "I like your hair like this, not the way you put all that goop in it most of the time. And how many girls tell you how gorgeous those green eyes are?"
I grinned. "Quite a few."
"And you played baseball and football." She put her hand on my arm and squeezed. "You were a skinny little geek when we first met. Now look at you."
I laughed and made a show of flexing my arm. "I do work out."
"And it's pretty obvious, but—"
"You checking me out?"
I meant it as a joke, but Sam blurted out, "Of course not! I ... I don't look at you like that. I was just trying to ... make a point."
She looked away, but not before I noticed she was blushing, which was definitely a first.
"Are you blushing?"
"No! I'm hot!" She removed her hat and wiped her forehead.
"Nah, just cute, remember?" I joked.
"Trust me, Justin, I know I'm not hot." She sounded irritable.
"Hey! I was kidding!"
"But Jen is, and for what it's worth? I never thought you'd be the kind of guy to go for just that."
"I like her for other reasons."
"Yeah, the two big ones hanging out of her shirt. You're different around her, Justin. When you're with me and Jim and the rest of our friends, you're you, and when you're with her, you're ... a conceited jerk."
"I am not!"
"Whatever." Sam stood up. "The point I was getting at was even though you're good-looking and popular, you're a sweet guy, and that's pretty rare at our age. That's the best part about you, and that's why you deserve better. Jen is just a shallow bitch."
"You're more than that and deserve more. Now, I've told you how I feel and you don't really care, but at least I said it. Hope you have fun tomorrow." She grabbed the bag and turned away from me, ending the conversation.
I thought about defending myself, but why bother? Once Sam dug in, nothing changed her mind. She'd made a good point about how I really cared about Jen, but I wasn't about to cancel tomorrow. By her own admission Sam hadn't been gung-ho over the guys she had been with. She was fine with it. Why shouldn't I be?
For the next half hour, we moved about the bushes and trees in silence except for the sounds of bottles and cans clinking together. I felt like an ass. Sam was helping me out and I had treated her like crap. Granted, she had been badgering me, but what else was new?
In my mind, I heard my mother's voice and one of her famous overused lines, 'If it bothers you, it's because the truth hurts.' Mentally telling my mother to shut up, I glanced up from the bushes, relieved to see we had almost reached the end of the small stand of trees that bordered one side of the playground.
"Hey," Sam called out, "looks like I earned that movie after all."
"I told you I was treating for you helping," I told her, glad she had spoken and still wanting to keep up our movie tradition.
"Doesn't matter, I'd win the gross-out anyway."
Turning around, I watched her pick up a stick and poke at something in the grass.
"What is it, something dead?"
"No, but not only pretty gross, but very fitting. Here!"
Sam flicked the stick towards me and something landed at my feet. I looked down to see a condom, an obviously used condom.
"That is nasty! Why is it ironic? Because I'll need some for tomorrow?"
"No, because it's just like you, used."
"Real nice, Sam." I forced myself to not raise my voice. "Why do you keep saying that?"
"Because it's obvious, Justin, and I can see what's right in front of me."
Before I could respond, she released a long sigh. "Too bad you can't see what's right in front of you."
* * * * *
I lay on the couch dozing on and off while the Sox were getting their asses handed to them by the Blue Jays. It was only eight thirty, but after spending hours in the sun cleaning the parks, I was exhausted.
When Sam and I finished Carson's, she had asked where I was off to. Knowing I was going to hear about it, I told her Jen had asked me to clean up the other playground. Sam gave me a 'what a sap' look, but to my surprise offered to help.
The park was pretty small. Because it was in the middle of a neighborhood, it wasn't the drinking, partying hangout Carson's was and only took us an hour. After that, I treated Sam to a sundae at Dairy Queen and then dropped her off at her house.
Her mother was on the porch and invited me in, but I told her I needed to go home and shower. Fact was, in addition to being hot and tired, Sam's older sister Brenda was there, and she rode me about Jen even harder than Sam did. In fact, since I'd been with Jen, Brenda, whom I'd always gotten along well with, had been downright rude to me most of the time.
I got home just before Bill picked Mom up and was happy to see how excited she was to be going away. She asked for the hundredth time if I was comfortable with her being with Bill and I told her I was thrilled for her.
That was no lie. My father was an asshole who my mother wasted way too many years with, and I was sure a lot of that time was for my sake. Bill was a good guy who seemed to go out of his way to do all the little things for Mom that Dad never did. For the most part he was the opposite of my prick father, which made him okay in my book.
In the span of the half hour we were home together, Mom asked several times if I was seeing Jen. I was pretty sure she suspected I was glad she was going away for reasons other than her happiness. That suspicion was confirmed when Mom hugged me goodbye and said,
"I'm proud of you, Justin. You're only eighteen but more of a man than your father ever was. He was already a dog in heat by your age. I don't know what I was thinking when I married him. But you're not like him, and I'm sure Jen sees that and knows how special you are." She paused and with a sly smile added, "I think you've proved yourself a good man. Maybe it's time you were rewarded for it."
After she left, I did a few things around the house she'd asked me to do to get them out of the way, showered, and threw on a pair of shorts and a T-shirt. I figured I would just chill tonight and watch some TV. Lying there, I replayed Mom's words and couldn't help smiling.
I had no doubt that was Mom's green light to go for it, without being awkward about it. Her words had put me in a better mood. Because of my father's bullshit, I had promised Mom that I would be better and hold to values he never had, but she had officially let me off the hook.
Not that I wouldn't have had Jen over tomorrow anyway, but Mom giving me her blessing removed any feelings that I wasn't doing the right thing.
She was right. I had earned it, sitting home whacking off while all my friends had already been getting laid and having fun. Even Sam, the indifferent tomboy who didn't give a rat's ass what she looked like or what people thought of her, had found guys to mess around with.
I frowned at that last thought. It wasn't a good one, especially seeing how good a friend Sam was. I'd never once thought I was better than her or anyone else, but that was what it felt like. It also sounded like something Jen would say when making fun of other people, which she did frequently.
Sam had made that remark today, that I was different around—
I jumped when my cell rang from the coffee table in front of me. Grabbing it, I saw it was Jim, who after Sam was pretty much my closest friend.
"Hey, what's up?" I answered. "You got nothing better to do on a Saturday night besides calling a guy?"
"Hey, Justin." He didn't sound happy. "Hey, man, I need to talk to you."
"What about? I—" I stopped when I heard several people laughing and yelling in the background. "Where are you?"
"I'm at Mackerel Cove in Jamestown."
"Mackerel Cove? Hey, Jen was up there today."
"She still is. That's why I called you."
"What's going on?" I sat up on the couch.
"Look, Justin, this really sucks for me because you know you're my bud, but I'd be an asshole if I didn't say anything."
"About what?" I felt my stomach tighten. "What's going on?"
"Me and Josh ran into Jen and her friends up here when they were cleaning. She said if we helped out we could hang out with them at her uncle's house on the beach, and party. So that's where we are now and ... Justin, you know Rob is up here, right?"
"I ..." I took a deep breath. "Jim, get to the point."
"Point is, Jen was drinking from the time we got to the house at five and she was out of control. Hanging on all the guys, dancing around. Shit, she took her top off at one point."
"Jim, are you fucking with me?" Even though I was pretty sure I knew the answer, I had to ask.
"Justin, we've been friends since fourth grade. You think I'd joke about this?"
"No, I ..." I swallowed hard. "What about Rob?"
"Well, after she pretty much cock teased most of the guys there with some bumping and grinding. She pretty much gave him a damn lap dance, then grabbed a bottle of Captain someone brought, and the two of them went into the house."



I closed my eyes and rubbed my throbbing temple. Jim was right; there was no way I would think he would lie to me about this.
"Hey, you there?"
"Yeah," I said softly. "She knows you and I are friends and she did it anyway."
"I said something to her and she said for me not to be a bitch and say anything."
"I can't believe this."
"Yeah, well, believe it, because then she told me if I was a good boy and didn't tell you, she'd hook up with me next weekend up here and she'd make it worth my while."
"She ... what?"
"She was drunk, so maybe she didn't mean it, but you should have seen her, Justin. You never wanted to hear it, but I knew she was a little wild—but man, there was a point I thought she was looking for a damn gang bang."
"Did you tell her you were calling me?"
"No. I didn't want to get her going, but she made a couple of cracks earlier that she was going to be staying at your house tomorrow night. According to her, you've been good and she figured she would throw you a bone."
"Throw ... me ... a ..." My temple was throbbing harder, my shock having turned to anger.
"I feel like a dick doing this over the phone, but I'm stuck up here with Josh and we're hanging at his cousin's tomorrow. I wanted you to know before she saw you tomorrow."
"I ... I don't know if I can say thanks," I said in disgust.
"I get it. But we're tight, Justin, and this is bullshit. Dude, I don't care how hot she is, I wouldn't fuck that slut with someone else's dick. Who the hell knows where she's been?"
"I know where she won't be," I told him. As bad as I wanted to finally get laid, there was no way in hell I would get used like this.
"Good, and if she asks, you can tell her I told you."
"She'll figure it out. I'll call her tomorrow. I don't even want her coming here."
"Don't blame you." Jim sighed. "Not for nothing, but a couple of us told you she was stringing you."
"I'm glad you told me, Jim, but I don't need I told you so right now, okay?"
"That's cool man. I won't bring it up again." He laughed.
"What the hell is so funny?"
"I was just thinking I won't have to say I told you so, and neither will anyone else. Fucking Sam will be telling you that for the next six months. She had that bitch pegged from day one."
"Thanks for giving me that to look forward to," I told him dryly. "Thanks again, Jim. Now go try to have some fun."
"Yeah, I will. You be cool, bro, okay? She's not worth anything stupid and there are plenty of girls who have a thing for you. Hey! Justin, you should give Cindy a call! She's told you point-blank she wants to fuck around with you."
"Cindy's ... kind of slutty."
"So what? She wants to fuck, then go ahead and do it. Get yourself over this bitch and have some fun. You got her number, call her! You got the house to yourself. Imagine waking up to her in the morning!" He whistled into the phone. "I think she's home tonight, too, so give her a call."
I pictured Cindy with her long red hair, perfect little ass, and perky tits, and recalled her telling me, "Screw Jen, Justin. I'm a hell of a lot more fun than that stuck-up bitch."
"You know, maybe I will."
I ended the call without saying goodbye and sat back against the couch. I couldn't believe Jen had done this to me. I wasn't sold on the idea that she and I would be in it for the long haul, but I hadn't thought I was going to be part of a rotation.
I felt like a fucking loser. She was probably fucking Rob's brains out right now and planning on showing up here tomorrow like nothing had happened.
I briefly considered letting Jen come by and fucking her anyway. I had been so close to my first time. At this point I would know it didn't mean anything, but it would still be sex.
No, I wouldn't let her laugh at me like that. Jim was right. Cindy had been flirting with me since tenth grade. One phone call and she would be on her way. Again, it would mean nothing. Cindy was a big-time party girl who just liked to screw around. But unlike Jen, Cindy would point-blank say all she wanted was fun, so it wasn't as if I'd be using her or getting used.
Used. How many times had Sam said that to me just today, never mind over the last six months? She'd been absolutely right. Now I felt even worse. I'd been shitty with her earlier. I rubbed my eyes. To my dismay, I felt tears. I could act mad all I wanted to, but I was hurting. I should have fucking known not to trust Jen. She was nothing like me or the rest of my friends.
In a way, I had been like my father, thinking with my cock—not my head—and acting like a jerk just to be with her, in the hope of eventually getting some. I'd have gotten some all right. Some of Rob. Some of whoever she had been with last night.
I wiped my eyes again and realized I wasn't hurt as much as I was frustrated. I'd made good on my promise to my mother, and in all honesty I was proud that I had tried to do it the right way by finding someone I could say I loved, someone to make it special with.
For all the good it did me.
I'd made the mistake of waiting for a girl who was only waiting to 'throw me a bone' while sucking everyone else's. Now I was back at square one.The thought of meeting someone, dating them for a while, and seeing if they were the one was out of the question. I was done with that shit. Time to do what Jim and all my other friends had been doing for the last couple of years. Get fucking laid.
I scrolled through my contacts looking for Cindy's number, when I thought about Sam. Even though I was not in the mood to hear her tell me how right she was, I owed her an apology and wanted to get it over with.
Fact was, Sam was usually the first person I called when I was pissed off or upset about anything, and I was the one she always came to when she was in the same boat. I hated to dump stuff on her. But like she always said, that's what friends were for.
She answered on the second ring. "Hey, lover boy, what's up?"
"Listen, Sam, I—"
"You need help cleaning another park tonight to make sure you get your piece tomorrow?"
"Thanks, Sam." I said, "That's not what I needed to hear right now."
"Sorry, did I say that out loud?"
"You say everything out loud," I said softly. "But don't worry; I didn't call to ask you for anything."
"Hey, everything okay?" she asked. "You don't sound good."
"I'm not. I just got some bad news."
"Oh, shit! I'm sorry, Justin! I feel like a jerk! What happened, are you okay?"
The sincere concern in her voice made me feel even worse. Not just for earlier today, but for doubting that she had been looking out for me all along with Jen.
"I guess. I mean it's nothing that serious, I guess."
"What is it?"
"Jim called me. He's at a beach party in Jamestown. The same one where Jen is and ..."
"And what?"
"Sam, you were right. Jim said Jen was slutting around cock teasing all the guys and that her and Rob went into her uncle's house to fuck around."
"Holy shit! And right in front of him? " "Yeah. She ... she was even telling people she was going to do me tomorrow. She said she figured she would throw me a bone."
"Oh, wow. That's crappy, Justin. I'm really sorry."
"Are you? You called it all along."
"I ... I guess I'm not sorry in one way because this would have been worse if you found out after you slept with her, but I'm sorry for you."
"I'm sorry too, Sam. I'm sorry I was an ass today, and I ... I've been one since I met her."
"Don't be sorry. I know you were caught up with her. I think you were more focused on just trying to have the first time and getting to where you were thinking more about the act than the girl. But you don't owe me an apology."
"Yeah, I do. I guess I wasn't sold either and whenever you brought it up, I was a jerk and took it out on you."
"Hey, that's what friends are for. Besides, I rode you a lot about it." She paused. "Justin, are you okay?"
"I—no, Sam, I'm not. I'm pissed off and I'm fucking humiliated! She's up there fucking around and telling people I'm next. Are you kidding?"
"That's pretty low. I didn't think she was that bad."
"Jim said she was drinking and these are her friends, so who knows? But I—"
"It hurts," Sam finished. "I don't blame you."
"And I'm fucking frustrated!" I snapped. "I've been good, Sam, I really have, and tomorrow was supposed to be the day!"
"I know, but would you have wanted it to be with her and then you find that shit out?"
"I ... you know what? Maybe I would have."
"What?"
"Yeah, damn straight!" I was letting the anger get the better of me. "At least if I found out later I would have gotten laid!"
"Yeah, but—"
"And I made a promise about the first time. Once I do it I don't have to think about that stupid promise anymore! I can just go have some real fun like I should have been doing!"
"Justin, that promise is one of the things that make you such a good guy! You're a lot different than—"
"I don't want to be!" I yelled. "I don't want to be an asshole like my dad, but Christ, Sam, there's nothing wrong with having sex! I've missed out on a lot of fun, but know what? No more! I had my heart set on this weekend and I'm getting it!"
"Whoa! Justin, you're not going to still let Jen come over, are you?"
"Fuck her!" I laughed humorlessly. "No—wait—she's fucking everyone else! No, not her."
"Good, but then what do you mean you're still going to?"
"I'm going to call Cindy and—"
"Cindy Reed?" Sam gasped. "Come on, Justin! She'll fuck anyone. May as well as be with Jen."
"She will fuck anyone. That's the point. And she's not like Jen because she doesn't pretend she wants anything except to get laid! She's all but jumped me before. I'm going to call her when I hang up with you and—"
"Justin, don't do that!"
"Why the hell not? I'll get what I want. Cindy will get what she wants. What's the problem?"
"Your first time shouldn't be that meaningless, not after how long you tried to make it a certain way."
"Fuck that! I tried the right way. I blew off girls who would have because I didn't think they would be serious, and then I get this close and it falls through. I waited long enough to keep my stupid promise to my mother."
"That promise was sweet, not stupid."
"Fine—stupid, sweet—pick what you want. My mother even made a crack that she knows I'm going to while she's away. I will. It just won't be with who she thinks it will be."
"You'll lie to her?"
"I don't think she'll actually ask, Sam. Mom doesn't want to know the details. I'll tell her next week Jen was screwing around on me, then I'll move on and she won't care if I start dating around."
"Is that what you want to do, Justin? Go from girl to girl like your father?"
"Don't pull that shit with me, Sam! I'm not my father! He used women. I won't be using anyone. I'll just hook up with girls just looking to hook up."
"Justin, please think about it first. The summer's coming and you'll be at the beach a lot, and we start PC in September. You'll meet a lot of new girls and—"
"I am not waiting!" I shouted. "I'm not waiting to meet someone, then dating until I see how I feel about them. That could take months! Fuck that!"
"Justin, please calm down. You don't have to yell at me."
"I ... I'm sorry, Sam. I'm not mad at you, but I am mad, and worse, I feel like an idiot, and there's no reason to deny myself having some fun. Sorry if it disappoints you and what you want for me."
"I ... I'm not disappointed about Jen," she said quietly. "And I'm not disappointed in you that you waited. I'm proud of you. Honestly, Justin, I'm upset with myself for not waiting for the right guy."
"And you could still be waiting. At least you had fun and know what it's like. Besides, you used to sit there sometimes and tell me how good Derek was to the point I would tell you to knock it off because you were aggravating me."
"Well, all the guys talked about their girlfriends. Why shouldn't I?" Then she asked, "Why did it bother you?"
"Because I wasn't getting any! You acted like you never cared and you never even tried to impress a guy and you were doing it! Anyway, I called to say I was sorry and to let you know what happened and that you were right. Now I'm going to call Cindy and see—"
"Justin, please don't! Please?"
She sounded more upset than I was, and with a sigh I asked, "Sam, why the hell do you care? You cared about it being Jen and now I see why, but Cindy isn't going to break my heart. I know what I'll be getting, and that's laid."
"Justin, we're friends, right?"
"You're my best friend, Sam. You know that. That's why I called. I ... I needed to vent and tell someone what happened."
"I'm glad you did. Now I am going to ask you a favor."
"I'm not waiting, Sam!" I shook my head as if she could see me. "No way."
"Justin, you're mad, hurt, and frustrated. You don't want to do it like this."
"I—"
"Let me finish. It's only nine o'clock and it's Saturday night. Neither of us have to work tomorrow, so how about I come over and hang out for a while?"
"Sam, no offense, but you're not the girl I'm looking to spend tonight with."
"I ... I know that. You've made it clear I'm not that girl." She sounded put off, but kept going. "Like I said, tonight you're angry, and you should at least calm down. So how about this? I'll come over and on the way I'll stop and grab some popcorn and a couple of cheesy horror movies. We'll just hang out and have some laughs."
"Sam—"
"I promise no 'I told you so,' no 'you should have known better,' and I promise I won't try to talk you out of Cindy."
"You won't? Not sure I believe that."
"I promise. If you want to talk about it, we will. If not, just you and me eating popcorn and making up dialogue for the crappy movies. Just like we used to do before you started dating Jen."
"Yeah, but—"
"And tomorrow, once you've calmed down, if you still want to call Cindy, then go ahead. But I'm asking you to at least take one night to think about it, and I'll keep you company so you're not stewing over it. How's that?"
"I ... I don't know, Sam."
"Please, Justin? Consider it a favor to me."
I closed my eyes and thought about it.
She had a point that right now I was pissed. If I did have Cindy over, it might not be as much fun as it should be. I'd waited this long. One more night wouldn't make a difference. After brushing her off for Jen so much in the last six months, I did owe Sam something.
"Okay. You're right. I'm probably better off with a friend than a slut right now." I laughed. "Too bad I couldn't find a friendly slut!"
"Yeah, too bad. Guess you'll just have to settle for me."
"I'm not settling," I told her, feeling much calmer. "I'd rather spend time with you right now anyway, Sam. You've never let me down and I appreciate you coming over."
"That ... that means a lot, Justin. More than you know. You've helped me as much as I've helped you, you know."
"That's what friends are for, right?" I laughed.
"That's right, Justin. Good friends will do anything for each other. I'll be there in an hour."
* * * * *
I looked up when I heard Sam's car pull up and getting off the couch walked over to let her in. When I opened the door, I was surprised to see Sam wearing the long black leather coat she had gotten for Christmas.
Granted, it was April and it had cooled down quite a bit, but it wasn't that cold. The second thing that caught my attention was that her long brown hair, which was usually in a braid or a ponytail, was down.
"Hey, Justin!" She held up a bag. "I grabbed a couple of oldie, but not so goodies. I got the Alien Dead and Ghost House. I figured they would be good for some laughs. Got popcorn, too!"
"Um, okay," I said as she pushed past me.
I was surprised when I smelled perfume. I wasn't sure what brand it was, but it smelled pretty damn good.
Sam walked into the living room. At the sound of something clicking on the floor. I looked down. "Wow, what's with those shoes?" I asked, staring at the red heels she was wearing. They were high enough that I wondered how she could walk in them, and had straps that wrapped around her ankles.
As I stared at the shoes, it dawned on me I could see her calves. "Are you wearing a dress?"
"Maybe I felt like dressing up." She turned to face me. "It is Saturday night, after all."
"But you're hanging out with me," I said, closing the door behind me and approaching her. "Usually, you're dressed in—" I stopped and stared at her face, taking in her deep red lips.
"What's the matter?"
"You're wearing make-up!" In addition to her lipstick, Sam's eyelashes looked longer and thicker than usual, she was wearing eye shadow, and her cheeks had more color to them.
"So?"
"Sam, were you going out tonight? Because if you were, you don't have to hang with me."
"Maybe I dressed up for you." She unzipped the top of the jacket, then slipped it off.
"Wow!"
Sam was wearing a red dress that was not only low-cut enough to show cleavage, but calling the skirt short would be doing it a favor. The hem barely reached her mid-thigh. I wondered what she would do if she dropped something and had to bend over.
The dress featured black buttons in the shape of hearts that went down to her waist and staring at the top button, I couldn't help notice how tight the dress was, hugging her small breasts and pushing them up.
"Is that a good 'wow'?" She gave me a big smile.
"I ... yeah, you look great." I told her and wasn't kidding.
Sam's smile widened. When she reached up and pushed her hair back over her shoulder, I noticed that her fingernails were painted the same shade of red as the dress.
"Thank you."
"Why are you wearing that?"
"Oh, I don't know. " She shrugged. "Maybe I'm tired of your tomboy jokes and wanted to show you I can be a woman when I need to be."
"A woman?" I laughed. "You're eighteen."
She rolled her eyes. "Justin, you are one step forward, two steps back, sometimes. You give me a compliment, then you say something stupid."
"Sorry." I pointed at the bag she had tossed on the couch. "You want to give me the popcorn and I'll heat it up while you put the movie in?"
"Not yet. I want to talk to you."
"I thought you said if I didn't want to talk we didn't—"
Without waiting for me to finish, Sam turned her back on me and walked out of the living room and down the hall towards my bedroom.
"Okay," I muttered.
I followed her down the hallway, my eyes glued to the backs of her long legs, which although a little on the thin side had a nice shape to them. Not just her legs; the tight dress was clinging to what I had to admit was a pretty nice ass and she had a sway to her hips I'd never noticed before when she walked.
Sam opened the door to my room. When I entered, she was standing in front of my bed, staring down at the nightstand.
"Oh, candles!" she said, picking up the lighter. "I love candles."
She lit the two small candles and walked around to the other side of the bed to light the pair on my desk. "You always have candles?"
"Tonight was supposed to be, well, you know ..." I sighed. "I thought it would be a nice touch."
"They are." She pointed behind me. "Shut the light off."
"Why?"
"Because I like candlelight." She rolled her eyes. "Why do you always ask questions about everything?"
"I don't know." I hit the switch and turned back to see her standing in the dimly lit room.
"That's better." She nodded. "Nice soft light. Very romantic, very intimate."
"Intimate?" That was an odd word.
"Justin, come sit down. I want to ask you something."
I walked over to the bed and sat on the edge of it expecting Sam to sit next to me. Instead, she stepped up to me so she was standing directly in front of me between my knees, looking down at me.



"What's up?" I asked, trying to keep my eyes on her face and not her tits, which were right in front of me and more than a little distracting, especially with the scent of her perfume wafting from her chest.
"Okay, look. This problem you have. On one hand, I believe you should stick to your principles and your promise and wait and make it special."
"Here we go." I rolled my eyes.
"But I understand your point. You're frustrated and horny and tired of waiting."
"Exactly."
"So I have a question for you. If you had a choice, would you want it to be with someone who cares about you who'll make it special, or just get a piece of tail to say you got some?"
"I don't have a choice. I—"
"Just answer the damn question!" She put her hands out. "Stop being a dink and just give me a yes or no. Which would you prefer if you had the choice?"
"Okay." I shrugged. "If I had the chance, I would rather it be with someone who—" I stopped.
"Who what?"
"Fine. I'll sound like an idiot. Someone I have feelings for who cares about me."
"That's not being an idiot at all. That's just being—"
"A fool. And that question was stupid because I don't have that person, so there is no choice. I was a fucking asshole for waiting, and I am not going to—"
"Hey!" Sam put her hands on my shoulders. "That was not being an asshole. Justin, never be upset at yourself for being sweet. Never."
"Sweet?" I rolled my eyes again.
"My sister is three years older than me and has dated a lot of guys. My friends have been dating as long as I have. Thing is, most guys are jerks who think with their dicks. Nice guys are hard to find, Justin, and you're one of them. Never be sorry for that. It's one of the things I love about you!"
"Then, if I'm so great, why am I alone?"
"Because you were never serious with anyone, and when you decided to be, it was with the wrong girls. Jen isn't the first popular little snot you've chased."
"Maybe you're right. Next time I'll look for more than looks and popular, but for now?" I grinned. "Easy is what I'm looking for."
"You said you would rather be with someone who cares."
"And I said there isn't anyone who cares and—"
"Justin, I'll be your first."
"So, I'm going to—" I stopped and blinked. "Wait, what ... what did you just say?"
"I said I'll be your first." Sam put her hand on my cheek. "You know I care about you."
"You—you're my friend."
"I'm also a young woman. I also know how important this is for you and don't want to see you ruin it with some slut after waiting this long."
"I—you're fucking with me!" I pushed her hands away from me. "Is that why you dressed like that?"
"Yes. I wanted you to see me as a girl, not your friend."
"You're screwing with me! I can't believe you would do this to me! What are you trying to do, get me to say I want you, then laugh at me or something?"
"I would never hurt you, Justin." She said softly. "You want your first time, and you want it with someone who cares. I care." She smiled. "And when we've talked about it, you've admitted you're worried the girl would have done it and you haven't and you'd look bad. I've fooled around before and know you haven't. We'll take our time, and you would never have to worry about me making fun of you."
"Sam, you—" It dawned on me she was completely serious.
My mind raced.
Sam had been my best friend for years. Although I did think she was pretty and once in a while had a dirty thought about her, I had never really thought of her like that.
On the other hand, I'd never seen her dressed like this. She looked damn good and I knew she cared about me. I wouldn't have to worry about experience and—
"I won't tell anyone," she added. "No one needs to know, and after, if you want to go slut around, go ahead, but at least the first time will be the right way."
"Sam, I—" I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. "I can't do this with you. I appreciate it, but ... we're best friends. I don't want to—"
I opened my eyes to see Sam unbuttoning her dress. "What are you doing?"
"I'm going to help you stop thinking of me as a friend."
Sam reached the last button just above her waist and opened the dress to reveal she wasn't wearing a bra.
"Holy shit," I whispered at the sight of her bare breasts.
Sam wasn't big on top, but they her breasts were perky, perfectly round, and her pink nipples were erect and less than a foot from my face.
Sam let the dress drop to the floor.
My jaw fell with it.
Sam was now standing in front of me in just a red thong that consisted of red string and a patch of lace between her thighs. Speechless, my eyes roamed up and down her body. Sam was breathing fast, her small tits rising and falling with each breath.
Her stomach was smooth and flat, and her hips flared out just enough to give her slender figure a nice shape. I looked at her soft inner thighs and with a start realized I was hard.
"Do you like them?" Sam cupped her tits.
"I—"
"I know they're not that big." Sam's thumbs caressed her nipples. "But they're all yours."
"They're ..." I swallowed nervously. "They're beautiful." Looking up at her, I said, "You're beautiful."
"Really?" To my surprise she blushed. "You think so?"
"Yes." My fingers trembling, I reached out and placed my hands on her hips. "Damn, you look good."
"Don't look like your best friend now, do I?"
"No, that's for sure." I stared at her nipples. "Wow, they look good."
"So what do you say, Justin? You ready for your first time?
"I—" I looked down between her thighs, imagining what was beneath the thong. Sam was really offering herself to me.
My mind filled with images. Sam on her back, her legs spread, and me lying between them; her on her knees between my legs, her beneath me, her legs wrapped around me. My cock was now throbbing and I was starting to sweat.
Sam was still holding her and reaching for them, I whispered, "Yes."
"Hold on." Sam caught my wrists, holding my hands inches from her tits. "Just because we're doing this doesn't mean I want to feel cheap about it. You can have anything you want from me, but you're going to be good to me."
"Of course I will."
"And before you touch anything, you're going to kiss me." Sam tugged my hands up.
Getting her meaning, I stood up. In the heels she was just about my height. As she wrapped her arms around my shoulders, she cocked her head, closed her eyes, and parted her lips.
I hesitated for a moment, looking at her, thinking I hadn't just been saying it. She really was beautiful.
Sliding my arms around her waist, I pulled her close to me and kissed her. Sam moaned softly as our lips pressed together, and her hand slid up through my hair. She worked her lips gently across mine and as I returned the kiss, a feeling of unreality came over me. Was I really standing here making out with Sam? A topless, all but naked, Sam?
I came back to reality when Sam's tongue flicked across my lips.
Surprise caused me to pause and her fingers tightened in my hair as her tongue pushed against my lips again.
I moaned when her soft pink tongue darted into my mouth and across my tongue. Sam was rocking back and forth, grinding her hips into me and I was acutely aware of her hard nipples pressing into my shirt.
Sam teased my lips with her tongue. When I went to kiss her, she pulled back, emitting a sexy little giggle that sent a shiver through me. I squeezed her tighter to prevent her from moving and kissed her again, but much harder than before and this time it was my eager tongue pushing between her lips.
Unlike me, Sam didn't hesitate to open wide. As my tongue probed her mouth, she closed her lips around it and sucked gently.
Her arms sliding down my back and pulled my T-shirt out of my shorts. I raised my arms over my head and Sam broke our kiss. She tugged the shirt over my head, and tossed it to the floor. Rubbing her hands up and down my chest and stomach, she sighed, "Damn Justin, you feel good."
"So do you. Wow, Sam you can kiss! I—"
"Samantha," she said, putting her arms back around my neck. "Call me Samantha tonight." When she hugged me, her bare tits pushed into my chest and I whispered, "You feel good, Samantha."
"So do you," she purred, nibbling at my ear and running her hands up and down my back. "So do you."
Sam's lips slid along my neck as her hands caressed my arms and shoulders. I decided to let my hands wander and ran my palms along the soft smooth skin of her back. When I reached her waist, I paused before sliding further south and grabbing her ass.
Sam giggled in my ear, then moaned when I gave her cheeks a hard squeeze. Sam's ass was small enough that her cheeks fit easily in my hands. I was surprised at how tight and firm it was. Of course, it wasn't as if I'd really groped too many girls, but damn, she felt good.
Sam's lips stopped exploring my neck and once again found my lips. This time . I eagerly accepted both her kiss and her tongue. Sam eased back slightly and grabbed my wrists. I let her guide my hands to her sides and when I used just my fingertips to caress her from her hips to the sides of her tits, she moaned.
I wanted to fondle them, but when I reached them, felt my stomach flutter.
Sam was pretty much naked and we were making out hot and heavy, but for some reason part of me still thought this could stop. Did I really want to cross that ...
The decision was taken from me when Sam pressed my hands to her breasts. I gasped at how soft and firm they were.
Sam moaned in my ear when my palms rubbed across her hard nipples. "Yes," she groaned. "Play with them." When I caught her nipples between my fingers, she sighed, saying, "Hmm, just like that."
Her hot breath in my ear and the sexy purr of her voice spurred me on. Cupping her tits, I fondled them while stroking her swollen flesh with my thumbs. Sam kissed me again and this time all but devoured my lips as I caressed her nipples. Her tongue plunged into my mouth and swirled around dancing across mine and tickling the roof of my mouth.
I slipped my tongue across hers and it occurred to me that there was a better place my tongue could be.
Sliding my lips from hers, I planned on targeting her nipple. Instead, as my lips worked down her throat, Sam let her head fall back and seeing the smooth skin of her neck, I kissed her. Sam sighed softly while I sucked on the soft skin just under her ear, and ran her hands over my chest, arms, shoulders as well as my back.
She was touching me with a lot more enthusiasm than someone just trying to help out a friend.
I was struck by the thought—one that now should have seemed obvious—that Sam had thought about this long before tonight. Working my lips down her neck, and I began kissing the top of her chest.
Sam responded by grabbing my hair and pushing my head down. "Don't tease me! Suck on my tits!"
That was Sam. As crude as any guy when it came to talking about sex and just as impatient.
As my lips grazed the top of her soft breast, her fingers tightened in my hair and she released a whimper that caused my cock to jump. My mouth worked across her breast. Flicking my tongue out, I caught her nipple.
Sam gasped and pushed my head down, arching her back and shoving her tit in my face.
I opened wide and eagerly sucked not just her nipple, but also half her tit into my mouth.
"Oh, yes!" Sam cried out as my lips fastened around her nipple and my tongue teased it.
She was grinding harder into me and still cupping her tits. I went from one perfect nipple to the other, sucking and licking one while stroking the other. Sam was moaning and making that hot little whimpering sound, and I was aware of my own sounds of pleasure as I sucked and fondled her tits.
This was what I had waited so long for. Sam may not have been the girl I had envisioned it with, but damned if underneath those jeans and T-shirts she wasn't as hot as any girl I'd lusted after.
"Oh, that feels so good!" she purred. "Looks good, too!"
"Damn straight, they look good," I said around her nipple, causing her to giggle again.
Sam's hands trailed down my chest and I gasped when she grabbed my shorts and unsnapped them. My tongue slowed on her tit and my hands trembled in anticipation as I heard my zipper being pulled down. Sam's fingers worked their way into my underwear and I moaned when they wrapped around my aching dick.
"Oh!' she exclaimed, "wow, you're hard!" She started stroking me and added, "And big!"
"I ... oh!" I groaned when her hand worked its way down my shorts and she released my cock to cup my swollen balls.
Sam rubbed them for a moment before once again wrapping her fingers around my cock. When she began slowly pumping it was my turn to whimper. I focused on her tits, sucking and licking as she stroked me. My legs were trembling and in the back of my mind, I started to worry about how fast I was going to cum when we did it.
"Damn, you have a nice cock," she cooed. "I love that you're hard for me!"
"I ... how could I not be?" I kissed her nipple and grabbed her ass again. "Christ, you're hot, Samantha."
"I like hearing you call me that." She tugged gently on my hair. When I looked up from her tits, she lifted my face by my chin and kissed me softly. "Don't worry. I'll take care of you first."
"W-what do you mean?" I managed to say around the moans she was inducing by rubbing her finger over the sensitive head of my cock.
"You told me you were worried you'd be quick."
"Oh." I could feel myself blushing.
"Don't be." She gave me a sultry smile that made my cock twitch in her hand. "I know just what to do." She stepped back and gave me a playful push. "Sit on the bed."
Caught off guard, I had no choice but to fall into a sitting position on the side of the bed.
Sam stepped up to me and pushed her nipple into my face, moaning softly as I quickly took it into my mouth.
"Hmm, that is nice." She sighed. "But I think it's only fair that I be nice to you, no?"
My eyes widened when Sam slowly sank to her knees between my legs. Grabbing my shorts and underwear, she pulled on them and said, "Lift up."
I obeyed and watched my cock spring free when she tugged my shorts over my hips and pushed them down my legs and to the floor.
"Oh, look at this." Sam took my cock in her hand and pumped it, licking her red lips. "I think I'm going to enjoy this."
She gave the head of my cock a kiss and pulled her head back, taking a thin trail of sticky pre-cum with it.
One thought raced through my mind. Blow job!
Sam pumped my cock in her fist, and I groaned when she rubbed her other hand across the head, smearing my pre-cum around it. The next time her hand reached the top, she pulled it down the length of my shaft, making it slick.
I moaned as she continued to slowly stroke my now glistening cock. Leaning forward, she ran her tongue along the length of my shaft. My hips jerked and I moaned, "Damn."
"Like that?"
"You ... you don't have to," I said, hoping to hell she wouldn't pay attention to my words.
"I don't have to." She winked. "I want to. I love giving head."
"You—oh shit!" I cried out like an idiot when Sam opened her mouth and engulfed the head of my cock.
She sucked hard, and I groaned at the feeling of more sticky fluid being drawn from my cock. Sam moaned and her brown eyes rolled back as she removed my cock and licked her lips.
"I've thought about this for a long time," she whispered, rubbing the head of my cock against her cheek. "I knew you'd have a nice dick. You have a nice everything."
Sam's cheek was now sticky from my cock, and she rubbed it on her other cheek.
The sight of my cock against her face looked amazing, and again I had the thought that I had to be dreaming. There was no way that Sam the tomboy I'd been hanging around watching horror movies with for years was between my legs ready to suck my cock.
Sam proved it a reality by parting her lips and slowly taking my cock deep into her warm, wet mouth. She sighed, stopping more than halfway down my shaft and bobbing her head slowly.
"Oh fuck," I moaned as she worked my cock with her mouth.
Her lips were wrapped tightly around my shaft, her wet tongue pressing against me, caressing my hard flesh as she took me in and out of her mouth, leaving red lipstick smears on my dick. Sam's eyes were staring directly into mine.
"That feels so fucking good," I groaned.
"Hmm," Sam agreed, moving her head faster.
My hips started rocking, pushing my cock deeper into her mouth, but she didn't seem to mind.
Looking past the incredible show of Sam's lips wrapped around my cock, my eyes wandered down. Her long brown hair fanned out across my thighs and down her back and her ass moved back and forth while she blew me. Sam's nipples pressed into my thighs, and all I could think about was that this was even better than I had imagined.
Sam made it even better. Slipping my cock from her mouth, she ran her tongue down my shaft, and shocked me by licking my balls. She sucked them into her mouth and stroked my cock as she worked them with her tongue.
"Damn," I moaned. "You're ... you're really good at this."
It sounded stupid, but Sam giggled. "I told you I like it. I watch a lot of porn, and blow jobs are my favorite!"
"Mine too." I sighed as she swirled her tongue across my balls once more, then teased it up and down my shaft before taking me back into her amazing mouth.
Sam opened her mouth wider and took me deeper. She paused before bobbing her head much faster. Moaning loudly, I lowered my hand to her head. She didn't seem to mind and I let it rest there, feeling her head moving beneath it. Sam made loud, wet slurping sounds as she sucked harder than before, and my legs trembled as she worked her lips along my shaft.
Each time Sam took me deep, she moaned, her eyes closing as she enthusiastically devoured my cock.
"Oh, God." My balls tightened and my cock twitched. "Oh, don't stop. Sam ... Samantha, please don't stop!"
I was now moaning continuously, my hips thrusting my cock into her mouth. Sam slipped her hand between my legs and rubbed my balls as she took me deep into her mouth again.
"Oh fuck!" I yelled when my cock exploded and for the first time in my life I came from something other than my hand.
Sam made a loud gurgling noise and squealed around my cock as it erupted in her mouth. She continued to suck, and I whimpered as each suck caused a long spurt of cum to squirt into her mouth. Sam was moaning and sucking even faster as if she loved it, and I gasped when she sucked harder, milking every drop from my spurting dick.
"Goddamn!" I gasped, leaning back on my elbows on the bed, fighting to catch my breath. " Sam that was ... wow!"
"Hmmm." Sam removed my cock from her mouth and surprised me yet again by opening wide and showing me her cum-coated tongue. She closed her mouth and after making a show of swallowing, smacked her lips. "A lot better than a banana," she said with a wink.
"Holy shit," I said, grinning at her. "I can't believe you just did that."
"Hey!" She laughed. "That's what friends are for." She kissed the tip of my cock. "Did I do a good job? Did you like your first blow job?"
"I ... I don't think I'll ever forget it."
"I hope not." She looked serious for a moment but then smiled. Walking over to the top of the bed, she sat down and swung her long legs onto it.
I watched as she slowly spread her legs and grabbed the thong, sliding it to the side just enough for me to see the edge of her smooth pink skin.
"Want to see mine?"
"Hell, yeah," I said, kicking my shorts from around my ankles, getting onto the bed on my hands and knees, and crawling up between her legs.
"Oh, that looks good!" she told me. "God, you're sexy!"



"Thank you. You're"—I laughed—"damn, Samantha, where have you been hiding this?"
"It's been right in front of you for a long time, you were too busy looking at everyone else."
I wasn't sure how to reply to that, but Sam didn't seem to be waiting for an answer. Lifting her leg, she asked, "Want my shoes on or off?"
I looked at the hot red stilettos and thought of her keeping them on, but I caught sight of her toes which were now painted red. The thought of having her completely naked outweighed how sexy the shoes were and I smiled. "Off."
"Do the honors," Sam said, placing her heel on my thigh.
I grabbed her ankle and lifted her leg, my eyes fixed on the red patch between her thighs that showed a dark spot in the middle where her pussy was soaking through. Goddamn, she was into this!
Forcing myself to pay attention, I unsnapped the strap around her ankle and slowly slid the shoe off. I stared at the butterfly tattoo and on a whim kissed it.
"Do that again."
I kissed the top of her foot again, and she whispered, "Kiss my toes."
I shrugged. Hell, she had just sucked my cock. The least I could do was kiss her toes.
I gave each of her toes a soft kiss, and she sighed. "I like that."
"You do?"
"Yeah." Wiggling her toes against my lips, she laughed. "I lied when I said I had a boyfriend into feet. I'm the one who likes it."
"Oh." Lifting her other leg, I removed that shoe, this time running my tongue playfully along her toes.
Sam giggled, causing me to smile and suck two of her toes into my mouth.
"Ohh, that's nice!" she purred. "The other guys looked at me like I was nuts."
"Every part of you is sexy," I told her, lifting her leg higher and kissing the sole of her foot.
"Say that again," she said softly.
"Samantha"—I kissed the top of her foot—"you look amazing."
"So do you, but I've always thought that about you."
"Really?"
"Oh, yeah." She reached between her legs and rubbed the wet spot on her thong. "Can't you tell?" She then placed her feet on my thighs and pulled her thong over her hips. "I think I did something very nice for you, and it's time for you to repay the favor."
Sam lifted her legs straight up and. I watched with my mouth watering and my cock dripping as she peeled the thong from her pussy and slid it up her legs.
Sam's pussy was as pink as her nipples and not only smooth, but glistening from how wet she was. Sam bent her legs, pushed the thong down to her feet playfully, and kicked it off. It landed on my chest. Grabbing it, I brought it to my nose and inhaled. "Damn," I whispered at the scent of her pussy.
"Why settle for that, when the real thing's right here."
My eyes widened as she slowly opened her legs until they were completely spread. Sam lowered her legs so that her knees were over my hips. As I knelt there, she reached down and spread her pussy open.
"Come give your Samantha a kiss," she whispered.
My Samantha? She had said it in that sexy purr she'd been using since we started. As I stretched out on the bed so that I was propped up on my elbows between her thighs, I said, "I like how that sounds."
"So do I." She tapped her red nail on her clit. "Now, how about you show me what you've learned from all that porn you watch."
I placed my hands on her soft thighs and stared at her swollen pink button. Leaning in, I took a deep breath, inhaling the intoxicating scent of her pussy.
I then blew lightly on her clit, and she moaned, "Don't be a tease!"
I licked my lips and then flicked my tongue out, licking hers. I ran my tongue up through her wet flesh, savoring the taste of the sticky fluid gathering in my mouth. When I reached her clit, I circled it and then gave it a soft kiss.
Sam moaned and jerked her hips, pushing her warm, wet flesh into my face. I worked back down the length of her pussy, enjoying the way her thighs trembled beneath my hands and the soft moans coming from her as I swirled my tongue through her wet lips.
I forced myself to not attack her pussy the way I wanted to and took my time exploring her with my tongue. Sam was whimpering softly, but not telling me to go faster. I pushed my tongue against her and slid down the length of her pussy, shoving it inside her.
"Oh shit!" she groaned as I wiggled my tongue.
I moved my hands between her legs, gently spread her lips, and moved my tongue in and out of her, getting another mouthful of her delicious juices.
"Oh, God, that feels good!" she moaned, causing my cock to again stir. "Please lick my clit! I need to come so bad!"
I eagerly slipped my tongue from inside her and slid it back to the top of her pussy, sucking her clit into my mouth.
"Oh, right there! Hmm just like that, honey," she cooed.
Honey? Again, the way she said it made it just fine with me, and I gently sucked her clit. Sam draped her legs over my shoulders and began sliding her soft feet across my back.
I traced her clit with my tongue in slow circles and she sighed in pleasure, her feet resting on my shoulders. I took turns first licking then sucking her hard pink nub, and Sam moaned and whimpered as I pleasured her.
"You look damn good between my legs, green eyes," she told me. "Damn good."
"It's a damn good place to be," I said around her clit.
"Slip your fingers inside me."
I moved my hand down and gently pushed two fingers inside as she had asked.
"Oh yeah ... Now in and out, nice and easy."
I moaned into her at the sensation of having my fingers inside her. Sam's pussy wasn't just tight, but hot and wet, and the thought that it would be more than my fingers inside her soon had my cock fully hard and pushing into the mattress. Sam moved her hips, rocking them in time with my fingers.
Sam released a long moan as she played with her nipples. Eyes closed and lips parted, she sighed softly each time my fingers pushed into her. Her red nails teasing her nipples had my hips grinding into the bed as I continued to work her clit with my lips and tongue.
"Oh, honey," she purred, "right there, just like that!" She gasped and her hips moved faster, thrusting hard into my fingers. "Suck on it!"
As soon as I started sucking Sam's clit, she began pumping her hips and making sharp little yelping sounds.
"Right there! Oh god, Justin, a little more! Oh, just a little more!" She emitted a loud squeal and moaned, "Oh, please keep sucking! Please don't stop, baby! Please, please—oh, please!"
That last 'please' turned into a long, loud squeal that caused my cock to jump. As I continued to suck on her clit, Sam bucked her hips wildly, releasing one squeal after another. Her already tight pussy contracted around my thrusting fingers, and as she ground her pussy into my face, she clamped my head with her thighs, pinning me to her quivering flesh.
I sure as hell wasn't complaining. In fact, my cock was throbbing at the sound of her cumming and at the way her pussy was not only squeezing my fingers but also sucking them in as I continued to thrust them into her.
Sam arched her back, pushing her pussy even harder into my face, and cried out so loudly I smiled at the thought the neighbors would probably hear it. Her pussy tightened around my fingers once more. With a soft whimper, Sam's body relaxed and her legs slipped from my shoulders and onto the bed.
"Oh, god, I needed that, Justin. That was so good!"
Smiling, I gave her clit another kiss and reluctantly lifted my face from her sopping pussy. "You really liked it? I did okay?"
"Can't you tell?" She laughed. "You really think I would fake it?"
"No," I said, feeling pretty proud of myself.
"Justin?"
"What?"
"Are you hard again?"
"After that? How could I not be?" I sat up on my knees, exposing my cock standing at attention between my legs.
"Damn, that looks good." Sam propped herself up on the pillows and beckoned me with her finger. "How about you come up here and let me feel you inside me?"
"I ... I really can?"
Sam rolled her eyes. "Nah, I sucked you off and let you suck me off. Now I'm going to just get up and leave. For someone who wanted it so bad..."
"I do want you!" I exclaimed, crawling up between her legs, placing my hands on either side of her shoulders, and looking down at her.
Sam smiled up at me, placing her hands on my shoulders. "Then what are you waiting for, Justin? Make love to me."
Make love to her. I always thought of it as sex, but hearing it that way did sound pretty good. The fact it came from a beautiful girl lying naked beneath me added to the thrill. I grabbed my cock and we both moaned as I rubbed it up and down the length of her soaking pussy.
"You're teasing again. Inside, Justin, please? I want you so bad."
Damn! I pushed the head of my cock through her pussy. When I reached her entrance and started to push inside, I stopped.
"Shit."
"What?" For the first time, Sam looked nervous. "Shit, what? What's the matter? You don't want to?"
"I do!" I told her, "but I need to, you know"—I reached across the bed to my nightstand drawer—"wear something."
"Screw it," Sam said, reaching down between us and grabbing my cock. "I haven't been with anyone is months and I always used something and you haven't been with anyone. I'm on the pill and I ... I want to feel you. Nothing between us, just you inside me. Please?"
"I ... Oh, my god!" I cried out, when pushing my cock against her, Sam thrust her hips. The head of my cock sank into her hot, wet flesh and I moaned at how incredible it felt.
"All the way!" Sam moaned. "All the way inside!"
So far, I'd been trying to go as slow as I could and not act like what I was: an excited virgin. But at the feeling of her hot pussy around the sensitive head of my cock, I lost control and with a thrust of my hips pushed myself deep inside her.
"Oh, Justin!" Sam called out, wrapping her arms around my shoulders as I sank into her warm, welcoming flesh.
I gasped and remained above her, taking in the incredible sensation of being completely inside her. Sam's hot pussy surrounded my cock and I couldn't believe how good it felt. I moved my hips back, and then pushed forward, again sliding myself into the wet heat of her body.
"Easy," Sam said, her eyes wide. "You're ... you're pretty damn big. Just go nice and slow, okay?"
I forced myself to do as she asked and moved my hips slowly back and forth, sliding my cock halfway out before pushing back into her. We both moaned each time I thrust forward. Pulling me down to her, Sam found my lips with hers and moved her hips in time with mine. I relaxed and sighed into her mouth at the feeling of her small breasts pressing against me as I moved within her.
Sam's lips left mine. Holding the back of my head, she pressed my face into her neck. I kissed her softly and began to move more confidently, sliding more of my cock from inside her and plunging it back in. Sam moaned each time I penetrated her warm depths, her hips moving harder into mine, pushing me deeper.
"How do I feel?" she whispered in my ear. "Do I feel good?"
"You ... feel ... amazing," I answered in between the sounds of pleasure I couldn't help releasing each time our hips thrust into each other.
"So do you," she breathed in my ear. "I knew you would."
"You ... you thought about this?"
"Can't you tell?" She released a sharp yelp when I drove my hips harder into her. "I've wanted you, Justin. I've wanted you for a long time and ... after you called, I told myself I wasn't going to let you go with anyone else. I wanted to be your first."
"You ... you are," I moaned. "I ... I'm glad you are."
"You mean it?" She kissed my neck, and this time it was Sam who shoved her hips hard into me. "You're happy to be with me?"
"Very happy," I said. "You were right. This is so much better with someone who's special to me."
"You're very special to me." Sam pushed on my shoulders
Straightening my arms, I looked down at her.
My eyes fastened on her perfect tits, which were now covered with a light sheen of sweat. Her thighs were pressed against mine and her fingers were digging into my shoulders.
Sam's hips were moving in perfect rhythm with mine, and as good as it felt, I couldn't help thinking about what it would feel like to do it in other positions. I had waited so long for this and wanted to enjoy it in every way I could.
"Justin, I—"
"Can we move?" I asked her.
"M-move?"
"Yeah. Can we, you know"—I gave her a wink—"try a different way?"
Sam frowned. For a moment she looked upset and I thought I'd somehow screwed up, but she quickly smiled and said, "Anything you want, Justin. I want you to remember this."
"I—"
"So we can move, but I want to finish like this. Is that okay?"
"Sure." I lowered my head and sucked her nipple into my mouth, causing her to moan. "Can we—?"
"I know what you want." She winked. "Sit up."
I forced myself to slide from inside her and sat back on my knees, watching as Sam drew her legs up and rolled over onto her hands and knees.
"Goddamn," I breathed as I took in the sight of Sam from behind.
Her firm little ass looked even better pushed up in the air and her slick pink pussy was winking at me from between her soft thighs. Kneeling behind her, I grabbed her hips and placed my cock on the cheek of her ass, admiring how good it looked there.
Sam tossed her head, sending her long brown hair across the smooth skin of her back. "You going to take me or just look at me?"
Take her. The way she said that caused me to push my cock down between her legs and enter her with one long thrust.
"Oh fuck!" Sam cried out. "Damn, that's deep!"
"Sorry." I began to pull out, when she managed to surprise me yet again.
"I didn't say stop! Just said you were deep. Now go ahead and give it to me."
Jesus, she was hot! As I slammed my hard cock into her and listened to her cry out, it hit me that I finally had the answer to my question of whether or not Sam would be a freak.
Holding her hips, I started fucking her with long, hard strokes. Each one ended with her releasing a high-pitched yelp and me moaning softly at how good her pussy felt squeezing my cock, fucking her. That thought stuck in my mind, and I smiled as I continued pumping my hips and slamming my cock into her.
This was even better than I had hoped it would be. Not just sex, but with a girl who sure as hell wasn't shy about it and who was not only damn sexy, but the only person I completely trusted. Sam sounded as if she were enjoying it as well. That opinion was driven home when she started rocking back and forth, shoving her pretty little ass back into my driving cock.
"Oh, fuck, this feels good!" Sam moaned. "Damn, I've dreamed of this for months."
I'd been dreaming of it for longer than that, but had anyone told me it would be Sam I would be doing it to I would have laughed. I wasn't laughing now, however. Right now, I was moaning like an idiot, but enjoying every minute of it. I slowed my thrusts, savoring how every inch of my cock felt sliding into her hot pussy.
"Stop."
"I ... am I doing something wrong?"
"Hell, no!" She laughed. "But I want my favorite. Lay on your back."
Sam hadn't steered me wrong so far
And withdrawing my glistening cock from her, I lay on my back. Sam swung her leg over my hips and straddled me. Reaching back, she guided my cock to her pussy and let her weight go. We both moaned as she impaled herself on my cock and started rocking her hips back and forth.
Sam braced her hands on my chest and leaned over, sliding her tits back and forth, her nipples grazing my lips. I stuck my tongue out and Sam sighed as it flicked across her nipples. She stopped moving and placed her nipple in my mouth, lowering herself so I could suck on it.
Sam moaned and then switched, allowing me to tend to her other nipple. She stopped sliding back and forth and worked my cock in and out of her pussy.
Moving faster and harder, Sam slammed herself up and down, and it was my turn to start making whimpering sounds while she rode me like a porn star. She yelped each time my cock buried itself inside her, but she continued to buck wildly on top of me. I was breathing hard and my legs were trembling beneath her as she moved even faster.
"Oh shit," I moaned, "Sam, I—"
"Not yet," she said, immediately slowing down.
I whimpered in frustration as the feeling I was going to come faded, but Sam made up for it. Rocking her hips gently across me, she sat straight up and lifted her arms over her head, making a show of slowly and sensually riding me.
"Look at you," I whispered, staring at her gorgeous tits and slender body as she teased herself across my cock. "Jesus, you look hot."
"Glad you think so," she purred as she cupped her tits and stroked her nipples. "I told you, I'm going to make tonight something you'll never forget."
I put my hands on her hips and began to push and pull, guiding her along my cock. In this position, she was teasing, but I didn't mind. The longer this lasted the better. At this point I was struck with how good she looked as much as with how damn good she felt.
Sam was sweating and her face was flushed and her nipples looked as hard as I felt. Her pink clit was swollen and peeking out from between her lips and her soft sighs were music to my ears.
Sam smiled down at me and said, "How about we go back to where we started?"
She rolled off me. No sooner was she on her back, than I was back between her legs and sinking slowly into her.
"Hmm, that's nice" she said as I slowly moved inside her. "Come down here."
I slid my arms under hers so our bodies were pressed together. As her lips found mine, Sam wrapped her long legs around my waist, pulling me deeper into her warm embrace. I began moving a little faster but was still taking my time, finding that I was enjoying it as much as I had going harder when she was on her knees.
As Sam's tongue entered my mouth, I thought it couldn't get any better than this. Our entwined bodies were moving in perfect harmony and Sam's soft lips and tongue were teasing and caressing my own. Her nipples were poking into my chest and her arms and legs were wrapped tightly around me.
"Oh, Justin," she moaned, pulling her lips from mine, "you feel so good. Please don't go any faster. Just keep doing it like this."
I had no problem listening to her. I couldn't believe how good this felt, and not just the sex. Having Sam this close to me, her sweaty body wrapped around mine and her warm flesh sucking me into her, was amazing. She was moaning and purring in my ear as our bodies moved as one.
Looking down at her, I smiled at the sight of her perfect lips slightly parted and her face flushed with passion. Her long hair was fanned across my pillows and her eyes were closed as we made love in the soft glow of the candles.
Sam had mentioned making love when we started. I wasn't sure if that's what we were doing at this point, but right now there was no doubt we were making love. I'd never thought of my first time really being anything but sex and getting off, but this was even better.
Sam opened her eyes and stared up at me, her lips curling into a soft smile.
I said, "Samantha, you're so beautiful."
"You ... you're not just saying that because we're—"
"No, I mean it." I paused and moaned as I felt my body tensing. "You're absolutely beautiful."
"I—oh!" Her legs tightened around me and her hips moved faster. "Please don't stop, Justin! Please keep going! I ... I want to cum with you inside me."
Her words sent a thrill though me. Even as I felt my own orgasm building, I fought to not move any faster. I was using long, slow strokes, and I felt Sam's back arch and her hips push into me. She was whimpering in my ear and her thighs were trembling against my sides. I was shaking as well with the effort to hold back as long as possible.



"Yes," she moaned. "I ... ohhhh."
Sam squealed in my ear, and I gasped as her pussy tightened around me, her hips grinding into mine. As she released a series of soft yelps in my ear, Sam's arms and legs tightened around me. Her lips to my ear, she whispered, "I ... I love you, Justin."
"You—"
"I ... I'm so in love you!" she said, and then cried out in my ear as her hips thrust harder into mine. She started to speak again, but all that came out was a long, high-pitched squeal as her pussy convulsed around me.
With a loud cry of my own, my body lost its battle to hold back and exploded inside her.
"Oh, yes!" she cried as I my hips pumped faster, each thrust ending in another spurt of cum deep inside her.
Sam squealed in delight and I whimpered at the sensation of her pussy contracting around me, milking my still squirting cock.
"God that feels so good!" she moaned. "I've never felt that before. It—ohh, yes." She sighed as my cock released another long, hot stream inside her.
"Oh, damn," I groaned as my spent cock gave up its last few drops.
"Hmm, that's it," she cooed as she stroked my hair, "give it all to me."
I slumped against her. Kissing my neck, she rubbed my back and spoke softly in my ear. "There you go, honey, just relax. Stay right here and let me hold you."
I closed my eyes and sighed at the feeling of my cock softening inside her. Sam lay beneath me stroking my hair and breathing heavy in my ear.
Releasing a deep breath, I rolled over onto my back and stared at the ceiling. "Oh, my god, I can't believe we just did that."
"Are you sorry you did?" she asked.
"Sam, I mean Samantha, that was ... beautiful."
"I like that." She giggled.
Rolling over onto her side, she slid up against me and put her arm across my waist.
My breathing slowing down, I put my arm around her shoulders and said, "Damn, I'm tired."
"So close your eyes and rest." She kissed my cheek and then resting her head on my shoulder, she asked, "Do you mind?"
"Not at all. You feel good close to me."
"So do you."
I closed my eyes and smiled. I couldn't ever remember being this relaxed. I lightly ran my fingers along Sam's shoulder and she cooed softly, nuzzling her face into my neck. I pulled her closer to me and kissed the top of her head, letting my head fall back on the pillow, my mind drifting.
* * * * *
I opened my eyes and turned my head to look at the nightstand. It was just after one. A couple of the candles had burned out.
Taking a deep breath, I smiled at the sweet scent of Sam. My smiled widened at the sensation of her warm, soft body next to mine. She had draped her leg across my thigh and the heat of her pussy pressed into me. Her breasts were pushing against my side and she was breathing deeply into my neck.
I lay there amazed at how good this felt. Actually sleeping with someone was something that had never crossed my mind. It felt far better than I would have imagined. I tightened my arm around Sam's shoulders and she whimpered into my neck. I kissed the top of her head.
A moment later she lifted her face from my neck, sighed, and said, "Wow, its late."
"Or early." I kissed her cheek. "Sam, that was incredible. I ... thank you." I felt stupid saying it but really had no idea what else to say.
"Hey, that's what friends are for," she said in a subdued tone.
"You okay?" I asked.
"Yeah." She moved her leg from over mine and sat up.
The sight of her perfect tits caused my cock to respond all over again to the sight of her naked body. Reaching out, I ran my hand down the smooth skin of her back.
"Come here," I said, pulling gently on her arm for her to lie back down with me.
Sam pulled away from my touch. "No, I have to get going."
"You're leaving?" I sat up next to her. "You're not going to spend the night?"
"I can't." Sam slid over to the edge of the bed, swinging her legs over the side.
"Call your mom and tell her you're staying over at a friend's house and—"
"It's not about my mother. I told her I might not be coming home tonight."
"Then why are you?" I asked, confused.
"Justin, I"—Sam took a deep breath, and when she looked at me I was surprised to see that her eyes were wet—"I said something to you tonight and you ... you didn't answer me."
As soon as she spoke, I heard her plain as day telling me she loved me. I'd started to say something, but I'd cum and we'd fallen asleep. I'd been surprised she'd said it and hadn't been sure how I had felt, but after having her next to me and—
"And that's okay," she continued. "You didn't have to if you didn't feel it."
"Sam—Samantha ..." I started, but she went on speaking.
"But I had to say it. I've been in love with you for a while now, Justin. I ... I thought maybe you would notice or maybe say you felt the same way, but you just kept chasing girls like Jen. You were obsessed with her, and I figured there was no chance."
"You should have said—"
"When you called and said she cheated on you, I told myself tonight was the night. No more waiting for you to come around. I was going to not only tell you, but show you." She sighed. "I guess in a way I used you, took advantage of how bad you wanted sex, and used that to be with you. I figured if nothing else I could say I know what you feel like and maybe, just maybe, you would see me as more than a friend."
"Sam, trust me, I ... I see you very differently now."
"I'm sure you do. You've seen me as a woman and not just a tomboy who likes all the same things you do, but I was hoping for more."
"Well, I ... I wasn't expecting this and—"
"Just let me finish," she said, wiping her eyes. "Tonight was amazing. You felt even better than I thought you would. I ... I would love to spend the night, but we'd end up having sex again and then again in the morning and ... it's one thing to say I had sex with you so you would have a special first time."
"That I could tell myself was just sex, but if I spend the night it ... it would hurt too much if I sleep with you. I'll feel even worse, and I don't want to be a fuck buddy or a friend with benefits."
"Samantha, you're more than that. You're my—"
"Best friend, and I know that's all I am. I tried and it didn't work out for me, but at least I won't go to bed thinking about you and wondering anymore." She paused and then picked her dress up from the floor. "I'm going to ask that you don't tell anyone we were together. I ... I don't need to hear about it from anyone."
"I'd never tell people anything like that. Unless of course it was because—"
"My sister knows how I feel. She pushed me to come to you. She told me that even though guys try to play it off they never forget their first girl, so at least I know that no matter what happens as we get older you'll always remember me for something."
She started to stand, but I caught her arm. "Hey, hold on," I told her. "You did a lot of talking and didn't let me say anything just now."
"You don't have to. It's what you didn't say. That was enough."
"Sam, you caught me by surprise! I ... I never knew you felt that way."
"Don't worry, Justin. I'm not mad at you. I guess I should be mad at me."
"Sam, you're right. I will always remember tonight."
"I'm glad." She started to pull away, but I held onto her arm.
"Know what I'll remember?"
"That I give good head?" She rolled her eyes.
"You really are like a guy sometimes." I laughed but quickly turned serious when she didn't smile.
"What I'll remember is being amazed at how beautiful you really are. I'll remember how much I meant to you that you would be with me even if that's all it was. But mostly? I'll remember how good you felt when we were done. How good you felt lying here in my arms and falling asleep with me."
"You—really?"
"Really, Samantha." Sliding over to her, I put my arms around her shoulders. "And there's one more thing I'll remember."
"What's that?"
"What a fucking stupid asshole I was for never seeing you as more than a friend. That it never hit me how much you care and how you've always been there for me."
"You have for me, too."
"No." I snapped my fingers. "There's one more thing about tonight."
"I ... I'd really like to go, Justin. I'll call you tomorrow and—"
"I'll never forget that the night we slept together for the first time was the first time I told you that"—placing my lips to her ear, I finished softly—"that I love you, too."
"You don't have to say that."
"I mean it. And it has nothing to do with the sex. It was lying here with you and how perfect you felt in my arms." I cupped her chin and turned her face to mine and kissed her. "I do love you, Samantha."
"Please don't be messing with me, Justin. I—"
I stopped her with a long, deep kiss. Leaning back against the headboard, I pulled her back onto the bed with me. Sam resisted for second and then dropped the dress and slid up next to me. As she had before, she wrapped her arm around my waist and put her head on my shoulder.
"I love you, Justin.." She said, "I want this to be the start of something for us, not a one-time thing."
"Then don't leave." I put my arm around her shoulders. "And we don't have to have sex again. You can just spend the night and—"
"Well, let's not get crazy." She giggled. "If I stay, we're fucking again."
"Fucking?" I laughed. "That's the Sam I know and love!"
"I don't want to be Sam to you anymore."
"Okay, but Samantha just isn't you." I snapped my fingers. "How about Sammi?"
"Sammi?" She kissed my neck. "I like that!"
"Sammi it is." I hugged her closer. "And I'll have no problem telling people we're together."
"Good. I'll be your dirty girl, but not your dirty secret."
"Dirty girl?" My cock stirred at her words.
"Hmm-mm" she said, laughing. "Making love was nice, and I'm sure we'll do that again. But for the most part, this girl wants to get fucked."
"I ... I think I can handle that."
"Good, and as much as I loved you cumming inside me the first time, I'll let you, you know, cum on me if you want."
"On you?" I smiled as my mind filled with sexy images. "Like on your tits?"
"Tits? I was thinking on my face, but sure, you can cum on my tits."
"You'd let me cum on your face?" My cock hardened, and I moaned when Sam noticed and reached down and took it in her hand.
"Why not?" she asked as she stroked me. "That's what friends are for." She giggled.
"No, Sammi," I told her, turning my head and kissing her, "that's what girlfriends are for."
*
Author's Note: So there you have it, my First Time debut. I hope you had as much fun reading it as I did writing it as it was a break from my last contest story which was pretty dark. As I always say Lit is a free site and the only payment we receive is in the form of votes and comments. This is also a contest entry to please take the time and vote! As always, thank you for reading and supporting my work. Its readers like you that keep me writing! Lovecraft68



            Mom Is Bound To Please

            Anna's bondage fantasies are fulfilled, by her son.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/mom-is-bound-to-please

Title: Mom Is Bound To Please

Author: lovecraft68

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Anna's bondage fantasies are fulfilled, by her son.

Tags: incest, mother, mother son fantasy, bondage, mother son sex, son, mother son incest, blow job, erotic bondage, taboo




Author's Note: Welcome to my latest story! Before I tell you about this one, a big thank you to all of you who voted for "That's What Friend's are For" It won first place in the Earth day contest! So as a reward to my fans, most of whom began following through my incest work, I have decided to post my personal favorite of the Mother/Son stories I have written. In addition to incest I have a heavy bondage kink and wrote this one as an indulgence to myself and figure why not share this nasty little gem with the people who inspire me to write? I hope you enjoy reading it as much as I did writing it! Lovecraft68
*****
I pulled into parking lot of Exotica with the familiar mix of nervousness and excitement that made my visits here that much more fun. As always, I parked behind the building so my car couldn't be seen from the street and used the back entrance that I'm sure was put there for people like me. Closet pervs, as Katie the manager referred us, and it was a pretty accurate term. Exotica was located in a strip mall in a fairly well to do area populated by mostly professionals and I'm sure many customers would rather not be seen entering.
There was another advantage to entering through the rear and that was the hallway that led to the main store. The corridor was lined with rooms where people paid to watch the newest videos and got off to them. I'd never gone in one, at least not outside of my fantasies, but had looked inside and saw that the small chairs inside were covered in plastic. The fact that men sat there jerking off was a little disturbing, but the way they would look at me as I made my way past them never failed to excite me.
When I'd first started coming here I would make sure I was dressed as unflattering as possible. Loose slacks and sensible flats coupled with an oversized sweater or a blazer buttoned up tight. I would pull my long dark hair back or pin it up and walk with my head down, not making eye contact. But they would still look. Some subtly, barely turning their heads to get a longer look out of the corner of their eye, others would give me a blatant up and down accompanied by a nasty little smirk.
The first couple of times that happened I blushed and thought about not coming back. Now six months later, and with my mind filled with sexy fantasies, I welcomed it. Now when I knew I was going to stop here I dressed for full effect. Today I was wearing a short black skirt that I wouldn't say was a mini, but nothing I would never wear to the office. The skirt reached no lower than my mid thigh and showed off my long legs. Those legs were encased in sheer black tights and ended in a pair of three inch heels that strapped around the ankle.
I would not say they were exactly fuck me shoes, but I had just bought them with showing off in mind and they were the sexiest pair I owned by far. From the waist up I was wearing a red blouse that I had unbuttoned halfway to expose the tight red sleeveless shirt beneath it. The shirt had a playful lace trim and did amazing things for my breasts which although more than a mouthful were still a little on the small side. But between the tightness of the shirt and the red and black lace Victoria secret push up bra beneath it, what I had was being proudly displayed.
I had let my long curly hair down so it fell over my shoulders and down my back and had sat in the car in the parking lot at work and added some extra make up around my eyes and a deep shade of red to my lips. The makeup gave me a slightly slutty appearance, especially the lipstick, but I was going home for the weekend from here and no one other than the people in the store would see me.
Even my son Alan wouldn't see me this way; he was heading to work for six and wouldn't be home until midnight. I smiled at the thought that when George came over we would have the house to ourselves and we could start downstairs instead of having to hide out in the bedroom. The idea of giving him a sexy little strip tease then dropping to my knees and sucking his cock on the couch sent a pleasant shiver through me. I'd get him nice and hard then hop on and ride him right there in the living room!
No. I caught myself. That was to vanilla; I had a plan for tonight and it was for George to once and for all get into more than just straight sex. Tonight he was going to indulge my fantasies and I was here to pick up something to not only set the mood, but show him exactly what I wanted. I tried to shy away from the thought that hopefully it would work. George was a nice guy who was attractive, had a good job and was good to me, but damn he was a dud!
When we'd first met a few months back that was okay with me. After all I'd been married to a dud for close to twenty years. When Bill had passed away two years ago I'd told myself I would be more adventurous in the bedroom, but hadn't until I'd found Exotica and started buying toys and discovered what had become my current fantasy; bondage.
I looked up when someone said excuse me, to see I had almost walked directly into a tall man in a black suit.
"Sorry" I gave him a huge smile and batted my eyes at him.
"Don't be." He returned the smile, "Nothing like running into a beautiful lady."
"Even in a place like this?" I asked, giving my hair a toss and loving the fact that his eyes were glued to my chest.
"Especially in a place like this!" he laughed. "Makes me wonder what kind of naughty things you're here for."
"A movie." I winked, "Something to keep me up at night."
"I think you could keep me up at night."
I had to admit I wouldn't mind trying. He had beautiful blue eyes, a neatly trimmed beard and the suit hugged a broad set of shoulders. He had a bright smile and I could feel my nipples hardening just from standing here with him. Damn, Anna, you've come a long way from a sheltered wife and mother! I tried to remind myself of George, but here was someone I bet who would give me what I wanted.
I stopped myself there. It was one thing to want to be kinky with a boyfriend, but I didn't know who this guy was and I did have a son at home. Although Alan was twenty I still felt I owed it to him to be a good mother in every way which meant not out there on the make like the sluts in the movies that I at times longed to be like.
"Speaking of, I don't suppose you would want some company while watching said movie." The man in front of me continued, "After a wonderful dinner of course." He extended his hand, "I'm Richard."
"I'm... with someone." I told him, although I did take his hand. "Sorry, I wasn't trying to..."
"No worries." He shrugged and grinned. "You spend enough time here and watching porn you start to think life could be that way."
"It would be a happier place," I laughed.
"Less stress for sure." He reached into his pocket and handed me a card. "If you ever want to go grab a coffee or something let me know."
"Thank you." I made a show of slipping the card in my bra.
He let his eyes follow the card then with a blatant look at my legs winked and walked away. I started walking down the hallway again and could feel his eyes on me. I put some extra swing in my slender hips and could feel my thong sticking between my legs.
Keeping my head up, I passed three other men who were heading down to the room and watched every one of them stare hungrily at me. When I entered the main store I began to head over to the register to where Katie always was and stopped when I saw a young man there.
I hung back hoping to see her, but when it seemed obvious he was working up there alone, I turned to the wall and began looking at row after row of vibrators and dildos. I was no longer shy about coming in there, but that was mostly because Katie, the manager, had noticed how timid I was my first time there and had come over and asked me what I needed.
I remember becoming flustered and she had put me at ease saying everything here was for fun and there is no shame in fun. She helped me pick out a couple of small vibrators and each time I'd come in after that she had always waited on me and made suggestions.
In fact it was Katie that had turned me on to bondage by telling me that it was her kink and how much fun it was to be helpless and have no control over what your lover did to you. Like me, she had no desire for anything rough, but just loved being tied and teased and totally at the other person's mercy.
Last time around Katie had talked me into getting a set of bonds for my bed to try with George and what had finally convinced me was her telling me the story of how her boyfriend had her tied with them.
Katie had been spread eagle on the bed and he had tickled and teased her to the point she was almost in tears she wanted to cum so bad. She said when he finally got her off she came so hard she was dizzy and could barely move. That had sounded good to me and I had bought them then and there. Unfortunately...
"Hey hot stuff, what can I do for you?"
I turned and breathed a sigh of relief when I saw Katie behind me.
"I was starting to think you weren't here." I told her.
"Honey, I'm always here!" she laughed.
Katie had an infectious laugh that always made me smile. She was a pretty girl, closer to Alan's age than mine, but a hell of a lot more experienced sexually than a woman who had been in a vanilla marriage most of her adult life.
Katie had short red hair and a pair of big brown eyes that reminded me of my departed husband's as well as Alan's. She was a busty little thing, with a chest that looked as if it was going to tip her over at some point and a plump little ass that I noticed every guy in the store turn to look at when she wandered by.
I had no interest in women, but since I had been watching a lot of porn had started noticing them more and several times I'd envisioned Katie tied to her bed while her boyfriend playfully tormented her. Lucky girl!
"So," Katie, looked around to make sure no one was standing close to us. "How did it go with the tie downs?"
"I haven't gotten the nerve to show him yet."
"Why not?" Katie looked me up and down, "Anna you're nothing short of fucking hot, why would he refuse you anything? You sure this guy isn't gay?"
"No, we have sex." I told her. "But I'm lucky if I can get him to do me doggy, never mind anything kinky."
"You would think there wouldn't be people like that around anymore." She spread her arms to indicate the store. "That's what we're here for! To keep things fun!" she winked at me, "Added some fun in your life, no?"
"Yeah, but so far it's just solo fun." I told her. "Which can be a lot of fun in itself, but I need to get my boyfriend to do something hot with me."
"Or find someone who will." Katie said, "You're not married to the guy if he's lame go find someone who's not. You're an attractive woman Anna."
"Thank you, but I have a son at home and I don't want to be spending nights out or jumping from guy to guy. He still has issues with me dating."
"Well he needs to get over that." Katie pointed out, "But that's not my area of expertise. So what do we do about super dud?" She stroked her chin. "Does he use toys on you?"
"No. When I suggested he looked hurt."
"Not a 'guess you don't need me type'?"
"Yup."
"You know what Anna? If you don't work this out with him find a young guy. You're a smoking hot cougar. Go find some kid that will be excited just to be in your bed, they'll do anything you want."
"George has a lot of good points. I just want him to be more fun in bed."
"Okay so maybe what you should do is.,."
"I want a video!" I told her. "One that has the woman tied down and having the guy tease her and fucking her and keeps making her cum!"
"You should come by my house tonight."
"Don't brag." I told her, "That's not nice."
"Sorry, tell you what though." She gave me a mischievous smile. "We do film ourselves so if you can get George going we can swap tapes!"
"Ohh." I cooed, "I would love to see that."
"You've come along way Anna!" Katie put her arm around me. "Trust me, I would love to see you like that.: she sighed in my ear. "I do enjoy a girl from time to time so let me know if he can't take care of you."
I felt my face turn as red as my blouse. "Oh..uh..."
"Just kidding." Katie laughed, "I just wanted to see if I could still make you blush."
"Guess I'm still kind of a prude."
"Nah, just only into certain things. Speaking of, come with me."
Still keeping her arm around me, I'm sure for show as I noticed several male customers watching us; Katie walked me over to the fetish section. We passed a couple of aisles and I winced at titles like "roped and raped" that showed women being pretty much attacked by several men while being tied down.
"Not this stuff." I pointed.
"No, you want the playful stuff." Katie assured me. "Like this right here."
We had stopped in front of a small rack with a sign at the top that read "The Bound to Please series"
"This is the hottest series going for erotic bondage. Each movie is two or three different women being bound and teased and pleasing their captors."
I picked one up titled, "No longer in charge."
"That's the newest release." Katie said, "All three scenes are women who are in charge and they are tied down and taken."
"Taken?" There was something about that word that sent a tingle down my spine.
"Not in the violent sense, but they do start off with them demanding to be untied." She smiled, "Personally I enjoy those; it's all in good fun and it adds to the thrill. No one gets hurt, just fun."
"Okay" I held that one and looked at the others "Lessons for the teacher." I read aloud.
"I love that one." Katie said, "It speaks for itself, some students get their hands on their teachers and, well, you know."
"So authority figures are really good subjects for these things." I nodded, "Guess it makes sense. I..."
I frowned when my eyes made their way to the bottom rack. No, I had to be reading that one wrong. Reaching down, I picked it up so I could see it better. "Bound to please their sons?" I turned to look at Katie, "What the hell is this?"
"Well first off, it's not real." Katie turned the DVD case over in my hands and pointed at the bottom disclaimer which read. "Incest is an illegal practice in the US. This video is role play only. All actors and actresses are eighteen and older."
"Still they..." I scrunched my face up. "Who would watch this?"
"Mostly sons with mom fantasies, but I've seen some women buy them" Katie took it from my hand. "Let me tell you something Anna, I think it's twisted, but incest, even step incest is huge. Books, stories, videos it is a hot topic and people pay for it."
"Well I think I'll keep my fantasies outside the family." I said with a nervous laugh.
What made me nervous was the fact that as Katie spoke she was holding the movie up and I had been looking at the cover. The woman on it was obviously in her early forties if not older and she was currently handcuffed to her bed. The young man kneeling between her legs had a feather in his hand tickling her nipples and a huge hard on pointing directly at his mother's...
I forced myself not to finish that sentence. That was sick. But for some reason even though it was twisted part of my mind lingered on the concept. Who was a bigger authority figure in a man's life than his mother? What other woman could he love so much yet get so upset at when she punished him or wouldn't allow him to do something?
How hot would it be for that son to then have his mother helpless on a bed, forcing her to commit the ultimate taboo? But only forcing her in the beginning; soon she would start to enjoy it. Her son would not hurt her, but touch her with love. But he would not untie her. Oh, no, he would make mom beg and plead, make her..
"Excuse me?"
I blinked as a man's voice cut into those strange thoughts that almost didn't as if they were mine. How could they be? I'd never had anything but love for my son; a true mother's love not a sick attraction.
"How can I help you?" Katie asked.
I looked to see a tall older gentlemen looking nervously at me.
"Well I am looking for a ...uh..."
"I'm all set Katie." I told her. "I'll pick a good one."
"You want me to ring you out? I can have John help this gentleman."
Katie always rang me out so I didn't have to go through the occasional embarrassment I still felt when buying things. As she spoke she had put the mother video down and I said, "Go ahead, Katie."
"Okay. See you next time," She gave my hand a squeeze, "Hopefully you have a good story to tell."
"Hopefully." I smiled as she walked away and turned back to the rack.
George was a college professor so the teacher one would probably freak him out. I looked at the others and decided on one called good girls forced to be bad. It seemed pretty general and the pictures on the back looked hot including video number one that featured a brunette who had a resemblance to yours truly.
I turned to head for the front counter, and then stopped. I felt another wave of excitement versus nervousness, but this time for a disturbing reason. I couldn't let go of the image on the video and what it invoked. Sick as it was the idea of a mother helpless against her son who was about to express his unnatural lust by having his way with the last woman in the world he should desire.
"Walk away Anna." I whispered
I took two steps, then turning around walked back to the rack, grabbed the DVD and tucking it beneath the other one, went to check out.
*****
"Damn!" I swore as I caught the light just before the turn off to my street.
I sat there impatiently; squirming in my seat. Although I had a moment of shame when the young man behind the counter looked at both DVDs when he rang me out I had been horny as hell since. I told myself that I was horny because George and I were going to watch the good girl's video and he would want to play it out with me.
In reality all I could think of was the other DVD. The one I should have never bought, the one I should be totally disgusted with, yet it was the one I knew I would watch before George arrived.
The light changed and I peeled away, taking the turn so quickly my tires squealed. I forced myself to drive the speed limit on my street and once I pulled into the driveway I all but ran into the house.
Tossing my purse and briefcase on the desk in the extra bedroom I used as an office. I stopped long enough to remove the heels and carrying them in one hand and my bag of dirty treats in the other I took the stairs two at a time and practically skipped down the hallway and into my bedroom.
Putting the bag on the bed, I took off my over blouse, throwing it in the vicinity of the hamper and pulling my skirt up, I pushed not only the tights, but my thong down to my ankles and stepped out of them.
I left my skirt on because the truth was it was a hot turn on to watch professionally dressed women get fucked still mostly dressed and I found I loved to masturbate that way.
I opened the wrapper on the DVD and as I opened the case noticed my hands were trembling. Before I put the case on the bed I looked at the back, "Three hot tales of cock teasing mother's who have incited lust in their son's and now find themselves about to pay the price."
Well this was at least harmless fantasy. I could honestly say I'd never teased my son in any sexual manner. Then again Alan did remark several times lately that he liked that I had been dressing younger, but that was most likely just a compliment. That or a way to tell me I should get rid of George who he did not seem to like all that much.
As I put the DVD in and walked back to the bed, I wondered if Alan had ever thought I was attractive. Not that I wanted him to, but seeing Katie had mentioned what a popular fantasy it was I now wondered if he'd ever thought of me inappropriately.



Sitting up on the bed, I put the remote down and reaching into my nightstand pulled out the best toy I'd ever bought. It was a long rubber coated vibrator that had a second attachment that pressed against my clit.
The vibrator rotated and I could control the speeds with the remote. Looking at the case at my feet I didn't press play right away, but teased myself a little more with letting my mind wander.
What could a mother do in real life that would make a normal son desire her? No matter what she looked like we were conditioned to not have that attraction. Perhaps it was not physical at all, but an unusual emotional attachment that caused the love for a mother to turn into the love and lust of any other woman.
In turn what would make a mother give in? What on earth could make a sane loving mother look at her son and see him in a sexual manner? To think of him as a good looking young lover?
One thing was for sure, outside of something like the bondage in the videos I would imagine the mother calling the shots. She would tell her son how to please her as if she were simply a cougar with a young cub.
Katie had told me I could be a cougar and son or not, Alan was a good looking boy. That thought stopped me. Where had that come from? All mothers thought their sons were handsome boys, but how many had thought it while getting ready to watch a pseudo incest video?
Then again Alan did look just like my Billy who although he might not have exactly sizzled in bed was very loving and sweet to me and a good looking man. Alan had his father's sandy brown hair and big expressive brown eyes.
That coupled with his easy and very genuine smile gave Alan a cute boy next door appeal that seemed to serve him well as he was never at a loss for a date. Unlike his father who was always thin, Alan worked out on a regular basis and had developed an impressive set of shoulders and arms.
He was a strong boy and I'm sure that strength would make it easy to pin a woman down. To hold her hands together while he cuffed her to a bed and to pry her legs open so he could get between them and give their pussy a good hard fucking. I imagined him over me right now, his muscles flexing as he pinned his struggling mother's arms over her head.
My eyes snapped open and I exhaled loudly. Wow, and I hadn't even watched the damn tape yet! Picking up the remote I had the nagging thought that I could have some repressed desire for my own son.
That should bother me, but as I had been learning more and more, fantasy was a harmless escape no matter what the fantasy so if for some reason even the idea of this video triggered some response, who cared? I thumbed play and then picking up the toy spread my legs and eased it inside.
I gasped at how easily the toy slid in. Damn I was wet. I pushed the toy deep until I felt the rubber tip press against my excited clit. Closing my legs I turned the toy up a notch and moaned softly at the sensation of the vibrator moving inside me coupled with the soft vibration on my sensitive button.
On the TV a young boy with dark hair and a hell of a build walked into a kitchen and began talking to his mother who was dressed as if she had just done a shift at a cocktail lounge with her ass almost sticking out from the skirt and her tits ready to spill from a very low cut shirt.
The son asked if he could go out and the mother told him no. As they began to argue I looked at the clock. George was coming over for dinner and I didn't have a lot of time before I had to get dinner ready and shower.
I fast forwarded the tape and when I stopped it, laughed at the scene. The 'mom' was now on her bed playing with herself. The camera zoomed in on her fingers stroking her clit and I turned the toy up another notch. Her moans sounded damn good, but I could do this to myself and went forward, but slowly.
I watched her finish then seem to fall asleep. The scene shifted to her opening her eyes and trying to sit up only to find out she was tied to the bed with black stockings.
"Oh, yes." I whispered seeing her tied with her arms over her head and her legs wide open.
Her son came in and began speaking. The volume was too low to hear, but it didn't bother me, I had no interest in a bunch of poorly acted words, I wanted action! The son leaned over the bed and as he took her nipple in his mouth, the actress made a good show of struggling against her bonds and the look on her face was of convincing alarm.
"Roger stop, I'm your mom you can't do this to me!" She was yelling loud enough that I could hear it with the volume down and I moaned louder than before as my hips began to move in time with the slow sensual movements of the toy.
On the screen 'Roger' had sucked his mother other nipple and sitting up on the bed had pushed his shorts down to expose a huge dripping cock. Taking his cock he began slapping it against his mother's face. She was still feigning disgust and turned her head the other way. Roger grabbed her chin and turning her back to face him, shoved his cock in her mouth.
"Oh, look at that." I moaned, "Look at him making her do it!"
I turned the toy up to past halfway and shuddered in pleasure as the toy increased its thrusts and vibrations. I crossed my ankles to pin it even tighter inside me
I turned the volume up enough to hear 'mom' gurgling around her son's cock. Again the actress was making a good show of trying to move her arms and legs and the look in her wide eyes sent a shiver through me. Her son was now straddling her face and not so gently fucking her mouth. I thought he was going to cum, but he pulled out and sliding down the bed, drove his cock hard into her defenseless pussy.
"Oh Roger, Oh! Please stop, oh...oh you're fucking me!"
As lame as that last line sounded, it caused me to crank the toy all the way and began breathing hard. I'd been worked up since I'd been in the store and my body was already gathering itself for release. Maybe I'd let the DVD run for awhile and get off a couple of times so George would really be able to take his time getting me off later.
"Stop!" Mom groaned, "Roger, please. I'm your mother, you...you can't..."
Mom was cut off by Roger putting his hand over her mouth. He started fucking her harder and I thought this wasn't as gentle or playful as Katie said, but it was doing the trick! My thighs were trembling and I straightened my feet and tightened my legs in anticipation of a good hard orgasm. Mom's squeals were changing behind his hand and a moment later he moved it and she was now moaning.
"Oh, honey, oh baby, you feel so good! Oh, look at you showing mommy how much you want her!"
That line was even more ridiculous as was the entire thing, but hearing her now moaning in pleasure as her son's cock plunged into her forbidden pussy was enough to cause me to gasp and lift my hips.
I arched my back and released a sharp yelp as I teetered on the edge. In perfect timing the son moaned from the TV and pulling out, slid up the bed and began spraying his mother's heaving tits with his thick white cum.
He began going into some silly dialogue as he painted his mother's impressive breasts, but his words were lost beneath the long loud wail I released as my orgasm crashed through me. I bucked my hips, into the thrusting toy and moved my thighs up and down grinding the rubber tip into my clit.
I threw my head back and squealed again as my pussy convulsed around the long thick toy that I wanted so badly to be a real cock. A nice young hard cock that would spurt its hot load deep inside me.
I shuddered as the last of the orgasm flowed through me and letting my body relaxed lay there gasping for breath. I uncrossed my legs and as I looked at the screen saw mom was untied and was now holding her son close to her and stroking his hair telling him how good he felt.
That surprised me as I thought it was just a sex video. I imagined holding Alan like that, his body naked and sweaty; his face would smell like his mothers...
"Anna!" I snapped, calling myself from that path.
In front of me the video had faded and come back, this time with the tall leggy brunette that resembled me. She was sitting by the pool in a revealing bikini and a young man with similar hair and a huge bulge in his swimming trunks walked over to her.
Despite the internal battle of was this or wasn't this twisted, raging in my mind, wasn't seemed to win out as I started fast forwarding it, looking for another sex scene.
I stopped it when I saw the mother tied to the bed and a thrill went through me when I saw she was tied face down. Damn I wonder if...
The door to my room burst open and I sat up and emitted a startled yelp as Alan came walking in.
"Alan!" I cried out, closing my legs around the toy and desperately trying to shut the television off.
"Holy shit!" Alan exclaimed as he saw me on the bed.
For a moment that seemed to stretch into an eternity every detail jumped out me. The toy was out of sight, but my skirt was around my hips and I knew I must be flushed and sweaty. On the TV the son was going down on his mom, spreading her ass and going to town on her with his tongue while she cried out into the pillow.
It was bad enough it was obvious what I was doing, but worse was the case to the DVD on the bed near my feet. I couldn't let him see it! Bending my leg, I yelled, "Don't you knock?"
"Jesus, I...I'm sorry mom!" Alan had averted his face, but not before I could see he was blushing furiously.
Taking advantage of him turning away, I grabbed the movie case and leaning over the bed, tossed it under there.
"I didn't think you were home!" he said still looking away from me. "You usually work until seven!"
I looked at the clock and saw it was only quarter to six. I hadn't bothered to tell him I was getting out early, "Hey, why aren't you at work?" I countered
"Jack called, it's his girl's birthday tomorrow and he wanted to know if I would switch nights so he could take her out."
He wasn't looking my way and taking a chance I pulled the toy out. Hoping he didn't hear the sloppy wet sucking sound it made when it left my pussy. Not wanting to risk the time it would take to put it in the draw, I shoved it under the pillow.
Lifting my hips, I pulled my skirt down over my hips and straightened it. Alan was facing away from the TV which was a relief and I was just picking up the remote when the woman on video screamed, "Fuck me Johnny! Fuck your slut mommy nice and hard!"
My eyes jerked to the screen to see the 'son' fucking his mother doggy style while her hands were still tied to the head board. "Fuck me harder! Oh, you're such a bad boy fucking your mother!" she cried.
I shut the TV off and feeling a wave of shame come over me put my head down, praying he'd somehow not really noticed what they were saying.
"I'm sorry mom." He was still facing the wall. "I really didn't know you were here."
"Obviously I didn't know you were home either." I sighed, "Um, well it's not like you can pretend you didn't see what I was doing and I...
"
"Whatever mom." He said quickly. "I...I appreciate you being honest and treating me like an adult, but there's just some things a son does not need to talk about with his mother."
"Okay." I exhaled with relief. Maybe he hadn't heard it. "You can turn around hon,"
Alan turned to face me and I saw he was still red and looked as nervous as I felt. He gave me a little smile that made my heart melt. It was his father's smile, that cute, shy disarming smile that had attracted me to him that night at a frat party where every other guy was an arrogant jerk.
Alan looked as if he had just gotten out of the shower, his hair was wet and slicked back as if he had just finger combed it and he was wearing a sleeveless t-shirt and a pair of baggy running shorts.
I took a moment to look at his broad shoulders and well toned arms and had the sick thought that he would truly be a son any of those mother's in that movie would love to be taken by. He was still looking awkwardly at me and breaking the silence I asked, "Why were you coming in here anyway?"
"Oh, sorry. I was looking for my I-pod charger you said you had gotten a new one so I didn't think you'd care if I came in and got it."
"Right." I nodded; and leaned over to grab it from the draw hoping he couldn't see the assortment of toys in there.
When I found the charger I closed the drawer and began to sit up. I stopped when I saw him staring at me in the mirror. His gaze was fixed on my legs and he seemed to really be looking. I felt an odd thrill go through me and pretending to fumble with the drawer; I bent my left leg, then straightened it.
In the mirror I saw his eyes follow the movement and thought back to the videos. I turned over further on my side and his gaze shifted to my ass in the fairly tight skirt.
When it hit me I was trying to get my son to look at me, I rolled quickly back to a sitting position and sliding to the edge let my legs drape over so my feet were on the floor.
"Here you go."
"Thanks Mom. So why are you home early?"
"I..oh, shit! George is coming over tonight."
He nodded, but I saw the look in his eyes.
"I figured you were working so that way by the time you came home we would be in bed." When he didn't respond, I added, "I know you don't like him for some reason so figured I would have him over on nights you work late."
"Thanks." He sighed.
"What's wrong, honey?" I patted the bed next to me. "Sit down."
He sat next to me and putting my arm around him, said "You can tell me."
"I just don't like that guy." He told me.
"George is very nice to me, Alan, he's not a jerk, you know I wouldn't be with someone who wasn't good to me."
"Not as good as dad was." He said softly.
"Honey, he was my husband, and your father. There will never be another man who will replace him in my heart, but...I'm only forty four and your dad said he didn't want me to be alone."
"I know." He nodded, "But, well, you never know, you might find someone just like dad."
"Maybe." I agreed, "But it still wouldn't be him." I slipped my hand up and ran my fingers through his wet hair. "No one will truly replace him, ever."
"George isn't even close."
"George is..." I shrugged. "I'm not sure he's the one so to speak, but he is nice and he does take care of me."
"Apparently not in here." Alan said, "Or you wouldn't be doing that before he came over."
"Alan!" I exclaimed, "That's not very nice to say."
"Sorry, mom." He looked at me and I could see he was upset. "I know I said I don't want to talk about sex with you, and I don't, but you're still young and you're beautiful and the guy you're with should take good care of you." He paused and forced out the last word, "Everywhere."
"Well that's...up to me." I said, not sure what else I could say.
"You should be happy mom, in every way." He surprised me with a sweet kiss on the cheek. "There's nothing more I want than to see you get what you want."
"Thank you, baby!" I returned the kiss, "You're as sweet as your father was."
"Not where it counts." He said.
"What's that mean?" I asked.
He frowned, "Oh, nothing, I just...I don't know, dad was a little timid sometimes, I think I'm more aggressive."
"Well nothing wrong with that. But it's getting close to six. Do you want to eat with me and George?"
"No, I'll run out for awhile."
"What's her name?" I nudged him with my elbow.
"No one right now," he shrugged.
"No? All those cute college girls? How are you not seeing anyone?"
"Maybe I'm not interested in girls my age." He said, and then stood up, "Well let me get out of your way, I'll...shit!"
When he stood he dropped the charger onto the floor.
"It went under the bed," he rolled his eyes and got onto his hands and knees on the floor and reached under the comforter.
His other hand was on my foot and I felt an odd tingling at his touch. I also noticed he didn't move it as he fumbled under the bed.
"Got it." He pulled it out, but continued to look under the bed. "Hey you have a stocking under here."
"Can you get it for me?" I asked, not thinking.
"Sure." He pulled out something long and black and gasped, "Holy shit!"
My eyes widened and I felt my stomach sink. In his hands was one of the tie ups I had bought last week. Alan looked at the long thin strap with the ankle cuff dangling from it. He dropped it as if it had burned his hand and standing said, "Yeah well, uh, I really have to go now."
"Alan, I...I can explain!" I told him as if I were the child, not the parent.
"You don't have to." He put his hands up, "Really, I would rather you didn't." he started walking to the door, and then turned back to me.
"Hey, mom?"
"What is it?" I asked dreading what he might ask.
"You seeing anyone besides George?"
"No, why?"
"Because I sure as hell can't see that old fart using something like that."
Grabbing a pillow, I threw it at him. "Don't be a jerk!" I laughed, glad he was joking about it.
Alan caught the pillow and as he flipped it back at me said, "But I'm not surprised you got that movie for him."
"Movie?" I felt my heart skip a beat.
"Yeah, George definitely looks like he could have a mommy fetish." He gave me a wave, "Now I know I need to go somewhere tonight."
*****
I sat on the bed, hugging my pillow and feeling like an idiot. Not only had my hopes of a hot night gone down the tubes, but I most likely wouldn't hear from George again. The night started off good, well as good as it could have considering my son had not only caught me masturbating, but had found the straps tied to my bed.
His last comment had told me he'd heard the mommy video, but assumed it was for George. I suppose that was better than his thinking it was for me, but as I was showering it struck me that he had to know I'd been getting off to it.
I'd stopped washing myself as I wondered what he thought and if I should bring it up to him. It was one thing for a twenty year old to acknowledge his mother had sex, but bondage, and worse, incest fantasies?
I debated telling him I'd grabbed it by mistake and just figured I would watch it, but did I want to risk that conversation? Was he somewhere thinking his mother wanted him? I could always use the taboo dirty thrill excuse, but again how did you say that to your son?
I decided to just push it to the side for now and enjoy what would hopefully be a hot night of fulfilled fantasies. Once out of the shower I donned the new lingerie set I had bought. The set was comprised of a skimpy black thong that tied at the sides and a tight black lace top that barely went past my tits, leaving my stomach bare.
The top unbuttoned and I could just imagine lying there, tied to the bed while George, his fingers trembling with excitement, undid the skimpy top, slowly revealing my tits.
I tossed on my short red silk robe that he loved on me and after teasing my hair out and putting my make up on heavier than usual, added a brand new pair of red heels that I planned on leaving on all night.
I went downstairs and started dinner and when I met George at the door, his eyes widened in appreciation and as he presented me with a bouquet of flowers he remarked that he we hadn't had dinner yet, but he was already thinking of dessert.
That reaction caused me to relax and forget about the scene with Alan and move onto the next phase of the night. I'd bought two bottles of George's favorite wine and we killed the first one over dinner.
As horny as I was, I took my time over dinner, making general conversation. However, I made sure I got up from the table several times to parade around in front of him. I purposely dropped things in order to bend over and show him my scantily clad ass and leaned over him to show off my tits encased in the sexy black lace top.



When it came to dessert, George said he was full, but sitting on his lap, I shared a cup of pudding with him, making sure to smear whip cream not only on my lips, but his as I fed it to him.
His cock was rock hard against my ass and I made sure to wiggle in his lap. When the pudding was gone we shared a long deep whip cream and tongue filled kiss. To my delight George asked if we were heading upstairs.
I made a comment that it was only eight o clock and kind of early to go to sleep. George gave the perfect response of going to bed did not equal going to sleep. I took his hand and could feel my pussy gushing as I led him up the stairs and into my bedroom.
George quickly stripped down to his boxers and sitting on the bed I stared hungrily at him. George coached the college track team and had been a runner himself for years. His body was lean and still pretty tight for his age. The best part was the large bulge in his underwear that I knew was all for me.
As he sat on the bed, I stood and removed my robe. I made a show of folding it and turned around to put it on the chair and let him check out my ass. When I got on the bed, George reached for me, but I told him I had bought something fun to watch first.
He smiled and as we sat propped up against the pillows with his hand lightly caressing my thigh I turned the TV on. My heart was already pounding and my pussy dripping as the screen filled with the first image from the movie.
It started hot right out of the gate with a slender brunette on her knees on the bed with her hands tied behind her back and her ankles bound. She was staring wide eyed at the camera with her full lips trembling. That's when things went bad.
"What the hell is this?" George asked.
"Just watch." I whispered and grabbing his cock through his boxers started stroking it.
George released a soft moan and I felt his body relax. On the TV a man entered the room. He was dressed only in his underwear and as soon as he reached the bed, he pulled them down to expose his huge hard cock.
"You ready to be a good girl?" he asked.
"Please." The girl shook her head, "Please, sir I...I don't do those things!"
"You will." He said and grabbing the back of her head, pushed her face towards his cock.
She whimpered convincingly, but wouldn't open her mouth. The man began whacking his cock against her face and pushing the dripping head against her lips as she whimpered and struggled against her bonds.
"Anna." George said, "This is sick! He's going to rape this girl!"
"No, it's all fun, watch."
The words had come out in a breathy whisper and grabbing his hand I placed it over my right breast so he could feel my hard nipple. The girl opened her mouth and the guy began slowly pumping his cock into it.
Reaching behind her he shoved his fingers into her helpless pussy and started rubbing her clit. She started whimpering around his cock, but her hips were moving back into his hand.
"See? She's loving it, the little slut." I told him.
"Little slut?" George turned to look at me.
"Yes, she's a little slut." I told him as I squeezed his cock. "A bad little girl trying to pretend she doesn't want to be dirty, but he knows she does and he's going to make her admit it!"
George was staring at me with an unhappy look on his face, but I was too caught up, to notice.
"He's going to keep her tied up and have his way with her, but he's going to make her cum because he knows she's a dirty little whore and she wants it!"
"You...you like this?"
"I love it!" I purred in his ear, "I want to be your dirty girl, George! I want to be your nasty little bad girl! But I want to play good girl and have you make me bad!"
"Make you?"
"Yes," I moaned as on the screen the man had gotten behind the girl and was now teasing the head of his cock around her pussy as she begged him not to fuck her. "I want you to make me love everything you do to me!"
There was a loud squeal from the movie when the guy slammed his cock into her and was not only fucking her hard and fast, but had shoved a finger into her ass.
"Oh, its so big!" she cried out, "Please go easy, oh please not so hard!"
"Just take it you slut, you know you want it." He slapped her ass and at the sound of her yelp I felt my pussy start to drip.
"Anna this is..."
George trailed off when sitting up; I reached under the pillow and pulled out the strap that was tied to the middle rung of the metal head board.
"I want you to tie me down and take me George!" I moaned, "I want you to make me helpless for you to have your way with me!"
"Anna!"
"I want you to tease me and make me beg for you! Make me beg to cum, make me beg for your nice hard dick!"
Holding the strap out to him, I whispered, "Please sir? Please make your good girl bad."
George pulled away, recoiling from me as if I'd tried to hand him a snake.
"Anna what the hell is the matter with you?"
"Nothing." I looked at the strap. "I just want to have some fun."
"Rape fantasies are fun?"
"It's not rape! Look!" I pointed at the movie where the guy now had the girl on her back with her legs pushed up while he was licking her pussy.
She was squirming and moaning in delight and at that moment I would have given anything to be her.
"Anna this is sick!" he snapped and grabbing the remote shut the movie off.
"Hey!"
"I will not watch a woman be assaulted and I certainly won't do it to you."
"But I want you to!" I was practically whining "Come on George, don't be a prude, let's have some fun!"
"Prude?" his eyes widened. "I'm a prude because I don't want to rape you?"
"Can't rape the willing!" I forced a nervous laugh.
"Anna how old are you?"
"What does that matter?"
"This shit is for kids who'll try anything, we're an older couple! We don't need to..."
"There's an age limit on fun?" I was starting to get aggravated now."There's something wrong with me because I want more than two licks of my clit and five minutes of missionary?"
George's eyes widened and his face started to turn red. "Well excuse me if I was taught to be respectful and loving, not a fucking animal."
"Women like being fucked like animals sometimes!" I told him. "I love when you're sweet George, but I want to have some real fun!"
"Real fun." He got up off the bed. "I see. Well I'm sorry I'm not fun."
"Okay, George." I put my hands out, "That didn't come out right, let's talk."
"Nothing to talk about." He grabbed his pants and began putting them on. "You want to be treated like a slut and that's not what I do."
"Why not? George it can be fun!"
"You want to be treated like a porn star Anna, go pick up some punk at a bar and let him treat you like a whore."
"Oh, come on."
"Sorry, Anna. I think you're a beautiful woman, but thought you were a woman, not a pig."
"Pig?" My temper flared, "How fucking dare you call me a pig! There are plenty of men who would love a lady in the office and a freak in bed"
"Well a real man prefers a lady in both." He declared pulling his shirt over his head.
"No, a real man can satisfy his woman, whatever it takes" I replied getting up and slipping my robe back on.
"The go find yourself a real man then." Slipping his shoes on, he pointed at me. "And go get some help Anna, sick fantasies like that can get you in trouble."
Turning he headed for the bedroom door.
"So you're leaving? I'm not worth you trying anything different?"
"You're not worth me acting like a teenager in heat who thinks getting laid is the be all end all. I'm looking for good woman, not a sex crazed whore."
"Fuck you!" I yelled, "Good luck finding a woman happy with your boring ass!"
George waved his hand disgustedly at me and walked out of the bedroom. I walked out to see him walk down the stairs and a minute later heard the front door slam.
When I heard his car pull out of the drive way I'd sat down on the bed, hugged the pillow and cried like a teenager. With a ragged sigh, I tossed the pillow behind me and leaned over to take off the red fuck me pumps I was still wearing.
I jumped at a knock on the door. Had George come back?
"Hey, Mom?" Alan called through the door, "You still up?"
"Come in." I called out.
As the door opened, I made sure I tied my robe tightly around me. I still had to deal with what happened earlier and did not want to feed any kind of fire. For him or me. Maybe George was right and I was getting out of control with my fantasies. Alan entered the room dressed in a black t-shirt and jeans and asked, "You okay, mom?"
"Why do you ask?"
"Well when I came home I saw George had left and you said he was spending the night." He came closer and frowned. "You're make up is running, you've been crying."
"We...we had a fight and he left."
"He made you cry?" Alan clenched his fists, "What did that asshole say to you?"
"Its okay honey. It happens when people break up."
"Break up?" he seemed to relax. "So...no more George."
"I don't think so honey." I sighed.
"Hey, mom he wasn't all that, you can do better."
"I guess." As Alan stood there probably unsure of what to say, I thought about the guy at Exotica, I thought I had kept the card. "Maybe the next guy will be more... understanding."
"Hold on, I'll be right back." Alan said.
"Where are you...?" I stopped when turning, he quickly left the room.
I heard him pound down the stairs and sat that for a couple of minutes wondering where he went, when he reappeared holding a glass of wine. Sitting down next to me, he handed me the glass.
"You want to talk about it?"
"I think I had enough to drink" I tried to pass the glass back to him.
"You're upset, have some."
I could see the concern in his eyes and managing a grin said, "Well okay if you insist."
Crying had made me thirstier than I'd thought and I ended up drinking most of the glass in several long swallows. Alan took the glass from me, "Do you want to talk about..." he had looked back at the bed and had an odd look on his face, "Never mind."
I followed his gaze. The strap with the cuff was on the bed in plain sight.
"Shit, I am batting a thousand today with you." I said. "Sorry Alan, I guess you're finding out your mom's kind of twisted."
"Hey if it feels good do it." He shrugged, and then smiled, "But if that was what the fight was over, I told you he wasn't the type."
"You did, but I guess he's not alone."
"But there's lots of guys who would love a woman with good looks, a good job and is a freak!" he laughed, "I heard you even have an awesome son as part of the deal!"
"Yeah, but you started that part of the rumor you little shit."
We stared at each other and when he tried to come up with a pout I burst out laughing. Turning to face him I hugged him close. "I love you, Alan."
"I love you too mom." He held me tighter and said, "And I'll bet the next guy will give you everything you need."
"Here's hoping, but in the mean time I guess I have my job and according to you, my looks."
"And the awesome son." He reminded me.
"Yeah, he's okay I guess." I sat back and covered my mouth to suppress a yawn. I blinked as a wave of exhaustion swept over me. "Wow I'm tired all of a sudden."
"Probably from being upset." Alan said.
"That and a lot of wine." I yawned again, "Damn."
"Well here, just lie back." Alan got up and moving to the head of the bed, fixed the pillows for me.
Feeling as if my eyes were about to close, I slid up the bed and lay back on the pillows.
"Oh," I said softly my voice sounding far away. "My shoes are still on."
"Don't worry about it." Alan said looking down at me. "I like them on."
"W...what?" I asked, fighting to keep my eyes open.
"I like your shoes." He leaned over and unable to hold out any longer, my eyes closed and I felt as if the room was spinning, as if from a distance I heard Alan's voice in my ear "They make you look even sluttier."
*****
"Oh, yes, honey! Oh just like that!"
I opened my eyes at the sound of voices and stared up at the ceiling. My vision was blurry, but after blinking rapidly several times it cleared.
"You like sucking my cock, mom? You like having your little boy's dick in your mouth?"
I leaned my head up to see the TV was on, showing a woman on her knees with her hands cuffed behind her back having her face fucked by a tall young man.
I blinked again, trying to remember when I had put the movie back in. The room was hot and I could feel the sweat on my face. I tried to move my hand to wipe at it and felt something tug at my wrist. My eyes widened when I realized I was tied to the bed!
I craned my neck to the side and saw that both my wrists were cuffed and were tied together to the bed frame. Turning back to look down the bed I saw that my robe had been removed and I was just laying in the black lingerie set.
My legs were spread open and my ankles were also cuffed. I could see the black straps trailing down to where I knew they were tied to the legs of the bed. I tried to move them and could only pull them up a couple of inches before they stopped.
"What the hell?" I whispered, wondering if I were dreaming.
Grabbing the strap in my hands I yanked hard, but the sturdy brass frame didn't give at all.
"Morning mom." Alan said from next to me.
I turned my head to the side and saw him sitting in the small arm chair that was normally next to the window, but he had pulled over to the bed. I saw he was shirtless and there was a light sheen of sweat on his face and chest.
That caused me to notice it was damn hot and it was most likely from the dozen or so candles spread around the room. Before I turned back to him, I saw both bedroom windows were closed, adding to the heat of the room.
"Alan...what are you doing?"
"Just watching some good TV." He grinned and lifting the remote turned up the sound.
"Oh, God Joe! You're fucking your mother so fucking hard! Just how I need it!"
I looked at the screen where the woman now had her arms cuffed around the post of a huge bed. She was bent over and her 'son; was standing behind her fucking her.
"This is a really good movie." Alan said, "I watched it twice while you were sleeping."
"You...you tied me up?" I asked, pulling against the bed frame again.
"I did." He nodded. "Sorry about the pill I put in your wine. I wanted to surprise you." He gave me a big smile, "You fighting me might be fun another time, but not the first time."
"Alan, what are...Oh my god."
Alan had stood up and was completely naked. Not just naked, but between his legs his cock was hard as a rock.
"Like what you see?" Alan asked, turning towards me. "I'm hard for you, mom." He shook his head, "Man it was a long night sitting here staring at your hot little body and not touching you."
I closed my eyes and told myself I'd had too much wine and was still sleeping and this was all a dream from that stupid movie. My eyes jerked open at the sensation of Alan's hand on my leg just below my knee. He began running his hand up my leg and I shuddered as it reached my upper thigh and slipped between my legs.
"Alan, don't." I said, trying to stay calm. "I...I don't know why you're doing this, but..." His fingers tickled my inner thigh and I gasped as the edge of his hand rubbed the thin strip of material covering my pussy.
I looked up to see Alan staring down at me. His brown eyes were bright and wide and his lips were parted. I noticed he was breathing heavy and could feel his fingers trembling against the smooth skin of my thigh.
His hand moved and I flinched when he put it on my stomach and began to trail it up towards my breasts.
"You're so soft." He said, "So beautiful." Seeing me looking, he smiled, "So sexy."
"Alan, please untie me."
He laughed, "Just like the movies. You going to pretend you're scared, mom? You going to try to tell me this isn't what you want?"
"Its...its not." I told him. "Honey, please. I...I have fantasies about being tied like this, but not about my son doing it."
Right on cue the woman on the screen cried, "That's it baby; suck your mommy's pussy! Make her cum for you, ohhh!"
"Then why the movie?" he asked as his fingers started teasing along the edge of the shirt, inches from my tits.
"I bought it by mistake. I..."
"And watched it by mistake? And got off to it by mistake?" Alan nodded. "Of course I can see that. You accidentally shoved that big fat toy in your pretty pussy and came to a son fucking his bad mommy."
He leaned over and placing his hand on my cheek looked into my eyes.
"Its okay mom. I...I want you to. I really do!"
My response was cut off by him gently kissing me. I didn't return the kiss, but felt an unwelcome thrill at the feeling of his lips against mine. He wasn't being rough, in fact the kiss was not just soft, but tender. He kissed me again as his fingers lightly stroked my cheek and the word loving came to mind.
"Please kiss me." He whispered, "You can pretend you don't want me to strip you and fuck you, but I want to know you want me."
"Alan." I swallowed hard when his hand slid to the side and started running through my hair. "The movie is a fantasy. People who watch it don't really want to..."
"Yes they do. You bought that other movie because you wanted to be tied down and you bought this one and got excited by it because you want me to be the one to do it."
I felt something soft wet pressing against my leg and saw his cock, his long, hard and thick cock. The head was oozing and his precum was smearing on my leg. I felt my nipples start to stiffen and told myself to stop being as sick as George said I was and stop this now.
"Alan we can't do this. I love you and I think you're a beautiful young man, but not in that way. I'm your mother, Alan; you can't do this to me. I...I can't do this with you. Please let me go."
Alan kissed my lips again and straightening up laughed, "Okay, I get it; we have to really play it out. That's fine with me!"
Walking around to the foot of the bed he pointed the remote at the TV and after shutting it off tossed the remote on the floor. Standing at the foot of the bed between my legs he looked longingly at my body and putting his hands on my ankles began speaking.
"You know they always say like father, like son, but I guess it's like mother like son."
"What are you talking about?"
"I...I've had fantasies about tying women up since I was still in high school. Tying them to a bed or a tree, cuffing them. Then teasing them, spanking them, fucking them." He shrugged. "I even got to do it a couple of times with that girl Jennifer, she really liked it." He sighed, "Too bad she moved."
"I told dad about it once and he told me if it kept up maybe I should go get help. So I never told him anything else." He pointed at me, "That's what I meant about being different from dad. He was a dud, I'm..." he gave me that smile that right now did not seem so shy, "I'm into everything."
"Well you can't be into me." I told him. You want to have a girlfriend play mommy that's fine, but..."
"You know I used to hear you talk to Aunt Kathy sometimes, tell her how dad wasn't a lot of fun in bed. Then you ended up with that dink George." He tugged on the strap holding my right ankle.
"But look at all the hot things you're into. But no one will play with you." The smile returned and as he spoke he undid the strap from my shoe and slipped it off, "My mom should get whatever she wants."
He removed my other shoe and to my surprise got on his knees and gave the sole of each of my feet a kiss. "Mom when I saw that video you were watching and then found the strap I wanted you right then."
"Alan, I...oh!"
I gasped when he took two of my toes into his mouth and began sucking them. He moaned around them and his eyes rolled back. His moan sent a disturbing shiver through my body and my breath caught when he removed them, but teased his tongue across the tips of all my toes.



"But I didn't know what to do." He began licking the toes of my other foot. "I've wanted you for a long time mom. When we're done you can come to my room and look at all the mom son videos I have! There are some real hot ones! Maybe we can play them all out!"
"Alan, honey, I...don't!"
Alan had stood up and grabbing his large cock had started rubbing it up and down the bottom of my foot. He moaned and started doing the same to the other foot. I couldn't help but notice his cock was close to the length of my foot and again noticed how thick it was. Damn he was a lot bigger than his father had been and obviously was willing to use it a lot more.
"Sorry, but I have a foot fetish." He laughed, "You have sexy feet! Remember I would rub them for you sometimes? I would be so hard! Then I would go upstairs and jerk off!"
Oh my God he had wanted me before this! I watched as he ran his huge dick along the arch of my foot and had to bite back a groan when he shoved his cock between my toes and started sliding it in and out. Alan had a look of pure lust on his face and it dawned on me that he would do anything I asked of him. Anything at all. He would not only fulfill any fantasy I had, but it seemed he had a lot of his own that could be fun seeing they revolved around me.
"Please stop." I whispered, but more to myself.
My nipples were throbbing and my pussy was warm and wet and as bad as it sounded I caught myself imagining what that big cock would feel like inside me.
"Sorry." He stepped back and I watched his cock bounce between his thighs as it slid from between my toes. "I'm being selfish and doing what I want. This is supposed to be about what my slutty mom wants."
He came back over to the side of the bed and climbing onto it, knelt with his knees next to my shoulder. I forced myself not to turn my head because if I did that gorgeous cock would be inches from my mouth. Staring at the ceiling I said, "Alan it's not a game, untie me right now. I mean it."
"Sorry mom." He shook his head. "I can't do that. See you've been a bad girl. A very bad girl and even naughtier mommy. I mean what mother wants her son to fuck her?"
"Alan..."
"You're a cock teasing slut, mom."
I swallowed hard when he put his hands on my top and began to unbutton it.
"Strutting around showing off these pretty tits and that fine ass and those fucking legs!"
He sounded firm, but his fingers were shaking as he unbuttoned the top. My heart skipped a beat each time one of the buttons gave exposing more of the flesh between my breasts. When he reached the last one I told myself to make him stop. Tell him to get the hell away from me that it was sick and twisted and he was my son and I was his mother and...the last button gave way and taking the sides of the top in his fingers, Alan opened it wide, exposing my tits.
"Oh, Mom, they're perfect." He breathed. "Just perfect."
"They're...oh, Alan, please don't do this to us, we..."
I moaned when he cupped my tits in his hands and gave them a gentle squeeze. I arched my back and pulled against the straps, trying desperately to get loose and stop this before it got too far.
"I like that." Alan whispered, "I like you trying to get away."
"Honey, I...oh...oh, don't do that to me!"
I moaned when his thumbs started sliding across my swollen nipples as he continued to squeeze my tits. Alan's hands were large and powerful and the sight of them holding my soft small tits was causing my nipples to ache beneath his touch and I had to force my hips to remain still.
Alan had leaned over until I could feel his hot breath on my nipples and I began to whimper at the thought that once his mouth was on me I might not be able to resist him anymore.
He licked his lips and I whispered, "Alan you...you have to listen to me!"
"No, I've listened to you my whole life." He winked at me and it dawned on me this was all what he thought I wanted, "Now you just lay there and listen to me. Now tell me you want me to suck your tits."
"No." I shook my head, "I don't want you to...ow!"
I cried out in pain when he pinched both my nipples hard.
"Tell your son you want him to suck his mother's nipples." He gave me a nasty smirk that sparked a wave of heat through me. His fingers tightened around my nipples and I whimpered, "Alan, honey, please suck my nipples."
"I knew that's what you wanted, you little slut!" he winked, and then sliding his tongue out slowly teased it around my right nipple.
"Ohhh" I groaned as my legs strained against their bonds, "Oh, Alan that's not fair!"
"Why not?" he asked before giving my nipple a soft kiss.
"Because..." I moaned as he sucked my swollen flesh between his lips. "Because it feels good!"
I whimpered the last part and arching my back shoved my tit deeper into his face.
"I knew you wanted this, you can't lie to me, you nasty slut."
He began stroking my other nipple with his thumb while swirling his tongue around my hard nub and I was now moaning and squirming on the bed. I wanted to move, but at this point most likely to grab the back of his head and put my arms around him as his mouth pleasured my tits.
A wave of helplessness flowed over me followed by an intense wave of pleasure. This was what I had craved. Being totally helpless to either prevent or encourage what was being done to me. My squirming was getting to Alan as well.
He had begun to move his hips, thrusting his dripping cock against my thigh and his fingers were trembling harder than before. He was panting around my nipple and when he switched his mouth to the other his eyes met mine and I whimpered, "Please stop, please, I'm your mother!"
Alan gave me that little smile that told me he knew he had won. I was his. I might be going to hell for it or at the least living with some serious regret after this, but for right now my body belonged to my son and I was more than willing to let him have anything he wanted from his slutty mother.
Alan sucked on my other nipple and I released a long slow moan when his hand trailed down my stomach and his fingers slipped inside my thong.
"No!" I begged, "Please don't touch me there!"
Alan smiled around my nipples and my hips jerked and I cried out when he slid two fingers through the incredibly wet lips of my pussy.
"Damn, you want me don't you?" he asked, "You want your son playing with your pussy don't you mom?"
"No!" I whimpered, "I don't! You're just taking me! Please stop honey! Please! Oh fuck!"
I called out when his fingers plunged hard into my sopping slit. Alan's eyes widened and the breath hissed between his teeth as he began pumping his fingers inside me.
"You have a nice tight pussy, mom." He whispered, "You want your son's cock in there don't you?"
"I want him to stop doing this to me!" I started squirming harder against the straps and I felt his cock squirt against my leg.
"No you don't" he said, "You want me to do everything to you, don't you? You want your son to make his mother cum don't you?"
My reply turned into a delighted yelp when his thumb pressed against my clit and he started rubbing it in slow circles while his fingers thrust hard into me. He had done this before the lucky bastard! My hips were now moving in time with his fingers and I was alternately moaning and whimpering as his thumb caressed my swollen button.
His lips were fastened to my nipple and out of habit I went to reach for the other one to fondle it, but was stopped by the straps. I clutched the strap and pulled hard on it, enjoying the idea of struggling while his fingers pleasured me.
I could feel the sweat dripping down my back and we were both covered in it. I stared at Alan's broad powerful back and well defined arms and imagined him holding me down next time. Next time?
My thoughts were pulled away when he rose up higher on his knees and began thrusting his hips, causing his long wet cock to rub across the top of my leg. The thought that at some point that cock was going to replace his fingers, caused my hips to move harder into his fingers.
I straightened my legs and pulling hard on the strap lifted my ass and back off the bed. I let my head fall back and began moaning loudly as his finger moved faster on my clit.
"Please" I pleaded, "Please make me cum, honey, please don't stop, please don't tease your mommy, I want to...oh oh oh!"
I began releasing a series of high pitched yelps and the next time Alan drove his fingers inside me I screamed as my orgasm crashed through me. My hips bucked wildly and my body writhed side to side as Alan continued to work my clit and pussy with his strong fingers.
My pussy convulsed and he whimpered around my nipple as hearing his mother cum for him caused his cock to slide faster against my leg. I cried out again and again as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through my body.
My pussy convulsed once more around his fingers and with a gasp I fell back onto the bed.
"You come nice and hard for your son, mom?"
"I...I did." I looked at him as he sat up and whispered, "I had no choice, he made me!"
"I'm going to make you do something even nastier now."
Leaning over me and grabbing the base of his cock, Alan pressed the dripping tip to my cheek. I wanted nothing more than to open wide and taste it, but keeping the game going for both of us; I turned my head and begged, "Please don't make me do that Alan! Please don't put your cock in your mother's mouth!"
"You know you want it!" Alan said. Grabbing my hair, he forced me to face his cock and this time pushed the sticky head against my lips.
I kept them pressed together, but could feel his sticky juice dripping down my chin and once again the inability to move sent a thrill through me. I wanted to be able to grab that big cock and shove it in my mouth and rub his balls, but instead I strained in vain against my restraints and shook my head against his cock, rubbing it across my lips.
"Open your mouth, mom, it's time to taste your son's cock."
I opened wide and putting the tip of his cock over my mouth, Alan squeezed it, sending a stream of his thick salty fluid into my mouth. I closed my mouth and swallowed, savoring the sensation of the thick cum sliding down my throat. I opened wide again and Alan said, "Put your tongue out."
I did as he asked and slapped his cock against it. He continued to do it and when I whimpered he asked, "Tell me what you want, mom."
"I want to suck my son's cock!" I moaned, "Just like he wants me too! Please let me have it."
Alan slipped the head of his cock between my lips and I groaned when I took the first couple of inches into my mouth. He didn't push further and lifting my head from the pillow I started bobbing my head, sucking him deeper. Alan moaned softly then pulled his cock away from me. Looking up at him, I licked my lips and asked, "More, please more?"
"Oh my God, mom." Alan said forgetting about the game for the moment, "You're so fucking hot!"
I couldn't respond as in the next moment my mouth was stuffed with my son's long delicious cock. Alan had shoved it more than halfway down and opening my mouth wider and tilting my head, I took even more of his hard flesh between my lips.
"Damn, mom." Alan moaned when I began bobbing my head again, sucking his cock as well as my position would allow.
I tried to speak, but all that came out was a gurgling sound as he thrust his hips, fucking my mouth. That was fine with me and I lay there holding my lips tightly to his shaft as he slowly pumped me. I pressed my tongue to his shaft and he whimpered when I was able to swirl it around his sensitive head. Withdrawing his cock, I caught my breath and whispered, "Straddle me."
"You want your son to..."
"Just straddle my face." I snapped, losing patience.
"Yes mom." Alan said and swinging his leg over my waist slid up until his knees were under my arms and his cock was in my face.
Grabbing my tits, Alan pressed them together and started thrusting his cock between them. I moaned at not only the sight of his dripping cock head sliding between my perky tits, but the feeling of his balls across my chest.
Alan started shoving his cock further between my tits and I flicked my tongue out giving it a playful lick each time it came through. Alan was moaning and opening my mouth I waggled my tongue invitingly, "Come on baby," I said softly, fuck mommy's mouth."
Alan didn't seem to mind me starting to take over and moving higher up, started shoving his cock deep into my mouth. I closed my eyes and sighed as my son filled my mouth with his wide thick cock. He removed it and rubbing his cock up over my face, dropped his balls into my mouth. I eagerly began sucking on them and he gasped,
"That's right, mom, suck my balls, what a good little slut you are!"
His words turned to moans as I swirled my tongue around his heavy balls. I could just imagine how much cum was building in them and knew I wanted to get every drop of it. Alan slid back and once again worked his cock into his mother's willing mouth. This time he went so far in I started to gag and he began to pull back. I shook my head and letting my head go back, opened wide and encouraged him, "Hmmm-mm!"
Alan started fucking my mouth with long slow strokes, shoving it in so deep his balls were slapping against my chin. Oh, Anna, you fucking whore! I told myself as his thick precum oozed down my throat, look at you tied to a bed letting your son face fuck you!
Alan began to whimper and move his hips faster and I moaned my approval around his thick shaft, oh how I wanted him to cum! Even as he plundered my throat in this position I was already imagining sucking him off under my terms. Lying between his legs, teasing and enjoying every inch of him; taking my time until he begged to explode in his slutty mother's hot mouth.
Alan was burying his cock repeatedly in my throat deep enough to cause my eyes to water and was moaning continuously. My pussy was watering as much as my mouth and I was already hoping he would let me cum again. With a loud cry Alan pulled his cock from my mouth and pumping it furiously sprayed his cum in my face.
The first huge spurt went deep into my waiting mouth and I moaned in pleasure as I swallowed every drop of it. The next spurts struck my cheeks and my chin. Pulling back, Alan continued to pump his cock and was now painting my small breasts with his thick white cum.
I lay there squirming and moaning as my son splattered his cum all over my face and chest. With a soft whimper he stopped and looking down at me shook his head.
"Look at you covered in your son's cum. You're a pig mom."
"I'm your pig." I told him.
Alan looked down on me and I made a show of running my tongue over my cum covered lips and slurping it up.
"Oh fuck." Alan whispered.
Moving quickly he slid down between my legs and grabbing the front of my thong gave it a hard yank tearing it off of me. A wave of heat flowed through me when he threw it to the side. Bracing his hands over me, he thrust his cock deep inside me.
"Holy fuck!" I cried out in surprise and a little bit of pain as he plunged his long fat cock into my sopping pussy.
I hadn't expected him to fuck me so quickly, but his cock was still rock hard and he had begun pounding away on me. I moaned in both pleasure and discomfort as he assaulted my defenseless pussy. Alan was bigger than George and a lot bigger than his father.
I hadn't had a cock like this since a boyfriend back in college and I could feel my pussy stretching around his thick shaft. I whimpered, "Oh, it's so fucking big! Oh, easy, baby! Easy on your mother!"
Alan slowed up and the next time he pushed all the way in I said, "Stay there, let me get used to it."
Alan remained still and I moaned sighed softly as my pussy became accustomed to his girth.
"My little boy has a big fucking dick." I told him.
"My mother has a tight fucking pussy." He replied. "And cum running down her face."
He started fucking me again, but this time using long slow strokes. Ah, youth! He had just come and was fucking away as hard as before. I lay there groaning, reveling in the feeling of my son's amazing cock sliding into his mother's warm welcoming pussy. I could feel his cum sliding down my chin and tits and started moving my hips and squirming beneath him.
"Mommy needs to cum again!" I begged, "Please?"
Once again moving quickly, Alan slid from inside me and sitting back on his knees reached back and one at a time, released my ankles. Laying flat on his stomach, he grabbed my thighs and lifting them up, pushed my legs back towards me and plunged his tongue deep inside me.
'Fuck yeah!" I cried, "Suck my pussy, honey! Suck your mother off!"
Alan was swirling his tongue inside me and the fact that his dripping cock had just been inside me added to the thrill. Alan hadn't been kidding, he was into everything.
Even as he sucked hard and caused me to cry out as I felt the juice from my pussy being slurped into his mouth it occurred to me that Alan was less than half George's age, but was twice the man and not just between his legs.
Alan was willing to do anything I wanted. He wanted to make his mother happy! Well right or wrong I hadn't been happy in a long time and I was going to let him and not just tonight!
Anytime my boy wanted his slutty mother after this all he would have to do is ask. Not even! I thought as his tongue left my pussy and trailed through my soft wet lips towards my yearning clit. I would go after him! Go in his room and wake him up, sucking him hard and riding his cock!
"Oh yes!" I moaned when lips tongue found my clit. "Lick that pussy! Make mommy purr baby!"
Alan sucked my clit into his mouth and caused me to cry out again when he slipped two fingers inside my hot little box. He placed his hands on my thighs and pushed my legs back even further. I moaned as that lifted my ass off the bed allowing his fingers to plunge deeper into me. His strength sent a thrill through me as he effortlessly pushed my legs.
I strained them against him and moaned as he easily held me back. I was squeezing the strap so hard I thought my knuckles were going to pop and my shoulders were starting to ache from tugging on it, but it was a good pain and I looked forward to more of it.
Alan was sucking my clit so hard his lips were smacking and I could feel my thighs trembling. He was roughly shoving his fingers inside me and again it was a delightful mix of pleasure and pain. I could hear his fingers making sloppy wet sounds as the thrust into me and he was now swirling his tongue in hard fast circles around my clit.
"Yes." I egged him on, "That's it Alan! Lick mommy's pussy; make your slutty mom cum in your face! I...oh God!"
I screamed in pain and surprise when Alan slammed a finger from his other hand into my tight ass. He buried it in there along with the fingers from his pussy and as he wiggled them against each other, I threw my head back and came like an animal.
There was no other way to describe it. As my body went wild, straining against the strap that held me I released a long loud howl of pleasure then another and another.
I was pushing hard against his hands, but Alan managed to keep my legs straight and I was bucking my hips up and down on the bed as he continued to plunge his fingers in both my holes and suck my clit.
I howled again, then as my entire body tightened up, I felt my pussy convulse and screamed again as a wave of warm fluid gushed around his fingers and into his face. My body collapsed back onto the bed and I stared up at the ceiling gasping for breath.
"Oh my god, oh my god." I moaned repeatedly as Alan sat up and wiped at his sticky face. "Oh, honey...I have never cum that hard."
I swore the room was spinning and remembered Katie telling me that was how hard she came from her boyfriend. Well it was about time I'd gotten off like that and who cared if it took my son to do it?



I yelped when grabbing my ankles, Alan lifted my legs in the air. Placing my right foot on his chest he took the toes of the left into his mouth and as he began sucking on them, slammed his cock home in his mother's oozing pussy.
"Fuck yeah!" I cried out as he started fucking me with long hard strokes.
He was still licking my toes and moving my other foot, I pushed that one in his face.
"There you go baby, suck on mommy's toes. I'll let you play with my feet all you want. Next time you rub my feet I'll give you a nice foot job and let you come on them how's that?"
Alan moaned around my toes, and then grabbing my other ankle spread my legs wide open and as he had before pushed them back.
"Jesus that's fucking deep!" I screamed as I saw my ankles over my eyes, "Oh fuck me!"
That's exactly what my son was doing; slamming my exposed pussy as hard as he could. His hands were on the bed next to me as he had me all but bent in half while he gave me the hardest fucking I'd ever received.
I was screaming with every thrust and moving his hand Alan pressed it over my mouth. That move sent another sick thrill through me and I began screaming as loud as I could into his hand and struggling against the strap.
I widened my eyes as if I were afraid and began mixing some whimpers into my screams as he mercilessly attacked my pussy with his huge cock. Alan's eyes were wide with lust as he stared down at my mock fear.
I started shaking my head back and forth as if begging him and with a loud groan he suddenly sat back and slid his cock from my pussy. I had a moment to lick my lips at the sight of his long thick cock that was now dripping from my juice.
But just a moment, grabbing my hips Alan wrenched his powerful shoulders and effortlessly flipped me onto my stomach. The cum that was still on my face was smeared into it as I was shoved into the pillow.
I only remained there for a moment however. Grabbing my hair, Alan roughly pulled me up to my knees and I cried out at the pleasant wave of pain that hot maneuver brought on.
Alan grabbed my ass and spreading my cheeks wide open plunged his tongue into my asshole. I hadn't expected that one and squealed at the dirtiness of it.
"Look at you tonguing mommy's ass." I moaned. "Dirty boy!"
Alan swirled his tongue around my tight little rosebud once more then grabbed my hips so hard I cried out in pain. A second later he plunged his cock so deep inside me I screamed loud enough to be thankful the window was closed.
Alan had pulled me back until the strap was stretched to the limit and my upper body was held up off the bed as he fucked me senseless. That was the only term I could think of. I was yelping and squealing with each thrust and was being bombarded by sensations.
He was pulling my hair with one hand and my shoulders hurt from being stretched against the strap. The fingers of his other hand were digging into my hip and I could feel the sweat and cum oozing down my face and chest.
But all that paled in comparison to the feeling of his massive dick plundering his mother's willing pussy. He was fucking me hard enough to cause his balls to slap against my clit and I could hear him moaning loudly behind me.
"Go ahead!" I called over my shoulder, "Fuck me! Fuck your slut mother! Claim her pussy, it's your pussy baby!"
"My pussy?" Alan groaned behind me.
"Yes! It's not my pussy it's yours!" I told him and meant every word of it, "Just keep giving me this fucking cock and I'll give you anything you want!"
I was slamming my hips back into his and started whimpering at the feeling of an impending orgasm. He was fucking me so good that even with the only stimulation to my clit being his balls striking it I could feel myself getting ready to cum yet again.
"Keep fucking me baby!" I cried out, "Just a little more, your mommy wants to cum on her son's beautiful cock! I want to...Fuck fuck fuck!!"
Alan had driven a finger hard into my asshole and lifting my head I shrieked in pleasure as my pussy contracted his cock and my ass squeezed his finger. Behind me Alan released a cry almost as loud as mine and as my pussy convulsed around his cock I felt him explode inside me.
"Oh honey!" I called out as his thick hot cum flooded my quivering pussy.
I could feel his cock twitching inside me and each movement ended in a spurt of cum. Alan was still thrusting and whimpering as he painted the walls of his mother's pussy.
My pussy was generating some sticky fluid of its own and I could feel a warm sticky mess dripping down my thighs and could hear Alan's cock splattering into my now sopping snatch. Alan shuddered behind me and as the last waves of yet another powerful orgasm passed through me I slumped forward onto my stomach.
Alan went with me; supporting his weight on his elbows in front of me he pressed his back against my chest. I could hear his ragged breathing in my ear and trying to catch my own breath, I whispered, "I can feel your heartbeat on my back."
We lay there letting our bodies recover and lifting himself up, Alan gave me a sweet kiss between my shoulder blades.
"Do that again."
Alan obeyed, placing several soft kisses across my back and one to the side of my neck. Reaching over me, he unsnapped the cuffs from around my wrists and leaning over, gave each of my red wrists a sweet kiss as well. He rolled over onto his back and turning onto my side I propped myself on my elbow and smiled down at him.
"That was fucking amazing." I said.
"Yeah." He nodded, still breathing hard. "I...know it sounds bad, but I knew you would be a great fuck."
"I wonder if there's a mother's day card that says that?" I asked
Alan gave me that adorable smile and started to say something, but putting my finger to his lips. I said. "I owe you something Alan, something you wanted."
"I think you gave me what we both wanted."
"No," I gave him a soft smile and leaning down whispered, "You wanted a kiss; a real one to show how I really want you."
"Oh, well..."
Alan was cut off as I pressed my lips to his and gave my son a long tender kiss. Alan gave a cute little whimper and putting his arm around my shoulders held me to him as our lips parted and our tongues met.
I moaned at the taste of my pussy on my son's tongue and we spent the next several minutes in each other's arms, kissing slowly and sensually. The kiss was not just sexual, but emotional. I could feel his love for me and knew he was feeling mine for him.
I could feel my nipples hardening against his chest and felt his cock stirring against my stomach. But we still kissed slowly and unhurriedly, both satisfied, at least for the moment. Sliding his lips from mine, Alan whispered, "Love you mom."
"Love you too, honey."
I pushed him onto his back and lying next to him put my hand on his stomach and rested my head on his shoulder.
"Hey, mom?"
"Yes, baby?"
"Did you...uh mean what you said, can we, you know?"
"You know?" I laughed, "You going to be shy now?"
"Well..."
"You mean will we fuck again? Absolutely!" I laughed. "I don't care if it's supposed to be wrong; all those people that make those videos and write those stories are onto something."
"So you...you'll give me a foot job sometime?"
"Sure."
"Will you tie me up?"
"Sure."
"Can we act out all those movies I told you I have?"
"That could be a lot of fun." I agreed.
"Can we..."
"Baby, like I said, you take good care of me with this nice cock and that dirty mind of yours and your slutty mom will give her son anything he wants."
"I like that." He sighed, "I suppose you're working tomorrow like you do every weekend?"
"Nope." I shook my head against his shoulder, "I am calling in and telling them I will see them Monday."
"What are you going to tell them?"
"Tell them?" I giggled and gave his cock another squeeze, "I'm going to tell something came up and I'll be tied up for the weekend."
*****
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I carefully moved the curtain and peered down into the backyard. Mom was still in the pool, but was no longer swimming. Instead, and much more to my liking, she was lying on the floating raft catching some sun. I wanted to move the curtain further to get a better look, but mom had put her sunglasses on. I would assume her eyes were closed, but didn't want to take a chance getting caught. After all it wasn't like there was anything else out there I could say I was staring at.
Nonetheless my limited vantage point provided me enough of a view to admire my mother's age defying body. At forty three, mom was as hot as any girl my age, maybe even hotter because she was older and still looked that good.
With that age would come the experience and confidence of a hot cougar, the kind I loved to watch suck and fuck on my favorite porn sites. In my mother's case something else that would go along with that age would be a lot of enthusiasm and pent up frustration.
I'd over heard her telling a friend over the phone that she hadn't gotten laid in six months. In one sense that was damn hard to believe considering how attractive she was.
On the other hand mom had been nothing short of a raging bitch the last few months, riding me about pretty much everything. I'd made that point to Erin a couple of days ago and she agreed; saying what my mother needed to help her chill out was good hard fucking.
My perpetually horny girlfriend had then gotten a good hard fucking from yours truly and despite how hot and kinky Erin was, I'd caught myself thinking about giving those long hard strokes to my mother.
I was sure there was no shortage of men that would be willing to give my mother what she needed so I had to assume it was her choice not to be getting any. Aside from being a little gun shy about getting close after my father had passed on three years ago I wasn't sure what her problem was, but it's not like I could ask her.
Below me, Mom raised her arms over her head and stretched lazily. I forgot everything else and stared when she arched her back, pushing her tits out. Mom was pretty ample on top and the white bikini -which few women her age would even think of wearing- did a damn good job of showing them off. The cups left a good portion of them exposed and the white material looked good on her tanned flesh.
Mom's stomach was still flat from the stomach crunches she did every morning. Those crunches not only served their purpose, but were something that lately I had been trying to make sure I happened to be around when she did them.
Mom's hips widened out just enough to give her a nice figure and her legs were long and kept in shape from her years as a dance instructor. After a quick trip down those long legs which included a lingering stare at her well toned inner thighs, my eyes sought out what was between those thighs.
The bottom of the suit was as revealing as the top and consisted of a thin strip of white material that didn't cover a lot more than what it absolutely needed to and was held together with strings tied at her hips. I rubbed my fingertips across my thumb imagining that string between them. I'd slowly pull it, untying it and watching it fall away to expose my mother's pussy.
My mother's pussy; there were a lot of things wrong with those three words used in that order, but I'd gotten to where I didn't really care. Fantasies were fantasies and there were enough mom son stories and videos all over the net to tell me it was more common than people would like to admit.
So when these sexual thoughts about my mother started a few months ago after stumbling onto a porn site featuring mother son scenes I didn't resist them, just kept them to myself. A guilty little pleasure or a dirty secret, whichever it was I was enjoying myself and it's not like mom knew.
Although I had to admit it would be even hotter if she did. To find out she wore those tiny bikinis to make me look and walked around in those little shorts and tight tops to tease her son. In fact that was one of my favorite fantasies, her coming to me and admitting she knew I looked and it got her hot and seeing we both wanted it, so why not have some fun?
My hand strayed to my crotch and began rubbing my cock through my shorts. Below, Mom lifted her leg and bending it, scratched the top of her foot. My eyes locked onto the thin strip of material between her thighs with the vision of lying between her legs and sliding it to the side.
I would gladly break all of society's rules and eagerly tongue her clit. Mom would rest her leg on my back and moan her son's name as if he were any other lover she'd had.
But I would be her best lover because the taboo of it would create a level of lust she could never match with any other man. The fact that we shouldn't would cause us to fuck like animals, to show we didn't care what the rules were.
Mom straightened her leg, then after a moment rolled over onto her stomach. I couldn't have asked for more and unzipping my shorts, removed my throbbing dick and began stroking it.
As good as Mom looked from the front, her ass was the feature that absolutely drove me wild. I teased myself by letting my eyes wander from top to bottom. Mom had her long dark hair up, exposing the smooth bronze skin of her back. My cock twitched in my hand at the thought of running my lips down her soft sun warmed skin; trailing my way down to that amazing ass.
The bikini bottom wasn't much more than a thong in the back, giving me a good view of her tight little heart shaped ass. Mom's ass showed off the effects of her years of dancing as well as her legs did. Not that I had ever had the chance to get my hands on it, but her ass looked firm enough to bounce a quarter off of. I could only imagine what it would be like to squeeze it and spread it open, so I could plunge my tongue into her ass, then her pussy.
Erin loved it when I tongued her ass and I wondered if Mom would have that same high pitched squeal as she did. A grin appeared on my face when I thought about the even higher pitched sound Erin emitted when I fucked her in her tight little ass.
That led to thinking of committing the ultimate taboo of giving my mother a little back door action. She would lift that ass in the air and after slamming her hot wet pussy and getting it nice and wet; I'd slide it up and push it into her undoubtedly tight little rosebud.
Mom had settled down on her stomach and as my hand continued to stroke my aching cock I focused completely on her ass. Picturing her rising up on her knees and inviting me to fuck her. She'd look back over her shoulder and tell me to fuck her harder. Even in the heat of my fantasy I could hear her doing what she had been doing a lot lately and telling me I wasn't listening to her.
"Christ, Sean can't you even fuck me right?"
I'd start fucking her harder and she would give me that trademark eye roll I'd been watching my entire life. "I said, fuck me! Do I have to do what you usually make me do and do everything myself? Should I get a dildo? It would fuck me better and at least not talk back! Now fuck me!"
I would deal a hard spank to her ass then another and another and she would cry out, "Oh it's about time you fucked your mother like a man, now slam that cock in deeper, come on Sean, be a good son and fuck your mommy!"
Even though her words were coming from my own mind, they caused me to moan softly and start to pound my cock even faster. My heart was starting to pound and I could feel my balls tighten as I prepared to blow a load that I would envision spraying across my mother's ass and lower back, but instead would end up on the floor where I would have to wipe it up. The thought of cleaning cum caused me to switch my fantasy up and instead of her ass I would come in my mother's face.
My cum would hit her cheeks and chin and ooze down to her big tits. She would open wide and take some into her mouth.
"That's right mom," I whispered, "You clean up my mess like you always complain about, you lick up every..." my breath caught as my cock twitched and I started heading for the finish line.
I was no more than few pumps away when Erin said from behind me.
"Oh my God, you really do want to fuck your mother!"
*****
Releasing my cock, I quickly pulled my shorts up and turned around to see Erin standing there, grinning at me.
"W...what are you talking about?" I stammered.
"Sean, I came in the front door five minutes ago. I looked in the back and saw your mom in the pool and figured I would just head on up here." She pointed at the window, "There are woods on two sides of the yard and the next door neighbors are in their eighties. So unless you're whacking off to trees or you got a thing for old ladies in walkers, your mom is the only thing out there."
She folded her arms and cocked her head at me as if daring me to dispute it. Even as my mind raced for some type of explanation I couldn't help but look at Erin and consider myself a lucky guy.
Erin was on the cheerleading squad at URI and was totally a stereotype of one. She was tall, blonde, blue eyed with an athletic body that featured a set smallish, but perfectly shaped tits, and a pair of long legs that rivaled my mother's as the nicest I'd ever seen.
It dawned on me even as my eyes lingered on her perky little tits that things were starting to get out of hand when I was comparing my girlfriend's body with my mom's. Better even than Erin's pretty features and killer body was her sex drive.
Erin was a total freak, a girl who watched more porn than most guys and loved to play out everything she saw. Nothing was off limits for her oral, anal, toys, bondage, she loved it all and added extra thrills by introducing me to her favorite game; role playing.
Erin loved for us to play out porn videos or pretend to be different people and I pretty much had learned to love everything she did because it was always one hell of a good time. Even better was the fact Erin was as sweet as she could be slutty and I had no doubts she was my freak and I had no worries about her fooling around on me. She knew the same as I told her-and wasn't really kidding- that if nothing else I couldn't handle more than her.
All the stranger to keep having those maternal fantasies. It's not like I was going without in any way. Short of involving another person there was nothing Erin wouldn't do and even with that she had occasionally teased me with bringing another woman into the picture.
Erin had been with a couple of girls before we started dating last year, but I often wondered if it was a test and left her with "that's up to you" but would still get excited only to have her shrug and say it would have to be someone pretty memorable for her to share with me.
"Don't bother trying to deny it Sean." Her words pulled me from my admiration of her "I've been standing behind you and I heard what you said," She smirked, "You want your mommy to lick it all up for you!"
I knew I was caught and felt my cheeks turning hot with shame.
"I..." I shrugged, "Don't know what to say."
"Well it's not like I didn't already know." Erin told me as she walked over to the window.
"What do you mean?"
"Women know things Sean. Guys are pretty oblivious. Short of 'hey wanna fuck' you boys really don't pick up on much."
"I don't get it." I shook my head.
"No sweetie, you don't" Erin smiled and teased her long nails down my cheek, "But you're awfully good looking so you don't have to." She gave me a quick kiss and ran her fingers through my black hair, "I love those pretty green eyes of yours. You have your mom's eyes."
"Thanks, I guess."
"Well seeing you like how she looks, you should take that as a compliment" she laughed, then squeezed my arms. "Keep in shape like her too, I'm a lucky girl!"
"I'm a lucky guy" I told her, "I've got the hottest girl in school."
"And the hottest mom to jerk off too!" she added.
"Back to that." I told her, "So how long are you going to bust my balls about it?"
"I'm not. Like I said, I already knew."
"How?"
"I can see it in the way you look at her." She sat on the edge of my desk and giggled, "When we all go swimming you spend as much time looking at her as you do me."
"I..." I put my head down.
"Hey it's okay, you know what it's like to fuck me and I'll show you anything you want." She pointed over at my lap top. "And the last three porn movies we watched? Two were step mom fantasies and the other was an older woman." She tapped her chin as if thinking "And I am pretty sure she had dark hair and green eyes."
"Okay, okay."
"Not to mention when we're out on the deck and she drops something you all but fall over to try to get a look at her ass when she does."
"I said okay." I put my hand up.
"And the final clue was when you bought that black wig at the costume shop and asked me to wear it." She sighed, "What's next, green contacts?"
"Enough." I snapped.
"Aww," she gave me her perfect little pout, "You mad at me, baby?"
"No. Just kind of embarrassed."
"Why?" She pointed to herself, "You forgetting who you're talking to? Last week I let you tie me face down on the bed, spank me raw and fuck me in the ass while I begged you not to." She laughed, "Nothing bothers me, honey."
"I know, but..."
"And before that you picked me up on the corner and I blew you right there in the CVS parking lot like I was a hooker."
"But this is...you know."
"I don't know."
"Sick." I sat down on the chair in front of the desk. "It really is Erin, I keep thinking about banging my mother."
"Can't bother you too much from what I saw."
"It really didn't, but hearing you say it makes me realize it is pretty sick to want to have sex with a parent."
"Not really." She grinned, "When I was younger I used to have fantasies about my dad having sex with me."
"You did?"
"I used to get off thinking about him punishing me for bad grades by getting on my knees and sucking his cock."
"So what happened?" I asked.
"Nothing." She shrugged. "After awhile the fantasies kind of went away. I never felt bad about them. You can't help what you think about."
"If your dad tried to, would you have let him?"
She flashed that wicked little smile that always caused my cock to respond. "Why, you want to pretend to be my daddy?"
"Nah, I'm not fat enough." I laughed.
"That's mean!" she slapped my arm, "But really, Sean, why do you think there's all those mommy and daddy stories and those movies where people are pretending to be step mom's or even real mom's? Someone has to be reading and watching them, it's just something people don't want to admit."
"So...you think it's healthy?"
"I don't know if that's the word, but I don't see any harm coming from it. Not unless you plan on it being your mom you tie up and fuck next."
"Tie up?" I blinked at the sudden visual of mom replacing Erin on my bed, her ankles and wrists tied with her stockings and her ass covered in red welts the shape of my hands and fingers. Her asshole oozing cum.
"Whoa, sorry for doing that to you." Erin said
"No, I wouldn't want to hurt her."
"You can hurt little old me though?" she pushed her lips back into the pout and the lower one began to tremble, "Please sir! I'll be good; please don't put that big cock in my little ass! Oh, Sean please stop it hurts!"
"Wow," I grinned, my cock swelling in my shorts. "We'll have to do that again some time."
"We'll see. It's more fun to come up with new games."
"So you're okay with knowing I...uh, spank it to my mom?"
"Yes and no."
"On the yes side," Standing up, Erin turned to the window and moved the curtain. "Your mother is fucking hot as hell!"
"You think?"
"Baby, I've been with a couple of girls, but they were girls, out there in that pool is all woman!" she sighed, "I would so love to lick your mom's pussy." She giggled, "I have actually, but in my head when I play with myself."
"You've gotten off to my mom?"
"Yeah, why?"
"Because," I gave a low whistle, "My girlfriend stroking her pussy thinking about my mother's pussy is pretty damn hot!"
"It is, why do think I never said anything about the step mom videos? The girlfriend always gets to play too!"
She gave me a wink and while I replayed her words in my mind and began to think of all the incredibly hot scenes that it created, Erin turned back to the window. She had the curtains moved away from the window and I shook off the images of my mother sucking Erin's pussy while I fucked her doggy style
"Hey get out of the window she'll see you!"
"So? You think she would know I'm picturing my tongue in her ass?"
"Damn, I love you!" I laughed.
"You just love me for my dirty mind." She sighed.
"No, I love you because you're beautiful and very sweet when you want to be."
"Aww," she gave me one of the cute little shy smiles I could occasionally coax from her, "I love you too baby!"
She let the curtain fall and reaching up, undid the clip from her hair and shook her head. I watched her long blonde hair cascade down her bare shoulders and my cock started throbbing at the memory of how that golden hair looked fanned out on my thighs while she worked me with her soft lips.
"But I have to say seeing you stroking it to your mommy doesn't have me in a sweet mood."
Grabbing her tank top she stripped it off and dropped it on the desk. Beneath it she was wearing a light blue lace bra and I could see her hard nipples poking through it. I glanced at her shirt and frowned when I saw the silver dollar I had drilled a hole into and ran a chain through.
"Hey we need to work on that psyche project."
"That lame hypnosis thing?" she rolled her eyes. "Tell you what, how about I hypnotize you with these?"
Rather than undo her bra, she yanked the cups down causing her tits to spring free. I licked my lips at the sight of her small, proud breasts as they popped out. Her tits were round, firm and her pink nipples were as hard as my cock.
"You are getting horny!" she said in a deep voice, "You want to suck on Erin's pretty titties, then lick her hot pussy!"
I laughed and opened my legs so she could step between them. She stood in front of me and grabbing my shirt gave it a tug. I pulled it off and tossing it back over my head said, "Hey you lock my door?"
"Why, your mom said its okay if we fool around as long as we stay in here and keep it quiet" she winked "At least while she's home, she'd kill us if she knew about the kitchen table."
"But it's locked? You said she didn't know you were here."
"It's locked, worry wart. Just suck on my tits will you?"
"Yes ma'am" I cupped her tits and leaned forward, eagerly prepared to suck on her swollen nipple.
"Yes Mom." She said, pulling her tit from me and taking a step back.
"What?"
"Call me mom." She had that nasty smile back on her face. "That will be today's game. You're going to pretend I'm your hot little mommy that you want to do all kinds of naughty things to."
"I...I don't know."
"And I am going to be your hot and horny mom who secretly plays with her pussy thinking of her son's big dick. The one she saw when she watched him fuck his sexy and very beautiful," she laughed, "As well as sweet and intelligent girlfriend."



"She watched?" I asked, my cock beginning to drip down my leg.
"Yes," she nodded, her blue eyes glazing over with lust.
I loved that look and as bad as I wanted to touch her sat and waited for her to go off on one of her dirty talking tirades. As always Erin did not disappoint.
"That's right, your horny mother was watching through the first floor window that day we were fucking on the couch. She squatted right there and fingered herself while she watched slutty little Erin suck on her son's big dick! She came right there when he shot his nice hot load all over her little tits! Then she watched him lick her pussy and wished it was hers!"
"Oh, yeah." I whispered. Lifting my hips, I pushed my shorts down, exposing my hard cock in appreciation of Erin's hot story.
"Then she watched him give it to her over the couch, watched him slam that thick dick into that tight young snatch. She came again listening to Erin squeal about how deep he was and how hard he was fucking her. She went to bed that night and dreamed of being on her knees for her son. First sucking a hot load from his cock then letting him pound away on his mommy's pussy!"
"Oh fuck me." I said
"That's just what mommy wants to do!" Erin was breathing hard causing her perfect tits to rise and fall with her breaths. "She comes into his room and sees him jerking off. She tells him to keep his cock out and sit down."
"Then?" I asked, breathlessly.
"Then, she tells him she saw him watching out the window and he was stroking it to her. So she takes her shirt off," she cupped her tits and stroked her nipples with her thumbs, "She says are these what you?"
"Oh, yes." I told her.
"Yeah, you want your mommy's tits, you bad boy?"
"Yes, please."
"Please? Hmm guess I raised a polite son, now didn't I?" Erin stepped back between my legs and I yearned to touch her, but knew once she was in 'game mode' I would have to wait until she gave me the okay."
"I think you should ask for what you want."
"Um, mom can I play with your tits?" The words sounded so wrong, but yet sent a shiver through me.
"Hmm, I think you left out something, don't you?"
"Mom, may I please suck on your beautiful tits?"
"Well seeing you asked so nicely, I think I'll let you."
Erin grabbed the back of my head and all but shoved her tit in my mouth. Not that I was complaining as I took her hard nipple into my mouth and swirled my tongue around it.
"That's it, suck on your mommy's tit." She moaned, "Show her how much you want them!"
I switched to her other nipple and as I started rubbing her now wet nipple with my fingers, she reached down and grabbed my cock. I moaned around her tit and she sighed, "Oh, Sean, you are so hard for your mother!"
"Because my mother is fucking hot!" I told her.
"I'm fucking hot?" she laughed, "Then maybe I should take off the rest of my clothes for you!"
Erin unhooked the bra and pulling it off, unsnapped her shorts. Turning around she pushed them as well as her blue thing down her hips, then bending over in my face, shimmied out of them. I stared at her tight little ass and then smiled when she grabbed her cheeks and spread herself open in front of me.
"How's mommy's pussy look?"
"Damn good!"
"Then ask me."
"Mom, can I please lick your pretty pussy?"
"You want to suck my pussy?" she shook her ass in my face, "My little boy wants to taste his mommy?"
"Oh, please don't tease me. Mom!"
"I like that!" Erin purred.
Leaning forward she braced her hands on the desk and with no hesitation I spread her cheeks and plunged my tongue into her hot little slit.
"Yeah, baby!" she cried out, "That's it! Tongue your mother's pussy!"
I swirled my tongue inside her and then slipped my tongue through her soft wet lips and finding her swollen clit sucked it into my mouth.
"Oh, look at you! Sucking mommy's pussy! What a good boy you are!"
I closed my eyes and envision it really being my mother bent over in front of me. I sucked her clit harder and bringing my hand between her legs buried two fingers in her tight pussy.
"Fuck yeah!' Erin squealed, "Just like that, shove those fingers in and out baby! Make your mommy cum in your face!"
I drive my fingers in and out as hard as I could while tracing her clit in hard fast circles with my tongue. Erin must have been as turned on as I was because I could already feel her ass trembling against my face as my tongue caressed her throbbing button.
"Oh, Sean," she groaned, "Oh, baby right there! Look at you making mommy feel so good! You keep licking and mommy will give you a treat, would you like that?"
"I'd love it!" I moaned into her hot wet flesh.
"I bet you will because if you make me cum, mommy is going to suck on your nice hard dick! Would you like that? Would you like mommy to give you a blow job? Want her to get on her knees and Oh fuck yeah!"
Erin squealed and began thrusting her hips, driving her pussy into my face. Her legs tightened up and as her pussy contracted around my thrusting fingers she released a long loud wail that made me glad the air was on and my window was shut.
Erin writhed in my face rubbing her quivering pussy into my tongue and my cock was twitching between my legs as she continued to speak even as she came
"Oh, you're making mommy cum for you! Oh, I am going to be so good to my little boy! Oh, I can taste my son's cock in my mouth already!"
Damn that sounded good! Erin stopped speaking and after a couple of long drawn out moans, she sank down to her knees and rested her head on the desk. Her back was heaving as she tried to catch her breath and I sat back, patiently awaiting her promise. Goddamn this was so fucking hot and she hadn't even gotten to sucking or fucking me yet!
"Wow, you made your mom come hard!"
Remaining on her knees, Erin turned around so that she was kneeling between my legs. Grabbing the base of my cock she looked me in the eye. "Tell mommy what you want."
"Please mom," I whimpered and saw Erin shiver in excitement, "Oh, please suck your son's cock."
"Least I could do."
I thought she was going to go slow and tease, but instead Erin opened wide and took my cock all the way down to my balls. I cried out in pleasure then moaned when she started sucking me fast and hard. I grabbed the back of her head and began guiding her mouth up and down my now slick cock and moaned, "Oh, mom, oh that feels so good!"
Erin released my cock with a wet sucking sound, "You like how mommy sucks your cock? I hope so because I love sucking my son's cock and want him to cum in my mouth!"
She spit on my cock and as it began to drip down my shaft she took me deep once more and began sucking my cock like it was a race. She was making sloppy slurping sounds and when she reached between my legs and started rubbing my balls I whimpered again, but this time with more feeling behind it.
"Oh fuck mom!" I groaned, "Oh my god you can suck cock! I..," I gasped when she started taking me deep with every bob of her head, "Oh, God mom! Oh you want to make me cum fast for you don't you?"
"She popped my cock out of her mouth long enough to say, "The faster my little boy cums the faster he can fuck his mommy!"
She immediately went back to sucking my cock like a porn star while teasing my balls with her nails. My legs were shaking and grabbing her hair in my hands I started using it as handles yanking her head up and down my cock. Erin was moaning and her hips were grinding as she blew me and I tried to keep her going as she had me.
"Mom you look so good with your son's cock in your mouth, oh look at you being your son's dirty little slut! You want to take every drop, mom? You want me to cum in your slutty mouth?"
Erin took me down to my balls and began shaking her head back and forth while squeezing my balls.
"Yes," I moaned, "I'm going to cum for you, mom, I...hey!"
"I'll suck you off another time, but right now your mommy needs that big fucking dick in her tight pussy!"
Getting up she turned and crawling up onto the bed, wagged her ass at me. I got in the bed behind her and grabbing her hips I drove my oozing cock deep into Erin's incredibly wet pussy and started fucking her fast and hard.
"That's it Sean, fuck me! Give your bitchy mother what she deserves!" she cried out when I dealt her ass hard slap. "Oooh I guess mommy's a bad girl isn't she? Spank me again!"
I slapped the other cheek then dealt her several hard smacks to each cheek. Erin yelped at each one and began driving her hips back into me burying my cock even deeper into her sopping wet pussy.
"You like fucking mommy, baby?" she looked over her shoulder at me and I smiled.
Erin's face was flushed and her eyes bright with lust as I fucked her as hard as I could.
"I hope you like fucking your mother because, baby I'm going to make you fuck me every night! Would you like that? Would you like fucking mommy all the time?"
"Yes! Oh, fuck yeah! My mother's pussy is the best pussy!"
"Bad boy! But I love it! Your mommy is going to fuck you everywhere! The shower, the pool! Honey your slutty mommy's going to take you out and blow you right in the car! I'm going to...Oh my god!"
I gasped and started fucking her harder and she called out, "Sean, stop! Please!"
I figured this was part of the game and called out, "You know you don't want me to stop mom! You know you want me too..."
"I said stop!" Erin cried out and pulled forward.
Looking down at her, I began to ask what was wrong when I froze at the sound of mom's voice.
"You heard your mother Sean, stop!"
I looked up and my stomach felt as if someone had kicked me in it. Standing in the doorway was my mother.
*****
I sat back on my knees paralyzed by the sight of mom standing there. In front of me, Erin sat up and grabbing the sheet pulled it up to her chest.
"Jesus, Carla!" she exclaimed, "Don't you knock?"
"I did, but someone was making too much noise to hear me apparently." Mom answered stepping into the room.
"Shit you didn't lock the door!" I hissed at Erin, "What the hell is..."
"At least she has enough sense to cover herself." Mom pointed at me, "Put that thing away will, you I'm your mother for Christ's sake!"
I looked down and saw my cock was somehow still hard. Not just hard, but glistening and dripping from Erin's pussy. I tried to lean back to grab a pillow, but lost my balance and ended up falling off the bed. I hit the floor hard and getting to my knees peered over the side of the bed to see my mother shaking her head disgustedly. Erin however, had burst out laughing.
"Smooth, Sean! I'll give you an 8 point..."
"You think this is funny?" Mom demanded approaching the bed, "Well I don't!"
"You don't find anything funny anymore Carla," Erin said calmly. "You've been pretty bitchy lately."
"Erin!" I couldn't believe she'd said that, "Don't talk to her like that."
"Oh, please." Mom waved her hand at us, "Like you have any respect for me. If you did you wouldn't have been doing what you were doing."
"What we were doing?" Erin giggled, "You mean fucking? Has it been that long you don't remember what to call it?"
"Young lady, it's going to be a long time for you if you don't watch your mouth. I'll ban you from coming over here." She'd stopped in front of the bed and crossing her arms added, "Well I'll rephrase that, you won't be getting any from him, who knows who else you spread your legs for."
"Mom!" Now I was shocked at her. Up until now Erin and Mom had always been nothing but nice to each other.
"Ouch." Erin sighed, "You know, Carla you don't have to be rude. I mean just because you're not getting laid doesn't mean other women aren't."
Oh, this wasn't going good at all. After glancing around in vain to try to find something to put on, I stayed where I was and said, "Beside's mom, you've said we can fool around here."
"I did." She agreed. "Because I figure if I didn't you would either be fucking in a back seat somewhere or get caught at her house and her father would kill you. But we agreed for it to be respectful."
"You said as long as we stayed in my room and we were quiet and..."
"Did I tell you to talk?" Mom asked, "I think I've heard enough out of your mouth today. You sit there and listen, understand?"
"Yes, mom." I bowed my head and had to resist the urge to slap Erin's ass when she giggled again.
"Still think this is funny, you little slut?" Mom grunted, "You're as sick as he is!"
Mom stared hard at Erin who after a moment put her head down, but from where I was I swore she was still grinning. What she found so funny, I had no idea because my mother looked pissed! But as mad as she was and as much trouble as I seemed to be in I still couldn't help checking her out as she stared at Erin.
She was wearing a short white robe over the bikini and it was tied loose enough that I could see the inner half of her breasts. The bottom had flared open to expose her stomach and I could just make out a glimpse of a flash of white material between her thighs. Her dark hair was dry at this point and looked damn good where it was lying across the white robe. But as good as her body looked, at this point it was her face I was drawn to.
As corny as it sounded my mother looked hot when she was mad. Her cheeks would flush and her green eyes would get wide and bright. She tended to breathe hard when she was pissed and today was no exception. Her breasts were heaving and I watched them rise and fall wondering what they would feel like. They weren't as firm as Erin's, but would be heavy and nice and soft and...
"I don't know why you're mad, Carla." Erin spoke up from where she was still sitting with the sheet now wrapped around her. "We're in his room and we were being..."
"Quiet?" Mom laughed humorlessly, "Please I could hear you yelping like a dog halfway down the hallway! And this time you were in his room! You don't think I smelled your perfume on my sheets you little tramp?"
"I...I'm sorry mom." I spoke up. "That was my fault, I wanted to..."
"Fuck your girlfriend in your mother's bed. How is that respectful?"
"We figured the bed could use some action." Erin told her.
Mom's eyes flashed, "I can get plenty of action, thank you. But unlike you it's not all I think about."
"Maybe you should think about it sometimes." She laughed, "Really Carla, you're a pretty woman, you should be..."
"What I do is none of your business, but speaking of doing, you want to tell me what you two were up to in here?"
"Um, I think you saw what we were doing." I said with a shrug.
"True." Mom put her hands on her hips.
That caused the robe to open completely and I had to force my eyes to stay on her face and not stare at her scantily clad body.
"Damn, Carla, you look good in that bikini!" Erin whistled, "Most of my friends wouldn't wear that."
"But you would wouldn't you?"
"Yup!" she laughed, "You've seen my little red one."
"I have." Mom paused for a moment and stared at Erin who returned her gaze and again with a smile on her face.
For a second I thought I saw mom's lips twitch as if she were going to smile back, but instead she pointed at me. "You didn't answer me so let me rephrase the question. Who were you fucking?"
"Um..." hearing my mother say fucking while standing there with her incredible body on full display was more than a little distracting. "I..."
"Um, I!" Mom mocked, "Are you a little kid, Sean?"
"No." I sighed, "I was with Erin so I don't know what you're talking about."
"Really? Did she change her name recently because all I heard was "Oh mom suck my cock and oh mom I love fucking you!"
I started to try to respond, but couldn't come up with anything. Oh, man this was bad.
"And you were going right along with it." Mom was now pointing at Erin again, "You like mommy sucking and fucking you? Mommy likes your big dick!"
Man I must be sick because even though I was screwed hearing those words in her actual voice caused my frustrated cock to twitch. Damn I wished I'd have at least been able to get off because it was going to be a long time before I could leave the house.
"It's just a game Carla." Erin explained, "Just pretend."
"Just pretend would be he's the pizza guy or you're a hooker. Just pretend shouldn't be talking about banging his mother!"
Turning she stared me straight in the eye, "Sean, do you want to fuck me?"
"I...I..it's a game mom." I stammered, "We, um, we do all kinds of things like that!"
"Fantasies are things we want to happen." Mom said quietly, "Sean, I think we need to talk then you need to talk to someone because what I heard was disgusting and it makes me feel bad, like I did something wrong."
"Well look at how you walk around." Erin indicated her bikini, "Damn Carla, you look like you're ready to star in one of those cougar porn movies."
"Are you saying I caused this? That I...I'm cock teasing my son?"
"Maybe." Erin grinned, "You don't seem to want to get any so maybe that's how you get your kicks."
"Enough!" Mom snapped, but gathering the robe around her tied it tightly. "I'm going downstairs the two of you get dressed and come down because we need to have a little talk about your sick little games!"
She turned and striding quickly out of the bedroom slammed the door.
"I am so fucked!" I groaned putting my head on the edge of the bed. "I feel like such an asshole she knows and now she thinks I'm sick and she's going to send me to a damn shrink!"
"It'll be okay." Erin ran her fingers through my hair. "I'll talk to you with her we'll tell her it was a game and it was my idea and..."
"Whatever, "I waved my hand disgustedly. "Even if she doesn't send me to a shrink, I'll never live it down. She will never forget this!"
"Maybe she will!" Erin snapped her fingers and tossing the sheet aside hopped off the bed and went over to my desk
"What do you mean?"
Picking up the coin I had attached to the silver chain for our psychology project Erin waved it back and forth in front of me.
"We'll use this and make her forget it!"
"Are you nuts?" I stood up and going to my bureau pulled out a pair of boxers and another pair of shorts. "That shit doesn't work."
"You never know." She looked down and smiled, "Nice cock, baby."
"Yeah?" I paused then asked, "Want to finish? Odds are I'll be punished after this."
"Nah," She waved her hand, "Wait until we can play, I don't want to rush."
"But..."
"It'll be fine." Erin stood up and grabbing her shorts slid them on.
"What about your thong?"
"I don't feel like wearing it," she winked as she pulled her tank top on "Or a bra, I'm going to sit and talk to your mom with no panties and my nipples sticking out."
"Why?"
"Because I'm a slut remember?" she laughed, "And I think she looks."
"Come on, my mother isn't into women, hell she's not even into men right now."
"Maybe because she's shopping in a different store. Anyway." She held up the stupid pendent again. "We're going to be just fine this little baby is going to make it all better."
"Erin we've tried that on each other and a couple of the kids from class, it doesn't work."
"It might on your mom." She nodded, "I bet she's really suggestible."
"Whatever, just leave it here and I'll go down and face the music." I grabbed my t-shirt and putting it on said, "You ready to go downstairs?"
"Oh, I'm ready." She flashed me a huge smile.
I looked at her nipples poking through her flimsy shirt and tried again, "You sure we can't catch a real quick one over the bed?" when she rolled her eyes I whined, "I didn't get to cum and..."
"You just be a good boy and listen to mommy and you will come plenty!" Erin said and without another word strolled past me swinging her hot little ass and left the bedroom.
*****




I followed Erin and wondered why she seemed to think this was no big deal. She was practically skipping down the stairs ahead of me. I took my time, trying to figure out how to talk mom into thinking there was nothing behind what she heard other than a "hey why not?" Kind of fantasy. Erin reached the bottom of the stairs and stood there impatiently with her hands on her hips as I made my way to her.
I saw she was holding that stupid pendent and rolled my eyes. What the hell was she thinking? The premise of our report was that hypnosis rarely worked and so far we'd been supporting that theory having not been able to do it with any of our friends or each other.
"Put that thing away." I told her. "It'll just make things worse."
"Oh, ye of little faith!" Erin laughed, "Remember they say people who want to be hypnotized can be."
"And my mom wants to be?"
"I think your mom is wound way to tight and wants to cut loose, so you never know she might be open to it." When she saw me frowning she shrugged, "Look, Sean, could it hurt to try?"
"I guess not, but how are you going to get her to go along?"
"You'll see."
She turned and walked into the living room. My shoulders slumped in resignation at the embarrassment to come, I drifted in behind her.
"About time." Mom said from the couch, "Another minute I would have gone up there figuring you were fucking your mother again."
"Mom, listen..."
"Oh, no, Sean, you're the one who's going to be listening and not just to me, but whatever shrink I can find that deals with boys who have wet dreams about their mothers."
"Carla, it was my fault." Erin spoke up.
"No, even if it was your idea he had to want to go along with it." Mom replied and pointing at the small overstuffed chair across from her said, "Sit right there Sean."
'Yes ma'am." I sighed and sat down as she requested.
Erin stood off to the side looking around and Mom asked, "What are you looking at?"
As she addressed Erin, I found myself staring at her long legs. Mom had tied the robe tightly, but it was short and I could see right up to her thighs. Her feet were still bare and figuring I was already fucked, I let my mind linger on the image of her bare feet with their red toes planted on my chest while I...
"Just looking around," Erin shrugged. "It's bright in here."
It was just after noon and mom had all the drapes open.
"Good thing if it were dark you two might start groping each other." Mom quipped. "You going to sit?" she pointed at the corner of the couch.
"In a minute." Erin told her, "But first I want you to know this whole mess was my idea and my fault."
"You said that already and I said if he went along with it then it makes him worse. I am his mother and..."
"That's the thing Carla, Sean couldn't help himself."
"Oh, please!" Mom laughed, "Why is that dear, because he can't resist your mouth?"
"No need to get nasty Carla." Erin said calmly. "Thing is Sean was under my spell."
"What?" Mom shook her head, "Honey, you're a pretty girl, but give me a break."
"I don't mean like that, I mean this!"
Mom frowned at the silver dollar Erin was holding up by the chain and I sat back in my chair trying not to roll my eyes.
"Isn't that the coin from your school project?"
"Yup." Erin nodded, "We've been working on hypnosis and today Sean finally relaxed and took it seriously and I put him under."
"Sean's a little gullible, but I don't think he's feeble minded." Mom waved at the coin, "Try again"
"You don't have to be weak minded, you just need to be receptive and let yourself go." When mom's answer was that trademark eye roll I was trying to avoid doing, Erin persisted. "People who allow themselves to be hypnotized always feel better afterwards because the trance helps them realize what they want, it lowers inhibitions."
"Really?" Mom pointed at me "So he really does want me?"
Erin stopped and I wanted to smack myself in the head, mom had just turned it around on her. But Erin quickly recovered and with a grin continued, "No, but when he was under I...I used him being in a trance to get him to play the mom game because I like the fantasy." She pointed at me. "I'd asked him before, but he always said no."
"Honey, that is the dumbest thing I ever heard."
"Tell you what, Carla." Erin lifted the chain higher, "Let me try it on you and you'll see I'm not kidding and then you can just tell me I can't come over for awhile or something, but not punish Sean cause he couldn't help it, okay?"
Mom looked first at Erin then at me. To my surprise she sat back in the chair and put her hands out in a why not gesture, "Fine, but when this doesn't work I'm calling your mother and telling her about your sick little games." She smirked, "Still want to give it a shot?"
"Absolutely." Erin said with a confident smile. "Can I close the blinds?"
"Why not?" Mom grinned, "I'm sure it will make all the difference."
Erin walked around the room drawing the blinds and Mom focused on me. "Sure you just don't want to admit it, Sean? You'll save your girlfriend some trouble."
"I have no worries at all." Erin said as she walked over to mom and sitting next to her on the couch turned to face her.
"Now Carla, I want you to just stare at the coin while I swing it." Erin let the pendent dangle in front or mom and using just her fingers started it moving it slowly back and forth."
"Is this where I get sleepy?" Mom smirked.
"No, it's where you just relax, focus on the coin and think about something you want. Something you want badly." She paused for a moment and I noticed Mom was staring at the coin.
I watched her green eyes move back and forth and the smirk had left her face.
"Carla do you have what you want in your mind?"
"I..." she frowned, "Not sure its..."
"If you see it then you want it Carla," Erin said in a soft voice, "You're beginning to succumb to your subconscious desires so the image in your mind is truly what you desire."
"Oh." Mom's eyes widened. "That's...dirty."
At those words I found my interest peaked and leaning forward in the chair began to ask, "What do you..."
"Shh!" Erin waved her hand at me. "Okay, Carla, I want you to keep that image in your mind and relax even more. I want you to think about getting what you want. I want you to no longer be afraid to go after what you desire."
Mom's breathing was getting heavier and even through the robe I could see her breasts rising and falling with it.
"Wrong." Mom said in a barely audible whisper, "So wrong." She hesitated, "But I want it so bad!"
The tone she said that in caused my own breathing to become heavier. "You want it Carla?" Erin asked,
"I...I need it!" she whimpered.
"Damn." I said quietly.
"Carla?"
"Yes?"
Erin leaned closer and looked into her eyes. "I'm going to ask some questions and you're going to answer me okay?"
"Yes." Mom said in a faraway voice.
"Ask her what she was..." I stopped when she shot me a dirty look.
"How old are you?"
"Forty Three."
"Where are you?"
"In the living room on the couch."
"Think she's screwing with us?" I asked.
Erin thought for a moment then gave me an evil grin.
"Carla, how old was you the first time you sucked cock?"
"Fifteen"
"Did you swallow it?"
"All of it." Mom said, "Like a good girl."
"Oh, man." I said my cock growing between my legs.
"Carla, have you ever had anal sex?"
"Yes."
"Did you like it?"
"Yes."
"Ohh." Erin purred, "Are you a dirty girl Carla?"
"Not anymore."
"Why not?"
"I...I got married and I'm a mom and I...I shouldn't be dirty anymore."
"But you want to be, don't you?"
"Yes." Mom said with no hesitation.
"So Carla," Erin looked at me and winked. "You ever been with a girl before?"
"Yes, several." Mom answered.
"Holy shit!" I gasped.
"When?" Erin asked.
"Back in college"
"Do you miss them?"
"Yes...I...I think about women sometimes."
"Do you play with yourself thinking of them?" Erin looked as if she were getting as hot and bothered as I was.
Her face was getting red and she had that dirty little smile that always got me going. A glance down at her chest showed there was no doubt she was worked up. Her nipples were poking through the thin tank top and I could just imagine how wet she was.
"Yes, I think about licking pussy while I play with mine."
"Oh, this is too fucking hot." I said, "Hey tell her to forget she heard us."
"Not yet." Erin said. "I think things are going to get a lot hotter if we leave that alone for now."
"Hey Carla, you look warm, why don't you take your robe off."
"Okay." Mom sat up and after untying the robe slipped it off her shoulders and tossed it aside.
"Like that view better, baby?" Erin asked.
"I do." I replied staring at mom sitting across from me in the skimpy bikini.
"Your son thinks your sexy Carla."
"Hey." I exclaimed.
"It's okay she won't remember."
"I know he does." Mom said softly. "I know he looks at me."
"Oooh!" Erin cooed, "Do you like it?"
"Yes."
"No fucking way!" I breathed as my cock began to throb against my leg.
"Do you like to tease him? Do you like wearing sexy things like this bikini to get him going?"
"I do. I like that he looks. I like that he thinks I'm attractive."
"Do you think he jerks off to you?"
"I hope he does."
"You are a dirty girl!" Erin laughed. "Carla you ever see Sean naked?"
"Yes."
"When?"
"I...I watched you two having sex."
"You what?" we both asked at the same time.
"When you were fucking in the kitchen I had come home and watched through the window."
"You like what you saw?" Erin asked, "You like looking at your son's big dick?"
"I did. I thought about it all night."
"What else did you like?"
"I liked watching you suck his cock." Mom told her.
"Do you think I did a good job?"
"You look like you love it."
"I do." Erin giggled, "Do you?"
"Yes, I love sucking cock."
"So did you..."
"I liked watching you too." Mom said without being prompted to speak.
"Me?" Erin touched her chest, "You think I'm pretty?"
"I think you're a sexy little thing." Mom answered, "And I know you're nasty."
"I am." Erin told her. "I do every dirty little thing your son wants. So have you...have you thought about me?"
"All the time."
"Really?" I asked.
"I...I think about you playing with me." Mom whispered.
"You want me?" Erin was no longer smiling, but was now staring at mom with her blue eyes wide and bright. "You think about us being together?"
"I...I would love to know what you taste like."
"Man, I wonder if I'm the one in the trance." I said.
Erin looked over at me and smiled, "You want to have some real fun?"
"What do you mean?" I asked although I had a pretty good idea of what she was thinking.
"She'll never remember anything, baby."
"Are you saying what I think you are?" I frowned, "Erin what if she wakes up?"
"She won't." Erin grinned, "Remember the little story I was telling upstairs, saying I was your mom and I had been watching? She really was!"
"Oh, man." I began rubbing my aching dick through my shorts. "How far do you think we can go?"
"We'll see what we can get her to do." Erin said, "At some point her desire should take over I can't keep telling her every single thing that won't be as much fun she has to think on her own." She giggled again, "But we can get her started."
"With?"
"How would you like to see your mom's tits?"
"Are you serious?"
"Carla, I think you should show me those big beautiful tits of yours." Erin told her.
"You really want to see them?" Mom asked.
"I do." She winked, "Your son does too."
"Okay."
I held my breath as mom leaned forward and reaching behind her untied her top. She let the straps slide down her arms and grabbing the middle pulled it off.
"Oh fuck." I whispered at the sight of my mother's tits.
They were not just big, but nice and round with dark rose colored nipples that looked at hard as Erin's did through her shirt. Mom's were a little lower than Erin's perky little tits, but were still sitting pretty high for her age and their size.
"Damn, they're nice." Erin looked as excited as I was. "I think you should show them to us."
Mom cupped her tits and as Erin has requested lifted them towards her. Erin licked her lips and I felt the same way. My mouth was starting to water at the sight of those gorgeous tits and hard nipples that were pointing right at me. Even as my cock throbbed in appreciation there was a part of me that thought I really was the one Erin had put under, how could I be sitting here in the living room staring at my mother's tits?
"Play with them."
Erin's words had come out in a breathy whisper and I could see her tits heaving as she began breathing harder.
Mom started stroking her nipples with her thumbs and my cock jumped when she released a low moan.
"You like them?" she asked.
"I love them." Erin answered, "Do you want me to suck on them?"
"Please?" Mom asked her green eyes wide. "I've dreamed of it!"
"Oh ye of little faith." Erin quipped at me.
I sat there feeling as if I were in a dream as Erin slid over next to my mother. Mom lifted her amazing tits even higher and with no hesitation Erin lowered her head and started tonguing Mom's nipple.
"Oh that feels so good!" Mom moaned.
"Fuck that is hot!" I said, my eyes locked on the sight of my pretty girlfriend's pink tongue caressing my mother's nipple.
Mom moaned louder when Erin stopped licking and sucked her nipple into her mouth. She had brought her hand up and was now fondling Mom's other breast and I saw Mom's hips were grinding into the couch. Mom put her hand on the back of Erin's head and shoved her tit deeper into her mouth. I heard Erin moan around it before she removed it from her mouth and eagerly began to suck on the other one.
Mom had her eyes closed and her lips parted, moaning softly as Erin licked and fondled her tits. My cock was threatening to burst from my shorts and getting up; I walked over to the couch. Crouching down on the floor I watched Erin's tongue trace a slow circle around mom's nipple and asked, "Can...can I?"
"Oh, you hear that Carla? Your son would like to suck on his mommy's tit! Do you want him to?"
"I want to suck on yours first." Mom answered.
"But..."
"Mind your manners Sean." Mom said, now running her fingers through Erin's hair, "Ladies first."
"Wow, even in a trance she's busting your chops." Erin said, then made a show of rapidly flicking her tongue across mom's nipple.
"You're a lucky boy." Mom moaned, "Your girlfriend is good with her tongue."
"Thank you." Erin laughed.
"I hope you're even better with pussy."
"Goddamn!" I whistled.
"Now, honey, please show me your tits." Mom said, pulling away from Erin's mouth.
"She's not supposed to tell you what to do." I said nervously, "You think she's coming out of it?"
"No, I told you her desires would take over." Erin replied leaning back and grabbing the bottom of her shirt, "Now relax! For Christ's sake you're about to watch your mother suck your girlfriend's tits!"
Erin pulled her shirt over her head and squealed in surprise when before she had gotten it over her head, Mom grabbed her tits and gave them a squeeze.
"Oh, look at these!" Mom declared rubbing her fingers across Erin's tiny pink nipples. "Such pretty little tits!"
"Glad you like them." Erin moaned, "Why don't you..."
Erin's words were cut short, by my mother leaning forward and kissing her. Erin quickly recovered from her surprise she eagerly returned the kiss. I sat there feeling like I was watching a porn movie as I watched my mother all but devouring Erin's lips in a deep passionate kiss.
I heard Erin whimper and her arms slipped around Mom's waist. Mom kept one hand on Erin's tit, but slid her other arm around her and ran her hand up through her long blonde hair.
I inched closer so that I was kneeling on the floor between them and was just in time to see my mother shove her tongue into Erin's mouth. They both moaned and I began rubbing my cock through my shorts as I wondered if I could start touching and join in.
Mom removed her hand from Erin's hair and cupping her large breasts started rubbing her nipples against Erin's. They both moaned in their tongue filled kiss and licked my lips at the sight of their tits pressing against each other.
The difference between them made it even hotter to watch. Mom's large full breasts with their dark nipples were sliding across Erin's small perky tits with her adorable pink nipples.
Both women's hips were rocking and lifting her foot from the floor, Erin draped her long leg over mom's hips and slid closer to her. I put my hand on Erin's thigh and began caressing it while I mom pulled her head back just far enough for me to see her tongue flicking across Erin's.
Mom eased back further and pushing her tits up, whispered, "Please suck them again!"
"Yes ma'am." Erin giggled and immediately lowered her head to suck mom's swollen nipple into her mouth.
Mom wrapped her arm around Erin's shoulders, and letting her head fall back moaned loudly. Unsure of what to do, but desperately wanting to get involved, I reached out and began caressing both of their backs.
I marveled at how soft and smooth mom's tan skin was and getting braver slid my hand up under her thick dark hair. Mom turned her head and her emerald eyes looking into mine, asked softly, "Sean, would you like to give your mother a kiss?" she winked, "A real kiss?"
"Oh yeah."
"Then come give me one." Mom closed her eyes and tilting her head to the side, parted her lips, awaiting me.
Rising up on my knees and with a feeling of the surreal, I pressed my lips to my mothers. She sighed softly and began moving her lips gently across mine. I returned the kiss as gently as I could, trying to hold back from driving my tongue into her mouth.
Unlike how she had kissed Erin, mom was going slower and easier with me, at times her lips barely touching mine. I put my arm around her bare shoulders and pulled her closer to me. Mom moaned in her throat and opening my eyes and looking down I could see Erin's lips fastened to my mother's nipple.
Erin's eyes were open and she was staring at us with a look of naked lust in her blue eyes. Mom's tongue pressed against my lips and I parted them to allow her warm wet tongue access to mine.
Mom sighed in pleasure as her tongue probed my mouth and I started moving my hips against the couch, pressing my yearning cock into it as I made out with my mother. Erin grabbed my wrist and lifting it, placed my hand over my mother's breast.
I moaned into our kiss as I began to fondle her soft breast. I could feel her hard nipple poking into the palm of my hand as I slid it back and forth. Mom whimpered and the sound sent a surge through my cock and talking her nipple between my fingers I began to roll it between them.
"Oh, yes!" Mom whispered, removing her lips from mine, "Look at the two of you!"
"I think Sean should suck your other nipple, Carla, don't you?"
"Yes!" Mom said and grabbing the back of my head shoved my face down to her tits.
Not that I minded in the least. I opened m mouth and taking her nipple into my mouth began sucking on it with such enthusiasm my lips were smacking. Erin smiled at me from around mom's other nipple and then made a show of barely touching it with her tongue.
She blinked at me and taking her hint, I did the same. Tracing mom's nipple with just the tip of my tongue I felt her shiver against me and her hands were now on the backs of both our heads.
Erin leaned over and began tonguing the same nipple as I was. I moaned as her tongue slipped over mine as we both shared my mother's nipple. Her lips pressed against mine and we shared a quick kiss before she went back to teasing mom's other nipple. Mom sat back, removing her nipples from our eager tongues and giving Erin a shove caused her to fall back against the arm of the couch.



Getting on her knees on the couch, Mom crawled over Erin so that she was kneeling between her legs and pressing her face to her tit took almost the entire thing in her mouth. Erin cried out and as my mother sucked on her tit and reaching out she grabbed my arm and pulled me to her. I knew what she wanted and was happy to give it to her, sucking her other nipple into my mouth and swirling my tongue around it.
This time it was my mother I was now staring at. Watching her suck on my girlfriend's nipple less than a foot away from me, my poor cock was not only throbbing, but dripping down my thigh. Mom's eyes were on me as I licked and sucked Erin's perfect little nipple.
The sight of mom's lips around Erin's tit caused me to moan just watching her. Imitating Erin, Mom gave me a mischievous smile that caused my heart to skip a beat and leaned over to share her nipple with me.
"Hmm, now this is family bonding." Mom whispered, before her lips pressed into mine.
I accepted her kiss then gasped when her hand dropped off the couch and found my cock through my shorts.
"Oh, you are fucking hard!" Mom declared. "I think your little girlfriend and your mom are going to have to do something to take care of that!"
"Oh, my god." I moaned as she began stroking me through the shorts.
"But first I want to get a nice taste of your naughty girlfriend's sweet little pussy!"
Mom sat up and unsnapping Erin's shorts began to tug them down. Erin quickly lifted her hips to allow my mother to pull them down.
"No panties!" Mom cooed as she worked Erin's shorts down to her knees. "You little slut!"
"I wanna be your slut Carla!" Erin moaned as she lifted her legs so Mom could pull the shorts off of her.
Mom tossed them aside and stared down between Erin's legs with her green eyes bright with desire. "Look at that sweet young pussy."
I followed mom's gaze and took in Erin's smooth pink and obviously very wet pussy. "You're a lucky boy Sean, getting to suck on this all the time."
"You feeling lucky, Carla?" Erin reached between her legs and spread her pussy. "You want to taste your son's favorite dessert?"
She tapped her protruding clit with her fingernail and lowering her head, Mom said, "I've been dreaming of this for months!"
My eyes widened as I watched my mother place her face between Erin's thighs and slowly run her tongue across her clit. Erin shuddered as mom teased her tongue around it then gasped when she sucked it hard into her mouth. Mom's lips smacked as she released it and licking her lips she whispered, "Hmm, that was nice, but I want a real taste!"
Lowering her head she spread Erin's lips wide and slipped her tongue into her pussy.
"Yes!" Erin called out, "Oh, fuck Carla! Suck that pussy!"
My mother obliged, making loud slurping noises as she swirled her tongue inside and sucked the juice from Erin's dripping slit. Erin grabbed a handful of her dark hair and raised her hips, shoving her pussy into mom's face. Mom moaned and slipped her arms around Erin's thighs drawing her pussy even further against her tongue.
"Goddamn!" I breathed. "Where's my phone, we should record this!"
"Don't worry Sean, you don't need to. I...ohh." Erin let her head fall back onto the arm of the couch and she moaned in pleasure.
Looking back between her legs I saw that mom had let one of her legs go and had now slipped two fingers inside her. Mom started thrusting her fingers and I could hear how wet Erin was. Mom's tongue was teasing her clit and Erin was rocking her hips and gasping.
"How do I look licking your girl's pussy, Sean?" Mom asked.
"Damn good."
"Better watch out I might do it better than you!" she laughed softly, "But I'll give you chance later because I want to watch you suck this pretty pussy." Her eyes locked onto mine "After you eat mine."
Holy shit I was going to lick mom's pussy! That thought was followed by the realization that at this point it seemed a given that I was going to fuck her! Although it should have dawned on me before it hit me that I was in the middle of a real life taboo threesome!
"Baby, "Erin moaned, "Suck on my titty! Help your mommy make me cum!"
How could I refuse that request? I eagerly sucked Erin's nipple and fondled the other, all the while watching my mother's tongue dance across her clit. Mom was moaning into Erin's pussy as she licked her and her ass was waving back and forth in the air.
I stared at that firm ass wagging back and forth and found myself wanting Erin to come fast so we could get the bikini bottom off my mother and get a good look-and taste of her pussy.
It seemed I would get my wish as Erin was moaning continuously and her hips were moving up and down, driving my mother's fingers deeper inside her. I watched mom go from licking to now sucking Erin's clit and wondered how long it had been since she licked pussy because she seemed to know what she was doing.
Mom's eyes were closed and she was sighing and moaning as she worked Erin's swollen clit with her lips and tongue.
"Oh yes, Carla!" Erin whimpered, "Just like that! Damn you can lick pussy! You must have really missed it!"
"I miss a lot of things." Mom spoke from between her legs, "Especially sucking cock!" She was looking at me as she spoke and I had to reach down and unsnap my shorts to relieve some pressure off of my tortured cock.
"Oh you can share your son's cock with me?" Erin groaned, "We going to pass it back and forth like a lollypop?"
"After I get to cum!" Mom told her.
Erin started to speak, but her words turned into a long moan as mom was once again sucking her clit. She was pumping her fingers faster and harder and Erin was responding by lifting her slender hips further off the couch.
I began sucking her nipple harder and squeezing the other one tighter. Erin began releasing a series of short sharp breaths with a little whimper at the end and I could feel her trembling beneath me.
A glance down the couch provided me with the exciting visual of Erin wrapping her long legs around my mother's shoulders and placing her feet on her back. I could see her toes curling and knew she was right there.
Mom's sucking was making those wet smacking sounds as she was really going at Erin's clit and as she arched her back off the couch I gave her nipple a nip with my teeth while twisting the other sharply.
Erin let loose with a high pitched squeal and began bucking her hips wildly. She clamped her legs around mom's face, pinning her to her pussy and began yelping and squealing as her body writhed on the couch.
I could hear mom's muffled moans from between her thighs and her ass was moving even faster than before, shaking back and forth. Erin's orgasm caused my cock to throb even more at the thought that I was getting closer to being able to play with my mother.
Erin groaned and relaxing back into the couch let her legs fall from my mother's back. Mom sat up and wiping at her glistening face, put her fingers in her mouth and sucked on them. Her green eyes rolled back and she sighed, "Damn that's sweet." She smiled down at Erin, "Honey that was amazing! You tasted even sweeter than I thought you would."
"I want to know how you taste." Erin said, sitting up, "My turn!"
"No," Mom shook her head and pointed at me. "Sean's been a very patient boy and should get a reward."
Standing up, Mom took the strings of her bikini and pulled on them. She let the bottom fall to the floor and Erin and I stared at her now exposed pussy. Mom had a small patch of dark hair at the top, but the rest was smooth.
Like her nipples, the skin of her pussy was darker than Erin's and I could see her swollen clit peering out from beneath her puffy lips. I glanced over at Erin to see her staring at mom with her mouth open, her small tits heaving as she was still recovering form cumming so hard.
Her blue eyes were locked on mom's pussy and her tongue journeyed across her lips as she whispered, "Damn, Carla, you're fucking hot."
"Yeah, not bad for a bitchy old lady?" Mom asked her.
Sitting on the couch she lifted her right leg and draping it over the arm of the couch pointed at me, "Be a good boy and come over here and lick your mother's pussy."
"Yes mom." I said.
Not bothering to get up, I started to crawl over to her, but stopped when she placed her foot on my chest. "Stand up and take your clothes off, I want you naked when you lick me."
Standing I looked over at Erin, "So much for you taking over." I told her.
"Who cares who's calling the shots?" Erin said sliding over and with no hesitation grabbing mom's nipple and rolling it between her fingers, "You complaining?"
"No."
"Calling shots?" Mom asked, and then moaned when Erin started tonguing her nipple. "Not sure what you mean, but what I know is your girl friend is a lot more fun than you are so far, do you worry about everything?"
"Should have told her she couldn't talk." I muttered to Erin who was laughing.
"But then you wouldn't be able to hear me tell you how much I've wanted to fuck my son." Mom told me.
"What?"
"You heard me, Sean. I've wanted to fuck the both of you, especially you! I've spied on you, Sean. Watched you jerk off to those dirty mommy movies, watched you fuck your girlfriend." She licked her lips, "I started having bad dreams about you, but then they became waking fantasies and I've gotten off to the thought of letting my son fuck me for weeks now."
"Wow."
"Wow?" Mom rolled her eyes. "There's better dialogue than that in porn. Just take off your clothes and let mommy see your big hard dick."
I quickly pulled my shirt off then grabbing the sides of my shorts pushed them as well as my boxers down over my hips. My aching cock sprang free and a trail of sticky pre cum flew from the tip.
"Look at that young hard cock." Mom purred.
"Your son's cock, you naughty girl!" Erin giggled.
"Come stand here." Mom pointed between her legs.
I walked over to stand in front of her and looked down at the sight of my swollen cock less than six inches from my mother's pussy.
"You want to fuck me don't you, Sean?"
"Yes."
"Later." Mom said, "But I have to admit I think I'll wait to have you lick me." Looking at Erin she said, "Stroke his cock."
Erin turned so she was sitting right next to mom and grabbing my cock began slowly pumping it. I moaned and Mom smiled, "He won't last ten pumps this horny. Erin how about you and I give my son a nice blow job to take the edge off him.
"Yes ma'am" Erin agreed, "You want to taste him first?"
"No, I want to watch you."
"Sounds good to me!" Leaning over, Erin took the head of my cock between her lips and sucked hard.
I gasped as I felt the pre cum drained from the tip of my cock. Erin sat up and opening her mouth let my sticky fluid drip onto mom's nipple. She immediately lowered her head and licked it clean and mom moaned. "You are such a good girl!"
Erin returned to my cock and this time opened wide and slowly, inch by teasing inch took my cock deep into her soft, warm mouth. I moaned when I felt her lips wrap around the base of my shaft. She shook her head back and forth and I whimpered when her tongue slipped out and caressed my balls.
"Hmm, she's good!" Mom purred.
She had leaned forward so her face was now next to Erin's. The sight of my mother's face that close to my cock while having it buried in Erin's mouth caused my dick to twitch and I could feel more pre cum dribble out.
Erin worked her soft lips back up to the tip of my cock then with a sig started bobbing her head in slow rhythm. Her blue eyes were looking up at me and she winked as she continued to blow me.
"Maybe we can make it feel better." Mom reached between my legs and my hips jerked and I moaned when she began rubbing my balls,
"Nice and full." Mom whispered, looking up at me, "There's a lot of cum in there Erin and its all for us!"
"Hmm-mm" Erin agreed as she began taking me deeper.
"Hey, what about me?" Mom asked.
Erin released my cock and holding it around the base of my shaft, pushed it towards my mother, "Be my guest, after all he's your son."
"Oh fuck." I said softly as mom put her hand over Erin's and brought my cock to her lips.
Her tongue flicked across the head, then turning her face she gave Erin a kiss while rubbing my cock against her cheek.
"How's your cock look in your mom's face?" Erin asked
"So fucking good!" I moaned.
"Bet it would look better in her mouth. Carla, don't tease your son, suck on his cock for me."
Mom turned her head, opened her mouth and in one smooth motion took me all the way down to my balls.
"Holy shit!" I groaned as I watched my cock disappear in mom's mouth.
Like Erin her tongue slid out across my balls then she slurped her way up to the tip. Opening her mouth wider, Mom let spit drool from her mouth and down my shaft. She quickly followed the trail with her mouth and began sucking me, making loud slurping noises.
"Pig." Erin laughed.
Mom let her mouth slide up to my tip and began barely moving her head, just sucking the first couple of inches. Leaning in Erin placed her tongue to my shaft and started licking it while mom sucked on me.
"Oh my god, oh my god!" I moaned as both their tongues caressed my cock.
I grabbed the backs of both their heads and they both sighed as they switched off. Erin took my cock into her mouth and after licking my shaft; mom ducked her head and caused me to cry out when she sucked my ball into her mouth.
Erin released my cock and joined my mother and my hips started to move as I watched them both sucking on my swollen balls. Erin worked her lips up my shaft and kissed the tip.
Mom did the same and they began kissing with the tip of my cock between their lips. I whimpered in pleasure and my eyes felt as if they were going to bug out of my head watching their tongues play across not only each other but the head of my dick.
They were both rubbing my balls and my knees were starting to shake as my body yarned for release. Erin slid her soft lips down my hard shaft, then back up again.
Mom did the same then they both began to move together, sliding the length of my cock between their lips. They were both looking up at me and staring into my mother's eyes as she worked my cock between her lips caused me to moan and move my hips harder.
They both stopped moving and holding the back of their heads I took my cue and started thrusting my dripping cock between their lips. Their nails were teasing my balls and my entire body was starting to shake.
"Hmm, someone wants to cum!" Mom said, "Think we should let him?"
"Please?" I whimpered.
"Good manners." Mom laughed, then taking my cock from Erin brought it into her mouth and started bobbing her head.
I was breathing hard and my heart was pounding while staring at the incredible sight of my mother blowing me. Mom removed my cock and pushed it to Erin who eagerly gobbled me into her pretty mouth and started sucking on me. Mom lowered her head and started licking my balls.
My hips were moving faster and I could feel the sweat beginning to pour down my back as my mother bathed my balls with her tongue while Erin sucked on me with teasing slowness.
They switched off, Erin sucking my balls and mom running her tongue around the head of my cock before taking me into her amazing mouth. I gasped and jerked my hips sending my cock deeper into her mouth. Mom removed my cock, "Be nice," she told me, "I am your mother."
"S..sorry." I moaned.
"I'm just kidding." Mom winked, "Go ahead and fuck my mouth, fuck it until you cum for me."
Mom took me into her mouth, but didn't move. I started moving my hips slowly fucking her mouth and Erin said, "Oh, come on Sean, she said fuck it. Here let me!"
Grabbing the back of mom's head, Erin began pushing and pulling on her hair guiding her mouth up and down my cock. I gasped and started fucking mom's mouth harder and she moaned around my swollen flesh.
"That's it fuck your mommy's mouth!" Erin snapped that wild look in her eyes. "Look at her, the fucking pig, sucking her son's cock!"
Mom moaned louder and Erin continued, "Dirty slut blowing your son! You're a fucking whore Carla, aren't you? A dirty fucking pig who wants her own son to cum in her mouth!"
"Oh fuck!" I cried out as my balls convulsed and my cock erupted into my mother's mouth.
Mom made a loud gurgling sound as what felt like a huge spurt of cum exploded into her mouth. Erin held her head so my cock was buried to my balls and mom squealed as my cock continued to squirt.
"Hey, I want some!" Erin pulled my mother's mouth from my cock and pointing it at her open mouth caught my next squirt on my tongue.
She was pumping my cock furiously as mom rubbed my balls and I was cumming harder than I ever had before. Erin took another shot of cum onto her chin then pointed me at Mom to take a stream of my sticky white juice across her cheek. Mom pushed her tongue out sending cum drooling down her chin and leaning over kissed Erin.
They both moaned as their white covered tongues danced across each other. I couldn't believe what I as seeing as she continued to jerk me off while they passed my cum between their lips and tongues. I whimpered and grabbed Erin's wrist to get her to stop when my balls had emptied. Letting me go she turned her full attention on my mother and began licking the cum from her chin and cheek.
"Wow, and she cleans too!" Mom giggled.
"How'd you like getting sucked off by your mom and your best girl?" Erin asked.
"You're my only girl." I told her as I let my weakened knees have their way and sank to the floor in front of the couch.
"Good answer, but I might have some competition now!" Erin laughed and gave mom a quick kiss, "I always told you I'd share, baby; but it would have to be a very special girl!"
"Seeing you're down there.' Mom said, and leaning back into the couch, put her foot back up on the arm and rubbed her pussy. "Somehow I haven't cum yet!"
"You heard mom." Erin said, "Help her out!"
Reaching between mom's legs, Erin opened her pussy and rubbed her clit with her finger. Getting between mom's legs, I placed my hands on her thighs and with no hesitation plunged my tongue deep inside her sopping pussy.
"You want that don't you?" Mom asked, "Look at you diving into your mom's pussy!"
I swirled my tongue inside her and sucked hard, getting a mouthful of her sweet juice. Mom moaned loudly as Erin continued to tease her clit and was now sucking on her nipple.
I removed my tongue and took my time sliding it back and forth through her wet lips before finding her clit under Erin's finger. She moved it away and sucking mom's clit into my mouth I slipped two fingers inside her. Mom's pussy wasn't just sopping wet, but hot and damn tight as well.
Mom moved her hips and I groaned as she clenched her pussy around my thrusting fingers. I sensed movement and saw Erin had slid her head down Mom's stomach and her face was inches from mine. I released mom's clit and watched with a smile on my face as Erin's tongue slid across mom's swollen button.
"Hmm looks like we all know how to share!" Mom moaned as Erin teased her clit.
I began licking just under mom's clit and my tongue met Erin's. We shared a deep tongue filled kiss during which we both groaned as we shared the taste of my mother's pussy. We started licking her clit as our lips touched and Mom was moaning softly and pushing her hips into my fingers.
"That feels so good!" Mom moaned, "Both of you licking me, oh I needed this so bad!"
Erin backed off enough for me to suck mom's clit back into my mouth and then I returned the favor letting her work that delicious nub into her mouth. Mom's moans were getting louder and more high pitched as we both tongued her quivering pussy.



"Suck my nipple!' Mom groaned, "I just want to cum in my son's face this time!"
This time? On that note I wondered where Erin had dropped that pendent because I was going to be making good use of it for sure!
"Whatever you want, Carla." Erin sat back up and began sucking on mom's rosy nipple and using her fingers spread my mother wide open for me.
I sucked mom's clit back into my mouth once more and began slamming my fingers knuckle deep into her dripping pussy. Mom's hips were moving and she placed both of her feet on my shoulders as I continued to enjoy sucking on her.
Mom was breathing heavy and I looked up to see she had her head back on the couch, her eyes were closed and her arm was around Erin who was busy sucking on her nipple. Mom as playing with the other one and I became aware of the fact my cock was still as hard as it had been.
How could it not be as I eagerly sucked on my mother's pussy? Mom gasped and lifting her hips moaned, "Put a finger in my ass!" I paused and she snapped, "For Christ's sake do what your mother tells you!"
On that note I brought my hand up and without feeling bad about it jammed my finger hard into her tight ass.
"Oh fuck yeah!" Mom screamed and curling her toes into my shoulders came like an animal.
That was the proper description as she started howling in pleasure as her hips drove hard into my face. She was bucking so hard it was difficult to keep my tongue on her slippery clit. Mom fixed that by clamping her legs around my head and pressing her quivering flesh to my face. Her pussy and was contracting around my fingers and mom was squealing like a porn star as she writhed on the couch.
"Keep licking, oh keep licking me!" Mom called out.
I gladly did as she said; my tongue busy on her clit while I fingered both of her holes. Mom arched her back and released a long loud wait. I felt a wave of warm fluid pass my fingers and there was a wet squirting sound as hr pussy convulsed. I felt something warm and sticky strike my chin and drip down onto my chest.
"Oh god I came so fucking hard!" Mom moaned as let her legs drape over my shoulders.
"Wow, your mom squirts!" Erin pointed at my dripping face.
"Oh I don't know if I ever came that hard before!"
"Yeah well speaking of hard, your son still is and I think it's time you let him fuck you with that nice big dick"
Erin gestured for me to stand up. I got to my feet and as mom's legs slid from my shoulders I grabbed her ankles and when I'd gained my feet I spread her legs wide and paused.
"What are you waiting for?" Mom asked, "You heard your nasty little girlfriend, your mom needs a good hard fucking!" she gave me that smirk I'd hate my whole life, "Or do you need to have your hand held while you do it?"
Squeezing her ankles hard, I pushed my cock through her wet pussy and when just the tip began to slide in I drove the entire length of my cock as hard as I could into her pussy. We both cried out and I was amazed at how hot and tight she was.
"Fuck that's deep!" Mom yelped "And big!"
I stayed there for a moment them sliding my cock out to the tip gave her another hard pump. Mom yelped again then again as this time I didn't pause, but started fucking her with long hard strokes.
"Yes, oh fuck me!" Mom called out, "Be a good boy and fuck your mother the way she needs it!"
I did the best I could to give her what she needed, spreading her legs as wide as I could and slamming my cock into her hard enough to cause my balls to slap against her ass.
Mom yelped with each thrust and I looked down to admire the sight of my long thick cock sliding in and out of my mother's pussy. I was glistening with her juice and I watched as her pussy tried to suck my cock back in as I slid it in and out.
Erin was watching with that evil little smile on her face and sitting back next to mom draped one of her legs over mom's and the other across the couch, spreading her legs for me.
"I want some!"
"Go ahead Sean; let Erin have some of that nice hard cock!" Mom chimed in.
Thinking that things couldn't get any better than this I slid my cock from my mother's pussy and taking a step to the side slammed it balls deep into Erin. She squealed in delight as I grabbed her leg and pushed it back so that her foot was now over her head and started fucking her hard and fast.
Erin's pussy was just as wet, and even tighter than mom's and I moaned as Erin started moving her hips in rhythm with my strokes. Mom leaned over and vegan sucking Erin's nipple and reaching down she started rubbing Erin's clit as I fucked her.
With a nasty giggle, Erin reached over and started rubbing my mother's clit. I took that as my cue and I removed my cock from Erin and slipped it back into my mother. She moaned in delight and cupping her tits started playing with them while I fucked her.
"Finger me!" Erin told me.
Reaching down and to the side I slipped two fingers into Erin and began thrusting them in and out while I fucked my mother.
"Oh yeah!" Mom cried, "Fuck me nice and hard! Fuck me the way you dreamed about!" she laughed, "The way I dreamed about it!"
"Me too!" Erin began to pout and slipping from my mother I reentered her sweet pussy.
"Damn listen to her squeal." Mom said, "She loves your cock doesn't she?"
"Yes." Erin moaned, "I love it, but I'll share it with you Carla! Anytime you want it as long as we can all play!"
"Sounds like a deal!" Mom declared, and then pointed at us. "Stop!"
I stopped moving and mom told Erin "Get off the couch for a minute."
Erin shrugged and stood up next to me. Mom turned so that her head was resting on the arm of the couch and stretching her legs out she pointed at the other end of the couch. "Sean get on the couch between my legs and fuck me!"
I moved to obey her so quickly I almost tripped, but kept my balance and knelt on the couch between her legs. Mom put her feet on my shoulders and then pointed at Erin.
"I want you to crawl over the arm of the couch and..." she grinned, "I think you know."
I was confused, but Erin quickly walked to the side of the couch and got onto her knees on the arm. She slid down across Mom's body until she was resting with her arms on either side of mom. Her knees were still on the arm of the couch and mom slid up, putting them into a sixty nine position. Erin moaned when my mother wrapped her arms around her thighs and pulled her pussy down into her face.
"Jesus." I said softly as I could see my mother's tongue sliding through Erin's pussy.
"What are you waiting for?" Erin asked, grabbing my cock she started rubbing it through my mother's wet pussy lips.
She rested her head on mom's stomach and I groaned as she continued to tease my cock against mom's wet flesh. She pushed the head to the entrance of her pussy and guided me in slowly.
I moaned as this time I fully enjoyed the sensation of feeling my cock sink into my mother's forbidden flesh. Mom moaned between Erin's legs and Erin was breathing hard and grinding her hips, working her pussy into mom's face.
I started fucking mom in a steady rhythm and spreading her lips open, Erin started licking her clit. I moaned when she pushed her tongue further down so that is was running along the length of my shaft as I pumped in and out. Mom's hips started moving and Erin went back to sucking on her clit.
I watched the now even hotter sight of my cock plunging into my mother while Erin went down on her. Erin released mom's clit and with a smile opened her mouth wide.
Feeling like the luckiest-although perhaps sickest-guy in the world, I slipped my cock from mom and shoved it into Erin's eager mouth. She sighed softly and remained still while I fucked her mouth.
She started moaning louder around it and I saw her hips moving faster as my mother licked and sucked her clit. Erin moved her head from my cock and as I slipped it back inside she once again started sucking mom's clit.
Mom's hips were moving up and down, driving my cock harder into her and she was moaning loudly into Erin's pussy. I could see Erin's hands trembling on mom's thighs and looking down the length of the couch saw her toes curling as my mother's tongue was bringing her close again. Erin began to suck mom's clit so hard her cheeks were sinking in and mom began yelping between her thighs.
The thought they were both going to come caused me to start to fuck mom harder and it pushed her over the edge. Mom squealed between Erin's thighs and her hips started bucking up and down. I moaned when her pussy clenched around my cock and Erin pushed down on her thighs so she could keep tonguing her clit.
Erin was whimpering as she licked and sliding my hands between her and my mother's stomachs I found her nipples and pinched them. Erin howled into mom's pussy and her ass began working up and down, driving into mom's face. I was feeling better than ever as the two hottest women I knew were both cumming from each others tongue and as an added bonus it was while I was fucking my mother.
The two of them yelped and squealed and Mom's pussy kept contracting around my cock as she came. I had to slow down so I wouldn't come myself. Mom's leg's pushed against me and as Erin continued to suck her clit, Mom screamed between her legs and a gush of warm sticky juice squirted around my cock and splattered my thighs.
"Holy shit!" I gasped looking down at the sticky mess.
Mom and Erin both sighed and their bodies slumped into each other as their orgasms pass through them. Sitting up, Erin pushed herself back off the couch and taking my mother's hand, pulled her into a sitting position. She whispered something I didn't hear and with a smile, Mom slid off the couch and onto her knees. Crossing her arms on the couch she rested her head on them and wiggled her ass playfully at me.
"Come on, Sean come fuck your mother in her favorite position. Getting off the couch, I got on my knees behind her and as Erin watched with a big smile I grabbed her hips and buried my cock inside her.
"Fuck yeah!" Mom cried, "That's what I need! Nice and hard Sean! Fuck me good and hard!"
I drew my hips back, took a deep breath and gave her what she wanted, fucking her as hard as I could. Mom yelped and squealed as I pounded her pussy and walking around us, Erin made it even better by kneeling right next to mom and putting her ass in the air for me.
I stared at Erin's pink pussy as I fucked my mother's thinking this was better than any of those movies I'd watched! Sliding from mom I eagerly moved to Erin and drove deep inside her.
"Yeah, baby!" Erin cried, "Look at you fucking your two favorite girls! Giving your girl and your mom that nice big dick! Fuck us hard, baby! Fuck us as hard as you can!"
I began fucking her so hard my balls were slapping into her ass and next to her Mom said, "Don't forget about me!"
With a big smile I switched and this time as I pounded mom's pussy I grabbed her long dark hair and pulled it.
"Oh, bad boy!" Mom moaned, "I love it! Go ahead and give my ass a smack, you know you want to!"
With no hesitation I dealt my mother's has a hard slap on the right cheek then the left. Mom squealed with each one and reaching over I gave Erin two hard slaps on hers.
"Ohh are we your bad girls?" she asked. "I know I love to be your bad girl! Now let me have that cock!"
I began fucking her once more and gasped, "Damn it can't get hotter than this!"
"Want to bet?" Erin asked. "Go back to fucking your mother."
I had to think I was one of very few men who had ever heard those words from their girlfriend's mouth. I quickly moved over to plunge my very happy cock into my mother's dripping pussy. Erin stood up and swung her leg over mom so she was straddling her. Erin then bent over so her stomach was on mom's back and her pussy was directly over hers.
"Even better?" Erin asked, winking at me over her shoulder.
"Fuck yeah!" I removed my cock from mom and after slamming it deep into Erin pulled it out and gave it back to mom. I repeated that maneuver several times savoring the similar yet different sensations of their pussies as well as their moans and sighs as I gave it them then took it away.
"I want more than a stroke!" Mom whined.
Laughing, I slipped my cock into her and began fucking her with long hard strokes, while sipping my fingers into Erin's pussy. They both squealed and I gasped as my cock twitched inside my mother.
I was sweating like a pig, my heart was pounding and I was breathing hard as my body began to race to come again. I switched, slipping Erin my cock and fingering mom. I was starting to moan with every hard thrust and mom said, "Someone wants to come for us!"
"Go ahead, baby!" Erin told me, Fuck your mom; let her get to be the one to make you come this time."
Again with this time! I lowered my cock and sliding it inside my mother grabbed her hips and started fucking her even harder than before. Mom was yelping with every hard thrust and Standing up, Erin swung her leg back over and kneeling down next to us put her head on my mother's ass and opened her mouth.
I released a whimper as I felt the cum racing through my cock. Fighting to hold back and enjoy every last stroke inside my mother I managed to give her several more hard pumps before removing my cock and with a loud cry letting it explode directly in Erin's mouth.
She moaned as the thick white cum sprayed her tongue and moving forward she took the squirting tip between her lips. She moaned as my cock emptied into her mouth and her eyes rolled back as she sucked as hard as she could.
"Take every drop, Erin, because I want some!" Mom said from her knees.
I whimpered pathetically when Erin sucked the last drops from my spent cock and removing it from her mouth I sank to my knees behind mom. Mom sat up and turning to Erin opened her mouth. With an evil grin, Erin stood up and leaning over mom's face opened her mouth.
"I...Oh, goddamn." I said stunned at the sight of Erin letting my cum drool from her mouth down into my mothers.
Mom's eyes rolled back as Erin filled her mouth with cum and when she was finished. Mom closed her mouth, made a show of swallowing and opened her mouth to show Erin it was empty.
"Dirty girl!" Erin told her.
She gave mom a long tongue filled kiss then sat down on the floor with her back to the couch. Mom turned and sat next to her and looking at the two of them I couldn't believe how beautiful they both were.
"So, uh what do we do with Mom?" I asked Erin.
"Whatever she'll let us do obviously." She laughed.
"No, I mean she's still under so...do we get her to shower then get her suit back on her and..."
"Sean, are you that naïve?" Mom asked.
"W...what do you mean?"
"You really think that stupid coin did anything to me?"
"I..." my eyes widened, "You...you weren't hypnotized?"
"Of course not!" Mom gave the famous eye roll.
"So...so you wanted to fuck me?"
"Boy he is a master of the obvious." Mom sighed.
"What's going on?" I asked.
"Well," Erin looked at mom, "Can I tell him?"
"Sure." Mom said as she put her arm around her.
"Well your mom really did watch us have sex a few times. She started getting turned on and at first it was by me." She grinned. "I know that because when I came here looking for you and you were at work I went to find her and she was playing with herself."
"Some people don't knock." Mom said pointedly.
"So she was embarrassed, but I told her don't be it was pretty hot to watch and we started talking about things and sex and..." she smiled, "We ended up fooling around."
"You...you guys had sex before this?"
"Is he deaf?" Mom asked.
"Yes Sean your mom and I have been fooling around for the last month."
"Damn." I shook my head, "This is like a movie."
"So one day when we're laying by the pool after we'd just played with each other I tell your mom about your little mother fantasies and how much you look at her. Then your dirty little mom here tells me a few days later she kept thinking about it and watching the movies I mentioned and she was starting to think about you."
"The time we fucked in her bed I did that so she could watch again and this time she was watching you and she told me she couldn't stop thinking about how dirty it was and how hot it would be. So we decided why not give it a try?"
"Why not just say it?" I asked, "Why go through mom catching us and...hey, you set this whole thing up!"
"Again nothing gets past him." Mom quipped.
"Because baby, your naughty girlfriend likes games and this one was the best ever. I asked your mom and she said let's just try it."
"Just try it?" I shook my head, "Wow and I felt bad for just thinking about it."
"Honestly Sean, since your dad passed I've been nervous with guys and not very good when it came to sex. First I thought women could be the answer, but I do like to fuck and well, who could I trust more than you?" she smiled, "You're a little dense sometimes, but I do love you and you always try to make me happy."
"Thanks Mom!" I said with a smile.
"And you do have a hell of a cock."
"I bet all mom's tell their son's that!" Erin giggled.
"So, um, we can do this again?" I asked hopefully.
"I think so." Mom nodded, "It was pretty damn hot, but I'm going to warn you about something right now, Sean."
"What's that?" I asked nervously.
Pulling Erin to her, she said, "You better never do anything stupid and lose this girl," giving Erin's nipple a playful pinch she added, "Because, honey, she is a keeper!"
*****
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I made the mistake of glancing at my watch and groaned; it was only four fifteen. Another forty five minutes before I could indulge in my weekly treat. Thinking about that treat; an hour long full body massage, was making this the longest day since, well, since last Friday! I fought to focus on the columns of numbers in front of me, but it was a losing battle. Instead my mind drifted to the thought of those soft, yet firm, hands rubbing my feet, taking away the discomfort a week in heels caused, and then moving up my calves.
Those long, slender, and oh so talented fingers would work their magic behind the tender backs of my knees before beginning their upward journey to my thighs. I shifted in my seat and felt the thong sticking between my legs. I'd been wet all day which was becoming the norm on these glorious days when I allowed myself to get as close to my fantasies as possible without crossing the line. Giving up on work altogether, I leaned back in my chair and removing my sensible black pump, put my stocking foot on my desk.
Pulling up knee length black skirt, I placed my hand on my inner thigh and squeezed it, mimicking the attention it would be getting later. Letting my hand wander upwards I teased myself by sliding it across the patch of lace covering my now sopping slit. The thong was a sexy contrast to the skirt, shoes and the red long sleeve blouse I was wearing. Sensible and professional, that was me for the majority of my thirty eight years.
Not that I still wasn't on the surface, but the last few months my inner thoughts, dreams and fantasies had been far from what I was raised to consider proper. I rubbed my hand more firmly against the damp material and released a soft moan.
My fingers pressed harder, pushing the thong between the lips of my pussy and working them up to push against my aching clit. Jill, my receptionist, left at four on Friday's along with most of my department and with no fear of getting caught I thought about giving myself some relief.
The past few hours had been filled with visions of soft hands and even softer tongues wandering over my yearning flesh and I'd been squirming in my seat all day. Normally I managed to abstain from masturbating during my special day, letting my sexual frustration build. I would then endure the deliciously excruciating tease of my nearly nude massage before racing home and hopping into bed. Then it was time to use the evening's toy of choice to get off several times before collapsing into a deep sleep.
Saturday morning would feature a slower more sensual session with my fingers and a multi speed bullet while replaying the previous nights encounter. Not that a massage would be most people's idea of an encounter, but when you secretly desired women an hour of being rubbed down by an attractive one was as close as I could get. No, that wasn't true. The closest I would allow myself to get was more like it.
I had no doubt if I put myself out there, went to the right bars or clubs; I could get what I wanted. After all, my Sapphic obsession had begun when Jill and I had stopped in for a drink at a new club, The Pink Hat, not knowing it was specifically for women who enjoyed the company of other women. Teasing myself through the thin material of the thong I let my mind drift back to the day I discovered my latent desire to experience the softer sex.
It was just after work on a Friday and there were only a few women there so it didn't hit us right away. However, once someone put some music on, Jill and I caught on pretty quick. A song I didn't recognize, with a slow sensual beat began to play and to our surprise two women drifted onto the small dance floor and slipping their arms around each other's waists began swaying seductively.
We glanced at each other and I noticed Jill looked uncomfortable. I'd shrugged and suggested they were probably just playing around. That idea went out the window when I looked back over to see them kissing.
And what a kiss it was! It wasn't a playful peck, but a long deep passionate kiss that caused a strange sensation within me. The sensation itself shouldn't have been strange; it wasn't like I didn't recognize arousal, but was shocked to feel it watching the scene before me. I could honestly say at that point I'd never thought about two women together. Even on the occasions I had watched some dirty movies with Rob, if a lesbian scene came on, I would ask to skip it.
I'd always thought why would I want to watch what I already had? But that day, the way those two beautiful women had touched each other had gotten me hot in a way I hadn't been in years. Perhaps it was the fact they were so open about it; that here they were kissing and touching in front of a room full of women and not caring.
Jill had excused herself to go to the bathroom and as she made her way across the room I noticed several women stare at her as she passed. Jill was a petite little brunette who although on the slender side had long shapely legs and what I had since come to realize was very fine ass.
One woman in particular, an older blonde wearing a dress far shorter and tighter than I would ever have the courage to wear, stared at Jill with a look of pure lust that sent another unexpected feeling of desire through me.
When Jill was with me I had focused on her, sneaking furtive glances at the women dancing whenever she would look away. I now took full advantage of her absence, turning on my stool to watch what I used to think was so wrong. The taller of the women, a stunning red head wearing a skirt that barely covered the cheeks of her ass was now behind her partner, her hands encircling her waist.
The other woman, a short curvy blonde whose ample breasts threatened to spill from the low cut sundress she was wearing, was working her hips, grinding her ass back into her girlfriend. The redhead responded by sliding the blondes hair to the side to kiss her neck.
She worked her lips along her creamy skin and my face grew hot despite the air conditioning in the club. The blonde sighed and reaching back ran her fingers through her lover's hair, holding her face to her neck.
There were whistles from several of the women when the redhead's hands worked their way up and my breath caught when she cupped her impressive breasts. She pushed them together, and fondled them, her hands sliding across them.
The blonde's mouth opened as she released a moan that was drowned out by the music. What wasn't drowned out were the cheers when her hand dropped to the hem of the blonde's skirt and pulled it up, giving a quick flash of a black lace thong before pulling it back down.
Someone yelled not to tease and with a laugh she hiked the skirt up giving everyone there a full view of the black strings over her full hips. The blonde reached behind her, caught the hem of the redheads dress and returned the favor lifting it up to expose her...bare ass.
The women around laughed and clapped and I sat there transfixed by the sight of her shaking her bare ass. That ass was firm and tight and when she widened her legs and leaned forward, she flashed a quick peek of her pink pussy.
To my dismay she straightened, leaving me to struggle to focus on just the glimpse I had gotten. In front of me the blonde was now rubbing her hands across her lush thighs and the patch of lace over her pussy.
I watched her long slender fingers with their deep purple nails sliding across her inviting thighs and...inviting? Even now, sitting at work months later, I recalled how that word had jumped into my head and how shocked I'd been.
The redhead's hands had gone back to her top and after several women began chanting "Flash, flash!" she laughed and pulled the top of the dress down. My eyes widened and I was sure my mouth had dropped open at the sight of her bare breasts. Her large milky white globes were well rounded and her nipples pink and swollen. The redhead gave them a quick pinch causing her to yelp, before pulling her top back up.
That yelp had sent a thrill through me and was quickly followed by another when the blonde playfully pulled her thong to the side showing off her pussy and the small patch of golden hair above it. Her fingers slid up and down her lips several times, much to the appreciation of the women watching, before she slipped the thong back into place.
The song wound down and turning in her lover's embrace, the blonde wrapped her arms around her and pulled her into another deep kiss that included them putting on a show of their tongues sliding across each other.
There was a round of applause as they walked hand in hand back to their table and turning back to the bar I picked up my glass of wine and gulped it down in several long swallows. My hand was shaking and I had become aware of a growing wet patch between my legs. I stared down at the bar not making eye contact with anyone and trying to understand what I was feeling. How could watching two women have caused such arousal?
Jill came back and appeared upset. In an indignant tone she told me she had been lewdly hit on and said she wanted to leave. I agreed, but for the opposite reason. Whereas she was offended, I was hornier than I'd been in years and wasn't sure I was comfortable with it. I probably should have just walked out with her, but instead I was curious to see if I would get any attention.
Telling Jill I had to use the bathroom I made my way across the club. I was moving slowly and admittedly putting some extra swing into my hips. I felt like a giddy young girl when I did see a couple of women look my way and flash me welcoming smiles. I was wearing my usual ensemble of a knee length gray skirt and a white button up blouse. Neither article of clothing did anything flattering for me and I found myself wishing I was dressed more provocatively.
That was another uncharacteristic thought and I felt as if I were just now discovering a part of myself that had lain dormant all these years. When I walked into the bathroom I was confronted by the sight of two women playing right there in front of me. One woman was sitting on the sink with her skirt up and her smallish tits propped out of the top of her shirt. The other woman was on her knees, her face buried between the thighs of the first woman.
Her feet were on her shoulders and I could see her lovers arm moving back and forth and could just imagine her fingers pumping her pussy. This was more amazing than the dance floor. Neither woman noticed me. The brunette on the counter had her head back and her eyes closed, moaning and running her fingers through the other woman's light brown hair. I stopped in my tracks and even though everything in me said to turn and walk out the door I stood rooted to the spot.
My eyes moved wildly, trying to take in everything at once. The look of ecstasy on the face of the woman on the counter, her eyes closed, her cheeks flush and soft sighs of pleasure emanating from her parted lips. Her rosy nipples were erect and her small perky tits coated in sweat. Her thighs were wrapped around the head of the other woman, but I could hear her lips smacking as she sucked on her.
Her skirt was pulled up as well; her hand between her legs, playing with her pussy while she licked her girlfriends. Like the woman on the dance floor, she wasn't wearing underwear and the way she was squatting showed her pussy off well from behind. I watched her rubbing her clit in circles with two fingers and could hear her moaning between her lover's thighs.
"Oh, honey!" the woman called out, "Oh...oh just a little more!"
I'd taken a step back, hoping not to be noticed and stood there with my nipples aching and my pussy dripping while the other woman began smacking her lips even more loudly against the wet flesh she was sucking. The brunette released a loud squeal, then another before her girlfriend reached up and covered her mouth, muffling her cries. My pussy gushed watching her writhe on the counter, pulling her girlfriend's hair and moaning into her hand as her orgasm tore through her.
Releasing her grip, she slumped back on her elbows her head resting against the mirror. Her girlfriend stood up and leaning forward gave her a deep kiss. When she pulled away she sighed, "Damn I taste good on you."
"I think it's your turn to taste," The other woman giggled, "I..."
"Oh, shit!" The woman on the sink had turned her head and saw me standing there. "Jesus, Sandy I thought you locked the door!"
"I...I...I'm sorry," I stammered, "I just came in and um, have to use the bathroom." I sounded like an idiot, but had nothing else to say.
"Well that's okay," The woman hopped off the counter. Taking a second to pop her perky tits back into her top and smooth her shirt down, she laughed and added, "We just finished."
"What about me?" The other woman, made a show of pouting.
"Guess you have to wait until we get home, sweetie!" she kissed her quickly and headed my way.
Realizing I was still in front of the door I stepped to the side, but she stopped next to me and smiled, "Haven't seen you here before. First time?"
"Um, yes." I nodded nervously.
"Well I hope you come back again." She tilted her head as she looked me up and down quickly, "I love your eyes and your proper little outfit." She giggled, "You come from work or your girl like the uptight professional look?"
"Oh, well...I...I don't have a girlfriend."
"Really?" she shook her head, "With those big brown eyes and those pretty lips?" she gave me a slower loom up and down. "Tell you what honey, let your hair down and wear something that shows you off more. Looks like you have a nice little body under there."
"Thanks." I said for lack of anything better to come back with.
"You coming Sandy?"
"No, I didn't get to, remember?" The woman said into the mirror as she fluffed her blonde hair and removed a tube of lipstick from her purse.
"Aww," The brunette laughed, "Don't worry baby, I'll take good care of you at home. Right now I'm going to play some music so you get your pretty little self out to that dance floor when you're done." She glanced my way, "Seriously, hope to see you here again," leaning closer she said softly, "I can tell you're not just new here, but you're new. But don't worry everyone here is fun and we've all been there. You let yourself relax you'll have a lot of fun"
She turned and left the bathroom and trying to regain my composure I walked across the bathroom towards the stalls.
"Hey," Sandy called out, just as I was ready to push the door open. I turned around to see her looking at me with a big smile on her face. "Did you like the show?"
"E...excuse me?"
"You didn't just come in. I saw you just before Sheila put her legs on my shoulders."
My only reply was for my face to somehow grow hotter. Laughing Sandy clapped her hands in delight.
"Aren't you cute? You really are new aren't you?"
"I...I've never been here before."
"That's not what I mean and you know it." She sighed, "I remember the first time I realized what I wanted. Just relax and let it happen, you'll be fine." With a wink she looked me up and down, "You already are. Thanks again for the extra thrill!" with a little wave she left the bathroom.
As embarrassed as I was, I still found my eyes glued to her ass which was well defined in the skin tight dress. Her hips swung back and forth and all I could picture was how she had looked while squatting on the floor and her pussy visible as she'd leaned forward to suck her girlfriend off in the bathroom. I'd never done anything that bold with a man and had never once thought of a woman doing it.
Once I was alone my body took over my thoughts. My nipples were aching and my clit was throbbing between my thighs. Pushing the stall open and stepping into it I could feel the wetness between my legs. I closed the door and locking it hiked my skirt up and pulling my panties down moaned as they peeled away from my wet skin. I sat down, but rather than using the bathroom my mind exploded with a collage of images of all I had just seen.
Moving as if it had a will of its own, my hand dropped between my legs and I had to stifle a groan as my fingers explored my sopping wet pussy. I tried to tell myself to stop; I was closing in on forty, way past the age to be doing things like rubbing one out in a public stall. But my fingers remained where they were and with a resigned whimper, I slid them up through the soft folds of warm flesh.
I gasped when my fingers made contact with my yearning clit and rubbing in short hard circles I closed my eyes, thinking of Sandy sucking Sheila's pussy. I put myself in her place, sitting on the sink, my legs wide open and a pair of soft sensual lips kissing my even softer, moist pair. I thought of long soft hair on my thighs and her slender fingers entering me. I imagined her touch to be so much softer than a man's and her tongue slower and more patient.
The final image that went through my mind was Shelia toying with her nipples, her red nails teasing her swollen flesh, then throwing her head back and squealing as she came. I closed my legs and straightened them as my fingers brought me closer to the edge. My mind was still fixed on Shelia rocking back and forth and side to side, her body in the throes of her climax.
Her orgasm turned into mine and a loud cry escaped me. I covered my mouth and cried out into it as I came harder than I had in a long time. My feet kicked, my heels hitting the stall door and my back arched, shoving my quivering pussy into my fingers. I sat there moaning and squealing as to my surprise a second orgasm raced in behind the first and my body went into a fresh wave of convulsions.
When the last effects of my bodies release flowed through me, I slumped back, letting my head rest against the cool tile behind me and fought to catch my breath. I remained there for a couple of minutes, letting my body regroup as my mind tried to wrap around what had just happened. Forcing myself to move, I stood up and pulling my panties up marveled at the wet mess that began to ooze into them now that I was standing.
They were so wet, I slipped them all the way off and balling them up shoved them into the pocket of my skirt. Leaving the stall, I splashed my sweat soaked face and as I patted dry I heard a whistle behind me. I turned to see a young woman who couldn't have been more than twenty at the other end of the counter. With a smile she said, "That sounded like a good one!"
Too embarrassed to reply I'd hurriedly left the bathroom and keeping my head down, made my way back to Jill who had asked me if I felt okay because I looked flush.
My cell ringing snapped me out of my reverie and grabbing it from the desk I saw it was Paula.
"Hello?"
"Hey, Linda, its Paula, just confirming you're coming to see me at five thirty?"
Paula had a soft smoky voice that sounded damn good in my ear, especially when she spoke over me as her incredible hands worked my body.
"I wouldn't miss it!" I answered and to myself added I probably wouldn't be coming until about seven and it would be to her
"Glad to hear it." She purred in my ear, "Always nice to finish the week with my favorite girl."
"Aw, I bet you say that to all the girls!" I laughed even as I wished she meant it the way I would love her to.



"Oh, trust me, I don't call just any girl my favorite! See you soon."
The phone went silent and putting it down I got up from the desk before I buried my fingers in my pussy. Paula's voice had me hot and I couldn't imagine the puddle I was going to be in when she got her hands on my bare flesh. Seeing it was quarter to five I shut my lap top down and locked my desk. Grabbing the clothes I had hung in the small closet, I left my office. I made my way through the deserted sea of cubicles in the main floor and entered the bathroom.
Standing in front of the mirror I removing my blazer and blouse and reaching up to the clip, let my long, light brown hair cascade down over my shoulders. I teased myself by cupping my tits in the transparent black lace bra I was wearing and yearned for my hands to be another woman's. Unzipping my skirt, I let it fall to the floor and stood there in my bra and thong wishing the only woman looking wasn't the one in the mirror.
A side effect of discovering my attraction to the female form was I saw myself much differently as well. I'd always had enough attention from men to feel I was attractive, but now I saw my body the way I would if it was another woman. My breasts were on the smaller side, but were well rounded and still sat high and firm even without the help of the bra.
I was tall and a little on the slender side with long legs that many men had said was one of my best features. The other feature that received a lot of compliments was my firm little round ass. With a grin, I turned around and looked at the exposed cheeks of my ass in the mirror. The thought that within an hour Paula's hands would be just over my ass caused another wave of heat.
Reigning in my thoughts I replaced my proper attire with a cute little red sun dress, that I wouldn't say was inappropriate, but showed a good amount of my long legs and was low cut enough to display some cleavage. My sensible shoes were replaced with a pair of red sandals with a three inch heel and straps around the ankles. I ran my fingers through my hair, teasing it out and applied some make up.
I looked at the finished product and thought the look said playful and fun. Not slutty, but certainly not professional and boring. I put my clothes on the hangar and couldn't help feeling a little foolish, dressing up for a woman who had no interest in me as anything but a customer or at best someone she enjoyed speaking to once a week.
Picking up my purse and leaving the bathroom I headed for the elevator and noticed the janitor watching me from across the room. Although I appreciated the attention it didn't excite me the way it used to. I had always gotten looks from men, at least when I dressed to do so and had enjoyed the reaction of most women; flattered and if they were someone that could be an interest, turned on.
But now I found myself looking about to see if I was garnering any attention from my own sex. On the occasions I was sure I was getting more than a casual glance from a woman I was instantly wet. Riding down to the parking garage it dawned on me-and not for the first or even hundredth time-how that day at the club had changed me. I now dressed up for and paraded around trying to impress women rather than men and was now masturbating nightly to girl on girl porn.
I had broken up with Rob a month before the day at the club and hadn't dated since even though I'd fielded several offers from guys I most likely would have gone out with prior to my new fixation.
Three months ago I'd been so worked up I'd given Rob a call. We'd parted on decent terms and he was happy to come over for pretty much a booty call. The sex had never been an issue between us and that night was no different, Jeff was an attentive lover and one most women would rave over.
I had been one of those women, but that night I wasn't nearly as aroused as I used to be. I sucked his cock less than enthusiastically than I used to and as he went down on me I kept thinking how much better it would be if there was long hair fanned across my thighs as well as the slender fingers and softer touch of a woman. Rob had done nothing to stop those fantasies when he didn't linger between my thighs for more than a couple of minutes before sliding up and entering me.
It had felt good, but not as good as it used to and the only time I had cum during the night was when I stroked my clit while on my knees and imagining him being Paula behind me with a strap on. In the three months since, Rob had called several times looking for a repeat performance, but I declined each time. I kept telling myself the next time I had sex it would be with a woman. That I would shake the bizarre shyness and hang ups I had when it came to making my fantasy a reality.
I kept swearing I would go back to that club. I'd go home shower, dressed sexy and....ended up getting undressed or just meeting Jill for a drink. Each of those nights I would go to bed horny and pissed at myself that I was getting off with a toy and not a soft pink tongue.
"Hey, I love that dress!"
I looked up to see a tall woman with long hair standing at the car next to mine. I was so caught up with my thoughts I hadn't even recalled making my way across the garage to my car.
"Oh, um thanks." I replied, snapping out of my daydreaming.
The woman looked down and smiled, "The shoes too! Prada?"
"Yes." I nodded, then taking advantage of her looking at my feet took a good look at her.
She was worth looking at that was for sure; tall with long legs that were being show cased in a short blue skirt and a pair of breasts that were much larger than mine and looked as if they were ready to pop out of the sleeveless white shirt.
Her eyes were as dark as her hair and her full sensuous lips coated in a soft pink. My heart began to pound when I saw her take her time working her eyes up my body and in the back of my mind I found myself wanting her to like what she saw.
"I do love the look," she commented, sending a thrill through me. "Says smart, but sexy." She winked, "Says fun! You going out for some fun on a Friday night?"
Oh my God, she was flirting with me! I could feel my face becoming as red as the dress, but when I spoke, managed to sound calm.
"I'm going to...go treat myself." I gave her a smile I wanted to be confident, but knew looked as nervous as I felt.
"Well every girl should treat herself." She paused meaningfully then added, "But it's usually more fun if you get a treat from someone else."
"It sure is." I laughed awkwardly.
"I'm Mandy," she gestured towards the ceiling, "I work for Dobbs Corp on the third floor, do you work in the building?"
"I do, I work for All State."
"Oh," she looked at me expectantly, "And you are..."
"Linda!" I sighed, "Sorry about that."
"No worries, so hey, I'm going out for a treat myself, a couple of drinks at Bernie's down the street, want to come along?"
"Well..." say yes, I shouted at myself. Say yes! "I have an appointment for a massage." Oh, what was wrong with me?
"Oh that is a treat!" she nodded, "I try to go a couple of times a month. "Well, how about tomorrow?"
Her eyes met mine and again I wanted to shout the word yes! Meet her for a drink, go back to her place, let her take charge and lay me back and...But again the sensible, no not sensible, but scared part of my mind spoke up. Mandy worked in the building.
I'd told her where I worked, all the people I'd worked with for the last fifteen years knew me as being straight. Not that being into women was something to be ashamed of from the start, but for them to think after all these years I'd changed?
"I'm sorry." Mandy said, the smile fading, "I'm making you nervous."
"Oh, its okay I just...I'm not you know..."
Mandy's smile returned and as she reached into her purse she said, "Not comfortable yet. It's okay, Linda. Here's my card, you ever want to go out for a drink and you know, talk about things, feel free."
I took the card, cursing the trembling fingers that told her she was right.
"Thank you, maybe I will." I forced those words past my scared persona.
"I hope you will. Well gotta run, but I'll be there for awhile tonight so if you want to swing by after your massage?"
"I'll see." I slipped the card into my purse as I watched Mandy walk around her car.
My eyes longingly stared at the backs of her legs and her ass swinging in the snug skirt. She gave me a wave when she pulled away and I sighed. Now there would now be a new game, me staring at the card every night trying to get up the nerve to call, but knowing I wouldn't.
*****
I arrived outside Spadyssey and let the failed opportunity with Mandy slip from my thoughts. This was the time I waited for all week; the hour I let my fantasies run wild while the soft hands of a beautiful woman roamed over my body. Paula, the owner and my personal masseuse, had no idea of the pleasure I received from her skills.
I'm sure she thought the occasional groans that escaped me were the simple sounds of relaxation and relief of sore muscles. She had no idea those sounds were muffled moans and that my nipples ached and my pussy flowed as she went about her job.
Paula had become my go to girl in my fantasies and although she was an attractive woman it had taken me awhile to realize why, well in addition to her touching my all but naked body. Paula was a safe 'girl crush.'
She was four years older than me and happily married with a daughter in college. The fact I knew there would never be any chance of any type of encounter between us made Paula a great pressure free outlet for my Sapphic desires. The fact she was sexy as hell helped.
Speaking of the devil, Paula was just coming out of the back when I approached the front desk to check in.
"Linda!" she gave me a huge wave and smile, "Happy Friday!"
"TGIF!" I laughed
"I love that dress! Looks like you're ready to make someone else thankful it's Friday!"
"Oh, don't worry." I grinned, "You're going to get your tip, you don't have to sweet talk me."
"I'm not." Paula stood behind the receptionist as I signed in and handed her a check for tonight's visit. "You look great. Good to see you dressing more fun these days."
"I feel more fun," I flirted, knowing it was going right over her head.
"Nothing wrong with that!" She pointed to the back, "You can go into room two and change up, and I'll be right in."
I walked around the desk and down the hallway towards the room, but stopped with my hand on the door and watched Paula talking to the receptionist. As always she was wearing a simple t-shirt that stretched across her ample chest and a pair of stretch pants that showed every curve of her shapely legs and curvy ass. Paula had her black hair up and as always, I wondered what it would look like down, preferably on her bare body.
Paula looked damn good for her age, with her smooth tanned skin, large brown eyes and the easy smile that always appeared to be ready to spread across her face allowed her to pass for a decade younger.
That smile also highlighted the most sensual lips I'd seen. I knew men who would refer to them as blow job lips, but all I could think of was what they would look like embracing my soft wet pink lips, maybe even the ones on my face, I added with a dirty giggle to myself.
Entering the changing room, I stood in front of the full length mirror and after removing my sandals slid the dress off my shoulders and gave a sexy shimmy, letting the dress pool at my feet. Dressed in just the bra and thong I imagined Mandy taking me in.
I blinked her away; Mandy wanted what I so badly wanted and wouldn't allow myself to have. Mandy was not a safe fantasy at all; Paula was the girl to think about checking me out!
I removed my bra, and cupped my small perky tits, offering them to my reflection. I imagined rubbing them against Paula's large soft breasts and my hard pink nipples being devoured by those perfect lips. I stroked my nipples with my thumbs and shuddered. I picked up the long white towel to wrap around my waist and as I did looked at my thong.
My ass was exposed, but for the thin string, and with a deliciously dirty feeling, I slid it off so I would be naked beneath the towel rather than wearing underwear as the spa required. I put my hair up, admiring the way my breasts lifted to a sexier angle and wishing I wasn't the only female noticing them.
My heart beat faster and my lips parted to release a long deep breath. Of all the images that had gone through my mind concerning women, this was the one that worked me up the most; standing completely naked in front of another woman.
I could imagine seeing the desire in her eyes as she took me in with her hungry gaze. In my mind she would still be dressed whereas I was nude, completely exposed, eagerly seeking the approval of my fantasy lover.
I would feel wanton, driven by lust as I sought her approval with my body. That, as much as her touch was what drove me crazy about these sessions with Paula; that she was fully dressed and I was naked except for a flimsy towel and my panties beneath it.
But tonight I would be completely naked underneath! Just the thought of her hands unwittingly caressing my skin inches from my hot bare pussy sent a shiver through me. I was more wound up than usual and could just imagine how hard I would come later tonight, when I stroked my pussy to the thought of Paula discovering my nakedness and being excited by it.
Wrapping the towel around my waist and pulling the loose end up to my breasts, I paused then lowered it just enough for my nipples to be peeking out. I took a deep breath and walked out into the room, hoping Paula was in it and I would give her an 'accidental' peek. It would mean nothing to her, in fact I am sure she had ended up seeing quite a few breasts during her job, but it would send me gushing.
Paula was in the room, but with her back to me as she washed her hands. I stared at the sweet curve of her ass then with a mental sigh of resignation pulled the towel to cover my breasts, just as she turned around.
"Ready to start the weekend off right, brown eyes?" she asked, her ever present smile touching her own dark eyes.
"As right as I can these days." I answered as I reached the table and slipping onto it, lay on my stomach.
"Does that mean another weekend home?"
"I....ummm" I sighed as her hands pressed into my shoulders, "Jeez what was I saying?"
"I like that effect." Paula laughed.
I wondered if she would say that if she knew the real effect she had on me was a clit that was beginning to throb as her strong fingers kneaded my shoulders.
"You do have some talented fingers." I sighed, thinking of what else they could be good at.
"My husband says the same thing," Paula giggled.
And that was why Paula was a safe bet. She was straight and married and I was straight and too afraid to be otherwise. Resting my head on the soft pillow, I closed my eyes and let my mind drift while enjoying Paula's amazing touch.
She worked her hands outward from my shoulders and down the tops of my arms. As she leaned over me I felt her breasts pressing into my back and even though she was wearing a shirt it gave me a thrill to feel their firm weight against my bare skin.
Paula began chatting away; everything from the weather to her daughter's first semester and her husband's stress at work. In between she asked me what was going on, but my answers were minimal and sometimes simple grunts in the affirmative. I was barely hearing half of what she said; instead I lay there reveling in her touch. Paula's hands worked down my back to just above the towel over my ass.
When she left my back to go down the other end and start with my feet, my mind took a different course. In my sexier alternate reality Paula removed my towel, spread my ass apart and plunged her tongue deep into my hot little box. A soft moan slipped from me, but it coincided with Paula lifting my leg and rubbing my foot. Even that was a turn on, picturing her playfully sucking my toes in her mouth, using her tongue to tickle them while giving me a hint of what else it would do for me.
"You're feet are so soft!" Paula said.
"I had a pedicure Tuesday," I replied, then bit back an obvious moan when she switched from pushing her thumbs into the ball of my foot to lightly caressing the sole.
"Damn, my feet are never this soft." She told me as her fingers trailed lightly over the top of my foot and sighed, "And you don't even have anyone to appreciate them right now."
"Well I don't know how many guys appreciate feet." I giggled as she ran her fingers across the bottom of my other foot. "Not what they usually appreciate."
"All parts of a woman's body are beautiful."
Paula's words caused my eyes to open. Was she...flirting? I'd been coming here for four months and she had never remarked on my feet being soft and that last comment? Paula resumed working her fingers into the base of my toes and I lay there telling myself to knock it off.
"Men are hard and rough and rarely take care of their skin." She continued and her strong fingers began to rub my lower calves, "But women, are soft and smooth and do everything they can to look and feel good." She paused, "Do you feel good about yourself Linda? Do you feel sexy?"
"Well...I..."
"Come on, don't be modest." Paula coaxed, "You're a sexy woman, its okay to know that."
I swallowed and my heart began to pound. My already hard nipples ached as they pressed into the soft towel beneath me and I swore I could feel my pussy starting to drip. I forced myself to calm down and answered softly, "I feel sexy when I'm here."
"Good answer!" Paula's was now rubbing the soft skin behind my knees, "I always tell women that a massage is part of being sexy. It's a woman taking care of her body, pampering herself."
"Do you treat yourself?" I asked, wondering if I was playing along with something real or this was just random conversation.
"There is something I indulge in sometimes," She said softly, "but nowhere near often enough."
"Oh, and what's that?"
"Hmmm we were talking about you." Paula's hands were moving up the backs of my legs and I parted my lips to breathe as my chest began to heave against the table.
"What about me?" I heard a tremble in my voice and wondered if she noticed.
"Well..." she paused and her hands were now on the backs of my upper thighs. "Linda, could I ask you a personal question?"
"S...sure." I barely choked out the word.
"I know it's kind of forward," she began, "But..." Her hand stopped on my thighs just below the towel. "Can you open your legs a little?"
"Is that the question?" I laughed nervously, "That is forward."
"Oh my God!" Paula laughed, "Jeez that did sound bad! That wasn't my real question, but can you spread your legs a little so I can reach the inside?"
I spread my legs open several inches and felt how wet I was. Paula's hands slipped to the inside of my upper thighs and my fingers clenched the towel in an effort to stay still.
"What I was wondering," Paula was leaning over me as she spoke and her fingers felt as if they were moving up underneath the towel. "How is it a sweet, sexy woman like you has no boyfriend?"
"Oh, I..." Paula's hands were definitely higher up my thigh than they ever had been before.
The towel pushed up further towards my ass and I was acutely aware that with no panties, if Paula looked where her hands were she would notice as well.
"You don't have to answer." She said at my hesitation. "Just seems odd, in all the time you've come here, there's been no one."
"I...well I guess I'm not really looking." I said feeling like an idiot. What the hell did I think she was going to ask? Paula was married for Christ's sake.
"Oh," Paula's hand strayed even further and even though I'd had my bizarre fantasy shattered, I had to hold back a moan at how good her hands felt on my inner thighs. "So not looking or not looking for a....Oh!"



A loud unmistakably sexual moan escaped me and Paula gasped when her hand moved further and came into contact with my pussy; my sopping wet pussy. Paula's hand remained there for a moment that seemed frozen in time and although the feeling of her hand sent a surge of excitement through my body, my first reaction was embarrassment and I could feel my face flushing.
"I'm sorry!" She exclaimed, pulling her hand away not just quickly, but quickly enough to confirm that all I had just done was make us both feel awkward.
I pushed up on my elbows and blushing furiously said, "I...I'm sorry I...I didn't think you would..."
"My fault." Paula was as red as I was. "I..." we both jumped when the intercom buzzed on the wall.
"Paula?" It was the receptionist, "I'm sorry, but can you come out here for a minute? The damn credit card machine is acting up again!"
"One minute." Paula looked at me and forced a laugh, "Don't worry about it, I wasn't paying attention and..." she shrugged, "I'll be right back okay?"
"Okay." I said softly.
As soon as Paula left, I stood up and wrapping the towel tightly around me this time, went into the changing room and dressed quickly. I left the room and walking as quietly as I could past Paula who was on her knees peering under the counter at the wires for the credit card machine.
The receptionist was chatting with the customer waiting to check out and feeling like a fool, I slipped out the door without anyone noticing.
*****
I looked at the time and shrugged. It was quarter to five and in fifteen minutes I'd be heading home for the weekend. Unlike the last few Friday's I barely felt any excitement. My idiotic behavior last week had robbed me of the closest thing I'd had to fulfilling my fantasies. Even my incessant thoughts of enjoying the female form had decreased during the week.
I still thought about it, especially lying in bed at night. My hands would roam across my body with the thought of them being those of another woman, but now when my mind started to focus on Paula I would force her from my mind. Sometimes it worked and I would concentrate on Mandy whom I'd seen in the building several times. Sometimes I would wave and keep moving, other times she cornered me and flirted outrageously.
As always I blushed and walked away promising a phone call, but as I had anticipated, the closest I got to that was sitting on the couch staring at her card. I felt like a high school girl afraid to call the popular boy who had given her his number.
But even though Mandy was attractive and blatantly interested; literally willing to give me all that I desired, Paula still snuck into my lust crazed brain. I would cave and masturbate to her, rubbing my clit to a totally different ending to last Friday's debacle.
I shut my computer down and glanced at my cell phone. Paula had left me two messages; one Friday night and one on Monday asking me to give her a call and I couldn't bring myself to do it. On Tuesday I had called and cancelled my upcoming appointments with the receptionist and had mixed feelings when Paula didn't call again. It was for the best, I supposed and I could go somewhere else, but it wouldn't be the same.
I stood up and looked down at my prim and proper skirt and blouse. Nothing fun for after work because there was nowhere fun to go. I was reaching for my cell when it startled me by ringing. I didn't recognize the number, but it was local so I answered.
"Hello?"
"Ha, I got you!" Paula chirped, "I figured you wouldn't answer if I called from the spa."
"Oh, um, hi Paula." I said awkwardly.
"Hi yourself, what's this you're not coming tonight?"
"I...look, I just feel..."
"Linda, please." Paula sighed, "You think you're the first woman who did that?"
"No, I guess not, but..." I wasn't sure what to say, but sure as hell wouldn't ask if the others had been wet during their massage.
"But what? A little awkward for a minute sure, but I mean," she laughed, "I have one too, I know what they feel like!"
Uninvited an image of Paula playing with herself exploded into my mind and I closed my eyes unable to push it aside, but managed to speak, "Yeah well it was pretty humiliating on my end and..."
"And what, you're not going to come back? Come on, Linda don't stay away because of that. I forgot all about it until I found out you weren't coming tonight." She paused, "Please come tonight."
Oh, how I wish that was meant another way!
"I...maybe next week." I stalled.
"You have plans?" I paused a little too long and she continued, "Then come on down!"
"I...okay." I caved; if nothing else Paula deserved an apology in person.
"Great, but there's one problem, Rebecca scheduled someone for five thirty, can you come around seven?"
"I thought you went home at seven?"
"Tonight I'll stay. Besides, I have something special for you, something new that I'm getting into and want to try with a special client."
"Then do that for someone who's been coming longer than me."
"Nope, I think it's perfect for you and free of charge!"
"Oh, no!" I said firmly, "No way I'm not giving you something for tonight."
Paula sighed heavily in my ear, "Fine, I'll let you make tonight worth my while, deal?"
"Deal, I will give you something for tonight."
"Just remember you said that." Paula laughed and ended the call.
*****
I pulled in front of the spa and saw only Paula's red Infinity in the first spot. When I entered I saw most of the lights had been shut off leaving the foyer in darkness except for the light coming down the hallway from the back.
"Hello?" I called out as I approached the vacant desk.
"Be right out!" Paula called from her off that was off to the left behind the reception area.
"I thought you guys were open until nine?" I called back to her.
"I screwed up and gave two girls tonight off, so I just rescheduled their appointments for tomorrow." Paula replied, "I didn't want to work all night and that's the best thing about being the owner."
"Yeah I imagine it's a....wow Paula!"
I immediately felt like a fool blurting that out, but Paula had just come out of her office and...wow! She was dressed in a one piece black dress so short the hem barely fell past her upper thigh.
The front was just as revealing, plunging into a deep V that exposed more than half of her ample breasts. In addition to the surprising lack of material the micro dress was tight enough to appear painted on, hugging her body and displaying her impressive set of curves.
Not only her curves, but my eyes widened when I noted she wasn't wearing a bra and her nipples were plainly visible. I pushed my eyes past her incredible chest, but didn't find much relief. Paula's black hair was down and looked damn good flowing down her shoulders and back. She was wearing makeup and her amazing lips were painted a playful shade of pink.
"I'll take wow!" Paula laughed, doing a quick spin that showed most of her back was bare and just how well the dress hugged her ass, she stopped and put her arms out, "You like?"
"Um, yeah." I nodded, being careful not to let myself say anything further, "You going out after work?"
"I am!" she gave me a huge smile, "One Friday a month Jeff goes and plays poker and I have a girl's night out."
"Good for you." I smiled and allowed myself the thought of Paula shaking what she had-and she had plenty-on a dance floor somewhere.
"Hey, you can come if you want!" Paula exclaimed, "Always room for one more."
"No, uh...I'm not dressed for that."
"Go change and meet me."
"I...I think I'll just chill out tonight." I replied, playing it safe again.
"Well, maybe I can get you to change your mind. Come on in the back and check out my new room!"
She turned and headed down the hallway and I followed, my eyes glued to the seductive swaying of her well rounded ass. I let my eyes wander down the backs of her shapely legs and took in her black fuck me stilettos. Paula opened the door to one of the rooms and said, "Change in here and go through that door," she pointed across the room. "That's a brand new room I just had renovated and you'll be the first one to try it."
She went over to the door and said over her shoulder, "I'm going to get it ready, see you in a couple of minutes."
She slipped through the door and entering the small changing room I stripped down and as I removed my bra ignored my hard nipples. I had promised I would do the best I could to not be a horny mess this time. I pinned my hair up, left my thong on and wrapping the towel tightly around me, left the room. I entered the other room and stopped in the doorway.
The room was lit entirely by well over a dozen candles placed on the floor and there was no table, only a long mat in the middle of the candles. There was soft music playing and the air was laced with vanilla incense from the small burners placed around the room. Next to the mat was a wooden bowl suspended in a metal frame above one of the candles.
"Come on in and close the door, the heat is part of the effect." Paula spoke from my left.
I closed the door while noting she wasn't kidding, I was already beginning to flush from the heat. Paula was leaning against the only table in the room and lifting her legs one at a time removed her heels. Each leg that rose exposed a lot of her soft inner thigh and a bead of sweat ran down my back that wasn't just from the sauna like temperature of the room.
"Lay down," She gestured towards the floor.
I walked over to the mat and kneeling down began to unwrap my towel. Paula came around in front of me and squatting down placed a small pillow down, "Rest your head on that and just let your arms stay by your sides."
"Sure." I started to pull the towel open, but stopped when she remained where she was.
Paula was leaning forward and giving me a view down her dress that showed not only her breasts, but I could see the darker skin around her nipples. My own nipples stiffened and swallowing I said, "Could you, you know, turn around?"
"Oh." Paula stood up, "Sure, I didn't mean to make you uncomfortable. Some women don't care." She smiled, "I have to say I don't think you'd have anything to be ashamed of."
"Thanks, I guess I'm shy." I told her which was pretty true, at least with women.
Paula walked around to stand behind me and looking over my shoulder I saw she had her back to me, "When you remove the towel there's a red silk cloth next to the mat just wrap that around your waist for me."
"Okay." I let the towel fall away and kneeling in just my thong placed it to the side and picked up the soft cloth.
There was very little material and even starting it just over the swelling of my public mound it barely covered the cheeks of my ass. I pushed it a little lower figuring I would be on my stomach anyway.
I started to stretch out when a movement caught my eye across the small room. The movement was me in the full length mirror on the wall. As I looked at my topless reflection, I caught Paula off to the side, barely visible in the mirror, staring directly into it, looking at me.
Seeing me now looking, I saw her turn her head quickly and for the first time this visit felt a heat growing between my legs that rivaled that of the room. My fantasy returned full blown. Paula was dressed, scantily, but dressed and I was all but naked, on my knees and she had been looking.
Despite the disastrous results of last time I was hornier than ever and let the material 'slip' out of my hand to the floor so that I was not totally nude. I looked down behind me as if trying to find the cloth and when I looked up into the mirror, again saw her look away. I could have stayed there for hours, just sitting on the floor exposed to her, but gave myself a reality check and wrapped the flimsy cloth around me.
I stretched out on my stomach sighing as my hard nipples pressed into the soft mat and turning my head to the left rested my face on the warm pillow. Paula knelt down on the floor behind me and said, "I know this sounds like déjà vu all over again, but can you open your legs for me?"
"Oh, I...."
"On the floor it's either that or I have to straddle you to be able to massage your back correctly."
A shiver went through me at the word straddle, but telling myself to just relax and get my head out of the world of lesbian porn; I opened my legs wide enough for her to kneel between them.
I could feel her legs against mine as she leaned over me and reveled in the contact. Paula's warm hands started on my shoulders and I purred in contentment as she worked the kinks out. After a couple of minutes, she leaned to the side and dipped her hand into the wooden bowl.
I felt something wet and warm on my back and she said, "Vanilla oil, it helps soothe muscles from the inside out."
As her hands spread the oil and began to massage it into the middle of my back parts of my body felt anything but relaxed. My nipples were throbbing and my clit was matching its rhythm. The heat from the oil spread through my body and it was all I could do not to start grinding my hips into the mat. Paula poured some of the oil down both my arms and as she worked it in, I could feel her hair tickling my back.
"Going to get your hair sticky." I said softly.
"That's okay, I like being sticky." She answered.
I laughed nervously, "That can be fun sometimes."
"True, but only when you can do something about it." Paula's hands had switched to my lower back and I sighed as the heat spread pleasantly down below the silk to my ass. "But if you can't, it can be pretty frustrating."
"Yeah, horny isn't fun if there's no one to enjoy it with" I replied, thinking I knew that all too well lately.
"Even if there is someone, if it's not exactly what we want it can be tough, satisfying, but not completely."
"Yeah, mister right now doesn't always do it." I agreed, "But seems like you have mister right."
"I do, Jeff is wonderful," she sighed wistfully, "But sometimes it's more about Mrs. Right," she laughed, "Well for me it would Mrs. Right now."
"Mrs...." I trailed off unsure if I had understood her or if my fevered mind was again hearing what it wanted to.
"Imagine sometimes wanting something different." Paula spoke quietly as her hands worked the back of my thighs, "Picture yourself desiring a woman."
"A....woman." I was barely able to get the words out in a hoarse whisper.
"Yes, a woman. Just follow along with me. Think about wanting to experience the softer sex. Wanting to know what they would be like, how different they would feel. Women are so much more erotic then men, more sensual, more seductive, more....beautiful." she sighed the last word and her fingers went from massaging to lightly caressing my legs.
"Now I'm not saying all the time, like a married woman would leave her husband or boyfriend, but more like a..." she paused "A craving."
"Craving." I knew I sounded like a parrot, but between the heat of the room, my body being totally relaxed and my mind overwhelmed with what she was saying, it was all I could manage.
"Yes, a craving for something different."
Paula's fingers were now trailing lightly along my inner thighs and a shudder went through me. Part of me wanted to yell 'don't tease me', but that stubbornly self conscious part told me to change the conversation and stop wanting what I was raised to think was wrong.
"The occasional desire; no not desire, need to feel a woman's soft breasts against your own to have your lips lovingly embrace her softer more intimate lips, to taste her and hear her soft sighs in your ears." Paula's voice was becoming breathy and her fingers were trembling against my thigh as they worked their way higher.
"Now imagine having that craving and doing what I do for a living. Think about what it would be like to see these beautiful women all but naked in front of you and have your hands all over their bodies." She paused and looking up into the mirror I saw her staring down at me, her lips parted as she breathed through her mouth, her chest heaving beneath the dress.
"It's so hard, Linda. There are days I soak through my panties and have to change in my office because it happens so often I keep extra pairs here. Some days I lock myself in and get off in between clients."
"Oh, I..." I was speechless, my body trembled as it dawned on me this was either a prank far crueler than I could picture Paula playing or my fantasy was rapidly becoming a reality.
"I've had a couple of clients flirt with me, but I'm married and have to be careful. You never know who might say what. So I've been careful to never mix work with pleasure, but then I felt you last week, felt how wet you were, wet like this."
Paula leaned up and swinging her leg over mine straddled my leg.
"Oh my God!" I cried out at the feeling of her bare wet flesh pressing against my thigh. "You....you're so..."
"Wet." Paula finished while grinding her hips into my leg, smearing her pussy across it. "As wet as you were last week."
My only answer was a low moan at the feeling of her hot flesh pressing to mine. Paula grabbed the red cloth and tossed it to the side, "Aww, you're wearing a thong."
"Paula, I...I've never...."
"I know." She said softly, "I can tell. You're just beginning to explore aren't you? That's okay; my first time wasn't until a few years ago while I was on a cruise with a friend."
Paula caused me to gasp by grabbing my ass and giving it a squeeze. "Hmmm, very nice."
"Don't...don't tease me." I whispered. "Please," I sounded pathetic, but I was beginning to squirm, rolling my hips into the mat and straining to move my leg between hers.
"Oh, this is your first time." She purred. "You're worried I'm teasing? How about I put your mind at ease?"
Sitting up, Paula grabbed the hem of her dress and with no hesitation, pulled it off. My eyes widened and my mouth opened at the sight of Paula's naked body over mine. Her breasts were large and round and even in the mirror I could see how hard her rose colored nipples were. My eyes roamed up and down her body, feasting on her soft flat stomach, the curve of her thighs, every inch of her bare flesh.
Paula leaned forward so that her hands were on either side of my head and I moaned loudly at the feeling of her nipples pressing into my back. She began rocking her hips, sliding her pussy back and forth on my leg and as she placed her lips near my ear a low moan escaped her. I'd never heard a sexier sound and a shiver went through me when she spoke close enough that I felt her hot breath on my ear.
"Just relax and enjoy Linda, the woman I was with the first time was so good to me! I've longed to be in the same position. To be the experienced woman showing another how amazing it can be. Paula's tongue flicked out across my ear and as I whimpered she asked, "You do want me, don't you?"
"Oh, yes!" I groaned as her lips fastened to my neck.
My entire body trembled as those soft lips that I had fantasized about for months worked their way along my neck. When she gently sucked on the spot just below my ear I released a long moan and Paula whispered, "God that sounds sexy."
She had started to sway side to side, causing her nipples to slide across my back. Her hair was caressing my arms and her lips resumed their exploration of my neck. The heat of her pussy against my leg was driving me wild and I began grinding my hips hard into the mat, moaning as my clit rubbed across the soft material.
"How about you roll over?" Paula asked, "I've been dying to see those pretty titties of yours since the first time you came here."
Paula gave my neck one last lingering kiss that gave me the chills, then swinging her leg over mine, sat beside me, a smile of anticipation on her face. I rose to my knees and my arm automatically rose to cover my breasts.



"Aww, don't be shy! Let me see them."
I took a deep breath knowing this was the moment I'd been waiting for since the day I'd seen those two women on the dance floor. With a nervous little giggle I lowered my arm and turned towards Paula, exposing my breasts to her.
"Oh, look at them, they're perfect."
The look of absolute lust in Paula's eyes caused me to push my nervousness to the side and cupping my small tits I pushed them up, presenting them to her, "You like them?"
"Oh, I love them." Paula slid over to me and placing her hands under mine, whispered, "Let me."
My heart pounding, I slipped my hands away and moaned when they were replaced by hers.
"Oh that feels good!" I whimpered as her thumbs slid across my aching nipples.
"Don't be shy." Paula made a show of pushing her ample chest out, "Go ahead, and play with them, they're all yours."
A smile spread across my face and I cupped Paula's large breasts and gave them a squeeze, marveling at how soft yet firm they were. She released a sigh when I imitated her by brushing my thumbs across her swollen nipples.
Paula's fingers were rolling mine in small circles and my hips were rocking in pleasure. Paula licked her lips then ducking her head caused me to cry out when she quickly sucked my right nipple into her mouth.
"Oh, yes!" I gasped at the feeling of her warm wet tongue swirling around my aching nub.
Paula moaned around my nipple and opening wide, took more than half of my tit into her mouth. I arched my back, shoving my nipple into her and groaned when her fingers lightly pinched my other nipple. I caught each of her nipples between my fingers and began rolling them, Paula moaned her approval and switched off, eagerly sucking my other nipple into her mouth and playing with the other.
I watched as her pink tongue teased across my nipple and as good as it looked and felt I released her tits and taking her face in my hands lifted it to mine. Paula started to say something, but before she could get a word out my mouth was pressed to hers. I groaned in pleasure as I felt those incredible lips against mine and heard Paula first giggle in her throat at my enthusiasm, then moan as I kissed her harder.
Her hands left my breasts and slipped around me. She caressed my back and I sighed into our kiss when one of her hands went into my hair and removed the clip. Paula slowed our kiss down, moving her head back just enough that our lips were barely touching and sliding hers lightly across mine. Her hands were now running through my long hair and I moaned when she flicked her tongue out and teased it over my lips.
I put my arms around her and pulled her tightly against me, feeling our breasts press together. My hands roamed up and down Paula's back, marveling at how soft her skin was and she sighed when I ran one hand up through her long black hair. Paula's hair was damp with sweat and her skin slick with it. I could feel the sweat forming between our breasts and it added to the overall excitement of having my body against hers.
Paula stopped teasing and plunged her tongue between my parted lips. I opened wide, accepting her invasion of my mouth and sighed as her tongue danced across mine. I pulled her tighter against me and started grinding my hips into her. Paula moaned as her tongue continued to probe my mouth and her hands slid down my back and to my hips. Her fingers slipped into the strings of my thong and I felt a fresh wave of moisture flow from my pussy as she pushed the strings down my thighs.
My hands worked their way downward as well, sliding up and down the curves of her ass, reveling in how damn good it felt beneath my touch. Paula removed her lips from mine and I began to protest, but the words turned into a long purr as her lips quickly moved to my neck. I let my head fall back, enjoying the feeling of my hair across my back, but nowhere near as much as I was loving her lips on the sensitive skin of my neck.
Paula trailed her soft lips down my throat and releasing me from her embrace put her hands on my shoulders and eased me back. Her lips continued their journey down my chest and my fingers tightened in her hair when she traced a slow wet circle around each nipple.
"Lay back." She whispered, "I think it's time to take the edge off."
Paula pushed me harder and sliding my legs out from under me I lay back on the mat. Paula knelt between my legs and my eyes locked onto the v between her folded legs. To my frustration all I could see was a small dark patch of hair, but I told myself to relax because there was no doubt I would be seeing all she had, and soon!
Paula reached down and grabbed the thong, "Lift up, we need to get rid of this thing."
I hesitated for a moment and Paula smiled, "Come on Linda; let me see that pretty little kitty of yours." She winked, "Or do you want to see mine first?"
"Yes please." I whispered.
"Yes please?" she laughed, "Better than that, you're a sexy woman about to enjoy another sexy woman, let me hear it the way you really want to say it."
I paused and using the sight of her sweat slicked breasts as motivation licked my lips and said, "Paula show me your pussy."
"Now that wasn't so hard!" Paula sat back and straightening her legs out slowly spread them open.
"Oh, yes." I breathed as I took in the sight of Paula's exposed pussy.
Like her nipples her pussy lips were darker than mine and I could see her lips glistening with her desire. Her swollen clit was plainly visible and reaching down, she used two red tipped fingers to open herself for me. "You like?"
"Yes."
"Now let's see it." She ran her finger through her pussy and shuddered when she caressed her clit, "I've dreamt of it every night since I felt how wet you were for me last week."
"You have?"
"I have," she continued to tease her clit with her finger, "Honey, I am going to lick that hot little pussy until you come in my face, but I have to see it to lick it."
Without hesitation I drew my legs up, slipped my thong down over my knees and playfully kicked it off my foot aiming it at her. Paula caught it and immediately bringing it to her face inhaled deeply. She sighed and her eyes rolled back at the scent of my pussy and my heart skipped a beat when she placed her tongue to the crotch and licked it.
"Damn." I said softly.
"Paula tossed the thong aside and pointed between my legs, "Now that is a petty pussy."
"You...you think so?" I smiled shyly as I lowered my legs and opened them for her exposing my smooth pink pussy.
"Oh, yes." She nodded then sliding closer said, "Lift your leg."
I did as she asked and pushing herself over to me, Paula slid her leg beneath mine. My eyes widened when it dawned on me what she wanted to do and as if reading my mind, she laughed.
"Like I said we're going to take the edge off."
Draping her other leg over mine, Paula leaned back until she was resting on her elbows and with a thrust of her hips shoved her hot wet pussy against mine.
"Oh, God!" I cried out as her hard clit pressed directly into my own swollen button.
Paula started bucking her hips and I moaned as her slick flesh slid up and down my hot pussy. Following her lead, I leaned back on my elbows and moved my hips. After a moment Paula matched my rhythm and we both moaned as our clits rubbed across each other.
"You feel so good!" I groaned as I fought to keep my hips moving as slow as hers were.
"Wait until you feel my tongue." Paula promised.
My reply was stifled by a whimper as our clits ground into each other and I concentrated on the incredible experience. In addition to how fucking good it felt, Paula looked amazing. Her face was flushed with heat and passion and her long dark hair was sticking to her cheeks and shoulders. Her beautiful lips were parted and her large tits heaving.
Paula lifted her leg and placing her foot on my breast curled her red toe nails into my nipple. I moaned as she massaged my tit with her soft foot, then with a giggle Paula lifted her foot and placed her toes at my lips.
I didn't hesitate to open my mouth and suck her toes into it. Paula groaned loudly as my tongue playfully swirled across her toes and with a laugh I lifted my leg, offering her my foot. With an eagerness that caused me to jerk my hips hard into hers, Paula began sucking on my toes, sliding her tongue in between them as she moved from one to the other.
She removed her toes from my mouth and placing her foot on my thigh began to work her hips harder. Her fingers went to her nipples and she began moaning continuously as she pulled her swollen flesh.
"Play with your tits for me." She breathed, "Squeeze those pretty pink nipples nice and hard."
Balancing on my elbows I cupped my sweaty tits and began rubbing my nipples in circle.
"Oh fuck!" Paula moaned, moving her hips faster and in a circular motion.
I gasped as our clits rubbed around mine and our pussies began making wet smacking noises as she ground into me. I exhaled sharply as my hips twitched and my legs straightened under and over hers. I could feel my thighs trembling and began whimpering
"Oh,...oh Paula, oh just like that!"
Paula's brown eyes were wide and staring into mine as she made sound similar to a hiccup and I felt her toes curl hard into my thigh. I felt her legs shaking against mine and throwing her head back she cried out, "Oh yes! Oh. Linda!"
The sound of her crying my name sent me over the edge and with a long loud squeal; six months of fantasies came to an ecstatic reality as I came from the touch of another woman. My hips bucked wildly, grinding my clit hard into Paula. I could feel her pussy quivering against mine and throwing my head back I emitted a howl of pleasure that released all the pent up frustration of the prior months.
Across from me Paula was making short sharp little yelping noises that sounded like ecstatic hiccups as her own orgasm tore through her. Her eyes were on my face, no doubt drawing inspiration for her own pleasure from my squeals and moans.
I tried to keep eye contact with her, but when another wave of orgasm crashed through my pleasure wracked body, I gave up and letting my elbows slide out to the sides lay on my back, staring at the ceiling as my hips continued to move with a mind of their own
"Ohhh my....oh, Paula..." I gasped, then let out a long shuddering moan as the last of the powerful orgasm flowed through my body.
Paula let loose with a loud cry and I felt a wave of wet fluid smear across my pussy as her hips bucked several more times before she moaned, "Oh, fuck I came hard."
"I....oh wow." I laughed like a giddy young girl, "Wow!"
Paula sat up and slid away from me and I moaned at the feeling of our sticky flesh parting.
"Now that's wow." Paula said softly.
I forced myself back up to my elbows and stared down at the site of the thin lines of fluid trailing between us as Paula eased her leg from under mine and eased backwards.
"That looks so good."
"It does." Paula sat up on her knees and with a wicked smile added, "So good I need a taste."
Moving forward, Paula buried her face between my thighs and I cried out in surprised pleasure at the feeling of her lips and tongue sliding across my sopping slit.
"Oh, yes!" I called out, as Paula ran her tongue through the folds of my pussy.
She ran her tongue up and down the length of my quivering flesh and when she reached my clit she sucked hard enough to cause her lips to smack and me to cry out. Paul swirled her tongue around my clit several times making me whimper and squirm. She stopped and teasingly made her way down before spreading me open and plunging her tongue inside me.
"Oh!" I yelped as she moved her head working her rigid tongue in and out of me. "I...I can't believe you...you're going down on me!"
Paula paused and laughed, "Going down? Linda, I'm licking your hot little pussy!"
She plunged her tongue back inside me then pulled her head back and I groaned at the line of sticky fluid trailing from her tongue to my pussy. Moving quickly, Paula crawled up over me and putting her hands on either side of my shoulders lowered her head and all but devoured my mouth. I whimpered in my throat as her sticky tongue invaded my mouth, filling it with my own juices.
Overwhelmed by lust, I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her down to me. Paula purred delightedly as I eagerly sucked her tongue loving the taste of myself from her. Our bodies were slick with sweat and her heavy breasts were smothering mine.
I lifted my legs and put them around her waist, drawing her even closer. The room was filled with the sounds of our moaning as we kissed deeply and passionately, her knee rubbing into my pussy.
Paula pulled her lips from mine and sliding down she sucked my nipple into her mouth so hard I cried out in pain. That pain was short lived as she continued to suck and massaged my throbbing nipple with her tongue.
Paula switched to sucking my other nipple and easing her hand down between us began to rub my clit in hard fast circles. I tried to tell her how good it felt, but the words turned into another loud squeal when she surprised me by shoving two fingers inside me.
I moaned as her thumb teased my clit while her long slender fingers pumped slowly in and out of my dripping pussy. Paula made a show of teasing my swollen nipple with just the tip of her tongue, her dark eyes on me and a smile playing about her lips as I lay there helpless to do anything but moan and rock my hips into her fingers.
Paula released my nipples and still looking me in the eye trailed her tongue down my stomach pausing to suck gently on my soft flesh. She withdrew her fingers from inside and I whimpered and thrust my hips at her.
Paula gave me a playful wink as she worked her body down mine. She slid all the way down between my legs and resting on her forearms placed a soft kiss on each of my trembling thighs.
"Don't tease." I implored her as she made a show of teasing her tongue along the crease of my thigh.
"I'm teasing myself." She said softly as she spread my lips open and blew lightly on my aching clit.
Paula kissed my swollen nub then swirled her tongue around it before working it back down through the folds of my pussy. Once again her tongue entered me, but slowly this time and I whimpered as she teasingly probed me.
She sucked hard and I moaned as I felt my juices flow into her eager mouth. Paula worked her tongue back up and after an agonizingly slow trip around my yearning clit placed her lips around my throbbing nub and sucked hard while reinserting her fingers inside me.
"Oh God yes!" I moaned as she began sucking my clit in rhythm with her thrusting fingers.
I placed my feet on her shoulders and pushing lifted my hips off the mat and began shoving them into her mouth. Paula slid a third finger inside me and I groaned as my pussy stretched around them. I gasped when she pushed them even deeper and curled her fingers searching for that elusive spot.
Paula was sucking hard enough on my clit to cause her lips to smack and her fingers were moving within me fast and hard. Paula didn't just feel good, she looked good as well. My eyes drank in the sight of her lying between my legs, her long dark hair across her tanned sweat slicked back and her round ass in the air.
Her hips were grinding into the mat and her knees were bent, her feet kicking playfully as she devoured my pussy. Even though I'd just cum minutes ago my legs were shaking and I curled my toes hard into her shoulders.
"Oh Paula." I moaned, "Oh, God, just like that!"
Paula looked up at me and sucking my clit into her mouth curled her fingers hard. I cried out and grabbing my aching nipples began playing with them as I watched Paula's sweat and cum slicked face between my thighs.
She began sucking fast and hard while wiggling her fingers and I and arching my back off the matt I whimpered as I felt myself teetering on the edge. With a wink, Paula pressed a finger from her other hand against my ass and slowly eased it inside my tight hole.
At the same time her finger penetrated me she curled her fingers hard and sucked my clit into her mouth.
"Oh fuck!" I screamed as I went off like a rocket.
My body convulsed and I felt my pussy and ass contract around her thrusting fingers. Reaching down I grabbed her sweat soaked hair and bucking my hips wildly wrapped my legs around her head, pinning her face between my thighs. Paula squealed between as I ground my quivering pussy in her face, but her mouth continued to work my clit as her fingers plunged deep inside my convulsing holes.
I screamed again and again and then gasped when her fingers curled again and my body tensed and seemed to pause. I moaned in frustration then Paula uncurled her fingers and my body exploded. A scream of raw animal pleasure erupted from me and I felt a pressure release within me.
Paula squealed again and I felt something warm wet and sticky oozing down my thighs. I was now moaning continuously, my body moving of its own volition as my mind was lost in a haze of lust and pleasure.
My pussy contracted and once more I felt a warm wave of fluid flow through me and past Paula's fingers and into her face as her talented fingers kept my body singing for her. I released a long pathetic sounding whimper and let my legs fall limply from Paula's shoulders.
"Oh...oh...." I moaned repeatedly as I tried to catch my breath, "I....oh, fuck."
"I'll take that as a compliment." Paula laughed and sitting up, wiped at her glistening face.
"God, I don't think I can move." I sighed.
"Well, then I'll come to you."
Paula stood up and stepping over me, positioned herself so she was standing over my head.
"Goddamn," I whispered looking up into her pussy as she opened it for me. "Oh, yes, I want it!"
Paula lowered herself to a squatting position and as I eagerly stuck my tongue out, teased her pussy across it. She moaned softly and I whimpered, lifting my head to try to get a better taste.
Paula laughed, raising herself just out of my reach before leaning forward and bracing her hands on the floor over my head. She lowered her pussy once more and this time stayed still as my tongue pressed into her hot flesh and made the pleasant journey through the length of her beautiful pussy.
I inhaled deeply and moaned at her incredible scent. I curled my tongue and scooping up some of her sticky juice sucked it into my mouth. My eyes rolled back at the sweet taste of her excited pussy and when she spread her lips further open I took her up on the invitation and slipped my tongue inside her.
"Hmm, that's nice." Paula purred, "Just like that, do it just how you like it done to you."
I teased my tongue around inside her, before working it up through the soft folds of her pussy. I forced myself to take my time wanting to be as good to her as she had been to me. I let my tongue explore every delicious inch of her pussy, the tip tracing her lips and sliding between them.
When I reached her clit and sucked it gently into my mouth, Paula leaned backwards and grabbing my ankles, began to move her hips working her pussy up and down my tongue.
She moaned loudly as I caught her clit with a quick suck each time it came within reach then sighed when my tongue slipped through her lips. I placed my hands on her thighs and using my fingers spread her pussy open. Paula moved her hips faster and I held my tongue still, letting her dictate how fast I licked her. Her knees were next to my head and her hot thighs pressing against my sides.
"Fuck that feels good, but hold on, I want my favorite!"
Paula stood up, reversed herself and getting onto her knees slid her legs under my arms, placing us in a sixty nine position. She eased back and I licked my lips at the sight of her round ass and glistening pussy lowering to my face. Grabbing the cheeks of her ass I spread them open and unable to resist shoved my tongue into her pick rosebud.



"Oh you bad girl!" Paula squealed, "Look at you!"
I giggled as my tongue probed her tight little asshole and felt her nipples press into my stomach as she let herself rest on my body. Placing her head on my thigh, Paula flicked her tongue across my once again swollen clit and a shudder went through me. I pushed my tongue into her ass, reveling in the dirtiness of it as well as her delighted squeal when I did. I moved my tongue around and with a sigh, Paula said,
"Linda, that feels so good, but honey, this girl needs to cum. Will you make me cum?"
"Oh, yes!" I groaned into her pussy.
Sliding my tongue from her ass, I slipped it through her pussy and finding her clit began swirling my tongue in circles. Paula moaned and her hips twitched pushing her moist flesh back into my face. Sliding my hand down her ass I eased two fingers inside her and was amazed at how hot and tight her pussy felt. Paula yelped as I thrust them in deeply and her pussy contracted around my plunging fingers.
As she had done, I found a steady rhythm with my fingers and matched it with my sucking. Paula's thighs started to shake and she was moaning softly, but despite that her tongue continued to lightly flick across my clit. I didn't think I could cum again, but nevertheless it felt incredible and the slow, loving way she was teasing me was just as enjoyable. Paula rocked her hips; sliding my fingers out and plunging them back in while forcing me to move my head to keep my lips fastened to her clit.
"Lick it!" she cried out. "Lick it as hard as you can!"
I stopped sucking and fluttered my tongue against her pulsing button as fast and hard as I could. Paula's leg tightened around me and she began making those sexy little hiccup noises as I continued to work her button with my rigid tongue.
"Yes, oh....oh, Linda....a little more...oh, I'm going to cum so hard for you! I...Oh!"
Paula's thighs clamped around my head, but even with my ears blocked I could hear the wail of pleasure she emitted as her hips bucked wildly into my fingers and tongue. Her pussy convulsed around my fingers and she began grinding her hot quivering flesh into my face. Not that I was complaining I was moaning from the sheer thrill of sucking this amazing woman off and making her cum as hard as she had made me.
Paula was squealing into my pussy and I cried out into hers when she sucked my clit into her mouth and began moaning into my hot little box. Again I doubted I would cum, but oh, it felt good! My tongue continued its bathing of her clit and with a long satisfied sigh; Paula swung her leg over my head and rolled over onto her back.
We both lay there gasping for breath and as I stared up at the flickering pattern of the candles on the ceiling I smiled. After months of dreaming about it, I'd finally experienced another woman and it had been even better than I could have imagined. Paula sat up next to me and reaching down playfully ran her finger nail across my soft stomach sending a shiver through me.
"So, was that your best massage ever?"
"Oh my god, Paula!" I exclaimed, "Thank you!"
"The pleasure was mine." She laughed, "Twice!"
I forced myself to sit up and once I had, Paula slide her arms around my shoulders and kissed me. I purred delightedly as our tongues probed each other's mouths tasting the delicious mixture of our pussies. Paula sat back and with a smile said, "Damn that was fun."
"Yeah." I looked down at her hand and noticing her wedding ring asked, "So your husband doesn't know?"
"No." she shook her head. "I never thought of women, then I went on a cruise with a friend a few years back and we went to the club on the boat and got really drunk and started dancing together and when we went back to our cabin she...kissed me and told me she'd wanted me for years."
"Really?"
"Yeah, at first I was nervous, but she was so beautiful and she felt so good and my God did she make me cum hard! It's like she knew my body better than me. I felt kind of bad, like I cheated on Jeff, I told myself I wouldn't again, but after awhile."
She sighed, I couldn't resist so I decided to indulge myself here and there. When Jeff asked about playing poker with the guys one Friday night a month...." She smiled, "I said sure, he could have his boy's night out and I could have girl's night in!"
I laughed and she ran her finger across my nipple causing me to shudder.
"Damn they're perfect." She sighed, "So let me ask you, what started you thinking about women?"
"A friend and I went out for drinks and ended up in The Pink hat, we had never been and I guess I should have known." I shrugged, "I...I got turned on watching the girls dance then went to the bathroom and there was a girl going down on her girlfriend and I watched and..." I stopped when I saw she was smiling broadly.
"What is it?"
"The Pink Hat is where I've been going on Friday Night! I'm still planning on heading there, want to come?"
"Yes!" I clapped my hands, "I'd love to!" I gave her a shy smile, "As a couple?"
"Well, together." She reached out and put her hand over mine. "Listen Linda, I am married and love Jeff. I can't really have a girlfriend. I have a couple with benefits, but I won't get serious." She squeezed my hand, "But you seem ready to explore women and in a way I can't. You can have a relationship with one so..." She eyed my tits and licked her lips, "I can't say we won't another time, but I...I can't be all the time."
"Oh, well....that's okay, but I'd like it if we could go together tonight, I'm still nervous."
"Fine, I am your date for the evening." She stood up and taking my hand helped me to my feet.
Unable to help it, I pressed my face to her breasts and quickly sucked on each of her nipples.
"Oh, you're going to make some girl very happy."
"Oh, I have to go home." I told her, "I want to dress up!" I laughed, "Or maybe down, is that okay?"
"Sure I'll follow you and..." slipping her arm around my waist, she kissed my neck and whispered in my ear, "I think we could both use a shower."
"Ohh." I purred, "Damn."
"And," her tongue flicked across my ear, "After we go dancing I want to come back to your place for a little while."
"Really?"
"Hmm-mmm" she cupped my tit and gave it a squeeze, "I want to be able to say I was the first woman in your bed."
"I like that."
"But," she stroked my nipple, "I bet I won't be the last."
"I like that even better!" I laughed.
*****
I awoke to the sunlight streaming in my face and blinking, turned to look at the clock on the nightstand. I was amazed to see it was after eleven; I hadn't slept this late in years. Then again I hadn't had a night like last night in....probably never. By far last night had been the best I'd ever had. I stretched and sighed contentedly at the sweet scent of pussy on my face.
I kicked the sheet away and arching my back stared down at my body, smiling at the smears of pink lipstick on my nipples and stomach as well as my thighs. My body ached, but it was a good ache. It was the ache of hours of dancing and amazing sex.
Despite the hour, I closed my eyes, basking in the delightfully drowsy feeling. No, not just pleasantly drowsy, but incredibly satisfied. Paula had been incredible at the spa, sexy and sensual back at my place, and a wild thing at the club, then back here again!
My mind began to drift, replaying last night-and early this morning-in a serious of sensual images. The first and possibly best was showering with Paula. Under the hot steamy water, Paula had stood behind me and gently lathered me from head to toe and as I leaned against her even washed my hair.
The feeling of her hands over my soapy body and her wet flesh against mine was amazing and as I moaned and as she held me against her, Paula's skilled fingers found my clit and I came long and hard.
I returned the favor of washing her beautiful body and her long dark hair. Then feeling nothing short of wanton, I dropped to my knees and as Paula put her foot on my shoulder I sucked her clit until she came; her screams echoing in the shower and making me smile at what my neighbors would think.
When we could leave the shower, I dressed in a short skin tight red dress I'd bought, but never had the nerve to wear. At her urging I went braless and the fact my nipples were plainly visible all night drove me wild.
The Pink Hat was crowded with beautiful women and I was overwhelmed with desire as Paula and I danced several times, bumping and grinding, watching and being watched.
Paula knew quite a few of the girls, including to my surprise, the women I had caught in the bathroom. They were delighted to see me back and with a wicked smile Paula took the blonde by the hand leaving me with her girlfriend and she and I shared a hot dance, during which she got behind me and fondled my tits in front of everyone. To my delight it didn't bother me in the least and I grew bold enough at one point to slide my hands up her dress and fondle her ass.
I danced with several other girls, some lewdly, some slow and sweet and I enjoyed every single minute of it. I had several numbers given to me and as into it as I was I still blushed when two women invited Paula and I back to their place so we could all play. Paula declined and on the ride back home had said she loved to slut it up a bit at the club she had to be careful.
I admitted that although it was fun I had never been promiscuous with men and didn't think I really could with women either. However, I could see myself trying a few out so to speak. Once we got back to my place, Paula was good to her word about being the first woman in my bed. We slowly stripped each other and stretching out on the bed got into a sixty nine that seemed to last for an hour.
We'd both cum several times and neither of us was in a hurry. We'd licked, fingered, and teased each other taking our time and enjoying every bit of each other. We came within seconds of each other and the orgasm was a long slow lingering one that was so powerful the room was spinning afterwards.
With a regretful sigh, Paula said it was after two and she had to leave. She gave me a kiss and said she would look forward to seeing me Friday, but warned this couldn't be all the time.
As much as I would love to do it with her as often as possible I knew she couldn't and truth be told as much fun as we'd had I had been eying the women at the club now wondering what each would be like.
How would they taste, smell, how would they cum, what would they sound like? Laying there now, my face covered in Paula's pussy, I looked forward to being with a woman who could stay the night. The idea of sleeping in a woman's arms, our soft bodies entwined was a surprisingly sexy one and I now felt confident enough that it would happen soon.
I jumped when my cell rang and picking it up from the nightstand, smiled when I saw it was Paula.
"Good morning!"
"Good morning sexy" Paula purred in my ear, "How is your first morning after? Any regrets?"
"Only that you're not still here."
"How sweet." She giggled, "You're very sweet. I can still taste you."
"Same here."
"So you had a good time?"
"I did!" I told her, "And...thank you."
"You don't have to thank me!" she laughed.
"I...I do. I've wanted to for so long and who knows how much longer I would have waited and you were really good to me. Some of the women at the club were a little scary."
"Some are, be careful there. It's fun to go and show off and play, but a lot of them are open and I guess that's okay for some, but you may want to see what you want first. You don't strike me as the player type."
"No, I...I don't know." I giggled, "I felt like a kid in a candy store."
"Then sample away! But I know some of those women are like me and play on the side, others are like a bus pass you can ride for free all the time."
"Ohh!" I cooed.
"And others are just looking to meet someone for more than some fun. You'll find your way, but I don't see you as the girl going down in the bathroom and then going home with someone else."
"Probably not." I told her. "I guess now that I broke the ice I'll be less nervous about meeting someone."
"Good to hear. Well I have a customer coming in, will I see you on Friday?"
"You will never have to ask that again."
"Yeah well remember this Friday I have to go home and play dutiful wife, you know, suck some cock while I'm thinking of pussy."
"Mine?"
"What do you think? I'll see you Friday."
I said goodbye and sitting up on the bed, thought about what she'd said. I had never dated more than a one guy at a time and never been a one night stand type. I was certain enough in my attraction to women that I would be open to dating and not just being on the down low like Paula. Now next time if a woman....
My eyes fell on my purse and with a smile, I pulled my wallet out and finding the card I wanted dialed the number. It rang several times and I was going to hang up without leaving a message when she answered, "Hello?"
"Hello, Mandy? It's Linda."
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I sat in front of Mr. William's desk trying not to look as nervous as I felt. It had taken a lot for me to ask him for a loan, but the rent was due in two days and we were short five hundred dollars. The transmission had gone in the old Mazda Sarah and I shared and we both worked until all hours of the night. Because of that one of us always had to pick up the other as the buses didn't run that late so we had to spend the thousand to fix it.
That had wiped out both of our meager savings accounts and neither of us were able to get any extra shifts at the restaurants we worked in. We had managed to scrape up three hundred which a year ago would have been fine because our land lord had always had a soft spot for college students who were doing the best they could to get by.
But George had retired to Florida leaving his jerk off son Jack the building. A lot of students rented from there as it was close to campus making it a gold mind and easy to rent so there was no fear of them ever having a place empty for long. Because of that, Jack held everyone to the exact terms of the lease, meaning rent was due the first. Rumor had it Jack had a let a couple of coeds slide, but they had to 'earn' the grace period.
Even if Sarah and I were into men there was no way in hell either of us would whore ourselves to anyone, let alone that sleaze. In fact, Jack pretty much embodied the reasons both of us had decided we'd had enough of guys before we had even finished high school.
Nervous as I was I smiled at the memory of the night Sarah had slept over and had smuggled some wine from her house . After killing the bottle, we'd bitched about boys, wondered what women would be like and decided to find out with each other.
The only down side to that was Sarah's parents, who had helped her financially in the past, had disowned her three months ago when she had gotten tired of sneaking around and confessed I was more than her long time best friend and current roommate. So no help was coming from that end. Sarah had just started a new job and couldn't ask them for any help
My parents already paid for all my books and sent me two hundred dollars a month to help make ends meet and they didn't have a lot themselves so I couldn't possibly ask them for more. So with the first looming I'd had no choice but to approach Mr. Williams.
I'd explained it all to him and offered to pay him back so much a week out of my pay and had been sitting here physically still, but mentally squirming, for the last couple of minutes while he mulled it over.
Finally he released a long sigh, "I'm sorry Keri, but I just can't do that."
"Please, Mr. Williams?" I'd told myself I would only ask once, but that was because somewhere in the back of my mind I thought he would say yes. "I'll pay you back! You know I will! I've worked here since I was sixteen and..."
"I know." He leaned back in his chair, "You know I like you, you've been here for years, you never call out, you'll work extra shifts, and you're my go to girl when we have big events."
"Well, then you know you'll get paid back."
"Keri, you're always struggling to get by now. If you have to pay me fifty dollars a week, you're going to keep falling behind."
"Well...how about I work and extra shift for free for a few weeks and we can call it even?"
"There are no more shifts to give and I can't take one from another waiter or waitress."
"Please?" Putting my head down, I pulled out my last resort and looking up at Mr. Williams through my long lashes, I widened my big blue eyes. "Our landlord's a jerk and if we're even one day late he'll tell us to leave."
I then added the final touch, pushing my lower lip out into a pout that Sarah always called unfair because it was so sad and adorable at the same time. Apparently my boss was unaffected.
"Keri, you don't think other people have asked me? I employ a lot of students, I like giving them a job to help them out and admire that they work and study. But kids your age are always broke, so I made a policy not to do loans, I've said no to a lot of people before you with just as good reasons as you have."
"I won't tell anyone! I promise!"
"They've all said the same thing. I'm sorry hon, but I have to say no."
"I..." my shoulders slumped in defeat, "I understand."
"You know, Keri I was one of your references when you rented your place two years ago. You've never been late I'm sure they will let you slide a few days."
"No," I shook my head; "The new guy who runs it is a jerk. Lease says the first it better be the first." I sighed, "Guess I'll go home and start packing."
"Now, that's a little dramatic, don't you think?" Mr. Williams laughed, "But worse case you move back with your folks." He shrugged, "I don't know why you go through the struggle of your own place when your parents are local. They pop in all the time, seems like you get along."
"We do, but I like being on my own."
No, I liked being with Sarah and although my parents had been more understanding about my lifestyle than hers, they weren't comfortable enough to let her stay with us.
"On your own, but not alone." He nodded knowingly, "Anyway I think you're being a little harsh on your landlord, I'm sure he would work something out for two sweet young girls."
"Maybe he will. Thanks anyway Mr. Williams."
I turned to leave thinking that Jack would be more than willing to let us slide. Right down to our knees.
I leaned against the wall outside Vinnie's and dialed Sarah.
"Hey, sexy!" she chirped. "You calling to give me good news?"
"Sorry, Sarah," I sighed, "He said no."
"Oh." Sarah replied, "Well that kind of sucks."
"A little more than kind of." I told her, trying not to sound as upset as I felt. "You know that jerk won't cut us any slack."
"Sure he will! Last time we thought we would be late he was nice enough to say we wouldn't have to screw him we would just have to put on a show for him."
"Fucking sleaze."
"Hey, watch your much!" Sarah laughed, "Better yet, let me watch that pretty mouth of yours."
"How the hell can you be in such a good mood about this?"
"I'm always in a good mood." She replied in her usually chipper tone that time could get annoying at times. "That's why we're so good together! I'm always happy and you're always worried, we balance out!"
"I thought we were good together because I can't get enough of you and neither can you." I grinned into the phone.
"Our mutual love of me is another thing we have in common. You coming home?"
"I have to swing by Brad's for an hour I'm tutoring him this semester."
"Okay, well listen, I..."
"Sarah what are we going to do?" This time I couldn't help sounding upset. "If he asks us to leave, I'll have to go live with my parents and where will you go?"
"We'll be okay, Keri I..."
"Even if we scrape up the rent somehow we need to move to somewhere that's a little nicer to the people that live there."
"Well we're moving up the list on the student subsidized housing."
"Yeah," I snorted "We're just about done with sophomore year; maybe by the time we're seniors...anyway that doesn't help us now! What are we..."
"Let me talk will you?" She snapped into the phone, "Jen's over and we were talking and she brought something up and I think we can get the five hundred tonight."
"What did she say? How can we do that?"
"I'll tell you later. You going to be home by seven?"
"Yeah , should be. Why, you need to use the car?"
"No, I'm going to go down to The Alley."
'You're going to a club? Come on Sarah we can't waste any..."
"We're going to the club. When you get home change and meet me down there."
"Why?"
"Because that's where we're going to get a chance to get that money."
"I don't like the sound of that." I told her, "What is it amateur night? You think I'm getting into a wet t-shirt contest?"
"Oh please," she laughed, "We need five hundred, not fifty!"
"Hey! I know they're kind of little, but you don't seem to mind!"
"Awww, baby!" Sarah purred, "You know I love your pretty little titties! But you're not exactly wet t-shirt material. Now me on the other hand..."
"What are we doing at the club?"
"Trust me."
"That inspires confidence."
"If nothing else, Keri just think, what have we got to lose? This is plan F at this point."
"Tell me you don't want us to do anything slutty or sleazy."
"I want you to dress up sexy for me, okay?"
"I repeat, tell me we're not..."
"Wear your shortest skirt, that hot pink one! You know the one you're too shy to wear? You need it tonight. Oh, and...that cute little Hello kitty shirt I like on you!"
"Sarah this sounds like..."
"Paint your toes red."
"What?"
"Your toes, they're pink and you haven't painted them in a week, paint them red, my deep red that you like."
"Are you going to tell me what this is about?"
"And shoes." She paused, "I want you to wear the black sandals I bought last month." She giggled "The ones you wanted me to leave on."
"Any other requests?" I rolled my eyes.
"Wear your hair down for me, and make sure you're wearing a pretty thong."
"Sarah, please tell me what you think we're going to..."
"Might not be able to do anything, but it's a worth a shot. See you at the club as soon as you can make it. I want to get there and make sure we have a chance."
"At what?"
"See ya there, sexy"
She ended the call and pushing away from the wall I wondered what the hell Sarah was going to get us into.
*****
"Let's see some ID, Kitty" The massive bouncer at the door asked with a smile, while staring at the ridiculous Hello Kitty sleeveless shirt Sarah loved on me.
I showed him my license, which proved I had become legal three months ago and with a nod; he put his hand out "Ten dollar cover."
I reached into my nearly depleted wallet and grudgingly handed him the ten. We barely had enough money to eat until Sarah's next paycheck; we shouldn't be blowing money here. I walked past the bouncer and down the narrow corridor that led into the Alley. As soon as I emerged I spotted three guys I knew from school sitting around a table.
I gave them a smile and a wave as I passed, my eyes wandering the sea of people, trying to locate Sarah.
"Hey, Keri, you're looking hot tonight!" Joe called from the middle of the group I'd waved to, "We didn't even know you had legs, let alone a pair like that!"
"You're just pissed because she's got a hotter girl than you do!" One of other kids came back with, "Hey Keri, come have a drink with us, my treat!"
I hesitated, I really just wanted to find Sarah and drag her out of here before she got us into something stupid, at that moment, I heard, "Hey blue eyes, you look lost, need some company?"
I looked to see two guys who had to be close to thirty standing there grinning and looking me up and down. That was why I didn't like The Alley. Most of the crowd was girls and guys my age from the university and our friends, but where there is a plethora of early twenties girls there was a bunch of thirty year old dicks looking to score with them. There had been more than one horror story of them slipping things in drinks to get that score.
"Hey, we're over here, Keri!" Joe called again.
I saw he was starting to come over and acting like I had just seen him I said, "Oh, hey, there you are!"
"Sorry guys." I said to the two jerks as I turned towards Joe.
"Look us up when you get tired of boys, sweetie." He said with a wink.
"I got tired of boys three years ago." I muttered as I joined Joe where he had sat back down with Bill and I thought the other guys name was Jeff.
"Thanks Joe."
"No sweat, those guys are assholes." He looked over to where one of the scantily clad waitresses was walking past with a tray full of shots in plastic tubes. "Hey, over here!"
The waitress drifted over and the guys all took one of the colorful tubes.
"What do you want?" Joe asked, "How about a green apple?"
"No," Bill laughed, picking up a pink one and handing it to me, "How about what she'll be having later; A pink pussy!"
I felt my face grow hot as even the waitress burst out laughing, but knocked back the shot, God knew I could use it. Whatever it was, it was sweet and went down smooth. "That was good." I said putting it on the tray.
"Want another?" Joe gestured at the tray, "Come on guys, drink up, I got a bonus at work today."
"I don't know." I looked around the packed club. I didn't like to get a buzz unless I was home or knew everyone I was with.
"I'll help you find Sarah." Joe offered, "Seriously, and it's on me."
"You don't have to."
"Keri, I would have flunked bio without you last year, take the damn drink."
"Well..." I was a lightweight and could already feel a nice warm glow from the one drink, "I guess I can't say no to a sweet pussy."
"Holy shit!" Jeff exclaimed, "Say that again, but a lot slower!"
This time I joined in with the laughter and knocked back the second drink. My face flushed and this time not because I was embarrassed. Two more of these and I would have a good buzz, which meant this was the last one. I had no doubt my party girl Sarah had been drinking for the hour she had been here before me. Joe paid for the drinks and as the waitress passed me, she leaned over and said in my ear,
"I'm with you kitty, nothing like a sweet pussy." She gave me a wink as my alcohol induced flush turned a deeper red and with a "Aren't you precious!" she wandered off.
"You are looking good Keri," Bill said, blatantly looking me up and down. "I've never seen you wear a skirt like that."
My blush remained as I glanced down at the hot pink skirt that barely went past the curve of my ass. I'd better not drop anything because if I had to pick it up the club was going to get a good look at the lacy pink thong I was wearing under it. I was a little on the slender side, but my legs were long and years of dance classes and waitressing had given them a nice shape.
That shape was accentuated by Sarah's black fuck me shoes I had worn as requested. They were sandals, but had a four inch heel and I was having a hard time walking in them.
"Tops not bad either." Jeff said over his beer filled mug.
"Yeah, well it would need to be tight to show those off." Bill grinned at me.
"You can't think they're too bad, you asked me out twice freshmen year." I reminded him.
"I'm a leg man." He laughed, "And an ass man, and you have that."
"Oh, I just thought you were an asshole." I told him.
Yup two shots were enough, I thought as the guys-including Bill- started laughing. The top, with that silly, poorly drawn cat on it, was damned tight; tight enough to flatter my rather small breasts. I had to admit they did look good, but I wasn't sure I liked everyone looking. Sarah was the one who enjoyed being looked at; I just liked to be looked at by her.
"Thanks for the drink Joe, but I'm going to go find Sarah."
"Okay, here, I'll walk with you."
"Thanks." I gave him a big smile and a kiss on the cheek, "At least one guy here doesn't just think with his dick."
"Bill thinks with his dick?" Jeff asked, "No wonder he's so small minded."
Joe took my hand as he laughed and we headed through the crowd. Being a Wednesday we could at least move around without too much trouble, over the weekend the place was wall to wall people, but it was still pretty crowded.
"Tell you what, Keri, you are a pretty girl." Joe said, "You and Sarah are one hot pair."
"Nah, she's one hot girl. I just look good on her arm."
"Or anywhere else on her." He laughed, "But you're just as hot. Too bad, I had a big crush on you freshmen year in high school." He sighed, "You were dating guys then, I should have asked."
"Oh, well." I giggled, "Too late now, this girl is spoken for and she keeps me pretty happy."
"And speaking of." Joe and I had come around the edge of the crowd around the dance floor and he pointed at one of the small tables near the VIP lounge in the corner. "There she is, but not sure what she's doing up there, that's invite only. Not that I couldn't see how she would get one."
"Thanks Joe." I gave him another kiss on the cheek. "I'll head over from here."
Joe nodded and drifted off and as I walked across the club I had to admit I was enjoying the looks I was getting from the guys. I was aware I was attractive, but always saw myself more as the cute type.
Dressed plain; was a little shy and sometimes a little too nice. Tonight I felt...sexy. My long blonde hair was down and felt good on my bare shoulders and this was a lot more of my body than I usually displayed and the guys-and more than a couple of girls-seemed to appreciate it.
On the note of appreciation, I slowed up as I approached the short flight of stairs that led up to the part of the club that housed the VIP lounge and took a moment to appreciate my not so sweet, sweetheart Sarah.
Just as we were total opposites in personality, with Sarah being the don't worry be happy, outgoing, adventurous party girl and me; the realistic worry all the time, studious quiet type, our looks also couldn't be more different.
Whereas I was a tall, slender, blue eyed blonde with perky little tits, Sarah had long dark hair, big brown eyes, and was a little on the shorter side. I would never say she was chubby, but Sarah had a delightful set of curves, full hips, a pleasantly round ass and a pair of large breasts she always had on full display. Tonight was no exception.
Sarah was wearing a tight little one piece white dress that looked as if it were going to burst across the chest. In addition to being tight, the dress was low cut with a plunging neckline that showed the inner half of her amazing breasts along with a hint of her pink lace bra. The dress was as short as my skirt and with her legs crossed I could see a hell of a lot of her soft thigh.
So much that I swore I could see the beginning of the tan line from her bikini. Like everything else about us, even our skin was a contrast. I was fair to the point I was frequently referred to as pasty and avoided the sun. Sarah had an olive tint to her skin to begin with and lay out on the deck every day. Her tan, coupled with her large dark eyes gave her an exotic look that drove me wild.
As I began climbing the stairs I thought of those curvy well tanned legs draped across mine and felt a warm sensation build within me that was not from the drink, but from the pink pussy that belonged to my hot girlfriend. I'd always thought Sarah was pretty and sexy in a way when we were friends, but once we crossed that line I couldn't get enough of her.
Even three years later all she had to do was just sit there in front of me and I would get worked up. Fortunately she was just as into me and we were pretty damn happy together. Except for money, I had to say life was pretty good, but this time money was a big one. Too big to justify coming to a club, let alone the three empty glasses in front of her and the one in her hand.
I took my eyes off the drinks and focused on her legs once more so I wouldn't be so pissed off and noticed she was wearing a red version of the shoes I had on. She was currently dangling the shoe from her purple painted toes and swinging it slowly back and forth. I'd never seen her do that before and it was a sexy look, but then again Sarah was the kind of girl who could make overalls look good.



"Miss, can I see your pass?" A man dressed all in black asked.
"Pass?"
"This is the VIP, you need a pass or an invite to come up here."
"I'm with her," I pointed at Sarah.
"What's your name?"
"Keri."
"Okay," he smiled and stepped to the side, "She told us you were on your way. Come on up, what would you like to drink?"
"Um, just a coke." I answered as I looked around nervously.
"Come on, that's it?" He grinned, "Well, if you're worried about cost, the girls drink for free up here, what will it be?"
"She'll have a vodka and cranberry." Sarah called out, "And bring two shots of that sweet Tequila."
"Now your friend there understands free." The guy laughed as he took me by the arm and after leading me to Sarah's table headed off towards the bar.
That's when I noticed the guy sitting at the next table that had his chair turned and was all but in Sarah's lap.
"Hey, baby!" I said and leaning over went to kiss her cheek.
Sarah turned her head and kissed me hard on the mouth. For the most part we didn't engage in much affection publicly and I started to pull away, but Sarah slipped her hand into my hair and held my face pressed to hers. Her lips attacked mine and I gasped when she plunged her tongue hard into my mouth. I could taste alcohol on her breath, but the feeling of her soft lips and softer tongue as it explored my mouth caused me to relax and eagerly return the kiss.
Sarah eased away and glanced at the guy who was sitting there with his mouth open.
"Thanks for keeping me company, Ken, but my baby's here now. So, like I told you." She reached under my skirt and pinched my ass causing me to yelp, "You're sniffing up the wrong tree."
"Any shot of a threesome?" he asked hopefully,
"Only if you consider you and both your hands a threesome." She winked and turned her back to him. "Sit down, Keri; you look like a deer in headlights."
"I...I don't like it up here." I said even as I sat across from her at the small round table.
The VIP was a group of small tables and some chairs and couches where a lot of high rollers came and hung out. Mostly guys in their forties and older, dressed in suits or expensive business casual looks. In order to entertain them, the club would pick a bunch of young hot girls from the main floor and invite them up and let them drink for free. That drinking would lead to flirting and many times fooling around with the high rollers.
Rumor had it that if one of the clients took a liking to a girl someone from the club would take her aside and pay her to have sex with him. I could see some of that in motion now. Many of the tables consisted of girls our age hanging all over guys their father's age. The fact Sarah had gotten us up here had me worried. Granted we were not into guys, but they could always ask for a show which is what two friends of ours had done one night a few months back.
"Sarah, what the hell are we doing up here?"
"We're going to make the rent, baby!" she smiled and I frowned at how glossy her eyes were.
"There's only one way to make money up here." I pointed out.
Sarah started to say something, but stopped when a waiter appeared with a tray. He put the drinks and shots down in front of us and after staring directly down Sarah's dress for a moment, he headed for another table.
"Drink up!" Sarah lifted the shot glass.
"Looks like you've had too much already," I replied staring dubiously at the brown liquid in the glass as I held it up. "What is this?"
"It's Patron, its Coffee flavored Tequila, its smooth and sweet, just like my pretty little kitty." She winked, then did the shot. "Hmm, we need to buy some of this; I want to lick it off your pussy."
"Wow!" The guy said from the table next to us causing me to blush.
"Come on, Keri, do the shot!"
"One of us has to drive home from here." I reminded her.
"Someone from the club will, it's all part of how it works up here." She shrugged, "It's not as sleazy as you think, the guys have fun with the girls and the club pays them and sees them home safe."
"They're whoring!" I snapped, still holding the drink, "Tell me you don't think we're going to fuck someone here."
"No, we're not going to fuck anyone." She smiled, "But that woman over there in the corner?"
She pointed and I looked at a gorgeous red head in a short black dress who was sitting between two young guys. My eyes widened when I saw she had a hand on each their crotches. "She was very interested in the fact I was waiting for my pretty girlfriend, said it had been awhile since she was with a pair of cute girls."
"We are not having sex with anyone!" I repeated, "Even if it's a woman."
"Keri, do your shot and calm down, okay? You really think I would want you to be with anyone?" she reached out and took my hand in hers, "I'm a little wild, but I'm your wild thing sweetie. Drink up."
I frowned at her, but did the shot. Sarah was right, goddamn was it good!
"Wow." I giggled as I put the glass down, "We do need a bottle of this!"
"Two more!" Sarah called out pointing at the guy leaning against the bar.
"Sarah!"
"Trust me; I want you to have a nice buzz for this."
"What is this?" I asked, taking a sip of the cranberry and vodka while watching Sarah take several long swallows from what I assumed was her favorite, a long island ice tea.
"Do me a favor." Sarah put her drink down. "Turn a little in your seat so you're facing that guy on the chair over there," She moved her head slightly to the left.
I turned half way on my stool and quickly glanced in that direction. There was a guy sitting in a recliner with a drink in his hand staring at us. He looked to me in his forties, but unlike a lot of the guys up there was good looking.
Clean shaven, thick black hair and a pair of eyes so green I could see them from where I was sitting. He was dressed in a pair of black Dockers and a white short sleeve shirt that was stretched across a pair of broad shoulders. He was as tan as Sarah making the white shirt look even better on him.
Sarah waved at him and gestured towards me as if saying, "See?" The man smiled at her and turning his gaze to me gave me a slow up and down. His smile widened and he raised his glass.
"Don't be rude." Sarah whispered, "Toast him; after all, he's going to be paying our rent for us."
She'd said that as I lifted my glass to him and I almost dropped it. Slamming it down on the table I hissed, "You do think we're going to fuck someone! What, you want to go back to cock? Be my guest!" I grabbed my purse to get up, but Sarah caught my hand.
"Hey! I said we're not sleeping with him or anyone else. We're going to put on a little show."
"If we were going to do that we may as well do it for Jack and get a free ride for a month!" I told her, "He offered that before when we thought we were going to be late. What the hell is the difference?"
"Two differences." She smiled as the waiter put the next two shots down for us, when he left she continued, "One, we see Mike all the time, we'll never see this guy again. Two..." she grinned, "It's a special kind of show and not really an all out one. You see that guy over there? He has a fetish."
"Fetish?" I rolled my eyes as she immediately downed the shot, Sarah could drink with the best of them, but this was a lot even for her.
"Hmm-mm. Watch his eyes, watch what he's looking at."
I wasn't sure what she meant at first, but noticed she was back to swinging her leg back and forth with her shoes hanging from her toes. I looked over to see his eyes locked on her feet. I followed his gaze and took in her purple nails and noticed she had a silver ring on each of her middle toes.
Seeing she had a sexy everything else, I assumed Sarah had nice feet. We'd rubbed each other's feet sometimes after work and occasionally would give our toes a playful kiss, but I can't say it did anything for either of us.
But it seemed it did for this guy because there was a whole lot of Sarah on display and that was all he was looking at.
"Do what I'm doing." She said softly, "Slip your shoe off partway."
I shook my head and she sighed, "Just play along for now while I tell you about him, okay? Please?"
She gave me the puppy dog eyes and with a sigh, I pushed the back of the heel of my right foot with my left, sliding the strap off and letting the shoe dangle. I crossed my legs and as Sarah was doing, slowly swung my leg back and forth. I noticed his eyes drifting to my foot and he smiled and raised his glass again.
"Takes all kinds." I said, "He's not even looking at my legs."
"I am!" she grinned and pushed the shot glass towards me, "Do that one and we won't get any more okay?"
I stared at the shot, I was already feeling the drinks, I was hot and light headed and felt myself wanting to giggle at the fact this guy was staring at our feet rather than the rest of us.
"C'mon, baby." Sarah gave me her pout which had as much effect on me as mine did on her. She widened her big brown eyes and the giggle slipped out as I lifted the glass, "To our toes!"
"That's my girl!" she finished her drink as I did the shot and as I put the glass down my vision swam and I blinked rapidly to clear it.
"So..." I forced myself to speak slowly, "What do you think we're getting into here?"
"The guy sitting there? His name is Rick, but..." she giggled, "They call him Mr. Foot. He's part owner of the club and when he feels like indulging his little hobby he comes out here and walks around staring at girl's feet. I mean he'll look in general, but all he really cares about is pretty feet on sexy girls."
"How do you know, you only come here once in a while?" I sipped at my drink, resisting the urge to chug it, I was definitely feeling pretty good right now.
"Jen comes here a lot and one night a bouncer comes up to her and says she was invited up here. So she came up and the guy introduced her to Rick who really liked her shoes and her feet and wanted a better look. So long story short he asks to jerk off on them. Jen says gross, but then the guy offers her a hundred dollars to jerk him off with her feet and a six month pass to come here whenever she wants. So...she'd had a few and figured why not?"
"She gave him a footjob? And he came on her feet? Ewww!" I scrunched up my face.
"And he licked his cum off her feet" she grimaced, "But hey, whatever floats his boat, less sleazy than having a girl blow him or fuck him I think."
"Paying is paying." I sighed, "So are you telling me you want to let this pig fuck your feet?"
"Our feet." She corrected me. "He won't pay five hundred for a foot job, but I bet he would pay that for four pretty little feet."
"Are you nuts?" I snapped, "That means we...we'd have to put our feet all over his cock!"
"So?" Sarah shrugged, "We've both been with a couple of guys before and our feet are all it will touch. Well, he might want to suck our toes, but big deal."
"That's nasty! We don't even suck each other's toes!"
"We will tonight." She said simply, "We're going to need a good show to get five hundred."
"No way!" I crossed my arms and tossed my hair for effect. "We're not whores."
"He's not going to fuck us!" she waved her hand at me, "What's the matter, you afraid your toes will never forgive you? Christ, Keri, it's our feet" she laughed, "My only issue will be keeping a straight face."
"Sarah, really? It is pretty nasty and...Hey!"
I cried out in surprise when Sarah kicked my shoe from my toes then placed her foot over mine and slid it up and down.
"What?" She giggled again, "I'm just playing footsy with my girlfriend." I started to move my foot, but she purred, "Come on, Keri doesn't that feel nice? My nice soft foot on yours?"
"I guess." I shrugged, but fact was it did feel pretty good.
Sarah was now working her foot part way up to my knee before sliding it back to the top of me foot. The sole of her foot was nice and soft and she was barely touching my leg.
When her foot slid down over mine, she wiggled her toes playfully against mine, then slid her foot beneath and moved them against the sole of my foot. It tickled and I giggled and Sarah said, "Now you do it."
I figured why not? I was only touching her. I ran my foot along her soft leg enjoying her smooth skin. I glanced down and watched my white foot sliding across her bronzed leg and the sight caused my face to flush and it was not from the drinks. I worked my foot back down her leg and as she had done wiggled my toes against hers.
"Look at him." She whispered, "He looks like he's ready to pop."
I shifted my eyes his way and saw he was now leaning forward in his chair staring intently at our legs. Sarah slipped her foot from beneath mine and I gasped when she placed it on my thigh. Her dark foot looked damn good there and I was aware I was breathing heavier.
"I bet he's hard as a rock." She said softly, "Just from watching. I think it's hot that he's excited. I'm soaking through my thong just thinking about how good he thinks we look." She curled her toes into my thigh, "And how goddamn hot you are."
My eyes left our legs and focused on Sarah, like me she was breathing heavy and her gorgeous breasts were rising and falling with each breath. Her brown eyes were wide and her full red lips parted, damn she looked good. One effect a good buzz had on me was it got me damned horny and even sitting here at the club talking about making money by stroking some perv off with our feet, my body was responding to her.
"Hmm, you like that, don't you?" As always Sarah knew exactly what I was feeling, "You're getting horny aren't you, you little tart." She pushed on my leg. "Open your legs." I hesitated and she put on the pout, "Please? Come on sexy, let's have a little fun."
I smiled and uncrossing my legs, took a second to push my other shoe off and put my now bare feet on the rungs of the chair. Sarah placed her foot on my inner thigh and worked it back and forth. I looked over to see Rick lick his lips and a surge of heat flowed through me. Sarah increased that warm feeling by sliding her foot all the way up my skirt and between my legs, pressing her toes against my pussy.
I bit my lip to hold back a moan as her toe managed to curl into my clit through the thong.
"You're wet little girl." She purred, "You know this is hot, Keri. Come on, I always listen to you when its important, just cut loose and do something crazy with me." She pushed against my now very wet thong. "Be my bad girl tonight! It's just our feet and we'll be turning each other on as much as him."
"I...Oh." I sighed as she worked her foot up and down between my legs, "Its..."
I looked over to see Rick shaking his head slowly as if he couldn't believe what he was seeing. The look of absolute lust on his face did indeed send a strange thrill through me. Sarah's foot on my pussy wasn't hurting either.
"God your pussy is hot." She whispered. "Want to feel mine?"
This time I didn't hesitate, I lifted my leg and stretched it under the table. I placed it alongside Sarah's, our warm skin pressing together, and shoved my foot up her skirt. Sarah closed her eyes and moaned as my foot found its target.
This time a moan did escape me as I felt how wet she was. I pushed my foot hard against her mound and could feel her slick thong on the sole of my foot. I eased down a couple of inches and wiggled my toes. Sarah's eyes rolled back and her leg tightened against mine telling me I'd found her clit.
"Other people are looking." She said.
I moved my eyes back and forth, surveying the tables around us and did see a few people looking and smiling. The fact they were getting a kick out of it caused me to start working my hips, grinding my pussy into her foot.
"Oh, you are my bad girl tonight." She cooed, "Come on honey, let's make the rent and have a hot story to tell."
"Well..." I groaned when she moved her foot in a circle rolling my clit with her toe through the thong. "Maybe."
"That's my girl." She smiled, then turned serious, "I promise that's all we touch and he won't touch us except for our feet, okay?"
"Okay, I trust you." Normally those fell under famous last words, but damn I was so horny! I'd never done anything like this, playing in public, but it was so hot! "A...and we need the money."
"Sure, just the money." Sarah removed her foot from my crotch and I whimpered, "Aww..."
"Don't worry, we'll be doing a lot of that soon." She pursed her lips in thought, "He hasn't come over yet. Going to have to really get him going."
"What are you..." I stopped when Sarah knocked a coaster onto the floor.
"Oops." She laughed.
Slipping from the chair she knelt under the table and picked up the coaster. She also lifted my right foot and to my surprise sucked my toes into her mouth. I burst out laughing as her tongue swirled around my toes, but stopped when she removed them and slowly ran her tongue along the top of my foot. I was aware of some whistles from the tables around us as Sarah slipped back into her seat.
"That was..." I began, but stopped when she said, "Here he comes."
"Hey ladies." A deep voice said from next to us. I looked up to see Rick standing alongside Sarah and I couldn't help but notice the large bulge in his pants.
I felt my stomach tighten, I really didn't like the idea of us playing with a guy, but Sarah had said he was harmless, still. Picking up my drink, I quickly down the rest of it.
"Hi!" Sarah exclaimed, batting her eyes at him, "What's up green eyes?"
"I...well I have to tell you, I'm up." He laughed, then tapping the chair between us asked, "May I join you?"
"Sure." Sarah waved at the chair, then pointed at the waiter who was passing by "Two more shots please!"
"I'm Rick." He took Sarah's hand, "And You're...?"
"I'm Sarah." She laughed when he kissed the back of her hand, "And this sexy little lady is my girlfriend, Keri."
"Keri." He smiled and taking my hand, kissed it as well, "I like your shirt."
"I think everyone does but me," I rolled my eyes.
"Well you seem to be a pair of playful little kittens," he laughed.
The shots came and this time I picked mine up and downed it before Sarah even had hers in her hand. I released a long breath and gave Rick a tipsy smile as he looked back and forth between us.
"So...I noticed you girls were having a little fun over here."
"A lot of fun." Sarah said, "But not as much as we could be having."
"So you..." he grinned, "Like playing with your feet?"
"We like that you like it." Sarah replied with a smile, "We saw you looking."
"I do enjoy a sexy pair of feet."
"Well there's four pretty little feet right under this table." Sarah sighed, "Four sets of little piggies starving for attention."
"Really?" Rick's smile broadened, "Well you know, I happen to know where they could get some attention."
"I bet you do green eyes." I sensed movement and looked down to see she had slipped her foot under his pant leg. "But thing is...we're into each other and not men at all."
"Well I'm not looking for sex, just..." He lowered his voice, "Maybe a little fun with your feet."
"Well..." Sarah tapped her chin as if she were mulling it over, "We might be willing to do that, but it would still be touching your..." she trailed off, but I blurted out.
"Cock! We'd have to rub our feet all over your dick!" For some reason I found this funny and giggled.
"Yeah, what she said," Sarah shot me a look, but quickly smiled when Rick looked back at her, "As you can see my girlfriend's feeling pretty good and I'm always up for something new so maybe we could work something out, but..." she sighed, "I'm not sure we should be staying here much longer."
"Why not?" He asked, "Looks like you're having fun."
"We are, honey, but we have to get home and pack because you see..." she gave him the pout, "We're short on our rent and may have to move in a couple of days and we have classes tomorrow so we should probably get going."



She made as if she were going to get up, but Rick put his hand on her arm.
"Well, hold on, maybe this can work out for all of us." He looked over at the next table to make sure the people there weren't listening. "I'm not above helping out a couple of hardworking coeds as long as they don't mind helping me out."
"Really?" Sarah asked, "And how much would you be willing to help?"
"Oh, I don't know." He shrugged, "There's two of you so how about...Oh, maybe Two hundred?"
"Two hundred?" Sarah shook her head, "I think two sexy pairs of feet wrapped around your cock is worth more than that."
"Oh, I like that." He grinned, "Not exactly sweet are you?"
"Nope."
"Two fifty."
"Aw come on Mister Foot!" I chimed in, you can do better than that. I...ow!"
Sarah had kicked me under the table and Rick turned to me, "What did you call me?"
"Ummm...Rick?" I giggled.
"No." he shook his head, "You called me Mister Foot. Which means..."
"We've heard of you." Sarah told him, "I have a friend that you..." she winked, "Helped out a couple of months ago and thought maybe you might help us."
"I see." He sat back in the chair, "So you were teasing me on purpose, knowing I might pay all along."
"Yup." Sarah's big goofy smile was gone, "We have what you want, you have what we need."
"Okay." I was relieved to see he was grinning again, "I see how it is Sarah, you're a shrewd little thing, I can appreciate that. Two fifty."
"Please. You gave my friend a hundred, you have two girls now."
"So two hundred."
"Six hundred."
"What?" he widened his eyes, "I can find another girl up here for the hundred and I'm sure two for..." he tapped the table "Three hundred."
"You're not going to find two like us." She told him, "And like I said, four sexy feet."
"Six hundred is...one fifty a foot." He laughed
"Well hey people pay by the foot for other things. Besides," She reached out and took my hand. "It will be more than a foot job, green eyes, my sexy little girlfriend and I will give you quite a show. Think about it, how hot would it be to watch us suck on each other's toes and play while we take care of you?"
"Four hundred."
"Have you ever watched a girl taste her pussy from her girlfriend's toes?"
"I...no." he looked under the table at our feet.
On cue I slipped my bare foot back between Sarah's legs.
"Hmm, that feels nice." Sarah sighed, "Bet it would feel better without this damn thong in the way."
"Five, but you get each other off." He crossed his arms, declaring his final offer.
"Fine." Sarah nodded, "But only because I'm damn horny right now." She looked around, "So where do we go?"
"I have a room in the back we can use."
"Money first." Sarah put her hand out.
Rick reached into his pocket and removed a money clip thick with hundred dollar bills.
"When the shows over. Your girlfriend got her money, I'm good for it."
"Half in my hand, the rest." She leaned over to him and whispered, "You can stick on my cum covered foot."
Rick put his hands under the table and I felt something brush my thigh. I looked down to his hand pushing two hundreds and a fifty into my leg. I took the money and after quickly showing it to Sarah, stuck them in my bra.
"Shall we ladies?" Rick stood up and I once again noticed the large bulge in his pants.
"One more shot?"
"How about I grab the bottle from the bar and bring it with us?"
"Lead the way." Sarah laughed,
"Oh, no, I think the view would be better from behind." He pointed, "See the door behind the bar, just head around and right through there."
Sarah stood up and reaching out, took my hand. I stood up slowly, not quite trusting my legs after all the drinking. Once I stood and was sure I wasn't swaying I walked alongside Sarah towards the bar. I peeked over my shoulder to see Rick following behind his eyes glued to our...feet. Not that I was into him, but I was a little insulted he wasn't checking out more of us, but I guess they didn't call him Mister Foot because he liked asses.
Good thing he wasn't or his nickname would be Mister Ass. That caused another giggle and Sarah looked at me and flashed me a mischievous smile. She'd always been after me to do something crazy and I was starting to think she was more excited about that than saving our place.
I noticed several people staring at us with smirks on their faces as we headed for the backrooms and my good mood wavered. I really didn't want to be seen as a slut, but then again weren't they all up here to do the same thing? I decided to keep my eyes down and focus on the pleasant sight of Sarah's shapely legs and the sway of her ass beneath the tight dress.
We reached the side of the bar and stopped when the bartender gave us a look. Rick came around in front of us and waved us towards the door behind the bar while pointing at something along the wall. As Sarah reached the door, I saw the bartender hand Rick a dark brown bottle.
"Ooh." Sarah cooed, "He really is bringing the booze" she squeezed my hand, "Gotta keep my uptight little kitty relaxed, don't we?"
She pulled me aside and with a huge grin on his face, Rick opened the door and waved us through. Still holding Sarah's hand, I let her lead me into a long hallway that had several doors on either side of it. The doors had frosted glass windows and I'm sure were meant as offices, but judging by the moaning I heard as we walked past the first one, they were more like motel rooms.
Rick led us down to the last door on the left and opening it, gestured us inside. For a moment my nerves got to me and I stopped in my tracks. Sarah looked back at me and with a reassuring smile tugged on my hand. I looked at her, then Rick who said, "Come on, kitty, let's have some fun, nothing more than what we talked about, I promise."
"Yeah ," Sarah, winked, "Let's be playful little kittens for our generous friend here."
I paused and Sarah rolled her eyes and gave me that mocking look she always did when I refused to get sucked into anything stupid. "Let's go!" she hissed, "This isn't the time to be a little prude."
She pulled my hand harder and giving her a dirty look, I yanked my hand from hers and walking past Rick took the bottle from his hand. I took a swig from it and handing it back to him, said, "Well come on, green eyes, lead the way."
"Yes ma'am." He flashed me a huge smile and passing the bottle to Sarah, walked into the room.
He turned on the light and I entered to see the room was an office with a huge desk covered in paperwork. There was a lap top in the middle of the ocean of papers and a name plate that declared "Rick Williams Marketing Operations" There were two chairs in front of the desk, but my eyes were drawn to the long, wide black couch along the wall.
I was sure that couch had seen a lot more than just naps and that was confirmed when Rick closed the door behind us and walking over to it, beckoned to us with his finger.
Sarah walked past me and over to the corner of the couch on Rick's right. She took a long swallow from the bottle and pointed to me then the opposite corner of the couch. I made my way over there, noticing the look of anticipation on Rick's face as he sat down on in the middle of the couch. I started to sit next to him, but Sarah shook her head.
Handing the bottle to Rick she walked over to me, and slipping her arms around my neck, leaned in to kiss me. I started to turn my head, but she had one hand wrapped in my hair and held me still. Her lips brushed mine and I could taste the sweet liquor on her soft skin. Her tongue flicked teasingly across my lips and despite my nerves, a soft moan escaped me.
Sarah pulled me against her and I felt her large breasts press against mine. Even through her dress her nipples were pushing into me and as her lips pressed hard into mine her hand slid down my back and I gasped when she worked it under my skirt to fondle my ass. Sarah was working her lips against mine, and trying to overcome my nerves, I kissed her back, softly.
Sarah moaned and her tongue forced its way between my slightly parted lips. This time a soft moan escaped me as her tongue invaded my mouth and danced across mine. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Rick smiling away while rubbing the now much larger bulge in his slacks.
The alcohol was overwhelming me, either that or Sarah was getting to me because his excitement caused a delightful warm sensation between my legs and putting my hands on Sarah's hips, I leaned into her and kissed her long and hard. Sarah moaned, further exciting me and my hands reached around and as she had done found their way under her dress to grab her round ass.
Sarah giggled and ground her hips into mine as we kissed. Her hands slid around and up between us, stroking my nipples through my shirt. I whimpered and worked my hips hard into hers. I was wet as hell and beginning to sweat. Maybe Sarah was onto something because the look on Rick's face was making me want to keep going.
I pulled Sarah's dress up, showing my girl friend's sweet ass off to our lusty host and this time when I grabbed her ass, I spread her cheeks. Sarah groaned and dropping her hands to my skirt lifted it to my hips. My eyes widened when I felt her fingers hook into my thong. My surprise led to a sense of panic when she pulled them down over my hips and slid down to her knees in front of me.
I started to protest, but Sarah, was looking up at me, her large brown eyes bright from the drinking and that lust filled look that drove me wild. As she eased the pink thong down my legs towards the floor, she mouthed, "its okay." I glanced at Rick who looked as if he were entranced, but noticed his gaze was going from my thong heading to the floor and Sarah's feet as she knelt in front of me.
I put my hand on Sarah's shoulder and lifted my feet one by one for her to remove the thong. She held it up to her face and breathed deeply. Her eyes rolled and she laughed, "Pretty wet for a prude."
"Take her shoes off." Rick said.
"Once we're on the couch." Sarah told him. "Don't worry, green eyes, you're going to get a show you won't forget."
Sarah stood and hiking her dress up, pushed her white lace thong down over her hips. Bending over, she gave her ass a playful wiggle in Rick's direction while sliding it from her feet and leaving it on the floor. Straightening, Sarah gave me a quick kiss then walked over to her corner of the couch and sat with her back against the arm.
"Take your shirt off, green eyes." She said softly.
Rick took a shot from the bottle and passed it to her. He peeled his shirt off and tossed it on the floor. He was built pretty well and I found myself thankful he was at least attractive. Sarah pointed at the other end of the couch and I sat against the arm facing her. Rick was on the middle cushion and looking back and forth at us. Sarah placed the bottle down on the floor and swinging her legs up, put one in Rick's lap and raised the other so her foot was in front of his face.
"Take my shoe off."
She had told him, not asked him, but he didn't seem to mind. Rick slid the strap down from her ankle and eased the shoe from her foot. He was staring intently at her foot as he removed her shoe and licked his lips. He looked more turned on than when we were stripping our thongs off and I felt myself relax, he really was only interested in our feet.
Sarah let her foot drop into his lap and raised the other. As Rick slowly removed that shoe he released a soft moan when she rubbed her foot back and forth over his bulging crotch. Rick tossed her shoes on the floor and holding her foot by the heel, kissed the top of it.
I frowned at the sight of his lips on her flesh, but at the same time, the low groan escaping him as he lightly ran his tongue across the purple tips of her toes sent a wave of excitement through me.
"Hmm, you like my sexy toes, baby?" Sarah, purred, "What about Keri's?"
She gestured at me and I raised my foot over hers. Still holding Sarah's foot in his hand, Rick slipped the strap down over my heel and flipped my shoe off. As she had done, I put my foot down, but instead of on his crotch I rested it on top of hers.
"That's hot." Rick said as he watched me slide my foot across hers.
I gave him my other foot and as soon as he slipped that shoe off, his lips were sliding across my toes and I giggled. Rick pressed the bottom of our feet together and started kissing the tips of our toes.
I giggled again, but Sarah moaned and curled her toes into mine. Rick flicked his tongue across our toes and I noticed she was breathing heavier. I wondered if she were acting or really getting off on this?
I gasped when Rick opened his mouth wide and sucked our big toes into it. His wet tongue swirled around my toe and as it did I saw Sarah pull her dress up enough to show her glistening pussy. Rick's eyes shifted to the view between her thighs and he sucked hard on our toes.
"That feels so good." She moaned, "You like sucking our pretty toes, Rick?"
"Hmm-mmm" he nodded as he removed our big toes from his mouth and lifting our feet apart, turned his head and ran his tongue along the bottom of Sarah's foot.
She moaned for him as he licked her foot from heel to toe. She was rubbing her foot faster across his crotch and with no warning slipped her foot from beneath mine. I felt how hard he was through his pants and as she had done worked my foot along the length of his hard cock. Even though I'd had no desire to be with a man since Sarah, I had to admit that feeling how hard he was for us was exciting.
I pushed my foot harder into his crotch and moved it faster. Sarah's foot was still on mine and I was focused on how good her darker skin looked against me. I gasped when I felt Rick's tongue on the sole of my foot and raised my eyes to watch him run his wet tongue along the bottom of my foot.
I released a low groan as he reached the top and worked his tongue along the side of my foot, tracing the arch. I was breathing as heavy as Sarah and my nipples were aching as Rick licked my foot up and down, rapidly.
He switched back to Sarah's where he started at her toes before tracing her arch and running licking the length of her foot. His cock jumped beneath my foot and his hips were moving, thrusting into it. I worked his cock faster and placing my foot on his cheek, I curled my toes into him. Rick turned into my foot and flicked his tongue across it. As he did, Sarah pushed her toes into the side of his mouth and he wrapped his lips around them.
Rick looked like a kid on Christmas who didn't know which toy to play with first. He was turning his head back and forth, licking and sucking our feet. Sarah moaned louder than she had previously. I looked over to see her fingers were in her pussy.
As Rick sucked my big toe into his mouth my eyes lingered on her purple finger tips as she ran her fingers through her wet lips. She spread herself open and brought her other hand into play, stroking her swollen clit. My own clit was throbbing and when she saw me looking, Sarah said, "Time for our show."
Removing her foot from mine, she slid it along the inside of my leg and I yelped in surprise when she pressed her toes into my pussy.
"Lift your skirt, Keri." She breathed, "Rick's paying for something special and we're going to give it to him."
I paused, but when Sarah curled her toe into my yearning clit I moaned softly and lifting my hips, pulled my skirt up, exposing the sight of Sarah's foot pressed between my thighs.
"Holy shit." Rick whistled, "That is fucking hot!"
"Yeah?" Sarah, asked, "You like that? Like my pretty toes working my little kitty's sweet pussy? Like that nice bright toe on her clit?"
"I...I've never watched that before." He said, in a barely audible voice, as he remained transfixed by the vision of Sarah stroking me with her foot.
I opened my legs a little wider and whimpered as Sarah ran her foot up and down my wet pussy. My hips moved, trying to get her to rub my clit again and she laughed, "Am I being a foot tease?"
"Please." I moaned, "Don't tease."
"Hmm, I like that." She winked and pushed her toe hard into my clit. Pulling her foot back she lifted the bottle and poured some of the liquor onto her foot, "Here Rick, have a drink on me."
She shoved her toes into his mouth and his eyes rolled back as he sucked the sweet tequila from her foot. Sarah poured some across mine and I sighed as he licked my toes clean, smacking his lips.
Sarah poured more on her foot, but this time she slid down further into the cushion and shoved her foot into my face. I opened wide and sucked on her sticky toes, savoring the feel of her flesh in my mouth as much as the booze.
Sarah slid down a little deeper into the couch so that her leg was now bent at the knee while she curled her toe into my clit. She kept her other foot at my lips and said, "Don't be one sided, honey, bring those sexy feet over here."
She emphasized her point, by rotating her ankle, her toe circling my clit in a move that caused me to thrust my hips into her. I slid down as she had done, aware of my skirt riding even higher, giving Rick an even better view of my pussy. I had a moment of shame, sitting here with my legs open while some pervert ogled me, but Sarah's toe was feeling way too good for me to stop now.
I straightened my leg out so my foot was in Sarah's face and I cried out when she quickly sucked my toes into her mouth while pressing her toe hard into my clit.
"Oh you like your little piggies sucked on don't you?" she said around my toes.
It dawned on me she had caused me to sound that excited to appear that it was over that, to play Rick and it amazed me how good she was at this game. Her tongue on my toes did feel nice, nowhere near as nice as her soft foot against my hot wet flesh, but it was an added thrill. I eased my foot along her leg and slid my toes through her soft lips. Sarah was sopping wet and my toes slid easily up her pussy to her hard clit.
I curled my big toe into it and Sarah whimpered and shoved her hips up into my foot. She opened wide and managed to get all of my toes in her mouth and reaching down, grabbed my ankle and held my foot still as she ground her hips, moving her clit into my toe. I focused on sucking her tow biggest toes and watched as she devoured my foot.
As we lay there, masturbating each other with our feet and licking the others toes, I realized the foot play did indeed feel good. The sensation of her soft tongue working in between my toes and her lips wrapped around them as well as her foot in my crotch had me damn hot.
No, more than hot...as Sarah worked her toe harder into me I felt my legs starting to tremble. I was going to cum soon. Right here with a guy sitting between us, I was getting ready to get off on my girlfriend's foot. Between us, Rick was squirming in his seat and coming close to giving himself whiplash swiveling his head from side to side.
Grabbing the bottle of Patron, he poured some on the top of Sarah's foot so that it ran down into my mouth and I eagerly sucked it from her toes. He leaned the other way, pouring some on my foot for her, and then took a few swallows himself. He tossed the now empty bottle on the floor and unsnapped his jeans.
Rick lifted his hips and shoved his pants and underwear down, releasing his cock. His cock was long and thick with a head that was swollen purple and dripping. I stared at his cock, thinking I'd only been with a couple of guys and didn't have much to go on, but damn he was big!
"Wow, that's a different kind of foot!" Sarah giggled, echoing my thoughts.
Her laughter turned to moaning when I moved my toe faster against her clit. I was doing it in hopes she would return the favor and she did, moving her ankle in faster circles. I grabbed her ankle and guided her foot into my hot flesh as she was doing. Sarah grabbed the top of her dress and pulling it down along with her bra, played with her swollen rose colored nipple.



That sight, along with the sharp little yelps she was emitting, caused me to buck my hips hard into her toe. Feeling more daring than I could ever recall, I pulled my shirt up to my neck, and forcing my bra down, exposed my perky tits with their tiny pink nipples.
"Oh, yeah!" Sarah groaned, removing my foot from her mouth. "God, look at those pretty little tits!"
"And those big beautiful nipples of yours." I replied, as she eased her foot from my mouth.
Sarah bent her knee once more and placed her foot alongside of Rick's huge cock.
"Damn that's big!" she moaned, and she wasn't kidding, his prick was the length of her foot.
Rick moaned and grabbing his cock rubbed it along the sole of her foot. Sarah worked her foot up and down the side of his dick as he held it and following suit I pressed my foot against the other side, pinning his hard flesh between our feet.
"Oh, fuck." He moaned, as I worked my foot up and down in time with hers.
I could feel his cock throbbing against my foot as well as his sticky precum smearing across it. His shaft was becoming slick as our feet worked along his cock. Sarah wiggled her toes against me and somehow managed to catch my clit between her them. She pinched it while moving her leg up and down and as she did I gave my nipple a pinch and went off like a rocket.
I released a long loud squeal and clamped my legs together, pinning her foot to my pussy. My hips moved wildly as I ground my gushing pussy into Sarah's soft foot. Across from me Sarah threw her head back and wailed louder than I had ever heard her before.
She closed her legs as well and squeezing my ankle, worked my foot up and down her quivering pussy. I kept my toes curled around her clit and watched her incredible tits heave as she came all over my foot.
Sarah cried out again and I felt something warm and sticky spreading across the sole of my foot. My other foot was now pretty slick as well from Rick's dripping cock and I'm sure Sarah's foot was far from dry as my own orgasm tore through me causing me to squeal almost as loudly as Sarah had. Rick was once again moving his head back and forth, his gorgeous eyes wide and a huge smile on his face as he watched his hot young guests come for him.
Sarah groaned and my foot from her pussy, "Now let's give Rick a taste."
I whimpered as I bucked my hips several more times into her toes as the last of the orgasm flowed through me and opening my legs, released Sarah's foot. As she moved it I saw the sole of her foot was coated with my juices.
She placed it in front of Rick's face and grabbing her ankle he licked the bottom of her foot the way a starving man would attack a buffet. He moaned as his tongue ran along her foot, lapping up my sticky fluid and rolling his eyes in pleasure.
The fact he was tasting me would have freaked me out an hour ago, but right now it was causing me to squirm in the puddle I had made on the couch. I quickly offered up my foot to him and moaned when he attacked it as eagerly as he had Sarah's. I watched him slurp up my girlfriend's sweet nectar and had to resist shoving my fingers between my legs to cum again.
Whether it was the booze, how lust filled Rick was or the fact there was something to this foot thing, I was feeling pretty damn wild right now and moving my foot down Rick's shaft, I placed it under his heavy balls and wiggled my toes. Rick moaned as he continued to clean our feet with his tongue and Sarah made him do it again by wrapping her purple toes around the head of his cock.
Pre cum spurted from his tip and oozed down her toes and Sarah rubbed them along the length of his impressive cock. Sarah brought her other foot down and placed it against mine beneath his balls. We moved our toes against each other while we teased his balls and with a moan; Rick lightly caressed the tops of our feet against his long hard shaft. We once again had him sandwiched between our feet and worked them slowly up and down.
This time Sarah moved opposite of me, her foot rising to his tip as mine slid down his shaft. Both our feet were rubbing his balls and he moaned, "Oh God, you were right, this is worth every fucking penny!" He gasped when Sarah wrapped her toes around the tip of his cock again then laughed, "You guys need help next month come see me, Christ I'll pay your fucking rent you come here once a week!"
Sarah giggled and sliding her toes along his shaft, worked his cock between her big toe and the next one. She worked her leg up and down and Rick groaned as she jerked him off with her toes. Following her lead I pushed my foot against the base of his thick shaft until my toes spread wide enough to get him between them. Sarah brought her foot down on top of mine and we both moved our legs, stroking the length of his cock and he was breathing hard while staring down at our feet around him.
"Like that, green eyes?" Sarah purred, "Like us jerking off that big hard cock with our pretty little feet? You like knowing it's the first cock any part of us has touched in a long time?"
"I...I like everything about you two!" he moaned, "Especially your feet, God that feels fucking good!"
"Hmm it does." She moaned, and I was sure at this point it wasn't just for his benefit, "I can't wait for you to cum all over our feet! I want to feel that nice hot sticky cum drip down my pretty toes and watch it squirt all over Keri's sexy little feet." She looked up and me and licked her lips, "God I love your tits!"
I laughed and cupping them, made a show of teasing my nipples for her.
"Play with yourselves," Rick moaned, "Rub your pussies for me, I want you to cum again while I fuck your feet."
"Yes sir." Sarah gave him the big eyes and a pout, "Whatever you want, green eyes."
Sarah slid down the couch so her legs were up, framing her pussy between her lush, well tanned thighs. Bending her knees so her feet could stay on Rick's cock, she spread her pussy open with one hand and rubbed her clit in slow circles. I did the same and whimpered when my finger came into contact with my once again ready clit.
"Yeah, honey, play with that pussy for me." Sarah whispered, "Come nice and hard for me and get that pussy nice and relaxed so I can lick you all night long!"
Sarah moved her foot from Ricks balls and pushed it under mine. Her other foot was over mine and I added my left foot over hers. Rick was now being jerked off by two pair of feet and was sweating and moving his hips in rhythm with our feet. His hips were thrusting in time with our movements, fucking our feet as we stroked him.
"Slow..." he breathed, "Tease me, I...I don't want to cum yet."
"Sure." Sarah slowed her foot and I met her pace. "That's okay; it will just get us hornier. I can't wait to get home and get my pretty kitty in the shower and make her cum, then get her into a nice little L seven and suck her clit until she begs me to stop."
"Do...do you give her a rim job?" Rick moaned.
"Hmm-mm!" Sarah sighed, "How could I not lick such a sweet ass?" she giggled, "She cums just from me tonguing her little asshole."
I blushed furiously, but her words sent a shiver through me. I loved when she licked my ass and envisioned her doing it. My fingers moved faster over my clit and my hips rocked into them. Across from me Sarah was sweating and breathing hard, her now sweat slicked tits moving with her deep breaths.
Her finger was dancing across her clit and she was whimpering in between breaths. My gaze shifted to our feet working Rick's huge dick and I took in the contrast of her dark skin over mine.
Our feet were covered in a mixture of his pre cum and our pussies and I could feel his cock twitching between our toes. He was moaning and squirming between us as he fought to enjoy every second of our feet working him. Sarah removed her feet and placed them against his shaft.
I followed suit so that his cock was surrounded by our feet, our soles pressed against his shaft. Rick's cock was so long the tip was still visible and as we pressed our feet hard into him, a spurt of precum shot out and landed on my foot.
I moaned as it oozed down my toes and I worked my feet up and down and back and forth. Sarah did the same, but this time there was no pattern, just four feet working and sliding along his cock. Rick moaned his approval and his hand squeezed my ankle tightly. I could feel his legs trembling next to me and he was moaning continuously.
At this point I had stayed pretty quiet, but began moaning, "Oh, baby, please cum! Please Rick? Please cum all over our pretty feet! I want to feel it! Oh I want to see that hot white cum all over Sarah's feet, I want see it drip from hers to mine!" I released a startled yelp as my hips thrust and I felt my second orgasm racing through me.
"Yes!" Sarah cried out, "Oh, fuck, I'm cumming again! Oh please green eyes! Paint our pretty feet with that cum! Blow that big load on our little feet! I...Oh fuck!" Sarah lost control and wailed louder than last time as she came.
Her sounds of pleasure sent me over the edge and my wail joined hers as we thrust our hips into our busy fingers. We kept our feet moving, both our eyes locked on Rick's cock protruding from amidst our feet.
Rick was moaning loudly and pulling on our ankles, moving our feet faster along his cock. As Sarah and I continued to play with our quivering pussies, crying out in the throes of our orgasms, Rick released a loud cry and jumped to his feet, grabbing his cock. Turning around to face us, he moaned, "Put your feet out!"
We stuck our feet out side by side and with a long groan, Rick released his cock. A tremendous sprut of cum exploded from the tip and splattered across Sarah's feet. Rick pointed his erupting cock towards me and the next long thick squirt landed on my feet. I moaned at the sensation of his warm cum dripping across the tops of my feet and curled my toes so some would slide down them.
Rick was pumping his cock and working it back and forth, painting all four of our feet with a biggest load I'd ever seen. By the time he released a long moan and sank to his knees in front of us, our feet were covered with his thick hot cum.
"Jesus." He gasped, "Fuck that was incredible." He smiled down at our feet, "C...can I get a picture?"
"Just the feet." Sarah warned him as he grabbed his phone from his jeans on the floor. He nodded and pointing the phone directly at our feet, snapped several pictures. I let my head rest against the arm of the couch and watched his cum oozing down Sarah's feet. Between that and the feeling of it on mine I felt like I could cum again.
I still had no desire to be with a guy, but Sarah had been right, this had been damn hot because we had done it together. Rick put his phone down and staring longingly at our feet asked, "Can I?"
"Can you what?" I asked.
"Can you clean up the mess?" Sarah, asked, "Go for it!"
Before I could say anything Rick lifted my right foot and licked a long line of cum from it. He sighed softly and I looked at Sarah who shrugged and reaching out put her hand on my leg, mouthed the words, "Mister Foot."
I giggled as much from Rick's tongue on my toes as her words and with a satisfied purr watched him lick my feet clean and move onto hers. When he had licked them clean he gave each one of our toes a kiss and standing up, pulled his jeans back on.
"So...?' Sarah put her hand out, "I think we earned that other half."
"And then some." He produced another two fifty and handed it to her. "Tell you what," he handed her another hundred then passed one to me as I tugged my shirt back down and picked my thong up off the floor. "Here's another hundred each just for promising me you'll think about coming to see me next month for a little, you know, help with the rent."
"Oh, well." Sarah fixed her bra and pulled her dress up over her amazing breasts. "I don't know. This was kind of a last resort and Keri was a little nervous and..."
"We'll be here on the thirtieth!" I chimed in.
"We will?" Sarah raised her eyebrows at me.
"Well, Rick's such a nice guy and all; I'd feel like a heel if we didn't come back."
"You'd feel like a..." She frowned, but Rick burst out laughing.
"That's a good one, you guys are a perfect pair." He winked, "Real sole mates."
"That was bad." Sarah sighed, "But what the hell, we could always use some help, footing the rent."
*****
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I walked into the house and a wave of conflicting emotions flowed through me at the sight of my mother sitting on the couch. It wasn't mom herself that caused those emotions, but the glass of wine in her hand and the half empty bottle on the coffee table in front of her. My first reaction, and the correct one, was concern. Since my father had died of a sudden heart attack six months ago, she had steadily begun drinking more and more. Right now it was a couple during the week, because she had to work, but from Friday night to Sunday night it was becoming continuous.
The fact she stayed home all weekend didn't help and not only myself, but several of her friends had been urging her to get out and have some fun, maybe meet someone. Mom was younger than my father and at thirty nine was far too young to be alone. Not just too young, I thought as I approached her, but way too goddamn hot. That last thought was currently being reinforced as I was now close enough to get a good look at her.
Mom was sitting with her elbow on the couch and her head in her hand. Her eyes were closed and I was pretty sure she may have already had enough to drink to have fallen asleep. Her legs were stretched out on the couch and taking advantage of her current state, I let my eyes wander down her fantastic body.
Before taking a job as an office manager my mother had been a dance instructor and it showed in how well shaped her long legs were. Mom was pretty tall and those legs seemed to go on forever. They were especially well displayed tonight in the pair of...
My eyes widened as I realized all mom was wearing was a pair of black lace boy shorts. I quietly walked up to the couch and stared at the insides of her smooth creamy thighs.
Like most red heads, Mom was fair skinned and the black lace looked damn good against her skin. That lace comprised most of the shorts up to her hips, but the crotch was mercifully solid material. I forced my gaze away from between her legs and worked my way up to find Mom's top was no less revealing than the bottom.
She was wearing a silky black sleeveless top that my ex-girlfriend Jessica called a "cammy". I had to admit Mom filled out her 'cammy' a lot better than Jessica did. My ex's tits were perky and pretty damn sexy, but goddamn did mom have an impressive set of tits.
Those tits were pushing the top out and I couldn't help but notice her nipples were erect. Not for the first time, I wondered what those nipples would look like. Mom was so fair skinned, I'd imagine they would be a light pink, but imagination was all I had to go on, at least for now because the way things were going, who knew?
My eyes drifted up to her face, taking in her long red hair and beautiful features. As I lingered on her full, and admittedly inviting lips, I became aware of the second of my emotions at seeing her drinking; lust, a very unhealthy lust. When my mother was sober she was definitely the stereo type of the professional woman trying to hide the fact she was sexy. She always dressed conservatively in clothes that at times bordered on unflattering.
That look also included her gorgeous long red hair always pinned up. Mom acted just as proper and I'd over heard dad tell her after a company party he had gone to with her that he'd heard a few of the guys say she was a frigid prude who wouldn't know what to do with a dick. I remember mom giving him a naughty giggle and saying none of them would be able to handle her.
They certainly wouldn't think mom was a prude if they saw her drinking. As time went on she was beginning to dress more and more scantily around the house and her behavior towards me had become much more affectionate.
No, I thought , letting my eyes wander back down to her tits, she was starting to get far past affectionate to the point inappropriate would be a more accurate description. The last couple of times she'd curled up on the couch with me almost as if she were my girlfriend including at one point having her arm around me and playing with my hair.
She never seemed to remember it the next day and I was afraid to bring it up because I think she would be upset. Almost as bad as her physical displays of affection were, was the fact when she was buzzed she kept talking about how horny she was.
I would always steer the conversation in another direction, but would be lying if I said she wasn't getting to me. I'd never saw her as anything other than my mom, but seeing her parade around in skimpy clothing and talk about how bad she needed to get laid had me thinking things that belonged in sick porn movies.
Then again when you're hot mother decides to masturbate on her bed with her bedroom door halfway open and you lurk in the hall and watch, that would pretty much put me in the world of porn absurdity.
"Take a picture it lasts longer." Mom said, snapping me out of my fog.
I began to blush and quickly removed my eyes from her chest to see her looking at me. Her baby blue eyes were glazed over and seemed to be more than a little unfocused as she looked at me.
"Oh, sorry mom," I said, trying hard not to sound nervous. "I...I was looking to see if you were sleeping."
"Really?" she gave me a nasty smirk, that sent my stomach twisting nervously, "I thought my eyes were up here."
"What do you mean?" was all I could come up with.
Mom stared at me, the smirk still on her face and I waited nervously for her to call me out on my staring. After a moment she asked, "You weren't just staring at my chest?"
Pausing for a moment to make sure my voice was steady, I looked into her glassy eyes and said indignantly, "Of course not! You're my mother why would I be doing that?"
Again, she paused before she answered and I was wondering if she were weighing my answer or she was too drunk to think straight. She sighed and said softly, "I'm sorry Russ, I...I don't know why I said that." She put her head down and added, "I don't know what the hell is wrong with me."
"Yeah well," I frowned at how upset she now was and felt bad because she had been right, but it's not like I could tell her that. "I know you didn't you're just..." I groped for the words, "not yourself lately."
"Besides," she sighed disgustedly, "Why the hell would I think any guy would stare at my tits?"
"I'm sure a lot of guys would, you know, find you attractive mom, but you have to get out and meet them."
"You think I'm attractive Russ?" she asked, giving me her long red hair a toss.
"I think you're beautiful mom." I answered truthfully.
"Yeah," she gave me a bit of a tipsy smile, "Not bad for my age."
"Damn good for any age."
"Ohh, you're a smooth talker aren't you Russ?" she laughed, and lifting the glass of wine to her lips downed the entire thing. "Bet you do just fine with all those hot little coeds."
"I...I guess."
Mom reached out to put the glass on the coffee table and let it go to soon. Fortunately the floor was carpeted and it didn't break. It rolled towards me and getting down on one knee I picked it up.
I looked up and prepared to stand when I noticed Mom had lifted one of her legs and placed it along the top of the couch. I watched her point her foot down, causing the muscles in her well shaped leg to stand out as she stretched. I turned my head to the left and my eyes widened as I found myself staring between her legs.
My face was only about two feet from her crotch and I swallowed hard when I saw the strip of black material had slid to the side. I swear I could see just the edge of the smooth pink skin of... I dropped the glass and then bent to pick it up again so fast I whacked my head on the edge of the coffee table.
"Oh, honey are you okay?"
Wincing and holding the back of my head I looked up to see Mom had removed her leg from the top of the couch, but now had her knee drawn up to her chest and was rubbing her foot.
"Yeah, I'm good." I nodded.
I put the glass on the table and started to get to my feet when Mom asked, "Russ will you pour me another glass please?"
"I...mom don't you think you had enough tonight?"
"What's that supposed to mean?" she asked, with an edge to her voice.
"Well...I mean you were sleeping when I came in, how relaxed do you need to be?"
"As relaxed as I want to be." She told me. "I...I have a lot on my mind and when I'm stressed the only things that help me relax is either wine or a good orgasm." She shrugged, "I don't see any sex in my future, so bottoms up!"
Not wanting to reply to that, I simply nodded and picking up the bottle began to pour her another glass.
"Of course," Mom giggled behind me, "I wish it were my bottom that was up!" she emitted a sigh that caused my hand to shake as I poured and added, "That was always my favorite p..."
"Here mom!" I exclaimed, hurriedly passing her the glass.
Mom reached out for it and in my hurry to give it to her, I hit the edge of her hand with it. Some of the wine sloshed out and went down the side of the glass and onto her hand.
"Sorry," I told her, standing up, "I'll grab a napkin."
"No worries, I got it." Mom said and bringing her hand to her mouth licked the wine from it. "Can't let it go to waste, now can we?"
"Uh...no I..."
My words trailed off when lifting the glass higher mom placed the tip of her tongue against the glass and slowly licked up the side of it, until she reached the top. As her tongue worked its way up the smooth glass she closed her eyes and released a soft moan that caused my cock to begin to stir.
"Hmmm" she sighed when she was done, "That's the first hard smooth thing I've licked in..."
"Mom please!" I blurted out.
"Please what honey?" she asked, giving me a big smile.
"Just um...look some things are a little, you know, TMI."
"Like what, me talking about blow jobs?"
I started to say something, but Mom repeated her licking of the glass, this time staring me in the eye and I felt the blood rush to both my face and my cock. Fortunately all she noticed was my face turning red and laughed, "I'm sorry Russ! But you're such a good kid and I just love getting a rise out of you!"
Putting my hands down in front of me to cover up the rise she had gotten out of me, I forced a casual shrug. "Oh, well I...I'd rather not think of things like that. Anyway I think I'm going to head up to bed."
"Bed?" she glanced at the clock, "Russ its only nine o' clock on a Friday night!"
"Yeah well, I had two morning classes and I did one to eight at Wal-Mart. So I'm kind of tired."
Mom shook her head, "Russ, you're nineteen years old, you should be going upstairs to shower then go out and find some pretty young thing to..." she gave me another wink, "Do what I'd like to be doing ."
"Well, I'm still kind of getting over Jessica. I don't think I'm up to..."
"Oh, please," Mom waved her hand, "At your age you should be thinking about getting off, not getting over. Russ, you're a hell of a good looking young man! You hit a club you won't be going home alone!"
"Same goes for you, mom." I said, trying to turn the conversation away from me. "You're saying you want to have fun, but they're not coming here. I think if you went out you'd, you know get..."
"Laid?" she sighed. "I guess you're right, but..." for the first time she looked serious. "I was with your dad a long time and...I guess right now I'm all talk."
"Then just talk." I prodded her, "You don't have to go out and get picked up, and maybe you'll meet a nice guy, have a drink and maybe start dating."
Mom nodded, "I know, I've heard that from Lisa a lot lately, she wants me to go out with her on a Saturday night."
"That's tomorrow, go with her."
"I'll think about it." She told me, then placing the glass on the table drew her other leg up and grabbed her foot. That move caused her shorts to ride up and I could see her ass cheek. Shifting my gaze I asked, "Mom what the hell are you doing?"
"I wore new heels to work today and they didn't fit right." She winced, "My feet are killing me."
"Oh, that's too bad." I told her, "Well I'm going to..."
"What's that, you want to rub my feet?" Mom asked.
"I...no, that's not what I said."
"Oh, that's what I said!" Mom laughed, "Come on Russ, rub my..."
"Mom, I don't think that would be...um," I put my hands out, "Proper."
"Proper?" she rolled her eyes. "Since when is rubbing your mother's feet not proper? Besides I'm proper all fucking week."
"Yeah, well..."
"Please Russ," Mom looked up at me with her blue eyes wide and sticking out her lower lip begin to pout, "Please rub my feet, they're awfully sore!"
She said the last part in a little girl voice that caused my cock to twitch. My aching cock was the problem. I was hard just looking at her what would happen if I started touching her? In front of me mom drew both her knees up and pointed at the corner of the couch, "Come on honey, make your mom feel good!"
Those words were uttered not in the previous childlike voice, but a sexy purr that before I knew it had me sitting on the couch next to her.
"Yay!" Mom laughed and stretching her long legs out deposited her feet in my lap. "Your dad always told me I could get anything I wanted with that pout, guess it works on you too!"
I forced myself not to think about what her full lips could do besides pout and taking her right foot in my hands began to rub my thumbs into the soft skin just beneath her toes.
"Ohhh, honey, that feels sooo good!" Mom moaned and letting her head fall back on the arm of the couch sighed, "Damn you have strong hands."
"Thanks." I said softly as I continued to knead her foot.
Mom got pedicures on a regular basis and her foot was soft and smooth. Her skin was warm to the touch and she was playfully wiggling her toes as I worked each one with my fingers. Those toes were painted a deep red and as I stared down at them I wondered what her feet would look and feel like placed on my shoulders while I...
I blinked and tried to keep my mind from going down that forbidden path. But no matter what I focused on the fact was my cock was fully erect and laying against my leg. I was getting so worked up I could feel my thigh getting wet as the tip of my excited cock began to drip.
I lowered my hands and started rubbing the sole of her foot and she released a low moan that caused another surge through my cock. I was resting mom's heel on my thigh and now cupping it in my hand began to squeeze it while now lightly running my fingers along the bottom of her foot. Mom's foot jumped in my hand and she giggled, "That tickles, but it feels good!"
Her giggle made me smile, she hadn't laughed much the last few months and it was a good to hear. I placed her foot down in my lap, carefully avoiding my cock and began rubbing her other foot. She cooed happily as my fingers massaged that one and with a sigh began speaking.
"You know I haven't had a good foot rub in a long time. Back before your dad I had a boyfriend who would massage my feet every night and for a long time."
"That was nice of him." I said, wondering where this was going.
"I thought so, but after awhile I noticed he was always horny after that and one night I stuck my feet in his lap and he was hard as a rock."
My eyes widened and I looked down at the obvious bulge in my crotch. Mom couldn't see it from where she was, and again I shifted her foot so it was even further away from it.
"Come to find out he had a foot fetish and loved my feet so we made a deal."
"A deal?" I repeated, even though I knew I should end this conversation.
"Yes and a fun one, if he would rub my feet for a half hour, I'd give him a foot job!"
"Mom!" I exclaimed.
"I know, TMI," she sighed, "But it was fun, he'd put lotion on me then I'd watch him slide between my feet."
She went silent and I turned my head to see her head was resting on the arm of the couch. Her eyes were closed and her lips parted and when she continued to speak her voice was low and her breathing heavy.
"At first I thought it would just be for him, but he was so hard and it felt good and I could feel him throbbing and he would moan."
"Mom, please," I said in a tone that was close to a whimper.
"Then he'd cum and the feeling of his hot..."
She mercifully trailed off, but the silence became even worse when I felt her start to move her feet back and forth. I looked to see she was working her legs up and down and was breathing even harder. My heart skipped a beat when I saw her nipples were hard beneath the silky top and I realized she had herself all but ready to cum.
My cock was throbbing so hard it hurt and I could feel my hands trembling on her foot which meant she must be able to feel it too. I sat there silently both dreading, but dying to hear her next words. To my relief when next she spoke she sounded more like her old self.
"I...I'm sorry Russ." She whispered, "I...I don't know what the hell is getting into me these days."
"Maybe a little too much wine." I said, taking a chance.
"Maybe you're right." She said, picking her head up from the couch. "But that's about all that's getting..." she caught herself. "Anyway, I...I think I need to go to bed. I'm uh...really tired."
I looked away so she wouldn't see the look on my face. She was going to go upstairs and play with herself! She'd gotten herself all worked up and was going to lay on her bed and get off! My mind was pulled from that deliciously taboo image by mom stretching her feet out in my lap. Her foot slid across my cock and caught off guard, a soft moan escaped me.
"What did you say?" she asked, as swinging her feet off my lap, she put them on the floor and stood up.
"Uh...nothing." I managed to get out as her perfect ass was now in my face.
"Oh, thought you said something."
I started to answer then stopped when she bent over the table to pick up the wine topper and stick it in the bottle. Her ass was now inches from my face and her shorts had slid into the crack of her ass leaving me staring at her bare left cheek. Mom stood back up and took a step towards the kitchen. She immediately started to wobble and quickly standing up, I caught her arm.
"You okay Mom?"
"Yeah, just a little dizzy guess I stood up to fast."
"You need me to help you upstairs?"
"I...maybe." I put my arm around her shoulders and she placed her hand on my arm.
"Wow, not just your hands are strong," she said as she squeezed my bicep. "You been using your dad's old bowflex a lot haven't you?"
"Yeah." I said, trying to ignore her hand which had slid up to my shoulder.
"You've come a long way from a scrawny little kid that's for sure," she laughed, then pointing at the mirror over the mantle said, "Look at the two of us Russ, it's a shame we're all alone tonight."
"I guess." I agreed, steering her towards the stairs. She remained still and kept pointing at the mirror. "Really honey, look at you, with those green eyes and that gorgeous dark hair of yours, you look just like your dad and God knew I could never say no to him!"
"I'll work on it mom, now let's go to bed."
"Figures. I finally hear those words from a good looking young stud and it's my son."
"Hey you know what mom?" I said, thinking of something, "You want me to get out and have fun?"
"I do."
"Then I'll make you a deal. If you go out with Lisa tomorrow night, you know, get out of the damn house and have some fun, there's a girl named Sarah at Wal-Mart who I think likes me."



"Really?" she asked, "Is she cute?"
"Very." I nodded, "She works Saturday nights, but if you go out with Lisa I promise I'll call her Sunday morning and ask her out, how's that?"
Mom paused and then gave me a big smile, "Well okay, but only to help you out, shit we both can't keep going to bed horny!"
"No, mom" I said as I succeeded in turning her towards the staircase and away from the hard on still raging in my pants, "We can't keep going like this."
*****
I lay there in my bed wide awake and fighting desperately not to masturbate. Anytime I couldn't sleep jerking off would do the trick, but tonight I refused to do it. I knew if I started playing with my cock all I would envision was my mother. Tonight had been the worst by far since she'd begun drinking. Ever since I'd come to bed my mind had been spinning and replaying the scene downstairs. From mom's ridiculously inappropriate attire to the sound of her voice as she lay there describing giving a foot job to an ex-boyfriend.
Even the walk up the stairs had been an ordeal. Mom had gone up in front of me and I'd had her ass in my face the entire time. She's stopped several times to get her bearings and each time left me fighting to keep my head down.
I walked her into her bedroom and she'd let herself flop onto the bed. When she did her shirt rose up and just before I looked away I was given a view of the bottom curve of her tits. I'd taken a fast shower and moaned when I soaped and rinsed off my swollen cock. I'd come close to spanking it, but told myself I would not blow a load to the thought of my mother, at least not another one.
I sighed and closing my eyes tried to ignore my semi hard cock which continued to twitch between my legs, still looking for release. Shit, maybe I would call Sarah tomorrow. Going out with a cute girl and maybe it turning into more would help me get my mind off the one pussy I shouldn't be thinking about, my mothers.
Unable to help it, my mind drifted back to three nights ago when I'd come home after work and passed by mom's bedroom. I'd worked the second shift and it was after midnight and she'd probably gone to bed quite some time ago.
As I padded silently through the hallway so as not to wake her, I noticed her door was partway open. I began to pass it when I heard her moan. I paused and after hearing it again thought she was having a nightmare and peered into the room.
Well if Mom had been dreaming it sure as hell hadn't been a bad one. Mom was lying propped up on the pillows with her legs spread wide and her hand between her thighs. Her bed was sideways too me so I couldn't see between her legs, but her hand was buried and her arm moving back and forth.
Mom's eyes were closed and she was moaning softly as her hand worked her pussy. Her other hand slid up, and shoving her shirt over her tit, began playing with it. I told myself to get the hell out of there, that I shouldn't be watching this, but was incapable of taking my eyes off of her. Her hand was covering most of her tit and I couldn't see between her legs, but the look on her face had me standing there with my cock swelling.
Her lips were parted and her normally fair skin was flushed as she moaned and squirmed. Mom gasped and straightening her legs out, let her head fall back and released a loud high pitched squeal that caused my hand to stray to my hard dick.
She bucked her hips and moaned as her arm moved rapidly and her hand squeezed her tit. She then moaned softly and her body relaxed into the bed. I had quickly stepped out of the doorway and going into my room sat on my bed. I unzipped my pants and even though I knew it was wrong began beating off while I pictured the look on mom's face as she came.
"Oh, this isn't fair." I whispered and despite my best efforts, my hand slid down between my legs and grabbed my cock.
I began to slowly pump it as I imagined mom's feet back in my hands, but this time I would rub higher, work my hands up those amazing legs until I reached her crotch. She would give me that drunken giggle and would slide the shorts to the side to show me her...
I jumped at the sound of footsteps in the hallway and then the bathroom door bang shut. I listened for a few minutes and when I didn't hear the toilet flush or the door reopen, began to worry. I gave it another couple of minutes then getting up and slipping a pair of shorts on, went out into the hallway.
I saw the bathroom door still closed and started to walk towards it, hoping mom wasn't sick or worse, passed out. I was halfway there when the door opened and mom came out. She didn't look in my direction and headed back to her bedroom.
I watched as she walked slowly, listing side to side and at one point used her hand against the wall to guide herself along the hallway. She went into her room and I stood there wondering what to do. If I went back into my room I'd end up jerking off, but I didn't feel like going downstairs to watch TV.
Instead I headed down to the extra bedroom that my father had made into a small office. Mom had her lap top set up in there so I sat at the desk and surfed the net for awhile, checking the baseball scores and watching a few stupid videos on you tube.
I carefully avoided any porn sites as that was all I would need. I had no doubt that even if I started stroking to a movie my mind would shift to my mother. After a half hour or so, my eyes began to sting and shutting down the lap top I left the room to head back to bed.
As I passed Mom's room I noticed the door was open again and made the mistake of looking in. Mom was lying on her stomach with her head facing away from the door and I stopped in my tracks and took in the sight of her sprawled out on the bed.
Mom's long legs were stretched out and also spread open and she had nothing covering her. I stood there staring and even from across the room could hear her deep heavy breathing.
From the amount she'd had to drink and the difficulty she'd had walking to her room, I had no doubt she was dead to the world. Without being aware I was moving, I found myself entering her room. I walked slowly over to her bed my eyes wandering up and down the backs of her long legs and lingering on her incredible ass.
The shorts were again pulled to the side and I shook my head at the sight of her exposed ass cheek. Somewhere in my mind I was telling myself to leave, but I wasn't listening.
Instead I focused on the soft curve of her ass and her creamy white thighs, her skin looked so smooth and her ass so firm, I wondered. Before I knew it I was reaching out with my hand. Again the voice of reason spoke and this time I listened and pulled my hand back.
What the hell was wrong with me? This was my mother! But still, my eyes continue to devour her fine ass. Her breathing was loud and steady and I was beginning to breathe harder as well. Speaking of harder my cock was pitching a tent in my shorts and looking up at the back of her head, I said softly "Mom?"
There was no answer and after a moment I repeated it louder. When there was still no reaction I reached out and gently placed my hand on her back. She didn't move and slowly, a little at a time, I slid my hand down her back towards her ass. You're a sick bastard Russ, I told myself, but still continued to work my way down her back. When my hand was resting just over her ass, I took a deep breath and lifting it placed it on her bare ass cheek.
There was no response from her, but my cock jumped in my pants at the feeling of her firm round ass beneath my hand. I began to lightly rub my hand along her warm skin, tracing the curve of her ass and my heart began beating rapidly as I drifted toward her inner thigh.
I paused and after another glance at her head, slid my hand down between her legs. Her thigh was warmer than her ass and the skin even softer. I moved my hand up higher and stopped when I felt the material of her shorts against the edge of my hand.
I swallowed nervously and pushed my hand harder against her crotch. I bit back a moan when I felt the heat of her pussy through the thin black fabric. Oh, you sick puppy, you're groping your mother! Breathing hard, I bent over and still watching her head for movement, placed my lips against her ass.
I paused and parting my lips, flicked my tongue across her ass. Mom moved her leg and I quickly jerked my hand away and backed up towards the foot of the bed. Mom groaned and pulled the pillow over her head.
Okay, that was my signal to get the hell out of there, I thought, but couldn't pull myself away. Mom had drawn one leg up, changing the angle of her ass and making it look even better. I was now at the foot of the bed and reaching down began to play with my cock through my shorts as I looked longingly at that ass.
I could just imagine what it would look like naked and in the air, her pussy peeking out from behind. I was starting to breathe through my mouth and again without thinking about it, I pulled my shorts down letting my raging hard on spring free.
I grabbed my cock and stroked it, my eyes fixed on my mother's crotch. I remembered how hot her skin was there and pumped my cock faster. I looked down and froze. I was standing at the edge of the bed and my cock was over it.
About a foot beneath my cock was mom's bare foot. Her foot was stretched out leaving me staring at the smooth sole and the bottom of her toes. As I slowly pumped my cock I recalled how soft her feet were and then started thinking about her describing giving a foot job.
After a quick glance to make sure her head was still under the pillow I lowered the head of my cock until it touched her foot. Oh, this was beyond sick, but nonetheless I pushed my cock along the bottom of her foot.
I had to hold back a moan as my aching dick slid along her soft skin. I started down and licked my lips at the sight of my hard cock lying along the length of her perfect foot. I'd been told I was fairly well hung and noticed my cock was pretty close to the length of her foot from the heel to the base of her toes.
My cock was darker than the white skin of her feet and that made it look even sexier. I started rocking my hips, causing my cock to slide back and forth and noticed it was wet. Shit, I thought as I could see my sticky precum glistening along her foot.
Even that didn't stop me from moving my cock faster along her foot. My breathing was getting heavier and my cock was aching for release as I imagined mom's breathy voice as she talked about how good her boyfriend's hard cock felt between her feet.
Holding my cock over her foot I started to stroke it and had to press my lips tightly together to avoid moaning. I took a step back so that my cock was no longer directly over her foot and emitted a loud gasp.
I'd let myself get to close and unable to hold myself back, pumped it several more times. I stifled a groan as my desperate cock erupted, then gasped again as cum rocketed from the tip and sprayed the bottom of mom's foot. Even as I stepped back and continued stroking, I couldn't believe how far that had squirted.
I moaned softly as my cock continued to spurt, and watched half panicked, but also filled with a sick thrill as my cum splashed against the bed just under mom's foot. My cock had nothing left to give and standing there panting, I tucked my still dripping dick into my shorts.
I looked down and felt another sick thrill as I looked at my mother's cum coated foot. I jumped back when her foot twitched and felt a wave of panic go through me, I quickly backed up to where her closet was and looking down into her laundry basket grabbed a towel.
I carefully approached the bed and after wiping it off, lightly dabbed at her foot. Mom moaned and to my horror began to roll over. In desperation, I wiped the towel hard across the bottom of her foot trying to get the last of my cum. Mom removed the pillow from her head and as I quickly dropped the towel at my feet she put looked at me through bleary eyes.
"Russ," she asked as she rolled over onto her back "Wh...what are you doing in here?"
"I...I saw your door open and..." Looking down I saw the edge of the sheet and grabbed it. "I was going to cover you up."
"Oh," she said, as she drew her foot up along the bed. "Is that what just touched my foot?"
"Um, yeah." I told her nervously watching as he reached down and rubbed her foot.
Mom's fingers slid along the bottom of her foot and I felt my heart stop in my chest when she frowned. "Wow," she said, "I must have been sweating, my foots wet."
"Yeah, well...maybe the sheet's not a good idea then, I just didn't want to..."
"Russ, come here." She tapped the side of the bed.
Oh, shit I thought as I slowly made my way over to her. When I reached the side of the bed, she surprised me by reaching out and putting her arms around me.
"Russ, that was very nice of you, you're so good to me!" she said in my ear.
I nodded against her shoulder and as I glanced down the bed and looked down the length of her legs thought, that was me, a real good guy.
*****
I looked up from the TV at the sound of the doorbell and glanced at the clock. It was just after six and I called up the stairs, "Hey Mom I think Lisa is here!"
"I'll be down in a couple of minutes!" she shouted down to me.
I nodded and made my way over to the door. I had to admit I'd been surprised when Mom told me this morning she had remembered our deal and called Lisa to say she would come out with her tonight. The only problem with that was I wondered if she remembered some of the rest of what she'd said. As I reached for the doorknob I felt a sense of relief she was going out, maybe she would meet someone and get a grip on herself.
Then again that meant I would have to stop getting a grip on myself, at least where mom was involved. Last night's sick performance and close call told me I needed to get myself back in the saddle as well. Fortunately mom had fallen right back to sleep almost as soon as she allowed me to tuck her in and hadn't noticed there was more than sweat on her foot. I opened the door and saw it was indeed Lisa.
"Hey Russ, she ready to go?"
"She needs a couple of more minutes," I told her stepping aside, "Come on in."
Lisa gave me a smile and as she passed me to enter the house I couldn't help checking her out. Lisa was in her early forties and although older than and not nearly as hot as mom certainly fit the term cougar.
Lisa was a tall slender brunette with a set of legs as long as mom's and a small, but perky set of tits that she always pushed up well in whatever low cut outfit she was wearing. Tonight she was wearing a simple one piece red sundress and with her long hair down and her small tits tightly encased by the snug fitting dress she looked damn good. I smiled at the thought that her and mom should get plenty of attention.
"Tell you what Russ, I don't know how you did it, but I'm thrilled you got her to come out tonight."
"I made a deal with her." I explained, "She's been telling me to get out and get over Jessica so I told her I would if she'd go out."
"Good move." Lisa nodded "This will be good for her. The place we're going is a club, but it's an older crowd, hopefully she meets someone."
"Yeah, about that." I glanced over at the stairs to make sure mom wasn't coming down before continuing. "Do me a favor Lisa if she drinks a lot watch her?"
"Oh, I'm driving so don't worry." She laughed, "And if she meets someone I'm sure they'll be driving!"
"Well, look that's the thing. When mom drinks she gets kind of..." I struggled to find a word, "Risque? Maybe."
"Oh, you mean horny?" Lisa laughed. "The last time I came over here and she was drinking she was really going on and on about sex." She paused and frowned, "She gets like that with you?"
"Yeah, she um...has no filter." I nodded.
"Wow, weird she would talk dirty in front of you."
"Yeah, it's kind of awkward, but anyway I'm afraid if she gets drunk and some guy hits on her she might..."
"Hey Russ, I know she's your mom and you care, but that could be what she needs, get her over the hump."
"I know, but what if the guy ends up a jerk or she wakes up and sobers up and feels bad?" I pointed out, "It could make it worse and I don't want to see her get hurt."
"You know, you have a point." She told me, "I'll watch who she's talking to," she then reached out and touched my arm "Russ, that's great you're that protective of her and you don't want her with some asshole."
Like the kind of asshole who would jerk off on her feet, I thought, but simply said, "Well she's been good to..."
"Damn girl!" Lisa interrupted me with a whistle, "Look at you!"
I turned around to see my mother coming down the stairs and whispered, "Oh, goddamn."
Mom was wearing a short black skirt that barely went down past her ass and as she walked down the stairs I could see the creamy skin of the insides of her upper thighs. I wondered if she would even be able to bend over in the damn thing.
Needless to say the skirt showed off her amazing legs, but making those legs look even better were a pair of red stiletto heels. Those heels had to be at least four inches and I noticed when she reached the bottom of the stairs, Mom was walking carefully as if she weren't used to the shoes.
Once she was standing in front of me I caught sight of her top and couldn't help gawking at her chest. The shirt mom was wearing was a red short sleeved button down, that wasn't racy, but she had it open to reveal a tight silk shirt with a lace top and so low cut I could see the top half of her impressive tits.
Mom's long hair was down and had been teased out making her look younger and she was wearing a bright red lipstick that called attention to her soft full lips.
"So, what do you think?" Mom asked and did a quick spin showing off the fact that the skirt barely covered the cheeks of her ass,
"I...wow mom you look," I shrugged, "You look hot!"
"Really?" she gave me a huge smile, "I don't look silly?"
"Honey, you're putting me to shame." Lisa laughed, "I feel like a damn tom boy next to you!"
"I don't know about all that, but," Mom looked over at me, "You really think I look good honey?"
"Um, well considering you're my mom, sure you look good."
"What if I wasn't your mom?" she asked, raising her eyebrows.
"Well..."
She was looking me in the eye and gave me an odd smile. I was wondering what was going on when I noticed her eyes seemed a little on the bright side.
"What kind of question is that?" Lisa asked, getting me off the hook, "He's your son, Linda."
Turning to Lisa I leaned over to her and said softly, "She's already been drinking, see what I mean?"
Lisa nodded and under the pretense of giving me a quick hug goodbye said, "I'll watch out for her, I promise."
"Thanks."
Lisa pulled away and taking mom by the arm, said, "Let's go hot stuff, we have some men to toy with!"
"Good." Mom said as she let her lead her towards the door, "Because I'm tired of using toys."
*****
I woke up with a start at the sound of the front door opening. I shook my head trying to clear the sleep from it. I saw Saturday night live was on the TV and wondered who won the Sox game I'd fallen asleep during. My attention was drawn to the door when I heard Lisa say,
"Come on Linda, you're home, just a little further."
I sat up and saw Lisa and mom stagger through the doorway. Lisa had one arm around Mom's shoulders and was holding her arm as she guided her into the living room.
"Is she okay?" I asked, quickly getting up and going over to them.
"I'm fine!" Mom snapped and pushed herself away from Linda, "Damn fine according to all the guys!"
As soon as Mom had stepped away from Lisa, she staggered again and I caught her by the arm.



"She's okay," Lisa told me as she put Mom's purse on the coffee table "But she's had a few."
"I could have had a few for sure!" Mom snapped, "But I would have settled for one and you..." she paused and frowned as if she couldn't remember what she was going to say next, "You took me away!" she pointed at Lisa.
"That guy wasn't what you needed." Lisa said calmly.
"Wow, what is it with you two?" Mom asked, "First all I want is a stiff drink, and you guys say I drink too much, then all I want is a stiff cock and you won't let me have that either!"
"Linda, please be careful in front of Russ."
"Please!" she laughed, "He's not a little kid and he has a cock, he knows what I'm talking about."
"It's time for bed." Lisa told her, and then looked at me, "You want me to help you with her?"
"I don't need help." Moms said and leaning on my arm bent down and one at a time slipped her shoes off. "I'm fine and I'm used to going to bed alone."
Without another word, she turned and wobbled her way over to the stairs. As Lisa and I watched, she grabbed the railing and slowly made her way up the stairs. Despite the fact Lisa was standing right behind me I couldn't pass up the chance to stare at mom's ass in that insanely short skirt and as she reached the top I was rewarded with a good look at the cheeks of her ass.
She turned away and disappeared down the hallway. Turning to look at Lisa I whistled, "Damn how much did she drink?"
"You know that's the weird thing." Lisa said, "She had a few, but not what I would think was enough to do that to her."
"I think she was drinking before she went with you." I told her.
"Maybe, well anyway," Lisa walked over to Mom's purse and began rummaging around in it. After a moment she took out three pieces of paper and after crumpling two of them up put the third on the table next to the purse. "Listen, Russ, this guy seemed really nice, invited your mom out for coffee sometime, but the other two were just looking for sex so I'm getting rid of them."
"Thank you Lisa."
"That's what friends are for." She turned and headed for the front door, speaking over her shoulder as she went. "Have her call me tomorrow when she finally gets up, because something tells me she's going to sleep like the dead."
"I will." I told her
With a final wave Lisa closed the door behind her and as I stood there the image of my mother being completely past out like she was last night came into my head. I pictured my hard cock over her soft foot then thought of what it would like over another part of her.
"You can't keep doing this." I said aloud.
But even as I spoke, my cock was swelling in my shorts and I had turned and headed for the stairs. As I began climbing them I wondered what Lisa, who had saved my mother from a couple of real assholes tonight, would think if she found out an even bigger one was going to go jerk off on his mother's ass?
*****
I reached the top of the stairs and told myself that if the door to mom's room was shut I would just head into my room, jack off and try to clear my head of this shit.
As I approached the doorway to her room, part of me was hoping the door would be closed, saving me from being a sicker bastard than I already was. It was with mixed emotions that I saw her door was only half shut and still trying to tell myself to keep moving anyway, I peered into her room.
"Holy shit." I muttered under my breath.
Any chance I had of doing the right thing was out the window at the sight before me. Not only was mom again lying on her stomach on the bed, but she was completely naked! Even though I was barefoot I forced myself to walk as carefully into the room as possible.
Reaching the side of the bed I looked down and took in the sight of my mother's naked body. She hadn't pulled the blinds down and the street light outside her window made my view even better. Mom had her arms tucked under her head and as last night, she was facing away from me.
Mom's breathing was so deep she was practically snoring and positive she was even more far gone than last night I reached out and laid my hand on her back. I kept it still, feeling the steady rise and fall of her breathing beneath my hand and began trailing my fingers down to her this time bare ass.
I slid my hand down her left ass cheek until I was holding it in the palm of my hand and gave a soft squeeze. I marveled at how firm her ass was as I kept my hand resting on it, I let my gaze fall between her legs.
Like last night, Mom had one leg drawn up and I could plainly make out her pink and totally smooth pussy. I licked my lips at the sight of hers and reaching down with my free hand unzipped my shorts. I pulled out my throbbing cock and as I started to stroke it, eased my hand from her ass down to her thigh.
My heart was pounding and my breath quickened as I worked my hand along the soft skin of her thigh. I bit my lip as I felt the side of my hand graze her hot flesh and as I pumped my cock, I took a chance and rubbed my hand gently up and down.
Mom's breathing continued in that same steady rhythm and growing bolder I rubbed my hand a little faster. I had to resist the urge to moan and my cock twitched against my palm when I felt the edge of my hand getting wet. Removing it, I brought it to my face and inhaled deeply. I closed my eyes and sighed at the sweet scent of my mother's pussy.
I pumped my cock harder and leaning over the bed placed the tip against her warm thigh. I was starting to sweat and was seriously considering cumming all over her ass and thigh.
I put my hand back down on that soft thigh and unable to resist, placed it along her hot and now wet flesh. I was fighting hard not to moan and was starting to stroke myself even faster as I leaned over and tried to angle the head of my cock directly over her ass.
"Are you really going just jerk off when there's a nice wet pussy in front of you?"
"Mom!" I gasped, jerking my hand away from her thigh and looking down, desperately tried to put my cock in my shorts before she...
"Oh, honey, don't you dare put that away!"
I looked up from my crotch to see that mom had rolled over and was sitting up in the bed looking at me.
"Mom! I..." I froze as my eyes fell on her bare tits.
They were even bigger than I had imagined, but despite their size were still sitting firm and high. Her nipples were as pink as her pussy and looked as hard as my cock had felt.
"Well?" she asked, "You going to stand there with your cock in your hand or you going to come give me what I need."
"W...what you n...need?"
"Yes Russ." She pointed down at my still hard cock "I've been telling you I need a good stiff cock and honey, that is one beautiful hard cock."
"Mom, I...I am so sorry!" I exclaimed, releasing my cock and starting to back away.
"Don't be." She said softly, "Russ I can't tell you how wet I am thinking that nice young cock is hard for me."
"Look Mom, I...I don't know why I..."
"You're here because you my dear boy, want to fuck your mother," she giggled, "That and you had such a good time cumming on my foot last night you wanted more."
"You..."
"I was awake the entire time you were rubbing that big dick all over my foot Russ." She shrugged causing her tits to bounce enticingly "I was going to say something, but decided to let you dig a nice hole for yourself, this way you can't deny what you want."
"Mom..." I had nothing to say and despite how bad this was I found my eyes dropping down between her legs.
"And what do you want Russ?" she smiled wickedly, "Tell your mother what you want and I bet you'll get it."
"I...I..." I couldn't say it and just shook my head.
"No, you don't want these?" Mom reached under her tits and holding them up began to rub her nipples with her thumbs. "You don't want to suck on the tits you've been staring at lately?"
"You...you keep showing them." I said lamely
"And what about this?" Mom opened her legs and reaching down spread her pussy open for me. "You don't want this pussy you were already playing with?"
"Its...I can't you're..."
"Oh knock it off Russ!" Mom snapped sounding angry, "You fucked my foot last night and was rubbing my pussy getting ready to cum all over me! So don't tell me it's wrong because you're dying for it."
"But..."
"And honey I need it sooo bad!" she purred, now smiling again, "I...I can't with another guy Russ, I'm not ready, but oh I want it so bad and when I saw you looking I thought why not? You're young and hot and you love me" she paused and giving me a surprisingly nervous smile asked, "You do love me don't you?"
"Y...of course." I told her my eyes frozen to her pussy which she was now rubbing her finger though. "B...but as a mother, not..."
"So you love me like your mother, but fuck me like some drunken slut at the bar, how's that?" she laughed and licked her lips, "Because trust me honey, we're not going to make love, oh, no tonight my son is going to shove that big cock in my mouth so I can suck him off then fuck me aren't you?"
I finally tore my gaze from between her legs and looking up saw her face was flushed and she was breathing as hard as when I'd saw her playing with herself. Her large tits were rising and falling with her breathing and despite my panic my cock was still hard as a rock. Mom's gaze found my cock and as I watched she slowly liked her lips and patting the bed next to her said, "Come on baby, and give me what I need."
"Mom you're...drunk." I told her.
"Not completely, but enough to let you come take advantage of me." She rolled her eyes, "So you can jerk off on me, but I don't get to participate?"
"No, but..."
"Russ get over here and suck on my tits," she beckoned me with her finger, "I'm not asking you, I'm telling you. Now come get what you want and give me what I need."
With the insane thought of it wasn't nice to disobey your mother I started to get on the bed when she said, "Take your clothes off, and show me that nice young body of yours."
I hesitated and Mom grabbed my wrist, bringing my hand to her face sucked my fingers into her mouth.
"Oh damn." I moaned at the feeling of her soft wet tongue circling my fingers.
Mom moaned and rolling her eyes back started sucking hard on my fingers. Popping them from her mouth she sighed, "I can't wait for that to be your cock."
At those words all thought of right and wrong ended and grabbing the bottom of my shirt I pulled it over my head. I was just tossing it to the side when I gasped at the feeling of Mom's hand around my cock. I looked down to see she had leaned forward and holding my cock in her hand gave it a hard squeeze. I moaned loudly and a spurt of pre cum shot from the tip of my cock all over mom's hand.
"Oh, look at that," she whispered and I moaned again as she started slowly pumping my cock.
"Yeah, let's get that big dick nice and wet," she said softly.
I watched her small hand slide up and down my hard shaft taking in how good her long red nails looked. Mom looked up at me and said, "Why are your shorts still on?"
Leaning over I awkwardly shoved them down trying to maintain my balance while Mom continued to gently stroke my dripping prick.
"Good boy." She purred, "I think you should get a reward for that."
Bending her head down, Mom stuck her tongue out and I cried out as she shoved the tip into the slit of my cock. She pulled her head back and I watched wide eyed as she pulled a trail of my pre cum with it.
Looking up at me with her glassy blue eyes she smiled and then with a slurping sound that made my knees weak sucked the trail of sticky fluid back to the tip of my cock, where after placing a gentle kiss to the head, said, "That's all for now, you want any more of your Mom's mouth you get up here and take care of me!"
Mom sat up and I quickly climbed onto the bed next to her. Mom leaned back against the headboard and grabbing face pulled me into a hard kiss that caught me completely by surprise. I gasped as her full lips pressed against mine and at first didn't kiss her back.
Mom parted her lips and began kissing me even harder, all but devouring my own lips. As she kissed me, her arms slid around my shoulders and drew me into her embrace. I groaned at the feeling of her hard nipples against my chest and the feeling of her warm soft breasts pressed between us.
I let myself begin to relax and parting my own lips started kissing her back. Mom sighed softly in her throat and began sliding her lips gently back and forth across mine. When I went to begin to kiss her harder, she moaned and spurred on by the sound, I slipped my tongue out and into her mouth. Mom moaned even louder and I felt her tongue eagerly greet mine. I put my arms around her slender waist and pulled her tightly against me.
Mom removed her lips from mine and whispered, "That's it honey, don't be shy, I'm all yours."
Her words sent a thrill through me and leaning forward I once again sought her lips. With a giggle that caused me to smile, Mom eagerly pressed those full soft lips into mine and our tongues immediately began to dance across each other.
I slid my hand up along the smooth skin of her back and up into her long red hair. Mom moaned as my fingers ran through it until I was holding the back of her head, keeping her lips pressed to mine. I could taste the wine on her lips and briefly wondered what the hell was going to happen in the morning when she sobered up.
That thought and any other was cut off when Mom dropped her arm from my shoulder and sliding it between us grabbed my cock. I moaned into her mouth as she squeezed it and grabbing the back of my hair, she pulled my head back and smiled, "Yeah you like that honey? You like your mother playing with your big dick?"
"Oh, yeah." I breathed as she started stroking it.
"Tell me." She whispered, "I want to hear it."
"I...Linda I..." I stopped and groaned when she gave my cock a hard squeeze and said, "Since when are we on a first name basis? I'm your mother," she emitted another drunken giggle, "Even when I am playing with your cock."
I wasn't sure I could bring myself to say it, but when her hand left my cock and began massaging my balls, I blurted out, "Oh, Mom I...I want you to play with my cock."
"What else do you want?"
She made a show of licking her lips and I immediately responded, "I want you to suck my cock and..." I moaned as she once again grabbed my dick. "I want you mom!"
"Well it is a mother's job to give her son whatever he needs." She smiled, "But I also believe in ladies first," Leaning back against the bed, she held up her right tit, "Come show me how bad you want me, Russ," she gave me a wink, "I'll make it worth your while, trust me."
I quickly bowed my head as mom held her tit up to me took her nipple into my mouth. I began swirling my tongue around her excited flesh and with a soft sigh; mom relaxed back against the bed and began playing with my hair. Her other hand was still playing with my cock, but rather than stroking she was running her fingernails up and down my throbbing shaft.
It was a tease, but felt damn good and right now my focus was on my mother's amazing tits. I reached out and grabbed them and as I switched my mouth to her other nipple, couldn't believe how heavy they were.
They were also damn firm and as I squeezed them, Mom moaned my name arched her back, shoving her nipple deeper into my mouth. I began rubbing her other nipple with my fingers and again I became aware of her hips rocking against me.
"Oh, honey, that feels so good." She purred, "I...no one has touched me since your father and," she moaned again and whispered, "Play with my pussy."
As she spoke Mom grabbed my left hand and pulling it from her tit shoved it between her legs. I moaned around her nipple as she pressed the palm of my hand against her hot wet flesh and started moving it up and down. She let go, but I continued to rub her pussy, sliding my fingers through the wet lips of her pussy. Mom began moaning and thrusting her hips into me.
"Inside," she told me, shove your fingers Oh yes!"
Mom cried out as I pushed two of my fingers into her hot and very tight pussy. I began moving them slowly in and out while still working her nipples with my tongue and fingers. Mom's fingers were starting to pull my hair, but her other hand had once again wrapped around my cock and was now pumping it.
Her hips were rocking even faster, shoving my fingers deep inside of her and causing her to whimper each time. Burying my fingers as deep as I could, I placed my thumb on her swollen clit and started rubbing it in slow circles.
"Oh honey!" Mom exclaimed, "Oh right there, oh you are such a good boy!"
Mom punctuated that sentence by rubbing her hand over the dripping head of my cock, and I released a whimper as she caressed my sensitive flesh.
"Oh, don't you worry," she whispered as she started pumping my now slick cock, "I am going to take good care of this cock," she gasped as I began moving my thumb faster on her excited button, "I am going to suck this cock and swallow every fucking drop!"
Those words caused me to begin to plunge my fingers harder into her pussy and she moaned her approval, "That's it honey, nice and hard, I'm not one of your little girlfriends! You're going to fuck the shit out of me tonight!"
I pressed my thumb harder against her clit and rubbed as fast as I could while now driving my fingers so hard into her soaking pussy I could hear a wet sucking sound when they came out.
Mom was moaning continuously and her hips were pumping as hard as my fingers were. Her hand was now still on my cock, simply holding it as I worked her tits and pussy, but I was fine with that, I had no doubt my mother was going to take good care of me.
"Oh...oh!" Mom gasped, "Right there baby! Just like that, just like...Yes!"
Mom's pussy clutched around my fingers and with a loud cry she began bucking her hips wildly into my fingers.
"Oh fuck!" She cried out as she closed her legs, clamping her thighs around my hand.
I kept my fingers and thumb moving as well as my tongue as I sucked her nipple hard into my mouth while squeezing the other between my fingers. Mom cried out even louder than before and I couldn't believe how hot her pussy was as it convulsed around my fingers.
The thought that I was soon going to be inside of the pussy sent a surge through my cock and I moaned as Mom's hand tightened around it. Her hips slowed their moving and with a loud sigh, mom's body relaxed and she opened her legs.
"Oh damn I haven't cum that hard in months." She said with a tired smile, then looking at me, said, "Now I guess I owe you a little something don't I?"
"I...oh!" I moaned as she began stroking my cock hard and fast,
"Do you need to cum baby?" she asked
"Oh yeah, " I whispered, then groaned when she released my cock, "Please don't tease!"
"I like that." She laughed, and then shook her head, "Oh, I'm no tease baby, now why don't you stand up, right next to the bed?"
I moved to get off the bed so quickly I almost fell and with a laugh Mom turned sideways on the bed, then as I watched stretched her long legs out behind her until she was lying on her stomach. She propped herself up on her elbows and my heart began to beat faster when I realized her head was directly level with my cock.
"Come here baby," she said softly. "Mom has a treat for you."
I stepped up until my cock was literally in her face and taking it in her hand she slowly pumped it before placing a kiss on the head of it. My hips twitched at the contact and mom asked, "You want a treat don't you Russ?"
"Yes please." I said as I stared down into her wide blue eyes.
"Good, you should always say please to you mother, especially when she's going to blow you."



There was a lot wrong with that statement, nut not a damn thing wrong with the feeling of Mom sliding the head of my cock between her lips. I groaned at the feeling of her soft wet tongue pressing against my shaft and her firm lips around my cock as she slowly took me into her mouth.
I stood there trembling, resisting the urge to move my hips as inch by teasing inch; Mom continued to take me ever deeper. Mom moaned and lifted her head higher made me cry out as she shoved her head down; taking me so deep I could feel her lips pressing against the base of my shaft.
I stared down transfixed by the sight of the entire length of my cock buried in my mother's mouth. Mom looked up at me and with a wink slid her tongue out and began licking my balls.
"Oh my god!" I moaned.
"Hmm-mm" Mom moaned around my cock she withdrew my cock from her mouth until just the head was between her lips and then started bobbing her head in a slow steady rhythm. I moaned and as my mother blew me let my eyes leave her face and look down at her incredible body.
Mom had her legs bent up at the knees and was playfully kicking her feet. Her hips were also moving, grinding into the bed and causing her ass to rise and fall. She was sighing contentedly around my cock and it gave me thrill to know that she was getting turned on by giving her son a blow job.
Mom's long red hair was lying across her face and reaching down I swept it onto her back so I could continue to watch her suck me. Mom was moving slowly and as good as her mouth felt I began to whimper as my desperate cock yearned for release. She took me all the way down to my balls again and this time began shaking her head back and forth.
I moaned louder than before as I could feel her tongue swirling around the base of my shaft. Mom paused then sucking me back out of her mouth with aloud slurping sound turned her head and started rubbing my cock against her soft cheek.
"Oh that looks good." I whispered as I could see her cheek glistening with my pre cum.
"Yeah, how about this?" Mom asked, and then ducking her head began licking my balls.
"Oh fuck!" I groaned as she bathed my balls with her tongue, I cried out again as she switched from licking to sucking, taking turns with each of my aching balls.
Mom release them then taking my cock back in her mouth held her head still. I remained motionless and reaching down she grabbed my hands and putting them on the sides of her head, removed my cock and said, "I told you I'm not one of your little girls Russ, go ahead and fuck my mouth!"
"Fuck.,."
"You heard me, shove that cock nice and deep into your slutty mother's mouth!"
Mom took me deep again and holding her head I began to slowly move my hips. I groaned at the feeling of her tongue and lips pressing against me and started going faster.
"Hmm-mm" Mom encouraged me.
I began to fuck her mouth, moving my hips further back and going faster Mom moaned something then reaching around grabbed my hips and started pulling me into her face. Taking her meaning and no longer worried about getting carried away I started really moving my hips, fucking her mouth the way I would Jessica's pussy.
Mom made a gurgling sound and it that caused me to fuck her face even harder. Mom opened her mouth wider and I was aware of her drool dripping down my cock as I practically choked her with it.
I would have slowed down, but the look on her face was one of pure lust. Her eyes were now watering, but staring directly into mine and I could feel my thighs starting to shake as my plunging cock raced to blow its load.
Mom squeezed my hips and with a sloppy sucking sound pulled my cock from her mouth. I moaned at the sight of my pre cum and her spit dripping from her chin and with a nasty smile she said, "How about another treat?"
She then rolled over onto her back and letting her head hang off the side of the bed opened her mouth.
"Oh shit." I whispered, "Mom, you're..."
"A dirty fucking slut!" she laughed, "Now, shove that cock down my throat!"
Again there was no way I was going to argue with her and leaning over and placing my hands on the bed I dropped my cock into her mouth. Mom grabbed my ass and once again started urging me to fuck her mouth. This time I didn't hesitate and started pumping my hips, shoving my cock down into her mouth.
Again she began gurgling, but moaning as well. I looked down the bed and saw she had her legs open and leaning my weight on one hand reached between her legs and started rubbing her pussy.
Mom squealed around my cock and started moving her hips up and down, leaning further I shoved my fingers inside her and started finger fucking her while I plunged my cock down her willing throat. Mom was moaning and so was I as again my legs started to shake. As much as I wanted this too last, I couldn't hold back any longer and with a loud gasp started desperately pumping my hips. Mom slid her hands around to my stomach and pushed hard.
"No!" I whimpered as my cock slid from her mouth, "Mom, please I...oh shit!"
Mom had pulled me forward and this time putting her head between my legs began sucking hard on my balls. She grabbed my cock and began jerking it off hard and fast as her tongue swirled across my balls. I had to stop playing with her pussy to keep myself up right and as Mom added her other hand, pumping me with both while sucking on my aching balls I released a loud cry and my cock exploded in her hand.
I watched as a huge spurt of cum shot across her tits and all over her flat stomach. I moaned and whimpered as still sucking my balls, Mom pumped my cock causing spurt after spurt of hot white cum to spray her tits and stomach.
Mom was moving my cock side to side painting her tits with cum as I gasped and my hips pumped into her hands. I whimpered pathetically as she wrung the last couple of drops from me. Mom released my balls from her mouth and sliding herself across the bed, sat up and looked down at her cum covered tits.
"Oh god that looks good!" she moaned and scooping some of it up with her fingers shoved them into her mouth.
Mom rolled her eyes back in her head as she sucked on them, then with a sigh said, "Damn that's good!" looking at me she said, "Get on your knees."
I dropped down to the floor so fast it hurt my knees, but all I could think of was what I knew was next. Mom didn't disappoint as swinging herself around on the bed she placed her feet on my shoulders and her pink pussy right in my face. I eagerly leaned forward and immediately drove my tongue inside of her.
"Yes!" she cried out, "That's it, don't be shy baby, suck my pussy!"
I sucked hard and moaned at the taste of her juice in my mouth and began rapidly moving my head, sliding my tongue in and out of her hot box. Mom cried out again and started rocking her hips into my face.
"Oh you bad boy!" she moaned, "First your fingers in my pussy now your tongue," she gasped and added, "You know what's going in there next don't you?"
I moaned and removing my tongue from her pussy slid it up through the wet folds of her pink flesh and finding her clit, sucked it into my mouth. Bringing my hand up, I roughly shoved two fingers inside of her and Mom cried out her approval and started moving her hips even faster.
"That's it! It's all yours Russ! You do whatever you want down there, baby just make me cum!"
As I began swirling my tongue around her hard clit I looked up and felt my recently spent cock jump. Mom was lying on her back and was rubbing my cum all over her pink nipples as she moaned and watched me lick her pussy. That sight sent my tongue dancing even faster across her clit and I was shoving my fingers so hard into her pussy her juices were squirting out around them.
"Yeah suck that fucking clit!" Mom moaned, "I'll let you tease me next time, but this time the faster I come the faster you get to fuck me!"
Next time? My heart raced as I wondered if we would again or if once she sobered up this was going to be a problem and never happen again. That bridge would be one I'd cross later, for right now all that mattered was the amazing taste and smell of my mother's pussy in my face and the sight of her massaging my cum into her incredible tits.
Mom was now rubbing it directly onto her nipples and pulling and pinching them as well. Her face was almost as red as her hair and her glossy blue eyes were fixed on her son's face buried in her pussy.
"Harder." She moaned, "Move your fingers faster!"
I did as she said and her hips started thrusting up off the bed even faster than before.
"Oh, I'm so fucking close!" she groaned, and then managed to shock me yet again, "Shove a finger in my ass!"
This time I did pause and she snapped, "I said put your damn finger in my ass!"
I reached up and plunged one of my fingers hard into her ass and mom squealed so loudly I wondered what the neighbors were thinking. I started shoving my finger in and out in time with the two buried in her pussy and as I marveled at how tight her ass was started sucking her clit so hard my lips were smacking.
I could feel my fingers sliding against each other through the thin skin between her ass and pussy and the sensation had my cock hard and ready between my legs. Mom gasped and arching her back off the bed, let loose with a long loud scream that sent an excited chill down my spine.
"Oh yes baby!" she cried out.
I gasped in surprise as she reached down and grabbing my hair shoved my face into her quivering pussy. Mom wrapped her fingers in my hair and started moving her hips up and down grinding her wet pussy all over me. I kept my tongue and fingers moving and the feeling of her ass and pussy contracting around my fingers was amazing.
Mom cried out again and this time closed her legs around my head, pinning between her thighs. I wasn't complaining though, knowing I was making her cum this hard was a huge turn on and I almost laughed into her pussy at the absurd thought that all sons should be this good to their mothers!
Mom released a long shuddering moan and as her pussy and ass relaxed around my fingers she let legs drop from my shoulders.
"Oh my god, I came harder than last time!" she panted, "Now let's see if you do too!"
As I watched with my cock twitching, Mom raised her legs straight into the air and slowly spread them wide open. "Get up here and fuck me!"
"Yes ma'am!" I exclaimed.
Standing I grabbed her ankles and after sliding my cock once through her wet lips found the entrance to her pussy and drove my cock hard into it.
'Oh fuck!" mom yelled, "Oh honey, I...ohhhh"
Mom's words trailed off into a low moan as after holding my cock buried inside her I began to move my hips, slowly fucking her. I looked down and as I watched the sight of my cock entering my mother's pink pussy I thought that wrong as it was, nothing had ever felt better!
She was far hotter and wetter than any of the girls I'd fucked and she was damn tight as well. As I slid all the way inside I cried out as Mom contracted her pussy around my cock.
"Oh, Russ." She groaned, "Damn you have a nice cock!" she paused to moan then with another nasty smile added, "Now show me what you can do with it, show me what I've been missing honey!"
As I had with her mouth I figured there was no turning back now and rearing my hips back I paused briefly then started slamming the shit out of her.
"Fuck yes!" Mom cried out. "That's it fuck that pussy! Fuck your mother's pussy, be a good boy and give me what I need!"
I stood there were her legs spread as far as possible and began hammering away on her. Mom threw her head back and screamed as my cock repeatedly plunged into her needy pussy.
I looked up at her to see she was holding her tits, squeezing the nipples and crying out each time my cock went into her. I brought her legs together and as I'd seen guys do in porn leaned over her, pushing her legs back until her ankles were almost behind her ears.
"Oh my fucking god!" she screamed, "Yes baby! Yes!"
Mom's hips had lifted, causing her ass to come off the bed and I could feel my cock going in even deeper. Mom was so wet I could feel her juices dripping down my thighs and began fucking her so hard I could feel my balls slapping against her ass.
Below me, Mom looked incredible her wide blue eyes had a look of drunken lust that should probably have bothered me, but instead caused me to strive to fuck her harder. Her perfect lips were parted and her tongue was protruding as she began to yelp with every thrust.
She was sweating and her red hair was dark where it was plastered to her cheek and neck. Her tits were glistening with cum and I could still see drops of my white fluid on her stomach. Mom opened her eyes and seeing me watching her moaned, "Stop baby, I need it the other way."
I pulled back loving the sound my glistening cock made as it slid from her dripping slit. Mom paused for a moment and sitting up, shook her head, "Wow, you're fucking me dizzy!"
"That might be the wine, mom," I panted as my eyes fixed on her ass as she rolled over onto her hands and knees.
"Might be your big fucking cock too." She laughed, "Now where were you?"
Even though I knew she wanted my cock the sight of her wet pussy peeking out at me from between her thighs caused me to lean in and plunge my tongue back into it. Mom squealed with delight and moaned, "Oh, Russ I never thought I'd say it, but I love it when you misbehave."
I smiled into her pussy as I continued to lap up her juice and she moaned, "Lick my ass! Show me how bad you can be."
I'd never done that before, but quickly slid my tongue up and started swirling it around her pink rosebud. Mom giggled and moving her hips moaned, "Deeper"
I pressed my tongue into her ass and Mom released a squeal that sent a shiver through my cock.
"Oh, I love a good rim job!" she moaned, then giggled again, "You didn't know what a bad girl your mom was did you?"
I grunted and slid my fingers into her pussy while I continued to tongue her ass until she breathed, "Okay, baby I need that cock again." Laughing she cried out, "Bottom's up!"
I stood straight and after grabbing her hips and pulling her closer to the edge of the bed plunged my cock so hard into her my balls hit her pussy.
"Oh fuck you're deep!" Mom yelled, "You'...oh fuck!"
Mom screamed as I for lack of a better term I tore into her. I was holding her hips so tightly she couldn't move forward and was slamming my cock balls deep into her as hard as I could. Mom squealed loudly and tossing her head back sent her long sweat soaked red hair across her back. Reaching out I grabbed the end of it and beyond caring if she would mind began pulling it as I fucked her. Turned out to be a good move as she called out,
"Yes! That's it pull my hair fuck me like the drunk slut I am! Fuck me like you've been dying too because I know you have!"
As I continued to plunge my long thick cock into her saturated pussy mom continued fueling my fire.
"Yeah take that pussy! No, you're not taking it, you're claiming it aren't you?" she moaned, "You're making it yours! You bad boy you're making your mother your slut aren't you? Making her your drunken little whore!" she laughed, "And she loves it! Now put your finger in my ass!"
I didn't even think twice this time and pushed my finger into her ass. Mom let out a high pitched squeal and I moaned at the feeling of my cock sliding against my finger. I jumped when I felt something hit my balls and looked down to see mom had slid her hand underneath her and was rubbing her clit.
'Oh yeah baby." She moaned, "I'm going to cum on that cock, oh yeah I am!"
I shook the sweat from my eyes and continued my relentless assault on my mother's amazing pussy. Mom was now driving her hips back into mine, and my balls were starting to hurt from slamming into her pussy, but not enough to slow me down.
"Put another finger in!" she called out in between her yelps of pleasure.
I paused briefly then placing my finger next to the other and pushed it in. Mom moaned and I could feel her ass stretching around my fingers as my cock plundered her pussy. Mom began squealing now and slamming her hips even harder back into me.
"Oh baby, I want to cum I want!" she whimpered. She then uttered the words that I would imagine no other kid I knew had ever heard.
"Put your cock in my ass!" she cried out, "Fuck my ass baby! Its been years since I've taken it like that, but my boy deserves a treat doesn't he?"
Fuck her in the...I looked down at my fingers buried in her ass and figured that compared to the fact I was fucking my mother, would putting it in her ass make I any worse?"
"I...I never..." I began and she cut me off.
"Then mommy's ass can be your first ass, now shove your big cock in there so I can cum!"
I pulled my cock out and placing the tip of it against her ass, planned on easing it in, but mom had other plans. With a thrust of her hips, she drove herself backwards, burying my cock to the hilt in her incredibly tight ass.
"Oh my fucking god!" she howled, "Oh that's a big fucking cock!"
I stayed still and as I stood there gasping and moaning at how tight her ass was, mom started rocking back and forth, sliding my cock in and out of her ass. I stood motionless moaning as she fucked her ass with my cock. Mom's moans sounded like a mix between pleasure and pain, but her hips began to move faster and she was pushing back harder each time.
"That's it, right in my ass, that's the best place to fuck a drunken slut isn't it?" she gasped then stopping her hips looked back at me. "Now fuck me Russ! Make me squeal and cum!"
Taken aback a little at this point I nonetheless began to fuck her, but much slower than before until she called out, "I said fuck me! Fuck your mother's ass! Fuck the ass every guy in that fucking bar wanted tonight!"
Again her words excited me to the point I threw caution to the wind and began pounding her ass as hard as I had her pussy.
"Yes! Take it! Yeah those losers wanted this ass and pussy, but who gets it?" she demanded as she began slamming her hips back into me. "My son gets his mother's ass doesn't he? Because he wanted it and my baby always gets what he wants! He...oh...oh...please don't stop!"
Mom's fingers were still busy on her clit and as I continued to tear into her ass Mom lifter her head up and let loose with a howl that made me wonder if someone was going to call the cops. That howl was followed by another and beneath me; mom began squirming and writhing on my cock.
I cried out myself at the sensation of her ass contracting around my cock. She was now so tight it was beginning to hurt when I thrust into her, but I continued as she squealed and whimpered.
Mom arched her back, rising almost to her knees and after letting out another loud howl shivered and fell onto her face on the bed. She turned her head from the pillows and her blue eyes wide moaned, "Finish in my pussy, I want it in there again!"
I slid from her ass back into her oozing pussy and pushing down on her ass began pounding the shit out of her again. At this point mom was lying on her stomach and not even moving. She was covered in sweat and her eyes looked glazed over as I pounded away on her. She was yelping, but softly and the fact she looked completely spent caused a surge of excitement to go through me and I cut loose, fucking her as hard as I could.
"Oh honey." She groaned, "Oh my god you're so fucking good! Oh...cum for me! Cum for your mother, I...I have one more treat for you!"
I gave hr several more savage pumps that sent my aching balls slapping against her pussy and with a loud howl of my own, whipped my cock out.
"Hold it!" mom moaned and spinning around slid off the bed onto her knees in front of me.




Grabbing my cock she opened her mouth and placing the tip at her lips began jerking me off. I released my cock and moaned loudly as a huge spurt of cum shot into her mouth. Mom kept pumping my cock all the while wagging her tongue. The cum struck her tongue and some of it splashed off to drip down her chin. Most of it went into her mouth and when she couldn't coax anymore from my tired cock. She closed her mouth.
Mom paused then opening her mouth showed me the puddle of cum on her tongue. She closed her mouth again and after making a show of gulping, opened it again to show me it was gone.
"Last shot of the night." She said, with an exhausted smile.
"Jesus Christ." I moaned and turning flopped onto my back on her bed.
I watched as Mom placed her hand on the bed and after looking like she had to talk herself into it, pushed up into a standing position. As I had done she got onto the bed and rolling over lay on her back next to me gasping for breath.
"I...I have never been fucked that hard." She whispered, "Never." She winced, "My ass is sore!"
"Sorry." I told her, "You..."
"Don't be, a good boy does what his drunken mother says no?"
"I...I guess."
"I..."Mom frowned, then looking over at me said, "You know Russ, I think you fucked me sober!"
"I..." I stared at her and swallowing nervously said, "Um...well mom look, I know you wanted to do that, but you were a little..."
"I wanted to do it period Russ." She reached out and touched my cheek, "The booze just helped me be able to."
"You...you mean you wanted me?" I asked, "You weren't just drunk?"
"I..." with a sigh mom forced herself into a sitting position and I did the same as she began speaking. "Well it's not like I always wanted to. You're my son Russ and I never thought that way about you."
She paused to catch her breath and I watched her flushed sweaty tits heaving. I wondered if this meant we would be able to do this again.
"When dad passed, I was scared and nervous about being with another man. The wine made me relax and feel warm and..." she shrugged, "I...started to feel sexy and kind of started dressing that way around the house." She turned to me and smiled, "I...I saw you looking and I guess it should have bothered me, but it made me feel good."
"Really?" I asked, "I felt bad about it."
"Apparently not anymore." She told me.
I blushed and putting my head down said, "Mom I...I'm sorry I should have never come in here and... "
"No honey," she put her arm around me and pulled me close to her, "Don't feel bad, I was just kidding, but like I said it made me feel good, made me feel sexy." She sighed, "Then I started drinking a little more and started to think you were pretty sexy, which you are."
"But it's when you're..."
"Let me finish. I was never so bombed I couldn't remember the next day and when I started dressing more revealing I could remember you looking. It...it turned me on even sober, but how the hell could I say anything? So I...I started using the booze for I guess liquid courage like they say."
"Then," she giggled and lifted her foot in the air. "I guess the foot rub go to you. Honey I felt how hard you were with my foot and I all but jumped you then and there, but I didn't know how far you would go, so I left the door open like I did the night I played with myself..."
"You knew I was watching?"
"I hoped you would. I didn't start until I heard you in the hall If you had just gone in your room I would have given up, but you watched." She shrugged, "Then last night I figured I would just give you a little peek at me, but you went a lot farther. I was going to catch you last night, but was still nervous. Tonight between getting worked seeing you staring at me and other guys looking at me, I knew I had to do it tonight." She sighed, "Russ you were goddamn amazing and uh..." she began to blush, "I'm sorry I was so dirty I...I the booze was getting to me I should have never let you..."
"Um, no complaints here." I said.
Mom paused then laughed loudly, "Oh, okay, note to self, my son is a perv!"
"Because his mom is so goddamn hot!" I told her. She laughed again and I asked what had been on my mind, "So uh...what about...you know from now on."
"Well," she gave me a nervous smile, "I know I'd want more, but I...honestly for at least awhile I might need to have a few first, just to you know relax enough to not think about it." She looked at me and reaching down grabbed my still dripping cock, "What do you think about that honey? You okay with...being with your mother."
"Hmm," I moaned as I made a show of thinking, "What I think is..."
I stopped as mom's hand slid down and began gently caressing my balls.
"You think?" she prompted as draping her leg over mine she grabbed my hand and placed it on her sopping mound.
"I think," I nodded, "That I'll never complain about how much you drink again."
*****
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I opened my eyes and winced at the sun shining directly in my face from the open blinds. Rolling away from the window, I saw Sammi was already up and out of bed. The little witch had probably opened the blinds on purpose on her way out just to piss me off. Closing my eyes, I took a deep breath and smiled at the sweet scent of Sammi's pussy still on my face from last night. So, okay, maybe I'd let her slide with the blinds, after all she did lick one hell of a pussy in addition to having a pretty one of her own.
I lay there for a few minutes trying to fall back to sleep, but gave up and rolled over. Stretching my arms over my head, I arched my back and sighed contentedly at the feeling of the soft sheet sliding off my nipples. Bringing my fingers to my face I sniffed them and was pleased to get another good sniff of my nasty little dark haired minx. Not that our bedroom escapades weren't always hot, but last night had been better than most.
I looked over at the night stand saw the guest of honor from last night's festivities. I grabbed one of the straps on the harness of the eight inch strap on Sammi had brought home as a surprise last night and pulled it over to me.
Grabbing the thick rubber cock, I brought it to my nose and feeling naughty, opened my mouth and sucked the tip of it into my mouth. I moaned at the heavenly mix of our pussies and sliding up on the pillows sucked the toy cock deeper into my mouth.
I held it there thinking it had been a few months since I'd given a blow job and although it was a great size and looked good, the toy was a poor substitution for the real thing. Then again, when it was attached to a beautiful woman who was pulling your hair and spanking your ass, while fucking me senseless from behind, I guess I wasn't really losing out.
Turning, I stared at my reflection in the huge mirror strategically placed on the wall next to the bed and with a playful smile, opened wide and took the rubber cock all the way down to its base.
I held it there, imagining it trembling the way a real one would and could just imagine the thick salty pre cum dripping down my throat. Envisioning the cock belonging to a good looking young man half my age, I could all but hear his pathetic whimper when my tongue would slip out and lick his balls while effortlessly deep throating him. Before Sammi and I had decided to be exclusive six months ago, those were the guys I loved.
Barely more than boys, they were young, hot and had only fooled around with girls their age. They'd never had their cock really sucked the way a hot, horny cougar like me could do it.
Not to mention girls their age were still learning themselves, but a woman like me knew exactly what I wanted, how I want it and wasn't afraid to let them turn loose and fuck me until they couldn't get it up anymore.
I slipped the cock halfway out of my mouth and bobbed my head, watching in the mirror. My long blonde hair was a wild mess and my baby blue eyes were surrounded by smeared mascara. Overall I was sporting the freshly fucked look as Sammi called it and I have to say I wore it well.
There was still smears of both my and Sammi's lipstick on the dildo and I imagined both of our lips on a hot young cock; the two of us blowing a lucky young stud, teasing him, pleasing him, making him beg to cum in our slutty faces.
I shifted my gaze from my mock blow job and took in my bare tits. Although I wouldn't say they were huge, they were much more than a handful and so far gravity had been kind to me. They were still sitting nice and proud and right now my pink nipples were swollen and beginning to ache for attention.
I rubbed the wet head of rubber cock against my right nipple. I moaned softly at the contact and played it across the other one, before placing it between my tits and sliding it through them a couple of times.
My nipples weren't the only thing excited and drawing my long legs up, I kicked the sheet off. Lowering my legs, I spread them open and teased myself by sliding the cock down my stomach and rubbing it across the swelling of my mound.
I turned back to the mirror and placing my free hand past the toy, slipped my fingers through my pussy. My lips were still moist from the last night and my clit was swollen and ready.
I thought about grabbing my cell and calling Sammi and telling her to get her ass in here, but knowing her she could be out running errands already. Besides there was nothing wrong with a little self pleasuring to put me back to sleep.
Sliding my legs up so my knees were bent, I let them fall open and after teasing my clit with the head of the dildo eased it into my pussy.
"Oh, yeah, honey," I purred out loud, "Give me that nice young cock, give me every inch!"
I eased the cock in a little more, then with a hard thrust, buried it inside me. I yelped as it spread me open and held it there, letting my pussy get used to it.
Not getting fucked for a few months had made last night feel even better as my pussy wasn't as accustomed to having big hard things shoved in it. Holding the toy by the end I started pumping it while the fingers of my free hand stroked my clit.
"That's it fuck me, baby, fuck that hot pussy!" As good as the image in the mirror looked; I closed my eyes and let my imagination run wild.
Using long slow strokes with the strap on, my mind replaced my fingers with Sammi's talented tongue, expertly flickering across my clit while my fantasy stud fucked me. He would slide from my pussy and shove his cock, dripping with my juice, right into her waiting mouth.
"Yes." I moaned, "Suck his cock you dirty slut, taste my pussy!"
I plunged the cock harder and faster, my fingers dancing across my clit. Sammi would stop licking me and would straddle me, putting her ass in the air. Our lucky lover would grab her hips and start slamming her doggy style while she gave me a long tongue filled kiss.
She would be moaning into my mouth and wrapping my arms around her waist I would pin her to me and tell him to fuck her harder. Sammi would now be squealing in my ear, until, removing his cock from her he would go back to fucking me.
He'd grab my ankles and lift my ass off the bed, driving his big dick deeper into my needy pussy. Sammi would sit up and turn around, shoving her pussy in my face.
"Hmm," I moaned at the ought of my tongue plunging into her sopping cunt while she lay down and went back to licking my clit while her hammered away at my own gushing pussy.
Sammi would start squirming in my face and moaning under my tongue as she neared an orgasm. Her own tongue would have my thighs shaking and our lucky little boy toy would be moaning as well.
"Suck my clit, Sammi!" I groaned, "Make me cum while you cum in my face!"
I gasped as my real life orgasm began to race through my body and continued to talk myself through it.
"Oh yah baby cum for us! Spray that cum all over Sammi's slutty face!" I arched my back and released a long drawn out moan and pictured Sammi going off on my face, bucking and howling like the little wildcat she was.
"Cum in my face honey!" I cried out, "Oh...Oh make me cum!"
The word cum turned into a long loud squeal as my pussy contracted around the rubber cock and my orgasm exploded through me. I threw my head back and yelped repeatedly as I managed to keep the cock moving in and out while rubbing my clit in hard fast circles. Even in the throes of orgasm I held the image of Sammi and I cumming; her on my face and me around that young beautiful cock.
My fingers slowed and my squeals turned into soft moans as the last of the orgasm flowed through me. My last image of the fantasy ménage was the young stud whipping his cock out, Sammi and I on our knees and him cumming in both our faces.
'Oh, yeah, baby, give us that hot load." I murmured as I slipped the dildo from my pussy and slumped down into the bed, trying to catch my breath.
Oh, that was just what I needed! I could already feel my body relaxing and my mind following it, heading back into a deep...
My eyes jerked open at the sound of clapping. I turned my head to see Sammi standing there in the doorway.
"Take a bow!" she laughed, "That was a good show!"
"How long were you watching?" I asked, sitting up against the headboard.
"I was watching from the hallway when you grabbed our little friend. I just walked into the room when you closed your eyes." She shrugged, "I was thinking of jumping on in, but..."
"But what..."
"It was pretty hot to watch." She gave me an evil little smirk, "And listen to." She paused when I looked away embarrassed then asked, "So who were we fucking? Anyone I know?"
"No." I replied quietly, hoping this wouldn't turn into an argument.
Sammi had been the one to bring up us becoming exclusive and seemed jealous whenever I joked about men. Sammi had enjoyed more than her share of cocks in her day, but she had been more and more into women over the last couple of years culminating with taking our long time friendship and occasional bed-and sometimes partner sharing-and bringing it to the next level of becoming a couple.
"Well that's no fun." She said, entering the room and walking over to the bed, "If I knew them it would be more fun to hear the fantasy."
"You're my fantasy, baby." I told her, "You heard me calling your name."
"Smooth save, hot stuff." She laughed and sat on the bed next to me.
"I do what I can." I told her then took a moment to take in the woman who had managed to talk me into monogamy for the first time in my life.
Physically Sammi couldn't be more different from me. Her long dark brown hair was a sharp contrast to my blonde mane and where I was not a fan of the sun and rather fair, Sammi loved to lay out by the pool and her bronze skin looked damn good against mine. Better yet were the sexy and very thin tan lines around her hips and breasts. Sammi sunned in a string bikini and if the Williams next door weren't home would go topless.
Right now her dark skin was accentuated by the tight little white tank top she was wearing with a pair of white cotton shorts. Unlike my fairly ample breasts, Sammi had small perky little tits that were perfectly round and featured the most delectable rosy nipples.
Those nipples were hard and poking teasingly through the thin material of her top. The tank top fell far short of her waist and showed off her flat tanned stomach as well as the silver chain dangling from her pierced naval.
Sammi had gotten that done just for me and I appreciated her effort every time I saw it and loved to playfully tongue it on my way down to her completely smooth pussy. In return for her piercing I always kept a small patch of blond fuzz over my pussy demonstrating I was a true blond.
Sammi leaned against the headboard and stretched her long dark legs. I let my eyes take the pleasant trip down their length and ended up staring at her purple toe nails.
"So, you've been thinking a lot about cock lately?"
I reluctantly brought my eyes to her face and forced myself to look into those big brown doe eyes that along with the little girl pout she could put out there on demand caused me to give her anything she wanted.
"Well, just sometimes." I shrugged and trying to distract her reached out and caressed her nipple through her shirt, "But right now all I'm thinking about is you letting me suck on your pretty little titties."
"That's not what you were sucking on a minute ago." She picked up the toy.
"Oh, well. It smelled like us and I had to taste it." I gave her the little girl giggle I could always conjure up that I knew got to her, "It went downhill from there."
To my delight, Sammi brought the rubber cock to her nose and inhaled. Her pretty brown eyes rolled back and she sighed softly.
"Hmm, I can see where that could happen." She brought the cock down to her lips and as I watched, she opened wide and slid more than half of the cock down her throat.
She bobbed her head slowly and I licked my lips at the sight of her easily downing the thick cock. She moaned around it when I started teasing her nipple and placed my hand on her bare stomach. I slid it across her warm skin and unsnapping her shorts started to unzip them.
"You know, honey." I said leaning over and kissing her cheek as she continued to show off her blow job skills, "It's not fair I came without you, so how about I make my brown eyed girl purr?" I slipped my hands in her shorts and was thrilled to feel her smooth bare flesh beneath my fingers, "Oh, no panties! You bad..."
I stopped, when Sammi slid the toy from her mouth and tossed it onto the foot of the bed. That move was accompanied by her grabbing my wrist and easing my hand from her shorts.
"You didn't answer my question, Nikki."
"I'm sitting here naked in front of you and you want to talk?" I cupped my tits, "You don't want to say good morning?"
"I think you gave yourself a good morning."
I wasn't as good at it as she was, but nevertheless gave her my best pout, "C'mon Sammi, don't be like that."
Sammi flipped my lower lip with her purple finger tip and I felt a wave of relief when she flashed me one of her adorable-and totally misleading-smiles, "Relax, baby, I'm not mad, but I want to talk about something."
"Okay." I nodded and leaning over grabbed the t-shirt I'd had on last night and slipped it over my head.
"Thanks." Sammi grinned, "They are distracting."
"Not enough evidently."
"You never answered my question, have you been thinking about guys lately?"
I paused and thought about the answer. Truth was I had been. The first few months with Sammi had been great; in fact things were still great. The two of us had a lot in common, enjoyed each other's company and our sex life was amazing. But the last month or so I'd been craving a good hard fucking and although last night was fun and dirty, it wasn't the same. But if I told her that and she got upset...
"Nikki we're pushing forty, not twenty, you can give me an honest answer, it's okay."
"I...I don't want you to think I'm not happy," I began, "It's just that..."
"You miss cock."
I sighed and nodded. "Not all the time. I only started thinking about it recently."
"So that little fantasy in your head was about getting a nice big dick shoved in your slutty little snatch?"
"You're so romantic." I laughed.
"You're not with me for romance; you're with me because I suck your clit better than anyone else. That and,,." She leaned in and gave me a quick kiss on the lips. "I love you."
"I love you too, Sammi." I smiled like a giddy teenager, "I like when you're sweet."
"You like my sweet pussy."
"Back to romance again." I laughed.
"Back to the question you're skirting. Nikki, do you want to fuck a guy?"
"I...I miss cock, but not enough to..."
"Question was, do you, not would you?" Sammi pointed out, "At least for right now, so do you?"
"Right now?" I repeated.
"Answer me!" she gave my nipple a flick with her fingers that caused me to yelp.
"Ow! Yes, fine, I've been thinking about getting fucked. I miss the feeling of a nice hard cock in my pussy and a pair of strong hands on my tits and I miss..."
"Sucking cock." She licked her lips, "The feeling of a soft cock growing in my mouth, the way a nice thick load feels going down my throat. Or how good cum feels spraying across my tits."
"The way their balls feel in my hand." I whispered, "And in my mouth. The way they grab my hips when they fuck me."
"Hmm" Sammi sighed, "Remember that guy down in Florida we took back to the hotel with us? The way we shared his cock? How we passed it to each other? How we watched each other get fucked, his cock going from your pussy to mine?'
"Your ass to mine at the end." I reminded her.
"We were pretty drunk." She laughed. "But it was fun!"
"It was." I narrowed my eyes, "You're talking an awful lot about cock."
"Nikki, ask yourself something." She gave me a sly smile, "Who was it that brought the strap on home last night?"
"You did." I told her, "But I figured it was because you thought I wanted cock and was trying to..." I paused and pointed my finger in her face, "You little slut! You played me! You're thinking about it too!"
"Damn straight I have been!" she clapped her hands, "So I figured I would bring that home and have some fun and see if it could give us what we needed."
"Not the same." I shook my head. "Not that you didn't look great fucking me, but still not the real thing."
"It doesn't cum!" Sammi gave me that precious pout. "It doesn't moan and it doesn't taste good and it won't get me all sticky." She licked her full, perfect lips, "It doesn't shoot anything I could lick off of you!"
"Okay so we both miss it." I shrugged, "So what are you saying, you want to be open?"
"No!" she exclaimed. Taking my hand she brought it to her lips and kissed the back of it. "I want us to be together."
"So we just use our friend there and pine for it?"
Still holding my hand, Sammi asked, "You have a lot of fun in Florida when we shared that guy?"
"I said I did."
"Well..." she gave me a wink, "Would it really be cheating is we did it together?"
"You...you want us to fuck the same guy?" I asked, feeling my nipples harden under my shirt; that was exactly what I'd been playing with myself to!
"You do!" she said as if reading my mind, "According to what I heard anyway!" she laughed, "Must be meant to be!"
"You sure about this?" I asked. "Sammi you were the one that said you wanted to stop playing and have it just be us."
"I know." She sighed, "But we had so much fun with that guy and we played with other girls together and." She gave me a wistful smile, "remember all those times we fucked in the same room? Watching each other get it
"We even swapped off one time!" Damn my pussy was heating up again.
"Right, well no more of that, but I figure we could share one. Not all the time, maybe once in a while when we really get the urge."
"Okay."
"We have to agree on the guy." Sammi added. "We have to both agree we want it and who we want."
"Fair enough." I paused, then looking up at her through my lashes asked, "Can we have a young one?"
"Absolutely!"
"Really? I thought you weren't into younger guys."
"But you are and I'm fine with that."
"You used to make fun of me." I asked suspiciously, "Why all of a sudden would you be alright with being a cougar with a cub?"
"I like Milf better."
"But we're not moms." I laughed.
"But we're old enough to be for the ones you like."
"I like is the point. Why your change of heart?"
"You'll see." She gave me a mischievous grin.
"You have someone in mind?" I asked. "Remember, we do have to be more careful now that you got that job at the university. Have to watch where we pick them up, would be pretty bad if they went to your school."
"He doesn't."
"So you do have someone!" My heart started racing, "Who is it and when do you think we could..."
"When?" she kissed my hand again, "I think we could today."
"Today? How?"
"Because, dear Nikki, our lucky boy toy lives right next door!"
*****
"Next door?" I gasped, "You want to fuck Ricky?"
"Don't tell me you don't! That boy is fucking hot and he is back from school for the summer."
"He is fine," I admitted, "I was watching him work on the deck the first day he was back and he had his shirt off and was swinging that sledgehammer, I rubbed one out sitting right there on the patio!"



"Then we agree!" she clapped her hands, "Because yesterday when you were out, I sat right there." She pointed at the chaise next to the large bedroom window. "Put my foot up on the windowsill and got off with the bullet watching him mow the lawn. He's got that tan and I swear he's filled out since last summer! Bet he's been hitting the gym at school!"
"Fills out those jeans that's for sure." I gave her a wicked grin. "Thinks he gets off to us?"
"Damn straight he does! He was always out there when we were in the pool and whenever I would walk over to the fence and start talking to him he's a nervous wreck! I love watching him try to keep his eyes on my face when I'm in the bikini."
"That's why his mother came over here yelling at you Mrs. Robinson!' I laughed when she rolled her eyes. "She told us both to stay away from him remember? I think we're part of the reason she was glad he was going to school out of town."
"He's nineteen not nine." Sammi gave her long brown hair a dramatic toss, "And I will not be denied! So we agree and Ricky is going to get the..."
"Sammi we can't!" I told her. "His mother hates us!"
"I didn't think we were going to tell her." She giggled, "And she hates us because her husband gawks at us to. Can't blame him. She's not half bad looking, but what a stuck up twat, probably thinks missionary is exciting."
"Whatever, we don't need that kind of trouble." I pointed out.
"You think he'll tell?"
"He's a kid, he'll brag."
"To his mother?" She laughed, "Who cares if he tells his friends. They wouldn't believe him and if they did so what? Then we'll have all his friends coming over his house to gawk at us."
"He's never alone." I told her. "His father makes big money and that witch is always home when Ricky is." I frowned, "I swear she worries we would."
"No she doesn't; she's always home because she has no friends."
"Anyway, we can't have him come over here, she'd see him or one of the people across the street would see him."
"That's why we're going to go over there, right through their patio so no one can see us."
"Over there? What are we going to do, tie his mother up?"
Sammi slipped her arm around me and placing her lips to my ear purred, "They're away for the weekend for a wedding. Ricky's home alone until Monday night."
"What?"
"You heard me, baby." She whispered, "That good looking cub is all alone." I shivered when she flicked her tongue across my ear and her hand began caressing my leg "All by himself; maybe sitting by his window and staring at two scantily clad women."
"Tell me more." I breathed as her hand slipped under my t-shirt and her long nails teased my inner thigh.
"His house is the only one that faces our yard." She said softly. "Maybe I'll take my top off or maybe you'll take it off and we'll play by the pool. Ricky's nice hard cock will be in his hand. We'll give him a show; a little kissing, a little touching. Get him all worked up." Her fingers found my pussy and I groaned when she eased two of them inside.
"He'll be thinking about us and then we'll go over there and get him to let us in."
"He's always so nervous around us." I added, "He's really shy for a good looking kid." I moaned when her thumb pressed against my clit "I like shy."
"And he's very sweet." She nuzzled my neck and I let my head fall back giving her access to it. I was rewarded with her sliding her soft lips up and down, before placing a gentle kiss just under my ear. "Know what his mother's best friend down the street told me?"
"I don't really care, but keep talking." I told her as I straightened my legs and started moving my hips, pushing her slender fingers deeper inside me.
"You remember Ricky's little girlfriend, Becky?"
"That sickeningly adorable little redhead." Even as she gently rubbed my aching clit, I managed a little girl giggle, "Hi Nikki! I like your dress, it's so pretty!"
"She was adorable." Sammi sighed, "I may have thought about her once or..."
"We were talking about Ricky!" I told her, "Sorry you're stuck with this pussy, honey."
"I love this pussy." She gave me a quick kiss and shoved her fingers deeper for emphasis.
"Oh, nice save." I sighed as her thumb picked up speed.
"So she wasn't around much last time he was home and I found out they broke up at spring break."
"Yeah well, as hot as he is I bet some trashy sorority slut got her hands on him."
"Hmm-mm" She shook her head, "I heard he was all broken up and was hoping they would get back together this summer."
"Oh, so the poor boy's not getting any relief. We'll have to take care of that!"
"But the good part," The hand she had around my shoulders slid down my back and slipping through my arm started stroking my nipple through my shirt. "Is, ready for this?"
"Oh, honey I'm sooo ready." I moaned as my hips rocked faster into Sammi's skilled fingers.
Even though I'd just cum her touch as well as the topic of our conversation had my thighs starting to tremble and my toes curling in anticipation of another orgasm.
"She said Becky was the only girl he'd ever been with! They were high school sweethearts since freshmen year."
"No!" I moaned at the thought of what that meant.
"That's right, baby. That gorgeous boy has only been with one girl. A young girl, one who barely knows what she's doing. Honey we are going to blow his fucking mind! Send him back to school ready for those slutty coeds and forgetting all about his boring girlfriend."
"Yeah we are." I breathed clamping my legs tightly around her hand, pinning it to my pussy.
"He's going to be nervous, but we'll take good care of him. Lay him back and just..." she breathed in my ear, her hot breath causing me to shudder, "Can you just see the look on his face when we strip and when we share his cock?" she moaned and I followed suit as her fingers moved faster, "Hear him whimper just before he cums for us"
"Oh yeah."
"And best part?"
"It gets better?"
"We'll own him baby. This won't just be a onetime thing." "We..." I gasped as my pussy tightened around her fingers. "We'll use him whenever we want him. All summer long and whenever he comes back home he is going to come right back for more."
"Yes! He'll be our little boy toy. Whenever we're in the mood we'll have him come over and fuck his brains out. He'll wake up every day this summer hoping we'll call him and he'll be staring and wanting us more than ever. He'll never tell us no and he will do anything we want!"
"Maybe we'll let him have us one at a time." I whispered, "I'll watch him fuck you then suck him hard and he can fuck me!"
"Anything we want, but the first time is going to be the best and baby that first time is going to be today." She paused and pressed her thumb hard to my clit. "What do you say, Nikki? You ready to play while the cat's away?"
"Yes!" I cried, "Oh yes!" I started pumping my hips as she had me right on the edge, "Oh, just a little....Hey!"
I groaned in frustration when Sammi pulled her fingers from inside me and her hand from between my legs. "What the hell? I was right there!"
Sammi sat up and put her glistening fingers in her mouth, she sighed and her eyes rolled back as she tasted me. Removing them she grinned, "Hey you got off already this morning and without me so you don't cum again until I do!"
She stripped her shirt off and tossing it aside, cupped her small perfect tits and giving me her best pout purred in a little girl voice, "Come on Nikki, make your best girl cum!"
I gave her a shove back onto the bed. She started to laugh, but it quickly turned into a contented sigh when I rolled over and eagerly sucked her rosy nipple into my mouth. She arched her back, shoving her tit deeper into my face and grabbing her shorts slipped them over her slender hips. Sitting up I watched her lift her draw her long legs up and after pushing the shorts over her knees she playfully kicked them off.
Sammi made a show of kicking her gorgeous legs before lowering them and spreading them wide. Reaching down, she opened herself to me and with a smile I slid down the bed and started to roll between her legs. Sammi stopped me by putting her foot on my shoulder and pointing to the foot of the bed said, "Get the strap on!" she giggled, "I want a warm up!"
*****
I looked up at the sound of a car driving past the house and whispered, "C'mon let it be him!" I frowned when the car cruised into my line of sight and headed up the street. With a disgusted grunt I went back to flipping through the latest issue of People.
So far the afternoon had not been what we'd hoped for. After Sammi and I played then took a long hot shower together we had donned our sexiest bikinis-the ones we would only where if Ricky's parents weren't home and went out to the pool.
The plan was to make a lot of noise to let Ricky know we were out there and get him watching us like we knew he loved to do. Many times we had seen the curtains moving in his bedroom window that over looked our yard.
We always imagined his hand busy on his nice young cock as he watched us swim and lay out by the pool. Here and there we would share a quick kiss or do a little petting, but not too much as it seemed his mother was always on the patio or sitting by the window.
Several times she had walked over to the fence and started in on us about our inappropriate dress. One of those times she had come right and said "Don't you know I have a teenage son over here?" Sammi had giggled and before she could say something along the lines of that was why we did it, I had simply stated it was our yard and we were a couple enjoying each other's company.
There was no doubt she knew her son-and I am sure her husband-greatly enjoyed our little shows and because of that it seemed anytime we were outside she was right there. But that wouldn't be the case today!
Although my initial thought had been this would be a big mistake she had quickly warmed me up to the idea and I had gone outside ready to give our sexy little neighbor a nice tease before heading over and making his fantasies come true.
Or at least we would have, had the little shit been home. Much to our chagrin we noticed his car was gone. We took a quick dip in the pool figuring he might have just run out to the store. When he hadn't shown up, we tossed clothes over our bikinis and were now in the lounge chairs on the deck.
Sammi had sat there for a few minutes sulking; her lips pushed into the bratty pout I loved, then after a dramatic sigh, closed her eyes and fell asleep.
I'd tried, but had slept late and wasn't tired. I had a couple of magazines on a table next to the chair and begun thumbing through them. Every time I heard a car I felt a wave of excitement, but it quickly faded. We lived on a dead end street and I'd never noticed how often the neighbors came and went. Then again I had never been waiting to fuck the boy next door either.
I closed the magazine and looking to my left took a moment to admire Sammi. She was wearing the same tiny little tank top from this morning over her bikini and it hugged her tits well. I watched them rise and fall with her deep breaths and let my appreciative gaze make their way down the length of her legs before drifting up to her face. I smiled as I took in her peaceful features and lingered on her full lips which were slightly parted.
Unable to resist I began to lean over, planning on giving my beautiful lover a soft kiss when the sound of a car caused me to turn. My heart leapt when I saw Ricky pull into the driveway and stop on his side of the fence not too far past our deck.
"He's home, baby!" I exclaimed, tapping Sammi's arm.
Her eyes opened partway and muttering something she put her arm across her eyes and looked as if she were ready to go back to sleep. I heard the car door open, and all but jumping out of the chair, I slapped Sammi on the thigh hard enough to cause her to yelp and immediately ran down the stairs of the deck and alongside the fence to catch him before he made it into his house.
Ricky got out of the black Mazda his parents had bought him for his graduation last year and started to walk up the driveway. He was wearing a sleeveless white shirt and I sucked on my lower lip while taking in his broad shoulders and well defined arms. The shirt accentuated his deep tan and his jeans were tight enough to show off his fine ass.
Ricky stopped to pick up the newspaper that the delivery boy had thrown nowhere near the side door and when he stood up glanced my way. Approaching the fence I gave him a big wave.
"Hey Ricky!"
He turned and returning the wave, flashed a big smile. "Hi Nicole!"
The front was as good as the back. Ricky had short thick black hair and as he removed his sunglasses I got a good look into his ocean blue eyes. Even his smile was flawless, his teeth as perfect as the rest of him.
A quick glance downward showed that his jeans flattered his front as well as his back. Either he stuffed his pants, or had one hell of a cock and my smile widened at the thought that we would soon find out.
I stood at the short chain link fence and made it a point to rest my arms on it and lean over. I was wearing a low cut red shirt over my black bikini top and could feel my ample tits falling forward. Ricky's eyes instantly found them and lingered there. I gave him a few seconds then asked, "Hey, Ricky?"
"Huh?"
Pointing at my eyes, I smiled, "My face is up here."
His smile faded and his face began to turn red. "I...I...was"
"Hey cutie!" Sammi spoke up from my right, "Whatcha up to?"
"Oh, um Hi Samantha." Ricky replied.
As Sammi approached the fence, I rolled my eyes. I'd gotten a friendly smile and a firm hello. With Samantha Ricky always stuttered and his smile was the nervous aw shucks type a shy kid would give a girl he was smitten with. It was more than apparent that of the two of us Sammi was the one Ricky seemed more taken with. But that was okay; it didn't matter who got us into his pants, we were both going to enjoy what was in them.
As Sammi came up next to me, I nodded in satisfaction. My hot partner in crime was dressed for effect with not only that tiny top, but a pair of denim shorts that were so small I could see her ass cheeks. Her stomach was bare and despite the heat her long brown hair was down.
"Now what did I tell you about that?" She asked, resting her forearms on the short fence and leaning over.
As it was the top barely-as well as the bikini beneath it, barely contained her tits, but with Sammi squeezing her arms together I swore they were ready to pop out. I had to hold back a laugh when he stammered, "T...tell me about what? Did I do something wrong?"
Oh, how cute was he? Nervous just from being that close to her. What was he going to be like later when the two of us were on his bed, butt ass naked and begging him to join us?
"I want you to call me Sammi!" she told him. "Samantha is too old of a name for me." I put my hand over my mouth to muffle the giggle I failed to hold back when she pushed her lips into that amazing pout, "You don't think I look old do you Ricky?"
"Oh no!" He exclaimed a little too quickly. "I...I think you look really young!"
"Good." She nodded. "I feel young and..." reaching out quickly, she caught him off guard and took the sunglasses from his hand. "I feel playful!" she gave a brainless laugh, "Sammi's a playful name isn't it?"
"Sure." He put his hand out, "Can I have my glasses back?"
"Of course!" Folding them she tucked one of the ear pieces into the waist of her shorts. Stepping back from the fence she said, "Go ahead and take them."
I held my breath as she stared at him with an expectant smile and I wondered if she was trying to nail him right here. Ricky reached over the fence, but his hand stopped just short of the glasses. I could see his fingers trembling and he seemed to be staring at Sammi's piercing. After a few seconds, he laughed.
"You can keep them." He said putting his hand on the fence. "I have another pair."
Credit where it was due, Sammi didn't miss a beat and clapped her hands delightedly, "Oh, aren't you sweet!"
"Thanks."
"So you're all alone this weekend?" I asked.
"Yeah, my parents are in New York until Monday." He answered while deliberately keeping his eyes on the ground at his feet.
"Ohh, I bet you have all kinds of fun planned don't you?" Sammi reached out and ran her finger down his chest, "You going to be a bad boy and play while the cat's away?"
"No!" he gave her a nervous laugh that caused my nipples to stiffen.
"Oh, come on, being bad can be fun!" Sammi leaned back over the fence, once again displaying her perky tits. "Don't you ever have fun?"
"Well sure!"
"I don't believe you." Sammi shook her head. "What are you doing fun today?"
"Well...I bought the new Call of Duty and..."
"A game? " I spoke up, "A good looking young man like you all alone and all your going to play with is yourself?"
"Yeah, I...I mean no, I'm not playing with myself!" He was turning beet red and Sammi chimed in.
"I hope not, what a waste that would be!"
"Right, uh..." He nodded awkwardly, "Well hey I...I have to get going you..."
"Hey want to come over for a swim?"
"No, I have too..."
"Come on Ricky!" Sammi gave him the pout again, "Come swimming with us!"
"Yeah," I added, "Then we'll fire up the grill and maybe have some wine!" And we'll fuck your brains out.
"I...I really shouldn't."
"Why?" Sammi asked.
"I...I don't have a bathing suit."
Oh, he was precious! Gorgeous and hard to get! I could feel my bikini sticking to my wet pussy and started shifting from one foot to the other. The movement caught his eyes and I watched him stare at my legs as I moved back and forth.
"So swim in your boxers." Sammi told him, "We swim in our underwear sometimes!"
"No...Uh, that wouldn't be..." he paused when Sammi slipped her arm around my waist and nuzzled my neck. I was wearing my hair up and shivered when she kissed my exposed neck then teased her tongue down to my bare shoulder.
Ricky's eyes widened and he swallowed hard. On that note it seemed as if the bulge in his jeans was getting bigger and I felt my nipples stiffen.
"Wouldn't be...?" I prodded.
"A...appropriate.
"You really are sweet!" Sammi cooed, reaching out and touching his face. "Worrying about how it would make us look!"
"But seeing we're usually inappropriate, we don't care." I told him managing not to laugh as Sammi traced his cheek with her long fingernail.
"Hey, speaking of sweet." Sammi tapped his chest, "I haven't seen your pretty little girlfriend, Becky around lately."
She glanced my way and I gave her a wink, she was on her game.
"Yeah," I said, "I haven't seen her sneaking in the back lately! I figure with you back from school and alone all weekend she'd be rushing over."
"Oh, well we..." he sighed, "We broke up."
"Aw you poor thing!" Sammi cooed.
"Well I'm sure you've moved on, nice looking kid like you." I tossed in.
"No, I've just sort of been..."
"Moping, and that is no fun." Sammi crossed her arms and gave her hair a toss, "No fun at all and all the more reason to come swimming with us! Take your mind off that stupid girl."
"She wasn't stupid she just..."
"Honey, trust me." I made a show of looking him up and down. "Any real woman can tell you dropping a boy as sweet and fine as you is stupid!"
"Maybe, but like I said it wouldn't look right so..."
"Well hey, if you can't go swimming you can still help us out!" Sammi snapped her fingers
"I can?"
"Yes." She pointed at him. "We bought new bathing suits and she thinks hers is hotter. You can see us both and decide." She looked at me "How's that Nikki? We'll let Ricky settle this."
"Great idea!" I exclaimed, meaning it.



"Okay, I go first then!" Sammi laughed and stripping off the tank top exposed the skimpy little pink bikini top she was wearing.
I could see her nipples were hard and the look on Ricky's face told me he was well aware of them as well.
"What do you think?" She asked, lifting her hands over her head causing her already perky tits to lift even higher.
"Oh, that's uh....really pretty." He said softly.
"My turn!" I pulled my top off and tossed it to the side.
The bikini top was the most revealing I had and the cups only covered the outer half of my full breasts. Ricky's mouth opened, but nothing came out. Instead he stood there gawking.
"Speechless!" I laughed, "I think I win."
"That's not fair." Sammi pouted, "You have bigger tits. I think he needs to see everything!"
Turning her back to Ricky, she winked at me and unsnapping her shorts started to pull them down. They were tight and she began to shimmy her tight little ass back and forth. The shorts came down exposing a bottom that was little more than a thong, She pulled her shorts down to her ankles so that she was completely bent over and shook her ass in Ricky's direction.
Damn she looked good! The image of me licking her ass while Ricky pounded her doggy style sent a wave of heat through me and it was all I could do not to tell him to hop the damn fence and get his ass in our house.
Sammi stood up and kicking the shorts aside, spun back around and putting her arms out asked, "What do you think, Ricky?"
"I...I have to go!" Ricky stepped back away from the fence and turned around so fast he almost lost his balance. Without another look back he walked quickly to the back door of the house and after dropping his keys, let himself in.
"You are too much!" I laughed, "Bringing Becky up was great!"
"Hmm." She was looking past me at the deck and asked, "You think he's at his window yet?"
I turned and pointed as if I was showing Sammi something on the house and looked quickly up at his window. The blind was completely down.
"Not yet."
Sammi shrugged and with a mischievous grin yelled, "Come on honey, let's hit the pool!"
She turned and skipped over to the pool and I admired the way her firm ass looked in the skimpy bottom. When she reached the edge of the built in pool she turned and called out, "Let's go Nikki! Get those shorts off!"
Putting my back to Ricky's house, I mimicked Sammi; slowly shimmying out of the shorts and shaking my ass in the process. When they were at my feet I peeked between my legs and saw the shade was now up a few inches. We had an audience! I ran over to where Sammi was waiting and when I reached her said, "He's watching."
"Good." She said and leaning into me put her arms around me and gave me a kiss.
I returned the kiss, my hips rocking at the thought of Ricky watching us. Sammi's hands slid up and down my back and grabbing my top pulled the string, untying it. Our house was the last on the street and a stand of trees blocked our yard all around except for Ricky's house. Having no worries that anyone else would see us, I slipped my hand around Sammi's warm back and undid her top.
We continued to kiss for a minute, then stepping back, pulled each other's tops off. I could just imagine the look on Ricky's face as he stared at our bare tits. I cried out in surprise when ducking her head, Sammi sucked my right nipple into her mouth. I let my head fall back and moaned picturing Ricky with his cock in his hand. Sammi gave my other nipple a quick kiss and straightening, put her back to me.
Taking my cue, I reached around and cupping her small tits started stroking her nipples while kissing her neck. Sammi purred and ground her ass into my stomach. Pulling away from me she jumped in the pool and diving under the water came up in the middle of it. She beckoned to me and I followed suit, jumping in and turning over on my back so my tits were exposed, floated lazily over towards her.
When I reached her I let my legs drop to the bottom of the pool and turning to face her, wrapped my arms around her. We kissed each other deeply and I loved the feeling of her wet skin and hair against me. Our hard nipples were above the water and rubbing against each other. Knowing Ricky was staring made this even hotter. On that note, I whispered in her ear, "You know the only problem with this?"
"He's not between us?"
"No, he's probably jerking off and he's going to waste a load!"
"True." Sammi shrugged, causing her nipples to slide across mine, "But the kid's nineteen. He'll be able to go a few rounds and..." she giggled, "There's always tomorrow too!"
"Tomorrow?"
"He's alone all weekend!"
Before I could reply, Sammi turned her head away from mine so quickly I had to pull back so she wouldn't hit me. She lifted her hand from the water and pointing directly at Ricky's window called out "Hey, baby! Sure you don't want to join us?"
I saw the blind immediately drop down and laughing, gave Sammi an affectionate kiss, "You're so mean!"
"Oh, don't worry." She whispered as her hand dropped below the water and slipped into my bathing suit, where she quickly found my clit. "We'll make it up to him very soon."
*****
"You ready baby?" I asked Sammi as we walked up to Ricky's back door.
"Damn straight I am." She giggled, "It'll be all I can do not to just jump on him."
I nodded then turning serious for a moment took her hand, "Sammi you sure? Remember I said I would be fine with..."
"It was my idea." She squeezed my hand. "I love you Nikki. I want all of your heart, but." She gave me that excited little giggle again, "I'm willing to share your pussy here and there."
"You are a true romantic." I told her. "You should write for Hallmark."
"I'd rather write for Penthouse." She winked, "Dear Penthouse, our hot neighbor was alone and..."
She trailed off and looking me up and down said, "I like that little dress on you, but I cannot wait for you to take it off!"
I looked down at the plain black sundress I was wearing. It wasn't a mini, but short enough to show my legs to well above my knee and low cut enough to show a fair amount of cleavage.
It tied in the back and was loose enough to simply fall away if I untied it, which was what Sammi loved about it. She was wearing a red version of the same dress and as she rang the doorbell, I felt a wave of heat flow through me at the thought of what we were wearing beneath our cute outfits.
I looked down at Sammi's long legs, taking in the red fuck me heeled sandals she was wearing. I was in a matching black pair and smiled at the thought it looked as if we were dressed for a party. We were of course, just a party for three people.
Adding to the party motif was the bottle of red wine I was holding and the giddy feeling of excitement running through me. I looked to my left and took a moment to tease my long hair out a little more in the glass next to the door.
Sammi's long hair was down and brushed out as well and we were both wearing deep red lipstick that matched our freshly painted red fingers and toes as well as Sammi's provocative under attire. My breath caught when the door opened.
"Hey honey!" Sammi greeted him with a huge smile, "Up for some company?"
Part of the reason for Sammi's huge smile was Ricky had answered the door in just his jeans. I stared at his broad well muscled chest and let my eyes wander down to his flat hard stomach imagining it was my tongue doing so. My eyes fixed on that damn bulge in his jeans and wondered if he were wearing underwear.
"I...I was," he shrugged, "Watching TV and fell asleep on the couch."
His blue eyes did look bleary and as he rubbed the left one he asked, "What are you guys doing here?"
"Well we feel bad!" Sammi went on in her best little girl voice, "It's not fair a sweet young guy like you should be all alone so we came over to keep you company!"
At this point I had to admit I was adding nothing. I was focused on the line of dark hair rising from his jeans and climbing up to his naval where it spread out in a patch that I would love to explore with my tongue while rubbing his...
"I...I appreciate it, but well, my mom said she didn't want me to have anyone over except for my friend Josh and..."
"You always do what mommy tells you honey" Sammi asked, giving him a nasty little smile, "You always a good boy?"
"I...I try to be."
"And we're good girls!" Sammi lied through her teeth. "We just want to do something nice for you, keep you company. Make you forget all about that silly girl who doesn't appreciate you."
"Yeah, well..."
"Please?" Sammi had now switched gears and widened her already large brown eyes and was batting her long lashes, "Please let us come in Ricky? Just for a little while?"
"We won't stay long." My turn to lie. "We do feel bad you're by yourself and figure we can just hang out maybe have a glass of wine," I held up the bottle, "And get to know each other. Your mom doesn't really like us so we never really got to know you." I gave him a disarming smile, "We just want to be friendly."
Ricky turned to the side to face me "My mom..."
"Will never know." Sammi said, and moving quickly slipped past him and into the house.
"Hey!"
Ricky spun around to follow her and stifling a laugh I followed him into the house. Sammi had walked across the living room and sitting on the arm of a large sofa, crossed her long legs, "Wow this is a nice place!"
"Hey don't sit on the arm like that." Ricky said, "My mother hates that."
"You talk about your mom an awful lot Ricky." Sammi pointed out, "You a mama's boy? You her little baby boy?"
"I'm not a mama's boy." Ricky snapped and for the first time sounded aggravated.
'Ohh, I like that tone." Sammi purred, "You should use it to tell me to get off the couch."
"Sammi, would you please, just sit on the couch, not the arm?"
"That was lame." Sammi rolled her eyes and didn't move.
Walking past them I went and sat on the other arm of the couch.
"Come on Nicole." He exclaimed.
"It's Nikki." I corrected him. "Nikki and Sammi. Fun names!" I sighed, "Not that you seem to like fun."
"I do, but my mother's really anal..."
"Like she's ever had anal." Sammi snickered.
Ricky stopped, then with an effort continued, "I just don't want the house messed up that's all."
"Oh, we won't mess up her house." Just her little boy.
"Sammi!" Ricky pointed, "Get your heels off the cushion!"
I looked to see Sammi had put her feet up on the couch and her heels were indeed pushing into the cushion.
"Sorry, sir." She gave him the pout, "I'll take them off. "
She leaned over and started undoing the straps to her sandals and even from where I was I could see red lace peering out from her dress as well as half her tits.
"I'll take mine off too, wouldn't want to mess up the carpet." I said and leaned over to slip my sandals off.
I was looking up through my lashes and could see Ricky looking from Sammi, to me and then back to her. I could feel my breasts falling forward and knew he was getting a damn good look at the black lingerie I had beneath the dress. He looked as nervous as he had outside, but unlike last time he had nowhere to run, it was just a matter of when we made the move and I was leaving that to Sammi.
Sammi let her shoes fall to the floor and extending her long legs straight out wiggled her toes. "I just painted them, you like red Ricky?"
"I do."
"Better than black?" I touched my dress so he would get my meaning.
"Blacks nice to." He nodded.
"Which do you like better?"
"I..." he looked back and forth at us, then with a shrug said, "I like them both actually."
"Then both is what you'll get!" Sammi told him.
"What?"
"Honey," Sammi ignored his question and pointed at the bottle of wine I had next to me on the couch. "Let's have a drink. Can you get us glasses?"
"I'm not old enough to..." he stopped when I began laughing then sighed, "I know I sound lame."
"Nah, just sweet." Sammi said, "Too sweet to be moping around a house playing with your joystick."
"People haven't used joysticks since Atari." Ricky said, "Back in the 80's."
"It was a joke." Sammi sighed, "I meant playing with your cock."
"My..." Ricky turned red again, "You know what, let me get some glasses."
He turned around and headed in to the kitchen through the swinging door. When he was out of sight I looked at Sammi, "You figure a couple of glasses, then...hey!"
Sammi had hopped off the couch picking up one of her shoes grabbed my wrist and yanked me off the couch.
"Fuck the wine, I'm not thirsty."
"Where are going?" I gasped as I caught my balance and stumbled along behind her.
"Upstairs, I don't want to mess up the couch," she giggled "Not enough room for three of us anyway.
We reached the staircase and as Sammi ran up in front of me, pausing to place her shoe on the steps as a trail. I stared at her red lace clad ass peeking out from under her short skirt and wished I had time to eat her from behind on the steps.
"How big do you think his bed is, he's just a single kid?"
Sammi opened the first door on the right and pulled me past it. I looked in to see a desk and several bookcases. She opened a door to the left which led to the bathroom.
"I think his room is on the end from where his window looks..."
"I don't care where his room is." She said, and opening a door midway down the hall pulled me into the room. "We're taking him right here."
"In his parent's bed?" I asked as I followed her into the large well furnished room. "Sammi!"
"Don't Sammi me!" she laughed as she sat down on the huge king size bed. "God knows someone should get laid in it! Look at the size of this thing!"
She stood up and grabbing the comforter ripped it off the bed and tossed it into the corner.
"Hey," Ricky called from downstairs, "Where did you guys go?"
"Get your dress off and get your ass on the bed!" Sammi hissed at me.
"Yes ma'am!" I laughed.
As I reached back and pulled the string and let the dress start to slide down, I watched Sammi. She had already untied hers and putting her arms over head gave a sexy little shimmy causing it to fall to the floor. Even though I'd known what was underneath my breath still caught at the sight of her. She was wearing a red lace top that tied between her tits and flared out leaving her stomach visible. The top was tied loosely enough so that her small tits were almost completely visible.
The bottom of the ensemble was a red thong with a patch of lace over her pussy and very little else. My dress stopped at my tits and as I grabbed it to shove it down she snapped, "Hurry up!"
"Hey I can't help it if I have real tits and they hold the damn thing up."
"Bitch!" She laughed as she sat on the edge of the bed.
I pushed the dress to the floor and as I went to sit on the bed caught my reflection in the mirror. My thong was a black version of hers, but my top was a black transparent lace camisole that left my tits fully visible through the flimsy material.
The top barely reached the bottom of my breasts and leaving my midriff bare as well. As soon as I sat on the bed, Sammi slid back far enough to pull one of her legs up and pointed for me to do the same.
I matched her position and at the sound of footsteps coming down the hallway, Sammi slipped her arms around my neck and kissed me. Even as her tongue plunged into my mouth I saw Ricky come in the room.
"What the hell are you guys doing...."
He stopped and turning her head Sammi kissed my cheek and placing her hand on my stomach smiled, "Hey baby, ready for some fun?"
"Oh my god." Ricky whispered.
"I like that." I said softly, "But I'll like it better when you're calling our names in a few minutes."
As nervous as he looked, Ricky stood there gawking, unable to take his eyes from us. Finally he managed to swallow and stuttered, "Why are you guys d...dressed like that?"
"We're here to cheer you up!" Sammi told him, "Make you forget all about that stupid little girlfriend of yours." She kissed my neck and purred, "Show you some real fun."
"But..."
"Ricky," I began, "We like that your sweet and we love that you're kind of naïve, but if you try to tell us you don't know what we're here to do then maybe we are wasting our time."
"I..."
"Now we're here to have a really hot time," I interrupted him, "And honestly, we'll do it with or without you, right, baby?"
"I'd rather he play with us." Sammi widened her eyes and started to pout. "I want to play with a nice big cock."
"Sorry honey." I slipped my arms around her waist and drew her to me, "He doesn't want to play."
"But...but I really wanted to suck on it!" she whimpered in her little girl voice.
"Me too." I said sadly, "I haven't had a nice load shot in my face in a long time."
"I guess he doesn't think I'm pretty."
She sounded so pathetic it was hard not to laugh, but when she looked up at me with those big eyes and her lower lip trembling, my already warm pussy started to flow and at that moment the kiss I gave her was not for show, but one of pure lust.
Sammi moaned in her throat as my lips pressed into hers. I could feel her nipples pressed to mine through the thin lingerie and as she put her arms around my shoulders, I slipped my tongue past her lips and into her mouth. She gave a delighted coo as her tongue danced across mine and her hands slid around to my bare stomach. Sammi began gently sucking on my tongue and teasing her long nails across my stomach.
I opened my eyes and saw Ricky standing there with his mouth open. My eyes lowered and then widened at the sight of the huge bulge in his jeans. I was so distracted by the thought of that young cock I gasped in surprise when Sammi's hands worked their way under my top and started rubbing my nipples. Her lips left mine and trailed down my neck. I let my head fall back and moaned as her fingers caressed my nipples.
My breathing was becoming heavier and I smiled when I saw Ricky take a step closer to the bed. Taking Sammi's face in my hands, I eased her from my neck and after kissing her softly; looked over at Ricky, "You sure you don't want to play?"
Ricky took another step towards us and I noticed his eyes were locked onto Sammi's nipples poking through the red lace of her top. As I'd noted before it seemed Sammi was more of an interest for him and I was fine with whatever would get us that hot young cock. Kissing her gently on her cheek; I whispered, "Slide up on the middle of the bed."
Sammi pushed back and swung her long leg over me, giving Ricky a great look at the thin strip of red lace between her thighs. She eased up towards the headboard and pulling my legs onto the bed I slid up so I was lying on my side next to her. I kissed her neck and began to fondle her small breasts. Ricky had drawn closer and I was starting to breath as hard as Sammi when I saw the expression on his face.
He no longer looked as nervous and there was a look of hunger in his eyes as he watched my hand slide across Sammi's perfect tits. I slid my lips up and down her neck and Sammi released an exaggeratedly loud moan when I started toying with her nipple through her lingerie.
"Oh, you're teasing me!" Sammi whimpered.
I worked my lips down her neck and trailed down her chest until I was kissing the smooth flesh between her tits. My hand left her breast and started caressing her soft stomach. I let my long nails tease their way past her pierced naval and lightly ran them along the top of her thong. Sammi moaned and started moving her hips trying to coax my hand into her thong.
I placed my lips around her nipple through the lace and staring directly at Ricky swirled my tongue around it. He was starting to sweat and a single drop was sliding down his chest towards his stomach. Something else began to drip at the thought of my tongue following that wet line down his hard body.



Still tonguing Sammi's nipple I grabbed the string holding her top together, pulling it just enough to expose more of her tits. "You want to see my girlfriend's pretty little tits, Ricky?"
He hesitated and I continued, "Not that you didn't see them when you were watching out the window, but this is different" I pulled the string a little further. "This time you're a lot closer and..." I ran my tongue across her encased nipple, "You can play with them."
"I...can touch them?" He asked.
Oh, he was so ours! Reigning in my excitement, I nodded. "Of course you can, that's why we're here; to have fun. You can touch them and lick them and suck on them." I cupped my right breast, "You can play with mine too, anything you want, baby."
Ricky took another step and was now standing against the bed looking down at us. The bulge in his jeans looked like it was ready to burst through and my eyes widened at the sight of a small wet circle at the top of his thigh.
"Oh, you bad boy! You're not wearing any underwear are you?"
"No." he said softly and my heart began to pound as he started to reach towards Sammi.
"And he's dripping." Sammi moaned, "I want to lick it up!"
"I think he should do some licking first, don't you, honey?"
"Oh yeah." She arched her back off the bed, pushing her tits at him, "Come on Ricky, you know you want them! You know you want us!" she giggled, "You suck on us we'll suck on you!"
Holding the string up, I smiled, "I think you should do the honors, Ricky."
A thrill ran through me as he reached for it and as I exchanged a wink with Sammi, I pulled it away from him. "Get on the bed, baby. Lay right next to Sammi so she's between us."
"I love being in the middle," she laughed.
Ricky paused to slip his shoes off and then slowly got onto the bed next to Sammi. The entire time he was moving his blue eyes never left Sammi's tits. He stretched out on his side like I was so Sami was indeed in between us and as he looked down at her, he said, "God you're hot."
"Then take my clothes off." She told him, then winked, "What about Nikki, she's not hot?"
"No" he said, then with a grin that told me he was starting to relax added, "She's not hot, she's damn fine."
"And so are you." I reached across Sammi and ran my fingers down his chest. "Baby, we're going to do things to you that you've only seen in movies."
"Your friends are never going to believe you." Sammi added, running her hands up and down his well muscled arm, "But you'll know and we're going to make sure you never forget this. Now how about you pull my top open and suck on my tits?"
"She's very romantic." I told him as I held the string up, "But seeing all I'm thinking about is sucking your cock I guess I'm no better."
Ricky gave me an adorable smile that was still on the nervous side, but he reached for the string and as he took it, I could see his fingers trembling. Before he could tug on it, I reached out and grabbing the back of his head, pulled his face to mine.
"How about a kiss baby?"
I gave him no chance to answer. The moment I finished speaking my lips were pressed to his. He made a surprised sound in his throat and made to pull away, but I wrapped my fingers tightly in his short hair and held him still. I worked my lips against his and this time the noise he emitted was a nervous whimper that caused me to kiss him even harder and my hips to begin rocking. Oh, we were going to have so much fun with him!
Ricky started to kiss me back and I forced myself to slow down and ease back on his lips. I gave him a softer kiss and this time he accepted it and returned it with a slow sweet kiss that had me trembling with the effort to hold back from shoving him onto his back and just taking him. I moved my head back slightly and he leaned towards me, chasing my lips with his.
"Oh damn that looks hot," Sammi said from beneath us.
I felt her hand slide up my back and begin to run through my hair and could feel her tit rising and falling against my arm as her breathing became heavier. I opened my eyes to see she was running her hand across Ricky's stomach and was just in time to see her squeeze his cock. He gasped and when his lips parted I plunged my tongue deep into his mouth. He moaned into me and I could see Sammi's arm moving as she stroked him through his jeans.
"Oh my God!" she exclaimed, "Baby, this cock's as nice as the rest of him and sooo fucking hard!"
Ricky whimpered again as she continued to fondle him and my tongue caressed his. He put his hand on my shoulder and I could feel it shaking. Grabbing his wrist, I brought his hand down to my breast and began moving it back and forth. I stopped, but his hand kept going and I moaned softly as he fondled me.
"What about me?" Sammi whined
Removing my lips from his, I pushed his head down towards her. Ricky didn't resist at all and I watched, as with no hesitation, he kissed her. I heard her purr contentedly as they kissed and saw her hand still moving on the huge bulge in his pant. Reaching across I grabbed it as well and my eyes widened; she wasn't kidding, damn he was big! Sammi's hand moved from my back so she could put it around him and I watched her red nails running across his muscular back.
She wasn't letting his cock go and I noticed his hips were now moving as well and I stared at his zipper wanting nothing more than to free that juicy young cock. Ricky lifted his head and Sammi said, "How about you put that sweet tongue of yours on my nipples, honey?" she giggled, "Then my pussy!"
"Mine too!" I chimed in.
"That's a lot of licking." Ricky grinned, picking the string up from Sammi's stomach.
"Don't worry, baby, we'll be doing some serious licking for you too!"
He sounded more at ease, but his fingers were shaking as he pulled the string and with my nipples throbbing and my pussy flowing I watched Sammi's top open to expose her perfectly round little tits. Her nipples were as hard as mine felt and as much as I wanted to start playing with them, I focused on Ricky and had to smile at the look of pure lust on his face.
"Damn they're nice." He whispered.
"Talks cheap," she told him, "Show me how much you like them."
Ricky leaned over and looked as if he were going to kiss her nipple, when he hesitated, that nervous look back on his face.
"Oh, for Christ's sake, suck my tit!" Sammi exclaimed and grabbing the back of his head, shoved his face into it.
Ricky didn't seem to mind her making the decision for him. His mouth opened and he eagerly took her nipple into it. Sammi sighed and her eyes rolled back as he began sucking on her swollen flesh. Ricky moaned around her nipple and quickly moved to the next one, this time teasing a wet circle around it with his tongue.
"That's it." She groaned, "Suck on my titties! They're all yours baby!"
Ricky's hand found her other nipple and my pussy started while his fingers and tongue worked Sammi's tits. She was moaning softly and finally letting go of his cock reached up and grabbed my arm. Looking at me with those big brown eyes she gave me the little girl voice, "I have two you know."
That snapped me out of the trance I was in watching Ricky lick her nipples. Leaning over I happily took her other nipple into my mouth. My face was right next to Ricky's and he stared at me, I eased over and started tonguing the nipple he was licking. He groaned as our tongues slipped across each other as we shared Sammie's hard nipple.
I pressed my lips to his and after enjoying a quick tongue filled kiss, went back to sucking her nipple. Sammi had her arms around both of us and was moaning and moving her legs up and down. Her hips were rocking and taking Ricky's hand, I began guiding it down her stomach.
I moved my hand from his when we reached the top of her thong and working my fingers into it slipped them through her soft and incredibly wet lips. I gave her swollen clit a quick stroke then worked my fingers to the entrance of her pussy.
Sammi moaned and jerked her hips, driving my fingers deep inside her hot little box. I gave her a couple of hard pumps, and then removing my fingers withdrew my hand from her thong and shoved it in Ricky's face.
His eyes widened, but when I touched my fingers to his upper lip he breathed deeply, "Goddamn" he whispered.
I pushed my fingers against his lips and he opened wide allowing me to put them in his mouth. "Hmm, I like that." I purred as he sucked greedily on my fingers.
I looked down at Sammi who was laying there with that look of animal desire I knew so well and knew she was holding herself back just as I was. I returned to sucking on her nipple and as soon as I pulled my fingers from his mouth, he did the same. This time however, there was nothing timid about it. Ricky opened his mouth wide and sucked not only Sammi's nipple into his mouth, but a good portion of her breast as well.
"Yeah, baby!" Sammi cried out, "You take what you want!"
"I know we will." I declared while sending my hand back down her stomach and into her thong.
I plunged my fingers hard inside her and told Ricky, "How about you help me make Sammi's pussy purr for the first time."
"Glad you said the first time!" she laughed.
That laugh turned into a long moan when Ricky placed his hand inside her thong over mine.
"Shit, she's wet!"
"Real women get that way, honey." I told him, easing my fingers from inside her "How about you slip two of those nice thick fingers of yours in her hot little pussy."
Ricky's hand moved beneath mine and I heard both he and Sammi gasp when his fingers entered her.
"You like her tight little pussy?" I asked, "You thinking about what your big hard cock's going to feel like in there?"
"I am!" she moaned.
I found her clit with my finger tips and started rubbing it in hard fast circles. We would go slower later, make Ricky take his time getting us off, but right now I knew we needed to take the edge off.
"Move those fingers!" Sammi demanded, "Fuck me with them!" she moaned then snapped in that impatient tone I knew so well, "Harder!"
"Y...yes ma'am." Ricky replied nervously and I saw his wrist moving back and forth faster.
"Ma'am!" she giggled, "I like it!"
She squealed when I began moving my fingers harder on her clit and sucked her nipple back into my mouth, "I like that better though!" she breathed.
Ricky had resumed his devouring of her tit and my eyes went back and forth from watching him tongue her nipple to Sammi's face. She was flushed and already beginning to sweat in the warm room. Her lips were parted and she was breathing heavily as she watched the two of us sucking her nipples. Sammi's hands were moving and Ricky moaned when she quickly found his cock again.
I followed up with a soft sound of pleasure when she slipped her hand down my top and started toying with my aching nipple.
"Your turn soon." She promised and began thrusting her hips into our busy fingers.
Ricky was sucking her nipple harder than before and now had a look on his face as if he thought he might be dreaming and didn't wake up. He was staring town towards our hands between Sammi's thighs and I noticed she had straightened not just her legs, but her cute little red toes were curled, a tell tale sign she was getting ready to cum.
"Oh, yeah!" her moan confirmed that thought, "Move your fingers faster! Oh just a little more, baby!" she was whining and I noticed Ricky began sucking her tit with even more vigor than before.
Sammi arched her back off the bed and clamped her thighs tightly around our hands, pinning them to her pussy. I could feel her leg trembling against mine and as removing her nipple from my mouth took it between my fingers and gave it a hard pinch.
"Oh...fuck!" Sammi cried out as she went off like a rocket.
She began releasing a series of sharp high pitched yelps as her hips bucked wildly into our still moving fingers. I had taken her nipple back in my mouth and continued to work it as she writhed between my body and our young neighbor's. Ricky looked shocked at the way Sammi's body had exploded, but his tongue was still busy on her nipple and I could feel him thrusting his fingers into her convulsing pussy.
Sammi threw her head back and let loose with a loud wail that caused Ricky to lift his face from her tit and stare open mouthed at her. Her hips thrust up and down several more times and with a long breathy sigh her body went limp.
"Oh my God, I came hard!"
"Good for you." I told her, "Now how about your little Nikki? Do I get to come?"
"Damn straight you do, right Ricky?"
"Ye ma'am." He grinned, easing his hand from between her legs and sitting up.
"Then what are you waiting for?"
I grabbed my top and lifting it part way, held it there. Taking his cue, Ricky, smiling like the cat that just ate the canary grabbed my top. I raised my arms over my head and felt my pussy gush when he stripped my top off and tossed it to the side. I cupped my breasts offering them to him, "You like them?"
"Wow." He exclaimed, "They're...big!"
"Hmmph!" Sammi pouted and crossed her arms over her tits. "Sorry mine are little."
"They're perfect like the rest of you." I told her, "Isn't that right, Ricky?"
"You're both fucking hot!" he declared and without being prompted reached across Sammi and grabbing my tits, started to fondle them.
"Oh, not so shy now!" I laughed.
"I knew we'd get you to have some fun." Sammi said as she sat up next to me.
Ricky's answer was to all but dive into my tits and I squealed in delight when he began eagerly sucking my nipple while his large strong hand groped the other. Sammi slid over and began sucking the other one and reaching down I grabbed my thong and started to push it over my hips.
"Stop," Sammi grabbed my hand, "I think you should let Ricky do the honors."
She emphasized that remark by giving me a playful push that sent me onto my back. Laughing, Sammi grabbed the strings of the thong and I lifted my hips to let slide it off. Ricky was sitting there staring between my legs and as she eased my thong down my legs he licked his lips. Even though I had thought we might play with him first I decided he would be licking my lips next.
As soon as Sammi had my thong past my knees, I playfully kicked my legs until I had the thong around my foot and flipped it off and at Ricky. He caught it and immediately brought it to his face.
"The real things better, baby." Sammi told him, "Come on Nikki; show Ricky your pretty pussy!"
I made a show of lifting my long legs straight up and Ricky's eyes locked on my pink pussy peeking out from between my thighs. I let my legs slowly fall and spreading them wide, beckoned to him "Why don't you come over here and give me a kiss sexy?"
Sitting next to me Sammi reached down and patted the bed between my legs. "How about you stretch out right here?"
"Oh, yeah." Ricky said in a faraway voice; his eyes fixed between my legs.
As he crawled between my legs and began to lie on his stomach I caught sight of that massive bulge and noticed the wet stain on his jeans was much bigger than before. My breath caught when he stretched out between my legs and placed his hands on my inner thighs. I could feel his fingers trembling and had to resist the urge to wrap my thighs around his head and shove my pussy in his face.
"Pretty isn't it?" Sammi reached down and I groaned when she spread my lips open and tapped my clit with her finger.
Ricky licked his lips again, his blue eyes were now glazed over with a look Sammi and I knew well; pure lust. He leaned closer and I shivered at the feeling of his hot breath on my quivering flesh. Sammi traced her finger around my throbbing clit, "Right here, baby, make Nikki moan for you."
She moved her finger and moan I did when Ricky's tongue pressed to my clit and repeated the circle Sammi had made.
"Oh, that feels good." I told him running my fingers through his hair.
Ricky swirled his tongue slowly around my swollen button and with a soft sigh I looked up at Sammi who was watching Ricky go down on me. Sammi was sporting the same look he was; her brown eyes were wide and bright and her fingers were stroking her pussy through the red thong.
I gasped in surprise when Ricky's tongue left my clit, slid down through my lips and plunged inside me. I tightened my fingers in his hair and lifted my hips, pushing my pussy into his face. Ricky responded by pushing his rigid tongue in and out of my sopping slit.
"Oh, look at you being a bad boy fucking me with that tongue!"
"Hmm I knew he wanted to be bad," Sammi said, "Just wait until we start being bad." She ran her tongue around her lips, "Just think baby, as soon as you suck her off, we're going to suck the cum right out of your cock!"
"Ah, Romance," I giggled then groaned when Ricky sucked hard on my pussy and I could feel my juices squirting into his mouth. "Oh, fuck!" I cried out, "You want that pussy don't you?"
"God you taste good!" he exclaimed from between my legs
"I taste good too!" Sammi pouted.
"Aww," reaching out, I grabbed her thong and yanked it down her hip. "Then why not take this off and let me taste?"
With an excited little giggle that caused my pussy to flow even more in Ricky's mouth, Sammi lay on her back, drew her knees up and worked her thong off. Ricky looked up from between my legs and with his face glistening from my pussy stared hungrily at Sammi's exposed slit then back to my dripping pussy inches from his face, "Oh my god, this is fucking hot!"
"Now you're getting it!" I laughed, "Well not quite yet, but you will be, now how about you stop talking and start licking?"
"Yes ma'am!" he laughed then plunged his tongue back inside me.
"Oooh he is into that pussy!" Sammi said, sitting up with her back to me.
She wasn't kidding, Ricky was devouring my pussy the way he had gone after Sammi's tits and the way I was going to go after his cock. But right now I was more than happy to lay there, play with my nipples and enjoy his eager tongue. Ricky had slipped it from inside me and was now rapidly licking my pussy from top to bottom. Each time he reached my clit he gave it a quick hard suck that caused me to yelp.
"That's a nice little trick." I said in between moans, "You know what you're doing don't you, baby?"
"I love licking pussy." He paused long enough to say before returning his tongue to my clit.
"Well, hey honey, we're right next door!" Sammi laughed, "Hey Nikki how does he look between your legs?"
"Damn good!" I groaned as I let my eyes wander past his tongue on my clit and took in his broad shoulders and tan muscular back.
Lifting my legs I placed them on his back and began sliding my soft feet up and down enjoying the feeling of his hard muscles beneath my feet. Ricky looked up and as his tongue flicked across my clit, stared at my fingers on my nipples.
"Like that show?" Sammi asked, "How about a better one?"
Swinging her leg over my head so she was straddling me, she lowered her pussy to my face. I immediately plunged my tongue deep into her sweet pussy and she moaned loudly as I began to probe her hot flesh. I released a long groan at the dual pleasure of Ricky now sucking gently on my clit while lapping my lover's delicious nectar.
Sammi started rocking her hips, sliding her slick flesh across my tongue. She eased up slightly making it so I could barely catch her flesh with the tip of my tongue, but no doubt allowing Ricky to watch me work her pussy.
"How's that look, baby?" Sammi asked, "You like watching Nikki lick me? You can see it a lot more if you want. We'll wear you out then you can watch us play until you get nice and...oh!"
Sammi gasped when I wrapped my arms around her thighs and pulling her down to me began sucking on her clit. Ricky was working mine by alternately sucking then licking and my body was beginning to respond. My legs were shaking and my hips were moving of their own accord as my body began to prepare for what was going to be the first of many orgasms this afternoon.



That orgasm was brought closer by Sammi grabbing my nipples and rolling them between her fingers. I pushed my tongue hard against her clit and pushed and pulled on her hips, urging her to ride my tongue. Sammi was moaning and I could feel her thighs shaking against my face. She had only cum minutes ago, but was obviously worked up to the point she could go off again and from the pitch of her whimpers, fairly soon.
"Shove your fingers in her pussy!" Sammi exclaimed, "Make that little slut cum so we can suck your fucking cock!"
I started to smile as Sammi once again started talking like a porn star, but the smile turned into a loud cry against her hot skin when Ricky practically slammed two fingers inside me. His shyness had certainly been overcome as he started sucking harder on my clit and his fingers were moving a lot harder than they had when he was fingering Sammi.
I certainly wasn't complaining in anyway. We were where we were because both of us wanted a good hard fucking and his fingers were just a tease. Lifting my hips, I thrust them in time with his fingers, sending them deeper and harder into my overheated pussy.
Sammi slowed her hips and when I tried to urge her to go faster she moaned, "I'll cum for you later, Nikki, but the next time I get off its going to be where you're going to cum right in his face!"
I felt Ricky's breathing grow heavier against my pussy at her words and she kept inspiring him with more of her dirty talking.
"Yeah you make her cum nice and hard, baby! Suck that sweet little pussy until she goes off in your face. Make her squeal and then we'll make you moan! We're going to give you the hottest double blow job you can think of! Going to suck that nice big young dick, going to pass it back and forth and share that nice big load, all you have to do is make her cum!"
"Oh fuck!" I screamed into her pussy as she suddenly gave my nipples a hard twist.
She held them there and when my back arched and I groaned into her pussy she twisted them just as hard the other way. I released an animal like howl and began thrashing so wildly Sammi yelped and almost fell off me. I clamped my legs around Ricky's head, crossing my ankles and pulling his face hard into my convulsing pussy.
He grunted into my wet flesh, but his tongue kept moving on my clit and my hips were driving hard into his fingers. Sammi yelped as well as I curled my nails into her soft thighs and emitted squeal after squeal into her juicy little twat. I had given up trying to lick and just lay there yelping as Ricky did an amazing job of somehow keeping his lips pressed to my clit. My body convulsed once more and as my pussy contracted around his strong fingers I emitted a long shuddering moan and letting my legs fall from his shoulders, lay there gasping for breath.
Ricky licked my now over sensitive clit and I jerked my hips. Putting my foot on his shoulder I pushed and moaned, "Please stop, baby."
"For now anyway." Sammi added as she swung her leg back over me. "I'm sure she'll let you again. Now speaking of licking. How about you roll over and slide right up here." She patted the pillow. "You've made both of us cum and now I think we owe you a little something, don't you Nikki?"
"Damn straight." I said sitting up, "I came damn hard."
Again there was no sign of hesitation in Ricky. He crawled up the bed and rolling over on his back rested his head on the pillow and put his arms behind his head an expectant smile on his face.
"Oh, look at this one!" I laughed, "You waiting for something?"
"I..."
"You what?" Sammi grinned, "Don't try shy again; tell us what you want?"
"I...I want you two to give me a blow job."
"Yes sir." Sammi cooed, looking at me she winked, "You ready to be a dirty slut and suck on this nice cock, honey?"
"As long as you share it with me, sexy."
"Deal." She exclaimed, "We'll both be sluts!"
Lying on our sides with him between us, we each began kissing his neck. I could feel his body trembling along mine as we began kissing lower. our lips now on his chest. Ricky put his arms around us and began running his hands up and down our backs. I could see Sammi's nipples pressing into his chest and felt mine doing the same. When I reached his nipple I started tonguing it and Sammi mirrored my action.
Her hand slid down his stomach and a moment later I heard the unmistakable sound of jeans being unzipped. I let my hand join hers and we both teased our nails over the waist of his open jeans. I could see the line of his pubic hair and Sammi giggled, "Bad boy, not wearing underwear!"
Ricky mumbled something and be3gan moving his hips trying to urge us to touch him. I looked at Sammi who nodded and as we rested our heads on his chest we each grabbed a side of his jeans and pushed them down. Ricky eagerly lifted his hips and as his jeans slipped down his cock sprang free.
"Oh, look at that." Sammi whispered. "Damn it's beautiful"
She wasn't exaggerating for his benefit. Ricky's cock was pretty damn big, I'd give him at least eight inches if not a little more and it wasn't just long, but thick and he had been hard so long his swollen head was purple and there was a stream of pre cum oozing from the tip. Sammi was the first to move, grabbing it at the base and giving him a squeeze.
'Oh fuck, is he hard!"
Ricky moaned and a spurt of pre cum squirted from the tip of his cock. No longer able to hold back, I slid down his body and rolled over so I was straddling his thigh. I put my hand over Sammi's and with no hesitation, took his perfect cock deep into my mouth.
"Oh God!" Ricky cried out when I took his impressive cock all the way down to his balls.
I held it there and gave my head a shake causing him to emit a whimper that made my nipples stiffen against his leg.
"Hey," Sammi said, "No fair I thought we were going to take our time!"
I winked then started slowly bobbing my head. Ricky moaned softly as I got into a slow rhythm and pressed my tongue along his shaft while my soft lips worked along his hard flesh. God I had needed this! You couldn't really suck on a toy. They weren't the same texture and they didn't twitch in your mouth like Ricky's cock was. They sure as hell didn't drip down your throat or make adorable little whimpering noises while you sucked it.
"Well then I get to fuck him first!"
Even as she spoke, Sammi slid down the bed and straddling his other thigh, opened her mouth and waggled her tongue at me, "Come on, Nikki, share with me!"
I released his cock with a loud slurping sound and staring Ricky in the eye sent a trail of spit dripping down his cock. I pushed it at Sammi and whispered, "Here you go, honey."
Sammi showed rare restraint by first using her tongue to slurp up my trail of spit before teasing a slow circle around his swollen head.
"How's this look, baby? How's your cock look between two hot women?"
"Amazing."
"Yeah, you like watching two hot sluts suck your pretty cock?"
"Oh, yes."
Sammi opened wide and taking just the tip in her mouth sucked hard enough to cause her cheeks to hollow. Ricky cried out and opening her mouth, Sammi let the pre cum she had just sucked out ooze down her chin and onto his cock.
"That is so hot!" I told her.
Sammi gave the tip a quick kiss then as I had done opened her mouth and took him deep into her pretty mouth. Like me she went right down to the base of his shaft then one upped me by sliding her tongue out and licking his balls. Her eyes were on his face as she began sucking him with long slow strokes, bringing her lips all the way to the head before working her way back down to his balls.
Ricky was moaning steadily and his eyes looked as if they were ready to pop out of his head as Sammi sucked his long hard cock. She closed her eyes and began sighing softly around him and as she began to stroke him with her hand while sucking him, I lowered my head and caused him to cry out again when I gently sucked his ball into my mouth. I swirled my tongue around both his balls feeling them tighten beneath my touch.
Sammi released his cock and joined me, sucking the other side. We watched his cock twitch inches from our faces as we bathed his balls with our tongues. Sammi's tongue met mine and we shared a quick kiss during which she passed some of his sticky pre cum into my mouth. I placed my hand over hers and as we both slowly pumped his cock, she sighed, "Two hands on him, damn I want this inside me!"
"After he cums, or it'll be two pumps." I told her, and then gave her another sticky sweet kiss.
Ricky's hips were rocking as we sucked his balls and stroked him. His leg was shaking beneath me and I knew we would have to tease if we wanted even blowing him to last more than a minute. Running my tongue once more along his balls I worked up to the base of his shaft and watched Sammi do the same.
Pressing our tongues firmly to his quivering cock we ran them slowly up to the tip and began teasing the head by flicking our tongues gently against his spongy flesh. Ricky's hand started down towards Sammi, but stopped. Sammi grabbed his wrist and placed his hand on the back of her head. He did the same with me and again I could feel his hand shaking with excitement.
I pressed my lips to his head and parted them so he was partially in my mouth. Sammi mimicked me and our lips were now touching with his cock between them. We began sliding up and down, caressing his cock with our soft lips and with a loud moan his fingers tightened in my hair. We reached the tip and stopped.
"Go ahead, baby." Sammi told him around his cock, "Fuck our mouths."
She pressed her lips back to mine and Ricky started moving his hips, pushing his cock between our soft wet lips. We let him go for a minute then pulling her head back, Sammi opened wide and after kissing his cock I made a show of passing it to her. Sammi took it in her mouth and began slowly bobbing her head. She sucked him for a few seconds, then passed his amazing cock to me.
I took him into my mouth and with a sigh began sucking him enjoying my turn with his thick dripping cock. I took him deep and as I slowly made my way back to the tip shook my head rapidly back and forth. Ricky whimpered again and his leg straightened between mine. I released his cock and this time when Sammi took it back into her slutty little mouth I lowered my head and started sucking his balls.
"Oh, fuck that feels good!" Ricky groaned
"You like us sucking you, baby? I asked, "You like seeing your big dick in our faces? I can't wait to see it in my pussy!"
Sammi finished her turn and as I had done went to working his balls while I started to suck on him. His hips were moving faster and he was moaning continuously. We wouldn't be able to hold him back much longer so I picked up the pace sucking him faster than before. I gave him back to Sammi to keep it going and she began sucking him hard and fast, taking him deep each time.
Ricky's hips were now thrusting into her mouth and she stopped moving. I watched her remain still while he thrust his cock in and out of her red lips and figured he was done for. Instead Sammi released him once more and shoved him in my mouth. I started to suck then yelped in surprise when Sammi grabbed the back of my head and started shoving my mouth up and down his cock.
"That's it you dirty whore suck that fucking cock!" she demanded, "You know you love it, you little pig!"
I had to say I did like her forcing his cock down my throat and began to moan and grind my wet pussy into his thigh as she continued to help him use my mouth. He was thrusting his hips wildly and whimpering as his cock drove repeatedly into my descending mouth.
"Oh god," he groaned, "Please don't stop!"
"Oh, I like begging!" Sammi laughed, "Maybe I should stop?"
"No!" Ricky sounded like he was whining, "Please Sammi, please Nikki? Oh...Oh don't stop!"
I could feel his cock quivering in my mouth and sensing he was that close, Sammi quickly placed her face next to mine. Ricky cried out and I squealed as a thick stream of hot cum squirted into my mouth. I pulled his cock from my mouth and pointed it at Sammi who expertly caught the second long thick spurt in her waiting mouth. Grabbing his cock, she began to stroke it hard and fast.
Ricky was moaning and whimpering as his cock continued to erupt. Both our mouths were over it and we were letting his cum strike our tongues and drool back out onto his cock. Sammi turned and let some of it spray her cheek and I did the same. We moved his cock back and forth as if it were a hose and let Ricky paint both our faces with the biggest load I'd ever seen.
Ricky whimpered again and began gasping and moaning as the last of his delicious cream spilled from his cock. We continued to give him a show, using our tongues to clean the cum from his spent cock. We each sucked gently on the tip loving the little noises he was making.
When neither of us could coax another drop from him Sammi asked, "You like that, baby? Did we do a good job sucking your cock?"
"That was...fuck." He exclaimed.
"Fuck?" Sammi laughed, "Don't mind if I do!"
Sliding up his thigh, Sammi swung her leg over his hips, almost kicking me in the process. I moved out of her way and watched as she straddled him and started grinding her hips, rubbing her wet pussy along his still hard cock.
"Look at him; he's not even getting soft!" I told her more for his benefit than hers.
"That's why you like them young isn't it you pig?" she asked as she teased her pussy along the length of his cock.
"Just me?"
"Okay, me too!" she laughed, "Now shove that cock inside me I want to go for a ride!"
Grabbing his cock, I guided it to the entrance of her pussy then teased both of them by rubbing his swollen head against her clit. Both Ricky and Sammi moaned at the same time and sliding his cock back down I pushed the head slowly into her hot little pussy. Ricky released another of those cute little noises as Sammi lowered her weight and slid him inside of her one teasing inch at a time.
When he was deep inside her, she rose up and with no warning drove her hips down hard. They both cried out as she impaled herself on his big dick. Sammi started sliding back and forth and I was thrilled to see him grab her hips and watched as he guided her back and forth helping her ride him. His large dark hands looked good on her fair skin and slender hips and coming up behind her I put my arms around her and began teasing her nipples and kissing the back of her neck.
Sammi began showing off, sitting straight up on him and moving her hips sensually while lifting her long brown hair and raising her arms over her head, giving him a good look at me playing with her tits. Sammi was sighing each time she slid back into him and as hot as it was to watch I wanted my turn and shoving her in the back so that she fell onto his chest I said, "Enough with the slow sexy stuff, fuck that pussy!"
Sammi began slamming her hips up and down, driving his cock hard into her and after crying out in surprise, Ricky put his arms around her waist and started slamming his cock into her. I sat back and watched with my pussy dripping as he lifted his hips up and down driving his long cock into her as hard as he could.
Sammi was yelping with each thrust and deciding to add to Ricky's fun I got between his legs and sliding onto my stomach started sucking his balls as Sammi road him.
"Holy...Oh my God!" he called out "Just like those dirty movies you watch isn't it?" I asked
"Oh, I..." Ricky's words turned into whimpers as Sammi started moving her hips faster and I resumed licking his balls.
Not wanting to send him over the edge too quickly I stopped licking him, but sitting up, spread Sammi's cheeks apart and with no hesitation plunged my tongue into her ass.
"Oh you slut!" she squealed, but stopped moving her hips and started wiggling her ass in my face.
I worked my tongue in and out of her tight little rosebud as Ricky continued to hammer away at her pussy.
'Oh I need to cum!" she moaned.
'Then hop on the other end." I told her, "It's my turn to ride that cock!"
'Oh, now who's being romantic?"
Pushing herself up from his chest Sammi swung her leg over him, but this time did a quick three sixty so that her and Ricky were in a sixty nine position. She sat back, shoving her pussy in his face and squealed, "Oh, yeah, baby! Shove that tongue in there!"
She fell forward and grabbing his cock sucked it into her mouth. Ricky moaned between her legs as she took him deep. I leaned down and sucked his balls into my mouth causing another loud cry from beneath her. She released his cock and I took it into my mouth, moaning at the taste of her pussy on him. I removed his cock with a wet slurping sound and straddling his hips, reached back and guided his cock to my pussy.
Like Sammi had done let my weight go, driving him hard inside me. I cried out in surprise at how thick he was and remained still, allowing my pussy to stretch around him. Damn no piece of rubber could ever replace this. I started rocking back and forth easing him in and out and enjoying every inch of his hard young cock.
Two feet away from me Sammi was rocking as well, sliding her pussy across his face and from the look on her face he was doing a pretty good job on her. Seeing me looking, Sammi put her hands on my shoulders and drew me to her. Our lips met and our tongues probed each other's mouth as we straddled our hot young neighbor. We were both moaning as his tongue and cock pleased our pussies and our hands were now busy on each other's nipples.
Sammi gasped and started moving her hips faster and still kissing me, reached down between us and caused me to groan when her thumb found my clit.
"Ease back." She told me. "I want you to cum on his cock while I cum on his face.
Credit where it was due as wild as I could be Sammi's dirty mind was always one step ahead of me. I leaned back until I was grabbing Ricky's ankles and began rocking my hips harder, pushing him deeper into me. Ricky groaned as this position bent his cock and was more of a tease than if I had been leaning the other way.
Sammi's thumb was moving in hard fast circles on my clit and I saw she had stopped moving her hips allowing Ricky to focus more on her clit. His arms went around her thighs pulling her closer to his face. I could make out his tongue flicking against her pink clit and even as he licked her he was moaning in pleasure from my pussy working his cock. Sammi was playing with one of her nipples while her other fingers were busy stroking me.
I looked to the side and my eyes widened at the sight of the three of us on the bed. Ricky's muscular tanned form beneath our naked bodies as we straddled him looked damn good and caused me to start fucking him harder as he strived to please us. We were all sweating now and the room smelled of sex. Sammi had closed her eyes and let her head fall back. Her lips were parted and she was moaning softly even as her finger moved expertly across my swollen button.
She looked incredible and as hot as this was I couldn't wait to take her in my arms later and enjoy her all to myself. She opened her eyes and leaning forward started pumping her hips into Ricky's face, "Right there baby, oh, right there! Keep sucking that clit! Just like that, I...oh fuck yeah!"
Sammi threw her head back and screamed as her hips started grinding into Ricky's face. I saw the muscles bulge in his arms as he fought to hold her still as she writhed into his face. Sammi started yelping and squealing as her orgasm tore through her, yet somehow her thumb stayed moving on my clit and I moaned as I felt my own release approaching.
Sammi slumped forward and into me and I eagerly met her with a deep kiss. She returned it softly trying to recover from her orgasm, but her thumb hadn't slowed at all and as her fingers found my nipples and squeezed them I pulled my face from hers and called out her name as my orgasm slammed through me.



Between her legs, Ricky moaned loudly and his hips thrust up and down, desperately trying to push his cock deeper inside me. I squealed at the sensation of my pussy contracting around his huge dick and leaning forward began bouncing up and down, driving that amazing cock as deep as I could. Sammi eased off his face and even as my body spasmed in pleasure, I smiled at the way his cheeks were covered in Sammi's sticky juices.
He grabbed my hips and caused me to start yelping as he began fucking me hard and fast and my pussy convulsed around him.
"Oh, yeah look at her cumming on your cock, you made us both cum baby!"
Sammi pointed at the side of the bed. I wasn't sure what she was getting at, but she hadn't let me down yet. I reluctantly slid off of Ricky's cock and watched Sammi lean down and began sucking my juices off of it.
"Goddamn you girls are...Christ you're like fucking porn stars!"
"Better than that baby because we live right next door and you are going to be our new favorite hobby!"
Sammi giggled around his cock and I followed suit with a giddy laugh of my own. I was getting to the point I felt as if I were sex drunk and loved every minute of it. Sammi sat up and slid across the bed until she was sitting on the end and gestured for me to do the same. I sat next to her and when Ricky had sat up, Sammi told him, "Come stand in front of us."
Ricky didn't ask questions, he quickly rolled over and came around to our side of the bed, his long thick cock as hard and ready as it had been since we started.
"Youth and enthusiasm!" I laughed.
When he was in front of us with that magnificent cock pointing our way, Sammi pushed my shoulder so I fell back onto the bed and lying next to me she raised her legs in the air. Grabbing the backs of her knees she held her legs up and looked over at me. Knowing what she wanted I did the same thing so that Ricky was now presented with both of our dripping pussies wide open in front of him.
He looked from one to the other and whispered, "I...I gotta be dreaming."
"Then fuck us before you wake up." Sammi told him.
Ricky stepped up to her first and with one smooth plunged his cock into Sammi's sopping snatch. She moaned loudly and we both watched as Ricky's long glistening cock began to slide in and out of her.
"Come on, baby!" She urged him on, "I said fuck us! We're not sweet little teenagers; you can fuck us as hard as you want!"
Ricky put his hands on the backs of her knees and leaning forward started fucking her hard and fast. Sammi let her head fall back and began yelping with each thrust. His pushing on her legs had lifted her hips from the bed causing his cock to pound even deeper into her and I watched transfixed by the sight of her pink flesh being plundered by his long thick cock.
"Give Nikki some!" she moaned.
Ricky slipped his cock from inside her and stepping to his right grabbed my ankles and slammed into me so hard I cried out. With no hesitation he started fucking me as hard as he had her. I started squealing in pleasure as he repeatedly drove into me. He was using long hard strokes that were driving me wild and as good as it felt, Sammi made it better by reaching over and playing with my clit.
Ricky withdrew from me and moving over started fucking Sammi again. I put my arm over hers and finding her clit started rubbing it in circles. Sammi moaned and her hips stated rocking as Ricky continued pounding her pussy.
"Oh fuck I love your cock, baby!" she moaned, "I fucking love it!"
Deciding to give both of them an extra thrill, I sat up and leaning over rested my head on Sammi's stomach. I watched as Ricky's cock slammed into her from inches away and sliding closer I began tonguing her clit.
"Oh, honey!" Sammi groaned as her hand grabbed my hair, "Oh yes!"
I tongued her clit in fast circles and stared up at Ricky who at this point was dripping sweat and breathing like a bull.
"How's that look?" Sammi asked,
"Not as good as this will." I opened my mouth and wiggled my tongue at him.
Ricky slipped his cock from her pussy and again showing that there was nothing even remotely shy about him at this point shoved his cock into my mouth. I moaned around it as I sucked Sammi's sweet juices from it and Ricky whimpered as I bobbed my head, sucking him deep into my eager mouth. I stopped sucking and he immediately shoved his cock back inside of Sammi.
I teased her clit with my tongue again then rolling over on top of her pointed my ass at Ricky. He quickly pulled out from Sammi and grabbing my hips drove into me so hard I would have fallen forward had he not been holding me.
"That's it baby, fuck me!" I called out, "Fuck me as hard as you can!"
Ricky was slamming me so hard I could feel his balls slapping against my pussy, he was moaning with every thrust and I figured he wouldn't be able to keep this up much longer. Sammi pulled herself up the bed and out from under me. She rolled over onto her hands and knees and crawled backwards until she was kneeling next to me.
Taking his cue, Ricky went from my dripping pussy and plunged into hers. Sammi cried out and began slamming her hips back into him driving him even deeper. I could see her thighs were wet from her pussy and watched his long dick work in and out of her pink box. Ricky withdrew from her and I moaned when he slipped back inside of me.
"Oh yeah, work our pussies, fuck both us, baby! Both our little pussies need your big cock!" Sammi called out, "Keep fucking us!"
He returned to her and as she started yelping with each hard pump he gave her I noticed his chest heaving and his moans were turning into those adorable whimpers. I rolled over onto my back and spreading my legs said, "I want you to cum for me this time!"
Ricky didn't need to be told twice. Sliding his now dripping cock from Sammi he grabbed my ankles, spread my legs as far apart as he could and resumed fucking me like an animal. I threw my head back and started squealing each time his big cock struck home and turning to the side watched in the mirror as he hammered away at me.
Sammi had sat up and was also looking in the mirror. Catching my eye she winked and laying across my stomach, exclaimed, "Cum for her, but give it to me, baby! Cum in my face! Whip it out of her nasty little pussy and shoot that load all over me!"
Ricky gave me several savage thrusts that had me howling and whipping his cock out released a loud cry of his own and pumping his cock sent a tremendous spurt of cum into Sammi's open mouth. I watched in the mirror as she pushed it out with her tongue letting it drool down her chin and onto my sopping pussy. I whimpered at the feeling of his hot cum running through my lips. Ricky was moaning and stroking his cock sending several long streams of thick cum splashing into Sammi's mouth and face.
She let all of it drip down onto me and when Ricky groaned and squeezed the last drops from his spent cock, she quickly began slurping it up from my stomach. I moaned as her tongue began cleaning up the mess he had made on my pussy, but seeing Ricky standing there gasping for breath, I sat up, forcing Sammi to do the same and grabbing his cock took it into my mouth and started sucking greedily.
Ricky emitted a pathetic whimper and Sammi cooed, "Awww, baby!"
I sucked as hard as I could until I was rewarded with a couple more drops and sliding his now softening cock from my mouth turned and grabbing Sammi, pressed my lips to hers and using my tongue shoved his cum into her mouth. Sammi sucked eagerly on my tongue and after giving me a surprisingly sweet kiss, pushed me back down on the bed.
I lay there sighing as Sammi finished cleaning my pussy with her tongue. As good as it felt I didn't have the urge to come, just lay there and enjoy it. As Sammi licked me clean, Ricky all but fell into a sitting position on the bed next to me. Sammi gave my clit a kiss then sat next to Ricky so he was between us.
We both kissed his cheeks and Sammi asked, "So, was that better than sitting here whacking off and playing video games?"
"I..." he shook his head, "That was un fucking believable!"
"Hope it helped you forget all about your sweet little ex girlfriend."
"Who?" he asked with a big smile.
"Exactly." Sammi said
"She couldn't fuck like that." He said.
"That's because she's a girl and we're women." I told him.
"I thought it was because we're dirty sluts." Sammi said.
"Well that too." I laughed.
"I like sluts." Ricky laughed.
"We'll be your sluts, baby." Sammi told him. "Not all the time, but trust me we'll be asking you to come on over take care of us again."
"Soon?" he asked hopefully.
"We'll see." Sammi gave her hair a toss.
"I think seeing your parents are away you should come over late tonight when it's dark." I said.
"Really?" He turned to me, "You mean it?"
"Sure, "I grabbed his cock and gave it a playful squeeze. "We'll go skinny dipping and play in the pool."
"I'd like that!"
"Yeah," I continued, warming up to the idea. "You'll be standing in the pool and we'll lay on the side of it and you can suck us both off then we'll slip in and hop on and you can fuck us in the water." I snapped my fingers. "I want to kneel on the ladder and have you fuck me doggy style while I lick Sammi and..."
"I'm sorry Ricky." Sammi said.
"About what?" we both asked.
"I have to apologize for Nikki." She sighed dramatically, "She's not very romantic."
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I pulled into the drive way and frowned when I didn't see mom's car. That meant she'd picked up another shift at the lounge. When mom had mentioned she might have a chance to work tonight I'd pleaded with her not to. She had worked the last three nights, six to midnight, in addition to her regular job at the salon. Three straight days of sixteen hours on her feet and this morning she looked like she was ready to fall asleep at the table.
I thought about driving down there and telling her to come home, but it was nine and she had already been there three hours and would be pissed at me.
It was for the better anyway, the one time I stopped in I had to put up with the sight of several assholes in suits who thought they were something watching my mother walk away in that mini skirt and stiletto heels and heard them say she was hot for a woman her age and wondered how big of a tip it would take to get her to come home with them.
I'd headed over there to tell the guy to go fuck himself and slap the smirk off his face, but mom had spotted me and come over. She'd given me a quick kiss on the cheek which earned a remark of "Oh, guess she likes them young" from one of the creeps.
Seeing the look on my face, mom told me to leave and not come see her there; nothing good could come of it. She assured me she couldn't care less what guys like that said and hell would freeze over before she would so much as look at one of them, let alone give them anything.
I sat in the car disgusted with how things were going right now. My father was rolling in his grave at the fact my mother had gone back to waitressing, a job he had asked her to quit when they got married twenty three years ago.
She had pointed out she made great tips and it was a decent job, but he hated to see women ogled like they were pieces of meat and mom caved for him, She'd gone to school to cut hair which didn't make as much money, but she enjoyed it and dad made plenty so money was never a big deal.
Now six months after his death, money meant everything and mom was back to parading around in an outfit that made her look like a hooker and being hit on by scum. Speaking of money and working, I shut the car off and winced as even that small movement caused pain in my arm.
My best friend Billy's father worked as a contractor and knowing our situation had offered me a hundred dollars to help him clear the rubble out of a basement after my shift at Wal-mart and I had gladly taken him up on it.
But after an eight am class, a noon to six shift stocking shelves and three hours of chucking broken chunks of cement into a dumpster, my entire body ached and I was dying for a hot shower and bed. But the five twenties in my pocket made it worth it.
I could put it on the overdue cable bill and keep it on for us for another month anyway. I could live without it, as could mom, but Katie and Sarah were twelve and would go into withdrawal without TV, and I did need the net for school.
I forced myself to get out of the car and winced at the stiffness in my back. I closed the door and looked at the for sale sign in the window of the 2007 Mazda 626 Mom and Dad had bought me for graduation.
I reached back into the car and removed the sign so mom wouldn't see it. So far I hadn't gotten any bites on it, but I was hopeful. The car was seven years old, but barely had forty thousand miles on it and I was hoping for three thousand for it which was a damn good price.
Mom would kill me once I sold it, but Billy said he would sell me his beat up old Toyota for six hundred and the rest of the money could go towards the badly past due mortgage.
On that note, I removed my phone from my pocket and turned it on. I had shut it off at work and seeing I was going to be working tossing rocks around had left it off and in the pocket of my jacket, which I had left I the car.
I was disappointed to see no missed calls about the car, but noticed a text from mom telling me what I had guessed; she was working. My eyes widened and my stomach knotted when I saw the rest of it, "The credit union called and I am going there before the club, I'll talk to you when I get home."
I put the phone back in my pocket and walked slowly towards the house. Since dad had passed and we had found out his company's new "cheaper" medical plan had left thousands of dollars of treatments uncovered and the collection agency had put a lien on the house.
Not that, that meant a whole lot seeing as we were now four mortgage payments behind and the bank itself would come before them, but it created a huge issue with mom borrowing money.
Dad had been out of work for months as he battled liver cancer and although his company did keep up his benefits and even kept him on payroll for the first three months; all that time had consumed their savings.
Mom had barely worked during that time and even things like groceries had been coming out of the bank. After dad had passed, the life insurance that came in covered his funeral, but the remainder couldn't even put a dent in the debt mom was now in.
Dad had a 401k that contained over fifty thousand dollars and was supposed to be released to mom after dad's passing, but the company now had new owners and their new policy was we had to wait a year.
That money would have been enough to get mom out of hock with the hospital and pay the mortgage so there would be equity left in the house if she needed anything else, like my tuition, which she was stressing about far more than she needed to be, but there was no way we could wait another six months for that money.
None of the banks would help, but Mom had been referred to a credit agency that supposedly would let her borrow against the pension money due to come to her end of the year. This was our last resort and we both knew it.
If it fell through, we would be forced to let the house go into foreclosure with any money from the bank sale going to them and the hospital. We would be forced to live on just Mom's two jobs and my thirty hours a week.
I had offered to quit school and work full time for Billy's dad who said he could get me a solid forty hours at a decent wage and into the union, but mom said all she and my father had wanted was for their kids to do what they never did and that was get an education.
Dad had lucked out, getting in with a company that let him work his way up to a good desk job, but he had worked twice as hard to get there and mom cut hair and waitressed, honest work, but long hours and nothing glamorous, they wanted better for me and the twins.
I had just reached the door when it opened from within and Sarah threw herself into my arms, "Ryan! I missed you; you said you would be home tonight!"
"Yeah!" Katie said from behind her, "You promised you would help us beat the new Sonic!"
"I know, I know, bad big brother!" I kissed Sarah on the forehead and leaned over to hug Katie, "Tomorrow, I swear."
"How about now?" They asked in unison.
"In stereo as usual." I laughed, "But that's better than you starting," I flicked Sarah's pony tail, "and you finishing," I pinched Katie's cheek, "Now that is lame."
"Well, we are twins!" Katie declared, crossing her arms over her Care Bear night shirt.
"No? really?" I got down on my knees despite the protest in them, and made a show of looking back and forth between the two girls.
Identical twins, my sister's resembled my mother to the T; the same thick dark brown hair, big brown eyes and fair, delicate features. My father, who like myself, was blonde with blue eyes, tanned easily and had a strong jaw to go with his rugged features, would always joke they weren't his.
"Well I guess you sort of look alike, you know, kind of ugly, but there's only room for one good looking kid in the family."
"Hey we look like mom and she's beautiful!" Sarah said indignantly.
"That she is and so are you two" I gave them both a hug, trying to keep a smile on my face as they eagerly embraced me, things hadn't been easy for them and sometimes they still struggled with the fact that dad was gone. "For a pair of pygmies anyway."
"Now stop teasing, Ryan, you were a pretty goofy looking kid yourself back in the day."
I looked up to see Mrs. Williams, our long time next door neighbor and the neighborhood baby sitter for as long as even mom could remember. Coming out into the hallway, with her sweater over her arm.
"He's still goofy." The girls spoke at the same time again and burst out giggling.
"Yup, I'm a big goof, but a goof willing to read you some Harry Potter before bed if you go brush your teeth and don't complain about going to bed."
"But its..."
"Nine on a school night." I stood up, "Mom's rules, girls, not mine so don't bother complaining."
"But I want to see mom." Sarah said, "We've only seen her in the morning and a few minutes after dinner all week!"
"Yeah, I miss mom!" Katie began to look genuinely upset.
"Mom has to work, girls," Mrs. Williams chimed in "So you girls can have nice things and your games and..."
"I don't want nice things, I want mom" Sarah said, then twisted the knife, "I miss daddy too, but it's not so bad when Mom's around."
"What about me?" I asked, "What am I, nothing?"
"You're not mommy or daddy." Sarah sulked, "You're our brother, its different, you miss daddy too!"
"I do." I nodded, trying to keep the emotion out of my voice, "And if he were here he would tell you little brats to go to bed. Now scoot and I'll come in, in a few minutes and read." I winked, "So see you will be in bed at nine, but not sleeping right?"
"Hey, yeah!" Katie laughed, "Cool!"
She grabbed Sarah's hand and after stopping to give Mrs. Williams a kiss, ran off through the living room and down the hall to their room.
"You look tired, Ryan" she frowned at me, adding more wrinkles to her face, "Long day?"
"They all are, but not as long as Mom's, she shouldn't have worked tonight."
"In a perfect world, no, but in your situation...?" she shrugged, "She is doing what she feels is right."
"The girls need her."
"They do, but your mother needs things too Ryan and one of them is time to grieve and she hasn't had it yet so she works her ass off and keeps dodging things."
"I guess, well speaking of working," I removed the money from my pocket, "You stayed three extra hours," I peeled off a twenty and handed it to her, "Here you go."
"Nope," She put her hands behind her back, "Bad enough your mother insists on paying me at all, I am not going to take extra."
"Please? I feel..."
"Ryan, your mom is and your dad was, a good friend to me. I wish I could help your mother, but I don't have much more than I need so the least I can do is give you guys some of my time."
"Okay." I put the money down, "I appreciate it."
"I know you do." She smiled, then turned serious, "Your mother got a call from the guy from the credit union and rushed out, you hear from her?"
"No. I'm trying to decide if that is good or bad news."
"Well I don't think she would tell you either over the phone so try not to worry."
"Yeah, right." I laughed.
"I'll see you tomorrow night," she said, as she walked past, "Ryan?"
"Yes?"
"Have your mother stop into the girls room tonight, even if it's to just wake them up and kiss them good night, they've had a rough couple of nights they think she is not going to come back one of these nights."
"I will."
"You're a good man, Ryan." She touched my cheek, "You've grown up a lot the last few months, your mom is proud of you and I know your dad is too."
"I...I try."
"You're succeeding, your mother tells me all the time how you're trying to take care of her and how much closer the two of you have gotten, it's good that you're close to her right now, she needs it."
"Yeah well I don't feel like I'm doing much of anything." I said glumly.
"You are, Ryan, just being by her side through this is doing plenty. Your mother needs a man to lean on and you're the man in her life right now, at least until she decides she's ready to move on."
"I...I don't like that idea." I said softly."But I have mentioned it to her."
"Neither does she, right now, but someday she will. She's only forty three, too young to be alone, and far too pretty and sweet. When she's ready you need to let that happen, Ryan. You can't make trouble for her."
"I don't want to; I just want her to be with someone who will be as good to her as dad."
"And there are good men out there. There's one right in front of me."
"Well I'm not that kind of man for her."
"Of course not! But you will make sure the next guy is. Have a good night."
"You too."
I closed the door behind her and after looking longingly at the couch decided to head right in to the girls. If I sat down I would not get back up. I thought about Mrs.
Williams words and frowned. I guess it was a part of life-and death-that mom would move on and find someone else, but who would be as good to her as my father was? And how would they be to the girls? I was twenty and wouldn't be an issue, but my sisters were young and...
"One thing at a time." I said out loud as dad always had when he was trying to figure things out. "Today is the day we have to get through, tomorrow is another day."
I nodded as I could hear dad speaking in my mind. Today we had to worry about where the hell we were going to be living in a few months. We didn't even have money to move which was why I was trying to sell my car, it would be enough to get us in somewhere and...
"Hey, Ryan!" Sarah called from down the hall "Come read to us!"
"Yeah," Katie chimed in "And do those bad accents you did last time, they're really funny!"
"Why of course my young ladies in waiting!" I called down the hallway in a shitty attempt at a British accent, "Your dashing big brother is on his way!"
I couldn't help but smile as I followed the sound of their laughter down the hallway, but when I saw the family portrait that was taken last Christmas right before dad got sick, I was struck by a wave of sadness and recalled what mom had said many times in the last couple of months, "This house is the only home this family has known, it's a part of our family, it is our family."
Taking a deep breath and wiping a tear from my eye I stared at Mom in the picture in her favorite red dress and agreed with her. As I once again headed towards my giggling sisters tucked away in their beds, one thought ran through my mind, we had to save this house.
Chapter Two
I sat up on the couch at the sound of a car door slamming and saw the time on the cable box read five past one. I heard mom's heels on the path that led from the side of the house to the front door and shook my head, hoping to shake the cobwebs from my exhausted mind.
I'd read to the girls for an hour, giving them the thrill of staying up until ten and pinky swearing them to secrecy that I let them.
After that I'd taken a long hot shower during which I recalled how high the gas bill was, but as if rebelling turned the water even hotter. I tossed on a pair of sweat pants and a Patriots t-shirt and went down to zone in front of the couch so I would catch mom when she came home.
Up less than a minute and my stomach began to turn at what news she would have. The fact she rushed to work at the club most likely was my answer that no help was coming, but I suppose I could hope.
The door opened and mom came in and the question about the bank was shoved aside and I exclaimed, "Mom, what the hell are you wearing?"
"Nice to see you too, honey." Mom rolled her eyes as she tossed her sweater onto the chair near the door and approached the couch.
Mario's, where mom worked, was a so called gentlemen's club that was a full out strip club on one side, but the other was more of a cocktail and cigar lounge where the waitresses dressed skimpy, but were dressed. The lounge was for the type of guy whose wife would kill them if they went to a strip club; but still wanted to see some pretty women.
Mom's outfit normally consisted of a black skirt that if I called it a mini would be doing it a favor, the thing barely went past her ass, along with fishnet stockings and a pair of heels I couldn't believe she could walk in. But as revealing as the bottom was the top usually consisted of either a white button up blouse that would be open to a low cut sleeveless shirt beneath it.
Tonight however, mom was dressed as a slutty schoolgirl. The micro skirt was plaid, the stockings white, and there was a loosely knotted tie around her neck. What really caught me by surprise was underneath her white shirt which was unbuttoned, was a black mesh shirt that showed all of her breasts except for her nipples which were covered with round black patches of material.
"Jesus, Mom!" I shook my head as she all but fell into the corner of the couch opposite me, "That's...that is way too much!"
"More like not enough," she kicked off the black shoes she was wearing. They were heels, but adorned with the silver buckles of school girls shoes. "I..." she looked down and quickly closed her shirt and buttoned it at the middle, "I'm sorry, Ryan I should have covered up before I came in, I...figured you would be in bed and..."
"I always wait up for you." I reminded her.
"You do, don't you." She smiled and I noted the deep red lipstick along with the heavy mascara and blush giving her a slutty appearance that pissed me off. To think mom had to do this for us, "You're a good man Ryan, and a hell of a son.
The shirt mostly buttoned she continued to look at it, "But you're right you do wait for me and I should know that, I guess I'm just...a little..."
"Run down and exhausted." I finished, "Christ, mom, why did you work tonight?"
"Why do you think?" she asked, "Same reason you're taking anyone's shift that doesn't show up at Wal-mart." She pointed her long red nail at me "Even one you cut a class for, you better never do that again, Ryan or I'll tell your boss you quit."
"We need the money and it was only one class and I have an A in the bag and..."
"I don't care!" Mom snapped, "School comes first, you got that?"
"Yes, mom." There was no winning this one.
"What would dad say?"
"I don't know." I pointed at her, "I think he would still be yelling at you for that outfit."
"Well," Mom grinned, "Depends where I was wearing it."
"Out in public would not be his idea of it."
"True." She lifted her long legs and stretched them out, wiggling her toes in the white stockings, "It really is ridiculous, not like I look like I'm eighteen."
"Mom, really, why are you wearing that? Tell me you don't have to dress this...bad, every night."
"No, well..." she shrugged, "One of the girls that works a room on the other side called out and I got her shift, but they dress in different costumes."
"You were in the strip club?"
"One of the private rooms, don't worry, the waitresses stay dressed, they have to or the strippers would lose tips and be pissed, but it pays a hundred a night plus the tips and I made over two hundred in..."
"I don't care, mom, you look like...you look like some milf in a bad porno!"
"I guess I do." She said nodding, "But thanks for the compliment." She touched the skirt, "You're right though, something out of a Malcolm Stone special." She laughed, "The desperate milf waitress."



"Don't talk about that piece of shit."
"Watch your mouth, Ryan." She warned me.
"Not with him I won't. Guys a scum bag, dad always hated him and so do I because I know why."
"You're father told you about him?" her already large brown eyes widened.
"Yes." I said, and continued to talk so I wouldn't think about it, "And not only that, but that piece of crap has more money than he knows what to do with and showed up at the funeral not even offering to help you."
"Would you want me to take it?" She asked.
"If he offered? Yes." I shrugged, "May as well be good for something."
"He's good for a lot, just nothing good." She smirked. "But anyway they are not sure if the girl is coming back and I might stay working there."
"Mom, that's..."
"An extra five hundred a week at least." She pointed out. "If we could catch up, I would be making enough between both jobs and what you make to get by here without things being too tight."
"Not worth it, those guys are bigger pigs than where you work now."
"So?"
"So, its not right you're there."
"There's nothing right about the last few months, Ryan, why should this be different?" She said quietly, "Look, at least I didn't take the offer to work topless."
Seeing the look on my face, she raised her hand.
"I mean it, Ryan I won't, I swear. Not just because of how degrading it would be, but what if someone saw me and...that would be hard on you..."
"And the girls."
"They're too young, but I said no." she paused, then added, "Unless they wanted to front me ten thousand, then..."
"Mom!"
"Okay, okay." She grinned, "Besides, who wants to see a pair of forty three year old boobs when all these twenty year olds are running around, as it is I'm surprised they look at me at all."
"You're a gorgeous woman, mom." I told her, meaning it. "Dad always told you that and he wasn't kidding." I laughed, "You know how much bullshit I still hear from friends about my cougar mother?"
"Knock it off," she waved her hand, but was smiling, her trademark huge heartfelt smile, that always made everyone around her do the same.
"Seriously." I gave an exaggerated sigh, "You know the kids in my class vote for Milf of the year, you won last year. I have guys asking if they can sleep over all the time."
As mom continued to smile and shake her head, I took another look at her and this time more as a man than a son. I hadn't been kidding, a lot of my friends, and especially Billy had been ogling my mother since they knew what they were looking at and I couldn't blame them. Mom was tall and her legs were well shaped and as my dad would say, "went on forever".
Although she wasn't big in the chest department, she knew how to dress and found ways to show them off without being trashy. Her big brown eyes and full lips gave her a little bit of an exotic appearance and she'd always worn her long curly brown hair down. When seeing her in tight jeans and an occasional clingy skirt, it was easy to see why my friends raved about her ass.
For the most part I accepted the teasing as a compliment to her and never got upset, even when one night when we were drinking, Billy not only confessed he had been stroking it to my mother since middle school, but that his father had once made a comment my mother was the hottest woman his age he had ever met.
Looking at the sleazy outfit she was in I found myself imagining the look on Billy, or any of my other friend's faces if they saw her in it.
That caused my thoughts to turn serious. The thing I hated most about her working there was it was inevitable someone was going to see here there, someone we knew well and she would hear a lot of shit. Maybe not from people who knew the situation, but others who would just think it was something to see my mother dressing like a slut. Something had to happen to get her out of there, but what?
"Hmm, any of them have money?" She cut into my thoughts, and gave her long brown hair a toss, "Maybe we could work something out."
"Nah, they're broke jokes, like me."
"Screw it then. This sucks, because older guys at my age? Jeez they'd be taking me to bingo for a night out."
"What about one your age," I once again dared to bring up the topic she always got upset about, and I wasn't thrilled with either, but that was selfish on my end, I had to think of her. "You know mom, dad said he wanted you to..."
"I know what he said!" she snapped, "And when I feel like I'm ready I'll think about it. Right now all I'm worried about is keeping this house and you in school. Getting laid isn't important."
"But having a guy around would be good for you for..."
"I have a guy around," she reached across the couch and touched my cheek, "And he's a good looking young man who takes good care of me!"
"And he's your son and I...you know I was talking about other things."
"I have batteries for that." She said, "And they're easy to turn on and better yet, I can turn them off whenever I want."
"Thanks for that." I told her.
"Hey, what can I tell you?" she laughed, "I never said I didn't have urges, just don't need a guy right now." She stopped, then slumped into the corner of the couch, "Sorry, Ryan, I shouldn't talk about things like that with you. I guess lately I really have been seeing you not just as a son, but as an adult and..." she reached over and took my hand, "A friend, you've been my rock, kiddo, and I appreciate it."
"Then promise you'll keep your clothes on." I grinned.
":Okay, no topless milf of the year."
Mom crossed her legs and reaching down rubbed her foot, "Damn," she said, "My feet are sore," she sighed longingly. "Those shoes..."
"Would you like me to rub...I guess so!" I laughed when mom quickly turned on the couch so her back was against the arm and placed her feet in my lap.
"Well...I knew you were going to ask." Mom said, "That's why...ohhhh"
Mom released a long sigh of pleasure as I cupped her right foot in my hand and rubbed my fingers into the bottom of her toes. She slid further down into the couch and as she did her skirt rose up higher and I noticed the white stockings were thigh highs and caught a glimpse of white lace between her thighs. Quickly averting my eyes, I said,
"Hey, mom, can you fix your skirt?"
"Oh, shit." She cheeks flushed, "I'm sorry honey," she grabbed a throw pillow from the top of the couch and shoved it between her legs, "This damn skirt is really short, I can't imagine going out like this."
"My friend's could." I winked, "Cougar."
"Brown noser." She winked back, "But damn you have some nice hands."
Mom closed her eyes and for the next few minutes the only sounds in the room were her soft purrs as I rubbed her heels and the soles of her feet.
I remembered my father doing this for her every night after she came home from the salon, and on Friday nights when the girls always slept over grandma's I knew more than that happened on the couch. That I had discovered by coming home early one night when a date fell through.
I'd come through the back door quietly in case they were in bed, but when I saw the living room light on had headed in, only to be confronted with the sight of my mother, still dressed, but with her skirt up and blouse wide open, riding my father on the couch.
I had quickly left the room, but the scene had stuck with me. Not in a sexual way, but in the way that I found it endearing that my parents, after over twenty years together and three kids, still enjoyed each other in every way.
Now sitting here rubbing her feet, I wondered if she enjoyed it for the comfort of her sore feet or was it a connection to my father? Not him, but a familiar act and from the closest thing remaining to her of my dad, me.
"Tell you what, honey." Mom said, her eyes still closed, "You do this for a girlfriend and she will be hooked. Your dad raised you right when it came to taking care of women."
"You did to." I reminded her. "What did you say? You ever mistreat a girl; I'll cut the damn thing off myself?"
"I might have said that once." She sighed as I worked her left heel a little more and swinging her legs from my lap, stretched and yawned.
"Thank you, honey, but I think it's time for us both to go to bed, another long day tomorrow."
"Oh!" I reached into my sweat pants and removed the rolled up twenties. "Bill's dad had some work for me today and I made a hundred bucks!"
"Oh, honey, you already work too much." She pushed my hand away, "Keep it."
"We can put it on the cable bill. I tried to give Mrs. Williams twenty, but she said no."
"She's sweet, been very good to us over the years." She took the money and with a grin, stuffed it in her shirt, "Just like work. Well, good..."
"What happened at the bank, mom?" I asked, before she could get up.
"The bank." She looked away from me, "Figures you'd remember that."
"I did and I guess I know the answer."
"Yeah, you do." She turned on the couch to face me. "They turned me down."
"I thought you said they had some kind of bridge loan thing and you were going to borrow against dad's pension and..."
"They said that's too risky, sometimes the companies fold overnight, the people who invest the money do something stupid and lose it and no one ever sees it."
"The house?" I asked hopefully.
"They won't lend against the house, not with a close to thirty grand lean on it. Besides, we're almost four payments behind and they saw that, shit, Ryan, we need six thousand just to catch up. Everything we make covers food, gas, insurance, the utilities and the couple of hundred a month I pay on the medical bills."
Mom took a deep breath and whispered, "We're going to have to move Ryan; my only choice is bankruptcy and start over."
"The girls will be..."
"I know." She nodded, "Believe me, I know. Not just them but I...I won't have next year's tuition for you."
"Don't worry about me, I can take a year off and work full time." I shrugged, "Rent will be cheaper, we'll be out from the bills and..." I snapped my fingers, "We will get dad's money so in six months we'll have that and we'll be fine, I could go back to school or you could keep the money for you and I'll finish at CCRI and pay one course at a time."
"No. I...I can't lose this house, honey and you have to stay in school."
"You just said we have no options."
"True, but tell me Ryan, where's the three grand or so we would need to move? First month, security, movers." She looked around, "Then again we would be going smaller and I'd be selling a lot of things."
"No!" I pointed at her, "All this stuff you and dad bought together, I...I've been trying to sell my car. I know you won't want me to, but..."
"I know."
"You..."
"Yes, I went by your work and saw the sign." She grinned, "I used my key to open it and changed the four to a seven on your phone number, that's why no one has called."
"You..."
"You're not selling your car, bought it for you, so if you don't want me selling our belongings..."
"Mom something has to give, I mean we're ...we're kind of desperate I guess."
"We are, aren't we?" she said, an odd look on her face.
"I'd say so," I waved my hand disgustedly, "I can't imagine telling the girls, but if you want me to I will, and I'll help them pack so you don't have..."
"Don't say anything yet." Mom said, "We have one more chance, but...well it's desperate."
"What is it?" I asked, "Can I help?"
"No, I think this one will be all me, honey."
"What is it?" I asked again, "Another bank?"
"I think you'd be better off not knowing."
"You can't do that to me, mom. You said once dad passed I was the man of the house and we were going to figure it all out together."
Mom stared at me in silence and I could see her wavering on whether or not to say anything. I stayed quiet, not wanting to fight with her unless I had to and finally she nodded as if agreeing with herself and putting her hand over mine, said,
"Ryan, I'm going to go see Uncle Malcolm tomorrow."
Chapter Three
"Uncle Malcolm?" I repeated, numbly.
"Yes." Mom began, "I know what he is, but he's, Christ, Ryan, he has to be making seven figures at this point, you said yourself he's got more money than..."
"Are you crazy?" I blurted, "What the fuck, mom?"
"Hey! Don't speak to me like that!" She raised her voice angrily.
"Then don't talk like that, shit, dad would rather see you stripping than talking to that piece of garbage!"
"Yeah, well Dad's not here is he?" She tapped her chest, "I am and it's up to me to save this house and your school and..."
"Screw that!" I wouldn't back down, not when that asshole was involved, "I'd rather live in the street and just get a job with Billy's dad. I know why dad couldn't stand him, mom. The guy offered dad money to fuck you, he's a disgusting piece of shit and I'll be damned if I'll let you go see him."
"I'm the parent here, Ryan, and I'll decide..."
"I swear to God, mom I will go there before you and beat the piss out of him. No way are you dealing with him!"
"You don't get the choice Ryan, because I already called him from the club tonight. I'm going to his office tomorrow after the salon."
"His office? Well I guess you should stay dressed like you are now then, that's all he's ever thought of you, you're just a piece of meat he wants to fuck, like every other woman is."
"Ryan, you drop one more f-bomb to me and I'll slap you." She warned, "You want to be treated like an adult? Then act like one, a respectful one."
"Okay." I forced myself to calm down, "I'm sorry about swearing, but mom, he's...he's a sleazebag, dad hadn't talked to him in five years neither have we. I...it made me sick just seeing him at the funeral and I was glad he didn't try to talk to us."
"Look, Ryan, your uncle is a pervert, hell, he owns an adult film company and has his own website, everything is sex with him, it always has been, but you said yourself you would take his money."
"If he was a decent human being and offered." I pointed out, "I don't want you going to ask him."
"Why?"
"Because he's...he's him." I said, "He'll want you to beg and he'll...mom he might say yes, but he's going to want you to...you know."
"Fuck me?" Mom asked.
"Oh, you can swear?" I rolled my eyes, "But yeah, the sleaze offered dad before, why wouldn't he again?"
"If that's what it takes, maybe I will." She said, her eyes averted from mine.
"What? Mom, you better get some sleep, because I can't believe you would even say that."
"Ryan, if he'll hand me twenty fine thousand dollars to save the family as we know it, I'll do it."
"Bullshit you will! You think dad would...okay," I caught myself and went in another direction, "What about me? You know how horrible I would feel?"
"But you'd feel that way in this house and in a good school. Ryan, there's a chance he will just lend me the money and that's what I am going to ask for. We pay him back in six months. If it turns into a sleazy game then I'll see how it goes, but if it comes down to it, I will, but the money isn't a loan, he's buying me."
"Like a whore?"
"Like a woman doing what she has to."
"Mom, you...I want to go with you."
"No."
"Why?" I grunted, "I know why, because you know it's going to come to that and you know I'll knock his damn teeth out."
"Ryan, he might do the right thing."
"Please, he only does right for himself."
"Malcolm...has a sense of what's right in a way, or at least a sense of family."
"Really?" I laughed disgustedly, "So, "Hey Robert, I'll give you ten grand to fuck Vicky, fifteen if she'll take it in the ass, twenty if I can film it and cum in her mouth."
I smiled at the shocked look on mom's face, "Yeah, dad told me word for word what that scum said, know why? Because he wanted me to know what filth he was and he told me..."
It was my turn to look away, but in my case so she couldn't see the tears forming my eyes, "Dad told me to keep you away from him, no matter what. I told him I would."
I forced myself to meet her gaze. "I promised dad I would take care of you, mom. I can't let you talk to him, at least not alone."
"Ryan..." Mom squeezed my hand, "Thank you. Thank you for wanting to take care of me, but I want to take care of you and Katie and Sarah. Want to see me out of the club? I get twenty five grand I won't go back, it will be enough to get us through the six months."
"Rather see you there than in his bed. Sick bastard would want to tape it I'll bet."
"Like I said he might just..."
"Do you really believe that?" I raised my eyebrows.
Mom leaned back onto the couch, "It's one thirty and we should be sleeping. I shouldn't have said anything, but seeing you know and aren't going to drop this, let me ask you something. Did your dad ever tell you about Malcolm? How he got where he is?"
"No and I don't care."
"Well along the way, he did try to help your father, in his way. So let me tell you."
"Fine." I sat back into the couch as she was.
"Malcolm was never a bad kid, but a dreamer and schemer and a little lazy. Your father worked his ass off in school and Malcolm coasted, claiming he wouldn't need college. One thing Malcolm had going for him was looks. Now your dad," she smiled at me,
"And you just like him, are good looking men, but...Malcolm? Flat out gorgeous, Hollywood good looking and he did very well with the girls."
"You mean he wasn't paying for it back then?"
"No, he was being paid." Mom explained. "He quit school and was bartending, made decent money, but more important to him was hooking up with all kinds of women, coeds to cougars. Well one older woman really took a liking to him, started paying him to take nights off and fool around with her. According to him, she thought he was a damn good lover and," she rolled her eyes, "Pretty well hung."
"Whatever." I muttered.
"Well, seems this woman did some work for a porn studio, shooting cougar scenes before it was popular. She convinced her director to give him a shot."
"You mean he was actually a porn star?"
"Yup, and his name was Malcolm Stone, did a lot of movies and made a lot of money doing what he loved best, fucking. But he wasn't a stupid man by any means and the scheming came in and the internet was starting to really blow up and he talked a few other guys and some women into starting their own site. He needed some money and your dad lent him ten grand against my wishes. But..." she put her hands out,
"We got it back in six months. The website turned into several, each catering to a specific fantasy and he used that money to go into full blown producing. He's got a goddamn dirty mind and some of his movies won awards for originality. His "Stone Cold Sex" site has thirty separate kink categories, everything from interracial to step mother step sister fantasies, he even has some that are supposed to be real incest, but of course are all actors."
"So what? We know he has money and you're just making him sound sicker to me."
"Sex isn't sick, honey, if two people agree, who cares what they do." She shrugged. "Your dad was the opposite, took a lot to talk him into trying anything."
"TMI" I told her.
"Sorry, but dad was an accountant; and he fit that safe, vanilla personality. Dad was practical and steady. Malcolm was wild and adventurous and turned his vice into money. Well when you were eight and we found out I was having twins and dad was worried about money, Malcolm offered him a job."
"In porn?"
"No, honey, well not as an actor, but the accountant for Stone Cold Sex, your uncle was offering your dad close to six figures, thirty more than what he was making and said as the company grew he would pay more. Dad refused, said he wanted no part of that industry."
"Were you mad?"
"No, I mean, I think dad was being a little to anal," she laughed, "pardon the pun, but it was his call. Your uncle was put off though. Said your dad thought he was better than him and always had. It turned into a big argument and they didn't talk for well over a year"



"Then dad got laid off, not sure if you remember that, but we were a little worried, the girls were still in diapers and dad had no idea if his company would bounce back or not. He went to your uncle to borrow money and your uncle said no, but reoffered him the job, said it was time for dad to stop being stubborn and take care of his family."
"That led to another fight and dad did get called back. They started speaking again and all was well until your uncle got drunk one night at dinner and asked me if I would consider filming some videos for his milf site, said he figured I might need some real sex after years with your dad."
"See? D-bag." I crossed my arms, resting my case.
"He was drunk and dad tried to let it slide. I made a joke that no one would want to see me and he started going on and on about me. We managed to get off the subject and we started talking about money, that you would be looking at schools in a couple of years and how we would have to be ready, plus the girls are the same age, that's two at the same time so it started okay, just talking investments, then..." she paused,
"Dad left the room and Malcolm propositioned me, said he always wanted to fuck me. Said not only was I hot, but it was the sister in law kink that got him going, fucking his brother's woman as he put it."
"D-bag!" I said in a mocking sing song chant.
"I told him to knock it off and he offered me ten thousand dollars to fuck him, dad would never know. I said I was no whore and he said everyone was for the right money. That's how he earned his chance after all. I told him that wasn't true and he said he would prove it."
"When dad came back in the room, he went back to normal conversation and I relaxed, then they go into the den to smoke a cigar and next thing I know your father is yelling at him and told him to get out of his house and never come near his family again, I guess you know the details; he was trying to get your father to sell me for the night."
"And this is supposed to make me think he won't offer you again?" I asked dubiously.
"My point is he offered to help a couple of times on his own and both times were sincere, trying to get your father to take a better job and with him. Your dad turned down both and both times was a little rude about it. Don't get me wrong he had every right to get mad at the offer of paying for me, but...Malcolm did try the right way more than once and I am hoping he will this time."
"Then you'll have no problem with me coming then will you?" I grinned, "Get to see Uncle, shoot the shit, maybe look sad to help you get a yes..."
"I don't want you there."
"Because you know where it's going to go."
"And if it does and I decide to its my choice and you need not know."
"Then you'll lie to me." I shook my head, "Thanks mom."
"Ignorance is bliss."
"Not if I assume the worst."
Mom started to speak, but I slid across the couch and putting my hands on her shoulders, said, "Mom, I love you. You're an amazing woman and you've done the best you could for us, but you can't do this. Please."
Mom's eyes filled and she threw her arms around me, whispering in my ear, "And I love you honey, and the girls and...I want us to be okay, Ryan no matter what it takes."
"Mom, think of dad, really and me and the girls. You want that sleaze...touching you? He'll never let you forget it, mom you know that. What if he tapes it and blackmails you into more?"
"He wouldn't..."
"You don't know what he would do. Mom, please? For me? We'll just move, start over..."
"Ryan..."
"At least let me go and if he doesn't offer the right way, we leave. I won't let him touch you, I won't."
"My man of the house." Mom whispered and kissed my cheek, "Honey you and the girls mean everything to me. I love you so much, Ryan, you and I have gotten so close, most mother's never get to know their sons as men the way I have, bad situation, but still...I'm so proud of the man you've become during this."
"Then let this man protect you and honor my word to dad." I asked, my voice thick with emotion. "You can't see uncle alone."
"Okay." Mom sighed and hugged me closer to her, squeezing me tightly, "I...won't see him without you."
"Promise?" I pulled away from her, trying to make eye contact.
"I promise...I'll reschedule to a time we can both make it."
"Okay." She was lying, but I was done arguing with her.
"Good." She nodded, "I am going to get out of these ridiculous clothes and wash the slut off me."
Mom stood and looking down laughed, "You know, this would be a fun get up for the bedroom, too bad I didn't have anyone to enjoy it."
"You could find that person if you tried."
"Yeah, how? My guard dog son won't even let me talk to my own brother in law."
"Well, just don't date guys who own porn sites." I winked.
"Okay, I'll just look for one who likes to watch them, how's that?"
"That's fine." I grinned, "I watch them all the time."
"Pig" Mom said, with a stern look on her face.
"Coming from the woman dressed like she's ready for an episode of Milf's gone Wild."
"Touché'" Mom laughed, "Get some sleep honey, we'll talk in the morning."
"Sure."
I watched her walk up the stairs to where our bedrooms were and had to avert my eyes when she got far enough that I could see up her skirt. It would be nice not to see her like that anymore, but not at the cost of submitting to my gross Uncle.
I didn't believe her about seeing uncle without me and as I shut the lights off to head upstairs tried to think of an excuse to call out of work tomorrow, because I was going to be right behind mom when she left work tomorrow afternoon, no way was I going to let her see my uncle without me.
As I walked up the stairs I saw a picture of mom and dad on the wall and looking at Dad whispered, "Don't worry, dad, I got this"
Chapter Four
I looked up from my phone and for the tenth time in the last few minutes scanned the street for mom's red Kia. She was supposed to meet uncle for three and it was now five past. I knew that because after mom showered and fell asleep I had taken a chance and snuck into her room, removed her cell from the charger on the night stand and looked through the history. Sure enough; at one forty five mom had texted Uncle
"Macolm, don't know if you're still up, but I need to meet you earlier, is three okay?"
Uncle had replied instantly, "I'm always up, Vicky, after all I do my best work at night LOL. Three is fine, do you want to meet at my office or do lunch somewhere, coffee?"
"No, your office is fine, thank you."
"Is Ryan coming? I was hoping to see him."
"No, maybe another time, we need to talk alone."
"Understood, I look forward to seeing you, my beautiful sister in law."
"Pig." I muttered recalling the texts as I sat at the Starbucks across from the building that housed Stone Cold Productions.
I took a sip of my coffee and continued to scan the street. I'd gotten here at two in case mom ran early and in between watching for mom had shaken my head at the parade of smoking hot and scantily clad women walking in and out of the building across the street.
There were other companies located there, but there was no doubt these women were part of Stone Cold Productions, either showing up for assignments, or looking for them.
From what I understood, Uncle's film studios were across town, but this was where everything was run including the interviews and castings. Asshole that he was, I had to admit uncle had what most guys would consider a dream job.
I had no doubt he'd sampled most if not all his talent, but that still wasn't enough. Dad had said Uncle still paid for high end hookers and supposedly paid them to act out bizarre fantasies he didn't even want his porn star employees to know.
That did have me wondering what the hell a guy like that could still think of that a girl like that wouldn't do, but who knew? He had offered dad money for mom just because of the kink of it being his sister in law.
I finished my coffee while watching two guys walking out of the building. They were dressed in tight jeans and tank tops and I noticed a woman right behind them with a small camera, as I continued to stare, the guys stopped, wrapped their arms around each other and kissed.
The woman started filming them as well as the reactions of people walking by.
"Figures, it couldn't have been two girls." I muttered, watching the guy's break the kiss and the woman who was filming them laugh at the looks on people's faces.
I was getting ready to order another coffee so the staff wouldn't say anything about me hanging around when mom walked right by the window less than five feet away from me.
"Are you kidding me?" I said aloud, earning a look from the couple sitting next to me.
As Mom stood at the curb waiting to cross, my first thought was she may as well have stayed in the school girl outfit. Mom was wearing a simple one piece red dress, but nothing like I could ever imagine her in outside of her job.
The dress fell just past the curve of her ass and was tight enough to show m that curve. The back was cut all the way down to her lower back, exposing her smooth white skin and it didn't escape my notice that there was no bra strap.
Her long brown hair was down and seemed to have more curl in it than usual and as my eyes made the journey down her long legs I saw they ended in a pair of red heeled sandals that strapped around her ankles. Fuck me shoes if I ever saw them and I'm sure a pair she wore to work at the club. I wondered if she had gone to the salon like that or slipped home to change.
The other thing I noticed was the head of every guy on the street turning as they passed her. One, a tall dark haired man in a suit stopped and said something to her.
Mom turned her head and nodded and smiled. I watched the guy smile back and continue to talk. Mom shook her head and with a shrug and a rueful smile, he walked away, but still looked back over his shoulder at her.
When mom had turned to speak I had noticed the front of the dress was cut so low the inner half of her breasts were exposed and were propped up pretty damn well. It also showed she was not wearing a bra. Even from several feet away behind the window I could make out her nipples in the red material. My mother was dressed like a whore to ask my uncle, my porn director uncle; for money.
I was damn glad I came along and standing, I dropped a couple of dollars on the table to tip the waitress and headed out of the coffee shop. Mom had just started to cross the street and I quickly followed her.
It was a busy street, but traffic stopped immediately as the guys driving were more than happy to let her pass. I darted along behind her and as I glanced at the driver of a red pickup, he smiled at me, pointed at my mother and gave a thumbs up.
I simply nodded at him, figuring he thought I was following her just to check out her ass. Looking down at her and watching her hips swing and how damn long her legs were it struck me that if I did not know this was mom I'd be drooling like the rest of the guys on the street.
Growing up, I'd always known mom was pretty and when I hit my teens and my friend's started remarking on her, I realized she was hot, but she never tried to be. She would dress well and flattering, but never inappropriate or slutty.
But having seen her outfits for work and seeing her out here in public it was apparent my mother was one hell of a sexy woman and not just for her age, but any age. That thought did not make me feel any better about her seeing Uncle.
She was dressing this way on purpose, hopefully to distract him and play him, but possibly to entice and seduce. Mom was still trying to get over dad and desperate. She wasn't thinking clearly and I needed to save her from a big mistake.
Mom reached the other side of the street and was heading for the glass doors leading into the office building, when I came up behind her.
"Hey, hot stuff, where you going?"
Mom turned to look at me and before she spoke I noticed her deep red lip stick and she was sporting the rest of her night job make up.
"Ryan! What are you doing here?"
"The same thing you are getting here before you told me you were," I grinned, "Sneaking"
"Well sneak your ass back home." She told me, "If I wanted you here I wouldn't have..."
"Lied to me." I said, "Why would you lie, mom?" I made a show of looking her up and down, "And why the hell are you dressed like this?"
"To prey on all he thinks about, sex." She admitted.
"Because that will make him think of just helping without looking for payment up front." I replied.
"Ryan, you are my son, not my father and I will do what I see fit for this family."
"And I'm not a child and I will do what I see fit for my mother and that is to not let you talk to that piece of shit alone."
Mom looked taken aback and as her dark eyes stared into mine, I returned her gaze. We stared at each other in silence and by the initial look in her eyes I thought we were going to keep arguing, but he gaze softened and reaching down to take my hand, she said softly,
"I love Ryan, I love that you care. You're right; you're not a kid anymore, but one hell of a young man."
"Then let me come with you. I'll be quiet, I promise."
"I have your word?" she asked, skeptically.
"You have my word I will sit there while you ask and he answers. If he gets out of line?" I shrugged, "No promises."
"Be respectful, he is your uncle and I would like to get his help."
"So would I, but not at your cost."
Mom sighed, "Think of the girls, Ryan, its..."
"I am and they wouldn't ever want their mommy being used and hurt."
"They would never know."
"You would." I told her.
"Excuse me." A man's vice spoke, "Are you here to see someone?"
Mom let my hand go and turning to the security guard flashed him a huge smile.
"Hi, is there a problem?"
"You're standing in the doorway, and I was wondering if there was a problem."
"Not at all." Mom gave her long hair a toss that made me roll my eyes. "We're here for an appointment with..."
"Stone Cold." The guard smirked and looked mom up and down, "I can tell." He looked at me. "I don't blame you kid, I wouldn't be too happy if my mother was coming here either."
"Hey," I started to step in front of mom, "My mother's not here for that, she..."
"Of course not." He laughed, "I'm sure your mom is here to..."
"I'm Malcolm Stone's Sister in law." Mom said coolly, "And I'm sure he would love to hear about how funny you think me and his only nephew coming to visit him is."
"You're...oh, my apologizes ma'am." He bowed his head, "I was just..."
"Demeaning a woman, sure you do it all the time here."
Mom stepped past him, "Let's go Ryan."
I winked at the guard and followed mom into the building. We took the elevators to the fourth floor which all belonged to Stone Cold Productions. If for any reason we were unsure if this was the place, all we had to do was look around. The walls were lined with posters of the movies Uncle's company had produced.
None of the actors or actresses was outright nude, but pretty damn close. I read the titles as we passed them and wondered what mom would think if she knew I'd seen parts of many of them online.
A woman came around the corner and my eyes widened as she smiled as she passed us. I stopped moving and returning the smile with a goofy one of my own, watched her walk down the hall.
"Ryan." Mom called.
"Oh, um..."
"Let me guess." Mom rolled her eyes, "You know who she is?"
"I...that's Nikki Sinn." I said, and then blushed when mom raised her eyebrows. "I...might have heard of her."
"Really?" Mom looked down the hall, "Hmm I've seen a couple with her in it. Liked her better as a brunette."
"Mom!"
She shrugged. "What? It's okay for you and not for me? Your father might have been a little vanilla, but I enjoy some spicy movies here and there."
"TMI." I put my hands over my ears.
"Double standard." Mom waved her hand at me, "Let's go before you start asking for autographs"
We made our way through the hallways and sure enough I saw several other women and even a couple, of men I recognized from the movies coming in and out of rooms along the halls. I was surprised to see many dressed plainly, jeans and t-shirts and wondered if they did that because of how they had to dress for 'work'.
We were following the signs for the main office and when Mom stopped at a window to wait for the receptionist to return to her desk a smoking hot blonde that looked about my age, wearing a dress that made mom's look prudish said, "Hi, I've been waiting for you guys."
"You have?" I asked
"Yeah, Jack said you were showing up any minute and to take you down to wardrobe."
"For what?" I tried to keep my eyes on her face and not her huge tits that were almost falling out of her low cut dress.
"For the scene!" she sighed, "You guys are here for the mom's bang teens video right?"
"Moms..."
"Right." She nodded, her blonde pig tails bobbing. "I'm the step daughter and you're my boyfriend and she's my step mom" she pointed at my mother who looked like she was trying not to laugh.
The girl looked mom up and down, then gave me a long look. "Wow, this is going to be one of those shoots that's more fun than work! You guys new? Never seen you before."
"I bet he's seen you." Mom replied.
"Maybe, I've done about twenty films, I'm Candy Came."
"Oh...goddamn." I whispered, "I..."
"Usually I have red hair, the director wanted blonde, but wanted me so They're paying an extra couple of hundred to get me to dye my hair for a week." She shrugged causing her tits to bounce. "I swear they just go by what they feel like seeing, but whatever, so anyway let's go; we're going to be..."
"Wrong people, hon." Mom said, "We're here to see Mr. Stone."
"Oh, you are brand new!" she smiled, "He'll love seeing the two of you, Mr. Stone loves older women with young guys, bet he'll watch your audition in person!"
"No, she's my..."
"Yes, hi, Vicky Rogers to see Malcolm Stone."
I turned to see the receptionist, who to my surprise was an older woman dressed in a business suit, rather than the porn start type I figured my uncle would have as a secretary, back at her desk.
"I see your name here." The woman nodded, "And who is this young gentlemen?"
"My son Ryan."
"Wow, Stone is really getting kinky!" Candy exclaimed.
"He's his nephew thank you." Mom explained.
"Sure he is." She laughed, "So Ryan, you coming into the family business?" she started to saunter over to me, "You know, you'll need someone to show you the ropes, and..."
"Miss Came, please wait out in the lobby, the sound of your voice annoys me." The woman behind the window said, "This is Mr. Stone's family, not acting hopefuls."
"Bitch." Candy muttered, as she turned to leave.
Stopping next to me she winked, "Hey Ryan, I'm going to autograph a picture of me for you and leave it with Miss Poppins over here, make sure you get it okay?"
"Yeah, thanks!" I told her, ignoring the frown on mom's face.
"It's a head shot." She grinned, "Or is it a shot of me giving head, I'll let that be a surprise."
With a smirk in mom's direction she left the office.
"This is why I didn't want you here." Mom said as the secretary picked up the phone to call uncle.
"No, its not." I answered, "You didn't want me here because you're willing to do what people think you're here to do."
"Don't smart mouth me, Ryan." Mom warned in a low whisper, "I..."
"Miss Rogers, Mr. Stone will see now."
"Most of you in fact." I winked at mom, and ignoring the flare of anger in her eyes walked past her to where the secretary was holding the door open that led into the back.



Chapter Five
I slowed up walking through the short corridor towards the huge oak door at the end it so mom could catch up with me and go first. As she did she took my hand and still walking spoke quietly.
"Ryan, your uncle is a ball buster. You need to know there will not be an easy yes. He loves to play games so let him play them. You or I get pissed it gives him a thrill, so just go easy and ignore anything weird he comes out with. Words are words, not actions, so just be good in there, okay?"
"I guess."
"You know what I mean, he will be flirting from the get go, even in front of you, don't let him get to you."
"Okay, but he tries to touch you..."
"Vicky!" A deep voice boomed down the corridor.
I looked away from mom to see the office door was open and Uncle Malcolm stood in the doorway.
Except for a brief glimpse of him from across the funeral parlor a few months ago, I hadn't seen uncle in a long time and forgot how...flat out good looking the guy was. Uncle was five years older than mom, but could pass for thirty five, if not younger. His short black hair was free of grey and his well tanned face was smooth and devoid of any lines or wrinkles and his blue eyes, the feature mom said was a legendary trademark of his, were not just blue, but electric blue.
Even from a guys point of view I knew those eyes were amazing. They looked as if they were lit from within and I had no doubt women swooned over them. In addition to his attractive features, Uncle was a large man, with broad shoulders that stretched his black polo shirt and a pair of biceps that threatened to stretch out his sleeves.
His forearms rippled as his fingers tapped the doorknob as he waited for is to reach him and from what I could tell by how his shirt was tucked in, his stomach was flat and hard.
What was not visible-and what I had no desire to dwell on-was the feature that had started Uncle on his way to his career-according to what I'd heard, but never wanted to see despite the fact there were still movies featuring uncle floating around, was that he was hung like a bull.
I'd once heard mom tell a friend that Uncle used to just whip it out on occasions when he was drunk and that mom had added, married or not, she had to admit it was a thing of beauty.
It was that remark that disturbed me. Mom was not herself of late and had not been with anyone since dad and the last few months he was alive he was sick. Mom had remarked to someone on the phone a week ago that she hadn't gotten laid in a year. Uncle Malcolm was a good looking guy and had always wanted her. Again, I was glad I came.
"Malcolm." Mom smiled and put her arms out, allowing him to wrap his arms around her and hug her tightly.
Mom all but disappeared in his embrace and now that I was close to him it struck me how tall and flat out...large my uncle was. So much for threatening to beat his ass I thought wryly as he kissed mom on the cheek.
"It's been a long time dear sister in law." He said.
He released her and turning to me whistled, "Damn, boy, look at you! You went and turned into a man on me!"
"Good to see you Uncle," I extended my hand and watched it vanish inside of his huge fist.
"Damn good to see you!" he clapped me on the arm hard enough to almost knock me over. "Been a long time kid, you taking good care of your mom?"
"That's why I'm here." I said wincing at the strength in his hand and trying to squeeze his as hard as I could. "To look after her."
"Ryan." Mom said, "Sorry Malcolm, he's..."
"His father's kid for sure." He laughed, and whacked my other arm, "Nothing wrong with sticking up for your mom, kid. Mother's are the most amazing women in the world. Now, come on in."
He walked away from us towards his massive desk and shooting me a dirty look, mom followed. We sat in the two large leather chairs in front of Uncle's desk and I noticed mom staring in disdain at a long leather couch along one wall. When Uncle sat, she pointed at it, "Is that where you conduct your interviews, Malcolm."
I kicked her foot and when she looked at me, I raised my eyebrows. Mom nodded, "Sorry, couldn't resist."
"I never could, that's why I'm in this field." He laughed. "But the industry is clean Vicky and STD's can destroy a career and others with it. If someone is interested they have to have a blood test and come back with the results before a casting is even a possibility."
As he spoke I looked around the office at the movie posters, some were movies Uncle did when he was younger and my eyes widened at the sight of him shirt less, guy was seriously built. So were the women and barely dressed.
As I followed the posters I noticed as the movies became more recent the credits went from starring Malcolm Stone to produced by. I lingered on one starring Nikki Sinn and wondered if Uncle had done one with her.
"Like a kid in a candy store, huh?" Uncle asked.
"Candy Came even" Mom said, "We met one of your wonderful employees."
"There is nothing wrong with this for a career, Vicky; no one makes these girls perform. Candy is a nice kid, believe it or not she went to USC, but...discovered she could make more money doing this and she likes it. Most of my girls do, I pick women who still like the act as much as the money and try to keep things fun. That's why my movies are such high quality."
"Whatever." Mom muttered.
"Speaking of jobs, I hear you're working at Wal-mart, Ryan."
"Yeah, couple of years now, they work around my schedule so it's a good job."
"Please, what do they pay? Why not work for me?"
"He will not work in this business." Mom said firmly.
"Not like that." Uncle waved his hand, "Although he is a good looking kid." He eyed me more closely, "Nice eyes, good features, good build, you'd do fine, especially in our feature lines."
"Enough." Mom said, her voice rising.
"Sorry, I evaluate everyone I see." He shrugged, "Not into guys, but I have to be aware of what is attractive. Porn is just as much for ladies now. The guys aren't fat slobs like Ron Jeremy anymore, now they look as good as the women. I was one of the first to be picked for more than just..."
He Trailed off as mom stared at him.
"Well anyway, I was talking about being a runner, you know grabbing food, coffee, running errands, delivering scripts, taking the movies for editing things like that. Fifteen an hour and easy work."
"Wow, I only get nine at Wal-Mart."
"Don't even think about it Next thing you know, you'll be on the set and hanging out with porn stars."
"Like that's a bad thing, huh, Ryan?" Uncle laughed.
"Malcolm this is why Joe didn't want you around Ryan that much."
"No, there was another reason." He said, "But okay, just trying to help." He looked at me and smiled, "Man you are like turning back the clock, Ryan, take a look at this."
He reached into his desk and removed a photo and handed it to me. It was of Uncle and dad, at what I figured was Dad's high school graduation. Dad was holding his diploma and uncle had his arm around him, smiling.
"Wow." I said "Just like me."
"Yup, dead ringer at that age. Your dad was a good looking guy, you take right after him No ugly babies in this family."
Mom looked at it with me, "I never saw that one. Joe looks so happy."
I started to hand it back, but he waved his hand, "Keep it, I have another somewhere, and a lot of others, we were close back then. That was before my poor career choice." He rolled his eyes.
"But that was the past, we're here now, so...what can I do for you, Vicky?"
"I could go into a lot of details, but I'm just going to get to the point. The medical insurance collection agency has a lean on the house; I'm behind on the mortgage and..."
"You mean my cautious brother had nothing invested? No life insurance?"
"The insurance was new. When his company changed hands they got rid of the one he hand through them and he had just picked up something for now...it covered the funeral, burial, but not much after."
"I see." Uncle had leaned back in his chair and was now looking just at mom. I noticed his eyes lingering on her chest. "Oh, how rude of me, would you like a drink? I have a bar or if not I have coke and water, I can get coffee?"
"We're fine." She said, "So..."
"Vicky, would you mind fetching me a coke?" Uncle pointed, "The fridge is under that painting over there.
"I'll grab it," I started to get up.
"I asked your mother." He said softly, staring at her with a smirk on his lips. Mom returned the smile, "Of course."
She rose and walked across the room. I noticed she was moving very slowly and swinging her hips. Uncle was staring at her, following each step with a hungry look in his eyes and my stomach tightened.
Mom reached the small fridge, and after a brief pause, squatted down to open it. That move caused the skirt to rise and I could see the back of her thigh right up to the curve of her ass. I knew mom had done that on purpose, just as she taking her time removing a can of soda.
She straightened and turning around, walked back just as slowly. She was staring Uncle in the eye the entire time and he still had that smirk on his face, but so did she. He had started the game and she was playing it. She handed him the can and as he opened it, she sat down.
"So the reason we're here is...you know why I'm here, Malcolm, we need money and you're our last chance."
"What about his pension plan?"
"They're holding it for a year."
"Borrow against it?"
"The lien on the house means there would not be enough left after a sale if his plan did not pay out for whatever reason."
"Ah." He sighed, "Stubborn bastard should have just come to work with me. Would have made more money and been well taken care of."
"Well, he didn't."
"And now you work two jobs because of it and may lose your house." He took a swallow of soda, "And how are the girls? I'd love to see them, not here of course, but maybe I can swing by?"
"We can set something up, sure." Mom nodded, "You can take them somewhere for a day if you want."
"Mom, I..."I began
"Its fine, Ryan, even your uncle isn't that bad."
"Thanks!" he laughed
"How did you know I was working two jobs?" Mom asked.
"Well...you don't think I spend any time at Mario's?" he asked, "My girls do shows and signings there all the time. I...saw you one night. Couldn't believe it was you. I was going to come over and talk to you, but didn't want to embarrass you.
Figured things would have to be pretty tough if you were working there. So was kind of waiting to hear from you." He put the can down, "No place for you to be working Vicky."
"No, its not." I added.
"Although you do have the body for it, you looked as good if not better than any of those girls. Look damn good right now."
"Thank you."
"Funny how life works." He leaned back further. "We always want what we can't have. I've had sex with some of the most desirable women in the world, Nikki Sinn, Tori Star, Nina, Jenna, all of them. But yet..." He looked her up and down, "Yet a woman like you eludes me."
"Because I wasn't paid to fuck you." Mom gave him a nasty look.
"Oh, I was talking about for fun, trust me, porn is not all work and there is some fun to be had afterwards. But...you know..." he stopped and looked my way as if he had forgotten I was there..."Never mind."
"He knows about that, his father made sure he knew."
"Oh." Malcolm shrugged, "Guess I know why I got that remark when you first showed up."
"Back to now." Mom said quickly. "I need money, Malcolm. Enough to get me through the next six months of living plus enough to catch up on the mortgage and pay the first installment of Ryan's next year of school."
"Forget school." I said.
"No, never forget school." Uncle surprised me by saying. "Ryan, I got lucky. I did well because I somehow fell in with a bad crowd and made good out of it. Most aren't so lucky, you need an education."
"So I need your help Malcolm."
"How much are you thinking?"
Mom took a deep breath before saying, "Twenty five and you get it back in six months. The pension is worth fifty."
Malcolm nodded, but didn't say anything. I sat there with my hands clenched, knowing damn well that he had the money, that it was nothing to him and also knowing he was making mom wait on purpose. Mom looked calm, sitting back with her hands in her lap. But below the desk, where uncle couldn't see, her foot was tapping, something she always did when she was nervous.
"The amount isn't an issue for me, Vicky." Uncle finally answered, "But it is for you."
"What do you mean?"
"Okay, you borrow this and get by and Joe's pension comes through. Do you have anything to roll it into?"
"No, and I need all of it anyway." She replied.
"So you get fifty, pay me half, get killed in taxes the next year...you'll be in this same bind within a year."
"I'll worry about that then." Mom stated, "And the lean would be paid by then and I can borrow off the house if need be."
"Not with just your income from the salon."
"I'll..."
"Now on the other hand..." he tapped his long thick fingers on his desk. "If I were to simply give you the money as a gift? You keep all the pension, roll some of it into a short term CD that pays out in two years you should be okay right through Ryan graduating. No?"
"Yes." She nodded, "If you were to give it to me." She paused. "But nothing is free with you is it Malcolm?"
"Not true. Your stubborn husband was offered two opportunities from me at no cost. I wanted nothing but to see my only family taken care of and he did not want to be involved with my company, he was too good for me, always mocked me. Porn is not a noble business, but it pays well and..." he grinned, "Maybe even as significant as being a book keeper which is all he was, but judged me."
"So I pay for the issues you two had?" Mom countered.
"I will only be slapped so many times."
"I never slapped you down, Malcolm. If Joe wanted to work for you in an office capacity I would have never cared."
"You have slapped me however." He grinned.
"When you put your hand on the bride's thigh under the table at the reception you should expect to be slapped" Mom reminded him.
"True, I drank too much back then."
"So, are you going to help us Uncle?" I cut in, "You know your nephew, your nieces..."
"Guilt doesn't work on me, Ryan." Uncle said calmly.
"What does?" I asked, "Other than sex?"
"Sex...is everything, Ryan, in one form or another lust and sex drive and shape more than you think."
"Ignore him." Mom told me without looking my way.
"I expect that answer seeing you were married to a guy with no drive in any way." Malcolm told her. "You were always more then he could handle and I know you held back. You're the kind of woman men wish their wives could be and he took you for granted sexually."
"How the hell do you know what my sex life was like?" Mom snapped, "You think everyone has to act like one of your sluts for it to be good?"
"A slut with love in her heart is the perfect combination." He laughed, "And your response told me I am right."
"The money." I cut in again, "Will you help or should we leave before my mother hits you?"
"I am willing to help you and you don't have to pay me back. But it's going to be earned."
"How?" I spoke before mom could.
"She knows." Uncle said, quietly.
"Ryan, go wait out in the lobby, I'll be out in a few minutes."
"Bullshit!" I shouted, slamming my fist on the desk, "You are not fucking my mother!"
"Ryan!" Mom stared at me angrily.
"Well he's not." I pointed at Uncle, "My mother is not for sale, and my father was right, you're a fucking pig."
"Ryan, shut up." Mom yelled grabbing my arm, "Get out now, what I do is my business."
"Let him go." Uncle said, still surprisingly calm.
"I..."
"Vicky, let him go, he can stay."
Mom released me and Uncle spoke softly.
"Ryan I understand how you feel. Your mom is the world to you, especially now. I take no offense at what you said, in fact I am proud of you. I assure you that I am not looking to have sex with your mother. Having said that however, sex will be involved."
"What...what are you talking about?" I asked.
"I ask that the two of you hear me out. I have a deal for you. One that benefits us both; you financially; while allowing me to fulfill the only fantasy that has so far eluded me."
"Forget it." I waved my hand, "Sex and my mother are off the table, we're..."
"I'll hear you out." Mom shot me a look, "Stay or leave, your choice, but I'm staying."
"He needs to stay." Uncle said.
"Fine." I slumped back into the chair. "This should be interesting."
"That's not the word I would use." Uncle tapped his chin in thought then spoke. "First let me say that as I have gotten older my fantasies change, just like everyone else. Difference is I have lived most normal fantasies people have so look to more taboo things to explore."
He pointed at Mom, "At one point a few years back the idea of in laws appealed to me; mother in law scenarios, sister in law. That family bond without it truly being family. It took hold of me after watching a subpar sister in law video and I ended up bringing in writers to script better ones and launched my close to home line."
"And I take it about the time you offered my father money to bang my mother?"
"How crude." He laughed, "But you can relax that fantasy has runs its course and...like every other time I've tried to hide it behind something else, my true fantasy came back and I still crave to see it come to life, well recreated actually, the true one is impossible."
"I doubt in your line of work anything is impossible." Mom pointed out.
"Not true." He paused, "I tell you this at the risk of serious embarrassment and I will say if I ever hear this mentioned anywhere I know where it came from because only one other person knew and he...was my brother and no longer here to tell."
"Joe told me everything."
"No, he didn't. Trust me."
"Not lightly."
"Vicky, what do you know of my mother?"
"Not much, she died of complications a few months after she had a stroke You guys were in your late teens when she passed right?"
"My mother was a gorgeous woman. The perfect woman." He looked at me, "Ryan do you know why a mother is the ultimate woman?"
"I...because they love us no matter what? They'll do anything for us?"
"Good points and part of the answer. Ryan, a mother is the embodiment of the goddess, they are everything to men. Loving, nurturing mother to their children, loyal daughters, caring sisters, and not just the lifelong companion and best friend to their husbands, but they are also objects of lust."
"Those sweet mom's when their kids are in bed become their husband's whore in the bedroom. There is nothing more sexual than an attractive mother who feeds the needs of men in so many ways."
"Milf fantasies?" I rolled my eyes.
"No, Ryan a milf is a mother I'd like to fuck." He paused. "I wanted my mother."
"You what?" Mom gasped.
"I...once when I was snooping around in my dad's drawer looking for his dirty magazines-and I want to add Joe sent me in there- I found them, but beneath were some pictures of my mother. The first one was her lying naked in the bed. Joe was watching out in the hallway for my parents so I put the pictures in my pocket and grabbed a magazine. Joe and I looked at the magazine, but I never said anything about the pictures."
"When he went to bed, I snuck down to the basement where I could be alone and looked at them." His eyes had a faraway look, as if he were envisioning the pictures as he spoke. "The first few were just nude poses. But the rest? My mother going down on my father, her beneath him while he fucked her, her on top of him. I was eighteen and had seen my share of dirty movies at a friend's house and had even had sex myself at that point."



"But nothing had ever turned me on the way these did. My mother, the woman who cooked for me, helped me with school, read to me when I was young and always comforted me and told me how much she loved me. Here she was...as a sexual woman and one hell of a sexual woman. The last picture was of her smiling with..." he looked at me,
"Oh, what am I worried about, you probably have porn all over your computer at home. "My father's cum all over her face and the look of pure lust in her eyes, even in the picture, just..."
"You're disgusting." Mom told him.
"I won't deny my tastes are extreme, but fantasy is hardly disgusting. But from that point on...I wanted her. I wanted to have sex with my mother. I thought about her constantly. I couldn't be in the same room with her without getting hard. I had put most of the pictures back except that last one and Joe found it in my desk."
"He asked what the hell I was doing with it and I made the mistake of confiding in him. He said I was sick and...he told my father who told me to get my ass out of the house. I was eighteen with nowhere to go and my mother...had no idea what was going on and fought him over it."
"Joe said you left on your own." Mom said.
"He would and I guess it was for the best, not a great reason to be thrown out I suppose. Well my father finally caved and told my mother what it was over. She came into my room and asked if it were true. I told her yes, I was so ashamed I was crying. She took me into her arms and..." he hesitated. "She told me she loved me and that...that my feelings made her love me more and that if I wanted to she would let me."
"What?" Mom and I both spoke at the same time.
"Yes, my mother said she would let me be with her if it was what I really wanted and it would help me."
"So you did?" I was getting caught up in the story now.
"No." he shook his head. "My father was in the house when we spoke and she said she would tell dad she was taking me for help, but her plan was to wait until we were alone and let me explore my fantasy because...it was hers as well."
"You're full of shit." Mom said, but seemed as if she weren't convinced and was saying it because she wanted it to be the case.
"No, I wish I was, it would have been easier."
"Dad still wanted me out and we compromised. I went to stay with our aunt for a week so I could realize what a sick person I was and stay away from mom for a week. Then he was going to go with us to the shrink. Well Joe called during the week; mom had suffered a massive stroke."
"She recovered...somewhat. She was never the same and I stopped seeing her as anything but my sick mother that I wanted to help take care of. But my father blamed her stroke on me. Me and my disgusting thoughts pushed her over the limit."
"I never told him that mom said she was willing to or the details of that conversation, he would have never wanted to believe it and he hated me as it was. So he told me to leave at that point and although Joe did try to talk my dad into letting me stay I gave up and left, went to live with the forty year old woman I'd been fucking, who happened to be a former porn actress and you know the rest."
"Joe never told me that, all he would say was I had no idea what a perv you really were."
"Yes I guess incest fantasies are seen as disgusting, but...in the porn world they are huge. Thousands of stories and e-books on the subject, tons of semi incestuous porn vids like my Step lust series. People do desire it, they are curious about it. Incest is the last line that people have not crossed, but they are turned on by it. Taboo the movie started it gaining speed years ago and it has not slowed down."
"So..." I put my hands up, "After that big revelation, what the hell does this have to do with us?"
"You only have one mom, Ryan. I had one chance at my fantasy coming to life and missed it by days. Hours if I want to wonder what would have happened if my mother and I had just a little time without my father right on top of me. So my true fantasy will never be a reality. Sometimes I wonder if my mother had been appalled and told me I was sick if it would have stayed with me, but her willingness? It inspired me more."
"Think she wanted you or was willing to let you work it out?" Mom asked.
"I...I think by the conversation she was offering more than help, but if she was only sacrificing herself for me, then...it just proves that a mother will do anything for their family, isn't that right, Vicky?"
"Yes." Mom agreed to my chagrin.
"Back to what you want now." I prodded.
"For years I paid escorts to role play as my mother, but it felt ridiculous. Plus once my career went from screen to marketing and big money I had to be careful. Next I went to porn stars acting out incestuous scenes for the "Loving Mothers" series, but same thing. It was scripted dialogue, they were not related, just not the same."
"So what's left?" Mom asked.
"The real thing is left. Not for me, of course, but to watch a true mother and son have sex in front of me."
"Have I mentioned your sick?" Mom shook her head in disgust, but as she did my stomach tightened at the thought of where this might be going. No, he couldn't want us to...
"If knowing what you want is sick, then yes I guess so."
"So just go find some mother and son and pay them to have sex with you."
"Oh, its that easy?" He laughed. "Should I run an ad on Craig's List?"
"You have money and connections in a sleazy industry." Mom went on, "And I'm sure somewhere there is a mother already banging her son who wouldn't mind making some extra money, maybe you should move to West Virginia, trailer parks and..."
"I have a mother and son right in front of me that is pretty desperate." Uncle said.
Although I had gotten to the point I expected the words, they still caused a twisting in my stomach. I looked at mom who was sitting there speechless, staring at Uncle who was sitting back perfectly calm, as if he had just mentioned what he had for lunch.
"You...you want me to...have...sex...with ...my son." Mom forced each word out, "In...front ...of you?"
"For twenty five thousand dollars." He nodded, "No, in fact, tell you what, thirty five thousand, how's that?"
"What the hell is wrong with you?" I blurted, "Jesus Christ, your disgusting!"
"Know what I've learned Ryan?" Uncle asked, still calm, as if my words had gone right over his head, "That every son wants his mother. You're conditioned not to so the thoughts and urges are buried, under societies standards, but if something happens, one incident, one thing to make you see your mother in a sexual manner, then you will want her and want her like you've never wanted anyone else."
"So those pictures, did that to you?" Mom asked.
"Yes, and..."
"Joe found the one you had, why didn't he want her?"
"Because..." He frowned, then shrugged, "Who says he didn't?"
"Oh, please." Mom waved her hand, "You want to have a sick fantasy fine, but don't make it sound like everyone is like that. I have no desire to be with my son and he sure as hell doesn't want me."
"You never know, have you ever thought about it Ryan?"
"Can we get out of here?" I began to stand, "And seriously, stay the hell away from my sisters and my mother and me."
"What about you, Vicky?" Uncle looked over to her, "Going to turn down thirty five grand? More than enough to save your house and Ryan's school, get you out of that club?"
"The club seems less sleazy suddenly." Mom said softly.
"Let's go mom." I prompted as I stood in front of the desk.
"Everything you need and for what? An hour, maybe a little more, with your son?"
"Shut up, you filth!" I yelled at him. "Mom, let's get the hell out of here, now."
"You'd really do that? All that money to watch me with your own nephew?"
"Yes."
"Mom, we..."
"I assume you wouldn't be looking for a sweet love making experience."
"Mom!" I snapped grabbing her shoulder, "Why are you still talking?"
"You're right. I want a show. I want hardcore." Uncle leaned forward, his blue eyes brighter than ever. I want to hear you tell your son how bad you want to suck his cock, I want to..."
"Shut the fuck up!" I slammed my fist on the desk again, "I swear I will punch you in your goddamn mouth you don't shut up!"
"Ryan, please calm down." Mom put her hand over mine. "Sit down; no one is making anyone do anything."
"Ryan your mother...look at her." Uncle gestured with his hand, "You don't think she's beautiful?"
"She is, but not in that way." I sighed sitting down.
"You see her like this, from behind, and you don't know it's her, you don't say, 'goddamn, look at that woman?"
I didn't answer as at his words I recalled how mom looked on the street, the way traffic stopped for her and having the thought he had just uttered. My silence gave uncle momentum and he continued.
"You have, I see it in your face and that's okay. But that is what I'm talking about! If you let yourself see her as a woman, not just your mom, but...never forgetting who she really is? There is nothing more desirable!" he turned back to mom, "Look at him, Vicky! He's a good looking man, he's not a child. Hell milf's cougars...call them what you will, but women your age are tripping over themselves to have sex with guys his age..."
"But not their sons." Mom cut in, "Or are you going to tell me I secretly want him?"
"I am going to tell you that no woman could ever love a son the way a mother can and no man will ever treat a woman as well as her son. A lover who sees you as his everything, his mom, his friend, his lover...the ultimate trust. He would do whatever you wanted exactly as you want it."
"Whatever." I muttered.
"Ryan think about it. Think about your mother performing all the dirty things you watch in the porns. Your mother on her knees for you, looking up at you, you over her, slipping inside her..."
"Stop." Mom and I said simultaneously.
"If more mothers and sons let their guards down and thought about it, they would want it." Uncle said, lowering his voice. "Think about what it means to you, Vicky. No worries, no stress, Ryan, the girls will have their mother back, you won't be working so hard, so tired all the time, you can relax and enjoy."
"What a waste of time." I looked at mom, "Can we leave?"
"No one else would know, Vicky." Uncle was speaking softly now as he fixed his gaze on mom. "You won't tell, Ryan won't tell. You can save your house Vicky, and all it would take is breaking some rule some zealot made up years ago," he laughed, "Shit, read Genesis, the world was populated by incest at one point. They do it in Europe to this day like its nothing. Only here do we think..."
"Why do you keep talking to her?" I asked, "I keep telling you no."
"Because it's her decision." Uncle explained, "If she says yes, you have no choice."
"Bullshit, even if she did, I..."
"I think your mother could be very persuasive, Ryan and I think...you wouldn't mind." He pursed his lips in thought, "A little seduction would be even hotter."
"Ugh." I gave up and resting my head on my hand, stared down at the floor.
"Not sure I would ever agree to you running around with a sex tape of me with my son." Mom spoke and my eyes widened, why was she even letting this conversation continue?
"I...I would love to film it, but I know you wouldn't allow it, it just has to be a onetime memory for me. But..." he gave her a small smile, "If I had one, all it would do is ruin me. I'd come across as a disgusting pig who bribed a..."
"Because that's what you are." I said.
"Ryan part of me is hoping you would do this just so I can hear how your tune changes after you've bedded your mother."
"Bedded? That from one of your scripts?" I rolled my eyes. "How about you take pictures of us and rub them together and jerk off while you..."
"Ryan, please." Mom stopped me.
"Okay, I know it's a lot to think about, call me back and..."
"Sixty." Mom said quietly.
"Excuse me?" Uncle asked.
"We'll do it. Sixty thousand."
"We'll what?" I demanded, "Mom! You're out of your..."
"Ryan if you speak again, I will make you wait outside." She stared hard at me, then back at uncle. "We have a deal?"
"Sixty? That's...double what you..."
"You can tape it."
"I..." Uncle's eyes widened.
"But we will sign an agreement that will state if that movie ever becomes public? You will pay us one million dollars for breach of contract."
"I don't know if I would want my attorney drawing that..."
"All you tell him is its private show for you and the woman involved is ensuring that privacy. Draw it up yourself and get it notarized that's fine for me."
"Okay." He nodded, "But still sixty..."
"Is nothing to you."
"But it's still a lot to..."
"I'll make it worth it." Mom leaned forward in her chair, "You want a show, Malcolm? I'll give you one. I'll put on a show with Ryan that you will stroke to until your cock falls off. And don't think I don't know that as much as you want to see me with him, it's still about seeing me. The one pussy you couldn't buy."
"Mom, stop talking like that." I told her.
"You can shut me up tomorrow by putting something in my mouth." Mom said, causing me to blush. "You like that Malcolm? You like that idea, my son's cock in my mouth?"
"I...wow." For the first time since we arrived, Uncle looked rattled.
"Yeah, in my mouth, rub it all over my face, take it nice and deep." She licked her red lips,
"Suck him until he cums all over my face, all over it. Just like that picture you had of your mother. But you'll see it in person, won't you? You'll see it splatter my face and drip down onto my tits. You'll be able to watch it over and over."
"Goddamn, Vicky."
"And after that? I'll lay back and let him lick my pussy, or maybe I'll ride his face, then after I come nice and hard on my son's tongue? Then he'll be ready to fuck me and I will make sure he fucks me in every position. Take his mommy around the world right in front of you. Fuck me as hard as he can, spank my ass..."
"Mom, please stop." I begged.
"Maybe you want him to talk dirty to me? You want that? You want to hear him tell his mommy to suck his cock? Tell me to get on my knees and take it like a slut?"
"Yes." Uncle whispered, his face getting red.
"Bet you do. Bet you want to see me be a whore for my son, a mommy being her son's little cock whore. Making his mommy be a little porn star for him. Know what Malcolm? You're right. Joe was an amazing man, but a dud in the sack. Loved it nice and sweet, but me? I want to fuck. I want to fuck like a wild cat and it's been a long time since I have. Good thing Ryan's young because I'm ready to go for one hell of a ride."
"Oh, yeah." Uncle nodded.
"That what you want, Malcolm? Me acting like whore for my little boy?"
"Y...yes, I want it."
"Then for sixty thousand it's yours. Name the time and place, but it won't be in a studio or your house."
"You..."
"Want a day to think about it?" Mom started to get up, "I'll call..."
"Done." Uncle said quickly. "Done. I'll have a document drawn up and a check for you tomorrow morning."
"Half in cash." Mom said.
I looked at her stunned, not just at that horrific talk of us having sex, as if I really would, but the way she was handling all this.
"Okay." Uncle agreed, "I can get you that tomorrow." He paused, "Can we do it tomorrow?"
"Yes." Mom said, and silenced me with a finger to my lips. "Its Friday, my day off at the salon and if you're handing me sixty thousand the club is on their own. Ryan doesn't have work or classes, right?"
"I...Um...was hoping to work, I..."
"Tomorrow is fine." Mom said, "Any requests?"
"Dress slutty."
"That was a given." Mom leaned over the desk and kissed Uncle on the cheek. "Just think Malcolm, less than a day away from seeing everything I have. Make sure you bring the money and the paper, because you will never get this offer again."
"Yes ma'am." He said, with a grin, then looking at me added, "Ryan, You better get some sleep, because you could be in trouble tomorrow."
"Not really, because we're not, Hey..." my words were muffled, by mom leaning over and with no warning kissing me full on the lips.
I tried to pull away, but she had her hand in my hair. Her lips pressed against mine and I gasped when I felt her tongue flick across them, before releasing me.
"Just a tease for tomorrow." Mom said to Uncle who looked as stunned as I felt.
"Let's go honey."
Mom turned and headed for the door and with a last look at Uncle, I wiped my mother's lipstick off with the back of my hand and followed her.
Chapter Five
"Are you nuts?" I looked over at mom as she stared straight ahead at the highway.
"If saving my family is nuts, then yes." Mom answered.
I frowned and scratched my head trying to figure out what was going on here. Mom couldn't really be willing to go through with this, but she had uncle drawing up a contract and getting money for her.
"You really...you really think we're going to have sex, mom? Do you know what you just agreed to?"
Mom glanced over and the red around her eyes and the dark shadows below them told me that maybe she hadn't. There was no way she could be thinking straight right now, but when she spoke, she didn't seem confused at all.
"Ryan, I know this is...extreme and its wrong and sick and I...I don't think of you that way honey, trust me."
"Then why the hell did you say we would?"
"Sixty thousand reasons." Mom said, "I can get a onetime pay off for less than what we owe and get the lien off the house. When dad's money comes in I can pay off the last two years of your school and have enough equity in the house to be able to be ready for the girls school, when the time comes and..."
"None of that is worth what you want to do." I told her.
Mom surprised me by cutting across two lanes and pulling in the breakdown lane. Throwing the car in drive she said, "When we get home Katie and Sarah will be there. I promised them after you left this morning that the four of us were going to go out to dinner, then the arcade and have a good time. That's what we are going to do. Then I am going to bed to get some rest and so should you. So let's talk now, because I am not doing this once we get home."
"Do what? Talk about committing incest?"
"Ryan..."
"The house doesn't matter, mom. It's a damn house. We can be a happy family living somewhere else. We take us with us. I can take a year from school if I have to, its..."
"That house is your father to me. Don't you understand that?" she asked, her brown eyes tearing up, "I leave that house it's like leaving him."
"You always say I'm what reminds you of dad." I told her, "You say every time you see me you see..."
"And you'll be leaving me soon." She said, the tears beginning to flow.
"I won't leave you, mom. I..."
"Yes you will, Ryan. You will graduate, get a real job and you'll meet a nice girl and move on and I...I want that for you. The house is where I can stay and always remember your father. We need to save it."
"Then we talk to that piece of crap again and say just help us or..."
"He won't give in. I know he won't. You heard his sick story, this is his chance to get something he has wanted his entire life. He knows I'm desperate, he...he led me right into it, Ryan."
"You didn't have to agree! Plus, Christ, mom, all that nasty talk where the hell did that come from?"
"I...I don't know." She wiped at her eyes, "I...look, Ryan I meant what I said, I was a little more than what your father could handle in...that way. So I've spent a lot of time reading and watching...that stuff so I guess it came out pretty easy."
"But about us?"
"It's what he wanted to hear. I gave him what he wanted. I made him give in on the amount I...I'm mad I didn't ask for more, could have gotten it."



"We're not getting any of it." I told her, "Because I have news for you mom. I'm not going through with this."
"We have to."
"No, we..."
"Yes we do." She leaned over in the car and put her arms around me. Pressing her damp cheek to mine she spoke in my ear. "Ryan, I love you with all my heart and I know you love me. Love means sacrifice and I will sacrifice anything for us and the girls. Its...it's a couple of hours, a onetime thing and we'll never talk about it again."
"Mom, I...I can't do this, and I...I don't understand how you think you could."
"I know I can do anything I have to for my family and I know you will to. When the time comes...we...we'll do what we need to and we...we will be doing it for love, Ryan. Not lust, not to give a sick man a thrill, but for love, understand?"
"Mom...we can still have love..."
"Ryan, I need this. I know...maybe I'm not right in my mind. I know that, I'm too tired, too stressed, too heartbroken. But none of that will get better the way life is going. I have to do something. I'm sure this will affect me afterwards, but everything else will be better. I'll be spending more time with the girls in our house, not working that cesspool anymore and watching you graduate. Baby, I...I need this."
"I...mom I love you." I kissed her cheek. "I love all of us, but..."
"Then do this with me, honey."
"I...I can't." I told her, "You're my mother!"
"See me the way he said to, just as a woman."
"You're not and...he wants me to call you mom!" I paused then figuring there was nothing I could do to make the conversation more absurd threw in; "I...I won't be able to, you know..."
"I'll make sure you do." Mom said causing my eyes to open, "I'm a woman, you're a man. I'm not worried about that. Ryan...make me a promise."
"What?"
"Tomorrow you promise me we try."
"But..."
"That's your promise to me, we try. My promise will be once we start if you really feel you can't, say Mom, enough and we stop right there."
"You sure? Uncle will be pissed."
"I'll...make it up to him. If you leave I'll..."
"No!" I pulled away from her. "What kind of crap is that? Either I do you or he does?"
"I...I didn't see it that way, but I need to get some of the money from him."
I stared hard at her and she lowered her eyes. "Fine, you say stop the whole thing is off, but we start and you try."
"Okay." I wasn't thrilled with even starting, but all I would have to do is let things happen long enough to look like I made an effort ad say fuck it. "I'll try."
"A real effort Ryan. If I think you're playing me, I will let Uncle have me."
"Who the hell are you?" I asked, "You don't sound like my mother."
"I'm exactly what your uncle said a mother is, Ryan. Everything she has to be."
Chapter Six
I sat on the edge of my bed, staring out the window, with one thought racing through my mind; tomorrow I was going to have sex with my mother. No, not just have sex with her, but fuck her; really fuck her. Dirty talk, different positions, oral sex...my mother was going to blow me and I was going to go down on her. Full out, hardcore porn style sex and with my own mother.
As if that scenario wasn't disturbing enough, it was going to happen in front of my disgusting uncle. What the hell was mom thinking? I shook my head as if trying to send the thoughts flying out of my head. I needed to try to relax and figure out how the hell I was going to do this. I had never seen my mom as anything, but that, the wonderful woman who lovingly raised me and would do anything-and as I learned today anything meant anything- to take care of me.
But tomorrow morning I was somehow supposed to see her as not just my mother, but a sexual woman. A woman I was supposed to desire, and treat like some slutty coed I'd gotten lucky with at a party. There was no way I could do this; no way would I be able to do those dirty things to my mother. I knew there were a lot of people into taboo fantasies, hell we were going to be performing in front of one of them, but I was never into that stuff and doubted I could be even if we were alone, never mind with someone sitting there and more likely than not whacking off as he watched.
I was doing it again, letting my head spin. I took a deep breath and decided to stop thinking about why the hell we were going to do this and for whom, and tried to focus on tomorrow. Mom had locked us into this and although there was always the hope she was laying in her room right now second guessing it and would change her mind, I needed to try to figure out how I could get through this. I'd given my word I would try and I had to now convince myself to live up to my word.
Lying back on my bed I closed my eyes and envisioned my mother in that skimpy schoolgirl outfit. I forced myself to take the word mother from my mind and pictured her as Vicky, an attractive older woman who was going to take me on a wild ride. I thought of rubbing her feet, as I did so often when she got home from work, except this time my hands wandered from her feet to work their way up her legs.
Mom, no, Vicky, had some damn nice legs, long, well shaped and they looked even better encased in the white stockings. Not just the stockings, but those fuck me heels that went with them. I pictured my hands sliding up her stocking clad legs, past her knees and up to her inner thighs, reaching under her short skirt. The stockings were thigh highs and my hands would lightly caress her soft inner thighs.
M...Vicky would make those soft sounds she always did, when I rubbed her feet, but this time they would not be sounds of relaxed relief, but moans of pleasure and anticipation. She would start breathing heavier and her red lips would be parted, her dark eyes glazing over as her hips moved, urging my hand further.
I would tease her, lingering in one spot and rubbing. I would work my hand all the way up between her legs to her lacy white thong, the one I'd gotten a occasional glimpse of and my hand would be able to go all the way up to her crotch while still feeling her warm smooth skin.
My thoughts trailed off when I became aware of my cock beginning to swell. I fought back my first reaction, which was to be appalled that I was getting hard thinking of my mother and instead, placed my hand over my cock. I stroked it through my boxers and returned to thinking about Vicky.
My hand would graze her thong and she would moan and my cock would jump at how wet she was. Vicky would raise her leg and place it along the top of the couch, showing me that thin strip of damp wet material between her legs and those creamy thighs. She would grab the edge of her skirt and lift her hips, pulling the skirt up to her waist. I would rub her wet pussy through the thong and she'd moan softly her hips moving, grinding her pussy into my hand.
Vicky reached down and slid the thing to the side showing me her...pussy. Mom's pussy. My hand stopped, but I whispered; "Vicky...Vicky's pussy."
There would be a small patch of brown fuzz just over it, but the rest of her pussy would be pink and smooth and wet. Her slender finger would tease through her wet lips before spreading them open and inviting me to play with it. My fingers would replace hers, slipping through the wet folds of her flesh before easing two of them inside her. Vicky would moan loudly and thrust her hips, burying my fingers into her tight wet pussy.
I placed my thumb on her swollen clit and she whimpered in pleasure as I rubbed it in slow circles while working my fingers in and out of her moist flesh. Her pussy contracted around my fingers making me moan at the thought of what that would feel like around my throbbing cock. My cock wasn't just throbbing in my fantasy, but beneath my hand as well.
I was fully hard and moaning softly as my hand teased my swollen head through the underwear. I slipped my hand into my boxers and wrapping it around my cock began jerking it. In my mind Vicky was moaning my name and as I continued to stroke her clit she unbuttoned her white blouse. I watched with my heart pounding and cock aching as she opened it to reveal a lacy black bra.
The bra clasped in the front and unhooking it, Vicky eased it apart until it was barely covering her breasts.
"You want to see my tits, Ryan?"
"Yes, please." I whispered.
"Then tell me what you want"
"I want to see your..."
"No," she shook her head, "Say it the way you know I want you to."
My hand clenched tightly around my cock and I stroked it faster and in my mind said the words the way I knew I would have to tomorrow,
"Mom, I want to see your tits."
"You want to see mommy's tits?" she smiled, "Hmm what a bad boy you are, but I love that my boy wants his mother!"
She opened the bra to expose her tits and my cock jerked in my hand. In my fantasy Mom's tits were perfect. On the smaller side, but round and perky with beautiful pink nipples that were as hard as my cock felt and seemed to be imploring me to come suck on them.
"Like them?" she asked, her fingers teasing those nipples.
"Yes," I whispered this out loud as my cock throbbed in my hand, "I...I love my mother's tits."
The words sounded horrible, yet my cock responded, twitching in my hand and my hips were moving as I jerked off.
"These tits?" she would lift them up to me, "You love these tits? You want to suck on them?"
"Oh, yes." I moaned, my hand moving faster in both reality and in my fantasy as I drove my fingers into Vicky...no, my mother's dripping pussy.
"Then make me cum and I'll let you!" she moaned and moved her hips in time with my fingers. "Make mommy cum nice and hard and you can suck my tits, then..." she licked her lips, her pink tongue tracing her red mouth, "I'll do some sucking of my own." She moaned and pinched her nipples, "Hmm, suck on that hard cock of yours, would you like that, mommy sucking on your cock?"
My hand was moving faster, both in my thought and between my legs, and in my mind, mom, yes there was no doubt she was mom now, tossed her head back and cried out in ecstasy as her son made her cum. She clamped her legs around my hand, pinning it to her convulsing pussy and squealed long and loud. Her fingers were teasing her small hard nipples and her eyes were closed as she moaned and writhed on the couch.
She released a long moan and opening her eyes, sighed, "God I came hard, my son did a good job making his mother cum, now it's my turn," She pointed at me, "Stand up"
I would get off the couch and standing in front of her groaned as she sat up and unzipped my jeans. I cupped her firm tits and she moaned as I played with them while she pulled my pants down. My cock sprang free and licking her lips, mom whispered, "Oh, is this big hard dick all for mommy?" Even in my fantasy all I could manage was to nod and as she took my cock in her hand and lowered her head she asked, "Tell mommy what you want."
"M..mom I want you to...suck my cock!"
My hand was rapidly pumping my cock as my mind's eye watched my mother lower her mouth to my swollen purple head. Her brown eyes were looking up at me and her pink tongue teasing along the tip of my cock making me whimper. With a wink she opened her mouth wide and took me...
"Stop!" I blurted out loud and pulled my hand from my cock as if it had been burned.
I sat up with my heart pounding and stared disgustedly at the large bulge in my boxers.
"What the fuck, Ryan?"
Even though it was what I was trying for I was ashamed that I had been jerking off to my mother. More than ashamed, I was concerned that in mid fantasy it had gone from Vicky to mom and I had gotten more excited. Clear as day I heard Uncle Malcolm's voice in my head, telling me every son wanted his mother and all it took was one time to think of her sexually to wake up that desire.
"Shut up, you sick fuck." I muttered, rubbing my temples and wishing my cock would stop aching and go limp, I'd be damned if I would try jerking off at this point.
Was uncle right? Did every son have a latent desire to be with their mom, but never knew it because it was something we were told was wrong from day one? Do mothers also have that strange feeling to be with their sons? No, he was a pervert who had spent years directing and producing porn. He fueled people's fantasies and had gotten to a point the only thing that could get him off was something no one would do. Well unless they were getting paid sixty grand for it anyway.
I had to tell mom I couldn't do this. I shuddered at the way she had told uncle she could persuade me if she had to. There was no way I would let mom do that to me, especially for that piece of shit. I had to get her to see reason, we could find a nice apartment, I could take time away from school and Billy and Katie would make new friends and learn to like a new school. We could...I looked up at a knock.
"Hey Ryan, can I come in?" Mom asked from the other side of the door.
"Um, hold on." I slid up to the headboard and leaning back against it, pulled the sheet up to my waist to cover my still semi hard cock, "Okay, come on in."
Mom entered the room and in the dim light cast by the small lamp on my nightstand I saw she was wearing a short red silk robe. The robe was as short as any of her work outfits and I wondered if she were getting used to dressing like that. When she closed the door, Mom thumbed the lock on my door and turning, walked slowly over to the bed.
The robe was loosely tied and showing a lot of the smooth white skin of her chest as well as an uncomfortable amount of cleavage. My eyes dropped to her long legs and to my dismay I thought of my fantasy from moments ago and felt my cock twitch. I blinked, trying to clear Uncle's bullshit from my head.
"What's up, mom?"
"You are, I see." She smiled down at me as she sat on the edge of my bed next to me.
Mom drew one of her legs up onto the bed, so it was bent in front of her while her other foot was on the floor. I'd seen her sit like this countless times, but at no other time was she dressed like this and the robe slid up her inner thigh and I swore if I tried I would be able to see straight up between her legs. I lifted my gaze, once again noting the amount of exposed chest before reaching her face.
At least her face looked normal, mom wasn't wearing any make up and her long hair was pulled into a pony tail. "Ryan?"
"It's only ten thirty." I told her, "You should be the one sleeping."
"Seems I have things on my mind." She put her hand on my arm, "You too."
"Yeah, school, work schedule, having sex with my mom, you know, little things."
"Me too." She agreed. "I talked to your uncle an hour ago. He has something for me to sign and said he has the cash and the check. He booked a room at the Biltmore and wants to know if eleven is okay tomorrow."
"I'm busy. In fact I'm busy the next twenty years."
"I said it would be fine."
"I get no say I guess."
"You made me a promise."
"I know. I'm...just not too excited about this."
"I know, honey." Mom touched my cheek then sat back and was quiet for a moment, "You know Ryan, tomorrow...you know what he wants."
"He made it pretty clear."
"Its not going to be easy and not just because its sex, but he is going to want dirty talk and really play up that I'm your mother. He's looking for his fantasy, Ryan, but he is looking to humiliate me during it. Looking for me to be degrading and slutty. He's always wanted me and this is as close as he gets so...be prepared for that."
"Mom, I..."
"Remember." Mom leaned over and kissed me on the cheek, "What we do is with and for love. Okay?"
"I guess." She kissed my cheek again, but closer to my lips and much more softly
"Words are words and sex is sex, especially for him. But for us? This is an act of love and sacrifice."
"Right." I whispered as her next kiss brushed my lips.
"I...I want you to relax Ryan. I'm going to kiss you, a real kiss."
"What?" I started to sit up, but she put her hand on my chest, holding me down.
"I don't want tomorrow to be the first time we touch. I want you to be a little less nervous and same for me. Now kiss me."
Mom pressed her lips softly against mine and I sat there frozen.
"Come on, Ryan." She said softly, "Give your mother a kiss."
Mom kissed me again and I forced myself to kiss her back. I was going for a soft peck, but mom leaned into me, pushing me back into the headboard and I had nowhere to go. Her lips caressed mine and she slid them back and forth, placing soft teasing kisses on my mouth. I could smell her perfume and was aware of her breasts pressing against my chest through the thin material of the robe.
Not just her breasts, but her nipples, her hard nipples. To my chagrin my cock was swelling and without realizing I was going to do it, I returned her kiss. Hesitantly at first, but after feeling how soft her lips were and driven by what was now a full erection beneath the sheet, I kissed her harder. Mom moaned softly in her throat and my cock jumped at the sound. Mom's lips parted against mine and this time lingered in one spot.
Figuring, what the hell it was only a kiss, I found myself returning it with more enthusiasm. Mom made a sound in her throat that could only be described as a purr and ran her long nails lightly down my bare chest. Her lips were working more forcefully, at this point just about devouring my mouth and her aggressiveness caused another surge between my legs.
I parted my lips to try to capture hers and mom's tongue immediately plunged into my mouth. I gasped and my first reaction was how wrong this was, but within seconds that was replaced by the fact that my mother's soft wet tongue felt pretty damn good caressing mine. I swirled my tongue against hers and this time it was a soft whimper that escaped her when I teased the roof of her mouth with my tongue.
Mom's hand ran through my hair and curling her fingers into it, held me in place as her tongue continued to probe my mouth. As our kiss picked up intensity, I raised my arms and tentatively placed them around her. Mom sighed into our kiss as I rubbed her back through the silky material.
Mom's lips withdrew from mine and I was shocked to find I was disappointed.
"See, baby? Not so bad is it?" Mom whispered in my ear then kissed my neck.
It was a soft kiss, but the feeling of her lips on my neck sent a shiver through me.
"Hmm, you like that?" Mom nibbled playfully at my earlobe.
Her hot breath in my ear coupled with the sensation of her hard nipples pushing into my chest had my cock throbbing and I was glad for the sheet covering it.
"It...feels nice." I told her.
"Yes, it does." Mom kissed my neck again and this time sucked gently causing me to moan.
As she played her tongue along my neck, Mom pulled her other leg up so she was now kneeling on the bed and leaning over me. Her lips still on my neck, mom grabbed the sheet and tossed it off of me. Her hand grabbed my cock through my boxers and I cried out in surprise.
"Oh, I guess it does feel nice." Mom purred in my ear and squeezed my cock, "Look at you, look how hard you are for me."
"M..mom...I'm sorry." I whispered, "I..."
"Don't be. It's what I want; I want my son to be nice and hard for me, to show me how much he wants me."
"But I..."
"Shhh," she breathed in my ear. "Just relax and let it happen, Ryan. Just let your body respond to me."
Mom trailed her lips lightly down my neck, before switching to the other side. My hand's slipped down to her hips and I had the overwhelming urge to grab the ties of her robe and pull it open. Instead I kept them on her hips as her mouth worked along my neck and she slowly stroked my cock through my underwear. Somewhere in the back of my mind I yelled at myself to move her hand and tell her to leave, but...my cock was aching and her lips felt amazing.



Mom swung her leg over mine so she was straddling my thigh and when she let her weight go...
"Oh, god, mom," I groaned at feeling of her hot wet...pussy on my thigh. "Y...you're not..."
"Wearing any panties" she sighed in my ear, "Guess your mommy's a bad girl isn't she?"
I wasn't able to answer as she rocked her hips, sliding her wet flesh along my leg. I could feel my thigh getting sticky as she worked her bare pussy against my leg while stroking my cock faster. I was aware of my hips moving into her hand and now caught up in the moment, I grabbed her ponytail and easing her head back sought her lips with mine.
"Hmm" Mom encouraged me as I kissed her hard.
Speaking of hard, my cock felt like it was ready to explode and I moved my hips faster into her touch.
"Yeah, baby?" she moaned, "That feel good? You like me playing with your cock?"
"Oh...Oh, yes." I whimpered as she squeezed it harder.
"Damn, you're so hard." She moaned, "That's why I'm so wet, just thinking about how good this cock is going to feel." She flicked her tongue out across my lips, "And taste."
"Oh, Mom." I moaned as she pumped my cock faster.
"But not tonight, that will be for tomorrow." I moaned in frustration as she removed her hand. "Aww, does my baby need to come?"
"I...I don't...I shouldn't...I...Oh!"
Mom had sat up and grabbing my hands placed them over her breasts. I felt her hard nipples poking into my palms and was amazed at how round and firm her tits were beneath my touch.
"Go ahead, baby, play with them."
Again I was telling myself to stop, but couldn't. I stared at my hands on my mother's tits as if they were strangers. But nonetheless continued to stroke her nipples and fondle her breasts through the robe.
"Hmm, that's nice, just the nipples, tease them." She moaned as I caught her nipples between my fingers and caressed them. "Yes." She moaned, "That feels so good. I bet you want to see them don't you?"
"I...no." I managed to answer and it as a lie. Right now with her on top of me and her hand on me I found myself, for the first time in my life wanting to see my mother's body.
"You don't want to see them?" Mom pushed her lips into a pout, "I thought you'd want to."
"I...I'm not supposed to." I said as much to myself as to her.
"You're not supposed to be hard either, but," She rubbed my cock causing me to moan, "Look how hard you are."
"Mom, please."
"Tell me you'd like to see them" she put her hands over mine, pushing them harder into her tits. "You know you want to. Stop being a good son and..." she winked, "Be a really good son."
"I..." I swallowed hard as I continued to fondle her through the robe, what the hell I was already touching them. "M...Mom, can I see your tits?"
"No." She said, "Not tonight."
"W...why?" I asked, confused.
"Because your Uncle is an expert in lust and a damn movie director. If you see them tonight you won't look so surprised." She pushed my hands against her tits harder, "And wanting them as badly. Sorry, baby, but you have to wait until tomorrow."
"Mom...Please..." I whimpered as she lowered her hand back to my cock, "Please stop. I..."
"You want to cum, baby?" She smiled down at me, "I'll let you cum for me, but just my hand, you have to wait until tomorrow for my lips," she squeezed my cock and I moaned at the feeling of pre cum squirting from the tip, "Both sets."
Her hand moved faster and as wrong as I knew it was I whispered, "Please stop teasing."
"Hmmm, I like that." Mom released my cock and grabbed the sides of my boxers and pulled them down over my cock. "I like this even better."
"Mom, I oh, damn."
Mom had grabbed my now bare cock and her soft hand felt damn good around my hard shaft. She slowly stroked it and I gasped when she rubbed her palm over the sensitive head. She lifted her hand and I saw a trail of pre cum hanging from her palm.
"Look at that." She purred, "That'll look even better from my tongue tomorrow won't it?"
My answer was swallowed up by a groan when she grabbed my cock once more and stroked it faster than before. Her hand was now slick from my sticky fluid and it felt even better than before. Even as my hips rocked into her hands a part of me was still in shock at the sight of my mother's long slender fingers wrapped around my swollen dick.
"Tell you what, baby, big cocks must run in the family. Your Uncle made a living with his and this is nothing to be ashamed of." She gave it a squeeze. "It's been a long time for me, I bet this is going to be a nice tight fit in your mother's pussy."
My cock twitched in her hand at the way she said that. This was wrong, so wrong and I knew it. But her hand felt so good and her hot wet flesh on my thigh was driving me crazy, damn she was wet. Her tits felt amazing under the robe and she was right, I wanted to see them so bad! See them, suck on them..."
"Hmm this cock feels so good." She sighed, "I'm so horny. Baby, I think you should help your mommy cum.
"What?" I asked, my eyes widening.
"Well if I'm going to make my son cum shouldn't he return the favor?" She took my right hand in hers and I didn't resist as she guided it down and between her legs.
"Mom, what are you, Jesus!"
I cried out in surprise when she rose up from my thigh and shoved my hand up under her robe. My fingers slipped through her soft wet flesh and the moan she released at my touch caused my cock to jump against her hand.
"Oh." she groaned, moving my hand back and forth so my fingers slid through her wet pussy lips "Oh, honey, that feels good."
There was a part of me that wondered if her reaction was exaggerated for my benefit-and maybe some practice for tomorrow's show-but the rest of me was thrilled at the sound of her pleasure. She let my hand go, but I continued to caress her, marveling at how wet she was. Mom's hand slowed on my cock while her hips rocked, helping my fingers work her pussy.
"Just..." she paused to moan when my fingers grazed her swollen clit, "Just like my tits you can't see her or taste her until tomorrow, but I want you to feel me, feel how wet I am, feel how horny playing with my son makes me!"
Again, was this a rehearsal for tomorrow, was she forcing these words? Regardless, her pussy was wetter than that of any the girls I'd been with and the fact it was my mother's pussy...? Even as mom ground her hips into my hand and stroked my aching cock, one thought raced through my mind; my fucking Uncle was right! I had barely put up a fight and was not far from cumming from my mother's touch!
"My clit." Mom moaned, "Rub my clit, honey, make your mother come." She leaned over and whispered in my ear, "One rule, baby, mommy cums first, at least tonight."
She sat back up and slid her pussy back until the two fingers I had between her lips were on her hard button. She released my cock and was now just lightly running her finger nails along my shaft. I whimpered at the tease and mom said, "Then make me cum, faster I do, faster you do."
She followed up those words by cupping my balls and gently massaging them. No longer even trying to pretend I didn't want to, I rubbed my fingers in hard fast circles on her clit and mom's reaction caused my cock to twitch up and down.
"Oh, fuck." She groaned, "Oh, yes! Oh...Ryan, honey, just like that!" her hips ground faster into my hand and she continued moaning, "Its...oh, its been so long since anyone's made me come! God this is better than a toy!"
Mom's words, and her playing with my balls, sent my fingers moving as fast and hard as I dared. I was so focused on her pussy that I'd lost track of the fact my hand was still on her breast. I resumed fondling it and mom responded to my touch by bouncing up and down on my hand and making high pitched yelping noises. I looked up at her face and saw her eyes were closed, her lips parted and there was a light sheen of sweat on her face and chest. She was yelping louder and faster and her thighs tightened around my legs.
I stared at her, transfixed by the sight of my mother nearing an orgasm, and one from her son, and moved my fingers side to side instead of in circles. Mom gasped and placing her hand inside her robe grabbed her other tit. She was breathing hard and whispered, "My nipple, honey, squeeze it."
I found her swollen nipple through her robe and squeezed it gently. Mom whimpered, "Harder" I hesitated, but when she squeezed my balls more firmly as a sign of what she wanted, I pinched her nipple. The effect was immediate and the hottest thing I'd ever seen. Mom threw her head back and released a long loud squeal that even as hot as I was made me worry about the girls hearing her.
Mom started driving her hips downward into my hand and her hand was bust on her tit as she let loose with a series of high pitched squeals. Her thighs were squeezing mine and her pussy was quivering against my hand as she came hard at her son's touch.
"Oh...Oh fuck!" Mom moaned as her hips slowed and her hand slipped out of her robe. "Honey, that felt so good." She sighed and smiled at me, "Have I told you what a good son you are?"
"I...damn mom." Was all I could come up with.
"Hmm, speaking of damn." She grabbed my cock with her free hand, "This is a damn fine cock."
"You...you don't have to do that." I lied as she pumped my cock with long slow strokes while rubbing my balls.
"Of course I do. A mother has to take care of her son doesn't she?" she sighed as she jerked me off faster, "Especially after he was so good to me."
I watched her stroke my cock and moaned as much from the sight of her hand wrapped around my shaft as to how good it felt. I'd been excited since my sick fantasy that had somehow, in a matter of minutes turned into a reality.
"You're so hard." She purred, "I can feel it throbbing in my hand," her fingers tickled my balls and my hips rocked into her hand. "My baby's coming to cum nice and hard for his mother, isn't he?"
"Oh..I...oh yeah." I groaned.
"Tell me." She slowed her hand down, "Tell me what you want or I'll stop."
"Mom...I...can't." I whimpered.
"Fine, then I stop." She stopped moving her hand and when I thrust my hips she removed it from my cock.
"Please!" I moaned, "Please I...I need to."
"Tell me." She said a serious look on her face, "Tell me what you want, Ryan or I'll leave you like this."
"I...mom will you please make me cum?"
"That wasn't so hard, was it?" She resumed jerking me off, this time much faster than before. "But this cock is, isn't it? Yes it is, nice and long and thick and hard and all for your mother, your sexy slutty mother who's sitting here giving her son a hand job and wishing you were in my mouth."
"Oh, fuck." I moaned, my hips moving uncontrollably and my balls tightening as they prepared to explode.
"Hmm, you like that idea? You like picturing your slutty mother on her knees with your big dick in her mouth? Her son's big dick?" She moaned and ran her tongue across her lips, "Suck it until you beg me to cum, no, not beg, until you tell me to make you cum. How would that be? Telling your slut mother to suck your fucking cock until you cum in my hot mouth? You..."
"Oh, fuck!" I called out as my cock erupted in my mother's hand.
"Oh, yes!" Mom exclaimed as a long thick spurt of cum squirted from the tip of my cock and landed on her arm and thigh. "Look at all of that cum!"
She pumped me hard and fast and I moaned as my cock continued to spurt, spraying cum over the both of us. The last spurts trickled down my shaft and I gasped as she used it as lube and ket stroking me, smearing my cum into my hard shaft. When I thought I had nothing left, she squeezed my cock hard enough to cause me to groan as she managed to milk a couple of more drops from me.
"Wow." She released my cock and looked down at her dripping hand and the strips of white sticky fluid on her arm and the top of her thigh. "That's a lot of cum! Youth and enthusiasm." She winked, "No wonder some of my friends like them young."
"Oh my God." I breathed, my heart pounding as I stared down at my now semi hard, but still oozing cock.
"Like that, baby?" Mom slid down the bed, her wet pussy leaving a trail down my leg, and standing up, looked around before grabbing one of my t-shirts from a chair next to my desk.
She wiped the cum from her hands and coming over to me caused me to gasp when she wrapped the soft shirt around my cock and wiped it off. She rubbed it across my balls and sighed dramatically, "Even in bed I guess I have to clean up after you."
"Mom, I...I can't believe we just..."
"Shhh." She tossed the shirt in the basket in the corner and getting on the bed lay on her side next to me. "Its fine, baby, we...after tomorrow we will never talk about this okay?"
"I...I guess, but we still...what we did..."
"Was with love honey." She kissed my cheek softly, "The act itself was...is wrong, but we did it for all the right reasons, that's what counts and no one will ever know."
"We...we didn't have to tonight, though and..."
"Yes we did, honey." She touched my cheek, "Roll over so I can look at you."
I started to move and realized my cock was still hanging out. For some reason, probably because the heat of the moment was over, I felt embarrassed and blushed as I pulled my underwear up.
"You're so sweet." Mom laughed.
"I don't feel sweet." I looked away from her, "Sweet sons don't let their mother give them a hand job."
"And I suppose most would say good mothers don't give them out." For the first time since she entered the room, she'd lost that confident look and seemed to be trying not to get upset. "But most aren't as desperate as I am. I'm sorry, Ryan." She put her head down, but not before I saw her eyes filling up.
"Hey, mom, don't cry." I rolled onto my side and put my arm around her shoulder, "Please, don't be upset, I mean, look I could have fought a lot more than I did, I...its my fault and.."
"No." she raised her eyes to mine and my heart broke at the sight of the tears on her cheeks "It's me, Ryan. Your Uncle...he...he's right in a way."
I knew what she meant, but didn't want to admit it, and simply said, "I don't think so."
"No, he is. I'm your mother, Ryan, but I'm also an older woman who is attractive and I...I know how to use what I have. I've spent months shaking my ass for tips and playing the guys to get those tips. I...I seduced a young man tonight is what I did."
"I came in here and took advantage of you and the reason you could not tell me know is the very reason you should say no, because I'm your mother. You were raised to obey me, no matter what."
"No, this was different, Mom I should have said no and..."
"Ryan, we had to do this tonight. That's why I came in here. Tomorrow couldn't be the first time you saw me as a woman. It wouldn't work with the pressure of him being there. Tonight was important for both us. For me so I know I can take the lead and...and make sure you can do what you need to and for you to see that...that wrong as it is, we can do this and it feels good. That we can forget to a degree who we are and just...enjoy."
"Mom, can I ask you a question?"
"Ryan, you just had your hand in my pussy I think you can ask pretty much anything at this point."
"Were you..." I paused, then figured, she was right, what would a simple question mean at this point? "Were you really as into it as you were acting or was it, you know, just an act?"
"I..." She lowered her eyes, "The dirty talk was pretty much an act, it's what he wants to hear tomorrow, but...I...I liked you touching me and I liked making you feel good." She gave me a rueful smile, "I don't think you could have been pretending, things don't work if you're not turned on."
I blushed again, "Sorry, mom. I...you're right about him having a point it was...kind of...sexy."
"Good." She said, then added quickly, "Good for tomorrow I mean. If we get through it we're in the clear baby."
"I know. So..." I had to know, "You didn't fake...what happened?"
"You mean did I really come?" To my surprise, it was her turn to blush, "That wasn't an act. I thought I was going to have to, but...it has been a long time Ryan, dad's been gone for a few months and he was very sick for months before that. I...wasn't faking; it was nice to be touched." She ran her hand along my cheek, "Especially by someone who cares about me, even though it's not that way."
"Well..."
"Ryan, let's drop this for now and I'll make a deal. After tomorrow if you want to talk about what we did to just get it out of our minds, fine, but right now that's not what I want. We proved we can let nature take its course," she laughed, "Or the unnatural. So how about we just go to sleep?"
"Okay, I'll see you tomorrow."
"I want to stay here." Moms said, softly, "Is that okay?"
"You...you want to sleep with me?"
"Yes." She nodded, "We were very...dirty just now and I want to, I just want to be close to you after that, it will make me feel better."
"Sure." I kissed her cheek, "Just don't hog the blankets okay?"
"That won't be a problem." She said pushing my shoulder and causing me to roll over on my back, "I plan on being very close to you."
Mom stayed on her side, but slid over against me and put her arms around my waist and rested her head on my shoulder. "This okay?"
"Um...yeah." I answered, putting my arm around her shoulders and holding her close to me, "It feels good."
"It does." She sighed, her breath hot on my chest, "Been awhile since someone's held me. I miss it. Good night, honey."
"Good night mom." I kissed the top of her head and closing my eyes tried to fall asleep.
My mind wouldn't stop racing; replaying the taboo encounter I had just shared with my mother and wondering what tomorrow would bring. Apparently mom had no trouble falling asleep as within minutes she was breathing deeply and her body had relaxed into mine. Her hair was in my face and Inhaled deeply, enjoying the smell of her strawberry shampoo. She felt good against me and I squeezed her tighter.
Mom made a happy little cooing sound that made me smile, and then draped her bare leg over mine. My smile disappeared at the feeling of her warm leg. She had drawn closer to me and I felt the heat between her legs against the side of my thigh. She was still wet and to my chagrin my cock stirred beneath the sheet. I became aware of her breasts pressing against me and wondered what they looked like, on that note, what her pussy looked like.
The thought I would see all that and more tomorrow caused my cock to continue to grow. Despite how wrong tomorrow was going to be I found myself thinking more in terms of what it was going to be like to be even dirtier with my mother than we had been tonight.
"Sick fuck." I whispered into the darkness. "What the hell was wrong with me? Mom was doing what she had to and I was along for the ride. After tomorrow things would go back to normal, no, better than normal, because that money was going to get her out of the club and take a lot of worry from her. After the one time we would do the best we could to forget this sick situation.
Mom's hair was tickling my cheek and turning my head, I rubbed at my face. My hand stopped when I caught a whiff of mom's pussy on my fingers. I held my fingers under my nose and feeling like a pig, but unable to stop myself, "I took a deep breath, inhaling her sweet forbidden scent. My cock jumped and figuring things couldn't get any sicker, I slipped my fingers into my mouth and sucked on them.
I sighed and held them in my mouth, savoring the taste of her pussy and laying there, with my mother's body pressed against mine, I found myself recalling Uncle's story about how badly he wanted his mother. Suddenly I had a hard time thinking he was sick as I had said he was.
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"Awfully quiet." Mom said as we drove down ninety five, heading for downtown and the Biltmore.
"Yeah." I shrugged, "I really don't know what to say."
"Don't blame you, not exactly a normal topic of conversation."
I looked over at her and for the tenth time since she had come downstairs from getting dressed after breakfast, wondered what she was wearing. Despite it being a mild day, Mom was wearing a long black dress coat that only left her legs visible from the knees down, revealing white stockings and a pair of plain red flat shoes. Mom had a bag next to her and I figured it contained shoes more suitable to the occasion.
"You can say that again." I said softly as I looked out the window, watching the traffic.
My stomach was in knots and two thoughts kept running through my mind. The first was I was a half hour away from having sex with my mother. The second was I had to admit if it did not involve my uncle watching I wasn't sure I minded the first part. I'd stayed awake for a long time last night, holding my mother close and at times thinking how amazing she felt, how nice it was to hold her so sweetly.
But a good part of the time all I was thinking about was how wet her pussy had been and how hard she made me cum. I'd been with a handful of girls between high school and college and they had been fun, but the way mom had just come in and took over. How confident she was and how she knew just what she wanted and how to get it. Those words echoed what my Uncle said and I thought about how he had mentioned it wasn't just pure lust for his mother, but the emotional bond as well.
"The best of both worlds" he'd pretty much said, a mother who could be your whore or your sweet lover. I'd spent half the night hard as a rock, the other part yelling at myself for being that way.
My mother was heartbroken, exhausted and desperate. She wasn't thinking straight and I should have refused her, but I couldn't. I told myself she was right; that I couldn't tell her no because I was never supposed to. But that was a cop out, last night wasn't a normal situation and I should have told her to leave. Instead I let her just...pretty much have her way with me.
I'd fallen asleep and then awoke at five when mom had sat up. She kissed me on the cheek and said she was going to slip into her room so the girls wouldn't see her coming out of mine. I'd fallen asleep until seven then got up to have breakfast with mom and the girls before she took them to school. During the meal mom and I barely looked at each other, but when our eyes met I saw the same guilt in her eyes that I was feeling.
Yet on a couple of other occasions I saw her looking at me oddly and wondered if she, like I did, had some mixed feelings about last night, she did say she came for real after all. After she'd taken the girls to school I'd showered then went online for awhile. On a whim I went to one of my favorite free porn sites and searched mother/son.
Pages of videos came up, but pretty much all step mother, but with the step son calling her mom. I watched three ten minute clips and thought my cock was going to explode in my pants because I kept seeing my mother as the women in the videos. I had hoped this might help me for later, but it was getting frustrating to not be able to get off while watching and shut the lap top down.
I dressed as mom had asked me too in a pair of skin tight jeans she used to yell at me for wearing because she could 'see everything' as she's once told me, and to not wear underwear, making the jeans more awkward to wear, but it's what she wanted. Then a black sleeveless t-shirt that showed off my well tanned arms. I really didn't think it mattered what I wore, Uncle certainly had no interest in me.
What he did have interest in was mom. He could claim all he wanted was to watch us, but he'd wanted mom for a long time and was going to enjoy watching her for more than just his oedipal fantasies. I hoped to hell he wasn't going to be talking the entire time through and...
"Hey, come back to Earth." Mom said, "We're just about there."
I was surprised to see we had taken the exit and the Biltmore was coming up on our right.
"You, okay, honey?"
"Um, I...I don't know."
"It will be fine, you were fine last night."
"That...Uncle wasn't there and we're going to do a lot more."
"We are and it will be okay. He'll be there, but off in a corner, you just look at me and focus on me." She looked over and winked, "I'll try to hold your interest."
Mom pulled up to the valet and a feeling of the surreal came over me as we exited the car and mom handed him the key. As we walked through the glass doors and into the foyer it dawned on me this was the point of no return. Either I went through with this and made mom happy or I backed down and we would be looking for a place to live and killing ourselves for the next few months.
Because mom had offered this there was no way Uncle would agree to help otherwise. Mom took my hand and squeezed it as we entered the elevator. Fortunately we were alone and mom put her arm around my shoulders.
"I love you, Ryan."
"Love you too, mom."
"I mean it." She turned me to face her and took my face in her hands. "No matter what happens in that room, know that I love you with all my heart and that is why we're doing this. I hate to say think of the girls during something like this, so just think of family. Family does whatever they have to, okay?"
"Yes." I hugged her pulling her close to me, "I do love you mom."
"I know, I felt it last night when you held me. The first part was wrong, but lying there with you felt pretty damn right." She kissed my cheek, "But that's not what today will be. Today I'm your slut mommy and you're my horny son who wants to fuck his hot mother. That's what we are for the next hour or so and after that, back to normal."
"That might not be easy." I said.
"We'll worry about that later, right now." The elevator doors opened to a long carpeted hallway. "It's time to find sixty thousand reasons to not worry about the future."
Mom gave me another quick kiss on the cheek and walked ahead of me down the hallway. I stared at the back of her jacket, again wondering what was under it. She still had the bag with her and even as my butterflies increased I felt a twitch between my legs at the thought of my mother in some slutty outfit.
Uncle must have been waiting by the door because before we had even reached it, he opened it.
"Vicky!" he smiled, kissing her cheek, "I have to admit I wasn't sure you'd actually show up."
"I admit I thought about it." She said as she passed him and entered the room.
"Ryan." Uncle put his hand on my arm. "I know you're not happy about this, but." He leaned over and whispered in my ear, "You will thank me later, trust me."
"Yeah...sure." I nodded entering the room.
I released a long breath as I heard the door close behind us. Uncle walked past me over to a large armchair in the corner and putting his hand on it, asked, "How about a drink? You know take the..."
"Absolutely." Mom said before he could finish. "If you have Jack, I'll take shot, maybe two."
"Coming right up. Ryan, would you..."
"He'll have the same."
"I..will?"
"Yes." Mom said standing over near the huge king sized bed that dominated the room. "Don't argue about it, how many mothers would tell their son to do a shot?"
"More than would tell him to lick her pussy, that's for sure." Uncle laughed from the bar in the corner as he filled the shot glasses he had lined up.
"Malcolm, let's talk about the rules for this." Mom said as she walked around the bed and sat on the side of it that faced away from us.
She put the bag down on the floor and leaned over. Uncle waved me over and handed me a shot glass that was filled close to overflowing.
"I'm sure this is the first shot you've ever had." He winked.
"Of course." I winked back.
Uncle gently tapped his glass to mine, "Bottom's up." He tipped it back downing the shot in a long swallow.
I did the same, wincing as the whiskey burned down my throat, damn that was strong! I blinked and saw Uncle grinning at me. "Want another one?"
"I...don't..."
"Give him another one." Mom spoke while coming back around the bed.
As Uncle slipped the glass from my hand, I looked down and saw she was wearing red stiletto heels that had a strip of leather running up the top of her foot that wrapped around her ankle. The heels were high enough to make her my height and our eyes met as she came over to stand next to me. She looked completely serious and my stomach tightened again, it was almost time.
"Here you go kid." Uncle handed me the refilled glass and passed one to mom.
He held his glass up and the three of us tapped glasses as he began to down his, Mom said, "My bottom's up." And downed the shot.
"I...shit Vicky!" Uncle choked, "Don't do that while I'm drinking!" he coughed, but it turned into a laugh, "That was a good one."
"That's what this is about right?" Mom asked while I turned my head so they wouldn't see my eyes watering from the second shot. A couple of more and I wouldn't remember a damn thing.
"Not just me and Ryan, but you finally getting to see me the way you've always wanted to."
"I won't deny that." He grinned when Mom held her glass out and he refilled it as well as his own, he glanced at me and shook his head, "I need you awake, kiddo."
He and Mom tapped glasses again and I noticed she barely blinked, neither did uncle and that was his third one.
"Okay, let's see what we came here for." He said.
"When I see what we came here for first." Mom handed him the empty glass.
"Fair enough." Uncle reached into his back pocket and removed a thick envelope and opened it to mom, "You want to count it?"
"Damn." I whistled seeing the thick stack of hundreds.
"I trust you." Mom took the money and slipped it into the pocket of the overcoat.
"The check." Uncle produced it and held it up for her to see. I noticed it was drawn on his personal account not under Stone Cold Productions.
"Come on, no write off?" Mom smirked; noticing as well as she took it from him "This is a porn shoot, right?"
"A personal one."
Mom looked around the room and he said,
"Six cameras all installed at different angles. Tonight I'll edit them all down to the best possible footage." He smiled, "I'll send you a copy if you want it."
"No need. We'll be putting this behind us when we walk out the door."
"Cute you think that." He grinned.
"What the hell does that mean?" Mom asked.
"Nothing." He waved his hand.
"Rules." Mom said.
"I sit here." He tapped the chair, "But I might move to see better, but I won't get too close and my hands stay to myself."
"You don't degrade me." Mom told him firmly. "It's your money and your show, if you want to suggest something, fine, but no, "Look at you, you fucking whore."
"I...I wouldn't say that." He actually looked put off, "Really."
"Good. Keep it in your pants; you have the rest of your life to jerk off to it."
"Yes, ma'am." He laughed, "I want a souvenir other than the movie, leave me something."
"Tell you what, you can have my damn thong and you can sniff it while you whack off." She smiled, "I'm sure Ryan is going to get his slutty mother nice and wet you'll be able to get a nice whiff of my pussy."
"Oh." he whistled, "I don't think I'll have to suggest much." He looked over at me, "Can I have a word with Ryan?"
Mom hesitated, then nodded, "Make it quick, oh and Malcolm?"
"What is it?"
"I am not taking it in the ass."
"I...I didn't want you to." He shrugged, "Sort of ruin it, I think." He seemed to be mulling it over.
"Forget I said it. Go ahead."
Uncle gestured for me to follow him and walked a few feet away. I followed and putting his heavy arm around me he said, "Ryan, I know you think I'm sick and you might hate me for this right now, but you will thank me later, seriously."
"Whatever." I rolled my eyes.
"Just relax and enjoy this Ryan, this is...it seems wrong, but its special Ryan and you'll see how special later."
"What do you mean?"
"You'll see." He smiled, "Lucky boy, Ryan. Very few sons get to experience their mother as a woman."
"Let's just get this over with." I told him and without waiting for an answer walked back over to mom who was standing by a chair next to the bed, the coat still on.
"Okay." Uncle sat back in the large chair, and then laughed, "Time's money."
Mom took my face in her hands and looking me in the eye whispered, "I love you, Ryan."
"Love you too," I said softly. I could feel her fingers trembling on my face, but her voice was steady when she continued to whisper.
"Now trust me, follow my lead and say and act the way he would want you to, it's okay, you're not going to upset me, just think of all those dirty movies you watch."
"Just me?' I forced a grin.
She smiled back."What can I say, I like porn."
Mom's smile faded when uncle cleared his throat and releasing my face, mom grabbed the ties to her coat. "Just play along." She opened the coat and slipped it off.
"Wow, what a long night at the club." Mom declared, tossing the coat onto the floor.
My eyes widened when I saw mom was wearing the school girl outfit; the white thigh high stockings and the barely ass length plaid skirt. The top however was very different and what had really caught my eyes. Her white button shirt was sleeveless and tied between her tits leaving her flat stomach exposed.
Her stomach wasn't the only thing displayed as the shirt was tied tight enough to show she wasn't wearing a bra and her dark nipples were visible through the white material. Her nipples were already erect and it certainly wasn't cold in here. Mom had already gotten herself visibly turned on, even with uncle here which meant she was into this, she had to be, or could she fake it to this degree.
"Something wrong, honey?" Mom asked, "You're staring at me?"
"Oh, uh...I..."
"Ryan, are you staring at your mother's tits?" she asked her hands on her hips.
"I like that." Uncle said from behind the chair as he sat back sipping the drink he'd poured himself.
I started to look over to him, but mom put her hand on my cheek and made me look at her.
"I'm talking to you, Ryan." Her eyes bored into mine, "Answer the question, are you staring at your mom's tits?"
"I...yes." I said softly and feeling embarrassed at saying it started to lower my head.
"Perfect," Uncle said quietly, "Just perfect." There was no mockery in his tone and for the first time I thought of what this must actually mean to him in the way of how he had spent years fantasizing about how it would have been with his own mother.
"Then look at them." Mom again, directed my face to her, "Go ahead and stare, you do all the time anyway, don't you?"
"I..."
"Don't even try to lie to me." Mom let my face go and put her hands on my arms as she spoke. "I see you looking, Ryan, every night I come home from work you can't take your eyes off me."
"No, I...really I don't." True up until last night anyway.
"Not just my tits either, but all of me. My legs, my ass," Mom stepped back and spread her arms, "You like this look don't you, Ryan? You like me dressed like a slut."
"I don't like them." I shook my head, "I don't like those guys looking at you."
"But you like to look." She laughed, "It's okay if my son looks at my ass? Well here, take a look." Mom turned around and flipped her skirt up exposing her ass.
The thong was nothing more than a red string between the cheeks of her ass with a little red bow at the top of it. Mom gave it a playful shake and to my amazement my cock stirred. Her ass was incredible her cheeks firm and round and I found myself wanting to reach out and fondle them, to get on my knees and kiss her cheeks.
Whether it was the booze, the embarrassment of my uncle watching, lust or a mixture of all those things, I felt my face grow hot and my ears were burning. As mom turned back around to face me, my eyes locked onto her nipples and I saw she was breathing hard and my cock was now swelling, straining against the tight jeans.
"You like that, you like mommy's ass?" She asked me, "You think about that ass in the air for you, Ryan?"
"No." I shook my head, "Mom, I would..."
"Bullshit." She pointed at me, "I know you want me, I've seen all that mother son porn on your computer, you love me dressing slutty because you want me to be your slut, don't you?"
"That...that wouldn't be right." That wasn't a lie.
"I'm not talking about right; I'm talking about what you want. Now tell me what you want."
"I...don't know what I want."
"Yes you do." Mom grabbed the knotted shirt. "You want to see mommy's tits."
"I..."
"Tell me and I'll show them to you." She pulled on the not causing the shirt to loosen and fall away from the inside of her breasts.
Staring at the curve of her breasts, I would be lying if I said I didn't want to see them, but here and with Uncle watching and paying it seemed more wrong than ever.
"Go ahead, baby." Mom said more softly, "Tell your mother how bad you want to see what you're not supposed to." She gave me a wink that Uncle wouldn't be able to see and taking a deep breath I blurted out,
"Mom, please show me your tits!"
"Oh, and with manners." She sighed, "Someone raised you right."
I ignored Uncle's laugh and watched as Mom pulled the shirt open and let it fall away.
"Oh, damn." I whispered at the sight of my mother's breasts.
They were a little bigger than I had imagined, still not big, but perfectly round and sitting up proudly on her chest. Her rose colored nipples were hard and pointing directly at me.
"You like?" she cupped her breasts and stroked them with her nails, "They look as good as you thought they would?"
"They're perfect." I said, unable to take my eyes from her nipples.
"Yes they are." Uncle muttered, "Lucky bastard."
Mom released her tits and slid the shirt off so she was completely topless. Stepping up to me, she grabbed the bottom of my shirt and tugged it from my jeans, "My turn, if I'm not wearing a top you shouldn't be either."
I raised my arms robotically, my eyes locked onto her tits as the bounced fetchingly while she stepped forward and pulled my shirt over my head, she tossed it away and ran her hands up and down my chest and stomach.
"Mmm, my baby's not a little boy anymore is he?" She saw where my eyes were fixed and smiling, grabbed my wrists as she had last night, "Go ahead, honey, I didn't show them to you to tease."
I hesitated, trying not to think of uncle next to us and with smile, she pulled my hands up and placed them over her tits.
"Oh." I gasped as I felt her hard nipples pressing into my palms.
"Hmm." Mom moaned as she slipped her hands over mine and moved them up and down, sliding them across her firm warm flesh. "Yes, go ahead, baby, play with mommy's tits, keep those nipples nice and hard."
Her hands went back to caressing my chest, this time running her nails lightly over my skin while I fondled her tits. I cupped them as she had done, giving them a squeeze and stroking her nipples with my thumbs.
"Oh yeah." Mom released a sexy groan that had my cock straining to break free of my pants. "Look at you, you bad boy, playing with your mother's titties."
She leaned in and kissed my neck causing a soft moan to escape me and out of the corner of my eye I saw Uncle lean forward in his chair, his elbows on his knees, staring intently at us. Mom kissed me again and this time let her lips slide along my neck and up to my ear where she flicked her tongue playfully, while moaning, "Oh, that feels good, honey."



"Like playing with your mother's tits, Ryan." Uncle asked. I nodded, dumbly and he said, "Then tell her, don't be shy Ryan tell her how much you want her."
"I hope you do." Mom purred as she kissed the other side of my neck, "Because I want you. Hmm you might be a bad boy, but I'm being a bad mother, letting you touch me." She shook form side to side, working her tits across my hands, "But I like it, I like being your bad mommy, your...slut mommy."
She was breathing even heavier, her tits heaving beneath my touch, "That's what you want isn't it baby? You're trying to be nice, but what you really want is your mother to be a dirty fucking whore for you isn't it?"
"I..."
"You want me to take off my clothes and get on my knees and suck my son's cock don't you? You want to cum in your mother's mouth and then suck her pussy and fuck her like the little pig she is, don't you?"
"Mom, "I began, trying to form the words, "I want...oh!"
"Oh yes you do!" Mom cried as she grabbed my hard throbbing cock through my jeans and rubbed it, "Fuck you're hard, you bad boy! You can't lie when you have this big hard cock in your pants, can you?"
"Damn look at that." Uncle whispered, "He's soaking through his jeans."
"That's because my bad little boy isn't weaning any underwear is he?"
'No." I moaned as she rubbed my cock while once again kissing my neck.
"This cock wants out, doesn't it baby?" Wants to find its way into your mother's slutty mouth and her tight wet pussy, doesn't it?"
"Yes." I said softly
"Louder." She squeezed my cock. "Don't be a little boy Ryan, be a man, a man who wants to fuck his mother like the slut she is. I want to be your whore Ryan, all you have to do is be a good son and tell mommy how bad you want her!"
I started to speak, but she continued, ramping herself up and sending shivers through me,
"I want you too, baby. I want you so bad. That's why I stay dressed when I come home from work. I love watching you trying not to look at me. I love you staring at my tits and ass. That's why I ask you to rub my feet! I lay there with my pussy dripping wishing your hands would work up my legs and slide under my skirt and see how wet I am."
"Jesus." I said, "Mom, I..."
I stopped when she pulled my hands from her tits and slipping her arms around me pulled me against her. Her nipples poked into my chest and her tits squashed pleasantly against me as she held me close while staring me in the eye, our lips only inches apart.
"Remember last time Ryan? I opened my legs and gave you a peek, let you see my thong, but you were a good boy and looked away! I went upstairs and stroked my clit and came to the thought of you getting on your knees, pulling that thong over and licking my pussy the way I know you want to!"
"Then I thought about sucking that young hard cock, wondering what it would be like as a mother to have her son hard and helpless in her mouth moaning, begging, twitching, telling me how to suck him and then feeling him let go and having my mouth filled with my son's cum."
"Fuck me." Uncle said. "Christ Vicky...Jesus Ryan what the hell are you waiting for kid?"
What was I waiting for? Mom was moving side to side, her nipples caressing my chest and she had dropped her hand back down between us and was rubbing my aching dick.
"Just tell me Ryan." Mom said, "Just tell mommy you want her and I'll be your slut, right here, right now, everything you've ever wanted from me and everything I've always wanted to do to you. Just tell me." She ran her pink tongue across her red lips, "I want you so bad, baby, please tell your mother you want her."
The playful smile left her face and her eyes softened, leaning in and placing her lips in my ear she whispered, "Tell me you want me, baby, please? I want to hear you say it." Her words were soft and had an odd tone to them. She punctuated her sentence by giving me a soft sweet kiss on my lips, "Please."
"Mom, I...I want you to be my little..." I paused then said, "Screw it" and grabbing her face in my hands kissed her hard.
Mom gasped in surprise as my lips devoured hers and my hands slipped around so they were in her hair. I kissed her deeply and passionately and after a moment of surprise, mom's lips parted and worked eagerly against mine.
"Look at that." I heard uncle say and again with no hint of anything other than excitement in his voice.
Mom opened her mouth and unlike last night when I had tried to hold back, my tongue plunged into her warm mouth and I moaned when it was met with hers. Her hand was fumbling with my jeans and as we kissed my hands slid down from her hair and caressed the soft smooth skin of her back.
Mom moaned into my mouth as our tongues danced across each other and her lips were driving hard into mine. She was rocking back and forth and when my hand reached the small of her back she thrust her hips hard into me and raised up on her toes, telling me to go lower. I worked my hands downward and cupped her ass through the skirt. Mom whimpered and worked her ass into my hands.
My fingers found the hem of the skirt and pulling it upwards, grabbed the bare cheeks of her ass. She moaned when I squeezed them and spread them open. My jeans popped open and mom's hand pushed into them. I gasped when she found my cock and rubbed her fingers along the shaft. Mom removed her lips from mine and lifting her head shoved my face into her neck.
I sucked hard on the soft skin between her neck and shoulder and she moaned loudly, "Oh, someone does want his mommy!"
I was kneading the firm cheeks of her ass and whimpering softly into her neck as she teased my cock which was bent awkwardly in my pants.
"God, that's a fine ass." Uncle whistled.
Even hearing him and knowing he was there was not dampening my desire. My mother was moaning and writhing against me like a porn star, a total slut in heat and I was responding in kind. I slipped my fingers inside the string between her ass cheeks and slid them down the curve of her ass. Mom stiffened against me and opened her legs further for me.
That move caused a wave of lust to flow through me and I shoved my hand down between her legs and moaned when my fingers found her sopping wet pussy.
"Oh!" Mom gasped in my ear "That...feels good!"
I rubbed my fingers through her slick slit, wishing I could see her pussy, but her lips were on my neck, her nipples in my chest and she was teasing my cock with her fingers, so it wasn't a bad thing being where I was right now.
Mom's fingers were running through my hair and she was working her ass so my fingers were sliding up and down her pussy. She gasped each time they came in contact with her.
"Christ I can see how wet you are from here." Uncle breathed.
My hand worked the length of mom's pussy and she whispered, "Stop."
I froze where I was and mom eased herself up and then down, my fingers sank an inch or so into her pussy and mom pushed down harder and cried out as my fingers penetrated deeper into her wet heat.
"Fuck" she groaned and worked her hips up and down. "How's mommy's pussy feel baby?" she wiggled her hips moving my fingers inside her, "Bad boy, fingering your mother!"
I kissed her neck as my fingers worked as far in as they could at the awkward angle and whimpered when she managed to work her fingers around my shaft and pump my cock a few inches.
"That's so hard." She purred, "And my pussies, so fucking wet for you, but this is a tease."
She pulled back and my fingers slid out from inside her. Mom gave me a hard push that sent me sitting down onto the chair in front of her and immediately climbed onto me, resting her knees on my thighs and putting her hands on my shoulders. This put her tits directly in front of my face and seeing her nipple that close, I couldn't resist.
"Fuck yeah!" Mom called out as my lips wrapped around her nipple.
We moaned as I sucked her swollen flesh into my mouth and grabbing the back of my head, she wrapped her fingers in my hair, arched her back and shoved her tit into my mouth. I opened wide, not just taking in her nipple, but as much of her tit as I could into my eager mouth.
"Suck that tit!" Mom called out, her nails digging into my scalp, "Look at you sucking on your mommy's tit!" she turned to the side offering me her other nipple which I gladly accepted. "Look at me letting you!" she moaned, "That's right, baby, I'm a slut for my son, my young sexy son who's going to make his mommy very happy with his nice big dick!"
Mom leaned over and whispered in my ear, "Spread my ass open, give him a good look at my pussy." She sighed as my hands worked their way down to her ass and opened her up, "That's your pussy he's looking at Ryan, mommy's pussy is your pussy and I can't wait for you to make it yours."
"But first." She said so Uncle could hear, "I want to see what my naughty son has for his slutty mom."
Mom slipped off my knees, grabbed the sides of my jeans and pulled. I had a brief moment of awkwardness at realizing I would be naked in front of my uncle, but once more, my eyes found my mother's tits and focusing on those rosy nipples, that were now glistening from her son's tongue, I lifted up and let her pull my jeans down.
"Hmm, oh, honey, look at that beautiful cock!" Mom cooed as she yanked my jeans down to my knees then to the floor causing my throbbing cock to spring free.
"Runs in the family." Uncle laughed, and then said, "You can't fake that, Ryan, you want mom's pussy and you know it."
"And he's going to get it." Mom said as she slipped my shoes off, "He's going to taste it and fuck it all he wants," she pulled my pants and socks off and pushed them aside, "But not before I taste that amazing cock."
Mom put her hands on my thighs and leaning over my cock licked her lips, "My son's nice and hard for his mommy isn't he?"
"Yes." I breathed as I watched her mouth inches from my yearning cock.
"You want mommy to suck your cock, baby? Want me to give you that blow job you've been dreaming of?"
She lowered her mouth and breath on my cock. Just the feeling of her hot breath caused it to twitch and I moaned, "Please, please mom."
"Please mom what?" she looked up at me and her big brown eyes were filled with lust.
That's when it struck me this couldn't just be an act, it couldn't be. My mother was really into this. I was as well; if I didn't want this my cock wouldn't be ready to pop. Had all this come from last night's little rehearsal or was Uncle's theory right? That all sons and mothers had a deep seeded attraction for each other?
"Well?" Mom blew on my cock again.
"Tell her what you want Ryan." Uncle called out, then softening his voice added, "Please."
As much as I wanted it, I didn't share my mother's motivation of dirty talking. I recalled the porn I'd watched earlier and staring at my mother's inviting red lips got the words out in a rush.
"I want my slut of a mother to suck her son's fucking cock."
"Goddamn." Uncle blurted out, "That's my nephew!"
Mom winked at me and placed a soft kiss on the tip of my cock. She raised her head and a thin trail of precum followed her lips and hung between her face and my cock.
"Hold her hair Ryan, I can't see."
Mom reached up and gathering her long hair handed the end of it to me. My fingers trembling, I took it and wrapping it around my hand placed it on the back of her head. Mom slurped the sticky line of precum back to its source and this time wrapped her lips around the head.
She sucked hard, her cheeks hollowing with the effort and I cried out in pleasure and surprise at the feeling of the precum being sucked from my cock. Mom opened her mouth and let the pre cum drool out and onto my cock. Grabbing it, she pumped it slowly in her hand and I groaned as her now slick hand slid along my hard shaft.
"Like how this nice long cock looks in my hand?"
"I...I bet it would look better in your mouth." My reply surprised me, not just the words, but that they had come so easily.
Mom smiled and it seemed as if she relaxed a little, "You telling me to stop teasing and blow you? Oh, you are a bad boy."
"And you're nasty slut." I replied, my eyes on her as she had told me to do before we'd started, "Who wants to suck her son's cock" I smiled, "And I was raised to never tell my mother no."
"Priceless!" Uncle clapped his hands.
"And I always reward my son when he's a good boy."
Mom licked her lips and opened wide took my cock deep into her mouth.
"Oh!" I moaned at the feeling of my mothers, yes my mother's mouth surrounding my cock.
Mom opened wider and worked my cock all the way down to the base of my shaft. As she did, she sank to her knees between my legs and slowly shook her head back and forth, swirling her tongue around my cock before slipping it out and caressing my balls with it.
"Wow," Uncle said, "Damn I knew you'd be a hell of a cock sucker."
"Keep it to the show." I said, without thinking.
"I..sorry." Uncle said softly.
Mom blinked her eyes at me as if saying thank you. Not that she needed to, my cock buried in her mouth was pretty much making everything seem pretty damn good. Mom's eyes were on mine and she teasingly worked her mouth back up my cock, her tongue dancing around my shaft, before releasing it with a loud wet popping sound.
Some spit ran down her chin and wiping at her mouth she sighed, "I do love sloppy blow jobs." She then shocked me by spitting on my cock and stroking it with her hand. She opened her mouth once more and this time let a long trail of saliva mixed with precum drool out onto me. Mom quickly took me back into her mouth and bobbed her head rapidly.
"Oh fuck." I moaned, my hand tightening in her hair.
Mom was making loud slurping noises and moaning like a goddamn porn star as she was sucking me and I noticed her hips moving, grinding in circles totally turned on while blowing her son. Her mouth felt amazing, but at the moment there was so much spit it was teasing me. She slowed down and began taking me all the way down to my balls each time, causing me to moan and add for Uncle's benefit.
"My slut mommy really knows how to suck her son's cock."
Uncle's benefit? Who was I kidding? That sounded damn good and mom's loud moan following my words and the look in her eyes told me she was enjoying it as well. Mom removed my cock from her mouth amidst another trail of spit.
"That's because a mother has to take good care of her son." She pumped my cock for emphasis, "Am I taking good care of my baby?"
My reply turned into a started moan when she pushed my cock against my stomach, lowered her head and sucked my balls into her mouth.
"Oh, mom!" I groaned like an idiot as she swirled her tongue around my swollen balls. She was slowly stroking me as she sucked on first one of my balls, then the next. She alternated sucking with tonguing them and I was squirming and whimpering in the chair as my mother continued to bathe my balls with her mouth.
Mom sucked both my testicles into her mouth and looked up at me, her eyes wide and bright, she rocked her head back and forth, gently tugging on my balls with her mouth, while her tongue caressed them.
"Jesus." I moaned, I'd never had a girl even lick my balls before, let alone put on a show like this.
Speaking of shows, I took a quick look in Uncles direction and saw him staring intently at us. I noticed his left hand was on his crotch, rubbing his cock through his black jeans. There was a look of absolute desire on his face, but something else a look of...delight. He looked like a kid on Christmas who had just opened the gift he'd wanted all year.
My eyes quickly went back to the gift I was getting, the gift of a mother giving her son a mind blowing blow job. Mom ran her tongue up my balls then along the length of my shaft, before rubbing my dripping cock along her soft cheek.
"How's your cock look in Mommy's face, baby? You like that? Your nice hard dick making my face a sticky mess?"
"You love it." I told her a she turned her head, and slid the tip of my cock along her face, "You love your son's cock."
"I love everything about my son." She kissed my cock affectionately, "Especially his beautiful cock."
She resumed sucking on me and I sighed in appreciation as she took her time, bobbing her head in a slow steady rhythm. My legs were shaking and my balls were tightening as she worked my cock with her hand and mouth. I was getting close and trying to hold off stopped watching the lust inspiring sight of my cock working in and out of my mother's mouth and looked down her back.
I took in the white thigh highs and fuck me heels before looking down at the soft skin of her back. Her skirt was still on, but I could see the cheeks of her ass and had a vivid image of fucking her doggy style, mom on her knees that fine ass in the air, her dark hair across her back. My cock twitched and I whimpered softly.
"Aww, someone wants to come for his mommy doesn't he?"
"I...oh yes." I groaned as she pumped my cock while fluttering her tongue.
"Hmm, you want to come in mommy's mouth or all over her slutty face?"
"I..." I envisioned spraying my come all over my mother's face, but also the feeling of my cock squirting into her mouth.
As I sat there trying to picture which taboo experience would be better. Mom continued to swirl her tongue around the head of my cock and rubbing it against her soft red lips. Some of that red was smeared all over my cock and seeing her lovingly tease my cock caused my balls to contract and I moaned, "Whatever, my mommy wants."
To my surprise she turned to face, Uncle, "Well, Malcolm, your show, what do you want?"
As she spoke she continued to rub my cock in her face and my Uncle stared at her totally speechless.
"Come on, mister porn." Mom sucked my head into her mouth for a moment, before releasing it, "Where did you want it when you thought of your mother? Would she have swallowed for you? Would she have let you paint her face like a whore?"
"I...oh God Vicky." He whispered, "This is...so...anyway you want it. I want it to be how you want it."
"Cop out." Mom put her free hand on my balls and fondled them.
I whined in frustration and she laughed, "Poor, baby. Okay how about...you come in my mouth now and I'll make a little show of it, then you come all over my face after you fuck me?"
"Just... Mom, please suck it!"
"Ohh, is that any way to talk to your mother?" She shrugged, "Well, I guess seeing I'm being such a nasty little pig I can't say too much, but I'm not going to suck it."
"You...?'
"Nope, I'm going to take you in my mouth and keep still and you're going to fuck your slut mother's mouth until you come!"
She took me deep into her mouth and as she had said, held me there, an expectant look in her eyes. I was so eager to come I didn't hesitate and thrust my hips hard and fast. My cock plunged in and out of her mouth and mom moaned loudly around it as I fucked her face. I sensed movement and saw Uncle had stood up and come a little closer, before kneeling down on the floor so he was facing mom better.
Mom's eyes shifted his way and she winked at him as she opened wider and let her spit run down my pumping cock. She began making wet gagging sounds, but when I slowed down she squeezed my balls and moved her head to encourage me. I resumed fucking her mouth and grabbing my wrist she pushed up and down on the hand I had on her head.
Taking her meaning I pushed down and pulled up, using her hair as a handle and guiding her mouth along my cock. My legs were shaking violently and I was moaning continuously. Mom was groaning and making wet sucking sounds and as my hips started to lose control she rubbed my balls and bobbed her head in time with my thrusting.
I felt the come racing through my cock and shoving my mother's mouth all the way down on my cock, cried out and exploded in her mouth.



Mom squealed around my shaft, but continued to suck.
"Fuck, fuck!" I gasped, as my cock squirted..
"Hmm!" Mom moaned her eyes rolling back as my balls emptied into my mother's eager mouth.
I let go of her head so I wouldn't pull her hair and whimpered pathetically as she sucked every drop from my spent cock.
"Oh God." I moaned, slumping back into the chair, my heart pounding.
Mom slipped my cock from her mouth and lifting her head, turned her face towards uncle, opened her mouth and let my cum spill down her chin and all over my cock.
"Holy shit." Uncle and I said simultaneously.
My eyes felt as if they were bugging out of their head as I watched my cum dripping down mom's face and down my still hard cock. Mom licked the white cream from her lips then staring directly at uncle took my cum coated cock into her mouth and sucked on it.
I moaned as she bobbed her head, slurping the cum from me. She released my cock and proceeded to run her tongue along my shaft scooping up what was left then noisily smacking her lips as she swallowed it.
"Damn I love the taste of cum." She sighed, "Even better when it's my sons."
She stared down at my cock and smiled, "Ah youth and enthusiasm. I think it's time Mommy came for her son, don't you?"
"Y...yes." I said still trying to recover from my orgasm as well as the shock of mom's playing with my cum.
Mom stood up, put her back to me and unzipped the skirt, letting it fall to the floor. She hooked her fingers into her thong and with a sexy shimmy of her hips worked it part way down her thighs. When it was at her knees, she bent over and I licked my lips at the sight of her pink smooth pussy winking out from between her thighs. Goddamn I was staring at my mother's pussy!
Mom turned to face me, now naked except for the thigh highs and shoes. Opening her legs she slid her hand down and spreading her lips stroked her clit.
"How's mommy's pussy look, baby?"
"I...damn good." I said, "Beautiful."
"Aw, you think mommy has a pretty pussy? How sweet!"
She looked back down at my cock which was still close to completely hard and smiled, "Hmm," to my surprise she stepped away from the chair and to where Uncle was kneeling. Lifting her leg she put her foot in front of his face, "Take my shoe off dear brother in law."
"I...yes ma'am." He said softly and holding mom's leg in one of his huge hands unbuckled her shoe and removed it.
"Lick my foot." She told him.
"Mom, I..." she put her hand up and I stopped
Uncle stared at her for a moment then lifting her foot higher ran his tongue along the stocking sole of her foot.
"Good boy." She said, "I figured since you were paying so much I would give you a thrill." She put her foot down and offered the other.
Uncle quickly removed her other shoe and she held her foot still allowing him to lick that one as well. I saw his eyes fixed on her pussy and started to worry, but he made no attempt to touch her.
"Stockings on or off for the rest of the show?" she asked.
"Off." He told her, "I want you completely naked."
"Fair enough, stay still, you move, we leave."
Mom turned her back to him and bent over directly in his face as she rolled her stocking down her leg. The look of lust on Uncle's face was...a turn on. Seeing this guy who had, and most likely still was having, sex with porn stars, some of the hottest women in the world and here he was looking like a horny teen ager doing anything my mother wanted.
Seeing that caused my cock to become fully hard again. My mother was one hell of a sexy woman and an object of lust to men and that thought followed by the one that I was experiencing her as none of them ever could, sent a thrill through me. Mom turned and putting her other foot on his shoulder took her time rolling down the other stocking, leaving his face inches from her pussy.
"Jesus, Vicky." He said softly.
Mom got the stocking to her foot held it up for him to pull off. As she did I stared at her ass and absently stroked my swollen cock in anticipation of getting a piece of it. A piece of my mother's ass, damn this had come a little too easily to me.
"Keep them, and the shoes." Mom said and now completely naked she walked over to my chair.
"Well, baby, how does mommy look?" she raised her arms over her head, bringing her tits up to a sexier angle.
"Fucking amazing." I told her, "You're the hottest woman I've ever seen."
"I don't know about that, but my pussy's pretty hot right now, want to see?"
Mom stepped between my legs and turning around put her back to me. She leaned back until her back was against my chest and lifting her legs put her bare feet on my knees so she was sitting back against me. I moaned when my cock slid through the lips of her pussy and she rocked back and forth working my once again aching cock through her wet hot flesh. Mom grabbed my cock and pushed the tip against her clit.
"Oh, so hard still!" Mom cooed, "I guess I didn't do my job, my baby is still all worked up for his mommy!"
I had slipped my arms around her waist and she grabbed my hands and put them on her tits. As I had before I teased her nipples between my fingers and she moaned softly while leaning her head onto my shoulder, "That's nice, baby."
Uncle moved into my line of sight coming around to sit on edge of the bed in front of us. Mom worked her hips faster, her pussy pushing against my cock. My heart was pounding at the idea I was right there! Mom put her hand between my legs and rubbed my balls as she teased me with her pussy.
"Yeah, Malcolm, is this what you've been waiting for?"
"Do it." He said quietly, "Let him have you."
"It's your show," Mom said.
She lifted up higher, grabbed my cock to steady it and with no warning let her weight go, driving my cock deep inside her.
"Fuck!" Mom cried out, "Oh, God that's deep!"
Mom squirmed on my lap and moaned, "Don't move yet, let mommy get used to that big dick, its...its been awhile."
I remained where I was stunned by the pleasure of being inside the one pussy that was supposed to be forbidden to me. Mom's pussy was hot, wet and damn tight. She was moving her hips slightly working up and down, but barely moving me. I continued to play with her tits, squeezing and fondling her firm flesh and her hard nipples.
Mom moved up and down, this time enough so that she was riding me and I moaned at the feeling of her soft pussy stroking my cock.
"Yes." Uncle nodded, "Oh, yes."
"How's it feel to fuck your mommy, baby?" she sighed, "I know my son's cock feels pretty good inside me."
She moved faster, thrusting down harder on me and I was grateful she had sucked me off because her pussy felt so good I probably would have come in under a minute. Mom took my right and pulled it down between her legs.
"Play with mommy's clit, honey, make her come all over her son's big dick."
My fingers found her clit and rubbed in small hard circles and mom moaned loudly in my ear. Reaching back over her head she wrapped her arm around me and turning her head, pulled me down into a long deep kiss. I moaned as her tongue found mine while her pussy massaged my throbbing cock.
Mom was moving side to side now, slowly and sensually riding me rather than fucking me. I had to strain not to thrust my hips and fuck her, but wanted to wait for her to tell me I could. Mom must have sensed my thoughts as she whispered in my ear, "Soon, baby, you can fuck me long and hard, but nice and easy right now, I want to enjoy cumming on my son's cock."
She resumed kissing me and out her hand over mine as I stroked her clit. Her fingers were trembling and like last night she was starting to make little high pitched sounds at the end of her moans. Her hips moved faster, working her pussy more rapidly along my cock and her tit heaved in my hand as her breathing picked up.
Mom's toes curled into my legs and she groaned, "Faster, rub that clit harder, baby! Oh...oh, please, please make mommy cum for you! Oh..."
"Come on Vicky." Uncle said, "Let it go, come hard for your son show him how bad you really want him!"
"Oh, right there!" Mom whimpered, "Just like that, baby! Oh, Ryan...oh, I...Oh fuck yeah!"
Mom released a long loud wail that made last night seem like a whisper and bucked wildly on top of me. She was thrusting her pussy hard into my cock sending me balls deep every time she came down on me. I continued to stroke her clit and cried out myself as her pussy contracted tightly around my cock.
"Fuck me!" she yelled in my ear, "Fuck me while I come for you!"
I immediately moved my hips as much as I could, timing my thrusts so I was raising up as she came down. Mom was making loud sharp little squealing sound as her pussy convulsed around my plunging cock and her hand moved over mine, keeping it moving on her clit. Mom's pussy quivered around my cock once more and with a long soft sigh, mom slumped back against me.
"Oh, baby." She whispered, "Damn I came hard!"
"Don't stop fucking her Ryan." Uncle told me, "She just came, fuck that pussy it'll never be hotter!"
Mom pushed herself off me and quickly reversing herself, climbed back onto my legs, this time facing me. She once again guided my cock to her entrance and slammed down on me. I would have cried out, but it was cut off by mom shoving her nipple in my mouth.
"Fuck me!' she called out, Fuck me as hard as you can, baby!"
I put my arms around her waist, pinning her against me and thrust my hips as hard and fast as my position would allow. Mom yelped with every hard thrust awhile working her tits back and forth so I could suck on both of them. Mom put her hands on my shoulders and began bouncing wildly on my cock, riding me like I was a prize bull in a rodeo.
She was squealing and yelping, her tits were bouncing in my face and her long hair was flying about. Mom's eyes were closed, but her lips were parted as she moaned and whimpered as she rode her son. She looked so fucking sexy I strained to fuck her harder. But the chair was soft and I was sinking into it and despite the fact she was fucking me, I needed more.
I was so caught up in my lust for my mother that I was no longer even seeing my Uncle sitting there. All I cared about was my mother who was riding me like a slut in heat. Leaning forward, I pushed up with my legs and stood up while holding mom pinned against me.
"Oh fuck!" Mom yelped in surprise, but quickly wrapped her legs around my waist.
I stood there for a moment holding her while she continued to bounce on my cock and at that point could not resist looking at Uncle who was sitting there with his mouth open as I fucked my mother in a standing position.
"Seeing me looking he laughed, "Kid you sure you don't want a job?"
"I only want to fuck my mother." I told him and turning to the side took two quick steps and dumped mom onto the side of the bed.
She laughed and as I stared down at her she smiled at me; a real smile, one that touched her big brown eyes, "You really do want me, don't you baby?" There was something in that question, as if she were really asking me and not just posing for Uncle.
"More than any woman I've ever met." I leaned over the bed and kissed her.
Mom threw her arms around my shoulders and squeezed her legs around me as we kissed while I continued to fuck her standing next to the bed. Mom broke the kiss and moaned in my ear, "Give it to, Ryan, give your mother what she needs, what she's needed for a long time."
"R...really?" I asked, wondering if we were on the same page.
"Fuck me and not just for him, but for me." she said softly. "I need this." Before I could respond she said loudly, "Don't make love to me, Ryan, save that for a girlfriend, your mother wants to get fucked!"
Our eyes met and she whispered, "With love, honey, but fuck me for real."
I stood up and grabbing her legs pulled them from my waist. I caught her ankles in my hands and lifting her legs, spread them open and slammed my cock into her pussy hard enough to cause my balls to slap against her ass.
"Fuck yeah!" Mom cried out as I fucked her with long hard strokes.
Mom grabbed her tits and played with her nipples as I pounded away on her, fucking her as hard as I could. I opened her legs as far as I could reach and she squealed as I resumed fucking her.
"That's it, fuck your slut mother! Fuck her the way you wanted to all those nights I came home dressed like a whore! Those nights you lay there and jerked off instead, you should have taken my, Ryan, you should have come into my room and just fucked me, made me act like the slut I am! Oh God!"
Mom screamed when I put her legs together and lifted her up off the bed so her ass was in the air and I was driving even deeper insides her. I shook the sweat from my eyes and watched hers roll back as her son tore into her like she was just some slut I'd hooked up with. Holding her ankles together, her feet were in front of my face and on a whim I sucked her toes into my mouth.
"Ohh, I...like that!"
There was a yelp in between each word and I as I repeatedly thrust into her I played around licking and sucking her red painted toes. Mom wiggled them and giggled in between her cries of pleasure and I found it turned me on to do it. I recalled how much she enjoyed the foot rubs I gave her and wondered if she had a fetish and had she really liked it when I touched her?
I stopped licking her toes and putting her ankles against my shoulder I leaned forward over the bed so mom was almost bent in half. Bracing my hands on the bed to hold her down I pulled my cock all the way out then drove it home into her hot pussy.
"Fuck fuck fuck!" she cried over and over.
I saw Uncle come around the other side of the bed and stare down at my cock plunging in and out of my mother. His hand was again rubbing the huge bulge in his jeans and he was sweating as much as we were.
"Oh, God you're fucking me so hard!" Mom yelled, "Oh, honey, you wanted mommy's pussy didn't you?"
"Yes!" I moaned as I slammed her. "I want you, Mom I want to fuck you and make you cum and..." I trailed off as my eyes focused on my glistening cock sliding in and out of Mom's pink pussy lips.
Her clit was swollen and knowing this was supposed to be the only time I would have with her, I slid my cock from inside her, dropped to my knees and buried my face in her pussy.
"Oh, bad boy!" Mom moaned, then squealed when I slipped my tongue inside of her. "What a good son you are, look at you licking mommy's pussy!"
I swirled my tongue around inside her, my eyes rolling back at the taste of her and not caring some of the sticky mess was probably mine as well. That thought turned me on and I sucked hard, getting her to cry out and filling my mouth with her juices. I was still holding her legs back and putting my forearm across them. Removing my tongue I used my free hand to plunge two fingers inside of her.
"Oh...oh, Ryan! Honey you know how to take care of your mommy, don't you?"
I worked a third finger in causing mom to squeal and finding her clit, took it between my lips and sucked hard on it.
"Yes, baby!" She moaned, "Suck that clit! Oh, mommy wants to cum in her son's face so fucking bad!"
I pumped my fingers in as hard as I dared and swirled my tongue in wet circles around her throbbing button. Mom's hips were moving as she strained to work her pussy into my face. I moved my arm and she immediately put her feet on my shoulders and ground her pussy into my fingers and tongue. I looked up while I sucked her clit and saw her playing with her nipples, tugging on them and groaning and whimpering for her release.
"Baby...oh, yes, lick that pussy, lick your mother! Oh...I am going to come so hard for you! Then you're going to fuck me some more, aren't you?"
"Hmm-mmm" agreed into her quivering flesh.
"Going to fuck me long and hard and cum for me! Going to cum all over mommy's slutty face! I...oh..."
Mom whimpered and her hips moved desperately as I sucked her clit in time with my fingers. Mom pushed with her feet, her ass lifting off the bed and her thighs were trembling around my face.
"So close.!" She groaned, then shocked me, "Shove your finger in my ass!" I didn't right away and she cried out, "Put your finger in your mother's tight little ass!"
I shoved my finger quickly into her ass and as I marveled at how tight it was, Mom threw her head back and released a noise that could only be described as a howl. It was so loud I wondered if there were people in the next room and if they would call the front desk on us. Mom's legs clamped around my head, pinning my face to her hot wet pussy and bucked her hips against me as she howled again and again.
"Jesus Christ Vicky!" I heard Uncle exclaim.
Mom writhed on the bed, wailing away as her orgasm tore through her and between my legs my cock ached painfully with the need to be back inside the pussy was quivering against my face and contracting around my fingers.
"Oh that...oh..." Mom sighed and let her legs fall away from me. "So hard, I came so hard."
I all but leapt to my feet and once again drove my cock into my mother's amazing pussy. Mom moaned and lifting her legs placed her feet on my chest as I slammed her as hard as before. Mom was laying there with her arms by her side, her tits bouncing wildly as I fucked her. She was moaning softly and had a dazed look on her face. Her cheeks were flushed and her hair plastered to her sweat slicked cheeks.
She still had that look of lust in her eyes, but seemed too stunned from her orgasm to move. That was fine with me as I hammered away on her sopping pussy. I could hear mu cock squishing in and out of her and my thighs were soaked from her juices.
"Stop." Mom pushed against me with her feet. "Let's give our host what he wants." She giggled, "Okay, what I want."
I stepped back and mom sat up and caused me to moan when she took me into her mouth and bobbed her head, slowly sucking me, "Oh, you bad boy!" she laughed "You taste like mommy's pussy!" she took me back in her mouth and sucked me down to my balls before releasing me and standing up.
Mom turned, bent over the bed and opening her legs pushed her ass in the air, "Go ahead, baby, take me like this, garb my hips and fuck your mother from behind, give it to me as hard as you can!"
I grabbed her hips and plunging into her began to fuck her as hard as she said she wanted it.
"Yes!" she screamed her arms out stretched on the bed and her fingers curling into the sheets, "Fuck me!"
Uncle came around so he could face mom, "How does it feel Vicky, how does it feel getting fucked by your son?"
"How does it look?" Mom moaned, "Does it look like I'm loving it?"
"Yes."
"Because I do! Oh fuck he's giving it to me so good! My son knows just what his mommy fucking needs!" she lifted her head to stare at him, "How's it look, Malcolm? You seeing us or you seeing you fucking your mother? Is this what you wanted? Did you want to fuck her like a whore, make her swallow your cum, bend her over?"
"I...at some point, yes."
"Oh...yes Ryan! Harder!"
I squeezed her hips, reared back and thrust into her so hard it hurt when my balls struck her pussy.
"Put your finger back in my ass, feel yourself fucking your mother!"
This time I didn't think twice, but slipped a finger into her tight rosebud and as she had said, could feel my cock sliding against it through the thin skin between her ass and pussy.
"That's it! Fuck me, fuck your nasty mother, the woman who just sucked her son off, the one who came in his face, the slut that is going to let you cum all over her face like the fucking pig she is!"
"Oh man." I gasped as my knees trembled and my cock jumped inside her.
I was breathing hard and the sweat was stinging my eyes, but I fought for every thrust. When I came it would be over and mom said we would never talk about it again. This experience I had thought was sick had turned into the most unforgettable day of my life. I looked down at my finger in mom's ass and my long thick cock plundering her pussy.



I could smell her on my face, hell the entire room smelled like sex, mom pushed back into me forcing my cock and finger even deeper and moaned, "Cum for me! Cum for mommy, baby! Give me every fucking drop all over my slutty face!"
I moaned and fucked her faster, my balls constricting as they prepared to explode.
"It's your pussy isn't it?" Mom moaned, "Your mother's pussy is your pussy, baby, now come on and take it, claim mommy's pussy! Make it yours, Make..."
"Oh my God!" I cried out and giving her several more hard thrusts, I whipped my cock out, squeezing it at the base.
Mom slid off the bed, onto her knees, lifted her head and moaned, "Cum all over my face, baby!" she opened her mouth and waggling her tongue at me, grabbed my balls and squeezed them.
I released my cock and a long thick stream of cum erupted and splattered against mom's lips and tongue, it oozed down her chin and the next spurt hit her on the right cheek. Mom moaned and turned her head so some cum would hit that side as well. I pumped my cock furiously coaxing everything I could and putting every drop all over my mother's face and tongue.
When I had no more to give, I let my cock go then whimpered when mom took it into her mouth and sucked a couple of more drops from me. I groaned and my knees suddenly weak, I slumped to the floor next to mom. She slid her legs out from under her so she was sitting on the floor with her legs stretched out and her back against the bed.
My cum was dripping down her face and onto her heaving tits and she had a stunned look on her red sweaty face.
"Oh my God," she whispered, "I...oh My God, I can't believe what we just did."
"Here," I jumped as I had been so caught up in the moment I hadn't realized Uncle had knelt down in front of us.
He was holding out a towel to me, "Help your mom clean up."
I took the towel and noted it was cool and damp. I gently placed it over mom's face and wiped the cum from it then cleaned her tits.
"That feels nice." She said, still trying to catch her breath.
"Mom, let's cover you up," I started to pull the sheet from the bed, but she waved her hand at me, "Please, he just watched me fuck my son for an hour, he can look a little longer."
"Vicky that was...fucking amazing!" Uncle declared, taking mom's hand he brought it to his lips and kissed it, "Just amazing, thank you!"
"Yeah, sure." She nodded.
"Ryan." Uncle smiled at me and suddenly self conscious of my nakedness I grabbed a pillow and put it over my cock. "Modestly, now?" he laughed, "Kid I'm telling you, you have a future in this..."
"He will never do anything like this again with anyone." Moms said softly.
"Okay well, kid, that was something, I told you yesterday it would come naturally! The two of you, goddamn! So...how did it feel was it..."
"Malcolm you got what you wanted." Mom said, "I think we...delivered better than you could have thought and you have the rest of your life to jerk off to it. For us this ended the second I couldn't suck any more cum from his cock."
"Okay." He nodded, "I understand, well listen there's a huge bathroom here, big tub, nice shower, why don't you go soak and relax and take your time." He grinned, "Maybe you could shower together?"
"Malcom..."
"Another five grand if you shower together? Maybe..."
"Its over." She said, her head down, "You got what you wanted, I got what I needed. We'll just get dressed in a few minutes and go home. I...I have to pick the girls up."
"Sure, well I have to use the bathroom, I'll be right out."
As he hurried across the room, mom sighed, "He's going to jerk off, can't even wait."
"Mom, you okay?"
"I...Ryan that is not what I wanted."
"You...you did this." I pointed out. "You wanted this and..."
"I did what I had to. So did you and I thank you for it."
"But..." I felt a wave of disappointment flow through me, then again what did I expect; that mom and I were going to have sex again?
"Ryan this was...it just wasn't what I wanted and neither was last night."
"So this...all an act?" I shook my head, "You... you said you needed it for real."
"I...I did. I needed to ...to be with someone. Haven't been since dad and...I don't even know where to start. I don't want to date, I don't want another man around the girls I...but I needed something and...I guess this was about more than the money Ryan, I needed to feel like a woman again. But...you're my son and it was wrong."
"But not if you felt..."
"What did you feel?" She looked up at me, "You think this was more than sex, honey? You think that you and I...we could be together?"
"Well..." hearing her say it, I lowered my head, "I...I guess not, but...I don't know what I think."
"And no one would know, this was a fucked up thing we did, but we did it for each other and the girls and that's what counts." She reached over and picking up the white shirt slid it on and this time buttoned it rather than tying it. "We never talk about this again, okay?"
"Yeah." I forced a smile, "Talk about what?"
"Ryan I love you." She went to kiss me and not thinking I pushed my lips out to meet hers, but she kissed me on the cheek, "We will have some good news for the girls tonight."
"Right," I stood up and taking mom's hand helped her to her feet. As she stood she looked down at me and smiled, "You're a good looking man, Ryan."
"And you're a hot ass cougar." I told her, "And you can't try to deny that."
"Thank you, baby." She bent over to grab her skirt and I stared longingly at her ass as she slipped it on.
Uncle came out of the bathroom and grabbing her shoes from the other side of the bed and her overcoat mom said, "I'll be right out."
I nodded and seeing Uncle was back, quickly slid my jeans on and as I sat and put my socks and shoes on he said, "Hell of a time, no, kid?"
"I...I guess."
"Please, you know it was and it was more than sex, Ryan. It's not over."
"What do you mean?"
"What I just said. Your mother was putting on some extra dirty action for me, but she...she wanted you Ryan, I saw it."
"Saw what you wanted." I told him although unlike yesterday I wished I could believe him.
"And what you wanted." He put his hand on my shoulder, "Don't let this rest, Ryan; go to her tonight."
"She..." I glanced towards the bathroom door, "She just said we never bring it up again."
"Ah, so you do want her!" he laughed.
"I...got me." I put my head down, "You...You were right I...damn; she was just..."
"I know I'm right, but hey as far as what she said? Ryan, she was speaking as your mother, she has to say let it go, she can't say come be my lover."
"You think she..."
"But if you go to her and show this is what you want she will come around, but she can't make the first move, got it?"
"I think so."
"So tonight you go to her room and you...you tell her how much you love her and see what happens. I think you'll be happy you did and so will she."
"I...maybe."
"Make me a promise." He said.
"What's that?"
"I want you to call me tonight, even if it's late or early morning tomorrow, I want you to tell me two things."
"What's that?"
"One, if your mom is okay. This was a lot and on the off chance I'm wrong and she didn't really enjoy this I want to make sure she is alright."
"Okay, what's the other?"
He smiled, "You tell me whose bed you just left to call me."
*****
I lay awake in my bed staring at the ceiling with my head spinning. On one hand I knew I needed to put today behind me as my mother so obviously wanted to. I should close my eyes, relax and be happy, because there was plenty to be happy about tonight.
But Uncle's words stuck with me and for every time I told myself to go to sleep and wake up like today never happened, another part of me rebelled. What I should do was what he said; get up, go to my mother's room and tell her how much I enjoyed what we had done and that I wanted more.
When I let that option run through my mind, there were two different outcomes. One, the desired one, was mom being thrilled I had come to her and accepting me as not just a son, but...but what? Her lover? The other, and more realistic option I figured, was we would at least talk about today and how we felt about it. Arguments were things that could easily be put behind you, but having torrid sex with your mother was a little different.
As hardcore as our little show was, I felt more than just lust for my mother, I felt a closeness that surprised me. I also had no issue wanting her that was for sure. At times I swore I felt the same from her and when she had said that she had really needed me...but at the end it was as if she had flipped a switch and it had all been for Uncle.
Sure she'd come like a damn wildcat, but that was just her letting her body go and enjoy what we were doing, it was her mind or more importantly her heart into it at all? I needed to know, but was afraid of not just feeling like a fool, but upsetting her. If mom felt I couldn't put this behind us she would feel as if she had done something wrong to me and blame herself.
I rubbed my eyes and sighed in frustration. I was exhausted, but no way could I sleep. I decided to let my mind drift in hopes either I would reach a decision or sleep would sneak up on me. I replayed the rest of the day after we'd left Uncles hotel room and had to smile at what, for the most part was a very good night.
It didn't start off too well. Mom was silent the entire ride home. Even when I tried to make small talk she seemed distant and I noticed she wouldn't look over at me. With a sinking feeling that things were not going to be okay after this, I looked out the window and tried not to keep replaying the wild scene in front of Uncle.
Easier said than done because even as I knew Mom was upset, I could shake the images of her naked body, her mouth on my cock, her smooth pink pussy, and her ass in the air as I fucked her like she was the slut she was pretending to be. I had glanced over at her then quickly looked away when all I could picture was my cum all over her face.
To my dismay my cock stirred and it dawned on me that if just thinking of what we had done had this reaction on me I would end up stroking it to my mother just as I'm sure Uncle was doing just now. I frowned at the thought that I was now always going to see my mother in a sexual way and with her saying it ended today I was going to end up a frustrated mess longing for my mother if I didn't find a way to get past this.
When we got home, mom entered the house, said she was going to take a bath and vanished into the large bathroom that connected her room to the girls. Originally their room had been the spare bedroom, but when dad had first passed the girls had so many nightmares, mom had moved them into that one to be close to them.
I had gone into the small bathroom that was located off the living room and took a long hot shower during which I had to force myself not to jerk off to those visions of fucking my mother. I hung around in the living room hoping mom would come out and talk, but when she did appear it was only to ask me to go pick the girls up at school.
When I brought them home however, things took on a much better tone. Katie and Sarah were thrilled to see mom home and even happier when she announced that we were all going to Chucky Cheese for pizza. Katie asked mom if she had to work and with a big smile, mom told them she had called the club and quit.
The sight of my sisters running excitedly over to my mother and hugging her made everything seem better and when mom put her arms around them , hugging them both close to her there were tears running down her cheeks.
When she saw me looking she gave me a big smiled and beckoned for me to come over. The four of us shared a group hug that a few months ago my sisters and I would have made fun of, but today we were all thrilled to just be together.
Mom then told them we weren't going to be moving, ever and this time when they hugged her I felt the tears in my eyes. As the girls rushed out the door, mom put her arm around me, kissed me on the cheek and whispered, "We're going to be okay, Ryan all of us." She paused and added, "The two of us will be too, today was for love and I love you more than ever, honey, never forget that."
We had a great time at dinner, mom and I had been stressed for so long that it was amazing to just be relaxed, laugh and have a good time. By the time we'd come home, it was time for the girls to shower and go to bed and mom and I took turns reading pages of Harry Potter to them. We all laughed when mom demonstrated a worse British accent than mine and once we left their room, mom had told me she was exhausted and going to bed.
That was two hours ago and I was still awake. Giving up, I sat up and swinging my legs onto the floor sat there trying to convince myself to be a man. Get up; go to my mother and...what? Mom let's give this a try? Mom can we have sex again? Hey, mom I really liked how..."
I stopped on that last partially formed thought. Looking down at my bed I remembered how good mom felt curled up next to me. How amazing it was to hold her and feel her heartbeat against me and her warm breath on my neck.
How it felt to hold her the way she had me for so many years when I was younger. Sleeping with her in a way had been better than the crude sex we'd had today. Any two people could fuck, but to have that connection, that closeness that we had last night?
I stood up and slipping a pair of sweat pants on, started to grab my shirt and thought who cared? Mom had seen all of me earlier and I wouldn't mind seeing her look at me in that way, that is if she felt as I did. I went over to my door opened it and flinched back when I came face to face with mom who had her hand raised ready to knock on my door.
"Jeez!" Mom exclaimed as she took a surprised step back, then laughed, "Couldn't time that batter if we tried."
"Yeah, " I nodded, "So what's up?" I tried to sound casual. Seeing she was here, I didn't want to look as if I had been heading out to see her.
"We are." She said, "I can't sleep and you look wide awake." She cocked her eyebrows, "Where were you going?"
"Oh, I had to use..." I shook my head, "No, I...I was going to talk to you."
"Good, because that's why I finally convinced myself to do after lying awake." She stepped past me into my room and closed the door behind her, "Honey, we do need to talk."
"Sure I..." I trailed off when I saw her thumb the lock on the door, then walk over to my bed.
Mom was wearing a short red robe that there wasn't anything particularly sexy about except that she was in it, but my heart skipped a beat when she sat down on my bed and crossed her long legs.
"Come over here." She tapped the bed and grinned, "I don't bite, trust me you'd know if I did by now."
I walked over to sit next to her, noticing that her robe was properly tied and her hair pulled back in a pony tail. Unlike earlier today and last night she wasn't wearing any make up and all in all didn't look as if she were dressed to seduce.
But in a way I found her even more attractive like this. This was my mother, a natural beauty who didn't need to slut herself up to be attractive. This, not the woman in the school girl fantasy outfit was how I truly pictured my mom.
"You okay, Ryan?"
"Are you?" I asked.
"I...I will be." She nodded. "Honey, I...I need to tell you a couple of things. Confessions might be the proper word. But before I do..." she put her hand over mine where it was resting in my lap, "I have to ask you something."
"What's that?"
"Ryan, did you..." she paused, "Did you...enjoy what we did?"
Oh, shit moment of truth and she's put the damn ball in my court! What if I said yes and that's not what she wanted to hear? What if she said no and she did want me and I blew it? I thought about what Uncle had said. Never in a million years would I have thought to use him for any type of guidance, but he had been right about how I would feel and seemed convinced that mom...
"If you don't feel comfortable answering I understand."
"No, I...I did, but um..." I recalled thinking about holding her and took the chance. "I think I liked last night better in a way, you know, us just being close after we, you know..."
Mom gave me a big smile and squeezed my hand. "I like that answer, Ryan, I really do."
"Yeah?"
"Yes, because it's how I felt too. Today...I...when I said it wasn't what I wanted..." She stopped and took a deep breath. "I need to just talk and start from the beginning, okay?"
"Sure."
Mom drew her leg up onto the bed and turned to the side to face me. She had let my hand go and once she had slipped her leg behind me she took my hand and placed it on her leg, sending a thrill though me. I found myself trying to look up her robe, but quickly faced her, not wanting to read more into her gesture.
"First I mislead you with Uncle."
"What do you mean?"
"I...I didn't do it on purpose, well not at first. If you recall I didn't want you to go, but the reason was more than I didn't want you to stop me if I wanted to give in to an offer from him."
"Then why not?"
"Because...look, I lied when we were in there with him, I knew about his thing for his mother."
"You did?"
"Your father told me about it years ago after I had made a comment about all of his step mother movies and the ones that were supposed to be real mother son. I joked that he probably paid people to pretend to be his mom. Your dad told the story that Malcolm did yesterday."
"Okay, so what?"
"So what is there was a part of me that knew if you came with me and he saw us together and knew how desperate I was he would offer what he did. I...I feel like I set you up for it."
"No, I caught you trying to see him without me."
Mom sighed, "Ryan, no one knows a man like his mother. You don't think I figured you would think I was going to go without you? You're very protective of me I knew you would be there. I...I also could have made you leave, but I didn't because...I...I wanted him to offer. I used you to lead him right where I wanted him, to give me what we needed by showing him what he wanted so badly, a son with his mother."
"It's okay." I shrugged, "You did it for the same reason you would have done something with him alone if I wasn't there, for the money and the girls and..."
"And for me." She took my chin in her hand so I was looking directly at her, "Ryan, I...I'd been thinking about you in ways I shouldn't have been before we talked to your Uncle."
"You...you what?"
"You heard me." Mom lowered her head, "I...when I started thinking about asking Uncle for money, which was a couple of months ago I told myself how sick he was and not to get involved, especially because your father wouldn't want me to."
"But when I thought of him his mother complex was one of the first things I thought of and...see there was a part your uncle didn't mention, I think because maybe he never figured it out."
"What's that?" I really couldn't care less, I wanted her to get back to her explain what she meant about thinking about me, but knew she needed to come to it in her way.
"Dad said he knew his mother said okay to Malcolm. He said he felt it was because his father was a cheat, a total dog, screwed everything that moved and she knew it, but put up with it for her sons and because, well women put up with that back then, some women anyway."
" Point is she was lonely, neglected and wanted someone to want her. Malcolm wanted her and...I can see now he wanted her with love, not just lust. She would have been with him to feel like a woman as much to make him happy."
"How do you know he loved her and didn't want to just, you know..."
"Because I...I felt it from you last night and as raunchy as today was could see it in your eyes."



"You could? Mom I..."
"Let me finish, because after this I don't want to bring it up again, we just move forward okay?"
"Okay." That could be good or bad, the way she had said that.
"So I put going to him out of my mind, figured something would pan out one of the banks. But what I couldn't ignore was that I was a woman and...a lonely woman. I miss your dad, honey and he will always have a huge place in my heart, but I...needed something."
"There's plenty of guys who would be interested in you, mom, you're beautiful and..."
"Ryan I know I'm a decent person and I am aware I'm attractive. I could have either gotten just laid from the club or I am sure could have found a decent man looking for someone to be good to. But every time I thought about...I couldn't do it."
"There were nights I went to the club horny as hell. All those guys looking at me, wanting me. I told myself a few times I would stay after my shift let someone buy me a few drinks and just have a good time. But I would always get nervous and leave."
"I'm glad you did."
"Me too. Then on the other end I had friends trying to fix me up, I looked at dating sites even put up a profile but I would never go out or reply to messages, just to...I don't know, nervous. Your dad and I had been together since just after college so long with one man and such a sweet one."
"But," she gave me an embarrassed grin, "A little too sweet. Your dad was a gentleman even when I didn't want him to be. The total opposite of Malcolm, your dad was...kind of a dud. A sweet lover, but not one to just...give me what I needed so I had a lot of years of pent up frustration and fantasies and it...it had been close to a year since we had done anything I needed it Ryan, so bad. But just couldn't then..."
"Then I was doing what I'd been doing two or three times a night for months, watching porn and getting off and I ended up on one of those dumb step fantasies, but a decent one,," she laughed, "One of Stone Cold productions Family Affairs movies. It had some acting and a story and the mother was alone and the son was trying to seduce her."
"That was a movie though, they're kind of well they're fantasy." I said feeling it's what I should say even though I was having that fantasy right here and now as I stared longingly at my mother as she sat on my bed.
"True, but it got me thinking in ways I shouldn't. I started looking at you differently, as a man, not a son. We've gotten so close and...and you take care of me, you're sweet to me, you try to protect me, you've become the man of the house and I started wondering what you would be like as...as a man."
"I started having dreams of you coming into my room and telling me you loved me and wanted me and we would make love and you would be amazing."
"You...you could have said something."
"Could I? Ryan before last night you wouldn't have."
"Well," she was right I hadn't had any thoughts like that until Uncle's office and her seducing me last night
"No, well I know." She smiled, "My son is a good man. Know how I know?"
"No."
"Well once those thoughts were in my head, I couldn't stop them. I wanted to. I was so disgusted with myself as a mother, but as a woman? I was lusting for you. I...I would watch those movies and wish it was you and I doing those things, crossing that line and...not just fucking like they did, but loving and...I started trying to get you to look at me."
"You wanted me to look?"
"I did. I would keep my work outfits on to see if you would look at me as more than mom. I...I always asked you to rub my feet because I hoped maybe one night your hands would keep moving up my leg and..." she sighed,
"Ryan, every time you rubbed my feet I would go upstairs and play with myself in the shower, I would think of us on the couch, me finally just coming on to you. But I could never do that." She shook her head, "God if you didn't want me that could have ruined our relationship."
"Mom, nothing would ever make me not love you." I took her hand in mine, "Nothing."
"You are a sweetheart." She leaned over and kissed my cheek. "But I figured if I could entice you. But as I said you're a good boy. Honey the other night when I was on the couch and opened my legs? I did that on purpose. I so wanted you to look! What did you do? You told me to fix my skirt." She laughed, "I thought why the hell did I raise such a respectful kid?"
"Then when it got to where I had to approach Uncle and you came and sure enough he offered I saw it as an excuse. A way to not just save the house, but to have my time with you. To get what I needed and to maybe see if there would be an interest from you once we did what we had to."
"So you weren't faking anything?"
"No, and how do you think I got so carried away so easy talking dirty about us in his office? Because I'd thought about it, just like it was easy for me to just lose control and fuck like a damn animal today because I...I'd wanted you and this was my chance to show you how good it was how much fun I could be, how I would do anything for my son in hopes that you...look honey, I know I'm not just your mom, but I'm older and you have those cute young girls all over you at school and..."
"Hey." I lifted her hand and kissed the back of it. "Mom, you're the most beautiful, sexy woman I know. You're not a girl, you're a woman." I winked "A hot cougar!"
"You say the sweetest thing!" she smiled, "But today...I thought what I wanted was that wild fuck, that throw caution to the wind and act like I was a slut from one of your uncle's movies. I used his fantasy to get money and have a reason to try to...well to try to get you hooked. I wanted to be the best you ever had so you would want more."
Mom took a deep breath and looking me in the eye asked softly, "Ryan, do you want more?"
"More?" I fought back a smile so she wouldn't think I was making fun of her.
"Yes, more a lot more. Like all the time more."
"You mean like we...we're together?"
"Yes." She nodded, "If...if you don't want to, or you need time to think we can..."
Mom stopped talking when I leaned over, took her face in my hands and kissed her softly.
"I don't have to think." I said, "I...I want more of today and I want more of last night," I smiled, "A lot of last night, you...you felt like you belonged with me."
"Honey, we are going to take such good care of each other! But I have to say one more thing. Earlier I think I upset you at the hotel when I said, 'this wasn't what I wanted.'"
"A little." I admitted, not that I cared at the moment.
"I didn't mean it that way, see Ryan, as much as I needed that and as much as I enjoyed and...plan on enjoying it a lot more. That's not how I would have wanted our first time."
"No?"
"No, honey, how I wanted our first time was like this."
Mom slipped her arms around my neck and kissed me gently. I moaned as her lips lightly teased across my lips and she drew me into her embrace. Unlike thro ugh kisses of earlier this one was slow, soft and sensual and as mom playfully flicked her tongue across my lips, I felt my body responding to her.
By the way her nipples were pressing into my chest through her thin robe mom was responding as well and I put my arms around her waist, hugging her tighter to me. Her fingers ran through my ear and sliding her lips from mine she lifted her head giving me access to the smooth skin of her neck. I eagerly kissed her there, sucking gently and enjoying her soft sigh of pleasure.
Mom slipped her hand between us and I groaned as she put her hand into my pants, encircling my cock with her slender fingers. She stroked it lightly while pulling the tie of her robe open to expose her breasts, I lowered my head and she purred as my lips found her nipple. She arched her back and held me close as I swirled my tongue around her pink flesh.
Mom pulled away from me and said, "Stand up."
I stood at the foot of the bed and pulling my pants down, mom took my cock into her mouth and slowly bobbed her head. I fondled her tits as she sucked on me, rolling her nipples between my fingers. Her mouth still working up and down my shaft, she reached back and undid her ponytail letting her long hair flow forward and against my stomach.
Mom kissed the tip of my cock and slid back onto the bed until her head was resting on the pillows. With a sexy smile she opened her robe all the way to show she was wearing nothing beneath it and slowly spreading her legs, beckoned to me.
"Come love you mother, baby."
I crawled onto the bed, up and between her legs and as she pulled me down into a long slow kiss, I slipped into her forbidden heat. Unlike earlier I entered her slowly, enjoying the feeling of her soft wet flesh spreading around me and she sighed in my ear when I was buried deep inside her. I moved my hips slowly, and putting her arms around my shoulders, mom whispered, "You feel so good, honey, so good!"
I kissed her neck and with a satisfied purr mom let her head fall back on the pillow allowing me access to her neck. I placed a trail of soft kisses up and down each side of her neck and she made a sexy little whimpering noise after each one. I was still pumping her slowly and rather than the tease I thought it would be, I found I was enjoying the sensation of feeling every inch each time I moved within.
Mom wrapped her legs around my waist and moved her hips in time with mine. I moaned in her ear at how incredible it felt to be engulfed by her welcoming heat as well as having our bodies entwined together. Her nipples were pressing into my chest and she was working her hips up and down each time I entered her, moaning as her clit rubbed against me.
"Yes," she whispered, "Just like that, Ryan, make love to me, we have plenty of time for all the fun nasty stuff, but right now hmmm, I just want to love you."
"I want to love you," I said in her ear, "Every night in every way."
"Oh, honey." Mom moaned and moved her hips harder, "That feels so good! Just like that, just like that."
Mom's thighs were trembling against me and her breathing was becoming quicker. Her fingers dug into my shoulders and at the thought she was going to cum from my making love to her I became aware of my own body nearing its climax. I had to fight not tot thrust faster as my cock twitched inside of her seeking its release.
"Oh, a little more, Ryan." She moaned, "I...oh, I want to come with you inside me, I...I want you to come inside me. Oh..."
Mom's body tensed beneath me and arching her back, her tits pressing against me, she tightened her legs around my waist. Mom released a long moan and turning her head, buried her face in my neck and squealed in delight as she came. The moment her pussy contracted around me I gasped and still fighting to move slowly I whimpered as my body shook.
"Let it go, baby, cum with me." Mom whispered.
I pushed into her and moaned in her ear as my cock erupted inside her.
"Ohhh." Mom purred as I continued to thrust, each movement ending in another long spurt.
Mom's pussy was quivering and her hips were grinding, milking her son's cock as it filled her
"Oh so good." She pumped her hips into me, squeezing herself around me, her body working for every drop.
I moaned and let my weight go, resting against her and she whispered, "I love you Ryan."
"I love you too, mom." I started to move, but she held me to her. "Stay here, honey, let me hold you."
I relaxed and nuzzled my face into her neck. Mom caressed my back with her nails and I moaned at the sensation of my cock growing soft inside her.
"That was so nice," she said in my ear.
"It was." I told her.
"Going to be the best of both worlds honey, you'll be my sweet love when I want it and I'll be your dirty girl whenever you want."
"I might want that a lot." I laughed,
"And you'll get it. Hmm," She sighed, "You know the girls are going to a sleep over Friday, we'll have to play in the shower."
"The girls." I frowned, "Mom what are we going to..."
"We don't tell them of course. They won't know, we'll be careful. Speaking of them though...this weekend you're switching bedrooms with them."
"Why," I asked, still enjoying her embrace, and the feeling of my now soft cock still nestled inside her. "I thought you wanted them closer to you."
"At the time I did, but they've seemed to have gotten over their nightmares and right now I want you closer to me." She giggled, "Remember that one has the adjoining bathroom, this way we lock our doors and you just come on in."
"Hey. That's a good idea." I kissed her, "I'd really like that."
"That's what I'm here for honey," she arched her back, pushing her tits into my chest, "To make my baby happy."
*****
I opened my eyes and smiled at the smell of my mother's hair and the feeling of her nude body nestled into mine. We were on our sides, with my arm around her just under her breasts and her back was against me. She was asleep, and I lay there listening to her slow steady breathing and thinking how good she felt. Her breasts rose and fell against my arm and I was aware of her bare ass pressing into my cock.
As soon as I focused on that sensation, my cock began to swell. The fact that in addition to her hair, I could faintly smell her pussy on my face had me hard and throbbing against her in seconds. I thought about waking her, but frowned when I realized I had to go to the bathroom. Jeez, this shit didn't happen in the movies.
I tried to fall back asleep, but kept thinking of the fun we'd had before we'd finally fallen asleep. We talked for awhile and the entire time I had kept touching her; caressing her thighs, her stomach, playing with her hair and unable to take it anymore, had grown bold enough to push her onto her back and starting sucking on her nipples.
Mom's reaction to that was to tell me that if I were in the mood to lick, I could find a better place and shoved my head towards her pussy. Unlike earlier, I took my time, teasing, licking and sucking, making her whimper and moan before making her come so hard she had to put the pillow over her face so she wouldn't wake the girls.
After that we went around the world, trying every position we could think of and laughing and playing the entire time. We'd finished as we lay now; on our sides, with mom's back against me while I held her leg up and fucked her, while stroking her cit until she came. I followed suit, emptying what little come I had left into her equally spent pussy.
We'd barely muttered good night before I fell into a deep blissful sleep. Now it was one am and I didn't think I could go back to sleep until I went to the bathroom and maybe...mom might wake up. I carefully slid away from her and rolling onto her stomach, she murmured, "You okay, honey?"
"Sure just have to go to the bathroom."
"Okay, be quiet, I don't want the girls waking up." She put her head up and looked at the clock. "I should go into my room. Sometimes Sarah peeks in; to make sure I'm okay."
As she spoke I took in the smooth creamy skin of her exposed back and let my gaze wander down the length of her right leg which was protruding from the covers. Her dark hair was fanned out across the pillow and I was overwhelmed with the thought of just how sexy my mother was. Leaning over I placed a soft kiss in the middle of her back.
"Hmm, that's nice." She sighed.
I repeated the kiss then slowly worked my way down her back, leaving a trail of soft kisses as I made my way to the curve of her ass.
"I like that," she told me, "Honey, you make me feel so good. You really make me feel like a woman."
"Because you are one, a beautiful one." I told her, then sliding the covers down to expose her ass I began kissing her round cheeks.
"Kissing my ass in every way, huh?" she laughed softly, then groaned when I spread her cheeks and my next kiss was directly on her ass. "Ohhh, bad boy." She then purred when the next kiss was on her moister lips.
"Um...you know you should go to the bathroom and hurry back, I think maybe I could stay here a little longer, just to you know, keep you company."
"I'll be right back." I stood up and when she saw my erection she licked her lips, "Make it quick, honey, you keep me waiting I might start without you."
"Really?" I grinned, "Maybe I'll take my time, I wouldn't mind coming in to that."
"Okay." Mom rolled onto her back, kicked the covers off and spread her legs.
Reaching down she opened her pussy and stroking her clit moaned, "Oh, Ryan, oh baby, oh yes, lick mommy's pussy...ohh" she moaned long and loud while slipping her fingers in her pussy, before removing them and sucking them into her mouth.
"Damn mom." I said, stunned.
"I like that look." She smiled, "Honey, I have years of fantasies and dirty thoughts to make up for, you better think about that, because I'm going to be pretty damn needy in bed."
"And I promised you I would always take care of you. I leaned over and kissed her, "I mean as man of the house and all I should..."
"Ryan." She said, the smile leaving her face as she took my hand.
"Um, what, you okay?"
"Ryan, thank you for loving me in every way and being so good to me and I don't mean tonight in bed, but through all of this."
"We're here for each other. I love you mom."
"Love you to." She gave my cock a quick squeeze, "But there's a whole lot of lust mixed in with that love so go and get back here."
"Yes ma'am!" I told her and as she rolled back over on her stomach-obviously telling me she wanted me to pick up where I had left off when I came back, I slipped my pants on.
I started for the door when I saw my phone and noticed I had received a text. Grabbing the phone I left the bedroom and quietly padded down the hallway to the small bathroom rather than risk waking my sisters. I had to stand there pushing thoughts of my mother waiting naked in my bed so I could get my cock to go down enough to pee, then after brushing my teeth. Cheked the text, it was from Uncle about an hour ago.
"Hey, Ryan! Just checking in to see how things are going. Please let me know."
I stared at the phone thinking I should just let it go. We got what we needed, uncle got what he wanted and we didn't need to deal with him anymore. But holding the phone it dawned on me that my mother wouldn't be in my bed right now without him. Not only in my bed, but the two of us professing our mutual forbidden love as well as lust for each other. As sleazy as Uncle could be I was in the middle of the best night of my life and mom hadn't looked this happy since...
Dad. I hadn't even thought of him during this. He would be rolling in his grave right now, his wife and son in bed together. Then again he had told me to take care of her and that's what I was doing right? I was giving her everything she needed and all he had said he wanted was for her to end up with a man who would treat her well. Who could be better to mom, than me?
"Way to justify you perv." I muttered.
I took a breath and dialed Uncle who answered before the second ring.
"Ryan, is everything okay?"
"Just getting back to you."
"And...how are things?"
"I...Uncle you were right." I told him.
"Really? You...the two of you..."
I wondered if I should be saying this, but then remembered he had a tape of us fucking so what would this hurt? If anything it would give him a thrill and I did feel like I owed him for this.
"Yeah, we...let's just say the answer to your question is my bed."
"I knew it." He sounded genuinely happy. "Good for you two, I mean that, no ball busting at all. I saw it in her eyes and then in yours. So...you two are going to you know, try it?"
"That's the plan, just I don't know..."
"No one would ever suspect it Ryan. It might seem weird you have no girlfriend, but most people don't think like I do."



"That's the truth." I said and he laughed
"Too true, but I had this one dead to rights, you take care of her Ryan. Your mother is a hell of a woman and you need to treat her that way."
"I will."
"And I'm not just talking sex."
"Neither am I."
"Good."
"Uncle...I'm sorry you never got the chance with your mom. My mother told me why she thinks your mother would have and that's too bad."
"My father was a prick. My brother was a good man in spite of him not because of him, and for me? I play the field, but I have never broken a heart. Make sure you never do either, especially your mother's. You can make me feel better about my missed chance by making the most of yours, deal?"
"Deal and um, maybe we could get together here and there and hang out?"
"I'd like that, Ryan, how about the girls?"
"Sure. We can all go to Chuckie Cheese."
"Umm...sure why the hell not?" Uncle laughed again. "Well for something so forbidden this seems to have worked out for everyone. So I will let you go back to your...mommy girlfriend there." He laughed again and I smiled at the absurdity of what he had said. "Thanks for telling me, I appreciate it."
"No problem."
"Good night, Ryan I'll..."
"Hey Uncle?" I cut in. "There's another reason I called you. I need to tell you something."
"Oh, what is it?"
"Thank you."
*****
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Sitting back in the comfortable leather recliner, The Lady Mercedes took a long drag on her cigarette and checked the time on her cell phone. She'd left- her eyes narrowed as she had to struggle to recall his name-was it Rick? Exhaling she gave a mental shrug, did it really matter? She'd been referring to him as dog for the last hour; that was good enough.
She'd left him alone five minutes ago and her experience told her she had maybe another five minutes before the vibrating cock ring would bring him to the point of no return. The ring was on its lowest setting, barely a tease, but she'd been edging him for close to an hour now.
Taking the final drag from the cigarette, she sighed and crushed it out in the small ashtray next to her. Picking up the bottle of water from the ice bucket on the end table, she took a sip then placed the bottle against her sweaty face. She'd turned the heat up to over ninety in the other room and the cold felt damn good.
Letting her head fall back against the chair, she trailed the bottle down her neck and to her chest, letting it rest between her small perky breasts. Putting down the bottle, Mercedes picked up an ice cube and sliding her black robe and the lingerie she was wearing beneath, to the side; pressed the ice against her nipple and winced at the sudden chill.
Sliding it to her other nipple, she held it there longer, enjoying the mixed sensation of pain and pleasure the cold brought to her sensitive skin. Closing her yes, she pressed the cube hard into her now swollen nipple, pushing the silver spike pierced through it deep into the soft skin of her breast. The increased pain caused a warm sensation to build between her legs, as for the first time since she'd started tonight's game, she began to become aroused. Well on that note, she thought, she may as well go get this over with.
With a grunt of disgust, Mercedes rose from the chair and walked over to the door of the room. She was in a small suite in the upper level of her club; The Velvet Rope and like the other suite's this one had a small cooling off room as she referred to it and the bedroom, or in the case of some of the suites, a small dungeon in the other. The door featured a full length mirror and standing before it, Mercedes untied the long black robe she had been wearing, even in the heat of the room, and let it fall to the floor.
Beneath the robe she was wearing a yellow lace teddy that tied in the middle leaving her hard flat stomach bare. The material over her small firm breasts was transparent, showing off her brown nipples. Below the waist all she had on was a yellow thong, leaving her long well toned legs exposed up to her hips.
Reaching up to remove the clip in her hair, Mercedes rolled her eyes. She was not a fan of the color, but had been told many times it looked amazing on her ebony skin. So being that tonight was all about the over grown teenagers that shared the Circle's table getting a show, the lingerie would work fine.
Mercedes pulled the clip out and with a shake of her head sent her long black hair cascading down her back. She noticed that because of the heat it was starting to curl and knew she'd have to get it straightened yet again. But again, it had been pointed out to her by several of the men how her hair looked better curly and after all, this was the groups night, not hers, so even better to please them with. She reached down to the doorknob, then struck by an idea walked back to the ice bucket and grabbed a couple of cubes.
Mercedes walked back to the door and entering the room, quickly closed it behind her. Turning around she paused to take in the sight of her handy work. Rick, she was pretty sure that was his name, was not in the bed, but a modified reclining chair next to it. His wrists were bound together over his head, the other end of the rope affixed to the bottom of the back of the chair. He'd learned the hard way, that if her pulled forward the leg rest would rise and he definitely didn't want that to happen.
Rick's legs were spread apart with his feet on the floor, straddling the leg rest. The position would not be uncomfortable, but for the fact Mercedes had tied a thin rope around the base of his cock and around his scrotum, separating his balls to the point she was able to tie each one individually as well. The end of the rope was attached to the leg of the chair and if the leg rest rose the rope would tighten on his already painfully swollen balls.
Rick's rather large cock was tied tightly at the base and with the exception of an occasional loosening of the knot, had been for close to an hour. His turgid cock was standing at full attention and attached to it was a vibrating cock ring. Ricks eyes were closed and his breathing was shallow and rapid. Each of his breaths ended in a pathetic whimper and even from across the room she could see his legs shaking.
Walking up to the chair, Mercedes glanced up at the corner of the ceiling and saw the small red light blinking. There were five cameras mounted throughout the room all with a direct feed to a lap top in her suite. When her show was over she would send the videos' to be spliced and edited down to the final product that would be shown at the next meeting. Normally they went to Loki, a surveillance specialist, but this time would be different. Reaching the chair Mercedes stood and watched Rick moaning.
Between the heat of the room and his body's desperate need to reach an orgasm he was no longer completely aware of his surroundings and had no idea she was standing there. Mercedes looked down at his cock and saw it was twitching. As she had calculated in the other room, he would cum, and soon. To confirm that thought, Rick released a louder moan and his hips jerked. He immediately whimpered when the movement tightened the rope around his testicles and Mercedes felt her nipples stiffen at the sound.
Unlike the rest of the Circle, Mercedes had become indifferent to the actual act of sex, for her it was about this. The thrill of watching someone totally helpless, completely at her mercy and at a point they would do anything for the release only she could give them. But tonight she would have to give in and allow Rick to fuck her. The group had rules and although she had bent them repeatedly, Mercedes could tell from Mistress Scarlett's reaction to her last one, and the fact she wanted to see her next video before Loki, she was not pleased.
Looking down at Rick, Mercedes figured the women would be pleased with her choice of sub. Rick was as dark as Mercedes herself and the muscles in his hard body were glistening from sweat and bulging as his body strained to cum. Mercedes eyes once again found the most impressive of those muscles and saw the twitching was becoming more pronounced. She picked up the remote for the cock ring and held it in her hand. She was still holding the ice cubes in the other and put that one behind her back.
"Ohhh, oh yeah." Rick groaned in front of her, his hips moving ever so slightly, trying to urge the orgasm along without tightening the rope.
Mercedes silently counted to ten and when Rick's next moan was longer and higher pitched she shut the ring off.
"Sorry my pet, time's up." She said softly.
Rick's eyes flew open and he moaned, "Oh please Mistress, just a little more I..."
"I gave you plenty of time." She answered as she tossed the remote aside and easing her finger into the rubber cock ring, slid it off.
He groaned at the contact and with a nasty smile, she wrapped her slender fingers around his cock and gave it a couple of slow pumps.
"Please." He moaned.
Mercedes squeezed his cock and could feel her pussy growing wet at the feeling of him throbbing in her hand. His eyes were wide and his entire body shaking as she stroked him. She stopped and when he whimpered shook her head.
"You sound like a dog, a pathetic dog, then again that's what you arte isn't it?"
"Y...yes Mistress." He whispered.
"And you should know that it was best you did not come. By holding back, you're showing me there may be some hope for you yet."
Reaching down between his legs, she picked up the feather that was on the leg rest and began lightly flicking it across the engorged head of his cock. She circled it twice then teased it across the sensitive underside of the tip. His hips moved, yet even as he groaned in pain he gasped.
"Oh, please let me come!"
"Yeah? You all worked up and need it?" she asked sweetly as the feather continued to dance across his straining cock.
"Yes I..."
"Then I guess we should cool you down."
Bringing her hand around, Mercedes pressed the ice cubes directly onto his balls. Rick cried out in surprise and pain and his hips lifted off the chair. His cry turned into a loud groan as the rope tightened around his scrotum. Despite the fact it was causing him more pain, he couldn't control writhing and his groans were like music to her ears.
The sight of his muscular body squirming against her touch and the fact his bound cock was still hard, sent a surge of desire through her and knowing it would play well to the group said, "Let's see how you handle some pleasure with your pain."
Parting her lips, she took the head of his cock between them, sucking on just the tip. Rick moaned and then cried out as he reflexively pumped his hips. The sound of his moan caused her to begin breathing harder around his desperate flesh and she took him deeper into her mouth. She held him there, feeling her pussy moistening at the sensation of him trembling between her lips. Mercedes slowly bobbed her head, her eyes locked on his face. His eyes were bulging and the look of mixed pain and lust on his face was one she knew Loki would use in the video.
Rick started moving his hips, his need to come surpassing the pain, and Mercedes remained still, allowing him very briefly to fuck her mouth. When he arched his back off the chair and a look of relief began to pass across his face, she quickly removed him from her mouth and with a flick of her wrist dealt his cock a slap. He yelped and she snapped,
"No thank you? I suck your worthless cock and get no thank you? You are hopeless aren't you?"
"I...I'm sorry mistress," he was still gasping in pain and was pausing between each word, "Please have..."
"Never mind the fact I wore something special for you as a reward for you not coming and you don't even notice it." Taking her hands she rubbed her tits before sliding them down her exposed stomach and across the crotch of her thong, "I guess you don't find me attractive."
"My...my mistress is v...very desirable."
"Am I now? If I were I wouldn't have had to point out my change of attire." She sighed, "Perhaps I should leave again."
"Mercedes please!" He cried out, "T...this isn't..."
His words turned into a yowl of pain as Mercedes grabbed the rope between his balls and gave it a quick tug.
"Since when are we on a first named basis?" she snapped.
"I...I'm sorry Mistress." He whimpered.
"And were you going to say this isn't fair?" she laughed harshly, "You sought me out did you not? Thought because you'd played with handcuffs a few times with your little sluts you were ready for a true Mistress?"
"But you...you keep"
"Keep what, playing unfair? Are you a man or a boy?" Mercedes grabbed his cock and gave it a hard squeeze, "This does not make you man, all it does is make you pathetic. You're all the same, all you men think about is your cock and what hole you can stick it into next. Tell me arrogant one, do you really think I'm going to let you fuck me?"
"You're supposed to fuck...ow!"
Mercedes released his cock and gave it another slap, "You didn't even thank me for the privilege of my mouth, yet you think you can have my pussy?"
"I...I'm at your mercy, Mistress."
His voice came out in a high pitched whine that caused her desire to wan. There was nothing Mercedes hated more than when a man expected it of her. Had he just continued to beg she would have let the game go on, but now she was done.
She would leave him and have one of her girls come in and untie him, he could jack himself off and leave. Mercedes began to turn when the red light caught her eye. She was expected to fuck tonight and by someone other than this pathetic fool.
Taking a deep breath she told herself to relax and just let it happen. He had been whimpering for quite some time now, she had nothing to prove. Turning back to Rick she ran her fingernail down the length of his cock.
"I'll tell you what," she said, making her way alongside the chair, "I'll give you a chance you don't deserve. You prove that tongue is good for something other than whining like a child, I'll let you cum."
"Thank you, Mistress! I promise I'll..."
"Not only will I let you come, but I'll even let you fuck me if I come hard enough, fair?"
"My Mistress is better than I deserve." He said, and Mercedes noted his eyes were now working their way up and down her body.
"That goes without saying." She said softly.
Leaning over, she pulled the end of the rope through one of the loops between his balls. The knot loosened and Rick's breath hissed between his teeth as the pressure was relieved. Mercedes waited several seconds and smiled as his relief turned into pain as the blood rushed back into his testicles.
"Well?" she asked.
"Th...thank you Mistress," He moaned through clenched teeth.
"This way you'll calm down and maybe enjoy me for more than the thirty seconds you'd last. That is of course, if you impress me."
Turning to face him, Mercedes untied her top. She did so slowly, waiting to see if he'd learned anything. This time he didn't disappoint.
"Mistress, may I see your beautiful tits?"
"Good start," she said as she pulled the string and let the top fall from her shoulders.
Ricky licked his lips at the sight of her breasts and she asked, "Do you like them?"
"They're perfect." He said his eyes locked onto her dark nipples, "Everything about you is."
"Oh, you can learn can't you?" She grabbed his cock and gently stroked it, he moaned this time in simple pleasure. "See, if you behave yourself, you get rewarded."
Leaning over she placed her left tit in his face. She expected him to lick her nipple, instead he whispered, "Mistress, may I?"
"You may." She answered, her hand sliding down his cock to begin massaging his balls.
His tongue flicked across her nipple softly several times, before he sucked it into his mouth. Mercedes released a moan for the benefit of the camera and closed her eyes to hide the indifferent expression she knew would be on her face.
With an exaggerated sigh, she allowed him to suck her tit, before removing it and sliding over so he could suck the other one. She slid her hand back to his cock and after pumping it several times, released it and rubbed her hand along his flat hard stomach.
As his tongue eagerly worked her nipple, Mercedes rubbed his chest and told herself he was attractive, if he could last more than a couple of minutes after all the teasing she would get a decent fuck out of him. Straightening, she turned so that her back was to him and hooking her fingers through the sides of her thong, slipped it halfway down her ass.
"Please let me see your pussy mistress."
His tone wasn't as sincere as it should have been, but at this point it was no longer going to be what she wanted to do, but what she needed to. That thought caused her to frown and for a brief instance Mercedes had the image of herself as an eighteen year old freshmen; nervously opening her legs for a man who had just handed her a roll of bills.
Blinking away that memory, Mercedes slowly shimmied out of the thong. Putting on a show for the camera, she bent over, bracing her hands on the chair and giving Ricky a good view of her smooth pussy peeking out from between her thighs.
Turning back around, she lifted her leg, placing it on the arm of the chair. She spread her pussy open, exposing her pink flesh through her dark lips. Rick's eyes were wide and he was breathing hard as, once again for the benefit of the camera, Mercedes teased her long red nail around her clit.
Bending her leg, she leaned forward until her pussy was directly in front of his face. This time he didn't ask and pressed his tongue against her clit. She thought about pulling away, but she'd already had enough.
"You like that pussy?" she asked in the breathy voice she'd used years ago to make the johns think she was into them. "You want to show me how good you are with that tongue?"
"Oh, yeah." He said, flicking his tongue across her clit.
His words were accompanied by a small smile that made her want to tie his balls again, but instead she lowered her leg to the floor and pushed the recliner back, so he was horizontal.
Turning around, she swung her leg back up onto the chair and over his head. Mercedes brought her other leg up so that she was straddling his chest. She lowered her pussy to just over his face and gave her ass a playful shake, pulling her pussy away from his tongue.
"Please?" he asked, she felt his chest move beneath her and realized he had laughed, he now thought this was just a game.
Even as she lowered her pussy to his eager tongue, Mercedes thought, why wouldn't he? She'd been forced to do a complete three sixty and let him have her. His tongue found her clit and she released a moan that sounded as sincere as his last 'please'.
"Hold still," she told him.
"Yes ma'am." She could feel him smiling.
Still playing her part, Mercedes started rocking, sliding his tongue between the folds of her pussy. He was wiggling his tongue back and forth, rather than keeping it still as she asked, but she faked another moan, trying not to focus on the fact he was disobeying her. Resting her chest on his stomach, she reached back and spread her ass open.
"Tongue my ass." She told him.
"I don't like that." He replied.
Video or no video, she was not going to tolerate that. Grabbing his still tender balls, she gave them a hard squeeze. He cried out in pain and rather than release them, she continued to squeeze until she felt his tongue move to her asshole. She quickly sat back so she was straddling his face and began gyrating on him, shoving his tongue deep into her ass. Facing the camera she knew was behind the mirror she played with her nipples and moaned, "That's right, lick my ass, you do what I tell you to!"
He moaned something and she leaned back down and moving slightly forward, gave him her pussy again. As he began sliding his tongue around her clit, Mercedes grabbed his cock and stroked it. Looking directly at the camera she rubbed his large cock along her face, rolling her eyes back as if she loved it.
Rick was now sucking on her clit. Typical man, she thought as she brought the head of his cock to her lips, he wasn't trying to tease or please at all, just wanted her to get off so he could fuck her.
Closing her eyes she parted her lips and moaned over his cock. She wiggled her hips, moving them up and down as if she were getting close to cumming rather than just going through the motions. Speaking of going through the motions, she took him into her mouth and slowly worked her lips down to the base of his shaft.
"Oh fuck," Rick groaned, "Damn, I knew you loved to suck!"



Resisting the urge to bite down, she bobbed her head, rolling her eyes back and moaning around it. Rick's thighs started to shake and she sighed, figuring he'd last a minute tops once she got on him. She popped his cock from her mouth and made a show of swirling her tongue around the head.
"Oh," she purred, "That's it; show me how much you want it. Make your Mistress come in your face!"
He sucked her harder and she started breathing heavier, pissed or not, she was beginning to feel it. She let herself relax, thinking maybe she could at least let herself get off. That's when he completely ruined it.
"Oh, I'll make you come," he said into her pussy, "Nice and hard, just like you're going to fuck me." A surge of rage swept through her, but nonetheless she stayed where she was and he continued to dig himself a hole. "Yeah, we played your way, now we're going to have some fun."
"Shut up and suck me off." She snapped, and then added, "The faster I come, the faster you come."
He pressed his tongue hard against her clit and swirled it around her swollen flesh. Mercedes barely noticed as she gave his cock a couple of long licks up and down his shaft and made a show of bucking her hips faster. Sitting up, she braced her hands on his thighs, digging her nails hard into his flesh. She heard him moan between her legs and after grinding her hips on his face, threw her head back and as she had done all through college, released a long, loud and completely contrived squeal.
She bucked wildly on his face, closing her eyes and parting her lips while emitting a series of convincing yelps. Looking down she stared at his impressive cock and prepared to slide down and ride him. After another fake cry of ecstasy, she made a show of slumping forward on him and gasping, all the while wondering if any of the women in the group would see she was faking. There was no doubt the guys would think it was real, they were too arrogant to ever think a woman faked one for them.
"Oh, you came hard didn't you?" Rick asked.
"Why yes I did." She said softly, trying to keep the edge out of her voice. "Now I guess you deserve a reward don't you?"
Sliding down his chest she continued until she was grabbing his ankles and his hard cock was pressed against her pussy. Mercedes lifted herself slightly and worked her hips, sliding his cock between her lips and giving the camera behind them a view of her ass and pussy working his hard flesh. Pulling forward a little more, she pushed the head of his cock to the entrance of her pussy and paused for effect. She was getting ready to get it over with and drive down on him when he laughed,
"Oh, you're going to ride that cock aren't you Mercedes, going to love my big dick in that pretty little pussy! Bet you'll come all over it."
Mercedes kept herself still and when he thrust his hips, trying to slide into her, she pulled forward.
"No, Rick you're the one that gets to cum now, after all you deserve it don't you?" she asked.
"Hell yeah, after you teased the shit out of me, but you ain't teasing anymore are you?"
"Oh, no, you're going to cum and nice and hard aren't you?"
"Real hard!" he laughed again.
"I bet after all that teasing it's going to be a nice big load isn't it?"
"And it's all for you!" he told her, "Every drop"
"We'll see about that."
Reaching down alongside the recliner, Mercedes hit the lever that held the chair in its current position. Swinging her leg over him, she hopped off of the chair and turning around grabbed his cock.
"What are you doing?" he asked, and then moaned as she pumped him.
"You don't deserve my pussy dog, you didn't even deserve to taste it, so the only way you're coming is like this." She stroked his cock faster and his hips moved as he was already getting close. "Unless you don't want too." She released his cock with a shrug.
"No, please!" he moaned, "I'll...oh please just make me cum!"
"You want to come Rick; you want to shoot a nice big hot load for me? Show me what a man you are?"
"Yes!" he cried out, "Please stop fucking teasing me!"
"As you wish."
Mercedes began jerking him off again and within seconds his hips were rocking and he was moaning idiotically. She could feel his cock throbbing in her hand and knew he was getting close. She spit on his cock and kept stroking, getting it wet and making her hand feel even better to his desperate cock.
"Oh god," he whimpered, "I...I'm going to come! Here it comes baby! I...No.!"
Just as she felt the cum racing through his cock, she squeezed her fingers around the base of his head, stopping him from cumming, he began jerking his hips and begging, "Please, oh, god it fucking hurts...I need to cum! Please Mistress!"
"Whatever you want,"
She pushed on his chest and the chair swung down, the head rest thumping against the floor. His legs came up, and with his cock now pointing at his face, Mercedes realized her grip. A huge spurt of cum erupted from the tip and hit him in the mouth.
Pumping him with one hand, she grabbed his balls and squeezed hard enough to get him to yell in pain. As soon as his mouth opened he received a spurt of cum directly into it. He jerked his head to the side, spitting it out, but even as he did he was groaning and his hips bucking as the cum that had been building within him for the last hour exploded from his cock.
The next squirts hit him in the side of the face and reaching out; Mercedes grabbed his hair and yanked his head around to face her. He caught another squirt, this time in his eye, and as he tried to jerk his head back she wrapped her hand in his hair and held him there while she painted his face with his sticky fluid. When she could coax no more from his cock, she released it and looked down at his cum covered face.
"How was that stud?" she asked, "Showed me didn't you?" She scooped some of the cum that had pooled on his chest in her fingers and roughly shoved them in his mouth.
"Like that taste? Now you know what the girls you pay to suck your cock feel like." She grunted and smeared his cum all over his lips with her fingers.
He glared at her, but didn't dare open his mouth.
"You could have had me, if you'd behaved, but dogs like you are too stupid to do anything but think you're in control. But you're not are you?"
He shook his head, a whimper escaping him.
"That's right. So you go back and you tell whatever little friend of yours told you about my club that no one controls The Lady Mercedes, think you can manage that?"
He nodded desperately, his eyes wide as she stared down at him.
"Good boy." She told him and turned away from him.
Walking towards the door she called over her shoulder. "You just lay there for awhile and let that dry, if I remember I'll send one of the girls to come up here and untie you."
Without looking back at him, Mercedes closed the door behind her and after putting her black robe back on, made her way out of the suite and down the hallway to the large apartment she stayed in whenever she didn't feel like going home from the club. Going directly to the desk in the living room she sat down and after downloading the videos to her computer, sent them off to The Lady Scarlett.
Sitting back in the chair, Mercedes picked up the pack of cigarettes and lighting one, imagined Scarlett was not going to be pleased. Well that was going to be too bad. Rules be damned, The Lady Mercedes would never whore herself again, not even for The Circle.
*****
"Excuse me miss, this is for you." Mercedes looked up from her I-Pad to see the waiter place an apple martini in front of her. "It's from the gentleman in the white shirt."
"Send it back." She returned to looking at the spreadsheet containing the clubs expenses for the month.
"Are you sure?" The waiter asked, looking nervously over his shoulder at whoever had sent the drink. "Your glass is empty."
"And if I wanted another I would have ordered it, now remove it please."
"But he paid for it."
"Then he can drink it." She answered. She added up a column of figures then, noticing the waiter still standing there, sighed, "Remove it from his tab and put it on mine, is that better?"
"I've never seen anyone turn down a drink,"
"First time for everything." She told him. "Now do your job and clear my table please."
The waiter, who couldn't have been more than twenty, nodded and picking up the drink walked away. Mercedes watched him go over to a tall blonde man dressed in a pair of black Dockers and a white polo shirt and put the drink in front of him. He stared at the waiter then glanced over at her. She met his gaze and held it for a moment. He gave her a practiced lady killer smile and picking up the drink, walked over to her table.
"I have to say I've never seen a lady play hard to get before a drink." Without waiting for an invitation he sat down across from her and extended his hand, "I'm Jack."
"I'm not interested."
"Well not interested, it's nice to meet you," he laughed. "So what's a stunning beauty like you doing sitting out here all alone?"
"Waiting for another stunning beauty." Mercedes replied as she surveyed the crowded patio hoping to see who as always was running late.
"Well maybe I can keep you company until then."
"I have a phone if I want to talk to someone." She told him.
"Wow," he shook his head, "You're a tough one, aren't you?"
Her reply was look back down at the screen in her hands. She could feel his eyes on her and wondered how long he would stay. Without looking up, Mercedes knew his eyes would be on her legs, which were well displayed in the short coral sundress she was wearing. She imagined his gaze wandering up to her chest, which although small was propped up well by the snug fitting dress. It was warm, but not hot and Mercedes had left her hair down and it was currently lying over her right shoulder, leaving her neck exposed.
She heard Jack clear his throat and wondered if it would be her dress, eyes or...
"You know, that dress looks incredible on your skin. I love dark skinned women."
"Oh, do you now?" She was going to have to be rude, but something told her he would make it easy on her.
"Yes, and your features" he made a show of looking at her face, "So exotic."
"Exotic?" she repeated.
"Very, so where are you from, Cape Verde?"
"Close" Mercedes told him, "Louisiana." She gave him a smirk, "Care to keep trying, Romeo?"
"Hey look, you don't have to be a..."
"Bitch?" she finished, "Apparently I do because I've made it pretty clear I'm not interested in you."
"Well excuse me, I just happen to find women of color to be very attractive."
"Women of..." she switched gears and gave him a big smile, "So you like dark meat, Jack?"
"I do." He nodded, "So how about we..."
"Then go fuck a Turkey." She told him, still smiling.
"What are you to good for me? Fine," He scowled, standing "Stuck up woman like you wouldn't know how to handle a man anyway."
"Yup," she nodded, looking back down to the table "That's me, no idea how to handle a man."
She waited until he had stormed off, then with a disgusted sigh, shut the I-pad off and put it on the table. She shouldn't have been that rude to him, but nothing annoyed her more than a pushy man. Still that was no excuse to be that much of a bitch, he was probably a decent guy and at the end of the day was it so bad to be desired?
That all depended on what they desired of her, which was always one thing. She also wasn't in the best of moods to begin with this afternoon. As she had expected, Scarlett must not have been thrilled with her video. The day after her taped affair with Rick, Victoria had called her and not as her friend, but as The Lady Felicia, high lady of the Circle, telling her they needed to talk and soon.
Mercedes agreed to lunch at Cafe Reggio at noon and should have known better than to think that Victoria would be anywhere near on time. As if Victoria knew she was thinking of her, Mercedes phone beeped on the table. Picking it up, she saw it was indeed from the high lady telling her she was sorry, but she may be another fifteen minutes. Mercedes texted her back, that she'd see her in the half hour it would really take her and then continued to stare at her phone.
"Don't get yourself going." She said softly, but already knew she would.
Unable to resist, Mercedes pulled up the picture of her niece Jennifer her sister in law Michelle had sent her early this morning, when she'd still been asleep. Jennifer was in cute red dress, her hair in braids; she was waving at the camera and proudly displaying a Dora the Explorer lunchbox, as well as a missing front tooth. Michelle had sent the picture, with the message "First day of school, thank you for the new clothes, Aunty Tonya!"
Mercedes felt her throat begin to tighten while she stared at the picture, Jennifer looked just like her. Then again seeing Jennifer's father Roger was Mercedes twin brother that was to be expected. At this point Mercedes hadn't spoken to Roger in years and if it weren't for Michelle, whom Mercedes had been best friends with throughout high school, she wouldn't even know she had a niece.
Scrolling through her phone, she found Michelle's number and paused. She wanted nothing more than to speak with her niece, but calling was never easy. She was also sitting in the middle of a crowded patio and didn't want to end up upset. With a sigh, she hit the number and listened to it begin to ring. Being in public might serve to keep her calmer and if nothing else Victoria would be there soon to provide a distraction.
"Hey Tonya," Michelle answered, "How are you?"
"I'm good," she replied, "That picture is adorable; she's beautiful!"
"She should be, she looks just like her aunt."
"Her father as well."
"More you," Michelle told her, "She's going to be a head turner when she gets older."
"That's okay; she'll be a good girl." Mercedes assured her, "You'll see to that, and if nothing else Roger will probably try to see if he can find a chastity belt online."
Michelle laughed, then said, "Tonya, thank you so much for that last check, it really came in handy, bought all her school clothes."
"My pleasure." She paused, before asking, "So Roger's still not working."
"Well he has the church, but..."
"The church as he calls it, is a half dozen people listening to him ramble in your living room," Mercedes pointed out, "He needs to get a job Michelle, you need to push him."
"He believes he's doing God's work Tonya."
"No, he believes in doing no work at all. How long are you going to pull double shifts while he plays preacher?"
"Let's not get into that, okay?" Michelle said with an edge in her voice.
"You're right, so big day today?"
"She loved it!" Michelle exclaimed, sounding relieved to be off the topic of Mercedes useless brother. "She made friends and the teacher read to them, she can't wait to go back." She sighed, "God willing, she'll always love school. I think it's a waste you're the only one in the family that could go to college."
"Could go?" she snorted, "I'm the only one who didn't cave into my parent's backwater mentality that you have to be born, raised and die in the same town. Roger could have gone."
"No, most wouldn't have been able to survive on their own, they would have been eaten alive in the city."
"I survived." She said simply.
"You had a trade they didn't have."
Mercedes response was to begin to remove the phone from her ear, preparing to end the call, she didn't need this shit from a woman whose idea of a future was to be married and raise kids while working to support a hypocrite.
"Tonya I'm sorry!" Michelle said loud enough for her to hear even with the phone away from her.
Mercedes took a deep breath and forced herself to put the phone back to her ear. In the back ground she heard Jennifer laughing and told herself that was what mattered, she hadn't called to speak with Michelle.
"Like you said, let's not get into that."
"You're right, but sometimes you piss me off, you act like you're better than us because you 'got out' I think is the way you say it."
"I don't think I'm better than..."
"Please, you don't even have your accent anymore; you sound just like a city girl." She snorted, "You sure as hell learned how to act like one quick enough."
"So much for letting this be." Mercedes replied coolly.
"I...I'm sorry Tonya, really this time, it's just, well things aren't easy around here."
Mercedes bit back the reply of she wondered why and instead said, "I understand Michelle."
"Anyway, she had a great time and I made sure she knew all her fun new stuff was from her aunty."
"Is Jennifer there Michelle?"
"She's...well right now she's napping."
"Funny, I heard her laughing a minute ago."
"Well..."
"I'd like to speak to my niece Michelle, its bad enough I can't see her."
"Tonya, I...look Jennifer is getting older."
"And that means?"
"It means, well she talks a lot more now, but she's a child and doesn't understand how things are."
Even though she knew where this was going, Mercedes forced her voice to remain calm. "Once again, that means what?"
"It means I really don't trust her to not tell her father she spoke to you."
"Oh, give me a break Michelle!" she snapped, "Are you so beneath his thumb, that you can't let me speak to my own niece?"
"You know how he feels about you Tonya."
"And he can feel that way if he so chooses, but I have never done anything but help you Michelle, and there's nothing I won't do for my niece."
"It's not that simple." Michelle said quietly and Mercedes could hear she was upset. "Whenever your name comes up he...well you know what he calls you. I'd rather not Jennifer hear that."
"So the answer is for me to never speak to her?"
"I'm not saying it's right Tonya, and it's not ever, it's just right now she doesn't understand and..."
"And when will that be?" Mercedes asked, heatedly, "When she's a teenager?"
"Tonya..."
Swallowing her pride, Mercedes asked softly, "Michelle please let me speak to her. Just for a couple of minutes, I just want to hear her voice, hear her call me aunty..." She swallowed hard as she struggled to fight back her emotions. "I want to tell her I love her."
"I..." Michelle paused then started stuttering, "Yeah well I...its good hearing from you Nancy and...hey!"
"I've told you to never call my home again."
Mercedes felt her heart skip a beat at the sound of her brother's voice. It was only the second time he'd spoken to her in ten years.
"I'm not calling you Roger," she kept her voice steady, refusing to give him the satisfaction of hanging up, "I'm calling your wife, you know, my best friend?"
"You don't have any friends Tonya, at least any that aren't paying you to be their friend."
"At least I get paid, when was the last time someone gave you money to do something? A five dollar donation to your church isn't a paycheck. Tell me, my lazy brother; is sloth not one of the seven deadly sins?"
"God has a plan for me, just as he does everyone, even you, but you turned your back on him. You do it every time you turn your back to those men so they can have you in anyway..."
"Enough!" Mercedes snarled, "I am not a prostitute!"
"The hell you aren't! Or did you forget how I found out exactly what my sister did to make ends meet?"
Mercedes had nothing to say to that and took a deep breath, telling herself to give in and hang up.
"No answer? I didn't think so; sin never has an answer when confronted with..."
"A hypocrite." she cut him off. "If you wanted no part of sin your name wouldn't have been on the back of the last check I sent."
She paused and when there was no response, laughed, "No answer? I didn't think so."
"I won't waste my time arguing with a whore."



"This whore is the only chance your daughter will have of ever seeing college because her lazy good for nothing father will never get a job. This whore just clothed your child while you thumped your bible and would have sent her to school in hand me downs, just like our parents did to us!"
"Oh, so you think you can buy the rights to my child, is that it? You think money means everything?"
"I think that if you were truly a man of God you would not deny your sister the right to talk to her beautiful niece."
"I will not allow my daughter to speak to the likes of you." He said quietly, "Just because you sell yourself doesn't mean others are for sale."
"I am no longer a..."
"Really?" he cut in. "You're not?"
"No, I..."
"Sell sex in a club in New York, a club that everyone but the police seem to know sells sex right there on the spot. So what are you now my sister? A pimp? You whore others instead of yourself?"
Mercedes was stunned. How the hell did he know about the Velvet Rope? Back when Roger and her were children they were close and like most twins there were times they seemed to be able to read each other's thoughts, and Roger's next words showed that might still be the case.
"How did I know, is that what you're thinking?" he laughed harshly. "Even us bumpkins have the internet Tonya, or..." he laughed again "Should I call you Mercedes? That's what you go by now isn't it?"
"Roger, what I do has..."
"You arrogant slut." He continued, "So much better than us that you taught yourself not to speak like us, so above us you even changed your name. So ashamed of what you are you straighten your hair so it looks like a white women's. What happened sis, someone tell you Tonya was too black of a name for the Johns?"
"Don't you dare speak to..."
"Don't you dare?" he laughed again, "Is that how you start your, what did that article call them, sessions? A friend went up to New York a few months ago sent me a link and low and behold what comes up, but a picture of my own sister! The Mistress Mercedes, owner of the Velvet Rope and the most expensive whore on the East Coast."
He was getting the better of her and knew it, hang up she told herself, but instead she listened as he continued.
"Fifteen hundred dollars for an hour session. That's what that article said," he whistled, "Damn sis you're pretty, but that's crazy and it said most of the time you don't even have sex with them!"
"I don't." she said, snapping herself out of her stupor and trying to defend herself. "Its just games, they..."
"Most of the time!" he interrupted her. "But sometimes I bet you do, maybe that costs even more! So what do you do Mercedes, make the rich white guys hand you a check to treat you like the poor black girl you really are? Do you use your accent for them, call them massa?"
"Fuck you Roger!" she shouted into the phone.
"Fuck me? Your own brother? I'm sure you would for the right price."
"You..."
"Never call here again Tonya, and don't send any more money. My daughter doesn't need gifts her aunt paid for with her ass."
The phone went dead in her hand and letting it fall to the table; Mercedes put her head in her hands and fought against the tears welling up in her eyes. She should have never called, should have just let it alone. Or at least not argued with Michelle first, Roger couldn't have been there the entire time.
Mercedes took long deep breaths, squeezing her eyes shut and struggling not to let the tears escape down her cheeks. This was nothing new, just the same old pain; she should be able to handle it by now.
"Everything okay?"
Mercedes nodded without looking up.
"Are you sure?"
She paused, using the heels of her hands to wipe at her eyes, and looking up, saw Jack standing in front of her.
"I'm positive." She said softly, not yet trusting her voice.
"Do you need anything?"
"Nothing you'd want to give me," she told him rolling her eyes, leave it to a man to get her back to being angry rather than upset.
"Look, I saw you were upset and came over to..."
"See if you could help?" she asked, "Is this the sensitive man routine?"
"No Miss smart ass, this is the bartender coming over because one of the patrons just shouted an f-bomb and now looks like she's crying. The other customers are looking and I need to make sure you're okay."
"You're the bartender?" she asked dubiously.
"Yeah, I work here." He nodded, and then gesturing to the chair across from her asked, "May I, just for a minute?"
As she nodded, she said, "But you bought me a drink."
"I was on my break and thought I'd spend a few minutes talking to an attractive woman."
"I see. Well..."
"Look, I know you probably thought I was one of those Wall Street assholes that come here all the time and figured I was on the make, but..."
"You weren't?" she raised an eyebrow.
"I...okay, kind of, but I'm not a rich married guy looking to score, I just..." he shrugged, "Think you're pretty damn beautiful and wanted to talk to you. But I guess I came across wrong and anyway now I'm working and you know how this place is, if you'd yelled again they be escorting you out."
"I appreciate your concern." Mercedes told him, "And I'm sorry I was a bitch before. I just..."
"Have some shit going on," he smiled, "I'm a bartender, "I hear it all day long. Sometimes I think I should be a shrink."
"Everything okay Jack?" Her waiter asked as he came over to the table.
"Yup," Jack said standing, "This young lady just received some bad news and got a little upset, everything's okay."
"You're sure ma'am?" he asked, looking from Jack to her.
"I'm just fine." She replied.
"Yeah you are," Jack replied with a wink.
It was an exaggerated one and he gave her a goofy smile to go along with it. Departing from her normally aloof persona, Mercedes smiled at him.
"Nice smile, lights up those eyes."
"Okay, let's not push it." She replied, but laughed.
"Speaking of fine," the waiter said reaching out and tapping Jack's arm. "Look at this."
Jack turned to look and said; "Goddamn!" he appeared to look closer and exclaimed, "Rich I swear that's..."
Mercedes rolled her eyes and sat back to watch the show. The High Lady of The Circle had arrived.
*****
Mercedes watched as, like the Red Sea before Moses, the crowd of well dressed patrons of the cafe parted before Victoria Redding. Admittedly more than a little vain, Mercedes knew there was an air of chaos that surrounded attractive women. However, that chaos was magnified tenfold, when the woman in question was not only attractive, but a well known super model.
As Victoria made her way towards her table, Mercedes rolled her eyes at the reaction around her. Eyes widened, jaws dropped, and men of all ages received dirty looks from their wives and girlfriends as they gawked like teenagers who'd never seen a woman before.
Then again, in their defense, Victoria was far from your typical woman. To say Victoria was gorgeous was like saying Hell was a little warm. Tall and slender, Victoria had legs that seemed to go forever. That look was heightened by a combination of the very short white skirt and matching heeled sandals she was wearing. The sandals had to add four inches to her and featured straps that wrapped her legs to tie just behind her knees. Victoria's top was a modest white blouse, but it was unbuttoned to reveal a red lace shirt beneath that left her flat tanned stomach bare.
There flash of light around her stomach as the sun caught the diamond pendent dangling from her naval. The shirt was tight and low cut, pushing Victoria's breasts up and exposing more than a little cleavage. Like the rest of her, Victoria's tits were perfect, not too large, but far from small. Victoria's perfection wasn't limited to her amazing body. Her long honey blonde hair was down despite the heat and even from several feet away; Mercedes could see her trademark, wide baby blue eyes, beaming as she watched everyone watch her.
She stopped two tables from Mercedes to speak to a woman and a young blonde girl. Victoria said something that was accompanied by a huge practiced smile and a head toss that made Mercedes roll her eyes. Victoria went down to one knee and putting her arm around the young girl flashed another flawless smile as the ecstatic mother snapped a picture of the two of them. She gave the little girl a playful kiss on the cheek and Mercedes was aware of a camera flash off to her left.
Turning, she noticed a man leaning against the edge of the doorway leading into the restaurant. He was dressed in plain jeans and a t-shirt and the camera in his hand was not that of an amateur. No doubt he was a paparazzi, but Mercedes had learned that unlike most celebrities, Victoria embraced them and always made sure to put on a show. Whether that was her marketing scheme or her inherent narcissism showing through or both, it didn't matter, because right now Victoria was in full swing.
After rising to her feet she turned to face two men who looked like kids in a candy store when she stepped between them and put her arms around their waist as a waiter snapped a picture.
"That's Victoria Redding!" Jack told the waiter who was standing next him gawking.
"I told you I was waiting for a stunning beauty." She couldn't help saying.
"You weren't kidding!" Jack whistled, "Wow, I..."
"I guess you couldn't have found me too interesting then." She smirked.
"No, it's not that, I..." Jack stammered.
He was cut off by someone bellowing his name and with a last glance at Victoria who was now posing with two teenage girls, Jack looked down at her. "I have to get back to work, um...maybe you can swing by before you leave and..."
"I'll get you an autograph, okay?" she told him, then made a run along gesture with her fingers.
He reluctantly walked towards the bar located against the wall of the restaurant and Mercedes turned back at the sound of laughter. Victoria was getting her picture taken with a couple of college age boys, but a third one, who with his large glasses looked like the typical geek, was stepping away, nervously. After the waiter snapped the photo, Victoria beckoned to the boy who caused another round of laughter as he shook his head.
The laughter turned to cheers when one of the kid's friends caught him by the arm and dragged him over to Victoria. She put her arm around his shoulders, then quickly turning to the side drew her long leg up draped it across him, as she did she faced the camera and leaned her face against his. In an instant her huge friendly smile turned into a look of pure desire that Mercedes knew so well from the meetings. Her big blue eyes narrowed, her full red lips parted and placing her hand with her long red fingernails on his chest, she stuck her tongue out next to his ear.
The sound of dozens of phones snapping pictures filled the plaza and Mercedes saw the camera go off to her left again. The boy was now blushing furiously and laughing; Victoria grabbed his face and kissed him on the lips. She held the kiss long enough for people to snap away, then giving him hug, stepped away from him. Mercedes had to laugh at the ridiculous smile that had spread across the kids face and wondered how long it would be before pictures of her teasing the poor kid would show up on the net.
Mercedes was one of very few people who knew Victoria specialized in a far darker form of teasing and the Circle would see to it those pictures would never be seen by anyone but the group. Victoria made a show of giving a wave to several of the people watching and turning her back to the crowd finally made it over to the table where she leaned over and gave Mercedes an affectionate kiss on the cheek, before sitting down across from her.
"You know Victoria, sitting down with me in front of a camera may not be the best career move." She pointed out.
"Please dear," she waved her hand at her, "No offense, but you're not that famous. Only a certain crowd would recognize you. Besides," she shrugged, "The guy over there in the jeans is with me, he won't post anything I won't give a green light to. The rest are only going to show their friends the pictures on their phones."
"So he's a plant?" she raised her eyebrows, "You don't get enough exposure?"
"You can never have enough exposure," she laughed, "Or sometimes be exposed enough, no my lady?"
"The Lady Lexi would certainly agree to that." Mercedes nodded as she slid a menu over to Victoria.
"Oh, I'm sorry, I ate already, and I'm just going to have a drink. I should have told you so you wouldn't have waited."
"That's okay." Mercedes said, recalling her phone conversation, "I'm not hungry anyway."
"So...uh...what would you ladies like?" the waiter spoke up nervously.
"I'll have whatever she's been drinking." Victoria pointed at Mercedes empty glass "And she'll have another."
"Y...yes ma'am."
"And try not to drool in them okay?" Mercedes asked.
As he walked away Victoria meowed like a cat and slashed forward with her nails hooked into claws. "Bad day today, my lady?" she laughed.
"Men are idiots." She replied, then looking into Victoria's eyes asked, "So, tell me are you Victoria this afternoon, or shall I be addressing you by your title?"
"Well it has been awhile since we've had some time to speak," Victoria began, than hesitated.
"But..." Mercedes, said softly.
"But I do need to discuss a couple of business matters with you."
"And I will be more than happy to do so my high lady Felicia." Mercedes replied with a slight bow of her head.
"Tonya, we can still be off..."
"Mercedes."
"We don't have too..."
"It is Mercedes regardless of business or pleasure. Remember Felicia, unlike the rest of you I have the same persona in and out of the Circle."
"We've all called you Tonya in the past,"
"Tonya is not what I choose to be called at this time, is that so difficult to understand?"
"A little respect my lady." Victoria said softly, "If I am truly here as your high lady, then mind your tongue, this is not your club."
Mercedes stared hard into Victoria's eyes and saw that they were no longer wide and playful, but had grown as cold as her own gaze.
"My apologies Lady Felicia."
Victoria started to speak, but paused as the waiter placed their drinks in front of them. After almost spilling one because he was staring at her, he walked away and she continued, "That's okay, but you seem a little on edge today my sister, even for you. Is everything alright?"
"I..." she paused as she felt the urge to say something about what had just happened. Taking a deep breath she pushed that urge away, her past was her business and no one needed to know her baggage. "I just have a lot going on right now."
"I think there's more than that." Victoria told her, picking up her drink. "You can..."
"Besides," Mercedes interrupted her, "It's no secret why you're here, I take it Scarlett was not pleased with my performance."
Victoria took a long swallow of the martini and nodded.
"No, Mercedes she was not. But before we go into that, there is another matter I need to discuss."
"Which is?" Mercedes took a sip of her drink, and frowning, put it down, she was too upset to even drink right now.
"The Lady Lexi is in need of a favor from you."
"Then name it and if it's within my power, my sister will have what she needs."
"I believe it is within your power." Victoria nodded, "Is it true that Judge Wilson Bennett is one of your more, shall we say, secretive clients?"
"Apparently not that secretive." Mercedes shook her head and leveled her finger at Victoria, "I have said before that who is entertained at my club is none of even the Circle's business."
"Everything is our business." Victoria told her, "Loki follows who we tell him to. You have no worries Mercedes; we would never expose the Velvet Rope we just want to know who's" she shrugged "Susceptible to some coercion now and then."
"So go on." Mercedes muttered.
"Lexi is trying an important case before Judge Bennett next month. She has the evidence, but they have some people in their pocket and they are going to lean on Bennett. We need someone to lean on him the other way."
"I cannot threaten him, Felicia." Mercedes sat back and crossed her arms over her chest.
"You may not need to, but if..."
"My relationship with Bennett works both ways. Yes he indulges and fairly often in the clubs, back rooms, but he is also a big reason why my club is never bothered or investigated for prostitution." She shrugged. "If I threaten to blow his cover, who is to say he does not blow mine?"
"Because where else would he go to indulge his little kinks?" Victoria smiled, "Whatever he's into, give him more."
"He get's whatever he wants as it is."
"If anything maybe you approaching him would be a show of trust."
"No, he will see it as attempted blackmail." Mercedes put her hands out, "I'm asking him to render a decision in a case for the benefit of a friend. His first thought will be if he refuses..." She trailed off. "I don't need him getting nervous."
"Mercedes, need I remind you, that when you were having difficulty getting around some loopholes when you took over the club, it was Lexi who took care of it for you."
"I am aware..."
"And part of how she took care of that was letting the husband of the city councilwoman who was standing in your way have pretty much anything he wanted from her?"
"Lexis' submissive, she loved every minute of it."
"It's the point Mercedes, Lexi gambled on that asshole not mentioning that your attorney loved it in the ass, and would blackmail his own wife into signing off on your permits"
"Lexi was in no danger of that. He was running for office the following year, it would have destroyed his career before it started. She knew that as well, so although her efforts were appreciated, let's not exaggerate her risk.
"The point is Lexi did what she needed to and even a slight risk is still a risk and now if need be there will be one on your part, but," she reached out and put her hand over Mercedes arm. "I have faith that the top Mistress on the east coast can find something to make this worth his while."
"Perhaps Lexi should offer him that," Mercedes grunted disgustedly.
"Perhaps her sister will do as she is asked." Victoria said, looking her in the eye. "Lexi helped you Mercedes, we all help each other, but nothing in the Circle is free, it is time for you to repay the favor."
"I will do what I need to." Mercedes bowed her head, "I'll find a way."
"I know you will, and Lexi will also then be the one in your debt and eventually you can call on her again."
"I thought we all could anyway."
"We can," Victoria laughed, "But the owing of favors allows for some interesting situations down the line."
"Games."
"Coming from someone who has made a living on those types of games, I would think you wouldn't mind."
"Sometimes, I weary of games." Mercedes told her.
"That has become painfully obvious in your videos the last couple of years my lady."
"Ah, now we get to the real reason for your visit."
"Mercedes you were told once by me and once by Scarlett herself that your videos are lacking the necessary..." She pursed her lips in thought, "Punch so to speak."
"You mean I don't let the dogs fuck me."
"Putting it crudely, yes." Victoria agreed. "The first part of your tapes, are always amazing! Mercedes, you control, tease and downright torment men like no other"
"But..." Mercedes, said with a disgusted wave of her hand.
"But, in the end the group is looking for sex as well, we want to see our sister enjoy and be enjoyed."
"Perhaps I see things differently."
"Obviously, but rules are rules my lady and no one is above them. You're due to entertain at the next meeting and Scarlett has sent me to tell you that your submission won't do. Now you still have over a week to..."



Victoria stopped when she saw Mercedes shaking her head, "This is ridiculous."
"No, it's not, it's..."
"I don't understand what the problem is here, I really don't!" she snapped.
"The problem is that no one wants to just see edging and humiliation, they want to see..."
"They had plenty to see in that tape!"
"Mercedes, lower your voice," Victoria told her, "And again I am your..."
"I don't care what your title is Felicia," she pointed at her, "You have seniority in the Circle, but I have been breaking men and training women to break them far longer than you!"
"Within the Circle, I hold rank and that is all that matters here." Victoria said with an edge to her voice, "And I am here as your High Lady to tell you that your performance is lacking and..."
"How is it lacking?" Mercedes demanded, slapping her palm on the table, "Did you see it, or are you just going by Scarlett?"
"I saw it."
"Then what is the issue? I picked what I felt was a very attractive man and much younger than what I usually go for."
"That part was noted," Victoria sighed, "And appreciated. Damn, he was fine."
"I played my game and edged him until he was practically delirious, until he was all but crying."
"Again, we have no issue with that; it's what happens next, or more accurately what doesn't happen."
"I picked a man specifically with the group in mind, hell, I wore a ridiculous lingerie set that was more befitting of a young lover than a Dominatrix!"
"Again, nice touch and..."
"And when I came back in I didn't keep the pressure on him, instead I made myself look like a fool and started trying to please him!" She grunted disgustedly, "I stripped for him like I was there for his benefit!"
"That was for the groups benefit, not his." Victoria said putting her hands out in a placating gesture
"But he doesn't know that!" she hissed vehemently, "Then after that I played with his cock, did I not?"
"Yes, but..."
"For Christ's sake, I sucked his fucking cock! Not just sucked it, but acted like I loved it! Acted like a horny slut who gets wet at the sight of a hard on!"
"Mercedes, please calm down." Victoria put her hand over hers, "There's no..."
"Don't you dare patronize me!" she replied heatedly, "You sit and let me finish, then tell me what you came to tell me."
Victoria stared hard at her and Mercedes unflinchingly returned the gaze. After a moment, she nodded and gestured for her to continue.
"Thank you my lady." Mercedes said in a more even tone, "As I feigned interest in his cock I sat on his face and let him have the privilege of licking my pussy. He was about as good at it as any man who can only think of his own pleasure is, but I felt I put on a pretty good show of enjoying it."
"I could tell you were faking, but that wasn't the issue, I..." Victoria shrugged, "Mercedes all you had to do was ride him from there and it would have been fine."
"No it...", she began, but Victoria kept speaking.
"Really, my lady how long would he have lasted? You'd teased the shit out of him and he looked like he was straining not to cum in your mouth. You'd ride him hard and he'd go off in two minutes tops, you'd make him cum somewhere and then taunt him for getting off so quick and maybe make him lick his cum off you and that would have been all we needed." ." She spread her hands, "What's the problem?"
"The problem is he didn't deserve to fuck me!" she exclaimed in exasperation.
"So, you tell him that while you're fucking him, threaten to take it away if he..."
"That is not how it works!" she slapped the table again, "That's the problem with these damn tapes, you're all succumbing to..."
"We're all succumbing?" Victoria raised her eyebrows, "You're saying your sisters in the Circle are giving in to..."
"Yes! Look at my tape Felicia!" Mercedes was straining to keep her voice low and reign in her anger, "I played it straight and had him ready to beg for any release I would give him. Left to my devices I would have gotten him off with my hand or feet, perhaps even a tit fuck, but no, the rules," she sneered the word, "Say I have to let him fuck me. I..."
She paused as the waiter came over with two more drinks even though Mercedes was still close to full, "These are from the bartender, he..."
"Tell him he can still fuck a turkey and to leave us the hell alone." Mercedes snapped at him.
"I..."
"Hold on." Victoria, put her hand up, as she dug in her purse.
Pulling out her wallet she handed him a fifty dollar bill.
"I apologize for my friend, she has had a very trying day and not herself, this is for your trouble and tell the bartender, thank you very much."
"Thank you Miss Redding," the waiter said with a slight bow then without a glance at Mercedes walked away.
"What is wrong with you?" Victoria demanded, "Mercedes that was beyond rude, are you really that upset about this?"
"As I was saying," she continued, ignoring Victoria's question. "The rules say I have to fuck him, so I have to switch gears and he loses all respect and turns back into a cocky punk, and why shouldn't he? He was going to get what he wanted. So I still planned on playing along, as you said how long could it last? Then he became arrogant and I decided to give him what he deserved and that was certainly not my pussy."
"So you're saying you don't let them fuck you because they feel they got the better of you?" Victoria asked, "Is that it?"
"Yes."
Leaning across the table, Victoria said softly, "Who the fuck cares?"
"What?"
"You heard me, who cares?" Victoria's voice was strained as if it were now she trying not to let her anger get the better of her. "So this kid thinks you just had to have him. You know otherwise. On top of that you know that Mr. Stud is going to be watched by the group and every one of his whimpers are going to be mocked and laughed at. Everyone at that table knows why you let him fuck you, so why does it..."
"It matters!" Mercedes spoke through her teeth to avoid yelling, "No way will I let a man walk away thinking, oh, yeah I fucked her, she needed it she..."
"Are you serious?" Victoria asked, "Mercedes you should know just as all of us, including the men in the group that just because a man's inside us does not mean they are in control."
"They think it does."
"No, not all the time and again," she shrugged, "For the purpose of the videos let them."
"That's submitting, since when are we submissive?"
"Are you telling me that I'm submitting?" Victoria asked, her eyes wide "Are you saying our own Mistress is submitting?"
"Maybe not submitting, but selling out for..."
"Selling...?" Victoria's eyes flared, but she paused to take a breath before continuing, "I've had enough of this bullshit Mercedes. When I and the other ladies allow our pets to fuck us we are very much in control."
"Perhaps you feel..."
Victoria stopped her with a raised finger and went on, "I decide when they are going to fuck me, for how long and in what position. I can let them keep going or I can take it away. I can use my pussy to tease them the same way I can my mouth or hand. You've seen my videos my lady. These boys are whimpering and begging as they're fucking me! They're pleading for me to let them cum, to please not stop them again. I, not them, am in control."
Sitting back in her chair, she crossed her arms and asked, "Do you dispute that fact Mercedes? Do you want to continue this ridiculous debate?"
"Point taken, my sister." Mercedes said softly, "But why do we need to? I..."
"Need to?" Victoria rolled her eyes, "First of all it's the damn rule, second of all it's not about need to as wanting to."
Leaning forward again, Victoria looked around and Mercedes followed her gaze. Now that it was after one a fair amount of the crowd had dispersed and those remaining seemed to have lost interest in them. She looked back to see Victoria had slid her chair over so she was closer to her. Putting her hand on her shoulder, she began speaking quietly.
"Mercedes when I am controlling these men, it gets me hot, to hear them whimper to hold their trembling cocks in my hand or between my lips, to know they are at my mercy drives me wild. By the time I have them sufficiently broken I am dying to get fucked. Yes, they are getting pleasure out of it, but pleasure I control and I am getting what I need. All the other ladies feel the same way, believe it or not my lady, we enjoy being fucked."
"Well I don't!" Mercedes declared, slipping her arm out from beneath Victoria's hand. "At least not when I am made to perform like a..." she stopped before she said prostitute. Her conversation with Roger had opened up a lot of painful memories.
"Like what? A woman?" Victoria asked.
"Like a trick pony. I do not share your enjoyment of sex and my reasons are my own. Because of that I do not see the need for me to engage in it to give a cheap thrill to people who should be beyond that."
"No one is above the rules Mercedes and you used to do it, maybe never as enthusiastically as some of us, but you did."
"I said I am getting tired of games and have nothing to prove."
"Mercedes we cannot make exceptions."
"Yes you can!" she snapped, finally losing her temper. "I am an elite member of the Circle! Not just ours, but the entire group! My club has serviced every current member nationwide. I have flown my subs to other cities as gifts to masters and Mistresses alike. For the last three conferences Persephone has asked me to provide my best people as entertainment, including a young lady for her."
"I'm not saying we question your place at the table, my lady."
"Every man and woman that work in the club have been handpicked and trained by me personally. They are the best money can buy and I provide them freely as gifts to my brothers and sisters. I am highly regarded and have given the Eastern Circle a strong reputation. Yet apparently that means nothing and I am not allowed even a partial concession to a rule that flies in the face of what I am."
"You're a woman and part of being a woman is enjoying..."
"I enjoy at my leisure, not others." She retorted, "And it is not all about sex, I have several clients who pay me to put them in their place. Many times I leave them unsatisfied and that is part of the game. The Circle has taken true mastery and turned us into porn stars."
"Oh, knock it off." Victoria started to laugh, but stopped when Mercedes glared at her.
"I will not make another video, my mistress can play that one and it will be..."
"Scarlett, not you, runs the Circle Mercedes and she sent me to tell you that you will indeed do what you need to or..."
"Or I am to be punished correct?" Mercedes asked.
"Yes and..."
"You don't need to continue." Mercedes waved her hand disgustedly. "I know Scarlett and how she does things. If I do not obey then at the next meeting my entertainment will be a live performance where I will be forced to bend over the table or lie on my back and let one of the men fuck me." She snorted derisively, "Am I right?"
"It may..."
"And I can hear Scarlett now, 'and if you don't look like you're enjoying the privilege of your brother's cock, then you will fuck the next one then the next one and we will continue until you show how much they are pleasing you, in fact maybe you would like it in the ass more than the pussy?" she laughed without humor, "Won't the group enjoy that?"
"Mercedes, what's wrong? It has to be more than this." Victoria said quietly. "If there's a problem I can go to Scarlett and discuss it, but I need to have a reason."
Mercedes sat back and staring down at the table, again had the urge to tell Victoria the truth. They'd been friends for years and fact was Victoria as well as the rest of the group was more of a family to her than the one that had disowned her for...unbidden an image leaped into her mind. She was in a back room kneeling between two men who were sitting on the couch. She was holding both their cocks and sucking first one then the other. The door had opened and...
"My reasons are my own." She said.
Her words had come out in a hoarse whisper as her emotions began getting the better of her. Victoria looked closely at her and seemed to be wavering. She then turned her head and took a deep breath, when she again faced Mercedes she said,
"My lady if you will not explain why you can't do this, then you will do it or..." she nodded, "Be placed at the mercy of Scarlett and you're correct about the punishment. Our enforcer Lovecraft will be the first to take you and he will be instructed to not be gentle."
"What have you done for me lately, is that it my lady? I could be allowed to be different in my videos as a concession for my good work, yet instead I am to be taken like a common whore by a man who is supposed to be a brother to me?"
"You have punished others when instructed to do so Mercedes." Victoria smirked, "And had no issue doing so if I recall. Fair is fair my lady." She sighed, "Now what will I be telling our Mistress, is she to expect a better performance from you or will it be a live one?"
"Fair" Mercedes repeated, placing her hands on the table in front of her. As she did, she hit her phone and it lit up, displaying the picture of Jennifer. Her inability to see her niece had been the result of her doing what she had felt she had no choice but to do.
Today things were far different and Mercedes had more than enough money to ensure she no longer had to do anything she didn't choose to. Picking up the phone and looking into Jennifer's smiling face she felt the tears she'd fought back before overwhelm her and begin to flow down her face, "There is no such thing as fair." She whispered.
*****
Mercedes sat in the corner of the booth and stared down at the cup of tea the waiter had just left for her. She felt like a complete fool losing control in front of Victoria. She picked up the tea and after taking a sip looked around the restaurant. As soon as she'd begun crying, Victoria had come over to her side of the table and put her arm around her.
They'd remained like that for a couple of minutes, neither saying a word. Mercedes because she was afraid she'd start sobbing like an idiot. On Victoria's end she seemed to sense Mercedes was already embarrassed enough and didn't push the issue, just sat there silently, gently rubbing her back.
Mercedes appreciated the silence and when she'd managed to push back the tears, said quietly, "Thank you, Felicia, but I don't need to be coddled like a child."
"Not a child, but a sister." Victoria replied softly in her ear. "Being high lady is not just about rules and games, but being a big sister to the Ladies of my group and I'm getting the feeling the most stubborn of my little sisters needs me."
"I...don't need to tell anyone of my baggage."
"Just you saying that is the first hint I've gotten that you have any, my lady" Victoria laughed, "You, my dear have been a closed book since day one."
"You mean Loki doesn't have my biography already written?" Mercedes asked, picking up a napkin and dabbing at her eyes.
"We only discover what we need to in the beginning and that is criminal record and some basics information, if we don't need to know, than we don't know."
"Then we shall keep it..."
"No," Victoria told her, "You and I are going to speak of what is bothering you my sister, I think it will be good for you and maybe it will make me understand your issue with the rules as obviously something about that set you off."
"I'm fine Felicia," Mercedes protested, "I..."
"Will wait here for a minute."
Before she could reply, Victoria had slipped her arm from around her and left the table, heading for the entrance to the restaurant. Mercedes had looked around and saw several people look away. Feeling like even more of a fool she thought about just getting up and leaving, but knew Victoria would just hunt her down.
A moment later, Victoria had returned and told her she had secured a booth in the back of the restaurant where they could speak much more privately. Feeling like a child being brought into the living room for a discussion with her parents, Mercedes reluctantly rose and followed her through the restaurant.
They passed Jack on the way through the entrance and out of the corner of her eye, Mercedes saw him staring at her. The look he was giving her was not the contemptuous one she deserved from him at this point, but he looked as if he was trying not to say anything to her.
Mercedes turned her attention to the customers within the restaurant who were all turning their heads as Victoria passed them. She doubted everyone knew who she was, but just her beauty alone made it impossible for her not to be noticed.
Unlike her arrival however, Victoria didn't acknowledge the attention and followed a man in an Armani suit Mercedes assumed was the manager to a booth in a secluded corner of the restaurant. Once she'd been seated, Victoria told her she was going to make a quick call to rearrange her schedule for the afternoon and wandered off. The tea had come a moment later and now she sat there, sipping at it and wondering if she really wanted to go down this path.
Mercedes never discussed Tonya Cooper. To her, Tonya ceased to exist the day she had begun her training as a dominatrix. Tonya was a determined young girl who decided as a child she would not spend her life rotting in a backwoods town. Determined enough to get into a major college and once there, willing to do anything she needed to stay. Those decisions had cost her family and led to the birth of the Mistress Mercedes, who she felt she had now truly become.
Victoria, nor anyone for that matter, needed to know that. On the other hand it might help ease her pain and she had complete faith in Victoria not to repeat anything. It could also help her with the ridiculous video rule within the group. Perhaps if Victoria understood everything she could speak to Scarlett on her behalf. If she couldn't, then perhaps it would be time to consider leaving because there was no way in hell The Lady Mercedes would allow herself to be taken like a common whore.
"Sorry. that took longer than I thought."
Mercedes looked up to see Victoria slide into the booth across from her.
"Busy my lady?"
"Always." She smiled, "But this is big! Big Apple fashion magazine is about to go under and I'm trying to acquire it."
"You want to own a magazine?"
"I do." She laughed and tossing her hair and widening her blue eyes she said in a little girl voice, "I want everyone to know I'm not just a pretty face!"
"No, you have a nice body as well." Mercedes told her, "So when do..."
"Nice try, but you're not getting off the hook my sister, what's wrong?"
"It's a long story."
"I cleared my afternoon." Victoria pointed at her, "Try again."
When she didn't answer right away, Victoria asked, "So who's the little cutie on your cell phone?"
Mercedes looked down at the phone, "She's my niece, her names Jennifer."
"I didn't know you had a niece." Victoria said, "I didn't even know you had siblings."
"Because for all intensive purposes I no longer have a family, but by blood I have a twin brother named Roger I haven't seen in over a decade. If I didn't grow up with his wife I would never have known about Jennifer."
"Oh, I'm sorry." Victoria frowned, "So do you visit when he's not around?"
"He's always around. He's an unemployed deadbeat with no desire to go to the next block never mind travel."
"So you..."
"I have never seen her in person." Mercedes picked up the phone and stared at the picture, "I...Michelle used to put her on the phone with me when she was a baby, but today said she can't do that anymore because she'll let it slip to her father. That's why I was upset; I made the mistake of calling just before you arrived."



"That's bullshit Mercedes!"
"It is what it is."
"No, we have a group in New Orleans, something can be done we..."
She stopped as Mercedes shook her head.
"Not an option, if I force that upon them they will poison her against me, most likely that is happening as we speak. I...my brother was home and took the phone from his wife. We argued as always and...I have no idea if I'll even be able to talk to my friend again never mind Jennifer."
"Pardon me for saying this, but your brother is a piece of work."
"He's worse than that; he thinks he's a man of god."
"Zealot." Victoria nodded. "The worst kind of ignorant."
Mercedes put her phone in her purse so she wouldn't keep looking at it and sat silently. In front of her Victoria was toying with a napkin appearing to be lost in thought. Looking back up at her she said, "That's a tough situation Mercedes and I'm sorry you have been dealing with it, but may I ask what this has to do with our discussion? I mean other than being upset in general?"
"It's all connected in a sense." She told her. "Victoria, I run a sex club and a very profitable one at that. It is not unreasonable to say I owe everything I have to sex and men and women's desire for it. But on the other side, the side that only I know, sex is also the reason I lost all that once was dear to me, including to some extent a big part of myself."
"Many in the group are not close to their families, our lifestyles and personas are not conducive to being close to people and even family can't understand the...shall we say tastes some of us have developed."
"My situation is beyond that. Simply put Felicia..."
"Victoria, please I'm just your friend right now Mercedes and before you go further know this does not leave us."
"I appreciate that," she bowed her head slightly, "My point is that for certain reasons I no longer enjoy sex, at least sex that I feel is thrust upon me."
"But the videos are for fun Mercedes we're supposed to enjoy them."
"I do not and I have reached a point where if Scarlett is going to hold me to this, she can seek out my replacement."
"I don't think it needs to come to that." Victoria put her hands out, "Why don't you tell me the story? You seem to want to. As I said, with a legitimate reason, I can come up with something."
"I suppose I owe you as much, you've always been good to me Victoria and you were one of the reasons I joined the Circle in the first place, but understand it's not my story."
"What do you mean?" Victoria looked confused.
"Well the latter part is, but the beginning is not the story of Mercedes, but a poor, but ambitious teenager named Tonya Cooper."
*****
"I was born and raised in ever so promising Bridge City Louisiana." Mercedes began. "Right from the start I didn't fit in because well..." she shrugged. "My parents were expecting twin boys, but guess they didn't look too closely at the sonogram and got a little girl in the deal."
"My father was never close to me; I think he regretted I wasn't a boy and he was..." she sighed, "A zealot and want to be preacher like my brother is now. My father believed that women more so than men, were sinners because Eve was the one who caused Adam to sin."
"What?" Victoria asked in disbelief, "You were born in this century right?"
"Bridge City may not have gotten the memo yet." Mercedes replied disgustedly. "Women were certainly second class citizens. Roger went with my father all the time and I stayed with mom and baked and cleaned the house and..."
"Wait, you bake?" Victoria laughed, "That's..." she froze when Mercedes gave her a hard stare.
"Sorry." Victoria said, but couldn't cover the small smile still playing about her lips.
"There was one member of my mother's family who left Bridge City. Her oldest sister Mary who married a police officer and moved with him when he got a job in Baton Rouge, everyone else just stayed. They went to school and from high school got a job, married someone local and kept wallowing in the same poverty and dead end life generations of their family had."
"Mary came to visit and spent a lot of time with me. She had gotten out and seen the opportunities for a smart young woman like myself and wanted to help me. Behind my parents back she helped me fill out applications for scholarships and under the pretense of taking me to visit her, took me to several colleges."
"Your parents didn't want you to go to school?"
"My mother felt a woman's place was at home and my father felt a woman's place was somewhere beneath the shit on his shoe. Roger had no interest in college and my father point blank told me that if his boy couldn't go, there was no way his daughter would, just think of the disgrace."
"I..." Victoria searched for the words,
"You can't comprehend," Mercedes finished for her, "And don't try to, you have to be from there to understand it. Just know that was how he felt."
"Incredible that still exists."
"I didn't help my cause any. The first time Mary had spoken to me about being able to do more for myself I was twelve and from that point on I taught myself to speak without my tell tale bumpkin drawl. If I spoke slowly enough I could do it and at one point a member of the church approached my father and asked if I was special needs."
"I was going to say, I always thought you were from the east coast the way you speak."
"If I get angry enough it comes out."
"Can I hear..."
"Absolutely not." Mercedes snapped.
"Lighten up Mercedes, it could be funny some time that's all. "
"There is nothing funny about your father beating you until you spoke proper as he called it. It cost me whippings that would put anything you've done in the Circle to shame, to lose that accent."
"I'm so sorry Mercedes." she reached out and put her hand over hers.
"I don't want your pity Victoria, you asked for this story and you're getting it."
"Careful what you wish for right?"
"I got to a point where I would speak with my accent because whenever he beat me I had to stay home from school because of the marks. I was afraid if I lost too much time my grades would suffer so I pretended I was obeying him, In the meantime every night I would sit out under a tree in the back yard and read out loud from library books and practice not using it."
"Meanwhile Roger could do no wrong and was starting to spout out scripture and chauvinism just like all the cavemen before him. He began dating my best friend Michelle and I discovered through her, he was quite free with his hands. I kicked his ass one day for it and received a beating that sent me to the hospital from my father. There was never an investigation, because around there a disrespectful woman got what they deserved."
"Zealots and women beaters. Note to self, never send Lovecraft down there" Victoria muttered.
"I think it's safe to say you can assume there was also a lot of racism in Bridge City. The blacks and whites were not officially segregated, but it was not far from it. Because of the stellar examples of manhood living with me I had no interest in men."
"That upset my father because to him my sole purpose in life was to get married and give him some grandsons. He fixed me up several times with sons of his friends, several of which seemed to be point blank looking for me to just give up my cherry." She grunted disgustedly. "When I wouldn't I would get classy comments like, "Well, can you just suck it?"
"That is not limited to the rural south." Victoria pointed out to her.
"True. The point here is all of them were the sons of the outstanding members of my father's church. The minister's son referred to me as a stuck up cunt when I wouldn't put out then spread a rumor I was a whore. You know what that got me."
"I don't want to." Victoria said softly.
"In the meantime there was a very sweet young man whom I did like. His name was Robert and he played football and his father owned the hardware store. They were one of the few families that had a little bit of money. The problem was, Robert was white. My brother caught us kissing behind the store and ran to my father."
"Two nights later Robert was jumped by several of my brother's friends and put in the hospital. I was beaten as well and was accused of being a black whore who wanted to be used by white men. After that I never bothered to leave the house, the good thing is since they all thought I'd fucked a white boy, my father stopped trying to get me knocked up by his friends kids."
"I'm seeing where your high opinion of men stems from."
"Well senior year comes around and I get accepted to LSU. I'm thrilled and make the mistake of telling my mother. The family gets together and I'm told I'm not going. I was distraught and late that night called my aunt Mary who said not to worry about it. She said to accept the offer, never bring it up again to my parents and she would call me. Two weeks before the fall semester started she called me and told me to go the post office where they had a package for me. It contained a bus ticket to Baton Rouge and two hundred dollars in cash. A week later, I packed two suitcases and left."
"Did they try to come get you?" Victoria asked,
"Nope, well not right away, but I'll get there. When I got settled onto campus I sent them a letter saying I was okay. I never got a response and called them. My father told me I'd chosen to turn my back on my family so he was turning his back to me."
"No great loss there."
"I was upset, but at the same time, "She smiled at the memory. "It was so amazing, Victoria! The city and all the other students and everyone spoke to me as an equal and my color didn't mean a damn thing. I was out in the real world and it was better than I thought! And the boys?" she laughed, "I was a pretty girl and was getting asked out quite often. I went on a lot of dates and had a good time, but still wouldn't sleep with them."
"Why not?"
"Honestly, I was a little shy. I was a country girl whether I would admit it or not and was afraid of being used. I was also deathly afraid of getting pregnant and losing my chance at an education. But I was having fun and doing well in school, but then a problem arose."
"I had a feeling something would."
"My scholarship covered a lot of things, but the grant it went through ran into money trouble. My tuition was still paid, but I could no longer live on campus unless I could afford to pay for part of school. I was able to find an apartment with another girl and had a job at a coffee shop, but the rent was more than we could handle. More hours would take away from school and..." she shrugged, "I ended up behind on the rent and was a week away from being thrown out. My aunt Mary had taken ill with Cancer and it's not like I could call back home."
"I think I know where this is going."
"And you would be right. A friend knew the situation I was in and told me she worked for an escort service. The company paid you by the hour to go out with a man for the evening, but she said the real money was made afterwards. I was nervous, but desperate. I had nowhere else I could go and would be damned if I would let anything stop my education."
"You know Mercedes, like I said, I get the picture I don't need all the details."
"But you do, if you want to understand me. "
"Then go ahead I just don't want you to get upset."
"Too late. So I agree to a date and it's a man maybe in his forties. He's white, successful, not unattractive. We go to dinner then to a club for some dancing. After that he tells me he'd like me to go back to his hotel. I tell him no thank you and he says don't worry he'll make it worth my while and shows me a hundred dollar bill. I say no again then again. Finally he takes out a money clip and counts out five hundred dollars. He says he doesn't usually go that high, but has a thing for black girls."
"So you took it?"
"Victoria, I am not lying when I say until that point I had never seen five hundred dollars in some one's hand. I went back to his place, but I..." she grunted. "I was still a virgin. I was almost nineteen and the most I'd ever done was let a kid get his hand under my shirt. He asks me to undress and I...my fingers were shaking the entire time. He didn't say anything, but he was smiling. I think my being nervousness was turning him on."
"He sits on the bed and takes his cock out and asks me to come over and show him what my pretty lips could do. I...had no idea what I was doing. I'd seen a porno once in the dorm and took it in my mouth and just," she shrugged. "Moved my head around. I guess I didn't do too badly because the next thing I know he's cumming in my mouth. I hadn't expected it and it was nasty. I tried to swallow it, but gagged and spit a lot of it out. I started telling him I was sorry and he told me it was fine, he liked my innocence."
"I bet he did."
"He asked me to sit back on the couch and he went down on me. I was trembling, but he...it didn't feel bad and I'd never had anyone do that and I came for him. Then he asked me to stand up and..." she paused then finished in a subdued tone. "I lost my virginity bent over a couch. He wasn't all that rough, but he was big and it was my first time and it hurt and I was so ashamed. All I could hear was my father calling me a whore and he was right."
"If he'd been a real father he would have been helping you." Victoria pointed out disgustedly.
"After that I swore I wouldn't so it again, but I not only paid the rent, but I got some new clothes." She shook her head. "I hadn't mentioned that the only thing about school was I did get made fun of by the other girls for my clothes. I really didn't have a lot of nice things and had no clue how to dress. So the clothes made me feel better about things. The agency called again and I...I said okay."
"I went through with it again and this time the guy was a little less patient and very demeaning. He made me blow him twice because I'd done such a shitty job the first time. I stayed and did it and when he fucked me it was doggy and rough. I was sore for two days after that. They called again and well let's just say I never said no. The money was not only paying the bills. But I was buying nice things, better than I'd ever had and was even putting money in the bank."
"Can I ask if, you know since you'd broken the ice so to speak, you were sleeping with guys for fun?"
"I fooled around with a couple of guys who asked me out, but...I never really got into it. I just kept seeing it as I was just doing a job. And speaking of the job I was doing a couple a week at that point and letting them do what they wanted. One paid me two hundred extra to fuck me in the ass. The way I was raised that was of course disgusting, but I was close to being able to buy a car so I let him. It hurt like hell and I could tell he loved hearing me squeal."
"But you can imagine how it went. It got easier and easier. I started to play along with them, flirt at dinner, rub up on them if we went dancing and make them feel like I desired them. Faked orgasms and gave them a good time. I started getting regulars and that wasn't as bad as I got to know them. But a lot were from out of town so I had to keep taking new clients. By then I'd learned to detach myself and there were times I would be sucking cock while thinking about my term paper."
"You never got into it?"
"No, it was a job. I fucked the way my mother would vacuum the floor, just something that needed to be done. So I'm starting to become in higher demand and making more per night. Things were going well at school and I now had a decent car, a nice wardrobe and I justified what I was doing. All in all life wasn't so bad. Then Roger shows up."
"To take you back?" Victoria asked.
"Yes, but that wasn't why he was supposed to be there. A friend of his from school who had gotten a job in Baton Rouge was getting married and invited Roger and some friends up for the wedding. They were staying with him and Roger would be in town a few days. He told me my parents didn't know he was seeing me and it was him asking me to come back, telling me I didn't belong there."
"So a fun visit I take it."
"Honestly Victoria he seemed jealous. I had my own apartment, well with a roommate, but still. I had a car and things that belonged to me that I had paid for. He kept looking around like he couldn't believe it. I told him he should try to stay in town, see if his friend could get him a job, told him there was so much more there for him."
"He got haughty and started telling me there I was being too good for my family, started being a tool and mocking the way I spoke and how I dressed like a slut asked if I was selling it. That was a hard one to ignore, but I just told him to leave me alone."
"A couple of nights later the agency calls and asks if I can do a bachelor party. One of the girls who were supposed to go was sick. I didn't like doing those, but they told me how much it paid and added there would a lot of, shall we say, opportunity there. So I decided to go."
"It was a large party and pretty wild. There were older men there as well and they had money and I...I ended up in the back room with two of them. They were offering me several hundred dollars to let them both take me. I had never done that, but said I would. After all who was I to have standards at that point? I got down in front of them and sucked them both hard. They started degrading me, calling me a good little black whore. I should have left, but didn't."
"When they were ready I got on my knees and let one take me from behind while I sucked the other. I guess they didn't lock the door and it opened and...my brother walked in. It was his friend's bachelor party."
"Jesus." Victoria exhaled loudly.
"For all the ill will I harbor my brother, I still feel for him in that moment. Coming into that room and there's his twin sister between two men like a pig on a spit; a cock in each end of her. He...he just stared and almost fell backwards out of the room closing the door behind him. I sat up, thinking I would follow him, but one of the Johns asked where I was going and I...I stayed."
"You what?"
"What was I going to say to Roger even if I caught up with him? So I let them continue. They'd paid a lot and I let them have whatever they wanted. They took turns lying on their backs with me riding one, while the other fucked my ass. The entire time I was between them, my pussy sore and my ass burning, I was trying not to cry. They saw I was upset, but assumed it was because of them and they got off on it, started calling me names. I...I didn't even care at that point."
Mercedes stopped and looked down at her hands around the tea cup, they were trembling. She took a deep breath and went on. "At the end they whipped their cocks out and both of them came all over my face. While I remained on my knees they got dressed and on the way out one of them threw another fifty at me for being a good little coon as he put it."
"That's in the past my lady," Victoria reached out and put her hand on her arm. "That will never happen to you again. I..."
"Really? Then why am I being told to fuck someone? But we'll come back to that because it did happen again and recently."
"When?" Victoria demanded "And who? I can assure you..."
"Oh, we'll get there." Mercedes nodded.
As she'd told that last part of story she'd recalled the last time she had been degraded like that and not only was it causing anger to replace her sorrow, but she was going to be putting Victoria on the spot very shortly. Even when she was not at her best, The Lady Mercedes could manipulate with the best of them.
"Uh..okay. For now I take it that your brother..."
"Roger couldn't call home fast enough. By the time I'd gotten home my roommate had told me my father had called. I didn't call back right away, I couldn't. I showered, trying to wash away my shame and tell myself I was just doing what I had too. Fact was Victoria I didn't have too. I didn't need their money that bad, I had regulars that were decent to me. But I was caught up in having more than I'd ever had."



" For the first time in my life I didn't feel as if I were poor. I made as much as I could because I was afraid somehow I might lose it. But while I was doing so good old shy Tonya was being replaced by her new persona"
"What do you mean?"
"You think I gave those men my real name? I told them my name was Mercedes." She laughed derisively. "I told them I was like the car, black, sleek and one hell of a ride. Mercedes was the one calling the shots, and Tonya was about to pay the price. I planned on calling my father the next morning, but the phone rang at one am and it was him."
"You can imagine the conversation. How could I do that to my mother, how could I shame him like that? I guess one of Roger's friends found out and called back home, the entire town knew hours after Roger had seen me. My father said I had destroyed his reputation. That everyone knew his daughter was a big city prostitute. He told me I was dead to him. Not to be outdone Roger called me later to say the same thing."
"That's a hard story my lady." Victoria told her. "I'm sorry it turned out so poorly for you."
"Did it?" she shrugged "Depends how you see it I suppose. If Roger had not seen me I might have eventually stopped whoring, but with that over and done with I started doing it more frequently, I figured what the hell, if I was going to be a slut, be a successful one right?"
"You weren't a..."
"True, sluts give it away. I was a whore, I forgot. But then something happened that changed my new found career and my life as well. The woman who ran the agency, my pimp for lack of a better word, called me with a special request. It seemed she had a high paying client from the west coast who was in to being demeaned, specifically by black women. She had a woman who took care of men with those types of tastes, who referred to herself as a dominatrix. Well she had to leave town for a family emergency and I was her next best girl that fit his tastes."
"I told her I have no idea what to do and she laughed and said, 'just tease him and treat him like shit. Don't let him fuck you until the very end and keep taking it away from him. I wasn't sure I would be able to do it, but when she told me it was a thousand dollars I agreed. I met him at the hotel and wasn't sure how to start, but he led me a long a little asking my permission to kiss my cheek, asking if could have the privilege of worshipping my feet."
"A true submissive." Victoria nodded, "Many wealthy powerful men have that trait, they..."
"You're preaching to the choir my lady;" Mercedes allowed herself a small smile, "Who do you think pays the bills at the club?"
"Sorry, I'll stop talking just to talk." Victoria sighed.
"While I sat back and watched him lick and suck my toes I...I began to become aroused. With the exception of my first time I had never cum, nor had I wanted to in any of my other sessions, but the way he was doing it, the way he was looking up at me had me worked up."
"Remembering what I was told I said he was doing a lousy job and to keep going. I made him stop and strip for me, I noticed he was only semi-hard and insulted the size of his cock and told him he should be hard for me," she smirked, "Told him maybe I should leave."
"He starts begging for another try and I let him. Then I demanded him to lick my pussy. I came harder than I ever had before. I tied his hands and using my mouth teased him for over a half hour, he was whimpering, practically crying and that tone..."
"I know that tone." Victoria whispered, her eyes bright, "I live for that tone."
"Well that was the first time I'd heard it and I loved it. I got him off with my mouth then made him start again at my feet. I made him lick me again, but this time from behind and tongue my ass."
"I love a good rimjob." Victoria breathed.
"That's obvious from your videos." Mercedes grunted. "I gave him exactly what he wanted. I did well enough she gave me a similar client except this one really wanted to be degraded and he had left a crop on the bed for me to use. I didn't think I could do it, but as I looked at him I started thinking about my earlier experiences as well as what I felt pushed me to do it."
" I got angry and took it out on him. I whipped the shit out of him all the while telling him how pathetic he was, that he had to pay women to fuck him, that he was a worthless dog that I wouldn't even let fuck me even though he was paying. I made him jerk off on my feet then suck off every drop." She shook her head, "The second we were done, he was asking when I would be available next."
"A star was born!" Victoria exclaimed and despite herself, Mercedes laughed.
"You're right. When the other woman came back she was told to take me under her wing and train me. Her real name I never new, but she went by Katrina and she was as vicious as any woman I have ever seen in the Circle, possibly even Persephone and like our high mistress Katrina preferred the company of women. She had told me it had been three years since she had a let a john fuck her and it had cost the last one ten thousand dollars for the pleasure."
"She must have been a hell of a teacher my lady, because there's many in the Circle who believe you're as hardcore as they come." She paused then asked, "Any interest in women Mercedes?"
"No, why do you ask?"
"Well..." she shrugged, "Many women with your negative experience find women more enjoyable. So I thought..."
"Thought," she smirked, "Or hoped?"
"What the hell is that supposed to mean?" Victoria demanded
"If it means nothing to you, then it means nothing to me," She smiled as her high lady frowned, she'd had suspicions about Victoria's sexuality for awhile now and felt by her defensive reaction she'd just confirmed those suspicions.
"But you're correct," she continued as Victoria sat back with a sour look on her face as she realized she may have just given herself away. "Katrina taught me the ropes and also made note of my angst towards men and taught me to channel it, to use it to be able to be as harsh as necessary, but also what lines to never cross. Within months I was in as high demand as she was. At that point I was approached by a woman who ran a bordello in New Orleans who offered me a staggering amount of money to come work there."
"If I recall you went didn't you?"
"Eventually. The money was tempting, more than I would make at any job upon graduation. But I was a year away from my degree and wanted to graduate. After all the desire to better myself is what led me to enter prostitution in the first place. Upon my graduation, which out of my family only my aunt Mary attended, I traveled to New Orleans and began working for her."
She frowned, "That's when I realized that I was not being forced to do this anymore, it was my choice. I think if I had stayed just a hooker, I would have turned to the world of business, but I...I couldn't get enough of the control being a Mistress provided me."
"I'm sure it was more profitable."
"By far I came there highly regarded and only increased my reputation once there. I was twenty two and getting a thousand dollars per session. I worked there for four years when a man that had come to me once a week for a month made me a very interesting offer. His name was Peter Williams and he'd made a lot of money in the porn industry directing what he called vanilla stroke."
"His fetishes however, ran much darker and he, along with a business partner named Monty, had decided to open a fetish club in New York City. Monty was handling all the business and red tape aspects and Peter was in charge of the entertainment. He was a true submissive and was looking for the best Mistress money could buy to train the staff. He was adamant that he wanted The Velvet Rope to be the real deal and not full of posers."
Mercedes picked up her lukewarm tea and finished it, she was feeling much more relaxed right now. Telling her story had eased some of the pain of her conversation with her brother and just as importantly she had inadvertently stumbled on her out with her video. She remained silent, watching Victoria stare down at the table her eyes lost in thought. Mercedes wondered if she was beginning to see where this was going.
Victoria was no fool and would be racking her brain to try to figure out when Mercedes had been mistreated. The answer was obvious, but many times they were the answers that were overlooked. She had no doubt her high lady was also stewing over the fact she may have given something away about herself. Deciding she'd let her think long enough, Mercedes picked up her story,
"The offer was a large salary and a huge bonus if I could train a staff of a dozen men and women within the six months before they opened. I was also given the incentive that I could keep all the money I charged for any of my own sessions. I'd spent my entire life in the south and between being curious about life in a city like New York and a lucrative opportunity; I accepted and moved to New York."
"I accomplished what he wanted and the club opened and did very well. On the surface it was just a theme club with some demonstrations, but in the back rooms, it was no limits and there was plenty of sex to be had for a price. The club dodged the cops through Peter's partner's connections and also under the guise that what went on in the backroom was about humiliation not sex. The law states no intercourse or oral sex, they say nothing about bondage and hot wax, so we were able to get away with a lot."
"During my time there Peter, who started as my client, began spending more and more time with me and eventually it hit me that he had more than a little affection for me."
"He was falling for you?"
"Understand we spent a lot of time together and most non sexual. I taught him my trade, he taught me the business. I also had an MBA and he did not trust Monty so he allowed me to start looking into the books and other details. I saw an opportunity and admittedly began to play into his feelings for me. We began having sex that was not about control, in fact many nights Peter was quite sweet to me."
"You made love to him?" She clapped her hands, "First baking; now romance, my lady this has been a most informative conversation!"
"That it has." Mercedes answered coolly, "On my end as well." That wiped the smile from Victoria's face and with a satisfied nod, she went on.
"If you need to know, yes there were times it was like that. He never told me he loved me, and even if he did I would have not been so cruel as to lie to him. However, I had more than little affection towards him; it was the closest thing in my life to a relationship, still is. I knew it meant more to him when he started getting upset when I would take a client, but I assured him there no longer any sex, just training."
She shrugged, "That was a lie, but he didn't need to know that. As we grew closer he went against Monty's wishes and put me in charge of all club operations; everything from payroll to ordering food and liquor."
"I ran the club for the next two years and except for some brushes with the law that Monty's connections took care of, all was well. Then something both bad, but for me, ultimately good, happened. One night I woke up to find Peter wasn't in bed."
"You were living together?"
"Yes, in fact in the same suite I stay in now at the club. He had a penthouse in Manhattan, but most nights we stayed there. Anyway I found him in the living room and he said he didn't feel well and as going to watch a movie. Just before I went back to bed he gave me kiss and a hug and told me how happy I made him and he would always take care of me. I thought it was odd, but Peter drank more than his share and would occasionally get a little emotional. "
"I went back to bed and the next morning he wasn't next to me. I found him on the couch; he'd suffered a heart attack during the night."
"I'm sorry" Victoria said, "That must have been hard."
"It was harder than I'd thought. Peter was the only man in my life who'd been decent to me and I realized I did have more feelings for him than I'd thought. At the funeral I met his daughter, who for the record was probably only a couple of years older than me. I expected some shit, but she was very affable."
"She said Peter talked about me quite often and she was glad he was happy. She then told me her father had a history of heart problems. The doctors had warned him to take care of himself, but aside from medication he did what he chose. He ate poorly, drank way too much and his sex life was..." she allowed herself a small smile, "He was living with a dominatrix half his age. He reminded me of our brother Lovecraft in the sense he said he would never abstain from anything, because life as too short he lived his life to the fullest and died happy."
"And you contributed to that happiness."
"I did. I had no regrets. A week later I found out what he meant about taking care of me. I received a call from his lawyer who asked me to come to his office. Peter's daughter was there as well. The lawyer informed us that Peter had left his penthouse and several other properties as well as most of his financial assets to his daughter. To me, he left a fair some of money, but most importantly, I now legally owned half the club."
"Monty was livid and offered to buy me out, but I refused. The two of us began fighting about everything and he was making the day to day operations of the club difficult. One night he told me he would have his connections stop protecting us and allow them to close the club due to prostitution and blame all of that on me, he was, after all, just a money man. He told me I had a week to sign off my half to him for a very small sum of money."
She paused again and gave Victoria a big smile, "That was right about the same time a certain blonde model wandered into the club asking permission to do a photo shoot there."
Victoria smiled back at her and laughed, "If I remember you were not very happy to meet me."
"You were a stuck up bitch." Mercedes told her, "With quite an air of entitlement."
"Bad first impression."
"Nothing's changed my lady, I just know you better now."
"Thanks," Victoria rolled her eyes.
"Well although I was not impressed with your public persona, the Lady Felicia was impressed with me. Impressed enough to send a Dominatrix originally from Ireland named Morrigan to come and tell me about the Circle and invite me to join."
" I initially said no, I lived that lifestyle in public, had money and why did I need them? The fact I would have to submit myself to an initiation was the final reason to say no. I had been through enough shit at the hands of men. I would never submit again."
"Morrigan told me to please think about it and when I didn't call I was visited by Abigail Lefay herself from the notorious Black Flame."
"Persephone came to you?" Victoria's eyes widened, "I never knew that."
"As you said this is quite an enlightening conversation." Mercedes told her with a smug smile, "To say our High Mistress is impressive is an understatement, but I was adamant I would not submit to any man ever again. She asked me to look beyond the sex and think of the power and connections, surely there was something I needed the group could accomplish."
"The club."
"Exactly. After Abigail left, I was approached by Monty who told me I had three days left to decide. I called Abigail and told her I would agree to join, but I needed help. She called back and gave me the address for a hotel in Manhattan where I would meet my initiator. If I went through with it and made it into the group, she would immediately tell the Mistress of our Circle to use their influence to back Monty off. So I agreed and..."
"Your initiation." Victoria said softly, "That's what you were..."
"Oh, yes my initiation." Mercedes sneered the word. "I was not just physically punished, but humiliated and degraded past the point of decency by your brother Mephisto"
"He's our..."
"He's your brother, I lay no claim to that rich piece of shit poser who's never worked for anything in his life including his membership to the Circle."
"Amado did what he had too Mercedes. The rule is the initiate is to be broken, no amount of physicality could accomplish that with you, he found your weakness and..."
"He referred to me as a trailer trash nigger many times amongst other colorful expressions. Made several slave jokes, I felt like I was the center of a Klan meeting."
"He apologized many times my lady."
"With great insincerity. But I let it go for the moment because Morrigan had assured me I would get a payback night the following year, said it was..." she smiled wickedly "A Rule."
Victoria looked away from her, but not before Mercedes could see she was pissed. The game was now going to swing to her favor. Victoria swallowed hard, then turning back to face her said quietly, "Touche, my sister."
"Well seeing I've gone this far, let me just finish by saying that two days after my disgraceful initiation, I was approached by Monty who had such a mysterious change of heart that not only was he not going to force me out, but told me he would sell his half of the club to me for the same paltry sum he had offered for my half."
" It seems the Circle's connections far outweighed his. That was six years ago and I have been an exemplary member ever since and now that we have reached the present, my dear high lady let us discuss the rules of this group."
"You didn't have this planned." Victoria told her, "There was no way you manipulated me into this."
"I'll admit you're right Felicia," she tapped the table, "Because we will be discussing the group now. See I have a habit of trying to bury what upsets me, had I not told you the story you wanted to hear I may not have equated the past with the present."
"Be careful what you wish for." Victoria said for the second time today.
"Yes, so let us discuss why it was okay to break a rule to not allow me my well earned payback against that scum, but I have to adhere to the rule of sex in the videos."
"Mercedes you know that I went to Scarlett on your behalf as did Lovecraft saying that it was wrong for you to be denied a payback. She said she felt there was too much ill will and you would cross the line."
"Like that motherfucker crossed the line?" She hissed. "Fucking me in the ass while telling me he thought that's how spooks like to get fucked?"
"I..." she tossed her hands in the air. "The initiation is about breaking in anyway needed to. I for one did not approve of his method and told him so."
"I'm sure he gave a shit."
"Lovecraft wanted to punish him, but was denied as well. Mercedes, there is nothing we could do. Scarlett knew after your video you would be too vicious in a payback."
"I'm sure a certain sniveling half breed Spaniard went crying to her along with his fellow playboy poser Orion, another weakling whose daddy bought them the world."
"So you want me to tell Scarlett that you refuse to obey because of her decision years ago?"
"I want fair treatment. If Mephisto can be let off the hook so can I. Or," she leveled her finger across the table, "You tell her that when I get my payback I will be more than happy to provide her with a video of her liking."
"I don't think Scarlett will respond well to an ultimatum." Victoria replied, "However, I see some room to maneuver here."
"I knew you would."
"Tell you what Mercedes, I'll tell Scarlett of your frustration. Then you turn in a video and I will get you your payback."
"There is no guarantee you can, she turned you down before. How about I get my payback and that's my next video," she flashed an evil smile, "It will be one to remember."
"Would you let him fuck you?"
Mercedes slammed her palm down on the table causing Victoria to jump. "I will cut that piece of shit's cock off with a rusted knife if he ever brings it anywhere near me again!"



"And that my lady is what Scarlett fears." Victoria spoke softly then began tapping her long fingernails on the table. "Also you know how it works. If I tell Scarlett you want a payback or you won't perform that's too big of a fuck you to her."
"One she deserves on this matter."
"But," she went on, "If I go back to her with your displeasure, then you submit a proper video I can show her that despite your anger you are still loyal and bargain in good faith. I will then tell her you need your rightful payback, it is an important rule the reason it was created was as a warning to initiators to not go too far or you will get it in return."
"All my initiation is showing so far is certain members get away with whatever they want." She muttered.
"Mercedes here is my deal. A good tape from you and you'll get a payback I promise."
"And you speak for Scarlett now?" Mercedes grunted, "You have already tried, Felicia. What will happen is I will jump through the hoop make a nice video for the group and still be denied." She sat back disgustedly, "Lady Felicia I would like to speak about my stepping down."
"Oh, come on Mercedes!"
"I no longer need the group. I enjoy it and you and the others are like family to me, but we can keep in touch. I will not submit again, for anyone."
"It's not submitting!" she exclaimed in exasperation. "Tell you what Mercedes, what about just fun?"
"Fun?"
"Yes, there is no rule everything has to be a session, find a good looking guy and tape yourself playing and enjoying; no control, no rules just a fun fuck."
"I..." her eyes narrowed. "I have no one that..."
"A one night stand for Christ's sake, hell forget Mercedes, when was the last time Tonya had fun?"
"When she sat holding hands with a boy of the wrong color and was beaten for it. That was the last time Tonya had fun. I am not as excited about sex as the rest of you. My pleasure is control and I show that in my videos, but because there is not a cock buried inside me it is not enough. I..."
"Mercedes I...I don't want to lose you my sister." She took a deep breath. "I promise you, you will have your payback, you have the word of the High Lady."
"You don't know that."
"I...I can make it happen."
"How are you so sure?" Mercedes asked, her interest peeked.
"I cannot say."
"Then no deal." Victoria started to speak, but Mercedes cut her off, "I trusted you with a very private story my sister. Now return the favor. Because if indeed you can guarantee me Mephisto for an evening I will turn in a proper performance."
"I can do it through Lovecraft; he can get Scarlett's permission."
"I know that Lovecraft has contempt for Mephisto as I do and know he fought for my payback or to punish him and he was denied. Why should I think he can..."
"Things have changed."
"What has changed my lady?"
Victoria looked away again and shook her head as if she were telling herself no. She closed her eyes then with a resigned sigh, turned back to her.
"You are not to repeat this. If you do there will be hell to pay."
"Trust me as I have trusted you today my lady."
"Okay what's changed is I have discovered that Scarlett has developed a...shall we say soft spot for Lovecraft."
"He's fucking her?" Mercedes eyes widened.
"She has been using our enforcer to entertain herself of late, yes." Victoria told her softly as if she thought she'd be overheard. "I have faith that he can persuade her. End of the day she knows it's the right thing to do and Lovecraft I'm sure can make it worth her while."
She pointed at her, "Now my lady we have bandied about long enough, you have made a fair point and I am offering a deal. You show good faith you get what you desire. But Scarlett is to get your video no later than this Friday. What is your answer?"
Mercedes sat back and tried to think of who she could use for a tape. Lately the idea of fucking because she had to was nothing short of distasteful. Not to mention if she were faking it, Victoria may say it wasn't good enough.
"Your answer my lady?"
"I...I will do what I can."
Victoria rolled her eyes, "Its only sex Mercedes, but fair enough you have to make the first move." She rose from the table and looking down said, "But a video by week's end and you will get what you want Mercedes."
"After the fact and I still have to give something to get something."
"I'm sorry my lady, but remember what the first rule of the Circle is."
Mercedes nodded and said softly, "Nothing in the Circle is Free"
"Exactly, but we repay our debts. Friday is your deadline to have the biggest debt owed to you repaid."
Mercedes grunted, "Black Friday," she muttered.
"Black Friday, white Friday," Victoria shrugged, "Hell, Asian Friday, just pick a guy and fuck him Mercedes, it's not that tough."
No, fucking never is," Mercedes told her, "Just the consequences are."
*****
Mercedes made her way through the main corridor on the upper level of the Velvet Rope and could feel the eyes of both clients and staff on her. Despite knowing she was being watched, she kept her eyes straight ahead, walking past people as if they didn't exist. This was not because she felt she was above any of them, but the deliberate air of aloofness expected of the club's High Mistress.
Mercedes was always accustomed to some stares as for the most part she never entered the upper suites unless there was an issue or she was holding a session. Either of those instances was enough to draw a lot of interest, but today there was more than usual due to her ensemble. Even in the club Mercedes did not dress to flaunt herself. She would sometimes wear something low cut or a shorter skirt or dress, but nothing overly revealing.
She was a Mistress, not one of the working girls and in order to see what she had to offer a client had to be either extremely wealthy or someone she had decided deserved a reward from her. It was the latter in this instance as Judge Wilson Bennett was currently in session with two of her girls and she needed to provide a special treat to him, to try to enlist his aid on The Lady Lexi's behalf. The first part of that treat was her outfit.
Mercedes was dressed only in a black thong and a pair of knee high black boots with stiletto heels. Her upper body was covered with a fishnet robe with a pattern of metal studs throughout the material. She was topless beneath and her small perfectly shaped tits were on full display through the robe. She had allowed the curl to comeback in her hair and had teased it out even more giving her a wilder appearance.
Two of her male employees approached with a woman who looked to be in her forties between them. She was wearing one of the short red robes that represented her being a pledge and led along by a leash attached to a red dog collar around her neck. Mercedes looked over at them and the younger of the two men immediately bowed his head.
The second man was Marcus, her top male and the one she left in charge when she could not be there. Marcus was the best she'd ever trained and had a long list of clients, many of whom were quite affluent and paid a lot of money to be treated poorly by him. Marcus made the Velvet Rope a lot of money and was fiercely loyal to her.
Because of that loyalty six months ago Mercedes had rewarded him with sixty seconds inside of her. Despite not having been teased at all, he had managed to come within that minute and as he had told her he had fantasized about came all over her hard flat stomach. Marcus bowed to her and whispered, "My beautiful Mistress."
Mercedes bowed her head slightly and then took in the woman between them. She was blonde, tall and a little on the curvy side. As her eyes made it to her face, Mercedes saw she was staring directly at her and with an air of pride that told Mercedes\ she was most likely someone who wielded a lot of power, either through work or wealth.
The woman's blue eyes continued to stare into hers and a slight smile played across her lips. Mercedes wouldn't have needed the red robe to know this was her first time here. She lowered her gaze to the woman's shoulders and saw she was holding herself proudly, her back straight and her rather ample chest puffed out.
"And who is this Marcus?"
"My name is Paula, and I'm..."
"You were not whom I was speaking to." Mercedes told her. "Here, you speak when spoken to and only when spoken to, is that understood?"
The woman stared hard at her and reaching out, Mercedes grabbed the leash from Marcus's hand and yanked down hard on it. The blonde gasped and staggered forwards, directly in front of Mercedes, who moving quickly grabbed a handful of her long blonde hair and twisted it in her grip.
"I asked if that was understood."
"Y...yes."
"Yes Mistress."
"Y... yes Mistress."
"Your reply reeks of insincerity, just as your entire demeanor stinks of pride and privilege. That is a smell I can do without."
Looking over at Marcus she took a moment to take in his tall dark muscular form and briefly wondered about using him for her video. It was Friday and her video was due by midnight. No, she couldn't reward him again and she would need to allow him to do too much to satisfy the group.
"Marcus, tell me something."
"What is it Mistress?"
"Why is this proud whore clothed?"
"Well..." he looked at her, trying to gage whether or not he was truly in trouble. "The rules my Mistress has provided state that there is to be no public humiliation."
"That's true." She stared into Paula's eyes, "We're going to break that rule however, remove her robe."
"I will not be stripped in front of all of these..."
"Then you will turn and go." Mercedes told her shifting her grip until she had her hand behind Paula's head and had pulled her face to hers. "You make no demands here. You have come here to find pleasure in submission and that starts here and now. So either allow your clothes to be removed or turn and leave like the rich fraud I sense you to be."
Paula stared at her and Mercedes could see her face begin to flush. She also noticed Paula's breathing had started to pick up. Her chest was heaving and her eyes had widened, there was a look in them that had not been there a moment ago. Mercedes nodded;Paula would truly enjoy her session; she just had to overcome her initial pride.
"Raise your hands above your head." Mercedes said softly, releasing her hair, but still holding the leash.
Paula licked her lips, then slowly raised her arms over her head. Mercedes gave Marcus a nod and stepping behind her, he reached around to grab the tie of the robe.
"Wait." Mercedes said, and then raised her voice. "I would like everyone in this corridor to step over here. It seems we have a woman here who is proud and I would like an audience for her losing that pride."
As the dozen clients and employees came over to form a circle around them, Mercedes looked to her left and spotted Shelia, her top female. "Shelia, fetch me your dowel."
There were several murmurs and Mercedes could sense an air of excitement building. She turned back to Paula who was still holding her arms over her head and she noted with satisfaction her hands were shaking. She felt something brush against her hand and looked down to see Sheila had returned and was pushing a three foot black dowel into her hand. Mercedes nodded then bringing the dowel up held it over her head twirling it around with her fingers.
She began spinning it faster and dropping it down wover it in an intricate pattern in front and alongside her. Like a cheerleader with a baton, Mercedes made a show of twirling the dowel around. She enjoyed the sound of the thin wood hissing through the air and with a flourish whipped it out and just past Paula's ear. She cried out and there was the sound of muffled laughter from around her.
"Take her robe off."
Marcus removed the robe and Mercedes took in Paula's naked body beneath. Her large tits were sagging just a bit, but her stomach was still fairly flat and her exposed pussy completely smooth.
"I would think someone with your money would have those lifted." Mercedes said.
Marcus laughed loudly and Mercedes smiled to herself, he was well trained, he knew the game she was playing. A look of anger flashed across Paula's face, but she said quietly, "I'm sorry you disapprove."
"I disapprove of more than just your sagging tits, slut; I disapprove of your haughty stare and proud stance. You came here for sex. You came here to be treated like the fucking pig you are, yet you stand here with an air of pride like that?" she grunted disgustedly, "Hold up those tits, put them where they should be, you know, above your naval?"
There was now laughter from most of the crowd and Paula turned red with anger and embarrassment. Moving slowly she lifted her large breasts and held them up. Mercedes shook her head, "You're nipples aren't hard. That is an insult, after all didn't you come here to be aroused?"
"Shall I make them hard Mistress?" Marcus asked, already sliding his powerful arms around her waist.
"No, I will."
With a practiced flick of her wrist, Mercedes lashed out with the dowel. The tip caught Paula's nipple and she cried out in pain. Turning her wrist over, she sent the dowel across the other nipple and received another yelp of pain. She stared at Paula's now swollen nipples and after a pause sighed, "Not even a thank you for improving the appearance of your flabby tits."
"I..."
"On your knees, now!" Mercedes snapped.
Paula hesitated and knowing exactly what she wanted, Marcus grabbed Paula's shoulders and roughly spun her to face him. Mercedes stepped closer and sent the dowel across the sensitive skin behind Paula's knee. She yelped in Marcus's face then again as Mercedes struck the other knee.
She hesitated and saw Marcus whispering in her ear. She knew he was telling Paula she could stay and take her punishment or was free to leave; no one here endured anything they didn't want to. Mercedes knew what the answer would be, she'd already seen the tell tale look in her eyes when the dowel had caught her nipple.
Her instincts proved correct when Marcus gave her a barely perceptible nod. Mercedes whipped the dowel around, repeatedly striking the backs of Paula's knees and upper thighs. She went higher and putting more into the swing slashed it across her round and rather plump ass. Mercedes could see everyone around her staring and noticed many were breathing heavier. The air of excitement had increased dramatically as several of the regulars realized what a treat this was.
Paula's ass was covered with long thin welts and she was jerking hard against Marcus who was holding her tightly against him. Mercedes was breathing heavy herself and not from exertion. Her nipples were hard and she noted Marcus's eyes were locked onto them.
She worked the dowel up and down Paula's back, putting some real force into the blows aimed around her shoulders where they were the easiest to withstand. The sound of the dowel followed by Paula's cries were the only sound in the room and after one last strike that caught Paula at the very tip of her ass cheek Mercedes, spoke, "Now, let's try again, on your knees."
Marcus let her go and with a whimper, Paula sank to her knees. She released a high pitched yowl that sent a wave of heat through Mercedes as she struck the soft sole of her foot with the dowel. She spent a few moments going back and forth striking each foot before stopping. She paused and waited, Paula was silent for a moment then realizing what was expected of her blurted out, "Oh, thank you Mistress."
"Better." Mercedes walked around to face her, "So how do you enjoy being naked in front of all these men Paula? Are you enjoying it?"
"I...I don't like it, I...I thought this was private." She whimpered.
"First off, its whatever I want it to be. Second," she laughed, "You're turned on you pig, I know you are."
"No, I..."
"Marcus, check for me please."
Leaning over Marcus, pushed Paula hard in the back causing her to go to her hands and knees. He shoved two fingers between her legs and Mercedes noted with satisfaction how easily they disappeared inside her. Paula moaned loudly and Marcus laughed, "She's soaking wet, the whore!"
"I knew she was." She nodded, "But she does not seem to like public exposure so," she shrugged, "Marcus spread her cheeks open and let's give everyone a look at her pussy."
"As you wish."
Paula cried out and began to squirm, but Shelia stepped up and grabbing her hair, pressed her face to the floor, keeping her ass up as Marcus showed her off.
Mercedes snapped her fingers and gestured for people to come around and stare.
"She's pretty damn wet." One of her male subs declared.
"And take a look at her asshole." Mercedes said, "Looks like she's enjoyed a lot of deliveries in the rear over the years.
There was loud laughter and Mercedes said, "Anyone who wants to give it a feel, help yourself"
She gestured to three of her men and held her palm up to the clients, she would only let her people get involved in something like this, but Paula couldn't see that. She cried out and began moaning and squirming as each of the three took turns sliding their fingers inside her and pumping them several times. Mercedes nodded at Marcus who, with no hesitation, shoved a finger in her ass and held it there while the others fondled her pussy.
As they groped her, Mercedes looked around at the crowd. She saw a woman named Katherine who worked as an aide in the Governor's office leaning against the wall rubbing her pussy through the red panties she was wearing. Her eyes met Mercedes and she mouthed the words "Thank you." Mercedes nodded to her and turned back to watch the last of her men pumping his fingers into Paula's pussy.
She was whimpering pathetically, but her hips were moving and she was no longer struggling against Sheila. Marcus's finger was still in her ass and Mercedes snapped her fingers. Marcus and the other sub removed their fingers and stepping forward; Mercedes reached down and took the leash. Pulling up on it, she said, "Let's go for a walk whore."
Paula rose to her knees, but resisted when Mercedes tugged on the leash.
"Crawl or I will cane you again, this time while it's my men's cocks not their fingers in that loose gash of yours."
Paula was breathing through her mouth and sweating profusely. Her blonde hair was sticking to her face and her blue eyes were wide. Mercedes noted her lip trembling and leaning over, placed her lips to her ear. "Shall we continue with your session, or do you want to go back home and watch porn while playing with yourself?"
Paula took a deep breath and said softly, "I...I'm at your mercy Mistress."
"Then you are in the right place, Paula." Mercedes told her softly, "Here you will learn that complete surrender is better than you ever imagined."
She waited until Paula nodded, then satisfied she was still a willing participant, Mercedes tugged on the leash again. This time Paula reluctantly dropped to her hands and knees and began to crawl as Mercedes led her across the corridor to where one of her subs was standing.
He looked up at her and she gestured to his crotch. He obediently unzipped his jeans and removed his cock which was already well on its way to being hard. Mercedes stopped Paula in front of him and yanked back so that she rose to her knees.
"Suck his cock."
"I...no, please not...oh!"
Mercedes reached around her and pinched both her nipples hard. Still squeezing them she hissed, "Suck his cock like the fucking slut you are, show everyone here how much you want it."
"I...oh." She moaned when Mercedes squeezed harder and reaching out took her subs cock and brought it to her lips.
She paused again, but another squeeze on her swollen flesh caused her to take the cock into her mouth and began sucking it. She was going slowly, barely taking it much past the head and grabbing the sides of her head, Mercedes shoved her face forward.



"Suck it like you mean it, whore."
Paula made a gurgling sound as the cock was shoved down her throat. Mercedes nodded to her sub, who slowly pushed his cock even deeper until it was completely buried in her mouth, Mercedes grabbed Paula's hand and yanked it from his cock. "Just use your mouth, like a good whore would."
As Mercedes held her wrist, she noticed a wedding band and laughed, "So Paula does your husband know you're here? Does he know you like sucking big black cock?"
Paula gurgled something and started to move her head back. Mercedes once again grabbed her hair and moved her head roughly back and forth, forcing her to suck his cock. She moaned and Mercedes could see her eyes watering. She knew something else would be watering and reaching between her legs slid her fingers across her swollen clit. Paula jerked her hips and moaned.
"Oh, you do love it don't you?" Mercedes removed her hand from between her legs and with a yank pulled Paula's face from her sub's cock.
She gestured towards another man who came over already unzipping.
"When there is a cock in front of your face you suck it, understand?"
She'd pulled Paula around to be confronted with the next subs long thick cock. She started to shake her head, but when Mercedes reached towards her tits, quickly took the cock into her mouth. This time she immediately started sucking and Mercedes nodded to the sub. Reaching down he grabbed Paula's hair and Mercedes said, "Fuck her mouth!"
He did as she said and Mercedes snapped her fingers at the first sub who took his place on the other side of Paula. He grabbed her hair and pulling her from the other man's cock shoved his back in her mouth.
"That's it, please them both, suck those cocks. Just pretend you're back in whatever slutty sorority you belonged to." She snapped her fingers, "back to the other."
Paula switched and after a moment, again. Mercedes and the others watched as she went from one cock to the other and Mercedes was becoming as wet as Paula. Both her subs were well hung and the contrast of watching her work a black cock then a white one was getting to her. Turning her head, she caught Sheila's eye and mouthed the word "Wand" she then pointed at Marcus and with wink, indicated Paula.
Marcus walked over, unzipping as he went and removed what Mercedes swore was the largest cock she'd ever had inside her. The other two men backed up slightly and Marcus grabbed Paula's head and shoved his cock deep into her mouth. She made a gagging sound as she tried to take him in and he slowed his thrusting until he was able to work himself down her throat.
"This is what we call a merry go round pig, but you may already know that." She emitted a sharp whistle and Marcus removed his cock which was replaced by one of the others. Mercedes watched for a moment and whistled again for another switch. The crowd around her was silent except for a lot of heavy breathing.
Even her subs were getting worked up and Mercedes knew the submissive clients were wishing they were Paula Right now Paula was alternately moaning and gurgling, her eyes watering as her mouth was being fed first one cock then another.
"She's good at that isn't she?" Mercedes asked, then laughed, "Not so proud now are you whore?"
Paula squealed as at a signal from her, Marcus reached down and shoved his finger in her ass again. He pulled her forward until she was now on all fours and kept his finger in her ass as the next man shoved his cock in her mouth. Sheila returned carrying a Hitachi wand and taking it, Mercedes walked up behind Paula. Leaning over she spoke in her ear, but loud enough for other's to hear.
"Look at you, you fucking pig, trying to pretend you don't like this, squealing like you don't want their cocks in your slutty mouth. But you do, don't you? You love it so much you need to come don't you?"
Paula pulled her head from her sub's cock and moaned, "Oh, please I...I never did this! I..."
"Didn't I say when there is a cock in front of your face to suck it?" Mercedes grabbed her head and shoved her mouth back onto Marcus's cock.
Holding the back of her head with one hand, Mercedes turned the wand on and reaching back shoved the large round head against her pussy. Paula squealed around Marcus's cock and her hips moved rapidly. Her sucking slowed down and Mercedes told Marcus, "Take her mouth, take it the way her rich husband never has."
Marcus nodded and grabbing the sides of Paula's head savagely fucked her mouth. Paula gagged, but at the same time couldn't help moaning or moving her hips as Mercedes turned the wand up another notch. She looked up and took in the sight of Marcus driving the length of his long black cock deep into Paula's mouth.
That mouth no longer seemed unwilling as she was groaning each time Marcus's long shaft slid between her lips. Her hips were moving faster and looking up, Mercedes gestured for Sheila.
Sheila came over and taking the wand from Mercedes pushed it harder into Paula's pussy. Mercedes walked around to stand next to Marcus and watched Paula getting face fucked. Her mascara had run down her face and there were long trails of spit hanging from her lips as she slobbered and drooled, trying to handle his huge cock being driven into her mouth. Next to her, Marcus was starting to breathe heavier, but Mercedes knew if he wanted to he could keep this up for a long time, his control was amazing.
"Come, and quickly." She told him softly.
"Thank you Mistress." He said, using longer faster strokes in Paula's mouth.
"But not in her mouth, pull it out."
Marcus nodded and moaned softly as he continued fucking Paula's mouth.
"You are my best aren't you, Marcus?" Mercedes whispered in his ear.
"I...I strive to be."
"You succeed." She grabbed his hand brought it up under her shirt. "Go ahead, but gently."
Marcus fondled her tit and she noticed several people pointing and whispering at the privilege he was receiving. Marcus rolled her nipple between his fingers and she could feel his strong fingers trembling from the thrill of touching her. With an exaggerated sigh in his ear she whispered, "Perhaps this weekend, I'll allow you a taste."
Marcus squeezed her nipple harder, but she let it go as with a loud cry he gave Paula's face several more pumps then pulled his cock out. He was squeezing it hard so he wouldn't cum and she told him, "On your knees."
Marcus dropped to his knees and pointing down at her boots, she ordered, "Cum all over them."
Marcus released his cock and with a loud moan sprayed his thick white cum all over her boots. As he stroked his cock, Paula was whimpering as Shelia was toying with her with the wand.
"You need to come?" Mercedes asked her.
"Oh, please!" she gasped.
"Then clean my boots."
Mercedes grabbed the back of her head and shoved her face against her boots. "Lick every drop and Shelia will make you cum. Paula struggled and Shelia began to remove the wand. With a whimper that made Mercedes want to give Marcus a reward now, Paula began licking the cum from her boot,
"Gather round." Mercedes spoke to the people watching, "Look at this dirty pig, lapping up cum."
The crowd drew closer and Paula began to rock her hips and yelp as Sheila cranked the wand up.
"That's it, lick it up, you're nothing but a cum slut! Going to go back home to your fancy house and kiss your husband with that mouth? You going to think about all these real cocks while you play with his flaccid one? That's why you're here isn't it? Too be the pig he won't let you be you...
Mercedes stopped as still trying to suck the cum from her boot, Paula released a scream and bucked wildly as the powerful wand brought her to what Mercedes was sure was the strongest orgasm of her life. There were several murmurs and sounds of approval from the crowd as Paula screamed again and again as Shelia expertly played the wand along her convulsing pussy.
Even as she squealed and writhed, Paula was still licking Mercedes boot and she could feel her pussy getting wetter by the minute and thought what a waste it was something like this would never be accepted by the group, this, not fucking, was what it was all about.
Paula released a soft whimper as Shelia removed the wand and slowly slid all the way onto her stomach so she was lying on the floor. Her sweat, drool and cum soaked face was pressed against Mercedes now clean boot and she was staring wide eyed as if she were in shock. Easing her foot from beneath her face, Mercedes knelt down and taking her arm, helped pull her up to a sitting position.
"Th...thank you Mistress." She panted.
Taking her face in her hands, Mercedes placed her lips to her ear once more. "Thank you for joining us Paula, I know you will be back. Now, would you like to clean up and leave or would you like more?"
Paula turned her head to look at her and after a slight pause, whispered, "I want more, but maybe not so..."
"Leave it to me."
She gave her a wink and standing put her arm around Marcus who had zipped up and was leaning tiredly against the wall.
"Take her into the suite and take care of her. Fuck her good and hard. Nothing fancy just give it to her. Then take her to the shower, be good to her in there and make her cum, make her yours Marcus, she's already half way there."
"Thank you Mistress," he bowed his head, "And thank you for that reward. Are...are you really thinking of...?"
"No, I just needed you to finish." She gave him a nasty smirk, "Can't let you get too cocky now can we?"
Turning away from him, Mercedes looked around at the people still watching and as she did employee and client alike bowed to her.
"Thank you my friends, and please take heed to the lesson the new member of our family just learned, that although The Velvet rope is all about sin, pride is not one to be tolerated. The next person to have the audacity to meet my stare and challenge me will not be treated as kindly. Is that understood?"
Everyone either nodded or bowed a second time and turning back towards the end of the corridor where Bennett was, she took Sheila by the arm and told her, "I am going to be with Judge Bennett for awhile. The girls taking care of him now will be leaving shortly and I'm not to be interrupted under any circumstances, understood?"
Shelia looked down at Mercedes tits, a poorly masked look of desire on her face and nodded, "Yes my mistress, I'll see to it you will not be disturbed." She looked as if she were going to say more and Mercedes prodded her, "Something wrong Sheila?"
"No...well...at the risk of over stepping my bounds I wish that someday I could receive a reward from you my mistress. I feel I have earned one."
"I have offered you many things Sheila," Mercedes reminded her, "But if you're looking for something from me personally, I have no interest in the female anatomy. It is not personal."
"I understand." Shelia nodded, but her voice echoed her disappointment. "Perhaps, you may change your mind at some point."
As she turned and walked away Mercedes briefly wondered if her fucking Shelia with a strap on would get her off the hook at a meeting. She shook her head and walked toward the end of the corridor to Bennett's suite; she doubted it would count unless she let Shelia do it to her as well. One thing at a time she told herself. First Lexi, then her dilemma with the tape, how the hell had sex become so complicated?
*****
As she walked down towards the end of the corridor to where the larger suites were, Mercedes passed doors on her left and right. Each one had either a red or green ribbon around the knob which indicated whether or not the room was in use. It was after eight pm and almost every room was occupied. She paused near one of the doors and heard the tell tale sound of a whip cracking. Closing her eyes she heard the sound repeated, followed by a male voice crying out for forgiveness.
She smiled at the mixed sound of pain and pleasure in that voice. Mercedes was still aroused from her breaking of Paula and started thinking of the Circle again. There were cameras in every suite and although the clients never knew, many sessions were taped. Mercedes had the cameras in Bennett's suite on now and began to contemplate using him as her video.
He was older, but attractive and she was already excited. No, she wouldn't let him do that, she was his mistress, she would soften him up with his personal fetish, but beyond that she would not be the one used to repay Bennett for his help unless she had no choice
Mercedes stopped outside the door and took a deep breath. That stupid tape had her head spinning. The thought of Mephisto at her mercy had her now trying to figure out who she could make one with that wouldn't completely sell her out, but could get her what she'd wanted for the last six years, revenge.
But for right now she needed to focus on Bennett. Turning the handle she opened the door and entering the room closed the door behind her. The room was lit by several candles and across from her, sitting in the middle of a long couch, was Judge Wilson Bennett.
Bennett was completely naked and his swollen cock standing straight up in his lap. That cock was currently sandwiched between the feet of the two girls who were sitting on either end of the couch. Both were young, barely out of their teens and also naked.
The one on the left was a beautiful fair haired red head who was on the slender side with small perfect tits and big wide blue eyes that made her appear even younger. The girl at the other end of the couch was the total opposite. As dark as Mercedes herself, she had large firm breasts and was on the curvier side.
They both had a leg up along the edge of the couch, exposing their equally smooth pussies. Most men would have been trying to decide which pussy to lick first, but not Bennett; at least not yet anyway. The part of their bodies Bennett was interested in was their bare feet which were currently sliding up and down his glistening cock.
Each girl had one foot pressed against his cock and the other against his face. As their feet slowly jerked him off his mouth was open and he was taking turns sucking on their toes.
The girls were moaning softy, for his benefit no doubt, and playing with their tits for him as he looked from one to the other. Bennett was so wrapped up in his company he didn't notice Mercedes making her way over to them. Bennett lifted his hands from his lap and slid a hand along each of the girls thighs until he reached their pussies. They groaned in unison as he worked his fingers along their wet flesh before sliding a finger in each one.
"Oh, you little girls are wet aren't you?" he asked, "And so tight! I don't know which one I'm going to fuck first!"
"I wanna be first!" The redhead said in a little girl voice accompanied by a pout that made Mercedes roll her eyes, but it was what Bennett and many men liked and the red head, whose name she was pretty sure was Kim, was in high demand amongst the older men.
"I'll let you, but only if he cums on my feet, not yours." The other woman spoke up, with a playful smile, "You want to see that white cum on my dark skin don't you, sir?"
"I want to see everything, everywhere!" Wilson laughed, his brown eyes lighting up as he looked at first one girl then the other, "But I want to come on both of your sexy little feet."
"But who do you want to fuck more?" Kim asked.
"Tell you what, I want to lick that pretty little girl pussy of yours first, so if you get that it's only fair to fuck Misty first no?"
"I'm glad you're enjoying yourself, Wilson." Mercedes said softly
"Mistress Mercedes!" Wilson exclaimed, "I...I am so honored!"
"Are my girls pleasing you?" she asked as she stood in front of the couch
"They are perfect!" he said, then moaned as the girls moved their feet faster along his cock. "They always are!"
"Good, I want you to be very happy Wilson." She smiled at him.
"Oh, I don't think I could be happier right now." He said breathing hard as the girls were now showing off for Mercedes and had lowered their other feet so they were now working his cock with both.
His fingers were still busy between their legs and they were rocking their hips and whimpering for him.
"Really? Maybe we could make you happier."
Mercedes had her arms crossed over her chest and now removed them .Wilson's eyes immediately found her tits and he licked his lips, "Damn they're beautiful my Mistress."
"Glad you like them, but of course I know there are other parts you would rather see."
Turning around, Mercedes grabbed the edge of a small recliner and pulling it over in front of the couch sat down. Raising her leg she extended it until her booted foot was in front of Wilson's face.
"Would you like to take my boot off?"
"Oh, yes."
Sliding his hands from between the girl's legs, he cupped her heel in one hand while unzipping her boot with the other.
"Would you like us to leave, Mistress?" Kim asked.
"No, I would like you to stay and continue." She looked down at where Wilson's impressive cock was twitching between their feet.
Wilson slowly pulled her boot off and stared longingly at her small foot in his hands. Mercedes had painted her nails a deep red and wiggling them playfully at him asked, "Do you like my feet Wilson?"
"Like the rest of you, your feet are perfect my Mistress."
"Would you like to taste them?"
"M...may I?" he asked, his eyes wide.
"You may worship them Wilson, show your Mistress how sexy you find her feet."
With a look of lust that caused her nipples to harden, Wilson brought her foot to his face and sucked her big toe into his mouth. He sighed as his tongue swirled around her toe and she began to breathe heavier as his eyes rolled back in his head. He removed her big toe and one by one worked the others with his tongue, before sucking them into his mouth.
"Why don't you play with the girls Wilson, I'll hold my foot there."
He let her foot go and both girls spread their legs, letting him slide his fingers back inside them.
"Put your thumb on their clits, get my girls off nice and hard, show me how good you are to the pretty young girls I hand pick just for you."
Both girls moaned as his thumbs began working their clits. Wilson however seemed more engrossed in Mercedes foot which he was now licking heel to toe. Mercedes felt a shudder go through her as she watched a New York City judge lick her feet the way a dog would.
Wilson's eyes were now open and staring at her tits while his tongue worked along the length of her foot. Raising her other leg straight up, she unzipped her boot and laughed, "Seeing your hands are busy, I'll get this one."
She removed the boot and pulling her foot from his hands spread both her legs out until her feet were in the girls faces.
"Oh. May we?" Kim asked her blue eyes wide with desire. Mercedes wasn't sure if she was that excited or she was a great actress, but all that mattered was the look on Wilson's face as he stared at her foot in Kim's face.
"You may." Mercedes answered, "Both of you deserve something for being so good to my best client."
Kim and Misty both took her toes into their mouths and began sucking. The sensation did nothing for her, however the lust on Wilson's face had her hotter than she'd been even while watching Paula getting face fucked.
Wilson was moving his head rapidly back and forth watching the girls worship her feet. Her eyes focused on Kim enjoying how good her dark foot looked against her ghostly complexion. After a moment she turned back to Wilson and reaching down to where her legs were spread wide open, cleared her throat.
Wilson looked at her then made to look back at Kim, but then did a comical double take when he saw her legs open. Mercedes grabbed the thin strip of the black thong and pulled it to the side, exposing her pussy to him.



"Oh, Goddamn." He said softly.
His words were followed by a moan and Mercedes looked down to see his cock twitching between her girl's feet.
"Stay still ladies, I don't want our guest coming just yet, I have something special in store for him."
They stopped moving and Mercedes looked at Wilson, "Make my girls cum and I'll give you a treat."
"I...I can't think of a much better one," he whispered staring at her pussy.
Mercedes spread it open for him, showing off her pink flesh and rubbed her finger through it. Kim moaned around her foot and Misty followed suit as Wilson began working their pussies faster. Mercedes lowered her feet and pressing them to each of the girl's tits began working their nipples with her toes.
"Oh, fuck that's hot!" he moaned, "Oh, Mistress thank you!"
Mercedes felt her pussy moistening around her finger. This was the proper response. Not the arrogance of some young punk, but the full respect of a powerful man who was completely enslaved to her. Each of the girls had begun moaning and rocking their hips, Misty began playing with her other nipple and Kim quickly followed suit.
She noticed Misty's eyes were focused on her pussy and began wondering if she were the only woman she knew who was not attracted to other women.
On a whim, Mercedes grabbed Misty's ankle and pulled her foot to her pussy. Misty moaned and Mercedes breath caught as she rubbed her toe against her sensitive clit. She worked her hips, sliding Misty's foot through her pussy and getting it nice and wet. She looked over to see Misty's eyes half closed and her lips parted as she worked her foot into Mercedes pussy. Pulling her foot away she said, "Now let our guest have a taste."
Misty obediently brought her foot to Wilson's lips. "Oh, I am truly not worthy," he said, then laughed, "But I'll take it!"
He all but devoured Misty's small foot, his eyes rolling back in pleasure as he tasted her pussy from her flesh. Kim let out a small yelp and started bucking her hips harder and faster. Misty was releasing long loud moans and Mercedes wondered if either or both were faking. Pulling her foot from Misty's tit, Mercedes shoved it back into Wilson's face, looking at Kim she nodded and she did the same.
Wilson let out a loud gasp as he now had three perfect feet in his face and began flicking his tongue across all of their toes. He pumped his hips between the girls feet that were still against his cock and Mercedes chided him, "I said you're not to come yet, Wilson, behave yourself."
"I...I'm sorry Mistress, I..." he was cut off by Mercedes shoving her toe in his mouth, but didn't seem to mind.
Kim threw her head back and released a loud squeal and arching her back off the couch started thrusting her hips hard into Wilson's fingers. Across from her Misty cried out and then began emitting a series of high pitched yelps that sounded like hiccups.
As the two young girls yelped and squealed, Wilson was breathing hard and trying to do his best to get his tongue across the three sets of toes in front of him. Both of the girls sighed and relaxed back into the couch, and Kim cooed, "Oh, thank you sir!"
"Thank you Mistress." Misty added, her eyes locked back between Mercedes legs.
"Are you ready for your treat Wilson," Mercedes asked as she lowered her foot and rubbed the bottom of it across the dripping tip of his cock.
"Oh, yes please." He said softly as he removed his fingers from the girl's pussies and brought them to his lips.
"Ladies, you can sit and watch for now, I'll tell you when I need you."
Both girls nodded and sitting up, put their arms around Wilson who gave first Kim, then Misty a kiss. They giggled simultaneously and turning to the side pressed their tits against his chest and rested their heads on his shoulders. Mercedes rubbed her foot along the length of Wilson's cock and bringing her other foot down, placed it between his legs and wiggled her toes against his balls.
"Oh, Mistress, I..." his words turned into a long moan when, Mercedes caught his cock between her feet and rubbed them back and forth, working his cock against the soft soles.
Mercedes wrapped her toes around the head of his cock and curled them. She was rewarded with both a moan from Wilson as well as a squirt of pre cum across her toes. She started rubbing her feet up and down, getting his cock wet with his sticky fluid.
"Kim, hold his cock please."
Kim did as she asked and pressing her foot against his cock Mercedes was able to get it between her big toe and the one next to it. Kim let go and Mercedes jerked him off with one foot while the other dropped back down to his balls. Wilson was moaning and Mercedes watched as he stared wide eyed as the sight of his Mistress giving him a foot job.
Wilson's salt and pepper hair was hanging in his eyes and his face was red and covered in sweat as she continued to pump his cock with her foot.
Wilson was in good shape for his fifty plus years and lifting her foot Mercedes rubbed it across his still flat stomach and strong chest, she raised it to his lips and he eagerly sucked her toes, not caring they were coated with his pre-cum.
Mercedes still had her pussy exposed and her finger was lightly trailing through her wet flesh. She was breathing hard and already knew she would let Wilson get her off, but not right now, that would be his incentive to help, this was just to soften him up.
Right now there was nothing soft about Wilson as the muscles in his chest and arms were bulging as he strained not to move his cock against her foot and was, she was sure, also fighting the urge to come. Mercedes brought her foot back to his cock and this time placed her feet flat, so that his shaft was cupped between her insteps.
"Misty, get his cock nice and wet."
Misty leaned over and taking the head of his cock between her lips gave him a couple of quick sucks, before opening her mouth wide and allowing her spit to drool down the length of his shaft. She sat up and grabbing the backs of her knees, Mercedes began pumping her legs up and down sliding his cock between her feet,
"Oh shit!" Wilson moaned, "Oh Mistress, that...oh, it looks amazing."
"Just looks amazing?" she laughed, "How do my sexy feet feel, Wilson?"
"Better than I...oh!" he moaned loudly and despite his best efforts, his hips twitched, "I...I'm sorry Mistress, I..."
"Don't be," she told him. "Wilson, would you like to fuck my feet?"
"I...oh, may I?"
"You may. Go ahead and take them."
His eyes lighting up, Wilson grabbed the sides of her feet and pressed them hard around his shaft. Mercedes let herself relax and he pumped his hips, sending his cock thrusting between her soft feet. The girls were now gently kissing his neck and running their long nails down his chest, teasing and adding to his pleasure.
Mercedes hadn't asked them too, but it was a good move and she made a note to reward them at some point. Between them, Wilson was now whimpering and Mercedes could feel his legs trembling as he drove her feet up and down his long hard shaft.
His hands were trembling as well and he was gasping as he strained to hold back for as long as he could. Unable to do so any longer, Wilson released a loud cry and a thick stream of cum shot from his cock and came splashing down on her feet. Wilson gasped and stopped moving.
Mercedes quickly began pumping her feet, jerking him off again and keeping his cock spurting. His hot cum felt good dripping across her feet and looked even better on her dark skin. Wilson was groaning and thrusting his hips, his eyes never leaving the sight of his cock erupting all over her feet.
He let out a long moan and slumped back into the couch breathing hard. Mercedes slid her feet to the tip of his cock and he whimpered as using her toes she wrung a couple of more drops from his cock. Mercedes slowly removed her feet from his cock and said, "Oh, this won't do, girls will you clean this up for me?"
Without a word, both girls slid off the couch onto their knees and while Wilson watched, each took one of her feet and made a show of licking his cum from them.
"Oh my God." He panted as he watched their soft pink tongues clean his cum from her toes and feet.
The girls put on a good show, getting cum on their lips and then kissing over her feet and passing it back and forth with their tongues. Sheila had trained them damn well. When her feet were clean they each thanked her and sat back on their knees looking at her expectantly.
"Ladies, thank you for your help and for your exceptional hospitality you have shown my esteemed guest."
"It was our privilege." Kim said, with her head down.
"Then you will be happy to know you both have earned another privilege. I want you to tell Shelia that you and Misty are to be serviced by the man or woman of your choice tonight."
"Thank you Mistress!" Misty exclaimed.
"Now ladies if you'll excuse me, I would like some time alone with our guest."
Both girls stood and after donning their robes, leaned over and gave Wilson an affectionate kiss. They turned away and holding hands, which Mercedes was sure, was another little treat for Wilson left the room. Turning to look at Wilson, Mercedes smiled, "Did you enjoy your treat your honor?"
"I did." He gave her a tired smile, "Thank you Mercedes, I have fantasized about that for quite some time."
"I'm glad you enjoyed."
"I did, but..." He looked at her nervously, "Not to be ungrateful my Mistress, but I paid for two hours. I won't be able to get back here for quite some time and..."
"No worries, you're not done for the evening."
"Really?" he beamed at her, "What's next?"
"That is up to you." Leaving her bare feet on his thighs, Mercedes sat back in the chair and with a sigh said, "Wilson I need your help in an important matter."
"Is it the law, Mercedes?" he asked as he reached down to the table, removed a cigarette from the pack there and lit it.
"In a manner of speaking, but the trouble is not here and it's a...well it's for a friend."
Wilson took a drag on the cigarette. "How big is this favor?"
"Before I ask, I want you to know that without the friend who needs this favor the Velvet Rope would not have been able to open, let alone thrive as it has."
"Okay," he nodded, "Then I will at least hear you out; just know that I have limits to what I can do."
Mercedes frowned, she was hoping he would be more cooperative after her reward, but then again his was career where every move was scrutinized.
"There is a case that you will be hearing next month. The prosecuting attorney is Alexis Winters."
"I know Alexis, she's a goddamn animal. She'd eat her young, then spit them out and sell them to someone else."
"She's also a dear friend of mine and as I said a big part of how I'm here in the first place."
"And the favor is?"
"She needs to win this case Wilson."
"Mercedes, with all due respect, I can't start rendering verdicts for favors. Looking the other way and asking friends to is one thing, but fixing a trial?"
"I assure you that Alexis plays fair Wilson. I have spoken to her, she has the evidence she should win the case, but the defense..."
"Abrams. Reggie McAlister's former partner. He's damn good."
"And damn dirty and you know that, everyone does, he learned from the best of the worst." Mercedes put her hands out, "He can't win clean, but he can stall and stall, all the while using his political connections to try to force the city to get involved where it shouldn't."
Wilson remained silent and sat smoking his cigarette, his eyes lost in thought. He was still naked and Mercedes stared down at his semi hard cock which was dripping down his leg. Would she need to fuck him, she wondered.
"Mercedes, you're right in what you say, but Alexis will win in the end. I'm pretty well connected myself and know she's good friends with Mark Phillips from Rhode Island, the only attorney to ever defeat Reggie McCallister. If she's keeping that company she can prevail."
"I also know Mark." Mercedes said and holding his gaze added, "Quite well, he is a client here."
"I'm not surprised. The bad boy attorney" Wilson laughed, "So does that mean that Alexis..."
"Yes." Mercedes nodded. "She is one of us so to speak Wilson; her games in the courthouse are just the tip of the games she plays. We're all family here and again without her we would not be sitting here."
"You would still be flying out of town to try to line up call girls hoping you don't get caught. But because of her you come here and have every fantasy indulged by the best of my girls. Surely that is worth you granting the verdict you would anyway, only much quicker."
"Abrams has the mayor behind him. I've had this conversation already and was asked to render in Abrams favor." He sighed, "Talk about damned if you do and damned if..."
"The Mayor can't hold you to the verdict Wilson, what is he going to do, tell the city he was asking something unethical of you?"
"True, but..."
"And can you get a foot job from him? Can the mayor secure you girls of barely legal age that you can play with, or domme's that can both punish and reward you?"
"Are you saying if I don't do this, I will be banned from here?" he asked.
"No, I'm asking you to remember who takes care of you, Wilson. I think you need to know at the end of the day who holds more sway."
"Holds more..." His eyes widened, "You're going to blackmail me aren't you?"
"No, Wilson, that is not what I..."
"The hell it isn't!" He snapped, "I should have known this would happen! Well I'll tell you right now Mercedes, I can bring you down as easily as you can..."
"Enough!" she snapped.
Wilson had been submitting to her for years and the sound of her voice caused him to immediately fall silent. He looked down and she began speaking softly,
"Wilson we're not just sub and Mistress, we have a business relationship and I would like to think a friendship. I would never do that to you. In the end we would both fall. However, what I am asking is that you take care of my friend as she has taken care of me which has allowed me to take care of you."
"I'm sorry I..." he put the cigarette out and shook his head. "I guess I just get nervous about this sometimes."
"Understandable. But Wilson I'm also not asking you to do anything unethical, but rather stop someone who is. This is cut and dried, does the city need to spend tax dollars and there be a circus while this asshole digs and digs? And," she pointed at him, "If he keeps digging maybe he traces you here, so end it quickly no?"
"He may dig anyway."
"I have people that can handle him. I have connections that make his look like a joke, but I have no one else who can render a verdict."
"You're saying you could protect me?" he rolled his eyes.
"My friends can. But it won't come to that. You render your verdict and you deny an appeal. Case closed."
"I don't know Mercedes; I just don't like feeling as if I'm being forced. I'm submissive here, but my career is different."
"You will not go unrewarded Wilson." She said softly.
He looked at her for a moment then asked, "What will be my payment for this rather large favor?"
"What do you desire it to be?" she asked. "You can have anything you desire upon your word you will help Alexis."
Wilson stared at her and repeated "Anything I desire."
"Yes." She nodded and dropping her feet from his thighs slowly opened her legs.
His eyes widened and he shook his head, "I...I can't let my cock start deciding how I rule and..."
His voice trailed off when Mercedes untied the robe and sitting up, slid it from her shoulders. She sat back in the chair and watched him stare at her exposed tits.
"I...I can have...you?"
"Within reason." She said quietly. "You may have me, but you cannot take me, is that understood?"
"I would never. "
He stopped when she lifted her hips and sliding her thong over them lifted her legs and worked it down them. Her pussy was showing between her thighs and he licked his lips. Mercedes knew she had him.
She also knew she was going to have to let him fuck her and was not too happy about it. This was for the Circle not for her, but she had been worked up and Wilson would know enough to stay within his limits.
"I'll do it." He said quickly.
"I have your word," she asked, "Because Wilson if you don't come through you will not be allowed back here and in that case you may just learn what connections I have."
"You are threatening me!"
"Only if you break your word." She pointed out as she raised her legs and draped them over the arms of the chair leaving her pussy wide open for him. "If your word is good then you're going to get what you've always wanted and I get what my friend needs."
"You have my word, Mistress."
Mercedes saw that his cock was once again hard and pointing at the floor before the chair, she said, "Then come claim your reward Wilson."
Wilson slid off the couch onto his knees and placing his hands on her thighs looked longingly at her pussy. "May I?"
Mercedes relaxed at his words. Even though she was giving him something he was still going to play his part.
"You may and as you want to, you do not need to keep asking."
Wilson nodded and she could feel his fingers trembling on her thighs. Wilson lowered his face between her legs and blew lightly on her clit. He brought his hands higher up her thighs and spreading her open, flicked his tongue across her swollen button.
She released a soft moan for him, then a real one as he sucked her clit hard into his mouth and swirled his tongue around it. Mercedes reached down and ran her finger nails through his sweat dampened hair as he continued to tongue her clit.
Wilson lowered his tongue and after slowly working it through her wet lips, plunged it inside of her. She gasped when sucked hard, slurping her juices into his mouth. Wilson rocked his head, tongue fucking her pussy and closing her eyes, she sighed and let herself relax and enjoy his eager tongue.
Wilson removed his tongue from inside her and took his time flicking it around the soft folds of her wet pussy. She felt him place a finger at the entrance to her pussy and whispered, "You may."
Wilson pushed his finger deep inside her and she heard him moan into her flesh as he pumped it back and forth. His tongue made its way back to her clit and traced slow teasing circles around it. She moaned louder and started rocking her hips in his face.
She'd been worked up several times in the last half hour and was genuinely enjoying his tongue. Wilson was also licking and sucking slowly, his respect for her outweighing his eagerness. He was well trained no doubt. Mercedes opened her eyes and stared at the corner of the room she knew contained a camera.
She felt a surge of excitement as she realized this could be her video! She'd given him a foot job, the other girls would add to the fun and now he was going down on her. She would come and it would be for real and then she would let him fuck her, maybe she would even let him have her from behind! Then she would have her payback. She envisioned Amado strapped to a Saint Andrews cross, naked, whimpering, his genitals contained in a cock cage and...
"Oh!" she moaned and grabbed Wilson's shoulders, "Right there." She told him.
Wilson added a second finger inside her and she groaned with pleasure. His tongue continued to circle her clit and she whispered, "Faster."
Wilson obeyed, not only moving his tongue faster, but pumping his fingers harder into her pussy. She was so wet she could hear his fingers entering her and began to look forward to his cock. Oh, she was going to make that arrogant piece of shit scream for her! Wilson pressed his tongue harder against her swollen clit and she grabbed his wrist and pulled his hand to her tit.



Wilson obediently rolled her nipple between his fingers as she grabbed the spike in the other nipple and twisted it. She pumped her hips, pushing his fingers deeper inside her and released a long high pitched moan as she felt an orgasm beginning to race through her.
"Oh, suck that clit!" she demanded, "Suck it hard! Yes!" she cried out, "like that, just like..."
Mercedes let her head fall back as a long loud howl erupted from her throat. Lowering her legs, she clamped them around Wilson's head and bucked her hips wildly, grinding her convulsing pussy into his face. His tongue began to slow and she cried out. "Don't you dare stop! Lick my fucking pussy! It's what you wanted, now enjoy it!"
She squeezed her legs tighter and let loose with another loud scream as a second, but just as powerful orgasm slammed through her. Mercedes dug her hand hard into Wilson's scalp and she felt him moaning in to her pussy as she continued to cum for him. In her mind's eye she saw Amado in a queen's chair, licking the ass and pussy of every one of her girls.
He would be the night's entertainment. She gasped and arched her back so far off the chair she felt it crack. Her body seemed to hesitate then pussy contracted and she screamed again as a warm wet wave of fluid flowed between her legs.
She slumped back into the chair trying to catch her breath and letting her legs slide from Wilson's head. He sat back; gasping for air himself and Mercedes saw his entire face was drenched from her. Goddamn she hadn't squirted like that in years.
"My...my Mistress cums hard." He managed to get out.
Mercedes gave him a smile and with a deliberate glance at the camera, said, "Speaking of hard, are you going to just sit there or are you going to take your reward?"
"I..." he looked down at his swollen cock and she snapped, "Get up here and fuck me Wilson, don't make me regret giving you what you can't handle!"
Once again she threw her legs over the chair and grabbing him by the hair pulled him up. Wilson stood and leaning over the chair started to slide his cock up and down her sopping pussy.
"I said fuck me, not tease me!" Mercedes thrust her hips as she spoke and pushed the head of his cock inside her.
Wilson gasped and started to ease himself inside of her. She groaned as his sizable cock sank deep inside of her, but frowned as he slowly pumped her.
"What are you making love to me?" she demanded, "Fuck me! Come on your honor, show me what a bad boy you really are!"
Wilson gave her a smile and fucked her harder. Part of Mercedes loved that he was holding back, that even with her telling him to cut loose he was hesitating.
"Do I have to do it myself?" she asked and wrapping her powerful legs around his waist drew him deep inside her.
Mercedes pumped her hips and grabbing his head shoved his face down into her tit.
"I don't care if this is your reward or not, Wilson you'll fuck me the way I need it!" Another image of Amado formed in her mind, this time he was on his knees howling in pain and indignation as she fucked him with a strap on. "And oh, how I need it!"
Wilson took the hint and began driving his cock hard into her saturated pussy. She was so wet she could feel her sticky juice squirting from inside her every time he plunged his cock into her. He began sucking on her nipple and holding the back of his head she arched her back, shoving it deeper into his mouth.
Mercedes let her legs drop from around his waist and pulling her knees up to her chest placed her feet on his shoulders. This move lifted her hips off the chair and she cried out as his cock began plunging even deeper inside of her.
Mercedes bit down hard on his shoulder and her eyes rolled back as he yelped in pain around her nipple. She would be biting Amado and in more sensitive places than his shoulders, she would bite his nipples hard enough to draw blood and perhaps take him into her mouth just to nip the sensitive head and scrape him raw as she sucked him without using her lips to cover her teeth.
She released Wilson's shoulder in order to cry out again. She was bent in half at this point and he'd finally seemed to get the message she wanted it and was hammering away at her.
Mercedes looked up at the camera and gave a very real squeal as he removed his lips from her tit and shifted his arms until they were behind her knees and her ankles were now behind her ears. She looked up into Wilson's face and saw his eyes were closed and his face covered in sweat. He was breathing hard and so was she, Mercedes could feel the sweat pouring down her own face and couldn't remember the last time she had fucked like this.
"Suck on my toes." She moaned at him.
Wilson opened his eyes and turning his head smiled. Catching her toe in his mouth began to suck on it as he continued his pounding of her pussy. Wilson's cock was longer than average and at the angle he was fucking her, his shaft was sliding across her sensitive clit and with a start she realized she could cum again.
Cumming was something Amado wouldn't be doing. She would edge him for the entire night; have him so close he would be in pain! Mercedes laughed as Wilson hammered away at her and he looked at her oddly.
"I'm just loving you fucking me!" she told him, "Now make me cum again! Please your Mistress Wilson, make me want you again!"
"Again?" he gasped.
"You keep giving it to me like this your honor and there may have to be a retrial!" she whispered as she grabbed his head and drew him down to her.
Wilson's eyes widened and he fucked her even harder. He was driving into hard enough to cause his balls to slap against her ass and with her sweaty cheek pressed against his and her lips inches from his ear, Mercedes screamed at the top of her lungs as another orgasm slammed through her.
In her current position she couldn't move her hips and began moaning and squealing as she tried to squirm beneath his thrusting cock. She could feel her pussy convulsing around him and Wilson whimpered as he fucked her.
"Oh, you going to come for me your honor?" she asked, "You going to paint my little black pussy with your hot white cum?"
She was using the sweet little girl voice she used back when she was a college escort and Wilson's eyes widened as she continued, "Come for me your honor, oh, give me my prize for being your sweet reward!"
Wilson gasped and standing up, slid his cock from inside her and as she spread her legs and held her pussy open, he cried out and started jerking off. Mercedes moaned as the first hot spurts struck her clit and dripped through her wet lips. Despite having come not too long ago, Wilson was painting her pussy with a tremendous amount of cum.
Spreading her lips open further to expose her pink flesh, Mercedes looked up at the camera and released a long groan as the hot cum flowed down her pussy and into the crack of her ass. Mercedes closed her eyes and thought perhaps she would let Amado come, but it would be all over her or another woman's asshole and she would make him...
Mercedes sat up and placing her hands on Wilson's chest gave him a shove that sent him back onto the couch. He landed on the edge of the cushion and slid off onto the floor with a grunt. Standing up, Mercedes looked down at the cum dripping down her thighs and stepping up to him, hissed, "Lay on your back!"
Wilson looked into her wild eyes and immediately lay on his back. Mercedes quickly turned around and straddling him, dropped down on her hands and knees. She quickly rocked backwards, shoving her cum covered pussy into his face. Wilson made a gurgling sound of protest and Mercedes called out, "You made a mess of your Mistress's pussy your honor, please clean it up!"
Feeling more playful than she had since her days with Peter, Mercedes gave the camera a wink and using the little girl voice again continued, "If you do a good job, you'll get a treat!"
Wilson hesitated for just a moment, and then Mercedes felt his tongue beginning to swirl around her slippery clit. She moaned and wiggled her hips, sliding her oozing pussy across his tongue. Mercedes had to give him credit, Wilson was lapping up his own cum with no complaint and the fact he was sent a shiver through her.
Victoria had been right; she was calling the shots here. Wilson had just fucked the shit out of her, but she had loved it and he was doing anything she wanted. Looking down at his softening cock she bent her head and without using her hands, scooped it up with her mouth and swirled her tongue around it.
Wilson's hips jerked and from between her legs he moaned, "Mistress please, I...I can't." His begging caused her to again imagine her treat; the treat of getting her payback. This incredible fuck was going to be the most memorable of her life, because it was going to ensure her disgrace of an initiator got everything he deserved.
Wilson moaned and cock twitched in her mouth. Removing it, she said, "Oh, you'll get hard for your Mistress your honor, oh, yes you will. I'm not done with you yet!"
She went back to his cock with a vengeance. Wilson was whimpering into her pussy, but his cock was hardening and within seconds it was almost as hard as it had been. Mercedes was facing the camera and she made a show of taking him all the way down to his shaft and sliding her tongue out, licked his balls.
Wilson's hands were trembling as he had her cheeks spread and his tongue was desperately moving across her clit. She could feel herself getting ready to explode for the fourth time and began to wonder if she really might give Wilson another shot. No, he was a sub and...she shook her head back and forth on his cock and let herself get lost in the feeling of his hard flesh between her lips.
Wilson's legs were shaking beneath her hands as she forced his body to perform for her. Now that his cum had been cleaned off his tongue was making better contact with her clit and Mercedes breath caught as she felt her thighs shaking and her body prepared to climax. She pushed up and sat back and began driving her face down into Wilson's flickering tongue.
Staring at the camera she squealed and began grinding her hips, riding his face. For the benefit of the group, Mercedes grabbed her tits and played with her nipples while another orgasm flowed though her. This one wasn't as strong, but she could feel her legs shaking and her pussy was quivering against Wilson's tongue.
She released a sound that was close to a whimper and falling forward caught herself on her hands an sucked on his cock again. He was exhausted and had already softened, but she took him down to the balls again and sucked with all her skill. Wilson was between her legs pleading with her to stop, that he was too tired.
Mercedes smiled around his cock as she thought of someone else begging. But she wouldn't be sucking his cock, perhaps she would blindfold Amado and let a male sub blow him, let him get hard and ready to cum then remove the blindfold. That was going too far, but so had he.
Wilson's cock was now as hard as she could get it and swinging her leg over him, she reversed herself, grabbed his cock and guided it into her pussy. She drove down hard, and they both cried out as she impaled herself on his tired cock. She looked down to see Wilson was gasping for breath and staring up at her with a desperate look on his face.
"Please..." he moaned, "Mistress, please..."
"You don't have to beg your honor!' she gave him the little girl laugh, "I said you could fuck me!"
He released a loud moan and let his head fall back to the floor as Mercedes rode him fast and hard. She bucked her hips as hard as she could, then getting her legs under her, braced her hands on his chest and began bouncing up and down on his cock.
She was gasping herself and could feel the sweat pouring down her back and chest. Mercedes gave her head a toss sending her long sweat soaked hair over her shoulder and staring straight at the camera began riding Wilson like he was prize bull in a rodeo.
"Oh fuck!" she cried out. "Grab my tits, play with them!" she demanded.
Wilson groaned, but began to fondle her sweat slicked tits. Mercedes moved faster and harder, driving down so hard Wilson's hips bounced off the floor. Beneath her Wilson had his eyes closed and was moaning pathetically. Leaning over him, Mercedes said, "Grab onto me and fuck me as hard as you can. Because you don't stop until you come for me, understood?"
"Oh...oh God." He moaned.
Mercedes pulled him from inside her and getting on her knees next to him put her ass in the air. Wilson lay there gasping for a few seconds, then with a grunt of effort got to his knees behind her. Grabbing her slender hips he drove his cock deep inside her and she cried out, "Oh, just like that! Fuck me Wilson, fuck me like no one's fucked me in years!"
She kept her face up towards the camera and yelped each time Wilson buried himself deep inside her. Her sweat soaked hair was hanging in her face and she threw her head back, tossing it onto her back.
"Grab it!" she hissed at him. She felt Wilson take her hair in one hand while still holding her hip with the other. He was pulling on her hair, but not too hard, still showing some respect for her. Mercedes moaned as he continued fucking her, but behind her Wilson was gasping for breath and she wondered if he could get off. Looking for another way to get him there, she turned her head and told him, "Put your finger in my ass! Feel yourself fucking me!"
Wilson's eyes grew even wider and he slowly shoved his finger into her tight ass. She released a squeal for him and slammed her hips back into his plunging cock. She could feel his finger pressing against his cock through the thin skin between her ass and pussy and rolled her eyes back as he began fucking her even harder.
"Come for me." She called out "You wanted me, you got me! Now show me you're man enough to handle me!"
"I...I...oh, I can't!" he whimpered and stopped moving his hips.
Mercedes, spun around and roughly pushing him into a sitting position against the couch grabbed his cock and jerked it off. Wilson cried out and his hips bucked wildly as she tried to coax one more load from him. Mercedes smiled at the camera all the while thinking of torturing Amado's cock and the things she would make him say!
Bringing her head down, Mercedes took Wilson's straining cock into her mouth and sucked him while jerking him off. Wilson groaned then gasped, "Oh! Oh yes I...Oh, please don't stop please don't stop I...oh God!"
Wilson's cock twitched and a small amount of cum squirted into her mouth. Mercedes continued to suck, but more gently, milking every drop she could from him. When Wilson released a whimper so pathetic it sent a thrill through her, she removed her mouth from his cock and facing the camera, stuck her tongue out and let the cum drip from her mouth down onto her tits.
Mercedes then slumped back against the couch and sat there panting as her adrenalin rush began to fade. She looked over at Wilson who was staring at the ceiling, his chest heaving as he fought to catch his breath.
"Well, your honor," she gave him a tired smile. "Do you feel I have made your sacrifice worth it."
"Any more worth it and..." he paused and took a couple of deep breaths, "And you would have had to find another judge." He gave a tired laugh. "Remind me to be careful about asking you to repay any more favors."
Looking past Wilson and at the camera, Mercedes swept her hair from her face and with a cold smile said, "Well you know what they say, payback can be a real bitch."
*****
Mercedes looked up at a knock on her office door and called out, "Come in."
Shelia popped her head in and said, "My Mistress, there's a Mark Phillips here to see you."
"Send him in," Mercedes replied, feeling a sense of excitement running through her. "I've been expecting him, I guess I lost track of time."
"Forgetting a man that fine is coming to see you?" Sheila smiled, "I'd be counting the damn minutes."
"Careful what you wish for Sheila. Mark's reputation is well earned."
"I'd suffer nobly." She winked and stepped out of the office.
A moment later she came back and stepped aside to let Mark enter. Mercedes shook her head as, Shelia made a show of biting her hand behind him and when she'd closed the door Mercedes said, "Why hello Lovecraft, I take it you bring me good news?"
"I may in fact have come bearing gifts." Mark replied as he walked over to her desk.
As he approached, Mercedes couldn't blame Shelia's reaction to him. Mark was by far the best looking man Mercedes had ever met. He wasn't that tall, just short of six feet and was less than two hundred pounds, but not an ounce of that weight was anything but solid muscle.
That powerful build was on display in the black sleeveless shirt he was currently wearing, Even with the enormous demonic tattoos that covered both arms shoulder to elbow, Mercedes could make out the definition of the muscles beneath them.
Despite his physique Mark's face was still what caught most women's attention. Although he was sporting a heavy five o'clock shadow it did little to disguise his high cheekbones and flawless borderline pretty features. His thick black hair was tousled, but Mercedes knew that was as deliberate as if he had brushed it perfectly.
He came around her desk, and as she stood up and embraced him, he kissed her on the cheek and she found herself staring in the strangest eyes she'd ever seen. Mark's eyes were not one color, but several, a light golden brown mixed with green and even a few flecks of blue.
No one was sure how he did it, but Mark's eyes changed colors on occasion darkening to the point of being close to black. He had a heavy occult background and rumor was that was a sign of power. Mercedes however assumed it was a genetic fluke that he played into to go along with the persona that had earned him the nick name "The Dark Prince" throughout the Circle.
Mark made his way back around her desk and sitting down flashed a perfect smile.
"This club never ceases to amaze me Mercedes, it's just one big candy store."
"And does my brother have a sweet tooth tonight? She asked, "I'm sure I could find something to your liking."
"Hmm," his smile widened "I do have some time before I meet up with Alex."
Mercedes nodded and immediately thought of Sheila. She did owe her a reward and Mark had certainly caught her eye.
"Tell you what dear Lovecraft. I have a girl whom I would like to take care of as she is one of my best. If I were to give her to you, would you promise to be good to her?"
"You have my word."
"I'm serious, she does like it on the rougher side, but I can't have her being unable to work for several days."
"Oh, come on, I'm not that bad!" he laughed.
"Don't forget I've seen your video's and that snake between your legs you call a cock should be a registered weapon."
"Hey, not all men were created equally." He shrugged.
"Just be a good boy, she'll make it worth your while."
"Is she really young?"
"No, it's my assistant who just let you in." Mercedes smiled, "She's quite taken with you."
"Then she shall be taken by me." He smirked, "Been awhile since I've been with a woman of darker persuasion."
"Good." She nodded, "I need to keep my subs happy," she gave him a wink, "All of them."
"Oh, spare me, you couldn't turn a doorknob, never mind me."
"Oh, but I could because unlike your other girls I'm old enough to legally drink and know what I'm doing."
Mark laughed and rolled his eyes and she asked, "Would you like a drink?"
"Not right now, I'll get something at the bar with my company."
"So." Mercedes said with an expectant smile. "Not that I mind seeing you, but I'm hoping you are here as Lovecraft the enforcer and not Mark the bad boy attorney."



Mark flashed another killer smile.
"I bring good news my lady. Three days ago Felicia called me and told me your latest submission was amazing, that we're all going to love it."
"I figured you would," she pointed at him, "Now dear brother, tell me my efforts were not wasted."
"They were not!" he told her. "I spoke with Mistress Scarlett and by tomorrow a certain very nervous poser is going to be calling you asking where and when you want him."
Mercedes sat back in her chair and closed her eyes, savoring what she'd just heard. After a moment she opened them and saw Mark smirking at her. "I like that look my sister, I really do."
"But Amado is your brother, Lovecraft!" she laughed.
"One that never paid a fair price for his misbehavior."
"So, tell me Mark," Mercedes asked, unable to resist, "How did you get Scarlett to change her mind, she denied both you and Felicia previously."
"Oh, well." He shrugged, "It's the right thing Mercedes, rules are rules and..."
"That wasn't the case before." She sighed and said, "I guess maybe you were more persuasive this time out."
She was looking into his eyes when she said it and saw him blink, before he gave her a small smile and another shrug. "I guess."
"Bet it was a long conversation." She added. Then let him off the hook with the question she was dreading the answer to, "So what are my restrictions, I know Scarlett fears what I will do."
"She does, but she has left that to my discretion. I'm to tell you that if I feel you exceed the limits, I punish you."
"It might be worth it." She said quietly, "So tell me, what are the limits?"
"My lady." Mark began softly, "What he put you through was uncalled for and his getting away with it added to what was already a ridiculous air of entitlement even amongst the group. As enforcer it is my job to make sure rules are adhered to, but also to protect my sisters, even from their brothers. In his case I was unable to do so until now."
Leaning forward and crossing his arms on the table he said quietly, "The limit is there are no limits, I don't care what you do to him."
Mercedes felt a wave of excitement, but tried to reign it in. "The video will be seen, Scarlett will..."
"The video will be seen by Loki and he and I will edit out what should not be seen. If he tells Scarlett you did more, then I guess he's just lying isn't he?"
"You're serious?"
"No one hurts my sister's Mercedes, not even my brother. But I will set one rule upon you."
"What's that?"
"That if I don't think he's suffered enough, I will punish you."
"There will be no danger of that happening, I can assure you."
"Good." Mark nodded as he glanced at his watch, "I am greatly looking forward to your show," he smirked, "The unedited one."
While he spoke he reached into his pocket and pulled out a small rather cheap looking cell phone.
"Lose your phone, Mark?"
"No, this is for you, I did say I came bearing gifts no?"
"I have a phone," she told him "And I dare say a better than that one."
"Nope." He told her. "This one is special at least for the moment." He glanced at his watch again, "So I do need to get going if I'm going to you know, suffer through a favor for you and entertain your attractive assistant."
He was sitting there smiling like the cat that ate the Canary and with shrug, Mercedes picked up the phone on her desk and called Sheila's suite. It was barely seven pm and Mercedes new she wouldn't start taking clients until later.
"Yes my mistress."
"Sheila, are you busy?"
"Not at the moment why?"
"Because it seems that my friend Mark is feeling a bit lonely and could use some company. Do you think..."
"It would be my pleasure!" Sheila exclaimed.
"It will be your pleasure, my loyal friend." Mercedes said softly, "Mark is going to take very good care of you."
"But its for me to please..."
"No, Mark is my gift to you for all that you do, so enjoy as you wish. Meet him at the bar in five minutes okay?"
"Thank you Mistress!"
"Thank you Sheila."
Mercedes hung up the phone to see Mark holding the cheap phone to his ear.
"You can't stay off the phone for a ten minute visit?" She asked.
Mark shook his head and asked, "This a good time for you? Seven on Tuesdays?"
"I...time for what? What the hell are you doing?"
"Hello?" He spoke into the phone. "Yes, its Mark, we all set?" he listened for a minute then nodded, "Great, so once a week at this time will be good? Okay, I'll hold on..."
Mercedes rolled her eyes and sat back in the chair waiting for him to get off the phone.
"Hi!" He exclaimed in an odd tone, "Um, no, but hold on..." he frowned, "Um...yeah that's great...but hold on one second."
Mark removed the phone from his ear and held it out to her.
"Who is it?" she asked, taking it from him, "Someone from the group?"
"Just answer the phone Mercedes." Mark told her as he stood up, "But before you do remember, nothing in the Circle is free. For years you've made our group strong and for that I owe you." He leaned over and kissed her forehead, "This is how I've decided to pay that debt, now say hello."
Mark turned around and quickly walked towards her door. Mercedes lifted the phone to her ear and said, "Hello, this is..."
"Hi aunty!" Jennifer's voice chirped in her ear.
"I..." Mercedes, felt her throat tighten and looking up she saw Mark turn just as he was leaving and wink at her.
"Aunty?"
"I...I'm here." She whispered, "How are you honey?"
"I'm really good! School's really good!"
"Its good to hear your voice." Mercedes told her, "And I saw your picture, you're a beautiful young lady!"
"Mommy says I look like you!"
"I...I think you do."
"I do, I saw your picture, you're reeeelly pretty."
"Why thank you!" Mercedes could feel tears running down her face, but at the same time she was smiling so hard her cheeks were beginning to hurt.
"Thank you for my school stuff!" Jennifer exclaimed, "I got fun stuff too"
For the next few minutes Mercedes sat and listened to Jennifer ramble on from one subject to the next. She heard all about her teacher, the hamster her class had for mascot and how they had snack time and mommy kept sending her with peanut butter and jelly sandwiches' even though according to Jennifer peanut butter 'kind of sucks'.
The entire time she spoke Mercedes sat there smiling, she couldn't remember the last time she'd been this happy. At one point Jennifer mentioned going to the playground with daddy and started talking about Roger.
Mercedes let her mind drift a little at that point and wondered how the hell Mark had done this. Victoria had obviously told him the story and she would not have put it past him to fly down there and make some insane threat to her brother. Then again, maybe he just contacted the New Orleans group, their Mistress Aphrodite had visited The Velvet Rope several times and knew Mercedes well.
With a sigh she decided to not worry about it and just enjoyed listening to Jennifer talk excitedly about anything and everything. Every time Jennifer came to an S it came out in a lisp and Mercedes thought it was the cutest thing she'd ever heard.
Jennifer kept coming back to school and Mercedes said, "I'm glad you enjoy school honey, its important."
"That's what mommy says!" she told her in that insanely cheery voice, "she says you were really good in school."
"I was." Mercedes nodded, "And you will be too."
"You're really smart huh, aunty?"
"I suppose I am, but only because of school."
"Mommy says I'm real smart too." Jennifer giggled and added, "I'm going to just like you aunty!"
Mercedes closed her eyes and with a sigh said, "No honey, you're going to be much different than me."
*****
At three in the afternoon between lunch and dinner Café' Reggio was far less crowded than it had been when Mercedes had met Victoria for lunch last week. This what she'd been hoping for when she arrived and as she made her way through the maze of tables on the patio she saw Jack at the far end of the bar speaking with the customers sitting there.
Going over to the other end of the long bar, Mercedes sat down and placed the gift bag she'd brought with her in front of her and gestured to the other bartender.
"Yes ma'am, what can I get for you today?"
"I'd like two apple martinis please."
He looked at her strangely, probably wondering if they were both for her and she added, "One's for a friend."
With a shrug he began to mix the drinks and Mercedes watched Jack's back, hoping he wouldn't turn around. As she watched him gesturing with his hands, the men and women in front of him were laughing and Mercedes caught herself smiling. She'd been smiling a lot lately, her conversation with Jennifer two nights ago had been one of the best moments of her life over the last few years. After Jennifer had chatted herself into repeating things, Michelle had taken the phone and promised Mercedes she would have Jennifer call once a week.
Mercedes asked her why there was a sudden change of heart and Michelle told her all she knew was that Roger had told her he felt he was wrong to keep Jennifer from speaking with her aunt and to have her call once a week.
Before she'd hung up, Michelle had made her night even better by saying that Roger had told her to pass it onto her that as long as she was paying he would allow Mercedes to fly Michelle and Jennifer up to New York for a few days during Christmas vacation.
Mercedes had been unable to hold back from catching Mark as he'd left Shelia's suite and after practically throwing herself into his arms, a scene that garnered more than few odd looks from the people around her, asked him what the hell he'd done.
Mark was evasive, then finally admitted to flying down to Louisiana the previous weekend and taking a trip to Bridge City where he had a long talk with her brother. When she pressed him for details Mark just gave her the smug smile that always made the people who knew him want to smack him, and uttered his trademark phrase "Dirty little secrets are best when they're kept secret."
She'd let it go at that and told him she owed him anything he wanted. Marks eyes widened when she said that offer included a night with her, if he so chose, telling him she would ask Scarlet for the granted time, but with a smile he declined, saying his sister being happy was enough for him. Mercedes nodded and wondered if it were truly that or would Scarlett not be willing to share her pet?
Compared to the idea that she was going to meet Jennifer in a few months her payback with Amado was just going to be icing on the cake. As Mark had promised, Amado had called and Mercedes had told him it wouldn't be for two weeks. As bad as she wanted him she wanted him to squirm and worry about what was in store for him, before he got there.
All in all Mercedes was feeling quite good and she'd found herself replaying her session with Wilson over and over. To her surprise she was feeling pretty horny the last couple of days, but fact remained Wilson was a sub who had received the night of a lifetime and she couldn't give in to him again.
She'd thought of Marcus, but again she could not play that game. As she'd lied there in bed, a silver bullet vibrator between her legs she'd recalled Victoria's comment about just fun and had been reminded of Jack.
"Here you go ma'am." The bartender placed the two drinks in front of her, "Will that be all?"
"No, what I'd like you to do is give one of these to Jack down there."
"You want to give the bartender a drink?" he asked, raising his eyebrows.
"Yes."
"We're not supposed to accept..." he stopped, when withdrawing a fifty from her wallet she handed it to him, "Keep the change of course."
"Thank you!" he gave her a big smile and picking up one of the martinis headed over to Jack.
Mercedes took a sip of hers as she watched the bartender approach Jack, who turned to him and looked down at the drink he was being offered. Jack looked over the bartender's shoulder over to where she was sitting.
Mercedes lifted her drink in a cheers gesture and gave him a wave. Jack looked at her, a slight smile on his face, and then said something to the bartender who returned still holding the drink.
"He...he said he wasn't interested." He said nervously, "Um...sorry ma'am."
"That's okay." She said still looking at Jack who now made a shooing gesture with his fingers as she had done to him. "I understand." She took another swallow of her martini and putting it down grabbed the gift bag and sliding off the seat began to walk away.
"Hey hold on!" she heard Jack call out behind her. Turning around she saw he was now at her end of the bar, "Wow. You give up easy!"
She turned back and returning to her seat, shrugged as she sat back down. "I figured you were serious, not like I wouldn't deserve it."
"Well yeah, you would actually." He gave her wink, "But maybe I like the abuse."
"Careful with that." She said softly.
"What was that?"
"Never mind, private joke. But I'm glad you came over."
"Me too." He said with a big smile that Mercedes found far more engaging than she had last week. "Nice trick with the drink, but you could have made it better."
"How so?" she asked
"You should have sent me a glass of Wild Turkey."
"Wild Turkey?"
"Yeah, because you told me too.."
"Oh yes!" Mercedes clapped her hands delightedly and laughed, "Oh that would have been perfect!"
"That's a great sound." He told her, "Last week you looked like someone who forgot how to laugh."
"You know, I think you're right about that, but I'm trying to remember how." She gave him a wink, "I'm trying to remember all the things I used to do for fun."
"Really?" he turned serious and made a show of stroking his chin. "I might just know someone who can help with that."
"Yeah? Okay, but make sure he moves slowly, I was told I probably couldn't handle it if it was in front of me so..." she trailed off.
"Sorry about that." He told her. "I was having a bit of bad day myself, trust me you look like you could handle anything you wanted too."
"You don't know the half of it." She laughed.
"Is that another private joke?"
"Maybe, but maybe one I'll share with you another time, but for now." She pushed the bag over to him, "This is for you, a small way of saying I'm sorry."
Jack gave her another smile and Mercedes noticed the smile also touched his blue eyes and found herself smiling back as he reached into the bag. He un-wrapped the tissue paper and whistled at the sight of the Sports Illustrated Swimsuit issue Victoria had appeared on several years ago.
"Damn,I...hey its autographed!"
"I told you I'd get you one."
"Jack held up the magazine and read the inscription, "To Jack, New York's hottest bartender, keep pouring it on, love Victoria." He laughed, "I'm going to frame this and put it up behind the bar! Damn, Victoria Redding."
"Well I hope that makes us even then." She nodded, "Victoria wearing very little can make men forget pretty much anything."
"Well she is fine, but, well..." he gave her a mischievous smile, "I think I'd rather see you in a nice bikini."
"Yeah?" she shook her head. "Sorry, not much of beach person," she sighed, "I burn too easily."
"Oh, well..." he stopped and seeing her smiling broke out laughing, "Oh, I get it! But okay, no bikini for me, my loss."
"Perhaps lingerie would suffice?" she asked, "maybe something white or yellow to enhance my," she laughed, "Exotic skin tone?"
"Lingerie?" he whistled, "Wow you really know how to apologize."
"Jack you would be amazed at what I know how to do." She reached out and put her hand on his arm, "But seriously, I work most nights, but tomorrow's Friday and I took it off, do you like to dance?"
"I like to do whatever you like to do." He told her.
"Again, watch your words Jack."
"Am I ever going to get these jokes?"
"That's up to you, because trust me, there's a hell of a punch line to them."
"I'll take my chances."
"Hmmm" she made a show of thinking, "Well, we'll see, but for tomorrow what I need is to laugh and have some fun."
"Hopefully you won't be laughing during the fun."
"No, hopefully I'll be moaning, but that's up to you." She laughed at the look on his face then sliding off the stool handed him her number written on a piece of paper, she'd thought of giving him one of her business cards, but wanted to keep this separate from that part of her life, very separate. "Give me a call after five tomorrow."
"I will," he nodded, "But um...one thing?"
"What's that?"
"What's your name?" he held up the paper where she had just written her number.
"You don't know?"
"Well unless your name really is "not interested" I never caught it."
"Oh." Mercedes laughed, "That's right!"
"So, let's start over." Reaching out Jack took her hand and bringing it to his lips said, "Why hello beautiful, I'm Jack!"
Leaning over the bar, Mercedes put her arm around his neck and drawing him close to her gave him quick kiss, then pressing her cheek to his, whispered in his ear, "Nice to meet you Jack, you can call me...Tonya."
*****
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"Hey, Julie, what about this one?" I held up a pink blouse, "It's cute," I turned it around to show the top half of the back was lace, "But sexy, too."
"It would be sexy if the front was lace," Julie laughed, then added, "On me, anyway, for you...well less is more."
"Hey!" I exclaimed indignantly, "My boobs aren't that small."
"Not too big either." Julie smirked, but held her hands out, "I'll try it on, might be kind of tight in the chest though."
"Keep talking, Chesty Mc Boob, and you can go buy something to wear for the party." I threw the shirt at her. "We can't all be top heavy."
"Aww," Julie laughed, "Don't be mad, Heather, I'm only teasing."
"It gets kind of old after awhile." I sat on the edge of the bed and self consciously crossed my arms over my chest.
"Seriously?" Julie held the blouse up to her chest, while looking in the mirror, "Heather, the only thing you don't have is big tits, the rest of you is perfect."
"Right." I sighed, "Don't worry, you can borrow my clothes, you don't have to kiss my ass."
"That's what I mean," she lowered the shirt, "I can't think of a guy in any of our classes who wouldn't kiss your ass. You walk down the hallway they all turn around and watch."
"Whatever." I shrugged.
"Whatever, I wish I got those looks," she laughed and slapped her ass, "I've got as much in the back as the front, not every guy likes junk in the trunk. You got that cute little butt that looks good in anything."
"You think so?" I asked, a shy smile spreading across my face.
"Know so, like I said they all look. Next time you're in school just walk by some guys and turnaround quick, you'll see them looking."
I refrained from saying whatever again. Last year boys looking at me mi meant something, but things had changed and it was no longer men I wanted attention from.
"And never mind those long ass legs." Julie continued, "I'd kill for those, I would never wear skirts as short as you do. But I suppose you'll say you don't know that either, miss cheerleader."
"You think I have nice legs?" I wanted to smack myself as soon as I asked, but Julie didn't seem to think anything of it.
"I just said you did and I'm not trying to score a shirt, Heather, you're a pretty girl." She finally looked up from the blouse. "Which brings me to something."
"What's that?"
"Why the hell don't you have a boyfriend?"
"Oh." I looked around evasively, "I don't know, I guess I'm in college to study not fool around and party."
"You don't have to be a party girl to have a boyfriend." She cocked her head and pursed her lips in thought. Julie had nice full lips, they looked soft and inviting and I sucked on my upper lip, wetting it at the image of kissing her. "I can't even remember you going on a date since...the party at the end of last semester?"
"Um, yeah I guess it's been awhile." I admitted, "I have that shirt in purple if you..."
"And I fixed you up for that one, Chad was cute and a really nice guy. He said you said no to another date and wouldn't even call him back."
"Not my type." I said honestly, at least not anymore.
Julie looked as if she were going to continue, so I said, "Hey you need to get to work, don't you? You going to pick something out or talk about my sex life?"
"That would be a short conversation." She replied, "Unless you're seeing someone no one knows about."
"Maybe." I gave my long brown hair a toss, "I am cute you know and I was just told I had a nice butt."
"Liar." She said, "I was just wondering if maybe you..." she trailed off.
"What?" I asked nervously.
It was Julie's turn to look away and my heart missed a beat. I'd heard a rumor she had been hanging around with Krissy who was into woman and open about it. I had avoided asking if it were true because the conversation could turn quickly on me. Instead, I used the image of Julie and Krissy as inspiration when I was in bed and too lazy to pull the lap top over and watch some porn.
"Nothing." She waved her hand at me. "And you're right, I need to get moving, mind if I try it on?"
"Not at all." I leaned over and picked up the black skirt at the edge of the bed, "I wear it with this if you..."
I stopped when Julie stripped her t-shirt off. Her long honey blond hair flowed back down over her shoulders and back, but what my eyes fixed on was her impressive chest. Top heavy was a good description for her.
Julie's breasts seemed as if they were ready to spill out of her red lace bra she was wearing and I had to refrain from licking my lips. The top and inner halves of her creamy globes were visible and my palms itched at the thought of what they would feel like, how warm and firm, andheavy they would be.
I was glad my arms were crossed because my nipples were now hard and aching as they always were these days when I stared at a woman. Julie was a friend, but not a best friend, not like Holly whom I had grown up with yet still had some naughty thoughts about, Julie was someone I met at college last year so technically it wasn't too improper to think of her I that way.
There was nothing in me that could stop fantasizing about her and now it was not just my nipples reacting to seeing even just part of her breasts. The lace was thin and as Julie put her t-shirt down I could make out the shadow of her nipples through the material. I shifted on the bed and felt my panties pulling away from my moist pussy. Damn, I as getting wet fast these days.
Julie added to the situation by dropping the shirt and slipping her shoes off, unzipping her jeans and pushing them over her hips. "May as well try the skirt on while I'm here."
"Jeez, I don't want to see your ass." I lied with a nervous laugh.
"Then why are you looking at me?" she came back with, "Look the other way, but since when did you get all weird about this?"
"I...I'm not I..."
"Not like I'm in less than a bikini would be." She pointed out while kicking off her jeans
Julie leaned over to get the skirt and I looked past her to the mirror on my closet door. She was wearing a pair of red boy shorts. I loved how those looked, especially on a girl like Julie who, as she had stated, had a little curve to her. The well rounded cheeks of her ass protruded from the red material and my clit was throbbing while I stared at the darker patch of material between her lush thighs.
Lush? I'd been reading too much erotica, but the word fit her soft body. Julie stepped into the skirt, giving me a nice view of her inner thigh and pulled it up over her hips,
"Good thing it stretches," she sighed, "Can't all be a slender angel like you."
"What did you call me?" That was the name of a series of videos I'd seen on Lesbia featuring petite girls.
"Uh...slender angel." She picked up the blouse and quickly pulled it over her head.
"Where'd you get that from?" I prodded, was she watching the same movies I was? Was she curious or had she already been with Krissy?
"I...heard it somewhere." She looked down at the top which fit comfortably on me, but was tight on her. "Hmm, this could work."
"Really tight."
"Like I said," she hefted her breasts, "Could work, and the skirts long enough I can wear my new boots." She turned to look at herself in the mirror and pulled her blonde hair from the back of the shirt. "How do I look?"
"You look great." I said cautiously.
"So I can borrow the outfit?"
"Sure, bring it back whenever, have fun at the party."
"I hope so." she laughed, "Told my folks I'm sleeping over Jen's in case, you know I find a better place to...not sleep."
"I heard Krissy is going to be there." I tossed out.
The look on her face sent a thrill through me. "Krissy, yeah, I think she is."
"Who's she dating now?" I gave a mischievous smile, "She goes through more girls than any guy I know."
"How would I know?" she asked defensively "Not like I keep track and like you said, she's not into guys."
"Doesn't mean you wouldn't know if she's with someone." I kept it up, hoping I could get a clear sign from her.
Of course even if Julie flat out admitted she was into girls some or all of the time, what would I do? What I'd done for most of the past year, nothing.
"I don't pay attention to what she does."
"Been awhile since you had a date too."
"Hence going to the party." She smiled, "Want to come?"
"I can't, my mom says I have to stay home tonight." I sighed.
"Why? I thought you said they were going out tonight."
"They are, but she said it has to do with a surprise so..." I shrugged, "Hopefully it's worth staying home for."
"You'll have to let me know." Julie said, stripping the shirt off.
I stared at her soft stomach and the move lifted her breasts to an even better angle. She stood there in her bra folding the blouse, then pushed the skirt off. This time when she bent down she was facing me and I was staring straight down into her vast cleavage. Damn they looked good and so close I could smell her vanilla body spray.
Julie put one hand on the bed next to my leg to steady herself as she pulled her jeans on and I watched her tits jiggle. My face was heating up, but nowhere near the level of heat between my legs. Julie looked up and for a moment her face was less than a foot from mine. I stared into her baby blue eyes and she returned the stare.
My breathing became heavier and my heart was pounding as I saw her moisten her lips and everything in me screamed to lean over and kiss her. She wasn't moving and had a nervous expression on her face that most likely mirrored my own at the moment. Julie seemed to be waiting for something. Was it for me to make a move, take the plunge and show her I was interested, or was she debating doing the same?
Julie leaned in closer and I held my breath, my eyes locked on her lips. Those lips parted and as I titled my head to meet them, she blurted, "Shit!" and stood up, pointing at the clock on my nightstand, she grabbed her t-shirt, "I'm so fucking late!"
"Oh." I said simply, hoping to hell she hadn't noticed I'd started to close my eyes and pucker up.
Julie hurriedly pulled up her jeans and zipped them. She was keeping her head down, her long hair covering her face, but when she had to pull on her t-shirt I saw her cheeks were as red as mine felt. She so knew what had almost happened! But was she frustrated like me, or embarrassed for me because I was misreading something.
"I'll call you tomorrow morning and tell you about the party and you can tell me what your big surprise was, okay?" Julie put her coat on and picking up the clothes, said, "Thank you, I'll get them back day after Christmas, I won't have time tomorrow cause I'll be busy, that okay?"
She was speaking in a nervous rush and I gave her a forced smile, "Sure, take your time, like you said I have no one to dress up for, right?"
"I was just playing around, but I...I gotta go." She gave me an awkward hug and a quick kiss on the cheek, "I'll call tomorrow, but won't see you, Merry Christmas, Heather."
I returned the quick peck on the cheek wishing I had the nerve to just plant one on her lips and said, "Merry Christmas."
Julie hurried out of my room and watching her ass sway in her tight jeans I sighed, if I'd had the nerve I could have just made it a very merry Christmas.
***** I looked up at the sound of a knock, "Heather, can I come in?" Julie called out.
"One sec!" As soon as she'd left I taken my jeans and panties off and slipped under the covers to give myself some relief and reply a much better version of what had happened between us just now.
I sat up and had kicked the covers off when the door opened and Julie came in.
"Hey, I said wait!" I exclaimed, pulling the covers up to my lap.
"Sorry," she closed the door behind her and I heard a click as she thumbed my lock.
Julie took her jacket off and sat next to me on the bed, "Heather I need to ask you something."
"What?" I asked, looking down where she had put her hand over mine.
"Just now, did you..um, well...." she took a deep breath, "Heather, did you want to kiss me?"
Oh my God! What the hell was I supposed to say? Of course I wanted to, but if she didn't want that, then I'd look like a fool and my secret would be out. But if she did then this was my chance and...
"Because I really wanted to kiss you." Julie said, stopping my racing mind.
"You...you did?"
"I did. I...I do." Squeezing my hand she whispered, "Please say you wanted to kiss me."
My response wasn't to tell her I wanted to, but to do it. Her words had been what I'd been longing to hear from a girl for months and taking her face in my hands I kissed her hard. I moaned at the feeling of those luscious lips pressed to mine and Julie whimpered softly as she returned my kiss with equal passion.
I gasped when her tongue pushed against my lips, but parted them and eagerly accepted her soft wet tongue. While we continued to kiss, Julie grabbed the bottom of my t-shirt and pulled it up. I broke the kiss and raised my arms so she could pull the shirt off me and cried out in pleasure when Julie lowered her head and sucked my swollen pink nipple into her mouth.
"Oh, yes!" I moaned, wrapping my hands into her long hair and shoving her face into my chest.
Julie opened wide and took not just my nipple, but a good part of my small breast into her mouth, she sucked hard, swirling her tongue across my aching tit, before removing her mouth and attacking my other nipple with a passion that sent a wave of heat through me. It was my turn to grab her shirt as I moaned, "I want yours! Please let me see them!"
Julie lifted her head and with a sexy giggle that made me squirm into the sheets, she raised her arms over her head. I yanked her shirt up over her head and tossed it away, before it hit the floor, Julie's hands were behind her back, unhooking her bra, but unwilling to wait even those few seconds, I grabbed the cups and yanked them down, causing her breasts to spring free.
"Oh my God." I whispered at the sight of her huge round tits.
Julie's nipples were a deep rose red and as hard as mine. I cupped them and giving them a squeeze rubbed my thumbs across her nipples. Julie whimpered and as I fondled her breasts, put her hands on mine, teasing my nipples between her fingers. She leaned over and our lips met as we fondled each other's breasts.
Our tongues met once more, but as good as it felt, I needed something else in my mouth and sliding my lips down the smooth skin of her neck. I teased my tongue along her chest, before lifting her breast to my mouth. Julie emitted a sexy purr as I tongued her swollen nub and arched her back, pushing her flesh further into my mouth. Her arms went around me and I sighed as she ran her long nails up and down my back and through my hair.
I switched to her other nipple while playing with the other and marveling at how goddamn big her tits were. Julie moaned, then putting her hands on my shoulders, pushed me back onto the bed. With a wicked smile she grabbed the sheets and pulled them down, exposing the fact I was naked from the waist down.
"Oh, look at you." Julie whispered staring down at my pussy with a look of pure lust in her eyes.
"You...you like?" I asked, slowly opening my legs to give her a full view of my smooth pussy.
"I love it." With no hesitation she put her hand between my legs and ran her fingers through my soft wet lips.
"Oh that feels so good!" I groaned, my hips writhing and pushing my pussy into her hand.
"So wet." Julie licked her lips then slid one of her slender fingers inside me.
I whimpered in pleasure, then moaned louder when her thumb found my clit. Julie leaned over and fastening her lips to my nipple gently sucked on it while her fingers worked my pussy.
"Oh, you...you've done this before." I laughed as I ran my hands down her smooth back.
"Hmm-mm" she said around my nipple, "With Krissy, but all she wanted was to be my first, I've been looking for someone ever since and you're so hot, Heather!"
"Oh, keep rubbing." I groaned, thrusting my hips.
"Nope." She gave me a wicked smile. "There's a better way."
She pulled her hand away and I whimpered in frustration. That was until she stood up, stripped out of her jeans, taking her shorts with them and stood there naked. My eyes found the cleft of her pussy and which featured a small patch of blonde fuzz over it that I wanted to burry my face in.
Julie's pink pussy was framed by those thick thighs and when she knelt on the bed and swung her leg over mine I moaned at the feeling of hr hot wet pussy against my leg. Julie ground her hips, working her pussy into my leg while sliding backwards until she was resting on my knee. Lowering her head, she sucked on my nipple while moving her pussy in circles around my knee.
I lifted it into her and she moaned softly. She kissed each of my nipples then as I watched with my heart pounding and my pussy watering, she trailed her tongue down my stomach. She paused to playfully tongue the small silver stud in my naval, before kissing the top of my pussy. A shudder went through me as Julie slid her arm under my leg to put it on her shoulder and stared at my pussy with naked lust in her eyes.
Julie's eyes met mine and with sexy smile she touched my clit with just the tip of her tongue.
"Oh please don't tease me!" I whined.
"Teasing me too." She licked her lips, then shoving her finger hard into my pussy buried her face between my thighs.
I threw my head back and squealed as she sucked my clit into her hot mouth and I grabbed her head and held her face to my yearning pussy. Julie was sucking and licking and her sweet round ass was moving as she worked her pussy into my knee. She was moaning into my flesh and her hips were moving faster. I moved my leg back and forth along her slick pussy hoping she would cum for me, but it was hard to concentrate on anything but her soft tongue and lips working my throbbing clit.
"Oh fuck." I moaned as my back arched and my thighs trembled, I was so worked up I was already close to coming.
I looked down between my thighs and the sight of Julie's blond hair fanned across my thighs and her blue eyes looking up at me while her mouth was buried in my pussy, sent me over the edge. I wrapped my leg around her head, pinning her there, threw my head back and...
I awoke to the sound of my phone ringing next to me.
"Holy shit." I gasped, sitting up and fumbling for the phone.
It stopped ringing just as I grabbed it and I saw it was Holly. As much as I loved talking to her I didn't call back. Instead I put the phone down and lay back on the pillows waiting for my heart to stop pounding. I'd been having dreams like that for months; but that one had been the most vivid I'd had by far.
I slid my hand beneath the sheets and touched myself. I was as wet as I had been when I'd fingered myself to two orgasms right after Julie had left. My inspiration for those orgasms had been eerily similar to the dream; Julie turning back around, approaching me and confessing her desire for me. We'd played a lot more in my fantasy session including picturing a sixty nine with my face happily planted between the cheeks of her plump ass.
I was naked under the sheets and the material moving across my nipples caused them to stiffen and I pulled my hand from between my legs. I'd been playing with myself like it was a sporting event since vacation had started and I had more time to lay around the house and think of...girls. I'd been so horny yesterday I'd thought about calling Bill who had asked me out a dozen times in the last two months.



Not that he was what I wanted these days, but I'd been with a few guys since my first time back in High school and wouldn't have to worry about being 'accepted' by them. I currently had no desire for a dick, but they could go down on me and I could always pretend it was a girl and at the least I could get off from something other than my fingers or the purple rabbit vibrator hidden away in my night stand.
But I had decided against it. Bill was a nice guy and I didn't want to use him. I also didn't want the word going around I'd fuck on a first date. The fact I'd be expected to go down on him entered my mind as well. I could envision it being a girls tongue between my legs, but nothing could be thought of while there was a cock in my mouth, well maybe the girl could have a strap on...
I shook my head; damn my mind was one track these days. A few months ago the thought of sucking Bill's cock and him giving me a good hard fuck would have me wet. Now it was the thought of Julie, or at this point, any girl's tits and pussy and tongue that got me hot and bothered.
Hard to believe this had all started from a trip to visit Holly during spring break back in April. Unlike me, Holly had known as far back as freshmen year of high school she liked girls. She had never been with a guy and one night during a sleep at a friend's house, that friend's had gotten her alone and asked to talk to her. Turned out she thought Holly was beautiful and seduced her.
After a year or so of nothing but saying no to guys, Holly had gotten bold enough to approach another girl then another after that. Unlike me, Holly was a free spirit who worried about nothing but enjoying life and been with several girls throughout school.
Once she went off to college at Florida State, Holly had even more fun and down there it was wide open; no one judged and she didn't have to sneak around.
Holly, again unlike me, had told her mom early on of her preference and she was supportive of it as long as she was happy. Holly had laughingly told me one of her points she felt convinced her mom of the benefits of girls was she would never turn up pregnant. It was hard to admit, but I felt a big part of me not making a move on anyone was the fear of telling my folks.
Mom and Dad were good people and had no issues with Holly whom they dubbed 'daughter number two' years ago. They had a too each their own mentality and thought everyone should do what feels right to them. I had been raised me the same way, but I wondered if things would change for them if it was their daughter?
I argued with myself saying not to tell them because who knew? Maybe this was a phase and I would get over it, or maybe be with a girl a couple of times and decide it wasn't what I really thought it would be.
It could just be something to get out of my system. After all; women had done nothing for me right up until that trip. I had stayed with Holly in the three bedroom apartment she shared with three other girls, two of which were a couple, and one night hung out there with them while Holly had to work.
The girls put on some lesbian porn and when I had started to leave told me to sit and watch it with them. Looking back I was sure they were hoping for a porn scenario of their own; me getting turned on and them seducing me. I sat on the couch with them and as the video progressed I did indeed become aroused.
It wasn't as much from the video, although I had to admit the two girls in it were beautiful and the sex slow and sensual, but the show next to me. The girls, Vicky and Allison were caressing each other's thighs, kissing each other then Vicky slid her hand down Allison's skirt. She closed her thighs and leaning back watched the movie, moaning softly as her friend played with her.
I was red as a beet and twice started to get up, but they asked me to stay and made fun of me saying this was how women, not little girls, acted. I stayed and between the women on the screen and the sound of Allison cumming loudly a foot away from me I was wet and horny. Finally when they removed their shirts and were now sitting their topless, I got up and told them I'd give them some privacy. Vicky's reply had been, "But Heather, you being here makes it even hotter, take your shirt off and get comfortable, we'll show you why girls are better than guys."
I'd shook my head and Allison had pleaded, "Please, Heather? I'd love to see those adorable little titties! Come over here and be a playful little kitten."
I caught myself staring at their tits and being turned not so much by the sight of them as by their shamelessness and how blatant and confident they were. To my surprise my own nipples had stiffened and I had been glad I was wearing a loose shirt and they couldn't see it. But the way they stared at me they knew they had me interested. Vicky then leaned over and tongued the Allison's nipple, her eyes on me the entire time.
Feeling a heat between my legs that caused my face to flush even more I turned and left the room without another word, but heard them laughing and calling me to come back. I went to the room I was sharing with Holly, but instead of entering I stayed there and thought about what might be going on in the other room.
The lights went out down the hall, but I could still see the flickering of the TV. I heard moaning and wondered if it were the video of the girls.
Slipping my shoes off I crept back down the hallway and crouching down to the floor, peered around the corner into the now dark room. Vicky was leaning back on the couch with her skirt hiked up to her hips, one leg stretched out along the couch cushions and the other was draped over Allison's back as she knelt on the floor, her face between her legs.
Allison was naked and her ass was facing me. My clit throbbed and my nipples ached as I stared at the glistening slit between her thighs. She was wiggling her ass back and forth and my eyes followed her movements, taking in the delicate curve of her ass, the toned backs of her thighs and even the soft soles of her feet where they were curled up beneath her.
On the couch Vicky was moaning and rubbing her bare foot across Allison's back, one hand running through her lover's hair while the other toyed with her nipple. Vicky let her head fall back and released a series of sharp yelps, cumming right there in front of me. As soon as she was done, she pulled Allison up by the shoulders and kissed her.
Allison continued to climb, until her knees were on the back of the couch and she was straddling Vicky's face. Bracing her hands on the wall, Allison rocked her hips, grinding her pussy into her girlfriend's face and Vicky grabbed the cheeks of her ass, spreading her open. I could just make out, Vicky's tongue fluttering across Allison's pussy, and my mouth opened when Vicky moved her hand and slid a finger into Allison's ass.
She squealed and moved her hips faster and faster and without being aware it had moved, my hand was up my short skirt and between my legs. I caressed my clit through my panties and the faster Vicky licked, the faster my fingers moved. My heart was pounding and I was sweating and my other hand had found my left nipple through my shirt and squeezed it.
Allison moaned louder and louder and Vicky shifted her finger into her pussy and as she added a second one sucked Allison's clit hard enough for her lips to smack. When Allison howled in ecstasy I had to bite my lip and even then a long whimper escaped me as I squirmed into my fingers and came harder than I could ever remember.
When Allison slid down into Vicky's lap and they kissed, I slipped back down the hall and went into the shower where I got off twice more. Since that night all I had done was watch Lesbian porn and think about what it would be like. That was nine months ago and the fact the fantasies were getting more frequent and the urges stronger told me it wasn't going to go away until I experienced it.
Which brought me back to the here and now; nine months of frustration which was compounded by the fact I knew I could find someone if I wanted to. I wasn't conceited, but received more than enough attention from boys. I could go to one of the all girl clubs and find someone more than willing to enjoy me.
My latest addiction was cougar and kitten videos and part of me wondered about letting an older woman pick me up at a club, they would know what they were doing and probably get a thrill when they realized it was my first time, but what If I got nervous and backed out?
Would they be mad? I sat up and rubbed my face, this was the same loop I'd been in for months. I would be better off with someone around my age and maybe someone like me who hadn't done much.
Julie...she had been right in front of me and I swore she was waiting for me. I looked down when my phone beeped signaling a text. It was from Holly,
"Hey, you home?"
Figuring it would get my mind off my issues I texted back, ,"Yeah, call me back."
I held the phone waiting for it to ring. Talking to Holly would be good for me, it always was. Holly had been my best friend since I'd shared my lunch with her in fifth grade when she had come to school without one. She wasn't just a friend, but even though we were the same age, Holly seemed like a big sister.
Holly's parents had divorced when she was nine and her mom had never remarried and money had always been an issue. Holly had assumed the role of housekeeper and cook when her mom had to work two jobs and had been working herself since she was fifteen to help her mother. Because of that she was far more mature than me and always knew how to help me out even if it was just by listening.
So of course she was the one person I had shared my dilemma with. Being into girls herself, she sounded thrilled, an almost 'welcome to the club attitude' but her advice was to simply get out there and do it. I frowned at the thought of how much I would miss Holly on Christmas vacation. My parents had paid for me to go to her for spring break, but this was Christmas and they wanted me to spend it with them and I did as well.
Holly's mom still struggled and if not for a full scholarship she wouldn't even be in school. Holly had taken a train up for the summer where she had returned part time at the restaurant she waitressed at to make money for the upcoming semester and to spend time with me and some other friends. But she had no money right now and her mother didn't have enough to bring her up here for Christmas which made me feel terrible, but there was nothing I could do.
The phone rang and I answered, "Hey my friend, how are you?"
"Great!" she exclaimed in her perpetually cheery voice. Holly was one of those people that were so upbeat you sometimes wanted to smack them. "How about you?"
"Okay, I guess."
"What were you doing before? I thought you said you were home tonight?"
"I worked today, but yeah I was home, just sleeping."
"In bed at seven?" she laughed, "Hmm was she that good, she put you out?"
"Well she is pretty good with her fingers." I sighed.
"Really? You broke the ice?" she didn't sound as excited as I thought she would, but not that it mattered nothing to tell.
"I was talking about myself. I've gotten pretty good at Jilling off these days."
"Oh, Heather!" she gave a dramatic sigh, "What are we going to do with you?"
"What can I say, I'm shy."
"No, you're scared and for no reason."
"Right, so how are you, Holly?" I stressed the 'you' to change the subject, which she beat to death every time we spoke these days.
"I'm good, a little home sick."
"I'm sorry you can't be here." I told her.
For the last few years Holly and I had spent the night before Christmas Eve together, taking turns sleeping over each other's house and exchanging presents.
"Me too....so did you mail my present?" she asked.
"I was going to, but my mom took it to mail for me. Hope you like it."
And I hoped my mother didn't get nosy and unwrap it. Because Holly kept busting me up all the time and talking about girls I'd bought her volume one of cougar's and Kittens and it had been a thrill getting it for her.
It was an adult gift, an intimate one; a gift that said at twenty we were no longer little girls, we were women. I'd also felt turned on at the thought of her watching it which bothered me a little, Holly was a beautiful girl and a sexy one, sexier now that I looked at girls differently, but my best friend, not someone I should think of in that way.
"I'm sure I will." She answered, "Bet I get it tonight."
"Night? When does your mail come?"
"Oh...well that's true." She giggled.
"You into the special eggnog already?" I laughed.
"Not yet and it won't be the same without you to get all silly with."
"I'm sure you have a girl to get silly with and probably a lot more than silly." I said enviously.
"I'd rather be silly with you," she told me, "And you're pretty sexy so I can still say I partied with a hottie."
"Please. I sent your gift, you can save the flattery."
"Please yourself," she giggled again, "Oh, wait you did, but spare me you don't think you're cute. You're a sexy little thing and you know it with your big brown eyes and those bratty lips and that cute little ass."
"Whoa, I thought I was like a sister to you." I laughed, but felt myself blushing to the thought the hottest girl I knew thought I was attractive in that way to her.
"Hey we're all sisters!" she told me. "You just haven't been initiated yet."
"It's not a sorority."
"It is, the world's biggest one." She went on.
"Back to the point, I'm going to miss you tonight my friend." I told her. "I didn't even buy a bottle of Captain because I knew you wouldn't be around."
"That's okay I bought one."
"Then have a toast for me with your girl of the week."
"I'm sure I'll have a toast or three or four with my favorite girl, in fact...." I heard a horn blare and Holly yell, "Yeah, Merry Christmas to you, asshole!"
"Are you driving?"
"Yes, I'm heading over to a friend's house."
"Then call me tomorrow, I don't want you to get in an accident."
"No worries, I'm just pulling up to her house now."
"Oh, well like I said, I'll miss you tonight."
"Nah, you just think you will. Talk to you soon, Heather."
"Bye, Holly." I ended the call but no sooner had I put the phone down, when it rang again.
"Hey Mom." I answered.
"Hey honey, can you come downstairs? Your father and I want to see you before we go to the party at Rob and Nancy's."
"Okay, be down in a sec."
"Make it quick I told you we had a surprise for you tonight."
"Coming!"
I kicked off the sheets and slipping on pair of Hello Kitty pajama pants and matching t-shirt. I went downstairs to find mom and dad sitting on the couch in the living room.
"Hey sweetie." Dad smiled, "You ready for your surprise?"
"I am." I walked over to the couch and made a show of looking between him and mom, where is it?"
"Hmm, where did we put it?" Dad stroked his chin.
"It was right here a minute ago," Mom frowned, "It must have walked off."
"Walked off?" My eyes widened, "Did you get a puppy?"
"No." Dad laughed, "But it is sort of a stray that followed you home."
"Bill!" Mom elbowed him, then with a wink, said to me, "Put your head down and close your eyes."
I did as they said, smiling away as I wondered what they had for me.
"Okay, you can look, mom said.
I opened my eyes to see Holly standing in front of me.
"Hello Kitty!"
"Oh my God!" I exclaimed, throwing my arms around her, "Holly!"
"Merry Christmas!" Mom laughed as Holly returned my embrace, kissing me on the cheek.
"You guys...?"
"Yup." Holly cut me, off, turning to face my parents, while keeping her arm around my shoulders, "Your awesome mom and dad called me and said they wanted to fly me up as a present to you and my mom! I got in this morning!"
"You called me from your mom's car?" I tried to look angry, but couldn't stop smiling, "You liar!"
"I didn't lie; I said I'd see you soon!"
She hugged me again and whispered in my ear, "I'm so happy to see you, Heather, I miss you so much."
"I missed you too." I hugged her tightly, "You always make everything better."
"That's the plan." She said.
"Huh?" I asked, moving back so I could look at her, "What do you mean?"
"So you happy with your present?" Dad asked."Your best friend for Christmas a good gift?"
"Best ever!" I clapped and running over gave him, then mom, an affectionate hug, "Thank you so much!"
"Speaking of gifts," Mom reached down and picked up Holly's gift, fortunately still well wrapped, "I didn't mail this for obvious reasons."
"Oh I want to open it right now!" Holly took it from mom.
"No!" I said, "I mean, let's wait until midnight, that's our tradition."
"True." She sighed, "That means I have to wait longer to give you yours."
"It'll be worth the wait." I told her.
"I hope you feel that way."
"Okay, girls we're off," Dad said, "Probably be home by one. You girls have fun." He leaned over to kiss my cheek and whispered, "Within reason, easy on the eggnog little girl, don't think I don't know that's what made you sick last year."
"Yes daddy." I gave him the big brown eyes, "I'll be a good girl."
"Oh, get the boots." Mom laughed. "Enjoy your pre Christmas Eve."
Holly and I stood and watched them leave and once the door had closed, she picked up her overnight bag and unzipped it showing me the bottle of Captain. "You have eggnog, right?"
"Not too much."
"Even better!" she laughed and taking me by the hand said, "Let's go get silly and have some fun."
I made a show of peering into the bag, "Where's my present?"
"Oh, it's here and trust me, you are going to love it!"
"Yeah? I bet mine's more fun." I smiled, thinking of the video."More naughty anyway."
"Oh, we'll see about that." With a wink, she turned and ran up the stairs towards my room.
*****
"So when she said no, I said, come on, who doesn't like a little Christmas Holly?" Holly laughed and I rolled my eyes.
"You've been saying that since you were ten."
"But it has a whole new meaning when you say it to a hot blonde you're trying to pick up at a party. Worked too!"
"I bet it did."
"No, really!" She said, "She said she'd dance with me, then once we..."
"I wasn't being funny; it's a good line, at least around the holidays."
"Well, I did get my name because my mom loves Christmas." She said, then chugged her eggnog.
"I know, you used to tell me all the time." I giggled, "Now it's just when you're drunk." I took a sip of my drink which might have been ten percent eggnog, if that much. We were on our fourth round and I was now babying mine, but Holly had just finished hers and was eying the bottle on the nightstand as she went on.
"And my birthday was two weeks ago so I'm close enough to be a Christmas Baby." She declared, "And I even came with..."
I stopped her by reaching out and tugging on her long hair, "Red hair and green eyes, Christmas colors."
"Right!" she clapped her hands and I noticed her vibrant green eyes were even brighter than usual from the rum spiked eggnog.
Her face was showing the effects of the alcohol and was now as red as her hair. On cue she wiped at her cheek, "Goddamn, I'm hot! I'm going to change."
She got off the bed and went over to her bag she had left on the chair next to my desk and fumbled around in it. I was feeling pretty good and caught myself before I could reply, "Damn straight, you're hot."
Holly was by far the sexiest girl I knew. Ever since we were kids I'd known she was pretty, but since I'd been seeing women differently I had a whole new appreciation for my best friend's appearance. In addition to her long curly auburn hair and a pair of emerald green eyes that some people thought were contacts due to how truly green they were, Holly had a body to die for.



In a word, she was perfect. Not as slender as me, but not curvy like Julie, Holly was in between. Even her breasts were an ideal size, not huge, but a good deal more than the barely a handful mine were. She was on the taller side and her legs were as long as mine, but more shapely and her ass? Again, not a tight little one, but not too plump either. If Goldilocks had been looking for a hot young girl they would declare Holly 'just right'
Holly remove a something black and silky from the bag and with no hesitation, stripped off her t-shirt. Like most natural redheads she was fair skinned and her navy blue bra as well as her long red hair looked damn good on the smooth creamy skin of her back. My eyes widened when she reached back and unhooked her bra. She slipped it off and even as I told myself not to look, my eyes found the mirror on the door across from her.
My face flushed from more than just the rum when I was confronted with a full view of her breasts. They were as beautiful as I imagined they would be, high and proud, perfectly round and milky white with pale pink nipples that were barely visibly against her skin. An all too familiar heat grew between my legs and my own nipples took notice as Holly fumbled with the top and her tits jiggled delightfully.
I closed my hands as if I were fondling them in my mind. The voice of reason-and decency-called me sick and said to look away; this was my best friend, but God they were so amazing! Holly put the top down on the chair and unsnapping her jeans pushed them down. Her thong matched the bra and was little more than a string between the cheeks of her ass with a bow at the top.
Her smooth white cheeks looked as inviting as her tits and lifting the cup I chugged the rest of the drink, which at least forced me to block the vision of her as I tilted my head back. I blinked at the rush of downing the strong drink, and when my eyes focused. I was confronted with the site of Holly's thong on the floor as she stepped into a pair of black lace boy shorts.
For a split second I swore I caught the pink flesh of her pussy between her thighs before the snug shorts obscured the view. Even as part of me was relieved I hadn't seen her pull the thong down, the other half cursed for picking that moment to look away. Holly raised her arms to put the top on and her breasts rose to an even more provocative angle.
She started to pull the top down then with a wicked smile into the mirror asked, "How do my tits, look?"
If I thought my face was hot before I was wrong because her words were barely out of her mouth and my ears were burning, looking away I stuttered, "I wasn't l...looking at your, um...you. I was uh....I liked...the bra?" I lowered my head feeling like an idiot.
"Aww, look at how cute you are!" she laughed. "Hey, it's okay, Heather. It's sexy to have another girl check me out." She paused, "You can look; I'm dressed."
I Looked up then quickly lowered my head when I saw not only was she still topless, but facing me and had stepped closer to the bed.
"Oh, come on Heather, they're just tits! You watch them all the time in porn and hey, you even have a pair."
"Put your shirt on." I told her.
"Why? I love lounging around topless, its feels so damn good!"
"I...I'm not your girlfriend."
"But you're a girl. So what if I stay like this?"
I looked up and when she saw me do it she cupped her tits, "Something wrong with them?"
"N...no...their perfect, I mean..."
"Perfect? Ohhh do go on." She purred.
"Holly, don't tease me!" I exclaimed, looking away.
Hearing the real frustration in my voice, she sighed, "Okay, fine. You can look, I promise my shirts on."
I peeked and saw she had donned the top, but it didn't help a hell of a lot. The top, a silky black cammy, didn't go down much further than the bottom of her breasts, leaving her stomach bare including the silver chain dangling from her navel. The straps were thin and the top low cut with the first couple of inches made of pink lace.
My eyes were level with her tits and I looked down only to be confronted with the black lace shorts and her thighs.
"Hey, Heather?"
"What?"
"How was I teasing you? You're not interested in me."
"No, but...I...look you know what's been going on with me, so I guess I thought you were making fun of me."
"Not at all, just playing." She took my chin in her hand and lifted my eyes to hers, "Just relax, Heather, I've never known anyone that can still be uptight with a damn buzz" she snapped her fingers. "Hey seeing you look like you're kind of upset, how about I give you your present?"
"It's not midnight."
"I have three for you and one you can have now. It's something you can wear right now and I'd like to see you in it."
"What is it?" I asked, as she walked back over to the bag.
"I bought you some jammies." She pulled out a red gift bag.
"Victoria Secret?" I shook my head, "You bought me lingerie?"
"Not really, I bought you jammies, but the kind a woman would wear, not a little girl." She came over and handed me the bag, "I think you look adorable in your little Hello Kitty outfit, but we're twenty, not twelve, we're sexy young women now and I want you to feel sexy."
I reached into the bag and pulled out a baby blue top that was identical to hers.
"Oh, this is pretty." I ran the material across my cheek, "Feels nice too."
"The shorts are like these too." She put her hand on hers; right over the crotch which was the only part of the shorts that was solid black, the rest was lace.
"Oh, you want me to put these on now?"
"Yes! Let's see you looking all cute, but sassy."
"I...don't know."
"What's your problem?" she looked put off, "It's a gift! What do you think I'm going to take pictures or..." she frowned, "You...you're not nervous because I'm into girls are you?"
"Of course not!" I said quickly, feeling like a bitch she was offended I would think that of her and here I had been just about drooling over her.
Not just drooling, but I had shamefully masturbated on a couple of occasions about Holly, not with me, but picturing her with other girls, but that was close enough and wrong.
"Then change for me."
"Okay." I agreed, trying to make it up to her. "I stood up, "I'll be right back."
"Oh, change here." She rolled her eyes, "Don't worry, I won't be checking you out."
"I know you won't."
"Then what's the problem? Seriously, Heather, we changed in front of each other all the time!" she pointed, "You really think I'll check you out?"
"No." I nodded, "You're right, I'm being stupid."
"I'll turn around." Holly muttered, putting her back to me.
I stood up and as I started to pull my pants down, looked at the mirror to insure she couldn't see me in it. I noticed she was facing the other way and felt another twinge of guilt, she really wasn't looking. I kicked my pants off slipped out of my panties, then quickly pulled on the shorts. They were tight, but when I looked in the mirror over my shoulder I had to admit they did great things for my ass.
I removed my shirt and as I pulled the new top over my head Holly said, "Cute titties!"
"Hey!" I yelled, pulling the shirt down and blushing, "You said you wouldn't look!"
"I lied." She winked, "Come on, you sat there gawking at me, all I got was a quick look." She grinned, "I wouldn't mind a longer one though," she looked me up and down, "Damn, Heather you really are hot."
"Stop making fun of me." I said sullenly as I picked up the half empty bottle and poured some into my cup, followed by a few splashes of eggnog.
"I'm not, I mean it; you're cute and sexy, kind of girl next door hot." She held her cup out and I poured rum into it. When I reached for the eggnog, she waved me off and sipped the Captain Morgan straight.
I looked at myself in the mirror again. I did look pretty good, good enough that it wouldn't be an issue to attract a woman, but I was already aware it was me, not my appearance, keeping me from exploring things. Holly stepped up behind me and pulled my hair from the back of the shirt and placed it over my shoulders and top of my chest.
"Very nice." She said in my ear, "And those big doe eyes and big soft lips, no girl who appreciates women could turn you down." Her face was over my shoulder and her breath warm on my neck as she spoke. I looked at our reflection and thought we looked pretty good together. Another not so friendly thought and one her next remark did nothing to slow down.
"You look like one of those pretty young kittens from those movies. I love those shy little things." She laughed, "Even though they're our age, they act so innocent."
That made me think of her gift and an easy chance to ease away from her without looking awkward.
"Hey you know, you cheated, so let me give you your gift now!"
"I kind of wanted to talk to you first about something."
"After you see what it is." I went over to my nightstand and carefully opened the drawer where I'd put the gift.
Right behind it was my purple rabbit and a slim vibrator next to it and I didn't want her seeing them and busting me up. I removed the gift wrapped video and sat on the bed, "Come open it up!"
Holly swallowed the rest of her drink without batting an eye and sitting cross-legged on the bed in front of me, eagerly took the gift. I glanced down and noticed the shorts had ridden up between her thighs and quickly looked away. Holly was carefully untying the ribbon and didn't see and I said excitedly,
"I hope you like it, it's like yours, it's a..." I laughed, "A big girl gift."
"Oh?" her green eyes which were more than a little glazed over at the moment widened, "Now this I have to see."
She pulled away the paper and whistled, "You bad girl!"
"You like it?"
"Love it! I've seen some clips on the free site, but they only give those ten minute teasers!"
"I know." I sighed, "They are teases."
"Thank you!" she leaned over and kissed my cheek, "I better stock up on batteries now."
"Please, you get more than enough of the real thing." I said.
"Speaking of." She put the video down. "Heather, have you told your folks?"
"About?" I looked away.
"You know, about your feelings."
"No."
"Why not? They'll understand, your parents are awesome." She touched her chest, "Look what they did for me! This is a gift for me and my mom more than for you."
"Yeah, they're great but..." I shrugged, "Why go into it when I'm not sure?"
"You're sure. The thinking it sucked the last couple of times you were with a guy and the fact there's been no guy at all for months is a sign."
"But I haven't tried and can't seem to so why discuss this when there is nothing to discuss?"
"Maybe that's part of why you can't cut loose, you feel like you're doing something behind their back, so get it out in the open then have some fun."
"No, its not them, I...I just can't do it."
"You don't put yourself in a place to." She spread her hands out, "I've told you the clubs to go to, you'll find someone, Heather, you're beautiful and sweet." She tapped the DVD, "Bet you could find an older woman who'd love to take you under her wing."
"I...I couldn't with someone I just met."
"So meet someone at the club and get to know them first, make friends, then make...more than friends."
"Holly, I just can't." I was so frustrated I was whining, "Even if it's right there I can't."
"You don't know that." She smiled reassuringly, "You haven't been in that spot and..."
"I was today."
"You were?" she leaned back and grabbing the bottle of Rum sloshed more into her cup and passed me mine, she took a sip, "Tell me."
I took a couple of long swallows of the rum dominated drink and taking a deep breath told her of today's near miss with Julie. I was afraid she would make fun of me, but she sat there quietly sipping her drink and when I was finished she said,
"Wow, Julie would be perfect. She's pretty, she's nice and like you said probably new to it and you wouldn't feel so overwhelmed."
"Thanks."
"You see her all the time, next time take the lead and do it. You said she looked like she was hoping for it."
"That's the problem." No longer concerned about my state of sobriety I shot gunned the last of my drink. "She's waiting for me and I don't have a damn clue of what to do and the girls that do really know then I'll feel stupid for not knowing what to do with them."
"Everyone starts somewhere, just like guys. Your first time you were nervous, but with your last boyfriend you knew what you wanted."
"But this is...you know, different. I'm not even sure I can, or really want to or should or..."
"Goddamn, Heather, I always said you were so uptight you could fuck up a wet dream, and now you really are."
"Easy for you to say, you never worry about anything."
"My first time she was older and I just kind of let her do what she wanted." She smiled, "Felt damn good and I wanted more, end of story. You're turning it into a damn research project with all your what ifs."
"I'm just confused I guess."
"No, you're uptight, the whole thing, Heather is you need to relax and let it happen."
"Yeah, I wish it was that easy."
"Hey, you relaxed now, other than the conversation?" Holly asked.
"Yeah, sure, but I'm a little..." I giggled, "Tipsy.""Tipsy can help, have Julie sleep over and have a few drinks, get nice and mellow."
"Maybe...then what?"
"Okay, well." she gave me a sly smile. "You say let's watch something, and you lay on the bed next to her like we do when we watch TV." She indicated the head of the bed, "Lay back, we'll watch a movie."
"Um, okay, what?"
"I'll pick something," she slipped off the bed and as she went over to the TV on the short book case opposite the bed I pushed myself up so I was leaning against the pillows.
Holly was bending over, fumbling around with the DVDs in the drawer and I watched her ass wiggle back and forth, focusing on the black material between her white thighs. I looked at the bottle which was almost gone and shook my head; I didn't need any more. Holly slipped something into the DVD player and grabbing the universal remote came over and slid up next to me.
I started to pull the sheet over our legs, but she caught it with her bare foot and kicked it away, "I'm warm, leave it off." She settled into the pillow next to me. "Like when we were kids no?"
"Sure." I nodded, thinking that when we were kids we weren't wearing lacy shorts and silky shirts that clung to our breasts.
Holly's nipples were erect beneath hers and mine were as well from the material sliding across them as I'd gotten comfortable. I crossed my arms across my chest, but Holly either didn't notice, or most likely didn't care. She was close enough that her shoulder was grazing mine, but more noticeable was her long soft leg pressing along mine.
My darker skin looked good against hers and I giggled when she placed her foot beneath mine and wiggled her toes, ticking me. Holly's toes were painted alternately green and red and the colors were a bright contrast to her white foot.
She had switched and was now running the soft sole of her foot along the top of mine and this time the sensation wasn't that of a tickle. I let my eyes wander back up the bed, tracing her leg up to her thigh which was against mine.
Holly lifted the remote and turned the TV on, "Hit the light."
I leaned over and shut the lamp off leaving the room bathed in the glow of the TV and sat back and burrows back into the pillow wondering what she put in. When the screen came up I read the words
"Cougars and Kitten's Volume One."
"Hey!" I lifted the case next to me and found it empty, "Why did you put that in?"
"Because I want to watch it!" she laughed, "Don't you want to see me enjoy my present?"
"I...this is weird, I don't want to watch porn with you."
"Then close your eyes," she held the remote away from me and frowned when the scene opened to an older brunette talking to a pretty young blonde.
They were in the older woman's office and talking about work. The blonde was looking around nervously and the brunette had a predatory smile on her face as she asked the girl if she would be willing to do whatever it took to get hired there.
"Yap, yap, yap." Holly sighed, "If I've already gotten off I can watch the story, but right now I want the good stuff!"
She fast forwarded the movie and stopped it.
"Hmm, much better." She whispered.
The blonde was now completely naked and bending over the desk. Still sitting in the chair, the now topless brunette, was holding the cheeks of her ass apart and licking her pussy from behind. The blonde was whimpering and wiggling her ass back and forth while doing a great job of looking both turned on and nervous at the same time.
"Oh, that's hot." Holly cooed, "I love those little whimpers, and those pretty little tits of hers.
I didn't trust my voice enough to reply and was unable to look away as the brunette told the blonde to turn around and face her. When she did, the older woman took her face in her hands and kissed her, pushing her tongue in her mouth, then asked the blonde is she liked tasting her pussy from her mouth.
The blonde shook her head and Holly said, "The hell you don't you little tease. You know you love it."
The brunette pulled the blonde's head to her chest, shoving her face into her impressive tits. The young girl tentatively flicked her tongue across her large rose colored nipple, then closing her eyes sucked more confidently.
"Good girl." The older woman moaned, shifting so her other breast was now being attended to. "You know you want to."
I wiped at my face, moving a strand of hair that had stuck to my sweaty cheek. Granted it was warm in the room and I'd been drinking, but I knew the sweat was from another form of heat. The video was hot, the two women both beautiful and the age gap made it even better. The fact Holly was next to me added a dirty little thrill, like we were being naughty together in a safe way.
The brunette eased the blonde back onto the desk and sank to her knees between her legs. The blonde put her feet on her shoulders and turning her head, the older woman first kissed the licked her toes.
"That is so hot," Holly breathed, "I love that."
"Toes?"
"Hmm-mm, its playful and fun and sexy and a tease." She was speaking softly and I noticed her breasts rising and falling with her heavy breathing. "When their tongue is on my toes I just imagine how good it's going to feel on my clit."
Just hearing her say the word sent a shiver through me and I made to cross my arms to cover my erect nipples.
"Don't bother, I know you're turned on." Holly said without looking at me.
"I..."
"Heather, stop being so shy and thinking it's wrong, I'm excited too."
She didn't have to tell me that, I was well aware of her nipples poking through the material of her silky top.
"Oh that feels so good!" The blonde moaned.
On the screen the brunette was on her knees, with the blonde's feet on her shoulders and tracing the tip of her tongue around her clit. The camera was zoomed in close and the blonde's plump pussy lips were glistening. The brunette slipped her tongue inside her then removed it, taking a thin trail of her sticky fluid with it.
"Goddamn." I whispered, pressing my thighs together and trying not to squirm.
"That's a juicy pussy." Holly sighed, "I can just about taste it."
The blonde moaned louder as the brunette got down to business, slipping her fingers inside her while sucking on her clit. The blonde was no longer acting all that shy and grinding her hips into her lover face while teasing her tiny pink nipples with her nails.
Holly's leg moved against mine and I saw her feet were pressed into the bed and she was moving her legs up and down. Her hand was on the crotch of her shorts and my eyes widened when she caressed her pussy through them.



"Um, what are you doing?" I asked, nervously.
"Enjoying the movie." She said without looking at me, "That's what they're for."
"N...not with someone else." I heard squealing coming from the TV, but couldn't take my eyes off of Holly's slender fingers stroking the black material between her thighs. Like her toes, every other finger was painted red and green.
"All the time," she continued to stare at the screen, "Back home allof us girls will put a fun video on and we all sit on the couch and floor and play with ourselves, it's so fucking hot."
"You...watch each other?"
"Yup, just like you're looking right now."
I quickly looked back up to the TV and didn't reply to that one. I watched the two women get into a sixty nine on the desk and when the older woman slipped her tongue into the blonde's ass her squeal sent a wave of heat through me.
"Nothing hotter than rimming." Holly said softly.
I jumped when she placed her left hand on my thigh while her right continued to tease her pussy through the shorts. Holly lightly caressed my inner thigh with her nails and I tried to summon the words to tell her to stop, but each time her fingers trailed down my thigh an electric feeling went through me.
Holly lifted her leg and casually draped it over mine and I gasped at the feeling of her warm soft flesh pressed to mine.
"Excuse you." I forced a laugh that sounded as nervous as I felt.
"No problem." She breathed and to my surprise, she eased the fingers of her right hand into her shorts.
"God, I'm wet." She moaned. "Fuck this video is great, better with you next to me."
"Holly..I...hey!"
Without warning she grabbed my right wrist and pressed my hand between my legs. I tried to pull it away, but she held it there.
"Heather, I want you to sit back, relax and just touch. Do it just like you were alone."
"But I..."
"I'm going to help you be able to get what you want and to do that I want you to feel confident and sexy. I want you to enjoy touching yourself so you know how you want to be touched."
"Holly, I'm not going to play with myself in front of...whoa!"
Holly had pulled her shorts to the side with her thumb and right in front of me rubbed her clit with her index finger.
"Hmm," she purred, "So warm and wet...I've been so horny and I'm going to cum nice and hard."
"S...stop that." I said in a barely audible whisper.
"Your panties are wet aren't they?" She pressed my hand harder into my shorts, then moved it up and down.
I should have been fighting her, but I instead I watched her guide my hand along my very wet shorts and a soft moan escaped me when my fingers grazed my clit.
"See, feels nice, no?" She was ignoring the loud moans from the TV as well and was staring at our hands.
I didn't answer, instead I allowed her to guide my fingers around the shorts over my now throbbing clit.
"There you go," she whispered, "Nice and easy, just play like I'm not even here. Don't even look at me, watch the movie, let it happen." She surprised me with a soft kiss on my cheek, "I told you we're like a sisterhood, a beautiful sexy sorority of women, now let your sister help you feel better."
She let my hand go and I felt an odd sense of disappointment when she moved. That sensation was replaced by a more disturbing thrill when her hand went back to lightly caressing my thigh. The heat from her leg atop mine was a pleasant sensation and speaking of sensation...as if they had a mind of their own my fingers had continued moving across my pussy.
I risked a peek at Holly and saw she was watching the movie, but her eyes were barely open and her breathing was slow and heavy. Seeing she was lost in her own pleasure, I glanced down and watched her fingers teasing her pussy. She was holding the shorts to the side with just her pinky and I swallowed hard when I saw she had slipped two fingers inside her.
Her other two fingers were rubbing her clit in slow circles as if she were teasing herself. If I had any doubts Holly was a true redhead the fiery hair visible over her pussy proved it. She worked her fingers slowly in and out and I could see them glistening. My own pussy was in overdrive and there was a dark stain on the baby blue under my hand.
Seeing that, was both embarrassing and exhilaration and I pushed harder on my clit, stifling a moan as my aching button responded to the touch. I focused on the TV and saw the scene had shifted and ironically it was now an older redhead with a young brunette who was lying on a bed, topless while the redhead rode her thigh and sucked on her perky tits.
The redhead ground her hips and throwing her head back came long and absurdly loud, but I felt Holly's leg trembling against mine and her deep breaths were ending in a high pitched little sigh. The red head slid down the bed, kissing and licking the young girl's stomach, before getting between her thighs and pulling her pink thong to the side.
She sucked on her clit, then took it gently between her teeth. The girl was squirming and moaning as the women released her with a smack of her lips then licked her pussy from top to bottom while inserting a finger into her ass.
"Oh damn." Holly groaned.
Her leg was shaking on mine and her fingers had picked up speed on her clit. Holly moved her hand from my thigh and pulling her top down caught her right nipple between her fingers. Although I was ashamed to admit it, the show next to me was better than the one on the screen and seeing her eyes closed completely as she masturbated, I eased my shorts to the side and slid my fingers though my pussy.
I gasped at how wet I was and as she was doing, eased my fingers inside and rubbed my swollen pink nub. A shiver went through me and a moan escaped my lips. I'd been worked up since the movie came on and my clit was sensitive and more than ready for my touch.
It felt so good I stopped worrying about what I was doing and who was next to me and stroked my pussy more confidently as if, like Holly had said, I was enjoying as if I were alone.
"Oh yes." Holly gasped , her leg straightening against mine and her toes curling into the top of my foot.
She let her head fall back on the pillow and arching her back released a high pitched squeal followed by a series of sexy little hiccups as she worked her convulsing pussy. At this point I had seen more than my share of porn, but seeing Holly come right next to me sent my fingers into high gear. Her eyes were closed, and her soft pink lips parted as she moaned and whimpered in the throes of her climax.
Holly's face was flushed and glistening with sweat and a strand of her red hair was sticking to her cheek. Her tits were heaving and she was pulling on her nipple as her hips bucked into her hand. It was the sexiest thing I'd seen, never mind the yelps and squeals she was emitting. The fact she was getting off shamelessly in front of me just added to the thrill.
That thrill sent two of my fingers plunging inside my pussy and I swore I had never been so wet. I rubbed my clit in fast hard circles and as my hips twitched in response it dawned on me how easily I'd fallen into doing this with her. Holly was right, this might help me get more comfortable and next time...
My thoughts trailed off when my body took over my racing mind and released a long moan as my hips thrust into my fingers.
"Hmm, that sounds good." Holly said, "Looks good too, look at you working that sweet little pussy."
She turned on her side and her bare right breast pushed into my arm. Her nipple was hard and her breath hot on my neck. I turned my head enough to see she was watching me play and another wave of mixed emotions went through me. Part of me said to stop, this was wrong, but the newly awakened bold side of me loved that she was seeing me as a sexy girl and not her uptight best friend.
The wanton side was in control and my fingers continued to move, driving me towards what I already knew was going to be one hell of an orgasm. I was breathing hard through my mouth and each breath turned into a whimper as stroked my clit. Holly caused me to jump when she reached across and grabbed my left hand.
She lifted it to the bottom of my shirt and slid it underneath. Taking her hint, I found my nipple beneath the shirt and rolled it between my fingers.
"Oh!" I moaned as the added stimulation caused my legs to straighten and my pussy contract around my fingers, I was so close.
"Hey, I let you see." Holly giggled and grabbing my top, pulled it down to expose my tits.
I was beyond protesting. All that mattered now was my impending orgasm and that was seconds away. I lifted my ass off the bed and closed my eyes in anticipation of coming.
"Oh, yes." I breathed my fingers frantically playing my clit.
"Let me help." Holly said in my ear.
I opened my eyes at her words, just in time for her to lower her head and take my nipple into her mouth.
"Hey!" I cried out and in a panic sat up so quickly I pushed Holly over and she bumped into the wall the bed was against.
"What the fuck, Holly?" I demanded as I pulled my shirt back up.
My heart was pounding and I was trying to catch my breath. I had gone from seconds away from exploding to pissed off and embarrassed.
"I...I was...trying to make you feel good." She said, sitting up next to me. "Just trying to help."
"I didn't need any help and you...you touched me!"
"Technically I sucked you," she winked, "Big difference."
"Why would you do that? You're my best friend, we're...we're not that way with each other."
"We could be." She shrugged, "We could have fun, you know friends with benefits or..." she gave me a shy smile that was out of place for the usually confident Holly. "Who knows?"
"I know you need to keep your hand....your everything to yourself." I crossed my arms over my chest. Picking up the remote I shut the TV off, "And I think you should go sleep on the cot. I'll get it out of the closet."
"Oh, come on." She smiled, "We always stay in your bed and watch movies and tell stories and..."
"Right, but we don't touch each other." I gave my hair a toss, "If you won't move, I will."
I spun on my ass and swung my legs over the side of the bed and started to get up. Holly caught my arm from behind. While turning the lamp back on.
"Stop being a drama queen." She laughed.
"I'm serious, that wasn't right, Holly."
"Why not?" She held onto my arm and I felt her slip up behind me. "What, we can't have some real fun together?"
"I...Holly I...I've never even had that kind of fun yet and you're..."
"The person to have it with." I started to stand, but she caught my hair and tugged on it, keeping me sitting.
"Let go!" I yelped as my hair pulled against her grip.
"Just give me a minute, okay?"
"For what?"
"Please?" she released my hair and arm. "Just let me talk, Heather. We've been friends for years, give me a chance here."
"Fine." I sighed, "Make it quick."
I felt Holly move behind me and looking into the mirror across from us saw her turning around so she was sitting behind me. Her legs stretched out next to mine and she put her hands on my shoulders. Her face was over my shoulder and she stared at me through our reflection.
"I told you I had three presents for you tonight, remember?"
I nodded as she began massaging my shoulders. I could feel her breasts pushing against my back and noted her nipples were still hard. Mine hadn't been, but at her touch they hardened. I needed to move, but had told her I would let her talk.
"Well of course the first was these sexy little jammies you're wearing. But the second? Heather, I'm going to give you me for Christmas."
"W...what?"
"I'm your gift, not just me, but after tonight you'll have the gift of knowing what you want and being able to go get it. That is if there's still something else you want."
"Holly...are you...?"
"Yes." She said in my ear, "I'm saying what you think I am. Heather, you're my best friend, my little sister in some ways and I love you. I care about you and want you to be happy and you're not, you're frustrated and confused and said yourself you don't know how. So who better to show you than someone who cares and knows you so well?"
"But it would be wrong." I said it softly and even I could hear my lack of conviction. She was offering me what I'd been dreaming about for months and she was right; who else would I be more comfortable with? But...
"Only because you think so." she gave me a soft kiss on my neck that sent a shiver down my spine. "You thought it would be wrong to play with ourselves next to each other and you were doing just fine until I got a little carried away. You know you want this, Heather. I want it too; let me give you what you want."
"I..." I met her gaze in the mirror and her eyes on mine, she slid my long hair over my shoulder and lowering her head gently kissed the back of my shoulder, "I'm nervous." I finished.
"I'm not." She slipped her arms around my waist and held me against her. "Tell you what, we start and if you don't like it then we stop."
"You sound just like that damn movie we were watching." I gave a nervous laugh.
"Truth in fiction, my little kitten." She giggled, "We all start somewhere. So....she kissed my neck then playfully nibbled my earlobe making me laugh, "You going to let me unwrap you so I can give you your present?"
Once again I met her gaze in the mirror and before I could get my mind racing said, "Okay, but...nice and slow, okay?"
"For starters." She winked, "But I bet you change your mind on that one."
"Why do you..." I stopped when she put her finger on my lips. "Unless you want me to stop you are not allowed to say the words but, why or what about...got it?"
"Yes ma'am."
"Good," she flipped my lip, "No more uptight Heather, time for fun Heather."
Holly grabbed the edges of my top and eased it up. I didn't move my arms at first, but when she gave my neck a long lingering kiss that ended in her sucking on the sensitive skin there, I let out a long breath and raised my arms. Holly slid my top off and as I stared at my topless reflection, she removed hers as well.
I couldn't see her tits, but felt them when she slipped her arms around me. Her nipples were hard and her breast soft against me and as she kissed my neck her fingers teased across my stomach. I shivered against her and had to force myself to breathe as her hands slowly worked their way up my stomach until they were just beneath my breasts.
Holly flicked her tongue across my ear and cupping my tits, gave them a squeeze. I moaned softly, my eyes locked on the site of her slender fingers and bright nails fondling my breasts. Her palms caressed my nipples and unsure what to do with my hands I put them on her forearms.
"So nice." She said in my ear.
"They're small." I said to our reflection.
"They're perfect, just like the rest of you."
"Really?"
"Really." She kissed my cheek, "You're beautiful Heather."
I gasped when she took my nipples between her fingers and rolled them between them while still holding my tits up. I watched in the mirror and a surreal feeling came over me. Was this a wet dream? I couldn't really be sitting here with my best friend playing with my tits with the intent to do a lot more. Reality kicked in when she released my left nipples and sliding her hand down my stomach said, "Move your shorts."
I hesitated and she grabbed my hand and eased it down between my legs.
"Slide back with me." Holly moved back away from me and I slid up onto the bed to follow.
My bed was against the wall and reaching back to prop a pillow against it, she leaned back, keeping her arms around me so I lay back against her. Her legs were spread out beside me and putting her hands on my inner thighs she said, "Put your legs over mine and just relax."
I did as she asked, draping my legs over hers and let myself go against her. The feeling of her warm legs was a pleasant one, but nothing compared to her nipples poking into my back. Holly fondled my breasts, once more teasing my nipples and I sighed and rested my head back on her shoulder. Holly was watching in the mirror and her emerald eyes were brighter than ever and there was a look of desire on her face that made my heart skip a beat.
She took her time, rubbing my nipples and fondling my tits and I began to relax and enjoy the sensation. Feeling me letting go, Holly's left hand dropped down between my legs and I groaned when she rubbed my pussy through the shorts.
"Soaked right through." She breathed in my ear, "So damn hot."
She worked her hand up and down again, moving slowly. I put my hand over hers as she had done to me before and guided her hand across my sopping shorts. Each time she found my clit she would push gently on it and my hips would twitch in response. Her other hand was busy on my tit and it felt amazing.
But I knew it could feel even better and without her asking, I slid my shorts to the side exposing my pussy. Holly's eyes locked onto the pink cleft between my legs and she whispered, "Did I say perfect?"
My reply was a soft whimper as she ran her fingers through my pussy. She found my clit and my hips jerked when she rubbed it in a slow circle. Holly worked her fingers through my soft wet lips several times and my hips rocked into her touch. She pushed them through harder and paused long enough for me to hold my breath in anticipation before she eased two fingers inside of me.
"Oh...that feels....so good." I purred as her slender fingers moved inside me.
"You are so fucking wet." She said, "God, I can't wait to taste you."
I would have liked to reply, say something sexy to sound like I wasn't as overwhelmed as I was, but all that came out was a yip of delight when her fingers sank deep inside and her thumb found my yearning clit. Holly rubbed it slowly and lounging back against her, I watched my best friend stroke my pussy in the mirror.
Holly was resting her head against mine and also watching the show. Her eyes were fixed on my pussy and I was aware of her hips moving, her pussy grinding into my lower back where I lay propped up between her legs.
"Feel good?"
"Oh, yes." I moaned, "So good!"
"See how easy it is? Just let go and enjoy." Holly pressed her thumb harder and my hips jerked in response, burying her fingers even deeper.
"Hmm-mm" she encouraged, "Let go, I'll take care of the rest." She sighed in my ear, "This isn't quite what I planned, I was hoping to kiss you first." She then giggled, "On both your lips."
"You....thought about this?" I asked as I rocked my hips into her slowly thrusting fingers.
"Oh, yeah. I thought of this since your mom called me and told me she'd like to bring me up. I...who am I kidding, I've been thinking about this since you first told me you were interested in girls."
"You did? You...you wanted me?"
"Not wanted, want." She corrected me.
"I..."
"Shhh." She kissed the top of my head, "I told you no thinking. We'll talk later, but now? Now we play."
She worked her thumb faster and I pushed back against her, lifting my hips and shoving my pussy into her skilled touch. Holly squeezed my nipple tighter and her thumb gained speed on my clit. I brought my hand up to my other breast and teased that nipple.
"Bad girl." Holly winked at me in the mirror.
She followed her words by giving my clit a light pinch that caused me to cry out, then groan when her fingers went into overdrive rubbing in hard fast circles. My leg's straightened, over hers and I arched my back into her, raising my ass from the bed and thrusting my hips into her now plunging fingers.
"Oh, oh!" I yelped, "I...oh, just like that! Please don't stop! Please don't....Oh!"
My pleading turned into a loud cry as Holly gave my clit another squeeze that sent me over the edge.



"Oh, fuck!" I called out as my pussy contracted around her still moving fingers and I bucked against her.
"That's it cum for me, baby!" Holly purred in my ear, "God your pussy's so fucking hot!"
Even as I squealed and writhed in throes of what was the best orgasm of my life, I kept my eyes on the mirror and the sight of Holly's hand still working my pussy and my tits being fondled by both our hands added to the power of my climax and I worked my hips as fast as I could, driving Holly's fingers deeper into my quivering pussy.
I released a long shuddering moan and slumped back against her, trying to catch my breath.
"Oh, my God." I breathed. "I came so hard!"
"Yeah you did." Holly eased her fingers from my pussy and immediately brought them to her mouth and sucked on them. "Hmm, so sweet!"
Holly's eyes rolled back as she tasted my pussy from her fingers and something about that move, along with the look on her face caused all the pent up frustration and nervousness of the last few months to fall away and be replaced by a wave of lust. Throwing aside my former inhibitions, I pulled away from her.
Turning so I was kneeling between her legs, I took her face in my hands and kissed her long and hard. Holly squealed in delight as my lips attacked hers and slipping her arms around me, drew me into her as her tongue pushed between my lips. I opened my mouth, eagerly accepting the gift of her tongue and groaned in my throat when I tasted myself from her.
Holly's hands ran up and down my back before sliding up through my hair and holding the back of my head, pinning my face to hers. Our kiss slowed down, and I whimpered when Holly slid her lips teasingly across mine. Our breasts were pressed together and she rocked side to side caressing my nipples with hers.
Holly was against the wall and putting my hands on her shoulders, I pushed her to the side. Taking the hint, she turned from the wall then laughed when I pushed her so she fell back onto the bed. Holly swung her legs to the side so she was lying along the bed, and stretching her arms over her head, pushed her tits up at me.
"Like your present?"
"Holly, you're...."I took a moment to look up and down her body, taking in every delicious curve and lingering on those gorgeous tits. "God, you're amazing."
"Yeah?" she smiled up at me, "And just think; I'm not fully unwrapped yet."
She lifted her hips and hooking her fingers into the black shorts pushed them down her thighs. I licked my lips as I took in the patch of red hair over her pussy then watched her bend her legs and slip the shorts down to her feet. She playfully kicked them off and lowering her legs, spread them open, "How about now?"
My answer was to lower my face to hers and as I kissed her shove my hand between her legs. We both moaned when my fingers pushed through her wet lips and Holly wrapped her arms around my shoulders as we shared a long deep kiss. I worked my fingers along the length of her wet slit and we both gasped when I came in contact with her swollen clit.
Holly thrust her hips into my hand and sliding her lips from mine moaned, "Put your fingers inside me."
I didn't need to be told twice and gently pushed to fingers into hot little box. I moved them in and out, amazed at how hot and tight she was. Holly groaned and contracted her pussy around my fingers whole moving her hips, pushing them deeper into her.
My lips wandered down to her neck and she sighed contentedly as I nibbled and sucked on the soft skin beneath her ear. Placing her hands on my shoulders, Holly gave me a push. "Suck on my tits, honey!"
Damn that sounded good! I slid down so my face was between her heaving breasts and sucked her right nipple into my mouth. Holly cried out and wrapping her hands in my hair, arched her back, shoving her nipple deeper into my mouth.
I moaned around her pink nub then eased it from between my lips and teased my tongue around it. I looked up at her as I did and she sighed, "Heather, you look so good!"
I smiled, then turning my head went about devouring her nipple while fondling her other breast. As she had done to me, my thumb was on her clit and moving side to side while I licked and sucked her tit.
"That tongue feels so good." Holly moaned, "But I know where it would feel better, don't you?"
I paused with my tongue on her nipple and felt a wave of butterflies.
"I...I don't know..."
"I'm sure you'll figure it out." She giggled, "You're doing fine licking my titties and playing with me. Just do it like you'd like me to do it to you." She licked her lips, "And I'm going to do it to you, but I made you cum already and you owe me one!"
Holly pushed on my shoulders again and after giving each of her adorable nipples a quick kiss; I trailed my tongue down her stomach as I eased down the bed. It wasn't the push that had gotten me to move, but the thought of Holly between my legs lapping at my pussy. I removed my hand from between her legs and placed it on her soft thigh as I kissed and licked her stomach.
"Don't tease!" Holly pushed her lips into a pout, "Come on, baby, let me see that pretty face between my legs."
Something about her calling me baby made me smile and I let my tongue head south and probe the sexy patch of red fuzz over her pussy. Her pubic hair was moist and I moaned when I caught her scent. Holly ran her fingers through my hair, a look of anticipation on her face. Her thigh trembled beneath my palm and stretching out between her legs, I spread her pussy open and noticed my fingers were shaking.
Holly's fingers tightened in my hair, but she remained still, waiting for me. Opening her pussy, I blew on her clit. She moaned quietly and leaning in I kissed her clit, then sucked it into my mouth.
"Oh, yes." Holly purred as my tongue swirled around it.
Her sound of pleasure gave me confidence and I sucked harder while slipping my fingers back inside her. My nose was buried in her pubic hair and I sighed at the intoxicating scent of my best friend's pussy. Holly lifted her right leg and stretching it out put her foot against the wall. She placed her other foot on my shoulder and rocked her hips slowly into my fingers.
Her fingers were now running through my hair and across my shoulders and after teasing a slow circle around her clit, I eased my fingers from her, lowered my mouth and plunged my tongue into her pussy.
"Oh, fuck!" Holly groaned as I moved my tongue within her.
I moaned in my throat and my hips ground into the bed as I sucked on her and received a mouthful of her sweet sticky fluid. I moved my head back and forth and she whispered, "Oh, you bad girl! That's it, fuck me with your tongue." She moved her hips, working her pussy into my face as I swirled my tongue, lapping up her juices.
I worked my tongue back up through her soft lips and this time when I found her clit I attacked it with gusto, sucking on it hard enough to make my lips smack and for her to cry out in delight. I plunged my fingers harder into her pussy and sucked her clit in the same rhythm as I moved them.
I whimpered as my once again aching clit ground into the soft sheet and keeping her promise of going down on me in mind, I pressed my tongue hard against her clit and licked it as fast as I could.
"Yes, oh, honey!" She cooed, "You know what you're doing don't you?"
Remembering something I enjoyed from the movies, I bent my legs and playfully kicked my feet back and forth as I sucked and licked Holly's sweet pussy.
"Oh, look at you, you sexy little thing!' she laughed.
I smiled around her clit thinking what the hell had I been waiting for? This was everything I thought it would be. As I nibbled gently at her pussy, it dawned on me that maybe what I was waiting for was Holly. Every time we had talked about it over the phone she had been so confident and had made it sound so good.
There had been times I had to masturbate once I'd gotten off the phone with her because her talking about it had gotten me so hot. All this time I'd thought it was because she got me thinking about it and how easy it would be.
Now laying here enthusiastically sucking her clit I wondered if what had been getting me that worked up was Holly herself. She was right; there was no one I was more comfortable with than her and who else would I have found that cared about me this much?
Holly groaned and her toes curled into my shoulder. Her hips rocked faster and she whimpered,
"Oh, Heather, right there, sweetie, right there!"
Again, that term of endearment sent warm feeling through me. That feeling was nothing compared to the growing heat between my legs as Holly started making those little hiccupping noises at the end of each of her deep breaths. She removed her hands from my hair and I looked up to see she her playing with her nipples.
My hips thrust into the bed as I watched her tug hard on her pink flesh and her pussy tightened around my fingers. Holly's eyes were closed and her lips parted as she pumped her hips into my fingers.
"A little more!" she whimpered, "Suck it harder, please!"
I did as she asked, sucking her clit as hard and fast as I could. Holly gasped and lowering her leg, wrapped it around my neck. I sucked her clit into my mouth at the same time as I drove my fingers deep inside her and with a long loud squeal that made me hope to hell my parents hadn't come home, she exploded.
Releasing another loud cry, Holly moved her foot from my shoulder and slipped that leg around my head. She clamped her thighs around my head, pinning my face to her pussy and bucking her hips wildly. I had no problem with that and continued to lick and suck while she smeared her sopping pussy into my face.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck!" Holly cried as she squirmed on my face.
Her pussy was quivering around my fingers and she was still pulling on her nipples and squealing louder than the girls in the movies did. Holly's body tensed and with another cry of pleasure a warm wave of sticky fluid gushed around my fingers and into my face.
"Oh, goddamn." Holly moaned, letting her legs slide from my arms. "Heather, you....honey, you did just fine."
"Honey?" I lapped around her pussy causing her hips to twitch. "I like that."
"Good because I like you." She sighed, "Damn you look good down there."
"Bet you'll look better." I sat up on my knees between her legs. "My turn?" I asked hopefully.
"Damn straight it is." Holly sat up in front of me. "I've been dreaming about licking your pussy since you told me you wanted a girl to lick it."
"You said something like that before, you really thought about me?" I asked, shocked, "I...oh!"
Holly cut me off in mid sentence when she pushed me down on the bed and just about attacked my tits. She sucked not just my nipple, but a good portion of my small breast into her mouth. I lay there moaning as I watched her devour my tit and Holly grabbed the other, fondling it while alternately licking and sucking my nipple.
Her eyes were closed and there was a look of bliss on her face as she bathed my breast with her soft pink tongue then switched to give the other some attention. She was lying between my legs and I tore my gaze from the show of her lips on my nipple to take in the smooth creamy skin of her back and her amazing ass.
Her long legs were bent as mine had been and I swore even the bottoms of her feet looked good. Holly gave each of my nipples a quick hard suck, then surprised me when she rolled over and got up to stand next to the bed.
"Come over here and stand up." She gestured in front of the bed.
Unsure of what she was up, but figuring everything she'd done so far had felt damn good, I slid to the side of the bed and stood up, facing her. Holly put her arms around me and kissed me. Unlike our other kisses this one was soft and...sweet. Her lips were barely grazing mine and her hands were rubbing my back.
I relaxed and enjoyed the slow sensual kiss as well as the feeling of our breasts once again pressing together. Holly. Slid her lips down my neck and I let my head fall back allowing her better access. Her hands trailed down my sides and my heart pounded with excitement when I felt her slide her fingers into my shorts and ease them down.
She stopped and giving me a sexy smile said, "Turn around."
I put my back to her and moaned when she moved my hair and kissed the back of my neck. Holly proceeded to cover my back in soft sweet kisses, making her way slowly down towards my ass. She knelt behind me and kissing the small of my back pulled my shorts down. I giggled when she began kissing my ass while working my shorts down to my feet.
"Hmm, I have thought about this." She murmured.
"Kissing my ass?" I laughed.
"Well that...and this!"
Holly shoved me in the back causing me to bend over the bed and without warning spread my cheeks wide and shoved her tongue into my ass.
"Hey!" I cried out, trying to stand, but she kept her hands on my back.
Her tongue pushed into my ass and despite my initial reaction being an uncomfortable one, I remained where I was, letting her have what she wanted and to my surprise once I relaxed it felt....good. Holly teased her tongue around my ass before pushing it into it once more and I sighed and wiggled my ass back and forth in her face.
"Oh, it doesn't take you long does it?" She laughed behind me.
She continued to probe my ass and I moaned when she slid her fingers along my inner thigh before easing them inside me. She thrust them in time with her plunging tongue and I spread my legs wider for her. Holly giggled into my ass, then removing her fingers replaced them with her tongue.
"Oh, God!" I groaned, as for the first time I felt a woman's tongue inside me.
Not just any girl, but my best friend and now my first lover!"
Holly moved her tongue inside me and I clutched the sheets in my hands as she probed my wet pussy. She moaned against my hot flesh and I heard her inhale deeply as I had done. Holly was moving her head, fucking my slit with her rigid tongue and I rocked back into her face. She was holding my ass open and I gasped when she teased my asshole with the tip of her finger.
She worked her tongue from inside me and made a slow teasing journey through my wet lips and up to my clit. She gently took it into her warm mouth and I whimpered as she circled it with her tongue. She licked back down then slowly up again. I moaned and sighed as Holly proceeded to work the length of my pussy with her skilled tongue.
Each time she reached my clit she gave it a quick suck that caused me to whimper then worked back down again. Her hands were fondling my ass and I was squirming beneath her touch, working my ass up and down and trying to get her lips to stay in contact with my clit. Holly plunged her tongue inside once more, then worked her mouth upwards instead of back down and teased my ass some more.
"Oh...my pussy, please?" I pleaded.
"I like that!" she purred. "How about you turn around and you can watch me lick your sweet little pussy?"
"God yes!" I stood up when she sat back on her knees and turned around so quickly I almost tripped over her.
"Smooth." I laughed.
"You are smooth." She looked up at me, her face glistening from my pussy. "And sticky sweet!"
She gave me another push and as soon as my ass had hit the bed, she buried her face between my thighs.
"Goddamn!" I moaned, as her tongue plunged inside me. "Holly that feels so good!"
"It's supposed to." She winked up at me and grabbing my ankles, lifted my legs.
I let her guide my feet to her shoulders and this time when she resumed licking it was directly on my clit and I lay back, propped up on my elbows, watching Holly go down on me. Her long red hair was fanned out across my thighs and her green eyes were wide and bright as her pink tongue danced across my swollen button.
I caught movement out of the corner of my eye and looking up saw our reflection in the mirror. My hips jerked and I released a soft moan just from the image of Holly kneeling between my legs. Her ass looked amazing as did her head between my thighs. My feet looked good on her shoulders and her hair was sticking to the sweat on her creamy back. Holly's hands were on my thighs and her bright polish was damn sexy on my skin.
What part of this wasn't sexy? My gaze worked away from Holly and I watched myself as my best friend worked my pussy. Still looking in the mirror I cupped my tits and stroked my nipples. I moaned as much from the visual as how good my fingers, and Holly's amazing tongue, felt.
I couldn't believe that for months I'd been afraid of this! I'd wasted so much time! Then again if I had done it before would Holly be with me now? Having her with me made all the frustration worth it and I rubbed my nipples faster while now rocking my hips into Holly's face.
She worked her fingers inside me and was now sucking my clit in time with her thrusting. I gasped and curled my toes into her shoulders as she sucked harder and I felt my orgasm building within me.
"Oh, Holly." I moaned, "I...I'm going to cum, please make me come!"
Holly responded by sucking my clit so hard her lips smacked and I cried out and lifted my ass off the bed, pushing my pussy into her face and straining to cum for her. Holly slid her other hand down between my legs and as she swirled her tongue around my clit eased her finger into my ass. I cried out in surprise, then again, and much louder, in pleasure as her finger pushing deeper into my ass sent me over the edge.
I threw my head back and squealed long and loud, at this point not even caring that it was after midnight and my parents could be downstairs. All that mattered right now was Holly was sucking my clit and I was cumming harder than I ever thought I could.
As she had done to me I closed my legs, capturing her head and working my pussy into her face. Holly moaned against me and her tongue and fingers continued to move as I twisted my nipples and cried out over and over again as my pussy convulsed around her fingers. Holly pushed her fingers deep inside me and I could feel her fingers pressing against each other through the thin skin between my pussy and ass.
I'd never let a guy do that before, had never even thought of it, but it felt so damn good! Holly was whimpering into my quivering flesh and with one last high pitched yelp, the last of my orgasm flowed though me and I let my legs fall from her shoulders and fell back onto the bed.
"Oh...I..." I stared up at the ceiling. "I came so hard the room's spinning."
Holly kissed my clit and then my thighs before standing up and getting onto the bed next to me. She rolled over between my legs and slipping her arms beneath mine, kissed me. Her tongue slipped into my mouth and as it caressed mine I moaned at the mingled taste of our pussies. I put my arms around her and hugged her close as we kissed.
Holly moved her head and nuzzling her face into my neck, sighed, "Heather you feel so nice."
"So do you." I giggled, "Wow, best present ever!"
"Yeah, you think so?" she kissed my neck, then rolled over onto her side.
Propped up on her elbow she looked down at me. Putting her hand on my stomach she let her eyes wander up and down my body before lingering on my face. "You're so beautiful." She said.
"So are you." I smiled, "I can't believe I did it, I can't believe we did that!"
"Did you like it?"
"You can't tell?" I laughed, "If I was any louder the neighbors might have called the cops, jeez I hope my folks aren't home."
"I think if they were we'd know." Holly said, then with a serious expression that was out of place on her , especially after the fun we'd had, she asked, "I mean did you like that it was me?"
"Of course!" I put my hand over hers, "I couldn't think of anyone who could make it more special." I grinned, "I mean not that it was romantic or anything, but wow, who needs romance when you cum like that?"



"I can be sweet too." She gave me a shy smile, another odd look for her, "I can be whatever you want me to be."
"I....what do you mean?"
"Heather, you know I told you I had three gifts for you?"
"Yeah, I kind of lost track the second one was so good." I turned my head, placing my face level with her breasts and kissed her nipple.
I smiled at how comfortable that move was and kissed her other breast.
"Well, I'd like to give you the third one and I hope you'll like it just as much."
"Now, wow, I'm kind of tired." I laughed, "And buzzing pretty good. Can we sleep a little bit first?"
"It's not that, well not right now anyway." She looked away and took a deep breath. "Heather I'm moving back here after the next semester."
"You are?" I removed my gaze from her amazing body and stared at her, "But why? You always wanted to go to school out of state and you said you loved it down there."
"I did, I do, but there's....look, my mom is really having it tough. Down there when I work it's to help pay for my share of the rent and have a little fun. If I go to school up here, I can get full boat financial aid and what I make waitressing can help my mother."
"She okay with it? She wants you to be where you're happy."
"She's okay, if I'm okay and that's because there's another reason and...well the reason is going to kind of help decide if I'm coming back for good."
"What's that?" I asked.
"You." She squeezed my hand. "Heather, I have to confess something to you."
"What?"
"I...when you first told me you were interested in girls it...it changed how I saw you. See, I've always been with girls and you liked guys so we were always just best friends. What else could we be? But even then I would play this little game of thinking if you ever came over to our side could we be more?"
"You...more?" I rolled onto my side to face her.
"Yes, more. So when you told me...I...I really started thinking about it. Every time I asked if you had broken the ice I was crossing my fingers you hadn't. When I was up here for part of the summer and would sleep over here all I wanted to do was...what we did tonight."
"What made tonight different?"
"Because it's been longer and it's Christmas which kind of gave me this lame gift idea as an excuse to try and...you came so close with Julie I knew if I left here and didn't, you would be with her soon. I had to know if you would let me."
"I'm glad it was you." I told her, taking her hand. "You were right...we're friends and know each other and you mad me relax and feel so good."
"I'm happy I did, but I kind of made it like, okay I'll get you started." She squeezed my hand, "But what I was hoping for is for you to want me again."
"I don't think that would be a problem." I laughed.
"I mean it." She said, quietly, "I'm not talking about an hour from now or later on this week, I mean...want me...all of me."
"Are you..." I swallowed nervously, "Are you saying you want to...be with me, like all the time?"
"I'm kind of saying...." She sighed, "Wow, so this is what it's like to be worried. Guess I'm asking if you want to be my girlfriend, girlfriend." She lowered her head and looked up at me through her eyelashes, "What do you think? Think I could make you happy that way?"
"I think its adorable seeing you nervous!" I laughed. "You're so cute!"
"Cute?" She smiled, "That's usually you, I'm you know," she winked, "Hot!"
"You are!"
"Well, um...I figured the big thing would be me being out of state, but if I came
I was silent for a moment thinking of how even back we could see each other all the time." before Holly had started seducing me I kept thinking of how beautiful she was and thinking of her in that way and feeling bad about it. Right now though looking at her that way was no issue and I looked down the bed at her naked body facing mine.
For years we had lied in this position on our beds talking before we would fall asleep or looking at magazines or playing on our phones. But now here we were, naked and satisfied, our bodies flushed from passion and our faces smelling of each other's pussies.
Better yet, here she was saying she'd seen me as more for months. I looked at my best friend who was watching me with a nervous expression on her face. The last few months had taught me the fear of rejection and truth be told, her saying she had feelings for me was a surprise, but a pleasant one. We'd always been everything to each other and...
"Heather, I love you." She said softly. "You don't have to say it back, but I had to say it. If you...just want this to be the one time, I won't be..."
I cut her off by lifting her chin and kissing her. "I...I love you too Holly."
"You're not just..."
"No." I shook my head. "I was just thinking we've always been everything to each other, but now we really can be everything!"
"I'd love that!" she put her arms around me and we shared a long sweet kiss. "But I'm going to ask one thing of you."
"What's that?" I asked, enjoying our embrace and thinking about how good it would feel to sleep with her and wake up with her and...
"I don't want to be a dirty secret. I want you to tell your parents. Not the next couple of days, you can wait until after Christmas and...I'll be there with you if you want."
My folks...jeez. What a double surprise to them, but she was right and now that I had taken the step it was time to say something.
"Okay, and if you want we'll tell your mom together."
"My mom knows." She said, "She's known for awhile I have feelings for you. In fact she told me I needed to, as she put it, shit or get off the pot and tell you before it was too late."
"Wow, she knew."
"And she's going to be thrilled you want to be with me. She loves you like a daughter already."
"My parents love you too, but...your mom knew about you."
"Like I said, we can wait. If you want until we can do it I come back for good after the next..."
"No." I shook my head and slipping my arms around her pulled her close to me. "We'll tell them tomorrow morning."
"No, wait until after Christmas." She returned my embrace.
"Nope," I insisted, "That's what the old me would have done. I would have worried and stalled."
"The old you?" she kissed my neck and it sent a shiver through me. "What's the new you going to do?"
"The new me is going to tell my parents what we gave each other for Christmas."
"You're going to tell them you gave me a dirty movie and I gave sexy jammies?" She giggled.
"No," I kissed her then nuzzling my face into her neck whispered in her ear, "I'm going to tell them how we gave each other our hearts."
"That's so sweet." Holly sighed. "I like that. Think they'll be okay about it?"
"Well one thing's for sure." I said while sliding my hand between us and squeezing her breast, "I don't think this is what my dad meant when he said I was getting my best friend for Christmas."
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"Delayed!" Mom said, disgustedly while scanning the arrival board. "Just like her to make me have to wait around longer."
"I don't think Auntie Sin did that, Mom," I told her from my spot on the end of the bench.
Peering around dad, she pointed at me, "Your aunt's name is Sinclair".
"She always says to call her Sin." I explained.
"Because she doesn't like to admit she's an aunt and a woman in her late thirties. Sin is her slut name."
"Carol." Dad shook his head, "You shouldn't say things like that."
"She's my sister, and I call a spade a spade." She crossed her arms over her chest and gave her blonde hair an indignant toss.
"She's Jake's aunt and she's always been good to him so at least keep your cattiness to yourself."
"Do I tell you how to talk about your sister, Paul?"
"I don't call my sister a slut."
"Because she's not one."
"Hey, mom what did aunt Sin...Sinclair," I corrected myself "Do that was so bad?"
"You don't need to know the details, just know she's not a role model as an aunt or a woman."
I started to speak, but dad had shot her a look and rolling her eyes, mom got up. "I'm going to grab a coffee."
She walked away in a huff and dad leaned back on the bench.
"It's going to be a long week."
"Why does mom hate auntie?"
"She doesn't hate her, she just..." he put his hands up, "They're sisters and they're very different. They were raised kind of old fashioned and mom stayed that way, your aunt?" Dad laughed, "Not so much."
"That's no reason to say she's a slut." I frowned, "Auntie's always been good to me."
"She has." Dad agreed, "And that's why I bought her a ticket to your graduation and told your mother that she's not only coming, but staying with us."
"Bet she was thrilled with that." I grinned.
"It..." he laughed, "Let's say it was cold showers for me for week."
"Whoa, I don't need to know about that stuff." I looked around to find mom and saw there were a few people in line ahead of her and figured it was safe for a few more minutes.
"So dad, what really happened with mom and Aunt Sin?"
"At least for this week it's Sinclair, okay? Your mother never liked that nickname, especially since they had that argument."
"What about?"
"Why the twenty questions, Jake?" Dad asked, "Your mother's blow out with Sinclair was two year ago. Why are you just now bringing it up so much?"
"Honestly" I smiled, "Because you told me when I became a man we would talk a lot more and there wouldn't be anymore, 'you're not old enough'.
"True." Dad nodded, "So how about you don't need to know?"
"I just think it kind of sucks." I kept going, "Auntie used to be around a lot. I'd sleep over on the weekends and she would always watch me when you guys went away. Now she's never around."
"She also moved to Florida not too long after the argument when she bought the club down there. So it's not like she'd be around a lot anyway." Dad reminded me.
"I know, but last two summers she's offered to fly me down for a couple of weeks and mom says no." When he didn't answer, I simply said, "I just miss her is all."
"I understand" Dad sighed, "Jake it's just something you really shouldn't know." He put his hand on my shoulder, "I know that's a shitty answer. You're a man now and I know you think you should know everything."
"Exactly." I told him with a smile.
"But it's kind of dicey and I think mom's right for keeping her issues with your aunt from you."
"Why?"
"Let's just say it might change how you look at her."
"Oh." I frowned, "She's not into drugs or..."
"Nothing like that." Dad said quickly, "She's not a bad person and your mother might be over reacting, but... There might be something to it."
"What..."
"Important thing is Jake I'm on your side with this. I insisted Sinclair stay with us for a few days before your graduation and maybe her and your mom can work things out. So how about you let it go at that?"
"Okay, I get it" I flicked my wrist and made the sound of a snapping whip.
"You're going to get it smartass." Dad said, but couldn't help laughing.
I winked, and turning around, scanned the lobby of T.F. Green. I enjoyed people watching; well more specifically girl watching. Being a warm June day there was some pretty good eye candy wandering by in shorts, short dresses and tight little tops. While watching a tall slender brunette walk by in a pair of fuck me sandals and shorts that exposed the tips of her ass cheeks I wondered what Auntie would be wearing.
I knew that wasn't a normal thought for a nephew to have about his aunt, but she sure as hell wasn't a typical aunt. Aunt Sin-who she would always be to me- had originally earned that nickname back in college when she had decided not to work with mom at their parent's diner.
Instead she went to work as a cocktail waitress at a strip club and eventually became one of the dancers. Going by the name of Nikki Sin, Auntie had become the clubs most requested dancer and unlike the other strippers who were into the drug scene, Auntie banked most of the money she made.
Once she'd finished college, she kept dancing and eventually managed a club before buying one with three other women down in Florida. At this point she still stripped, but very rarely and by special request and for ridiculous amounts of money.
My parents had no idea Auntie had told me this nor did they know I had once over heard mom make a crack to auntie she knew she did a lot more than dance for that money. Auntie's reply had been, "I had it, and they were willing to pay for it, why not?"
That comment had never ceased to turn me on and once I'd heard it, the already occasional dirty thought about my hot aunt had led to some all out taboo fantasies. I'd overheard another conversation once when I was at her house during which auntie had told someone those days were over and she was a business woman.
She'd then added any fucking she did now was purely recreational and had laughed. Just hearing her say that in the slightly raspy phone sex purr she spoke in had caused a sea of images a nephew shouldn't have about his mom's younger sister.
Especially seeing that even in her mid thirties when I last saw her, Auntie still looked as if she could swing from a pole and make top dollar. To say she was good looking was like saying Donald Trump had a couple of bucks to spare. I stopped thinking of auntie long enough to return the smile of a cute redhead who had slowed up when she walked past me. She gave me a pretty long look followed by a playful wink.
I started to get up to see if I could start some small talk, when a guy who had been walking behind her, caught up with her and took her hand. I sat back down and heard dad say, "That could have been interesting."
I glanced over to see him grinning at me and shrugged. It sounded like a bad thing to say, but looks ran in the family. Auntie was smoking hot and my mother was a lot prettier than she put herself out there as.
Mom dressed and acted conservative, but got more than her share of looks on the beach and had the same long light brown hair and smoldering brown eyes as her sister. Of course, Aunties smoldered with a come hither look, while mom's was usually because she was pissed at someone.
I had the same big dark eyes, but had dad's thick black hair. I worked out as much as I could and was told I had a great smile and good sense of humor. I couldn't be too bad looking as I could usually find a date without too much trouble, but so far hadn't met anyone that I'd really clicked with.
Sitting back on the bench and watching for auntie, I let my mind wander back to when I used to stay at her house when I was younger. Auntie was always a lot of fun. As high strung as mom was, auntie was that laid back. She would take me to whatever movie or sometimes concert I wanted to; never telling my parents. She'd feed me cold pizza for breakfast and take me shopping where she bought me whatever my parents said I couldn't have.
But as much fun as she was, Auntie was serious about one thing and that was school; always asking what my grades were and once refusing to take me for the weekend because I failed to study for a test and did poorly on it. She said education was everything. I once brought up how she made her money and with a smile she said, "Education taught me how to manipulate and get what I needed with what I had."
Auntie had a lot that was for sure and was never shy with showing it. I could never admit it to my parents, but once I hit the age of knowing what I was looking at, the trips to auntie's house were even better than before. Not only would she generally wear revealing outfits while out and about, but when home she would walk around in slinky little tank tops or silky camisoles with satin shorts that looked like they should be underwear.
I used to have to struggle not to let her catch me looking because whenever she bent over my eyes would be glued to her ass or her impressive tits that looked ready to fall out of her little shirt.
Maybe it was because I was her nephew and she figured I didn't look, but Auntie saw no need for a bra at night and her nipples were always visible through her flimsy attire. Glancing at dad as if I was afraid he could read my mind; I thought back to the best part of those last few months of weekends spent with Auntie Sin.
From the time I was a kid, Auntie always had a huge TV in her room, first a big one on the bureau then a nice flat screen. Auntie loved to watch movies in bed and eat popcorn and used to let me sleep in her bed and watch silly comedies or cheesy horror movies to all hours of the night into the morning.
As I got older she continued this tradition and I never thought anything of it. That was until she would shut the TV off and go to sleep and I would lay there staring at her scantily clad body. There was not a lot to Auntie's night attire; usually the same type of skimpy shorts and tops she paraded around in at night.
She always slept with a candle lit; saying the flickering light helped her sleep. So I had a pretty good view of her lust inducing form. Many weekends I lay there at night, hard as a rock staring at the curve of her breasts, her long legs poking from under the sheet and if she were warm I would get a good look at her perfect ass.
It would get to the point that at first I would slip into the bathroom and jerk off for relief. Envisioning the unnatural act of my Aunt letting me play with her body or better yet take her nephew between her full red lips and into her experienced mouth. That became a routine until one memorable night when Auntie had rolled over and draped her long leg over mine.
I lay there feeling her warm thigh over mine and swore I could feel the heat of her pussy through her shorts. My hard cock was inches from her thigh and grabbing it; I rubbed until I squirted in my underwear while wishing to hell it was all over the soft swelling of her breasts which had been pressed against me.
Even now I wondered if Auntie ever knew. There had been a couple of times she had rolled over against me and pressed her leg and once; her ass, into my raging hard on. In my fantasies she not only knew, but would tell me she loved it. In reality if she did know she chalked it up to me being a horny kid and probably laughed to herself about it.
"Goddamn, Pete, check her out!"
The voices came from behind me and I glanced over my shoulder to see a couple of guys my age leaning against the wall, both smiling. I followed their gaze and felt both my heart leap and my jaw drop; Auntie Sin was walking towards us. My aunt was dressed to kill even by her standards. Her sleeveless black top was low cut and skin tight, propping up her already large breasts and the middle of the shirt was black lace leaving the skin between her breasts visible.
The shirt was short, leaving her flat tan stomach exposed and even from several feet away I noticed the silver pendent hanging from her pierced naval. Her skirt was long, the hem flowing well past her knees, but there were slits up each side showing off her leg almost to her hips. I could hear her shoes clicking on the tiled floor and looking down, I took in the black stilettos, noticing how the straps wrapped around her calves to tie at the knees.
With an act of will I forced my eyes to find her face and noticed that despite the warm weather, her long light brown hair was down and she was wearing her trademark deep red lipstick. I was so excited to see her, I hadn't realized I had stood up and was already heading towards her. She was looking towards the other side of the lobby and I called out,
"Hey Auntie!"
She turned to look at me and removing her sunglasses, exclaimed, "Jake!"
She ran the last few feet to meet me and I wondered how the hell she could walk in those heels, let alone run. Then again she'd spent years dancing in them on a stage. Auntie reached me and throwing her arms around my shoulders, said, "I missed you so much!"
She pulled me close to her and as I returned her hug, It struck me how much I had missed her. Forgetting about her stunning appearance, I hugged her tightly against me.
"I missed you too!" I kissed her cheek, "It's been a long time!"
"Two years." Keeping her hands on my shoulders, she stepped back and gave me a quick look up and down, "Look at you! Even in these heels you're taller than me!"
"Yeah, I finally grew." I laughed.
"And not just taller," giving my bicep a squeeze she winked, "Filled out quite a bit didn't we?"
"I've been working out." I told her, then wanted to kick myself for sounding like a dufus. This was my aunt, not some girl I was trying to impress.
"It shows." She gave me another look, her large dark eyes working their way up and down my body.
She seemed to linger at my chest and arms and with an odd smile, she said, "Wow, last time I saw you, you were a skinny kid, now look at you." She ran her long red tipped fingers through my hair, "You're a man now and a good looking one at that!"
I felt myself beginning to blush, "You look amazing, Auntie." I told her, and then added, "As usual."
"And smooth." She laughed, then pulling me close once more, gave me a kiss on the cheek. "Honey, I am so looking forward to spending time with you this week."
That had come out in a sexy purr that caused my eyes to widen. Auntie followed those words with a quick peck on my neck, just below my ear. Not quite the place an aunt would kiss her nephew, but it sent a shiver through me. Auntie leaned back again and her eyes staring into mine she whispered, "You and I are going to have a lot of fun, Jake." She winked, "A lot of fun."
"Uh..sure." I said nervously as her fingers trailed down my arm.
"Sinclair!" I heard dad behind me. "It's been a long time!"
Pulling away from me, Auntie gave dad a big smile and as he embraced her said, "My favorite brother in law!"
"I'm your only brother in law," Dad said with a grin, playing his part in their ritual.
"Right! Like I said; my favorite!" Auntie laughed.
"We were expecting you at the other gate." Dad said, releasing her, but keeping his arm around her shoulders.
"I ended up on another flight." She sighed, "Whole thing was a cluster fuck."
"You look..." Dad paused, "Hell, Sinclair you look good, but I think you know that."
"Always good to hear from a couple of good looking men though!"
She put her other arm around me and pulled us both close to her, "I missed the men in my life."
"Oh, well look at this." Mom said coming up from behind us. "What, you have to walk around advertising your business?"
Auntie stepped out from between us and stepping towards mom, shrugged, "There were investors at the club today and I was..."
"Showing them the product I'm sure." Mom crossed her arms over her chest, "You couldn't change?"
"If you need to know I come on stage to introduce each dancer. I told you, I don't perform anymore, but I still need to dress..."
"Like a whore." Mom stated.
"Carol." Dad stepped between them. "This is the first time you've seen your sister in two years and besides, Jake is standing..."
"Jake knows what his aunt does for work, Paul. I don't need to keep it a secret. Besides it's not like he couldn't figure it out now that he's older."
Dad frowned and looked at auntie, "You told Jake what you used to do?"
"I'm not ashamed of my choices." Auntie waved her hand disgustedly, "I made a choice, made a lot of money and make a damn good living now because of it. But the two of you are ashamed for me it seems. Perhaps I'll just find a hotel and see you at the graduation."
"Hey!" I exclaimed, "Can't we just forget about things like that? I mean we're supposed to be family." I put my hand on auntie's bare shoulder. "And I want her to stay with us."
"I like the hotel idea, personally." Mom muttered.
"Jake's right." Dad said. "We're family. We all make our own way in life and all that should matter is we take care of each other." Turning to auntie he said, "Sinclair, I would like it if you stayed with us the way we planned."
"What about you big sis?" Auntie asked, "You okay with your slut sister lowering your property values?"
Mom frowned as she faced auntie, their identical brown eyes locked onto each other. Mom glanced briefly over at me and I mouthed the word, "Please?"
Mom's shoulders slumped in resignation, "I'm sorry about the way I'm acting and I would love for my little sister to stay with my family to celebrate Jake's big day."
"Aww," Auntie smiled, "You haven't called me your little sister in years!"
"Because honestly, Sinclair, it always seemed as if you were older than me."
"Nah," Auntie laughed, "Just more experienced."
Stepping forward she hugged mom and to my delight mom returned the hug and gave her a kiss on the cheek. "Welcome home Sinclair." She said softly, "I hope we can start over."
"That's up to you big sis." Auntie replied, while stroking mom's hair, "You're the one that's upset." Leaning back she held up mom's hair, "Speaking of starting over, Carol, you have to let me help you with a new look, you're far too young to be this plain."
"Gee thanks."
"I'm sure Paul would enjoy seeing what I could do for you."
"What size is that dress?" Dad laughed.
"I would never wear that in public." Mom declared.
"Okay, how about around the house?" Dad asked, hopefully.
"We'll see." Mom replied, her face turning red, "I don't quite have my sister's assets shall we say."
"You have plenty for me, honey!" Dad gave mom a playful spank on the ass causing her to blush even more."
"Whoa! TMI guys!" I put my hands over my ears.
"Jake, I'll get the car, how about you go with auntie and grab her bags?"
"Sure."
As mom and dad headed across the lobby to the car, I walked with auntie towards the luggage pick up. Auntie took my hand in hers and when I looked at her she squeezed it, "I really am looking forward to spending time with you Jake."
"Me too." I told her.
As we stood and waited for her bags to come around I noticed the looks auntie was getting. Not a guy of any age walked past her without either blatantly staring or in some cases doing a double take. I found it to be a strange turn on to see guys checking out my aunt, to know they desired her. More of a turn on was the tall blond who not only stared, but walked over and told auntie,



"I love that dress on you." That comment was followed by her giving auntie a long look up and down and even with me standing there, making a show of licking her lips.
"Thank you," Auntie replied and to my surprise just as obviously checked out the blond who was wearing a miniskirt I doubt she could bend over in without giving the entire lobby a show. "And I love how little of that skirt is on you."
"Oh." The blond smiled, and producing a card from her wallet, handed it to auntie. "Then maybe you can give me a call and we can talk fashion at a great club I know."
"If it's the Butterfly, I not only know it, but worked there for awhile." Auntie replied tucking the card into her exposed bra.
"Really?" The blond smiled, "I was talking about the Butterfly! Now you have to call me!"
"I'm only here for a week, but I think I'll find the time." Auntie told her, "But right now," she lifted her hand, taking my arm with it, "This is my nephew so I'll have to cut this short."
"Oh, I'm sorry." The blond said, but then with a wink added, "I just thought you were into young guys and was going to say bring him along!"
"Holy shit." I said aloud then blushed when they both started laughing.
"How adorable." The blond laughed, "I'm Mandy, please call."
"You can call me Sin" Auntie replied and reaching into her small purse produced a card and handed it to her, "That's my club so if we have some fun up here, you're going to have to come down my way."
"Nikki Sin." The blond purred, "I do remember that name! Maybe I'll get a private show?"
"Nephew." Auntie reminded her.
With a mischievous giggle, Mandy winked, then blew auntie a kiss before turning and walking away. I couldn't help watching her, taking in her long legs and the way her ass swung back and forth beneath the tight skirt.
"She's a hot little thing, isn't she?" Auntie asked.
"Yeah." I agreed. "Damn."
"My thoughts exactly."
Turning to her, I asked, "Are you...you know, really into women?"
Putting her arm around my shoulders, auntie pulled me into a hug and in her sultry voice said, "They don't call me Sin because its short for Sinclair, I've earned that name because, honey, you'd be surprised what your aunt is into."
*****
It was going to be a long week. Correct that, I thought staring out the window of my finished room in the basement, it was going to be a long, hard week. I'd arrived home from school to see Auntie lying by the pool in a short robe. The robe was open to reveal her red bathing suit, which left very little to the imagination from what I could see.
She asked if I wanted to change and come out for a swim with her and I was about to say yes, when Dad had pulled in from work. He was home at least two hours early and after saying hello to auntie asked me to go inside and talk with him.
Dad told me he really didn't want me by the pool with auntie and when I asked why, he had become vague and pretty much handed me "Because I said so." further pressing got me an exasperated, "Because it would piss off your mother and that's all you need to know."
I'd rolled my eyes, but promised I wouldn't go for a swim, but needed to go tell her I wasn't coming out so I wouldn't look rude. Dad told me he would go tell her I was studying. I pointed out finals were over and auntie knew that because she had sent me two hundred dollar check for acing them. He shot me a dirty look and told me to go downstairs and make myself scarce until later on.
I spent some time surfing the net, but kept looking over towards the window. Giving in to temptation I pulled aside the curtain and stared at auntie who was stretched out in a lounge chair not a dozen feet away from me. She must have given up on swimming and was now putting tanning oil on her body.
"Goddamn." I whispered, watching her lift her long leg and massage the oil into it.
Auntie already had a hell of a tan and the site of her bronzed skin glistening as her slender fingers caressed her leg caused my cock to swell. Auntie leaned back in the chair and bending her leg started to rub the oil into her inner thigh. My cock was already straining against my jeans and I unsnapped them for some relief.
My aunt was now working the oil into her other leg and I swallowed hard, imagining my hands working the oil into her warm, toned legs. Auntie stretched both her long legs out, angling her toes downward and causing the muscles to bulge in her calves. My eyes wandered up and down those incredible legs. Kim, the last girl I had dated was a cheerleader and close to half auntie's age and even her legs couldn't compare to what I was looking at right now.
Then again I could at least touch Kim's legs and get between them. Right now I was not only teasing myself, but really had no right staring at my aunt like this. But damn she was smoking. Auntie lay back in the chair and my cock jumped when she poured lotion into her hand and rubbed it onto her chest. Her hand glided over her large breasts and then between them, leaving a shiny trail of oil.
When she started rubbing the oil into the exposed tops and sides of her breasts, I knew there was no fighting it. Pushing my shorts and underwear down, I grabbed my swollen cock and started stroking it while watching auntie now rub her flat stomach. Her hands were sliding up and down, her fingers fanned out and I moaned as they reached the top of the bikini bottom and slid past it and onto her thighs.
Her hands were moving slowly and sensually and I noticed her back arching as she did it. I continued stroking my aching cock and my eyes widened when her hands went back to her breasts and this time cupped them while sliding her thumbs up and down the exposed inner half of them. Her hips were moving, slowly thrusting up and down, and to my surprise, she lifted her right leg straight up, hooked her hand behind it and pulled it back to her head.
My eyes widened at the sight of the thin red strip of material that barely covered her pussy, then blinked when letting go of her leg, Auntie spun around in the chair in one smooth motion, ending up on her knees with her hands over the back of the chair. My hand sped up on my cock as I was now staring at her incredible, and barely covered, ass which she began to shake back and forth.
Leaning back, she extended her legs beyond the back of the chair and holding the top tightly, let her head fall back and thrust her hips, grinding her thighs and pussy against the chair while her legs kicked up and down. I was beginning to wonder if I was seeing things, but if I was hallucinating or dreaming didn't care.
Auntie sat up, placed her feet on the deck and standing, whipped one long leg up and over the chair until she was now facing the front again, leaning against it, she tossed her head back while grinding her hips in slow seductive circles.
I gasped as my cock exploded, sending a long stream of cum splashing against the wall in front of me. I pumped my cock furiously, imagining it plunging between my aunt's thighs as she worked her hips the way she was now.
I sighed as the last of my cum dribbled down my cock and froze when Auntie stopped moving and sitting back on the chair, waved to someone I couldn't see and blew a kiss.
Pulling my shorts over my still dripping cock I crossed my room and looking out the other window that faced next door saw my friend Jack standing on his back porch with two of his friends. All three of them were staring dumbstruck down into my yard. Auntie had been putting on a show for them. Goddamn she was fucking hot! I could just imagine Jack asking me who she was when I saw him at school.
Walking back over to the other window, I looked out to see Auntie was now laying on her stomach and stared at the curve of her amazing ass. My gaze fell to the wall and with a disgusted sigh I grabbed a shirt off the chair in front of my desk and wiped off the cum that was oozing down the wall. I knew it was pretty sick to have blown a load to my aunt, but whoever said you shouldn't didn't have a relative who looked and acted like her.
The fact she was into women would no doubt add an entire round of new fantasies involving her. I jumped when my phone buzzed and picking it up saw dad had sent a text to come upstairs, because mom was due home any minute and he had ordered Chinese food. I took a minute to change out of my sticky underwear and donning a pair of jeans went upstairs.
Dad was on the phone in the dining room so I wandered into the living room and sat down on the couch.
"Hey, Sinclair!" I heard dad call out from the other room, "Come on in, food will be here soon!"
I sat back on the couch debating whether or not it would be worth putting the television on before dinner arrived. Instead I closed my eyes, then opened them at the sound of the auntie saying, "Hey you never came out for a swim."
"Sorry." I began, pissed that dad must not have talked to her, "I was just..."
I stopped when she walked over to stand in front of me. Auntie was wearing her short white robe, but it was wide open exposing her barely contained tits and the bottom that was little more than a thong. Her skin was still glistening from the oil and I couldn't tear my eyes from her tits.
"Just" Auntie prodded.
"I, uh, ended up on the phone with someone."
"Ohh, is she a pretty someone?"
Auntie stepped up between my legs and I swallowed nervously. "No, just a guy from school."
"A guy?" What about that cute little cheerleader you were seeing." She gave me wink, "She was a sexy little thing, nice legs in that picture sent me of her."
"Yeah, uh, well we broke up."
"Aww, my handsome nephew is all alone?" she shook her head, "Honey, you are too good looking to be sitting home and..." glancing into the other room to see where dad was, she leaned over, placing her hands on the couch behind me, "Playing with your cock."
Her tits were directly in my face as she leaned over and she'd whispered that last part directly in my ear. Hearing her say cock in her phone sex voice, and the sight of her perfect breasts almost spilling out of her top, had me beginning to sweat.
"No, honey, you should be out there playing with the girls." Auntie put her knees on the couch so she was now kneeling over me. "They don't all have to be serious, Jake. Find some girls who just want to have fun and go for it."
She tapped my cheek with her finger, "Always be nice to them and never kiss and tell. Brag and they'll get pissed off, but keep it quiet and they'll give you more. Got it?"
"Y...yes Auntie." I stammered.
"Besides its more fun to be the only one who knows." With a nasty little giggle that had my cock swelling as if I'd never gotten off minutes ago, she added, "Dirty little secrets are more fun when they stay secret."
"Okay, um," I looked away from her tits. "Could, uh you maybe, move?"
"You don't like me close to you?" she widened her big brown eyes and pushed her lips into a pout, "You too old to be close to your Auntie?"
"No, I...oh."
Auntie let her weight go so she was now straddling my thighs and had slid forward enough that her tits were pressed against my chest. More noticeable was her pussy which was now pushing down onto my hard cock. I felt my face flush and began to panic. There was no way she couldn't feel my hard on pressed against her.
"You okay, Jake? You look flushed."
"I..um, yeah I'm feeling kind of hot."
"Me too." She winked, "Than again I'm always running hot so to speak."
She put her arms around my neck and slid closer. That caused her pussy to slide against my cock and it took everything I had not to moan at the contact. Auntie's dark eyes were looking into mine and she had a slight smile on her face.
It dawned on me she knew she was teasing me and was enjoying it. My first thought was that was pretty twisted, but seeing I had just blown a load to her and was hard as a rock again for her, I guess I was no better.
Auntie leaned forward, "I did miss you, honey. Missed all the fun we had and all the fun we could have had."
Could have had? What did she...?
My thoughts trailed off when Auntie kissed me on the lips. It was just a soft brief peck, but directly on my lips. My cock was throbbing against her and I sat there totally helpless. I had no idea what to say or do. Unfortunately I had no need to as I heard the living room door open and mom exclaim.
"What the hell is this?"
Auntie had leaned back away from me at the sound of the door and had gotten her feet on the floor, but was still hugging me closely. Rolling her eyes, Auntie calmly stood up and turned to face mom who had stormed over to us her brown eyes blazing.
"Get the hell off my son!" Mom shouted at her.
"I'm off your son." Auntie remained calm, "What, I can't give my nephew a hug?"
"You were all over him and look at you!" Mom pointed at her open robe, "You're barely fucking dressed!"
"It's my bathing suit." Auntie put her hands out, "Shall I swim in jeans and a t-shirt?"
"It's inappropriate in a house with a young boy!"
"He's eighteen, not eight." Auntie declared, "And I'm his aunt, not some cute girl at the beach, he's not checking me out."
"Yeah mom." I lied through my teeth, "Aunties was just giving me a hug and like she said, she's my aunt."
An aunt that had caused a raging hard on that I was careful to keep my hand over until mom's anger sufficiently shrank the bulge in my shorts.
"What the hell's going on here?" Dad came into the room.
"This slut was all but giving our son a damn lap dance!"
"Come on Carol!" Dad shook his head, "Do you hear yourself?"
"Look at her? Her tits were just about slapping him in the face and she may as well be a in a thong!"
"Like you'd know what a thong is." Auntie smirked.
"She's wearing a robe, Carol." Dad said as he walked over to us.
When he reached mom's side he looked at auntie and frowned, "Um, well okay, a uh, open robe."
I held back a laugh as my father's eyes lingered on auntie's body for a few moments, before looking away.
'That, um, is a little much Sinclair."
"Not enough is more like it." Mom pointed out.
"Fine." Auntie tied her robe tightly, "I will go out and find a one piece bathing suit at a store for old ladies would that be okay?"
"What would be okay is if you kept your slutty hands off my son." Mom demanded.
"Really, Carol?" Auntie waved disgustedly at her, "You really think I would tease my nephew?"
"You'd tease our father if you could." Mom said.
"Damn, mom!" I gasped.
"I don't have to take this." Auntie began to walk towards the stairs that led up to her room. "I'll pack and be gone in a half hour."
"Sinclair, you're going to stay." Dad told her. "We're all going to calm down then talk later."
"Let her go." Mom said.
Auntie gave her a dirty look then headed up stairs.
The doorbell rang and dad said, "Foods here."
"Whatever, I'm not hungry!" Mom turned and left the room, heading for their bedroom.
"Shit." Tossing a couple of twenties on the coffee table, dad said, "Jake, pay for the food and help yourself; I have to go talk to your mother."
He followed mom and jumping off the couch, I quickly paid for the food, letting the driver keep the six dollars so I wouldn't have to wait for him to dig out change. I put the bags on the dining room table and ran down into my room. What dad never realized when he'd converted half the basement into my room was I could hear anything that went on from any room on the first floor through the vents that helped heat the house.
Of course I had learned the hard way not to listen at night under my parent's room. I might have a thing for my aunt, but hearing mom moan and yelp when dad was fucking her wasn't anything I needed to hear. I went over to the corner and standing on my weight bench listened.
"I'm telling you, I saw her through the window before I walked in and she looked like she was trying to make out with him!" Mom yelled.
"Carol, she was just being affectionate. It's not her fault she looks like that."
"Yeah I bet you have no complaints about how she looks." Mom snapped, "Don't think I forgot about how she used to flirt with you!"
"That was twenty years ago for Christ's sakes." Dad was getting pissed now. "Sinclair is an attractive woman and yeah, she shows more than she should, but it's not on purpose. The woman stripped for years, she considers herself modest when she has clothes on." Dad laughed.
"That's not funny, but forget the outfits, Paul she was all over him! And Jake looked nervous as hell! She's cock teasing our son!"
"No she's not. Jake is her nephew and even he said he doesn't look at her like that."
"He's lying to cover for her. He's eighteen and she's a damn porn star to him. Mrs. fucking Robinson."
"You're over reacting, but I'll have a talk with her. She just thinks you hate her, she'll listen to me."
"Paul, have you forgotten about that fucking video she sent me by mistake?"
Video? My ears perked up, now we were getting somewhere.
"Yes Carol, you showed it to me," he laughed, "Well sort of, you made me close my eyes and just listen."
Holy shit! Auntie had sent mom a sex video! I immediately started wondering if it was still on her computer somewhere.
"And what did you hear, Paul?" Mom asked, "What was she saying to that kid she was screwing? What was she calling him?"
"He wasn't a kid, Carol, you make it sound like..."
"If he was twenty I'd be surprised."
"So what? So your sister likes young guys, big deal. She likes women too, that's her business."
"What she was calling that boy is my business." Mom told him. "Then right after I see that video and I ask Jake what they do when he sleeps over and he told me he's in her bed with her?"
"Oh, for Christ's sake they ate popcorn and watched movies! It was harmless."
"Nothing about Nikki Sin is harmless." Mom snapped. "She started stripping at eighteen and she was turning tricks in the back of those clubs right after that. She bragged to me that two guys gave her five hundred if they could both fuck her at the same time. She's a fucking pig! She didn't need the money, my parents had plenty, she fucked and stripped and sucked cock for money because she's a fucking whore and she loved it!"
I closed my eyes and let my mind race with the image of my aunt on her hands and knees taking a cock in her pussy and one in her mouth. Did they fuck her in the ass too? I thought of her on her knees sucking cock while a guy shoved money in her bra. I shook off an image of auntie with cum dripping from her lips and focused on the conversation above me.
"That was years ago," Dad said, "She was young and wild and she never wanted your father's money. She does well on her own and she doesn't do any of that anymore. Carol I know she was a disappointment to you and your folks, but she's not out to molest our son. She loves Jake."
"That wasn't love on Jake's face. And that video Paul, that was why I told her to never come around here again and you invite her back and look what she does."
"She's your sister and you two need to get along. I think after dinner we'll tell Jake to make himself scarce and the three of us will talk this out once and for all. Life is too short to hate your only sibling."
"Maybe I should play that fucking video for her."
"Tell me you still don't have that?"
"Its in my e-mails. I've never looked at the damn thing since that night, but I want it as proof as to why I don't like her near my son." Mom made a disgusted sound. "Lying in bed barely dressed with a young boy, then I see that?"
"We'll discuss it, okay?"
"Okay." Mom sounded calmer. "Maybe I over reacted, but you didn't see what I saw."
"And you may have seen what you wanted to see. We'll figure it out. After dinner we'll talk about it. Now come on, I'm starving."



I hopped off the bench and as I headed towards the stairs to have dinner with my parents, I glanced at my lap top and smiled. Mom had me help her with computer stuff as she called it all the time and I had the password to her e-mails. While mom and dad talked with Auntie I was going to find and watch my aunt's dirty home movies.
*****
When dinner was over, I raced downstairs and had barely had my ass plopped into the seat of my chair when I brought up a browser and went to Yahoo. I typed in mom's e-mail and hoping she hadn't changed her password since the last time I helped her set something up, typed in my name and the date of my upcoming graduation.
I smiled when it worked and scrolling down through the folders I had set up for mom to store her e-mails found the one for Auntie, assuming she would have put the video there.
There were hundreds of e-mails going back several years, but I noticed they slowed down quite a bit over the last four. I went back to the January of my senior year in high school which is when the shit had hit the fan. I looked for anything with attachments and went by the subject. I saw a bunch marked vacation photos, family pics and 'my new club' and kept skimming. My heart skipped a beat when I saw one marked 'video tour of my new house!'
I opened it up and frowned when I saw a camera moving around what appeared to be a large bedroom. I saw a woman's bureau that featured several lit candles as well as rows of perfume bottles and make up. The camera panned around to show some artwork on the walls and I was getting ready to click off when Auntie came into view of the camera.
"Hey, honey, you waiting for me?"
She was wearing a short red robe and her long hair was down and had been teased out, giving her a wild appearance.
"You told me to wait for you." A deep voice said.
"Are you happy to see me?"
"Very."
"Show me."
The camera lowered and a hand appeared and pulled the sheet away to expose a huge hard cock standing at attention.
"Jeez." I whispered, "That's a big fucking dick."
"Hmm, look at that?" Auntie purred, "All for me?"
"Oh, yeah."
"I suppose I should show you something now, no?"
"Yes please."
"Hmm I like a boy with manners." Auntie pulled the tie of her robe and began to open it. "Ask again."
"Please Sin?"The voice begged, "Please show me your..."
"That's not how I told you to ask." Auntie snapped, "I told you the game I want to play."
She pulled the robe tighter and the unseen man pleaded,
"Please Auntie? Please let me see your beautiful body!"
Auntie? Oh my god! No wonder my mother was acting the way she did! Aunt Sin was role playing about seducing her...
"Here you go, baby." On the screen Auntie opened her robe and let it fall to the floor.
"Holy fucking shit." I murmured my trail of thought broken by the visual before me.
Under the robe Auntie was completely naked. Her large round tits were more amazing than I had imagined. Despite their size they were still sitting high and proud and the tan lines on the outer half of her breasts made them look even better.
Her nipples were a shade of deep pink and were as hard as the massive cock before her. My eyes trailed down to the smooth pink cleft between her legs and as if she knew I was watching she spread her legs apart and slid her fingers through her pussy.
"You like seeing your Aunt naked?"
"I..I love it. My God Sin you're fucking hot!"
"If you don't remember what to call me I'll find someone else to play with." She told him, "Now, would my sexy nephew like his Auntie to get in bed with him?"
"Please come to bed ,Auntie."
"Hmm seeing you asked so nice."
The camera focused on my naked aunt crawling up onto the bed and I began rubbing my cock through my shorts at the sight of her large tits dangling, her nipples just barely touching the man's thigh. She made her way up between his legs and sliding onto her stomach grabbed his dick and rubbed it along her face.
"Look how hard you are for your Auntie!" she gave his cock a quick kiss, "You're a bad boy aren't you?"
"A bad boy who wants his hot Auntie."
"You do don't you?" Auntie stroked his cock and I saw a thick stream of pre cum ooze from it. "You're always hard for me. Lying next to me at night, stroking your dick and thinking of me."
That answered my question. Auntie had known all along I was hard in bed with her and...and was into it!
"Tell me what you want."
"Auntie Sin, will you suck my cock?"
"This cock? You want me to suck my nephew's big cock? What kind of aunt would that make me?"
"My favorite one!"
Auntie laughed, "Oh, that was perfect! Just like this fucking cock is perfect. Here you go, baby, you lay back and watch Auntie treat her nephew right."
"Fuck me." I whispered watching Auntie open wide and take his huge dick effortlessly down her throat until her lips were around his shaft.
I heard the man moan and the camera shook as she began bobbing her head, sliding his long hard shaft between her amazing lips.
"Oh that feels so good Auntie!" he groaned, "You look so good sucking my dick!"
Auntie moaned around him and sucked him faster, taking him balls deep each time.
"Oh, fuck!" he moaned, "Jesus you can suck cock, Sin!"
Pulling his coke from her mouth, she winked, "I used to be a professional you know!"
"Fuck it shows, Oh Auntie!" he cried out when she began sucking his balls.
"Oh Auntie," I repeated rubbing my cock faster.
Auntie took his huge dick back in her mouth and sucked on it fast and hard as he moaned "Auntie Sin" over and over again. His hips started moving, thrusting his dick into her mouth. He was moaning louder and I held my breath in anticipation of watching my aunt get a mouthful of cum.
Instead she pulled her mouth from him leaving a long sloppy trail of spit oozing from her mouth and said, "I'll suck you off later, right now your nasty aunt needs this big dick in her hot wet pussy!"
She backed off the bed standing, pointed, "Put the camera there."
The camera followed the floor then panned around to show aunty standing in front of the bed. She crawled up on her hands and knees and said, "Come over here and fuck your slutty aunt!"
I saw the guy come into view and saw what Mom had meant. The guy looked as if he would fit right in at school, he couldn't be much older than me if he was at all. He had dark brown hair and his body was built as big as his cock. He got on his knees behind auntie, grabbed her hips and drove his cock deep between her thighs.
"Fuck yeah!" Auntie screamed, "That's it, honey fuck your nasty aunt! Give her that big fucking dick!"
The guy was pounding her hard and fast and Auntie was squealing like a porn star. The guy gave her ass a sharp slap
"You like your nephews cock, you nasty pig? You like fucking your sister's son, you sick bitch?"
"Yes! I'm a dirty fucking bitch!" Auntie cried out, "I'm a dirty pig that loves being fucked by her hot nephew! I want him to fuck me and lick me make me cum!" she yelped as he dealt her two hard slaps to each side of her ass, turning her cheeks red.
"I want to suck his cock and swallow his cum!"
"You're a dirty whore, Auntie!" he moaned
"I'm your whore!" she called out, "I'm my nephew's dirty cock slut! I even want you to fuck your aunt in the ass! I'll let you do anything to me, just keep fucking me! Just, oh yes!"
The guy had pulled out and grabbing his cock stood up on the bed. Auntie spun around and getting on her knees opened wide. Even from the distance the camera was filming from I could see a long thick stream of cum spray from his cock and directly into her waiting mouth. The guy cried out when Auntie grabbed his cock and shoving it in her mouth began to suck on it like it was an Olympic sporting event.
She was moaning and gurgling and my cock felt ready to explode watching her suck that huge dick dry. It dawned on me that it might very well be my cock she was thinking of and unsnapped my pants, prepared to blow the second load of the day dedicated to my aunt who had obviously done some thinking about me.
"That was a nice big load for your auntie!" she moaned wiping the cum that had dripped from her mouth and sucking on her fingers, "Now that I took care of my horny nephew, how about I lay back and you suck on aunties pussy and make her cum nice and hard for..."
I jumped as my phone rang. I swore when I saw it was dad, but closed the video and answered.
"Hey, Jake, things got taken care of between your mom and your aunt and we thought it would be fun to play some Yahtzee like we used to, why don't you come on up?"
"Um, yeah I guess."
"Oh come on, I know you think you're too cool for that, but come on up, it'll be fun playing games with your aunt."
"Okay, I'll be up."
Ending the call, I looked down at my hard dripping cock and thinking of the video thought; yes it would be fun to play a game with my aunt, but certainly not the ones my dad was talking about.
I gratefully crawled into bed, taking my lap top with me. It was after ten o'clock and after almost five hours of playing first Yahtzee, then Scrabble, mom and dad had decided to call it a night. I had to admit it was fun. The talk must have gone well because mom and Auntie had not only gotten along, but were laughing and busting each other up over the games. It was good to see them getting along. Hopefully that meant being able to see more of Auntie, maybe even being able to go see her place down in Florida this summer.
Of course I had just seen a whole lot of Auntie on that video. All during the night any time I did not have to roll dice or think about the game all I could think of was that video. I would look across the table at Auntie and imagine that big cock in her mouth or her bare nipples. I especially kept envisioning her on her knees calling herself a slut while getting fucked and spanked.
Auntie was dressed in a pink Red Sox T-shirt and a pair of jeans, but was barefoot and more than once I'd felt her soft foot graze my ankle under the table. Each time I would look at her and she would wink at me. Before the video the furthest my mind would have gone was that she was screwing with me, but after the video? I was really starting to wonder if she wanted to fuck me. One thing was for sure I had to admit I could understand mom being upset; that video was pretty direct.
Dad had made the excuse it was a harmless role play and maybe it was, but wasn't there always truth behind a fantasy? I spent half the time at the table with a raging hard on and my aching cock dripping down my thigh as I couldn't keep my eyes or mind off my aunt. Thankfully they always went to bed by ten thirty and Auntie had declared she was tired from too much sun and had headed upstairs after giving me a harmless peck on the cheek and telling me good night.
Now at last I could give my tortured cock some relief! Normally I would go to a free porn site and find a fun video to spank it to, but for tonight, and I am sure many nights to follow, there was a hot home video to watch. Stripping off my shorts and underwear I kicked them off and slid naked under the sheet. I opened the lap top and placing it on the bed next to me, got into mom's e-mails and brought up the video which I planned on saving to my computer when I was done.
When Auntie crawled onto the bed and began sucking her 'nephew's cock I stroked mine wishing to hell it was her wet mouth not my hand on my shaft. I thought about giving Jen a call tomorrow and see what she was up to. We had hooked up for sex once a couple of weeks ago and she seemed open to having a little friends with benefits action while neither of us were seeing anyone.
Not that Jen could compare with a woman like my Aunt, but she was fun and did enjoy sucking cock providing I got her off first. Watching my aunt suck her lucky stud's balls I decided that was a call I had to make, whacking off wasn't going to be enough to keep me sane while Auntie was here. I froze at the sound of soft footsteps and turning my head saw a pair of long bare legs descending the stairs.
No way were those legs my mothers and I quickly fumbled with the mouse to shut off the video. Auntie came into sight wearing what looked like a man's black dress shirt that hung down to her mid thigh and looking around spotted me lying on the bed.
"Hey, sweetie!" she said as she walked across the large room and over to my bed, "Watcha doing?"
"I...uh, just getting ready to go to sleep."
"You sleepy? Its only ten thirty!" she looked down at me and I tried to causally move the lap top over the tent my cock had pitched under the sheet.
"Yeah, long day." I told her.
"Hmm, a long hard day I'll bet." She winked.
"What, um, did you need something?"
"Yes." She nodded, "I need some time alone with my nephew and what I was thinking of is how about I hop in your bed and we'll watch something fun, like when you were younger?"
"I...I'm not a kid anymore."
"Oh, I've noticed." She said and leaning over ran her nails across my chest. "You've filled out quite a bit."
"Thanks."
"Thanks?" she laughed, "Not too smooth yet, are you?"
"Should I be, with my aunt?"
"Nope." She shook her head, causing her long hair to drift across her face, "I like you being a good boy. So how about you find something fun on demand and we'll order it?"
"Well I...hey!"
Auntie had lifted the sheet and I pulled it back down.
"Why so shy?" she asked, then grinned, "Are you just in your underwear?"
"Uh, yeah."
"Well then I don't want to make you feel uncomfortable."
"Good, because I..." I stopped in mid sentence when Auntie started unbuttoning the black shirt. "W...what are you doing?"
"Making us even."
She got to the last button and slipped the shirt from her shoulders, letting it drop on the floor. Oh, fuck me, I thought. She was wearing a pair of black lace shorts that hugged her thighs and except for a patch between her legs was transparent. The top was a black bra that barely covered the lower half of her tits and as I stared at them I felt my cock trying to lift the lap top.
"See? Now I'm in my undies!"
Auntie lifted the sheet again and this time I slid over to the side and she slipped under the sheet. She immediately moved over next to me and sitting up against the pillows, put her arm around my shoulders.
"So what were you watching on your lap top?"
"Oh, uh, just some dumb you tube thing."
I tried to keep my voice steady. Auntie was directly next to me and I could feel the length of her warm soft leg against mine. I fought to keep my eyes on the blank lap top and not look over at her breasts.
"Can I watch?" She asked
"No, it was stupid and..."
"Because you weren't watching you tube were you?" she grinned, "I heard the distinct sound of moaning as I came down the stairs." She poked my arm, "You were watching porn weren't you?"
"I...you got me." I looked away, embarrassed.
"Hey don't worry I watch porn all the time!" she laughed, "I don't use my hand though I just go through a lot of batteries!"
"TMI Auntie."
"Really?" she turned so she was now leaning against the head board and I gasped when her leg draped over mine. "I don't think you mind me telling you dirty things about me."
"I...you know I don't think my mom would want you down here and..."
"And why is that, Jake? Why do you think my prude of an older sister doesn't want me near her little boy?"
"I...I don't know."
"I think you do." Auntie replied.
Sliding down the bed, she rested her head on my shoulder and put her hand on my chest. Her thigh was over mine and I swore I could feel the heat from between her legs pressing against my outer thigh.
"I...I guess its what you do or did for work."
"Part of it. She doesn't like that I danced and it is embarrassing to her that her little sister sucked cock for a hundred dollars a whack."
"Auntie, I don't think..."
"Two hundred for a fuck and tell you what some of those guys were a pretty good time on top of it." She sighed, her breath hot on my chest. "Hard to call it works sometimes. But that's not the reason, that was years ago."
"Then I guess I don't know."
"You don't? Then I guess I haven't been trying hard enough."
Her leg shifted further onto mine and I cringed as she was now inches from my throbbing cock. She remained silent for a moment then reached out and moved the mouse on the lap top.
"Let's see what you were watching." The screen came up to mom's e-mails from her and she grunted. "And why are we in your mom's e-mails?"
"I..."
"Maybe you were looking for that video your mother was yelling about so loudly I could hear her from over their head?" she laughed, "The vents in this house are something! I know if I heard them, you did."
"Auntie, please I..."
"Let's see." She moved the mouse over her e-mail and opening it, quickly clicked on the video.
"Ah yes. Good old Chad, he was a lot of fun!" she purred in my ear, "What a cock that boy has! He played along pretty good too, didn't he?"
"Auntie..."
I stopped when she pressed her finger to my lips. "Shh, let's watch."
I lay there confused and scared. At this point I was screwed. Auntie knew I knew and she was probably going to discover my hard on any minute now. My mind raced with what that meant. Either she was going to make fun of me for the rest of my life or maybe she was...
"Hmm I can just taste that cock now," she whispered. "Feel it dripping down my throat."
"Oh, man." I moaned as she pressed her tits against me.
"If only there was a nice young hard cock here right now that I could get my hands on."
Moving quickly, I shut the lap top and closing my eyes tried to tell myself I was dreaming.
"Aww, it was getting to the part where he fucked me!"
"Auntie, I...really don't know what you want and..."
"After that video you still don't?" pressing her lips to my ear, she purred, "Honey, I want you."
"N...no, you...you're screwing with me, I...oh!"
Aunty slid her thigh up and across my swollen cock and as I groaned began working it back and forth.
"Not wearing any underwear and hard as a rock." She said in my ear, "You were jerking off to your aunt fucking her nephew weren't you?"
"I...I'm sorry auntie." I moaned as her legs pressed harder against my cock.
"Why? I'm not. In fact I'm glad you want me, but I always knew you did."
"You...you did?"
"Honey, you don't think I felt that hard cock next to me? You don't think I knew you went to the bathroom to jack off? Better yet, I was awake that night you rubbed one out in your shorts next to me. I wanted you bad Jake, but you were too young so I just left it at teasing you. But now?"
She slid her hand under the sheet and I gasped when she grabbed my cock.
"Now you're a man and," she squeezed my cock causing me to moan pathetically, "One who has nothing to be ashamed of!" she pumped my cock, "Nothing at all."
"Auntie, please..." I moaned, "Please don't tease me."
"Tease you? Honey I'm not going to tease you. My poor nephew is all worked up and only a bad auntie would leave him that way."
Letting my cock go, she tossed the sheet back, the lap top rolled off and almost went off the bed, but all I cared about was staring at Aunties hand when it wrapped around my shaft. Her long slender fingers with their red nails looked incredible and as she pumped it she gave me a squeeze causing more pre cum to squirt from the tip.
"No worries, my beautiful nephew, your Auntie Sin will take care of this hard cock." She slid her palm over the sensitive head and rubbed it back and forth.
"Yeah, let's get this nice big dick all wet now." She said softly, pumping it again.
She was moving her hand slowly, making me feel every inch of my cock beneath her touch. My shaft was now glistening with my sticky pre cum, but her hand felt even better than before.



"So you know I'm not lying, you saw that video. I played that out with several young men. Made them call me Auntie if they wanted me to fuck and suck them. Called them my nephew when they licked my pussy and shoved their sweet hard cocks into my dripping pussy. Told them to take their Auntie, to fuck me like the nasty whore I am."
"Oh, my God!" I moaned as she began stroking me faster.
"I am a dirty whore aren't I, Jake? Thinking about my nephew like that. But you're a bad boy because you wanted me to think that way, didn't you?"
"Yes." My hands were by my sides and I clutched the sheets as she continued to tease me with her hand. "Oh yes!"
"I like that." She flicked her tongue across my ear, causing me to shiver. "I like that little whimper in your voice, Jake. But see the problem is that's a little boy noise. You're a man now."
"I...sorry."
"Don't be. I expected you to be scared when I finally showed you I want you, so I'll let it slide. Tonight you can be a nervous little boy getting a hand job from his caring Aunt who doesn't want him to go to bed horny."
"H...hand job?"
"I'm going to jerk this nice cock until you cum for me. Until you show Auntie the nice big load you have for her."
"Oh." I groaned,
"Why, did you want more than that?" she asked, her tongue again teasing around my ear.
"I...yes."
"What did you want, my bad little nephew?"
"I...oh" I lost my train of thought when Auntie's hand slipped down my cock and massaged my swollen balls.
"Did you want your slutty aunt to suck your cock for you? To give you a nice blow job? The kind your little girlfriends haven't learned how to give yet? You want your Aunt Sin to let you cum in her mouth? Take every drop for you?"
"Y...yes." I groaned as she resumed stroking my quivering cock.
"Then what? You want Auntie to spread her legs and let you lick her pussy? Teach you how to really make a woman cum?"
"I...I want to suck on your tits." I moaned.
"Ohh, I like that! See I'll want more of that tomorrow night!"
"T...tomorrow?"
"Hmm-mm!" she nodded as she slowed her stroking, causing my hips to start to thrust in desperation. I needed to cum so bad!
"Yes honey. Tomorrow your slutty aunt will give you anything you want, but you have to be a man, not a boy!"
"W...what do you mean?"
"What I mean is tonight you're nervous and that's okay. So I'll give you a little treat, I'll take care of you the way a young boy takes care of himself, but tomorrow I'll give you a chance to be a man and treat me like the nasty pig I am."
"Treat you..."
"Oh, yeah Jake, tomorrow night if you want me, you'll take me. I'll help you along, but I don't want to be with a boy I want to be with a man! Think you can fuck your horny aunt the way a real man can?"
"I...I want to!"
"And I want you too!" Auntie released my cock and as I whimpered, she laughed, "None of that tomorrow night! That's why I'm going to give you a little ice breaker tonight, show you I'll be anything you want me to be!"
Auntie backed down the bed, then swinging her long leg over my hips, sat up, straddling me. Grabbing my cock she pressed it against her crotch and rocked her hips. I moaned at the feeling of the silky material against my shaft and she sighed, "Hmm that is hard, teasing myself right now."
She rocked her hips faster releasing my cock; she slid up so that it was pinned between my stomach and her crotch. She remained still and I moved my hips, moaning at how hot her pussy was even through the material. Sitting up straight, Aunty reached back and unhooked her bra. My eyes widened as she slid the straps from her shoulders and was holding the cups pinned to her tits.
"How about a little motivation for my sexy nephew to cum nice and hard for his auntie Sin?"
"Please." I gasped as she pumped her hips hard into my cock.
"Please...?" she raised her eyebrows.
"Auntie, can I please see your tits?"
"Oh, you naughty boy!" she laughed, "But your mommy did teach you manners."
Auntie whipped the bra off and my jaw dropped at the sight of her tits. Even though I'd seen them in the video it was a far cry from being two feet away from them. Her nipples were hard and pointing directly at me and her tan lines were even slimmer than in the video. I started to reach for them, but she shook her head.
"You can touch tomorrow. Right now, you just look, got it?"
"Please?"
"Nope. Auntie has rules and you'll play by them. Now, let me show you how I used to make some pretty good money." She giggled, "Dancing anyway."
Auntie placed her hands on my chest and I gasped when her tits were inches from my face. I stared at her nipples, longing to lick and suck them, but kept my head on the pillow. Auntie smiled down at me then began grinding her hips, sliding her now wet panties across my cock. I gasped as she moved faster and faster, her hips moving forward and backwards then switching to a circular motion that caused me to whimper again.
"Yeah, you like that?" She whispered, staring down at me, "Nikki Sin used to get paid a hundred dollars to get guys off like this. I would make them cum right in their expensive suits! For an extra twenty five I'd let them suck my tits!"
"Oh, damn." I groaned, raising my hands, then starting to put them back down.
"On my hips." She told me, "Put them on my hips and keep them there."
I nodded, not trusting myself to speak as she gyrated wildly on top of me, her slick panties working up and down my equally wet shaft. I placed my hands on her soft hips as she started twirling them in hard fast circles. Auntie's ass was in the air, causing her pussy to press harder on my cock and even in my semi delirious state of lust it amazed me the way she was moving her hips.
Auntie was beginning to moan as well, "Oh, honey that cock is so big and so hard! I can't wait to have it in my mouth and my pussy." She moaned, "Maybe even my ass if you're good enough to me."
I whimpered and moved my hips into hers thrusting my cock along her pussy. My legs were trembling as my cock strained to cum from the limited contact.
"Like that idea? You like the thought of using all of your slutty aunts' holes? Fucking her like a whore? You can baby! Auntie will let you! All you have to do is be a man and take me!"
"Oh please." I whimpered again and didn't care how pathetic I sounded. "Please make me cum Auntie, oh please!"
"I love it!" Auntie exclaimed, then digging her fingers into my chest, moved her hips up and back, sliding the length of my cock along her wet panties. "Damn this is a tease! You better be good to me tomorrow night!"
"I will!" I cried out, "I promise I will, please...oh!"
I gasped as she somehow began moving faster, her pussy rapidly caressing my straining cock. I squeezed her hips and lifting mine whimpered and thrust as hard as I could.
"Cum for me!" she demanded, "Cum for your aunt! Blow that big fucking load! Come on, Jake show me how..."
"Oh, fuck!" I cried out loudly as my cock exploded.
"Yes! There it is!" Auntie moaned.
A long stream of cum squirted from my cock spraying my stomach and was quickly followed by several smaller spurts. I could feel my cock twitching against her pussy as her hips continued to move, coaxing more cum each time she pushed against me. I lay there moaning like an idiot as I made a sticky mess all over myself, cumming just from her grinding on me.
Apparently I wasn't the only one. Auntie started to make high pitched yelping sounds then throwing her head back released a long squeal and began bucking her hips wildly into me. The thought my aunt was cumming on me sent a thrill through me and I started pumping my hips as hard as I could. Auntie and I both moaned as we ground our hips together and she came from her wild gyrations.
I sighed with relief when the last few drops dribbled from my spent cock, then groaned as Auntie continued to move, smearing some of the cum over my sensitive head. She released a long soft whimper and with a smile rubbed her cum smeared panties into what was now becoming a raw nerve.
"Stop!" I begged, "Please stop!"
"Hmm I do like you begging." She smiled down at me, "Maybe I will make you work for it some tomorrow."
"A...anything you want." I whispered staring at her amazing tits.
"I love that." She sighed, "I didn't expect to cum. I rarely did for those assholes, but faked it. That was not fake, though. I can't wait until I cum in your face. So how did you like your first lap dance?"
"I...damn." I let out a long deep breath.
"Since you were good, here; one quick suck on each."
One at a time, Auntie lowered her nipples to my mouth and I gave each one an eager suck. Swinging her leg from me, Auntie slid off the bed and looked down at her cum drenched panties.
"I think I'll use these to rub my clit when I get upstairs."
"You...you're not staying?" I asked.
"Nope." Auntie told me. "Last thing we need is your mother finding out I'm down here."
"But what about..."
"They have an event to go to at your father's company tomorrow. Your mother is going straight there and they aren't coming home until at least ten o'clock."
Reaching down, Auntie scooped cum up with her finger nails and sucked them into her mouth.
"Oh, that's good." She purred, "I'll bet a nice mouthful will be better though. Now tomorrow I have a couple of things to do in the morning, but when you get home from school I will be here on your bed waiting for you."
Picking up her black shirt, she slipped it on and began buttoning it. "One of the stops is for something fun to wear for you. Now remember, no questioning me, no giving me "I don't know Auntie" you're coming home to fuck me tomorrow and that's that. Understood?"
"Y...yes Auntie."
"Good." Leaning over she gave me a long soft kiss that caused my dripping cock to jump as her soft lips slid across mine. Removing her lips she smiled and as she turned away said, 'Sweet Dreams Jake"
Slumping back onto my pillow I stared at the puddle of cum on my stomach and sighed, "Yeah, sweet dreams."
*****
"Shit!" I swore as I slammed on my brakes. I'd been trying to make the light, but the car in front of me had decided not to risk it.
I sat back and took a deep breath. To say today had dragged would be a serious understatement. Knowing that my-as she called herself-slutty aunt was waiting at home for me on my bed ready to fuck her nephews brains out-had caused my five hour day to seem like ten. I'd spent all day feeling as if I were in a dream, was this really going to happen? Had my aunt really dry fucked me into blowing a load all over myself?
The answer to the second one was yes which hopefully meant the first one was going to happen and soon. After Aunty had left I'd wiped my stomach off and lay there with my mind racing about everything she had promised me. I'd gotten so worked up, I grabbed the bra she had left behind and jerked off into it, shooting off all over the black material.
Once I'd fallen asleep my dreams were full of Aunty performing every sexual act she'd promised me and fucking me in every position. I woke up hard several times, but held off from jerking off anymore, I wanted to be ready for today. Aunty was at breakfast and as we sat there with mom and dad, chatted away as if nothing had happened.
At one point dad had remarked how much fun it had been playing games last night and sliding her foot up the leg of my jeans under the table, she had given me a wink and said she looked forward to more family fun.
I'd spent half the day squirming in my seat in class, my cock hard and dripping down my leg. Making the day longer was the fact that with finals over, all we were doing is sitting around reading, then at the end of the day listening to the dean tell us all about our bright future after graduation.
Right now all I was thinking of was the immediate future which was going to feature my appropriately named Aunt Sin sucking my cock and letting me return the favor to her pussy. I knew if I said that to anyone out loud they would buy me a ticket to the Jerry Springer show, but as Auntie had said, dirty secrets were best kept secret. I'd already gotten a taste of that when Jack asked me who the hot cougar was who teased him and his friends.
I'd said it was my aunt and he had gone on about how fucking hot she was and it was a goddamn lucky guy who was getting a piece of that. I shrugged and said he was right, but inside felt a thrill knowing I'd had her grinding on my cock last night and there was a lot more fun to be had. When the final bell rang I literally ran out the door and across the parking lot, jumping in my car and peeling out as if the devil himself had been after me.
The light changed and I gunned the motor, driving around the slow poke in front of me and took the turn onto my street with squealing tires. I pulled into the driveway, relieved to see only the black Camry that Auntie was renting in the driveway. I raced into the house and as I approached the door that led down into my room I forced myself to slow down and try not to act like an idiot.
The word act stuck in my mind. Auntie had said several times last night she wanted me to be a man and take her. She made it seem as if she liked to be called slutty names and be treated like those names. I took a deep breath and thought of all the porn I'd watched. I wasn't sure I could talk to her that way, but then again up until last night I doubted I would ever get her tits in my mouth.
I reached my door to find a note on it that read, "Lock the door behind you and make sure you take this note with you!"
It was really going to happen! Balling up the note I shoved it in my pocket and opening the door, thumbed the lock before closing it behind me. The lights were off, but I could see the flickering of candles and as I made my way down the stairs could feel my knees trembling. When I reached the bottom of the stairs I came around into my room and stopped in my tracks when I saw Auntie sitting on my bed.
"Damn." I whispered.
Auntie was wearing a long dark blue robe that was open to expose a matching bra and a thong that was little more than string over her hips and a patch of blue material over her pussy. The ensemble also included a pair of sheer blue thigh high stockings.
"You like?" Auntie stood up and turned around giving me a quick glimpse of her ass through the sheer robe. The thong was pretty much string in the back leaving the firm well shaped cheeks of her ass exposed.
"I...I like."
"Good." She said, turning to face me again. "I bought this just for my naughty nephew."
"You look amazing." I told her stepping closer to the bed.
"You would too if you'd take your shirt and shoes off." She said, "Leave the jeans; I want to take them off."
I did as she asked, removing my shoes and socks, then stripping my shirt off.
"Very nice." She said softly. "I've been wet all day thinking of that young hard cock."
"I...I've been thinking about my slutty aunts pussy." I said, trying to sound confident.
"I like that." She gave me a big smile. "Why am I so slutty?"
"Because you want to fuck your nephew." I said walking up to her.
I looked her up and down, noticing she wasn't wearing heels, her red toes were visible through the stockings and I imagined how good those stockings would feel around me.
"Just fuck him?" she asked as he put her hands on my shoulders.
"You want to suck his cock and..."
"And?" she leaned forward and put her lips to my ear, "What else?"
"You...you want to suck me dry." I said remembering that from a porn.
"I do." She purred, "I could taste you in my mouth all night. I fucked myself with a vibrator and thought of my nephew's big cock slamming my wet cunt."
"I..."
"Do you want to kiss me, Jake?"
"Yes."
"Then kiss me." She told me, "Kiss me, touch me, lick me, fuck me! I'm all yours."
"Take your robe off." I told her.
"Take it off for me."
I started to reply, but was cut off by her pressing her lips to mine. Her arms went around my shoulders and I gasped when her tongue pushed against my lips. I opened my mouth allowing her tongue to dart in and over mine. Aunty moaned softly as her lips caressed mine and taking her in my arms, I pulled her tightly against me.
She kissed me harder, her mouth devouring mine and I did the best I could to return it. I ran my hands up and down her back, enjoying the silky feeling of the robe. Her hands had slid down between us and were rubbing my chest and I gasped when she gave my nipples a pinch. Auntie was rocking against me, her breasts pressing into my chest and bringing my hands up, I caught the edges of her robe and pulled on it.
Auntie let her arms drop to her sides allowing me to push the robe down and let it fall to the floor. Her lips left mine and I moaned when they fastened to my neck and she sucked gently just below my ear. My hands were now roaming up and down her back and sliding down; I cupped her ass and gave her cheeks a hard squeeze. Auntie moaned into my neck and rocked her hips back and forth as I fondled her incredible ass.
"Take my bra off." She told me, "Don't be shy, Jake, take what you want."
I brought my hands up and started to unclasp her bra, then stopped.
"You take it off." I told her, "I want my slutty aunt to show me her tits."
"Good boy!" she stepped back from me and as she had last night unhooked the bra, but held it to her. "Take it."
I didn't hesitate; I grabbed the bra and ripped it away from her. Her amazing tits sprang free and cupping them, she said, "Do you like auntie's tits?"
"They're beautiful."
"Yeah?" she rubbed her nipples with her thumbs, "You want them?"
My answer was to lower my head and eagerly take her left nipple into my mouth.
"Oh, yes!" she cried out placing her hand behind my head, she shoved my face into her tit, "Just like that, suck that tit!"
I cupped the other and stroked her swollen nipple with my thumb. Auntie's hand slid down my stomach and I moaned when she unsnapped my jeans. As I switched to sucking on her other nipple, auntie pulled my zipper down and pushing her hand into my underwear, grabbed my cock and started jerking it.
I groaned around her pink nipple and moved my hips, thrusting my cock through her hand. Auntie released my cock and grabbing the sides of my jeans shoved them, as well as my underwear, down over my hips. She grabbed my cock again and as she slowly pumped it, pulled my hair, tugging my face from her tits. Putting her hands on my shoulders, she guided me around until we'd switched places then gave me shove.
I fell into a sitting position on the bed and stepping between my legs, Auntie shoved her tits back in my face. I grabbed both of them, giving them a squeeze and stroking her nipples. Auntie swung her leg over mine and sat down, straddling my bare thigh. I could feel how wet her thong was and the heat from her pussy sent a thrill through me. Auntie grabbed the back of my head again and once more shoved my face into her tits.
"Look at you sucking your aunt's tits." She moaned and I followed suit when her other hand dropped down and grabbed my engorged cock, "And so fucking hard for her! Oh, you're such a bad boy!"
"And my aunt's a nasty slut!" I spoke around her nipple and felt her shudder at my words.
"Yes," she cried as my tongue swirled around her nipple, "But I'm my nephews slut!" she pumped my cock faster and I moaned around her nipple while letting my hands run up and down her body.
I caressed the soft skin of her back then slid them up and down her stocking clad legs. When I reached her hip I tugged on the string of the thong.
"Hmm, you want me to take it off? Does my bad nephew want to see his auntie's pussy?"
"As bad as you want to show it to me," I said, while switching to sucking her other nipples.



"You're getting the hang of this aren't you?" she laughed, then sliding her wet crotch along my thigh stood up between my legs.
Hooking her thumbs into the thong she pulled it down far enough for me to get a quick peek at her pussy before turning around and putting her ass in my face, slowly pushing the thong down her thighs she did a sexy little shimmy, waving her perfect ass at me while unveiling her pussy. I'd been feeling pretty confident so far, but see her pink glistening pussy framed between her soft thighs and her amazing ass I felt my jaw drop.
"How's Auntie's pussy look, baby?"
My answer was to grab her hips, pull her back into me and with no hesitation, plunge my tongue into her juicy slit.
"Oh fuck!" Auntie cried out as my tongue swirled around inside her. "Oh, Jake, look at you sucking auntie's pussy!"
She braced her hands on my knees and moved her hips, sliding my tongue from inside her then along the length of her pussy. She gasped when my tongue struck her swollen clit, but moved down, working me back through her soft wet lips. I pushed my tongue inside her again and this time sucked as hard as I could.
Auntie cried out in delight and I moaned as my mouth filled with her sticky sweet juices. Grabbing her ass, I spread her cheeks open to get better access to her delicious pussy and moved my head back and forth, pushing my rigid tongue into her hot pink box.
"That's it tongue fuck me! You thought about eating your auntie's pussy long before this didn't you, baby?"
"Yes!" I groaned into her hot flesh, "You're so fucking hot Auntie!"
She moved her hips, sliding my tongue to her clit and rocked back and forth. I held my tongue still, letting her work her clit into it, then sucked her hard button into my mouth.
"Fuck!" she gasped, "That feels good! Now let's see how dirty my nephew really is!"
She lowered her hips and I gasped when my tongue slipped into her asshole.
"Lick it!" she demanded, "Tongue your aunt's ass, and shove that tongue in there!"
I'd never done that before, but my cock jumped between my legs at the dirtiness of pushing my tongue into my aunt's pink rosebud. Aunty was grinding her hips, pushing my face between the cheeks of her ass and was moaning and squirming as I worked my tongue in and out of her ass.
"So fucking bad! Giving your aunt a rim job!"
She removed her ass from my face and pulling away from me, spun around. Putting her stocking foot on my shoulder, Auntie grabbed me by the hair and pulled my face into her pussy. I eagerly swirled my tongue through her wet pink folds until I reached her clit then sucked it hard into my mouth.
"Suck that clit! Oh, yeah honey, your auntie's been dying to see that pretty face of yours between my thighs!"
I sat there moaning just from the thrill of having my face buried in my Aunt's succulent pussy. I took a deep breath, inhaling her intoxicating scent and greedily swirled my tongue through her lips, lapping up as much of her juices as I could. Auntie moaned softly and raising my eyes I saw she was playing with her nipples. Her stocking foot was pressing harder onto my shoulder and her toes were curling into me as she rocked back and forth, perfectly balanced on one leg, while her nephew sucked her clit.
"Shove your fingers in my pussy!" she commanded. "Two of them, nice and deep!"
I brought my hand up and after sliding my fingers across her wet pink flesh eased two fingers inside her. I gasped at how wet and hot her pussy was and Aunty groaned, "Move them, fuck me with them!"
I didn't need to be told twice! I plunged my fingers inside her hot box until my knuckles pressed against her skin. I made a startled sound when Auntie contracted her pussy around them, and she laughed, "Imagine how that will feel when I milk your cock"
Seeing I'd been imagining my cock in my aunt's pussy since I knew what pussy was I was more than happy to envision that. I slowly pumped my fingers in and out of her wet hole while continuing to tease her clit with my tongue, wanting to enjoy as much of her as I could before she came.
"Harder!" Auntie groaned, "I'm not one of those little teenagers you've fucked, go ahead fuck me with your fingers!"
I pumped my fingers faster and harder, thrusting them in and out of her now dripping pussy. Auntie moaned and grabbing my hair, roughly pulled my face from between her thighs.
"Put your thumb on my clit." I need to take the edge off and I want to be a lot more relaxed when you suck me off."
"But..."
"Don't question me and don't whine." Auntie told me. "Do as I ask and be a man about it." She smiled down at me, "When the woman comes first and the way she wants her lover is always well rewarded." She giggled, "Especially when it's her naughty nephew."
She was still playing with one of her nipples and I watched her red nails toy with her pink nub while placing my thumb against her hard button. Auntie sighed and reaching down; grabbed my free hand and brought it to her lips. She sucked two of my fingers into her mouth and my already throbbing cock jumped between my legs when she swirled her tongue around them.
Removing my fingers she placed my hand against her breast. Taking my wet fingers, I began to roll her hard nipple between them and closing her eyes, she moaned softly. Her hips were rocking, driving my plunging fingers harder inside her. Auntie moaned louder and was now pushing on my shoulder with her foot, her entire body now rocking back and forth.
Wanting to do something with my now free mouth I kissed her flat stomach and playfully flicked her silver pendent with my tongue. Auntie's hand was still in my hair, but was now running her fingers through it.
"Yeah, just like that, honey!" she moaned, "Rub that clit! Make me come so I can suck on that nice big dick of yours!"
That caused my thumb to rub faster as I pressed it to her clit as hard as I dared. Auntie was breathing hard and her face was flushed. Her eyes were closed and her lips parted to allow her now continuous moans. Her toes dug into my shoulder and her pussy tightened around my fingers.
"Just like that!" she groaned, "Just a little more! Oh, you're going to make your Aunt cum aren't you? You...Oh fuck!"
Auntie cried out so loud I jumped in surprise. Her pussy contracted around my thrusting fingers and she drove her hips hard into my hand. Her fingers tightened in my hair, pulling it, but I didn't care. I was too busy watching her head fall back and her mouth open wide to emit a long loud squeal. It was the type of sound I thought women only made for show in dirty movies, but this was real and she sure as well wasn't faking.
Auntie's pussy was convulsing around my fingers, her warm sticky juices squirting out around my fingers as her hips bucked and she cried out again and again. My fingers were still busy on her nipples and I continued to kiss and lick her soft stomach, enjoying the feeling of knowing I had just made a much older, experienced woman come hard. The fact she was my aunt added an extra dirty thrill to that thought.
Auntie's pussy quivered around my fingers once more as she released another loud squeal, then with a long sigh, she let her leg fall from my shoulder and placed her arms around me, letting her body lean against me.
"Oh, honey, I needed that! Don't worry you'll be tasting plenty of your Aunt's pussy this week."
This week? I hadn't even thought about beyond right now. Aunty was due to stay five more days, would I get to fuck her every one of them? My attention came back to the present when Aunty moved back and my fingers slid from inside her with a wet sucking sound. I quickly placed them in my mouth and Auntie laughed when I sucked on them.
"Hmm, you know I don't think it's fair that you're doing all the tasting."
Aunty dropped to her knees between my legs and grabbing my jeans tugged them down to my feet. I lifted me legs allowing her to pull them off and as she tossed them to the said she said,
"Look how hard you are for your aunt." She gave the tip of my cock a playful kiss sending a shudder through me. "Is all this for Auntie Sin?"
"All of it!" I told her, "Auntie, please don't tease me."
"If you don't want to be teased, tell me what you want."
"Auntie would you..."
"Don't ask me, tell me." She said, running her long nails along the length of my shaft, "My nephews a man now, he should start acting like one.
Taking a deep breath I uttered the words I'd fantasized about for years. "Auntie suck my cock."
"This cock?" Aunty ran her tongue teasingly up the side of my shaft, "You want me to suck my nephews cock?"
"You want to suck my cock" I told her, my legs trembling with excitement as she placed her lips just over my swollen tip. "You're a dirty slut who wants to blow her nephew, so just go ahead and do what your best at."
Where that had come from I had no idea, but the effect on Aunty was immediate and more than worth it. Parting her lips she took my cock deep into her mouth and I moaned just as much at the sight of my dick buried in my aunt's face as from how damn good it felt. Her big brown eyes locked onto mine, Aunty opened wider and pushed her lips down to the base of my shaft.
"Oh my God!" I gasped at the sensation of having my entire cock in my aunt's warm wet mouth.
"Hmm," Aunty purred, the vibration causing another pleasurable shiver to run through me.
She shook her head back and forth, first slowly then picking up speed. I moaned loudly at the feeling of her tongue working my shaft back and forth. Her hair was drifting in front of her face and gathering it in her hand she lifted it, offering it to me. I took her hair in my hand and placed it on the back of her head.
Auntie winked and I groaned when she slipped her tongue out and tongued my balls with my cock buried in her mouth.
"Oh, shit." I whimpered.
Aunty began bobbing her head in a slow rhythm and I released a long sigh while watching my aunt blow me. Her lips were wrapped tightly around my shaft leaving deep red smudges along my hard flesh and her tongue was pressed against me, caressing my cock.
She removed her hand from me and placing her hands palm down on my thighs started sucking me fast and hard. I gasped as she effortlessly took me down to my balls each time her mouth descended and moaned continuously as my aunt demonstrated her oral skills by giving her nephew a hands free blow job.
Aunty was moaning as well. Each time she took my cock down to my balls she would sigh and her eyes would roll back. My legs were already shaking and although she had only had me in her mouth for a couple of minutes I was getting close. I whimpered in frustration as although I was eager to cum I wanted to enjoy a lot more of my aunt's mouth than this.
Sensing my frustration, Aunty pulled my cock from her mouth and I moaned at the long trail of spit that trailed from her mouth to my cock.
"Aww, you going to cum already?" she asked, "I want to enjoy this beautiful cock. Is it okay if I tease a little?"
"Yes." I told her, "Lick it up and down, show me how much you like playing with my cock."
"Hmm, you're a natural!" she giggled, "Must have got that from my side of the family."
Placing her tongue into the slit of my cock she eased her head back, taking a trail of pre cum with it. Auntie made a show of slurping it back up, the rubbed my cock along the side of her face.
"How's your big dick look in Auntie's face?"
"Damn good."
"Yes it does," she sighed and switched off, rubbing it along the other side, "God you're fucking hard! This is why I like fucking boys your age! Guys my age don't get this hard!"
Her face was now glistening from my cock and rising up on her knees, she released it. "I bet I know another place this big cock would look good. Cupping her breasts, Auntie wrapped them around my cock and moved up and down, sliding me between her soft tits.
"That does look good!"
"It does, but it needs to be wetter." Auntie opened her mouth and let a long line of spit drool from her mouth and onto my cock. Pressing her tits tighter around me she started moving faster and I groaned at the improved sensation her now wet breasts provided.
"Damn you're a pig." I told her as she let another sting of spit drop onto my cock.
"Ohh, I like that!" she cooed, "I'm your pig, honey. Well at least for now. I think I'll be Mandy's pig tomorrow."
The thought of Auntie licking that amazing blonde's pussy caused my cock to twitch and she laughed, "Like that thought? Maybe I won't shower and when I come back here I'll kiss you so you can taste her."
"You did earn your name didn't you?" I asked in between moans as she began moving faster around my cock.
"You don't know the half of it, Jake, but you'll learn as time goes on your slutty aunt has no limits. But for now..." she stopped moving, "Go ahead, fuck your aunt's tits."
I moved my hips, pushing my cock through her large tits and marveling at the sight. Auntie added to the thrill by lowering her head and flicking her tongue out catching the tip of my cock each time it thrust up at her. She lowered herself back to her knees and opening her mouth so my cock was now plunging into it.
"Oh, yeah!" I groaned as I fucked her mouth, "Oh fuck this is just like the movies!"
Auntie laughed around my cock and I felt myself begin to blush. Noticing my embarrassment she said, "It's okay, honey; we're here to have fun, now how about you really fuck your nasty aunt's mouth?"
Letting her tits go, she grabbed my cock and with no hesitation, took me down to my balls. She did it so fast I cried out again. Aunty remained still and grabbing my wrists put my hands in her hair. She gave me several long hard sucks, bobbing her head and keeping her hands over mine. She let my hands go and remained still, waiting.
Taking my cue I held her hair tightly and thrust my hips, plunging my cock in her willing mouth. Auntie moaned and grabbed my wrists again, pulling and pushing on my hands, guiding her head up and down my cock. Catching her meaning I wrapped my hands in her hair and started yanking on it, pushing her head down on my cock before pulling it off.
Aunty moaned her approval and popping her mouth off my cock spit on it before taking me deep again and making wet slobbering noises on my wet cock.
I moved my hips faster, plunging my long hard cock harder and faster into her mouth. Auntie made a gagging sound and I started to slow down, but she began sucking even faster. Her eyes were now watering from my cock repeatedly plunging down her throat and she was drooling around my cock. I could feel her spit oozing down my balls and she was making wet gurgling sounds each time she took me balls deep.
I was moaning and whimpering as my hips moved faster fucking her mouth as hard as I could. My legs were shaking again, but this time I knew I was going to cum, that I was going to fuck my slut aunt's mouth until I went off. Auntie grabbed my balls and started rubbing them, causing me to moan loudly and move my hips, desperately straining to cum.
Auntie's hips were rocking as well and I could feel her hard nipples poking into my thighs. Blowing me was turning her on and knowing she was into being spoken to like a slut I spoke in between my sounds of pleasure.
"Yeah, that's right, look at you on your knees, blowing your sister's son." That got a great reaction as auntie squealed around my cock and bobbed her head faster, her hips now grinding in circles.
"Sucking your nephew," I continued, "Gagging and drooling on his dick, spitting on it like a fucking pig! Ready to take every fucking drop!"
"Hmm-mm" Auntie whimpered, her watery eyes on mine.
"That what you want, slut? You want to take your nephew's hot cum in your slutty mouth?"
"Hmm!" she cried out as she continued to suck me, my shaft was soaking wet and she was making wet sucking sounds each time she reached my balls.
"Fucking pig!" I snapped, "Dirty whore, sucking off your own family!"
How this was coming so easy to me I had no idea, but Auntie loved it and so did I. My legs were shaking so badly my knee was rising and falling as Auntie continued giving me my first sloppy deep throat blow job. Her hands were back on my thighs, her nails digging into my skin, but I was beyond caring. My cock was twitching and the cum was racing through my shaft.
Auntie's lower lip pressed against my balls and with a loud cry that rivaled hers in volume my cock erupted, sending a long hot stream of cum down her throat. Auntie squealed and her eyes widened, but she continued to suck even faster. I whimpered as my cock sent spurt after spurt of cum into my Aunt's eager mouth.
Auntie gurgled and my eyes widened at the sight of cum drooling out of the corners of her mouth and down my shaft. She quickly slurped her way back down my cock, noisily sucking up the trails of sticky white cum. My hands pulled her hair, holding her face pinned to my cock as I began thrusting my hips while emptying my balls into her mouth.
With a sound between a moan and a whimper, I released her hair and fell back onto the bed, gasping for breath as Auntie continued to slowly suck my cock. She gave me a hard suck that caused her cheeks to hollow and I groaned at the feeling a few more drops being sucked from my drained cock.
Auntie released my cock and with a smack of her lips, said, "Damn that was a big load! You were all worked up for your Auntie weren't you?"
"Yes." I said softly staring at the ceiling.
"Still are too!" she said, getting to her feet, "That cock is still hard!"
"I guess I...Oh fuck!"
I called out in surprise and ecstasy when getting onto the bed, Auntie swung her leg over my hips, and grabbing my cock to steady it, plunged down onto me. She cried out as well as her weight drove my cock deep into her pussy. She stayed where she was, impaled on her nephew's cock and moaned, "Oh, honey, what a nice big dick you have!"
I couldn't answer, all I could do was lay there stunned at the incredible feeling of having my cock surrounded by my aunt's hot wet, and very tight pussy. I was as hard as I had been before I came and Auntie started rocking her hips, sliding her pussy along the length of my cock. I put my hands on her hips and leaning over to put her hands next to my shoulders, Auntie pressed her tits in my face.
I eagerly opened wide, sucking her nipple into my mouth, enjoying hearing her moan as I sucked on it. Auntie removed it and shoved her other tit into my lips. She was now moving up and down, riding me and I moaned as the hot velvet sleeve of her pussy stroked my cock as she moved. Auntie leaned back and lowering her head lowered her lips to mine.
As we engaged in a tongue filled kiss, she slipped her arms beneath me and was grinding her hips in slow circles, keeping my cock inside her hot pussy. I moaned and thrust my hips, pushing deeper inside her and placing her lips against my ear she whispered, put your arms around me and fuck me, slam your aunt's pussy as hard as you want!"
I wrapped my arms around hr slender waist and drawing my legs up so I could use my feet to push started driving hips as hard as I could. Auntie called out in my ear as I began fucking her with long deep strokes. I was making my share of noise as well, moaning like an idiot each time my cock sank deep into my aunt's hot flesh.
Auntie released a series of short sharp yelps as my cock drove again and again into her hot snatch. Her tits were pressed hard against my chest and her little noises were pushing me to fuck her even harder. Auntie pushed up against my arms and I reluctantly let her go.
She made up for it by sitting straight up on me and raising her arms over her head began riding me slowly and sensually. I watched her amazing tits sway as he worked her hips, sliding her nephew's hard cock in and out of her.



"How do I look riding you?"
"Amazing," I groaned as I reached up and cupped her tits, "Damn you're beautiful."
"So are you," she replied as she placed her hands over mine, helping me to fondle her tits. "You look damn good under me!" she sighed softly and swinging herself off me said, "Honey as good as you feel auntie needs to cum again! Now where is that nasty little tongue of yours?"
Auntie swung around and sliding her legs beneath my arms, put us into a sixty nine position. I licked my lips as she let her stomach rest against my chest and lowered her amazing ass and pussy to my face. I eagerly spread her cheeks and this time with no hesitation, shoved my tongue into her asshole.
"Yes!" she squealed, "Oh, you bad boy licking your aunt's ass!"
I pushed my tongue hard into her pink rosebud several times before losing patience and slipping it down and slipping it into her sopping snatch.
"Oh, that feels so good!" Auntie moaned, "That's it honey, get a good taste of auntie's pussy."
I did as she asked, lapping at her dripping pussy and moaning at the sticky sweet mouthful I was getting. I worked my tongue through her lips and when I fastened my lips around her clit her hips jumped and she groaned, "Yeah, baby, right there, I to cum!"
I worked my fingers around her thighs and she moaned softly when I eased a finger inside her. It was my turn to moan when auntie took my still hard cock into her mouth and started gently sucking. She wasn't moving her head, just simply holding me in the heat of her mouth and licking at the head. I started moving my hips enough to move my cock within her mouth and she moaned around it as my finger thrust harder into her.
I alternately sucked then licked her clit, doing a little of each before switching back. Auntie's hips were moving faster, pushing her hot flesh into my face and her pussy tightened around my finger when I sucked her button hard into my mouth. She leaned back, pressing her pussy against me and started moaning louder around my cock. I pushed my finger deeper and removing my cock, Auntie said, "Put that finger in my ass."
I was shocked, but not enough not to do as she asked; I slid my finger back and when I pushed it into her ass gasped at how tight it was. Aunty rocked her hips shoving my finger down to the knuckle in her ass and cried out, "Suck my clit harder! Make me cum with your finger in your aunt's ass!"
I sucked her clit hard enough to make my lips smack and moved my finger as fast as I could. Aunty took my cock back in her mouth then squealed around it as her asshole tightened around my finger and she came in my face. Auntie yelped around my cock as she leaned back pinning my face between the bed and her pussy. I had no complaints and continued to suck her clit and finger her ass as she came squealing around her nephews cock.
Her thighs clamped around my head and releasing my cock she emitted a long howl as her ass contracted around my finger and her pussy sent a wave of sticky fluid into my face. Aunty slumped forward across my body and moaned softy as I eased my finger from her ass. She rested for a moment, then sitting up slid to the end of the bed and lifting her ass.
"Hold your cock up."
I pointed my cock at her pussy and watched in delight as she eased me inside her pussy. When I was buried to the hilt, Auntie grabbed my ankles and rode me in reverse. I lay there moaning and watching my cock disappear into her pussy and between the cheeks of her amazing ass. Auntie moved faster and faster until I was moaning continuously. The angle felt amazing, but was a tease as my cock was bent forward and I doubted I could come this way.
I was sure Auntie knew that and was taking her time enjoying her nephews cock. I had to say I was enjoying the view almost as much as the sensation of fucking her. Aunty slid forward, removing me from her pussy and rolling over onto her back, lifted her long legs in the air and spread them open, "Come on, baby, come really fuck your Aunt!"
I quickly got to my knees and staring down at her smooth glistening pussy grabbed her ankles and slammed my cock into her as hard as I could.
"Fuck yeah!" Auntie cried out, "There you go baby! You're a man now; show me how a man fucks his aunt!"
Not sure that sentence would make much sense to most people, but it sounded damn good to me. Spreading my arms as wide as I could and opening her legs, I proceeded to fuck her as hard as I could, hammering her pussy repeatedly with the longest hardest strokes I could manage.
"Yes! Oh fuck me Jake, fuck your slutty aunt, pound her pussy like you've dreamed about! Like I've dreamed about!"
I knew from seeing that video Auntie wasn't lying, she had really wanted to fuck me! I pushed her legs back and leaned forward, bending her in half and lifting her ass off the bed. I was driving my cock straight down into her sopping slit and she was squealing with every deep stroke.
"Oh you're fucking me so good, honey! Taking such good care of Auntie's pussy! You like fucking me, Jake?"
"I love fucking my slut aunt!' I told her, "Love fucking her wet hot pussy!"
"Bet you'd love my ass in the air wouldn't you?" she asked, "Love to fuck me on my knees!"
"Damn straight!"
I'd lost track of how many times I'd pictured my aunt on her knees, her ass in the air letting me fuck her doggy. I had to admit though she did look pretty damn good like this. Her eyes were bulging as I pounded her and her amazing tits were bouncing wildly as I relentlessly drove my cock into her.
"Then stop!" Placing her feet against my chest she pushed me back.
She quickly rolled over onto her hands and knees and lowering her tits to the bed, raised her ass in the air.
"Now fuck me like you dreamed about!"
I got behind her and before I fucked her couldn't resist spreading her cheeks and burying my face in her drenched pussy.
"Hmm I love it!" she cried, "Honey you can suck my pussy any time you want! But right now you need to give your Aunt the fucking she deserves! Now come on and fuck me like the pig I am!"
Grabbing her hips, I plunged my cock inside her and cried out at how much better it felt this way.
"Fuck that's deep" she called out, "God you got a big hard dick!"
Her words encouraged me to start fucking her as hard and fast as I could. As Auntie yelped and squealed under the assault of her nephews cock I admired the sight of my long glistening shaft plunging in and out of her pink pussy. I was fucking her hard enough for my balls to be slapping against her pussy and she cried,
"Yes, yes! Just keep fucking me Jake! Oh, what your mother would think of this!"
As bad as it sounded the idea of how much this would piss my mother off added to the thrill of fucking her and taking the initiative I slipped my finger deep into her ass as I continued to fuck her.
"Oh! Right there! Baby, look at you being a man and treating me like a fucking pig!"
"What do you mean, like a pig?" I asked, "You are a pig! A dirty fucking pig who likes to fuck her sister's kid!"
"Ohhh, more!" she moaned, "More!"
"You're a fucking whore Auntie!" I told her in between gasps for breath as I pounded away at her amazing pussy. "A fucking slut who fucks women and young guys and even her nephew!"
I jumped at the feeling of something touching my balls and saw Auntie had reached back beneath her and was playing with her clit.
"Keep fucking me! Oh, I want to cum on your dick!"
"On your nephew's dick?" I repeated, "You are a nasty slut!"
"I am! But I'll be your slut!" she cried out, "Keep fucking me Jake, please keep fucking me!"
Her begging had the reverse effect as she wanted. Turning me on even more and causing me to fuck her faster. My legs were shaking and I was breathing through my mouth as the sweat poured down my chest and I felt my balls tightening, getting ready to release their contents.
"A little more!" she moaned, "Just a little more! Please, baby? Auntie will give you a treat!"
"I...Oh!" I moaned as my cock twitched. "I...I'll try."
"Shove your cock in my ass!" she yelled, "Put that big fucking dick in your Aunt's ass!"
I stopped in mid stroke wondering if even she were that dirty. Auntie pulled her pussy from me then pushed her hips back, until the head of my cock was pressed against her ass.
"Hold it!" she moaned.
I grabbed my cock then watched stunned as she eased herself back. She whimpered as her ass spread around the head of my cock and engulfed it. I groaned at how tight she was as she pushed back, now sliding me inch by inch into her ass.
"Yeah, your Aunt's a pig who likes it in the ass, likes it so much I'm going to cum with my nephew fucking it!"
I cried out and she squealed as she shoved her hips back and buried me in her incredibly tight ass. Her fingers started moving on her clit again and she said, "Now fuck me like you were fucking my pussy! Make me squeal like the pig I am!"
Squeezing her hips, I withdrew until just the head of my cock was in her ass then cut loose and slammed deep inside her. Auntie squealed like the stuck pig she said she was and not holding back I started hammering her ass as if it were her pussy.
I'd never had a woman's ass before and couldn't believe how tight it was. So tight my cock was starting to get sore form fucking her, but I was beyond any thought except I as fucking my aunt in the ass.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck!" Auntie was screaming, "I...I was going to wait to give you this, but you've been so good and I want come with it in there! Cum like a whore with my sister's son in my ass!"
Speaking of coming I was getting close again and hoped Auntie was close because I wasn't going to be able to stop this time.
"Yes, yes..." Auntie whimpered, "Fuck me fuck...fuck meeee!"
Her words turned into a noise I could only describe as a howl. I cried out as Aunties ass contracted around my thrusting cock. Throwing her head back, Auntie squealed again and again as she drove her ass back into my driving cock. My cock was twitching in her ass and I whimpered with the effort of trying to hold back as she continued to writhe and squeal.
"Oh my fucking God!" she screamed and I felt a warm spray of sticky juice splatter against my thighs as her pussy squirted.
"Holy shit!" I groaned, trying desperately to last a few more pumps.
"Put it back in my pussy!" she called out, "I want you to finish inside me!"
I whipped my cock from her ass and shoving it back into her now sloppy pussy resumed pounding her as hard as my hips would allow.
"Oh! Come on, honey! Give it to me! Come for Auntie!, let her feel it!"
I gave her several more savage pumps then with a loud moan slammed my cock deep inside her and held it there as it erupted.
"Oh, that's it!" Auntie purred as my cock sent long hot streams of cum deep inside her pussy.
I started thrusting again, whimpering as each time I sank deep inside her my cock would twitch and send another stream of cum into her. Auntie moaned and sighed as her nephew continued to fill her pussy with several long spurts of cum. I stopped moving, then cried out as she contracted her pussy around my cock several times, milking several more drops from me.
"Every drop," She purred, "Give Auntie every drop."
I made a pathetic whining sound as she worked my now overly sensitive head and pulled my cock from hr oozing pussy. Some cum had followed my cock and I watched it trickle down through her pussy.
"Hmm": she sighed, "My God was that good!"
She rolled over onto her back and patted the bed next to her, "Come here, honey."
I gratefully lay down next to her, my cock spent and my body exhausted. Auntie rolled over on her side, draping her leg over me and resting her head on my shoulder. Her hard nipples were pressing into my side and even better her moist pussy was dripping against my thigh.
"Wow that was...holy shit." I finished.
"I second that." Auntie laughed, "Jake you were damn good! I'm not just saying that, you're going to make some pretty young thing damn happy!"
"I don't think they'll let me call them names or fuck their asses." I told her.
"Not at first, but if you're good enough to them you'll get good things or bad things in return." She sighed, "We are going to enjoy the rest of this week that is for damn sure."
"Really? We can..."
"Jake, you can fuck your Auntie Sin anytime you want."
"I wish you were closer now more than ever!" I laughed.
"Speaking of." She ran her fingers down my stomach and I gasped when she squeezed my dripping cock. "I have a surprise for you."
"What's that?" I whispered as she continued to stroke my tired cock.
"I talked to your dad and he is going to let you come see me for week this summer!"
"Seriously?" I asked.
"Yes, he said you're eighteen now and if you want to come he said you can." She laughed softly. "He doesn't know that you'll be coming as often as you want while you're down there."
"Damn, a whole week." I whispered.
"That's right honey," she spoke in my ear, "Imagine a week in your aunt's bed. An entire week of fucking me anyway and anytime you want."
As she spoke she was stroking my cock and despite how tired I was her purring in my ear was causing it to respond.
"Even better? I have a little playmate down there who's a year older than you and likes boys and girls."
"You..." My eyes widened and my cock, "You mean..."
"Honey I want you to close your eyes and imagine you fucking me doggy style while I'm licking the pussy of a cute little redhead. I want you to think about lying back and watching your aunt and her little girlfriend sharing your cock like a lollipop!"
"Oh my God!" My cock was once again hard, but was aching and I whimpered as she stroked it faster.
"Don't worry; I'm not going to ask you fuck me again, at least not just yet. I'm just enjoying playing with my nephews beautiful cock. Just think of two women playing with it." She kissed my neck, "How many boys could say their first threesome was with their aunt and her girlfriend."
"I don't think too many guys have an aunt like you." I said, breathing hard as she continued to play with me. "Hey Auntie, can I ask you something?"
"Honey, you just had your cock in all three of my holes, I think you can ask me anything."
"How come dad always goes along with you? Usually whatever mom says goes with anything else."
"Well I've known your dad as long as your mom has." She explained, "When I first met him we hit it off and always have since."
"Oh."
"You remind me a lot of your dad." She said.
"We look a lot alike."
"Hmm, yeah, but more than that, the two of you have a lot in common."
"We should." I shrugged "We're father and son."
"True, but you do have one advantage over your dad."
"What's that," I laughed, "More hair?"
"No." she gave my cock a squeeze, "You have a bigger cock."
*****
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"Oh Sean, that feels so good!" Kelly purred while my tongue traced a slow figure eight around her clit.
Lifting her legs, Kelly placed her feet on my shoulders and moaned when I trailed my tongue down through her lips and slipped it inside her hot little pink box.
"Hmm that's nice." She sighed, her hand running through my hair.
I looked up to see her brown eyes fixed on me as I moved my head back and forth, fucking her with my rigid tongue.
"Play with your tits." I said softly.
"My tits?" she frowned, "Why would I?"
Resisting the urge to roll my eyes, I smiled up at her, "Because it looks damn sexy and I'd love to see you do it."
She pursed her lips as if thinking it over and I forced myself not to sound frustrated. Instead, I flicked my tongue across her clit causing her to gasp, and asked again, "Please, Kelly? Please play with those pretty nipples for me."
"Okay." She said, sending a surge through my already hard cock. To my delight she took her hard pink nubs between her purple tipped fingers. It looked as good as I thought it would, then she managed to take some of that away by sighing , "I feel like a reject from a porn doing this."
"You're doing it for me." I kept my voice even. Christ a year of dating, six months of having sex and Kelly still acted like a prude. "I love it."
"And I love you." She gave me the sweet smile that usually melted me, but at the moment was annoying. Couldn't she just tell me to lick her pussy or say something fun? We said I love you five times a day.
"Do you love this?" I sucked her clit into my mouth and eased a finger inside her tight slit.
"I do!" she moaned, "Feels good."
"What does?" I prodded with little hope.
"I like..." She giggled, "You licking my pussy."
Holy shit! She'd said it! The little giggle had added to the thrill and gently working a second finger inside her I sucked her clit in a slow rhythm matching my fingers. Kelly moaned and although I knew it didn't come from her toying with her nipples seeing her do it was exciting. My mouth worked her clit as I stared up at her perky little tits.
Last week she had finally let me cum on them. For months it was either inside her as we 'made love' or on her stomach or thigh. She said cumming on her tits was slutty. Slutty and dirty were her two favorite words, but she used them in the negative sense.
As Kelly moaned louder and rocked her hips into my fingers, I eyed her parted lips and like I did every time we had the chance to have sex wondered if today might be the day she would grow up and suck my cock.
My attention shifted to what was currently going on when Kelly released a sharp little yelp and her toes curled into my shoulders. Her hips lifted and she thrust them into my fingers while going into a series of high pitched little hiccups as her pussy tightened around my fingers.
I continued to suck her clit as she whimpered softly and made those cute little noises that caused my cock to push into the bed.
"Oh damn." She sighed, removing her feet from my shoulders. "You're so good at that."
"Because I love doing it." I sat up between her legs, "I love to make you feel good."
I added that last part as a hint towards what I was going to look for. Whether she caught it or not who knew? Kelly had stopped playing with her nipples and beckoned me with her finger, "Come up here."
I eased up between her legs and reaching down she grabbed my cock and stroked it.
"Wow, you're hard." She giggled, "I bet I know where you want it."
"You do?" I asked hopefully.
"Yup." She lowered my cock and pushed it against her wet pussy. "Right inside me."
"How about it goes between other lips first?"
Kelly stopped stroking me and sighed, "Really Sean? Can't we ever have sex without you looking for me to blow you?"
"Can't you ever blow me?" I asked, "If you did it sometimes I wouldn't ask."
Kelly let go of my cock and slid up into a sitting position.
"Why do you have to ask at all?" she crossed her arms over her tits and my cock deflated. "It's dirty. Sluts do that."
I looked down between her legs at her smooth pink pussy and wanted to slap myself. We had three hours before her parents came home, I should have had sex with her then while we laid there started playing with her to get her in the mood then try for what was becoming the ever elusive blow job.
"Come on Kelly women haven't thought that since the damn fifties. All girls do it, you going to tell me every girl in school is a pig?"
"I'm not every girl." She tossed her long dark hair.
Biting back the reply that I knew she wasn't because any other girl would have no issue going down on their boyfriend, I put my hands out to her, "No, you're my girl and you'd only be doing it for me. You wouldn't be a slut."
"I just don't like it okay, Sean?" Her brown eyes flashed and drawing her legs up she grabbed a pillow and put it over her chest, effectively telling me sex was off the table. "Is that a better answer?"
"If you at least tried it then it would be." I sighed. That wasn't really true; I think I would still be pissed, but less so if she gave it a shot. "But you won't even try."
"Why is it such a big deal?" she demanded, "Is it so you can tell your friends I did it? You can tell them all about it?"
"No!" I turned and sat back against the headboard next to her, "I don't talk about what we do, Kelly, that's our business."
"Good." She nodded, "But really, Sean, why? Because you like how it looks in the dirty movies?"
"Because it would feel good!" I told her in exasperation. "It looks like it feels amazing. Doesn't it feel good when I do it to you? Seems like it does."
"Oh, I'm going to get that thrown in my face, now?" She hugged the pillow tighter. "Then you don't have to do that for me anymore."
"Oh, stop it, I like doing it. It makes you feel good and I like to make you feel good."
"And I like to make you feel good." Looking at me, she pointed at my semi hard cock, "Sean last weekend we sat in the back of the theatre and I gave you a hand job. Jerked you off right there, that wasn't fun? It wasn't dirty?"
"Well yeah, but..."
"And I don't like to be on my hands and knees, but I let you. I get on top for you. I even get on you backwards to try that reverse cowpoke..."
"Reverse cowboy" I snickered.
"Whatever, point was I tried it. The only thing I won't give you is my mouth and my..." She looked away, "You know what else."
"I don't want that." Well... "And honestly Kelly a lot of girls won't do that, I can see that." She stared at me and I put my foot in my mouth again, "Guess I'm supposed to think, one out of three is pretty good?"
"You asshole!" she snapped. "I'm sorry if having sex with me is so fucking boring. Maybe you should find some slut to fuck. That way they can suck your dick and you can taste what every other guy in school is tasting."
"Calm down." I put my hand on her arm, "Kelly you're the only girl I've ever been with. You're the only girl I ever want to be with."
"Really?" she peeked up at me with her big dark eyes.
"Really." I told her. "But that's why I want you to try this. You're the only girl I've ever fooled around with at all. So the only way I can know what its like is if you do it. You're the only girl I want to do it."
Kelly stared down at the pillow and I was getting ready to get up and get dressed when she said, "I...I'll try it."
"You mean it?" I asked, daring to hope.
"Yes." She nodded, "But only because I like that you said you only want me to do it."
"I do!" I straightened my legs out and opened them for her. "Will you lay like I was?"
"So you can watch?" she frowned, but said, "Okay."
My cock was hard before she had even rolled over on top of me and slid down onto her stomach. Kelly took my dick in her hand and stroked it while staring at the dripping tip. She licked her lips nervously and I thought that finally, after years of wondering what it would be like and jerking off to it, I was going to feel my cock inside a girl's mouth.
Kelly flicked her tongue out, just catching the tip of my cock and I moaned softly for her, trying to encourage her. She gave me a little giggle and asked, "This what you want, Sean?"
"Yes, oh yes." I smiled, "I want to see my pretty little girlfriend suck my cock."
She paused, "Don't say it like that okay?"
"Okay." I said quickly.
She nodded and opening her mouth placed it over the head of my cock. I could feel her hot breath on the tip and held mine in anticipation. Kelly lowered her head and the tip of my cock entered her mouth, but her lips still weren't touching it. My legs were trembling and I whispered, "Please, Kelly, please don't tease."
Kelly moved her mouth and I started to say something, but she quickly lowered it back to my cock. Once again she hovered just over the tip and I clenched the sheets trying to be patient. She blew on my cock and I moaned, "That's not a blow job," I joked.
She laughed then opening her mouth wider, eased downward. Her lips touched my cock and I gasped as I felt them slide over the head. Kelly stopped and lifted her head, "Its dripping."
"It's supposed to be." I was whining at this point. "Please."
She took a deep breath and once again took the tip between her lips, but didn't move. Kelly closed her eyes, then sighed over my cock. "I...I don't think I...Um!" Kelly was cut off when unable to control myself, my hips jerked, thrusting my cock into her mouth.
For a split second I felt her warm tongue under the head of my cock, but before I could even fully acknowledge the sensation, Kelly had jerked her head back and sat up, wiping her lips.
"You asshole!" She slapped my thigh hard enough to make me cry out in surprise."You shoved it in my mouth!"
"I...well you were never going to put it there!" My frustration boiled over, "What the fuck Kelly? It's a damn blow job, what are you, a little kid?"
"Fuck you, Sean!" she hopped off the bed and grabbed her robe from the chair. "Get out!"
"Kelly..." I reached out for her hand, "I'm sorry, it was an accident I couldn't help it and I'm sorry..."
"I'm sorry too. Sorry me loving you isn't enough and sorry having sex with my boring ass isn't enough. Sorry I won't give you your precious blow job. Tell you what Sean, if every other girl will, then go get a blow job from one of them, I'm done with you!"
"Oh, come on!" I leaned forward to catch her hand, but she moved back.
"I mean it get dressed and get out. Go find some slut."
"Kelly, please."
She shook her head and turning her back to me began to walk out of the room. "I'm going to shower; you get dressed and get out."
"You're over reacting." I told her, but slipped off the bed and picking up my boxers put them on and sitting down began to get into my jeans. "Let's talk about this."
"There's only one thing you want me to do with my mouth and it's not talk."
"Kelly...fine, forget it, it's not ..."
"It is important because you keep asking, I say no and you just keep asking, who's the little kid Sean?"
"You are." I said disgustedly, putting my shirt on. "A real woman would..."
"Then go find one!" She walked over and opening the door pointed at the hallway, "Go ahead, go find your little slut."
I started to say something, but thought better of it; best just to leave and call her tomorrow.
I walked past her and stopping, leaned over to try to kiss her cheek, but she pulled away.
"Well this blows," I muttered as I left her room.
"At least something does, right Sean?" she asked before slamming the door behind me.
*****
I entered the house and was surprised not to see my mother in the living room watching TV. Mom worked every Friday night because the tips were good and Dad usually worked late anyway. My mother had a pretty set routine; she would shower and dress early then relax on the couch and watch TV for awhile before making me something quick for supper if I had the night off and leaving something for dad in the oven.
It was just as well as I was home two hours before I said I would be and didn't want to explain why. Mom knew Kelly's parents pretty well and was aware neither of them were home on Friday afternoons.
Of my parents, mom was the one who was more forward about discussing sex. Then again dad was, and always had been, a workaholic and Mom pretty much handled everything when it came to me. She knew Friday was Kelly and I's 'fool around' day as she called it, but never embarrassed me by saying anything when I came home.
If she saw me home early she would know Kelly and I had fought and that had been happening more and more lately. Stopping in the kitchen and grabbing a coke, I wondered for the thousandth time if it was me.
Was I being pushy? Was getting a blow job that big of a deal? On the other hand it had been months before she decided she was ready for sex which was the first time for both of us and I had never complained.
I hadn't complained for the first few months about her refusal to even talk dirty, but lately it was getting ridiculous. As for oral sex? I loved going down on her and she loved me doing it and wasn't it only fair she do it for me? I had been kind of shy and mom had raised me to think sex was important and not something you did with just anyone. I'd had a few chances before Kelly and a few of those chances were with girls that would have been a night of fun and that was it.
At one point when I became serious with Kelly I was glad I had held back and waited and looked forward to all the fun we would have. Now it seemed as if I should have had that fun because at least I would have known what it was like to have my cock in a girl's mouth.
Chugging the coke, I thought again I sounded like an idiot, but I'd spent years watching porn and blow jobs looked so damn hot! The thought of Kelly looking up at me, my cock in her mouth and her moaning and excited at the thought she was going to make me cum.
No, it wasn't too much to ask because she wouldn't even try. Today had been the closest she came and she'd been ridiculous; looking at my dick like it was disgusting and would bite her. I shouldn't have pushed it in her mouth, but I was so close! I tossed the can in the recycling bin next to the kitchen door and headed down the hallway towards my bedroom.
I sighed at the thought I should still be at Kelly's, having sex. She was usually fine with sex and it felt damn good and lately I had managed to get her into doggy without too much whining. Now instead of staring at her cute little ass while I fucked her I was going to go and jerk off to...a blow job scene of course.
I noticed my parent's bedroom door was partway open and wondered if mom was taking a nap, she didn't have to go in for a couple more hours. The floor was hardwood and I was wearing my Timberlands and tried to walk quietly in case mom was sleeping. I had just reached their door, when it swung open.
"Hey, baby!" she said, stepping out into the hallway, "Come on in I... Oh shit!"
"Whoa!" I exclaimed at the sight of my mother wearing just a pair of black lace panties and...nothing else.
For a second we stood there frozen and I couldn't help noticing her tits were pretty damn big. Mom was fair skinned and her creamy breasts featured a pair of light pink nipples that were currently hard. The initial shock wore off quickly and folding her arms over her chest her face turned beet red and she stammered, "Oh...oh my God! I...I'm so sorry Sean!"
Once she had moved my own paralysis broke. I quickly turned my back, but not before she had spun around to go into her room and I caught a glimpse of her well rounded ass in the black panties. I blinked at the thought that mother or not, that was a damn fine ass. Then again she didn't make two hundred a night in tips for nothing.
"That's okay!" I called over my shoulder, "I...I came home early I should have let you know I was here."
"No, it's my fault." She answered, "I thought you were dad. You can turn around now."
I turned to see she was sitting on her bed wearing a black robe. The robe was pretty short, showing her bare legs right up to her thighs and not one I'd seen her wear around the house. Then again, mom always dressed properly around me, even to the point of not wearing a bikini by the pool if I was home, but a more conservative one piece.
Not that I hadn't seen her legs, but for some reason, maybe because it was right on the heels of seeing a lot more of her, I was taken aback at the sight of her well shaped legs. Mom's long blonde hair was usually in a pony tail around the house or pinned up, but at the moment was down and teased out like when she went to work.
"You can come in honey." She told me, "Or are you too embarrassed?"
"Um, no." I told her taking my eyes off of her thighs which were so much fuller than Kelly's slender legs. "I...well a little." I laughed, "Can't say I saw that one coming."
"Jeez." Mom blushed again and put her hands over her face. "I'm sorry Sean. Poor kid, going from your pretty girlfriend and having to see your old lady mom."
"Trust me mom, you're no old lady." I told her, "You're pretty hot for your age."
"Oh, please." She waved her hand, "You're my son, you have to say I'm pretty."
"I'm not saying it." I laughed, "My friends have been calling you the hottest Milf in the neighborhood since I was fourteen."
"Milf?" she laughed, "I would have hoped for cougar."
"Nah, cougars chase young guys," I explained,
"Oh." she shrugged, "Right now I can't catch the one I married never mind one my son's age.
"Looks like you were trying to catch dad." I frowned, "Did you guys have something planned? You're usually getting ready for work."
"Yeah." She sighed. "We...well I'm sure you've heard us arguing lately. Your father is working more than ever and for no reason, the firm's doing better than ever. So Monday night he promised me he would come home early and we would go out for a nice dinner, maybe even go dancing."
"You dance like that?" I shook my head, "No wonder you make all those tips."
Mom blushed again, "No! I...I thought I would surprise him and we'd you know..."
"I think I can figure it out."
"He was supposed to be here by now." She looked over at the nightstand where a bottle of wine sat next to two glasses. One glass was half full and picking it up, mom drained it in several long swallows, putting it down she picked up the bottle and filled the glass again,
"Of course key words were supposed to." She took a long gulp from the new glass. "Sean if I blew tonight's money off for a no show, I swear you'll have a roommate."
"Wow, what did I do?" I laughed nervously, mom and dad had been fighting a lot lately and I knew it was pretty much over dad neglecting her.
Looking down at mom I wondered what the hell was wrong with my father. I hadn't been blowing smoke, since my friends were old enough to know what sex was I'd endured milf and cougar remarks about Mom.
Many of my friends had seen her dressed in her waitressing outfit and Tim, my best friend, had once offered me fifty dollars he'd won on a scratch ticket if I got him one of mom's thongs after she wore it to work.
I accepted all the jokes and crude remarks good naturedly for the most part, but noticed mom was careful around my friends, especially with the pool, never coming out to swim when they were there. No, my mother certainly wasn't into flaunting what she had except for her job and although her skirt was short she wore a white blouse and never showed a lot of skin.



I could honestly say I'd never had a sexual thought about her, but did acknowledge the fact she was a damn attractive woman. Especially now, sitting there in that simple robe, her long legs exposed and the black robe a sexy contrast to her white skin. Sexy? I frowned at that last part. Sure technically she was hot, but she was mom.
"So why are you home?" Mom cut into my thoughts. "You're usually not home until after seven, that's why I figured it was safe to expose myself in the hallway."
"Oh, well..." I waved my hand, "We called it quits early, Kelly..."
"Did you guys have a fight?"
"Why do you ask?"
"Because honey, an eighteen year old boy doesn't ever pass up on as much sex as he can get." She grunted, "Wonder if your father remembers those days?"
"Yeah," I admitted, "We kind of got into it."
"Seems that's happened a lot lately." She patted the bed, "Come talk to me about it."
"No, that's okay, it was just a stupid fight, and I'll call her tomorrow and straighten it out."
"Seriously, Sean." She patted the bed again, "We used to talk about everything, tell me what's going on, maybe I can help. You know, give you the woman's side of things."
"What about dad? You said he was due home anytime now."
"In about fifteen minutes I'll get a text, not a call, but a text that something came up and he'll be home whenever." She looked away from me, but not before I saw a hurt in her blue eyes. "I knew I should have just gone to work."
She put out a couple of the candles and poured her glass back up to the top. I watched her take a long swallow.
"Hey watch out you'll be sleeping in an hour." I joked.
"At least something will make me feel good tonight." She pointed at the other glass, "Want some?"
"No thanks." I remained silent and watched her sip at the wine before saying, "Mom how come dad doesn't want to...spend any time home, or with you?"
"I asked you about Kelly and you didn't answer, why should I?"
"Well because me and Kelly are just dating, you guys are married and, well you know, I guess I'm just a little worried."
"Don't be honey. I'm too loyal to go anywhere and your father would have to stop working long enough to notice another woman."
"I didn't mean that, I just want to see you happy that's all. You're a beautiful woman, mom." I laughed, "I can tell you none of my friends would have minded seeing you like that."
"Great, Mrs. Robinson here I come." She sighed, then asked, "You mean it?"
"What, that you're beautiful? Absolutely!" I told her. "Hot too for, you know, my mom."
"Really?" she looked up at me with a strange look on her face, "You think I'm hot?"
"I...well no! I mean, yeah..." I stopped, wondering what the hell I was trying to say and also more than a little disturbed by the fact I was having a hard time not looking at her legs and recalling that brief glimpse of her topless. "I..."
"That's a firm answer." Mom rolled her eyes.
"Well you're my mom." I paused then said, "Okay, put it this way. If I saw you and you weren't my mother I would think, Damn."
"Damn?"
"Damn fine, yes." I told her, "But you are my mom so...you know." I rolled my eyes this time, "None of this sounds right. I don't think it's a good conversation."
"Yeah." She nodded, then gave me a lopsided smile and when her eyes met mine I saw how glossy they were, the wine was catching up with her. "So if you saw me from the neck down the way I came out of the bedroom what would you think?"
"Mom!" I was honestly taken aback. "I...I'm not going to think about that." That was a lie the second she said it I pictured her impressive tits and those pink nipples.
"You're right." She blushed, "Sorry, I guess I was fishing for a compliment, been a long time since your father's given me one at least about my body."
"Well you should..."
"Sean, sit and talk to me." She looked up at me with a sad look in her eyes. "I...I need to think about something besides my problems, tell me about you and Kelly." When I hesitated, she pushed her lips out into a pout, "Please? Come talk to your mom?"
Mom widened her blue eyes and batted her blonde lashes and with a dramatic sigh I went over to the bed and sat next to her.
"So," she slipped her arm around my shoulders, "What's going on with you and that cute little girl of yours?"
"Um..." When Mom lifted her arm to put around me, her robe opened partway and I found myself staring at the side of her left breast. I could see pretty far down and marveled at how large mom's boobs were compared to Kelly's perky little tits.
"Um?" Mom prodded.
"Yeah," I removed my eyes from mom's chest and forced those weird thoughts from my head, "We had a fight over something stupid."
"Most fights are stupid." She told me sipping the wine, "You fight about this stupid thing before?"
"Yeah a few times."
"Okay, well, see now it's not a stupid thing. What are you fighting about?"
"It's..." I trailed off partly because it was awkward, but also because mom had crossed her legs. The robe rose exposing her thigh. I let my gaze work down her leg to her bare foot with her bright red toe nails.
I felt my face getting warm and made an effort to not glance at her chest again.
"You okay, hon?" Mom asked, "You're flushed."
"Warm in here." I lied.
"A little, too many candles. So what are you guys arguing over?"
"I don't really want to..."
"Uh-oh sex." She grinned.
"I...yeah sort of." I admitted.
"Okay, well what about it? She doesn't like it?"
"No, she does."
"You don't like it?"
"I do, but..."
"But what?" Mom looked at me expectantly.
"Look, mom, it's...I really don't think I can talk to you about it."
"Why not, I have sex, okay," she sighed and sipped more wine, "I used to."
"It's different, mom, I..." I stopped when her phone buzzed on the nightstand.
With a smirk on her face, she picked it up, looked at it and then held it up to me. I leaned forward and saw it was a text from dad.
"Becky, sorry I'm not there. Paul's client just changed his entire testimony and I'm helping him with the new deposition, I'll be home soon I promise."
"Like clockwork." She put the phone down. "Looks like me, the rest of the wine and some batteries tonight. I can't believe I blew off the best night of the week to get blown off." She grunted "And he wonders why he doesn't get blown off."
I sat there surprised at the way she was talking and kept my mind from following up with any visuals of sex toys or what mom's crack about a blow job would conjure up. The latter was a losing battle as my eyes focused on her full sensual lips, the ones Tim had referred to as blow job lips.
"Sorry mom." I spoke to get my mind off of her mouth. "Well, you guys are still going out tomorrow night, right?"
"Yeah, dinner during which he'll be glued to his phone then back here so he can go to bed by nine. Anyway, seeing I'm a lost cause, let's help you, what's the issue with you guys?"
"I...Kelly won't..." I stopped unable to say it.
"Won't...put out?"
"Sex she's okay with, well she's really shy about talking dirty and...you know being a little dirty."
"She's eighteen you guys are each other's first so you grow as you go, she'll get into being a bad girl."
"You think?"
"I guess." She giggled, "I always liked being a bad girl. So that's it, she doesn't like to talk dirty?"
"No she won't..." I paused and when mom shrugged I added, "You know."
"I...don't know." She rolled her eyes.
"She doesn't want it in..."
"Back there?" she widened her eyes, "I don't blame her, at least not at her age, jeez Sean that's..."
"No!" I exclaimed, "Not...that. She won't." Knowing I couldn't say it, I touched my lips with my fingers.
Mom looked at me and I felt like an idiot, but she nodded and said, "She won't suck your cock."
"I..." I blinked at how bluntly she'd said it. "Jeez Mom."
"Jeez Sean." She mimicked me, "I've told you before honey, you're eighteen not eight, I'd like to think we can talk as adults."
"Yeah, but...hearing my mom talk about..."
"Talk about what?" she winked, "Sucking cock, giving head, blow jobs?" she laughed at the look on my face. "Hate to tell you Sean, but I've had some experience with the topic."
"TMI." I said even though her saying the phrase sucking cock echoed in my mind. "Not something I should talk about with my mother, it's kind of..."
"Well I'm not talking about sucking yours." She waved her hand, "We're having an adult conversation, not a mother son talk."
"Sucking..." I trailed off and watched her kill the glass of wine. Her face was red and her blue eyes wide and glossy. I hoped she didn't go for more because who the hell knew what she would come out with.
Mom put the glass down and to my relief put her hands in her lap. I looked at her red nails and imagined her slender fingers around a cock, stroking it as her full lips lowered and her mouth opened to...Jesus! You'd think I'd been the one drinking.
"So let's figure this out." Mom said unaware of the fact I'd never finished my sentence. "What happened when she tried it?"
"Nothing, she never tried."
"She..." Mom turned sideways on the bed to face me, "She's never tried?"
"Nope."
"Then how does she know she won't like it?"
"That's what I keep asking!" I put my hands in the air. "If she tried and for some reason didn't it would be different. She's...she thinks it's dirty."
"It is." Mom giggled, "But it's a fun dirty. Being on your knees looking up while..." she stopped and seemed to catch herself. "It can be dirty if a girls doing it to any guy who comes around, but between two people who care, its fun, it's about making the other person happy." She paused, "Can I ask you something?"
"What's that?"
"Do you lick her..."
"Yes!" I said quickly, not wanting to hear mom utter the word pussy.
"So you do it and she won't." Mom said softly, "Very frustrating."
"It is because I...I like to make her feel good. I said that and she told me I don't have to do that anymore."
"She sounds like she needs to grow up a little." Mom said, "To not even try is pretty immature. So that was the argument? You asked and she didn't?"
"Yeah pretty much." I left out the details that I'd slipped and pushed it in her mouth. "I feel stupid, I mean I guess it isn't a big deal, but I..."
"You what?"
I frowned and felt another blush coming on, but figured I'd already said more than I was comfortable with and bit the bullet. "Kelly wasn't just the first girl I had sex with; she's the first girl I've done anything with."
"Oh," Mom nodded, "So you never have, then it is a big deal honey. Kelly's not being very fair to you, Sean. You guys are supposed to want to make each other happy."
"Yeah, but like I said, when I push her and she gets mad I feel like a jerk, I mean how important is it?"
"Very." Mom answered, "Because it's not just about a blow job it's about her desire to please you. Honey if I knew twenty years ago, that at forty two I'd be having this little sex, I may not have married your father. Sex is important and when you're in love it's more important because even dirty things like sucking each other off is about love; loving to make your special someone happy."
"Yeah." I nodded more to cut her off then that I had anything else to add. The sucking each other off remark was another eye opener.
"I have to say Sean, this is a problem. Most people start off doing dirty things and having fun, then peter out as they get older. This girl is eighteen and already not very much fun." She stopped then asked, "Are you happy with Kelly otherwise?"
"Yes," I said immediately, "She's sweet, she's pretty, she's..." I laughed, "The way she is with sex tells me I don't have to worry about her being with anyone else. At least I know she's a good girl."
"Too good." Mom smiled, "Honey, a good girl is a bad girl for her special someone, but just for him. So it's just that one thing?"
"Yeah."
"Well , you're a good boy because I bet a good looking young man like you could find a girl to do that for you." Mom laughed, "There were always those girls around. The ones that would just suck a guy off just for the thrill because he had a girlfriend."
"Well I don't want to do that." I told her.
"What if it's the only way? What if she never wants to? Long time to go without something that's so much fun." She sighed, "I love doing it almost as much as I love having it done to me."
"Okay, mom."
"Just the feeling of..." she stopped and nodded, "Sorry, its...it's been awhile for a lot of things for us. I think your dad's lucky I take marriage seriously because I get plenty of offers at work."
"I bet." I frowned, "You...wouldn't, right?"
"I promised myself I would never find sex outside of this house." She said, "Don't worry Sean, I'm fine, just frustrated."
"Like me."
"More than you. You could leave Kelly if you chose, and not many stay with their first love. You could end up much happier. For me? This is it; sitting here wearing nothing but a thong, drinking wine and knowing that in the end it will be me and some batteries."
"So what about Kelly?" I changed the subject.
"Up to you honey. You're the one that will go without. All I can tell you is it's not fun to not be satisfied, but hey, at least you get sex."
"I just wish..." I shrugged, "I just want to know what it's like, but you're right, she's not going to get better about it. I guess if I want to have that, I'll have to make a choice."
"Maybe not." Mom said.
"What do you mean?"
Mom looked at me, an odd expression on her face.
"What is it?"
"I..." she swallowed and it dawned on me she looked nervous, "You know Sean a couple of weeks ago, I saw this..."
We both jumped at the sound of a car door in the driveway. Getting up, I peeked out and saw Dad walking down the driveway towards the front door.
"Hey, dad's home!" I was relieved not just because it would end an awkward conversation, but that he came home and would hopefully take care of mom tonight. "Looks like the nights saved after all," I laughed.
"Not sure the night is saved, but I think him coming home just now saved me from something."
"I don't understand." I told her, confused.
"I...I thinks its best I never finished what I was saying," she made a shooing gesture, "Better get going, honey, you never know your father might come in and find something interesting besides the news for once."
"Okay, well thanks for talking to me." I kissed her cheek.
"Sorry I didn't really have an answer for you." She told me, then putting her hand on my cheek said, "I just want to see you happy in every way Sean and want you to find the girl who will do that for you."
"I want you to be happy to mom." I said, looking over my shoulder at the sound of dad's keys in the front door. "You deserve to be, you know, happy in that way too."
"You really want your mom to be...satisfied?"
"I...sure." I began backing towards her bedroom door. "You deserve it."
"Good to hear my son wants me to be happy." She smiled, "You never know when I might need you to cheer me up."
"That's what I'm here for. Gotta go."
Mom blew me a kiss and I closed the door partway when she said, "Leave it open a little like when you walked by."
"Okay."
I did as she asked and saw dad cross the hall and head into the bathroom. I began to turn when I saw something move out of the corner of my eye. I glanced through the narrow opening of the door and saw the movement was mom's reflection in the mirror over her bureau. I was going to turn around and head to my room, but stopped when she untied her robe.
"Room Sean, now." I whispered, but remained where I was.
Mom let the robe fall open and I could see the inner half of her breasts and the patch of black between her soft thighs. Mom picked up the glass of wine and took a couple of swallows before putting it down and filling the second glass. When she leaned over, the robe opened more and I caught a glimpse of her tits before she straightened. Mom grabbed the sides of the robe and seemed be thinking.
"Take it off." I whispered, surprising myself.
I glanced over my shoulder to make sure dad was still in the bathroom and when I looked back Mom was sliding the robe off. I stared at her creamy globes and my eyes widened, when mom cupped them and facing the mirror stroked her nipples. She gave the mirror a playful smile and lifting her arms over her head, wiggled side to side. I watched her breasts bounce back and forth and felt my cock stirring.
Mom turned from the mirror and getting on the bed, crawled up to the top of it, giving me a good long look at her well rounded ass. I could just see the bottom of her cheeks and licked my lips at the back of her thighs. Kelly was pretty and I thought she looked good, but she was a little girl compared to my mother. I heard something fall in the bathroom and that snapped me out of the trance mom's body had put me in.
I shook my head and telling myself there was something wrong with me, headed into my room to do something about my aching cock. I lay out on my bed and unzipping my jeans, slipped my hand into them and groaned when I stroked my cock.
Closing my eyes, I forced myself to think about Kelly and her pretty little tits and that damn cock teasing mouth of hers. I stroked my cock faster and harder, trying to get off before my mind began to wander to the last woman a son should be thinking about when he was jerking off.
*****
I lay there reading through the latest Sports Illustrated while listening to my I-pod. Figuring mom and dad might be fooling around; I figured I'd pop in the ear buds and not hear anything I'd rather not. No, not entirely true. Fact was I didn't want to risk hearing anything going on because I'd spent the better part of the last half hour trying to keep my mother's tits out of my mind.
Yet no matter how hard I tried, all I could think of was the way she had looked in that little black thong. Those large round tits, her pink nipple, her ass and those ruby red lips. Mom was flat out sexy in a way Kelly, or any girl my age for that matter could never be. Mom's blunt conversation with me wasn't helping matters.
I kept hearing her say "sucking cock" and then her saying how much she liked it. I was stuck once more by the thought there was something seriously wrong with my father for not taking full advantage of having a woman like that.
I tried to focus on the magazine in front of me. I'd already jerked off once, and lost the battle of not thinking of my mother. I'd felt a mixture of excitement and shame as cum exploded from my cock to the image of my mother holding up her tits and begging me to cum on them. I looked up from the magazine and cocked my head. I felt, rather than heard something, and pulling the buds from my ears listened.
I didn't hear anything and was ready to put them back in when I heard a loud bang and mom yelling. There was another bang that I recognized as a door slamming and then heard dad yelling. I heard footsteps in the hallway and then mom's voice. Getting out of bed, I went over to my bedroom door and carefully opened it a crack to try to hear what was going on. I flinched when I saw dad standing directly in front of my door.
He was wearing a white t-shirt, but still had his suit pants on. It hit me that he'd been home over an hour, but was still mostly dressed which meant him and mom hadn't done anything.
"I can't believe you!" Dad called down the hallway, "You're really kicking me out for the night because I have to fucking work?"
"You don't have to work!" Mom shouted and Dad jumped to avoid his overnight bag which bounced in front of him. "You're the damn boss!"
"How the hell do you think I got to run the firm?" he demanded, "Because I do things even if I don't have..." he caught himself and mom jumped right on him.



"See that? You just admitted it! You don't have to go to New York tomorrow! You can send Ed or Roger; you're going because you want to!"
"I care about my business!" He yelled, "You don't complain about this house or the pool or Sean going to a good college!"
"Don't give me that shit!" Mom came into view wearing the short black robe and my eyes widened when I saw it wasn't tied, she was just holding it shut with one hand while pointing at dad with the other. "I work too and I make pretty good money and unlike you, I don't sit behind a desk!"
"No, you shake your ass all night!" Dad told her, "You work because you like to show off and all those idiots drool over you."
"At least someone does." Mom grunted, "Work's about the only time anyone pays attention to me."
"Oh, here we go again!" Dad threw his hands in the air, "What the fuck Becky? Are you in heat? Those guys ogling you get you hot all the time?"
"I'm in heat because that five minutes a couple of nights a week isn't enough for me?"
Dad didn't answer and I bit back a laugh, mom had gotten him pretty good on that one.
"Well you know there's ways we could do it again." He grunted, "But you won't..."
"Won't what? Be your fluffer? I have to suck it to get it hard?" she laughed, "When was the last time you used your lips to do anything except kiss your clients asses."
"Shhh!" Dad waved at my door.
"Oh please he's always got those damn headphones on." Mom laughed harshly, "Not that there's anything he'd be embarrassed to hear." She snapped her fingers, "Then again some of my toys are pretty loud."
"Becky how much did you drink?" he demanded, "That's why you're over reacting, you're drunk and you're acting like a slut and..."
"A slut?" I winced as her voice rose; Dad might be riding the couch for awhile after this one.
"Yes, slut I come home and you're on the bed with your tits hanging out at seven o clock and..."
"Didn't know there was a time limit on sex, then again I do have to pencil myself in for those five minute adventures."
"Enough Becky, I can't believe you're pissed about me not wanting to screw around right when I got..."
"I'm pissed because I took tonight off for nothing and then you tell me you're going away for the fucking weekend" She shouted. "One night a week I ask from you! That's too much I guess, well seeing you have no desire to sleep with me you can go stay at your precious office and get your own ass to the fucking airport tomorrow!"
"Fine!" Dad waved his hand disgustedly, "I'll be back on Tuesday and you and I are going to have a long fucking talk about..."
Mom started to turn, but instead grabbed her robe and opened it, flashing her amazing tits. "And take a good look because it's going to a long past Tuesday before you get another look at them!"
Mom closed her robe and walked back into her room, slamming the door. I heard the lock click and dad sighed, picked up his bag and walked towards the living room. I closed the door and went back to bed, the image of my mother's tits once again burned into my mind. I lay down and looked at the headphones. It wasn't like I'd be hearing anything else from my parents tonight that was for sure. It was only nine, but it had been a long week and I was beat.
I kicked my jeans off and now in just my boxers, pulled the sheet up. I closed my eyes and just as it had earlier my imagination ran wild, thinking of mom's tits and her long legs and round ass. I felt my cock begin to swell and deliberately crossed my arms, keeping my hands from straying to my cock.
I sighed and as I drifted off told myself all those weird thoughts about mom would be forgotten. Mom had accidently flashed me and then rambled a little while she was drunk and upset, that was all. After tonight there would be no reason to think of her that way.
*****
I jumped at the sound of a knock and sitting up rubbed my eyes and looked at the clock. It was just after eleven. The soft knock came again followed by my door opening and mom poking her head in, "Sean, you awake?"
"I am now." I said, "You okay?"
"Can I come in and talk to you?"
"Sure." I sat up; making sure the sheet was over my waist before I leaned over and turned on the lamp. Then watched as mom close the door and walked over to my desk.
I saw she was wearing that short robe again, but as my eyes found her legs I noticed she was walking unsteadily. Mom grabbed the chair from my desk and wheeling it over to the bed sat down next to it, facing me.
She gave me a silly smile and I noticed two things, one how wide and glossy her eyes were and two, that her mascara had run and those wide eyes were red and swollen.
"You okay, mom?" I asked, concerned.
"Yeah." She nodded, "Better now and who knows, maybe even better after we talk."
"I hope so." I told her, "If I can make you feel better you let me know how."
"Really? Hmmm," she purred softly and crossed her legs.
I watched one lush thigh drape over the other and could see a lot of soft creamy flesh leading up inside the robe. I quickly looked back up at her and felt a stab of dismay when she met my eyes then made a show of looking down at her legs and back to me, telling me she'd seen me.
"Is my robe making you uncomfortable?"
"Um, no." I lied, "Just kind of short I guess."
"Not as short as what you saw me in earlier." She pointed out.
"So you and dad went at it pretty hard." I changed the subject.
"Yeah and not in the good way." She shrugged, "He came home, said he wasn't in the mood just yet so we sat and talked for a little while. I was hoping he would relax and we could have some fun, but then he tells me he's leaving until Tuesday. I...I just lost it. He wanted me to give him a ride at three am so I told him just go stay at the damn airport hotel. I'm not his personal assistant.
She looked down and I saw her lip trembling, "He just doesn't seem to want me anymore. All he cares about is work."
"I'm sure he loves you mom."
"I think he does and I love him too, but I need more than a couple of quickies a week." She gave me a sad smile, "I know that's more than you want to hear, but we've always been able to talk about things."
"No, I get it." I shrugged, "I'm in the same boat I guess, but like you said, maybe for me it's just about making a choice." I sighed, "I'm thinking of trying to talk to Kelly about it one more time. Just ask her to try and if she's really stubborn about it I guess I have to look at it that she doesn't really want to me make me happy enough to at least make an effort."
"Good idea." Mom agreed, "But not in bed, do it over dinner somewhere that way you don't have her on the spot."
"Yeah and if she doesn't, then I don't know, Kelly's really great except for that."
"And your dad is a good guy. God knows he's a hard worker and great provider and I know he's loyal and he's a good father." She looked down at her legs, "Just not a very good lover so I guess we have something in common."
"I guess." I replied, unsure what else to add.
'"More than you think."
"What do you mean?"
"Well frankly speaking," Mom stopped and giggled. The sound of that giggle along with her eyes told me she had been back into the wine and I prepared myself for what she would come out with. "Your dad doesn't like to lick pussy."
"Mom!" So much for being prepared.
"Look, you can tell me Kelly doesn't suck cock, I can say that."
"But I didn't say it like that."
"Because you're talking like a kid not a grown up and I want you to..." she paused and looked me in the eye, "I need you to be an adult for this conversation, Sean, you'll see why soon."
"Sure, but talking dirty in front of my mom isn't something even an adult should do."
"You might have to get over that." She gave me that weird smile again.
"What do you mean?"
"Here's the thing Sean. Back to what I said about your father, he doesn't like going down on me or his girlfriends before me. He used to do it, but because I would keep asking then after a few years of half assed efforts he finally gave me the line we're married that's for teenagers whatever." She pointed down between her legs, "He hasn't licked my pussy in over five years."
"Okay, mom, I think..."
"But expects me to keep sucking his cock." She continued, ignoring my protests. "And for a long time I did because I enjoy giving head, I love everything about it so would still suck him off."
"Mom, really." I rubbed my temples which were beginning to throb and they weren't the only thing throbbing, my cock was once again up at my mother discussing blow jobs and sex in her little robe.
"But I finally told him, you get what you give, so he wants my lips around his cock he better get to licking so..." she grunted disgustedly "We've had nothing, but straight sex for quite a long time now."
"Sorry to hear that." I said, "What about counseling?"
"Like he would go, I can't get him to come home early never mind go to an appointment and he'll say its bullshit anyway so not only does my pussy not get any attention, but I lose out on swallowing a..."
"Mom I get it!" I put my hands up, "Please, you're really making me uncomfortable."
"Good" she said softly, "Sometimes uncomfortable can be good."
"I think you're drunk." I blurted out.
"I know I am. Otherwise I wouldn't be able to tell you my idea."
"What idea?"
"I started to tell you earlier, I watch porn a lot when I'm alone which is most of the time and a couple of weeks ago I watched this hot little movie about a guy and a girl like us."
"What do you mean like us?" I narrowed my eyes; not liking where this might be going.
"It was about two people who were happily married except their partner's wouldn't go down on them. They decided to.., become suck buddies."
"Suck buddies." I repeated, "What the hell does that have to do with me and you?"
Mom got up and sitting on the bed next to me put her hand on my arm, "Well seeing you and I both care about who we're with, but we're missing out I thought that..."
"You want to..." I had to be misunderstanding her,
"You want to be my suck buddy, Sean?"
"What?" I pulled my arm away from her, "How much did you drink?"
"I told you enough to bring this up." She put her hand on my arm again and made a show of licking her lips, "How about it, honey? How about you and I..."
"I'm your son!" I exclaimed.
"Nothing gets past you." Mom laughed, then turned serious. "Yes, you are my son and I'm your mom, your loving mom. I want to see my baby happy and you...you want me to be happy right?"
"Yeah, but..."
"Earlier you said you would do anything to make me feel better."
"I wasn't thinking about...that."
"That?" Mom rolled her eyes, "You're being a kid again. Honey, we both want something and we're not getting it and its not sex, it's..." She smiled, "A special kiss."
"Special kiss?" I sat there stunned, but even as I tried to come up something to say my eyes locked onto my mother's body.
Her robe was once again loosely tied showing a good portion of her breasts. Mom had stretched one of her long legs out on the bed and my eyes trailed down the length of it ending at her red toes.
"Like what you see?" Mom asked, "You seemed to like what you saw in the hallway today."
"No, I turned around right away!" I told her.
"You did, but after that you couldn't keep those baby blues off my tits." Mom ran her fingers up my arm and a shiver went through me. "I was a little upset at first, but the more you looked the more I liked it." She shrugged, "Guess a woman's really being neglected when her son staring at her gets her excited."
"I wasn't looking, Mom!" I lied.
"You were looking when you were in the hallway though," she winked, "If you could see me in the mirror you don't think I could see the hallway in it?"
"Oh." I began to blush "Sorry, I..."
"Don't be." She touched my cheek, "Been a long time since anyone's appreciated my..." she winked "Assets."
"I think they're appreciated at work." I told her.
"By pigs and men I would never go near." She leaned over and kissed my cheek, "I love you."
"I love you to, but Mom this is nuts, we...we can't, that's...incest!"
"Well," Mom ran her nails down my arm again, "Not really, I mean we're not talking about sex, just...helping each other out."
"I...I think a blow job would count."
"So who cares?" Mom waved her hand, "People who love each other should make each other feel good shouldn't they?"
"Mom..."
"Honey I...I'm frustrated! I don't want to sound conceited, but I know I'm attractive, those guys at the club? I've been offered five hundred dollars more than once. But I'm not a whore and I won't cheat on your father I..."
"This wouldn't be cheating?" I asked, "On dad or Kelly?"
"They...wouldn't know." Mom pointed out. "It's not like we would get caught," she gave that drunken giggle."Think Kelly will ask if your mommy sucks your dick?"
"No, I..." Holy shit I couldn't believe she was talking like this.
"Ohhh, you like that don't you?" Mom purred. Leaning closer she placed her lips to my ear, "You like the thought of your mother being your dirty girl, baby?"
"No, I..."
"I think you do." Mom continued in that soft sultry voice, her breath hot on my neck, "I do too, think about it, Sean how many sons' can say they're mother gets on their knees for them?"
"H...how many would want to?" I tried to joke.
"Enough to have the internet full of mommy incest stories and videos." Mom whispered.
Her lips brushed my ear and I forced myself to keep my hands in my lap over my throbbing cock.
"In fact seeing you mentioned it, the video I watched was a son and his step mom and it was so hot the way they made each other happy!"
"She...she was his step mom," I could hear my voice trembling, "So..."
"So this will be even hotter. Come on, baby, let mommy make you feel good!" Her tongue flicked across my ear and a soft whimper escaped me, "I'm good at it, Sean. Really good, your mom sucked a lot of cock in college and I miss it baby!"
"Mom please."
"If begging will make you feel better, you can." She laughed softly and licked my ear again, "And I need it too honey, it's been a long time since I felt a nice soft tongue on my clit."
Mom put her hand on my bare chest and ran her red nails down it, "I bet you're good at it aren't you, Sean? You like licking Kelly's pussy? You like making your cute little girlfriend squeal?"
"I...I do, but...I...she's my girlfriend."
"And I'm your mom! Shouldn't you want to make your mom happy?"
"N...Not like that." I moaned as her hand ran down my chest and stopped on my stomach.
Mom leaned back and pushed her lips into a pout, "Please, honey? Please? I...I don't want to leave your dad, but I need some fun! I miss being dirty, I miss getting on my knees and taking a nice hot load down my throat and oh how I miss laying back and having my pussy licked, I cum so hard that way!"
"Mom..."
"Please?" her lower lip trembled, "I'll go first!"
"First?"
"Yes, I'll suck you off then you can go down on me and if you're hard again I'll suck you again!"
"M...Mom."
"And if you like it, and I know you will, we can do it as often as you want! Nights you don't see Kelly you can just tell me you need me and I'll come in here or you come to my room and we'll take good care of each other."
She gave that drunken giggle again and this time it made my cock twitch, "God knows your father's never here to get in the way."
My head was swimming, filled with visions of mom on her knees, lying between my legs; holy shit maybe even a sixty nine! She was right; the dirtiness of it had my dick aching between my legs.
My own mother doing what Kelly wouldn't, taking me in her mouth and...The rest of her deal dawned on me and I thought of what my mother's pussy would look like spread open in front of me, what she would..."
"No." I said as much to myself as to her.
"No, you...you really don't want to?" Mom leaned back away from me and sitting up asked, "You don't think I'm sexy?"
"You...you are, mom, but we can't do this."
"I'm really good at it! You have no idea what a real blow job is honey, forget Kelly even the girls your age that do it can't suck it the way a woman my age can."
"I..."
"But I guess you don't want to make me happy." She made show of tightening her robe and sliding her leg off the bed.
"That's not fair mom." I told her as a wave of mixed emotions washed over me.
Part of me was glad she was giving up, this was sick. But a bigger part of me was disappointed; I was this close to getting a blow job and who cared if it was Mom? She was a hot older woman who loved to do what Kelly wouldn't and I'm sure I could enjoy licking her pussy, especially at the promise of more head.
"Life isn't fair." She pouted, "We're both good to our lovers and they don't give back to us. I figured this was a good way to stay happy with them and get what we need." She shrugged, "But okay."
She stood up and leaning over gave me a kiss on the cheek, "I'm sorry I put you in a bad spot."
"It...its okay."
"It's a shame because when I thought about I was so wet! In fact I even got myself off so when you went down on me I wouldn't cum so quick." She sighed in my ear, "I was surprised how hard I came to the thought of my son's tongue."
"Mom, you said..."
"You jerked off too,didn't you?" she asked, "Came in here and stroked it to mommy's tits?"
"N...no!" I lied.
"That's okay, you're young. Hmmm I bet I could get you to cum for me four or five times in a night, I would just have to work hard for it."
"Mom please, go to bed." I begged, almost whining as the throbbing in my cock had spread to an ache in my balls. She was right; I'd spanked it four hours ago and felt as if I'd had no relief at all.
"I will. It was just so hot! The idea of a mother doing that for her son, giving him what he needs; sinking to her knees, looking up into his eyes as she takes his young hard cock into her experienced mouth."
She released another long sigh in my ear and I closed my eyes letting the images her words conjured flow into my mind.
"Teasing him, running her tongue along his hard flesh; sucking his balls into her mouth, making him whimper and tremble. She'd take him between her lips, sucking him deep into his mother's hot mouth. He would be moaning the word mom in a way he never had before."
" She'd look him in the eye as she moved her head, sliding his hard dick between her soft lips, moving faster and faster, feeling his legs trembling. He'd pull her hair and then whimper and explode, filling his mother's mouth with his sweet young cum. She'd moan at the taste of him and suck every drop, drain that beautiful cock."
"Oh my fucking god." I whispered, my entire body was trembling now. She sounded like a goddamn web cam girl and again in the back of my head I wondered what was wrong with my fucking father.
"Then he would be good to her wouldn't he?" Mom went on, "She'd sit back and open her legs and watch her son's beautiful face between her thighs. Hmmm...imagine that, a son giving his mother the most intimate of kisses. A son inhaling his mother's scent; tasting her, licking and sucking her soft wet flesh and her swollen clit, making his mother cry his name as a lover, not a son."
I jumped when mom touched my cheek and turned my head to face her. She gave me a soft kiss on the lips that caused my cock to jump. She kissed me a second time and this time lingered. I whimpered and tried to move my head, but she kept her hand pressed to my cheek. Her full soft lips caressed mine and I gave in and kissed her back. Mom sighed in her throat and pressed her lips harder to mine.
I gasped when her other hand grabbed my wrist and quickly moving my hand, grabbed my cock through the sheet. She squeezed it and removing her lips from mine whispered, "Oh, honey you are so hard for me."



She yanked the sheet from me and we both stared down at the bulge in my boxers. They were light gray and there was a wet spot where my dripping cock head was. Reaching down mom rubbed her fingers into the spot causing me to whimper. Mom brought her fingers to her mouth and licked them.
"Oh." I moaned watching her pink tongue tease her finger tips. She then sucked them into her mouth between her red lips and rolled her eyes back.
Removing her fingers with a wet sucking sound, mom took my hand in hers and pulled. I started to protest, but stopped when she slipped her hand under her robe and placed it under my nose. I emitted a groan at the scent of my mother's pussy and when she pressed her fingers to my lips, I opened my mouth allowing her to put her fingers inside. At the first taste of her I gave in and sucked on her fingers.
Mom slipped them from my mouth and still holding my hand turned away and walked towards my door. I stood up, letting her lead me out of my room and feeling as if I were in a dream, I followed my scantily clad mother to my parents bedroom. Mom opened the door, and releasing my hand stood to the side.
I entered noticing there were candles lit all over the room casting it in a soft glow and there was another bottle of wine, this one close to full on the nightstand. Mom walked past me over to the table and quickly poured a glass, she took several sips then coming back handed me the glass. I chugged it down in several long swallows and as I handed it back to her she pointed at the large over stuffed arm chair in the corner by the window that she always sat in to read.
"Sit down over there." She gave me that sexy smile. "I've been thinking of being on my knees in front of that chair for a long time."
No longer arguing with her, how could I with a raging hard on in my shorts, I walked towards the chair and when I reached it turned and went to sit, when something dawned on me, "Shit, mom, what if dad comes home?"'
"I checked online and he booked a room at the Marriot at the airport. I put the bolts on the door anyway and the blinds are down." She put the glass down and looked me up and down, "Damn, Sean you are a good looking young man."
"T...thank you."
"Hmm, nice lean hard body," she whispered coming over to me and putting her hands on my chest, "Little Kelly must be very happy with all this."
"I...what about her?"
"What about her, honey? Like I said she'll never know and this way you won't push her for this because you'll be getting plenty of it and I won't bother your father for anything but his quickies, think of it that we're helping us and them."
"But..."
"Enough," Mom said, putting her fingers to my lips. "There's about to be a much better place for you to wag your tongue, honey." She licked her lips, "But I did promise to go first, didn't I?"
Mom kissed me softly and this time I returned the kiss right away, compared to what we were going to do, kissing her wasn't going to hurt anything. Mom put her arms around my neck and pressed herself against me.
I slipped my arms around her waist and was aware of her nipples pressing against me through her robe. My cock was pushing against her stomach and as our lips teased across each other my hips began to rock, pushing my erection into her.
Mom's tongue pushed against my lips and when I opened my mouth to accept it I could taste the wine on it. I wondered if she would recall this tomorrow. Maybe better if she didn't, I... All thoughts faded when her hands ran down my back and slipped into the sides of my boxers. Mom started to tug them down as her tongue danced across mine and my body trembled at the thought my cock would be exposed to my mother.
Mom pushed them down as far as she could and I moaned when my cock sprang free and pressed against her bare thigh inside her robe.
"Oh, someone is dripping" she cooed, and giving me a gentle push said, "Sit back and relax, baby, time for mommy to take care of you."
I fell back into the chair and watched my mother stare down at my cock and lick her lips, "Oh, honey, you are quite the man now aren't you?" Her blue eyes were glazed over as much by lust as alcohol now and the way she was staring at me caused another trail of precum to ooze from my pulsing cock.
"You are not small," Mom whispered stepping directly between my legs, "Sweet, good looking and hung, Kelly is a lucky girl." She giggled, "I'm about to be a lucky mom."
She reached down and grabbing my bare cock stroked it slowly. I moaned when she squeezed the tip causing precum to squirt out. I stared, amazed at the sight of mom's long slender fingers wrapped around my cock and already wondered what her lips would look like there.
Mom's hand trailed down the length of my cock and slid beneath it to caress my balls. She cupped them and whispered, "Hmm, they're very heavy, does my baby have a nice big load waiting for his nasty mother?"
"Nasty?"
"Yes, nasty. Know what else I like Sean that your father doesn't? I like to talk dirty. Do you like to talk dirty?"
"Yes." I moaned as keeping one hand on my balls she started caressing my shaft lightly with the fingers of her other hand.
"Kelly doesn't like it I'll bet, she's too good of a girl, but tell you what, you can talk dirty with me, how's that?"
"I...Oh!" I groaned when she squeezed my cock again.
"Tell me what I'm doing." Mom prodded, "Say it the way you want too with your little prude."
"I...you're jerking my cock." I moaned, "You're stroking your son's cock."
"Good boy." She released my cock and grabbed the ties to the robe. "Want to see them?"
"I...I thought we were just..."
"We are, but we can be naked, can't we?" she smiled, "Besides, a real woman uses her tits in a blow job, honey, a real woman uses everything she has. Now tell me what you want."
She partially opened the robe showing off the inner half of her tits and figuring we were damned for this anyway, I said, "I want to see my mother's beautiful tits."
"Ohh." She teased with the robe,
"Now." I added. "Don't be a cock tease; show me your tits."
"I like that!" Mom moaned.
I didn't know where that had come from, but I didn't mind the reaction. Mom pulled her robe open with a flourish, exposing her large round breasts and those pretty pink nipples that looked as hard as my cock. Mom tossed the robe behind her and standing there in just the lacy black thong lifted her tits, showing them to me.
Her thumbs slid across her nipples and she moaned softly, "Want them?"
"Oh, fuck yeah." I said, my eyes glued to her red nails on her pink flesh.
"You want to play with mommy's tits?"
"I want to suck on them." I replied, my mouth watering at the sight of her playing with her nipples.
"Like this?" Mom lifted her tit up and lowering her head placed her red lips on her tit and sucked her own nipple.
"Holy shit," I said softly, "Kelly can't do that."
"She wouldn't" Mom laughed, "But you're right, not with those little titties, I told you honey, your mother is a real woman." Mom looked down at her now lipstick smeared nipple and asked, "You want this?"
"Please."
"Hmm, I like that." Swinging her leg over mine, mom sat down, straddling my thigh and I gasped at how wet her thong was and not just wet, but hot! I could feel the heat of my mother's pussy.
"You like how excited I am for you, honey?" Mom asked, putting her hands on my shoulders.
"Yes." My eyes widened as they were confronted with mom's tits and I hesitated as she lifted higher on my thigh, pushing them into my face.
"This...is more than..." I stammered
"Honey, sex is your cock going in my pussy. Everything else is just playing, now stop being a little girl and suck my fucking tit like you know you want to."
Her words sent a thrill through me and reaching up I took her breasts in my hands lowering my face eagerly sucked my mother's nipple into my mouth.
"Oh, honey!" Mom cried, wrapping her hands in my short black hair, "Yes, suck that tit!"
I sucked harder on her hard nub, much harder than I would dare suck Kelly's tits. Mom's fingers dug into my scalp, but I didn't mind, I was caught up not only with her huge tits in my face, but her sliding her pussy back and forth on my thigh. I caught her other nipple between my fingers and rolled it, causing mom to moan loudly as I continued to suck the other. I switched off, taking her other nipple into my mouth.
Mom arched her back, shoving her tit deeper into my mouth and letting her head fall forward rested her cheek on top of my head. Her long blonde hair caressed my shoulders and chest and some of it was lying on her creamy breast. Mom was grinding her pussy into my leg and I moaned as my dripping cock was pushing into her soft thigh. Mom slipped her hand between us and took my cock in her hand, rubbing it back and forth on her inner thigh.
"God, that feels good." She purred, then sitting back on my leg said, "I think it's time I drained that pretty cock of yours, don't you think?"
"Yes." I nodded like an idiot.
Mom slid off my leg and slowly sank to her knees. Lifting her tits she wrapped them around my cock and squeezed them.
"Damn," I said softly as she rocked up and down, sliding my cock between her tits. "That feels good!"
"Bet you can't tit fuck those little things either can you?" she giggled, "That's okay, baby, that's what mommy is here for, to do all the things your little girlfriend can't."
My reply turned into a loud whimper when mom started flicking her tongue out, catching the head of my cock each time it pressed up through her soft tits. A thin trail of pre cum hung between my cock and her tongue and with a wink, mom made a sho0w of slurping it back to my cock. She pressed her lips to the tip and as I whimpered pathetically she rubbed her lips in circles around my yearning cock.
Mom looked up at me, her lips dripping with my sticky fluid and made a show of licking it from her mouth. Releasing her tits, she took my cock in her hand and holding it at the base, lowered her head. I moaned when she placed her soft pink tongue along my shaft and worked her way up to the tip. She teased under the rim of my cock head before working her tongue back down to the base of my shaft.
A shudder went me and my hips jerked, thrusting my cock along mom's cheek. Lifting her head, mom pushed the head of my cock against her cheek hard enough for it to begin to ooze and rubbed it along her face.
"Like that, honey, you like getting mom's face all sticky with your big dick?"
"Please put it in your mouth," I begged, "Please don't tease me mom."
"Aww, you've waited this long, what's another couple of minutes." She turned and rubbed my cock on the other side of her face, "Besides this is teasing me too, trust me."
Mom slid my cock to her lips and parting them began moving her head up and down, sliding my cock between her soft lips. I sat there moaning, fighting not to move my hips, then cried out when the next time mom's mouth reached the top she took the tip of my cock between her lips.
She held it there and I gasped when she sucked. I could feel the precum squirting into her mouth then watched, stunned when mom let that cum and a long trail of spit drool out of her mouth and down my cock where it pooled on my balls.
Mom started stroking my now very wet cock and licking her lips looked me in the eye, "Say it, honey, and say it like you mean it."
"I...I want you to put my cock in your mouth." I told her, "I want you to suck my cock until I cum in your slutty mouth."
"Hmm, honey, like mother, like son!" she purred.
Mom made a show of opening wide and placing her mouth over the head of my cock. She paused until I whimpered then with a wonk took me deep into her mouth.
"Oh, goddamn!" I cried as for the first time in my life my cock was engulfed by a warm wet mouth.
The fact that it was my mother's mouth should have been cause for alarm, but she was right, fuck it was hot to see my dick buried in my mother's face. Mom opened wider and I let out a long sigh as she worked my cock deeper into her mouth.
She reached the base and I gasped when her tongue flicked out and started licking my balls with me buried to the hilt in her throat. Mom moaned and her blue eyes rolled back as her tongue bathed my balls.
She shook her head back and forth and I whimpered as the head of my cock slid across the roof of her mouth. Mom slowly worked her way back to the tip and releasing it lowered her head and caused me to cry out when she began sucking my balls.
Mom's tongue worked across my swollen sac before sucking my testicle into her mouth and gently working it with her mouth. She switched to the other and I began squirming in the chair as she worked my balls with her hot mouth.
Mom licked back to the tip and once again let a long trail of drool down onto my cock. This time she took my cock in her mouth and made a show of noisily slurping it back up,
"Damn you're a pig." I told her.
"Your pig baby," She said, kissing the tip of my cock, "I'm my son's pig!"
She took me deep into her mouth once more and this time slowly bobbed her head. I leaned back against the chair and moaned as she blew me. I watched mom's mouth sliding up and down my dick and thought this was even better than the movies.
Mom was moving her head faster now, establishing a rhythm in time with my hips which I was unable to keep still. She placed her fingers around my shaft and followed her lips with them, jerking me off as she sucked me.
I moved mom's hair from her face so I could see everything and grabbing her hair in her free hand, she handed it to me. I took her long hair in one hand and placing my other hand on the back of her head began to push and pull, guiding her along my cock.
"Hmm-mm" she encouraged as she sucked.
Mom started taking me deeper and moving her head faster and with a long groan I admired the sight before me. Not just my lipstick smeared cock sliding in and out of mom's mouth, but also her long blonde hair wrapped in my hands and the feeling of her large tits pressing into my thighs. I let my eyes wander down the smooth creamy skin of mom's back down to her well rounded ass cheeks protruding from the black thong.
Mom's ass was moving as her hips ground in circles. She was moaning softly around my cock and the thought she was getting off on this caused my hips to move faster. I groaned when mom removed me from her mouth, but her next words caused my dick to jump in her hand.
"Tell you what honey, I know you're close and I could make it last a long time, but how about the first time, I just get you off and next time I'll really tease and play?"
"N...next time." I whimpered.
"Oh, yes, Sean this cock is too perfect for me not to want more of. In fact next time could be right after you get me off, but for now." She licked the tip of my cock before continuing, "I'm going to go slow and won't stop, but when you're ready you just go ahead and cum because your nasty mother is going to take every drop. Okay?"
"Oh, god, mom." I whispered.
"I'll take that." She laughed then quickly took me back into her wonderful mouth.
Mom began to bob her head all the way, taking me down to my balls and coming back up all the way to the tip. True to her word she was bobbing her head slowly, but nonetheless I couldn't take much more. My fingers tightened in her hair and my legs were shaking. Mom's eyes met mine and she began sucking faster.
Mom placed her hands on my thighs and began sucking even faster. I was moaning continuously now as I watched mom giving me an amazing hands free blow job and my hips started thrusting to meet her mouth each time she brought it down.
Mom opened her mouth around my cock, allowing a trail of spit to flow down my cock and began sucking even faster. Her mouth being partway open was causing her to making sloppy sucking sounds and she was moaning as she slurped up her spit from my wet cock.
The sound of her sucking sent a shiver through my cock and moving my hips as fast as I dared I moaned, "That's it, suck my cock, keep sucking that cock until I cum in your mouth!"
Mom moaned her approval of my talking to her like that and even as I felt the cum race through my cock I continued, "Please, mom, please suck your son's cock, please make me cum for you, mom! Oh, fuck you're so good at sucking cock you...you're a nasty slut and...Oh fuck!"
I shouted loudly as my cock erupted into my mother's mouth. Mom squealed, but kept sucking, She had tightened her lips around my cock and was making gurgling noises as she continued to suck my spurting cock. My hips thrust wildly and each thrust ended in another long squirt of cum in my mother's mouth.
Mom cupped my balls in one hand, rubbing them as she grabbed my cock with the other and jerked it off into her mouth. I sat there moaning and whimpering as my balls emptied down her throat and mom groaned and squealed as if she were cumming.
I let mom's hair go so I wouldn't pull it, but grabbed the sides of her face and groaned, "Stop, please," when she had sucked every drop from me and her mouth was driving me crazy on my now sensitive cock.
Mom slid me from her lips and with a smile opened her mouth and showed me the huge puddle of cum in it. She wagged her white tongue at me before closing her mouth and swallowing. She showed me her now empty mouth and laughed, "Hmmm, that was good, baby, you have any more for mommy?"
"I...oh, shit." I slumped back into the chair.
"You like your first blow job, baby?" Mom stood up and leaning over gave me a kiss. "First of as many as you want from me, from now on your mother will be your little cum slut, that okay with you?"
"I...yeah!" I exclaimed causing her to laugh.
"You always were obedient," mom said, then turning her back to me, hooked her thumbs into her thong, "Want to see mommy's pussy, baby, the one you're going to lick?"
"Yes." I sat up and watched mom bend over, working her thong down.
I licked my lips at the sight of her pink pussy winking out at me from between her lush thighs and her round ass. Mom gave that ass a playful shake and turning around pointed to the floor, "You're turn, Sean, get on your knees for your mother."
I slid out of the chair so fast my knees banged painfully on the floor, but I didn't care. Mom stepped past me and as she put her back to the chair I looked up in admiration at my mother's fully naked body. Mom sat back in the chair and lifting her legs, draped then over the arms of the chair, leaving her legs spread wide open and her pussy completely exposed.
"Fuck." I whispered when she reached down and spread her glistening pink lips open for me.
"Yeah, you want that? You going to make mommy feel good? Going to suck her off in your face?" Mom's red nails teased her swollen clit and I took in her soft wet lips and the small patch of blonde fuzz just above her slit.
Placing my hands on her thighs I gave each a soft kiss before leaning into her pussy. Mom spread her lips open wider and I blew lightly on her clit. Mom moaned and her hips lifted off the bed. I placed my face directly in her pussy and took a deep breath. My eyes rolled back at the sexy forbidden scent of my mother's pussy and flicking my tongue out teased it across her clit.
"Yes, oh yes," she moaned, "Oh, how I missed that!"
I swirled my tongue around her clit then remembering how she'd taken her time, I worked my tongue down through her wet lips and pushed it inside her. Mom whimpered and encouraged ny the sound, I sucked hard and moaned as my mouth filled with her sticky juices.
"Ohh, you like how mommy tastes?" she asked, "Go ahead, move your tongue, eat my pussy!"
I swirled my tongue inside her enjoying the little whimpering sounds she was making and keeping my tongue rigid moved my head back and forth.



"That's it! Tongue fuck your mother! Take that pussy; it's your pussy tonight, baby!"
My pussy? Even though I'd just cum my still semi hard cock twitched between my legs and I recalled her telling me she'd suck me off as many times as I could get hard. I worked my tongue back up through the folds of her sweet pussy and bringing my hand up slid two fingers inside her.
"Yes!" she cried, "Look at you not needing to be told! You know how to take care of mommy, don't you?"
"Anything you want, mom." I whispered as I shoved my fingers deep inside her, marveling at how tight and hot her pussy was.
"That's what I want to hear!" Mom moaned, "My baby doing anything I want! Move those fingers faster, honey, I'm not a little girl; I'm a woman!"
I moved my fingers faster and drove them in harder. Mom was so wet my fingers making sucking sounds as they withdrew and my cheeks were already wet from her thighs. My lips found her clit and as I gently sucked it into my mouth and she sighed, I had another feeling of the unreality flow over me.
Was I really on my knees sucking my mother's pussy right after she had given me a porn star quality blow job? Were my fingers really buried in her pussy? On that note I imagined what my cock would feel like inside her and forced that way from me. It was enough we were going this far and even as out of control as mom was, she had said no sex.
Mom was making soft sounds of pleasure and I looked up to see her playing with her nipples. My cock was now as stiff as it had been before watching her red nails tug on her pink flesh. Mom's eyes were partially closed and her red lips parted as she sighed and moaned.
Damn she was beautiful I thought, no, not just beautiful, but sexy as hell. She was right, she was a real woman. Even her body; with her large full chest and round ass and soft thighs. Kelly was pretty and had a cute little body, but she was a little girl compared to mom.
I sucked her clit harder and faster in time with my thrusting fingers and mom's moans became louder with a high pitched yip at the end each time my fingers drove him. I switched from sucking to licking, swirling my tongue in hard circles around her swollen nub and mom said softly,
"Look at my baby down there! Honey, you're making me feel so good! Oh, how I missed this!" she sighed, "Just laying back and having my pussy eaten, hmmm Look at you down there. I know it's wrong, but God you look good between my thighs, Sean."
I smiled up at her and started sucking her clit again, Mom gasped and her hips started moving, pushing my fingers deeper into her.
"Yeah, baby!" she groaned, "Just like that! I'll let you enjoy me more later, right now make your me cum!" I started sucking harder and she cried, "Fuck yeah! Harder honey, harder! Suck that clit!"
Mom swung her legs over the chair and draping her legs over my shoulders began sliding her soft feet up and down my back. That pressed her thighs tighter to my face and pushed her pussy hard against my face. Not that I was complaining in the least. My mouth was full of her juice and my nose with her intoxicating scent. Mom slid her feet to my shoulders and as her toes curled hard into my skin her hips lifted off the bed.
"Harder!" She moaned, "Put another finger in! Stretch that pussy, honey!"
Surprised, I added a third finger and moaned at the feeling of mom's pussy spreading around it. She whimpered as my fingers began to thrust, but her hips rose to meet them and more forcefully than before and her whimper ended in a long sexy moan. I sucked hard enough to make my lips smack and mom cried out, "Like that! Oh, just like that, baby!"
I started sucking as hard as I could, smacking my lips on her clit when I released it then sucking it back in. Above me, mom was now twisting her nipples and moaning louder and louder, her hips were rocking and she lifted her back from the chair pushing her wet flesh into my face.
"Oh, oh...right there!" she moaned, "You...you're going to make me cum, my baby is going t get me off. I..." she whimpered and gasped, "Put your finger in my ass."
I hadn't thought she could surprise me anymore, but I did as she asked, working a finger from my other hand up and down her pussy to get it wet then easing it into her...incredibly tight ass.
"Shove it in!" Mom moaned.
I jammed it hard into her ass at the same time I sucked her clit and mom screamed, "Oh fuck yeah, baby!"
Mom clamped her legs around my head and let loose with a scream that had me worried about what the neighbors would thinks seeing dad wasn't home. Mom followed that up with a long loud squeal as her pussy and ass convulsed around my thrusting fingers.
I somehow managed to keep sucking her clit as her hips pressed her hot quivering flesh into my face and her thighs tightened around my head. Mom's feet were pushing against my shoulders, but I held myself where I was amazed by the power of her orgasm.
Mom's holes were tightening around my fingers and she squealed each time they did. I continued to suck and she wailed, "Oh fuck Sean, I'm cumming so fucking hard for you!"
Again the neighbors came to mind, but quickly left it when mom lifted her hips, and released a scream that sent a shiver through me and a warm sticky mess exploded in my face. I swallowed a mouthful of it and moaned as more of her juices flawed around my fingers and down her thighs and my chest.
"Oh my god," Mom gasped as she let her legs fall from my shoulders, "I...I haven't cum that hard in years."
I sat back on my knees wiping at my sticky face and feeling pleased with myself. Mom was laying back in the chair, breathing hard, her gorgeous tits rising and falling with each breath. Her blonde hair was darkened and stuck to her sweaty skin and her makeup was now smeared all over her face, her legs were open and as I stared at her oozing pussy and sticky thighs I thought she looked incredible.
"You...wow, you made me feel good, baby." She said, "So tell, me Sean, you hard for mommy again?"
With a smile I stood up to show her my once again hard cock. Mom quickly sat up and caused me to cry out when she grabbed my cock and began sucking it fast and hard. She was slurping noisily on it and reaching down I grabbed her tits and played with her nipples. Mom sat back and standing said, "Get back in the chair."
I sat down and putting her hands on my thighs mom bent over and started sucking me. I sighed and looked down her back at her perfect ass pointing in the air. Mom was groaning around my cock and as fast as she was sucking I was nowhere near cumming and I smiled at the thought of how long she would work my cock before I came again.
Mom stopped sucking and looking up at me, shook her head.
"What's the matter," I asked.
"I...your so hard for me!" she moaned then with a grin said, "Oh, who am I kidding?"
Putting her hand on my chest, mom pushed me back into the chair. Keeping her hand there, she climbed onto me, her knees resting on my thighs and her legs spread directly over my cock.
"Mom, what are you...doing?" I moaned when her free hand reached back and grabbed my cock.
"I'm doing you." Mom said and with no hesitation plunged herself down onto my cock.
We both cried out as she impaled herself on her son's long thick cock.
"Fuck yeah!" she cried, putting her hands on my shoulders, "Oh, fuck , baby!"
"I...Oh, mom!" I moaned as she moved her hips, working herself up and down.
I placed my hands on mom's soft hips and remained still as she rode me in the chair. I moaned softly each time she drove down on me. I couldn't believe I was inside my mother, nor could I believe how good her pussy felt. She was sopping wet from her orgasm, but hot and warm and each time she took me deep, she contracted her muscles around me causing me to moan.
"I...I just can't help it," she looked down at me, "I need this cock baby; I need it in every way! You don't seem to mind." She smiled down at me, "You like fucking mommy baby?"
"I...Oh, mom you feel so good." I told her.
"Then enjoy and..." she pushed her tit in my face, "Suck on that."
I opened wide and eagerly took her nipple into my mouth as she slowly rode me. I began to push and pull on her hips, guiding her on my cock. Mom leaned back and putting her arms over her head moved more solely sensually riding me. I looked up at her amazing tits and the look of desire on her face and whispered, "Mom, you're...you're so beautiful."
"So are you baby, so are you." Mom leaned over and taking my face in her hands kissed me. We both moaned as we shared a long deep tongue filled passionate kiss. Mom continued to move her hips slowly barely moving as we kissed, but still sliding her hot flesh along my throbbing cock. Mom rested her head on my shoulder and smiling at me whispered, "Fuck me, hard, now."
I squeezed her hips and began driving mine up as hard as I could with her on me. Mom squealed in my ear as my cock drove repeatedly into her and I gasped at the feeling of her pussy sucking me in as I tried to slide out. Mom yelped with every hard thrust and the sound made me try to fuck her eve harder. Mom sat back up and said, "Hold on."
She swung her legs down and I moaned when she eased me from her pussy. Mom turned around and laying back put her back against my chest. Drawing her legs up she placed her feet on my knees and guiding my cock back inside her began bouncing up and down.
"Holy shit!" I groaned as she rode me backwards.
"Think guys your age are the only ones watching porn?" she breathed as she drove herself hard down onto my cock.
I wrapped my arms around her and she squealed in delight when I grabbed her tits and played with her nipples.
"Best part is..." Mom moaned, "Look in the mirror."
I turned my head and stared at our reflection. I could see all of mom, her body leaning against mine and could see my cock sliding in and out of her pink slit. Mom pushed harder on my legs, lifting herself up further before dropping back down on me. I watched my hands on her huge tits and reaching down between her legs I found her clit and began rubbing it in hard circles.
"Yes, baby! Look at you! Oh, what a waste you are on a young girl!"
Mom put her hand over mine and squeezing it started moving it back and forth on her clit. That move caused me to moan and slipping my other arm around her waist pulled her against me and started fucking her as hard as I could. Mom squealed and let her head fall back against my shoulder.
I watched in the mirror as my cock plunged into her and her tits bounced wildly as she squirmed and wiggled on my driving cock. Mom had my hand moving fast on her clit and she was whimpering, "Yes, oh...oh, honey I'm going to come on your cock, oh please...please..."
Her begging put more vigor into my thrusts and mom's moans turned into high pitched yelps. She released my hand and grabbing her nipples twisted them hard enough to cause me to wince. She yelped then twisted them again. Mom threw her head back and howled in my ear as she went off on my cock.
I cried out as her hot pussy contracted around my cock and her hips slammed down into mine. Mom cried out over and over again as I fucked her quivering pussy and as her body tightened against me and her pussy convulsed I saw a stream of fluid exploded around my cock. Mom lifted herself and pulled my cock out allowing a stream of fluid to squirt onto the floor.
"Fuck!" I exclaimed as she shoved my dripping cock back inside her. Mom squealed in my ear once and more and began writhing on my cock as her orgasm continued to crash through her. My legs were shaking again and I knew it wouldn't be long for me either and started trying to fuck her harder.
"Stop!" she gasped in my ear as her body relaxed against me. "Not yet."
"Oh...okay." I breathed; my heart pounding.
"Fuck, you're incredible." Mom moaned as she pushed herself off me and to her feet. "Stand up."
I had to give my shaky legs a minute and with a laugh, mom took my hand and pulled me to her feet. As she laughed she gave me a huge smile and her blue eyes were sparkling. It occurred to me that Kelly and I never laughed or played during sex, it was always so serious.
This was what it should be, fun in every way. Mom put her back to me and climbed onto the chair so her knees were on the arms and she had her arms folded over the back of it.
Oh, fuck look at that." I whispered as I took in her pussy and ass spread wide open for me. Mom's legs were open and over the chair and dropping to my knees I put my back to the chair, leaned back and buried my face in her pussy.
"Fuck!" Mom yelled, "Oh, Sean! Damn that's fucking hot!" She squealed when I turned back over and spreading her ass cheeks plunged my tongue into her asshole.
"Ohhh, bad boy!" she moaned as I eagerly shoved my tongue into her rosebud. I'd always wanted to do this, but needless to say Kelly wouldn't let me near her ass.
"Yes, lick mommy's ass, ohh...nothing like a rim job from your son," she giggled. "But honey, right now just fuck me, just grab your mother's hips and fuck me the way that little priss will never let you fuck her."
"Yes ma'am!" I laughed and standing dug my fingers into her soft hips and after one more admiring look at her open pussy, drove my cock balls deep into it.
"Oh my fucking God!" Mom cried out as I immediately tore into her fucking her as fast and hard as I could.
Mom was right when I fucked Kelly like this we had to go slow because she said it hurt. Well it wasn't hurting my mother. Mom was squealing and yelping and slamming her ass back into me helping to bury my cock as deep inside her as possible.
"That's it fuck me!" She cried, looking at me over her shoulder, "At least there's one man in this house that can fuck! That's it baby, give it to you mother! Give it to me like your daddy can't! Fuck this pussy like it's yours because it is, it's your pussy, Sean, claim it!"
Her talking was firing me up and shaking the sweat from my eyes I put one leg up on the chair changing the angle of my cock and proceeded to my mother as hard as I'd seen the guys do it in the movies.
"Go ahead!" she yelled, "You know you want too!"
I wasn't sure what he meant until she reached back and gave her ass a slap. "Go ahead! Give me a couple of good ones!"
Not needing to be told twice I raised my right hand and caught up gave mom's ass a smack that sounded like a gun shot in the room and caused my palm to sting.
"Oh, fuck!" Mom yelped, "The other side!"
I gave her another good one and as she cried out and slammed her ass back into me I dealt her several short sharp slaps going from cheek to cheek. Mom moaned and squealed as I spanked her and I looked down to see her ass was red and swollen with my finger prints on it. Goddamn, mom was into everything.
I jumped when I felt something hit my balls and looked down to see mom's hand was between her legs playing with her clit. I had slowed up fucking her while I was spanking her, but now went back to tearing into her as hard and fast as I could.
"Yeah, oh...oh fuck! Baby, I want to cum again! Please keep fucking me, just a little more...Ohh..I want it so bad!"
I was moaning and gasping and my knees felt as if they were ready to give out. I felt a shiver go through my cock and knew I was getting close. Mom could sense it to and moaned, "Baby, please...a little more...Ohhh."
Looking down my eyes fell on her asshole and with no warning I drove my finger hard into it.
"Yes! Yes! Yes!" Mom screamed as she exploded into orgasm.
I cried out as her pussy tightened and as I stopped thrusting she drover herself back into me, rocking back and forth and fucking my dripping cock. Mom lifter her head and howled and bucked wildly against me and feeling her ass tighten around my finger as well as my cock sliding against it through the thin skin between her ass and pussy, I cried out and started fucking her as hard as I could, the cum racing through my cock.
"Pull it out!" she yelled.
I did as she asked, whipping it out and grabbing the base to hold back. Mom spun on the chair and sliding to her knees grabbed my cock and pointed it at her face, her mouth wide open, tongue waiting.
I released my cock with a long loud moan and watched as a long stream of cum erupted from it and splattered on mom's chin and tongue. As second spurt landed directly in her mouth and taking my cock from me, mom pumped it furiously.
I stood there whimpering as mom mercilessly stroked my cock. Despite cumming before an impressive amount of thick white fluid was spraying across mom's cheeks and dripping down her chin. Mom lowered my cock, letting the last of my load paint her tits and drip down to her stomach. When there was no more, I started to move, but yelped when she took my sensitive cock into her mouth had hollowing her cheeks sucked hard enough to milk a couple of drops from it.
"Oh, mom." I gasped and withdrawing my cock from her mouth turned and literally fell into the chair.
"Awww, baby." Mom giggled at me.
I gave her a tired smile and sat there staring at the unreal sight of my mother naked on her knees with my cum splattered all over her face and tits. Seeing me watching, Mom smiled and ran her tongue along her lips, then scoping cum from her tit with her fingers sucked them into her mouth.
"You...fuck, you're hot mom." I told her.
"Hey watch the mouth!" she said pointing at me as she picked up her robe and began wiping cum from her face and tits. "You kiss your mother with that mouth?"
"I kiss her other lips with this mouth." I replied with a smile.
"You did, baby, and damn good too." Mom stood up and walking over to the night stand grabbed a bottle of water that was there behind the wine.
I watched her move, admiring how her creamy skin glowed in the candle light and thinking again, what an incredible woman she was. Mom chugged half the water and as my eyes lingered on her tits, she turned and came over to me, handing me the bottle, noticing where my gaze was fixed she cupped her tits, "Not bad for an old lady?"
"Not bad for any lady." I told her, then paused to greedily drink the rest of the water, "You could be in cougar porn!"
"What a nice thing to say to your mother!" she laughed and taking the bottle surprised me by sitting in my lap. "I mean it, tell me more!"
I laughed as she turned in my lap so her legs were dangling over the arm of the chair and she was nestled against my chest. Smiling I put my arm around her, "I like seeing you happy." I kissed the top of her head and taking my hand, she squeezed it.
"You made me very happy tonight, baby. I...I know it sounds weird, but it was about more than sex. It was about having a man look at me and want me. This..." she nuzzled into my chest "Feels just as good," she giggled, "Okay different, but really good."
"It does." I said aware of my cock pressing into her bare ass. Thinking about her ass, I cleared my throat nervously, "Hey mom, know how you said you...you would do anything Kelly wouldn't?"
"Yes, which I think would be almost everything," she sighed, "if she were older she would be perfect for your dad. We got the duds."
"Well what about, um..."
"Really, Sean, you're going to be shy after that?" she laughed.
"Its kind of..."
"Honey you made me cum three times tonight, what do you want?"
"Would you..." I lowered my voice as if afraid to say it loudly, "Let me have your ass?"
"Ohhh, you want to fuck mommy in the ass? With that big dick, you want to hear me squeal?" she paused then shrugged, "Sure."
"Really?"
"Yes, but I haven't done that since college so we're going slow with it, but I'll do anything you want honey as long as you take care of me and...spend some time with me like this too, not just sex."
"We weren't supposed to have sex." I reminded her.



"But you ask about my ass? They name streets after you," she laughed "No honey, it wasn't planned, but I...I don't regret it and anytime you want me you say the word. Hell, your father's never home anyway so we'll have plenty of time."
She turned enough so she could look at me and I stifled a moan as her ass slid along my spent cock, "Honey will you spend the night with me? Will you sleep with me?"
"Yeah, that would feel good." I told her, thinking how nice she felt in my arms right now.
"Good, I'd like that. Your father travels a lot and I'm tired of being lonely."
We were quiet for a few minutes and I thought about where this left me with Kelly. I'd thought somehow this thing with mom would end up being just about sex, but she felt so good!
"Mom, I don't think I'm going to try to smooth things over with Kelly."
"Yes, you will, she's a good girl and good for you and she loves you."
"But I just, I mean..."
"You got what she won't give you. Look honey, I know this feels good, trust me, I love being this close to you and we will enjoy this. But stay with Kelly; go out with her have fun with her or as much fun as she'll let you."
"But why?"
"Because I'm not leaving your father, honey. I love him, he just frustrates me. But you'll spend time with me and I'll let him do his thing. We're going to help each other, Sean. I'll keep you from straying on a good girl and you'll keep me from screwing around outside the house. No one will know."
"What if Kelly...gets better?"
"That's your choice, but I would love at least a night a week with you. Right now it will be more than that because we have a lot of time and I need that cock, honey. But if Kelly comes around or you guys get to where you want to get your own place we talk then, for now. Let's just enjoy being each other's dirty little secret."
She kissed my neck, "I have always wanted to wake up to an eager tongue on my pussy."
"A midnight blow job." I told her, "Just waking up to you sucking me off then we go back to sleep."
"Ohhh nice." She purred, "And we're showering together before we go to sleep.
"I'm pretty tired mom."
"Honey, I will get on my knees in that shower and you will be fucking me again." She laughed. "And tomorrow you will give a new meaning to the expression making your mother breakfast in bed"
"Shit!" I exclaimed, "Tomorrow morning I have basketball practice."
"You'd choose playing with balls over your mother sucking yours?" She asked, her tongue flicking across my nipples causing me to shudder.
"No! But the coach will be pissed, he's been trying to get us together for this and I even rescheduled work for it."
"Call him and tell him you can't make it." She ran her nails lightly down my chest, "Blame me."
"Blame you."
"Yes," Mom swung her legs off the chair and got up to stand in front of the chair. "Tell him I won't let you."
"My mom won't let me. I..." I trailed off as she leaned over and taking my semi hard cock in her hand stroked it.
I moaned as despite how tired I was my cock slowly began to swell.
"Yes, tell him I am punishing you and you can't practice."
"I...okay." I breathed as she sank to her knees and ran her tongue along my twitching cock.
"They...they'll say nasty things about you," I started to laugh, but groaned when she fluttered her tongue around the tip of my rapidly swelling dick.
"Well then you know what to tell them?" she asked lifting my cock and breathing on it, her lips poised over it.
"What's that?"
"You tell them, yeah what can I say," she took me deep into her mouth long enough for my cock to become fully hard, then released, "My mother sucks!"
*****
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"Can you fix it?" Joe asked from over my shoulder as I peered at his frozen computer screen.
"For the third time, I think so." I replied, bringing up the task manager, "And do you think you could back off a little? I like you, but you're not exactly who I want breathing in my ear."
"Sorry." Joe moved from behind me and sat in the chair next to me. "But all my school works on there, plus since dad took the lap top, my mother's been using this too." He sighed, "It's all we have right now."
"Hey, no worries." I gave him a confident smile, "I'll get it going."
Joe nodded and began tapping his fingers nervously on the old kitchen table he was using as a desk. I felt a pang of sympathy for my best friend.
His asshole father had been caught cheating a few months ago with his intern and the divorce had been ugly and cost Joe's mother her entire savings to be able to keep the house. Money was tight for them and I knew something like this was a huge deal.
Looking through the list of programs I wondered for the hundredth time why Joe's father cheated in the first place. Joe's mom, Melanie, was fucking hot; so hot that for three straight years the guys in our home room had voted her sexiest Milf.
Much to Joe's chagrin, I had showed a picture of her to the guys in our fraternity and it looked like she was going to win at the college level as well. What his idiot father thought he was getting from some young girl, he couldn't get at home, who knew?
Not that I had ever been with a woman older than me, but all the porn videos and even regular movies made older woman out to be a damn wild ride. One thing was for certain, I'd be lying if I ever tried to tell Joe I had never beat off to the visual of his mother taking me for said wild ride.
"I feel stupid," Joe cut into my less than pure thoughts, "But my father always handled the tech stuff. If it's not an art program I don't know what I'm doing."
"It's cool Joe. We're all good at different shit." I frowned at the screen. "Hey, says there's a program running on this called protect your pc."
"Mom went on a site and that popped up." He shrugged "Norton expired and it's pricey so she downloaded it."
"It's a virus itself." I explained, "It gets in your computer, slows it up then wants you to sign up for it so it can fix itself."
"So we're screwed?" he sighed.
"Nope." I waved my hand at him, "I'll upload AVG. It will wipe it out."
"But we don't have any..."
"Free." I put my hand up while shutting the computer down. "Before I upload it though, I'm going to go through that disaster under the table, make sure everything is hooked up right."
Joe looked down to the mess of tangled wires and plugs. "Yeah, dad hooked this up for me and as you can see he did a shitty job, I was going to try, but not sure what's what."
"I'll make it neat." I pushed my chair back and sliding off, crawled under the table and began unplugging everything from the wall.
"Man Phil, I really owe you for this."
"Hey, that's what friends are for."
"Yeah, but you don't have to keep fixing all the crap I mess up."
"I don't have to do anything," I assured him while tackling the tedious process of unknotting the wires and tracing them to their origin behind the pc and printer.
"Hey, you boys want anything?"
At the sound of Melanie's voice, I turned my head from the wires and found myself staring at her bare feet. Her nails were painted deep red and she was wearing a silver ring on the middle toe of each foot.
There was a small colorful butterfly tattooed on the top of her left foot and I could just imagine those feet against my shoulders, or bent behind her ears. I grinned at the thought you knew a woman was hot when even her damn feet could turn you on.
Forgetting about the cables in my hands I let my gaze work my way up her legs. Melanie had a rose tattooed on her ankle, the stem wrapping around her leg and a small unicorn on the calf of her other leg.
Those calves were pretty damn fine even when she was barefoot, but when she was in those fuck me heels she wore to her new part time waitressing job, they were mind blowing.
The table only allowed me to see just over her knees and I wondered what she was wearing; maybe a nice tight pair of shorts, or perhaps a skirt? Melanie worked in an office during the day and generally wore skirts that, although not improper, tended to be above the knee.
"I'm all set mom." Joe answered.
"What about you, Phil, would you like some iced tea or a Coke?"
"No thanks, Mrs. Wilson." I replied, trying to refocus on the task at hand rather than the legs of my best friend's mother.
"Hey, Mom, Phil said the computer's okay; he just has to put a free program on it."
"Really?" Melanie squatted down so she could look at me "That's great Phil! Thank you!"
I couldn't answer right away for fear of my mouth opening and staying open. Melanie was wearing a short black skirt and when she squatted, not only had it ridden up, but her legs were wide open.
I could see straight up her skirt and was confronted with the view of a white thong between her tanned thighs. Melanie was not exactly slender; having a delightful set of curves to her mature form and her lush thighs looked soft and inviting.
Not as inviting as that thin strip of white material looked, but I was sure they would be fun to kiss before getting to the sweet spot between them.
"Phil?" she prodded.
"Yeah, um, n...no problem." I stammered, forcing my eyes from between her legs.
That was a mistake as my eyes widened at the sight of her large breasts protruding from her low cut sleeveless red blouse. This was one of her waitressing ensembles I was a huge fan of and even on all fours under the table my cock was stirring.
The tops of her well rounded tits were tanned, but I could see the creamy skin of her lower breast down the shirt. Under the revealing top was a red bra which consisted of such flimsy red lace I could make out the shadow of her nipples.
"Earth to Phil!" she whistled and I felt myself blushing and hoping to hell she hadn't noticed me gawking.
"Oh, sorry!" I held up the cord to their speakers, "I was just trying to figure out where this goes."
"Beats me," she shrugged, causing her tits to jiggle, "All I know is the tab always goes in the slot." She sighed, "At least that's how I remember it, but it's been awhile."
"Mom!" Joe exclaimed.
"Mom, what?" she rolled her big brown eyes, "You guys are nineteen, not nine." She gave me a huge smile, her teeth white and perfect between her full ruby red lips, "Not boys anymore, but men. Right, Phil?"
Feeling like a horny kid, I nonetheless agreed, "Yup, young men."
"Good looking ones as well." My eyes widened as those words were accompanied by a wink. She was still squatting and had to know she was giving me a show; was she flirting with me? Don't be an idiot; I thought even as I took in her long curly sandy brown hair and wondering what it would look like across my stomach.
"But what I was saying Phil before you got distracted by..." she gave a meaningful pause that deepened my blush, "Where to stick your plug, that it's not Mrs. anymore, I'm divorced remember?"
"Sorry," I nodded as I plugged the USB into the back of the computer.
Her crack about thinking about where to put my plug had my hand trembling as I imagined my personal plug slipping into a soft, wet, and much older slot. "You're welcome Miss Wilson."
"Melanie. You're not a little kid anymore and you've always been respectful. Melanie is fine from now on."
"Okay." I kept my eyes down and focused on the wires in front of me.
"Thank you again for all your help. Phil." She went on, "The pc today, last week you unblocked my cell phone when I locked myself out of it and you even helped Joe rake the leaves."
"Anything I can do to help." I replied.
"I just wish I could pay you somehow." She frowned, "But you know, things are tough."
"No worries."
"Well you don't have too, and it's appreciated."
"I don't have to do anything," I answered out of habit.
"You are a good boy, always were" She laughed, "I always wonder if you could ever be a bad boy."
Another leading remark? If it was I wondered if they were lost on Joe. We were best friends since elementary school and told each other everything. He was more than aware I thought his mom was hot. In fact occasionally I would bust his balls about it. He took it with his usual good nature, but knew all I was doing was looking. Right now it really seemed as if his mom was screwing with me and I hoped it was going over his head.
"Hey, Joe." I called out, reminding her, her son was there, "Turn that on will you?"
"Its on." Joe said, then when the sound of windows starting blared through the speakers he exclaimed, "Hey, we got sound again!"
"Yeah," I made my way from underneath the table. "Your father hooked it up wrong."
"He was probably thinking about his other hook up." Melanie standing up and moving so I could crawl out and get to my feet.
"Forget it mom," Joe said, "His loss, your gain, we're better off without him."
Melanie tousled his brown hair and nodded, "You're a good son Joe, and already a better man than your father."
"And one with his I-tunes back!" Joe laughed and picking up his headphones put them on as he started bringing other items up on the PC.
She turned to face me and putting her hands on my shoulder kissed me on the cheek, "You too, Phil, your folks raised a good boy."
"Thank you."
"You're going to make some young lady very happy." She stared into my eyes and leaning forward added, "Or maybe an older one, who knows?"
"Um, okay." I shot a nervous look over to Joe, who was oblivious between the music and the computer.
"Women my age are a sucker for cute young guys with big blue eyes like yours." She tousled my hair the way she had Joe's, "blue eyes and black hair is a nice combination you know."
"Thanks," I muttered.
I took a nervous step back and she looked as if she were trying not to laugh. That sealed it, she was screwing with me. She was newly single and flirting, just trying to get me going and having some fun. I was let down she was mocking me, but relieved too, if she had been hitting on me, what would I do? Joe was...
"Don't suppose you're handy self can fix a lawnmower?" she raised her eyebrows.
"I don't think so, yours broke again?"
"Yeah, last week and the lawn looks like crap." She sighed, "Maybe I'll have to splurge and pay a landscaper." She winked again, "Maybe he'd accept something besides cash, some of those young guys are awfully cute."
"I...uh, could let Joe use my dad's. He can pick it up or I can bring it over."
"Phil, you're a lifesaver!" She kissed my cheek again, "Honey, I owe you big time!"
"Don't worry about it."
"No, I will worry about it." She tapped my chest, "I'm not sure how yet, but I'm going to do something nice for you for all your help."
"No, really," I protested.
Looking at Joe to make sure he wasn't paying attention, she whispered, "And for helping Joe, he's having a tough time with this and you've been a rock to him, he talks to you more than me sometimes and I know you're a good influence so really, Phil, thank you."
"That's' what friends are for." I smiled, "He would do it for me."
"Absolutely." She gave me a sultry smile, "There's benefits to being friends, or is that friends with benefits?"
"Well, I..."
"Shit!" she looked at her watch, "I have to get to the bar." She sighed, "Time to shake my money maker so to speak. Who would have thought a business degree would lead to this?"
She turned away and as she did, pulled one of the buds, from Joe's ear. "Honey, Phil is going to get his dad's mower, think you can get to it soon?"
"Shit, mom, I have school and work the next four days and nights. Plus Rebecca's getting pissed I haven't been around much."
"You don't work on Thursdays," she said over her shoulder as she walked over to the couch where her purse was.
"I took extra shifts remember? It will cover the car insurance this month."
"You're right." She waved her hand disgustedly, "Get to it when you can honey, I'm sorry you have to work so hard."
"It's okay, mom, you're not the one who should be sorry."
As they spoke I admired the swing of Melanie's hips as she made her way across the room. Watching her, the word busty came to mind, that would be the best way to describe her curby form.
Her full hips gave her a nice figure and matched her well rounded ass, and those impressive tits. When she reached the couch, she bent over; causing her skirt to rise again and I could just make out the curve of her ass cheek.
Alarmed I glanced over at Joe to see him sitting there, staring at the computer disgustedly, and probably trying to figure out when he could take care of the lawn. Glancing back, I saw Melanie was now sitting on the couch and putting her shoes on.
I swallowed as I took in the red stiletto heels and the straps she was winding up her leg to tie behind her knees. She was bending over and I could see straight down her blouse again.
When she finished she stood and with a wave to me walked towards the door, the shoes made her well shaped legs look even better and I could feel a stirring between my legs. When she closed the door behind her I turned back to Joe, "So why don't you move over and I'll install the antivirus?"
Joe nodded and slid his chair over. As I sat down next to him and brought up the AVG site, I could feel him staring at me.
"Something wrong?" I asked.
"Sorry about my mom." He told me.
"What do you mean?"
"Come on, Phil, I'm not dumb, she was flirting with you."
"I don't think she..."
He waved his hand, "Don't worry, I'm not mad at you." He shrugged, "Her either I suppose. She hasn't been out since the divorce and I think she's kind of...I don't know. In heat."
"That's not a nice thing to say about your mother." I laughed
"Better than what a lot of the guys we know say about her." He gave me clap on the shoulder, "Not you though, you didn't play along cause you're not a pig like them, you like my mom cause she's sweet, not cause she's hot."
"Right." I nodded, feeling more than a little guilty, but added, "She is hot though."
"I know, I've been hearing it my whole life." He sat back in the chair, "Tell you what, its awful to say, but I wish she would get laid, I think it would cheer her up and be good for her." He looked at me, "What do you think?"
"I would love to see her cheered up." I told him honestly, but leaving out the fact I wouldn't mind being the one to make her happy.
*****
I stopped pushing the mower and reaching down to the bottle holder I'd clipped to the push bar, removed the Gatorade and took several long swallows. Leaning on the mower, I gave a tired sigh, but looking at Joe and Melanie's nearly finished lawn felt a sense of satisfaction.
I was originally supposed to just leave the mower in their garage so Joe could do it Saturday, but once I got there, decided to just go ahead and do it for them.
Joe was starting to have a hard time in school because he was working so much and if he had to do the lawn Saturday that would take even more time away from his studying. I certainly couldn't picture Melanie doing it.
Well, I could, sort of. I grinned at the pleasant visual of her sweet round bottom jiggling as she pushed the heavy mower up and down the lawn. But in reality she was working two jobs and could use a break as well.
I put the bottle back and grabbing the bottom of the grey tank top I was wearing, pulled it up and wiped my face off with it. It was just after seven and close to dusk.
It wasn't all that warm, but I'd been mowing for damn near an hour and a half and had worked up a sweat. Running my fingers through my hair, I stretched my arms over my head and bent to the side cracking my back.
Looking at the last part of the yard, I figured it would take another half hour to finish. Leaning over I grabbed the cord and preparing to pull, smiled at the thought of how surprised Melanie would be when she came home.
I yanked the cord and the mower sputtered and died. I tried again, with the same result and bracing my foot on top of it yanked as hard as I could.
The old machine roared to life, bit once again, petered out.
"Come on, you piece of crap!" I gave the mower a swift kick with my booted foot.
"Phil, what are you doing?"
I jumped and turned around to see Melanie behind me. She must have pulled into the driveway while I was screwing with the mower. She had just come from work and her appearance right now was the opposite of her night job persona.
Melanie was wearing a knee length black skirt with a white blouse. The blouse was open to reveal a sleeveless shirt underneath that was tight and, although not improper, showed off her ample chest.
Her hair was pinned up and she was wearing a conservative pair of black heels. All she needed was glasses and she would have been sporting the hot librarian look. Right now she had her arms across her chest, pushing her tits out even more and I quickly brought my eyes up to meet hers.
"Well?"
"I'm mowing your lawn." I told her, "You needed it..."
"I can see that." She rolled her eyes, "But why? Joe said he would do it."
"Joe needs to study." I explained, still keeping my eyes on her face. "I'm lucky, I only have to work a couple nights a week and have some extra time. I don't want to see Joe run ragged."
"I appreciate that." She sighed, "I was going to do it tonight while he was working so he couldn't yell at me."
"Then I'm glad I did it. A lady should never have to do this."
"Phil, either you are really sweet or really smooth!" she laughed, "But either way thank you. You didn't have to..."
"I don't have to do anything." I winked at her. "I do things because I want to. I like to help my friends."
Melanie paused and her brown eyes left mine. She appeared to be staring at my chest and as I watched her eyes gave me a slow up and down.
"I like to help my friends too, Phil." She said softly, "In fact I would love to do something nice for you right now."
"You would?" my eyes widened as my mind filled with the image of Melanie sinking to her knees in front of me.
She ran her hand down my arm, "I would very much like to do something nice for you. Will you let me?"
"I...of course." I said my heart pounding so hard I thought it was going to go through my chest.
"Good answer." She purred, "Because I would love too..."
She leaned closer to me and as she paused, I whispered, "Love to what?"
"Make you dinner!" she said, "I have ribs in the crock pot and I'll make some corn on the cob and salad, how's that sound?"
Unless ribs and corn was another way of saying fuck me, I had just let my little head run away with the big one. Feeling like an idiot, I forced a smile, "That's okay; I'll eat later at home."
"Aw come on!" she batted her eye lashes at me. "Joe's working until midnight and if you don't stay I have to eat all alone again." She pushed her lips into a pout and looking up at me through her long lashes she added, "You wouldn't want me to be lonely would you Phil?"



"Well..."
"Please?" she smiled, "It's the least I can do for how nice you've been. Come on, stay for dinner."
"Well," I gave her a nervous laugh. "I guess when a woman asks that nicely a man should do what she wants."
"I like that answer." She said, again giving me that look I now knew was just for show. "Make sure you remember that."
Stepping back from me she asked, "How long for you to finish?"
"About twenty minutes I guess."
"Good, when you're done, come on in and I'll have something hot and spicy waiting for you."
"The ribs are spicy?" I asked.
"Well yeah," she frowned, "What else would I be talking about?"
"Nothing." I said quickly, my face beginning to heat up as I'd made myself look stupid again.
Melanie looked as if she were going to say something else, but reaching down, I gave the cord a hard yank and mercifully the mower started.
*****
I entered Joe's house through the side door that led into the kitchen and was assailed by the smell of the ribs. Taking a deep breath, I heard my stomach growl and thought maybe dinner wasn't a bad idea after all.
Walking through the empty kitchen it dawned on me that ribs in the crock pot told me there was nothing going on here, but me keeping Melanie company and letting her do something nice for me.
Again I felt that wave of mixed feelings. A little disappointed she wasn't one of those hot milfs from the porn world that paid young guys with sex, but glad because it would really be kind of low seeing Joe was my friend. I stood in the kitchen looking around and wondering if I should just sit when, Melanie called out.
"Hey, Phil?"
I turned and looking down the hallway saw her poking her head out of the room she used as her office.
"Hey, what's up?" I asked, "We going to eat in here?"
"Sure, but..." she gave me a big smile, "Do you think you could do one more thing for me?"
"Sure," I answered leaving the kitchen. "What do you need?"
"The window in my bedroom is stuck. I think it swelled with all the humidity we've had. Can you get it up for me?"
I almost laughed at that obvious remark, but refusing to be toyed with anymore, kept my composure. "I think I can get it up for you."
"Great!"
She remained in the doorway with just her head peering out, her hands on the doorframe. I looked at her red fingernails and wondering why she wasn't coming out when she looked down and frowned.
"Do you mind taking your boots off, I just cleaned the rugs."
I followed her gaze down to my grass stained boots and shrugged, "Yeah, no problem."
"Thanks! I'll meet you in the kitchen!"
She slipped back in the room and closed the door. Leaning against the wall, I removed my boots, leaving them in the hallway and entered her bedroom. I headed over to the two windows across from me, then stopped when I realized the air conditioner in one of them was blasting. Why would she want me to open the window?
Nevertheless I walked over to it and was just putting my hands on the top, when I heard,
"So, what do you think, baby?"
Baby? I turned from the window and unlike the other day under the desk; I failed to succeed in keeping my jaw from dropping. Melanie was standing in the doorway wearing a short black nightie ,the top of which was transparent lace. Even from across the room I could clearly make out her pink nipples, her hard pink nipples.
"Well?" she asked, stepping into the room and closing the door behind her, "Do you think you can do it?"
"D...do what?" I stuttered as she sauntered over to me.
The slinky black lingerie barely fell to her upper thigh and was sheer enough for me to make out a black thong between her smooth thighs. Her full hips were swaying seductively as she approached me and when she stopped no more than a foot in front of me, she smiled, "Get it up for me!"
"The window?" I asked like an idiot as my heart began racing.
"No, silly." She giggled and the sound of it sent a surge of excitement through me, but nowhere near as much as what she said next. Leaning over, she rose up on the tips of her bare toes and whispered, "I'm talking about your cock."
"Oh my god!" I gasped, then immediately began to blush as I had just made myself sound like even more of a moron.
"Hmm," she purred in my ear, "I like the sound of that, but I think it will sound better when I say it while you're fucking me."
"Miss..."
"Melanie." She corrected me. Leaning back just enough to look me in the eye, she placed her hands on my arms, "You're a big boy now Phil, you can call me by my first name." she giggled again, "Unless there's other things you want to call me."
She gave me a wink then made a show of running her pink tongue across her red lips. Her tits were pressing against me and I was acutely aware of her nipples poking me in the chest. Unsure of what to do I kept my arms at my sides. Part of me wanted to touch her, but a bigger part felt it would be wrong.
"What's the matter, sweetie? Cat got your tongue? I hope not because I was hoping it would be my pussy that would get it."
"I..." taking a deep breath, I forced out the other thought going through my mind. "Are you messing with me?"
"I'd like to be." She widened her blue eyes and rubbed her soft hands along my arms. "Hmm, you know Phil, for a long time whenever I thought of you I thought of that geeky little kid that used to come over and play X-box." Giving my arms a hard squeeze she cooed, "But not a little boy anymore, are you?"
"No, but..."
"But what?" I started to speak, but she put her finger to my lips, "Please don't even try to say you don't want to. I know you look Phil, not just now, but for a long time."
Stepping back she raised her hands over her head. That move lifted her tits up to an even better angle and I could feel my cock rising with them.
"Like what you see, baby?"
"Well, I...it's not about that."
"Why not?" This time she put her hands on my chest and running them down though my shirt stopped at my waist. "You going to tell me you haven't thought about it?"
"Um, maybe." I said softly as she worked her hands under my shirt and started running her nails across my stomach
"No maybes." She shook her head, "I know you have, I bet you used to lay there in bed when you slept over and jerk off to me didn't you Phil?"
I felt my blush return and leaning into my ear she continued, "Did you baby? Did you stroke your nice hard dick to me? Did you think about me doing dirty things for you?"
I jumped when her tongue flicked out and caught my ear lobe, "You think about me sucking your cock? Slipping into your bed and giving you a nice long blow job, then letting you lick my pussy?"
"Damn." Was all I could come up with.
"Hmm, then what?" she sighed, her breath hot on my neck as my cock hardened between my legs. "Did I ride you? Did I lay back and put my legs up?" she lowered her voice to a sultry whisper, "Or did I put my ass in the air and let you fuck me on my knees?"
"I..." her hair was in my face and I could smell her perfume, she was nuzzling her soft cheek against my neck and her hips were grinding into me. Her hands moved up my chest and I gasped when she caressed my nipples with her fingernails
"Well?"
"All of it." I blurted out, "E..everything, I thought of everything!"
"Good boy, admitting you're a bad boy."
Her hand left my chest and I groaned loudly when she found my cock and squeezed it through my jeans. "Oh, a very bad boy!"
She began rubbing my cock through my pants and no longer able to hold back, I put my hands on her soft hips.
"That's it, you can touch me anywhere you want to." She smiled up at me.
My hands trembling nervously, I slid them up her sides and stopped just below her tits.
"Go ahead," she whispered in my ear, "Grab my tits, feel them the way you've always wanted to." She gave my neck a soft kiss that caused my cock to twitch, under her touch, "The way I want you to."
I hesitated for a moment, but when Melanie kissed my neck again, this one ending with her tongue teasing along my shoulder, I slipped my hands under her round heavy breasts and gave them a gentle squeeze.
'Hmm," she sighed in my ear, "The nipples, honey, play with my nipples."
Still through the nightie, I found her hard nipples with my thumbs and began rubbing them. Melanie moaned in my ear and I gasped when she began rubbing my cock harder.
"That's it, baby. Play with them, they're all yours! I'm all yours, I..."
She stopped speaking when my hands stopped moving. Over her shoulder I had just caught a glimpse of a picture of her and Joe on her bureau.
"What's the matter?" she asked, "Are you shy honey, do you need me to..?"
"W...what about Joe?"
I stepped back and dropped my hands from her amazing tits. Melanie shrugged, "We're not going to tell him, Phil."
"Yeah, but it's not right."
"Says who?" putting her hands on my shoulders, she began speaking softly, "Look, honey, this will be perfect for both of us. I get to thank you for all you've done for us and you get to have something you've always wanted."
"I...I'm not sure."
Well that was partly a lie, my cock was pretty damn sure, throbbing painfully and begging to be released from my jeans.
"Besides, Phil, you like to help don't you?"
"Sure."
"Well, I need help."
Pressing against me, her hand once again found my cock and right or wrong there was no way I could find the will to move her hand. Instead I closed my eyes as her hand slowly stroked me through my pants.
"I'm lonely Phil, I'm lonely and I'm horny. It's been a long time for me and I need it."
"I...I bet there's a lot of guys who..." I began, but was silenced by her grabbing my jeans and unsnapping them.
"There are, but they're assholes looking to take advantage, besides, they're my age. They're boring and out for themselves. But a nice young man like you?" I closed my eyes as I felt my zipper being pulled down. "You would take good care of me wouldn't you?"
My answer was a whimper of pleasure when her fingers slipped into my underwear and wrapped around my cock.
"Oh, that feels good!" she moaned, "So hard! So..." she flicked her tongue across her lips, "Young."
"Oh, Melanie," I whimpered as she began stroking my cock while running her lips along my neck.
"I like that." She cooed, "I like how you say that. Besides, as for Joe? He wants me happy, but doesn't really want to know about it, if you know what I mean?'
"Yes." I breathed as she pushed my underwear down over my hips. My eyes rolled back when she added her other hand, caressing my balls as she pumped my aching dick.
"So this way, I can have some fun, with no drama, and him never suspecting who I'm with."
Releasing my balls, she brought her hand up and placing it behind my head, brought my face down to hers.
'What do you say Phil, you want to help out your friends horny mom? You want to give her what she needs?"
Her eyes were closed as she spoke and her head was tilted to the side as she guided my mouth to hers, "Better yet, you going to let me give you what you want?"
Her lips lightly brushed mine just as she stroked the tip of my cock with her fingers and with a low moan, I pressed my lips hard against hers. Melanie moaned deep in her throat and inspired by that sexy sound, I put my arms around her and pulled her hard against me as we kissed. Her hand was pinned between us, but she still managed to move it up and down my shaft and my hips rocked, pushing my dripping cock through her now slick hand.
Melanie returned my kiss with more fervor than any other girl I'd ever kissed and her soft full lips felt amazing pressed to mine. She was working her mouth back and forth and as I tried to keep our lips together, she giggled and flicked her tongue teasingly across them. Her fingers were running through my hair and my hands were caressing the smooth soft skin of her back.
I could feel her nipples pressing into my chest and this time I knew once I started playing with them I wasn't going to stop. Her mouth began devouring mine, her kiss even harder than before, and I moaned when her tongue plunged into my mouth.
I eagerly greeted it with mine and as her wet soft tongue probed my mouth, she let my cock go and grabbing the bottom of my shirt tugged it up.
I lifted my arms over my head, and breaking the kiss, let her remove my shirt and toss it to the side.
"Hmm," she ran her hands up and down my bare chest, "No more geeky little kid for sure." Grabbing my cock she added, "Damn, I can't wait to have this inside me!"
Her words echoed through my mind, holy shit I was really going to fuck her! I...
My thoughts trailed off when stepping back to stand next to the bed, Melanie raised her hands over her head, "My turn?"
Stepping forward, my cock waving between us, I grabbed her nightgown and eagerly pulled it off of her.
"Oh, damn." I said softly as I let it fall to the floor and took in her bare tits.
They were bigger than I'd imagined, but despite their size, were well rounded and still standing up pretty well. Her large pink nipples looked as hard as my cock and her tits were rising and falling as her breathing was as heavy as my own.
My eyes wandered down to stare at the thin patch of black material between her legs and I could just imagine the wet pink lips beneath it. I grabbed her tits and as I had before began stroking her nipples.
This time however there was nothing in between and I couldn't believe how soft her creamy tits felt beneath my hands. Melanie moaned and closed her eyes as I fondled and stroked her swollen pink skin.
Grabbing my shoulders, she turned to the side, causing me to turn with her. With a laugh she gave me a playful push and I fell into a sitting position on the side of the bed.
"Take those damn clothes off." She pointed at my jeans and my underwear which had slipped back over my cock.
Lifting my hips, I shoved them down to my knees. Melanie grabbed the cuffs and in one practiced motion pulled my socks off as well as my jeans and underwear.
"Oh, look at that nice big cock." She grabbed it for emphasis and I moaned at the sight of my pre cum oozing out of it. "Oh, I am going to enjoy this," leaning over she gave my cock a kiss and lifting her lips from it showed me the trail of sticky fluid attached to the head of my dick.
"Fuck me." I whispered.
"Oh, I'm going to, but first, it doesn't seem fair, you get to be naked and not me!"
Melanie pulled her thong down and my now free cock jumped at the sight of her smooth pussy. She pushed the thong down to her mid thighs and turning around, shook her well rounded ass playfully at me.
"Go ahead," she said, looking over her shoulder, "Pull it down."
Leaning forward, I took the thin strings in my fingers. There was a small voice in the back of my head that said this wasn't very fair to Joe, but it was overwhelmed by pure lust.
Best friend's mom or not, this was the finest woman I'd ever known and she was going to let me have anything I wanted from her. As I pulled the thong down her legs, Melanie bent over, sticking her ass directly in my face.
With no hesitation I kissed first one cheek of her ass, then the next.
"That's not what you want to kiss is it?"
Melanie reached back and spreading her ass, exposed her glistening pussy to me. The sight of it inches from my face, caused me to lose all control. Grabbing her hips, I plunged my face between her legs and pushed my tongue into the wet folds of her pussy.
"Oh yes!" she moaned, as I ran my tongue quickly up and down the length of her hot wet flesh.
I took a deep breath and sighed at the sweet scent of her pussy and Melanie began to wiggle her ass, rubbing her wet slit across my face.
My tongue grazed her swollen clit and with a low moan, she started working her hips up and down. Keeping my tongue still I let her rub her clit along my tongue and I swore my cock was going to explode just from tasting her.
To my chagrin, Melanie stood up, removing her pussy from my face. Turning to face me, she kicked the thong off and smiled, "Don't worry, baby, I'll give you plenty of time with my pussy, but right now, my tits need some attention."
Standing between my legs, Melanie grabbed the back of my head and pulling it forward, shoved my face into her tit. I certainly didn't mind as I opened wide and eagerly sucked her hard nipple into my mouth. I grabbed her other breast, my fingers capturing her nipple between them as my tongue traced wet circles around her large nipple.
"Oh, just like that baby!" Melanie moaned, "That's what I need!"
I switched off to sucking her other nipple and was not only enjoying having it in my mouth, but all I could smell was her pussy on my face. Melanie had her arms around me and was rubbing her hands up and down my body, squeezing my arms and shoulders and moaning as I worked my tongue from one delicious nipple to the other.
Bracing her hands on my shoulders, Melanie swung her leg up over mine, then the other so she was straddling me. I gasped as the head of my cock slid through the wet lips of her pussy and wrapping my arm around her waist, tried to slip it inside her.
"Uh-uh!" she giggled, lifting her hips and beginning to tease her hot slit across the yearning tip of my cock. "Not until we play!"
"Please?" I begged around her nipple, "Please ,Melanie?"
"I could get used to that." She laughed, and added, "In fact I think I will be getting used to it. But nice and easy honey, I want to cum! Can you make me cum?"
I paused, unsure of what she wanted, but taking charge, Melanie, grabbed my wrist and shoved my hand between her legs. I started to groan at the feel of her sopping wet pussy beneath my fingers, but was cut off by her shoving her tit back into my mouth.
"Go ahead, baby, stroke that pussy, make me purr!"
She began rocking her hips, shoving her hot moist skin against my fingers. Keeping my arm around her waist and my tongue busy on her nipple, I rubbed two fingers through her lips.
"Inside." She breathed in my ear as she rested her head against mine. "Put your fingers...ohh!"
Her groan was directly in my ear as I eased my fingers inside her. Her pussy was not only sopping wet, but hot and tight. I gasped when she contracted it around my fingers, squeezing them hard. Melanie started to rock up and down, pumping my fingers in and out. Finding her thumb with my clit, I pressed against it and was rewarded with a long moan.
"Yes, oh yes, rub that clit nice and hard!"
I started moving my thumb in circles, pushing her hard button as my fingers plunged inside her amazing pussy.
"That's it!" she groaned, "Nice and fast, I need to cum so bad honey, I...I..."
Her voice trailed off and she started moving her hips harder, driving my fingers deeper inside her. Melanie was breathing hard in my ear and her fingers were digging into my hair as my lips encircled her pink nipple.
"Right there," she whimpered, her hips now moving in slow circles, while I fingered her and stroked her clit, "Oh, it's been so long, I...I oh, fuck!"
Melanie cried out in my ear so loudly I started to pull back from her tit, but she roughly shoved my mouth right back onto it. I felt her pussy clamp around my fingers again and throwing her head back, Melanie released a long loud squeal that caused my hips to move, rubbing the length of my cock along her inner thigh.
"Don't stop!" she called out, "Oh yesss!"
Melanie cried out again and her hips were bucking so wildly I could barely keep my fingers inside. She was driving up and down, slamming my fingers into her sopping pussy. I could feel her juices dripping down my fingers and with a long shuddering moan, she slumped against me.
"Oh my God." She breathed in my ear, "Oh my God, I needed that!"



Melanie, lifted herself from my fingers and looking down at me, her face flushed and sweating she asked, "And what do you need, Phil?"
"I, um..." As excited as I was I was finding it difficult to tell her I would love for her to return the favor.
"No answer?" she winked, "Okay, how about I just guess?"
Slipping off my lap, she pushed me back onto my elbows and lowering her head took my cock deep into her mouth.
"Oh, fuck!" I exclaimed as her warm wet mouth engulfed my throbbing cock.
Keeping her hands on my thighs, Melanie started bobbing her head taking my entire length down her throat. I moaned like an idiot as I watched my best friend's mother devour my cock right down to the balls. Melanie was moaning each time she took it down and her eyes were closed as if having my cock in her mouth was sheer bliss.
She sank down to her knees and reaching between my legs, began lightly caressing my balls.
"Oh, man." I panted, "Oh my God that feels good!"
Sliding my cock from her mouth with a wet sucking sound, she laughed, "It's supposed to!"
Grabbing my cock she made a show of rubbing my dripping tip along her cheek, "How's it look Phil? How's your nice big dick look against my face?"
"Damn good."
"Feels good too." She quickly sucked the tip into her mouth and released it with a loud smacking sound. "Tastes even better."
Running her tongue down the length of my shaft, she asked, "Think about this Phil? You think about these lips wrapped around your cock? You dream about cumming in my mouth?"
"Yes." I whimpered as she ducked her head and swirled her tongue around my balls.
"I love it!" she purred. Pausing to run her tongue along my balls again she moaned, "I've been thinking of you baby, I know you look, I've always known and the last few months this is all I've thought of, sucking and fucking this nice hard young cock."
"You...you did?" I moaned the words as she started teasing the tip of her tongue along the sensitive edges of the head of my dick.
"Damn straight I did. Not very fair; a good looking boy like you in front of a lonely horny woman like me." She gave my cock a kiss and winked, "But I think I have better things to do with my mouth besides talk, no?"
"Oh, yeah." I nodded.
Melanie laughed, then raising up on her knees, leaned forward and wrapping her huge tits around my cock, took just the head into her mouth. I groaned as she started bouncing up and down, sliding my cock between her soft tits. She was swirling her tongue around the head of my cock, but not sucking, and it was teasing the shit out of me.
I started pumping my hips, causing my cock to push deeper into her mouth and lifting her mouth from my aching purple head, she nodded, "Go ahead, baby, fuck my mouth!"
She wrapped her lips back around my head and remained still. Taking my cue, I began thrusting my hips harder than before. Melanie moaned as my cock shoved deeper into her mouth and she pressed her tits tighter around my thrusting cock. Her eyes were open this time and as she stared into mine, a surreal feeling came over me. Was I really sitting here naked fucking Joe's mom's tits?
The feeling of her talented tongue sliding along my shaft told me I was and I moaned softly as my thighs began to tremble. As much as I wanted this to last, my cock had been yearning for release since she had walked into the bedroom and my hips started moving faster, trying to cum as quickly as possible. I whimpered when she popped my cock from her mouth.
Letting her tits fall from my cock, Melanie smiled up at me. "You need to cum baby?"
"Oh please." I whispered, my cock still thrusting against her chest.
"You don't have to beg; after all I'm supposed to be thanking you." She gave my cock a kiss. "So how about you just relax and let me show you how grateful I am?" Melanie giggled and grabbing my cock added, "After all what says thank you better than a blow job?"
My only answer was a loud groan when she took me deep into her mouth and began bobbing her head again. This time however, she wasn't teasing or taking her time. This time Melanie was sucking my cock as if she was on a mission and I was moaning and whimpering as her soft lips slid rapidly up and down my shaft. I could see her lipstick smeared on my shaft and she was once again moaning as she blew me.
Her hair fell across her face and reaching down; I took it in my hand. Melanie grabbed my wrist and still sucking, placed my hand on the back of her head. I began pushing and pulling, gently guiding her head along my shaft. I looked down her smooth back and could see her hips grinding and her perfect ass shaking back and forth while she sucked off her son's friend. I gasped at the feeling of my cum beginning to build up though my cock and sensing it, Melanie rose higher on her knees.
Placing her hands flat on my thighs, she began taking me all the way to my balls. I lifted my hips and moaned as I watched her giving me an incredible hands free blow job and began fucking her mouth, driving my hips hard into her descending lips. Melanie slid her hand down between my legs and as she gave my balls a squeeze I cried out as my cock erupted.
"Oh, fuck!" I called out at the feeling of my cock spurting into her eager mouth.
Melanie made a gurgling sound and her eyes rolled back as she continued to suck my squirting cock. My legs were twitching and my hips bucking as I came harder than I ever had before. My cock continued to spurt, sending thick streams of cum down her throat, but Melanie took it all and moaned each time another squirt flowed into her mouth.
With a pathetic sounding whimper, I let go of her hair and let myself fall back onto my elbows, as I fought to catch my breath. Melanie eased my cock from her mouth and after giving it a sweet kiss, opened her mouth to show me her cum coated tongue. She closed her mouth and made a show of swallowing before showing me her now empty mouth.
"Jesus." I breathed "I can't believe I..."
I was cut off by her standing and pushing my chest. As soon as I landed flat the bed, Melanie crawled up next to me and quickly turned around so that her ass was facing me. Before I could react, she swung her leg over my shoulders and rested her head on my thigh.
"Holy shit." I whispered at the sight of her spread cheeks and her pussy inches from my face as she had placed us in a perfect sixty nine.
"Now you can lick my pussy." She laughed,
I didn't need to be told twice. Grabbing her ass, I spread it open and as she rocked back into my face, plunged my tongue directly inside her. Melanie squealed loudly and started rocking her hips, back and forth sliding my tongue in and out of her succulent pussy.
"Look at you, tongue fucking me!" she called out, "Oh, you bad boy!"
I swirled my tongue around in her wet hole, then sucked hard. I moaned as loud as she did at the sweet taste of her in my mouth and sliding my tongue from inside her hot little box, ran it through the wet folds of her pussy. Melanie was resting her cheek on my thigh and sighed contentedly as my tongue found her swollen clit. I started tracing slow circles around it, and moaned when she grabbed my semi hard cock and started to slowly stroke it as I worked her clit with my eager tongue.
"Oh, honey, that feels sooo nice!"
I worked my tongue past her clit and unable to resist, slipped my tongue into her ass. Melanie squealed and laughed, "You are a bad boy!"
I smiled even as I let my tongue pay across her little pink rosebud. I'd never licked a girl's ass before, but that was the point; Melanie was no girl, she was a hot older woman! Melanie began to squirm in my face, sliding her ass back and forth across my tongue before moaning, "My clit baby! I want to cum again!"
I left her ass and finding her clit again, this time took it between my lips and sucked on it. Melanie started rocking slowly back and forth in rhythm with my gentle sucking. Sliding my hand across her ass, I slipped a finger inside her as I sucked her clit and she squealed her approval.
She leaned further back and I was aware of her soft thighs beginning to tremble against my cheek. The scent and taste of her pussy was driving me wild and I could feel my cock swelling in her hand.
"Lick it, baby!" she moaned, "Lick it nice and hard!"
I did as she asked, pressing my tongue against her clit and swirling it as fast as I could. Melanie groaned then it was my turn as she took my once again hard cock into her mouth. I gasped and had to force myself to keep licking as Melanie blew me as I worked her clit.
She was taking her time, her lips barely around my cock as she eased me in and out of her warm welcoming mouth. It was teasing, but felt incredible. Unlike her mouth, Melanie's hips were moving faster, and she was now pushing her pussy hard against my face. I didn't mind having her sweet hot flesh against me and holding her hips, pinned her against my mouth and started sucking her clit as hard as I dared. Melanie released my cock long enough to moan.
"Just like that, baby! Just a little more!"
She took my cock back in her mouth and almost immediately screamed around my hard flesh. She slammed her ass back into my face and began grinding her hips, rubbing her pussy up and down my face. My cock was still in her mouth and her muffled moans and squeals added to the thrill of her cumming in my face. Her hips were moving so fast it was hard to keep my lips to her clit, but I lifted my head, keeping my face buried in her convulsing pussy.
Melanie removed my cock from her mouth and let loose with a sound that could only be described as a howl. Pulling her quivering pussy from my face, Melanie swung her leg back over me and moving faster than I would have thought she could, spun around so she was facing me. Placing her hands on my chest, Melanie swung her leg over my hips and with no hesitation drove her sopping wet pussy hard onto my cock.
I cried out as the full length of my dick was buried in her hot, wet and very tight pussy.
"Oh fuck yeah!" she cried out as she let her weight go, impaling herself on my cock.
Sitting straight up, Melanie began to grind her hips back and forth and I whimpered in pleasure as she rode me.
"Fuck you have a nice cock!" she moaned "Oh, honey I'm going to be getting me as much of this dick as you'll let me!"
As much as...?
Even as her words echoed through my stunned mind, Melanie lifted her arms over her head and as I watched began to make a show of sensually grinding back and forth on my cock.
"How do I look?"" she moaned as she looked down at me, her blue eyes bright with lust, "How do I look riding that nice hard dick?"
"Beautiful." I moaned as she clenched her pussy around my throbbing cock. "You're beautiful Melanie."
"Ohh, smooth talker." She laughed, then placing her hands on either side of my head, leaned over and pushed her nipple into my mouth.
I lay there in heaven, my hands on her hips, her nipple in my mouth and best of all, my cock buried in her hot tight pussy. Melanie moved back and forth, sliding her nipples across my lips, then sitting up, put her hand son my chest and with no warning began slamming herself up and down on my cock. I cried out as she repeatedly drove herself up and down on me so hard I could feel the bed bouncing beneath us.
"That's what I want!" she groaned, "I want to get fucked! Fuck me!"
She lay down on top of me and started pumping her hips into me. Grabbing her around her waist, I lifted my legs and started fucking her as hard as I could in that position. Melanie started yelping in my ear and the sound caused me to keep trying to fuck her harder. Her nipples were pressing into my chest all I could smell was her pussy on my face. Melanie pushed back up and rolling off me, lay on her back with her legs off the bed.
I all but jumped off the bed and as soon as I stood between her legs, she placed her feet on my shoulders. Grabbing hold of her ankles, I looked down for a brief moment, admiring the sight of her perfect pussy then watched as I drove the length of my cock into it.
"Fuck yeah!" Melanie screamed, her eyes rolling back, "That's it baby! Give it to me! Fuck me like you've dreamed about! Fuck that pussy! It's your pussy baby!"
Holy shit did that sound good! But nowhere near as good as it felt as I slammed my cock deep into her tight little pussy. Leaning forward, I pushed her legs back until her feet were over her head. That lifted her ass off the bed and bracing my arms behind her knees I started fucking her as hard as I could. Melanie let loose with another of those incredibly loud howls and the sound sent my hips plunging eve harder.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck!" she kept crying out. "Oh, baby! Oh look at you fucking me!"
I did just that, looking down at the sight of my glistening cock driving in and out of her tight pink lips. Melanie's big tits were covered in sweat and bouncing wildly as I fucked the shit out of her. Her hair was plastered to the sides of her face and her eyes were bulging as I hammered away at her. I began to breathe hard and was moaning with each thrust as I felt myself starting to get close.
"Wait!" she moaned, "Don't you want me on my knees?"
"Fuck yeah!" I exclaimed.
"Oh, not nervous now are you?" she laughed as she put her foot against my chest to stop me.
I slipped my cock from her and sitting up, Melanie grabbed my cock and shoved it into her mouth. I moaned loudly as she noisily slurped on my cock. Popping it from her mouth she sighed, "Damn I taste good on you."
Without further hesitation, Melanie rolled over onto her hands and knees. Lowering her head to the bed, she raised that perfectly round ass in the air. "Come and get it baby!" she invited, "Come fuck this pussy like you've always imagined it!"
I licked my lips at the sight of her sopping wet slit peeking out from between her wet thighs. Grabbing her hips, I plunged inside her and immediately began pounding her as hard as I could.
"Look at you!" she screamed, "Look at you fucking me! Oh my god this is just what I want! Fuck me baby!!"
Squeezing her hips, I shook the sweat from my eyes and throwing all caution to the wind gave her ass a hard slap before rearing back and driving into her as hard as I could.
"Oh, yeah!" she squealed, "I like that! You take it, Phil, you claim that pussy! It's yours baby whenever you want it!'
I moaned as I fought to hold off cumming until the last possible minute. Beneath me, Melanie wasn't making it easy to hold back, bucking back and forth in time with my thrusts and slamming her soft ass back into me. I grabbed her long hair and giving it a pull began fucking her with short fast strokes. I knew I couldn't much longer, each thrust was ending with a high pitched little whimper and hearing me, Melanie called out.
"It's okay baby! Go ahead and cum for me! We'll do it again!" she squealed as I sent my cock plunging deep inside her. "And again and again! Every time you get soft I'll suck you hard! Oh, honey we are going to have fun! I'm going to fuck you everywhere! The bed, the couch, the shower! Oh fuck!" she screamed as feeling my orgasm racing through me I drove into her with all my strength."
"Cum inside me!" she cried "I want to feel it, I want to ohhhh!"
I cried out as loud as she had as my cock went off inside her. I continued to fuck her as hard as I could, each thrust ending in another stream of cum shooting deep into her pussy.
"Oh that feels so good!" she purred, "Every drop baby, every drop!"
I moaned softly as my thrusts slowed and I could feel the last of my cum spilling into my best friend's mothers, dripping pussy.
"Oh goddamn!" I groaned as I withdrew from her pussy and sat exhausted on the edge of the bed.
"Goddamn is right." Melanie sighed, rolling over onto her back. "Holy shit you fucked me good!"
I felt a sense of satisfaction as I looked down at her. Melanie's chest as heaving, her huge tits bouncing beautifully as she fought to catch her breath. Her face was beet red and sweating, but best of all, she had a huge smile on her face.
She stretched her arms over her head and gave a satisfied purr while pushing her long legs out. Not able to resist, I leaned over and kissed her nipple. Melanie giggled, "Some one likes my tits, don't they?"
"I love them!" I told her as I looked down the length of her fantastic body, "Damn you're fucking hot."
"And you're a damn hot fuck." She laughed. Sitting up next to me she put her arms around me and asked, "So was that a proper thank you?"
"Um, Yeah," I laughed, "Best thanks I've ever gotten."
"So far." She said, kissing my neck. "After all, you've done so much for me; I feel I still owe you."
"You do?"
"I do." Resting her head on my shoulder, she grabbed my spent cock and started stroking it. "You going to let me say thank you again Phil?"
"Jesus." I moaned as she continued to fondle me. "You're not tired?"
"Hm-mm." she shook her head, "baby I haven't gotten fucked right in years. You've got your work cut out for you" Pushing against my chest, she eased me onto my back and leaning over took my semi hard cock into her mouth.
Despite how tired I was the feeling of her warm mouth and soft tongue caused my cock to begin to grow. Removing it for her mouth she gave me a sexy smile, "You know Phil, we're awfully sweaty, How about you and I take a shower?"
"I...uh..." my eyes widened as something dawned on me. "Joe! What time does he come home?"
"Not at all tonight." Her smile widened, "It's Thursday remember? Joe always goes to Rebecca's even if he works. We're all alone all night."
"All night?" I repeated, taking in the sight of my cock in her hand and inches from her mouth.
"All night." She nodded, "So how about that shower?"
"Um, sure." I moaned as she pumped my cock.
"You sure," she asked, "Because you don't have to."
With a smile, I reached down and began fondling her nipple, "I don't have to do anything remember?"
*****
Author's note: Thus concludes the first installment of the Milf Tails series. The Grateful Milf is a good indication of the style of the rest of the series. If you enjoyed it I invite you to check for future 'tails'. Also you may want to check out my story "Is your mother home" which feature not one, but two hot milfs on the prowl! Another story similar to this is "Milf For Hire" you can find these on my page. What? You don't have easy access to my page? Well then I think you should make it easier on yourself and favorite me! Hint hint. Until next time, thank you for reading and supporting my work here. Lovecraft68
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Author's Note; Welcome to my 100th submission to Literotica and my first in the How To category. Fair warning, this piece does not conform to the format of a 'true' how to, but is more like me conversing with you, the reader. Unconventional for this category, but I've always done things the way I want to, rather than the way I'm 'supposed to'. So this essay is simply some thoughts, observations and pointers to help write a successful story in the incest genre. One more note, this essay is dedicated to a fellow author and Author's hangout member. I don't have to name them, they know who they are. Enjoy, Lovecraft68
*****
Incest; a category that despite its controversial subject matter and legions of dedicated trolls is still far and away the most popular category on Literotica. If you are motivated by votes, comments, and moving up the favorite author list, Incest is the category that will ensure a huge response. If done properly.
What do I mean by properly? Because of its 'squicky' nature and association with jokes about rural south trailer parks there are many who denigrate the category saying the readership and authors are unintelligent and...trash.
It should be noted that many of these same people enjoy rape stories and tales of mythical creatures having sex with humans. A strange code of ethics some people have. Take a deep breath and say it with me. "Your kink is okay, my kink is okay, her kink..."
That stereotype is also unfounded. The reason many incest reader's comments seem semi literate to the eternally snarky is incest is a worldwide fetish and many readers are English as a second language.
Yet these individuals make the effort to reach out and comment to the best of their ability. So truth be told it's easy to see the ignorance lies on the other side, not 'our side'
Many of the readers I have corresponded with are well educated and professional and because of that there is an even bigger thrill from something they are not "supposed" to read which is why so many readers are anonymous in incest. Dirty little secrets are more fun when they're secret.
But due to that 'lowbrow' reputation many authors seem to think that simply replacing "Gina's tits" with "Mommy's tits" has now created a quality incest story. After all, just give the people their 'family fucking' and you have yourself a hit, right? Wrong.
Make no mistake, even a mediocre incest tale will get more attention than stories in many other categories, but there is a far cry from the two hundred or so votes and a dozen comments a stroke incest tale can receive- to go along with a score in the high three's to low 4 range- and a story that can go well over a thousand votes with dozens of comments and a much higher score.
Literotica is a free site. We authors are paid in votes, comments, favs and feedback, don't you want to get the biggest paycheck possible? Well if you do, then the trick is to realize incest is more than sis blowing you instead of Gina doing it. In my time here I have garnered a large following of readers and have enjoyed many successful stories in the incest genre.
But that's now. Like everyone else I started from scratch here with no fan base and writing what I hoped were stories people would like. As I have continued to write and experiment I have learned many do's and do not's of Incest.
A lot of the insight I have gained has come from corresponding with the readers and paying attention to what they say. So the first pointer I'd like to give is one that extends to every category; listen to your readers.
Not the trolls who tell you you're sick (because they are mad they just jacked off to your story) or to the "Oh, my God, you're just the best ever" because that is equally bogus and not useful at all. Trust me, you only wrote the best story ever until the next story they read. But in between there is good constructive feedback we can learn from.
Having said that; I have stated many times my stories are my babies and done my way. I hope for people to enjoy, but if they don't...it is not the end of my world. I care about sharing my vision and at times it is a popular one at times its not, but it's always mine. I mention this because there is a difference between hitting some sweet spots and selling out.
One of the great things about lit is you can either write to appeal to the masses or create your own style and they will find you. The latter is the case for me as I have written the same type of story from day one and as time has passed more and more readers have been drawn to it.
To date I have obtained a nice balance of writing what I want, but appealing to a large readership and so can you.
The tips I am about to give appeal, like everything else, to a certain faction of incest, not the entire genre. That faction, if not the biggest, is the most active when it comes to rewarding you, the author.
Why? Because you made the effort to tell a 'real' story and create characters they grow attached to and become passionate about. So passionate they are compelled to comment.
A well developed tale inspires people to think and tell you what they think. But a stroke story? Those are one handed reads and as soon as the reader Jacks or Jills off, they are done. Sometimes they get off before the end and will click off without voting.
So the things I am going to touch on are based on getting the reader to react to more than the sex and want to tell you about it. These little tricks and devices have given me great results and if you follow them you will have a much better chance of getting what we strive for here the; vaunted Red H and a full 'recent activity' page.
Before I go further-and since I am 'talking to the readers'- I am going to take a moment to answer the three questions I have been asked most in my four years of writing taboo tales here. Okay, they are questions two through four. Question number one still remains "When are you going to fuck off and die, you sick prick?"
The answer to that is only the good die young, so please, mister anonymous, don't get your hopes up. This writer of sinfully salacious sexy sister seductions and marvelous mommies mounting mischievous mama's...boys. (Yeah, I know, I ran out of M words. What do you want for free?) isn't going anywhere.
First question: Do I write my stories from experience?
No. I know the sexy response is to wax nostalgic on all the adventures I shared with my mom, but in reality, unless 'what the hell is the matter with you?' was mom speak for "Hey baby, hop on." There was no interest on her part. For me? I do admit to wanting to touch my mother inappropriately, but realized matricide is a crime.
I was however, many years ago, involved in what could best be described as a 'pseudo incestuous' relationship and hence my love of taboo erotica.
Second question and most frequently asked, okay sometimes asked. Alright, one reader who later admitted they were drunk and requested to have their e-mail retracted asked "Why do you enjoy writing incest stories?"
The answer to that question is the challenge.
Literotica has many categories, but if you remove Sci-fi/fantasy, Nonhuman and Erotic Horror-categories that by nature suspend reality- all other categories are fetishes and situations that can happen.
But incest? Incest, as we all know, is in reality, a disturbing situation and I believe both the authors here as well as the readers are aware of that and it's not what we are looking for. What are we looking for? We want incest Literotica style; Eighteen plus, fun, consensual sexy and romantic pairings between family members.
Now, how to justify it? First let me point out there are two types of stories here in any category. Stroke, which are stories designed to be one handed reads and others that make an effort to have some substance with their stroke.
There is an audience for both here, but stroke has it easy. When reading for masturbation, do you really care why mom decided to give her son a blow job, or why a formerly prudish sister bends over and begs her brother to fuck her? Nope, just go for the ride.
Now a story that is meant to be more than that? It's not an easy task to take such an implausible scenario and make the reader say, "I could see that happening." For me, that's the fun of writing these stories; to take something not only farfetched, but about the only thing our society still frowns upon, and have it seem real.
In every erotic story there is a moment where reality does take a back seat to porn absurdity, but it doesn't have to start that way and if an author can lay the ground work of believable characters in a unique situation that absurdity can blend in with the story itself and become rational. So I find writing these stories a difficult, yet rewarding, writing exercise.
The last question is one I have been asked by both experienced authors as well as newcomers is why do I feel my incest stories do well and how could they get theirs to be well received. Those e-mails are what inspired me to write this piece.
There's more than one answer to that question, one of which being to simply keep at it. The more stories you have the larger your readership becomes and the more positive votes you get. But you still have to gain those readers and the key is to write a certain way and be consistent with it to find more readers who share your vision of the genre.
I have built a reputation for writing long, detailed stories that focus on far more than just fucking, but the things that lead to that crossing of the line between siblings or parents and their adult offspring. On that note, it's time to get to the real point of this essay and that's the keys to writing a successful incest story on literotica.
I am going to preface the rest of this by repeating that on lit there is an audience for everything and there is no flat out right and wrong style of story to write. But what I have seen from both my own stories and others in the category leads me to believe that when trying to achieve the best possible score and get that recent activity page lit up like a Christmas tree, there are things that work far better than others.
Let's go back for moment to my comment about the misconception that incest readers are less intelligent or discerning than those of other categories. Unlike most genre's, authors do not write incest through experience, but more from fantasy. Yes, there are those that will go on and on about what they did with their family growing up and perhaps they did, but for the most part incest is a fantasy rather than 'deed' kink.
Because of that it adds to the challenge to write a convincing story as there is not a lot to base it on. If you've had group sex, you can write it, bi-sexual, BDSM...all things people can write from real events, but incest...not so much. The risk in those categories is obvious; if you've never done it and can't "fake it" you get caught with your pants down.
So there are authors here who feel they can easily put it past the 'less than' incest crowd and make a token effort and expect accolades for it. Sorry, but, no. Like any other genre the incest readership knows what it wants.
Taking a simple everyday porn premise and sticking in the buzz words of mom, sis, or daddy is not enough to create a truly memorable incest tale. Like all categories the incest readers know when the author is sincere or being disingenuous and simply posting copy paste efforts; throwing as much 'family' wordage in as possible because they are looking for some quick strike attention and votes.
What do I mean by that? Quite simply put those stories have no heart and believe it or not what drives a successful incest story is emotion. A son just fucking his mother is okay for some, but what the readers really crave is a four letter word. No not fuck, not even lust, but...love.
Despite the bad reputation the category has and its inherently disturbing nature, the incest crowd is a soft fun loving bunch. They are romantics at heart; it's just a strange kind of romance. But that doesn't mean a story where little sister says "I love you" after her four brothers gang bang her, achieves that, again...you need to mean it and make them feel you mean it.
So let's walk through the steps to accomplishing your incestuous masterpiece and then we will address the all important detail of "Incest romance" Now the following can apply to any incest 'pairing', but as it progresses my examples are going to lean more towards mother son as it's the biggest sub category within incest, but again it's all plug and play with any story, you want to write.
First, your title. This will sound like a no brainer, but sometimes obvious things are what we miss. Whatever the 'pairing' is, make use of it in your title and your tag line. Mother/son stories should have mom in the title.
Mother works, mommy works, but I feel Mom is the best term to use, but that's subjective, the use of it should not be. The readers are browsing a list of stories and you need to tell them, "Hey, here is what you want."
I learned this right off the bat. My first mother/son story here was called "Weekends with Laura" the score on it is fairly good, but the votes and comments way below the norm. Why? Because who the hell is Laura? Why is Laura in incest? The reader would assume if it's in the category that she would have to be a mom or sis, but why make them think and chance them wandering away?
Now fortunately for me, it was not a total loss as my tag line read "Kevin loves older women, especially his mother" so if they got past the title they saw what I was writing about. So putting your buzz word in a title is big if you want to get your story clicked on.
As for your tag line; like any other story, a description, but also the "other half" of your taboo coupling. I missed that in my example "Kevin" who is good old Kev? The son...but again, call it out! People don't search by names they search by "mom, son, dad"
Also important in the tag line is a nice hook, a tease, a little flair.
Title "Mom will do anything." Tag line "Desperate mother agrees to a porn shoot...with her son!" read that out loud with the pause and in a shocked tone, "With her son!" Yes, cheesy, but this is the thrill they are looking for, so don't roll your eyes, just go for it.
Another thing to keep in mind is if your story is not straight up mother/son and you are going to introduce another kink, make sure your title and tag calls it out.
The reason is twofold. You want to draw people who also like that kink and may give your story a look because of it, but more importantly if that kink turns someone off you would rather them be forewarned and not read it than give you a bomb.
Title "Mom is bound to Please" Tag line "Anna's bondage fantasies are fulfilled, by her son." Note that bondage is called out in title and description and "By her son", again the shocking taboo disclaimer.
Titles can be "stroky" or "serious" and I don' think either will affect a reader clicking. However there is a fine line. "Mom loves to Suck" is pretty "porno" but in a fun way and it could still be a "story" now "Gangbanging my mother's ass" is going cause people who enjoy the aforementioned "Love" to give an eye roll and wander off.
Now that we have our catchy and to the point title and tag, let's get to some of the things incest readers enjoy or do not enjoy.
The number one no-no in incest is non consent. No added element to an incest story will get you flamed as much as non consent will. Why? My personal theory is we all know real life incest is molestation, abuse and rape because it's generally done to under age children and by older relatives. Incest readers know that and they are defensive of the category because that's what the "real world" associates their kink with.
So when it shows up here, they get upset. Incest readers want their family encounters to be a consensual, fluffy, clean dirty fun; a good time had by all and of course...romantic. Happily Ever After rules in incest as much as romance.
Rough sex is something that's frowned upon, even consensually. This was taught to me by how small the readership was for my Siblings with Benefits series which featured rough sex and hardcore BDSM.
The series did well score wise, but while stories like "Oh, sis fuck me" were getting 300 votes, SWB was getting 75. This was driven home by a comment that to this day makes me laugh "Good sir that is no way for a loving brother to treat his beautiful big sister!"
Now that comment is funny, but informative. Look at his wording "loving brother, beautiful sister" that's what the readership wants!
They want happy sweet couplings, they can be raunchy and dirty, mom/sis can act and talk like porn stars, but there has to be that emotion behind it to give them the best of both worlds and it also adds that "consent" and safe feeling that these stories are not the abuse of true incest.
Depressing storylines are also not as well received (see author LaRascasse for well written but depressing examples) All of my mother son stories range from the high 4.6's into the 4.8's except for one which lingers around 4.5.
That story "Mama's Boy" was lower voted because the storyline features an abusive alcoholic who mistreats his wife and son. So although I stress write what you wish, be aware these stories will not see top numbers.
The next 'dislikes' I am going to give are subjective, because again, there is something for everyone. So these ideas are not ones that will necessarily get you flamed, but are only for a certain faction and the point of this is taking the sweet spots over the some like it some don't.
Family orgy incest. Not everyone is into this and it takes the already implausible and throws it into absurdity. Having the entire family hopping on comes across as pure stroke. Although an entire family can love each other they are not going to 'fall in love' with each other.
So the romance ticket is out the door with your plausibility, the taboo is gone because if the whole family is doing it, who cares? And that means there is no conflict and no threat of being caught and punished. Will some love it, of course, but a lot of readers will pass it by.
Involving others: Another 'faction' aspect. The people who are into the type of story I am discussing are protective of the taboo love affair going on between the family members.
This is a lot stronger instinct in brother/sister. They don't want sis having any cock but their brothers and the other way around. It ruins the fantasy 'loving relationship' come on people, we all know it's wrong to cheat on your sister!
It is worth noting that in mom/son many are fine with dad still being in the mix with mom to add an element of sneaking around and conflict and guilt that mom is sleeping with both(note, not talking about the strokers; they want both doing her at once, I know cause...well I wrote one.
Hangs head in shame) But seeing dad is dad and he was there first its okay...now have mom have a boyfriend she is tagging when not with her son...prepare to be bombed.
When it comes to daddy/daughter the rule of thumb is stories where the daughter is the aggressor are better received than the father seducing the daughter. The reasoning for this is a dubious double standard.
Mom seducing son? Just fine, just a hot cougar who happens to be related to her cub. But dad after the daughter comes with some rape connotations even if the author is writing full consent. It may not get you trolled, but it will score a bit lower than daughter being hot for daddy.
Now for the "Do's" First and foremost dialogue. What are we reading for in this category? It's not to hear, "Oh, Susan, please..." its "Oh, mom, please..." make use of your buzz words in your dialogue and your narrative.



Work the incest angle, use mom, sis, daddy, little brother, big brother and use them as often as you can, but do not beat them like a dead horse. If you have three mom's in a sentence odds are you're abusing the angle.
I know this sounds contradictory to my point of 'you can't just paste in the word sis and have a good story' but if you write the rest of your story in the manner we are discussing it will be fine, because there will be much more involved than just those words.
What will be involved to add heat to just another cookie cutter story of hey, look sis is sucking her brother's dick? The answer is the second most important key ingredient to a popular incest story; conflict.
Incest is a taboo, it is a line we are told we should never cross. When two members of a family commit incest, they are tasting the forbidden fruit. That angle is one never focused on in many stories. If siblings are fucking one thousand words into a story you're doing it wrong because we are not talking stroke here.
The crossing of that line should not be jumped into; the reader should be led into it through the eyes of the character. Let's use the example of a son desiring his mother. How did he come about desiring her? What event led him from seeing his mom as the woman who raised him to a sexual woman he now lusts after?
That event could be the finding of some racy pictures or videos of his mother, somehow seeing her perform a sexual act, her becoming drunk and perhaps saying or doing some slightly inappropriate things, something just off color enough to get the son thinking in ways he shouldn't.
A popular device in these stories is dad out of the picture and the son becoming the man of the house. Mom is lonely, sad, the son thinks she should be happy, somewhere the wires cross and he decides he should be the man to take care of his mom in every way, after all, who could love a woman more than her son?
Now that last line? That is a score. That is the type of thought, or dialogue from a son that grabs the reader, that makes them nod and say, "Oh, yes!"
Flip it around? Who better to take care of a young man than his loving mother? What other woman could be so good to him?
Once you have decided upon the event that gets the ball rolling we are now ready for some realism in the form of guilt. When you write about Tommy watching mom bending over and he's checking out her ass, don't just leave it at him thinking "nice ass" or getting a hard on. Put some turmoil in there, this is his mom! Tommy should be thinking, "Nice ass? What's wrong with me, this is my mother!"
There should be some resistance to the attraction, a hesitation and concern over his feelings. Have him jerk off to his mother then lay there ashamed of himself for seeing his mother in such a dirty way.
Have him make an effort to stop seeing her that way. He tries, but he can't! When Tommy sees mom, he's like a dieter looking at a double cheeseburger. You know it's not right, know you can't have it, but oh, how you want to taste it!
This builds the heat; each conflicted thought whets the reader's appetite for what's to come. They know he is going to get mom because this is incest, but they don't need to know when or how. So tease them along and have them hot and horny long before the main event occurs.
Now we're ready for Tommy to take a bite of that cheeseburger...but wait! There's more! We can't have Tommy just say, "Mom, I want you and "Oh, Tommy I've been waiting!" we have to do some more teasing in the form of some...conversation.
It's confession time. Whether mom catches Tommy with some mother son porn, checking her out, talking in his sleep, copping a feel... get them to be looking eye to eye and Tommy owning up to his feelings. Have him admit it-and again, conflict- he is embarrassed and ashamed of his feelings, so some blushing, stuttering, a good old, "Mom, I'm so sorry"
Mom says, "What the hell is wrong with you?" Oh, wait, sorry, that was my mom again.
So mom...from here it's your call. Has mom known all along and has been waiting for him to make the first move? Is she appalled at first? If she is that's when Tommy starts laying it on thick, "Mom, you're so beautiful and I love you and...and I know I shouldn't be thinking like this, but I want to see you happy and I know I can make you happy in every way."
As an aside the above would make a good hallmark card for Mother's day...just saying.
So now mom...okay, look, at some point in even the most well done realistic tale we need to admit we are writing erotica and some good old fashioned Bum chika wa wa seventies porn music kicks in and we delve into porn absurdity because of course mom is going to give in.
She could give in because she's wanted it, she can try the "I'll let him start and when he sees it wrong he'll quit and realize...oh, I like this or anything you want. But again, build it, let them talk it out, let them experience Tommy's emotions.
He's scared at first, ashamed, then hopeful. Mom hasn't kicked him in the balls or dialed 911 and threatened to take him to a shrink, she's listening, she's...talking, she's...does she want it to?
Of course she does or there wouldn't be a story so there should be no suspense, but there is because you have done such a masterful job the reader is hanging on every word and squirming the entire time because they know they are so close to our hero breaking the ice with mommy dearest.
Now when we start, we start slow...kissing. Kissing is so important here. Whether , it's Tommy and mommy or daddy and his little girl, that first kiss, a lover's kiss to a family member needs to be focused on.
Tentative at first, nervous, this isn't right, but...oh, her lips and that tongue, a soft whimper and the slow awkward kiss that you work into a deep passionate filled make out session. Take your time with this; it gets the reader ready to blow before you've even gotten anyone naked.
Touching. During this kiss the hands need to wander, through their hair, down their backs, maybe a grope...but again slowly. We want a slow burn before we turn it into an all out wildfire. Keep playing the nerves, trembling fingers, pounding hearts, conflicting emotions, "I can't, we can't, oh, the hell we can't!"
The reader is getting ready to pop, but you're not letting them just yet, but this is a good tease because they, like your characters, are so close! Why? Because you my friend, have got them worked into a frenzy of anticipation.
Undressing...No ripping off of clothing, slow and sensual. During your deep kiss and slow touching, that touching leads to pants being unsnapped, hands slid into them, skirts being lifted, blouses unbuttoned.
Now when mom steps back and starts stripping, or Tommy removes her bra (pop quiz, how does he do it? If you answered with trembling fingers you were correct, if you answered he couldn't get it undone because guys suck at that, you answered honestly!)
But when mom's breasts are exposed, this is a big moment so make use of it. Tommy is seeing his mother's breasts for first time and you need to describe his amazement and his lust.
All the above this is where your buzzwords come back into play as well as reminding the reader that all this is a big no-no! When mom takes her bra off, let Tommy be "transfixed by the sight of my mother's breasts" "A feeling of the surreal came over me, was my mother really here in front of me, on her knees and ready to give her son a blow job?"
Most of all, and it is worth repeating, let Tommy be overwhelmed at how sexy his mother really is, the reader will be doing it right along with him because you have turned that reader into Tommy. For the duration of the story this is what he has desired, struggled over, and is finally about to receive...his mother!
When the sexual acts have begun-and I am not going to give a blow by blow -yup, meant to say that-of those acts. We all know how to write sex scenes so the only thing I will stress is keeping that dream like feeling to the scene, the "I can't believe this is happening" sense of wonder.
As for 'who rides who at the end of the race' In sibling stories I feel it works just as well either way to have one sibling be the more experienced lover, or the less nervous more enthusiastic one.
For father/daughter pairings, as discussed the little princess should initiate, but once she does dad taking over or daughter remaining the surprising little sex kitten can go either way, because of the nature of that pairing.
For mother son, which is what I have focused on in my story example, the mom should be in control. Why is that? Because what this becomes in a sense is a milf acting as a cougar with her cub. Mom is an older sexually experienced woman, who many times in these tales is alone and pent up. A son is not going to overwhelm his mother sexually, nor would he try.
Remember this little realistic detail mixed with our fantasy porn: He is her son. As much as he has lusted for her, this is mom and he is conditioned to obey-and most importantly-respect mom.
For me, it works best that mom takes the lead and her son happily defers to the fact she is not just mom, but a more experienced lover. Also in our romantic angle, what does he want? To make mom happy, so he is simply pleased to please her.
A parent would be inclined to guide their child. Mom knows he is nervous and wants him to enjoy and be pleased with and by her and will know that better time-for the first time-will come from her experience as a lover as well as the tenderness of a mother (another Hallmark moment in the works there)
Now when I say control I am not speaking of anything dominant and submissive, but simply along the lines of, "Okay, baby, now you just sit back and let your mother enjoy her son's beautiful cock"
This is where you can either have mom be a somewhat sweet lover and a nice slow sensual encounter or now that she is in a no turning back situation turn into a candidate for the milf hunter web site. For me, I go with mom getting down and dirty.
We have teased the reader long enough and it's time to turn this thing up to eleven. Dirty talk combined with your buzzwords are a powerful combination, "How's mommy look sucking your cock?" "Oh, look at you, licking your mother's pussy." Remember, mom is now in the heat of the moment and has needed a good hard fucking for a long time.
Even if mom has been portrayed as prudish or sweet, she has succumbed to the biggest taboo there is, lusting for her son, so turning 'slutty' is not far stretch compared to that fact, in a sense she is caught up in a dirty act that brings out that bad girl side, simply put, mom is sex drunk (is that real term...I don't know, but I have been there and the hangover can be even better) if you still struggle with that, refer to "Ba chika wa wa" and know we are giving the reader what they want.
Why? Oh I will tell you...because even the people who eat up the romance want the dirty fucking. Best of both worlds, a hot as hell fuck with the most loving woman a son could find!
Not to mention that slow burn you have put them through now being taken into a hardcore scene causes one hell of a release for the reader, makes it worth the wait.
As they move around the world (use a lot of positions, Tommy should see his mother from every angle) continue with the taboo wording, "I inhaled and moaned softly at the forbidden scent of my mother's pussy."
Or "Mom spread her legs and I licked my lips at the sight of mom's...pussy, I was staring at my mother's pussy!" Lust, disbelief and a reminder 'this shit ain't right!'
Like dialogue, these thoughts and feelings should be exploited as much as you feel you can get away with it while not getting redundant. Another plot device that has worked well for me is tossing in some humor. Not just some of the bad one liners I use during the story in dialogue, but something during the sex, that's funny, but family oriented.
"Hmm, this looks good," Mom paused, her lips parted, her breath hot on my straining cock. "This all for me?" she flicked her tongue lightly over my purple head and I whimpered,
"Please, don't tease, mom, please!"
"Please? Wow, someone raised you right!"
Or
Mom looked down at the cum dripping down my cock and sighed, "Even now, I still have to clean up after you"
One more.
Her tongue sliding along the length of my cock, mom gathered her hair and handed it to me to keep it out of her face. "You can hold it, but don't pull on it. I am your mother after all"
Little things like that add a fun dimension to the encounter because end of the day sex should be about fun and it shows how comfortable our new incestuous couple is. Mom is not just having sex with her son, but it's playful!
I am going to briefly mention the end to the scene, the "money shot". Now mom can continue her porn star audition and take a load to the face, her tits, all over her back. Or it could be inside, but you don't want to do that yet and we will soon get to why.
Now that mom and son have consummated their forbidden desire and established they are most likely going to hell, but are going to enjoy the ride. Seriously, because it's time for a little..."Oh, my God did we really just do that! No real regret, but a moment of holy shit!
But from holy shit it's time to mix in that all important main ingredient for our oedipal (or other coupling) cocktail; Love, baby, nothing but love for ya!
Tommy was not only lusting after mom, but also wanting to love her and during the build up and sex we did not include just fucking and sucking, but kissing and touching and that, "She felt so good in his arms" description.
Tommy now knows what it's like to have her as a woman sexually, but now the smoke has cleared and our shocked, but satisfied, couple is going to go to sleep, but not before they profess their love and desire to build that love, to not let this be a onetime thing, but to enjoy each other and take care of each other in every way! Pardon me while I wipe my eyes.
So the end? Not if you're smart my taboo Jedi, because...well mom and son, bro/sis dad/daughter have not made love yet! The ultimate conclusion to our HEA fantasy is a nice sweet lovemaking scene-better to leave this one fairly short compared to a long detailed fuck scene. Nice and easy and romantic, does the trick here.
Tommy awakes and his initial thought is, 'was that a dream?' Hell no, because his face smells like mom's pussy and...Mom is right there in his/her bed with him! This is where you focus on just how good mom feels in that oft mentioned "every way"
Let him focus on his mother lying in his embrace, her face on his chest, breasts pressed against his side, her long soft leg draped over his. His hand is on her back, and he can feel her slow deep breaths, her hair is in his face and she looks so peaceful, so satisfied, Tommy pulled her closer to him and feels a wave of emotion come over him as he holds his mother as a lover, not a son...
Okay, hold on, have to adjust something...okay, the fonts are changed. What did you perverts think I was doing?
But that example is what the readership craves, they eat it up. Mom and son, Brother and sister, daddy and his little girl, not just in lust, but falling into a taboo love, breaking the rules of God and man and loving the one person in the world they are told they shouldn't love in that way.
Stories that end with our sinful couple covered in sweat, still breathing hard from their passion, professing their love and how even though it was wrong nothing has ever felt so right.
Back to the star of our show, Tommy is getting a little misty, but something else is waking up too, because he starts thinking of mom's moist pussy pressing into his leg and those hard nipples against him. Mom stirs and looks up at him. They share a long deep kiss and Mom's hand strays between his legs. Tommy's ready (because no one in porn ever has to pee or can't get it up)
From here, I enjoy mom rolling over on top of him, but moving slowly and sensually not riding like a cowboy like she did previously. Her arms slip beneath his and they kiss as she remains on top.
Tommy rolls them over and they make slow sweet love. But not so sweet that we are not using "Mom sighed contentedly as she wrapped her legs around me, pulling me deeper into her taboo embrace"
This is where Tommy, who is feeling his mother's heart as much as her body, continues to make love to his mother until he comes deep inside of her. This is why the 'dirty scene' ends in a nice cumshot somewhere, because we saved the best for last.
Yes facials are fun and dirty, but the ultimate thrill, the best way to finish a story is with Son/brother/Dad filling his partner with his cum(I will die before I use essence... you know who you are...:)) And do make sure that mom/sis/daughter moan and whimper at how good it feels to have that forbidden fluid filling them.
End with them still wrapped in each other's embrace and promising the reader this is how they will remain and...you have yourself the makings of successful incest story.
I hope you found this essay informative and if you want some proof as to the success of these stories look at the works of Alwayswwantedtoo, TX Tall tales and although he is not prolific, no author has ever penned better sibling romance than Paco Fear and his iconic stories Words on Skin, Stolen kisses and Macallan Promises.
A look at my own page here will also show you the style I have developed in this category has gained proven results. More so, although this essay focused on incest all the points I made-except the buzzwords-can be used in any genre.
My stories in other categories are mostly written along the same lines of conflict, emotion and a nice slow burn before the characters reach the climactic encounter we ultimately read erotica for.
Many readers across the board enjoy a good story and 'real' characters and if you give them that, they will reward you where it counts; votes, comments and most importantly selecting you as a "favorite author".
I want to take a moment to thank the readership of Litertoica. When I came here four years ago I was unsure if people would enjoy my style.
Even during the dark and somewhat infamous Siblings with Benefits series, people seemed drawn to my different concepts and visions and once I finished SWB and began experimenting in other categories and getting deeper into the incest genre, more and more people e-mailed me, encouraging my work and asking for more.
That encouragement has kept me writing and recently helped see me through some dark times in life. Last month I reached 4000 favorites, a number I would have never thought possible back in May 2010 when I released "Almost Perfect" (which was far from perfect).
So to close this out I want to say thank you to my longtime readers and new fans alike, as well as the authors who encouraged and advised me. Your support has kept me writing. So thank you my friends; your past and continued support is deeply appreciated. *****
Author's note: The holidays are quickly approaching so just a quick note to wish everyone a happy and safe holiday season. I am planning big things for 2015 and hope you will continue to follow my work. Lovecraft68
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"Hey, Cory, you almost done?" Mom yelled from down the hall.
"Yeah!" I called out, "I just have to get my lap top together!"
"Okay, but try to hurry, Savannah will be here soon and she's had a long flight and might want to rest."
"Well, God forbid, she waits another ten minutes." I muttered as I got down on my knees and untangled all the wires from the various devices on my desk.
"Don't be a jerk, Cory." Mom startled me from my doorway. "It won't kill you to sleep downstairs for a couple of weeks."
Looking over my shoulder, I saw mom leaning against the door and said, "I don't know why she has to come up here. We have a guest room."
"Guest room?" Mom laughed. "It's your father's old den that he stuck a bed in when I got sick of him coming home drunk. It's not a real bedroom."
Standing, I closed my lap top and put my speakers and other odds and ends on top of it. "So a woman you haven't seen in years get's my room and I get the crappy room?"
Mom rolled her eyes and gave her long blonde hair a toss. "Cory, Savannah has been my best friend since middle school. I haven't seen her because she made the mistake of following her asshole husband out to Texas." She sighed, "Least I was smart enough to pick a local asshole. Anyway just because she isn't here doesn't mean she's not still my best friend."
"Yeah, well I still don't know why..."
"Because it's the right thing to do!" Mom snapped. "My best friend just got divorced because her husband was cheating on her with everything that moves. She has nothing out there and is coming back home. She's already found a place, but it's a new building and it won't be ready for three weeks and in the meantime she's staying here in this room, understood?"
"I don't care she stays," I began.
"Well that's nice of you." Mom said as she walked over to me, "And she will stay in this room because its nicer and because my room is right down the hall and I know she is going to be upset at night and want to talk. Besides up here is the full bathroom and she may want to soak in the tub at night; you can use the shower downstairs."
"Fine." I nodded.
"Look, Cory," Mom put her arm around me. "She's having it rough and this is a good thing I'm doing for her. She's helped me plenty in the past and it's my turn. You're doing a good thing too by giving up your room for a little while." She gave my shoulder a squeeze, "Besides what have I always told you about doing a good deed?"
"That doing one will usually get you one." I told her.
"Right, it's karma. Do something nice, get something nice in return. And I raised you to be good to people Cory, you're a nice young man, not a tool like your dad."
"I'm not him." I shook my head.
"Not at all, but he would be selfish over something dumb like this; and I don't want you to be, okay?"
"Okay." I sighed, "But I don't have to like it."
"Good enough," Mom laughed and sliding her hand up rifled her fingers through my short black hair.
"Come on, mom!" I pulled my head back, "I just brushed it."
"And you'll brush it ten more times today, my pretty boy." She said, "And I bet I'm the only woman who would get yelled at for messing your hair up."
I felt myself blushing and she laughed, "You're adorable. Nineteen and even a hint of me talking about what you do with girls gets you embarrassed."
"Well, you know." I shrugged.
"I know, I'm a single woman remember?" she winked. "I'm sure you do just fine and as long as you're good to them and careful I don't mind what you do." She touched my cheek. "You're a good looking guy Cory, got your dad's hair and those killer green eyes." She shrugged, "He was an asshole, but a good looking one. You'll be a good looking sweet guy and make a girl very happy."
"Um, sure." I said evasively.
Not that I would want to talk to my mother about sex under any circumstances, but what made me more uncomfortable was the fact she seemed to think I was getting it a lot more than I was.
That was what my jerk of a father thought as well. Whenever I saw him he would make cracks about how I must be 'nailing' all those college hotties and having a blast for myself.
It was easier to just smile and give him a wink and say I did okay, than tell him the truth; that I'd only been with two girls. The first was Donna who I met in middle school and dated through high school.
We were together all four years and she was the only girl I'd slept with. But she got a great offer to go to USC and I wanted to go to college locally so I wouldn't be leaving my mother alone with all the bills.
The second girl I'd messed around with was Tara a few months ago and it hadn't gone well. She was two years older and brought me back to her dorm room after a party. I was used to Donna and so nervous I couldn't get it up. Tara decided to help me along by going down on me and I came in her mouth in seconds. She didn't seem too happy, but I made up for it by returning the favor.
I'd always enjoyed that with Donna and must have done a good job as Tara got off pretty hard. But when it came to sex, she again had to coax me with her mouth and I'd barely lasted a dozen pumps before going off. We lay there for awhile in awkward silence, then she decided to get me going again and it was just as quick. She didn't ask me to stay the night and I gratefully slunk out of her room.
That was the last time and although I got more than few offers from girls who wanted to date, as well as those looking for just sex, I was now gun shy and afraid of embarrassing myself. Fortunately Tara hadn't gone around saying anything, but who knew if someone else would?
Mom's cell phone rang and stepping away from me he answered, "Hey, are you almost here?"
Turning from her, I slipped my lap top, mouse and other stuff into my book bag and grabbing the small suitcase I had tossed a few days worth of clothes in, walked past mom and headed downstairs.
As I carried my bags down the carpeted stairs and headed into the small room that would serve as my home within my home for the next few weeks, my mind continued on its path of my currently nonexistent sex life.
I'd had a couple of chances as parties. Just like Tara, a couple of point blank, hey, let's have some fun offers. They were hot and into me and I'm sure would have been a great time, but my first thought was not, "hell yeah" it was, "what if?". I now had it in my head I might not be able to and was turning down sex when I should be enjoying it.
Tossing my bag on the narrow single bed and frowning in distaste at the faint cigar smell that resisted everything mom had tried in the room since dad left, I put my lap top down on the table. Right now that lap top and the porn sites bookmarked on it were my sex life. It was pretty hard to let down your hand.
Even my fantasies were becoming sexy thoughts of what I would do to certain girls if given the chance turning into wondering could I? I was good looking, surrounded by pretty girls and horny all the time, yet afraid to try anything for fear of failure.
Just as frustrating was I had no one to discuss it with. Mom was good about talking to me about pretty much anything, but telling ones mother they went off to quick and had a hard time getting it up was not an option. My father was a macho prick who would be mortified his son was not the stud he obviously thought he was and I didn't trust any of my friends not to either bust my balls, or worse, tell someone.
I'd gotten to the point I'd gone onto a porn site that had an advice column and posted my question. I received several responses including hiring a prostitute. The explanation was they were paid to make me happy and I could relax and not give a shit what they thought.
The second answer was a sexual surrogate and one person had posted they were a lonely mid forties housewife and if I was ever in the New York area to look her up and she would be happy to patiently teach me to relax.
That had started a slew of responses about how an older woman would be the key. They had experience, knew what they wanted, weren't afraid to tell you what they wanted and guys their age couldn't keep up.
They would be more than happy to show me how to please a woman was the general consensus. For me that was no help. I knew milf and cougar porn was big on the net, but I had never gotten into it. Maybe because I'd never met a woman my mother's age that was all that hot.
Not that my mother wasn't attractive for her age and a couple of her friends weren't bad, but as for what Milf's were shown looking like on the net? I could honestly say none of my friend's mother's would look too good parading around in miniskirts and fuck me shoes.
Then again, I never looked beyond my friend's moms. Maybe at the clubs there might be...I made a disgusted noise as I pulled my clothes out and began putting them in the old scratched up bureau dad had left behind.
It was getting pretty bad when I was beginning to think about going out and trying to find a desperate housewife to show me what to do. Besides, my lack of confidence even intruded there. If these women were that experienced and knew what they wanted they sure as well would want more than a nervous kid who couldn't last more than thirty seconds.
I jumped when the doorbell rang and heard mom running down the stairs.
"Cory, Savannah's here!"
"Wonderful." I turned in time to see mom all but fly past the doorway and had to smile, it was good to see her so excited, since dad had left she'd had a lot of ups and downs.
I walked out into the living room to see mom had thrown the door open and was hugging someone tightly. As I approached all I could see was a pair of black clad arms around mom's back and some long reddish brown hair.
"So good to see you!" Mom exclaimed as she released our guest and stepped back from her, "Come on in!"
As mom moved to the side, Savannah stepped into the room. My first thought was she was vastly over dressed. She was wearing a long black dress coat that went down to her knees and was tied at the waist. What I could see of her from the neck up however, did catch my attention. Savannah's auburn hair was curly and one side of it was down across her shoulder and was so long it trailed down past her where I imagined her breasts would be inside the overcoat.
Her skin had an olive tint to it and I recalled mom had mentioned she was originally from Brazil. Her huge dark eyes were peering out from the longest lashes I'd seen and she was flashing a huge smile that in addition to her perfect teeth caused me to notice her full lips, the type women went and paid for injections to have.
"Why hello my friend!" she replied. "It's been to long!" giving mom a quick up and down look, she nodded approvingly, "You haven't changed at all, Carol. Bet your friends are all jealous of you, just like high school."
Savannah's voice was soft and smoky, with just a hint of an accent and the sound of it caught my attention immediately. It was the voice some of the women on the web cams used and could probably make saying, 'what's for dinner' Sound sexy.
"I don't know about that!" Mom laughed, "But it sounds good." Looking at her best friend she frowned, "What's with that jacket? It's over seventy five degrees!"
"I wasn't sure." She shrugged, "I've been in Texas for twenty years and all I remember about Rhode Island was that it could be eighty or eighteen. Besides, I was out of room in my bags so figured I would just wear this."
"Well, take it off before you sweat and catch a cold." Mom told her.
"Let me just grab my bags." Savannah gestured over her shoulder to the two large suitcases on the porch. "I have more in the rental car, but I'll get those later."
"Just come in," Mom told her "Cory, can you get Savannah's bags, please"
"Sure." I said, walking over to them.
"Cory!" Savannah exclaimed as I started to pass her to go onto the porch. "It's great to finally meet you!"
"Oh, jeez," Mom laughed, "Where the hell are my manners? Cory, this is Savannah."
"Nice to meet you." I said offering her my hand.
"And a pleasure to meet you." Savannah said softly, taking my hand between the two of hers. "I've heard so much about you!"
"Um... same here." I said looking down at our hands.
Savannah's skin was darker than mine and her hands were soft and smooth. Her slender fingers ended in long nails painted a deep purple and standing this close I could smell her perfume. She gave my hand a squeeze as she spoke,
"I have to say Cory, I've seen a lot of pictures of you, but they don't do you justice. You are a good looking young man."
Her hands left mine and to my surprise she placed them on my arms and gave my biceps a firm squeeze, "And the neck down is pretty impressive as well." Looking me in the eye, she added softly, "You must be making some lucky young lady, verrrry happy."
Those last few words came out in a purr and I swallowed hard as her deep brown eyes stared into mine.
"T...thank you." I stammered.
"And those eyes." She continued softly, "Bet you just melt the girls with those don't you?"
"I..uh, look like my dad." Was all I could come up with and I felt like a moron even as I did.
"That you do," she nodded, "But," reaching up she touched her fingernail to my cheek, "You don't look as miserable as he did. Your father was never happy, you look very sweet, Cory, and nothing will get you more with a lady then being sweet, right Carol?"
"Right, that and silly things like a job and no bad habits."
I started to ease away from Savannah, but she held my arm tighter and with a smile that seemed to have more than just good intentions behind it whispered, "Damn, you're eyes are beautiful."
This was said so softly I'm not sure mom picked up on it and my racing mind wondered if that was exactly how her best friend wanted it.
"So are yours." I replied just as quietly and hoping she wouldn't think I sounded stupid.
Savannah's smile grew and she gave me a wink that made my heart flutter.
"The bags Cory." Mom said in a tone that now caused my heart to miss a beat.
"Oh, sorry." I nodded and turning away from Savannah stepped on to the porch and reaching down grabbed the handles of her suitcases. As I lifted them and wondered what the hell she had packed inside of the heavy bags I heard my mother say something I couldn't catch, but did hear Savannah's reply of
"No worries, Carol, I'm no Mrs. Robinson." Something else from mom and Savannah laughed, "Just practicing I guess."
Feeling my face redden and hoping mom wasn't going to be pissed at me later thinking I was playing along, I opened the screen door and dragging the bags through said, "Do you want me to bring these upstairs for you?"
"Oh, that would be wonderful!" She answered as she untied the long jacket and began slipping it off. "If you could put them on the bed that would be great."
"No problem," I said picking up the cases, I lifted them higher than I needed to, trying to make a show of my arms bulging with the effort. "I'll put them..."
My voice fell off and I stood there trying to keep my jaw from hitting the floor. Beneath the long coat Savannah was wearing a tight low cut red blouse that showed off more than half of her smooth caramel breasts and I could make out the tops of a red lace bra.
Below the blouse was a black skirt that was so short calling it a mini would be doing it a favor. The skirt was as tight as the blouse and from my angle I could clearly see how it hugged her well rounded ass. Poking out from the skirt were the finest legs I had ever seen. Trailing my gaze down those legs I finally noticed the shoes she was wearing, were red heels that had to be at least four inches and made me wonder how she could walk in them.
Quickly following that thought was the idea those shoes were made for more than walking and most likely not the type that came off during sex. I had the vivid image of those shoes up in the air with those long legs spread wide. Staring at her smooth thighs and again admiring her beautiful complexion I wondered what her pussy would look like, or for that matter what color her nipples would be.
"Goddamn!" Mom exclaimed, "You say I look good? Holy shit, Savannah you look like you could be in a damn magazine!"
"Age is only a number," she replied and to both my delight and dismay, she put her arms over her head and with a laugh gave a quick spin for my mother.
That move sent her long hair whipping around and brought me another whiff of her perfume. I felt a stirring between my legs and was amazed to discover I was getting hard just standing here staring at her. "And after I lost that two hundred pounds of dead weight I'm feeling pretty damn young."
"And dressing it." Mom noted, "I wouldn't have the nerve."
"Well while I'm here I'll take your soccer mom ass shopping and we'll go hit a club." She winked at mom, "Maybe find us a couple of young men who want to be cougar fodder."
Oh, goddamn, I thought as my mother burst out laughing, cougar. That was exactly what Savannah was, a cougar the likes of which I only thought were on those porn sites and she was going to be sleeping in my bed for three weeks. I had no doubt when she was out with mom I would be slipping into my room and laying in my bed just imagining...
Mom's phone ringing cut into my thoughts and glancing at it, she rolled her eyes, "Its work, I have to take this."
"No worries," Savannah waved her off, "Do what you need to; I want to go change anyway." She laughed, "Don't think I wasn't thinking of that pool you brag about all the time."
"I don't know if it's warm enough for a swim," Mom said bringing the phone to her ear.
"Well, I'm going to anyway," she declared, then turning to me, smiled sweetly, "Cory will you be a dear and show me where I'll be staying?"
"Sure," I hoisted the bags again and this time the move wasn't lost on Savannah who made a show of looking at my arms again, "Ah, youth, it's wasted on the young."
"I guess." I said as I started to walk past her.
"Oh, it is." Savannah replied as she walked in front of me and over to the stairs. "See, girls your age think its always going to be fun. They're with good looking hot guys like you and the sex is great and they think it will always be that way."
I looked nervously over my shoulder, but saw mom was now sitting on the couch, her back to us while speaking on the phone. I didn't respond to Savannah's remark about sex as I wasn't sure what to say that wouldn't make me sound like a fool. It didn't matter as she began to climb the stairs ahead of me and continued speaking.
"But, trust me your mom and I can tell you that isn't true. We had a lot of fun in school." She laughed, "Your mother was not the good girl she wants you to think she is and I was quite a party girl."
I was having a hard time focusing on her words as she walked up the stairs ahead of me. Initially I wondered why she would go first seeing she'd never been here before, but right now I wasn't complaining.



I was not only getting a great view of the backs of her incredible legs, but as she got further up the stairs I was getting a peek up her skirt. Slowing down to let her get another stair ahead of me, my eyes widened at a quick glimpse of her left ass cheek and the string of a red thong.
"Then we decided to get serious," she went on, oblivious to my gawking at her ass. "Oh, sure it was fun in the beginning then the guys started taking us for granted and things get boring. That's the thing with guys my age, they have something good at home, but feel the need to try to find better." She laughed, "My asshole ex couldn't keep up with me and he was trying to score girls your age."
She reached the top of the steps sand stood to the side so I could lead her down the hallway. Seeing her stop, I took two stairs at a time so it wouldn't look like I was lagging behind her and as I made my way in front of her down the hall she laughed again, "Of course he did score them, but according to his credit cards they cost about three hundred and hour. I always wondered if he paid extra for them to lie and say he had a decent cock."
I could feel both my ears burning and my own cock twitching at the sound of the word cock being uttered in that sultry voice with that sexy accent. I lowered my head as I made for my bedroom and hoped she didn't notice.
"You don't say a whole lot do you?" she asked as stopping in front of my door, I put one suitcase down and opened it for her.
"Not really," I shrugged, "If it's not important why say it?"
"I like that!" she said coming up behind me, "A man who's not only cute, but knows when to be quiet."
She had reached the door and, squeezed past me to enter the room. The doorway was big enough not to have to, but not only did Savannah press against me, but it was her chest that grazed across mine as she went past. The feeling of her soft breasts against my chest caused me to turn as red as her shirt while my cock bent painfully in my underwear.
Savannah stopped directly in front of me and again looked into my eyes. Our faces were less than a foot apart and as she parted her porn star lips I had the absurd thought she was going to kiss me. Instead she leaned close to my ear and whispered, "Being young doesn't hurt either."
She slipped past me and I released a long deep breath and tried to get my heart to stop pounding.
"Wow, this is a big room!" she exclaimed, tossing her jacket on a chair and looking around. "Thank you so much for letting me stay here."
"My pleasure." I placed the two bags on the middle of the bed.
"Eventually." Savannah said, as she sat down on the edge of the bed.
"Eventually?" I repeated, my eyes wide.
"Yes, after it's the woman's pleasure." Looking up at me with her exotic eyes she added, "That's a free lesson to you Cory, you get what you give in bed, a real man can make his lover feel like a woman. Do that first and you will more than get everything you want in return."
"A good deed for a good deed?" I laughed nervously.
"That's a good way to put it." She smiled, "And you did something good for me, letting me have your room so you let me know if there's something good I can do for you, okay?"
"Um, okay." I managed to get out as in my mind I was beginning to hear cheesy porn video music. This was rapidly turning into a script from one that was for sure.
Savannah was looking down at her feet and I stood there awkwardly wondering if I should just leave. Probably, but damn she looked good, and I wouldn't mind sticking around for awhile. While she stared downward my mind raced, I imagined this being mindless porn and her next move to be to offer to repay my kindness by unzipping my jeans and giving me an amazing blow job.
I'd then get between her legs and get to taste her pussy then stand up and...I frowned I should be visualizing pounding her, but could I, or would my cock not respond? I rolled my eyes as even standing before a hot woman and having a waking wet dream I was worried about my cock. One thing was for certain it was performing pretty well right now and I was thankful my t-shirt was un-tucked and hanging past my crotch.
"So what would you like me to do for you?" Savannah spoke pulling me from my tainted fantasies.
"Nothing," I said quickly, "You're a guest here so I guess just have a good time is all."
"I can repay you by having a good time?" she gave me that not so sweet smile again; "Well I guess that could be win win for me!"
Either she was completely in heat or just teasing me, but either way I needed to get out of here. The fact my mother was downstairs told me Savannah was most likely just fucking with me. She was newly single and enjoying getting me going.
"Well, you probably need to rest," I began, "So I'll..."
"Tell you what I need is to get out of these shoes." She bent over and lifting her foot slid the heel off. "Things are new and they're killing my feet."
My desire to leave fled and I stood there looking straight down her blouse as she slipped off her shoes. The bra seemed more like lingerie, with lace cups that allowed me to see the skin of her breast through it. I could just make out the darker skin around her nipples when kicking her shoes off, she quickly glanced up at me. "What are you looking at Cory?"
"I...oh, well, um..." Come on think you moron! "I was just looking at your shoes; I bet your feet do hurt."
"They do," staring up at me she pushed her sensual lips into a little girl pout. "I don't suppose you know of anyone who would rub them for me?"
"You...you want me to rub your feet?"
"Would you?" she asked, her face lighting up as if I had come up with the idea on my own, "I would love that!"
"Oh, well I...I'm not sure that would be right."
"Why?" she frowned, "It's just my feet, I'm not asking you to," the corners of her lips twitched as she fought back a smile, "Touch what you were really looking at."
I could feel sweat trickling down my back and sides and knew I was beet red. Not wanting to say anything else, I got down on my knees and taking her soft foot in my hand started to rub my thumbs into the skin beneath her toes.
"Oh, that feels so nice."
The words came out in what could only be described as a moan and caused my cock to twitch. Donna had waitressed and I had rubbed her feet all the time and she said I was good at it. Apparently Savannah thought so as well. As my hands worked up and down the length of her foot, she cooed and purred. Each sound of pleasure added to the painful throbbing between my legs, but caused me to try to do even better.
"Other one's jealous." She lifted her left foot.
I released her foot and as I took the other into my hands she placed it on my leg. I was wearing shorts and could feel the heat of her foot on my skin. As I began to massage her, Savannah started sliding her bare foot up and down my leg.
"Cory I am going to owe you two nice things now so you better come up with something because I hate to leave a favor unpaid."
"That's okay." I mumbled as her toes slid up the leg of my shorts. "You don't have to."
"No, but I would love to."
I couldn't hold back a gasp as her foot made its way up the loose fitting shorts, her toes curled into my thigh and with a feeling of alarm I realized her foot was only inches from my throbbing cock.
"Well, um, maybe..." I had no clue what I was going to say. I'm sure 'hey want to help boost my sexual confidence?' wouldn't sound right, but the woman had her foot heading for my cock and I'm sure knew it. Maybe this wasn't a joke, maybe she was...
"Hey you guys!" mom called from the hallway, "What are you doing?"
I dropped Savannah's foot and jumped to my feet. I wasn't the only one who reacted quickly as she sat up on the bed and reaching over, flipped open one of her suitcases and began rummaging through it.
"Just chatting," she replied as mom entered the room "Cory was telling me about PC and how it's changed since we went."
"Oh," Mom nodded, "I thought you guys were coming right down."
"Sorry, just getting to know your son." Savannah smiled, "You've raised quite the gentlemen."
"It was easy," I said, "Mom would point at dad and say see that? Don't do that."
The two of them burst out laughing and I breathed a sigh of relief as I felt reality beginning to set in. That was until I looked down and saw Savannah's eyes were focused below my waist. I followed her gaze and saw my shirt had gotten pulled up and there was still a fairly obvious bulge in my shorts. I quickly shoved he shirt back down and when I looked back at her, she winked
"So what would you like to do, my friend?" Mom asked, "You want to take a nap? You must be tired from the flight."
"Later." Savannah grinned, "But right now, I'd love to take a dip in that pool before its starts to cool down."
"Okay." Mom told her, "We can do that and I'll grill up some steaks."
"Sounds good." Savannah reached into a compartment in the suitcase and pulled out what looked like a black thong. "I bought a new bikini just for the occasion."
"Jeez," Mom whistled, "Whether I could pull it off or not, I don't think I could ever wear something like that for underwear never mind by the pool."
"Well, I am back on the market." She looked over at me, "You going to come for a swim with us Cory?"
My first reaction was there was no way I would pass up on seeing her in something like that. The second was how the hell would I cover the hard on that would surely bring on. Before I could reply, Mom ended that dilemma.
"Speaking of Cory, I'd rather you wear something a little less revealing by the pool."
"Mom!" I exclaimed, "I'm not a little kid."
"That's the point, you're not a kid." Turning to Savannah I noticed she wasn't smiling when she said, "No offense my friend, but I would prefer you tone it down a little while you're here."
Savannah frowned and I wondered if they were going to argue, but with a nod she said softly, "I'm sorry, Carol. My son Rob moved out three years ago and I guess I'm not used to worrying about how I dress anymore.. My apologies," she turned back to me, "You too Cory, I hope I didn't embarrass you."
"Um, no problem." I lied, "I didn't really notice."
"Its fine Savannah," Mom went on, "I've waited a long time to see you and I don't want to fight, but I have rules here. Trust me I would say the same to one of Cory's girlfriends or anyone else who came over."
"Well I do have a one piece with me." Savannah told her, "So maybe we can still all go swimming?"
"Sure." I said a little too quickly.
"Cory, isn't it Thursday?" Mom asked.
"Yeah, why?"
"Because you work two to seven at the bookstore tonight remember?"
"Oh." I frowned, "Well, you know Bill is always looking for extra hours and we do have company and..."
I trailed off when, walking over to me, Mom leaned over and whispered in my ear, "Cory, get your ass to work, understood?"
Looking in her eyes I could tell she wasn't kidding and with a sigh, said, "Yes mom." As I did I noticed Savannah looking at me from behind mom and I fought to keep a neutral expression as she not only winked, but puckered her perfect lips and blew me a kiss.
*****
Oh, man this wasn't fair! That thought kept running through my mind while sitting out on the deck with Mom and Savannah. I had reluctantly gone to the Barnes and Noble I had been working at since my sophomore year at high school and tried to focus on stocking shelves and helping customers find books. If I stayed busy it wasn't too bad, but if I stopped all I could do was think about Savannah.
Despite the fact she was my mother's age she was hands down the hottest woman I'd ever seen. She practically oozed sex! Everything from her incredible body to her exotic skin tone and those perfect lips to the aura of confidence she possessed. That was the difference between a woman and a girl. Savannah knew what she had, knew how to use it and I am damn sure knew exactly what she wanted.
That was when my mind really went into overdrive because what it had seemed like she wanted was me. There was no misreading her actions, especially her foot creeping up my shorts. Then again, the reasonable half of my brain would chime in, she knew damn well my mother was going to come looking for us so no way was it going to go any further.
On one hand I was stuck in the porn cliché of the hot older recently divorced Milf looking to cut loose with a young stud. On the other it wouldn't make any sense that a woman like Savannah would be hard up. That woman could get laid at will. Whenever I managed to force my mind off the thoughts of being seduced by my mother's best friend, I would stew that I was stuck sorting art books while Savannah was swimming and lounging around our pool.
No doubt I was missing one hell of a show, but she was due to stay with us for the next three weeks and I was sure I would get more than my fair share of time to ogle her. That was exactly what I did once I all but flew home, quickly changed into a pair of shorts and went out onto the deck. Unfortunately it was beginning to cool down and Savannah was no longer in her bathing suit.
She was however, wearing an open blouse that exposed the top of the red suit and was giving a pretty good view of her chest. Just as good was the pair of short pair of denim cut offs. When I came outside, mom grilled me up a couple of burgers and I sat across from Savannah where an hour later I was still sitting, ogling my mother's friend while pretending to be interested in their conversation about old times.
From my vantage point on the other side of the deck, I was getting one hell of a view. Savannah was slouched down in her chair, with one leg up, her foot resting on the arm. That gave me a full view of her soft inner thighs and the thin strip of denim between her legs. Mom was sitting between us against the railing and had no idea the view I was getting and something told me Savannah knew that.
I didn't add much to the conversation, just sat with my legs crossed so my semi hard cock would not be noticed. The two of them were drinking wine and I noted the empty bottle in the recycling bin and the one mom was pouring from was only half full. Mom's face was red and I grinned when I noticed she was slurring some of her words. But she was laughing and having a good time and that was good to see.
She also wasn't paying me much mind which meant I could let my eyes roam freely over Savannah and I was so horny I wanted nothing more than to slip into the house and jack off to the thought of what she would be like. How she would suck and fuck, what her pussy would look and taste like.
It was after nine and I was getting ready to excuse myself; having been tormented long enough with what I couldn't have, and head to bed where I could at least whack off to it, when an alarming thought struck me. In addition to the porn on the lap top I had several dvds in the top draw of my nightstand. I hadn't watched any in a long time, but they were there and I'm sure Savannah might use the nightstand.
Standing up, I walked over and kissing mom on the cheek said, "I have to go do some homework, then I'm going to bed, see you in the morning."
"Okay, hon." Mom nodded, "I have to go into Boston for work tomorrow so I'm on the road by five thirty, you're on your own for breakfast."
"No problem." I turned away and gave Savannah a small wave. "Good night Savannah, I'll see you in the morning."
"Good night Cory." She said in that smoky voice, adding with a wink, "Sweet dreams."
I entered the house and quickly made my way upstairs to my room. The door was open and walking in I headed for the nightstand. I stopped as I passed the old bureau I hadn't used in awhile and after a moment of telling myself not to, I caved and opened the top draw.
"Wow." I whispered as I reached in and pulled out a white lace thong that was little more than a string.
I put it back and removed a black bra the cups of which were transparent lace. I rubbed the lace between my fingers and imagined her hard nipple beneath it. With an effort I tossed it back in the drawer and closed it. Going over to the nightstand I slid the draw open planning on grabbing the videos and taking them downstairs with me. Instead I stared down into the drawer and muttered, "Oh, goddamn"
Right there on top of the stack of porn was a purple vibrator. Looking over my shoulder and listening to make sure I couldn't hear anyone one the stairs, I removed the toy from the drawer. I turned it on and whistled at how strong the vibrations were in my hand. Unable to help it, I brought it to my nose and took a deep breath.
My eyes rolled back as I indeed caught the unmistakable scent of pussy. I inhaled deeply, imagining my face was between those caramel thighs. Not caring how twisted it was, I opened my mouth and slipped the tip of the purple plastic into my mouth. I was disappointed not to be able to taste anything and with a sigh replaced it in the draw and gathered up the dvds.
"Hey, what if I wanted to watch one of those tonight?"
"Jesus!" I exclaimed, dropping the movies. A couple fell back into the drawer, but one of them, "Blow job beauties" hit the bed, bounced and landed on the floor, in front of Savannah who was standing at the foot of the bed only a couple of steps away from me.
As I stood there facing her with my heart pounding, she bent down, to pick up the movie. As startled as I was my eyes were still drawn to her chest. Her tits looked as if they were ready to fall out of the bikini top and I quickly turned my head as she straightened up.
"Blow job beauties." She shook her head and laughed. "Porn blow jobs suck, pardon the pun, but those girls do it all wrong. All that fake moaning and spitting and jerking it like it's a stick shift." She sighed, "A cock should be enjoyed, sucked , licked, teased," she ran her tongue across her lips, "Appreciated."
"Oh, um, sure." I nodded, feeling as if my heart was going to pound out of my chest. "Listen, uh, I'm sorry about the movies, I forgot to..."
"Don't be." She waved her hand, "You're a healthy young man, it's okay." Her lips curled into a smile. "Sorry about what you found in the drawer."
"Found? I didn't..."
"Oh, please. I know you saw it, but what can I say? I'm a healthy woman." She gave a long sigh, "Besides it's been awhile and I have to settle for what I can get."
"Really?" I shook my head, "Something tells me you wouldn't have a problem finding a guy to, uh, pay attention to you."
"Aw, aren't you sweet." She purred as she stepped up to me and reaching around me tossed the dvd back into the open draw behind me.
Again her tits pressed briefly against my chest before she straightened and stood before me.
"Well you are beautiful." I told her. Even as I spoke I wondered why the hell I was bothering. At the most Savannah was a tease and I was just making myself look like a horny kid, but then again, to her that was exactly what I was.
"Why thank you," she cooed, batting her long lashes at me, "You're not bad yourself, quite the handsome young man."
I couldn't help grinning like an idiot and muttered, "Hey thanks." I may as well have said, aw shucks and felt my face turning red.
"Cory, can I ask you something?"
"Anything." I blurted way too quickly.
"Well first, why don't you sit down with me?"
Savannah sat on the edge of the bed and after stretching her long legs out, patted the bed next to her. I hesitated wondering where mom was and Savannah smiled, "its okay, I don't bite."
Not wanting to be trapped between her and the wall in case Mom came in, I stepped over her legs and as I sat next to her near the foot of the bed she added, "Although I do occasionally like to nibble."
"Oh." I said, trying to find a place for my eyes.



It wasn't easy as the bathing suit top beneath her shirt was low cut and her long legs bare well past her mid thigh. Her face would technically be the best place, but I was a nervous wreck and was sure it would show so opted to simply stare down at my hands which were clasped between my legs.
"So finding those movies and knowing damn well what you do while you watch them makes me wonder." She paused, "Cory, may I ask you something?"
"Okay, I guess." I said slowly, not sure where this was going to go.
"Why is a good looking sweet kid like you, sitting at home stroking it when you could be having some pretty girl take care of that for you?"
"What?" I exclaimed
Savannah laughed loudly and I caught the faint scent of wine on her breath. I looked closer and noticed her eyes were bright and even with her darker complexion I could see she was flushed. She probably had a good buzz and that thought made me even more uncomfortable.
"You heard me." She pointed at me, "Look, I know guys your age can get off like it's a sporting event and will jerk off even if they have a girlfriend if they can't see them all the time." I started to shake my head and she added, "Remember, I have a son a year older than you and caught him more than once even when he was dating someone."
"Anyway, that's all well and good, but your mom and I were talking and she says you haven't had a girlfriend in months."
"My mother told you that?" I asked dismayed.
"We're best friends honey," she said slipping her arm around my shoulders, "Tipsy ones at that." She giggled, "But seriousl,y she said since you broke up with your high school sweetie there is a lack of female company so to speak."
"That's not her business." I said trying to ignore her warm hand on my shoulder.
"She's your mom, you're her business, but she knows she can't talk to you about sex, at least not without you bringing it up." She winked, "But I can and I think I know what's wrong."
"You do."
"Yup." She nodded. "You were with one girl for a long time, well long for your age. She left and now you're not sure what to do with other girls. It's the same, but different. You do know how, but there is a what if, now isn't there?"
"Kind of." I said surprised she was right on.
"Now you are good looking and I've heard college is wilder than ever, so I am going to assume you have had some chances. Am I right?"
"Yes." I nodded finding myself curious as to what she was going to say.
"Can I ask if you have since Donna left?"
I paused, then figured what the hell, "Yeah, once after a party."
"Party?" she smiled knowingly "So not a girlfriend, just a little hey ho, let's go?"
"Sort of." I couldn't help laughing.
"So a full green light, probably cute and I'm sure a fun girl, but something wasn't right was it?"
"Well, we did it, but uh..." I frowned, I sure as hell was not going to admit I couldn't get it up.
"A little performance anxiety?" she asked.
"No, well, um..." I sighed, "Yeah kind of, she was...well she helped me out, but I wasn't the way I should have been."
I waited for her to laugh, but instead she nodded and gave my shoulder a squeeze. "Nothing to be embarrassed about Cory, but I can see where you can't tell your friends or dad about it, its tough with guys."
"Yeah."
"But see what a woman will tell you is that its sweet because with Donna you had more than sex, you had feelings. Sex was physical, but there was more to it. Now sex for just sex can be a lot of fun, but because you never experienced it, you're nervous and once a guy gets nervous things happen, or maybe don't happen."
"So what do I do?"
"Relax." She said, "You're missing out on a lot of fun and sooner or later you will meet the next Donna, but in the meantime just relax, you're not doing anything wrong."
"Easier said than done." I told her. "I can't stop thinking about it. I've had chances, but when I get to the point of thinking I can go back to their place I worry and like you said, I know what won't happen and..."
"Better to not be embarrassed because what if the little tramp runs around and says you can't get it up?"
"Right!" I exclaimed. "So how do I get over it?"
"Hmm," she sighed and removing her arm from around me ran her hand through her long auburn hair."I don't know, sort of in the same boat myself."
"You?"
"Yes, me." She gave me small smile, "You said yourself I could be doing better than toys."
"Oh, well..."
"You're right. I'm an attractive woman and God knows a horny one, but I'm in your shoes Cory. I was with the same man for just over twenty years. Our divorce was quick and I've been single for months, but have also been alone."
"But like you told me, you must get..."
"Offers" she nodded, "Oh, plenty and many from my ex's alleged friend's, dogs that they are, but truth is that's a long time with one man and I'm, well I'm nervous too."
"You?"
"Yes, honey, me. I need to break the ice, but I need it to be with someone who is going to be laid back and not assume I'm rearing to go. Someone I can take my time getting back into the saddle with. Guys my age assume women their age know exactly what we want, right now, I'm not sure." She shrugged, "So same thing."
"So, um, what are you going to do?" I asked.
"Right now, buy stock in Duracell." She laughed, "But I do need the real thing and soon. What was your plan?"
"The opposite?" I looked away as I spoke. "I asked an advice column on an adult site and they said find a hooker that way I can just do what I want and not worry."
"Oh, no, you don't want that." She shook her head.
"No."
"But," she raised her purple tipped finger, "Maybe the opposite of what I need, I think you need a woman who would just say, sit back and go for the ride, but girls your age aren't like that."
"Nope."
"But," leaning over she started to whisper in my ear, "An older woman, you know, maybe one, around my age, might..."
"Hey, Savannah?" Mom called from the hallway, "You still awake?"
As she had earlier, Savannah quickly pulled away from me, sliding to the other end of the bed. I stood up and grunted in surprise when Savannah threw the chemistry book that was on the nightstand at me, hitting me in the stomach.
"Cory!" Mom snapped as she came in, "I thought you went to bed!"
"I...forgot I left my chemistry book up here." I held the book up.
"Then I came up and we got to talking." Savannah said calmly, "No worries, mom, you're little boy is safe."
Mom looked as if she was going to snap and I noticed that, like Savannah, her eyes were glazed over and she was red from the wine. I braced myself, but mom waved her hand and laughed, "I already told you I was sorry for the Mrs. Robinson crack, I was over reacting."
"I know, but couldn't help busting you up." Savannah told her.
"Well, I'm heading back downstairs." I announced.
"Night hon," Mom said, "Remember, I won't be here in the morning."
"Yeah no problem." I told her, "I can have cereal for breakfast."
"Cereal?" Savannah, said, looking offended, "You need more than that, to start the day," she snapped her fingers, "Tell you what, I'll make us breakfast tomorrow how's that sound?"
"Sure." I nodded and started walking away.
"Hope you have a good appetite because I always make a mean spread."
I ignored that remark and as I walked past her, mom said, "Yeah, but don't let her make you think it's all for you, Savannah has quite the appetite herself."
Chapter Three
My head jerked off the pillow at a sharp knock on the door.
"Cory, you awake?" Savannah called from the other side.
"I am now." I snapped back, annoyed to see it was only a little after seven. Friday was the only day I didn't have a morning class and could sleep past eight.
"Good." Savannah spoke through the door, obviously not getting the sarcasm, "Come on out to the kitchen, "I made you something special!"
"Okay, give me a minute." I replied, sitting up and rubbing at my eyes.
"Don't be long; you want to eat it while it's hot!"
I heard her footsteps heading away from the door and forced myself to swing my legs off the bed. Savannah was not exactly what I needed first thing this morning. Not only did I jack off to the thought of fucking her before I went to sleep, but my night was filled with wet dreams of her doing every dirty thing I could imagine.
Standing, I slipped off my boxers and changing into a new pair, tossed on the shorts I'd worn last night and a plain white t-shirt. Exiting my room, I made a quick stop to use the bathroom and after brushing my teeth, decided to brush my thick black hair. Even as I did so I rolled my eyes, like it would matter what I looked like at the breakfast table, but I didn't want Savannah to think I was a slob.
Making my way down the hallway to the kitchen it occurred to me I couldn't smell any food. When mom made breakfast the entire first floor would be filled with the delicious aroma of bacon or sausage. I caught a faint whiff of coffee, but that was it. I wonder what she had made that was supposedly going to get cold.
When I entered the kitchen I wandered over to the table which I noticed was completely cleared, with not even so much as a napkin on it.
"Have a seat." Savannah said from the corner behind me where the coffee pot was located on the counter.
Still frowning at the table, I eased the chair out and sat down. "Where's the plates?" I asked.
"Don't need any." She said softly, "For what we're going to be eating all we need is our fingers," she giggled, "And our tongues of course."
Turning my chair around partway so I could face her, I started to ask, "What are you..." when I stopped in mid sentence.
Savannah had her back to me and was wearing a pink satin robe that was so short I could see the backs of her long legs almost all the way up to her ass cheeks. Her long auburn hair was down and as I stared she dropped a spoon and said, "Jeez, clumsy me."
Taking a step back towards me, she bent over and I my mouth fell open as the robe lifted to expose her ass. She was wearing a pink thong with a little black bow at the top that was little more than a string leaving her ass entirely exposed. Savannah had some curves to her lush body and her well rounded caramel colored ass cheeks were nothing short of amazing.
While making a show of picking up the spoon, she gave that ass a playful shake and my eyes were drawn to the thin strip of pink material between her thighs. "Oh my god." I whispered. The thong was so skimpy it didn't completely cover her and the material was pulled between her lips, exposing the darker skin of her pussy.
Straightening, Savannah turned to face me and my already rising cock shot to full attention. The robe was tied loosely and showed off the matching pink lace bra she was wearing. The cups were transparent and the robe was open to the point I could see her dark and very hard nipples through the lace.
"So," she gave me a huge smile causing me to note her thick sensual lips were painted a deep red, "What will it be, baby?" she held up a mug and leaned against the counter, "Coffee, tea, or..." placing the mug on the counter she pulled the tie on the robe causing it to fall open. "Me?"
"I... Jesus." Was all I could come out with.
Savannah looked as good from the front as the back. Her large breasts were barely contained in the transparent bra and her stomach was surprisingly flat, her hips flared out accentuating her lush figure and there was only a patch of pink lace between her legs. That lace was framed between those soft inviting thighs and as good as it looked, I couldn't help letting my eyes wander down her shapely legs all the way to her bare feet with their purple toe nails.
"I like that reaction." She cooed, "What other kind of reaction am I getting Cory?" Forcing my eyes to her face, I saw she was looking down between my legs, "Hmm, looks like a good morning to me."
Pushing herself away from the counter she slid the robe off her shoulders and I watched as it slowly fell from her body and landed behind her. Raising her arms over her head, she gave a playful spin and coming back around to face me asked, "Well you didn't answer me, what would you like for breakfast Cory?"
"I..." I paused and took a deep breath, "Savannah, I don't think we should... Oh."
Grabbing the top of the thong, Savannah pulled it up causing the material to disappear between the lips of her pussy. I stared at the darker, puffy skin of her lips surrounding the pink material and felt my cock straining where it was bent against my leg.
"You're not hungry?" she asked, "Not even for a creamy dessert?" Moving the thing to the side, the pink strip slipped from between her lips and I was now staring at her completely exposed pussy. "You don't think it looks good?"
"That's...not fair." I whispered.
Letting the thing slip back into place, Savannah slowly walked over to me.
"It would only not be fair if I was going to tease you Cory." Stopping in front of me, she leaned over and put her arms over my shoulders and grabbed the top of the chair. "Do you think I'm a tease, honey?"
This time I couldn't force any words out. Savannah's tits were directly in my face and I could smell her vanilla skin cream. Her dark nipples were fully visible through the flimsy lace and not more than six inches from my lips.
"No answer?", Savannah gave a mock sigh. "Okay, well, I guess I'll have to prove I'm not."
I gasped in surprise, when with a hard twist, she managed to spin the chair the rest of the way around on the tile floor so I now had my back to the table and was facing her. Standing straight, she reached around behind her and a moment later slid the bra straps from her shoulders and with no hesitation, tossed it on the floor.
My eyes widened and I felt my cock begin to drip onto my thigh at the sight of Savannah's bare breasts. Despite her age, and their size, her tits weren't sagging and were full and well rounded. Better yet were her large, light brown nipples that were pointing right at me and looked as hard as my aching cock felt. Cupping her tits and holding them up, she asked, "Do you think I'm teasing you, baby?"
"We...we shouldn't." I said softly.
"Oh," she began caressing her nipples with her purple tipped thumbs, "And why not?"
"Cause, uh..." I was so caught up in the sight of her playing with her nipples; I was having hard time thinking. "My mom would, um, get mad."
Savannah laughed loudly and I had the urge to slap myself for being an idiot. That urge paled in comparison however, to the desire to replace Savannah's fingers with my tongue. God, her tits looked good!
"Your mommy's not here, sweetie" She said softly, stepping up between my legs "And you're not a little boy who needs mommy's permission now are you?"
"No, I..."
My words turned into a surprised moan when she reached down and grabbed my cock through my shorts. "Ohh," she purred, "Not little at all are you?"
She punctuated her words by giving my cock a hard squeeze and I groaned at the feeling of pre cum squirting from the tip and down my thigh. "Not at all." She smiled.
"But why would you..."
Savannah cut me off by placing her finger to my lips.
"You're right Cory, you worry too much." Removing her hand from my cock, she slid it up under my t-shirt and began caressing my chest. "As for why? Well honey, I told you I owed you something nice didn't I?"
"You..." I pause, when Savannah leaned over, placing her breast in front of my face. My lips were an inch from her nipple, but I managed to finish, "Don't have to."
"I want to, baby." Reaching down she grabbed my knees and pushing my legs together, further shocked me, by spreading her legs and lowering herself onto my lap.
Grabbing the bottom of my shirt she yanked it up so hard, I heard it rip when it got stuck under my arms.
"Put your arms up." She told me.
I did as she asked and after pulling my shirt off and throwing it to the side, Savannah began to run her hands up and down my chest,
"Oh, Cory, look at you. Hmm," she cooed, "You feel so good!"
Sliding her arms up behind my neck, she slid up against me and a soft moan escaped me at the feeling of her tits pressing against my chest. We were face to face and giving me a sultry smile, Savannah began sliding side to side, causing her hard nipples to rub across my chest.
"How does that feel?"
"Really good." I whispered as my eyes focused on her flawless read lips.
"How about this?"
"Oh, shit." I groaned and my eyes rolled back when she started rocking her hips, grinding her pussy against my swollen cock.
"You like that?" she asked, "You like me rubbing your nice hard cock?"
"Y...yes."
"Imagine how it's going to feel when you're naked?"
"Savannah, I..."
"Stop." She told me, "Just stop talking and for Christ's sake, stop thinking. Can you do that?"
"Oh, yes." I breathed as she began working her hips faster against my crotch.
"Good, you just sit and listen for a minute then after that there's not going to be any talking unless it's us telling each other how good we feel, got it?"
"Yes." I nodded.
"First put your arms around me and touch me." She whispered, "Don't be shy baby."
I hesitated for a moment, then raising my arms put them around her waist. Placing my hands on her soft hips, I began sliding them up her smooth back and up through her long auburn hair.
"That feels nice." She said softly, "Now here's what we're going to do. You have a problem and I am going to help you out with it. You are going to sit here and let me take my time and take care of you. You're not going to have any problems because I am not going to let you, understood?"
"Okay." I said as I slid my hands from her back to her sides and started rubbing up and down.
I started at her hips and was stopping just short of touching the sides of her tits.
"Go ahead," leaning back slightly, she smiled, "You can touch them; they're all yours right now."
This time I didn't pause. My hands quickly slipped around and cupped her big beautiful tits.
"Damn." I said as I cupped them and felt how heavy they were. They were soft as well and Savannah released a low moan as I began to squeeze and fondle them.
"There you go." She sighed, "Just have fun. I know I'm going to." She began working her hips harder into me as she continued. "Feel that, Cory? Feel how hard you are? No problem at all, that nice big dick of yours works just fine doesn't it?"
"You're so damn hot." I said as my fingers made their way to her nipples.
"Thank you." She laughed, "You are too, Cory. You are a damn good looking young man and I wanted you the second I saw you." She stopped and emitted a long moan that caused my cock to jump as I began to roll her nipples between my fingers. "Oh, just like that. See you know what to do."
She closed her eyes and I stared down at my hands on her perfect tits. Her nipples were hard between my fingers and my cock was even harder against her pussy. Even through my shorts and her thong I could feel her heat and as I looked back up and saw the look of pleasure on her face it dawned on me, she was right, there was nothing wrong here, nothing at all! I was going to fuck the hottest woman I'd ever seen right here in the damn kitchen.
I felt a smile spread across my face and I started lifting my hips off the chair, shoving my cock against her. Savannah opened her eyes and seeing the look on my face, returned the smile, "See? There you go! Just let it all happen." The smile left her face and leaning towards me she whispered, "And, baby, it is going to happen."
I started to reply, but her amazing lips pressed against mine and all thoughts of anything but how good she felt left my mind. Her lips were soft, but her kiss firm and as she pushed her mouth against mine, she leaned against me, making it hard for me to keep playing with her tits. Reluctantly I released them and sliding my hands back around her waist, pulled her close to me.



Savannah moaned her appreciation and tightened her arms around my neck. Her lips slid back and forth mine several times, teasing me, but a moment later the teasing ended as her soft wet tongue slipped from her mouth and pushed hard against my lips. I eagerly parted them, accepting her tongue into my mouth and we both moaned as my tongue met hers and played across it.
Both our hips were still moving and I was beginning to make soft whimpering sounds each time her body ground across my straining cock. Savannah was making soft sounds of pleasure in her throat and her nipples were once again sliding across my chest as she bucked up and down on my lap. Savannah's lips left mine and pushing herself higher up with her legs, she cupped her right tit, grabbed the back of my head and shoved my face into it.
I certainly didn't mind! I was more than happy to open my mouth and suck her perfect light brown nipple into it.
"Oh, yes!" Savannah cried out as her long finger nails dug into my scalp, "Suck that tit, baby! Oh, yes, show me how much you want it!"
I did just that, sucking on her nipple so hard my lips smacked, then swirling my tongue around her hard nub. Savannah turned to the side; presenting me with her other tit and I just as eagerly began devouring that one. I brought my hands around to hold her tits and began going back and forth, sucking first one amazing nipple then the next.
Savannah was breathing hard and moaning as my lips and tongue worked her tits and I was loving every second of it, but was disappointed when she stood up to press her tits further into my face, and was no longer working my cock. That was quickly forgotten when grabbing my right wrist; Savannah pulled my hand from her tit, placed it on her stomach and slid it down to her thong.
I moaned around her nipple when she pushed my hand into the thong and my fingers encountered her, soft, smooth and very wet pussy. Keeping her hand over mine, Savannah guided it up and down running my fingers through her moist lips. She stopped moving, but my hand continued, working my fingers through her hot pussy. Savannah lifted her right leg and placing her knee on my thigh, brought her left up as well.
I grunted as she knelt on my legs, but hers were spread open and my hand was enjoying its journey through her pussy. Savannah was enjoying it as well, placing her hands on my shoulders she had lowered her head until her face was next to mine and was moaning loudly in my ear. I slowed the movement of my fingers and sliding my hand all the way up found her hard clit with my finger tips.
Savannah gasped and then released a long low moan was I started working my fingers in circles over her swollen button. "Oh, that's right baby," she breathed, "You know just what to do, don't you?"
My tongue was too busy on her nipple to answer, but a thrill went though me at her words. I was making her feel good and my cock was still hard as a rock as I fingered my mother's smoking hot best friend. I was rubbing her clit between my fingers and sucking hard on her nipple and was more than a little proud of myself at the sounds she was making in my ear.
"Put your fingers inside," she said in my ear, "Two of them."
Okay, so maybe I wasn't doing everything exactly right, but I sure as hell didn't mind her telling what to do. Giving her clit another quick rub, I slipped my fingers through her lips and pushing against her wet flesh plunged my fingers into her tight wet pussy.
"Oh yeah!" she groaned, "Now put your thumb on my clit, baby!"
I did as she asked and switching to sucking on her other tit, began to rub my thumb in slow circles around her clit while moving my fingers in and out of her hot snatch.
"That's it, right there!" she purred, her tongue flicking across my ear, "Play with my pussy, make me cum nice and hard for you!"
Her tongue trailed down my neck sending a shiver through my body and another surge of wetness from my dripping cock. Savannah started bouncing on my lap, driving my fingers deep inside her sopping pussy. She released a soft moan each time they were buried inside her, then moaned as she teased herself by sliding them out.
I kept my tongue moving on her nipple and my thumb stroking her clit and as she began bouncing harder, she stopped sucking on my neck. Resting her head against mine she began making short sharp little yelping sounds and I gasped when her pussy clenched around my thrusting fingers.
"Harder," she moaned, "Push harder with your thumb, stroke that clit!"
Spurred on by her words, I pressed my thumb as hard as I dared against her swollen button and started moving it rapidly in a circular motion. Savannah was not only bouncing, but grinding her hips and her voice was getting louder in my ear each time she slammed her pussy into my fingers.
"Yes!" she exclaimed, "A little more baby! Just a little more, oh God, I want to...Oh fuck!"
I flinched as she screamed in my ear and began bucking wildly on my lap. I released her nipple from my mouth afraid I would accidently bite it as Savannah writhed back and forth. She didn't seem to care, as throwing her head back, she released the loudest cry of pleasure I'd ever heard short of a porn movie.
Savannah's pussy was convulsing around my fingers, squeezing them tightly and I could feel a warm wave of her sticky juices, leaking around them and down my hand onto my thighs.
"Yes, yes, yes!" Savannah kept crying out as she repeatedly drove down hard into my hand.
She was moving so wildly it was difficult to keep my thumb on her clit, and her knees were digging painfully into my thighs. But that pain was nothing compared to the thrill of having this hot cougar cumming in my lap. Savannah stopped moving and sitting back from me, smiled, "And you're worried?"
I gave a shrug as I watched her tits rise and fall with her heavy breathing and reaching out, tried to grab them.
"Not so fast," she laughed, catching my wrists, "I'm glad you like them, but I think it's your turn, don't you?"
"My turn?"
"Hmm-mm" she nodded as putting her hands on my shoulders she eased her legs off me so she was standing, "Your turn to cum." Placing her lips to my ears she whispered, "Honey, I am going to suck that nice young hard cock until you cum in my mouth." She paused to kiss my ear, "How's that sound?"
"Oh, my God."
"I like that reaction" She cooed.
Standing straight she looked down between my legs and lowly licked her lips, "But not as much as I like that reaction!"
I felt my heart skip a beat as Savannah lowered herself to her knees between my legs and with no hesitation grabbed my shorts, unsnapped them and pulled the zipper down. Grabbing the sides she looked up at me, "Lift those hips, Cory, I spent all last night dreaming of how beautiful your cock would be and I'm done waiting."
I raised my hips and Savannah all but ripped my shorts and boxers off of me and down to my knees. My aching cock sprang free and was so wet several drops of precum flew from the tip, splattering against Savannah's tits.
"Oh, look at that!" she moaned as she pushed my shorts down to my ankles, "Look at that nice long hard cock!"
Taking it in her hand, Savannah gave it a squeeze causing me to moan loudly and a fresh wave of sticky fluid to spurt from the tip. Lowering her head, Savannah placed her tongue to my shaft and a low moan escaped me as she ran it up the length of my cock, right up to the tip. She slipped her tongue into the slit and pulling it back, wagged it playfully showing off the sticky string of my pre cum.
I started to say something, but forced myself to be quiet before I sounded like a fool again. Instead I watched spellbound as Savannah turned her face to the side and began rubbing my cock against her soft cheek. She squeezed the base of my shaft causing my cock to ooze and a sticky trail appear on her face.
"Hmm," she sighed, turning her head and painting the other side of her face with my cock juice, "I am going to enjoy getting to know this cock!" Pausing to place her soft lips to my dripping tip and give it a soft kiss she continued, "I am going to so take my time with you Cory, but that'll be another time, right now; I need this gorgeous fucking dick in my mouth!"
Next time? The words slammed through my mind followed by the thought that she was staying with us for three weeks. Three fucking weeks! That thought and any other that might have been behind it vanished and was replaced with the incredible sight and feeling of Savannah opening wide, placing those perfect lips around the head of my cock and sucking hard enough to make a slurping sound.
I cried out at the sensation of my pre cum being sucked from the head of my dick, then again when, with a wink, she took my cock deep into her wonderful mouth. As her soft lips slid down my shaft and her wet tongue pressed tightly to it, Savannah released a soft moan and her eyes rolled back in pleasure.
The fact having my cock in her mouth was turning her on was an added bonus to the incredible feeling of her hot wet mouth working its way down the length of my throbbing cock. I gasped and dug my hands into my thighs as she took me all the way down to the base of my shaft and remained there, her tongue teasing back and forth.
Letting my cock go, Savannah placed her hands on my thighs below mine and opening her eyes stared into mine. Holding my gaze she slowly shook her head back and forth and I emitted a sound that could only be described as a whimper. She made a giggling sound around my cock, but I was beyond being embarrassed, all that mattered was I had a hot woman on her knees sucking my cock!
Savannah shook her head faster, then opening her mouth wider slipped her tongue out and swirled it across my balls.
"Oh God!" I groaned.
Donna could never take me all the way, never mind tongue my balls and as good as Tara had been that one night, she never went past halfway. Savannah made a show of slowly working her way back up my shaft and wiggling her tongue back and forth the entire way. Removing my cock from her mouth with a wet sucking sound she smiled, "You like that baby?"
"Oh, yeah." I nodded.
"Good because like I said I am going to love sucking this cock any time you'll let me!"
"Anytime you want!" I blurted out.
"But..." she flicked her tongue across the tip, "What about mommy?"
"Who cares about mom?" I groaned as she placed her lips to my swollen head.
"Good boy." She purred, "Now how about we take the edge off?"
"Edge off?"
"Yes, honey, I'm going to suck you off so you'll be able to give it to me nice and hard and won't be quick."
"Oh, man." I moaned as she accentuated her remark by quickly sucking my cock down her throat then releasing it, laughed, "After you eat my pussy of course!"
The idea of sucking her pussy caused my cock to twitch just before Savannah's mouth descended on it and once again sucked me down to my balls. This time she didn't linger, but began bobbing her head in a slow steady rhythm. I leaned back against the rungs of the chair and let my body relax as much as I could and took in view of Savannah blowing me.
She was taking her time and judging by the look of lust in her eyes and the soft moans escaping her, she was greatly enjoying working my cock. Her lips were pressed tightly to my hard flesh and I could feel them sliding across every inch of me. Placing her hands over mine she took them and as she continued to suck, placed them between us and over her tits.
Taking my cue, I began to caress her swollen nipples while she continued to slowly suck on me. Savannah sighed contentedly and closing her eyes, began to bob her head faster. I was beginning to breathe harder and as much as I was trying to stay relaxed felt my back tense and my thigh starting to tremble slightly.
Savannah slipped her hand between my legs and cupping my balls began to gently fondle them as her soft wet mouth worked its magic on my cock. I could see her pink lipstick smeared on my shaft and moaned softly as my body began to succumb to Savannah's talented mouth. Opening her eyes, she eased my cock from her mouth and smiled, "Someone's getting close aren't they?"
"It feels so good" I moaned pathetically.
"Well maybe a little teasing then." With a wink she trailed her tongue down my shaft then moving her hand from my balls replaced it with her tongue.
I sighed in pleasure as I watched her slide her pink tongue around my balls then gasped when she sucked one into her mouth. Grabbing my cock she stoked it slowly and switched to sucking my other ball. Releasing it she started swirling her tongue faster and harder, bathing them with her tongue. My hips began to rock, pushing my wet cock through her hand and working her way back up my shaft she once again took my hands, but this time put them on her head.
"Go ahead baby, you can help." She said before sucking me deep into her mouth.
I moaned loudly as this time there was no teasing and she was sucking me much faster and harder than before. I slid my hands through her long soft hair and putting my hands behind her head and hesitated. Still sucking she looked me in the eye, "Hmm-hmm" she encouraged.
I began gently pushing then pulling her hair, guiding her mouth up and down my cock. Savannah sighed again and trying to hold back, I shifted my gaze from watching her blow me to look down her smooth back, to her amazing ass. While staring at those firm round cheeks I noticed her hips were rocking and she was starting to moan louder as she devoured my cock.
The thought that blowing me was getting her that turned on caused my already excited cock to jump in her mouth and I released a long loud moan as I could feel myself getting ready to cum. Savannah giggled around my cock again, then once again reaching between my legs started to tease my balls with her finger nails. That sensation coupled with her now sucking me so hard she was making wet slurping noises as my she buried my cock in her throat caused my hips to start moving.
Savannah stopped moving her head and with a desperate whimper I started thrusting my hips up and down, fucking her mouth. She moaned deep in her throat and spurred on I started pushing her head up and down harder than before. Her large dark eyes locked onto mine and the look of absolute lust in them caused me to fuck her mouth even faster.
This time however, she started moving her head as well and I was now slamming my cock balls deep in her mouth. I was moaning continuously now and my hips were jerking uncontrollably. Savannah took my cock all the way down once more and this time gave my balls a hard squeeze.
"Fuck!" I cried out and a moment later my cock erupted.
Savannah squealed around my cock and began sucking even harder. I was moaning like an idiot as my cock unloaded into her mouth sending spurt after spurt of cum down her throat. Savannah was making a sound between a moan and a gurgle and gave her head a shake. I gasped at the sensation and ten at the sight of a trail of cum drooling from her lips and down my shaft.
My hips slowed their movement and I gave one last soft moan as my cock gave up the last of its load and removing it from her mouth Savannah licked her lips.
"Damn, I forgot how much I loved the taste of cum."
As sat there trying to catch my breath, my eyes widened when she stuck her tongue out and running it up my shaft captured the cum that had spilled from her mouth. She slurped it loudly into her mouth and smacking her lips opened her mouth and showed me her now clean tongue.
"Never waste a drop!"
"Wow." I said, back in overwhelmed idiot mode.
"Wow is right!" Savannah exclaimed grabbing my oozing cock, "You're still fucking hard." She shook her head, "Youth and enthusiasm!"
I could only moan as she began pumping me while staring longingly at the tip.
Letting my cock go, she stood to her feet and quickly shimmied out of the thong. My eyes immediately found her smooth pussy and I started to stand so I could get her in the chair and return the favor.
"Uh-uh" she put her hands on my shoulders and pushed me back down. "Baby, I need that beautiful young cock inside me and right now!"
As she had before, Savannah climbed up onto me, kneeling on my legs. But this time she reached back, grabbed my cock and guiding it between her legs, pressed the tip to her pussy. Savannah groaned as she started rubbing the swollen head of my cock through her wet lips and I moaned at how good her wet flesh felt against the sensitive tip.
That feeling was nothing compared to how it felt a second later when with no warning she let her weight go and drove my cock deep inside of her. We both cried out as she impaled herself on my pole and I let out another of those whimpers when she started grinding her hips, sliding herself back and forth on my lap.
I placed my hands on her full hips and sitting up higher on my cock Savannah shoved her tit in my mouth. I enthusiastically sucked on her dark nipple and putting her hands around my neck Savannah began bouncing on my lap, driving my dick in and out of her amazing pussy. That pussy was tight, hot and so fucking wet I could already feel her juices on my thighs as she writhed on my lap.
"Oh fuck, baby!" she called out, "I needed this so fucking bad! You feel so good!"
My answer was to moan around her nipple as she slowed down and was now sliding my cock almost all the way from her pussy before lowering herself down inch by teasing inch. We both moaned as my cock spread her clinging lips and sank into her hot flesh. When I was buried to the hilt I moaned in surprise as her pussy clenched around my cock.
"Your little girlfriend couldn't do that could she, baby?"
"N...no" I breathed as she remained still and began contracting her pussy around me.
I moaned each time her hot skin tightened around me and she laughed, "Don't look now, Cory, but you're fucking right now and that cock is pretty damn hard."
She began riding me hard, bouncing up and down so hard the chair was starting to creak and I had the visual of it breaking and my mother asking me how it happened.
"Damn hard!" Savannah cried out as she started swinging her hips in a circular motion as she drove down repeatedly on my cock.
I squeezed her hips more tightly and started lifting and pushing, helping hr to ride me. With a delighted laugh, Savannah sat back; removing her nipple from my face and putting her hands on her head raised her arms taking her long auburn hair up with them. She stopped bouncing and began slowly grinding her hips, sensually sliding back and forth.
"How do I look fucking you baby?"
I stared at her huge tits and then down at her swollen clit just over the glistening shaft of my cock and answered, "You are so fucking hot!"
"There you go!" she smiled, "No need to be shy baby, you and I are going to have a lot of fun together!"
Putting her hands on my shoulders, she lifted up and one by one placed her feet on the floor. Swinging her right leg up, she removed me from her pussy and turned around giving me a full view of her bare ass.
"How about a different angle?"
Bending over she leaned back and again catching my cock, guided it to her pussy, and sat down on my lap. I groaned in pleasure as my cock entered her from behind and leaning back against me, Savannah lifted her legs and placing her feet on my knees began to ride me backwards. Reaching around I grabbed her tits and began playing with her nipples as she began driving herself up and down on my cock.
"Oh baby!" she cooed, "Oh honey there is nothing wrong with this cock! Fuck my ex would still be soft from me blowing him!"
I lowered my head and began kissing the smooth olive skin of her back. She was beginning to sweat and slick feeling of her skin beneath my lips was yet another hot turn on. As good as my cock felt inside her, there was so much more!



The position itself was amazing; being ridden in reverse was something I'd only seen in movies! Her heavy breasts in my hands and her hard nipples between my fingers was an added bonus and even her bare feet on my legs and her toes curling into me each time she slammed down on me was hot.
Savannah added yet another thrill when she called out, "Don't make me do all the work, fuck me baby!"
I didn't need to be told twice and holding her tits tighter I started lifting my hips as high as I could with her weight on me and started slamming my cock into her hot pussy.
"Yes yes yes!" Savannah cried out then began yelping with each of my hard thrusts.
Her hair was in my face and as I turned my head to shake it away I caught sight of the two of us reflected in the doors of the stainless steel fridge. The visual of Savannah's amazing body against mine and my cock sliding in and out of her pussy caused me to start to fuck her harder and she squealed in delight.
Leaning back, she reached around and putting her arm around my neck, pulled my head forward. Turning her head, she caught me in a deep kiss and all but drove her tongue into my mouth as she continued riding me like a prize bull. Reaching down she slid her fingers along my wet shaft then started rubbing my balls as I fucked her.
I moaned into her mouth and my hips started moving as fast as I could manage. Her rubbing my balls was too much and I was beginning to head for the point of no return. Hearing the desperate pitch of my moans, Savannah moved her hand and lifting herself off my cock, said, "Not yet!"
"Oh, please." I whimpered.
"Ohh, I like begging!" she purred, "Maybe you can do that for me later, but right now I did promise you breakfast!"
Hopping off me, Savannah quickly walked behind me, causing me to turn in the chair to see where she was going.
"Come sit in this chair baby," She said as she reached the other side of the table.
"Why would I..."
I stopped and watched as Savannah put her back to the table and hopping up on it laid back. Her head ended up a few inches from me and smiling up at me, she point to the other side of the table, "Breakfast is on the other side of the table."
I stood up so fast the chair fell over and making my way to the other chair I was confronted by the sight of Savannah lifting her long legs up and spreading them, exposing her smooth glistening pussy.
"Goddamn." I whispered as she spread herself open
Tapping her swollen clit she said, "I told you I put out a mean spread. Now sit down and enjoy."
I all but fell into the chair and Savannah placed her soft feet on my shoulders. Wrapping my arms around her thighs, I leaned forward and buried my face in her pussy. I suppose I should have tried to show some patience and tease and not act like the overwhelmed kid I was, but after taking one deep breath and catching the sweet scent of her pussy, I couldn't help plunging my tongue into it.
"Oh fuck yeah!" Savannah called out which I took to mean she wasn't looking for a tease either, "That's it honey, eat my pussy!"
I swirled my tongue inside her and moaned at the taste of her. I pushed in and out, tongue fucking her and sucking as much of her sticky juices into my mouth as I could. Savannah pushed her feet into my shoulders and started rocking back and forth, helping my tongue slide in and out of her.
She was so wet my cheeks were already covered in her pussy juice and my nose was full of the intoxicating smell of her sex.
"My clit baby!" she moaned, "Suck that clit, this girl needs to cum again!"
My still hard cock jumped at her words and slipping my tongue from inside her I made my way to her clit. Although she was obviously not bothered by me rushing, this time I did slow down, allowing my tongue to swirl between and trace the contours of her soft wet lips. Savannah released a whimper that sounded like mine and with a slight smile I slowed down even more.
"Oh, you want me to beg is that it?" she laughed softly, "Okay, please baby? Please lick my pussy? Please make me cum Cory, please?"
Those words were uttered in a little girl voice that sent my tongue heading swiftly for her swollen button. Once there I traced one slow circle around it causing her hips to twitch, then sucked her hard nub into my mouth. Savannah sighed and moved her hips back and forth slightly as I sucked gently on her clit.
"So nice!" she groaned, "Now put your fingers inside!"
Sliding my arm from around her thigh I eagerly brought it between her legs and pushed two fingers into her sopping box. She clenched her pussy around them and moaned when I thrust them in and out. Her hips picked up speed and I shoved my fingers deeper as my tongue played across her clit.
"Yeah you lick that pussy, you bad boy!" she said softly, "Oh, your mom would be so pissed at me!" she laughed, "But she did say make myself at home!"
I was making myself at home that was for sure, my fingers were buried knuckle deep in her pussy and I was now sucking on her clit so hard my lips were smacking. Savannah was moaning softly and sensing movement I looked up to see she had cupped her tits and was playing with her nipples.
Her purple finger nails looked amazing as she tugged on her hard flesh and her face looked just as good. Savannah's eyes were closed and hr perfect lips parted as she moaned and whimpered while I worked her pussy.
Her hips were moving faster and I noticed her moans were getting higher pitched as I switched from sucking to licking her clit.
"Right there," she whispered, "Just like that, baby, but faster."
I swirled my tongue faster and pressing it harder to her clit started slamming my fingers into her pussy as hard as I dared. She was so wet I her pussy was squirting each time I jammed my fingers inside and my face was soaked in her juice.
"Oh, yeah." She gasped and lifted her hips in the air.
She pushed hard against my shoulders, lifting her hips off the table and her thighs were trembling against my face.
"Faster,: she moaned, "Faster, I...I...Oh fuck yes!"
Savannah released a long loud squeal and her pussy convulsed around my thrusting fingers. Her hips began moving again and as she started yelping her thighs clamped around my head pinning my face to her hot pussy. I didn't mind at all and once again sucked her clit into my mouth. Savannah squealed in approval and her hips began bucking wildly as she ground her sopping snatch into my face.
Savannah stopped moving and her pussy tightened around my fingers as her body seemed to pause. A moment later she let loose with such a loud howl it made me thankful the glass doors to the deck were closed. Her pussy pulsed around my fingers and a wave of warm sticky fluid squirted from around them and across my cheeks.
"Oh my god!" she moaned as she released her thighs from around my face and let past my her long legs dangle over my shoulders. "Honey I haven't come that hard in years!"
Speaking of hard my cock, despite the fact I had come not long ago, my cock was so stiff it was aching, and standing, I placed the purple head of my cock against her slick pussy. As I stood her legs had slid along my chest so that her heels were now against my shoulders and grabbing her ankles I spread them open and pushed my cock against her pussy.
"Now, please?" I asked.
"Honey after a girl comes like that there's nothing better than getting a good hard fucking." She paused and when I still didn't move she asked, "What are you waiting for? Fuck me!"
Savannah lifted her hips until my cockhead was at the oozing entrance of her pussy and with no further hesitation I drove myself balls deep inside her.
"Fuck!" she screamed, "Oh, yeah baby just like that, nice and hard! Give it to me!"
I slid my cock out until just the tip was inside and after taking a second to admire the view of my long glistening shaft between her legs slammed into her, fucking her as hard as I could. Savannah pushed her legs against my hands causing me to spread them as wide as I could.
She was crying out each time my cock slam into her and I watched her amazing tits bouncing as my thrusts were causing the table to rock. As excited as I was I smiled at the thought of explaining a broken table would be a lot worse than a chair. But nothing was going to slow me down and sliding my hands down to the backs of her thighs I pushed forward and leaned into her.
That move caused her legs to bend back so far her feet were over her head and her ass had come off the table.
"Oh my fucking God!" she howled as I started fucking her with long hard strokes. "Fuck that's deep!"
Pleased with that response I thrust harder, so hard my balls were slapping against her ass as I pounded away at her dripping pussy. She was so wet my thighs and balls were now drenched in her juice and the two of us were sweating heavily. The sight of her glistening tits and stomach drove me to try to fuck her even harder and she was moaning and yelping continuously as I fucked her.
The thought that I had this older, experienced cougar squealing and writhing on my cock had me wondering what the fuck I had been worried about. Had I fucked Tara like this I might have had girls lined up for me! Well that wouldn't happen again, if I could satisfy a woman like Savannah then I was going to do just fine next chance I had.
But right now all that mattered was listening to her cry out in pleasure and the feeling of my cock slamming into her hot wet pussy.
"Oh fuck, honey!" she called out, "You are fucking me so good! Baby, I will do anything you want whenever you want, just keep fucking me!"
"Anything?" I panted as an image came into my mind.
"As long as you keep fucking me!"
Pulling my cock from inside her I grabbed her left leg and with a wrench of my shoulders turned her onto her side on the table. Savannah yelped in surprise, then laughed when I twisted again and she was now n her stomach with her feet on the floor. I looked down at her sweat slicked ass and her beautiful pussy peeking out from between her thighs and grabbing her hips shoved my cock hard into her from behind.
"Oh look at you!" she cried out, "Fucking me like a man!"
I stared down at the incredible sight of my cock sliding out from between the cheeks of her ass and began to slow down, enjoying watching my cock disappear into her sweet pussy.
"Hey," she looked at me over her shoulder, her auburn hair sticking to her sweaty cheek and her exotic eyes glazed over with lust. "You don't put a woman in this position to take your time! When you fuck a woman from behind you fuck her!"
"Anything you want." I moaned and squeezing her hips hard began fucking her as hard and fast as I could."
"I like the sound of that!" she moaned, "Tell you what you e a good boy and give it to me however I want it, I might even let you fuck my ass."
"Ass?" I repeated my heart skipping a beat.
"That's right, baby! You take care of me and I'll let you put that nice young dick in my ass, but not this time, this time you just fuck me and cum all over me!"
I could see her dark rosebud just over my cock as I fucked her and the thought of pushing my cock inside of it next time sent my hips moving into a frenzy. Savannah sounded like she was trying to say something, but all that was coming out was a series of loud high pitched squeals as I relentlessly pounded her pussy.
I was fucking her hard enough to cause our skin to make sharp slapping sounds and my balls were now slapping against her so hard they were starting to ache, but not enough to slow me down and not enough to prevent me from feeling the cum beginning to race through my straining cock.
"Oh fuck." I moaned as my knees began to shake.
"You going to cum for me baby?" Savannah asked, "You going to give me a nice big load?"
"Yes!" I cried and began fucking her so hard the table slid a couple of inches across the floor.
I gave her a few more hard pumps and began whimpering in my efforts to hold back and enjoy as much as I could. When I could no longer prevent it, I cried out and Savannah yelled, "Pull it out and squeeze it!"
Just like in the porn movies, I grabbed the bottom of my cock and squeezed it hard, wincing at the pressure of holding back my cum. Savannah rolled over on the table and sliding down to her knees held her tits up for me.
"Right there baby!"
I released my cock and a huge long thick spurt of cum exploded from me and landed across her tits. I pumped my cock furiously and was amazed at how much I was cumming. Several long spurts erupted from my cock splattering against her tits and between them. Even as I continued to pump my hand I watched the cum dripping down her chest and stomach. A long trail of it oozed down her nipple and dripped down onto her thighs.
I moaned softly and stopped pumping as my spent cock was now barely dripping. Grabbing it, Savannah pulled it to her mouth and my eyes rolled back as she sucked hard on the sensitive head. I felt a couple of more drops ooze out and had to put my hands on the table to steady myself as Savannah continued to suck my drained cock.
Releasing it she took her fingers and scooping up some cum from her tits brought them to her mouth and eagerly sucked on them. She moaned softly and releasing her fingers with a smack of her lips sighed, "Hmm, I love the taste of cum!" she then smiled up at me, "Guess I had breakfast too!"
I gave her a tired smile and stepping to the side, all but fell into the chair next to me. "Oh, man." I sighed, "Holy shit."
"Holy shit is right baby." Savannah laughed and standing, sat up on the table in front of me.
There was still cum dripping down her tits and stomach and beginning to try to get up, I said, "I'll get you some napkins."
"Screw that." She waved her hand, "You can wash it off me in the shower."
"Shower?"
"Yes, the shower." She gave me that sultry smile from last night, "I told you we're going to have fun baby. We're going to take a nice long hot shower and when we're all clean, I'm going to suck you hard and you're going to fuck me against the bathroom wall."
"Damn." I whistled, "You are fucking hot."
"So are you baby, and I think you should be cured of your little problem, don't you?"
"I think so." I allowed myself a huge smile. "No problems at all."
"And there won't be." She said grabbing my dripping cock, "But to be sure you should keep letting me help you, you know, just in case."
"Okay." I laughed, "Never know right?"
"Exactly."
"Man," I said, looking at her sitting there naked on the table, cum oozing down her body, "My mother would be fucking pissed!"
"Serves her right." Savannah said, "I owed her one after all."
"Excuse me?" I asked.
With a nasty grin, she said, "Remember when I said your mother wasn't so innocent in college?"
"Yeah." I nodded.
"Well that little slut didn't just fuck one of my boyfriends, but two of them and I always told her I would get even."
"So that's why you fucked me?" I frowned, "Just to get even?"
"No," she leaned over and kissed my cheek. "I fucked you because I needed it bad, but guys my age are jerks and you're so damn hot and you're so sweet being all nervous, I couldn't resist." She laughed, "The revenge is icing on the cake."
"You...you're not going to tell her are you?" I asked, feeling my stomach twist.
"Nope." She shook her head, "But I won't have to, she'll know."
"How?"
"Women our age know things Cory, we can sense it. Especially when sex is involved." She nodded, "Oh, yeah your mom's going to know I fucked her little boy, but she won't be able to say anything about it, because she can't prove it. But she'll know."
"If you say so," I told her.
"Besides if nothing else she'll know once I move out."
"How will she?"
Savannah smiled and sliding off the table took me by the hand, "Well why else would you be coming over my house once I move in?"
"Coming over?"
"Hmm." She winked, "And sleeping over. Don't get me wrong, I'm not going to be your girlfriend. You feel free to go out and enjoy those pretty young things. But I want you to make some room for me," She laughed and took my hand, "I can be your cougar with benefits. Now come on baby, we have a shower to take."
*****
Author's note: Hey, you made it to the end! Always a good sign! I hope this fun romp 'did it' for you. I know I had to seek out my other half when I was done with it. Very much a cougar/cub fan and hey, cougars and kittens are fun to (if you like those check out my story Her Best Friend's Daughter.) So I am very much enjoying writing these stories and hopefully you are enjoying reading them. If you liked/hated the story please take a minute and vote and comment and let me know why. Meantime, this will be my last story before Christmas so allow me to wish all of you a happy and safe Christmas. Lovecraft68



            Milf Tails: Clean Dirty Fun

            Mark has fun in the tub with his best friend's mom!

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/milf-tails-clean-dirty-fun

Title: Milf Tails: Clean Dirty Fun

Author: lovecraft68

Category: Mature

Description: Mark has fun in the tub with his best friend's mom!

Tags: milf tails, cougar cub, cougar, sex in the tub, cougar sex, older woman younger man, best friend's mom, mildf sex, milf

Series: Milf Tails


Author's note: I know I said my last story would be it for 2014, but the response to the last installment of this series was so good, I figured how about a late Christmas present for my loyal readers and hopefully some new ones as well. So far the feedback from the first two Milf Tails has been very encouraging and I hope I don't let you down with this one. LC68

Man was bed going to feel good I thought as I gratefully cruised into my driveway. I'd pulled third shift at Wal-Mart last night, filling in for a last minute call out then after a quick stop home to shower and grab breakfast had rushed to make my nine am class. Today was one of only two days during the week I had classes all day and I'd thought about not taking the shift, but it was eight extra hours and the money would come in handy.
Besides it wasn't like I had anything better to do at night after Melissa had broken up with me a month ago. "I think we're better off being friends." I muttered, shutting the car off and gathering my books from the passenger seat. Turned out that was code for "I'd rather go out with John, he's on the football team!"
Not that I shouldn't have seen that coming, Melissa was stuck up and all about image, but she was hot as hell and.... Actually not all that wild in bed, more the 'I'm hot, I know it, so enjoy me' type. But she was that hot and worth being a little boring. Guess at the end of the day I'd been caught up in image as well, enjoying the other guys knowing I was with her.
On that note, even sitting there in the car and as tired as I was, my cock began to swell. Between work and school I hadn't had much time for a social life and hadn't gotten any since Miss Priss and just the thought of her had me getting worked up. My parents weren't home yet so it looked like my plan for the next couple of hours was stroking it to some porn and a nap.
"Living la vida loca, Tom." I muttered, getting out of the car.
My cell rang and glancing at it, I saw it was Steve, "Hey, man, what's going on, aren't you at work?"
"Hey Tom, yeah I'm on break, I need a favor."
"What's that?" I asked, walking up the driveway. I was so tired every step felt like an effort and I couldn't wait to hit the sack, well after some relief, that is.
"I got a chance to stay a couple of extra hours tonight."
"Cool, I picked up hours last night, we keep saving we can go on that trip to Florida this summer." I whistled into the phone, "Nude beaches, Steve!"
"Yeah, I know, but about that favor?"
"Oh, sorry, I was thinking about tanned tits." I laughed.
"Get laid, Tom." He laughed in return, "Tits are all you think about."
"You don't?"
"Well...yeah, but I have a pair I can play with."
"Thanks." I rolled my eyes, "That's some way to ask for a favor."
"Sorry," he said sounding anything but. "I have class tonight and planned on having time to go home and eat and grab my book. Can you swing by my house and grab my Anatomy book and the notebook on top of it and drop it off here?"
"Aw, come on, man! You should have called ten minutes ago I was right by your house, I just got home."
"So it'll only take a half hour to grab the book and drop it off."
"Can't your mom do it?" I asked, "I worked all night and had class all day, my eyes are burning."
"She's not answering; she might be out by the pool and doesn't take her phone outside with her, says that's her time to not be bothered."
I didn't answer right away, instead I pictured Steve's mom, Karen by the pool. Saying my best friend's mom was hot was like saying Bill Gates had a few bucks, the woman was smoking! Last time I slept over Steve's, I'd spent a good part of the afternoon lounging by the pool with my sunglasses on so Karen, and Steve for that matter, couldn't see me ogling her. She'd been wearing a two piece red bathing suit some girls my age wouldn't wear and looked just as good in it!
I'd known Steve for five years and lost track of how many times I'd spanked it to his mother. Every time I slept over his house it was inevitable. I'd wait until I was sure he was asleep and laying there on the spare bed, not five feet from him, I would blow a load to the thought of Karen blowing me.
"Hello? You there?" Steve asked.
"Yeah," I answered, stopping at my front door and adjusting the raging hard on in my shorts. Jeez I needed to get some. "I was..." I grinned, "Just thinking about your mom by the pool."
"Don't be an ass." Steve replied, "I get that enough from the other guys."
"Hey, that frat Jack belongs to voted her cougar of the year!"
"I know."
"Hey, I'm just goofing with you, Steve." I eased up sensing he was annoyed.
I didn't blame him, Steve had been enduring comments about his mother since his friends were old enough to know what sex was and although he usually laughed it off, it did get to him sometimes. I felt a quick pang of guilt. I was his best friend and he was right, I didn't need to bust him up about it.
"Yeah, I get it, but it gets old." He replied, "So anyway, I know it's a hassle, but can you grab my books? I don't need them for a couple of hours if you need to do other things."
I now felt like a jerk and responded quickly, "No worries I'll head over now that way I and drop them off and come home and pass out."
"Hey, thanks, Tom! You're a real friend, buddy!"
"Remember that and see if Cindy has any single friends." I told him.
"Will do!" he laughed and hung up.
Well, at least I could probably catch Karen by the pool and perv on her a little without Steve around. Yup, that was me, a real friend.
*****
I pulled in front of Steve's house and before I exited the car, paused to run my fingers through my dirty blond hair, fixing a few strays that were sticking up. Getting out, I took a minute to tuck in the sleeveless black t-shirt I'd changed into.
After a glance at my reflection in my side mirror, I rolled my eyes and pulled it out. The fact I'd changed into it at all was idiotic. I'd been hitting the gym and getting some sun and a couple of girls at school had made remarks I was looking pretty good.
For whatever reason I always tried to look good around Steve's mother, well at least since I'd noticed she was a hundred percent bona fide Milf as hot as any of the ones I watched on the porn sites. In fact it was my best friend's mom who had unwittingly got me into checking out milf and cougar porn in the first place. I'd sit there and watch those lucky young bastards getting taken for a ride by a hot woman twice their age and wonder if any of that stuff ever really happened.
I supposed it did, but not that much. Steve's mother was hot, but she had a professional job, was always a mom first before anything else and acted pretty reserved around me and his other friends. Then again, that damn bathing suit. She had to know it drove me wild.
As I made my way to along the front of his house it occurred to me I'd only seen her wear it when it was just me around. When there were a few of us either she never came out or wore a one piece bathing suit.
Not that she wasn't hot in that too; but it was nowhere near as revealing as the red one. Last time I saw her in that, she had bent over to pick something up and I thought her tits were going to fall out. Those tits were big enough to keep her floating in the pool on their own and went along with a nice well rounded ass and just enough hips to give her a hell of a figure. No, Karen wasn't a slender little thing like Melissa or most of the other girls, she was all woman.
Speaking of that woman, a grin spread across my face as I walked up to the gate that led into the backyard. I opened it quietly hoping that Karen would be lying out on her chair and I would get some time to check her out. Last time she had been lying on her stomach and her ass looked so fine I'd slipped into the house and whacked off right in the bathroom while staring at her well displayed ass cheeks.
I frowned when I looked around and saw she wasn't out there. Closing the gate I walked back across the front of the house and peeked into the garage. Her car was there and with a shrug I went and tried the front door. It was locked so I rang the bell. When no one answered I pulled out my phone and texted Steve
"Doors locked and I don't see your mom anywhere."
He replied within a couple of minutes
"She might e taking a nap, there's a key under the stupid gnome in the backyard for the side door, just be quiet."
I went back into the yard and grabbing the key from under the gnome let myself in.
"Mrs. Williams?" I called softly, "I'm here to grab Steve's books."
I stood inside the doorway and when she didn't call out from anywhere or show up in the kitchen walked through the first floor and headed upstairs to where the bedrooms were. I passed Karen's and saw the door was open and she was nowhere to be found.
I noticed one of the top drawers of her bureau was open and thought about sneaking in and taking a look at her thongs. Not that I knew for sure she wore them, but I'd seen her in some tight slacks and never saw any lines.
I had the visual of finding one she had worn in her hamper and taking it home with me and using it to...
"Knock it off, sicko." I muttered, but moved away from the room before I went in anyway.
I slowed down when I noticed the bathroom door on the right was partially open and a flickering light coming from within it. The house had two bathrooms, a small one downstairs Steve used and a large one up here his mother had spent a lot of money remodeling including adding a large tub with massage jets like the ones at the spas. Steve was no longer allowed to use it as his mother had dubbed it her 'special place' and would soak for hours.
I stopped a couple of feet from the door and was assailed by the scent of strawberries. I heard a small splash, followed by another and realized she must just be getting into the tub. I knew I should call out and tell her I was there so she could close the door, but instead eased closer. If I remembered correctly, the tub as long the left wall, meaning I would be able to see it from alongside the door.
Better yet, Karen had installed a full length mirror on the wall at the end of the tub and one time when I was walking past I had caught a glimpse of her standing by the sink in just a towel even though she was out of the doors line of sight.
I felt a thrill go through me as it dawned on me if she was in the tub I could see her in the mirror. I slid my feet across the carpet until I reached the doorway. Taking a step back from it I moved to the side so I was looking in through the half open door.
I couldn't have timed it any better! Karen was still standing in the tub with her back to me. The blinds were drawn, but there were several candles lit and her tanned skin appeared to glow in the flickering light. My eyes trailed down her back, taking in her smooth skin and long blonde hair before focusing on her incredible ass.
Her well rounded cheeks looked amazing and the tan lines from her bikini made it even better. As good as her back looked; I tore my eyes away to look into the mirror opposite her.
"Oh, fuck." I mouthed at the sight of her tits.
Karen's tits were even bigger than I had imagined and despite their size still standing up damn well. Again the milky skin of the outer half of her breasts that the bikini covered was a sexy contrast to the rest of her bronzed flesh. Even hotter were her pink nipples, her erect nipples!
Karen raised her arms to put her hair up, lifting her huge tits to an even sexier angle and my cock began to swell in appreciation.
My eyes made their way down her soft stomach and swell of her hips to linger on the small patch of blonde fur between her legs. I could just see the pink flesh of her pussy peering out from between her lush thighs when she lowered herself into the tub and stretched out.
All I could see now was the back of her head resting against the curved end of the tub and her arm along side of it. But the mirror had a view, and what a view it was! Karen didn't have any suds in the water so even with her breasts partially submerged I could still make out her nipples below the surface and her long legs were stretched out. I moved a little closer hoping to get a view between her legs, but she had them closed.
I stifled a groan when I had to shift my fully hard cock in my shorts where it was bending painfully. I pushed it down my leg and could feel it throbbing against my thigh. Goddamn she was hot! Karen released a long sigh and put her hands on her breasts. My eyes widened and my already aching cock twitched against my leg when she ran her long purple finger nails across her swollen nipples.
"Hmmm" she purred and pulled on them, stretching her pink flesh.
Oh goddamn! I thought as her fingers teased and stroked her tits. Karen moaned softly, the noise sending a shiver through me. As hot as watching her play with her tits was Karen made things even hotter.
Lifting her leg from the tub she placed it along the side of it. Pressing her foot against the wall and sliding her hand under the water, she slipped it between her legs. Karen let her head fall back and released a long deep groan.
I could see her hand moving and Karen was breathing hard through her full parted lips. I noticed her large blue eyes were open and she was staring into the mirror watching her fingers on her nipple. Holy shit! It had never dawned on me that the purpose for a mirror would be to watch while she lay in the tub or showered. Damn, Karen wasn't just hot; she knew it and loved it.
Not just her either! I could imagine her fucking some lucky guy in there and watching as she did. I wondered if she got on her knees and blew them in there. Steve had made several remarks his mom didn't date much, that she worked a lot and was still a little awkward with bringing guys home when Steve was around. The mirror made me wonder about that; Steve worked and went to school leaving Karen plenty of time to enjoy some male company.
Right now Karen was enjoying her own company and with another cock inspiring moan she lifted her other leg. Placing her wet foot against the mirror, she kept that leg up along the wall and I stared at her foot on the mirror.
Her toe's were painted the same purple as her fingers and she was wearing a silver ring on the middle toe, Christ, even her feet were sexy! I was in visual overload, trying to see everything at once, her fingers on her tit, her hand between her legs and the look of pleasure on her face as she played with herself.
Karen was moaning louder then stopped and brought her hand up from between her legs. She reached down next to the tub and picked something up. I had to fight to keep my jaw from dropping when I saw it was a purple vibrator. Karen brought it to her mouth and teased the tip along her sensual lips. She parted them and to my enjoyment slid the vibrator partway into her mouth.
She moaned around it as she slid it in and out as if it were a cock. She wasn't the only one wishing it was a cock because all I could think of was those lips around mine. Karen slipped the toy from her mouth and turned it on. The loud hum sent a shiver through me and I saw one run through her when she placed the tip against her swollen nipple.
"Oh, yes." She said softly.
She held it to her nipple for a moment before switching to the other. Karen worked it back and forth, moaning and sighing as she teased her excited flesh. She then ran the toy down between her breasts and under the water, I watched in the reflection as she slid the toy along her inner thighs then up through the lips of her pussy.
I couldn't quite make out her pussy under the water, but could plainly see the purple toy. She was working it up and down and gasped whenever it struck the top. I could only imagine how hard her clit was at this point.
Karen was breathing heavily and I noticed a trickle of sweat running down between her beautiful breasts. Between the hot water and the candles I could feel the heat from where I was and was doing some sweating myself, although I was sure it from the show before me more than the heat escaping from the bathroom.
Karen kept the vibrator at the tip of her pussy and with a long moan started moving her hips under the water, grinding her pussy into the toy. She stopped and I swallowed hard when I saw the toy disappear between her legs.
"Oh, honey." Karen purred as she buried the toy in her pussy, "Hmm that feels good, nice and slow."
She began to work the toy in and out and as she described, slowly, sliding it just about all the way out before working it back in.
"Oh, yeah." He moaned, her other hand busy on her nipple again, "Now faster."
She moved the vibrator faster and then moaned out, "Harder!"
Her arm pumped furiously back and forth as she thrust the toy repeatedly inside her. She released her nipple and slipping her other hand beneath the water stroked her clit. My hand dropped between my legs and rubbed my throbbing prick through my shorts. I could feel the tip dripping on my thigh and was breathing through my mouth trying not to moan as I caressed my excited cock.
"Yes!" She groaned, "Just like that! Come on, baby, fuck my pussy! Fuck me hard, baby!"
Karen was getting louder and louder and I was now jerking my cock through my shorts, my fingers wrapped round the bulging material and rubbing it as fast as I could. My cock was at an angle against my leg and my knees started shaking as I tried to cum through my shorts and boxers.
Somewhere in the back of my lust addled brain it occurred to me how sleazy this was. I was standing in the hallway ready to blow a load in my underwear while watching my best friend's mother get off in the tub. But there was no way I was going to stop; this was just too fucking hot like something straight out of porn, including Karen talking herself through it.
"Fuck yeah!" she cried out, "Oh...Oh..." she began gasping and her mouth stretched into a soundless cry as her back arched and...
My phone beeped loudly in my pocket as I received a text. I froze; my hand on my cock and swallowed hard, hoping Karen hadn't....the damn phone went off a second time and in the tub, Karen stopped moaning and sat up. Now this didn't happen in the movies, I thought just as she stared into the mirror. Her eyes widened and turning her head she exclaimed, "Tom!?!"
I stood there with a sinking feeling in my stomach unsure of what to do. Karen was facing the door and snapped, "I see you, you little shit! Get your ass in here!"
The sinking feeling became a sharp twist and with my head down, I slowly shuffled into the bathroom. I stopped once I was through the door and stood there with my eyes on the floor.
"What the fuck are you doing here?" She demanded, damn she sounded pissed.
"I...I....um..."
"Look at me when you talk!" she snapped.
"I...well, you're uh...."
"I'm fucking naked and you didn't have a problem looking until you got caught, now put your damn head up!"
In the years I'd known Steve I'd never heard Karen swear before and as I lifted my head I wondered if she would tell Steve, and worse, my parents. Karen had put her legs down and was sitting up in the tub, partially turned so she was facing the side of it.
She had her arms crossed on the edge and was using them to conceal her breasts, well mostly the lower half and her nipples, they were pretty big to completely cover with just her forearm.
"Well, I asked a question, what the hell are you doing here? Steve's at work, and...." She raised one arm, exposing more of her upper breasts and pointed, "How'd you even get in here?"
Taking a deep breath, I forced my voice to remain steady, "Steve is at work, he's staying late and asked if I could stop by here and get his books. You...you didn't answer the bell and he said to use the key in the yard to let myself in and get his books."



"There's no book in here now is there, Tom?" she stared at me, her blue eyes hard.
"N...no Ma'am."
"All that's in here is your best friend's mom naked in the tub." She said, "Naked and...entertaining herself, entertaining you as well, isn't that right Tom?"
"I...I just got here, really and I...I know I shouldn't have peeked in, but...."
"Bullshit!" she waved her hand at me, "You were watching for awhile weren't you? Watching long enough to start rubbing your damn dick." She gave me a nasty smile, "Mirror works both ways, you know. I saw where your hand was." She beckoned with her finger. "Come over here."
"I..."
"I said get your ass over here."
With a sigh of resignation I walked over to the tub and stood a couple of feet in front of it.
"Closer." I hesitated and she shook her head, "Little late to act like you care about seeing me now, isn't it? Come on you little peeping....Tom." She gave a quick laugh, "Well named aren't you?"
"I...I'm really sorry Karen." I blurted out as I came to within a foot of the tub., "I...I should have kept walking, but...I..."
"Wanted to watch me." She finished, she pointed at my crotch, "Was doing more than that it looks like."
I looked down and saw a round wet spot on my shorts where my cock had been dripping. My face grew hot and I knew I was blushing.
"S...sorry, Karen." I said softly.
"Are you? Or are you just sorry you got caught?"
I shrugged helplessly and she didn't reply right away. Instead she continued to stare at my crotch. As bad as my predicament was I couldn't stop my eyes from wandering. Karen had drawn her long legs up and I wondered if the vibrator was still between them? I took in her lush thighs and the curve of her hips. Looking down at her I could see down her smooth back and the swelling of her ass beneath the water.
"You going to answer me or keep staring?"
"S...." I caught myself. "I guess I'm sorry I got caught."
"Good answer." She gave me what seemed to be a sincere smile. "Now was that so hard?" She laughed, "Well from what I saw it was!"
My blush deepened, "I'm sorry for upsetting you."
"You did upset me." Her smile turned playful, "But not because you wanted to look, but because you were standing there like a sneak stroking yourself the entire time I was in here."
"Karen, I am sorry and, um, well...please...."
"Stop." She held her hand up, "Tom, how old are you?"
"Twenty." I answered, struggling to keep my eyes on her face.
"Twenty, not twelve and that's what you're acting like." She sighed, "You know a twenty year old in here with me might not be such a bad thing, but if you're going to act like a child."
"W...what do you mean?" I was more than a little flustered, standing here no more than a foot away from Karen who was butt ass naked in the tub.
The fact she hadn't told me to turn around so she could put a towel on or tell me to wait outside for her to change added to the surreal feeling of having a conversation with her.
"You didn't catch what I said." She sighed, "I'll tell you what, Tom I would like to have this conversation with an adult, not a nervous kid so let me help you out a little. I am not going to tell your parents or my son that you were standing here watching me play with myself and getting off on it. How's that? You a little less nervous now?"
A wave of relief washed over me, "Yes, thank you Karen!"
"So I'm the only person you need to make this up to."
"Anything!" I told her, "Seriously, I..."
"Oh, I'm sure you would do anything I asked, wouldn't you?" She smiled, "Bet I've done everything for you in that dirty little mind of yours haven't I?"
"Well..."
"You jerk off to me, Tom? You spank it to your best friend's mom? You lay there in my house and think about fucking me?"
I averted my eyes and she rolled hers, "Again, you want to be a man or a boy? Answer me."
"Yes." I nodded, "And I'm sorry."
"Why? I'm not." She smiled, "What's wrong with a good looking young man half my age, wanting to fuck me?"
"Um, well...." She had moved her arm along the edge of the tub and was now barely covering her nipples. "Because its..."
"Flattering." She told me, "Now think, Tom. Think about what I said to you about you watching me the whole time I was in the tub. What does that mean to you?"
I paused and tried to concentrate as she looked up at me expectantly. I repeated her words in my head and my eyes widened.
"You knew I was there the whole time!" I exclaimed.
"That's right; if you could see me in the mirror I could see you. Wasn't sure how you got in, but decided I didn't care."
Karen caused my heart to pound and my cock, which had shriveled in fear, begin to respond when she removed her arm and leaned back into the tub, exposing her breasts to me, "So what does that tell you, Tom?"
"That..." I paused and forced myself to sound confident because either she was seriously fucking me or I might be about to live out one hell of a fantasy. "That you liked me watching."
"Oh, very good!" She purred in that breathy voice she had been using while playing with herself, "Good boy, Tom!" her hands found their way to her tits and she slowly stroked her nipples with her thumbs as she spoke.
"I have a confession for you Tom. I know you look, I know all Steve's friends look and I fucking love it!"
"You do?" My eyes were fixed on her purple nails caressing her pink nipples.
"I do. Not when you guys were young of course, but once all of Steve's friends' coming around were hot college kids I loved them looking, but you were always my favorite."
"W...why?" I asked watching with a once again fully hard cock as her right hand slid down her stomach and she once again let her legs stretch out under the water.
"First off, you've turned into a very good looking young man, but more than that? A lot of those kids are cocky jerks and if I wanted that I'd stick with guys my age. But you? Always very polite, even sweet, far too good a catch to waste on that skinny little slut you were dating."
She gave me a nasty smile, "How's a real woman's body look? Your bitchy little girl didn't have tits like these did she?" She held one up for emphasis.
"No, hers were small." I whispered, unable to believe this was happening.
"I'm going to tell you another secret, Tom." She dropped her voice to a whisper, "I'm careful here for Steve's sake, it's a small city, but when I travel for work, know what I do?"
"What?" her hand had slipped between her legs and a soft moan escaped me as she pulled the vibrator from where it had remained buried in her pussy the entire time we were talking.
"I go to bars and find hot young guys like you. Not snotty or cocky, but a little shy and nervous and I take them back to my hotel and fuck them all night long." She sighed and slipped the purple toy back into her pussy,
"Hmm, I let them suck my tits and my pussy and if they're good boys I suck their hard young cocks and let them fuck me as hard as they want to."
"Oh my God." I groaned, my hand drifting to my cock.
"Guys my age are no fun, Tom. They think it's all about them, but it's not is it?"
"No ma'am." I whispered.
"Ma'am? I like that." She cooed, "I do. So when I can I find myself a young stud and have a hell of a night. I keep thinking wouldn't it be nice to have one at home? One I could fuck whenever I needed it and who wouldn't say anything?"
"I wouldn't say anything!" I blurted, causing her to laugh.
"No, you wouldn't because Steve would be so upset if he found out you were fucking his mother." She giggled, "Or that she was sucking off his best friend. No, you would keep it nice and quiet wouldn't you?"
"I would." I nodded like an idiot.
"Yeah, you want to be my little boy toy, baby?" she was breathing hard and I noticed her fingers were moving faster on her nipple, "You want to play with these tits you've been staring at? You want to be where my little toy is right now?"
"Yes please."
"Hmm, please, I love that. See that's why you're the one I'm going to fuck Tommy." She told me, "I like that you have respect because you will respect me even when I'm on my knees sucking your cock won't you?"
"Yes ma'am!" I stood there unsure of what to do, should I touch her? Stalling I asked, "I was really the one you liked looking at you most?"
"Hmm-mm, why do you think only you got to see my red bikini?"
"Damn."
"Speaking of seeing things, you're seeing all of me honey and you're still dressed, that's not very fair." She pointed, "Strip."
"I..."
"Boy or man?" she rolled her eyes, then shrugged causing her tits to bounce, "Guess you'd rather just watch then."
My answer was to quickly strip my shirt off and kicking off my shoes yanked my shorts down, pushing them and my socks off.
"Oh, look at you," she licked her lips. "You did fill out didn't you?"
Karen reached up and fumbling with her hair sat up and let it fall down her back. As she did this my eyes never left her tits and hers were focused on the bulge in my boxers.
"Those too, honey, let's see that sweet young cock that you were going to waste blowing a load in your pants."
I hesitated for a second. But when her hands went back to her tits, I shoved them down causing my cock to spring free.
"Look at that!" Karen gazed hungrily at my exposed cock, "Hmm, is that all for me?"
"Yes ma'am." I told her, "I...oh!"
I moaned when she reached out and wrapped her long slender fingers around it.
"Damn that is so hard!" she whispered as she pumped it slowly.
I moaned again and watched her hand slide up and down the length of my cock. Her other hand went back between her legs and she moaned, "You're so much bigger than this toy; damn I'm going to enjoy letting you fuck me."
I tried to answer, but all that came out was a low groan when she leaned forward and started slapping my cock against her nipple.
"I like that," she said softly as she rubbed the head of my cock back and forth across her tit.
I was dripping and my cock was leaving a trail of sticky fluid around her nipple. Still holding my cock, Karen lifted her tit with her other hand and looking me in the eye lowered her head and sucked her own nipple into her mouth.
"Fuck." I whispered as her tongue teased around her nipple.
Her lips were now coated with my pre cum and she made a show if pulling her tongue back, taking a trail of it with her.
"Goddamn, that's hot."
"Bet I know what would be even better." Karen leaned forward, placed her lips just above my cock and blew lightly on the tip.
I moaned as just her hot breath caused my aching dick to twitch in her hand. Karen smiled and placing her lower lip against the tip of my cock slid it back and forth. A pathetic whimper escaped me and she smiled against my cock. Her other hand slid between my legs and cupped my balls as she slowly jerked me off.
"Hmm these balls feel nice and full," she gave them a gentle squeeze. "And all that was going to go in your pants." She sighed, "When there's a pretty mouth and pussy right here that it would feel so much better in."
Her tongue teased around the tip and it was all I could do to not thrust my hips and shove my cock in her mouth. As if sensing my thoughts she looked up at me,
"Good boy, holding back. Trust me, Tom, I'm not going to tease you. Be a good boy for me and you'll get these lips around your cock. Be a real good boy and it won't just be today."
Not trusting myself to speak I nodded and stood there with my knees trembling as she continued to tease her sticky lips across my dripping cock while working my shaft and balls with her hands. If she kept it up much longer I was going to pop right there. Once again seeming to know my thoughts she released my cock.
"But I think you owe me something first, Tom."
"Anything."
"Good attitude." She laughed, "See you interrupted me when I was ready to cum and I think you should take care of me."
She reached out and ran her long nails lightly down my stomach, "Remember honey, the woman always comes first. You do that and you'll get very good things in return, trust me." She pointed at the floor, "Get on your knees."
I did as she asked; sinking to my knees next to the tub and leaning back, Karen lifted her legs to where they were before, one along the edge of the tub and the other along the wall, her foot resting on the mirror. Taking my hand, Karen pulled it beneath the water and placed it around the vibrator.
"Work that into my pussy, nice and slow." She said, and then moaned as I pushed it inside her, "Hmm-mm just like that.
Karen sighed and let her head fall back against the cushion built into that end of the tub and began moaning softly each time I eased the toy into her. I went slowly as she had asked and stared down into the water, transfixed by the sight of the toy disappearing into her pink pussy.
"Haven't done this before, have you?"
"No." I said softly, moving the toy a little faster.
"That's nice, just like that, now all the way in." I buried the toy inside her and could feel the heat of her pussy against my hand even through the warm water. "Now put your thumb on my clit and rub it nice and easy and ohhh, yeah!"
Karen's moan caused my cock to jump as I placed my thumb on her hard clit and rubbed it in slow circles
"There's a button on the bottom of the toy." She said, her eyes half open and her lips parted "Turn it on."
I found the button with my index ginger and when I pushed it I could hear the vibrator hum even from inside her.
"Yes!" Karen moaned and thrust her hips into my hand. "Stroke that pussy, honey, make it purr!"
I was leaning over and Karen's heaving breasts were only inches away from me. I lowered my head, my lips parted, ready to suck that gorgeous pink nipple into my mouth. Instead Karen grabbed the back of my head and turning my face met my lips with her own. I groaned as her full soft lips pressed hard into mine and heard her moan in her throat as I eagerly returned her kiss.
Karen's tongue pushed against my lips and I parted them allowing her into my mouth. As her tongue slid across mine a feeling a surreal feeling came over me. I couldn't believe I was kneeling naked on the floor using a vibrator on Steve's mom while making out with her. Karen's fingers tightened in my hair and her tongue was swirling wildly in my mouth, running along my tongue and the roof of my mouth.
I pushed my tongue past hers and into her mouth and moaned when she closed her lips and gently sucked on it. I fought to keep my thumb moving slowly and managed to use my other fingers to start sliding the vibrator in and out a couple of inches. Karen let her head fall back onto the tub and I quickly fastened my lips to the soft skin of her neck.
"Oh that feels nice," she whispered, her hand run caressing my back, "That's it honey, take your time, be good to me and I'll be good to you!"
She proved her point by reaching over the tub and grabbing hold of my cock causing me to moan into her neck.
"This cock is going to feel so fucking good in my pussy!" she moaned as my lips continued to slide up and down her neck, "Your best friend's mom's a nasty little slut isn't she?"
I started to answer, but was cut off by Karen arching her back, pushing her tits up even higher and shoving my face into the right one, "Go ahead suck that tit!" She demanded.
I didn't need to be told twice. I eagerly took her nipple into my mouth and sucked hard before swirling my tongue around her hard nub. I slid my free hand over and played with her other nipple, rolling it between my fingers.
"You bad boy!" she gasped when I moved my thumb faster, "Hmm, my good little bad boy, damn you're taking care of me!"
I leaned over and sucked on her other nipple, eager to keep pleasing her. Karen had my cock in her hand, but was barely moving her hand, only lightly caressing my aching flesh. It was a tease, but probably for the best as I would most likely cum in no time if she really stroked it.
"Faster," she moaned, "Move your thumb faster!"
I pressed harder against her clit and could feel the toy vibrating inside her pussy. I buried it to the hilt and moved my thumb in faster circles.
"Fuck!" Karen cried out, bringing her leg down, splashing water over the two of us.
She slipped her other leg back in and clamped them around my hand. She crossed her ankles and she thrust her hips up and down into my hand. She was holding my face to her nipple and releasing my cock, grabbed my wrist, squeezing it hard and moving it back and forth, helping me to stroke her pussy. She was moaning loudly and I could see her face in the mirror. Her eyes were closed and her mouth open as she breathed heavily.
I squeezed her nipple harder and did the best I could to pump the toy into her with her legs closed. Karen was making little yelping noises and arching her back released a long drawn out moan, "Ohh...a little more, don't stop, honey! I...I'm right there, I....fuck yeah!"
Karen shocked me by releasing a long loud wail and her hips bucked wildly into my hand. She squealed again and again, crying out in pleasure as she came against my hand. I could feel her pussy pushing against the toy as it contracted in the throes of her orgasm and she pressed my face harder to her breast.
"Yes, oh yes!" she moaned as she thrashed in the tub causing more water to splash onto me.
Karen's body went limp and with a long sigh she opened her legs and whispered, "Take it out."
I pulled the toy from her pussy and from beneath the water. Still holding my wrist, Karen guided the toy to her face and looking me in the eye sucked it into her mouth. She bobbed her head, taking the toy all the way down to where I was holding it and slipping her tongue out along my hand.
"Holy shit." I moaned as I watched her work the toy with her amazing mouth.
She released it with a loud slurping sound and sliding her legs under her, got onto her knees in the tub.
"Well, honey you made me come nice and hard so how about you stand up and I'll show you what good boys get."
I practically jumped to my feet and moaned when she immediately grabbed my cock. On her knees she was the perfect height, her mouth just over my cock and as she held it she once again slapped it hard against her big soft tits.
Releasing my cock she grabbed her tits and wrapping them around it, moved up and down.
"Oh, damn." I moaned as I watched my cock slide between her full breasts
"You like titty fucking me, Tom?" She asked, "You like how your big hard dick looks between them?"
"Oh, yeah."
She stopped moving and said, "Go ahead, fuck them."
I moved my hips thrusting my cock between her tits and Karen added to the thrill by lowering her head and flicking her tongue out, giving my sensitive head a quick lick each time. I moaned each time her soft wet tongue caressed my swollen head and she smiled up at me through her now sticky lips, "You want my mouth don't you?"
"Yes, oh please."
"Yeah, you want your best friend's mother to suck your pretty cock?"
"I'd love her too." It dawned on me she kept mentioning she was my friend's mother and that it turned her on. That made the twinges of guilt I felt about Steve fade away. After all if she was fine with it why shouldn't I be?
"Ask."
"Please, Karen, please....please suck my cock!"
"My pleasure." She winked and releasing her tits, grabbed my cock and with no hesitation took me deep into her mouth.
I cried out in pleasure as my hard flesh was taken into her warm wet mouth. Karen held me there and shook her head back and forth, her tongue swirling around my shaft. I moaned loudly when she bobbed her head, slowly working her soft lips up and down the length of my cock. I started to reach for her head, but stopped. With a naughty giggle around my cock, Karen grabbed my hand and placed them in her hair.



I wrapped my fingers into her long blonde hair and pushed and pulled gently guiding her head along my throbbing dick. Karen sighed and I saw her eyes roll back as she continued to suck on me. I looked down her back; taking in her round ass and saw her hips were moving, grinding in circles. Blowing me was getting her hot and that caused my already excited cock to jump in her mouth.
Karen eased my cock from her mouth and pressing her tongue to my shaft ran it down one side of my cock and up the other. I shivered at the sensation of her firm wet tongue and could already feel my legs shaking.
Karen smiled up at me and sticking her tongue into the slit of my cock made a show of coming away with a sticky line. She made a show of sucking it back to the source and opening wide let a long glob of spit drip down my cock.
She quickly sucked me back into her mouth, making loud slurping sounds as she sucked her spit from my cock. God, she was fucking incredible! I'd never had a girl act like this. Then again that was the thing, they were girls. Karen was one hell of a woman and a pretty horny one at that.
She did little to disprove that last thought when she slipped my cock from her mouth and moaned "God I love sucking cock."
Once again she took me into her mouth, but this time opened wider and I cried out when she took me all the way down to my balls. Karen made a gagging sound and I could feel her warm spit drooling down my balls, but she kept me buried to the hilt in her throat. Karen's big blue eyes looked up into mine as she shook her head back and forth, causing me to moan. She opened her mouth wider and again made a loud wet gurgling sound.
My eyes rolled back and I released a long groan when I felt her tongue slide out and lick my balls. Karen eased back a couple of inches then took me down to my balls again. She bobbed her head slowly, each time taking me all the way.
When she did it was accompanied by another loud gagging sound and a wave of her spit flowing down my cock and balls. Karen's eyes were watering as she forced herself to continue to deep throat me, but was moaning and her hips were moving even faster.She released me from her mouth and a huge line of thick spit and precum hung from her chin and tongue.
"Oh, yeah," she started pumping my spit soaked cock. "Bet your prissy little girlfriend never sucked your cock like this.
"I...hell no." I breathed.
"I love gagging on a thick cock," she purred and lifting my cock and holding it to my stomach sucked my balls into her mouth.
"Oh, God, Karen!" I cried out as her tongue swirled around my aching balls.
She switched back and forth, sucking each ball gently into her mouth, and then made a show of licking up all the spit that had been dripping on them. Karen's eyes were glazed over with lust and she was making soft sounds of pleasure as she bathed my balls with her soft wet tongue. I was moaning like an idiot and my knees were trembling as she worked my balls while slowly jerking my cock.
Karen ran her tongue up my shaft and once again took me balls deep into her incredible mouth. This time she wasn't going all the way, but was bobbing her head much faster and stroking my cock, jerking me as she blew me. Her free hand found my balls and lightly ran her nails across them. I whimpered pathetically as my legs shook violently.
Karen stopped sucking and looking up at me, let my cock go and grabbing my hips pulled me into her mouth, then pushed me back. She stopped and taking her meaning I moved my hips back and forth, fucking her incredible mouth. Karen moaned and brought her hands back into play on my cock and balls while I face fucked her.
I was moaning continuously and fighting to hold back, trying to savor every moment of her hot wet mouth and soft tongue. Karen was moaning as loudly as I was and started bobbing her head in time with my hips, driving my cock deeper into her throat. I stared down at her and watched the mind blowing sight of my cock sliding in and out of Steve's mother's face and at that moment she took me down all the way down and gave my balls a squeeze.
"Oh, fuck!" I yelled as my cock erupted into her mouth.
Karen squealed then made a sloppy gurgling noise as she continued to mover her head, milking my spurting cock. I had to fight not to pull her hair as my cock continued to fill her mouth with what felt like a huge load. Karen took me deep and I moaned at the sight of cum dripping from the corners of her mouth and around my balls.
Karen was making a mixture of moaning; gagging and gurgling noises that added even more pleasure to the act of cumming in her mouth and it was everything I could do not to cut loose and just ram my cock down her throat.
I moaned softly as Karen sucked hard on the tip of my cock, succeeding in milking a few more drops. When she was finished she eased my cock from her mouth then made a show of letting cum drool from her mouth and onto her tits.
As she had before, Karen brought her tits to her mouth and as I watched, licked them clean.
"Now that's how a real woman sucks cock." She told me.
"Oh, goddamn." Unable to help it I started to sink to my knees, but she stopped me by grabbing my still dripping cock.
"You can get on your knees, honey, but in the tub and right between my thighs; time for you to show me how bad you want my pretty pussy."
Karen sat back and putting her hands on the sides of the tub pushed herself up and easing back, sat on the large shelf in the corner. I stood there with my eyes wide and mouth watering as she lifted her legs and stretched them out along the edges of the tub so she was sitting there with her pussy wide open for me. When she reached down and slid her forgers through her moist pussy, my paralysis broke.
I stepped into the warm water and sinking to my knees between her legs, placed my hands on her bare wet thighs and leaning forward sucked on her nipple.
"Hmm, nice." She purred while I made a show of tonguing her pink nub. "Put your fingers inside me."
I slid my hand across her soft thigh and after rubbing two fingers through her soft wet lips, eased them inside her. I gasped at how hot, wet and tight her pussy was. Karen sighed and letting her head lean back against the wall said, "Go ahead, fuck me with them."
I worked my fingers in and out then placed my thumb on her clit as she had before. She moaned loudly and arched her back forcing more of her tit into my mouth, but a moment later whispered, "Your thumb feels nice, but its not what I want, honey. What I want, what I need is that good looking face and those big brown eyes looking up at me while you suck on my clit.
I wasn't going to argue with her that was for sure! I slid back further, enjoying the sensation of the still warm water on my cock and lower body. I kissed her stomach, teasing with my tongue and driving myself crazy with anticipation knowing I was seconds away from tasting her. I slid my tongue through her damp blonde pubic hair and spreading her open gently with my free hand gave her clit a soft kiss.
Karen's hips twitched and she let out a sharp breath when I sucked her clit into my mouth and swirled my tongue around it.
"That's, baby, suck that clit, oh, just like that!"
I'd started sucking her hard button in and out of my mouth while thrusting my fingers and could feel her thigh trembling against my shoulder. I eased my fingers from her pussy and she made a sound of protest, but that quickly turned into a squeal of delight when I slid my tongue through the wet folds of her pussy and plunged it inside her.
"Fuck yes!" She cried out when I moved my tongue around her hot little box.
Karen grabbed my hair and moved my head back and forth. Taking the hint, I kept my tongue rigid and thrust it in and out, tongue fucking her. I teased her clit with my thumb while I probed her pussy and her fingers tightened in my hair. I sucked hard causing her to gasp and a moan to escape me as I received a mouthful of her sticky sweet juices.
I inhaled deeply and my eyes rolled back at the scent of her. I slid my tongue out and started licking her pussy up and down, pressing my tongue hard against her wet flesh. Karen shivered each time my tongue made contact with her excited clit then whimpered when I took it away. She released my hair and I looked up to see she was playing with her nipples.
My cock stiffened beneath the water and as I slipped my fingers back into her pussy I realized that as soon as she came my cock would replace my fingers and I would be fucking her! Fucking Steve's mom! The thought should have caused me to feel bad, but instead my now fully erect cock began throbbing as if I hadn't just come a few minutes ago.
Karen was sighing softly and her hips were now rocking into my fingers, shoving them deeper inside her hot pussy. I swirled my tongue around her clit and pressing my finger along side of it held it as licked up and down, catching the top and bottom of it with each flick of my tongue.
"Oh, fuck honey!" she groaned, "Look at you, eating my pussy! You're pretty damn good at that!" she laughed, "Better than your little slut deserved! Well I'll take good care of you, Tommy, you lick my pussy like this and fuck me real good with that cock and I'll let you have it anytime you want it!"
Hot damn! My fingers started thrusting harder and I moved my tongue as quickly as I could.
"Oh, someone wants me to come, don't they" She moaned, "You want this pussy, baby, you want it bad, don't you?"
"Hmm-mm" I agreed as I sucked her clit into my mouth and taking a chance, eased a third finger insider her, stretching her warm wet pussy around them.
"Ohh, yeah!" She purred, "You getting me ready for that big thick cock, honey? I know I'm ready for it! But you better keep sucking if you want it because you can't fuck me until I come!"
I went back to licking as hard as I could and was now shoving my fingers in until my knuckles touched her pussy. Karen was making those yelping sounds again and her legs were shaking against me.
"Yeah, make me cum! Get that pussy even hotter and wetter for that hard young dick! Keep licking honey, please keep licking!"
Her saying please sent a thrill through me and I started licking then sucking her clit. Karen whimpered and ground her hips into my face. Lifting her legs she put her soft wet feet on my shoulders and used them to push herself up and down, sliding her pussy across my face.
I moved my head with her, keeping my tongue affixed to her clit and she started moaning louder. Her toes curled into my shoulders and she was now pulling her nipples to the point it looked painful.
"Yes, yes, yes!" She kept yelping, "Oh, right there, oh, Tommy! Oh, I'm going to come in your face honey, right in that pretty young...oh fuck yeah!"
Karen screamed so loud it echoed in the bathroom and I gasped when she clamped her thighs around my head. She bucked her hips hard into my face, shoving her convulsing pussy into my still flickering tongue. She was pushing hard on my shoulders, using her feet to lift her ass higher as she squirmed and writhed from her orgasm.
Karen's pussy contracted around my fingers and my cock ached with the desire to feel that hot flesh wrapped around it. Karen released a long loud moan then with a sigh opened her legs, but left her feet on my shoulders.
"Damn, I came fucking hard!" She laughed, "If I knew you could do that, I'd have fucked you a couple of years ago!"
I leaned back on my knees, licking my fingers and staring at her glistening pussy. My cock was partially visible, rising from the water and seeing it, Karen said, "Look at that cock, ready to go again, youth and enthusiasm! Now slide up here."
I rose up on my knees and was thrilled to see my cock level with her pussy. I eased closer and gasped when Karen reached down and grabbed my cock. I moaned when she stroked it then rubbed it up and down her wet slit.
"So hard!" she cooed, "You want this big cock in my tight little pussy, baby?"
"Please don't tease," I begged. I'd already cum, but licking her pussy and now having my cock right there against her hot pussy had my entire body trembling with excitement.
Karen pushed my cock down to the entrance of her pussy and I cried out in surprise when, with a thrust of her hips, she drove me inside her. I moaned loudly at the hot wet heat of her pussy and moved my hips, slowly sliding in and out of her.
"Fuck me!" she demanded, "I'm not a girlfriend, Tom, you don't have to play nice with me, this woman needs to get fucked!"
She shoved her hips into me again for emphasis and I began fucking her harder. She moaned in appreciation and reaching between her legs, spread her pussy lips open.
"Look at that long hard cock fucking me." She groaned, "God, that looks and feels so fucking good!"
Damn straight it looked good! My cock was glistening from her sopping slit and I watched transfixed as the length of my shaft buried itself deep inside her.
"Harder, baby, harder!" She moaned, while bringing her hands to her nipples again.
My gaze switched to her breasts, watching her stroke her nipples. They were bouncing as I fucked her and I tried to go harder to make them move even more.
"Come on, baby!" she told me, "You can do better than that! You've wanted this pussy haven't you?"
"Oh, yeah!"
"Then fucking show me! Shit, if I wanted it this easy I could find some guy my age, let's go honey, show me how hard you can fuck me!"
Remembering a movie I saw I grabbed her ankles and lifting her feet up so the backs of her thighs were against my chest I leaned forward, bending her legs back and driving my cock down into her.
"Fuck yeah!" She cried, "Goddamn that's deep!"
I fucked her as hard as I could and putting my hands out braced them on the wall over her head so I could fuck her even harder. Karen was yelping with every thrust and lowering my head, I caught her nipple in my mouth.
"Yes! Oh, this is what I need!" she moaned as her hands slipped around my back and began running her nails lightly across it.
I kept pounding away on her, loving the way her feet were just about over her head. Karen was bent like a pretzel against the wall and loving every minute of it. Yelping and squealing every time I slammed into her.
"Oh Honey!" she cried, "That feels so good!" she moaned then said, "Stop and stand up!"
I hesitated and she repeated, "Stand up!" with a nasty smile she said, "I want you to fuck me up against the wall!"
On that note I slid from inside her and stood up in the knee deep water. I took Karen by the hand and pulled her to her feet. She quickly wrapped her arms around me and all but attacked my lips with hard kiss. As her tongue drove into my mouth she turned us to the side so her back was to the wall. Karen grabbed my cock and I moaned into her mouth as she pumped it.
Leaning against the wall, she lifted her leg and hooking it around my hips shoved my cock up into her pussy.
"Oh, yeah!" She moaned as I drove my hips into her, "That's better, nice and hard!"
I slammed her harder and again she sought my lips. As we shared a deep tongue filled kiss I pressed her against the wall groaning at not just the feeling of her pussy, but her hard nipples pushing into my chest and the fact I was banging her like this.
Karen broke the kiss and pushed my shoulders, "Step back," she winked, "Show you how taking Yoga classes is for more than staying in shape."
I had no idea what she meant, but she sure as hell hadn't steered me wrong so far! With a wink, Karen lifted her leg straight up so that her foot was resting over my shoulder. She pulled me forward so that her leg was now pinned between us and cried out when my cock slipped inside her wide open pussy.
"Goddamn!" I moaned as I resumed fucking her fast and hard.
Karen let her head lean back against the wall and was crying out repeatedly as my cock penetrated her pussy deeper than before.
"Look!" she turned her head to the right.
I followed her gaze and gasped at the sight of the two of us in the mirror. I could see my cock sliding in and out of her as well as her body pinned to the wall. I started fucking her even harder and seeing her foot next to my face, took her toes into my mouth.
"Ohhh, I like that!" she sighed as I swirled my tongue between her toes while still hammering away at her.
Karen had her arms around me, holding me tightly to her and was now shoving her hips at me as much as her position would allow. I couldn't believe we were fucking! Never mind in a straight out of porn position like this. I continued to watch my cock thrusting in and out of her pussy and stated breathing harder and moaning each time I sank deep into her warm heat.
"Not yet!" she moaned. "Don't come yet! I need you to really give it to me!"
Really give it to her? Damn she was wild! Karen pushed me back again and this time when I moved away from her she turned around, put her hands against the wall and pushed her ass out at me.
"Go ahead and take me!" She cried out, looking over her shoulder, her eyes wild with lust, "Fuck me doggy baby! Fuck me as hard as you can!"
I grabbed her ample hips and drove my cock inside her with one long thrust. Karen squealed when I began pounding away on her pussy and spreading her cheeks I watched my cock plunder her amazing pussy.
Karen spread her legs wider and pushed back sliding further down the wall so she was bent over further. Her hands were flat against the wall and as good as it felt, I wanted her back against the wall as she had been.
I grabbed her breasts and pulling her back towards me, pushed her forward so her tits were pressed against the wall. I pressed up against her and continued fucking her while kissing her back.
"Ohh bad boy!" she cried out, "You like me like this don't you!"
"Yes," I breathed in her ear, "God you're so fucking hot!"
"Hmm, flattery will get you...right where you are!" she laughed then yelped as I slammed my cock back inside her.
She turned her head and placing her cheek against the wall faced the mirror. I followed her gaze once more and felt my cock jump at the sight of me pinning her face first to the wall. My cock was visible sliding in and out between her round ass cheeks and her mouth was wide open as she yelped and squealed. My heart was pounding and I was breathing hard through my mouth as I fucked my best friend's mother harder than anyone I'd ever fucked before.
My legs were starting to shake again and I was making soft whimpering sounds as I tore into her hot mature pussy. Karen pushed against the wall and moaned, "Let me bend over, baby! I want you to fuck me nice and deep!"
I stepped back so she was now bent completely over, bracing herself against the wall and squeezing her hips resumed fucking her. Karen yelped and moaned my name as I pounded away on her and as much as I wanted to keep going I could feel my cock twitching and the come racing through it.
I moaned loudly and gave her several more savage thrusts. I was prepared to cum all over her ass and her back, but when I began moaning at the point of no return she called out, "Hold it baby!"
I pulled my cock out and gasped as I grabbed it around the base, holding my come back. Karen spun around to face me and dropping to her knees, held her big tits up for me. I released my cock along with a loud cry as it exploded sending a long thick spurt of come across bother her amazing breasts.
I pumped my cock furiously moaning as I sprayed both her tits. Considering I'd already come there was quite a bit spurting from me and I did the best I could to paint her tits. When my cock was spent, Karen grabbed it and caused me to cry out when she took it into her mouth and sucking hard milked a couple of more drops from me.
"Hmm," she purred and sliding her finger through the cum on her chest scooped some up and sucked her fingers into her mouth.



"Oh, fuck." I sighed and sinking down into the tub leaned against the end of it.
"There you go, baby, you relax, you fucking earned it!" Karen turned and leaning back against the other end of the tub draped her long legs over mine.
I gasped when she rubbed her soft foot along my semi hard cock and she giggled, "I liked you sucking my toes, maybe next time I'll give you a foot job."
"N...next time?"
"Honey you fucked me way to good for me not to want more of that cock." She smiled at me, "You want more don't you, baby?"
"Anytime!" I told her.
"Good answer." She sighed and looked at her tits. "You made a big mess on my titties, Tommy."
"Sorry."
"Back to that again?" she grinned, "Are you really?"
"Hell no!" I laughed.
"Good because I'm not. Damn I needed that! Honey, I've wanted to find a hot young guy to fuck me that I can trust for awhile now. I think we're going to have a lot of fun together. And speaking of you taking care of me."
She held up her cum covered tits. "I think I should draw the curtain and turn the shower on so you can soap me up and get me nice and clean after we got all dirty."
"Damn, that sounds hot." I told her, "I..." I stopped when my cell started ringing.
"Shit! That might be Steve!" I told her.
"Check." She shrugged, "I'll still be here." She sighed, "Don't feel like moving at all right now."
I reached down over the edge of the tub and pulling the cell from the pocket of my shorts saw it was Steve.
"Hey," I answered nervously, "What's up?"
"Where are you? I called you an hour and a half ago!"
"I'm at your house." I said,
"Well how long you been there?" he asked, "What are you doing, playing around with my stuff?"
No, just your mom, I thought, but answered, "No, I...well..."
Rolling her eyes, Karen leaned forward and plucked the phone from my hand.
"Hey, honey." She spoke into the phone, "Listen Tom was going to just get your stuff and leave, but I had a problem in the bathroom." She winked at me. "My drain needed to be snaked and Tom was nice enough to take care of it for me."
I stared at her with a look of shock on my face as she spoke calmly to her son while his best friend's cum oozed down her tits. The look on my face caused her to smile, but she kept speaking normally, "Yeah its fine now, he really worked that snake in there," she sighed, "It really needed some attention."
She paused and nodded, "Well he just finished and as a reward I'm going to give him something to eat then I'll send him your way, okay? Okay, see you after class, bye honey."
She placed my phone on the floor and laughed, "I know I should feel bad, but God the fact you're my son's friend just makes this hotter!"
"Yeah." I agreed, and started to stand up, "But I guess I should get..."
I was cut off by Karen placing her foot on my shoulder to stop me from getting up.
"Not so fast, baby." She said and with a sexy smile she spread her legs and once again placed them along the sides of the tub. Reaching down she spread her pussy open, "After all I did promise to give you something to eat, didn't I?"
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I jerked my head up at the sound of my cell phone ringing and sat up on the couch. I blinked at the clock and was surprised to see it was four. I had lied down to watch some TV at three and must have nodded off. Grabbing my phone, I saw who it was and answered, "Hey, mom."
"Hey Luke!" Mom chirped in my ear in that annoyingly happy voice she'd been using over the last couple of weeks, "I'm around the corner, can you come help me bring in the groceries?"
"Yeah, no problem."
I forced my aching body off the couch and winced at the pain in my back and shoulders. I'd been working out a lot lately in order to try out for the freshman varsity team in the fall and everything hurt. I dragged my tired ass out onto the porch just in time to see mom's red Mazda pull in the driveway. I went down the stairs of the porch and as Mom got out of the car and walked around to the trunk, I frowned.
In addition to the new cheery attitude she had been displaying lately, mom's mode of dress had changed and I wasn't sure I was a fan of it. Even if my mother hadn't spent the first nineteen years of my life dressing so conservatively my piece of shit father claimed it was part of the reason he cheated on her, the outfit she had on now would be surprising. Mom was wearing a red one piece dress that didn't go all that much past her ass and hugged every curve she had.
The most prominent of those curves was her more than ample chest. As I reached the car I was just in time for mom to pop the trunk and lean over to grab some bags. When she did, I noticed that not only was the dress tight across the top, but so low cut, I thought her tits were going to fall out.
Mom leaned over further and I was confronted by the sight of not just a black lace bra, but I could see so far down between her tits. I could make out the darker skin around her nipple through the lace of the flimsy bra she had on.
I quickly turned my head, feeling as embarrassed as my formerly old fashioned mother should be. Not that I would have cared seeing her dress younger, as she was far more attractive than she let on, but this was too much. Mom stood up and turning to me smiled, "Arms out!"
I stuck my arms out as I had done since I was old enough to help and mom loaded them up with bags. As she went back and forth from my arms to the trunk I caught myself glancing down her dress each time. I didn't know why I was doing it, it's not like I wanted to see my mother's rack, it was more like a train wreck, like I couldn't not look.
I wondered what the guys she worked with were thinking. She'd been at the same job for over ten years and they must be wondering where she'd been hiding them as well as her legs. Mom was pretty tall, standing around five nine which put her not too far under my own six feet and her legs seemed to go on forever.
I swore I'd seen more of those legs in the last couple of weeks than I had my entire life. Prior to this mom's work ensemble had been pantsuits or if she wore a skirt it was always knee length and never tight.
Even around the house mom wore sweats or pajama bottoms. In the summer she would sometimes wear shorts, but they were baggy and pretty boring. Not that I thought she should have been parading around in Victoria Secret, but even as a kid I had noticed she dressed older than she was.
Not today though, I thought as my eyes had worked down her long legs to stop at the heeled sandals she was wearing. The sandals had straps that wound up her leg to her knee and I noticed she was wearing a silver ankle bracelet.
"Honey?"
"Huh?" I shook my head and pulled my eyes from Mom's foot just as I saw had silver rings on the second toe of each foot.
"Can you take a couple of more?"
"Sure." I made a show of curling the bags. "No problem."
"Ohh, look at you!" Mom cooed, grabbing my right bicep and squeezing it, "You're becoming quite the man."
"Uh, yeah, thanks." I told her, trying to sound like I didn't care, but for some reason thrilled with her comment.
"You must be beating off the girls at school."
"Not at the moment." I rolled my eyes thinking beating off pretty much summed up my sex life lately. "I haven't gotten back into the swing of things since Jenny dumped me."
"Well, what are you waiting for?" she asked as she reached in for the last few bags, and again my eyes were drawn to her tits.
Mom cursed as a couple of onions rolled out of the bag and as she leaned further into the trunk I looked up in time to see the two teenage brothers who lived across the street on the porch staring at her ass. One was shaking his head and said something that made the other nod. Taking a subtle step backwards I took in the view they were getting and had to admit if this wasn't my mother, I'd be staring.
Despite the fact she had never flaunted it before my mother had a damn fine ass. Even as I took in the shape of her well rounded cheeks in the tight dress I wondered where the hell that thought had come from. It was one thing to think my mother was an attractive woman, but to start specifically thinking of her ass or tits was a little disturbing.
As Mom continued rummaging around I continued to look at her ass and noticed that was tight as the dress was I couldn't see any panty lines, meaning she was wearing a thong. Mom leaned further into the trunk and my eyes widened when the ridiculously short dress rose higher and I caught a glimpse of the cheeks of her ass.
Turning around, I saw the kids on the porch sitting there with their mouths open and quickly stepped directly behind her, blocking their view. Mom picked that moment to back up, causing her ass to push directly into my crotch. I was still holding the bags and looked down at her ass pressing against my cock and started to step back.
At that point, mom turned slightly to the side and started rocking back and forth, "Jesus, this fucking thing keeps rolling away from me!" she snapped.
I stopped moving as her ass moved side to side, caressing my cock through my thin shorts and with a feeling of dismay; my cock begin to stir. I remained still, dumbfounded by the fact contact with my mother's ass was giving me a hard on and in public no less. As my cock continued to swell, I started to step back, when Mom exclaimed, "Hey, what are you poking me with?"
She had straightened up and turning around quickly, stared at me. I felt my face, turn red and taking another step back stammered, "Umm nothing, I..."
"Oh," mom gestured to the bags in my arms, "It must have been that can of soup," reaching behind her she rubbed a spot a few inches over her ass, "That kind of hurt."
"Oh, sorry." I said, a feeling of relief flooding through me.
"That's okay," she shrugged and reaching out slipped the onions into one of the bags. "Why were you right behind me like that anyway?"
"Uh..." seeing no other way around it and figuring sounded better than, 'Hey your ass was looking and feeling pretty good' I said, "Well those kids across the street were gawking at you because your dress was, um...kind of riding up."
"Really?" she laughed, "And you didn't want them looking at your mom? Oh, how sweet are you?"
Leaning over she gave me a quick kiss that I'm sure was meant for my cheek, but instead, the edge of her red lips caught the corner of my mouth.
"Um, anytime." I said quietly, a little confused by what had been about an inch shy of an actual kiss."
"But I have to tell you, that it's pretty exciting to have two young men checking me out!" she gave me a wink, "Maybe I'll give them a better show!"
Reaching up, mom removed the clip from her hair and made a show of shaking it out. I watched as her long light brown hair cascaded down across her shoulders. Leaning back, mom moved her head side to side, causing her hair to slide across her back and then turning exclaimed, "Hey what's that?" and bent over, causing her large tits to almost fall out of her dress.
"Mom," I snapped, "Knock that off!"
"What's the matter, Luke?" she asked a frown now on her face.
"You shouldn't be showing off like that."
"Why not?" she shrugged, "No harm in flaunting what you've got." She pointed at my arms, "Tell me when you take your shirt off mowing the lawn it's not because you know a few of the girls on the street are looking?"
"I..."
"Yeah, see." She nodded, not letting me finish, "So why can't I have a little fun?"
"No reason I guess." I told her figuring I should just let it go.
"I mean, do I look bad?" she spread her arms out.
"You look good mom, but...."
"But...." She raised her eyebrows
"Well," I decided to take the plunge, "Mom that dress is really too much."
"Too much?" she looked down at herself.
"Too much as in not enough. Mom you're....well you're showing an awful lot. That's the kind of dress a girl would wear to a club."
"So I do look bad in it." She sighed, "I...should have known I didn't have what it takes for this."
"No!" I said quickly as I saw her large brown eyes start to mist over, "You...Mom you look good in it, that's the problem, it's just I don't know, maybe sends the wrong message?"
"You really think I look good?"
"You do." I nodded, "I...I can see why those kids are looking, but..."
"Again, how sweet are you?"
"Yeah well...."
"Listen Luke," slamming the trunk shut, she slipped her arm around my shoulders and guided me forwards as she walked towards the house, "I know maybe it sends the message of, oh look at the horny mif, but...."
"Milf." I corrected her with a laugh.
"Okay, Milf. But it's not about what others see; it's about how I feel. Honey, your father might have had a point when he..."
"Dad was wrong. Period!" I said heatedly. "He was a cheating dog looking for excuses."
"Easy, honey," she said, as we made our way up the walk, towards the porch. "But he was sort of right about me being too uptight. My mom raised me to be proper and made me as big of a prude as she was. I could have dressed more attractively and as for..."
She hesitated, "Well what the hell, you're nineteen and not like you didn't hear the fights, when it came to sex I held back a lot and I should have been having fun."
"Yeah, TMI mom." I said as we reached the stairs.
"Right. Anyway I wasn't about to change, but then I went to that seminar and bought that tape and..."
She stopped when I rolled my eyes, "Not that damn tape again. Mom, that guy was a con artist and that tape is useless. It doesn't put you..."
"Enough Luke, I know you don't believe it, but since I have been listening to it I feel really good! I'm more relaxed and better yet, those inhibitions are falling away. I dress better, feel better and..."
"Hey, Pam!" A voice called from next door.
We both looked over to see our next door neighbor, Ginny, on the porch.
"Hey Ginny!" Mom called out.
"Hey, can you come over for a minute when you're done with the groceries? I need to talk to you about Jack's birthday party."
"Yeah, give me a few minutes I'll..."
"Go ahead, mom." I told her, "This isn't a lot, I'll put it away."
"Thanks sweetie!" Mom smiled, "That would be great."
"No problem." I curled the bags so they wouldn't hit the stairs and leaning over so she could speak in my ear, mom said, "Speaking of looking, I bet Ginny is checking out those arms. I know she looks when you mow," she sighed in my ear. "Can't say I blame her, you're a good looking young man."
The feeling of her hot breath in my ear caused a shiver to go through me and as she finished her lips barely grazed my ear and again I felt a reaction where there shouldn't be one.
"Thanks."
Pulling away from her quickly went up the steps and sliding the handles of the bag further up my arm, managed to open the door and let myself in. Moving into the kitchen, I put the bags on the table and looking out the window saw Mom walking over to Ginny's.
I watched her ass swing back and forth and lowering my gaze took in her long legs and those what could only be described as fuck me shoes. Mom reached the stairs that led up to Ginny's porch and as she climbed them, left my view.
Turning away from the window, I began removing the groceries from the bags and putting them away. I moved quickly and did the best to ignore the fact that I was hard as a rock.
*****
I had just finished putting the groceries away and was leaning against the counter, sipping a bottle of water and wondering what was wrong with me. Thankfully my erection had faded and better yet the entire time I had it I hadn't been envisioning doing anything sexually with my mother. Again I wondered what had gotten me going. Granted if that body had been on any woman but mom, I would be well within my rights to get horny over it, but it was my mother.
As I finished the water and tossed the bottle away, I wondered if it was because she had formerly been so frumpy and I was seeing how attractive she was for the first time. I rolled my eyes at my lame attempt to justify what had been nothing short of a sick few minutes. Maybe that would be it, just some weird random occurrence.
I frowned though at the thought of how even though I hadn't pictured anything pornographic with my mother, I kept coming back to how her lips had felt so close to mine and the weird rush I'd gotten with her breathing in my ear.
My thoughts were interrupted by my cell vibrating. Taking it from my pocket I saw it a text from my best friend Rick. "Hey, I'm out front, Joe's girl is over, can I hang awhile?"
Rolling my eyes, I texted back, "Little late to ask? I'll be right out."
Walking back through the house, I saw Rick's blue Toyota out front and going out onto the porch saw he was already sitting on the bench next to the door.
"Hey," I said, giving his shoulder a playful punch, "What's the matter, Susie getting on your nerves?"
"No, but listening to her and Joe fucking is getting to me, I'm getting to the point I'm swapping to my left hand for a thrill, so I don't need to hear that shit."
"I feel your pain!" I laughed as I started to sit down on his right, "I haven't gotten any since Jenny, I..."
"Hey, sit on my left, you're ruining my view."
I stood back up and turned to see him staring next door where Mom was still on the porch talking to Ginny. Mom had her back to us, but Ginny was facing us. She was wearing a tank top and shorts and not that I thought she was unattractive, but I had never really thought she was hot.
As I sat down on the other side of Rick, I said, "You're gawking at Ginny? Man you must be getting hard up!"
"Not her," he waved his hand, "The fucking hottie she's talking to!"
"You're kidding me right?" I rolled my eyes.
"Are you kidding me?" he asked, "Dude, look at that ass and those legs, shit, she bends over I'm going to..."
"Rick, that's my mom."
"Bullshit!"
"It is."
"Stop yanking my chain, I've known you since we were twelve and your mother doesn't have a...."
He trailed off and raising his hand gave a little wave. I turned back to see Mom was now facing us and was waving at Rick.
"Holy shit, where the hell has your old lady been hiding that?"
"Not sure, but I wish she'd put it back."
"My sister has a pair of shoes like that." He shook his head, "Only wears them to the club and doesn't usually come home when she does. Those shoes only say one thing."
"C'mon Rick, she's my mother."
"She's not mine." He laughed, "But seriously, she never dressed like that. What's up, she dating some younger guy and trying to look good?"
"No, it's..." I sighed, "A long story and you'll think it's stupid."
"Hey, we're best buds, you can tell me." He pointed at Mom, "Besides, I want to know what made her go from dressing like she was freakin Amish to someone from that show cougar town."
"Okay." I nodded, "Maybe it will help so I know it's not just me thinking she's a little nuts these days."
"Go for it." He winked, "I'll just um, you know, keep enjoying the view."
Ignoring his dig I began speaking softly, as if I were afraid mom would hear.
"Well you know my old man used the excuse that mom was a real prude to cheat on her."
"Yeah, no offense, but your dad is a real dick." "None taken, cause he is" I agreed. "Well mom thought maybe he had a point, and let's face it, like you said she looked like June Cleaver before. She also um..." I paused.
"She what?"
"Well not that I was asking, but she said she was pretty boring in bed too, her mom was one of those 'girls who like sex are sluts' types I guess."
"Not that I would say your dad was anything but the dick I said he was, but shit, imagine looking at that every night and not getting much?"
"Then jerk off!" I said with more heat then I meant too.
"Whoa," Rick put his hands up, I wasn't..."
"Yeah, sorry and honestly mom is better off, maybe now she can meet somebody who will be good to her."
"She's sure to find a lot of guys who want to be good to her dressed like that!"
"No, she'll find assholes looking for an easy piece. I mean, shit there has to be a happy medium."
"If she went that extreme with her clothes, I wonder what she would be like in the..." Rick trailed off when he saw me glaring at him. "Sorry, but you know I think she looks even hotter because of how she was before. So anyway... she decided to do a three sixty."
"Well yeah, but she said she couldn't. We were talking one night and I was the one that suggested she loosen up a little. Maybe dress a little more relaxed and try getting out to a club or those dating sites."
"She couldn't?" Rick frowned, "Looks like she did."
"I'm getting there. So anyway she said she just didn't feel comfortable and was getting upset. She ends up going to this seminar where some idiot hypnotist is selling these self hypnosis tapes to use at home."
"Hypnotism?"
"Yeah, some of the tapes are for quitting smoking, some for losing weight and my mother got one for losing inhibitions."
"Fucking thing worked!"
"It's in her head; that crap doesn't work. She's doing what she wants and using that as an excuse. She lies there every night in her room and listens to it. She tells me not to bother her because she's" I rolled my eyes, "Under hypnosis until the tape wakes her up and very susceptible."
"Susceptible, like you could tell her what to do?"
"I guess."
"Oh, man that would be great you could get her to..."
"Don't be disgusting!" I snapped "That's my mother."
I instantly regretted saying it, but as soon as he had made his comment I'd flashbacked to mom's near miss kiss and had wondered what a real one would feel like.
"Umm, yeah." He gave me a weird look, "I was going to say you could get her to let you use her car or get some money."
"Oh." I said, feeling like a moron.
"What the hell would make you think I was saying you'd make her do, something...dirty?"
"I don't know." I said, hoping I didn't sound as nervous as I felt. "The whole things got me upset; she's just shy of dressing like a slut."
"Does she seem happier?"
"Really happy." I sighed, "Like sickeningly happy."
"Then, dude, who cares? Let her be happy, what's the big deal?"
"I..."
"You worried you'll get your balls busted for having a hot mom?" he laughed, "There are worse things in life."
"I just don't want her to meet a d-bag."
"She was already married to one."
"Never thought of that." I told him. "I guess I'm just worried about her, that's why it's been on my mind. I don't want people to think bad about her, or say anything about how she's dressing."



"Yeah, well I'll never say anything bad about it," he let out a low whistle, "Front's looking just as good."
I started to reply, but saw mom had left Ginny's porch and was walking over. Even from across the yard I could see the top of her tits pushing up in the tight dress and she seemed to be swinging her hips more than usual.
I noticed she was staring at us and it dawned on me she knew Rick was looking and was getting a kick out of it. Mom reached the stairs and I was aware of Rick sitting up to try to get a better glance down her shirt.
I wanted to smack him, but mom had reached the top step and coming onto the porch gave him a huge smile, "Hey Rick, long time no see! How are you?"
"I'm good." Rick returned the smile, "You look really nice today Miss Hanson."
"Miss Hanson?" Mom shook her head as she stopped directly in front of Rick. "Come on hon, you're not a kid anymore, call me Pam."
"Um, okay Pam." Rick said, his eyes locked onto mom's chest which was even with his eyes as he sat on the bench.
"That's better," she told him, "But it really has been awhile and I missed you coming around!"
Mom leaned over and gave him a hug, practically shoving her tits in his face. Even though it was my mother, I couldn't hold back a smile at the look on Rick's face as he awkwardly returned the hug while his eyes all but fell out of his head staring down her dress.
Mom leaned back, but sliding her hands down his arms gave them a squeeze.
"You're certainly filling out Rick."
"Um, thanks," Still gawking at her breasts
"And you were always so handsome! Look at me on the porch with two good looking young studs, but one's my son and the other is like a son." She sighed, "Too bad, because..."
"Mom!" I exclaimed.
"What?" she asked, straightening up and finally removing her tits from Rick's face.
"That's a little much."
"Yes dad." She laughed.
"You seem pretty happy, Miss...I mean Pam." Rick said, "I'm glad to see you feeling better, you were pretty down for awhile."
"I was, and thank you."
"So," Rick looked over at me and winked, "What brought out this playful new side of you?"
"Playful? I like that!" Mom clapped her hands, "And I'm glad you asked! I went to this seminar and got this tape and...."
"Mom, please, he doesn't want to hear it."
"Sure I do!" Rick said, giving me a smirk.
"Don't be a jerk." I told him.
"He's not," Mom looked over at me, "You are. You mock it, but when I've asked you to listen to it with me you always say no."
"Because it's not real, mom, if you feel better its cause you want to." I pointed out.
"Right, I've always wanted too, but couldn't before. That CD helps me release all my inhibitions and whenever I listen to it, I feel like losing more."
"I want to listen to it." Rick said and I looked away before I smacked him right in front of my mother.
"Really?" Mom gave him a huge smile, "When?"
"I got time now," he shrugged,
"I...I thought we were going to catch a movie" I asked, giving his foot a kick.
"You got money?" he rolled his eyes, "I'm broke, you're broke, so since I have no plans, I'll listen right now."
"Great!" Mom said excitedly
"But, "Rick gave me a sly smile, "Only if Luke listens with us."
"C'mon honey," she leaned over and put her hands on my shoulders.
I paused as I was now confronted with the view Rick had and again found it hard to look away from the sight of her tits in the lace bra. Forcing my eyes to hers, I sighed, "Yeah, Okay."
"Yay!" she clapped her hands again and in that sickeningly cheery voice said, "Thank you Rick!"
"Anytime." He winked at me.
"Okay, I'll meet you in the living room in a couple of minutes, I have to get the CD from my room, I usually listen to it in bed."
Mom turned and walked over to the screen door and as she entered the house, I noticed Rick watching her the entire time.
"Shit," he said, "I wouldn't mind listening to it in her bedroom."
"Shut up jack ass," I told him as I stood up, "Let's go in and listen and don't be a jerk, okay?"
"You're a jerk remember?" he laughed, getting up as well.
"Yeah, so I heard." I walked over and opening the door held I open for him.
Walking past me he stopped and staring into my eyes, said, "You're getting sleepy...sleepy...Ow!"
He cried out as I punched him hard in the arm, and then with a laugh entered the house. With a sigh, I followed him in. Why did I have a feeling this wasn't going to turn out well?"
*****
"Okay, you guys ready?"Mom asked as she came back out into the living room.
"Yeah, I suppose, I..." I trailed off when I saw mom had changed out of her dress and was now wearing a plain black robe that was even shorter than the damn dress.
"I know I'm ready!" Rick exclaimed from where he sat in the recliner across from where I was on the couch.
"That's the spirit!" Mom laughed and walking past us went over to the stereo in the corner.
Knowing Rick would be too busy checking her out to pay attention to me, I stared at my mother's long legs as she crossed the room and looking down saw she was now barefoot as well. Her long brown hair was still down and again I found myself thinking, 'this is my mother?'
Mom bent over to put the cd in and my eyes bulged when I saw the tip of the cheeks of her ass when the robe lifted up. For a second I thought she wasn't wearing any underwear, but as she bent over a little further I caught a brief flash of red before she straightened up.
Taking the remote with her she walked around the room drawing the blinds to make it as dark as possible. When she went by me, I looked over and saw Rick looking at me. He shook his head and mouthed, "Goddamn!"
I knew I should have told him to shut up or to knock it off, but fact was, goddamn! Mom sat down on the love seat, and then turning sideways, swung her long legs onto it. There were an awful lot of those legs showing and I quickly lay back on the couch so I was now staring at the ceiling.
"Okay," Mom started speaking, "Before I turn this on, a couple of things. Obviously no talking and try to be as relaxed and open minded as possible, it won't work if you don't want it to. You guys ready?"
"Go for it." Rick said.
I mumbled the same and Mom thumbed the button. "Now close your eyes."
I did as she said and a moment later a voice so deep it sounded fake, began speaking.
"You're listening to this because you are not content with your life. There is something you want badly, but something deep within you is holding it back. By listening to me and letting yourself slip into a state of hypnosis, you can unlock those desires and when you awake be that much closer to achieving them."
I opened my eyes so I could roll them and turning my head, saw Rick was lying there, with his eyes closed and a serious look on his face. Really? I thought. Lifting my head, I saw mom was lying there with her hands folded on her stomach. Her eyes were closed and she was taking long deep breaths.
Her tits were rising and falling with each of those breaths and I noticed the robe had loosened when she had stretched out. I could see the inner half of her left tit and found I couldn't close my eyes. Instead they wandered down to her legs and took in the view of her upper thighs.
"Are you relaxed now?" The monotone voice continued; "Good, I will now speak the word release. That word not only signifies what you will be doing to whatever inhibits you from your desire, but the word that I will speak at the end of this session. Until you hear the word again, you will remain in your meditative state. This is why it is recommended to do this alone so no one can take advantage of your being open to suggestions."
"I could think of some suggestions to make right about now." Rick whispered.
Giving up on the session and needing to pull my eyes from my mother, I slid up to a sitting position and leaning over so I was close to Rick said, "For a minute I thought you were following this dumb thing."
"I tried for like five minutes." He replied softly, "Your mom looks like she's asleep though."
"No," I grunted, "She's just relaxed and in a suggestive state, remember?"
"Let's find out." Rick gave me a sly smile.
"What do you mean," I asked nervously.
Without answering Rick got up and walking quietly over to the stereo shut off the cd. I looked over at mom and saw she still had her eyes closed and was breathing deeply.
"Why did you do that?" I whispered.
"According to that goof, your mom will be open to suggestions until someone says the word, so let's see if this works or not."
"What are you going to do?"
"Ask her to open her robe and show me her..."
He stopped talking and backed away as standing up, I went to hit him.
"Kidding!" he said, putting his hands up.
I lowered my fist, and realizing he had spoken loudly looked over to see mom still lying there peacefully.
"Okay." I nodded, "But I'll try it. Hey mom?" I called out.
Mom opened her eyes and slowly turning her head to face me asked, "What is it Luke?"
She had spoken softly and her voice sounded thick as if she had just woken up,
"Hey, Rick and I wanted to go to a movie, but we're broke, can I borrow forty dollars?"
"No," she shook her head.
"You're doing it wrong." Rick said in my ear. "You're asking, you're supposed to tell her, that's what suggestible means."
"She's awake." I told him "Aren't you mom?"
"Yes." She said simply.
"She sounds weird." Rick insisted, "Try again, the right way."
"Fine. Mom, let me borrow forty dollars so Rick and I can go to the movies."
"Sure, let me get it."
Mom got off the couch and walked over to where her pocketbook was on the end table and removed her wallet. She was moving slowly, but her eyes seemed clear.
"Is this enough?" she asked as came over to us, two twenty dollar bills in her hand.
"She's screwing with us." I said, "She wouldn't say anything we didn't ask her about. Knock it off mom." I laughed, "Gigs up."
"Knock what off?" she looked confused; "You said you wanted money."
"Hey Pam," Rick said, "Luke's not borrowing the money you're just going to give it to him; you're not getting it back."
"Okay," she shrugged and pushed the money into my hand.
"Alright mom," I started to hand her the money back, "You can..."
"I want twenty for me too." Rick said.
"Sure, whatever you want." Mom replied and turning made her way back to her purse.
"Man, this does work on her, no way would she just hand us sixty bucks!"
"She'll take it back" I told him, "She is just messing around and..."
"Hey Pam, show me your underwear." He said.
"Rick!" I exclaimed, "Don't be a..."
I stopped when his eyes widened and he said, "Holy shit."
I spun around and my jaw dropped when I saw mom had reached behind her and lifted her robe up to expose her ass. She was wearing a skimpy red thong that was little more than a string between her cheeks. Those cheeks looked damn good and...." Damn good? What the hell was wrong with me?
"Still think she's playing?" Rick asked.
"Mom, knock it off, stop acting like that!" I snapped.
"Just doing what I was told." She said without turning around.
As she spoke my eyes were locked onto her amazing ass and even though I know it sounded stupid, I said, "She...she doesn't care because it's like wearing a bikini and..."
"My mom couldn't wear that bikini." Rick said, "But okay, think she's just thinking who cares if I see her thong? Pam, take your robe off."
I looked back and saw mom drop the robe back over her ass and bring her arms back to the front. A moment later I saw the ties to the robe drop to her sides and she started sliding the robe off. I watched as more of the smooth skin of her back was exposed and it dawned on me she wasn't wearing a bra.
"Pam, turn around." Rick said, an expectant look on his face.
Mom began to turn and just past her arm, I could see the swelling of her breast.
"Mom stop!" I shouted.
She froze and I added, "Turn back around and put your robe back on."
"Hot damn! Your mom was...ugh!"
Rick grunted when I slammed my elbow into his stomach and sat back down on the chair trying to catch his breath.
"Hey," he gasped, "What's wrong with...."
"You were going to have my mother show you her tits!" I hissed at him.
"Just seeing if she was kidding or not." He said as he managed to catch his breath.
"And you would have stopped her?" I asked skeptically.
"Well...." He grinned.
"Asshole." I muttered.
"Okay, I'll make it up to you, I found a few nasty pics of my sister she had on her computer, I'll show them to you."
"Whatever," I waved my hand at him, "Let's go to the movies, but I'm going to pay her back."
"What about my twenty?" he asked.
"Fuck your twenty. Let's get the hell out of here..."
"What about your mom?" he asked, pointing.
I followed his gaze to see mom still standing with her back to us. I was quickly struck by the image of her slowly sliding off her robe. I looked over at Rick and had a sudden urge to tell him to just take the money and go without me, that way I could...could what?
Ask my mother to strip for me? I had been seconds away from seeing her tits and now wondered what they looked like. Before my sick thoughts could continue, I blurted, "Mom go back and lay on the love seat."
Mom nodded and still moving slowly went back and as she stretched out on the loveseat, I sat on the couch and snapping my fingers to get Rick's attention, pointed at the recliner. He sat back down and not wanting to give myself any time to check out my mother and get anymore twisted thoughts, said, "Release."
Mom opened her eyes and sitting up, sighed, "Hmm, I feel sooo relaxed!" she purred. Looking at us, she asked, "Did you guys feel anything?"
"I felt..." Rick stopped when I shot him a look, when he continued he said, "I feel like a got a little closer to something I wanted!"
"Great!" mom gave him a big smile and clapped her hands. "What about you Luke? Was there anything you've been holding yourself back from, that you want to go out and get now?"
"Um, sort of." I said nervously.
"What is it?" she asked.
"I...I probably shouldn't say."
"Why not?" she prodded.
Because what I want is to see you naked, I thought, but aloud told her, "I think it would hold me back if I told someone and then they started asking me how I'm doing with it."
"Makes sense." She agreed, "Well, whatever it is, I hope you get it!"
****
I sat on the couch and looked at the clock. It was almost four which meant mom would be home soon. This morning she had asked me again if I had gotten anything out of the session and not wanting to disappoint her, said I did.
She then asked if I wanted to do it again with her. She knew I didn't have to work and with my finals over couldn't use studying for an excuse. Between seeing no way out of it and how excited she seemed, I agreed to it.
The problem was I didn't trust myself. Ever since Mom had not only flashed her ass, but had come close to stripping, I couldn't get it out of my head. Even when I was at the movies with Rick, my mind just kept replaying the visual of mom's absurdly fine ass and that robe almost hitting the floor.
When I got back home, mom was on the couch sleeping with the TV on. Not only were her legs stretched out, but she had her feet up on the arm and her robe had ridden up to the point I could see the curve of her ass.
I stood there staring and recalling how good her ass looked in that skimpy thong and my cock began to swell. I kept staring and my gaze made its way up to her chest, where the top of the robe had loosened and I good see most of her left breast. I had swallowed hard and with my cock throbbing in my pants had leaned over to get an even closer look.
I could just see the beginning of the pink skin around her nipple and had the insane desire to move her robe over just a little. The urge was so strong I had begun to reach out when mom moved her arm and I stood back so fast I almost tripped. I looked at her face and saw she hadn't woken up. I started to look away when my eyes found her lips and I remembered the near miss kiss she had given me.
Her lips were full, soft and as bad as it sounded, inviting. I wondered how it would be to kiss my mother. Would it be better than kissing any of the girls I had been with before? Would it be gross because at some point it would hit me how sick it was?
For that matter what would those lips feel like around my...I shook my head as if that would clear that last god awful thought. But it stayed there. Rick had once fooled around with a woman in her late thirties and he said she sucked cock like you only read about. Mom was a little older than that and sure as hell hadn't had any in awhile and I bet she would...
"No more." I whispered and forced myself to walk down the hall and into my bedroom.
I had tried to lie down, but my cock was still hard and at this point aching. Giving in I had slipped my shorts down grabbed my cock and jerked off, imagining what it would feel like to fondle my mother's amazing ass and what her tits would look like. I'd gone off in no time and even as I pumped the last of my load from my cock it dawned on me how sick I was.
Unfortunately I had been thinking even sicker thoughts today. It struck me that if Rick hadn't been there I might not have stopped mom from taking her robe off. I tried to convince myself, that it was Rick's fault she was doing it in the first place and he was responsible for these thoughts. Fact was I had been getting aroused by her out in front of the house and that little peck at the edge o my lips had put some strange things in my mind.
Mom hadn't remembered anything from yesterday to the point she had asked me this morning if I had seen any money laying around because she seemed to be short forty dollars. Between the fact she didn't remember what happened when she was in that state and Rick wouldn't be there, I could ask her to strip for me and no one would ever know. I'd spent all day telling myself I wouldn't do anything twisted, but knew deep down that wasn't the case.
I'd gotten so worried about it I'd called work to see if they needed me, but they didn't. I called Rick to see if I could hang out over there, but he was working. I tried three other friends and they either had plans with their girls or were working. No, I had nowhere to run and was going to have to control myself. I was jarred from my thoughts by the front door opening and mom coming in,
"Hey sweetie!" she smiled as she came over to the couch.
"Hey mom," I said as I took in my mother who was dressed in a one piece black dress that was as short as her skirt was yesterday.
Mom leaned over and kissed my cheek, and my eyes were again presented with her tits all but falling out of the low cut dress. I could see she was wearing a matching black bra. I dropped my eyes to see she was wearing another pair of fuck me heels and could already feel my cock stirring.
"You okay, honey?"
"Yeah," I nodded looking up so that our faces were inches apart.
"You sure, you're flushed."
Before I could respond, mom leaned forward and pressed her lips to my forehead. I let my eyes drop to her tits again and became aware of my cock fully hard between my legs. I was only wearing a sleeveless t-shirt and a pair of running shorts and a glance down at my crotch revealed my erection was pretty obvious. Mom moved he lips from my forehead and pressed them against my cheek.
Her long brown hair was tickling my arm and the scent of her perfume along with her tits in my line of sight told me my hard on was going nowhere soon and as she stood up, I dropped my hands in my lap.
"You're a little warm, you feeling okay?"
For a minute I saw my out, I could say I hadn't been feeling well all day and was tired. I could go upstairs and pretend to sleep and get out of listening to the cd. The next two nights I had to work and by then maybe she would forget about it.



I was starting to say I was sick when mom lifted her leg and placing her foot on the couch leaned over to undo the strap on her shoe. As she did her dress rode up and I was confronted with a view of her thigh and curve of her ass from the side.
"You up to the session Luke? If not we can always do it..."
"No," I blurted, "I really want to!"
"Good." Mom smiled at me as she switched feet to remove her other shoe, "I've been looking forward to it all day, have you?"
"Oh, yeah," I whispered as straightened up and turned to face me, "I can hardly wait."
"Well, then let's go listen to it." She laughed and walking over to the stereo removed the cd and stated walking down the hallway.
"Where are you going?"
"In my bedroom. They say to do it where you were most comfortable, but I wasn't letting Rick in my room." She laughed, "He's a nice kid, but I can tell he's a little pervert. Probably would try to tell me to take my clothes off or something."
"I...I don't think he would do that." I tried to laugh.
"Yeah, well I don't trust him," stopping at her door, she frowned, "You coming honey?"
"Sure," I nodded and standing up, quickly turned to the side so she wouldn't see the bulge in my pants, "Let me grab a chair, you have nowhere to sit in there."
"Don't bother; you can lie down next to me in my bed."
Oh, fuck me, I thought as un-tucking my shirt I pulled it down to cover my crotch, this was going to be trouble.
"Let's go," Mom rolled her eyes, "I can't wait to start!"
"Me either." I muttered as I began to walk down the hall my hands awkwardly clasped in front of my raging hard on.
*****
"You comfortable?" Mom asked beside me.
"Sure." I answered, well comfortable except for the fact my cock was semi hard and I was still keeping my hands over it.
"I'm not, hold on." Mom said, then sliding close enough that our shoulders were touching, she sighed, "That's better; I usually lay in the middle of the bed."
I didn't answer instead I looked down the length of our bodies to where Mom's long leg was pressing against mine. Her skin was smooth and warm and once again my cock was making itself known. I turned my head and saw mom looking at me. Our faces were not more than a foot apart and she smiled, "Thank you for doing this with me."
"No problem."
"Good, because I really feel like I'm getting closer and closer to exactly what I want."
"What do you want?"
I instantly wanted to smack myself as I had just given her an opening to tell me how badly she needed to go out and have fun or something inappropriate. Instead, and to my great relief, she winked, "You said not to tell or it might not work remember?"
"Oh, yeah." I laughed.
"Okay, just a sec." Mom leaned over and I heard a click and looking over saw she was lighting a couple of candles on the night stand.
"Isn't it supposed to be dark?"
"It's supposed to be relaxing and I love candles." She replied, "Here, there's a couple on your side."
Mom passed me the long plastic lighter we used for the grill and rolling over onto my side, I lit the two candles. Leaving the lighter on the table I returned to lying on my back.
"Okay, here we go," she said and reaching out, turned on the small CD player on her night stand.
I closed my eyes and barely listened to the lame voice going on about relaxing and suggestibility and whatever else it was rambling. Instead I tried to let my mind drift, telling myself to just chill and stay right there until the stupid thing ended.
More importantly, I tried not to think of mom next to me and what I had been picturing since last night. That was easier said than done with her leg up against mine. Nevertheless so far so good and even my erection was finally dwindling.
"Hmmm," Mom sighed next to me.
I opened my eyes at the sound as there seemed to be a little more to it than just a noise of contentment.
"Hmm, ohhh, that's nice." Mom purred less than a foot from my ear.
I jumped when her leg lifted and draped across mine. Moving carefully, I sat up and looked down at mom.
"Goddamn," I whispered at the sight before me.
Mom was breathing heavily, her tits rising and falling and her hips were rocking up and down. The leg she had draped over mine had straightened and as I watched, her toes curled and she released a long moan that caused me to look at her face. She was flushed red and her full lips were parted. Another moan came from those lips and my cock was once again in the notice me position.
"Oh, yes." Mom groaned as her hips started moving faster.
Her hands had been clasped across her stomach, but she slid her left down and to my surprise began pulling her dress up. I sat up further and watched as she hiked it up to her hips, exposing a lacey black thong. Her hand slid back down and rubbed her pussy through the lace.
"Yes, baby, hmmm, just like that!"
Her fingers moved faster and after a moment her other hand slid down and grabbing the thing started sliding it to the side.
"Mom stop!" I blurted out.
She paused, but started to pull at the thing again. Realizing the CD was still going, I leaned over her and shut it off. When I leaned back, I saw her hand had stopped moving and her breathing was slowing down.
"Mom, what were you thinking about?"
She didn't answer and remembering that yesterday I had to tell her what to do, rephrased it.
"Mom, tell me what you're thinking about."
"I'm thinking about what I want." She said softly.
"W...what do you want?"
"I want to get fucked," she said simply.
I swallowed nervously and was aware of my heart beating hard and my cock throbbing between my legs.
"I haven't since Bill left." She continued, "I need it so bad!"
"O...okay." I replied.
"But he was right, I used to be nervous and shy, now I want to be dirty, I want to suck and fuck and..."
"Mom stop." I said.
She stopped speaking and lay there staring up at the ceiling. I could feel the heat of her leg on mine and looking down at her still parted lips I licked my mine. Even as part of me said not to do it, the rest of me figured, what the hell it was just a kiss.
"Mom sit up for me."
Without speaking she did as I asked and when she was sitting up next to me, I asked, "Will you kiss me?"
"Of course," she leaned over and kissed my cheek.
"No, uh...will you kiss me on the lips?" "You're...." she looked confused, "You're my son, I shouldn't."
Shit! That made me feel good about this.
"Pretend I'm not." I told her. "Just um, pretend I'm some young guy who thinks you're hot you want to kiss."
"Young?" she repeated her brown eyes widening, "That's what I want, a nice good looking young man to fuck me."
"Fine, but right now, just kiss me."
Mom hesitated for a moment and I felt my stomach clench. She had spoken without being asked a question and I wondered if she was coming out of the trance. I was pulled from my thoughts, by her turning on the bed to face me. She placed her hand behind my head and I watched as she closed her eyes and parting those perfect lips leaned closer.
I cocked my head and parting my own lips kept my eyes open as her face closed in on mine. It had just dawned on me how pretty she really was when her soft lips pressed against mine. I gasped, then released a soft moan as those amazing lips began working gently back and forth and after a brief 'am I really doing this' moment, I returned the kiss.
Mom moaned in her throat and her fingers curled tightly in my hair. She kissed me harder and I had just started to return it just as hard when I felt her tongue slide out against my lips. I immediately opened my mouth and groaned when her tongue entered it and slid across my own. Getting caught up, I slipped my arms around her waist and drew her into me as our tongues danced across each other. Mom moaned into my mouth and I could feel her nipples pressing into my chest even through our clothing.
It occurred to me how much better it would feel if there was no clothing and after a brief hesitation, slid my lips from hers.
"That was nice," she breathed, "I don't want to stop."
"Mom, stand up."
She shrugged and sliding off the bed stood next to it. I took a deep breath and realizing I was starting to play a very dangerous and forbidden game, said softly, "Mom, take your dress off."
Without so much as a pause, Mom slid the straps from her shoulders and pushed the dress down to her waist.
"Stop." I said softly
She did as I asked and I took a moment to stare at her impressive tits in the black lace bra. I could see the darker skin of her nipples through the lace and could see them poking through the thin material.
"You like them, my sexy young lover?" she asked.
I almost asked her why she was speaking, when I remembered that I had told her to act as if I were someone else.
"Oh, yeah." I nodded, and then feeling my nervousness fading away said, "Turn around so I can see your ass when you take the dress off."
"Whatever you say, baby." Mom said with a wink.
She turned and grabbing the sides of her dress pushed it down to the floor. She bent over as she did and I felt my cock jump in my shorts at the sight of her perfect ass in her black thong. Like yesterday, the thong left the cheeks of her ass completely exposed. Unlike yesterday however, she didn't stay still, but shimmied back and forth as she stepped out of the dress.
"Goddamn, you have a nice ass." I told her.
"I'm glad you like it," she said as she straightened up. "Bet you'd like my tits even better,"
Still keeping her back to me she reached around and started unclasping her bra. When she finished she let it go and as the straps fell away I stared at her long brown hair lying against the smooth skin of her back.
Mom slid the straps down her shoulders and a second later playfully flipped the bra over her shoulder at me. It landed on the bed, but I paid it no mind. All I could think of, was I was seconds away from seeing my mother's bare tits.
I knew there were a lot of things wrong with that thought, but at this point I admittedly could care less. No matter what happened, mom would never remember this and no one else would know.
"You want to see them, baby?" she asked.
"Turn around." I said, my heart pounding in anticipation.
Mom turned and I frowned when I saw she had her hands over her tits. That frown turned into a smile when she released a little girl giggle and said, "Tell me what you want!"
"Mom, I want you to show me your tits."
"These?" She spread her fingers so I could see her hard pink nipples protruding through them and felt a wet sensation as my cock began to drip down my leg.
"A...all of them."
"Only if you come closer." She said, with a sexy smile that caused my heart to skip a beat.
I got to my knees on the bed and shuffled forward until I was kneeling on the edge of it. I looked down at Mom's nipples peeking out at me between her red tipped fingernails and said, "I want to see your tits."
"And you will, when you take your shirt off."
"I...you're supposed to listen to what I say," I told her, and immediately felt like an idiot.
"I..." Mom frowned, "But I'm supposed to release my inhibitions and take charge, that's what this dream is about!"
Dream? So mom did still think she was under and...It hit me that this was what mom was using the tape for, she wanted to be able to cut loose and fuck a...had she said young stud? Shit, I thought, my cock twitching again in my pants, Mom really wanted to be a cougar!
Mom was looking at me and seemed confused. Not wanting to do anything that might slow her up, or worse snap her out of her relaxed state, I quickly stripped my shirt off and tossed it on the floor.
"Ooh, look at you!" she whispered.
"Now let's look at you." I replied, my voice trembling with excitement.
"Tada!" Mom exclaimed as she released her tits and raised her hands over her head.
"Holy shit." I said softly.
Mom's tits were amazing! They were perfectly rounded and bigger than I had expected, but still sitting high and firm. Her pink nipples looked as hard as my aching cock felt.
"You like them?" she asked.
"I love them!"
"Then come love them!"
"Okay, I..."
My words were cut off by her reaching out and grabbing the back of my head, shoving my mouth down to her right tit. So much for telling her what to do, but there were worse things than having your face shoved into a gorgeous breast, even if it was your mother's. I eagerly opened my mouth and mom moaned loudly when I sucked her hard nipple into my mouth.
Her fingers dug hard into my scalp, but I barely noticed the pain as right now the only thing that mattered was that my tongue was swirling around mom's swollen nipple and she loved it!
"Yes!" she cried out, "That's it, suck that tit! Show me you want it!"
I started sucking harder on it and bringing my hands up, cupped her heavy tits and stroked her other nipple with my thumb.
"Oh, I like that!" she purred, "You know what you want don't you, baby?"
"Oh, yeah!" I said, while removing her nipple from my mouth and quickly going to the other.
"Good, because I know exactly what I want."
I gasped around her tit when I felt her grab my cock, through my shorts and give it a squeeze.
"Hmmm," she cooed, "Is that all for me?"
"Yes." I moaned around her pink nipple as she squeezed again and I felt my precum begin dripping down my leg.
"Bad boy, letting me play with your nice hard cock like this."
That caught my attention. Was she coming out of it? No, she would freak and knock me on my ass if she knew who I really was.
"Why is that bad?" I asked, looking up at her.
"Because it shouldn't still be hidden, it should be in my mouth not my hand!"
Before I could reply, mom put her hands on my shoulders and gave me a hard shove. I fell awkwardly onto my back, with my legs bent beneath me. Grabbing my ankles, mom yanked my legs out and let them drop so they were hanging off the bed. As soon as she let go of my legs, she reached down and started unsnapping my shorts and I was struck by what she had said,
"Y...your mouth?" I repeated.
"Hmm-mm" Mom nodded and unzipping my shorts, grabbed the sides of them, "Lift up." She told me. "I want that cock!"
I did as she asked and Mom all but ripped my shorts and underwear down to my ankles. My cock sprang free and I groaned when she grabbed it and squeezed harder than before. I moaned at the sensation of my mother's soft hand touching my now bare cock and watched dumbstruck as she dropped quickly to her knees.
She began slowly stroking my cock and running her tongue across her lips, whispered, "Look at this nice hard dripping cock! It's been a long time since I sucked one, especially one this..." she giggled, "Young."
She brought her other hand up between my legs and I released a pathetic sounding moan as she started caressing my balls while jerking me off. She was staring at my cock and there was a look of lust in her eyes that caused my cock to jump in her hand.
She licked her lips once more and as she lowered her head I thought, 'Holy shit, my mother was going to suck my cock!'
Mom slipped her tongue out and my hips jerked as it teased across the tip of my cock. She pulled her head back and my eyes widened at the sight of a trail of my pre cum dangling from it. Her brown eyes staring into mine she slurped the sticky fluid into her mouth and smacking her lips sighed, "Hmm, that's good, but I can't wait for you to cum in my mouth."
"In your..."
"In my mouth." She gave me a sultry smile that had my cock twitching in her hand again, "Every fucking drop. That way you'll be nice and relaxed and will be able to fuck me without cumming so fast."
"I'm going to fuck you?" I asked like an idiot.
"Yes, you are baby; you are going to fuck my needy little pussy." Leaning forward she pressed her tits against my thighs and asked, "Would you like to fuck me?"
"Yes!" I moaned as grabbing her tits, she wrapped them around my aching cock.
"But you want something else first don't you, baby?"
She punctuated that remark by starting to bounce up and down causing my cock to slide between her soft tits. Bending her head, she stuck her tongue out and again caught the head of my cock as it slipped up through her tits.
"Oh, oh, please don't tease me!" I whined, like the kid she was making me feel like.
"Tell me what you want," releasing my cock from between her tits, she caught it in her hand and leaning over, placed her mouth less than an inch away from it.
"I...want you to suck my cock!"
"Hmm, better than that." She laughed and gave my cock a quick flick of her tongue that caused me to whimper,
"Mom, please!"
"Mom?" she cocked her head at me, "You want your mother to suck your cock?"
"I..." oh, fuck! I blew it! My mind began to race to try to think of something to say, but mom laughed,
"You are a naughty boy! Is that what you want deep down inside? You want your mommy to blow you? You want to fuck your sexy mommy?"
"I..."
"I'll be your mommy." She smiled, "You're my young stud and I'm your hot mommy!" she sighed, "I love these dreams!"
Dreams? I was getting confused, but all that really mattered was my throbbing dick was being stroked by my mother and her luscious lips were inches from it.
"Now, go ahead," she continued, "No holding back, tell me what you want."
She punctuated her words, by ticking my balls with her fingernails and figuring I was already damned no matter what, said, firmly,
"Mom I want you to suck my cock."
"Yes, sir!" she giggled and with no further hesitation, took my cock deep into her mouth.
I moaned in pleasure at the incredible feeling of my mother's warm wet mouth, and then cried out when she opened wider and took me all the way down to the base of my shaft.
'Oh, fuck!" I groaned as her tongue slid out and began licking my balls.
"Hmmm" Mom moaned around my cock, before slowly working her way back up to the tip.
My eyes rolled back and I was breathing heavily at the feeling of Mom's soft tongue pressed against my shaft as she once again worked her way to the base. Her eyes opened and as she looked into mine she began shaking her head back and forth.
I gasped and my hips twitched, driving my cock deeper into her mouth and she moaned in approval. Mom removed my cock from her mouth, with a wet slurping sound and licked her lips.
"Damn, I've always wanted to suck like that, but never could." Smiling up at me she winked, "Then again I never had such a nice young cock to suck before." Pushing her lips into a pout she asked, "Can I suck it some more, baby?"
"You...you can suck it all you want." I told her.
She laughed, "Yeah? All I want? Well I want to suck it until you give me a nice big load in my mouth, how's that?"
"Oh, fuck yeah." I nodded
"Hmm, so naughty," she whispered as she stroked my cock, "Wanting to cum in mommy's mouth, that's okay though, because you're mommy's pretty bad too, know why?"
"Why?" I asked as she teased her tongue around the head of my cock.
"Because your mommy wants to suck her son's big beautiful cock."
Wait, was this part of her dream, was it supposed to be what I wanted to hear?
My thoughts were cut off when mom dipped her head down and began to lick my balls.
"Oh, that feels good!" I moaned as she began to stroke me faster while her soft wet tongue bathed my balls. "No...no one's ever done that." I added, and then felt stupid again.
"Well who knows how to take care of a boy, better than his mother?" she asked
"No one?" I managed to get out as she had now taken my balls in her mouth and begun to suck on them.
Mom released my balls and smiled, "Exactly, and I'm going to prove it by sucking you off, nice and hard."
Her words were barely out of her mouth when she replaced them with my cock. Once again I cried out as mom effortlessly took my dick down to my balls. This time however, there was no teasing. Instead she began bobbing her head in a quick steady rhythm, sliding her mouth back up to the tip, before taking me deep again.



I sat there moaning and whimpering as my eyes took in the sight of my mother giving me a blow job. Her eyes were open and I could see the pleasure in them as she eagerly devoured my hard flesh. I could feel her tongue caressing my cock and the sight and feel of her soft lips sliding up and down my shaft was amazing.
Unable to help it, my hips started rocking, pushing my cock deeper into her mouth. Mom was moaning each time she took me deep and I noticed she had adjusted the speed of her sucking to my movements.
Some of Mom's hair fell across her face and reaching out; I moved it to the side. Mom grabbed my wrist and placing my hand on top of her head, winked at me. Taking the hint, I started pushing and pulling on her hair, guiding her mouth up and down my cock. I sat up further so I could look down and saw she was moving her hips as well. That sent a thrill through me; she was getting worked up sucking me off!
I could feel her hard nipples pressing into my thighs and became aware of my legs beginning to shake. Mom wrapped her fingers around the base of my cock and started slowly stroking as her mouth picked up speed. Her other hand was rubbing my balls and I my hips started moving faster. I as getting close to cumming and moaned,
"Oh please don't stop mom, please keep sucking, oh, just like that!" I was at a point I was whimpering, but didn't care; all that mattered was that I was seconds away from blowing a load in my mother's mouth.
Mom giggled around my cock and taking my cock deep once again shook her head, but this time she gave my balls a pretty good squeeze.
"Oh Mom!" I cried out as my cock exploded in her mouth.
Mom squealed delightedly in her throat and began bobbing her head faster and harder than before. My hand tightened, pulling her hair, but she didn't seem to mind. Instead she was moaning almost as loudly as I was as my cock squirted into her welcoming mouth.
Mom was stroking harder as well, causing my cock to spurt even harder. My hips were bucking, sending my load even deeper into her throat, but she continued to suck and moan happily as her son's balls emptied into her mouth.
When there was nothing left, I whimpered and moaned for her to stop. Mom slipped my cock out to the tip, and then gave it another hard suck. I cried out as she managed to get a couple of more drops from my leaking dick. Mom sat back on her knees and opening her mouth, showed me her cum coated tongue. Closing it, she made a show of swallowing, and then opened it again.
"All gone!" she laughed.
"Oh man." I whispered, trying to catch my breath.
"Well," Mom began as she stood up in front of me, "I think since your mommy took good care of you, you should return the favor don't you think?"
She had turned around and hooking the sides of her thong, worked it down her hips. She bent over to slide it down to her feet and I licked my lips at the sight of her smooth, pink and even from a distance, I could tell, very wet pussy winking out from between her thighs.
"Like the view?" she asked, as she playfully shook her perfect ass at me.
"Very much." I told her.
Mom stepped out of the thong and turning around walked over to the bed, pointing at the floor, she said, "I think we should switch positions, don't you?"
"Whatever you want!" I exclaimed, sliding off the bed so fast it hurt my knees when they hit the floor.
Not that I minded as with a sexy smile, Mom sat on the edge of the bed and spreading her legs open, reached down and spread her pussy open.
"Look at that," I shook my head as I stared at her long red nails sliding through her pink lips.
"Don't look at it, baby, lick it."
Her words were followed by her beckoning to me, and sliding over, I crawled between her legs.
"That's better," she smiled, "Now be a naughty boy and make mommy cum nice and hard that way my pussy will be even wetter when you fuck me."
Placing my trembling hands on her soft thighs, I leaned in and after briefly kissing the inside of her thigh, pressed my lips to her swollen clit.
"Hmm, that's one way to kiss your mother," Mom sighed.
I paused to take a deep breath, savoring the sweet scent of my mother's pussy and sliding my lips down, slipped my tongue directly into her sopping wet box. Mom gasped as my tongue swirled around inside her and my eyes rolled back at the taste of her forbidden juices. Mom raised her legs and placing her soft feet on my shoulders, placed her hand in my hair, running her fingers through it as my tongue continued to probe her pussy.
"Hmm, how does your mommy taste?" she asked, "I hope you like it, because if you do a good job, I'll let you taste it again!"
Again? Well I had no doubt in my mind that me and mom would be listening to this tape together every night at this point and I would be getting more of Her pussy. Somewhere in the back of my head I realized that was a sick thought, but who cared?
No one would know, not even her. Removing my tongue from her delicious pussy, I began working it slowly through the soft wet folds of her hot moist flesh. Mom released a soft moan that caused my semi hard cock to twitch and sliding my hand up I eased two fingers into her pussy.
"Oh, look at you." She groaned, "What a good boy you are!"
I sighed into her lips at how hot wet and tight her pussy was. I began pumping my gingers slowly in and out; enjoying the sloppy wet sound they made plunging into her dripping snatch. My tongue reached her clit and after tracing a couple of slow circles around it, I eagerly sucked it into my mouth.
Mom cried out and lifted her hips, pushing her wet flesh into my face. She was still holding her pussy open and I could feel her fingers trembling alongside my cheek as I began sucking her clit in time with my thrusting fingers. Mom was moaning continuously and her hips were rocking up and down, helping to work my fingers in deeper.
"That's it baby," she purred, "Work that clit, make mommy come for you!"
I released her clit from my mouth and pressing my tongue against it, began licking it as hard and fast as I could. Mom gasped and I could feel her fingers tighten in my hair and her thighs were starting to shake. I began plunging my fingers in, going as hard as I dared as my tongue danced across her hard little button.
"Hmm, just like that." She moaned, "Oh, honey I've needed my pussy eaten like this for a long time, suck my clit nice and hard, baby!"
Once again, I took her clit into my mouth and as she asked started sucking hard enough to cause my lips to make loud wet smacking sounds as I released her clit only to suck it quickly back in. Mom's hips were grinding harder and faster and I felt her toes curl into my shoulders. She let go of my hair and I looked up to see she was cupping her tits and stroking her nipples with her thumbs.
"Right there!" She cried out, "Oh, baby please make your mommy cum the way she needs to! Please just keep...Oh!"
I flinched at the sound of mom releasing a long loud wail of pleasure. I looked up again to see she had thrown her head back and as I drove my fingers knuckle deep into her pussy, felt it tighten around them. Mom threw her head back and screamed so loudly I wondered if the neighbors could hear her. I started to slow my sucking, but mom clamped her thighs around my face, "Keep sucking!" she cried.
I did as she asked, keeping my fingers and tongue busy as she pumped her hips, grinding her quivering flesh into my face. I was getting a mouthful of her juice and loved every minute of it as she writhed and squealed, cumming from her son's eager tongue. Mom's hips lifted and her pussy tightened hard around my fingers. Mom cried out louder than before and her pussy convulsed, sending a warm sticky stream of fluid spraying out around my fingers and into my face.
"Oh, fuck." Mom moaned as her body relaxed and her legs dropped from my shoulders, "Oh, I came so fucking hard!"
I sat back on my knees wiping my face and unable to help it, began licking the back of my hand, trying to get every drop of her sweet nectar.
"I bet that cock is ready for your mommy's pussy, isn't it?"
I stood up so she could see my once again fully hard cock and lifting her legs, she placed her feet on my chest, licking her lips she said,
"Then what are you waiting for? Fuck your naughty mother!"
There was nothing even remotely resembling remorse at this point. Grabbing her ankles, I leaned forward and with one long hard thrust plunged my cock into the hottest, wettest, and sweetest pussy I had ever felt.
We both cried out in pleasure as we crossed the ultimate line and my cock began to thrust in and out of her amazing pussy. I looked down in awe at the sight of my long hard shaft disappearing into my mother's pink hole.
The lips of her pussy looked as good as the ones on her face as they clasped and sucked at my rock hard cock as I repeatedly drove into her.
"Oh, fuck!" she screamed, "Oh, that fucking cock feels good! Oh, you are so hard for your mother aren't you?"
"Yes," I moaned as I reared back and started fucking her even harder.
"That's right, fuck your mommy! Give it to her the way you've dreamed of! Love me the way you really want to love me!"
I wasn't sure what we were doing could be called love, but far be it from me to argue with my mother. I spread my arms out, spreading her legs as far as I could and squeezing her ankles hard, continued to hammer away at her sloppy wet pussy.
"Yes, baby, yes! Oh, honey this is how I've wanted to fuck for years!"
I moaned and moved my eyes to stare at her huge tits bouncing back and forth as I dove harder and harder into her. I let her ankles go and leaning over, captured her right nipple in my mouth and started sucking on it as I continued to fuck her.
Mom moaned and wrapping her legs around my waist started bucking her hips harder into me. She grabbed my head and pushed, shoving her tit deeper into my mouth.
"Hmm, suck that tit! Oh, you are such a good boy!" she cried, "And good boys get rewards, stand up, let me move!"
With a feeling of disappointment, I straightened and removed my cock from inside her. My disappointment was short lived however as Mom quickly rolled over on her hands and knees and pointing that amazing ass at me, said, "Now really fuck me!"
Again as wrong as this was, there was nothing in me that wanted to stop. Grabbing mom by the hips, I eased the head of my cock against her oozing twat and slammed it home.
"Oh, fuck yeah!" Mom cried, "Oh, that's fucking deep!"
She wasn't kidding! I was pounding her so hard I could feel my balls slapping against her pussy. I was fucking her harder than when she was on her back and she was yelping with every hard thrust of my glistening cock. I shook my head to clear the wet from my eyes and took in the sight of her amazing body.
My cock looked incredible sliding in and out from between her thighs and ass cheeks and the smooth skin of her back was covered in sweat. Her long brown hair was sticking to it in places and on a whim I reached out. Grabbing her hair, I pulled it back lifting her head.
"Oh, look at you!" she called out, "Bad boy! But I fucking love it! Oh this is what I fucking needed!"
Holding her hair I started ramming her so hard our skin was slapping together and my hips were hitting her ass so hard I would probably have bruises tomorrow. In front of me mom was just about howling as I tore into her succulent pussy.
"Pullout!" she moaned, "I want to ride that cock!"
This time I wasn't disappointed in the least. I quickly hopped onto the bed and had barely gotten onto my back, when Mom swung her leg over my hips so she was straddling me. Reaching back, she grabbed my cock and guiding it to her pussy let her weight go.
We both yelped as she impaled herself on my pole and I cried out in surprise as bracing her hands on my chest, mom started driving her hips wildly up and down on me.
"Oh, fuck me!" I moaned as she began lifting higher and coming down harder.
"That's what I'm doing!" she said as she leaned over me, her hair hanging in her face and tickling my shoulders, "I'm fucking the shit out of you!"
She wasn't kidding! Mom was riding me like I was a bronco and coming down so hard on me I could feel the bed bouncing beneath me, causing me to spring up even harder into her. Mom leaned over further and sliding her arms underneath mine hugged me close to her.
I could feel her hot breath in my air and even better her hard nipples pressing into my chest. We were both sweating and the sensation of our hot sticky skin pressing together felt damn good, then again, what about this didn't?
"Put your arms around me and fuck me!" she moaned in my ear.
Wrapping my arms around her slender waist, I pinned her tighter against me and lifting my hips started driving my cock into her as hard as I could. Mom squealed in my ear and that sound along with the fact I'd been fucking her like an animal and how good her amazing pussy felt, caused me to gasp. I could feel the cum building up within me and as I continued to thrust away, I moaned in her ear, "Oh. Mom! I...I'm going to cum! I..."
"Go ahead baby," she whispered, "Cum for me, cum for mommy, I...."
Mom's words were cut off by my crying out loudly in her ear as my cock erupted inside of her.
"Oh, honey!" she moaned as cum squirted deep inside of her incredible pussy. "Oh, yes!"
I continued to pump, each thrust ending in another hot squirt of cum. Mom moaned and whimpered in my ear, small sounds of pleasure as her son continued to paint the inside of his mother's pussy. I stopped moving then whimpered myself as Mom took over, clamping her pussy, then releasing it, milking the last of my cum from my spent cock.
"Yes, baby, every drop, you give mommy every drop."
I moaned pathetically in her ear and she stopped moving. We lay there, covered and sweat and wrapped in each other's arms. As my heart started to slow down and I caught my breath, it occurred to me how good mom felt lying there on top of me, and not just sexually, it just felt good, like it was where I belonged. As if reading my mind, mom whispered, "You feel good baby, holding you is even better than the sex."
"You do feel good." I replied kissing her neck.
"I always thought that would be the best of both worlds, hot nasty sex, but with someone you trust and love so it's not really dirty, but fun and then lay like this and feel so at peace."
Mom was starting to talk a lot more and I felt the butterflies start up in my stomach. I looked over at the CD and was trying to figure out how to slip out of her grasp and start it up again. As Mom sighed and playfully nibbled on my ear lobe, I realized I would have to get her to shower then dress, otherwise how to explain her being sweaty and...having a pussy full of cum?
Mom, solved part of the problem. With a sigh and a sweet kiss on my lips, she rolled over on her back next to me.
'I don't know about you, but I'm sleepy," she looked over at me and smiled, "Want to nap with me?"
"Well, uh..."
"Tell you what," she said, reaching down and teasing her nails along my thigh. "How about we nap, then go take a nice hot shower together and you can fuck me while we're in there." She giggled, "Be all dirty while we get clean."
I paused wondering how long this could last. I wondered if she fell asleep within her trance how she would wake up. If she woke up as herself naked and next to her equally naked son there would be hell to pay.
"Is it such a bad offer, I can't get an answer?"
"No." I told her, "I was just..."
"Just...?" she gave me a strange smile.
"Just thinking maybe we could shower now."
"Now? You could get it up again? Hmm, youth and enthusiasm!"
"Uh...sure." I told her figuring if nothing else touching her wet soapy skin would get me hard again and then I could....
"Then what?" Mom rolled over on her side so she was looking at me, "You get me to blow dry my hair, put my dress back on and..." she winked, "Say release?"
"Release?" My eyes widened and my stomach sank. "Mom....I uh....want you too..."
"To what, forget all about how my son took advantage of his hypnotized mother and fucked her?"
"Mom I'm so sorry!" I blurted, "I...I don't know why I..."
"You did it because you wanted to," she traced her fingernails down my cheek. "And ask yourself this, if I didn't want to, would I?"
"I...well maybe if you were in a...."
"Luke please. You're right, that tape is stupid."
"It is?"
"Yes, but the seminar wasn't. It talked about realizing what you wanted, what you would most hold back from and to just let go and not hold back."
"And you wanted to have sex." I said nervously, "But not with me, I..."
"How do you know?" she gave me what seemed to be an equally nervous smile. "See Luke, this is all on me. I...I started thinking about you. I really wanted to enjoy sex, but once your dad hurt me, I was crushed and who could I trust not to hurt me?"
"I would never hurt you." I told her, putting my hand over hers. Then felt like an ass because I had no problem with taking advantage of her.
"I know and I had a dream you said that to me and we had amazing sex. I couldn't shake the dream and as bad as it sounds I started dressing slutty to see if you would look and you did. So I acted like the tape worked."
She laughed, "I even let your little pervert friend see my ass. Then tonight when you started asking me?" she smiled, "Honey you couldn't have made me happier."
"But, what we did..."
"Might be wrong, but it didn't feel that way!" she told me. "And know what? Just like I am sure you were thinking, who is going to know? We can have a lot of fun honey, a lot."
Sliding closer she caused me to gasp when she grabbed my cock. "Baby I have years to make up for. I know you're young and might find a girl you like and that's fine, but in the meantime how about you keep your mom nice and happy and let her be the little slut she wants to be?"
"I..."
"Well what do you say baby?" mom asked stroking my once again interested cock.
"I..." I looked down at her amazing tits with their hard pink nipples. I licked my lips then with a smile said,
"Mom, I want you to come fuck me in the shower."
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At the sound of footsteps I looked up from the paperclip I'd been nervously twisting while waiting for Mrs. Sanders to come back into the conference room. She had ended the weekly production meeting fifteen minutes ago, but asked me to stay behind and wait for her while she returned a couple of phone calls she had missed during the hour long meeting.
That wasn't what had me nervous. Every week when the meeting ended she would ask the interns to stay behind and quiz us then dole out our tedious assignments for the week and tell us she would see us again on the intern only meeting next Thursday.
This week, however, she had dismissed the other interns, including her son, my longtime best friend Steven, and told me to hang back. That had earned me several concerned looks from the other interns and Steven as well. The summer was almost at an end and the company could only keep three of the five of us. Once they left I'd sat and fidgeted, hoping to hell the axe was not going to fall.
The door opening and closing behind me signaled that moment might be coming soon and I took a deep breath when I saw Mrs. Sanders come around from behind me. That deep breath brought with it the scent of her perfume which although I had no clue what brand it was, knew I loved it and it made it hard to concentrate when she was close to me.
Well it was one of many things that had that effect on me, I thought as she came into my view. Not only was Selena Sanders my best friend's mom and current employer, but was far and away the hottest woman I'd ever met. For a mother of a son my age, she looked as good if not better than women half her age.
Like many natural redheads, her skin was fair to the point I had once said she looked pale and was firmly told that when describing a woman the term was fair unless I liked being single. That fair skin was a sexy compliment to her long lustrous bright red hair and deep blue eyes that were always focused in an intense stare and never seemed to miss anything, including I am sure, catching me checking her out more than once.
As beautiful as those eyes were they were the second most attractive feature on her face behind a pair of full luscious looking lips that looked tailor made to be wrapped around a cock. Best friend's mother or not, those lips had been a permanent fixture around my cock in my dreams since I'd been old enough to know what a blow job was.
"Austin?"
I blinked and saw Mrs. Sanders was sitting on the edge of the table next to me.
"I called your name twice."
"S...sorry Mrs. Sanders. I was um...thinking."
"Oh?" She raised her eyebrows, "About what?"
"Well the, uh, those quarterly numbers. They seemed kind of..."
"That's what you were thinking about?" she sighed, "How disappointing."
"Disappointing?" I repeated.
"Very." She slipped her black blazer off, "I was hoping you were thinking of something more creative."
I didn't answer right away as my focus was on her chest. Beneath the blazer was a tight lacy sleeveless shirt that looked as if her impressive tits were going to burst out from. The shirt was low enough to show off the top halves of her well rounded milky white breasts and left some of her lower stomach bare.
"Not very creative at all today are you?"
"Well, um, I'm not sure what you want me to tell you Mrs..."
"Selena." She said, tilting her head and giving me a rare smile, "No one else is here and I've known you since you were a kid, so how about Selena?"
"Okay." I nodded trying to keep my eyes on her face.
"That's right we know each other very well." She pulled the clip from her hair and giving her head a shake sent her long hair cascading down her shoulders. "I'm very comfortable with you."
"You are?" I asked staring as she slid along the table until she was sitting on the edge less than a foot away from me.
"Very. You know me outside of here so I don't feel like I always have to put on an act with you." She touched her hair and laughed, "I can let my hair down."
Lifting her leg she slipped her red heel off and I was vaguely aware of the sound of it hitting the floor. My attention was more on the way her skirt had slid up her thigh when she bent her leg. Not only was I getting a view of most of her leg, but was able to see her black stockings were thigh highs. The black on her creamy skin looked damn hot and a trickle of sweat made its way down my back.
Placing her foot on the table, she lifted her other leg and this time playfully kicked the shoe off. To my astonishment she spun on the table until she was now in front of me. She put her feet on the arms of my chair and I was unable to help looking between her open legs. Between the exposed flesh of her thighs was a black lace thong and as I tried to convince myself to look away she said,
"In fact I would love to be even more comfortable with you, very comfortable." She was speaking softly and finally managing to get my eyes off her crotch I looked down at her foot where I could make out her red painted toes through the sheer black material.
"See why I was disappointed in hearing you were thinking about work was I thought you were thinking about these."
Grabbing the bottom of her shirt, Selena peeled it up over her head and tossing it to the side cupped her large breasts that were now encased only in a transparent black lace bra.
"Holy shit." I whispered.
"You do think about them don't you, Austin?"
The bra clasped in the middle and as I watched with my cock thickening between my legs, she placed her fingers on the small silver clasp.
"You want to see your best friend's mom's tits?"
"Mrs...I mean Selena..." I swallowed hard, and then said in a barely audible voice, "Yes."
"Good, because I want to show them to you."
With a practiced movement of her fingers the bra fell away and my jaw fell with it. Selena's tits were by far the biggest I'd ever seen in person. Far bigger than the tits of any girl I'd fooled around with. Her nipples were light pink and pointing straight at me. Cupping them, she lifted them and teasing her nipples with her red nails asked, "You think a lot about these?"
"Oh yeah." I nodded, my head bobbing like an idiot.
"Yeah? Thought about my tits? What about my pussy?"
"I..."
"Bet you thought about my mouth haven't you, Austin."
"Um, I..."
My words turned into a gasp when pushing her legs out, Selena sent my chair rolling back a couple of feet. She slid off the table and onto her knees between my legs. Looking up at me, she grabbed my pants and ripped them open, sending the button flying.
"I thought about it." She breathed pulling my zipper down. "I've thought about wrapping my lips around this big hard," she licked her lips, "Young cock!"
She reached into my underwear and I moaned when her fingers wrapped around my throbbing cock and pulled it out.
"Hmm, is this all for Steven's mom?" she smiled, "You want your best friend's mom to suck you off? You want to cum in my mouth?"
"Yes, please." I moaned as she started jerking me off.
"Then ask." Her blue eyes, bright with lust, were staring into mine, "Be a man and tell me what you want!"
"I...Selena I want you to suck my cock." I said as firmly as I could manage.
"That makes two of us," still looking me in the eye she wagged her tongue provocatively at me then opening her mouth took my cock between her lips and...
"Austin!"
I jumped at the feeling of something striking my side. I opened my eyes to see Mrs. Sanders standing at the wall in front of the opposite end of the conference table. She was facing a projection screen that featured a graph and pointing to the numbers while speaking.
I looked around quickly at the two dozen people sitting around the large table and let out a sigh of relief that everyone was looking at her and hadn't noticed I had dozed off.
"Thanks man." I nodded over to Steve who, as always, was sitting next to me.
Shaking his head, he leaned over and whispered, "Look sharp, buddy. This conference trip is a big part of my mother deciding who stays."
"I know." I shifted in my seat and winced when my hard cock bent awkwardly.
Steven started to speak, then quickly turned back towards where his mother was now standing in front of the table, talking about why she felt this quarter's sales were down and asking what could be done about it.
With him no longer looking at me, I reached into my lap and shoved my still semi hard cock into a more comfortable position. I sat back in the leather chair and rubbed at my stinging eyes. The last twenty four hours had been a whirlwind during which I had barely slept.
Yesterday at five Mrs. Sander's had decided last minute she was going to take her interns to the conference in Chicago with her and we needed to be at the airport in two hours. I'd hurriedly thrown a bag together and when Steven picked me up he had told me his mother knew about this all along and was playing her "how bad do they want it" game.
On the plane ride she had sat between me and Mandy, who I was sure was a lock to get one of the three available positions the five of us were fighting for. The flight was four hours of trying to listen to everything she was telling us about the conference, reading the reports she had dumped in our lap and toughest of all, trying to keep from being caught gawking at her.
We were in the middle of a heat wave and Mrs. Sanders had worn a pair of black shorts that showed her long legs and a white shirt with a plunging neckline. Between her exposed thighs and the amount of cleavage she had on display it was a battle to keep my eyes straight ahead and I swore she caught me looking a couple of times.
When we got to the hotel Steven and I had sat up in our room until after midnight quizzing each other on the reports. He had gone to sleep, but I was nervous as hell. I wanted this job badly and was pretty sure Mandy was in and, as much as she treated him like anyone else, I had a feeling the bosses son was a shoe in for the second spot. That left me competing with Melissa and Allison for the last position and both girls were taking things as seriously as I was.
I'd finally shut off my laptop at three am and we had to be up at six. We'd been in meetings since eight am moving from room to room and making things worse was the air conditioner in this one was broken and the heat, along with the dull material had caused me to doze off. Speaking of the heat, I tugged the knot in my tie, loosening it slightly. I was sweating beneath my shirt and that dream had only made me warmer.
My eyes fell on the subject of that dream who was now once again facing the TV. Mrs. Sanders generally dressed professionally, but was not the stereotyped bitch in control who looked like she wouldn't know what a good time was or downplay her looks.
The skirt she was wearing was a perfect example of that. Although certainly not a mini, it was several inches over her knees and tight enough to show off her ass. Her well shaped legs were encased in the sheer black stockings featured in my dreams and accentuated by her heels which were high enough to be bordering on stilettos.
Far higher than any I had seen her wear before. In spite of the heat her long red hair was down and I was sure her 'business sexy' attire as she had referred to it in the past was a direct result of almost everyone in the room being male.
In one of our meetings Mrs. Sanders had addressed the girls telling them to never dress in a slutty or blatantly provocative manner, but there was nothing wrong with tastefully showing off what you had and being a distraction, especially if negotiating a contract. Distracting was what Mrs. Sanders had been ever since the day I had gone over Steven's house after school and saw her for the first time.
She had been on her knees in the garden and my eyes were immediately glued to her amazing ass in her tight shorts. When she had stood up and turned around I'd been blow away at how beautiful she was never mind the body that went with it.
Over the years my fantasies had ranged from the silly ones of a young teenager where I imagined her telling me how much she liked me and wanting to be my girlfriend. A couple of years later, once I'd discovered what sex really was and knew exactly what I was looking at, those harmless fantasies had turned into hardcore sex scenes.
At times I felt bad about it. Mrs. Sanders had always been damn good to me and treated me as if I were her own. But other times all I knew was she had a damn fine body, blow job lips and I would love to know what it would be like to fuck her.
Even when I started dating and having sex, she was my default fantasy. In my dreams as well as waking thoughts Mrs. Sanders had done every dirty act imaginable to me and loved every minute of it. Over the years she had cavorted through my fantasies in everything from a naughty school girl outfit to a variety of lingerie to greeting me in her office butt ass naked on her desk.
Apparently my desire for her was deeper than I thought. Two months ago when I had broken up with my latest girl friend Jen, Steven had commented that maybe I should try a different type. When I asked what he meant he'd said, "Austin, go for a blonde or a brunette that was the third redhead in a row that didn't work out." He'd then shrugged, "Unless you got some kind of fetish or something."
I'd gotten nervous when he'd said that wondering if he equated the fact that his mother was a stunning redhead. After all it wasn't like he was oblivious to the fact I thought his mother was hot as here and there he would laugh and tell me,
"Keep your eyes in your head, man, that's my mom." He said it good naturedly, because I was, as he always said, like a brother to him. That made me feel like shit, but never enough that his hot mom would not still be a frequent guest in my fantasies.
Lately it had been worse than ever. In the past I would only see her if I slept over Steven's or quickly if I was picking him up to go somewhere. Now at twenty two the two of us didn't do the sleep over thing too often and I missed them. Mrs. Sanders would usually walk around in some pretty tight shorts and tops and on occasions she would wander out at night or early in the morning wearing a short, sexy little black robe.
I used to think Steven's father was the luckiest guy in the world to be in bed with that every night, but it seemed he didn't think so. A year ago Steven told me his mother had caught his dad cheating and threatened to cut his cock off if he ever came within a hundred feet of her again.
What he thought he was getting she couldn't give I have no idea, except that Steven overheard his mother telling his aunt that it wasn't one woman, but that his father had been hiring escorts, young ones, barely eighteen from what he'd heard.
I thought it ironic that he would look for young girls while I was that age and would give anything to be with a woman who was twice my age. Once she was single and according to Steven hardly dated, my dirty thoughts were gaining more of a hold on me as I pictured her being lonely and horny, longing for someone to appreciate and take care of her fine body.
Things got worse when she hired me along with Steven as interns in her investment firm. I was now seeing her every day dressing in her sexy business woman attire and my mind was in overdrive. I was interning with three cute girls my age and had barely given any of them a glance.
They were pretty, but they were girls. Mrs. Sanders was a woman and one hell of a woman. At this point if I had a dollar for every dream or thought I'd had of her hiking her skirt up for me to fuck her over her desk, I would...
I jumped at the sound of a knock on the door. I turned in my seat to see Mr. Jenkins, the VP of sales pop his head in. "Selena can I steal you for a moment? They have an issue at the home office and need to speak with you."
"Of course." She nodded and placing her pointer on the table announced, "I'll be right back, please take this time to study the spreadsheet I e-mailed all of you and see where you feel we should concentrate our efforts next quarter."
She walked along the table and as she passed me I did the best could to follow her with my eyes as long as I could without turning my head. As she'd asked, I stared at the spreadsheet on my laptop in front of me, but heard most of the people around me start talking amongst themselves. I'd been staring at this thing since last night, but leaning forward, rubbed at my tired eyes and tried to focus.
"Hey, you better snap out of it." Steven said quietly.
"Trying to, but man I'm beat."
"Well when we get back to the room you better take a quick nap, a hot shower and grab a red bull" he slapped my leg under the table, "Because we're going to have some fun tonight!"
I looked around before speaking again, "Steven, you sure this isn't one of your mom's weird tests? You know, see who goes out and who works?"
"No," he shook his head, "She talked to me about it and it's legit. She said all of us worked hard all summer and she was giving us tonight to go out on the town as a reward. So stop worrying."
"I have to." I told him. "I'm not sure I'm sticking around."
"You will be." He sighed, "Forget about it for one night man, we're going to have some fun!"
I nodded, but wasn't so sure about it. Mandy had been to Chicago several times to visit family and last night had been talking about a great club she had gone to. Mrs.' Sanders had overheard her and then gotten us all together to announce that she thought it would be an opportunity to go out and relax.
She said the only restriction she would put on us was we were to take a taxi and not a rental car and she wanted everyone coming back to the hotel, not hooking up with someone and ending up who knows where.
Steven was thrilled because he and Melissa, a cute little brunette, who was currently looking his way doing had been flirting ever since she broke up with her boyfriend and he figured tonight they would break the ice at the club. He had also hinted a couple of times about me maybe giving him a couple of hours in our room if things went really well.
"You got that look on your puss." Steven cut into my thoughts and rolled his eyes, "Now what?"
"I'm tired and I'm stressed." I said softly, "You and Melissa are going to have a good time."
"You can too."
"Mandy has a fiancé and Allison has a girlfriend."
"Yeah she does and she is hot! You see her picture?"
"I did and she is." I agreed, "But that means we're just kind of..."
"There will be a club full of people and you're single!" he pointed out. "You'll find someone to dance with and have a couple of drinks." He winked, "I'm sure Chicago has redheads."
"Whatever, I might just hang back and rest."
"Twenty two, out of town with a chance to have some real fun and you're going to rest?" he frowned, "Man, even my mom says work hard play hard."
I avoided thinking about what Steven's mother did when she played hard, that is if she did. Steven had told me he had gotten to the point he was trying to get her to get out and meet someone and have some fun.
"Come on, Austin," he continued, "You..."
He stopped when the door opened and Mrs. Sanders came back in. She had an annoyed look on her face and didn't say anything until she had reached the head of the table where she addressed everyone.
"I'm sorry, ladies and gentlemen, but I have to cut this meeting a little short. It seems I have to work on something for home office that they need right away. So I guess the good news is you're all off the hook half hour early. You may all leave now."



Amidst a lot of 'thank you' and 'good nights' everyone pushed their chairs back and began to rise.
Steven and I were closing our lap tops when she continued. "I do need to ask the interns to stay here with me for a few minutes."
I sat back in the chair and looking around the table saw the three girls sitting there looking as nervous as I felt. Mrs. Sanders wouldn't be making her choice now would she?"
When everyone had left she let out a loud sigh and removing her blazer sighed, "My God is it hot in this damn room!"
I tried not to stare when it came off to expose a very tight black tank top that caused her breasts to look as if they were ready to pop out of the top of it. I glanced around the table and noticed Allison checking her out also.
That would have conjured up an entirely different series of nasty images and I quickly glanced back to my favorite redhead of all time. Mrs. Sanders had turned her around and was draping the blazer over her chair.
The top was more revealing in the back, plunging well down between her shoulders it left a lot of her smooth white back exposed. Her red hair against that skin looked damn sexy and as I eyed her skin I envisioned kissing her entire back, working my way slowly down to her ass where I would unzip her skirt and...
"Before I go any further I want you all to relax. Nothing is being determined on this trip." She placed her hands on the table as she looked at each of us, "Well, not officially during it, as your performance this weekend will factor in."
"As for why I did ask you to stay, I have some good and bad news. The good news is the phone call I took was from Ted in sales telling me we have a chance to pitch a very lucrative customer. The bad news is they want to meet Monday and I have to do a lot of work tonight and tomorrow if I want to have a chance at having something ready by then. In order to get that much done I need one of you to stay and work with me."
She paused and looked around again, but this time it seemed everyone was looking away from her.
"I know you are all looking forward to tonight. You've worked your asses off all summer and I told you tonight could be a reward and one you've all earned. But I am going to need one of you to step up and..." she stopped when Mandy started to raise her hand, "Not you Mandy. You've gone above and beyond several times this summer. I'm looking for someone else to step up."
I saw Melissa frowning and glanced over at Steven who had his head down. With a look of resignation on his face, he started to raise his hand, but hitting him in the leg to stop him, I spoke up. "I'll stay Mrs. Sanders."
"Are you sure Austin?" she asked, "I don't want you to give up your night unless you really..."
"I'd rather stay." I told her, "Steven and the girls are really looking forward to later and I could use some more practice with trying to put quotes together."
"Okay then." She gave me a big smile that made me feel like a giddy teenager. "Looks like I have my man. I think you should all thank Austin for his sacrifice."
I nodded as the others thanked me and Mrs. Sanders continued. "I want you all to have fun tonight, but know that our first meeting is at eight and the first general meeting is at nine so you may want to think of how much fun."
As she spoke she came walking around the table. She stopped to my left and as she had in my dream sat on the edge of the table.
"You're free to leave, well except you Austin. I would like to speak to you for a moment."
As he stood to leave, Steven, said in my ear, "Thanks man, I owe you one" I nodded and sat there as he and the girls filed out of the office.
"I'm proud of you Austin." Mrs. Sanders said, "I'm sure that wasn't easy."
"It kind of was." I told her, "I...I really do need to work on things and didn't feel like going out anyway I'm tired as it is."
"Still you stepped up and that is exactly what I was hoping for."
"It was?"
Looking down at me, she gave me a smile that if I didn't know better would seem playful.
"It was, Austin. I was planning on you being the one to stay with me and you made me very happy that you did."
"Um, okay." I said nervously as her eyes stared into mine.
"I always say work hard play hard and I do feel bad you're losing your chance to play."
"That's okay."
"Well I don't think it is." She said and surprised me by putting her hand on my shoulder. "Especially because it's been a long time since I've played hard and I know how frustrating it can be to just work."
"So here's what we're going to do. I want you to go back to your room and rest for a couple of hours then come to my room around eight."
"Your room?" I felt my heart skip a beat.
"Yes, I'm sick of these damn conference rooms not to mention the air works in my room. I figure we'll get some food and relax a little while we work, how's that sound?"
"Okay."
"Besides," she gave me a knowing smile. "I know Steven's angling for you to try to give him some privacy later so I figure we'll take our time and work late."
"Oh."
I must have looked surprised as she laughed, "I know, not very professional, but I am his mother as well as his boss and Melissa is a nice girl; a lot nicer than the last couple of bimbos he dated so I figure I'll cut him some slack," she squeezed my arm "Another favor he'll owe you."
"Nah, he doesn't..."
"Well, I feel seeing you're missing out on the club and helping Steven out as a friend, that I owe you a little something."
"No, "I shook my head, "You don't."
"I decide who I owe and what I owe them." She said pointedly.
"Sorry Mrs. Sanders."
"Selena." She said giving me a sense of déjà vu, "The rest of the night is informal so it's just Selena."
"Okay."
"Now what I was saying is your sacrifice and hard work is appreciated. On that note I want you to know that hard work is always rewarded and there just might be something special coming your way out of this."
"Like what?" I asked hopeful she was talking about me getting the position.
"I'm going to make you wait until later, but" she pointed her slender red tipped finger at me, "Let's put it this way. I know what you want and am going to make damn sure you get it."
I wasn't sure how to respond to that. She was famous for trying to lead people into saying something then making them feel foolish. Doing a good job of keeping a straight face and my voice calm, I replied.
"Then I hope I don't let you down."
She gave me that strange smile again, "I'm confident you won't. If nothing else I'm sure I can teach you as we go."
"Sure." I told her, "I've already learned a lot from you."
"Hopefully you'll learn a lot more tonight. And Austin?"
"Yes?"
"Do make sure you catch that nap, it's going to be a long night and I want you ready to work."
Chapter Two I stood outside Mrs. S...Selena's room. I was trying to get into the habit of thinking of her that way. All summer we had been giving sneaky little tests and she had told me to call her by her first name and I was going to show I paid attention.
I glanced at my phone for the tenth time in the last five minutes. It was only five to eight, but I had wanted to come down a little early. On my way down she had texted me she had been involved in a couple of more meetings and was just now heading up to her room and to please wait for her.
I reached up and shifted the strap from my lap top bag to another part of my shoulder and leaned against the wall. I had grabbed a sandwich and then crashed for a much needed nap. I might have slept longer had Steven not been making a lot of noise showering and then yapping about hoping tonight would take it up a notch for him and Melissa.
He had looked at me every time he mentioned her and I told him I would give him until two before I came back to the room. What the hell I was going to do until then I had no idea. Even if Mrs...Selena kept me working until midnight that was still a couple of hours.
There was an all night coffee shop in the lobby and I had shoved a paperback featuring a collection of horror stories into my lap top. With a sigh I looked down at my clothes hoping I had made the right choice. She had said informal, but I was still wearing a decent pair of black Dockers and a white short sleeved shirt with a collar.
I tried to stay still against the wall, but ended up pushing away from it and pacing back and forth. For some reason I was nervous. I had worked alone with Selena a couple of times before, but in the office and never after hours, let alone in her hotel room. I told myself to stop being a child. I was twenty two and had just graduated college and from what she seemed to be hinting at had just secured a job. Why was I nervous about being in a hotel room with her?
Christ, forget the work aspect this was Steven's mom! I'd known her since middle school and...
"Hey, where are you going?"
I stopped pacing and turned around to see Selena standing in front of her door. Smooth, Austin, real smooth. Caught pacing like the idiot I was.
"Sorry, just kind of antsy." I shrugged, "Been sitting down all day."
"Excess energy?" She smiled as she pulled out her room key. "I've had a little of that myself lately, maybe we can burn some it off tonight."
"I hope so." I tapped my lap top, "I already started a new spreadsheet and..."
I trailed off when I saw her smiling at me, "Oh, you are too funny."
"I am?"
"Either funny or sweet, I'm fine with either." She slipped her key through the door, "At least for a little while."
She opened the door and leaning against it, gestured for me to enter. She was still in the doorway and I had to turn sideways to slip past. The door was narrow and my chest grazed her breasts. I felt my heart skip a beat and cringed, expecting her to say something. Either she hadn't noticed the incidental contact or chose to not embarrass me and simply closed the door once I was past her.
Unlike the one large room with two beds and a bathroom that Steven and I shared, Selena had an actual suite with a bedroom visible across the room as well as a large sofa, coffee table and chairs.
"Wow, this is bigger than my apartment." I told her.
"Well hopefully you'll move on to bigger and better things soon." She said, gesturing at the room she said, "Have a seat"
I started towards one of the chairs, but she pointed towards the couch.
"Over there I want us to have plenty of room."
"Good idea, I can put the lap top on the coffee table so we can both see it."
"Right." She laughed again, "Room to work." Grinning she said, "You are a good kid, aren't you Austin?"
"I...I try to be nice." I told her, trying not to stare when she stripped her blazer off and tossed it on one of the chairs.
"Well you should have learned enough at Brown to know where nice guys finish."
She had stopped in front of the small bar against the wall. There was a mirror over it and I could see her watching me in it. I wanted to look away as I was already staring at her exposed back, but figured it would be more obvious if I did. Selena had put her hair up at some point after our meeting and reaching up, she removed the clip from it.
Her arms lifting caused the tight sleeveless shirt to rise revealing her smooth flat stomach. I removed my gaze from there in time to watch her long red hair flow down her back and shoulders.
"I like to think that being nice has its rewards." I spoke to distract myself from her appearance.
"Sometimes it does." She agreed, holding up a bottle of Jack Daniels she asked, "Would you like a drink?"
"No, I'm fine."
"You are actually." She said and to my surprise winked at me in the mirror.
As out of character as that remark was I was more shocked to see her pour some of the bourbon into a glass and down it in several long swallows.
"Hmm," she sighed, "I needed that. It's been a long time since I've indulged myself."
"You don't drink much?" I asked watching her pour more into the glass, but this time add some ice from the bucket and take a small sip.
"I have a drink or two to unwind every night," she spoke as she turned and walked back towards me, "But far too long since I did anything else to take the edge off."
She came around the couch and sitting on the end patted the cushion next to her. "Come sit."
I nodded and slipping the bag off my shoulder, unzipped it. Removing the lap top I sat on the opposite end of the couch and put the computer on the table.
"Leave that thing alone for now." She told me.
"Okay." Leaving the lap top closed I leaned back in the corner.
Selena stared at me for a moment. Her blue eyes were unreadable, but there was a slight smile on her face.
"Really Austin?"
"Really, what?"
She narrowed her eyes and smile grew. "Wow, really that nice. That's okay though I think I like it better that way."
"What do you like better?"
Patting the cushion next to her she said, "Come sit next to me."
I looked at her hand on the couch taking in her long red fingernails and feeling my heart miss another beat, slid over next to her.
Reaching out she tugged on my sleeve. "I said tonight was informal, why are you wearing a shirt with a collar, I know you hate them?"
"We're still working." I pointed out. "And you're still dressed for work."
"I haven't stopped today." She put her hand on her right breast, "And I've already taken my jacket off and plan on getting a lot more comfortable."
I couldn't help gawking at her hand covering her breast. I imagined the shirt and bra gone and how good her red nails would like teasing her nipple. Speaking of, staring at her chest caused me to just now notice her nipples were hard and poking through her bra and the thin shirt. The air conditioner was on, but it wasn't that cool in here.
"Take your shirt off." She told me.
"I..."
"You have something on under it, right?"
"Yeah." I shrugged. "I always do I case you know, I'm hot and this way I don't..."
"I know why professional men should wear undershirts." She rolled her eyes, "And again tonight is not about professional so take the shirt off, I don't want to feel underdressed."
She stared at me expectantly and feeling weird, but not wanting to disobey her, I un-tucked the shirt and removed it. Beneath it was a white sleeveless shirt and reaching out Selena sent a shiver through me by trailing her nail down my left arm.
"Well then! I see you make good use of the company gym!"
"Oh," I could feel my face flushing, "T...Thanks, I like to work out. Feels good and it clears my head so I can think..."
"You think too much." She told me. She gave my arm a hard squeeze and whistled, "Damn, you've come a long way from the skinny kid, Steven brought home ten years ago."
I had no reply to that one, nor did I know what to think when her eyes made a slow trip up and down my arm and chest. Was she screwing with me? One more weird test, some kind of 'you never fool around with."
"Austin?"
"Huh? Oh, sorry, Mrs... I mean Selena."
"Oh, you remembered. Very good." She tilted her head and gave me sly smile. "I know what you're thinking."
Jeez I hoped she didn't because what I had just been thinking was how good her nipples looked through the shirt.
"You think this is one of my little tests or games."
"Yes." I nodded, "Exactly."
"I am going to put you at ease." Smiling she placed her hand on my shoulder and leaning forward whispered in my ear, "Austin the job is yours."
"It is?"
"Yes."
As excited as I was about the job I couldn't help but notice her warm breath on my ear. I also couldn't avoid glancing down and getting a good look down her shirt at her lacy bra and the smooth white globes barely contained in it. She sat back and said,
"So please..."
"So Mandy, me and Steven?" I asked.
"Steven is not staying with us."
"What? But..."
"He's my son and it really wouldn't look right." She told me. "Steven is bright and will do just fine, but not with me. I have a friend who will be calling him with an offer soon. I can't work with my son. "
"Oh."
"I know you're disappointed." She told me, "You figured you'd work together, but see Austin there is another reason I prefer him not to be around us all the time."
"What would that be?"
"I think you'll see soon enough. Now that you know your future is safe, can you relax?"
"Yeah." I let out a long sigh of relief.
"Good." She picked her drink up off the table and after taking a long sip, placed it back on the table.
She winced as she did and rubbed her shoulder.
"You okay?" I asked.
"Just tense." She said moving her head around in a slow circle. "Long day and a lot of work ahead of us with the leads we've gotten here."
"Is there anything I can do to help?" I asked eagerly, "Maybe I can get involved with some quotes or..."
"You really want to help me out?"
"Anything you want," I smiled, "You are the boss after all."
"Hmm, I like that." She said softly. "Well in that case, you can rub my shoulders."
"Rub your..."
I stopped when she sat up and turned on the cushion so her back was to me. Gathering up her long hair, she pulled it over one shoulder.
"There you go, don't want that in the way."
"Selena I really shouldn't."
"Why? You asked if you could help."
"I meant work."
"I need to be relaxed to work." She sighed, "Austin, am I going to have to walk you through the entire night?"
"No, of course not."
I wasn't sure what she meant, but placing my hands on her shoulders I began to work my fingers into her soft skin.
"Hmm you have nice strong hands," she purred, "That feels so-oh good!"
Her words came out in a moan and it such a thrill through me that I began to rub harder.
"Yeah, just like that, but move your hands out a little farther."
I did as she asked and with a contented sigh she leaned back into me. In spite of the AC I was beginning to sweat and hoped she didn't notice my fingers trembling as I rubbed the outer edge of her shoulders.
"You always do follow directions." She said, "Let's hope later you can take some initiative."
I rolled my eyes and let my hands slide down to her upper arms, squeezing them gently while kneading them with my finger tips.
"Hmm, there you go." She leaned further into me and swinging her legs up, put them on the arm of the couch.
She pushed her shoes off one at a time then crossed her long legs at the ankles. I stared along the length of her black stocking clad legs, admiring their shape, then looked over her shoulder and into her lap. The skirt had ridden up far enough to see just a hint of her white thigh.
Just like in the dream she was wearing thigh highs. I worked my fingers back up her shoulders placing them close together, started kneading the back of her neck with my thumbs.
"Yes, right there!" she moaned in a tone that sounded as if I were touching an area far more sensitive than her neck.
I was leaning forward and as I continued to stare at her legs I could smell her perfume and feel her hair against my cheek. I eased my fingers lower so I was now massaging between her shoulder blades and as she made soft sounds of enjoyment I imagined pressing my lips to the creamy skin of her neck. My cock started to swell and spreading my hands out further I started rubbing the backs of her shoulders.
"So nice." She murmured, "You do have great hands. How are you at rubbing feet?"
"Excuse me?"
"Those heels are new and I shouldn't have worn them today. My feet are killing me!"
"I'm not sure that..."
Leaning forward, Selena stood up in front of me pretty much putting her ass in my face. I leaned back before I did something stupid and was just in time because a moment later she hiked her skirt half way up to her hips.
She had pulled it high enough to show the tops of her stockings and pinning her skirt with her arm she pushed the right stocking down. This bent her over again and my gaze was torn between checking out her ass and watching her long leg slowly revealed as she rolled down the stocking,



"Sick of these things too." She said.
Lifting her foot she pulled the stocking off and letting it fall to the floor pulled down the other. I sat there stunned as she undressed in front of me. My cock was now fully hard and bending painfully in my pants. Selena turned to face me and sitting with her back in the corner swung her legs up and with no hesitation plopped her feet in my lap.
I gasped when she narrowly missed my cock, and then stared at her feet in my lap. The tips of her toes were the same deep red as her fingers and my eyes worked down her foot then up her now bare leg. The skirt was up well past her mid thigh and she was looking at me with a smile on her face, "They're feet, Austin, I'm sure you've seen them before."
"Right, I just think that..."
"You think too much. I told you that already." I started to speak, but she raised her finger, "Bottom line when a pretty woman asks you to rub her feet you do it." She shrugged, "If you're smart anyway."
Cupping the heel of her foot in my hand, I lifted it and began rubbing her foot, working my fingers into the soft sole while my thumb pushed down on the top of it.
"Oh, that feels so fucking good."
My eyes widened at the word fuck and my cock was now aching inches beneath her foot. I focused on her foot, watching my fingers massage it. I began rubbing the bottom of each of her toes with my thumb and she released another of those long moans.
"Honey, that is so sweet! Hmm," she slid further down the couch.
Honey? I jumped when her other foot pushed against my cock. Putting her foot down, I quickly grabbed the other, lifting it from my obvious bulge and hoping she didn't feel it. Selena was making those little noises again as I rubbed the bottom of her other foot and risking a glance her way saw that she had her head back against the couch with her eyes closed.
Her lips were parted slightly and her long hair was across her shoulders and chest. I was struck with how beautiful she was. My eyes found the swelling of her breasts in the tight top and I added the word sexy to beautiful. Damn she was a gorgeous woman!
My cock was telling me it agreed as it began to throb while I looked her up and down. Her foot pushed against my cock and this time began moving back and forth.
I repressed a moan and looked down to see the sole of her foot against the length of my cock which was obvious even in my pants. My heart began to pound as she began moving her foot side by side, sliding against my bulge. I started to shift in my seat, but she removed her foot from my hand and to my dismay placed it directly on top of my cock.
"That's interesting." She said softly.
She emphasized her words by pushing her foot against my cock hard enough to let me know she was aware of it. Swinging her feet from my lap she said, "Well I guess it's time to get to work."
She stood up quickly and pushed her skirt down as soon as she had stood.
"I...I'm sorry," I began knowing I was beet red, "I um..."
"Sorry about what?" she asked. "You gave me a very nice foot rub, but now it's time to do what I brought you here for."
"Oh." I said still feeling like a jerk.
There was no way she could have not felt my cock. As it was I had my hand in my lap to cover the bulge where despite my embarrassment it was still at full attention. I figured she was just trying to let me off the hook and with a sigh, played along.
"Okay let me get the lap top..."
"Not just yet. I need to take a quick shower then we'll get to work."
"I'll still set it up."
"No, there's something we need to talk about when I come out."
"There is?"
"Yes." She nodded, "I wasn't sure about something, but now I am and when I come out of the shower we'll do something about it."
She turned and walked across the room where she entered the bathroom and closed the door behind her. I heard the water come on and slumped back in the couch. That last remark was a little confusing, but I didn't have a good feeling about it. She knew I was hard. Had she been wondering if I had a thing for her?
If she had tonight was indeed a test and I'd failed it, getting a boner just from rubbing her feet. Now she knew and at the least I was going to get an embarrassing lecture, at worst she might say I couldn't work for her.
I closed my eyes and tried to calm down and tell myself to just relax and see what happened. I forced myself to take slow deep breaths and decided to concentrate on the numbers we would be discussing. My mind welcomed a chance to stop thinking about red hair and hard nipples and I relaxed further into the soft couch as I tried to make sense of the figures.
"Austin?"
My eye jerked open and the first thing I noticed was that the lamps were off and the only light in the room was coming from two candles on the coffee table in front of me. I must have been really out of it not to hear....
My thoughts stopped cold when sitting up, I looked to see Selena standing in front of me wrapped in just a towel. Her red hair was wet and hanging past her shoulders and onto her chest. The towel barely covered her to her upper thigh and there wasn't a doubt in my mind she was naked beneath it.
"You're a sound sleeper." She said, "But then again you're probably exhausted. You've been working your ass off."
"Um, yeah."
"I have too. Working hard and not having any fun." She sighed, "None at all."
"That's t...to bad." I stuttered as she stepped directly in front of me.
She pushed my leg with her foot until I moved it. She stepped between them and I could smell her strawberry scented body wash. My cock was once again making its presence known and I wondered if I were still sleeping.
"It is. After all I always say work hard play hard. Neither of us has played much the last few months so I figured we should start together."
"What do you mean?"
"I told you that you would be getting something you wanted tonight."
"I did, I got the job." I said trying in vain not to stare at her amazing thighs that were less than a foot away from me.
"You did, but that came from hard work and you should have expected it. But now I am going to give you what you've wanted for years."
"What...Oh goddamn!"
Without another word, Selena opened the towel, and spreading her arms wide exposed her naked body to me.
"I..."
I couldn't speak and gave up trying. Selena look incredible. Her breasts were bigger than I'd imagined and were perfectly round and featured nipples that were so pink I could barely see them against her milky skin. My eyes traveled down her soft stomach down to her lush thighs and focused on the small path of bright red hair between those thighs. Just beneath that hair I could see the cleft of her pussy which was as pink as her nipples.
"You like?" she asked, tossing the towel away. "Here, I'll show you the rest."
Turning, she drew her long hair up and let me take in the smooth skin of her bare back as well as her well rounded ass. Turning back around she let her hair down and leaning forward pushed me back against the couch.
"S...Selena what..."
"Don't play coy Austin. You've wanted me since you were old enough to jerk off and I love it."
Keeping her hands on my shoulders she brought her knees up on the couch so she was now straddling me. I looked into her blue eyes and tried to speak, but all I could think of was Selena was butt ass naked and on top of me. Her amazing tits were inches from my face and I stared longingly at her swollen pink nipples.
"Well, I..."
"The last couple of years you've been looking a lot and don't think I haven' noticed all your little girlfriends look like me."
I tried to turn my head, but she caught my chin and held it.
"Don't be embarrassed, as you can see I don't mind at all."
"But...I...I'm Steven's best friend and...you're his mother!"
"Nothing gets past you." She laughed, "But," leaning forward she pressed her tits onto me and whispered in my ear. "Here's the thing."
Her hands slid down my chest and I felt my shirt being tugged from my pants.
"You were Steven's best friend when you were sleeping over and playing x-box. You're a man now Austin. And I'm not his mother right now."
She pulled the shirt up and leaning back pulled it up to my chest. Too stunned to put up a fight I raised my arms and let her remove it and toss it across the room. She leaned against me again, but this time I could feel her soft tits and hard nipples pressing into me. I moaned softly and she resumed speaking softly.
"Right now I'm a horny woman who needs to get fucked."
"Damn." I said like a fool.
"See Austin for a woman like me it's not easy. You know who asked me out when Steve's father left? His friends. Some friends huh? I don't dare with anyone from work and really don't want much in the way of a boyfriend anyway. What I want is this."
I groaned when she ground into my cock.
"Yeah, that's what I need a nice hard cock to play with. A nice young cock. Guys my age are boring and needy. But you? You'll be a lot of fun won't you, honey?"
"Selena...oh." I moaned when she gently kissed my neck before speaking again.
"That's going to be part of your job Austin. You are going to be my built in stress relief. After work, hell during work, you'll fuck me whenever I want you to. I have to start traveling more and will need someone to come with me."
She ran her tongue along my neck sending a shiver through me. So far I'd kept my hands to my sides, but as she kissed my ear, I put them on her hips.
"That's it, don't be shy." She told me. "So how would you like that, honey? How would you like to fuck your hot boss whenever she needs it? How would you like to book two rooms every trip, but only use one?"
"Steven?"
"Will never know and I think now you see why I don't want him working with us."
She began grinding her hips on my cock and her nipples were poking into my chest. As if they had a mind of their own my hands slid up her smooth back and under her hair.
"Now I am going to tell you one thing. Besides keeping your mouth shut there's one rule for tonight and any night after, okay?"
"W...what is it?" I moaned as she rocked side to side sliding her tits across my chest.
"I'm Selena, not Steven's mom or your boss. Selena needs to get fucked and fucked right. So I don't want you waiting to be told what to do or being shy, you fuck me the way you've always wanted to. That's why I picked you Austin. You're good looking, I know you'll keep your mouth shut because of Steven and I know how long and how bad you've wanted me. Now can you handle that?"
"Oh yeah," I breathed when she started running her nails down my chest.
"Good." She took my face in her hands, "Because I'm not in the mood to teach." I started to speak, but it turned into a startled gasp when she pressed her lips to mine. Selena kissed me hard, her lips driving into mine. I recovered from my surprise and all thoughts of Steven or anything else left my mind as I parted my lips just in time for Selena to shove her tongue in my mouth.
As her tongue probed my mouth she continued to grind her bare pussy into me and I was again struck with the thought she was entirely naked and all over me! Even through my pants I could feel the heat from between her legs.
Between that heat and her swollen nipples teasing against my chest I lost all inhibitions and began running my hands up and down her back. Sliding them down to her ass, I cupped her cheeks and gave them a hard squeeze.
"Hmm," She moaned, "That's it, let those hands wander. It's all for you, honey, every bit of me is yours."
She caressed my lips softly with hers, but then moved her head to the side and began kissing my neck. I sighed at the sensation of her soft lips and wet tongue working down my neck then the top of my shoulder.
As Selena worked her way back and began to nibble my ear, I moved my hands across the firm cheeks of her ass seeking her pussy. She moaned when I found it and I gasped at how wet she was. In the position I was in all I could do was slide my fingers up and down her lips, but she moaned loudly in my ear and pushed her hips back.
We both moaned when my finger slipped inside her and I was amazed at not just how wet, but how hot her pussy was.
"Yeah, move that finger." She purred, "Get used to that pussy because you're going to be getting a lot of her."
Her hot breath on my neck and she was now working her hips back and forth, easing my finger in and out of her hot box.
"I need to cum, baby." She said in my ear.
Reaching back, she grabbed my arms and pulled them from her ass. I groaned in disappointment when my hands were removed from trying to further explore her pussy. I quickly forgot that however, when Selena slid her knees up on my thighs and shoved her tits in my face.
I eagerly sucked her right nipple into my mouth and swirled my tongue around her swollen pink nub.
"Yes!" she moaned grabbing the back of my head and shoving my face hard into her tit.
I could now bring my hands up between us and cupping her surprisingly heavy breasts began fondling them. Selena released a long sigh of pleasure as my thumb caressing her nipple while my tongue pleasured the other.
"Suck on those tits, baby!" she moaned when I switched to sucking the other, "I hope they're as nice as you thought they would be!"
"They're perfect!" I said around her pink flesh, "You're perfect."
"Hmm, flattery will," she giggled, "Your cock sucked!"
Holy shit! Hearing her say that caused my cock to begin to drip down my thigh. The idea of her on her knees taking my dick between those blow job lips caused my hips to start rocking.
She was up on her knees and no longer pressing her pussy against me, but again Selena proved she was not out to tease. Grabbing my wrist she pulled my right hand from her tit and pressing it to her stomach guided me towards her pussy.
I didn't need any encouragement at this point, but did force myself to slowly trail my hand down her soft stomach, trying to prove I could have some patience. As if knowing what I was thinking, she said, "You can tease later, right now I want you to shove your fingers in my pussy!"
Well let it never be said I ever disobeyed my boss! I happily slipped my hand between her legs and began sliding my fingers through the lips of her wet slit. She moaned and keeping my face pinned to her tit let her head against mine.
"Feels good," she purred, "But inside, honey. Put two fingers in that hot little pussy."
I did as she asked, easing two fingers into her tight hot flesh and she immediately began moving up and down, shoving my fingers deep inside her. She released high pitched yelp each time she drove down on my fingers, then moaned softly as I switched my tongue to her other tit.
She rode my fingers while I worked my mouth back and forth from one perfect pink nipple to the next and I noticed her yelps were getting higher pitched and she was working her hips faster.
"Put your thumb on my clit, honey. You need to make me cum!" she groaned when I pressed my thumb against her hard button. "Hmm, just think, the faster I cum the faster you get your cock in my mouth."
"Is that the new incentive plan?" I said around her tit.
Selena laughed, "I like that! That's what we're here for, baby, fun! And oh, yeah I have a lot of little bonuses in store for you! Now make me cum!"
"Yes ma'am." I murmured and began to suck her nipple much harder than before.
I pressed my thumb firmly against her clit and started rubbing it in hard fast circles.
"Fuck yeah!" Selena cried out, "Right there, honey! Oh, right there!"
She began slamming her pussy down into my fingers and I did the best I could at that angle to move them up into her. I stopped rubbing in circles and instead started wiggling my thumb up and down on her hard button. Selena moaned and started moving her hips in a grinding circle while yelping in my ear.
"A little more," she whimpered, "Oh, please don't stop! Oh...oh, fuck!"
Selena's pussy contracted hard around my thrusting fingers and lifting her head she emitted a long loud wail that sounded as if it had come straight out of a porno. She began bucking wildly in my lap, making it hard to keep my tongue and fingers on her nipples as well as continue to rub her clit. I managed to do it all however, and was rewarded with my smoking hot Milf boss cumming like a porn star while I worked both tits and her pussy.
Her pussy continued to convulse around my now drenched fingers and she was yelping repeatedly as she writhed on my lap. Her pussy quivered once more and with a long sigh her body relaxed against me. Putting her arms around me, she said, "Damn I needed that."
She remained there for a moment and I easing my fingers from inside her, I put my arms around her waist, holding her to me. Her soft warm body felt amazing against me and I started to wonder what it would be like to sleep with her. Not sex, but just having her against me at night. How it would be to wake up with a woman this beautiful.
"Hmm, well like I say in work, sometimes you have to give a little to get a little, and you gave me something very nice just now."
Placing her hands on my shoulders she eased off my legs so she was standing in front of me. Reaching down she grabbed the huge bulge in my pants and squeezed. I moaned and felt a squirt of precum trickle out and don my leg.
"Damn you're hard!" she smiled, "And pretty big too. I think I'm going to enjoy sucking your cock as much as you are."
"I doubt that." I groaned as she began stroking me through the pants.
Selena laughed again, "You are going to be so much fun! Now stand up."
My heart pounding with excitement I stood up and started to lean in to kiss her. Instead-and to my delight- Selena made a show of slowly sinking to her knees in front of me. I looked down at her speechless as she unsnapped my pants and pulled my zipper down. Grabbing the sides of my pants she tugged them down a couple of inches, and then looked up at me.
"How's this for an incentive, honey?" How does your bitchy boss look naked on her knees getting ready to blow you?"
"I...wow."
"I'll take that." She said with a wink, "Now let's see my incentive."
She yanked both my pants and underwear down to my knees causing my aching dick to spring free.
"Oh, that is quite an incentive!" she cooed, grabbing it she smiled up at me. "You're more qualified than I thought!"
I tried to respond, but it turned into a low moan when she began to slowly pump my cock in her hand. Her long slender fingers with their red nails looked damn good around my shaft, but even better was the look on her face as she stared at it. Her blue eyes were glazed over with lust and her tongue was slowly working its way across her full lips.
"So fucking hard!" she said softly, "Ah youth, it's wasted on the young." She looked up and winked, "But I won't let it be wasted on me!"
This time it wasn't a moan, but cry of surprised pleasure that escaped me, when with no hesitation, Selena took my cock deep into her warm wet mouth. I moaned softly at the sensation of her soft lips around my hard shaft. Selena moaned as well and her blue eyes rolled back as she worked my cock deeper.
She had me more than halfway down and with a soft sigh she began slowly bobbing her head.
"Oh, God." I moaned at the feeling of her wet mouth working along the length of my cock.
She was swirling her tongue back and forth as she sucked and I could feel it caressing me as she worked her mouth up and down. Her lipstick was now smeared along my cock and that visual caused me to twitch in her mouth.
She caused me to cry out again when she slid my cock out until just the tip was in her mouth and then sucked hard. I could feel the pre cum squirting from me and into her mouth and after moaning softly, she removed me from her mouth and smacked her lips.



"Hmm, you taste good!" she licked her lips. "Bet your cum will taste even better." She gave my cock a quick kiss, "Been a long time since I took a nice hot load in my mouth."
"Oh, Jesus." I whispered.
"Like me talking dirty? I hope so because I have to be a good girl all day so I love to be a slut in bed. You ready for me to be your slut, Austin?"
"You...you can be whatever you want to be." I told her.
"Good answer. Good boys get more than bad boys Austin, trust me. Now, where was I? Oh, that's right, I was about to suck you off!"
She flicked the tip of her tongue across the purple head of my cock, then traced a teasingly slow circle along the edge of it. I had to fight not to thrust my hips and could feel my legs trembling in excitement. Selena turned her head and made a show of rubbing my dripping cock against her soft cheek. When she pulled it away a thin trail of precum came with it and I felt my cock jump in her hand.
Smiling up at me she rubbed me along the other side of her face. Lifting my cock so that it was pressed against me she placed her tongue at the base of my shaft and slowly licked her way up to the tip. Pressing her lips to my shaft she slid them back down to the base and I groaned at how good those soft lips felt.
When she reached the bottom she surprised me again by swirling her tongue across my balls. I moaned and reaching down put my hands on her shoulders. Selena made me cry out again she sucked my ball into her mouth and swirled her tongue around it.
I moaned at the feeling of her wet tongue sliding across my balls then again as she took the other side into her mouth. She began sucking gently while stroking my cock and my knees started to shake
Selena's eyes were locked on mine as she switched to licking, bathing my balls with her pink tongue. She worked that tongue back up to the tip of my cock, but this time took me between her lips and back down into her mouth. I sighed as she began slowly bobbing her head and grabbing my wrists, Selena pulled my hands down to her tits.
She sighed around my cock when I began rolling her nipples between my fingers. She was sucking me down further each time and I could feel the sweat trickling down my back as more and more of my cock was taken into her wonderful mouth. Her red lips looked incredible pressed around my hard flesh and her blue eyes were wide and focused on mine as she devoured more and more of my cock
Her eyes shifted to the side and tapping my hip she pointed to the left. I turned my head and gasped. I could see us reflected in the mirror over the bar. The sight of Selena on her knees and me standing naked in front of her caused my hips to begin to move. Selena moaned her approval and wrapping her arms around my waist pulled me all the way into her mouth. I cried out at the sensation of being completely buried in her mouth.
She gave me yet another thrill when her tongue slipped out and teased my balls. She kept her mouth still and giving my hips a squeeze pushed me back then pulled me forward again. Taking her meaning I began to thrust my hips, fucking her mouth.
Selena moaned and urged my hips to move faster. I did as she wanted and watched in the mirror as I fucked the mouth of my best friend's mother. I began pulling further back so I could watch my cock slide into her mouth.
I took in my hands on her white breasts and her arms wrapped around me. I noticed her hips were rocking and could also see her eyes were on the mirror as well. She winked at me through the mirror then began to suck me faster and harder. I moaned and my legs began shaking so badly I had to put a hand on her shoulder.
Sensing what was wrong. Selena pulled me from her mouth and putting her hands on my stomach shoved me backwards. I fell back onto the couch and moving quickly Selena grabbed my cock with no hesitation sucked me back deep into her mouth. I moaned at how fast she sucking not only because of how fucking good it felt, but the way she was doing it.
Selena was moaning as loud as me and was attacking my cock as if she truly were enjoying it as much as me. She had her mouth opened wider and trails of spit were sliding down my cock. Selena would then make a sloppy sucking sound as she slurped the spit back up while taking me all the way down to my balls.
I sat back against the couch, all but whimpering at this point as I watched the woman I'd dreamed about since before High school sucking me off as she had so many times in my dreams.
Her long red hair was fanned out across my thighs and my cock had as much of her lipstick on it as she her lips did. Her eyes were now closed and she was moaning each time my cock hit the back of her throat.
Grabbing my wrists she pulled my hands to her head. Wrapping my hands in her soft hair I began pushing and pulling, guiding her mouth up and down my cock. My hips were thrusting hard and her mouth was coming down just as fast to meet my plunging cock.
My entire body was tense now and I was breathing hard as each time her mouth took me deep I felt closer to cumming. Selena brought her hand between my legs and taking me deep started tickling my balls with her finger tips.
"Oh my God!" I cried out.
That move had sent me over the edge and my cock exploded into her mouth. Selena's eyes widened and she made gurgling sound as my dick erupted. My hips were out of control, plunging my spurting cock into her mouth. Each thrust ended with another squirt as my balls emptied into her incredible mouth. Selena was moaning and sucking as hard as my cock was thrusting, eagerly taking every drop I had to offer.
When I had nothing left, I let her hair go and slumping into the couch, groaned, "Oh, goddamn!"
"Hmm," Selena removed my cock with a lip smacking final suck. "That was a lot of cum! Next time I'll let you jerk it off in my face, but the first time I had get every drop."
"Nest time?"
"You don't listen do you," she rose up to stand in front of me. "I told you honey, consider pleasing me part of your job or a bonus whatever you want, but you will be fucking this pussy and I will be sucking this cock as often as possible."
"Now." Reaching down she grabbed my hand, "Follow me. The couch was fun for an icebreaker, but I want to be comfortable while you lick my pussy."
I let her pull me from the couch and followed her into the bedroom. I saw she had placed a couple of candles in there and that the sheets were down. A feeling of the surreal came over me as letting go of my hand, Selena crawled onto the bed in front of me. Watching her amazing ass as she crawled to the head of the bed before rolling over on her back and spreading her legs, I felt as if I really did have to be dreaming.
In front of me, Selena spread her pink pussy wide open and beckoned to me with her other hand.
"Come on, honey, it's time for me to cum in your face."
I shook off that 'this couldn't be happening feeling' and as I crawled up the bed to lie on my stomach between her legs I replaced it with a feeling of how fucking lucky was I? I'd just gotten my cock sucked by the hottest woman I knew who just happened to be my boss and had been point blank told her body was part of my job.
Putting my hands on her soft thighs I gave each of them a kiss before turning my attention to her sopping wet pussy inches from my face.
"Don't tease, honey." She tapped her clit with her finger "We have all weekend to play. Right now you just show me how good you are with that tongue," she giggled, "We'll take our time later in a sixty nine, how's that?"
My answer was to spread her pussy and make her cry out by driving my tongue deep inside her.
"That's it!" she cried, "Eat that pussy! Show me how bad you want her!"
I swirled my tongue inside her and as she had done, sucked hard. I moaned as I received a mouthful of her juices and eagerly swallowed every drop. My nose was pressed into her hot wet flesh and I took a deep breath, savoring the intoxicating scent of her red haired pussy. I slipped my tongue from inside her and as I worked it slowly though her lips, shoved two fingers inside her now sopping snatch.
She moaned as I thrust my fingers. "That's want honey! You just take it the way you want too! You suck your slutty boss's pussy!" she giggled, "Then you can fuck your best friend's mom!"
I had been trying not to think of her that way, but it seemed to be a turn on to her which made it just fine for me. My cock had never completely softened and I could feel it pressing into the bed as my tongue found Selena's swollen pink button.
I traced a slow circle around it, savoring the way her thighs trembled and she moaned as I teased her. I gave her clit a soft kiss then taking it between my lips began gently sucking on it. She sighed and lifting he legs put them on my shoulders. As I began swirling my tongue around her clit ran her soft feet playfully up and down my back.
"Hmm, this is the way to travel." She moaned. "A hot tub, a king sized bed and a good looking boy half my age between my legs." She smacked her lips, "The taste of cum in my mouth isn't so bad either!"
Christ she was hot!" I thought as I went back to sucking her pink nub, but harder than before as my fingers began thrusting faster. I had wondered before what Steven's father had been thinking, but now I had to think he was the dumbest mother fucker I'd ever met.
"Right there." She sighed, "Suck on it harder, honey and pump those fingers. I'm not here to be teased, at least not first time out."
I began plunging my fingers into her sopping slit as hard as I dared and was now sucking her clit hard enough to cause my lips to smack. Selena's hips started moving in time with my fingers and she had drawn her legs up so her feet were now on my shoulders.
"Oh, I love it!" she moaned, "I love you down there sucking my pussy! Honey, I can't wait for you to put that big young cock inside me! Oh, you are going to fuck me so hard! Aren't you, baby?"
"Hmm-mm" I moaned into her pussy as her dirty talking had me working her button even faster with my lips and tongue.
"Yeah, you thought of this didn't you? I know you did! I have too!"
I moaned into her hot pussy again and she continued, her words coming out between a series of soft sexy moans.
"Oh, I did when you were older. I'd lay there thinking of you jerking off to me. Stealing my panties and sniffing them. Then I'd play with my pussy thinking of you coming into my bedroom with that hard young dick and telling me you wanted me, begging me to let you fuck me!"
Her toes curled hard into my shoulder and her hips were moving faster, driving my fingers knuckle deep into her pussy.
"And I'd let you! Right there in my room, with Steven a room away I would suck your cock then get on my knees and let you fuck me as hard as you could! I'd be biting the pillow so Steven wouldn't hear me squealing and you'd whip your cock out and spray that thick hot cum all over my...Oh fuck, baby!"
I flinched when Selena released what could only be described a howl. I looked up to see she was playing with both her nipples and had thrown her head back. Her mouth was wide open and she was screaming so loud I wondered if anyone was in the next room.
She clamped her thighs tightly around my head and bucked her hips, grinding her quivering pussy in my face. Not that I minded. I was licking her clit as hard as I could and my fingers were buried in her convulsing pussy.
Selena was yelping and squealing louder than she had on the couch and her hips were moving so fast I stopped moving my fingers and let her do the work. Her thighs tightened around my head and I could feel them quivering as my tongue stayed busy on her throbbing clit.
Her back arched off the bed and as her pussy contracted around my fingers she let out a loud cry and as a warm wave of sticky fluid squirted around my fingers and into my face she fell back onto the bed and her legs slid limply from my shoulders.
"Oh...Oh..." she moaned, "My god, the fucking room is spinning."
I sat up between her legs and felt a sense of satisfaction as I looked down at her. Selena's eyes were closed and she was breathing hard. Her red hair was stuck to parts of her face and shoulders from sweat and her huge tits were heaving as she tried to catch her breath.
Her red haired pussy was glistening and her thighs were sticky from her dripping. I shook my head thinking I had never seen anything so fucking hot as the woman before me. She looked completely spent, but I knew what she wanted and my cock was standing straight up between my legs and ready to give it to her.
"Hmm, that was so good." She purred, still lying with her eyes closed. "I'll tell you what, once I catch my breath, I...Oh fuck Austin!"
Deciding to take her up on me fucking her the way I wanted to, I grabbed her ankles and putting her feet against my biceps, drove my cock deep into her sopping snatch. I cried out at how hot, wet and tight her pussy was and let my cock stay buried deep inside her for a moment. I could feel her damp red bush against me and looking down into her startled blue eyes smiled and drawing my cock part way out slammed it back in.
"Fuck, I...oh!"
I began tearing into her; just flat out fucking her as hard and fast as I was able to. She wanted me to take her like a man and I would show her I could. Grabbing her ankles, I spread her legs as wide as my arms would allow and resumed fucking her.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck!' she yelped, "God that's a nice cock! Oh, honey look at you giving it to me like I need it!"
Leaning back, I pulled her towards me, lifting her hips off the bed and causing my cock to plunge into her at different angle.
"Fuck that's so deep!" she moaned.
Remembering something I saw in a porn video I put her legs against my arms and leaned forward causing her ass to come off the bed and her feet to end up almost behind her ears. I placed my hands on her tits and using her body for balance started fucking the shit out of her.
"Oh my fucking god!" she screamed, "Why the fuck did I wait so long for you? Oh god I haven't been fucked like this since I was a teenager!"
I wanted to smile, but didn't want to look like a jerk. Instead I squeezed her tits as tight as I dared and continued my assault on her hot red little red haired pussy. I could feel her squirting each time my cock plunged into her and was aware that both our thighs were dripping from her.
I could smell her pussy on my face and the sight of her blue eyes bulging and her face red and sweating from me fucking her drove me to push forward more and begin giving her long brutal strokes.
She squealed each time I slipped my cock out to the tip then plunged forward with all the strength of my hips. She kept trying to say something, but couldn't get it out with me fucking her this hard. As good as this all was there was something else I had jerked off to repeatedly and knowing I wouldn't last all that long fucking her this hard, I decided to again take her the way she said she wanted to be.
Sliding my cock from inside her, I grabbed her hips and with a wrench of my shoulders turned her over onto her side.
"Look at you!" she cried, "You want your boss on her knees baby? You want my ass in the air?"
"Oh yeah. I moaned watching as she rolled onto her stomach, "I've jerked off to fucking you like this since I knew how to jerk off."
"Oh, pillow talk!" she laughed as drawing her knees up under her; she put her ass in the air.
I took a moment to admire her round ass and her glistening wet pussy peering out from between her thighs. Then grabbing her hips I plunged my cock into her so hard we both cried out again. Her pussy felt even better from this angle and I could fuck her even harder like this. I squeezed her hips and shaking my sweat soaked hair out of my eyes, started slamming her with short hard strokes.
"Fuck yeah!" she screamed, whipping her head so her long red hair flowed across her back. "Fuck me! Fuck your boss, no, better yet, fuck your best friend's mother! she is! Give it to me like I'm nothing but the dirty whore I want to be!"
Her words spurred me on and I was now giving her long hard strokes that caused both of us to groan each time my cock struck home deep inside her.
"Look at us!" she cried.
I looked up to see we were facing the mirror over the bureau opposite the bed. I stared transfixed by the sight of us. Selena's blue eyes were wide open and with a wild look in them her mouth was open as she squealed with each hard thrust. I could see her large tits swinging back and forth as I pounded her relentlessly.
Behind her I was slicked with sweat and every muscle in my arms and chest was bulging with effort as I strove to give her the hardest fucking I could. I wanted to be able to keep fucking her and she always said in work she appreciated the best effort and that was what I was giving her.
I looked down and admired the sight of my long glistening cock driving into her pick pussy. I looked at her smooth creamy ass cheeks and unable to resist gave her a sharp slap to her ass.
"Oh, am I your bad girl?" she moaned, "Go ahead, baby, teach this bad girl a lesson!"
I gave the other side of her ass a slap and when she moaned in pleasure I dealt both sides of her several slaps as I continued fucking her.
"Now that's being in charge!" she cried, "I told you to take me and you are! I am do going to fuck your brains out any chance I get!"
This time I did smile as I looked at her now bright red ass cheeks both of which had my hand prints on them. I reached up and putting my hands on her shoulder pushed her upper body down into the bed. That brought her ass higher and I was now fucking her with my cock going almost straight down into her.
"Oh, oh ,oh!" she cried over and over, "God I've never gotten it this hard! Baby, you're just what this girl needs!"
My answer was long moan as fucking her this hard began to take its toll and I felt myself getting ready to cum. I slowed down a little, but each thrust was now ending in a ragged breath and a whimper as I fought to hold back.
"Hold on," she moaned, "Let me show you something new!"
I stopped grateful for the reprieve and the chance to fuck her longer. In front of me, Selena sat up, and turning on the bed laid on her right side.
"Lay on your side behind me." She said in between deep breaths. "I bet you've never done it this way."
"No." I said, but was thrilled because I had seen it in porn movies. "But I want to!"
"I'll give you everything you want and more you keep fucking me this good!"
I got on my side behind her and as she draped her leg over mine she grabbed my cock and guided it into her pussy. Wrapping my arm around her waist I started fucking her with long hard strokes, but nowhere near as hard as I could in the other position. Grabbing my hand, Selena placed it on her pussy. Taking the hint I began to rub her clit and leaning back into me she moaned, "Hmm, Slow down, baby, I want to cum on your cock."
I slowed up and moaned as I was starting to tease myself.
"Watch us." She told me, "It why I moved."
I looked back into the mirror and smiled at the sight of her long lush body stretched out and me behind her. With her leg up over me I had a perfect view of my cock sliding in and out of her fiery pussy. Selena was adding to the show by stroking her nipples and staring at me in the mirror.
"Faster on my clit, use two fingers." She moaned.
I replaced my thumb with two finger tips and began rubbing in circles.
"Harder." She urged me, "Harder on that clit I've already cum twice." she sighed as I obeyed, "That's right nice and hard, I'm not one of those cute little things you fucked before, I'm a real woman and you can fuck me as hard as you want."
I started driving into her as hard as the position would allow as my fingers blurred across her clit. Selena tensed against me and began rocking her hips into my plunging cock.



"A little more, oh just a little more!" she whimpered.
I moaned as a little more was all I had left. My legs were shaking and I was whimpering again as each thrust brought me to the point of no return.
"Yeah, yeah....yes!"
Selena called out and letting her head fall back against my chest released a series of short sharp yelps. Her pussy contracted so tightly it was hard to shove my cock back I after sliding it out. I closed my eyes and tried to focus on each thrust not being the last. MY entire body was trembling and as Selena continued to writhe against me I moaned, "I...I can't hold back."
"Keep moving your fingers!" she pleaded.
With a pathetic moan I sped my fingers up then cried out in pleasure when reaching down, Selena pulled my cock from her quivering pussy and began to pump it.
"Watch yourself cum!" she moaned as her orgasm continued to flow through her.
My eyes found the mirror just in time to cry out and watch a huge spurt of cum spurt from my cock and land on her left tit. Selena pumped my cock furiously and I whimpered each time she reached the head and another thick stream of cum squirted out. The second and third spurts landed on her lower chest then her stomach and as she continued to pump, the last of it dribbled directly onto the patch of red hair over her pussy.
Selena sighed and I felt her body relax against mine. Her hand continued to slowly pump my spent cock and I admired the sight of my cum splattered all over her tits and stomach.
"Damn." She whispered.
She pushed back against me and let myself roll over onto my back. She did the same and we lay there breathing hard. Her leg was draped between mine and looking down I watched my cum oozing down her tit and across her stomach.
"My God did you fuck me, Austin. Turning her head she kissed my cheek. "You were...she winked at me, "Wow"
I laughed and she smiled at me, "Really, you have no idea how badly I needed that! I should have jumped you sooner!"
"I wouldn't have minded. " I told her.
"Well I guess its better this way; big difference between you now and being barely eighteen. I would never have wanted to be the first."
"I dreamt that a lot." I admitted,
"But then you would have gotten hung up on me and never been with anyone else. Besides," she sighed, "I was still wasting time with that idiot when you were that age. You were more of a man then than he was that's for sure. You and Steven."
"Steven, um..."
"We're not telling and he's never going to ask, Hey Austin, you banging my mother?" she laughed, "But that is why I am setting him up somewhere else. This way he won't know about all those late nights and weekends you're working with me." She kissed my cheek again, "Oh, I was so busy fucking you I didn't say congratulations on the job."
"Thanks." I let out a deep breath and felt my body relaxing.
Next to me Selena stretched, arching her back off the bed and causing my cum to ooze down her stomach towards her moist red pussy.
"I need a another shower." She smiled at me, "Care to join me?"
"I'd love to." I told her, "But..." I frowned as something had just dawned on me.
"But what?"
"What about the work we needed to do?"
She laughed loudly, "There is no extra work. I needed an excuse to keep you back while everyone else was out of our way." She winked, "Steven can have his Melissa all night and the room to himself, because I have you, honey."
I frowned as something had just dawned on me. "Can I ask you another question?"
"Honey, after fucking me like that you can ask me anything!"
"Did I just get the job for this? I mean I really want to do well and move up and..."
"Of course you earned it Austin," she turned serious. "The fact you would even care to ask that question proves your work ethic. You flat out earned it Austin. You beat out the others including Steven on your work, not this."
I gasped as she reached down and squeezed my dripping, semi hard cock.
"But, she sighed, "There is some bad news good news about the job."
"What?" I asked trying to focus as she began stroking my cock.
Rolling over onto her side, she said, "Bad news is it is entry level so there is not much more money than what you're making now."
"Oh, well okay." I breathed as she was managing to coax my cock into readiness again.
Sliding down the bed so her head was level with my cock she began, "The good news is," she took me into her mouth and I whimpered as my exhausted cock responded to her persuasive tongue and became hard in seconds, removing it from her mouth she winked at me,
"The good news is I hear the benefits package is amazing!"
Author's note: Poor Austin, I heard he started working longer and longer hours. Seems the poor guy's boss was always riding him pretty hard about something. Yeah, that was lame, it's why I write porn, not comedy. Despite the bad joke I hope you take a moment to vote and comment on the story and let me know what you thought of it. In the meantime I'm already planning my next installment of this series so be on the lookout for another Milf Tails adventure. Lovecraft68
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I woke up with a hard on and the fleeting glimpse of the dream that had awoken me; a dream of fucking my mother. Most guys would be appalled if they'd dreamed of their mother sucking their cock like a porn star and begging their son to fuck them, but for me? It was a day like any other.
I'd been obsessed with my mother for well over a year and how it started I wasn't really sure, but what I knew is in my mind she went from being the most beautiful woman I'd known to becoming the sexiest, most sensual woman I could imagine.
I looked over at the alarm clock and saw it was just after six am. Mom would be getting up right about now and soon would be in the shower. As it always did, the image of her in the steamy shower, slowly soaping up her magnificent body caused my already hard cock to ache with desire.
I thought of her teasing her nipples with her soapy fingers before sliding them between her lush thighs and rubbing her clit. The soap running down her stomach and thighs would look just like a nice hot load of cum, her son's cum.
My mind raced with the fantasy of me walking into the bathroom, stripping and getting in the shower behind her. I would reach around and pull her against me; one hand stroking her tits, the other rubbing her hard clit. Mom's long wet hair would feel damn good on my chest and she would be grinding her wet ass into my raging hard on.
Leaning her head against my shoulder she would moan my name and tell me to make her cum so I could bend her over and fuck her and cum all over the cheeks of her sweet round ass. My hand strayed to my cock, and I thought of her telling me the reason she had been alone since my jerk off father left last year to chase girls my age was she was waiting for me.
I was the only man she knew she could trust and would take good care of not just her amazing body, but her as well. That was why I was having a hard time dating girls the last few months. My obsession with my mother had gotten to the point she was the only woman I wanted.
Even as I teased myself, slowly stroking my cock and enjoying how hard I was for my mother, it dawned on me I would need to get over it at least enough to enjoy getting laid as it certainly was never going to happen with mom. As exciting as my fantasies were I knew they were twisted and mom loved me dearly, but as her son.
What a waste, my mother lying alone in her bed at night and me two rooms down thinking about her. I pushed her from my mind; it was too early to start my day frustrated. My feelings were getting to the point it was past teasing and close to torment. Christ, tomorrow was Valentine's Day and here I was not only without a girlfriend, but thinking about my sex with my mother. Could I be a bigger loser?
With that in mind, I thought of mom and for a moment not in a perverted way, but as a concerned son. Mom was also going to be alone for Valentine's Day. For her that was worse than it was for me.
I was twenty and the day didn't mean as much to me, not to mention it was my own fault I had no one to spend it with. My oedipal obsession had taken me to the point I wasn't paying any attention to any of the girls at school, even the ones that flirted with me.
But for mom it was different; she had caught my father cheating just before last Valentine's, when the idiot accidently sent my mother a text meant for his girlfriend. Although he'd been gone a year and the divorce was final seven months ago mom hadn't had so much as a date and moped around the house. Lately she seemed more depressed than usual.
When I asked what was wrong she would always shrug and say there was something on her mind. When I would ask why she wasn't seeing anyone I would get another shrug and 'not ready yet'. Aware that her being alone was fueling my taboo fantasies-as if I could somehow be there for her in that way-I tried to push her, telling her she was too young, sweet and beautiful to be by herself.
Finally, and probably to get me to shut up, mom said she joined an online dating site and supposedly was talking to some guys through it. I only half believed her, but then again she was spending a lot of time in her room online at night so maybe she was chatting. I smiled at the thought that if she was talking to someone, hopefully the guy would be smart enough to ask her out for tomorrow night and she would go.
Now that I felt a little better about mom, I decided it was time to take care of the swelling problem between my legs and to the next best thing to mom! My hand moved along my cock as my mind shifted to Debra, my online mom and a woman I hoped at some point might be able to meet seeing she was supposedly local.
I moaned softly as my cock became slick with my precum and thought of my last "conversation" with Debra. She had described how she wanted to take me so deep in her mouth she would gag and drool all over her 'son's' cock then lick up every drop of it. Better yet, Debra loved my descriptions of what I wanted to do to my hot mother and told me she used a vibrator and came as we chatted.
I'd met Debra through an advertisement on a porn site dedicated to step mother fantasies. Real incest videos were rare so it was all I could find, but it didn't matter, the dialogue was still "Oh, let mommy fuck you" and it drove me wild.
After one video ended there was an ad for a site called play for keeps, a role play slash hook up site that catered to every fetish. I clicked on the site and was thrilled to see they had a section for incestuous role plays. Daddy/daughter, brother/sister and to my excitement I saw mom/son was their number one draw for that section.
I quickly paid out the fifty bucks for a yearlong membership and set up a profile that I was looking for a mommy in the Rhode Island, Mass or Connecticut area with the hopes there could be a chance of a hook up as the site said often happened.
I'd had little luck the first couple of weeks, some lame conversations with women who had no imagination and one I was sure was a guy, or women who wanted real little boys as in dress me and breast feed me!
Then Debra sent me a message, she also lived in RI and wanted to talk to a horny son and the last three weeks we'd been exchanging dirty messages through the site and using their instant messaging to role play and get off.
So far the only pic I'd seen of her was her site avatar; a shot of her large tits in a purple lace bra and some long dark hair over them My mom had long black hair and was pretty ample up top so I loved the look.
Mine was one of me from the neck down, shirtless, with my jeans undone showing off some pubic hair and she raved about what a hot stud her son was and how she would love to lick her way down my chest to that open zipper. She then went on to describe how she would take care of her boy by sucking his cock and taking every drop of his cum into her mouth like a good mother should!
I stopped my mind from racing and focused on my cock, stroking it and wishing it was my mom's, either of them, hand and they were jerking it off into their open mouth, their pink tongue awaiting their son's cum. I moaned and pumped faster feeling the cum building, ready to erupt....all over my stomach again like it had been doing for the last several months since the last time I'd gotten laid.
I jumped at the sound of a beep from my laptop and stopped stroking. I'd just gotten a message! Several times Debra had e-mailed me early in the morning and getting out of bed I walked naked, my hard cock leading the way, over to my desk. I draped a t-shirt on the vinyl chair and sitting down, looked at the screen and smiled.
"Hello mamasboy96 you have a message from hot4myson."
"Is my sexy young son awake?"
The site was set up with discretion as a priority and the other user never saw another's e-mail unless they wanted to give it, but all messages could be passed through the site and I eagerly clicked the link and chose the IM option so we could chat and replied;
"I had a dream about my hot mother then woke up and thought about you fucking me in the shower."
"Ohhh, what a dirty boy you are! But that's okay, because your slutty mom is laying in bed naked, playing with her pussy and thinking of her son's big dick."
"Was I fucking you or were you sucking me?" I typed, and then sat back, caressing my aching cock while waiting for her reply.
"Both. I thought about you straddling my face and fucking your mother's hot mouth, then sliding down and slipping that beautiful cock into my pussy. Are you hard for mommy, baby?"
"I'm always hard for my mommy." Real and online, I added to myself, "I'm stroking my cock right now and wishing it was your mouth, not my hand"
"Oh yes, my son's hard cock in my soft wet mouth. I would lay over you in a sixty nine and you could spread my cheeks and tongue your mother's ass while she sucked your cock for you!"
"Then I would slip my finger in my mom's tight little asshole and tongue her hot pussy."
"Take you deep, down to your balls and make you whimper, make you beg to cum in your mommy's mouth!"
"Please mom! Oh, please make me cum, please!"
"Do you deserve it? Have you been a good boy?"
"I will be! I'll do anything my mom asks me to do! Please mom? Please let your son cum in your mouth!"
"I don't know...what's my rule?"
I smiled and typed, "Mom always comes first."
"That's right, but I think I'll give you a treat this morning and let you cum first. I take my son deep into my hot mouth. He whimpers for me when my lips reach the base of his shaft and my tongue slides out to lick his balls."
"Oh, mom that feels so good!" I responded.
"I cup his balls in my hand, moaning at how swollen they are. They're full of cum, cum that is going to be in his mother's mouth very soon. I bob my head, slowly at first, savoring every inch of my son's long hard cock and moaning at the taste of his pre cum dripping down my throat."
I stroked my cock as I read her words, my mind filled with the image of my own mother laying across me, her pussy in my face while she sucked my cock.
"Honey, are you stroking your cock?"
"Yes mom, is that okay?"
"It will be, but let mom show you something first."
"What about sucking my cock?"
"Aww, my little boy is impatient? Does he need to come so bad?"
"I need to come for my mom! She loves when I come for her, especially in her mouth."
"True, but I think I like it in my pussy better. Nothing sexier than a son filling his mother's pussy with cum. How about this, you want me to finish sucking you off? I will, but you don't get your gift."
"What is it?"
"LOL you have to wait to cum."
"Okay, may I have my gift?" I asked, wondering what direction this was going to go in.
My eyes widened when a file appeared in the message box. She was sending me a picture!
"Open that up and tell me what you think. I figured my loving son has been such a good boy he should get a little peek at his mother."
My fingers trembled with excitement as I saved the file as 'Debra' to my desktop then bringing down the browser so all that showed was our small text box. I clicked open the doc and whispered, "Oh, goddamn."
The picture was a selfie taken in a mirror and showed Debra's ass in a pair of tight purple boy shorts. They had ridden up high and her well rounded ass cheeks were exposed. I reached out and touched the picture, my finger tracing the sweet curve of her ass while imagining being on my knees behind it, pulling the shorts to the side, spreading her cheeks and licking her asshole then her pussy.
Speaking of her pussy, she was bent over enough in the pic to get a look at the thin strip of purple material between her legs. I could make out the slight bulge of her pussy and could just picture a nice set of full, succulent lips. I licked my lips at the thought of being a son lucky enough to get a chance to lick his mother's beautiful pussy and taste her forbidden juices.
"Are you there, honey? Do you like mommy's ass?"
"It's fucking perfect!" I typed excitedly, "My mom has the finest ass I've ever seen!"
"Yeah, baby? You like it? Even though it's not as skinny as some of the little girls my son has fucked?"
"It's amazing; I want to spread those cheeks and lick it and suck on it."
"You want more than your tongue in mommy's ass, don't you? You want to put your finger in there and then maybe even your hard cock? Baby, would you want to fuck your mom in the ass?"
"I want to fuck my mom anywhere she'll let me!"
"Tell me! Look at that picture and tell me how you'd fuck me!"
"Mom has to cum first so I start sucking your clit faster and harder, while you...." I stopped typing when her next message popped up.
"Make your mother cum when we talk tonight. I just took that picture and I'm wearing those shorts right now, tell me how you'd fuck me."
I laughed and staring at her sweet ass on my screen typed.
"I would come up behind you and push you over the bed."
"Ohh, getting rough with mommy! I like it!"
"I'd give your cheeks a couple of hard slaps, after all my mom's being bad wearing that slutty outfit in front of her son!"
"Oh, honey, you are so good at this!" she replied, "Hmmm turn mommy's ass nice and red, make her pay for all the times she spanked her son!"
"I slap your ass so hard I can see my finger marks on your skin and grabbing your shorts I yank them to the side and tell you to spread your cheeks open for me."
"You want to see mommy's pussy open for you?"
"I want mommy's ass open for me!" I typed boldly.
"Yes! Fuck your mother's ass, make me squeal for you!"
"I shove my cock into my mom's dripping pussy, getting it wet and making her beg for more. I'm fucking you as hard as I can, pulling on the shorts and slapping your ass with my other hand."
"Oh yes! Keep going baby, I have a toy on my clit and I'm going to cum for you while you tell me about fucking my ass."
"I slide my cock out and slap it on your red ass, making you whimper for it. I press the tip against your asshole and you beg me not to."
"Oh, honey please don't! Please don't hurt mommy with that big cock! Please Oh!"
Just imagining her squealing had my cock begging for release, but I couldn't type one handed and it would have to wait.
"I wiggle the tip in there and then slam it all the way in."
"Oh fuck! Oh it hurts! Oh, honey please!"
I hold it there, feeling your ass stretch around it. You're moaning and squirming and I spank you for it. Then I start fucking you hard and fast, pounding my mom's tight asshole!"
"It's so big! It hurts so bad! Oh, but it feels good too! The way you're just taking me! The way you're making her your little slut! You're owning your mom!"
"I keep fucking you, harder and faster, you're squealing and begging me to stop. You try to move, but I grab your hair in both hands and pull on it, holding you still while I fuck you."
"Oh god yes! Oh tear into that ass! A good mom would let her son have her ass! A bad mommy would say no, but I'm your good mommy!"
"My slut mommy! Only a slut would let her son fuck her ass. I'm pulling it all the way out then driving it balls deep into you."
"Oh god, Tommy! I'm going to cum for real! Tell me how you're going to cum!"
"I fuck you so hard the bed's moving and whipping my cock out, I squeeze it and yank you by your hair off the bed and onto your knees. I pull your head back and grab your chin so your mouth stays open and I spray my cum right into your mouth."
"Yes, yes! In my mouth, cum in mommy's mouth!"
"After the first spurt goes in her mouth I'll shoot it in her slutty face, her cheeks her chin. It drips down onto her tits and then I shove my dripping cock in her mouth and make my mother taste her ass."
There was no reply for a minute and I jerked my cock, staring at the picture while thinking of what I had just typed. I had no idea where all that came from, it's not like I ever read dirty stories or did any writing, but it just seemed to flow.
"Oh Tommy, honey, I just came so hard, please jerk off for me right now, please cum looking at my picture!"
"Yes mom!"
I sat back and grabbed the small bottle of hand lotion from the desk and squirting some onto my cock stroked it. I envisioned the moist lotion as being the inside of my mother's pussy as I focused on the plump lips barely covered by that purple strip.
I was so worked up it didn't take thirty seconds before I moaned and a huge spurt of cum erupted from my cock. It landed on my stomach and as I continued to pump it, cum flowed over the head of my cock and down to my balls and thighs.
What a waste, it would be so much better all over my mom, but also pretty damn good all over Debra's sweet ass, man, I had to meet this woman!
I grabbed some tissues and wiping my hand off typed, "I came a lot for you, mom."
"I wish I was there to lick off every drop of it!"
"Me too!"
"Know what I would love? You coming all over my tits and me sucking it off my nipples."
"Damn, mom, you're a pig!" I added a smiley so she would know I was playing.
"Not a pig honey, just a horny mom who wants to fuck her son!"
"Do you have a son?" I asked, curious to know if there was someone behind her fantasy or she just enjoyed the kink.
"I do, he's twenty and he's so beautiful! He's very sweet to!"
"That's good."
"It is, because not only would he fuck me nice and hard like I need it, but he would hold me and tell me he loves me and be good to me in every way."
"He should be, with an amazing mom like you."
"I like that; I would love to hear him say that. Tommy, can I ask you a question?"
"Sure." I smiled, enjoying chatting with her, usually it was quick dirty talk sessions, but now that I had cum it was nice to try to get to know her, maybe it could lead to that meeting.
"Do you do this because you want your mother or is it just fun?"
"LOL, that's why I asked you. Yes, I think about my mom all the time."
"Does she know?"
"Hell no! Does your son?"
"Of course not, that's what makes this site so great, close as we can get, right?"
"Well we could always meet up and I could call you mom" I cringed as I hit send, hoping I wouldn't freak her out.
"I've thought about it. But this is such a taboo thing and it's a small state. What if you knew my son or I know your mom?"
"Then we could blackmail each other LOL."
"I'll think about it. I wasn't even going to send a picture, but I wanted to know what my son thought of me."



"Your son thinks his mother is damn fine."
"Is your real name, Tommy?"
"No, I don't even know where I came up with that." I told her, "And that name mamasboy was so stupid I'm surprised anyone would want to send me a message"
"I loved your picture! So hot! Do you have dark hair or light?"
"I do; same color as yours and my mom's; she has big tits, too!"
"LOL! What color are your eyes, honey?"
"Green, got them from my dad, kind of a jerk, but mom always said he was a pretty jerk."
"Mine are dark; I have big brown eyes."
"All the better to look up at me with!"
"Dirty boy! But I love that! Been a long time since this girl looked up from her knees, but I bet if my loving son Tommy was around he would fix that!"
"I would."
"Well, I have to go and get ready for work. But it will be a great day because I got to cum nice and hard with my son!"
"Are you around later?"
"Ooh, you want more of mommy?"
"I can't get enough of my sexy mom."
"I might be, in fact I was thinking we could do something very special tonight!"
"What?"
"You have a web cam?"
"Yes" Oh, my God! My heart pounded with excitement.
"Well seeing tomorrow is Valentine's Day I thought we could give each other an early naughty gift. I'm thinking of us putting on a little show for each other later. I'll stroke my pussy, you play with your cock and we watch each other cum? Would you like that?"
"Hell yeah!"
"No faces and no talking, okay?"
"What time?"
"Later tonight, maybe ten, that way I can go right to sleep after cumming while watching you shoot a nice big load for me. Ten okay?"
"Perfect, I get home from work at nine."
"But you have to answer a question first; and I have to like the answer, if not, no show."
"Okay." I typed nervously, hoping I'd get it right.
"Tell me, Tommy, if you had a chance to be with your mother, your real mother, would you fuck her and do all kinds of dirty things with her, or would you make love to her and hold her and be good to her?"
I hesitated before answering. Which would I want? I loved mom, in fact I was coming to terms with the idea I might love her in ways most sons don't see their mother. I would want to show her that love and have her be sweet and love me too.
But the idea of fucking her the way Debra and I talked about, of having her be a dirty slut for her son was such a turn on!
"Well? Mommy is waiting?"
I took a deep breath and mentally crossing my fingers, typed.
"Both, dirty the first time to get the edge off then slow and sweet next time."
I waited a couple of minutes and when she did not reply right away I typed,
"Mom, you still there?"
"I am, I was just thinking about your answer."
"Was it a good one?"
"Honey, that was the perfect answer, be online at ten, I want to see what my son has for me for Valentine's Day."
"But tomorrow is Valentine's." I typed then wanted to smack myself thinking I just gave her a reason to put this off a day.
"True, but your mom might be a little busy tomorrow night."
"Oh, my mom has a date?" I felt an odd sense of jealousy that she might be having fun that did not involve chatting with me, man, I was getting pathetic.
"Maybe, I have to see how things work out, but he seems promising and it's been a long time since your mom got some cock."
Damn, she was hot! Had I not just come, just reading those words would have gotten me going. So much for meeting her in person though if she had someone. I sighed, most people have someone, not everyone is hung up on their mother. With a wry grin it dawned on me I couldn't even have my fantasy mom, but that didn't mean we couldn't still have fun and she had given me something to look forward too.
"I can't wait to see my mom's pussy later."
"You will, baby, you will! It will be mom's Valentine gift to her good boy! Now you have a good day and think plenty of dirty thoughts about your mom, me and your real one."
"You do the same." I replied.
"Oh, trust me, honey, not a minute goes by lately that I'm not thinking of fucking and loving my son. I'll be so wet for you later. Seeing I am going to be putting on a show for you, I am going to do my nails today, what color would you like?"
"How about purple?"
"Done! Gotta run!"
"Bye mom."
"Bye, baby, mommy loves you."
Loves me? That was a bit odd, but even though I knew it wasn't true and she wasn't my real mom, seeing those words made me smile. I was going to say it back to her, but saw she had gone offline. I looked down at my cum splattered thighs and cock and sighed as I wiped up the sticky mess
.
I was still semi hard at the thought of seeing Debra's pussy tonight and her watching me stroke it. I had cammed once with Sarah, my last girlfriend, when she went to Florida for a few days and it was fun, but this would be so much better.
More exciting was if she would go this far maybe a meeting would be next. She had just hinted there might be someone in the picture, but it was a 'might' and if tonight went well she might decide in person could be even hotter. I smiled as I let my mind run with that implausible, but desirable, scenario.
I would not only get to have sex with a hot older woman, but call her mom the entire time. It was as close as I would get and maybe it would get the feelings for my mother out of my head. The idea that if it went well we could hook up on a regular basis was exciting as well. So exciting my cock was now hard again and I thought about spanking it one more time, but decided against it, I wanted to shoot a nice big load for my online mom later.
I jumped at a knock on the door, "Sean, are you up, you have class at eight today."
"I'm up!" I called, desperately looking around to see if there was anything within reach in case she popped her head in like she usually did.
As if on cue, I heard the door open and mom sounded louder than before.
"I got caught up sending some e-mails so I'm going to hop in the shower now, okay?"
"Sure." I tried to sound calm; the chair faced away from her and all she would be able to see was the back of my head and my shoulders.
"Looks like you're already fooling around online too; better get moving; you have to get your stuff together and shower and have some breakfast."
"I'm pretty much done." I said, staring at my oozing cock, please don't come in here.
"What were you doing this early?"
"Just chatting with someone online."
"Oh, okay." She laughed, "I should really stop just popping my head in here, one of these days you'll be watching porn."
"I don't..."
"Of course you do!" she laughed again, but fortunately she didn't sound closer, "I know I do."
This time she gave me a naughty giggle that caused my cock to twitch, "And I know it would be pretty bad if you just walked in on me so I need to remember that, I'm sure you wouldn't want to see that. Catch you downstairs, honey."
"O...okay." I swallowed hard and tried to sound normal. "Hey, mom"
"What?"
"TMI, okay?"
"Oh, that's right, I forgot moms and women my age aren't sexy. But I get it; you don't want to think about your mom like that. I'll be quick in the shower, promise."
She closed the door and I slumped into the chair in relief. I wonder what mom would think if she knew the only reason I didn't want to hear her talking about sex is because I wanted her to have sex with me?
I got up and slipping a pair of shorts on walked over to my door, I opened it and poking my head out could hear the water running in the shower a few feet down the hallway. I stared at the door wishing I could just do what I would say to Debra, just walk in and climb in behind her and lather up her hot body and...
"Yeah, mom, you're not sexy, my ass." I muttered and shut the door wondering how many sons felt as if they were being cock teased by their own mother.
*****
I made my way downstairs and following the smell of coffee into the kitchen saw mom had a cup waiting for me on the table as well as a toasted bagel with cream cheese. Mom was at the counter rinsing a couple of dishes and I didn't say anything right away, instead I stood there and enjoyed the view.
In the past my mother had never dressed to show herself off. I wouldn't say she was frumpy, but work consisted of knee length loose fitting skirts, professional looking button up blouses and business suits.
Home was pretty much jeans and t-shirts or sometimes a pair of shorts, but never anything tight. In fact one of my father's complaints about mom was she was a good looking woman who dressed like an old lady.
Well dad should have stuck around because over the last couple of months, mom had invested in a new wardrobe, one that her horny son, and I am sure men she worked with, were very appreciative of
.
The knee length skirts had been replaced by cute sundresses that were short enough to show off my mother's slightly thick, but well shaped legs including the backs of her lower thighs which drove me wild.
The dresses weren't slutty by any means, but low cut enough to show off her impressive breasts. I'd heard mom tell a friend a guy she worked with had asked her, "Rebecca, where the hell have you been hiding those?"
In the past mom had always worn her hair pulled back or pinned up, but now, unless it was hot, wore her hair down and I loved seeing it that way. Mom had been doing her nails and getting pedicures and all in all seemed to be flaunting herself a lot more. Right now mom was wearing a black skirt that, although not inappropriate, was showing a nice amount of leg.
Mom was wearing a sexy pair of heeled red sandals and strapped around her ankles. Mom had never worn shoes like that either before. Not that I was complaining, the shoes did great things for her legs. The skirt wasn't painted on, but was tight enough to show off the curve of mom's hips and her nice round ass.
I would never say my mother was chubby, but she was not slender. She had curves, but all in the right places, hips, ass, and a nice thick set of thighs that I had seen a lot of in the shorts and short robes she wore around the house at night these days. All in all if I had to describe my mother's body, lush would be the word, nice, soft and inviting. Sure, didn't everyone think of their mom like that?
Sitting down, and taking a sip of my coffee I pictured a hallmark card for sons like me. "Mom, I love the way your dress hugs your beautiful tits and flatters your sweet ass!" I rolled my eyes, but grinned, I would have to tell Debra that one, but after I watched her stroke her pussy. My cock jumped at just that brief thought of tonight and I realized it was going to be one long ass day.
"Morning honey," Mom said as she turned around and headed for the table, "Sleep well?"
"I did." I told her as I tried not to stare at her.
Mom was wearing a red blouse that only buttoned halfway up. Beneath it was a red shirt that was low cut and showed off the swelling of her breasts. She was fair skinned and just looking at the tops of those creamy globes had my cock swelling. Oh, a real long day. I wondered if this thing with Debra could get me over mom or it was going to be a long life, never mind a day.
It was futile to ignore mom's tits because when she reached me she leaned over to give me a hug and gave me a full view down her blouse. I saw she had on a black lace bra that allowed me to see the smooth white flesh beneath it.
"Hmm, you smell nice" she purred in my ear, "You trying to impress a pretty young thing at school?"
"I don't know." I replied as I returned her hug, reveling in being close to her. "Just figure it doesn't hurt to smell nice."
That was another thing I had noticed. Right around the time she had started dressing flashier, mom had become much more affectionate with me; big hugs, a lot of kisses on the cheek, even sitting close to me on the couch while watching TV and sometimes putting her arm around me. I enjoyed every bit of the extra attention, but I am sure not in the way she would be comfortable with.
I figured she was lonely and maybe she was just getting a little extra affection and attention where she could in a safe way. Regardless, I was not complaining except for it was yet another tease, seeing I was getting a good whiff of her perfume and could feel her breasts pressing into me.
"Well you smell as good as you look, Sean." Her face was pressed to mine and her hot breath in my ear sent a shiver through, especially when she said my name. Damn I would love to hear her say it in a different way. "And you, my boy are looking pretty good!"
"So you smelling extra nice to maybe impress someone special, maybe someone you'd like to do something with tomorrow night?" She was still hugging me and her breath was warm on my cheek.
"No, I told you I'm not seeing anyone." Before she could respond I turned it around, "What about you, mom? What about that guy you mentioned you'd been chatting with from the dating site."
"I'm not ready yet." She said with a tone. "I told you, when I'm ready, I'll date."
"Sorry." I answered. She was still holding me, her head resting on my shoulder, not that I minded her being close, but it was odd. "I just hate to see you alone, especially on Valentine's Day."
"Over rated, there shouldn't have to be one special day for people to show they love to each other."
She released me from her hug and kissed my cheek, "Sorry, I know you don't like your mom pawing all over you so thank you for humoring me."
"You can paw on me anytime." I joked to her, but to myself wished she would.
"It figures," she sighed dramatically and tossed her long hair for effect. "I hear those words from a good looking young man and it's my son."
"Whoa!" I laughed, "You heading for cougar town, mom?"
"Honey, I've been playing in solo town so long I'm not closing any options." She snapped her fingers, "I know TMI."
"But would you like a younger guy?" I asked.
"Why do you ask?" she winked, "Know anyone? Got a friend who likes your mom?"
"Um...." I began to stammer, "No, I...I was just wondering if you ever thought about guys my age."
"It would depend on the guy." She shrugged, "I'm too old to teach, and he would have to be more than good looking he would have to be sweet, if I wanted a cocky jerk your father would still be here."
"Sweet."
"Yes, cute and sweet, like you." She playfully tousled my hair. "I think you got the best of both of us, you look like your father, but you care about girl's feelings too, you're a good boy, Sean, going to make a woman pretty happy some day."
"I hope so."
"So..." she smiled mischievously. "You like cougars and what is it, Milfs?"
"Um...yeah I think older women are pretty sexy."
"Be careful some of them can really be aggressive."
"If I'm lucky." I winked.
"Oh, now it's TMI for me!"
"Sorry."
"Oh, don't be. You're twenty, not ten. You're a young man now, Sean and we can speak as adults. If you think a woman my age is hot I find that sort of a complement even though it not me you think of like that."
"I'd like to meet a woman just like you." her in fact, if I could.
"Aww that's sweet." She glanced at her watch, "Shit! I have to get going, when you coming home?"
"I have a morning class, going to help Greg with his car and then I have Starbucks from two to eight, I figure I'll be home at nine, you?"
"Well after the office I have to run a couple of errands. I'll be home before you, but might be in bed."
"That's early."
"Up really late last night and a lot to do today, I'll leave something for you to heat up okay?"
"I'll grab a sandwich at work."
"Okay." She started to turn then laughed and picking up a napkin wiped at my cheek. "Can't go to school with mom's lipstick on your cheek, how silly would that look?"
I could think of where it would look better, "I would tell the guys I was making out with a hot cougar."
"Honey, do you really think I'm attractive?" she asked; her brown eyes wide.
"Beautiful." I told her, "And....well I think the word sexy could be used, not by me of course." I lied, "But I know what my friends look at, they'd call you a milf."
"I'll take that." Mom nodded and grabbing her purse off the table headed for the back door that led out into the driveway.
"Want me to bring a friend home?" I teased, "Fix my cougar mom up with a young guy?" I snapped my fingers, "He could be your Valentine!"
Looking over her shoulder, mom's answer left me speechless, "Tell you what honey, you find me one that's just like you, you send him my way. Valentine's Day, or any day."
*****
For the hundredth time I looked at the time on my laptop and saw it was nine fifty five. To say today had been a long one would be an understatement. I sat through a three hour class, barely paying attention to the lectures while my mind bounced back and forth between my online and real life mothers. I would think about tonight's mutual masturbation session with Debra and the fact I was going to see her pussy and then cum for her.
Then I would shift gears to my mother's remarks about young guys and wishing she could find one like me. I thought of her coming into my room and taking off her robe. She would be naked beneath and slide into my bed and take me into her arms, then her mouth, then let me have the taboo pleasure of being inside her.
I'd spent half the day with a raging hard on. My Boxers were wet from my dripping cock and there were times I was squirming in my seat. It was better at Greg's; it was tough to get a hard on while working under the hood with him right next to me, but my mind was wandering to the point I'd whacked myself with a hammer and banged my head on the hood three times.
At least work was busy and I was able to keep moving and not thinking. I'd gotten home at ten past nine and mom had left a note on the table saying she was going to bed early and there was leftover lasagna in the fridge. I heated a square and wolfed it down so fast I barely tasted it.
When I went upstairs I saw a dim light from under mom's door and figured she was reading with just her small nightstand lamp on. I thought about knocking and popping my head in to say goodnight, but it was nine thirty and I didn't want to get sucked into a conversation. Besides, last time I went in her room she was on her stomach reading a book like a young girl and wearing a pair of tight shorts and a skimpy tank top.
The entire time I spoke to her she was kicking her feet back and forth and my eyes had bounced back and forth between her fine ass in the tight shorts and her breasts which were ready to pop out of the shirt as she lay on them.
This was why tonight would be good for me, not just seeing Debra, but extending my fantasy with her, and focusing on her. If she was willing to do this I was sure we would meet sooner than later and I could have my own little mommy to play with.
I'd showered and locking my door had been sitting naked at my desk idly surfing the computer. I avoided porn sites, my cock was semi hard already and I wanted to last for her. Now that it was almost time; I activated my web cam and lowered the screen so my face wasn't in range of the camera.
I looked at the screen and took in my chest and stomach and my now hard cock standing up between my legs. I stroked it a couple of times, watching my hand slide up and down. Lube would not be a problem, I was dripping again. What was a problem was I had the screen partially down and might have a tough time seeing her.



I quickly unplugged the laptop and going over to my bed sat up against the head board, put the lap top between my knees and this time angled it up slightly so she would see my body as well as my cock, but still not my face. The view was perfect and just as I fixed the pillow behind me I received the message I waited all day to see.
"Hello mamasboy94 you have a message from hot4myson."
"Is my sexy son ready for his show?"
I clicked reply and typed, "I have been ready all day! I've been so hard for you, mommy!"
"And I was so wet today I had to take my thong off at lunch and spent the rest of the day in work with nothing under my skirt. Think your mommy is a slut for that?
"I think she is amazing for that!"
"My boy is full of good answers! Ready to link? Just click the cam option and I'll tell you if I can see you."
I felt a moment's hesitation. I'd been with three girls in my short sexual lifetime and none of them had any complaints about my cock, in fact one said I had very nice cock, but still, Debra was a woman who I'm sure had more experience than me and what if...."
Don't be stupid. My cock was not quite fully erect and giving it a few quick strokes while thinking of Debra's pussy, it was hard in no time. I took a deep breath and clicked cam. My screen went black, but a minute later Debra typed,
"Oh, look at my son's beautiful cock! You are so hard for your mom!"
"Always."
"Oh, how I wish I was there! I would be on my knees and that cock would be in my mouth so fast! Stroke it nice and slow for me!"
I did as she asked and gave it a squeeze, causing pre cum to ooze from the tip.
"Look at that sweet sticky cum! Use it; get your cock all wet for me! Pretend its mommy's spit!"
I couldn't suppress a moan escaped me as I stroked my now slick cock.
" I heard that! That sounded so good! You'll hear me too, but no talking okay?"
"Okay, can I see you mom?"
"You want to see mommy's pussy?"
"Yes please!"
"Okay, but mom is a little nervous. I've never done this for anyone before, but my sexy son deserves a treat doesn't he?"
"I hope so."
"Honey, that nice big dick that's hard and dripping for me will get you anything from your mother..., maybe even this!"
There was nothing then the screen came alive and my jaw dropped at the sight of her bare tits on the screen. They were pretty damn big, and her nipples were a pale pink and as hard as my cock felt. Despite their size they were standing up pretty damn well and I licked my lips, while typing.
"Goddamn, my mom has some nice tits!"
Her reply was to bring her hands into view to cup her breasts and show them off to me. As promised her fingers were painted in a deep purple with black tips that looked damn good against her fair skin.
My cock jumped in my hand when she stroked her nipples with her thumbs. I could see strands of long dark hair on the sides of her amazing tits and wished to hell I could see the face that went with them.
Her hands dropped from her tits and she typed,
"Not bad for someone old enough to be your mom?"
"Perfect! I wish I could suck on them, then cum on them!"
"Me too baby! Now here's what we're going to do. I'm going to slip my thong off for you and show you my pretty little kitty and play with myself until I come."
"Thank you mom!"
"While I do, I want you to play with that delicious hard young cock. I don't want you to jerk it hard because you can't cum until I do, so just nice and easy. Tease it, pretend I'm teasing it. When I finish cummg you jerk it nice and fast and blow that big load for your mother, how's that?"
"Sounds damn good to me!"
"Okay, no more typing until we're done, we just sit and play."
The screen moved and I caught a glimpse of her stomach and hips as she lowered it. She must have been standing when she was showing her tits, because I was now looking at a black sheet and some pillows.
Debra's long bare leg came into view, swinging past the screen. She then sat down with her legs stretched out on either side of the lap top and I was confronted with the beautiful view of her soft white thighs and a purple lace thong between her legs.
Her fingers came into view and she rubbed her pussy through her thong. I heard a soft moan and as she had asked slowly stroked my cock, my fingers barely touching my shaft as I worked it up and down.
Debra pressed her fingers harder against her thong and worked them faster. Sliding her fingers into it, she pulled it to the side just enough for me to get a glimpse of pink flesh, before letting it fall back into place.
Her legs swung up and together, presenting me with the sight of the backs of her thighs framing that strip of purple material. Her ass lifted off the bed and my heartbeat picked up as she worked the thong over her hips.
She slid it up from her pussy and I noted how the thong stuck to her flesh. She was so wet she was peeling it from her pussy! The thong worked up her thighs and my eyes locked onto her pussy.
Debra's pussy was plump with full thick pink lips that were so wet I could see them glistening. I licked my lips, imagining my tongue sliding between those thick soft lips. Her flesh was as pink as her nipples and there was not a speck of hair to be seen.
Debra's legs lowered back around the lap top and her fingers reappeared, this time sliding through her wet flesh. I heard her moan louder than before and forced my hand to maintain its slow movement. Debra spread her pussy open, giving me a glimpse of her dark wet hole.
Holding it open her other hand came into play and I released a long breath as her fingers disappeared into her pussy.
"Ohhh" she purred, her fingers working back and forth. "Hmmm"
Her fingers moved faster and slipping them out, she wiggled them in front of the camera. Her fingers were not only shiny from her juices, but there was a thin trail of her sticky fluid from her fingers to her pussy. They left the screen and I heard the unmistakable sound of sucking.
"Fuck she's hot." I whispered.
My cock was aching and it was becoming difficult to keep my hand from speeding up while watching her slender fingers pumping her pussy. Debra used her other fingers to rub her clit in circles and emitted a long low moan that caused me to break out into a sweat.
I continued caressing my cock as she worked her pussy with both hands. I noticed her hips moving into her thrusting fingers and her moans were getting louder and sexier. My legs were trembling with my bodies desire to cut loose with my hand and cum, but instead I made a quick show of rubbing my balls to give my cock a few seconds to calm down.
Debra removed her fingers from inside and her hand left the camera. When it returned a moment later she was holding a long purple vibrator.
"Holy fuck." I said, louder than I meant to.
Debra giggled from the other side of the cam and even that little noise was so fucking sexy. Now it was my hand that was trembling and I squeezed my cock harder when she ran the tip of the vibrator through her sopping pussy.
She turned it on and the hum sent a thrill through me. Debra worked it slowly through the meaty folds of her pussy and when she reached her clit her hips jerked and she yelped. She held it there whimpering as her hips moved up and down.
She removed it from her clit, sliding it back through her lips, then slowly, inch by teasing inch, eased it into her pussy. Her fingers returned to her clit, rubbing in circles as she pumped the toy in and out of her wet hole.
"Oh, oh....ohhh" she moaned as she worked the toy faster and her purple fingers blurred across her clit.
I watched her hips thrusting upwards to drive the toy deeper into her hot little box. Debra was moaning and in between them was letting loose with sharp little yelps that caused my hand to move faster. I could hear Debra breathing hard in between her hot little noises and the vibrator was plunging so hard into her I could hear wet sucking sounds as she removed it.
"Oh...oh...." Debra's ass lifted off the bed and I flinched at the long loud wail she released.
She buried the vibrator all the way inside her and bucked her hips wildly as her fingers stroked her clit. She squealed again and leaning forward, I lowered the volume on the lap top just in case mom came out to go to the bathroom. Debra was now squealing each time her hips lifted and I could see the toy moving in and out a couple of inches from her pussy contracting around it.
The thought of my cock being in place of that toy made me whimper as I desperately fought not to jerk off faster. On the screen Debra's ass settled back onto the bed and her fingers stopped moving. I could hear her heavy breathing as she tried to catch her breath. She giggled and I saw her thighs tighten up. The toy squirted from her pussy, taking a trail of her sticky cum with it.
Her hands appeared in front of the screen and began typing.
"Goddamn did I come nice and hard for my son! Did you like that, baby? Don't answer! Start stoking that big cock for me. It's time for you to cum for mommy!"
I gladly pumped my cock harder and faster. A groan escaped me as my aching cock twitched in my hand.
"That's it, baby! Stroke it for me! Hmmm that's why I came so hard! I kept staring at that big fucking cock!"
My heart was hammering in my chest and my legs were shaking as I read her words and pumped my yearning cock, damn I was going to cum hard for my mom!
"Not just that cock, but that chest and that nice hard flat stomach! My son is a sexy young man!"
I was close to erupting and I was moaning loud enough to feel like an idiot, but she seemed to like it.
"Yes, moan for your mama, baby! Jerk your cock....no, that's not your cock, that's its mine! That's my cock and this is your pussy!"
I released a long groan at the feeling of my balls tightening and the cum building up through my cock.
"You like that? You like knowing you own your mother's pussy? You do! It's all yours, baby! I'm all yours, mommy is all yours!"
I cried out as my cock exploded sending a huge stream of cum arcing into the air before landing and splattering all over my chest. The second spurt left a long white line up my stomach and as I continued to stroke I was amazed at the amount of cum squirting from my relieved cock.
I straightened my cock so the last few small spurts would drip down my shaft and onto my balls and thighs. When my spent cock had no more to give, I released it and slumped back in my chair.
"Oh, goddamn." I moaned.
I heard that giggle again.
"Look at all that cum! Honey if your naughty mom was there she would be licking up every drop! Slurping and licking and sucking it right up while you watch!"
I leaned forward and typed, "That's what mom's do, clean up after their sons!"
To my delight I heard her burst out laughing! I smiled at the sound, it was a full out laugh, and similar to the infectious one my real mom had.
"That was a good one! Wow, you can even make me laugh; you are a perfect young man aren't you?"
"Don't know about that."
"I'm looking at your body honey, you are something! Look at tyour dripping cock and all that cum! What a waste, that load should have been in my mouth or even better, my pussy! God what I wouldn't give to have my son cum inside me! Such a nasty little taboo, but it would feel oh so good!"
"Yes it would. Better than jerking off." I told her, then grabbed some tissues and started wiping the cum from my chest and stomach."
"And that cock would be so much better than this toy. So, honey, if you could cum anywhere on me where would it be?"
"Your face."
"Cum in your mother's face? Dirty boy! I would let you though! And you could watch it drip down my chin, to my tits. Know what I like?"
"Do tell!"
"I like my feet played with. My toes sucked on, would you do that for me?"
"I would do anything for my mother!"
"Good boy! Damn, this was so hot, Tommy! I'm forty four and never did anything like this!"
"Never?"
"Spent a lot of time in a boring marriage. Was with him a long time, I bet you've had sex with as many different people as I have, maybe more."
"You're so beautiful though! Guys would line up for you."
"You're very sweet. But you have not seen my face, how do you know I'm pretty?"
"With a body like that the face would have to match!"
"That's funny!"
"Besides, sons always think their mom's are the most beautiful woman there is. I know my mother is."
"Honey, you are so damn sweet! My son is too and he is very attractive and loving and supportive and part of the reason I'm not out dating."
"Why?"
"Because I started thinking about him in ways I shouldn't, the things we talk about are what I want to do with him, it's how you feel about your mom. It's wrong, but I want to be with him! I want to be his mom and his lover! I want to be his whore and his sweet love and his mom; I want to be his everything!
"Your son is lucky and doesn't know it."
"He would only be lucky if he wanted me the way I want him. Just like your mom! What I wouldn't give for my son to want me the way you want yours!"
I finished wiping myself off and stared at the screen. She was sitting back as she typed and her pussy was still visible.
"I love your pussy, mom."
"Yeah, you like my soft lips?"
"I'd love to kiss those lips!"
"I'd let you, but after you kiss me first. It seems silly, but the thought of sharing a real kiss with my son is pretty damn hot. Bet you want to kiss your mom, don't you?"
"Oh, yeah. So does it bother you, you want your son?" I asked hoping to steer her towards a meeting.
"Sometimes. I feel like it would be taking advantage of him if I approached him. I tried to ignore it when it started. But I kept having wet dreams about fucking him and him making love to me. I was getting off to it and watching step mom and son porn and mom and son even though I knew it was fake. It was driving me crazy! So wrong, but God I want it!"
"Me too, that's why I though this site would be good I could meet a sexy mom and play like this."
"Exactly and its fun. It's satisfying, but still a tease, no?"
"Yes"
"Especially because it's online, not like we're getting anything except playing with ourselves to words on a screen. Even tonight, it was hot, but not the real thing."
"I know." I mentally crossed my fingers as I typed, "I love when we do this, but in a way it makes me want my real mom more!"
"Yes! Honey, I am enjoying talking about this! The fact I am still staring at your hot young body and dripping cock helps, and I know you are staring at my pussy, but I am glad we're talking. We have a shared fetish, but a shared problem too. Nice to know I am not the only real pervert on here."
"If it feels good do it, LOL"
"I don't think that expression covered incest, but I agree! Hey if a mom wants her son and he wants her, what is wrong with that, I mean as long as he is an adult and knows what he wants."
"Nothing at all. So, Debra can I ask you something?"
"Anything, Tommy!"
"This was fun, but like we said leaves us with the same fantasies and wanting for more."
"Right."
"I was thinking that" Here we go, "What if we met in person?"
"You want to meet me?"
"Yes, think about it. We could meet and play mom and son while, you know...."
"Fucking."
"Yeah, sure" I felt myself beginning to blush. "Maybe if we actually did it like that, role playing while having sex it would get it out of our system, what do you think?"
There was no reply right away and I saw her fingers tapping on the bed as if she were thinking. Oh I hoped I hadn't blown this.
"So, what you are saying is you want to meet your mother face to face and fuck her?"
"Yes. Is it okay I asked? I don't want to make you mad!"
"So sweet! That is what I really like about you! Not just attractive, but sweet! No, I am not mad; I'm flattered after all you're young enough to be my son LOL!"
"What do you think?"
"Just to be clear. You want your mother to come to you and fuck you."
"Or I go to you."
"Whichever, but point is you want your mom to have sex with you. You want to tell her how much you want to fuck her and do naughty things with her."
"Very much!"
"Would you want to tell her you love her too? Or would it just be nasty things?"
"I would tell my mom how much I love her and would love to make love to her and hold her tight."
When I first started typing I thought I was just playing along. If her game included me saying: Mom I love you so much and being sweet I could do that. But as I thought about it, it occurred to me I meant it. I did want to love my mom in every way like Debra had said about her son. To be her love, not just a taboo fuck buddy.
"I would want it to be more than fucking my mom." I went on, "I would want to be good to you too!"
"You my boy, are full of good answers, perfect answers."
"Only if they get me anywhere, LOL"
"Hmm, well that's a big step, Tommy. Meeting and fucking your mother is a big deal you know. What if she loves it so much she wants more?"
"She can have me anytime she wants me. My mom can have my body and my heart."
"It a game for us, but for real is that how you feel about your mom?"
"I mean every word of it."
"I so want to hear my son tell me he loves me and wants me."
"I'll say it to you, but you have to say it to me too."
"That wouldn't be a problem, trust me. But I think we'd have to be a little raunchy first! Get that edge off!"
"Anything you want mom! Your son wants to give you whatever you need, however you need it!"
"You're making a tough decision very easy, Tommy."
"Oh, I'm sorry I..."
"In a good way. Honey I would love to meet my son tomorrow and enjoy him in all the ways I have been dreaming about."
"Seriously?" My heart raced, "Tomorrow?"
"Yes! We'll be each other's Valentine! Hmm Mommy has something a lot sweeter than a box of chocolates for her son!"
"When, where" Even typing I must have seemed like an excited little kid "Do you want me to get room somewhere? You want me to bring you something?"
I heard that adorable giggle again.
"So eager! I love it. I have to work and then not sure about a couple of things. When are you home tomorrow?"
"I only have to work, but earlier than today I'll be home at six."
"So anytime after that is fine?"
"Anytime is fine! I'll call out sick!"
"No, no, a good mom wouldn't let her son lose money. Besides night time would be so much better, just think we can spend the night together!"
"Sure, I'll tell my mother I'm staying over a friend's."
"Okay well you get home and just relax and I will send you message to meet me, just not sure when yet, but I promise we will meet tomorrow night so you can tell mom how bad you want her and we can have the sexiest Valentine's Day ever! Maybe I'll get some red lingerie just for the occasion! Do you like red?"
"I like any color you like, but." I thought of mom's favorite color, "I like purple."



"Purple it is!"
"Debra?"
"Yes?"
"Seeing we're going to meet, can I see your face? You can see mine."
"No, let's wait until tomorrow. I want to be able to look you in the eye when you see your mother for the first time as a lover."
"Okay."
"Well as much as I like talking to you and as good as that cock looks, I need to go, baby!"
"Okay, mom I look forward to tomorrow night."
"I am too honey, more than you know!"
"And I bet you are as beautiful as I said you were."
"From what you said, I don't think you will be disappointed and I know I won't be.
"How do you know...." I began to type, but she kept going.
"Mom's know everything, baby. They know all their son's secrets. You'll find that out soon enough. See you tomorrow, honey!"
"See you!"
"Oh, one more thing? Don't worry about condoms, your mother will let you ride her bareback!"
"Oh my God!" I whispered.
The screen went blank, leaving me staring at my reflection. That last remark she made before the condoms was an odd one, but whatever. Fact was....I was going to meet my online mom! Not just meet her, but we were going to fuck like crazy and I could call her mom and she would whisper in my ear about how good her son felt!
My cock was rising again and I took it in my hand and stroked it. I knew I would need to cum again to even try to sleep. I thought of the show Debra had put on for me as I pumped my cock. Even as I replayed that hot scene in my mind one thought cutting into it:
Holy shit I was going to fuck a smoking hot milf! It was going to be the night of a lifetime and maybe more than a night if I could make her happy! I was so worked up my cock twitched in my hand and I moaned as I came all over my stomach again thinking the only thing that could make this hotter was if I were really meeting my mother instead of another guy's mom.
*****
If I had though yesterday was a long day, today was ridiculous. My sleep was full of wet dreams of Debra who, not surprisingly looked just like my mom. When those dreams would fade they were replaced by dreams of my actual mother and each time I woke up I was hard.
Since I didn't have a morning class, mom didn't wake me up and left me a note reminding me there were bagels in the fridge and to have one. I ate quickly and left the house hours before I had to go to work so I wouldn't be sitting around daydreaming and masturbating.
At work I screwed up so many coffees my boss asked if I was okay. I told him I had a lot on my mind and he stuck me in the back to wash mugs and dishes for the second half of my shift.
But that kept me busy and it went faster than the morning had. I got home at six and was surprised to see mom had left me a note saying she was tired and was going to lie down for awhile and had left me a plate in the oven. I ate mechanically, barely tasting the chicken and baked potato, my mind racing with thoughts of when and where I would be meeting my online mom.
I showered and was now laying in my bed naked with just the sheet over me. I loved the feeling of being naked in bed, especially when I was horny and fact was I wasn't even sure what to wear so figured I would ask if there was a certain look she liked.
That left me wondering what she would be wearing; a nice short skirt and high heels? A cute sundress? Or if at her house or a motel, maybe sexy lingerie. Nah, she had a son my age, doubt it would be at her house. I couldn't imagine what I would think if I found my mom with a twenty year old guy in her bed.
"You'd be jealous you whack job." I muttered.
I picked my head up when my lap top chirped. I'd brought it over to the bed with me in case I dozed while laying there waiting. I eagerly rolled onto my side to look, then frowned when I realized it was just a regular e-mail notification.
I heard mom come out of her room and head past my door. The house was quiet enough that I heard the shower running and thought that was odd, mom usually showered as soon as she got home.
I lay there with my eyes closed and let my mind drift to my mom in the shower. Her tall curvy form covered in soap and her long black hair plastered to the creamy skin of her back. I wondered if Debra would let me shower with her?
Damn that would be hot as hell. But not as hot as my real mom. I thought of dropping to my knees in the shower. Mom would place one wet foot on my shoulder and I would lean in and tongue her sweet pussy.
I then shifted to Debra mentioning she liked her toes sucked. I had never thought much about it, but it could be hot. Work my way up her legs with my tongue and...I forced myself to stop both fantasies. I was hard and driving myself crazy. I took several slow deep breaths, telling myself to relax and get some rest, if all went well it was going to be a hell of a night!
My eyes snapped open when I remembered I hadn't told mom I would be spending the night out. Well I could tell her once Debra called as there was always the chance she might get nervous and back out. I closed my eyes once more, this time succeeding in letting my mind wander.
I jerked awake and was surprised to see my room was dark. What the hell time was it? I turned my head to see it was eight o'clock. I'd fallen asleep for almost an hour. I immediately shook the mouse hoping I hadn't slept through a message from Debra.
I was disappointed not to see anything from her, but also relieved. If she had sent me something and I did not reply that would have been worse as she might have thought I had cold feet.
Truth be told I was getting nervous, but it was because I was afraid she had not only changed her mind, but had decided it would be better not to play with me anymore. I jumped when my phone whistled telling me I had a text. I grabbed it off the nightstand and saw it was mom.
"Hey, Sean, you awake?"
"Yeah, why?"
"I peeked in when I got out of the shower, but you were sleeping so I figured I would let you nap for awhile. Took one myself earlier."
"I'm up now."
"Good. Can you come in here? I want to talk to you."
I looked at the lap top. Shit! What if that was when Debra was going to send me a message? I knew I should have gotten the damn phone app!
"Can it wait mom? I'm waiting for a message from someone."
"You can get back to them, honey."
"Its important."
"Your mom isn't important to you?"
"Of course you are!" Oh, jeez she was probably in one of those moods where she was kind of lonely and looking for company.
Normally I loved those moods because we would sit on the couch and talk then watch a silly movie and she would curl up next to me. Once it was even in her bed with some popcorn and we fell asleep next to each other. That had been a tough night as it was one hell of a tease because fully dressed or not, being in her bed next to her had driven me crazy.
"Then come talk to me. Maybe if I tell you I have something for you, you'll forget about your message?"
An idea hit me and I typed back. "Give me two minutes, I have to get dressed."
"Oh, just throw some shorts on honey, I'm your mom."
"Okay, a minute then."
"Thanks honey!"
I quickly logged onto the site and sent Debra a message "I'm sorry, but I have something to do real quick, be back in a half hour, promise!"
I hoped mom would be quick, if not I might have to say I didn't feel well or make up some other stupid line. I loved being with mom, especially the rare treat of being in her bedroom, but tonight was not the night!
I got out of bed and picked up a pair of denim shorts. I went to my bureau to toss on some boxers then thought screw it. It's not like mom stared at my crotch and I would get a sick thrill out of going commando in front of her.
I took a quick look at myself in the mirror and with a goofy grin, flexed, recalling how Debra had raved over my chest and stomach. Hopefully she would be doing a lot more than that over my body tonight. I rolled my eyes at my reflection thinking how my mom had always said guys who were stuck on themselves had to be because no one else would be.
"You get more from a young lady by being sweet, not cocky" she would say and she was right, Debra seemed as excited by the fact I was nice to her as she was the dirty talk. I glanced one more time at the lap top then left my room and wandered down the hall to mom's room. I knocked lightly on the door and she called, "Come on in, honey!"
I entered and was surprised to see the room was lit by several candles on her bureau and night stands. As I closed the door behind me I became aware of the sweet scent of strawberries wafting from the candles. Mom was sitting on the edge of her bed and as soon as my eyes landed on her all else was forgotten.
Mom was dressed in what looked like a pair of purple lace shorts and a silky purple top. The shorts-I recall my ex, referring to them as boy shorts- were living up to the word short. They barely covered her upper thighs and hugged her leg tightly.
The deep purple looked damn good against her creamy skin and unable to help it, I let my eyes wander down her legs to her bare feet. Mom's nails were painted the same shade of purple as her out fit and I noticed a silver ring on the middle toe of each foot.
Catching myself staring and hoping she hadn't, I raised my eyes.
"Hey, honey, why don't you sit over here?"
"Okay."
I approached the bed slowly, still surprised at her attire. Speaking of which this time I made the mistake of looking at her top. The skimpy sleeveless shirt was tied behind her neck leaving her shoulders bare.
Not just her shoulders, but a lot of her chest as well. The shirt was hanging low enough to expose a pretty good amount of cleavage and it struck me she was not wearing a bra. That revelation was driven home when I saw her nipples poking through the material.
It took a supreme effort to tear my eyes from that incredible sight and move lower. The top did not go that much farther down than mom's breasts and her stomach was bare.
Another spot begging for a kiss, but not before those nipples would get some attention. As I sat down next to her it dawned on me that it was odd her nipples would be hard. The room was pretty warm, unless it was the silky material rubbing against them, either way it was going to be an effort to keep my eyes on her face.
When I did look at her, I saw her eyes were on my chest. I watched her look lower and swore she was staring at my crotch. I glanced down myself and was alarmed to see I was semi hard and the bulge was obvious. I felt like an absolute idiot.
Not that mom would suspect I was like that for her, but it was pretty disrespectful. Mom's arms had been at her sides her hands on the bed, but when she looked up at me she quickly folder her arms across her chest and I felt another wave of embarrassment at the thought she'd caught me staring at her tits.
But when she looked at me she gave me a big smile.
"Hey, honey."
"Um, hey mom, what's up?" besides me, damn, what a moron I was.
"I don't know, I guess I was lying to myself that it being Valentine's Day wouldn't bother me. I'm feeling lonely and thought it would be nice to spend some time with my son. I didn't get to see you all day." She leaned over and kissed my cheek, "I missed you."
"I missed you to." I told her.
With a small laugh, mom wiped at my cheek. "Lipstick again."
She was wearing lipstick, a sexy deep shade of red. Now that I was focusing on her face I noticed she was wearing eye shadow and had added some color to her cheeks. Why the hell had she put on makeup after a shower to just hang around the house?
Her long hair was down and it looked as if she had put some curl into it. Once again I glanced at her ensemble, taking in the sexy little shorts and revealing top. Then it hit me; the lingerie the candles, make up...
"Hey, mom. Do you have someone coming over tonight? Is that what you wanted to talk about?"
"Coming over?" she looked puzzled, "Why would you ask that?"
"Well .the candles and you're all made up and you're....that's not what you usually wear to bed."
"Oh!" she shrugged causing her bra less tits to bounce in her shirt. "You're right; usually I don't wear anything to bed." She paused for a second which worked out well as that remark has caught me off guard. "But yes, it's a lot better than the t-shirts and baggy shorts I wear around the house at night."
"Okay I guess." I replied, recovered from the visual of mom rolling around naked in the bed we were sitting on.
"Sometimes a woman just wants to feel sexy and tonight?" Mom stretched her long legs out and playfully wiggled her toes, "This girl wants to feel sexy!"
She turned to me and gave me a huge smile, "You know what makes me feel, sexy?"
"Candles and strawberries?" I said gesturing around the room.
"Yes, and nice sexy jammies and....you."
"Me?" I asked, surprised, "I make you feel sexy?"
"You do. You're always telling me how beautiful I am and yesterday at breakfast you were telling me what a hot milf I was. It makes me feel sexy."
"But I'm your son." I reminded her, even though this son had thought long and hard about how sexy his mother was.
"But you're also a good looking young man who thinks this older woman is sexy and I like that." Her smile faded and her dark eyes stared into mine, "I like knowing my son thinks I'm sexy."
"Okay." I said softly, trying not to sound flustered.
"I think the fact that my son is pretty sexy himself, helps with that."
"I...I don't think I'm...."
"Yes you are." She purred, "Hmm just look at you! Working out and playing on the baseball team has filled you out quite a bit the last couple of years."
My reply was interrupted my mom uncrossing her arms and running her nails lightly across my bare chest.
"You said you knew guys your age would want me? Well, honey, there's not a woman my age out there who would not want you. Look at that nice hard stomach!"
Something else was getting hard and knowing it was already visible I put my hands in my lap to cover my crotch. I looked down as I did and froze.
Mom's nails were dark purple with black tips.
Mom continued to speak softly as her hand wandered across my stomach. A minute ago her touch would have excited me, but at the moment I barely felt it. I just kept staring at her nails. The same color as Debra's.
Debra had the same hair color as my mother, the same creamy complexion. She had told me she had big brown doe eyes. Her tits looked as big as my mother's seemed, even her nice round ass and...
Thinking of the picture of her ass caused me to look across the room at the tall mirror in the corner of her room, then down to her shorts. They were the same purple shorts Debra had been wearing in that picture.
I had been role playing with my own mother! A surge of panic went through me; this was why she was dressed like this! She had found out I was on that site and now she was screwing with me!
She was setting me up to show her I wanted her and then she would confront me on it. She was going to chew me out and tell me I was sick and probably send me to a fucking shrink I...
"Sean?"
"Huh?'
"Are you okay?"
"Umm, yeah I guess I..."
"You're flushed." Mom put her hand on my cheek, "You're hot, baby."
"No, I'm..."
Mom leaned over and placed her lips on my forehead. "Well you don't seem warm there."
Mom removed her hand from my face and ran it through her long hair. She placed her other hand on my thigh, just below my shorts and I couldn't stop staring at those nails, recalling them sliding between her....pussy. I'd seen my mother's pussy! She....wait, she had played with herself in front of me, even used a toy! Got off then....she couldn't be Debra, mom wouldn't do that she would just call me out on it.
"Do you like my nails?"
"Huh?"
"Wow, can't even hold my son's attention, I am losing it."
"Sorry. Uh...yeah your nails are really nice. When did you did you get them done?"
"Yesterday after work. Fingers and toes, nice pedicure. Pretty nails, soft feet, back to feeling sexy. You think they're sexy?"
"Purple is my favorite." I said quietly. "Yours too."
"Yup, so...." Mom cocked her head, "Talk to me honey."
"About what?"
"How come it's Valentine's Day and a nice kid like you is all alone hanging around the house?"
"No one to ask out, I guess." I said evasively
"How come you haven't met anyone since Sarah? That was months ago?" she pressed.
"I don't know; how come you're not dating anyone?" I turned it around on her again.
"I don't know." She mimicked with a smile, "Maybe because I have someone in mind, but was afraid to say anything."
"Oh, well you should."
"Should I? Should I tell him how bad I want him? What I would do to him?"
"Um, sure." I said nervously.
"Maybe I already did that." She giggled and my stomach sank, it was the same giggle from Debra last night. Or was it? Voices always sounded different over a computer "So if there's no one for you what was the big message you were waiting for tonight?"
"Oh, just um, some girl I've been chatting with" at least that wasn't a lie.
"Good you need to meet someone because...." She gave me a mischievous smile, "You need the real thing."
"Real thing?"
"Yeah, instead of all that porn you watch." She tapped my leg, "And on that subject, please keep your volume down, honey, I don't need to hear that."
"H...hear what?"
"I went to the bathroom last night and heard squealing from your room. It was so loud I wondered if you snuck someone in."
"Oh....sorry."
"That's okay" she grinned, "I didn't go to the bathroom, I just wanted to see what you would say."
"Thanks." I rolled my eyes
"So, Sean, what were you doing when I texted you?"
"Just lying down."
"Yeah, you resting up for a big date tonight? Maybe that woman who is supposed to send you that message?"
"Maybe." I told her, "And uh, she might have sent me something so did you need me..."
"She didn't."
"How do you..."
"Know what I was doing before I texted you?"
"What?"
"What I've been doing every night for the past two months."
"What's that?"
"I was lying here playing with my pussy and thinking about my beautiful son."
*****
"W...what did you just say?" My throat was so tight the words barely came out.
"I said I was playing with my pussy and thinking about my son. Kind of funny because I was doing it while thinking about playing with it in front of him last night."
"Mom," I had no idea what was going to come out, but she continued...
"It's nice to finally meet you...." She winked, "Tommy, or should I call you my Valentine?" she sighed, "Or do you prefer Mamasboy94?"
"Oh God, mom!" I blurted out, "I....I am so sorry! I...didn't know it was you!"
"But you wanted it to be, didn't you?" She asked.
I was so humiliated I tried to stand up; planning on running out of the room like a little kid afraid of being yelled at, but mom caught my hand had pulled me back to the bed.
"Don't be upset, honey, let's talk about this."
"I...I don't know what to say"
"Really?" Mom drew her knee up and turned sideways on the bed to face me, she straightened her leg out next to me and even under duress I caught myself looking at her leg and her soft white upper thigh. "That's odd because Tommy always knew what to say."
She was still holding my hand and gave it a squeeze.
"Tommy was a dirty boy wasn't he? And not shy about telling his mom what he wanted."
"Mom, please, I..."
"No, my sexy online son knew just what he wanted from his nasty mother and he was such a good boy he always got it, didn't he?"



I stared helplessly at her as she went on softly.
"He got everything his slutty mom, Debra, could give him. Know why? Because not only was he dirty, but he was so sweet and talked as much about loving his mom as he did fucking her." She sighed, "So why so shy now, baby? Are you disappointed I'm your real mom?"
"Yes, I mean no! I mean...I....Like I said I didn't know it was you!"
"And like I said it doesn't matter because Debra asked you yesterday morning if you wanted your real mom and you said yes, in great detail! So you can say you didn't know it was me talking to you from the next room, but you can't deny you want me in every way. Now can you?"
"Mom," I said quietly, "I am so sorry! I...I don't know why I've been thinking like that and..."
I was silenced by mom putting her finger to my lips
"Shhh," she smiled, "Easy, baby, do I look mad? I think I look playful, don't you?"
"I, um...."
"Yes or no honey, does your mom look good for you tonight? I wanted to be sexy for my son."
Mom let my hand go and raising her arms over her head gave a little shake causing her tits to bounce, "You like?"
"You look...so good." I finished softly.
"Thank you! So do you! In guys its less is more and I love that look! Hmm you looked so sexy last night!"
"Mom, you...you don't have to try to play along anymore, you caught me and..."
"Honey, I caught you two weeks ago."
"What?" I exclaimed
Mom reached into my lap and taking my hands in hers gave them a reassuring squeeze.
"Honey, just listen to me, okay? We've wasted enough time dodging our feelings and denying ourselves what we really want."
"We...?" My eyes widened.
"Honey, you're so flustered you're missing something. If you're Tommy, I'm Debra. I joined that site two weeks before you."
"I...wow!" I sounded like a fool now, but mom laughed.
"Okay that's better than I'm sorry. Sean I...I don't know how it started, but all I know is a couple of months ago I started seeing you in a different way, like a young man and not my son. You're sweet, you care about me, and you love me."
"I'm not sure where it came from, but I had a dirty dream about you. I woke up mad at myself, but at the same time I was so wet and horny, but wouldn't get off because it would be to you."
"Those dreams were happening every night. Sometimes we fucked like porn stars other times you were my sweet lover. I had to give in and started playing with myself, coming to the thought of my son between my legs."
" I started trying to make you look at me, wore sexier clothes, got closer to you, made some off color remarks and sometimes I thought you were looking, but I wasn't sure and if I tried something and you weren't into it I was afraid I would upset you and you would move out!"
"I would never leave you mom." I promised.
"Someday you will. You'll meet that pretty girl who'll take you from me." She sighed, "Unless I could be that pretty girl, give you everything, the love of a mother and the love of a woman. So when you weren't dating I tried harder, but...again I couldn't say anything."
"So I read incest stories online and watched those silly make believe videos and then I found that site. I signed up and almost quit because the first couple of weeks all I met were creeps. Guys my age pretending to be younger to just hook up or kids who couldn't put two sentences together."
"I knew they weren't as into it as I was and then one night I see this sexy little picture and send mamasboy94 a message and honey; you were saying everything I wanted to hear! So hot! Not just someone saying it to me, but me getting to tell my son what I wanted to do! I thought of Tommy every day, woke up and went to bed getting off to you! I so wanted to meet you!"
"H...how did you know it was me?"
"A few things. First your site pic. I saved it and used my photo shop to blow it up because, well, I wanted to have something better to look at."
"But my face wasn't in it."
"Baby, no one knows their child's body better than their mother." Mom traced the scar on my stomach just over my shorts. "You got this that time you were running with a glass and fell on it when you were ten." Her finger slid across my stomach sending a hill through me. She stopped at the birthmark just over my left hip, "And this."
"But I said, no, it couldn't be. Then I started asking you what time you would be around and what you were doing for the day and everything matched, so two weeks ago I knew for sure and thought about stopping. But then it hit me; you were telling me about how bad you wanted me. Some people are there because it's just a fun fantasy others because they really want to, so I made sure I asked and I was so happy when you said you wanted me!"
"I do." I said and leaning over kissed her cheek, "Mom, you're so beautiful."
To my surprise mom blushed and lowering her head peered up at me through her long lashes with her big brown eyes, "That is so sweet! And honey, every time you said something like that to Debra I wanted to get off the computer and run into your room and just...take you."
"Take me?"
"I wanted to so bad, but I still wondered if you really would. Then yesterday morning we talked about things and you said wanted to love me as much as fuck me and honey, that answer was so perfect!"
She took my hand and placed it on her thigh. "I almost came into your room then and there. But I wanted to do our little show first, see if I could go through with it. I figured if I could get up the nerve to show you my pussy like that then it would be easier to be with you tonight."
She gave me a shy smile that made her smile back, "And seeing today was Valentine's Day I figured it would be kind of special." She laughed, "Wow, I've been on that site to long!"
"I really want to, Mom, but like you just said that site's not supposed to be stuff that really happens and..." I was again silenced by her finger.
"Baby, I told you all that so you would feel okay about this, so you would know your mother wants you as bad as you want her. And everything else we have already said."
Mom took my face in her hands and I could feel her fingers trembling. Her eyes were wide and she gave me a nervous smile. Seeing her show signs of being nervousness caused me to relax and I lightly caressed her soft thigh feeling my own fingers shaking as my hand came into contact with the edge of her shorts.
Honey, remember when you were young and you would always give me something for Valentine's Day?"
"Yeah, chocolates, and some cheesy homemade card." I nodded.
"And I loved them, but know what I loved most?" she asked, her smile widening, "That kiss you always gave me, and it was on the lips because you were young and it didn't matter and you would say "happy Valentine's day Mommy! I love you!"
"I remember." I rolled my eyes, "Little kid stuff."
"Well tonight that little kid is a very good looking young man and its Valentine's Day." The nervous look returned and taking a deep breath she whispered, "Sean, would you like to kiss your mother?"
"I would love to kiss my beautiful mother." I replied, my voice barely audible.
Mom pulled me towards her and closing her eyes, parted her red lips and remained there, awaiting that not so sweet Valentine's kiss from her son who was well old enough to know better than to kiss her like that, but at this point no longer cared about what I was supposed to do. Besides, wasn't a son supposed to make his mom happy?
I closed my eyes and pressing my lips gently to hers, moaned softly as months of fantasy became reality. Mom whimpered softly in her throat as her lips moved against mine. She was working her mouth back and forth, teasing me with her soft lips. Her hands left my face and slid down my arms.
Mom kissed me harder; her hands moving up and down my arms. I returned her kiss eagerly, my lips now pushing more forcefully against hers. Mom put her arms around my neck, drawing me closer and slipping my arms around her waist, I pulled her tightly against me.
Mom moaned deep in her throat as her breasts were crushed to my chest. I could feel her hard nipples poking into me through the top and sliding my hands beneath it I rubbed her back as we kissed, my hands roamed across her soft smooth back as she ran her fingers roughly through my hair.
Mom's tongue darted out, flicking playfully across my lips before slipping into my mouth. I eagerly accepted it and caressed it with my own. Mom was breathing heavy and I was conscious of her grinding her crotch against my thigh.
Her lace shorts were soaked through and I could feel the wet heat of her pussy through them. Mom's kiss became more forceful, her mouth now devouring mine. She was sliding side to side, working her nipples across my chest and removing my hands from beneath her top and taking a chance; I grabbed the edges of it and pulled it up her sides.
Mom removed her lips from mine and leaning back put her arms up for me to remove her top.
"You ready to see mom's tits in person, baby?" she asked, breathlessly, "Because I so want to show them to you!" I hesitated and she moaned, "Please take my top off, undress your mother!"
Her words sent a shiver through me and I quickly pulled her top over her head and tossing it to the floor took in the sight of my mother's bare breasts.
"Oh my God," I whispered.
Mom's tits had looked good on the cam last night, but nothing compared to how they looked not two feet in front of me. They were bigger than I had imagined and those perfect pale pink nipples were hard and pointing at her lust filled son, Mom was breathing hard and I watched as her milky white globes rose and fell. Mom cupped them and lifting them up, showed them off to me as she had last night.
"You like your mom's tits, baby?" She breathed as she stroked her nipples.
In addition to her heavy breathing, mom's face was flushed and I noticed she was beginning to sweat. Her big brown eyes were bright and filled with passion as she showed her tits off to her son.
"They're fucking incredible!"
"Then why aren't you playing with them?" she asked as she moved her thumbs and lifted them towards me again.
Why the hell wasn't I? I placed my hands above hers and gave them a squeeze. I was amazed at how soft, yet firm they were and her nipples were poking into my palms. I worked my hands back and forth and mom moaned as they caressed her swollen pink nubs. I was breathing as hard as Mom and filled with a dreamlike feeling, was I really playing with my mother's tits?
"My nipples, baby, play with them!" She moaned.
I took them between my fingers and rolled them causing mom to groan and grab me by the back of my head, pulling me into another hard kiss. This time her tongue drove into my mouth as her lips smothered mine and she whimpered as I gave her nipples a light pinch and as she had done last night tugged on them, gently pulling on her hard flesh.
Mom's hand moved to my chest rubbing it while we kissed. I shifted my hands so I was now holding her tits up while using my thumbs on her nipples and I was amazed at how heavy they were. Mom swung her other leg up from the floor and lifting the one next to me wrapped them around my waist.
The feeling of her soft thighs around my waist was incredible, but not as good as the feeling of her crotch against mine when she slid up against me. She rocked her hips, rubbing up against the bulge of my aching cock. Mom's lips slid from mine and easing back she caught me by surprise, pulling my head roughly down into her left tit.
"Suck it!" she moaned, "Suck on your mother's tit!"
I didn't need to be told twice. I swirled my tongue quickly around her swollen nub before sucking it into my mouth.
"Oh, honey! That feels so good! I can't believe I'm letting my son suck on my tits!" she groaned when I switched to sucking the other nipple, "And I'm going to let you suck my pussy, my ass, anything you want, baby! Mommy is all yours!"
I moaned as much at her words as the thrill of my face being buried in my mother's huge tits. Mom's hand dropped between us and I gasped when she unsnapped my shorts.
"And this cock belongs to me, doesn't it?"
"Oh, yes." I groaned when she pulled my zipper down.
"Ohh, no underwear!" she purred as her fingers slid into my shorts.
My only answer was a pathetic sounding whimper when mom wrapped her fingers around my cock.
"You are so fucking hard for me!"
"I've been hard for you for months." I managed to get out as she slowly pumped my cock.
I was still turned sideways with my feet on the floor and mom could only stroke half the length of my cock. I pumped my hips as I sucked her nipple, trying to get her hand as far down as I could. Mom gave my cock a hard squeeze and I groaned at the feeling of my precum squirting out.
"Stand up!" Mom said, sliding back from me.
I was disappointed to have her nipples removed from my face, but had a feeling I was in for something better and quickly stood up. Mom turned so she was now back to sitting on the side of the bed and with an abrupt yank, pulled my shorts down and let them fall to the floor. My trapped cock sprang free and mom immediately grabbed it and squeezed again.
"Look at this cock! Even better in person," he cooed, "My naughty son has a beautiful cock doesn't he?"
"All for you." I moaned as I stood naked before my mother who looked damn good sitting there in just the tight little shorts.
"Well in that case I think I'll take it." Mom replied and with no hesitation took my cock into her mouth
"Oh fuck!" I groaned as my mother took my cock halfway down, and held it there.
She wrapped her red lips tightly to my shaft and bobbed her head slowly. I moaned at the feeling of her soft tongue caressing my hard shaft as well as the dream come true of seeing my cock buried in my mother's mouth,
"Hmm" Mom groaned around my cock and opening wide took my full length down her throat.
"Oh, mom!" I gasped, grabbing her shoulders as she shook her head back and forth, working my cock around her hot wet mouth "Oh that feels good!"
"Hmm-mm" she agreed as she slipped my cock from between her lips.
Looking up at me with her big brown eyes, mom opened her mouth and let a long trail of my pre cum mixed with her spit drool from her tongue down onto my cock. She stroked my now slick cock slowly as she made a show of running her tongue around the purple tip and my knees began to shake. Mom quickly took me back into her mouth and made a wet sucking sound as she cleaned the spit from my cock.
She bobbed her head faster than before and this time taking me almost all the way down each time she lowered her mouth on me. She released my cock and this time spit directly on it.
"You like that?" she asked, "You like your mom giving you a nice sloppy blow job?"
"I...I like it all." I answered.
"Good because so do I!" Mom pressed my cock against my stomach and I cried out when she sucked my balls into her mouth.
My hands went from her shoulders to her hair and she moaned when I wrapped my fingers in it. She proceeded to suck each of my balls gently into her mouth, then swirled her tongue across them. I released her hair and grabbing her nipples, teased them with my fingers. Mom sighed softly as she continued to bathe my balls with her tongue while slowly pumping my cock.
Growing bolder I let her right nipple go and sliding my hand down her stomach reached between her legs. I gasped at how wet the crotch of her shorts were and mom whimpered, "Oh, yes, rub that pussy!"
I pressed my fingers against the material and moved them up and down. I could feel them spreading her lips beneath the shorts and mom's hips moved into my hand. She ran her tongue up the length of my shaft and taking me back into her mouth moved her head slowly this time.
I whimpered as she worked her lips down my shaft inch by teasing inch and responded to her mouth by rubbing her pussy faster. I moved my finger higher and mom squealed around my cock when I hit her clit and her hips jerked.
Mom removed my cock with a loud slurping sound, pulling a long trail of spit from her mouth and saying, "I promise I'll suck my son's big hard dick some more later, suck you off right in my mouth, but right now baby? You need to fuck me!"
She lay back on the bed and lifting her legs straight up, raised her hips from the bed. She pushed the shorts down over her hips and grabbing the sides of them I pulled them up her long legs and tossed them on the floor.
"Like the view?" Mom asked.
"Damn, that's hot." I whispered as I took in the sight of her meaty pussy framed by her soft white thighs.
Mom beckoned me closer and I stepped up between her legs, my cock twitching over her stomach. Mom put her feet on my shoulders and grabbing my cock and shoved it between her legs. I moaned as she ran the tip of my cock through her soft wet lips, getting me slick with her juices.
"I...I thought we would play more first, but I've waited too long for this! Honey, I want you inside me!"
She guided my cock to the entrance of her wet slit and thrust her hips. I cried out as my cock sank a couple of inches inside her.
"Come on, baby! Fuck me! Give you mother what she needs; her son's cock!"
Spurred on by her words I thrust my hips and moaned as my cock slipped inside and was embraced by my mother's forbidden heat.
"Oh God!" Mom gasped, "Honey, you are not small are you! Oh...easy" she groaned, "Nice and easy, it's been awhile since your mommy had nice hard cock in her naughty pussy."
My cock was buried to the hilt inside her hot pussy and with a soft moan I eased it out until just the tip was inside then whimpered as I teased myself by easing it back in.
"Oh mom you feel so good!" I said as I pushed my cock through her not just sopping wet, but very tight pussy.
"So do you, Sean!" She moaned, "I can't believe I have my son's cock inside me! I love it! Go ahead honey, a little faster!"
I wrapped my arms around her thighs, holding her legs up and thrust my hips, pumping my now glistening cock faster. Mom moaned and grabbing her tits pulled on her nipples as she had done for the camera last night.
'That feels amazing!" she purred, "My baby feels good inside me! How's mommy's pussy feel honey, you like her?"
"I love it!" I moaned, "I can't believe I'm fucking you!"
"Fucking me? Trust me, honey, you're not fucking this pussy yet, right now you're just warming up."
I thrust harder into her and she moaned in approval, "That's it, baby, a little harder."
I was now fucking her in a steady rhythm using long strokes that felt fucking amazing, Mom seemed to agree, emitting small yelps each time my cock thrust inside her. I looked down and stared, transfixed by the site of my wet cock sliding in and out of my mother's pink pussy. Mom moaned louder and my gaze wandered up to the equally erotic visual of her playing with her nipples.
"Baby, Will you do something for me?"
"Anything."
She moved her foot from my shoulder and placed her toes against my lips, "Suck on my toes while you fuck me!" she giggled, "Mommy likes her feet licked."
I'd seen stuff like that in the movies, but never had any interest in a girl's toes. These however, weren't any girl's toes these were my mother's and there was not a part of my mother's body I wouldn't put in my mouth.
I sucked two of her toes into my mouth and smiled around tem when she giggled. That giggle turned into a low moan when I swirled my tongue around the tips of her toes then proceeded to work it between each of them.
Mom sighed happily as I sucked each toe individually and when I was done caused her to groan loudly when I lifted her foot and licked the bottom of it from heel to toe.
"Oh, that is so hot! Lick the other one!"
She shoved the other foot in front of me and I obediently licked the sole of her foot. Mom giggled as I worked my way to her toes and sucked on them. The fact it was driving mom wild did it for me and gave me something to focus on other than how fucking good her pussy felt.



I was had slowed up; trying to enjoy fucking her for as long as I could. As it was I surprised I hadn't cum yet especially with her working me with her mouth first.
"Hmm, I like that, honey! Love you licking my toes. Tell you what when we settle down and get to where we can take our time playing, mommy's going to give you a nice foot job! Jerk you off with my pretty feet and let you cum all over them! How's that?"
"Settle down?" I asked
"Yes, baby when we've fucked enough that we can relax and have fun! You don't think this is a onetime thing do you?"
"I...hope not!" I moaned as she worked her hips in time with mine, thrusting me harder inside her.
"Oh, honey, your nasty mom has plans for you! I am going to take such good care of you that you'll never want another woman! The only pussy I want you to want is mine!"
"It already is." I told her and unable to help it fucked her faster.
"Oh, I love that!" she moaned and tugged on her nipples.
Moving her feet back to my shoulders, mom whispered, "Put your thumb on my clit, baby, make mommy cum on her son's cock!"
I placed my right thumb on her hard button and rubbed in fast hard circles, causing mom to moan and move her hips faster.
"Fuck me harder!" She gasped, "Nice and deep, baby! Give it to me!"
I started fucking her much faster and moaned each time my cock sank deep into her welcoming pussy. Mom was whimpering and playing with her nipples. Her eyes were partially closed and her lips parted as she sighed and groaned. Her toes curled hard into my shoulders and she arched her back lifting her ass off the bed.
"Oh fuck! Rub that clit, honey! Rub it hard and fuck that pussy! Mommy's going to cum for you!"
I began thrusting harder slamming my cock into her while pressing my thumb harder to her swollen button. Mom threw her head back and released a long loud squeal identical to the one she had cut loose with last night.
Her hips thrust hard into my plunging cock and I gasped as her already tight pussy contracted around my throbbing cock. I kept my thumb moving while continuing to plunge deep into her quivering box.
"Oh Sean!" Mom called out as her pussy convulsed once more around my cock and with a long moan she slumped back onto the bed.
Her hands fell from her tits and she lay there breathing hard while staring at the ceiling. "Oh, fuck I came so hard!"
Speaking of cumming I was getting pretty close and removing my thumb from her clit I grabbed both her ankles and spreading her legs as wide as I could began fucking her as hard as I could.
"Oh fuck yeah!" she moaned, "You're fucking your mommy just like she needs it!"
I moaned and watched her amazing tits bounce and my cock plunder her glistening pussy as I fucked her the way I'd dreamed about for months. I was whimpering with each thrust as I felt my balls tightening and my cock twitching as I prepared to cum for my mother for the first of what she had said would be many times.
"Stop!" she told me, "Step back, my son deserves a treat for being so good to his mommy!"
Eager to find out what that treat was I stepped back, my cock sliding from my mother's sopping slit with a wet sucking sound.
"Sit down," Mom sat up and patted the bed next to her.
I did as she asked and sliding off the bed, mom dropped to her knees between my legs. Grabbing my cock she looked up at me, "I told you mommy would suck you off, didn't I?"
"Oh my god." I whispered as I looked down at my naked mother on her knees with my throbbing cock in her hand.
"Tell me what you want, Sean and don't be shy, tell me the way Tommy would tell Debra."
"I...I want my mother to suck her son's dick until he comes in her slutty mouth."
"Hmm that is so much better hearing it than reading it." She gave my cock a squeeze, "And so much better feeling it! Hmmm, I think your slutty mom is going to enjoy sucking you off almost as much as you will."
I started to tell her I doubted that, but all that came out was a moan when mom took me deep into her mouth and bobbed her head slowly along my yearning cock. Slipping it from her mouth she sighed, "You naughty boy! Your cock tastes like your mothers pussy!" she swirled her tongue around my glistening head, "God we taste good together!"
Mom took me back into her mouth and this time bobbed her head much faster than before. I groaned loudly as her amazing mouth worked its way along my cock. I could feel her tongue pressed to my shaft and her soft lips wrapped tightly around me.
Mom's lipstick was smearing along my shaft and I had the crazy though that I would be the only guy in school who could say he had his mother's lipstick on his cock.
Mom grabbed my wrists and placed my hands on the back of her head. She stopped sucking and looked up at me expectantly. I hesitated then remembered Mom asking what 'Tommy would do' well I knew what he would do and she seemed eager for it. Wrapping my hands tightly in her long, dark hair I thrust my hips, pushing my cock so deep into her mouth, my balls struck her chin.
Mom's eyes rolled back and she moaned as I fucked her mouth. Again the sight of my cock driving in and out of my mother's mouth was almost as good as the feeling. I pumped her mouth harder and mom made a gagging sound. I stopped, but shaking her head she moaned "Hmm-hmmm"
I resumed fucking her mouth and wrapping her arms around me, mom grabbed my ass and pulled me into her, egging me on to face fuck her. I was crazed with lust at this point and didn't hesitate to give it to her.
I was pounded her mouth as hard as I had been fucking her. Mom was now alternately squealing and making gagging and wet gurgling sounds. Her eyes were watering and there were strings of spit and pr ecum oozing out of the corners of her mouth.
But her brown eyes were staring up at me and her hips were working back and forth. I could feel her hard nipples pressing into my thighs. My mother was getting off on her son fucking her mouth!
Mom was acting as nasty as she had been when she was Debra and as hot as my fantasies about mom had been before; my mind was filled with what the reality would be like. I had no doubt mom would be what Debra said she would be; my whore and my sweet lover.
My mother would be my whore. That thought sent me over the edge and I fucked her mouth so savagely she was now gagging with every thrust. Mom's hands came around and she put them behind her back as if they were tied there.
She began whimpering as I plundered her mouth and I realized she knew how much I was getting off on being kind of rough with her. That was the final push and with a loud cry I buried my cock deep into her mouth and felt it explode.
Mom squealed loudly and made another one of those sexy wet gargling sounds as cum spurted down her throat. Mom was now bobbing her head and sucking so hard her cheeks were sunken in as she helped milk every drop from her son's spurting cock.
I moaned and whimpered each time my cock squirted into her mouth and mom was doing the same. She shook her head back and forth causing me to groan and have to brace my hands on her shoulders as my knees trembled.
Mom opened her mouth around my cock and a long thick trail of cum drooled out and dripped down onto her tits.
"Stop," I moaned as my cock had no more to give and her tongue caressing my sensitive head was driving me crazy, "Please stop!"
Mom winked and sucked me fast and hard. I whimpered and grabbing her head held it still.
"Oh, God, please." I whimpered.
Mom released my cock with a wet sucking sound and another line of cum running down her chin and onto her huge tits. Sitting back on her knees, mom lifted her cum covered tits and still looking me in the eye brought her nipple to her mouth and slurped cum from it.
"Oh Damn." I said watching mom cleaning her son's cum from her tits with her tongue, "Mom, you're a pig!"
"I'm your pig, baby, and don't you forget it. Your mom will do things your little girlfriend's never will." She slurped up the last of the cum and this time ran her tongue along her lips, smearing the cum on her mouth so I could see it, "Your mommy will make sure her son stays very satisfied.
"Tell you one thing," She smiled through her cum coated lips, "That beats the creamy filling from those candies you used to give me." She laughed, "You like your first blow job from your mother?"
"It was....damn, mom, you can suck cock!"
"Ohh I wonder if you can find a mother's day card that says that!" Mom licked her lips clean, "But that was nothing honey, you just wait until I get you off fucking you then lay you back and lick and tease and suck on you for so long you'll be begging to cum."
"Will you..." I paused, then figured what the hell, "Let me tease you like that?"
"Of course."
"Can I tie you up and do it?" The thought of having my mother tied to a bed was something Debra and I had mentioned once and it drove me crazy.
"Anything you want, baby. Rough or gentle you can have me however you want me, but..." She grabbed my hand and tugged, "I think it's your turn to be on your knees, time for you to show mom how bad her son wants her pussy." She giggled, "I might have something creamy and gooey for you too!"
With a big smile I slid off the bed onto my knees. Mom stood up and I expected her to sit on the bed, but instead she placed her right foot on my shoulder, grabbed my hair and pulled my face into her pussy. I moaned as her hot wet flesh smeared across my face and my nose was filled with the sweet scent of my mother's pussy.
"Lick my pussy!" Mom said grinding her hips and working her pussy up and down.
I stuck my tongue out and mom moaned as it slid through her puffy pink lips then gasped when it landed on her clit. I sucked it into my mouth and with a long contented sigh, mom stopped moving her hips as I swirled my tongue around her hard button.
"Yes! Oh that looks good, you on your knees like that! This is how you're going to suck me off in the shower! Lick my wet pussy and make me cum then put me against the bathroom wall and fuck me as hard as you can!"
Mom reached down and spread her pussy open, her purple nails framing her pink nub for me. I worked my hand up her long soft leg caressing her lush creamy thigh before slipping two fingers up inside her.
"Fuck yes!" She moaned and I felt her thigh trembling against my face. "In and out, baby! Nice and hard!"
I plunged my fingers inside her and resumed sucking on her clit. Mom held her pussy open with one hand while the other held my hair, pinning my face to her succulent pussy. She was rocking her hips and whimpering as I pumped my fingers into her and worked my tongue across her swollen flesh.
"Yes, baby...ohh that is so good! You like licking your mother's pussy?"
"Oh yeah!" I moaned into her wet lips.
"I...oh I don't know if I can cum like this!" she giggled, "My leg's going to give. I'm going to lay on the bed for you."
She removed her foot and turned towards the bed, putting her well rounded ass directly in my face. Overcome by desire and the knowledge that mom was willing to let me do anything I wanted, I pushed her in the back causing her to fall forward over the bed.
Mom yelped in surprise then squealed when I turned on my knees, spread the plump cheeks of her ass apart and plunged my tongue into her asshole.
"Dirty boy!" Mom cried out as I pushed my rigid tongue into her ass. "But a good one! Every son should kiss his mother's ass!"
Or give her a rim job, I thought as I spread my mother's soft cheeks further apart and teased my tongue slowly around her pink rosebud. Mom was moaning and wiggling her ass in my face and her wet pussy was smearing across my chin as I once again pushed my tongue into her ass. My cock hardened at the thought of it eventually being where my tongue currently was.
"Oh, honey, that feels good, but mommy needs to cum! Suck my pussy like that! Please? You came in my face, I want to cum in yours!"
How could I say no to that? I slid my tongue past her ass and this time shoved it into her sopping slit. Mom moaned as I swirled my tongue inside her then sucked hard. She cried out and my eyes rolled back in pleasure as I received a mouthful of mom's sticky sweet juices. Still holding her ass open I worked my tongue through her soft wet lips and gave her clit a gentle kiss that caused her to groan then sucked it into mouth.
Mom was rocking back and forth working her clit into my mouth and slipping my hand up between her thighs I pushed my fingers back inside her. I pumped them in time with my sucking and mom was grinding her hips faster and harder working her pussy into my tongue and fingers.
She moved to the side causing me to have to turn my head a little and I heard the sound of a drawer opening. A moment later mom reached behind her, holding the purple vibrator.
"Put this in my pussy!"
This just kept getting better and better! I took the toy from her and eased it all the way into her pussy. I pressed the small button on the bottom and mom groaned as it hummed within her. I began sliding it in and out while I continued to lick her clit and mom was moaning continuously and squirming in my face.
"Put....put your finger in my ass!" she told me, yet again finding away to make things even hotter.
I shoved my finger into her ass, marveling at how tight it was. I had no sooner shoved it in then mom went off like a rocket. She released a long loud wail that caused me to wonder what the next door neighbors were thinking and began bucking her ass hard into my face. As mom writhed and squealed with the force of her orgasm, I managed to keep my tongue moving while holding my finger and vibrator deep in her convulsing holes.
Mom's ass was contracting around my fingers and I could feel the vibrator humming against it through the thin skin between her pussy and ass.
"Oh yes!" Mom cried and I felt the vibrator pushing against my hand as her pussy convulsed around it.
I kept licking and sucking her quivering pussy and was well aware of my cock once again hard and ready between my legs. When mom released a soft sigh and relaxed onto the bed, I didn't hesitate. Slipping the vibrator from her pussy, I stood up behind her and slammed my cock balls deep in her pussy.
"Oh fuck!" Mom moaned, "That's so fucking deep!"
I kept my finger in her ass and began fucking her fast and hard, slamming my cock inside my mother's now dripping pussy. She was so wet I could hear my cock lunging inside her and my thighs were soaked with her juices. Now it was my cock I could feel sliding against my finger through her tight ass and it was adding to the pleasure of fucking her already amazing pussy.
"That's it, Sean, fuck me! Fuck your slutty mother! Give her that big cock she's been dreaming about! Your mommy's a bad girl wanting her son's cock! You should spank her!"
Beyond questioning anything at this point I dealt her ass a hard slap. Mom cried out and I slapped her other cheek.
"Oh, yes! Harder, make my ass red for you!"
I cut loose with a series of hard smacks, going from cheek to cheek. Each time I slapped her, mom yelped and I watched her cheek jiggle delightfully from the blow. Those cheeks were both bright red now and I could see the outline of my fingers on them.
Mom was squirming against me, lifting her feet and pushing back into me as I spanked her. The entire time I was still fucking her with long hard strokes and was thrilled that I wasn't even close to cumming.
"Take your finger out of my ass and put the toy in there!"
I picked the toy up from the bed and placing the tip at her pink rosebud, pushed it in. I stopped fucking her and watched fascinated as the toy sank into her tight ass, spreading it open. Mom moaned and pushed against me until it was buried and when I turned it on I cried out at the feeling of it vibrating against me.
"Now fuck your mother like you mean it! She looked at me over her shoulder, "Go ahead, fuck me!"
I grabbed her soft hips and began slamming into her as hard as I could. Mom yelped with every thrust and I moaned in pleasure at the feeling of the toy vibrating against me as I relentlessly pounded my mother's pussy.
"Fuck yes!" she screamed, "This is what I need, nice and hard and from my sexy son! Come on, baby, give it to mommy!"
She was looking over her shoulder at me and looked like she was completely out of control. Her black hair was hanging in her face and plastered to her sweaty back. Her eyes were wide and bright and her mouth wide open as she moaned and yelped. I was slamming her so had my balls were slapping against her clit and her hips twitched each time they did.
I looked to the side and my eyes widened at the sight of us in the mirror in the corner. I was standing there covered in sweat driving my long hard cock repeatedly into my mother who was bent helplessly over the bed. Mom's arms were stretched out and she was clutching the sheets as I hammered away at her pussy. I could see how red her ass was how wet my cock was, glistening in the candle light.
I grabbed the end of the toy and began working it in and out in time with my thrusting cock.
"Oh fuck, fuck!" Mom called out as I slammed both the cock and the toy home at the same time.
I had to shake my head to clear the sweat from my eyes. My heart was pounding and I was breathing loudly through my mouth. I had never fucked this hard before. Mom's red ass was shaking and jiggling each time I slammed her and the backs of her hot thighs were pressing into my legs. I could feel my cock starting to twitch and was whimpering each time I drove into her.
"Like that toy in my ass?" Mom moaned, "Goes in pretty easy, know why? Because I've been slipping it in there, getting used to it, you know why, baby?"
"W...why?" I groaned.
"So I would be ready for your big cock. Take that toy out and shove that big dick in your mother's ass!"
"What?"
"You heard me, baby, fuck my ass, you know you want to!"
I'd be lying if I said I didn't and pulling the toy and my cock out I surprised her by slipping the toy into her pussy, then placing the head of my cock against her ass slowly shoved it in.
"Oh..." Mom moaned and squirmed into me, "Oh fuck, that's bigger than a toy!"
I groaned myself at how tight her ass was, but kept pushing until I was all the way in. I remained there, trying to let mom get used to it and moaning as the vibrator hummed against my cock through her pussy.
"Just fuck me!" she groaned, "Fast and hard, just pound your mother' ass until you're ready to cum!"
I grabbed her hips and taking a deep breath tore into her. Mom squealed again and again as my cock pounded into her tight asshole and I was moaning with each thrust. Between how tight she was, the vibrator and the incredible fact that I was fucking my mother in the ass I could already feel myself getting ready.
"That's it!" Mom cried, her brown eyes bulging as I slammed her ass, "Just cum baby! You can fuck my ass nice and slow when I'm used to it, but nice and hard right now." she released a loud groan, "Baby I'm going to cum with you in my ass!"
I squeezed her hips harder and drove into her as hard as I could.
"Oh...oh....oh.....I...." Mom was trying to talk, but all that was coming out was a series of yelps and moans.
The thought she was going to cum from me fucking her ass with the toy inside her did nothing to slow my bodies desire to cum and I whimpered as my balls tightened and I began to fight to hold back each time I thrust into her.
Fortunately I didn't have to hold back long. Mom lifted her head from the bed and emitted a sound that could only be described as a howl. Mom released another that was even louder, then buried her face in the bed as her son continued to drill her. I moaned long and loud as her quivering ass convulsed around my pounding cock.



Mom's muffled squeals and moans were driving me wild and with a loud whimper I reached the point of no return. I cut loose with several savage pumps that caused the bed to rock when I drove into my mother.
"H...hold it for me!" Mom groaned.
With a loud gasp, I pulled my cock from her ass, and squeezed it hard at the base. I moaned at the discomfort of holding it back, but it was worth it, when mom rolled over on the bed, slipped down onto the floor and opened her mouth wide. I released my cock and cried out as a long thick spurt of cum erupted from my cock and splattered against my mother's tongue and chin.
The second spurt went directly into mom's mouth and as I continued to pump my cock she closed her mouth and pushed the cum out with her tongue sending it dripping down her chin and tits.
I was surprised with how much I was cumming seeing it was for the second time, but to say I was excited was an understatement. Mom closed her mouth, but turned her face from side to side letting her son paint her face with his hot load.
When I had nothing left I released my cock and with a pathetic moan, I sank onto the floor next to her and groaned, "Oh mom, that was....oh."
Mom smiled at me and cocked her head, giving me a good look at my cum dripping down her face, before grabbing her shirt from the floor and wiping it off. She cleaned up what was on her tits and after tossing it aside, moaned softly. Reaching between her legs she eased out the vibrator and held it up between us. It was dripping from her pussy and at the same time we both leaned forward to lick it.
Mom laughed, then ran her tongue up the length of one side. I licked the other, savoring the taste of my mother's pussy. When we met at the tip, mom gave me a surprisingly soft, sweet kiss. Dropping the toy she put her arms around me and kissed me harder.
My arms encircled her waist and I drew her against me as we kissed. This time we were satisfied and there was no sense of urgency. We both sighed softly as our lips teased and caressed the others.
Mom removed her lips from mine and hugging me close whispered, "I love you, Sean."
"I love you too mom."
"I know that was really dirty, but I needed it like that the first time, needed to show you I would do anything for you and wanted you to enjoy me, but I love you so much."
"I..." I felt surprisingly emotional considering the torrid sex we'd just had "I love you mom, and ....more than a mom, I love...you!"
"Honey, you just made me so happy." She eased away from me and winced.
"What's the matter?" I asked.
"Can we sit on the bed," Mom asked, and then with a naughty giggle added, "My ass hurts."
"I'm sorry!"
"Are you?" she winked, "I'm not and I guess it's payback for all the spankings I gave you. Besides I said you could be rough with me."
"Yeah, but I feel kind of bad now." I said as I stood with her and watched her wince again when she sat on the bed.
"Don't," she took my hand and laughed, "Just ask any woman, nothing says happy Valentine's Day better than taking it in the ass!"
"I don't think most women would think sex with their son would be their idea of a happy Valentine's Day." I told her.
Putting her arm around my shoulders, mom kissed me and said softly, "Baby, they don't know what they're missing."
*****
I opened my eyes and at the sensation of something tickling my face. I started to move my arm to wipe at my cheek, but couldn't. The reason I couldn't was because my arm was around my mother, my naked mother, as she lay next to me. I reached over with my other hand, gently smoothing her hair down and smiled up at the ceiling.
If I had woken up alone I would have thought the past few hours were a dream, but here I was in my mother's bed, with her naked body against mine. I was on my back and mom was on her side, nuzzled into me.
Her arm was across my waist and her soft leg was draped over mine. I was aware of her still moist pussy pressed against my leg and her nipples pushing into my side. I took a deep breath, and sighed contentedly.
I glanced at the clock and saw it was three am and was amazed I would be awake. After the torrid sex we'd had that had culminated in the ultimate taboo of fucking my mother in the ass, we had laid down for awhile, talking and touching and teasing.
Mom had then got up, took me by the hand and led me from her room. When we reached the hallway mom let my hand go and with a playful laugh that made me smile, skipped down the hallway to the bathroom.
I laughed and followed her, taking in her amazing body the entire time and enjoying the strange feeling of running around the house naked, with my mother! Mom started the shower and got in. As I had dreamed about so many times I got in behind her and took my time soaping up her soft inviting form and then lathered her hair and washed it for her.
Mom sighed and purred he entire time and when I got down on my knees and washed her pussy she put her foot on my shoulder and I sucked on her clit until she came screaming in the shower. Mom had turned and pressing herself against the wall pointed her ass at me and I'd fucked her from behind.
I had come twice already and I fucked her long and hard. Long enough for her to reach between her legs and rub her clit until she came yet again. Mom had me stop fucking her and dropping to her knees sucked me off in the shower. At that point it wasn't a big load, but she sucked for every drop and I had to lean against the wall not to fall over, she had left my knees so weak.
From there we had come back to her bed, where she thrilled me by declaring that from now on it was our bed for as long as I wanted it to be and right now there was nothing in me that could see why I wouldn't always want it to be. We'd fallen asleep immediately and I would have thought I'd sleep right through to mom's alarm.
My attention came back to the present when I felt mom's lips caress my neck in a soft kiss. She kissed me again, this time sucking gently and I moaned as she began grinding her pussy into my thigh.
"You awake, baby?" she asked her breath hot on my neck.
"Yes," I squeezed her shoulders.
"I want more, baby. I want my son inside me again, you want that?"
"Mom, you never have to ask that question again," I laughed.
I started to turn on my side, but mom put her hand on my chest and held me to the bed. Mom rolled over, swinging her leg over mine so she was straddling me. Sliding down the bed, she lowered her head and took my semi hard cock into her mouth.
I moaned as mom used her soft talented tongue and lips to coax my tired cock into another throbbing erection and after taking me deep several times, she slid up over my waist. Grabbing my cock she guided it to her pussy and lowered herself down on me.
We both sighed as I sank deep into her warm wet flesh. Leaning over, mom placed her hands on either side of my head and began rocking her hips, slowly riding me. I put my hands on her hips, pushing and pulling with her movements, gently guiding her along my cock.
Mom leaned further over, offering me her nipples and I eagerly accepted them, turning my head side to side, licking and sucking each one. Mom moaned softly and lowering her head kissed me. Her tongue slipped into my mouth and we sighed as I met her with mine and they teased across each other.
Mom sat up and putting her arms over her head slid back and forth on my cock, sensually riding her son as she cupped her tits to show them off to me.
"God, you're incredible," I moaned as she teased her nipples and began riding me faster.
Mom came forward, and sliding her arms beneath mine pressed her body against mine. Her hips were now moving up and down, working my cock as she kissed my neck, I wrapped my arms around her, pinning her to me, but didn't fuck her any harder, and instead I kept up with her slow steady rhythm. Mom moaned in my ear and whispered, "Love you so much."
I felt a wave of emotion come over me and with a twist of my shoulders, rolled us over so I was lying between her legs. Mom yelped in surprise, then purred with delight as I eased myself inside her and as she had done slipped my arms under her so we were pressed tightly together. Mom sighed in my ear, "That's it, honey, show me how much you love me."
I have no idea how long we made love, but I had come so often my body was in no hurry and I took full advantage of it. We lay there, moving together, kissing and enjoying the taboo intimacy we were sharing.
The entire time neither of us tried to go harder or faster, we remained moving slowly and gently. As long as it lasted I still felt disappointed when my I felt the twinges in my cock that told me I was ready to cum.
Even then I forced myself not to go any faster, to relish every thrust and take every minute I could inside of my mother. Mom could hear me beginning to whimper and running her fingers through my hair, whispered, "That's baby, cum for me, cum inside me, give your mother all of you."
I moaned and as I pushed myself inside her, mom wrapped her long legs around me, pulling me even deeper within her. I lost the fight and with a low whimper in my mother's ear came inside her. Mom moaned softly as my cock spurted sending my hot cum deep inside her pussy.
"Oh, honey." She purred, "That is just...of that feels so good!"
I continued to move slowly, each teasingly slow thrust ending in my cock twitching and squirting. Mom moaned in pleasure as her son filled her pussy and when I was finished she held me there, gently caressing my back with her nails and whispering how much she loved me.
We stayed there for a long time. I moaned as my cock softened within her and mom continued to stroke my hair and my back.
"Baby, that was amazing," she sighed, "Told you I would be your sweet lover and your dirty girl." She kissed my neck, "Which do you like better?"
"I love you anyway you want to love me." I said as I rolled off her.
"See there's that Tommy kid; he always had just the right thing to say." She laughed.
Reaching out she took my hand and squeezed it, "You really love me in every way, baby? I was so scared I would lose you to some young girl! It was meant to be we met on that site, honey! I know it sounds silly, but Valentine's Day is what really pushed me to reveal myself to you. I thought what better day to tell my son how much I love him? And I don't care how bad it sounds, I want you to stay with me."
"I want to, but you think...."
"Honey, no one will know! Who would suspect it? Think anyone will ask if I'm sleeping with my son? Maybe when you graduate we'll look at moving, we'll go somewhere no one knows us and we'll be a couple right out in the open!" she giggled "Just a cougar and her cub."
"I would love that." I turned my head and kissed her cheek. "I told you as Tommy, I wanted to be your son and your love, I mean it, mom, I want to be with you!"
"Then we will be!" Mom rolled over and putting her arm around my waist, snuggled into me, "You graduate in a year and a half and I'll ask my company for a transfer, until then we're each other's dirty little secret!"
"Sounds good." I kissed the top of her head, "Hey mom?"
"What honey?"
"When we're alone, can I call you Rebecca?"
"Let's not get crazy honey." She laughed, "Just because you fucked my ass doesn't mean you can disrespect me."
"Sorry."
"Besides, let's face it, baby. What's hotter, "Rebecca suck my cock; or mom get on your knees and suck your son's dick?"
"Umm, no contest!" I laughed.
"Thought so, now go to sleep, you need your rest."
"Okay" I rolled my eyes, "I am twenty you know."
"And naked or not I'm still your mother, now go to sleep."
"Yes mom." I said, smiling into the night.
*****
I woke up to the alarm on my phone going off and stretched, wincing at how sore I was. Who would have thought sex could take that much out of me. I looked over and saw it was just after eight. I had no classes today, but had to work for ten so it was time to get up. I rolled over onto mom's side of the bed and inhaled, taking in the scent of her strawberry body spray. Mom had to get up at six and to my amazement had sucked me hard and fucked me before going to work.
I was so tired I tried to say no, but her mouth had me ready and this time when she rode me it was so hard I thought the bed was going to break. Mom had been like a wild cat, driving herself down on me so hard her tits were bouncing and demanding that her son fuck her and cum for her before she went to work.
I lay there moaning and whimpering as she literally took what she wanted. When I came it felt as if barely anything spurted out and I whimpered as much in relief as pleasure.
When mom gave me a kiss and eased off me, to the fantastic sight of my cum oozing from her pussy and down my cock, she told me to go back to sleep and she would see me after work. When she left the room I found myself thinking about all the stories I'd heard of insatiable cougars and wondered what I was in for. That was okay; I thought with a smile, I would suffer nobly.
I forced myself to get out of her big comfortable bed, no, not her bed, our bed, I smiled. Slipping my shorts on I winced as I adjusted my cock. Damn, I was actually sore! Well, better get over that, something told me mom was going to be rearing to go when she got home.
As I left my room and headed for hers my mind raced with ideas. Putting mom up on the kitchen table and pulling her thong to the side and sucking her pussy, bending her over it and fucking her. Sex on the couch, the recliner, hell, on the damn carpet in the living room!
I entered my room and as I opened my bureau to grab some clothes and head into the shower, my lap top beeped. Walking over to it, I shook the mouse and smiled at the message on the screen.
"You have a new message from Hot4myson" "Mommy loves you, Sean, and Debra does too!"
Author's Note: Hope you enjoyed the story, I had a good time writing it, made me recall some amazing role plays here with some great lit members. This is a contest story so your votes and comments are appreciated! As for Valentine's Day...in this story Rebecca comments that we shouldn't need a special day to tell someone we love them. Last year was a tough one for me as my wife had some serious health issues. Fortunately she is better now and on her way to a full recovery, but it was a rough time and made me realize two things, just how much I love her and how we should never take our loves for granted. Make sure you take a moment or two every day to tell your special someone just how much they mean to you. Life is short, my friends, but sweet. Enjoy it.
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"Come on; stay right there," I muttered to the blue jay I was zooming in on, "Just a little longer."
The bird was perched on a branch just over my mother's rose bush and its bright blue next to the deep red of the rose petals made for a nice shot. But the bird was facing in the other direction and I was walking gingerly along the roof of the back porch, trying to get in front of it.
"Good birdie." I smiled as it remained where it was allowing me to see its face.
I zoomed in tighter and snapped off several quick shots, crouching down for a better angle. I whistled and was rewarded when the bird lifted its head and looked in my direction. I grabbed another couple of shots, and then picking up a few acorn shells the squirrels had dropped on the roof, tossed then down in front of the bush.
Startled, the bird took off and I clicked away as it sailed up into the trees. Sitting back, I pulled out the slide that allowed me to preview the pictures and nodded in satisfaction at the beautiful still of the Blue Jay's wings as they spread just before it left the branch. I continued to look through the rest of the photos I'd snapped the last couple of days.
I had several fun ones of two squirrel's chasing each other as well as a Red Robin and a Hawk I'd seen down by the railroad tracks as it circled looking for road kill. Birds meant nothing to me, but my buddy next door Jack's mom, Molly, made calendars for a second income and was working on one featuring our feathered friends.
She knew I was studying for a career in photography and asked if I would mind taking some photos for her. She offered to pay me as it would be cheaper than paying for the rights from stock photo sites. Better than that Molly, promised to credit me on the calendar which would qualify as a term project and help me with my first year photography program at RISD.
On top of that, getting new photos meant I got to go next door to see Molly. Not that I didn't see her when I hung out with Jack, but we were usually in his room and she didn't come around. But when I made it a point to go over when Jack wasn't home to present her with another disc of pictures, I got some one on one time with the hottest cougar I'd ever met.
Jack might be my best friend, but that never stopped me from looking at Molly for what she was and that was a grade A porn star quality Milf! Pushing the slide back into the camera I thought about some of the other photos I'd taken with it starring Molly by the pool, Molly wearing cute little sun dresses on the way to work and...
I looked over at the sound of a splash coming from next door and standing up, saw Molly kicking her legs beneath the water of their in ground pool. Damn, if I was going to get what I was thinking of I should start thinking dirtier! I quickly knelt down so she wouldn't see me when she emerged at the end of the pool.
Sliding back so I was against the house, I slung the camera over my neck and carefully made my way over to the corner closest to her house. Because of the tall tree that ran alongside our house I wouldn't be easily visible if she looked up, but focusing between the branches the camera had a great view of the pool.
Molly reached the end and coming up rested her arms on the edge of the pool. Her long dark hair was slicked back from the water and looked damn good on her bronzed skin. I took a couple of quick shots of her hair against her shoulder, and then snapped a couple of the water glistening on her chest.
Her breasts were still submerged, but because of my height and the recently cleaned crystal water of the pool, I got off a couple of good shots of her ample cleavage in her turquoise blue bikini.
Molly pushed off and swam down to the other end of the pool. I concentrated through the lens and tried to get a couple of good action shots of her arms slicing through the water and her feet kicking above it.
Molly turned and came my way again. This time when she reached the end, she gave me a thrill by swimming to the ladder in the corner and climbing out.
Even as my cock stirred between my legs I clicked off a series of shots of her amazing ass in the skimpy bikini bottom. Molly's house was surrounded by an eight foot stockade fence which was why she wore the revealing suits when she sunbathed, thinking no one could see her.
In fact our house was the only one of the three around hers that had a second floor and she probably figured the tree blocked the view of the pool.
I'm sure Molly never considered her sweet young neighbor who was also her son's best friend would be enough of a pervert to hang around on the roof of the porch to spy on her as I'd done for the last four years.
Whenever they threw a party or me and some of Jack's other friends went over for a swim, either Molly didn't swim at all or when she did it would be in a much more conservative one piece bathing suit.
On days like today however, when she was alone and thought she had privacy, Molly's suit was barely enough material to even call a bikini. The top not only left the inner half of her impressive breasts exposed, but started just past her nipple.
I could tell that because they were currently hard and damn close to the edge of blue cloth. I got a couple of nice shots of those nipples pushing against the wet suit before staring through the lens as I wandered down to her flat hard stomach.
Molly was a tennis instructor at a ritzy country club and to say she was in damn good shape was an understatement. That flat hard stomach went along with a set of long well shaped legs, which featured the toned calves and thighs of an athlete.
Her firm ass cheeks, most of which were exposed in the thong like bikini bottom looked as if you could bounce quarters off of them.
Molly leaned back and shook her head, sending her long wet hair flying and I snapped away, thinking what an amazing shot this would be. Molly then stretched, pushing out her amazing rack and after another shot of those sweet tits, I simply watched through the camera as she turned and walked over to her lounge chair.
My cock was no longer stirring, but damn hard as I took in her wet, deeply tanned back, her smooth toned legs and that damn hot ass. She sat down in the chair and laying back picked up a bottle of tanning oil and to my great appreciation, she bent her right leg and massaged the oil into it.
The Nikon 3200 was a good camera, well worth the money I'd paid for it from mowing lawns all summer and I could easily see her long blue nails as she rubbed the oil into her inviting inner thigh.
I let the view slide down that thigh and whispered, "Goddamn" when I reached the thin strip of blue material between her thighs. It had slid slightly to the side, just enough to see the pink edges of her pussy. I zoomed tighter, noting the smooth shaved skin and slight puffiness of that pink flesh.
The crotch of her bikini had tightened enough to show the outline of her lips and my cock ached in my shorts as I went back to her hands which were now rubbing oil into the exposed half of her breasts.
Molly sat up and my eyes bulged when she reached back to untie her top. Holy shit, she was going to tan topless. My hands trembled on the camera in anticipation of getting some close ups of the breasts I'd dreamed of since the first day I'd met her. She slid the straps down from her shoulders and...
"Greg!" Mom called from somewhere behind me, "What the hell are you doing?"
I quickly lifted my head and aimed the camera up into the trees and said, "Getting Molly pics for her calendar, she loved the last ones."
"Well, do it from the window." Mom said.
I sighed and took a last look into the yard next door. Molly was lying on her stomach and I had missed the chance to see her tits. I turned to see mom leaning out the window looking at me.
"Your father still hasn't fixed those boards underneath, Greg you might fall through this damn thing."
"Yeah, I'll come in." I walked slowly over and she slipped back into the room so I could enter through the window.
"I know she's paying you and this is part of school, but be careful okay, honey?"
"Sure." I gave her an awkward smile hoping to hell she wouldn't look over and see Molly outside and figure out what I was doing.
"You know you should take pictures of some of the local pets too." Mom said, "There's a lot of cats the neighbors let roam free, you could get some nice pictures of them.
"Good idea." I agreed. "I'll try that."
"Good, we're going to eat in a half hour so don't start now."
Mom turned and left the room. As she closed the door behind her I raced over to my lap top and plugged in the camera, anxious to see my new pictures.
"Cats." I rolled my eyes, and then grinned as the first picture of Molly in the pool popped up. Maybe mom was right, after all, I did just get some shots of a pretty hot pussy.
*****
"Hey Greg!" Jack answered the door cheerfully, "You're just the man I wanted to see!"
"Uh-oh." I said, entering the house, "I'm warning you, I don't have any money."
"Nah, nothing like that." He laughed, "Listen that fancy camera of yours, that does video too, right?"
"This baby does it all." I lifted the strap and patted the case.
"Wow, I didn't notice you had it around your neck, you sleep with that thing?"
"I'm heading down to Soccer field; I take pictures of the games and give them to the parents."
"Cool. They pay you?"
"Here and there, but it's mostly for practice," I looked around the living room, "Hey, is your mom, home?"
"Yeah, she's just coming in from the pool. But anyway, the video?"
"What about it?"
"I have to do a commercial for my campaign in political science, think you could film it for me?"
"Absolutely." I told him, trying not to look obvious as I peered past him, hoping to catch a glimpse of Molly coming through the doors that led from the kitchen to the deck. "How's tomorrow afternoon?"
"That'll work! Thanks, Greg, you're the best."
He clapped me on the arm and I felt a twinge of guilt. I wondered how good of a friend Jack would think I was if he knew I'd just jacked off to a picture of his mother rubbing lotion on her thigh and picturing the white tanning lotion as my cum.
Then again, it's not like jerking off to Molly was something new for me and at least I wasn't doing it in his house like I used to when I would sleep over when we were younger.
I hadn't planned on it, but once I downloaded all the pictures of Molly and the birds, the ones, I was supposed to be taking; I couldn't stop staring at them.
They'd come out amazing and if I ever wondered if the Nikon was worth the money I had no doubts now! I could see the beads of water on her breasts and stomach, but better yet the outline of her pussy through the tight bottom.
The picture of her with her leg up was too much for me and I'd had to take care of myself then and there. What a waste, cumming all over my stomach while wishing it was...well pretty much anywhere on Molly would be just fine with me!
Eventually I did what I had started to do and downloaded the pictures to a disc for her to take to the printer if she liked them and had come over to give them to her.
"Greg?" Jack brought me back to reality and I shrugged
"Hey, that's what buds are for, besides I love playing with the camera." I pulled the disc out of pocket. "I got your mom some more pictures, that's why I..."
"Oh, aren't you a doll!" Molly exclaimed.
She walked into the room wearing a long t-shirt over her bikini and I had to make sure my voice was steady when I said, "I hope you like them, I managed to get a few good action shots."
"If they're as good as the last ones, I'll love them!"
Molly came over and plucking the disc from my hand gave me a peck on the cheek, "Jack's right, you're the best Greg. I'm going to go look at these right after I shower."
Molly turned to walk over to the table and I had to admire how the t-shirt hugged her hips and framed her ass. I could see the outline of the bikini bottom through the gauzy material of the thin shirt and the backs of her thighs were visible almost up to her ass.
Her long dark hair was still wet and I thought about what that hair would feel like across my stomach as she...
"Hey Greg," Jack spoke up, "You have a couple of minutes now?"
"Not long, game starts in twenty minutes." I replied, trying to focus on his face as Molly fussed around the table, fixing the flowers in the middle of it, her ass wiggling invitingly as she did. "Why?"
"Real quick." Can you film me for a minute; I just want to hear how I sound."
"Okay, but quick." I was in a hurry, but any chance to play with the Nikon was worth it.
I removed it from its case and setting it to record, stepped back a couple of feet and focused on Jack. "Go ahead, start talking."
"Oh." He frowned, "Well, um my name is Jack Walsh and...I approve of this message!" He laughed.
"Come on, do better than that." I told him.
"Okay, well first off I..."
"Photo bomb!" Molly laughed, coming up behind him and waving at the camera, "Or video bomb! I'm Jack's mom and even though he never cleans his room he's worth your vote!"
"Mom, cut it out." Jack rolled his eyes.
"So serious." She rolled her dark eyes, "Just like your father, Christ he was anal, I always had more fun without him." she winked, "In every way."
"Mom, jeez!" Jack made a disgusted face, but I had to try to keep my jaw from dropping at her words, never mind the vivid image of her lying in her bed, or by the pool, playing with herself.
"Sorry, but it's true, I don't miss him at all."
"Me either." Jack sighed, "And the only thing he misses is my tuition payments."
"Because he's useless." Molly said, "Let me get out of your way."
She walked over and sat on the arm of the couch behind Jack and I once again focused the camera on him.
"Jack Walsh with some things you should know about the upcoming election..."
Jack began to speak more confidently, but I had no clue what he was saying. Even as the camera was on him, my eyes were on Molly who was watching and playfully kicking her feet back and forth. Her legs were open and I couldn't help looking at her inner thighs and the flash of blue material from the bikini.
She was smiling at us and as I took a moment to take in her big brown eyes, long lashes, and full inviting lips, it dawned on me she wasn't just hot body wise, but was a beautiful woman.
She leaned back against the couch and stretched, causing her breasts to strain against the flimsy shirt and feeling my cock stir, I lowered the camera.
"Here, watch." I hit replay and handed Jack the camera.
As he listened to himself, I kept my eyes lowered, so all I could see was Molly's feet. Her toes were painted a deep red and the tanned tops of them a sharp contrast to the white smooth skin of her soles.
I thought about seeing those feet on my chest or shoulders, holding them in my hands while I fucked...Jesus! Even her feet were turning me on!
"Not too bad." Jack said, handing the camera back, "I'll work on a script tonight and you can maybe come back tomorrow night?"
"Sure, no problem." I slipped the camera back in the case.
"Make sure you come by," Molly spoke up, "I'll give you something for the new pictures."
"Don't worry about it." I told her, "You paid me for the other ones."
"Yeah, but you took more. Really, Greg you should get something for taking those pictures."
Thinking of the hot pictures of her I had taken earlier, I smiled, "Like I said, Molly you already gave me something."
*****
"Shit!" I exclaimed as I heard my phone ringing on the counter next to the sink.
I shut the shower off and throwing back the curtain, grabbed a towel and tried to dry myself off enough to get to the phone without getting water all over the floor and pissing mom off. I decided to just toss the towel on the floor in front of the counter and stepping on it, grabbed the phone.
"Hello? Hello?"
They'd hung up and I quickly looked to see who was calling. Today was my day off from both class and work and I had told my boss at Kinko's to give me a call if he needed any help with projects as I could use the extra hours. I was surprised to see it was Jack's home number. I rolled my eyes wondering if the dope had managed to lose or break yet another phone.
Stepping back onto the mat in front of the shower I dried off and slipping on a pair of shorts and a t-shirt, called him back as I made my way back into my room
"Hey Greg!" Molly answered.
"Hi Molly, is Jack there?"
"No, he's at work, listen..."
"He is, he just called didn't he?"
"No, hon, that was me that called."
"Really?" I asked, excitedly, "You like the pictures?"
"Greg, I loved those pictures! You were right, some damn good action shots!"
"Thank you!"
"In fact after looking at those pictures and seeing you film Jack today it gave me an idea."
"What's that?"
"You're off today right?"
"Yeah, all day."
"So you're not busy?"
"Not until I help Jack with his video tonight, why?"
"How about you come over here and we talk about a project I would like you to help me with."
"What is it?" Even as I asked I wondered what was wrong with me, Molly was asking me to come over, regardless of what it was it was...Molly time! And with Jack not home so I wouldn't feel bad about gawking at her.
"How about you just come on over and bring your camera?"
"What are we taking pictures of?"
"You'll see, but don't worry, Greg, I wouldn't want you to do this for nothing, I'll make it worth it for you."
"When do you..."
"See you in a few minutes." Molly cut in and ended the call.
I put the phone down and looked in the mirror. I thought about dressing better, but I didn't want to look like I was trying to impress her. Bad enough there were times I was fairly sure she had seen me looking at her and gave me a little smile that said "aren't you cute" which was more embarrassing than if she had been upset. So I stayed in the jeans and T-shirt.
I removed the Nikon from the charger and slinging it over my neck, paused to quickly run a comb through my short dark hair. I hadn't shaved in a couple of days and thought about it, but with a bit of scruff I looked older and Molly always made me feel like a kid out of his league.
Which I was, but at least this made me look like I could legally drink. I stared into my blue eyes which a lot of girls said was one of my best features and flashed a goofy smile, "Hey Molly, so you like my pictures, hmm? You should see my private collection."
I winked, and then laughed, "What an idiot." I told my reflection, then spraying a little cologne on, headed down stairs and out the back door to cut across yard and let myself into Molly's through the gate between the yards. I reached back of their house and saw the inner door was open and looking through the screen door, didn't see Molly in the kitchen,
"Hey Molly?" I called, "Are you in the living room?"
"Hey, Greg, come on in!" She called from somewhere out of sight.
I entered the kitchen and cutting into the living room saw Molly sitting on the arm of the chair sipping a large glass of wine.
"Hey Greg, thanks for coming."
"I...sure." I said while trying not to blatantly stare at her.
Molly was wearing a short red sundress with thin spaghetti straps leaving most of her tanned shoulders bare. The dress was low cut enough to show off her considerable cleavage and the hem well up her thighs. With her right leg crossed over her left, that leg was exposed almost right up to her damn hip.



As she always did, Molly was kicking her foot and my breath caught at the sight of the red stilettos she was wearing. The shoes strapped around her ankle and had heels so high I wondered how she walked in them.
I noticed she was wearing eyeliner and her lips were painted a deep inviting shade of red. Between that and the dress, which looked like something a woman would wear to a club, I figured she was on her way out and wondered what I was doing there.
"Like my outfit?" She asked, standing up and spreading her arms out, "How do I look?"
"Oh, uh...well, nice." I said carefully.
"Nice?" She rolled her eyes, "That's it?"
"Oh, well..."
"I know, I'm Jack's mom, right?" she waved her hand, "Tell you what, Greg, Jack's not home and I want to know how you think I look for real." She gave a quick spin, but I was still able to notice how well the back of the dress hugged her ass. "Just nice?"
"I...you look really good." I wasn't sure what she wanted me to say, but I held back from telling her the truth, and that was I was sure I'd be jerking off to the image of her in this dress later.
"A little better." She sighed, "But that's kind of why you're here."
"What do you mean?"
"Well I haven't really..." she paused, "Let's just say I haven't exactly gotten back out there since I tossed Jack's father out and I was thinking of maybe doing a personal ad online."
"Sure," I shrugged, "Bet you'll meet someone nice."
"Nice isn't what I'm looking for right now." She winked, "I'm looking for fun and was thinking I'd even scope out some young guys."
"Oh."
"So, let me ask you again." She ran her hands along the sides of the dress, "Think I'm Milf or cougar material?"
"You know Molly," I hesitated,
"Be honest Greg, let's say you don't know me and you see me, what do you think?"
"I...I think you look damn hot." I said, hoping to hell that was what she was looking for.
"Thank you!" she gave me a huge smile.
"But what does that have to do with me?"
"Well I looked at the pictures you gave me today and you were right, some real good action shots."
"Thanks, glad you like them."
"Oh, I loved them!" she gushed, then took several long swallows, draining the glass of wine, "More than you know!"
"Great," I smiled.
"In fact those shots are what gave me the idea for the ad"
"Yeah?"
"Yes, I want you to take some of me!" she grinned.
"You...you want me to take some pictures of you?" My heart skipped a beat.
"Yes, but come with me, I want you to take them in my room."
"Your..."
Molly put the empty glass on the table and said, "Come on" and headed down the hall way.
I quickly followed her, watching her ass sway seductively in the tight red dress. The dress was cut low in the back and as her hair swayed I eyed her smooth tan skin. We entered her room and I noticed the lights were off and the blinds down, but there were several candles lit, casting the room in a soft glow.
"You can take pictures in this light right?"
"Oh, yeah," I lifted the camera and staring through the lens adjusted it, "They'll come out great; the candlelight will really make your skin glow."
"Ohhh, I like that." She walked over to the small desk in the corner of her room and hit a key on her lap top to bring the screen up, "Here's the shot you took that made me think of this."
I took a couple of steps closer and my stomach sank then the picture came up. I'd expected it to be one of the Blue Jay taking fight. Instead what I was looking at was a close up of Molly as she had come out of the pool. It was the shot of her when she was shaking her head, her long wet hair was flying about and her breasts were glistening with beads of water.
"Tell you, what; you must have really been zooming in for that one." Molly pointed out.
Oh you stupid fuck! I'd been in a hurry and grabbed the wrong damn disc!
"I think this one is my favorite though." Molly clicked to the next pic, which was her standing by her chair, "Hmm, that's not it, where is it."
"M...Molly, look I'm uh..."
"Shh." She said still watching the slide show, "Here it is."
To my dismay she stopped on the one of her with her leg raised, rubbing lotion on her thigh. She clicked once more and it was the same pose, but zoomed in close enough to see the focus of the picture was the thin strip of blue material barely concealing her pussy. Her fingers, with their red nails were inches from it and coated in the white lotion. This was the shot I'd whacked off to last night.
"I take back what I said about the one with the water on my tits." Molly said, nodding, "This is the one with the serious zoom." She looked at me and winked, "Good thing I know that was lotion because it looks like, well I think you know what it looks like don't you?"
"Molly I'm so sorry!" I blurted out my ears burning and my face flushing in humiliation. "I...gave you the wrong pictures."
"Obviously." She grinned, "But is that the only reason you're sorry? Or just sorry I know you hang out your window taking pictures of me?"
"I...both I guess." I sighed, my shoulders slumping, "Please don't tell my folks." I paused, "And Jack, he'd be really pissed and..."
"I'm not going to tell anyone Greg." She shook her head, "This will stay just between us, okay?"
"Thank you." A surge of relief flowed through me. "And I am sorry, I...I feel like a pervert."
"Don't be sorry at all, honey." Molly gave me a big smile, "Greg seeing these pictures made my night!"
"They did?"
"Of course they did! The fact a guy half my age thinks I'm hot enough to take racy pictures of? It made me feel sexy."
"Really?"
"Yes," she gave me a pout that caused my heart to beat faster, "You do think I'm sexy, don't you, Greg?"
"I..."
"Don't be shy." She walked up to me and I had to fight to keep my eyes on her face and not her prominent breasts. "You can tell me what you think," she giggled, "Not like I don't know at this point."
"Yeah," I grinned sheepishly, "I think you're pretty hot, Molly, always have."
"Oh, I like that. You think your friend's mom is a milf?" she gave her long hair a toss, "Am I a cougar?"
"I...I'd say so."
"That's very flattering coming from such a good looking," she ran her fingers lightly down my arm sending a shiver through me, "young man, a...cub is it?"
"Something like that." She stood there smiling and trying not to sound out of sorts I asked, "So, um, what did you want me to take pictures of?"
"Me!"
"You want me to take pictures of you?"
"Yes, those pictures you took made me feel so damn sexy I thought maybe you could take some more."
Stepping back, she lifted her long hair over her head, stuck her hip out and gave me a seductive smile that caused a stirring between my legs, "Like this pose?"
"Y...yeah." More than she knew.
"Then take a picture!"
I lifted the camera and noticed my fingers were trembling as I took a couple of shots of her.
"How about a different angle?"
Molly turned and leaned over the bed, putting her hands on it and pushing her ass out towards me. She looked over her shoulder and gave me another smile. I took a picture of her face and still posing she said, "Come on, get the whole thing!"
I returned her smile and zoomed out getting a good shot of her well shaped ass in the tight dress. Molly turned and sitting on the bed opened her legs wide and leaned back on her elbows. This time she didn't smile, instead she parted her lips and stared at me with a look of desire on her face that made me come close to dropping the camera. I could see a hint of red between her thighs and made sure I took a shot of her thighs under the dress.
"Nice." She whispered, then swinging her legs up on the bed, lay across it for me.
Molly arched her back, pushing her tits out and turning her head ran her tongue across her lips for me. I clicked away, catching her pink tongue on her red lips and her amazing tits as they came close to spilling out of her dress. Molly rolled over on her stomach and bent her legs up, while again looking in my direction.
This time she put her finger in her mouth and sucked on it. Oh my God! I thought as I snapped the shot. I had no illusion she was doing anything but teasing me, but I didn't care. She looked genuinely excited and here I was getting pictures of her that she...knew about! Molly slid her knees up beneath her and I swallowed hard as she was now in a doggy style position.
She lifted her feet up showing off the fuck me shoes and said, "Go ahead, get behind, me, you know, a nice rear view?"
I came close to tripping over my feet in my rush to get around to the foot of the bed.
"Goddamn." I whispered as I took in her ass from that angle. The dress had ridden up over her thighs and I was confronted with the sight of her lower ass cheeks and her red thong.
I clicked some shots, then just stood there staring through the lens when she swayed her hips from side to side. My now fully hard cock was bending awkwardly in my jeans and as she sat up on her knees and lifted her hair again, showing off her smooth tanned back, I was already envisioning spending the day spanking it to these shots.
"Having fun?" She swung her legs over the bed so she was sitting on the foot of it facing me.
"Oh, yeah!" I told her, not trying to hide it, "Are you?"
"Honey, this is so hot!" she sighed, "You wouldn't believe how wet I am!"
"I...you're..." I lowered the camera, "W...wet?"
"You are too cute!" She laughed, "Yes, Greg I'm wet, my pussy is sticking to my damn thong!"
"Oh my God." I said like an idiot
Molly laughed and drew her leg up so her knee was at her chest and extended the other, striking another pose for me.
I managed to raise the camera and take a picture, but at this point it was an effort to steady my hands. Wet, she was telling me how wet she was. My mind was beginning to fill with porn absurdity. How far would she go? Would she going to get off to these just like I was?
"You know what would be even more fun?" Molly stood up from the bed and sauntered up to me, "How about you put your fancy camera on video?"
"Video," I repeated numbly, "Film you."
"Hmm-mm." she laughed, "I always wanted to be the star of the show! Go on, do it, let's have some real fun!"
"Okay." I shifted the camera to record and flipped open the side screen, taking a couple of steps back so I had her properly focused on the small screen.
"Hmm, you are having fun aren't you?" She giggled and when I looked at her confused, she pointed below my waist, "Hazard of wearing tight jeans, Greg."
"Oh, shit! I..."
"Honey, I'd be insulted if you weren't hard." She gave me a sexy smile, "You don't think I know what you were doing with those pictures?"
"Oh, um..."
"The same thing I did." She placed her hands over her breasts and as stunned as I was when she started fondling them through the dress I made damn sure I was filming it.
"You..."
"I played with myself, yes." She stepped closer and smiled for the camera, "I lay back on the bed, staring at that picture of me rubbing my thigh and played with my pussy," she winked,
"My silky smooth and oh, so wet pussy. I rubbed my clit thinking of you jerking off to me and then shoved my vibrator inside and wished it was your hard young cock."
"What?" I was starting to wonder if I was hearing things.
"Greg, are you that naïve?" she laughed, "Maybe you are, you've always been a sweet kid, not a cocky jerk like a lot of kids your age." She lowered her hands and stepping back, raised her hair up again and gave a sexy little shimmy for the camera.
"And you being sweet is why this was such a turn on. Finding out my son's polite well mannered best friend has been thinking dirty thoughts about me. I am so turned on honey that..." she lowered her arms and her smile turned into a nasty little smirk that caused my cock to twitch. "Let's just say I'm ready to make a hell of a movie with you."
"You're fucking with me," I blurted out lowering the camera.
"Not yet I'm not, but I will be, but there are two rules." She held up her finger, "First, you don't question this again, I want a young man who wants me, not a nervous boy, got it?"
"Yes." I nodded, holy shit!
"Good because you want me, that's made me want you and we're going to have some fun. Two, that camera stays rolling the entire time because I want to watch it." She liked her lips, "Over and over again and maybe even with you if you're a good co-star."
"I...whatever you want!" I exclaimed.
"Good attitude, now where were we?"
Molly hooked her fingers into the straps of the dress and slid them down her arms Grabbing the top of it she swayed seductively and pulled it down past her tits; exposing her red lace bra. I could see her hard pink nipples through the thin lace and felt a trickle of precum running down my thigh.
"You like my bra, Greg?" she pushed the dress down to her waist and cupped her breasts.
"Oh, yeah." I told her, "Its damn sexy, like you."
"That's it, baby." She purred, "Just relax and know I'm yours." She reached back to unhook the bra and I had to steady the camera when she worked the straps down "You want to see my tits, Greg?"
"Please." I whispered as she held the bra in place with her hand between her breasts.
"I love that! You want to see the hot milf next doors tits? The ones you've thought about?"
"Show them to me." I said more confidently, hoping it's what she wanted, "Be a good actress and show everyone what they want to see."
"There you go!" she laughed and with a flourish whipped the bra off, tossing it to the floor. "This what you want?"
She held up her breasts and I couldn't respond. Molly's tits were huge, far bigger than any of the girl's I'd fooled around with from school. The outer half was deeply tanned, but her inner breasts were a creamy white and those tan lines made them look even better.
"God they're beautiful." I told her, "You're beautiful."
"And you're sweet, but now's not the time for sweet, is it?" She stroked her nipples with her thumbs, "How's that look, baby? How do I look playing with my tits for you?"
"Amazing."
"Hmm" she sighed, caressing those gorgeous nipples and licking her lips, my hands had steadied and I zoomed in on her red nails on her pick flesh as she continued to rock her hips and shimmy playfully for me. "Bet it would be better if you were playing with them wouldn't it?"
"Yes, much better."
"Well first how about I ditch this dress, would you like that?"
"I'd love it! Go ahead Molly, show the camera that hot ass of yours!"
"Baby, you and I are going to have some real fun with you acting like that!" she declared as she turned her back to me.
She unzipped the dress and I followed her hands as they pushed the material down her hips and thighs until it dropped to the floor. Molly was wearing a pair of tight red lace boy shorts that showed off the cheeks of her ass and as she bent over in front of me and shook her ass at me I could see the outline of her pussy.
She straightened and lifting her hair again, looked at me over her shoulder with such a come-hither look, I almost dropped the camera again. Her brown eyes were wide and glazed over with lust and her red lips were parted, her tongue sticking out provocatively.
"Like that ass, baby?"
"Like those little shorts."
"Yeah, you think my panties are sexy?" she wiggled her ass and I swore if I couldn't get my hands on her soon, I might end up cumming in my pants.
Molly turned and walked over to me. Her bare tits jiggled and I realized I was breathing through my mouth and my heart was pounding. "I think it's time for you to start starring in the show, baby."
Molly reached me and slid the camera from my hands. Holding it up she smiled, "Take your shirt off, give your sexy cougar something to look at."
I quickly slipped off my shirt, dropping it to the floor.
"Oh, look at you." Holding the camera in one hand; she reached out and ran her hand down my chest sending a shiver through me. "Hmm, not a little kid anymore that's for sure."
She trailed her long nails across my chest and a moan escaped me when she teased my nipple with her fingers.
"Like that?" she asked, playing with the other, "I can't wait for you to play with mine," she sighed, "But I guess you can because you're not touching me."
The words were barely out of her mouth and my hands were on her tits. I moaned again at the feeling of how heavy and form her large breasts were. Molly moaned softly when the palms of my hands slipped over her nipples and I noticed she was holding the camera downward, filming me fondling her tits.
"Oh, yeah." She breathed, "Play with those tits," she pushed her tits against my hands, "My nipples honey; play with my nipples!"
I took them between my fingers and rolled them gently and she moaned much louder than before. My cock was throbbing in my jeans and I noticed her breasts were heaving in my hands as her breathing picked up. Cupping her tits while still teasing her nipples one thought kept racing through my mind, I was going to fuck Jack's mother!
Molly reached out and putting her hand behind my head shoved my face downward, "Don't just play with them, baby, suck them!"
I didn't have to be told twice and a thrill went through me when Molly cried out as I eagerly sucked her hard pink nub into my mouth.
"Fuck yeah!" She groaned, arching her back and shoving her tit deeper into my mouth.
Her fingers were curled into my hair and looking up I saw she still had the camera pointing at me, "Tongue nipple," she told me, "Put on a show for the camera!"
I did as she asked, easing her tit from my mouth and teasing her nipple with the tip of my tongue.
"Yes, that feels and look so good!" she purred as I switched and licked her other nipple. "But I bet you're waiting for a better show aren't you, baby? You're waiting to see what my tongue can do."
"Hmm-mm" I groaned around her tit.
"Well let's get those pants off then!"
Molly stepped back from me and handed me the camera. I started to lift it, but she stepped back up to me, put her arms around my neck and kissed me. Kissed wasn't quite the right word, it was more like her lips attacking mine.
I gasped as her lips crushed against mine, then moaned when I felt her nipples poking into my bare chest. Reaching down, I dropped the camera onto the bed and putting my arms around her slender waist pinned her to me.
Molly moaned her appreciation and drove her tongue into my lips. I parted them to receive her tongue and moaned softly as it danced across mine. Her hips were grinding into me teasing my aching dick and I pushed hard against her letting her feel how hard I was. Molly's hand slid down my chest and as her tongue continued to probe my mouth she unsnapped my jeans.
My hands went down her back and grabbing her ass gave it a hard squeeze while quivering in anticipation at the feeling of my zipper being pulled down. I worked my fingers into her shorts and pushing them to the side gasped when my fingers came into contact with her sopping wet pussy. Molly released my lips and moaned, "Oh, honey!" as my fingers slid through her wet lips.
She spread her legs further apart and rocked her hips, working my fingers along her slick slit. She whimpered softly when I grazed her swollen clit and I spread her ass with my other hand, so I had better access to her pussy. It was my turn to moan when Molly's lips found my neck at the same time her hand pushed into my underwear and wrapped around my cock.
She pulled it up from where it had been trapped along my leg and I released a pathetic sounding whimper when she stroked it. Her hand rubbed across my sensitive head causing my hips to jerk, but also smearing my pre cum on her palm. When she resumed pumping my cock her hand was now wet and I groaned in pleasure at the feeling of my cock throbbing in her tight grip.



Molly lifted her head to kiss me and after a quick meeting of our lips, I ducked my head and kissed the soft skin of her neck. She purred contentedly and moved her hips faster, rubbing my fingers into her pussy. Each time I came into contact with her clit she gave a sharp yelp that sent a thrill through me. Pulling her towards me, I managed to work the tip of my finger inside her and she cried out and bucked her hips into my hand.
Her pussy was hot wet and pretty goddamn tight. Molly moaned and it was my turn to gasp when she contracted her pussy around my finger, "Imagine that around your cock." She whispered, then laughed, "You won't have to imagine it."
Molly released my cock and stepping back pushed me in the chest causing me to fall back onto the bed. Grabbing my jeans she practically tore them off, me taking my shoes with them. She took a second to pull my socks off and laughed, "No sock wearing in our porn."
Our porn? I looked at the camera and hoped she meant she was going to let me keep filming.
As if reading my thoughts she said, "Lay back on those pillows and get your camera because it's time for this cougar to give her biggest fan a special show."
I turned so I was laying the right way on the bed and picking up the camera realized I was completely naked on my best friend's mother's bed. Molly walked around to the foot of the bed and I quickly trained the camera on her, filming her perfect body and those bouncing tits. Stopping at the foot of the bed, Molly turned around and hooking her fingers into her shorts, eased them down over her ass.
She bent over, wiggling her ass as she worked the shorts to the floor and I licked my lips at the sight of her smooth pink pussy peering out between her thighs. Like her breasts, the tan lines on her ass and the white skin surrounding her pussy made her look even sexier. Turning, Molly put her knee on the bed and staring directly into the camera crawled up the bed until she was kneeling between my legs.
Grabbing my cock she pumped it slowly, "How's that look on your little camera?"
"Oh God." I whispered, watching through the lens as her long slender fingers teased along the length of my shaft.
She leaned over and grabbing her tits pressed them around my cock.
"Move your hips," she told me, "Go ahead, baby, fuck those tits."
I thrust my hips and moaned as I watched my cock slide between her soft tits. She pressed them tighter and moved up and down in time with my thrusts. The skin between her tits was now glistening with my sticky pre cum and easing back slightly she grabbed my cock and slapped the head against her hard nipple.
"Fuck you're so hard!" She cooed, she spanked it against her other nipple then rubbed it in circles around her pink nub.
When she pulled it back a line of precum trailed from her nipple to my cock.
"Hmm" leaning back she cupped her breast, lowered her head and proceeded to lick and suck my fluid from her nipple. "How's that look?"
"Fucking incredible." I told her, watching her once again suck her won nipple, she smacked her lips then held her tit up for the camera showing off the circle of pink lipstick around it. "Going to look better around that cock isn't it?"
"Yes."
"You want me to suck your cock, baby?"
"More than anything." I wasn't lying.
"Anything?" she pouted, "You want my mouth more than my pussy?"
"I...I want both!"
"Good because you're going to get both." She said sliding down onto her stomach between my legs, "And not just today because baby this girl's been horny for a long time and if you take good care of me this pussy will be yours whenever you want it."
Whenever I...? My thoughts stopped as I focused the camera on Molly and took in the view of her lying between my legs.
At this point she was totally naked except for the fuck me shoes. She was propped up on her forearms and had begun lightly stroking my cock. Her long dark hair was farming her face and tickling my thighs. Her lips were parted and as my body trembled in anticipation, Molly opened her mouth and let a long line of spit drool from her mouth and onto my cock.
"Let's get this nice and wet." She stroked my now slick cock and I moaned and moved my hips into her hand, "Look at this beautiful young cock." She purred, then caused me to gasp when she flicked her tongue across the swollen head, "This is going to taste so good!"
Molly kissed the tip then with her eyes locked onto the camera slowly parted her lips and slid them over the head of my cock. I moaned softly as her sucked hard on just the tip causing my precum to squirt into her mouth.
"Hmm." She sighed, then opening her mouth wider took me deeper into her amazing mouth.
Molly continued to take more of my shaft as she lowered her head and it was an effort to keep the camera still as she now had me so deep her lips were around the base of my shaft. Molly winked at me then slipped her tongue out and licked my balls.
"Oh fuck." I moaned as she worked my balls with my cock buried in her mouth.
Molly giggled around my cock then slowly working her way back up to the tip removed it and rubbed it along her cheek, "How's your big dick look in my slutty face?" she asked.
"Damn good."
"I bet, just like your pretty face I going to look damn good between my thighs." She smiled and rubbed my cock against the other side of my face, "Only fair, right?"
"I'm all about fair." I laughed.
"Oh? Then I guess I'll have to suck you off so you can suck me off." She waggled her tongue provocatively over my cock, "Enjoy your show, baby. Next time I'll take my time, but I think this time I'm going to show you how a real woman sucks a cock."
"Goddamn!" I cried out as she took me deep into her mouth and bobbed her head in a slow steady rhythm.
Molly's eyes were still staring into mine as she made a show of devouring my cock. She was making sloppy sucking noises and had cupped my balls with her other hand, gently caressing them as she blew me. Holding he camera still I peered around it to watch her suck my cock 'live' and the visual was as much of a turn on as how her mouth actually felt.
I watched as she worked my now lipstick smeared cock in and out of her hot wet mouth while her eyes never left my face. She was stroking me with her fingers as well, following her lips with them. I could feel her soft tongue pressed to my shaft and each time she took me down all the way, that tongue would flick out and lick my aching balls.
I was so wound up I could already feel my balls tightening and each time she bobbed her head my cock would twitch. In an attempt to last as long as I could, I forced my gaze from the incredible visual of Molly devouring my cock and looked down the bed at the rest of her. This did nothing to slow down my desire as she looked so fucking sexy!
Molly's dark hair as fanned across the smooth tanned skin of her back and her firm well shaped ass was up in the air and moving back and forth as her hips ground into the bed. The fact she was rubbing her pussy into the sheet as she blew me added to how hot this all was. Molly had her legs bent at the knees and her feet crossed at the ankles, a classic porn pose that showed off those hot fuck me shoes.
Molly sucked faster and I whimpered and unable to help it, my hips moved, pushing my cock deeper into her mouth. Molly released my cock with a loud wet popping sound and smiled, "Aww so soon? Maybe I'll play a little, make you cum even harder for me."
Molly pushed my cock against my stomach and ducking her head, sucked on my balls.
"Oh that feels so good." I moaned as she took turns sucking each of my balls into her mouth and swirling her tongue around them.
I'd never had a girl do that before and it felt even better than I had thought it would. Looked fucking awesome too! Damn this was going to be an incredible movie to watch, but right now the real show was between my legs as Molly was now bathing my balls with her tongue, clicking in slow lazy circles while slowly pumping my throbbing cock.
"Hmm these balls are awfully swollen." She gave them a gentle squeeze for emphasis. "Someone have a nice big load for me?"
"More than one." I moaned as she ran her tongue along the length of my shaft.
"Good answer!" she laughed, "Well let's get that first one then!"
Molly spit on my cock then made a show of licking it up before taking me into her mouth. This time she wasn't teasing or playing. This time Molly was bobbing her head rapidly and moaning each time she took me deep, she was keeping her mouth open wide and drooling down my cock then noisily slurping it back up.
"Oh fuck." I moaned and the Molly in the camera's view shook as my entire body trembled as I prepared to come for her.
"Hmm-mm!" Molly encouraged as she continued to suck like a porn star in heat.
She was taking me all the way each time and grabbing my balls rubbed them as she bobbed her head.
"Oh, please." I moaned, "Oh fuck, just like that!"
Molly winked and bobbed her head even faster while jerking me off. My balls tightened my cock twitched and I cried out as no longer able to hold back, my cock exploded in her mouth.
Molly moaned and opening her mouth let the first squirt of cum drool back out onto my cock. I moaned and whimpered as she pumped my cock into her open mouth, I saw every spurt of my splatter her tongue before oozing back out and down her chin. As she jerked me off she pushed her tongue out showing off the thick white fluid coating and dripping off of it.
The hot cum dribbled down my cock and she was smearing it into my shaft as she stroked me. I released a long pathetic whimper as the last few drops were coaxed from my cock, then cried out in surprise when she took me back in her mouth to suck out a couple more drops. Releasing me she began licking the cum from my cock, making a show of slurping it into her mouth and smacking her lips.
When she's completely cleaned it off, she kissed my balls and squeezed my still hard cock.
"That was a big load! Can't wait to see how much you can shoot all over my tits for the next one.!" She stared at my cock. "Still fucking hard too, ah youth!"
She sat up and crawling up higher on the bed swung her legs over my hips, guided my cock to her pussy and drove herself down on top of me.
"Oh fuck!" we both cried out as my cock buried itself deep within her tight wet heat.
"Yes!" she cried out and worked her hips up and down my cock.
"Oh, God!" I moaned.
The head of my cock was still sensitive from coming and I was squirming under her as she rode me. I dropped the camera, but picking it up she handed it to me and sitting straight up on top of me cupped her tits, "Come on, baby, the show's still on!"
I lifted the camera and filmed her playing with her tits as she ground her hips into me. Letting her tits go, she lifted her hair and slowed down, no slowly sensually riding me. Holy shit she looked so fucking hot! I lowered the camera and was now focused on my cock sliding in and out of her pussy as she resumed bouncing up and down.
Grabbing my wrist, Molly put my thumb on her clit and I rubbed it in hard fast circles.
"Hmm just like that!" she moaned. "Rub that clit! I'm going to cum on that fucking cock! That still hard fucking cock!" she placed her hands on my chest and started bucking up and down like a damn rodeo cowboy on a prize bull.
I was moaning and gasping as she relentlessly pounded on my cock, but continued to rub her clit and I could feel her thighs trembling against my hips.
"Yes, yes, yes!" She yelped, pushing herself up, she grabbed her tits and pinched her nipples.
"Fuck yeah!" she screamed throwing her head back.
I groaned as her pussy contracted around my cock and Molly ground her hips wildly on top of me. She was making a series of high pitched yelping sounds and her pussy was pulsating around my cock as she came. I managed to keep the camera on her face, catching her with her eyes closed, her lips parted and a look of pure ecstasy that caused me to move my hips and thrust into her.
Molly released a long shuddering moan and slumping forward put her hands on my shoulders, then shoved her tit in my mouth. I put the camera down and wrapping my arms around her waist, began fucking her as hard as I could.
"Oh, honey!" she cried out, "That's it, fuck that pussy! That pussy you've been thinking about for years! Fuck me as hard as you can!"
She moved to the side letting me suck her other nipple as I pulled her down against me, bent my legs and really drove up into her. Molly was yelping in my ear as I pounded her and the sound caused me to try to fuck her even harder. I'd just come and it was a thrill to slam her and not worry about going off too soon.
Molly removed her tits from my face, slipped her arms beneath me and pressing her lips to my ear, whispered, "Roll us over."
I wrenched her around to my right, enjoying the delighted squeal she released and was now slamming her even harder. Molly pushed on my shoulders and sitting up on my knees between her legs, I grabbed her hips and slid my cock in and out with long hard strokes. Molly smiled and picking up the camera, pointed it down between my legs, filming my glistening cock plundering her pink pussy.
"Fuck this looks good!" she moaned, "Feels fucking good too!"
Raising her legs she put her ankles on my shoulders and putting my arms behind her legs, I leaned forward, lifting her ass off the bed and now pounding her at an even deeper angle. Molly cried out in approval and letting her head fall back on the pillow moaned at each of my thrusts.
"Spread my legs!" She put them up in the air and grabbing her ankles, I opened my arms as wide as I could and really laid into her.
"Oh, baby!" she called out, "Look at you fucking me! Better yet, film it!"
She passed me the camera and releasing her right leg, I pointed the camera down and watched her tits bouncing wildly as I thrust into her. Seeing me doing it, she grabbed her tits and played with her nipples for me.
I trailed the view down her smooth tanned stomach until I caught my cock slamming into her. Her clit was swollen again and reaching down I watched through the lens as I rubbed it.
"Hmm, yes! I have to cum again, but not with your damn finger, get down there and lick my pussy!"
She snatched the camera from my hand and pointed it at me as I eagerly slid down onto my stomach, between her thighs. Putting my hand son her soft wet inner thighs, I buried my face into her sopping pussy and she cried out when my tongue plunged inside her.
"Oh fuck, look at you! Hmm, you look good down there, come on, let me see it!"
Removing my tongue from her pussy, I eased my head back and placing just the tip of my tongue on her soft quivering flesh ran it through the length of her pussy and circled her clit.
"So fucking hot!" she said behind the camera, "Put your fingers inside me!"
I pushed two fingers inside and pumped them into her. She was so wet I could hear them entering her and she was squirming and moaning.
"Suck on my clit, baby," she moaned, "Make me cum in your face like you did to me!"
Giving the camera a wink as she had, I kissed her clit, but then removed my fingers and shoved my tongue back in. I sucked hard, rolling my eyes at the taste of her sweet juices and smiled when she cried out. I swirled my tongue inside her, lapping up as much of her nectar as I could before sliding my tongue out and working my way slowly up through the soft wet folds of her pussy.
Molly's free hand was playing with her nipple while she trained the camera on me now tonguing her hard clit. I pushed my fingers back inside of her hot little box and thrust them while sucking on her clit. Molly placed her legs on my shoulders and I could feel her heels digging into my back, but I barely felt it.
Right now all that mattered was my face was buried in Molly's pussy and my throbbing cock had been inside that pussy and would be again as soon as she came. On that note I sucked harder and taking a chance eased in a third finger. Molly groaned and her hips rocked in time with my fingers. I looked up to see the camera was still pointed between her legs, but her eyes were closed and her lips parted as she toyed with her nipples.
She was sweating and some of her dark hair was stuck to her cheeks and her tits were glistening from not just sweat, but my precum. My cock was aching to be back inside her and I swirled my tongue around her clit as fast as I could.
"Right there, baby." She moaned, "Oh, you are such a good boy! Keep licking just like that...Oh" she whined, thrusting her hips, "So close...stick your finger in my ass!"
That caught me by surprise, but I still didn't hesitate to bring my other hand into play and push my finger into her extremely tight asshole. Molly whimpered, "Shove it in, hard!"
I drove my finger in there and Molly released a scream that had me wondering if the neighbors-meaning my mother-would be able to hear it.
Molly cried out again and as her pussy clamped down on my fingers, she wrapped her thighs around my head, pinning me to her convulsing flesh.
"Keep licking! Oh, don't stop!' she called out.
I moved my tongue as fast as I could over her clit while thrusting me fingers into her holes. Her already tight asshole was squeezing my finger and I could feel the others through the thin skin between her ass and pussy. Molly was writhing and squealing as she came hard in my face and my cock jumped with each of her sounds of pleasure.
When she moaned softly and her legs slid from my back. I didn't hesitate. Sitting back up, I put her heels into my elbows, bent her legs and drove into her.
"Oh my god you're fucking me so good!" She groaned as I was once again pounding away on her.
Molly dropped the camera and wrapping her arms behind her knees pulled her legs all the way back for me. I stared down at my cock gliding in and out of her exposed pussy and leaned forward, going even deeper. Molly cried out and I began breathing heavier as this felt so good I was starting to get close and moved faster, my hips driving forward as I fucked her.
"Stop...stop!" she gasped.
I eased out of her and with a smile she said, "Don't you want my best angle?"
She rolled over onto her hands and knees, and pushed her ass up at me, "Get that camera, baby, I can't see me like this and I want to watch later!"
Holding the camera, I put my other hand on her left hip and placing my cock against her pussy, entered her in one long thrust. God she felt even better like this! Knowing I had been getting close, I pumped her slowly, marveling at the sight of my cock sliding into her pussy and between the cheeks of her amazing ass.
Molly started rocking back and forth, but moving slowly as well and she sighed each time I was buried inside her.
"Put that finger back in my ass," she moaned, "And just fuck me! We'll go slow later, but please baby, this girl needs a good hard fucking and a hot load all over her tits!"
Her words sent me into over drive and pushing my finger roughly into her ass I drew my hips back, took a deep breath and tore into her. Molly cried out in pleasure then began yelping as I hammered away at her as hard and fast as I could.
I was fucking her so hard my balls were slapping against her clit and our skin was making loud clapping sounds when I slammed into her. This time it was my cock I was feeling through the skin of her ass and it was driving me crazy to feel myself fucking her.
I somehow managed to keep the camera steady and reaching out, moved her hair from her back so I could watch her tight tanned body squirming beneath me. She was now slamming herself back into me and it was now me who was making little high pitched noises with each thrust as I neared my climax.




I fought for every thrust, tying as hard as I could to enjoy as much of Molly as possible.
"Go ahead!" she called out, "Go ahead and cum baby! Don't you worry you'll get a lot more of this pussy and my mouth!" she cried out when I thrust into her, "Fuck I'll even let you have my fucking ass sometimes, how's that?"
"Goddamn," I whispered.
"Goddamn is right! Now cum for me! Cum all over my big tits! Be a bad boy for me!"
I gave her several more thrusts that were so had it hurt my balls, then with a long groan I pulled my cock out and squeezed it hard. I whimpered at the discomfort as my cum strained for release as Molly rolled over onto her back and held her tits up. Still looking through the camera, I released my cock and gasped as the first spurt shot past her tits and splattered all over her mouth and cheek.
"Oh, yes!" She moaned as the second spurt caught her chin and most of her chest. "The tits, get some on my titties!"
I aimed lower and kept pumping. I swore I was cumming more than the first time and managed to get several long squirts across each of her tits.
"Hmm, look at you painting my tits!" she sighed and licked some cum from her lips, "And my face.
I gasped and pressing the tip of my cock against her nipple wiped the last drops across it.
"Oh, fuck." I moaned sitting back on my knees and fighting to catch my breath.
"Keep taping." She smiled, "I'm still playing for you."
I panned the camera across the cum dripping down her tits, then zoomed in on her face where she was swirling her tongue around, getting as much cum as she could. Molly sat up and held her tits up to show the camera the cum oozing down them. She scooped some up with her fingers and sucked them into her mouth.
"Hmm" she sighed while staring at the camera. "That's so sweet! God I love cum!"
"I...I think I love you." I laughed.
"That's not love all over my face, baby." She smiled, "That's lust and I'll take it. You can find some nice young girl to love some day, but for now you can just fuck your horny neighbor how's that?"
"Deal." I laughed, "Say goodbye to the fans!"
"Bye bye!" she giggled and waggling her tongue for the camera held up her white coated tits. "Come again!"
She sighed and leaning back against the head board smiled, "Goddamn I needed that."
"Glad I could help." I grinned.
I stopped recording, hit rewind and turning around so I was sitting next to her I held the camera up in front of us and hit play.
"Cum for me!" Molly was yelling as the camera showed her driving backwards into my cock, "Cum for me, baby!"
"Ohh." Molly purred as on the small screen she spun around and I was now cumming all over her. "That is so hot, Greg! I can't wait to watch the whole thing." She winked "And make some more!"
"Really?"
"You think I was kidding? Honey, you gave me what I've needed for a long time and I want more." Reaching down she squeezed my now soft, but still dripping cock, "You got your work cut out for you."
"I'm a hard worker." I told her.
"Hey, is that waterproof?" she p tapped the camera.
"Supposed to be."
"Good, one day when Jack and your folks aren't home we'll play in the pool."
"Damn."
"But for now, we're going to take a nice hot shower and you can film me getting all soapy and playing with myself, how's that sound?"
"Pretty good."
"Jack won't be home for hours so we can take our time. I'll get on my knees and suck you hard and you can fuck me in the shower."
"Better."
"Then we'll come out here and I want you to film me getting off with my vibrator, nice and slow."
"Wow," I shook my head.
"Then...we'll watch what we just did on the lap top and..." she sighed, "You can fuck me again."
"Again?" I laughed, "I know I'm young, but..."
"Hey," she pointed at me, "What can I say, Acting is hard work!"
*****
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I stood in the shower and closing my eyes, sighed contently. There was nothing more enjoyable than standing in a hot shower, the steam giving me a warm drowsy feeling as the water hitting my body relaxed me even more. Well, no, there was one thing more enjoyable than a hot shower and that would be if there was someone in here with me.
As I slowly lathered myself with strawberry scented body wash, my soapy hands slid across my small perky breasts. I moaned softly when my palms grazed my hard pink nipples. I moved my hands over my breasts and down my soft stomach, enjoying my soapy touch. Spreading my feet further apart I washed the insides of my thighs.
I breathed heavier while imagining it wasn't my hands, but a pair strong hands rubbing my thighs. I leaned against the wall of the shower, visualizing it as a strong chest and titling my head, thought of a pair of hot lips pressed to my skin. My right hand strayed to the smooth flesh of my pussy, and sliding my fingers through my soft wet lips, moaned again.
My pink lips weren't wet from just the shower and as I eased a finger into my hot little slit, I pressed my thumb to my swollen clit. My other hand made its way up to my nipple and cupping my breast while stroking it, I yearned for it to be the hand of another.
I tried to envision Joey, the last guy I had fooled around with. I thought of him fondling my pussy and then turning me around to face him. Joey would look at me with his big blue eyes and leaning in give me a soft kiss as he wrapped his arms around me. He would...
"Oh, fuck it!" I whispered into the steamy air, Joey wasn't who I wanted in this shower with me and I knew it.
The strong hands and muscular body I wanted to be pressed against belonged to my father. Twisted as that thought was, as soon as my mind shifted to him I felt my pussy twitch around my finger and I rubbed my clit harder.
I could see us together in the shower, his well muscled, tanned body pressed against my soft creamy skin. Daddy's hands would be where mine were, one cupping my small tit, the other buried between my soft thighs.
But he would have two fingers inside and those fingers were long and thick and would be buried so deep! His thumb would be on my clit and my hips would be rocking against his touch.
Speaking of long and thick, my father's big hard cock would be pressed against me, rubbing against my firm little ass. He would get me off nice and hard, and then I would turn around, drop to my knees and...
"Oh, Daddy, can I please suck your cock?" I'd ask, batting my big blue eyes.
I would suck him hard and fast, taking him deep into my hot little mouth. I would show him just how good his little girl was at sucking cock so he would keep coming back for more! He would moan and grab my hair; fucking my eager mouth. I'd play with his balls and he would say my name when he came!
I bit my lip in order not to cry out as the thought of my father shooting his cum down my throat sent me over the edge. I clamped my thighs around my hand and ground my hips as waves of pleasure caused me to moan deep in my throat. When the last of the orgasm flowed through me, I remained leaning against the wall, not trusting my weak knees to hold me up.
Catching my breath, I stood up and standing under the hot water rinsed off before taking the shampoo and lathering my long red hair. I took my time, soaking up the steam and feeling more relaxed than I had before.
It was Saturday and I didn't have any plans, maybe I would slip back to bed for awhile. As I worked my fingers through my hair, I felt a little guilty about my getting off to my father.
I knew if I told a hundred people about it all hundred would say I was sick. I suppose maybe I was, but couldn't help it.
Fact was Daddy was the hottest man I'd ever seen and I so wanted to be with an older guy who would know how to take care of me rather than the stupid boys I'd dated. I mean after all, who could be better to a girl than her father? Better yet, wouldn't a good girl do anything to make her Daddy happy?
I knew from eaves dropping on some of their arguments mom wasn't taking care of him the way he needed it and that made me want him even more! Right or wrong, I was dying for a chance to show my father there was one woman in this house who would be more than happy to meet his needs.
Despite the fact I'd just came I felt a warm feeling growing between my thighs at the thought of Daddy behind me, grabbing my hips and burying his big cock inside my tight little pussy.
I wasn't sure exactly when it was I'd started having these nasty thoughts, but one thing I knew for sure they weren't going away. I'd been dreaming of and getting off to the thought of fucking my father for months now and lately I'd been starting to think it wasn't a one sided affair. Most likely it was some twisted wishful thinking on my part, but I swore I'd seen Daddy looking at me lately.
At first I thought I was imagining it, but a few weeks ago I'd been helping mom in the garden and on my knees pulling weeds. I had been wearing a pair of tight denim shorts and every time I glanced behind me, he quickly looked away.
By the third time I was so wet I could feel my panties sticking to my pussy. I moved over so I was in front of the glass doors that led into the kitchen and could see him reflected behind me. My heart started to pound when I saw he was staring at my firm little bottom.
I wiggled it back and forth and saw him shake his head and finally turn away. Since then whenever mom wasn't home, I started wearing short skirts and tight low cut shirts and always hung around whatever room Daddy was in.
I would sit across from him and make a show of stretching out my long legs and bending over in front of him. A couple of times I'd gone over and playfully sat in his lap while giving him a big hug.
Daddy seemed uncomfortable when I did this and the last time I was sure I felt something hard poking into my ass before he moved me over onto his leg.
The thought that I was teasing my father made me hotter than I'd ever been before. I was still seeing Joey when this had started and would always fuck his brains out whenever I saw him right after I'd flaunted myself in front of my father.
Joey was cute and always gave me what I wanted, but fact was he was my age and I was beginning to want more than an eighteen year old boy could give me. No, this horny girl wanted a real man! One that knew how to please and would appreciate a tight young body like mine more than a boy would.
Afraid I would end up playing with myself again; I shut the water off and stepped out of the shower. Grabbing a towel off the rack, I looked at myself in the full length mirror on the bathroom door.
I was tall and on the slender side, but my long legs were well shaped from cheer-leading and my tits, although small, were round and firm with tiny pink nipples. I had a thin waist, but just enough hips to give me a nice shape and many guys had told me I had a perfect little ass.
I wouldn't consider myself hot, more like girl next door pretty, but I had big baby blue eyes and a pair of full lips that when I pouted usually got me anything I wanted.
Like most red heads, my skin was fair and I had some freckles around my nose that Daddy always used to kiss when I was little, saying they were irresistible. Well I had some freckles around my tits that I would love him to kiss and there was something between my legs I knew he would find irresistible.
I dried myself off and frowned at that thought; would he? What if I did offer him? What if the next time mom wasn't home I just walked up to him in his chair and dropped to my knees? I licked my lips at the thought of giving my father a long slow blow job and hearing him moan my name.
But man would I be fucked and not in a good way if I were wrong about him wanting me. With a sigh, I tossed the towel into the hamper and slipped my robe on. I guess some fantasies were just that, fantasies.
*****
I wandered down the hallway back towards my room. It was only nine and although I had planned on going downstairs and grabbing some breakfast, I was now so relaxed from the shower and orgasm, I wanted nothing more than to curl back up and get some more sleep. I was just walking passed my parents bedroom when I heard Daddy yell, "What the hell do you mean you have to go to work?"
I stopped and as I'd done since I was a little kid, slipped up against the wall just next to the door and listened to them argue.
"I'm sorry Mark, but they're shorthanded and need me."
"Well I need you because I'm getting tired of my sex life being one handed!"
"For Christ's sake," Mom snapped, "You act like you never get any, we just had sex..."
"When?" Daddy interrupted, "What night?"
"I...I don't know maybe Tuesday."
"And it's Saturday morning! And all we do during the week are quickies."
"Well excuse me, but I'm tired after a long day."
"And you promised we would start sleeping in on Saturdays and taking our time and doing more than fucking missionary!" Daddy said in frustration.
"So now we don't do it and I'm boring?" Mom yelled, "Well, hell Mark, maybe you should just go out and find yourself some little slut who'll make you happy!"
I couldn't help thinking he wouldn't have to look far; there was a little slut right down the hallway that would love to make my Daddy happy!
"Knock it off Debbie!' He yelled back, "If I wanted another woman, I wouldn't be frustrated we didn't do it." He paused, then began speaking softly, causing me to press my ear to the door to catch it, "I didn't think it was such a bad thing to want to have sex with your wife."
"It's not, but you want it all the time and you think we're still teenagers! You want me to blow you all the time and want me bent over and..."
"What, there's an age limit on fun?" Daddy demanded.
"Oh, so now I'm no fun?" Mom was stilling yelling, "You know what Mark? You watch too much fucking porn!"
"I have too," he retorted, "God only knows it's the only I way I'll ever see a blow job these days!"
Oh, I knew a way he could see a blow job, I thought. He could even be watching porn while I gave it to him!
"With cracks like that, damn straight it is!" Mom yelled, "Hope you like whacking off because that's all you're going to be doing for awhile now! But hey, from what you say your hands more fun than me so you should be happy!"
I heard a bang as she must have slammed her closet door shut and quickly slipped away from the door. I moved a couple of steps away, but still stayed close enough to listen.
"Look Debbie, I'm sorry." Daddy told her, "But I... you look so good and I just really enjoy it. We used to all the time and I don't know why we slowed down and..."
"Because one of us isn't a sex crazed teenager, now I need to go, do me a favor and don't play your porn to loud when you jack off, Mandy's home!"
Her voice was awfully close and I had just started walking towards my bedroom when the door flew open and Mom stormed out.
"Come on Debbie, don't be like that! Look, come home early and we'll..."
Mom had immediately started heading for the stairs and hadn't seen me, but Daddy had glanced my way as he was speaking and said, "Oh, shit."
Mom turned around to see me and rolled her eyes, "Mandy, did you just come out of the bathroom?"
"I...uh, yeah I was just going back to..."
"Great!" Mom waved her hand at him, "Now she knows I'm boring too! Way to start the weekend!"
"No, I didn't hear..." I started, but Mom cut me off.
"How could you not? Well whatever, just make sure you knock before you go into your Daddy's office today, he might be busy"
"Debbie!" Daddy exclaimed, "Don't say shit like that, she's..."
"She's eighteen, she knows what jerking off is," she shook her head, and then with a sigh said, "I'm sorry you heard us fighting Mandy, but I have to go, we'll talk later."
Mom turned and walking away reached the staircase and started heading down. Daddy looked at me, then began to turn away to follow Mom. He immediately stopped and turned back to me, his eyes fixed on my chest. I lowered my gaze and saw that the robe, which I had tied loosely, had fallen open. My nipples weren't exposed, but a good portion of my tits were and for a moment that seemed to last forever, Daddy's eyes widened and lingered on them.
I reflexively grabbed the robe to close it, but seeing he hadn't looked away, I took a huge gamble and rather than close it, opened it just a little bit more and gave him a big smile, "Something wrong Daddy?" I asked.
"I...uh...I have to catch your mother." He stammered and turned around so quickly he lost his balance and would have fallen if his hand hadn't caught the wall.
I watched him run to the stairs, but as he headed down he turned to look one more time. I turned around and making a show of pulling my robe closed, caused the back of it to flip up slightly giving him a glimpse of the backs of my legs right up to my ass cheeks. I went into my room and closing the door behind me, sat on my bed and felt my heart beginning to pound. He had looked! No doubt about it!
Lying back, I let the robe open and running my hands over my once again erect nipples, let my mind race. Not only had Daddy looked, but he and mom were fighting about sex. He wasn't getting any and she sure as well wouldn't be giving him any after this morning. Maybe my fantasy could come true! Closing my eyes and letting my hands wander down between my legs, I decided I was going to go out and lie beside the pool.
I had just bought a new red string bikini I had never planned on my parents seeing, but suddenly I felt it wouldn't be fair if I didn't model my new purchase for my father! I sighed and smiling up at the ceiling as my fingers slid through my pussy wondered if he had showered yet this morning.
*****
Despite my excitement, I fell back to sleep for an hour. When I woke up I looked out the window to see Daddy had decided to go for a swim in the large in ground that he and mom had bought as an anniversary present to each other last year.
I sat there with my legs open, my fingers lightly caressing my wet pussy as I watched Daddy in the pool. He owned a small construction company and still did as much work as any of his employees. Daddy's body was deeply tanned and I watched the muscles ripple in his powerful shoulders and back as he swam.
When he reached the end, he got out and as he stood there toweling off, I took in his broad chest and muscular arms. I stared at the beads of water on his glistening stomach and yearned to wipe them off with my tongue.
That thought caused me to get up and going over to my bureau, I dug out the skimpy bikini I had hidden there and putting it on, tossed on a plain black t-shirt and headed downstairs.
As I walked through the kitchen, I noticed Mom's cell phone was on the kitchen counter, she must have been so pissed off she'd forgotten it. I paused and looked down at it. I wasn't sure why, but it seemed like a good thing it was there.
I stood there tapping my long pink nails on the table, and then smiled as a thought occurred to me. Picking up the phone I dialed her office extension and when she answered, she said, "Hey hon, I know, I forgot my phone."
"Okay, I just wanted to tell you it was home and you didn't lose it." I told her.
"Thanks, Mandy, and I'm sorry you heard us fighting about...well, you know."
'That's okay." I told her then trying to sound casual asked her, "So um, what time are you working to?"
"Well I was hoping to get out early, but we're really swamped here, so probably three or so." she sighed, "Don't let Dad eat too late, tell him I'd like to go out to dinner tonight to make things up to him, I was kind of bitchy this morning."
"Sure I'll tell him." I said, then feeling a little guilty added, "Love you mom" and hung up.
It was only a little after ten. I still didn't know what the hell I was going to do, but I had some time to do it. The only thing I knew for sure was it was time for my sexy father to get a good eyeful of his naughty little girl. Walking out onto the patio I headed over to Daddy, who was reading the newspaper and said, 'Hey Daddy!"
"Oh, uh hey Mandy." He answered, peering from around the newspaper.
He had sounded nervous, but when his eyes focused on me and saw I was wearing a t-shirt he seemed relieved.
"You done swimming already?" I asked.
"Yeah, my shoulders are sore, works catching up to me I guess." He laughed, "Sucks to get old."
"You're not old." I said with a smile, "Guys your age are in their prime!"
"Oh, okay!" he laughed, "That's good to know."
"That's why so many girls my age like older guys." I added, "They know exactly what they want and what to do with it."
"I..what?" he asked, his big brown eyes widening, "What does that mean?"
"Oh, nothing." I shrugged, and then figuring I'd get him going, giggled, "A couple of my friends told me that, because they think you're hot."
"Oh, please." He waved his hand, and then with a grin asked, "Which ones?"
"I don't remember," I said with a mock sigh then unable to resist added, "Some slutty redhead."
"Oh," he frowned in thought, "I don't remember..."
"Well, I don't feel like swimming, but my lily white body could use some color so I'm going to lay out for awhile." I interrupted him, before he really started thinking about that, because none of my friends had red hair.
"Oh, sure." He laughed, "You could use a little sun. I..."
Daddy trailed off as I stripped the shirt off over my head. I paused for a moment, making it seem as if I were tangled in the shirt giving him a second to check me out. The top of the bikini barely concealed even my small tits, not covering much more than my nipples.
I pictured my smooth soft stomach, directly in his face as well as the bikini bottom which showed my leg right up to my hips where it was tied on each side. I knew that between my legs, the thin strip of red material barely covered my pussy.
Feeling I had given him enough time for a quick look at the front, I tossed the t-shirt off. I quickly turned away from him and slowly walked away, giving him a good look at the back.
The top was only tied in the back with a red string and the bottom was really little more than a thong. I knew the cheeks of my ass were exposed and it was everything I could do, not to turn around to catch him looking.
I took a few steps, putting more swing into my hips than I needed to and stopped. I made a show of gathering my long red hair up and keeping my arms over my head, took my time, tying it into a bun.
I turned my head to the side and felt my nipples harden when I saw his reflection in the glass doors. Not only was he staring, but I saw him slowly lick his lips.
I turned all the way around and almost laughed at how fast he tried to bring the paper back up to his face. I wasn't going to let him off the hook that easily and walking back over to him leaned over and kissed his cheek.
"Uh, what was that for?" he asked, nervously.
"I can't give my Daddy a kiss good morning?"
"I..." he swallowed hard and I saw his eyes lingering on my chest. I was still leaning over and knew damn well he could probably see the pink skin around my nipples in this position. "Uh, is that a new bathing suit?"
"It is!" I exclaimed and putting my arms up over my head, twirled around for him. "You like it?"



"I..." he forced a laugh and said, "I hope you didn't pay full price for that third of a bikini."
"Oh, sorry." I put my arms down and gave him a pout, "I...I wasn't thinking, do you want me to go change?"
"No!" he said, then immediately turned red, "I mean uh...well it's just us, but don't be wearing that around any boys"
"Oh, okay!" I smiled at him, "But it's okay for my Daddy?"
"Well..." his eyes widened and the look of panic in his eyes, made me want to just whip the top off in front of him and see what happened.
Instead I stood there smiling, while he tried to come up with something. Finally he whispered, "It's okay, because I...I don't look at you that way."
"Well of course not!" I laughed, "I'm your little girl after all!"
I turned and skipped over to the next chair and grabbing a towel laid it out on the patio. As I did, I put my back to him and bent over, showing him my ass as I made a show of straightening the towel.
I took a chance and shook it a little bit and a glance in the glass doors and the look on Daddy's face told me he was not minding the show. I dropped to my hands and knees and very slowly slid out so I was lying on my stomach.
I crossed my arms under my chin and turning my head to face the doors, closed my eyes then opened them slightly. Daddy had the paper down in his lap and was now blatantly staring.
I opened my legs and as I saw him still looking, felt my pussy growing warmer by the minute. The thought that my father was staring at the thin material that covered his little girls pussy had me so hot I had to make an effort not to start moving my hips.
In the doors, I saw Daddy carefully fold up the paper and drop it next to his chair. He sat up straighter and turned to the side so he was now facing me.
I saw his lips moving as if he were talking to himself then felt a surge of heat go through me when I saw his right hand drop to his lap. That hand started moving back and forth, rubbing his hard cock through his bathing suit as he stared at his daughter's tight little body.
I could feel my pussy beginning to ache and my nipples were throbbing against the thin material of the suit. I had never been so horny! Daddy's hand was beginning to move faster and I frowned at the thought that since he thought I was sleeping, he was going to get himself off right there in his shorts.
Any other time the thought of my father jacking off to me would be a hot one, but I was beginning to think there was a much better place for that cum to go; right into my mouth.
Not wanting him to finish, I lifted my head, and lazily rolled over onto my back. I put my arms out over my head and made a show of stretching.
Arching my back off the ground, I pushed my tits out and when I let myself relax on to my back, I opened my legs again and let my head fall to the side. Again Daddy was staring, but his hand had stopped. I drew my right leg, up, bending it at the knee, then lifting it, stretched it out for a moment.
Daddy stood up and as he turned away, my eyes widened at the large bulge in his bathing suit. He started to walk away so fast he almost tripped over the chair and knocked his cell phone onto the patio. He quickly bent over and after picking it up, began to head inside.
As soon as he did, I sat up and wondered what the hell should I do next? Simply follow him upstairs and just throw myself at him? No, he might say no. I watched him stop at the doors and heard him swear as he dropped his phone again.
That's it! I thought excitedly, mom's phone. As soon as Daddy went inside, I jumped up and ran over to the doors. I saw him walking out into the living room and quietly slipping into the kitchen, grabbed mom's phone. I left the kitchen and walking out onto the patio sent Daddy a text from her phone,
"Hey, honey, you there?"
I waited a moment, my heart pounding then felt a thrill go through me when he replied, "Yeah, I'm sorry Debbie."
"Me too," I texted back, "Hey want some good news?"
"What's that?"
"I'm out of work and on my way home, how about you let me show you I can still be fun?"
I could feel my pussy getting hotter by the second when he replied, "Really? Damn that sounds good! When will you be home?"
My fingers trembling with excitement, I had to type my reply slowly, "Soon, where's Mandy?"
"Out by the pool. We'll meet in the bedroom?"
"How about the shower?" I replied
"Wow, you are in a good mood!"
"I have some making up to do," I sent him back, "But let's play a game okay?"
"What game?"
"Just let me slip in behind you and we go from there, okay baby?"
"Whatever you say! I'll head in there right now!"
"Good, don't you start without me!"
I leaned against the wall and tried to calm myself down. I was really going to do it; I was going to seduce my father. If he had a chance to say no, he would, so I had to take that option away from him.
Get him to the point he couldn't refuse me! Thinking more calmly than I thought possible, I deleted all the texts from mom's phone and entering the house had one thought running through my mind. "I was going to fuck my father!"
*****
My heart pounding and my legs trembling, I went up to the bathroom door and listened to the water running. I took a deep breath; it was time to put it all on the line.
I quietly opened the bathroom door, just enough to enter, closed it behind me and turned to look at the shower. The doors were frosted glass and I could see Daddy's shadow behind them, but couldn't make him out, which meant he couldn't see me.
I walked up to the edge of the doors away from the water and untied the bikini top. I let it drop to the floor, and then shimmied out of the bottom. I let my long red hair down and standing there naked, looked down at the black tie I had grabbed from Daddy's closet.
I swallowed nervously and reaching out, slid the door open a few inches. I was struck by a wall of steam and the smell of soap. Peering into the steam, I felt a surge of relief when I saw he was facing the water.
I opened the door further and moving as quickly as I could, stepped into the shower. Taking a step forward, I put my hands on his shoulders.
"Wow, you made good time!" Daddy exclaimed and began to turn.
"Hmm-mm" I grunted and pushed hard on his shoulders.
Fortunately he didn't turn around, instead he laughed, "Oh, are we shy?"
My response was to take the tie and reaching over his head, place it in front of his eyes.
"Ohh, I like this game!" he said, as I tied it behind his head.
Placing my hands on his shoulders, I lowered my voice as much as I could and said, "Just don't turn around, okay?"
"You okay, Deb? You sound funny."
"Shhhhh!" I hissed then stepping back began to massage his powerful shoulders.
'Oh, that feels nice." He sighed.
Oh, yeah it did! The feeling of his hard muscles beneath his tanned skin felt damn good. Even better was the sight of his naked body. Daddy's ass was as firm and well muscled as the rest of him and dropping my hands, I gave it a hard squeeze.
Daddy laughed and reluctantly releasing his ass, I started rubbing his back. I pushed him gently, easing him forward, so I could get him closer to the water and reaching out, grabbed the soap. Lathering my hands, I began caressing his back, soaping him up. When his back was covered, I pressed against him and moaned softly as my hard nipples pushed into his back.
'Hmmm, someone is excited." He whispered.
Keeping my hands on his shoulders, I moved side to side, rubbing my aching nipples across his soapy skin. I moaned again and reaching around him rubbed his chest. I gave his nipples a playful pinch, getting him to yelp, then lowering my hands, began caressing his hard flat stomach.
My pussy was dripping and I could feel my hands trembling against his skin. I was nervous at what might happen, but excited as well. I was in the shower naked with my father and so far it felt as good as I imagined it.
I teased my fingers across his stomach and felt him tense up against me as my hands dipped lower. I began to breath heavier when I felt his pubic hair beneath my touch and as I kept my hands there, kissed his back and shoulders. Daddy sighed and said softly, "Oh, that's nice."
I closed my eyes and lowering my hand brushed it against his hard cock. I jumped when I felt him grab my wrist then gasped, when he placed it on his cock. I wrapped my slender fingers around it and as I gave it as squeeze, moaned. He was so hard!
Not only hard, but a lot thicker than the cock of any of the boys I'd fooled around with. Daddy moaned and feeling his cock twitch in my hand, I started slowly pumping it.
I was still kissing his back and reaching down with my other hand, I cupped his large, heavy balls and stroking them while jerking him off.
"Oh, honey, that feels so fucking good!" Daddy moaned.
His hips were moving back and forth, sliding his cock faster through my hand and I started pumping him faster. I was breathing through my mouth and my own hips were moving.
My pussy was oozing at not just the feeling of Daddy's hard cock in my hand, but the control I felt as I stroked him. He was moaning and totally at my mercy! I could keep playing with him and teasing, or I could jack him off hard and fast, feel his cum spurting!
I slowed my stroking at the thought that if my father was going to blow a load it shouldn't be against the bathroom wall. Still slowly jerking him and fondling his balls, I sank to my knees behind him. As I kissed his firm ass, he moaned, "Oh, you are feeling naughty today aren't you?"
I released his cock and putting my hands on his hips, pushed, encouraging him to turn around. I felt my heart beat faster as I hoped the tie would still be covering his eyes, if he saw... All thoughts left my head when he turned around and my face was inches from the longest thickest cock I'd ever seen. The head was swollen purple and was oozing pre cum.
I grabbed it and as I squeezed it, the pre cum squirted out and hit me on the lips. I licked them and moaned loudly at the taste of my father's sticky juices. Pumping his cock, I licked my lips again and taking a chance looked up. The tie was directly across his eyes and the expression on Daddy's face was one of anticipation. Good, he still thought I was mom!
I leaned forward and sticking my tongue out, ran it around the edge of the head of his cock. Daddy moaned and his hips twitched, sending his cock poking against my mouth. I slipped and giggled as the spongy flesh of his cock hit me in the cheek and Daddy laughed softly as well.
Grabbing his cock by the base to hold it still, I ducked my head and pressing my tongue to the side of his cock, ran it along the length of his shaft.
When I reached the head, I swirled my tongue around it, causing him to moan again, then ran it down the other side. I licked the softer skin of the underside of his cock and parting my lips, took just the head into my mouth.
Daddy moaned louder than before and holding him between my soft lips, I began running my tongue around his cock. He began breathing heavier and I jumped when he reached down and put his hands on my shoulders.
Opening my mouth wider, I took him about halfway down the length of his shaft and pressing my lips tightly around his hard flesh started to bob my head.
"Oh, yes." He moaned, "Hmm, suck that cock, honey!"
His words sent as big a thrill through me as the feeling of his cock between my lips did. I couldn't believe I was doing this! I was naked and on my knees, blowing my father in the shower! So what if he thought I was mom, I'd figure that part out later. All that mattered now was...
"Oh!" I gasped around his cock as his hands slid down and finding my tits began to fondle them.
I released his cock and moaned loudly as his thumbs started rubbing my hard nipples and wanting to return the favor, took him back into my mouth; sucking him faster and harder. As his strong hands played with my tits, I found myself wondering if I should let him touch me, sure mom's tits were about my size, but...
I pushed that thought aside and rising up on my knees, opened my mouth as wide as I could and slowly, an inch at a time, worked almost his entire cock down my throat.
'Oh, fuck yeah" Daddy groaned.
His hands tightened on my tits and I moaned around him as I started bobbing my head as fast as I dared. My eyes rolled back in my head at the incredible sensation of having my mouth stuffed with my father's hard flesh and the feeling of his pre cum sliding down my willing throat. Reaching between his legs, I rubbed his balls and he jerked his hips, pushing his cock even deeper into my mouth.
I followed my mouth with my hand, jerking him off as I blew him and he was now moaning continuously. I began to suck him more slowly, sliding him all the way out until just his head was in my mouth, then working my way back down his hard shaft.
I was keeping my tongue pressed against him and my lips wrapped tightly around him. My hand was now just holding him while I was using my fingers to lightly caress his balls.
"Oh goddamn!" Daddy moaned, "This is the best fucking blow job, I can remember!" he paused then asked, "I want to watch! I want to watch my cock going into that pretty mouth!"
I froze and felt my stomach twist into knots. What the hell was I going to do? I moaned as Daddy started to rock his hips, sliding his cock in and out of my now still mouth. His fingers were still busy on my nipples and my poor little pussy was aching for attention. I had to...
"Come on Mandy," Daddy whispered, "Let Daddy watch you suck his cock!"
I pulled his cock from his mouth and as I started up at him, he removed the blindfold and smiled down at me.
"Oh, you do look good down there!" He said, shaking his head, "And goddamn, look at those perfect little tits!"
"You...you knew?" I managed to get out.
"I saw your mother's phone on the counter he said, "I...I wouldn't have let you, but Christ Mandy, you in that bikini and I...I need it so bad and oh my God are you fucking hot!"
"You," I swallowed hard and staring at his cock which I was still holding, asked, "You want me to..."
"Oh, God yes!" He moaned, looking down at me. "Please Mandy! I...I know this isn't right, but you...Oh yes!"
Daddy cried out as opening my mouth, I eagerly took his cock back into it. I couldn't believe it! He wanted me too! I swore his cock felt even better in my mouth as I bobbed my head rapidly and returned to stroking him as well.
"Oh, that looks good!" Daddy groaned
I squealed in pleasure as he squeezed my nipples for emphasis. I started rubbing his balls harder and his hands leaving my tits, he placed them on my head.
"Stay still." He whispered.
I did as he asked, then moaned softly as he started pumping his hips.
"That's right; let me fuck your mouth." He moaned, "You're going to be my good girl, aren't you Mandy?"
"Hmmm-mm!" I moaned around his thrusting cock.
"And I'm going to be good to you too!" He gasped as he sped up his fucking my mouth. "Going to suck on those perfect tits and lick that sweet little pussy! Oh, we're going to have a lot of...oh!"
He moaned as I began thrusting my mouth down on his cock in perfect timing with his plunging cock. I was sucking as hard as I could and he gasped, "Look up at me, let me see you."
I looked up at him with my big blue eyes and giving him a whimper, squeezed his balls as he buried his cock in my throat.
"Oh fuck, oh, don't stop Mandy, oh please I...oh!"
I squealed delightedly as my father's cock exploded into my mouth. My eyes rolled back as a huge spurt of thick hot cum shot down my throat and as he stopped moving his hips, I started jerking him off, pumping his cock and sending squirt after squirt of Daddy's cum into my greedy mouth. I sucked until there was nothing left and with a low moan, he slipped his cock from my mouth.
'Oh my God." He said, as he gasped for breath. "That was...so wrong, but oh, it felt good!"
"I did a good job?" I asked, looking up at him.
"Hell yeah, now come up here!"
I yelped in surprise as grabbing my shoulders, Daddy yanked me to my feet. As soon as I was standing he bent his head down and I cried out as he sucked my nipple into his mouth.
He quickly moved to my other tit and grabbing the back of his head, I held it while arching my back and shoving my nipple deeper into his mouth.
"Oh, God," he moaned around my swollen flesh. "Mandy, they're perfect!"
He punctuated that statement by taking almost my entire tit into his mouth while his fingers found my other nipple.
"They're all yours Daddy!" I moaned as his tongue swirled around my pink nub, "Anytime!"
"Be careful with that, because I'm going to want them a lot!" He dropped to his knees and grabbing my left ankle said, "Put your foot on my shoulder."
I did as he said and squealed loudly as he plunged his face between my legs.
"Oh, yes Daddy!" I cried out as his tongue found my clit.
"Oh, look at this pussy!" he moaned.
I leaned back against the wet wall and as I gasped for breath in the steam filled air, I reached down and spread my pussy open. Daddy's soft tongue swirled around my swollen button and my hips began to rock as my yearning pussy received the attention is so desperately needed.
Daddy ran his tongue down through the wet folds of my pussy and I released a loud yelp as he sent it inside me. I moaned as I felt him sick hard and get a mouthful of my sticky juice.
Daddy moaned between my legs and I could hear him slurping every drop from my oozing pussy. I reached down and grabbing his thick black hair, ran my fingers through it as he teased his tongue around the entrance to my hot little box.
I looked down and moaned at the sight of Daddy's tongue flickering against my wet pink pussy. My white foot looked good on his shoulder and the water beating on his powerful back looked damn good as well.
My attention went back to between my legs as his tongue left my pussy and was quickly replaced by two of his fingers. I cried out as his long thick fingers spread me open and started thrusting in and out of it.
"Man that is a tight little pussy!" Daddy moaned from between my legs, "I can't wait to fuck you!"
"I...please make me cum first!" I whimpered, "Please lick your little girls pussy, she's a good girl!"
"I don't know about that!" he laughed, "But my little girl always gets what she wants!"
I started to reply, but it was cut off by a long moan as his tongue once again found my clit and started tracing slow circle around it. I could feel my legs starting to tremble and moved my hips faster, driving his fingers deeper inside me. I cried out again as taking my clit between his lips, Daddy started sucking my clit as hard and fast as he had my nipples.
'Oh, yes Daddy!" I moaned, "Right there! Oh, I want to cum for you!"
I arched my back and reaching up, grabbed my aching nipples. As Daddy's fingers plunged faster into my pussy, I gave my nipples a hard pinch and between my legs, Daddy sucked on my clit so hard his lips were smacking. I gasped as I felt my pussy contract, then as Daddy added a third finger inside of me, I threw my head back and howled as my body exploded.
I cried out again and again as waves of intense pleasure tore through my body. My screams were echoing in the shower, but I could still hear Daddy moaning between my legs as his tongue and fingers worked his little girl's pussy, making her cum as hard and long as possible.
I released another loud wail as my body sent another surge through me and my convulsing pussy released a warm wave of fluid out and down my thighs.
As the last of the strongest orgasm of my life flowed through me, I felt my legs begin to buckle and started to slide down the wall of the shower. Standing up, Daddy grabbed the cheeks of my ass and easily lifting me up in the air, dropped me down on to his once again hard cock.



"Oh Daddy!" I squealed as he impaled me on his long thick cock, "Oh, easy!" I moaned as I felt my tight pussy trying to stretch around his hard flesh.
"Sorry," he moaned into my ear, "Oh damn, you're tight!"
I moaned softly and leaning forward wrapped my arms around his shoulders and my legs around his waist. Still holding me by my ass, Daddy began lifting me up and down, slowly sliding his big dick in and out of my pussy. I moaned in his ear and held him tighter as my pussy became used to him and I groaned at the feeling of being so completely full.
"Oh, honey," he whispered, "Oh, you feel so fucking good!"
"So do you." I moaned, "You can go a little faster!"
I didn't have to tell him twice and leaning me back against the wall, he started thrusting his hips, plunging his cock deeper inside of me. I whimpered as his big dick was still hurting a little, but the pleasure was far more intense; never mind the thought that I was fucking my father.
Daddy was moaning in my ear each time he entered me and I could feel my tight pussy clinging to his hard flesh. I started lifting myself up and down, causing him to fuck me faster and even over the water I could hear how wet my pussy was.
I could also feel Daddy trembling against me, and knowing he was holding back told him. "Go ahead, Daddy, you can fuck me, I know you need it!"
"I...Oh, I am going to be so good to you for this Mandy!"
Instead of an answer all that came out of me was a loud cry as pushing me completely against the wall, Daddy began hammering away at me, driving his hips and sending his plunging cock hard into me.
I clung to his wet shoulders, yelping loudly with each thrust and loving every second of it. Daddy was breathing hard in my ear then suddenly let my ass go. As soon as my feet found the floor, Daddy grabbed my hips and spun me around.
I felt a thrill of excitement go through me and bracing my palms against the wall of the shower bent over, pointing my hot little ass at him. Daddy didn't hesitate; grabbing my slender hips he slammed his huge dick deep inside of my no longer protesting pussy.
"Oh fuck!" I screamed as he fucked me
"Fuck is right!" He called out behind me, "Damn, your mother never fucked like this!"
"Oh!" I cried out as he started fucking me even faster, "I...I guess I take after my Daddy!"
Daddy laughed, and then squeezing my hips even harder started driving his cock into me so hard I could no longer speak. I leaned closer to the wall and was squealing over and over as he repeatedly drove his big dick inside of his daughter's hot little pussy.
The sound of out wet flesh was almost as loud as my cries and behind me Daddy was gasping, "Oh, Mandy, oh you feel so good! Oh, you and Daddy are going to be spending a lot of time together!"
"All yours!" I told him again, "It's your pussy Daddy, it's..."
My words turned into loud squeals as Daddy started fucking me so hard I could feel his balls slapping against my pussy. After several more savage pumps, Daddy cried out and slipped his cock from inside of me. I quickly turned around and dropping to my knees held up my tits for him.
With a loud cry, Daddy released his cock and I sighed, as a long thick stream of cum splattered against my right tit. Daddy was furiously pumping his cock, each stroke ending with another squirt of his sticky fluid striking my perky young tit.
He angled his cock so that he could spray some on my other nipple and began going side to side, painting his daughters pink nipples.
I moaned softly at the sensation of his warm cum dripping down my tits and onto my stomach. Daddy sighed and stopped jerking himself and I grabbed his cock, taking it into my mouth. He moaned again as I eagerly began sucking the sensitive head and was rewarded with a couple more drops of my Daddy's delicious cum.
"Damn you are a bad little girl." Daddy gasped as my tongue continued to bathe his cock.
"Hmm-Hmm" I shook my head, then popping his cock from my mouth, pushed my lips into a pout, "I'm always a good girl for my Daddy!"
"I guess so," he said with a sigh as he sank to his knees in front of me.
Looking down at my cum covered tits, he whistled, "I know that's supposed to be wrong, but that looks good!"
Scooping some of his cum up with my fingers; I slid them into my mouth and after greedily sucking them clean, giggled, "Tastes pretty good too!"
"Wow, oh shit!" he yelled.
"What's wrong I asked, hoping he hadn't suddenly become upset with what we'd just done.
"The hot water ran out!" he exclaimed and turning around, leaned over and shut the water off.
'Guess we were in here for awhile" I laughed "I love long hot showers, what about you?"
"I think showers may be my new favorite thing," he laughed as he turned back to face me.
We sat there staring at each other a little awkwardly and wondering if he were having second thoughts, I asked, "Are you mad at me, Daddy?"
Hell, no," extending his arms out, he said, "Come here, honey."
I eagerly folded into his embrace and as my head rested on his shoulder he put his arms around me and began playing with my long wet hair.
"Why would I be mad?" he asked.
"Well...I...I guess I shouldn't have done this, but I just wanted you so bad!"
"In case you didn't notice, I wanted it too." He sighed in my ear. "I've been watching you Mandy, and goddamn you're hot and I could tell you wanted to, but I'm your father and its wrong. But when you came in here there was no way I was saying no."
"So you knew all along it was me?" I asked while squeezing closer to him, enjoying the feeling of our wet skin pressing together.
"I knew mom forgot her phone and besides," he chuckled, "Your mother's tits are nowhere near that firm and she doesn't like to suck cock that much."
"I love to suck cock!" I told him "Especially yours Daddy!"
"Again, so wrong, but..." he laughed, "Who cares?"
"I'll suck it anytime!" I told him. "And I'll do anything else mom won't. I'll keep you nice and happy, Daddy!"
"Hmm, that sounds good." He nodded against my head, "I think you and I need to do a lot of Daddy daughter bonding from now on!"
"What about Mom," I asked, "I...I feel kind of bad."
"Honey, your mother not wanting sex was starting to cause real problems between us, but if you can keep me happy without going somewhere else then I'm not going to worry about it anymore. I mean, shit, it's not like she would ever suspect this."
"So, it's our little secret!" I told him, "And this will help you and mom stay together!"
"Oh, yeah," he said leaning back and smiling, "In fact I bet mom will be very happy from now on."
"Why's that?" I asked.
"Well think about it," he said, grinning mischievously, "I won't be bothering her for sex much anymore."
*****
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As soon as I pulled onto our street I knew mom was by the pool. Not that I could see past the wooden fence surrounding our backyard, but I didn't have to. The fact my best friend Jack, who lived next door, was on his porch with a couple of his friends looking into my yard was a dead giveaway. In a way it ticked me off, but then again, who could blame them? Fact was my mother was not only pretty damn hot, but lately had taken to wearing some revealing bathing suits when she went swimming.
No, not a bathing suit; that would be the fairly modest one piece she used to don when at the pool. What my mother was wearing these days was a bikini and a damn skimpy one. So skimpy I was getting uncomfortable looking at her. Parking in the driveway next to Dad's red Mazda I shut off the car and frowned at my last thought. Saying I was uncomfortable looking at mom lately wasn't really the right word. If I was to be honest with myself the word was horny.
The last few weeks Mom had been dressing much sexier, flaunting what I had always figured was a nice body, but I'd had no idea how nice. However even though I had been well aware my mother was, for lack of a better word, a cougar, I had never seen her as anything but my mom.
But the last month or so something had changed and I found myself looking at her more like an extremely desirable Milf rather than a parent. I sat back and tapped the steering wheel nervously as I recalled the way my cock had been stirring in my pants whenever I sat by the pool with her or when we watched TV and she lay on the couch with her long legs stretched out.
Even as I stared at those well shaped legs I told myself this was my mother, but that thought wasn't enough to stop the disturbing images of her doing very un-mother like things from entering my mind. The fact mom had become much more affectionate with me wasn't helping matters.
Last night had been a perfect example. Dad had to work late and as we sat on the couch watching the Sox game, Mom had slid over and grabbing my arm draped it over her shoulder as if she were my girlfriend. That might not have been so bad had she been wearing more than the inappropriately short black silk robe she had been parading around in at night.
The material was thin and she had placed my hand dangerously close to her left breast. I could feel her soft stomach beneath the robe, but more alarming was I could feel her nipple, her hard nipple, pressing into my arm. I had tried to move, but looking up at me with her big blue eyes she'd asked, "You don't like being close to me?" Those words had been followed with her trademark pout that she had been using on dad and me for as long as I could remember.
When I was a kid I would always give in to the pout because Mom said it meant she was sad. I always figured that's how it worked on dad as well. When I got older and started thinking about and eventually having sex, I realized it worked on dad because mom had amazing lips.
Full and soft, I knew what that pout made my father think of. I sighed as I wondered what dad would think if he knew that several times in the last couple of weeks his son had envisioned those lip doing exactly what they did for him.
No sooner had that thought entered my mind I was confronted with the image of my mother on her knees looking up at me. Her blue eyes were wide and her lips pushed into that irresistible pout. That pout was hovering just over the swollen head of my cock and as I reached down and ran my hands through her long red hair, those lips parted and...
"Stop it!" I snapped. Pushing that twisted visual from my mind, I looked into my own blue eyes in the rear view mirror and whispered, "You're a sick bastard and you need help, Mark."
Help was something I was seriously considering. Perving on your mother just wasn't normal and the university did have free, and hopefully confidential, counseling. Still I was unsure whether or not I would be able to tell someone, even a professional, that last night I'd had a wet dream of my mother slipping into my bed and fucking me or that I had taken to watching mother son porn videos and jerking off to them. I forced myself to get out of the car and walk quickly along the fence in order to clear my head before I began replaying that dream. As I approached the gate to the yard I looked up and saw Jack and company still gawking and yelled loudly, "Hey Jack, what are you guys looking at?"
Jack jerked his head around to look at me, then almost as quickly looked back into the yard. He put his hand up and gave an awkward wave at my mother who I had figured had looked up, and even from where I was I could see him turning red. He stood up and after saying something to his friends they entered his house.
Jack was the last to do so and looking down at me, flipped me off and mouthed the word "Asshole!" I smiled and waved at him, then frowned when I heard mom call out, "Hey Mark, come sit by the pool with me!"
I put my hand on the gate, then recalling the look of lust on Jack's face, and my recent issues; I decided I didn't need to see my mother right now. Pretending I didn't hear her, I walked past the gate and entered through the front door. As soon as I did I felt my stomach sink. There were two suitcases in the hallway which meant dad was going on the road.
For years my father had been an inside sales rep for a company that manufactured custom car parts, but due to my starting college had taken a position in the outside sales division to make some extra commissions. I felt bad because he was now traveling two to three days a week and I knew it was hard on him and mom who even after twenty years of marriage were very close.
In fact from the multitude of times I'd had to avoid the hallway at night and crank the music up in my room the two were very close. Not that I could blame dad, hell if I had a girlfriend as hot as my mother I'd never let her out of the bed.
That thought was cut off when it hit me that dad starting the new job was right about the time mom had started dressing differently. Was she trying to keep my father happier when he was here because she thought he would stray? Or maybe just trying to make his time at home more enjoyable?
As I entered the living room and made my way into the kitchen I figured that was not only a good explanation for her new wardrobe, but could explain her increased affection for me. Maybe she was lonely without dad around. The two of them were downright sickening with the way they were all over each other so perhaps she was...what was the word, needy?
Opening the fridge and popping open a Coke, I shook my head; dad leaving was not going to help my dilemma with my mother. The nights he was gone were the ones mom seemed to act more like an attention starved girlfriend. I chugged the Coke and as I tossed the can into the trash, nodded in agreement with myself; dad's weekly trips were the cause of her behavior.
Unfortunately dad had talked about doing this for at least six months and all I could do was hope mom would get used to it and go back to being normal. I was going to head upstairs to study when my phone beeped telling me I had a text. I removed it from my pocket and saw it was from mom.
"It's not nice to ignore your mother; come swim with me!"
I glanced over at the glass doors that led out back and saw mom sitting on the edge of the pool across from me, a towel wrapped around her. Seeing me looking, she beckoned me with her finger. I swallowed hard and with an air of resignation walked out onto the deck. I was wearing shorts and a plain white t-shirt and figured I would tell mom I didn't feel like changing and just sit outside with her for a little while, then use studying as an excuse to bail.
When I went down the stairs of the deck and approached the pool mom stood up and tossed the towel off. Oh, fuck me; I thought when I saw what was beneath it. Mom was wearing a red bikini that seemed as if it were little more than lingerie. Mom was pretty ample in the chest department and the skimpy top looked as if it could barely contain her.
The material of the top covered little more than half of her tits and even from across the pool I could see the tops of her smooth creamy breasts and forced my eyes downward.
That was a big mistake as the bottom of the suit if possible was even more revealing. The suit looked more like a thong which tied around her hips leaving her entire leg exposed. The small patch of red cloth between her legs didn't leave any margin for error and if the damn thing moved to either side even a little her pussy...
I closed my eyes and told myself the words pussy and mother should never be used in the same sentence. I heard a splash and opened my eyes to see mom had jumped in and was swimming towards me.
My heart pounded as I watched her body stretched out under the water as she propelled herself using those long well shaped legs. The water of the pool was crystal clear and I could see the back of the bikini was just as flimsy as the front. I found myself staring at the firm well rounded cheeks of her ass as she approached and with a feeling of alarm became aware of my cock beginning to twitch between my legs.
Mom reached my side and coming up from under the water, rested her forearms on the edge of the pool and smiled up at me.
"Hi baby, how was school?"
"Umm, it was okay." I managed to get out as my eyes locked onto her chest.
The bathing suit had slid slightly to the side as she had risen from the water and as I stared down at her breasts I could see the light pink skin surrounding her nipples.
"You okay, baby?"
"Yeah, sure!" I answered as I jerked my eyes up to her face.
Although there was nothing sexual about the neck up, staring at my mother's features was not helping. At forty one, mom was still damn beautiful. Her features were smooth and unmarred by even the smallest wrinkles. Her big baby blue eyes were wide and bright and of course there were those perfect lips.
Mom's long red hair was plastered to her face and the smooth skin of her shoulders. Like many red heads, mom's skin was fair and even with some color from swimming was still much lighter than my own tanned flesh.
"Baby?" she cut into my thoughts.
Mom calling me baby was another new thing that had started in the last few weeks. Initially I didn't mind it, in fact even though I had just turned nineteen I found it kind of endearing. Now that I had been having inappropriate thoughts, the idea of her calling me baby had a far from innocent sound to it.
"Hey, you in there?"
"Hey!" I cried out as mom punctuated that question by reaching into the pool and splashing water on my legs.
"Well you looked like you were day dreaming." She gave me an odd smile, "What you thinking about baby?"
"Uh, nothing, I have a lot of homework to do and I was just trying to figure it out."
"You just got home, take some time to relax and work later." She indicated the pool. "Come on in, the water's perfect!"
"I...I don't have my suit on."
"Just take your shirt and shoes off and jump in, you're only wearing shorts."
"Nah, I really need to be..." I stopped as mom put on the pout and looking up at me with those big eyes asked,
"Please, baby?"
I looked down at those eyes and that little girl pout and was struck by the recurring image of her doing that between my legs. I stepped back so quickly I tripped over my own foot and fell backwards. Luckily I had been standing in front of one of the lounge chairs and sat down heavily into it. Mom clapped her hands.
"Smooth!" she laughed.
Despite my nervousness seeing her flash that huge smile and hearing her laugh caused me to smile back and I shrugged, "I do what I can."
"Well show me another smooth move and dive on in!"
"Only one performance a day." I told her with a forced laugh. "Really, mom, I don't feel like swimming right now."
"Fine, I guess I'll just have to come get you then."
"No, that's...."
I trailed off and stared as, hauling herself up out of the pool, mom crawled towards me on her hands and knees. She was staring into my eyes and I sat there, unable to look away as she approached. Her tits were hanging down and threatening to spill out of the top and I could see straight down between to the pink skin of her nipples.
Mom's absurdly fine ass was up in the air and this time my cock didn't twitch, but grew one from before. Mom was smiling as she approached, but it seemed different; more playful, as if she knew I was looking.
Don't be stupid, I told myself as I tried to inconspicuously place my hands in my lap to cover my now fully hard cock. Mom came up to the chair and to my horror, knelt there between my legs looking up at me.
"Come on, baby." She said in what I could only describe as a purr, "Come play with me."
"P...play with you?" I stammered wondering if I had somehow fallen asleep and this was just another sick incestuous dream.
"Yeah, in the pool, we can play volleyball like we used to all the time."
'Oh." I nodded.
Giving me a sly smile she asked, "Why, what did you think I meant?"
I couldn't answer right away as my eyes had been drawn down to her chest again and I stared at the beads of water sliding down them. This time mom didn't press for an answer, she stayed there, resting on her knees, her tits less than a foot from the raging hard on beneath my hands. Finally, taking a deep breath I raised my eyes to meet hers and shrugged, "I wasn't sure, that's why I asked."
"Oh, is that why?" she asked, "I'm not sure what else you could have been thinking of, not like there are too many games we could play in there."
I felt my face growing hot, but to my relief mom didn't push it. Instead, she reached out and grabbing the bottom of my shirt, started to pull it up.
"Come on, take this off and jump in with me!"
I wanted to resist her, but couldn't lift my hands from my lap. Mom tugged my shirt up to my chest, then laughed and said, "Arms up!"
"Mom, please."
"Wow, Mark, look at you." She shook her head and removing her hands from my shirt placed them on my bare stomach. "Damn your stomachs hard!"
"I joined the gym at PC, been working out a lot," I said then tensed up as she lightly ran her long red nails down my stomach.
"Well it shows." She nodded, "Hmm, my boy's become quite the man hasn't he?"
Her hands slid up further and going under my shirt she rubbed my chest. "Tell you what Mark, your dad's in damn good shape too; I'm the envy of all the women on the street living with two hot guys like you two."
"Uh...thanks." As she mentioned my father it dawned on me what this would look like if he were to come out here, mom on her knees, her hands all over me. "W...where is dad?"
"Taking a nap, he has to fly out soon," she gave me a nasty little smile; "He went for a nice swim with me, a fun one."
"TMI mom," when she cocked her head, I translated, "Too much information."
"Oh, that's right only kids your age fuck." She said matter of factly, "I forgot your dad and I aren't supposed to have sex anymore. Never mind get each other off in the pool and..."
"Mom!" I exclaimed turning redder by the minute.
She laughed, "I love when you blush, shows you're still sweet." The smile left her face and pointing at me, she said, "Take your shirt off and come swimming with me."
This time it sounded as if she were making it an official demand and she started to tug on my shirt again. I refused to move my hands and with a frown she grabbed my forearm and started to pull it upwards.
"Mom stop!" I snapped at her.
Mom immediately removed her hand from my arm and staring up at me asked, "What's the matter, baby? Why are you mad?"
"I..." deciding to be honest, or as much as I dared to be I blurted out, "Mom, don't you think that suit is a bit much?"
Mom narrowed her eyes and looking down at her chest, shrugged, causing her ample tits to bounce fetchingly, "What do you mean?"
"Its...mom you're showing an awful lot."
"Do I look bad?" she asked and to my dismay, stood up in front of me.
I was now confronted with her tits at eye level as well as the sight of her flat hard stomach to which she had recently added a ruby stud piercing in her naval. I had the absurd urge to lean forward and kiss her stomach, but instead fought to keep my voice steady as I said,
"Not at all, mom, in fact, ummm...maybe you look too good. Jack and his friends were all but drooling over you."
"I know." She smiled, "I love it."
"You..."
"Yes, Mark, it's a turn on to have guys my son's age staring at me and getting worked up. Just because I'm forty one doesn't mean I'm dead. I work hard to stay in shape and I like being rewarded for it."
"But dad...."
"Dad likes it too." That sly smile returned, "He loves knowing these kids look at me, he likes me showing off."
"Did...did you guys just talk about that?" I asked her.
"Why would you ask that?" for the first time, since I had come out there she looked serious.
"Well because, you weren't dressing like this last month."
Mom was silent for a moment, then smiled, but this one seemed normal, "You're a smart boy Mark. "Yes your father and I had a talk when he started traveling because I know a lot of guys his age who do start fooling around and picking up women and hookers and..."
"Dad would never do that." I told her. "He loves you, mom."
"I'm glad you see that." She told me, placing her warm hand on my cheek. "Your father and I are very much in love and we love you too. We would never do anything that would hurt each other, only things we would..." she paused as if trying to think of what she would say next, "Enjoy."
"Enjoy?"
"We're a family and we should do things as a family. We should love together and have fun together, even if it seems odd."
"What are you talking about?"
Mom frowned and it hit me she seemed as if she had said something she shouldn't have.
"Well I mean me dressing like this. When we spoke, dad said I was very sexy and he wished I would show it more. He said he likes it when guys check me out so I've been flaunting it a bit." She looked down at me and shrugged, "So since it makes me happy you should just go along with it."
"Umm, okay." I said, trying to get off the awkward subject.
"Hey, Mark, can I ask you something?"
"Sure." I said trying not to sound nervous.
"Do you think I'm sexy?"
"You're my mother." I told her, "I...I don't see you like that."
"No? Right now you don't think I look good?"
"You...." I tried to speak around the growing tightness in my throat. "You're beautiful mom."
"Thank you!" she smiled, "But that's not what I'm talking about. I want to know if you think I'm, you know, a cougar or a milf?"
Midlife. The thought hit me like a slap in the face. That was all this was about. She was older, dad was going to be around younger women, she was worried she might not still have it and was trying to turn back the clock.
I felt a wave of relief flood through me. That could even explain her wanting more attention and affection from me. I was no longer her little boy which to her was another sign of her age.
This didn't address my own issues of seeing her exactly how it appeared she wanted to be seen, but if this was a mid life crises then it was just a phase and soon she would go back to normal and I would too. Taking a chance it wouldn't be the wrong thing to do, I managed a low whistle and smiling shook my head, "You're the hottest mom I know, you could be on those web sites!"



Mom laughed and after kissing me affectionately on the cheek said, "Hey what web sites? What are you looking at on that lap top of yours?"
"I..." again I blushed, but she waved her hand.
'I don't care, Mark. You're a man now," she touched my chest again "And an impressive one at that. You want to watch porn go for it," she winked, "I watch it all the time!"
"Oh," I nodded, "Uh, okay."
Mom leaned forward until her tits were inches from my face and putting her lips so close to my ear I could feel her breath said, "I like to watch those sites you're talking about where the women my age have sex with guys your age. In fact I was thinking of it when Jack was staring at me, thinking about what he would do to me."
"T...tmi again," I tried to laugh, but nothing came out.
"And again, I guess I'm supposed to be dead," she sighed softly in my ear and beneath my hands my aching cock twitched.
Mom put her arm around me and surprised me by giving me a hug that left her tits pressing against my chest.
"I love you baby." She whispered.
"I...I love you to." I replied trying not to think about the warm pleasant sensation of her chest..
Mercifully, she leaned back and I asked, "What's with calling me baby?"
"You're too old to be my baby?"
The midlife thing, I reminded myself, "No," I said with a smile, "I'll always be your baby, mom."
"Ohh," she purred again, "I like that," she looked down and with a small smile said, "Hey Mark?"
"What mom?"
"Why won't you move your hands?"
"I..." I panicked as I had no idea what to say. Mom quickly made it worse with her next remark.
"You hiding something under there?"
"No!" I exclaimed a little too quickly, "Just uh...comfortable."
"Mark, you look anything but comfortable right now," she pointed out. "You look nervous."
Mom made me even more nervous by sinking back down to her knees between my legs again.
"I'm fine," I said sounding anything but, "Just tired I...hey!"
Mom had grabbed my wrists and tried to pull them from my lap. My fear was causing my erection to dwindle, but not quickly enough. I resisted and looking at me, her smile gone, Mom said, "Mark, move your hands, now."
I fought against her another moment, then let her move my hands. Mom looked at my hands first as if she thought I was hiding something in them, which made me feel a little better, but then her eyes dropped to my lap and I saw them widen.
I followed her gaze and had to stifle a groan at the obvious bulge in my shorts. Mom looked at me, a small smile playing about her lips, but didn't say anything; I was ready to blurt out an apology when I jumped at the sound of dad's voice behind me.
"Hey, what are you two doing out here?"
"Nothing!" I declared way too loudly and far too quickly.
"We were just fooling around." Mom said, smiling up at dad who had come around the chair to face us.
"Yeah, that's what it looked like," he laughed, "Tell you what Rachel; you don't want to know what that looked like from upstairs."
I felt my face growing hot yet again; this was exactly what I had been afraid of. Sitting back on her knees, mom rolled her eyes, "You're such a pervert Joe, he's my son for Christ's sakes."
"I know," he waved his hand at us, "I'm only kidding, but I did find myself wondering if those goons next door were watching."
"I hope they were watching earlier." Mom smiled up at him, "Because then it was exactly what this looks like."
"Guys please!" I said as, now with my cock sufficiently shriveled, I stood up. "Keep it to yourselves!"
"But it's more fun to share." Mom laughed and as I looked down saw her face was level with my crotch. I quickly stepped backwards and rolling my eyes, said, "I hang out with Jack all the time, I don't need him seeing you guys, you know..."
"Fucking?" Dad finished.
"That's called TMI, Joe." Mom said as she finally got to her feet and giving dad a quick kiss began to walk towards the house.
I stared at Mom's almost bare ass while she walked across the deck and swore she was swinging her hips more than she needed to. Her firm ass had no jiggle to it at all and I swore if I didn't know her I would think she was a girl my age.
"Nice ass, huh, kid?" Dad asked.
"What?" I asked, snapping out of my fog and looking over at dad, who was smiling.
"Your mom's got one hell of an ass, doesn't she?"
"I...I guess." I shrugged, "She's my..."
"Oh, please," Dad slapped me on the shoulder, "She's your mom, but she's a woman and a damn fine one, don't you think?"
"Um, sure." I nodded, "Mom looks good for her age."
"For any age." He said as he continued to watch her.
I didn't answer, instead I watched him watch mom and thought my parents did make a good looking couple. Dad was a couple of years older than mom, but except for a few grays near his temples looked much younger. I definitely took after him, having the same thick black hair and a pair of deep green eyes that got me a lot of compliments from the girls.
I was a little shorter than dad and as of right now, not quite as broadly built, but the time at the gym was paying off and I had bet him I would be able to beat him at arm wrestling before the year was out.
Dad finally looked over at me and asked, "So what was up with you and mom, looked like you were giving her a hard time?"
"No, I....she wanted me to go swimming and I didn't feel like it."
"Why not?" he smirked, "Hot woman wants you in the pool, you go, no?"
"If she wasn't my mother." When he shrugged I paused and thought about Mom's odd behavior. Dad and I had a great relationship and I'd always been able to talk to him about anything so taking the plunge I asked, "Hey, dad, can I talk to you?"
"Sure, Mark, what's up?"
"Mom's acting kind of weird lately."
"What do you mean?"
When I'd first started talking he'd looked as if he were lost in thought, but now his eyes were focused on mine.
"Come on, dad, look at that bikini, she didn't dress like that when I was a kid, never mind lately."
"She didn't because you were a kid and she didn't want to be that mom that the old frumpy looking mom's called a slut, she toned it down because she was a mother."
"She's still a mother." I pointed out.
"Yeah but you're a man now Mark." Putting his arm around me he continued, "Look I get it, it's embarrassing, you're best friends gawking at her, pointing her out to his friends, busting you up because your mom's a cougar and..."
"Mom said you like them looking."
He frowned, "You guys talked about it?"
"Yeah, I made a comment about the bikini it makes me...uncomfortable; I mean her boobs were almost falling out."
"Well I'm glad you know you can talk to us Mark," he squeezed my shoulder with his large hand so hard I winced, "I've always been glad that we're a close family and I want us to be even closer, that's why I feel like an ass with this job right now."
"That's okay dad, you're doing it for me and I appreciate it."
"I'll do anything for you, Mark," he said, giving me another painful squeeze, "And I hope someday you'll do anything for me and mom."
"Anything." I told him, "Just name it."
"There might be a favor I might need from you soon, but for now back to Mom," he sighed, "Look Mark, she's a sexy woman and she's at an age she needs to flaunt it and be told she is. She told me last night it drives her crazy to think those kids are jerking off to her, she..."
"She said that?" I was appalled.
"Please, Mark, like I said, she is a woman and honestly I like the idea of other guys wanting what I have. So, don't worry about it. It might be a little awkward for you with your friends, but you can deal with it."
"Yeah, well she's being really affectionate lately too, and..." I sighed, "She's making me a little uncomfortable."
Dad turned so that he was standing directly in front of me and with an odd look on his face, asked, "How so? What do you mean uncomfortable?"
Shit, what an idiot! What was I supposed to do, tell my father my mother was getting me horny?
"Mark?" He was looking at me and seemed excited for some reason.
"Oh, well, uh...she's kind of like hanging on me and the ways she's dressing."
"I still don't see what you're getting at." He shook his head.
"Dad, she was on her knees and you said you knew what it looked like." I put my head down feeling like a moron.
"I was just kidding about that!" Dad laughed, "I knew nothing was happening."
"But...it just wasn't proper I guess." I looked back up at him. "She crawled over to me, like..."
"Like?"
"I felt like I was in some type of weird sick movie." I heard my voice crack and was surprised that I was starting to get upset. Looking away as I spoke, I added, "I felt like she was messing with me."
Dad stared at me for a moment then nodded as if in resignation, "Okay, well seeing you're thinking like that I'll fess up; I was watching out the window and mom saw me and was putting on a show for me. She wasn't trying to make you feel weird."
"Oh." I said, instantly feeling better.
"And as far as being affectionate goes, your mom is lonely when I'm gone, plus she misses you wanting to be close to her, so just let her get close to you okay? It makes her feel good." He smiled, "Can you do that for me? Be good to your mother when I'm not around?"
"Sure." I told him with a smile. "I'll take good care of her."
"Good," he said with a wink, "That's what I was hoping you'd say."
*****
I opened my eyes at the sound of someone yelling. I sat up quickly in the recliner then rolled my eyes when I realized it was only the TV. I'd dozed off during the Sox game and the announcer had begun yelling when one of the Indian's hit a two run bomb over the green monster. I blinked the sleep out of my eyes until I could make out the score.
"Six to nothing?" I sighed and slumping back in the comfortable chair wished I'd stayed asleep.
I picked up the remote and pointed it at the TV preparing to change the channel when Mom said from behind me, "Hey I wanted to watch some of that?"
"Why bother?" I asked, but replaced the remote on the arm of the chair, "They're losing."
"Don't be a fair weather fan." Mom chided, "And how come you're not on the couch?"
She had walked around in front of me and I saw immediately why I had not picked the couch. Mom was wearing a short red robe that barely went down past her ass, leaving her long legs bare. The robe was tied tightly around her waist, but the chest was open far enough to show almost as much of her tits as the bikini did this morning.
When I had come into the living room I had headed for the couch, but recalling how she had been hanging all over me lately had chosen the chair. I had definitely made the right choice there was no way in hell I needed to have her that close to me dressed like that.
"I figured I would let you stretch out if you wanted too." I told her.
Mom stepped in front of me, blocking the TV and placing her hands on the arms of the chair, leaned over. My eyes widened as I thought for a second her tits were going to fall out, but I saw a hint of black lace. I was still confronted with way more cleavage than was comfortable, but a bra was always a plus, especially these days.
"Aww, but baby, I wanted to sit in the chair tonight."
She gave me the pout and as I stared at her, I took in how soft and smooth her features were even without make up and how her long red hair looked down and lying across the robe. My eyes focused on those perfect lips and I had to say, mother or not, she really was beautiful.
"I'll move." I said, "You can have the chair."
I made to get up, hoping she would stand up and get her tits out of my line of sight, but instead she gave me a huge smile, "Hey, how about we both sit here!"
Mom turned around and before I could react, sat down in my lap. Turning to the side, she draped her long legs over the side of the chair and putting her arm around my shoulders laughed, "How's this!"
"Mom!" I exclaimed, "What are you doing?"
"Sitting on your lap silly," looking up into my face, she smiled, "Its only fair, how many years did you sit in my lap?"
"Yeah, but I was a kid." I told her, trying to ignore the way her robe had ridden up to show her lush thighs.
"So, for tonight I can be your little girl." Mom put on the pout, but more disconcerting was the way she started wiggling in my lap.
I was wearing a thin pair of running shorts and her ass was grinding directly on my cock. Her hair was in my face and I could smell her raspberry scented shampoo. I turned my head away and stared at her long legs, which she was now playfully kicking back and forth.
Turning from her legs, I made the mistake of looking straight down and was now confronted with a glimpse of her black lace covered tits. Even as to my dismay my cock started to swell I wondered why the hell she would be wearing a bra like that at night.
That thought turned into wondering if her panties, if she was even wearing any, would match. The thought my mother's bare pussy could be pressing into my lap caused my cock to grow more rapidly and I swallowed hard as I wondered if it were smooth or if she would have a nice red fiery bush.
Mom brought me out of my improper musings when she slid further down and her ass rubbed across my now noticeably hard cock. I had to bite back a moan at the contact and hoped to hell she couldn't feel it.
Mom was smiling at me, but had been since she had come over. I returned the smile as best I could and as I thought of how to tell her to get the hell off me I turned to side and my eyes widened. The window on that side of the parlor was open with the blinds up. There was a three family house next door and anyone looking this way would be able to see right in the room.
My parents were friendly with all three couples that lived there and if they looked over what they would see is my half dressed mother sitting on her sons lap like a playful girlfriend.
Even though my father didn't seem bothered by mom's weird behavior, I didn't need the neighbors wondering if there was something a little strange going on when dad wasn't around.
"Mom, people can see in the window!" I told her.
Mom peered over and shrugged, "Yeah, so what?"
"You're half dressed and..." I stopped myself from pointing out that she appeared to be all over her son.
"I'm wearing a lot more than when I'm swimming."
Well that was true, I thought dryly.
"Besides, the Morrison's go out every Friday night, Bill and Nancy on the second floor went away for the weekend and the third floor can't see in here." She gestured to the other side of the room that faced the street. "The blinds are down where anyone could see from the street."
"Yeah, but still..." I glanced back out the open window and froze when I saw a tall figure looking over the fence from the yard next door.
Because the light was on inside and it was dark outside I couldn't make out any details except to see over the fence they had to be pretty tall and their shoulders were wide, telling me it was a guy; a pretty big guy. They were facing the window and I had no doubt had been staring into it.
"Mom, let me up!" I exclaimed, sitting up so fast, I almost dumped her off my lap.
Mom gave a startled yelp and as I surged to my feet, she managed to get hers on the floor. She staggered slightly, catching my arm for balance and yelled, "Mark, what's the matter with you?"
"There's..." I pointed out the window, but saw the figure had gone. "There was someone next door, staring at us!"
Mom walked closer to the window, pulling her robe tighter around her as she did. Leaning over she shut the lamp off on the end table so she could see better and looked out the window. "I don't see anyone Mark."
"They were there, staring over the fence." Walking over to the door, I slipped my sneakers on, "I'm going to go out back and look around."
"Don't bother, it was probably Jimmy from the third floor, he's a nosebag. Wouldn't be surprised if he were that peeping Tom people said they saw last summer." She turned away from the window and to my relief pulled the blind down before turning the lamp back on.
"I don't think so mom. That fence back there is five feet and it was only up to this guys chest, Jimmy's five seven if he's lucky." I grabbed the doorknob, "I'll be right back."
"Mark, don't worry about it." She said, and then patted the chair, "Come back and sit down," she sighed, "If you don't want me sitting on your lap, just say so, don't make up an excuse to get up."
"No, it's..." I paused, confused, I really hadn't wanted her there, but now I didn't want to make her feel bad. "I saw someone mom, I swear and dad's not home and who knows? Maybe it's someone who's been watching us."
Mom gave me an odd look, and then pursed her lips as if she were thinking hard about something. After a minute, she nodded and said, "Okay, go ahead, but I know there's no one there."
"I'll be right back."
I opened the door and after closing it behind me, took a few steps around towards the back yard. I stopped when I remembered the sensor light was out in the back and quickly went back into the house to grab the flashlight.
When I opened the door, mom was on the phone with her back to me and I heard her say, "Not going to happen this way." She paused, "So do it the other way we talked about."
Mom must have heard me walking past her, as she turned around, her eyes wide, and stammered, "Uh, hey Carol. Hold on okay?" pulling the phone from her ear, she asked, "I thought you were going out back."
"I want the flashlight." I walked into the dining room and pulling open the drawer in the hutch pulled out the flashlight, as I turned it on to make sure it worked, I asked, "Who are you talking to?"
"Carol from next door," she placed her hand over the phone, "We were talking about how she's planning a party for Roger."
"Oh."
I walked past her and heading for the door, heard her call out, "Hey Mark, they're not coming home tonight and the reason she called was she couldn't remember if she locked the back door, can you check for her?"
"Yeah, sure," I answered while going back outside.
I walked across the lawn staying close to the house and feeling like a fool, but wanting to be careful, I ducked my head when I reached the fence so if anyone was on the other side they wouldn't see me. I had just reached the corner of the fence when I thought I heard footsteps moving up the driveway of the house next door. I turned the corner in a crouch and flashed the light up the long driveway, but all I saw was the third floor's Toyota parked in front of the garage.
Still staying close to the fence, I walked along the length of the drive way until I reached the corner where the fence joined that of the house behind ours. I looked over the fence at our house and figured this was about where the guy I saw had been standing.
Even with the shade down, I could just make out Mom standing in the middle of the room and I could only imagine the view the creep had gotten when the window was open and mom was in my lap. I shined the light into the backyard and across the pool, and then quickly brought it up as I swore I saw movement along the fence across from me.
I swept the light across the length of the yard, but didn't see anything. Maybe I hadn't seen anyone, after all I couldn't make out any details, just a shape, could have just been a trick of the shadows from a lit room.
Shutting off the flashlight I walked across the driveway and as Mom had asked me to do, checked the back door. It was locked and now walking normally along the fence I crossed the lawn and entered the house.
"You were right," I said as I walked into the living room, "There was no one..."
I stopped in mid sentence at the sight of mom sitting on the couch. She had her hands folded in her lap and was looking at me. Her eyes were wide and she seemed to be looking past me.



"Mom?" I took another step towards her, "You okay?"
"Your mom's just fine," a deep voice said behind me, "In fact, she's real fine!"
I spun around and dropped the flashlight at the sight of a large man dressed all in black, including, despite the heat, a ski mask, leaning against the wall.
*****
"Holy shit!" I exclaimed, "Who the fuck are you?"
"If I wanted you to know who I was, I wouldn't be wearing a mask, now would I? " he shrugged, "But seeing we're going to get to know each other pretty well, just call me, I don't know, Glen will do."
Even through my shock, I noticed the guy's voice was weird, abnormally deep and sort of mechanical. Again, my mind working faster than I would have thought it could, I was reminded of the voice distorter I had bought at the Halloween store a couple of years ago when I'd dressed as a ghoul.
"Mark, sit down." Mom said, softly from behind me.
"Yeah, Mark," Glen pointed at the recliner, "Go sit down."
"Fuck you." I snapped, taking a step towards him, "You better get the hell out..."
"Mark!" Mom called out, "Listen to him! He..."
She stopped, but I didn't need her to finish the sentence as Glen lifted his sweatshirt to show the handle of a gun protruding from his belt. I stopped in my tracks and he nodded.
"Good boy, trying to stick up for your mommy, but why don't you listen to what she says and take a seat?"
I looked over at mom, who nodded at me and started to go over to sit next to her on the couch.
"In the chair."
I hesitated and mom pointed, "Go over there, Mark." She gave me a forced smile, "It'll be okay, just do what he says."
"O...okay."
My legs were trembling as I walked over and sat down in the recliner and Glen laughed, "You do listen to mommy, don't you?" he pointed over at her, "Then again, I would have done anything my mother wanted if she looked like that."
Neither of us said anything and looking over at me, he asked, "You like how your mother looks, Mark?"
"I..." I couldn't answer. Between the situation itself and this guy asking me what I thought of mom I had no doubt he had been staring at us and...
"I asked you a question." Reaching down he tapped the handle of the gun, "See here's the deal, we're going to have some fun tonight, Mark. In fact I bet you're going to have just the kind of fun the two of you have been dying for."
"What the hell are you talking about?" Mom asked, "Look, you have my wallet and I told you there's no more..."
"You speak when spoken to." Glen told her harshly. "Right now I'm talking to your son."
Mom looked as if she were going to continue, but stopped.
"That's better and don't worry honey, that pretty little mouth will be busy soon enough."
I felt a stab of fear through my stomach, "Don't hurt her." I told him.
"You are a good boy." He nodded approvingly, "A real mama's boy, aren't you?"
"No, I..."
"Bet you wanna be your mother's boy." He laughed nastily, "Take good care of her."
"What the hell are you talking about?" Mom asked.
"Oh, please," Glen waved his hand at her, "I've been watching the two of you. You're real close aren't you?"
"My husband's going to be home any minute now." Mom said quickly, "You..."
"Oh, no, your lame old man is gone for the next few days. Like I said I've been watching and you're a real cock tease aren't you mommy?"
"No I'm not."
"No? What's with that little bikini and all those little dresses you've been wearing lately? And funny how much you like to show off for your little boy! Hell today I thought you were going to blow him by the pool!"
Holy shit, he had been watching us! Mom shook her head, and said, "I don't like what you're trying to say."
"No? You don't like hearing the truth? That you want to fuck your son you little whore?"
"Hey watch..." I began, but stopped when he swung around on me. "And you'd love it if she did wouldn't you? Probably jerk off to her don't you?"
"You're sick." I told him, but could feel myself blushing.
"Me? I'm not the one who wants to fuck my mother," He laughed loudly, "But I'm going to like watching you fuck yours."
"What?" Mom and I both exclaimed at the same time.
"You heard me; I told you we were going to play a game. I've been watching and I want to see you both get what you want, each other."
"I...I don't want to..."
"Oh, you do." Glen told me, "And hey, I don't blame you, she's fucking hot! Pretty, nice body." He pointed at me, "You want that body don't you?"
Before I could answer he turned to mom, "Take your robe off."
"I won't!" Mom declared, "You..." she stopped when he tapped the gun.
"Listen to me both of you; you will do what I say." He pointed at her, "You, you little slut are going to fuck your son."
"I won't do it!" I yelled, "You..."
"Fine," he said with a shrug, "Then I'll tie you up and you can watch me fuck her. But I figure the other way we all get what we want." He turned back to mom, "Now, take off your robe."
"Mom don't," I said, shaking my head.
Mom stared at me for a moment, then standing up, reached down and untied her robe. I looked over to see Glen watching her. He had pushed himself away from the wall and was now standing behind the chair between the couch and where I was sitting.
He was too far away for me to leave the chair and reach him before he would see me. The best I could do was hope that he wasn't really going to hurt us and the only thing he wanted was...My heart skipped a beat when my stunned mind finally acknowledged the thought he wanted to watch my mother have sex with me!
Across from me Mom had untied her robe and let it fall to the floor. I swallowed hard when I saw what she had on beneath it. Mom was wearing a black bra the cups of which were lace and even from across the room I could see the shadow of her nipples behind the thin material. The bra was accompanied by a matching black thong that was little more than string with a patch of lace between her legs.
"You always wear lingerie when your home with your son?" Glen asked, "You still going to deny it?"
"I like feeling sexy." Mom said with her head down.
"Oh, you're sexy alright, isn't she Mark?
He turned to me and when I shrugged, raised his voice, "Answer me!"
At that volume his voice sounded even stranger and I was sure he was using some type of voice box. That thought disturbed me because it meant it might be someone we knew. He had said he'd been watching us. My thoughts were cut off when I saw him take a step towards mom.
"Yes, she's sexy." I blurted out.
"Good boy." Glen lowered his voice, "See, that's all I want tonight, some honesty from both of you." He pointed at Mom, "Turn around, show your son that fine ass of yours."
Mom hesitated long enough for him to sigh and reach for his waistband, then bringing her hands up, placed them in her hair and raised her arms over her head. As she took her long red hair up with her hands, she turned around slowly, and despite our frightening predicament, my eyes immediately found her ass.
The thong was little more than a string between the cheeks of her ass and I couldn't help but notice how round and firm looking her ass was. Sensing Glen staring at me, I forced my eyes upward and took in the smooth creamy skin of mom's back. Not wanting to look as if I was indeed looking more than I should be I dropped my gaze, but not before catching a quick look at the backs of mom's long well shaped legs.
"Yeah, my mom dressed like that when we were alone at night." He grunted, glancing my way he asked, "Hey Mark, you think your mother has nice tits?"
As he spoke he came around the chair and sat down in it, putting him between us.
"She...she's my mom and I..."
"I know who she is, now answer the question."
"You're sick, you know that right?" Mom asked him as she turned back around to face us.
"You're wearing Victoria secret and sitting on your son's lap and I'm sick?" he laughed, "Okay maybe I am, but I can admit it. Now shut up, so Mark can answer."
Play a long; I told myself, something will happen to get us out of this.
"Uh, yeah she has a nice chest." I answered.
"Nice chest? What are you twelve? Tell me you think your mom has nice tits."
"My...mother has nice tits." I said softly, looking away from her as I spoke.
"Ever see them?"
"No."
"Look over here when you speak." Glen demanded. When I did as he said he asked, "Want to see them?"
"No!" I exclaimed.
"Liar, you stare at them all the time." He wagged his finger at me, "Remember I've been watching and whenever she isn't looking at you, you're fucking gawking at her. Now I told you the rules are you answer honestly and do what I say. Now tell me you want to see your mother's tits."
"Just say it, even if it's not true." Mom said, "Just give him what he wants."
"Just what I want?" The mask had a thin film over the eyes to protect them from bad weather, but I could sense him rolling them behind it. "But, whatever, that's some good advice from your slutty mom over there, you just play along." He paused, "So, Mark want to see mommy's tits?"
"I...okay I guess." I muttered as my heart started pounding at the thought I really wouldn't mind seeing them, but could think of a thousand better scenarios to do so.
"Better than that!" he shouted, "You two aren't stupid and you know what I want so fucking give it to me! You both want it so act like you do!" he put his hand on the gun and looking at me said, "Now answer my question like one of the kids in those stupid porns you watch when their mother wants to fuck them."
I felt my heart skip a beat at the same time my face flushed deep red. How the hell did this guy know what I watched on my lap top? I always had my blinds down, had he hacked us somehow? Worse was the stunned look on mom's face when he said it.
"I'm waiting."
Closing my eyes and taking a deep breath I said, "I really want to see my mother's tits."
"Ask her, I bet she'll show them to you."
"Enough. " Mom said.
"A minute ago you said play along." He told her. "Listen to your own advice. Now go ahead Mark, ask mommy to show you her pretty titties."
I looked helplessly at mom who after looking into my eyes gave me a slight nod. "Go ahead, Mark, its okay."
"Mark, what happened to baby?" he laughed.
Mom stared hard at him and again I wondered how close this guy had gotten to us to know this.
"Baby," Mom said, while still looking at him, "Your mother will do anything for you, all you have to do is ask."
"Oh, I like that!" he clapped his hands. Gesturing to me, he added, "Now that should make you stop being such a wuss, follow mommy's example and let's go."
"Mom," I began my voice trembling, "C...can I see your tits?
Mom's answer was to reach behind her and unhook her bra. I could feel my pulse pounding in my temples as she slowly slid the straps from her shoulders and after a brief pause, tossed the bra on the floor.
"Oh." I whispered unable to help it at the sight of my mother's bare breasts.
They were even more amazing than I had envisioned them. Even though they were large, they were still high and proud. Her breasts were smooth and milky white with the only color being the light pink of her nipples. I noticed her nipples were hard and barely heard Glen whistle,
"Damn, your mother's got some nice tits, doesn't she?"
"Yes." I said without thinking as my eyes stayed focused on her nipples.
"Now is that anyway to show your son your tits? Come on, mom, show those babies off!"
Mom sighed and cupping her tits, lifted them higher. To my surprise she started caressing her nipples with her thumbs and I saw she was breathing heavier as she did.
"That's it! But I think you're too far away, go over to your son and let him get a nice close look at them."
Still holding her tits up, Mom slowly walked over to me. I sat there with my mouth open as she stood between my legs. Her tits were little more than a foot from my face and to my amazement I felt my cock stiffening between my legs. Again I lowered my eyes, but only to be confronted with the smooth skin of her stomach and worse, the patch of lace between her thighs.
"You like those tits, Mark?"
Not trusting my voice, I nodded.
"Tell her you want to suck on them!"
"I...I can't!"
My words came out in a pathetic whimper as even with an armed intruder sitting ten feet away from me, I couldn't imagine my tongue on those nipples.
"Mom, you better talk to your son, because I'm getting ready to take over for him and fuck you myself."
Releasing her tits, mom put her hands on my shoulders and leaning over, placed her lips at my ear.
"Baby, listen to me. This guy is sick, but I think if we do what he wants, we'll be okay."
"But..." I trailed off at the sight of Mom's tits now inches from my face.
"Mark, he's armed and I don't want to give him a reason. I...if I have to do something dirty tonight I would rather it be with you, not him."
"You're my mother." I whispered and honestly at that point I felt I was trying to convince myself of that fact.
"I know and that's why he's sick, this is what he wants and..." she paused when that deep voice called out,
"As much as I like looking at that fine ass, you better get sonny boy to play along, before I show him how it's done."
Mom tensed up, but her voice in my ear was calm. "Mark, do you really watch those videos?"
"I...yes, I...I'm sorry mom, but that doesn't mean I want..."
"Then what we're going to do is pretend we're in one, okay?" she caused me to gasp when I felt her tongue graze my ear. "You and I are going to play our own game; we're going to act like strangers playing a dirty game and do what he wants."
"I don't think I can." I said even as I felt my now hard cock straining against my shorts.
"Just think of me as a sexy older woman and not your mom." She said, "You can do it, baby, you have to."
"But dad..." I whispered.
"Will never know, no one will, just our little secret." This time it was her lips that touched me, placing a soft kiss just below my ear. "Just relax, let me take care of you and we'll worry about everything else later, okay?"
Let me take care of you. Those words were spoken in that purr she had been using lately and a soft moan escaped me when her lips again found my flesh, but this time lower on my neck.
"Times up! Either he sucks your tits or..."
"How about he gives his mother a nice kiss first?" Mom asked, looking back at him, "Cut the kid some slack and let me get him relaxed, okay?"
"Kiss?" he paused, "Fine, but take his shirt off first." He laughed, "That way you can be nipple to nipple.
Reaching down, Mom grabbed my shirt and whispered, "Come on, baby, arms up!"
Trying to do as mom had said and pretend, I did the best I could to forget about the stranger in our house and lifted my arms up for her. Mom slipped my shirt over my head and after giving me a wink, started rubbing her hands up and down my chest.
"Oh, my baby has been working out hasn't he? Hmmm" she purred, "Is the rest of you as hard as these muscles?"
Behind her Glen clapped his hands and called out, "That's much better! You're a real sport mom! Course we all know this is what you wanted anyway!"
Ignoring him, Mom slid her hands up my chest one more time and then taking my face in her hands, leaned forward and pressed those soft full lips to mine. I whimpered as she kissed me, and then gasped when she leaned further and I felt her nipples pressing into my chest.
Although my lips hadn't responded, mom moaned in her throat and working her arms around my shoulders pulled me closer to her. She kissed me harder, and then whispered against my face, "Kiss me back, baby, and put your arms around my waist, remember, just like the movies"
Mom returned to kissing me and this time I tentatively returned it, my lips pushing against hers. Mom purred again and worked her lips back and forth across mine. As I started kissing her harder, I put my arms around her waist and placing my hand on her warm back slid it up through her long hair.
"Hmmm-mmm," Mom encouraged as her lips pressed hard against mine.
She rocked side to side causing her hard nipples to slide across my chest and whispered, "Close your legs."
I did as she asked, and she swung her legs onto the chair on either side of mine so she was straddling me on the chair.
"Nice touch, hey mom, you guys sure you haven't done this before!"
I tensed up at the sound of his voice and mom said softly, "Just me, baby, just focus on me. You're doing just fine." She returned to kissing me and I gasped when her tongue darted out and pushed against my lips. I parted them and Mom sighed as her tongue entered my mouth and caressed mine.
She was now rocking front to back, grinding her hips in my lap and even through her thong and my shorts I could feel the heat between her legs. Her hard nipples were poking into my chest and she was now moaning softly as her tongue played against mine.
"Yeah, work him up, mom! Bet it isn't the first time he's been hard for you!"
Mom's hands had slipped between us and were rubbing my chest again and I felt a sense of the surreal come over me as my mother gave me the equivalent of a lap dance while some guy with a gun watched.
"Grab her ass!"
His tone was firmer than before and recalling his words that he was done playing, I dropped my hand down mom's back until I was cupping the cheeks of her ass. Mom gasped when I gave them a hard squeeze and so did I at how firm her ass really was. She ground harder into my lap and I had no doubt she could feel how hard I was. We were both sweating and it added to the sensation of our now slick chests rubbing together.
"Okay, enough making out, Mark, tell your mother you want to suck her tits."
Mom sat back on my lap, and once again cupped her breasts. I stared longingly at them, but couldn't move.
"Let's go Mark!" I was aware of movement and saw him get up. Coming over, he pushed the lamp off the end table and sat on it, so he was only a couple of feet to our left. "Say it!"
"Mom....can I..."
"I said tell her, don't ask her!" he said forcefully. "You're taking your mother, not asking permission!"
Just like the movies, I told myself, but remained silent. I jumped as leaning over, Glen swung his hand and slapped mom's ass, hard. She cried out and I immediately blurted, "Mom, put your fucking tit in my mouth!"
"Oh, perfect!" he laughed.
"Yes, baby!" Mom said softly and leaning forward pushed her right tit into my face.
Feeling like a drowning man going down for the last time, I opened my mouth and quickly sucked her hard pink nipple into it.
"Oh, yes." Mom purred and started rocking again.
"You like your son sucking your tits, you little slut?"
"Oh, yes!" she moaned as I swirled my tongue around her hard nub, "I love my baby, sucking my tits! I want him to have anything he wants!"
I switched and as I sucked on her other nipple, Mom wrapped her arms around me and played with my hair.
"Tongue it; I want to see your tongue on that nipple."
I obediently opened my mouth and despite my nervousness, made a show of tracing a slow wet circle around mom's swollen flesh.
"Yeah, that looks good." Glen said softly, "The two of you look hot together, shit I jerked off watching at the pool today and this is even better!"
Mom grabbed my wrist and brought my hand to her other breast. I rolled her nipple between my fingertips and her moan sent a shiver through me. Either she was one hell of an actress or...
"Pinch it! Make her squeal!"
I shook my head around her nipple, but when Glen raised his hand to slap her ass again, I gave her a hard pinch. Mom yelped, and with a laugh he said, "Do it again." I did as he said and she yelped louder this time. I took that nipple gently into my mouth and started playing with the other. Without him asking I gave it a light pinch, but mom yelped as if I had done it much harder.



"You getting nice and wet mommy?" he asked, "You all worked up grinding on your son's cock?"
"Yes," she moaned as I continued to work her nipples.
"Is he hard for his mommy?"
"Oh, very hard." She purred causing me to blush.
"Hey Mark, she right? You nice and hard for your slut mother?"
"Yeah," I moaned around her nipple as she started moving her hips in circles around my trapped cock.
"So you got your hot mother almost naked and willing to do anything you want. What do you want her to do, Mark?"
I knew what he wanted me to say because the image of my mother on her knees at the pool surged into my mind. I envisioned the mother son fantasy movies I had watched and thought of those sons getting blow jobs from their horny mothers. But they were actors, not real blood and...
"Answer me, what do you want mommy to do for you?"
I had leaned away from her nipples and looking up into her face, saw she was as flushed as I was and her red hair was beginning to stick to her sweat slicked cheeks. Again she gave me a wink, "Go ahead, baby, tell mommy what you want."
"You want her to suck your cock don't you? Want her to get on her knees and use that nasty mouth on you."
"Yes." I said simply.
"Not good enough, tell her!"
"Mom, I want you to..."
"Better!" he snarled.
"Get on your knees and suck my cock!" I snapped, my nerves lending force to my words.
"I'd love to." Mom said with a convincing smile. She slid off of my lap and stood in front of me, before making a show of slowly dropping to her knees. "I've been dying to suck my son's cock."
"Bet you have, you pig!"
Mom placed her hands on my chest and tongued my nipple. Another shiver went through me and I moaned when her right hand dropped into my lap and squeezed my aching cock through my shorts.
"Hard?"
"Oh, yes." She purred, "Nice and hard for your mother, aren't you baby?"
I looked into her blue eyes as she tongued my nipple. I could feel her soft tits against my stomach and moaned, "Oh, yes."
"Then let's see it! Get his pants off and suck that cock!"
Mom lowered her head, her tongue trailing down my stomach. As she licked and sucked the skin just above my waist band, she deftly unsnapped my shorts and pulled my zipper down. My body was trembling as she reached around to my sides and pushed my shorts and underwear down.
"Lift up."
I lifted my hips and mom quickly tugged my pants down past my knees. My swollen cock sprang free and Glen exclaimed, "Fuck, he is hard!"
Even though he should have been my main concern, I was more caught up in mom's reaction to my cock. Her blue eyes not only widened, but she ran the tip of her tongue across her lips and whispered, "Oh, goddamn." I looked down and felt a sick thrill go through me at the sight of my fairly sizable cock, hard and dripping inches from my mother's face.
"You like that cock, mom" he mocked, "You want to taste your son?"
"I..." Mom started to reach for my cock, and then stopped. "If he tells me to."
"Wow, have you played this game before?" He clapped his hands again, "You heard her, Mark."
I avoided looking at him and staring down at my dick positioned in front of my mother, I lost all form of control, "Mom, put my cock in your mouth."
"Stroke it first." He told her, "I want to see you play with it." He looked over at me, "That okay, Mark? Wouldn't it be better if mommy teases you a little?"
My answer turned into a groan when Mom grabbed my cock at the base and gave it a squeeze. I moaned again as a thick stream of pre cum squirted out and mom stroked me. My hips jerked when she reached the sensitive head and rubbed her palm across it, getting a handful of my sticky fluid.
She worked her now slick hand up and down and at this point I was barely aware of our perverted captor sitting next to me, all I could focus on was the sight of mom's slender fingers wrapped around my thick, glistening shaft.
Mom brought her other hand up and I whimpered as she massaged my balls while stroking me. Her eyes were fixed on my cock and were wide and bright. There was a look on her face just like the women in those movies, a look of desire.
"How's your boy's hard cock feel?"
"Amazing," she said quietly.
"It's a nice big one isn't it? Bet it's harder than your husband's." He laughed, "How's that feel Mark? You like getting a hand job from mom?"
"I...Oh!" I moaned loudly as sitting up, Mom let my cock go, but grabbing her tits, wrapped them around it
"Your slutty mother is into this!" Glen shook his head, "I didn't even think of that! Go ahead and tit fuck her."
Mom had already started to bounce causing my hard cock to slide between her soft tits. I moaned and thrust my hips watching her tits get wet from my oozing cock. Mom lowered her head and the next time my cock slid through flicked her tongue across the head.
"Oh!" I moaned, causing a laugh from beside me.
I thrust my hips hard and parting her lips, mom let the head of my cock slide between them. I gasped at the sensation of her soft lips and strained to push harder, to get it further into her mouth.
"Tell her, Mark."
"Oh, please suck my cock!" I whined, "Please don't tease me, mom."
"Man, the two of you can't even pretend anymore can you?"
Mom released her tits and once again grabbing the base of my cock, slowly teased her tongue around the head before opening her mouth and taking me deep into it. I cried out at the incredible feeling of her warm wet mouth as she engulfed my cock. I gasped at the feeling of her lips wrapped around the base of my shaft, then again at the feeling of her tongue sliding out across my balls.
"Look at that! You're mother's a hell of a cock sucker!"
I could only moan like an idiot as Mom slowly withdrew my cock from her mouth. Her tongue was working back and forth across my shaft and her soft lips were pressed hard to my aching flesh. Mom reached the tip then bobbed her head in a slow steady rhythm.
"Oh, my god." I moaned which caused another laugh from our audience.
"Tell her you like it!" he said, "Tell her to keep doing it!"
I groaned, "Keep sucking my cock mom, just keep sucking it!"
"Hmm" Mom moaned around me.
Her blue eyes were fixed on mine and I noticed she was rocking back and forth as she blew me. Glen noticed as well.
"Check that out Mark, your whore of a mother is getting off on this! I bet she's soaking fucking wet! Am I right, slut?"
Mom popped my cock from her mouth and purred, "So, wet! I love sucking my son's cock!"
Mom placed her tongue alongside my shaft and slowly licked the length of it down to my balls. Ducking her head she took my them in her mouth and I cried out in pleasure as she sucked on them.
"Little pig! Your mother's a pig Mark, and you love it, right?"
"Yes!" I said, "Oh, damn, oh, that feels good!"
I was sounded like an idiot, but didn't care. Nor, if I were being honest, did I really care this was my mother sucking my cock. Even the fear of what Glen would do next was fading from my mind.
All that mattered now was my smoking hot mother's tongue was working its way up my shaft and I was yearning for her to take it back into her mouth. Mom reached the top and sticking her tongue into the slit of my dick, pulled it back, taking a trail of my pre-cum with it.
"I'm supposed to think you're acting? Damn straight you wanted to blow your kid!"
As she had since we started touching, Mom didn't even look over at him. Instead, she slurped the thin line of my sticky juice back to its source and opening her mouth wide, engulfed just the tip of my cock.
She sucked hard and I cried out at the feeling of a spurt of my pre cum squirting from my cock. She moaned and bobbed her head along my cock. I was breathing hard and at this point our intruder was completely forgotten as I watched my mother blow me.
Her eyes were rolled back in her head and she was moaning each time she took me deep into her mouth. My hips were rocking and I could feel my thighs starting to tremble as I could feel myself starting to get close.
"Put your hand on her head, just like you've thought about."
No longer feeling the slightest urge to consider what he said, I placed both hands on the back of mom's head. She focused her eyes on me and gave me another wink as I wrapped my hands in her long red hair and pushed and pulled, guiding those amazing lips up and down my shaft.
"Tell her to suck it faster."
"I..." I closed my eyes and tried to focus through the pleasure I was receiving from the one female mouth in the world I shouldn't be in. "G...go faster."
"Better than that!" Glen raised his voice for the first time in awhile, "Tell her, and treat her like the fucking pig she is!"
Those last words had finished with what sounded like a moan and looking over I was shocked to see him rubbing his cock through his black sweat pants. I could see from the bulge he was as hard as I was.
My attention was brought back to my cock as mom had slowed her sucking down to a tease. I pumped my hips in frustration, but she pulled her head back as I did, not allowing me to push it deeper into her mouth. I moaned in frustration and now desperate to cum, snapped,
"Don't stop! Suck my cock!"
"Yes!" Glen cried out next to me, "More, like she's your slut, because she is!"
"Suck that cock!" I moaned and shoved her head down harder, "Suck that cock you dirty slut!"
Even as the words came out of my mouth, I couldn't believe I'd said them, but between my legs, Mom not only obediently bobbed her head faster, but was moaning even louder as she did. She was stroking me as well, her hand following her lips and jerking my slick cock as she blew me.
"Just like that!" I groaned, "Keep sucking me, I want to cum!"
"I love it!" The words came from next to me, "Now fuck her mouth!"
Mom stopped moving her head and wrapping my hands tighter in her hair, I thrust my hips off the chair, ramming my cock down my mother's seemingly very willing mouth.
"You like that slut?" he asked, "Like your kid fucking your mouth with that big dick? You dream about this?"
"Hmm-mm." Mom moaned
She was easily taking my cock and as I pumped it into her mouth began to move her head, driving me even deeper down her throat. I gasped for breath as I could feel cum building within my balls and getting ready to race through my cock.
I sensed movement next to me, and turning my head, saw Glen had shoved his sweat pants down and now had his large hard cock in his hand. He was pumping it slowly, his eyes fixed on my mother sucking me off. As caught up in the desire to cum as I was, my eyes sought out the gun and saw the handle sticking out near his hip, where he had moved it.
There was no way, even with him jerking off, I would be able to move that fast. His cock being out caused his presence to disturb me for the first time since mom had gotten to her knees. I was struck by the image of him telling mom to suck him next and..,
I gasped as mom rubbed my balls, and sucked even faster. I had slowed my hips, but when mom grabbed my balls harder and squeezed I pumped them wildly. I released a long desperate sounding moan at the sensation of my cock getting ready to go off.
"That's it." Glen cried out, "Cum in that little red headed whore's mouth! Give her what she wants!"
Mom gave my balls another squeeze and with a loud cry my cock exploded in her mouth. Mom squealed around it and still sucking jerked my cock. I pulled her hair harder as my cock released spurt after spurt of cum into my mother's talented mouth.
Her eyes had rolled back in her head, and she was making gurgling noises as she continued to suck. I saw a thin trail of my cum spill from the side of her mouth and slide down my cock, but she quickly slurped it back up, the next time she took me deep.
I emitted a pathetic whimper as my cock twitched and I felt the last couple of drops ooze out and across mom's tongue. Removing my cock from her mouth, she turned her head to stare at Glen who was now pumping his cock rapidly.
Mom didn't seem concerned he was doing it and turning her eyes to me, smiled and opening her mouth, let cum drool out of it and splatter on the tip of my cock. The warm sticky fluid oozed down my shaft and cocking her head slightly to the left so she was looking at him, mom lowered her head and noisily slurped the cum back into her mouth.
I moaned and jerked my hips as her soft tongue and lips slid along my cock, cleaning every drop of cum from me. Mom smacked her lips loudly as she slurped it up and I jumped at the sound of a loud cry next to me. I turned and gasped at the sight of Glen's cock erupting and shooting his cum into the air, it landed all over his shirt and I watched in morbid fascination as he continued to pump it, spraying a huge load all over himself.
When he finished he sighed, the sound seeming odd with whatever he was using to disguise his voice and whispered, "Oh, fuck that was hot! You're a lucky kid, Mark."
"Okay," Mom said softly from between my legs, "You got your rocks off, why don't you..."
"Oh, no." He laughed, "I can't go yet. I think your son should return the favor, don't you, Mark?"
I was still trying to catch my breath and as I stared at him, he continued, "Don't you think one good turn deserves another? How about you reward your mom's great blow job by licking her pussy?"
"I...okay." I said, no longer caring what happened and relieved he had jerked off rather than force my mother to do something for him.
Mom stood up in front of me and asked, "Where do you want me, baby?"
"Show him first."
Mom nodded and turning around hooked her fingers into the sides of her thong and with a sexy shimmy worked it over her hips and down her legs. As she did she bent over in front of me and my eyes widened at the sight of my mother's pink pussy winking out at me from between her thighs.
That pussy was smooth expect for a patch of fiery red hair right at the top. It was also glistening and I could see even her upper thighs were wet. Blowing me had turned her on!
"Get up and let your mother have a seat."
I forced myself to stand and had to steady myself on the chair as my knees were still weak from cumming so damn hard. Keeping my hand on the chair, I slipped my shoes off and after kicking my shorts and underwear to the side, I stepped away from the chair. I noticed Glen staring at me and blushed at the fact I was totally naked in front of him. But mom was naked as well and as she stepped passed me, I couldn't help staring at her perfect body.
Mom turned and sitting in the chair, lifted her legs and draped them over the arms, leaving her pussy completely exposed to me.
"Oh, she wants this! Show him that pussy mommy!" He laughed.
Mom spread her lips open, showing off more of her wet pink flesh and as I sank to my knees in front of her, she stroked her swollen clit with her long red fingernail.
"Say it."
"Oh, baby," Mom purred, "Come lick mommy's pussy! Make me cum!"
With a nervous glance over at our unwanted guest I saw he was still slowly stroking his semi hard cock as he started intently at us. I slid forward until I was directly between mom's legs and placing my hands on her warm firm thighs, leaned forward until her pussy as inches from my face. I took a deep breath and released a soft sigh at the forbidden scent of my mother's pussy. Mom was still holding herself open and licking my lips, I placed a soft kiss on her clit.
"Oh." Mom moaned and her hips jerked in my face.
I slipped my tongue out and slowly traced a circle around her clit and the soft moan mom emitted caused me to do it again, but faster.
"Take your time." Glen said next to me. "Slide your tongue down; get a good taste of your mother."
I left her clit and pressing my tongue against her hot wet skin, slid down through the folds of her pussy. Mom sighed and when I reached the entrance of her pussy, I closed my eyes and shoved my tongue inside her.
Mom cried out and I moaned as just as he had said, I received a mouthful of my mother's sweet juices. I pushed my tongue in deeper and swirled it around causing mom to whimper, "Oh, honey that is so nice!"
Growing bolder I moved my head, sliding my rigid tongue in and out of her.
"Look at you, tongue fucking mommy! You are a good son!"
As before the words were said around a moan and it hit me that nothing would happen to us. Glen was a voyeur, albeit a sick one with an incest fetish, but I was convinced all he wanted was a show and we would be fine.
Well fine except for the fact my mother and I had just crossed one hell of a line and we hadn't even fucked yet. That thought struck me hard and even as I continued to violate my mother's pussy with my tongue, I realized I was going to fuck mom.
There was no way this guy would leave without seeing that. That thought should have been disturbing, but instead my recently spent cock jumped between my legs. Removing my tongue from her delicious hole, I worked it back up through her soft wet lips and this time when I reached her clit I fastened my lips to it and sucked gently.
"Oh, yes, oh, baby!" Mom purred.
I looked up at her and my cock jumped again at the sight of her toying with her pink nipples rubbing them between her fingers. Her blue eyes were locked on mine and her soft lips parted as she moaned in pleasure from the touch of her son's tongue.
"Put your fingers inside her. Two of them, feel her pussy."
Still sucking her clit, I brought my hand up and slipped two fingers into her. I gasped at not only how hot and wet she was, but the way she immediately clenched her pussy around my fingers. I pumped them slowly into her, when she moaned, "Harder, baby, shove them in!"
I drove my fingers in as hard as I dared and was rewarded with a long moan and mom pumping her hips into them, pushing them even deeper. I removed my lips from her clit and swirled my tongue around it in hard fast circles.
"That's right, baby!" Mom moaned, "Lick that clit, oh, just like that!"
Mom's hips moved faster and I could feel her thigh shaking beneath the palm of my hand. I began thrusting my fingers harder, while moving my tongue as fast as I could. Between my legs my cock was rock hard and I couldn't stop imagining how good her pussy was going to feel around it.
It dawned on me that if I had thought I was a sick bastard for just thinking about it before, what was I now? Not only was I sucking my mother's pussy, but was about to fuck her and in front of someone.
"Look at her, getting close already!" That someone spoke up, "She's been wanting her son's tongue hasn't she?"
"Oh, I have!" Mom moaned for him, "I've been dreaming of him between my thighs, dying to cum in his face." She groaned as I sucked her clit back into my mouth then added, "Dying to fuck him!"
Those last words sent my fingers plunging into her so deep I felt my knuckles push against the edge of her pussy and I sucked on her clit so hard my lips were making loud smacking noises.
I heard a laugh from next to me. "He wants that! Look at him working for it, and he's fucking hard again!"
"I want it too!" Mom cooed, "Come on, baby, make mommy cum so she can feel her son's big hard dick inside of her!"
Mom stopped and released a long moan. Her hips lifted off the chair and ground in my face. She whimpered, "I'm sooo close, please keep licking!"
"Put your finger in her ass!"
For the first time in awhile, I hesitated and Glen snapped, "Now!"
I quickly removed my hand from her thigh and as I sucked her clit hard into my mouth pushed a finger into my mother's asshole.
"Oh, fuck yeah!" Mom screamed so loud I jumped, but managed to continue licking as her scream was followed by a long loud squeal as she came.
Her pussy contracted down around my fingers and I gasped as she closed her legs, pinning my face between her thighs. She was thrusting her hips, grinding her pussy against my face and I moaned into her hot flesh as I kept both my tongue and fingers moving.



Mom was squealing and bucking wildly on the chair; thrusting her pussy hard into my face, squeezed my head tighter between her thighs. She went quiet for a moment, then crying out loudly, her pussy convulsed around my fingers and I felt a wave of warm sticky fluid flow out around my fingers.
Mom's hips jerked several more times, and then with a long loud sigh, she dropped her legs from my head. I sat back on my knees and looked up to see her sitting back, her eyes closed and her lips parted as she continued to moan softly. Her face was flushed and her tits glistening with sweat. I couldn't help thinking she was the sexiest woman I'd ever seen.
"You made mommy come hard, didn't you?"
"Oh, yeah he did." Mom whispered, opening her eyes.
"Speaking of hard, I think your son has something to give you."
"Yeah?" Mom gave me a sexy smile that made my cock dance between my legs, "You got something nice and hard for your mother?"
"Yes." I stood up and Mom licked her lips at the sight of my fully erect cock.
"Tell her, you...."
His words cut off when I grabbed Mom's ankles and lifting her legs, drove my cock hard and deep into her sopping wet pussy.
"Oh, my fucking God!" Mom cried out, "Oh, baby that's a nice cock!"
"Holy shit!" Glen exclaimed, "I told you we were going to have fun tonight!"
Mom's words sent a thrill though me and spreading her legs as wide as I could I tore into her. The line had been crossed and at this point the only thing I cared about was fucking my hot mother.
Mom was crying out each time I slammed my cock inside her and I took in the sexy sight of my long thick cock plunging deep into her fiery red pussy. She was so wet my cock was not only glistening, but I could hear a wet sucking sound each time I slipped it out.
"That's it baby," Mom called out, "Fuck your mother; give her what she needs!"
She looked over to her left and moaned, "This what you wanted to see? This getting you hot, you sick fuck?"
I wanted to tell her not to egg him on, but following her gaze saw Glen was hard again and jerking off furiously as he watched me fuck her.
"Yes," he groaned, "Damn this is fucking hot! Keep fucking her! Tell her how good she feels!"
"I love fucking you, mom!" I called out in between gasps as I strained to fuck her even harder, "I love my mother's pussy!"
"And I love that cock!" Mom moaned, "But stop!"
I started to slow down and heard Glen say, "No, keep..."
"I want to ride that cock!" Mom told him.
I slid my cock from inside her and standing, mom stepped around me and putting her hands on my chest shoved me down into the chair. As soon as I was sitting, I cried out as bending over, mom put her head in my lap and sucked on me.
"Oh, shit, that's hot." Glen groaned, his hand busy on his cock.
Mom released my cock and licking her lips, laughed, "Bad boy, you taste like your mother!"
Putting her back to me, mom leaned backwards. Bracing her hands on the arms of the chair, she placed her back against my chest. Raising her legs, she put one foot on each of my knees and reaching between our legs, grabbed my cock and guided it to her pussy.
She let her weight go and we both cried out as she impaled herself on my cock. I pumped my hips and relaxing against my back, mom started yelping again with each hard thrust.
Mom's head was resting on my shoulder and reaching up; she grabbed my hair and turned my face to hers. She pressed her lips to mine, kissing me and shoving her tongue into my mouth. I eagerly accepted it and moaned as she raised herself up and down, driving down harder on my cock.
Grabbing my hand, she brought it around her waist and placed it between her legs. Holy shit, I thought as my fingers found her hard clit and rubbed it, what kind of movies had she been watching?
"Yeah, rub that clit; I want to cum on my son's cock!" She purred.
"Fucking wild cat you got there!" Glen laughed, "Jesus, your mother's fucking hot, isn't she?"
"Yes!" I exclaimed, "Ride that cock!" I said in my mother's ear, "Oh, mom you feel so fucking good!"
"Hmm," she cooed, "Keep rubbing and I'll keep riding!"
I pressed harder against her clit and moving my fingers as fast as I could. I put my other arm around her and finding her right nipple played with it. Mom was moaning in my ear and thrusting herself harder onto my cock.
"Yes, yes!" she cried, "A little faster, a little more, Oh baby!!" Mom howled those last words and her pussy squeezed my cock hard as she went off like a rocket.
Mom stopped moving and taking my cue I started fucking her, thrusting my cock as hard as I could into her convulsing pussy. Mom moaned and arching her back paused, before slamming herself back down on me.
Again she screamed and this time it was my cock that received that hot sticky wave of my fluid as my mother came. She slumped against me gasping and wrapping my arms around her waist I fucked her as hard as I could.
"Oh, fuck!" Mom moaned, "That's it, fucking give it to me!"
"Get off him." Glen called out, "You know how you really want your son to take you!"
Mom lifted herself off of my cock and with a groan of effort slipped off of the chair. As she stood in front of it, I saw her sway and felt a sense of accomplishment at the fact I had made her cum so hard she could barely stand. Reaching down, she grabbed my hand and pulled.
I came to my feet, feeling my own legs threatening to give out. Mom put her back to me and climbed onto the chair. This time she put her knees on the arms, spreading herself wide open and putting her forearms across the top of the chair rested her head on them. Turning to look back at me, she asked, "What are you waiting for? Come fuck me, take me on my knees, like the slut I am!"
"Oh my God." I whispered, in awe at the sight of mom's amazing ass and pussy pointing at me.
I could see her pussy dripping down her glistening thighs and took in her little pink rosebud as well. Mom's hair was plastered to her sweaty back and I can't remember ever seeing anything so hot, even in the movies.
"Go on," Glen panted, "Fuck her!"
I looked over to see he was now standing there with his cock in his hand stroking it, but making no move to come any closer. Doing my best to ignore him, I stepped forward and grabbing mom's hips, entered her in one long thrust.
"Oh, fuck that's deep!" She called out.
I stayed there with my cock buried inside her, enjoying the feeling her hot pussy embracing every inch of my hard flesh. I eased it out to the tip, then plunging it back inside started fucking her.
"Oh, fuck yes!" Mom screamed as I hammered away on her pussy.
"That's a good boy!" Glen yelled, "Take your mother's pussy! That's your pussy isn't it?"
"Yes!" I moaned in agreement as I continued my assault on my mother.
"It is baby!" Mom joined in, "Anytime you want it! Anyway you want it! Your mommy's pussy is all yours!"
"Pull her fucking hair! Really give it to her!"
I grabbed the end of mom's sweat soaked hair and pulled back hard on it. Mom yelped and lifting her head from the chair arched her back. That caused my cock to enter her at a different angle and mom screamed, "Oh my fucking god! Oh, baby you're fucking your mother so hard and I fucking love it!"
"That's it, just fuck her now!" Glen moaned, "As hard as you can! Fuck her until you cum!"
That wasn't going to be much longer as my already tired legs were starting to shake and I could feel my balls gathering for release. Letting mom's hair go, I grabbed the cheeks of her ass and spread them open to better enjoy the view of my cock tearing into her pussy. My eyes fixed on her asshole and sliding my hand over, I drove a finger into it.
Mom cried out in surprise and Glen moaned,"Fuck, even I didn't think of that."
I moaned at the sensation of feeling my cock sliding along my finger through the thin skin between mom's ass and pussy and Mom's squeals of delight were telling me she loved it as well. Mom rose up and bracing her hands on the back of the chair, rocked back and forth, shoving my cock even deeper into her.
I was fucking her so hard my balls were slapping against her pussy and she was now wailing continuously as I hammered away on her hot little box. I cried out as she contracted her pussy and ass around my cock, milking it as I fucked her.
I gasped at the feeling of the cum flowing up through my cock and began moaning in between each thrust. The moans turned to whimpers and after several more savage pumps, I cried out and withdrew my cock.
"Hold it!" Glen called out.
Like they did in the movies I squeezed the base of my cock, moaning at the effort to hold back my cum. Mom had slipped off of the chair onto her knees and grabbing my cock from me, pointed it at her face and opened her mouth.
I released my cock and cried out as a tremendous spurt of cum erupted onto my mother's waiting tongue. Mom jerked my cock, and the next spurt struck her on the cheek, then her chin. Mom turned her face so I would get that side as well.
I stood there, moaning and watching, as my mother used my spurting cock to paint her face. I heard a gasp and turned to see Glen pumping his cock fast and hard. He cried out and a long thick spurt of cum shot from the tip of his cock and to my dismay went far enough to strike the side of Mom's face.
Mom either didn't notice or chose not to react to it and a second spurt struck her neck. I was helpless to say anything as she was still stroking my own spurting cock, which she had now pointed lower to spray her tits.
I released a whimper as the last of my load oozed from my spent cock. Mom quickly leaned forward and taking it in her mouth caused me to cry out as she sucked hard enough to get a couple of more drops from me.
Next to us, Glen moaned and almost fell back into his chair as the last of his cum splattered onto the floor near the chair. Exhausted I sank to my knees next to mom and stared at her sweating, cum covered face. Seeing Glen's cum on her cheek and shoulder sent a surge of anger through me and I snapped,
"You fucking asshole! How dare you?"
I started to try to get up, but mom grabbed my shoulder and leaning over said in my ear, "If that's the worst that happens, its okay, Mark."
"I...I didn't mean to." Glen said, causing me to look at him in surprise. "I really just wanted to watch." Looking directly at mom, he added, "I'm sorry."
"Yeah, well take your sorry ass out of my house, you got what you wanted, you twisted fuck, now go!"
And she didn't want me to start up? Glen stared at us and standing; pulled his pants up over his still dripping cock. To my relief he backed away from us towards the door.
"I'm going, but lady, you have to be kidding to say I'm the twisted fuck. The two of you went at it like porn stars. I was just an excuse for you sickos' to have at it."
He had continued to back away and was now next to the front door. Reaching behind him to grab the handle, Glen laughed, "Hey, you should be thanking me; I gave you the chance to break the ice!"
Opening the door he stepped through it and slammed it shut behind him. The second he left I should have felt a sense of relief, but instead my body started to shake and I felt as if I were going to pass out. Mom asked, "Mark, are you okay?"
"I...Oh, my god, mom!" I exclaimed, "What the hell did we just do?"
Mom didn't answer right away, instead her eyes stared into mine and she seemed to be waiting for me to say more, when I didn't she said softly, "We did what we had to."
She reached over and grabbing my shirt from the floor, started to wipe cum from her face. I noticed her hand was shaking and putting mine on her shoulder I asked, "What about you, mom, are you okay?"
"I'm okay," she nodded then gave me a tired smile, "Hell two orgasms and fucked by a guy half your age is many women's idea of a good time."
"But not if it's their son." I said, "Jesus, mom what about dad?"
"Well..."
"And," I continued, my voice cracking, "What about us?"
"First of all, we are not going to tell your father. I told you that when we started." She rolled her eyes, "I think you know why."
"But..."
"Mark, neither of us got hurt. The whacko even said he was sorry about cumming on me, there is no reason for dad to know, all it will do is freak him out."
"Okay." I nodded, "I guess you're right, but we, I mean...I..."
"Mark, it's okay." Tossing the shirt away, she slid over and put her arms around me. I was aware of her tits pressing into me and the fact we were totally naked. It hadn't bothered me a few minutes ago, but now that it was over I felt like it should. Still, it felt good to have her arms around me and I hugged her back tightly.
"Listen, baby." She said in my ear. "We did what he wanted so he wouldn't do worse. You and I just went through a tough experience and you were amazing during it, but now you're scared and that's okay, but don't worry about what we did, its why we're okay now and like I told you, we were just acting out..."
"Mom," I paused, then went ahead with what was really bothering me, "Were you acting?"
Mom kept her arms on my shoulders, but eased back until she was looking at me. "What do you mean?"
"You know, I mean I know we had to, but you were really into it and some of the things you did he didn't ask for and you seemed calm and..." I shrugged, "You still seem calm you even made a joke about it. So were you acting?"
Mom gave me an odd smile, "Were you?"
"Huh?" I asked, caught off guard.
"Were you acting baby? Because you sure didn't need much coaxing once we got going and at the end you couldn't fuck me fast enough." I started to blush and she made it worse with her next question. "So, do you really watch incest porn?"
"I...um..." I couldn't keep looking at her and turning my head whispered, "Yes, but it didn't mean I wanted to do that, I...it was just kind of..."
"I watch it too." Mom said.
I turned back to look at her and started to speak, but she put her finger to my lips
"Mark, like I said this was a bizarre situation and maybe we were so caught up in doing what we had to adrenalin took over and we got into it, or maybe this perv was right and we wanted each other. One way or another, there is a lot to talk about, but we're both exhausted and not thinking straight so this is what I want you to do."
Pointing down the all she said, "I want you to go take a long hot shower and go to bed."
"Mom, no way can I sleep! I..."
"You're coming off one hell of an emotional rush, you'd be surprised. Now do as I ask, if nothing else lay there and rest your body. I'm going to," she frowned at the puddle of Glen's cum on the floor. "Clean up and do the same thing."
"I'll clean up," I told her.
"No," she kissed me on the cheek, "Just get some rest."
I sighed and stood up. As I did my cock ended up directly in front of Mom's face and she winked, "No, there are worse things."
She turned away after she said it and blushing again I headed down the hallway to take a shower. I entered the bathroom and turning on the hot water, went to get in when I noticed there was no towel. Leaving the water running, I left the bathroom and opened the door to the closet to grab a couple.
When I closed the door, I glanced down the hallway into the living room and saw Mom was sitting on the chair. She was still naked and I saw she was on her cell. Who the hell would she be calling right after that?
I felt my stomach twist at the thought dad may have called to say he landed and a wave of guilt flowed though me. Putting my head down I went into the shower and tried to wash away the shame of what I had done. No, it wasn't the shame of the act that was bothering me, but the simple fact that I had enjoyed it.
*****
I jumped at the sound of a car door in the driveway and sat up, my heart pounding. I looked out my partially open bedroom window and sighed when I saw it was Jack coming home. I had come to bed an hour ago and had been drifting in and out of a troubled sleep filled with alternating visions of fucking my mother then being confronted by my father who had found out we had. I let out a deep breath and lay back on the pillows.
As it had since I'd come to bed the visual of mom blowing me entered my mind, followed by a montage of images from our incestuous romp. I kept hearing mom saying how much she wanted me, but told myself it was the heat and stress of the moment. However, the look on her face when we were doing it...
"Please stop it," I whispered out loud, "Just shut it down!"
I closed my eyes and tried to think about school, work, anything to keep from thinking about mom. I had just started to nod off when I heard the distinct click of my door opening. My eyes snapped open and I saw mom entering the room. She closed the door behind her and walking over to my bed, looked down at me, "Can't sleep baby?"
"No." I said.
Mom was wearing her robe from earlier and sitting on the edge of my bed, she put her hand on my chest, "Neither can I." she paused, then added, "I want to talk to you."
"Sure." I started to sit up, but mom pushed on my chest.
"Stay where you are."
Mom climbed onto the bed and grabbing the sheet, pulled it off of me, exposing the fact I was naked beneath.
"Mom!" I exclaimed, "I'm..."
"Not like I haven't seen it." She said with a smile. "And baby you have nothing to be ashamed of." To my surprise, my cock was already growing and Mom nodded approvingly.
"Hmm, that's a good sign for me."
"Mom, what are you....oh."
I gasped as she reached down and stroked my rapidly stiffening cock.
"Mark, I...want you." She whispered. "And I have a confession to make, I...I've wanted you for awhile now."
"You...you do?" I managed as she stroked me faster.
"I do, I don't know who Glen was, but honey he was right, I've been teasing you and trying to get you to want me. I was scared when he first started tonight, but when he said you watched those movies I..." leaning down she kissed me softly,
"I decided I would give you everything those women gave their sons in the videos and hoped you would want more." Sitting up, she released my now erect cock and untying her robe, slipped it from her shoulders, revealing those perfect tits and that amazing fiery red bush. "So baby, do you want more?"
"We...we shouldn't." I whispered as leaning over she teasingly trailed her long red hair against my chest and stomach.
"That's not the question. Should doesn't matter anymore because we already have, now it's about do you want me the way I want you?"
Her lips were now brushing my stomach and I placed my hands in her soft red hair. "Dad." I said simply.
"Will never know. We won't tell, just a little secret between a naughty mother and her equally naughty son."
Mom tossed her hair over her shoulder so I could get a clear view of her lips trialing towards my cock. "You going to be my naughty boy?"
She reached my cock and I moaned as she kissed the head before taking it into her mouth and bobbing her head slowly.
"Oh, god," I moaned, "I'll be anything you want me to be!"
"Good answer," Mom laughed as she removed me from her mouth. "But a little different this time."
Mom took me back into her mouth and with a sigh sucked me slowly, taking me about halfway each time, before working her soft lips back to the tip. I ran my hand along her back and reaching her ass, slid my hand down between her legs. My fingers found her wet pussy, then her swollen clit. As she took her time sucking me, I rubbed her clit in slow circles.
"Hmm," Mom purred while taking me deep into her mouth.
We continued to take our time enjoying each other, then mom sat up and bracing her hands on my chest swung her leg over my hips so she was straddling me. She rocked back and forth and I groaned at the feeling of her wet pussy rubbing along my lower stomach just over my yearning cock. Mom leaned over and began to move side to side, playfully sliding her nipple across my lips.



She laughed, when reaching up, I grabbed her tits and holding them still kissed one nipple, then the other.
"Yeah, nice and easy this time." She said, and then purred when I sucked on her left nipple.
She leaned away, taking her nipple from me, but sliding back placed her pussy against my cock. She rocked up and down, sliding my hard flesh between her wet lips. I released a frustrated whimper and with another laugh she rose up and reaching back, guided me into her. Unlike last time she lowered herself slowly, allowing us both to enjoy the sensation of every inch of my hard flesh slipping inside her.
When I was completely buried in her warm moist pussy, mom sighed and moved her hips slowly riding me. Leaning down, she slid her arms underneath mine and kissed me. Again, unlike before this kiss was soft and sweet, her lips lightly caressing mine.
She hugged me close to her as she continued to kiss and wrapping my arms around her slender waist I pulled her even closer to me. Mom slid her lips from mine and nuzzling her face into my neck began kissing me gently just under my ear.
"Oh, that's nice" she cooed, "Out there we fucked and I loved it, but this time, nice and easy, this time we love each other."
Her words caused a lump to grow in my throat and even as I worked my cock slowly in and out of her I felt a wave of emotion come over me. Love her. That's what we were doing, we were making love.
As if reading my thoughts, mom continued, "That's right baby, what can be wrong with this? A mother and son simply choosing to use their bodies as well as their hearts to love each other? This isn't wrong baby; it just brings us closer together."
As good as her words sounded and her body felt pressed against me, I repeated my greatest problem with this. "But dad..."
"I love him too and I can love you both." She moaned softly as she began rocking faster and coming down harder on my cock. "He travels so much now; you can take care of me in every way when he's gone."
She playfully flicked my ear lobe with her tongue, "You going to take care of mommy, baby? You going to keep her company and show her how much you love her?"
"Yes." I told her and before I even realized I was going to do it, I wrenched my shoulder off the bed and twisted our bodies, pushing mom to the side.
She yelped in surprise, and then moaned in delight as we rolled over and I was now on top of her, looking down at her as I pumped my cock in and out of her wonderful pussy.
"Oh, this is so nice!" she told me.
She smiled up at me and taken by how beautiful she was I lowered my lips to hers and as she had done, wrapped my arms beneath her. Mom put hers around me as well and began lightly trailing her nails across my back. She wrapped her long legs around my waist, drawing me even deeper inside her and moaned, "I love you baby."
"I love you to," I told her as I gently made love to her.
I buried my face in her neck and kissed the soft creamy flesh between her neck and shoulder. Mom was moaning softly in my ear and had begun to move her hips in perfect rhythm with mine. Although I had had sex with a few girls over the last couple of years and been soft and sweet with them, I had never made love like this before. But then again had I ever loved any of them the way I did my mother?
Mom's moans in my ear were driving me crazy and even as slow as I was going I could feel my body beginning to tremble as it prepared to cum yet again for my mother. Sensing my body tightening, mom whispered, "That's it baby, let me have it inside this time. I want to feel my son cum deep inside me."
Her words pushed me over the edge and unable to help it I started pumping faster and within seconds I moaned loudly in her ear as my cock erupted inside her.
"Ohh, that feels good, baby!" she groaned as I continued to fill her with my hot cum.
I moaned as she began clenching her pussy around my cock, milking every last drop deep into willing flesh. When my spent cock had no more to give, I started to push up, but hugging me tightly, mom whispered, "Stay right here, let me hold you."
I let myself relax against her and sighed contentedly as she played with my hair. I could feel my cock growing soft inside her and she purred in my ear as she held me. My head jerked and I realized I had started to doze off, while lying there, still inside her.
Mom looked up at me and smiled, "See, a mother knows what her son needs, now how about you lie on your side and I'll curl up and spend the night with you?"
I was so tired all I could do was nod. I rolled over on my side and a moment later felt Mom press her warm body against me. I could feel her soft tits pushing into my back and she slipping her arm around my waist he pulled me further back against me.
Kissing my back, she said softly, "Go to sleep baby, we'll figure this all out tomorrow okay?"
"Okay." I murmured already slipping off into sleep, "Love you mom."
"Love you too baby"
*****
I opened my eyes and with an effort lifted my head. Blinking to clear my vision I focused on the alarm clock and saw it was just after midnight. The last time I looked at the clock it had been just after ten thirty. I was so tired; I could barely keep my eyes opened, but wondered what had awoken me.
I heard the sound of my door click and realized mom's arm was no longer around me. I sat up to see her just leaving my room and started to speak, when I heard the sound of a car door, next to my window. I turned my head and felt my stomach lurch as I saw dad's car backed in and his broad back as he pulled the suitcases from the trunk.
"Mom!" I called out, "Dad's home!"
"I know honey," Mom turned in the doorway to face me and help up her phone. "I had this in my robe and he called a few minutes ago, his flight was delayed then cancelled, "You must have really been asleep not to hear it ring."
"But...I mean you were just in bed with me and..."
"Easy, baby," she put her hands up, "He called first and I'm going to go meet him in the living room, why on earth would he think we were in bed together?"
"I..." I shrugged, "I'm just scared about what we did and..."
"Don't be. Mark, that's the best thing about this, who would ever think anything as going on, even dad."
I wasn't convinced, but didn't reply. Instead I swung my legs off the bed and grabbing a pair of jeans off my end table, stood and slipped them on.
"Why don't you stay in bed, baby?" You'll see dad in the morning."
"I...I want to see him." I said as I made my way over to her.
Mom looked nervous for the first time and asked, "You going to be okay? You can't say anything about Glen or..."
"I know." I told her not wanting to admit I wanted to see dad because I was afraid she might mention Glen.
I heard the door in the living room and went to go out there, when mom stopped me. "Let me go out there first. Give me a minute before you come out so it doesn't look weird."
I nodded, but as she walked down the hall, quietly followed her staying a few feet behind her. When mom entered the living room, I stopped and hovered just past the doorway so dad couldn't see me from that side of the room.
"Hey sweetie, sorry about your trip." Mom said.
"Hey sexy!" Dad exclaimed, "Tell you what, you're damn sight finer looking than the jerks I was meeting up with!"
I heard a thump as Dad dropped his suit cases then the unmistakable sound of them kissing. I gave it a few seconds then entered the room. Dad was hugging mom tightly as they kissed and my heart skipped a beat at the thought of where my mother's mouth had been not more than an hour ago.
"Hey dad."
"Hey kid!" Dad said, pulling away from my mother, "Sorry I woke you up."
"No worries." I told him as I made my way over
Dad clapped me hard on the shoulder, but frowned as he looked at my face.
"You okay, Mark? You look kind of pale, feeling alright?"
"Well..."
"Poor baby got one of those migraines." Mom cut in, "So he went to bed early," touching my cheek, she asked, "You feel any better?"
"Yeah, a little." I went along with her.
"Shit, I feel bad you got up." Dad frowned.
"I heard a car door, and it was late, so I...uh....just wanted to make sure it was you."
"That's my boy!" Dad gave my shoulder a painful squeeze, "You really look after your mother don't you?"
I felt as if I had been kicked in the stomach, but managed to come up with a weak smile, "Yup, have to be the man of the house when you're gone right?"
"Damn straight." He laughed and put his arm around mom, "You have to make sure your mom here isn't letting those good looking young guys slip in here when I'm away."
"Oh, please." Mom laughed. Then, giving me wink, said, "Don't worry, Joe, your son takes damn good care of his mommy when you're not here."
Her remark caused me to begin to blush and dad shook his head, "Wow, now you're flushed and you're sweating. Why don't you head back to bed, Mark. I'm beat and I'm heading to bed myself." He grinned at mom, "Maybe not right to sleep, but right to bed."
"Um, yeah." I said, trying to not to think about the fact my mother was going to have sex with him after what we had just done. "Good night, guys."
"Night, baby," Mom said, then laughed, "No kiss goodnight for your mother?"
With a resigned sigh, I turned around and kissed her on the cheek, as I did she whispered, "Please don't worry, he won't know."
I nodded and without realizing I was going to do it, gave her a quick hug.
"I love how close you guys are." Dad said, making me feel even worse than I had before.
As I walked away, he reached out and giving me a playful shove said, "Get some rest, we have to do the yard tomorrow."
"Okay, night dad."
I slunk into my room and knowing I couldn't sleep, sat on my bed. I was thinking of trying to read when I heard mom and dad walk past. Wow, they weren't kidding about going right to bed. Of course that meant dad was looking to get laid and I cringed at the thought mom was going to let him.
I heard their door close and found I couldn't get my mind to stop racing, she wouldn't really would she? I frowned as it dawned on me I had to know. Getting up, I quietly opened my door and padded down the hallway.
The bathroom light was always left on and I closed the door partway so they wouldn't be able to see my shadow beneath their door and moving as quietly as I could made my way over next to their door.
"Can you believe it?" dad asked.
I allowed a small smile to cross my face at the thought of how thin their door was and how they had never known how many times as a kid I had eavesdropped when I thought they had a surprise for me or I was in trouble.
"Believe what, that he wanted it? You were the one who started this whole thing."
My smile disappeared at her words.
"No, I knew he wanted to, that's why I had you start playing Mrs. Robinson, what I can't believe is you were right and it had to be plan B."
"He's a good kid and it was never going to happen, even if I point blank offered." Mom laughed, "Besides even though I know it was mean, it was hot as fucking hell!"
"Yeah it was." Dad agreed, "And you were right about that being the only way it could be that nasty," he laughed again, "You were fucking hot Rachel! Damn hot!"
"So was my baby." Mom replied, "He manned up just like you knew he would."
Oh my God! I slowly sank to my knees telling myself I wasn't hearing them right or they were talking about something else.
"Hey, Rachel?" Dad began his voice softening, "Thanks for that, you don't know how long I have had that fantasy, hell I wanted my mother so bad I could taste it, but..."
"I know, I've heard about it for years." She told him, "Besides it's not like I didn't enjoy it. Tell you what Joe; I'm glad I didn't throw your ass out like I wanted to when you first started talking about this."
"That makes two of us!" he laughed again, "And it being nice and nasty was exactly what I wanted." There was a moment of silence and he asked, "So, you get what you wanted?"
"Oh, yes." Mom sighed, "Joe, he melted right into me, it was so sweet, so..." she purred, "so sexy!"
No, no, no, I kept thinking over and over again, I had to be dreaming.
"No hesitation?"
"None, and sleeping with him felt wonderful."
"So..." dad began, "Do you think maybe we'll all be able to...you know, together? The thought of you between Mark and I..."
The three of us? My mother with me and dad, together? Dad had wanted grandma? What the fuck?
"Yes." Moms answered, "But not right now; let's wait until you go away a couple of times. Give him the chance to be really comfortable with me."
"Okay." Dad sighed, "I guess I can't complain, tonight was fucking hot. Speaking of hot, why don't you take that robe off and spread those sexy legs of yours?"
"Ohh, a third load, sure you got it in you, old man?"
"You're going to have it in your mouth you keep talking like that." He told her.
"I've had plenty in my mouth tonight." Mom laughed, "And my pussy."
"Well when have you ever gotten enough?"
"Hey, I didn't say no!" Mom laughed and I heard the bed squeak as she jumped onto it. "Come and get it baby."
"Spread your pussy." Dad told her, "Show it to me."
"Fine, but it sounded better with that stupid gizmo you were using in that mask."
"Yeah, halfway through I started wondering if the batteries were going to last, Mark used that two years ago."
I slumped against the wall and put my hand to my throbbing temple. This was some kind of sick joke it had to be.
"You want to lick my pussy, honey?" Mom said from within the room.
"Damn straight I do." I heard the bed again and a moment later, mom moaned softly, then laughed,
"Hmm, you don't mind getting your son's sloppy seconds?"
My eyes widened and as it dawned on me that there was no mistaken what had happened, I heard the sound of a slap and dad cry out, "Ow! What was that for?"
Mom laughed, "That was for coming in my face, Glen!"
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Allison Saunders jumped at the sound of her cell phone going off on her chest. Slipping it from where she had tucked it into her bra she saw it was Cindy and answered groggily, "I'm up."
"Okay," her assistant's annoyingly upbeat voice chirped in her ear, "But don't doze back off, Victoria is due any minute and the girls will be here in a half hour."
"Yes, mom." Allison ended the call and putting the phone down, sat up on the small couch in her office. She hadn't been tired, but always took a power nap before all her big pitches and was too superstitious to stop now. As always, she'd gone out like a light and was glad she'd told Cindy to call her.
Allison stretched her arms over her head; the familiar feeling of anticipation running through her at the chance to land another big client. The 'girls' as Cindy referred to them were Jasmine and Simone and they weren't just a large account to land, but one that had the potential to drastically change A&S advertising's old fashioned reputation.
Jasmine Sinn was a former porn star who'd made a name for herself by only performing with women. After retiring she had met and fallen in love with fashion designer Simone Sachon, who gained notoriety for creating lingerie specifically for the BDSM community.
The two women were gorgeous, oozed sex appeal, and two years ago combined their business savvy to launch Sinnsatiable. The company catered not just to the lesbian market, but specifically lipstick lesbians.
That had caused some negative feedback from a faction of the lesbian community who were offended they were being represented as hot female porn stars, but Jasmine and Simone had chosen well. Just as many men were buying their products for their girlfriends, effectively gaining them two markets.
Sinnsatiable's latest product was an as yet unnamed pheromone based perfume, and not happy with their original marketing company had decided to shop it around. As soon as Allison caught wind of it she approached the President of A&S, Edwin Blake about going after them, but he refused.
Edwin was in his late sixties and adhered to family values. In the recent past Allison had gotten him to go with some racier themes to keep up with the competition, but he said he was drawing the line on a lesbian porn star.
Allison had been disappointed and thought of pursuing them anyway, but she didn't want to piss off Blake, whom since she had landed several large contracts recently, had pretty much given her free reign in the company.
However, when Jasmine contacted her directly things changed. Jasmine had discovered Allison had been behind Rapture's 'No boys Allowed campaign' which featured supermodel and fellow Circle member Victoria Redding, in a spa with two other women, suggestively rubbing skin cream onto each other's shoulders. That campaign had put the stagnant A&S back on the map and inspired Jasmine to give them, and Allison specifically, a chance.
Getting the rest of the senior execs behind her, Allison had again approached Blake. After a hard fought battle she had received permission to try to bring them aboard and called the LA based company. To date she had not met with either Jasmine or Simone and had only had one conversation that lasted more than ten minutes.
Neither provided any specifics, giving Allison only two things to go on. The first; it had to be as erotic as she could get away with and the second was what Allison was afraid was going to be a sticking point; Simone wanted Victoria to be part of the campaign.
Not sure if Victoria would commit to something that racy, but knowing Simone was used to getting her way, Allison had gambled and guaranteed her Victoria.
She called Victoria and when she refused. Allison asked her to do it as a Circle favor. After all, wasn't one of the biggest purposes of the group the advancement of its members?
After a long pause, during which she imagined Victoria calling her names under her breath, she had answered coolly, "Very well Lady Pandora, The Lady Felicia will honor our groups mission and will look at your proposal."
Allison had begun to thank her when she'd added, "But keep in mind no one will ever be asked to do a favor that could in turn destroy their own career unless it is a dire emergency and adding to your client list does not constitute such an emergency."
She'd hung up without a goodbye and Allison had been tempted to call her back and hiss and meow on her voicemail, but decided against it. In the year she'd known Victoria they'd become close and she always referred to Allison as the little sister she'd always wanted. If need be Allison would beg her big sister to help her.
Allison had come up with two ideas that weren't too racy, but not all that exciting. The third was absolutely lights out, but the issue would be how racy it was. Edwin had signed off on it, saying Allison could sink or swim and if he caught a lot of backlash, she would take the heat, but Victoria was going to be an issue.
Allison slipped on the pair of black stiletto heels that matched the inappropriately short black skirt she'd chosen to wear. Jasmine and Simone were all about the female form and Allison had decided to play to that the same way she would if they were men.
Standing, she walked over to the coat rack and looked at the short sleeved black blouse she had hung up before she took a nap. All she had on right now was a red sleeveless shirt that revealed her ample cleavage and was short enough to have a tendency to rise and expose the emerald pendent dangling from her naval. She debated the shirt, then figuring leaving it off would be a bit too obvious, decided to compromise and slipped the shirt on, but left it unbuttoned.
Opening the closet next to the rack, Allison stared into the mirror set into the inside of the door and checked her make up to make sure it hadn't smeared around her eyes.
Although the rest of her assets so to speak were quite impressive, by far her eyes were her best feature. They were a deep shade of emerald green and so bright she had been asked countless times if they were contacts.
So many people had commented on them resembling cat's eyes that at eighteen Allison had a pair of matching eyes tattooed on the small of her back along with the nose and whiskers of a cat.
The line "Would you like to look into my eyes?" had become a standard one she used with her boys and one they never answered in the negative.
Both sets of her eyes stood out even more due to her fair complexion which in itself was a sharp contrast to her long curly raven black hair. With the right make up, Allison could pull off the goth look-and had on several occasions for the right boy-but otherwise went for a more fun and playful appearance.
Hopefully the girls would think she looked fun and playful because she may need every edge could get if Victoria couldn't be brought on board. Allison gave herself an up and down look smoothing her skirt and taking in her long shapely legs.
The heels did good things for them and turning, she looked over her shoulder. Allison was far from chubby, but she wasn't slender either.
Allison's hips were full and her ass was well rounded. Her breasts were large and as part of her busty figure her thighs were full and soft. Several men over the years had described her body as soft and inviting, others had used the word, 'lush'.
That was a word Allison enjoyed, far more than the term one of her pets had used when he said she was nice and 'thick'. For that remark he'd been made to lick his nice 'thick' load from her toes and thank her for the honor.
Taking a moment to pull her tight undershirt down so that even more of the tops of her breasts showed she closed the door and made her way to the area behind her desk, Allison looked at the framed poster on the wall of the No Boys allowed campaign.
Victoria wearing a towel wrapped around her with her long legs crossed and laughing as the red head behind her rubbed her shoulders.
The third woman, a beautiful brunette, was watching them with a sultry smile on her face that declared there was something more going on than met the eye. Otherwise the ad wasn't all that racy and Allison felt her confidence in Victoria's saying yes slipping away.
Turning from the poster Allison walked over to her desk and opening her lap top started the power point presentation. Looking at the screen on the wall across from her, she skipped over the first two ideas and for the fifth time today watched what she already knew would be the winning ad.
The first image being shown was the perfume in its black bottle with hot pink lettering declaring the name she had chosen for the campaign, "Sisters in Sin" The next was two professionally dressed women, one brunette, one blonde, sitting at a small table sharing a drink.
The camera had panned back far enough to show the brunette's heel off and her foot running playfully up the long skirt of the blonde.
A sultry female voice uttered the phrase, "Partners in Life"
Turning her back to the screen, Allison mentally counted to three and mouthed the next words as they were spoken "Sisters in Sin" Turning around she stared at the last image. It was the same two women, sitting on a floor before a fireplace.
Their legs were bent, the blonde's over the brunette's and they were embracing. With the exception of matching black thongs they were naked; their breasts pressed against each other, and their heads were cocked; their red lips parted as they leaned in for a passionate kiss.
Allison thought the ad was perfect if Jasmine and Simone would settle for the models that posed for it, but she'd already been told it was Victoria or bust.
She stared at the women's breasts; fully visible except for their nipples and with their legs up a good deal of the curve of their ass was showing.
It was a far cry from no boys allowed, and again she felt the butterflies in her stomach. The biggest problem was Victoria hadn't seen this yet. Allison had just about finished it when she had left for Europe for two weeks.
They'd spoken on the phone and Victoria wanted it e-mailed to her, but Allison wanted to speak with her in person where it would be harder for her to refuse. Victoria kept asking how racy it was and she had been vague about it.
Victoria had arrived back in New York two days ago, but had been unable to make it to see Allison until today, meaning she was going to see this about a half hour before the girls, which left Allison very little time to convince her to, or if need be, out right beg for her help.
The phone on her desk beeped and Cindy's voice declared, "Allison, Victoria is here."
Thumbing the speaker, she said, "Send her in."
Picking up her compact from the desk, Allison flipped it open, pushed her lips out in a pout and whispered, "Please Vicky? Please help your little sister!"
*****
"Absolutely not!" Victoria exclaimed.
"But Vic...."
"Don't but me!" Waving her hand at the image on the screen she asked, "Are you serious, Allison?"
"It's not that bad," she said lamely, "You can't see...."
"What can't you see?" Victoria demanded, her blue eyes flaring, "My nipples, that's about all you can't see," she grunted disgustedly, "For Christ's sake why don't you just ask me to spread my legs for Hustler?"
"Now you're just being a drama queen." Allison forced a laugh.
"I have a reputation to uphold!" Victoria told her, "This is far too risqué for me!"
"You did No boys!" she pointed out even though she knew what the response would be.
"I'm covered by a towel and yes it's a little suggestive, but it's not blatant. These women are ready to start playing tonsil hockey in the buff!"
"Look Vicky," Allison put her hands up to calm her irate friend down. "I understand it's more than you've done in the past, but you're one of the most successful models in the country! It's not going to cost you anything," she put her arms out, "It's not like you're a sponsor for the damn family channel!"
"My reputation is built on having standards and adhering to those standards." She crossed her arms over her chest, "Victoria Redding is not a piece of meat and..."
She stopped when Allison burst out laughing, "Oh, get off your horse!" she said , "In your last video you told that kid the only way he could fuck you was to suck another man's cock and you watched him do it! So don't give me that standards crap!"
"What I do as the Lady Felicia has no bearing on my public persona." Victoria told her coolly. "I take my career seriously and represent myself professionally."
"I can see that." Allison nodded as she took in Victoria's outfit.
Allison had expected Victoria to show up dressed to kill like she often did when they went out for lunch or shopping, but today's ensemble was different. Victoria was wearing a knee length black skirt with matching blazer and a white blouse beneath it.
Her long honey blonde hair which she normally wore down was pinned up and Allison noted she was wearing little make up. Even her shoes were plain black pumps with a low heel.
Victoria looked down at herself, "You have a problem with my attire?"
"You look like my high school librarian." Allison laughed, "Where are your glasses?"
"I came here for a business meeting." She told her seriously. "When it suits me I play the sexy blonde bombshell, I'll even widen my baby blues, giggle and look vacant if it's called for, but when it's time to negotiate its different."
"I'll say."
"Don't mock me Allison. I also don't feel like being ogled by the bitches in heat you're bringing in here."
"Well that was catty." Allison pointed out.
"I want to be taken seriously, not drooled upon." she rolled her eyes, "But I have no worries, you're showing enough for both of us."
"Sex sells." She shrugged.
"It does," Victoria looked back where the last image of the ad was on the screen on her wall, "And that will sell, but without me."
"Vicky, they don't want anyone else."
"Bullshit. What will happen when I refuse? You think they're going to scrap a perfect campaign because they can't have me?"
"They might, they're hardcore, they get what they want or they walk away."
"Then they're idiots because this is a hell of an image." Victoria walked closer to the picture. "I love the way they're looking at each other and the pose is excellent."
She placed her hand over the image and traced the curve of the brunette's ass. "I like the contrast, this girl has some curves the other's well toned, and the hair color," she nodded, "Its hot Allison; you can sell this without me."
"You're really going to refuse?"
"I believe absolutely not means no."
"Come on Vicky!" she implored, "Please do this for me!"
"No," she shook her head, "I won't compromise my principles Allison, even for you."
"Principles?" she rolled her eyes, "Give me a...."
"Yes principles!" Victoria snapped at her. "You forget that years ago I was barely paying my bills while girls with a fraction of my looks and talent were getting assignments left and right and you know why they were?"
"You've told me this before, because..."
"Because their auditions started on the casting couch and I refused to whore myself! Even when I was approached by the Circle I hesitated because to me that initiation was just a hardcore audition."
She shrugged, "But then I decided what the group was offering were the chances I should have been getting all along and went with it."
Still staring at the image on the wall Victoria said quietly, "But professionally I am proud to say I have never sold out and done anything along the lines of appealing to the meat market."
"Then what about the Circle?" Allison asked as she glanced nervously at her watch, the girls would be there soon.
"What about it?"
"We're supposed to help each other!"
"And I didn't help you with No boys allowed?"
"You offered me that to get me into the group." Allison reminded her, "That wasn't just a favor to me, that was you playing me."
Victoria gave her a small smile, "Good point, but ultimately you benefitted greatly from that campaign and stand to benefit even more today from it."
"Not if you won't help! Besides, since when are there limits on favors?" she asked, "Just because you helped me once shouldn't mean you can't again. Honestly Victoria that's not being very fair!"
"Fair?" Victoria asked, her blue eyes widening, "How dare you say that!"
"What do you...?"
"I am your sister in the Circle, but I am also your High Lady and it is not for you to continue to make demands upon me!"
"So I should tell Mistress Scarlett that Lady Felicia is above helping her sisters?"
Victoria turned from the wall and walking up to her, fixed her now cold gaze on her. She spoke quietly, but with an intensity that surprised her.
"You want to play the game with me Pandora?" she asked, "Okay, I'll play. First the rule is nothing in the Circle is free so tell me oh, grabby one, when did you repay me for the No boys ad?"
"Well I..."
"And what of the huge favor I did for you on Mark's behalf to even let you stay in the group? And let's also address how I got you out of granted time with The Texas Circle's enforcer because you were afraid of his reputation. Shall I go on?"
"Okay, but you..." Allison started, but Victoria was now on a roll.
"And who took you under their wing? Who explained all the rules to you and made sure you didn't get yourself in trouble? Better yet, who handpicked the member you were pledged to at the conference last year? Who made sure you ended up with an older member who was just looking to have some fun rather than one of the others who live to tear apart new members?"
She pointed at herself, "And what have I gotten in return? What have you done for me, Lady Pandora? Or am I supposed to think the gift of your friendship should suffice to even the score?"
"That's pretty harsh." Allison said, taken aback at her attitude, "You've never asked me for anything. If you did than I would..."
"And fact is Pandora you tricked me into coming here."
"Well, I may have been a little vague, but..."
"No Allison, you knew damn well I would not agree to this. Knew that if you had sent me this when I was in Europe I would have refused, so you stalled and strung me along and now here we are with your clients on their way and you're trying to put me on the spot, thinking I couldn't possibly make you look bad!"
She waved her hand disgustedly, "You tricked me, no more than that you used me Pandora, you're trying to manipulate me and for that alone, I am not going to help you."
"Y...you're right." She said softly, "But I really need this Vicky! I've been thinking of getting my own agency in a couple of years and a client like this could..."
"All about you, isn't it my bratty little sister?"
Allison's reply was cut off by her phone. Walking past Victoria, she hit the button, already knowing what Cindy was calling for.
"Jasmine and Simone are here to see you, Allison."
"Give me a minute, Cindy, I'll be right out."
"Why don't you have Cindy take them into your conference room so they don't see me leave?" Victoria picked her purse up off her desk.
Allison nodded, but instead of calling Cindy looked back at the women on the wall. Turning to Victoria she began,
"Vicky I'm sorry; you're right I played you dirty. But the Circle's all about games and I get caught up in them sometimes. I really want this and if I have to tell them I couldn't get you then..."



"They'll know they were tricked as well." Victoria smiled, "You promised them something you didn't have and are now going to try to sell them a lesser product," she sighed, "That should do wonders for your reputation."
"Vicky..."
"Don't play with fire if you can't get burned. You did this to yourself. Now save some face and get me out of here without them knowing I was..."
She stopped, as willing to try anything, Allison dropped down to her knees and taking Victoria's hand looked up at her. "Please Lady Felicia? Please help me! I'll do anything you ask in return, no matter what it is, I'll do it!"
"Oh, have some dignity." Victoria rolled her eyes.
"Please!" Allison pushed her lip out into her best pout, the one where her lower lip trembled and widening her bright green eyes, she spoke in her little girl voice, "Please do this for me Vicky, and your bratty little sister will be ever so grateful!"
Victoria paused and her eyes narrowed in thought. The phone buzzed again and placing her cheek against Victoria's hand, she looked up at her and added a soft whimper to the pout.
Victoria sighed heavily, "Fine, have them come in and I will at least discuss it and make it look as if it's me not cooperating rather than you being the manipulative brat you are."
"Thank you so much Victoria!" Allison jumped to her feet; as long as Victoria was here there was still a chance! Heading for the door she called over her shoulder "And I mean it! If you do this for me I owe you big time."
When Victoria didn't reply Allison turned to see she had walked back to the wall and was staring intently at the image of the sisters in sin her hand once again tracing the curve of the brunette's ass.
*****
Allison sat nervously at the end of the conference table as the presentation began. As the two ideas she'd originally cobbled together to offer some safer approaches Victoria might go for began to play, she frowned.
She already knew once Sisters and Sin was shown there would be no doubt which was the best approach. Ignoring the first set of images which consisted of two women on a beach under the moonlight, Allison looked over to her left where Jasmine and Simone were sitting.
The two women were just as, if not more attractive, than the models Allison had used in the presentations. Jasmine was a tall slender blonde with grey eyes and high cheekbones that Allison could easily see landing her on the cover of any woman's magazine.
From the neck down however, it could be any men's magazine or website. Jasmine's impressive breasts were all but falling out of the tight low cut black dress she was wearing. Although the dress was long, it was slit up to the hip on the left showing the entire length of her well shaped leg.
Next to her, Simone was just as attractive, but a total opposite of her lover. A brunette with a gorgeous coffee and cream complexion, Simone's brown eyes were wide and expressive, giving her a look of innocence that was totally misleading.
Her long black hair was down and the only thing on her back, which was completely exposed in the revealing red dress she was wearing. The dress tied around her neck and crisscrossed over her small perky tits. The dress was tight enough to not only show off that she wasn't wearing a bra, but that there were hoops through both her nipples.
The backless dress exposed her smooth flesh down to the large butterfly tramp stamp tattoo just over the curve of her ass. The dress was as short as it was tight and Allison had no doubt anyone sitting across from her would get quite a show if she were to uncross her legs.
As the second presentation came on, featuring two women dancing suggestively in a club, Allison found it ironic that Victoria, by far, was the most conservatively dressed. Jasmine and Simone on the other hand would be welcome at any Circle meeting.
At the thought of Victoria, Allison turned her head to the right, where she was sitting. Victoria was watching the video and doing a good job of feigning interest.
As Allison stared at her, she had the distinct impression Victoria knew she was looking and deliberately ignoring her. Allison felt a sinking feeling in her stomach as it dawned on her that Victoria was not going to cooperate.
Right now the best she could hope for was that Victoria meant what she said and would make it seem that she was the problem and allow Allison to save some face. As it was Victoria had already saved her some embarrassment.
When Allison had left the office to greet the girls and invite them in for a drink, she had forgotten to shut the lap top off. It had occurred to her just as she was opening the door and she'd had a moment of panic until she saw Victoria had closed it.
Victoria greeted Jasmine and Simone pleasantly and as they sat around Allison's desk having a drink, was quite chatty. Having spent a lot of time on the West Coast for work, Victoria knew many of the same people Jasmine did and the conversation was friendly and unforced.
As they spoke, Allison noticed Simone not just staring at her, but blatantly checking her out. When she caught her staring directly at her chest, Simone simply gave her a sultry smile and a wink.
After the drink they had gone to the main conference room and Allison had a hard time keeping a straight face as she took in the look on the faces of the men they passed.
Eyes widened and there was more than one comical double take as the parade of four gorgeous women made their way down through the firm.
Once they'd arrived in the conference room, Allison frowned when she realized the air conditioning was on the fritz. She silently cursed herself for not remembering that and booking one of the other rooms.
She apologized and offered them to go back to her office, but with another sexy smile, Simone commented a little sweating wasn't necessarily a bad thing and gave Allison another wink.
Allison returned the wink and playing along to gain any advantage she could, decided to remove her blouse and as she took her time laying it over the back of her chair, leaned over far enough to give her prospective client a good view down her shirt.
When she looked up, she caught Jasmine looking as well and when she noticed Allison looking, commented that, no, where they were would be just fine. Allison laughed, but as she hit the lights to begin the presentation saw Victoria rolling her eyes at her.
Allison was pulled from her thoughts by the words, "Partners in Life." She looked over at the girls and saw Simone smile and whisper something to Jasmine who emitted a naughty giggle and slipped her arm around her.
Allison bit her lip as the words "Sisters in sin" were uttered and felt a wave of mixed emotions when Jasmine exclaimed, "Oh, that's perfect!" she clapped her hands and with a low whistle Simone added, "Damn that's hot, I love it!"
Her stomach fluttering, Allison rolled her chair back far enough to hit the lights. As she rolled back forward she looked under the table and saw that Simone had her shoe off and was playfully running her foot along Jasmine's leg.
"So," Allison began nervously, "I take it you like this one the best?"
"Not even close!" Simone laughed, "And not just the best of these, Allison, this is better by far than anything we've seen!"
"I think the scene where they're playing under the table sets the last image up beautifully." Jasmine told her, "It tells me work hard, play hard!"
"And the pose." Simone released a sigh that was close to a moan, "So sexy, so intimate, look at how they're looking at each other it not only says lust, it says love!" turning to Jasmine she put on a pout remarkably like Allison's and exclaimed, "Baby, I so want this!"
With a laugh, Jasmine slapped her palm on the table, "Sold!"
"I...that's wonderful!" Allison declared, hoping she sounded enthusiastic, and looking over at Victoria to see her reaction.
She was looking across the table at Jasmine and Simone and Allison felt her heart sink at the serious look on her face.
This wasn't going to turn out well for her. She took a deep breath and asked, "So there's nothing you would change, its perfect as it is?"
"Well," Jasmine put her finger up, "One thing I'd like is a little more contrast with the brunette."
"What do you mean?" Victoria asked, speaking for the first time since they'd entered the room.
"I like that the women are opposite in hair color and body style. The toned look of the blond and the other woman being a little softer is a nice touch."
"But?" Allison prodded.
"I'd like to see more contrast in skin tone, what do you think my love?" Jasmine asked Simone.
"Oh, you mean like us?" she laughed.
"Exactly."
"So you would like to go with someone more fair skinned?" Allison asked.
"Exactly and not a little, but a lot, not ghostly, but pretty light."
"Maybe I should look for a red head." Allison suggested, "They're usually the fairest skinned women."
"Not really." Victoria said, "There are a lot of brunettes with that skin tone," she shrugged, "if nothing else the goth look would work."
"Not goth." Jasmine shook her head, "They model all of Simone's lingerie, I don't want them for this, I want to stay with a dark haired, fair skinned beauty."
"Fair enough." Allison said, and then giggled nervously, "So to speak."
"Okay, so I do have one big question." Simone said, "Why aren't you in this picture, Victoria?"
Here we go, Allison thought dejectedly. She looked over at Victoria who still wouldn't look at her and started to speak, but Victoria beat her to it.
"Quite honestly there was an issue with time. You didn't give Allison a lot of notice to work with and I had prior engagements in Europe and could not be here for the shoot."
"Oh, I see." Jasmine nodded, "So this woman is a placeholder. You'll be in the final presentation."
"I'm sorry Jasmine, but I am not sure I will be."
"Excuse me?" Simone asked.
"Victoria, could I have a word with..." Allison began, but without a look in her direction, Victoria answered.
"As I said, there was a scheduling conflict. I was unable to be here and told Allison to come up with some ideas and I would look at them just as you are. As perfect as this campaign is for your product, I am afraid I have to decline in participating, it's not the type of thing I can associate myself with."
Jasmine looked at Allison and frowned, "I'm sorry, but I thought you said Victoria was on board with this?"
"Well I...I felt that..."
"The fault is mine." Victoria cut in. "Allison tried to tell me what she was working on, but I was too busy. Had I gotten here before today I would not have had her show this particular ad."
"So hold on," Simone spoke up, sounding upset, "Victoria, are you saying you won't associate yourself with the lesbian community? Are you..."
"That is not what I said." Victoria answered calmly. "There is nothing wrong with that image and I find no issue with anyone's sexuality. However, I am not of that persuasion and am not comfortable being portrayed as if I am."
"Oh please!" Simone snapped, "You've been seen on the arm of way too many gorgeous men for people to think you're not straight."
Jasmine laughed, "She could be bi."
"And if I were that would be my business." Victoria remained serious. "I assure you I'm not, but I don't need to start having to answer that question." She pointed at the wall, "Never mind they're all but naked, I do not do nudes."
"Correct me if I'm wrong Victoria," Jasmine, unlike Simone, was still calm and speaking softly. "But your famous Sports Illustrated cover has you in only a string bikini bottom and your hands over your breasts." She also gestured towards the wall, "This woman is wearing no less than you were."
"My breasts were being covered by my hands, not another woman's body."
"You know, the two of you loved this without Victoria," Allison said, "The woman in the ad is beautiful and she, um...shall we say is your target audience and would be thrilled to do this!"
"Allison" Simone began with an angry tone in her voice. "We were adamant in our conversation with you it was to be Victoria in this campaign or there wouldn't be one. You said that was no issue, now we fly out here and it's obvious she wasn't on board with this." She grunted disgustedly,
"What's this called in your industry; a bait and switch? Or should we just call a spade a spade and say we were tricked?"
"Simone, I can assure you that isn't the case, I..."
"Hold on," Jasmine put her hand up. "I don't want this to turn into an argument. I believe there's been some miscommunication here and point is we are here now and I love this ad." She reached out and put her hand over Simone's on the table.
"More importantly, Simone is in love with it and I want her to have what she wants." She sighed and gestured to the wall again, "Not to mention from a pure business perspective this is amazing."
"It is amazing as is." Victoria told her. "How much better would I make this ad?"
"First off, yes that woman is beautiful, but she's no Victoria Redding." Jasmine pointed out, "You're not just much more attractive, but it's your name recognition and the fact you've never done anything like this, would make it more of a hit."
"Victoria, you've made millions. Everything you touch turns to gold; surely you can't think this ruin you?" Simone said, calming down.
"You know, Jasmine." Victoria tapped the table with a long pink fingernail, "I have an idea. You were just speaking of name recognition so why not do this ad yourself?"
"Me?" Jasmine frowned.
"You're blonde, beautiful, are your own target audience and you would have no problem with being that exposed."
"Oh, really?" Jasmine asked, now with an edge to her voice "And why would that be?"
"I'm sorry." Victoria said, "I just figure with your background that this..."
"I have standards now Victoria, I will not compromise those for..."
"Then you understand where I am..."
"Oh, please!" Jasmine snorted, "You have no idea! You're suggesting I have no issue with nudity because of my years in the porn industry. You think I wanted to do that? I wanted to model as you do, but I was a runaway with no money so guess where modeling led me? Guess how I got my assignments if that's what you want to call them?"
"The casting couch." Victoria said softly.
"Yes, but I have never, nor will ever, be with a man. They said okay and brought in a female agent to cast me. I did what I had to and became famous at it. You're worried this ad could damage you? How about lying in a bed in front of a ten person film crew licking pussy and knowing its going on the internet where it will be forever!"
She slapped her hand on the table, "You think that goes away? I retired almost ten years ago and people still know me for that. Last month some asshole at a party offered me six figures to fuck him; he was willing to shell out a hundred grand to say he was the only man who'd gotten me."
"That's what I deal with. So I'm sorry if I don't understand why this would be so damaging to someone who should be far beyond caring what others think."
"Calm down, honey." Simone said softly.
"And as for me doing this ad? The day I shot my last film and walked away, I vowed I would never use my body again, even for something this harmless, it's my standard."
Sitting back in the chair she reached out and affectionately ran her hand along Simone's cheek, "I also vowed that the only woman I would ever be nipple to nipple with would be my very own sister in sin."
"Your sister in sin." Victoria repeated with an odd look on her face.
"Yes, Simone and I are," she smiled, "Partners in life and sisters in sin. Victoria this ad is so amazing and you would be what would make it perfect for us. Also if I may be so bold, I think your career would benefit from something shocking."
Victoria leaned back in her chair and looked at Allison for the first time since they'd argued in her office. She didn't say anything, just sat there with her lips pursed in thought. Allison met her gaze and with a sigh, said,
"I'm sorry I wasted everyone's time here. Victoria and I are good friends and she's trying to take the blame for my wrongly assuming I could use my friendship to..."
"Hold on Allison." Victoria interrupted. Turning back to Jasmine she said, "First of all let me apologize if I offended you. I started where you did, but fortunately had a family that helped me and it never came down to me not being able to eat, so I was able to avoid compromising situations. I have a lot of respect for the fact you did what you had to and used it to gain what you have now."
"No need to apologize," Jasmine said, "I shouldn't have gotten defensive."
"But more importantly you made some good points. This would shake things up for me and I am far too popular for this to bring me down," she shrugged, "If it closed some doors it would certainly open others. Now having said that, I have a question for you."
"What's that?" Simone asked.
"Besides me, your only issue was the other model correct?"
"Right." Jasmine nodded.
"You want a beautiful, fair skinned brunette?"
"I think that would be ideal," Simone looked at Allison, "I'm sure you could find someone."
"Absolutely." Allison said, her heart racing as it seemed Victoria was going to give in after all.
"No need to find one." Victoria smiled, "I'll do this campaign on the condition I pick the model I work with."
"That's not a problem at all." Jasmine declared, "How long will it take you to find her?"
"I already have her;" Victoria put her hand on Allison's arm "She's right here!"
"What?" Allison exclaimed, "Me?"
"I didn't know you modeled Allison." Jasmine said.
"I could see where she could though." Simone nodded.
"I don't model." Allison looked at Victoria. "I've never modeled and I...I can't."
"Why not?" Victoria asked.
"Well," she frowned, "Look at that ad, I can't do that, those women are perfect."
"Allison, I have been a fan of the female form my entire life," Jasmine began, "And you're just as beautiful if not more so than those women. I think you would be a perfect fit!"
"Damn straight!" Simone joined in. "You've got the black hair, you're as fair as any of those goth types and you have the most amazing eyes I've ever seen!"
"You've never seen her other pair." Victoria smirked.
"Other pair?" Jasmine asked.
Her smile widening, Victoria said, "Allison turn around and show the ladies what I mean."
Allison stared hard at her and shook her head. Still smiling Victoria pointed at the image on the wall and shrugged. That bitch! Allison thought, but stood up and turning, pulled her skirt down just enough to show off her tattoo.
"Oh, I like that!" Simone said, "I could get lost in those eyes."
"Settle down my love." Jasmine laughed, "You're a kept woman."
"I am, but I'd be lying if I said I wasn't already thinking of Allison in that pose with Victoria," she sighed, "I'll be wet right there at the shoot."
"Shoot." Allison repeated, then looked at Victoria, "I can't do this! I work with these people! I..."
"If you're not in, I'm not in." Victoria said, crossing her arms over her chest.
"And no Victoria, no deal." Simone smiled at her.
"Excuse me ladies," Allison said, "But I need to step outside with Victoria for a moment."
"No problem, we'll be here." Jasmine said, grinning.
Victoria stood and as she walked by Allison gave her a smirk that made her want to smack her. Leaving the conference room, Allison grabbed Victoria by the arm and dragged her into the small copy room across from it. Closing the door, Allison snapped, "What the hell are you doing?"
"Landing your client." Victoria said innocently, "Just trying to help you out dear."



"How dare you put me on the spot like that!"
"Oh, so how does it feel?" Victoria asked, still smiling, "Ball's in your court now my bratty little sister, whatever will you do?"
"Victoria, I'm not a model, and seriously, I have to work with these guys, I'm not going to get..."
"Since when is the Lady Pandora ashamed to flaunt herself?"
"Flaunting and butt ass naked are two different things."
"Allison you film yourself fucking and sit there playing with yourself while the rest of the group watches, you're not exactly camera shy."
"This is different."
"Then no deal." Victoria shrugged.
"So you're doing this just to get even?"
"Allison, I have decided to help you even though you played me dirty. But if I'm going to be posing nipple to nipple with another woman then it should be my," she leaned forward and gave her a kiss on the cheek, "My own sister in sin, my little sister in sin."
"I don't know, I..."
"Okay, Allison." Victoria tapped her chest, "Think of it like this, didn't you say you want your own agency?"
"Yes."
"How far will this get you towards that? How many male clients will trip over each other to sign up with you just because of this ad? They won't just be getting phenomenal advertising, but will get to say they are working with one of the sisters in sin."
Allison paused to think about that. People would know her, not A&S, for this campaign. She could use the fame of the ad to boost her client list and possibly get out on her own and sooner than she thought. But still, to pose next to nude?
"The girls are waiting Allison and I don't know why you're hesitating, this is what you wanted."
"But you'll do it?" she asked.
"I said I would right in front of them. " Victoria nodded, "So we have an agreement?"
"Why me?" she asked, "Really Victoria, is it just to bust my balls?"
"First off, professionally I wouldn't work with anyone who would bring me down, but as I said I just thought it was very fitting, us being sisters in sin through the Circle and now this ad." She laughed, "They won't know the half of how sinful we are. Jasmine and Simone think we're prudes compared to them."
"Okay." Allison said, "I'll do it and thank you, I mean it."
"Oh, you'll thank me alright." Victoria said, turning serious, "This is not an act of goodwill Allison, this is a formal Circle favor, my second major one for you not counting my interfering in other manners on your behalf."
"I understand." She nodded, "Let's go back in and..."
"Just remember Allison," Victoria said, staring into her eyes, "Nothing in the Circle is free and I will be calling this favor in soon."
"What is it?" she asked nervously.
"You think I'm going to tell you?" she laughed, "I'll just tell you, that it won't be unpleasant,"
"Good." Allison said relieved,
"Unless," Victoria continued, "You make it that way."
*****
Allison jumped at the sound of a knock on the door and winced when Julie, the makeup tech, poked her in the corner of the eye with eyeliner.
"Five minutes Allison!" a voice called from the other side of the door.
"I'm sorry!" Julie dabbed at Allison's watering eye with a cotton ball, "I didn't expect you to jump!"
"It's okay" she sighed, "But really, I'm pretty sure I can handle my own makeup."
"You said that yesterday," Julie said as she resumed applying the black eyeliner.
"And I mean it; you don't need to..."
"Allison, this is my job. Every model knows how to put on their makeup, but I went to school for it and do it better and you never had a problem with me doing it to all the other women who complained."
"Because they're pros, this is a onetime thing for me."
"You're working with Victoria Redding, you need to be perfect." She switched to the other eye.
"I'm sure she's bitching at her girl as well."
"I doubt that," Julie told her as she leaned back and stared at Allison's eyes, "She's used to it, but even if her girl is being bitched at she gets paid ten times what I do to hear just as much crap."
"Touche." Allison grunted, "But look, how about I be honest and tell you I'm nervous and I'd like a couple of minutes alone, can I at least do my own lips and have a little time to get my shit together?"
Julie frowned at her, but when Allison put her head down and said, "Please?" she nodded, "Okay, but do it right and don't tell them I let up on you."
Allison bit back a nasty remark about the do it right comment and said, "Thank you Julie, and I'll look into getting you more money. I'm trying to convince management good people are worth taking care of."
"Thank you!" Julie exclaimed, all smiles now, "I knew you weren't really a bitch!"
"Umm yeah, thanks." Allison muttered as Julie quickly exited the room.
As soon as she left, Allison started to lean back in the chair, but recalling she only had a few minutes, sat up. Picking up the liner, she outlined her lips and noticed her hand was trembling. Shit, maybe she should have let Julie finish.
Taking a deep breath she steadied her hand and told herself she was being stupid. It was a few photos with her in what as Victoria had pointed out, amounted to as little clothing as she would wear to the beach.
She rolled her eyes as she realized she was lying to herself. Yes the beginning of today's shoot would be her wearing a black bra and thong, but at the end she would have to take the top off.
Not that Allison felt she had anything to be ashamed of and God only knew she wasn't shy, but this would be in front of a roomful of people she worked with.
Edwin Blake was out there as well as Jack Wagner, the recently appointed vice president, who already had a thing for her. Never mind she had spent years working with the photographers and lighting people.
Not to mention Jasmine and Simone who were greatly looking forward to seeing Victoria and Allison stripped down and not just for the sake of the campaign.
Allison finished with the liner and picking up the blood red lipstick chosen for her, looked down at her robe and imagined the reaction when she took it off.
Making matters worse, she had made the mistake of telling Victoria she was nervous. Her alleged friend had spent the last several days telling her how much fun she was going to have getting her in character in the shoot.
Allison wasn't sure what that meant, but didn't like the smirk on Victoria's face. Then again, maybe she was just screwing with her. Yesterday when they had shot the dinner scene, Victoria had done a good job of putting her at ease.
So much so that Allison's only real problem had been keeping a straight face. Even for a model, Victoria had an uncanny range of facial expressions and could go from one to another instantly.
Several times during the Circle meetings different members would start calling out "Do mad, do scared, be disgusted!" Victoria would do each perfectly and go directly to the next without missing a beat.
She never laughed or got one wrong and yesterday when Jeff, the director, had told her to look 'into' Allison, the doe eyed look on her face had caused her to burst out laughing.
When she'd calmed down, Victoria tried it again and it took several takes, before Allison could keep from smiling then several more for her to get a similar look on her own face.
Victoria had set her off again when she'd played footsie with her under the table and she noticed Blake and Jack were laughing, but all the pros, including Victoria, were getting annoyed with her.
When she had gotten over the giggles, the final pictures came out well, but it did feel odd sitting there in the conference room looking at herself on the screen.
Allison did have to admit she and Victoria made one hell of a good looking couple. That opinion had been reinforced several times by Simone who not only mentioned it repeatedly, but kept saying she couldn't wait to see them portrayed more intimately
Whenever she said it, she would wink at Allison, but she didn't mind that, what she minded was the evil smile Victoria would show whenever the shoot was mentioned. Allison noted that look was always followed by a glance at Jasmine who would give Victoria an equally nasty smile.
"Allison you're up!" The voice was accompanied by another loud knock and she swore as she slipped and had to fix her lipstick. There was another knock followed by, "Let's go green eyes, its show time!"
*****
Allison stood up and even though it was ridiculous seeing she would be removing it shortly, tightened the short black robe she was wearing. She exited the room and followed the young intern who'd knocked out to the studio.
She walked out onto the set which consisted of a backdrop of a fireplace and slowly made her way out so she was on the soft rug placed just in front of the life size photo. She looked out in front of her at the photographers and lighting people scattered around and frowned when she saw Blake and Jack were there.
Sitting next to each other on the opposite side of the film crew were Simone and Jasmine, who were wearing nearly identical red sundresses and matching expectant smiles.
"Okay, Allison," Jeff the director called out, from his seat next to Blake, "Ready when you are, lets lose the robe."
"Umm..." she looked around one more time and asked, "Where's Victoria?"
"She'll be out in a moment, but we're going to take a few shots of just you alone."
"That's not part of the ad." She told him. "It's the two of us and..."
"Come on Allison," Jeff began, already getting a tone, "Victoria demanded a full spread of the two of you, you know that."
Victoria.... That goddamn bitch! She hadn't told her that. "That's what she wanted," She said heatedly, "I'm running this ad." Enough was enough.
"But I'm the biggest part of this ad," Victoria spoke as she walked out next to the stage from the other dressing area. "And I always get shots of who I work with." She shrugged, "I'll be taking some solo shots as well, now let's go Allison." She smirked, "Time is money."
She stared hard at her and Victoria's smirk turned into a huge smile. Victoria went and sat next to Edwin Blake and crossing her legs, leaned back in the chair. Just before Allison looked away she saw Blake glance down at Victoria's legs.
She was wearing a robe as short as Allison's and with her legs crossed Blake had gotten a glimpse of her right leg almost up to her hip. Of course that wasn't half the view he was going to get in a minute.
"Let's go Allison," Jeff called out, "No woman as hot as you can be this shy, so move over to the middle of the stage and take the robe off."
She moved over a few steps and untied the robe. She heard the cameras begin clicking and taking a deep breath started to slide the robe from her shoulders.
"Slow and sexy, Allison!"
Allison closed her eyes for a moment and envisioned stripping in front of one of her boys. She slipped the robe from her right shoulder, enough to show the black strap of her bra and just a hint of cleavage. She then turned to the right, hiding the view of her front and did the same with the left shoulder.
"Nice!" Jeff called out, "You got it, show me the back!"
Allison did as he asked, putting her back to him and sliding the robe down far enough to see below where her long hair reached the middle of her back.
"Give us a look over your shoulder."
Allison peered over her left shoulder and thinking of Rob, her current favorite boy toy, put on a sexy smile and winked.
"Oh, you got it, you little flirt!" Jeff clapped his hands, "Now drop the robe! Let's begin from behind!"
There were a few muffled laughs and telling herself she would laugh about this when sisters in sin hit big, let the robe fall to the floor. She heard several low whistles and Simone declared, "Oh, I really could get lost in those eyes!" That brought on a round of loud laughter and over it, Jeff called.
"Spread your legs apart and bring your hair up, let's see your entire back."
Allison placed both hands under her hair and drawing it up, turned her head and again put on a sultry smile over her shoulder.
"Perfect, now sway your hips, like you're dancing."
Feeling herself starting to blush, Allison obeyed and moved her hips seductively. Adlibbing, she shimmied down to the floor. She heard the cameras clicking continuously and Jeff called out, "Beautiful, now back up."
She worked her way back up and he said, "Now spin around for us,"
Allison hesitated for a moment, then picturing Victoria laughing at her, quickly spun around. She'd kept her hair up so the cameras would get a shot of her already posing and all laughing stopped.
"Oh goddamn Allison!" Jack exclaimed.
"Jack!" Edwin snapped at him. "You work with her."
"Not close enough." Jack said with a sigh.
The room erupted in laughter and Allison burst out laughing as well.
"Oh, that's perfect!" Jeff told her, "Hey Jack, say something else stupid!"
Allison laughed again and Jeff said, "Let the hair down and hoist them up!"
"What?" she asked,
"Hold your tits up, show them to us!"
"Shouldn't the bra be off for that?" Simone asked
"Control yourself my love." Jasmine told her, to Allison's dismay she added, "Soon enough."
Again telling herself she was teasing one of her pets, Allison let her hair down and gave it a shake, sending it over her shoulders.
She caught Jack looking at her, his eyes wide with desire and facing him, lifted her tits up, and parting her lips, slipped her tongue out proactively.
"Oh fuck me." Jack said softly, getting more laughs.
"Okay, this is really more than we need here." Edwin spoke over the laughter.
"Keep holding them and bend over, give me a view!' Jeff told her, ignoring Edwin.
Allison leaned over and feeling her tits fall forward and almost out of the bra, crossed her left arm under them and with her right hand beckoned Jack with her finger.
"Hey what about me!" Simone laughed.
"Drop to your knees and crawl a little towards Simone!"
"I am not crawling." Allison told him, standing back up.
"These are the last shots until Victoria's done, come on Allison you're amazing!"
"Yeah, come on over," Simone called out, "Here kitty kitty!"
This time the laughter even drowned out Jeff's yelling and looking over, Allison saw Victoria staring at her. Her expression was serious and as Allison met her gaze, she mouthed the words "On your knees." She paused and added, "Pandora."
Allison heard Jeff call her name and turning away from Victoria, she slowly sank to her knees. She saw Simone smiling at her and Jasmine's eyes fixed on her as well.
Deciding she was tired of being mocked by these women who thought she was a prude, she slid forward until her tits were pressing into the floor and her arms stretched out in front of her. This put her ass in the air and she slowly to pumped her hips.
Her ass was currently facing Jack and she heard him whistle again. The thong didn't have much to it and she knew he could see everything but her pussy. Allison felt her heart race and realized she was getting excited.
She pumped her hips several more times as Jeff called out in approval. Moving quickly, she pushed her legs out until she was lying on her stomach and rolling over arched her back, pushing her tits up and out. The cameras were clicking away and Allison heard Simone say something, but without any humor this time.
She slowly lifted one of her long legs in the air and putting her hand on it, ran her long red finger nails down the creamy flesh of her thigh. Sitting up, she faced the cameras and getting back onto her knees, lowered her tits to the floor and crawled a few feet towards the girls.
Allison locked her emerald gaze onto Simone's big brown eyes and saw them widen as she approached. Simone's lips parted and even from a dozen feet away Allison could tell she was breathing heavy.
Allison moved further towards her and Jeff called out. "Okay, that's perfect!" he paused then yelled, "Victoria you're up as soon as Allison sits down!"
Allison slowly got up and as she moved was amazed to discover she was wet. She also felt a lot more comfortable. This was like showing off at a circle meeting and Victoria had been right, she'd show this much at the beach, hell she'd shown a lot more at the meetings.
Allison picked her robe up andto the applause of Jasmine and Simone; tossed it off the stage to the floor and walked over to Victoria in her bra and thong. As she passed Jack, she stopped in front of him and leaning over, gave him a playful kiss on the cheek as well as a close up view of her tits that were barely contained by the skimpy bra.
"Thanks for making me relax up there." She told him.
"Umm, thanks for making me not so relaxed." He laughed.
She gave him a wink and walked over to Victoria who stood up so she could sit.
"Satisfied my sister?" she asked, with a smirk.
"Impressive." Victoria smiled, then leaning into her ear said, "Don't worry, I get wet at a lot of my shoots."
With a wink she walked away from Allison, who stunned, sat in the chair to watch Victoria.
"Okay Victoria," Jeff yelled, "I don't think I need to...alright then!"
Victoria had walked up to the stage and began spinning, her long honey blonde hair whirling around her. As she spun she must have untied the robe as on her next one, the robe flew off, and spinning down to the ground, she finished in a crouch.
Allison thought Victoria would be wearing what she was, but was surprised to see her in a black leather corset that had her tits pushed up and out and was laced across her tanned back. Below the waist Victoria was wearing a leather thong that was linked together at the sides with metal loops.
There was another round of whistles and cat calls as she stretched her right leg all the way out and lowering her face to the floor, looked directly at Jeff with an expression of naked lust on her face.
"Oh, you are a good girl, aren't you Victoria?" he laughed.
Victoria quickly pulled her leg in and kneeling on the floor, put her head down and looking up through suddenly wide blue eyes, said in a little girl voice, "Why yes sir, I am!" she finished with a pout, her lower lip trembling.
There were more laughs which were cut off, when leaning back on her elbows, she spread her legs open. The thong was barely more than a strip between her thighs and Allison swore she could see the edge of her pussy.
"I...I think we should just get to the shot we're here for." Edwin stated nervously.
"This is one of the shot's I've been waiting for." Simone said softly.
Victoria rolled over onto her hands and knees and Allison shook her head at her firm well shaped ass. Allison knew she was no slouch, but Victoria was in a league of her own.
As Victoria rose onto her knees and drew her hair up as Allison had, she took in her toned back and shoulders. Allison's eyes wandered back down her perfect ass and the backs of her well muscled thighs.
For the next few minutes Allison watched Victoria put her to shame. She strutted back and forth on the stage, flaunting her perfection and striking a variety of poses that had Allison thinking either Victoria had always wanted to do something racy or maybe she was proving she could.
Allison glanced over to see Blake looking down at his shoes; he was sweating and looked uncomfortable. Next to him Jack was staring with his mouth hanging open at Victoria who was now crawling across the stage as Allison had done.
Victoria stopped at the edge of the stage in front of Jasmine and lying on her back let her head fall back into Jasmine's lap. Simone said something and rolling over; Victoria put her hands on the edge of the stage and leaning over, gave Simone a quick kiss on the lips.
Simone looked stunned and Jasmine laughed delightedly at the look on her face as Victoria stood up and cavorted back to the middle of the stage.



"Okay!" Jeff shouted, "Absolutely perfect Victoria! But that's enough of the solo action!"
Turning to her, Jeff pointed at Victoria, "Let's go Allison, go join your sister for some sin!"
"Oh, I like that!" Simone exclaimed, then looking at Jeff said, "Honey, I want your card, we're going to be seeing you again!"
Allison stood and getting back onto the set walked over to Victoria.
"Okay, a light embrace, stare into each other's eyes."
Allison stood still, uncertain of what to do, but placing her hands on her hips, Victoria drew her closer to her, "Put your arms around my neck." She said softly.
She slipped her arms around Victoria's neck and as their eyes met, she said, "Now give me a look like you did for Jeff, and show me you want me."
Allison cocked her head slightly and parting her lips, gave Victoria what she hoped was a sexy stare.
"Better than that Allison, you need to look seductive, not stoned," Jeff shot out.
Victoria pulled her to her, tight enough for Allison to feel her breasts pressing into hers through her bra, and nuzzled her face into Allison's neck. The cameras clicked and Victoria whispered in her ear.
"What's wrong Pandora, you were doing fine a few minutes ago?"
"I...me strutting around is one thing," she answered as she lowered her head onto Victoria's shoulder.
Victoria slid her arms up from Allison's waist and she shivered as her long nails caressed her bare back.
"Just relax and pretend this is a meeting," she said still speaking in her ear. "You know when we play and get the guys going? It's going to be just like that."
She ran her hand up through Allison's hair as her other hand came around and rested on the side of her breast. "Think of all these people getting worked up watching,"
Victoria removed her face from Allison's neck and her expression once again transforming into a look of desire whispered, "Come my lady, let's show them how the Ladies of the Circle play."
Before she could respond, Victoria gave her a quick peck on the lips then spinning within her embrace, planted her ass against her. Taking Allison's hands, Victoria pulled them across her slim waist.
Tossing her hair to the side, Victoria let her head fall back on Allison's shoulder, exposing her neck. Allison nervously gave her a tiny kiss on the neck and Victoria shook her head slightly,
"Like you mean it, Pandora." She said quietly, "Play the part, my sister."
As if he'd heard her, Jeff bellowed, "Come on Allison; kiss her like she's the hot bartender at the club!"
Allison parted her lips and gave her a soft kiss. This time she allowed her lips to linger against Victoria's warm flesh and worked them along the length of her neck. Victoria began rocking her hips, grinding her ass against her. Her fingers were running through Allison's hair and she leaned further back, pressing her back into her tits.
"Lift your arms and..." Jeff began, but Victoria called out, "Just let her go, I'll guide her through."
"Gee thanks." Allison muttered.
"Better me than him," Victoria replied, "Now grab my tits."
"What? I...hey!"
Allison cried out in surprise as Victoria grabbed her hands and put them over her tits. There were a few laughs and she blushed again. Victoria pressed her hands hard against her tits and tilting her head up, parted her lips.
Allison bent her head and went to give her a quick kiss, but Victoria again slid her arm up behind her head and held her in place. Allison gasped in surprise as she felt her tongue press against her lips. She opened her mouth slightly and Victoria's tongue darted across her own.
Allison heard the cameras clicking away and Edwin said something she couldn't make out, but he didn't sound happy. Meanwhile Victoria's tongue probed her mouth, and the hand remaining over hers pushed her fingers, causing her to squeeze her tit.
Allison could feel her face becoming hotter by the minute. As Victoria had said, they had done this at meetings to get a rise out of the guys, but that was a far cry from being front of her co-workers.
Victoria mercifully removed her tongue from her mouth and whispered, "Switch". Allison released her arms from around Victoria who immediately turned around to face her. "Turn around!" she hissed at her.
"Oh, sorry," Allison whispered, feeling like an idiot.
She turned around as smoothly as she could and immediately felt Victoria slide her arms around her waist. Allison leaned back and imitating Victoria, let her head rest on her shoulder. She gasped as Victoria's lips quickly found her neck at the same time her hands gave her tits a hard squeeze.
She managed to hold back another sound of surprise when Victoria removed her lips and replaced them with her tongue. Allison let herself relax and closing her eyes, parted her lips, imagined Rob kissing and fondling her.
"There you go," Victoria purred in her ear as she made a show of nibbling on it, "That's my sexy sister."
Victoria punctuated her remark by dropping to her knees behind her and Allison jumped at the feeling of her lips on the cheek of her ass. Victoria's hands slid up and down her thighs, until reaching her ass, she began to fondle it.
Allison turned her head to face Jeff and must have done a good job of looking into it as he gave her a thumbs up, "That's my bad girl!" he shouted, "Love that look, Allison and so will a lot of women!"
Victoria's hands reached her hips and tugged on them. Taking her meaning, Allison turned around and still on her knees; Victoria leaned forward and kissed her stomach. Allison placed her hands in Victoria's hair and held her face to her.
She looked down to see Victoria staring up at her with a totally convincing look of lust in her blue eyes. Victoria's fingers hooked into Allison's thong and as she pulled the strings down slightly, ran her tongue along the edge of the top of it.
There were several murmurs from the crew and Allison felt a shiver go through her as Victoria's tongue traced its way up her stomach and catching the emerald pendent, lifted it with her tongue and held it there.
"That's an amazing shot!" Jeff clapped his hands, "We can get an entire spread out of this shoot!" He laughed, "Maxim, ladies, I smell Maxim!"
Victoria slipped her hand behind Allison's thigh and again tugged. Allison lifted her leg and placed her bare foot on her shoulder. Victoria gave her inner thigh a kiss, then turning towards the camera, placed her cheek against Allison's thigh.
"Look at me Allison!" Jeff yelled.
Allison did as he said, but also added the touch of reaching down and placing her hand on Victoria's cheek.
"Perfect!" he clapped his hands, "Okay, now let's get to the main shot."
Victoria stood up and giving Allison a wink said, "Well done Pandora."
"This isn't as bad as I thought." Allison told her.
"Alright ladies, tops off."
Allison's eyes widened and Victoria laughed, "Did you think they were going to airbrush our tits on there?"
"No...I..." Allison sighed, "I thought maybe this was enough."
"Come on Allison, this is the money shot." Victoria said and turning her back to her said, "Unlace me."
Allison reached out and with her fingers trembling nervously, undid the leather laces.
"On that note I'm taking my leave." Edwin said as he stood, "I've already seen more than I've needed to," he sighed heavily, "Sins an appropriate name for this ad."
"Sinn's my last name." Jasmine laughed.
"You don't say." Edwin said dryly, then snapping his fingers said, "Let's go Jack, let's save Allison some embarrassment."
As Allison finished untying the corset she looked over at Jack who with a disgusted sigh, stood up. "Okay, but I want an autographed picture of the ad when it's out."
"Let him stay." Victoria said softy over her shoulder.
"Hell no," she whispered, "I see him every day!"
"My sister, I am about to go topless for the first time ever in front a film crew. Tit for tit Pandora, give your admirer the thrill of a lifetime." She looked over her shoulder and smirked, "He's into you and he's attractive, too bad he's on the wrong side of twenty five for you."
"I think you've humiliated me enough." Allison said as she stepped back from her, "You're all set."
Turning to face her, Victoria un-wrapped the corset from around her, but held it to her chest. With a smile she called out. "I think you're right Allison, Jack should stay, after all he is vice president."
"No, that's okay," Jack said, "I...uh...should." He stopped and as Edwin rolled his eyes and walked out behind the crew and headed for the door, looked back at Allison, "You don't mind?"
Giving Victoria an evil stare, she answered, "Apparently not."
"Let's go ladies," Jasmine shouted, "Simone's about ready to pop over here!"
"I think this should make us even." Allison hissed at Victoria while reaching behind her and unsnapping her bra.
"Even for the shoot?" Victoria smiled, "Yes, but for what you'll get out of this? You will owe me much more than some awkwardness at work."
Allison glared at her and sliding the straps of the bra down her shoulders, paused and smirked, "You first."
"As you wish." Victoria said and with a flourish tossed the corset away from her.
Allison heard Simone sigh, "Oh, yes." Then looked over to see Jack, back in his seat with his mouth hanging open.
"As perfect as the rest of you." Jeff told Victoria.
Allison turned to stare at Victoria's tits which were indeed perfect. High and firm they weren't as large as Allison's, but weren't small either.
They were also no tan lines to be found and her rose colored nipples, each adorned with a silver hoop, were already erect. Allison took a deep breath and slowly sliding the bra off; let it fall to the floor.
"Oh, look at those nipples," Jasmine purred, "Perfect contrast."
Allison looked down at her own erect nipples and blushed furiously. Glancing at Jack saw him shaking his head, his eyes wide. Seeing her looking he sighed, "I think I'm in love."
"Okay girls," Jeff told them over the laughter of the film crew. "Get into the pose, time to do this ad justice."
Allison sat down on the floor and drew her legs, up until they were bent at the knees. Stepping between her legs, Victoria did the same then lifting her long tan legs, draped them over hers.
Victoria slid up to her until the backs of their thighs pressing together and leaning forward, put her arms around Allison's shoulders. Victoria was staring at her with an odd smile on her face as well as a look of what Allison thought, was anticipation.
"Slide your hands around her waist, Allison." Jeff reminded her.
Allison did as he asked and Victoria pulled on her shoulders. Leaning forward, Allison felt her nipples press against hers and let out a breath as Victoria swayed side to side causing their nipples to rub across each other.
A shiver went through her at the contact and she noticed Victoria seemed to be breathing heavier. Her right hand went up through Allison's hair and drew her face towards hers.
"Okay, like you're kissing your favorite guy!" Jeff said
"Or girl!" Simone added.
Victoria licked her lips then parted them. Again Allison was impressed with the perfect look of desire on her friend's face as she tilted her head. Allison parted her own full lips, leaned her head the other way and stared into Victoria's eyes.
"A little more interest Allison." Jeff prodded her, "Let me see that look you had earlier." He paused then added, "Think of the best kiss of your life!"
Allison closed her eyes briefly and was struck by an image of the night that followed her initiation. She saw herself in Mark's bed, her skin basked in the glow of the candelabras and the most gorgeous man she'd ever known, looking down at her. He was inside her, pumping her slowly as her long legs wrapped around his waist. His lips parted and leaning down they brushed against hers.
"Right there!" Jeff exclaimed.
Allison opened her eyes and leaned closer to Victoria whose eyes were still locked onto hers. She was aware of the cameras going off and heard Jeff call out something, but didn't hear it.
She was completely caught up in Victoria's passionate stare and the memory of the best sex of her life. She could feel her nipples stiffening against Victoria's and became aware of a warm sensation growing between her legs.
"Fuck they look hot together!" Simone declared.
"Okay girls, I think we got it, we..."
Jeff stopped when leaning closer; Victoria brushed her lips softly against hers. She didn't kiss her, but teased her soft lips back and forth.
Allison remained still and closed her eyes as Victoria then pressed her lips against hers in a slow soft kiss. Like at the meetings, Allison kissed her back, her lips working against hers, as Victoria's fingers ran though her hair.
The cameras were still going off and Allison found herself wondering if they could get away with this kiss in the ad. Her thoughts returned to the present when Victoria, removed her lips from hers and still looking into her eyes, said softly, "You truly are beautiful, Allison."
Allison wasn't sure how to respond to that, but was taken off the hook by Jeff clapping his hands loudly, "That's a wrap girls. This thing is going to one hot fucking ad!"
Victoria swung her legs, over Allison's and standing up, reached down and helped Allison to her feet. A member of the film crew brought them their robes and as they slipped them on, Allison said, "Victoria, thank you, this is going to be amazing, it was so worth it!"
"Oh, yes my sister," Victoria smiled at her, "It is definitely going to be worth it."
*****
"What a glorious day!" Victoria exclaimed as she sat sprawled across the leather recliner in Allison's living room.
"I wish they were all like this," she agreed, stretching her legs out on the couch.
She took the last sip of her wine and sighed contentedly. Victoria had come down to celebrate and they had spent the afternoon at the spa before going out for an amazing dinner. Allison felt like a cat in the sun, relaxed, carefree and pretty damn happy with life right now.
She looked over at Victoria and had to smile. The always publicly aloof supermodel was currently laying sideways on the recliner, her long legs dangling over the arm. Victoria had quite a buzz going and her blue eyes were wide and more than a little glassy.
"I think the only thing that could make this better, would be a good hard fucking before bed."
Allison told her as she let her head fall back onto the arm of the couch. Knowing they were celebrating the success of Sisters in Sin they had taken a cab to dinner and consumed a good deal of wine along with several shots of tequila. Allison was feeling no pain and as always when she had a good buzz was more than a little horny.
"Funny you say that." Victoria laughed, "I was just thinking about sex!"
Allison laughed as when she spoke Victoria began playfully kicking her legs over the arm of the chair like a little kid. One thing was for certain though; there was nothing childlike about her long tan legs protruding from the short red silk robe she was wearing.
"Well, we could have gotten those guys that bought us drinks." Allison sighed as she pictured them. "They were pretty damn hot and the guy with the brown eyes either had a sock in his pants or...damn!"
"I thought you didn't bring them home?"
"We could have gone to their place or," Allison gave her a nasty smile, "One motel room and watch each other fuck."
"Or," Victoria returned the smile, "Switch off in the middle. Better yet we could have made out for them while they fucked us doggy." She laughed, "Ever done that?"
"No, I'm usually a solo act." She giggled, "You?"
"Dirty little secrets are..." she waved her hand, "Ah screw it. The Lady Lexi and I took on a couple of members of The New Orleans circle like that at the last conference."
"So why didn't you let me lead them on?"
"Because they recognized us Allison, I have to be careful. I don't sleep with the ones that recognize me unless they're older and I think they won't go running to the damn enquirer."
"I guess." Allison shrugged, "That's why I stick to young ones. They're never going to know who the hell I am."
"No, you like them young so you can fuck with them." Victoria said while swinging her legs over the chair and back onto the floor.
As she did, Allison caught a glimpse between her legs and blinked at the sight of Victoria's bare pussy. Then again they were going to bed soon and she slept nude.
When Victoria had her feet on the floor she leaned forward and picking up the bottle of red wine poured another glass and leaned over to fill Allison's.
"Damn, haven't you had enough?" she asked.
"Part of the reason we're all in the Circle is we never get enough." Victoria smiled, "Of anything! Now don't be a little girl Pandora, share a toast with your sister!"
Allison sat up and before reaching for her glass took a moment to stop her head from spinning. Picking up the glass she held it up and Victoria said, "To my little sister's first taste of fame!"
They tapped glasses and despite her current level of intoxication Allison had to admit the wine went down damn smooth. She drank half the glass then sitting back held it in her lap and shrugged, "Well I guess I'll just kill some batteries before I go to sleep then."
"Aww, you horny, Pandora?"
"Hey, what can I say, I'm a horny drunk."
"That's different from when you're sober how?" Victoria laughed.
"Okay I'm always horny," she put on the pout and with the little girl voice said, "Sometimes even a good little girl needs a nice big cock!"
Victoria laughed and clapped her hands, "I love that pout, I think it's better than mine."
"Yours is pretty good."
"But mine is just an act. You really can pull off little girl cute when you want to." Victoria finished her wine in a couple of long swallows and putting the glass down continued, "Take right now for instance, I love that outfit."
Allison looked down at the black camisole and matching lace boy shorts she was wearing, "You like my jammies?" she laughed
"I do," Victoria told her, "It's a hot look on you, the black against your skin and it's sexy, but sweet, like you."
"I hardly think I'm sweet."
"Not all the time, but you can be. You know Allison, it's rare to find a woman who can be so dominant, yet still be playful. That little girl routine is so hot." She purred.
"Why thank you, you're damn hot yourself." Allison laughed.
"But I'm flat out hot." Victoria explained, "Men see me and they know I'm a bitch in life and probably one in bed, that I would be demanding and take charge."
"But you, you just look so sweet sometimes. You have the kind of look that would make someone like me want to dote on you, cuddle you in and tell you it's going to be alright, just lay you back and enjoy every inch of..."
"You need to borrow some batteries?"
"Sorry, I get pretty wound up sometimes."
"Guess so, I'm not even your type."
"Why, who says I wouldn't like sweet?"
"I think I'm missing the essential part." Allison pointed out.
"Oh." Victoria said, then paused before she asked, "So, never?"
"Never what?"
"Never been with a woman?"
"Why would I want to play with what I already have?" Allison shrugged, "Why, you curious about it?"
"I'm curious to know if you've ever experimented," Victoria smiled at her, "Just girl talk Allison, that's why I'm so fond of you, I can discuss anything with you and not worry about it."
"I can honestly say I never kissed a woman until Justine kissed me at my first meeting. Then after awhile you started to get me to play it up for the guys."
"Would you ever go further than that, say with the right woman?"
"I don't think there's a right woman." Allison told her. "I admit you're a hell of a kisser, but the only reason I get hot is I know all the guys get hard over it."



"You were worked up at the shoot."
"Same reason," Allison released another tipsy giggle, "Guess I'm just an exhibitionist."
"I'll tell you a secret Allison." Victoria said, "One of two I have. I am totally an exhibitionist. I'll tell you a little story."
"Okay." Allison said, "I like stories and secrets!"
"When I was young you can imagine the guys were all over me. I dated, but was never too into it. I studied hard, worked part time and wanted to have a career more than I wanted to get groped in movie theatres and cars. Eventually I met a boy in junior year, we went out a few months and he was really into me and sweet so I let him have sex with me."
"Let him" Allison rolled her eyes, "That was nice of you."
"It was more for him than me, I could have waited. Anyway it was the typical first time, quick, kind of awkward, he shoved his fingers in me too hard and I accidently scraped his cock with my teeth."
"When we got to sex it hurt a little, lasted a minute and he made a mess on my stomach." She laughed, "Never the way it happens in movies. We did it a few times and it got more comfortable and looking back on it, he was a decent lover, I just never really got into it."
"Fake it for him?" Allison asked, with a wink.
"Of course, you've seen the expressions I can make, here hold on," Victoria took a deep breath and rolling her eyes back parted her lips and gasped, "Oh! Oh, Billy, oh right there baby, oh my god, oh my god!!" she broke out into a series of high pitched yelps then instantly went back to being serious.
"I was modeling in high school, got into a few flyers for a local department store. Teenage stuff, jeans and tops and a couple of makeup ads, nothing racy. I entered a local pageant and won, and was approached by a man from New York who represented a modeling agency."
"My parents were against it. I was supposed to go to college. I told them I wanted to give modeling a shot for a year, but they refused." She shrugged, "So after graduation I took a bus to New York and met with him."
"He was on the up and up, and he put me and three other girls from around the east coast into an apartment and helped us find jobs so we could pay our rent. We then started to do some castings. Now we know what I refused to do, but I did do a few lingerie shoots."
"The first one I was posing pretty provocatively, but still covered and the looks on the guy's faces..." she sighed, "They got to me. I looked at one guy and saw his jeans were bulging; he was hard as a rock."
"Next thing you know I'm wet. I left the shoot, went to a club, let some kid pick me up and had the best sex of my life, after I...um put on a show."
"What do you mean?"
Victoria rolled her eyes and laughed. "I had him get naked and sit on the bed for me. Then I stood in front of him and stripped, nice and slow, let him see me a little at a time and his eyes were hanging out of his head and his cock was so hard! I was so wet I'd soaked through my panties and I fucked the shit out of him!"
"To this day I get hot not only at shoots, but I've been wet on the runways in Paris. The sister's ad." She whistled, "Goddamn did that get me hot, they think I can just pull that off, but that has to be the wettest I've ever gotten."
"Victoria's secret!" Allison laughed, "So when did you start playing the game?"
"That's a story for another time."
"What about secret number two?"
"That's...." Victoria gave her a nasty smile, "More fitting for a bedtime story."
"I'm ready for bed!" Allison said, then again using her pout asked, "Please Vicky, please tell your bestest friend your dirtiest secret!"
"Hmm, you know Allison; I think that pout may have just gotten...."
She stopped at the sound of her cell ringing on the end table next to her. Rolling her eyes, Victoria picked it up and frowned.
"I have to take this." She said, "It's my agent, Misty. She's in Spain and it might be important, "I'll only be a couple of minutes."
"Actually I'm going to call it a night." Allison told her as she stretched her arms over her head and yawned.
Victoria stared down at her and shook her head, "No, stay up a little while longer with me."
"I'm tired Vicky," she hiccupped and laughed, "And a little drunk!"
"Tell you what." Victoria said, "Give me five minutes and If I'm not back out here, head on to bed, we can talk in the morning."
"Fair enough, but I am ready for bed."
"So am I my sister, so am I." Victoria said as she headed out into the hallway that led to the guest bedroom.
Allison sat back on the comfortable couch and with a smile reflected back on the last two weeks. Sisters had debuted in the newest issue of Cosmopolitan, Vogue and Allure.
Realizing the potential for business on the male end of things, Allison had recalled Jeff's words and contacted Maxim magazine.
Initially they claimed they would not advertise a woman's perfume. Allison told them it was a fragrance created by a former porn star, a designer of erotic lingerie, and featured Victoria Redding in next to nothing.
Victoria had turned Maxim down several times in the past and at the mention of her name they decided to make an exception.
The ad created an instant buzz and A&S had been inundated with phone calls. Some of them weren't positive.
Some of Edwin's old cronies and a couple of the board of directors were irate. Edwin, however, was hard pressed to say anything to her as the majority of the phone calls were positive and many were of the tone, of 'about time you woke up, now what can you do for us?".
Most of the calls were from people they'd never dealt with looking to see what A&S could offer them, but some were former clients as well. The one common theme was they were all asking for her.
She went to Jack, telling him she couldn't possibly handle all of them and they worked out a deal. Allison would make an appointment and the initial consultation would be with her, but from there she would recommend them to a suitable representative with the promise she would still be overseeing the campaign.
For this Allison would get a small percentage of any new clients who were specifically calling for the Sister in Sin.
Allison smiled at the thought of Jack, who after two years of playful flirting, had sent her flowers two days after the shoot then asked her out to dinner. She turned him down, citing they worked together and she didn't want things to get awkward. What she didn't tell him was that good looking or not, at forty one he was about twenty years older than her preferred type.
He had taken it well, but she felt his eyes on her every time they were in a room together. Looking back on it, Allison was glad he saw her topless. She knew every time he looked at her he was picturing her body and getting hot and bothered, which in turn got her going.
The ad had also generated several calls from agencies asking her if she was interested in modeling professionally. Allison declined them all saying it was a onetime thing as she'd always wanted to work with her good friend Victoria. Fact was as tempting as it was, Allison knew that Victoria worked her ass off and traveled constantly.
The public spotlight was something Allison had no desire to be in. Victoria did have to be careful with whom she played with and if she made any type of name for herself her days with the boys would be over.
Besides at the end of the day, she'd dreamed of running her own agency since she'd listened to a woman who owned her own back in Florida on career day in middle school.
That dream was going to be made possible by this campaign. Her already impressive client list was going to double and the ad had created not just buzz, but controversy. A local minister had publicly condemned the ad as lascivious and glorifying homosexuality.
There was an article about it in the New York Times that included a photo of Allison with Jasmine and Simone. In her industry controversy was a positive thing and it was her name more than A&S's that was being linked with the campaign.
In fact the one offer that intrigued both her and Victoria was Maxim had called them both after seeing the response from the ad and offered them an amount of money that made Allison ask them to repeat it. The men's magazine wanted to do a complete Sisters in Sin spread for their end of summer issue.
Allison had told Victoria she really didn't want to do another shoot, especially in front of another and much larger film crew. Victoria had smiled and told her it was already done, that was why Jeff had taken so many shots, she knew they would get offers.
All they would have to do is use all the extra shots Jeff had taken. Allison had sat back and envisioned how hot some of those poses were, especially Victoria toying with her piercing with her tongue.
Victoria's agent had pitched that to Maxim who for the moment was saying they wanted their own shoot. They were told it was the existing pictures or bust.
Allison was afraid they would lose the opportunity, but Victoria assured her they would bite, because her agent had sent them a couple of the pictures to tease them with. If the deal went through, the money along with her savings, might just give Allison enough to start thinking about branching out on her own.
The ironic thing was Victoria, Miss family values, was pushing for the Maxim shoot. Apparently since she'd broken the ice she was ready to do more. On her end, Victoria had taken some heat.
An article in a Glamour magazine had accused her of selling out and the same moronic minister had stated that it was a shame one of the few models with integrity was now degrading herself like a whore.
But like the ad itself, far more positive was being generated for Victoria, many articles posted stated it was about time she stopped worrying about public image and cut loose.
Not that Victoria's agent's phone ever stopped ringing, but it was now with entirely new offers including of course Playboy and Penthouse. The Penthouse offer also extended to 'the green eyed goddess' who had posed with her. Allison closed her eyes and even though she knew neither of them would ever do that, it was a sexy thought.
Allison imagined hundreds of thousands of men jerking off to a photo of her lying back, her legs open and her fingers spreading her pink pussy. She would pout and hold up her large tits and...
"That's it green eyes, show us those nipples, the ones every man in the country is going to want to suck on!"
Allison jerked her head up off the couch, and looked around. She must have begun to doze. Sitting up, she waited for her head to stop spinning and looking at the clock over her mantle saw it had been ten minutes since Victoria had left the room.
"Screw it." She muttered and standing, shut the lamp off and leaving the living room wandered down the hallway to her bedroom.
Her head was swimming and drifting to one side, she bumped into the wall. Damn she'd had a lot to drink. Placing her hand on the wall she kept it there, guiding herself down the hall.
Allison giggled at the memory of doing this on a regular basis back in college, although back then she was usually leaning on the guy she was taking back to her room to fuck.
Even though she was drunk enough to easily fall asleep, Allison felt a warm sensation between her legs at the memory of fucking as a coed.
Even back then she was playing the game, throwing guys out of her room if they wouldn't start at her feet and moving on to the next. Tired as she was, Allison was looking forward to a nice session with her silver bullet and cumming before passing out.
She entered her room and frowned at the two candles lit on her bureau. Pushing her door open all the way she noticed several more scattered about the room.
The candles however, took a back seat to Vicky on the edge of her bed. She had removed the comforter and was lying back on the red satin sheets, propped on her elbows .
"I thought I was going to have to come get you." Victoria said, as Allison walked slowly up to the bed.
"Umm....you find your way into the wrong room?" Allison asked a little unnerved at the way she was smiling at her.
That feeling increased as Victoria slid further down the bed, causing her short robe to ride up to her hips. She opened her legs, exposing her smooth pussy.
"Oh, no, Allison, this is right where I want to be."
Allison blinked rapidly, trying to clear her head. Several times in the past, she had spent the night in Victoria's huge king sized bed. But in those instances, they had stayed up to all hours, watching movies and eating popcorn like young girls on a sleep over and always much more dressed than Victoria was at the moment.
"You want to sleep in my bed tonight?"
"I want to do everything in this bed tonight."
"What the hell are you talking about?" Allison shook her head, "You that drunk?"
"I thought you wanted to know my other secret." Victoria gave her a wink, "So I thought instead of telling you, I'd show you." With an inviting smile, she whispered, "Come join me."
"Join you?"
"Oh, come on Allison, are you that naïve?" Victoria laughed, "I told you I would be calling in my favor to you. So come on over and," she slid her fingers through her pussy, "Be my sister in sin."
Allison stared at Victoria's long red tipped nails sliding through her pussy. Like her nipples, Victoria's lips were rose colored and her clit protruding from between them. She looked back up to see Victoria smiling at her and it hit her,
"Oh, I get it!" she laughed, "You're fucking with me!"
"I plan on fucking you, yes." She nodded, "Now come here, Pandora, I'm running out of patience."
"Nice try Victoria," she told her, "If you're horny I have a draw full of toys, but jokes over."
With a roll of her eyes, Victoria sat up on the edge of the bed and patted it.
"Come sit down."
"Could you uh...fix your robe first?"
"Please, you've seen me stroke myself at the meetings and watched my videos; don't be a prude, because you're going to be doing a lot more than looking soon."
Allison walked over and sat down on the edge of the bed, but kept a couple of feet between them. Victoria rolled her eyes at her, but said, "So you think I'm toying with you Allison?"
"I know you are."
"You know I was hoping to just do this between us; that you would let yourself go and have fun, but I should have known better." Victoria sighed, "So I guess I have to do this the hard way. Put your hand out."
Allison did as she asked and Victoria reached into her robe and dropped a red coin into her hand. Her eyes wide, Allison brought the coin up in front of her face. On it was the crest of the circle and the words, "Enjoy and be enjoyed."
"G...granted time?"
"Yes my sister, granted time. I went to Scarlett and told her of the several favors I've done for you and this was my request, which as you can see, she honored."
Allison swallowed nervously and lowering the coin said, "But...but you're not into women, you..."
"I told you this was my secret Pandora." Victoria said, "One I hold very dear. Several years ago I was in Europe and was seduced by a French model. Since then women have been my secret indulgence and guilty pleasure."
"I don't do it often and it can't be just any woman, but someone I truly desire, and Allison," she reached out and lightly brushed her fingers along her cheek, "There has never been a woman I have desired more."
"I..." Allison could feel her heart racing, she couldn't do this.
In front of her Victoria was looking at her expectantly. Her blue eyes were still bright, but not from the effects of the alcohol. Allison noticed she was breathing heavier and could make out her erect nipples through her robe. Victoria grabbed the tie of the robe and pulled it.
"Wait!" Allison grabbed her wrist, "You...said this was your biggest secret."
"It is." Victoria looked down at Allison's hand on her wrist and smirked, "Do you want to play rough, Pandora?"
"No," she removed her hand, "I..."
"Or would you rather un-wrap me?"
"You just took that coin, this is a joke." Allison tried to laugh, but it came out more like a nervous cough.
"There is only one coin," Victoria reminded her, "And it's in Scarlett's possession. Do you think I stole it from her?"
"But you said it was your secret, you would have had to tell her to about it." Allison pointed her finger at her and noticed it was trembling. "You'd tell her, just to be with me?"
"Scarlett already knows of my occasional cravings." She reached out again, and this time her long finger nails ran down Allison's thigh, sending a shiver through her.
"Already?" she repeated as she reached down and pushed Victoria's hand from her leg.
"Oh, hard to get?" she giggled, "Seeing as how you and I share everything and are about to share much more, I'll tell you another little secret. Let's just say Scarlett learned of my secret firsthand."
"You mean you and her...?"
"Yes, Pandora I have had the privilege of having our mistress in my bed." She sighed, "It was quite the night."
Allison shook her head, "Why the hell would you want me?"
"Why wouldn't I?" Victoria laughed, "You're one of the most beautiful women I have ever met. But more than just your beauty, there's just something about you that drives me wild. At first I wasn't sure what it was, but then it hit me."
"What is it?"
"Just what I said out in the other room; I have never seen a woman who can be so dominant, yet still be demure." She slowly licked her lips, "And you are going to be demure for me tonight aren't you Pandora?"
"You really are serious?"
"I think that should be obvious." Victoria said, "Now stop stalling Pandora, there's far more pleasurable things your tongue could be doing besides flapping."
"No." she shook her head and started to stand. "I won't do this. I have no interest in being with you or any other woman."
"You have very little choice in the matter." Victoria grabbed her wrist, stopping her from getting up. "Time has been granted."
Allison pulled her arm from Victoria's grasp and seeing her way out, snapped her fingers. "I refuse and I have the right to."
"Oh, do you?" Victoria asked; an amused look on her face. "You can, but only through your high lady and something tells me, she is not going to let you off the hook."
"I...I can go to Mark, he's the enforcer, he wouldn't make one of his ladies do anything they didn't want to."
"Go ahead and call him" Victoria shrugged. "But understand he would be going against his High Lady and his Mistress and we both know he has a particular weakness for the beautiful Lady Scarlett."
"I'll take my chances." Allison tossed the coin on the bed next to her. "I won't be forced to do this."
Picking up the coin Victoria sighed, "You really can't just go with the flow, can you? Trust me Allison you will enjoy this, you just have to relax and let..."
"No offense Victoria, but even you're not hot enough to make me want a woman. Now, if you don't mind I want to go to bed," Victoria started to speak and Allison added, "Alone."
Victoria shrugged, "It's your choice, but trust me I will have you. It's just a matter of whether it's here or at the next meeting."
"What does that mean?"
"You see Pandora this is not just granted time, but the repayment of the several favors you owe me. Because of that there will be consequences to that refusal."
"I..." she frowned, "Scarlett wouldn't..."
"Yes, she would. By denying me you're disobeying her. She knows tonight is the night. The next meeting is in two weeks if you give her this coin all is well and you know she will never speak of it. For that matter, neither will I. Granted time is never to be discussed. But," she emphasized the word, "If I return the coin she will know you refused and you will be punished."



"I don't care, I'll..."
"Before you say you'll accept your punishment let me explain what it will be." Victoria said, looking serious for the first time. "The punishments always fit the crime. You refused to be with me so what will happen is this."
"You will strip naked, kneel and have your hands cuffed behind you. You will then, one at a time, have your face held between the legs of every lady at that table until you get them off."
"They...they wouldn't!" Allison declared, trying to sound confident, "Not all the woman there are into that."
"It wouldn't matter. To go along with a punishment they would. Even Mercedes who is as straight as you, has rewarded her top female subs by allowing them to go down on her. Trust me Pandora," Victoria gave her an evil smile,
"You will taste every woman at that table. Or," she shrugged, "You can relax and let me show you the finer points of the softer sex. It's your choice, but I would like to enjoy you tonight."
Allison looked down at Victoria's long legs and tried to picture herself between them. There was nothing in her that wanted to, but she had seen punishments during the meetings and knew Victoria wasn't bluffing. Grasping for straws she pushed her lips out into a pout and said softly, "You'd really make me do this, Vicky?"
"Oh, that pout was a mistake." Victoria answered, "That is exactly what I want and believe me, I will only be making you in the beginning. I'm confident I can warm you up."
"I don't know what I'm doing and...I don't want too!" She snapped.
"Ah, there's my bratty little sister." Victoria grinned, "There's no way out of this and you know it. So shall we play nice, or shall I treat you as a pet?" she pointed down to the floor, "You can start at my feet as you have your boys do."
Allison sat there unsure of what to say and untying the robe, Victoria opened it to reveal her breasts. "Besides, am I such a poor choice for your first experience?"
Victoria cupped her tits, "Are they not good enough for you?"
"It's not that I..."
She stopped as sliding the robe off and tossing it to the floor, Victoria beckoned her with her finger. "Come here, Pandora, it's time to play."
Allison didn't move and with a sigh Victoria slid over next to her. She took Allison's face in her hands and turned her to face her.
"Come my sister in sin; give your high lady a kiss."
Parting her lips, Victoria leaned towards her. Allison closed her eyes and felt her soft lips brush hers. Victoria's hands slid down her sides as she worked her lips against hers. Allison refused to kiss her back and sat there. A moment later she cried out in pain when Victoria pinched her nipples through her top.
"Ow! That hurt!"
"Then kiss me.' Victoria told her. "Play along Pandora, or I will tie you to your own bed and decide to make this night very hard on you!"
"You wouldn't hurt me would you?" she asked, her lip trembling for real this time.
Victoria gently ran her fingers down her cheek. "I would never hurt you, Allison," she said softly, "But I want to enjoy you so badly and I've been very good to you."
Caught off guard by Victoria's shift in mood, Allison stammered, "You're very good to me, but I just...." She stared at Victoria's tanned breasts with their rose colored nipples and remembered how they felt pressed against her at the shoot. It hadn't felt bad, but to suck on them, to try to go down on her? "Even if I was willing to try I...don't know..."
"Not true," Sliding her hand under Allison's hair she ran her fingers through it. "You know how to kiss and lick, you know how to please." She placed her other hand on Allison's bare stomach and teasingly slid her finger nail along the edge of her shorts.
She shivered again at Victoria's light touch and thought of how wet her pussy had looked. She obviously wanted her and Victoria had almost single handedly put her on the map. More than that she was the closest friend she had. Maybe she would try and when Victoria saw she wouldn't be any good she would back off her.
"I just think you'll be a little disappointed." She put out there.
"Allison, there is no way you will be anything but amazing."
Releasing her hand from her hair, she put her arms around Allison's waist, drawing her towards her, "Just let me lead the way." She lowered her eyes and whispered, "Please Allison? Please be my true sister in sin."
Allison took a deep breath and kissed Victoria lightly on the cheek. She looked up and with a delighted smile, nuzzled her soft cheek against hers, "Thank you, my sister, I promise you will enjoy this."
She punctuated her remark by flicking her tongue playfully along Allison's earlobe and placing her lips to her ear, spoke softly, while caressing her back,
"We'll go slowly; and if you don't enjoy it, I'll stop. Just promise you'll give me the chance." She placed a soft kiss on Allison's neck and added, "God, I want you."
Those words had come out in a breathy sigh so filled with desire Allison felt a chill go through her. Even her most desperate pets had never sounded as if they wanted her that badly. Closing her eyes she lowered her head and placing a similar kiss on Victoria's neck whispered, "Then take me."
"Oh, I like that." Victoria purred as she leaned back to face her. "That's my good girl."
"Just...easy, please?"
"How could I be mean to my little sister?" Victoria asked.
Allison started to laugh, but was cut off by Victoria again taking her face in her hands and pressing her lips to hers. This time Allison responded. This was something they had done many times at the meetings.
Relaxing, Allison parted her soft full lips and worked them gently against hers. Victoria sighed softly and as she kissed her harder, slid her hands down Allison's shoulders.
Allison nervously put her hands on Victoria's hips and another chill went through her as Victoria ran her fingers lightly up and down her arms.
Her touch was soft; a far cry from the strong hands of her boys. It was also far from unpleasant and Allison lost some of her stiffness as they continued their long, deep kiss. True to her word, Victoria was being patient, teasing her lips across hers and not moving her hands beyond her arms.
Allison showed her appreciation of that patience by taking the initiative and slipping her tongue into Victoria's mouth. She was rewarded with a very un-Victoria like coo that caused her to giggle.
Allison was aware she still more than a little tipsy and thought about telling Victoria she wanted to go get the bottle of wine. Her thoughts were cut off by Victoria shoving her tongue deep into her mouth and pressing her lips harder to hers.
Her hands left Allison's arms and dropped to her sides. Allison gasped when Victoria captured her tongue in her mouth and sucked gently on it.
Allison kissed her harder than before and when Victoria released her tongue, Allison returned the favor by giving hers a gentle nip when she slipped it between her lips.
Victoria moaned and the sound caused Allison to slide her hands up her back and play with her long blonde hair. Victoria was breathing heavily into her mouth and her nipples were pressing into hers through the thin material of her camisole.
Victoria broke the kiss and her lips moved to the soft flesh of her neck. Allison let her head fall back, giving her better access and released a soft moan at the feeling of her tongue sliding along her skin.
Victoria stopped just below her ear and sucked gently and Allison felt her nipples hardening as Victoria's lips and tongue worked their way around to the other side of her neck.
Allison slid her hands around to Victoria's back, but reaching down and grabbing her wrists, she guided them to the sides of her breasts. Allison gave them a tentative squeeze and Victoria moaned softly into her neck.
Allison's breathing was picking up as Victoria lowered her lips and was now kissing the top of her chest. She slid her hand up through Victoria's hair and held the back of her head as her tongue now teased along the top of her camisole.
Victoria slid her hands down and Allison's breath caught as she felt her top lifting. She hesitated, but when Victoria looked up at her with her blue eyes wide and murmured "please?" she slowly lifted her arms over her head.
Victoria slid her top up over her arms and after tossing it to the side, wrapped her arms around her shoulders and drew her into a deep kiss. Allison groaned softly at the sensation of her hard nipples pressing into Victoria's firm tits and opening her mouth, eagerly accepted her tongue.
Their tongues dancing across each other, Victoria eased back slightly and as she had done briefly at the shoot, moved side to side. The sensation of Victoria's nipples rubbing across her sensitive flesh caused her to break the kiss and release a loud moan. The moment she removed her lips, Victoria eagerly fastened her lips to her right nipple.
"Oh damn!" Allison cried out in surprise as her friends soft tongue swirled around her swollen flesh.
Victoria's moan of pleasure as she sucked Allison's tit hard into her mouth caused a wave of heat to flow through her now wet pussy. Victoria's hand came up and capturing her other nipple rolled it gently between her fingers.
Despite the air conditioning, Allison was beginning to sweat. Looking over Victoria's shoulder at their reflection in the mirror over her bureau she saw her normally fair skin was flushed and knew it wasn't just from drinking.
Victoria switched up, now sucking her left nipple while playing with the right. She was tracing her tongue in slow circles, teasing her with the just the soft wet tip. Allison was still holding the back of her head and just as she would have with a man, arched her back while shoving Victoria's face into her breast.
Victoria released a delighted squeal and Allison yelped as she gave her nipple a playful pinch. Victoria was holding Allison's tits up and squeezed them as she opened her mouth wider, devouring as much of her tit as she could.
Allison reached out with her free hand and cupping Victoria's perfect tit started rubbing her thumb across her nipple. Victoria gasped, and lifting her face from Allison's tits, grabbed her own and offered them to her, "it's your turn," she breathed.
Allison paused then lowering her head, flicked her tongue out across Victoria's nipple. She received a soft moan and swirled her tongue around her swollen nub.
"Oh, that looks so good." Victoria purred, as her hand slid behind Allison's head and through her hair. "I knew you'd be a good girl for me."
Allison looked up through her long eyelashes and pushing her lips out into a pout whimpered around Victoria's nipple.
"Hmmm, that is so hot." She moaned, "I can't wait to see you looking up from between my legs."
Allison's eyes widened at that thought. A nipple was one thing, but... she gasped as imitating what she had done, Victoria shoved Allison's face into her tit. She opened her mouth and taking Victoria's nipple sucked gently while still tracing her tongue around it.
Victoria was breathing heavy and Allison squeezed her nipple harder. Victoria moaned louder than before, then grabbing Allison's wrist, yanked her hand down and placed it between her legs.
Allison gasped around Victoria's nipple at the feeling her hot wet flesh beneath her touch. Victoria held her hand pressed against her and moved it back and forth. Allison resisted, but Victoria whispered, "Oh, please don't stop now, Allison, I've waited a long time for this!"
Victoria ended the sentence with a soft whimper as she guided Allison's hand across her swollen clit and again the sound spurred her on. She moved her hand faster and when Victoria released her wrist moved so she was sliding two fingers through the soft wet folds of Victoria's sopping pussy.
"Yes," Victoria moaned, shoving her nipple deeper into Allison's mouth, "That feel's so....Oh!"
Victoria cried out in surprised pleasure as Allison slowly pushed her fingers inside her pussy. Allison couldn't believe how hot she was, and as she slowly pumped her fingers could hear how wet she was.
"Faster." Victoria moaned, "And harder."
Allison obeyed, and as she moved her fingers more confidently, switched to sucking her other nipple.
"That's it!" Victoria's groaned and Allison gasped as she contracted her pussy around her plunging fingers.
"Now stroke my clit," Victoria told her, "I need to cum!"
Allison slid her fingers from inside and working them up between her lips pressed the tips against Victoria's hard clit.
"Right there! Now just rub it, nice and hard like you'd get yourself off!"
Allison rubbed her fingers in slow circles then cried out in surprise when grabbing her hair; Victoria pulled her down with her on the bed. Victoria was on her back, and lying on her side next to her, Allison continued to stroke her clit and resumed sucking on her nipple.
"Oh Allison." She groaned, "Just like that! I knew you'd want to be good to me!"
Allison looked up to see Victoria had her eyes closed. She was sweating and strands of her blonde hair were sticking to her flushed cheeks. Her lips were parted and she was whimpering softly as Allison began to rub her clit harder.
Victoria's tan skin glowed in the soft light of the candles and Allison was struck by how beautiful she was. Victoria emitted a long loud moan and clenching her thighs around Allison's hand, rocked her hips.
Victoria had her arm around Allison's shoulders and she pulled her tightly too her as her hips pumped faster and she was now moaning continuously. The thought she was going to make Victoria cum had her own hips rocking and she found she couldn't wait to hear her squeal the way she did when she played with herself at the meetings.
Victoria reached up and played with her other nipple and Allison watched her long nails tease her swollen flesh. Growing more confident, Allison pressed her fingers harder against her clit and rubbed it as fast as she could.
"Right there Allison, Oh, I...I'm so close!"
Victoria's legs straightened and her hips were thrusting off the bed. She began to whimper and knowing from her own experience she was right on the edge, Allison took Victoria's clit between her fingers, squeezed hard and twisted it.
"Oh fuck!" Victoria cried out, "That's...yes!"
Victoria's back arched off the bed and she released a long loud squeal. She grabbed the back of Allison's head and shoved her nipple deeper into her mouth. She cried out again and her hips bucked wildly as Allison continued to work her clit.
Victoria's thighs clenched harder around her hand and Allison felt her pussy quivering against her fingers. Victoria's hips lifted so far off the bed Allison heard them pop and after a long shuddering moan, Victoria let her legs fall limply off the bed and she slumped back onto the mattress, panting.
Allison removed her fingers from between Victoria's legs and unsure what to do next, remained still. Victoria's breathing slowed down and turning to look at her said, "See, you know what you're doing." She propped herself up on her elbows and said, "Stand up for me."
Allison sat up then as Victoria had requested, stood at the foot of the bed. Victoria remained there, staring hungrily at her and she began to feel uneasy as her eyes roamed her body. Victoria slid to the foot of the bed then off of it and onto her knees in front of her.
Putting her hands on her hips, Victoria pulled her towards her and kissed her stomach. Allison placed her hands on Victoria's shoulders and watched her work her lips down past her navel and towards the edge of her panties.
Allison gasped when Victoria's hands slid around and grabbing the cheeks of her ass gave them a hard squeeze. She pulled one side of her shorts down and Allison swallowed nervously as she sucked on the soft skin just over the mound of her pussy.
She felt her hot breath on her flesh and her hands were now gently fondling her ass. Victoria pulled her panties down further and Allison could feel her hands trembling on her shoulders and she prepared herself for where her lips would be going next.
Looking up at her Victoria, said quietly, "Relax Allison, I'm going to take good care of you. Now turn around for me."
Allison remained still and Victoria moved her hands to her hips and pushed against them. She started to turn all the way around, but when she was facing the bed, Victoria stopped her by squeezing her hips. "Right there."
Victoria slid over until she was behind her and pressed her lips to the right side of her ass. She sucked while her hands once again began to squeeze her ass.
"Simone's right," she said from behind her, "I could so get lost in your eyes."
Allison laughed nervously then yelped when Victoria bit the cheek of her ass.
"Sorry, I couldn't resist," she giggled.
She went back to kissing and sucking and Allison stood there, her legs trembling as Victoria took her time kissing her ass. She wanted to try to make a joke about it, but her reply turned into sharp breath as Victoria's fingers hooked into the side of her lace shorts to pull them down.
She reached down and caught her wrists, but Victoria said, "Don't be shy Allison, let me see that pretty pussy of yours."
Allison released her wrists and Victoria tugged her shorts just past her hips before she said, "You know what" I want you to take them off," she emitted another drunken giggle, "Give me one of those sexy shimmies of yours."
"Victoria, just...hey!" She cried out as Victoria dealt her ass a hard slap.
"Be a good girl and strip for your high lady," she replied then cooed, "Ohh red finger prints on that white ass of yours looks good!" Allison yelped when Victoria slapped the other side of her ass.
"Okay, okay!" she said, and grabbing the sides of her shorts started to pull them down.
"Slowly," Victoria told her, "And shake that round ass of yours."
Allison bit back a remark and as she did at the shoot thought of doing this for Rob or any of her boys. She bent over slightly and wiggling her hips, slipped the shorts down her thighs.
"All the way down to your ankles, put that ass right in my face."
Allison continued shimmying her hips and reached down as far she could before her chest hit the bed.
"Perfect." Victoria whispered and taking the panties from her slid them to the floor. "Oh, look at that pussy peeking out at me." Allison started to straighten back up, but Victoria pressed her hand against her back, "Right there, stay bent over the bed. Now spread your legs."
Allison's hesitation wasn't much more than a second, but she caught another slap on the ass and snapped, "I thought you weren't going to be rough!"
"And you said you would behave!" Victoria retorted then laughed, "And goddamn, you're spankable, your ass has the cutest little jiggle. Now spread them!"
Allison worked her feet out so that her legs were open and closing her eyes held her breath when Victoria's hands slid up and down the insides of her thighs. "So soft," she murmured, "So much different than men."
She kissed her ass softly and Allison could feel her knees shaking as her hands crept closer to her pussy.
"You're nervous?" Victoria asked, "Allison, you truly are precious."
Allison's answer turned into a whimper as Victoria's right hand slipped between her legs and slid across her pussy.
"But wet nonetheless, you are my dirty girl aren't you, Allison?"
"I...oh!" Allison gasped when her fingers slid through her lips.
"Very wet, very soft." Victoria whispered, "And very, "Allison squealed as she plunged a finger deep inside her, "Hot."
Allison whimpered softly as Victoria's finger slowly pumped her then released a surprised moan when her thumb found her swollen clit.




"You're awfully excited my reluctant lover." Victoria commented; her thumb tracing a slow circle around the hard nub of her clit.
Allison moaned again when she pressed harder against it before sliding her hand from between her legs. Using both hands, she caressed the cheeks of her ass and Allison released another startled yelp when Victoria's tongue slid through the folds of her pussy before flicking across her clit.
"Hmmm, so sweet." She purred, "But that quick taste will do for now," she giggled again, "Well as far as your pussy goes."
Allison was about to ask what she meant, when spreading cheeks, Victoria drove her tongue into her ass.
"Whoa!" Allison tried to stand up, but Victoria held one hand on her back to keep her still while slapping her ass with the other.
"You said you would let me, now stop your squirming." She snapped, then softening her voice added, "I'll make it worth your while, trust me."
"Yes Mistress," Allison said with a tone.
"Always the brat, aren't you?" Victoria laughed, "Whatever makes you happy, Allison, now relax and let me indulge myself."
Allison sighed and slumped forward onto the bed. Victoria wasted no time in spreading her cheeks and slipping her tongue back into her ass. Closing her eyes she told herself Victoria's tongue felt no different than having a pet give her a rim job. Feeling her surrender, Victoria said, "That's it, just let it happen."
She returned to her ass, swirling her tongue around her rosebud several times before pushing it inside. Allison emitted a surprised moan as Victoria worked her rigid tongue into her ass while she slipped two fingers into her pussy.
Victoria was spreading her cheeks with one hand and continued thrusting her fingers into Allison's admittedly very wet pussy. Her thumb found her clit once again and rubbing it in slow circles as her soft wet tongue went back to teasing the edge of her ass.
Allison tensed up again, but this time it wasn't nerves. To her surprise her pussy was responding to her high ladies touch. "Hmmm-mm" Victoria encouraged as her tongue continued to probe her ass.
She pumped her fingers harder and moving her thumb in faster circles and Allison rolled her hips, shoving Victoria's fingers deeper inside as well as sliding her ass across her flickering tongue.
"You like that?" Victoria giggled, "Let's see how you like this."
Allison squealed as Victoria not only added a third finger inside her, but drove them in so deep she could feel her knuckles pressing against the edges of her pussy. She squealed again and even louder as her fingers curled inside her and she rapidly thrust them in and out.
Victoria was being far from gentle, but after some initial discomfort, Allison released a long moan as Victoria's long slender fingers began to please her as much as her thumb pressed to her clit.
"Yeah, that's the spot isn't it, Allison?" she said from between her cheeks, "Your inexperienced boys don't know this trick do they?"
Allison's response was a loud cry as Victoria curled her fingers tighter while pressing her thumb hard against her clit. She moaned loudly as Victoria's fingers drove up and into her at just the right angle and lifted her ass up and down, driving her pussy down into them.
She could feel Victoria's hot breath between her cheeks as her tongue continued its exploration of her ass. As her body began to gather itself, she became more sensitive and Victoria's tongue felt much better now.
Victoria pumped her arm now; slamming her fingers into her and Allison clenched the sheets in her hands and bucked her hips desperately as a warm sensation began building deep within her.
Victoria removed her tongue and drove her finger into her ass. Allison cried out in pain, but that yelp turned into a long loud howl as her pussy convulsed and her body exploded into incredible orgasm.
"Oh my god!" she squealed as waves of intense pleasure crashed through her.
Victoria's fingers were buried deep inside her and her pussy contracted around them as her body spasmed in ecstasy. Victoria's thumb was still working her clit and the feeling of her fingers pressing against each other through the thin skin of her ass and pussy was driving her wild.
Victoria clenched her fingers inside her and Allison gasped as she felt her body tensed up and seem to hesitate.
She squeezed the sheets so hard her knuckles popped and throwing her head back she screamed louder than she could ever remember as her pussy convulsed a warm gush of fluid squirted around Victoria's fingers.
Allison whimpered and twitched her hips as the last of the powerful orgasm left her body trembling and her knees weak.
"Goddamn Allison," Victoria declared, "Hasn't anyone ever really made you cum before?"
"Oh not like that." Allison fought to catch her breath, "Holy shit!"
"Holy shit is right." She replied sliding her fingers from inside her.
Allison tried to stand, but holding her down, Victoria pressed her face to her pussy. Allison squealed again as Victoria slurped the juices from her pussy. She squirmed as Victoria attacked her pussy, sucking so hard, her lips were smacking.
Unable to summon the energy to move her hips, Allison lay there and let her devour her sopping flesh. When Victoria finished she stood up and walking along side the bed, smiled down at her, "No time to rest my sinful sister, it's your turn to use that talented tongue of yours."
Victoria climbed onto the bed and laying back, spread her legs open and slid down until her pussy was directly in front of Allison's face. She blinked the sweat from her eyes and stared at Victoria's smooth, glistening pussy inches away from her.
Victoria reached down and spread her lips. Tapping her erect clit with her finger nail, she whispered, "Come give your sister a kiss."
Allison tossed her head back, flipping her sweat soaked black hair from her eyes and placing her hands on Victoria's firm thighs leaned in and knowing it was something she enjoyed, blew lightly on her clit.
Easing forward, Allison licked her lips then tentatively flicked her tongue out across her clit. Victoria's hips twitched and she moaned softly. Encouraged Allison teased just the tip of her tongue around her swollen flesh and with a moan Victoria said, "That's it, nice and slow, get to know her."
Allison pressed her lips to Victoria's clit and after giving it a soft kiss, gently sucked it between her lips. Victoria sighed and lifting her legs, placed her feet on Allison's back.
Allison's face was pressed between her thighs and she had to admit the scent of Victoria's pussy was far from unpleasant.
A bold lick through her high ladies wet lips, told her the taste wasn't so bad either. Pushing her tongue against Victoria's soft hot flesh, Allison slowly worked it back and forth as she made her way through the folds of her pussy towards her clit.
Victoria moaned, "That feels so good, Allison, I knew you'd be good to me."
Allison circled her tongue around Victoria's clit then as she made her way back down through her lips, a sense of the surreal came over her. Was she really lying between Victoria Redding thighs licking her pussy or was this some type of drunken wet dream?
Victoria running her fingers through Allison's hair told her this indeed was not a wet dream, but really happening.
Reaching the entrance to Victoria's pussy she teased her tongue around then figuring what the hell, plunged her tongue deep inside her.
"Oh yes!" Victoria cried out.
Spurred on by that reaction Allison moved her head back and forth, tongue fucking her as she always told her boys to do to her. Victoria moaned her approval and her fingers gathered a handful of her hair as she swirled her tongue around inside Victoria's dripping pussy.
She sucked hard and gasped as she received a mouthful of Victoria's sticky juices. She swallowed and was surprised to hear a soft moan escape her at the taste and sensation of her cum sliding down her throat.
Allison removed her tongue and sliding her hand up, eased two fingers inside of her. Victoria groaned and Allison was amazed at how hot and wet she was. As she slowly pumped her fingers Allison sucked her clit back into her mouth and teased her tongue around it. Victoria moaned and gently rocked her hips in time with Allison's fingers.
"Oh that's so nice," she purred, "Nice and easy like that."
Allison released her clit and ran her tongue up and down the length of her pussy, each time she reached her clit she would give it a quick lick before sliding back down. Each time she touched her clit, Victoria's hips would twitch and her breath hissed between her lips.
Allison looked up to see Victoria playing with her tits and the sight of her pulling at her hard nipples caused Allison's to stiffen and still watching, she returned her lips to Victoria's clit.
This time she sucked harder and faster and Victoria responded by moving her hips faster as well. Victoria had been lying back on the pillow, but as Allison sucked more forcefully she picked her head up and as their eyes met, she smiled, "Oh you look good down there."
"Yeah," Allison asked around her clit, "You still rather look into my other eyes?'
"Oh, not so shy now are we?" she asked, "I knew...oh!"
Victoria cried out as returning the favor, Allison slid her finger hard into her tight ass. Allison pushed it in as deep as she could and pressing her tongue firmly to her clit licked as fast as she could.
Victoria's toes curled into her back as she thrust her fingers into both her holes as hard as she dared. Victoria began emitting a series of sharp little yelps and Allison could feel her thighs trembling against her shoulders.
"Right there!' she gasped, "Please don't stop! Oh, Allison, I...oh fuck yeah!"
Victoria released a loud cry and Allison yelped in surprise as she clamped her thighs around her head, pinning her face to her pussy. Victoria cried out again; driving her hips up and down grinding her pussy into Allison's still moving tongue.
She sucked her clit back into her mouth and continued working her fingers as Victoria squealed. Her pussy and ass contracted around her fingers and Allison became aware her own pussy was responding as she brought her high lady to a screaming orgasm.
Victoria arched her back and with another loud cry, slumped back into the bed. She removed her feet from Allison's back and as she sat up, gave her a tired smile and said, "And you thought you couldn't do this?"
"I..." Allison gave her a shy smile, "I do okay?"
"Oh, shit can't you tell?" Victoria stretched her arms out over her head and Allison was surprised to find herself not only staring at her perfect body, but desiring more of it.
Victoria saw her looking and with a smile patted the bed next to her, "Lie back, Allison I have another surprise for you."
This time Allison didn't hesitate and quickly stretched out on the cool satin sheets. Her enthusiasm was not lost on Victoria who laughed delightedly. "Look at you, you little tart!"
Allison giggled, then stopped and widened her eyes as reaching under the pillow, Victoria pulled out her purple vibrator.
"Figured you kept talking about batteries," Victoria turned it on, "I confess to sucking on this before you came in."
Allison watched as Victoria teased the tip of the vibrator across her rose colored nipples then with a smile leaned over and touching the tip to Allison's stomach, traced a circle around her naval.
Allison giggled, and after giving her a huge smile, Victoria leaned over and pressed her lips to hers.
Allison immediately parted her lips and moaned as Victoria's tongue darted into her mouth. As they kissed, Victoria swung her leg over Allison's hips so she was straddling her and putting the vibrator down, slid her arms beneath her.
Victoria hugged her tightly and Allison groaned at the feeling of their hard nipples rubbing together. She lifted her legs, wrapping them around Victoria's waist then gasped as Victoria slid her knee against her pussy.
Victoria broke the kiss and sliding down sucked her nipple. Picking up the vibrator she placed the tip against her other nipple and Allison moaned loudly as Victoria worked both her tits. She started rocking her hips, causing her pussy to slide against Victoria's knee and placing her hands on Victoria's shoulders pushed.
"Oh, you nasty little thing!" Victoria laughed, "You trying to tell me something?"
Pushing her lips out into her trademark pout and using her best little girl voice, Allison whimpered, "Vicky, please lick my pussy!"
Victoria stared wide eyed at her, "Allison you just made my night! Say it again!"
"Oh, please," she begged as she ground her pussy into Victoria's now slick knee, "Please make your bratty little sister cum again!"
Victoria leaned forward and gently kissed Allison's protruding lower lip and whispered, "You're not just the sexiest, but the cutest damn woman I've ever known."
"Then make me cum!" Allison told her and widening her green eyes caused her lip to tremble.
"Anything for my bratty sister."
Victoria laughed and as Allison watched, her heart pounding and her pussy dripping in anticipation, she crawled down the bed. She settled down between Allison's thighs and as she sucked gently on the inside of her thigh teased the tip of the vibrator across her clit. Allison whimpered and thrust her hips into it, but with a giggle Victoria pulled it away.
"Don't tease!" she pouted.
With a laugh Victoria placed her lips around her clit and took it into her mouth. As she sucked, she eased the vibrator into her pussy and turned it up.
"Oh goddamn!" Allison moaned.
Victoria pumped the vibrator, twisting her wrist as she did and cupping her sweat slicked tits, Allison started caressing her nipples with her thumbs. Victoria released her clit from her mouth and removed the vibrator.
Alison cried out in pleasure as Victoria plunged her tongue inside her while placing the tip of the vibrator onto her swollen clit. Victoria swirled her tongue around and her blue eyes rolled back as she got a good mouthful of Allison's juices.
Victoria moved the vibrator to the side and returning her tongue to her clit, licked one side of it while pressing the vibrator to the other side. Allison's hips jerked and as Victoria had done, she draped her legs across Victoria's sweaty back.
Still playing with one nipple she reached down and ran her fingers through Victoria's hair. Victoria slid the vibrator back down and pushing it inside her held it there as her tongue swirled around her clit. She lifted her head and Allison moaned at the sight of a line of her sticky fluid trailing from her tongue.
Their eyes met and with a smile, Victoria made a show of slurping the trail back down to the source and with a sigh that sent a thrill through her gently licked her clit.
Allison watched, transfixed by the sight of one of the most beautiful women in the world panting and moaning between her legs as she licked and sucked her pink pussy.
Her eyes trailed down the length of Victoria's body taking in the curve of her firm ass. Her legs were bent and she was playfully kicking her feet as she lightly ran her tongue up and down the length of her pussy.
Victoria pumped the vibrator again and this time Allison moved her hips in time with it. Reaching up, Victoria caught her left nipple and rolled it between her finger tips. Allison was playing with the other and breathed heavier as she felt another orgasm building within her.
Victoria stopped teasing and sucked her clit while thrusting the vibrator in harder. Allison stretched her legs out and arched her back, whimpering as her exhausted body strained to cum. Victoria removed her hand from her nipple and sliding it back down between her legs eased a finger into her ass.
Allison moaned and bucked her hips faster, matching the rhythm of the plunging vibrator. Victoria buried her finger deep in her ass and shoving the vibrator all the way in held them there.
Allison released a long moan at the feeling of having both her holes filled while Victoria's skilled tongue was now dancing rapidly across her clit.
Allison was moaning continuously and lifted her hips higher off the bed. Her legs were shaking violently and she whimpered as she felt herself teetering on the edge.
Victoria slipped the vibrator out and sliding it up through her wet lips, placed it just beneath her clit, pinning her clit beneath it and her tongue.
She shook it back and forth as her tongue swirled rapidly along the top of her clit. Allison gasped and squeezing her nipples harder moaned, "Oh, just a little more Vicky, oh please....oh please make me..."
Allison's words were replaced by a loud cry as dropping the vibrator down, she shoved it partway into her ass. At the same time she shoved three fingers hard into her pussy and as she had before, curled them inside her.
Unlike last time, she was already close and as Victoria sucked her clit hard into her mouth Allison threw her head back and let out a long loud scream as her ass stretched around the vibrator and her pussy clenched around Victoria's fingers.
She howled again as Victoria pushed the vibrator all the way into her ass and after a quick stab of pain her orgasm took over and as Victoria had done to her she clamped her legs around her head and bucked her hips wildly.
Victoria's fingers were still working inside her, and completely out of control, Allison released squeal after squeal as she came harder than before. Somewhere in the back of her mind she wondered what the hell the couple in the next apartment was thinking, especially if they saw Victoria leave in the morning.
That thought and all others were wiped out as once more her body paused to gather itself and she let out another scream as her pussy convulsed and she felt another warm wave of fluid gush from her pussy.
Victoria's head jerked between her legs and she heard her emit a gurgling moan as her pussy exploded in her face. Allison released a long whimper and slumped back onto the now damp sheets.
As the last tremors of the orgasm passed through her body, Allison's legs fell limply from Victoria's shoulders. She lay there gasping, staring at the ceiling which appeared to be spinning. Between her legs, Victoria teasingly flicked her tongue across her sensitive clit.
Allison's hips jerked and she moaned, "Don't". With an evil giggle Victoria sucked her clit hard into her mouth causing her to cry out. She tried to sit up, but only got halfway before falling back into the pillow.
"Please stop," She pleaded, "I...can't...oh my God." She groaned, "I...I can't even see straight!"
"You don't have to tell me how hard you came," Victoria laughed as she sat up on her knees and wiped her hand across her glistening cheek, "I got a face full."
Allison's reply was a tired smile then a low moans when Victoria eased the vibrator from her ass. Victoria tossed the vibrator onto the bed and crawling up between Allison's legs leaned down and placed a surprisingly sweet kiss on her lips.
'Thank you Allison," she whispered, "This was amazing."
She rolled over onto her side next to her and resting her head on Allison's shoulder, slipped her arm across her waist.
"Make yourself comfortable." Allison laughed softly.
"Okay," Victoria draped her leg over Allison's.
She slid closer and Allison could feel her nipples pressing into her side. She turned her head to see Victoria looking at her with a satisfied smile on her face. She kissed Allison on the cheek and nuzzled her face into her neck.
"You feel good Allison," she murmured. "I never cuddle with men, but women are so much softer," she slid her hand up and gave her tit a squeeze, "And much more fun!"
Her hand trailed back down to rest on her stomach and speaking softly she said, "Put your arm around me?"



Allison brought her arm up around her shoulders and Victoria cooed delightedly in her ear.
"Good night Pandora, and thank you for a memorable evening." She kissed her neck softly.
"It was something alright."
Allison closed her eyes, but found that despite her exhausted state she couldn't sleep. Her mind had begun to spin as something occurred to her. "Vicky?" There was no answer and she gave Victoria's shoulder a shake.
"What is it?" she asked her voice already thick with sleep.
"I...what does this mean for us?"
"What do you mean?"
"Well this was granted time, but you really enjoyed it and..."
"Oh, just I enjoyed it?' Victoria laughed.
"Well...I have to say it was fun, but what now? Will things change between us?"
"I don't know what you mean," Victoria sounded confused.
"You're my best friend, Vicky and, well hard to say in present circumstances, but like a sister to me, but now..."
"Allison this is not a relationship. Our friendship is not jeopardized because of this. Understand this is a onetime thing. It has to be"
"So you wouldn't expect..."
With a sigh, Victoria propped herself up on her elbow so she was looking down at her.
"Allison I am not in love with you, I lusted after you. You owed me and I used those favors to get what I wanted for repayment. You know granted time can never be spoken of so only the two of us and Scarlett will ever know of this."
"Also remember sex between members is not allowed. We had our allotted time and to be together again would be breaking the rules." She smiled, "No worries Allison, you are safe from any further advances from me."
"So we'll still be friends?"
"Of course we will!" Victoria kissed her forehead and laughed, "Again Allison, for a strong woman, you are adorable!"
"Gee thanks."
"Allison it was just sex, It was fun, it was damn hot and will always be one of my, and I hope your, fondest memories. We don't do it again, but it will add some spice between us. Now at the meetings when we watch each other play or share a kiss, we'll recall this night."
"When I play with myself during the videos you'll look at my pussy and remember what I taste like and how wet I was for you and I'll be doing the same." She laughed, "Best part, no one else will know!"
"Dirty little secrets." Allison nodded
"Exactly and isn't that what sisters do is share secrets?"
"Not sure real sisters would share this secret."
"Depends on what state they live in," Victoria chuckled. "But seeing we're talking rather than sleeping, I wonder what this will change for you?"
"For me?"
"Yes, now that you've experienced a woman I'll be interested to see if you want more."
Allison narrowed her eyes, she hadn't thought of that. "I don't think so," she shook her head. "You kind of pushed this on me, it's not like I would have on my own."
"Very true, but you seemed to more than enjoy yourself and with your sex drive and dirty little mind, I wonder if you'll start looking at the young girls as well as the young boys."
"I still can't see it." Allison told her, "Besides," she gave her a wink, "Look at who my first time was with! I think you've ruined me for all other women."
Victoria laughed, "That was smooth." She lowered her gaze to Allison's tits and added, "I can tell you there are plenty of women who would love to suck on these nipples."
"Well you can have the satisfaction of knowing you're the only one that has."
"Never mind that little pink pussy." Victoria sighed, "Or this nice soft stomach."
A chill went through her as Victoria began to tease her finger nails along her stomach.
"Will you do something for me Allison?"
"I think by now you should know I'll do anything for you."
Victoria giggled and Allison caught her breath as her fingers trailed down her stomach and stopped just before they reached the mound of her pussy.
"The way I see it is one way or another, this was a thrill for me. If you do start craving women I know I'm the one who turned you onto them. If you end up having no desire to indulge again, it would be exciting to know I was your only one."
"Either way you'll be my first." Allison whispered as Victoria pressed herself tighter against her. She could feel the heat of her wet on her thigh and her nipples stiffened. "And most special."
"Aww aren't you sweet?" Victoria asked, her eyes fixed on Allison's now swollen nipples. "What I ask is if you do indulge I would love to hear about it, will you share the details if you do?"
"Hmm," Allison made a show of thinking as her eyes made their way along Victoria's tanned body to linger on those perfect tits. "I will if you promise to tell me about your night with Scarlett."
"Deal," Victoria laughed, then leaning down, kissed Allison gently on the lips.
Allison could taste herself on Victoria's lips and felt her pussy responding. Victoria's fingers slid closer to her pussy and Allison trembled excitedly. Victoria brushed her lips across her cheek and along her face until reaching her ear, she spoke softly,
"I know you have more than fulfilled your side of the bargain". Allison gasped when Victoria's fingers slipped down through her moist pussy as she continued speaking,
"But being this is our only night together," she pushed her fingers inside and pressed her thumb against her once again swollen clit, "I was wondering if you'd like to play some more?"
Victoria took her nipple between her lips and Allison sighed, "Well, we are Sisters in Sin after all."
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"Hey, buddy, you ready for another one?"
I glanced up from my phone to see the bartender indicating the empty bottle of Bud in front of me.
"Not sure yet."
The beer was my third in the hour I'd been here and I didn't want to drive home with a buzz. The Brass Rail wasn't in the best part of town and I was sure the cops were always close by and looking for reasons to pull people over.
"Well if you're done, you need to leave." He informed me, "Bar policy, you're not drinking, you're not staying."
"I can see my seat would be in high demand." I made a show of looking up and down the bar which had far more empty stools than full ones.
"You got me there." The bartender laughed, "But the boss can show up anytime, and you know how it is."
I nodded and looking back at my phone saw it was nine. Kevin had told me to get here for eight to meet him. I'd called twice, but he wasn't answering and I was getting pissed off. I debated paying my tab and leaving, but what the hell, Kevin was the only friend who had kept in touch with me since Laura and I had called it quits months ago.
Not surprising seeing Kevin wasn't Laura's friend, or one of our mutual friends, but my friend.
How he was still my friend, I didn't know. During the ten years of my ill fated marriage to Laura. I'd been forced to keep him at arm's length because Kevin wasn't the type of person Laura liked to spend time with. Like me, well the former me, Kev never cared about image, he cared about being himself and it showed in everything from how he dressed to what he ate and how he acted.
To many that was refreshing, a professor at a prestigious university dressing in jeans and heavy metal t-shirts when not in a classroom-and occasionally when in one-and living on fast food and faster women.
But to Laura that wasn't how men of our 'caliber' as she put it, should act. Sadly I'd done what many men before and many after me would do, I fell for the power of the pussy and dressed and acted the way she wanted me to.
"Umm..." The bartender cleared his throat.
"Sorry," I tapped the bottle, "I'll have another."
With a practiced ease, he turned away from me, pulled another bud from the cooler beneath the back of the bar opened it and completed his three sixty by putting it down in front of me and grabbing the empty.
Picking it up, I stared at the bottle and grinned. That's right, you stuck up, bitch, I'm drinking beer, not a shitty tasting wine from some rich assholes vineyard, but the down to earth beverage of the every man. I took a long swallow of the beer and pictured Laura scrunching her face up in disgust like she did to everything 'not good enough' for her.
I swore that made the beer taste better and I chugged more than half of it before putting it down. As immature as that reaction was, it put me in a better mood than I had been in the weeks since our divorce had been finalized. I stared at the row of bottles along the shelves in front of me, wondering what I could do a shot of that would give me another visual of Laura's disapproval.
The bar was mirrored and taking in my reflection I noted my appearance itself would be enough to get that look of disdain I now realized was her permanent expression. The biggest offense to her would be that I'd let the grey come back into my still thick hair, returning it to its salt and pepper state it had been in since my mid thirties.
Kevin had always ragged on me, saying only girls and pretty boys colored their hair and deep down I agreed, but deferred to the preference of the person I thought meant most to me.
My hair wasn't the only thing showing off my return to reality, as there was just as much salt showing in the neatly trimmed beard I had let come back after years of going clean shaven. If Laura was here and could get past my wanton display of the natural gray of a guy on the wrong side of fifty, my ensemble would be enough to send her into a seizure.
Although I still-and always would-dress professionally in the classroom; whenever I wasn't in it, I'd returned to pre Laura, who cares as long as I'm comfortable, attire. A black Slipknot T-shirt worn un-tucked over black jeans that were about as faded and scarred as I felt these last few months.
A pair of black snakeskin boots, the last reminder of the days when I owned one of those 'horrible' motorcycles completed my un-professor like appearance and left me looking like...like a guy who could care less what others thought of him.
I winked at my scruffy reflection and tipping the beer downed the rest of it. I closed my eyes at the head rush and told myself settle down. Post divorce malaise, mid life crisis, or a spiteful good time aside, I was, at the end of the day, a professor, not a frat boy and DUI's were frowned upon at work.
I glanced around the bar and my grin spread into a smile, if there was even a chance in hell I could get Laura into a dive like this she would probably faint at the sight of the scruffy Hell's Angel's wannabe's that were lounging around the place.
The tables, chairs and bar itself didn't look any more appealing than the clientele. Everything was cracked, chipped and scarred, I had to hold back a laugh when I looked over at the pool table and saw two of the sticks were duct taped in the middle.
The row of glasses in front of the bottles of liquor had a film of dust on them and I doubted the bartender would rinse them if someone wanted one. Then again, anyone who asked for a glass in this place would probably be in the wrong place.
It dawned on me this was why Kevin had told me to meet him here, this was a carbon copy of any bar we'd hung around in not just in our youth, but right up until I'd met her highness. I was to call again and see what the hell was taking him so long when a smoky voice spoke;
"Hey, want to share the joke?"
I turned to see a young woman standing behind me. Where she'd come from I wasn't sure, but I certainly didn't mind her being there. She looked to be early twenties with long dark curly hair and a pair of piercing green eyes so bright I wondered if they were contacts.
Despite the cold February night she was wearing a short red one piece dress that hugged every curve, and damn, what a set of curves! The dress was low cut and tight enough that her ample breasts looked as if they were ready to pop out of it. Her skin was fair and the deep red of the dress was a sexy contrast to her creamy skin.
Not wanting to stare I dropped my eyes downward. The hem of the dress didn't extend much past her ass and her long legs were bare, another surprise in this weather. Those shapely legs ended in a pair of black knee high boots with heels that had to be five inches, fuck me boots as Kevin would say.
"Cat got your tongue, sweetie?"
"Oh, jeez I'm sorry!" I replied feeling my face heat up. Fifty two and blushing in front of a girl less than half my age, smooth, Marcus, real smooth "I was just um,..."
"Checking me out." She finished, "You need to work on being a little more subtle."
"Sorry," I laughed, "You, well you're a little out of place here."
"Not really." She shrugged, causing her tits to jiggle fetchingly. "Seems you're the only one looking."
I looked past her and was surprised to see the couple of goons down the end of the bar weren't checking her out as I thought they would be. God only knew I wouldn't mind a look at her ass in that dress.
I turned my head to where three other guys were hanging around the worn out pool table and none of them were taking any notice of her. Strange, I would have thought she would have to be worried in a place like this, but it's as if she weren't there, unless she was a regular.
"Sorry."
"You said that already," She smiled, exposing a set of white teeth as perfect as the rest of her. That smile was enhanced by a pair of full lips painted the same deep red as the dress "And as for out of place? That BMW you have out there says the same for you."
"How do you know that's my..." I paused, then laughed, "Right who else would it belong to?"
"Not many new faces here." She replied then walked past me to the other end of the bar.
I frowned in disappointment, hoping she would have sat next to me, but why the hell would she? I was a lot older than her, looked like crap at the moment and had made a fool of myself. But at least her walking away gave me a chance to check out her ass and it was even better than I'd imagined.
The dress tight dress hugged a well rounded ass that swayed deliciously as she walked and was as low in the back as the front, exposing a large colorful tattoo of a dragon on her left shoulder.
"Hey Allie!" Two guys called out in unison from a table near the bathroom, they were younger and cleaner cut than the rest of the crowd, URI was nearby and I pegged them for students.
"Hey boys!" she gave them a friendly wave and I expected her to head over to them, but instead she turned the corner of the bar, swung the gate back and walked behind it.
"You're late." The bartender called to her, "Christ, kid, you live upstairs and you can't make it on time?"
"I know, Pete, you look like you can barely keep up." She replied, sauntering over to stand in front of me.
"Ready for another?"
"Not sure, but I was told if I don't I have to leave." I explained thinking living in the building at least explained the bare legs and skimpy dress.
"That's because Pete's anti social and doesn't like people hanging around. Me?" She cocked her head and flashed a flirty little smile, "I'm very social."
"That's good to know."
"Well, not to everyone, just people I like." She tapped the beer, "One more, or maybe you're ready for something..." her emerald gaze locked onto me, "A little sweeter?"
Damn, was she really hitting on me? No, don't be stupid she was working me to spend money on a slow night.
"What do you recommend?" I played along.
"How about a green eyed slut?"
"A...excuse me?"
"Midori with a shot of tequila." She grinned, "What did you think I meant?"
"Um, I...never heard of that before."
"Not many have." She picked up my bottle, "It's named after me."
The look on my face made her laugh; "Not really, well, okay, maybe sometimes, want one?"
"The drink or the slut?" I asked, and then wanted to smack myself, but she laughed again
"I like that!" she nodded approvingly, "That's better, older guys should be confident, not nervous like the boys."
"Is that so?"
"It is," she turned away and grabbing another beer, placed it in front of me, "On the house."
"Thank you." I took a small swallow worrying about my ability to get home.
"So..." She said resting her arms on the bar, giving me a look down her dress. I could see a lot of white skin, but no bra and I wondered if there was padding built in, Laura, had owned a couple...shit why was I thinking about her scrawny vanilla ass, when this was in front of me?
"So." I repeated.
"How long have you been divorced?"
"What makes you think I'm divorced?"
"Well, let's see," she raised one slender, red tipped finger, "You're driving a beamer."
"And that means?"
"And you're here in this not so posh establishment and you're dressed like you're trying to fit in here. Not dressed like a guy who drives that car for sure. But..." she paused and made a show of thinking, "A guy does usually dress and act like the type to drive that car, maybe cause his wifey wants him to. Now wifey's gone and you're having a little mid life, being a rebellious kid saying, yeah, look at me now, bitch."
"That's..." I whistled, "Pretty damn close. All that from my car and clothes?"
"That and the pale spot around your finger," she tapped my left hand, "Wore a ring for long time and just took it off didn't you?"
"You're pretty good."
"At a lot of things." She said, another saucy smile playing about her lips.
"No offense, but you're...pretty precocious." I told her.
"Oh, that's a ten dollar way to say for a girl my age." The smile turned into a smirk, "Patronizing is another fun word, try not to do it, okay?"
"Yes ma'am," I bowed my head, "My apologies."
"That's better," she gave her long hair a dramatic toss that made me laugh.
She laughed as well and for a moment we sat there smiling at each other and it felt damn good to be chatting away with this pretty girl.
"But you're right." She told me, "See, my daddy owns this gold mine," she grinned and gestured around the nearly empty bar, "And after my mom passed he had to bring me here so he could work. I was ten, sitting on that little stool over there, "she pointed behind the bar, "And would grab him beers and help clean up so as I got older I started listening to people and watching them."
"Ah, a student of human nature." I lifted the beer, giving her a toast and this time chugged away on it, I was having too good of a time to worry about getting home. I'd call a damn cab if eed be. I was feeling reckless and enjoying it.
"Bartenders could teach shrinks some things." She said, "So, I'm right?"
"You are." I nodded, "This," I gestured at my t-shirt and tapped the beer, "Is me; this is how I like to be. I wasn't this way for a long time; it's good to be back."
"Yeah, you like loud music and ripped jeans and..." she spread her arms, "Shithole bars?"
"I do," I looked around, "I like the ambiance."
"That all you like?" she raised her eyebrows and leaned over the bar again.
"I like...the view." I gave her a wink that caused her smile to widen. "And the company."
"Good, that's what I'm here for, to add to the ambiance." She looked over at one of the biker types who had wandered over, "Hey, Jake."
"Allie," he looked at me pointedly, then back at her, "Friend of yours?"
"Yeah, we're cool Jake," she sighed, "Jeez a girl can't talk to the clientele?"
"Just checking." He smiled showing off a set of teeth that would drive a dentist to madness, "You know we look out for you."
"I do and I appreciate it," she tapped the bar, "But that doesn't mean you don't owe your tab."
"That's her Daddy's girl." He laughed and put a twenty on the bar, "I'm heading out, take it easy kid."
"You too." She took the money as he walked away and said, "I could tell the way you were looking around you were wondering why none of these creepy looking guys were harassing me." She waved at a couple of others as they passed the bar on their way out, "Some of these guys are like uncles to me."
"That's nice." I said taking in the size of the men still shooting pool who were now the only ones left in the bar. "Hard to get a date though."
"I don't date here, silly." She laughed, "But I do make a friend from time to time."
"You seem friendly."
"I like what I like." She replied and turning grabbed down two bottles from the shelf behind her and a small glass, I watched her pour the green Midori into the glass then add a shot of Cuervo.
Turning back to me she raised the glass and I said, "That green matches your eyes perfectly."
"Of course it does," she replied, "That's why it's called a green eyed slut." She downed the drink easily and made a show of licking the edge of the glass, "Sweet." She whispered.
"Is that what you like?" I tried to keep the conversation going, I had no thought this was more than harmless flirting, but it was the most alive I'd felt in a long time. "Sweet?"
"I like sweet." She said, "But what I really like is..."
"Hey Allie, can you come figure this out?"
I looked to the right to see the bartender staring in frustration at the keno machine and wanted to smack him.
"Be right there." She told him, then leaning over she beckoned me with her finger.
I leaned closer and placing her lips close to my ear she whispered, "What I really like is older men" She punctuated that statement by a quick flick of her tongue across my ear before pushing away from the bar and yelling,
"For the love of God, Pete what is so hard about that thing?"
I didn't know about the Keno machine, but right now there was a hard thing between my legs and sad to say this was the first time I'd been hard except for looking at porn in months. I watched her amazing ass swing, I swear more so than before, as she made her way over to Pete and releasing a long breath wondered if she were just fucking with me.
My cell rang, causing me to jump and seeing it was Kev I answered,
"Hey, man where are you?" Fact was I couldn't care less at this point, but now that Allie had wandered off I saw it was after nine and wondered what was up with him.
"Hey, Marcus, I'm sorry. I got roped into taking my daughter clothes shopping. It went from one store to the entire mall you know how it gets."
"Well, uh...are you still coming?"
Kevin paused, "Sure I can, that is if you want me to?"
I didn't but felt I couldn't say that so played along hopeful he would say it was too late. "Do you still want to? I understand if you want to cancel."
There was a long pause that I filled by watching Allie reaching up to rearrange the bottles of liquor on the top shelf. Her dress was riding up and my eyes lingered on the smooth backs of her thighs.
"I mean if you want me to come I will." He spoke in my ear, "I feel bad, after all you're there because of me and don't know anyone."
I was still watching Allie who looked over her shoulder and when she saw me looking dropped a pen and bent over to pick it up, the dress rose high enough to expose her lower ass cheeks and a patch of black string between them.
"No, don't worry about it." I said softly. "I'm fine, I'll um, finish my drink and go."
"You're going to go?" he had an odd sound to his voice. "Listen, um, let me call you back. I need to call someone real quick then I'll..."
"I said don't worry about it!" I snapped a little too quickly. "Oh." Kevin laughed, again a little strangely "Okay, man I got it, I'll make it up to you next time."
"Sure."
"Still seeing you for dinner next week?"
"Yeah, sure." I said trying to get off the phone as Allie drifted my way, but continued past me, grabbing three beers and heading around the bar over to the pool table.
"Good, you have a good night and when I see you, you can tell me what you thought of the Rail, place is a blast from our past!"
"Yeah, sitting alone drinking, a blast." I replied my eyes glued to Allie who had taken a stick from one of the bikers and was bent over the table taking a shot, her ass peeking out at me again. "Fun."
"Well, make the most of it." He laughed and hung up.
I slipped the phone into my jacket pocket where it hung behind me on the stool and turning watched Allie shoot pool. I sipped my beer thinking this was straight out of an old penthouse letter or cheap porn.
Allie was running the table and each shot either left me staring down her dress as her tits threatened to spill out or looking at her ass. For one shot she leaned over as far as she could and lifting her leg, stretched it out long the bank. I noticed one of the guys staring at her ass a few times, but the others were just talking and laughing with her.
Several times she saw me looking and would, smile and wink.
I was getting odd looks from the guys. Not the dirty ones I'd expect, but a couple of smirks and I figured they'd seen this game before and knew she was screwing with me. That was fine, even if she was this was the best night I'd had in awhile. Pretty sad when being cock teased was a thrill, but at least I'd have some motivation other than the internet.



Yup, I thought draining my beer and staring at Allie's lush curves, something told me the little green eyed minx was going to be starring in a lot of upcoming dreams.
"Hey, we're going to get going kiddo." One of the bikers said putting his stick in the rack, "You have a good night."
"You too, thanks for letting me win." She giggled, batting her long lashes at him.
"Allie we haven't let you win in five years." One of them laughed and kissed her cheek, "Tell your dad we said hi."
"I will." She watched them leave, and I watched her, drinking in every inch of her young body.
When the door closed behind them, she pushed away from the table and after collecting the empty bottles onto a tray and bringing it around the bar she yelled, "Hey Pete?"
"Yeah Allie" He called out from where he was leaning against the bar watching the Bruins game.
"Listen it's almost ten and everyone's gone, why don't you head out?"
"You sure?" he glanced over at her, "We're open until midnight."
"I'll be here."
"Yeah, but your old man doesn't like you here alone, and you never know..."
"Pete, who the hell is coming in here after ten on Monday night?"
"Yeah, but you know you're old man."
"That I do." She stopped in front of me and leaning close asked, "What's your name, blue eyes?"
"Marcus." But I liked blue eyes, "It's nice to..."
"Besides," she continued to Pete, "Marcus will keep me company."
"You know this guy?"
"Course I do!" she rolled her eyes, "He teaches at PC, had me in English"
How did she know I taught at PC and why was she lying?
"Oh, okay," he looked at me, "You sticking around until she closes?"
"Sure." I nodded, "Can't leave a former student alone in a place like this."
"Okay." He walked over to the corner of the bar and grabbed his jacket, "I'll catch you tomorrow night."
"Yup, drive safe." She said
"Hey, how did you know..."
"Parking permit on your dash." She winked, "Nothing mysterious."
"Good." I gave her a nervous smile, "You know with my position..."
"What about positions?" She asked, even as she gave a last wave to Pete who was walking out the door.
"Oh, nothing, I was just..."
"Worried about something stupid." She stated, "What the hell does what you do have to do with..." she shrugged "What you do or," she lowered her voice to a soft purr, "Who you do?"
"Okay, okay." I put my hands up as I shifted in my seat wincing as my hard on bent awkwardly in my jeans. "I've had fun flirting, but it's getting to be a bit much."
"Why is that?" she put her hands on the bar and jumped up, swinging her legs onto it. She pushed them off so she was now sitting on the bar next to me her legs hanging off.
"Because uh," I watched her kick her feet back and forth, my eyes glued to her inner thigh as her leg swung. "Well it's teasing."
She cocked her head at me, "Who said I'm a tease?"
"Why..."
"I said I like older men." She ran her nails along my scruffy cheek, "Real older men, not pretty boys who try to act my age." When I looked at her uncertainly she asked, "Been awhile hasn't it Marcus?"
"That's a little personal." I said, avoiding her gaze.
"You've been staring at my tits and sitting there with a bulge in your jeans and a question is personal?"
"I...well you got me there."
"I got you period, Marcus." She leaned over, her tits now directly in my face, "See you're just what I like, not only sexy and older, but..." she licked her lips, "Nervous and getting over someone, you need to get back in the saddle, baby."
"I do? " I swallowed, feeling like an idiot.
"You do, and lucky for you? This little green eyed slut is one hell of a ride." She pushed herself off the bar and grabbing my arm spun me on the stool so my back was to the bar.
"Marcus this is going to be just what you need." As she spoke she walked across the deserted bar towards the front door, "Know why? Because I'm not like women your age." She reached the door and my heart skipped a beat when she flipped the switch shutting off the neon sign in the small window.
Approaching the door she kept speaking, "I'm not looking for a husband or a boyfriend. I don't care what you drive or how much money you have."
She reached the door and threw the bolt then made her way over towards the juke box.
"All I care about is a good time, with a hot guy. Maybe you'll come by and see me again after tonight, maybe you won't." she reached the juke box, slipped a five into it and punched in some selections. "Either way, I'm fine with that; I can always find guys to play with."
She stepped over to the pool table and laughed "You look surprised, I know, I'm a girl, I'm not supposed to want to just fuck, that's what boys do right?"
"I wouldn't say that." I said softly as she beckoned to me with her finger, "Nothing wrong with a good time."
"Exactly!" she clapped her hands as I slid off the bar and slowly made my way over to her.
I jumped when Wilson Pickett's Mustang Sally blasted through the bar, but my eyes were fixed on Allie who was swaying seductively to the beat. She took her long hair up over her head and turned around, showing off her gyrating ass. Lowering her hair she reached back, and lifting her dress exposed her creamy well rounded ass cheeks which were separated by the black lace thong.
I was within two feet of her when she turned and pointing at a stool next to the pool table gave me a playful push. I sat down hard, almost sliding off as I was focused on her working her tits back and forth in my face. I went to put my hands on her hips, and cried out in surprise when she slapped them away.
She laughed and spinning around pulled her dress back up and planted her ass onto my lap. I couldn't manage to stifle a low moan as her soft ass worked my aching cock through my jeans. Leaning back against me she put her arm around my neck and kissed me hard. I gasped as her tongue plunged into my mouth as she continued to grind my cock.
She grabbed my hands and placed them on her tits and purred when I gave them a hard squeeze. Damn they were big and firm, and...young! That thought flashed through my mind thinking I could be her damn father with a few years to spare, but...who the hell cared?
Allier hopped off my lap and crossing her arms grabbed the straps of her dress and slid them down her shoulders. She was still working her hips in seductive circles and swinging her long hair as she eased the straps off and slipped her arms from them. With a sexy smile she pulled me up by my wrists and when I was standing in front of her put my hands on the top of her dress.
I noticed my hands were trembling like a nervous teenagers, but I also felt as eager as one and quickly pulled her top down causing her huge tits to spring free.
"Goddamn.": I whistled staring at her large creamy globes with their pale pink nipples. Those nipples looked as hard as my cock felt and I cupped them with my hands, groaning at how firm they were despite their size and how damn heavy they were.
My thumbs found her nipples and she released a moan that made my cock jump. Allie grabbed the bottom of my shirt and I released her tits long enough for her to strip it off me. She threw her arms around my neck and pressing her tits into my chest, worked her body against me. I slipped my arms around her slender waist and crushed her to me, causing her to giggle.
She kissed me again and this time I was ready for the force of her lips and returned the kiss with equal passion. The song ended, but immediately kicked on again.
"I love this song" she whispered, then spinning within my embrace planted her ass into my crotch and ground back into me.
She pulled my hands to her breasts and I fondled them as she worked her body into mine.
"It's my favorite to fuck to." She added as she leaned her head against my shoulder.
"Going to be my favorite from now on," I told her then fastened my lips to the soft white skin of her exposed neck.
"Hmm: she sighed and slowed her grinding down to a sensuous tease.
Her long hair and the soft skin of her back felt amazing and her skin tasted faintly of vanilla. Her ass had me worked up to the point my cock was dripping down my leg and as I cupped her heavy tits, my fingers teasing her nipples I thought thank God Kevin had stiffed me tonight.
Allie took my hands and easing them away stepped forward and pushing her dress down over her hips, shimmied out of it. At the sight of her amazing ass, I dropped to my knees, put my hands on her soft hips and buried my face between her cheeks.
"Oh you bad boy!" She laughed, but shook her ass playfully in my face, "You like that ass, baby?"
"It's fucking perfect!" I punctuated that statement by kissing each cheek, "You're perfect!"
"You haven't even seen the best part yet!"
She kicked her dress away, then spun around leaving me eye level with her stomach and her lace clad pussy. I kissed her stomach and she giggled when I flicked my tongue around the silver pendent dangling from her naval. My hands found her tits and my tongue headed south, teasing across the top of her thong.
"Is this what you're looking for?"
She put her booted foot up onto the edge of the pool table and slipping her thong to the side showed me her pussy.
"Oh my God." I breathed as I stared at her smooth pink slit, inches from my face.
"Go ahead, honey." She said, "Give me a kiss."
I didn't have to be told twice, still playing with her nipples; I put my face between her thighs and fastened my lips to hers.
"Oh, yeah." She moaned as my tongue found her clit.
I moaned at the sweet scent of her pussy and the texture of her quivering flesh beneath my tongue.
"Stay still." She worked her hips, sliding my tongue up and down the length of her hot little box.
She moaned softly, her fingers running through my hair, then dropped her leg and tugged on my shoulders. Disappointed, I followed her lead and stood back up, she kissed me and I felt a thrill of excitement as she put her hands between us and unsnapped my jeans. Even with the music I heard my zipper opening.
She was working her nipples across my chest as our tongues danced across one another and I moaned into her mouth when her hand entered my boxers and her slender fingers wrapped around my cock.
"Hmm," she cooed as she stroked it, "Very nice, all for me, baby?"
"Oh, yeah." I told her, "Anything you want."
"Hmm, I like that." She told me, placing her lips to me ear she said, "What I want is to suck this nice hard cock until you cum in my mouth. How's that sound, Marcus?"
"Um, like I said whatever you want." I told her. Holy shit; girls had changed in the last ten years, either that or I had never looked in the right places.
Allie turned to the side and I let her guide me in a circle and with another shove she sent me against the pool table The rail hitting the backs of my thighs hurt, but that was forgotten when Allie dropped to her knees and ripped my pants and underwear down my thighs. Grabbing my cock she gave it a hard squeeze that sent a stream of pre cum oozing down my shaft and with no hesitation took me into her mouth.
"Damn!" I groaned as she took my cock down her warm wet mouth until her lips were wrapped around the base of my shaft.
"Hmm," she moaned, her eyes rolling back as she worked her tongue around my cock.
She shook her head back and forth and I moaned at the sensation. Her eyes found mine and giving me a wink, she slipped her tongue out, licking my balls with my cock buried in her throat.
"Holy shit!" I gasped, "That's...wow."
I sounded like a fool and she giggled around my cock telling me she might have thought so too, but that didn't stop her from bobbing her head in a slow steady rhythm. She was now taking me about halfway down each time and I relaxed against the pool table letting myself fully enjoy this little wildcat blowing me.
I put my hand in her hair and she moaned her approval as I gently guided her mouth along my shaft. She popped my cock from her mouth with a loud sucking sound and smiling up at me, rubbed it along her face,
"How's your nice big dick look in my pretty face, baby?"
"Damn good."
"Yeah, I bet your boring wife didn't suck your cock like this, did she?"
"Hell no." With Laura I was lucky if she'd go down on me once a month for a couple of minutes before more 'lovemaking'
"Her loss, because this cock is delicious!" she displayed her approval by deep throating me so quickly I gasped.
She released my cock once more and to my surprise spit on it. She stroked my cock, making it even slicker with her spit, then lowering her mouth allowed a long strand of drool to ooze down my shaft. She then engulfed my cock once more and bobbed her head but this time the incredible sensation was enhanced by loud slurping sounds.
I put my other hand on her back, caressing her smooth skin as she gave me the best blow job I'd had since I'd been her age. She had her fingers around my cock and was following the wet trail of her mouth, jerking me off as she sucked me and my knees were beginning to get weak.
Allie slid me from her mouth and once again fixing her eyes on me made a show of running her tongue up and down my shaft.
"God, that looks good." I told her, trying to keep myself from thinking about how close I was to cumming.
"Taste's good." She giggled.
"So do you."
"You'll get a good long taste of me soon enough." She said around fluttering her tongue along the sensitive underside of the head of my cock. "But I figured I'd be a good girl and take care of this nice dick you've been wasting on some boring old bitch."
"Amen to that." I laughed, then released another surprised moan when she ducked her head and sucked my balls into her mouth.
I tried to hold back on the moaning as not to sound like...well like a guy her age, but I couldn't help it. Allie worked one ball at a time into her mouth, sucking and licking, before releasing them and bathing my sac with her tongue. She was gently stroking my cock and I swear I was so hard I was ready to pop just from her minimal touch.
"You ready baby?" She asked, "You ready to give me a nice hot load?"
"Please." Was all I could come out with.
"Don't have to beg, honey. I'm not wifey; I'm the kind of girl you can tell what you want." She ran her tongue up my cock and stopped at the tip, "Tell me what you want, Marcus, say it."
"I..." I took a deep breath. "I want you to..."
"To...?" she stuck her tongue into the slit of my dick and pulled a trail of precum back with it.
"I want you to suck my cock you little green eyed slut."
"Love it!" She laughed, "Have to earn that nickname, don't I?"
"Then earn it." I told her.
"Yes sir." She kissed my cock. "I'm going to suck you off, honey, I want every drop."
She took me into her mouth and as she had done before bobbed her head in a steady pace. I was breathing hard as I watched the mind blowing sight of my cock sliding in and out of those perfect lips. Her red lipstick was smeared on my shaft and she was letting her spit dribble down my cock and slurping it up again.
Now this was a blow job, a nasty, sloppy, sexy blow job from a girl who knew sex was fun not a damn chore. I tore my gaze from her mouth in an effort to hold off a little more and looked down her smooth back, her ass looked amazing and those damn fuck me boots added an extra thrill. Allie moved her head faster and I moaned, my hips twitching.
Allie stopped and standing up pushed my chest, "Get up on the table," she told me.
I sat on the table and she pushed me again. "Further and lay back."
I scooted my ass back on the table and lay back on the hard slate as Allie pulled my pants further down. My legs were dangling off the table and standing between them. Allie wrapped her tits around my cock and moved up and down. I groaned in pleasure and with an evil smile she drooled onto her tits, letting her spit lubricate them.
I thrust my hips and she moaned, "That's it fuck my tits, these nice young tits you were staring at."
I pumped my hips and lowering her head she began flicking her tongue across the tip of my cock each time it poked through her soft breasts. I gasped when she sucked the head into her mouth and releasing her tits; she put her hands on either side of my hips and began sucking me like it was a competition.
"Oh, fuck." I called out as she repeatedly took me down to my balls.
Allie's eyes bored into mine and were bright with lust as she continued her incredible hands free blow job. Losing control I thrust my hips into her descending mouth and she moaned her approval. My balls tightened and I cried out like an idiot in a bad porn, when unable to hold back, I exploded in her mouth.
"Hmm-mm!" She moaned, her eyes still on mine as she sucked my erupting cock.
She was making a noise that was a mixture of a gurgle and a squeal each time I sent a spurt of cum into her mouth. She slurped up to my tip and opening her mouth let a long stream of cum spill out down my shaft and onto my balls. Pausing to lick her lips, Allie lowered her head and proceeded to lick every drop of cum from me.
When she was done she smacked her lips, "Damn I love sucking cock."
"I loved you sucking it."
"Such a nice cock too." She said and hooking her fingers into her thong pushed it down over her hips.
My eyes locked onto her pink slit as she kicked the thong over the table and grabbing my cock stroked it while putting a knee on the table and pulling herself onto it.
She swung her leg over my hips, straddling me.
"What are you...?" My question turned into a groan when she guided my cock to her pussy and drove down onto it. I cried out as she impaled herself on me and I felt her hot, wet and damn tight pussy devour my cock.
"God!" I choked out as she worked her hips up and down, riding me hard and fast, "What are you doing?"
"Wow, has it been that long?" she put her hands on my chest to steady herself, "I'm fucking you!"
"I...I just came." I managed to get out as she pumped her hips at an insane speed, damn she was wild!
"Yeah?" she paused to release a long moan as she buried me within her and worked her hips in circles, "So what? I don't care you're not a kid, no one goes soft on me."
That was emphasized by her reverting back to riding me like I was a prize bull in a rodeo. I put my hands on her hips in an effort to slow her down, but she wasn't having it.
"Here suck my tits and relax." She said and with leaning over shoved her tits in my face.
I grabbed her breasts and eagerly sucked her perfect pink nipple into my mouth while playing with the other and she groaned in approval. I was breathing hard, trying to catch my breath from my orgasm and keep up with her wild fucking. But focusing on her firm young tits was a good distraction.
Allie smiled down at me, her long hair tickling my shoulders as she worked her body back and forth along my shaft. Her pussy felt incredible, each time she buried me inside her she would contract it around me and I was glad I'd already cum, because I wouldn't have lasted five minutes inside her delightful and surprisingly experienced slit.
Allie leaned away from me, now sitting straight up and cupping her breasts, slowed down and made a show of sensually grinding on my cock, as she did she laughed and sang along "All she wants to do is ride, Allie, ride!"
I wondered how many times she had played the damn song, but knew I would never hear it again without popping a rod.
"Fuck, look at you." I moaned as she took her long hair up, really posing as she worked my cock.
"How about this?"
She leaned back and grabbing the edge of the table gave me a great view of my cock sliding into her smooth pussy, her swollen clit was protruding and I put my thumb on it.
"Yes!" She cried out, pushing her pussy into my touch.



"How about I make you purr?" I asked her, rubbing her clit in fast circles with my thumb.
"I like to purr, but screw your thumb!"
She slipped off my cock and my eyes widened at how wet it was, there was also a feeling of pride that, as she had predicted, my cock was acting like it was twenty years younger, still hard and twitching against my stomach. I started to sit up, but again moving with an ease that made me wonder how many guys had been on this table, she spun herself around, swung her leg over my chest and eased back, placing us in a sixty nine.
Resting her arms on my legs, Allie lowered her ass and I plunged my face into her sopping pussy as if I were a starving man at a buffet.
"Oh, baby!" She called out as my tongue drove into her wet hole. "That's it, eat that pussy!"
I swirled my tongue inside her and moaned at the taste of her sticky juices. Keeping my tongue rigid I moved my head back and forth as much as I could. Allie emitted an adorable little squeal and helped me out, rocking back and forth. I sucked hard, getting a good mouthful of her, then worked my tongue through her puffy pussy lips.
She moaned and I felt her rest her cheek on my thigh, as I flicked my tongue around her clit, she grabbed my cock and pumped it slowly
"No going soft, baby, not even for a minute." She purred, "Next time you come you're going to feel like your head exploded."
I felt something soft tickle my cock and realized she had wrapped her hair around it. It was a hot sensation and I said, "Nice trick,"
"Then show me one." She laughed.
"Okay." I told her and feeling my confidence building I grabbed her ass cheeks spread them wide and slipped my tongue into her pink rosebud.
"Dirty boy!" she cried, but squirmed in my face, "I love that! Hmm guys my age don't like doing that."
"And my wife never let me do it." I murmured into her ass.
Whether she heard me or not I didn't know, nor did I care. My face was buried between the cheeks of what was probably the hottest girl I'd ever been with and she was giggling and playing with my cock while I ate her asshole. Have fun at home Kev! I almost laughed at that and swore I was getting drunk on sex.
I slid my hand down her ass cheek and she yelped when I slipped two fingers into her pussy knuckle deep and thrust them in and out while I tongued her ass.
"That's it, work that pussy." She encouraged me, "How about you put that tongue back on my clit? I love a good rim job, but honey, this little kitty needs to purr for you!"
She raised her ass so my tongue slid past my fingers and onto her clit. I eagerly sucked it into my mouth and taking a chance she was into it I pushed a finger from my other hand gently into her ass.
"I love it!" she cooed, "Go ahead, nice and deep!"
I pushed my finger all the way in and felt my other fingers sliding in and out through the thin skin between her ass and pussy. Allie was still jerking me off with her hair, but pulled it away and I groaned into her pussy when she took me into her mouth. She sucked then moaned around it, "God I taste good on your cock!"
Allie resumed sucking my cock, but slowly, making me feel her soft lips sliding down every inch of me. In contrast I was devouring her pussy with an enthusiasm I had forgotten. My lips smacked loudly as I sucked her clit and I was inhaling deeply, reveling in the scent of her dripping pussy.
Allie was moaning louder around my cock and her hips were rocking, pushing her clit into my flickering tongue. Her ass was trembling beneath my hands and both her pussy and ass were tightening around my fingers.
Even as her orgasm approached she maintained control, still teasing my cock with her talented mouth. I eased my finger from her ass, paused and as I sucked her clit, caught it between my teeth while I drove my finger hard into her ass and boldly slipped a third finger inside her. The effect on Allie told me I hadn't over stepped my bounds.
Releasing me from her mouth she emitted a long loud wail and bucked wildly into my face.
"Yes, oh fuck!" she screamed, "Like that! Oh suck it, suck it, oh please keep sucking it!"
I smiled around her clit, thrilled that I finally got her to lose control as up until now I was the one who'd been overwhelmed with her prowess, guess this old dog still knew some good tricks. I continued sucking her clit while pounding my fingers roughly into her and she howled repeatedly as her holes contracted around my fingers.
Allie writhed and squirmed in my face, squealing and pushing herself into my fingers. I moaned as she surprised me by taking my cock back in her mouth and screaming around it as she somehow managed to suck me down to my balls. Her body tensed and I flinched back as a jet of warm sticky fluid splattered against my face. Goddamn!
Allie stopped sucking and let loose with one more porn quality wail before she slumped on top of me, her face on my thigh, as she gasped for breath.
"Oh, damn I came so hard!" she sighed.
Speaking of hard, my cock had not softened one bit and deciding it was time I started acting like the older more experienced lover, I eased my fingers from her ass and gave it a push while sliding myself up the table. Allie's ass was now resting on my stomach and sitting up further, I grabbed my cock and shoved it into her pussy. It wasn't a great angle, but she moaned and knowing what I wanted pushed herself up on her hands and rode me backwards. I watched her sweet ass work my cock and pushed my finger back into it.
"Oh, not shy anymore!" She moaned and worked her hips faster.
Now it was my cock I could feel sliding against my finger and I groaned from the wet heat of her pussy. The position was damn hot, but was teasing the shit out of me. Apparently she felt the same way, as easing off my cock; she sat on the edge of the table. Looking over her shoulder at me she smiled and tapped the rail, "How about you stand right here?"
I slid down the table, popped up on my feet then stumbled and almost fell as my jeans tangled around my ankles. Fortunately she caught me by the arm, laughing.
"Smooth!"
She lay back on the table and raising her legs, placed her ankles on my shoulders, spreading herself open she said, "Let's go, baby, time to fuck me the way I need it." The table was a perfect height for me to drive downward into her pussy and I slammed into her so hard my balls slapped against her ass.
"Oh fuck!" she cried out as I thrust my hips, fucking her as hard as I dared. "Yes, oh fuck yeah!"
I grabbed the heels of her boots and using them as handles, lifted her legs in the air, spread them wide hammering away at her hot young pussy.
"Oh, oh, oh!" she cried over and over, as I relentlessly drove into her.
I was amazed I didn't feel close to coming and thought that was definitely an advantage of age, but still slowed down, enjoying watching my glistening cock slipping in and out of her pink flesh.
"Hey!" she exclaimed, "I'm not your wife or your girlfriend, fuck me!"
"Yes ma'am!" I laughed and resumed going to town on her.
She squealed her approval and grabbing her bouncing tits, pulled at her pink nipples as she moaned. I saw her clit was once again hard over my plunging cock and putting her left leg back on my shoulder I pushed my thumb against her button.
"Oh yeah!" She cried as I rubbed it hard and fast, "Fuck yeah, baby, let me come on that cock!"
I switched off to giving her longer, slower strokes and this time she didn't complain as I worked her clit. Allie's eyes were half shut and her formerly fair skin was flushed with passion. She was sweating and her hair was sticking to her cheeks and shoulders. Her full lips were parted and I couldn't believe how damn sexy she was.
That drove me to fuck her faster and taking her clit between my fingers I gave it a pinch.
"Oh god!" she cried out and throwing her head back howled like a goddamn animal as she came on my plunging dick.
"Oh fuck." I groaned as her pussy convulsed around me, squeezing me with her wet heat.
Allie's beautiful eyes had rolled back and she was squirming on the table as she tugged on her tits and came hard all over me. Her back arched off the table and with a yelp she thrust her hips and another stream of hot fluid sprayed from her pussy and onto my stomach.
"Oh....god." she moaned letting herself relax on the table.
Not wanting to let up I put my arms behind her knees and leaning forward bent her legs until her feet were over her head and plowed into her. Allie's eyes bulged and she was yelping continuously as her ass came off the table and I shoved my cock even deeper than before.
"Oh...you...oh so...fucking deep!" she gasped between moans, "Marcus, oh, baby you...oh fuck!"
Her words were driving me wild and I was moaning myself as I drew near to my own orgasm.
"Oh, stop!" she sat up and pushed against my chest.
"What?" I gasped, shaking my own sweat from my eyes, "I..."
"Come on, baby you know you want this ass in the air for you!"
There was no disputing that logic and with a grin I slid my cock from her wet embrace and stood back. I expected her to get on her hands and knees on the table, but instead she slid off turned and bent over it. Looking over her shoulder she wiggled her ass, "Come get it, baby. Claim your green eyed slut."
Unable to help it, I bent over, spread her cheeks and shoved my tongue into her oozing slit. She giggled and worked her ass into my face. I took a minute to tongue her ass one more time, then grabbed her hips and thrust into her.
"That's it!" she moaned, "Give it to me, fuck me the way you never fucked her!"
On that note...I reached out and grabbing the end of her long hair pulled on it.
"Oh, fuck I love it!" she cried, "Yank on it!"
I pulled harder causing her to have to rise up on her arms and as I slammed her I swung my other hand giving her a hard slap on her left cheek.
"Other one's jealous!" she laughed.
I struck the other side then went back and forth giving her a few sharp slaps to each cheek; she moaned at each blow and was now thrusting back into me. I smiled at the sight of the red finger prints on her white ass and grabbing them, squeezed hard enough to get her to yelp, took a deep breath and fucked her with all the strength in my hips.
"Fuck, fuck, oh fuck me!" she yelped.
I shook my hair from my eyes and kept pounding away on her. She was so wet I could hear her pussy making squishing sounds as I slid out and shoved myself back in. My heart was beating so hard I could feel it in my temple and I was breathing like a bull. The muscles in my arms bulged as I fucked her harder and harder and my knees felt like they were ready to buckle.
In front of me Allie was making an assortment of high pitched noises and had leaned back over the table, laying flat , her arms outstretched, fingers clutching the rail as I gave her the fucking of at least my lifetime, but something told me maybe not hers, but I was trying. I heard a pathetic whimpering noise and realized it was me as my balls tightened and my cock twitched as my tired body strained to come.
"Come on, baby!" Allie moaned, "Show me how you can fuck! Give it to me the way that boring bitch could never handle! Fuck my pussy and come all over my fucking face!"
Those last words sent me over the edge, and after several more savage thrusts, I pulled my cock and like I had always fantasized about, squeezed it hoping she hadn't just been talking to get me off.
But as she had all night, Allie delivered. Dropping to her knees, she held her tits, up and opening wide, waggled her tongue at me. I released my cock and cried out as the cum spurted out so hard it was painful.
That short sharp pain was forgotten as I watched that long stream of cum score a direct hit on her tongue. Allie closed her mouth and pushed her tongue out sending cum drooling down her chin. As I stroked my cock sending several more impressive spurts onto her, she turned her head side by side, letting me paint her face with my sticky cream.
The cum oozed down her cheek and onto her tits and when my spent cock ad no more, I let it go, then moaned when she took it into her mouth and sucked so hard her cheeks hollowed and she managed to wring a couple of more drops from me.
She kept sucking, and I squirmed as my head was a raw nerve. Pulling away from her I leaned heavily against the pool table trying to catch my breath.
"Holy...holy shit." I breathed.
"Hmm-mm" she nodded, causing cum to splatter onto her tits and stomach.
She leaned back against the table, sliding her legs out in front of her. I slid down next to her and watched in disbelief as she continued to play. Licking cum from her lips, she lifted her tits and lowering her head licked as much cum from them as she could. Smacking her lips, she sighed.
"Damn, Marcus, what an idiot your wife was. You're a hell of a fuck."
"You're pretty..." I laughed, "Christ, Allie, girls didn't fuck like that when I was in college."
"Sure they did, but they had to keep it quiet, you know, wouldn't want to be called a slut." She shrugged, "Me, I'm all about a good time and fuck anyone that doesn't like it, right?"
"That's a good attitude," I agreed and meant it. "Fuck what people think, if we're happy the way we are that's what matters." I gave her a tired smile, "I lived the other way too long, tonight I decided to get back to me and...look what happened." I paused and said "Thank you."
I realized how dumb that sounded, but like she had all night, Allie just laughed, "Hey I took one for the team. I'm a giver you know."
"A fluffer too." I laughed.
"Hmm, well hey, if the bar goes under, guess I can make some money, huh?" She gave a tired sigh and running her fingers through her hair stopped and frowned at the sticky ends of it. "The downside of a hair job"
"Well, um, you live upstairs, right?"
"Yup, going to run up and take a quick shower while I have a few minutes."
"Few minutes?"
"Yeah, gotta open back up. My old man gets here early he'll be pissed I closed, he'll want to know why."
"You're father?" I asked apprehensively.
She nodded and reaching up, grabbed some napkins off the small table next to us and wiped at the cum on her tits and stomach.
"Daddy, get here about eleven to help me close."
"Shit, it's a little after ten thirty!" I said looking at the clock over the bar.
"Yup, better get dressed quick, so I can run upstairs and clean up." She grinned, "Can't let him see me dressed like this." She picked up her red dress, "Gotta get my jeans and sweat shirt on."
"But those guys, Pete, they don't say anything?"
"Nah, they know I'm a pretty young girl and my dad's over protective, they look out for me, and they let me be me. Trust me if you came on like a creep I could have had your legs busted."
"Good to know."
She took a deep breath and standing, slid the dress back on. As she did I got one more chance to stare at her marvelous tits and gorgeous body. As I forced my protesting legs to get me into a standing position I wondered if there was a chance...
"So, uh what about the rest of the night?"
"What about it?" she picked her thong up and after looking at it, tossed it at me, "Here, keep it, you can smell it and think about me."
"Right." I sniffed the crotch and sighed, "Real thing is better."
"It is." She licked her lips, "I can still taste your cum."
"You can...you are something."
"I am." She winked, then pointed to the floor, "How about you pull your pants up? Daddy comes in through the back sometimes."
"Oh." I hurriedly pulled my pants up and finding my t-shirt donned it.
My eyes fell on the pool table and I noticed the wet stain on the felt from her squirting. "What about the..." I trailed off when I noticed two similar stains on the table. "Hey, um, you do this a lot?"
"Sometimes." She shrugged, "I've fucked a few guys here, never guys I date, but guys like you I meet here."
"Like me...you mean older?"
"Yeah, some of them are married so easier to do it here and," she tapped the table, "I love fucking on this, and the bar, and...against the wall." She grinned.
"What about your place?"
"Dirtier down here, more fun and not every guy knows I live here."
"Well I was thinking." I said, "How about you run up and change and I'll chill at the bar, if your dad comes I'll say you had to run upstairs and when you guys close I can..."
"Sorry, Marcus." She touched my cheek. "No one sees my bed,"
"But..."
"I told you, baby, I'm not a wife or a girlfriend, I fuck, we have a good time, you go home, I go back to work and then bed." She smiled, "Like the good girl I am!"
"So you, um...you ever like to see the same guy again? You mentioned..."
"If you want to come by again maybe we can. Depends on if I feel like it or not or if my dad's here."
"Well maybe we can go out, I'll..." she put her finger to my lips.
"Marcus, a guy like you needs a night like this, but walk away and enjoy it. I'm a little tart who loves a good fuck. I am not a girlfriend, I do not go on dates. Think of this as getting back in the saddle."
"I guess." I agreed, but kept trying, "But..."
"No buts. Last thing you need is to think every girl you bang should be someone you see. Enjoy the moment and go home. Next time you're out maybe you will want another one night stand or meet a nice woman, but tonight was sex."
"Wow, I thought it was the women that usually felt cheap." I joked, masking my disappointment.
"Women might, liberated sluts like me don't." she stared at the jukebox that had kicked back on again. I'd been so intent on the sex I'd stopped hearing it.
Walking over to hit and shutting it off, she said. "I came, you came...now we go." She laughed, "Time to go Marcus."
"Okay." I shrugged.
I walked over to the stool feeling the last hour's festivities in every step and donning my jacket turned to leave and saw Allie standing there.
"What no kiss?" she smiled and kissed me, this time a soft, surprisingly sweet one. "You were a lot of fun, baby." She told me, "Maybe another time, you never know."
"Maybe." I told her I started to turn then couldn't help myself, "So, um, you really do this a lot?"
"Not that much." She spread her arms out, "Not a lot of decent guys come through that I like. But..." she nodded, "You're the second one this month!"
"Oh, good." I made an effort not to roll my eyes.
"Nice guy, tall blond, fancy car, his was an Audi though."
"Blond hair, Audi?" No, no way.
"Yup, but know what, baby? You were a lot more fun, He didn't go near my ass."
"Duly noted" I said softly, starting to turn. The added, "Thanks for a great time, Allie; you were just what I needed."
"Oh, trust me; I knew exactly what you needed." She laughed, "I think you were my first referral!"
*****
I sat in the car letting it warm up, and rubbed at my tired eyes. The good news was the sex had cleared my buzz and...hell there was a lot of good news. Tonight was far and away the most fun I'd had since, maybe ever. Even back when I was younger I had never run into a girl like that.
"Liberated slut." I said aloud, "That's a good one."
I stared at the bar and flinched when a pair of headlights flashed in my face. A large Ford pickup pulled in next to me. The lights cut out and a large, very large, man in a leather jacket got out. He walked past the front of my car and glanced over at me. In the headlights I saw a very familiar pair of green eyes and thick black hair and as he nodded at me I gave him a nervous wave.
I backed out slowly wondering if Allie had made it downstairs. The door opened before he got to it and Allie, now dressed in a pair of jeans and a baggy Red Sox sweatshirt, her hair pulled back in a pony tail threw her arms around him.
"Daddy!" I heard her exclaim through the window I'd left open to clear my head.



"There's my little girl." He laughed hugging her.
"Daddy's little something." I muttered.
As I reached the end of the deserted parking lot, I couldn't wait any longer. Pulling out my cell I dialed Kevin, it was late, but I didn't care. All I could picture was his Black Audi and his light blonde hair and Allie's crack about a 'referral'
"Marcus." He answered on the third ring.
"Kevin, about tonight."
"I know what you're going to say," he sighed.
"I bet you do! You set me up, you dog! Why..."
"Marcus?"
"What?"
"You're welcome." He laughed and hung up.
*
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I jumped at the sound of the ringing and, fumbling around on the nightstand, grabbed the cell phone. Still lying there with my eyes shut I slid my thumb across the screen and grumbled, "Hello?"
"Danny! It's Jack, get your ass down here!"
"Down, where?" I sat up, rubbing at my eyes.
"To the goddamn bar, you dumb ass." Jack snapped in my ear, "It's five of seven; you're going to look like an idiot being late when you live upstairs!"
"Shit!" I exclaimed, swinging my legs off the bed, I stood up, looking for where I tossed my clothes. "I'll be down in five."
"Better hurry, Mitch ran out to pick up some things, but he'll be back soon. He'll be pissed he doesn't see you here."
"Okay, thanks Jack."
"Thank me by getting your ass down here, I want to go home."
I ended the call and dropping the phone on the bed, located some clothes on the small chair in front of my desk. I slipped my jeans on over my boxers and looked around for a shirt. I hadn't unpacked all my clothes yet and becoming impatient, dumped a trash bag full of shirts onto the chair.
The bar was usually warm so I grabbed a sleeveless black t-shirt and put it on. I slipped my shoes on and walking over to the mirror mounted to the back of the bedroom door, took a minute to finger comb my short black hair.
I frowned at the red around my normally bright blue eyes and wondered if I had time to hunt down the visine. Mitch was always making cracks all guys my age were stoned all the time and didn't want to give him any ammo tonight.
Truth was my eyes were red from a full course load and bartending five nights a week at Mugshots, a hole in the wall pit that nonetheless did well because it was near the PC campus.
The last three days, I'd had less rest than usual, but for a good reason. Last week Mitch had mentioned they had finished renovating the three room apartment over the bar and had asked me to help him run an ad for it. When I found out he was only asking a hundred a week and it came furnished except for a bed, I asked if he would let me have it.
Mitch balked at first, saying he didn't want to rent to a kid. When I pumped myself up and declared I was twenty and not a kid, he'd laughed until he had gone into a coughing fit. I'd reminded him I had worked for him for over a year and never taken a night off and he trusted me to close out the drawers and handle his bank deposits.
When I added having me upstairs would mean if the alarm ever went off I could just run downstairs instead of him having to drive out in the middle of the night to check on the place, he'd started to listen more seriously.
I made enough to afford it and it was closer to school than where I lived with my folks and I certainly would never be late for work and a staircase away if Jack or Janice, the other bartenders, called out.
Seeing him swaying I told him how badly I'd been wanting to live on my own, not just away from my parents, but without a roommate, to be completely on my own. Mitch had sighed, said I was a pretty good kid and told me if I could get three references that weren't family, he would think about it.
That had presented a little problem. Aside from my parents, my best reference would be Mitch himself since I had worked for him since I was eighteen, at first washing dishes and cleaning tables before eventually tending bar.
I was able to get a reference letter from my Political Science professor and another from Mr. Roberts who I spent one day a week working for in his Law office as part of my internship.
The third I was at a loss for, but it ended up coming to me in the form of my best friend Chris's mom, Allison. She overheard me telling Joe I needed another reference and volunteered.
I was dubious at first, but Allison wrote Mitch a long letter saying how she had known me since I was twelve and what a fine young man I had grown into.
She mentioned how when she first divorced two years ago, I came around the house and did all the yard work and some repairs for her and had also tutored Chris through High School. She played it up big time, speaking of how honest I was, reliable, responsible and an all around 'upstanding young man' as she put it.
Apparently Allison followed the letter up by stopping by Mitch's while I was in class and speaking to him directly. After that conversation, Mitch had taken me aside and told me the place was mine and I better give Allison a big thank you gift because it was her speaking to him that really convinced him.
I grinned at my reflection at the idea it most likely wasn't what Chris's mom had said to Mitch as much as it was her appearance that had him nodding and saying "Oh, sure" to her.
Allison may be my best friend's mom and even a bit of a second mom to me, but fact was? The woman was one smoking hot milf! I doubted there was a friend of Chris's who had been over the house that hadn't jacked off to the thought of his mother.
Allison had it all, long legs, big tits, long blonde hair and a pair of blue/grey eyes that stared right through you. The woman was not only sexy, but knew it.
She never dressed slutty, but didn't exactly hide what she had either. Allison always showed just enough leg and cleavage to make you well aware of how much more there was under those clothes, while still looking like a professional and respectable woman.
However, that was when she went to work. I'd seen her once in awhile when she had left for a girls night out wearing some outfits that had made my cock ache with the thought of what a woman like that would be like in bed.
On that note, I looked into the mirror at the brand new queen sized bed I had used a good part of my savings, along with some money my parents had given me, to buy.
The night stands and desk were from my old bedroom and the couch, chairs and kitchen set in the apartment were used, but decent furniture Mitch had bought to rent it furnished, so the bed was the only brand new thing in the house. Opening the door I walked through the small living room, smiling away as if I was looking at a penthouse suite; my own place!
In addition to the freedom this gave me it gave me something even better; privacy! Several times while working, a cute girl would be drinking and flirting away with me, making it more than clear she was ready to go if I was.
Problem was many of them were students and like me lived at home, or had roommates and couldn't really mess around without someone being on top of them.
My lack of living space had cost me those chances to have some fun with a pretty girl, but next time? Right upstairs to my own place and my own bed! Not just some hot sex, but they could spend the night, the morning... hell, as long as they wanted to!
Tonight was ladies night at Mug Shots which usually drew a few coeds who wanted to drink, but didn't have much money so who knew? Maybe my good fortune would continue and I would get to celebrate my new place tonight!
I made my way down the stairs and using the key Mitch had given me, unlocked the door that led into the back room that housed the small office and storage space.
"One minute to spare," Mitch said from the corner, scaring the shit out of me.
"But still on time!" I pointed out as I turned to see him putting gallons juice into the fridge.
"You used to be earlier when you had to drive here." He said, "Don't get lazy on me."
"I won't, just trying to get some rest, been a busy few days."
"And don't think I don't know that place is going to lead to some busy nights." Mitch winked, "Twenty years old with an apartment above a bar full of drunk girls?"
I grinned, "I might have thought of that."
"Just be careful you don't get carried away kid. You start fooling around too much you end up late for school and screwing up and you don't want to work for me forever do you?"
"No offense, but..." I laughed, "Hell no! And I'm not a player or anything, Mitch, I won't be going crazy with the girls."
"That's what your friend Allison said." He replied, "She said you're a sweet kid and not a game playing asshole, she made you sound like the goddamn all American boy."
"She's my best friend's mom." I told him. "Known me since I was a kid."
"You're still a kid." He grumbled, then smiled, "But I bet you liked sleeping over there," he gave a low whistle, "That woman is fine! Had a hard time paying attention to what she was saying with her goddamn tits just about hanging out."
Hanging out? That didn't sound like Allison, unless maybe she had been on her way out with her friends.
"Never mind those goddamn legs. I feel bad for her kid, bet all you horn dogs hung out there just to check her out."
"Nah, she's sweet." I said, half lying, "She's been really good to me, I don't think of her like that."
The last statement was the half that was a lie. Over the last few years I'd blown countless loads to the thought of Allison being not so sweet to her son's best buddy. Guess I should feel bad thinking that way about a friend's mother, but it's not like I said anything to him.
I left that to some other guys because Mitch had been dead on; guys had been riding Chris about wanting to ride his sexy mother since freshmen year of high school.
"Bullshit!" Mitch laughed, walking over and clapping me on the back hard enough to cause me to stagger forward, "Christ kid you'd have to be gay or dead not to think about tapping that!"
"Wow, you're a smooth talker Mitch." I winked, "Hard to believe you're single."
"Don't be wise ass." He rolled his eyes, "And it's after seven get out there before Jack starts crying he had to stay three extra minutes."
"On my way." I said heading for the door that led to the bar, "And really, Mitch, thanks for giving me a chance, I won't let you down."
"Don't thank me, thank that hot little cougar because she really made a good case for what a great guy you are so give her a big kiss when you see her." He laughed, "Wherever you can get away with."
"I'll tell her it's from you." I said walking through the door that led behind the bar.
As Mitch had predicted, Jack was leaning against the bar, tapping his foot and staring at his watch. When he saw me coming over to him he nodded, "About time."
"Mitch saw me in the back and was bullshitting with me." I responded as I surveyed the crowd, which for seven on a Friday night was pretty sparse.
"Good for you, but I have to get going, Cindy get's off at seven thirty and if I'm late she gets pissy and I don't get off, know what I mean?"
"Yeah, hey at least you got a chance to get off without your hand, I haven't gotten anything since Melissa decided we were better off as friends." I sighed, "As in she wanted to be more than friends with Russ from the baseball team."
"Yeah, tough one." Jack agreed, then smiled, "But, hey man, you got your own place now and it is ladies night! Drought could end tonight!"
"Um...yeah..." I gestured towards the dozen or so people in the bar, only three of whom were female and two of them were a couple who hung out here. "Things are looking good for that."
"It's early." He said heading around the bar, "I'll catch you tomorrow night, try not to be late with that long trek down here, okay?"
I flipped him off and he laughed as he made his way past the tables around the bar towards the exit. I looked over the bar and seeing that everyone had a drink in front of them sighed and reaching up to the flat screen TV above the bar, put the Sox game on. The small crowd didn't just suck for female prospects, but for tips, which now that I was paying rent, meant more than ever.
The only people at the bar were engrossed in conversation with each other so after checking to make sure the coolers were stocked and there were plenty of clean glasses, I pulled out my cell to give Allison a quick call and tell her thank you.
I'd been so busy over the last three days I had not had a chance to stop by Chris's house to tell her in person and the couple of times I called it went to voice mail and I wanted to tell her in an actual conversation, not in a message.
Walking over to the end of the bar away from the TV, I listed to the ringing from the other end and was about to end the call when she answered, "Hello?"
Even her voice was hot; soft and throaty, the kind of voice that would make a killing in the phone sex industry, the type of voice that had me dying to hear her say something dirty."
"Hey Allison? It's Danny."
"Oh, hey Danny! I thought I recognized the number." She laughed, "You calling to tell me why you keep calling and hanging up on me?"
"Sorry about that, I..."
"I mean it's not nice to tease a woman, you know, especially a lonely one."
"Tease?"
"Yes, tease. I see the number of a good looking young man on my phone and get all excited and there's not even a message."
"Oh." I said, telling myself not to get excited about her saying I was attractive, she was only messing around with me. "Well I don't think I'd be a tease, you know everything about me."
"Why do you think it's such a tease?" she asked, "I know exactly what you are, and I can't think of a woman who wouldn't want to have you calling them."
I swallowed nervously even though she couldn't see me. It seemed as if she were the one teasing me. Teasing was what it was, but hearing it in that damn porn star voice wasn't fair. Deciding not to get sucked in and end up thinking about being sucked, I laughed.
"Thanks, but you don't have to say that, I'll mow your lawn without flattery."
"Honey, I don't have to say anything and I have to tell you I'm tired of you doing things for me for free, I think its time I took care of you."
"I don't want any money." I said, quickly. "Besides, you did just take care of me and that's why I called."
"What do you mean?"
"I want to thank you for not just that great letter to Mitch, but coming to see him. He told me you were the main reason I got the place."
"I bet I was." She laughed, "I was on my way to a girlfriend's bachelorette party and realized I was passing your bar and thought I would stop in quick. You weren't there, but I caught him and told him all about you." She laughed again, "He might have even heard some of it, what a dog!"
"Yeah, Mitch is an old dog."
"But not you, you're a sweet young guy aren't you?"
"That's the rumor." I told her.
"More than a rumor, but I bet you have some not so sweet thoughts about some pretty little coeds heading up to your place. Bet you might have already, after all it's been three nights."
"Nah." I sighed, "Been too busy. Speaking of I need to get going, but I wanted to thank you for helping me out."
"My pleasure Danny, you ever need or want anything you just let me know and I will take good care of you, okay?"
Um, sure." I stammered like an idiot at how that sounded coming out in that sexy purr. I had the crazy thought of saying 'Now that you mention it, I've been really horny and...' instead I lamely added, "Thanks."
"Very proud of you Danny, school, a job, now your own place."
"I try."
"Yes you do and you're succeeding."
"Well thanks again, I wish I could tell you in person and could do something for you, but..."
"You can thank me in person." She said, keeping me on the phone even though I noticed a customer holding up his empty bottle of Bud. "I'm going to stop by and check out your new place soon."
"You want to see my place?"
"Of course I do! Not just see it, but I have a fun housewarming gift for you."
"What is it?"
"I can't tell you silly, or else it wouldn't be a surprise. The only thing I'll say is I think you're going to have as much fun unwrapping it as using it."
"Hey, Danny, can I get a beer over here?" The customer called.
"You get to work honey," Allison said, "I'll swing by when you have more time to...give me a tour and enjoy your gift."
"Okay, Allison, I'll look forward to it."
"Not as much as I will." She purred and hung up, leaving me staring at the phone feeling as if I had just been cock teased by my best friend's mother. I wondered what she had that would be fun to...
"Danny, should I get it myself?"
"Sorry, Joe, coming right up," I called as I put my phone away and pushed Allison out of my mind for the time being. I was sure I'd have plenty of time to think of her later when I ended up in my new place and new bed alone and jerking off. Okay so maybe things hadn't changed as much as I thought.
*****
"Hey Danny, how about that cute redhead that just sat down at the end of the bar?"
I glanced over to where Ron was pointing and frowned, "That's Jillian; she goes out with the guy who parks the cars for Bertuccis, I don't remember his name."
"Oh, Jason." Ron nodded, then paused to take a sip of his beer, "Man, it seems like every woman here tonight's with someone or is seeing someone."
"Yeah, tell me about it," I said glumly, as I took a moment to pop the cap off of a Heineken and slide it halfway along the bar where it stopped directly in front of the guy who ordered it.
"Good one kid!" He called, hoisting it up to me.
I waved and muttered, "Then leave a decent tip asshole."
"Crappy night?" Ron asked, making a show of putting a five down for his three dollar beer and pushing it at me.
"Pretty much. And you don't have to tip me."
"You didn't have to tutor me last semester." He said, "Pay it forward, right?"
"Okay, thanks." I put the five in my pocket and put three ones on the table for the register. "But yeah, not just for tips, but every other ladies night there's a bunch of single girls and I was hoping I could, you know, break the new place in."
"Well, night's not over yet."
"It's eleven, I'm done at midnight, Mitch is coming back to close up and cash out." I answered.
"Always tomorrow, Saturday night usually gets a good crowd."
"Maybe." I shrugged, "Plus who knows if I'd really meet anyone who would want to fool around first time out."
"Some girls have wanted to, you just couldn't."
"And they knew it, might have just been a game."
"Stop feeling sorry for yourself," Ron rolled his eyes, "You got your own place, boo fucking hoo if it takes you some time to get laid."
"Yeah, you're right, but it's not just about the place, it's been two months since Missy, I'm getting pretty antsy."
Ron shrugged his shoulders and chugged the rest of his beer. I turned around at the sound of my name and saw the couple at the end of the bar signaling and turning to the back of the bar busied myself making them a fresh round.
A Captain and Coke for him and a Vodka with Cranberry for her. As I brought them their drinks, I noticed Ron staring down the end of the bar and when I came back over to him he exclaimed, "Goddamn look at that one! Fucking cougar time!"
I followed his gaze and I saw a woman with long blonde hair standing with her back to us talking to one of the guys who had been sitting at the bar, but was now standing, gesturing towards a stool, trying to get her to sit down.
"Damn." I said softly taking in one hell of a rear view.
The woman was wearing a short skirt with a cheetah pattern that barely covered her ass, exposing a pair of gorgeous long legs that ended in a pair of black fuck me heels. The skirt was so tight it appeared painted on, showing off a damn fine ass and hugging a pair of well shaped thighs. She was wearing a sleeveless black shirt that was low cut in the back, showing off the smooth creamy skin of her back.
Her blond hair was curly and fell to just past her shoulder blades and shaking my head, I said to Ron, "Jesus Christ, look at that fucking ass!"



"Wait until you see the front," He said, then sighed, "That is if that d-bag stops talking to her and she turns around."
We watched as the guy pointed again at the stool next to where he had been sitting and we laughed when she shook her head. The guy frowned, then with shoulders slumped in defeat, he pointed towards my end of the bar.
"Here we go." Ron grinned, "She's turning around."
The woman turned and as Ron released a low whistle, I exclaimed, "Holy shit!"
The woman with the slutty skirt, fuck me shoes and amazing ass was...Allison!
"Told you she was hot." Ron said, then said, "Hey, she's coming down this end."
Hot was an understatement. As good as Allison looked from behind, the front was even better. The black tank top was skin tight with a plunging neckline that went down between her large breasts, exposing the inner half of her round white globes.
I could just make out the hint of black lace at the edges of the shirt and could imagine the sexy bra containing those amazing tits.
Allison's full inviting lips were painted a deep red and her large baby blue eyes peered out from beneath her long blonde lashes. As she approached I watched her swing her hips, thinking if that skirt was any shorter I'd be seeing if her panties matched her bra. Allison spotted me looking and giving me a wave walked faster towards us.
"Hey she waved at you, man." Ron said. "You know her?"
"Yeah," I whispered, trying to tear my gaze from her tits before she noticed me checking her out, "She's my best friend's mother."
"What?" He laughed, "Can I be his friend to? Can I sleep over?"
"No, I mean..." I glanced at him, so I wouldn't keep gawking at her as she approached, "You know Chris that studied with us last semester?"
"Yeah." Ron said, his eyes locked on Allison, making no pretense of staring.
"That's his mom."
"Damn! I need to start hanging out with him!"
"Hey Danny!" Allison gave me a huge smile as slid onto the stool at the end of the bar next to Ron, "Working hard?"
She rested her forearms on the table and leaned forward. Her breasts looked as if they were going to pop out at any moment and unable to help it, I stared down her shirt noting the black lace cups of a bra even sexier than I'd imagined. I wasn't sure I was working hard, but if I kept looking at those fantastic tits, I'd be hard at work.
"Um..no, things are a little slow tonight."
"But I think they're getting a lot more interesting!" Ron said, grinning like an idiot, "I'm Ronnie!"
"Nice to meet you Ron," Allison gave him a quick smile, then looked back at me, "So..."
"I used to study with your son Chris." Ron continued, turning in his stool to face her.
"That's nice." Allison replied without looking at him.
"Yeah, nice guy," I glanced over at him, trying to get his attention and tell him to shut up, but he was staring down into Allison's lap. Most likely checking out her legs as he rambled on, "I'm in a couple of his classes."
"Yes, you and a hundred other kids." Allison sighed, and with a wink at me went on, "Ronnie, you seem like a nice boy, but you're a boy, I prefer men, or at least young men who can make an effort to keep their tongues in their mouths."
"Oh." Ron said and sat there trying to come up with something, "I...I'm sorry, I was just, um..."
"Don't be sorry, dear." Allison gave him a friendly smile, "It is very flattering for a woman my age to get attention from a good looking young man like yourself, but I'm not a cougar looking for a cub."
"I get it." He nodded, trying to play it off.
"Ron? I came here to talk to Danny, who I haven't had a chance to see in awhile, do you think you could, you know...leave?"
"I..." he looked at me and trying to keep the smile off my face, I asked, "Don't you have to go pick up Jenny at work?"
"Jenny?"
"Yeah, you know, you're girlfriend." I reminded him.
"Oh, sure." He puffed himself up, "That's right have to go pick up my girlfriend" he stressed the word, "Maybe go back to her place."
"Lucky girl." Allison sighed, "Bet she's pretty."
"Very pretty." Ron nodded, slipping off his stool, "Catch you later Danny, nice meeting you..."
"Chris's mom." She answered, then turned away, dismissing him with that statement.
Ron shot her a dirty look, but even as he did his eyes lingered on her legs for a moment before he gave me a wave and wandered off towards the exit.
"That was pretty cold." I laughed.
"Then why are you laughing?"
"Well, I...it was funny I guess." I shrugged, "Ron's a good kid though."
"Key word is kid." She pointed out, "I do enjoy the company of young men, but they need to be men, not drooling boys."
Enjoyed the company of young men? That statement lingered in my mind. Was Allison a cougar on the prowl? Was that where she went when she dressed to kill and said she was going with her girlfriends? The idea Allison liked to fool around with guys my age caused my semi hard cock to twitch.
"So, Danny, you are the bartender, right?"
"Yeah, why? I...Oh! I'm sorry, Allison what can I get you?"
"I'll have a shot of Cuervo and a Vodka and Cranberry."
"Coming right up."
Damn, tequila? I turned away from her and after pouring her a shot; I grabbed the salt shaker and placed both on the bar in front of her.
I turned to mix her drink and noticed in the mirror over the bar she wasn't doing her shot, but was watching me. As I poured the juice I saw a guy come over and say something to her. I didn't catch her reply, but the guy shrugged and wandered off.
I was sure he would be the first of many. There weren't a lot of women in the bar tonight and they key word was woman. The rest of the girls in the bar, were just that, girls; coeds from PC and their friends, but Allison? To me, a hot cougar, to guys her age, a 'real woman' not a kid. I turned and placed her drink next to the untouched shot.
"Something wrong?" I pointed at the tequila.
"Not at all, I was just waiting for you, for a toast."
"A toast?"
"To your new place, to you starting life on your own."
"I can't drink, I'm working."
"Oh, well." She frowned, then shaking some salt into the side of her hand said, "I guess it will be more of a salute then."
"Okay, I..." I stopped and stared as she licked the salt from her hand.
It wasn't a quick lick, but a slow deliberate journey along her hand by her tongue. When she reached the end, Allison added a provocative wiggle, sliding the tip of her tongue back and forth.
I noticed her eyes were on mine and having caught me looking she winked. Allison knocked back the shot and placing the glass on the bar, took a sip of her drink.
"Damn I needed that." She smiled, "Nothing like a mouthful of something salty."
"I...I wouldn't know." I said awkwardly knowing exactly what she was hinting at.
I noticed her grey eyes were wide and bright. I'd been bartending enough to recognize that look.
"Were you drinking before here?" I asked.
"I may have indulged a bit." She grinned, "I went to a club with a few friends and they all wanted to call it quits. Imagine that? Eleven on a Friday night and they're telling me I should go home? Just because they have to go home to their boring husbands and boyfriends doesn't mean I should have to stop looking. Hardly seems fair, does it?"
The amount of cleavage she was showing right now was far from fair as well. It was a struggle to keep my eyes on her face and tried to steer the conversation away from anything resembling sex.
"So are you, you know, okay to drive?"
"Drive?" she shrugged, "I don't know about drive, but I wouldn't mind being taken for a ride."
Jesus! I glanced down the bar to see if everyone was all set and saw everyone was engrossed in the game or conversation. In a way I was glad as it gave me a chance to ogle Allison, on the other hand?
I wouldn't have minded a break as she was teasing the shit out of me with her dirty little remarks. That had to be the drinks because I had never heard her say anything off color that I could recall.
"What do I owe you?" She removed her wallet from her small purse.
"Five."
"That's cheap; I should come here more often!' She put a twenty on the bar.
"It is ladies night." I told her, "Women drink half price."
"Oh, well then hold that for my next couple of rounds." She looked around at the crowd. "Good idea, half price for the ladies, easier to get them buzzed and horny." She turned her bright blue eyes to me and smiled, "I know I get horny when I drink and I've been drinking quite a bit tonight!"
I was glad Ron had left. If he had heard this he might have been dumb enough to say something to Chris and piss him off. Not that Chris hadn't heard his fair share of comments about his mother being a hot Milf, but he would hear it worse if anyone saw her dressed like this and talking the way she was.
Allison was still smiling away at me, but her eyes had lowered to my arms, exposed in the sleeveless shirt.
"Wow, Danny, you're really filling out, been a couple of months since I've seen you."
"Oh, thanks." I said, trying not to smile at the compliment, "Taking advantage of the student gym."
"Hmm, it shows. Makes me want to take advantage of a student." She lifted her glass and downed the drink in several long swallows.
"You sure you're going to be okay to drive, Allison?"
"Drive, be driven, sure." She nodded, then seeing the look on my face sighed, "I took a cab from the club, Danny, I won't be driving home."
"Okay, good. I'll call you a cab to take you home."
"Oh, I'm sure I'll be getting a ride home." She pushed her empty glass towards me, "Only question is will it be tonight or tomorrow morning?"
"Right." I looked around uneasily, wondering if she were planning on going home with one of the losers here, most of the guys my age were with their girlfriends and the older guys mostly on the grubby side and certainly not the type I could see her going for.
"So why did you come here?" I asked, trying to get off the topic of her talking about getting off.
"Well to congratulate you of course!" She put her hand on my forearm, "I'm very proud of you Danny!"
"Thanks." I said softly while looking down at her hand on my arm.
I'd gotten a pretty good tan over the summer and Allison was fair skinned. The sight of her light skin on my dark arm was a sexy one as was her long dark blue nails.
"Oh, come on, be excited!" she laughed, "Danny, you go to school, work just about full time and now you have your own place! Most kids your age are still kids; you've become a responsible young man!"
"Thank you Allison." I gave in and allowed myself a satisfied smile, "But you didn't have to come here to tell me that."
"No, and you didn't have to fix my car, mow my lawn or help fix the fence after my asshole ex left either, but you did."
"Well, you know, I was just trying to help." I waved her off.
"And you didn't have to help Chris get through last semester. You have so much going on and still helped him out."
"He's my best friend." I told her while looking down said best friend's mother's blouse.
"And I appreciate all you've done for him, and me. So how could I not come out here to say congrats in person?" She indicated her glass, "Another round?"
I took the glass and this time mixed the drink first while watching her in the mirror again her eyes were on me, even though several guys had seemed to decide to move from their tables to seats at the bar closer to her. I glanced up to see her staring at me and seeing me looking in the mirror, she winked.
I turned and handed her the drink, then took a minute to slide two beers down the length of the bar to the people calling for them. As usual both ended up right in front of their targets and several people clapped and I nodded in appreciation as they put dollars in the tip jar.
"Nice trick," Allison said, "What else are you good at?"
"I...I don't know." I said nervously as I poured her shot.
I put it in front of her and as I went to release it, Allison caught my wrist. Holding it, she poured salt on my hand, then looking down the bar at the guys staring at her, proceeded to lick it off.
My cock jumped in my pants at the feeling of her soft wet tongue sliding along my hand and the thought of it sliding along something a lot harder.
Allison released my wrist and lifted her shot towards the guys watching. They all saluted her with their beers and whistled and clapped as she knocked back the shot. She banged the glass down and gave them a wave before saying, "Guys are so easy."
"Um, yeah." Was all I could come out with.
"Sorry, I didn't mean to embarrass you." She said, "It was too easy to pass up."
"You can lick me anytime." I said without thinking and could feel my face grow hot.
"Oh, careful with that." She warned, "You never know what I might be in the mood to lick." When I stood there dumbfounded she continued.
"We were talking about what you might be good at; something tells me a good looking young guy like you is pretty good with the young ladies here."
"Sometimes." I shrugged.
"Oh, come on. You're cute, you're sweet and they're a little tipsy, you know you've had some fun here."
"Well a couple of times." I admitted feeling myself blush, "But most of the time just flirting."
"Because you had nowhere to go, but now?" She shook her head, "Now you have your own place right upstairs, you're going to be living it up Danny, in fact I bet you already had someone up there."
"No, not yet. I broke up with my girl awhile back and haven't met anyone yet."
"They don't have to be your girlfriend to have a fun night."
"No, but...I don't know, not yet anyway."
"Well that is a shame. Getting your own place isn't official until you've had a hot woman in that bed helping you celebrate."
"It's a new bed too." I wanted to smack myself for that one, sounded like a moron.
"Even better! Jeez Danny you need to have a proper house warming!"
"Hopefully soon."
"And that's the other reason I came by. I told you I have a housewarming gift for you."
"You didn't have to get me anything." I said, but nonetheless made a show of peering around the bar, "But where is it?"
"You'll get it later when we go upstairs."
"We're going upstairs?" Holy shit! Allison wasn't just flirting she was...
"Well I want to see your place; don't you want to show it off?"
"Oh, yeah." I grinned, "You'll be the first to see it, I haven't had time to show anyone the last couple of days."
"Wow, I'm the first to see it all set up?" she gave me another huge, and what I felt was an alcohol fueled smile. "I'm a lucky girl!"
"Nah, I'm the lucky guy." I laughed while noticing George, one of the regulars, pointing at me, then her and winking. "These guys think you're here to you know, flirt with me or something."
"Who says I'm not?" she asked with a serious expression on her face.
"What do you?"
"Hey kid, I'm here!" Mitch announced his presence as he came in through the back behind me.
I glanced at my watch and was surprised to see it was eleven forty five.
"That mean you're all set to go?" Allison asked.
"In a few minutes," I replied noticing Mitch had stopped on his way down to the other end of the bar and was looking back and forth between Allison and I. She wasn't looking and with a nasty smirk he nodded and gave me a thumbs up.
"Oh, okay." She took a sip of her drink. "Can't wait to see your place."
"You could have seen it another time." I said, "You didn't have to cut your girls night out short for me."
"I didn't cut it short. " She put her drink down and leaning further forward asked, "You know what I do on my nights out?"
"Drink?" I grinned.
"Oh, yeah!" she laughed, "I drink and I dress like this and love it. I dress proper for work and usually do around the house. I am a mom after all and don't think I don't know how many of Chris's friends gawk at me, so I try to make it so they have as little as possible to yap about, but I'm sure it still happens."
"I guess." I said, thinking of all the times I'd stroked it to her since I'd known Chris.
"You just guess?" She raised her eyebrows, "You never looked?"
"Oh, well, I mean...you're very pretty, but..."
"Pretty?" she sighed, "You think my ass is pretty? Or are my tits you have been looking at all night are pretty, is that the word?"
"I..." I couldn't come up with anything to say, but she just laughed,
"It's okay Danny, it's flattering and...well let me keep telling you about my nights out."
"Sure." I was relieved to get off the topic of getting off to her.
"I dress sexy and go out with a few friends and show off. I love the attention, but not from guys my age." She nodded towards the guys down the bar. "They're boring and they're usually jerks. They think they know what they're doing, but they don't and they can't keep up, all blow no show so to speak. What I like are guys your age looking at me."
"You do?"
"Oh, yeah, I fucking love it. I love being seen as a hot cougar or a Milf because that's what I am, Danny. I play professional at work and mom at home, but when I get out? This cougar goes looking for a cub."
"You...you're screwing with me." I laughed nervously.
"Not yet, but soon." She gave me a nasty smile that caused my heart to skip a beat.
"My married friends always head home, but I stay at the club and I find a hot young stud and I dance with him, grind my ass on his hard young cock and tease him.
I let his hands wander and whisper in his ear all the nasty things I'll do to him. End of the night if he's been a good boy we go back to his place and if he doesn't have one I'll get a motel. After all can't bring them home, what would my son think?"
"I...I don't know."
"I don't think he would be happy and we can't have that now can we?"
"No of course not which is..." I swallowed hard, "Why I know you're just kind of drunk and teasing me because I'm his best friend."
"And one hell of a sexy young man whom I've thought of for some time now." She sighed, "But yes you're his best friend and it would be kind of sleazy, but Danny, you really are perfect and now that you have your own place?" She licked her lips, "Even better."
"Allison maybe, um, you've had enough to..."
"I never get enough." she whispered, "If you're a good boy you'll learn that."
"Hey kid, its midnight!' Mitch called, "I don't pay overtime and you better get home before you turn into a pumpkin."
That got a few laughs from the regulars and I grinned as Mitch slid the tip jar down to me. I removed the pile of one's and change and shoved it into my pocket.
"Well, I guess its time to see your place." Allison stood up, "I'll meet you around back."
"There's a door right here." I pointed to it behind me.
"I don't want these idiots to see me going up with you, do you?"
"I...I guess not."
"Dirty little secrets are always more fun when they're kept secret." She said, standing up, "And if you can keep a secret you might get more than just one house call. Meet you around back."
Allison turned and walked towards the exit. I watched her amazing ass and long legs as she crossed the room and noticed every other guy in the place doing the same. I jumped when Mitch spoke up next to me.
"You going to gawk or go let her in the back?"
"What are you talking about, she's leaving." I said quickly.
"Kid that woman was looking at you the way a fat man stares at a buffet; she didn't come here to talk." He laughed, "Guess I know why she pushed so hard for you to get that place. Now go have some fun."
"It's not like that, she's my friend's mom and..."
"She's a horny woman, Danny. Trust me, I wasn't always this old, now get going and do whatever she wants," he winked, "School's out, kid."
He turned away to grab one of the customers a beer and feeling as if I was in a dream I left the bar and headed through the back to let Allison in. Either she was drunk and teasing me as some sort of game or Mitch was right and I could be in for the night of a lifetime. One way or another I was minutes away from finding out.



*****
I opened the back door to find Allison waiting for me.
"Why thank you," she said as I stood to the side, letting her into the hallway.
I closed the door behind her and pointed, "It's up the...okay." I trailed off as Allison started up the stairs towards the second floor.
I followed her, but slowly, staying a few stairs behind her to stare at her incredible ass.
As she moved up ahead of me I could see up the already short skirt and was rewarded with a couple of quick flashes of the cheeks of her ass. Allison reached the landing and stepped aside so I could unlock the door and hold it open for her.
"Hmm, thank you again, good to see you know the lady comes first."
I closed the door behind her and faced it for a moment, looking down at the prominent bulge in my pants and hoping to hell she wouldn't notice.
"This is cute." She looked around the small living room, "Plenty of room for a single guy." She walked through the room and ran her hand along the top of the large plush sofa I'd picked up for fifty bucks at a used furniture store to replace the ratty one Mitch had up here. "This is nice; bet it would be fun to fuck on."
"Damn Allison, I think..."
"Stop." She turned to face me, waving one slender finger back and forth.
"Stop what?"
"Stop thinking." She grinned, "Christ if I wanted thinking I'd date someone from work, what I want is not to think, what I want is fun. Don't you like fun?"
"Well, sure."
"Then relax and have some." She looked to her right into the kitchen.
"That's..."
"I know what it is and it's not what I came up here to see." She looked around and spotting the door that led to the bedroom walked towards it, "I came to see the best part of the place."
I followed her as she opened the door and turning the light on, exclaimed, "Oh, look at that big brand new bed!" she started to walk in, but stopped, "Nice carpet, can't put any holes in it."
Allison leaned over and lifting her legs one at a time removed her stiletto heels and dropped them on the floor. Her breasts just about fell out of her shirt and my semi hard cock began to expand as she straightened and walked into the room, "Hey a dimmer switch!"
She turned the knob lowering the bright light to a soft glow, "How sexy."
She walked up to the bed and stopped just in front of it. She was facing the mirror across from it and smiled at me.
"Come on in, Danny, it's your room after all."
I approached her from behind and started to come around, but she said, "Stand there behind me."
I stood behind her, and looking in the mirror she sighed, "Closer Danny, come right up behind me, like we were dancing."
My heart pounding in my chest, I stood directly behind her, close enough that my face was over her shoulder.
Allison put her hands up, "Reach around me and give me your hands."
I did as she asked and taking my hands, Allison pulled them until they were at her stomach and I was holding her around her waist. Keeping her hands over mine, she started to sway back and forth as if to music, then without warning ground her ass back into my crotch.
"Ohh," she purred, "You're not as sweet as I thought are you?"
"I'm sorry." I made to pull away, but she not only held my hands to her stomach, but ground her ass harder into me.
"That's okay because I don't want you to be sweet to me tonight." She smiled into the mirror, "I know I don't want to be sweet to you."
"You...you...oh." I moaned as she worked her hips in a circular motion, rubbing her ass into my now rock hard cock.
"You like that, baby? You like me rubbing up on the nice big dick of yours?"
"I...yes." I admitted just before another moan slipped from me as she moved her hips faster.
"There you go, that's a good boy, being honest with me." She released a long sigh as she moved her ass against me, "See here's how the rest of the night is going to go. You are not going to get nervous or wonder if this is okay or wonder if I am kidding you, okay?"
"O...okay." I gasped when she lifted my hands and placed them over her tits.
"What you're going to do is fuck me the way you've always wanted to fuck me and I am going to fuck you just like I fuck all those other young boys I enjoy. But you'll be more fun because I know you've wanted me for a long time, haven't you?"
"Yes." I answered more quickly this time as I squeezed her large firm breasts. Damn they felt good.
"Good answer. But I mean it; you fuck me like you would fuck any other girl, except of course I'm a woman and one you've lusted for so maybe you will fuck me even better! But I want no holding back, no being too polite; I want you to fuck me. Know why?"
"Because you like young guys?" I asked, my breathing picking up as I felt her hard nipples pressing into my palms through the material of her shirt and bra.
"Well there's that," she laughed, "But because this is your housewarming present I told you about. I mean what says good luck with your new place like a good hard fuck?"
Raising her arms up she asked, "Well go on, start unwrapping your present."
My hands trembling with excitement and my cock throbbing I worked my fingers under her top and slowly pulled it up over head. I continued upwards until it was over her arms and tossed it to the side. I watched her long blonde hair cascade down her smooth back and looking in the mirror took in the sight of her beautiful breasts now contained only by her bra. The cups of the bra were transparent black lace and I could see her pink nipples clearly in the mirror.
"Just the shirt?" she asked, "Keep going, you know you want to see them."
My fingers were shaking to the point it took me several tries to get the bra unclasped and I saw her smiling in the mirror at me.
"Take your time, baby," she purred, "I'm not going anywhere, we have all night."
I slid the straps of the bra down her shoulders and pulled it from her breasts. I frowned when her hands immediately replaced the bra, concealing her breasts.
"Hey!" I exclaimed.
"I said its not a race honey and I'm not an eager young girl, pay some attention to me, you haven't even kissed me yet, here" she leaned her head to one side, exposing the creamy skin of her neck, "How about some attention?"
She didn't have to ask twice. Wrapping my arms around her waist, I lowered my head and kissed her neck. She sighed as I gently sucked on the soft skin just below her ear and moved her ass back and forth against my throbbing cock.
"Hmm, that's nice" she whispered, "Nice and slow, for now anyway, take your time and enjoy your present."
Allison leaned back into me and purred contentedly as I ran my lips along the length of her neck. I ran my tongue back up to her ear and she giggled when I playfully nibbled her earlobe. I switched sides and she moved her head, allowing me access to the other side of her neck. Her ass was working in slow circles and my cock was dripping to the point there was a sticky wet spot on my thigh.
Allison opened her eyes and seeing me looking said, "Ask."
"Ask?" I murmured as I teased her neck with the tip of my tongue.
She hefted her breasts, "Tell me what you want."
"Allison, can I see your tits?"
"Oh, I like that!" she laughed, "No hesitation at all!"
She slid her hands down and my cock jumped at the sight of her now holding her large breasts up for me. They were even better than I imagined. Large and round with light pink nipples that were hard and pointing at me in the mirror. Allison ran her thumbs across her nipples, "You want to play with them, baby? You want to play with the tits you've jerked off to?"
"Hell yeah," I breathed.
"Naughty boy!" she giggled while teasing her red nails around her swollen pink flesh. "But then again, I like naughty boys!"
She released her tits and sliding my hand up before she could tease again, I cupped her large breasts and gave them a squeeze. They were soft, yet firm at the same time and as I slid my hands across them she moaned softly as when her nipples pressed into my palms.
I looked into the mirror watching myself fondle her beautiful tits and holding them up, stroked her pink nipples with my thumbs as she had. Still keeping my eyes on our reflection, I went back to softly kissing her neck while I rolled her nipples between my fingers.
"That is so nice," she sighed, "But I think you should stop and unwrap the rest of your present."
"But they feel so good!" I said in her ear, "Damn, I want to suck on them!"
"And you will honey, and it won't just be my tits you'll be sucking," she laughed, "And you won't be the only one sucking, but for now?" she eased my hands form her breasts and stepping forward reached back and unzipped her skirt, "Go ahead, Danny, be a good boy and help a woman out," she laughed, "Of her clothes."
With no hesitation, I dropped to my knees behind her and grabbing the sides of the skirt pulled it down over her hips. My eyes widened and I licked my lips as more and more of her smooth round flesh was revealed and with a gasp I realized she wasn't wearing anything underneath, not even a thong.
"Oh, my god," I whispered at the sight of Allison's ass in my face.
"That's right, Danny I sat right there on that stool in front of you like with nothing on, know why? Because I wanted to show you what dirty girl I am. I go out to the clubs like that, my pussy dripping just waiting for some young stud to give me what I need." She shoved her ass back into my face, "You going to give me what I...Oh fuck!"
Heading her words that she didn't want me to hold back, I grabbed the cheek of her ass and squeezing hard, spread them open and plunged my face into her ass.
"Yes!" Allison moaned as I kissed the insides of her cheeks, working my lips back and forth as I buried my face in her warm flesh. "Look at you, you bad boy!"
Allison leaned over the bed, pushing her ass into my eager mouth. I pulled my head back to admire the view and was confronted with the sight of my best friend's mother's smooth pink pussy. Just above it, and equally was enticing was her pink rosebud and unable to control myself I leaned forward and plunged my tongue into her asshole.
"Fuck!" she squealed, "Oh, Danny, you are a bad boy!" she moaned as I pushed my tongue into her puckered hole, "That's it baby, tongue that ass!"
I spread her open even further, squeezing her firm cheeks while swirling my tongue around the edges of her ass. Allison groaned softly and wiggled her ass in my face and my cock throbbed painfully in my jeans. I'd always wanted to lick a girl's ass, but the girls I'd been with didn't seem like they would be into it. But Allison was no girl; this was a woman and not just any woman, but my friend's mom.
That thought should have made me feel bad, but the fact Allison had known me since I was a kid and now wanted me as a man sent my tongue plunging as deep into her ass as I could manage. As hot as it was to tongue her ass I could feel her wet pussy pressing against my chin and after teasing the tip of my tongue around her ass once more, I slid my tongue out and briefly licked the small area of skin between her holes.
I was preparing to slip my tongue into her hot wet slit, when she eased a few inches away from me.
"Hmm-mm, no tasting yet, my little bad boy, at least not my pussy. How about you go back to my ass and slip a finger inside?"
As she spoke, Allison moved her feet, spreading her legs wider for me giving me a full view of her pussy. I could see her pink skin glistening from how wet she was and longed to bury my face in the soft folds of her flesh. But I was more than willing to let her call the shots and trust she was going to give me everything she'd promised and let's face it, putting my tongue back in her ass certainly wasn't a bad thing.
Using my left hand to spread her cheek open to keep rimming her, I ran my right up along the soft inside of her thigh. The edge of my hand rubbed up against her sopping pussy and Allison moaned softly and moved her hips, sliding her wet flesh along my hand.
"Hmm, you think I'm wet now, wait until you make me cum for you!" she ground her pussy against my hand and whispered, "Inside, baby."
I eased two fingers inside her pussy and was amazed at how hot and tight she was. I shoved them in all the way and Allison moaned and thrust her hips, driving my fingers deeper.
"In and out," she groaned, "Nice and slow."
I worked my fingers back and forth as I resumed tonguing her asshole and began shifted on my knees to try to find some relief for my throbbing cock which was straining to be released. Allison was working her hips in time with my fingers, thrusting them hard into them, then pulling away. She moaned softly each time my fingers buried themselves within her and her pussy was making wet sucking sounds as my fingers withdrew.
Pushing my tongue into her ass, I found her hard clit with my thumb and she cried out, "Oh, right there! Hmm you know what you're doing don't you, my little bad boy?"
Her cry sent a thrill through my cock as did her words. Truth was I'd only been with a couple of girls and a lot of what I was going by were things I'd seen in porn, but they seemed to be working and Allison herself was coming across as an overheated porn star herself, so why not? I moved my fingers faster, plunging harder into the wet heat of her pussy and worked my thumb in slow circles around her clit.
"Oh, Danny!" Allison moaned, "That feels so fucking good!" she drove her hips hard into my fingers and yelped, "You're going to make me cum so hard and then I am going to take good care of you!"
That caused my thumb to move faster and Allison responded by moving her hips in circles, following my thumb and pushing back into my touch. My tongue was licking around her asshole and the fact that was getting her as hot as me touching her pussy made me wonder what else I might be able to get away with putting there later.
My attention returned to Allison who was making sharp little gasping noises. I moaned when her pussy clenched around my fingers, each time she gasped and imagined that happening around my cock.
"Faster." She implored me, "Move your thumb faster and lick my ass!" she released a long drawn out moan and her thighs trembled against my arms. "Yes, oh a little more honey! Keep going, Danny! You make me cum, you know what I am going to do? I am going to suck that nice young cock of yours! I'm going to take it in my mouth until you fucking cum down my throat and...oh fuck!"
Allison squealed loudly as she drove down on my fingers and her pussy contracted around them. She began yelping and squirming, working her hips and shoving her ass into my flickering tongue. I shoved it deep into her sweet ass and pushed hard with my thumb, moving it as fast as I could. Allison was whimpering and squealing as her hot pussy pulsed around my thrusting fingers.
Even as I continued licking and fingering, my mind was racing; I couldn't believe I was on my knees with Allison not only naked, but with her ass in my face and her pussy squirting around my fingers. This was something straight out of a wet dream, but the taste of her ass and the feeling of her hot flesh sucking my fingers into it told me this was really happening. Could life get any better right now?
Apparently it was about to as releasing a long sigh, Allison straightened up and turning around jumped on the bed.
"Oh, baby, I came so hard!" she stretched out on my bed and asked, "So how do I look on your new bed, Danny?"
"Incredible," I said softly and stood up, my eyes locked on the amazing sight of Allison in my bed.
My hungry gaze worked up and down the length of her spectacular body, taking in her perfect tits, long legs and her pink pussy which was now in full view as she spread her legs open.
"Happy Housewarming." She giggled, then rolling over onto her stomach so she was propped up on her elbows at the foot of the bed, beckoned me with her finger, "Come over here, Danny, it's time for me to give you a present."
I quickly came around to the foot of the bed and stood in front of her.
"Naked, honey, let's see that hot young body of yours."
I didn't have to be told twice! After quickly peeling my shirt off, I kicked my shoes off and stepping on one foot with the other slipped my socks off as I unsnapped my jeans. Allison smiled up at me and reaching out, ran her hand up and down my chest and stomach as I pulled my jeans down.
"Look at this hard young body. Oh and I do mean hard!" she added as I was now standing there in my boxers, my cock standing at attention.
Allison grabbed my cock through my underwear and squeezing it, moaned, "Oh that is so hard!" she stroked it several times, causing me to moan and asked, "You like your best friend's mom stroking your big dick Danny?"
"Oh, yeah." I managed to say as she placed her other hand between my legs and teased my balls through my underwear.
"Bet you want more than that, don't you? Bet you want to see his mom take this nice cock in her mouth, don't you?"
"Yes."
"Then get rid of these shorts and let me see it!"
I pushed my underwear down over my hips and my aching cock sprang free.
"Oh, yes!" Allison purred grabbing it and pumping it in her fist. "I knew you'd have a nice big cock!"
All I could do was moan as her soft hand caressed my hard cock. Her other hand once again found my balls and cupping them gave them a gentle squeeze as she jerked my cock. Allison had bent her legs at the knees and was playfully kicking her feet back and forth as she played with me. Her ass looked amazing and her tits were pressing into my bed as she rested on her elbows and stroked me.
But best of all was her face and more importantly her full red lips, inches from my dripping cock.
"Tell me what you want and don't be shy." She said, licking her lips.
"Allison I want you to suck my cock." I told her.
"This cock?" she squeezed it and leaning forward flicked her tongue across the tip.
"Please don't tease." I whimpered.
"Tease?" she shook her head. "Not this time, next time I'll tease you and take my time, but this time?" she winked at me "I'm going to suck you off nice and hard, make you give me a nice big load then let you lick my pretty pussy, how's that sound?"
"It sounds, Oh, shit!"
I cried out, when opening wide, Allison took me deep into her amazing mouth. I gasped as she opened wider and kept going until the entire length of my cock was in her hot mouth and I could feel her lips wrapped around the base of my shaft.
"Hmm" she moaned around my cock, then, her blue eyes locked on mine, she slipped her tongue out and I gasped when she licked my balls with my cock buried in her throat.
"Goddamn." I moaned as I put my hands on her shoulders.
Allison grabbed my wrists and moving my hands put them on her head. I wrapped them into her long blonde hair, moving it so I could see the show and what a show it was! Allison slowly worked her mouth back up my cock and released it with a loud slurping sound. There was a long trail of spit from the tip of my cock to her mouth and she quickly slurped it back up and took just the tip of my cock between her lips.
She sucked hard and I groaned at the feeling of the precum being sucked from my cock. Allison's eyes rolled back and she moaned as she began bobbing her head in a slow steady rhythm. I clenched my fingers in her soft hair and moaned as much from the sight of my cock sliding between her red lips as how damn good it felt.
Allison's tongue was pressed tightly to my shaft as she worked my cock in and out of her mouth and she had her hands on my thighs, using just her talented mouth on me. Allison took me all the way and shook her head back and forth causing me to groan and thrust my hips. She sighed in pleasure as my cock pushed deeper into her mouth and began to bob her head faster. She pulled on my thighs and taking the hint I started moving my hips, into her mouth.



"Hmm-mm" Allison encouraged and stopped moving her head.
I continued working my hips and watched, transfixed by the sight of my face fucking Chris's mother. I moved slowly at first, enjoying watching every inch of my cock slide in and out of her mouth. There were red smears of lips stick along my shaft and it was glistening from her spit. Allison was moaning softly and encouraged by her sounds of pleasure I moved my hips faster, then faster still.
I was now outright fucking her mouth and noticed her hips were moving, her ass grinding into the bed. She was getting off on sucking on me! Allison resumed moving her head and this time much faster than before. I moaned loudly and matched the timing of her movements, so I was thrusting forward as her mouth descended on my hard flesh.
Allison wrapped her fingers around the base of my shaft and followed her lips with her fingers, jerking me off as she blew me. Her hips were moving faster and she was whimpering as she worked my cock faster and faster. She removed my cock from her mouth and to my surprised spit on it.
I moaned then she stroked my cock, her hand slick from her own spit and she moaned, "Cum for me, baby! Shoot a nice hot load down my throat! I want to taste it!" she pumped me faster and as I whimpered she asked, "You want to cum in my mouth, baby? You want to watch me take every drop from this nice big cock?"
"Please." I moaned as my knees trembled and I knew it wouldn't be much longer. "Please make me cum!"
"Better than that." She teased, flicking her tongue long the length of my throbbing shaft. "Dirtier than that!"
"Allison, suck my fucking cock!" I blurted out, "I want to cum in your mouth!"
I was taken aback at my own words, but Allison moaned, "Oh, I like that! Well it is your gift!"
She quickly took me back into her warm wet mouth and this time started sucking like it was a competition. I cried out loudly as she was taking me all the way each time she bobbed her head and was making those sloppy slurping sounds as she took the length of my cock repeatedly down her throat.
My legs were shaking now and I was whimpering each time she sucked, me. I was fighting to hold back the cum racing through my cock, trying to enjoy every second of her amazing mouth as I could.
Allison grabbed my balls and squeezed them and with a loud cry, I thrust my cock deep into her mouth and felt it erupt. Allison squealed as I sent what felt like a huge stream of cum down her throat, but continued bob her head. I moaned and whimpered as she continued to blow my spurting cock. Each time she took me deep my cock twitched and sent another squirt of cum into her mouth.
"Oh...oh, fuck" I moaned at the sight of some of my thick white cum oozing from the corners of her mouth and along my shaft as she held it in her mouth while she sucked. I could feel my hot wet fluid swirling around my cock and with a pathetic moan, I felt my cock give up its last few drops.
Allison took me down to my balls and swirled her tongue around. I felt my cum being spread around my cock, but when she slowly, inch by teasing inch, worked me from her mouth, it was clean. Allison looked up at me and opening her mouth showed me the large puddle of cum on her tongue and in her mouth. She waggled her tongue at me and after making a show of swallowing showed me her now empty mouth.
"You like that, baby?"
"Oh...fuck yeah." I leaned my hands on the bed to avoid falling over.
"Good, next time. I'll tease more, but..." she got to her knees on the bed and pointed at the floor, "I think you should repay the favor, no?"
"Yes ma'am!" I told her, once again dropping to my knees for her.
Allison straightened her legs and slid so she was sitting on the foot of the bed. Grabbing the back of my head, she pulled me to her chest, shoving her right tit into my face.
"Suck that tit!" she demanded as her nipple pressed to my lips, "Suck them the way you've always wanted to!"
I eagerly opened my mouth and suck her nipple into my mouth. Allison moaned and ran her fingers through my hair as I licked and sucked her hard pink nipple. I grabbed the other and she purred as I rolled it between my fingers. I switched off; sucking on the other nipple and fondling the one I had just sucked. Allison moaned and was moving back and forth pushing her tits into my face and mouth.
She pulled gently on my hair to remove my mouth from her nipple and laying back on the bed raised her legs and placed her soft feet on my shoulders. I licked my lips at the sight of her smooth pink pussy inches from my face and placing my hands on her soft thighs, leaned in and lightly blew on her swollen clit.
"Hmm, that's nice," she sighed, "But like someone said to me, don't tease!" she thrust her hips, pushing her pussy into my face, "We'll take our time later, get into a nice sixty nine and just lick and play, but right now I want you to suck that clit and make me cum in your face!"
Far be it from me not to give a woman what she wants! Spreading her lips open I pressed my face to her pussy and plunged my tongue deep inside. Allusion cried out and grabbing my hair held my head still and thrust her pussy into my tongue.
"That's it! Tongue fuck me! Taste that pussy you've always wanted! Suck that pussy, Danny! Suck it off then fuck me nice and hard!"
I swirled my tongue around inside her pussy and sucked hard, getting a mouthful of her juices. Allison cried out and curled her toes into my shoulders as I sucked once more before pushing my tongue in and out of her delicious pussy. Her hot flesh was pressing into my cheeks and my nose was filled with the intoxicating, and more than a little taboo scent of my best friend's mother's pussy.
"Suck my clit!" Allison moaned, grinding her hips and working her pussy across my face, "I need to cum again!"
I forced myself to tease a little, taking my time working my tongue up through the soft wet folds of her pussy. Allison whimpered and the noise caused my still semi hard cock to twitch. The fact she was so eager for my tongue caused my heart to pound and my cock was beginning to harden once more.
My tongue finished its slow, sexy trip through her pussy and she moaned when it circled her swollen button.
"Hmm, right there," she whispered as her fingers played with my hair, "Lick that clit, Danny, be the bad boy I know you are and make your friend's mother cum in your face."
The fact her being Chris's mom seemed to turn her on as much as it did me was all it took for my cock to once again stand up between my legs and taking her clit into my mouth I sucked gently on it while thinking of p0lunging my cock into this incredible woman's hot pussy. Allison's hands left my hair and a moment later she moaned even louder than before.
I raised my eyes to see her playing with her tits and my cock twitched at the sight of her long red nails pulling on the hard pink skin of her nipples. I kept my eyes on her as my tongue danced across her hard button. Allison had her eyes closed and was breathing through her mouth, whimpering softly as I worked her clit and she teased her tits.
She looked sexy as hell and I swirled my tongue as fast as I could, eager to get her off and get inside her. I slipped my fingers into her hot box and she gasped when I thrust them deep inside. Her hips started rocking and I found her rhythm, finger fucking her as I sucked her clit.
Allison was breathing hard and I watched her huge tits rise and fall as she played with them. I moved my fingers faster and Allison responded by working her hips faster, thrusting them upwards to meet my fingers and push her clit into my mouth.
I sucked hr clit as hard as I could, my lips making wet smacking sounds and Allison began making sharp little yelping sounds and moaned, "Just like that! Oh, harder! Fuck me with those fingers!" She whimpered, "Oh...I'm so close...Oh..."
I moved my fingers as fast as I could and Allison moaned and whimpered. I could feel her thighs trembling and she arched her back from the bed. She moaned in frustration and then cried, "Stick your finger in my ass!"
That caught me by surprise, but I didn't hesitate. I ran my finger through her pussy to get it wet and putting the tip against her ass, eased it in. Allison moaned and thrust her hips up, plunging my finger deep into her asshole. I was amazed at how tight it was, but all thoughts left me when Allison released a long loud wail and went off like a rocket.
With another loud scream, she clamped her legs around my head, pinning my face to her quivering pussy and ground her hips into me. I continued to lick and move my fingers as both her holes contracted around my fingers. Allison was crying my name over and over and my cock was throbbing between my legs as she came like a wild cat.
Allison's worked her pussy up and down my face, smearing it with her juices and I could feel my fingers touching through the thin skin separating her ass from her pussy. Her holes tightened around my fingers and Allison released a loud scream. Her pussy convulsed and I felt a warm sticky gush of fluid squirt past my fingers and all over my face. Allison sighed and slumped down into the bed, her thighs relaxing and her legs dangling over my shoulders.
"Oh...that was...good." She sighed, "I want to...oh fuck yes!"
Without waiting for her to tell em what to do I stood up, grabbed her ankles and spreading her legs open, slammed my cock balls deep into her sopping slit.
"Oh my god!" she cried out as I began fucking her hard and fast, "That's it, Danny, fuck that pussy! Fuck it as hard as you want to! That's what I'm here for, baby! A good hard fuck!"
I put her legs together and holding her ankles, lifted. Allison's ass came off the bed causing my cock to plunge even deeper inside her and she moaned, "Oh that's why I fuck guys your age! Guys my age can't fuck me like this!" She paused to squeal as I slammed her even harder, "At least not more than once but you're going to fuck me all night, aren't you?"
"Oh, yeah!" I moaned and recalling something I'd seen in a porn, I put her legs on my shoulders and leaned forward, pushing her legs back until her feet were over her head.
Allison was now almost bent in half and my cock was pounding straight down into her.
"Fuck that's deep!" she screamed, "Harder! Of, fuck, baby! Harder!"
I was slamming her as hard as I could and she was looking up at me with her blue eyes wide and a look of pure lust on her face. Allison's tits were bouncing back and forth and reaching down, I grabbed her nipples and held them between my fingers while I hammered away at her.
"Yes, oh fuck yes!" she moaned, "This is what I need! Oh, honey I think I'm going to be coming here again! God look at you fucking me!"
I shook the sweat from my eyes and pushing her legs to the side leaned over and kissed her. Allison squealed into my mouth and wrapped her legs around my waist as I continued to fuck her. Her tongue plunged into my mouth and I eagerly met it with my own. She was moaning and gasping as we kissed long and hard. My thighs were wet from her pussy and I couldn't believe how hot and tight she was.
I gasped as she started thrusting her hips into me and slipping her hand between us, cupped my balls and rubbed them as I fucked her. My cock jumped inside her and I whimpered softly as I felt myself getting close.
"Stop!" Allison put her hand on my chest, "Not yet, baby! You need to fuck me the way I like it best!"
Allison pushed me back and I reluctantly withdrew from her. She made it worth my while, however, by rolling over onto her knees and pushing her perfect ass at me.
"Bottom's up," she giggled.
I took a moment to admire not just her ass, but her pink pussy framed between her thighs, but just a moment. Grabbing her hips I drove hard into her and she cried out in delight.
"There you go, Danny, grab my hips and fuck me! Fuck me until you're ready to cum and I'll give you a nice little treat!"
I had no idea what treat could be better than I'd already received, but at this point all I cared about was watching my cock slide in and out of her pussy from behind. I shifted my grip to her ass cheeks and spread them open as I pounded her.
"Go ahead and put a finger in there." She looked over her shoulder at me, "Feel yourself fuck me!"
I plunged my finger into her ass causing her to squeal and felt my cock sliding against it. I pushed my finger in and out in time with my fucking and Allison was now slamming her hips back and forth shoving my cock and finger in even deeper. I was fucking her harder than I'd ever dreamed of fucking any of my girlfriend's and not only was she taking it, she was loving it.
I was gasping with every thrust and could feel my balls getting ready to release their second load of the night. I slowed down a little, trying to make it last, but she called out, "Go ahead and give it to me baby! Just keep fucking me until you cum, trust me, we're not done yet so give it to me!"
I took a deep breath and began fucking her even harder than before, fucking her so hard my balls were slapping against her pussy and she was yelping with each hard thrust. I couldn't hold back any longer and after several more hard thrusts, I whimpered as my balls tightened and sensing I was right there Allison said, "Pull it out and hold it!"
I fucked her for a few more seconds, then whipping my cock out, squeezed it at the base, holding my cum back. Allison quickly rolled over and sitting on the edge of the bed, held her huge tits out for me, "Go ahead, honey, cum all over them!"
I released my cock and cried out as thick spurt of cum exploded from it and splattered onto her right tit. I stroked my cock furiously, sending several long spurts of cum all over Allison's perfect tits. She was turning back and forth, making sure I came on both of them. Considering I'd already cum once I was amazed at the amount of thick white fluid I was spraying on her.
Allison moaned as I painted her tits with my hot load and when my cock was spent and I released it she caused me to gasp when she grabbed it and taking it in her mouth sucked hard enough to cause me to whimper as she coaxed several more drops from me. I sat down on the bed next to her gasping for breath and as I watched, Allison winked and lifting her tit, lowered her head and sucked cum from her nipple.
She ran her tongue along her breast slurping up as much cum as she could, then switched to the other.
"Damn." I said as I watched her lick cum from her lips, before grabbing my shirt from the floor and wiping the rest off her tits.
"Wow." She laughed, "That was one hell of a housewarming, no?"
"Oh, yeah." I nodded, "I...I can't believe you wanted to.
"
"Why not?" she smiled, "You're one hell of a good looking young man and you've been a good friend to not just Chris, but me, so how could I not make this special for you?"
"I..."
"Besides I told you, Danny, I love fucking young guys and I've thought of you for awhile and once I found out you got this place no way was I going to wait any longer." She giggled, "Didn't want some cute young thing beating me to it."
I laughed, then asked, "Are you going to go now?"
"Hell no!" she told me, slipping her arm around my shoulders and placing her other hand on my cock. "I'm here for the night, Danny!"
"You are? I..." I groaned as she played with my semi hard cock.
"I am, after all you're housewarming isn't complete yet."
"It not?" I asked as to my surprise my cock was beginning to swell in her hand, not completely hard, but pretty damn interested.
"Hmm-mm" she shook her head, "We have to christen the couch, and the kitchen table, and my favorite, the shower!"
"That's a lot of sex." I laughed, "I know I'm young, but... Oh."
I moaned as Allison lowered her head into my lap and took my cock into her mouth. She sucked it for a moment then said, "That's okay, baby, I have all weekend."
She returned to sucking my cock and looking across the room I saw our reflection in the mirror. There I was sitting on my bed, in my own place, with my cock being sucked by my best friend's mother. Life was good!
*****
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I stared out the window, looking down at my son Jon and wondered what it would be like to fuck him. He was lying on the lounge chair and as my eyes trailed across his chest and hard flat stomach my lust filled mind envisioned my tongue following that trail. Kissing and licking his nipples before sliding down his stomach to the edge of his shorts. My hand would be on his cock and he would be so hard for me!
Hard for his mother who would unzip his shorts, the kiss and lick his hard young cock. Jon would moan 'Mom' in a way most mothers would think a son never should, but it would cause this mother's pussy to flow as I took that hard cock between my lips.
Jon's large, strong hands would be on my shoulders and back, rubbing my soft skin before sliding around between us to cup my breasts, teasing my aching nipples as I took my son's full length down into my eager mouth.
Jon's would grab my long, brown hair and pull it to the side so he could watch as I bobbed my head, slowly and lovingly giving him the taboo thrill of receiving a hot blow job from his horny mother.
In my fevered mind Jon wouldn't last long. He was so excited to see his mother between his legs he would cum quickly. A pull on my hair, a loud "Oh, mom!" and he would erupt in my mouth.
My hands strayed below my short black robe and I moaned as I ran them up my inner thighs; my mind lingering on the image of my son cumming in my mouth. I gasped at how wet I was when my fingers slipped through my bare pussy. I thought about how his thick hot cum would feel flowing across my tongue and down my throat and could all but taste it.
I found my swollen clit and rubbed slow, teasing circles around it while in my mind Jon had switched places with me. It was now me laying back on the chair, my legs open, draped over his broad shoulders and my soft feet on his back as he spread his mother's pussy and buried his tongue in it.
I would be playing with my nipples and moaning his name as a lover rather than a son, but no lover would ever want to please me like my son would.
"Damn you Cynthia" I whispered, even as my fingers continued to caress my swollen button while fantasizing about my son bringing me to a screaming orgasm with his sweet tongue and thrusting fingers.
Speaking of thrusting, once my orgasm had left me a breathless quivering mess, Jon would slide up over me. His young enthusiastic cock would be hard again; hard and ready for his mother's hot dripping pussy. He would not be gentle. Need, desire and lust for his mother would cause him to slam hard into me; burying himself balls deep into the welcoming heat of my hungry pussy.
I'd wrap my legs around his waist, drawing him deeper into my forbidden heat and cry out in his ear, urging him to fuck his mother harder and deeper, telling him how much I needed my son's cock. As hot as the idea of him filling my mouth was, thinking about feeling his cock twitch inside me, filling my pussy with his hot load caused my fingers to move faster across my clit.
I leaned back, sitting on the edge of the chair next to the window and lifting my leg, placed it on the edge of the sill. Staring down at Jon, who was laying there unaware of the fact his mother was masturbating to the thought of fucking him, I brought my other hand into play, shoving my fingers inside my yearning pussy.
"Oh, yeah." I moaned, my fingers making wet sucking sounds as they thrust inside, "That's it, baby, give it to me! Fuck mommy's pussy! Show me how much you want me! Oh..."
The sound of my voice uttering those nasty words sent me over the edge. I let my head fall back and released a loud moan as I came to the thought of my son on top of me, moaning in my ear as he spurted inside me.
My hips thrust upwards, envisioning my fingers as Jon's cock and shoving them deeper inside me. I slumped back against the chair, panting for breath and removing my fingers, held them up in front of my face, marveling at how wet they were. I couldn't recall the last time I had been so wet or cum so hard.
I sucked my fingers into my mouth, enjoying the taste and wishing I was sucking my sticky sweet juices from Jon's glistening and dripping cock once he was done fucking me. I remained leaning against the chair and glanced over at my lap top on the night stand.
Now that I had taken the edge off, at least for the moment because I had been horny as hell for most of the last two days, I was back to thinking how terrible what I had just done was.
I had gotten off to the thought of my son. Sucking and fucking my own son. Two days ago I would have shook my head in disgust at the idea of a mother committing incest. In fact I was disgusted and had expressed those feelings.
Yet even as I had told Cynthia how sick I thought she was there had been something within me that had been turned on. But I could have dismissed those thoughts as strange reactions to the shocking discovery that my long time best friend was having sex with her son.
Then Cynthia had talked about it with me and sent me a video of them and told me to watch it. My first reaction was to delete it and I should have. If I had I would not have spent the last couple of days telling myself I was sick, then the next minute staring at my son like I was Kay Parker from that movie Taboo from years ago.
I'd had the mouse hovering over delete, but hadn't done it. The look on Cynthia's face when I'd spied on her with Tommy, then the way she had told me about how good it felt, how hot it was...I'd watched it once, then again and the second time got off to it, then again and again.
I'd told myself it was sick and I was just getting off to Cynthia's sickness, to watching her and her son crossing the ultimate line. But once I'd shut that damned video off and went to sleep it was dreams of Jon that came to me.
My son coming into my bed and telling me how much he wanted me. Tossing the sheet from me and crawling onto the bed. Kissing me, pulling my top down and sucking on my breasts, sliding lower and kissing his mother where a son had no right kissing her and me loving every minute of it.
In the dream I rolled him over, sucked his hard cock, then climbed on top and rode him hard and fast. Took him the way an experienced woman would take a young man. Fucked him so hard he was whimpering beneath me, then cried out as he came for me.
I'd awoken with my heart pounding and my pussy dripping. I tried to brush it off as a reaction to the movie and was relieved that when I went back to sleep I was not revisited by those images.
But the next morning when Jon had come up from after working out in the basement. Shirtless, sweat dripping down his well muscled body and wearing those skimpy little shorts. Had those shorts always been so tight?
Had they always showed off that impressive bulge between his legs and his damn fine ass? I must have been looking at him oddly because he had asked if I was okay and I'd made some joke about a senior moment.
I watched him run upstairs to take a shower, my eyes locked onto his tanned muscular back and had been surprised to find my nipples had stiffened and there was a heat between my legs I had been ashamed of. Since that moment any time I saw my son I was now seeing him as a good looking young man who according to Cynthia would want to please me like no other man.
Cynthia had insisted all sons had a repressed desire for their mothers and the rules of society kept it that way, but when something happened that made them see their mother as a true woman; a sexy, desirable woman who loved them the way no other girl ever could?
I blinked and focused on the here and now and not the straight out of penthouse letters conversation I'd had. I shifted my gaze from the laptop before I was tempted to watch Cynthia getting her face covered in her son's cum for the tenth time in two days.
A glance down into the yard showed Jon had sat up and was playing with his phone. I watched his long thick fingers moving as he sent a text to someone and thought about them working my nipples and pussy.
If things got really heavy maybe even one of those fingers could find their way in my ass, after all I'd never been adverse to some occasional back door action if the guy was a good lover and earned it and something told me Jon would be very attentive to his mother.
Now that he was sitting up I recalled why I was in the window in the skimpy robe to begin with. Cynthia had stressed how things had started between her and Tommy by him seeing her as a sexual woman and swore that Jon would be attracted to me if I gave him a reason to be.
I told her that was bullshit, that a son wouldn't desire his mother just from seeing some skin. But then again I had also told her she was disgusting and needed help and had since proceeded to become obsessed with not only her incestuous relationship, but investigating one of my own.
I didn't dress frumpy, but didn't make it a habit to dress provocatively around Jon. In fact on nights I would go out to a club or bar looking to meet someone I would usually leave when he was in his room or working so he wouldn't see his mother in a short, revealing dress.
Jon senior had left, or more accurately been thrown out, four years ago and although I'd been with a few guys when I'd gotten to the point I needed to get laid, I hadn't been serious with anyone and never brought a man back home.
I didn't need Jon hearing me or seeing a strange man coming out of my room. In general I considered myself a proper mother and proper moms didn't strut their stuff around the house.
Yesterday after a night that consisted of masturbating several times to that damn video and a wet dream about fucking my son, I decided to put her theory to the test. I told myself it was to disprove it; to show a little skin and see that Jon would pay no attention to me.
Then I could tell Cynthia she and her son needed some help. That's what I told myself. The reality, whether I wanted to admit it or not, was that part of me was looking for him to react to his mother's body.
When Jon came home from work I'd called downstairs that we would be eating soon and I would be right down so wait in the kitchen. I'd slipped off the jeans and t-shirt I had been wearing and changed into a pair of skin tight cut off shorts I only wore to the beach and a tiny little black tank top that could barely contain my breasts. As I was sliding the top on, I paused and feeling both ashamed and turned on at the same time stripped off my bra.
I slipped the top on and moaned as the material rubbed my already hard nipples. I'd checked myself out in the mirror before going downstairs. I'd waitressed for years to put myself through school and had done it again recently as a second job when I'd first tossed Jon's father out and needed some extra money and had to admit my long legs looked as good as ever.
Those legs led up to a firm little ass that in addition to my legs had earned me plenty of tips at work and quite a few stares everywhere else as well. My breasts were more than ample and at the moment looked as if they were threatening to burst from the tiny top.
I'd gone downstairs and when Jon looked up he started to look down at his phone, but did a double take. I tried to watch his face without being obvious and saw his eyes lock onto my tits. I knew my hard nipples were poking through the thin shirt and unable to help it I asked what he was looking at.
He stammered something about he thought I had something on my shirt, but the way he blushed told me what he was really staring at. Turning away from him a wave of disbelief had come over me. Cynthia was right. I was showing and he was looking. I tried to spin it another way, that he might have just been surprised; after all, I did not make a habit of advertising my assets so to speak.
I decided to give him a look at my backside and after turning around went to open the fridge and knocked one of the small magnets off of it on purpose. When it hit the floor I 'accidently' kicked it under the fridge. I sighed and got down on my hands and knees on the floor. I lowered my head to peer under the fridge which put my ass higher in the air.
The fridge was stainless steel and staring into it I could see Jon behind me and he was staring! There was no doubt about it! His eyes were glued to my ass and he had a look on his face that was nervous, but turned on at the same time. Right there on the floor I could feel my body responding as I watched my son take in my ass. I wiggled back and forth and saw him shake his head as if saying "Oh, man"
When I grabbed the magnet I turned around, but remained on my knees for a moment before standing and walking over to him. I leaned over to kiss his cheek giving him a view down my shirt. I'd sat there in a puddle during dinner, so wet I was squirming as I watched Jon trying to watch me; then spent the night wondering how to show him more.
I looked down at the sound of Jon laughing and saw him talking on the phone. He glanced up towards the window, but I was off to the side and he didn't appear to really be looking. I moved over so I was in front of the window and grabbing the tie to the robe slipped it from its knot. My plan was when I saw him glance up to let the robe fall open and look away, giving him a view of my bare tits.
Jon was looking to the right as he spoke on the phone and nodding his head. My heart pounded and I let the robe open slightly. A voice in my head told me I was sick and to walk away from the window, but despite having just cum, my nipples were aching and I was wetter than I was while masturbating. Jon was still looking away and I knocked over one of the small knick knacks I had on the windowsill.
Jon looked up and turning my head away from him I let the robe fall open. I felt the warm breeze on my sensitive nipples and even as my face flushed at the idea I was exposing myself to my son, it was everything I had not to turn to see if he were looking.
I looked down and fumbled around below the window as if I were doing something and then quickly turned my head. Jon was looking away, but I swore I had seen his head move as mine turned.
I stood there with the robe wide open waiting to see if he looked again. Jon kept his head down and when I heard voices from the next yard, I quickly stepped away from the window. It was one thing to show my son my tits, but not the neighbors.
"Jeez Becky, you hear yourself?" I muttered.
I walked over to the bed and looked down at part two of today's plan to see if Jon would really be interested in me. I figured if he caught a good look at my tits it would be all I would need to know, but it hadn't dawned on me I would have had to see him looking and that would have stopped him.
Unsure of whether or not he had seen me I could either try the ridiculous porn cliché of walking out of the bathroom naked pretending I didn't know he was home or go strut my stuff by the pool.
Cynthia and Tommy had left early this morning and weren't coming back until Monday. They were due to stay at least another month so this was the only chance I would have this much time alone with Jon.
The thought of Cynthia and Tommy spending the weekend at a hotel out of town and what they would be doing spurred me to action. If there was something to this, and I was still torn between wanting it to be true and thinking I was crazy, I wasn't going to waste anymore time.
Slipping the robe off I picked up the obscenely skimpy orange bikini I had bought on my way home last night just for today.
Before I put it on, I looked into the full length mirror and took in my naked body. I had to say I looked pretty good for my forty two years. I definitely didn't look as if I had a twenty year old son.
Then again I had once over heard Tommy telling Jon I was the hottest Milf he'd seen. Of course I now knew he was pretty fond of his own mother, but it was still flattering. In addition to my long legs and still firm ass, my full breasts might be a little lower than they were a few years ago, but still stood up pretty well without a bra.
My large rose colored nipples were hard and lifting my breasts, I stroke my swollen nubs with my red finger nails and moaned softly, "Jon, were you looking at Mommy's tits? You want them? Come over here, honey, come suck mommy's titties."
The words sounded so wrong, but so fucking hot! I released my tits and sliding my hand down my soft, but still flat stomach, I reached the neatly trimmed light brown hair just over the cleft of my pussy and sighed at how damp the hair was.
Goddamn I was horny! My fingers slipped over my hard clit and briefly teased my wet lips before I forced myself to leave my pussy alone. If everything worked right it would be getting a lot of loving attention from my devoted son.
I released a long breath and slipped into the racy bikini bottom. It was little more than a thong with two strings on each side one over the other just under my hips. The two strings met in the back and formed one thin strip of material that left the cheeks of my ass bare.
There wasn't much more than that in the front and it dawned on me it wouldn't take much movement for it to slip to the side and reveal my pussy.
I picked up the top and after I tied it behind my back took in the way the entire inner half of my breasts were exposed. The swimsuit seemed more like lingerie and it was nothing I would ever wear in public, but to cock tease my son? Why not?
With an obscene giggle I padded across the soft carpet and as I left took one last look at the lap top. Maybe by this time tomorrow I might have my own hot video and damn straight I would share it with Cynthia, show her how good my son could be to me.
As I ran down the stairs, enjoying how my breasts bounced and threatened to fall out of the top, I began to put my long brown hair up, but decided to do it later when Jon was watching. I passed through the kitchen and when I went out onto the patio saw Jon had slipped into the pool and was leaning against the corner of it, his arms draped over the ledge.
"Hey sweetie, it's beautiful out here, no?" I called out to him as I approached the pool.
"Yeah, it's hot, but not..." Jon turned to look at me and trailed off, his mouth remaining open as his eyes widened.
"You okay honey?" I squatted down on the edge of the pool.
"I...uh..." His gaze was fixed between my legs and I could feel the edge of the bikini creeping towards my moist lips as my legs were spread open.
I resisted the urge to look down to see the view he was getting and instead watched him, reveling in the fact he was gawking at my barely concealed pussy. I smiled as I took in my handsome son. Jon Sr was an asshole, but he was a good looking one and Jon looked just like him.
His short black hair was wet and tousled and his ocean blue eyes were intent on the spot between his mother's thighs. I let my own eyes wander, taking in his tanned body and the way the water glistened on his chest.
"Mom, w...what the hell are you wearing?"
"It's my new bikini, you like it?"
"Its...damn, mom, there isn't much to it is there?"
"Does it look bad?" I made a show of frowning and looked down, noticing the bikini was barely covering the right side of my pussy, "I...I thought it would look okay." I sighed dramatically, "I knew I shouldn't have bought it, I probably look terrible."



"No, you look good!" he exclaimed.
"I do?" I asked.
"I...well I mean, you know." He stammered.
"Oh, I get it." I nodded, "Good for an old lady."
"Mom you look good for any age." He said and catching himself began to blush.
"Aww aren't you sweet!" Getting on my hands and knees, I leaned over and kissed his cheek.
I saw his eyes lock onto my tits which felt as if they were going to fall out and his face was now beet red.
"So you think I could wear this to the beach?" I asked, remaining on my knees with my tits pretty much in his face. "Think it would be okay?"
"I...I think a lot of guys would be pretty happy." He said softly, his eyes were still on my chest as if entranced by the site of his mother's breasts.
"Yeah?" I teased, "You think they'd be checking out your mom?"
"I know they would." He swallowed nervously, "You're um, well...not much to the imagination."
"Hey, Jon?"
"What mom?"
I paused, making sure I kept a straight face, "What are you staring at?"
"Staring?" he lifted his eyes from my chest, "N...nothing! I was just um..."
I looked down at my tits and saw what had really caught his attention; my hard nipples were clearly visible against the tight top. I wondered if it would dawn on my son that seeing it wasn't cold there would be only one reason his mother's nipples would be swollen.
I lifted my gaze to his face and widened my brown eyes, telling him I knew exactly what he was looking at.
He saw that look and his blushed deepened and he stopped stammering and remained silent and painfully embarrassed. I thought of asking him if he liked what he saw, but that would be to bold.
I didn't want to look like the sick slut I was acting like in case he was simply taken aback by my lack of attire and flaunting my body as I never had before. I held his gaze a little longer; enjoying him squirming, then I let him off the hook and changed the subject.
"Well, I'll leave you alone to relax; I know you don't want your mom hanging out with you."
I hoped he caught the way I'd stressed the word, maybe he did, but the look of relief on his face when I didn't push about where he was looking was comical.
"Oh, well I don't mind, you coming in for a swim?"
I thought about it. If I slipped into the water I could slip up to him and tease a little, but the people on the second floor next door could see into the pool and I didn't want to do anything stupid in public. As it was I was sure my bikini was going to make Roger next door and his two teenage sons pretty happy if they happened to look out their window.
"Nah, I'm going to go over there and lay out for awhile, maybe get some color on this sickly white skin of mine."
"You have nice skin." He replied then immediately got that oh shit look on his face again.
"Thank you, but be honest, pale would be a compliment."
"Nope," he shook his head, "Fair is the word or...creamy, you have creamy skin."
"Creamy?" I laughed, "What have you been reading, hmmm?"
"Nothing like that!"
"I'm sure, why read when porn is all over the net."
"I don't watch..."
"Of course you do!" I told him, "All guys do, hey I watch it myself."
"Geez mom!" he put his hands over his ears, "I don't need to know that."
"Well, hey it's been awhile since there's been any cream on this skin so I do what I have to."
"Mom!" The look on his face was priceless and I burst out laughing.
"That's right, I forgot. Mom's can't have sex."
"Well, it's not that..."
"I know it's not, the net is full of milf porn." I winked, "So it's okay for other people's moms to have sex just not yours."
"Yeah." He nodded, "Exactly."
"So Jon," I smiled mischievously. "Can I ask you something?"
"I guess," he replied nervously while carefully keeping his eyes down at the water.
"Think I'm a Milf? You think your friends think I'm hot?"
"That's...not really something I think of." He said slowly as if choosing his words.
"You? Well of course not, I am you mom. Your friends though? They never say anything?"
"Do you want them to?" He frowned, "Weird question mom."
"Well since she's been staying here I'm pretty sure I've seen you checking out Cynthia."
"I..." he sighed, "She's pretty hot."
"She is a nice pretty redhead. I don't blame you; you think Tommy checks me out?"
"He...he's mentioned you're hot." He said, but had a strange look on his face.
"What's the matter?" I asked, "He say something you didn't like?"
"No, I..." he shook his head. "I'd rather not say, but it has nothing to do with you, well not directly, sort of..."
"Oh." He looked serious and I wondered what Tommy had said or done. Well maybe another time. For now I wanted my son to be thinking about nothing but his mother and her twisted fantasies.
"Well that's between you guys." I playfully ran my fingers through his hair, "What about you? You one of those young guys who likes older women?"
"Depends on the woman." He said softy still with an odd look on his face.
"Makes sense. Well I'll leave you be."
I turned away then spotting his sunglasses on the edge of his chair bent over to pick them up. I spread my legs enough so I could get a glimpse of Jon's reaction. My smile widened when I saw not only was he looking, but his mouth was hanging open as he took in my all but bare ass.
I dropped the glasses back onto the chair and bent over further; this time imagining his eyes on the thin strip of material covering my pussy. I moved my ass back and forth slightly as I folded the sunglasses.
Turning back to him, I leaned over and handed them to him, "Here, honey it's too bright to not have these on."
He reached out to take the glasses and I noticed his fingers were trembling. There was something there! There had to b; he wouldn't be this nervous otherwise. His eyes were back on my breasts, but only briefly before he looked down at the glasses, "Yeah, but I don't want raccoon eyes when the rest of my face tans."
"Well I'd rather have those beautiful blue eyes safe than worry about tan lines." I told him.
"You think my eyes are beautiful?" He asked, with a shy little smile that made me want to kiss him, right on the lips.
"Honey, everything about you is beautiful." I ran my fingers lightly down his chest, "There have been a few lucky girls at school that know that I'm sure."
Jon blushed again and laughed, "I do okay."
"I bet you do."
"But not just looks wise, all the girls say I'm a nice guy, not a jerk and that comes from you." He sighed, "Not asshole dad that's for sure."
"That's right, honey, you get what you give with women, in every way." I winked.
"You said that before." He pointed out, "But you're right. I bet you could teach me a lot about women."
Leading comment? I shook it off, best to just keep playing this out and not make a move in case. If he was interested the plan was to get him to say or do something that could only be taken one way.
"Sure, but only if you're eager to learn." I threw back at him. "Now do as your mom tells you and put your glasses on."
I stood up and this time did walk away, mentally shaking my head at the thought I was flirting with my son. I made my way slowly over to my lounge chair putting some extra swing in my hips.
When I reached it, I knelt on the end and made a show of adjusting the cushions and letting Jon stare at my ass. I turned over and leaning back onto the chair, picked my sunglasses up from underneath the chair and slipped them on.
I lay back and looked at Jon who had donned his dark sunglasses. I'd given them to him so he could look at me without me knowing he was staring and my own glasses did the same for me. I turned my head slightly so it looked as if I was facing away from him, but was still able to keep him in sight.
I stretched, arching my back off the chair and thrusting my tits out. Reaching up, I put my long hair up, my breasts lifting to a better angle as I did.
I opened my legs, letting the left one dangle off the chair and giving Jon a clear view between my...creamy thighs. I did like that word and that he used it to describe me. Straightening my arms I let my hands rest on those thighs, hoping he enjoyed how my long red nails looked on my skin. I lay still, then lifting my right leg, bent it at the knee and scratched my foot.
I didn't have to try to guess, I knew he was staring and I lifted my leg higher, flashing my thinly veiled pussy. I lowered my leg and this time when I relaxed I closed my eyes. I could feel my son's hungry gaze on my body and loved it.
I sighed contentedly. The warm sun, the even warmer sensation of being horny and knowing I was fueling a taboo desire in my son had me quite comfortable.
I idly wondered what my next move would be; the timeless cliché of asking him to rub lotion on me? No, the neighbors might see. Maybe when I went in the house I would go upstairs and draw a bath and soak until I heard him coming up the stairs and go with accidently walking out of the bathroom with my robe open, or...I stopped my mind from spinning and began to take slow deep breaths.
If this was meant to happen it would and right now it seemed Jon had more than an unhealthy fixation with his mother's body. I made sure my mind avoided any thoughts of if we did cross the line where would that leave us afterwards? I couldn't be 'with' my son, or could I?
Right now Cynthia and Tommy were out of town, where no one knew them and were carrying on like a cougar with a cub, dancing, kissing, fondling right there in front of people who had no idea who they were.
Thinking of Cynthia grinding her ass into her son on a dance floor sent another pleasant wave of heat through me, but unlike earlier where I was so horny I couldn't think straight, I was under control and letting that lust build for what I hoped would be everything Cynthia said it would be.
Being that I wanted to lay there for awhile and let that fire continue to burn and continue to drive Jon wild as he stared at me, I let my mind wander back to two days ago when I came home early and caught my best friend fucking her son and my own incestuous thoughts began to awaken.
*****
I pulled into the driveway and smiled at the gate that led to the pool. Someone had hit a pole a block from the office, knocking out the power and Brad, our manager, had told us to take the rest of the day off.
No one had to be told twice that was for sure. It was a gorgeous summer day, low eighties with no humidity. It was a day made for a nice long dip in the pool and laying out and trying to get some color on my pale form.
Getting out of the car, I noticed both Tommy and Cynthia's cars were pulled off to the side of the drive way so Jon and I could park next to them. I knew Tommy only had a morning class, but thought I'd heard him say he was going to the beach. Cynthia was usually at work and I wondered if she had just decided it was too nice of a day to go.
That was fine with me if she were home. Cynthia and I had been best friends since college and were as close as sisters. We kept no secrets from each other and shared everything. I allowed myself a wicked smile.
Whenever I thought of the word share with Cynthia I was reminded of a couple of wild spring break adventures back in school where we once shared the same guy and another time brought two guys back to the motel and switched partners back and forth all night.
My smile widened as I walked over towards the gate to see if Cynthia was in the pool. Even though the reason wasn't the best, I was enjoying her staying with us. Cynthia and I were reminders to each other of life before careers, responsibility, kids and failed marriages.
Although I would never say we were outright sluts, the two of us had fun in school and would dare each other to do whatever the other did which one night had even led to us each having sex with a girl.
As was always the case we agreed although the experience was far from terrible it was nothing we would revisit. That was until the night of our initiation into our sorority where it was required to go down on a girl and we decided to do each other because we didn't know any of the other girls.
It was pretty hot, but again not enough for anything to come from it; we both liked guys too much, but it was one of those fun dirty secret memories and occasionally something we'd bring up when we were drinking and at one point had joked about neither of us being satisfied with our husbands we could always revisit each other.
The thought of those wanton times caused me to grow warm for a reason other than the sun. The memory of the two of us getting fucked on our twin beds, while watching the other, was the one that always did it most for me. I was aware the reason I was getting so worked up so quickly was I hadn't gotten laid in six months, between work and just life in general I had not been out much.
But now that Cynthia was newly single the two of us could go hit a club. That brought about the thought that maybe we could get a little wild like back in the day and find a pair of guys who...no, I was a mother now and even though Jon was twenty he lived at home and a mother did not pull off soft swings in her home.
I pushed my thoughts to the clean good times with Cynthia and there were many. Our lives had followed an almost identical pattern. Graduated same year, were hired at our first jobs right out of school and even changed careers around the same time.
We were married within six months of each other and pregnant at the same time. The only difference was I got sick of my husband years ago and Cynthia had discovered her husband Jack cheating six months ago and had tossed him, leaving us both single again with twenty year old sons.
Unlike myself however, Cynthia couldn't keep her house and after selling it and having to split it with her asshole ex was on the waiting list for one of the new condos being built down the road from me and I immediately offered her and Tommy to stay for the few months it would take. We had plenty of room and it gave her a chance to save some money and did the same for me as she would not stay unless she paid some of the house bills.
I entered the back yard and was surprised to not see either Cynthia or Tommy by the pool. Maybe they had been out there earlier. I continued to walk past the pool to go in through the back. I was just passing Cynthia's window when I heard her moan, "Oh, honey! Oh, yes! Right there, baby! Just a little more!"
"That little slut!" I whispered to myself, she'd found someone and had stayed home to get laid!
With a grin I moved close to the window approaching it from the side and felt my nipples stiffen when I heard Cynthia release a long loud squeal, "Oh yes Oh my god! Oh yes, honey!"
I could feel my face flushing as I listened to Cynthia cumming like a porn star and now standing against the house, just to the right of the window, I peeked into the room. Cynthia was standing at the foot of the bed; she was buck naked, her long red hair flowing down her bare back and her round curvy ass pointing directly at me. All I could see of the guy were his legs and part of his stomach as he was sitting on the edge of the bed.
"Honey you deserve something special for making me come that hard, don't you?"
"Yes please." Was the faint reply and I narrowed my eyes. The voice was soft and sounded out of breath, but I swore it sounded familiar. I tried to recall if there was anyone we'd had over the house or met recently that Cynthia had taken a liking to, but was drawing a blank.
Cynthia had been standing sideways and when she turned to face her lover and step between his legs I caught sight of her perky, perfectly shaped little tits with nipples that looked as hard as mine felt right now. My gaze quickly left her tits when I saw the long hard cock standing at attention in front of her. Sinking to her knees Cynthia grabbed it and slowly pumped it.
"Oh, is this big hard dick all for me, honey?" She purred.
I heard him moan and sliding my hand under my blouse worked it into my skirt then my panties. I suppressed a moan when my fingers found my swollen clit. Feeling like we were back in the old days when the two of us would routinely listen in on each other's encounters I eased closer to the window.
I took a minute to look at Cynthia's sweat slicked back and her well rounded ass. The way she was squatting I could see her red haired pussy peering out between her thighs and rubbed my clit harder.
I had no desire for her, but just seeing her naked and playing with a pretty damn big cock was getting me worked up. Cynthia placed a playful kiss on the head of that cock and was smiling up at her unseen lover.
Her tongue came out and I heard a low moan that turned into a whimper as she teased her tongue around the tip before taking just the head into her mouth. That whimper brought about one from me as my fingers worked my clit and I bit my lip so I wouldn't be heard.
"Yeah, honey, you like that? You want your reward?"
Ducking her head she placed her tongue on his balls and ran it along the impressive length of his shaft. When she reached the tip she pushed her tongue against it and came away with a trail of his thick precum. Cynthia emitted a dirty little giggle, the same one I remember hearing many times when we were roommates and she was fucking in her room, and waggled her tongue.
"Please don't tease!" He exclaimed.
That familiar voice again. My fingers slowed on my clit and I tried to focus on who it was.
"Awww, am I teasing?" she pumped his cock harder, "Remember the video baby! The web cam's on and I want a fun show for us to watch later!"
She was filming it! Oh, the dirty bitch! My fingers started moving again and now knowing there was video I was going to tell her tonight I overheard her and wanted to see it!
"But...oh!" he moaned loudly when Cynthia took him deep between her pink coated lips and slowly bobbed her head.
I could feel the sweat trickling down my back and my white blouse sticking to my skin. My nipples were aching against my bra and lifting my foot I placed it on the edge of the cooler that Jon had left against the wall to drain.
That gave my fingers more access to my pussy and I worked my fingers down and inside my hot little box. I felt like a pervert playing with myself outside my house, but the neighbors had no view of this side and it had been a long time since I had cut loose and done something fun and dirty. I would confess to Cynthia later on and she would think it was hot as well.
"Oh fuck!" The mystery lover moaned.
His hands appeared, wrapping themselves in her long red hair and began pushing and pulling, guiding her mouth along his cock. Cynthia moaned and even through the window I could see her eyes roll back and the look of lust on her face as she steadily blew that amazing cock.
She took his hands and bringing them down, placed them on her tits. He fondled her nipples as she started to suck him faster and I could hear him whimpering and saw his legs shaking.
Cynthia stopped sucking and releasing his cock with a loud slurping sound, smiled up at him with a trail of spit and precum dripping from her chin down to her tits. Oh how I envied her right now! What the hell was I waiting for? I was just as attractive as Cynthia and single, why wasn't I out there doing this?
"Oh...Please I was so close!"
"I know, but I don't know if I want you to come like this."
"Please?"
"Oh, you bad boy! Didn't you already come in mommy's mouth a little while ago?"
Mommy? My fingers eased from my pussy and I felt my stomach tighten.
"Oh, yeah, please let me! I'll lick your pussy again I'll do anything you want!"
"Oh my God." I whispered. I did know that voice, It was Tommy.
My best friend was blowing her son. Even as I removed my hand from my skirt I told myself I was wrong. Maybe I wasn't hearing him right through the window. Right that was it. Maybe Mommy was some kind of game.



Cynthia was into some strange kinks and read all kinds of dirty stories and watched fetish videos all the time. Maybe the guy was young and she was just fooling around. Being called mommy was sick regardless, but at least it wasn't...
"You'll do anything I want anyway, honey, you know why? Because you're my good boy and good boys always do what mommy tells them."
Cynthia sucked his cock back into her mouth and this time took him right down to his balls. She shook her head back and forth causing her lover to whimper pathetically. I stood there with my heart pounding in my chest. I wanted to see him, prove to myself I was right that there was nothing sick going on.
The only way I would be able to see him would be to stand directly in front of the window, but then I would be seen. Of course I could just move as if I were walking past the window.
Cynthia stood up and swinging her leg over his legs guided his cock to her pussy and dropped down on him. They both moaned as she impaled herself on his cock and moved her hips back and forth, slowly riding him.
"Oh, honey you feel so fucking good!" Cynthia cried out, "My baby has such a nice big dick!" She started bouncing up and down riding him harder and she moaned loudly, "Yeah baby, you like mommy's tight pussy? You like fucking your mother, honey?"
"I love fucking my mother!"
The more he spoke the more nervous I became. Taking a chance, I leaned over to peer into the room. Cynthia was pressed to him, obscuring his face with her hair and all I could see was his arms wrapped around her waist. Cynthia turned her head and I leaned back to my original position.
Cynthia turned and sat on the edge of the bed. Her lover stood, but quickly turned before I got a look at him. Cynthia took his cock into her mouth, moving her head rapidly before looking up at him and sighing, "God I taste good on my son's cock."
"No." I shook my head; I wasn't hearing this.
Cynthia turned around on the bed so her legs were dangling off the foot of it and lifting them in the air said, "Come on baby, come over here and fuck your mother the way she needs it."
He turned around from where he was, it was Tommy! I remained rooted to the spot, my eyes wide with disbelief as stepping up between his mother's legs he grabbed her ankles and drove his long thick cock inside her.
"Fuck yeah!" Cynthia threw her head back and cried, "Just like that baby!"
Tommy began hammering away at her, repeatedly plunging his long cock into his...mother's pussy! Cynthia was yelping and squealing with every thrust and he was fucking her so hard I could hear their skin slapping together as he pounded her.
I told myself to move, to get the hell away from the window. What I was watching was nothing short of disgusting. How could my best friend; a woman who was like a sister to me do something so sick? And under my roof!
Even as I watched Tommy bang his mother like some slut he picked up in a bar, I wondered how long it had been going on. I was struck by the thought that what if her husband had caught her and that was why he had left? No, she had tossed him. Wait, had she thrown him out for this?
"Stop!" Cynthia called out, bringing me from my thoughts. "I want my favorite!"
"My favorite too!" Tommy laughed as he slid his cock from his mother's pussy and stepped back.
Cynthia rolled over on the bed so she was on her hands and knees, her feet off the bed and grabbing her hips, Tommy plunged into her and began fucking her hard and fast. Cynthia was peering of her shoulder at him, egging him on to fuck her harder and I was stunned by the look of pure lust in her eyes.
She was sweating and moaning and squealing as her son drilled her. "Fuck you're deep! Oh look at you fucking your mommy so good! You're going to get a treat baby!"
"Oh...Oh fuck mom...I...I'm going to cum for you!"
"Hold it!" she called out, Sliding away from him, Cynthia rolled over, slid onto the floor and grabbed his cock.
Tommy cried out and I gasped when a huge thick spurt of cum shot from his cock and into his mother's waiting mouth. Cynthia closed her mouth then pushed the cum out past her lips and down her chin as if she were in a dirty movie and moaned as her son painted her face with his erupting cock.
Tommy moaned and whimpered as streams of cum splattered her face and tits. Cynthia took him in her mouth and sucked so hard her cheeks hollowed in and with a loud groan, Tommy sank to the edge of the bed.
"Hmm you came a lot and that was the second time!" she wiped cum from her chin and sighed, "Ah youth and enthusiasm."
"And I really like fucking you." Tommy told her.
"I love you fucking me!" She told him and picking up her shirt from the floor wiped the cum from her face.
"I love you mom." Tommy leaned over and gave Cynthia a soft and surprisingly sweet looking kiss,
"Love you too baby." She returned the kiss and standing up, hugged him to her, his face nestled between her tits.
They began to kiss again and for some reason I found this as appalling as their having sex; to see them acting like a loving couple.
"Hey honey, want to go for a swim?" Cynthia asked.
"Sure, then maybe a nap."
"Did mommy wear you out?"
"Always do." He laughed.
"Well you rest because we're going to watch that movie tonight and your horny mom is going to want more."
"I'll take it for the team." He told her with a big smile.
Cynthia kissed his cheek, "Just remember, Jon doesn't work tonight so you're going to have to be quiet for me. He might be able to hear through the walls."
"Okay." He grinned, "You too, you're really loud."
"Well then you'll just have to keep shoving something in my mouth then." She gave his cock a squeeze, "God, I love your cock."
I'd heard enough, truth be told I should have already left, but there was an odd fascination to watching them, like the way people slowed down to look at a horrible accident. It dawned on me I was staring at my best friend's naked son and shaking my head, turned to walk away before they dressed to come out to the pool. Right now I don't think I could look at her, never mind talk to her.
On that note, should I confront her? Ask her what the fuck was wrong with her and get help? Or ignore it? I couldn't do that, they were staying another few weeks and I couldn't let that happen, I especially couldn't let Jon find out!
I took a step away and jumped when my foot connected with the cooler. It slid across the ground and with a startled yelp I staggered and had to put my hand against the house to stop from falling.
I glanced into the window and saw that Tommy was across the room slipping on a pair of shorts, but Cynthia was still sitting on the bed and looked over. For a econd our eyes locked, she began to blush and looked quickly over at Tommy.
As soon as she did ran past the window and around the corner of the house. I let myself in quickly and bolted through the kitchen and up the stairs to my bedroom.
I closed the door behind me and locking it sat on the bed and hoped to hell she wouldn't come right up. I kicked off my shoes and stretching out on the bed thought so much for an afternoon off. Had I not come home I would have never caught them and right now I wished I hadn't; ignorance would be bliss.
I decided to try to take a nap, shut my mind down and think on this with a clearer mind. Jon hadn't put the air conditioner in yet and the room was warm. Sitting up, I removed my blouse and bra and lying back, lifted my hips and slipped my skirt and panties off.
I'd always loved sleeping naked and thought what a waste it was to do alone. I closed my eyes and told myself to relax and just see where it went. At some point I would have to talk to her, but I needed time first.
Jon would be home in a couple of hours and I would get him to watch a movie with me or play some cards so Cynthia wouldn't be able to get me alone. With a sigh I settled back into the pillows, who the hell could have seen this one coming?
*****
I jumped at a knock on the door. I blinked my eyes, trying to clear them and as I gathered my senses called out, "Yes?"
"Mom, its Jon, can I come in?"
"Hold on." Drawing my legs up, I slipped them under the sheet. Sitting up, I grabbed one of the pillows and putting it over my chest, crossed my arms over it. "Okay, come on in."
Jon came in and closed the door behind him. He looked as if he had just come from the pool. He was dressed only in a pair of denim shorts and his hair was damp. Coming over to the bed he sat next to me on the edge of it.
"Mom I need to talk to you."
"About what, honey?" I asked, concerned at the strange look on his face.
"I...I just saw something."
"What was it?"
"I went for a swim and Ron called and wanted to know if I wanted to take a ride to the beach with him and a couple of girls from school"
"Okay." I nodded, wondering where this was going.
"Well I went to grab the cooler and I heard something from Cynthia's room so I peeked in."
Oh, boy, I thought.
"Mom, she...she was having sex with Tommy!" he exclaimed.
"I..." I hesitated, not sure whether or not to say I knew. "You saw that?" I went with, "You sure?"
"I...watched them, they were...they were doing it all!" He told me, "Holy shit they were going at it."
"I know Jon." I told, taking his hand, "I saw them earlier; I'm going to talk to her I just wanted time to think about it."
"What are you going to say to her?" He asked.
I paused and looked down at our hands. Jon was gently running his fingers across the top of my hand. I looked up at his face and noticed he was staring at the pillow.
"I'm going to tell her it's sick and disgusting and she needs to get some damn help."
"Why?" He asked, sliding closer to me.
"Why? Are you kidding? She's his mother! You don't think that's sick?"
"No, I think it's hot." He said softly.
He had let my hand go and slid up so that his hip was touching mine through the sheet and he was leaning over, looking down at me.
"What...what did you say?"
"I said I thought it was hot. Cynthia's damn sexy and she was all over Tommy, it was hot. He's lucky."
"Lucky?" I repeated.
"Damn lucky! Who could take care of a son better than his mom?"
"What's wrong with you"" I started to sit up, but to my surprise he pressed his hand against the pillow and pushed me back into the bed.
"Then I thought I'm pretty lucky." He smiled down at me, "My Mom's pretty fucking hot too."
"Jon!"
"You have those long legs and that perfect little ass and those nice big tits."
I couldn't believe what I was hearing. "Jon, I'm..."
My words were cut off when Jon leaned down and kissed me. I tried to pull back, but my head was against the pillows and his lips were pressing hard to mine. I put my hands on his shoulders, but he wouldn't budge.
His lips eased up and were now teasing softly. I decided to try to give him what he wanted, and returned the kiss, figuring he would realize this was wrong and stop. Jon moaned softly as my lips caressed his and I was surprised to feel my nipples harden against the pillow.
Jon's tongue pushed into my mouth and as it played across mine I was struck by the fact my son was a pretty damn good kisser. My hands went around him and I ran my nails across his well muscled back. Jon's lips left mine and a surprised moan escaped me when they fastened to the sensitive skin of my neck.
"Jon...stop, please." I moaned, "I'm your mom, honey, you...hey!"
Jon grabbed the pillow and ripped it from my grasp. I tried to cover my breasts with my hands, but he caught my wrists and held them. He wasn't being rough, but was using enough strength to keep them me from moving. I started to tell him to let me go, but stopped when I saw the look of desire on his face as he stared at his mother's exposed breasts.
"God, they're gorgeous." He whispered.
"Honey," I took a breath, trying to pretend I didn't notice the warm wet feeling between my thighs "You...you have to, Ohhh."
Jon had released my hands and grabbing my breasts, squeezed them. Lowering his head he sucked my left nipple into his mouth hard enough to cause me to cry out. Jon moaned around my swollen flesh as his fingers began toying with my other nipple, rolling it gently between his fingers.
"I...oh...oh damn, Jon!" I groaned as he switched to my other nipple.
It wasn't just that his tongue felt so good on my recently neglected tits, but how eager he was to suck on them. It had been a long time since a man had been that hungry for me. Jon switched to sucking my other nipple and grabbing the sheet tossed it off of me.
"Hey!" I cried out, as I was now completely exposed to my son.
"Oh, mom." Jon whispered, removing his lips from my nipples and staring down the length of my body.
My legs were open and I tried to close them, but moving quickly, Jon got his hand between my thighs and I released startled yelp as his fingers slipped through the lips of my pussy.
"Damn you're wet." Jon said softly.
I was wet. Wet from my son's sucking my tits, what the hell was...
"Jon!" I called out in a mixture of surprise and sudden pleasure when he plunged two fingers inside me. "Move your hand! I...ohhhh"
I couldn't hold back a moan when his thumb found my clit and rubbed it in a slow circle. His fingers were moving gently in and out of my sopping pussy and he had returned his lips to my nipple. I moaned louder when he pressed his thumb harder to my clit and putting my arms around his shoulders, arched my back, shoving my tit deeper into his mouth.
Jon moaned around it and pulled away from me. Slipping off the bed, he shoved his shorts down to the floor. I gasped at the sight of his rock hard erection and as I stared, Jon got onto the bed. I lay there stunned, my eyes glued to his sizable cock as he positioned himself between my legs and placed the purple head of his cock against my wet slit.
"J...Jon...you...we...can't." I tried, but my voice was husky with desire and my mouth was watering at the thought of what that long thick cock would taste like.
Jon leaned over so his hands were on either side of me and lowering his head, whispered, "I love you mom."
"I love you...oh fuck!" I groaned when with no hesitation, Jon entered me.
I moaned as his thick cock spread me open and then called out his name when he thrust hard, sending his cock deep inside me. He paused, a soft moan escaping him, and as he pressed his lips to mine, he began moving within me.
I knew this was wrong in every way, but as his lips caressed mine and that hard young cock filled my pussy, I gave in, wrapping my long legs around his waist, moving my hips in time with his.
"Oh, Mom." He moaned in my ear, "You feel so good!"
"So do you baby!" I kissed his neck and began rubbing his back as he thrust hard into me.
Jon began moving faster and I matched his pace, my hips lifting from the bed to meet his. He was breathing hard in my ear and I could feel his body tensing up.
"Go ahead, baby." I encouraged him, "Come for me! Show mommy how good she makes you feel."
"Oh...Oh mom." Jon moaned. "I'm going to..."
I awoke with a start; my heart pounding and my mouth open as I gasped for breath. Sitting up, I wiped my hair from my face and as the sheet fell away looked down to see my nipples were hard.
That wasn't the only reaction the dream had left me with. I was painfully aware of a warm moist feeling between my thighs and sliding my hand under the sheet was appalled at how wet I was from that twisted dream.
I had no doubt that dream had come from watching Cynthia with her son, but why would I be so willing, even in a dream? Let alone the fact my body was so worked up I was tempted to get myself off. My fingers caressed my wet lips before finding my swollen clit, but as I rubbed it I was struck by the image of Jon from my dream.
He had pulled his pants down to reveal that beautiful cock, but where in the dream he had climbed onto the bed to fuck me, this time in my mind I rolled over to the side of the bed and took it into my mouth.
I could feel his hard flesh between my soft lips and imagined him moaning as I took him deep into the forbidden pleasure of his mother's mouth. I jerked my hand from between my legs as if I'd been bitten.
I was fully awake and still thinking about what I'd seen in the dream, what the hell was wrong with me? Sitting back on the pillows, I told myself it was the lingering effects of the dream. It was late I'd been sleeping soundly and not completely awake.
There was also the fact I hadn't gone out and had any fun in months and I was hornier than usual. It was time to go out and have a drink somewhere and see if I couldn't find some relief. I considered myself too old for the one night stand hook up type of night, but didn't know anyone off hand and wasn't going the route of a dating site. That dream told me I needed it and bad, so it was time to forget about being a responsible mom and just go out and get fucking laid.
I jerked my head around at the sound of a soft knock on the door. I froze, thinking it was Jon and recalling the dream. I glanced at the clock and saw it was only four in the afternoon. Naps were not something I normally indulged in and I'd forgotten it wasn't nighttime. Jon wouldn't be home for another hour which meant it was...
"Becky? You awake?" Cynthia called from the other side of the door.
I hesitated. She had come to me which told me she had definitely seen me. How the hell was I supposed to have this conversation? There was a part of me that didn't even know if I wanted her to stay in my house for the next few weeks. Bad enough I saw what I saw, what if Jon caught them?
"Becky?" she knocked louder.
I sighed and called out, "Give me a minute, I'm not dressed."
I slipped out from under the sheet and as I swung my legs over the bed, winced at the squishy feeling between my thighs. Damn I was wet! I tossed on my robe and as I tied it said, "Come in."
Cynthia entered, closing the door behind her and as I sat on the edge of the bed, asked, "Hey, Becky I guess we need to talk."
"Oh?" I raised my eyebrows, "Talk about what?"
"I think you know what," she sighed and walking over to me, gestured at the bed, "Can I sit?"
"Chairs over there," I pointed to the small recliner I enjoyed reading in near the window.
Cynthia looked at the chair and frowned, "I thought I could sit on the bed, remember we'd always lay in bed when we'd sleep over each other's houses and talk about everything?"
"Things change." I replied coolly, now that she was in front of me my odd sense of arousal had been replaced by a more reasonable response of anger.
"I guess so. Before you would always let me explain something before you got pissed at me."
"Well before today I didn't know you were fucking your son!" I snapped.
Cynthia blushed and her blue eyes lowered for a moment, but she remained where she was standing directly in front of me. She took a deep breath which was when I noticed she wasn't wearing a bra beneath the tight black tank top she was wearing.
"And speaking of sons, mine will be home soon and you better put a bra on. Just because you think its fine to show your son your tits, Jon doesn't need to see them." I grunted, "Or do you want to fuck him too?"
"Of course not!" Cynthia exclaimed, "You're my best friend and he's your son!"
"You were and seeing you're fucking your own son why wouldn't you fuck someone else's? Or is only a thrill because he's yours?"
"Was?" Cynthia looked genuinely upset, "Becky y...you're like a sister to me! Please let me explain!"
"What's to explain?" I demanded, "You were fucking your son! Christ you were sucking his cock and...and acting like you were in some disgusting incest movie!" I laughed harshly, "Taboo twenty, hot mom Cynthia sucks her lucky son in her best friend's house!"



"I...I'm sorry." She said softly, "I...we've only been doing it when you and Jon aren't home, I never expected you to..."
"Who cares whose home?" I threw my hands in the air, "A mother isn't supposed to be fucking her son!"
"Who says?" Cynthia asked, quietly.
"Who says?" My eyes widened, "The world says! It's called incest and it's a fucking crime if you want to get down to it."
"If it involved a child you'd be right." She nodded, "But Tommy's twenty years old. He's a man and he can decide what he wants."
"Not true!" I pointed at her and noticed my hand was shaking, "You're his mother. You'll always be his mother and you took advantage of that!"
"Why are you so sure I made the first move?" She asked.
"I..." I paused, "It...it doesn't matter, in fact if he made the first move its worse because you're the parent you tell him no and get him some damn therapy!"
"Back to you thinking this is sick."
"It is. Ask a hundred people and tell me how many say different." I dared her.
"They would say what you're saying, but because they've been told that. You...you have to experience it to know why it's not as wrong as you think."
"I'll pass thank you." I sounded firm despite the fact her statement had reminded me of that dream.
"Most would. But sometimes life just...it leads people to different things and...and its more than sex Becky, I swear!"
"Are you going to tell me you're in love with your son?" I recalled how tenderly they were kissing at the end. "Because that's even sicker."
"No...I" she stopped and pursed her lips in thought, "I love him, but as a mother, not a lover. But..."
"Good deal." I clapped my hands sarcastically, "Love him like a mother, fuck him like a cougar in heat."
"Becky this is why I want to tell you the whole story, how it happened and..."
"I don't want to hear it." I sighed, "Becky...I do love you like a sister, I really do, but...what you're doing and I...I'm not even sure I want you to stay with me right now."
"Becky please let me explain." She knelt down in front of me and grabbed my hand, "Please! And...and when I'm done if you still want us to leave we will, but just hear me out?"
"I'm not sure there's anything that will make this less sick." I told her.
"If nothing else how about a lifetime of friendship earns me at least a chance?" she looked up at me and I saw her eyes were filling up.
I still knew what she was doing was wrong, but felt the anger leave me. She was right. Not that there could be a reasonable explanation for this, but I owed it to her to at least hear her out. Who knows, maybe it would give me something I could use to get her to seek help.
Cynthia stood up and getting on the bed, sat cross-legged facing me. She looked at me expectantly and unable to hold back a smile, I swung my legs up on the bed and assumed the same position.
"We're lucky we can still do this so easy at our age." I told her.
"We never acted our ages." She replied, "Well we never used to until we did the family thing." She gave me a wistful smile, "Since I've been separated I've thought a lot of our college days, thought about saying hey let's leave the boys home and go out and do something nasty, find some young guy and take turns fucking his brains out."
"I would have went along with that." I agreed, "I've been thinking of getting some fun myself, but...unlike you I decided it should come from outside my family."
"Back to that again."
"Yes, that silly little thing." I noticed her eyes were focused on my legs and looked down to see the short robe had ridden up enough to give her a view of my pussy. I lifted my ass off the bed to pull the robe further down, "Sorry."
"Don't be." She grinned, "Nice view. Remember that night we went down on each other at for the initiation?"
"I do."
"And all the times we watched each other, so hot." She purred and I saw her nipples were hard.
"What are you taking female Viagra?" I asked her, "You into everything?"
"I...I have to tell you Becky since I crossed that line with Tommy everything gets me horny. It's amazing; to have no limits and just realize that if it feels good we should do it." She gave me a nasty smile, "Maybe we should go back in time play around a..."
"How about you go back in time and tell me what the hell happened with you and your son?" I interrupted her.
Cynthia nodded and seemed to be thinking of how she should start. I let my gaze fall on her small tits which were outlined by the tight top and thought about the look of lust in her eyes when she'd stared at my pussy.
My nipples stiffened beneath the robe and I shook my head; Cynthia had always been the ring leader for our little adventures and I now knew why, the woman oozed sex appeal.
"Well for me it started just before I decided to throw Jack out."
"What do you mean for you?"
"I'll get to that, but let's just say you're wrong about me putting this in Tommy's head."
"Okay."
"I knew I was going to toss Jack, but before I did I was trying to get some things in order. Cut him off at the pass with whatever I thought he could use to make trouble for me. I transferred his name off of some things, you know stuff like that."
"What's this got to do with..."
"I'm getting there." She rolled her eyes. "One thing I thought of was Jack and I had filmed ourselves a couple of times and there was a video of me stripping and playing with myself. They were on his lap top so when he was out working, which I found out was code word for fucking his assistant; I went onto his computer to get rid of them. Last thing I needed was to find myself on some ex wife revenge site."
"From what I heard you're looking to get on an incest site." I pointed out, "I heard you telling Tommy you were recording it."
To my surprise, Cynthia smiled, "We'll get to that to, Becky. Trust me, we will."
"Why are you..."
"So I got rid of them, but decided to check his e-mails. Jack was pretty predictable. All his secret questions are the same on his e-mail accounts so I got the passwords pretty easy. I looked through to see if maybe he had sent them anywhere and couldn't find anything. But when I went to go to his yahoo account I noticed Tommy was logged in."
"Was he snooping on Jack?" I asked
"I don't think so. But Jon had been having some issues with his computer so Jack let him use his. I was getting ready to log out and get into Jack's when I saw an e-mail at the top of his inbox titled Cynthia solo."
"You mean Tommy found your video?"
"Yes and he had forwarded all three of them to himself. Someone must have come home or he was in a hurry and he forgot to log out. So...I was pretty upset. Not only had he found those videos but it seemed as if he were going to watch them."
"I heard Jack pull in and shut everything down. I never got a chance to talk to Tommy about the video because that was the night I received a phone call from Linda telling me she had seen Jack with a woman half his age at the beach and she was all over him and e-mailed me a few pictures to prove it. So needless to say that led to a huge fight, me throwing him out and with all the ensuing bullshit I totally forgot about Tommy."
"Big thing to forget about."
"Not compared to 'is Jack going to drain the bank accounts', where are Tommy and I going to live, how will I keep him in college..." she trailed off.
"Yeah, you're right." I conceded.
"So I had no thoughts about it for a couple of months until my printer crapped out and I e-mailed myself something to print from Tommy's. When I went onto his computer that reminded me of the video and I started nosing around. It was right there is his media playlist."
She paused, "I checked his history, and he was playing it every night. Sometimes more than once and he'd watched the others as well. He watched the one with just me a lot more, maybe because his father was in the others, but it was to the point of obsession. I found other things in his browsing history. A ton of links to mother son sex stories and a bunch of mother son or step mother son videos."
"Well you fixed that problem!" I rolled my eyes, "You helped him make his own!"
"Once I saw that," she continued, ignoring me, "I started to put some other things together. Tommy had been very affectionate with me after Jack left. A lot of hugging, kisses on the cheek and he would sit so close to me on the couch he was almost on top of me. I kind of chalked it up to him being worried about me with Jack gone; you know maybe trying to make up for me being alone."
"He seems to have filled in for Jack quite well."
"Knock it off Becky." She told me, "Just because you think I'm wrong doesn't give you the right to keep mocking me."
I was going to reply, but thought better of it. I would just wait until she was done with whatever lame story she had.
"But now that I knew he was watching a movie of me with my legs spread playing with myself and ones with me blowing and fucking Jack I read more into it. I began watching him watch me. I'd bend over to pick something up and look up into the mirror over the table in the dining room and see him staring at my ass. One night I didn't wear a bra at dinner and every time I looked away and looked back he was staring at my tits."
"I started dressing more provocatively, short skirts, heels, low cut blouses. I'd sit close to him and he would look like a deer in headlights. One night I asked him to rub my feet because they were sore from my new shoes and partway through I accidently on purpose pushed my foot into his lap and could feel he was hard."
"So you were cock teasing him."
"I...on that one you're right. I was upset at first, but then..." she shrugged, "I don't know why, but it began to turn me on. First I figured it was just that Jack had barely paid any attention to me and at least someone was looking."
"You could have gone out and gotten someone, you know you could."
"I could, but it would have been too early after Jack and Tommy might have got upset and I...I'd been with just Jack for years and was a little nervous. So I just started to enjoy it in the sense of a good looking young guy getting all hot and bothered."
"Even though it was your son?"
"I'll be honest with you, Becky. After a couple of weeks it was getting me hotter because it was my son. I can't explain why, but the idea of my son lusting after me as a woman was getting to me. I started watching some of the videos he had bookmarked. They were actors of course not real mothers and sons, but the dialogue and the sex."
She sighed, "I was getting off three times a night and...I kept having dreams of Tommy. Some were me seducing him others were him just taking me."
She had that look of desire on her face once more, but this time I didn't even think of making a remark. Instead I thought of my dream of Jon coming in here and pulling the sheet from me and attacking my tits and sliding inside me and...
"I was getting so worked up I...I started looking for ways to see if I could make him approach me. To come to me and tell me he wanted me. One Friday night I took a bath and waited until he came home from work. I heard him coming down the hallway and walked out of the bathroom pretending I was just wrapping a towel around myself. I had it around my waist, but was topless. I deliberately let my son see my tits."
She shook her head. "The look on his face, Becky was...Look I know I'm an attractive woman always have been and I have gotten my share of looks from men. But I have never seen such a look of desire. Tommy was so caught up he didn't even pretend and just kept staring. I gave him a minute then covered up and acted surprised. Tommy blushed and said he was sorry even though it was my fault and went to his room."
"I went into my room, slipped a short robe on, no bra, no panties, just my little red silk robe and went down the hall and walked into his room."
"Just walked in?" My heart was beating faster and my nipples were hard beneath my robe.
"Yes, I knew after seeing me like that he was going to go right to that video. So I barge in and there he is sitting at his desk, his pants down, cock in his hand watching his mother stroke her pussy."
"Of course he panics and tries to pull his pants up and shut the lap top." She laughed, "Sort of comical, he was redder than my robe. I walked over to him planning on asking him what he was doing and why he all of a sudden wanted me."
She paused and I saw her chest heaving; her small, perfect breasts moving beneath the tight top. I envisioned Tommy sucking those breasts; licking his mother's tits as if she were his girlfriend. Fondling them... I was starting to breathe harder myself and felt my clit throbbing between my legs. What the hell was wrong with me?
"But when I got to him and he was looking up at me with that panic stricken look on his face I..." She swallowed hard, "Becky I know you won't understand at least not yet, but I...I took my robe off. I stood there naked in front of my son and just watched him. That look of desire came over him again and he tried to talk, but couldn't."
"I...I leaned over and kissed him. He made this little whimpering sound and it drove me wild. I reached down and grabbed his cock and started stroking him while I kissed him and he was moaning, God it sounded so hot!"
It did. Whether I was still half asleep or something was seriously wrong with me, there was no doubt I was aroused by her story. As she said about her son it was the look of desire on her face and how her voice was becoming thick with lust. Her blue eyes were wide and bright and her cheeks flushed. I had no doubt she was wet and I had no room to talk. I was flowing like a damn river.
"Tommy started kissing me back and when he put his hands on my hips, I could feel them shaking. I was...overwhelmed by desire in a way I had never been before. I shoved his pants down over his hips and...I just climbed onto his lap and rode him."
"You...that fast?" I whispered.
"Yeah, it wasn't like the movies where there was this slow seduction or foreplay. I just had to have him and I could feel how bad he wanted me. I sat down on him and called out his name when his cock went deep inside me. I shoved my tit in his mouth and started riding him. I tried to go slow at first, but I couldn't control myself! The way he was sucking my tit, I'd never had a man want me that badly."
"I just started bouncing on him, slamming his cock into me. He was moaning around my tit and I knew he wasn't going to last, but that was okay because he's young and I knew I'd be fucking him all night."
" I rode him faster and he stopped sucking on me and looked up into my eyes and he said, "Oh my god mom" and came inside me. I kept fucking him, moaning while my son filled me with his cum. When he was done, I held him close to me and he hugged me back."
"We sat there for awhile and I noticed his cock hadn't softened much at all. I slid off him onto my knees and took him into my mouth." She licked her lips,
"I can't describe the turn on it was to taste my pussy from my son's cock. I didn't just suck his damn cock, I worshipped it. I licked, sucked and teased him until his legs were shaking and he just kept moaning, "Oh, mom" over and over again. I sucked his balls and stroked him. He was totally helpless for me. I...I was so turned on!"
"Most guys have a lot of experience and also attitude and let's face it an image to hold up. They'll enjoy, but they're men and you know, don't want to be totally under our control, they like to take charge. But Tommy? He was, is, all mine. He was putty in my hands, letting his mother just have her way with him and loving every minute of it."
"I started talking dirty, asking him if this was what he wanted, mommy sucking his cock? He said he loved his mom sucking his dick and wanted to cum in her mouth. Again, Becky, I know it's wrong on so many levels, but my pussy was dripping and I stopped teasing and just sucked him off, took him down to his balls and made his eyes roll back in his head. He came hard in my mouth and I swore I almost came just from the feeling of my son's cum shooting down my throat."
"I...I get it, Cynthia." I said softly, not trusting my voice. "You don't have to give the details."
Truth was the details were driving me wild. As even Cynthia had just said, this was sick. I knew it was. Everyone else would say it was, but yet... why was it so hot?"
"When I finished, Tommy stood up, pulled me up by my shoulders and all but threw me onto the foot of his bed. My back had barely hit the mattress when he was on his knees, his face buried in my pussy. My God, Becky, my son didn't lick my pussy he devoured it! I'd never had someone go at me like that. He was shoving his fingers inside me and sucking my clit so hard his lips were smacking. So hard it kind of hurt, but felt good at the same time. I think I came in two minutes."
"Okay." I said in a barely audible voice, "But..."
"At that point he'd cum twice in the last half hour and even he wasn't ready again, yet anyway. He slid up on the bed with me and we lay there and I asked him what happened that he wanted me so bad. He said he found the movie by accident and when he watched he told himself not to, but couldn't help it. He told me he thought he was sick, but he had never been so hard and so horny."
"It's the taboo." I said as it dawned on me that was truly what it was.
"Damn straight and I'll get to that. But he said seeing me as a woman just overwhelmed him. He told me he always knew I was beautiful, but never realized how sexy I was, how sensual, that his mother was a desirable woman."
"He said he couldn't stop looking at me and fantasizing about me. Tommy told me he felt bad because a lot of the fantasies were dirty. Me being slutty, getting on my knees to blow him, letting him fuck me in every position. Even said he thought about me letting him have my ass."
"You..."
"Oh, yeah." She purred. "I let him. Figured I was already letting my son fuck me, what rules were left to break? But we kept talking and then that led to us beginning to touch each other. He was hard again and this time we went slow and teased and played and enjoyed. This time he made love to me and Becky it was so amazing!"
"Why?" I was getting beyond trying to act appalled and at this point truly wanted to understand, especially seeing the effect the story was having on me.
"I think it's about the emotion. Think about it Becky, is there any greater love than that of a mother for their son or daughter? Until a boy meets that special someone is there any other woman he loves more than his mom?"
"When Tommy and I are together it's...one part is just insane sex, sex like I'd never dreamed of. We fuck like animals! But when we're done I can feel how much he loves me and it's different than that of a Husband or boyfriend, its deeper, makes the sex more fulfilling."
"It's like Tommy is the best of both worlds. He fucks me like a lover, but his love is unconditional. It's that of a son. In a way he almost worships me. And I feel such a deep bond with him. I'm his mother and my love for him goes beyond that of any other relationship."
"Are...are you in love with him?"
"No." She said quickly. "It's not like that. I wouldn't want him to be. He's young and should enjoy being young. He's in college and around a lot of pretty girls and he should have fun with them and eventually he will meet a girl he wants more than fun from and I won't get in the way of that."
"But you'll fuck him?" Now that she had stopped giving me details my mind had cleared again.
"Well..."
"And according to what you just said you'd be okay with him fooling around with girls and fucking you as well? What are you, his mother with benefits?"
"I'm whatever he wants me to be." She snapped, "And right now he's just what I need; A man who will take care of me and love me and want nothing from me. No games, no shit. I had twenty years of that with Jack and I'm not looking for anything, but a good time and...Tommy is a damn good time."



"Just your son as well."
"Becky like I said, it has to be the taboo of it because for two months we've been fucking I can't get enough! No matter how many times he fucks me I want more! I think about it, dream about it. The second we're done I'm wondering when we'll fuck again! I took today out of work because he had it off and I wanted to fuck him all day."
"I've been in sexual overdrive. I'm getting to the point I might go out and find some guy to fuck, but I'm still going to fuck Tommy until he decides he doesn't want me anymore. In the meantime? Any time he wants and anything he wants and he feels the same way." She smiled at me, "I've been so horny I've been looking at you and thinking about..."
"I get it."
"Show me your pussy again you might." She winked.
"Cynthia!"
"Seriously remember that time we did? It was a thrill wasn't it? Neither of us were into girls, especially each other, but it was the fact we were and those other girls were watching. It was the taboo that made it hot and that's what this is."
"No, we're not related. Anyway, you told your story and honestly Cynthia, it's still sick. You shouldn't be messing with Tommy. Even if he wants it you're the parent. You need to stop and..."
"Sick huh?" She asked.
"Yes and..."
"Then why did you watch us for so long?" She raised her eyebrows. "I knew you were there Becky. When I first saw you looking in the window I panicked, but you didn't leave, you stayed." She gave me a nasty smile, "You watched me suck him, you watched him fuck me and you stood there and watched my son cum all over my face and my tits."
"I..." I began to blush, "I...I was just kind of..."
She stopped me with a raised hand. "You were confused. You thought it was wrong, but hot. Didn't you?"
"It, I mean..."
"It was like an accident. You don't want to see people hurt, but you look anyway." She nodded, agreeing with herself, "It was hot and you know it. You can't deny it Becky, know why?"
"Why is that?"
"Because don't think for a second I didn't see the look on your face when I was telling you about it. You looked like you were ready to stick your fingers between your legs right in front of me."
"That's not true!" I said nervously.
"Okay, I will make a deal with you." Cynthia said. "If you weren't turned on, I will try to find a place for Tommy and I to stay and I will leave right away. If you were horny, I stay until the end of the weekend and...you agree to try something for me."
"What?"
"Deal or no?" She crossed her arms over her chest. "Just like the old days, Becky, you have to pay to play."
"Fine." I gave my head a toss, "Go ahead, how do you know I was turned on?"
"I'm going to put my hand between your legs and touch your pussy." She grinned, "Don't worry; I won't finger you, just rub the edge of my hand across. You're going to be wet aren't you?"
"I won't be." I said, "And I'm not letting you touch me."
"Then that's my answer." She said.
"I..." I stopped when Cynthia leaned forward. She placed her hand on my thigh and slid it under my robe. She was smiling and when her hand was just about to touch my sopping pussy, I grabbed her wrist and moved her hand.
"You little slut!" she clapped her hands. "See you're still a dirty girl aren't you?"
I had no answer, but to lower my head.
"Hey, it's okay, I'm not one to judge, for sure!" She laughed, "But see my point? You were turned on. I've been thinking a lot about it and here's what I figure. We're told from day one family is wrong. We're conditioned incest is a taboo sin, a crime to some degree and like I said for children damn straight."
"But...Think about how little it took Tommy to get interested in me; a video of me masturbating. By rights he should have said 'oh, gross' and shut it off, right?"
"I would think." I sighed.
"Instead he got infatuated with it and me. That video got him started and I egged it on just by showing more skin than usual. I went from mom to object of lust very quickly. On my side, the fact my son was stroking to that video should have sent me to find him help. I should have been upset and felt shame as a mother as if I did something wrong. But instead? Like I said just obsessed with the thought and again, Becky the sex is indescribable."
"What's your point?"
"Point is I think its closer to the surface than people think and it doesn't take that much to feed that lust. I think it's called taboo and spoken against so strongly because it is so secretly desired. That one finger pointing, three pointing back thing."
"That's crazy. You and Tommy are an exception, there's..."
"And that's what you're going to do for me." Cynthia announced, "You're going to prove me right."
"I am? Hey!" My eyes widened, "Are you saying you want me to...with Jon?"
"Yes." She nodded, "Tommy and I are going away this weekend. We're going to see his cousin in New Hampshire, but on the way we're stopping off on a motel and we're going out dancing. No one will know who we are."
"I'll be a hot cougar with her cub and we're going to be all over each other in front of people who have no idea they are watching a mother with her son." She sighed, "Tommy's idea. That boy has a dirty mind, I love it"
I started to envision it and she laughed, "See? I can see the look on your face."
"Because it's not me and Jon."
"Here's all I want you to do. Its Thursday so starting tonight I want you to dress differently. I want you to show off that damn fine body of yours. I want you to see how Jon looks at you."
"You think if I show some cleavage he's going to want me?"
"Yes. You're going to flash those big tits and that tight little ass and you're going to do it until I come back," she gave a sly smile,
"Like it will take that long. I'll tell you what. Not only will he look, you'll love him looking. You'll want him to see more. I guarantee that if you let him see those tits of yours, he will want you like no man has ever wanted you and you're going to let him, hell maybe you'll even make the first move."
"You...you're wrong."
"Then you can prove me wrong by keeping your hands off your son while I'm away. But I am willing to bet that since you saw me with Tommy you've already thought about it."
My face flushed and I turned my head.
"You did!" She exclaimed, "See, Becky? Just you seeing how could it was for me and Tommy has you thinking!"
I looked up as she slid off the bed.
"We're done talking for now. You can pretend all you want. I know what will happen when I'm gone. Now I'm going to head downstairs and change before Jon comes home and I promise I'll stay in my room tonight. I'll tell Tommy we can't until we leave Saturday okay?"
"Sure." I said in a subdued tone.
"In the meantime I sent you something."
"What."
Cynthia was already walking to the bedroom door speaking over her shoulder. "I sent you the video of me and Tommy from this afternoon. I know you're going to watch it."
Without another word she left the room. I sat there stunned at not only what she had told me, but my reaction to it. I sat there for a few minutes trying to get a grip on myself. I looked over to my lap top on the desk in the corner.
"Don't do it." I said aloud.
I lasted five minutes before I got up and sat down at the desk, I went to my e-mails and saw one from Cynthia with the subject "You know you're going to"
Even though she was mocking me I opened the e-mail and clicked on the video. My fingers were trembling as I waited for the media player to open. I gasped when the video opened right to Cynthia licking Tommy's cock.
He must have been holding the camera because the view was pointing straight down his chest to where his mother was now licking his balls. Cynthia ran her tongue along his shaft and after kissing the dripping tip of his cock smiled, "Tell mommy what you want baby."
"I want my mom to suck my cock." He answered.
"I want better than that." She purred running her tongue along the underside of his cock, "Be mommy's bad boy."
"I want my slutty mother to put her son's big dick in her mouth." He responded.
"Hmmm, your mommy is a pig isn't she?" She asked, then took him deep into her mouth
As Cynthia bobbed her head slowly up and down her son's impressive cock I leaned back in the chair and with a helpless feeling placed my foot on the edge of the desk and began rubbing my clit while watching my best friend blow her son.
****
"Hey Mom!"
I opened my eyes at the sound of Jon's voice and saw him squatting down next to my lounge chair.
"What is it honey?" I asked groggily, I wasn't sure if I'd been in a fog recalling Thursdays' revelation and conversation with Cynthia or if I'd dozed off.
"You've been laying in one spot for awhile and I didn't see you put anything on." He put his hand on my thigh, "I don't want to see you get sunburned."
"You're so sweet!" I smiled up at him.
Jon had removed his glasses and taking mine off I looked up into his blue eyes. "Really, honey, I love how you try to look out for me. Your dad never did."
"No," he shook his head, "I bet he didn't take care of you in any way."
That was another leading statement and I noticed his hand was still on my thigh. Not just my thigh, but my inner thigh and not too far from the orange material covering my pussy.
It was a spot a son probably shouldn't have his hand, but I wasn't about to ask him to move it. His tanned skin looked good on my white flesh and I could feel his fingers trembling slightly.
His eyes dropped down and I didn't have to look to know my nipples were hard again.
"No," I said softly, "Your father didn't take care of me in any way." I played into the remark this time, "Your mom was married, but very lonely."
"A woman as beautiful as you should never be lonely." He replied.
His voice sounded strained and I forced myself not to jump when his hand slid a couple of inches further up my thigh.
"No?"
"No, you should be with a guy who can make you happy."
"Amen to that!" I laughed, "Know anyone? Right now I'd just settle for fun, not a proposal."
"Um, well no..." he laughed nervously.
"Hey you have a lot of friends in school, right?" I looked him in the eye, "Know anyone who might be interested in a neglected Milf who's really pent up?"
"Pent up." He repeated, "Yeah, uh, TMI, Mom."
"Sorry, just getting tired of batteries." I sighed.
"Mom, I..." he leaned closer to me and trailed off.
"What is it, honey?"
"I...Not sure how to say this, but um..."
"Just say it." I whispered my heart pounding.
Jon lowered his head until our faces were inches apart and my breath caught when I realized he was going to kiss me. I remained still, but did part my lips slightly, subtly inviting the kiss. Part of my mind screamed at me that we were outside, but right now I just wanted that kiss!
Jon remained where he was, his eyes darting nervously around as if it had dawned on him we were in public, either that or he was just nervous. I resisted the urge to lift my head and deliver the kiss myself, but for me he had to make the first obvious move, not that his hand wasn't obvious two inches from my pussy, but I wanted something direct.
"Never mind." He leaned back and moved his hand.
"You...you sure?" I asked, trying to mask my frustration.
"Yeah, it's nothing."
"Okay." I shrugged, causing my tits to bounce for him. "But I think I'm going to head in. The sun's made me sleepy."
I sat up and quickly stood up, turning so that my ass was at eye level where he was still squatting by the chair. I was done playing, and leaning over I grabbed my glasses, putting my ass inches from his face. I paused for a second and standing said, "I'll be in my bedroom if you decide you want to talk to me."
"O...okay." He stammered.
"Yup, my bedroom," I sighed as I slowly walked away, "All alone, as usual."
I walked to the doors as slowly as humanly possible without looking ridiculous and could see him reflected in the doors. He was staring at my swaying hips and ass. I let myself into the house and walked quickly up the stairs and into my room. I closed the door and reaching behind me untied the top and tossed it into the corner. It was time to get naked and get off.
I walked around the bed to close the blinds so the sun wouldn't e in my face and looked down at the pool. Jon was no longer there. I wondered if he was doing the same thing. Racing to his room to beat off to his mother? What a waste! I began to think about going down there and doing just what Cynthia did and barging into his room, catching him...
There was a knock at the door and a warm wet wave flowed through my pussy. I turned around and started to call out, "Hold on" when the door opened.
Reflexively, I crossed my arms over my exposed breasts, "Jon, I'm not dressed!"
Jon stopped and stared, his eyes wide at the sight of me in just the bikini bottom my hands and forearms only concealing the middle of my ample breasts. In return I took in the fact he was still just in his bathing suit and I tried not to lick my lips at the obvious bulge in them. He had come up here to be with me.
"Sorry, mom." He said, "I really need to talk to you."
"Okay, but at least let me put something on, okay?" I said more out of habit than the desire to be clothed.
"Do you really want to?" he asked
"W...what?"
"Mom, I..." he hesitated, but did walk over to stand in front of me next to my bed, "I saw something."
"You...you sound like you want to see more than something." I said, trying to sound calm.
"I saw Cynthia with Tommy."
"Where?" I played dumb, "I thought they were out of town for the weekend."
"No, I saw them a couple of days ago when one of my classes was cancelled. They were in...in the shower and they were fucking."
"What?" I forced my eyes into a surprised expression.
"They were having sex. I talked to him later and he told me they've been fucking for weeks."
"That's...that's..." I swallowed hard as his eyes fixed on my chest.
"Hot." He whispered, "It's hot. Tommy's pretty lucky to have a hot mother like that, but so am I." He put his hands on my shoulders, "My mom's pretty damn hot too."
"J...Jon, you need to let me get dressed then we can talk about this." I played the part even though I had no issues with what he had said. My God she had been so right!
"You saw them too, didn't you?"
"What...what makes you say that?" I stepped back from him and sitting on the bed swung my legs up on it so my back was to the headboard. Like in my dream, I went to grab a pillow and a thrill went through me when Jon picked it up and pulled it from my reach. He sat down on the bed next to me and placed his hand on my thigh again.
"Because of the way you're dressed." He slid his hand up my thigh and I suppressed a moan when his finger lightly grazed the bikini over my pussy. "And the way you..." He took a deep breath, "Showed me your tits in the window before you came downstairs. I saw you in the window before that. You were waiting for me to look."
"I..."
"You know about them and it turned you on, didn't it?"
"I...wait." I tried to clear my lust addled brain. "When did you see them, what day?"
He shrugged, his eyes still focused on my tits. "Wednesday."
"Wednesday." I repeated.
I had been played! Jon had caught them and confronted Tommy who told him the same thing Cynthia told me, that it was hot and sexy. Tommy had then told Cynthia and she had decided to let me catch her! She probably was trying to figure out how and I had helped her out when I came home early, that was why she had kept going. She knew Jon was already interested and had set me up to...
"Mom, please move your arms." Jon said.
"You want me to..."
"You know, mom, I know you do." He gently ran his fingers along my face. "You're holding back because you don't want to take advantage of me. You're doing that because you're a good mom."
"You think I'm a good mom?" I asked, enjoying how softly he was touching my cheek.
"I think you're a great mom and the sexiest woman I've ever seen. Tommy said that about his mom too. He says it's an amazing feeling to be with your mother."
"You think he's right?"
"Yes," he gave me an adorable shy smile, "Mom, I want to be good to you. I want to...take care of you."
Before I could reply, he leaned in and kissed me. Unlike the dream I did not resist in the slightest. In fact I kissed him back so hard he made a startled sound in his throat. That noise was followed by a low growl of desire when I parted my lips and drove my tongue into his mouth.
That growl caused a shiver to run through me and removing my arms from my breasts, I wrapped them around him and drew him into my embrace.
I moaned at the sensation of my hard nipples pressing into his chest and Jon gasped when I moved side to side, sliding them across him. That caused me to emit a soft whimper as my aching nipples were teased against his muscular chest.
We began kissing more forcefully, our tongues waging war as if we were young lovers rather than a mother with her son. The fact Jon had said I was a good mom and here I was topless and in his arms caused a small pang of guilt in me.
That feeling was washed away when Jon withdrew his lips from mine and lowering his head fastened his lips to the soft skin of my neck.
"Ohh, yes!" I purred, letting my head fall back, giving my son better access to my neck.
Jon's hands were running up and down my arms and I could feel his hands trembling. He was kissing my neck more slowly and sensually than he had my lips, but I could feel his body tensed as he was fighting to take his time.
I ran my nails along his broad back, loving the soft sigh of pleasure he released into my skin. Grabbing the back of his head I worked my fingers through his still damp hair and gently tugged, pulling his lips from my neck.
Jon looked up at me nervously, perhaps thinking I was going to stop him. In fact I was sure the vast majority of people would agree that's what I should do. Instead I gave him a seductive smile and this time pushing on his shoulders whispered, "Lean back, honey or don't you want to see your mom's tits?"
Jon's eyes widened, but he quickly leaned back on his knees. Feeling sexier than I had in years, I slid down the bed so I was on my back and cupping my large breasts, presented them to my son, "These what you want, baby?"
"Damn." Jon said softly, his eyes locked onto my swollen pink nipples, "Mom they're amazing."
"Yeah?" I stroked my nipples with my long nails, teasing myself with my light touch. God they were hard! "You like mommy's tits? You want to be like your bad friend Tommy and suck on your mom's tits?"
"I want to do everything to my mother." Jon said.
"Oh, you are a bad boy! You...oh yes!" I cried out as like in my wet dream, Jon all but lunged forward, fastening his lips around my right nipple and sucking it hard into his mouth.
He moaned around my pink nub and I whimpered when his tongue swirled around my yearning flesh. I wrapped my fingers back in his hair and arched my back shoving my breast further into my son's mouth. Jon's fingers found my other nipple, catching it between them and rolling it gently as his tongue bathed my breast.
"Oh, honey!" I moaned. My pussy was flowing and as I rolled my hips up and down I could feel the bikini sticking to my hot sticky flesh.
Jon moved to sucking my other nipple, quickly replacing his tongue with his fingers as to not leave the other unattended. I released a long contented sigh as my son enjoyed my breasts which had been neglected for far too long.
"That' it baby, show me how much you want those tits." I moaned, "Show mommy how bad you want her."
The words seemed to come far too easily and turn me on way too much and even as Jon licked and suck on my nipples I remembered Cynthia telling me about the overwhelming lust she felt between her and Tommy. She was right. I was breaking society's biggest rule, crossing the line, committing the ultimate taboo and...it felt fucking great!



Jon's hand left my breast and slid down my soft stomach. I gasped when his fingers reached the edge of the bikini and hesitated. I could feel them trembling and lifting my hips, urged him on, "Go on, honey, feel how wet I am, feel how much I want you!"
Jon didn't need to be told twice. His fingers slipped into my bikini and I cried out when they slid through the sopping wet lips of my pussy.
"Oh, mom!" He groaned around my nipple, "You're so wet!"
"I am!" I exclaimed, rocking my hips into his hand, helping his fingers work the length of my dripping pussy. "I'm wet for you honey, I'm wet for my sexy son!"
Jon found my clit and my hips jerked as his fingers rubbed my aching button. I was breathing hard, my tits heaving in his face and my hips moving as I squirmed beneath his touch. Jon, slid his legs out from under him and turned so he was propped up on his side next to me.
His face was buried in my breast and his hand busy between my thighs. He was doing pretty well making his mother happy and it dawned on me Jon was not just my son, but a good looking young man who apparently had learned his way around a woman's body.
He proved me right when his fingers left my clit and plunged deep into my overheated box. I cried out and thrust my hips hard off the bed, driving his thick fingers harder into his mother's pussy. Reaching down I grabbed his wrist and pulled on it, holding his fingers inside me.
"My clit, baby, find my clit with your thumb, ohhh" I purred when his thumb pressed onto my clit and started moving in slow circles.
"Yes, oh Jon, look at you taking care of your horny mother!" I groaned, "You do want to be good to me don't you?"
"Oh, yes!" He exclaimed before eagerly sucking my nipples hard into his mouth.
"Hmm well you keep being good to me and I'll be bad for you!" I gasped when his thumb moved faster. "You want that, you want your mommy to be a bad girl for you?"
"I do!" He said around my pink nipples, "I want you to..."
"Tell me!"
"I want you to be my dirty girl mom! I want you to fuck me and..."
"Just fuck you?" I asked breathlessly as my hips moved in time with his fingers, "Bet you want more than that."
"I... want you to suck on me." He whispered, "I...I want my mother to suck my cock."
"And she will!" I groaned, "I'll give you the best blow job you've ever had." I promised as I grabbed my other nipple and began twisting it. "Speaking of your cock, I want to feel it!"
I worked my hand between us and Jon eased back allowing me to slip my hand into his bathing suit. I felt the length of his cock against my hand and when I grabbed it he whimpered, "Oh, mom!"
I released a whimper of my own as I gripped my son's cock; his hard cock, his long thick cock. I slowly pumped it as far as my position would allow and reveled in his soft moans as his mother stroked him.
Feeling his cock I envied the lucky little sluts my son had been with and basked in the knowledge that I would be the first real woman to feel it and by far the one who would most appreciate it.
Jon was breathing hard around my nipple as I pumped him, but his fingers were still moving in and out of my wet pussy and I moved my hips faster. As good as his touch felt, feeling his cock fueled my desire to cum. The faster I came the faster my son's cock would be in his slutty mother's mouth!
"Faster," I moaned, "Make me cum baby! Make mommy cum, she needs it so bad!"
Jon obediently moved his thumb faster and thrust his fingers harder. Cynthia had mentioned how Tommy did everything she asked and if Jon responded to me the way he had so far, I was in for some damn good times with my handsome son.
"That's it honey, make mommy cum! Baby, we're going to have one hell of a time together. We're going to suck and fuck and do anything you want anytime you want, but right now you need to get your mother off!"
Jon sucked harder on my nipples and shoved his fingers in so deep I cried out. My hand was steadily stroking him and was now slick with his precum. Jon was whimpering and moving his hips, guiding his cock through his mother's hand.
I gasped and squeezed my nipple harder as I felt the first twinges of a desperately needed orgasm and moved my hips as fast as I could. Jon was pumping his fingers rapidly and his thumb was rolling hard and fast across my clit.
I moaned and clamping my legs around his wrist, pinning his hand against me, I lifted my back off the bed and moaned, "Yeah, play with mommies pussy, shove those fingers in there nice and hard, think about what your cock's going to feel like in mommy's hot little pussy! But only after you get her mouth!"
Jon moaned into my tit and thrust his hips harder.
"That's right baby, your mother is going to take her son's big dick in her mouth and suck you dry like no girl ever has! You're going to shoot that...Oh fuck yeah!"
I threw my head back and screamed as my orgasm, induced by my son, tore through me. I bucked my hips wildly into his hand and continued to twist my nipple as I squealed and writhed on the bed. Jon kept his fingers moving between my legs and as I cried out again and again I jerked his cock even harder causing him to moan loudly around my tit.
I sighed contentedly and let my body relax onto the bed as the orgasm faded, leaving me sweating and gasping for breath. Jon stopped moving his fingers and as I let my legs fall open, removed his hand and to my perverse delight sucked his fingers into his mouth.
"Damn," he whispered, his eyes rolling back in his head, "You taste good, mom."
"Wait until you get your tongue inside me." I smiled at him and patted the bed, "But before that I think I owe my baby a special treat for making his mom cum nice and hard, don't I?"
Jon started to reply, but was cut off when I put my hand on his chest and shoved him onto his back. I was overcome by lust and rolling onto my knees grabbed his bathing suit and tugged on it. Jon lifted his hips and I yanked it down causing his long hard cock to spring free.
As Jon pushed the suit down his leg with his foot, I grabbed his cock and unable to hold back, lowered my head, opened wide, and took my son deep into my mouth.
"Oh God Mom!" He moaned as I wrapped my lips around his shaft and swirled my tongue around him.
I opened wider and took his entire length into my throat. My lips reached the base of his shaft and the whimper from Jon sent a thrill through me. I shook my head back and forth, playing my tongue across him, then caused him to cry out when I pushed my tongue out and licked his balls.
"Holy fuck!" He groaned, "Goddamn, mom!"
I held him there, buried in my mouth and moaned at the sensation of having my mouth stuffed with my son's beautiful cock. He was dripping and my eyes rolled back at the taste and feeling of it sliding down my throat.
I sighed around his cock then bobbed my head in a slow rhythm. Jon moaned and whimpered as I blew him. I was now taking him about halfway each time and when I reached the tip playfully swirled my tongue around it before sliding back down.
I raised my eyes to see Jon staring at me, taking in the sight of his cock in his mother's mouth. His blue eyes were wide and his lips parted as he moaned softly each time I took him into my warm willing mouth. Keeping him in my mouth, I swung my knee between his legs, then eased my other leg over so I was now between his legs.
I let my legs slid back along the bed until I was lying on my stomach, propped up on my elbows. Keeping my eyes locked on his, I released his cock and let a long trail of spit and his precum ooze from my mouth and down his cock.
"Oh, damn." He whispered, "That is fucking hot."
"Yeah, your mom's hot? Or you just saying that because she's blowing you?"
"Both!" he laughed, then moaned when I made a show of licking up the mess with my tongue, loudly slurping up the sticky fluid.
As Jon lay there, his body trembling and moaning continuously, I took my time, enjoying every inch of him. I ran my tongue up and down the sides of his shaft and around the sensitive tip several times before lowering my head and taking his balls gently into my mouth and sucking on them.
"Oh, god." He moaned, "Mom, you...you're so good at that."
"Hmm, mommy sucks a pretty good cock?" I asked in between swirling my tongue around, bathing his balls.
"Yes." He moaned, "Suck on it some more?"
"Oh, am I teasing you?" I asked taking his cock and rubbing it along my cheek, smearing his precum all over my face.
"Yes, oh...oh, mom please let me cum!"
Those words were wrong for a lot of reasons, but damn did they sound good. Goddamn Cynthia had not steered me wrong and in the back of my mind I could already see Cynthia and I swapping dirty stories like we used to except now it wouldn't be about boyfriends, but our sons!
"Aw, my baby needs to cum?" Cupping his balls I gave them a gentle squeeze, "You have a nice big load in here for your nasty mother?"
"I do. I have a nice big load for my mother's...mouth." He added with a smile.
"Dirty boy." I purred, rubbing his cock on the other side of my face, "But you did take care of me and I raised you to know one good turn deserves another didn't I?"
"Yes." He said softly, his eyes alight with anticipation.
"Say please." I teased my tongue along the tip of his cock.
"Please, mom? Please let me cum in your mouth? Please? I'll suck your clit as long as you want me to."
"Bad boy, you'd suck my clit anyway." I winked, "But that did sound damn good. So okay baby, you lay back and enjoy and when you're ready to cum you just go right ahead because your nasty mother can't wait to taste your cum."
Taking him in my mouth I bobbed my head faster than before. I wasn't going all out, I wanted him to enjoy it for as long as he could and truth be told I was loving it! Blowing Jon was an incredible turn on, hearing him moan, having him so totally under my control and knowing that after he came he was going to show his mother how bad he wanted to taste her.
Jon's hands were by his sides and grabbing them I guided them to my head. He smiled and wrapping his hands in my long hair began guiding his mother's mouth along his cock. I sighed contentedly as his hard shaft slid between my soft lips and caressing tongue. Wrapping my fingers around him, I pumped his cock, jerking him as I blew him. Jon's legs were trembling against me and his moaning was getting louder.
He was sweating and I could see the effort in his face of trying to hold back as long as he could. A warm wave of heat went through me when I envisioned taking my time with him, making it last as long as I possibly could, teasing him, making him beg. But right now I wanted his cum and he wanted my pussy so I had no problem with showing off my oral skills.
I began to deep throat him; taking his cock down to his balls each time and was rewarded with his moans coming faster and in a higher pitch. His legs were shaking violently and his fingers pulling my hair, but I didn't care, all I wanted was my son to cum for me.
I reached between his legs and ran my nails across his swollen balls and with a loud cry, Jon's cock twitched and he flooded my mouth with a hot sweet load of cum.
He cried out again and I released a gurgling moan as I fought to swallow his huge load. I continued to move my head and sucked harder and faster, using my lips and tongue to milk every forbidden drop of my son's cum.
Some of it escaped my mouth, oozing down his shaft, but I quickly slurped it back up. My eyes were on his and I loved the look of shock and desire in his eyes as he watched his mother gobble up his cum like a slut porn star.
When he had no more to give I released his cock with a smack of my lips and rose to my knees.
"You like that baby?"
"Oh, mom, that was...goddamn you can suck cock!"
"I wonder if they make mother's day cards that say that?" I laughed.
My laughter died when I looked down to see his glistening cock still rock hard. Once again overwhelmed with taboo desire, I slid up the bed and swung my legs over his hips so I was straddling him.
"Mom what are you...Oh God!"
I'd reached back and grabbing his cock, guided it to my pussy and drove myself down on it. I cried out his name as his long still oozing cock plunged deep inside me. I stayed where I was moaning as his thick cock spread my pussy around it and began to slowly rock my hips, getting used to him and working him even deeper.
"Mom! I...I can't believe we're...Oh, god you feel good!"
"So do you, baby!" I moaned as I began to move up and down, riding him, "God, you have a nice dick!"
I began moving faster, bouncing up and down on his cock and he was gasping and moaning. His cock was as hard as it had been before and my mind was full of the possibilities his youth provided.
He could fuck me all night! When he went soft we would wait a little then his hot mother could just suck him hard again! I leaned over, shoving my tits in his face and moaned when he quickly caught my nipple between his lips.
Jon wrapped his arms around my waist and pulling me down to him began slamming his cock into me.
"Oh, fuck baby!" I called out, "Look at you fucking me!"
Jon's response was to pull me tighter to him, pinning me against his chest so I couldn't move. He lifted his hips and began hammering his cock into me hard enough to cause me to yelp with each hard thrust.
"Yes, baby, yes!" I cried in his ear, "Fuck me! Fuck your mother the way Tommy fucks his! Bet you can't wait to tell him about how I blew you can you?"
"No, or how tight your pussy is!" He moaned, "I...I wish he was watching!"
That sent another thrill through me. Again Cynthia had not lied. The lust going on between Jon and I was all consuming; the two of us acting like we were being cast in a porn video and already talking about more, even dirtier, things. I yelped in surprise when, with a wrench of his powerful shoulders, Jon rolled us over so he was on top of me.
Leaning back on his knees, he grabbed my ankles, spread my legs as wide as he could and began pounding me with long hard strokes that had my eyes rolling back in my head.
"Fuck fuck fuck!" I cried out, "Oh, honey! You're giving it to your mother so good!" I moaned.
Jon smiled down at me and continued to hammer away at his mother's dripping pussy. He put my legs together and leaned forward. I yelped when my ass came off the bed and I was staring at my feet directly over my face. Jon was now so deep I couldn't help but scream every time he slammed down into me. I had never been fucked this hard! I tried to say his name, but all that came out was more yelping.
Jon was drawing his cock out to just the tip then driving his entire length into my grateful pussy. I could feel his balls slamming into my ass and I began playing with my tits, cupping my breasts and twisting my nipples, giving him a show as he fucked his mother relentlessly.
Jon was starting to moan at the end of each thrust and I was about to tell him to go ahead and cum again, fill my pussy with his hot load. Then we could shower together, catch a nap and start all over. Then...
Jon stopped fucking me and sliding down onto the bed placed his hands on the backs of my thighs and buried his face in my sopping pussy.
"Jon!" I cried, "Oh...Oh yes!" I screamed as his tongue plunged inside me.
Jon swirled his tongue around and I groaned at the feeling of him sucking the juices from my pussy. He slipped his tongue from inside and licked the length of my pussy, moving his tongue back and forth between my soft wet lips.
"God, yes." I moaned when his tongue circled my once again yearning clit, "Oh honey!"
Jon sucked my clit into his mouth hard enough to make me gasp, and then caused me to release a loud squeal when he drove two fingers hard into my pussy. He began thrusting them while sucking my clit hard enough to make his lips smack. With my legs bent up, I was wide open for my son and he wasn't licking my pussy, he was devouring it!
"Yeah, baby!" I panted, my fingers busy on my nipples, "Suck mommy's pussy! Suck her clit, make her cum again! Ohh..." I groaned when to my surprise he slid a third finger inside of me, stretching me open. "Look...look at you being so bad to me!"
"My mother's a bad girl." He said from between my thighs, "And I love it!"
I moaned when he thrust his three fingers deep inside and resumed sucking my clit. I was already getting close again and desperately wanted to cum so I could get that big cock back inside me. My legs being up was making it harder to cum and as I wiggled around in his face and twisted my nipples, I called out, "Put a finger in my ass, baby! Feel how tight mommy's ass is!"
With no hesitation, Jon slipped a finger into my ass and I went off like a rocket. I screamed over and over again, not caring at all that the neighbors might be able to hear me. My hips were rocking and my legs were straining against Jon, trying to straighten, but he was a strong young man and he didn't budge an inch as I pushed against him. His fingers were continuing to plunge inside my convulsing pussy and I whimpered each time they contracted around them.
My orgasm was still flowing through me, when Jon stopped sucking and quickly getting to his knees plunged his cock into me again.
"Oh!" I moaned, "I...I was still...oh, honey!"
Jon had placed his thumb on my clit and was rubbing it hard and fast as his cock drove into my quivering slit. I threw my head back and cried out as another, smaller, but damn strong orgasm crashed through me. Jon moaned loudly as my hot pussy convulsed around his cock, squeezing it and pumping it as he fucked me through my third orgasm in a half hour.
I released a pathetic sounding whimper and felt a warm wet wave of fluid flow through my pussy. Jon cried out and I could feel a stream of sticky fluid squirt past his cock and onto his thighs and stomach.
"Oh...I...oh, Jon." I moaned and went limp on the bed.
Jon continued to pound away, mercilessly fucking his all but helpless mother. I lay there barely moving as he repeatedly thrust into my oozing pussy. The room was spinning and I couldn't remember ever being this weakened by my orgasms. I felt as if I was sex drunk and Jon was still going, fucking me hard and fast.
He surprised m yet again by shoving legs to the side, causing me to roll over onto my side. Jon gave me a gentle shove onto my stomach and with a thrill I forced myself to over, pulling my knees up under me and putting my ass in the air for him. Jon grabbed my hips and slammed his cock into me so hard I would have fallen forward had he not been holding me tightly.
"Oh fuck yeah!" I called out, "My God are you fucking your mother hard!"
"That's because I want to keep fucking you!" He gasped behind me as he continued to slam his cock into me. "I want to show you how hard I can fuck you and how I can make you cum! I want you to keep wanting me mom, I want to fuck you again and again!"
"You will, baby!" I moaned, "You will! You can have my pussy anytime you want it, just promise me you'll always fuck me this good!"
"I will!" he grabbed my shoulders and pulled me up by my arms so I was kneeling in front of him.
His cock was now slamming straight up into me and as he held me up, I began egging him on to fuck me even harder, "That's right, this is your pussy baby, your pussy! And its your mouth and they're your tits! Your mother's body is yours, honey, all yours! I...you keep giving it to me this good, I...I'll even let you fuck my ass sometime!"
At that Jon gasped and I felt his cock twitch.
"You like that idea?" I moaned, "You want that big dick in my ass? You want to make mommy squeal?"
I grabbed his hands and pulled them around me. I placed them on my tits so he was holding me up against him and playing with them.



"Dirty boy wanting mommy's ass, but I will, honey! You make me cum hard a couple of times and I'll bend right over and you can have it! You can take me honey; you can have all of me any time, any position! You can treat me like your fucking whore!"
Jon was moaning steadily and I could feel his hands shaking on my tits and his cock was jerking inside me. I was out of control, talking like a goddamn whore and didn't care. I just loved fueling his fire and my own.
"Think about it baby! How many sons can say their mother sucked their dick? How many boys can give it to their mother in the ass? How many can cum in their mommy's mouth or pussy? All over their tits? Oh, honey the fun we'll have! You're going to fuck me in the shower, hell you're going to sneak out with me late at night and fuck me in the pool! We'll..."
"Oh fuck!" Jon cried out in my ear and I followed suit as his cock erupted, shooting a long hot stream of cum deep inside my pussy.
"Oh, honey!" I cooed, "Oh that feels so good!"
Jon slowed down his thrusts, but kept going, each pump ending in another squirt of cum. We both whimpered and moaned as Jon painted his mother's pussy with his hot fluid. When he was finished he let me go and I fell forward onto the bed. I lay there on my stomach, my heart pounding and my body limp.
Jon groaned and lay on his back next to me, his eyes closed and his breath coming in ragged gasps. We lay there silently and after a few minutes, I rolled over onto my side next to him and put my arm around his waist. I kissed his cheek and whispered, "Honey that was intense. I never came that hard before."
"Really?" He asked, "I wanted to make you happy."
"You did, three times." I laughed, "Goddamn. I...wow."
"They were right." He said softly. "I thought Tommy was sick, mom. But he was right. I've never wanted a woman so bad and...you're so beautiful and felt so good." He laughed, "You can really suck cock too!"
"Thank you. I'll have to wait for you to take your time on me though. Next time go slow and I'll let you know what I think of how you eat pussy."
"Okay, well practice makes perfect." He said.
"I think I'll let you practice everything."
Jon slid his arm around my shoulders and pulled me closer to him.
"I'm tired." He sighed.
"Me too. How about a nap and that shower?"
"Sounds good." He turned his head and gave me a soft sweet kiss on the lips, "Love you mom, I really do and even though we were kind of...raunchy I really felt that you loved me. Kind of weird."
"You're right. I felt it too and it is weird. Maybe Cynthia was right. It's closer to the surface then people think. Maybe all mothers and sons would like it if they tried."
"I'm glad we did." He said, "Every mom should do their son that could be a hallmark card, no?"
"Um, no." I laughed and closed my eyes, "Get some sleep baby, you're going to be a busy boy later on."
"Man, I'm going to complain to all the guys at school my mom works me like a dog."
"Just don't tell them it's while you're fucking her doggy style."
Jon gave a tired laugh, followed by a yawn. Giving me another of those amazing sweet kisses he said, "I'm going to sleep." He winked, "Sweet dreams mom."
"Wet ones anyway." I replied and nuzzling into his chest, draped my leg over his and with a sigh fell asleep.
I woke up and looking at the clock saw it was only four in the afternoon. We still had the entire night in front of us! Jon was still sleeping and I smiled as I took in his peaceful features. My mind then drifted to even more pleasant things such as the feeling of my bare breasts pressed against his side and my leg over his. My pussy was against his thigh and I had to resist the urge to grind my hips.
For now I would let him sleep. We hadn't even bothered with the sheet and I stared longingly at his semi hard cock. As I licked my lips I decided if I didn't doze back off or he didn't wake up soon, I would wake him up by taking him into my mouth, then slide up on top of him. I mean isn't that how all mothers wake their sons?
I thought of Cynthia and carefully rolling over onto my back, grabbed my cell from the nightstand. Sliding back close to Jon, I raised it over us and snapped a picture of us in bed together naked, my breasts plainly visible in the picture. I sent it to her in a text with the message.
"You were right"
A moment later I received a text back.
"You dirty bitch! LOL! I told you! Goddamn hot wasn't it?"
"I have to say I can't think of anything that could be hotter. Every mother should do it!"
I narrowed my eyes at her reply. "I can think of one thing hotter."
"What's that?" I typed back.
"Well...now that you know about us and you guys are together, I would think there would be nothing hotter than the four of us doing it!"
I stared at the phone my eyes wide with shock. But even as I tried to say that was nuts the images began to flood into my mind. Cynthia with Tommy then them watching us. Or an even more taboo image; Cynthia sucking first Tommy, then Jon.
My son and her son fucking her; a cock in each end, then the two of them taking me. I blinked; I was out of control, now I knew how she felt. That thought would be one I wouldn't share.
The phone beeped in my hand and as I read her text, I realized that as always she was way ahead of me.
"After all, shouldn't every mom share her son? See you tomorrow night. Enjoy your boy!"
*****
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With a sigh of resignation, I put the last of my clothes in the suitcase and zipped it up. I put it on the floor next to the smaller one that contained some books, I-pod and Samsung tablet. All the things I could think of to try to keep me sane for the two weeks I was getting pawned off on my grandparents.
This was ridiculous. I had just come home from my freshmen year of college two thousand miles from here where I was responsible to take care of myself, but couldn't stay home while my parents went on their annual summer cruise.
I'd pled my case to my parents both together and separately, but kept getting the same answer; two weeks was too long for a nineteen year old to be alone. My claims of independence at school were met with laughs and I was told I lived in a dorm room surrounded by other people and had teachers and RA's watching over me.
I know this translated into they were afraid the two weeks would be a stream of friends and girls in and out. I most likely would have some friends over, but it would be my best friend Mark and maybe a couple of more to play the new Call of Duty, not a frat party. As for girls? I'd spent the last eight months in another state and all the girls I'd known back here had either moved onto college or had boyfriends.
But seeing I broke up with Chelsea two months before the semester ended I would be scoping out some fun this summer. Fun was all it would be, I had no desire for a long term relationship as in two months I would be heading back to California for my sophomore year. I looked up at a knock on the door, "Hey Steve, you decent?"
"Yeah, mom," I answered, "Come on in."
Mom came in and as she had done every time she saw me since I came back two weeks ago, came over and hugged me.
"I missed you, so much!"
"I missed you too, mom" I laughed.
"Not the same, you going off to school is a new start for you, for me, it's the end of my son needing me."
"I'll always need you, mom" I assured her.
"Good answer." She winked, "Especially seeing I may have just proved my usefulness."
"What do you mean?" I asked, noticing the grin on her face.
"So..." she looked down at my suit cases, "You about ready to leave?"
"Yes," I rolled my eyes, "I know, I'm leaving before you guys do." I gave it one more shot, "Do I really have to go, mom? I'll be fine here and I'll make sure I visit grandma and grandpa and they can call or stop by anytime, I won't be..."
"You want to stay home alone?" She tapped her chin, "I would think you'd be excited to be staying with Mark for two weeks, figured you guys would have a lot of fun catching up and hanging out all that time."
"Yeah, I...wait, what?" I couldn't believe what I'd just heard, "Mark's?"
"Yes, Mark's," Mom laughed.
"Wow, thanks, mom!" I gave her a hug, this one much more enthusiastic, "Not that I don't like my grandparents, but you know..."
"Well don't thank just me," she said, "You'd mentioned Mark's, but I didn't want to impose, but I guess he said something to his mother and Melanie called me last night and said she would love to have you stay."
"Fantastic!" My smile broadened and I'm sure mom just thought it was because of staying with my best friend.
That was a big part of it, but the mention of Mark's mother, Melanie, had me excited for another reason. I hadn't seen her in close to a year and missed being around the woman who'd inspired my wet dreams from the first time I'd met her back when I was a freshmen in high school. Damn she was hot and the thought of not only seeing her again, but spending two weeks checking her out whenever she or Mark wasn't looking was icing on the cake.
"Couple of things though." Mom said.
"Sure, what are they?" at this point I'd agree to anything.
"One, you swing by and visit your grandparents, both sets, they miss you too."
"No problem." Visits I could handle.
"Two, make sure you thank Melanie, its very gracious of her, she wouldn't even let me give her any money to get you guys pizza or buy extra food or anything."
"I will thank her the second I get there." I promised, thinking I was now looking forward to seeing her as much as Mark.
"Last one, you know Mark's parents got divorced a few months ago and he works and goes to school. You're pretty handy so if Melanie needs anything taken care of around the house, help her out."
I recalled how upset Mark had been on the phone when I spoke to him during the divorce and he had mentioned his mother had been moping around the house for months. On that note I figured there was more than just the house not getting taken care of and right there in front of my mother found myself wishing she'd ask me to help her out with that.
"Steve?"
"Oh," I grinned at her as she cut into my waking fantasy, "Count on it, mom, I'd do anything for Mark's mom."
*****
I pulled into the driveway at Mark's house and called him from the car to let him know I was here.
"Hey, buddy!" He chirped into the phone, "What's up?"
"Downstairs, man. Just pulled in."
"Oh, good timing! I'm just getting us into a group for Call of Duty, so grab your bags and come on up!"
"Okay, but give me a minute I want to tell your mom thanks before I head up and get lost in the game."
"Sure, she's in the back planting flowers, I think."
I got out of the car, and after grabbing just the smaller bag for now, walked through the fence and into the back yard. As I did I noticed the door that used to be there had broken off its hinges and was leaning against the fence.
I saw the hinges were still there, just bent. That would be my first project. A couple of minutes with a hammer and some knew screws and it would be as good as new. I walked through the side yard around the back, noting a couple of spots where the fence needed to be fixed and the deck could use painting.
I was starting to make a list in my head of a few things I would need down at Home Depot, when I turned the corner of the house and saw Melanie in the garden and totally lost my train of thought.
Mark's mother was on her knees facing away from me and my eyes locked onto her ass. Melanie was wearing a pair of tight denim cut offs that were not only short, but with her bent over had ridden up higher.
I could see the sweet curve of her ass cheeks and watched as she wiggled it back and forth while digging at something in the garden. I stood rooted to the spot, my eyes moving back and forth with her ass as if I were being hypnotized.
She stopped moving and my eyes wandered down to the backs of her supple, tanned thighs and calves. Melanie sat up on her knees and reaching up, fumbled with her black hair that she had pinned up due to the heat.
Melanie was wearing a tight white tank top that was low cut in the back and seeing the sweat slicked smooth skin of her back all my teenage fantasies came back as if they had never left.
I remembered countless nights of sleeping over and sitting on the floor of the living room watching movies or playing video games while sneaking furtive glances at Melanie as she lay on the couch watching TV with us or reading.
She never dressed slutty, but had no issue with wearing shorts that stressed the word short or the little dresses she would wear when she went to sit by beach and would leave on when she came home.
Melanie was a dance instructor and had the legs to go along with it. My eyes would run up and down those legs imagining my tongue doing the same. At night when I knew Mark was sleeping I would slip into the bathroom and jerk off thinking of those legs, as well as her lips, wrapped around me.
I hadn't seen Melanie in close to a year and while at school my fantasies had turned towards the numerous hot young coeds I saw every day, but after less than five minutes of staring at her ass, I was reminded of why she'd been my go to fantasy from day one.
Melanie finished messing with her hair and started to lean over to attack the flower bed, when I cleared my throat, "Mrs. Kennedy?"
She glanced over her shoulder and flashed me a huge smile, "Steven!"
She quickly got to her feet, and turning around came over and threw her arms around me, "It's so good to see you!"
"You too" I dropped my bag so I could give her a proper hug and thought it was already damn good to see her.
She was hugging me pretty hard and I was aware of her breasts pressing into me. I turned my head slightly and found myself staring at the skin of her exposed neck. As she held me I had the crazy desire to kiss her neck as I'd thought about doing so many times before. Man, I better find someone to spend some time with soon. A simple hug from a woman who saw me as nothing more than her son's best friend and I was thinking about making out with her.
Melanie released me from her embrace, but keeping her hands on my shoulders, smiled, "I'm so glad your back, Mark's missed you."
"Yeah, I'm looking forward to hanging out with him this summer." I replied, "Thank you so much for letting me stay here, Mrs..."
"Oh, please, its Melanie, you're not a little kid anymore." She paused and sliding her hands down to my biceps gave them a squeeze, "Not a little boy at all!" her eyes dropped and gave me a look up and down, "Wow, Steven you've filled out a lot in a year! You playing football out there?"
"Riding the bench mostly," I grinned ruefully, "But I might be able to start next year," I looked at her hand which was still on my arm. Her slender fingers with their long red nails looked damn good there. She was still squeezing and wanting to impress her I continued, "But since I'm on the team I get to use their gym all the time and I'm trying to get in better shape for next season."
"Well you're on your way." She nodded, "You've come a long way the last couple of years, you used to be so skinny."
"Gee thanks, I guess."
"Aw, I'm just teasing," she looked up at me, her big brown eyes twinkling, "Haven't been able to tease you in awhile. As for staying here? When Mark said you were going with your grandparents I called your mom right away and told her I would love to have you!" she winked, "Mark's pretty happy too."
"I...what?" That sounded like outright flirting.
"Besides, I still feel bad I missed your going away party."
"Oh, that's okay, you had to work."
"Yeah, work." She sighed, "Actually seeing as how we're divorced now I'll tell you where I was that day. I was following Mark's prick father. He figured I would be at the party." She shook her head, "Turns out I showed up at the motel for his little party."
"I'm sorry, Mrs...I mean, Melanie."
"I'm not." She laughed, "Life's a lot better without worrying about what that jerk's doing."
"Good to hear you're happy." I told her.
"Not completely, I have been missing out on some things," she paused, "There are definitely some things around here that have been neglected."
"Oh, don't worry," I tapped my chest, "I've already spotted a couple of things I can fix and while I'm here if you need anything taken care of you just let me know."
"Oh, I will." She said, an odd look on her face, "Trust me there's a couple of things here that could use a man's touch."
She was still holding my arms and her gaze returned to my shoulders and chest. Was she really checking me out? Most likely not, but seeing she wasn't looking at my face, I took the time to give her a good up and down of my own.
Melanie was on the all side, I was five ten and she was close to looking me in the eye. She certainly had the body of a dancer, a slim, well toned body with legs to die for and a sweet firm little ass.
Melanie wasn't big on top, but her small perky tits were well proportioned to the rest of her slender build. Her black hair, when it was down, was long matched her wide expressive brown eyes.
Like her body, her face defied her forty plus years and I found it hard to believe that according to Mark she had been alone since the divorce a few months ago. Must be by choice because I'm sure anywhere she went she received plenty of attention.
My eyes lingered on Melanie's chest which although small, was flattered by the tight little white top. She was wearing a white bra beneath and must have been watering the flowers at some point because the shirt was wet and I could just make out the faint shadow of the darker skin surrounding her nipples.
"Well, I'll tell you what," She spoke, causing me to look up and see she was staring at me. How long had she been watching? Had she caught me looking at her tits? "Part of why I was so upset I missed your party was I had a very special gift for you."
"You didn't have to get me anything." I told her, "I hope you did something else with it."
She laughed, "Nope, I haven't done anything with it, trust me, But I felt bad because it was the perfect going away present, something to remember your best friend's mom by." Finally releasing my arms she crossed hers under her breasts and said, "But seeing you're back for awhile I think it might still be a pretty good gift."
"Cool!" I nodded, "What is it?"
"I'll give it to you later," she said, "I have to wrap it up pretty for you, but don't worry, Steven, you'll get it and soon." She shrugged, "I just hope you like it."
"I'm sure I will." I assured her, "I love unwrapping presents."
"Good, because un-wrapping this one is actually part of the gift."
"Hey!"
We both looked up to see Mark poking his head out the window, "You come here to hang around with me or my mom?"
"Well, your mom is a lot prettier!" I called out, busting his chops.
"Stop schmoozing, Romeo, and get your ass up here."
"Go on," Melanie nodded towards the house, "Mark's been excited about that new game all week. You and I will talk later."
"Sure." I picked up my bag and with a grin asked, "When do I get my present?"
"Whenever you come looking for it." She replied.
"What do you...?" I trailed off when she simply turned away and dropping back to her knees bent over and picking up the small hoe resumed digging in the flower bed.
I took one last look at her ass and turning around headed for the back door wondering what she had for me.
"Fuck!" Mark yelled, "Watch out for that..."
"Goddamn it!" I exclaimed while watching our guys get blown up in their jeep, "How the hell did he still have anything left in that tank?"
"Maybe he found ammo." He sighed, disgustedly putting his controller down and taking a swig of Mountain Dew, "That's the third time these pricks beat us."
"No, kidding, what the hell are they, professional mercenaries?" I removed my headset not caring if the clowns we were playing heard me or not.
"Nah, he said they just have no lives." Mark laughed listening to them talk on his headset, "They want to know if we want to play together with them in a four on four."
"Yeah sure." I said, "But I need to take a leak and give my eyes a couple of minutes off."
"Sure, just give us a few." Mark said, then leaning back in the old car seat he had gotten at the scrap yard and used as a gaming chair started playing a solo game.
"Man, don't you ever get tired of that?" I stood and cracked my back.
"What else have I got going on right now? Debbie ditched me two weeks ago."
"Because you play with that more than you played with her." I laughed.
"Yeah well this is more responsive," he replied causing me to laugh harder. "It's easier to turn on and best of all I can shut it off when I'm done."
"Get it to suck your cock and your golden." I told him.
"I'm sure there will be some Japanese blow job app coming soon." He grinned, then seeing me heading for the door said, "Hey, put a damn shirt on, my mom might still be up."
"It's after eleven; she never stays up late," I told him, "Besides, who cares? I'm a kid to her she doesn't care."
"It's called respect, dingbat." He frowned, "You're still in your damn boxers, dude at least put pants on."
"Oh, shit" I laughed, "I'm so used to living in a dorm with all guys I wasn't thinking."
I slipped a pair of shorts on and grabbed a t-shirt donning it as I headed for the door, "Better, now? I know you said your mom hasn't seen a man in awhile so I guess I shouldn't tease her with all this."
"Even if she looked at you she still wouldn't have seen a man." He smirked, "Now go piss and get back here, these guys are pretty good so maybe we can win some games with them."
"Yeah, winning would be nice." I muttered as I closed his door behind me.
I made my way down the hall which was lit by one of those small lights that plug into a wall socket and entered the bathroom. Turning on the light I used the bathroom, remembering to put the seat down when I was done so I wouldn't get yelled at like I did at home. I washed my hands and splashed some cold water on my face to try to wake up, it was only eleven thirty, but we'd been playing X-box for six straight hours.
I looked closely at my blue eyes, noticing they were getting red from staring at the screen too long. Ducking my head I let the cool water soak into my short blond hair, then toweled off. Feeling a little more awake, I took a deep breath and prepared myself for at least another couple of hours of mindless video game mayhem.
I'd noticed a light on under Melanie's door, but still tried to move as quietly as possible. Not that Mark's yelling hadn't been loud enough to keep her up, but I was trying to be respectful. I had just about reached the door when it opened and Melanie came out, not seeing me she turned to head for the bathroom and almost walked into me.
"Sorry!" I said, taking a step back, "I..."
Whatever I was going to say was forgotten when I saw what she was wearing. The expression not wearing might have been more appropriate. All Melanie had on was a white men's dress shirt that was wide open and advertising she had nothing on beneath except a pair of flimsy white panties. The sides of the shirt had moved as she turned and for a split second I was confronted with the sight of her bare right breast.
My eyes fixed on her hard rosy nipple poking out from the middle of the most perfectly round tit I'd ever seen. Melanie flinched back, pulling the shirt over her breast, but to my surprise didn't pull it all the way closed; instead she held it just over her nipple. The inner half of both her tits was exposed and even though I knew I should look away, my eyes wouldn't move.
The look was incredibly sexy, one half of her firm round breasts exposed from beneath the white fabric and her smooth flat stomach on display. Unable to help it, my gaze dropped between her legs to stare at the panties which were transparent except for a small patch of lace directly over her pussy.
"Hey, Steven," she said softly, "I was wondering if you were ever going to come out here."
"Um, sorry." I muttered, tearing my gaze from the white panties that looked even more amazing framed between her tanned, well toned thighs. "I...I was just heading back to..."
"What's your hurry, honey?" She asked, "Or would you rather look at video games than me?"
"I..." I swallowed nervously, "Well, you're kind of ..." I tried to find the word, "Undressed."
"Undressed?" she raised her eyebrow, "I was going to say my tits are hanging out."
"What?"
"Are you deaf or just nervous?" She put her arm up along the doorway and I gasped when the shirt moved away from her left breast.
I stared at it for a moment, but somehow managed to pull my eyes away and look down at the floor. "I, um, I should really be getting back to Mark, Mrs..."



"Yeah, I suppose you should, seeing he's still up, but I thought you'd at least want to get a good look at your present."
"My present?"
I risked a peek and saw that she had lowered her arm and was now leaning against the doorway with her arms crossed just under her still partially bare breasts. Her tits no longer being on display gave my eyes a reason to make it upwards and I was surprised to see she was wearing makeup, her full lips were painted a deep red and her eyes done up as well. Her long hair was down and she looked more beautiful than any of the coeds I'd chased back at school.
"I told you I had something special for you, Steven." She gave me a smile that caused my cock to swell in my shorts, "It would have been the perfect going away present no?"
"W...wait, you...you..."
"Aw, look at how nervous you are!" she chuckled, "And I'm sure you've had some fun at college, what would you have been like last year?"
"I...are you saying you were going to..."
"Fuck you." She finished, looking me straight in the eye. "Yes, Steven I was going to fuck you. I'd found out John was cheating and I wanted payback. I knew you stared at me all the time. I knew you thought about me, jerked off to me and I was going to get you alone after your party and send you off with a smile on your face and one hell of a hot memory."
"Goddamn." I whispered, was she joking? No, if she wouldn't she have shown me her tits?" Oh my god! My mind raced, my best friend's mother wanted to fuck me!
"That's all you can say?" she winked, "Cat got your tongue, Steven? Or maybe you're thinking about my tongue?"
"M...Melanie, we...we can't!"
"Of course we can."
"What about Mark?"
"What about him? I don't plan on telling him, do you?"
"No, I mean, I...are you serious?"
"I wouldn't be flashing my tits at you if I wasn't" she repeated my thoughts, "I meant what I said out there, Steven, there's things in this house in sore need of attention. These tits," She let her arms fall and gave me a quick flash before letting the shirt fall over them again.
"They're...damn." I said, feeling like a fool, but I couldn't think of anything else to say.
"And my poor little pussy." Melanie emphasized her words by running hand down across her stomach and over the lace panties.
She released a soft moan that caused my now fully erect cock to twitch, "Hmm, it's been too long since my pussy purred." She stroked her pussy through the panties several times before reaching up and taking my chin in her hand, "Do you want to make me purr, Steven?"
"You really want me to?"
"Oh, yes. I've tried to be good, tried not to go with guys just because I need it and tried to be a good mom and worry about bringing new guys around Mark, but I'm horny Steven, I'm really horny and I don't want some guy my age, if I'm going to fuck just to fuck it's going to be with a nice hot young stud like you."
Reaching around, she ran her fingers through my hair and pulled my face forward so her mouth was inches from my ear.
"Can you do that, Steven? Can you fuck Mark's mom the way you dreamt about all those nights you slept over here? Can you lick my pussy and make me cum? You want to watch me suck your dick until you cum in my face?"
"Jesus." I said softly.
"Because I will, I'll get on my knees and blow you the way those girls at school haven't learned how to yet. You ready for that Steven, you ready to fuck a real woman?"
Was this really happening? Part of me was waiting to wake up in the small twin bed Mark had set up for me in his room with a raging hard on. Another nasty dream about Melanie, the red hot milf. But her hand in my hair felt real and so did her hot breath on my neck.
"I've been waiting for you Steven. I told myself the next time I saw you I would do what I wanted to do last year and now here you are in my house looking damn good, better than ever, and honey, I want to take you for a long hard ride. That is if you want to?"
Her lips pressed against my neck and I heard a pathetic whimpering sound and blushed when I realized it was coming from me.
"Ohh, I like that." She purred, "That just from a kiss? What are you going to sound like when you cum in my mouth?"
"I don't know." I said, against feeling like a fool.
"Well, let's find out." She leaned back and grabbing her shirt made as if she were going to flash me, but stopped, "Tell me what you want."
I looked over her shoulder at Mark's door, then whispered, "Melanie can I see your...tits?"
"Just see them? You don't want to suck on them? You don't want to play with them, maybe even cum on them?"
Say yes, idiot! I started to speak then jumped when Mark's bedroom door swung open. It had a loud creak to it and as soon as it emitted that annoying sound, Melanie stepped back into her doorway so she wouldn't be visible from his doorway.
"Steve, what the hell is going on? Those guys are waiting for us!" he frowned when he saw me standing near Melanie's bedroom, "What are you doing?'
"Oh, I'm just talking to your mom." I replied.
"No," she whispered, "You were staring at his mother's tits."
She opened the shirt, flashing me a quick glimpse and opening her mouth, wagged her tongue provocatively at me. She closed the shirt and smiled at my effort to maintain a neutral expression on my face as Mark spoke.
"Talk to her tomorrow, we..."
"It's my fault Mark." Melanie responded as she quickly buttoned the shirt, leaning out into the hallway she continued, "I was up and caught Steven to talk about some things I need taken care of."
"Oh, okay, well I'll just cancel the game."
"No, he'll be in a minute." She gave me a wink, "It's not like he can take care of anything right this minute, but I wanted him to know what I needed done."
"I'll tell them a couple of minutes then."
"No I'm all set, Steven knows what I want, you guys play your game, but Mark?"
"What Mom?"
"Shut it down at midnight."
"What? It's Friday night!"
"And you have the morning shift tomorrow and I'm tired of listening to you yell, I need to get to bed." Another wink. "Tomorrow night I don't care, but tonight I want you in bed at midnight."
"Fine." Mark muttered and ducked into his room.
"And I expect you in my bed as soon as Mark's asleep." She reached down and caused me to gasp when she grabbed my cock and gave it a quick squeeze. "Hmm, I'm going to have to make sure I don't yell."
"Melanie, I...I don't know if we should do this."
Melanie stared at me and with a roll of her eyes said, "Guess I made a mistake, Steven. I thought you were a man, not a boy." She gave her hair a toss, "Fine you go back in there and play with your toys." Melanie sighed as she swung the door closed, "Guess I'll have to settle for playing with mine."
*****
I lay awake with my cock throbbing and my mind racing. For the tenth time since we'd shut the game off and gone to bed, I looked at the time on the cable box, twenty past midnight. Despite his bitching about having to go to bed, Mark had fallen asleep right away.
I knew this because he was snoring so loud I was going to have to put my headphones on to drown him out. Some things never changed, I thought as Mark made a noise as if he were sucking the damn sheet into his mouth.
Some things did change however, like my best friend's mother acting like an overheated cougar, point blank telling me she wanted to fuck me. After playing another hour of Call of Duty so poorly Mark quit and switched to playing by himself while I sat and stared at the TV thinking about all the dirty things his mother, his fucking topless mother, had promised me. There was no way in hell she was kidding and I kept telling myself to get my ass out of bed and go take the ride of a lifetime.
But Mark was right next to me and I felt like an asshole. More than that, I had come to terms with the fact I was nervous. I'd been with a few girls, but Melanie had said it, they were girls, no more experience than I had, Mark's mom was an older woman with years of experience and apparently a lot of pent up frustration. I'd whimpered like a baby from just her kissing me. Then again she seemed to like that and would probably be fine with taking charge and get a thrill out of blowing my mind amongst other things.
But here I was still laying there with my cock saying yes and my mind saying I shouldn't or maybe I couldn't. The mind was obviously winning seeing I was still there. I closed my eyes and told myself to stay where I was. If my cock didn't settle down, I'd jerk off to what could have been and go to sleep. Melanie seemed as if she were leaving the ball in my court and if I didn't show up that would be it.
With a sigh, I slid my hand under the covers, planning on stroking it to calm down. I wondered if Melanie would be mad at me, then with a frown it occurred to me I might have hurt her feelings. She had a husband cheat on her and now with me turning her down maybe she would feel worse than before.
Stop justifying, I told myself. I was going to do the right thing and stay where I was. In fact I wasn't even going to jerk off to her, I was just going to try to forget this and go to sleep. I brought my hand from beneath the sheet and folding my arms across my stomach got my mind to stop spinning and in a few minutes began to drift into sleep.
My eyes flew open at the sound of a faint creek. I turned my head and narrowing my eyes looked around the room. There was a street light directly outside of the window over my bed that even through the blinds through a dim glow. Beyond that circle of light I couldn't see anything. I shrugged into the bed, must have been dreaming. I had begun to close my eyes when a movement to my left caused me to turn my head.
I released a startled gasp when I saw Melanie standing next to the bed. She was wearing a short white robe tied loosely enough to show a good portion of her breasts and still wearing makeup. I started to say something, but she put her finger to my lips and getting on her knees next to the bed, placed her lips to my ear, "Shhh"
I jumped when I felt her hand on my chest then released a sharp breath as she slid her hand under the sheet and down my stomach. She grabbed my cock through my boxers and placed her other hand over my mouth just in time to stifle my groan as she stroked it through the cotton material.
"Hmm someone's hard." Even though her lips were against my ear, I could barely hear her.
Her hand slid along the length of my cock and my body tensed when I felt her fingers slide into my boxers. Panicked, I turned my head towards Mark, but he was still snoring as loud as ever.
"If he doesn't wake himself up, no one will." She said, then sighed, "Oh, that feels nice."
Fortunately she had her hand to my mouth or another loud moan would have escaped me as her hand wrapped around my now bare cock. My hips jerked when Melanie pumped my cock slowly under the sheet and I was breathing hard against her hand. Speaking of hard, my cock felt as if it were going to pop as her she jerked it. Melanie sighed in my ear as she stroked me and my hips moved in time with her slow strokes.
I should have been scared shitless, her sitting here playing with my cock with Mark sleeping not ten feet away, but all I could focus on was how fucking good her hand felt and how dirty it was that she was in here doing it.
"Damn, this is a nice cock." She purred, "So hard, so big"
I grunted then whimpered pathetically when she reached the tip of my now dripping prick and rubbed her palm across it. The head was like a raw nerve and I squirmed in the bed, moaning in my throat as she rubbed her hand across it.
"Let's get it nice and wet." She whispered.
She started stroking it again and it felt even better as her hand slid along my now slick cock.
"Feel good, baby?"
"Hmm-mm" I groaned into her palm.
"It does, but you could jerk yourself off couldn't you?"
Releasing my cock, Melanie stood up and after a quick glance towards Mark, lifted the sheet up, keeping her hand over my face, she leaned over the bed and putting her face over my cock opened her mouth wide. My eyes felt like they were going to bug out of my head as she made a show of wiggling her tongue just over the tip of my cock.
She lowered her mouth until it was around the head, but didn't touch me with her lips. Instead she breathed so I could feel her hot breath around my aching flesh. Looking at me she winked and let a long trail of spit ooze from her mouth and onto my cock.
Letting the sheet fall again, she resumed pumping my now very wet cock until my hips were thrusting and I was fighting to try to come. Melanie let my cock go and removing her hand stood up and with a playful smile shook her head.
She backed away from the bed and grabbing her robe, pulled it open. Unlike last time she didn't give me a quick peek, this time she held it open, letting me take a good long look at her perfect tits.
She let go of the robe and cupping her breasts, stroked her hard nipples with her thumbs. She then winked and sliding her hand down her stomach, opened her legs wider. I held back a moan when I saw she was no longer wearing panties. In the dim light all I could make out was the small patch of dark hair above her pussy and her fingers moving up and down.
Melanie closed the shirt and making a come here gesture with her finger, turned and vanished into the dark part of the room. I looked over at Mark, gave him a silent apology for what I was about to do and practically jumped out of the bed.
I grabbed my shorts off the floor in case I had to sneak back in the room later and quietly made my way across the room. Melanie had left his door partially open and slipping through I closed it behind me.
Knowing it creaked, I moved it barely an inch at a time, my hard cock throbbing between my legs as I forced myself to take my time with the door. I released a breath when I heard it click and turning made my way down the hallway to Melanie's room. The door was open and I could see the flickering of candles as I approached the doorway.
I entered and looked at the bed, expecting her to be on it, but didn't see her. I stepped into the room and jumped when I heard the door close behind me. I turned to see her standing there with a huge smile on her face.
"Well Steven, what a surprise," she laughed softly thumbing the lock. Then looking down at the bulge in my pants smiled, "Hmm, I thought I was supposed to give you a present."
"Oh, you are." I told her noticing she had tied the robe again, "Damn you're so fucking hot."
"I like that reaction. Can't get that from guys me age, well maybe, but they don't have that look in their eyes like you do." She licked her lips, "You look hungry, Steven, are you hungry?"
"Oh, yeah." I said taking a step towards her.
"Hmm-mm" she shook her head and gave me a playful push.
I stepped back and felt the bed hit the back of my legs. Melanie stepped up to me and grabbing the sides of my face startled me by pressing her lips hard against mine. I moaned into her fierce kiss as her mouth practically devoured mine.
I returned the kiss as best I could; enjoying the feeling of her soft lips as they worked back and forth along my mouth. Melanie released a whimper of her own that sent a thrill though me as she slipped her arms around my shoulders, pulling me into her.
I slipped my arms around her slender waist and kissed her harder. She moaned her approval as her hand slid up and down my back. My cock was pushing into stomach and it was all I could do not to move my hips and shove it into her. Instead I focused on her soft lips and the sexy moans she was emitting while kissing me.
Her mouth opened and her soft wet tongue pushed against my lips. I gladly accepted her tongue, meeting it with my own and moaning as they danced across each other.
Melanie playfully worked her tongue across the roof of my mouth as her lips continued to caress mine. Her hands slid to my sides, running up and down my arms. I worked my hand up her back and through her long black hair, until I was cradling her head and holding it to my lips. She eased back from me slightly and I started to lean into her, but stopped when I felt her hands on the sides of my boxers.
Melanie pushed them down and I moaned into her mouth when she grabbed my cock and stroked it. This time she got a handful of my oozing pre-cum right away and began pumping my slick cock faster than she had in Mark's room. I tried to focus on the kiss, but damn her hand felt good. Melanie broke the kiss and releasing my cock gave me another shove.
I fell into a sitting position on the bed and standing between my legs, Melanie handed me the end of the tie to her robe and smiled, "Tome to unwrap your present, Steven. My hand trembling with excitement, I tugged on the tie. The robe fell open exposing her naked body. Melanie quickly slipped the robe off her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor and raising her arms over her head said, "You like your present?"
"Melanie, you're...perfect." I whispered.
With her arms up, Melanie's small tits had risen to an even sexier angle and I marveled at how perfectly round they were. My eyes lingered on her rosy nipples which looked as hard as I was, before working my way down her soft flat stomach to lock onto the pink cleft of her pussy, between her amazing thighs.
Melanie lowered her arms and swinging her leg over mine sat down on my thigh. I gasped at the feeling of her hot and very wet pussy on my bare leg and putting her hands on my shoulders, she began to grind her hips, sliding her slick flesh up and down my leg.
"Feel that, Steven?" she moaned, "Feel how wet I am for you?" She grabbed my cock and squeezed it, "God I can't wait for this big hard dick to be inside me. Can you?"
"Hell, no!" I exclaimed.
"Hmm I love that! But you're going to have to because if you fuck me now you'll be making a sticky mess of my hot little pussy in two minutes."
"Sorry," I said, staring longingly at her breasts which were a foot from my face.
"Don't be, it means I get to suck you off first and you get to lick my pussy until I come for you, then you can fuck me long and hard!" she smiled down into my face and asked, "You like my tits, Steven?"
"I...I love them!"
"Then why aren't you sucking on them?"
I asked myself that same question, but before I could answer it, Melanie grabbed the back of my head and shoved my face into her left breast. I opened my mouth and eagerly sucked her hard nipple. Melanie moaned and digging her fingers into my hair, arched her back, shoving her tits deeper into my mouth. She grabbed my wrist and guiding my hand to her other tit, said, "This one's jealous!"
I gave her small breast a squeeze, marveling at how firm it was and enjoying the feeling of her hard nipple pressing in my palm. I slid my hand around caressing her nipple and she sighed resumed stroking my cock. This time she was going slowly and barely holding it, just lightly sliding her fingers up and down my throbbing shaft. I switched to sucking her other nipple and Melanie responded by moving her hips harder into my leg.
"That feels so good," she purred, "Look at you sucking my tits! You dream about these tits, Steven?"
"Hmm-mm" I moaned around her nipple.
"Dream about sucking them and cumming on them? You jerk off in my house thinking of doing what you are right now?"
"Oh, yeah."
"I knew you did. I knew you looked and I fucking loved it! I was worried you'd forget about me at school so I told myself when you came back I would make it so you'd never forget me. Good looking boy like you will have lots of girls, but I want to be your first real woman."
She paused and moaned when I released her nipple from my mouth and taking her nipples between my fingers leaned into her neck and kissed the soft inviting skin just under her ear.



"That's nice." She sighed, "Really nice! Honey, I need this so fucking bad!"
I started kissing up and down her neck, but pulling my hair she moved my head back, "That's sweet, Steven, and you can take your time later or tomorrow or whenever, but right now, I need you to suck on my tits and make me cum!"
Later... tomorrow? Holy shit! She was going to let me fuck her again after tonight! Even as my lips found her nipple and I stroked the other, I imagined two full weeks of sneaking in here at night, or maybe even early when Mark had to work! Two weeks of this hot milf fucking me! Hell maybe all summer, goddamn she was right, what a gift!
Melanie put her hands back on my shoulders and swung her other leg up and pushed herself up so she was kneeling on my thighs. Her wet pussy slid along my cock and I moaned when she worked her hips, moving along the length of my shaft. My cock was sliding between her legs and I moaned and moved my hips, trying to slip inside her.
"Not yet," She moaned into my ear, "I told you, you're not fucking me until you can give it to me long and hard."
She moved back and released a low groan when the tip of my cock came into contact with her swollen clit. She moved her hips in a circular motion, grinding my cock into her hard button and whimpering in my ear. I continued to suck on her tits, going from one to the other, but my legs were trembling and my cock aching with desire to plunge inside her hot pussy.
"Keep sucking those tits, baby." She whispered, "They've been waiting for you, and so has this pussy." She raised her self higher so that my cock was no longer touching her, "Put your hand down, there, play with my hot little pussy."
I worked my right hand between her legs and released a sharp breath at how fucking wet her pussy was. I ran my fingers up and down through her soft lips and Melanie's moan directly in my ear was the sexiest thing I'd ever heard. My fingers came into contact with her clit and she purred, "Oh, honey, right there!"
I rubbed her clit in slow circles, enjoying her soft moans and the way her hips jerked into my fingers. Easing my fingers back I pushed and slowly eased my fingers inside her. Melanie's pussy wasn't just wet, but hot and damn tight. She sighed as my fingers sank deep into her moist flesh and I added a moan when her pussy contracted, squeezing my fingers. Envisioning my cock inside her, I worked my fingers in and out, slowly at first, then a little faster.
Melanie let her head rest on top of mine and moaned her approval as my fingers thrust into her. I placed my thumb on her clit causing her to cry out as my pressed on it and rubbed back and forth. I swirled my tongue teasingly around her nipple, making a show of licking it for her, while rolling the other gently between my fingers.
"Oh, fuck, oh look at you!" she moaned, "Look at you working my pussy and my tits! Taking good care of me! Hmmm, someone learned something's at school didn't they?"
"I want to make you feel good," I told her.
"That makes two of us," she laughed then yelped when I shoved my fingers so deep inside her my knuckles came into contact with her wet flesh. "I can't wait to see if you've learned how to lick pussy." She sighed, "That's after I show you how a real woman sucks cock, though, hope you don't mind."
"I...I think I'll let you." I laughed against her nipple.
"Good, because I've been thinking about sucking you dry since Mark told me you were coming home!"
Her words caused me to work her clit harder, selfishly wanting her to cum so I could get the incredible thrill of watching my best friend's mother suck my cock. Sensing my thoughts she laughed, "Oh, someone's looking forward to that isn't he?"
"Oh, yeah." I sucked her nipple hard into my mouth.
"So have I, Steven. I've dreamt of getting on my knees and making your eyes roll, of sucking your nice hard young cock and feeling you shoot a nice hot load down my throat!" she moaned began bouncing up and down, driving my fingers hard into her hot little box.
"Fuck, even when I was on the phone with your mother telling her it would be my pleasure to have you stay all I could think about was you in this bed fucking me!"
She was working herself up, moving her hips harder and faster, up and down and side to side, thrusting down into my fingers and pressing her clit against my thumb. Her fingers were in my hair pinning my face to her tit and I was loving every minute of it.
"Yeah, I hung up and had to come up here and get out my vibrator and shove it in my pussy thinking about this big cock of yours! Oh what a summer you're going to have!" she moaned, sending a thrill though me.
"You are going to fuck me anyway you want me! I'll ride you and get on my knees for you! You can fuck me doggy and cum all over my back, you can fuck me in the shower!" she started making little yelping noises in between her words, "Fuck, you take good enough care of me I might even let you fuck me in the ass before you go!"
I'd never fucked a girl in the ass before and thinking of the first one being Melanie caused my thumb to move as fast as I could and shove my fingers in deep and hard. Her thigh was sliding along my cock as she moved up and down and I swear I'd never been so hard in my life.
"You like that idea? You getting hard thinking about slamming your big dick in my tight little asshole? Bet none of your little college girls would let you do that! But I'll let you! All you have to do is take good care of my pussy all summer long and make that your going away present! I'll...Oh, fuck!"
Melanie called out, then lowering her head against mine released a long loud moan as her pussy convulsed around my thrusting fingers. She grabbed my shoulders and dug her nails in as she came on my hand and tried to hold back her cried of pleasure.
"Oh, oh keep moving your thumb!" she groaned, "I'm cumming so fucking hard, don't stop..." Her words turned into a series of sharp little hiccup like noises as she ground her hips in a circular motion and her pussy continued to squeeze my fingers. She was getting even wetter and I could hear my fingers sliding out of her pussy.
Melanie let loose with a long high pitched whimper in my ear and slumped against me, breathing hard and moaning, "Oh damn, oh I needed that."
I slid my fingers from inside her and sliding my hands down her back gave her firm little ass a hard squeeze.
"Hmm, you like that ass? I bet you'll love seeing it in the air for you when you fuck me doggy style!" she sighed, her breath hot on my neck. "I can't wait for you to fuck me when Mark's not home so I can really scream for you."
"Me either."
Not clever, but all I had. At the moment I was still feeling as if I was in the middle of a wet dream. No way could Mark's mom be naked, kneeling on my legs, with her perky little tits in my face. If all that wasn't surreal enough, her next words were straight out of penthouse letter.
"Now seeing you made me come so hard, I think it's only fair I suck you off, now isn't it?"
Melanie slid off my legs and straight down to her knees. Taking my cock in her hand she slowly stroked it while licking her lips and smiling up at me.
"Hmm, I am going to enjoy this almost as much as you are." She blew teasingly on the head of my cock, "Damn I miss sucking cock, mind if I take my time?"
"You...you can do whatever you want." I told her, my heart pounding just from the close proximity of her mouth to my yearning dick.
"You are full of good answers, aren't you?" she giggled, "Or are you just going along with me because I'm about to blow you?"
My answer turned into a moan when Melanie stuck her tongue into the slit of my cock and came away with a trail of pre cum. She slurped it up and licked her lips, "That's so sweet," she whispered, "I can't wait to taste your cum."
I didn't even try to respond. Instead I moaned softly as Melanie ran her tongue around the head of my cock before working it slowly down the length of my shaft. She continued downward amd I gasped when she swirled her tongue across my balls.
She winked and gently sucked them into her mouth. She began sucking softly on them while pumping my cock in her now slick hand. I was breathing hard and my eyes felt as if they were going to pop from staring so hard. Melanie was true to her word, taking her time bathing my swollen balls with her tongue and lightly caressing my throbbing cock.
She worked her tongue back up to the tip and parting her lips wrapped them around the side of my cock and began working them along my shaft.
"Oh, damn." I groaned, watching her work my cock with her full soft lips
Melanie stopped moving and held her lips to my cock. I hesitated, but when she winked at me, I smiled and moved my hips, sliding my cock through her lips. Melanie moaned softly and I saw she was rocking back and forth, her hips grinding. She was getting wound up again just by teasing me!
Melanie removed her lips and sticking her tongue out slapped my hard cock against it. I moaned as she shook my aching dick back and forth, then cried out when she opened wide and took me deep into her hot wet mouth.
Holding my cock in her mouth she raised her hand to my face and put her finger to my lips. I nodded and she shook her head slowly back and forth. I whimpered at the sensation of her tongue working my shaft as she moved my cock around within the hot confines of her amazing mouth.
Melanie opened her mouth wider and slowly worked her lips until they were surrounding the base of my cock. I moaned loudly and as she had in the bedroom, She covered my mouth completely.
I felt like an idiot, but I'd never had my cock taken all the way before and she was holding it there effortlessly. Melanie's tongue slipped out and licked my balls sending a tremor through me before working my cock back to the tip.
She sucked hard and I could feel my pre cum squirting into her mouth. She moaned and her eyes rolled back. She leaned closer to me and her hard nipples pressed into my thighs as she swirled her tongue around the tip of my cock.
Releasing my mouth she used that hand to cup my balls and began bobbing her head along my cock. I released a long sigh as she settled into a slow steady rhythm taking my cock about halfway down each time.
I put my hand on her head and she moaned her approval as I began guiding her mouth along my cock. I sat there moaning and trembling while taking in the incredible sight of Mark's mother sucking my dick. She was moaning softly as she blew me, thoroughly enjoying me in her mouth. She began to move her head faster and was now following her lips with her fingers, stroking me as she sucked.
Her other hand was rubbing my balls and as much as I wanted to this to last forever I could feel my cock twitching and knew I wouldn't be able to hold back much longer. Melanie must have sensed it, or let's be honest the pathetic little sounds I was making probably gave it away, and releasing my cock she let a long string of spit drip from her mouth down my cock and said, "Someone's ready to come aren't they?"
"C...can I?"
She laughed, "Of course you can Stephen, trust me honey, I'm no tease! I'm glad you're ready because I want that cum, baby! Been a long time since I had a nice hot load in my mouth."
She stroked my now very wet cock and continued, "I'm going to suck you nice and hard and when you're ready just go ahead and cum, I'll take every drop," she winked, "Like every good girl should"
Melanie released my cock and balls and placing her hands on my thighs took me all the way down to the base of my shaft. As she did before she shook her head, swirling my cock around her mouth, but this time when she started sucking it was a lot faster than before. I moaned as true to her word, Melanie was sucking my cock like it was a race.
She was making wet gurgling sounds as she took my cock deep each time and her head moved faster and faster. I was moaning continuously and was now pulling her hair, but she didn't seem to mind.
Her eyes were closed and she was moaning and making sloppy wet sucking sounds as she once again let a glob of spit slide from her mouth and was rapidly slurping it up. My legs were shaking and I whimpered when I felt the cum racing through my shaft, I fought to hold back, trying to enjoy every minute of Melanie's incredible mouth.
I looked down at her with my cock buried so deep my balls were against her chin and had the thought that I was going to cum in Mark's mother's mouth. That thought, along with Melanie slipping her tongue out to caress my balls sent me over the edge. With a long moan, my cock erupted in her mouth and Melanie's eyes widened and she squealed around my cock.
She began bobbing her head, but only moving up and down a few inches, keeping my spurting cock deep in her mouth. I lost control and thrust my hips, fucking her mouth as she continued to suck down what felt like a huge load of cum. She began massaging my balls as I came and I swear I'd never cum so hard! Melanie's dark eyes were rolled back in her head and she was rocking back and forth her tits sliding against my thighs.
"Oh stop!" I moaned as my cock had nothing left to give and she was now slurping and licking my over sensitive head, "Please!" I gasped as she continued to suck causing me to squirm.
She removed my cock, smacking her lips and sighing, "Hmm that was so good!" she opened hr mouth to show me the cum still on her tongue then made a show of swallowing it, "All gone!" she laughed.
"Holy shit." I groaned.
"Better than your little college sluts?"
"Better than anything." I told her.
"Hmm, well you haven't felt my pussy yet." She grabbed my still hard cock and licked her lips, "But I think we'll fix that!"
Standing she pushed me hard enough that I fell onto my back on the bed with my legs hanging off the end. Melanie swung her legs onto the bed over my hips and sliding forward, grabbed my cock, guided it to her pussy and let her weight go. We both cried out as she impaled herself on my cock and I gasped at how hot, tight and fucking wet her pussy was.
"Oh, fuck yeah!" she groaned grinding her hips and moving me within her. "Just came and still fucking hard! Guy my age would need a half hour, but not you a young stud like you!"
All I could come up with was a groan of pleasure when Melanie moved her hips in a slow circular motion.
"Damn, that cock feels good." She purred.
Sitting back, Melanie continued working her hips and raising her arms over her head, took her long hair up with it. "How does your best friend's mom look riding you, baby?"
"Fucking unbelievable." I whispered, taking in her slender body and her perfect tits.
"Better than a video game?" she asked, cupping those tits and stroking her nipples for me.
Fuck she was hot! I put my hands on her hips and pushed and pulled as she moved, guiding her as she rode me. Melanie stopped moving back and forth and lifting herself from my cock, said, "Slide up on the bed, so I can really ride your big dick!"
I couldn't move fast enough; sliding up onto the bed so my head was on the pillow. Melanie slid back up over me and this time when she slipped my cock inside her began bouncing up and down. I moaned as she moved faster, slamming herself down onto me.
Melanie yelped and when I reached up and put my hand over her mouth laughed into it. She continued to buck up and down on my cock and I shifted my eyes from her tits to the even better visual of my cock disappearing into her pink pussy as she rode me.
Melanie leaned over, bracing her hands on either side of me and lowering herself, slid her nipples teasingly across my lips. I stuck my tongue out and she moaned as she worked her nipples back and forth across my rigid tongue. She pressed her left tit against my lips and I opened wide, sucking as much of it into my mouth as it could.
Melanie sighed and continued to work her hips, sliding my cock in and out of her amazing pussy.
"Fuck me," she whispered, "Don't be shy, Stephen, I swallowed your cum for Christ's sake, put your arms around me and give it to me!"
Again I needed no further prompting. Wrapping my arms around her slender waist I pulled her down against me and began driving my hips off the bed as hard as I could. Melanie removed her tit from my mouth and placing her face in my neck yelped into my ear. I fucked her as hard as our position would allow, her noises sending a shiver through me.
"Fuck, oh look at you! Fucking me nice and hard! You like this pussy Stephen? You like fucking her? She's all yours, baby, all summer long! I am all yours!"
I continued to pound away and she resumed moaning and whimpering in my ear. Her nipples were pressing into my chest and she was so wet I could feel it on my thighs. Despite the fact I had come not long ago, I was fucking her hard and fast and was beginning to get close again. Melanie heard it in my breathing and said, "Stop!"
I stopped with my cock buried deep inside her and she moved forward easing me from inside her.
"Not yet, honey. Tell you what, while you calm down, how about you lick my pussy? That nice hard fucking made me want to cum again."
Melanie swung her leg over me and to my delight turned herself around. Sliding her legs under my arms, she knelt over me, putting us in a sixty nine position and lowered her pussy to my face. I grabbed the cheeks of her ass and spread them open staring at not only her beautiful pussy, but her tight little rosebud. Leaning forward I slipped my tongue into her ass and was rewarded with a moan and her exclaiming, "Oh, you bad boy! Licking my asshole!"
I teased my tongue around her ass, savoring every bit of it. No girl had let me do this before and the way Melanie was squirming and moaning told me I'd be able to do a lot more of it. As I pushed my tongue into her puckered hole, she leaned forward, laying across me and letting her head rest on my thigh. Her pussy was pressing into my chin and as much as I was enjoying giving my first rim job, I gave in and slid my tongue through the soft folds of her moist flesh.
"Oh, yeah," she cooed, "That's it honey, lick that pussy! Suck on that hard clit and make me cum for you!"
She moaned softly as I worked my tongue through her pussy then gasped when my tongue circled her clit. I eased back, swirling my tongue slowly through her pussy, before thrusting it inside her. Melanie purred as I moved my tongue within her, lapping up her sweet juices. She was moving her hips, sliding her pussy along my face and moaned, "Don't tease, baby, suck that clit so I can come and I can get on my knees and you can fuck me doggy!"
I immediately went back to her clit and as she had done with my cock, attacked it with a passion. I sucked it hard into my mouth while working two fingers insider her. Melanie groaned and my hips twitched when I felt her hot breath on my now semi hard cock. A moment later I felt her soft wet tongue slid up and down my shaft and moaned into her pussy.
Melanie was moving her hips faster, pushing my fingers into her and working her clit across my tongue. I licked it up and down, catching the top and bottom of her sensitive button and could feel her thighs trembling around me.
"I'm going to cum in your face!" she groaned, "Keep licking that pussy, baby! Nice and fast this time, but next time? Oh, honey you can take as long as you want!"
I sucked her clit back into my mouth and timed my sucking to the movements of my fingers. Melanie was whimpering and moaned, "Hmm, I better make sure I have something in my mouth so I don't yell too loud."
I exhaled into her pussy as she took me into her warm wet mouth and sucked gently on me. My cock swelled rapidly in her mouth and she moaned around it as I licked her as fast as I could. Melanie yelped around my cock and shoving her pussy hard into my face, came long and hard. I moaned as she sucked my cock harder, moaning as she bucked her hips wildly, grinding her wet pussy into my face.



I continued licking and fingering her, loving the way her pussy tightened around my fingers and anxiously awaiting them being my cock. Melanie leaned back onto my face, working her clit across my tongue as she ground her hips. She let her weight go and releasing my cock sighed, "Damn, that was good. I think next time I'll ride your face."
Melanie crawled down the length of the bed and once she was between my legs, lowered her head to the bed, drew her knees up under her and put her ass in the air for me.
"Come on, baby, come give me what I need!"
I quickly got to my knees behind her and grabbing her hips slammed my cock between the cheeks of her ass and deep inside her hot pussy. Melanie squealed into the bed then moaned, "Fuck that is deep!"
Spurred on by her words, I began fucking her with long hard strokes that caused her to bury her face in the sheets and yelp with each thrust. I reached out and grabbing her long hair tugged on it gently as I continued to hammer away at her incredible pussy. Melanie moaned and began working her hips back into me, sending my cock deeper and harder into my cock.
I spread her cheeks wider, enjoying the sight of my long glistening cock sliding in and out of her sopping wet slit. Melanie was moaning and whimpering as I fucked her harder and faster. I had thought about trying to take my time, but fucking her like this was driving me wild and I kept going harder and faster.
Melanie didn't seem to mind. Squealing and slamming her hips back into me so hard I could feel my balls slapping against her pussy. Turning her head she moaned, "That's it! Fuck me! Fuck me the way you dreamed about! Claim that pussy, make it yours! Ohhh, yes!"
I started slamming her even faster, now using short hard strokes that had her moaning continuously as she worked her hips in time with my thrusts.
"Put your finger in my ass!" she demanded.
Another first for me as I eased my finger into her amazingly tight asshole. As she whimpered I pushed it all the way in and groaned at the feeling of my cock sliding against my finger through the thin skin between her pussy and ass. Melanie contracted both around my fingers and my cock twitched at how good it felt along with the thought of having that ass at some point.
"You thinking about my asshole?" she moaned, "You want that big dick in there? You'll get it, but just before you go back to school! This time I will give you a going away present! I'll rent a motel and we'll stay there all night fucking and you can take that ass!"
Her words were driving me wild and I threw caution to the wind and began fucking her as hard as I could. Our skin was slapping together loudly, but I didn't care how loud it was. All that mattered was I was fucking Melanie and she was loving it and promising me and entire summer of this pussy.
"Fuck, fuck!" she moaned, "Oh god look at you fucking me!" she threw her head back and looking over her shoulder at me, her eyes wide with lust, said, "I want you to cum inside me, just shoot that hot cum into that pussy! I want to feel your cock spurting!"
She didn't have long to wait. I was fucking to hard to hold back and with a long loud whimper I felt the cum racing through my cock and burying myself to the hilt inside her let my cock explode.
"Ohhh!" Melanie moaned, "Ohh honey!"
I was moaning myself at the feeling of her incredible pussy milking my cock. She was contracting her pussy around me, coaxing every drop of cum from my erupting cock. I continued to fuck her with long slow strokes, each ending with another spurt of cum emptying into her hot little box.
:Hmm you like that? You like cumming in my pussy you bad boy?"
"Oh, goddamn." I moaned as she milked the last few drops from my spent cock. I eased my cock from inside her and lay back on the bed, trying to catch my breath.
Melanie sat up and laid, back next to me, her tits rising and falling with her own deep breaths.
"Goddamn is right, Stephen, damn you fucked me good."
"I...wow." I laughed.
"I'll take wow." She reached down and squeezed my cock. "I am going to make you say wow all summer, honey."
"I hope I can make you say that too."
"You already have honey and just think tonight we rushed," she sighed, "Hmm, just wait until Mark has to work the night shift and we can play for hours."
She stretched and I watched her perfect tits as she arched her back off the bed and continued talking, "And not just the time you stay here, but all summer honey. You come by anytime you want and fuck me. We'll take our time and play and fuck and suck and...hmmm maybe we can fuck in the shower."
"This is going to be the best summer I've ever had." I told her.
"Not just you, honey, I needed this." She turned her head and giving me a quick kiss said, "As much as I would love to wake up with that beautiful cock next to me you're going to have to leave, baby."
"I know." I said, "I would love to spend the night with you."
"Well you can, just not tonight. Remember Mark goes camping every fourth of July weekend."
"All weekend?" I asked hopefully.
"All weekend honey," she giggled, "You ever get woken up by someone sucking your cock?"
"I have a feeling I will." I said with a smile.
"Yes you will."
"I...feel a little bad." I told her, "You know with Mark being my best..."
"He won't know and you're helping me by giving me what I need so you're being good to him and me." She laughed, "You'll have the best of both worlds, during the day you can hang with Mark and play X-box, and at night?" she began stroking my cock, "You can play with my box!"
*****
Author's Note: Hope you liked the latest installment of the series because I have more in the works. As I said in the opening note this story was based on a very short porn clip I saw a couple of months ago where a hot older woman walks into her son's room and entices his best friend. It was so risky, so hot, it stuck with me and I had to write a story around that image. Hope I left you feeling the same way. So as I always say we write for free here, but you can pay us authors in comments and votes so please take a minute to let me-and all authors you read-know what you think. Thanks for reading, Lovecraft68
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Author's note: Welcome to my entry in the Nude Day contest. Nude is an easy theme on an erotica site, after all our characters are always naked. But I decided to take a different angle on nudity and focus on how real life events can strip us bare, remove our normal 'clothing' we show to the world on a daily basis. My wife was very ill last year and this is a true story of how I was taught the expression 'love conquers all' is not just something used to sell greeting cards, but is very real. I went from cynic to believer very quickly and hope I can convince you to believe as well. Lovecraft68
I'll start at the calm before the eventual storm, it was Thursday May seventh of 2014 and my wife and I had just had one of those nights that make you realize how happy you are to be married, how good life can be when you have the right person to share it with.
We had tickets to see Rob Zombie, not exactly high society, but we love that music. We had both taken that Friday out of work and planning on having a great night took a cab downtown. We ate at her favorite restaurant, had a few drinks and walked hand and hand along the Providence River and to the club.
The show was fantastic and we both drank like we were at a frat party. Took a cab home and had the kind of sex people here-myself included-often write about. Torrid sex, skirt up, pants down jacking her up against the wall sex. We indulged in each other the way we had drank at the club, with the reckless abandon of a youth we still felt at our age.
As our festivities made it into the bedroom we continued to go at it like we were performing for a website until our bodies-and the alcohol- brought us back down into reality.
As we lay there in a tangle of sweaty limbs, the sheets on the floor and clothing everywhere, a cool breeze caressing us through the window my wife mentioned how blessed we were that after fifteen years together we were still this passionate, this crazy for each other and this happy.
Being a non believer-you could say my beliefs fall under 'playing for the other team'-the word blessed is not one I would use, but having been previously involved in an unhappy marriage, I considered myself damn lucky.
I can honestly say I have never taken my wife for granted, nor her me, and have always appreciated her, but I would later realize that, like many, even though I told myself that I still did take her for granted.
Not in the everyday things we did, but that it would always be that way. We had our share of drama in the previous years and our share of heartache, but always felt it would happen around us, maybe to people we care about and therefore affect us, but it would never happen to us.
The following morning-closer to noon I should say- we awoke with hangovers, but even that was enjoyable in the sense of recalling memories of younger days, days before responsibility, when fun was the only thing that mattered. I remember saying at least the night was worth feeling that crappy.
Nevertheless we continued our celebration with a shower together and lunch at Top of the Bay which overlooks the water on Oakland Beach. Being a proponent of more of the snake that bit you I had a couple of Bloody Mary's and looking over the ocean thought this was only Friday, and early, we had two and a half more days of this before heading back to work and reality.
My wife then asked if we could go down and sit on the rocks and as we sat there with our feet in the water, she lowered the boom and brought reality crashing down on us. For the previous three months my wife hadn't felt well. A lot of issues with --as unsexy as this is, it's the truth-a lot of sinus type mucus and drainage.
At first she thought sinus infection, but nothing worked. She was having trouble breathing and would cough and choke like someone who'd chain smoked their entire lives. Nettie pots antibiotics, medication, no results. We even had the house checked for mold as we'd had a flood a few months prior.
Several doctors; an allergist, ear nose and throat, pulmonologist...nothing. They ordered chest x-rays and I felt the first hint of nerves for reasons I will mention shortly. You can imagine on that note I was thinking what you may be; lung cancer. When the x-rays came back clear I can't describe the relief we felt, but the issue persisted.
To a point she had to sleep sitting up and some days her breathing left her with so little stamina she could barely make it through work. All night I would listen to her cough, clear her throat and when she slept her breathing had an unnerving rattle to it.
She also complained of pressure and pain in her back, said she could feel the mucus there and her doctors thought she was crazy. At this point she was exhausted and frustrated and I was more than a little nervous.
Her doctor ordered another chest x-ray and again nothing. Then my wife saw another ear nose and throat specialist, an old timer who after five minutes says to her, "Bet you feel it in your back" My wife, a person who always has her heart on her sleeve, was so relieved to have someone understand she had tears in her eyes.
He told her to get an MRI and look lower; there was a problem far beyond some mucus. He did not say what, but the first small clutches of actual fear were replacing the 'nerves.' My wife had the MRI and said her doctor would call her with the results.
A week later and after our amazing night, a night I would later realize my wife enjoyed and felt good out of the sheer will to do so, she admitted she had received the results two days ago. They saw something abnormal in both her kidneys. Her doctor was very concerned, mentioned multiple masses, and she already had an appointment with a urologist scheduled for the following Monday.
She had refrained from telling me so we could enjoy our night which was a delayed celebration of our fourteenth wedding anniversary because she had been sick the actual weekend it fell on. We spent the next three days doing what all couples would do. I'll be okay, we'll be okay, it could be cysts, and it will be cysts, no big deal...
Now here we were sitting in the urologist's office, holding hands and waiting for the verdict. When he explained that my wife had kidney cancer and it was multiple masses and in both kidneys, one word echoed through my mind.
Inevitable.
Why that word and that feeling? Five years prior, her sister Diane had passed away of lung cancer at the age of thirty seven. Diagnosed in May of 2009 she was gone by August, the cancer had been so virulent it had spread to her liver, kidneys, bones, pancreas and stomach.
It ate the chemo as if it were candy and the doctor had told us and her parents he had never seen anything like it in thirty years of oncology, he referred to it as the hammer of god in its strength. We were there the night she passed; she was in pain even through the morphine, not really in reality anymore, but moaning in agony.
We knew she would go and my wife sat on the bed with her, holding her in her arms and singing to her. Singing amazing grace and this little light of mine, even a heart breaking rendition of the Ave Maria, talking to her, telling her how she was going home and surrounded by love. Over and over she said the words,
"Nothing, but love my sister, nothing but love"
My wife was watching her sister slip away one ragged breath at a time and there was nothing but tenderness and serenity in her voice, nothing but love. Pure love, unconditional love.
Naked love.
The entire time my wife never shed a tear, her voice never broke and she was in total control as she rocked her dying sister to her final sleep. My mother in law was in hysterics as was her father and others. People had to come and go from the room, unable to stay, my wife never moved, never stopped her soothing words and would let no one else take her place.
When life was at its worst, my wife was at her best. She would not let her sister hear anything but peace and love from her no matter how it was tearing her up inside.
Naked Determination.
I sat by her side my hand over hers, her's over her sisters and she wasn't even trembling. I had never seen such a display of strength, of faith, of love. I considered myself a strong individual; life had made me mentally and physically tough.
That was me, tough, or so I thought, because I'd be lying if I didn't admit I wanted to bail out of that damn room like a bat out of hell
I could have never done what my wife did. But I had done more than the others just by being able to stay by her side and not come and go like the rest of her family and not be in hysterics.
Like my wife I was able to keep the emotions in check, but then again I wasn't talking and singing....friggin' singing!. Not that any emotion I would have allowed myself wouldn't have been justified, but my wife was being strong for her sister and all I could do was be strong for her.
When her sister passed and the commotion had settled down and we were alone I told her how unbelievable she was, how I'd never seen anything like that. Her reply to me was she could only do it because I was there.
She was drawing her strength and love from our strength and love. My wife was always the rock of her family, sometimes to her detriment, and I was her rock. She said as long as we were together, there would be nothing life could throw our way we couldn't handle.
But life is a fast ball pitcher and has no problem with throwing at your head and knocking you off the plate. On the day my sister in law was buried my father in law received a phone call from his doctor about some tests; Colon cancer.
For the next several months we dealt with his treatments as well as fighting what would ultimately be a losing custody battle for her nephews who through a mockery of justice were left in the care of their drug addicted womanizing abusive father. Two months after the battle ended he moved them to Florida, taking them away from my wife and her family.
The pitches were coming fast, at our heads and in the high nineties, but we held it together. The same theme prevailing; her strong for her family, me strong for her. Yeah, life was pitching, but baby, this motherfucker can hit the fastball. That was my attitude, always has been. The wife relies on faith, love and peace. I thrive on being pissed off and stubbornly refusing to give the satisfaction of saying I can be broken.
My father in law was a fighter, a tough SOB who once entered local strong man competitions in the seventies and eighties. He beat it in his colon. A year later he beat it in his kidney. Then his esophagus. His liver. One piece at a time. Losing some more quality of life each time, but still had life and my wife was by his side for all of it.
January of 2014, life reared back and threw the final pitch in my father in laws at bat. Brain cancer. His body began to shut down, he could not talk or swallow, they had to put a stint in his brain to keep him alive. Her step mother could not make the call and as she had done for her sister, my wife signed off on his life saying there would be no resuscitation-his wishes.
They discussed putting him to sleep, giving him enough drugs to slip away comfortably until his body gave up. But he was aware and the doctor-who ended up in some serious hot water over this mess-should have known that. I looked into my father in laws eyes and watched him react to hearing about being put down like a dog.
He was terrified, but again my wife, this woman whose strength put me to shame, took his hand and told him it was okay. My father in law had always called Jesus his buddy, and she calmly explained his buddy was calling him home and don't worry about her, she would be fine, she had her husband to take care of her, because I always did. The rule was she took care of everyone, I took care of her.
Another death rattle, another family member laid to rest. During this time my mother in law(her parents divorced when she was in her teens) had undergone two cancer surgeries of her own, though neither life threatening it was just another thing. Apparently the pitcher we were chosen to face in our lifetime had a vendetta against the home team.
Inevitable.
Her sister, her father, her mother, it would have been a fairy tale to think my wife would have escaped. Now here we were, it was my wife's turn in the batter's box. The doctor pulled out a dry erase board with a diagram of kidneys on it.
He began making circles on the right one, showing where the tumors were and how big. One, two, four, five...six masses, ranging from 2 centimeters to six. The six right on the tip next to the renal gland. He then uttered words that were like a kick in the stomach.
That was the better kidney.
He starts drawing on the other one. Eight, count them, eight masses, one at seven centimeters and again right at the tip. The doctor then gave us hope. He mentioned most surgeons would err on the side of caution, remove both kidneys and go on dialysis. He, however had trained at the NIH in Maryland and had learned under a doctor named Linehan, the father of kidney sparing surgery.
He confidently declared he felt he could save 80% of her right kidney. The left would have to go, but a person can live on even a small portion of one kidney. However, this all hinged on had it spread? If the tumor on the renal gland had spread it could go anywhere from there, but usually had one specific destination; the lungs. The sign that it could have? An abundance of mucus and drainage.
Another MRI of her lungs and several days of waiting during which we did the best we could to remain positive. It didn't spread; a couple of surgeries, cancer free...just a speed bump. She would be fine. She said it, adding in that God would take care of her, her faith would reward her. I had no such comforts, I believe in what I can touch and see and what I'd seen the last few years was not pretty.
This diagnosis would be devastating to anyone, but to us more so. The last five years had taught us the power of this disease and that a good prognosis was not a guarantee. I kept hearing over and over again my sister in laws doctor, "Hammer of God" "Most vicious he had ever seen" Her father, three different types of cancer, any idea how rare that is? For one person to have three different types? Her sister died fast, two months, him, he lasted years.
I found myself traveling paths not best traveled; which was worse, a sudden painful end? Or a piece at a time, always hurting, struggling, dying just a little bit each time. But we didn't know yet and it was killing us and as always our opposite personalities were on display.
My wife talking of faith, God's love, a divine plan and me working out to the point of exhaustion and beating a punching bag until my shoulders hurt too much to be able to lift my arms.
But that was us, we were Yin and Yan, light and shadow, living proof opposites attract. If the two of us ever filled out those dating site compatibility tests no one would put us together. To understand our relationship and how much my wife means to me, how much I cherish her, you need to know a little about us.
My wife had the Brady Bunch family, great upbringing, love, support, a good home, great education and brought up with a lot of faith. Even her parent's divorce was amicable and she remained close to both her parents and eventually her step mother.
She is a certified life coach and motivational speaker, has three books published all of the self help variety, all based on the power of faith and love. She also has two small collections of spiritual poetry. On that note I'll just say that for anyone who has read my other work here? Yeah, yin and yang. We often joke we are going to go on the saints and sinners book tour.
My wife is one of those people who light up a room when she enters it. Her love shines through her smile and her eyes and she lives to help others. She does it in her career and her own business as a life coach and a practitioner for her church. My wife is at her best helping others through their worst.
Me? The polar opposite. The stereotype bad boy. I grew up hard, an abused child who only survived because the state had mercy on me and pulled me away from the animal that fathered me and put in a good foster home. Very loving environment, great people. Still call them mom, dad and sis today.
But they couldn't save me from me. Hardcore rage issues and a mean streak a mile wide. I was an animal in my teens and early twenties always looking for the next fight, eventually found one that landed me on a year-long 'vacation'. I married in my early twenties to a woman as fucked up and broken as I was.
Somehow two beautiful daughters came out of that unholy union, but that was about it. After our divorce I did well by my girls, but when I didn't have them with me I was back to being a dick. Drinking too much, some fights and chasing any woman that moved.
Then I met my wife and just like a cheesy romance novel there was something about her and I knew if I wanted this amazing woman my punk ass needed to grow the hell up. My wife filled that void in me that I used to fill with hate and anger and pettiness.
Again I do not believe in god-even she is yet to convince me-but if I were going to believe in an angel in human flesh my wife was that angel, my green eyed angel. She became the conscious I never had. I would stop and think, "If I do this she will be so upset..." Some people have an angel on one shoulder, the devil on the other, until her I had two devils warring to see who could make me do the dumbest thing.
Many times in our marriage I would tell people, "You don't know my wife, but trust me...you owe her." My wife saved me from me and saved my daughters from their twisted bi polar mother because when the time came and I had to help them she was right by my side fighting to get custody of them which we did and she raised them as her own.
Both went to college and I doubt that would have happened without her influence. Her unconditional love for them was amazing. I know I use that word a lot, but it's how I feel about her. As for us, my oldest daughter described my wife and I the best when she said we were Lady and the Tramp.
My wife the educated pretty goody two shoes whose friends --and some family members-came right out and asked if she was nuts being with me, the divorced, scruffy bad boy. But we were a perfect fit, she my salvation and me her protector, her sneering grumpy guard dog.
My wife is my everything, my light in the darkness, my soul mate, my twin flame. Now I lay there at night wondering for how much longer. I lay there listening to that fucking rattle in her breath which now had a whole new meaning to me.
In my life I had never known fear. Even as a child I was surrounded by hate and violence, emotionally stunted I had no clue what fear was. But now? I went to bed every night with a cold twisting sensation in my stomach and plagued with nightmares. Visions of my wife's wake and funeral.
An endearing quality of hers is she is a big kid. Still sings the Toys R us theme song. Collects Build a Bears, watches Disney and on occasions will even color. Her favorite build a bear was a black cat named Alica. Dressed it up all the time, would put it on the couch where we watched TV.
In my nightmare Alicia was in the coffin with her. Got to where I'd walk by the damn thing and shiver. I lay there at night sweating with my heart pounding. I was scared, scared shitless.
Naked Fear.
I asked myself if it came down to it could I do what my wife did for her sister? Could I be that strong? We all want to think we are. We all want to think we can be the hero, the rock, handle it all, but we don't know until the time comes for sure and I've seen many fail in times of crisis. My wife wasn't one of them, but was I?



The "whys" were racing through my head. Not that anyone deserves this, but well, let's be honest, we all know some people who if it were going to happen wouldn't be bad candidates for a painful death, but my wife was not one of them. She was a good person, a gentle soul who wanted to help others and she had this. Was this her faith rewarded, was what my bitterness always brought me back to.
When we went back to the doctors we were told the cancer had not metastasized. Despite their size and the fact some of the tumors were estimated to be five years old-yes going back to the year her sister died and dad was diagnosed- they had not spread. She needed surgery right away on the right one to make sure they saved it, and then the left would have to be taken.
Still a serious situation, but it was not in her lungs, the issues there were caused simply by her kidneys no longer being able to function correctly due to the tumors. Sounds bizarre to think we'd be excited about two major surgeries coming up, but in comparison to what we'd seen in the past, this was about the best news we could get.
My wife's first surgery had a complication. It was supposed to be done robotically, but the position of the tumors coupled with some issues stemming from a previous surgery my wife had on her abdomen years ago caused them to have to open her up, rather than go in with the small robotic machine.
The doctor had issues and at the end what was supposed to be three small puncture wounds turned into 30 staples. This led to a lot more pain and a longer healing process, but the good news was he had been good on his word; she still had 80% of her kidney.
But her surgeon was still concerned about taking the left. My wife's cancer was rare, bilateral and a strange strain of it, a break down in the genetic code no one had seen before. That, as I will always tell her, is not the way to be special. But it turned out to benefit us.
His concern was her body was going to keep producing these tumors. She would be monitored and when they appeared would be allowed to grow for a while to make them easy to remove, but it would take a little of her kidney each time and with her only being in her late thirties, the one kidney might not last and eventually she would be on dialysis.
Many doctors have egos the size of a house and if they couldn't do something, no one could. But this one got on the phone with the NIH and said he had a case for them. The NIH is federally funded and is a research hospital, give them something interesting and they are all over it and my wife's cancer had them excited in a bit of a morbid way. What do I mean by morbid? My wife had to sign a waiver stating they could keep the tumors.
Because you know, I was going to sell them on e-bay or something.
We traveled to Maryland, an eight hour drive and stayed for two days of tests and were told by the top Urological surgeon there, one of the best in the world, he would save the same amount of her kidney as the local surgeon had saved of her right and robotically, he guaranteed it. Normally cocky is not an attractive quality, but if this guy was as good as he said, he could brag all he wanted.
It seemed the pitcher-who at this point I was getting to where I had this visual of a tall Skeleton in a black baseball uniform with red eyes and throwing flaming fastballs-was about to be knocked out of the game. One successful surgery down and a miracle in the works for the second. Relief couldn't begin to describe how we felt, how happy we were.
On December Fourth we drove back down with the surgery scheduled for the Eighth. The NIH has a beautiful family lodge about a quarter mile from the actual hospital and we had a room until the Eighth, then I had to stay somewhere for a couple of nights, then could get back into the lodge.
The plan was surgery the eighth, discharge the fifteenth. We'd be home a week and a half before Christmas. Plenty of time for her to rest up enough to be able to enjoy the holiday. A week in the hospital and all this shit would be behind us.
We were there nineteen days
The surgery began at 8am and after watching them wheel her into operating room I went and sat in the small waiting room. Many of us have been there and its nerve wracking no matter how common the procedure we worry.
The NIH is not a typical hospital and there were only six surgeries that day. As the day went by the doctors would come out and find the family and tell them everything was all set. At three I was the only one left in the room and by five pretty much looking to climb the walls.
I didn't have to be alone. A couple of people offered to come down to sit with me. Her mother, my sister, but I said no, I'd be fine. My mother in law would have made me nervous. The woman had lost a daughter to cancer already and her remaining daughter was having surgery number two.
No, I had decided I would handle this alone. I'd handled everything life had thrown at me so far and many times alone because that was always my choice. I was strong, I was tough, hell, haven't you heard? I was a bad ass. Nothing would ever break me.
Naked arrogance.
Finally at six a nurse came out to say things were going well, they'd removed most the tumors, but it was taking longer than anticipated. The rule was I was only calling a couple of people, our mother's and a couple of friends and they would call everyone else. So I let them know all was well and resumed calmly wearing a hole through the carpet and challenging the Guinness world record for drinking coffee.
At nine pm, her surgeon came out and said it was over and all was well. The reason it took so long was he had promised her he would do it robotically and even though he could have done it faster had he gone in like the previous surgeon he'd given his word. At that point I was sure ego was involved as well, but he said it was successful, saved 85% of her kidney.
I did not have a room at the lodge that night so slept down the hall from ICU where they were moving her. I had wanted to see her briefly, but they insisted it would be better if I didn't just then and wait until the morning I wasn't happy, but let it go and they said to come in as early as five, she should be awake by then.
I showed up just before that and went into her room. Not sure what difference a few hours would have made because she couldn't have looked any worse. My wife looked as if she had been in a car accident. Her legs were wrapped in those big white pads that squeeze them to keep circulation going and I couldn't count the number of wires and tubes going in and out of her.
Her face looked as if she had ridden an elevator with Ray Rice. Both eyes not only blackened, but so swollen you could barely see her eyelids among the swelling. Her face was badly bloated and she wasn't awake.
The nurse then dropped the first of what would be several bombs on me. The surgery had gone so long they had pumped close to twenty to pounds of fluid into. That was cause of her facial swelling, but the issue was her throat was so swollen they were afraid to pull the breathing tube out because it might close and she could die.
Of course they cannot have you awake with a breathing tube in you so they were now keeping her unconscious. I asked how long and the answer was until the next day. I wandered out, made my couple of calls and said all was well, this was a precaution. But my gut told me that wasn't true, there was something wrong.
I stayed with her most of the day, trying to not keep looking at her face and telling myself not to get carried away; they had said a day, what was one more day? And she was cancer free. That would be my mantra for myself and others as time went on down there, cancer free.
I had a room at the lodge that night and left her at midnight and did some laundry at one am because I couldn't sleep and there was something about doing that mundane chore that gave me a sense of normalcy. I managed a couple of hours sleep before walking back to the hospital again the next morning to find her still asleep.
As I had the day before I met with the team of four doctors. Three were the surgical team, the fourth the ICU attendant. They told me they were keeping her out that day and perhaps the next. Her throat was still swollen and the issue was they were trying to drain fluid, but also filling her with necessary ones and were losing the balancing act.
They also mentioned fear of some other complications and that's when the attendant uttered the words "Medically induced coma". And more disturbing expressions like , "possibly" and "not sure" I sat there listening to them, but in the back of my exhausted mind I envisioned that crazy reaper dressed as a pitcher and two words flowed through my mind.
Batter up.
In these situations it would be my wife handling this; the questions, the options, sitting there with a notebook writing down every word and grilling the doctors as if she were a homicide detective. It's how she handled her sister and father's situations and her mother's surgeries; my wife was organized and tenacious. She never just sat there and nodded, which was what I was doing.
I quit high school and although I would not consider myself unintelligent, I have a habit of feeling that way in certain situations/ Low self esteem I suppose. I'm sitting here with four doctors, all the best of the best and asking them to keep repeating themselves like I was either deaf or flat out stupid. Stunned and tired was the more likely explanation, but it felt more like the former.
When the shit hit the fan in the past, the wife had the plan and I put it into action. She was the mastermind, I was the hired goon. Now here she was unconscious and I was sitting here alone. But that's what I had wanted, wasn't it?
I was the rogue, the lone wolf, the person who needed no one and would get by as I always had. But over the last decade plus that had altered; I needed no one, but my wife, she was my rock, the one person I trusted and the one who truly understood me. Now she was lying there in a coma and I was alone.
I made the calls, stayed calm said it was a speed bump, just a matter of time, all her vitals were good and hey, cancer free? Got that right? Cancer free! I answered their questions vaguely and when it came to "how are you holding up?' my answer was "I'm good, I'm always good"
Someone would have come down had I asked, but I'd made my bed and I would lie in it. My mind, which at that point I'm sure was firing on half its cylinders at best saw this as the ultimate example of just the two of us. She had always said it didn't matter what life threw at us as long as we were together.
Well not sure we were together at the moment with her in her current state, but that was what I locked into. I took a walk down behind the lodge where they had built a nice little park for families to enjoy and at one in the morning stood there and screamed obscenities into the night air.
All the what the fucks and how this be happening to her and why did she deserve this and most of all where the fuck was this God she had spent her life talking about as if he cared? When I was done I sat down, took a deep breath and locked in.
Mentally I went back to how I'd been in my younger days, when I was a trouble making asshole. Back then I was cold and calculating, nothing upset me, nothing got in my way. I did anything I had to anyway I had to. I was emotionless, a machine with only a goal of self survival. That's what I defaulted back to.
Stripped of everything but core survival instincts.
It was all I had left to cling to was the former me, the one I had buried years ago and for the very person now lying comatose in a hospital bed. She would never want that old me back, but she couldn't very well see me right now, could she?
I had no intent to be crazed or aggressive, just get by' just get through and emotions, the ones she had taught me to feel and express rather than bury were not going to be of help here. I went back to the ICU and spent the rest of the night there and Wednesday morning was told she would not wake up that day.
Nor did she wake up Thursday or Friday.
I stayed with her most of the time and twice a day they would lower her meds and let her wake up to ensure she was responsive. Twice a day I watched her open her eyes and I would say her name and she would look at me.
She had packed Alicia and she was there at the foot of her bed and I showed her to her and she grimaced around the breathing tube in attempt at a smile. Then they would put her back to sleep. I understood why they had to do it, but it seemed cruel. The nurse assured me that she would not really remember anything.
We'd brought her poetry books and I sat by her bed and read them to her. I was in that self induced numbness and my voice was smooth and calm as I read. Yet in the back of my mind I had a response to each sentence I read. For all her words praising and thanking God my mind sneering "Really? This is his love, this is his caring? This is faith rewarded?"
But I held that snark inside and just read the words, poem after poem, never hesitating. My voice never breaking even though some of them dealt with death and the final reward at the end. It would occur to me later on that I had emulated my wife's strength for her sister in that I spoke calmly and read her own words of faith and love to her despite my turmoil.
One of the nurses commented that I was an amazing man. I told her not really, I was simply the result of spending time with an incredible woman who deserved no less than the best I could do. I don't think she would have considered me amazing if she knew I was internally mocking every word I read.
Although I was helping my wife and doing the right thing, I felt like a hypocrite, these were not my beliefs, but hers. But there comes a time when for those we love we will whore ourselves in any way we need to and if me reading messages I didn't believe would sooth her wherever she was at the time then I was fine with it.
In the times I wasn't with her I wandered the massive NIH and saw many people who looked like me; bloodshot eyes with dark circles beneath them; moving slowly as if they were in a dream and with a look of shock on their faces.
The NIH is a place of miracles, the best doctors in the world are there and the Government pays for everything as everyone is there for research. There is no insurance bureaucracy, no billing issues and no rules. The doctors there are top in the field and innovative and do not hold to 'you can't do that' they will try whatever it takes.
Sure they may have some ego involved, but all the doctors I dealt with had real compassion and the nurses were straight out of Hollywood with their bedside manners. There was not one person I dealt with that didn't seem as if they truly cared about every one of their patients. We were damned lucky to be there. Got that, lucky, not blessed, lucky damn it.
But they can't save everyone. Sometimes they lose the war and just try to do their best to ease those final days of the people that are beyond what they can do. At all hours of the night the halls were full of wandering souls. People who looked as if they were survivors of a war. Ghosting around with haunted looks on their faces.
Between the hospital and the lodge I would hear people talking about their situations. Some telling of how doctors around the world had written off their loved one, but guess what? They were being saved here as they spoke. Talk of miracles and gratefulness, of hope and joy.
But also stories of loss and failure, of people who were past help and were dying as the person sat there speaking of it. I heard of a four year old who the doctors said probably had no more than a couple of days left. Heard the boy's mother crying as she spoke of it and saw the father sitting there looking as if he'd seen the devil himself. In a way I suppose he had.
I was still calm on the phones, "She'll wake up when they say it's safe." "She'll be fine." "No, I don't need anyone down here, I got this." Of course I had it, I always have it, right? The only hard moment I had on the phone was when my mother in law-who was more upset than everyone else because of her other daughter-gave me the
"You promised me you'd bring her back to me." She then burst into tears and finished with, "Bring my baby back to me, she's all I have left." No pressure people, none at all.
The next morning a doctor I had never spoken to before announced they were going to do a tachometry on my wife. Put a hole in her throat so they could safely remove the tube. My first response was 'come again?'. He explained that people cannot stay on breathing tubes forever, that all the movies and TV shows were people are on respirators for months or years is Hollywood BS.
The tube causes infections and my wife was now showing signs of pneumonia so they needed to do this. I asked to speak to the team. All week I'd sat down with these people and discussed what was happening and I had never seen him before and until they all told me this had to be done, the answer was no.
He said he had operating space already booked for a half hour from now and that was all he could get for the day. At that point I hadn't slept in days and informed him that he could take that space up himself if he thought he was going to slice my wife's throat. I'd been calm, and cool and professional and courteous all week, I'd been a good boy, but my nerves were shot and I'd about had it at this point.
Fortunately the ICU attendant had just come on duty and came over and asked what was going on. I explained the latest update and said it was the first I'd heard of it. He backed me saying it was the first he had as well and he wanted to discuss this.
I need to stop and talk about this guy. I'd love to give his name, but obviously cannot, but let's just say he was one of the big heroes of this tale. This guy was "House" but with a personality. He was the best of the best. He spoke and even the top doctors sat and listened, they practically fawned over this guy and he had been on my wife's situation like white on rice.
He pulled me aside and said he wanted to wake her yesterday. He said she was more than ready, but the rest of the team was going by protocol. They were playing it safe, but her infection was real and it was now or never, wake her by doing it naturally and removing the tube or go the route of the trach and having her unable to speak for a week or they could do me a favor and stick a tube in there so she could sound like the fucking Marlboro man.
He did warn me that if he were wrong and her throat closed they would have to do the trach and there is always the risk they would not be able to do it in time. He said I needed to decide and didn't have much time because this needed to be done.
I remember looking around like a cornered rat wishing to hell there was someone to talk to-but hey, I was the lone wolf right? I looked at my wife still hooked up to enough drugs and IV's to fill the damn room and as I looked back at the doctor I hesitated.
My mind which I am more than willing to admit was not functioning properly presented a disturbing image to me.
Standing there, looking like Ghost Rider in a baseball uniform and tossing his little flaming ball in and out of his glove and grinning away at me was my personal Reaper. I defaulted to what I'd known my entire life, the only way I handled extreme situations. I got pissed. Want to smirk at me, bitch? I'll take my best swing at you.
I was going to ride the tiger on this guys gut feeling and how strong I knew my wife was.
They wanted me out of the room for this as a precaution and I refused to leave. They told me to leave again and the doctor-who I refer to as mister cutthroat-mentioned they would have me removed. I said good luck with that and there was no way I was leaving. I had to be there for her. Had to be the first thing she saw when she awoke so she would know she would be okay.



Again doctor 'house' stepped in and said I could stay as long as I promised to put my back to them when they pulled the tube and if anything happened stayed out of their way. That was fair enough and they once again woke my wife, but this time house explained they needed to remove the tube and asked her to take some deep breaths around it.
She gagged each time, the sound driving a hot nail into my stomach, but they seemed happy with the way she was doing it and asked me to turn my back. Which I did, but clever me? I was standing in front of a mirror and they hadn't noticed that.
Why I felt the need to watch this I wasn't sure except that I somehow felt I would be letting her down if I wasn't aware of everything happening to her. I watched them pull the tube and all the nasty crap that came up with it. I then listened to her try to breath and at first she couldn't do anything but gasp.
They urged her to try and out of the corner of my eyes I saw the respiratory specialist open the feared red box. My wife continued to struggle and my breath caught with hers. I closed my eyes and breathed deeply myself, trying to will it to her. Just breath, baby, just breath with me, breath for me.
In my mind's eye the pitcher reared back and threw a high hard one, and choking up on my imaginary bat, I swung for the fences. My wife gagged once more then started to breath. It was ragged and irregular, but she was breathing. The red box was closed and they put an oxygen mask on her to help her breath.
The feeling of relief flowing through me was indescribable. Before I turned around to go to the bed and officially welcome my wife back to the land of the living I envisioned staring at my nemesis the pitcher, but this time as I circled the bases because we'd just knocked one out of the park and as I rounded third I gleefully flipped the fucker off.
Told you, you son of a bitch, I can hit the fastball and so can she. Take a shower, motherfucker because this game is over.
Unfortunately we would be looking at extra innings, a lot of them.
When she first awoke my wife was slurring her words and seemed a bit disoriented. That wasn't too concerning, but when she asked where her sister was, I grew concerned. I answered with a question, "When was the last time you saw her?" when her answer was just before the surgery I went out and spoke with the doctors.
ICU delirium was the answer, a common side effect of days unconscious while having a boatload of narcotics pushed through your body. They said it would last a day or two
Try a week.
My wife devolved mentally every day. She would have lucid moments, but for the most part was out of her goddamn mind. She screamed at the nurses, fought with them, fought with me. At one point she pulled out the main port for all the IV's which was attached to her jugular. Fortunately she didn't tear the incision.
I told her they would have to tie her down and her response to me was "You'd like that wouldn't you? Then you could fuck all the nurses you piece of shit."
I knew she didn't mean that, or any of the other crap she slung at me, but the look of pure malice in her eyes was painful. Who the hell was this woman? Christ, she reminded me of...me on occasions.
Making things worse was the fact she claimed she couldn't feel her left leg. The doctors at first thought it was part of her delusion because she could move it. Then 'house' ordered some tests and discovered nerve damage from the position of the long surgery. Could work itself out in days or...months. But she had to get up and moving and she fought too much to do so.
She literally fought, cracking a nurse in the face and at one point introducing her elbow to my left eye. She would only sleep if sedated, but they fought doing that because it wouldn't help her be alert. They suggested I leave at night and go to the lodge. It wasn't good for me to see her like that and they wanted her alone so there was no one to get mad at.
That night she called me at three am telling me I had to come get her. The nurses had locked her in a dungeon in the basement. Obviously not, but I still got up and went to her. It did dawn on me even then that somehow out of her mind from drugs and pain and totally delusional....the woman could still use a cell phone.
The family was getting nervous. I gave them the scoop in my same monotone emotionless voice. Awake, but disoriented. It will pass, she will be fine. No, stay the hell where you are, she won't want anyone seeing her like this. Probably not the brightest most soothing thing to say, but her ass was the only one I cared about at the moment.
Her mother started that she would come down anyway with a couple of my wife's aunts. Now I am not trying to offend or generalize, but if you are Italian (my wife is pure Sicilian) or married to one you know the very definition of drama is an Italian mother. Not just drama, but somehow martyrdom is always involved.
I didn't need the woe is me dog and pony show and the wringing of hands and gnashing of teeth and informed her we were on a military base and only with my permission could someone come see her and no one was getting that. My mother in law is on oxygen, she wouldn't even be able to get around without being pushed in a wheelchair and who would do that? Me of course because I didn't have enough to worry about, but more importantly?
How the hell could this woman who'd already lost a daughter handle seeing my wife in this state, nope I was the only one who would see this, the perks of being married don't you know. Better or worse were my vows and they were really leaning one way at the moment.
As one can imagine that conversation was not the greatest, but she did call me back and tell me I was right, but please at least put her on the phone. I'd avoided that because of my wife's constant mentioning of her sister, but the woman deserved to hear her daughter's voice.
Fortunately my wife was just a little off and not raving. She did mention her sister and tell her mom how the three of them would all be going out to eat together soon. I think that was enough for my mother in law who told me later on.
"You're right, I couldn't do it and God bless you for being able to."
Yeah God had blessed me alright, my cup was truly running right the fuck over.
The worst event of this time was to be that night. My wife had asked for her favorite Christmas Nightshirt that we had packed. I had mentioned her being a big kid and this defined that. It was a teddy bear in a Santa hat holding a present and said "Have a Beary Merry Christmas."
Silly little thing, cutesy to where I'd roll my eyes at her-and also make fun of her for doing some very dirty things in that shirt- but it defined her through and through, a big sweet kid.
I mentioned it to the nurse who said no because she had too many IV's and wires and it would get in the way. I told her that and the response I received was crying and begging for her shirt, as she held Alicia of course...
Okay, fine. I'd had enough and I found the shirt and helped her into tit. I put it over the johnny and managed to get it around all the wires. It looked ridiculous, but she smiled and seemed happy. The nurse came in and tried to take it off and she went nuts, crying screaming and begging. I told the nurse the fucking thing stayed on, period.
Here comes 'house' again to the rescue. He informed the nurse they were about healing and the mind was a big part of that and if the shirt made her happy, then he was happy. He put it in the notes in the file, shirt stays on.
Apparently not everyone read the notes.
I'd taken a walk down to the coffee shop on the first floor to shove something in my stomach. I didn't want to eat, all it did was add to the roiling, burning feeling in my gut, but again survival took over. I had to eat because I had to stay as strong as I could. I ate like a robot, I'll take the special with no care what the hell it was, I just ate it.
I made a couple of calls, 'today's a better day, seems calmer, yup on the mend, sure I'm good."
Then I went back into her room to see my wife had somehow gotten out of her bed and was on her knees cowering in a corner and crying. In front of her were the night nurse and an orderly. The orderly was telling her he just wanted to take her shirt off so they could check her port.
My wife was more irrational than ever, but no longer aggressive. I think I would have been less affected if she were fighting. But all she was doing was crying, curled up in ball and begging to keep her night shirt on. Hugging herself and in tears like a child, desperately clinging to a goddamn nightshirt with a silly bear on it. Totally lost in her own delusion and just trying to hold onto the one thing that for some reason made her feel safe.
She saw me over his shoulder and called out for me not to let them take her shirt away.
That stupid fucking shirt.
But at that moment, I lost it, completely lost it as in I lost track of the next thing I did. One moment I was behind the orderly and nurse the next minute I was in front of my wife and the orderly was getting up from the floor. The nurse would tell me later I simply stepped around him, grabbed his arm and pulled him back, tripping him.
Now there was another orderly coming in and telling me to step away from my wife who was curled into that ball behind me weeping like a little kid. I'd had enough of the whole thing and for a moment lost that emotionless calm I'd immersed myself in. I felt all the pent up frustration flow through me and embraced it.
Before me were two men and they were flesh and blood and bone. They weren't a disease or a side effect. They were tangible and that meant I could hurt them. I'd mentioned previously I'd had anger issues when I was younger and when I lose it, I never just lose it for the moment, it all comes flying back right down to images of my childhood.
A third man entered and I felt a perverse thrill go through me. Want to pick on a crying woman in a little kids nightshirt? Then step on up, walk right into a buzz saw the likes you've never seen. A lifetime of hate, a mean streak only repressed because of my wife, the woman I was now protecting. Please, oh, please, try to touch her.
Naked rage.
For the better of all involved the third orderly was an older gentleman who'd seen his share of these situations and told the other two men to get the hell out of the room and for the nurse to get the doctor, let him handle this.
For a moment the other two men didn't move and one took a step closer. I heard my wife whimper behind me and tensed up, ready to make what would ultimately be a huge mistake. My wife would later tell me that she had a vague memory of that situation and saw the orderlies as shadowy monsters, the ICU delirium in full gear.
But the way she envisioned me was what she had always referred to me as; her loyal guard dog. Her 'bad doggie' that was there to protect her. She envisioned me as that dog, not a young pup, but an older dog with some grey around the muzzle and some scars from past scuffles. Crouched between her and three 'monsters' with fangs bared ready to go down to my last breath for her.
The doctor came in and threw everyone, including the nurse, out of the room and sat on bed and told my wife to relax, no one was going to take anything away from her. He came over and gesturing for me to get down on the floor with her, did the same himself and talked to her soothingly then asked if it would be okay for me to get her back in bed.
I was able to pick her up and get her in the bed and sat with her while he gave her something to sleep. I asked how much longer this was going to keep up and he said it should have passed by now. He said give it a day and then they would run some tests. He assured me no one would disturb her and the damn shirt stayed on. That stupid fucking nightshirt.
Now that my adrenalin rush had passed, I went in the other direction and looked at my wife sleeping, curled up with her silly build a bear and replaying her on the floor in a corner. How the hell had we gotten here? This woman who had always been a bastion of strength to all around her reduced to a crying child?
The rule was we were strong for each other and she was not upholding her end of the deal and I questioned my being able to be strong enough for the two of us.
On the doctor's recommendation I didn't stay in the room with her, instead I went and slept down the hallway. My cell rang at three am and the night nurse told me to come on in and see my wife.
"Now what?" was all that went through my head as I put my shoes on and dragged my ass back into her room. My wife was sitting up and when I entered, smiled at me. A real smile, a "Hey I know you!" smile and the first I'd seen from her in two weeks.
In front of her was a piece of paper with a list-when my wife makes list, she's not playing, she has a plan-the first thing on the list was find her sneakers because she had to start trying to walk. She wasn't one hundred percent lucid, she still drifted a little, but was mostly herself, far better than before.
But we were in for one more hard knock. Her left leg was damaged. The femoral nerve, biggest in the leg, had been hurt during surgery and it could take months sometimes a year to be back to normal. Her first attempt at walking led to me and a nurse catching her before she hit the floor the next two tries were no better.
But now that she was in a better frame mentally physical therapy could come in and get to work. The first step was a sling attached to a track in the ceiling so she couldn't fall. The next three days she tried several times going from one end of the room to the other, getting slightly stronger, but nothing overly promising.
My wife was now aware enough to use words like humbling and upsetting and a few what the fucks? The what the fucks took over when she had severe stomach pain and we found out she had caught a bout of C-Dif that was going around the ICU. What is C-Dif? Think Mexico and don't drink the water, think the worst case of cramps you have ever had then double it. Also think uncontrollable bodily functions.
The nurses now all had to wear gloves and robes and I was told I might get it if I stayed close to her. Well at this point a bad case of the shits wasn't sending me anywhere and somehow I never did get it. Most likely because as my ex-wife once informed me; I could make a disease miserable. But my wife was in rough shape, a major setback in her trying to get to her feet.
The night everything reached rock bottom I had helped her sit in a chair then we decided to have her try to walk. She made a few steps and said she had to sit. I sat across from her and right in front of me she went to the bathroom. Pure liquid all over the floor, not really aware she had done it.
She looked at me and asked me what was wrong and I managed "Oh, nothing." Then she looked down and freaked out. I went to grab some paper towels and that made her even more upset, she didn't want me cleaning up after her. I got the nurse who came in with another person to clean her.
As I sat in the corner and watched them get her back into the bed and clean her up I stared at the puddle on the floor and at that moment I felt lost. How could I bring her back from this? How the hell could I get her going and pretty much are you fucking kidding me?
I had nothing left in me. Rage wasn't going to work nor was my arrogant assumptions that I always somehow won every fight life tossed my way. My wife was the source of my strength and she was an understandably empty well at this point. As I stared at the floor, something landed next to the bed.
It was that damned nightshirt, that stupid little bear with shit all over it now. I looked at the thing and slumped in my chair, something about it was the final straw.
I closed my eyes and simply whispered, "Please." I was not praying to a God I never believed in, to me that was always the worst, people with no faith suddenly asking for something because they were desperate.
I do believe in powers beyond us, and I was reaching out to them now, doing something I had never done once in my life, ever. I was begging.
Naked Humility.
But I was reaching out to someone, something, anything, someone had to help my wife, because I sure as hell couldn't.
I was broken.
Well one the major chess players must have been tuned in because that was when the social worker assigned to my wife came in and spoke to her for a few minutes and my wife admitted she was scared. Scared she wouldn't be able to walk, scared she wouldn't be healthy again, and scared this would never end.
The social worker called in a recreational therapist and asked her to see my wife, immediately. This was just before five and all the office types always bolted at five, but this woman showed up at five fifteen and was ready to help.
I said I have no spiritual beliefs, but aside from my wife is there was ever an angel in human flesh, it was this woman. By the time she had gotten there my wife had another accident and she quickly helped clean her up, then got her back into the chair and brushed her hair, put it in a ponytail for her.
She asked if she had a shower yet and I told her the doctors had only had her bathed because she couldn't stand. She asked my wife if she wanted one then asked me if I was fine with not listening to the doctors. I told her do whatever she needed.
She got my wife back into the sling which reached into the bathroom and with the help of my wife's regular night nurse, showered her, did her hair again and told me to pick out her favorite clothes out of what we had brought. She dressed her right down to putting her shoes on her then showed my wife herself in a mirror and sad, "Now look at that beautiful woman! She doesn't look like a quitter to me, what do you think?"
My wife smiled and told her no, no she wasn't. The woman said she would be back in the morning and they were going to go for a walk together. I followed her out of the room and thanked her. She'd done what at the end of the day seemed the simplest thing; she gave my wife dignity, made her feel human. I think I sounded like an idiot I thanked her so effusively, but it was the first real bright spot we'd had.
She then asked me how I was doing and I sucked it up, gave her my best bad ass go to hell stare and said, "Lady, I'm a fucking mess. But whatever you want me to do just say the word."
The next few days were all upside. The C-Dif ran its course and my wife went from a few steps to walking a fair amount, but with on leg damaged she was still not moving much and had to have the sling. They she couldn't leave ICU until she could walk the hall, at least with a walker. She couldn't go anywhere, let alone home which was an eight hour drive still needing a sling.
It was a week before Christmas and my wife was saying we had to be home by then. I left for a few hours to do laundry and this time be able to report actual good news and progress without lying to the family.
When I went back late at night there she was in the hall with three nurses around her in the hallway and walking with just a walker. A nurse was behind her with a chair for when she had to stop.
Her night nurse, a woman who had a sense of humor that kept everyone around her either laughing with her or at her knew my wife loved Disney-they knew this because again, these nurses were amazing and they cared- was singing that stupid song "I want to see you be brave" at the top of her lungs as my wife walked.
Within a few minutes every nurse on the floor along with a few patients and their family were singing along. Most of these nurses didn't even know my wife, never mind the other patients. It was like something out of a damn corny movie, but she was walking.



I'm not emotional. I was raised in the 'only girls and sissies cry' mold, but I'll be damned if I wasn't choking up. But I swallowed the tears back so I could get a few steps in front of her and-blackmail material for anyone who knows me because I am big and tough you know-sang that stupid song with the rest of the nurses.
My wife walked up to me with a look of not just joy and adoration on her face, but determination. Her beautiful green eyes-the ones that had caught my eye from across a crowded bar fifteen years ago-had that fire in them she was known for. She put her hands on my shoulders, using me to keep her upright and said, "Baby, we are so going to be home for Christmas."
The next morning at five am when I came back to her room doctor 'house' was being told by the night doctor how my wife had walked and how the nurses had done it. This guy, the best of the best, the top dog in a hospital full of the best in their fields, got up and proceeded to run, yes run around the ICU high fiving every nurse there.
When they transferred my wife to a regular wing, we walked the length of the hallway with me behind her with the chair. The day nurses were as good as the night nurses, cheering her on, hugging her wishing us well.
The head nurse pulled me aside and said in my ear, "You may not think you had anything to do with this, but you did, she did this for you, she did this because of you. You share the same heart, never forget that." I agreed but left out the share was 90/10 in my wife's favor, don't you forget, I'm tough....
My wife continued to improve, mobility was difficult, but she could get around the room with walker and they felt she was ready to go home. On December Twenty third they sent us on our way with the walker, a wheel chair which they said she may need for the first few weeks and a lot of well wishes-and serious pain meds for the ride.
We couldn't get out until noon which put us in a position to hit every bit of traffic along the way and adding to that was the fact it was two days until Christmas. My wife was in a lot of pain; sitting was hard on her leg and leaning back in the seat pulled on the small incisions from the operation.
Even with the pills she was in rough shape and after three hours of listening to her moan and wince in pain I suggested we stop at a motel and leave early the next morning. She looked at me and shook her head, "I'm spending tonight in our bed, next to my husband." She gave me a tired smile, "Get me home, baby."
Easier said than done; they had predicted heavy rains and they started when we were still on the Jersey Turnpike. Between the rain and traffic we were at a crawl and I had slept like shit for weeks. I was tired and my nerves were shot. I thought of asking her again about stopping, but she was in bit of a daze by then, between pain and the pain meds she wasn't quite lucid and all I got was another, get me home.
So I stopped for gas and a couple of cups of the strongest nastiest coffee I could find and said, Okay, let's go home. Normal drive time was eight hours. Eight hours into this trip saw me on the George Washington bridge and five o'clock traffic.
My eyes were burning and my knuckles white on the wheel. Next to me my wife was in a half sleep half stupor moaning in pain which did nothing to settle my nerves. We cleared the bridge and had an hour of smooth sailing before getting near Connecticut which according to the local news was dead stop most of the way through.
I began to think in terms of common sense and safety. I was too tired for this and no matter what she said I was going to need to stop. Which is when a kind of stupid, no, I'll admit petty thing happened that gave me a second wind.
We had to stop for her to use the bathroom. It was a driving rain and I had to stand in it while I put the wheelchair together and I was drenched by the time I got her out of the car. She had an umbrella for her, but it didn't really cover me, but that was fine, if anything the rain woke me up.
I wheeled her up the ramp and to the doors which for some reason were not automatic. It was then I got a very good lesson in class and looks can be deceiving. A man had pulled up in a brand new Bentley and was hurrying to the door.
Expensive suit, snotty look on his face, mister money himself. He reached it just before us and opened it to get through and then just let it go in our faces.
The door hit the edge of the wheelchair causing her some pain. The guy looked back and with a half ass grin said, "Sorry didn't see you." and kept walking. The first thing she did was say "Don't do anything stupid!"
But now I'm trying to figure out how to hold a door open and get her through with one hand. At that moment two young men who looked as if they were trying to look like stereotyped gang bangers came over. The baggy pants, the gang tats up and on their arms and necks. Wearing t-shirts although it was mid-winter.
One of them yells hold on and grabs the door and the other grabbed the front of her chair to help me get it over the bump, "There you go ma'am." Total respect from someone who looked like nothing but trouble.
I thanked them and took my wife to the bathroom where she had to use the walker to get in. A woman was passing by dressed in scrubs and seeing my wife struggle asked if she wanted a hand? She was a nurse at a local hospital and offered to help her in and wait for her.
Still an unbeliever I had to admit we were running into some good people. As I waited for her Mister Bentley showed up hurrying along the store with a tray containing three coffees. As he approached I heard my wife saying not to be stupid, but hey, if I always listened, I wouldn't be me.
As he passed me I did the right thing, the mature thing.
I stuck my foot out and tripped him.
Right down in a big splash coffee everywhere, especially all over his nice suit. He jumped up and looked at me and with a smile I said...say it with me now "Sorry, I didn't see you."
He muttered something I am sure was derogatory, but didn't catch it, instead my attention was drawn to the two 'thugs' who had helped us in the door, both of them laughing and giving me a thumbs up.
Naked pettiness, what can I say? We all can't be perfect.
As bizarre as it sounded that gave me a second wind, I felt pretty damn good watching mister class fuss over his stained suit. When my wife came out and the woman helped me settle her back into her chair, she caught site of an employee cleaning the coffee and mister manners standing there in line with another tray of coffees in his stained shirt.
"You were stupid, weren't you?" She asked.
"Yup," I never lie to my wife. "That's why you need to be around, to save me from me."
As I pushed her out of the store she looked back again at the asshole and actually waved at him and said, "Okay, you're off the hook, he deserved it." Who says I haven't rubbed off on her?
The rest of the ride was tedious, three hours to get through Connecticut, an eight hour drive turned into twelve and counting. Despite my little rush of excitement acting like a spiteful child the exhaustion had returned and my eyes were struggling to stay open. Again safety crossed my mind. My wife was saved from cancer and that sure as hell wasn't so she could get hurt in a car accident.
But she was back in her stupor and every once in a while would just moan the word home. Just as she could use a cell phone in her delirium, the woman could wield Italian guilt while semi conscious.
I kept driving, one mile at a time, an exit at a time. Just drive you stubborn sob, just drive. This I could handle, no emotion required just a test of will. Nothing compared to what we'd gone through down there.
I think I made the rest of the drive on autopilot. I recalled seeing a sign saying Providence exit fifty miles and thinking, jeez in this mess that's another hour at least. Next thing I knew I was cruising up our driveway. Not sure how I got there, but was grateful I'd arrived.
Being spiritual my wife loves the Carrie Underwood song Jesus Take the Wheel. My sarcastic reply was always if he's driving, I'm bailing out of the car, because that blind faith stuff is not for me. But something got me home, the divine, the not so divine, or subconscious willpower, we were home.
It was still pouring and I didn't feel like playing with the wheelchair and my wife was too tired and out of it for the walker, so I had her hold the umbrella and carried her into the house. I made a lame joke about carrying her across the threshold for our honeymoon and she responded, "This is a new start, a whole new beginning."
When we entered the dogs-that my neighbor was walking and feeding-came running. They're German Shepherds, both in the hundred pound range and had either one jumped on us I was going down.
But dogs sense things and both stopped in front of us and simply nuzzled my wife as I sat her in her recliner. I said she should sleep downstairs because she was too tired to make it up the long flight of stairs. She looked up at me and said no, she wanted to be in our bed. This would all be over when we were in bed together.
I looked at the long flight of stairs and took a deep breath. I could do this. I picked her up and when we went up the first step I felt my knees shaking. I'm in good shape, not the muscle bound type, but everything I have is where it should be and I have a lot of stamina. But this was after three weeks of barely sleeping, eating like crap and after a fifteen hour drive.
Think safe I thought, put her down in the chair, let her bitch, we were home. As I stood there leaning against the wall debating, one of our dogs ran past me and went to the top step where he turned around and barked. The other took the first step and stayed behind me as if he was going to watch my back.
Dogs. I tell people all the time how much better they are than humans. A dog could occasionally shit on your floor, but never on you. I stared at Max who was barking again, thinking, I'm being egged on by a damn dog. But behind him I swore I saw a shadow and knew who it was; my friend, the Skeletor pitcher.
Time to rush the mound.
I dug in and one step at a time made it up the stairs. The entire time Max barked his encouragement and behind me, Rocky only moved one step at a time, never trying to pass, but occasionally bumping my leg with his head as if saying, "Let's go."
My wife always said the best thing about dogs is not only their loyalty, but they are pure love. There is an expression that says a dog loves their owner more than themselves. As strange as it sounds I did feel that, I felt these two furry members of my family knew the game being played and were trying to help.
Each step my knees protested and my shoulders hurt, but it was one step closer. Just one more step. When I reached the top and turned into the bedroom I imagined looking that prick pitcher in the eye and whispered, "Fuck you, we're home."
I lay my wife down on the bed and watched the dogs. They are never allowed to sleep in our bedroom. I'm the only animal allowed there, but when I said, 'go downstairs' they looked at me, looked at my wife and each lay down on the floor beside her. The message was clear, I wasn't the only 'loyal doggie' and it was their turn to stand watch.
I crawled into the bed and lay next to my wife. The first time we had slept in the same bed in close to a month. We held hands and she was sleeping within seconds. I thought I would be as well, but I lay there thinking something was missing. I then realized what it was.
The fear was gone.
For the first time since May there was no clawing feeling in my stomach. There were no more surgeries looming, no more maybes. My wife was home, she was safe and she was cancer free. I closed my eyes and my last thought was a simple one, one that my wife used on a daily basis, but unfortunately few of us do.
Gratitude.
Two days later it was Christmas and we kept it small, just a few people coming over and all bringing some food. One of those visitors I daresay was my favorite. Earlier that year, my oldest daughter had given us a beautiful grandson.
When my daughter arrived at our house she didn't even stop to take her coat off, but immediately walked over to where my wife was sitting in her recliner and placed that baby in her arms. The entire time of this ordeal going back to May and even the time in Maryland I had never shed a tear, came close once or twice, but hey, us bad ass types do not cry.
Seeing her hold our grandson, a look of naked love on her face as he cooed away at her while she made silly faces, hit me hard. I slipped out onto the deck away from everyone and sitting down on the cold wood, let it go. Not just tears, but sobbing. Delayed reaction, I guess.
A few minutes later my sister came out on the deck. Aside from my wife no one knows me better than her and she simply sat next to me, put her arm around my shoulders and said, "You did good little brother."
After a few minutes of her sitting in silence as I got a grip on myself she smiled and said, "Tell you what, down the line when we talk about this and your wife is talking about how God got her through, I'm going to tell her that God might have helped you, but give the devil his due, because he got you home."
The next few weeks were on the tougher side as her leg was not working well. She had a lot of home nurses and therapy and I had to do everything for her. Dress her, put her shoes on, shower her. I had no complaints. I was glad to have her here to do it for.
One day she asked about her favorite nightshirt and I went and got it. I looked at that grinning bear and my first thought was "Goddamn stupid fucking shirt" as if it were the bear's fault. But as I stared at it, I began to see it another way.
That shirt represented a trying time, but it was one we pulled through and at one point the silly shirt was what helped her do that. I decided to see the shirt as a sign of hope and love not despair and pain.
So I helped her into it and watched her smile like the big kid she was, "Have a Beary merry Christmas, get it?" She asked me, like she always did, an inside joke because she knows I roll my eyes at it all the time.
But this time I got it, yes I did.
Several weeks later, about two months after her surgery I went up to bed to find her still awake, with some candles lit and waiting for me. She asked if I were ready to get 'reacquainted' with her. Hard to believe I hadn't thought about sex at all for all that time, but seeing she was offering I had no issues responding, after all I was there to serve, right?
Normally my wife and I indulge in shall we say literotica style sex. We are affectionate and loving in other ways, but sex is usually down and dirty. But she was physically limited and more importantly this felt like a first time of sorts. As she had said when I carried her into the house, a new beginning.
We made love, something I couldn't recall that we have ever done. But we were slow and sensual and the entire time I felt as if this was more than sex, but a celebration, a rekindling of life, the final sign of normalcy. We both climaxed and as I stay there, looking into her eyes as I softened inside her, we told each other I love you and she said, "Its officially over" meaning she was thinking as I was.
I said earlier that I never took my wife for granted. But we are busy people. We have jobs, hers more of a career than mine. We also have other endeavors, my writing and e-bay store and her writing and life coaching which she does from her home office or on the phone.
Most nights we would come home from work, eat then vanish into our respective offices. Then we would meet in the bedroom for a conjugal visit.
Not anymore. Now the rule is eight thirty we meet in the living room. We either watch TV, a movie or sometimes just sit and talk about what we're up to. Sometimes we watch some other things and get frisky, but regardless of what we do, we do it together and every night. Life is too short to bitch about editing and writing and clients and work.
That time comes and everything stops except us, we sit and enjoy each other's company, we hold hands and just experience us and how we feel about each other and we both love every second of it and us.
Naked Bliss.
That took place several months ago and my wife still has some issues with her leg, but is back to work and things are great. I realize there are far worse stories than ours. Many stories where people did not pull through. Not a day goes by I don't look at my wife and think about that and not a night goes by when we lay in bed together and I listen to her now normal peaceful breathing I think...
We are blessed.
Just don't tell my wife I used that word, okay?
Author's note: This story has been burning in me for a long time. Despite the great outcome I was still haunted by some of the memories and how things could have easily gone the other way. The theme of this contest inspired me to finally write it, to purge myself of some of those feelings and I want to thank you for allowing me to share it with you. I want to thank all the 'angels' as my wife calls them at the NIH and my family and friends for knowing I had to do this my way and letting me. Most of all I have to thank my wife, the person I was before I met her would have never gotten through that situation; I would have had no reason to. I hope this story inspires you to do as the wise Crosby Stills and Young implored us to do; "Love the one your with." Love them completely, love them without limits, show them that naked love I spoke of. Again thank you for reading. Lovecraft68
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I pulled up in front of Dave's house and sat in the car working up the nerve to ask to borrow money. Not that he wouldn't do it; but I knew things had been tough for him and his mother in the year since his father had left for California to chase some slut he'd been banging.
But I could pay him back next week when I got my paycheck from Stop and Shop and really needed the money today. I looked down at the passenger seat at the bouquet of colorful flowers I'd spent the last of my money on. The flowers were for Kim who had called me yesterday to say we were through because she didn't think I paid enough attention to her.
I didn't feel that was true and had the sinking feeling she knew it too and this was a cop out to start seeing someone else. But Kim was pretty, a lot of fun and, when in the mood, a damn good lay, better than the two other girls I'd messed around with back in high school.
I didn't think she was 'the one' as my mother would say, but she was a great 'miss right now' and I didn't want to give up on it just yet. As I got out of the car and made my way up the walkway to their door I reviewed my plan.
Go to the apartment she shared with her room mates, give her the flowers, apologize, then if that got me back in her good graces take her to Lupos where her favorite local band was playing. Which is why I needed fifty bucks, I had a few bucks to spend but the tickets were twenty five a pop.
I knocked and fidgeted until Dave opened the door, "Hey Sam!" he stepped aside for me to come in, "What's going on?"
"Oh, well um..." I stopped, once again feeling bad about needing a favor. Noting he was wearing his Domino's shirt and cap, I stalled, "I thought you had Friday nights off?"
"Someone called out and I could use the hours," He shrugged, "Besides I'm riding solo since Tonya dropped me and I needed to be out of here tonight anyway."
"Why do you have to..."
"Why do you look nervous?" He cut me off.
I sighed, "Kim broke up with me."
"Oh, well, hey, welcome to the club." He grinned, "Want to borrow some hand lotion and exchange links to dirty movies?"
"Hopefully not yet, I'm going to try and get back with her."
"Good luck, but I need to get going soon, you need anything?"
"Yeah uh...I feel like an ass asking, but I'm trying to get her to go to a show with me tonight and you wouldn't happen to have fifty until Wednesday would you?"
"Jeez, not that much, no." He shrugged. "Sorry, Sam."
"It's okay." I shrugged, "I figured you might not and..."
I stopped at the sound of heels on the hardwood floor and looked up to see Dave's mom, Robin enter the room. Normally I would have said hello, but normally, Robin wasn't dressed the way she was now.
Dave's mom was hot, damn hot, but in a prim, sort of girl-or in her case-milf next door- way. Robin had gorgeous blonde hair she wore up or pinned back with a head band most of the time and wore little if any make up. She was on the taller side and had legs that went on forever, but did everything she could to hide them.
Her mode of dress was either business suits with shapeless baggy slacks or skirts that were always knee length. The only reason I knew she had nice legs was I'd been sleeping over here and there since I'd been fourteen and had seen her in shorts a couple of times and one thrilling instance of seeing her in a bathing suit.
Even then, as soon as she realized I was there, the shorts were replaced by loose fitting jeans and she had quickly left the pool the time I'd dropped by and seen her sun bathing. She had emerged from the house in a long sundress that had gone down to her damn ankles.
Robin wasn't chubby by any means, but not exactly petite and the couple of brief glimpses of her wearing something that flattered her figure displayed a sweet curvy ass and a pretty damn impressive set of tits.
I'd always found it odd that it was the fact Robin didn't show herself off that turned me on about her. Must be that expression, leaving things to the imagination and I would be a liar if I tried to deny imagining her body many times in the six years I'd been friends with Dave.
But right now...Robin had quite a bit on display and I was not minding at all! She was wearing a short red robe that barely went past her ass and a pair of red fuck me stiletto heels that strapped around her ankles.
Those shoes did amazing things for her already damn fine legs and my eyes enjoyed the long journey up and down those shapely legs, lingering on her lush thighs. The robe was open at the top enough to show some cleavage-something she never displayed- and the sight of the round tops of her breasts caused my heart to skip a beat.
I swore I could see a hint of red lace and wondered what was beneath it. Completing this damn sexy makeover of my friend's normally proper mother was her long blonde hair was not just down, but teased out. There were some blonde ringlets framing her face and I was struck with how pretty she was.
The deep red lipstick she was wearing added to that beauty, showing off her full lips and a mouth that definitely looked as if she would be good at a very specific skill.
"Dave!" She exclaimed, Startling me out of what had to have been some blatant staring. "I thought you were at work!"
"No," He shook his head, "I told you they didn't need me until seven, I was just leaving, when..."
"Sam!" Her eyes fell on me, "Oh my God!" I had to hold back a laugh as her face turned as red as her robe. "I...I am so sorry! Look at me!"
"Don't be sorry," I laughed, "I'm not."
I realized how bad that sounded, but noticed Dave didn't seem upset, in fact he laughed too,
"Hey. See that mom? I told you, you were Milf!"
"Dave don't be rude!" She waved her hand at him and I caught a glimpse of her long red nails.
A quick glance back to the shoes showed off her toes matched and I wished I could get a damn picture of her like this, but something told me my imagination would hold onto this image for quite some time.
"I'm...I wasn't excepting you to be here. I heard the door and thought it was..."
"Ralph." Dave now had an unhappy look on his face. "Don't worry I'll be gone in a couple of minutes."
"Fine." She tightened the robe around herself, "And I'm sorry you saw me like this Sam. Even if you're not, it's not very proper."
"No worries, Miss Warner." I shrugged, "You're not showing that much." Although for her she was and I wouldn't be opposed to seeing more.
"I am." She looked down at her legs, "And it's not like...well, I know what I look like I'm doing."
"What you will be." Dave rolled his eyes, "You're a grown woman, mom, and its okay to have fun."
Her blush deepened and despite the fact I saw her as hot...I just wanted to take her in my arms and give her a kiss, she was so damn cute! I'd never met a woman so good looking who was so shy.
"Well, okay, now that I made a fool of myself in front of my son and made Sam see more of me than he would want to, I'm going to go in my room and die of embarrassment."
I bit back a remark that Sam would want to see much, much more and said, "I have to go too." I looked at Dave, "Thanks anyway."
He nodded and I watched Robin leave the room and walk down the hallway towards her room. I drank in the smooth backs of her legs and marveled at how high those damn fuck me shoes were. Whoever Ralph was he was a luck bastard! I looked up to see Dave watching me ogle his mother.
"Sorry, man." I grinned sheepishly.
"I don't care." He sighed, "Hate to say it, but I'm glad you made that dumb remark."
"You are?"
"Yea, I am." He shook his head, "You know, Sam, my mom is really a beautiful woman. In fact mom, or not, I think she's pretty hot.
"Whoa!" I laughed, "Dude, that's your mom!"
"I didn't say I wanted to touch her, you moron." He punched my arm, but was grinning, "This isn't one of those crazy taboo porn movies. My point is she's shy and doesn't think she's that good looking."
"Well would you rather her be slutting around, showing it off?"
"No, but I'd like her to be confident enough to see she is attractive and feel better about herself so she would meet someone."
"It seems she has, Ralph?"
"Ralph is a prick like my dad." Dave said disgustedly. "He makes cracks that she's not bad looking for her age, but that's okay, he thinks she's pretty."
"One of those." I shook my head, "I hate those guys."
"I do too, but Mom kept hiding herself away and he's the first guy she has dated since the divorce so I figure at least she has someone for now and when she sees he's an asshole and dumps him, she will know she can find someone."
"I still can't believe she really doesn't know she's hot!"
"My father met her in college and she was shy and he fed into that. He loved that she dressed boring and showed nothing, no competition for him. Then we find out the prick was fucking any young intern he could get his hands on."
"Yeah, that sucked, your mom is too sweet for that, she deserved better."
"And when she caught on and confronted him?" Dave was now pacing back and forth and looking agitated.
I stood there and let him rant, figuring the last year had been pretty upsetting for him as much as his mom.
"My asshole father then blames my mother for his cheating saying she was a prude, she dressed like an old lady, and she wasn't a confident woman so she drove him to it; made her feel bad about herself."
"That's low, man."
"Yeah...when he left I did everything I could to get her out and to meet someone and to dress sexier. I know that's odd for a son to do, but I wanted her to see guys reactions to her and see she has a lot to offer in every way. She's smart and sweet and pretty, she needs to know guys see the pretty part. Her friends tried too, but nothing."
"Where did she meet this guy?"
"A friend fixed her up, but surprised her so she couldn't say no. He's a jerk, but...like I said maybe she gets back in the saddle then says "Hey I can do this" and move on."
"So I guess tonight is saddle time."
"Yeah, my ass needs to not be here, so good thing for work. But it's her birthday so I'm glad she won't be alone."
"Shit, I didn't even tell her happy birthday!"
"That's okay, tell her next time. I have to..." He stopped and slapped his head. "Shit!"
"What's wrong?"
"I'm so stupid!" He laughed, "I'm thinking I'm broke because I put my money away for insurance, but I's not due until Next Friday."
"So you can lend it to me?"
"Yeah, but fuck!" He looked at his watch, "I have to go! Go in my room, in the top drawer of my desk there's an envelope, take fifty."
"Thanks man!" I shook his hand, "You'll get it back!"
"I know and hey, do me favor?"
"What?"
"If you see my mother again...tell her she looks nice, don't be a perv, but tell her happy birthday and how beautiful she is."
"Odd request, but sure!" I laughed, "I won't be lying!"
"Keep it in your shorts and just be nice to my mom, she could use it."
Dave left the house and as I headed down the hall to his room I thought I would like nothing more than to be 'nice' to his sweet and sexy mom.
*****
I hurried into Dave's room and looking in his desk found the envelope and removed the fifty dollars. Closing the drawer I looked at the small digital clock on his desk and frowned, it was close to seven. Kim went out Friday nights with her friends and if I wanted to catch her at home, my ass needed to get moving.
I exited his room and stopped in my tracks when I saw Robin walked away from me towards the living room. She was on her cell and I stayed where I was, taking advantage of being able to stare at her legs again.
"Ralph, what do you mean, you're not coming? All week you said you were coming over!"
Uh-oh, I thought and silently padded down the hallway. I didn't want her to see me, but didn't want to get caught lurking in the hallway either if she turned around.
"But...but honey, it's my birthday!" She was getting upset and I felt my stomach sink.
She turned the corner to go into the living room and I quickly reached the end and waited for a chance to bolt out the door so she wouldn't know I had heard anything.
"Ralph, please...I...I bought something new and...and fun." She paused, "Yes, that kind of fun I...I know I've been kind of shy, but its my birthday and I thought I could give you a gift too."
She hadn't slept with him yet. She was shy! She had crossed the living room and as she started to enter the dining room off of it I quickly made my way to the front door to leave. I eased the door open and as I stepped out heard Robin raise her voice. I couldn't make out the words, but a few seconds later, I heard her yell, "Then forget it you asshole!"
Good for her, I thought, then frowned when I heard her sob. She came walking back into the living room and as I slipped through the door I caught a glimpse of her walking past with her head down, crying. She headed for her room and part of me thought about asking if she were alright, but didn't want to embarrass her.
I walked to my car wondering if I should call Dave, but then he would either leave work and get in trouble or spend the rest of the night worrying about her. I got into my car and as I went to start it, my cell rang. I saw it was Kim and answered,
"Hey, Kim!"
"Thought you were coming over?" She asked.
"I never said that." I looked at the flowers and smiled.
"I heard you were, but you're not here."
"I had to stop for a couple of things." I rolled my eyes, I'd told one of her friends I was thinking of trying to talk to her tonight, big mistake.
"Guess I'm not that important then." She said, "But tell you what, get here in fifteen minutes and maybe I'll let you take me out and...if it's fun, maybe we have some fun."
I was ready to tell her I was on my way when my mind quickly replayed her last words...what a bitch! I had wanted to try to make it work, but seriously?
"Sam, you there?" she asked.
"Yeah, I'm here." I looked down at the flowers then glanced at Dave's house and thought of his mother in there crying. She was a sweet woman who was now alone on her birthday and here was this stuck up bitch taking it for granted I would jump when she snapped her fingers.
"Well, you coming or not?"
"No." I said, "But I bet you will be as soon as you find some jerk at the club tonight."
"What did you say?" She demanded.
"I said, piss off, Kim, I'm not going to be used." I hung up on her and leaned back in my seat.
It wasn't like I was in love with her or anything, but it still sucked getting treated like that. Well at least I could just give Dave his money back. I looked at the flowers and wondered what I could do with them, then thought of Robin. I smiled at the thought I could give them to her and say they were for her birthday, make her happy.
I grabbed the bouquet and made my way back up to the door. I hadn't locked it on my way out and let myself back in, this time locking it behind me in case her asshole boyfriend did show up, this way he couldn't just walk right in.
I looked for her in the dining room and kitchen and then headed for her bedroom. I hesitated outside her door and wondered how this would look. I then shrugged, how could it look? It's not like she would think I was giving the flowers to her because I was hot for her or anything. I listened at the door and frowned when I heard her sniffling in there.
I knocked and she called out, "Dave, is that you, honey. You forget something?"
"No, Miss Warner, its Sam, um...can I come in for a minute?"
"Sam? I...I guess."
I put my hand behind my back, hiding the flowers and opened the door. I figured she would have changed, especially seeing she told me to come in, but to my surprise-and pleasure-she was still in the sexy robe. I did notice the shoes were off and her long legs were stretched out on her bed. She was sitting up, her back against a pillow and a box of tissues next to her.
"What are you still doing here, Sam?" As she spoke, she grabbed the comforter and pulled it from the side of the bed, over her legs. "Everything okay?"
"With me? Sure, but you look like you're crying." I played dumb on having heard what had happened.
"Just some kind of disappointing news." She gave me a forced smile, "I'm okay, but..." Her eyes narrowed, "What are you hiding behind your back?"
"Well I felt like a jerk I didn't say it earlier so I ran down the street to get you something."
"Say what?"
"Happy birthday, Miss Warner!" I brought the flowers around with a flourish and handed them to her.
"Oh, how thoughtful!" She exclaimed and the smile she gave me made it worth blowing off that bitch and doing a good deed for someone who deserved it.
She took the flowers and smelled them, "They're beautiful!"
Recalling what Dave had asked me to do; I winked, "For a beautiful lady!"
"Oh, twenty and already using bad pick up lines?" She laughed, "That was smooth though and you looked serious."
"I am." I told her and wasn't lying, "You're a very attractive woman, Miss Warner."
"Aren't you sweet." She leaned over to her left and grabbed vase that had a single rose in it and tucked the flowers I gave her into it.
When she leaned over the sheet lifted up and I was given a good view of her bare hip as the robe rode up. I noticed a red string over her hip and figured she was wearing a thong under the robe, goddamn!
"So, um...why are you upset?"
"Oh." She returned to leaning against the bed, "It's nothing, thank you for the flowers and the pity compliments, but you can go."
"I meant what I said and...do you want to talk?"
"Please, its Friday night, a good looking young guy like you has to have something better to do than talk to frumpy old lady like me."
"Old lady? Hell no!" I shook my head.
"Old enough to be your mom." She pointed out.
"Age is a number," I pointed at her, "Look at you, Miss Warner, you look damn good. I wasn't kidding before." I grinned at her, "And milf's and cougars are the hottest thing in..." I caught myself
"In what?" She asked.
"Oh, uh..." I turned my head, "Porn. Sorry, totally not right to say."
She laughed, "You're blushing! You're a very sweet; I've always loved that about you."
"Thanks, you're sweet too." I smiled, "You were adorable out there when you were blushing."
"Adorable?" Her blue eyes twinkled and she laughed, "Oh, honey, you practicing for the club?"
"No I'm not that smooth." I looked down at her and realized here I was in her bedroom with her lying in front of me in a tiny robe with who knows what type of sexiness underneath it.
Not that anything would happen, but it was still a thrill and I didn't want to leave.
"But, you were pretty upset; sure you don't want to talk?"
"Please Sam, it's a nice offer, but like I said, I'm sure there is some pretty girl out there waiting for you." She paused, "Karen, is it?"
"Kim and we broke up."
"Oh, honey, that's too bad." She reached out and put her hand over mine.
I wasn't sure what was a bigger thrill, the contact or her calling me honey.
"It's okay, we weren't that serious and she was...well...kind of a bitch."
"Really? Or you saying that because you're mad."
I was going to say forget it, but she patted the bed, "Sit down and tell me about it."
I didn't have to be told twice and sat on the edge of the bed and turned to the side so I was facing her, As she sat there listening intently I told her about how Kim had broke up with me and my plan to get her back and how she had found out and what she'd said to me.
"Good for you, standing your ground." She patted my hand again, "I'm sure a good looking guy like you will find someone soon."



"You're just saying that." I grinned.
"No, not at all, you're a nice looking boy, Sam."
"Well if you want me to believe that you have to believe it when I say how pretty you are."
She looked at me for a moment, then burst out laughing, "Deal!"
"So, what happened, why were you crying?"
She sighed, "Its my birthday and I had plans with Ralph. He's the first guy I've dated since the divorce."
"Wasted a lot of time." I told her, "Guys would line up for you."
"Please," She waved her hand. "Anyway he said he wanted to take me out tonight, but I figured instead we would stay in and..." She stopped and I laughed when she blushed again, "Sorry! I shouldn't talk like that."
"Come on, Miss Warner, I'm twenty, not twelve." I shrugged, "You wanted to have a fun sexy birthday, nothing wrong with that."
"I guess, but Ralph calls and starts saying he can't come get me and I tell him what I was planning and he said he would come over." She looked down, "Then he says "It's about time you woke up, I didn't think you'd ever be ready to put out."
"What a prick!" I exclaimed, "Oh, sorry, Miss..."
"First off don't be because he is a prick. Second..." She smiled, "Call me Robin."
"Robin?" I repeated.
"Yes, after all we are having an adult conversation, right?"
"Sure."
"And as I said before, and meant it, you are a man now, not a boy." She cocked her head and looked me up and down, "That girl's doesn't know what she tossed away, Sam. You're attractive, smart, funny and sweet and sweet is rare at your age," She rolled her eyes, "Or Ralph's age."
"I don't think I'm sweet." I said that as my eyes fought to stay on her face and avoid the cleavage her robe was showing off.
"I do. Look at you. A Friday night and here you are talking to your friend's mom because you saw she was upset."
"Its your birthday, you should be happy and having fun, not crying and being alone."
"Hmm." She gave me an odd look, then one of the shy little smiles she was known for, the kind that seemed out of place on woman her age, especially one with her looks. "I think you're right, I should be having some fun, shouldn't I?"
"Hell yeah." I nodded, "Hot milf like you? You should be out celebrating and..." I gave her an exaggerated wink, "Who know, maybe getting lucky."
"I have to admit, it's been a long time since I've gotten lucky." She frowned again, "If I ever was. It took me a long time to realize Dave's father wasn't as good to me as I thought he was. He blamed me for fooling around with those girls, said I was too boring and dressed..." She shrugged, "like an old lady."
"You dress proper, not slutty and that makes you hotter, because you don't put it out there for everyone, you leave it to the imagination." As she had done, I put my hand over hers, "You're a sexy lady, not some slut."
"Sometimes I wonder if I could be both." She sighed, "Lady in public, but..." She blushed again. "Fun where it counts."
"Oh, I bet you could, you just need the right guy."
"Who would be the right guy?"
"I don't know." I thought about it, "I think someone who appreciates you and not just that you're pretty and sweet, but..." I hesitated, and then figured what the hell, her own son told me to make her feel good about, "That you're sexy."
"I'm sexy?"
"I told you that, but not slutty sexy, but...like classy sexy." I shrugged, "Cute sexy too, the way you look, but you still blush? That's hot and..."
I stopped because I sounded pathetic, telling my best friend's mother she was hot multiple times in the same damn sentence.
"You know, I am kind of hot." She nodded.
"Not just kind of you're...oh."
I felt like an idiot when she removed the comforter. My eyes fastened on her legs when she bent her knee and ran her nails along her thigh. That thigh was smooth and damn inviting looking and as her robe slid back I had to force myself not to look to the left and try to see between her legs.
"Sweating." She said, "Hot in here."
"A little, I guess."
"Maybe because I'm lying down." She turned to the side, swinging her legs off the bed.
Robin was now sitting next to me and before I managed to raise my eyes to her face, I caught a look inside her robe and saw the inner half of her left breast and a hint of red lace.
"So back to me finding this right guy."
"Well, I think you have to leave the house to do that," I laughed.
She smiled at me and moved over so her hip was touching mine. I could smell her perfume and her long blonde hair was tickling my arm beneath my sleeve.
"Who says?"
What did that mean? I gave her a nervous smile and forced a laugh, "Hey, you have someone hiding under the bed?"
"Not under it, but maybe on it."
"On..." I stopped when she put her hand over mine.
"You know, today is my birthday and it was going to be a happy one. Know why?"
"You were going to um...have nice night?" As bold as I had been I wasn't about to say 'get laid'
"I was going to cut loose tonight." She tugged on the top of the robe, "I haven't worn this in a long time and I went out and bought something sexy for under it." She giggled "I think I blushed when I paid for it."
"Bet you did," I looked down as she ran her nails across the back of my hand and up my arm.
I shivered at the contact and my cock swelled as I let my eyes wander down to her chest where the robe had opened more form her pulling on it.
"I did, but when I got into it I felt so sexy!" She smiled, "I was so looking forward to not being such a good girl tonight." She sighed, "But then Ralph turned into a pig and I guess I'm glad it was before and not after."
"I agree."
"So I figured the night was ruined, then a good looking young man brought me flowers and told me how beautiful I am." She coked her head and winked at me, "And I know he's not lying because he's been staring at me since he came in my room."
My face grew hot, but not all with embarrassment. Her nails were running up and down my arm and my eyes were blatantly on her breasts and as she had just said, she knew it. Her breasts were rising and falling rapidly and when she stopped moving her hand and left it on my bicep I could feel her fingers trembling.
My heart raced at the thought Robin was into me and my cock was now fully erect and aching with desire. I was torn between going for it and kissing her or letting her make the first move in case I was wrong or she decided to change her mind.
"I have been looking," I said softly, "I like what I see."
"And I like you looking," she replied, "Which brings me back to my birthday."
Robin gave me a nervous smile that caused my heart to flutter and my cock to twitch, "I think that maybe, just maybe I might enjoy my birthday after all."
"Yeah?" I swallowed nervously as she caressed my cheek and leaned closer to me.
"Well, its up to you, Sam." Her face was inches from mine and her head tilted to the side as she continued, "Do you want to give me a lonely, sad woman a happy birthday?"
I had to hold back a 'hell yeah' and as I paused to try to say something that made me sound confident, I recalled who Robin was. She wasn't just a hot milf she was...
"But, Dave." I said, pushing the words out so I wouldn't change my mind, "He's...my friend."
"And he's my son and he's been pushing me to have fun, my son wants me happy. I think you can make me happy, Sam." She squeezed my arm, "I'd like to make you happy, after all we were both treated poorly tonight, so how about we show those jerks and have some fun together?"
"You...you won't tell him?"
Robin shook her head and stood up. Thinking she had changed her mind I asked,
"Hey, um...where are you going?"
"Nowhere." She lifted the ties to her robe and held them out to me, "I thought maybe you might want to un-wrap me and see what I bought today."
I took the ties in my fingers, "I thought you were supposed to be unwrapping things, its your birthday."
"Oh, I'll be opening a present soon," She stared pointedly at my crotch, "Looks like a nice big present."
"I...I don't know about that." My face grew red.
"Looks big and..." She licked her lips, "I know its all for me, isn't it?"
"Oh, it is."
"Well Sam," she said softly, "I'm not a very good cougar. I'm nervous, I'm shy and a little out of practice." She smiled down at me, "But I see you're a little nervous to and I like that. I...I don't want to be with a cocky jerk, I want to be with someone nice."
"I can be nice." I agreed still hesitating on pulling on her robe.
"But I want a nice person to not be nice with, but the longer it takes the more nervous I am so..." she let out a long breath, "How about you open my robe and see what I have for you?"
I was blown away by the fact she wanted me to make the first move. Pushing Dave out of my mind, after all Robin was right; he wanted her happy. He even told me to try to make her feel good! So in a way wouldn't making his mom happy be doing a friend a favor?
I pulled on the ties and as the robe fell open, I whistled, "Goddamn!"
Robin giggled and turned as red as the outfit she was wearing beneath the robe. The lingerie was a one piece made completely of red lace that exposed her breasts beneath it. The center was cut out to expose her flat stomach. The top clipped to a red thong that was no more than string with a patch of lace between her thighs.
Robin slid the robe from her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor and, still blushing asked, "Like it?"
"Love it, Christ you're so hot!" I breathed.
"Want to see the back?"
Robin turned around, showing off the fact that aside from one strap across the middle of her back and a red string between her cheeks, there was nothing there, but her smooth creamy skin. Her hips had some curve to them as did her sweet round ass. Unable to hold back, I put my hands on her hips, leaned forward and kissed the middle of her back.
"Oh, that was nice." She sighed. "Please do it again."
"You don't have to say please, trust me." I told her.
Moving her long hair to the side I pulled her back towards me and kissed the back of her neck. Robin purred and I proceeded to place a series of soft kisses across her shoulders, then between them, working my way down her back.
"So nice." She moaned, "That feels so nice!"
To my surprise she moved over so my leg was between hers and sat down on my knee. I was wearing shorts and I felt the heat from her pussy against my bare leg. Putting my hands on her shoulders, I continued to kiss her.
My cock was throbbing and as sexy as her outfit was, I was dying to get her out of it, but took my time. Robin wasn't a sex starved milf from the porn movies I watched, Robin was sweet and looking to be enjoyed.
I wanted to enjoy her and at this point knew this was no game and was sure she would get around to making sure I enjoyed her as well. I continued to kiss her back, I let my hands slide down her arms, then around her waist. She sighed when I caressed her soft stomach, then taking my hands in hers guided them up to her breasts.
I moaned as I fondled her large heavy breasts and Robin gasped when my fingers zeroed in on her nipples. I rubbed them through the thin lace and Robin slid further up my leg, until her back was against me. She let her head fall to the side, exposing her neck and I fastened my lips to her soft skin.
Robin purred and moved her hips, grinding her ass onto my swollen cock. I slid my fingers inside the inner part of the lingerie and teased them along the edges of her tits. I pushed my hand down further and she whimpered when my finger came into contact with her bare nipple.
"Take it down." She whispered, while taking my hand and placing it on the strap on her shoulder.
I removed my hand from onside her top and taking the straps slid them down her arms. Robin removed her arms from them and once more leading my hands brought them to the clips that were attached to the thong.
My fingers were shaking, causing me to fumble with them for a moment. I was further distracted by her working her hips, sliding her ass along my cock.
The shorts were thin cotton and I moaned at how good her rubbing it felt. The clips gave and pulling the top from around her, Robin tossed it to the side. I made to draw her back into me but she stood up and hooking her thumbs into the thong, pulled it partway down her ass.
"Want to see?" She asked, looking at me over her shoulder and giving me that adorable shy smile.
"Damn straight."
She pulled the string down a little more, "You sure?"
"Stop teasing you little tart!" I laughed, "Let's see the birthday girl in her birthday suit."
"Oh, I don't plan on teasing you, honey." She winked, and then with a sexy little shimmy worked the thong down over the curve of her ass.
The crotch of the thong stuck to her pussy as she tugged it down and as she bent over to push it past her knees I licked my lips at the sight of her pussy peering out from between her thighs. She playfully kicked the thong off and turned to face me.
"Oh my God." I whispered at the sight of my best friend's mother completely naked in front of me.
Robins tits were amazing, bigger than those of any girl I'd messed with before and standing up well for their size, her large nipples were light pink and as hard as my cock. My eyes wandered down her soft stomach to take in the small patch of blond fuzz just over her pink slit.
"I take it you like?"
My answer was to stand up, pull her into my arms so quickly she released a startled yelp, and press my lips to hers. Robin moaned as I kissed her hard, while crushing her against me and her arms slid around my waist as she eagerly returned my kiss. I pushed my tongue against her lips and I moaned when hers darted out to meet it then slipped into my mouth.
As we kissed my hands roamed over her body, caressing her back, her arms, the sides of her breasts and then cupped the well rounded cheeks of her ass. I gave them a squeeze, marveling at how soft she was and loving the enthusiasm of her kiss. Robin was all but attacking my mouth as she ground against me.
I caught a glimpse of us in the mirror. The fact I was still in my shorts and t-shirt and this gorgeous woman was naked in my arms was an additional thrill. As if on cue, Robin tugged on the bottom of my shirt and pulled it up to my chest.
I broke the kiss long enough for her to pull it over my head and toss it away.
"You have far too much clothing on." She told me, then leaned back in and kissed me.
Her hard nipples were poking into my chest and she wiggled side to side, working them across me. Her tongue danced across mine once more and I felt her unsnap my shorts. I groaned when she worked my zipper down and without hesitation put her hand in my boxers and grabbed my cock.
She moaned into my mouth as she wrapped her fingers around my shaft and stroked it. Her lips slid from mine and my heart skipped a beat when she pushed my shorts and underwear down over my hips. Robin looked down at my cock as she pumped it,
"God, you're so hard!" she cooed, "You do want me, don't you, baby?"
"Yes, I...damn that feels good." I told her as her other hand cupped my balls.
"It does." She breathed, then licked her lips, "Bet it tastes even better."
My reply was cut off when she grabbed my arms, turned me to the side, then gave me a shove that sent me into a sitting position on the bed. The way she had angled me had put my back partially against her headboard and when she straddled my legs and sat on my lap she pushed me hard against it.
After a quick, hard kiss, Robin put her hand behind my head and pulled my face to her breast. I eagerly opened wide and sucked her nipple into my mouth.
"Oh, yes!" She cried, "Suck on them, honey! They so need attention!"
Robin was overcoming her shyness and I was getting the feeling my sweet little milf might turn into one of those porn wild cats after all. I circled her hard nub with my tongue several times before sucking it into my mouth and moaned when Robin reached between us and grabbed my aching dick.
She pumped it slowly while I switched to sucking her other nipple while rubbing the one I had just been licking. Robin sighed and arched her back, shoving her tit further in to my mouth. I put my arm around her, holding her to me and whimpered as she rubbed the sensitive head of my cock with the palm of her hand.
My cock was dripping and Robin resumed stroking me, her now slick hand feeling even better along my hard shaft. She placed my cock against her pussy and moved her hips, sliding me along the length of her soft wet pussy.
"Oh, fuck." I groaned around her nipple, "You're so wet!"
"I'm wet because I got a sweet and," she squeezed my cock, "Hard young man for my birthday."
Robin lifted her leg, placing her knee on my thigh, then did the same with the other so she was now kneeling on my legs.
Your cock feels so fucking good." She moaned, "I don't think I can wait!"
She slid my cock through the lips of her pussy once more, then shoved the head of my cock inside her and let her weight go.
We both cried out in pleasure as I penetrated her, plunging deep inside her hot, wet and every tight pussy.
"Yes!" Robin moaned in my ear as she ground her hips, working my cock further into her pussy, "Hmm, been a long time since I've had a nice hard cock inside me." She sighed, "And a nice big one too!"
She pushed her tit back into my mouth and I did the best I could to suck on it as she lifted her legs, sliding me most of the way out of her before sinking back down and taking me back into her wet heat.
Robin moaned softly as she rode me, bouncing on her knees on my lap. I put my hands on her hips and moved mine as much as I could, but being on the soft bed it wasn't easy. But it was okay because Robin began bouncing faster and harder and I moaned into her breast as she established a sexy rhythm on my cock.
Taking my face in her hands she lofted my head from her breasts and into a long, deep kiss. I put my arms around her and pulled her to me, crushing her breasts into my chest as she continued to ride me.
My hands slid down to her hips and I pulled on them, guiding her as she fucked me. Robin was sighing into our kiss each time she came down, pushing me deep inside her and I longed to be able to fuck her harder, but as before knew it would be better to let her decide how we fucked.
My patience was quickly rewarded when Robin eased from my cock, slid off my legs and to my delight put her back to me, guided my cock back into her and sat down on my lap. This time it was a soft moan we released when she sank back onto my cock.
She pressed her back against my chest and as I reached around to play with her nipples, she placed her soft feet on my knees and resumed riding me. Robin's head was resting against my shoulder and turning my head I kissed her neck as she moved slowly along my shaft.
I moaned as she was going slow enough that I could feel her tight wet lips massaging every inch of me. Reaching between our legs she rubbed my balls and my hips jerked, sending me plunging deep inside her.
"You feel so good," she moaned, "Baby; your birthday girl needs to come!"
Grabbing my hand from her left breast she shocked me by putting my fingers on her clit.
"Not so shy now!" I laughed in her ear.
"Been shy too long, honey! This girl needs to have some fun!" She moaned as I captured her clit and rolled her pink nub between my fingers. "And I'm going to have fun coming on my sexy young lover's nice big dick!"
She had slowed down her riding me, which was a good thing as had she gone any faster I might be popping off before she was able to come! I rubbed her clit in circles and she relaxed against my chest, moaning contentedly as I continued to stroke her nipple while playing with her pussy.



Robin was breathing hard, her breast heaving beneath my hand and was moving even more slowly, sensually riding my cock. I caught sight of us in the mirror and wished to hell I had a camera, Jesus, did she look good on top of me. I watched, transfixed by the sight of my cock sliding in and out of her pussy, her pink lips clinging to y hard shaft.
Robin gasped, her toes curling into my legs and her back arching, pushing against me.
"Yes," she moaned, "Oh, honey keep playing with my pussy! I...I'm going to come for you!"
I worked her pussy harder and faster with my fingers and squeezed her nipple a little tighter. Robin was making sharp little hiccupping noises and her feet pressed harder onto my legs as her body tensed against me. My body was tensing as well as her amazing pussy was taking its toll on my cock. I stopped moving altogether, trying to hold off cumming until she did.
I didn't have long to wait, as Robin cried out sharply in my ear and driving herself down hard into my cock, let her head fall back and released a long loud squeal. I moaned loudly as her already tight pussy contracted around my cock as her body exploded into orgasm.
As she came I moved my hips, driving into her and trying to make her come as hard as possible. Robin bucked wildly on my lap; her hips grinding, working her convulsing pussy onto my now thrusting cock.
She was yelping in my ear which caused me to make more of an effort to fuck her and she showed her appreciation by driving her hips down into me, sending me deeper into her quivering flesh.
Robin released a long moan and slumping back against me sighed, "Oh, honey...damn I needed that."
At this point I needed a release of my own and grabbed her hips, preparing to fuck her hard then pull out and come all over her pussy and stomach, but Robin leaned forward and to my chagrin eased off my yearning cock. My disappointment was short lived however when she turned around and sank to her knees.
She took my cock in her hand and looking up at me with her big blue eyes, placed her tongue on my balls and slowly licked her way up to the tip of my cock.
"Oh, fuck," I moaned staring down at her. "Damn, that looks good!"
"Just looks good?" she asked, then taking the head of my cock into her mouth sucked hard.
I gasped at the sensation of my pre cum squirting from my cock into her mouth, then the amazing feeling of her taking me deeper between her soft lips.
"Hmm," she moaned as she worked my cock down near the base.
Robin opened her mouth wider and I moaned like an idiot when she succeeded in taking my cock all the way down. She held me there and her eyes still on mine shook her head back and forth.
"Fuck." I moaned at the feeling of her lips and tongue sliding along my shaft.
Robin stopped moving her head and I released another moan when her tongue slipped out and caressed my balls. She slurped her way back up my cock and gasped when she released it.
"Been a long time since I sucked cock." She giggled, "Guess it's like riding a bike." She licked her lips and turning her head rubbed my cock along her cheek.
"How's this look?"" she asked, pressed my cock hard enough to her face to cause some precum to ooze from it and leave a sticky trail on her cheek. "Like seeing your dick in my face, Sam?"
"Hell yeah," I grinned, "better in your mouth though."
"I'll get there, let me enjoy." She sat up higher on her knees and rubbed my cock against her soft tits. "God, you're so hard." She licked her lips " And I have to say my pussy tastes pretty good on you."
"Definitely not shy anymore!" I laughed, then moaned when she wrapped her tits around my cock and rocked up and down.
I watched my cock slide between her perfect tits and groaned when she lowered her head and flicked her tongue across the tip of cock each time it emerged from her breasts. My cock was dripping, getting her slick with my pre cum and I rocked my hips, fucking her tits.
Robin took the tip into her mouth and when I moved my hips she took me deeper. Letting her tits go, she placed her hands on my thighs and remained still. I continued to move my hips, but slowly, not wanting to get to rough or gag her. Robin moaned and her eyes rolled back as I slowly fucked her mouth.
She grabbed the base of my cock causing me to stop moving my hips and after making a show of licking her lips, Robin once again took me into her mouth. She bobbed her head in a slow rhythm, taking me about half way down each time and moaning around my hard flesh as she did.
I leaned back against the headboard and took in the view of my best friend's hot and shy, well formerly shy, mom giving me a blow job. I reached down and moved her air from her face and with a wink she caught my wrist and put my hand on her head.
She bobbed her head faster and I wrapped my hand in her soft hair and rested it on her head. Robin brought her hand up between my legs and stroked my balls gently with her nails. I moaned and fought not to move my hips or do anything else that would get me off quicker. I wanted to enjoy this as long as possible.
Robin reached the tip of my cock and opening her mouth let some spit ooze down my cock, then made a show of noisily slurping it up. Her eyes were on mine and even with her mouth stuffed with my cock I could see the corner of her lips turned up in a smile. She was enjoying blowing me!
I let my gaze wander down her smooth back and her amazing ass. Her hips were rocking, further proof she was getting into sucking me and I envisioned her on her knees with that sweet ass in the air while I fucked her doggy style.
That though, along with her skilled mouth, caused my cock to twitch and my legs to shake. MY balls tightened in her hand and I moaned as I drew closer to coming. Robin removed my cock from her mouth and ducking her head sucked my balls into her mouth.
I rolled my eyes in pleasure as she took turns sucking on each one before swirling her tongue around my sac. Robin lightly stroked my cock as she bathed my balls with her tongue and even the limited contact was causing me to move my hips and whimper softly.
"Hmm, someone needs to come." She smiled, "That's fine with me, baby, you deserve it and..." she winked, "You'll be able to give it to me nice and hard when you fuck me."
"God I want to fuck you." I breathed as she ran her tongue up one side of my cock then down the other.
"You will, baby, you will." She blew on my cock and giggled when even that made it twitch, "But after you suck on the birthday girls pussy." She laughed, "It's my birthday, but you get to eat the cake."
"Then I'm going to frost that cake."
"Ohh!" her eyes widened, "Sam, you're a dirty boy aren't you?"
"I'm not shy."
"I'm learning not to be, but." She kissed the tip of my cock, "It might take some work," looking up at me with my cock in her face, she pushed her lips into a pout, "You willing to help a shy girl, come out of her shell?"
"I'll take one for the team!" I said, trying to keep my voice steady as her tongue swirled around my purple head.
"Baby, you're going to be taking a lot more than one for this team. This girl has some catching up to do."
Holy shit, was she saying this would be more than once? My thoughts trailed off when Robin took my cock deep into her mouth and sucked it as if it were a competition. I moaned loudly as her hot wet mouth worked my shaft and Robin was making sloppy wet gurgling noises as she let a mix of spit and precum ooze from her mouth.
My hand tightened in her hair and my hips could no longer remain still, thrusting my cock into her descending mouth. Robin was whimpering around my cock and her eyes were half closed, but were glazed over and filled with a look of pure lust. I could see her lipstick smeared along my cock and the next time she took me all the way down to my balls I lost control and my cock twitched sending a stream of cum down her throat.
"Hmm-mm!" Robin groaned, her blue eyes widening as I filled her mouth with what felt like a huge load.
She continued to suck and I was moaning and whimpering like an idiot as she was sliding my cum around my sensitive cock within her mouth. She was pumping it as well, jerking me off while blowing me working for every drop. Some cum oozed from the sides of her mouth, but she quickly slurped it back up.
I caught another look in the mirror and watched my best friend's mom, on her knees, her head bobbing in my lap as my balls emptied into her eager mouth.
'Oh, God." I groaned when I had nothing left, but she kept sucking.
My head was a raw nerve and my hips jerked as she wrapped her lips tightly around it and sucked hard. I cried out at the sensation of a couple more drops being milked from it.
"Stop." I gasped, "Please."
Robin released my cock and opening her mouth showed me her cum covered tongue. She then made a sow of swallowing and waggled her now clean tongue at me.
"Damn I forgot how much I love giving head." She sighed, "Maybe you'll let me practice some more?"
"I...Dave's working until midnight right?"
"Honey, I'm talking about tomorrow and then Sunday, and maybe..." Looking me in the eye she added, "You broke the seal, baby, I want more, a lot more."
"I...I'm a giver." I told her...goddamn she was going to let me keep fucking her!
"Well then how about I lay back and you be a giver and give my pussy some attention."
Robin stood and lay back on the bed so her legs were dangling off of it. I stood up slowly, my knees weak from the most amazing blow job I'd ever received and turned to stand between her legs. She spread her pussy open and tapping her swollen clit with her finger said, "Come on baby, time to have your cake and eat mine too."
I sank to my knees and as I placed my hands on her soft thighs she rested her feet on my shoulders. I gave each of her thighs a kiss and felt them trembling beneath my hands. I blew lightly on her clit and a shiver went through her.
"Baby, don't tease, it's been a long time since someone's licked my pussy."
I looked up to see her watching me, her eyes wide and her fingers teasing her pink nipples. I gave her kiss a soft kiss then lowering my tongue slipped it inside her. Robin gasped as I swirled it around and I moaned at the taste of her sweet juices as I lapped them from inside her. I sucked hard, getting a good mouthful and then worked my tongue slowly through her soft wet lips, towards her clit.
I fastened my tongue to her pink nub and as she moaned, I eased two fingers inside her. Robin sighed and she rocked her hips into my flickering tongue and thrusting fingers. I alternated between sucking and licking her clit, while pushing my fingers as deep inside her as I could.
Robin was moaning and whimpering as I took my time on her clit, gently sucking on it before tracing circles around it with the tip of my tongue.
"You look so good down there!" She groaned as she pulled on her nipples, "I could so get used to this!" she gasped when getting ballsy, I eased a third finger gently inside her, "What about you, Sam, think you could see yourself spending time between my legs?"
"I can't see myself ever not wanting to be anywhere you want me." I told her.
She laughed, then moaned when I pumped all three fingers inside her while sucking her lit harder into my mouth.
"Oh, oh..." her toes curled into my shoulders and she whimpered, "Honey, just like that, keep sucking my pussy! I...I'm going to come for you!"
I worked my fingers as fast as I dared and sucked her clit hard enough to make my lips smack. Robin was making those little hiccup noises again and I watched her pinching her nipples roughly as her back arched off the bed, pushing her wet hot flesh into my face.
"Right there, right there." She groaned, "A little...Oh!"
Robin gasped and drover her hips up, sending my fingers deep inside her hot tight pussy. She released long loud noise that could only be described a s a howl and went off like a rocket. She yelped and squealed as her thighs clamped around my face and her hips bucked wildly, grinding her quivering flesh into my tongue and fingers.
She pushed her feet hard against my shoulders, lifting her hips higher as she writhed and squirmed in my face. Robin's body tensed and with a loud cry her pussy convulsed and a wave of warm sticky fluid sprayed into my mouth and on my chin.
"Oh, God I came so hard..." She let her legs slide off my shoulders, "Fuck, baby...you are spoiling this birthday girl!"
"But I still have another present for you!" I stood up and grabbing her legs, lifted them and spread them wide.
I stroked my once again hard cock through the sopping lips of her pussy several times, each thrust ending in a little squeal from Robin when my head rubbed her sensitive clit.
"Hmm, that's a big present," she moaned, "But if its mine, shouldn't you give it to me?"
"Can't say no to the birthday girl." I winked, then plunged my cock deep into her tight hole.
Robin cried out as this time I wasn't pinned down and was able to fuck her hard and fast. I was using long hard strokes that felt amazing and as I spread her legs as far as I could I watched my long thick cock slide in and out from between her pink lips.
Robin was yelping with each hard thrust and her tits were bouncing wildly as I fucked her the way I had dreamed about; as hard I could.
"Yes! Yes!" She cried as I continued hammering away at her. "That feels so fucking good!"
I closed her legs and wrapping my arm around her thighs, lifted her ass off the bed, causing my cock to penetrate her even deeper. Robin squealed in appreciation and cupping her tits, stroked her nipples as I fucked her.
Trying to show off and fuck her even harder, I put my shoulders against the backs of her legs and leaned forward, pushing her legs so far back her feet were over her head. I was now plunging my cock straight down into her and she howled in pleasure as I slammed her again and again.
"Fuck, baby, oh fuck!" she cried, "You are so fucking deep!"
I moaned in reply when her pussy contracted around my cock and she laughed, "Your little girlfriends don't know that trick do they?"
I shook my head as she began doing it each time my cock was buried inside her and I was beginning to moan continuously. I was fucking her so hard my balls were slapping against her ass and I could hear my cock entering her dripping pussy.
"Oh, honey let me roll over!" she moaned, "I want to get on my hands and knees for you!"
"Like I said...anywhere you want me." I laughed as I slid my glistening cock from her.
Robin got to her knees on the bed then leaned forward and caused me to gasp when she took my cock into her mouth. She gave me several long hard sucks that made my legs tremble, then said, "Get behind me, baby!"
I went around the bed and getting on my knees behind her, took a second to admire her amazing ass in the air as well as her succulent pink pussy between her thighs. I then grabbed her hips and resumed fucking the shit out of her.
Robin gave her head a toss, flipping her long blonde hair onto her back and grabbing it, I pulled gently on it as I continued to fuck her.
"Oh, dirty boy!" she laughed, "But that's okay, it makes watching even more fun!"
I looked up and saw her looking at me in the mirror. The sight of her on her knees her huge tits swaying as I fucked her and me behind her, pulling her hair and fucking her sent me into another gear. I squeezed her hips as hard as I dared and wrapping her hair in my hand I reared back and slammed her as hard as I could.
Robin's squealed, but also begin thrusting her hips, rocking back into my thrusts and driving me deeper inside her. I watched in the mirror and found myself more focused on her face than our bodies.
Her blue eyes were bulging and glazed over with lust and her lips were parted as she emitted a continuous series of yelps as I continued my relentless assault on her tight pussy. Her tits were bouncing and the cheeks of her ass were jiggling each time I slammed my cock home.
"Look at you. Robin, I moaned, "You're so fucking hot!"
"So are you, baby." She groaned, "We look hot together!" she moaned and her eyes rolled back when I pushed against her back, forcing her chest down onto the bed and putting her ass higher.
I put my hands on either side of her head so my body was now over hers and drove down into her pussy as she lay prone beneath me.
"Oh, my Fucking God!" she howled as I fucked her as hard and fast as I could, I watched in the mirror as my long cock drove repeatedly down between the cheeks of her ass and into her hot little pussy.
Robin was now yelping and whimpering with each stroke and my arms trembled as my balls tightened and I knew I was close. I kept hammering away at her trying to make her squeal even louder and as each thrust began ending in a soft whimper of my own, she cried out, "Take it out for me! I want to see you cum!"
I gave her several more hard thrusts, then moaning pulled out and balancing on one arm, grabbed my cock before it erupted. Robin rolled over beneath me and grabbing her huge tits offered them up to me. I released my cock and she cried out when the first spurt sprayed past her tits and struck her face.
She moaned and opened her mouth letting my cum ooze into it and down her chin as the second spurt splashed against her right tit. I jerked my cock watching as cum slid down her breast and across her pink nipple. I moved my cock back and forth managing to paint both her nipples with my come.
"Oh that's so hot and...sticky!" she giggled, then licked her lips, cleaning the cum from them and making a show of smacking her lips as she swallowed it.
I released a pathetic whimper as my spent cock gave up the last of its load and I rolled over onto my back, trying to catch my breath. Robin lay next to me, her chest heaving and I watched her cum covered tits rise and fall with each breath.
"Goddamn," she moaned, "Sam you...baby, you fucked this birthday girl like she hasn't been fucked in way too long!"
"I feel like it was my birthday." I laughed.
"Hmm, when is your birthday?"
"Next month." I said with a grin.
"Well you better plan on spending it right here, with me honey. I promise I will make it a night you won't forget."
"Hard to top this one." I told her.
"We will, we'll..." she turned her head and smiled at me, "We'll start by letting you pick out whatever sexy outfit you want me to wear for you."
"Really?" I thought for a moment, "School girl?"
"School girl, cheerleader, lingerie, baby anything you want as long as you fuck me the way you did tonight."
"So, um...I have to wait until my birthday?"
"Birthday?" She sat up and I watched the cum slide down her breasts onto her stomach, "Baby, I was thinking in a few minutes when we take a nice hot shower together." She sighed, "I can't wait to get on my knees in the shower and suck you hard then have you fuck me against the wall!"
"Why Miss Warner!" I exclaimed, a mock look of surprise on my face, "That doesn't sound like something a shy sweet woman would say!"
She looked down at me and taking my hand in hers, smiled, "No, it doesn't, does it?"
*****
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I sat at the kitchen table doing what I always did these days; stare out the window at my mother by the pool.
She was in the lounge chair and today's cock inspiring bathing suit was a purple two piece half the girls my age wouldn't have the confidence to wear.
But then again many of those girls didn't have a body like moms. Despite her forty two years my mother still looked good, damn good; good enough to have her son's friends ogling her when they came over and her own son was obsessed with her incredible body.
The fact she was my mother should make me feel bad for seeing her that way, but fact was it made her seem even hotter to me.
People always say what we want is what we can never have, the forbidden fruit. Well I couldn't think of a more forbidden fruit than my mother's pussy and damn I wanted a taste!
Just sitting here staring at her had my cock so hard that if I thought I could do it without her turning her head and seeing me I'd jack off right here under the table while staring at her.
Instead I would continue to pretend to be reading chapter one of my sociology book while taking in my mother's breath taking beauty.
Mom was tall and a little on the slender side, but still had enough hips to give her nice shape she kept her long legs looking damn good by jogging three times a week, her stomach, which at the moment was glistening with tanning oil and begging to be kissed and licked by her horny son was flat and smooth and her breasts...
Mom wasn't big on top, but the one time I'd seen them when I had 'accidentally' walked in on her in the shower, showed off a set round, firm, perfect little tits with gorgeous pink nipples. That look seemed longer than it should have been or maybe I just liked to tell myself mom was very slow in covering up and had inspired even more wet dreams of her.
I was dying to touch them, fondle them, suck on them...blow a nice big load on them. I squirmed in my chair and knew I was going to have to go upstairs and get some relief soon.
But until then I would continue to tease myself so when I finally jacked off to the thought of my mother sampling some forbidden fruit of her own, her son's cock, I would blow a nice big load.
My eyes continued their journey along mom's luscious body and lingered on her smooth inner thigh. The bikini wasn't much more than a thong and I licked my lips at the thought sliding that strip of purple material to the side and licking her sweet slit.
The bikini tied at the hips and I imagined mom grabbing the string and pulling it, letting the bikini fall away and exposing not just her pussy, but her firm tight ass.
I took in the length of her legs, from her purple painted toes right up to her hip and thought of those legs wrapped around my waist, or her bare feet on my shoulders. Shit, even her damn feet were sexy.
Mom wasn't just attractive from the neck down either. My mother was a classic blond haired blue eyed beauty, whose face was still smooth and unmarred by any lines or wrinkles and her full sensual lips conjured images of what those lips were probably damn good at.
I knew for a fact my mother was a hell of a cock sucker because I'd over heard my father bragging to his friends about how good she was at giving blow jobs and how she loved to swallow.
In the same conversation he had mentioned she was an insatiable little wildcat and that confirmation of my mother's sexual prowess did little to slow down my incestuous fantasies.
Dad had left two years ago and I still didn't know the real reason as both my parents had been vague about it, but my impression was dad had caught her doing something she shouldn't have and I wondered if she had cheated.
For some reason the thought she had got me even hotter, right or wrong it meant my mother craved as much cock as she could get and I liked to fantasize mine would be included in that.
After all she did always tell me what a good looking young man I was and was always affectionate with me, kissing me on the cheek, hugging me tight, sitting next to me on the couch and slipping her arm around my shoulders while we watched TV as if I were a boyfriend rather than a son.
But I knew she was just being a little clingy after dad left and it meant nothing. It did do a lot to fuel my taboo desires however, as there were times sitting next to her on the couch that I wanted to just kiss her and see what would happen.
Sometimes mom would complain her feet were sore and I would rub them for her. That was a huge tease for me, having her feet in my hands and her long legs stretched out on the couch. I envisioned sliding my hand up her leg and under her skirt and she would pull her panties to the side and say "Go ahead, baby!"
I jumped at the sound of my phone whistling telling me I had received an e-mail. As I picked it up from the table I saw mom sit up and stretch.
"Goddamn." I breathed as I watched her push out her tits and her long blonde hair flowing down the smooth tanned skin of her back.
Mom stood up, then bent over to pick up her phone. The e-mail forgotten, I stared at her incredible ass.
There was little more than a purple string between the cheeks of her ass and as I thought of spreading those cheeks it occurred to me that the bikini was pretty inappropriate to where around her nineteen year old son, but hell, I wasn't complaining.
Mom looked over her shoulder and I froze like a dear in headlights. I was caught dead to rights, sitting there gawking away with nothing else I could possibly be looking at.
She gave me a strange smile and a small wave and feeling like an idiot I waved back at her then, quickly lifted my phone and made a show of looking at it.
Out of the corner of my eye I watched mom pick up the short white robe she would wear to the beach and slip it on. As she tied it and slid on her sandals, I focused on the phone and felt my already hard cock twitch.
"Hello naughty mom or son! This e-mail is to tell you a new movie has been posted to loving mothers! "Mommy lends a hand!" is now available for your viewing pleasure! Please don't forget to rate it when you...finish!"
A new mother son movie! That sealed the deal; it was time to head upstairs to live vicariously through some actor getting laid by his 'mom'.
"Hey, honey, you want dinner now, or you want to wait?"
I looked up at mom and was careful to meet her eyes rather than focus on the loosely tied robe that was leaving a lot of her barely concealed tits exposed.
"Oh, umm...I'll wait."
"You sure?"
"Yeah." I nodded, "I have to work on something for a little while."
She smiled, "Good, because I need to do some work too, and then take a shower."
"Okay." I smiled back, while thinking of her in the shower soaping up her tits, a long trail of soap flowing down between her legs and thighs that would look just like a load of cum and...
"Joey?"
"Huh?"
"You okay," she laughed, "You went away just then."
"Oh, sorry, just thinking about what I have to do upstairs." That was no lie; because God did I need to get off.
"Me too, was thinking all about it while I was laying out there. That's why I finally had to come in."
I nodded and waited for her to walk away. I was wearing a pair of shorts and my hard on would be noticeable if I stood up. Mom remained where she was as if waiting for me, then said, "Hey, honey?"
"Yeah, mom?"
"Can I ask you a question?"
"Sure?"
"You think this bikini is okay?"
"Um...why wouldn't it be?"
"I don't know, guess it shows a lot."
"Well...it kind of does." Play it straight, I told myself, "But I'm the only one around the neighbors can't see in the yard."
"You're who I'm talking about, it doesn't bother you?"
"Uh...no...why would it, you're my mom."
"Okay, just checking." She grinned, "I saw you looking out the window when I was picking stuff up and thought about what you must be seeing."
I hesitated and she looked as if she were interested in my response. I shrugged and said, "Oh, I was looking, but not looking, like you said, I go away sometimes."
"Yeah me too." She laughed, "Sometimes thoughts are more fun than real life, no?"
"Oh, yeah." I agreed as she turned and I glanced down at her long legs, "Fantasy is better than reality."
*****
I stood by my door and when I heard mom head down the hallway and into her room went over and sat at my desk. I had waited to make sure she was in her room so she wouldn't pop her head into my room on her way by to talk to me and catch me jacking off.
My bedroom door didn't have a lock and I usually didn't watch porn unless she wasn't home or I was sure she was in bed for the night. But I was so wound up from watching her by the pool and now knowing there was a new taboo video from my favorite site, I couldn't wait!
Besides mom said she had something to do online which meant she was either surfing dating sites or...I allowed myself a nasty grin, maybe playing with herself. I had walked into a conversation between her and a friend once and heard her say laying out in the sun always made her horny so maybe my hot mom was doing what her son was about to do.
I stripped down to my boxers and sliding them down over my hips, brought Loving Mothers up on my lap top. At the top of the list of videos was a blurb for the new one showing a still of a mature dark haired beauty on her knees stroking her 'son's' big hard cock. I laughed at the feigned look of surprise on the actor's face as his movie mom stroked him.
But the look of pure lust on the mother removed the smile from my face and had my fingers already sliding along my cock, teasing myself as I clicked the video. I sat back and my hand stopped as I watched the first five minutes of 'plot' which consisted of the son perving on his mom while she took a bath then slipped into his room to whack off on his bed.
"Looks familiar," I muttered, feeling like a total idiot, that I was watching my own situation here on a porn site.
Then again it just went to prove how many guys out there wanted their mother. The video switched to the mom looking for something and talking aloud to herself saying it must be in her son's room.
As I waited for the action to start, I wondered if any women watched these? My assumption was it was pretty much horny guys with an Oedipus complex or who liked taboo in general, but thinking some mom's might be into it made my cock jump in my hand.
"Benny, what the hell are you doing?" The mom exclaimed on the screen.
'Benny' made some lame excuse, muttering he was just horny and I stroked my cock in anticipation as 'mom' walked over to the bed, staring down while her son made a half ass attempt to cover his huge dick.
Mom shook her head and sitting on the bed next to him, pushed his hands away.
"Aw, honey! You must be awfully horny for your cock to be this hard."
"I am mom." He nodded, "Really horny!"
Despite the eye rolling dialogue my cock was aching in my hand as the mother teased her long nails down his shaft and cupped his balls.
"Oh my god, your balls are so full!" He moaned as she caressed them, "There must be a lot of cum in there!"
"It's been awhile." Was his lame reply, but nevertheless I moved my hand faster as 'mom' gripped his cock and pumped it in her fist.
"Well, a good looking young man like you shouldn't have to do this yourself."
"But I...I don't have a girlfriend." He told her as he watched her jerk him off.
The script was bad, but the look on his face was a pretty good mix of surprise and pleasure as he watched his mom stroking his cock.
"What a waste," Mom said softly, a little too softly as I had to strain to hear her. "Such a beautiful cock, so big, so..." She licked her lips, "Hard."
Afraid to turn the volume up in case the characters became louder all of a sudden, I paused the video long enough to grab the ear buds next to the lap top and plugging them in slipped them on and continued the movie.
"Besides," Mom continued, "Isn't it a mother's job to take care of her boy?"
"Oh, mom that feels so good!" He moaned like an idiot, but hell, so would I if my mother was jerking me off.
The camera zoomed in on the mother's hand working his dripping cock and I moaned as I pumped my own. She cupped his balls in the other and leaning over placed her mouth over his cock.
"Suck it." I whispered, "Suck your son's cock."
Instead she let a long line of spit drip down onto the swollen head and then spread it along his shaft with her hand.
"Have to get it nice and wet, don't we baby?"
"Yes mom." He agreed and reaching out, lifted her short skirt and fondled her ass.
"Hmm, you like looking at me, honey, is it going to help you come for me?"
"Yes, mom." He repeated, "You have a great ass."
"Well, if seeing me helps, how would you like to see mommy's tits?"
"Can I?"
"Hmm-mm, anything for my son."
Jimmy's 'Mom' stopped stroking and pulled her shirt over her head to expose a pair of huge tits. Leaning back over she wrapped her tits around his cock and moaned, "Go ahead, baby, fuck your mother's tits!"
"Damn." I muttered, while slowing my stroking, I liked to time it so I came when the son came and saw it would be a little longer as mom had slowed up and to my delight was teasing her tongue along his head.
The son had moved her thong and was fingering her pussy and my heart raced as I watched his fingers slip inside her and his thumb found her clit. The mom released an exaggerated moan, but I didn't care as all I could picture was doing that to my mother, wondering what her pussy would feel like.
I stopped stroking as they continued to play and I didn't want to come yet. The mother turned around on the bed and swung her legs over his head and put them into a sixty nine position. The camera showed a close up of the son licking her pussy and then went back and forth between him licking and the mother taking his cock into her mouth.
The mother lifted her head and let loose with a long loud and I'm sure fake orgasm, but the sound still sent a thrill through me and I resumed stroking as the mother stopped moaning and was now back to slowly pumping his cock. She squeezed it and used his oozing pre cum as more lube.
My own cock was slick right now and I slowed my stroking once more to keep from coming.
"Damn that looks good!" Mom exclaimed.
I jerked forward in my seat, letting my cock go and pulling the ear buds from my head. I turned in my chair to see my mother standing behind me.
"Mom!" I felt my face turning red and I tried to lift my hips to pull my boxers over my cock, but she put her hands on my shoulders, keeping me where I was.
"Is that the newest video?" She asked as if nothing were wrong, "I haven't seen it yet."
I had no idea what to say and simply stared at her. Mom's hair was down and she was wearing the white robe, but I could see enough of her chest to know she was no longer wearing the bikini. In fact the way she was leaning over I could see her entire left breast, right down to the pink skin around her nipple.
"Damn look at that." She whispered, as she leaned over so her face was beside mine, "That's a nice cock!"
"M...mom...I...I'm sorry."
"I'm not. Hmmm," She purred in my ear, "Look at her play with her son's cock, damn that's hot! Not as hot as when I first came in and she was blowing him, but..." She sighed and I felt her hot breath on my neck. "That looks so good."
"Mom?" I turned my head to see she was staring intently at the lap top. Her blue eyes were wide and she was breathing through her parted lips.
"Shhh, I'm watching." She grabbed the cord for the ear buds and pulled them from the lap top.
The room filled with the sound of the son moaning and whimpering as the mother pumped him even slower than before, "Please mom." He groaned, "Oh, please make me cum."
"Oh, listen to him begging his mother." She whispered. Mom's voice was husky and I could feel her heavy breathing on my face. "And he's whimpering, oh, she has total control of that boy, doesn't she?"
"I...mom why are you watching this?"
"Same reason you are, Joey." She winked, "Because they turn me on."
"They..." I had put my hands in my lap covering myself and my cock had shrunk due to being afraid of how much trouble I was in, but at her words, it began to swell once more. "They do?"
"Damn straight they do!" Mom put her arm around my shoulder and placing her hand on my chest she trailed her long purple nails across my skin. "I watch them all the time, this is my favorite site! Yours too?"
"Y...yeah." I whispered looking down at her hand which was now sliding down my stomach.
"Baby, do you watch these just because you think they're fun or do you think of me?"
"I...of course I don't think of you!"
"Aww." Mom sighed, "I was hoping you did, because honey, I think of you."
"You..." Asleep, I had fallen asleep. This was not real, it couldn't be.
"I do you know, I love watching these." She turned her gaze back to the screen where the mother was still teasing her helpless son, taking her time jerking him as he pumped his hips and begged for his release.
"I love watching you, Joey, you're so damn sexy." She kissed my cheek and a shudder went through me, "Know what gets me hot?"
"W...what?" My attention was no longer on the video, but mom's hand where she had placed it over mine. My cock was hard beneath them and I wondered if I would wake up before mom touched me.
"When you look at me; like earlier when I was by the pool. Hmm, I was so wet knowing you were checking me out!"
"Really?" Christ, I sounded as lame as the movie.
"Really. Why do you think I wear those bikinis? It's not for the sun, but for." She giggled, "My son. I love thinking you're hard while you look at me. But...I wasn't sure if you were really into it or just kind of looking."
She sighed and her fingers wrapped around my hand, lifting it.
"So I would just watch these movies and play with my pussy, wishing my fingers were your tongue and my vibrator your cock, your..." She pulled my hand away from my cock and purred, "Your nice big thick cock!"
"Mom are you..."
"I went into my room and came nice and hard to thinking about you taking my bikini off then I come in here to ask to borrow your I-pod," She giggled again and I gasped when she ran her nails along my twitching cock. "And maybe catch you undressed, you know like you accidently on purpose saw my tits."
I started to deny that, but all that came out was a gasp when mom closed her hand around my cock.
"Honey, you are so fucking hard!" She squeezed my cock, causing a thin trail of pre cum to ooze out. "Hmm, look at that!"
"Mom...what are you...Oh, God." I moaned as she pumped my cock, slowly sliding my aching flesh through her soft hand.
Mom rubbed her palm across the tip and I whimpered as pathetically as the guy in the video when she slid her now wet hand down my shaft. She leaned further over me and I moaned when she slid her other hand around the chair and cupped my balls.
"Hmm, you're pretty worked up, aren't you baby?"
"I..." I had no idea what the hell was going on here, but my mother was playing with my cock so...who cared why?
"Mom that feels so good." I groaned as her slender fingers worked their way up and down my engorged cock.



"It does." She whispered in my ear, "Now I'll ask again, you get this hard just watching this woman or were you thinking of your mom?"
She had stopped stroking and I blurted out, "I was thinking of you mom, I'm always thinking about you!"
"I like that!" Mom rewarded me by once again jerking my cock while gently rubbing my balls. "I like that you think of me like that."
"You do?"
"I do. I like thinking of me that way to, I like thinking of me being my son's naughty little mommy, just like in these movies."
"And I think of being your good son, taking care of his horny mom."
"Damn I wished I knew that before." She surprised me when her tongue flicked out across my ear, "Think of all the fun we could have been having!"
"We...we can have fun now." I nodded my head like an idiot.
"Then why the hell are we still watching this movie?" Mom asked, and startled me by grabbing the arm of my chair and spinning me around in it.
She stepped around so she was in front of me and grabbing the tie to her robe pulled it open, "And why the hell am I still dressed?"
"Holy shit." I whispered as I took in my mother's naked body.
Her perky tits were as perfect as I remembered them, her pink nipples hard and pointing right at her appreciative son. As good as her tits looked, my eyes sought out the treasure between her thighs and I licked my lips at the sight of her smooth pink pussy peeking out below a small patch of blonde fuzz.
"Good reaction," Mom cupped her tits and ran her purple nails over her nipples. "Sorry, your mommy's tits aren't as big as the women in the movies."
"They're perfect," I stared longingly at her body, "Just like the rest of you."
"Hmm, smooth talker." Mom purred, "Well you know what they say about flattery," She sank to her knees between my legs, "It will get you a blow job from your mother."
She pulled my boxers down over my knees and to the floor, then grabbing my cock kissed the dripping tip.
"You...you're going to...?"
"Honey, that woman stroking that big cock on the video looked damn hot, but why settle for a hand job, when all your mother wants to do is have her son in her mouth?"
I cried out in surprise and pleasure as mom opened wide and took my cock deep into her mouth. She moaned, her blue eyes rolling back as her pink lips slid down my shaft until they reached the bottom of. I groaned and squirmed in my chair as mom held my cock buried in her mouth while swirling her tongue around my shaft.
She slowly worked her lips up to the tip of my cock and keeping her tongue pressed to the sensitive underside of it shook her head back and forth.
"Oh, fuck." I put my hands on her shoulders and fought to keep my hips still as mom teased my cock with her lips and tongue.
She removed it from her mouth, then ran her lips up and down my shaft and I lost the battle and thrust my hips. Mom looked up at me and rubbing my cock along her cheek asked,
"How's you dick look in your mother's face, Joey?"
"Fucking incredible." I breathed.
"Good answer, but." She winked, "I was hoping for it would look better in your mouth."
"I...oh, god that works too." I gasped as she ran her tongue along my shaft then sucked me back into her hot mouth.
This time mom bobbed her head taking me about half way each time. I relaxed back in my chair and over wondering about the how and the why of all this simply took in the amazing sight of my mother sucking my cock.
Mom sighed and ran her fingers lightly along my shaft, trailing her lips as she blew me. I reached down between us and cupping her tits, stroked her nipples with my thumbs. Mom moaned her appreciation and rewarded me by bobbing her head faster.
I was breathing hard and my thighs were trembling. I'd been playing with myself before mom came in and she'd stroked me as well. Now sitting here feeling the taboo pleasure of my mother's mouth as well as just the sight of my cock in her face had me close to coming already.
Mom slipped me from her mouth and I whimpered when she lowered her head and sucked my balls, while still running her fingers along the length of my cock. I saw her lips stick smeared on my cock and shook my head as if I still thought I was dreaming as she made a show of bathing my balls with her soft pink tongue.
I continued to fondle her firm tits and looking down the smooth tan skin of my mother's back admired her ass as she knelt there on the floor. Mom took me back into her mouth and as she resumed sucking me I saw her hips moving back and forth and she was moaning around my cock as loudly as I was.
It excited me even more to know that sucking my cock was turning her on. A little too much it seemed as my cock twitched in her mouth and my balls tightened.
"Oh, fuck, Mom." I groaned, "I...I'm going to come for you, I'm going to...Oh!"
I released a loud moan as no longer to hold back, I stopped trying to fight it and relaxed as my cock erupted into my mother's mouth. Mom gurgled around my cock, but continued to suck as my hips thrust and I filled her mouth with my hot load.
Mom closed her eyes and there was a look of pure bliss on her face as her son emptied his balls into her talented mouth.
"Oh...oh...okay, okay!" I begged when my spent cock jerked in her mouth as she was now sucking just the over sensitive tip.
Mom smiled around my cock as my hips bucked and I continued to beg her to stop. She eased my cock from her mouth and stuck her tongue out; showing me it was covered in cum. She made a show of swallowing, then opened wide for me, showing me she had taken it all.
"Damn." I gasped, "That was..."
My words were cut off when mom stood up, leaned into me and shoved her tit into my mouth. I eagerly opened wide, sucking her hard nipple and a good portion of her soft breast between my lips. Mom moaned and putting her knees on my legs, sat up on my lap.
I switched to her other tit and grabbing my wrist, mom guided my hand between her legs. I moaned around her nipple when my fingers slid through her soft lips, God she was wet.
"Yes, baby!" Mom groaned as she wrapped her hand in my hair and arched her back, pushing her tit deeper into my mouth.
I worked my fingers up and down the length of her slick slit and when they found her swollen clit, mom yelped in pleasure. Keeping my thumb on her clit I worked my fingers back and plunged them into her hot, wet and damn tight pussy. I worked my thumb in circles as I worked my mouth back and forth, servicing both her nipples as best as I could.
Mom bucked her hips into my hand, then moaned, "Feels so good, baby, but like I said to you...why settle for a hand?"
Mom stood up and sweeping all the papers and junk off the side of my desk, sat down on it. She lifted her legs and placing her soft feet on my shoulders, spread her pink pussy open for me, tapping her clit with her purple fingernail.
"Come on, Joey, give your mother a kiss!"
I rolled the chair a little closer, leaned in between my mother's legs and buried my face into her hot flesh.
"Fuck yeah!" Mom cried out when I plunged my tongue inside her.
I pressed my lips to her pussy and swirling my tongue inside her inhaled deeply, taking in the intoxicating scent of my mother's pussy. I sucked hard and mom squealed as I received a mouthful of her sticky juices.
Placing my hands on her soft thighs I eased my tongue from inside her, sucking up the trail of sweet pre cum that came with it. I swirled my tongue around between her pink lips, working my way towards her clit.
Mom moaned and squirmed, grinding her pussy into my face and trying to get her clit onto my tongue. The thought of how badly she wanted me to lick her had my cock as hard as it had been before I came. As I placed my tongue against her clit it dawned on me that I was minutes away from fucking my mother.
"Oh, right there." Mom moaned as my tongue traced a slow circle around her clit.
Her toes tightened into my shoulders and she pushed against me as I continued to move my tongue slowly around her swollen nub.
"Take your time later, baby; right now mommy needs to come!"
Later? It hadn't occurred to me that this wouldn't just be a onetime thing. As I moved my tongue as fast as I could, I eased two fingers into her sopping slit and let my mind run wild. Every one of those movies flashed before me, we could do everything! I envisioned fucking my mother in her bed, my bed, the shower, the kitchen table!
Watching porn together, her playing with my cock and me fingering her as we watched actors pretend to be doing what we really were! Sleeping together and waking up in the middle of the night to my mother's hot mouth around my cock!
My hips were moving as I sucked her clit as hard as I dared, striving to get my mother to come in her son's face so he could fuck her.
"Just like that, baby!" Mom whimpered, "Yes, yes...Oh, Joey!"
The way mom cried out my name sent a shiver through me as did the long loud squeal she released. Mom's pussy contracted around my fingers and her feet pushed hard against my shoulders as she arched her back, pushing her pussy into my fingers and tongue.
Mom was yelping and squealing, her hips bucking as she writhed on my desk. I continued sucking her clit as her body squirmed in the throes of her orgasm. Mom, moaned softly and letting her feet fall to the floor sighed, "Oh, honey, I came so hard for you!"
I stood up from the chair, showing her how hard I was for her and her blue eyes wide, mom whispered, "That's right, Joey, you being that big dick right over here and shove it in your mother, because baby, she needs that cock!"
Who was I to disobey my mother? Wrapping my legs around her thighs, I lifted her legs and drove my cock into her forbidden heat.
"Fuck yeah!" Mom called out, "Damn that's a nice cock!"
I remained inside her for a moment, reveling in the fact I was inside my mother. Her pussy was still quivering from her orgasm and I swear if I hadn't just come, I wouldn't last more than two minutes.
I moved my hips, slowly pumping her and enjoying every the feeling of her tight lips sucking at my cock as I withdrew it. Mom sighed as I moved within her, then with a nasty smile, she said,
"Come on, Joey, is this what you thought about? Slow and easy?"
"No." I returned her smile. "I think about fucking you long and hard."
"Then fuck me!" She exclaimed, thrusting her hips and burying me inside her.
I didn't need to be told twice and drawing back slammed my cock into her then proceeded to fuck her like she was one of those bad actresses in the porn apparently both enjoyed.
"That's it, baby! Fuck mommy's pussy! Give it to me good, Joey! Oh, God how I need a good fuck!"
Mom sat up on the desk and wrapping her legs around my waist leaned forward and kissed me. I gasped as her tongue plunged into my mouth then moaned as it danced across mine. I put my arms around her waist, holding her up as I fucked her and mom broke the kiss and rested her head on my shoulder.
She was yelping in my ear with every hard thrust and that hot little sound caused me to strive to fuck her harder. Mom put her arms around my neck and pressed herself to me, her hard nipples pushing into my chest. I glanced over to the side and my eyes widened at the sight of the two of us in the mirror.
I couldn't believe what I was seeing; me butt naked standing in front of my desk and fucking my equally naked mother as she sat on it, Christ I wasn't even fucking her in a bed, just right here on a piece of furniture like she was some slut.
"Oh, yeah, Joey!" Mom moaned in my ear, "Look at you fucking your mother, shoving your big dick in my tight little pussy! Oh, honey, we are going to have so much fucking fun!"
Damn straight we were I thought as I hammered away at her amazing pussy. Mom put her hands on my chest and pushing against me, whispered, "Stop."
I reluctantly stopped moving, then smiled when mom let her legs down, stood up in front of me and with a wink turned around and bent over the desk. I took a moment to admire the sight of her firm little ass and her pussy peeking out from between her thighs.
Mom looked at me over her shoulder, "Hey, it's not nice to keep your mother waiting!"
With a smile I grabbed her hips and buried myself balls deep in her hot little box.
"Fuck that's deep!" Mom moaned, "Now fuck me, baby! Fuck me the way you always wanted to!"
I squeezed her hips hard and proceeded to pound my mother's pussy as hard as I could. Mom was still looking over her shoulder and her blue eyes were bulging and wild with lust as her son relentlessly assaulted her pussy.
"Yes, yes!" She screamed, "Baby, you are fucking me so good! Oh, honey you are going to be in trouble after this!"
"I...I am?" I slowed my thrusting.
"Yeah you will be! Honey, you are giving it to me so good I'm going to need it all the time! I'm going to make you fuck me until you can't get it up anymore then I'll just suck you hard again!"
"Oh, fuck!" I moaned, my cock twitching as my hard fucking was getting me closer to blowing a load.
"Fuck is right! All we're going to do is fuck! God, I am going to be so addicted to my son's cock!"
Her words sent me over the edge and I gave her several savage pumps that caused the desk to shake as I drove towards my climax.
"Whip it out when you're ready!" Mom moaned.
I slammed her several more times, then slipping out of her squeezed my cock at the base like they did in the movies. Mom turned around and dropping to her knees held her tits up for me. With a loud cry I let my cock go and watched a long thick stream of cum splatter onto her chest and onto her tits.
"Oh, look at that!" Mom grabbed my cock and I let it go as she pumped me in her fist.
I moaned continuously as mom jacked me off all over tits. Moving my cock side to side she went about painting bother her perky tits with her son's thick white cum. I whimpered when the last few drops trickled out, then gasped when she took me into her mouth and sucked hard enough to milk another squirt from my spent balls.
"Goddamn." I sighed falling back into my chair.
"Goddamn is right." Mom grinned and grabbing her robe used it to wipe the cum from her tits. "Baby, you fucked your mother damn hard."
"You told me too." I reminded her.
"Hmm, you always did do what you were told." She smiled, "And I'll make sure to reward my good boy whenever he listens."
"Sounds damn good." I told her.
"Know what sounds good, right now?" She asked, "A nice hot shower, we'll get each other all soapy and horny, and we'll fuck in the shower."
"Like in that video they put out last week." I laughed, "Mom gets dirty while her son gets clean."
"Oh, that was a good one!" She nodded, "I love how he got on his knees and she put her foot on his shoulder and he ate her pussy."
"I think we can act that one out." I told her.
"Baby, we can act them all out." She sighed, "Then after the shower we'll go into my room and lay on the bed and cuddle and touch and just relax and enjoy." She snapped her fingers.
"It will be like when you were young and would crawl into my bed and we would watch TV together."
"Yeah." I agreed, then smiled, "Hey, mom?"
"What?"
"Can we watch Loving Mothers instead of TV?"
"Sure," she said, "But I have to say I'm not sure if I'll enjoy them anymore."
"Why not?"
Grabbing my cock she kissed my cheek and whispered, "Because reality is better than fantasy."
*****
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At moments like this, lying by a beautiful pool and basking in the warm glow of the sun, it was easy to forget about life's troubles. In fact, as I stretched my arms out over my head and arched my back, I felt as happy and satisfied as a cat and reminded myself life was good.
Life was always good on Tuesdays and Fridays, the two days a week I tutored for Max, a sophomore at PC whose father was a wolf of Wall Street and owned the gorgeous twelve room house that went along with the amazing Olympic size pool.
I'd been tutoring Max since High school and as part of my payment for saving him from failing English in his senior year I was told I could use the pool on the days of Max's lessons. So my routine was to be here a couple of hours before Max came home from his summer job, go for a swim and lay out in the sun.
While I was here it was easy to forget about the rest of the week and life itself. Easy to forget I'd caught Jeff, my boyfriend of the last three years, cheating on me with Sarah, my-now former-best friend.
It was easy to forget that after I threw Jeff out, money was tight and I was sweating the payment on the condo this month. It was easy to forget I was an English teacher who was considering taking a waitressing job, at least for the summer, to make ends meet.
Last summer I'd had a half dozen other high school and college students I gave private lessons to; spending the summer giving them a jump on their upcoming college semesters, but only three this year which didn't help my financial situation.
But for right now? It was Friday afternoon and I was in a French cut two piece pink bikini I'd bought as a treat to myself and feeling sexy laying here by the pool in a well to do neighborhood and knowing the guy next door was watching me.
The yard was fenced in, but somehow the neighbor, I think his name was Rob, always seemed to be out on his second floor patio that overlooked the pool whenever I went swimming. I turned my head and sure enough there he was, 'watering' his plants.
I stretched again, making a show of arching my back and pushing my breasts out. I was pretty ample on top; probably too large to be wearing this skimpy top, but I technically wasn't out in public and my breasts felt as if they were ready to fall out of the tiny cups.
Part of me thought about making that happen, give him a little nip slip, but Max was due home any time and it was bad enough I was going to let him see me in the bikini. I sat up in the chair, and enjoying my audience more than usual today, decided to add to the show.
I stood up and after lifting my arms to run my hands through my long, wet auburn hair and lifting my tits up to a saucier angle as I did so, I bent over and fixed the towel I'd been laying on.
The bottom of the bikini wasn't much more than a thong and I made sure to wiggle my well rounded ass while pretending to fix the towel. I thought of him watching me and felt warm from something other than the heat.
Not that I had any interest in him, he was married and older, and older men did nothing for me, but it was nice to be looked at. I'd wasted too much time with Jeff and his games. I'd let him take me for granted and put up with his couple of nights a week of wham bam sex rather than finding someone who would appreciate me and treat me like a woman.
One thing was for sure, it'd been a few months since I'd even had his limited attention and it was high time I went out and found someone to remind me I was an attractive woman and let me show them how much I'd appreciate their appreciation.
I lay back on the chair and feeling mischievous, looked directly at my admirer and blew him a kiss. He jumped as if he'd been shot and then gave me an awkward wave before running back into the house.
I stretched again and sighed as the material between my legs rubbed against my pussy. I placed my hand briefly over it and moaned as my fingers eased over my excited clit. I quickly moved my hand before I ended up sitting here playing with myself in public. Yes, it was time to throw on a short dress, some high heels and go find some fun.
I heard a car in the driveway announcing Max's arrival and thought maybe that was the type of fun I should look for, a nice good looking young cub. Not Max, of course. Max had just turned twenty and I wasn't sure I wanted that young, plus he was a good kid. He was a cutie, damn fine actually, but sweet and nervous, a nice kid and everything that Jeff wasn't.
Most decent guys my age were taken and the rest either jerks like Jeff, married and on the make or unfortunately single for a reason with a ton of baggage and looking for a mom as much as a girlfriend. There were a few good guys out there, but at this point I didn't want serious so that left me with few options.
A couple of my friends went out as cougars on the prowl from time to time and raved about sex with young men, not just the young hard bodies and stamina, but they were eager to please and acted like it was about the woman, not them.
I was getting warmer between my legs and pushed my feet against the bottom of the chair, working my thighs back and forth as I curled my toes and kneaded the chair like a cat. Damn, I was getting horny.
The fact Max was going to show up any minute added to that feeling. I would never go 'Mrs. Robinson' on him, after all, if nothing else he was a student and his father didn't pay me a hundred dollars an hour to cock tease him, but I did enjoy doing just that because Max loved to look and I loved him doing it.
This was yet another reason to love Fridays.
I heard the gate open behind me and closing my eyes, pretended to be asleep. He had to pass me to go up on the deck and into the house and I figured I would let him get a nice long peek. I heard Max's footsteps approach on the walkway and then stop.
Behind my eyelids I sensed the sun dimming and knew he was standing over me. My breathing became heavier and not just to show off my tits, but because I could feel him staring at me.
I imagined his eyes roaming over my body, from my purple painted toe nails, up my long legs and across my flat stomach that I had recently adorned with a silver barbell piercing to celebrate being newly single.
I thought of his eyes lingering on my breasts, especially my now erect nipples poking through the thin material. I released a long sigh that ended in a soft moan while still keeping my eyes closed and pictured his young cock swelling as he stared down at me.
I should be ashamed of myself, but damn it was hot knowing this young kid was ogling me. I gave it another second then without opening my eyes said, "Hey, Max, how was work?"
I opened my eyes to see him already blushing.
"Oh, it...um, it was...um, good." He was nodding so quickly he looked like a bobble head and I had to struggle not to laugh. "H...how are you, Miss Phillips?"
"Max." I sat up and he stepped back so quickly he almost tripped, God he was precious! "I've told you before, call me Laura. This is your house, not a classroom."
"Okay, Laura." He bobbed his head again and this time I laughed.
"What's so funny?"
"You are, Max." I reached out and put my hand on his arm, "You're adorable."
"Thanks." His blush deepened and when he looked away awkwardly, I took a good look at him and thought adorable might not be the right term....delicious however, could work.
Max's father didn't want him lounging around all summer like his lazy, spoiled friends and wanting him to know what hard work was had gotten him a job at a friend's construction company.
Max had no real skill so what he did all day was run around with a wheelbarrow picking up debris and throwing it in a dumpster. He'd been working there for six weeks and it was already showing.
Max was wearing a sleeveless white t-shirt that accentuated the deep tan he'd gotten as well as showing off a damn sexy set of arms. He didn't have a large build, but his shoulders were wide and tapered down to his slender waist. His legs, protruding from a pair of jeans he'd cut into shorts, were well muscled from running and all in all Max had himself a nice tight young body.
He was the spitting image of his father, with a shock of thick curly dark hair and a pair of piercing blue eyes I could just imagine the girls his age getting lost in. Max was currently sweating and as I watched a drop of moisture slid down his neck to his chest I thought of following it with my tongue.
Max gave me a thrill, unintentional I'm sure, when he pulled his shirt up to wipe his face showing off his flat, hard and sweaty stomach. This time it was a drop heading for the edge of his shorts I wouldn't mind following with my mouth. Jeez, Laura, settle down. Kid was only twenty, but hell, that was a man, just a young one.
"So you study this week or am I going to have to tear you a new one again?" I asked. Damned if I didn't want to tear something right now.
He gave me the quick easy smile that was one of his best features. It was a sweet 'aw shucks' smile that always touched those gorgeous eyes and made you want to kiss him. He had to be killing it with the girls although I had never seen him with one.
"I studied." He sighed, "Not like I have much else to do."
"Oh, come on, good looking kid like you has to have a special girl," I winked, "Or two."
"No." he shook his head. "No girlfriend, so I just been working and studying the last couple of weeks."
"No girl? You're letting all this go to waste?"
Max blushed again and when I stood his eyes locked onto my breasts and the blush deepened. When he didn't look away and kept staring, I cleared my throat. "My eyes are up here, hon."
"Oh! I...I'm sorry, I was just um...I like your bikini."
"Thank you!" Unable to resist, I lifted my arms over my head and did a quick turn for him, showing off my ass. "You like?"
"Oh my god." He whispered, then his eyes widened as if he couldn't believe he's said that. "I mean...I...jeez I'm sorry, Miss...Laura."
"Don't be." I put my hand on his arm, admitting my long purple nails on his bicep. "A woman my age getting a compliment from a hot young guy like you made my day!"
"Yeah, but I shouldn't have said that."
"Why not? Nothing wrong with telling a woman she's attractive." I squeezed his arm thinking, goddamn, but to him I smiled and asked, "You're not very good with girls are you, Max?"
"I get nervous."
"No reason to. Max, you're a good looking guy and a sweet one and that's just as important, you need be confident and go for it, trust me, I can't think of a young lady that would say no to you."
"Really?" he grinned, "You think I'd do okay?"
"You'd do just fine with me." I winked and had to bite my lip not to laugh at the look on his face, "Maybe you should think older; we ladies appreciate a fine young gentlemen."
"You...you're messing with me." He laughed nervously.
No, but I'd like to be. I shrugged knowing it made my tits bounce and seeing his eyes follow them made that warm feeling return between my legs.
"Just being honest, don't waste your best years Max, find yourself a young lady" Or maybe a horny cougar... "Anyway, we're on your dad's dime now, so let me grab my stuff and I'll change and meet you in the kitchen okay?"
"Sure." He said.
I quickly turned around and bent over for him as I grabbed the short beach robe I'd brought with me. I pretended to look for something in my bag, before zipping it and made sure to let my ass sway back and forth as I did. I looked to the side at the glass doors leading into the house and in their reflection saw Max standing there gawking at my ass.
I opened my legs a little wider and pictured him staring at the strip of material between my legs. Thought of him dropping to his knees and moving it to the side and shoving his face into my wet pussy. I so needed to get laid this weekend.
I stood up and turning around said, "Oh, you're still here."
"Um, yeah...I was just..."
"Just?" I raised my eyebrow and looked him in the eye. My eyes were a deep green and Max had once told me he thought they were 'pretty'. He tried to hold my gaze, but didn't last more than a few seconds before he mumbled something and started to walk away.
He stopped when a voice called out, "Hey, is today's lesson by the pool?"
We both looked to see Max's father, Richard, leaning against the gate. Oh fuck, what the hell was he doing home and how long had he been watching?"
"Sorry, dad." Max spoke up, "I just got here and Laura was telling me to get inside so we could start."
"No, my fault." I quickly slipped my robe on, "I was talking to Max about work and wasn't watching the time."
"Well I'm assuming you'll stay the extra few minutes to make up for it?"
"Of course." I nodded, "I always give my students their money's worth."
"Maybe more than that in this case." Richard said as he strolled over to us.
Uh-oh, I didn't like the tone of that remark and the following one did little to set my mind at ease.
"Laura, could we speak for a few minutes before Max's lesson? Do you have time?"
"Of course." I told him feeling my stomach tighten. He'd been watching us and seen me flaunting myself at his son. Christ, I couldn't lose this job!
"Good." He looked at Max, "How about you take a shower. Miss Phillips doesn't need you sweating on her textbooks. She'll be ready by the time you come down."
"Sure, thing." Max hurried up the stairs of the deck and into the house.
"Sorry, Mister Thompson." I began, "I lost track of..."
"Richard, please." He waved his hand, "I've told you before we don't have to be formal, right Laura?"
"Of course not." I smiled, hoping I didn't look nervous.
"Good because we need to have a conversation and it may not be very professional." He gestured towards the small table next to the pool with a large umbrella over it, "Let's get into some shade at least."
He remained where he was and I walked past him to go sit down.
"Have to say that's quite the bikini, Laura." He said as he walked over and sat across from me, "I had no idea you were so well endowed."
"Well you said I could use the pool." I didn't remark on his comment wondering if he were being sarcastic.
I had no illusion he was flirting with me; Richard Thompson was not a rich playboy, he was always a gentlemen and since his wife had passed a few years ago had dated several women, but always respectable ones and he was good to them, he was far from a dog.
"I did, but I would think seeing I have a twenty year old son you might have used some discretion with your attire." He grinned, "Let's face it, young men get excited over seeing a woman period and that bikini is let's say, minimal."
"You're right. I'm sorry." I nodded, "I won't wear it again, I wasn't thinking."
"Really?" He leaned back in his chair and put his hands behind his head, "You're an intelligent woman, Laura, I would hazard to think you did think it through and were enjoying the reaction you knew that outfit would cause."
"What are you trying to say?" I asked, trying to sound put off.
"Laura, may I ask you a question?"
"Yes, anything."
He leaned over the table and gestured for me to do the same. The table was small and when our faces were only about a foot apart he smirked, "Do you like cock teasing my son?"
*****
"What did you say?" Once again I went for indignant, trying to cover up the fact I felt as if he had kicked me in the stomach.
"You heard me." He rolled his eyes, "Come on, Laura, we're adults here. I got home right behind Max and I was watching. You were showing off and he looked like he was ready to pop and you..." He grinned, "Something tells me you were pretty close yourself."
"Richard, that's hardly appropriate." I kept up the act.
"Neither is that bikini or shoving your ass at my son and shaking it around." He sighed, "But all I want is for you to answer the question, and answer it honestly, do you like teasing him?"
"Maybe you should find another tutor." I made as if to get up. I couldn't lose this gig, but I couldn't admit I was teasing or it could be the end of my side job, hell my real job if Richard wanted to push things.
"Laura, please sit." Richard spread his hands out, "Do I look upset? I'm simply asking a question and want a real answer."
When I remained seated, but didn't answer, he nodded.
"Okay, this is my bad as the kids say, I should have started this differently, but I wanted to have some fun with you." He tapped the table, "Laura, what if I told you I am hoping the answer would be yes?"
"I would ask what game you're playing." For real, what was he getting at?"
"Right, I get it. You could get in trouble. Okay we'll try again. I'm hoping you were teasing him on purpose and if you were I can assure you, you're in no trouble at all."
I narrowed my eyes, "Have you been drinking Richard?"
"Laura, I need help with something, something that involves Max, so one last time, were you teasing?" Before I could respond he added, "There could be something in this for you."
"In it for me?" I shrugged, "I'm getting curious and I'm taking you at your word." I sighed, "Yes I get a kick out of your son looking at me."
"Good." He laughed, "Not so hard, huh? Well I bet he was in fact I know he was, know how I know?"
"I don't think I want to know that." I shook my head.
"Laura, remember last week I popped in right as you were finishing your lesson?"
"Yes."
"You left, Max went in his room and I had forgotten to ask him something so I walked in and caught him...well you know."
"You can call me a cock tease, but can't say jerking off?" I raised my eyebrows.
"Ha, good one." He laughed, "Guess it was a little awkward especially when I saw what he was jerking off to. It was a porn video."
"Nothing weird about that." I pointed out.
"The video was a teacher student thing. I stood behind him for a minute and couldn't help but notice the woman had red hair."
"Oh." I said simply.
"So the little shows you're putting on are getting results it seems."
"I am sorry; it was totally irresponsible of me and..."
"Here's the thing." He paused, "Laura, I'm going to trust you with this. You've been tutoring Max since he was seventeen and I feel we know each other fairly well so I'm going to take a chance."
"With what?"
"I could care less Max is whacking off to porn with older women and teachers. If he's got a little crush on you? Fine, perfectly normal, you're a hot cougar to him."
"Thanks, I think."
"But the problem is all he does is jerk off..." He lowered his voice as if he thought someone were listening. "Max is a virgin."
"Really? But he's such a great kid! Not just looks either, he's nice." I grunted, "If nothing else you have money. I would think the girls would be on him just for that."
"Well in that case, I have no issue with him not falling for a gold digger, but he's just shy. Girls make him nervous and I can't get him going. I've set him up with friend's daughters, dragged him over to girls at parties to talk to them."
He slumped back in his chair, "He's interested, he'll talk to them, he'll go on a date, but never a second one and when I talk about it he gets all flustered, says he's not ready. Christ he's twenty years old, a college sophomore! I don't want him getting married, but he should have some fun and it's not the girls, they run right up to them."
"I was talking with him about that, I asked if he had a girlfriend."
"I wonder if it's because his mom's gone and I never talked much about girls and sex. You know my mom died and I had no clue what I was doing either because my old man was too busy working to pay any attention to me."



"So what are you asking? For me to talk to him, tell him to go get laid?" I laughed, "He'd probably be too embarrassed to talk."
"Um, not exactly." Richard resumed tapping the table nervously, "Know how I said I was like Max?"
"Yes."
"I was an attractive kid, a nice kid and girls flirted with me, but I was like him...just shy and scared and could never pull the trigger. I had chances, but I'd run with my tail between my legs."
"So what worked for you?"
"I'm getting to that. See my old man found out and he was outraged his son couldn't 'score' as he put it. So he did what he always did. He bought the solution."
"I'm not following." I said, confused.
"He picks me up from school, brings me to a hotel and leaves me with a hooker."
"What?" I exclaimed.
"Yeah, she wasn't a young college age type, but much older, early forties, probably about your age."
"Watch it." I pointed at him.
"But looking much younger of course." He grinned, "But yeah, pops bought me an escort to show me how to be a man. I was a nervous wreck, but she was nice. We chatted, she went nice and slow, eased me into it. I'd see her once a week for a couple of months."
"All paid?"
"Yup, my old man wanted me to know how to take care of a woman and that was the thing about it. He didn't want her to just take care of me, he wanted her to show me how to please a woman, to be a good lover, know how to make a girl happy. So she gave me some private lessons."
"I guess so."
"And it worked. Next time I saw a girl that caught my eye I had no trouble asking her out then letting nature take its course."
"Well that was still kind of crappy." I told him.
"It was, but he had no clue what to do and I had no mother to help with the emotional side of things so that's what I got."
"So what does that have to do with now?" I asked.
"Max is in the same exact spot and he needs to learn to be with a woman." He looked away, took a deep breath then asked, "Laura would you be willing to teach him?"
I stared at him, was he serious? He was avoiding making eye contact with me which told me this probably wasn't a joke, if it was he would be watching for my reaction, not looking everywhere else. He then sealed it when he said softly, "I'll pay you."
"Are you fucking kidding?" I blurted out, "What do you think I am; a whore?"
"No, no!" He put his hands out in a calming gesture, "I'm sorry, I know how it sounds, but I don't really mean it that way."
"You just offered to pay me to have sex with your son." I threw my hands up, "Who's barely a man."
"Eighteen is barely a man. He's twenty and let's face it; you didn't mind flaunting your tits to him, now did you? I know I just asked something out of the ordinary of you, but don't get so puffed up, you were cock teasing him and loving it." He pointed, "So am I really that far off in asking?"
"Ouch." I nodded, "Okay, you got me, but teasing and doing are different and I'm his tutor, been doing that for almost three years, I know him."
"That's the point." He said quietly, "You know him, he likes you, and he's comfortable with you. It wouldn't be like my old man dumping me off with a stranger. Max would trust you."
"And I'd be earning that trust." I rolled my eyes.
"Remember, I was watching Laura and it wasn't just Max that looked like he was ready to lose it, the look on your face was straight out of one of those porns he watches. You looked like you wanted to eat him alive."
"I know sex isn't everything. I've never been a player or womanizer and I don't want him to be one either, but he lost out on a lot of fun in High school and he's going into his second year of colleges and still a virgin!" "Come on, you remember college, think of the fun he's missing! These are the best years of his life and he's pissing them away because he's nervous." He laughed, "Come on, help the kid out!"
"I admit I've thought about younger guys in general lately, but Max is different."
"Only because you're afraid to lose the job." Richard smiled, "And that will not happen, trust me."
"So say I did this. I seduce him; show him what he's missing. Then we just go back to talking about English composition? I'll be done as his teacher, I would have to be."
"Only if you want to." He said, "And what if I told you I have two people on the hook that need a tutor; I can get you more work. So if you wanted to quit here you'd be fine."
"You really think I'd do this? That I would take money to fuck a student? What if he says something? He's a kid, he'll brag."
"He won't because you'll tell him real men don't kiss and tell. That's one of his lessons; if you have sex with a girl you have a better chance of more if you don't run your mouth." He shrugged, "If nothing else, deny it and I'll refuse to believe him and stick up for you."
"You still assume I'd do it for money."
"Laura." He grinned, "I know people, I make money knowing people. You broke up with Jeff awhile back and that's when you started really teasing Max. You just said you've been thinking about young guys."
He grinned as I frowned, and continued, "You commented you haven't had much of a life lately. All that adds up to you being frustrated and looking to ease that frustration. I'm offering you a chance to do that and help out Max at the same time."
"How magnanimous of you." I muttered.
"Oh, and there's your current financial woes as well." Reaching into his shirt pocket he removed a wad of hundred dollar bills and held them up to me. "One thousand dollars..." He paused and looking me in the eye added, "Per lesson."
"I..." I swallowed, a grand? A grand per lesson? Two or three thousand would really ease my worries for the next couple of months and he'd mentioned....
"And the names of two possible students? That will pay my rate?" I asked.
"Right here." With a smile he turned the money over and I saw a business card clipped to it with names written on it. "I have highly recommended you; they're waiting for your call."
"But I only get the names if I seduce Max?"
"Of course, business is business." He put the money down between us. "Come on Laura, this is win win for you! Money, more clients and you get to play out the graduate with a good looking boy who's already getting off to you.
"You said he was watching milf videos and one happened to be a teacher, doesn't mean it's me." I said lamely knowing damn well I'd done everything I could lately to make him think of me.
"Oh, it was you." He laughed, "I know because I talked to him and asked him if he thought of you like that."
"You did what?"
"Hey, it was guy talk." He shrugged, "I told him you were pretty damn hot and he agreed and I asked if he thought of you and he admitted he's had some dreams about you."
"You didn't tell him about this did you?"
"Of course not!" He exclaimed, "I don't want to be like my father, I want him to think you're just coming on to him, that you're into him and want him. Come on, admit it. If you go home and think about this you're going to get hot and bothered, you know you want to."
"Is that so?" I said, but even I could hear my insincerity. Paid to fulfill a fantasy and get some much needed relief.
"You're going to teach him, Laura, not just let him fuck you. You're going to show him how to please a woman; you're going to show him on your body, you're going to enjoy this as much as he is. Hell, the kid will worship you! Isn't that the point with young guys? They appreciate it?"
"I..." I stared down at the money. "How many lessons do you think he'll need?"
"I'll pay you for three." He was all business now. "If you choose to continue to fool around with him past that, it's because you're having a good time and want to." He smirked, "Something tells me you the way you act around him, you might want to."
"So you'll think he's learning from a slut then."
"I'll think he's learning from a woman smart enough to make some money doing what she's playing with herself thinking of anyway."
"That's pretty crude." I informed him.
"But true. We're adults here, Laura." He tapped the money, "What's it going to be?"
"I can't think about it?"
"No." He said simply. "I have to get back to the office for a late conference call and I want today to be the first lesson. So choose right now."
I leaned back in the chair and thought about it. I could so use the money and the clients could be worth a lot more than that long term and Richard was right, I'd been sitting there thinking about making Max putty in my hands. But could I really go through with it?"
"Once, going twice." Richard sighed and reached for the money.
"I'll do it." I said and watched him remove his hand from the money. "But I might not go all the way today, I want to go slow."
"It's your curriculum," He smirked, "I'll trust in your expertise."
*****
I stood in the huge bathroom and carefully applied my lipstick and wondered if I could really do this. Seeing the money and the card were in my purse, I pretty much had to or risk Richard firing me and calling the new clients and telling them not to hire me.
I pursed my lips, taking in the deep slut red I'd painted them and fluffed my hair out. Normally I wore it pulled back or pinned up when I taught, but for this lesson I would leave it down. I normally changed into a pair of slacks and a blouse or occasionally jeans and a t-shirt, but right now I was still wearing the short beach robe.
I had removed the top to the bikini so when I leaned over the table Max was going to get one hell of view. Despite my misgivings just thinking of Max seeing my breasts and what it would do to him had my nipples stiff.
I had to face facts; Richard had hit on everything he said. I was lonely, horny, frustrated and could use the money to do something I was fantasizing about anyway. I adjusted my robe so it wasn't tied so loosely it was obvious and slipped on the heeled sandals I'd brought with me to make my legs look sexier and add to my 'look'
I quickly grabbed the text book from my bag and zipping it up, left the bathroom before I lost my nerve. I dropped my bag that contained the clothing I should be wearing near the door and walked into the dining room.
Max was there dressed in another sleeveless t-shirt that looked damn good on his tanned skin and immediately eased some of my inhibitions, and a pair of loose shorts. He had his lap top open and his book and note book next to it. Little did he know, he wouldn't need those today.
"Sorry, I kept you waiting." I announced as I entered.
"That's okay I had to..." He trailed off when he looked up at me.
He gave me a quick up and down and then turned his eyes towards the table and said, "You can take time to change if you want, I'll wait."
"Silly me, forgot my damn pants." I laughed, "So it was either the robe or I could sit here in my underwear."
"Oh." He was already blushing as he mentally created the image I'd given him. "R...right, wouldn't want that."
"Not that the thong would show more than my bikini anyway." I sighed, "You know, Max I'm sorry about that."
"About what?".
"Wearing that suit, it was pretty revealing."
"Oh, I didn't mind." He stopped and his blush deepened, "I mean you know, you can wear whatever you want."
"You didn't mind?" I smiled as I sat across from him. "Did you like it, it's new?"
"It was, um...pretty."
"Think I'm pretty?"
"Uh...shouldn't we get to work?" He tapped his book. "We left off on..."
"Oh, you're dodging the question." I pushed my lips into a pout, "Guess you don't think I'm pretty."
"I do. I mean, well..." He frowned, "Pretty is kind of a young girl thing, you're..."
"I'm?" I prodded.
"Beautiful?"
"I like that." I gave him a huge smile.
"So, what did my dad want?"
"He found me a couple of leads for new students."
"Oh, good." He nodded.
"Why, what did you think?"
"I...I thought maybe he saw us and...thought I was looking at you."
"Were you?" Nice segue this was.
"No!" He shook his head, "Not like that I mean."
"Damn, must be losing my touch." I sighed, "I used to be able to turn heads in a bikini."
"Chapter twenty?" He suggested, opening the book.
"Is that where we were? Let me see."
Instead of opening my own book I stood up and leaned over the table to look at his. I felt the robe open and my breasts fall forward. Max looked up and his eyes looked as if they were going to fall out of his head. His mouth opened and remained that way as he stared down my robe. I figured he could see everything right down to my pink nipples and a wave of heat flowed through me. Goddamn Richard had been right on, that was for sure.
"Max?"
"Um, Miss....I mean Laura?"
I grinned and unleashed a classic, "The books here, honey." I tapped it.
"Yes!" He nodded, "Right." He looked down at it.
"You take notes over the week?"
"Sure," He started to slide the notebook over to me, but I walked around the table and sat next to him.
I pulled my chair over so close my bare leg was resting against his and leaned to the side to look at the book. That put my hair in his face I could feel his breath on my ear as I turned my head.
"Sorry." I moved my hair away from his face which left him looking at my neck. I imagined him kissing me there and wanted to squirm in my seat. "Wow, these are good notes."
"Thank you."
"You're good at a lot of things, aren't you Max?"
I sat up and turned in my seat to face him. I opened my legs, and saw his gaze drop down to my exposed thighs. My eyes were focused on his crotch and I had to force myself not to lick my lips at the sight of the bulge there.
"I don't know."
"Bet you are." I smiled, "So that's why I wonder, why no girlfriend?"
"I guess I haven't met anyone yet." He put his hand on the notebook, "Shouldn't we talk about..."
"I'm sure you have met plenty of girls and honey? I'm a woman and I know damn well you're getting attention from the girls, you are far too hot not to."
"You think I'm...hot?" His eyes were still on my thighs as if he were to mesmerized to care if I were looking and I spread them further open, but put my hand on the robe between them so he would only be able to see more of my thigh.
"You're a sexy young man, too sexy to be alone." I leaned over and whispered in his ear, "Max, are you shy?"
"No...well....a little."
"Why, what are you afraid of?"
"I don't know." He shrugged, "Can we..."
"Max, have you ever had sex?"
"That's a little personal!" He declared, finally pulling his gaze from my lap and looking at me.
"That's my answer then," I laughed and put my hand on his arm, "That's okay though, just makes you even cuter."
"Don't make fun of me." He sulked, his lip out, God he was adorable! I wanted to kiss him right on the spot.
"I think it's sweet." I lowered my voice to a sultry whisper and leaning closer spoke in his ear, "Sweet drives women crazy, especially older women."
"Really?" He asked and I noted he made no attempt to move.
"Really." I sighed, allowing my hot breath to blow on his neck, "God, a woman my age? We could just eat sweet alive." At this point my lips were almost touching his ear, "Sweet makes us not want to be sweet all."
"Hey, want a soda?" He blurted out and pulled away from me, almost falling off his chair.
"Am I making you nervous, Max?"
"No, uh...yes." He nodded, "You're getting kind of close."
"Is that a bad thing?" I gave him an innocent smile, "A beautiful woman getting close to you?"
"How about that coke?" He stood up and for a moment the now larger bulge in his shorts was right in my face and my eyes widened.
"Guess it's not so bad at all is it?" I grinned, "Because you look awfully happy."
Max blushed so deeply he looked sunburned and stuttering something about a drink turned his back and practically ran into the kitchen. When he was out of sight I leaned back in my chair and put my hand between my thighs, Christ, I was soaking through the bikini. Who the hell had I been kidding? I was so ready for this.
But now what? Just blatantly put a move on him? I stared at his lap top and recalled Richard saying he caught him watching porn. I looked over my shoulder to make sure Max wasn't already on his way back. I figured he would take his time and try to calm himself down and that was fine with me.
I went into his history and scanned through the sites he visited. My eyes lit up on "My First Sex Teacher" and I clicked it.
"Oh, you naughty boy." I whispered as I saw it was an entire site dedicated to teacher student fantasies, Richard hadn't been kidding.
I looked at the rows of small pictures of the videos and spotting a red head on her knees for her 'student' I clicked it.
The video was only a clip and started out in the middle of the action with the teacher already kneeling and sucking on her pupil's huge cock.
"Damn." I sighed as I watched her slowly suck while staring up at him. I licked my lips and thought about being in her position very shortly, but then again I wanted to go slow and ease him into it and I was getting paid per lesson.
I heard Max pop open a can in the kitchen and knew I only had a minute or two to figure out what I wanted to do. On the screen the woman was now teasing, sitting back and stroking his glistening cock, jerking him and asking him what he wanted.
He moaned and pumped his hips, begging her for more, but she giggled and kept stroking him while waggling her tongue over the tip of his cock. Inspiration hit me and at the sound of footsteps in the kitchen, I closed the lap top and took it off the table along with his note book and went into the living room.
I placed it on the coffee table and sat on the edge of the couch to wait for him. Max came from the kitchen and looked at the table then out into the next room.
"Why are you in there?"
"Its cooler in here and honestly, this couch is so soft!" I laughed, "I'm not wearing pants so it feels real nice." I winked at him and his eyes went down to my legs again.
"Well come on," I tapped the couch, "I don't bite, I just nibble from time to time."
Max walked over looking like a dear in headlights "Here you go." He handed me the glass and I heard the ice clicking, the poor kids hand was shaking! Priceless.
"Thank you." I took a couple of long swallows, making sure to press my lower lip to the glass.
I then took the cool glass and rubbed it along my upper chest.
"That feels good, the sun was warm today." I told him as I slid the glass up my neck leaving a wet trail from the condensation. "Oh, damn."
"What is it?" He asked, placing his can on the table.
"I got lipstick on the glass," I sighed, "Lipstick gets all over everything I put in my mouth."
"Right." He agreed and gestured at the lap top, "Laura, can we get started?"
"Of course." I tapped the couch next to me "Sit down and go to the PC site, I want to look at your class schedule again, see who you have, I know some of the teachers there, we can figure out what to focus on."
"Great!" His relief was comical as he sat on the middle cushion and leaning over opened his lap top.
The screen came up and the red haired teacher was right there stroking her moaning student.
"What the fuck?" Max exclaimed.
"Oh, look at that!" I laughed, "You bad boy, Max."
He went to close the lap top, but I reached out and caught his arm.
"Let it play."
"What? I..."
Just then the woman spoke, "Hmm, you're being such a good student for me, you're working so hard; you think maybe your slutty teacher should reward you?"
"Well now." I looked at him, "That's a different lesson isn't it?"
"L...Laura, I don't know how that got there." He tried to move his arm, but I pulled on it once more, stopping him, but using my other hand used the mouse to pause the video.




"No? You accidently found a site like that and somehow your computer kept watching it by itself?"
"Well, um..."
"It's okay, Max, porn is fun. I like it. I do know people tend to watch what they really desire and..." I pointed at the screen, "Lot of sexy teachers on your computer."
"It's not what you think."
"Really?" I pouted "That would be too bad because I'd really like it to be."
"I...what?" He looked at me and I placed my hand gently against his cheek.
"I was hoping it's what you wanted, hoping you thought of me like this." I licked my lips and his eyes looked like they were going to explode from his head. "I saw this and really hoped you wanted some....private lessons."
I put my hand on his crotch and we both gasped; him from surprise and me from...goddamn was he fucking hard!
"Laura! We...my dad!"
"Is paying me to teach you things." I smiled, "Who says it has to be boring?"
"We...you're screwing with me." He whispered, but made no move to remove my hand from his crotch.
"Max if I was screwing with you would I be playing with this...hmm," I leaned over and purred in his ear, "Nice big cock?"
"That...Oh, shit." He moaned when I gave it a squeeze. "Laura, please we..."
"You don't have to beg, honey." I flicked my tongue across his ear and felt a shiver go through him. "I'm a sure thing."
"You are?"
"Eventually." I said in his ear as I rubbed the length of his cock thinking I wanted it now, but I would go slow today. "But it's like your regular lessons, we start at the beginning and we go slowly and you let me show you, okay?"
"Okay." He swallowed hard, "You...you're really not teasing me?"
I turned his head to face me and kissed him. He tried to pull back in surprise, but I slid my hand behind his head and pressed my lips softly to his. He released an adorable whimper in his throat that caused my pussy to gush and I forced myself to only make it a quick kiss.
"Now...that's the first thing, Max, women like to be kissed and you always kiss before playing, right?"
"R...right."
"Have you kissed a girl?"
"A couple of times, but um, not much."
"Well, how about you kiss me?" I leaned back and parted my lips. When he didn't respond right away, I opened my eyes to see him looking at me nervously.
"Come on, Max. I told you to follow my lead, but women like a man who doesn't need to be told." I gave his cock another squeeze causing him to moan again. "You like that? Like me playing with your nice, big dick?"
"Yes." He breathed as I rubbed it through his shorts.
"Well if you want me to keep doing it, you'll give me a nice kiss. In fact." I grabbed the snap of his shorts and pulled it open, "You do a good job, I'll reach right in and grab it, and wouldn't that feel better?"
"Yes."
"Then, how about you give your naughty teacher a kiss?" I closed my eyes and parted my lips once more and my heart pounded in anticipation as I awaited his kiss.
After a moment of nothing, I stopped moving my hand and lifted it from his crotch. Immediately his lips pressed quickly to mine and with a soft moan, I grabbed his cock and stroked it once more.
Max kissed me quickly, several rapid fire little pecks and telling myself to be patient, I worked my fingers through his hair and keeping his head still caught his lips with mine and slowed him down.
"Relax, it's not a race, baby." I whispered against him, "Women like men who take their time, not grabby boys. Take your time, enjoy me; experience me."
I kissed him again, my lips sliding teasingly along his and after remaining still for a moment he followed my lead and moved his lips against mine. I moaned loudly for him and pulled his hair. More inspiring to him I'm sure was me pulling his zipper down and teasing my fingers along his cock now just through his underwear.
Letting his hair, go I grabbed his wrist and pulled his arm around my waist. I continued to kiss him and he didn't need to be told to put his other arm around me. He pulled me into him and I breathed, "There you go," then pushed my tongue into his mouth.
Max gasped when my tongue darted across his, then moaned when my fingers worked their way into his boxers. I touched his bare cock and he whimpered, causing my pussy to become even wetter. He pushed his tongue against mine and his kiss grew bolder, his lips pressing harder to mine and even taking the lead.
I let him control the kiss as my hand made it inside his boxers and I wrapped my fingers around his thick shaft.
"Oh, honey!" I moaned and not for his benefit, but the fact...wow, he had a nice cock!
Max broke the kiss and moaned when I pumped his cock. I reached the head and squeezed it and felt some of his precum squirt onto my hand. I moaned at the sensation and rubbing it along his sensitive head then pumped him faster, getting his cock slick with his juices.
"My neck." I whispered, and lifted my head, "Kiss my neck, my chest; keep your lips on me, Max. Women love their necks kissed, we love everything kissed."
Max obediently fastened his lips to my neck and I sighed as he kissed me and I continued to play with his hard, and pretty damn big, young cock. Max surprised me by taking his time, working his lips along one side of my neck then down the other.
As a reward, I stroked him faster. It was a reward for me as well, because his cock felt damn good in my hand. I squeezed him tighter and felt him pulsing against my palm. My clit was throbbing at the idea of what that hard flesh would feel like in my mouth and stuffing my recently neglected pussy.
At this point I had to tell myself to go slow as much as I had to convince him to. It wasn't going to be easy as Max followed my instructions to the letter and slid his lips down to the top of my chest.
I grabbed his arm and pulled on it. Max let me guide his arm to me and taking his hand I put it on my left breast through the robe. He groaned as he kissed my chest and my breath hissed between my teeth as his fingers caressed my nipple.
"Go ahead," I said softly, "Reach in, touch me."
Max didn't hesitate this time; his hand slipped into my robe and cupped my breast. I moaned as his fingers slid over my bare nipple and squirmed on the couch as he fondled my breast.
"You want to see them?" I asked.
"Please?" He looked up from my chest, his blue eyes bright with excitement.
"Before you do, how does that look?" I pointed down to his lap as I tugged his cock from his underwear,
"Oh, fuck." He whispered as we both watched my hand slide up and down his long thick shaft.
"Honey, this is a big fucking cock." I said and putting my other hand on it, jerked it with both.
"Oh...oh, Laura." He moaned, slumping back against the couch as I jerked him off.
"Hmm, I like that, that's nice, Max. Always let your lady know she's pleasing you. Don't buy that bullshit men don't moan or make noise. We love to hear it just like you do."
I wanted to do more than hear it, I wanted to taste it. Fuck, I wanted to swing my leg over his lap and ride this beautiful dick. Richard was right, this kid had wasted too much time, Christ, the fun he could have had!
But not yet, I wouldn't be doing what Richard wanted if I just took him for a ride on the spot. Not only that, but as slow as I was pumping him, his legs were shaking and he was moaning louder, poor kid was ready to pop.
Max was leaning back against the couch breathing heavily and staring at my hands on his cock. He was so into it his hands had left my body and he was simply watching.
"Hey, baby, don't forget about me." I told him and released his cock, "Never forget about your lady."
"S...sorry, that felt so good." He looked down at his cock, "You're not going to stop are you?"
"Well, that depends." I was starting to enjoy myself now. "On what you do for me."
I leaned back into the corner of the couch and held up the ties to my robe, "I asked if you wanted to see my tits and all you did was sit there and let me play with you, what about me?"
"I, well I thought you were going to...you know?"
"I know what?" I wagged my finger at him, "Be a man, Max, don't be a boy, even girls your age don't like nervous boys, tell me what you thought I was going to do."
Max paused and I sighed, "Well I guess you can turn that movie back on and finish yourself off then. I won't waste time with a boy."
"I thought you were going to make me cum." He gave me a nervous smile, "Please?"
"Please is nice, but a little out of place." I pushed the ties of the robe out to them. "Don't you want to see them?"
"Yes, pl...Yes." He caught himself, "Laura, I'd love to see your tits."
"Better." I shook the ties, "Un-wrap me."
Max leaned over and I had to make an effort to keep my eyes off his still fully hard cock and focus on him. When he took the ties, I kept my hands on them and spoke softly.
"Sometimes the girl may undress for you, it depends on her mood, if she feels like showing off and being playful, but a lot of times we like to be undressed and don't be nervous, don't be rough or pushy, but be confident and make the move."
Max nodded and when I let the ties go he pulled on them. My robe opened and fell to the side revealing my breasts and my pussy grew even wetter at the fact I was now exposed to him.
"Damn." He licked his lips, "They're...perfect."
"Nice," I cooed, "Compliments are good, baby, real good."
I cupped my breasts, noting how warm they were, and hefting them, pushed them out to him.
"Like them?"
"Yes."
I stroked my nipples with my thumbs and couldn't stifle a moan. Part of me couldn't believe I was sitting here with my robe open, just the skimpy bikini bottom covering my dripping pussy, but the other part of me was reveling in it! The way Max was staring hungrily at my body, not just my tits, but his eyes were roaming my stomach and thighs and between my legs.
"Like how my nails look on them?"
"I really do." He slid a little closer and I smiled,
"What would look better on them?"
"My hands."
"Nice answer." I sat up and faced him, "Go ahead."
I released my breasts and Max eagerly cupped them and squeezed them gently. His fingers were trembling and again his nervousness sent a thrill through me. His thumbs caressed my nipples and I groaned, damn they were sensitive right now.
Max was staring at my breasts with a look of absolute lust on his face that caused me to lose character, grabbing the back of his head I pushed his face down into my right breast.
"Come on, baby, you know what you really want to do!"
Max didn't disappoint me and I released a low moan as he sucked my swollen pink nipple into his mouth. He moaned as his tongue swirled around it and his thumb continued to work my other nipple.
"That's nice, Max, just like that." I sighed and running my fingers through his thick hair, turned to the side, pushing my other breast at him, "Other one's jealous."
Max laughed and as he sucked my other aching nipple I took hold of his cock again. He whimpered as I pumped it and it caused me to arch my back, shoving my tit deeper into his mouth. The control I had over him was driving me wild.
"Hmm, someone needs to cum, don't they?" I gave his cock several hard pumps that caused him to moan around my nipple and thrust his hips.
"Yes," He spoke around my breast, "I need to cum so bad!"
"And I want to make you come, baby, but..." I eased his head from my tit so he was facing me. "There's a very important lesson here."
"What's that?" He asked nervously.
"Once you're with a woman for awhile it's different because you're both comfortable, but at first? You want to make a good impression and make her come back for more? The lady always comes first, honey."
"Okay." He nodded, "You want me to...?"
"You're going to make me come for you." I smiled, "Never made a girl come before have you?"
"You know I haven't, don't make fun, I...oh." He groaned when I pumped his cock.
"I'm not making fun and the good news? In a few minutes you'll be able to answer yes." I tapped the back of the couch. "Sit back."
I released his cock and Max sat back against the couch. Leaning over him, I put my hands on his shoulders and slowly turned side to side, teasing my breasts across his face. He flicked his tongue out catching each nipple and I giggled, "You're doing just fine, honey."
I grabbed the edges of his shirt and tugged upwards. Taking the hint he lifted his arms and I stripped his shirt from him and tossed it on the floor.
"Take your shorts off." I said, "I want to see all of that nice hard body."
Max pushed his shorts down and kicked them off along with his shoes. I looked down at him and my heart pounded at the sight of his young well muscled form and that huge fucking cock standing at attention for me.
My robe was hanging off my shoulders and stepping between his legs; I put my back to him and slowly slid it off. As it fell to the floor I looked over my shoulder and smiled at the look on his face as she stared at my ass.
I was now only in the minimal bikini bottom and heels and I felt both sexy and slutty as this boy less than half my age stared at me, naked desire on his face. I should be ashamed of myself, he was a kid to me, let alone I'd agreed to get paid for this, but all that added to the heat between my legs. Not sure if that made me a bad person or not, but one thing was for sure, I was a happy one at the moment.
I sat on the edge of the couch between his legs and leaned back slightly. I felt his cock pressing into the small of my back and again fought the urge to hop on. Instead I moved my hair over my shoulder and said, "Know what's sweet and sexy? Kissing a woman's back."
Max put his hands on my shoulders and I purred as his lips found the back of my neck.
"So nice." I whispered as planted a series of soft kisses down my neck to between my shoulders, then worked his way back and forth.
Taking his hands, I brought them around to my breasts, "Hands and lips, honey, keep everything moving, and use everything you have." I ground back into his cock, "Even this, rub against me, and let that girl feel how bad you want her."
Cupping my tits and stroking my nipples, Max worked his hips, sliding his cock along my back and I could feel his pre cum dripping down my skin. My hips moved back into him and my clit was throbbing to the point I was ready to whimper the way he had.
"Now lean back for me."
Max did as I asked, but to my delight kept his hands on my breasts. When he was back against the couch, I slid my shoes off and pushing up rested my ass on his lower stomach and put my feet on his thighs.
This left his long thick cock sticking out between my legs and taking him in my hand I pressed it against my crotch and pumped my hips. We both moaned at the contact and I asked,
"Can you feel how hot and wet I am even through the bikini?"
"God, yeah." He groaned thrusting his hips.
"Imagine this cock sliding through my wet pussy, through my soft wet lips, sliding...inside me."
"I...I'm imagining it." He breathed in my ear.
"Going to keep having to for now, baby. Can't go to fast too soon, but I will let you play with me, how's that?"
"Anything you want." He moaned as I ran my fingernails lightly along his shaft.
"That's a good answer, Max, stick with that, you'll have no worries."
I took his right wrist and removing it from my breast placed his hand on my stomach and guided it downward. I stopped just over the bikini and said, "Tell me what you want."
"I want to touch you." I sighed in disgust and he quickly spoke up, "Laura, I want to play with your pussy."
"You're learning."
My own fingers trembling at this point I pulled the bikini to the side exposing my pink slit, taking his hand I pushed his fingers through the damp patch of fiery hair over it, "See that baby? I'm a real red head."
"That's...wow." He whispered as he peered down over my shoulder.
I pushed his hand lower and moaned as his fingers slid through my wet lips. Max gasped, but made no attempt to move as I worked his hand back and forth stroking my hot little box with his fingers. I let him go and groaned as he continued to move, stroking me.
His cock was resting against my thigh and I was dying to rub it through my pussy, but if I did I wouldn't be able to resist shoving it inside me. I kept my bikini pulled to the side and returned my other hand to my right nipple.
"Play with my tit too, Max, never let one of your hands be empty."
He slid his arm around me and rolled my nipple between his fingers as he continued to fondle my pussy. I was breathing heavy and it dawned on me he wasn't the only one ready to pop.
"Just like that, but not inside, you can't feel inside until next time." I was telling myself at this point as much as I was telling him. "Next time you can put your fingers inside and if you keep being such a good student, maybe your tongue."
Max's cock twitched against my leg and I thought my tongue was definitely going to be in play next time around, God I wanted to taste it.
"Now slide your fingers up and find that clit and...Oh!" I gasped when his two fingers rubbed my aching button and groaned, "Yes, right there."
Max rubbed gently up and down and a shudder went through me.
"In circles," I whispered, "Nice and easy and in circles."
Max followed my instructions and my hips jerked as he traced my clit with his strong fingers.
"That feel good?" He asked.
"It does, honey, but never ask that, it sounds like you're not sure or you want a compliment, be confident, know it feels good. Feel my body move, listen to me moan, you can tell it feels good."
I followed that up with a long soft moan because damn it did feel good! I pushed my back against his chest and let my head fall back on his shoulder.
Max lowered his head and surprised me by kissing my neck.
"Very nice." I cooed.
"Use it all, right?"
"Right, oh, Max you are doing just fine." I sighed.
I lay back against him thinking this had to be a wet dream, I couldn't really be sitting here all but naked on Max's lap. He couldn't be rubbing my clit and teasing my nipple and kissing me; I couldn't really be this close to cumming at the hands of a student, but...it felt pretty real.
My hips were rocking back and forth and my thighs were shaking. His massive cock pulsing against my leg was driving me wild and I squeezed my right nipple harder. I released a sharp yelp and my hips jerked; God I was close!
"Faster," I moaned, "Rub faster and harder, don't be afraid, Max, push on it, just....Oh, yes."
I groaned as his fingers rubbed harder and my hips responded, grinding into his touch. My heart was pounding and I arched my back against him.
"Just like that," I whimpered, "Just like that, Max, oh, honey, just a little more, a little....oh...oh, fuck yeah!"
I cried out loudly then released a long loud squeal as my body exploded into orgasm. Max's hand slowed and letting my tit go I grabbed it and held it between my legs, "Don't stop!" I moaned, "Oh, baby I'm cumming for you I...."
My words turned into a series of high pitched squeals and Max moved his fingers even faster and my body responded. It had been months since I'd come from anything other than a toy and my body was showing me what I'd been missing.
My hips bucked wildly and lifting my feet from his legs, I clamped my legs shut, trapping his hand between my thighs as I ground my pussy into him. He was squeezing my nipple harder in his excitement and it added to my pleasure.
Reveling in my powerful orgasm I let loose with a sound that could best be described as a howl and worked my hips as fast as I could into his hand. His cock was also pinned between my legs now and even as I came I thought of what it was going to be like to explode like this on that long, thick and...young cock.



My body slumped against his and I emitted a long shuddering moan as the last of that amazing orgasm flowed through me. I relaxed into him and sat there trying to convince myself I could move after that.
I turned my head to see Max staring down between my legs, a slight smile on his face. I opened them and grabbing his wrist, I raised his hand in front of us and with a wink I put his fingers in my mouth and sucked on them.
"Hmm." I purred as I sucked my juices from him. Releasing them, I smiled, "A real woman loves to taste herself, and I can't wait to taste me from that big dick of yours."
"J...Jesus." He shook his head.
"Max, can I ask you a question?"
"Anything."
"Have you ever made a woman come before?"
Max gave me a huge smile and nodded, "Yes, why yes I have!"
"Has a woman ever made you come before?"
"No, but...ask me again in a few minutes." He grinned.
"There you go, have fun with it, it's not serious, Max, and it's about fun so...how about I show you some fun?"
"I'm up for fun."
"You're up for your teacher, that's for sure." I agreed, grabbing his swollen cock.
I pressed it against my bare pussy for a brief moment and shivered at the feeling of his hot hard flesh against my hot little box, then quickly slipped the bikini back in place before I lost control and hopped on.
I pumped his cock slowly and using my other hand cupped his heavy balls.
"Hmm, Max you feel like you have a lot of cum in there." I gently squeezed them causing him to moan in my ear, "Is it all for me? Instead of an apple you have a nice big load for your teacher?"
"My naughty teacher."
"That I am, in fact I'd say slutty teacher." I sighed as I stroked his cock, "Just like in that movie." That gave me an idea and lifting my leg I stretched it out to the coffee table and was able to click the mouse on the lap top and with my toe, taking the video off pause. The movie resumed with the teacher on her knees, pumping her student's cock and I jerked his faster.
"Look at her, Max, look at that dirty whore playing with her student's cock. Did you watch this and think of me? You think of me being a dirty girl, playing with your cock, sucking it, fucking it?"
"Yes," He moaned over my shoulder.
"I thought of it too, Max. I lay there by the pool with my nipples hard and my pussy dripping thinking of doing just what I'm doing, playing with my hot student's big cock."
"Oh, goddamn." He whimpered as he pumped his hips, sliding his cock through my hand.
I rubbed his sensitive head causing him to gasp and smearing his pre cum on my hand used it to lube up his cock. My hand glided faster over his slick flesh and I continued to rub his balls as he looked over my shoulder.
The look on his face was priceless as he stared past my tits to watch me work him with both hands. On the screen the teacher was now sucking his cock and I whispered.
"Look at that, Max, look at her sucking him, you want me to suck it don't you?"
"I do."
"And I will, if you keep being a good student, but not today. Today I'm going to jerk this big dick off all over myself, but next time, if you're good? I'll be right where she is, on my knees with your cock between my lips."
"Oh, I'd like that." He groaned.
"Bet you would, bet you'd love to pull my hair and shove your cock in my mouth. Watch your nasty teacher blow you and suck on you until you cum in my mouth."
"On your face." He whispered.
"Ohh, bad boy!" I moaned, "You want to see it on my face? You want me to jerk it off all over my face so it's on my lips and my cheeks, dripping down my chin?"
"Yes."
"That's because it's dirty and you want your teacher to be your dirty little slut, isn't that right?"
"God, yeah." He was breathing heavier and his legs were trembling beneath my feet.
The woman in the video was now bent over her desk and the student had her by the hips fucking her fast and hard.
"Then there's that, look at him fucking her! Look at that young stud making that nasty cougar moan for him, slamming her. You want to fuck me, don't you Max? Just like that, my ass in the air, begging for you to keep doing it, telling you how good your big dick feels."
"I...oh..." He moaned, "That feels so good, please keep going."
"You going to come, baby? You going to blow a nice hot load all over me?"
"Y...yes." He gasped and his hips moved faster.
I would have loved to tease him, slow down, keep talking dirty, make him squirm, but his cock was twitching in my hand and his balls had tightened. He was damn close and at this point I wanted him to come almost as much as he did.
"I'm going to let you, Max." I pumped faster causing him to emit another of those adorable whimpers, "Know why? Because you made me come so hard, you were so good to me and what did I tell you?"
"That...that...." He trailed off into a moan, "The woman should come first."
"Right, you get what you give, Max, it's that simple. Oh!" I exclaimed as on the screen the student whipped his cock out and the teacher dropped to her knees, mouth wide open. "Look at that Max!"
She moaned as he sprayed his come into her open mouth and then pushed it out with her tongue letting it drip down her chin and onto her tits as she held them up.
"That what you want to do to me, baby?" I pumped his cock hard and fast causing him to cry out, "Picture her as me, think of me on my knees begging for that hot cum in my face!"
I was jerking him hard enough I could hear my hand squishing against his slick cock and behind me he was moaning continuously.
"Oh, please." I moaned, "Please come for me, Max, please come in my slutty face, please...."
"Oh fuck!" Max cried out as his cock exploded in my hand.
"Oh, honey!" I moaned as his first spurt shot up and splattered against my right breast.
I pumped his cock furiously and cooed in pleasure as each long thick spurt struck my body. Max came like a damn porn star, long thick streams striking my breasts and my chest between them. I moaned as it dripped down my nipples and stomach and kept rubbing his balls as I jerked him.
'That's it, baby, give it to me! Give me all that nice hot cum; show me how much you wanted me!"
Max moaned softly as his come turned into a trickle that dripped down over my hand and wrist. When there was no more I gave his cock a hard squeeze causing him to gasp, but milking a couple of more drops from his slit.
'Every drop, Max, a good girl works for every drop because you made her want to."
I turned my head to face him and wanted to laugh at the huge smile on his face. Instead I brought my cum covered hand to my face and said, "Hey, Max, watch."
I ran my tongue along my fingers and sighed at the taste of his thick salty cum.
"Holy shit." He whispered as I slowly licked my hand clean moaning softly as I devoured his sticky mess.
That had me wanting to come again, but I'd suffer and do it myself later. In fact something told me I'd be coming to this all weekend.
"Very nice, but it will even better when you come in my mouth and face."
I eased myself up and to the side, sitting on the couch next to him.
"Enjoy your lesson, Max?"
"Best lesson ever." He laughed.
"You'll be saying that again Tuesday." I grinned. "Then Friday, especially Friday, know why?"
"Why?" He asked, his eyes glued to my cum glazed tits and stomach.
"Because if you do well on Tuesday then next Friday" You're going to fuck me, Max."
"Oh my God." He shook his head, "I can't believe this."
"Believe it, honey." I smiled, "Now one more thing."
"What's that?"
Gesturing at the mess on my chest, I said, "Go get me a towel, Max. A gentlemen always helps clean up."
*****
Where the hell was he? I glanced over to the cable box under the huge flat screen TV and saw it was four o'clock. Max got out of work at three and was normally home by three thirty. Figures today would be the day he was late.
I shifted my position in the recliner and just that slight movement caused me to moan as my black lace thong rubbed against my aching clit. I'd been sitting here since a little after three waiting for him.
Normally I lived for that glorious routine of getting here early and going for a swim then sunbathing, but today was different, today would be far more fun than getting a tan and enjoying the neighbor perving on me.
Today was lesson number two and I'd been masturbating like a horny teenager since Friday night to the thought of Max getting down on his knees and licking my pussy, then eagerly returning the favor and taking that beautiful cock into my mouth.
After Friday's fun on the couch I could not even pretend to have any inhibitions of going further. My god his cock was magnificent and it was all mine, at least for two more 'lessons' The only misgiving I'd had was when I received a phone call Friday night and saw it was from Richard.
When I'd answered, he didn't even bother with hello, but instead exclaimed, "Damn Laura, you must be a hell of a teacher!" I'd frowned and asked if he had asked Max about it, for some reason the idea of Richard telling Max he knew would bring me back to questioning how good of an idea this was.
"Tell me you didn't ask." I'd replied nervously.
But his response was simply, "Of course not, but the kid hasn't been this happy in months! He's floating around the house with a goofy smile on his face like he's stoned!"
To my relief he hadn't pressed for details and even though my thoughts were still conflicted about whether or not this was right from a moral standpoint-I was beyond denying the physical desire-I was already planning my next lesson and asked if he could leave a key under the mat for me so I could be waiting for Max on Tuesday.
Richard agreed and on the subject of leaving me something asked if I preferred cash or could he leave a separate check with my usual one in an envelope on the table. I'd said a check was fine and quickly ended the conversation before it became even more awkward.
When I'd hung up I'd spent a few minutes feeling like...pretty much a cheap whore. A check in an envelope and Richard discussing what we were doing, but by the time I'd filled the tub and sank into the warm soapy water lust took back over and I'd started what would be a weekend long masturbation session revolving around a certain adorable little cub eager to please his cougar teacher.
Now said cougar was getting to the point if he didn't get there soon, I might start without him. I narrowed my eyes and envisioned Max walking in the house to me stroking my pussy and thought about it.
I was sitting in the recliner in a black mini skirt I'd bought over the weekend that I'd eventually wear to a club, but right now was strictly for my sexy student, and a plain short sleeve black blouse. I'd chosen the blouse because it was a button up and had a plan for that.
I'd slipped my shoes off and was sitting at an angle, one leg over the arm of the chair, exposing my thighs and the black thong. I put my hand between my legs and moaned at the fact the thong was already soaked through. I stroked my clit through the thin fabric and rolled my eyes back, damn I was worked up.
My fingers worked their way inside and I sighed at the sensation of running them through my soft wet lips. I jumped at the sound of a car in the driveway and keeping my fingers between my legs lightly teased my clit beneath the thong.
I heard the kitchen door open and Max's footsteps coming through the kitchen.
"Laura, you here?" He called out.
"Living room, Max."
"Hey, Laura!" He began as he entered the room then stopped dead in his tracks. "Oh, goddamn."
"See something you like?" With a wicked smile, I pulled the thong to the side and flashed him my pink slit.
"Yes ma'am." He nodded and slowly approached the chair.
"Show me how much you like it."
Max stopped and looked uncertain and I helped him out. "Let's see how much you like what you see." He hesitated and I sighed, "What did I tell you about being shy, Max? Can't have much fun with it in your jeans can you?"
Max unsnapped his jeans and I cleared my throat, "Shirt first, honey, tease me first."
He gave me that sweet shy smile that I hoped he would never lose even after this and quickly stripped his t-shirt off.
"Very nice." I murmured, taking in his tanned well muscled form.
Max kicked his shoes off and pushed his jeans down. As he slid them off, my eyes lingered on the huge bulge between his legs and growing wet spot where the head of his cock was.
"Leave those on." I told him, "I want to have a little something to take off you." I beckoned him with my finger, "Now come on over here."
Max came over and stood in front of me his eyes locked onto my pussy. Still holding the thong to the side, I reached down and ran my fingers through my soft labia.
'Think about this, Max? You spend the last few days thinking about how you played with me, how hard you made me cum?"
"A lot." He whispered, still watching.
"Think about doing more than touching it? You think about fingering me and licking me?" I smiled, "You think about eating your teacher's pussy, baby?"
"Hell yeah." He grinned.
"And me returning the favor I'll bet."
"Just a little." His smile widened.
"Well, what did you learn last time?"
Get what you give." He nodded and began to sink to his knees between my legs.
"Hey!" I stopped him by putting my foot on his stomach. "I told you to take your time and go slow and pay attention to everything."
"Right." He frowned.
"Start with a kiss, honey. Always start with a kiss." I giggled, "Kiss these lips before you kiss the others."
Max put his hands on the arms of the chair and leaning forward kissed me. To my delight it was a good firm kiss and after only a moment of his lips sliding across mine, his tongue darted into my mouth. I moaned my approval and ran my hands up and down his chest and flat hard stomach as he continued to kiss me.
Grabbing his wrists I brought his hands to the top of my blouse and placed them there.
"Go ahead," I told him, breaking the kiss, "Undress me, Max, let your lips work their way down my body. Take your time, appreciate me, and tease me. Make it so by the time you get down there my pussy is nice and ready for you."
Max undid the top button of my blouse and I purred as his lips found the soft skin of my neck.
"Hmm, that's nice, honey." I encouraged him as he continued to unbutton my top while his lips worked along my neck.
I wasn't wearing a bra and as soon as Max opened my blouse his hands were on my breasts, fondling them and teasing my nipples with his fingers. I moaned and putting my hand on the back of his head not so subtly guided his mouth towards my chest.
Max impressed me by not going right to my tits, but spending some time kissing and licking the top of my chest. He sank to his knees between my legs and pressed his face between my breasts, kissing me there.
He then kissed the top of each of my tits then ran his tongue across my soft flesh just over my nipple.
"Hmm, you're teasing." I sighed, "I like it, and you're already on your way to earning reward, honey."
I put my hands on his shoulders, and rubbed his arms, enjoying the feeling of his muscles beneath his skin and the way my long red nails looked on him.
Max teased a slow wet circle around my right nipple, and then induced a moan from me when he sucked it into his mouth. He was playing with my other nipple and I whispered, "Put that hand lower, Max, get me nice and ready for that talented tongue of yours.
Max out his hand on my inner thigh and again his fingers were trembling. I pulled my thong to the side for him and encouraged him. "Go ahead and play with her, you've already met." I added with a giggle.
Max caused my hips to jerk when he slid his fingers through my lips and found my yearning clit. He worked his fingers up and down the length of my pussy, lingering on my clit long enough to rub it in circles before sliding back down. He was taking turns licking and sucking my nipples and I thought this was the life, this was even better than the pool!
"Inside, honey, slip your fingers inside."
He hesitated and I lifted my hips so her fingers were at the entrance and pushed against him. He gasped as his fingertips slipped inside me and I groaned at how good they felt. I hadn't had anything inside me other than a vibrator for the last few months.
"Deeper." I told him, "Don't be nervous, "Push them all the way in."
Max did as he had been doing, exactly as he was told, and eased his fingers in. I moaned as my pussy stretched around them and egged him on, "In and out, Max, pump my pussy."
He moved his fingers slowly and I rocked my hips matching his rhythm and driving his fingers deeper. He was still sucking my nipples and selfishly wanting to enjoy as much sensation as I could I delayed him going down on me.
"Put your thumb on my clit; rub it while you finger fuck me."
Max gasped and I laughed, "Like that? Real women talk dirty, Max. Girls your age might not at first, but you take good care of them and show them how good you are they'll do it for you. Honey, I'll make it so they do everything for you!"
Max rubbed his thumb in hard circles around my aching clit and worked my hips faster; goddamn he was doing a good job! I was pretty damned worked up and wanted him to make me come with his tongue, not his fingers again.
"Work your way down there, honey. Take your time, it's not a race." I laughed, "I'm a sure thing!"
Max trailed his tongue down my stomach as his other hand fondled my thigh while he played with me. I was breathing hard as I watched Max trace a teasing circle around my naval, playfully flicking my piercing around with his tongue.
He reached the edge of my skirt and I lifted my hips higher for him.
"Take the thong off, but leave the skirt." I told him, "You don't get me totally naked until Friday." I winked, "You'll get everything Friday providing you keep doing a good job today."
Max was sitting back on his knees and I moaned when he removed his fingers from my pussy in order to pull my thong off. I reached under my skirt and hooking the sides of the thong eased them over my hips and held them out to him.
With a grin, Max took them and pulled the thong down my legs.
"Slowly." I told him, "Take your time, sweetie, make it sexy, see?"
I put my legs together and raised them straight up. Max eased the thong up my legs, standing as he worked it past my knees then over my ankles. When he slipped it from my feet he pressed it to his face and inhaled deeply.
"Why settle for that?" I asked, "Real thing is right here, honey."
I let my legs fall open and lowering them draped them over the arms of the chair so I was sitting there with my legs spread wide open, my pussy totally exposed to him.
"Look at that." He said softly and dropped to his knees so quickly he grunted in pain.
His pain seemed quickly forgotten as he placed his hands on my thighs and leaning over placed a kiss my small patch of red hair. I heard him breathe then sigh as he took in the scent of my pussy.
"There you go, baby, now give me a kiss, you know the spot." I reached down and spreading my pussy open with on hand, tapped my clit, "Right here, honey."
Max placed his lips against my clit as I asked and kissed it. He then flicked his tongue across it causing me to gasp. That sound turned into a low moan as he swirled his tongue gently around it.
"There you go, just like my nipple, nice and slow."
I leaned back in the chair and purred as he alternately sucked and licked my clit. I felt incredibly sexy sitting here with my legs spread and my tits out, but still wearing the shirt and my skirt shoved over my hips.
Max had his eyes closed and there was a look of bliss on his face as his tongue worked my throbbing button.



"Open your eyes, honey, let me see those pretty blue eyes looking up at me." I winked, "You want to see me looking up at you right?"
He stared at me and moved his tongue even slower, showing off for me and causing my hips to move into his teasing licks.
"That's the spot, but feel free to explore."
Max worked his way down through my wet lips, his tongue flicking side to side and I had to admit he was doing just fine for himself. God bless porn, I thought.
"Oh yes!" I cried out when he surprised me by plunging his tongue deep inside my sopping slit.
He moaned and I cried out again when I felt him place his lips to my hole and suck. I felt my juices squirt into his mouth and his eyes rolled back as he tasted them. He pushed his tongue in and out and removing my hand from my pussy I placed it on his head, running my fingers through his thick hair.
"Bad boy, tongue fucking me!" I moaned as he moved his rigid tongue faster within me. "Maybe Friday I'll let you put that tongue in my other hole. Nothing like a good rim job."
Max's eyes widened and I laughed, "You think about tonguing my ass? I'll let you next time, but don't count on girls your age being too into it."
"If I'm good to them they'll let me." He said as he eased his tongue from inside me.
"Good attitude." I told him, "But honey right now you're between my legs and talking isn't what you should be doing, now is it?"
"No ma'am!" He laughed then plunged his tongue back inside me.
He again surprised me by placing his thumb on my clit as he tongue fucked me and I knew at that moment, Max would be just fine when it came time to be with a girl his age, he was already better than a few men my age I'd been with unfortunately.
Max probed my pussy with his tongue as he teased my clit and as good as it felt I needed more than his tongue in there right now.
"Shove your fingers back inside and suck that clit, baby." I moaned, "I know I said take your time, but you're doing such a good job this girl needs to cum!"
Max slipped his tongue out and with a lot more confidence than before shoved his fingers inside me. I cried out as he took my clit into his mouth and sucked it in time with his thrusting fingers.
"Oh," I moaned, "You've been watching some videos haven't you?"
Max looked up at me and grinned, "I read a how to lick pussy article on a porn site."
"Homework is good." I nodded as he returned to my clit.
Max's shyness was long gone at this point and he was sucking my clit with lip smacking gusto. I played with my nipples and moaned loudly as he switched from sucking to swirling his tongue around my clit.
His long thick fingers were filling my pussy and I was already thinking of Friday when it would be his much larger cock in my tight little box. Damn I couldn't wait to get fucked!
But right now his fingers and tongue were doing a hell of a job and I worked my hips in tight circles, grinding my pussy in his face. Max looked up and seeing me playing with my tits, reached up with his free hand to take over on my left breast.
"That's okay, honey." I told him, already knowing I had a plan for that fee hand. "It's the right move, but I want to put on a nice show for you. How do I look playing with them?"
"Damn hot," He whispered into my hot flesh, "Everything about you is so fucking hot."
"You too, honey. I can't wait to suck that big cock! And I will as soon as I come!"
Max went back to sucking my clit so quickly I would have laughed if I could have managed it past the moan his lips caused. He moved his fingers faster and my hips responded. My thighs were trembling and I arched my back, shoving my pussy into his face as my body responded to his efforts.
"Right there, honey, lick don't suck, just keep licking that clit." I whimpered and worked my hips as his rapidly moving tongue brought me right to the edge.
Smiling down at him, I said, "How about you take a finger and slip it into my ass?"
"What?" He stopped licking.
"You heard me, baby, slide a finger right down there and shove it into my tight little ass."
Max tentatively placed his finger at my ass, but didn't push.
"Don't be shy." I moaned, "I'm so close and I want to feel your finger in there." My hips jerked and I whimpered, "Please, Max, please make me come!"
Max resumed his licking and pushed his finger into my ass. I threw my head back and cried out as his finger entering my ass set me off like a rocket. My ass and pussy contracted around his fingers and I squealed as waves of pleasure crashed through my body.
Max gasped when I clamped my legs around his head, pinning him to my convulsing pussy as my hips bucked wildly. His tongue continued to move as well as his fingers and I squirmed and writhed on the chair as I came even harder for him than I had last week.
I could feel his fingers rubbing each other through the thin skin between my ass and pussy and worked my hips driving his fingers deeper into my holes, just like I was going to drive his cock into my other hole very shortly. I tugged on my nipples, squeezing and pinching then and keeping the orgasm flowing.
My back arched and my body seemed to pause, then with a loud cry my pussy convulsed and I felt a warm wave of fluid gush from my pussy. I heard Max cry out between my legs, but he kept that sweet tongue moving on my clit.
I released a loud sigh and slumping back into the chair gasped for breath. I let my legs slide down his shoulders and smiled down into his surprised, glistening face.
"I...came really hard!" I told him, "Max, you are a hell of a quick learner. You make one of those pretty little coeds come like that, she'll be putty in your hand!"
"You think?" He smiled as he wiped his hand across is glistening face, then licked his fingers.
"I know and what have I told you is the number one lesson?"
"You get what you give." His smile turned into an expectant one.
I forced myself to move and standing up stepped to the side and pointed to the chair.
"Have a seat, baby, one good turn deserves another, doesn't it?"
Max jumped to his feet and that big smile still on his face sat down in the recliner. I stepped between his legs and slipped the blouse off, tossing it to the side so I was now in just the skirt. Leaning over, I kissed him, shoving my tongue hard in his mouth and moaning as I tasted myself from his mouth.
I leaned over further and shook my tits in his face, letting him briefly tongue each of my nipples before I kissed the top of his chest. I trailed my tongue along his chest and he moaned when I sucked on his nipple while grabbing his cock.
I wanted nothing more than to drop to my knees, pull that cock out and devour it, but I was teaching patience and made myself lead by example. I pressed my tits against him and slowly eased down to my knees, my hard nipples sliding down his chest.
I kissed and licked his stomach, my tongue tracing the waistband of his boxers. I placed my hand on his huge bulge and with a smile then placed my mouth over. Max groaned as I slid my mouth along the length of his erection and I was moaning right along with him, as I teased the both of us, by working my mouth up and down his still covered cock.
I wrapped my lips around the tip, and grabbing the sides of his boxers tugged. Max lifted his hips and I pulled his boxers down. His rock hard cock sprang free and taking it in my hand I squeezed it causing his pre cum to squirt from the purple tip.
Leaning over I pressed my tongue into his oozing slit and pulled my head back, taking a sticky trail with it.
"Damn." Max whispered.
I slurped my way back to his cock and after giving it a kiss, turned my head and rubbed his dripping tip across my cheek.
"How's your big dick look in my face, Max?"
"Incredible." He sighed, "I've dreamed of this."
"Me too." I turned my head and pressed his cock against my face.
My cheeks were now slick with his pre cum and lowering my head I pressed my tongue to the base of his shaft and slowly worked my way along his hard flesh. Max moaned and when I reached the tip, I ran my tongue around the sensitive underside of his swollen head before working my tongue back down to the base.
His cock was throbbing in my hand and no longer able to wait, I ran my tongue back up to the top, opened wide and took him deep into my mouth.
"Oh my God." He moaned as I opened wider and worked his cock further into my mouth.
Despite his size I was able to keep going until my lips were wrapped around the base of his shaft. I made a wet gagging sound exaggerated for his benefit and swirled my tongue back and forth. I had my eyes locked on his and the look mixed look of surprise and lust on his face sent a thrill though me.
I shook my head back and forth causing him to groan, then slowly worked my way back to the tip of his cock. I released it and sticking my tongue out slapped his cock against.
"God, you're fucking hot." Max breathed.
I winked then taking him back into my mouth bobbed my head in a slow rhythm. Max moaned and dug his fingers into the arms of the chair as he watched his nasty tutor blow him. Still sucking, I took his wrists and brought his hands down between us. He fondled my tits and I sighed as I continued to suck him.
His pre cum was dripping down my throat and his cock pulsing against my tongue was driving me wild. Max was moaning and moving his hips and staring at me with that 'I can't believe this' look on his face.
I cupped his balls in my hand and stroked him with the other, my hand following my lips. His hips moved faster and his legs were shaking. Poor kid was already getting close. Wanting him to really enjoy it, I released his cock with a loud wet sucking sound and worked my tongue down his shaft once more.
This time I continued and he gasped when I sucked his balls into my mouth. Max's hands tightened on my breasts and taking his right, I put it in my hair.
"Go ahead and hold my hair on my head, honey, make sure you can see the show."
Max slid my hair from my face and wrapping his hand in it put it behind my head. I went back to sucking his balls one at a time then swirled my tongue around his sac, slowly jerking him as I bathed his balls with my soft wet tongue.
I ran my tongue back to the tip of his cock and opening wide let a long trail of spit mixed with his precum ooze down his cock. I then noisily slurped it up before spitting on his cock then sucking him into my mouth and gurgling as I sucked it off of him.
"Fuck, that's...dirty." He moaned.
"I'm a dirty girl." I told him, flicking my tongue across his cock for emphasis, "Only a slut would fuck their student, isn't that right, honey?"
"You...you're not a slut." He said looking serious. "I wouldn't say that."
"And you're a smart boy." I kissed his cock, "But see if a woman refers to herself as one, it means she likes dirty talk and you can call her that, but if they don't start talking like that, don't you do it."
I let another strand of spit drip down his cock and onto his balls.
"But me? I'm in a slutty mood. I like being on my knees sucking this nice hard young cock and being a little pig for you. Just like those teachers in your favorite movies."
"You're my favorite movie now." He grinned.
"Well then watch the show honey." I winked then ducking my head proceeded to lick the sloppy spit from his balls.
I ran my tongue quickly back to the tip and opening wide took him all the way down to his balls. Max groaned as I shook my head vigorously then bobbed my head more rapidly than before. His hand tightened in my hair and his fingers stopped moving on my nipple. I didn't care, this was about him right now and I had to admit I wanted to impress him, show him how a real woman sucked cock.
I grabbed his idle hand and put it on my head with the other. I then stopped moving and remained still with his cock in my mouth. When Max simply stared down at me, I moved my head up and down then stopped again.
When he still looked confused I put my hands on his and pushed down. His blue eyes widened, then with an evil little grin he pushed my head down further on his cock. I moaned and he began guiding my head along his long thick cock.
I released him long enough to say, "Go ahead, fuck my mouth, you deserve it." Then taking him between my lips let him push my head down again.
Max moved his hips, slowly at first, but when I locked my eyes on his and moaned loudly he moved faster. I relaxed letting him push my mouth down into his thrusting hips and let him face fuck me. Face fuck; Laura, you are a slut today.
Max pumped faster pushing himself deeper into my throat and I knelt there with my pussy dripping thinking that Friday he would be shoving this glorious cock deep inside my other lips. I looked at his broad shoulders and strong chest and envisioned him behind me fucking me as hard as his powerful form would allow, Christ he was going so hard!
I moaned and took control back, bobbing my head faster and making gagging sounds as I took him down to his balls each time. I had my mouth open wide enough to let the drool continue to ooze down his cock then suck it back up. The sloppy wet sounds I was making were making me even hotter and I cursed not getting him off first so I could cum afterwards.
Max was moaning and his hips were moving uncontrollably. I cupped his balls again and felt them tighten in my hand. I resumed jerking him off as well, my hand following the slimy trail my mouth was leaving, the spit making my hand feel even better.
"Oh, Laura." He moaned, "I...don't stop, don't stop...I...Oh God!"
Max cried out and I squealed as his cock twitched and a long thick jet of his hot cum sprayed the back of my throat. I wanted nothing more than to swallow it, but remembering what he said he wanted last lesson I pulled his cock from my mouth.
I opened wide and pushed his cum out with my tongue letting it drool down my chin and onto my tits. I pumped his cock and his second spurt landed in my mouth and I pushed it out for him. I jerked him off harder and turning my head back and forth let him spray my face.
I kept my eyes on his as I stroked him, watching the look of lust on his face as he painted his slutty teachers face. His cum splashed my cheeks and oozed down my face and neck. I pumped him even harder and when the next squirt was little more than a dribble I took the tip of his cock into my mouth and jerked him off into it.
"Oh....oh....oh!" He kept gasping as I sucked as hard as I could and swirled my tongue around his sensitive head.
He moaned and even when I could get no more I kept sucking, now taking him deep and letting his cock push his cum around in my mouth.
"S...stop!" He gasped, "Please."
I stopped sucking and opening wide showed him the puddle of cum on my tongue then closing it, swallowed and then showed him my empty mouth.
"Oh....I...wow." he groaned as he slumped back in the chair. "Laura that was...just like the movies." He laughed.
"Better I hope." I smiled then cupping my tits, lifted them up and keeping eye contact proceeded to lick his cum from my tits, slurping up as much as I could.
I sat back on my knees and stared at his cock. He was still hard, God I wanted to hop on, but I'd decided how I wanted him to take me on Friday and it would be much more fun then.
"All girls are different, honey." I told him, "Some like giving head more than others so never be pushy, okay?"
"Okay." He nodded staring down at me as I grabbed the towel I had next to the chair and wiped the cum from my neck and chest.
"But like I said the more you take care of them the more they will want to please you so just be patient."
"I...I will and...Oh!"
He jumped when I wrapped the towel around his cock and stroked him with it, cleaning it off for him.
"You're still so hard!" I marveled, "Honey if you can come and stay hard like this, your next lesson might be a nice long one!"
"So Friday we....." He trailed off. "You know."
"No 'you knows'." I reminded him as still on my knees I picked up my blouse and put it on. "Be a man."
"We're going to have sex?"
"You're going to fuck me, Max. You're going to fuck your nasty little teacher nice and hard and in any position you want."
"Can we..."
"If." I cut him off as I buttoned the shirt. "You show me you can take me."
"Take you?"
"Yes, Max. Friday is your final exam. I am not going to prod you or give you any hints. You are going to come to my house Friday night and..."
"Your place?"
"Yes Max, my place. Just like an adult, you are going to come to my house and you are going to show me what you learned and convince me to want you."
I stood up and after locating my thong hiked my skirt up and slipped it on as he watched, his eyes fixed hungrily on my red haired pussy.
"I won't help you so if you get nervous and lose confidence you might not get anything. You're going to be a man taking his woman, I don't mean rough, but I mean you are taking the lead I'm just there to be persuaded."
"Okay." He looked nervous.
"You do a good job I'm all yours. Upset me and...well today is as far as you get."
"No pressure." He gave a small laugh.
"Honey if you get nervous, just think of how hard you made me come tonight and how much I liked sucking that nice cock. If you weren't doing a good job, would you have gotten that reward?"
"No." He said more confidently.
"So, Friday at Seven, I'll text you my address."
"Should I...bring anything?"
"No hints, Max."
"Okay,"
"But I have one question for you, what's your favorite color on a woman?"
"Red."
"Red it is honey," I leaned over and gave him a quick kiss, "Oh and one other thing."
'What's that?"
"Don't be tardy, Max, you never keep a woman waiting, especially your teacher."
*****
I moved about my bedroom lighting the candles I'd placed on my night stands and for what had to be the hundredth time looked at the time on my cell. It was quarter to seven.
Max was supposed to be here for seven and at this point I wasn't just looking at the phone for the time, but checking to see if I had somehow missed a text that he was going to back down. I'd had no contact with him since Tuesday, but had spent the last three days thinking and dreaming of nothing but contact with him.
As I finished with the candles, I looked into my mirror yet again. I had chosen a plain red sundress to wear. The dress was simple, but sexy. Short enough to be considered a mini and not just tight on top, but low cut.
At one point I'd considered meeting him in a short robe with some sexy lingerie beneath, but I wanted it to seem more natural and like less of a sure thing. After all Max was going to have to make the moves tonight and if he got into this situation with a pretty little coed she wouldn't be as aggressive.
The dress was sleeveless and tied behind my neck and I'd spent the last couple of hours envisioning him untying it and letting it fall to the floor. I'd bought a sexy new red lace bra and thong for the occasion and once again the thong was already moist before Max was around.
I had my hair down and decided to go barefoot to complete the simple look I was going for. Walking away from the mirror I left the bedroom and went into the living room to wait for him. I wanted to peer out the window, but didn't in case he had just pulled up. I didn't want to look as eager as I felt. Max was supposed to be the one acting like a kid in a candy store, not me.
Fact was however, I was willing to bet I was as excited as he was. For Max it would be his first time and for me the first time in months and first time with someone who would be out to please me in three years. I was greatly looking forward to showing Max the fun he was going to spend the rest of his life having and reminding myself how fun sex could be.



I jumped at the sound of a car door near the front of my condo and risked a quick peek out through the blinds. I smiled as I saw Max standing next to his car and glancing this way. I stepped back from the window and dimming the lights in the room waited for him to reach the door.
When the doorbell rang I was surprised to feel a nervous twinge in my stomach and I realized this meant way too much me. After this my ass needed to get out and meet someone. But of course said someone didn't necessarily have to be my age....
I opened the door, and smiled at Max who was dressed sharply in a short sleeve black polo shirt and grey Dockers with a pair of real shoes. His hair was gelled and he had that aw shucks smile on his face.
"Hi Laura, you look nice tonight." He said, his eyes wandering up and down my body, "You make red look even better."
"Aw, thank you." I found I was a little too giddy at his compliment. "Come on in."
I stepped to the side for him to enter and bringing his hand around from behind him he presented me with a bouquet of colorful flowers.
"For you."
"Wow!" I exclaimed, taking the flowers and closing the door behind him, "Look at you being smooth."
"This is my final exam," He winked.
"You're starting off just fine." I told him as I gestured to the couch, "Have a seat while I put these in a vase." I headed for the kitchen and called over my shoulder, "You want a drink?"
"No, I'm fine." He said, sitting down.
Damn straight he was fine. I hurriedly found a vase in the cupboard over the sink and filling it didn't even bother to take the flowers out of the wrapper, I'd do that later tonight, or tomorrow morning or....whenever I was done taking Max on his first full tour of a woman's body.
I walked back into the room to see him watching for me and as I approached the couch his eyes never left my body. My eyes found his crotch and even in the loose fitting pants I could see he was hard for me.
When I reached the couch, he moved over to the side for me to sit next to him, but I shook my head.
"Did you come here to talk Max?"
"Um...no." He shook his head
"What did you come here for, then?"
"I came here because I want you." His eyes met mine and he didn't look nervous at all. His confidence sent thrill through me.
"And why do you want me?" I teased.
"Because you're sexiest woman I've ever seen and I've dreamed about fucking you for months and..." He hesitated, but only briefly, "And I'm tired of just thinking about it, tonight I want the real thing."
"Hmm, that's very flattering, Max. It doesn't bother you I'm so much older than you, or I'm your teacher?" At this point I was trying to trip him up, but his eyes never strayed from my face and his voice sounded as calm as he looked.
"What do you think makes you so sexy?" He smiled and it was no longer a sweet, shy one. "A milf teacher, could it get any better?" To my surprise he winked, "And a horny one who loved teasing me and knew damn well I wanted you. You're a bad girl, Laura!" He laughed.
"I..." I trailed off and put my hand out to him. "My bedroom is at the end of that hallway."
For a second he lost character and his eyes widened and grinned, but then quickly switched to looking serious. Standing, he took my hand and when I didn't move he stepped close to me, slipped his hand up through my hair and kissed me.
I was surprised by the force of the kiss and even more so by the way he put his other arm around my waist and pulled me against him. His tongue pushed against my lips and I parted them, moaning softly as his warm wet tongue invaded my mouth.
I put my arms around his neck and moved back and forth against him, sliding my breasts across him and moaning as my nipples rubbed the material of my bra. Max lowered his hand from my hair and rubbed my back as he continued his confident, unhurried kiss.
I was heating up and as much as I wanted to let him take the reins I couldn't hold back from pushing my tongue into his mouth and pressing my lips more firmly to his. Max backed off, allowing me to take control of the kiss, but his hands were now sliding down my back and over my ass.
I gasped when he gave it a hard squeeze then groaned as they worked lower and grabbing the hem of my dress, pulled it up. His hands returned to my ass, fondling my bare cheeks as his fingers teased along the thin black material between them.
I released a low moan into his mouth as his finger eased into the thong, slid down my ass and dipped into my sopping pussy. He removed his lips from mine and I moaned louder as his lips fastened to my neck.
He was running the tip of his finger through my soft wet slit, but not going inside and I caught myself moving my hips, trying to urge him to do so. Max kissed the top of my chest, then with a sly smile pulled away from me.
"Shall we?" He gestured towards the hall.
"Lead the way." I winked.
"How about you go first so I can watch what I'm going to be unwrapping?" He suggested.
"You're the boss." I told him, "At least for now." I added with a wink.
I walked ahead of him, pulling him along behind me. I walked slowly and put some extra swing in my hips. I could feel his eyes on my ass and recalled how good his hand shad just felt there. As I reached the door and opened it, I felt a thrill of excitement; in a very short time I was going to be Max's first lover!
I released his hand and walked over to stand in front of my bed. I'd pulled the covers down to expose the red sheets I put on there for him. Max looked around the room, taking in the candles then lingering on the bed.
When his gaze reached me I saw he was getting nervous and beckoning him with my finger, I asked, "Now where were we?"
Max walked up to me and I give him a long slow kiss. He placed his hands on my hips, but left them there and as we continued to kiss I wondered if I would have to be the aggressor after all. Not that I would mind, but the point here was for him to become confident with women.
I suppose I would be more intimidating than a girl his age, but that was the very reason I wanted him taking control. If he could take charge with me, he'd be able to with anyone. I grabbed the bottom of his shirt and tugged upward.
Max raised his arms and as I pulled his shirt off and tossed it to the side, I broke the kiss and lowered my head to his chest. I pressed my open mouth around his nipple and after swirling my tongue around it, lifted my head.
"How's that look?" I asked, referring to the perfectly shaped pair of lips around his nipple.
"Not as good as you do." He replied and putting his hands on my shoulders kissed my neck.
I let my head fall to the side and purred as his slips worked my neck. I unsnapped his pants his breathing picked up on my neck when I tugged his zipper down. I was reaching into his boxers for the cock I'd dreamt of feeling inside me all week, when Max whispered, "Not yet."
Putting his arms on my shoulders he flicked his tongue across my ear, "Turn around for me."
He accompanied his words by pushing on my shoulders, guiding me to turn for him. The fact he had not asked, but told me to do something caused my already excited clit to throb as I allowed him to turn me.
When my back was to him, Max gathered my long hair and pushing it over my left shoulder kissed the back of my neck. A shiver went through me as his arms slid around my waist and he kissed his way across my bare shoulders and my upper back.
"Hmm, that's sweet." I cooed as his lips caressed my skin.
The dress was open in the back down to my bra and Max trailed his soft kisses to then along the edge of it. He then worked his way back up to my neck and I moaned as his hands slid down my stomach and tugging my dress up, fondled my inner thighs.
As he had done from behind, Max worked the fingers of his right hand into my thong and slid them through my pussy. I worked my hips, grinding my ass back into him and again trying to get his fingers to enter me.
I felt his tongue on my neck and thought he was licking me, then the tie around my neck pulled against my throat and I realized he was untying it with his teeth! I smiled as the knot loosened then groaned when the strings fell across my back and he brought his hands up to dug it down over my breasts.
"This time you wear a bra." He sighed in my ear causing me to giggle.
"Told you, you had to work for this one, honey."
"Then I guess I'm hard at work." He whispered in my ear and pushed his cock into my ass, emphasizing how hard.
"Nice," I replied working my ass into that fantastic cock, "Have fun with it."
"I plan on it." His fingers fumbled with the clasp of my bra, but once he'd popped the first hook he got the other two quickly.
Max slid his fingers through the straps of my bra and pushed them down my shoulders. I bent my arms at the elbows, letting him slip the bra off and moaned as his hands instantly covered my bare breasts.
His fingers captured my nipples and I worked my ass harder against his swollen crotch. Max was breathing heavy in my ear as the soft skin just beneath it. As he teased my nipples I grabbed the dress and pushed it down over my hips, letting it pool at my feet.
Max kissed the back of my neck and trailed his lips down my back as he had before, but this time he kept going lower. When I felt his lips on the small of my back, I looked to my right and watched in the mirror over my bureau.
"Damn, look at us." I told him, my breath picking up at the sight of him kneeling shirtless behind me while I stood there in just my thong, his hands on my breasts.
Max turned his head, smiled then turning his attention back to me, placed a loud wet kiss on my right ass cheek. I giggled, and then moaned when he sucked on my ass, before switching to the other side.
As he had with everything else so far, Max took his time worshipping my ass, kissing and licking each cheek as I them playfully in his face. Max slipped his tongue into the thin string of red between my cheeks and I shivered when he ran his tongue through the crack of my ass.
His hands left my breasts and my groan of protest turned into a startled yelp when he put his hands on my back and shoved me. I was standing right in front of the bed and fell forward so I was now bent over it.
Max worked his fingers into my thong and pulled it over my hips and down my thighs. I moaned at the feeling of the thong peeling away from my sticky pussy and his tongue and lips still busy on my ass.
The thong joined my dress at my feet and Max ran his fingers gently up my legs, teasing the sensitive skin behind my knees and traveling up my soft thighs. He made me laugh when he sucked hard on my ass, probably hard enough to leave a hickey.
"Look at you, kissing your teacher's ass."
"I do need a good grade, Miss Phillips" He whispered.
His hands reached my ass and after giving my cheeks a hard squeeze he spread them wide open and I squealed when he plunged his tongue into my ass.
"Bad boy!" I exclaimed then moaned when he pushed his rigid tongue deeper into my little pink hole.
"You said I could last time." He said from between my cheeks, then proceeded to tease the tip of his tongue around my ass before pushing it inside again.
I moaned softly and worked my ass back into his face. My nipples were pressed onto the sheet and just that contact was causing them to ache with desire. I spread my legs further apart and whimpered as he continued enthusiastically giving me a rim job.
Hard to believe a week ago I'd sat there in righteous indignation telling Richard I would never do this. At this point, bent over the bed with a hot young studs tongue in my ass, I had to admit the money had nothing to do with why I was doing this.
This was exactly what I needed! A great time with a good looking man, albeit a young one, who was all about enjoying every bit of me.
As if reading my mind, Max lowered his tongue and shoved it into my pussy.
"Yes!" I cried out, pushing my ass back into his face to work his tongue deeper. "That's it, baby, eat that pussy!"
Max had my cheeks spread wide and his face buried in them as his tongue probed my dripping slit. He sucked hard on my pussy causing me to gasp and he moaned when his efforts were rewarded with a mouthful of his slutty tutor's sticky juices. Even as he tongue fucked me, I knew I would be tasting those juices from his cock some point soon.
The other thing I knew was he wasn't just going to fuck me once. I had no idea what would happen after tonight so there was no way in hell Max was leaving after he took me for the first time. Tonight I planned on finding out just how many times a boy his age could get it up and I was damn confident in my mouth's abilities to keep him interested all night long.
"Oh, my clit, honey." I moaned as thinking of the night still ahead had my hips wiggling and my pussy throbbing. "Suck on my clit!"
Max slipped his tongue from inside me, but teased me by swirling it around between my labia exploring the moist pink folds of my pussy as he took his time working his way to my clit. I groaned and pushed up on my toes, trying to get his tongue to my aching button, but he moved with me and laughed.
"Oh, funny now, are we? Just wait until I make you wait to shove your...Oh!"
I moaned as he fastened his lips to my clit and sucked hard enough to make his lips smack. Max swirled his tongue around my swollen button and caused me to gasp when he pushed two fingers inside me. I contracted my pussy around his fingers and when he moaned I asked,
"Imagine what that will feel like around your cock." I sighed, "Think about me coming on it, how good that will feel, I...oh, damn."
I trailed off as Max worked my clit gently with just his lips, kissing it softly then sliding it between them. His fingers pumped slowly into me and moving my hips in time with them I took them deeper.
I turned my head to look into the mirror. Max was kneeling, his face buried between my thighs and his well muscled back just visible from that angle. His large, strong hand looked good on my ass and his arm worked back and forth as he finger fucked me.
Somewhere I knew I should feel bad about this, paid to seduce this sweet kid, but where that somewhere was...it wasn't around right now!
As I remained bent over the bed, I imagined his huge cock, hard and dripping, straining to be released from his pants and eager to sample his first pussy. I pushed up on my toes and slipping my arms underneath I found my nipples and rolled them between my fingers.
I moaned and worked my hips harder into his fingers. I had wanted him to go slow and prove he could be patient and enjoy me before we had sex, but right now there was nothing I wanted more than that young cock between my legs.
"Harder," I told him, "Come on, baby, work that pussy!" Giving in to my desires I gave him an incentive. "As soon as I come you're going to fuck me, Max!"
I cried out as he shoved his fingers hard into my pussy and sucked my clit into his mouth.
"That's right, honey, as soon as you make me purr, you're going to be inside it! You're going to shove that nice young dick into your dirty teacher's hot little pussy!"
Max was smacking his lips on my clit and roughly slamming his fingers into my pussy. I had no complaints, in fact his no longer being cautious was a turn on. I twisted my nipples harder and groaned.
"Oh, lick it!" I groaned, Max obeyed and my legs tightened and I lifted my ass in the air as my body trembled. "Faster!" I whimpered as his tongue bathed my throbbing button. I was so close!
"A little more! Oh, just a little more!" I implored him, "Come on, baby make me....Oh fuck!"
I squealed as Max used his other hand and with no warning plunged his finger into my ass. That squeal was followed by a long loud wail as my body exploded into orgasm. My pussy and ass contracted around his fingers and as I ground my ass into his flickering tongue I released a series of loud high pitched yelps.
Max kept his fingers moving, thrusting them into my convulsing holes while still eagerly devouring my pussy. I gave my nipples a pinch and this time screamed in pleasure as I writhed and squirmed shoving my wet slit into his face.
"Oh God that was so fucking amazing." I sighed as the last of the orgasm flowed through me.
My body relaxed and I was glad I was bent over the bed because my knees felt so weak I didn't think I could stand at the moment. Behind me, Max eased his fingers from my holes and in the mirror I saw him stand up behind me.
He kicked his shoes off and pushed his jeans down to the floor. When he stood, his long thick cock was standing at full attention and grabbing it he slapped it against my ass.
"You looking for something, honey?"
"Yes." He said softly and I moaned as he slid the head of his cock through the crack of my ass.
I gasped when it slid through my lips and Max moaned as he shook it back and forth, rubbing it against my clit.
"C...can I?"
"Don't ask, honey." I told him, pushing myself up on my elbows and looking over my shoulder at him. "Max, if a woman lets you do that to her, she is not going to stop you from fucking her."
"O...okay." He nodded then slid his cock back through my lips.
I moaned when I felt the head of his cock at the entrance to my pussy and wanted nothing more than to push backwards and drive him inside me, but I had a better idea, at least for the moment because damn straight I was going to take that cock doggy style at some point.
"Stop." I said and stood up in front of him.
"Did I do something wrong? I'm sorry, I..."
"Shhh." I turned to face him and put my finger to his lips. "Not at all, but for your first time." I winked, "Our first time tonight, I want to watch you."
I sat on the bed and laying back lifted my legs and spread them wide.
"Come on in, baby." I whispered, "The water's just fine."
Max stared down at my pussy and stepped up to the bed. His magnificent cock was over my pussy and putting my feet on his shoulders I lifted my hips, sliding his head through my lips. He moaned and stared at the sight of his cock sliding through my pussy. I pumped my hips, teasing him, then stopped and smiled up at him.
"Come on, baby, take what you've been waiting for."
Max eased his cock down and I moaned as he pushed his head against me and I felt him begin to enter me.
"Shit!" He stopped.
"What?" I asked, trying not to sound frustrated.
"I have to...you know get something." He reached down to his jeans and fumbled in his pocket before producing a condom.
"Honey, put that down, you don't need it."
"I don't? But..."
"With other girls yes." I told him remaining patient. "But I haven't been with anyone in months and you've never been with anyone and I'm taking something so no worries" I smiled, "I want you to really feel your first time. You can have me bareback."
"Bareback." He dropped the condom. "Goddamn, you're so fucking hot."
"You have no idea, but it's time to find out." I winked, "Now where were we?"
As Max slid his cock though my pussy I realized I was being selfish again, because there was no way I wasn't going to feel every bit of his cock. He pressed against me once more and began to ease himself in.
He groaned as his head entered me and I moaned impatiently as he hesitated. Bracing my feet against him, I thrust my hips and buried him inside me. We both cried out as my pussy spread around his long thick cock and with a moan of pure pleasure, Max pulled himself back out to the tip then thrust forward.
"Oh fuck, you've got a big dick!" I groaned and wasn't kidding, it had been a long time and my pussy was stretching around his shaft as he slowly pumped me.
"You feel so good!" Max exclaimed as he moved his hips, fucking me with long slow strokes that caused my eyes to roll back.



"Then keep feeling me, baby!" I moaned, "Because you feel just as good!"
Good was an understatement! Max moved a little faster and I moaned each time he thrust himself forward stuffing my long neglected pussy with his thick cock. I propped myself on my elbows so I could watch his cock slide in and out and I noticed his eyes were locked onto it as well.
I was sopping wet and Max's amazing cock was glistening with my juices. He put his hands on my thighs and pumped me faster. He moaned with each stroke and I noticed a slight smile playing about his lips.
"How's it feel, Max? How's it feel to fuck a woman?"
"Even better than I thought." He grinned, "And I thought about it a lot!"
"I hope you keep thinking about it!" I thrust my hips meeting his plunging cock and driving him deeper. "I hope you think about this pussy and how good it feels because you can have all the pussy you want, Max!"
"All those cute girls who flirt with you? You can have them like this, you know how now and..." I moaned as my words spurred him on and he fucked me harder, "God, they are going to love this cock!"
Max groaned and fucked me faster. I stopped talking and focused on how damn good his dick felt inside me. He was fucking me pretty good right now and cupping my tits I played with my nipples for him.
Max noticed and stared at my fingers as he fucked me. The sight seemed to really get to him as he switched from long slow strokes to faster short ones. I didn't care how he fucked me as long as he kept fucking me because he felt amazing.
"Yes, that's it honey, fuck that pussy! You earned that pussy, Max, you worked hard for it didn't you?"
Max grunted an answer as he squeezed my thighs and drove into me even harder.
"All night, Max, you're going to fuck me all night! Every position, as many times as you want to! I'm all yours tonight Max!"
He whimpered and fucked me even faster. I moaned enjoying the effect my words had on him I continued.
"And we don't have to just stay in here, honey. You're going to fuck me where ever you want. We can fuck on my couch; you can fuck me over the kitchen table. " I moaned as he was now slamming me so hard his balls were slapping against my ass, "And you will fuck me in the shower tonight!"
Max whimpered and I moved my hips in time with his, taking him as deep as I could. He moaned louder then slowed down.
"Don't tease!" I groaned, "Fuck me, baby! This is what you wanted!"
"I...I'm already close."
"We'll fuck again, Max, just go ahead and take the edge off and..."
"But it's so quick!" He was now barely moving and teasing the shit out of me. "I wanted it to..."
"Stop." I pushed him back with my feet. "Lay on the bed on your back."
"Are you...?" He stopped when I sat up and patted the bed next to me. "Lie down and trust me."
Max didn't move right away and grabbing his cock I gave it a squeeze. "Go on, baby, teacher knows best."
Max moaned as I gave his cock a couple of quick pumps and sitting on the bed pushed himself up on it and lay down on his back. I quickly crawled up on the bed, knelt between his legs and took him into my mouth.
Max gasped as I easily took him down to the base of his shaft and after pausing for a moment to savor the taste of my pussy from his hard flesh, I bobbed my head rapidly. He cried out as unlike the blow job I gave him on Tuesday I was not holding back and teasing, but sucking him as fast as I could.
He whimpered and his cock twitched in my mouth as I sucked him as if I were in a competition. I repeatedly took him as deep as I could while sucking that quickly and cupping his swollen balls caressed them as I blew him.
Max moaned and his legs were already trembling from my efforts. I opened my mouth wider and let a mixture of pre cum and spit drool down his cock and nosily slurped it up, I kept my eyes on his and saw him struggling to hold back.
"Laura, please...please stop! I...I'm going to come and I don't want to like this! Please...I oh!"
His begging and whimpering drove me wild and I sucked him even faster, Max released a pathetic sound that caused my pussy to gush and with a loud cry his balls tightened, his cock twitched and he exploded in my mouth.
Tuesday I'd given him what he wanted and let him paint my face with his come, this time I continued to suck and moaned as his hot sticky cum hit the back of my mouth and oozed down my throat.
I sucked harder, my cheeks hollowing as I worked for every drop. Max was squirming and moaning as his balls emptied into my mouth and when I couldn't coax anymore from him I released his cock, smacked my lips and swallowed the last of his impressive load.
As he lay there breathing hard I crawled up the bed and swung my legs over his hips so I was straddling him. Placing my hands on his chest I worked my hips, sliding his still hard cock through my wet pussy.
Reaching between my legs I grabbed him by the base and holding his cock, guided him to my pussy and sat down on it. We both cried out as I impaled myself on his glorious cock. He was still just as hard as he had been in my mouth and between that and the fact I could still taste both his cum and my pussy, I was overwhelmed by lust.
Max gasped as I rode him like he was a prize bull in a rodeo and throwing my head back I cried out in ecstasy as I pounded my pussy onto his big dick. This is what I had needed for months, what I'd dreamed about, hell what I and every woman deserved; a good hard fucking!
I pushed down harder on his chest and with a loud cry drove my hips up and down as hard as I could. Beneath me Max was staring at me wide eyed, his mouth open as all he could manage was a series of moans and gasps as I fucked him like a damn wild cat.
I leaned forward so I could lift my hips higher and pushed down on his chest each time I slammed down on him. I established a perfect rhythm between my hands and hips and the bed protested as Max was now bouncing on the mattress then back into my driving hips.
"Fuck yeah!" I cried out, "You like this Max? You like seeing how a real woman fucks? No cute little girl is going to fuck you like this, baby. Your slutty teacher is going to make your first ride your best ride!"
Max put his hands on my hips and pushed in an effort to slow me down and I relented and switched to sliding my hips back and forth instead of up and down. Max moaned softly as I switched up to riding him more slowly and sensually.
I raised my hands over my head, taking my long hair up with them and posed for him as I worked my hips even slower.
"How do I like, honey? How's Miss Phillips look riding your cock?"
"Incredible." He whispered as his hands left my hips and cupped my tits.
"That's it." I purred as he played with my nipples, "Play with those tits, they're your tits tonight, hell they're yours anytime you want them!"
Max looked surprised and even in my lust addled brain I realized that comment was a mistake, but I was so caught up in the moment I didn't care, there would be time to talk this out later, right now it was....show time.
I swung my leg over him and easing his cock from inside me, knelt next to him. Max went to sit up, but I shoved him back down on the bed.
"Not yet." I smiled down at him, "I want to show you something fun."
I spun myself around so my back was to him and swinging my leg back over him so my ass was pointing at him worked my puss along his cock.
"Put it in." I breathed, "Shove that big dick in your teacher's hot cunt!"
"Hot...wow!" He looked shocked.
"I wouldn't say that to a girl your age if I were you, but I'm in a slutty fucking mood, not give me that fucking cock!"
I was surprising myself, but all that mattered was he was pushing the head of his cock back where it belonged, inside my over heated...cunt. The word I was raised to never say sent thrill through me telling me I was officially out of control, but seeing I was already fucking an eighteen year old student, and bareback at that, a dirty word was the least of my transgressions.
I plunged back down on his cock and worked my hips slowly.
"Oh, goddamn." Max moaned as I rode him backwards.
I sat up for him, pushing his cock deeper and worked my hips in a teasing circular motion. He put his hands on my hips and moved with me, guiding my movements along his cock.
"How's the view from behind?" I asked, looking at him over my shoulder.
"There's no bad view." He laughed, then moaned when I bounced up and down on him.
I moved faster and yelped each time I drove him up into me. Leaning over I grabbed his ankles and began driving my hips as hard as I had before. I turned my head watched as I my hips worked up and down sliding his cock in and out of me and slamming down on him as hard as I could manage.
Max put his hands on my ass and squeezed it while pushing and pulling, helping me ride him. I threw my head back, flipping my long hair up and across my back and admired the sight of fucking Max reverse cowgirl, a position I hadn't tried in years.
Max moved his hand across my ass and I cried out in surprise when he shoved his finger in my ass.
"Yes!" I yelped, "Leave it right there!"
Max did as I asked and I moaned as I worked my hips now sliding his finger in and out of my tight ass. I was overwhelmed by an image of being on my knees and letting Max fuck me in the ass. I hadn't let anyone do that since I'd been in my wild twenties and didn't think I would let him tonight, but maybe...
I blinked that thought away and focused on the act at hand which was pretty fucking enjoyable. I continued to work my hips plunging his thick cock deep inside my grateful pussy.
"Not going to come quick now are you, baby?" I asked.
"Hell no." He breathed and placing his hand on the small of my back, pushed down, stopping me from moving,
He then thrust his hips into me and I groaned as he took over fucking me. I let my cheek rest on his leg and squealed as he fucked me with long hard strokes. Max was moaning and whimpering as he could only fuck me so hard in this position and on that note, I pulled away from his cock and rolled over onto my back.
Lifting my legs, I grabbed the backs of my knees and pulled them back so my feet were over my head.
"Get on your knees and fuck me, Max; I need you to really fuck me."
Max sat up, knelt between my legs and placing his hands on the backs of my thighs drove his beautiful cock balls deep into my pussy.
"Oh my fucking God!" I cried as just as I'd told him to Max fucked me fast and hard.
He was using long hard strokes that had me yelping each time he buried himself in me.
"Yes, fuck me!" I gasped, "Fuck me as hard as you want to! Take me Max, take your teacher's pussy! Claim it! Make it yours!"
Max moaned and leaning forward pushed my legs back even further. My ass lifted from the bed and I was just about bent in two with his cock slamming straight down into me. I howled in pleasure as he hammered away at me and letting my legs go grabbed my tits and tugged on my nipples.
I watched Max's long cock repeatedly piston in and out of my sopping pussy and tried to move my hips, but could do nothing in this position but lay here and take it. That certainly wasn't a bad thing as he was fucking me goddamn silly at this point.
I looked up at Max and moaned at the sight of him. He was sweating profusely, his hair hanging over his eyes and those gorgeous blue eyes were wide, bright and glazed with lust. His entire body was glistening with sweat and it made the bulging muscles of his chest and arms look even better.
I needed to cum again and reaching between my legs found my swollen clit and rubbed it. I moaned at the contact, then yelped in surprise when Max grabbed my wrist and pulled my hand away. My surprise was replaced by delight when he placed his thumb on my clit and whispered,
"That's my job, Laura."
"Y...you're doing a hell of a job." I breathed as he rubbed my clit in hard fast circles while still pounding my pussy.
"Get what you give." He grinned down at me.
"Honey....you are giving it to me pretty fucking good right now." I moaned, "And I'm getting it, oh fuck I'm getting it!"
Max's thumb pressed harder on my clit and I tugged hard on my nipples as my body trembled in anticipation of coming on that huge cock. Max stopped rubbing my clit and catching it between his strong fingers twisted it back and the same way I was playing with my nipples.
"Oh...oh fuck!" I moaned, "That...oh just like that!"
I arched my back trying to take him deeper and desperately tried to work my hips into him as I was right on the edge.
"Harder, squeeze my clit harder! Please I..."
My words turned into what could only be described as a scream when Max pinched my clit and sent me over the edge. I came like an animal, head back, mouth wide open and screaming like a banshee. My pussy contracted and Max groaned in pleasure as my pussy convulsed around his thrusting cock.
Max continued his assault on my quivering slit as his fingers twisted my clit back and forth. I was beyond words at this point and lay there squealing and moaning as I came harder than I had in years, even harder than a little awhile ago, Christ I couldn't remember last time I'd gone off like this.
My body writhed and squirmed and Max had an ear to ear smile on his face as he watched his teacher turn into trembling hot wet mess beneath him. I released one more long loud squeal then went limp, my arms falling to my sides and my legs resting against him.
"Oh...my...God." I moaned. "Max, you....holy shit the room is spinning."
Max withdrew his cock from me and grabbing me by my hips wrenched his powerful shoulders to the side and flipped me over onto my stomach. The second I was on my stomach, Max grabbed my hips again and roughly pulled me up so I was on my knees.
"Fuck yeah!" I groaned, my pussy gushing at his sudden forcefulness, "That's it, take..."
Max drove into me from behind so hard the sentence finished with another animal like howl as he squeezed my hips and tore into me like he was trying to break me. I was so overwhelmed from my orgasm I couldn't even push myself up on my hands and lay there with my cheek pressed to the sweat dampened sheet and let him have me.
In the mirror Max looked incredible, his lean hard body dripping with sweat and his large hands gripping me as that incredible cock hammered away at me pussy. I was so wet I could hear him entering me and saw his thighs dripping with my juices.
"Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" I exclaimed each time he hammered into me.
I couldn't even move my hips into him. I was completely drained and all his right now. Max slid his hand around my thigh and I gasped when he found my clit and rubbed it as he pounded me doggy style.
"I...oh....its okay." I moaned, "Just fuck me, just...ohhh."
He pressed his thumb harder into me and moved it in fast hard circles as he had before. I didn't think I could come again, but damn it felt so good and that cock! Youth and enthusiasm I thought as he was fucking me like a damn machine while trying to coax another orgasm out of me.
Max was moaning with each thrust and his hand was trembling on my hips.
"Go ahead," I moaned, "Come for me, baby, don't worry about me I already....Oh fuck!"
Max plunged his finger hard into my ass again and pinched my clit hard. My body caught me off guard by exploding into a sudden orgasm and lifting my head I screamed long and loud as I came for the second time in minutes and once again around that wonderful cock.
I was moaning continuously and my hips were moving of their own accord, driving back into his relentless cock. But even his cock had limits and he was now whimpering behind me as my pussy contracted around him.
"Give it to me!" I cried, "Come for me, let me have it, baby!"
Max cried out and I released a long deep moan as his cock jumped inside me and a long stream of come squirted deep inside me.
"Oh, that's nice." I cooed as he continued to thrust into me, each pump ending in another spurt of his hot cum.
I whimpered in pleasure as Max kept fucking me and painting the walls of his teacher's pussy with another huge load. He buried himself inside me and moaned as he gave me that last of it. I contracted my pussy around him and he gave an adorable little whimper as I managed to milk a few more drops from him.
I felt him softening inside me and squeezed him once more with my pussy before he eased his cock from inside me. I had thought as soon as we finished I'd already be wondering how long before he could go another round, but I'd never dreamed I would come three times first time around.
I was feeling beyond satisfied right now, in fact as I stretched my legs out and remained lying there on my stomach what I felt was hung over as if I were sex drunk which most likely I was. I'd have to go back years to find the last time I'd gotten fucked this good.
"I can't believe we did it." Max said from behind me.
"Oh, I can." I replied, "I have a very wet, very satisfied pussy to prove it."
"You really enjoyed it?"
"Max, what did I tell you about asking?" I asked with my eyes closed and no desire to move at all. "I came three damn times."
"Right, sorry, I just really wanted you to like it."
"I did." I giggled "Three times."
"So...uh...what do we..."
"Just lie down and relax, Max." I patted the bed next to me. "You've just had your first time, enjoy the moment."
Max stretched out on his back next to me and gave me a tired smile, "Laura, you felt so good."
"So did you." I gave him a tired smile, "And don't worry, we'll do it again before you leave, I promised you the night if you earned it and damn did you ever."
Max laughed then turned serious, "Laura, can I talk to you?"
"Honey, when you make a woman come three times you can do anything you want."
"Seriously."
Uh-oh, I thought as forced myself to roll onto my side. Propping myself up on my elbow I asked,
"What's the matter, Max? You should be beside yourself right now." I laughed, "The only thing you should be thinking about is more."
"Oh, I am." He smiled and I returned it as it was his usual shy aw sucks smile. "Kind of what I want to talk about, but um, first...I don't think you're going to be my tutor anymore, are you?"
"I don't think it would be a good idea Max." I told him, "After this you're never going to see me and think about anything, but..." I cupped my right breast, "This."
"I guess you're right."
"I know other teachers who give private lessons; we'll find you a good tutor."
"I know dad will find someone, he can buy anything." Max said, and then staring into my eyes said. "Even this"
"What do you mean?" I asked even as my stomach twisted into a knot.
"Laura last week when dad came home and saw us by the pool then told me to leave I snuck around to the other side of the house to listen because I thought he was going to fire you."
He shrugged, "I heard everything. He paid you to have sex with me because he was upset his son wasn't a stud." He grunted, "Just like he said grandpa was with him."
"Max, look, um..." I wasn't sure what to say, so asked the obvious, "If you knew, why did you go through with it?"
"Why? Because it was still being with you." He sat up and grabbing the sheet pulled it over his lap,
"I was so pissed at first, felt so pathetic, but when I came out and you were still in you robe I knew you were starting right there and I...I couldn't resist. I wanted to, I felt bad knowing why you were doing it, but you're so... Laura you're so beautiful."
"Thank you." I sat up as well, but made no move to cover up. "Honey, you're not pathetic, just shy and...if anyone is pathetic it's me. I took money to have sex with you." I frowned, "I'm a whore."
"No!" He snapped, surprising me, "You had reasons and...and well you really seemed to like it." He sighed, "Unless you're just a good actor."



"I was never acting, honey." I reached out and took his hand. "I enjoyed it, I really did which in a way makes it worse because money wasn't the only reason I should feel bad, you're a kid to me and a student and it was wrong."
"But you liked it?"
"Max if you heard that conversation you heard me admit I liked you looking and I did. It turned me on to have a good looking young man want me. You heard your father say that too, that I would be getting paid for what I wanted anyway. The money was an excuse for me to push myself to do what I shouldn't."
"Did you want me for real or not I guess is what I want to know." He said.
"I did." I squeezed his hand, "Honey, I so needed this. I was with an asshole for three years and it was so good to be with someone who desired me and wanted to make me happy." I paused,
"Tell you what Max; I am going to give your dad the money back. I haven't touched any of it. I'll give him his cash and rip up the checks."
"Don't be crazy." Max rolled his eyes, "He's got plenty and you could use it." He smiled, "But you offering makes me feel better."
"I'm sorry, Max." I leaned over and kissed his cheek. "I'm sorry you knew and felt cheap, you're a sweet kid and I would never want to hurt you and for what it's worth? Honey you were so amazing!"
"Yeah?"
"I can honestly tell you I haven't been fucked like that in...too long to admit."
"Laura, you...earlier when we were fooling around you said you were mine whenever I wanted you."
Oh, fucking great, he'd been paying attention.
"That was um, sort of pillow talk, Max. You know heat of the moment I was excited it felt so good."
"But if it felt so good why not do it again, I mean past tonight?"
"Max you're..."
"Not your student anymore."
"You're..."
"Laura, do you really think I'm attractive?"
"You're very good looking."
"And you said I'm sweet and you like that and you said you needed someone to be good to you, I was just good to you."
"Max." I saw where this was going and had to admit it was more flattering than it should be and the thought of this on a regular basis? But I'd already done enough immoral things here. "You're twenty. I'm forty two years old."
"Age is a number." He countered, "You're beautiful for your age Laura, for any age. And," he gestured to my still naked body, "You're so fucking hot."
"Max we had fantastic sex, we really did, but you need to be with a girl your age."
"Why?" He asked a serious look on his face. "There's a lot of couples that have big age differences, why do I have to be with someone my age?"
"Because...Max what we had was great sex." I winked, trying to keep it light, "Really fucking great sex, but you need more than that. You need a girlfriend, a partner someone you really care about."
"I care about you." He said softly, "Laura I've been crushing on you for three years."
"Honey." To my surprised I felt myself blushing, "That is so sweet, but crush is a good word. I'm a woman you find attractive and now the only one you've slept with, you're a little blinded right now."
"No." He shook his head, "Laura I'm going to tell you something." He took a deep breath. "You're the reason I wasn't with other girls."
"What?"
"As soon s I met you I thought of you, you're like the perfect woman. You're pretty, sexy, smart., and funny. We're not just a tutor and student, you joke with me ask me about my life, you care about me."
"Not in that way, though." I explained, "Max...I mean you're...a kid to me."
"Not your kid." He pointed out, "And when girls my age were interested all I could think of was you."
"But I was a fantasy, they could have been real."
"You felt pretty real just now." He said, "I knew we couldn't before, I...was a kid, not even a legal adult. You know my dad isn't as bad as he seems, he said a first time should be with someone who means something."
He laughed, "But I guess when he saw I wasn't finding anyone he just assumed I had issues. He didn't know I was waiting for someone."
"Oh, come on." I laughed nervously. "You could not have seen this coming; if your father didn't offer how long would you have waited?"
Max grinned at me.
"What's so funny?"
"I guess its not funny, but...Laura you were saying you were sorry to me, but I owe you a sorry too."
"Why?" I asked, confused.
"I let my dad catch me with those movies. I knew he would ask about them, make the connection to you and when he did I told him how much I thought about you and how hot you were." He grinned, "I knew the grandpa story, about how he paid someone to be with my dad, I heard it from my uncle when he took me fishing and he got drunk. I...I was hoping he would do what he did."
"You...you conniving little bastard!" I exclaimed, and then laughed, "And I thought you were so sweet."
"I am, I want to be." He put his hand over mine. "With you."
"Honey, we...we can't. It would be wrong."
"According to you all of this was, but you did it." He leaned closer, "I get it, I am a kid to you, but I could be more!"
"Max you can't think you could be my...boyfriend?"
He looked away, "I think we could try."
"Max that...that wouldn't be fair to you. Look for me, a hot sweet young guy at my beck and call? That's a lot of women's fantasy. But for you, I'm a lot older and maybe now that would be okay, but you'd be thirty and I'd be on my way to sixty."
Max was silent and I continued, "I was the first woman you had interest in and you just said you wouldn't let yourself go with another girl because you liked me. How do you know you can't meet a girl your age to enjoy in every way?"
"I..." He sighed. "Maybe I could, but why should I?"
"Because I would just feel like I took advantage of you even more."
"Okay, I have an idea." He nodded, "All of this was supposed to be so I would be confident with girls my age, right? So like my dad says I wouldn't waste all the fun I could have in college?"
"Pretty much."
"Well first off, being with a hot cougar is pretty damn fun." He grinned, "But for the rest, well my next semester doesn't start for almost two months, right?"
"Right."
"So how about," He gave me the sweet smile, that right now I was thinking he knew I was a sucker for. "We spend the summer having fun and when school rolls around you see if you still want me to find someone else or maybe I'll decide I'm wrong and I should meet someone."
"Hmm." Say no, Laura, say no, end this now.
"Think about it, if nothing else we have some serious fun, right? And just think how ready I'll be for the girls then." He laughed.
I looked at him and thought about what he'd said. I wanted someone to appreciate me, to be good to me, sweet to me, give a shit about me and...act like they knew I was in the bedroom with them. Max would fit all those things, but his age! I was old enough to be his mother!
Sex was one thing; that we could have on the sly, but how the hell could I date him? Could I take this twenty year old kid out to dinner with me? Go dancing? The looks I would get would be...oh, who was I kidding from some women I knew the look would be 'good for her', but that was only about sex.
Then again I could do what he just said, enjoy the sex for a few weeks and see if anything else came out of it. If feelings developed we could take it from there, if not then I was at least in for the best sex of my life.
But was I just using him at that point? He was adorable and every time I thought that my mind brought up his age as if it were a self defense mechanism. Maybe Max was right, who cares about numbers, if he could make me happy, why not?
"So while you think about it." He cut into my thoughts, "You did promise me tonight right?"
"Yes." I nodded.
"Well, um while you were thinking," He placed his hand on my breast, "I was thinking too." He whipped the covers off to show his cock was once again at full attention. "How about you show me where the bathroom is and I get the shower ready." He gave me that irresistible smile, "I'll soap you up, wash your hair, we'll..."
His words trailed off as I leaned in and kissed him. He was caught off guard at first, but quickly recovered and I moaned as his lips caressed mine. I put my arms around him and kissed him deeply, my tongue sliding into his mouth.
He wrapped his arms around me and as we shared a long kiss I pushed his age out of my mind and just thought of how good he felt. His soft lips, his strong arms and the passion of his kiss. He wasn't a kid, but a man, albeit a young one and one that had made me pretty damn happy. I'd had more fun this week than I'd had in years.
I wasn't just the sex either, but the anticipation. Spending the days in between his private lessons thinking of him and looking forward to how much fun we would have, thinking of all the things I would do to him. I had felt like a young girl, giddy with excitement and crazy with desire.
Why turn that down over a number? Why worry about what others would think? I'd never had Max as a student and very few people even knew I had tutored him, why couldn't we try this?"
I dropped my hand down into his lap and squeezing his huge cock sealed the deal; why not have some fun? Maybe a kid was just what I needed; maybe it was time to stop worrying and being so fucking serious about everything.
Max moaned as I pumped his cock and pulling his lips from mine whispered, "How about that shower?"
"No." I shook my head and lying back on the bed, put my arms out to him, "How about you come down here instead?"
Max looked surprised, but after a quick glance at my body he rolled over between my legs. He had his hands next to my shoulders and putting my arm around his neck, I pulled him down into a kiss. I moved my hips, working my pussy along the head of his cock and he moaned into my mouth when I reached between us and guided him inside me.
Max entered me with one smooth confident thrust and as he began to fuck me, I whispered into his mouth, "Slow this time, slow and easy, like this."
I worked my hips slowly up and down, and with a soft moan Max matched my rhythm and letting my head fall back on the pillow I sighed contentedly as he moved within me. I wrapped my long legs around his waist drawing him deeper and putting both my arms around him, pulled him into my embrace.
My hard nipples pressed into his chest and he was breathing heavy in my ear as we moved slowly and sensually. I'd never been much for slow and easy and maybe it was because of how wild we'd already gone at it, but this felt damn good.
Max added to that by nuzzling his face into my neck and kissing me. I ran my hands along his back, caressing him with my fingers and admiring the muscles beneath his sweaty skin.
"Laura, this feels so good, I..."
"Don't talk." I said softly, "Just enjoy." I turned my head and caught his lips and as we kissed I felt him relax down into me.
Max let his arms go and sliding them beneath me hugged me tightly as we continued to...what was I doing? I knew damn well, but was hesitant to admit it. We were taking our time, yes, that's what we were doing.
I lost track of time as I lay there with my eyes closed enjoying not just his impressive cock, but the way his body felt close to mine. Max began moaning with each slow pump and I groaned as he lost control and began thrusting harder into me. I felt his body tense as he neared his climax and moved my hips faster into him urging him on.
"There you go, honey." I purred in his ear, "Let it go, let me have it."
Max gave me a few more delicious long hard strokes then groaned in my ear as he came inside me. Even after coming twice he still filled my pussy with several spurts of his hot come. I moaned and contracted my pussy around him, milking him as I had before for every drop he had.
Max moaned and as his body relaxed into mine I could feel his heart pounding against me.
"There you go, honey, stay right here, just relax."
He nuzzled his face into my neck and sighed when I teased my nails along his back and ran my fingers through his hair.
We remained there for several minutes holding each other in silence and I sighed contentedly as Max softened inside me. Damn he felt good. Echoing my thoughts Max whispered, "Laura that felt so good, I'd never thought of having sex like that."
"That wasn't sex Max." I said in his ear as I continued to play with his hair. "That was called making love."
"I liked it. They never show that in the dirty movies."
"They show sex in dirty movies Max and any two people can have sex and it will be fun, but not everyone can make love." I paused then hoping I wouldn't live to regret them I pushed the next words out before I could change my mind. "Only people who care about each other can make love."
Max pushed himself up over me and I groaned softly as he removed himself from inside me. Looking down at me he gave me that sweet smile.
"Does that mean you're going to give me a chance?"
I returned the smiled, "Let's put it this way, Max, you just passed your final exam with flying colors." I laughed, then pulled him back down into my embrace, "How's an internship sound?"
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"Damn, mom, you look good sucking my cock!"
"Damn straight she does." I whispered to the lucky bastard on my laptop as I slowly pumped my cock.
The young man in the video moaned and moved his 'mother's' hair from her face so the camera could get a good look at her sucking his long thick cock.
The site was Mommy loves me best and they put out the hottest mother son movies around. The moms were older porn stars in their late thirties and early forties, but who still looked damn hot and this woman was no exception.
Making it better she was just my type, slender, but with big tits along with long black hair and big brown eyes.
Those eyes were currently looking up at her 'son' as she knelt between his legs blowing him.
She bobbed her head, her deep red lips sliding along his glistening shaft. She removed his cock with a loud slurping sound,
"Yeah, you like your naughty mother blowing you, baby?" she licked her lips, "I hope so because I love sucking my son's nice big dick!"
"Bet you do." I sighed as I jerked my cock faster, "Bet you like fucking your son too!"
As if hearing me, mom stood up, turned around and sat on her son's big fat cock. She leaned back and placing her feet on his legs bounced up and down.
"Oh, Bobby! Honey, you have such a big dick! So much bigger than your dads!"
That comment caused me to smile, just like it had the first time I'd heard it a couple of years ago.
Not that coming from an actor in a scripted fantasy was anywhere near as hot as having it whispered in your ear while your cock was deep inside the forbidden pussy of your mother, but it was the closest I could get right now.
I jerked my aching cock faster and the increased pleasure caused me to focus more on the movie in front of me rather than replaying the home movies in my mind.
Those images, ones that would be a perfect fit for any site like this, were getting harder and harder to keep at bay and I'd been watching mommy videos and jerking off like it was a sporting event lately.
Not that most twenty year old guys didn't spank it a lot, but considering I was currently living with a pretty young coed whom I'd been dating for close to a year, it was a little abnormal.
Most guys would be thrilled to be sharing a bed with a sexy little petite blonde who was as sweet as she was pretty, but they had never experienced the ultimate lover, their own mother.
"Yes, baby! Oh fuck!" Mom was now on her hands and knees with her son behind her, his hands digging into her slender hips as he relentlessly drove his cock into her.
"That's it Bobby!" she cried out, "Give mommy what she needs! Oh God, you're daddy doesn't fuck me like this!"
No he didn't and even as I stroked my cock towards yet another wasted load spilled over a video rather than the real thing, I wondered if mom was thinking of me as much as I was her. It had been ten months since the last time we'd been together.
The day after I had spent the night at Amy's place mom had told me maybe she was the one and to be-as she put it-like the rest of the boys and enjoy a pretty young girl my age that could turn out to be something special.
I hadn't wanted to break things off with mom, after all, how could any girl my age compare with a woman who not only fucked like a sex starved cougar, but who loved me more than any other woman ever would?
But mom loved dad as well and would never want to break his heart so we snuck around, me giving mom everything dad couldn't in bed...like a good hard fuck, and mom was my private little milf porn star.
So on the occasions I met someone I took an interest in mom had a rule that she would back off and see if I could find a special someone I could be happy with and maybe even marry and have some kids of my own.
As I watched Bobby roll his mother over, lift her legs in the air and start driving his huge dick inside her glistening pink slit while she rubbed her clit, I longed to be him.
"Yes, baby!" Mom screamed from the screen, her red lips parted and her long dark hair fanned out on the pillow.
Her huge tits were bouncing wildly as her son spread her legs as wide as he could and continued his assault on his mother's smooth pussy.
She captured one of her nipples and tugged on it, while her fingers rubbed her clit in furious circles.
"Loser," I muttered, "You should be playing with her pussy, not her." I know I would be, and not just with my fingers, if that were my mother I would be licking that pussy until my tongue cramped.
But her red tipped nails did look good stroking her swollen clit and when she moaned and called out that she was going to cum on her son's hard cock mine twitched in my hand and I moaned softly.
Knowing there was only a minute left in the clip, I slowed my stroking so I could cum when the son did in an attempt to live vicariously through him.
"Fuck! I'm cumming for you, baby!" Mom howled from the lap top, her head falling back as she released what in the back of my mind I knew to be fake cries of pleasure.
But they sounded damn good and the son was moaning as well as he pounded his mother's convulsing pussy.
I recalled being in his exact position, my mother on her back, releasing real sounds of ecstasy as her hot wet pussy quivered around my hard cock. My hand increased its speed when the son whipped his cock out and pumped it.
His mother sat up, holding her tits up for him and when his cock erupted, sending a long stream of cum across his mother's big beautiful tits, I moaned and sent a pretty impressive spurt spraying...all over my bare stomach.
Mom grabbed her son's cock and jerked it hard, while moving it side to side to paint each of her tits. I continued to make a pathetic mess all over my stomach all the while yearning for it to be all over my mom's tits, or her face, or ass, hell even her feet.
"Hmm, that felt so good, honey." Mom pulled her son's head down and gave him a long tongue filled kiss and I licked my lips at the memory of the sweet taste of my mom's lips.
"Now, let's go take a nice hot shower and clean up before your dad gets home." She giggled, "Don't want him knowing he's getting his son's sloppy seconds, do we?"
"No we don't." I sighed, and as the video froze on a close up of the mother's cum covered tits, I leaned back in the chair at my desk and sighed.
I looked down at the puddle of cum on my stomach and wondered what the hell was wrong with me? Granted in a perfect-for me anyway-world that sticky mess would be somewhere on my mother's anatomy, or maybe down her throat or deep inside her, but beyond that, Amy was more than happy to have sex.
Not just happy to have it, but Amy was a fun girl, she loved to give head, would get into any position and would pretty much try anything once, including role playing. My eyes narrowed at the thought of asking her to role play mother son with me, but as open as she was, I was sure like most people her reaction would be that it was sick.
The closest I had gotten to it was when she wore a black wig for Halloween and I had gotten so hot seeing her brunette I had talked her into wearing it to bed a few times for me, telling her it was like role playing.
Initially Amy hadn't minded wearing it because she loved how hard I fucked her when she did. That made me feel badly as what she didn't know is when she donned the wig all I saw was my mother in her place. But the last couple of times I'd asked her to wear it she had refused.
Fact was our sex life had been failing the last couple of months and it was all on me. It had started when Amy and I had spent the night at my parent's house and unable to sleep I had gotten up to watch TV.
Well, that was what I told myself I was going to do. The reality was my mother had been playfully flirting with me at dinner and slipped me a quick kiss on the deck when Amy and dad had been inside.
We hadn't been together in six months and I thought she was giving me a signal to come play with her. I knew it was wrong to do that to Amy, but she had been doing me behind dad's back for two years and claimed it was okay, that it was different for us, because who would ever suspect it?
So I went out and sure enough found mom on the couch in a sexy little robe. She didn't seem surprised to see me and gave me another un-motherly kiss, this one longer, deeper and tongue filled. I started to untie her robe, but mom had stopped me. I had asked if she were worried about Amy and told her she slept like the dead and wouldn't wake up.
But mom had said she couldn't because Amy and I seemed serious. She said it was killing her not to have me, but when she had first seduced me she had made a deal with herself that if I could be happy with someone then she would step back.
"A mother always does what's best for her son."
She had said then gave me a kiss on the cheek and went to bed, leaving me sitting on the couch with a raging hard on. I'd slipped back into my bed and took my frustration out on Amy, fucking her long and hard, but all the time imagining it being my mother's pussy I was pounding away on.
Since that visit I had been obsessed with being back with mom and as enticing as Amy was I had lost interest in sex with her or anyone else except my mother.
I heard the front door open and went to grab my shorts to pull them over my still semi hard oozing cock, but stopped when I saw it was only three.
Amy worked until five, so it was probably just Renee coming home. Amy and Renee had been roommates for over a year before I had moved in and although I hated the fact we weren't entirely alone, the rent was pretty cheap split three ways.
I listened to the sound of heels walking down the hall then past our room, I relaxed back into the chair and stared at the lap top screen.
The video had ended on a still of the mom holding up her cum glazed tits, smiling up at her son, his still dripping cock hanging in her face.
The words "Mommy loves me best!" were over the picture in pink lettering that looked as if it were done with lipstick.
I sighed and wondered if the people who produced these movies had any idea how true that was or if they were just taking advantage of what was a hot taboo fetish.
My eyes lingered on the Mom's smile. The actress was good, her brown eyes were wide and bright and the smile full of sexy mischief. I looked over on the corner of my desk to a picture my mother with me at my high school graduation.
Mom looked damn good in a sexy red sundress and I still remember having a hard time keeping my eyes towards the camera and not looking down her dress.
It was great picture, we were sideways to the camera and mom had her arms around me, as we smiled. Dad had taken the picture and to this day said it was his favorite, commenting on how great it was to see mom and me so happy together.
I often wondered what dad would think if he knew the reason we were both smiling was mom had whispered how she would leave her dress on for me later that night when I had what she called my real party.
Probably about as happy as he would be if he knew my big day had started with Mom slipping into my bedroom before he woke up and giving her son a long, slow, mind blowing happy graduation blow job.
That was the same gift I had received for my eighteenth birthday, any time I did well in school, any Saturday morning dad had to work and, at one glorious stretch when mom and dad had been fighting, any day that ended with Y.
I closed my eyes and thought back to that magical first night with my mother. My father had to travel for work and I had been a little disappointed he couldn't be there.
Worse, my girlfriend of close to a year and the only girl I'd slept with, Mandy had broken up with me the week before.
I'd been alone in my room, feeling more than a little sorry for myself, when mom had come in wearing a short little red robe and saying that now that I was officially a man, maybe it was time I was ready for a very special gift, one just from her.
I had always thought my mother was attractive, no more than that, I knew she was hot. I'd had some occasional dirty thoughts about her especially after watching Kay Parker's famous movie Taboo.
Those fantasies were few and far between and nothing I obsessed about, but when my mother removed her rove exposing the fact she was naked beneath, sank to her knees and slipped my cock from my pants, I did little to resist except to worry about hurting dad's feelings or him finding out.
Mom had made me forget those concerns pretty quickly by taking me into her glorious mouth and licking, teasing and sucking me to the point I was whimpering and begging to come in my mother's mouth.
After that surreal blow job mom had given me the option to leave my room and leave things at that or she would stay the night and let the birthday boy have anything I wanted. I grinned at the thought of how much sweeter my mother's pussy was than any birthday cake could ever be!
Mom had guided me on how to take my time and lick her pussy and after I made her cum nice and hard she pushed me back, climbed up on top of me and for the first time took her son's cock deep into her...
"Ryan!"
I jerked my head up and realized I had dozed off.
"What the fuck is this?"
I sat up to see Amy standing over me, her normally bright blue eyes filled with anger, and her lips set in a frown of disgust.
"I...um..." Christ what the hell could I say? I was sitting here with a puddle of jizz on my stomach and porn on the lap top.
At that thought I panicked; the name of the website was right there in big bold pink letters. I wanted to reach out and close the site, but right now Amy was looking at me, not the lap top and if I moved she would look that way.
"Umm?" she mocked me, "That the best you have?"
"Amy, look, I was just...well..."
"You were jerking off!" she snapped at me, "You disgusting pig! Jerking off and just laying here with your fucking load all over you!"
"Hey, so I jerk off sometimes, what you never play?" I grabbed the small towel I kept near the computer and wiped my stomach off, "What about those toys you have?"
"Those toys are what I used before you and what I use sometimes now because it seems my boyfriend would rather play with his dick then let me do it!"
She looked at the towel as I dropped it on the floor to pull my pants over my hips, "Eww, that's nasty! I thought you kept that there in case you spilled anything."
"I do, sort of." I gave her a pathetic grin.
"You think this is funny?" she crossed her arms over her chest and glowered down at me, "I don't!"
The expression 'you're cute when you're mad' came to mind as I looked at her. Then again Amy was cute period. Her long blonde hair was down and the tight pink t-short she had on flattered her perky little tits.
Her long tanned legs were on full display in her denim shorts and again I thought there wasn't a guy I knew, other than myself, that would be choosing to jerk off when he had a girl like this in his life.
"Amy, I'm sorry, I was kind of horny and you weren't around and..."
"Bullshit, Ryan!" She pointed down at me, "You got out of class at two thirty, you've only been here since three and you know I get out at five, you couldn't fucking wait?"
"I...hey," I noticed the time on the clock behind her on the wall, "Its only four."
"I know I got out early, I figured maybe seeing you keep saying you're tired at night I'd surprise you." She grunted disgustedly, "Guess you're so tired at night because you do this all the time!"
"You should have let me know I would have..."
"Would have what? Found an excuse to leave, said you were sick, not in the mood? That's why I'm fucking pissed Ryan, if we had sex like we used to I wouldn't care if you felt like jerking off here and there, but you never fuck me anymore!"
"No, we um...we had sex last weekend."
"Last weekend?" She asked, spreading her arms out, "We're twenty years old, Ryan, we have our own room! Christ my girlfriends half to beat their boyfriends off when it comes to sex, mine?" she rolled her eyes, "Rather beat himself off."
"Amy, its just that..."
"Whatever, I don't want to hear it." She looked away and I was glad it was to the right, away from the lap top.
I leaned forward slightly, and slowly moving my hand reached for the mouse to try to close the video.
"You know I thought maybe it was me." She turned back to me and I brought my hand up to scratch my cheek, trying to keep her attention away from my desk. "But know what, Ryan? Screw that bullshit; I know it's not me!"
"Well sometimes..." I had no idea where I was going to go with this, it wasn't her at all, but it would look worse if I didn't argue and I was hoping she would get pissed enough to storm off so I could get rid of the movie.
"How dare you even try!" She yelled at me, "I'm not perfect, Ryan, I know that, but I'm cute, I'm good to you, and I want to have sex! We used to then all of a sudden you lost interest! I bought new lingerie I've offered to watch porn with you, do a little strip for you, I like to give head..." she shrugged, "I'm a fun girl Ryan and I want to have fun, but you don't."
I started to speak, but she held her hand up to stop me.
"But...you said we had sex last weekend?"
"We did." I nodded, "You had a good time, didn't you?"
"I did. You really fucked me," she smiled, "Didn't you baby?"
"I did." I relaxed, "Twice, and nice and hard doggie the way you like it."
"Yup, you even went down on me," she sighed, "It was really nice."
"Well maybe...um later we can..."
"Know why it was so nice, sweetie?" she put her hand on my shoulder and leaned in close to me as if she were going to kiss me.
Damn, I was somehow dodging this bullet, I thought and as she lowered her face to mine, my hand once again reached for the mouse.
"Why?" I asked, turning my head to kiss her.
"Because I wore that fucking stupid wig!" She shouted in my face causing me to flinch back in the chair.
"I thought you didn't mind things like that." I reminded her, "You like to role play." As I spoke I relaxed somewhat when the computer had finally gone into sleep mode, causing the screen to darken.
"I like to role play sometimes, but I like us to be us and the only time you've fucked me right in the last couple of months is if I put that damn wig on!"
"I think its hot." At least that was the truth, "I...I don't know I like dark hair."
"Oh, maybe I should dye mine for you?"
"Would you?"
"No!" She snapped, "So who is she Ryan?"
"What?"
"Who's the brunette you want to fuck so bad you only want me if I make it easy for you to pretend I'm her!"
"Honey, there's no one, really."
"Don't honey me!" she put her hands on the arms of the chair and leaned over me. "There's someone, Ryan, who is it?"
"No one! There's no other girl, honest."
"Is that so?" She kept her eyes on mine, "So then why is it we were happy for months and we had sex all the time, and really good sex, then a couple of months ago you act like you don't want to touch me unless I wear that dumb wig."
"I..." I frowned, what the hell could I say, there is someone, but don't worry it's just my mom and she's not having sex with me right now? "Look, Amy its just..."
"What, it's just what? Christ, Ryan last night I came to bed and tried to go down on you and you said you were tired, what guy your age says that? Then I come home and you're whacking off, you'd rather have your hand than me?"
"I...at least my hands aren't on another girl." I offered



"You think this is fucking funny? I bet you were whacking off because your dark haired slut isn't around." She looked over at the lap top and I I held back a sigh of relief that the screen was dark.
"In fact, I bet if I look at what you were whacking off to, it's some porn star with long black hair." she nodded, "Oh, and brown eyes, don't think I forgot about you asking if I'd wear color contacts for you."
"That was just um, part of the game." I gave her a nervous smile. "Hey, I'll be someone for you, who do you want me to be?"
"My fucking boyfriend, the one you used to be before you became a two timing dog."
"Amy, there's..."
"So let's see if I'm right."
"Amy don't!" I exclaimed as she reached for the desk.
Amy grabbed the mouse and shook it and I swallowed hard, a sinking feeling in my stomach.
"I knew it!" she declared, "Look at her, long black hair, big brown eyes...oh, and look big tits, your girlfriend have big tits, Ryan? Mine too small for you?"
"You're perfect Amy."
"I'm the perfect opposite of what you like! I..." she paused, "What the hell?"
I reached for the mouse to shut the video off, but moved it away from me as she read aloud.
"Mommy loves me best."
"It's just make believe." I said quickly, "Actors, I...I didn't even know what the site was I just clicked on the picture.
"Mommy? That's fucking sick." She shook her head, "Accident? Let's see."
Amy clicked on recent history and I knew I was in deep shit.
"Mommy sucks, Loving mothers, Mom's loving their sons." Amy read the list and each name caused my stomach to twist.
She faced me with a look of disgust on her face that made me slink down into the chair as if I could somehow hide from her.
"You..." she stopped and turning around picked up the picture of my graduation picture.
"Oh...my ...God." she whispered. "The wig...the websites, that woman looks like...," she pointed at the picture frozen on the lap top. "You want to fuck your mother!"
"No!" I put my hands up, "Amy it's just, um, look they're fantasy sites and lots of people watch them! It's like any other fantasy."
"Bullshit! A threesome is an okay fantasy, bondage is a fantasy, wanting to fuck your own mother? Jesus Christ, Ryan, you're sick!"
She dropped the picture and backed away from me, a look of disgust on her face.
"Please, Amy, it's just...okay, look it's kind of hot, like that old movie Taboo. A lot of people like this stuff.
"Like it enough to make their girlfriend look like their mother? The last time we role played and I wore that wig you had me pretend to be a lot older than you."
"Sure, a Milf."
"Your milf!" she shouted, "Disgusting, Ryan, you're disgusting! This isn't just something you watch, you're obsessed with it!"
"All those sites are up and down your history you watch them all the time." She threw her hands in the air, "Every time I'm not home you're whacking off to guys fucking someone that's acting like their mom! You get hard over that and not me!"
"Amy..."
"Shut up!" She yelled, stunning me with her anger, "Just shut up! You fucking sick pig! What kind of boy wants to fuck his mother?"
"Shh!" I sat up, "Renee..."
"Oh, well if it's so normal why would you care if she hears us? So what do you do Ryan, visit your mother and sit there with a hard on? You stare at her and think about banging her? You..."
She stopped and her eyes widened
"What?" I asked nervously.
"The last time I went with you to visit her, we spent the night. You fucked me so hard I was sore the next day. You were hot from seeing her! You fucked me thinking of her."
"That's..." Exactly true, but I lied anyway. "Crazy."
"And that was the last time we had sex unless I wore the wig. You...you're so into her you don't even want me anymore."
"Amy you're making a big deal out of nothing."
"You want to fuck your mother, obviously you can't so you want me to look like her and since I don't you just jerk off thinking of her or watching this filth."
"It's not filth, its..."
"So does she know, Ryan?"
"Know..."
"Your mother know you want to bang her, does she know her little boy, her pride and joy, makes his girlfriend suck his cock with a wig on so he can pretend it's her? Does she?"
Of course she does, but again, this was not the time for honesty, "No of course she doesn't know I watch these videos, but I don't think of her it's, um, hot for some other mom."
"Please, I'm a psyche major remember?" she grunted, "I should have seen it, you and her are way to close, she dotes on you and you think she's fucking perfect. I see why now, you want her, bad." She sighed, "Fucking Oedipus complex."
"Okay, Amy, look..."
"Ryan, get the fuck out."
"What?"
"You heard me. Get the fuck out. You...you're a nice guy, Ryan, you are, it's why I fell for you, you've got a good heart, but its obvious you don't want me anymore and now that I know who you want? I don't even want to be in the same room with you never mind bed."
"Amy, please."
"Ryan, just leave, we're through. I'm going to grab Renee go have a cup of coffee and probably a good dry, when I come back if you're still here I'll call your mother and tell her everything."
Not like that was a threat, but...
"No," she gave me a nasty smirk, "Not your mother, I'll tell your father, tell him the son he is so proud of wants to have sex with his wife."
That on struck home. "Yeah, sure I'll pack my stuff." I nodded, "But where am I supposed to go?"
"Oh, please, you should be thanking me for this, Ryan. You'll go home and stay with mommy, hell maybe you can stake out the bathroom and get some peeks while she's in the shower."
"Come on, Amy, you don't have to be like this."
"No? I just found out that every time my boyfriend fooled around with me he was wishing I was his mother." She shuddered, "God I can just imagine you thinking 'oh, mom' when I sucked your cock. Just go, okay?"
"Amy we can work this out."
"No, we can't." she shook her head, "But know what, Ryan? This will be good for you."
"It will?"
"Yup, just think you can turn this into one of those sick movies! Hey mom, my mean girlfriend threw me out, can I come stay with you? And she'll say yes and then you can take it from there." She snorted derisively, "You could call it Let Mommy make it better!"
*****
I sat on the edge of the bed and looked around the room, making sure I'd packed everything. None of the furniture was mine and after making a mental run through the books, CDs and DVDs that were mine I nodded to myself.
I had packed all of them along with my clothes and lap top. I saw a picture of Amy and me Renee had taken at the beach and shook my head. This was all on me. Maybe Amy was right, this was a sick obsession, and hell, she didn't even know I had slept with my mother and thought it was sick.
She was a good girl, everything any guy would want and I'd become so fixated on my mother I wasn't even able to pretend to be interested in her. What was wrong with me? After all, it's not like I could have mom all the time and when I did we were sneaking around on dad.
Dad, like Amy, was always good to me and I'm sure deserved better than to have his wife cheating on him with his son, but then again, like mom always said, he would never know or suspect anything. In their case it was dad who never wanted to fool around so it's not like mom was denying him anything.
Mom had also made the point that we loved each other very much as family and this was just a very special way of showing it and she still loved dad and wanted me to be able to love someone too. Thing was I was wondering if I ever would. If Amy wasn't enough to get my mind off mom, what would be?
However, even as I questioned my bizarre relationship with mom, there was a part of me that was excited. With Amy no longer in the picture and me going back home...Mom would have no reason not to pick up where we left off. In fact what if I took my time finding another girlfriend?
I smiled at the thought of a nice long stretch of being with mom. Sure we were sneaking and I shared her with dad, but that limited time with her was so much better than spending every moment with anyone else.
Of course that was assuming I would be able to stay with them. I doubted that would be a problem, but I know Dad was proud of me for living somewhat on my own and might say I should try to stay somewhere else.
I called mom's cell rather than the home phone to make sure I spoke to her first.
"Hey, honey, how are you?" She answered.
My mother's voice had a slight rasp to it, smoky, my father had called it, and it was the voice of phone sex operator or porn star, it sounded sexy no matter what she was saying.
"Um, well not so good, mom."
"What's wrong?"
"Amy...she...well we broke up."
"Really? Why, you guys seemed to be getting along great!"
"Yeah, well...it's a long story, but she wants me out tonight."
"Wow! That must have been some fight."
"Thing is mom, I really don't have anywhere to go and..."
"Ryan! How could you even think that? You come right back home, baby! You're always welcome here."
"Dad won't give me the I should stay on my own lecture?"
"Of course not!" Mom laughed, "Honey, he's proud of you living on your own and going to college, but he wants you to be in a decent safe place and he misses you, he might say he doesn't, but he does."
"Great!"
"Not as much as your mommy misses you though." Mom's voice had dropped even lower and my cock twitched in my pants at that seductive purr, "Baby, your mother's really been missing you."
"You...you have?"
"So much, honey, I miss you so much." She sighed, "Your father acts like he's seventy and toys just don't cut it."
"No?" I smiled.
"Hmm-mm, but you know what does?"
"I might know." I teased.
"My son's big hard cock." She breathed into the phone, "Buried nice and deep in his mother's needy pussy," she gave me the naughty giggle that I lived for, "After it's been in my mouth of course."
"So, um...that means we can..."
"Hmm, well you know honey, maybe I shouldn't tease." Her voice went back to normal, "You and Amy, you sure it's over, she's not just taking a fit that she'll get over?"
"Oh, no, she's done." I told her.
"Well, I'll tell you what, Ryan you come on over, your father's working late so we haven't eaten yet. Have dinner with us and get your things put away and we'll talk."
"Just talk? I thought you said you missed me?"
"I do and...I shouldn't have started coming on all hot and heavy on you right away. I want to know what happened with you guys and if it really is over, then...well then I'll just have to remind you of something."
"What's that?"
"That your mom can always make it better." I burst out laughing and she asked, "I was hoping you would think that was sexy, not funny."
"It is sexy, mom, but...well I'll tell you later why it's funny."
"Well hurry over then, its only five thirty and your father doesn't get home until seven so if you get here quick..."
"Gotta go!" I laughed and ending the call grabbed my laptop bag, and ran out of the apartment, pausing to leave the keys on the table for Amy.
I felt bad leaving this easily and would make sure I would write her a letter saying I was sorry and how great she was, but right now all I could think of us pretty much what I'd been thinking of for months; my mother.
*****
I drove like a maniac, speeding, slipping through yellow lights and taking corners like I was auditioning for the fast and the furious. I had just broken up with Amy and knew I should feel some remorse, especially because she now thinks I'm twisted.
In fact I was proving how twisted by risking a ticket just to try to get home before my father and get what I needed from mom.
I would most likely have my time of feeling sorry for Amy and wondering if I would ever be able to have a normal relationship, but that would be tomorrow or the next day or whenever, but for now I felt like a junkie racing to meet his dealer for a fix.
In my case that fix was a tall slender brunette with big doe eyes, amazing lips, and the most perfect set of tits I'd ever laid eyes on.
As I turned the corner of my parent's street my heart raced when I spotted mom standing on the porch, waiting for me.
I slowed the car down so she wouldn't yell at me for speeding and by the time I pulled into the driveway next to her black Nissan, my cock was semi hard and I jumped out of the car, leaving my bags in the trunk and back seat, plenty of time to get them later.
"There's my baby!" Mom exclaimed, having already left the porch on her way to meet me in the driveway.
"Mom, you look...damn." I gave her a whistle and she laughed delightedly.
Mom was wearing one of the cute one piece sun dresses I loved on her. This one was a playful pink color that belied her forty five years and as always the dress wasn't so short it was inappropriate, but short enough to show off her long slender legs.
The top matched, not low cut enough to look slutty, but showing a fair amount of her ample cleavage. Mom's long hair was pulled back in a simple pony tail and she was wearing a pair of pink sandals that strapped around her ankles.
The entire outfit was more fitting for a girl my age rather than hers, but my mother pulled it off and damn well.
She wasn't wearing any make up and that, coupled with her adorable huge brown eyes added to her looking more like a young woman in her twenties than that of a woman married twenty five years with a twenty year old son.
"Damn?" Mom laughed as she threw her arms around my neck, "I will take damn from a good looking young man any day!"
I hugged her back tightly, but making sure my arms stayed above her waist as we were in full view of the houses around us. Mom kissed my cheek and whispered, "I've missed you honey."
"I come by once a week for dinner." I reminded her.
"No, I miss you in my bed, in my arms," she sighed in my ear, "Between my legs."
"Hey, that would make a great Hallmark card." I told her. "From mom to her son, baby...Ow." I stopped when she gave me a playful slap in the back of my head.
"Behave yourself." She said softly, "Remember what getting fresh with your mother gets you."
"A blow job?" I asked.
This time mom laughed and I smiled at the sound. She was still hugging me and I said, "Um. Mom, neighbors?"
"Yeah I know." She eased back from me, but kept her hands on my shoulders. "You upset about Amy, honey?"
"Kind of, but things weren't going to well lately anyway."
"How come?"
"Its..." I wondered if I should tell her the truth or not, "Can I tell you later when we have more time?"
"We don't have time now?" She raised her eyebrows, "Was there something else we should be doing?"
"Well..." Giving up all pretense of kidding, I said, "Mom, I want to be with you."
"Be with me?" She gave me a playful smile, "Are you twelve? Is this a PG conversation? I thought I'd made you a man, baby."
My cock swelled as she looked at me expectantly. Mom loved to talk dirty, on occasions the two of us had gone slow and sweet, but for the most part we fucked. Mom said dad always made love to her and was sweet so with me she wanted to be hot and nasty and the dirtier we talked the hornier she got.
"Mom, let's go in the house so I can fuck you."
"Ohh, you want to fuck your mother?"
"I do, and..." I glanced around to make sure none of the neighbors were outside and watching our rather extended embrace. "But first, I want to watch her suck my cock, shove it in her slutty mouth and blow a nice hot load down her throat."
"Oh, honey." Mom whispered, her face flushing and not from the sun, "That sounds so good!" she laughed, "I don't know who I was kidding on the phone, even if you end up back with Amy, you're not with her now."
She let go of me and nodded towards the house, "Come on, baby, let's go upstairs so you can show your mother how much you missed her."
"Watch out, I missed you a lot," I warned her.
"Hmm, good thing, your father has to work tomorrow morning then, isn't it?"
"But it's Saturday."
"He has to go in for half a day for a meeting." Mom smiled wickedly, "So I figure you get your ass up early, I'll make us breakfast, then you can make me your breakfast."
"I missed you!"
"Then why the hell as we still talking, baby." she glanced around, then leaning into me grabbed my crotch. "Damn, I missed that!" She gave me a squeeze that caused me to moan, and look around nervously.
There was no one outside, but that didn't mean someone couldn't be looking out their window. Mom loved to take chances, playing around like this in public and putting us in situations that dad could catch us in. I knew it added to the thrill for her, but always made me nervous.
"You like my dress, honey?" she breathed in my ear, "Its new and I put it on right after you called, is seeing me in this sexy little dress getting you this hard?"
"Just seeing you is." I told her, my cock aching as she gripped it through my jeans.
'Good answer!" She let me go, "Now let's get in the house and..."
Mom trailed off and following her gaze down the driveway, I sighed in disappointment.
Dad was pulling in.
*****
"Jeez Ryan, that's too bad about Amy." Dad said from across the head of the dining room table, "I liked her, she was a nice girl."
"Yeah, she was." I gave a dramatic sigh and noticed mom grinning at me from where she was sitting across from me.
Mom knew I was a little upset about Amy, but far more interested in rekindling our taboo relationship, but for my father I needed to act broken up and nodded glumly
"I really thought she might be the one."
"Well, you're a little young for the one, Ryan." Dad put his hand on my shoulder, "You're only twenty and in college, plenty of fun to be had, kid. Its Amy's loss and you'll move on and have a good time, no need to settle down so soon."
"True." I looked at mom, "I guess I could maybe just play around for awhile."
"Well be careful with playing around," Dad warned, "You don't want a rep as an asshole and your mom and I raised you to be respectful to girls, don't use them."
"No sir." I shook my head, "If all I want is fun I'll make sure she feels the same way."
"Good man." Dad clapped my shoulder, "We raised a good boy, didn't we Tina?
"He's a very good boy." Mom winked at me, "Very good to his ladies."
"So what happened with you two?" Dad asked as he cut into his pork chop, "Seemed pretty happy when she stayed here with you a couple of months ago."
"Yeah, well she...I don't know dad we just kind of drifted apart and she um, thought I wanted another girl" I was getting tired of lying to my father and figured I'd at least cut him a half truth.
"Oh? There wasn't was there?"
"Hell no, you guys always told me not to be a dog, I never cheated on her or wanted to."
"Then why would she think that?" He pressed and I saw mom narrow her eyes and look from him to me as if saying to be careful.
"I guess because..."
"You know how insecure young girls are, John." Mom spoke up, "Ryan said they were getting distant so she assumed he was interested in someone else."
"Good point." Dad agreed and I mouthed the words "Thank you" to mom.
"Anyway, your mom said you were asking about staying here and honestly, I can't believe you would ask that."
"Really?" I said alarmed, "You mean I can't?"
"Of course you can!" Dad rolled his eyes, "I meant you shouldn't have thought you had to ask! You're our son, you're always welcome here, stay as long as you want Ryan."
"You sure? I know you were proud of me for having a place on my own." I felt my phone vibrate on my hip and slipping it from its case, saw I had a text.
"I was...I am proud of you, if you want to work on finding a roommate, great, but in the meantime you're working part time and going to school I can't ask for more, you're very responsible, Ryan."



"Thanks." I said as I read the text, it was from mom, "Drop something and pick it up."
I hesitated, then with a mental shrug, pushed my knife onto the floor.
"Shit!" I muttered and bent down to pick it up.
When I looked under the table I saw mom had her legs spread open and she wasn't wearing anything under her dress. My hand closed around the knife, but I remained where I was, my eyes locked onto the sight of my mother's gorgeous pink pussy.
Mom's pussy was smooth except for a small strip of brown fuzz just above it and I licked my lips while staring at her soft pink lips. Mom's hand appeared under the table and she spread herself open for me.
She teased her long pink nail through her lips and around her clit. She moved her finger back down and my heart pounded as I watched her slip it inside her.
"You get lost under there?" I heard dad say.
I jerked my head up so fast I banged it on the table and winced at the sudden pain.
"Damn, Ryan, be careful." Dad said, and then laughed, "Sorry, that was kind of funny."
"Yeah, I'm a real clutz." I muttered rubbing my head while looking at my mother who was smiling away at me.
Dad dropped the subject of Amy and talked about everything from the Red Sox to how busy his advertising form was getting and about the big meeting they had tomorrow. As he spoke I ate my food and nodded, occasionally tossing in a comment so he knew I was listening.
Mom on the other hand was chatting away, as if nothing was amiss, as if she weren't sitting there with no panties on and had just flashed her son her pussy with every intention of letting him have it later.
I shifted my focus to dad and wondered what was up with him, that he didn't take care of mom in the bedroom. Granted dad was a few years older than her, he was turning forty eight next month, but he was in good shape for his age.
Dad went to the gym twice a week, played golf and watched his diet so I doubted it had anything to do with being tired.
Dad was still a pretty good looking guy; at least I hoped he was seeing I looked just like him.
His dirty blonde hair was showing no sign of thinning and he only had a few grays along his temples. The deep blue eyes I had inherited from him were his best feature as was his almost permanent smile.
Dad was a good natured, mellow guy with a good sense of humor, good job and a beautiful wife he referred to as his trophy wife even though mom had a pretty good job as an office manager. He always said he loved his life which included his son whom he was proud of.
Watching him chat away happily I again had that pang of guilt that I was betraying him. But again, he didn't take care of mom's needs and I knew that wasn't a lie as for a couple of years before mom had seduced me I'd heard them fighting constantly about how he never wanted her.
Dad's response was she still acted like a horny teenager and needed to act her age. Aside from that my parents never fought at all and part of mom's reasoning for being with me was she was getting frustrated enough to think about stepping out on dad, but wouldn't want to do that and she felt I was a better option.
I'd been shy around girls and still a virgin at eighteen and when mom found that out my special present from her for my birthday was her becoming my first lover. After that I had done well with girls.
I was a decent looking guy and with the experience I had gotten from my mother was now a confident lover and every girl I had been with including Amy remarked on how good I was at making them happy.
I guess mom and I had helped each other and according to her I had helped her marriage because I was why she never had to leave the house to get what she needed.
I knew in my heart we were still cheating and betraying dad, but...he would be heartbroken if she left him over not being satisfied and it's not like he would ever suspect us.
I was pulled from my thoughts by something grazing my leg. I glanced down to see my mother's bare foot sliding playfully along my jeans.
I looked across the table at her and she casually took a sip of her coke while her foot slipped beneath my cuff and her toes wiggled against my calf.
She removed her foot and a moment later I gasped when she placed it on my crotch.
"You okay, Ryan?" Dad asked.
"Uh, yeah, just swallowed wrong." I replied as mom ran her foot along my rapidly stiffening cock.
"That happens sometimes." Dad nodded. "Things go down the wrong way
"Never happens to me." Mom winked, "Everything goes down just fine."
"Maybe you chew your food more than most people." Dad replied, totally missing my mother's dirty remark.
I had to hold back another sound, this one a moan, as mom was rubbing her foot along my now fully hard cock.
I looked down at my lap and watched her foot work my crotch. Mom's toes were painted in the same hot pink as her fingers and her foot looked damn sexy on the large bulge in my jeans.
I put my hand in my lap and ran my fingers across the top of her foot marveling at how soft her skin was.
Mom rewarded me with a smile, and then curled her toes into my cock. I began to breathe through my mouth as mom continued to tease me and caressed the top of her foot as she did.
I brought my other hand down and capturing mom's foot between them, began to massage it. Mom bit her lip and I smiled as I worked my strong fingers into the bottom of her toes. Mom loved me playing with her feet, not just rubbing them, but licking and sucking them as well.
My cock ached as I stroked her soft foot while envisioning it being on my chest while I fucked her, or better yet, sucking her toes as I pounded that beautiful pussy she had just flashed me.
I allowed myself a satisfied smile as mom was now breathing heavier and squirming in her seat as I played my fingers lightly across the sole of her foot.
I jumped when she placed her other foot on my cock and our eyes met as she played with my cock and I rubbed her foot. I pressed her foot to my cock, then grabbed the other, holding them on either side of my trapped cock.
With a naughty smile, mom moved her legs, working her feet up and down my cock and I wished to hell I could unzip right there. Mom had given me foot jobs before and I found them to be a tease, but goddamn hot as hell.
Mom's hand disappeared under the table and I noticed her face was flushing. She was playing with herself under the table. My fingers teased along her insteps as her worked her feet against my concealed cock and I was beginning to think I might pop off right there in my jeans when dad said,
"Ryan, what are you doing under the table?"
"Um...nothing." I had to speak slowly as mom kept moving her feet along my cock.
"Takes two hands to do nothing," He raised his eyebrows, "I know what you're doing."
Oh, I don't think you do, I thought, but nevertheless put my hands back on the table.
"That's better; I've told you before no texting at the table."
"Sorry Dad." I said, trying to keep a straight face as mom's feet continued to move.
Dad started to reply, then rolled his eyes when his cell rang.
"No phones at the table, David." Mom wagged her finger at him.
"I know, I know." He removed his phone from his belt and looked at it, "Shit, I have to take this."
"That's okay," Mom replied, "I know works crazy right now."
"Hey, Bill?" Dad answered, "Hold on a minute, okay?" he covered the phone with his hand, "Give me five minutes? Then we can have some coffee and maybe play some cards, how's that sound?"
"Great." I gave him a forced smile, "Sounds like fun."
Dad nodded then pushing his chair out turned and left the dining room, speaking into the phone as he headed down the hallway.
"Look in the mirror over the mantle," Mom said, "Can you see dad walking to his office?"
"Yeah." I nodded, seeing him enter the room at the end of the hall and flop into his armchair.
"Good, keep watching him."
"Why, what are you...Oh my God, mom!"
My mother had pushed her chair back, slipped down onto her knees and crawled beneath the table.
"Mom, get up, dad could...Oh..."
I trailed off as mom practically ripped my jeans open; she pulled my zipper down and reaching into my underwear, expertly pulled my cock through them.
"God, I have missed this cock." She whispered her brown eyes wide and glazed over with lust. "And my poor baby is all worked up, isn't he?"
"M...mom, this is, oh yes." I sighed as mom took my cock deep into her mouth.
I glanced into the mirror then back down to see my mother bobbing her head in my lap. I moaned softly as my cock slid into her warm wet mouth and her soft tongue slid along my hard shaft. I grabbed her pony tail and wrapped it around my hand and mom moaned as I gently guided her head along my cock.
Her eyes were fixed on mine as she blew me and I couldn't believe she was being this daring! I could faintly hear dad talking and forced my eyes from the amazing sight of my mother sucking my cock long enough to make sure dad was still sitting in his chair.
My eyes returned to the incredible show of my mother slipping my cock from her mouth and running her tongue along the length of my shaft.
"Is this what you need, baby? You need mommy to take care of this nice big dick of yours?"
"Yes." I moaned as she flicked her tongue teasingly around my purple head, "I missed you sucking my cock."
"I bet every son tells his mother that." She winked, "But that's okay, because I missed having my son in my mouth, you make such cute noises when I blow you."
"Mom," I breathed as she grabbed my cock and pumped it while swirling her tongue around the sensitive underside of the tip. "D...dad."
"Then I guess we'll have to see how fast mommy can make her baby cum."
Mom took my cock back into her mouth and I had to cover mine to muffle the loud moan that escaped me as she worked her pink lips all the way down to the base of my shaft. A shiver went through me when her tongue slipped out and caressed my balls before she bobbed her head rapidly.
My hand clenched in her hair and I leaned back in the chair as my mother didn't just suck, but devoured my cock. She was making sloppy gurgling sounds and I watched as long strands of spit oozed from her mouth and down my shaft only to be slurped up when she took me deep again.
"Umm, hmmm." Mom was moaning and her eyes were now only partially open as she sucked her son's cock.
She put her hands on my thighs and sucked even faster. I moaned deep in my throat and lifted my hips, pushing my cock deeper into her hot mouth as she showed off her skills, giving me a hands free blow job.
I'd been pretty worked up from mom's feet and lusting after her throughout dinner and my legs were trembling as her expert sucking already had me close to cumming. I remembered dad and looked into the mirror.
"Oh, shit." I groaned as I saw him rising from his chair. "M...mom, dad's coming, I..."
I stopped trying to speak as mom continued, somehow working her head even faster. She was sucking as if it was a race and at this point it was. Dad was still standing in the doorway of his office, the phone to his ear, but as I watched he placed the phone back on his hip.
"Mom, I...I...oh!" I buried my face in my hand as mom now had just the tip of my cock in her mouth and was shaking her head back and forth.
Her tongue was swirling around my head and my balls tightened as they prepared to explode. Dad was just starting to walk back to the dining room and my legs were shaking violently as mom used her best trick on me, the one that never failed to make me...
My hips jerked and I bit down on my lip as my cock erupted, sending a long stream of cum into my mother's waiting mouth. I whimpered in my throat as mom continued to shake her head, her tongue caressing the sensitive front of my cock.
She had stop pumping me and I moaned as she let her tongue and lips do all the work. I lifted my hips, but mom pushed down on my thighs, telling me not to. I squirmed in my chair as she continued to suck just the tip of my cock.
I took a quick look down and was blown away by the look of pure bliss on mom's face as she milked my cock, eagerly taking every drop between her pink painted lips. I tore my eyes from her and saw dad was halfway down the hallway.
"Mom, please...stop..." I almost cried out when she grabbed my cock and jerked it, helping my balls empty into her mouth more quickly.
Dad was only a few steps from the doorway and letting mom's hair go, I sat up in my chair and grabbing my napkin wiped at the sweat on my forehead. Mom gave me one last hard suck that caused another of those cute noises as she called them and released my cock with a smack of her lips.
I grabbed my jeans and hurriedly zipped them up. Dad was almost in the doorway and I panicked thinking she would never get back up into her seat without him seeing where she came from.
As always mom was calm and knew just what to do. Reaching up to the table, she grabbed my can of coke and dropped it on the floor, the contents spilling around the chair.
Just as dad entered the room she exclaimed, "Jesus, Ryan, you really are a klutz tonight!"
She rose onto her knees and grabbing some napkins bent over under the table and wiped at the spilled soda.
"Damn, kid, don't let your mother do that, you spilled it." Dad spoke as he came into the room.
"I...I told her I'd get it." I told him, but slid off my chair and grabbing the napkins from mom, took over cleaning up the coke.
"Spilling everything tonight, aren't you?" Dad laughed.
"He must take after you, Dave," Mom said and with her back to dad opened her mouth showing me the cum still on her tongue, "I never spill a drop."
*****
"I'll see your bet and raise you five." Dad said, sliding five toothpicks into the pile in the middle of the table.
I stared at the pair of sixes in my hand and dropped my cards on the table.
"Fold."
"Not me." Mom gave Dad a sly smile, "I think you're bluffing big boy."
"Cost you five to find out." Dad winked.
I leaned back in the chair as they bantered back and forth and contemplated the bizarre scenario I was. My mother, who an hour ago had dropped to her knees like a whore in an alley and sucked me off under the table, was joking and laughing as if nothing had happened.
I was also playing my part, sitting there with a wet spot in my underwear from when my cock had continued to ooze after mom had blown me. I was playing poker with my father and making small talk with him while he sat there unaware of the fact that not only had his wife just blown his son, but at some point tonight she would come into my room and fuck me.
For two years we had done this with varying frequency, sometimes only once in awhile, sometimes every night for weeks at a time and the entire time acting as if nothing were going on. For my part I often felt pangs of regret and sometimes had a hard time pretending it was okay to do this to my father.
Mom on the other hand was so casual with it, it was a bit disturbing. Like tonight, not five minutes after she had taken a load in her mouth, she had brought dad out a cup of coffee and given him a kiss.
She was not just acting nonchalant with dad, but her demeanor with me had changed as well. She was no longer giving me nasty smiles and looks of raw lust, but now acting much more like a mom. Now when she smiled at me, it was sweet and sincere and she looked genuinely happy, remarking how nice it was for the three of us to be spending time together.
Mom had claimed she was sucking me off because I needed it, but I think it was just as much for her. Blowing me had settled her down and she was back to acting like any other mom, rather than one straight out of a screenplay for the latest installment of Mommy loves me best.
But even as I debated the morality of our relationship as well as the unfairness to my father, my eyes were glued to her.
She had let her hair down and I loved how it fell across the creamy skin of her shoulders. The dress displayed her prominent breasts well and all I could think of was how bad I wanted to see them, to fondle them, to suck on her beautiful nipples.
Whenever mom got up to get more coffee or clean something from the table I watched her long legs and the delightful swing of her hips.
The dress hugged her ass nicely and like her tits, I kept envisioning my hands all over it, not just my hands, but my lips; kissing her cheeks, spreading them open and licking her pussy as she bent over in front of me.
Whether it was right or wrong I was hopelessly addicted to my mother and would never be able to tell her no. Unfortunately she seemed able to do it to me, staying clear while I was with Amy.
Then again from the second I had arrived here, she couldn't keep her eyes and eventually her lips off me. Maybe this time she would just let me keep playing with her and...
"Hey, you in there?"
I blinked and looked at dad, "Oh, sorry, just kind of fogging out."
"Well no wonder you're losing." Dad slid my cards from me and began shuffling.
"Go easy on him, Dave; he had a tough day today." Mom said, "He just lost his pretty little girlfriend."
"Nope, her loss." Dad corrected her. "Anyway, how about we play some Texas hold em?"
"Know what dad; I think I've had enough I'm going to go upstairs." Of the cards anyway, because there was definitely something else at the table I could never get enough of."
"It's only eight o clock." He looked at his watch, "Too early to go to bed."
"I might read for awhile." I told him, "It's been a long day."
"Right." He nodded, "Well I have to work tomorrow, but how about when I get back we go play some golf? You know, some quality guy time?"
"Sure, that would be great." I smiled while thinking that would be after a morning of quality time with mom.
"Well you go get some rest honey." Mom said, as she took my empty coffee cup from in front of me and stood up to take it to the kitchen. "Maybe you can get up early and have breakfast with us tomorrow, before dad goes to work."
"Sounds good." I rose from the table, "Night mom,"
"Night, honey." She blew me a kiss as she went into the kitchen.
"Night dad."
"Night kid," He grinned, "Of course I know why you're heading up to bed so early."
"I'm tired."
"I'm sure you are, but not that tired." He looked towards the kitchen, then back to me, "You're going upstairs to wait for your mother."
"I...what?" My heart skipped a beat, "Why would I be waiting for mom?"
"Oh, please you don't think I know you two?" I stared at him with a growing knot in my stomach and he continued. "You're going upstairs and in about a half hour your mom will say she's heading upstairs to read or watch TV in our room, but she'll go right into yours."
"Dad it's not what you think." I blurted, wishing to hell mom would come back out and as always have the right thing to say.
"Hey, Ryan, it's okay, I know how it is, you want your mom."
"No! I..."
"Of course you do." He gave me a reassuring smile, "And I don't blame you, your mother is just what you need right now."
"She...she is?" Something was wrong here, had I fallen asleep at the damn table?
"Sure she is." He laughed, "Hey, Ryan don't worry about it, I'm not jealous."
"Um, you're not?"
"No. Look I understand how it is, you just broke up with your girlfriend and you need to talk about it, but you'd rather talk to mom."
"Talk...right." I nodded, "Yeah, you got me. It's not that I don't like to talk to you, but..."
"You don't have to explain. Things like this you're better off with your mother, she's better at the whole emotion thing than I am."
"Yeah."
"I just think it's great you want to try to pretend that's not what you want."
"I don't want to be a mama's boy you know." I winked, "Us men, we're supposed to be tough not need to talk."



"With any other woman maybe, but your mom's different."
"That she is." I agreed.
"You know Ryan, someday you'll meet a girl even better than Amy and you'll fall in love, get married, have some kids and you'll love your wife with all your heart, but know what?"
"What?"
"You're mom will always be your mom and she will still be special to you and know you and love you in a way your wife never will."
Don't bet on that I thought but simply nodded.
"And no matter how old you are and what happens, there's one thing you'll always be able to count on."
"What's that dad?"
"Your mother will always be able to make it better."
*****
I lifted my head from the pillow and strained my ears to hear the sound I had been waiting for; the tell tale creak of the floorboards just outside my room. For the tenth time since I'd come up here an hour ago I was disappointed and let my head fall back on the pillow.
I'd been laying there with my eyes closed hoping to drift off until mom showed up, but my mind wouldn't stop racing. Despite having been sucked off a couple of hours ago, my cock kept swelling each time I thought of the fact I was finally going to be with mom again.
I was laying there in just my boxers and the spreading wet stain on the front of them was a testament to how horny I was. What was she waiting for? Even dad knew she was going to come up here. Of course he thought it was to simply talk with me and make me feel better in a strictly maternal way, not as a favorite lover, but still if he was fine with her coming up where was she?
I told myself to just be patient. I hadn't been with mom in months another hour wouldn't be so bad. Besides, mom was probably playing her part in the game, spending some more time with dad before heading up to take care of her heartbroken, but horny son.
I jerked up into a sitting position as this time I was sure I heard footsteps on the stair case. I grabbed the sheet, ready to pull it over myself in case for some reason dad had come up and held my breath in anticipation.
The creak outside my door sent a thrill of excitement through me and when it was followed my a soft knock and mom calling, "Ryan, honey, you awake?" It was everything I could do to keep my voice at a normal volume when I replied. "Sure, mom, come on in."
Mom entered my room and shutting the door behind her caused my cock to twitch when she thumbed the lock on the door. She was now barefoot and when she turned around to face me I noted with great appreciation she had removed her bra.
Her nipples were already hard and poking through the thin material of her dress and the fact she was totally named beneath it had me pitching a tent that mom immediately noticed.
"Hmm, I love that I get that reaction from you." She came over and sat down on the edge of the bed.
"I missed you mom." I swung my legs off the bed so I was sitting next to her, and slid my arm around her shoulders.
"Missed you too, baby." She placed her hand on my cheek and turning my face to hers kissed me.
I moaned in pure joy at the feeling of her soft lips against mine and mom sighed softly as she parted her lips and slipped her tongue into my mouth. Her other slid up and down my chest as we kissed and I groaned when she teased her fingernails around my nipple.
She trailed her fingers lightly down my stomach and I gasped when she grabbed my cock. I turned towards her and wrapping my arms around her kissed her harder. Mom eagerly accepted my kiss, her tongue dancing across mine and her hand pumping my cock through my sticky boxers.
"Someone's been very excited." Mom whispered as she slid her lips from mine, and placed them to my ear.
Her hot breath on my neck sent a shiver through me and running one hand up through her long hair, I found the zipper to her dress with the other and pulled it down. Mom's breathing became heavier in my ear as the back of her dress opened and I ran my hands along the smooth skin of her back.
"You been waiting for mommy, baby?" she flicked her tongue playfully across my ear, "Been up here with this nice big dick thinking about all the naughty things you want your mother to do to her naughty son?"
"And what I want to do to you." I moved her hair to the side and kissed her neck, "Every inch of you."
"I love that." Mom purred, leaning her head to the side to allow me better access to the soft skin of her neck.
I ran my tongue along the length of her neck up to her ear and felt her shudder against me.
"Careful with that," she moaned, "You know what that does to me."
"That's why I'm doing it," I kissed her neck then sucked gently on it.
"Easy, baby, no marks."
I nodded into her neck and sliding my hands up her back, grabbed the straps of her dress and began to ease them from her shoulders.
"Hold on." Mom eased away from me, then stood up between my legs with her back to me. "Go ahead, nice and slow."
My fingers trembling with excitement, I eased the straps down her arms. As I did I leaned in and placed a series of soft kisses across the back of her shoulders.
"Oh, that's so sweet, baby." She cooed, "I love how you kiss me."
I kissed the back of her neck then worked my way down her back as I pulled the straps further down her arms. Mom pulled her arms from the straps and grabbing the sides of her dress I eased it down to her hips.
I paused as I trailed my lips down the middle of her back and sliding off the bed knelt behind her, my lips teasing across the small of her back, just above the dress.
"Honey." Mom breathed, "You make me feel so sexy."
"You are." I slipped my arms around her and placing my hands on her soft stomach worked them slowly upwards until they come into contact with her breasts.
Mom gasped when I captured her nipples between my fingers and rolled them. I moaned into her back as I continued to force myself to go slow, to play and tease and show mom I was a good lover and a not a grabby little boy.
Mom put her hands on her hips and wiggling her ass pushed her dress down. I licked my lips at the sight of her exposed ass, inches from my face and cupping her tits gave them a squeeze. Mom turned away from me so she was facing the bed again and to my delight bent over it.
I slid over so I was kneeling behind her and grabbing her ass, kissed each cheek. Mom giggled and now spreading her cheeks open I ran my tongue along the inside of them. Mom gasped and her legs tensed in anticipation of where my tongue was about to go.
I ran it along her cheek once more, and then teased a slow circle around her asshole.
"Dirty boy." Mom moaned as I placed the tip of my tongue against her pink rosebud.
She moaned as I pushed my rigid tongue into her ass and squirmed when I swirled it around her ass. I squeezed the cheeks of her ass harder and sighed as I worked my tongue in and out of her ass before gently licking the edges of it. Mom alternately moaned and giggled as I teased her and myself by worshipping her ass.
My cock was aching and I wanted nothing more than to simply pull my boxers down and slam my cock inside my mother's pussy. Instead I continued licking her ass enjoying the thought that there weren't too many guys around who could say they gave their mother a rim job.
"That feels good, baby, but I think there's a better place for that sweet tongue of yours, don't you?"
I didn't have to be told twice and sliding my tongue from her ass I plunged it directly into her hot wet pussy. Mom gasped and I moaned as I swirled my tongue inside her and received a mouthful of her sweet juices.
I moved my head back and forth; tongue fucking her and mom moaned her approval as my rigid tongue plundered her sopping slit. I eased my fingertip into her ass and pushed back into me causing my finger to slide deep into her asshole.
I worked my tongue down through the wet folds of her pussy and she whimpered when I licked her swollen clit. I traced a slow circle around her hard button before sucking it gently into my mouth. Mom's thighs trembled against me and her ass contracted around my finger as I bated her clit with my tongue.
"Oh, honey how I missed that tongue! Your father hardly ever goes down on me, thinks we're too old for that stuff, but you? Hmmm you love eating mommy's pussy don't you?"
"Its my favorite pussy." I spoke into her hot wet flesh.
"It better be," Mom moaned as I eased a finger into her pussy and pumped it. "Your mom should always be your favorite pussy."
"She always will be." I assured her as I moved my finger in her ass, enjoying the way I could feel my fingers touching though the thin skin between her pussy and ass.
"Hope so, after all I was your first wasn't I?"
"Yes."
"My baby was shy around girls until his mommy took good care of him and showed him how to make his little girlfriends happy"
"They all owe you." I laughed between her legs and she giggled.
I changed the giggle into a long moan when I slid a second finger into her pussy while sucking on her clit. Mom spread her legs wider and I burying my face into her pink pussy I inhaled deeply, then moaned at the forbidden scent of my mother's pussy.
I licked her clit hard for a moment, then slow, then repeated the motions. Mom's hips would rock and she would squirm when I licked her fast, but when I slowed down she would stop and whimper, I loved that sound, but when I started to slow up again, she groaned,
"Just make me come baby! I haven't come hard since that last time you played with me!"
Spurred on by her words, I sucked her clit hard into my mouth and thrust my fingers faster. Mom's legs were trembling against me and her hips rolled, grinding her pussy back into my tongue and fingers.
"That's it, baby." She moaned, "Suck that clit! Show mommy how much you love licking her pussy." She sighed, "Just like I love sucking my son's big hard cock! Your mother was a bad girl tonight wasn't she?"
"She's still being a bad girl." I spoke around her clit between my lips.
"True, but I was a nasty slut before, crawling under the table like a fucking whore and sucking my son off right there in the dining room!"
"You did." I moaned as my own hips moved, my cock yearning to be where my face was.
"And it was a nice big lad too, all that hot cum shooting down your mother's throat!" She gasped and her hips jerked as I swirled my tongue around her clit as fast as I could.
"You know I could taste your cum the entire time we played cards. Hmm sitting there with my pussy wet thinking about how good that cock felt in my mouth and how you whimper when I lick your balls! I'm going to suck your cock again, baby, but this time after you've been inside me so I can taste my pussy off my son's cock and...Oh!"
I'd continued moving my fingers and tongue as mom worked herself up and as her body tensed and she released a long moan that told me she was right on the edge, I slammed my finger into her ass as hard as I dared while plunging my fingers knuckle deep into her pussy and sucking on her clit.
Mom shoved her pussy hard into my face and released a long muffled scream into the bed as she exploded into orgasm. Her ass and pussy contracted around my thrusting fingers and she worked her hips in a circular motion grinding her quivering flesh into my flickering tongue.
She writhed and squirmed, releasing squeal after squeal into the sheets. I wished dad wasn't home so I could hear her screaming her pleasure, but that was okay, I would hear plenty of that when he went to work tomorrow.
Even as mom continued to whimper and work her pussy into my tongue I caught a quick vision of my father downstairs watching the Sox game or reading the paper, completely unaware that upstairs his son was licking his wife's pussy.
But as always in the heat of the moment I had no remorse in fact at times like this it was the opposite. When I was with mom I had the audacity to be upset he was home at all and mom wouldn't be able to spend the night with me, but would have to leave to go sleep with him.
What a waste! My father went to bed with this amazing woman every night and ignored her to the point she had to turn to her son to be satisfied.
"Oh, honey." Mom moaned as her legs relaxed and she stopped squirming, "I came so hard for you!"
"Seeing you're talking about hard." I slid my fingers from her holes and standing up, pushed my boxers down, grabbed her hips and drove my cock balls deep into her sweet pussy.
"Fuck!" Mom cried out,
"Shhh!" I stopped moving, leaving my cock buried within her still quivering pussy.
"Sorry, but oh, its been so long!" Mom slid a pillow over to her and said, "Go ahead, baby, fuck your mother, nice and hard like you need to."
She buried her face in the pillow and sliding my cock out so just the tip was between her tight lips I drove forward again. Mom yelped into the pillow and inspired by the sound I took a deep breath and tore into her.
Mom cried out into the pillow each time I slammed my cock home inside her and I smiled in satisfaction at the sound of my mother enjoying her son's cock. As I continued to hammer away at her, I was grateful she had sucked me off downstairs or I would have cum in less than a minute of being inside her hot tight pussy.
Mom was pushing back into me as much as her position would allow and leaning forward I put my hand in the middle of her back, holding her down on the bed. Mom moaned into the pillow and I knew my taking charge of her had caused that sound.
Most of the time mom controlled our sex and the games we would play, but sometimes she would just let me take her and that's what I was doing right now, taking my mother's pussy. Mom played into it and stretched her arms out across the bed.
She grabbed the sheets and squeezed them as I continued my relentless assault on her body. I shifted my hand from her back to her hair and wrapped my fingers into it, pulling enough for effect, but to not really hurt her.
Mom whimpered and moaned, and turning her head began speaking,
"Oh, not so hard, honey, oh easy with mommy's pussy. It's been a long time since I had that big hard cock! Please, please. Oh..."
I smiled as she played the part. I knew damn well she was playing and even if I wasn't sure the look on her face told the truth. Mom's brown eyes were wide and glazed over with lust and her perfect lips were parted as she moaned each time her son slid the full length of his cock into her needy pussy.
Her face was flushed and the sexiest part of all of it was the way she was just lying there unmoving, just laying there taking it, completely surrendering to her sons needs. I looked down and watched my cock slide in and out of my mother.
My shaft was glistening from her juices and her pink lips were wrapped tightly around my hard flesh. The cheeks of her ass looked damn good around me and seeing her pink asshole winking up at me I eased a finger into it.
Mom moaned and contracted her ass around my finger causing me to do the same. I slowed my thrusting to enjoy the feeling of my cock sliding along my finger through her skin and to also hold off from cumming. Mom and I would have plenty of time tomorrow, but tonight I knew it would be just the once.
"Stop, baby." Mom moaned, "I want to roll over."
"Roll over?"
"My titties need some attention baby, besides, I love watching you fuck me." She giggled, "Besides, don't you want me to suck your cock some more?"
I quickly slid from inside her and stepped back as mom rolled over onto her back, then slid up to the edge of the bed and sat up. Grabbing my cock she guided it to her mouth and I moaned when she took me between her lips.
Mom bobbed her head slowly, her lips working my cock just the way her other lips had and when she popped it from her mouth, she sighed, "Damn I taste good on my son's cock."
She resumed her sucking and as I moaned softly, I cupped her large breasts and teased her nipples with my thumbs. Mom groaned around my cock as she took her time sucking me and I fondled her huge tits.
Mom looked up at me, her brown eyes wide as her mouth worked along the length of my shaft. I could feel her tongue pressed against my cock and she was shaking her head slowly back and forth as she blew me.
She cupped my balls and caressed them with her fingers as she enjoyed her son's cock in her mouth. I looked to the side and smiled at the image of us in the mirror over the dresser. Me standing naked before my mother and her sucking my cock.
I saw her eyes follow my gaze and looking at me in the mirror winked at me. She eased her head back, making a show of taking a long trail of spit and pre cum with her, then slurping it loudly back up. She placed the tip of my cock on her cheek and pressed it hard against it causing my pre cum to ooze out onto her face.
She smiled and sliding my dripping tip across her lips, painted her other cheek with my sticky fluid before taking me back into her mouth once more. I put my hands on her head and mom stopped moving. Taking my cue I guided her head along my cock and she moaned in appreciation.
I stopped moving her head and thrust my hips, slowly fucking her mouth and her eyes rolled back as I did so. There was no doubt mom was turned on by the fact we didn't just have sex, but that she could be a dirty slut with me. That though caused my cock to twitch and I moaned and moved my hips faster.
Mom put her hands on my stomach to stop me from moving and I obediently removed my cock from her mouth.
"No coming yet, baby." She whispered, then lay back on the bed, "Come up here and suck on my tits, they missed you!"
Leaning over the bed, I slid my cock slowly inside her and taking her right nipple into my mouth eagerly sucked on it. Mom moaned and wrapping her legs around my waist moved her hips in time with mine.
I fucked her slowly as I took turns licking and sucking her beautiful pink nipples. Mom lay there were her arms over her head and a look of pure bliss on her face as her son worshipped her amazing breasts with his lips and tongue.
I captured her nipples in my fingers and squeezed them, as I went back and forth licking them. Mom was working her hips faster into me and moaned, "Baby, I need to come again! Fuck me nice and hard and let me come on that big dick!"
I stood up, grabbed her ankles, spread her legs, and fucked her as hard as I did before. Mom turned her head into the pillow next to her and squealed into it as I opened her legs as wide as I good and hammered away at her.
Her tits were bouncing wildly and her long dark hair was sticking to her cheek where she had begun to sweat, damn she looked hot!
"Make me cum!" She moaned as she cupped her tits and stroked her nipples.
Placing her right foot on my shoulder, I reached between her legs and found her clit with my thumb. Mom gasped as I rubbed it in hard fast circles and turning my head I flicked my tongue across her toes.
"Suck on them." Mom breathed as she thrust her hips into my driving cock.
I sucked two of her toes into my mouth and swirled my tongue around them, causing her to giggle, but her pussy contracted around my cock and her hips moved faster.
"That's it, be a good boy and kiss my feet."
I kissed each of her toes, then as she lifted her foot up I ran my tongue along it, licking the bottom of her foot from heel to toe. Mom whimpered and tugged on her nipples, stretching them as her hips ground into my cock.
I was thrusting as fast as I could and rubbing her clit just as fast. Mom gasped and arched her back, lifting her ass off the bed. Sucking all her toes into my mouth, I drove my cock deep inside of it and holding it there, gave her clit a gentle pinch.
Mom howled into the pillow and even with it muffling her the sound of her cry was loud in the room. Even as I continued t manipulate her clit with my thumb and fuck her with long hard stroke I hoped to hell my father couldn't hear this over the TV.



Mom's pussy clenched around my thrusting cock and I gasped when I felt my balls tighten and my cock twitch inside her. I whimpered as I fought to hold off to let her finish cumming, but looking up at me, mom moaned, "Let it go, baby! Cum with me, cum inside me!"
No longer able to hold back I moaned around her toes as my cock erupted. Mom squealed delightedly as I continued to thrust, each pump ending in another strem of cum deep inside of her.
"Yes," she moaned, "Oh, yes, I love when you cum inside me!"
Mom's hips were bucking wildly and her pussy was contracting around me, causing me to cum even harder. I whimpered around her toes as my mother's skilled pussy milked my cock sucking every drop from me. I kept fucking her, plunging my cock into her and painting her pussy with what felt a like and even bigger load than earlier.
Again I had one of those bizarre thoughts, wondering how many sons had gotten to not only cum in their mother's mouth and pussy, but both within hours. I released mom's toes from my mouth and slid my spent cock from inside her.
As I did I watched a thin trail of cum slide out with it and ooze down her thigh. Mom looked up at me with a satisfied smile and put her arms out to me. I leaned over and as she hugged me tightly she kissed me gently, "I love you, Ryan."
" I love you to mom." I returned the kiss then nuzzled my head into her neck.
"Here, come lay with me."
Mom turned so she was laying the right way on the bed and I climbing onto it I gratefully fell down onto it next to her. Mom rolled onto her side and patted her chest. With a smile and a wave of emotion, I rolled into her embrace, nestling my face between her breasts as she hugged me close to her.
I slid my arms around her waist and we lay there, silently enjoying the after effects of our forbidden encounter. Mom played with my hair and sighed, "You feel so good, baby."
"Wish you could stay." I sighed, kissing her chest.
"You know I can't, but your dad has to go on a trip in two weeks, how does three nights in my bed sound, sweetie?"
"Better than a year in anyone other woman's bed." I told her.
"That's so sweet." She kissed the top of my head, "But, baby, we need to talk."
"About what?" I eased from her embrace so I could face her.
"Honey, tell me what happened with Amy, and the truth,"
I paused as we lay there on our sides, propped up on our elbows facing each other. I took a deep breath and as I always did, told mom everything. About how I had begun to lose interest in Amy and thinking more and more about her and about the video and our last argument.
"Honey, you need to be careful!" Mom warned me, "The wig, her catching you with those movies? That's careless, she might have thought..."
"Careless? Mom you blew me under the kitchen table." I reminded her, "You flirt with me and play with me right with dad there sometimes."
'That's different and not as big of a risk as you think."
"What do you...?"
"Never mind me." She touched my cheek, "Honey, you missed out with Amy, she was an amazing girl that you could have gotten back if not for her finding that out."
"I...I don't want her back, it wasn't fair to her, mom. She really wanted me and I wanted someone else."
"That's very sweet." Mom smiled, "It is, Ryan, you didn't want to use her. But you need someone, I can't be all the time, baby."
"Maybe I'll settle for what time you have." I told her. "Mom, we mess around all the time when I'm here."
"But I can hardly ever sleep with you and it can't be out in the open and I love your dad, Ryan. I love you too, but you deserve all of a woman's heart, not part of it."
"But it's okay for you?"
"I have dad, honey." She shrugged, "He's a great man, sweet, loving, good provider, great father and husband, he just lacks in sex and I get that from you. You need that person to be everything to you that I can't be."
"But when I'm with them I still want you and it...:" I stopped as it struck me what the problem had become with Amy.
"It what?" Mom asked, "What is it, honey?"
"I just realized...look mom, it's not that I didn't enjoy Amy, she was fun in bed, and everywhere else. What bothered me wasn't that you and I weren't playing anymore, but it was the idea we never would again."
"I don't understand."
"In other words, it's one thing to think okay we can't all the time now, but we still could sometimes, but to know that I'd never be with you again, that I have to choose once and for all is too much. That's why I was different with Amy, that night we stayed and you turned me down, made me realize it was never."
"I see." She nodded, "It bothered me too, Ryan, but I figured I was doing the right thing by you. Ryan I love being with you, but it would be selfish to keep you hooked on me and not let you find a special someone, your someone."
"Its not right for us to do this anyway, mom, its wrong for dad, but we do it."
"You saved my marriage, Ryan. Crazy as it sounds I was very close to either an affair or leaving your father. Sex is not everything, but he rarely has any desire for it and I need it! We being together? I stay satisfied and he and I stay happy."
"So if we never do again, will you leave him?"
"Well. Maybe not now. I don't know, but I know I need to grow up and let my son go."
"But I don't want to." I snapped my fingers, "Mom, I'll make a deal with you."
"Deal?"
"Yes. I'll try to meet someone and if I do and she's great then I'll make the effort to be with her and you know...maybe settle down and marry and kids. But I still want us to be able to sometimes. Not all the time, but here and there, a special time for we can look forward to."
"Mom with benefits." She grunted.
"That's what you are now, it will just be less, but it will be no different than what you do to dad. My special someone will just never know about us and we'll all be happy."
"Okay, fair enough." She nodded, "But I want to say two things to you."
"What's that?"
"One, I would like you to try to work something out with Amy. Give her time then call her, no, in fact I'll call her and talk to her."
"But she knows."
"If she says anything to me, I'll tell her it's a fetish, people have them, you tell her that too. Come clean and just say those movies turn you on and you're sorry it offends her and go from there."
"I'll try."
"Good because you're not going to find a better girl than her."
"What was the other thing?"
"Ryan, you always bring up feeling bad about dad, and that's another sign of you being a good young man. You worry about other people."
"Yeah, sometimes I feel guilty."
"Ryan, can I ask you a question?"
"Sure."
Mom put her hand along my cheek and gave me a sly smile.
"What makes you so sure that your father doesn't know about us?"
*****
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"Hey Danny, you awake?"
Mom's voice from outside my bedroom door caused me to jump and remove my hand from my cock.
"Um, yeah, give me a sec." I called out.
I was naked and reaching down next to the bed for a pair of pants when the door began to open. I quickly sat back and yanked the covers over my lap to conceal my still fully erect cock.
Mom came into the room and turning, closed the door behind her. I was grateful she had put her back to me to give me a chance to keep eyes in my head. Mom, who much to my dismay, always dressed appropriately around me, had on a red silk robe so short I swore if she even leaned over I would see her ass cheeks.
I took in her long legs from her bare feet up to the backs of her well toned thighs. This was a view I would occasionally be rewarded with in the summer when we would all go to the beach, but to get it in the winter? This was a treat!
I heard a click and realized she had thumbed the lock on my door. That was odd, but maybe she wanted to talk about what she was doing for dad for Christmas day. Dad worked a lot around the holidays so mom always tried to make the day extra special. Bet she made the morning special when he came home, I thought.
Even as she approached my mind filled with the visuals of how special mom could make things for my father. That thought caused me to focus on the most perfect blow job lips I'd ever seen. I wasn't the only one that thought that, my best friend Steven had told me my mother had porn star lips several times; always adding it wasn't just her lips that were porn quality.
Most guys would get pissed if their friends said things like that about their mom-and I did make a show of telling him not to be an asshole-but fact was it gave me a thrill to know my mother was an object of lust to guys my age. Then again most guys did not want to be the one experiencing their mother's lips and sexy mature body.
"So Danny," Mom came over and on the bed next to me. "I need to ask you something."
"Sure, what's up?"
"Looks like you are." Mom placed her hand on the covers next to my cock, which was still noticeably hard.
"Jeez, I'm sorry!" I sat up, pulling away from her touch.
"Don't be," she laughed, "Why do you think I knock? I know what boys your age are always doing."
I blushed and looked away, betting she wouldn't be smiling if she knew I'd been stroking my cock to the thought of her on her knees with me fucking her doggy style and pulling on her long dark hair.
"Look at you blushing. I'd say you were cute, but you're a man now and men aren't cute are they?"
"Guess not." I made sure I gathered the covers into my lap to cover my still hard dick.
My mother being here-and already embarrassing me should have caused it to shrivel, but her robe had ridden all the way up to her hip when she sat.
"What did you want to talk about, mom?" I changed the subject.
"I want to know what my baby wants for Christmas."
"I told you, just gift cards for some clothes and maybe I-tunes."
"No, that's what you told your father and I." she slid closer to me and putting her hand on my cheek said, "It's just me now, so why don't you tell me what you really want?"
"I don't know what you mean." I answered, trying desperately not to look down her robe.
"Hmm, I see. You're sure there's nothing at all you want, maybe something you couldn't ask for in front of your father?"
"What are you talking about?"
I stopped speaking when mom pulled her legs up onto the bed and knelt next to me. Her breasts were level with my eyes and the robe was so loosely tied I could see the inner half of her creamy breasts.
"Come on, Danny," Mom gave me a smile that seemed far from motherly, "There isn't something you want from me, something special?" she leaned over and putting her lips to my ear whispered, "Something naughty?"
"Mom what...?"
"Yes, something naughty. Hmmm." She sighed, her breath hot on my neck. "Something a good son would never want from his mommy."
"I don't know what you...you mean." I stammered.
"No?" she was still speaking in my ear, "You sure? Because, honey, I'm more than willing to give my naughty little boy anything he wants from me."
"You...you are?"
"Hmm-mmm" she purred in my ear, "A good mother gives her son anything he wants. Even if what he wants is," I gasped when her tongue flicked across my ear, "His mommy to give him a blow job."
"Mom!" I exclaimed, pulling my head back, "Why would you think I want that?"
"A mother knows everything." She sat back on her knees and licked her lips, "Knows when her son wants her as a woman, not a mom."
My cock was throbbing beneath the covers and looking down at her barely concealed tits, I asked, "You know?"
"I do know you want me, Danny. I know you think of me being your bad girl, sucking your cock, fucking you. Letting you lick my pussy."
"Holy shit, you're not mad?"
"Why would I be mad?" she asked, "Honey, I love that you want me." She giggled, "I've been wet all night, thought your father would never leave!"
Grabbing the covers mom yanked them off me, exposing my hard cock.
"Oh, look at that! Is that your present to your mommy?" She asked, licking her amazing lips and taking me in her hand.
"Oh, yeah." I moaned as she squeezed, causing my pre cum to ooze from the tip.
"Hmm, this is going to be a great Christmas!" she released my cock and taking the tie of the robe in her hands said, "Want to see your present?"
"Yes, please." I said in a barely audible whisper.
Mom pulled her robe open, "Merry Christmas, Danny."
"Oh, my God!" I gasped.
Mom was naked beneath the robe and my eyes widened at not just the sight of her full round breasts and their hard rosy nipples, but the patch of red hair between her thighs. Mom tossed the robe to the side and laying back on the bed stretched her long legs out on either side of me. She spread herself open, exposing the pink flesh of her pussy.
"How about you come over here and give your mommy a kiss on the lips?"
I pushed myself forward so I was kneeling between her legs and lowering my head, buried my face between her thighs. Mom cried out as my tongue plunged inside her wet pussy and I moaned at the taste of her forbidden juices.
"Oh, that feels so good!" Mom moaned as I worked my tongue through her pussy and sucked on her swollen clit.
I swirled my tongue around it and mom squirmed in my face, her pussy rubbing across my cheeks and tongue.
"Oh, honey, that's so nice, but you can lick me all you want later. For right now how about you slide up here and shove that beautiful cock inside mommy's pussy?"
After months of fantasizing about her, I didn't have to be told twice. I slid up between her legs and as she pulled me down into a deep kiss my cock entered my mother's hot tight pussy. Mom moaned in my mouth as she wrapped her legs around me, drawing me deep into her forbidden heat. I whimpered at how good she felt and moved my hips, plunging my cock into her wet heat.
"Yes, baby, just like that!" Mom sighed in my ear, "You take your mother, take her pussy, it's your pussy, honey."
"It is?" I managed in between whimpers of pleasure as mom thrust her hips into mine pushing my cock harder into her.
"Any time you want it, honey. You just tell mommy what you need and I'll give it to you!" she moaned when her words caused me to fuck her harder.
"That's it, fuck me nice and hard! Cum for me and then we'll take our time and play. You can lick my pussy and make your mother come in your face then I'll suck my baby's cock nice and hard and let you fuck me some more then when you're ready, I'll suck you off."
"Oh, mom!" I groaned as my balls tightened and cum raced through my cock.
"I'll take every drop for you honey, I'll be a good mommy and swallow my son's cum for him!"
I gasped and fucked her as hard as I could and mom continued to egg me on.
"That's right, take me! Claim your mother. Make her yours! Come for me, Danny! I want to feel my son fill my pussy with his cum!"
"Oh, fuck!" I cried out as my cock jumped and...
I jerked awake at the sound of a loud bang and rolled over so quickly I fell off the bed, landing on the floor with a thud.
"Don't walk away from me, John!" Mom yelled down the hallway.
"There's nothing to talk about." Dad called back to her, but didn't sound as angry, "I'm sorry you're pissed, but I'm doing the right thing."
"Bullshit!" Mom yelled back, "We don't need it!"
"The hell we don't!" Was the reply, "We have a kid in college, Robin, and he works part time as it is, we need to be able to do more."
"That's the point!"
Mom sounded as if she was closer to my room and it dawned on me they had no idea I was home. I was supposed to go out with Jack after work, but plans fell through and when I got home mom was in her office and dad hadn't gotten home yet. I'd started to read and must have fallen asleep.
My parents had always gotten along really well, but lately there had been a lot of tension, mostly focusing on Dad's work hours changing and him working more and more. Dad was a truck driver for a local delivery service and sub contracted during the holidays with UPS and had been doing a lot of overnights hauling trailers back and forth to Pennsylvania.
Without having heard the beginning of the fight, I already knew what it was about; Dad was going to work Christmas Eve just as he had the last two years. Each year he promised he wouldn't do it next year, but did anyway. Mom year was pissed last year and sounded even angrier this time around.
"What's the point?"
Dad was right outside my door and I pulled myself back up to my bed and thought about going out there so they would stop.
"The point is Danny's nineteen, John, we're not going to have many Christmas's left with him home and that means more than money!"
"It's only Christmas Eve; I'll be home by six Christmas morning. I'll be here for breakfast and presents."
"We were always together Christmas Eve."
Mom still sounded a little further down the hall and was no longer yelling.
"Robin, the kid's at an age he doesn't want to spend the night with his mom and dad."
Well, mom maybe. I thought, recalling the vivid dream their fight had woke me from.
"He does because he knows it's important to me. At least one man in this house cares about spending time with me."
If only mom knew the kind of time I wanted to spend with her. Damn my father was a lucky guy. If I were him I'd never want to leave the house at night.
"Oh, please." Dad snorted, "Don't be a drama queen, Robin. We'll go somewhere nice with the extra money, promise."
"Speaking of that," Mom began.
"Oh, here we go." Dad sighed outside my door.
"Yeah, here we go." Mom retorted, "You promised me something tomorrow night. Something that shouldn't have to be considered a gift, but these days I have to use any excuse I can."
"Give me a break."
"Oh, yeah, it's so terrible to have a wife who wants to have sex more than once every couple of weeks, isn't it?"
"Robin, don't start."
"If I don't start you never will." She laughed, but without much humor.
I eased close to the wall to be able to hear mom better and wondered what the fuck was wrong with my dad? I knew he worked a lot and wasn't a kid anymore, but how the hell did he go to bed with my mother and not want to fuck her?
"I work a lot and I work nights."
"I am well aware your truck is the only thing you've been driving lately."
Oh! Ouch. I grimaced at that shot.
"Maybe that's because it likes how I drive, it doesn't tell me how to do it."
That was an interesting comment.
"Oh, sorry, John." Mom sounded anything but. "I'm sorry I think there's more flavors than vanilla in life and like to have fun."
Mom was cranking out the hits in this one. Her words caused me to think about them more than beyond it being a good dig. Mom was pretty much saying dad was a dud and she wanted to cut loose.
Damn! I smiled at the thought my mother was nowhere near the prim proper woman she came across as. Then again I knew that from those pictures, the ones that had started off my year long obsession with my mother as an object of lust.
"I'm not a kid anymore."
"You're not eighty either."
"Enough!" Dad snapped, losing his patience. "I'm tired of this Robin. I work my ass off, I'm good to you, I'm good to Danny, excuse me if I don't fuck like the people in those movies you're always watching!"
Mom watches porn? This was becoming quite the informative conversation. Not that I needed anymore inspiration to get off to my mother, but the visual of her laying on her bed watching porn and playing with herself! Did she? Fuck, of course she did!
"You're right, John." Mom said quietly, "You're a good man and I shouldn't ride you..." she laughed, "About riding me, but...I want you, baby, is that so bad?"
"There's worse things than the hottest woman I know wanting to jump my bones." Dad agreed.
"I guess things change." Mom gave a dramatic sigh, "It's a shame it was only Danny's toys I used to have to buy batteries for."
"There you go," Dad began, and then laughed, "Okay, that was a good one!"
"You mean what you said; you still think I'm hot?" Mom asked.
"Damn straight." Dad said the words as that thought went through my mind at the same time causing me to roll my eyes.
"Even like this in my not so sexy workout clothes?"
"I know what's under those baggy clothes." Dad told her, "You're as sexy as ever, even sexier that your older, a real tiger."
"Cougar." Mom laughed. "But speaking of pussies, seeing we're making up, how about you come back into the bedroom and you can take my baggy clothes off."
Hearing mom say pussy had my cock swelling as did just the idea of her about to have sex. Thanks to my find in dad's drawer I knew what was under mom's baggy sweat pants and loose t-shirts she wore all the time and dad was right, pure cougar material.
"I have to leave in an hour, hon."
"Hate to break it to you champ, but you have no worries not finishing on time." Mom laughed.
"Well that puts me in the mood, but really I..."
"Have time for a quick romp; come on baby, give me an early present."
"I..."
What was wrong with him? I'd been stroking it to mom until my balls ached and here he was turning her down...and all the time it seemed.
"You what?" Mom was getting the edge back in her voice.
"Nothing, tell you what just let me print the directions for tonight's trip."
"The computers downstairs in my office, do it afterwards."
"I'll forget." I heard him snap his fingers. "I'll use Danny's, his printer is better anyway and it's right here."
"You know what John, forget it." Mom raised her voice again, "Christ at this point you probably need directions to find my tits."
"Robin."
"Don't Robin me, I am not going to stand here like an idiot and beg you for sex, go print your directions and I'm going to do what I should be telling you to do."
"What are you...?"
"I'm going to go fuck myself!" Mom shouted and a moment later their door slammed.
*****
I stood there wondering; was she really going to pull out one the vibrators she had in their nightstand? My eyes widened as I tried to remember if I put the blue one back in the spot I'd found it in this morning when I'd gone in there and sniffed it as I did more mornings than I should want to admit.
"Sick puppy, Danny." I muttered and glancing at the clock and saw it was only six.
I thought about calling Jen from work. After weeks of flirting at Starbucks, she had given me her number and we had gone out a couple of times, but with other couples. Today she had mentioned she wasn't doing anything tonight. It was the night before Christmas Eve and after tonight it would be a couple of days before either of us would be free again.
I looked at my phone on the bed and told myself to call her. Jen was sweet and cute and seemed pretty interested. She had also gone out of her way to tell me several times how her parents were at a party tonight. I took that as a sign I would have a good chance of getting some and it had been awhile and I had the feeling Jen would be a fun girl.
But for some reason I couldn't get into the thought of her. Even when I lay in bed and started thinking about her and her long blonde hair and those perky little tits and long legs I couldn't stay focused on her. I would be in mid stroke and the image of Jen looking up at me with my cock in her mouth would change.
Her blue eyes would shift to a pair of big soft brown eyes and her lips would be much fuller and softer. It would be my mother on her knees and doing what every law of society would say she shouldn't be, sucking her son's cock.
Once mom crept into my fantasy it was all over. I would think about her until I exploded in my hand wishing it was her mouth, or her large breasts, or plump little ass.
Both mom and dad had raised me to respect girls and to never have sex for the sake of sex. I didn't have to be madly in love with a girl to sleep with them, but my parents had instilled it in me that they should at least be someone I wanted to be with for awhile and for more than sex.
That advice served me well as I had a reputation as a decent guy and the few girls I had slept with had all liked that quality about me. I was sure Jen was into me because, Sandra, who also worked with us knew another girl I had dated and told her I was a good guy.
So it wouldn't be fair to use Jen as a way to relieve some stress, especially when I was fixated on someone else. It was getting to a point where I was no longer thinking of any woman, but my mother. Even all the porn I watched was step mother fantasies or milf videos featuring brunettes that resembled my mother. It wasn't the same as real incest, but all I could find online. Well, at least for free.
I smiled at the thought of the Christmas gift I had bought for myself, a video from Germany called Loving mothers and featuring real moms with their sons. Granted they were not as sexy as real porn stars, but it was the real deal!
Best fifty dollars I had spent this year! It most likely wouldn't show up until after Christmas which made me nervous as I would be working every day and then back to school after New Year's.
I'd have to tell mom and dad not to open it in case they were home. I'd lie and tell them it was a present and didn't want them to see it. I leaned back against the pillows and felt something hit my arm. I picked up the book I had been reading and grinned at the title, "Oh, Mommy!"
The book, which I'd stumbled across in a used bookstore, was from the sixties and the author listed as anonymous. The cover was a lurid black and white photo of a busty brunette riding a young man while pushing her tits in his face.
For an old book the stories were as hardcore as anything you could find today and in a sense it made me feel good to know these fantasies I'd been having were obviously if not popular, at least shared by others over the years.
I glanced at the page I'd left the book open to and read the first couple of sentences.
"Oh, yes honey," Mom called out as I squeezed her hips and drove my cock relentlessly into her warm wet slit, "Fuck me! Fuck your nasty mother like the whore she is!"
"You are a whore, aren't you mom?" Jimmy asked, shoving a finger hard into her ass causing her to squeal, "My mother's a fucking pig! A fucking pig that swallows her son's cum and lets him fuck her!"



"Yes, oh yes!" Mom cried out, "I'm a slut for my son! Now go ahead and put that big fat cock in my slutty ass! Come, on baby, fuck mommy's ass!"
Damn! No wonder I'd had that dream. Who was I kidding? I could have been reading a comic book and dreamt of my mother these days. I reread the paragraph, imagining a mother that wanted her son so badly she would let him take her ass.
I didn't fantasize about degrading my mother or her calling herself names, rather I envisioned our time as hot and dirty, but on the more playful side, just enjoying each other in that one way a son shouldn't enjoy his mom.
Lying back on the bed I briefly envisioned sleeping with my mother, not in the sexual sense, but wondering what it would be like to hold her, to have her body pressed close to mine. My mind drifted to sleeping turning into waking her up by kissing her back, her neck, my cock pressing into her bare ass.
Jesus I was wound up today. My cock was once again aching and I knew I was going to need to get off if I wanted to think of something besides my mother. I lifted the book, figuring I'd do some one handed reading, but then looked up at my lap top.
"Don't do it." I said aloud.
On that lap top were scanned copies of the pictures I'd found in dad's drawer, the ones that had started these twisted fantasies. I'd told myself I'd stop looking at them and try to wean myself from my desires. Not that reading the book in my hand was abstaining in anyway, but it was those pictures that really fueled my taboo lust.
Glancing at the book, I forced myself to put it down. I was now falling into the pattern I'd been in for months. First the out of control fantasies about mom, reading mother son incest stories, watching the watered down porn, and those damn pictures. But once I'd gotten off, or like now, started to realize what I was thinking, a wave of guilt would come over me.
My mother had never done anything to justify these thoughts. She was a loving mother and wife, a good woman who if anything dressed on the conservative side and never inappropriately.
She had never displayed any type of affection for me other than a mother's natural love of her son, or act like some of my friend's mothers who seemed to dress as if they still thought they were twenty and trying to get guys my age to look at them.
But right there was the problem. The fact my mother was so respectable to the world at large, then to see those damn pictures! It made them even hotter! If mom acted like a cougar in heat they would be less shocking, but discovering my mother was that lady in the street, freak in the bed type had stirred my unnatural lust.
The pictures; I looked again at the lap top and caved as I always did. Just one more time and I would delete them. I got up from my bed and walking over to the desk, rubbed my aching dick through the loose sweat pants I was wearing. By the time I sat down, I was hard and shaking the mouse to bring the screen up, I located the folder marked "XM"
Easing back in the chair, I pushed my pants down over my hips, smiling as I stared at the slide show option to view all the pics in the folder. I hovered over the option and paused before I clicked it. I had said no more and one of these days had to mean it.
I couldn't keep doing this. First it was wrong and although mom had no clue I had these pictures of thought impurely of her, I sometimes had a hard time looking at her without feeling bad.
But other times I had a hard time not being hard when I looked at her and looking at these things all the time was never going to get me over that. I would never be with my mother. There was nothing for me down this path, but perversion and frustration and if my father or mother ever found these? The thought my dad was going to wander in here to print directions was a disturbing one.
Not that Dad would nose around, but he wasn't the best with computers and might click on something by accident. I couldn't imagine the trouble I would be in. I guided the mouse to delete and clicked it.
The option came up asking if I were sure and I hesitated again. Maybe one more time...then starting tomorrow I would stick to porn and stories, fantasizing about the concept of a mother with her son, but not my mother. Still not the healthiest of fixations; but better than the real thing.
My finger tapped the mouse indecisively. One more time? But why one more time? Not like I hadn't committed them to memory at this point. So would I stop? Yes, sooner or later they would fade from memory. Speaking of memories I recalled the day back in January I had found the damn things.
I'd lost my phone charger and dad had the same phone and mentioned he kept a charger in his bureau drawer so he would always have a spare. He'd been on the road and I figured he wouldn't care if I used it until I got paid and could by another one so went looking for it.
While digging through his top drawer, which is where he tossed all his random belongings, I'd spotted a small envelope that was marked 'Robin cruise 2010'.
Mom and dad had gone on a cruise to the Bahamas for their twentieth anniversary and feeling a little nosy; I opened it and pulled out a stack of photos. The first few were of mom at a bar, on the beach, posing at a market. They were nothing special, but she was smiling away in all of them and I enjoyed seeing her happy.
I had briefly lingered over the one at the bar, she was leaning back on a stool and wearing a red dress that was pretty damn short and low cut enough to show more of her breasts than I'd ever seen her flaunt. Good for them I'd thought, and then sliding that one to the bottom of the pile dropped the stack when I saw the next one.
They landed face up on the floor and I found myself staring at a picture of my mother, lying naked between my father's legs with his cock in her hand. She was smiling at the camera and as I bent over and picked it up, I saw the next one. In this one she was rubbing his cock along her face with a look of pure lust in her eyes.
My fingers were trembling and I told myself to put the pictures back in the drawer and get out of there. But the look in mom's eyes and the sight of her with a cock in her face had a bizarre effect on me.
I knew I shouldn't be looking, but I couldn't look away. I looked at the next one and this time dad's cock-another reason I should be disturbed and not keep looking-was now in mom's mouth.
Not just in her mouth, but mom's red coated lips were at the base of his shaft and her large brown eyes were staring into the camera. Sitting on the bed I'd stared at the stack, there had to be another two dozen in my hand and unable to help it, I looked at each of them.
There were several of mom giving dad a blow job and in detail. Pictures of her running her tongue along his shaft, sucking on just the tip and a mind blowing one of her holding his cock while she sucked his balls.
In each picture her eyes were on the camera and in several she had a naughty smile on her face that told me she loved every minute of what she was doing. To my surprise my cock was responding to the pictures and when the next picture showed my mother jerking my father's spurting cock off into her mouth and face, I put my hand on it and was amazed at how hard I was.
The next pictures were as hardcore as anything I'd ever seen. Mom showing off a puddle of cum in her open mouth, then a shot of it drooling down her chin and back onto my father's oozing cock. Another showed mom licking cum from his shaft and smiling as she did.
I rubbed my cock as I put the stack down next to me and removed each picture to see the next. There was a series of pictures taken with her on her back, her legs spread, fingering her pussy. I stared at my mother's pussy, her hairless, glistening pussy. In one picture she was rubbing her clit with her red nails while dad pushed a vibrator inside her.
The pictures shifted to sex. Shots of mom over him, riding him, cupping her full breasts in her hands. Mom's eyes were closed and her lips parted as she straddled him, impaled on his cock. The majority of her breasts were tanned and the white tan lines showed she had been wearing a damn skimpy bikini while on the beach and added to the thrill.
But again, the look on mom's face; pure pleasure as she rode my father's cock. The pictures switched to mom on her back and her taking the pictures of dad kneeling between her legs. His face was buried in her pussy and the fingers of her free hand were pulling at his hair. Her feet were on his shoulders and his tongue on her clit.
The next featured dad now fucking her. His cock buried between her legs, which were spread wide, his hands around her ankles. The pictures became mom on her hands and knees, her ass in the air and dad sliding his cock inside her.
No longer able to help myself, I had unsnapped my pants and stroked my cock while looking at the shot of dad's wet cock pushing into her pussy. Dad must have been pointing the camera straight down as the photos showed only mom's pussy and him entering it. But also visible was her pink rosebud and my cock jumped in my hand at the sight of my mother's asshole.
Apparently Dad had been eying it as well as the next image featured his finger inside of it. Two pictures later his cock was easing into her ass. The next sent my hand into high speed. Dad was buried in her ass and in this one the camera caught her face as she looked at him over her shoulder. Mom's eyes were wide and her mouth open as she must have been crying out from him fucking her ass.
Mom's face was covered in sweat and her dark hair was stuck to her sweaty back. But again, her face; pain, pleasure and lust all in one. The last pictures were of mom on her back, her tits, chest and face, splattered with cum and a look of satisfaction on her face that sent me over the edge.
Right there on my parent's bed I had exploded, sending long spurts of cum onto my jeans. That night I lay there in bed consumed by the images of my mother not being a mother, but being an amazingly sexual woman.
She had looked-and been acting-like a damn porn star! Cum in her mouth, fucked in the ass and all the while smiling and loving it! The next morning when she came downstairs dressed for work in a professional length skirt and blouse I found myself staring at her calves and trying to see down her shirt every time she bent over to get something.
I kept looking at her face and instead of seeing the respectable woman in front of me with her long hair pinned up and her makeup done very lightly I saw her with her hair down, her lips painted slut red and covered in sweat and cum.
I imagined her on her knees squealing from a cock in either of her holes. As soon as she had left I had ran upstairs and pulled out the pictures and got off again.
I had done that every day for weeks until I'd come close to being caught when Dad came home early after one of his runs were canceled. The next day I took them and scanned then into my computer so I could see them whenever I wanted to. Once I had them it got to a point they were all I could think of and I was jerking off to the point my balls ached.
The final straw-and what led to my fantasies shifting from just seeing mom as a slut in bed to being her son's slut in bed-occurred early in the summer when we'd gone swimming at a pool party hosted by our neighbors.
I had been sitting by side of the pool, my feet in the water when mom, who had swum the length of the pool under water, had popped up between my legs.
She had put her hand on my leg and smiled up at me while brushing her hair from her face. Her bathing suit was a one piece and not that revealing, but was full of water and weighed down enough to show a lot of her chest. I'd stared down; picturing those tits covered in cum then when I looked at her face had a vivid image of her sucking my cock. Her lips wrapped around my hard flesh, her brown eyes locked on mine
I had no idea why that had come to me, but when she put her arms out and asked me to pull her up and we were face to face for a moment, she laughed, put her arms around my neck and kissed my cheek. It was an innocent move.
A happy gesture of affection from a mother to her son, but my lust addled mind could only focus on her wet hair on my arms and her heavy breasts pressing against my chest through her suit.
The water had been cold and I felt her nipples poking into me. The smile on her face, although one of just happiness, inspired images of her naughty smiles while she fucked my father and I saw her making them for me, looking down at me as she fucked me.
Mom had gotten her knees on the edge of the pool and when she stood, there was a brief moment when my face was between her thighs and level with her pussy.
She immediately turned to the side and stepped over my leg to walk over to the chair, but to this day that moment burned into my mind. Countless times I had replayed the scene, but with her pulling her bikini to the side and inviting me to lick her pussy. I'd had to slide into the pool so no one would see my hard on and left the party early to go home and jerk off.
At the time I had been dating Lynn and when I saw her the next night took her around the world like we were trying out for a porn shoot. She loved every minute of it and so did I, except for the fact all I kept thinking of was my mother.
I was lying back getting a nice slow blowjob from a pretty girl and rather than stare at her had closed my eyes and seen my mother down there. Every position, all that I kept seeing was mom in that position.
After the third night that sex with Lynn was nothing more than her doing the "work" I wished my mother was doing, I found a lame excuse to break up with her and had been single ever since, my sex life since Lynn had consisted of this, jerking off to a woman I could never-and should never touch.
My lust would drive those thoughts until I blew yet another load to my mother, then turn into guilt that I kept doing it.
But right now just thinking of those pictures had my cock throbbing more than ever and clicking cancel on delete I clicked slide show. As the picture of mom lying between Dad's legs popped up, I eased my sweat pants down, causing my dripping cock to spring free. Taking it in my hand I slowly stroked it as the picture with mom deep throating his cock came up.
"Damn." I whispered, as I usually did, when the one of mom jacking dad off into her mouth came up.
My cock jumped and despite how slow I was pumping it I doubted I would make it to the last picture before I would come. Knowing I was close I skipped ahead to where dad was fucking her doggy and was already anticipating the one where his cock was in her ass. One that picture came up and I saw not only my mother's ass filled with cock, but that look on her face I would pop. I could feel my cock getting ready to do so right now and as it came up, I clicked on it to freeze it there and stroked faster.
I was seconds away when the door opened behind me. In a panic I moved the mouse to the top of the image to close it, but instead hit minimize.
"Danny!" Dad exclaimed behind me, "Hey, kid I didn't know you were home."
Jerking my hand from the mouse I grabbed my pants and yanked them back up, fortunately my back was to the door and hopefully dad didn't notice the movement. I know he didn't see the picture or he would have been screaming at me.
"Uh...yeah, I never went out with Jack." I said, hoping I didn't sound as nervous as I felt. I could bring the mouse down to the task bar to close the picture, but it might bring it up as I highlighted it.
I looked over my shoulder at him, "So, what's up?"
"I need to print directions for tonight's trip, I'm going down to Maryland, and the frigging printer downstairs in your mother's office is on the fritz."
"Oh, you need to use mine?" I asked nervously.
"Yeah, just for a minute." He came around to the side of the desk, "That, okay?"
"Sure, I was just," The folder was still up on the computer, but all that was visible was the individual file numbers. "Going to work on something, but I can wait."
"Work on something." Dad smirked, "That a funny way of saying jacking off?"
"I...what?"
"Oh, please!" Dad laughed, giving me a playful punch in the arm, "You don't think I saw you yanking your pants up? And you look like you got caught with your hand in the cookie jar."
He was grinning and as I looked into his blue eyes, he winked. Seeing no way out of it, I owned up, "Um, yeah. I was going to, sorry."
"Don't be sorry." He laughed, "But seriously lock your door, your mother didn't know you were home and you know she comes in to grab your laundry sometimes. Now that would be embarrassing."
More than that if she saw what I whacked off to.
"Got it." I nodded, "Anyway," I moved the arrow of the mouse over to close the folder, "Let me..."
"XM." Dad read over my shoulder, "What's that mean, X-rated movies?"
It meant x-rated mom and I swallowed hard, hoping to hell he wasn't going to ask to see.
"No," I thought quickly, "XM radio, I'm making a play list." I hoped to hell he didn't notice the words JPEG after each file number.
"Oh sure." He grinned again, "Don't worry I don't want to see your.... playlist."
"It's music." I laughed, clicking the folder closed, but the pic remained at the bottom and he was right there. If he ended up bringing the mouse down over it...
"Sure, so can I get in there for a minute?"
"Yup." I slid out of the chair with my stomach in a knot. He sat down and to my relief went to the top of the screen. I frowned when I saw him going to history.
"What are you doing?"
"I map quested something a couple of days ago, figure I can get the link like this."
"Yeah." I bit my lip, trying to remember if I had deleted my browsing history.
Because I knew dad, and occasionally mom, had been using my printer lately I had been careful about deleting all the sites I'd gone to. Dad apparently knew I watched porn, but the names of some of the links, "Step mom seduction, mother fuckers, and family affairs."
"Shit nothing." Dad looked up at me, "Good move. Your mother uses this here and there."
"I know." I winked, back, "Just type map quest into the browser and then book mark it so it stays in favorites.
"Good idea, you know me with these things." He typed in the MapQuest and as it came up he moved the curser down towards the bottom of the screen, "I have no clue what any of these things mean except for the E."
To my horror, the cursor was moving towards the red square that would bring up the picture.
"What's this red box?" he asked, heading for it.
"Don't click that!" I exclaimed, pushing his hand off the mouse.
"Why?" he looked up at me suspiciously, "What are you looking at?"
"It's the page of something I'm getting you for Christmas!" Wow, where that had come from I didn't know, but was damn glad I came out with it.
"That's in two days." He rolled his eyes, "Little last minute, no?"
"They have free overnight shipping with Amazon prime." I told him.
"Okay." He shrugged, "You don't have to get me anything, and I'd rather you save your money for school or going out for some fun."
"Of course I have to get you a gift!" I smiled, "Come on, Dad, you're always doing things for me, I can get you a damn gift."
"Okay." He laughed, "I won't argue. But since you mentioned that, I have something coming in, hopefully tomorrow." He grunted, "Better be tomorrow or I'll be in the dog house worse than I already am. You'll be home before your mother and I'll be sleeping so grab it for me."
"No problem."
"I didn't put senior on it, so make sure you don't open it."
When I nodded he turned back to the computer and I said, "Hold on, look away for a sec. I'm closing this."



Dad turned his head and I put the cursor over the picture. For a split second the white box popped up, but before the image came into focus, I closed it out.
"There you go." I felt my stomach unclench.
Dad nodded and as he typed the address into the site and once the directions came up, hit print.
"So, Danny, can I talk to you?"
"Sure."
"Seeing you were home I take it you heard your mother and me fighting?"
"Um...yeah." I nodded.
"Sorry about that, we try to keep those things private and well I guess you heard I'm working tomorrow night."
"I know and hey, look, dad, you do what you have to do, but I see mom's point, you promised her."
"I did, but we can use the money and a man does what he has to for his family."
"Seems like his family wants him here." I pointed out.
"You know, I liked it better when I could buy you a toy and you would be quiet."
"Sorry." I grinned, "But I know this is kind of not my place, but I heard the whole thing and mom really wanted to have a good night."
"That's none of your business, got it?" Dad snapped, "Bad enough I get into that shit with her, I won't talk about it with you. We're your parents."
He pointed at me, "Danny, a son, should never be thinking of the words mother and sex at the same time, that's disrespectful."
His words cut deep as I thought of what I had been doing when he came in.
"Sorry, really this time."
"I know, but on the subject of women what's up, kid? I haven't seen you with anyone since Lynn."
"I don't know." I looked away evasively.
"What about that girl you work with? Your mother said she stopped in to," he laughed, "Scope her out and she said she was cute and seemed nice, why haven't you asked her out?"
"Focusing on school and work."
"Danny, these will be the best years of your life. It's great you work hard on grades and your job, but you need some fun, kid. Go get her!"
"Maybe."
"Maybe?" he stood up, removing the directions from the printer. "You are way too good looking to sit here whacking off." He laughed, "Hell, you look just like me!"
"Jeez," I sighed, "So much for my confidence."
"Funny." Dad tapped the side of his face, "But these baby blues I passed onto you have done okay for us."
He ran his fingers through his black hair, "And you have no worries about your hair going, although," he smirked, "They say baldness skips a generation and your grandpa lost his early, you could be in trouble."
"Hey!" I now fingered my own short thick hair, "It's not going anywhere."
"It might, better marry young. Or at least get out there on a damn date, or do you work out all the time to look good for yourself?"
"I like it." I made a show of flexing, "You're worried because this is the year I beat you on our New Years arm wrestling contest."
"Fat chance kid." Dad tapped his arm, "These guns got plenty of ammo left in them."
"We'll see, old guy."
"Age is a number." He grinned, "Look at women, all the guys your age are chasing women your mother's age these days, all that cougar stuff."
"Then take care of mom, old man, before some young guy finds her."
"Watch it, Danny." He said, but this time didn't sound upset.
"I don't know, Jack's always telling me mom's hot, better watch out."
"Tell that little shit a woman prefers men not boys."
"I'll pass it on." Dad nodded and as he looked over the directions I asked, "Hey, dad, how come you and mom don't do anything anymore, you know, like go out or go on another cruise like a few years ago?"
"Because things change as you get older. Why the interest in what we do?"
"Just hate to see you fight, that's all."
"Couples fight, it's nothing." He sighed, "Man to man? Your mother is at a point she's in overdrive and for guys? Not as much."
"She'll get past it and that's all I'm saying and I'm only saying that much because I've told you that you can talk to me about anything and I'm showing you I think that works two ways. We try to raise you right, Danny."
"You did and that's why I'm not with anyone, you said never use a girl for sex and right now there's just no one I'm interested in for more than that so I don't want to lead anyone on. That's why I haven't asked Jen out."
Dad nodded and clapped my shoulder hard enough to make me wince. "Now that I can understand, you're a good man, Danny, a real gentleman. Catch you tomorrow."
"Sure."
"I meant what I said," Dad told me, "I'm proud of you Danny, a lot of guys just think with their dick. When you find the right girl, you'll make her very happy."
"Hope so."
"You're mother's proud of you too, thinks you're," he laughed, "Her sweet little boy."
Dad waved and as he left my room I looked at the lap top and wondered what mom would think of her sweet little boy if she knew I had those pictures and what I did to them.
*****
"Hey, Danny." Mom knocked on my door and I looked up from the computer where I'd been playing and called out, "Come in."
Just before the door opened I had a flashback to my dream and envisioned her coming in dressed in something short and sexy, her long dark hair down, her lips...that faded as mom entered the room. She was wearing a pair of black jeans and a pink Red Sox t-shirt, her hair pulled back into a pony tail.
As she approached my mind even got going with that. The t-shirt wasn't tucked in, but was just snug enough across the top to show off her impressive chest. The jeans weren't painted on, but as she walked past me to turn the lamp on, I noticed they weren't as baggy as the sweat pants she hung around in and I could make out some of the curve of her ass.
The pony tail wasn't nearly as hot as her hair being down, but it did give her a cute girl next door look and would make a nice handle while she blew me or we did it doggy...Jesus, stop that!
"I told you to not watch the computer in the dark." Mom said coming back to lean against the desk next to me.
That put me at eye level with her chest and I was glad the t-shirt didn't show any cleavage, but as it was the words red and sox never looked so good.
"Sorry." I turned in the chair to face her. "What's up, mom?"
"I talked to your dad before he left." She sighed, "I'm sorry you heard us fighting, honey. We didn't know you were here."
"That's okay, everyone fights." I waved her off, "Dad said the same thing."
"Your dad was raised by his mom and my parents divorced when I was in my teens, we both feel it's a big deal to be a family and a happy one."
"We are." Not as much mom/son bonding for my taste, but pretty good, I grinned to myself. "Don't worry about it."
"But you heard it all."
"Yeah, dad has to work." I shrugged. "It sucks, but he thinks it's the right thing, at least he cares."
Mom stared at me for a minute her large expressive eyes on mine. She laughed softly.
"Very diplomatic, Danny, you are a good young man."
"What do you mean?" I furrowed my brow
"But a lousy liar." Mom tousled my hair and I shivered as her long nails scratched my scalp. "You heard us talking about other things."
"Umm, none of my business." I told her.
"I feel terrible, Danny, I said some raunchy things to your father. I don't want you to think I'm..."
"What?" I prodded thinking of all the dirty things she'd said and hoping I could get her to say something racy.
"Well that I'm not a slut I guess."
"Slut?" I put my hands up, "Mom, you're married, how would wanting a nice night with dad make you a slut?"
Mom nodded and smiled, "You know what, Danny, you're right. Thank you." She shook her head, "I guess maybe I've been listening to the old fashioned crap your father comes out with a little too much."
"Why, what does he say?"
"Oh, well," She seemed to be thinking about it and I hoped she was going to tell me. It was probably something stupid, but if it kept her talking about her sex life, I was all ears.
"You know, it's not worth talking about. Let's just say your grandmother was a religious woman who spent her life alone after his father ran off. She's old fashioned and bitter towards what a happy couples should enjoy."
"Oh, you mean like you guys telling me about sex meaning something all the time?"
"No, we simply instilled respect for women and yourself in you, she... I can sum it up by saying she didn't believe in sex as recreation."
"That's..."
"Enough." Mom spoke softly, raising her hand to cut me off, "I don't agree with her, but I don't think that aside from the talk we had with you a mother should be talking about her sex life with her son. I just brought it up because I wanted to apologize you heard me talking inappropriately."
"I thought you said you weren't old fashioned." I prodded.
"I thought I said drop it." She said with the tone that told me she was done. "It was inappropriate because my son heard me. End of discussion."
"Sorry, mom."
"That's," she stopped when a whistling sound came from my computer. "What was that?"
"It's telling me I have an e-mail."
"Oh. Anyway your father is working tonight and like you heard, tomorrow night. He'll sleep a good part of the day, but we're all going to have dinner together a little early, around four, so make sure you're around."
I nodded absently as mom spoke and looked at my e-mails. My eyes widened when I saw it was from FantasyX and the subject was 'your order'. I opened it and was surprised to see that according to the tracking update it was going to arrive tomorrow! Merry Christmas to me!
"Danny!"
"Huh?" I shook my head.
"I said make sure you're here by four for dinner."
"I will." I assured her, now that I knew this was coming I would be coming right home after my six to eleven am shift.
The mail usually came around noon so I would be here to get the package.
"I'm only working half a day tomorrow," Mom continued, "but have to do some last minute shopping, but I'll be home by three okay?"
"Sure." I felt a wave of self loathing at the fact my mother was sitting in front of me while I was thinking of the mother son incest movie I was getting tomorrow.
"Good." Mom pushed away from the desk, "Hey, I want you to do something for me."
"Anything you want." I told her thinking she could be in trouble if she said those words to me, so much for guilt.
"Dad has to leave by six, and it will just be us. I want you to think of something we could do together that would be fun."
Well now that you mention it. "Um, like what?"
"I don't know." Mom snapped her fingers, "How about games? I'll make a deal with you, no matter what game you pick I'll play, even if it's a video game, how's that?"
"Sure." I told her, thinking too bad strip poker wouldn't be on the table, "I that would be fun."
"Really?" she raised her eyebrows skeptically, even though I'm your mom?"
"Especially because you're my mom." I told her with a grin.
*****
I arrived home and after pulling in the driveway checked the mail box. Our mail man usually left small packages in there and I was disappointed to see only a couple of Christmas cards. Taking them with me I walked up to the front door and peeked down as I opened the screen door, hoping he had left the package between the doors.
Again there and I shrugged, maybe the mail was running late today due to the heavy volume of last minute gifts. I entered the house and sat down on the couch figuring I would wait for the mail. Mom said she wouldn't be home until three and dad hadn't gotten home until just before six as I was leaving for work and was most likely still sleeping.
It had been a long five hour shift, ever since I'd seen the e-mail all I could think about was how hot that video was going to be and I'd been hard several times during work. More than once I'd caught Jen looking at me and wondered what was wrong with me?
It was true I didn't want to use her, but the only reason I was holding back was I was obsessed with a woman I had no right being obsessed with. I should push that crap out of my mind and ask Jen out and see how it went, she was a sweet girl, with long dark hair and big brown eyes...and that's what bothered me, she looked like a much younger version of my mother and that would just be begging for trouble.
I leaned back on the couch and pulled out my phone figuring I would text Jack when I noticed I had a new e-mail.
I clicked on it and saw it was once again, from FantasyX. I opened it and frowned.
Your package was successfully delivered today at 10:44am. "Oh, my God," I whispered, as I read the rest of it, Signed for by Dan Pine.
I lowered the phone as my stomach tightened. The mail man must have rung the bell rather than leave the package as he always did and Dad had signed for it. I took a deep breath, it would be okay, I had told him I was waiting for something and, he wouldn't open it. But hadn't he told me he was waiting for something too?
"Okay, stay cool." I said aloud.
Dad probably got both packages and I was sure he knew which one was his. The other was probably waiting for me on my bed. I walked up the stairs, careful to move as quietly as possible figuring dad had gone back to sleep. I entered my room and not bothering to close the door hurried over to my desk where dad always left my mail.
"Looking for something?"
I jumped and turning saw dad sitting on my bed.
"Oh, uh, hey dad." I fought to not sound scared, "I thought you'd be sleeping."
"I was. We have a different mail man this week so he rang the bell."
"Oh." I looked at his face, trying to see if he was mad or not, but his face was devoid of expression. "So did you get the package you were waiting for?"
"I did." He nodded, "Something came for you too."
"Oh, cool." I made a sad attempt at a smile. "Where is it?"
"Danny, can I ask you something?"
"Sure." I said nervously, "What?"
"What I want to know is, " Dad took a deep breath and picked up a red DVD case. I felt like someone had kicked me in the stomach when I saw the words Loving Mothers.
"What the fuck is wrong with you?" Dad yelled, coming off the bed so fast I stepped backwards thinking he was going to hit me. "What the fuck is this shit?"
He waved the video around wildly, coming close to hitting me in the head with it. I took another step backwards and my legs hit the edge of the chair in front of my desk, I lost my balance and fell into it, cringing when he loomed over me and shoved the video in my face.
"I asked you a question!" he snapped, "Now fucking answer me!"
I swallowed nervously, my heart pounding. I had never seen dad this mad before, his eyes were bulging and I could see his temple throbbing. More than that, although dad was a truck driver and swore like one at work, he rarely swore around me even though I was an adult, he said it was disrespectful to use that language around family.
He'd already dropped more f-bombs than I'd heard from him in years.
"I said answer me!" Dad slammed the DVD so hard on the desk the case cracked. "What the fuck is this?"
"It's...it's...just a dirty movie."
"Is that all?" He asked, "Try again, kid it's a lot more than that."
I tried to stay calm. "I thought you didn't care if I watched stuff like that."
"I don't' give a shit you watch that stuff, but this, " he stopped and took a deep breath. "Is different, you know why?"
"I...well..." "Because this is about mothers fucking their sons!" he yelled so loud I leaned back in the chair in a vain attempt to put some distance between us. "This is fucking disgusting! You're sick you know that, Danny?"
I looked down at the cracked case in his hand, come on, think, think! "I didn't order that."
"You didn't?" he asked lifting it and looking down at it, "Well it was for Dan Pine and I didn't order it."
His hand was shaking as he held it and his face was bright red, his shoulders were heaving he was breathing so hard and I swore I was close to pissing myself he looked so angry.
"Danny, we have always talked about everything, a father should always talk to his children, find out what's going on, so," he paused and took another breath, "I am going to give you a shot here; you say this is a mistake?"
"Yes, dad." I nodded so vigorously, my neck cracked,
"How?"
"I did order from them, but I ordered a different movie, a Milf movie so, um, maybe..."
"So you wanted to watch other guy's mom's fuck, not yours, is what you're saying?"
"I...yes, I didn't want to watch real moms but uh," I shrugged, "Even that one's still not, you know...my mom."
"Anybody who watches this filth is thinking of their mom." He looked at the back of it and read out loud. "The ultimate collection for all you aspiring mother fuckers around the world. Watch real moms take care of their boys in every way."
He shook his head, his lips curled in disgust and this time when he smashed it on the desk several pieces of plastic flew in the air.
"This is the sickest fucking shit I have ever seen!" He shouted.
"But it's not what I wanted." I put my hands up and saw they were shaking.
"No?" he stared down at me, "You're sure you didn't buy this?"
"Positive."
"Danny, what have I always told you is the one thing you can do that will always get you in trouble?"
"Lie." I said quietly.
"Right." I jerked back when he leaned over and reached out towards me.
His hand went past me and grabbing the mouse he said softly, "That movie could have been a mistake, I really wanted to think so, but I decided to do a little snooping."
He shook the mouse and when the screen came up I was staring at the picture of mom, smiling away at the camera, cum dripping down her face.
I started to say something, but it turned into a sharp cry of pain when my father slapped me in the face.
"What the fuck is the matter with you?" he shouted, grabbing my hair he turned my head so I was looking at the picture, "You see that? That's your mother! Your goddamn mother!"
"Dad...I..."
"Shut up!" Dad slapped the other side of my face and letting go of my hair raised his hand to hit me again.
I sat there with tears running down my cheeks, some of the tears were due to my eyes watering from the blows that had left my cheeks stinging, but most of them were from shame. Now caught in the act and seeing how upset my normally calm father was, and knowing he had every right to be, made me realize once and for all how sick this was.
I closed my eyes, preparing for another slap that I more than deserved, but when nothing happened, I opened them to see dad had crossed his arms. He still looked mad as hell and it dawned on me he was restraining himself from hitting me again.
"You...want....to....have...sex...with....your....mother." He spoke slowly each word coming between a deep breath as if he were trying not to explode.
"No!"
"Stop lying to me!" he yelled, "Just stop it! Those pictures were in my drawer, not my computer. You took them and copied them and put them here! You...these are what you were looking at yesterday! This was right in front of me yesterday and you hid it! You were sitting here jerking off to your own mother!"
"Dad, please..." I stammered.
"Please what?" he demanded, "Stop yelling at you? I haven't even gotten started yet! Now let's try again, you want to fuck your mother!"
"No...no."
"Bullshit!" He slammed his fist down on the desk hard enough to make everything on it shake. "You want her! Fuck Danny theses aren't pictures of her in a bikini that you can say you just think she's pretty. These are as dirty as they get! This is what you want to do to her, you see you doing this don't you?"
"I..." "You want her to be doing those things to you, want her being a fucking whore for you!"
I started to shake my head and dad helped with another slap to the right side of my face.
"Say it!" he yelled, "Be a man and own your shit! Look me in the eye and tell me I'm right." He closed his eyes and took another long deep breath, when he opened them he spoke more calmly. "Admit it and we go from there, but you will not keep lying to me."



"Okay." I looked up into his glaring eyes and whispered, "You're right, Dad. I think about mom like that."
"Like what?"
"Like," I pointed at the picture on the lap top. "Like that."
"Like that? Grow up!" he snarled, "Say it."
"Dad..."
"Say it!" "I want to fuck my mother." my words turned into a sob and I started to lower my head, but catching me roughly by the chin, dad lifted my face to meet his gaze.
"You're sick Danny, fucking sick. You have no idea how sick you really are. That's your mother! It's fucking unnatural to see her like that! Danny, your mother loves you, she loves you more than anything!"
"She's good to you, she takes care of you she...she's your mother! And you think of her like this? Why? Because you saw some pictures? You should have dropped those things like a fucking stone and left them there! You should be ashamed of yourself!"
"I am." I said weakly.
"Because I caught you! Otherwise you'd just keep going! Christ, now....Damn it, Danny! Now every time I see you look at her I'm going to know this is what you see!"
"I'm sorry."
"Sorry doesn't cover this! But you'll be even sorrier soon because I'm giving you two weeks to find a fucking roommate and get the hell out of my house!"
"Dad!"
"Dad, nothing! I don't even think you should be around your mother. Every time she walks by you probably see her doing something dirty to you!"
"No, that's..." I was going to deny it, but stopped, he was right. "I'll go to talk to someone, dad, I'll..."
"You can do whatever you want, but you won't do it here!" Dad yelled again. "You're out Danny, go live with your friend Jack that way the two of you can talk dirty about your mother, after all you both think about fucking her right?"
"Dad, please don't." I begged, "I'd have to tell mom."
"Oh, damn straight you'll tell your mother!" he told me. "I'm going to make you tell her that way I don't hear any shit about tossing your sick ass out of..."
"What the hell is going on?" We both turned to see mom standing in the doorway, "Dan, I heard you yelling from downstairs, and...Oh my god, Danny your face!"
She hurried over and in a panic I grabbed the mouse and closed the picture.
"Dan, did you hit him?" Mom asked, reaching out to my face.
"Yes and he deserved it!" Catching mom by the arm he pulled her away from me, "Don't touch him."
"Dan, what the hell is wrong with you?" Mom demanded, pulling her arm from his grasp, "What could he do to make you this mad?"
"Good question." Dad nodded, "Should you tell her or should I?"
"Dad, please don't." I whispered, tears streaming down my cheeks.
"Danny!" Mom stepped towards me, "Baby, what's the matter?"
"Don't call him that, he'll get excited." Dad said and caught her arm again, "Before you get all motherly with your little boy, how about I tell you what I found out he out he's been doing?"
"Danny, you're not smoking anything are you?" She asked her eyes wide.
"I wish he was." Dad sighed, "That would be easy to deal with. Hey, Danny, last chance to tell your mother what you watch in here."
I sat there in silence, my stomach turning. I didn't want dad to tell her, but it seemed there was no stopping him and I had no way out. Mom stared down at me, a look of concern on her face and that made me feel worse.
"Watch?" she asked, "Danny, are you watching porn?"
"Oh, yeah he is." Dad replied.
"Um, well...he's over eighteen what's the big deal?" Mom shrugged, "As long as we don't hear it. Boys will be boys right?"
Dad laughed humorlessly, "Mama's boys even."
"Alright Dan, enough with the games, I want to know why the hell you're so mad and you better have a damn good reason for hitting our son."
Dad looked at me and like a pathetic little kid I shook my head.
"Fine." Dad picked up the shattered DVD case, "This came in the mail today and it sure as hell isn't mine."
Mom looked at the lurid cover and read the title, "Loving mothers?" She looked at me then back at the movie, "Oh."
Dad turned it around and held the back of it up to her face to read the description. Mom's eyes widened and she shook her head, "Danny, why would you want something like this?"
"Why do you think?" dad asked, "Seems your little boy wants to be your little man."
"No!" Mom shook her head and to my surprise slapped the DVD from dad's hand. "You're wrong, this is a mistake! My son wouldn't think of me like that!"
"Oh, no?" Dad asked.
"No and you had no right to hit him! This is a mistake, isn't it Danny?" she turned to me. "You don't see me that way do you, honey?"
I stared into her eyes and saw they were already filling up and her lip was trembling.
"Danny?" Dad asked, quietly. I shifted my gaze to him and saw he appeared calmer and when he spoke it was in a soft tone, but his words twisted into my stomach like a knife. "Tell your mother the truth."
"Mom," I choked back a sob, then forced the words from my mouth, "I've been thinking bad things about you."
"Bad things." She repeated a stunned look on her face, "Danny," she looked down at the DVD on the floor, "I...this is my fault."
"What?" Dad exclaimed.
"I must have done something wrong, I must have been inappropriate somehow." Mom shook her head and my heart broke at the sight of tears rolling down her cheeks, "I failed somewhere as a mother."
"Bullshit!" Dad snapped, "You're an amazing mother! Danny!" he pointed at me, "You really going to let your mother blame herself for your sick shit?"
"Mom, you didn't do anything wrong."
"No, it's me." Mom nodded, "A parent has to take responsibility."
"Enough!" Dad leaned over and slapping my arm away from the mouse clicked the folder and brought up the picture of mom on her hands and knees staring wildly over her shoulder as dad fucked her.
"Oh my God!" Mom cried out, "Her hands going to her face, "Oh...oh God, Danny!"
I lowered my head in shame as dad spoke.
"That your fault, Robin? Your fault he found those and got so fucking turned on he put them on his computer so he could jerk..."
"Stop it!" Mom choked out, "Don't say it! I know what he does with those." She looked at me with a look of disappointment that brought the tears back to my eyes. "Danny, I can't believe you think of me like this."
"I'm so sorry mom!" I sobbed, "I love you, I really do!"
"Bet you do." Dad muttered, "Loving mothers, right?"
"Dan stop, we have to talk about this."
"Nothing to talk about, he's in college he can go live on campus, he's leaving after the holidays. Merry fucking Christmas to us." He grunted.
"No! He's not moving out!" Mom turned to dad, "This is a problem, but we are not throwing our son out!"
"Then you better lock your door at night." Dad pointed at me, "And don't drink anything he gives you."
"I wouldn't hurt my mother!" I yelled at him.
"Don't raise your voice to me!" Dad shouted back, "You're lucky I didn't give you what you really deserve."
"Dan! Please!" Mom grabbed his arms, "I know you're mad and I don't blame you. But let's calm down and talk about this."
"Nothing to talk about. Our son's a fucking deviant. You know Robin you bitch at me about sex, but fact is its all anyone thinks about these days, its fucking everywhere and look what happens," he gestured towards me,
"Kid starts watching regular dirty movies and ends up finding pictures of you he should be disgusted by and he thinks its fucking hot!"
"We'll figure this out." Mom repeated, "We all need to just take some time and decide how."
"I know how." Dad picked up the DVD and slammed it down into the trash can next to my desk. "He can go live with his little pervert friend, he thinks you're hot too, so they have something in common."
"He's not leaving I... Dan! Don't walk away from me!" Mom grabbed his arm as he began to walk towards my door.
"It's best for all of us if I do." Dad eased from her grip. "Danny, I have never been more disgusted in my life. If I stay here I'm going to lose my fucking mind, because right now, kid, I can't stand looking at you."
"Dad, I didn't mean to..."
"Get caught. I know." He shook his head and for the first time his anger was replaced by a pained expression, "I can't tell you how disappointed I am in you."
He walked away towards my door speaking over his shoulder as he did, "I wouldn't get to close to him if I were you."
Mom had put her back to me and stood there silently. I had no idea what to say and for the first time in months I looked at her back without checking out the length of her skirt of her legs.
I sat there sniffling like a baby and trying to muster the nerve to say something to her. Mom turned to face me and I felt another wave of shame when I saw the tears on her face.
She looked down at me and her eyes shifted to the left and she whispered, "Get rid of that picture."
"Okay." I closed it out and she added, "Delete it, and then go into your recycling bin and delete it from there. I want all of those pictures off that computer tonight and any other video or story you have on there about mothers."
She looked down and leaning over pulled what was left of the DVD case from the trash. She removed the disc and with a look of disgust snapped it in half and dropped it back into the bucket.
Mom looked as if she were going to say something else, but instead turned and started to leave the room.
"Mom?" I forced myself to speak, "I'm sorry."
Without looking at me she continued to walk out the door, but called out.
"You should be."
******
I sat on my bed, staring at the TV screen and trying to get into Call of Duty in an attempt to distract myself from what had to be the worst day of my life.
"What the fuck are you, doing Danny?" Jack yelled through the headphones, "You just got us fucking killed again!"
"Oh," I rolled my eyes at the screen when I realized I'd tripped yet another mine, "Sorry, Jack, I'm just not into it."
"So what's wrong, you need to talk?" he asked.
"I'm in deep shit, but can't talk about it." I sighed, "Hey you think Roger and Rob would let me stay there for awhile? I'll sleep on the couch and I can pay a little bit for rent."
"What?" I winced as his voice rose in the headphones and on the screen his character stopped moving, "Dude, that the hell is going on?"
"I don't want to say, but I really might need a place to stay after Christmas, what do you think?"
"I think your folks would never throw you out and you'd be nuts to leave, but if it's that bad, we can talk about it, at least for a little while."
"Thanks, Jack." I sighed, "I appreciate it."
"Sure, but I'm going to make you tell me what you did though."
I looked up at a knock on the door, "Hey, I have to go, okay?"
"Yeah, sure, Merry Christmas."
"Yeah, you too." I said with little enthusiasm. I pulled the headphones off and shutting off the game called out, "Come in."
Dad entered the room and came over to where I was sitting on the end of the bed.
"I'm heading out." He said, "But I wanted to talk to you for a minute."
"Okay." I nodded.
"Tomorrow's Christmas and for your mother's sake I want to try to have a good day. We're putting this on hold for a couple of days, and then we talk about it. The three of us, got it?"
"Yes sir." I said softly
"Your mother doesn't feel good so she's already on bed. Needless to say she wasn't up for cooking so we ordered Chinese, there are leftovers in the fridge, make sure you eat."
"I will."
Dad was silent for a moment and I remained where I was, staring at his boots. He cleared his throat and spoke quietly.
"I'm sorry I hit you."
"I deserved it." I told him.
"No, I was wrong." He insisted, "But it's good to hear you say you think you had it coming." He paused then surprised me by sitting next to me on the bed.
"Danny you really upset me. What you were doing is...well it got to me and I over reacted. Now that doesn't mean it's any less wrong, but I didn't act like an upset parent, I acted like an asshole."
"No, dad, I'm the one who's wrong, all this is my fault." I said, looking up at him. "I'm sorry, I really am."
"I hope you are. You know I'm more upset for your mother more than for me. This really hurt her. We talked for over two hours and she keeps thinking she did something to bring this on, that she teased you somehow."
"No, it's not her. I just saw..."
"I don't want to know right now." Dad put his hand up, "We'll talk when we're all cooler about it, day after Christmas."
"Okay, but I would like to tell mom I'm sorry tonight."
"Let it wait, she's sleeping and I think you should leave it be."
"Okay." I said and wiped at my eyes, which were misting up again at the thought of how much I'd hurt my mother.
"What I will tell you though is I'm not going to ask you to leave, that was another over reaction."
"Thank you!" A wave of relief flooded through me.
"But." He raised his finger, "That's based on two things. One, I never find you with anything like that again, two, we're going to get you an appointment with someone to talk to because Danny its unnatural to see your mother like that and you need some help."
"You're right, dad." I agreed, "I know you said we won't talk about it until later, but I don't know what's wrong with me. I would think of mom like that and one minute think it was you know." I looked away from him. "A turn on, but then I would feel bad, but I just couldn't get it out of my head."
Dad put his hand on my arm, "Good to hear you say that Danny, it makes me feel a little better and you tell her that too, when she's ready to talk. I blame all that smut you watch."
"No, most of it isn't that stuff."
"No, but it leads to it. Look, I was raised with views that are old fashioned, sex should be between people who love each other and it should be private not all over the friggin internet. People watch this stuff and you get into one thing then another and next thing you know you're into whips and chains and hurting people or...stuff like that movie you bought."
He laughed, softly, "You heard us arguing earlier, your mother thinks I'm a little to dull about that stuff, but I'm right Danny, thinking about it too much is no good."
"Okay."
"Guess I know why you didn't have a girlfriend. I think you need to ask that girl out, Danny, be with a person you should be with."
"I'll think about it."
"You do that, meantime," he stood up, "I'm leaving, I'll see you in the morning okay."
"Thanks for talking to me, dad." I wiped at my eyes, "Sorry I hurt you guys."
"We'll all get past it." He said, "But do me a favor okay?"
"What's that?"
"You wait for your mother to come to you to talk, don't go to her, got it?"
"I promise."
"Good," he noticed the stricken look on my face and sighed, "She'll be okay, Danny, but she needs some time."
"You sure?"
"Of course, I am." Dad assured me, "Danny, mad or not, hurt or not, your mother loves you. You're her son and no one will ever love you the way your mother will."
Dad looked at his watch and with an awkward wave left the room. I sat there thinking about his last words, no one could ever love a boy the way his mother could. I thought of mom lying in her bed, alone and upset.
Thought about going in there to say I was sorry. Mom would forgive me and hug me and then tell me she felt that way too, just like in all the movies and she'd lay me back on the bed.
"Please, stop." I put my hands to my head, as if I could block out those thoughts.
But the image of mom telling me she was turned on, knowing I wanted her stayed with me. I looked around the room and standing, went over and locked my door. Walking over to my bed, I reached underneath it, into the hole in the box spring and slid out the copies of the pictures I had printed months ago in case I ever lost them on the computer.
I stared at the one of mom laying back and spreading her legs and fought with myself. I was torn between throwing them out and getting on my bed and jerking off to them again. I sighed disgustedly already knowing what I would end up doing.
*****
"Did it." I said aloud as I stared down at the small paper shredder I'd grabbed from mom's office.
After lying on my bed and stroking to the pictures of mom, I stopped in mid stroke and instead of seeing her face in my lap; I saw that look of hurt in her eyes. I sat up, tucked my cock away and after getting the shredder from downstairs, fed each of the pictures into it.
I came close to stopping several times. As dad had demanded I had deleted all the pictures from the lap top then from the recycling bin. Once these were gone, the only ones left would be the originals and something told me after today Dad might be getting rid of those.
I waged war with myself with each picture, hesitating and thinking maybe just keep a couple, but holding onto the image of how upset my mother was I managed to shred all of them.
Shutting it off, I dumped the strips of paper into my trash and left the shredder near my door to take down later. I went and took a long hot shower, the entire time making a conscious effort to keep my hands off my cock, lest I revisit a favorite fantasy of mom with me in the shower. Nope, dad was right, hell I had been right, this was sick and not fair to mom and I had to get over it somehow.
The idea of talking to someone about this was unnerving, but if it would make my mother more comfortable knowing I was, then I would do it. I returned to my room and dressing in a pair of jogging pants and a t-shirt thought about getting some food downstairs, but hadn't noticed if mom was in her room or not and I didn't want to run into her downstairs. Dad was right; I would wait for her to talk to me.
In the meantime I would just lie down and wait to fall asleep, thinking about how I'd not only ruined Christmas this year for my parents, but hurt them. I sighed disgustedly as I sat back against the pillows, closed my eyes. Within seconds I opened them at the sound of a knock.
"Mom?" I called out.
"Yes, can I come in?"
"Sure." I said nervously, wanting to see her, but at the same time, dreading it.
Mom entered my room and closing the door behind her approached the bed. I was surprised to see she was wearing her Santa hat, the one I made for her when I was in middle school and she wore every year. Beneath the hat her ldark hair was down she had on the long black robe she usually wore.
As she walked I noticed she was barefoot and she wasn't wearing pajamas under the robe. Instead when the black material shifted as she walked I caught a glimpse of her bare leg. She was barefoot as well, which was also odd, as her normal not so sexy night attire usually consisted of her fuzzy black slippers. Her toes were painted red to match her fingers and I caught my eyes working from her feet and up the robe, trying to get a glimpse of her leg.
Stop it, Danny. I told myself as she stood next to the bed.
"Can I sit down, honey?" she asked.
"Of course!" I sat up against the headboard and mom surprised me by coming up to the head of the bed and sitting down sideways so she was facing me where I sat.
She crossed her leg and again I fought to pull my gaze from her exposed lower leg. No, not just her lower leg, I could see part of her inner thigh where the robe fell away. I cursed at myself and shifted my eyes to her face. My eyes narrowed when I noticed she had on lipstick and eye shadow, why the hell would she be made up to hang around the house?
"How are you, Danny?" she asked, "You okay?"
"Yeah, I...mom I'm sorry!" I blurted out, "I really am!"
Mom silenced me by first putting her fingers to my lips, then leaning over and hugging me tightly. I put my arms around her and hugged her back, grateful for her touch.
"It's okay, baby." Mom said soothingly in my ear, "I love you."



"I love you too." I whispered.
Mom continued to hold me and I wasn't complaining. Her robe was soft and warm and her hair was in my face and smelled pleasantly of strawberries. My hands were on her back and I slid them down towards her waist, enjoying the feeling of her body beneath the...I frowned in her hair. As my hands made their way down her back it dawned on me I didn't feel the edge of a shirt or sleeves and wondered what she was wearing under it.
As soon as that thought hit, I pulled away from her. I had to get a grip on myself.
"Danny, I'm sorry your father got so upset at you."
"He said he was sorry, "I told her, "Before he left, but he didn't have to be I deserved it."
"No, you didn't not like that." She ran her fingers along my cheek. "Your dad and I take parenting seriously and there was no excuse for him to get that angry."
"There was I...mom I...don't know what to say, dad's right! I'm sick and I shouldn't have ever looked at those pictures never mind keep them."
"I know what you did, Danny." Mom said, "And I want to talk about it."
"Okay." I nodded, "But I don't know what to say except, I'll go talk to whoever you want."
"No you won't." She shook her head, "I don't want that."
"Why?"
"We'll get to that, but let's just say that you and I are going to work this out tonight. By tomorrow morning this issue will be resolved."
"It will be?" I asked, "How?"
"You and I are going to work it out."
"Dad said we would all talk after Christmas."
"We will," she nodded, "But it will already be taken care of we'll just be making him happy."
"Um, sure."
"Danny," Mom looked down at her hands which were now in her lap, "I need to ask you a couple of questions. First one is can we be adults about this?"
"What do you mean?" I asked while trying to keep my eyes off mom's chest. The robe was open more than usual, enough to see some of her more than ample cleavage.
"I mean you're my son and you're young, but you are nineteen and an adult and I need to know if you can handle an adult conversation with me, one that might be, and a little frank."
"Frank."
"To me, seeing you've spent months looking at pictures of me sucking cock we should be able to, but I want to be sure."
"Mom!" I exclaimed.
"What?" she widened her eyes.
"You never talk like that."
"Around you I don't, but you heard me with your dad earlier. Besides, isn't that how you want me to talk?"
"What do you mean?"
"In your fantasies don't I talk and act like that? Don't tell me I'm a prim and proper woman in your dreams. I'm the woman doing all those slutty things in the pictures and that woman would say things like, sucking cock and fuck me, and suck my tits, wouldn't she?"
I swallowed "Why are you talking like this?"
"I thought it's what you wanted?"
"No," I shook my head, Mom, I don't want you to act like that."
"Yes, you do." She said softly, "This is why I asked if you can handle being a grown up, Danny. This is a serious conversation and you need to be man enough to handle it."
"I get that, but like I told dad, sometimes, I guess a lot of times I thought of you like that, but then I would feel bad."
"Why?" Mom asked, reaching out and putting her hand on my thigh.
"Because you're my mom."
"But if that bothered you, you would have dropped those pictures the second you saw them. But you didn't. I want to know why, what made you keep them, what made you do what you did to them?"
I looked down at my lap and my eyes fell on mom's hand on my leg, her long slender fingers, her deep red nails. Her hand was about a foot from my crotch and with a start I remembered I wasn't wearing any underwear. If I didn't keep my mind clear of all the things I'd been thinking of and popped a rod like I had so many times around mom the last few months, I might be in even deeper trouble.
"Danny, listen to me. This is your chance to speak freely and tell me the truth, there's no wrong answers, okay?"
"It's all wrong."
"Maybe, maybe not."
"What?"
"It might not be as wrong as you think, but we need to talk about it. Danny." Mom took my chin in her other hand bringing my face level with hers. "This is just us right now, next time it will be with your father and he won't be as understanding as me, so let's the two of us get it all out in the open."
"But I feel funny, talking about this."
"Not as funny as I felt finding out my son is interested in me sexually." She countered, "But I'm here to talk. We're family and family does what it has to now always what we want to. So will you talk to me or do we need to wait until your father turns everything into a fight?"
"I'll try."
"Tell you what." Mom released my chin and stroked hers in thought, "How about we try this, is there anything you want to ask me?"
"About?"
"The pictures, you were so obsessed with them, what would you like to know?"
"Well..." I looked away, and then figured, what the hell, mom knew everything anyway. "I heard you guys fighting and that's not the first time, you say dad's a dud, but um, well those pictures, they weren't you know, boring."
"No, they weren't." She shook her head, "And that's a good question, an adult question. The answer? I got your father stinking drunk that night and got him to cut loose with me. We went at it like we were horny teenagers, the way it should be and I talked him into taking the pictures not just to make it hotter, but to show him later, remind him of how much fun we can have."
"But he didn't think so?"
"Nope." She sighed, "Your father was ashamed of himself, and he apologized to me for treating me like a whore. I told him that he wasn't that I loved it. Danny, a good woman is a whore for her man, but only for him, I tried to explain that and he..."
She waved her hand, "Let's just say I never changed his mind. He threw the pictures out twice and I kept getting them and putting them back in his draw and eventually he forgot about them."
"So you guys don't ever...like that?"
"Don't what Danny, fuck?" When my eyes widened she rolled hers, "Adults remember? I think you've heard enough to know that answer. You also know how I amuse myself don't you?"
I looked confused and she gave me a tight smile, "I thought my toys had been moved, but figured I was wrong, God knows your father wouldn't touch them."
I blushed and lowered my head again.
"What else have you done? Have you gone through my drawers? Masturbated into my underwear, my shoes?"
An image of stroking my cock with some of my mother's panties flashed through my mind. I didn't answer, but mom nodded. "I thought so."
"Sorry, mom, it won't happen again."
"Yes, honey it will." She said in a matter of fact tone.
"No, I promise!" I told her, "I won't touch your stuff or look at you like that!"
"You can't help it, Danny." She shook her head.
"Well, then Dad's right, I'll go talk to someone."
"You'll talk to me." She patted my thigh, "Honey, I'm going to ask you to tell me as simply as you can why those pictures turned you on. You can say whatever you want, I won't be mad, but I want the truth."
"I think..." I tried to get my thoughts together.
It wasn't easy as mom was now swinging her leg back and forth and my eyes followed her movements.
"You think...?"
"I think it was just seeing you like that." I told her, "Like a woman, not my mom, not the boring office manager, but a woman."
"You never knew I was a woman?" she raised her eyebrows.
"I did, but not like that." I put my hands up, "I'm not sure what I'm saying."
"Keep talking and you'll get it out." She encouraged me.
Leaning back onto the bed so she was now resting on her elbows, she nodded, "Go ahead."
I had to take a minute to compose my voice as her leaning away had caused her robe to pull apart and I was now looking at the inner half of her breasts. Even as I averted my gaze it struck me that this was a test. Mom was showing herself off more than usual to see how I would respond. I decided to concentrate on my words rather than her chest and pushed on.
"I always thought you were beautiful, mom. But you kind of don't show it, you dress and act kind of..."
"Conservative."
"Yes." I nodded, "And you are my mother so I guess I never thought that you could be like that. I knew I should have put those pictures down, but I just kept looking and I was...."
"You were?" She prodded, "Go ahead, it's not like I don't know."
"I got turned on and I couldn't stop thinking about them. After a while I made copies and looked at them almost every night. But I wasn't thinking of you actually with me then, just how hot you were."
"So what changed?"
"It was kind of stupid." I sighed.
"Tell me."
Feeling like an idiot I told mom about the incident at the pool and how that one brief moment had gotten my mind racing about her wanting me.
"Like I said, stupid."
"So I did lead you on." She sat back up, "Honey, I'm sorry."
"No!" I said quickly, "Mom, that was nothing! Guys see their mom's in bathing suits all the time. It was me; I was already seeing you that way that just kind of set me off more."
Mom didn't look convinced, but moved in a different direction. "A minute ago you said you always thought I was beautiful, did you mean it?"
"Yes, you are mom, you're gorgeous."
"Okay, let's not get carried away." She laughed.
"Really you are, you're beautiful and sweet and loving and the pictures showed me you could be as nasty as you could be nice and I just..." I hesitated.
"When I was watching all those movies and reading the dirty mom son stories they would say things like who could love a son better than his mother. That a mother could take care of him like no other woman and that a son would want to please his mom more than any other man would, they made it sound so good, I guess."
"So you're admitting you desire me?"
"I thought you knew that." I said nervously.
"No." she said softly, "I knew those pictures had you thinking of me, but you were getting movies about mother's and sons. I guess I was hoping you were just fantasizing about a mother with their son, not you and I, but you just told me I was wrong."
"I'm sorry." I said weakly.
"It's okay, Danny I want you to be honest. So you've thought about me every day?"
"Yes." I saw no reason to try to deny anything at this point.
"When you see me, you think about me doing those dirty things with you?"
"I do."
"So obsessed is the right word."
"It is, but I'll get better."
"No, you won't." Mom put her hand over mine. "You won't because you'll never know what it's like. When we desire something we're never satisfied until we experience it. Even if it's bad for us, we don't listen to warnings we need to do it to find out if it was or not."
"But a..." Is struggled to get the word out, "A therapist would help."
"Know what they would do, Danny?"
"Not really."
"I have a friend who's a psychiatrist. I called them earlier and told them I knew someone who was fixated on their sister and what did she think they would do about something like that."
"What did she say?" I tried not to sound nervous.
"She said since that harboring a taboo attraction is a sexual dysfunction and one that would be hard to suppress without the person feeling as if they had consummated it."
"I don't understand"
"Its not as easy as an alcoholic staying away from booze, you see me every day Danny and this is not going to go away."
"It will, I..."
"Danny you've been staring at my legs and chest since I sat down." She gave me a sad smile, "I'm right, aren't I?"
"Yes." I'd fallen right into her trap, but she was right.
"And for me? Honey, I'm going to worry about how I dress, how I act, anytime I touch you...I'll keep thinking I'm leading you on, exciting you. Your dad is going to keep watching too. He thought about not going to work because he's worried about leaving you alone with me."
"I would never hurt you!"
"I know that. He does too, but it's hard for him to deal with the fact his son thinks of me the way he does." She rolled her eyes, "Well, not really, you think about me in ways he should, but doesn't seem to, but that's a problem he will never see."
"Point is Danny this issue needs to be addressed and quickly or life will be awkward for all three of us. An obsession like this has to be acted upon in some way to purge you of it."
"Acted upon?"
"My friend said most likely the course of action will be a sexual surrogate."
I frowned, "What's that?"
"A woman who is trained as a sexual therapist will have sex with you, but as me."
"Are you kidding?"
"No, it will be done as a role play. She will pretend to be me and she will allow you to have sex with your mother in that sense. The theory is you will see its wrong to the point you'll stop, or you'll go through with it and when it's over you will have acted upon your fantasy in the only natural way you could. She says it has a high success rate."
"That's...I don't think I would want to have sex with some woman."
"You won't." Mom said matter-of-factly. "No whore with a degree is going to seduce my son, let alone acting as me as she does."
"Good." I nodded, "That would have been," I paused as what my mother had said hit me, an older woman, probably attractive, willing to pretend to me my mother... I saw mom staring at me a disapproving look on her face.
"Would be wrong." She finished for me. "I may think most of your father's ideas about sex are archaic, but his ideal of sex being something that should be shared only between two people who care about each other is one that I admire and believe in also."
She sighed disgustedly, "I won't allow you to throw that value out the window."
"So what do you want me to do, mom?" I asked, "I'll do anything you want me to, to make this right! I really feel bad I hurt you."
"You didn't hurt me as much as you think." She said quietly. "It's not a terrible thing to be desired and I know you love me. Those pictures blurred the lines of lust and love for you. Seeing your mother as a lover made you want me as both, didn't it?"
"Yeah, best of both worlds I guess."
Mom nodded and when she didn't say anything I repeated my question. "What do you want me to do?"
"I want you to do what you want to."
"What do you mean?"
"Danny," Mom eased closer to me, "A good mother does anything she has to for her son, and she does whatever it takes to make sure he's okay. The only thing that will get you past this is to experience me as a lover and I'm going to let you."
"I..." I shook my head, "Wait, are you saying?"
"I am saying that I am giving myself to you. You can do whatever you want to me."
"No, this is another test!" I pointed my finger at her, "You're trying to see if I'll say yes!"
"I mean it Danny." Mom persisted, "Tonight, one night I'm yours to fulfill your fantasies, to be able to get this out of your system so we can all put this behind us."
"Bull." I was getting angry, "You want me to be excited to prove I still have a problem. " I trailed off as mom untied her robe, "What are you doing?"
"Proving I'm not kidding." Mom finished untying the robe and spoke as she opened it, "Does this look like a trick."
"Oh...my God." I choked out when I saw what my mother was wearing under her robe; nothing.
Mom was completely naked and I stared in awe at the sight of her large round breasts with their beautiful rose colored nipples. They were hard and I had to make an effort not to lick my lips at the thought of licking them. Mom slid the robe from her shoulders and tossing it to the floor stood up next to the bed.
My eyes trailed from her amazing breasts down her soft belly and to the swell of her hips. They stopped at the small patch of dark hair between her smooth creamy thighs and my heart skipped a beat while staring at the pink cleft of her pussy.
"Better in person?" she asked and turning around, let me take her in from behind.
Her long dark hair looked good against the smooth skin of her back and my eyes drank in the curve of the small of her back before lingering on her well rounded ass. Mom had some curve to her ass, and I clenched my fingers to resist reaching out and cupping her cheeks. She opened her legs slightly and I released a long breath as I saw her pussy winking out at me from behind.
Mom turned back to face me, "Do you like your gift, Danny?"
"Gift." I repeated dumbly as she put her knee on the bed and leaned over towards me.
"It is Christmas eve," she smiled and touched the Santa cap, "So I figure we can consider this a gift. A very intimate one and one you can never talk about, understand?"
"I...mom..."
I had no clue what to say, all I knew was my mother was naked on my bed and offering me everything I'd dreamed about. My eyes felt like they were going to pop out of my head as they raced up and down her body, talking in every curve of her lush body.
My eyes weren't the only thing popping; my cock was at full attention in the presence of my mother's incredible body.
"Honey?" Mom interrupted
"Mom?"
"You've wanted me for months and here I am, right here on your bed." She cupped her breasts and held them up to me, "What are you waiting for?"
Mom pulled her other leg up so she was now kneeling naked in front of me. She released her breasts and grabbing the edge of my t-shirt pulled it up. Feeling as if I were dreaming, I raised my arms and let her remove it from me.
Mom placed her hands on my face and pulling my face to hers whispered, "Before we get to all those things you've thought about, I would like a kiss, is that okay?"
"Whatever you want."
"No, baby." Mom leaned close and whispered in my ear, "It's whatever my baby wants. I told you, Danny a loving mother giver her son anything he needs, even if it's herself."
She kissed my neck just below my ear sending a shiver through me. Mom leaned back and putting her arms around my shoulders, said, "Come on, baby, give your naughty mother that kiss you've been dying to give her."
Mom closed her eyes, and parted her full red lips, waiting for me to kiss her. My eyes dropped down to her breasts taking in her hard nipples and watched them rise and fall with her breathing. She was right, what the hell was I waiting for?
I placed my hands on her bare hips and mom said, "There you go," still keeping her eyes closed, she added "Let your hands wander, I'm all yours."
I slid my hands up her sides marveling at how soft and warm her skin was beneath my touch. When I was level with her breasts, I worked them inwards until my palms were on the sides of her creamy globes and gave them a tentative squeeze. Mom opened her eyes and taking my wrists, guided my hands around her waist,
"A kiss first," she told me, "That's all I ask, a nice loving kiss from my son, then it's anything you want."
This time when mom captured my face in her hands, she pulled me into her embrace and her lips pressed to mine. I groaned at the first touch of her soft sweet lips and didn't kiss her back at first. Instead I remained still as she worked her lips back and forth along mine.
My hands were on her back and I slid them up and down, running my fingers along her smooth skin. Mom kissed me harder and this time I responded, working my lips against hers.
Mom sighed softly in her throat and wrapped her arms tightly around my neck, pulling me against her. I groaned at the feeling of her nipples against my chest and her soft breasts pinned between us. My hands trailed down to her lower back and the curve of her ass. I worked them back up until I reached her long hair then ran my fingers through it.
"Hmm," Mom purred into our kiss and rocked back and forth against me, her nipples sliding across my chest.
I kissed her harder then gasped when her tongue darted between my lips. I hesitated, but when she teasingly ran her tongue along my lips, I parted them for her. I moaned when her tongue entered my mouth and danced across mine and slid my hands up and down her arms, again enjoying how soft she was.



I grew bolder and slipped my tongue into her mouth where she captured it gently between her teeth and sucked on it. I'd never felt that before and I was struck by the fact my mother was a far more experienced lover than I was. Lover....that word echoed in my mind even as her fingers ran though my hair and cupping the back of my head she pressed her lips harder into me.
I was making out with my mom, my naked mom. Her tits were pressed into me, her tongue was in my mouth and my cock was throbbing between my legs. This wasn't a dream! I was really going to have her and not just kissing her like this, but everything, all the dirty things I'd seen in the pictures!
Mom's hands found my forearms and tugged on them. I allowed her to pull my arms from her and gasped when she eased back and put them on her tits. I moaned at the feeling of her nipples poking into the palms of my hands and how damn heavy her breasts were as I held them. I squeezed them and mom moaned and pushed them into my hands.
I lowered them so that my finger tips were on her nipples and as I moved them in slow circles mom whimpered and sliding her lips from mine sighed, "Hmm, that feels nice, baby!"
My response was lost in a low moan when her lips found my neck and she began kissing and licking the sensitive skin there. Her hands were on my stomach, moving back and forth, her finger nails teasing me and causing me to jump as she tickled me. Mom giggled in my ear and my cock twitched at that sexy playful sound.
Mom flicked her tongue across my ear and was breathing heavily into it as I caught her nipples between my fingers and rolled them between them. Mom's fingers found the edge of my sweat pants and my breath caught when one of her hands slipped inside. Her fingers ran through my pubic hair and I tensed in anticipation of her touching me.
She leaned back, putting more distance between us and cupping her tit, while still teasing just above my cock with the other hand she asked, "Is that all you want to do, touch them?"
"I..." I stopped when she lifted her breast up and lowering her head licked her nipple.
"Oh, man." I breathed as she traced her swollen nub with her tongue, No girl I had ever been with had done that, hell I doubted any had tits big enough to be able to do it.
"For someone who wanted me so bad, you seem to need a lot of convincing." Mom pushed her lips out as if pouting, "What's the matter, baby? Your mom doesn't look as good as she did in the pictures?"
"You look," I made a show of looking her up and down, "Damn, you're hot."
"Then why so shy, honey? Come claim your gift."
Mom held her breast up to me wetting my lips I lowered my head. Mom released her breast and grabbing my hair pushed my head down into her tit. I was surprised at that move, but the second her nipple was in my face I opened my mouth to suck on it. Instead I moaned loudly when her fingers wrapped around my cock.
I paused with her swollen flesh inches from my mouth as mom stroked my aching cock in my pants
"Damn, you're hard," Mom sighed, "And nice and thick! Hmm, and I thought I was supposed to be giving you a present!"
She squeezed my cock and I felt my precum ooze from it and down my shaft, the next time mom stroked me she rubbed her palm across my sensitive head and I whimpered and jerked my hips. Mom laughed and then stroked me again; her hand was now slick with my pre cum and felt even better as it glided along the length of my rigid shaft.
"Oh, mom." I moaned, "That feels so good."
"It does," she purred, "But what about me, baby? You going to suck on that nipple, or do you want your mother to beg you do to do?"
"I..."
"Or should I tell you to do it?" She asked, "What's your fantasy, Danny? Tell your naughty mommy how you want her to act for you and I'll do it. Your mother is anything you want her to be tonight."
I lifter her breast to my face, my lips parting to suck that beautiful nipple, but froze, something was wrong. When I hesitated mom, moaned,
"Please, baby? Please suck on mommy's tits, oh; I've wanted you to do it for so long!"
No she hadn't. My mother had never thought of me like this. Even with her stroking my cock I felt my stomach twist as one thought ran through my mind: Mom was making herself do this, she really didn't want me, she was trying to help me.
My mother was going to allow me to have sex with her to try to 'cure me'. She had admitted that, but I wasn't listening, I was blinded by lust and having a chance to fuck her.
"That wasn't what you wanted?" Mom asked, "Okay, then what the hell are you waiting for?" she twisted her hand painfully in my hair, "Suck your mother's tit!"
She was trying to figure out what I liked, play whatever part I needed. There was no desire here at all, she was playing a part. My mother loved me so much she was crossing an unthinkable line to help me. I recalled dad saying she blamed herself for this.
As much as I wanted her I couldn't let her do this. If I went through with this my mother would wake up tomorrow feeling terrible, guilty at what she had done and what if doing this made me want her even more.
"Honey?" Mom stopped stroking my cock.
"I....stop!" I exclaimed so loudly I startled myself.
Grabbing her wrist, I pulled her hand from my cock and as she sat there stunned I sat up and leaning over grabbed her robe from the floor.
"Put this on, please." I told her, putting the robe in her hands.
Mom stared at the robe, then back at me.
"What's wrong, honey, I thought you wanted me?"
"I...I do, I mean I..." I shook my head, "Mom I don't know what I want."
"You want me." She made no effort to put on the robe. "You've been thinking of me for months, getting off to me. Its okay, Danny, I'm here to give you that." She gave me an enticing smile, "Don't be nervous, baby; I'll take good care of you."
"No." I held my ground, "Mom, please put the robe on."
Mom looked at me again and I swore she looked hurt, but lifting the robe slid it back on, but didn't tie it. Even untied, the robe still covered most of her breasts, but it was a damn good look, the black material with her inner breasts and soft stomach exposed.
She was still kneeling which fortunately didn't allow for a good view of her pussy, although I could see the patch of black hair above it. Christ I did have a problem, I was turned on even as I was trying to push her away
Still with a wounded expression on her face, mom removed the silly Santa hat and shoved it in the pocket of the robe.
"Guess you don't like your gift."
"Mom, it's not that." I told her, "You're beautiful mom and," I let out a long breath, "Mom you're the hottest woman I've ever seen."
"Then why don't you want me?" She frowned and to my surprise her lip was trembling. "I'm sorry honey."
"Why are you sorry?"
"Because this is what you wanted. I made you want me. It was my fault never throwing those pictures away like your dad wanted me too. You found them and it made you want me, now I'm trying to give you what you want to make it better and you don't even want me. I...I let you down in every way."
"No!" I took her hands in mine, "Mom, it's my fault, most guys if they saw those pictures wouldn't have looked, I just couldn't stop thinking about them, but that's not anything you did! You're a great mom, and wife and maybe that's why it turned me on so much to see my sweet mom being like that, but you don't have to do this. I guess dad's right, when it comes to this I'm kind of sick."
"And when a son is sick it's up to his mom to make him better." She squeezed my hands, "You want me, honey, and its okay."
"But you don't want me." I pointed out, "You'd be doing it just for me and then feel bad about that and I love you mom, and I don't want you to be hurt anymore than you are."
"Honey, that's...." Mom leaned over and kissed my cheek, I was aware of the robe opening, but kept my eyes on her face, "You are so sweet, honey and I could never be mad at you. And I do want you to have what you want."
"Mom, I want you, but I love you more than I lust after you." I stated even as that sick part of me yelled at me for being fucking crazy to send her away, God she had looked and felt so fucking good!
"Your dad and I raised a good man." Mom said softly, "And the way you say you love me, the way I can see that love." She swallowed and I was surprised to see she looked nervous, "Honey, that makes me want this even more than I did."
"What? No, you don't want..." I protested, but she shushed me by raising her hand.
"Honey, you're turning me down because you don't want me if I don't want you, but what if I told you this was for me as much as it is for you?"
"What do you mean?" I asked, still fighting to keep my eyes on her face.
"Honey your father is a good man, good provider, great father and a caring loving husband, but in bed if I didn't push we'd have sex once a month, he's not into it. I told you he was ashamed of that night and those pictures."
She shrugged and this time I couldn't help but watch her tits bounce.
"It took me years to get him to go on that cruise and then I had to get him drunk, but I finally got the kind of fucking I needed, he finally gave in and did all the fun dirty things a loving couple should be doing and knowing that we're the only people we do it with. A couple should enjoy, Danny, not act like sex is dirty, but since then? Your father makes love to me, he's sweet, he's tender and he does feel good, but..."
She lowered her head, then laughed, "Here I was naked, my hand down your pants and you playing with my tits and I'm having trouble saying this."
She raised her eyes to mine and continued,
"Danny, I'm a woman in my prime and I've stayed in good shape, kept myself attractive and your dad has too. We should be fucking like teenagers and he never wants it, but I do. I don't care how bad this sounds, but I don't want to be made love to! I want to be fucked and damn hard, I want to be on top and on my knees. I want to suck cock and get my pussy licked"
"I want to have real sex! I've gotten so frustrated the last few years I almost thought about cheating, but your dad's such a good man I could never hurt him like that. So I go to bed every night and shove a toy between my legs and think about getting fucked, really fucked!"
"Wow." I whispered, my cock now aching again listening to her talk.
Listening was what I was doing because my eyes were glued to her tits, the robe teasingly covered her nipples and I was kicking myself once more for literally having her where I wanted her and stopping her.
"Hmm, wow was what I felt between your legs," she giggled, "Damn you were hard and...for me! I know it's wrong, but it was exciting."
"Really?" I asked, was she serious?
"Really, honey, I have to act like a damn fluffer just to get your father ready sometimes, he just has no interest, thinks he's sinning for Christ's sake."
"That's a sin." I replied while thinking "fluffer" damn, mom did watch a lot of porn.
"When I first saw you had my pictures I was really upset, Danny. But once your dad and I talked and I lay there, my first thought was helping you somehow and then I talked to my friend and no woman is touching you; this needs to be handled with love. When I first thought of letting you be with me I thought I was nuts, then my own problem came to mind."
Mom put her hand on my cheek and I shivered at her touch.
"Danny this will help both of us. You'll get what you want and for one night I'll get what I need. Is it right? No, but you've already crossed that line. I'm offering you the way to get over that problem. Is it fair to your father? No, but he'll never know, Danny. This stays between us, a dirty little secret between a mother and her son."
She leaned in and her lips gently brushed mine, her other hand dropped into my lap, squeezing my cock through my pants.
"You want me, baby, you know you do and I want you too, I really need this, Danny. The two of us, we can enjoy each other so much and you can put me behind you after this and I can get to be what I want to be."
Mom's tongue flicked across my ear, and she went on in a sultry whisper.
"When you thought of me you thought of that woman in the pictures. You don't want sweet, do you baby? No, you want that slut you've dreamed about, you want your mother to be your bad girl and I will be, so what do you say, Danny? You ready to be mommy's bad boy?"
"I...oh, goddamn." I moaned when she slid the robe off again with one hand while slipping her hand back into my pants to squeeze my swollen cock. "You really want to?"
Mom's answer was to push me back against the headboard and grabbing my sweat pants, yanked them down over my hips. My cock sprang free and I groaned when she grabbed it and squeezed it hard enough to cause the precum to spurt from the tip.
"Damn you have a nice dick." She purred as she pumped it, "Is this my present?"
"Oh, yeah." I moaned, "It's all yours."
"Hmm, I like that, baby." She cooed, "But I'm the one who's all yours."
Mom released my cock and sliding up, swung her leg over my hips straddling me. Grabbing my face in her hands she lowered her face to mind and kissed me so hard I gasped. Her tongue plunged into my mouth and I whimpered as she worked her hips in a circular motion.
My cock was pinned between my stomach and her pussy. My mother's pussy was hot and soft and so fucking wet! Mom moaned as we kissed and continued to work her slick flesh against my cock, teasing me. I broke the kiss and moaned, "Oh, please, mom."
"Please what, baby?" She asked, her hands rubbing my chest, "What do you want?"
"I...I want to be inside you." I told her.
"Inside me?" Mom rolled her eyes, "I could be with your father for that one, come on, baby, be a man and tell me what you want, treat me the way you did in those dreams about me!"
"Mom...I want to fuck you." I told her, "I want to shove my cock inside your pussy."
"Your mother's pussy?" she winked and worked her hips, sliding my cock through her wet lips, "This pussy?"
"Please." I was whining and didn't care.
"But you haven't even sucked my tits yet!" Mom sat up pressing my cock against her pussy and held her tits up to me, "Don't you want them?"
This time I sat up and wrapping my arms around her waist buried my face in her tit. Mom cried out when I sucked her rosy nipple into my mouth and I moaned as my tongue swirled around her swollen nub. Sliding my hand around, I caught her other nipple between my fingers, rolling it as I licked and sucked the other.
"There you go baby." Mom groaned, rocking back and forth on my trapped cock, "Suck on my nipples, just like you've wanted to!"
Mom moved to the side, pushing her other tit in my mouth and I eagerly gave that nipple some attention while teasing the other with my fingers. Speaking of teasing, mom was driving me crazy with her slick pussy grinding my cock and I moved my own hips in frustration.
"Aww," Mom purred, "You want that pussy, honey? Does my son want to put his nice big dick inside mommy's wet cunt?"
Cunt? Holy shit, she was a nasty little thing! I sat there my mouth going from one nipple to the other sucking and licking, all but devouring her tits as she continued to grind on my like a stripper giving a lap dance.
Mom had her hands on my shoulders and her eyes were closed, her lips parted as she worked her hips along the length of my hard shaft. She was moaning softly and I continued to look up at her as I traced a wet circle around her nipple.
"Hmm, but if I let you fuck me now you'll cum really quick, won't you?"
"I...oh, mom." I trailed off in apathetic whimper.
"Tell me." She looked down at me, "I want to hear it."
"Mom, I want you to ride my fucking cock!" I said the words in a rush so I wouldn't lose my nerve."
"Yes!" She laughed, "That's better! Be a man and tell your mother what to do!"
She raised herself up and reaching behind her grabbed my cock. My body trembled in anticipation as she guided the tip through her pussy, pausing to rub my head against her swollen clit. Mom gasped at the contact and rubbed my head in slow circles against her hard button causing me to squirm beneath her.
"Mommy needs to come baby," she said easing my cock back through her pussy, "How about I put this sweet young cock in my hot little slit and you make me come on it?"
"Yes." I groaned, trying not to sound as pathetic as I felt, "Please just fuck me, I want you so bad!"
"God it's been years since I've heard that!"
I was so frustrated I was ready to start outright begging, but my words turned into a loud cry as my mother eased down onto my cock, engulfing me in her wet heat.
"Hard!" Mom gasped as she pushed herself further down my shaft, "God you're so fucking hard for me!"
"Mom..." I moaned, my hands leaving her tits to grab her soft hips. "You feel so...oh Mom!"
My mother had stopped teasing and let her weight go sending me plunging all the way inside of her. Mom cried out as well as her wet lips wrapped around the base of my shaft and she remained motionless with her son buried inside her.
"So hard," she breathed, staring down at me her eyes wide, so thick. My baby has a nice big fucking cock doesn't he?"
"All for you." I said, still trying to overcome the sensation of my cock engulfed by mom's wet, hot and very tight pussy.
"And I'm all for you, tonight, baby. Mommy is all yours." She rocked her hips forward easing me halfway from inside her then moved back, sinking me inside her again.
We both sighed as she rocked back and forth slowly riding me. I moved my hands on her hips gently guiding her. Mom leaned forward putting her hands on my shoulders and letting her full round tits hand in my face. I sucked her nipple and groaned when her pussy contracted around me. She closed her eyes and moaned her son's name in a way a mother was never supposed to.
She eased her nipples from my mouth and shifted, presenting me the other. Mom was rocking faster now and each time she took me all the way inside she rolled her hips rubbing her clit against my pubic hair and swirling my cock inside her.
Mom's lips were parted and she was moaning softly as she worked my cock, she opened her eyes and gave me a soft smile that belied the taboo act we were engaged in.
"This what my baby wanted?"
"Yes," I slid my hands from her hips and ran my fingers along the smooth skin of her back and up through her long hair. "Is this what you needed?"
"It's a start," the smile turned not so sweet, "I think we both need more, but right now, just nice and easy." She sighed as she drove down on me. "You're not small sweetie and I want you to fuck me real hard later so let me take my time."
Fuck her real hard! This was happening, it really was! After a year of dreams and waking fantasies of blowing countless loads to those pictures Mom was here, in my room, naked and riding me! I was fucking my mother! At that thought, I moved my hips pushing my cock into her as she came down on me.
Mom gasped and her eyes rolled back causing me to keep moving, timing my thrusts with the movement of her hips. Mom let her weight go, pressing her tits against my chest and fastening her lips to mine. We both moaned as I wrapped my arms around her and our tongues entered each other's mouths.
We kissed slowly, our lips working against each other and our tongues dancing in our mouths. Mom was still keeping her movements slow and I would have thought I would want to fuck her harder, but having her close and knowing she was mine, at least for tonight, I found myself in no hurry.
I was in sensory overload, the warm clutch of my mother's pussy, the feel of her soft lips and wet tongue, the smell of her hair and the sound of her sweet sighs into our kiss was far more than I had expected. I had never thought much past the act of sex with her, but lying beneath her as she rocked me in her forbidden embrace, I felt overwhelmed by emotion.



Breaking our kiss, I whispered, "I love you mom, I love you so much."
"Oh, baby, that sounds so good!" She kissed me quickly, then to my surprise pushed up so she was now sitting straight up on me.
I gasped as my cock was buried hard inside her and smiling down at me mom said, "I'm so glad you told me that honey. It makes this less...well less what it is."
She began bouncing up and down on me and I moaned as she was moving faster and harder than before.
"And now that I do feel that way, it's time to have some fun. Love me later, but right now?"
Mom braced her hands on my chest and rode me fast and hard, "It's time to get what we really want!"
She punctuated her remark by slamming her hips down hard enough to make me cry out as she rode me like a bull in a rodeo. I held onto her hips for dear life trying to keep up with her movements and also fighting to try to hold off cumming this quickly. Mom sensed me tense up and slowed her movements down to a sensual rocking once more.
Cupping her tits she held them up, her thumbs stroking her nipples, "How does your mother look fucking you, Danny?"
"So good!" I moaned, "Damn, you're fucking hot!'
"Not a little girl am I?" Mom pushed her tits up higher, "How's it feel to fuck a real woman?" she laughed, "It feels good to fuck a real man who wants me!"
I whimpered and jerked my hips as even with her moving slowly my cock was twitching and my balls tightening.
"Oh, no honey." Mom said softly and stopped moving, "I know it's your night, but I'm still your mother and honey, mommy comes first!"
"Whatever you want." I told her partly frustrated I couldn't come, but glad at the same time, wanting to be able to make this night last as long as I could.
"Good boy. Tell you what, sweetie, you make mommy come nice and hard on your big dick and I'll give you a big treat?" She displayed that treat by parting her lips and running her tongue along them, "Every drop, Danny, mommy will suck down every drop."
"Jesus." I moaned.
"But I have to come first."
Mom leaned back far enough to grab my ankles behind her and I groaned as that bent my cock back with her. It didn't hurt but at that angle there was no way I could thrust into her and my cock was helpless within her wet heat.
"See that nice swollen clit, baby?" she asked, "Put your thumb on it."
I did as she asked and she jerked her hips as I pressed my thumb onto her hard button. That caused my cock to move within her and my breath hissed out with the desire to move, but being unable to.
"Rub it, honey; you've been with girls before this you know how to make a girl come for you." She moaned as I moved my thumb and sighed, "You better anyway, make a girl come hard for you, baby, and they will be happy to make you happy." She gasped as my thumb moved faster on her clit, "I know I'm going to make you cum so hard your fucking ears will pop!"
Now this was the woman in the pictures! While rubbing her clit in circles, I reached up with my free hand and took her left nipple between my fingers.
"There you go!" She moaned and rolled her hips opposite of the direction my thumb was moving in, "Make mommy come on her baby's beautiful cock."
I bit back another 'baby' like whimper as her hips moving were teasing the shit out of me. I let my eyes wander up and down her body, taking my mind off my struggling cock and admiring her amazing body. Mom was right; she was a woman, not a little girl.
Not that she was chubby in anyway, but mom did have the lush curves of a mature woman and I took in her soft hips and noticed her soft inner thighs pressing against my legs as she straddled me. Mom's belly wasn't quite flat and hard, but was soft and smooth and of course her round heavy breasts.
Those breasts were flushed pink with passion as was the rest of her and were heaving as she moved her hips faster. Her clit was hard beneath my thumb and her pussy was contracting around my cock as if it were trying to somehow suck me further insides her.
"Faster." Mom groaned, "Come on baby! The faster mommy comes the faster you get to watch her suck your dick!" she laughed when my thumb sped up, "Oh, you want that don't you, honey?"
"Yes." I grew bolder, playing into both our fantasies, "I want to see my cock in my mother's pretty mouth, and I want her to give me a nasty blow job!"
"I will, baby, I'll suck that dick and lick your balls and make you cum in my mouth just like you've wanted to!"
"Oh fuck!" I moaned while trying to move my hips.
"Or..." she paused to moan, "Do you want me to wear it for you? You want to paint mommy's face with your hot load and watch it drip down my face?"
"Oh...I...damn!"
"Hmm maybe both." She winked, maybe once I'll swallow it and once I'll let you make a mess on my face."
She balanced herself on one hand and began playing with her other nipple.
"Hmm, but know what I like?"
"What?"
"I like the thought of my baby cumming inside me, filling mommy's pussy with his cum. Feeling it filling me the oozing out of my cunt and running down my thighs."
If she didn't have me pinned the way she did I'd be filling her pussy right now just from her talking. That thought gave me a thrill; goddamn was my mother hot! She knew damn well I couldn't come that was why she did it. Not that I hadn't known my mother was far more experienced than I was, but had no idea what a hot fuck she really was. What the fuck was wrong with dad?
I quickly pushed that thought from my mind. This was unfair to him, he was a good father and husband, but he would never know and mom was right we needed this! Oh goddamn did I need her!
"Yes!" Mom's cry mercifully brought my mind back to what really mattered, her about to come on me. "Faster and harder!"
I moved my thumb as fast as I could and seeing mom pulling on her nipple, I did the same, tugging on her pink flesh. Mom gasped and her hips pushed hard into me. Her back arched and she was trembling as she whimpered, "More, more, oh so fucking close baby!"
"Come for me!" I told her, stroking her clit, "Come on my cock mom! Just like that nasty slut from the pictures would!"
"I am a nasty slut!" Mom cried pulling far harder on her nipple than I dared to. "I'm your slit! A slut for my son! The slut he stroked his big dick to every fucking night the slut that's going to suck his cock then shove her pussy in his face and....Oh fuck!"
Mom threw her head back and wailed so loud I was glad it was winter and the windows were closed. I cried out as well as her hips went into over drive. Mom squealed over and over as she squirmed on my cock. I kept my thumb moving as her pussy convulsed around my yearning cock and my fingers busy on her tit.
Mom's eyes were wide open as if she was shocked at how hard she was coming, but even as she yelped and wailed in pleasure there was a smile on her face, telling me how much she was enjoying cumming all over her son's cock.
Mom cried out louder than the first time and I moaned long and loud as her pussy contracted around my cock before a warm flood of sticky fluid flowed past it and dripped down my shaft and onto our thighs.
"Oh...my...God!" Mom slumped forward, resting her elbows on either side of me and our faces now inches apart, she sighed, "Baby! I came so hard! I...I haven't cum that hard since....since those pictures." She kissed me, "You're mommy's good boy aren't you?"
"Then if I'm your good boy you should be my bad mommy and suck my cock like you promised"
I sounded more confident than before and still inside her gave her a long hard thrust that caused her eyes to widen.
"That beautiful cock? Hmm, well a good mother does take care of her son!" she giggled, "But a bad one sucks his dick!"
After another quick kiss, one so fast I barely had time to respond, Mom began to ease back down the bed.
"Oh, yes." I whispered as looking me in the eye she slowly worked her way down my body toward my cock.
Mom kissed my chest and caused me to moan as she teased her tongue around my nipple. I could feel her hard nipples sliding down my chest and stomach and she let her tongue trail along my skin as she worked her way down between my legs. She stopped when my cock slid between her tits and pushing her arms against her sides, pinned my cock between her soft breasts.
"How's that look?" she asked as she raised her head, giving me a clear view of my cock surrounded by her tits.
"Damn, you have nice tits." I told her.
"Danny!" she gasped, "Is that anyway to talk to your mother?"
"It is when my mother's a slut ready to blow her son." I replied, surprised at my own boldness.
"Got a point there." She laughed, then rocked back and forth sliding my cock between her tits. "How about you fuck mommy's tits for a minute." She sighed, "I love a nice hard dick between my tits."
How could I refuse a request like that? Mom stopped moving and I took over, working my hips as high as I could with her leaning over me and plunged my cock through her soft breasts. Mom moaned softly and I whimpered when her tongue flickered across my cockhead when it appeared through her tits.
"Hmm" she smacked her lips, "Sticky!"
Mom began fluttering her tongue across my swollen head each time I thrust and I was trembling in excitement just from seeing her tongue licking the tip. The next time I shoved it at her face; she caused me to cry out by catching me between her lips and sucking my head into her mouth.
"Oh, fuck!" I moaned as releasing her tits, Mom lowered her head and took me deep into her mouth.
"Hmmm" Mom groaned around my cock and her eyes rolled back in pleasure as she worked her lips further down my shaft.
I moaned when she worked me all the way down, her lips wrapping around the base of my cock. Mom swirled her tongue around my cock and I clutched the sheets in my hand as I strained not to thrust my hips. She shook her head slowly back and forth and I lay there whimpering like an idiot at the sensation of my mother's warm, wet mouth.
Mom worked her lips back up my shaft and when she released my cock she said, "You're a bad boy Danny! Your cock tastes like your mother's pussy!"
"I want to taste my mother's pussy." I told her, meaning every word.
"And you will, honey, right after I suck this delicious cock and get that nice big load you've been dying to give me."
"For a long time now."
"Then relax, baby." She winked, "Lay back and enjoy."
Mom kissed the tip of my cock and worked her lips against it, when she removed them there was sticky precum all over them and she smiled up at me before making a show of licking her lips. Taking my cock she turned her face and pressed the head to her cheek and rubbed it back and forth.
I groaned as much from the visual as the sensation. I couldn't believe I was staring down at my mother with my dick in her face. Mom slid my cock across her Chin., pausing to give it a playful lick. When mom rubbed my cock along her other cheek she smiled up at me and I was struck by the thought this was just like the pics I'd been masturbating too!
Mom slid her legs out behind her so she was now stretched out between my legs on her stomach and resting on her elbows. She took my cock between her hands and fluttered her tongue along the swollen head. The little flicks were driving me crazy, but I remained still doing as she said, relaxing and taking in a show few sons had ever seen, their mom blowing them.
She placed her tongue against my cock and trailed it down one side then up the other. My legs were trembling with excitement as my yearning cocks strained to be between her beautiful lips. But as much s I wanted her to suck it I was entranced by watching her.
Mom's eyes were barely open and she was sighing softly as she licked my cock. She had a look of pleasure on her face that caused my cock to jump at the thought of how turned on she was going down on me. I let my eyes roam down her back, taking in her long dark hair fanned out across my thighs as well as the creamy skin of her back.
My gaze followed the sweet curve of the small of her back down to her round ass cheeks, mom had bent her legs at the knees and I took in the soft soles of her feet and the red polish on her toes as she curled them. M god every inch of this woman was sexy!
Taking the visual tour down her body did nothing to stop my excitement and I knew that once she decided to start sucking I wouldn't be able to hold back long. Mom brought my attention back between my legs when I felt her tongue slide across my balls. She worked her tongue around each one, and then caused me to gasp when she sucked them into her mouth.
"Jesus." I moaned as I watched her devour my balls and felt her tongue swirling around them.
Mom was gently sliding her fingers along my shaft and I fought not to move my hips. She ran her tongue along my balls back up my shaft and sighed, "God, I love this cock, but my baby wants to come, doesn't he?"
"I do." I told her, "Please let me come, mom."
"Aww that was sweet!" She laughed, "Well as sweet as a son can be when his cock's in his mother's face." She squeezed my shaft and licked her lips, "You ready for mommy to suck you off?"
"I've been ready."
"You have, you been staring at those naughty pictures and thinking of this. Well tonight's the night you get to see it for real honey."
Mom opened wide and when she took my cock deep into her mouth my eyes rolled back and I moaned loudly. She paused at the base of my shaft again then bobbed her head in a steady rhythm. She released my cock and placing her hands on my thighs looked me in the eye as she continued to suck.
I watched transfixed by the sight of my mother giving me an amazing hands free blow job and my hips could no longer remain still, pushing my cock into her descending mouth. Mom moaned each time she took me deep and her ass was working into the bed. Her feet were kicking back and forth and the look in her dark eyes was one of pure lust.
Mom grabbed my wrists and guided my hands to her head. Using one to move her long hair from her face so I could enjoy a full view of my mother slurping on my cock, I put the other on her head. She moaned her approval as I gently guided her movements up and down my shaft and I soft whimper escaped me as my legs started to shake.
Mom worked her luscious lips back to the tip of my cock and opening her mouth let a long line of spit drool down my shaft. She then made a show of slurping it back up. The next time she surprised me by spitting on me and once again noisily sucking it up.
"You mother's a little pig isn't she?" she paused over my cock, "Am I being a good slutty mommy for you?"
"You...you'll be a better one when you make me come in your mouth." I replied hoping she would stop teasing, at this point my balls were aching and I needed to come so hard I was getting ready to flat out beg.
"Well I always want to be the best mom I can be!" she laughed and this time when she took me into her mouth she began sucking as if it were a competition.
I lay there groaning as mom repeatedly sucked me all the way down while drooling letting her spit slide down my cock. The sounds of her sloppy blow job alone were enough to keep my hips moving never mind how good her mouth felt. I was moaning continuously and mom was as well, egging me on with her sounds of pleasure as she worked my cock like a damn porn star.
"Oh mom." I whispered, "Oh fuck!"
My hands tightened in her hair as my balls tightened and my cock twitched. Mom had grabbed my cock once more and was jerking me off as she sucked me and my hand clenched hard in her hair, pulling it. Mom didn't seem to care as she sucked faster and harder than before.
"Yes, yes..." I gasped, I could feel the cum racing through my cock and my mind was filled with one thought; "I was going to come in my mother's..."
"Oh fuck!" I cried out as my cock erupted, squirting cum into her hot mouth.
Mom's eye widened and she released a long gurgling moan, but began sucking faster than before. I pumped my hips, thrusting my spurting cock into my mother's mouth and she reacted as if she couldn't suck it down fast enough. She was now pumping my cock in her fist, jerking me off while her head bobbed rapidly.
Her eyes were closed and she moaned each time my cock sent another stream of cum down her throat. Mom opened her mouth and released some of it. I watched stunned as she drooled my thick white cum down my shaft then eagerly slurped it back up. My moaning took on a desperate pitch when she had sucked me and continued to work her mouth around my now sensitive head.
"Stop!" I groaned, "Please...oh..."
Mom stopped, removed me from her mouth then opened wide showing me the puddle of cum on her tongue. Sticking it out she let the long gob of her son's cum slid off and down my shaft where it ran down to my balls. With a nasty smile, mom ducked her head and made a show of licking cum from my balls then up my shaft, cleaning every drop from me.
When she had gotten it all, she smacked her lips and smiled, "Merry Christmas, baby!"
"I...I can't believe it." I said softly, "Mom that was...damn you are a dirty girl!"
"Told you I was!" she pushed herself up so she was kneeling between my legs. "I want to be like this all the time!" she grabbed my still hard cock and squeezed it. "Bet you're the only kid at school who got this from their mom for Christmas."
"Because none of their mothers are as hot as you." I told her, starting to sit up.
"Stay right there." Mom put her hand on my chest. "Lay on your back, it's your turn to show me what you can do with your tongue."
"Then you lay back." I told her, "I'll..."
I stopped when mom put her hand on the wall to help her keep her balance and stood up on the bed. I stared up at her amazing body, but had no idea what she was doing. Then she stepped forward and put her left foot next to my shoulder.
"Fuck." I whispered as she put her other foot alongside me and I was now staring straight up between her legs.
"That's right, honey, your mother wants to go for a nice ride on her son's pretty face.
Mom braced her hand son my headboard and lowered herself to her knees while straddling my face. I wrapped my arms around her soft thighs and pulled downward bringing her lips to mine. Mom cried out as I pushed my tongue deep inside her and wiggled her hips, smearing her wet flesh across my face. I kept my tongue inside her swirling it around and groaning at the taste of her.
"Tongue that pussy!" She said over me, "You like how I taste, baby?" she moaned as I squeezed her thighs to hold her still while I worked my rigid tongue in and out of her dripping pussy. "I can still taste you! Hmm my son's cum in my mouth; your mommy is a dirty whore, isn't she?"
"Hmm-mm" I agreed as I could say much with my mother's muff pressed against my face.
Mom moved her hips against my arms and I loosened my grip allowing her to rock back causing my tongue to slide through her sift lips and to her swollen clit. Mom sighed and continued rocking, working my tongue up and down her sticky sweet pussy.
"I love this," she moaned, "I see this in porn all the time, but never got to try it."
I looked up to see her smiling down at me, "Damn you look good down there!" she moaned when she lingered long enough for me to swirl my tongue around her clit, "Feel good too!"
Mom remained still and I sucked her clit into my mouth. She moaned her approval and seeing I couldn't use my fingers on her pussy like this, I released her thighs, slid my hands up her soft belly and cupped her tits.
"Hmm, I like that, play with those nipple, baby." She put her hands over mine, and resumed rocking.
She closed her eyes and breathed heavily as my tongue trailed up and down her pussy. Her lips were parted and I couldn't get over how fucking hot she was. Not just how she looked, but all of this; my mother was riding my damn face! Even I had never thought of this one.



Mom surprised me even more when she eased forward sliding my tongue past her pussy and...into her ass! I eagerly pushed my tongue into her ass and mom squealed in delight.
"Oh my god! I've never felt that before, it feels so...dirty!" she laughed, "You can bet your father never wanted to put his mouth there."
I made an effort to not think of my father at all and concentrated on the surreal action of giving my mother a rim job. Mom giggled as I probed her pink rosebud and the sound caused my still hard cock to twitch.
At this point my nose was firmly planted in her wet pussy and although breathing wasn't easy, her scent was driving me wild as was the feeling of her slick flesh pressed to my face.
I captured her nipples between my fingers and heard her moan as I rolled them. She placed her hands over mine and slid back so my tongue was once again working her clit and this time she remained still as I traced wet circles around it.
"Oh, honey, it feels so good to have my pussy eaten!" She ground her pussy into my face to emphasize that remark, "Suck that clit, Danny! Lick mommy's pussy until she comes all over your face!"
I moved my tongue faster around her hard button and every few seconds sucked it hard into my mouth before releasing it and once again fluttering my tongue across it. Mom leaned backwards on me, shoving her clit harder into my face, and put her hand son my thighs as I sucked her pussy.
"Oh...that's an even better view." She sighed as she rocked her hips into my tongue.
I had to agree as I was now looking along her stomach and up to her tits. Her hair was tickling my thighs and my hips were moving as well, thrusting my hard cock into empty air as my mother rode my face. Mom's moans were getting higher pitched and her hips were moving in a circular motion helping me trace her swollen pink nub with my tongue.
"Right there." She breathed her eyes wide and her tits heaving beneath my hands. "Keep licking that clit, baby, Mommies right there, honey...oh please keep licking me!"
Hearing her say please sent my tongue into overdrive and I pinched her nipples harder than I had before. Mom yelped, but that was followed by a long moan and her fingers dug hard into my thighs. Mom arched her back, bending further over and the tip of my cock rubbed against her back.
"I feel that hard dick." She groaned, "I can't wait to come so I can get back on it and really fuck you!"
I was all for that and as I thrust my hips, rubbing my dripping head along her back I sucked her clit into my mouth hard enough to make my lips smack. Mom gasped and I sucked it in a quick rhythm while twisting her nipples.
"Yes, yes...oh...yes!"
As she had before, mom threw her head back and let loose with a scream that could probably be heard throughout the house. Her thighs clamped around my head and she bucked wildly on my face. I struggled to keep my tongue moving while she rode my face and I could feel the sweat flowing down my face along with her pussy juices.
Mom was squealing over and over and in the back of my mind I thought that there was no way my father had ever gotten her off like this or I would have heard it. Mom went silent and as her pussy quivered in my face, I felt her legs tense. She let loose with an explosive gasp and a wave of warm sticky juice filled my mouth and dripped down my cheeks.
"Oh, honey!" Mom gasped as she sat back up and leaned her hands on the headboard. "I came so hard!"
"Damn, mom." I sighed, "You did come all over my face."
"Hmm, mom's the gift that keeps on giving isn't she? Well time for us to really give each other what we need!"
Mom pushed her legs back, and catching my cock against her ass, slid down and as the head of my cock spread her lips open she drove downward. She yelped as my cock was buried balls deep inside her and began slamming her hips up and down as wildly as she had when she came.
I moaned, but grabbing her hips thrust mine as hard as I could into her. Mom cried out again and again as we slammed our hips together sending my cock plunging deep inside her. Mom leaned over me and shocked me by not just kissing me, but driving her tongue into my mouth and sucking on mine.
"God I taste good on you!" she moaned and began actually licking my face, slurping up her juices.
That wild move caused me to throw caution to the wind and wrapping my arms around her waist I pulled her down against me and started fucking her as hard a s I could.
"Fuck yeah!" she yelled in my ear, "Fuck me Danny! Fuck your mother the way you dreamed about!"
I drove into her as hard as I could and she squealed with each thrust. Her tits were squished between us and I was holding her so tightly she couldn't move. Mom let herself relax and lay there moaning and squealing as I continued to hammer away into her hot and sopping wet pussy.
"I...I want to be on my back!" She moaned in my ear then pushed against the bed.
I let her go and mom let herself fall backwards between my legs until she was on her back. I sat up and getting onto my knees grabbed her legs, lifted them and plowed into her.
"Fuck that's hard!" she moaned as I pumped my hips as hard as I could.
I pushed her legs back, and straightened my legs until I was in a push up position and began using slower, but longer strokes, enjoying the feeling of her pussy devouring every inch of my hard cock.
"That oh, look at that!" Mom moaned, her gaze fixed between our legs.
I lowered my head and watched the incredible sight of my cock sliding in and out of my mother. I was glistening from her wetness and I could see my long thick cock spreading her open as I worked in and out of her. Her pink lips were wrapped tightly around my cock and seemed to be sucking me back in each time I slid out.
"Harder!" Mom cried, "Come on, baby! Fuck me like you want too; fuck me like I need you to!"
I shifted my arms behind her knees and leaned forward, bending her legs back until her feet were over her head. Mom howled in pleasure and I could now hear my cock plunging into her wet hole. I stared down at my mother and smiled. Mom's eyes were wide and bright with lust. Her face was now flushed red from passion and she was sweating enough that her hair was sticking to her cheeks.
Her perfect lips were parted in a permanent "o" as she moaned continuously from her son fucking her like some slutty coed.
I started making more noises of my own as my assault on her pussy had me getting ready to come for her. I started slowing down to enjoy her longer and mom smiled up at me, "Getting close, baby?"
"Can I come?" I asked.
"Of course you can!" she told me, then yelped as I drove hard into her, "It's your night, baby, but not like this."
"Not..."
"Oh, come on, Danny, you don't want your slutty mom on her knees with her ass in the air for you?"
"Hell yeah!" I exclaimed and leaned back.
Her pussy made a wet sucking sound as my cock slipped from her. Mom sat up and got to her knees. She made me cry out in surprise when she leaned over and took me into her mouth. She bobbed her head rapidly and I grabbed her hair in my hands, pushing her mouth onto my cock. She moaned and sucked hard and fast. My legs were trembling and I thought she was going to suck me off, but she stopped and I quickly let go of her hair.
Mom spun on her knees and lowering her head onto the bed pushed her ass in the air. I licked my lips at the sight of her slick round cheeks and grabbing them, spread her open and drove my tongue into her ass.
"Bad boy!" Mom cried, "Licking mommy's ass, but I love it!"
I lowered my tongue and slipped it inside her now oozing pussy and slurped hard, getting a mouthful of her juice as well as another high shrill squeal from her. Sitting up, I grabbed her full hips, squeezed as tight as I dared and slammed my cock home.
Mom lifted her head and screamed "Fuck!" as I drove into her pussy. I paused for a moment to take a deep breath then cut loose. Mom howled over and over as a year of sexual frustration boiled over and I was fucking her so hard my balls were slapping painfully against her pussy.
But that minor discomfort couldn't stop me from pounding my mother's pussy like I was trying to break it. Mom was screaming and wailing, but thrusting her hips back into me adding even more force to my thrusts. Mom whipped her head around, causing her long hair to spread out across her back and she yelled,
"Pull my hair!"
I grabbed it in one hand, wrapped it around my fist and pulled. Mom pushed herself up onto her hands and howled as I fucked her.
"Fuck, fuck!" she yelped, "Spank my ass with the other hand! Turn it red! Go on Danny, punish your bad mommy!"
Even though I'd seen those pictures and known my mother was far from proper...she was blowing my mind at this point! Hair pulling, spanking, licking her ass? I slapped her right cheek hard and then her left. Mom cried out "Harder, faster!"
I went back and forth dealing each cheek several hard slaps that indeed turned her ass red. I could see my fingers outlined on her formerly creamy skin and my cock jumped inside her.
"Oh, fuck honey!" Mom called out, "Keep going! I...I'm going to cum again!"
I swallowed hard and kept fucking her, hoping I could hold off long enough for her to get off. I looked down at her ass and focusing on her pink rosebud, thought, why not? With no warning I shoved my finger hard into her ass and mom went off like a rocket.
Releasing a wail that I thought had a chance to shatter the windows; mom threw herself back against me, grinding her hips into me as her pussy convulsed.
"Fuck yes!" she cried, "Fuck, Danny! Oh, fuck!"
"I...oh God!" I moaned as my cock was twitching. There was no way I could hold back.
"Come for me!" Mom looked back over her shoulder at me, "Give it to me! Come with me!"
Good thing that was what she wanted because one look at my mother's red, sweaty and lust crazed face sent me over the edge. Her pussy contracted around me as I buried myself to the balls and I cried out when I exploded inside her. We both gasped at the feeling of my cock squirting into her drenched pussy.
"Honey!" She wailed, "Oh, Danny, give it all to me, give mommy every drop!"
I thrust as hard as I could, each pump ending in another spurt. I was gasping and moaning, my legs shaking violently, but still pushing to fuck her and continue painting the walls of mom's pussy with my cum. Mom was writhing and squirming as her own orgasm tore through her. Her contracting pussy milked my cock, sucking cum from it and making me whimper.
I gave her one last thrust and had to stop as my cock was getting to sensitive to keep going. Mom squeezed me with her pussy getting a couple of more drops and with a low groan I eased my cock from her. I looked down to see a puddle of her juices mixed with cum ooze down her thighs.
"Holy shit, look at that." I gasped.
"I can feel it." Mom said in between gasping for breath, looking over her shoulder she gave me a playful smile. "Your phones right there get a picture."
"What, you..."
"I want to see it too!" she said, "Hurry up, baby!"
I leaned over, grabbed my phone and with shaking hands snapped a picture of the mess oozing from mom's pussy and down her legs. Mom rolled over onto her back and with a smile I showed her the phone.
"Ohhh, that's hot." Smiling up at me, she cupped her tits, "Go ahead."
I excitedly snapped a picture of her sweat slicked tits, then her licking her lips.
"Bring it up here," she grabbed my semi hard, dripping cock.
In a state of disbelief, but not about to argue I knelt next to her head and moaned when she took my cock between her lips. I snapped two pictures of her sucking me, then when she released it, one of her rubbing my cock in her face.
"Those are for you, baby, one last gift, be careful with them."
"I...I will." Lying on my back next to her, I gave her a tired smile, "Mom, I...it sounds corny, but thank you."
"It doesn't sound corny at all." She kissed my cheek, "And thank you. I needed that Danny. It was so good to cut loose and be the dirty girl I want to be and..." she took my hand in hers, "With someone I love. I could never do that with someone I didn't care about and...well, there's only two men in my life I love that much."
"Mom, what about dad?" I had to ask, "I'm not trying to ruin this, but...dad?"
"Honey, I feel bad, trust me, but we both needed this. He'll never know. What he'll know is you're going to go see a councilor to make it look good. You'll talk with them, tell them you realize you were wrong and after a few visits say you're over me."
"I...okay." I nodded. "I hope I am."
"I hope you're not." She said and surprised me with a sweet kiss.
"What do you mean?" I asked, "You said this was to help me and it was you know...um, a gift?"
"I tried to tell myself that too." She admitted, "But honey that was too good for both of us. I really found myself loving that you lust after me and...I need that. Your dad loves me, but he doesn't lust for me. You lust after me and love me, but in a different way. You're sort of the best of both worlds."
"But dad..."
"Will be happier than he has been because I will stop bothering him about sex. He wants it fine, he doesn't." she reached down and grabbed my cock; "I know where to get it."
"Really?"
"Hmm-mm. Don't get me wrong, I'll still bug him sometimes so he doesn't think it's odd, but when we do and he makes love to me I'll enjoy it because he is nice and sweet and I'll know where I can get it good and hard."
"Mom, you..." I had to slow down so I wouldn't stutter, "You really want to do this more?"
"A lot more. Honey I have way too many fantasies to leave this at one night."
"What kind of fantasies?"
"Everything...you tying me up, me tying you up." She sighed, "You fucking me in the ass, me dressing in slutty little outfits for you....we can have so much fun." She looked at me serious for the first time, "That is if you want to...I...is this all you wanted?"
"Hell no!" My mind was racing. "Your ass?"
"Hmm-mm." she nodded.
"Cheerleader outfit?" I grinned.
"Naughty school girl." Mom winked.
"Wow." I shook my head,
"Oh, and one we can play right now, my favorite."
"What's that?"
Mom put her hand between her legs and removed it, showing me her cum drenched fingers. She brought them to her lips and despite how tired I was my cock jumped when she sucked them clean.
"Baby, mommy needs a shower. How about we go in there and you get me nice and clean; you know use your tongue make damn sure I'm clean." She sighed, "Then I'll suck your cock and you can fuck me against the wall or on the sink or...honey, you can fuck me wherever whenever, anytime your father is working."
"He works a lot." I said quietly.
"He does." She sat up and offered her hand, "Shower with me?"
"Well it is Christmas now." I pointed at the clock which read twelve thirty, "I should give you a present."
"You already did, baby, you gave me the gift of felling like a truly desired woman and I hope I gave you what you wanted."
"You did." I gave her a mock sigh, "But...Christmas is just today, what's our excuse after this?"
Mom laughed, then wrapping her arms around me, kissed me and said, "Since when does it have to be a holiday for a mother to give her son something special?"
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I awoke to the sound of my cell ringing and groaning as I rolled over to grab it from the nightstand saw it was only eight.
Who the hell was calling me at eight on a Saturday morning? I'd gotten up at six to see my parents off on their weekend trip to New Hampshire and then gratefully crawled back into bed.
Without dad bugging me to do chores or mom waking me up to ask if I were hungry, I'd looked forward to sleeping in. I rolled over and grabbing the phone off my night stand, saw it was a local number, but didn't recognize it.
I was ready to reject the call and go back to sleep when I remember the damn ad dad insisted on running this weekend. Not that I thought anyone would call right away and sure as hell not this early, but...
The phone stopped ringing.
"Oh, too bad." I muttered.
Keeping the phone next to me, I rolled over on my back and sighed disgustedly. We were getting rid of a lot of old furniture that had been in the basement, plus our old maple dining room table, and hutch.
I'd helped pull everything into the main area of the basement and clean it all off and figured my part was done. Then dad dropped the bomb on me that he was running the ad this weekend while they were away.
He said it would be good for me to handle the responsibility of selling it, but I knew he was doing it to make sure I didn't stray too far from the house because people would be calling. Not that I had anywhere to really go these days, not since Becky had broken things off a few weeks ago.
Now I went to class, worked at Starbucks and moped around. I'd managed the weekend off in case something fun came up with the folks gone, and that was when dad promptly decided to start selling the stuff this weekend, seeing I'd "be around"
I'd just started to doze off when the phone rang again. Opening my eyes halfway I noticed it was the same number. Seriously? Annoyed, I answered, "Yeah?"
"Why hello!" A woman's voice responded, "I'm calling about the ad for the furniture!"
"Uh, it's a little early don't you think?" I asked, that was probably rude, but what the hell? Didn't she know it was Saturday morning?
"Sorry, but the ad said to call this number after eight am."
Fucking dad. I could just picture him grinning when he typed up the ad this morning.
"Right." I sighed, closing my eyes. "What were you interested in?"
"Oh, that maple dining room table is to die for!"
My eyes opened at her words. I'd been so aggravated the first few seconds of the call, I hadn't really noticed her voice, but the way she had purred those last words caught my attention. Her voice was low and sultry, kind of...smoky, the word came to me from a story I'd read once.
"Yeah, it's a nice piece, it's actually handmade." I talked it up as dad had told me too.
"I can see that, the pictures are very detailed, can I come see it?" "Sure, when do you want to come take a look?" Please say noon.
"The ad said Cranston, whereabouts?"
"We're at fifty Somerset." I told her.
"Oooh that's only a few minutes from here, can I come right now?"
"That's kind of soon."
"Please?" She asked, "I really want that table! Please let me come see it early?"
The word please uttered in that phone sex style voice had me wondering what she looked like. She definitely sounded older and I grinned at the thought she might be a hot cougar. Figuring I was now wide awake I may as well make her happy and possibly sell something and it would be one less thing to deal with.
"How about quarter to nine?"
"Thank you, sweetie!" She chirped, "My name's Jasmine and I'll be over soon."
"Okay."
"Who do I ask for, what's your name, honey?" She asked,
"Kenny." I answered thinking, Honey? Yup, older for her.
"Thank you so much, Kenny! I can't wait to see it!" At that moment I had to admit I couldn't wait to see if she looked as good as she sounded. "Promise you won't let anyone else see it before me."
"Promise." Who the hell else would call this early, but feeling a little flirty I added, "Just because you sound so nice."
"Oh, a gentleman! I like that!" She purred, making me glad I'd made the comment.
"Okay, you can park in the driveway if you want. Then come around the back and down the bulkhead I'll be in the basement."
"See you soon! I'm so excited!"
She hung up and looking down at the bulge in my boxers I thought that made two of us.
*****
"Shit." I grumbled as I stared closely at the edge of the table and noticed a few small nicks.
Dad had said in the ad it was in perfect condition, but in addition to the nicks there were also a few small dings in two of the six chairs that went with it. Hopefully Jasmine, or anyone else, wouldn't look too close.
I had pulled the table out to the middle of the room and seeing I only had a couple more minutes, hurriedly wiped off the chairs and leaving the two perfect ones out in front of the table, slid the other four under it tow on each side to show off how it would look, and hide the imperfections.
Straightening, I turned and wiped down the mirror that sat atop mom's old bureau we were also selling and finger combed my dirty blond hair. I'd tossed on a pair of jeans and a sleeveless black t-shirt and looking at my arms thought I didn't look too bad.
Jeez what a loser. I rolled my eyes at my reflection; Jasmine was coming to look at some old furniture not a nineteen year old kid who was so lame he'd gotten excited over a woman's voice. The sound of a car door in the driveway caused me to look up at the small rectangular windows that were ground level.
My eyes widened when a pair of black heeled sandals attached to some well shaped calves walked past the window. I turned around to face the bulkhead staircase in anticipation of what the rest of her looked like.
"Hello, anyone home?" That smoky voice called down and realizing my heart was racing I took a deep breath before calling out.
"I'm here, come on down!"
I remained where I was; out of her line of sight so she wouldn't see me checking her out. As she descended the stairs I wasn't disappointed as I looking at one hell of a long, sexy pair of legs. Not just long, but bare leg.
Her skin was fair to the point of being ghostly and my heart beat faster as she came further into view and I could see her thigh and still nothing else. Another step downward and I saw the black hem of a dress that hugged her thighs and hips tightly.
The more that came into the view the faster my heart beat. The tight black material was clinging to a pretty damn big set of tits and I saw strands of red hair across the front of the dress.
"Hi Kenny!" She greeted me as she made it to the bottom.
As she walked over to me, I noted her looks were a more than a match for her damn fine body. Jasmine possessed gorgeous baby blue eyes set over a pair of full lips painted a deep red that stood out even more due to her porcelain skin.
As I'd guessed by her voice, she was older, at least late thirties possibly even early forties, which would make her my mom's age, but mom sure as hell didn't look like this! Her age only made her appearance all that more impressive. This was no pretty coed I was looking at; Jasmine was all woman; a cougar through and through.
"Let's try again, hi Kenny!" She laughed.
"Oh, um, hi!" I blurted out. Damn, what an idiot, I'd been so caught up in her; I'd never answered. "Sorry, I was just kind lost in thought."
"Is that what you were lost in?" She winked then gave her head a toss, sending her long red hair back over her shoulders a move that not only exposed the creamy skin of her neck, but revealed the dress was much lower cut than I'd first noticed.
My eyes locked onto the smooth white skin of her chest then lowered to the considerable swelling of her breasts.
"Wow, it looks better than in the pictures!" She exclaimed and walked past me over to the table.
I caught a scent of her perfume when she walked by me to look at the table top and shook my head, down boy; she was here to buy a table.
But unable to help it my eyes roamed up and down, starting at her red painted toes in the black fuck me sandals, up the length of those damn fine legs and lingering on her lush thighs and the swelling of her full hips.
I wouldn't say she was chubby, but Jasmine wasn't all that slender and the tight sweater dress hugged every curve of her mature body.
"This is really nice." She rubbed her hand across the table and I noticed two things, her long red nails and the diamond ring and wedding band combination on her finger. Damn, some lucky bastard was hitting that every night!
"It is, it's a..." Crap! Where the hell the cheat sheet dad was made for me?
"It's a Wilshire." She said, as she moved along the table, sliding her fingers along the edge of it. "Really nice, they're not easy to find."
"Right." I agreed, taking advantage of her not looking, I looked around the basement and spotted the yellow sheet of paper on top of the coffee table.
I sidled over to it and picking it up, looked at the list of the dozen items for sale. Next to each were two prices. The first was what was listed in the ad; the second was what he was willing to take.
The table and chairs Jasmine wanted was Four fifty and he was willing to take four. I stuffed the paper in my pocket and as Jasmine walked around the table I recalled dad telling me that whatever I did, don't let anyone talk me into going any lower or he'd be pissed.
The rest of dad's lecture about trust and responsibility faded away when Jasmine reached the other side of the table and leaned over it, giving me a pretty good look down her dress. I could see the inner half of her breasts along with a hint of black lace that looked damn sexy against her white skin.
"Hmmm, there are some nicks here." She rubbed her finger along the edge.
"Really?" Pretending to be surprised, I walked over and bending over stared at where her finger was.
"Yup, here and here." She moved her finger a few inches to the left.
"Huh." I grunted, and then lifted my eyes to stare down her shirt.
This close I could see more of the black lace cup of her bra and could just make out a little of the pink flesh around her nipple peeking out.
"Well it is used." I shrugged, as I straightened up.
"True, but the ad said perfect condition."
She came around to my side and looked at one of the chairs. She squatted down to tug on the rungs and the move caused her dress to ride up and flash me the bottoms of her well rounded ass cheeks.
"This one's loose." She wiggled it and acting like I cared enough to look at it, I came around the other side of the chair, giving up my view of her ass cheeks to get another good look down her dress. "And there are a few nicks on the top of it too."
"Well you can just take a wood filler stick to them and sand it a bit." I told her, "It's not a lot of work."
"I guess not." She stood up and shrugged, making her tits jiggle. "So, how much?"
"It's right in the ad, four fifty." I forced my gaze up to her face now that she was paying attention.
"But it has all those nicks." She pointed out, "Can you do a little better for me?"
"Well," I stroked my chin, pretending to mull it over. "You did come all the way over here and I can tell you really like it...how about four hundred?" I winked, "Just for you."
"You mean the price you really wanted." She returned the wink, "Come on, Kenny give me a real deal."
"That's the best I can do." I told her.
"Aw, but honey." She pushed her lips into a pout, "I really want this table!" She lowered her head and with her blue eyes peering out from beneath her long lashes added, "Please? Please give me a better deal?"
"I...well..."
She gave me a big smile as I stammered and I thought this so wasn't fair. "Tell you what; I'll give you two fifty."
"Two fifty? That's not even close."
"But it's all I have." She pouted again, "And it would look so good in my house." She sighed, "It would make me really happy."
"I can't."
"Sure you can." She said, "Come on, Kenny, do a girl a favor." She moved closer to me and was now so close her breasts were almost touching my chest. "Pretty please?"
"Sorry, but my dad said not to take less than four hundred." Soon as I spoke I wanted to slap myself in the head, God, I'd just made myself sound pathetic.
"Oh." For the first time since she arrived, the smile left her face. "Well, where is he? I'll talk to him."
"Him and my mom are out of town." I told her.
"Really?" The smile returned, "They left a good looking boy like you all alone? I bet you're planning on having a lot of fun this weekend."
"No, not really. Kind of stuck taking care of this."
"Aw," She clucked her tongue, "You poor baby. You should be having fun! I know I love to have fun."
She turned away from me and walked up to the table, "Honey, we have to work something out because I so want this!"
"Jasmine I can't go..."
My words faded away when she bent all the way over the table to run her hands over the opposite end. Her dress rose all the way up, showing off her well rounded ass that was bare except for the thin black string of her thong, between her smooth, white ass cheeks.
"God I want this." She said in a soft, sexy purr, "Haven't you ever wanted anything so bad you could taste it, Kenny?"
"I do know that feeling." I said in a barely audible whisper.
"Hmm, I'm sure you do." She continued running her hand across the table, her ass swaying back and forth as she did.
I took in not just her ass, but the backs of her amazing legs that ended in those damn fuck me shoes. My cock was swelling in my jeans and I had no doubt she knew what she was doing. But there was no way I could screw this up to the tune of a hundred fifty dollars just because she was hot.
"Four hundred; take it or leave it." I told her. "I'm sure someone else will call."
"But they won't appreciate it like I will." She straightened up and turning around walked back up to me, "Bet they won't make you the deal I will either."
"Your deal was two fifty." I reminded her, "I can't do that."
"Two fifty in cash." She gave me a sly smile, "Who says that's all I have to offer?"
"What do you...?"
"Tell you what, baby," she put her hands on my arms, "How about this. How about I give you two fifty and the best blow job you've ever had?"
"What?" I exclaimed, "I...are you kidding?"
"Hmm-mm" She shook her head, "I'm not kidding, or teasing. You let me have that table for my price; I will get on my knees, wrap these nice red lips around your big hard cock and make your eyes roll."
"I can't." I whispered.
"You sure?" She squeezed my arms, "Hmm, I bet I'd enjoy it as much as you." She leaned closer and whispered in my ear, "Know why?"
"Why?"
"Because I love to suck cock, especially young hard cocks like yours." She moaned softly and my dick jumped in my pants, "And I love to swallow."
She leaned back away from me and ran her tongue across her lips, "How's that for a deal, Kenny? You let me slide a lousy hundred fifty dollars and you get to watch me suck your dick and you can cum in my mouth," She shrugged, "Or my face, or," She cupped her breasts, "My tits."
"Your tits." I repeated.
"You've been staring at them since I got here, and my ass." She laughed and pointed at the mirror. "I was watching you when I bent over. Come on, baby. This is a win for both of us, I get my table and you get a BJ and a hot story for your friends."
"But my..."
"Your dad?" She rolled her eyes, "You want to lose out on a blow job because daddy will be mad? come on Kenny, be a man. Besides look where you live, your old man doesn't need the money, but his son,who he left here all alone, needs some fun, doesn't he?"
"Well..." Shit, she had a point what would he do? Bitch at me, ground me? Even if he made me pay him back, a blow job from a hot milf like this was worth it.
She put her hand on my cheek, "You know you want it, honey. You want to see this bad girl be bad for you."
"I...hey, wait." I took her hand in mine, holding it up, "You're married."
"I am, and my husband wants this table as bad as I do, it will match the rest of our furniture."
"But you want to..."
"Blow you?" She giggled, "I do and don't worry about him, he always tells me to do what I have to."
"He does?" Holy crap, what the hell was this, Penthouse letters?
"Course he does, that's why I always come to things like this alone." She ran her hands down her dress, "You think I dress like this at nine in the morning every Saturday?"
"No, damn." Taking my hand she ran the tip of her tongue over my finger, and then gently sucked it into her mouth.
I released a sharp breath as her tongue circled around my finger tip and my cock felt like it was going to burst through my jeans.
"Tell you what, honey." Grabbing the hem of her dress she lifted it over her hips, allowing me to see the patch of flimsy black lace between her soft white thighs. "How about I sweeten the deal?"
"How?"
"Seeing you keep staring, I'll take my dress off and let you see my titties while I blow you. You can even play with them."
"Can I...suck on them?" I asked, for a brief second I heard dad in my head telling me to be responsible, but flipping him a mental middle finger I silenced it. Screw responsible, this was way to fucking hot to turn down.
"If you say you can, do we have a deal?"
"Absolutely we have a deal!" I exclaimed, sorry, pops. Well, not really.
"So to be clear, two fifty and a good cock sucking and the table is mine?"
"All yours."
"Deal." She said softly and with no hesitation, pulled the dress up over her head and tossed it on one of the chairs.
"Damn." I whispered.
Her large breasts were barely contained in the skimpy black bra. The cups were lace and I could see her nipples through it. As good as her tits looked; I lowered my eyes to take in her flat stomach which featured a silver chain dangling from her navel.
"Here you go." She reached into the bra, removing some money. While I stood there staring at her incredible body, she unfolded it and put the two hundreds and a fifty on the table.
Jasmine walked up to me and pressing her chest against me, grabbed my shirt and tugged up on it. "Come on, sweetie, take this off." I hesitated and she smiled, "Don't you want to feel these against you?"
Reaching back, she unhooked her bra and sliding the straps down her arms held the bra up with her hand in the middle of it. "Well?"
I whipped my shirt off over my head and gasped when I saw she had let the bra fall to the floor.
"Holy shit." I whistled at the sight of her bare breasts.
They were even bigger than I'd thought they would be and while I stared like an idiot at her huge round globes, she held them up and rubbed her thumbs across her nipples.
The pink skin around them was so light I could barely make it out against her white skin, but her equally pink nipples were easily visible because they looked as hard as my cock felt.
"Like them, baby?" She winked, "Worth a discount?"
She released her breasts and lifting her arms, took her long red hair up with them and did a quick turn for me. I swallowed hard while taking in her gorgeous body in just her thong and fuck me shoes.
"I think you mentioned something else." I reminded her as she faced me once more.
"I did, didn't I?" She leaned into me and I released a sharp breath as her big soft tits squished against me.
I could feel her hard nipples poking into me and moaned softly when she tuned side to side, sliding them against my chest. Her hands were between us and my heart skipped a beat when she popped my jeans open and pulled my zipper down.



"I promised to suck your cock, didn't I, honey?"
"You did." I whispered my body trembling with excitement as she tugged my jeans down over my hips.
"This cock right here?" She purred and I moaned when she reached into my boxers and grabbed my cock. "This nice big, thick, young cock?"
"That's the one." I managed to say while she slowly pumped it.
"Hmm, I think I'm going to enjoy this as much as you are."
"I don't think so." I said and blushed when she laughed.
"Aw, aren't you cute?" She continued swaying side to side as she pumped my cock, "Look at you getting all red."
"Sorry."
"Oh, honey, you have nothing to be sorry about, trust me." She squeezed my cock for emphasis and I whimpered like an idiot. "This is one fine cock, how about you sit down and get comfortable?"
She gave me a gentle push and stepping back I sat down in one of the chairs she was blowing me for.
"But first, I thought you wanted these?" Stepping between my legs, Jasmine shoved her huge tits in my face.
I certainly couldn't pretend to be offended as my hands immediately cupped them and I was amazed at how heavy they were. Damn, no girl I'd fooled around with at school had tits like these!
"Hmm, that's it." She sighed, the sound causing my cock to twitch in her hand. "Play with those tits, after all, we made a deal, didn't we?"
I couldn't answer because she had pushed her nipple against my lips and I eagerly opened wide to suck on it. Jasmine moaned when I licked her hard pink nub and I made a similar sound as she continued to slowly pump my throbbing cock.
"Yes, so nice." She said softly, when I turned my head and sucked her other nipples while rubbing the other with my fingers. "That feels so good, but shouldn't I be the one sucking right now?"
She sank to her knees and pulled my jeans and boxers down to my knees. I groaned when she wrapped her big soft tits around my cock and moved up and down, sliding my now dripping cock between them.
"Go ahead," she stopped moving, "Fuck my big titties."
I didn't have to be told twice; moving my hips I pumped my cock through her breasts and gasped when she lowered her head and flicked her tongue across the tip. Next time it appeared from her creamy flesh she pressed her lips briefly to it and giggled when I lifted my hips higher, trying to push it into her mouth.
"Hmm, you looking for something, baby?" She asked, playfully wagging her tongue at me.
"I want what you promised." I said, and then added, "Please?"
"You don't have to say please, honey, this is my part of the deal. But this cock is so nice; I just wanted to play a little."
She let her tits go and grabbing the base of my cock caused me to moan when she pressed it to the side of her face. She pushed harder and precum oozed down her cheek. Jasmine worked the head of my dick along her soft skin and my heart was pounding in anticipation when slid it across her red lips.
She moved her head and I moaned in both pleasure and frustration as she worked it across her other cheek.
"Just taking my time, loving this young cock." She smiled up at me, "I said the best blow job ever, didn't I?"
I nodded; my eyes wide and my breathing coming faster when she opened her mouth and hovered just over my oozing tip. She gave it a quick lick then moved her head side to side showing off the trail of pre cum still connected to my cock.
She slurped it noisily back to its source and pressing her lips to the tip, slid her mouth over it. I moaned as she held the head of my cock in her warm wet mouth. Jasmine's tongue worked along the sensitive underside of it and I released a long groan as she teased me.
She slipped her lips from the tip, but keeping them pressed to my cock slid them down the length of my shaft. She moved her head up and down sliding my hard flesh between her soft lips and I noticed her red lipstick smearing along my cock. Fuck this was better than the damn movies!
Jasmine worked the other side of my cock with her lips and elicited another moan from me when she cupped my balls while she worked me with her lips. My eyes had been zeroed in on the captivating sight of her mouth on my cock and I took a moment to look past her lips.
Her tits were pressing against my thighs and her long red hair was fanned across them. My eyes traveled down the smooth white skin of her back and down to the sweet curve of her scantily clad ass. The heels were within my view and the shoes still being on really made this seem like a damn dirty story.
But her wet lips on my cock and her hand caressing my balls told me this was pretty damn real. It became even more real when Jasmine reached the tip of my cock and this time opened wide and took me deep into her mouth.
I cried out in surprised pleasure as my cock was engulfed by her hot wet mouth, and she giggled around it at my reaction. Her blue eyes locked onto mine and with a wink she opened wider and easily worked her lips down to the base of my shaft.
"Goddamn!" I gasped when her tongue slipped out and caressed my balls while she held me buried in her throat.
Jasmine shook her head back and forth and I moaned again. I was trying to hold it back and not seem like a damn horny kid, but that's pretty much what I was to her and I'd never had a woman take me deep like that. Then again until now I'd never had a woman like this, just girls my age.
Jasmine worked her mouth slowly back up to the tip, her tongue working back and forth along my shaft as she made me feel every inch of her mouth's journey. She released it with a wet sucking sound, then made me moan like an idiot again when she pushed my cock against my stomach and sucked my balls into her mouth.
"Oh, God." I moaned as she bathed my balls with her soft pink tongue, "Jesus that feels good!"
"I'd be doing it wrong if it didn't." She giggled and then proceeded to suck both my balls into her mouth while slowly pumping me.
She returned her attention to my cock and to my surprise, pulled it towards her, and holding her mouth over it let a long trail of pre cum laced drool drip out onto it. I stared at the thick sticky white trail then groaned when she nosily slurped it from me.
Jasmine took me back into her mouth and this time bobbed her head in a slow rhythm. She had her mouth opened wide and each time she slid her mouth over my cock she let long trails of spit ooze down my shaft then sucked it up.
"Hmm," She moaned, her eyes rolling back in her head as she worked her head up and down, gobbling my cock and making wet sloppy sounds each time she did.
Releasing her nipple in fear I would get too excited and pinch it, I ran my hands along the soft skin of her back, then up through her long hair. I held my hand to the back of her head, and looking up at me with those baby blue eyes; she winked and purred, "Hmm-hmm" around me.
I moved my hand in time with her head, guiding her mouth along my shaft. My cock was glistening from her mouth and covered in the red of her lipstick and Christ this couldn't look or feel any better.
As if to prove me wrong, Jasmine bobbed her head faster and used her hand along my wet shaft, her two fingers around my cock, following her lips, jerking me off as she blew me. I leaned back in the chair and breathed through my mouth as I watched this smoking hot cougar suck and slobber on my cock.
I couldn't believe she was doing this for a damn deal on some old furniture, but in a sleazy way it just made this hotter. Another dirty little thing making this even better was the silver wedding band on the hand she had wrapped around my cock.
She'd said her husband knew she did things like this, God that was nasty, but so fucking sexy. I'd heard of the expression 'hot wife' but never thought I'd meet one. Jasmine was a goddamn living, breathing and sucking dirty story brought to life.
Jasmine moved her head even faster and I released a long moan as her fingers kneaded my balls as she gave me what she promised, the best blow job of my life. In fact the blow job was a little too good, as much to my chagrin my balls had tightened, my thighs were trembling and my aching cock was twitching in her mouth each time she took me down into her sweet mouth.
"Oh. shit." I moaned
"Hmmm." She cooed around my cock while now taking me all the way down to my balls with each bob of her head.
Her eyes were rolled back and she was moaning as she continued to suck my cock like a porn star. I noticed her hips moving and she was rubbing her nipples into my thighs. Either Jasmine was putting on a good show to add to our deal or she was really getting into sucking me.
I fought to hold back, trying to enjoy as much of her amazing mouth as I could, but even as I tried I was now thinking about cumming and where I wanted to. She said she would take it in her mouth, swallow it. Did I want that or did I want to see it? Jack it off all over her pretty face and those huge tits and...
"Oh." I gasped as my cock jerked in her mouth and my hips moved of their own accord, "Oh, just like that."" I moaned, "Please don't stop."
Jasmine stopped moving her head.
"No," I groaned, "Keep going, you said..."
I stopped when she slid her mouth from my cock and a long thick trail of spit oozed down her chin and onto her tits.
"I know what I promised." She sat back on her knees and looked up at me.
I noticed she was breathing hard, her huge tits heaving up and down. Her fair skin was flushed and her nipples hard.
"Well," I wasn't sure what to say, "We made a deal!" I was practically whining, but didn't care; damn I'd been so close!
"We do, but you know what, baby?" She squeezed my cock, "Sucking this beautiful cock has gotten me really horny and I was thinking maybe we can make another deal."
"What kind of...oh." I sighed as she slid her fingers gently up and down my cock.
"How would you like to lick my pussy?"
"Lick your pussy?" I repeated, my disappointment fading at the idea of being between those lush thighs.
"I'm so horny right now! I need to come, baby!"
Jasmine stood up and hopping up onto the table lay on her back. I watched my cock twitching between my legs while Jasmine lifted her long legs straight in the air. My eyes locked onto that thin strip of lace between her legs and saw it had pulled to once side exposing one of her pink lips.
Jasmine hooked her fingers into the sides of the thong and lifting her hips pulled it up her thighs. The thong stuck briefly to her pussy, telling me how wet she was, before it moved revealing her pussy to me.
"Oh my god, that's hot." I whispered at the sight her glistening pink slit smooth except for a small patch of red hair just over it.
Bending her legs, Jasmine pulled the thong down to her ankles and slid them over her sandals. I was so focused on her bare pussy with her swollen clit clearly visible; I flinched when the thong she had flipped at me hit me in the face.
Laughing she spread her legs and put her feet on the tops of the two chairs tucked under it. Sliding her hands over her tits and down her flat stomach, she spread her pussy wide, showing off the deeper pink skin of her inner folds along with small dark circle of the entrance to her pussy
"Oh, fuck me." I muttered, envisioning my cock sliding into that warm wet hole.
"Hmm, speaking of." She placed her red finger tip on her swollen clit, "What would you say if I told you that after you make me come, I'll let you fuck me?"
"I...seriously?" I watched, mesmerized by the sight of her sliding her fingers up and down the length of her hot little box.
"Oh, yeah, wouldn't you love to shove that big hard dick inside my tight little cunt?"
Cunt? Damn, she was something.
"And I can...lick it?"
"Not only that, but..." She seductively ran her tongue across her lips, "You'll still get your blow job. You fuck me nice and hard for awhile and I'll finish you off with my mouth like I promised."
"Deal." I said, standing up and stepping forward so quickly I almost tripped because my jeans were around my knees.
Not wanting to take the time to take them and my shoes off, I shuffled the couple of feet to the table, pulled my chair over to the table and sat back down.
The chair was perfect height to put my face within a foot of her pussy. I placed my hands on her thighs and leaned in to get a taste of her mature red haired pussy.
"Hold on." She covered it with her hand. "I want another fifty off the table."
"Come on!" I moaned, "You're getting a good deal. Shit I'm in trouble already, I..."
"Exactly, you're already fucked with daddy, so how about you get fucked for it?" She spread her fingers, giving me a teasing peek at her clit. "You get to eat me, then fuck me, then cum in my mouth."
"I...Oh, damn." I groaned when she slid two of her slender fingers inside her pussy and pumped them.
Removing them, she shoved them under my nose. I inhaled deeply and sighed at the sweet scent of her pussy. She pushed her fingers against my lips and opening my mouth, I sucked on her finger tips.
"Okay, fine." I said after getting a taste of her, "Deal."
"Then she's all yours." Jasmine said, "You can...oh, fuck!"
This time it was she who cried out as I excitedly buried my face between her legs. I swirled my tongue through her hot wet lips, then sliding it down pushed it inside her. Jasmine grabbed my hair and moaned when I pumped my rigid tongue in and out of her wet slit and I smiled at her reaction.
"Hmm, damn you look good between my legs." She sighed, "Feel pretty fucking good too!"
I sucked hard, getting a mouthful of her sweet juices and my eyes rolled as I inhaled, moaning at the intoxicating scent of her pussy. I worked my tongue around inside her then slid it up through the soft folds of her pussy.
Jasmine moaned softly and ran her nails through my hair as I teased my tongue between her lips. I heard something hit the floor and looked over to see she had slipped her heels off and lifting her legs, placed her soft feet on my shoulders.
I spread her wide open and she moaned loudly as I sucked her clit between my lips.
"There you go, baby, suck that clit, make this bad girl purr for you."
I swirled my tongue in circles around her swollen button, then licked just beneath it, flicking my tongue under and around it, teasing her. A shiver went through her body and her toes curled into my shoulders as I worked her hard pink nub with my lips and tongue.
"Don't be shy," She whispered, "Put your fingers inside, "Feel how wet I am for you."
I eased two fingers inside her and moaned at not only how wet she was but how warm and tight.
"Hmm, imagine how your big dick will feel inside that tight little cunt." She moaned, "You're going to fuck me nice and hard aren't you, baby?"
"Oh, yeah." I murmured into her pussy. My cock was throbbing between my legs, but at least I'd had some time to calm down and would be able to fuck her for awhile without cumming.
"Just like that." She moaned when I pressed my tongue harder to her clit and moved it in fast circles. "Hmm, that's the spot, honey, lick that pussy, make me cum so I'll be even hotter and tighter for you."
I moved my fingers faster and sucked her clit in time to my thrusts. Jasmine gasped and her toes dug hard into my shoulders and her fingers curled painfully in my hair.
Her hips rocked, working her wet slit up and down my tongue and she was making soft whimpering sounds as my tongue danced across her clit.
I looked up and my eyes widened as I watched her playing with her tits. Jasmine was pulling and tugging on her nipples, stretching the pink flesh and moaning as she twisted them side to side. Her eyes were closed and her red lips parted, damn she was fucking beautiful.
"Yes, yes, yes." She moaned, "Move your fingers faster and really suck on that clit, baby!" She moaned, "Oh, fuck I am so close!"
I jammed my fingers hard into her and sucked her clit between my lips as hard as I dared. Jasmine gasped and her hips lifted as she arched hr back off the table.
"Yes, oh yes...oh...Oh!"
I flinched when Jasmine threw her head back and released a long loud squeal that reminded me the damn bulkhead door was open. What if a neighbor heard her? Well I was in trouble anyway so who the hell cared at this point?
Right now all that mattered was I had my face buried between the legs of a smoking hot cougar and she was cumming like a wild cat.
Better yet, I was a minute away from fucking her. Jasmine cried out repeatedly and clamping her thighs around my head, ground her quivering slit hard into my face.
I kept my fingers and tongue moving and Jasmine squealed in appreciation as her pussy convulsed around my fingers causing me to imagine what that would feel like around my cock. I was soon to find out as with a long sweet sigh, Jasmine went limp and let her feet slide off my shoulders.
"Damn, honey, that felt good." She wiped a strand of hair from her now sweaty, flushed face and smiled. "Now how about you stand up and give me that big hard...Oh fuck!"
I'd stood up quickly and grabbing her ankles, lifted her legs in the air and drove my cock balls deep into her pussy.
"Goddamn!" I gasped as her tight wet pussy clutched my hard cock.
"Fuck, that's a nice cock!" She cried out.
I fucked her fast and hard, using long strokes that had me watching the length of my glistening shaft plunging into her pink flesh.
"Yes! Fuck me!" She called out, "That's it honey, you fuck me, take that pussy! Make it your pussy!"
Damn that sounded hot! I spread her legs open as far as I could and drawing my hips back slammed her hard then began fucking her as fast as I could.
"Fuck yeah!" She yelled, "This is why I love to fuck young guys!" She moaned, "You boys can do it so fucking hard!"
Not wanting to prove her wrong I tore into her, driving my cock into her hard enough to cause my balls to slap against her ass as I continued to pound her. Jasmine was yelping with every thrust and I watched her huge tits bouncing wildly as I hammered away at her pink slit.
Jasmine grabbed her right tit and once again squeezed her nipple. Her other hand went between her legs and I watched excitedly as she rubbed her clit in hard fast circles.
"I want to come on this cock!" She groaned, "God I want to! Play with my tits!"
She let hers go and putting her feet on my chest, I leaned over and grabbed her nipples. That bent her legs back causing her ass to lift from the table and my cock to plunge even deeper inside her.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck!" She called out.
I looked down between us and saw she was using one hand to spread her pussy open while she diddled her clit with the other. I watched my cock plunge repeatedly into her hot wet mature pussy and thought that no matter what my old man did to me for losing out on some money, this was so worth it!
"Faster!" She moaned, "Come on, Kenny fuck me! Show me how bad you want me!"
I shook the sweat from my eyes, took a deep breath and began slamming her even harder. I was aware of the table rocking and hoped to hell we didn't break it or I'd be screwed even worse than I already was.
"Yes, oh, god I'm going to..." She gasped and her mouth opened in a soundless O as her fingers blurred across her clit. "I...oh...oh I'm fucking coming!"
Jasmine released a sound that could only be described as a howl and I moaned as her pussy contracted around my cock. I continued pumping her and rolling her nipples between my fingers as she bucked her hips wildly and writhed beneath me on the table.
She squealed over and over and I moaned as each high pitched sound was accompanied by her pussy squeezing my cock. Jasmine whimpered and letting her arms fall limply to her sides, moaned softly and looking up at me, gave me a tired smile,
"Wow, that felt good. Second one's always the best."



I has slowed down and was now just easing my cock in and out, trying to hold back and pushing against my chest with her feet, she said, "Step back, honey, let me sweeten the deal some more."
I stepped back and Jasmine slid off the table and turning around, bent over it.
"Oh, look at that." I whispered as I was confronted with her perfectly rounded ass pointing at me and her pink pussy peeking out from between her creamy thighs.
"Don't just look at it, baby, fuck me!"
How could I argue with that?"
Grabbing her hips, I slammed my cock deep inside her and held it there for a moment, enjoying the feeling of her still quivering pussy around me.
"God, what a fucking amazing cock!" She moaned, looking over her shoulder at me, "Don't stand there posing, Kenny, fuck me."
I took a deep breath and began fucking her as hard as I had before. Jasmine squealed her approval as I plundered her sweet little slit with my now dripping cock. I squeezed her ass cheeks as hard as I dared and spread them open, so I could see my cock driving into her.
She was so wet my cock was making squishing noises each time I slammed her and our skin was making loud slapping sounds. My balls were smacking into her wet pussy and my thighs were wet from her dripping juices.
"Yes, yes!" She cried out, "That's it! Fuck me nice and hard! Fuck me like the dirty slut I am! You think I'm a slut don't you?"
I was breathing too hard to respond, but she didn't seem to be looking for an answer as she went one.
"I'm a dirty fucking slut! Sucking and fucking you for a deal! You're thinking, God what a fucking whore! Well I'm your whore, baby! So just fuck the shit out of me!"
I whimpered as my knees shook and my balls tightened and she added to my pleasure by driving herself backwards, pushing my cock deeper inside her.
"Yeah, just take that fucking pussy, I'm not one of your sweet little girlfriends am I, Kenny? No, I'm a nasty fucking slut, a married one, fucking some kid because my hubby wants this and he told me to use my slutty mouth and pretty pussy to get it!"
She was still looking over her shoulder and her blue eyes were wide and glazed over with lust and her mouth was wide open as she yelped in between her words. Her face was beet red and her hair was plastered against her sweat slicked cheek, god she looked good. A little too good.
"Oh, fuck!" I groaned as my cock twitched inside her.
"Stop!" She called out, "Sit down, baby, we had a deal."
I pulled my cock from inside her and all but fell back into the chair. Jasmine straightened and spinning around dropped to her knees and immediately took me into her mouth.
"Oh, God." I moaned when she placed her hands on my thighs and bobbed her head rapidly.
She was taking me deep each time and I was moaning continuously as her amazing mouth worked my cock.
"God," She gasped removing me from her mouth, "I love tasting my pussy off a hard young cock! Almost as much as I love the taste of cum!" She licked her lips, "You going to come for me?"
"Oh, yeah." I breathed, "Just suck it, please suck it."
"Hmm, I like that!"
Jasmine resumed sucking my cock, her hands still on my legs as she showed off her oral skills by giving me a hands free blow job. She was moaning and gurgling around my dick as she sucked me like it was a competition and I whimpered as my cock twitched in her mouth.
"Yes," I moaned, "Oh don't stop, please don't...Oh my fucking God!"
I cried out as my cock exploded in her mouth. Jasmine emitted a high pitched squeal, but kept sucking. I moaned as my cock continued erupting in her mouth. I pumped my hips, each thrust ending in another spurt of come in Jasmine's hot little mouth.
Jasmine was moaning and whimpering and opening her mouth let a long trail of cum leak out and down my shaft. I moaned as I watched her suck it right back into her mouth, then with one last long shuddering moan, I slumped back against the chair, gasping for breath.
"Okay." I moaned, "O...oh shit!" I groaned as she sucked hard, milking a few more drops from my spent cock.
"Hmm," Jasmine slipped my cock from her mouth, then with a nasty smile, she held her tits up and opening her mouth let cum drool down her chin and all over her right tit and down over her hard nipple.
"Holy shit, you're fucking incredible." I said as I fought to catch my breath. I'd never come that hard before! And she was still driving me wild as she moved her head side to side so the cum would spill onto both her tits.
"Nah, just a dirty girl." She winked, then looking down at her cum covered tits, leaned over and grabbing my shirt used it to wipe the cum from them. I didn't even care as I watched her do it. In fact right now I had to say I felt pretty carefree.
"That was...wow." I whistled.
"You were pretty damn wow yourself." She said as she sat up on the chair across from me and slipped her heels on.
"I wasn't just trying to make you feel good, I love fucking young guys." She gave me a sly smile, "My husband doesn't mind it either; he loves me telling him about it."
"Okay then." I laughed, then standing, eased my boxers over my still semi hard cock and pulled my jeans up. "Glad everyone will be happy."
"I'm very happy." She stood and slid the fifty back off the table. "I got a real good deal today!"
"I...think I did pretty well too." I told her.
She winked and bending over picked up her thong, giving me a last look at her ass and pussy, then with a giggle tossed thong to me. "Here you go, Kenny, a little souvenir. Use it when you jerk off to me."
"I...can't even deny I will." I told her.
"Good boy." She laughed, and then kicked the bra over to me, "Keep that too." She picked her dress up from the table and I took a last look at her incredible tits as she pulled it down.
The dress showed off her still hard nipples and it was a hot thought that she was driving home to her husband with nothing on under the dress. While sitting there feeling pretty damn happy with today's events, I was still struck by how casual Jasmine was with this.
She had sucked me, let me go down her, fucked me then sucked me again, letting me come in her mouth. Now less than a minute later she had gotten dressed as if she had just gotten out of the shower, chatting away as if nothing had happened.
From here I had no doubt she was heading back home to her husband, in fact the way she had talked about him being fine with her little sexcapades she'd most likely call him on the way. It dawned on me he would probably fuck her the minute he saw her. At this point I knew I wouldn't bother trying to tell anyone about, this, who the hell would believe it?
"So." She walked over and surprised me with a soft sweet kiss. "I have to go. My son's will pick this up around four is that okay?"
"Your sons?"
"Yup, I'm old enough to be your mom, sweetie." She smiled as she folded up the fifty and tucked it into her dress. "And with two boys in college I have to save money where I can."
"I guess so." I frowned as I looked at the table.
"What's wrong, Kenny? I would think you'd be all smiles for awhile after that?" She pushed her lips out in a pout, "Or am I losing my touch?"
"Not at all, this was unbelievable."
"Then what's wrong?"
"Well, now I'm wondering what the hell I'm going to say to my father about selling this for half price."
"Just tell him what I'm going to tell my husband when he asks me how I got such a good deal."
"What's that?" I asked,
"Just look him in the eye and say," She ran her tongue along her lips, "I blew it!"
*****
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God I was horny! I stared up at the red light urging it to change so I could get home and get off.
I looked over at the red heart shaped box from Fantasy Zone and just thinking of its contents caused me to squirm in my seat. I was so damn wet my panties were sticking to my over heated pussy.
My hand was resting on my thigh and sliding it under the hem of my sundress, I rubbed my pussy and moaned. Goddamn tonight was going to be the hottest Valentine's day ever!
Finally, the good hard fucking I'd needed for months, the one we both needed! I glanced at the clock on the dash, it was five and Dan's flight was due in at seven.
I'd wanted to kill him for agreeing to go on a trip that wouldn't have him home on Valentine's Day. After arguing, he agreed to come home that night which was the best he could do.
Still not ideal, but my laying into him and making him feel guilty had gotten him to cave to what I wanted as a gift which was to celebrate this year with lust over love.
His boss had left his car at the airport and was going to give Dan a ride home and when he arrived he would find a note telling him to come upstairs to the bedroom where he would find his wife, just how he admitted he had always wanted her, helpless for him.
I jumped at the sound of a horn behind me and floored it, tearing through the intersection. I removed my hand my pussy before I got in an accident, but couldn't resist bringing my fingers to my face and sniffing them.
Unfortunately my fingers smelling like my pussy had been a daily occurrence the last few months and far too common the couple of years leading up to those months.
I looked at the box again and smiled; if all went the way I hoped tonight would be a great start to only masturbating when Dan had to travel.
My smile faltered as my mind strayed to what had led to tonight being such a big deal. Starting a couple of years ago, our sex life, after twenty pretty good years, started to falter.
Dan had moved up in the company and was not only traveling a couple of times a month, but working longer hours.
Still that shouldn't have cut us down that much. We'd been a two or three times a week couple and those nights were usually enjoyable times and not quickies.
But Dan kept complaining of being tired, and then it was stress, then...no excuse at all, just coming to bed and going to sleep.
On my part I realized at forty eight, and five years older than me, Dan wasn't a kid anymore and did everything I could to spice things up; new lingerie, trying to introduce toys into our sex life, buying porn videos and even suggested role playing.
Dan had taken offense to all of it. The lingerie was for 'young girls' porn was for 'horny guys who never got laid' the toys became, 'What? I'm not enough, is this what you do all day?" and the role playing led to a nasty argument where he asked if I wanted another man so bad I wanted him to pretend to be someone else?
Each argument led to less intimacy and I was getting more and more sexually frustrated. I loved Dan; he was good looking, a good provider, treated me with respect and was sweet and caring.
In general he was a good catch, a loving husband and great father and role model for our son Kyle. But as of a couple of years ago had seemed to decide sex was of very little interest to him.
It had gotten to a point I had gnawing doubts he was cheating, but anytime he said he was working late and I called he was there in his office. Dan was always where he said he was going to be and when. Even when he traveled anytime I called he would answer and he was always with a co worker.
I guiltily admitted to myself I was a bitch for thinking that of him, but it just seemed like there had to be more than he suddenly had gotten bored or tired of sex.
I considered myself an attractive woman. As a dance instructor I was in excellent shape and took yoga twice a week.
I kept my dark curly hair long the way Dan liked it and although I didn't dress in a slutty manner, I did dress fun. It was mid July and I always wore cute sun dresses or playful skirts and tops.
Some women had remarked I dressed like a coed, but noted I pulled it off because I was happy go lucky and always quick to laugh and smile.
I took good care in every way, weekly manicures and pedicures to keep my nails sexy and my skin nice and soft. Dan had always said his favorite parts of me were my legs and ass, hence the short fun skirts and when not in a dress I favored shorts that were admittedly a little too tight, but I wanted to show off for him.
Seemed I was showing off for the guys I worked with or walked past on the street, because I noticed many guys checking me out. It was flattering and made me feel attractive, especially when it was guys Kyle's age checking me out.
It was a hot thought to think they saw me as a sexy milf, but fact was Dan was the only guy I wanted to notice me and all I had been getting was some poorly veiled, 'act your age' remarks.
The last thought put a damper on my mood. Not so much the act my age comments, but the younger guys looking at me. I had become increasingly aware of a certain young man looking at me in ways he shouldn't be.
Worse, I had discovered some other things that if I dwelled on them, told me he wasn't just looking, but thinking about things best not thought of.
"One problem at a time, Monica" I whispered; get things straight with Dan first and be in a better frame of mind to deal with what might be nothing, but could be something, a big something.
I pushed my thoughts back to Dan. If we stayed off the topic of our lack luster sex life everything was fine and I let that go for awhile until I'd had enough before his last trip and really got upset to the point of tears.
Dan had stuck to he was getting 'past' wanting sex that much and it wasn't me. I wasn't giving up that easy and had told him I was trying everything I could think of and asked what he wanted.
As soon as I said it he had gotten an odd look on his face telling me had thought of something and I pressed him tell me anything I could do that would be a fun fantasy for him, I would do anything he wanted.
After some more tears-a little contrived at that point- to push him to talk- Dan finally admitted there was a time he had rape fantasies, specifically finding a woman tied to the bed and just taking her.
Between the idea of the fantasy which I found hot because it would be my husband taking me and the fact it was something that would inspire him to give me a good fucking, I instantly told him we could do it.
He had looked surprised and even more so when I suggested that seeing Valentine's Day was right around the corner why not make it special? We could make sure Kyle stayed at a friend's go out to dinner and then come home he could live his long time fantasy with me.
That's when the trip had come up and I'd lost it on him. The fact he didn't even consider Valentine's important any more upset me as much as anything else.
Just because we were married and in our forties didn't mean we were dead and that we were beyond acting like a young loving and lusty couple.
Dan appeased me by changing the flight to come home that night, which was Friday and mentioned that because he was just getting back he would have the entire weekend off.
We could take a rain check on a late dinner and just have fun Friday night, then we could go for a nice breakfast or lunch on Saturday, celebrate all weekend. He added that the fact it was a week away would be fun because it would give him time to think about it and build up the excitement.
Now that was what I was talking about! We had sex that night, but it was only a few minutes of missionary followed by me making him let me get on my knees for my favorite, but he barely lasted a minute that way.
I was let down, but let it slide, it was the first sex we'd had in two weeks and I had the promise of something I could use to get him going. The box next to me was a gift set titled, 'prisoner of love' and contained two pairs of handcuffs.
They were authentic looking stainless steel; one pair had a key, the others were safety cuffs that featured buttons for the person in them to release them.
I figured the pair with the key for the thrill of him having to unlock me, those I planned to cuff to the rung on our metal headboard, the second pair I figured I would...
The phone rang, startling me and I smiled when I saw it was Dan and thumbed the wheel to accept the call.
"Happy Valentine's, sexy!" I chirped into the speaker. "You ready to come see your bad girl?"
"Um, yeah." He said with less enthusiasm than I was hoping for. "Getting ready to board in a few minutes so wanted to call and tell you, I love you."
"I love you too!" I giggled, "But it won't be love you'll be showing me later will it?"
"I always love you." He answered.
"I'm playing honey!" I told him while rolling my eyes, "You said you wanted to take me, well you're not going to be saying I love you while you have your way with me."
"Right, it's a game though."
"Of course it is! But I'm going to play it right for you." I smiled, "Want a preview?" I began to whimper and moan,
"Oh, oh, please! Please don't! It's so big! Oh, please don't make me suck it, oh, no I don't want it! Stop making me!"
I blinked at my own enthusiasm and a fresh wave of moisture flowed through my already sopping pussy.
"Wow." Dan whispered through the phone.
"That's better!" I laughed, "All that and more, baby. Just think how good that will sound while you're fucking me and I'm helpless and you're spanking me!"
"I don't want to hurt you, Monica."
"You won't be." I was trying not to take a tone. Jeez, he could suck the fun out of anything these days, "Its fantasy."
"I get that and sorry if I'm not going to talk like a horned out teen ager on the phone."
Heaven forbid I thought, but said, "I don't expect you to, after all this is your night, honey, I'll just be your good little bad girl and make it special for you."
"Well we have to wait."
"Why?" I almost pulled the car over thinking I'd go off on him if he cancelled this.
"I'll be home by seven thirty and Kyle doesn't go to bed until..."
"Kyle is going over John's house for the weekend and he's working on Sunday." I told him with a smug grin as I'd had the foresight to cut off the excuse of what if our son hears us.
"That's a good coincidence," He remarked.
"No, I told him we wanted the house to ourselves."
"Monica!"
"Dan, he's twenty, not ten, he knows we have sex and he gets we would like some time alone."
"Still, besides not like we couldn't with him home, just wait until later."
"We cannot do this with him home because I am going to be loud and we are going to cut loose." I said evenly "And it's going to be right when you come home, I'll be waiting for you."
"Glad to hear I have a say in my idea." He retorted.
I was losing patience and was going to snap at him, but he switched gears.
"Tell you what, Monica, I wish Kyle was going somewhere besides Johns." He sighed over the speakers, "Kid hasn't gone out with a girl since Cindy and that was what, six months ago?"
"Yeah, about that." I liked the new conversation even less than the argument the other was heading for; it was part of a problem I was doing my best to tell myself wasn't one.
"What's up with him? He's a good looking kid, he's smart, he's got a great personality, he used to always either have a girlfriend or a date."
"I know." I answered softly, "I asked him and he just shrugs and says there's no one he's interested in."
"Right," Dan laughed, "He's nineteen; girls who breathe are interesting at that age. Christ, I walked around with a permanent hard on, back then."
"Oohh" I purred, "Let's turn back the clock, baby."
"Is everything about sex with you, Monica?" he asked, "Jesus, you're in fucking overdrive the last few months, you going through the change or something?"
"No, Dan, its called frustration. I've always been this into sex, and you were to, at least a lot more than now. Maybe if you get back to taking care of me, I won't turn everything into a dirty remark." Shit, I should have just kept keeping things light.
"Again with this." He sighed, "Monica I'm just..."
"Not interested? Maybe it's a father son thing?"
"Monica..."
"Don't take that tone." I was on a roll now. "Dan, I do everything I can to be desirable for you, everything! I can't imagine another guy who turns his wife down when she whispers in his ear she wants to suck his cock, or wants to watch porn or gets in the shower with you."
"Yeah, you know that? You been asking guys if you can suck their cock?"
His words stung me and I drove in silence, stunned that he would say that. I thought he had hung up, but he said softly.
"Honey, I'm sorry, that was a terrible thing to say. I know you're a good woman and I know I'm the only man for you, and you've always been my best girl, my only girl."
"Your only girl needs you." I said quietly. "Danny, you love me. I know it, I feel it. You're affectionate, we hold hands, you say sweet things, we cuddle on the couch, but...honey sex is a big deal I need to get laid."
"I know, I need to work on that."
"I'll work on it for you, if you'll let me."
"We made love the other night," he reminded me.
"I don't want to make love!" I snapped, "I want to fuck! I want to enjoy you and be enjoyed!"
"You don't enjoy..."
"I love making love to you, its sweet. But, Dan we're not senior citizens, I want to have hot nasty sex sometimes! I want to suck your cock until you cum in my mouth! I want to wrap my legs around your head and cum in your face and I want you to fuck me! Hard! On my knees, against the wall, in the shower!"
"Goddamn." He sounded shocked
"And I want you to do that! I don't think about other men, I want you! I love that you love me, but I want to be your goddamn whore too!"
"That's an interesting way to put it."
"Interesting? Christ, Dan, most guys would be hard hearing their wives talk like that and..."
"I am."
"I...you are?"
"I'm not dead, Monica." He laughed, "That was...wow."
"Well you can come home and get all the wow you want, honey!" I told him, feeling better. "I'm so glad you told me about your fantasy."
"It's embarrassing."
"No, it's not! I'm going to make you very happy you told me!"
"Okay, well I have to run to make the plane." He said, "When you get home, ask Kyle again, what the hell is up with him, it's a Friday night, he should be going out with someone, not hanging out playing video games with a friend."
"I think you should have that talk Dan." Fact was part of me dreaded the answer I would get if I really pushed Kyle on the subject. "More a guy thing."
"You're right; I just figured well," he laughed, "Kyle's a little bit of a mama's boy, most guys his age aren't as close to their mom as he is with you. Hey, gotta go."
"Love you, Dan."
"Love you too!"
"Hurry home for your bad girl wife, she'll be waiting."
"Be there as soon as I can."
He ended the call and I slouched back into the driver's seat. That was a roller coaster conversation. I shouldn't have pushed, but it seemed to work out.
But for tonight I needed to relax, do my part and let it happen. I needed everything I told him I needed. Just hot nasty sex, I didn't want to be a wife and a mom, tonight I wanted to be a slut.
Dan needed to know that and take me in the way he said he secretly desired. Tonight needed to be hot, but worrying wouldn't help. I patted the box next to me which also contained a fun little outfit to be 'trapped' in.
There was more than that though. The other issue, one Dan had no clue about, had reared its head in the conversation. Kyle. Dan only knew our son, who had never had an issue being without a girl, had seemed to decide he didn't want to be bothered.
But I suspected more than that. Over the last couple of months I'd put enough things together to come to the conclusion it wasn't that Kyle had lost interest in girls, but was focused on one in particular. Normally that wouldn't be an issue.
Young men routinely developed crushes on women and would ignore all others during that time. But in most cases the woman the young man was obsessed with wasn't his mother.
*****
By the time I reached home I was back in the sexy mood I'd been in all day. I pushed all thoughts of Dan's hesitation with his fantasy out of my mind and focused on it going as hot as I wanted it to.
As for Kyle? That would be an issue for another day and I would see what he had to say to his father before I pressed further, maybe I was wrong.
I got out of the car carrying the heart shaped box by its handle and as I walked across the lawn to the house noticed Roger, our next door neighbor with a friend, gawking at me from beneath the hood of his car. I turned and waved at them, letting them know I'd caught them.
They awkwardly waved back and I turned back to the door and walked slowly, putting some extra swing in my hips for my admiring audience. I smiled at the image of flipping the short dress up to show off my panties and really giving them a show.
Instead I thought of the show Dan would get, walking into the room to see my tight little ass in the air in the hot new thong in the kit. I was heating up again and even the sight of my recently painted, blue nails on the door handle got me hot.
The bright blue was Dan's favorite and my toes matched. I envisioned them on Dan's shoulders, while I lay on my back, tied and helpless. God, it was going to be an effort not to get off before he came home! I could play in the shower, but I wanted to come quick and nice and hard for him the first time.
I entered the house and stopping in the living room, put my hand on the arm of the chair and leaning over, slipped my sandals off. They were new and the straps were too tight. Had I not just had my toes painted and was worried about smearing them, I would have driven bare foot. I lifted my leg to scratch at the red line on my foot and swore when I dropped my keys.
I bent over and grinned at the feeling of the dress riding up my ass. The dress was short even by my standards, but I had wanted to feel sexy all day. Had I dropped the key in public I would have had to crouch to pick them up, but here being unladylike was just fine. I lifted my head as I began to straighten and saw Kyle in the mirror over the mantle.
He was sitting on the couch and wasn't supposed to be home in the first place. What disturbed me was he hadn't said anything and was staring directly at my ass.
I had no doubt he was getting a good view of my skimpy red panties beneath the dress and my stomach tightened as I remained still, watching him stare.
There was no doubt what he was looking at, his eyes were focused on my rear and he was making no effort to announce his presence. I stood up and without turning said, "What are you looking at, Kyle?"
I saw his eyes widen in the mirror and his face flushed in embarrassment. My stomach experienced another twinge as that removed any doubt. My son had been staring at my ass.
I turned and walked over to him, carefully smoothing my dress in the front, trying to pull it as far down my thighs as I could. Had I known Kyle would see me, I would have never worn anything this short.
"I asked you a question." I said softly. "What were you looking at?"
"Oh, um...just you." He gave me a nervous smile, "I like your dress."



"My dress."
I stopped in front of him and kept my eyes on his, watching to see if they would stay on my face or try to look at my chest. The dress was as low in the front as it was high in the back and revealed more cleavage than usual.
Kyle's eyes, the same beautiful shade of deep blue as Dan's, stayed on mine, and then quickly darted downward. I cleared my throat and gave him the classic line usually reserved for guys with wandering eyes.
"My face is up here." I emphasized my words by crossing my arms over my chest.
His blush deepened and he looked into my eyes this time.
"Oh, sorry, just looking at the dress, is it new?"
"You know, honey, not many boys know their mothers wardrobe that well."
"I guess I pay attention," he looked away evasively, but added, "You look nice in red."
"Thank you." I nodded and wondered if I should push it.
How would I? Just come out and ask 'why were you staring at my ass?' I hesitated just as I had been hesitating for the last few weeks. I needed to confront him and couldn't. Or I needed to tell Dan and let him handle it, but I wasn't sure Dan would handle it anyway but flipping out and I couldn't blame him.
"Wow, you did your nails too!' Kyle leaned forward and gestured towards my hand, "That blue is really nice." His eyes dropped to my feet, "Toes match as always."
"I'm funny like that." I gave him a smiled, and decided to fish a little, "You know Kyle very few sons notice things like that on their mother."
"Not many sons have a mom as beautiful as you." He returned my smiled, his blue eyes beaming.
"You're smooth my boy." I tousled his blonde hair, "No wonder you do well with the girls."
"I do what I can."
"Not lately." I tapped my chin, "Kyle how long ago did you break up with Cindy?"
"This again, mom?" He sighed, "I told you, there's not anyone I'm into right now."
No one you should be, I thought, but said, "Really? You sure about that?"
"Positive."
This wasn't going to go anywhere and I let it drop, avoiding the issue yet again, I switched gears, "Why are you still home? Shouldn't you be at Johns?"
"I'm going." He shrugged, "Dad's flight doesn't land until seven so I figured I'd head out around then."
"I'd like you to leave earlier." I told him. I wanted to leave a note on the door for Dan, maybe a trail of my clothing up the stairs, set a nice sexy scene.
"Why?" He asked, then looked past me to the couch where I'd put my purse and the box.
"Wow, Fantasy Zone! Guess you're planning a hell of a Valentine's Night!" he whistled, "Mom's gone wild!"
He laughed and giving him a forced smile I gave him something to think about.
"Mom's gone wild? Sounds like it should be a porn site." In fact it was, one of many Kyle had bookmarked on his computer.
Kyle blinked and I knew I'd scored a point as he gave a nervous laugh, "Yeah, kind of does." He tried for a casual shrug, "Maybe there is one."
"Maybe. What isn't a maybe is you leaving before seven and not making any more remarks about tonight. Your mother's sex life isn't open for discussion."
"Just kidding, mom." He grinned, "You guys both gave me the talk and played twenty questions with me about Cindy and other girls. I can't play around with you?"
"That's not the way to play around with your mother." I meant it in more ways than the conversation dictated and I hoped he would pick up on it seeing I had just name dropped one of his go to web sites.
"Sorry." He lowered his eyes, then winced, "Wow, that looks like it hurts."
I followed his gaze to my feet, each one with an angry red line across the top of it from the shoes.
"Yeah, the shoes are new and too tight."
"Want me to rub them?"
"What?"
"Do you want me to rub your feet?" He asked, and patted the couch, "Sit over here and I'll rub them."
"I don't think so." His boldness was amazing! Tomorrow night after a nice day with Dan, I'd have the conversation about what was going on.
"Why not? Dad does it all the time after you come home from your classes."
"That's different, he's not my son."
"What's that mean?" He seemed confused.
"I don't think it's appropriate for my adult son to be rubbing my feet."
"Appropriate?" He put his hands up, "Mom, we're talking about your feet, not..." he paused, "Why would you say that? I'm, your son what do you think I would do?"
He looked genuinely upset and I wavered, was I seeing something that wasn't there? Was I just putting a bunch of separate things together and rushing to the wrong conclusion? No, he had been staring at me, not just today, but for months, and those movies!
"Nothing, honey." I said softly, "But some things just aren't proper at your age."
"Jeez mom, what do you think I'm going to do, look up your dress?" Now he seemed offended and I felt bad, "I'm just trying to be good to my mom, is that so bad?"
Depends what you mean by good. I looked into his eyes once more and this time he met my gaze with no trace of nervousness. He'd been embarrassed when I caught him staring at my ass and breasts and flinched at the mention of the porn site. But on the subject of him rubbing my feet he seemed to show no emotion other than being put off.
I glanced at my watch and saw it was only five thirty; I had plenty of time to get both myself and the room ready for Dan. Deciding I'd better be sure about what was going on with Kyle before I brought Dan into it, I nodded to him,
"You're right, Kyle and I'm sorry."
"Don't be sorry." He replied, "I didn't mean to upset you."
"You didn't." I answered making note of how concerned he was with my feelings.
He'd been that way for awhile now, not only being affectionate with me, but pretty much sucking up to me and apologizing for anything he did that he thought annoyed me. In general Kyle had been treating me the way he would a girl he had a crush on, eager to please and desperate not to offend.
"I should be sorry." I played along, "I don't know what I was thinking; of course you just want to be good to me." I flashed him a huge smile, "That's why you're my good boy, right?"
"Right!" He exclaimed, far too happy with that remark.
I was playing with fire now, possibly feeding into what might be very unhealthy fantasies, but how else would I find out for sure?
"So how about I take my good boy up on his kind offer to make his mother feel good?"
"Really, you'll let me rub your..." He seemed to realize he was acting too excited and slowed down, "I mean, you work really hard mom, and it makes me happy to try to do what I can for you."
"Far be it from me to hold you back then!" I laughed and sitting on the end of the couch, turned and swinging my legs up, rested my heels on his thigh.
My dress had ridden up as I moved and his gaze immediately landed on my upper thighs. I gave it a few seconds to be sure he was looking and started to speak, planning on asking him again, what he was looking at. Before I could, however, Kyle grabbed one of the throw pillows and dropped it onto my lap.
"Might want to leave that there," he said, his eyes carefully averted, "Your dress is kind of short."
Another mixed signal and again I pressed,
"What's the big deal? You've seen me in a bikini."
"A bikini is different than looking up your skirt." He pointed out, "That would be...how'd you say it, inappropriate?"
"True." I agreed, "You are a good boy, Kyle, very sweet and proper."
"I was raised to be good to girls, remember?" he winked at me, "Get what you give, right?"
"Not exactly how your father explained it, but yes." I nodded, "When you're good to anyone, they will be more inclined to be good to you."
"And you're very good to me so that's why I want to be good to you."
He demonstrated that desire by slipping his arm under my calves and lifting my legs to slide another of the pillows under my feet.
"Yeah, you want to be good to mommy, baby?" That was a line word for word from one of those disturbing videos he had bookmarked on his computer and it hit the mark.
Kyle got an odd look in his eyes and his hands hovered over my feet as if unsure of what he should do. I added to the fire by leaning back and raising my arms over my head. I stretched, arching my back and pushing my breasts out. The tight dress, pulled downward exposing some of the red lace of my bra and I thought his eyes were going to pop out of his head.
I felt like a bitch, if my suspicions were correct I was playing into his fantasies, cock teasing my own son. But I had to know. Kyle mustered a nervous smile,
"I'd love to be good to my mom." He cupped the heel of my left foot in his hand and lifted it, "That's why I want to make you feel good."
He placed his hand on my foot, and as his thumbs kneaded the soft skin at the base of my toes, I sighed, "Hmm, that does feel good."
I'd spoken in a tone better reserved for a different kind of pleasure and Kyle swallowed hard and continued to rub, "You like that?"
"Feels sooo good!" I purred and pushed my foot into his hand, "Look at you taking good care of your mom!"
Another line worthy of one his taboo videos uttered in a very un-motherly tone of pleasure. This time Kyle couldn't seem to muster a reply and simply focused on my feet. He was using both hands on my foot, one lightly caressing the top while he worked the sole of with his strong fingers. It did feel damn good and I relaxed back into the couch and watched my son as he massaged my feet.
Kyle was a good looking kid. The spitting image of his father, his blonde hair and those amazing eyes were a hit with the girls and his rugged physique, built up through four years of high school football and a year of college wrestling didn't hurt.. But unlike many good looking boys his age, Kyle wasn't a cocky jerk or any type of player. He was sweet as he was cute and when he was dating he never strayed from his current girlfriend.
Right now, wearing a pair of faded jeans and a white t-shirt that hugged his broad shoulders and accentuated his tan, Kyle looked damn good. Occasionally Kyle popped in for one of my classes as his current coach felt aerobics were good for coordination and flexibility. When he did I noted with amusement several female students my age staring at him with poorly masked lust.
A couple of times he had come with team mates and I'd noticed them staring at me and Kyle had commented to me one of them said his mother was a 'porn quality milf'. I'd laughed it off, but it had gotten me more than a little hot to think a boy my son's age would go home and jerk off to me. Unfortunately it seemed Kyle himself saw me as a milf and was most likely masturbating to thoughts of his mother rather than someone else's mom.
I closed my eyes and sighed, this time a real one of contentment, as Kyle worked his fingers into my heel while rubbing his fingers into the base of each of my toes. Although it did feel nice I knew this was a bad game to be playing, but used it to think over the situation.
Now that I had recalled the comment Kyle had said his friend had made, it dawned on me that was only a couple of weeks before he had broken up with Cindy. Was his friend's dumb remark somehow a catalyst for Kyle seeing me in ways that he shouldn't? As my body relaxed my mind did as well. I wasn't letting it wander, but was allowing myself to see everything about this scenario from the start.
I knew that was six months ago because Dan had pissed me off by agreeing to a business trip on the weekend of our twenty second anniversary. Our sex life had already been failing and much like tonight, I had high hopes for our anniversary. I'd booked a nice cabin that featured the modern convenience of a hot tub and nothing to do but each other.
Then Dan dropped the bomb about the trip and I had to give away the surprise of the cabin and he had told me to change the dates. I'd exploded and we'd had the worst fight of our marriage. A fight that Kyle over heard because his practice had been cancelled and Dan and I hadn't known he was home.
That fight had escalated into my yelling that I was getting more action from my toys than him and how he wasn't satisfying me and didn't seem to care. That's when Kyle had come out of his room, looking upset and asking us what was wrong.
Opening my eyes as Kyle switched to rubbing my right foot I watched his face. He was staring at my foot with a look of longing on his face that told me he was loving what he was doing, but would want to do more. His fingers were moving more slowly than before as if he were savoring each moment of contact.
I closed my eyes once more and saw his knowledge of my sexual frustration as being something that might get him going. Kyle and I had always been close. When he was younger Dan would joke about him being a mama's boy because he was glued to my hip all the time. By his early teens Kyle was into sports and noticing girls, but was always affectionate with me and we talked about everything.
As he got older that affection trailed off in a natural way, after all, at eighteen and beyond most boys weren't hugging and kissing their mother the way they did when they were younger. But after that argument I noticed Kyle becoming more affectionate. I chalked it up to him being worried about Dan and me and maybe trying to show me some attention.
That wasn't so bad, except for the fact I noticed he had started looking at me in a way sons did not look at their mothers. Part of that was my fault. After the fight when we had calmed down and discussed how important sex was to me I'd started dressing sexier and Kyle was taking notice.
I constantly saw him looking at my legs, my breasts and tonight wasn't the first time I had caught him staring at my ass. Whether I was to blame was part of my dilemma, I wasn't sure. Maybe I shouldn't have dressed more revealing around the house, but on the other hand a son shouldn't be looking at his mother no matter what she wore.
But still it might have been a case of just the right time for me to start doing it. Kyle's closeness had gotten to the point he would sit on the couch so close to me our hips were touching. On more than one occasion he had slipped his arm around my shoulder as if I were his girlfriend and when I said something he said he liked being close to me.
When Dan was home he kept his distance and that was what had truly gotten me to thinking Kyle was somehow trying to give me what he thought I was missing. I learned it was a lot more than Kyle just wanting to be close to me two months ago when my lap top had frozen and needing to book Dan's next flight I used Kyle's.
He'd left it on and when I brought up the browser I'd been confronted with a still of a woman sucking cock. It wasn't the video that had appalled me, after all, what kid his age didn't get off to porn, hell I probably watched as much as he did these days. The title above the clip however was what caught my eye. It was labeled "Let mommy do that for you, baby."
I clicked replay and watched as the video opened to a young guy sitting on his bed jerking off. The door opened and an older woman came in and asked what the hell he was doing. I sat through a couple of minutes of absurd dialogue that told me the woman was supposed to be his mother who sat on the bed and moving his hands away from his cock proceeded to play with it.
The son began telling 'mom' how hot he thought she was and mommy dearest then proceeded to suck his cock. I sat back stunned as she stopped long enough to strip naked then crawl back on the bed and put them in a sixty nine position. Mom then slid up and rode him backwards, before getting on her knees for him to fuck her doggy style.
The entire time they were engaging in incestuous dialogue, the mother saying how much she loved feeling her son inside her and the son telling her how good 'mommy's pussy' felt. I paused the video and staring at the screen above it saw Kyle was a member of the site and had a 'favorites' folder on his profile.
I clicked it and was confronted with over two dozen videos, every one of which had mom or step mom in the title. My fingers trembling I went into his computers bookmarks and saw a list of porn sites. With each site title my stomach sank further. Loving Mothers, Mommy blows best, My mother, my whore and mommy likes it rough.
That one disturbed me the most and I clicked on it to see a list videos. Each one had a picture from the video to click on and they were all of women bound to beds, hand cuffed, tied and being spanked. The first one, that had a thumbs up on it, meaning Kyle had watched it was called "Mom was begging for it"
I opened the video to see it started in the middle of the action with "mom" bent over the bed, her hands bound behind her back and the son fucking her. He was pulling her hair and slapping her ass. The woman's ass was beet red and I could see the 'sons' finger prints on her skin. She was begging him to stop and he was calling her a slut and a whore and a tease.
That was enough for me to exit not only the computer, but his room. Since then my mind had been in turmoil. Did he really want me? On one hand it seemed obvious with everything else in play, the attention, the staring, him knowing Dan wasn't making me happy. Hell one of the videos had been named, "My husband won't, but my son will!"
Or...was it just a coincidence and he enjoyed videos of 'other people's' moms having sex? I'd surfed enough porn to know there were countless sites that featured 'incest' and step incest videos as well as milf cougar porn and that many men both young and old did get off on the fantasy, but not the reality.
My eyes opened when Kyle's fingers strayed past the top of my foot and up the front of my leg to my knee then back down again. He was touching me lightly, a teasing caress, one that had it been Dan doing it would have not only felt good, but would have been erotic. Kyle was no longer watching his hand on my foot, but was staring raptly at my legs.
Lying here watching my son look at me as if I were an object of desire rather than his mother the irony struck me that in my efforts to become more attractive to my husband it was my son who had become enamored with me. Having gotten away with me not saying anything the first time, Kyle slid his hand up my leg again, but this time it was the palm and a firmer touch.
His other hand slid under my leg and rubbed my calf just below my knee. I figured he had probably looked up before and saw my eyes closed and had no idea I was watching him because his eyes were glued to my thighs beneath the pillow.
At this point I couldn't deny it. Kyle was no longer rubbing my feet, but fondling my legs and I'm sure if I let it keep going his hands would stray past my knee.
I looked down into his lap and saw a large bulge in his pants that told me I was right. Taking a deep breath, I lifted my leg, pushed my foot against his crotch and was amazed to feel how hard he was. As soon as that thought crossed my mind, I wondered what the hell was wrong with me?
My son had an erection from touching my feet and I was thinking damn, he was hard. Showed it was high time Dan started taking care of things if Kyle's hard on had an effect on me other than being disgusted.
Kyle gasped at the contact and knowing I shouldn't, but wanting to prove a point, I rubbed my foot in a circle, stroking his swollen crotch and making him realize there was no way I hadn't noticed it. To my dismay, the next sound Kyle made was a soft moan at the contact. I jerked my foot back and swung my legs back to the floor.
I sat up and stared hard at Kyle who was now redder than my dress. My dark eyes locked in on his and I raised my eyebrows, silently asking him, 'what the hell was that?' Kyle looked away and ran his hand through his hair, a tell tale sign he was nervous. I frowned when as he lowered his hand he slid it down his face and under his nose. He was sniffing his hand after rubbing my feet, Jesus.



"Um, what's the matter?" He asked.
I paused, what should I say? "Why the hell do you have a hard on?" Was what I wanted to ask, but as sick as this was, I knew this was a delicate situation. It wasn't just about sex, somewhere, somehow, my son's wires had gotten crossed and he was seeing me as a lover would see me, not a son. If I was harsh with him it could cause problems, but I had to acknowledge it somehow.
"I think you know." I said softly. "Or should I just ask you what that's all about?"
"That?" He looked away again. "I don't know."
"You do know." I spoke in the same soft tone, trying to convey the fact I was remaining calm and seeing what he would say. "I know too, Kyle."
"I don't know what you're talking about." He stated.
"Really? You don't think I know where that came from?"
"Where what came from?" To my surprise, he had a smile playing about his lips.
I was going to reply when it hit me; this was a scenario straight out of one of those damn movies! He rubs mom's feet, she feels his hard on, pretends to be offended, but she's turned on and...I had fucked up royally. Should have never let him touch me.
"Mom?" He smiled, boldly this time. "Where did what come from?"
"We'll talk about this Sunday." I stood up to tell him this wasn't one of his fantasies and we were done here.
"We will?" The smile had vanished.
"Yes, we will. We should have talked about it before and that's my fault. But tonight's not the time. Tonight is a big night for your father and I and unfortunately you know why. So this will keep until then."
I turned away and as I walked over and grabbed my box, Kyle asked,
"Are...are you going to tell dad?"
I sighed, that was a full admission of guilt right there. If he weren't doing anything wrong he wouldn't care about Dan being involved, half the time Dan was easier on him than I was. But in this situation, Dan would lose it and I understood why he would.
"No," I said turning back to him. "We'll keep this between us, okay?"
"Really?"
"Yes, you and I will work this out and it will be our little secret."
"Thanks mom." His body slumped in relief. "I love you."
"I love you too, honey." I gave him a reassuring smile, "I'm your mom, I'll always love you no matter what, but we need to take care of this."
"Okay, we will." He nodded with exaggerated enthusiasm.
"Meanwhile, get your things together; you need to go to John's."
"Yes, mom."
"Your father is playing golf Sunday so when you get home from work, we'll talk."
"Whatever you want mom." He gave me a nervous smile, "I'll do anything you want me to."
I let that remark go, unsure of how he meant it. I walked over to the stairs and as I headed up to my bedroom, I resisted the urge to look over my shoulder and see if he were trying to look up my dress. Fact was I didn't have to; I could feel my son's eyes on me and was sure he was still hard for me.
Un-fucking believable I thought as I reached the top of the stairs and entered the bathroom to take a quick shower, I had to all but bully my husband into his own fantasy, but my son was hard as a rock from rubbing my damn feet. As I stripped out of my clothing my mind drifted to the feeling of Kyle's cock beneath my foot.
Even through the jeans I could feel how goddamn hard he was and when I'd slid my foot along the length of it, it wasn't just how hard it was that struck me, but how big. Dan wasn't small, Maybe a little bigger than average, but Kyle had felt huge!
I stood there naked for a moment and blinked, what was wrong with me? I was standing here thinking about words like 'my son's big hard cock.' Fuck if Dan didn't give it to me good tonight, we were going to counseling because things were pretty damn bad when the thought of my son's cock excited me.
Not that I wanted him, but just to feel that cock and know I had caused that reaction was a turn on. Back in the day Dan would be hard the second I walked in the room, these days half the time I had to suck on him to get him hard and at that point because of my sucking I was lucky to get three minutes of sex. But Kyle...so hard and from just a touch and the look of desire on his face!
I shuddered at the feeling of heat growing between my thighs and told myself I was just that worked up, denying the fact turning my son on had in a sick way turned me on. I reached into the shower and as I turned on the water, stopped and listened. I heard Kyle walking up the stairs, probably heading for his room to get his stuff.
I hesitated and as I heard his steps coming down the hall. I recalled one of the videos on his lap top featured a mother in the shower and her son hopping in to surprise her. I walked over to the door and locked it.
***** "Hey, baby, like what you see?" I raised my arms, taking my hair up over my head and angling my hip, blew a kiss at my reflection.
Lowering my arms I smiled and nodded in satisfaction at my outfit of choice. I was wearing a turquoise thong that matched my nails and was only a string between my cheeks with a little bow at the top. The thong left my firm ass cheeks fully exposed and with the strings which tied at the sides, over my hips, the full length of my legs were exposed.
The front was a patch of flimsy blue lace that left my pussy visible through it. I normally kept a small patch of dark hair over it, but for tonight's festivities I'd shaved and the feeling of the material sliding across my smooth pink flesh had my clit swollen and ready. The bra featured lace cups that gave a clear view of my hard nipples and did good things for my tits.
I wasn't large on top, but my perky tits were round, firm and went well with the rest of my slender body. I had donned a matching pair of fuck me heels with straps around the ankles that I had a hard time walking in, but would look damn good over Dan's shoulders.
I normally wore little make up, but tonight had caked it on, using heavy blue eye shadow and eye liner to go along with a deep red for my lips. The excess make up gave me a delightfully slutty appearance that I hoped would add to the fun tonight, at least once Dan finally rolled me over to see my face.
My hand strayed between my legs and I moaned as I caressed my clit through the lace. I was so damn hot it was everything I could do not to get off in the shower, but I wanted to cum quickly the first time to show him how horny I was for him.
I walked over to the bed and with a smile removed the two pairs of handcuff from the box on the table next to it. The key was in the first pair and removing it I knelt on the bed in front of the headboard.
I looked to the side and took in my reflection in the long mirror over my dresser. I loved that mirror and watched all the time when we had sex, but had to tell Dan to do it, he said he didn't get the thrill when he could just watch me.
I had wasted some time telling him it was about watching him with me, but gave up when he asked why he would want to see himself. But tonight! Tonight I would be cuffed to the bed and turn my head and watch as he took me, watch him spank me and fuck me!
I was hoping to get him to roll me over and straddle my face, fuck my mouth, then put my legs up and I could watch him fuck me and all the while I would be helpless!
I shivered at the thought and clasped one of the cuffs around the brass bar that ran across the middle of the head board. I thought of the top, but it would be too high for me to be able to lie on my stomach if he pulled my legs out behind me.
I removed the pair of safety hand cuffs; each cuff had a button that would release them. I put the chain between the other cuff dangling from the headboard. The cuffs were a few inches long and this would allow me to be able to be flipped over on my back and either pushed down or pulled upwards a few inches.
Unable to resist seeing the scene in advance, I slid down the bed until I was on my hands and knees. I slid back enough so\ my arms would be pulled straight out in front of me and my ass would be in the air with my legs bent beneath me.
I looked over my shoulder at the view of my ass with just the strip of blue between my cheeks and smiled at the idea that would be the sight Dan would be confronted with when he opened the bedroom door.
I affixed the cuffs to my wrists. They were lined with a soft material and I put them on tightly. I eased back a little more so my arms were straight and moaned, "Oh, please! Please don't hurt me! Please, oh sir please stop fucking me!" I gave a couple of fake yips as if I were being spanked.
I remained in that position imagining Dan moving the thong to the side and sliding his hard cock inside me, slow at first then picking up speed and giving his helpless wife the good hard fucking she deserved.
"Damn." I whispered, wiggling my hips and feeling the thong sticking to my sopping slit.
I jumped when my cell rang on the nightstand and putting my thumbs on the release buttons pushed. Neither button moved and I pushed harder.
"Are you kidding?" I asked aloud as neither button would budge.
Dan's picture was on the phone and I wondered if he had arrived early. I flexed my thumbs and jammed them hard into the buttons. Again nothing and in frustration I yanked against them and winced at the pain in my wrists.
"Shit!" I swore and pushed the buttons so hard my thumbs hurt.
The phone stopped ringing and a moment later I heard a sharp ring telling me Dan had left a message. I pushed the button again and sighed, spotting the key to the cuffs attached to the bed frame on the pillow in front of me I lowered my hands to grab them and came up short.
"Oh, come on!" I exclaimed, as my fingers were inches from the keys. I crawled forward a little, but that gave me no downward slack.
Lowering my head, I managed to pick the keys up with my mouth, leaving a red lipstick smear on the pillow case. Leaning forward, I turned my hands palms up and opened my mouth. The key landed in my palm and with a sigh of relief, I picked it up in my fingers and went to insert them it in the lock.
The cuffs were upside down and rolling my eyes I carefully turned the key around between my fingers.
I was focused intently on the key and my tenuous grip on it with my finger tips and as I tried to ease it into the lock, the house phone rang next to the bed, startling me. I reflexively jerked back and yelped when the key slipped from my fingers, hit the bar across the headboard and fell on the bed to my right and out of reach.
"Jesus Christ!" I stared helplessly at the keys and told myself to relax.
Dan would be home in an hour, worst case scenario I would be stuck on the bed until then. I could stretch out on my stomach and lay there if I had to.
Next to me the phone stopped ringing and I listened to my voice tell the caller we weren't home, "Or Monica chained herself to the bed." I muttered.
The machine beeped and Dan's voice filled the room.
"Hey, hon, I tried your cell maybe you're charging it. Anyway my plane had some mechanical issues and we had to land in Maryland. They say it will be at least two hours before we can take off so I won't be landing until about ten." He paused, "Um, I know you were looking forward to tonight and if you want we can still try, it's up to you, but I'll be awhile. Love you."
He hung up and I whimpered in frustration. How the hell could I stay here for almost four hours? Beyond that by the time he got home I was going to hear the too tired routine and all this would be for nothing. But right now my biggest concern was being stuck like this. I savagely jammed my thumbs into the metal button on the cuffs and pushed until my knuckles popped and nothing happened.
Only I would end up with a defective pair. Then again most people wouldn't do this when they were alone. I blinked my eyes at the sweat running down from my hair. I'd closed the windows and lit several candles in a deliberate effort to make the room hot and cause us to sweat which I thought would make things even sexier and lead to needing a nice shower afterwards. Now trapped on the bed on my knees I was regretting that genius move.
My head lifted up at the sound of footsteps on the stairs. Had Kyle not left yet? I'd told him to get his ass out of the house, but if he were home he could unlock the cuffs and help get the others off. I was going to call out to him when the thought of what seeing me like this would do to his already crazy fantasies about me. Maybe I would just suck it up and stay here.
I jumped at the sound of Kyle knocking on the door, "Hey Mom!"
I hesitated and he knocked again, "Mom?"
The door was unlocked and not wanting him to just walk in I called out, "I thought you were going to Johns!"
"I was in my car ready to go and dad called." He paused and I looked over my shoulder hoping not to see the door opening. "He said he tried to call you and you didn't answer."
"I'm fine!" I yelled, "Go to Johns."
"He said he wanted to make sure you knew he was going to be a few hours late."
"I heard his message." I replied.
"He asked me to have you call him so he knows you're not pissed at him."
"I can't." As soon as I said it I wanted to slap myself, well if I could use my hands I would have slapped myself.
"What do you mean?" He asked from the other side of the door.
"I mean not right now. I'll call him later, now just go and have fun."
"Mom, you okay? You sound upset."
"I'm fine!" I snapped.
"You mad at dad? I don't think it's his fault."
"I'm not mad, just leave me alone!" I shouted and in frustration thumbed the buttons again only to get the same result.
There was silence from the other side of the door and I started to relax then froze at the distinctive squeak of the hinges Dan still hadn't gotten around to fixing.
"Mom, what's wrong, you sound..." He trailed off and turning my head to the side I saw him in the mirror standing in the doorway gawking at me.
"Holy shit." He whispered.
"Kyle, get out!" I snapped at him.
"Damn, mom." To my chagrin he walked right up to the foot of the bed and made no pretense of staring at my scantily clad body.
"Kyle, you need to leave this room now. You shouldn't be seeing me like this."
"Then why aren't you moving?" He asked with a grin on his face, what the hell was wrong with him.
I sighed. "Because I'm stuck, the fucking cuffs don't work."
"Right." He nodded, his eyes lingering on my ass.
"Know what, while you're here the keys are on the bed. I jerked against the headboard showing him my cuffed hands.
Kyle walked over to the side of the bed and picked up the key.
"You're really stuck?"
"Would I be in this position in front of you if I wasn't? Unlock the cuffs."
"Maybe." He held up the key, "Maybe not."
"What?" I asked incredulously, "Kyle, take these fucking cuffs off me, now!"
"Good acting, mom." He laughed as he tossed the key onto the nightstand. "Pretending this was an accident."
"What the hell is wrong with you?" I demanded.
"Nothing at all." He smiled down at me and to my dismay put his hand on my back and ran his fingers across it. "In fact I'm pretty damn happy right now."
His hand slid down to the small of my back and I gasped when it continued down the cheek of my ass.
"Kyle!" I yelled up at him, "Don't you dare touch me like that! I'm your mother!"
"I know you're my mother and I know my mom's nothing but a horny slut who needs to get taken care of."
"What did you say?" I asked, stunned by his words.
"Oh, please mom!" He laughed and my eyes widened when he squeezed my ass, then yelped in surprise when he gave it a slap. "I know your game."
"Kyle, listen to me." I tried to keep my voice calm even as his hand rubbed the other side of my ass. "I've seen those movies on your computer, this isn't one of them. I'm your mom, honey not some actress. Now get your hands off my ass and unlock the cuffs."
"I know you've seen my movies." He took his hand off my ass.
"You know?"
"I do, I knew you used my computer and I checked the history you watched a few of them."
"Only a minute or two, Kyle, let me go and we'll talk about this."
"Nothing to talk about, mom."
"What are you doing?"
Kyle had grabbed the bottom of his shirt and pulling it over his head tossed it on the floor.
"Getting undressed." He kicked his shoes off and as he leaned over to remove his socks, my stomach tightened, he didn't really think he was going to...
"Kyle this is your last warning. You unlock these fucking cuffs or I'll..."
"What?" He laughed at me, "What are you going to do, mom, you're pretty helpless right now."
I began to speak and stopped, my mouth open while Kyle unsnapped his jeans.
"Honey." I did the best I could, not to sound nervous, "I think you take those movies to seriously, they're fantasy; real sons don't do things like that to their mothers."
"The lucky ones do." He unzipped his jeans and pulled them down over his hips.
"Oh My God." I whispered at the sight of the huge bulge in his boxers.
"The ones who have slutty mothers who cock tease them for months then let them fuck them."
"I don't tease you!" I exclaimed as he grabbed his underwear to pull them down "Kyle, don't you dare!"
Kyle pushed them down and his cock sprang free. I knew I should look away, but I stared transfixed by the sight of my son's cock. It was even bigger than it had felt earlier. Long, thick and...hard. The head was swollen purple and there was a trail of pre cum dripping from it. Kyle calmly stepped out of his clothing.
"Kyle, please get dressed, you can't do this, I'm your mother, please don't do this."
"I like that," he said softly, "I like you begging, I like you pretending you don't want this."
"I don't!" I cried out when he stepped up to the bed, grabbed a handful of my hair and turned my head to face the side of the bed.
His dripping cock was inches from my face and I whimpered, "I don't want this! Kyle, please. I'm like this for your dad! I got stuck, I'm not teasing you!"
"I believe that." He said softly, his other hand caressing my back again, "I know dad was supposed to get this nice little treat, but seeing he's late you got yourself stuck so I would find you."
"I didn't even know you were home, I..." His fingers found the clasp to my bra and one at a time he undid the three hooks. "Kyle, no!"
"Well I was. I wasn't planning on leaving. I was putting my car around the corner and I was going to come home and listen to you and dad, then when he disappointed you again I was going to show you tomorrow how a good boy takes care of his mom in every way."
My bra came undone and he slowly slid the left strap down my shoulder. This couldn't be happening!
"Kyle, your father will kill you."
"You going to tell him, mom?" He smirked, "Dan! Kyle found me chained to the bed and he fucked me! He gave it to me nice and hard and treated me like the fucking slut I am and came in my face! I think you should ground him!"
The words came out in an excited rush and he was laughing.
"You'd really hurt me?" I asked, for the first time the possibility my son was going to force himself on me was causing my stomach to knot in fear.
"Of course not!" He shook his head, "I'm not going to hurt you, mom."
"Good."
"I'm going to give you what you want. Fuck you like the cock teasing slut mommy that you are."
"Slut mommy?" I repeated numbly my eyes fixed on this huge cock, "That's only in movies, baby." "Baby! I love it." He sighed and I cried out when he slid his hand beneath me and pushed the bra off my breasts. "I love when you call me baby and honey." He cupped my bare breast and I gasped when he squeezed it.
"Damn, you have nice tits, mom." He released my hair and grabbed my ass again. "And a nice ass and legs." He caught my nipple between his fingers and gently rubbed it, "You're the hottest woman I've ever seen, and I want you so bad."



"Kyle," I breathed, trying to ignore the fact his fingers had caused my nipple to swell and that it felt...good. "I don't tease you, I...ow!"
I yelped when he pinched my nipple.
"Bullshit you don't tease me. You dress like a slut; you wear those little skirts and show off these pretty little tits of yours all the time!"
"That's for your dad, honey, not you!" I groaned as his hand reached further beneath me and fondled my other breast.
His right hand was caressing my ass and I tensed when his fingers traced the string of the thong along the crack of my ass.
"Know what, mom?" He released my tit, but still stood there with his cock swinging inches from my face. "Let's do it this way."
"What way?" I asked as his finger slid beneath the thong, but remained on my ass and didn't head lower.
"Let me ask you a question. When did you watch the movies?"
"I...maybe a few weeks ago." I told him.
"Right so a few weeks ago you know your son is thinking about fucking you, right?"
"I thought so, but..."
"You thought so, and what did you do, mommy? I'll tell you what you did." He gave me another nasty smirk. "You kept dressing like a girl half your age and kept flaunting your fine legs and hot little ass in front of me. You knew I was looking and you just kept giving me more to look at."
He had a point, damn he had a point.
"That dress today? Christ mom, that's something a girl my age wears to a club to get laid, not what a good mother wears."
"You weren't supposed to be home." I said and whimpered as his fingers slid down the curve of my ass towards my pussy, my son was going to touch my pussy!
"Please. You saw me staring at your ass and you fucking posed for me." He laughed, "Then you come on over and let me rub your feet. You knew I wanted you and you let me touch you! Then you put your foot on my cock and came running up here like a little fucking tease."
"Kyle, stop!" I moaned as his fingers stopped just before they reached my pussy. "I'm sorry, baby! I didn't mean to tease you! I was just trying to get your dad to..."
"Fuck you and take care of you." He gave me a smile that was a real Kyle smile, sweet and disarming and I relaxed a little. "Mom, I heard that fight, dad isn't being good to you in bed and you need that, you're a hot cougar that needs a hard cock."
"Not yours." I said softly as I stared at it, still marveling at the size of it.
"But who, mom? You're a good woman, you won't cheat on dad and I'm glad, I love dad."
"Then don't do this! Honey, I'm not just your mom, think of your dad and..."
"I am. That's why I'm going to take care of my mom, this way you can be good to him and love him and I'll just take care of you in bed. Give you all the sex you need and dad can take care of everything else."
"That's...sick." I told him.
"Says the woman who thinks a good Valentine's gift is to be chained to a bed in a slutty thong." He laughed, "The woman who's staring at her son's dick like she can't wait for it."
"No!" I turned my head away from him, my face flushing with shame that I hadn't looked away immediately as I should have.
"Don't deny it mom, you were cock teasing dad and me and I'm the one who wants you." He leaned over and kissed my cheek softly, "I love you mom and don't worry, this will be your best Valentine ever, because I'll do anything to make you happy."
"Then let me go, please!" I begged.
"Oh, no this is what you've been waiting for and I'll treat you better than dad would." He grinned, "Or worse."
"Okay." I turned my head to face his cock again and forced a smile as I looked up at him. "You're right, baby, I want you."
"Oh, mom." He smiled, "I waited so long to hear that!" His fingers eased towards my pussy again and I said,
"Wait, how about..." I gave him what I hoped was a naughty smile and ran my tongue teasingly over my lips, "You let me go so I can play with my son's nice big cock and really enjoy it?"
"No." he shook his head. "You cuffed yourself to the bed, you've waited for this and I'm going to play your game."
He grabbed my hair roughly, again holding my head in place and shoved his cock into my face. I groaned as the dripping tip slid across my cheek leaving a sticky trail. He moved his hips to the side, sliding the tip across my lips and I whimpered as he held it there. The head of my son's cock was pushed against my lips! I tried to turn my head, but he had my hair so tightly I couldn't move.
I looked up at him, my dark eyes wide and pleading. He smiled down at me and sliding his fingers under the thong worked them through my pussy. I moaned in my throat as my son's fingers slid through my labia and he gasped,
"You're fucking wet!" he laughed, "You're a fucking pig!"
He was right! My pussy was sopping wet. I tried to tell myself it was from before and not from Kyle's touch or this situation, but I wasn't sure. Kyle's fingers found my swollen clit and he moaned as he rubbed it in a slow circle. This time my moan was louder and I had to fight to keep my lips closed.
Kyle let go of my hair and grabbing his cock rubbed it across my face. I turned my head, then yelped as he reached over and dealt my ass a hard slap. Tears filled my eyes as the cheek of my ass stung from the blow and I left my head still while he slapped his cock against my cheek.
"This is what you wanted, isn't it, mom? To get used like a slut."
"No." I shook my head and yelped as that earned me another hard whack on the other side of my ass.
"Please, the mom likes it rough videos were clicked, you liked those didn't you?"
"Kyle, please, honey!"
"Beg." He nodded, "Beg for my cock like the mom's in the movies!"
"Its not..a...ohhhh!"
A long moan escaped me when Kyle pushed two fingers into my pussy. He wiggled them and I moaned louder as I reflexively rocked my hips back into his fingers.
"Hmm, you are so fucking wet and hot and...tight. You have a tight little pussy mom." He sighed, "Guess dad doesn't fuck you anywhere near enough."
I remained still, fighting to hold back the moans that tried to escape me as he pumped his fingers into me. His thumb found my clit and this time I lost the battle and released a long low moan.
"That's it," He whispered, rubbing his cock along the other side of my face, "You like that don't you? You like your son's fingers in your slutty pussy."
I moaned again as his thumb pressed harder on my swollen button and I wondered what the hell was wrong with me? I should be fighting and yelling, not letting him finger me and rub his cock all over my face. His cock; I could feel it pulsing when he pressed it against my face and it was so fucking hard!
As Kyle continued to work my pussy with his fingers it dawned on me how hard he was and how excited he was. He'd wanted me for months and here I was for his taking. He was staring down at his cock in my face with a look of pure lust and as confident as he seemed, his fingers were trembling inside me.
Most of all he was young. Kyle was nineteen and horny, he would cum quick, very quick. I swallowed nervously at what I was thinking, but what choice did I have? How long before he decided to get behind me and fuck me. My son putting his cock inside me! But if I could make him cum, calm him down, get him to believe I would play and let me go.
"Baby," I looked up at him and smiled through my sticky lips. "You want mommy to suck that big hard dick for you?"
"I...oh, yeah." He moaned when I flicked my tongue out and caught the tip with it.
I moaned for him as my tongue came away with a trail of pre cum and then groaned when his fingers plunged harder into my pussy.
"Put it in my mouth, honey?" I wagged my tongue provocatively at him, "Let mommy take good care of you."
Kyle put one knee on the bed so he could get closer and feeling like a drowning man going down for the last time, I opened my mouth to accept my son's cock. He eased it between my lips and as his hard flesh slid across my soft tongue he whimpered in pleasure. I wrapped my lips around him and bobbed my head in a slow rhythm, moving as much as my position allowed me to.
Kyle moaned and put his hand back in my hair, but this time gently. Again I felt his fingers trembling and he was staring down at me, a look of mixed surprise and desire on his face as his mother sucked his cock. God help me, I was blowing my son! I raised my eyes to look into his and moaned around his thick shaft.
Kyle stroked my hair, "God, mom that feels so good!" He moaned when I pushed my head forward and took him deeper into my mouth, "Damn you look good sucking my cock!"
I groaned around him as his fingers resumed moving, the two inside me working in and out and his thumb tracing slow circles around my aching clit. I opened my mouth wider and with an effort took Kyle's considerable length all the way down my throat. I wrapped my lips tightly around the base of his shaft and shook my head back and forth, letting my tongue work around his shaft.
"Fuck, you can suck, cock, mom." He sighed, "I knew you wanted to be a bad girl for me!"
"Hmm-mm." I agreed and slipping my tongue out licked his balls.
"Oh, goddamn!" He moaned again, "That's it, mom keep sucking me, suck your son's cock like those slutty mom's in the movies."
I was nothing like those women. Those slut moms were actresses getting paid to fuck young actors. Here I was sucking my real son's cock in a desperate ploy to make him cum and let me go.
My hips jerked as he slipped his fingers from inside me and worked them along my pussy, sliding them through my wet lips and stroking my clit hard before moving back down and slipping inside.
Kyle continued to repeat the motion and I was shocked when I realized my hips were rocking into his touch. His long thick fingers felt good sliding inside and the way he teased my clit with each pass made me whimper and anxiously await their return. What was I doing? I yelled at myself at the thought I was enjoying his touch.
But...I was. If I was lucky Dan would rub my pussy like he was petting a dog, maybe give my clit a few licks like it was a lollypop then fuck me. Kyle was lightly caressing my pussy in addition to fingering me then stroking my clit, he was showing a lot more patience then his father and I wondered if he had been this good to his girlfriends.
Good? He had his mother helpless and was taking advantage of her, shoving his cock in her...no he wasn't shoving his cock in my mouth. He had remained perfectly still while his whore of a mother sucked him. That's what I was right now, a sick fucking whore moaning over her son's fingers between her legs and enjoying his cock in my mouth.
I was, I couldn't deny it! Kyle's cock was far bigger than his father's and bigger than any I'd had since maybe back in college. He was so hard beneath my tongue and between my lips I found myself sucking him faster. His thick precum was dripping down my throat and I sucked hard enough to cause some more to squirt into my mouth.
Kyle gasped and for the first time his hips moved, pushing his cock further into his mother's disturbingly willing mouth. I removed him from between my lips and a long trail of drool and pre cum slid down his shaft. I placed my tongue along his shaft and looking him in the eye made a show of slurping it up.
"So dirty." He moaned and giving him a wink, I opened my mouth and let another long sticky strand of spit ooze down his head and shaft. I watched it drip down to his balls and lowering my head sucked his testicle into my mouth.
"Yes." He cried out and holding his cock up away from my face, shoved his balls into my mouth. I swirled my tongue around them, noisily slurping up the spit then sucking each of his balls.
Kyle was moaning softly and his hand tightened in my hair. If my hands were free I would be stroking him as I blew him and...What was wrong with me? This was my damn son and I was trying to get him to let me go so this wouldn't go any further than...
Then taking his cum in my mouth. Was this really a damn answer? But as my mind raced my body seemed to have no issue allowing this to happen. Kyle had resumed rubbing my clit with his thumb while his fingers pumped my pussy. I released his balls and licked them, bathing them with my tongue.
Even beneath my tongue I could feel how swollen they were, how full. I ran my tongue back up the length of his shaft and swirled it around his purple head.
"Tell mommy what you want." I whispered, mimicking the videos and giving him what he wanted. Just what he wanted? I swore if he continued rubbing my clit I was going to cum for him.
"I want my mother to suck me until I come in her mouth, make her take all her son's cum."
"Hmm," I licked my lips, "What a nasty mother you have."
I stuck my tongue out invitingly and grabbing his cock he slapped it against my soft pink flesh. I moaned as drops of pre cum splattered into my mouth and I noticed long red smears of lipstick on his thick shaft, your lipstick, you whore. I said to myself, but at the thought I gasped and my pussy contracted around his fingers.
My thighs were trembling and each time his thumb circled my clit I whimpered and felt my pussy quiver. No, I couldn't cum for him! It was one thing to force myself to get him off, but if I came. My thoughts trailed off when Kyle slid his huge cock back between my lips and I sucked him down into my mouth.
"You like that mommy?" He breathed, in between his moans, "Like sucking your son's cock while he plays with your wet pussy?"
"Hmm" I moaned around the mouthful of young hard cock in my mouth and bobbed my head faster
I loved sucking cock and by now Dan would have either cum in my mouth or be so close that if I hopped on he would squirt inside me in ten pumps. Kyle had been worked up, but still hadn't cum even with me working his cock with all my skill as a lover. That was another bad thought, but right now my mind was being filled more and more with lusty thoughts of the taboo I was committing.
Kyle began moving his hips and I timed my movements so my mouth was descending into his thrusts. He was whimpering and the leg on the bed was shaking. However, despite his excitement his fingers were working my pussy and faster than before. My hips were rolling into his movements and I was moaning around his cock and wiggling my ass, rubbing my clit harder into his fingers.
"Oh, fuck." Kyle groaned, "Oh...mom, I...keep sucking! Suck my cock faster!"
He grabbed the back of my hair and pulled and pushed, shoving my mouth up and down his cock. The squeal I released was not one of dismay, but pleasure as my son force fed me his throbbing cock. I closed my legs, trapping his hand between my thighs and worked my hips up and down.
Somewhere in the back of my mind I screamed at myself that I was as fucked up as he was, but I should know better. I yelled at myself to stop moving my hips and to stop sucking and demand him to let me go. But that voice was drowned out by another voice.
A nasty, dirty voice, the voice of months of frustration and it was urging me to suck this magnificent cock faster and harder, to make my son cum in my mouth, to hear him cry out and whimper as he filled his mother's mouth with his sweet cum.
That voice told me to move my hips faster, to rub my clit into him and cum for him, cum long and hard and do it with a spurting cock in my mouth.
Kyle's cock was twitching and I looked up at him, my eyes meeting his and opening wider, let my spit drool down his cock, onto my chin and on the bed. I was making loud gagging noises as he pushed his cock into my mouth and all I could think of was I really did sound like a porn star slurping a nice big dick.
The sound effects drove Kyle over the edge and gripping my hair tight enough to cause me to wince in pain, he drove his cock so far into my mouth his balls hit my chin. I squealed around him as he erupted, sending a long stream of cum down my throat.
The second his cum hit the back of my throat, my pussy convulsed and my own orgasm exploded through me. I made a loud gurgling noise as he continued to erupt, filling my mouth while my hips bucked wildly. I couldn't believe how much cum Kyle was spilling into his mother's mouth nor did I want to believe how fucking hard I was cumming!
Kyle kept his fingers buried inside me and my pussy convulsed around them as I squealed repeatedly around his thick spurting cock. Kyle was moaning the word 'mom' over and over and whimpering as I sucked harder, yearning for every fucking drop he had to give.
His thumb was stroking my clit and as I slammed my hips and wiggled my ass, I released his cock and let loose with a loud wail of pleasure. Along with his cock came a long glob of cum that dripped from my chin to land on my shoulder where my arms were stretched out.
Still moaning from the effects of my powerful orgasm, I eagerly licked his cum from my arm and smacked my lips in satisfaction as I swallowed it.
"Oh..." Kyle let my hair go and easing his fingers from between my legs, leaned against the wall, "Goddamn."
"You...goddamn is right." I was gasping for breath, between sucking him off like a porn star and cumming like a damn freight train, I was panting.
We were silent for a moment and I had no doubt we were both in shock, Kyle that he had gotten his fantasy and me that I had so easily succumbed to giving my son a blow job.
I told myself I had no choice other than to really flip out on him which might have scared him. This also might get it out of his system and he would stop thinking of me like this. I felt as if I were trying to convince myself of this because my mouth was filled with the taste of my son's cum and as much as that thought should have appalled me, I was swirling my tongue inside my mouth looking for more.
I blinked. Enough Monica the voice of reason spoke again, you just acted like a filthy whore, not a mother, end this before it gets even worse.
"Baby?" I smiled up at him.
"Mom?" he returned the smile and gently wiped the strands of hair from my sweat slicked cheek and forehead.
His touch was soft and his smile sweet, this was my son, he wouldn't hurt me and I knew that, again why hadn't I held fast and told him to leave me alone? As I thought about that he continued to stroke my face and then my bare back, lightly running his fingers across my skin. I took a moment to look at his body, and admired his broad shoulders and muscular arms.
Kyle's stomach was hard and flat and speaking of hard, that damn cock was still at attention, bobbing between his legs as he touched me. His hand made its way down my side and lowering himself to his knees; he reached beneath me and fondled my breasts. The breath hissed from between my teeth as his fingers toyed with my sensitive nipples and I again fought not to moan.
"What did you want, mom?" he asked, grinning, "As if I didn't know."
"I want my son to let me loose so I can play with you. I want to touch you and hold you."
"No." he shook his head. "That's not what you want to do."
"Really!" I told him, "Honey, I just gave you what you wanted, I sucked your beautiful cock for you! I want to play, please let me go?"
"You want to try to get away, you little slut." He laughed, "You really like this game don't you mom?"
"Kyle, let me go, I mean it!"
"I mean it to." He gave my nipples a pinch which made me cry out. "I know what you want mom, you want to get taken, I heard you telling dad how bad you want it like that."
"No, that was what he wanted!"
"You do to." He was stroking my nipples and lowering his head, he managed to duck under my arms and catch my left nipple in his mouth.
Don't moan I told myself as his soft tongue circled my swollen nub, please don't moan for him.
"This was for dad, and he..."
"Would be a dud." Kyle leaned back and standing slapped his cock hard against my face. "He wouldn't treat you like this, he wouldn't fuck your mouth or wipe his dick on your face, he wouldn't make you cum while you sucked him off."



"Kyle, please I already did more than I should have."
"Oh, please." He gave my ass a slap causing me to cry out. "You wanted to suck it, mom, the second you saw it your eyes lit up, you're hot for your son's cock."
Where was he getting all this, movies?
"And I hear you guys all the time." He was sliding his cock along my face again and I couldn't believe he was still hard!
"I listen at the door at night, I like to hear you moan, not that he makes you do it much. I heard you ask him what he wanted and when he said this, you were more excited than he was. You want to be taken like a whore, your son's whore."
"Kyle...." I stopped when he walked along the bed. I could now see in the side mirror and watched as he knelt behind me.
"Don't!" I told him.
"Don't what?" he asked, slapping that huge dick against my ass. "Fuck you?" he laughed, "Oh, I'm going to fuck you, mom, fuck you harder than he ever did."
He slapped my ass so hard I cried out then again when he hit the other side.
"And you are going to love it you fucking pig! Look at you sucking my cock and trying to pretend you didn't want it!"
He swung his hand up and delivered a slap so hard I rocked forward. I moaned at the burning sensation his blow had caused and whimpered when he hit the other side just as hard.
"Tell me you wanted it! Tell me you're a whore and want it!"
He was slapping my ass repeatedly; working from cheek to cheek and I yanked against the chains and squealed, trying to move my ass away from him. Kyle grabbed my hair and pulled my head back while continuing to spank me with his free hand.
"I said say it! Tell your son how you wanted to suck his cock!"
"No!" I moaned, "I just wanted you to cum so you would let me go!"
"Bullshit." He slapped my ass again and again. "You could have really fought me, you know I wouldn't hurt you, you sucked me because you need cock you little slut and since I have the cock you've been teasing this is what you deserve." He hit my ass so hard it sounded like a shot in the room. "Now tell me!'
"Okay!" I whimpered caving in. My ass was not only stinging badly, but I could feel the swollen skin throbbing "You're right! I wanted to blow you! I wanted to taste that cock, Oh, god I wanted to blow my son!"
"Now you want him to fuck you, don't' you?"
"No, please don't, honey, that's too...Ow!"
I groaned as he roughly pulled my thong down, the strings sliding across my tender ass. Even in the dim candlelight I could see how red my ass was in the mirror. More importantly, my pussy and ass were now completely exposed to my son. Kyle pushed the thong down to where my knees were bent and licked his lips at the sight of my wet pink slit.
"Look at that pussy." He whistled, "Nice and smooth." He licked his lips. "I'm going to love licking it."
He grabbed my ass cheeks and I winced in pain from his touch. He spread my cheeks open and leaning over, caused me to yelp when he plunged his tongue into my ass.
"Kyle!" I exclaimed, "Stop! Let me go right now! Get your..." Tongue out of my ass, I couldn't even finish the sentence.
Not that it would have done any good. Kyle was pushing his tongue into my ass and moaning into it. His breath was hot on my ass and I squirmed as my son wiggled his tongue in his mother's asshole.
"God, this is hot." He whispered, then pushed his tongue inside my ass.
I gasped and then moaned when I tried to lean forward and he squeezed my stinging ass hard to keep me still. Kyle worked his tongue around my ass and in the mirror I could see his amazing cock still standing at attention between his legs. I hadn't had anyone lick my ass since a boyfriend in college and it wasn't an unpleasant feeling.
There was that sick voice in my head again telling me that it felt good while I yearned to not listen to it. Kyle's tongue slid down my ass and I moaned when it plunged inside my pussy.
"Oh...Oh..." I groaned as he pushed his tongue in and out of my wet hole and I heard him moaning behind me.
Kyle released one hand from my ass and in the mirror I saw him grab his cock and stroke it as he tongued my pussy. He slid his soft flesh from inside me and trailed it slowly through my wet lips and when it found my clit a long moan escaped me. Kyle swirled it around and my clit, still sensitive from my recent orgasm, and my hips jerked at the contact.
"Kyle please..." I was whining at this point as he flicked his tongue around my clit, sending shivers of pleasure through my body, and making me like it. No one is making, you, you damn whore, I berated myself even as I pleaded with him, "Please, listen!"
"This doesn't feel good?" He spoke, his breath warm against my pussy.
"It does, baby, but I need you to..."
"Oh, okay!" To my relief he sat up on his knees. "I know what you need mom." He cut me off and grabbing my hips, plunged his cock deep inside my pussy.
"Oh fuck!" I screamed as entered me. "Oh...I...fuck!" I stopped trying to talk and moaned as he buried himself balls deep inside me and my pussy was forced to stretch further than it had in years.
"Mom." Kyle breathed behind me, "Damn you're tight!"
"Kyle, you can't do this to me!"
I looked over my shoulder at him, my eyes widening at the sight of his long thick cock as he slowly slid it from inside me. His shaft was glistening from my juices and I moaned as he pushed it in, but slowly this time. I watched in morbid fascination as his cock disappeared between the cheeks of my ass and into my protesting pussy.
"I can do whatever I want to you." He slapped my still burning ass for emphasis. "My slutty mother wants to be taken and her son's going to give her what she wants."
He withdrew his cock then thrust hard inside me again. I cried out as his big cock spread me open again then gasped as he moved his hips, fucking me with long slow strokes. My son was fucking me! His cock was inside my pussy and he was behind me moaning like an excited lover as he fucked his mother.
He wasn't the only one, my gasps had turned into low sounds of discomfort, but there were some hints of pleasure in those sounds as my pussy opened and became more accustomed to his size. I looked into the mirror and watched my son fuck me on my hands and knees like some slut he'd picked up at a bar.
Kyle slammed his cock harder into me and I rocked forward, grimacing in pain as the cuffs pulled on my arms, keeping me from going face down into the pillow. I yelped as he fucked me faster and harder and again I heard more than a little pleasure in the sound. Kyle's cock was as hard as it had been when I sucked him and it was so big!
My body had gotten used to him and I couldn't remember ever having felt so full. My pussy was contracting around his thick shaft and I began moaning each time he thrust inside me.
"I...Kyle...." I was trying to tell him to stop, to let me go, that I was his mother and he couldn't possibly have sex with me!
But he was. He had already cum in my mouth, fingered me to an orgasm and was now fucking me with the biggest cock I'd ever had. His heavy balls were slapping against my clit as he repeatedly drove his cock inside his mother's very wet pussy.
"You like that mom?" he asked and slapped my ass, "You like getting fucked by your son?" he laughed, "Or you just like getting fucked nice and hard the way you need it?"
"Kyle..you..." my eyes widened and a loud squeal tore from my throat as he squeezed my hips and began fucking me so hard I couldn't speak.
"Fuck, your pussy feels good!" Kyle groaned, "Damn, fucking my mother's even hotter than those movies make it out to be!"
His fingers dug into my hips, but I barely noted the pain. Right now all I was aware of was my son's enormous dick plundering his mother's sex starved pussy. God he felt...good, oh it felt so good!
"Kyle!" I cried out, "Oh, honey, you're cocks so fucking big!"
"Yeah, you like that cock, mom?" he grabbed my hair and yanked my head back.
The pain his pulling my hair caused was nothing compared to the delight his hard thrusts were providing me and I cried out, "I do! Oh, god, fuck me! Just keep fucking me!"
As Kyle released my hair so he could grab both my hips, I heard the words, Monica you're a fucking slut, a sick one at that! The now tiny voice of sanity was still calling out in my mind. That voice was one I probably should be listening to, but it was being drowned out by my cries of pleasure and the delicious sound of Kyle's flesh smacking into mine as he fucked me.
"I knew you wanted me!" he moaned loudly, then whacked my ass again, "You love your little boy fucking you, mommy?"
"There's nothing little about you!" I called out; now pushing against the headboard and shoving my hips back into his thrusts. "I love getting fucked, if it takes my son to fuck me right then just keep fucking me right!"
In reality those words were probably a one way ticket to hell, but I was going to enjoy the ride. Kyle was now pounding me with long hard strokes, sliding out to the tip then driving back into me. I grabbed the bar on the headboard to take some of the pressure off my shoulders from the cuffs holding me up and pushed my hips back into him.
I shook my sweat soaked hair from my eyes and watched in the mirror as my son fucked me. Kyle looked damn good behind me. His large hands were on my hips and even in the glow of the candles I could see how red my ass still was. He was sweating profusely and the moisture glistened on the well defined muscles of his arms and chest.
Most exciting was the sight of his long cock sliding in and out of his mother's sopping slit. I took a moment to look at myself and had to admit I liked what I saw. My ass was red and I could make out the shape Kyle's finger's on them. That sent a wave of heat through my already throbbing clit and I pushed my ass harder into him
My back was slicked with sweat and my long dark hair was plastered across it. My small tits were swinging back and forth from the impact of Kyle's thrusts and my nipples were as hard as his damn cock. If my hands were free I would be playing with my nipples, hell if my hands were free, I would be on my back, grabbing his hips and urging him to fuck me harder.
At this point I was no longer caring how bad those thoughts sounded. The hard fucking Kyle was giving his mother had turned me into a true cock whore. Nothing mattered right now except my son's dick pleasuring my needy pussy. Kyle was certainly not who I should be fucking, but damn this was what sex should be all about!
Kyle removed his right hand from my hip and pulled me back into him. I cried out when his hand slid around my waist and found my clit. I moaned as the chain from the cuffs snapped taut, not allowing me to move backwards. Kyle slid further up the bed so my ass was resting against his stomach and he was now fucking me with short hard strokes, barely moving in and out of me, but still pounding my pussy nice and hard.
I was far from disappointed as he was rubbing my clit in hard fast circles as he fucked me.
"That feels so fucking good." I groaned, "Rub it harder!"
Kyle's fingers moved faster and I noticed he had a smug smile on his face as if saying 'I knew she wanted it'. That was fine because right now he had every right to be smiling; he was not only fucking his mother, but was minutes away from driving me to a second orgasm. I moaned and squirmed against him, grinding my ass in his crotch and working his fingers into my swollen button.
I whimpered with frustration that I couldn't touch my nipples, or his cock for that matter, but the thrill of being helpless made up for it. I was being taken the way I had thought about all week. Granted it was by the last man I knew who should be taking me, but I would worry about that later.
That thought caused the little voice in the non lust crazed section of my mind to ask what the hell I was going to do when this was over; say thanks for the fuck now scram so you're father can fuck me?. For the first time since Kyle had shoved his cock in my face, I thought of my husband. I had never cheated on Dan, swore I never would, he was the only man I wanted.
But here I was in our bed getting fucked silly! Obviously I could never tell him, but I would have to live it, spend our days knowing I was a cheating slut and that I had fucked his son, our son. What of Kyle? He would want more...or would he? Earlier I had lied to myself saying this would help him get over me.
But now as he played with my clit and worked my pussy with his incredible cock it hit me that I had made it worse. Not just worse for him because he would want more, but how could I not want more? God he was...
"Oh, baby!" I moaned as his fingers, his very skilled fingers, caused my hips to move faster and my thighs to quiver. "Honey, please don't stop!"
"You going to come for me again?" he asked, slowing his thrusting down as he pulled me tight against him and moved his fingers faster.
"Yes, of yes!" I whimpered, "I need to come again, please let your mother come!"
"Hmm, my slut mommy wants to come on her son's cock doesn't she?"
Fuck yeah she did! I wiggled my hips faster and pushed against his plunging cock. The thought of cumming with his fat cock inside me had me moaning and whimpering as I teetered on the edge. Kyle let go of my other hip and reaching around beneath me captured my left nipple and gave it a hard twist.
The sudden pain sent me over the edge and throwing my head back I howled in pleasure as my pussy convulsed around his thrusting cock. The first time I had come my mouth had been stuffed with his cock, but this time I was able to open wide and voice my pleasure. I released another long loud wail and my hips bucked wildly against him, grinding on his still moving cock as his fingers continued to please me.
"Oh Kyle!" I cried my son's name in a way no good mother ever would as my muscles contracted, squeezing his massive cock repeatedly. Kyle moaned each time my pussy clutched his hard shaft and I his hips worked into mine, his thrusts becoming harder and faster as he responded to his mother coming like a whore on his cock.
His fingers were still fondling my breast as well as my clit and as I writhed against him, squealing as waves of pleasure crashed through me, I wondered if Kyle was this good to his girl friends? They were some lucky little bitches if he had fucked them like this because I had never come this hard for Dan.
"I...oh my god!" I gasped as the last of the orgasm flowed through me and I stopped moving my hips. "I...came so hard."
"That's because you're a pig, mom." Kyle said simply.
Before I could reply he pushed me forward. I grunted as I braced my hands against the head board then moaned when he slammed his cock into me again. Kyle then tore into me so hard I began emitting a series of yelps each time he hammered into me. He was fucking me hard and fast and I watched him in the mirror, my lust addled senses reveling at not just how good he felt, but how good we looked fucking.
Kyle reached down and grabbing the heels of my shoes pulled upwards. I grimaced as I was forced to lean forward and pull on the cuffs. But once he started fucking me again that discomfort was forgotten. He was plunging even deeper into me while lifting my knees off the bed. He was holding me up as if I were a wheelbarrow and the muscles in his arms were bulging with effort.
Holy shit where had he gotten this? I made a mental note to start watching the movies he did! He was fucking me just as hard and I was moaning continuously as he plundered my pussy. He was fucking me so hard I was starting to hurt again, but it was a damn good pain.
'Oh mom." Kyle moaned, "Your pussy's so wet, you feel so good."
He trailed off and I noticed each of his moans were ending in a soft whimper and knew he was getting close again. I had the insane desire to want to feel his come inside me and egged him on.
"Come for me, baby! Give it to your mother!"
He let my foot go and smacked my ass. "That's not the game, mom!" he laughed.
"Oh..." I smiled and then began begging him. "Ow! Oh no! Stop! Please stop fucking me! Oh, Kyle please don't fuck me! Please I...Jesus Christ!"
I screamed when Kyle yanked my legs out straight behind me, leaning over me to grab the head board and began fucking me. I was prone on my stomach wincing in pain as my shoulders were pulled upwards against the cuffs. There was just enough slack that my nipples were rubbing against the sheet as Kyle fucked me.
He was balanced on his feet and holding himself over me with his arms as he lifted his hips and drove his cock relentlessly into me. I watched every muscle in his body bulge as he did pushups into my body and he was fucking me so hard I was howling like an animal as he took me. Kyle was moaning over me and I felt the sweat dripping from his face hitting my arms.
My pussy was taking the hardest pounding of my life and I was bucking and squirming beneath him thinking that I could have never even imagined Dan fucking me like this, hell I didn't know I could be fucked this hard.
"I...oh, mom..." For all the force he was using Kyle was whimpering and the sounds were adorable.
He was breathing hard and I knew he was right there and added fuel to his fire.
"Oh God, Kyle, oh you're hurting me! God your dick is too fucking big for mommy's pussy! Please...please....!"
Kyle cried out over me and to my chagrin didn't explode inside of me. Instead he stood up over me and proceeded to come all over my back. I lay there, the cuffs holding my arms and head up and watched him jerk off. Long thick streams of cum spurted from it and splattered on my back. I moaned as his hot fluid struck my skin and oozed down my back.
I cried out in surprise when one spurt struck the side of my face and dripped down into the corner of my mouth. I eagerly flicked my tongue out to catch it as Kyle moaned and stroked his cock above me. God he looked good as he jerked off, but I knew my hands would look even better as I pumped that big dick and made it erupt for me.
Kyle moaned and sank to his knees between my legs.
"Honey, that was...wow you fucked the shit out of me!" I managed to get out between my gasping for breath. "Baby, we're done now, how about you let me go and..."
"We're not done yet."
Kyle grabbed my right shoulder and with a wrench of his powerful arm, flipped me over onto my back. I squealed in surprise as the cuff spun around the bed post and I was now looking up at him kneeling between my legs. I caught my breath and pulled on the cuffs, "Let me go, honey I..."
My words were cut off when he leaned over me and pressed his lips to mine. I groaned as he drove his tongue into my mouth and Kyle emitted a soft sound of pleasure as he kissed me. After a moment of hesitation I returned his kiss and with a passion that matched his.
My tongue slid into my son's mouth and our lips fought to devour the others as we kissed with a force and heat I'd only read about in romance novels. I moaned into my son's mouth as our tongues waged war with one another and lifting my legs wrapped them around his waist.
"Oh, mom!" Kyle moaned into our kiss and the tone sent a thrill through me.
He no longer sounded like he was trying to force me or even as smug as he had looked, his moaning was the sound of a young man overwhelmed with joy and pleasure. I could feel his now softening cock moving against my wet slit and rocked my hips as I kept my legs tightly around him. He moaned softly at the contact then breaking away from my lips smiled down at me.
"Damn, you look good mom, so sexy." His smile turned into the sweet one I'd always loved seeing on him. "So beautiful."
"Take these off." I jerked the cuffs, "Please, baby, I want to hold you."
I was no longer saying that as any type of ply to get loose. After all, why bother now? But I wanted to hold him close and enjoy his young hard body against mine and stroke his hair and whisper in his ear. I wanted to show him love after the lust we had just experienced. Instead, he shook his head.



"I'm not done yet." he looked down at my body with an expression of desire on his face that sent a shiver through me, "Damn look at those tits."
Kyle did more than look at them, sliding down he open wide and all but devoured my right breast. I moaned and pulled against the cuffs, my legs sliding up and down his as he tongued my aching nipple. Kyle fondled my other breast as he licked and sucked my pink nipple moaning the entire time.
The enthusiasm he showed while sucking my tits had my hips rocking even though I'd come twice and was fresh off the best fucking of my life. Kyle switched to my other tit and I sighed as his tongue teased a wet circle around my nipple.
"You're being so good to me, baby." I purred as he rolled my nipple between his fingers while sucking the other, "Look at you making your mother happy."
"I've been wanting to be good to you." He looked up at me as he tongue my breast, "I want you to have everything you want mom, you and dad can stay together and be happy in every way and when it comes to sex, I'll take good care of you!"
His words stunned me and recalled my thoughts of what would happen after this. Kyle wanted me and Dan to be happy, he loved both of us and didn't seem to want to take Dan's place, but instead wanted to be, what; a mother and son with benefits?
All thoughts left my mind when Kyle gave my nipple an affectionate kiss then sliding quirky down the bed, came to rest between my thighs.
"Oh, honey, you don't have to do that, come back up here."
There was no conviction in my voice and I stopped trying and simply admired how good my son looked between my legs. Kyle was staring lovingly at my pussy and putting his hand son my soft thighs whispered, "I've been dying to lick your pussy for months, mom."
Any reply I had was turned into a delighted squeal as he plunged his tongue inside me. I squirmed above him, working my hips in his face and wishing I could run my fingers through his hair or grab his arms. But again the fact I was helpless added to the thrill. Kyle's eyes were on mine as his tongue swirled around inside me and he moaned he eagerly lapped up his mother's juices.
I stared in appreciation at Kyle's body laid out between my legs. His muscular sweaty back and his firm tight ass, his blonde hair was darkened with sweat and his blue eyes were glazed over with lust as he sucked his mother's pussy.
I put my legs over his shoulders, and rubbed my shoes along his back, careful not to hurt him with the heels, but loving the way my long legs and the fuck me shoes looked on my son's body.
Kyle removed his tongue from my pussy, licked his lips and took my clit into his mouth sucking it hard enough to make his lips smack.
"Yes!" I called out as he brought his hand from my thigh and buried two fingers inside me.
Kyle thrust his fingers roughly in and out and sucked my clit in a matching rhythm. I lay there moaning as my son didn't lick my pussy, he attacked it. He was sucking my clit so hard it bordered on painful and his fingers were plunging so deep inside me I felt his knuckles striking me.
He was moaning and his hips were grinding into the bed, rubbing his cock into the sheets as he ate his mother's pussy. He swirled his tongue around my throbbing button in hard fast circles and unbelievably, I felt another orgasm building already. I whimpered and pulling against the cuffs, lifted my back off the bed, pushing my pussy into his face.
Kyle pulled his fingers from inside me and reaching up grabbed both my nipples and twisted them.
"Fuck!" I moaned, "Keep licking, baby! Lick mommy's pussy! Make me come! I want to come in my baby's face!"
Kyle moaned and sucked my clit hard as he gave my nipples another twist. I threw my head back and came like an animal. Head back, mouth wide open and wailing like a banshee. Even with the windows closed I wondered if the neighbors could hear me.
Fuck them if they could! I wrapped my legs around his shoulders and clamping my thighs against his head, pinned my son's face against my quivering pussy. I wailed over and over as my third orgasm of the last hour tore through my body.
I bucked my hips, grinding my pussy into his still moving tongue and as he managed to fondle my breasts and keep sucking me I again marveled at his skill as a lover.
"Oh, fuck, honey!" I groaned as the last waves of pleasure flowed through my quivering body. "That...I...oh, Kyle." I let my legs slide off his back.
"Damn," he sat up to his knees between my legs and I smiled at the sight of his sticky cheeks. Sticky from his mother's pussy.
I lowered my gaze to between his legs and saw his cock was semi hard. Even in that state it was huge and was dripping. I licked my lips, "Bring that cock up here."
"What?" he asked,
"Slide up here and straddle my face and shove that big dick in my fucking mouth." I was breathing hard, totally consumed by the desire to once again feel that incredible cock.
"I...don't know if I can." He admitted, "I'm..."
"Kyle, get your ass up here and let your mother show you what a good fluffer she is." When he paused I snapped, "I want my son's cock in my mouth, now give it to me!
Kyle slid up the bed and placing his knees on either side of my chest, pushed his cock in my face. I opened wide and groaned as I took him deep into my mouth. Kyle whimpered and my eyes rolled back in my head at the sensation of his soft flesh beginning to harden between my lips.
I swirled my tongue around his shaft and moved my head back and forth as much as I could. Popping his now close to completely erect cock from my mouth, I said, "Fuck my mouth! Fuck it until you're hard enough to fuck me again!"
This time Kyle didn't bat and eye and shoving his cock back into my mouth worked his hips. I moaned as I lay there letting my son fuck my mouth. I could tastes my pussy on him and that taboo thought had my hips writhing, my pussy yearning for more of my son's hot cock. Kyle was now fully hard again, ah the joys of youth!
He continued to fuck my mouth, staring down at the visual of face fucking his bound mother. I didn't mind him waiting to fuck me, he was dripping down my throat and I was moaning at the taste. Kyle pulled his cock from my lips, slid back between my legs and grabbed my ankles.
Lifting my pegs he spread them wide and slammed his cock home in my pussy.
"Fuck yeah!" I cried as he cut loose slamming his hips hard and fast and thrusting his cock deep inside each time.
Kyle pulled my ankles together and lifted my ass off the bed. That caused his cock to plunge even deeper into me and I was now yelping with each thrust. He wrapped one strong arm around my thighs holding me up and using his free hand slipped my shoes off. I squealed as he sucked my toes into his mouth and as his eyes rolled back, I laughed,
"You like mommy's feet?" his answer was to lick the bottom of my foot from hell to toe then turn his head suck on the toes of my other foot.
I placed my feet against his cheeks rubbing them up and down his face and he whimpered and thrust even harder. Our flesh was making loud smacking sounds and I could hear his cock squishing into my sopping slit.
"The cuffs!' I yelled, "Get them off me!"
Kyle let my legs go, but continued to thrust his hips, fucking me as he leaned over. He put his thumbs on the buttons and pushed.
"They're broken." I moaned, "Get the key, I..."
I stopped when I saw the muscles in his forearms bulge and I heard a loud double click and the cuffs fell from my wrists. I immediately grabbed his face in my hands and pulled him down into a deep tongue filled kiss. Kyle moaned as I wrapped my arms around his shoulders and my legs around his waist, drawing him into his mother's taboo embrace.
He continued to fuck me, but was now using slower longer thrusts. I held him tight and kissed his neck, his shoulders, flicked my tongue into his ear. I found his lips again and we both moaned into the kiss as his cock plunged into the forbidden heat of my pussy.
I turned my head and sighed as he kissed my neck and moving lower licked my nipples, going side to side as his long thick cock fed my insatiable pussy.
I watched in the mirror taking in our sweaty entwined bodies. Holy shit how could something so wrong be so fucking hot? Kyle was breathing hard and moaned, "I...I don't think I can come again."
"Sit back up and fuck me hard, baby." I smiled, "Trust me, you will come for your mother again, you'll come for her whenever she wants you to."
That was a mistake; leaving things wide open in his mind for more, but how could I not say it? Kyle got back to his knees spread my legs and fucked me hard and fast. He was beet red and seemed to be struggling to continue to fuck me. Inside me I could feel he was softer than before and grabbing my tits fondled them, giving him a show.
"Like that, baby? Like watching mommy play with her tits?"
"Oh, yeah!" He moaned, "I...I just....can't."
"Stop!" I snapped.
Kyle listened-telling me I could have avoided this whole thing if I had truly tried hard enough- and eased out from inside me.
I sat up, turned onto my knees and shoved him onto his back. Grabbing his cock I took him into my mouth and sucked him like it was a competition. Kyle cried out and thrust his hips into my mouth and when he was as hard as he had been I stopped sucking, swung my leg over his hips and guided his cock to my pussy.
I drove down on top of him and howled as I impaled myself on his huge dick. Kyle gasped and grabbed my hips. I placed my hands on my chest, shook the sweat from my eyes and began riding him like he was a prize bull at a rodeo.
I drove down so hard he was bouncing on the bed and I started shoving his chest, causing him to bounce more and timing my movements to be descending into him when he rose.
"Mom, oh..oh God!" Kyle was whimpering beneath me and I smiled at how I was now taking him.
"What's the matter, baby?" I asked staring down at his wide eyes. "Mommy too much for you? Your mommy fucking you too hard?"
"No, I....oh mom!" he called out as I grabbed the top of the bed and using it for leverage fucked him even harder. His cock was hurting me now, but I was out of control.
I looked in the mirror and my eyes widened at the sight of me riding Kyle like a out of control porn star, a wild cougar fucking the shit out of her cub....but in reality a mother who was so sex starved and feeling so slutty she was fucking her son. Below me Kyle was whimpering feeding my frenzy and he was beginning to beg.
"Mom, please, I can't come! I...Oh...please!"
I laughed and rode him another minute enjoying his whimpering then slid off him. Grabbing his wet cock I pumped it hard in my fist. As his hips jerked and he began whining I put my other hand around him. Two hands and the tip was still visible! I pumped him with both hands and leaning over sucked the head of his cock into my mouth.
"Oh...oh..." Kyle moaned.
"Come for mommy!" I told him, "Come in my mouth, I want every fucking drop my son has for me!" I resumed sucking and his hips thrust into my mouth.
"That's it!" I urged him on, "Be my good boy! Come for me, Kyle, you wanted me, now you have me! Come one more time for mommy! Let her taste ....yes!"
I cried out in lusty joy as his cock twitched in my hands and he released a loud cry. I covered his cock with my mouth and moaned as he shot his come into it. I continued to jerk him off violently, yanking on his tired cock. Kyle moaned and cupping his balls I massaged them while stroking and sucking every drop he had to give.
"Oh mom! Mom!" he kept moaning as I jerked and sucked his exhausted cock.
When I couldn't milk any more from him, I released it with a smack of my lips and he stared wide eyed at me, "Jesus, mom, you...you're wow."
"Hmm," I wiped at my lips and gave his cock a kiss and an affectionate squeeze, "This is wow. Honey, the girls you broke up with must have been upset, because damn are you good! And this cock!"
"No complaints." He laughed tiredly.
He was stretched out and I lay down beside him resting my head on his shoulder and sighed, "Honey, you really were good! Are girls your age that good these days?"
"Um....well." He looked away.
"What?" I asked, propping myself up on my elbow, "What is it, fess up."
"For a couple of months I was seeing this older woman I met at work."
"Really?" I asked, stunned, "How old?"
"Forty five, it was just sex, she thought I was cute and she was damn hot and I wanted to be with an older woman." He sighed, "She was as wild as you were and said she would make it so all the girls I was with owed her a thank you."
I laughed, "Well tell her thanks!" I shook my head, "All this time we think you're alone and you're fucking some horny milf."
"But I wanted my horny milf." He kissed my cheek sweetly.
"Aww." I kissed him on the lips and lay back down, resting against him. "Kyle that was wrong, baby."
"Didn't feel wrong." He pointed out.
"No, when both people come three times its pretty damn good."
"And next time I'll lick you nice and slow and we won't tie you up and..."
"Baby, we need to talk about that." I sighed.
"What do you mean?" he started to sit up, but I held him down and he continued, "Mom, after that you don't want to do it again?"
"I...honey, look you needed that and I needed it to." I took a deep breath, preparing to lie "I didn't want you to at first, but then I figured if I gave in then you would get what you needed, get it out of your system."
"You didn't fake that." He shook his head.
"I didn't, I loved it, really I did! But we...honey I can't sleep with you both, I can't."
'It's okay!" he did sit up this time. "I don't care if you and dad have sex. You can let him be sweet to you and then when you get horny and he's tired I'll take care of you, you can have both of us!"
"Kyle, please I..." I stopped when his eyes filled up
"Please, mom? I wanted to be with you so bad! Please say we can again! Dad travels a lot! I won't do anything with you until he goes away then we can play. We can even sleep together!"
"Kyle." I swallowed hard and felt my own emotions welling up, he had fucked me hard and nasty, but I'd seen glimpses of his affection for me and could see it plainly now.
He wanted to sleep with me, hold me at night. I recalled my desire to do that with him as I was bound; to take my baby in my arms and love him simultaneously as a mother and a lover.
"Mom, please?" he wiped at his eyes, "Look, let's talk Sunday while dad's out. We'll sleep on it a couple of nights and figure it out."
"Baby, I can't do that to your dad."
"We already did." He turned serious. "You know I wouldn't have hurt you mom. If you really got mad I would have stopped. All playing aside...you wanted me. You sucked my cock like you couldn't get it fast enough and you came for me. You wanted me mom."
"I...honey, you're right and I made a mistake."
"Says who? It felt so good, mom! I don't want to replace my dad, I just want us to have this between us, something special! You can have your husband and your loving son or your nasty son! I'll do anything you want!"
"Kyle. I..."
"Let's just lay here!" He suggested. "There's another two hours before dad will be home. Set the alarm, we can stay in bed together and see how it feels."
"I don't know." I said with little sincerity, fact is I wanted to feel him next to me. To hold him close in a way mothers weren't supposed to be able to.
"Please? I think I earned it?" he gave me that adorable smile and I caved.
"Kyle this whole thing has been so weird, why not?" I picked up my phone and set the alarm for an hour.
"I'm only giving us until nine. I have to shower and change the sheets."
"I'll help." He grinned, "With the sheets to!"
"Come here, smart ass." I put my arms out to him and the smile left his face.
Kyle lowered himself into my embrace and as I folded my arms around him he gave me the softest, sweetest kiss I had ever experienced. "I love you mom."
"I...love you too, baby." I whispered, stroking his wet sweaty hair. "Let's get some rest, okay?"
"Sure." He rolled onto his back and put his arm out for me.
Knowing I was playing just as dangerous of a game as I had with the sex, I still went ahead and lay on my side next to him. I rested my head on his shoulder as I had before and putting my arm around his waist, sighed when he wrapped his arm around my shoulders, holding me tightly to him.
I remained silent, figuring the conversation had nowhere to go that wouldn't make things more complicated than my lust driven decisions had already made them. I peeked up to see Kyle's eyes were closed and he was breathing deeply. I let myself relax and looked down at our bodies, our naked bodies; damn he looked good against me.
His huge cock was soft, but still impressive and I had to will my hand to stay on his stomach and not play with it. Not that I wasn't satisfied, but damn I wanted to just hold it and stroke it, feel it grow in my hand. I closed my eyes and my last thought was how the hell I was going to get dressed, cuff myself again to the bed and let Dan have sex with me.
I awoke with a start to the sound of the alarm picking the cell up where I had left it next to Kyle, thumbed the alarm off. He grumbled something and laid there, his beautiful blue eyes, half open. I had draped my leg over his as we slept and I felt the heat of my pussy against his thigh and my nipples were pressing into his side.
I saw his cock was semi hard and this time couldn't resist. I took it in my hand and slowly pumped it. Kyle moaned softly and remained still as his mother stroked his cock. Despite the three times he had come it swelled to close to a full erection and I quickly let it go before I tried to fuck him again.
We both sat up, and he gave me a soft kiss, "You felt good, mom." He said softly
"You did to, baby." He really did, goddamn it!
"So, um..." he paused.
"You have to go, honey." I swung my legs off the bed and stood up, wincing at how sore I was, damn he had fucked me so hard everything hurt. "I have to get ready for your dad."
"He'll never know, mom, it will just be our secret."
He got off the bed and I breathed a sigh of relief as he slipped his boxers back on, then his jeans covering up that huge temptation between his legs. Thinking my being naked wasn't exactly helping him leave, I grabbed my short red robe from the chair near the window and slipped it on.
"He can never know." I shrugged, "He'd never understand, hell, honey I don't understand what we just did."
"We don't have to." He smiled, "If it feels good do it."
"Not so simple, but it did feel good."
"So we can..."
"Kyle, please just go, you're supposed to be at Johns."
"Oh, right." He slipped his shirt on and I frowned at the look of hurt in his face.
I felt terrible, as if I were treating him like some one night stand and kicking him out.
"Come back tomorrow morning and...like I said we'll talk when Dad goes to play golf." Talk, that's all we'll do is talk, I tried to tell myself.
"Okay." He nodded. "I'll head over to John's, but um, can I shower first?" When I looked at him he grinned, "I kind of smell like my mom's pussy."
"Honey, I don't know too many boys who would want to ever say that."
"They would if they had a mom, like you." He winked.
Not so sure too many boys would, or would they? How would most sons react if their mothers approached them sexually? No way to know because not too many, if any, mothers would want to. Staring at Kyle, my pussy still moist between my legs I wondered who was more wrong here, him wanting me, or me letting him and loving it.
"You don't have to flatter me." I waved my hand at him. "You got everything you wanted."
"I want more." He said softly and putting his arms around me drew me into a long slow kiss. "A lot more" he whispered while still holding me in his strong arms. "I hope you do too." "We..." I eased myself from his embrace, "We'll talk, baby, promise." Just talk, but this time my voice of reason was barely a whisper, drowned out by the visions of another encounter like tonight, but this one with me being unbound and able to touch him so much more. "Okay." He kissed my cheek and as he walked towards the door said over his shoulder, "You know, you have to shower to mom, feel free to join me." "What part of we'll talk don't you understand?" I tried to sound stern, but laughed, "Nice try Romeo."



"Can't hurt to ask!" He walked to the door then stopped, "Know what I just thought of?"
"I'm afraid to ask," I laughed.
"I remember when I was a kid and we made Valentine's cards in school for our mom's. Mrs. Williams said that there would never be a woman who would love us more than our mother and they should always think of them at Valentine's Day." He grinned, "Not sure this was what she meant though."
"Safe bet on that one, now get a move on." I told him, "I have things to do that don't involve breaking any taboos."
When he left, I turned and frowned at the sight of the rumpled sheets on the bed and taking a deep breath I realized the entire room reeked of sex. I'd have to change the sheets, replace the regular candles with scented ones. More importantly I had to somehow try to go through with letting Dan have his way with me, let him fuck me and go down on me and...get his son's sloppy seconds.
"Monica, what the hell did you do?" I asked myself, then jumped when my cell rang.
My stomach lurched when I saw it was Dan. Had his flight taken off early, was he already on his way home? My fingers trembling and my face burning with the shame of what I had just done behind his back, I answered the phone,
"Hey, baby, you on your way home?"
"Hey, Monica, no, I..." he sighed heavily into the phone, "They say they can't get the damn plane repaired and I have to get another flight, honey I'm sorry, but I can't get home until tomorrow morning."
"I..." I closed my eyes and sat on the bed as a wave of relief flooded through me. "That's okay, Dan, I'd rather have you be safe."
"I know, but tonight was a big deal for you and I'm sorry I ruined it."
"You didn't ruin it, baby." I told him thinking that in a way tonight had been far better than I could have ever dreamed of. "I'll let you make it up to me tomorrow, how's that?"
"Sounds good, nothing wrong with a belated Valentine night and our game will be more fun because I won't be so tired."
By tomorrow I would have time to sort things out and at that point I wouldn't be having sex with Dan within a couple of hours of fucking our son. "That would be great, honey! You'll get a good night's sleep and it will be more fun!"
"I'm glad you're not mad." He sounded as relieved as I did, but for different reasons, "I'll cancel golf and we'll go to lunch."
"Sounds good." I told him.
"So you'll still be my little bad girl tomorrow?" He asked.
"Honey, you have no idea how bad your girl is." I answered honestly.
"I guess I'll find out tomorrow."
Oh, no you wouldn't, I thought as I sat there with the taste of our son's cum still in my mouth, but replied
"That you will sexy, that you will."
"I have to go book a hotel, honey, I'll call you in the morning, okay?"
"Good night, Dan. I love you." I said the last part softly, feeling a pang of guilt.
"Love you too. Sweet dreams," he laughed, "Or not so sweet."
"I doubt they'll be sweet, baby, I am your bad girl, remember?"
Dan laughed and after we said we loved each other once more I hung up. I exhaled loudly feeling as if I'd just dodged a bullet, now I had the rest of the night to figure things out, get some sleep and hopefully be able to enjoy the morning with Dan without thinking of Kyle and what I had more than willingly let him do to me.
The entire night. The words echoed in my mind. I had all night to sort things out. It was only eight thirty.
"Monica, don't do it." I whispered, but even as I spoke I stood up and making my way to the door opened it.
I could see the light shining out from under the bathroom door and hear the water running in the shower.
"Be good." I told myself
Again I was moving while speaking, walking towards the bathroom. I stopped in front of the door and carefully opened it. Through the steam I could make out Kyle's silhouette behind the glass shower doors. Stepping into the warm room, I quietly closed the door and untying my robe, let it fall to the floor.
I had plenty of time to take a nice hot shower with my son. Hell, we had all night, after the shower we could sleep together like Kyle wanted too, see how it felt; talk about things. I smiled as I slid the shower door open.
And after all, it was still Valentine's Day, wasn't it?
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"How do I look, babe?" Laura stepped out of the suite's small bedroom and did a slow turn Phil could get the full effect of her ensemble for the evening.
"Damn." He whistled as she strutted across the room, her black five inch stilettos leaving small temporary holes on the plush carpet, to stand in front of him.
"Like my new dress?"
"Dress?" He shook his head, "Looks more like a shirt, a real small one."
"It's a micro dress." She replied, "It's supposed to be short," She ran her hands down over her ample breasts which threatened to spill out of the plunging neckline, "And tight."
"It's both." He said with that familiar look of disapproval on his face, "Do you have to dress like that tonight?"
"Have to? No, want to, yes." She told him. "You don't have to like it."
"I don't." Now it was the sad puppy dog look and she sighed, "This is the first night of our getaway Phil, I want to go out and I want some attention."
"You'd get it, but,"
"No buts, we're going to that club downtown, the one I read about, it's supposed to be pretty wild."
"Listen, Laura, about that club."
"If you don't want to go you don't have to, but we both know you like watching the guys watch me." She gave him a sly smile, "Then watching them do a lot more, don't you?"
"That's what you think." He said with the put off tone that always made her laugh, Phil knew exactly what he was and what he liked, but still tried to deny it. Then again, wasn't that part of the game?
"It's what I know, sweetie." She leaned over, smiling sweetly at him. He went to kiss her and at the last second she turned her face, giving him her cheek, "You know better than that, Phil, my lipsticks only getting smeared on one thing tonight and it's not your lips."
She loved the look on his face, the look of frustration that she would do exactly what she wanted whether he liked it or not. Phil looked like he wanted to reply, but when her smile turned into a challenging smirk, he looked away from her.
Laura chuckled and sauntered over to the bar along the far wall and next to the dark drapes that covered the window overlooking the courtyard. There was a mirror over it and as she dropped a couple of ice cubes into a glass and poured some Johnny Walker from the bottle they'd brought with them, she admired her look for the night.
Her long, lustrous auburn hair normally worn in a conservative style for work was down and teased out; giving it a wild appearance and she had applied her makeup far more heavily than usual.
The thick mascara surrounding her stunning green eyes, combined with the blush and her favorite slut red lipstick, applied liberally over her full sensual mouth gave her a sluttish, dissolute appearance; So far from the professional persona she had to maintain at home.
But that's what this long anticipated week long get away was all about, leaving behind all responsibility and more importantly having to be careful with her nocturnal adventures. Nope, here, hours from home, Laura good cut loose and be the wild little slut wife she loved to be.
She was certainly dressed the part. The sultry black dress showed off most of the inner half of her breasts and the fact she wasn't wearing a bra. The tight, clingy material hugged her curves well; especially her ass and the hem didn't end much more than a few inches below her cheeks.
Between her high heels and short dress, Laura's long legs were on full display and still staring in the mirror she swayed back and forth while sipping her drink. She imagined being at the club, dancing provocatively and getting the attention of some good looking men around her.
Laura began to feel warm and not from the malt whiskey as she thought about what she was in the mood for tonight. Maybe a hot young stud half her age, or a good looking guy her age or even older. The former would be a good hard fuck where she would be calling the shots and the lucky young cub would be happy to give her anything she wanted.
The latter would be slower, more playful, but just as hot and perhaps she would even let him take the lead, treat her however he wanted. In either case, Phil would get a good show. One he would pretend appalled him, but she knew better, oh yes, she did.
Laura noticed Phil staring at her in the mirror and thought the two of them couldn't be more different. At forty five she felt sexier than ever and dressed and acted it every chance she could. Phil on the other hand acted like he was fifty going on seventy, always dressed in either a suit or like now in a polo shirt and a pair of dockers.
He always kept his salt and pepper hair short and neat and was never anything but clean shaven. Phil didn't make anywhere near the effort she did to keep in shape and although not heavy he was on the softer side, with a little paunch and not much real muscle.
More than a few people had mistaken him for a sugar daddy even though they were only five years apart and married for twenty years the entire duration of which she had been a hot wife as they referred to it these days.
Laura had never held herself to what society thought a good wife was and her sex life had always been amazing. Phil would insist only for her, but that seemed to be his way of telling himself he wasn't condoning her behavior.
"Not even a bra?" he cut into her thoughts.
She looked at him in the mirror and the warm feeling spread at that self righteous look on his face. They weren't even out yet and already the game had begun.
"No Bra?" She met his eyes in the mirror, "How about no anything?" She lifted the back of her dress to show off she wasn't wearing anything, not even a thong.
"Laura!" His tone made her giggle, "Have you that little shame?"
"I have nothing to be ashamed about, Phil." She turned and leaning back on the bar, pulled the front of the dress up giving him a quick peek at her bare pussy. "Except for you when you act like, you know, you."
She pushed her dress down and shuddered in anticipation at the idea of how many guys would get quick teasing looks at her when her dress lifted on the dance floor.
"At least I act proper." He frowned the second he spoke, realizing he'd set himself up for more derision.
"Acting is what you do," she scoffed. "You can dress and speak and act like a hot shot professor at work all you want, but proper men?" She shook her head and wagged her finger teasingly at him, "They don't like what you like, do they?"
"Maybe they don't let their wife tell them they like it."
"Okay, Phil, play your game and I'll play mine." She finished her drink in a long swallow, "Know why? Because I do play you're your way. I play proper little wifey at home. I dress up nice and act the sweet little hostess for your friends and look good on your arm at your precious faculty dinners."
"I curb my appetites and play it safe for your precious reputation. I don't take chances and miss out because of it. But when we're away? This is my game and don't you forget it."
"Well your game will be waiting." He told her, "You're not going to the club tonight."
"Oh, that's funny." She laughed for effect, "Phil's getting mouthy! I'll have to remember that when I'm getting mouthy with some kid young enough to be one of your students." She smiled wickedly, "Keep it up I'll fuck one of your students, again."
"You should have never taken that chance." He pointed at her, "Was that your idea of proper?"
"Nope, my idea of showing you what happens when you tell me what to do. I'm going out and just for that you can stay here alone. I'll be back by morning and maybe if I'm in a good mood I'll tell you about it."
To her surprise, Phil smirked at her, "Don't think so." Before she could go off on him, he pointed to the window, "Move the drapes."
Laura pulled the drapes to the side gasped at the heavy snow visible in the courtyard lights.
"Holy shit, it was just flurries when we got here."
"That was before your two and a half hour nap and hour to get ready." Phil said, "When I took a walk down to the lobby the manager was saying everything in town is closed or closing."
"Son of a bitch." She disgustedly closed the drapes, "We should have come up last night when I wanted to."
"I had a meeting and they say it's going to stop late tonight." He smirked, "But like I said, you're not going."
"You're funny." She poured herself some more bourbon this time not bothering with any ice. "Why'd you let me get all dressed up then?"
"I like seeing you dressed up." He stood up and smiled as he walked up to her, "You are damn hot my wife." He put his arms around her waist and tried to kiss her, but she gave him her cheek again.
"No, I'm a hot wife, get it right." She returned his smirk. "You like me dressed up so other guys think I'm hot. Not very proper, Phil."
She chugged her drink and putting the glass down slid out of his grasp and walked towards the couch, "Goddamn it, this sucks!"
"We have a week, honey."
"Don't honey me." She rolled her eyes, "And the first nights always the best night! I want to get laid tonight!"
"What about me?" He asked indignantly, "I'm right here."
"I said I wanted to get laid, not bored." She turned around in time to catch the exquisite look of anger mixed with humiliation at her remark.
"You only say that as an excuse to go look for more." He tried to defend himself. "Why does it always have to be that way, why can't you just give me a chance without all the bullshit?"
"Okay." She shrugged, and turning around bent over the arm of the couch, "Let's go."
"Let's go? You mean just like that?"
"What do you need, a formal invitation?" She asked while looking at him over her shoulder, "Come get it, baby, come show me what you got."
He came up behind her, but frowned, "You really just want me to fuck you?"
"I do. Come fuck me, Phil, show me I'm wrong for mocking you." She wiggled her ass at him, "Show your bitch wife what a man you are and give it to me!"
Laura reached back and pulled her dress up over her hips and spread her legs wider, showing off her pussy and ass.
"Come get it, stud."
"Yeah but," He had unzipped his pants, but was hesitating. "No, you know; fun first?"
"Fun?" She snapped her fingers, "Oh, you mean me sucking your cock so you can actually get it up. Sorry, Phil, a real man doesn't need a fluffer."
Phil was still standing there with his fly open and she rolled her eyes, "You going to fuck me or what?"
He pulled his shirt off and pushing his pants down, exposed his semi hard cock. When hard Phil was average, but that was fine as long as he could actually be hard for her, but many times, and tonight was one of them, he was barely half way there.
"That's it?" She sighed, "That's the best you can do for me?"
Phil grabbed his cock and stroked it, trying to bring it up and after no real success he stepped forward and rubbed it along her ass.
"Oh, for God's sake." She grunted, "I thought you said I looked hot?"
"You do." He said; his face as crestfallen as his flaccid cock.
"Well if I were that hot, you'd be hard. If I bent over like this in front of a real man, he'd already be fucking me."
"I just need a little, you know, help sometimes." He said hopefully as he slid his cock along her pussy.
"You want me to suck you?" she stood up so quickly he stepped back and tripping on his pants almost fell. "Why, so you can get hard just in time to give me six pumps and cum? Or better yet, maybe you'll end up going off in my mouth because you've got the control of a teenage boy."
"You could be a little nicer about it." He said standing there with his pants around his ankles and his still soft cock dangling between his legs, he looked pathetic.
"And you could be more of a man." She pushed her dress down, "I don't suck on soft things, not unless they're soft because they've already fucked me so many times they can't get it up on their own."
She gave his cock a quick flip with the back of her hand, "Pull your damn pants up, you look like an idiot." She emphasized that remark by grabbing the small paunch of his stomach and shaking it.
Phil gave her that hurt look, but quickly pulled his pants up, and grabbed his shirt from the floor.
"You can fuck me, Phil and pretty good too." She gave him an encouraging smile, "Real good sometimes, but we both know what it takes to get you to fuck me."
"You mean more than your sweet talking?" He asked sarcastically.
"Right, my fault you can't get it up." She quipped, "Well, this just sucks, first night here and no fucking action."
"Thanks."
"I could say the same, thanks for nothing." She sat down on the couch and leaning over picked up the menu from the coffee table.
"Hungry?" Phil asked sitting down next to her, "I ate while you were sleeping, I couldn't wait."
"Kind of like sex, half the time you just get off and leave me hungry." She grinned without bothering to look at him, "But, yes, I'm going to get something big nasty and bad for me." She sighed dramatically, "At least I'll have something good in my mouth tonight."
*****
Laura lay on the bed idly flipping through the latest issue of People magazine and trying to not get a headache from rolling her eyes so much, who the hell cared about all this crap? She'd left Phil to watch whatever boring new show he was engrossed in and gone into the bedroom.
With a somewhat childish feeling of disappointment she'd slipped off the fuck me shoes and the hot party dress and hung it up, tomorrow night was another night. Donning a short silk purple robe, she lay on the bed, trying to resist masturbating. She was sure she would at some point, but may as well wait until later so she could sleep.
Maybe she'd let Phil watch her use her toys while she described a past encounter to him and watch him jerk off while she did. She'd been looking forward to a good hard fuck too much to settle for the pathetic soft two minutes she'd get from him. Phil only fucked her right when he was properly motivated.
Even while trying to focus on the magazine she worked her legs up and down, squirming at how moist she was. The silky material of the robe kept slipping across her pink nipples, making them hard and looking over in her shoulder into the mirror she admired how the short robe showed off as much of her legs and lower ass as the dress did.
Everything she'd packed for this week was sexy to outright slutty and the revealing robe was no different. Giving up, she flipped the magazine onto the nightstand and rolling over on her back, opened the robe and traced teasing circles around her swollen nipples.
She slid her right hand down her flat stomach and had just slipped her fingers through her wet lips, when she heard a knock on the door. Screw it; she'd eat after she worked up an appetite. The bedroom door was open and she smiled at the thought of someone maybe getting a quick peek of her on the bed.
She heard Phil answer the door and ask whoever it was to put the tray on the coffee table for him. Laura turned to look into the other room and her eyes widened when she saw the young man placing the covered tray down.
He was tall with dark hair and his white button down shirt, stretched across a pair of broad shoulders. Those shoulders went along with a wide upper body, that tapered to a narrow waist and although his black slacks weren't tight, when he bent over they showed the promise of a pretty fine ass.
When he straightened, she caught a glimpse of him in the mirror over the bar and when she saw how young looking he was, she quickly got up and tied the robe, but loosely, so the inner halves of her tits were showing and sauntered into the room.
"Hmm, something smells good." She purred and it wasn't the damn cheeseburger club, she'd ordered it was the smell of fresh meat, young, hot, sexy meat.
As soon as she'd spoken both Phil and the young man turned to face her. The look on Phil's face was a priceless, an 'oh, no' the second he saw how scantily clad she was, never mind the fact she was sure the look on her face was one of naked lust.
But the look on the face of her prey, and that's what he was at this point, was priceless. He'd started off with a practiced, polite-and tip hopeful-smile, which quickly turned into an opened mouth, gawking stare.
Laura loved that reaction; it meant he wasn't the type of young man that considered himself a lady killer stud, but rather a young man totally blown away by the attractive older woman approaching him.
Close up, he wasn't just good looking, but borderline pretty with beautiful hazel eyes, smooth, soft borderline feminine features and high cheek bones. Even better was the fact he most likely knew he was a little too pretty and was sporting a five o'clock shadow that was too neat to not be on purpose. A pretty boy trying to be a bad boy, she loved it.
But not as much as she loved the way his eyes roamed unabashedly up and down her body before lingering on her partially revealed breasts.
"Why hello!" She chirped, "I have to say, this is service, a hot meal brought up by an equally hot young man."
"Laura, maybe you should, um," Phil put his hands on his chest, making as if he were closing his shirt."
"Evening ma'am." The kid stuttered, his eyes finally making their way to her face.
"Ma'am?" She glanced behind her, "I don't see my mother here, do you?"
"Oh, I'm sorry." He said quickly, his face flushing and his pretty eyes losing their battle and darting back down to her chest before bouncing back above her neckline. "I didn't mean you were old or anything, just being polite."
"I like polite young men." She stopped so close to him, he took a comical step back; equally comical was Phil standing off to the side, trying to signal her so he could tell her to stop.
"And there's nothing wrong with being older." She gave him a sly smile, "Or do you not like milfs or cougars?"
He started to speak, then just gave her a nervous smile that made her want to shove him down onto the couch and throw herself on top of him.
"What's your name, sweetie?" She asked, crossing her arms under her breasts, pushing them out even more.
"Kevin." He said, giving her another nervous smile, "Well, I'll let you folks enjoy your evening."
"What's the hurry honey?" She purred, "With this weather you can't have a lot of people checking in."
"No, it's pretty slow." He said glumly, "Not many people on a Thursday anyway, never mind the way this storm kicked in. This was the first trip to a room I've made in an hour."
"Aww, that must suck, especially for tips." She told him.
"Really." He nodded, "And there's two other people working so I have to share, next two calls I can't handle that way they can maybe make some tips."
"You like tips?" She cocked her head and winked, "Nice big firm, tips." Laura stared him in the eye, "Seems like you've been looking for some." She lowered her gaze pointedly to her chest where her nipples were prominently displayed through the robe.
"Here you go, Kevin." Phil inserted himself between them and pushed a twenty into Kevin's hand, "Hopefully things pick up for you tonight."
"They could be picking up right now." Laura walked past Phil and facing Kevin once more, gave him a deliberate up and down stare as he had done to her.
"So you have no reason to hurry back down to the desk do you, Kevin?"
"Um, no." He returned her smile, and her stare, his eyes once again seeking her tits, but this time not trying to hide it.
A wave of heat flowed through her when she realized he wasn't that nervous or naïve.
"That's good to hear." She cooed delightedly, "Because you're right, it's pretty slow around here and I'd love some company." Laura stepped closer to him and lowered her voice to a seductive purr, "You want to keep me company, baby?"



She turned from him and slowly strolled over near the couch, putting some extra swing in her hips and getting wetter by the second as she felt his eyes on her. She stopped in front of the couch and turned to see Phil, standing in front of her.
"Don't you dare." He hissed.
"Go sit down." She told him, pointing at the chair across from the couch. When he didn't move she added, "Now."
Their eyes met and within seconds he lowered his gaze and obediently walked over and sat down.
"I...should be going." Kevin said, an awkward smile on his face as he watched Phil sit there, with his head down, like a scolded dog.
"Why?" Laura asked sweetly, "You just said you have nothing to do."
"Yeah, but uh, I was only up here to bring a tray."
"And we had some trouble with the wi fi and you were kind enough to fix it. Isn't that your job, Kevin? Tending to the needs of your guests?"
While speaking, Laura had grabbed the ends of the belt of her robe. She tugged them slightly, just enough for the robe to open a little more. Enough to show more of her breasts, right down to the edge of the pink skin surrounding her nipples
"That is my job," He said it softly, his eyes fixed on her tits and moving slowly, as if he weren't sure of what he was doing, he walked towards her.
"Laura!" Phil spoke up, "The kid has to get back to work."
"Oh, he'll be working." Kevin was now standing in front of her, "You'll be working hard for me won't you?"
She put her hands briefly on his stomach and shivered at how hard and flat it felt. She wanted to see what else was hard, but instead, lightly caressed his cheeks with her fingers before beginning to unbutton his shirt.
Her eyes were on his and despite the way they widened in surprise; he made no attempt to move, just stood there staring at her, a look of desire spreading across his face.
"You could get him in trouble."
"Oh, just shut up!" She snapped, still unhurriedly working her way down, Kevin's shirt. To her chagrin he stepped back from her and glanced at Phil.
"Sorry, I don't want any trouble, I should go."
He stopped when she shook her head and beckoned him back to her.
"It's okay, Kevin, pay him no mind."
"But, that's your husband right?"
"Right and my husband loves to watch me fuck other guys, especially young hot guys."
"He doesn't seem to." Even as he spoke he let her start again on his shirt. His eyes were bright and she noticed him trembling. She'd done nothing, yet was already just about in full control of him and she was going to fix that now.
"He loves it, don't you Phil?" She stared over at him, "You like to watch, don't you?"
"Yes." He said softly that familiar mixture of excitement and self loathing spreading across his face.
"Why do you like it, Phil?" She un-tucked Kevin's shirt and finishing the last button pulled it open and ran her hands down his chest, "Tell him why." She breathed, her hands trembling in anticipation as she fondled his well muscled chest and stomach.
"Because I like to see my wife happy." Phil said as if he were in another world. He stared as she pushed Kevin's shirt over his shoulders and rubbed his impressive biceps.
"Just like it?" Laura asked while watching Kevin undo the cuffs of his shirt and drop it to the floor.
"No, I love it." He whispered as she once more grabbed the ties to her robe.
Kevin's eyes were on her chest, but he still wasn't touching her and was looking over at Phil as if unsure what to make of this.
"Tell our pretty young friend here that it's okay, Phil." She teasingly pulled the ties just a little more, "Tell him what you really want."
"I want you to fuck my wife."
"Why?" She asked, her breathing growing heavier, "Tell him why."
"Because I love seeing her satisfied and I can't satisfy her."
"There you go, baby!" She laughed, "Hall pass! Now how about you stop being so nervous and do what you know you want to?"
"This is a little weird." He laughed nervously.
"Why?" Laura asked, "Its all about being fair. You brought me a fresh hot meal so why shouldn't I give you something nice to eat?"
Laura pulled the ties and slipping the robe off let it drop to the floor. Kevin's jaw dropped with it. He stared open mouthed as she stood completely naked before him.
"Don't you want a fresh hot meal?" She asked, caressing her tits for him, "Freshly showered." Her hand strayed between her thighs and spread her pink slit, "Freshly shaved, and all for you."
"Goddamn," Kevin said, but his hands immediately found her tits, squeezing them gently as he stared down at her.
"There you go, baby, feel free to feel free." She grabbed the back of his head and brought his lips to hers.
Kevin made a surprised whimpering sound that fueled her desire as she sought to devour his mouth, her lips crushing against his and her tongue pushing its way into his mouth. Kevin opened his mouth and she moaned when his tongue danced across hers.
His large, strong hands were fondling her tits and she gasped when his palms rubbed across her aching nipples, placing her hands over his, she guided his fingers to her nipples and when he rolled them between his fingers, she moaned loudly into their kiss.
Kevin removed his lips from hers, disappointing her, but made up for it when he eagerly fastened them to her neck. As he licked and sucked the sensitive skin there, she let her head fall back to give him more room to work and turning, looked over at Phil.
His hand was already in his crotch, rubbing as he took in the sight of his wife standing naked in front of a kid she'd known for all of five minutes. A very handsome muscular kid, whose very enthusiastic lips were causing her to grind her hips into him.
"Damn." She gasped at the feeling of the huge bulge poking into her stomach through his pants.
Opening her legs, she slipped his leg between them and worked her hips, sliding her now sopping slit into his thigh.
"You like those tits?" She asked, "You like his wife's big titties?"
"They're amazing." He said into her neck.
"Then why the hell aren't you sucking on them?"
The words were barely out of her mouth when he lowered his head and sucked her right nipple into his mouth.
"Yes," She cried out, arching her back and shoving her tit further into his face "Suck that fucking nipple!"
Kevin, swirled his tongue around her pink nub, then switched to the other, sucking and licking while his fingers made sure the other wasn't left out.
"Oh, what a good boy you are!" She purred, "How old are you, baby?"
"Twenty." He said, around her nipple.
"Hmm, twenty and he's already a better lover than you." She said to Phil. "You have to be told to keep both of my titties happy."
"You're right." He admitted, his eyes intent on Kevin's mouth and her tit.
"Let's see what else is better than you." While Kevin worked her tits, going from one to the other with youthful exuberance, she grabbed his pants and ripped them open, sending the button flying. She yanked his zipper down and reaching in, sought her prize.
"Oh, baby!" She moaned, wrapping her slender fingers around his cock. God he was fucking hard and thick and, as she pumped him, long!
"Fuck yeah." She breathed as she pushed his pants and underwear down his hips one side at a time because she didn't want to let him go.
Removing her breasts from his eager mouth, Laura sat down on the couch, putting her face level with his incredible cock. He was far bigger than average, big enough she could put her other hand over the first one and stroke him with both and still have his swollen head visible.
"Young and hung." She cooed, "Look at this cock, Phil! Look at this big fucking cock Kevin has for your wife!"
"That is a big dick." He said, his eyes wide, but his hand moving faster on the growing lump in his pants.
"And it's hard! See how hard he is for me? Not like you, you can't get hard like this for me can you?"
"No, Laura, not like that."
"Only way I can get you hard is to suck it. But who wants to suck a soft cock?" She smiled up at Kevin who was staring down at her with a look of anticipation.
"You want me to suck your cock? You want my husband to watch his wife suck this big fucking cock?"
"Please." He whispered, "Please suck it."
"Manners," She giggled, "I like it. Well, Phil, you think I should suck this cock?"
"Whatever makes you happy, Laura."
"Well in that case." Laura released her left hand from his cock and fluttered her tongue along the swollen head.
Kevin groaned as she teased, sliding her tongue along the rim of his tip then quickly up and down his shaft. She had her head turned slightly so Phil could watch her pink tongue caress the impressive length of Kevin's young cock and saw he was breathing heavy, his face flushing and his hand moving faster in his lap.
She caused Kevin to gasp when she shoved the tip of her tongue into the slit of his cock. She eased her head back, showing off the sticky trail of precum dangling from it. She slurped it back to its source and made him moan by taking him briefly in her mouth, just long enough to make his hips rock and for her to get a nice mouthful of his fluid.
She pulled it out and turning her head, rubbed him against her cheek, squeezing hard enough to cause him to ooze along her skin. Laura was breathing hard and clit was throbbing and her mouth was watering for more of his cock, but she took her time, turning and wiping him on the other side of her face and giving Phil a good show.
"How's his big dick look in your slutty wife's face?" She asked.
"It," Phil licked his lips, "Would look better in your mouth."
"See?" She smiled through her sticky lips at Kevin, "He loves this, what about you?"
"Slap it on your tits." Kevin said, surprising her, then added, "Please?"
"You do it." She released him and held her tits up.
Kevin grabbed his cock at the base and slapped his meaty cock against them. She moaned as he went from one to the other, his sticky tip catching her aching nipples. She glanced at Phil to see him leaning forward and staring intently.
"Slap it here, baby." She opened wide and stuck her tongue out.
Laura moaned and ground her ass into the couch, rubbing her pussy on the soft cushion as he slapped his thick cock onto her eager tongue. He was dripping, and some of it splattered on her face and no longer able to hold back she moved her head forward, taking him deep into her mouth.
Kevin groaned and let his cock go as she bobbed her head in a steady rhythm. Laura groaned as she opened wider, working her lips further down his shaft each time, trying to take all of him down her throat.
With a wet gagging sound, she succeeded in getting her lips around the base of his shaft.
"Holy shit." Kevin groaned, his hands were on her shoulders and she could feel them trembling.
Laura slipped her tongue out, licking his balls and causing his thighs tremble. She withdrew him with a loud slurping sound and spit and pre cum spilling down her chin and onto her heaving tits. Pinning his cock against his stomach, she sucked his balls into her mouth making him whimper and as she swirled her tongue around his sac, Phil said, "Move her hair, let me watch."
Kevin swept her red hair away from her face, and wrapping his hand in it, held the back of her head as she bathed his balls with her tongue. Her gaze shifted to Phil as she made a show of tonguing her young lover's heavy balls.
God, between the size of his balls and that cock, she was going to get a nice big load from him, maybe more than one. Seeing Phil watching, she winked, then ran her tongue up the length of his shaft and took him back into her mouth.
Kevin moaned and added his other hand in her hair, now holding her head between them as she blew him. Laura pressed her lips tightly to his hard flesh leaving long smears of her lipstick on him. She moaned and lifted her eyes to Kevin's, staring at him as she devoured his huge dick.
His eyes weren't on hers, but rather taking in the show of this slutty older woman, this hot wife, slurping noisily on his cock while her husband sat there and watched. Laura loved knowing she would be a story he'd be telling his friends for years to come.
She bobbed her head faster, and opened her mouth wide so she was not only making sloppy wet sucking sounds, but slobbering down his cock, then slurping it up when she sucked him back down.
She placed her hands on his thighs and took him deep repeatedly, showing off her oral skills by giving him a hands free blow job. Her nipples were pressing into his legs and her pussy rubbing into the couch, causing her to moan as she sucked him.
Pulling her mouth from him, she pumped him in her fist, noticing how much harder his legs were trembling and how heavy his breathing had become, he was getting close.
"You want me to suck him all the way?" She asked Phil, breathily, her face flushed and sticky and her tits covered in a mixture of precum and spit. "You want to see me take his big fucking load in my mouth?"
"Do it on your knees." Phil said softly, "Like a whore."
"What do you mean like one?" She slid onto her knees and cupping Kevin's balls in her hand resumed sucking his magnificent cock.
This time she didn't play or tease. Laura sucked him fast and hard, taking him about halfway each time. She grabbed his cock and followed her lips with her hand, jerking him off as she blew him. Kevin's hips were rocking and his hands tightened painfully in her hair, but it just fueled her fire.
She stopped moving her head and looking up at him, moaned. "Hmm-mm."
Taking the hint, he moved his hips, fucking her mouth. She opened wide letting him shove his cock all the way into her mouth and kept her now watering eyes on him the entire time while gagging more for show than she really couldn't handle him.
"Oh, shit." Kevin moaned, his hips thrusting harder, now pounding into her mouth, his cock head hitting the back of her throat as he face fucked her. Her eyes again sought out Phil and he met her gaze, his eyes as lust filled as hers as he watched his wife on her knees having her mouth violated buy a kid less than half her age.
Kevin was moaning and his hips moving faster as he drew near. Laura braced her hands on his stomach and he obediently stopped moving his hips. She resumed sucking and stroking him and burying him deep in her mouth, grabbed his balls and squeezed them.
Kevin cried out and Laura squealed around his thick cock as he exploded in her mouth. She took the first warm sticky jet of his cum down her throat, then pulling her head back, kept her mouth open as she jerked him off into it, letting her husband see the huge load she was getting.
Each time he squirted into her mouth, Laura pushed it out with her tongue, spilling it down her chin, all over her tits and onto her stomach and thighs. Laura kept stroking and Kevin kept coming, emptying his young balls all over her face and into her mouth.
"Oh, my god." He groaned as she took just the tip into her mouth and sucked hard, getting a few more drops.
"How do I look, baby?" She asked Phil as cum oozed down her face and tits. "How's your wife look with a big fucking load all over face?"
"Like a shameless pig." He told her.
"Hmm, pillow talk." She purred, then eased back up to sit on the couch, looking at Kevin she began, "Now, baby, how about you...Oh!"
She laughed when Kevin dropped to his knee, shoved her back onto the couch and buried his face between her thighs.
"Oh, baby!" She moaned as she lifted her right leg and draped it over the arm of the couch while putting her left foot on his muscular shoulder, "Now that's service!"
Kevin moaned something into her pussy then plunged his tongue inside her dripping hole. He put his hands on the inside of her thighs, holding her legs apart as his tongue pumped in and out of her.
"Yeah, tongue fuck me." She groaned, "See that, Phil? That's how a man should eat pussy, like he really wants to!"
Laura let her head fall back on the couch and sighed as Kevin ate her pussy with the same enthusiasm he'd sucked her tits. He worked his tongue up through the wet folds of her pussy, then around her throbbing clit.
"Shove your fingers in there" She instructed as she grabbed her nipples and tugged on them.
Kevin pushed two fingers inside her and she contracted her pussy around them.
"Think about me doing that to your big dick." She told him, "Because after I come you're going to fuck me, aren't you, Kevin?"
"Hmm" He agreed as his tongue swirled around her excited clit.
Laura turned her head to face Phil and wagged her tongue at him.
"Like that? Like seeing his fucking load still all over me?" She asked, running her hands over the cum all over her tits. "Still on my face, my tits, I can still fucking taste him!"
She moaned as Kevin was now sucking her clit while pumping his thick fingers in and out of her over heated cunt.
"That's right, Phil, your wife's got another man's cum in her mouth, the same man that's licking her pussy the way she needs it and he's going to fuck me the way a wimp like you never could."
"You want him to fuck you, Laura?" He asked, his hand resting on the bulge in his pants, a bulge that featured a spreading wet stain, his cock was dripping from watching her with Kevin.
"You want him to fuck me!" She hissed, "You don't care about him eating me because there's nothing in it for you, you just want to see me fucked don't you?"
"I want you to have what you want." He said simply. "You'll get it whether I like it or not." Laura knew he was thinking a lot more than that, but that was the game, had to act like the victim.
She looked back to the sight between her thighs; a twenty year old stud between her legs, licking and fingering her pussy. Laura rubbed her foot up and down his back, admiring the muscles of his young strong body.
She rubbed more cum into her nipples and resumed squeezing them as she rocked her hips in time with the thrust of his fingers.
"Lick it faster." She demanded, "And harder! Make me come! You're here to serve the guest right?" She laughed, "You want me to give a good review right?"
Kevin worked his tongue faster and more skillfully than she would have imagined. First licking her clit side to side, then up and down and mixing some hard sucks in for good measure. Laura would have loved to have him take his time, but she'd been in overdrive all night and needed the edge taken off and it's not like she didn't know she'd get to come again.
"My ass." She told him, "My husband loves seeing guys play with my ass, don't you?"
"I love whatever you do." He replied, his own voice trembling now, Phil was really getting into this one.
Kevin eased a finger into her ass, trying to go slowly, but with a thrust of her hips, Laura buried it deep and it sent her over the edge. Throwing her head back she released a long loud howl that could probably be heard halfway down the hallway.
"Fuck!" She cried out as she clamped her thighs around Kevin's head, pinning him to her convulsing pussy.
She contracted her ass and pussy around his thrusting fingers and twisted her nipples, squealing in pleasure as Kevin pumped her holes while his tongue still worked her clit. She sensed movement and noticed Phil had stood up and moved to the side so he could watch her face as she came.
She stared at him as she bucked and squirmed, writhing on the couch as she came like an animal. She noticed how hard Phil was and licked her lips, tasting Kevin's cum as her orgasm crashed through her.
"Oh, fuck." She groaned, sliding her legs away from Kevin's head as the last of the orgasm flowed through her, leaving delightful little tremors throughout her ass and pussy as it faded.
"He's still hard." Phil said as he sat down on the coffee table, less than three feet from where she sat on the couch.



"Of course he is, he's a real man, aren't you Kevin?"
Kevin smiled at her through his sticky lips, his cheeks glistening from her juices.
"How could I not be hard after licking that pussy?"
"What a good boy!" She cooed, "See that Phil? That's appreciation! You should show me a little sometime and I wouldn't have to fuck other guys."
"You would anyway because you're a slut." He said in a tone that made it sound anything but derogatory.
"Well, just for that," She lifted her legs in the air and spread them open, "Kevin, how about you fuck me?"
At this point Kevin didn't need to be told twice and standing up, grabbed her ankles and drove his cock deep inside her still quivering pussy.
"Oh fuck!" She cried out as he spread her legs as far as that could go as he went to town on her.
Laura moaned as his balls struck her ass while he fucked her with long hard strokes that had her squealing each time he hammered into her. She grabbed her wildly bouncing tits and played with them while staring up at Kevin.
He looked incredible, he was sweating and the sheen of moisture caused his muscles to show up even more. His beautiful eyes were wide and bright and he was breathing like a bull as he fucked her.
Laura let her eyes roam over him, taking in the way his arms flexed as he fucked her and how good his hard flat stomach looked. But none of that was as exciting as the way his long thick glistening shaft looked as it ravaged her little pink slit.
"Sit back!" She moaned, "I need to ride that fucking cock!"
Kevin pulled out of her and turned around to sit down. He'd never removed his pants or shoes and ended up falling back into the couch. The fact he still had them on was an added turn on for her, hell why did you need to completely undress to fuck a whore?
At this point anything would be an added turn on, but nothing as much as the wet cock standing at attention as he sat there. Laura stood up and pointing her ass at Phil, bent over in his face as she sucked Kevin into her mouth.
He moaned as she sucked him hard and fast, enjoying the way her pussy tasted from him. She wiggled her ass and pussy in Phil's face, but knew he wouldn't touch. He wasn't allowed to during, and she loved that he knew that.
She stood up, turned around and grabbing Kevin's cock, held it still as she sat down on it. She moaned as she impaled herself on his thick cock, pushing her ass all the way into his lap. Still bent over she bounced up and down, letting him-and her husband-watch his cock sliding in and out of her pussy and between the cheeks of her ass.
Leaning back, Laura placed her back against his chest, and putting her feet on his thighs began to ride him.
"Fuck that's deep." She groaned.
Kevin reached around her, his hands grabbing her tits and taking his right wrist she brought it between her legs. Kevin took his cue and rubbed her clit in hard fast circles as she rode him like a bull at a rodeo.
Phil got up again and was now standing right in front of her as she bounced up and down on Kevin's cock, laughing and crying out I pleasure as if he were a ride at an amusement park. She kept her eyes on Phil as he watched and the look of lust on his face caused her to ride even harder and putting her hand over Kevin's pushed his fingers into her clit.
"I'm going to come all over his cock!" She told Phil, "On his big dick and right in front of you! Look at it! Look at that cock going in your wife's tight little pussy! Look at him playing with my clit!"
She moaned and wiggled her hips, straining to come again, "Look at how that big cock stretches me out! Look how it fills my pussy! You can't do that can you? Not with that limp little fucking...oh my god!"
Laura screamed as her second orgasm tore through her causing her pussy to contract around Kevin's thrusting cock. He was moaning and whimpering behind her as she ground her hips wildly into him.
"Not yet you don't!" She turned her head to him. "You don't come until you fuck me on my knees! That's my husband's favorite and I don't like to disappoint him."
"I can tell." Kevin joked in between his deep breaths, "But...God you feel too good."
"Just a little more, baby!" She groaned as she worked her hips more slowly as her climax ran its course.
She moaned lay back against his chest, their sweaty skin sticking together as she caught her breath and gave him a minute to relax. Forcing herself to move, Laura rolled off Kevin and kneeling on the couch rested her arms on the top of it and pointed her dripping pussy in the air.
"Come get it." She told him.
Kevin stood behind her and grabbing her hips drove into her with one smooth thrust. Laura cried out and her eyes rolled back as her young lover fucked her hard and fast.
Her pussy was still trembling from her second orgasm and she was so far gone she simply turned her head to face Phil, who'd come to the side of the couch to watch and moaned and whimpered as her pussy was relentlessly assaulted by Kevin's enthusiastic cock.
"Yeah," She managed to moan, "Fuck me. Fuck his wife, show him how it's done! Show him how a real man takes his wife!"
Kevin began to moan continuously and his fingers trembled on her hips. His cock was twitching each time he thrust into her and she mouthed the word 'where?' to Phil. He gave her a nervous smile and silently replied, "You know."
"Come for me!" She looked at Kevin over her shoulder, "Give me that hot come! I want in it in my pussy! I want you to make my husband watch his wife take another man's load in my slutty little cunt! Oh, that's what I want!"
She groaned when Kevin's cock erupted inside her, flooding her already drenched pussy with another huge hot load. He continued to fuck her, each thrust ending with another stream of cum spraying the quivering walls of her very happy pussy.
"Oh, yeah every drop." She moaned as she squeezed him, milking the last drops.
"I...goddamn." Kevin gasped, sliding his dripping cock from inside her. "I can't believe that just happened."
"Well it did." Laura rolled over and slid down on the couch so she was stretched out on her back. "And like I said, that's service!" She put her arms over her head and stretched, noticing the cum still on her stomach and chest from his first load.
Meanwhile between her legs she could feel his cum inside her pussy and contracting her muscles, pushed, causing some of it to ooze out, and giving Phil a good look at the young stud's cum dripping from his wife.
"That was something." Kevin laughed, "So, um, now what?"
"Now you pull your pants up and get out." Phil told him.
"Shouldn't she be telling me?" Phil picked up his white shirt and threw it at him.
"I said pull your damn pants up and get out."
"Better listen to him." Laura said softly, her eyes on the bulge in her husband's pants. "Play time's over, baby."
Kevin looked surprised, but quickly pulled his pants up over his dripping, lip stick smeared cock and slipped his shirt back on, his fingers trembling as he buttoned it.
Phil took out his wallet and removing a fifty, handed it to him, "Here you go, kid, little something for a slow night and," He gave him a sly smile, "The best room service we've ever had."
"Thanks. Um, I'm working all weekend you know." He grinned, "So if you guys need anything."
"I need you to get the hell out of here." Phil said firmly.
"Yes sir." Kevin looked down at Laura and gave her an awkward wave, "Um, thanks I guess."
"You're adorable!" Laura laughed, blowing him a kiss as he turned and made his way out of the suite, taking one last look behind him at Laura, naked on the couch.
"Thanks." She giggled, "That was..."
"What are you laughing at slut?" Phil turned to her and removing his shirt walked up to the edge of the couch.
"That was kind of funny." She cried out when he grabbed a handful of her hair and yanked her head up.
"Shut your whore mouth." He whispered, still holding her head, while he unzipped his pants and pushed them down, exposing his hard cock. "In fact how about you just use it for what it's good for?"
With no hesitation he shoved it into her mouth so hard and fast she gagged in surprise. Grabbing her hair in his other hand, Paul fucked her mouth so hard and fast her eyes began to water and she made wet gurgling sounds around him, damn he was hard!
"Look at you, you fucking disgrace, sucking my cock with another man's cum all over your face and tits." He released her hair with one hand to give her left tit a sharp slap.
The sting of the slap added to the fiery pain in her scalp and sent a wave of heat pulsing through her. Phil pushed her head down onto the arm of the couch and holding her there by her forehead continued brutally fucking her mouth.
"Got his cum everywhere, don't you?"
Phil gave the insides of her thighs sharp slaps making her squeal around his plunging cock, but also lift her hips off the couch, thrusting her cum filled pussy at him. He roughly shoved two fingers inside her, then a third.
Laura cried out around his cock as he pumped them savagely into her pussy, hard enough to be painful, but again the discomfort only heightened her arousal.
"Fucking whore," he sneered, whipping his cock from her mouth, causing her to release a puddle of drool with it that splattered all over her face.
"Your whore," She moaned then yelped when he beat her with his cock, slapping it hard across her face.
"Am I soft now, bitch?" He demanded, "Am I hard enough now for you, you fucking skank?"
"You're so hard." She moaned, and tried to grab his cock, but he shoved her hand down. "I want it!"
"You always want it, you fucking pig!"
Laura's reply turned into a squeal when he shoved his fourth finger into her and pumped them forcefully into her. She could feel Kevin's cum, squishing inside her and dripping down her thighs as her husband forced it out of her.
His thumb found her clit and pressed it so hard she whimpered, but her hips thrust into his fingers and she moaned as he roughly manipulated her now sore pussy.
"That's all you are just a pig, aren't you?" He looked down at her, his normally mild eyes, alight from within and a scowl on his face. "You dress up nice and clean up nice and pretend to be a good little woman, but you're nothing but a fucking whore aren't you?"
"Yes!" She turned her head and sucked his cock into her mouth for a moment, "I'm nothing but trash, a cumslut!"
"That's pretty good." He now shoved his cock back into her mouth as his thumb worked her sensitive clit so hard it hurt, but oh, it was a good hurt!
"That's you, Laura, a fucking cum dumpster, laying here with cum on you, in you and looking for more, always looking for more aren't you?"
Laura proved she was by squealing around his cock as her pussy convulsed and delivered a surprisingly powerful orgasm. She arched her back and worked her hips as Phil, shoved his four fingers deep into her sloppy hole.
Phil gave her a nasty smile, one that kept her cumming long and hard as he roughly played her pussy, oh, she was so going to get it! When her body slumped into the couch and she whimpered around his cock, he withdrew it from her mouth, then replaced it with his cum drenched fingers.
"Here, suck your little boyfriend off of me."
She groaned as she obediently sucked and licked his fingers clean. When she was done, she pulled her hair again, forcing her to sit up.
"Get up!" He snapped.
Laura stood up for him, her knees weak, and groaned in pain when he pulled her by her hair around to the side of the couch. Shoving her hard in the back, he made her bend over the arm of the couch then slammed his cock into her.
"Oh fuck!" She cried out, "There's my husband! There's my husband fucking me nice and hard, giving me what I need!"
"What you need is a leash you fucking dog." He punctuated every word with a slap to her ass striking each cheek so hard she could already feel her ass swelling.
"Your dog." She moaned, "Your slut, your wife!" She told him, looking over her shoulder and smiling at the way he looked fucking her.
"Love it don't you?" She asked through several more slaps to her ass, "Love shoving your cock into your wife when she's full of another man's cum? You love fucking my sloppy cunt?"
"You are a sloppy cunt." He grabbed her hair and pulled back on it while fucking her harder than he had in months, since the last time she's fucked someone in front of him.
Her pussy was such a wet mess she could hear his cock squishing into her and feel cum and her own juices flowing down her thighs. She cried out when Phil jammed first one, then a second finger into her ass, thrusting them in time with his impressively hard cock.
"Oh fuck, Phil!" She moaned, "Goddamn you're fucking me! You must have really liked that kid."
"Know what I like knowing?" He asked, "I like knowing he had a good time, they all have a good time, but none of them ever get this do they?"
With no hesitation he slipped his cock from her pussy and shoved it into her ass.
"Oh my fucking God!" Her voice rose into a high pitched squeal as he tore into her ass.
"That's right, this is all mine isn't it? The one hole you're not allowed to give away. It's just for me!"
"All yours." She yelped as he hammered away on her.
It's not that he hadn't fucked her ass before, but it had been a long time and he was really nailing her. She grabbed the couch cushion and squeezed as his cock stretched her ass around his hard flesh.
"Oh, oh, oh!" She squealed each time he buried herself in him, but loved it.
Laura loved it was rough, loved her husband was taking her, showing her how much he wanted her after she got what she wanted. No, not she, they. Phil enjoyed her fucking men for him, always had. Hell, he let one of his friends fuck her before they were even married.
And every time led to this. Their sex life was vanilla, sometimes barely existent, but not when she took a lover. No, when she was a hot wife, Phil was at his best fucking her and proving it now, fucking her nasty and raunchy and demeaning, the way he liked her to demean him. Hell his cock was lubed with another man's cum when he shoved it in her ass.
"Keep fucking me, baby!" She squealed, "Keep giving it to me in my ass, its your ass, baby. That part is all for you! Your slut wife keeps her ass just for her loving husband to use and fuck and..."
Her words turned into a soft moan when Phil groaned behind her and came deep into her ass.
"Oh, that's...dirty." She purred as he stopped moving, and she rocked backwards, his cock twitching and filling her ass with his sticky cum.
"Like you, you tramp." He laughed and slapped her ass, but this time it was a soft playful tap.
He eased his cock from her and she moaned as cum poured from her ass down her pussy.
"Oh, wow I need a bath." She sighed.
Phil picked up his shirt and she remained still as he gently wiped the mess from between her legs. Laura managed to stand, just long enough to step around the side of the couch and collapse into it as Phil went over to the bar and grabbed a bottle of water from it.
He handed her the water and as she gratefully chugged half the bottle, he picked up the tray from the coffee table. Sitting next her, he lifted the lid and picking up a fry held it in front of her mouth.
With a smile she opened wide and let him feed it to her.
Picking up half the sandwich, Phil asked, "Mind if I share your dinner?"
"We share everything else." She laughed.
"True." He took a bite, "Damned, this is better than I thought."
"Nah, good sex just makes everything taste better." She bit into her half and swore it tasted better than anything she'd had at a five star restaurant.
"It was good, wasn't it?" he grinned.
"Always is when you let me play, don't know why you have to pretend not to like it."
"Part of the game I guess." He kissed her quickly and she giggled as he playfully passed the fry that was between his lips into her mouth, "I Love you, Laura, even though you're a whore." He winked.
"Just remember honey," She said as she slid further into the couch. She winced at the discomfort in her recently ravaged ass, and then leaned into him. naked, sticky and satisfied, "End of the night, I'm always your whore."
"True. That was fun."
"It really was, very spontaneous." She told him. "That was better than the club would have been."
"Not sure about that."
"You don't think so?" She asked.
Turning to her, he smiled, "Tell you what, we'll find out tomorrow night."
*****
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I looked up from my Criminal Investigation manual and rubbed at my tired eyes. It was only one in the afternoon, but with mid terms next week I'd had my head in the books since early this morning. I had purposely set myself up to study in the dining room so I wouldn't be tempted to web surf or fool around with anything on the computer.
I closed the book and frowned at the three notebooks next to it, debating which one to start looking through next.
"Wow, you're hitting it hard, aren't you, Mike?"
I turned around in the chair to see mom standing behind me.
"I guess so, I didn't even hear you come in the house." If I had the book would have no longer been the object of my focus.
"I know, I've been watching you for a couple of minutes." She smiled and leaning down, kissed my cheek, "Good to see you take school so seriously."
"Hey, if I want to be the best private investigator in the state I have to work hard, right?"
"True." Mom nodded, "Anything you want is worth going after." She looked more closely at me, "Your eyes are red, honey, why don't you take a break, maybe go upstairs and take a nap?"
"Nah, it's early and I have a lot to go through."
"Oh, well you're a better person than me then," Mom laughed, "Because I'm going to go take a nice hot shower and take a nap before your dad comes home."
A shower and a nap? That meant....show time! Nowhere near as hot as the nightly shows involving her and my father, but it would be a few cheap thrills seeing my mother naked.
Mom had turned away from me and walked over to the window to adjust the curtains and like I always did lately, I took the opportunity to check her out. She had just come home from the gym and the yoga pants she had on were like a second skin.
They showed off every curve of her well shaped legs and even better, hugged her sweet ass perfectly. I could see the lines of her underwear and grinned that she was wearing 'sensible' panties as opposed to what I knew she normally wore, lacy, slinky thongs.
Her tight sleeveless t-shirt had ridden up in the back and showed off the sheen of sweat on her lower back. I licked my lips, imagining my tongue following that trail of moisture down her back, over the swelling of her firm ass cheeks, before slipping though the smooth lips of her shaved pussy and sucking her clit.
I shifted in my seat as my now hard cock bent awkwardly in my pants. Mom turned away from the window and standing in front of it, reached up to remove her hair from the pony tail she had it pulled back in.
That move showed off her large breasts that were threatening to burst through the flimsy shirt and her flat stomach, that like her back, had a glistening of sweat that once again had my tongue eager to help her clean it off.
Mom shook her head, letting her long dark hair fall down her bare shoulders and seeing me looking, her full soft lips, curled into a smile, showing off her perfect teeth; everything about my mother was perfect, hell, even her damn, feet were sexy!
"What is it?" She asked
"Huh?" I blinked as I realized I had been staring.
"You're staring." She confirmed my point, while looking down at herself, "I have a hole somewhere or something?"
"Oh. no, I just," I decided to go with a little bit of truth. "You look really good, mom."
"Thank you!" She beamed at me, her big brown eyes sparkling, "It's not as easy as it used to be to stay in shape."
"You're doing a good job." I told her, thinking of how when my mother would jog down the street, any guy outside would stare at her as she went past. I winked at her, "Tough for me, though. You know having a cougar mom gets my balls busted."
"Isn't it Milf?" Mom asked, "Because I'm a mom? Cougars are usually single."
"Wow, didn't know you knew your porn, mom." I laughed.
"Your dad tells me all about it. He says I'm his hot little milf."
"Now Dad doesn't surprise me." I told her leaving out I knew for a fact just how hot dad thought mom was because the two of them fucked like damned porn stars.
I had to suppress a smile at that last thought because in a sense my parents were porn stars, they just didn't know it, but it was only for a limited audience, an audience of one, their son.
"Yeah, your father's a horn dog that's for sure." She sighed, "Usually it's the guy who can't keep up."
"TMI!" I pretended to be offended.
"Sorry, Mike" Mom shrugged, causing her large breasts to bounce in the tight shirt. "But you're twenty and so mature, sometimes I forget you're still my son and I can't talk to you like I can other adults."
"You can talk to me about anything." I told her wishing I didn't have to pretend her talking about sex was a turn off.
"That's my line." She told me. "Well, anyway, I'm heading upstairs to shower and lie down for a little while."
"Okay, old lady, get your rest." I yelped at the playful punch in the arm she gave me before she left the room to head upstairs.
I spun in my chair and watched her ass while she walked up the staircase then turning back to the table scooped up my books to take them upstairs. Suddenly laying down for awhile didn't sound bad at all.
*****
I walked past the bathroom door and paused, listening to the hot water running and picturing my mother's magnificent body in the shower. Her skin wet, her long hair plastered to her back and the soapy water running down her tits, stomach and between her thighs.
It would look like a nice big load of cum, like some of the loads I'd seen her take from dad, like the kind of load I wish she could take from her lust crazed son.
I hurried away from the door when I heard the water stop and went into my room. I locked the door just in case dad happened to come home early for some reason or mom popped in before she went into her room.
I opened my top desk drawer and removed the monitor of the wireless Lorax surveillance camera system mom and dad had bought me for finishing my freshmen year at PC with a 4.0 GPA.
The system was perfect for home security, but also would work when following someone if you could find a way to plant a camera inside or just outside their place.
My parents figured it would be a great tool for me going into my second year of Criminal investigation and it was. But I was pretty sure they had no idea what I was currently using it for and that was to spy on their nightly sexcapades as well as any occasion like this when I could catch mom undressing.
Compared to watching their torrid sex, seeing my mother walking around her room in various stages of undress wasn't much more than a tease, but it was still fun.
It had dawned on me I had an obvious voyeur streak and looking at my career choice I could just imagine watching other people having sex while following around cheating spouses.
Then again, would anything be as hot as watching my own parents? The normal answer would be for people to ask what was wrong with me, they were my parents, and this was my mother I was watching.But most guys my age didn't have a mom this hot, and not only in her appearance, but Christ she loved to fuck and suck!
I went over to my bed and stretching out, undid my jeans and pushed them and my underwear down, releasing my fully erect cock in preparation for yet another masturbation session with my mother as inspiration.
This would be the first of two as I was sure mom and dad would be going at it tonight, after all it was a day that ended in Y. I lay back against the pillows, turned the monitor on and holding it with my free hand; watched as the screen came on split into three sections.
Each section of the screen represented a different camera hidden in my parent's room. The best one was in the heating vent and faced their bed and with its wide angled lens and zoom feature I could catch all the action that took place there.
Another was masterfully hidden in the drop ceiling, the lens next to the base of the ceiling fan and provided a great angle over the bed to see straight down.
I frowned when I saw there was no signal from the last camera. That one was wedged behind the base board and tilted up to catch action from that side of the bed.
It was a tough angle and small space and I wondered if the lens had dropped and was now seeing just the darkness inside baseboard. I'd have to check the next time no one was home, but for now, the two main ones were working just fine.
I played with the small remote in my hand, making each camera take up the entire screen to pan around the room, before settling on the one facing her bureau where I knew she would sit after coming in from the shower.
While I waited for her to come in, my free hand idly stroking my aching dick, I thought back to a couple months ago when I'd first watched my parents go at it.
The first time had been an accident. My parents had just given me the Lorax set up and wanting to test it out, I slipped one of the camera's between a couple of books on the shelf in my father's small TV room where he would watch football when mom wanted to watch her shows.
Considering the amount of dust on the books I doubted he would see the camera and even if he did, what was the big deal? All I was going to do was watch him read, watch TV or sleep. But it would be a good test of the camera's audio to see if I could hear the TV and play around with the zoom and other features.
The camera worked like a charm! I could zoom in tight on just dad's face as he sat in the chair or expand it to take in just about the entire room opposite the camera.
The sound was pretty clear as well, dad never had the TV on loud, but I could still make out the voices if I maxed the volume.
I'd sat there at my desk, smiling away, imagining when I would be doing this for a living, snooping on people to get evidence that would help whoever they were wronging.
I was getting ready to shut it off, not feeling any great urge to keep watching dad while he flipped channels during halftime, when Mom knocked then entered. I left the monitor on, eager to hear how clear their conversation was.
It was summer and mom was wearing a cute little white sundress that even I realized she looked good in, especially with her tan, and standing in front of dad, picked up his remote and shut the TV off.
"Hey, baby, how about a better half time show?"
Without another word she reach up, untied the dress from around her neck and let it hit the floor.
"Holy shit!" I'd said aloud at the fact my mother was naked beneath the dress.
It wasn't like I hadn't known she was attractive and built like a porn star, I'd been hearing since I was about thirteen how much of a cougar my mother was, but seeing her like this still caught me by surprise.
I was aware my mother wasn't small on top, but was amazed at how big they really were. Not just big, but considering she was forty three they were defying gravity pretty damn well and were perfectly round.
Her tan lines revealed she wore something pretty revealing by the pool when I wasn't home and the contrast of that white skin against her dark tan of the outer halves was hot. Hot? That had surprised me, this was my damn mother after all.
But mother or not, what a fucking body! Her big beautiful breasts were adorned with dark rose colored nipples that were erect and turned slightly upward. Her hard flat stomach looked as good as that of any of the girls my age I'd fooled around with and beneath that stomach I was shocked to see not a single hair.
Mom was completely smooth and her pussy lips, visible between her tanned. Toned thighs, were the same rosy red as her nipples. She put her arms up and after letting her long dark hair down, turned around and shook her ass playfully at dad.
Her ass was as fine as the rest of her. Like her stomach and thighs, it was tight and firm, but still had a delicious curve to it. I became aware of my heart beating faster and my cock was growing in my pants as she turned back around and once again raising her arms up began to do a sexy little shimmy for my father.
"Now this is a show!" Dad whistled as he pulled his t-shirt off and stood up in front of her.
"Uh-huh." Mom pushed him back in the chair, "You just sit back and let your own naughty little cheerleader take care of you."
"I do love that outfit." Dad laughed, "Remember when Mike found the pompoms and you made up the story you kept them from high school?"
"Hey." I had whispered, but forgot all about the pompoms when mom had begun fondling her tits.
Her long nails teased her nipples and lifting her left breast; she lowered her head and sucked her nipple. My eyes widened as I'd never seen that before even in the porn I'd watched. Mom sucked her other tit, then running her hands down her stomach, opened her legs then spread her pussy open.
"That looks good enough to eat." Dad said and mom laughed, "Well what's football without a snack." She'd then run her tongue over her lips and sinking to her knees between dad's legs said, "Speaking of."
I told myself to shut it off, but continued to watch as my mother expertly undid my father's belt, and unzipped his jeans. He raised his hips and mom pulled his jeans and underwear down past his knees.
His cock sprang into sight and recalling how every girl I'd slept with had said I was pretty well hung, I now saw where I got it from. Dad's cock was long and thick and seeing my mother wrap her slender fingers around it and slowly pump him had my own cock throbbing.
Instead of doing what I should, which was shut the monitor off and not be a sick pervert watching his parents fool around, I fiddled with the control on the monitor and zoomed in on my mother with her head in my father's lap.
She was teasing her tongue around the purple head of his cock and as he moved her hair away from her face, a move that made it even better for their unknown audience, she smiled up at him.
"Tell me what you want your naughty wife to do."
"I want my nasty little wife to suck my cock." Dad didn't hesitate, "Show me how much you love being my dirty little slut."
Hearing dad talk to mom like that both surprised me and turned me on. What turned me on more was her reaction. Opening wide, she took my father's sizable cock deep into her mouth. Dad moaned softly, but the audio picked it up perfectly, as mom opened wider and managed to work her lips all the way down her shaft.
"Damn, mom." I had whispered, my hand straying between my legs to rub my cock through my pants.
Mom shook her head rapidly back and forth, then bobbed it up and down, sliding her lips along my father's cock. Dad moaned and wrapping his fist in mom's hair pushed and pulled on it. Even with her mouth stuffed, I could hear her moan as dad used her hair to work her mouth along his now wet shaft.
The camera was so good I could make out mom's lipstick smeared on his shaft as well as the look of absolute lust in her dark eyes as she stared up at dad. She released his cock and the camera caught the long trail of precum and spit flying from her lips and hanging down her chin.
She shocked me by spitting on his dick, then slurping his cock back into her mouth. Dad held her head still and stood up and I sat there now watching my mother, naked, on her knees, blowing my father.
He put both hands on her head and she stopped moving as he thrust his hips, fucking her mouth. Mom's gagging noises and sloppy sucking sounds filled my room and unable to stop myself, I unsnapped my pants, pulled my cock out and stroked it.
Mom reached around and grabbing dad's ass; pulled him even deeper into her mouth as he continued to fuck her face. Mom's eyes were watering and there were strands of drool dripping from her chin to onto her tits.
The entire time her eyes never left his face and I couldn't believe how much she was enjoying it. Dad pulled his cock from her mouth and grabbing her shoulders, pulled her up to her feet. He put his arms around her and grabbing her by her ass lifted her off her feet.
Mom squealed delightedly as dad sucked her nipple into his mouth as he held her up. Using her hands on his shoulders, mom pushed herself higher up, then let her weight go, impaling herself on my father's cock.
She cried out and wrapped her arms around his neck as he not only continued to suck her nipple, but thrust his hips, fucking her in a standing position.
"You go dad." I'd said while stroking my cock, "Fuck her good!"
My words surprised me, but not as much as what I was watching did. I was aware my parents were both in good shape and attractive and knew they were very much in love with each other, but I had no idea they fucked like this!
Dad bent over and letting mom go, dropped her into his chair. Mom swung her legs over the arms and dropping to his knees, Dad buried his face between her thighs causing her to cry out. I stroked my cock while mom let her head fall back on the chair as she grabbed dad's hair and worked her hips, grinding her pussy in his face.
Mom closed her eyes and moaned through her parted lips and my cock twitched in my hand as I watched her take her nipples between her fingers and tease them. Dad's hand was between her legs, his arm moving back and forth as he finger fucked her.
After several minutes of mom moaning and squirming she released a loud squeal that caused me to jump, then moan myself as I stroked faster while watching her come. Mom wrapped her lags around dad's head and bucked her hips wildly as her mouth shaped into an O and her big brown eyes rolled back in her head.
Her legs went limp and standing; dad lifted her legs by her ankles and drove his cock into her.
'Oh my God." I murmured while watching my father repeatedly slam into my mother's pussy.
I used the zoom and was amazed at the porn like quality of the scene before me, my father's cock, now glistening from her juices, sliding in and out of her. Mom was yelping with each of her thrusts then said something I didn't hear.
Dad stepped back and mom stood up, turned around and kneeling on the chair, rested her arms on the top of it and putting her chin on them, pointed her ass in the air at dad. He grabbed her hips and she squealed as he slammed into her.
I was moaning softly as I watched my mother get pounded doggy style. My eyes kept going from my father's cock plundering her pussy from behind and the look of pleasure on her face each time he thrust into her.
Dad was breathing hard and mom moaned, "Cum for me, baby! Give it to me, you know where I want it!"
Dad gave her several more hard thrusts and whipping his cock out, held it. Mom turned around in the chair and grabbing his cock opened her mouth and jerked him off into it. My cock exploded in my hand while I watched a long spurt of my father's cum spray into her mouth.
Mom pushed it out with her tongue, sending it dripping down her chin before catching the next spurt in her mouth, this time she left it there and taking him in her mouth, bobbed her head as he continued to jerk himself off.
Mom moaned and gurgled and my father was gasping and moaning as well. He stopped moving his hand, but mom kept sucking and I kept jerking, blowing a huge load all over my stomach as I watched my father empty his balls into my mother's eager mouth.
With a sigh, dad slid his cock from her mouth and opening it, mom showed off the puddle of cum on her tongue, then swallowed and showed her now clean tongue.
"Good halftime show?" She asked.
"Karen, you're the hottest wife a guy could have." He laughed, "Not every man is lucky enough to have a wife who likes being a slut."
"Your slut, baby." She told him as he grabbed some tissues from the table and wiped her tits off.



"Hope Mike had his music on up there." Dad said.
"He's oblivious." Mom replied standing up and raising her arms in the air.
"Yeah all he does these days is play with that camera set up we bought him, he loves that thing."
"Yeah I do." I'd said, staring at the puddle of cum on my stomach.
I watched dad slide mom's dress back on then pull his pants up. Dad sat down in his chair and with a giggle mom sat on his lap and picking up the remote turned the game back on.
I'd shut the monitor off thinking how sick that was that I had just watched my mother and father have sex, not just sex, but raunchy nasty sex and that I should never do it again. But hot on the heels of that thought was a stronger one, what would I see if I put one in their bedroom?
What I saw a week later when I did get ballsy enough to hide the cameras in their room was enough to get me hooked. When I had to work nights I would set it to record and within minutes of getting home I would be in my bed watching the night's adventures.
Occasionally there were none, or once in a while it was slow lovemaking under the covers, but most of the time? My mother never failed to put on a show and my old man-who I now respected in a whole new way-gave it to her just the way she liked it, hot, hard and nasty.
When I was home the second mom and dad said they were tired and went upstairs, usually mom first which I now knew was to slip into something fun so they could play one of their little games, I would only wait a couple minutes before running upstairs to see the action live.
I'd lost track of how many loads I'd blown watching them fuck and had taken to playing the game of edging myself and not cumming until my father did, which wasn't easy, the guy could last!
Not that I had any interest in him or any other guy, but my father was in good shape, always hard for my mother and fucked the shit out of her and it was the same thrill as watching a female porn star get it, except this porn star was my mom.
I mind came back to the present when mom entered the bedroom and went over to her bureau. I swapped that camera over to full screen and watched her sit down. She was wearing the old shapeless black robe she's put on whenever I was home and the fact I knew what that robe concealed made even that very 'mom like' attire seem sexy in its own way.
Mom removed the towel from her hair and shaking it loose, began to blow dry it. I watched with the feeling there wouldn't be much of a show except for if she took the robe off before she slipped into bed.
But I was happy to be wrong when finished with her hair; mom stood up and removed the robe. She was naked beneath it and as always the sight of my mother's amazing body had my cock at full attention.
Mom picked up a bottle of skin cream and squirting some in her hands rubbed it over her arms. She squirted some onto her tits and I resumed stroking my cock while watching her rub the white cream into her big firm tits and imagining it was another white sticky substance.
Mom continued to work the lotion into her body, down her stomach and her outer thighs. Leaning back in the chair, she put one foot on her dresser and starting at her feet massaged it into her legs.
My heart beat faster as her hands worked the lotion into her inner thighs. She stopped and I frowned; I'd been hoping she would rub it into her pussy. Mom stood up and walked over to the bed naked and I quickly switched to the main camera facing the bed.
Normally mom would slip on a night shirt or shorts and a tank top, but this time she lay on the bed on top of the sheets naked. She cupped her tits and my cock jumped in my hand when she played with her nipples and moaned.
Her hips moved up and down and sliding her right hand down her stomach, she spread her legs wide open, giving me a great view of her always smooth pussy. She ran her fingers through her lips and began rubbing her clit.
She moaned loud enough for me to hear it and sliding her other hand down, spread her lips wide open before slipping two fingers inside her pussy.
"Damn." I breathed as she moved her hips up and down into her thrusting fingers.
Mom braced her feet on the bed and lifted her hips off of it, pumping them as if she were really getting fucked. She brought one hand back to her right breast, rolling her nipple between her finger tips.
She whimpered as if frustrated then, reaching over to the nightstand, slid the drawer open and brought out a long purple vibrator. She positioned it between her legs and sliding her fingers out replaced them with the toy, burying it all the way into her pussy, leaving just the very end of it exposed.
She turned it and even over her moan I could hear it humming. My hand moved faster over my cock as mom stroked her clit with the fingers of her right hand while using the left to fuck herself with the toy.
I didn't think this could get any sexier, but mom made it happen. Rolling over onto her stomach, she drew her knees up beneath her and reaching between her legs resumed playing with her clit and plunging the toy inside her.
"Holy fuck." I whispered, when she slid her fingers from her pussy and eased one into her ass.
Mom teased her finger around her pink rosebud several times before pushing it in and out. She worked her fingers back to her clit, wiggling her ass in the air and pushing the vibrator deeper. Her hips worked, moving her ass up and down while she held the toy still, fucking it while she played with her clit.
She was moaning louder into her pillow and each moan was ending a higher pitch. I'd been watching her long enough to know that meant she was getting close to coming and I moved my hand faster, playing the game of trying to cum when she did and wishing it was all over that incredible ass.
I jumped at the sound of a knock and releasing my cock, tried to pull my jeans up while looking up at my door. I rolled my eyes when I realized the knock had come from the monitor's crystal clear sound and was coming from mom's room.
"Hey," Dad's voice came through the speakers, "You can't wait for me?"
"Hey, baby!" Mom looked over her shoulder at him, but continued to fuck herself with the toy, her ass pointing at him as he entered the camera's range. "I figured I'd warm her up for you!"
"Next time I won't give you any notice I'm skipping work early, I'll just show up and take you."
"What's stopping you from doing that now?" Mom slid the vibrator from inside her and wiggled her ass at dad, who had already kicked his shoes off and removed his shirt.
He approached the foot of the bed and mom turned around on it and remaining on her hands and knees opened her mouth wide and wagged her tongue at him. Dad pulled his jeans down and his cock had no sooner sprung into sight then it was in my mother's eager mouth.
Dad picked up the vibrator and reaching over her shoved it back inside her. He thrust it in and out as she bobbed her head up and down his cock like it was the last time she would ever suck it. He stepped back, removing his cock from her mouth and mom started to turn back around, but he put his hand on her back to stop her.
To my increasing excitement, dad kicked his pants off and went around the bed to get on it behind her. Normally if he fucked her doggy style I could only watch from the side, or his back while he fucked her, but facing this way, I would be able to see mom's face as she got it good and hard.
That only took seconds to see as dad removed the vibrator and replaced it with his cock. Mom cried out and bucked her hips, slamming back into him as he fucked her with long hard strokes. My cock was back in my hand and I almost lost control and came when my father took the vibrator and slowly slid it into my mother's ass.
Her eyes widened and she released a high pitched whimper when he worked it in and out while still fucking her.
"Like that? Like something in both your holes?" Dad asked.
"Love it!" Mom moaned,
"Because you're a little whore." Dad gave her a slap on her ass that made her yelp.
"Your whore, baby!" Mom laughed, "Now how about you show me what you really want in my ass?"
"Thought you'd never ask." Dad with drew the toy and tossing it on the bed, slid his cock from her pussy and shoved it slowly into her ass.
In all the times I'd watched them I'd never seen mom take it in the ass and I had a good close up of her eyes widening and her mouth open as dad shoved his big cock all the way into her ass.
The squeal she emitted when he started to fuck her sent my hand speeding along my shaft as dad fucked her harder and harder. He grabbed her hair, pulling her head back and fucked her so hard she released a sound that could only be described as a howl.
The look of lust and pleasure on my mother's face as she took it in her ass coupled with the noises she was making sent me over the edge. My cock erupted, sending waves of cum spurting from the tip and landing back on my hand and stomach.
Even as my balls spilled the last of their contents, I continued to stroke it, smearing my cum into it as my eyes never left my mother's face as my father was now hammering her ass the way he did her pussy.
With her hair being pulled, mom's face was directly facing the camera in the vent she looked incredible. Her big brown eyes were bulging and her face was sweating and flushed beet red. Her mouth was open as she moaned continuously.
Her big tits were bouncing back and forth and behind her dad had smacked both her ass cheeks as red as her face. Not for the first time it dawned on me that my mother not only loved to get fucked, but roughly, god she was the hottest woman I'd ever seen! A loving mother who was a damned porn star in bed!
In the beginning I had just gotten off on watching her fuck, but after awhile my thoughts had turned to me fucking her, making her scream like my father did, watching her suck my cock and then licking her pussy, playing with and sucking those perfect tits, and fuck having her in every position.
Mom's squeals went up an octave and I swore I could hear her without the microphone from the monitor. Their room was on the first floor, mine on the second, but many times previously there had been nights I had to turn the TV or music up from their noise, but that was back before I knew how hot their sex, and my mother, was.
Dad was tearing into her so hard the bed was rocking and with a loud gasp, he whipped his cock out of her ass. Mom immediately rolled over onto her back and sliding up to straddle her, his hand tightly gripping his cock, dad leaned and came on her face.
I was so turned on, I pumped my cock furiously and with a groan blew my second load within five minutes and as a few small dribbles of cum oozed from the tip I watched my father paint my mother's face.
His cum splattered from her forehead to her chin and into her wide open mouth as he jacked off all over her. When he was done he hopped off the bed to grab a towel on the chair next to it. Mom let her head hang over the side of the bed, allowing cum to drip across her face.
She was staring straight up at the wall where the vent was, giving me a shot so perfect I would most likely make a still of it and save it to my computer along with several of their encounters I'd saved.
Dad came over and began wiping her face and with a smile, mom grabbed his cock and squeezed it, wringing a few more drops from him and catching them in her mouth.
"Damn, you're a pig." He laughed.
"That's no way to talk to the mother of your son." She replied, with a grin as he finished wiping her off.
"Your being a mother makes your being a pig even hotter." He said, sitting down on the bed next to her.
"Can't argue with that." I said aloud as I shut the monitor off and with a sigh stared at the huge mess on my cock and stomach and wishing it was on my mother's face. My dad was a lucky man.
*****
I entered the house quietly, trying not to make any noise. I'd worked until midnight and my parents were usually in bed by ten, which meant asleep by maybe eleven with their nightly fuck fests. I crept past the door to their bedroom
I made my way upstairs and walking into my room, closed the door behind me before turning on the light. I turned around and gasped, "Holy shit!" when I saw my father sitting in my chair which he'd turned away from my desk to face the door.
"Hey, Mike." He said, casually, "How was work?"
"Um, busy." I answered nervously, "What are you doing in here this late?"
"We need to talk and without your mom around so I figured it would be easier to catch you when she's sleeping."
"Everything okay?" My first thought was the cameras after all, it's not like I was doing anything else wrong these days, my grades were good and work was fine and that was pretty much my life right now, I didn't have much time to get in trouble.
"Yeah." Dad nodded, he ran his hand through his short black hair and I noticed his blue eyes were darting around as if he were nervous as well.
Looking at my father was like looking in a mirror twenty plus years from now. There would never need to be a test to prove I was his. We had the same hair and eye color, high cheek bones, were the same height, slightly over six feet, and even sounded alike. Right now the only difference was he was more rugged than me, but I was even catching up with that over the last year or two.
"So if everything's okay, what can't wait?" I asked, taking off my lame Taco Bell visor and tossing it in the laundry before sitting down on my bed facing him.
"Might be easier to show you." Dad turned to my lap top and shook the mouse.
"What is it?" The knot was back in my stomach and I leaned forward as dad went into his e-mails and opened something up.
"It's a pretty interesting movie," he laughed, again sounding nervous, "A movie within a movie really."
Windows media came up and I held my breath as the video buffered. When it came to life, I released my breath as if someone had punched me in the stomach.
The video was shot of me on my bed. The angle was from behind me, looking over my shoulder and showed not only my cock in my hand, but the monitor in my other hand. On the screen, clear as day was my mother playing with herself, it was from yesterday.
Even as I sat there stunned, it hit me what had happened to the camera in the baseboard and looking at the angle of the movie, I turned my head and looked at the small vent just over my bed.
"Yup, those vents are great spots." Dad said from where he was watching the video, "And that camera and monitor set up was worth the money we paid." He whistled, "Look at how clear even the picture on your monitor is."
"Dad, I, uh..." I stopped, unable to come up with anything that made sense.
"Tell you what, your mother can put on a show." Dad was still glued to the video. "It's funny, I've been with her for over twenty years flesh to flesh, but seeing her on a screen? Really fucking hot!"
He shut the video off and turned in the chair to face me. He didn't look mad at all and for some reason that made me more unsettled, something was wrong here.
"Look, dad, I'm sorry, I...I don't know why I did that. It was sick and wrong and...does mom know?"
"First off," Dad actually smiled, "Calm down, you're not in trouble."
"I'm not?"
"Think about it, Mike; am I yelling and screaming and freaking out?'
"No." I narrowed my eyes, "You're really not mad?"
"Nope and your mother doesn't know, that's why we're talking."
"Oh, I appreciate it, dad." I nodded, "I'll stop. I'll never do it again, promise."
"Why not?"
"What?" Okay, had I eaten one too many burritos and this was weird dream?
"It's hot, Mike." He put his hands out, "Your mother is one hell of a woman and watching people have sex? That's pretty hot itself."
"You don't care your son watched you?" I asked.
"You don't seem to care you're watching your mother suck and fuck, do you?" he frowned, "Um., wait. It is your mother you're watching right, not me?"
"Of course not! Why the hell would you turn me on?" I exclaimed so vehemently he laughed, "Jeez okay, no need to hurt my feelings."
"Sorry." I shrugged, "But you know, its weird."
"But you like watching your mother with me though?"
"Dad, are you drunk?" I blurted out; he had to be because this was getting Twilight zone weird that he was talking about it like this.
"Not at all, but I am excited."
"Excited?" I repeated, "I'm lost, dad. I think I'd have an easier time if you broke my cameras and grounded me for six months."
"Right, because that would be the normal reaction." He agreed, "But normal kids wouldn't want to watch their mother have sex now would they? Let alone set up a damn surveillance kit to do it."
"Touche'" I said weakly.
"Mike, this was tough for me to do. I found your cameras three weeks ago and it took me this long to approach you."
I sat there open mouthed at what he just said, "Wait, you found them three weeks ago?"
"Yup, the cold weather's around the corner so when I was home one Saturday while you were working and mom was out I decided to go around and check all the vents to make sure they were clean and clear."
"Three weeks." I said again as what that meant was slowly dawning on me.
"Right." He grinned, "And how many times have your mother and I had sex in that time? Not only sex, but things like the schoolgirl outfit and naughty secretary and yesterday?" he smiled, "I asked her to do that, told her I was on my way home and to let me catch her playing with herself."
"So you knew and it," My eyes widened, "It turned you on?"
"It did." He sighed, "I know it sounds crazy, but seeing as how you're being pretty bizarre yourself I thought we could help each other out."
"How?" I asked, "You want me to keep watching?"
"You can do that." He nodded, "But I want to watch too."
"What do you want to do, come in my room and watch mom play with herself?"
"I want to come in here and watch alright, but not her with a toy."
"Then what do you want to watch?" I was confused.
Taking a deep breath, dad looked me in the eye, "Mike, I want to watch you fuck your mother."
***** "What did you just say?" I shook my head, as if trying to clear my ears, because I could not have heard what I thought I did.
"You heard me right." Dad told me, "I want to watch you fuck mom."
"But she's my mother." I was caught red handed watching, but didn't have to admit that.
"Mike, you really going to tell me you've been watching her for weeks and haven't thought of her?"
"No, I..." I stopped when he put his hand up.
"Again, does it look like there's a problem here? Mike I've let you keep watching us, I showed you I know and I just told you I want you to do this, stop acting like you don't want her." "This a trick?" I asked suspiciously, "You just being cool to get me to say that then lay in on me?"
"Okay." Dad nodded, "I'm not telling you enough. Like I said, I'm nervous with this too."
"Still not sure what this is." I admitted, "Shouldn't you just be grounding me and sending me to therapy?"
"No, because I would have to go too." He laughed.
"Okay, here's the thing, Mike. You've seen more than enough to know your mom and I have a great sex life. We love fucking, we love to role play, she likes to play dress up, likes it rough...pretty much anything two people can do we have done it and at this point you've seen it."
"I've seen a lot, that's for sure." I risked a small grin that dad returned.
"That's because once I found out you were watching I really stepped it up. The school girl outfit, the time I hand cuffed her, our cougar club role play, I had you in mind for all of them. Fucking her ass earlier today was the one thing you hadn't seen yet."
"I can't believe she likes it."
"She loves it. She loves it all and I love giving it to her."



"So if you guys are happy with everything what's up with what you said you wanted?"
"Your mom and I are exhibitionists. We love people to watch. Now here, we have to be careful. We have careers and a son and we can't risk doing anything freaky. But when we travel?"
Dad sat back in my chair and smiled, "When we go away for weekends or on cruises? Your mother will dress like a total slut, mini skirt with no panties and she will flash her ass and pussy all over the place."
"Wow." I whistled.
"We have sex in front of open windows, we'll fuck in the car where people can see." He leaned forward and lowered his voice as if someone could hear us. "Couple times we even let a guy watch us."
"Goddamn, dad."
"Yeah they would sit in the corner and watch us fuck, tell mom what to do. Last year we found a couple like us and we took turns fucking in front of each other, so fucking hot."
"Now this is father son bonding." I laughed.
"But there's something else." He began, "A long time ago I got to where I didn't just want other guys to see how hot your mother was, but to experience her."
"You mean you....swapped?" I asked incredulously
"No." Dad answered quickly. "First I don't want another woman; I want to watch another man with her. We talked about it and she said if it really turned me on she would do it, because anything that gets me hot gets her hot, but..."
He spread his arms out and sighed.
"Real life isn't porn stories and it has risks. The question is who? A stranger? Lot of risk, disease, they could be a nut job. Friends? Sure we would know them, but that's the problem, they know us and we wanted it secret. But traveling put us back in the risk of a stranger so it's always stayed a fantasy." He pointed to me
"Until now. You're going to fulfill my fantasy. You're going to have sex with your mother while I sit here and watch just like you've been doing and I'm going to keep the video."
"You're serious?" I took a moment to think about it, he seemed serious.
He certainly wasn't mad and the more I heard about my mother the hotter she became to me. To think she would be with another man to make my father happy was a huge turn on. To think my father wanted her to was as well. And he was right, I did want her, wanted her bad.
"Um, okay." I spoke slowly, trying to figure it out. "I guess I don't have to be afraid to admit I've thought about mom, like you said how could I not?"
"See there you go." Dad looked thrilled, "So we can do this."
"But," I put my hand up, "What about mom? She knows this? She's okay with fucking me?" Please say yes.
"Well," Dad frowned and hesitated, dashing my hopes. "She doesn't know. She doesn't know you've been watching and I never talked to her about this because, well I guess it's obvious."
"Because I'm her son." I shrugged, "Then I don't see how this is going to happen."
"She's not going to know it's you."
"Excuse me?" I blinked, "How wouldn't she?"
"I've been thinking about this. It's more my fantasy than hers anyway, right?"
"If you say so."
"So my thought was what if I could arrange it without her knowing?" he went on excitedly, "You've seen we love to play games, so one night I tie her hands to the bed, blindfold her, then let you come in and take over."
"Blindfold?"
"Yes! Think about it, Mike. You get to do whatever you want with your mother, I get to watch it's a win for both of us and mom will never know!"
"Seems really sleazy." I pointed out because it was, touching mom when she had no idea it was me. On the other hand just picturing her laying there, her hands bound, unable to see me had my cock twitching even with my father sitting right in front of me.
"And watching her without her knowing and jerking off to her isn't?" he asked, "You're already way into sleazy, Mike. So why not go all the way and we both get what we want."
"But that's really unfair to mom." I tried to stick to what was right.
"Mom will never know, Mike. How could she? She'll be blindfolded, I'll be the person to do it then you slip in and take over. You sound enough like me that if you whisper she won't know the difference and you just don't say much."
"And just do whatever I want?"
"She'll tell you what she wants, trust me, she's not shy. Do what you want, but keep in mind when she asks for something I always do it."
"And if she says take the blindfold off?" I voiced the obvious issue to the plan.
"I'll be here listening. As soon as she asks, which I doubt by the way, I'll hurry down there so all you have to do is stall for a couple of minutes."
"I don't know." That was a lie; I knew what I wanted, but what if she did find out.
As if reading my mind dad asked, "So is your only problem mom finding out?"
"Yeah." I answered, "I guess I'm an ass because if I knew for sure she never would, I think I'd do it."
"She won't, Mike. Think about it, I'm running as big of a risk as you. You can't do this without me so we would both be in deep shit, me probably worse. So for me to be sure, trust me, I'm sure. That's why the game is her hands being tied so she can't take it off herself."
"She won't care? She's okay without seeing?"
"Come on, you've seen her, she's into everything. We've done it before, but not recently. She says she gets wet the second the blindfold goes on, she loves being helpless."
I sat there waffling, it was wrong, but a chance to be with my mother. To touch her at will, to feel her and be inside her to taste her, to make her cum and mom wouldn't ever know.
"This is your chance, Mike. A chance to get to do what very few sons ever do, experience their mother as a lover."
"Most sons don't want to."
"And most fathers would kick their ass if they did want to. You and I are in the same twisted fantasy world, Mike and we can both have it." He winked, "And from what I saw in the video of you spanking it? Let's say you take after me enough that she wouldn't notice that either."
"Thanks for noticing." I muttered.
"She won't be as helpless as you think. We've done it before; she'll tell you when she wants something." He gave me a sly smile, "Bet she asks you to put it in her mouth."
"You think?" My mind filled with the image of my cock sliding in and out of her perfect lips.
"I know so, she loves to give head and she loves doing it when she's tied. She'll want you to fuck her mouth. You going to turn that down, Mike?"
"Um...when were you thinking of doing it?"
"Tomorrow night. It's Friday and we usually play something kinky on Friday."
"I work."
"Exactly." Dad clapped his hands, "So she won't even think you're home."
"I won't be."
"You will be, you'll call that girl you said is always looking for hours and ask her to take your shift." He winked, "You said she's cute, she'll owe you a favor, maybe you can get a date out of it."
"Cindy, cover for me while I fuck my mom." I said it with a straight face, then burst out laughing.
"See? How could she suspect something when she thinks you're not in the house?"
"Right, but..."
"I waited a long time for this chance, Mike, but I'm not going to wait any longer." He told me. "So right now, yes or no?"
"Well."
"Going once." Dad stood up, "Going twice." He began walking towards my bedroom door. "Going..."
"Okay!" I blurted out, "I'll call Cindy in the morning."
"That's my boy!" Dad laughed and clapped me hard on the shoulder, "Mike, you and I are in for the treat of a lifetime tomorrow night."
"Yeah, but mom not so much." I said, still thinking this was wrong to do to her.
"Well then you'll just have to make it a treat for her too." He smiled down at me, "Time for you to do for her, what she's always done for you."
"What's that?"
"Anything she wants."
***** I sat on my bed, nervously watching the monitor. At some point this morning, dad had replaced the camera he had removed from the baseboard and all three angles were working. Right now I was staring at their bed.
It was bare except for a black rope hanging from the middle rung of the headboard and a strip of black cloth on the pillow. I was nervous, but also excited and looking at the screen, I thought of the role reversal about to take place. My father up here sitting at my desk watching me have sex with his wife, my mother.
It was going to be awkward knowing dad was watching, but he'd known I was and it hadn't bothered him. But then again that stuff got him going and he was fucking a woman he was supposed to be fucking, not his mother and with her unaware.
I tried not to think how sleazy this was and focus on the simple fact I was getting what I'd been dreaming of and could look at it that I was helping dad out as well. Plus at this stage it would be hard to back out.
Cindy had jumped at the chance to work a few extra hours and dad had been dead on, she had giggled and said she owed me a big favor. She'd been flirting with me for months now, so who knew? Maybe I would get a date out of this.
To keep up appearances, I'd donned by Taco Bell uniform and left the house at six, only to park down the street and slip in through the back door while dad had mom distracted by asking her to help him go through some junk in the basement for their annual yard sale.
I'd changed back into just a pair of jeans and after trying to force myself to study for a little while saw it was almost eight o'clock. Dad had said he was going to talk mom into an early night and be ready for eight. It was ten past now and I was wondering if something went wrong.
I jumped at the sound of their door and saw mom come in, grab something, from her bureau and then move out of sight. I didn't switch cameras, I would be seeing all she had shortly and this time in much, much closer.
My phone vibrated on the bed next to me and I saw a text from dad.
"Come down now and wait in the hall, I'll be out when I'm ready."
As soon as I read the text dad entered their bedroom and walked over to the bed. Picking up the tie attached to the headboard, he said something I couldn't make out and beckoned mom with his finger. I closed my eyes, took a deep breath and pushing myself off the bed, and quickly left my room before I could change my mind.
I was barefoot, but still took the stairs slowly, careful to avoid the one with the creak that had given me away more than once when I'd snuck in late from dates a few times. When I reached the bedroom door, I noticed dad had left it open a couple inches so mom wouldn't hear it open and close.
I could see the glow of candlelight peeking through the doorway and stood there rocking from one foot to the other. A sense of the surreal came over me, was I really going to do this? Was I really going to have my way with my mother as she thought I was dad?
My heart skipped a beat when I heard mom say, "Come on, baby, touch me, don't tease!"
I flinched when Dad pulled the door open, and putting his finger to his lips, stepped out into the hall with me closing the door most of the way behind him.
"Okay, I'm heading upstairs to watch," he winked, "I've given you some good shows, now it's your turn."
I nodded nervously and he must have noticed because he put his hand on my shoulder and leaning close so he could whisper said,
"Just relax, she'll never know the difference. Like I said, she will tell you if she wants something, so do as you feel and as she tells you and it will be fine. Night of a lifetime kid, make good on it."
"But what if, uh, I can't?" I asked softly.
Dad shrugged, "Then you're losing out, but if you really think you can't, just look up at the vent camera and wave at me and we'll switch." He winked, "Trust me, Mike, you won't have a problem, once you touch her, you won't be able to think of anything, but doing more of it."
I started to speak, but he shook his head and turning his back hurried down the hallway. Turning to the door, I took the plunge and entered the room. Dad had set up enough candles to bath the entire bedroom in its soft glow and I'm sure mom thought that was for effect, when in reality, he wanted to be sure the cameras could pick up the action.
Now that I knew he had known I was watching it made a lot of sense he either left the lights on or used candles when he and mom fucked. That thought-and any other that might have been on its heels, was quickly forgotten when my eyes fell on my mother.
Mom was stretched out on the bed with her hands over her head, her wrists bound with what looked like the tie to her robe. The other end was tied around the middle rung of the brass headboard and there was enough play for her to move a little, to be rolled over for instance was my first thought.
Her legs were free and completely bare up to the hips where the black thong she was wearing tied over them. Part of me had expected her to be naked, but in addition to the thong Mom had on short black top that was laced up the middle.
The top left her flat stomach bare and as my eyes worked up and down her scantily clad body, I noted the thong and lingerie top could both be untied, dad had left me a sexy set up to strip her. Mom's long hair was down and fanned across the pillows and across her eyes was a dark strip of black material.
Her full lips were painted a deep red and were currently parted as she breathed heavily through them. Her breasts rose and fell and my cock stiffened as I noted her equally stiff nipples poking through the black lace.
"Come on, Paul, what are you waiting for?" Her words were released in a frustrated breathy moan that further encouraged the swelling between my legs.
I carefully slipped my shoes off, wondering why I had even worn them and remained silent as I approached the bed, my cock now fully hard and straining to be free of my jeans.
"You want me to beg, baby? Is that it?" Mom released a long whimper and arching her back off the bed, thrust her hips, "Please touch me! Please? I'm all yours! Touch me, take me, use me!"
Use her? Holy shit. Less than two minutes in the room and my father was already being proved right as her appearance and words were rapidly overwhelming my hesitation about this.
"Oh, I get it, the silent treatment." Mom sighed, "Or did you actually leave me alone, you jerk?"
Reaching out, my fingers trembling I placed my hand on the top of mom's foot and lightly caressed it.
"There you are." She smiled, "Hmm, you're shaking, this game really has you excited doesn't it?"
I risked an "Hmm-mmm" of agreement and continued stroking the soft skin of the top of her foot. I trailed my fingers beneath it and she jerked her foot and giggled when I tickled her. Lifting her leg by her ankles I rubbed her foot with my other hand, taking in her red toe nails and lowering my head I kissed the top of her foot.
"I like that." She breathed as I ran my lips along the length of her foot before flicking my tongue across the tips of her toes.
"Oh, that's new." She then moaned, when on a whim, I sucked her toes into my mouth. "Hmm, you getting a foot fetish?"
Crap, dad wouldn't have done that. I did have a bit of a thing for feet, but he didn't. Still, she didn't mind and seeing he was watching he could say he wanted to try it. But for right now it wasn't so much about liking feet, but more about touching her in a fairly safe place and gaining confidence as she responded to me.
I trailed my fingers up the length of her leg, marveling at how soft and smooth her skin was. When I reached her inner thigh she lifted her hips in anticipation of my touching her pussy. I paused with my fingers on her upper thigh, inches away from the black lace between her legs.
I looked down at her face, noting the small smile there as she awaited my touch. I lost my nerve for the moment and sliding my hand past her pussy caressed her stomach.
"Tease!" She moaned, as my hand made its way to the bottom of her lacy top. "You're really going to take your time aren't you?"
"Hmm-mm." I agreed and removed my shirt.
Feeling a little self conscious that my father was watching, I unsnapped my jeans and when I unzipped them mom purred, "Love that sound, you getting ready to take me, baby?"
Take her. I could, she was right here all wrapped up like a gift for me, but as I kicked my shoes off and eased my boxers down, I wasn't sure if I could. My cock however, was pretty damned convinced, standing at full attention and dripping as I sat on the edge of the bed next to my bound blindfolded mother.
I tentatively put my hand over her right breast and she sighed as I fondled it through the silky material. Her hard nipple pressed into my palm and giving her tit a gentle squeeze I was amazed at how soft, yet firm it was even beneath the lingerie.
I caught just her nipple between my fingers and mom's breath released sharply as I rolled it between them.
"Kiss me." Mom whispered, "Seeing you want to go slow, how about a nice kiss from my secret lover."
Secret lover? I felt a moment of panic, then realized to her this was another of their games. As if reading my thoughts mom confirmed them;
"What are you waiting for stranger?" She asked, "I'm here all tied and helpless for you. Don't be shy, take what you came here for." She paused to push her lips into a pout before saying, "Now how about you start with these lips?"
Those lips, I glanced back down between her thighs and my cock twitched, what the hell was I waiting for? Dad was right, she didn't know, she wouldn't know, the only way she would is if I kept acting like a nervous kid instead of being confident like dad would.
Leaning over, I placed my hands on either side of her and lowering my head, placed my lips to hers. Mom kissed me softly, her lips, sliding teasingly across mine and a moan escaped me at the feeling. Mom kissed me again, more firmly this time and I returned it with more passion than I'd intended to.
Mom sighed as I excitedly pressed my lips against hers and returned my kiss with equal fervor. Her tongue darted into my mouth and I released another soft sound of pleasure as it caressed mine. I tried to stay quiet, I doubt my father would be getting this excited over a simple kiss, then again maybe she would think it was part of the act.
My hand found her breast again and this time I was much firmer in how I fondled her. Mom moaned and feeling more confident, I let my lips wander from hers and down the side of her neck. I lingered on the soft skin there, enjoying the scent of her raspberry body lotion and the way she moaned softly as I kissed her.
My lips trailed down her chest and I forced myself to go slowly, to tease her with my lips even as I teased myself. I slid up on the bed so I was now kneeling next to her and I groaned when my aching cock rubbed against her bare leg.
"You're dripping!" She ran her tongue across her red lips, "I can't wait to taste it!"
I couldn't wait for that either and the fact that the only was it wouldn't happen is if I backed out caused the last of my inhibitions to fade away. Dad was right, this was the chance of a lifetime and with that blindfold and her unable to remove it there was no way she would know.
My hips rocked, sliding my oozing cock along her soft leg as my lips worked to the side and kissed the exposed top of her right breast. I sucked gently on her firm warm skin and her breathing became heavier as I trailed my tongue along the edge of the lace covering the rest of her breast.
I was so hard I felt like I was ready to pop, but kept going slow. Dad would go slow and tease her, he wouldn't just go at it. But knowing in the end I was going to get everything I wanted made it easier and the way she was moaning and squirming as I took my time made delaying my really enjoying her worth it.
I moved my head to kiss and suck on the top of her other breast before leaning up and taking the up the end of the black string began to untie her top from the bottom up. My fingers were still trembling as I untied the series of small bows between her breasts, but it was now from pure excitement rather than nerves.



When I reached the last one, mom was so excited her breasts were rising and falling beneath the lace and my own breath was held while I slowly lifted the sides of the top and pulled them away, exposing her breasts.
It wasn't like I hadn't seen my mother's tits dozens of times while watching her alone and with my father, but seeing them in person was far different. Mom's tits were even bigger than I'd expected and when I cupped them in my hands I was amazed at how heavy they were.
"Oh, yes." Mom sighed as I brushed my thumbs across her swollen rose colored nipples.
The tan lines made her tits look even better and I knelt there as if under a spell as I fondled my mother's breasts, as if part of me still didn't believe I was doing it. I rubbed her nipples harder and mom moaned and writhed on the bed, her feet sliding on the sheet as she bent then straightened her legs and her hips rocking.
I lowered my head and with my heart pounding, flicked my tongue across her nipple. Mom gasped, then arching her back, shoved her tit into my face. I lost control and taking her nipple between my lips eagerly sucked on it.
"Yes, baby, yes." Mom purred, "Suck it, suck that tit!"
Her talking dirty sounded a lot better in person as well and spurred on, I moved to her other breast swirling my tongue around her hard nub, while squeezing the other between my fingers. Mom was moaning and continued to squirm beneath me as I began going back and forth, taking turns sucking and licking one nipple while stroking the other.
I glanced down to watch her thrust her hips in the air and wondered what I was waiting for? Still licking her left breast, I turned my head enough to watch as I pulled the string on her right hip, untying the thong.
I untied the other side and with a quick yank, pulled it from her. Mom gasped, but immediately thrust her hips in the air. I continued to lick her nipples while staring at her bare pussy between her tan, supple thighs.
Still playing with her left breast while sucking the right, I slid my free hand down her stomach and felt her tense beneath me and my fingers stopped just over her mound. I worked them back and forth, teasing myself, but more importantly, causing her to wiggle her hips and whine in frustration.
Unable to hold back any longer, I slipped my hand between her thighs and groaned at how just wet she was.
"That feels so good." Mom sighed, as my fingers pushed between her moist lips and slid up and down.
She groaned when I found her swollen clit and whimpered when I rubbed my fingers in a slow circle around it. Pushing them back through her lips I eased two of them inside her, moaning at how tight and warm she was. Her hips rocked, pushing my fingers deeper and when I pressed my thumb to her clit, she released a long drawn out moan that caused me to rub my cock harder into her now wet leg.
"That's the spot, baby." She whispered, "Just like that, rub that clit and finger me, make me cum for you!"
I pushed my fingers in and out, while rubbing her clit harder than I had before and resumed sucking her nipple and playing with the other. Mom's moans and whimpers, and the way she worked her hips in time with my fingers told me I was doing a good job with her and I wondered if my father was impressed with what he was seeing.
At this point I was so turned on even the thought I had an audience didn't cause me any second thoughts. All I was focused on right now was how good mom's pussy felt around my fingers and how fairly soon it would be her son's cock filling her hot, wet, flesh.
The fact it was her son's fingers making her squirm right now should bother me as she didn't know, but now that I was doing it, I was turned on and all she knew was she was feeling really good and thought it was dad.
I worked my fingers faster and her hips matched my pace, thrusting even harder into them. Mom moaned each time they were buried inside her and her breathing in between was becoming faster and louder.
I pressed harder on her clit and rubbed it faster while squeezing her nipple harder and gasped, "Oh, just like that! Oh, keep going, baby! Please don't stop!"
She lifted her ass off the bed, pushing my fingers even deeper and arched her back, pushing her nipple further into my mouth. I shifted my eyes to her face, watching her lips shape into a soundless O as her hands grabbed the rung of the headboard and squeezed it.
"Oh..oh..." She moaned, "Oh, right there, just a little more, I..."
I jumped when she threw her head back and squealed as her pussy contracted around my fingers and her hips bucked wildly into my fingers. She clamped her legs shut, crossing them at the ankles and pinning my hand between her thighs as she writhed in pleasure.
I kept everything moving, my fingers and thumb as well as my tongue on her nipple and fingers twisting the other. Mom released several loud high pitched noises as her pussy convulsed around my fingers and I could just imagine that around my cock.
With a long shuddering moan, mom's legs went limp and she sighed, "Oh, I needed that."
I removed my fingers and immediately sucked on them, my eyes rolling back at the taste of my mother's pussy. My cock was so hard it was becoming painful and at this point my plan was to slide between her legs and fuck her.
That was until mom had a better idea, at least for now.
"Bring that dripping cock up here." She said softly, parting her lips and wagging her pink tongue at me, "I want to taste it!"
As bad as I wanted to fuck her, the thought of her sucking my cock caused me to put that thought on hold. Mom turned her head and opening her mouth, squirmed on the bed, "Come on, baby, you know how much I love your cock in my mouth!"
I slid up the bed so I was kneeling by her head and grabbing my cock, guided the tip to her lips. I groaned when her tongue flicked across it, but instead of sucking it, she turned her head, sliding my oozing tip across her cheek.
"Wipe it on my face." She told me, "Get your dirty girl all sticky."
My dirty girl. Even though she thought I was dad, it still sounded damn good. Holding my cock at the base, I pushed it into her cheek, groaning as my sensitive head slid against her soft skin. I left a trail of sticky pre cum along her cheek and as I did. Mom moaned and wiggled on the bed, she really was turned on by me doing this to her!
I pushed my cock against her lips and when she opened her mouth I forced myself to pull back from her. She smiled, then pressing her lips together, lifted her head, offering her mouth to me. I rubbed my cock in circles over her lips, smearing her lipstick on the tip and making them as sticky as her face.
I moaned loudly when mom surprised me by opening wide and my cock entered into her mouth.
"Hmm" She moaned as she bobbed her head as much as she could, sliding her soft lips down my hard shaft and further engulfing me into her hot wet mouth.
I held back another moan when she pushed her head forward and managed to take my cock all the way down. She slid her tongue around the base of my shaft before slipping it out across my balls.
I lost the battle and moaned again when she shook her head back and forth then proceeded to bob her head in a steady rhythm. I remained on my knees, my right hand fondling her breast as she blew me.
I watched her red lips slide along my now glistening shaft and thought of my father watching. I had taught him how to zoom in and out and imagined he was watching his wife devour her son's cock pretty closely.
Again the thought turned me on and recalling watching him and realizing I should be acting like my father, I grabbed the back of her head, wrapping her long hair around my hand and pushing her mouth further down my cock.
She moaned her appreciation and pushing back against my hand, removed my cock from her mouth, long enough to whisper, "That's it, baby, feed it to me, fuck my face with that big cock."
She licked her lips and opening wide, wagged her tongue at me. With a boldness that surprised me, I not so gently shoved my cock deep into her mouth and holding her head still, thrust my hips.
Mom groaned and made a wet gurgling sound as her son's cock, that she thought was her husband's, was repeatedly fed to her. I couldn't help moaning softly as I knelt there fucking my mother's amazing mouth.
She was keeping her tongue pressed to my shaft and her lips were wrapped tightly around me. I noticed red smears of her lipstick on my wet cock and that caused me to fuck her even faster. I'd seen my father do this to her many times and knew she could handle it and began shoving my cock so deep into her mouth my balls were hitting her chin.
Mom was making those gagging sounds that had thrilled me so much listening from my room, but now were so much more exciting. Each time I withdrew my cock there were thick strands of spit and precum trailing from it and it was dripping down her chin and neck as I continued my assault on her mouth.
Mom turned her head in my hand and pulling it back, releases my cock with a wet sound and a spray of sticky slobber.
"Straddle me." She gasped, "Fuck my tits and my face, fuck my mouth until you come all over my slutty face!" She was breathing hard, her face flushed and her words were spoken in that husky lust filled voice that had been music to my ears the nights I'd jerked off to her fucking my father, "Come on, baby, stop holding back!"
This was holding back? Not that I should be surprised having watched them. Dad had said she wouldn't be shy about what she wanted and he'd added he always listened to her so on that note I happily took one for the team!
Swinging my leg over her stomach, I straddled her between my thighs and sliding up, grabbed her big firm tits and pressed them around my cock. I was slick enough that when I moved my hips I easily glided through her soft flesh and I moaned as my balls slid across her chest.
Mom leaned her head forward, and began flicking her tongue causing me to gasp each time my cock emerged from between her tits and she licked it. I moved up further so the head of my cock would slide between her lips and every thrust now ended with her sucking hard on it.
"Harder!" Mom moaned, "All the way in my mouth, take it, make me take it!"
Grabbing the headboard, I lifted my knees off the bed and drove my cock into her mouth. Mom squealed around it and squirmed beneath me, her arms pulling against the headboard as if she were struggling.
But her lips and tongue eagerly worked my cock as her willing mouth opened wide for her son's plunging cock. I was moaning louder as I fucked my mother's mouth as hard as I had ever fucked a girl, period.
I knew her little squeals and sounds of protest were an act, as was her bucking beneath me. Mom and dad played rough at times and I had no doubt she loved it. Totally caught up in the game now I removed my cock from her mouth and shoved my balls into it.
Mom moaned and I emitted a whimper of pleasure as with no hesitation, she swirled her tongue around the, before sucking them into her mouth. I held onto the headboard tightly, groaning in pleasure as my bathed my balls with her tongue.
Even in the throes of pleasure a smile crept across my face as I wondered what dad would think of this move. My cock was twitching and so hard it hurt and as good as it felt having my balls worked by my mother's talented tongue, I couldn't hold back anymore, I needed to come.
I slid my cock back into her mouth and resumed fucking her face. Mom whimpered around me, driving me to thrust even faster and I noticed trails of tears from her watering yes leaking out from beneath the blindfold.
Her cheeks and chin were covered in sticky slobber and her face was now beet red, but she was now moving her head forward into my thrusts, taking my cock even deeper and her hips were bucking beneath me, telling me how much she was loving it.
My balls tightened and my hips moved faster, but with no rhythm as I my impending orgasm caused me to lose control. I moaned as my cock twitched and I fought to hold back long enough to enjoy more of my mother's mouth.
I gasped when I couldn't hold back any more and sitting back, pulled my cock from mom's mouth and with a long loud groan, I jerked it off, sending a long stream of come onto my mother's face.
She moaned then part of the first spurt landed in her mouth and onto her waiting tongue. The rest splattered on her cheek and onto the blindfold. I moaned continuously while pumping my cock and coating my mother's face with a huge load.
Mom whimpered and moaned beneath me as my come splashed onto her cheeks and chin, more went into her mouth, but she pushed it out with her tongue, smearing it onto her lips. When I had nothing left, I decided to give my father even more of a show and pushing the tip of my cock into the puddle of cum on her chin, I eased it back into her mouth.
"Umm!" Mom groaned as she eagerly sucked the tip of my cock clean, causing me to whimper as her tongue worked the now overly sensitive tip of my cock.
I pulled my cock from her mouth and still straddling her looked down at her come covered face. Mom was smiling through the sticky white cum and it was sliding down her cheeks and onto her neck as well as the pillow.
The blindfold was streaked with it and as good as it looked, what was even hotter was the way mom was flicking her tongue out and licking her lips, gathering up as much cum as she could. Her chest was heaving and she was still bucking her hips beneath me.
My still hard cock was just over her tits and a couple of drops of cum oozed out to land on her hard left nipple. When it did, mom whimpered and that soft sound of pleasure, along with the sight of her face covered in my cum and the fact I was still hard as a rock sent me over the edge.
I slid down the bed and grabbing her ankles, lifted her legs high in the air, spread them open and buried my cock inside her. Mom cried out in surprise and I moaned at the sensation of being inside my mother's hot, wet and very tight pussy.
"Fuck yeah!" Mom cried out as I began moving my hips, fucking her with long hard strokes, "Oh, honey, you must love this game! You're still so hard!"
I was damn hard and making good use of it. I put her feet on my shoulders and leaned over, putting my hands on the bed on either side of her. That bent her legs back to where her feet were over her head and mom cried out as I tore into her.
"Fuck, fuck, oh fuck!" Mom called out repeatedly as I hammered away at her now sopping pussy as if she were just some slut from a frat party and not my mother.
But she was loving it! Moaning and yelping as I pounded her helpless pussy. I stared down into her face, still admiring the cum remaining on her cheeks and the way her mouth was wide open as her son fucked the shit out of her.
"God, that's so fucking deep! Harder!"
Harder? I did the best I could, drawing my cock further out before plunging back in. My balls were slapping against her ass and the headboard was hitting the wall as I cut loose, using all the strength in my hips. Mom's cries became higher in pitch and she pulled against the headboard, struggling against her bonds.
"Oh, I need to cum again, baby! Untie me so I can play with my clit for you!"
I ignored her request and instead, sat back, wrapped my arm around her legs and lifted her ass off the bed. I continued to fuck her, but now with short hard strokes and she squealed in delight at the new angle.
Even as my cock continued to plunder her pussy and she squealed and writhed under the relentless assault of her son's lust, part of me couldn't believe this was happening. My mother bound and blindfolded, crying out in pleasure while thinking it was her husband fucking her. Meanwhile, it was me, fucking her after having already taken her mouth and by her request coming all over her face.
To top it off, my father in my room, most likely jerking off while watching his son fuck his wife just as that son had gotten off many times to watching him. The whole experience smacked of a sex crazed, kinky erotic story rather than reality, but here I was.
And I had no complaints about where I was, that was for damn sure. All my misgivings had quickly fallen away within minutes just as my father knew they would. Maybe I would feel guilty later, but right now all I knew was I fucking my mother like a porn star and she was laying there with her son's cum all over her face and begging for more.
Having just come I was fucking away with no sign of needing to again and was feeling pretty damn proud of myself as smiled down at my mother, my gaze now focused on her huge tits bouncing around as I slammed into her.
"That feels so fucking good!" She moaned, "But I need to come again!"
I looked down between my legs, taking in the unforgettable sight of my cock plunging into my mother's smooth pink pussy. I'd set the camera's to record this-with dad's permission-and was sure I would be watching it endlessly after this, but nothing was ever going to match actually experiencing her.
On the heels of that thought was that this was my one time with my mother and whatever I had fantasized about I better do it now. Releasing her legs, I slid from inside her and straightening my legs out beneath me, lay on my stomach between her legs and buried my face in her pussy.
"Yes!" Mom squealed as I plunged my tongue inside her sopping slit, "There you go, lick that pussy!"
I swirled my tongue inside her, my eyes rolling back at the taste of her juices and the scent of her pussy pressed into my face. I worked my tongue in and out, fucking her with it and mom groaned and placing her feet on my shoulders; bucked her hips, shoving her hot flesh into my rigid tongue.
I worked my way from inside her and up through her moist lips, enjoying the way she squirmed and tried to push her clit onto my tongue. I kept moving it, teasing her and causing her to whimper in frustration. That whimper turned into a moan when I replaced my tongue with two fingers, thrusting them hard into her.
"Oh, baby, please lick me!" She pleaded, causing my cock to twitch into the bed beneath me. "I want to cum so you can fuck me some more!"
Knowing this would be my one shot, I really wanted to take my time exploring her pussy with my tongue, but knew dad always gave her what she wanted when she begged like this. Besides it certainly wasn't a bad thing to be able to get your mother off quick, now was it? After all as soon as she came I'd be back inside her incredible pussy, fucking her as hard as before.
I pressed my tongue to her clit and moved it in fast circles, making her moan and curl her toes into my shoulders. She whimpered when I added a third finger inside her and pumped them fast and hard. I'd been fucking the shit out of her and she'd loved that so I had no fears of being too rough with my fingers.
To confirm that thought she groaned, "Hmm, you know just how I like it, don't you? Put the other one in!"
I added my pinky, now fucking her with all four fingers as I switched to sucking her swollen clit. Mom worked her hips in time with my fingers, moving them not just up and down, but in circles, helping my lips and tongue work her clit.
"Ohh, I want to play with my nipples! Untie me!"
Crap! I hesitated, then simply grunted "Uh-uh" and resumed sucking her clit.
"Oh, please!" She whimpered, pushing her feet into my shoulders and lifting her ass off the bed.
I ignored her and continued finger fucking her while going back to licking her pussy, flicking my tongue up and down, then side to side across her clit. Mom moaned and whimpered and closing her legs, pressed her thighs around my head. I could feel them trembling against my cheeks as she ground her wet pussy into my face.



"Ohh," She moaned, "I'm so close!"
Reaching up with my free hand, I caught her nipple between my fingers and she moaned as I rolled it between them. She was pushing against my shoulders hard enough, I had to lean forward to avoid being pushed away from her and pressing my tongue tightly to her clit moved it as fast as I could.
"Right there!" Mom whined, "Oh, a little more, honey, oh, please!"
Recalling what dad did to her I pinched her nipple as hard as I dared and gave it a sharp twist.
"Oh fuck!" Mom cried out and clamping her thighs more tightly around my head, went off like a rocket.
She howled long and loud as her pussy contracted around my fingers and clit quivered beneath my tongue. Her hips bucked wildly, but with my face trapped against her pussy, it was easy to keep my tongue working and driving her to further heights of pleasure.
As mom released a series of high pitched squeals and yelps, my hips were moving as well, grinding my still hard cock into the bed in anticipation of replacing my fingers in her hot little box.
That moment was drawing closer as mom's hips slowed down and her moans and whimpers softened. I continued to lick and finger her, keeping her coming as long and hard as possible. But the second her feet slid from my shoulders and her thighs released their hold on me, I slid back to my knees and plunged inside her.
Mom squealed and I moaned as my cock was engulfed by her still quivering pussy. Holding her ankles I opened her legs and as I had before went to town, hammering away at her.
"Oh my god!" Mom cried out, "Oh, fuck honey! You're fucking me so hard!" She paused and released a series of yelps as I pushed her legs back again before resuming my attack on her pussy.
"Roll me over!" She demanded, "Put my ass in the air and really take me!"
I didn't need to be told twice. Pulling out of her, I wrenched her legs to the side and with a surprised yelp, mom was flipped over onto her stomach. She grunted as her hands pulled against the headboard, but quickly drew her knees up under her, putting her ass in the air.
I took a few seconds to admire the view, taking in her flawless ass and her glistening pussy between her thighs before grabbing her hips and driving into her with on long hard thrust.
"Fuck me!" Mom howled, turning her head to look over her shoulder, despite the fact she couldn't see, "Take that pussy! Show me whose pussy it is!"
I did the best I could to oblige her, squeezing her hips hard and tearing into her. My balls were slapping against her and she was so wet my thighs were covered in her in her juices. My cock was dripping from her and I could hear it plunging into her now sloppy pussy.
Again knowing this was my one chance, and that mom never minded some rough play, I grabbed her long hair and twisting it around my hand pulled on it, yanking her head back as I fucked her. Mom cried out, but her hips rocked back, now meeting my hard pumps and yelping each time I drove my cock into her.
I gave her ass several hard slaps and she emitted a sharp squeal at each one, but her pussy also contracted when I did it showing me how much she loved it. I was breathing hard and had to shake my head to clear the sweat from dripping into my eyes.
Mom was sweating as well, her smooth, well toned back coated with it. Her hair was damp to the touch and her face was flushed with passion as well as glistening from a light sheen of moisture. I found myself wishing I could see her eyes, see them wide and glazed over with lust as they always were for my father. But that was no big deal compared to what I was seeing which was everything else.
I let mom's hair go and grabbing her shoulders with my hands, pushed her down onto the bed and resting my hands on her shoulder blades, pinned her there. Mom pushed her legs out so she was now on her stomach and my cock was driving straight down inside her. Mom was squealing beneath me as I pushed down on her causing her to bounce up and down on the bed and into my plunging cock. Her mouth was wide open, a continuous wail coming from her as I fucked her harder than I had imagined I could. I wasn't even sure where I'd seen this move before, but she was loving every hard thrust and so was I.
The bed was rocking and I looked up to see mom had gripped the headboard so hard her knuckles were white. Something moved out of the corner of my eye and turning my head I saw us reflected in the long mirror over her bureau. The sight was incredible, my mother splayed out beneath me, her arms tied to the bed, helpless as I hammered away at her. The vent was right over the mirror and it hit me that this was the exact few my father was getting.
I focused on my cock plundering her pussy, sliding between her thighs and ass cheeks to reappear so wet I could see how slick it was even in the mirror and the dim lighting. Seeing myself fuck my mother sent me over the edge. With a loud gasp I gave her several more savage thrusts and whipping my cock out sent a long jet of cum across her ass and onto her lower back. Holding my cock, tightly to hold back the rest of my load, I stood on the bed and then let it go, spraying my load across my mother's upper back.
Some of it struck her cheek and went into her dark hair and even as I pumped my cock furiously, I grinned at the memory of mom yelling at dad for getting cum in her hair before, oops, oh well!
"That hot cum feels so good!" Mom moaned, "God, that's a big load!" She added as I kept pumping it, my balls emptying their contents, all over her smooth back. "You been taking those herbal things?"
I had to hold back a laugh at that one and lowering myself over her, I decided to really take advantage of my last minutes with her and stepping off the bed, leaned over it and pushed my still dripping cock into her mouth.
I moaned when she eagerly sucked on it, bobbing her head as much as she could and sucking hard on it, getting every remaining drop from her son's now spent cock. She smacked her lips on the tip, then with a sigh, smiled, "Baby, you fucked this girl silly tonight, now how about you wipe me off and untie me?"
I glanced up at the vent and waved at it, hoping dad was watching and not whacking. I looked around and grabbing a towel from the top of their hamper wiped cum from mom's back.
"My hands, honey, my shoulders are sore." She giggled, "Someone fucked me really hard."
Come on, dad, I thought as I reached down and grabbing my jeans, stepped into them.
"Oh, going to keep me like this?" She asked, "You better be able to fuck me again then."
Mom seemed to be looking right at me as she spoke and my stomach fluttered, but there was no way she could see me, if she could this would have been over a long time ago.
"If you're not going to untie me, how about a kiss at least?"
She pushed her full lips into an inviting pucker and leaning over I kissed her. Unlike last time which had been a forceful passionate kiss, my mother surprised me with a soft, sweet kiss that I found myself enjoying more than the other one.
"Hmm, thanks for the great ride, baby." She purred, "Maybe we can do this again sometime, would you like that?"
"Hmm-mm" I grunted, then flinched when I realized dad was standing on the other side of the bed.
He put his fingers to his lips and motioned for me to head for the door. I moved as quietly as possible around the bed and as he passed me to take my place, he gave me a huge smile and a thumb up.
I made my way from the room and when I turned back to look before pulling the door closed and saw Dad leaning over mom, untying her hands. I left the door open a couple inches to avoid making any noise and crept upstairs to my room.
I went over to the monitor and saw dad had left a note on it.
"What a fucking show, Mike! You're a chip off the old block! You made your mom scream so loud I was getting jealous! Before you watch what you did-and I know you will before you go to sleep-put it back on!"
Sitting back, I turned the camera back on and shook my head. My father was straddling my mother as I had been and fucking her mouth. I watched, my tired cock twitching slightly, but too tired to fully rise, as my father slowly worked his cock in and out of her mouth.
He pulled back and as I had done lifted her legs and began fucking her as hard as I had.
"Oh, baby, I don't know what got into you, but I love it!" Mom cried, "You're so fucking hard, again!"
I smiled and watched as my father rolled my mother over and pounded her doggy style for awhile before she sat up and as he lay on his back, she straddled him and rode him. My cock did manage to swell when dad began rubbing her clit as she slowly rode him, while playing with her nipples.
She came for him, squealing and bucking her hips, riding him hard and fast, until he released a long moan. Mom hopped off and grabbing his cock pumped it while holding it against her tits.
"Wow!" She exclaimed as my father's huge load coated her tits, "Honey, what the hell did you eat today? Seriously, that's your third huge load tonight!"
"As good as my inspiration!" Dad laughed, then groaned as she took him into her mouth, sucking him dry as she had done to me.
"Then I have to find out what I did to be so inspiring." Mom replied, grabbing the towel, I'd used and now using it to wipe off her tits.
I wondered what she's think if she knew that towel was now covered in both her husband and son's come as her body had been then that thought off as I now did feel a little bad about what we'd done.
But not bad enough that after I shut the camera off, I didn't immediately go to the monitor and hit play on tonight's encounter. I watched myself on the bed, untying my mother's top and sucking on her tits.
Putting the monitor down on the bed, I continued to watch as I pushed my jeans down, grabbed my cock and as tired as I was stroked it hard and kept going until I blew a small load to the site of me fucking my bound mother.
Shutting it off, I stared at the small puddle on my stomach and the few drips along my shaft and thought it wasn't much, but it would be the first of countless loads I'd be blowing to the tape. Shutting my lamp off, I slid under the covers and closing my eyes, smiled. Dad had been so right, we'd both gotten what we wanted and mom would never know.
*****
I awoke to a soft knock on the door and groaned when I saw it was only seven. I had no classes or work today, why the hell did one of my parents feel the need to wake me up?
"Come in." I called groggily.
The door opened and my father, dressed in slacks, a white shirt and tie slipped in, closing the door behind him.
"Hey, Mike." He came over to the bed, where I had slid up to a sitting position against the headboard.
"Dad." I nodded, then couldn't help smiling, "Thanks for the best idea ever."
"Thanks for the best show ever!" He laughed and clapped me on the shoulder, "Years of fantasies fulfilled and even hotter with it being you." He sighed, "I took a chance having sex with her, I never get it up that many times that quick anymore, but damn I had to have her."
"She kept saying you were surprising her, you'll have to tell her it was those herbs." I winked.
"Hey, I'll try what I can to keep up with that little minx."
"Well, if you need any help." I grinned, "You could always say how much you liked the blindfold game."
"Don't think I haven't thought about it, but we'll wait awhile."
"Really?" I asked, excitedly, "Maybe again?"
"Mike, that was too hot not to do again and end of the day your mom got a great night out of it." He laughed, "And I get full credit!"
"But we need to wait?"
"I'd say so, we don't usually do the same game twice so soon and that's the first time she's agreed to being bound and blindfolded and she'd need both because she would have taken it off last night."
"True."
"So what was it like, fucking your mom?" He asked, "You didn't look upset that was for sure."
"It was hot." I told him, "But it was still a little sleazy, it would be hotter if she knew it was me and okay with it."
"You're a good kid, Mike." Dad said, "With your father's sleazy streak. Tell you a little confession, I watch incest vids all the time. Mom son stuff does it for me, so I got a little more out of it than I let on."
"Wow." I whistled, "You are a perv."
"Me? Who was watching his mom's homemade porn?"
"Ouch." I laughed.
"So if you want to something tells me, we might works something out again, but be patient, okay?"
"Sure," I nodded, "You working all day?"
"Nah, just until noon." He gave me an odd smile, "You working tonight?"
"No, why?"
"Just asking, maybe we'll all do something tonight, you know some family time."
"Okay." I nodded and as he got up and left the room I chuckled softly at the thought last night took family bonding to a whole new level.
***** "Morning, honey." Mom spoke up behind me.
I looked up from my notebook I had open on the kitchen table in front of me and turned to look at her.
"Hey, mom, how's..."
I trailed off when I saw what she was wearing. It was a red robe that I'd only seen her in on camera in her room before. The robe was so short there was no way she could bend over in it without flashing her ass and the edges were trimmed in black lace.
It wasn't anything she'd wear around the house, let alone in front of me. In addition to its inappropriate length, it was loosely tied, showing off the inner half of her breasts. Mom's hair was down and tousled and she was barefoot.
It looked as if she had just rolled out of bed and more than that, with last night's make up still smeared around her eyes, she had that freshly fucked look, I knew so well from now not just the tapes, but in person.
"How's what?" She asked, walking over to where I was sitting.
"How's uh, how are you this morning?"
"Good." She shrugged "Little sore though," She winked, "Long hard night last night."
"TMI!" I told her, putting my hands over my ears even though I wanted to smile.
"Really?" She raised her eyebrows, "I thought you'd like to know how much I enjoyed last night."
My heart skipped a beat. Did she know? No, how could she?
Mom walked past me over to the counter and as she filled the coffee pot with water, my eyes widened at the sight of the cheeks of her ass peeking out from beneath the robe, Christ, it didn't even look like she was wearing anything under it.
Mom put the coffee on, then walking back over to where I sat, said, "Turn your chair around."
"Huh?" I looked at her, confused.
"Turn around so you're facing me."
I did as she asked, turning the chair sideways so I was no longer facing the table, but her where she now stood in front of me.
"Something wrong mom?" I asked nervously.
"Not at all." She smiled, "In fact, I'm in a pretty damn good mood." She sighed, "Always am after getting a good hard fucking."
"Yeah." I nodded slowly, "You know, I think I'm going to go upstairs and..."
"Oh, what's that?" Mom asked and turning to the side bent over to pick something up.
The back of her robe rose, showing off not only her bare ass, but her pussy peeking out at me from between those amazing thighs. What the hell was going on? Mom straightened and when she turned around, my stomach felt as if someone had kicked it.
She was holding the blindfold.
"Hmm, I didn't drop this, guess you must have. Here you go."
Mom handed it to me and when I didn't take it, she dropped it in my lap.
"W...what's this?" I stammered.
"A souvenir from last night." She said, her dark eyes locked on mine, "Maybe you can use it to jerk off with when you watch your little tapes."
The tapes. She'd found the camera and knew I spied, but she didn't know it was me.
"Mom, I...I'm sorry."
"Really?" She frowned, "That's too bad because I'm not."
"What do you mean?"
Mom laughed, "Mike, put that blindfold on for me, just hold it across your eyes."
My hand trembling, I did as she said, using both hands to pull it across my eyes.
"Oh my God," I whispered, the blindfold wasn't solid, it was some type of mesh and I could see her clearly through it.
"I said that a few times last night I recall." She laughed again and pulling the blindfold away from me tossed it on the table.
"You...you knew it was me." I stated the obvious.
"I did, Mike, after all it was my idea."
"What? But I thought dad, I mean uh...wow." I finished for lack of anything else to say.
"Your dad and I found that camera together, Mike." She stepped up between my legs and putting her hands on my shoulders looked down at me as she spoke.
"Your father told you a good portion of the truth the other night, but not all of it. He told you how we love people to watch us and how he wanted to see another man fuck me."
"Right." I said softly as even with this crazy turn of events my eyes were locked onto her partially revealed breasts less than a foot from my face.
"All true, and he told me this morning he was going to fess up to liking mother son videos."
"You knew he was going to talk to me this morning?"
"I know everything, we worked it out together. See what he didn't tell you is that I would know. Did you really think your father would let you do that to me without me knowing?"
"I did though." I said glumly, "Guess I'm an ass because I thought you didn't know."
"No, it just showed you wanted me, which we already knew. We checked your room after the cameras, found how many times you recorded us, how much you watched me even get undressed."
"The other thing dad left out is I like those videos to, they get me hot, the thought of a son fucking their mother, but I would have never approached you, it wouldn't have been right and dad would have never brought it up either."
She surprised me, by turning to the side and sitting on my lap. Putting her arm around my neck she whispered in my ear.
"But knowing you were watching? Mike that made us so hot we had to fuck right then and there, right on the damn floor." She giggled, "We fucked in your bed after watching the tapes you had."
"Holy shit." I said softly.
Her hot breath in my ear and knowing she was naked beneath the robe and her bare ass on my thigh had my cock swelling, never mind what she was saying.
"So we decided to make all of our fantasies come true, but seeing you were spying on us we felt we owed you one, so played you a little bit, letting you think I didn't know and now watching you squirm a little." She sighed, "I should have acted mad to really make you squirm, but baby?"
"You fucked me so good last night and made me come so hard, I had to get right to it."
"You wanted me?" I asked, smiling.
"I wanted to rip your clothes off and fuck you the night you came home when we had found the camera's, but we wanted to make it a game, plus your dad wanted to watch you with me first and I let him have his fantasy while you had yours. I got mine too, but had to pretend."
"You did a good job." I said, my eyes fixed on her chest.
Seeing me looking, mom grabbed the robe and pulled it to the side, revealing her left tit, her nipple as hard as my cock felt. Taking my hand she put it over her breast and I gently fondled it as she spoke.
"Hmm, that's nice." She purred, "Mike, this is going to be so hot, we're going to play all the time, me and your dad, you and me, maybe all three of us at the same time."
"Then why didn't dad say anything?" I asked then groaned as she slid off my lap.
Mom untied her robe and letting it fall to the floor stood there naked in front of me.
"Because dad wanted to string it along, he was going to have you do it again with the blindfold one more time, then we were both going to talk to you."
"But I can't wait, Mike." To prove that point she sank to her knees between my legs and unsnapping my jeans, pulled my zipper down.



"It was so hard last night to hold back. I wanted to say things like how does your cock look in mommy's mouth and tell you how good my son's cock tasted and felt. I wanted to scream at you to fuck your mother, but I couldn't."
"Oh, man that's hot." I whispered as she tugged on my jeans. I lifted my hips, letting her tug them and my underwear down,
"Hmm, look at how hard you are for your mother." She grabbed my cock and pumped it slowly, "I wanted to say that so bad, last night. I'm going to be saying it a lot this morning."
"Anytime." I moaned as she kissed the tip of my cock and smiled through her now pre cum smeared lips.
"But we're not supposed to, the plan was one more time, but I got to thinking." Mom stroked my cock faster and reaching down, I cupped her tits and fondled them.
"You were one up on us watching us all that time without us knowing. Then your dad gets all his fantasies last night. I got mine, but had to hold back and I'm supposed to again, but it seems you guys got it how you wanted it and I'm supposed to wait?"
She took me into her mouth and we both moaned as she bobbed her head several times, before releasing me with a wet sucking sound.
"Hmm, no way I'm waiting so this is my game. Dad thinks nothing will happen between us until he's there to watch, well I'm going to have my fun right now."
She took me back into her mouth and this time she was looking me in the eye as she sucked me. That was far more of a turn on than the blindfold, that and knowing she knew exactly who she as sucking and she had wanted me all along.
"So this morning is our morning." Mom stood up and swinging her leg over my hip, grabbed my cock and slowly lowered herself onto it.
We both moaned as she let her weight go, impaling herself on my cock. She pushed her right tit in my face and moaned as I sucked her nipple into my mouth. Mom sighed as she slowly road me while turning side to side, letting me suck each of her breasts.
She lifted higher, and sliding her legs up so she was now kneeling on my thighs rode me harder.
"That's it baby, just sit back and let mommy fuck you!' She laughed, "God I wanted to say that last night!"
"Say it twice as much now." I told her as I wrapped my arms around her slender waist and pulled her against me as she rocked her hips, working my cock with her incredible pussy.
"I will, Mike, I'll tell my son just how much his mother enjoys his cock and how she wants him to lick her pussy again and how she wants her son's cum in her mouth. We're going to have one hell of a morning, baby. Especially when my son fucks his mother in the shower."
"Damn." I moaned, "But, uh, what about dad? He thinks I don't know you know."
"And we won't tell him, we'll play again with the blindfold and pretend." Hopping off my lap, she bent over the table and wiggled her ass at me.
I quickly took her up on her invitation, grabbing her hips and sliding my cock inside her welcoming heat.
"That's it baby," Mom smiled at me as she looked back over her shoulder, "You go ahead and fuck your mother and don't worry about dad," She winked, "He'll never know."
*
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"Hey Mom, you sleeping?" I asked outside her bedroom door.
Ronnie's had been slow and Rich had asked anyone if they wanted to knock off a couple hours early. Full time classes and five nights there had been taking its toll and I gladly bolted at nine.
I'd been surprised not to see my mother in her usual place, stretched out on the couch watching TV. That was pretty much all she had done since my father had left almost a year ago, breaking mom's heart and leaving me to do the best I could as man of the house because he wanted to fuck his secretary.
Not that I'd had much more of a life lately. When my asshole father had screwed on us, moving out of state and taking little miss thing with him, I'd been dating Alicia, but a few weeks later had broken up over arguing about how little time I had for her.
I'd been upset, Alicia was cute and a lot of fun, but if she couldn't understand I now had to work full time in addition to college to help my mother pay the bills, then good riddance. But although she was shallow, Alicia was pretty hot in bed and if not missing her, I was missing the sex.
But I had no time and even though a couple of girls at school, and Mary at work, seemed interested, I didn't bother. School, studying for school and work left little time for dating and as horny as I was I didn't want a onetime thing or just getting together for hook ups.
That's something mom had instilled in me not to do. I was a gentleman with girls and had been told that many times, but right now I was a gentleman who was jerking off every night before I went to sleep.
"Mom?" This time I knocked lightly.
I knew she was home because her car was in the driveway. With most single women it would be a possibility she had gone out with a girlfriend, which I would be all for at this point, but I knew that wasn't true.
Mom's friends had all tried, everything from wanting her to come out for a girl's night to a club to trying to set her up on blind dates. She turned it all down, with the "I'm not ready" excuse which was pretty damn old close to a year later and seeing she did nothing wrong, it was all on my dog of a father.
Besides she would have sent me a text if she wasn't going to be home. Not that she needed to, but the one benefit from dad leaving is mom and I had become close. At this point we seemed as much like friends and roommates as mother and son.
We shared the chores, worked on the budget together, watched movies and talked about pretty much everything except why she wouldn't date. When I pushed she either got upset and told me to drop it or threw it back at me, why wasn't I dating?
My last response of I was only nineteen and had plenty of time to play, but she was older and should start enjoying now hadn't been the best thing to say. She'd asked if I thought she looked old and that's why dad had left and although I had assured her that wasn't true, she'd ended up in tears.
There was no answer to my knock and I shrugged, it was only nine o'clock, way too early for her to be sleeping. Turning from the door I had the sudden thought maybe mom was doing what I did before I went to bed every night.
After all she was a healthy forty two year old woman and hadn't been with anyone since dad left, and she'd told me the two of them hadn't in a long time because dad said he wasn't attracted to her anymore.
I thought that was a cruel line and a cop out because my mother was an attractive woman for her age, well most likely any age I supposed, but she was my mother so I tended not to check her out too closely.
I headed to my bedroom to grab a pair of shorts and a t-shirt to change into after I took a shower. But maybe take care of a little something else first. Thinking of my mother had led to the thought of other people's mothers and my recent obsession with milfs.
I'd stumbled on a site featuring videos of older women and for the hell of it watched one called my friend's hot mom. I was totally blown away; the milf porn star had been surprisingly hot. She was obviously older, but her body was amazing and she showed a hell of a lot more lust and desire than the young girls in the other movies.
I'd been watching nothing but milf porn for months now and had gotten to the point I was staring at the sexy older women in the restaurant far more than girls my age. There was just something about them. Any girl my age could be hot, they were young, they should look pretty good. But for women my mother's age and older to still look so good was even sexier.
And their sex drive! Porn stars were paid for what they do, but in real life there were lots of older women chasing guys my age and from what I heard from a couple of friends lucky enough to have been with one, they fuck your brains out and look for more.
My cock was already swelling just thinking about all the movies I had bookmarked on my lap top and while approaching my room, I thought of who I wanted to watch. Nikki Nice was my fav, a smoking hot blonde with some sweet curves, perfect tits and sucked cock like no other.
But there were so many others and I swore I fell in love with each and every one of them when I watched them. I reached my room and saw my door was closed. That was odd, I usually left it open to keep it cool during the summer.
I opened the door, walked in and stopped dead in my tracks.
The scene before me was so unreal I blinked my eyes and shook my head, thinking I had to be seeing things.
My mother was sitting at my desk in front of my lap top. That wasn't what was unusual as her printer had broken and until she could afford a new one she had been using mine to print what she needed.
What was wrong was I could see the screen over her shoulder and she was watching porn! In front of her was my dream woman Nikki Nice, on her knees getting fucked by a guy half her age. He had her by her full hips and was pounding her pussy as she faced the camera, her blue eyes wide and her mouth open as she moaned and cried out.
"Fuck me! Oh, God that cock feels so fucking good! Give it to me, baby, give your mommy's best friend that big fucking dick!"
Worse than what she was watching was what she was doing. Mom's legs were spread open and her bare feet were on my desk. I couldn't see anything from behind, but the way her arm was moving it was obvious where her hand was.
I heard a woman's moans that did not belong to Nikki Nice and mom let her head fall back on my chair, her long sandy brown hair hanging off the back of it.
"Oh, oh." Those little noises were hers, not the movies and I took another step back, trying to ease out of the room.
Not that I'd be able to forget what I saw, but I sure as hell didn't need mom knowing I'd seen her doing this. On the lap top the young guy was on his back and Nikki was between his legs sucking his long thick cock like it was the best thing she'd ever tasted.
"Suck it! Suck his cock!" Mom moaned and I couldn't believe I was hearing those words coming from her.
The guy moaned and Nikki squealed as his cock erupted in her face, sending long streams of cum across her cheeks and into her wide open mouth. She pushed it out with her tongue, down her chin and onto her tits.
"Oh yes!" Mom moaned, then startled me with a loud cry of pleasure that could rival Nikki's. Except my mother's was real. Taking in everything in front of me as if it were a dream I saw her red painted toes curl and she pushed against the desk as she squirmed in my chair.
I knew I should get out and quietly close the door, but the scene before me had a sort of train wreck fascination. I'd never once thought of my mother in a sexual sense, and still wasn't as in I wasn't in a mom/son movie and now wanted her, but to see her in this way was a revelation.
Mom sighed and put her hand on the mouse. I reached behind me to find the door handle so I could pull it closed behind me, but stopped when instead of getting up she had gone to the main page of "My hot step mom" and was scrolling through the list of videos, she was looking for another one!
But with her attention on the lap top, I turned quickly, a little too quickly. My foot caught on the edge of the door and I lost my balance. I fell against the door and with nothing behind it, it swung into the room and I went with it, banging into my bureau.
Mom dropped her feet to the floor and went for the mouse to shut the screen off so fast she knocked it off the desk. She grabbed the lap top and closed it, then remained sitting where she was, her head lowered.
I could see she was breathing heavy, but I'm sure it wasn't for the reason it had been a couple of minutes ago.
"Um, hey mom." I tried to sound casual, "Didn't mean to scare you. I got out early." She didn't respond right away and I continued to sound like nothing was amiss, "You printing some stuff for work?"
Mom lifted her head and spun my office chair around so she was facing me.
"Thank you for trying not to embarrass me, but I know you saw that, Bryan." She said softly.
Her normally fair skin was flushed and I wondered how much was from being embarrassed and how much was from...I stopped my mind from going that far as much for my sake as hers.
"Saw what?" I walked closer to her and shrugged, "I just walked in."
"And saw your mother" She sighed, "You're nineteen, not nine, you know what I was doing."
Wow talk about fucking awkward. "It's okay, Mom, I mean you're a woman, right?"
"In her son's room, watching his porn." She stood up quickly and my eyes widened.
She was still dressed from work with a red blouse and a black skirt. The blouse was unbuttoned halfway down and the tops of her breasts were out and looked squished. She must have had her bra down and yanked it up quickly when she heard me.
Her skirt was down, but I saw her black panties on the floor at her feet where she removed them. I figured best not to say anything and at some point I would just toss them in her hamper.
"Oh," Mom turned as red as the blouse and pulled it closed. "Thank you for not l...Oh God."
I glanced up at her to she had followed my gaze and spotted her panties. She quickly picked them up and hurried past me to leave the room.
"Hey, mom." I caught her arm, "It's no big deal, really."
"Yes it is! I feel like such an idiot! A pathetic idiot!"
She pulled her arm from me and began to cry. "I'm sorry, Bryan! I'm so sorry."
I began to tell her not to be, but she ran from the room as if it were on fire. I heard her running down the hall and her bedroom door slam shut.
"Didn't see that one coming." I said and closing my door, walked over to my desk
I lifted the lap top and letting curiosity get the better of me, checked the history. I hadn't done anything but check e-mails before I left at eight this morning so anything would be hers.
"Well then." I whispered at the six videos listed in the history.
They were all only ten minute clips, but damn, she had been watching porn for an hour. I read the titles and saw they were all things I had bookmarked; she had gone through my porn stash! All were milfs, mostly 'straight up' but a couple of step mom scenes.
I was still disturbed by catching her doing it, but in an odd way it was sort of exciting, maybe not in a sexual sense, but just the fact I'd discovered my mom was getting off to porn. One thing was for sure, I thought, she had good taste!
*****
I looked up from my political science book and rubbed at my eyes. It was only nine, but I was pretty beat. Another full day of classes and a five hour shift on my feet at Ronnie's. I'd already showered and as pathetic as it was, I closed the book, put it on the nightstand and shut my reading lamp off, I was done for the night.
I lay there with my eyes closed and allowing my thoughts to drift and found I was thinking of last night's incident with my mother. Mom's embarrassment had carried over into the morning. Usually mom was pretty talkative as it's the most time we say each other during the week.
This morning, she had gotten downstairs early, made me breakfast and left me a note saying it was keeping warm in the oven. While I ate, she came back down, dressed for work and with not much more than 'have a good day' she hurried out the door. She had made no eye contact with me and not even given me the usual kiss on the cheek goodbye.
I felt bad for her, I could just imagine how I would feel if she had caught me spanking it. It was probably worse for her, because she figured she was the parent. My thoughts focused back on last night and the way she'd had her panties on the floor, feet on the desk and her hand between her legs.
I had to admit, had that been any other woman it would have been goddamn sexy. As it was, I was a little unnerved to find I did still find it hot in a way. Maybe it was just seeing her as a woman, rather than my mother. If nothing else it told me how badly she needed to get her ass out there and have some fun, with something other than porn and her hand.
I could stand to use that advice myself I thought as I glanced at my lap top. I watched porn every fucking night which is something I never did when I was getting sex with Alicia. Tonight I'd popped a rod at work while watching two hot milfs sitting at the bar.
They'd been dressed to kill and I'd noticed they were blowing off guys around their age, but flirting away with any kid my age. I'd hoped they might still be around when I'd gotten off, but they left a little bit before. Not that I was sure I would have the nerve to approach them, but I could dream, couldn't I?
Well, dreaming was all I was doing these days, and seeing I hadn't bothered jacking off tonight to take the edge off, my dreams would be of the x-rated variety. I turned my head towards my desk, dimly visible in the dark room.
It was hard to believe my mother had gotten off there and further exploration of my history revealed she had been doing it for at least the last couple of weeks! Why not in her room, with her lap top and in her bed?
My eyes flew open at the sound of a knock, and Mom calling out softly, "Bryan, you up?"
"Yeah, come in." I pulled the covers up over my waist as I was just in my boxers.
The door opened and leaning over, I turned the lamp back on. Mom came over to the bed and I was surprised to see she was still dressed from work, no, that wasn't what she was wearing this morning.
Mom had on a simple red sundress that I hadn't seen on her before. It was a little on the shorter side, not a mini, but short for my mother's normally conservative mode of dress. I couldn't help notice it was a low cut, showing more than a little cleavage, something else she rarely showed.
Mom was pretty big on top and for whatever reason seemed to go out of her way to cover them up, never mind show them off.
"Hey, you going out?" I asked.
"No, why?" She sat down on the edge of my bed next to me.
"That dress, you don't normally wear things like that." I smiled at her, "Thought maybe you were going out with the girls or something."
"No, no girls, no something." She looked down at the dress, "Like it?"
"Yeah, it looks cute on you." I told her and wasn't kidding; she did look good in the dress.
"Cute." She didn't seem happy with that word. "Just cute?"
"Umm, playful?" I tried, "It's a fun look."
"Playful is better, I guess." She sighed.
She put her hand up to push her hair out of her eyes and I'd been so busy looking at the dress I hadn't noticed she had her hair down. Mom's hair was medium length, going down a few inches past her shoulders, but she still usually wore it pinned up. Tonight it was down and she'd styled it making it so there were long curls framing her face.
"So, what's up, mom?"
"Honey, last night, I can't tell you how bad I feel about it."
"I told you don't worry about it." I shrugged, "I won't say it wasn't awkward, but you don't have to be sorry."
"I do. I was in your room, on your lap top," She lowered her head
"You know," I knew I should keep playing it off, but was curious. "I was wondering why you were here with my computer."
She sighed, "I found the porn by accident. I printed some things from google, then realized a page was missing so I went into history to reprint it and saw the videos there. I was curious and started watching."
"You could have e-mailed yourself the links." Why was I pushing it? Maybe because I really wanted to know because something did seem wrong with this and seeing she wanted to bring it up, why not?"
"You're right." She nodded, keeping her head down, she reminded me of myself when she would lecture me. "But I take my lap top to work a lot for meetings and traveling and was afraid I'd get pop ups or accidently click on something."
"I guess."
"And you had so many on there. I'm sorry and it won't happen again."
"You sound like me." I laughed.
"You wouldn't have done that in my room." She pointed out, then asked, "Would you?"
"What kind of question is that?"
"I...well, I'm sure not recently, but sometimes when boys are younger and they haven't been with a girl yet, they you know."
"I don't know." I shook my head.
Mom frowned, "You mean you never?"
"I don't know, mom. You won't tell me what you think I did."
"You've never gone into my room and done things with my," She paused, then looked away as she finished, "Panties or stockings?"
"Done things?" I raised my eyebrows, but then it dawned on me what she meant, "Hell no!" I told her, "Why the hell would I? You're my mom."
"I know." She was blushing as she was last night, "But I know sometimes boys do things like that with their mom's or sister's things because they're curious."
"Okay, honestly?" I grinned, "You won't say a word?"
"Promise." Mom raised her gaze to mine, "What is it, what did you do?"
"Exactly what you were asking me about, but with Jimmy's mom." I sighed, "God, she would wear those hot little outfits and you could tell she only wore thongs and one day when he was busy on the phone I went in her room and looked in her drawers."
I laughed, "I smuggled a red thong out of his house in my pocket and man did I," I stopped remembering who I was talking to. "You know."
"So you would say Mary was hot?"
"Really hot."
"So she's a milf?" Mom prodded.
"Damn straight she is. When we were juniors in high school we voted her hottest milf."
"Anyone vote for me?" She asked with a hopeful look on her face.
"Nah, it was unanimous."
"Oh." She seemed upset and when she remained silent, I asked.
"Mom's what's up? Something you want to talk about?"
"Kind of." She looked down at her hands where they fidgeted in her lap. "Little awkward though."
"Hey, you're always the one saying we can talk about anything." I reminded her, "We're friends right?" I winked, "Roomies too."
"Right." She smiled, "So we could make this one of our friend conversations?"
"Absolutely."
"Okay, well back to those videos. The reason I watched them at first when I saw them was the whole milf thing. I'd heard of it, but really didn't think there were many young men who liked women my age; I thought it was a joke."
"Oh, it's real and not just movies." I nodded, "Me and my friends look at women your age all the time."
"Good."
"Good?"
"Yes because I kind of want to know."
"Know what?" Jeez, normally if mom had something to say, she said it, but this was like pulling teeth tonight.
"Honey, do you think I'm a milf?"
"You're my mother." I put my hands out, "What kind of question is that?"



"An easy one, I am or I'm not."
"But you're my mother, I don't think of you like that."
"You said Mary is a milf." She reminded me, "She's a mom, so why can't you tell me?"
"Because she's not my mom." I said in exasperation, what was up with her? "There's a big difference."
"I don't see why."
"Because boys don't look at their mom's and think, you know, nice," I stopped, "I think this is going nowhere."
"But some of those movies you watch, the older woman was the step mom, a couple of times even the mom."
"Actors." I told her, "I wasn't watching because it was weird incest stuff, but because I like that actor and a milf is a milf in porn."
"I can't believe you won't answer me." She folded her arms across her chest and looked upset.
"I can't believe I am sitting here talking to my mother about porn and milfs." I countered.
"Bryan the thing is, I don't feel confident. Your father always said I was average and never tried to be sexy and was boring."
"Dad's an asshole mom, he said that to have some lame excuse to be a d-bag cheat."
"But I do feel that way. I thought now that I'm single no one would really be interested, but then I saw how popular this milf thing is!"
"Wait," I pointed at her, "Are you saying you're looking for a young guy, is that what this is about?"
Mom's eyes widened and it hit me she might have said more than she wanted to, but she surprised me again by continuing.
"Yes." She said simply. "Guys my age are either married cheats, divorced with kids and a lot of baggage, or just boring I guess. I want to have some fun and not be serious and I've heard young guys are really happy to be with an older woman."
"Wow." I let out a deep breath, "My mother's a cougar looking for a cub."
"I'm a cougar? Is that like a milf?"
"Sort of, but cougars usually don't have kids." I paused, "I think, I'm not a porn expert, mom."
"Anyway we said after your dad left and we spent more time together that we can talk about anything and as friends, you even just said that a couple minutes ago."
"Right, but when it comes to sex, mom I'm still your son and I'm not too into hearing you talking about prowling for guys my age."
"You saying you'd be mad at me?"
"No, just saying I don't need details." I explained.
"Bryan who else could I ask? Should I walk up to one of your friends and ask them?"
"Please don't." I said seriously, "I don't need to have my chops busted." I drummed my fingers on my leg, "Just go to a club and see who looks at you or if you want to be a milf you go after a guy you think you'd find interesting." Jeez.
"But I'll feel like an idiot if no one is interested. I just don't know if I could do it." She reached out and put her hand over mine
"Honey, I know it's awkward, but your mom needs a little help here." She squeezed my hand, "Please?" She widened her big blue eyes and pushed her lower lip out, "Please help your old sad mom out?"
"Oh, so not fair." I shook my head.
"I'm lonely and don't want to be anymore. I know you don't want me to be, right?"
"I think this proves you need to go have some fun, that's for sure."
"Then help a girl out!"
"Fine." At this point I'd agree to anything to get out of this Twilight zone conversation. "What do you want me to do?"
"I want you to forget you're my son and look at me the way you would any other woman. I want you to tell me what you think of me."
"Okay." I closed my eyes and told myself to just do as she said, forget she's my apparently very insecure mother and give her a quick up and down.
I opened my eyes and laughed when I saw mom had stood up and had her hands on her hips as if she were posing for me.
"That's not what I was hoping for." She sulked.
"Sorry." I put my hands up, "Okay for real."
I looked at mom closely; starting at her face which was no big deal because I had no issue with saying my mother was an attractive woman. Her blue eyes, the light brown hair, which looked much better down and she had a great smile.
She was giving me a little bit of a goofy smile at the moment, but as I tried to see her in a different way it occurred to me my mother had nice lips. Even without any lipstick, they were pink and full, in fact if they were on another woman I'd say what I'd say about Jimmy's mom's lips, that they looked like they'd be good for...whoa, hold that thought.
I shook my head, disgusted I would even let that idea enter my head. I know she said look at her like a woman, but she was still mom.
"What's the matter?" She put her arms down, "I look that bad?"
"No, mom you're pretty."
"Pretty." She grunted, "Still sounds like how you would describe your mother."
"Mom, you've got a very pretty face and a nice smile." I told her, "Seriously, you're a lot better than cute. I'd look twice, seriously."
"That's a start." She gave me a huge smile. "What about the rest?"
"Oh, um...look mom, I'm not going to sit here and scope you out"
"Come on, Bryan you said you'd help."
She did a quick turn for me.
"You see me in a bar, you're checking me out and don't give me any crap you only look at faces."
"I'll try."
I did as she asked and thought of myself at work checking out an older woman. I dropped my gaze and worked my way up. Being on the taller side, mom had long legs and they were well shaped from years of jogging, her dress showed them off to about midway between her knee and upper thigh.
I worked my eyes up past her slender waist and stopped at her chest. As I'd noticed before she was showing cleavage which was pretty bold for her and she did have more than enough to show. I don't think I realized how big her chest actually was, but then again, I'd never looked at them.
Mom had come closer to where I sat and leaning over, put her hand on my shoulder, "Are you trying, or just humoring me?"
When she'd bent over, her dress hung down in the front and I found myself staring down between her breasts. I could see the round inner halves of them as well as the red lace of her bra. If she had been a customer at Ronnie's damn straight I'd be gawking down her dress and on that note, I looked away.
"Well?"
"Well I think you look okay, mom."
"Okay? Bryan that's not an answer." She threw her hands up in frustration. "All I want is to know if you think I'm a milf!"
She ran her hands down her sides. "I think I look decent, I dress okay, you like the dress, right?"
"Sure it's fun." I said quietly as my eyes found her breasts again, why the hell was I looking?
"And I think I have nice legs, I see guys at work look when I wear skirts."
"They're nice." I nodded.
"And my tits are pretty big, no?" She cupped them in the dress, "They're not like double D's, but they're not small, you think the guys would think I have nice tits?"
"Mom, enough!" I snapped with more force than I meant to. "I'm not going to talk about your tits..I mean." I felt my face turning red, "I know we say we can talk about things, but I'm not going to rate you like I'm trying to pick you up."
"I'm sorry." She slapped her forehead, "God, listen to me asking my son if I have a nice body. I am so pathetic. Your dad was right, I'm needy and I'm not confident."
"Mom, you're a beautiful woman." I told her, "And you look nice, but I can't sit here and say you're a milf or hot because I just can't."
"I understand honey, really." She leaned over again and kissed my cheek and I caught my eyes straying down her dress, she really did have a nice set of...Knock that off!
"Your mom's being a drama queen tonight." She sighed, and still leaning over put her hand on my bare chest.
She'd painted her long nails the same red as her dress and for some reason I liked the way they looked on my skin.
"It's okay." I said mechanically as I glanced down next to the bed to see her toes were the same color. "By the way, your nails look nice."
"Thank you. I got them done today, toes too."
"That' a milf thing you know." I tapped her fingers, "Sexy nails, and they match your dress."
"Really?" She looked beside herself, "Okay then, at least I got you to say something looks good."
She straightened up, "I'll let you go to sleep, now, Bryan. Thanks for humoring your silly mother."
"Anytime. Night mom."
"Night, honey."
Mom walked toward the door and I watched her hips sway as she moved, my eyes sought out her ass, but the dress wasn't tight and I really couldn't see much of it.
"Hey, mom, wear tighter clothes." I said, then wanted to slap myself in the head the way she had.
"Excuse me?" She had reached my door and with her hand on the knob, turned to look at me. "Tighter clothes?"
"Yeah, you wanted to know what I would look at and no guy would be able to see your ass in a dress like that so you should, you know, show it off."
"Not sure it's worth showing off." She shrugged.
"Usually women with a nice chest have a nice ass too." I winked, "Busty milfs are the best milfs."
"Really?" She looked thrilled and although I wondered what the hell was wrong with me the smile on her face made me feel better about it. "So I should wear tighter shirts too."
"Sure if you have it, flaunt it." I encouraged her even as I tried to tell myself not to.
"I'll do that." She laughed, "You'll turn me into a milf yet."
"Think that's up to you." I said, thinking, okay please leave because whatever was up with her seemed to be spreading to me.
"I'll keep that in mind." She blew me a kiss, "Sweet dreams, Bryan."
"Sweet dreams." I said as she closed the door behind her.
Turning off the lamp I lay there for a few minutes, my mind locked onto the image of her tits encased in her red lace bra.
"Sweet dreams, alright." I muttered, trying to stop wondering if her ass would be as nice as her tits.
*****
I jerked awake to the sound of a knock on my door, and staring through my bleary eyes saw it was eight thirty.
"Hey Bryan! Can I come in?" Mom asked from the hallway.
"It's Saturday morning!" I snapped irritably.
The weekend was the only time I could sleep in and I had to work at one today, meaning I was hoping to sleep until at least ten, or hell maybe even later, not like I had a life these days.
"I know, but I have to go to work for a little while and wanted to show you something."
"Yeah fine." I called out, as I slid up to a sitting position and rubbed at my eyes.
Mom walked into the room and putting her arms out yelled, "Ta-da!"
Mom had on a teal blue sweater that went down over her hips and hugged her thighs. She'd obviously taken my suggestion to heart, because the sweater was skin tight, flattering her surprisingly fine chest and showing off her slender build.
From the waist down she had on a pair of black stretch pants that looked painted on, clinging to her like a second skin and showing off the fact she had a nice legs. The ensemble ended with the most shocking part of it, a pair of blue fuck me stiletto heels I couldn't believe she could walk in.
Like last night, her hair was down and had some curl in it and she had make up on as well. Her lips were painted a deep red, definitely not a shade she would normally wear, and she had on eye shadow that matched the sweater.
I focused again on the sweater, it wasn't too low cut, but there was a fair amount of cleavage visible as her tits were pushed up by how tight the sweater was.
"What do you think?"
"Um, wow." I said and wasn't humoring her, wow was the word.
Damn she looked different. Younger, prettier and I had to admit the word hot did come to mind. I imagined Jimmy or any of my friends looking at her right now and was sure they'd like what they saw.
"I like wow." She giggled like a giddy school girl. "So you think your mother's sexy now?"
Her words stopped my thoughts that she had indeed hit milf status. I was glad she seemed to be feeling more confident, but replaying the last couple of nights, catching her watching porn, then egging her on last night, I realized I shouldn't be the one encouraging her with this and needed to act like a son, not do the 'some guy' routine.
"If I thought you were sexy there would be something wrong with me."
"But you just said wow." She looked crestfallen. "Were you trying to make me feel good?"
"Mom, you look good, but like I keep telling you, I'm your son and sexy and hot aren't how I see you. No matter what you wear, I'm not supposed to."
"Cop out." She said softly. "I'm just not sexy to you."
"Why would you want me to be?" I asked.
"Because you're my target audience." She looked as frustrated as I was feeling, "If you think I'm really sexy so will other young guys."
"No, mom." I sighed, man this was getting ridiculous. "Other guys would say you were because you're not their mom. Mary's hot as hell, but Jimmy doesn't say that because it's his mom."
"Bet he thinks she's hot." She said, "He just isn't saying it, just like you." She rolled her eyes, "Would it be so bad for a son to say his mom is desirable?"
"Desirable?" I laughed, "I think that's a word that shouldn't be used in the same sentence as mom."
"Not in those movies we like."
We like? Great, I'd gotten my mother hooked on fake incest videos and milf porn.
"Wait." Mom cut into my thoughts. "Maybe if the sweater was shorter?"
"Huh?"
"Well you said wear tight pants, and I am, but the sweater kind of covers my ass, no?"
She turned around, showing off how the sweater hugged the curve of her ass over the pants. I recalled last night's thoughts of wondering if her ass was as nice as her tits and from what I could see, it might very well be.
Before I could figure out how to respond about what I thought, mom lifted the sweater up over her waist,
"Is it better with just the pants?"
It was, oh, man it was. The stretch pants hugged her ass damn well. Like on top, mom was busty and her well rounded ass had a damn sweet curve to it. The pants were also tight enough that I was aware there were no panty lines, meaning she was wearing thong. Since when did my conservative 'women my age shouldn't dress like girls your age' mom, start wearing thongs?
"Better with just the pants?"
"Um..." It was, but what was I going to say 'wow, great ass mom, show more of it?'
"Guess you don't like either look." She took my silence as a negative, which couldn't be more wrong because if that ass was on any other woman, I'd be following them around like a dog in heat.
"Oh, I know!" Mom snapped her fingers. "I know what would be a sexier look!"
She pulled the sweater back down over her ass-and I was disgusted with myself for being disappointed she covered it-and slipped her fuck me heels off. Mom then reached under her sweater and pulled her pants down.
"Mom, what the hell are you doing?" I exclaimed, even as my eyes followed her pants down her long legs.
"Don't worry the sweater covers my ass." She said.
She had to bend over to pull the tight pants off her feet and when she did the sweater rose and I was confronted with the bottom of her ass cheeks peeking out at me. Mom bent over further and my eyes widened when I saw the blue stip of material between her thighs.
Holy shit, what a look! I couldn't even try to deny I was gawking at not only my mother's ass but her barely covered pussy. I focused on the blue material, taking in the thin line where it was riding up between the lips of her...pussy.
As the word entered my mind I pulled my gaze from her ass. Mom wasn't the only one starting to mix porn absurdity with reality because I was now sitting there staring at my mother with a raging hard on.
My cock was so hard I sat up straighter so the covers would bunch up around my lap. God, what was wrong with me? Sure, she did look damn fine, but this was mom!
Mom slipped her shoes back on and turned to face me, now in just the sweater. "How's this look?"
"I think..." I'm going to have to jerk off, God I was hard. That thought was followed by my father was a goddamn idiot thinking my mother wasn't hot, but to her I said, "That you would turn some heads at any bar or club like that."
"What do you think though?"
She walked over closer to me and my eyes roamed over her from her red painted toes in the fuck me shoes to her, impressive chest and up to her full red lips and blue eyes, her long hair down.
"Do you think mom's sexy now?" She asked again.
"I think my mom's...a very attractive woman." I said honestly.
"Still not sexy though?"
"Not a word...I'd use." My throbbing cock called me a liar, but I held to my guns, refusing to tell her she was something no son should think.
"Really?" Mom stared down at me and this time, didn't seem upset. In fact I swore she was trying not to smile at me. Did she know I was lying?"
"Really." I nodded, "Mom's can't be sexy to their sons." I said simply, "But I bet other guys would say it. You should go out like that, have some fun." Please go out and get this out of your system I thought.
"Mom's can't be sexy to their sons." Again she seemed to be fighting to stay serious. "Well, I think you're wrong." She sighed like she had before, but it seemed exaggerated this time, "Guess I'll have to try one more look." She glanced at her watch, "But I have to get to work soon."
"You're going dressed like that?"
"Hell no!" Mom laughed, "I'm an office manager, not an intern looking to keep her job. Besides I don't want all those guys my age looking, I'm looking to impress a guy my son's age." She winked, "Can't be a milf when the guys are my age, right?"
"Right." I agreed.
"You going to be home tonight?" She asked.
"Yeah, I get off at nine and not like I have anything else to do."
"Good, I'll show you my last outfit." She shrugged, "You tell me I don't look sexy after that, I'll give up and stop brothering you."
"Deal." I said relieved, just tell her no, no matter what she was wearing and she'd stop this.
"See you tonight, honey." She leaned over and kissed my cheek and I couldn't help noticing, her tits encased in a blue bra that matched her sweater and thong.
"Have a good day." I told her as I watched her ass sway while she while away.
Mom bent over to pick up her pants and my cock twitched when she gave me another peek at her disturbingly fine ass. She stood up and when she opened the door to leave, looked back at me and winked.
Had she known I was looking? If she had didn't that mean she was teasing me on purpose? No. I shook my head at my thoughts, mom was in some type of mid life 'am I hot' phase and the porn had driven her to think son's found their mother's hot.
I lay back on the pillows for a few minutes, trying to sleep but all I could think of was how good her ass had looked, not to mention the outline of her pussy in that thong. I heard mom come back out of her room and walk past my room before heading down the stairs.
When I heard her car start and pull out of the driveway, I flipped my covers off, pushed my boxers down and grabbing my hard cock jerked off. From the time I started stroking to when I blew a huge load all over my stomach, all I could think of was my mother's ass in that damned thong.
*****
I pulled into the drive way at ten thirty and was thrilled to see, the lights were off in the living room. I had a chance to stay late and make some extra tips, which was always a good thing. But I'd also been happy to stay out later.
I was hoping to avoid mom tonight and the seemingly inevitable, 'think I'm sexy' thing that had been going on. I'd spent the entire day waffling between being disgusted with myself for jerking off to my own mother and not blaming myself, because damn she looked good and seemed to want me to think so too.
Well there was no bigger sign of a woman looking hot then when she featured in a masturbation fantasy. Not that's thought of her doing anything with me, that would have been beyond sick, but just thinking of how she looked had been enough.



But her claim she had another outfit, disturbed me more than it turned me on because I didn't want to be turned on. I didn't want to see what her next ensemble would be. Okay, maybe I did and that was now the issue.
I'd texted I had no idea when I would be leaving and that ploy seemed to have worked, because she was either asleep or at least in her room watching TV having given up on me coming home. I slipped in through the back door and taking my shoes off snuck up the stairs.
I moved as quietly as I could past her room, noting there was no light beneath her door. I thought about going to bed without a shower to avoid her hearing me, but I'd gotten bumped into just before I left and currently reeked of the beer that had spilled all over me.
I showered quickly and after pausing in front of the mirror to finger comb my short black hair, noticed my blue eyes, identical to mom's were more than a little bloodshot, I had to start getting some rest. Some sex would help, that was for sure. I slept like a baby when I used to fool around with Alicia.
I lingered on that thought. I was quick to think mom needed to get laid because she was asking her son what he thought of her. Truth was I was no better, getting turned on by my mother's weird attempts to get me to say she was hot. Time to go find some fun for both of us.
I dried off then realized since I hadn't gone into my room first, I didn't have anything to put on. There was no way I was going to slip my smelly work pants back on so decided to just wrap a towel around my waist.
I peeked out into the hallway to make sure mom hadn't come out to use the bathroom and hurried down the hall to my room. I slipped into the dark room and closing the door behind me, found the switch on the small lamp next to my bed.
Grabbing a pair of boxers from the pile of clean laundry, I was ready to drop the towel when mom spoke up behind me.
"I thought you'd never get home."
"Mom!" I spun around to face her, keeping my hand on the towel so it wouldn't fall off. "What the hell, are you doing in here?"
Mom was sitting in the chair at my desk, wearing a short, no, make that an uncomfortably short black robe. Her long legs were bare and stretched out in front of her and the robe was tied loose enough to see the inner halves of her breasts.
"I'm sitting in front of your computer, what do you think I was doing?" She sighed, "Had to do something so I wouldn't get bored waiting for you."
"Yeah, well I'm pretty beat, so think we could talk tomorrow?"
"No, you said you would let me show you my last outfit to see what you think of me."
"Mom, please, not tonight."
"Tell you what, honey, if you were to ask me if I thought you were sexy, I'd say yes in a heartbeat." She nodded, "That is a hot look right there."
"You think I'm," I caught myself, "Mom we need to stop talking about this. It's not right."
"I agree." She stood up and walked up to me. "We need to stop talking about this." She put her hands on my chest and smiled at me, "It's not right all I'm doing is talking and teasing both of us."
"Teasing?" I looked down at her hands on my bare chest. Her long red nails looked good there and whatever perfume had on smelled damn good.
Her hair was down and styled once more and she was again wearing makeup. She looked hot, a little too hotfor comfort and that wasn't even taking into account how her legs looked or the cleavage I was fighting not to look down into.
"Yes, I've been teasing you and you've been teasing me by pretending you don't think I'm sexy."
"Mom, look,"
"No, you look, Bryan."
Mom caught me by surprise, pushing me hard enough to make me fall into a sitting position at the foot of my bed.
"No you sit there and let me ask you one more time." She grabbed the ties to the robe, and opened it, "You think your mom's sexy now?"
"Oh my god!" I gasped.
Beneath the robe my mother was only wearing a skimpy black lace thong. Her tits were bare and were nothing short of amazing, large, perfectly round and featuring hard rose colored nipples. Despite her age and their size they were still high and firm and while I sat there my mouth open like an idiot, she cupped them in her hands, lifting them higher for me.
"Answer the question, honey, am I sexy now?"
"Mom what are you...doing?" I spoke slowly while watching her run her thumbs over her nipples.
The sight of her red nails caressing those rosy nipples caused my cock to swell, Christ she was sexy! I tore my gaze from her tits to look down at her flat stomach, swell of her hips and that thin patch of lace between her thighs.
"Maybe you need to see the back?"
Mom turned around and I released a sharp breath. The thong was only a string between the cheeks of her ass. Those cheeks were well rounded and when she gave me a playful shake, I noticed they barely jiggled, damn, what a fine ass!
Mom turned back around and my quickly sought out her tits, those incredible tits with those delicious looking nipples. Delicious? God, what was wrong with me? I was a guy, that's what was wrong with me. A young guy confronted with a damn hot milf that just happened to be my mother, who seemed to have no issue showing herself off to her son.
"Answer me." She leaned forward, putting her tits within inches of my face. "Am I sexy, Bryan?"
"Y...yes." I said softly.
"Hmm, didn't sound too convincing." She smiled, then grabbing my hands pulled them to her tits, "Here, have a feel, maybe you'll give a better answer."
I would have liked to be able to say I fought her, that I resisted her moving my hands, but I'd be full of shit. I didn't resist at all when she placed my hands on her breasts. They were soft, yet firm and her hard nipples were poking into my palms and most of all, they were my mother's!
I was fondling my mother's tits and my cock was aching beneath the towel as I slid my hands across them. Mom moaned softly as my hands caressed her nipples and I had to look down to see for myself, I was really playing with mom's tits.
"How about now?" She leaned over and purred in my ear, "Is mom sexy now?"
"I think so." I whispered, as I slid my hands beneath her breasts, holding them up and amazed at how heavy they were.
"Think?" She sighed, her hot breath in my ear sending a shiver through my body, especially my twitching cock.
She caused me to gasp, then moan when she grabbed my cock through the towel and squeezed it, "How about now? How about when your dick's in my hand? Is that sexy?"
"Mom, what are you doing?" I managed to ask as if I were trying to stop her. If I were really trying to stop her my thumbs wouldn't be moving across her swollen nipples as I squeezed her soft breasts.
"I'm doing what I've wanted to do since I first watched those movies, and what I've spent the last few nights getting you to want to do." She surprised me by kissing my neck, "Your mother."
"Whoa." I removed my hands form her breasts, "Mom, we shouldn't do this."
"Only way we shouldn't is if one of us didn't want to." She was still whispering in my ear, "And I want to and," She squeezed my cock making me groan, "And this tells me you want to."
She caught my right wrist again, but this time slipped it between her legs. I went to pull it back, but mom held me tightly. Not that she had to because once my fingers came into contact with her wet thong, I lost the will to move it.
"Oh, that's nice." Mom purred in my ear when I rubbed my fingers along the sticky black material.
Not only was the thong wet, but I could feel the heat of her pussy through it. That and the shape of her lips as my fingers pushed between them. Mom placed her left knee on the bed next to my leg and taking my face in her hands, kissed me.
I was so surprised I tried to move my head, but mom held my face and pressed her lips into mine. She moaned as she kissed me and unable to help myself, I returned the kiss marveling at how soft her lips were.
Even as those slips slid across mine, I wondered what the others would feel like without the thong over them. Mom was working her hips, grinding her pussy into my hand and my cock was so hard my balls were beginning to ache.
Her tongue flicked across my lips teasing around them before pushing between them. I moaned when I parted my lips and her soft wet tongue slid over mine. I put my arm around her waist and she groaned when I pulled her against me.
Her breasts pressed into my chest, her hard nipples pushing into me. Mom kissed me so hard she caught me by surprise. I was even more surprised to find myself returning that kiss just as passionately.
She slid one of her hands behind my head, her fingers sliding through my hair while her other hand once again found my cock through the towel. Even as I crushed her tighter against me and shoved my tongue hard into her mouth, I thought how easily this had happened.
This was supposed to be wrong, the ultimate taboo, yet one look at my mother's next to naked body and here we were acting like the porn stars in those movies. But even as those thoughts went through my mind, my fingers continued to stroke her and my hips were moving, shoving my cock into her hand.
I slid my lips from hers and worked them down the soft skin of her neck. Mom moaned her appreciation and pumped my cock harder through the towel. Her hand left my cock and I groaned in disappointment.
That feeling faded when she put her other knee on the bed and now straddling me, shoved her tit in my face. I eagerly sucked her nipple into my mouth and with a loud moan, mom pushed the back of my head and arched her back, pushing my face into her breast.
"Oh, yeah." She whimpered, "That's it baby, suck that tit, show your mother how sexy she is!"
She removed her nipple from my mouth, and turned to the left offering me her other tit. I swirled my tongue around her swollen flesh, teasing it with just the tip of my tongue and she shivered against me.
"Hmm, I love it!" She moaned, "As soon as I saw those movies, the ones with the mom and son, I wanted to try it!"
"You did?" I asked, then felt stupid, of course she did or she wouldn't be all but naked on my lap.
"I did, baby! After watching those, then seeing how sexy you thought milfs were I figured what mom would be better to you than your mom?" She moaned as my fingers pushed harder against her pussy. "And if I wanted a young man, what young man would want me more than my baby?"
"But I never thought of it." I whispered around her amazing tit. "Until now."
"But I made you think of it." She rose up higher on her knees and sliding her hand between us moved the thong to the side.
I gasped when my fingers now slid though her bare pussy. Jesus, she was wet! Not just wet, but soft. That is until my finger tips brushed her hard clit. Mom cried out and worked her hips hard into my fingers.
"That's right, honey; play with your mom's pussy. The pussy I made you think about!" She moaned when I rubbed her clit in slow circles.
"They say it's such a big deal, that a son shouldn't want his mother, but all it took was me showing off a little." She surprised me with a quick kiss, before continuing. "That and talking about it, telling you how I wanted a young man. Got you thinking about being that young man, didn't it?"
"Kind of." I moaned around her breast as her hand rubbed my cock.
"Kind of? That's why you didn't even try to fight it?" She laughed, then moaned when I eased my fingers back down through her moist lips, "I asked if you thought I was sexy and you started thinking it, didn't you?"
"I saw the look on your face this morning, Bryan, you were staring at my ass and looked like you were ready to explode!"
She rose up and down on her knees, working my fingers through her pussy. When my finger tips were right at her wet hole, she pushed them inside her and we both moaned. Her in pleasure and me in surprise at how wet, hot and fucking tight her pussy was.
"You jerked off didn't you, baby?" She kissed me again, "Blew a nice big load thinking about me."
"I did." I admitted, but my focus was more on her rising up and down on her knees, plunging my fingers in and out of her tight twat.
"Don't feel bad, I've been getting off to you for two weeks. That first mom son video I saw! Oh, I wanted to shut it off, but couldn't! It was so hot, that mommy getting on her knees and sucking her son, him licking her pussy, fucking her!"
She was gasping and moaning between her words and moving faster on my fingers. Still sucking her nipple, I placed my thumb on her clit and the cry of delight from her sent my cock twitching against her hand. God, I need that towel to be off so I could feel her soft hand on my hard cock!
I rubbed her clit faster with my thumb and with a long moan, mom stopped moving up and down. Instead she sat down on my hand, driving my fingers deep inside her and worked her hips, riding my hand while I stroked her clit.
She turned to the side, allowing me to suck on her other nipple and cupping the other with my free hand, I rolled her nipples between my fingers.
"Oh, look at you." She cooed, "You're making me feel so good!" She moaned, "Going to make me cum so hard for you!"
"Then I'm going to take good care of you, Bryan." She moved her hips faster and her thighs trembled against my legs. "Bet you'll think I'm sexy when your cocks in my mouth!"
Holy shit! There was nothing right about that sentence, at least according to what most people would say, but most people never had their mother shoving her tits in their face and promising to blow them.
I let my mind go with the taboo, but enjoyable thought of my mother sucking my cock. Those pink lips around me, those blue eyes looking up at me. I'd always fantasized about a blow job from an older women, so what if it was going to come from my mom?
"Oh fuck." Mom moaned, "Faster, baby, move that thumb faster, make mommy cum for you!"
I moved my thumb faster and pressed down harder. Mom's fingers tightened in my hair, pulling it, but all I cared about was how her pussy was tightening around my fingers as she rode them.
"Yes, oh yes, oh..." Mom lifted her head and released a loud wail that sounded wilder than any of the women in the videos I watched.
Her pussy contracted around my fingers and she shoved my face into her tit as her hips bucked wildly. Mom was yelping and squealing as her pussy convulsed, squeezing my fingers each time she yelped.
Mom moaned softly and leaning her head on my shoulder, sighed, "Oh, Bryan, I needed that so bad."
She eased her pussy from my fingers and sliding her legs off the bed stood in front of me. Her face was flushed and she was breathing hard, causing her amazing tits to rise and fall with each breath.
Grabbing my wrist, she lifted my hand to her face and with a nasty smile, sucked my fingers into her mouth.
"Oh, shit." I whispered, as her soft tongue swirled around my fingers.
"Hmm, I taste good on you." She licked her lips as she released my hand, "Can't wait to taste my pussy from your cock."
Looking down she grabbed the towel and pulled it open, exposing my cock. I'd been hard so long the swollen head was purple and pre cum was oozing down the shaft.
"Slide up on the bed." Mom pointed.
I had problem doing as she asked, moving back up the bed until I was sitting up against the head board.
Mom put her back to me and slipping her fingers into the sides of her thong, slid it down her legs. She bent over to remove it and I licked my lips at the sight of her glistening pussy peering out at me from between her thighs.
It was the view I'd jacked off to this morning, but with no thong obscuring her hot little pussy. Wow, this was my mother, but I'll be damned if those words didn't describe it. Mom turned back to face me and putting her knees up on the bed crawled up between my legs.
I swallowed hard and my heart raced while watching her on all fours, her tits, sliding along the bed and her sweet ass in the air. Her blue eyes were locked on mine and when she reached my cock she eased her legs back so she was lying on her stomach, my dick standing at attention in front of her face.
Mom grabbed my cock and rubbing it along the side of her face whispered, "Think mom's sexy now?"
"Oh, fuck yeah."
"You mean that?" She pressed her lips to the tip of my cock and removed them showing off the sticky pre cum on them. "Or you just saying that because your cock's about to be in my mouth?"
"Both." I told her, my heart racing in anticipation.
"Good answer." Mom licked her lips, wagging her tongue at me to show off the sticky fluid dripping from it.
She lowered her head and I moaned when she swirled her tongue around my balls. Mom slowly stroked my cock while her tongue bathed my balls. I moaned and relaxed against the pillows as my mother took her time, licked and sucking on each of my balls.
She'd bent her legs and was playfully kicking them back and forth. As good as her face looked between my legs, I let my eyes wander down her body, taking in her long hair down her back, her smooth skin and the sweet curve of that amazing ass.
Her long legs looked good, hell even her feet looked sexy as she moved them back and forth showing off her red painted toes.
Mom brought my attention back to my cock when she placed her tongue along my shaft and ran it up the length to swirl around the tip. She placed her lips around the head and then caused me to whimper when, instead of taking my cock in her mouth, she ran her lips up and down my shaft.
It felt damned good, looked even better, but she was driving me crazy.
"Don't tease." I breathed, "Please don't tease, mom."
"I like that." She kissed my cock, "Tell me what you want, Bryan, let me hear you say it."
"I want." I smiled at her, "My incredibly sexy milf mother to suck my cock."
"Hmm, you are a smooth talker." She winked, then parting her lips slid them over my cock.
I moaned then clenched the sheets in my fingers when she continued to tease, but now by sliding her mouth down my cock so slowly I had to fight not to thrust my hips. Inch by teasing inch, she worked her warm wet mouth down to the base of my shaft.
Mom sighed around my cock, her blue eyes rolling back as of it was a pleasure to have me in her mouth. She shook her head back and forth, swirling her tongue around my shaft before bobbing her head.
I sighed and placing my hands on her shoulders, rubbed her back as she slowly blew me. Mom moaned softly around my cock when I slid my right hand up through her hair and moved it to the side so I could watch the taboo sight of her devouring my cock.
Mom cupped my balls in her free hand, caressing them while stroking and sucking me. She moved her mouth faster and I groaned my hips now rocking slightly, pushing my cock up into her descending mouth.
"Hmm-mm." She encouraged me as she continued to suck her son's cock.
Growing bold I wrapped my hand in her hair and pushed and pulled, gently guiding her mouth along my now lip stick smeared cock. Mom smiled around my shaft and pressed her tongue against it.
I could feel her soft flesh along my shaft as she bobbed her head in a steady rhythm, accepting my cock being pushed up into her mouth.
"That feels so good." I told her.
Mom removed me from her mouth and rubbing my dripping cock on her cheek smiled, "Hey. Its been a while, but I think I remember how to do it."
"You're doing it just fine." I said, "I can't believe you're sucking my cock."
"Think this is something? Wait until you start fucking me." She smiled, "After you lick my pussy, because honey, having my son's big dick in my mouth is making me horny and I need to come again!"
She pushed her lips into a pout accentuated by my pre cum all over them, "Going to make me cum again?"



"As many times as you want." I said, "Anytime you want." I meant every word of that because even though I hadn't fucked her yet I was hoping this wasn't some kind of onetime thing.
"Careful with that.' She said while pumping my cock tightly in her fist. "Because your milf mommy's been without a long time. This girl needs to get fucked something fierce, baby, you going to be a good son and take care of me?"
"Anything you want mom." I moaned she licked the head of my cock, "But please make me come."
"You want to cum, honey? Want to cum in your mother's mouth?" She sighed, her hot breath causing my cock to twitch. "That works out then because I can't wait to feel you blow a big hot load down my throat."
Mom proved her words by taking me back into her mouth, but this time she didn't tease. I cried out when she took me down to my balls, then bobbed her head rapidly. She was jerking me off as well, her hand following the trail of her ink lips.
Mom opened her mouth wider when she was at the tip and let a long thick line of spit drool down my cock. She nosily slurped it back up, then did it again, but this time let her hand work the spit into my shaft.
Mom kept her mouth open and now the incredible pleasure of her mouth was accompanied by sloppy wet gurgling and sucking sounds. Mom was letting g her spit slide down my cock and taking me deep so fast she was making gagging sounds.
Holy fuck, she was really sucking me like a damn porn star! Her eyes were watering from pounding my cock hard into her throat and she was moaning in between the sloppy sounds. My balls tightened under her fingers and my cock was twitching each time she sucked it deep.
I was moaning and whimpering as my legs trembled and I fought to hold back and enjoy every second of my mother's talented mouth.
"Its okay." She spoke around the head of my cock, "Go ahead and cum, baby. This is only the beginning, I'll be sucking this cock every night, or any time you'll let me."
She resumed her sucking as if it were a competition and her words had inspired such hot images of my mother sucking me in my bed, in hers, in the shower, at the kitchen table...that my hips rocked as my balls convulsed and I felt the cum racing through my cock.
"Fuck!" I moaned as my cock erupted into her mouth.
Mom moaned and continued sucking me. As before she kept her mouth open and as fast as my cum spurted into her mouth, it oozed back down my shaft. But mom kept sucking, slurping up my cum, even as more spilled out.
Her hand was still moving, rubbing my slick cum along my shaft. My hips jerked and I moaned continuously as my mother put on a show better than any movie I'd ever seen. My cock was no longer spurting, but wrapping her lips tightly around the head, mom sucked hard enough to hollow her cheeks and I whimpered when she milked a few more drops.
Smacking her lips, mom ran her tongue up and down my shaft, licking it clean. "Did that make you happy, honey?" She asked, "Did I give my young stud a milf worthy blow job?"
"Oh my God." I sighed, "Goddamn, you're hot mom."
"And you're still hard." She said softly, stroking my cock. "Bet a guy my age would be getting soft and need a break."
"Maybe." I shrugged, not really caring about anything, but getting my mother on her back with her legs spread so I could lick her pussy.
But mom had other plans. Surprising me yet again she got to her knees and swung her legs over my hips so she was straddling me. Grabbing my cock she held it as she moved her hips, rubbing her wet pussy along it.
"Damn," I moaned, "That feels...Oh, fuck!"
Mom had let herself go, driving my cock deep inside her pussy. I gasped at how fucking hot and tight she was and mom groaned,
"Oh, honey, that is such a nice cock!" She worked her hips, sliding me out then pushing back down on me again.
Mom sat straight up and slid her hips back and forth, sensually riding me. As I put my hands on her hips, she raised her arms over her head, taking her hair up with them and posing for me.
"Think mom's sexy now, baby?" She breathed as she rode my still hard cock. She cupped her tits and played with her nipples while moving her hips faster, "How about now?"
"Sexiest woman I've ever seen." I told her and wasn't just saying it, Christ she looked good! Way sexier than any of the girls my age I'd fooled around with, even Alicia.
Alicia may have had a nice tight little body and been playful, but my mother was a mature woman, with one hell of a body and knew what she wanted and was pretty much just taking it. The fact she was my mother should have been a turn off, but it was one hell of a turn on.
Those videos no longer seemed too farfetched anymore and I wondered how many other moms and sons had crossed this line and loved every minute of it. Watching my mother ride my cock and stroke her tits I also wondered what the fuck was wrong with my old man that he would put her down and not want this?
Then again, I supposed I should be thanking the asshole because he was the one who'd made mom insecure enough to want the sexual approval of her son. Mom leaned over, putting her hands on either side of my head, and kissing me.
I eagerly returned the kiss and just as eagerly sucked on her nipple when she dangled her tits over my face. She purred happily as she moved side to side and I licked and sucked each of her nipples.
Sliding my arms around her waist pulled her down against me. Mom moaned softly as she slid her arms under my shoulders and held me tight. She kissed my neck and sighed into my ear, when I wrapped my arms tighter around her and moved my hips, fucking her harder.
"Yes, oh, yes." She groaned, "That's it, Bryan, fuck your mother! Fuck me nice and hard! Show me how bad you want me!"
I fucked her has hard as I could in that position and mom's little cries and squeals in my ear made me want to fuck her even harder. She cried out in surprise, when I wrenched my body to the side, rolling us over so I was now on top of her.
"Fuck, yeah." She laughed, smiling up at me, "Look at you taking charge, taking your mother."
Well seeing she said it that way...leaning up on my knees, I grabbed her legs and pushing them backwards, leaned over her and fucked her with long hard strokes.
"Fuck, oh fuck!" Mom called out as her feet were now over her head, her ass was off the bed and her lust crazed son was pounding her pussy like she was some slut I'd picked up at a bar. Mom put her hands on my chest as she cried out repeatedly.
Grabbing her ankles, I leaned back and spreading her legs out as far as I could, resumed my assault on her sopping wet slit.
"Oh, God, I needed this!" She moaned, "Honey, I'm so glad you wanted to fuck me!"
"How could I not?" I managed in between my heavy breathing, "Look at you!"
"Me?" She giggled and it turned me on more than her moans. Cupping her wildly bouncing tits she played with her nipples for me, "You think I'm sexy? Me, your mom?"
"My mom's the sexiest fucking milf I've ever seen."
"Am I sexier than Mary?" She winked.
"Don't know, I never fucked her." I returned the wink and mom laughed.
"Bad boy!"
"Bad mom, fucking your son." I replied.
"I thought this would make me a good mom." She laughed again and as good as it felt fucking her, I loved hearing her laugh like this. The fact we weren't just fucking, but having fun added another thrill to this. Man, what the hell was so bad about this people all thought it was wrong?
"Makes you the best mom." I told her, while putting her feet on my chest and playfully flicking my tongue across her red tipped toes.
"That tickles." She giggled, "I like it, but, honey, I bet there's a better place for that tongue, don't you?"
I slowed up fucking her and hoping I wouldn't have to stop. Sensing my thoughts, Mom said, "Oh, don't worry, Bryan. You'll be fucking this pussy until you can't get it up anymore." She laughed, "And I plan on sucking you hard all night. But baby, mommy needs to come again!"
Fucking her all night? Her sucking me hard over and over again? Moving so quickly, mom laughed, I eased my now glistening cock from inside her, slid down between her legs and buried my face in her pussy.
"Oh, yes!" She moaned, "Youth and enthusiasm! I love it!"
As I plunged my tongue into her hot little box, I thought I might be loving it just as much, if not more than she was. God, I couldn't believe I was tonguing my mother's pussy! I moaned at the taste of her sticky juices in my mouth as well as her sweet scent.
I moved my head back and forth, tongue fucking her and mom squealed in approval. She placed her soft feet on my shoulders and looking up, I saw she was rolling her nipples between her fingers.
I slid my tongue from inside her and worked it up through the soft wet folds of her pussy until I found her swollen clit. I gently sucked it into my mouth as I slipped two fingers inside her and mom released a long soft moan that caused my cock to twitch against the bed.
"Yes, honey." She purred, "Right there, oh, right there!"
I swirled my tongue in slow circles around her clit, then flicked it up and down and side to side. Mom's hips moved, keeping her clit under my tongue as I teased and pushing my fingers deeper inside her.
"It's been so long." Mom moaned, "And my baby looks so good between my legs."
"You looked pretty good between mine." My words were muffled against her hot sticky pussy, but she heard me, replying,
"Then we should both spend more time there." She giggled again, "Maybe we'll have to try a sixty nine later."
Later, sixty nine...holy shit, this was going to be the night of a lifetime. Hell, I didn't have to work tomorrow! All night, all fucking day! I was going to spend the rest of the weekend wearing myself out on my mother's incredible body.
I sucked her clit harder than before and mom's hips jerked, shoving her slit in my face. I moved my fingers faster and mom followed suit, bucking her hips into them.
"Oh, Bryan," she moaned, "That's it, lick it faster! You can take your time later, but right now please make your mother cum!"
Well, being that I was raised to always do as my mother said, what else could I do other than try my best to get her off? I pressed my tongue harder against her clit and taking growing even bolder, eased a third finger into her pussy.
She groaned as her tight twat spread around my fingers, then yelped when I pumped them in and out. I sucked her clit hard and fast and her toes curled into my shoulders. Mom groaned and arching her back, lifted her ass off the bed.
"Oh, right there!" She moaned, "I want to come so bad for you! I want to come for my son! On your tongue, all over your face!"
Mom's feet pushed hard against my shoulders and I flinched when she threw her head back and released what could best be described as a howl. Her pussy contracted around my fingers and clamping her thighs around my head, she bucked her hips wildly.
I kept my tongue moving even as she ground her hot sticky pussy into my face. Her pussy squeezed my now still fingers that were buried knuckle deep inside her and she cried out repeatedly as she came long and hard.
Speaking of long and hard, my cock was yet to go down and my hips were rocking, desperate to return to the delightfully taboo act of fucking my mother. Mom's feet relaxed against me and with a long shuddering moan, she opened her thighs, releasing my face from its pleasant entrapment against her pussy.
"Now that's how to give your mother a kiss."
"That's not all I want to give you." I slid back up to my knees and drove my cock into her still quivering pussy.
"I'll take anything you want to give me!" Mom cried as I resumed fucking her hard and fast.
She was so wet I could hear my cock entering her and making wet sucking sounds as I withdrew. I looked down, watching the length of my wet cock working in and out of her pink slit. The lips of her pussy moved with each thrust, trying to suck me back in each time I drew back to slam her again.
"That feels so fucking good!" She groaned, "But not what I want right now."
"What?" That surprised me and I stopped in mid thrust and slid my cock from her.
"Hmm, don't worry, baby, I think you'll want what I want."
Mom sat up, leaned over, and grabbing my cock, took me in her mouth. I moaned as she bobbed her head rapidly and she moaned as well. Her blue eyes were looking into mine as she made my cock disappear into her amazing mouth.
Mom released my cock with a smack of her lips and a sigh, "Hmm, we do taste good together."
She then trolled over onto her hands and knees, lowered her head to the pillow and put her ass in the air.
"This is what I want." She looked over her shoulder at me. "I want my son to fuck his slutty milf mom on her knees. I want you to just take me, Bryan!"
Again, it was rude to disobey you mother. I grabbed her hips and slammed my cock balls deep inside her. Mom screamed in pleasure as I didn't hold back and tore into her, hammering away at her sloppy wet pussy.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck!" She called out each time I slammed into her.
Mom grabbed the head board and held herself up as I went to town on her and the sight was so sexy it spurred me on to fuck her even harder.
"Take it! Take your mother's pussy! Make it yours!" She cried out, "It is yours baby! Its yours whenever you want it and I hope you always want it!"
"I don't think that's even a question!" I gasped as I pounded away on her, "Mom, your fucking amazing! I'll never want another girl after this!"
"Oh, baby, don't tease me!" She moaned. She then laughed, "I mean it, don't tease, just keep fucking me!"
I took a deep breath and gave it to her as hard as I could. As mom squealed and yelped, my breathing picked up and my balls tightened as I couldn't hold back any longer. My cock was twitching with each thrust and my moans were going up in pitch.
"Don't come yet!" Mom called out.
She pulled forward, removing my cock from inside her and rolling onto her back, opened her legs.
"Come on, baby. I want to watch when you come for me!"
I put my hands over her head and slipping inside her fucked her with long hard strokes. Mom put her arms around my shoulders and looked into my eyes as I continued to hammer away at her. Her eyes were wide and her lips parted as she moaned. Her face was flushed and her hair sticking to her cheeks from sweat.
Her huge tits were bouncing wildly and she really was the hottest most beautiful woman I'd ever seen. How had I never seen it before? Oh, because we're all told we shouldn't see it. Well now that I had seen it, my mother was going to be the only woman I wanted to see beneath me, or over me, in front of me...
I gasped when my cock twitched and I felt the come racing through it.
"That's it baby!" She sighed, "Give it to me, give it your mother."
I cried out when my cock exploded, spurting its warm fluid deep inside my mother's pussy.
"Oh...oh, Bryan." She moaned, "Oh, baby, that feels so good! Keep giving it to me!"
She wrapped her long legs around my waist and thrust her hips, pushing my squirting cock deeper inside her. I whimpered like an idiot as I continued to fill my mother's pussy and beneath me, she sighed and cooed as if this were the best thing she'd ever felt.
I stopped moving as my spent cock had nothing more to give, or so I thought. Mom caused me to gasp when her pussy contracted around me, milking a few more drops from me.
"Oh, man." I moaned as I lay down on top of her.
"Easy, honey." She said in my ear, as she ran her nails along my back. "Just lay here with me." She kissed my neck, "Let me hold my beautiful son."
I slid my arms beneath hers and we lay there in silence, kissing each other's necks and enjoying being this close.
"I feel your heart beat." She whispered in my ear, "I love you Bryan."
"Love you to mom." I said with surprising emotion as I realized I felt closer to her than ever and not just because we were naked and had just had sex, but in an emotional way as well.
She sighed as my cock softened inside her and after a few minutes, I rolled over onto my back.
"I can't believe we did that." I laughed, "I keep waiting to wake up."
"If this is a dream I don't want to wake up." She laughed and rolling over onto her side, slid up against me and put her arms around my waist. "I want to always be right here with you."
"Mean that? I asked, "I mean this wasn't just about you, you know getting back in the saddle?"
"Of course not." She said. "Why would you think that?"
"Because this all started with you saying you wanted to attract young guys."
"Oh, honey, that was a game." She rested her head on my shoulder and kissed my cheek. "You were the young man I wanted right from the beginning."
"Really?"
"Yes, really. I was so lonely and didn't think I could trust another man and you've been so good to me, especially as a man more than a son. I saw those movies and I was like, why the hell shouldn't a mother and son who love each other so much share that love in a special way."
"That was pretty special." I agreed.
"Question isn't about me, honey. What about you? You going to go find some hot milf now that you had one?"
"You're my hot milf mom." I kissed the top of her head and slipping my arm under her pulled her closer to me. "You going to stay here tonight?"
"Of course." She snuggled closer, "It feels so good to be close to you." She giggled, "Besides it would be pretty tough to wake you up sucking your cock if I was in another room."
"Wow." I laughed. "Milf's are insatiable."
"This one has a lot of time to make up for." She sighed, "I want to wake you up to fuck me. Then I want to fuck in the morning, then play in the shower." She put her lips to my ear, "Then in my bed and you can use my toys on me."
"Goddamn." I said, "I like how you think."
"Thinking is all I've been doing, now it's time to live it." She paused, "Hey, Bryan can I ask you something?"
"Yes mom. Yes, I think you're sexy now." She laughed in my ear, "What's so funny?"
"I was just going to ask if we could switch sides of the bed so I can have the breeze."
*****
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"Yeah look at that," Steve whispered while staring at the hot blonde on her knees sucking cock on his lap top. "Look at that little slut go."
The little slut was sucking like the porn star she was, easily taking the guy's huge cock deep into her mouth and moaning, gagging, drooling and spitting all over it. As fast as she sucked, Steve stroked, working his cock with his lotion lubricated right hand.
Unfortunately his cock wasn't half as excited as the guy in the video and he was fighting not to concentrate on it, but just watch the video and think about the girl, not his barely semi hard cock. She stopped sucking and standing up, bent over a table.
The guy slapped his huge hard cock on her ass a few times, then grabbing her hips proceeded to fuck her silly. She was moaning and squealing and the camera jumped around, showing off her wide eyes and open mouth as she yelped, then her big beautiful tits swaying and her hand between her legs, rubbing her clit as her pussy was being pounded by his hard dick.
His hard dick; because Steve's was currently at half mast and not getting any bigger. Unable to help it he looked down at his only partially inspired cock and moaned, "Come on, what the fuck!"
He stroked faster then gasped, "Oh, fuck!"
He was going to cum. He tried to stop, but was at the point of no return and even with his hand no longer moving a drop of cum appeared at the tip of his cock and oozed out.
Groaning more in frustration than pleasure, Steve stroked his cock and watched as his cum pumped down his just now hardening shaft. By the time he'd squeezed out the last few drops he was fully hard, but as soon as he stopped jerking it just as quickly began to soften.
"Fuck!" He exclaimed, "Not again!"
For the last week any time he jacked off he either came while still only semi hard or had just finally gotten fully erect before immediately coming. Disgusted he released his useless, flaccid cock and shut off the porn.
Grabbing some tissues from the box on his desk, he wiped his cum and lotion covered dick and tossing gross tissues into the trash, pulled his shorts up over his now totally flaccid cock. What the hell was wrong with him?
Whatever it was, he better figure it out and soon because it wasn't just happening while jerking off, it was happening when he was with Ashley and she wasn't going to be okay with it much longer.
Sitting back in his chair and staring at the spreading wet stain on his boxers and annoyed at hos small his cock felt between his legs, Steve hoped this would go away as fast as it had shown up, but he was starting to wonder if it would.
It had happened for the first time three weeks ago. Ashley's parents weren't home and they'd been fooling around in her room. Ashley was a damn hottie, long reddish brown hair, green eyes, long legs; big tits, a smooth little pink slit and she loved to fuck whenever they had the chance.
He was laying naked on her bed and she had just done a fun little strip tease for him and as always his cock was rock hard at the sight of her tight body and those amazing tits. She had come up onto the bed, knelt between his legs and begun blowing him.
He'd laid there thinking life couldn't get any better, a gorgeous girl sucking his cock and the entire afternoon for him to return the favor, licking her sweet pussy, then fucking her as often as they could manage in the next few hours and that was usually two or three times.
She'd sucked him for a few minutes, moaning and whimpering around his cock and shaking her perfect little ass back and forth. Ashley had then slid up on top of him. She leaned over, letting him suck her hard pink nipples, then kissing him.
He'd put his arms around her and they'd kissed deeply, their tongue's in each other's mouths. She was sliding her wet pussy along the length of his cock and that's when he noticed he didn't feel as hard as he had before.
Ashley had then slid her pussy up to the tip of his cock and eased down, to slide him inside her. She loved being on top-and he loved her there-so it was a move she'd done many times in the months they'd been fooling around.
But this time instead of entering her hot tight pussy, his cock had slid along her wet skin. She tried again and his cock didn't even feel like it was bending. Ashley had sat up and reaching behind her, grabbed his cock and stroked it.
Steve was alarmed when he felt how soft he was and tried to focus on her hand and her tits, her pussy, trying to get it hard again. Ashley had been good about it, smiling and saying it was just his way of getting more of her mouth.
She slid back down and sucked him again. Steve became more flustered when despite her best efforts with her mouth, he was not getting fully hard. Ashley removed his soft cock from her mouth and said "Relax, baby, I know he wants me."
She'd started sucking him faster and to his relief he felt his cock beginning to stiffen, but as quickly as it did he'd gasped in surprise at the sudden feeling he was going to cum and tried to tell her to stop.
Ashley stopped moving her head, but his cock went off in her mouth anyway. She was a good girl once more and sucked on him, taking all of his unexpected load, then simply shrugged, "Guess you needed that."
He'd quickly went about making it up to her, trading places with her and licking her pussy, while fingering her. He got her off and as always Ashley came damn hard, squealing louder than ever seeing her folks weren't home and they weren't trying to be quiet.
Any other time he'd gone down on her he'd been hard as hell, how couldn't he be being between her soft creamy thighs and tonguing her hot pussy while she played with her tits for him? Usually just the sound of her coming could have him ready.
But this time? He was close to hard, but it still didn't feel right. He slid up between her legs and tired to push his cock inside her. He got it in, but as he started pumping he could feel it bending awkwardly inside her.
He took it out and rubbed it along her slit. Ashley put her feet on his chest and even spread herself open, stroking her clit to turn him on. He tried again and when he once more could only give her a few weak pumps whit his semi hard cock, he'd gotten upset and stopped.
Ashley was patient and they lay there awhile then she tried blowing him again. She got him hard and got on her knees for him. In just the short time it took him to get to his knees behind her his cock was softening.
In a panic he shoved it inside her and humped her like a damn rabbit, quick little strokes trying to cover the fact his cock was barely hard. To make it worse the same thing happened as when she sucked him, he had barely achieved a full hard on and he went off inside her in less than a minute.
He lucked out in the sense Ashley was okay with it, not saying anything beyond he was probably nervous over finals and his GPA that would cost him his scholarship if he didn't keep it up. Well so far his GPA was all he was keeping up because his last three attempts with Ashley had been getting worse and worse.
Each time they fooled around he wasn't hard at all, even going down on her did nothing for him down there. She had to stroke and suck him and it either ended with him cumming pathetically in her mouth or barely able to fuck her for thirty seconds.
The last time she had understandably begun to lose patience She wasn't outright mad, but he'd caught her rolling her eyes after he came inside her after about a dozen pumps last time and sighing and looking annoyed when she had to work his cock like a porn star just to get him close to hard.
She had told him it was all in his head after the first time and he agreed. Steve was only twenty and in damned good shape. This was in his head and he needed to get it out of there. But now it was all he could think about.
Every time he thought of sex with her his cock would respond as always, but when he got to where he was with her nothing happened and no matter how hard he tired he couldn't stop thinking about it. Now it was even when he was jerking off!
After the last time Ashley had told him she didn't want to try anymore until he felt he was ready, said it made her feel bad he couldn't get excited with her and cheap when he went off in her mouth like that. She told him to go talk to a campus councilor which was free, but Steve stubbornly refused to go tell some guy, or worse a woman, he couldn't get it up.
But it was getting him. Steve was getting more and more nervous as time went on and in addition to it being about not getting it up, he was getting frustrated from not having any sex that didn't involve his hand and even that sucked, it wasn't fun to come when you weren't even hard.
Mostly though, Steve was worried it might cost him Ashley. She was his age and shouldn't have to deal with a guy with a limp dick. They'd been together close to a year and he liked her for a lot more than her looks, she was smart, sweet and adored him. Plus she was a good loyal girl and that was rare these days. Even his mom loved her.
Speaking of mom, even she had noticed he wasn't himself and kept asking him what was wrong. Since dad had left a couple of years ago, mom and he had grown much closer and they talked about everything.
Mom had told him he could always talk to her, even if it was a 'guy thing' because she would do the best she could to give advice. No matter what the issues was her standard line was "I'm here to help".
She usually did have good advice and never hassled or made fun of him no matter what the topic of discussion. In fact many times it had seemed as if he were talking to a friend rather than his mom. But this?
Staring down at the wet stain seeping through his thin shorts, Steve sighed, maybe he would talk to her. At this point it couldn't be any more embarrassing than trying to have sex with his girlfriend with a limp dick, right?
He glanced at the time and saw it was only nine am. He had no morning classes today and neither did Ashley, but he had lied to her and said he had something to do because he was afraid to spend time with her because she would be looking to fool around.
The fact he was dodging a cute girl who wanted to fuck him told him he had truly hit rock bottom. Tonight when she got home from work, Steve would bite the bullet and try to bring himself to talk to his mother about his sexual inadequacy.
It wouldn't be an easy conversation, but like she always said, she was here to help.
*****
"Come on, please." Steve begged his cock as if it could hear him as he stroked it to a hot milf story.
The older woman was stroking the guys cock telling him how big and hard it was and how good it felt in her hand. Steve had a thing for hand job videos because he loved Ashley to jerk him off, loved the way her soft hand felt around his hard dick just as the woman was saying in the movie.
But it was more like his soft cock in his hard hand right now. He was getting beyond frustrated, At this point he wasn't even horny, but he kept trying to play with himself, figuring maybe this time he would get hard, like a person's who's car wouldn't start and they kept turning the key hoping it would start.
He jumped at a knock on his door.
"Hey, Steve, can I come in?" Mom called out.
"Hold on!" he was surprised to see it was six o'clock and was glad mom had knocked instead of just walking in.
He pulled his shorts up carefully as he had been lounging around his room after taking a shower and wasn't wearing any underwear. He shut the porn off and turning spinning in his desk chair to face his door, he said, "Come in, mom."
His mother entered and with a smile, Steve whistled at her, "Wow, look at you, mom! You trying to get a raise at work?"
"Please." She laughed, "I'd settle for a raise anywhere these days." She gave him a wink and he felt himself relax.
Although his mother would never say anything really inappropriate to him, she treated him like an adult and would make jokes about sex including her current lack of a boyfriend. Not sure why she would be alone, Steve's mom was a good looking woman.
Her black hair was currently pinned up, but when down flowed to the middle of her back. She had big brown eyes and an adorable girl next door smile and look to her. In fact to Steve, she was more cute than hot, at least her face was.
From the neck down he'd had more than a few friends tell him his mother was pretty hot. Steve certainly didn't look at her like that, but could see it. Mom was slender with nice long legs and it would be hard not to notice she had a fairly impressive chest.
Currently she was showing off her assets in a short one piece sleeveless red dress that tied around her neck. It was showed off a fair amount of cleavage and Steve noticed, there was something he didn't notice, bra straps. Maybe the dress had some padding built in because her chest seemed more prominent than usual.
Whoa, it was time to get his sex mojo back because he was just taking note of his mother's breasts.
"Why dressed up?" He asked, "Or should I say down?"
"Went for a drink with the girls after work." She shrugged, "We're all single, but no bites for the bait I was dangling." She looked down at her dress, "I didn't wear this to work, I wouldn't have the guts."
"You look good, mom."
"Well hey, at least one man thinks so!" She walked over and kissed his cheek before pulling over the small chair next to his desk sat down across from him. "So when I called at lunch you said you wanted to talk to me?"
"Mom, I have a...uh, problem."
"I know." She nodded, "Its plain as day you have something on your mind, honey. I've been waiting for you to come to me with it."
"It's kind of awkward though."
"Honey, what do I always tell you?"
"Mom's here to help." He told her.
"But I can't help until I know, so let's hear it."
"It's a guy thing."
"Okay, well I have two brothers and was married to your dad for twenty years, I'm no stranger to men, Steven."
Right, but it's." He sighed, "It's a sex thing."
"I know you're shocked, but I've had sex, honey." She rolled her eyes, "Maybe not recently, but I still remember it and quite fondly."
"TMI." He told her.
"No, no TMI, we're talking as adults, like we always do. So is there a problem with you and Ashley? Something not right between the two of you?"
"You could say that."
"Then let me help, I really like that girl; I think she's a keeper."
"She is." He agreed.
"So...problem is?"
"Wow, okay." He took a deep breath, "Mom, lately I've been having a hard time, uh, being hard."
"You can't get it up?" Mom asked bluntly.
"Yeah, thanks." He rolled his eyes. "I feel much better now."
"Oh, honey." Mom laughed, "That's nothing to be ashamed of. It happens to every guy at some point and any guy that says it never happened to them is lying."
"Really? It happened with dad?"
"Of course." She nodded, "In fact it was happening in our last month's together, and then I realized it was because he was too tired to get it up because he was banging other women."
"Sorry, mom."
"Sorry I brought it up, but yes honey, its happened with men I've been with."
"But I'm only nineteen!"
"It's not about age, it happened with my boyfriend back in college."
"It did?"
"Yup, he and I always had a lot of fun, then one night it didn't happen and it kept not happening and he would get more and more frustrated which of course means it won't happen."
"Exactly!" Steve felt a wave of relief flow through him, it was normal, well at least common. "Now all I think about is it happening or not happening."
"And its all in your head Steven. It's no joke, the big head controls the little one."
"I guess, I mean even when I jerk..." He caught himself and mom raised her eyebrows. "Never mind."
"And you're thinking about before you even start touching it." She didn't let him off the hook, "Trying too hard." She winked, "Pardon the pun."
"Funny." But he grinned at the joke, "So what do I do?"
"Well, its not just up to you, Ashley has to help. Has she been mad at you?"
"Not the first couple of times, but last time she was a little bummed, says it makes her feel bad and we can't try again until I think I'm better."
"That's not good." Mom frowned. "Did she try to you know, help when it happened?" She gave her son a sly smile, "We girls can be very persuasive."
"She did a few times."
"And nothing?"
"Well, it would uh, you know, get there, but as soon as it did it was over." Steve looked away from her, this was getting more awkward.
"See that's nerves honey." Mom explained, "You want to and you can't so when she's helping you, your mind is fighting it, but eventually let's face it, she's," She paused, "Working it and it reacts, but you're so uptight it's over right away."
"I don't feel stressed, well now I am about that."
"Honey, you've been studying hard for your finals and money's tight. You're worried you could lose your scholarship money and have to leave school. You've also been working more because your dead beat asshole father doesn't send any money to help with school. You have plenty to be uptight about."
"I suppose."
"And now you're really worried about this. The second you think will it? It won't."
"But how do I stop thinking about it?" He threw his hands up, "I don't know what to do and now I really feel pressure with Ashley."
"That could be a problem." She stroked her chin in thought. "Because when a guy I was with had it happen, I was the cure."
"But she tried to be the cure." He told her, "She really did try."
"I am sure she did, but she's young and the thing is to get you very relaxed which isn't easy for her because she's probably worried to, or probably like me when it was my boyfriend in college I thought it was me."
"So what's going to help?"
"The thing is honey; all you need to be okay is that one good time. It happening the way it used to just once will give you your confidence back."
"Well, no one's going to help me with that, Ashley doesn't want too and if I say 'can we try'..."
"It sets you up to fail." Mom nodded, "See what you need is to be totally relaxed and carefree. What I did finally was just tell him, and then when it was your dad, that it didn't matter."
"What do you mean?"
"I told them to lay back and relax and let me take care of it. I told them if they come in my hand or my mouth, its okay. I won't be mad; we're there to make each other feel good."
"I can't believe my mother is sitting here talking about come." Steve shook his head, "I am pathetic having this conversation."
"No, you're not, honey. Your dad's not around to talk to and I'm here to help my baby, no matter what he needs help with."
"This might be a little out of your control." Steve sighed.
"Maybe not." She told him, "I bet I can help."
"So you...you told them it didn't matter?"
"I did, I said my goal was to please them and once they got off they could play with me and get me off. I did that with my boyfriend and first time he went off like you did, barely hard and very quick, but I showed him how much I loved getting him off and then the next time...it happened because he knew no matter what I would be happy with him."
"But she doesn't want to." He grunted, "She's not going to play that game and I don't blame her."
"And that puts more pressure on you." Mom moved her legs and Steve looked down to see she was sliding her heels off. Her toes were painted in the same turquoise as her dress and Steve noticed that as always her long fingernails matched.



"What you need is to know its okay that you can just wait for it to happen. You need someone to make it happen for you."
"Then that's my hand or taking another chance with Ashley." He said disgustedly, "One makes me more pathetic and the other could really make things worse."
"No, it won't work with her, she's become a source of your nerves." Mom reached up and removing the clip from her hair shook her head, causing her long black hair to cascade down her shoulders.
"But for a good reason because you want her to be happy and things to be okay. Still it adds to the problem and she's not the answer."
"Then what's the answer?" Steve asked while she removed her silver bracelet, then her watch and put them on his desk. What was she doing?
"I am, honey."
"You are?" He narrowed his eyes watching her now remove her long earrings and add them to the pile on his desk. "How are you going to help?"
"By showing you there's nothing wrong, honey. That you just need to relax and let it happen."
She stood up and stepping between his legs, pointed, "Take your shirt off for me."
"What?" Had he heard her right? "My shirt?"
"You need to be relaxed and comfortable." Mom said, "So let's get this shirt off."
Steve sat there stunned when his mother grabbed the bottom of his t-shirt and tugged it up to his chest, "Arms up!" she laughed.
Steve lifted his arms, still wondering what the hell she was up to. He knew what it had sounded like, but he had to have been misunderstanding her. Mom tossed his shirt across the room near the hamper then to his surprise, she sank to her knees between his legs.
"Mom, what the hell are you doing?" he demanded when she unsnapped his shorts and tugged down on his zipper.
"I'm doing what I'm supposed to do, help my, baby." She smiled up at him, "Just relax, Steven, let mommy help you out."
"Mom, you can't do this." He told her even though his eyes were now focused down her dress, taking in the large amount of her soft creamy breasts visible there.
"Who says?" She asked, then removing her hands from his zipper ran them up and down his chest. "Easy, honey, just sit back and enjoy me touching you."
Steven watched her small hands and long, slender fingers caress his chest. Her bright nails looked good on his skin and when she leaned closer her soft hair brushed his stomach.
"Hmm, you feel nice, honey." She ran her hands down his arms, "Ashley's a lucky girl, getting to enjoy a good looking young man like you."
Steven gasped when she put her hands back on his chest and teased his nipples with her long nails. "My baby has quite the hard young body, doesn't he?"
"Mom, um, you need to stop." He whispered, but even as he said it he was alarmed to feel his cock twitching in his shorts.
He couldn't believe this, weeks of struggling to get a hard on and his cock was starting to react to him being touched by his mother?
"No, you need to just let it happen, honey, just let your mother make you all better." She leaned close and parting her lips, teased his nipple with her tongue.
"Oh, that feels...nice." He said softly.
"Ashley do this for you?" She paused, looking up at him while her fingers stroked his nipples, "I doubt it, young girls haven't figured out guys like their nipples played with yet."
"No." He shook his head and even the one word answer came out shaky while his mother licked his other nipple.
She made more of a show it this time licking all the way around it, then up and down pressing her arm wet tongue to his erect nipple. Between his legs his cock was now semi hard, but harder than it had been on its own since his problem started.
"That's it, honey, it's okay to like it, you're supposed to like a woman touching you."
"But you're my mother." He was telling himself this as much as her at this point because he was enjoying this a lot more than he should right now.
"But I'm also a woman, a woman who is going to show that you're just fine."
She kissed each of his nipples and when she removed her mouth there was a perfect red outline of her lips around each one.
Her hands slid down his stomach her nails causing his skin to tighten. His crotch was tightening as well as his cock continued to swell. Steven was breathing harder and his heart beat faster when his mother gabbed his zipper and pulled it down.
"Hmm, no underwear." She nodded, "I've always loved this look."
She ran her fingers through his pubic hair, just over his cock which was trapped down his leg. She placed a kiss just above his cock, again leaving a lipstick imprint. Damn, mother or not, that was sexy.
She grabbed the sides of his shorts, "Lift up, honey, I can't help if I can't touch it."
Steven hesitated and she gave him a reassuring smile, "It's okay, honey. I'm your mother, I've seen everything you have." She winked, "Not recently of course, but I've seen some nice cocks in my day, so don't worry about embarrassing me, I'm just fine."
He knew he should tell her to stop it. To just leave him be, that would be the right thing to do, but right thing according to who? It was just him and his mother here, no one would know and was obviously fine with touching him and after all, she was just trying to help.
Before he could change his mind he lifted his hips, and she quickly pulled his shorts down his hips and past his knees down to the floor.
"Oh, look at this." She purred, taking his semi hard cock in her hand. "Look, he's already getting there, know why?"
"W...why?" He stammered while staring at the surreal sight of his cock in his mother's hand.
"Because you weren't thinking about it. You weren't wondering 'am I going to get hard' because you were only thinking about what I was doing, actually not thinking at all."
"Um, yeah this kind of caught me by surprise." He managed the sentence while she pumped his cock.
"But see?" She stroked him faster and he groaned when his cock responded to her touch, growing longer and thickening in her hand. "This nice young cock is already getting bigger and its going to get even harder!"
She lowered her head and shocked him by spitting on his cock. She pumped him faster, her hand gliding faster now over his slick shaft.
"Here's the thing, baby. All you need to know is you don't have to do anything, you sit back and let mom do all the work, I'm here to help!"
She squeezed his cock for emphasis and with a groan, Steven did as she asked and let himself relax back into the chair while watching his mother jerk him off. He was getting even harder and more importantly he didn't feel the urge to come already. His hardening cock felt natural despite the unnatural method his erection was being obtained.
"There you go," She breathed while staring down at her son's growing cock. "It's getting harder for me already! But it's not there yet. Hmm, I know what will help. How about we give you something to look at?"
Reaching up with her free hand, mom untied her dress and grabbing the top of it pulled it down, exposing her breasts.
"Holy shit, mom." Steven exclaimed, taking in his mother's bare tits. They were pretty damn big and well rounded. Her creamy globes were highlighted by her rose colored nipples which were as hard as he was becoming.
"You like them, honey? Does seeing your mom's tits get you excited?" She pumped him faster, "Feels like it does."
"They're amazing." he was surprised to hear himself say it, but it was true, his mother's tits were by far the biggest he'd ever seen and looked damned good.
"Good." She caused him to groan when she pressed his now completely hard cock against her right breast.
She rubbed his dripping tip around her nipple and moaned softly as she did. She then slapped his cock hard against it several times and her brown eyes were bright with lust as she watched her son's cock striking her tit.
She switched to the other nipple and Steven moaned at the way his sticky pre cum looked smeared across her nipple.
"Oh, honey, you're so hard now!"
Mom released his cock, then sitting up on her knees wrapped her soft tits around his cock and bounced up and down.
"Damn." Steven moaned as her soft, warm breasts stroked his cock.
"Move honey, go ahead, fuck my tits, feel how hard you are!"
Steven moved his hips and mom moaned as he worked his cock through the valley of her fleshy tits. She was right; he was hard as a fucking rock and it felt so good! He moved his hips faster and looking down, mom let a long line of spit drool onto her breasts.
She pressed them harder around him and he moaned as his cock moved easier through her now slick tits. She lowered her head and he gasped when the next time his cock appeared at the top of her tits, she flicked her tongue across the tip.
"Like that?" She asked when his hips jerked and he tried to thrust it further up towards her mouth. "You want to feel my mouth, honey?"
"Can I?" He was so turned on by the fact he was hard, he was dying to feel her mouth around his functioning cock. The fact she was his mother and doing this for him should have bothered him, but it was now fueling his lust.
"I'm here to help, baby." She let her tits go and taking his cock in her hand, stroked him, "After all, we have to make sure you can stay nice and hard to enjoy Ashley's pretty little mouth, right?"
"Right." He agreed, but no way he was thinking of Ashely, right now all he was thinking of was his mother's mouth.
"How about you play with my tits first?" Let his cock go and held them up to him.
Steven eagerly reached down and fondled her tits. They were soft, but firm at the same time and surprisingly heavy in his hands. He worked his fingers over her nipples and mom closed her eyes and moaned softly for him.
"Yes, play with those tits, honey and look, you're still hard, see? I'm not touching you and your cock is still right up there like it should be!"
She was right, his cock was at attention between his legs and he was now so hard his balls were beginning to ache. He took hold of her nipples and they were as hard as he felt. Mom moaned when he rolled them and pushed her dress down to her hips.
Steven noticed her moving her hips and her face was flushed. She was helping him, but she looked pretty damned into it herself.
"But as hard as he is, we have to keep testing it, don't we?" She gave him a sexy smile, "Have to make sure he'll be okay in your girlfriend's mouth make sure you don't cum to quick or lose interest."
She gave a mock sigh, "But seeing she's not here, I guess your mom is just going to have to find out if you're okay."
She kissed the tip of his cock then with no hesitation, opened her mouth and took him into it. Steven released a long moan at the sensation of his cock in his mother's warm wet mouth.
"Hmm," she moaned, her brown eyes locked on his, "Hmm-mm!" she bobbed her head in a steady rhythm, whimpering around his cock as she blew him.
Steven was doing some whimpering of his own at the way his mother's skilled tongue was sliding around his shaft inside her mouth. Her soft lips were wrapped around his delightfully hard shaft and the way she was staring up at him was a huge turn on.
Her eyes remained on his when she opened wider and took him down to the base of his shaft. He cried out in pleasure as she slipped her tongue out, licking his balls while deep throating him. She shook her head back and forth, working the tip of his cock along the roof of her mouth and his hips moved uncontrollably, pushing himself even deeper.
Mom didn't mind, she continued to moan as she held him balls deep in her mouth and moved her head while licking first his balls, then the base of his shaft. She had been holding his cock, but had released it to take him all the way.
Putting her hand son his thighs she bobbed her head more rapidly than before.
"Oh, fuck, mom." He moaned as she worked her amazing mouth up and down the length of his cock. "That feels so good!"
She released his cock with a wet sucking sound. "It's supposed to and know what else feels good? That big hard dick in mouth! Baby, there is nothing soft about you!"
She took him back into her mouth and he put his hands in her hair as she sucked him, again, but more slowly this time. Steven on e hand through her long, soft hair while rubbing the smooth skin of her bare back with the other.
He leaned over her as she sucked him, and grabbing her dress managed to push it further down. Steven managed to just get it over her hips and was surprised to see the strings of a thong the same color as her dress and nails.
His mother continued to suck his cock, her head bobbing even as he leaned over her. With a moan he sat back and watched his mother continue to give him a hot, hands free blow job. Her dark hair fell across her face, obscuring the view and Steven brushed it aside, his eyes fixed on his cock vanishing repeatedly into his mom's mouth.
His legs trembled and he began to moan louder as the fantastic blow job took its toll, causing his balls to tighten and prepare to release their contents into her mouth. Mom then withdrew him from her mouth and wiping a mixture of spit and pre cum from her lips said, "Someone's getting close."
"Yeah, but at least not right away." He said, and then waited expectantly, hoping she would take him back into her mouth.
"Well, let's see," she ran her finger tip teasingly around the sensitive underside of his cock. "We need to make sure you're fine, so let's see if that cock stays hard with no attention.
She stood up in front of his and brushed her tits across his face, letting him suck briefly on each nipple before taking a step back.
"Did you want to see my ass, baby?" She turned around and shook it at him.
"I want to see everything." He answered, not even trying to pretend he didn't want to see his mother's entire body.
"Then how about I show you? After all, I am trying to do whatever I can to help you out here."
She pushed the dress down past her thighs and did a sexy shimmy, causing it to fall to the floor around her feet. Mom kicked the dress away and wiggled her ass for him.
"Wow." Steven, whistled at the sight of his mother's firm little ass. The thong was only a small patch of lace at the top of her ass and a thin string between her cheeks.
It dawned on him, she had mentioned going out to a bar like this and he began to wonder if his mother had been hooking up like that here and there and not telling him. The idea of his mother, who he now saw as a damned sexy woman, picking up a guy, maybe even a young one and going to his place to fuck was a damn hot one.
He was brought back to the show in front of him by mom hooking her fingers into the sides of the thong and doing another sexy little shake, pushing the thong down. She bent over to remove it and Steven was confronted with her glistening pink slit peering out between her creamy thighs.
His cock jerked between his legs, reminding him he was as hard as he should be. Just the sight of his mother's now completely naked body had him as excited as he had been when she was blowing him.
"Looks like you like what you see, honey?" Mom looked over her shoulder at him.
"Damn you're fine, mom." He told her, taking in her long well shaped legs and the smooth skin of her back. Her black hair looked sexy down the white skin of her back and he couldn't believe how sexy she was.
"And you're still very interested." She stepped backwards, putting herself between his legs and pushed her ass at him, "Like the rear view?"
Steven's answer was to grab her hips and kiss her ass. She giggled as he kissed and licked both cheeks of her ass and ran her hands up and down her thighs.
"I guess you do!" She bent her knees and he moaned as she grabbed his cock and held it while rubbing her ass along his shaft.
Mom worked his cock between the cheeks of her ass and he moved his hips just like when he'd fucked her tits. His cock made a sticky mess between her cheeks and he was so hard his balls were tight and aching.
"Well, you stayed nice and hard, baby, now let's see how you hold up, between my other lips."
Before he could respond, mom lowered herself onto his cock. The both moaned as she eased him into her hot, wet and tight pussy. She moved slowly and he felt her pussy spreading around his thick cock until her ass was in his lap.
"Oh, fuck this is a nice cock, baby!" She wiggled in his lap and he moaned as her pussy worked his him. "And so hard! You're so hard for me!"
"And you're so fucking sexy." He told her, then groaned when she bent over and worked her hips.
Holy shit, his own mother was giving him a form of reverse cowboy! His cock slid in and out of her pink lips and grabbing her cheeks he squeezed them and moved his hips in time with hers, pushing is cock deeper into her hot snatch.
"Yes, baby, yes." She cooed, fuck that pussy, fuck it with that big hard cock! So fucking hard!"
She leaned back into him, pressing her back against his chest and raising her legs, put her soft feet on his knees. She ground her hips, working his cock and resting her head on his shoulder, turned and kissed him.
He was caught by surprise at first, but eagerly returned the kiss. Mom grabbed his hands and brought them to her breasts.
"I like that." She sighed as he fondled her breasts and rubbed her nipples while she worked her hips back and forth, riding him.
Steven thrust his hips harder, but couldn't fuck her too hard with her on his lap like this. Mom didn't seem to mind as she kissed him again, this time slipping her tongue in his mouth. She grabbed his right hand and put it between her legs.
Steven gasped at how wet her slit was as he ran his fingers through the folds of her lips. His fingers found her hard clit and mom whimpered into their kiss.
"Rub it, baby." She whispered against his lips, "Take your time and play with me, make me cum and just think about that, think about how good my pussy feels and how hard you are. Think about how fucking good you feel in there, how you've got your mother's cunt stuffed with that big dick."
Cunt? Damn, his mother was a dirty little thing! He thought excitedly as he rubbed her clit and enjoyed her moans into their deep, passionate kiss. Steven pressed his thumb harder to her clit and rubbed it faster while thrusting his cock as hard as he could manage.
"Oh, yes." Mom moaned, "Keep doing that, baby, keep playing with my pussy, make me come on that beautiful hard cock!"
He rubbed as hard and fast as he dared and mom surprised him by letting her head fall back onto his shoulder and squealing so loud in his ear, he flinched. He then moaned as she bucked her hips wildly into him and her pussy clenched and unclenched around him.
"Oh, fuck!" Mom moaned as she continued to squirm on his lap, squealing away as his cock plunged into her convulsing pussy.
"Oh, I needed that." Mom sighed she stopped moving and let her feet slide from his leg to the floor. "I know I'm supposed to be helping you, but that was for me."
"I'm here to help too!" He laughed, then moaned when she bounced up and down on his cock several times, drawing his cock out until just the tip was inside before slamming back down into his lap.
"Then we'll help each other." She said and this time stood up, leaving his wet cock swaying between his thighs.
Mom turned, bent over and made him moan by taking him into her mouth and bobbing her head rapidly several times.
"Oh, I taste good on you!" She told him, then taking his hand, tugged on it. "Let's go over here."
She led him to his bed and Steven was proud to see his still hard cock bobbing as they walked to his bed. Mom stopped at the foot of his bed and laying back so her pussy was right on the edge of it, put her feet on his chest.
"Come on, baby, give mommy more of that sweet hard cock!"



Steven happily put his hands on her legs and slid his cock slowly into her, reveling the sensation of his mother's hot pussy engulfing him an inch at a time.
"Ohh, look at you, taking your time! Can't do that with a limp dick, could you baby? Oh, no, you'd be desperate trying not to lose it, but baby, this big dick is ready for more, isn't it?"
"Lot's more." He moaned as he moved his hips faster, now fucking her with long hard strokes.
He watched his cock slide in and out of her pussy noticing her clit was as swollen as it was when he had gotten her off. He wasn't the only one still excited. Steven fucked his mother harder causing her huge tits to bounce and she cupped them as he hammered away at her, stroking her nipples and moaning as her son was indeed showing his mother how hard he was for her.
"So fucking good!" She cried as he grabbed her ankles and pushed her legs straight back so he could fuck her deeper. "You are fucking me so good!"
Steven smiled down at her loving the look on her face as he fucked her. Her big brown eyes were wider than ever and her mouth was partially open, moaning as her son gave her a good hard fucking with his very hard cock.
"Hmm, you know how I'd really be able to feel how hard your cock, is baby?" She smiled, "If you gave it to me doggy style, that's the position where only a hard cock will do! Can't be soft and give a girl a good fucking from behind, now can you?"
With an ear to ear smile of anticipation, Steven withdrew his now dripping cock and watched his mother roll over onto her hands and knees, pushing her perfect ass at him. Licking his lips, he grabbed her hips and with one long hard thrust plowed into her pussy.
"Fuck yeah!" Mom cried out, "Oh, that is not soft, baby! You are fucking hard as a rock for me, aren't you?"
"Oh yeah," he breathed as he repeatedly drove his cock balls deep into her sopping slit.
"Then show me! Show me how hard you are! Show me how my stud son takes a pussy with that big fucking dick!"
Far be it from him to disappoint his mom! Rearing back, Steven squeezed her hips harder and really tore into her. Mom howled her approval as her son hammered away at her like she was some damn whore he'd picked up somewhere and not his mother.
Hell, he had never dared fuck Ashley this hard, but Ashely, as hot as she was, was a girl, mom was a woman and a damned hot one, who talked dirty and acted dirtier. His mother was a hot fucking cougar who needed a good hard fucking and knew how to get one.
She had worked him up to be this hard. Doing it with her hand, her mouth, now her pussy and he was showing him exactly what she had done to him by making her feel how hard he was and how bad he needed to fuck her.
"Take it!" Mom moaned, "Take it, baby! Take that pussy, make it yours! Show me how you're going to fuck Ashley next time you're with her! Show me how you're going to make that hot little thing squeal for you!"
The fact mom was talking about Ashley as he fucked her should have been weird, but like everything else today, it egged him on. Knowing his mother was helping him be good to his girlfriend made this even sexier.
Steven's knees were trembling and his hips couldn't seem to move fast enough as his balls tightened and he was getting close to coming. He had no complaints that was for sure, they had been playing for a long time and he's fucked her long and hard with no problems.
Damned straight Ashley was going to squeal next time they were together, but right now it was his mother's hot pussy quivering around his cock and her sexy ass in the air. She was looking over her shoulder at him, her eyes wild and her hair plastered to her flushed, sweaty cheek.
She was yelping with every thrust and the sight of his much his mother was loving him pounding away on her sent him over the edge. With a loud gasp he gave her several savage thrusts and she cried out, "Hold it, baby! I want to see you come!"
He whipped his cock out, squeezing the base and moving quickly, mom rolled over, sat on the edge of the bed and took his cock from him. She opened her mouth and Steven cried out as a huge spurt of cum erupted from his cock and splashed onto her waiting tongue.
Mom released a gurgling moan and pushed the cum down her chin with her tongue. She pumped his cock furiously and he moaned and whimpered as his cock exploded all over her face. She moved her head side to side letting him paint both her cheeks as well as taking another squirt into her mouth.
He swore he had never come this hard or this much as his balls continued to empty on his mother. The cum dripped down her cheeks and onto her chest and tits, sliding down her hard nipples.
Mom moaned and taking the tip of his cock pressed it to her lips and squeezed it hard enough to make him whimper, milking the lst few drops onto her soft, full lips.
"Oh, my God." He moaned when she stopped jerking him and after giving his cock an affectionate kiss, smiled up at him though her cum coated lips.
"That was a big load!" She laughed, "You needed that, didn't you, honey?"
"Hell yeah." He sighed and reaching over to the hamper grabbed a towel for her to wipe off with.
"Oh, and a gentlemen too!' She giggled as she wiped cum from her tits. "Get one more good look." She smiled again and stuck her tongue out, showing off the cum in and around her mouth before wiping it off.
"Damn, that was just...amazing." He sighed, sitting down on the bed next to her.
"It really was." Mom tossed the towel back onto the hamper. "I mean, you know, I was just doing it for you."
"Right." He grinned, "You needed that too, didn't you, mom?"
"I can always use a good hard fuck from a good looking young man." She winked, "Been a couple months since I had one."
"Mom! You...you're really a cougar?"
"Oh, yeah, honey. Since your father took off, I'm done with guys my age. Maybe when I decide to get serious I'll find a nice guy to spend time with, but right now?" She sighed and lay back on the bed, "I do love the way young guys look at me and fuck me."
She stretched her arms over her head, pushing her big tits out and Steven felt his cock twitch.
"I can see why they want you, you're pretty damn hot, mom."
"Why thank you." She laughed, then taking his hand asked, "But see, honey? Your cock worked just fine you just had to kind of sneak up on it and not worry."
"Oh, you snuck up on me alright." He told her, his gaze drifting down her body to linger at the glistening pink flesh between her legs.
"But it helped, didn't it? You know you're fine now don't you?"
"Uh, if I say no will you help some more?" He gave her a sly smile.
"Hmm, maybe." She smiled, "You do have a nice girlfriend and I do want you to be with her, but..." She let his hand go and squeezed his cock, "But you know, if there's a time you guys can't get together for a few days and you're really horny, I wouldn't want you to start worrying again."
"And I might." He followed her lead, "You know if it's a few days I might start wondering."
"Well we can't have that now can we?" She shrugged, "I want you to take care of Ashley, Steven, she is a good girl and a sexy little thing too, but it is a mother's job to keep her baby, happy and healthy so if you're ever worried about it, you come see me, okay?"
"You know, um, this could be a fluke, me being that hard." He tried to look serious, "Might take a couple times before I'm really sure I'm okay."
"Well, we do have the weekend. You could always wait until Monday to go find Ashley and show her how much you want her."
"True." He put his hand on her soft stomach and sliding it down, slipped it between her thighs, his fingers easing into her wet pussy and his thumb finding her hard clit.
"Hmm, that feels so good." She purred, "Now that you brought it up, I think I may need to be sure I did my job."
Stroking her clit, Steven stared hungrily at his mother's pink slit and with a smile said, "You know, mom, there is something else I think I need some help with."
"What's that, baby?"
Sliding off the bed onto the floor, Steven draped her legs over his shoulders and plunged his tongue into her pussy.
"Oh!" She gasped as he swirled his tongue inside her, before running it up through her soft lips to flick around her excited clit.
"I think," he paused to kiss her clit causing her to moan, "That I need some help licking pussy, you know maybe you could let me practice a little, make sure I'm good at it."
He sucked her clit between his lips then swirled his tongue around it.
"Well, you know, what I always tell you, Steven." She groaned as he slid two fingers inside her while his eager tongue danced across her clit. "Your mom's here to help!"
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"You want me to what?" I exclaimed, my eyes wide with shock.
"You heard me, mom." Rick replied, an evil smirk on his face, "I want you to do what you've been doing to all those guys behind dad's back. So get on your knees and suck my cock."
"I won't!' I shook my head vigorously, causing my long blonde hair flying about, "I'm your mother, for Christ's sake."
"You're a big time slut!" He pointed at my black micro dress, "Look at how you're dressed! Bet you just came back from fucking someone!"
"What do you care?"
I put my hands on my hips and pushed my chest out, showing off the fact I had no bra on. My tits were a little on the smaller side, but still pretty prominent in the skin tight dress and I'd given my nipples a quick pinch to harden them when the camera had been on Rick.
"Your father's never home and he cheats on me, so what, I like to have some fun?"
"You have a lot of fun and you're fucking guys my age!" Rick laughed, "So why not fuck me?"
"Because I'm your mom and mothers don't have sex with their sons."
"They do when they don't have a choice." He shrugged, "Unless you want dad to see these."
He held up the envelope and pulled out several photos. I gasped when I saw they were from recent shoots, me on my knees sucking off Jimmy Jay. I was holding his cock in front of my open mouth, cum drooling from my lips and down onto my chin and tits.
He showed another pic, this one of me on my hands and knees getting fucked from behind by Mark Steel. My blue eyes wide and my mouth was open in a staged cry of pleasure.
"Where did those come from?" I demanded.
"Um," Rick hesitated, when I went off script, "I had you followed and..."
"Seriously!" I snatched the photos from his hand and waved them at Dan sitting just off to the side of the set, "Where the hell did you get these?"
"Cut!" Dan yelled, "Calm down, Molly, they're stills I had printed to use as a prop."
"Since when do we really need props?" I walked over to the edge of the set, my absurdly high stiletto heels clicking on the floor, like any mother would walk around her son in five inch heels. "He could have showed me a damn Chinese food menu, the camera doesn't have to see them."
"Molly," Dan came over to me, "It's standard to have a few stills for the website galleries."
"These are on a website?" My eyes widened, but this time the surprise-and dismay-was real.
"Yes." He sighed, "They're on Nasty Moms, the site we filmed the videos for. Don't worry; they don't have permission to put them anywhere else."
"But..." I stopped when he held up his hand
"And the videos are there already so if someone's on that site they've seen the movie, so why do a couple of pics matter?"
"It's just." I frowned and looked down at my red painted toes peeking out from the fuck me shoes, "I worry."
Dan stepped onto the set and leaning closer spoke so only I could hear him, "Mary, I know what you're worried about and I've done the best I can to control the material you film, but things like this are standard and I can't tell the site who bought your video they can't post pics."
"I know, Dan, I appreciate it." I said softly, "You're taking care of me as much as you can."
"And I'll keep doing it, but Brad's here today and you know he's a prick, so I need you to just get through this shoot without getting upset and questioning everything. He's the money man and you've been making a lot of it and he wants to check you out."
"I know Brad." I rolled my eyes, "God, he was the biggest D-bag director when I did this the first time, girls hated working for him. At least now we have choices."
"Right and you chose a hell of a guy." He winked, "But I have a job, so get your ass back over there and let your son blackmail you."
"I hate this mother son shit." I sighed, "I think Rick's Paul's age."
"But Rick isn't your son and this is what sells and you seem to be a damn natural playing sexy mommy parts, its why we're killing it and I'm getting you paid more, so tell yourself it's not real, cause it's not."
"Oh!" A loud voice cried from the back of the set, "Ten minutes into a fucking shoot and we need a break?"
"Just a question about the script, Brad!" Dan called as he turned away from me.
"We need a script for this shit?" Brad made his way over to an empty chair next to Dan's seat, "Just do what you do best Molly, fuck that kid silly."
"He's already silly." I replied with a forced smile.
The comment drew a few laughs and a tight grin from Brad, "Anyone in this biz is, but get back up there before he needs a fluffer."
"I don't mind!" Sally, the young red head who had the fluffing duties for the day, laughed. "I like my job."
"Newbies." Brad waved his hand at her.
"She's submissive," I heard Dan say to him as he sat back down, "Girls like her get off on demeaning things, being a fluffer is a damn turn on for them."
"Then why do we pay her?"
"Union." Dan laughed.
I walked back over to Rick and forced myself to relax and just go with it. Every shoot I'd done since I'd returned to the industry six months ago had been like this. I got upset, found something to pick at, then resigned myself to what I needed to do.
What I needed to do was suck and fuck Rick, for starters anyway, and few were the women my age, or any age, who would think that was a bad thing. At twenty one Rick had already been involved in porn for three years, starting a few months after he turned eighteen.
He was damn good looking, tall, well built, not muscle bound, but lean and hard. His black hair and green eyes along with his high cheek bones and pretty boy features made him a favorite not only with the viewers, but a lot of women enjoyed him.
Like most of the male talent he was well hung to go with his looks, but the best part about him was how easy he was. He wasn't a cocky jerk like a lot of the others and always was quick with a joke and smile.
Rick was still young and new enough to like his work. He had a soft touch and no matter what the script called for he would improvise and try to make his partner feel good.
No easy task as most women in the industry were going through the motions and acted their way through while thinking about nothing more than getting the shoot over and collecting their check. I'd thought I'd have gone back to being that way as I had years ago when I was Rick's age and already jaded from over a hundred shoots.
But to my dismay I got into the scenes, not from desire, but it was easier if I could tell myself I was getting something from it other than pay. But the last four months had been nothing but mother or step mother scenarios and I felt like even more of a whore than usual, not just being filmed fucking, but pretending they were my son when I had one at home.
Yet I still became aroused on the set and Dan and others noted it and it's what had made "Molly Minx" the hottest name in incest porn the last few months. I hated it, but the scenes paid more money because of the content.
"You'd show those to your father?" I asked Rick, getting back in character.
"Only if you make me." He waved the photos, "You give me what you gave these guys, I'll just forget all about them."
I wanted to roll my eyes at the absurd premise, but Nasty Mom was more pornographic than erotic and after the basic premise was set, there wasn't much in the way of conflict.
"You'd really make me suck your cock?" I pushed my lips into a pout, "You'd want to be bad to your mother?"
Rick started to smile at my adlib, but quickly got the snotty smirk back on his face, "If you were a good mother I wouldn't want to be, but seeing my mother's a pig, you can be one for me." He held up the photos, "I wonder if I should e-mail these or show him in person."
"Fine, if it'll shut you up, you little shit." I shoved him, not hard, but Rick was expecting it and took a couple steps back to fall onto the cheap couch that had seen more sex than most prostitutes over its years on the set.
I climbed onto him, my knees on his thighs and grabbing his face, kissed him hard. Rick returned the kiss and after a moment of normal kissing we both opened our mouths wider than necessary to show off our tongues waging war.
"Yeah, you want mommy to fuck you, you little bastard?" I hissed in mock anger while unbuttoning his shirt.
"Why not, you fuck every other young guy, may as well fuck your son. Not like you could get any sluttier."
Not his fault, but that remark stung. I was a slut; a pig fucking for money while her twenty year old son thought she was working her part time 'modeling' job. As always I used the pain and shame to fuel me to get through the scene and leaning back ripped my dress down, causing my tits to pop out.
I shoved them in Rick's face and released an exaggerated moan when he sucked my right nipple into his mouth, "You like that tit? You like mommy's tits in your face?"
"Not as much as I'll like my cock in your face." Rick spoke around my tit.
"Goddamn Molly, you still got the sweetest tits in porn" Brad called out, "That's the great thing about smaller tits, no gravity and no boob job!"
A few of the guys in the crew laughed and refusing to let him bother me, I sat back on Rick's lap and cupping my tits, stroked my nipples, showing them off for Brad as much as Rick. Let the prick look all he wanted, I was proud to say I was one of the few girls who even when I was younger never slept with his disgusting ass.
Rick's hands replaced mine, squeezing my firm tits and then rolling my nipples between his fingers.
"Show me her ass, Rick!" Dan called and snapping his fingers pointed to Joe, one of the camera men to get behind me while Rick pulled my dress up, exposing my ass and the black thong that barely covered my pussy.
"Ass is just as fine." Brad spoke up, "The years have been good to you, Molly, you're as hot a milf as you were a little slut." He laughed, "Full circle, huh?"
"What an asshole." Rick murmured into my chest. "All the girls hate him."
I slid lower, kissing his chest. Rick groaned when I swirled my tongue around both his nipples before easing off his legs and kneeling between them. I kissed and licked his stomach while undoing his jeans.
I unzipped them and removing his long, thick, and already rock hard cock. I licked my red painted lips, "Hmm, you do want mommy, don't you?"
I fluttered my tongue around the tip of his cock, before running it up and down the length of his shaft. I sensed movement behind Rick. Jerry; another cameraman had taken up position behind the couch, placing his camera over Rick's shoulder to get the POV angle of my impending blow job.
"Suck his balls, Molly." Dan said behind me.
Rick eased off the couch to let me tug his jeans down to his ankles and grabbing his impressive cock, I pumped it slowly with both hands while sucking his swollen balls into my mouth. He moaned as loudly, and about as convincingly as I did, as I sucked each of his balls in turn.
Not that it didn't feel good, but despite popular myth, the guys could get as jaded as the women as far as sensation went, but I'd still put my money on them having it much easier than we did.
"Lick them, let's see a lot of tongue." Dan instructed.
I swirled my tongue while still jerking him off and letting some spit flow from my mouth, I placed my lips to his balls and shook my head back and forth, getting them wet and pushing more spit into them to cause it to drip down my chin and his sac.
"Nice, now let's see some head." Dan continued.
I ran my tongue back up his shaft and parting my lips, took him into my mouth. I moaned around his cock, my eyes rolling back as if I'd just had an orgasm and bobbed my head in a steady rhythm.
"Oh, fuck mom, you can suck cock." Ricky breathed the ridiculous dialogue while grabbing the back of my head and guiding my mouth along his prick.
"Look at him," Dan prodded, "Let the pervs see those beautiful baby blues, Molly."
I looked up; keeping my eyes on the camera, not Rick, to give the illusion it was him I was looking at. I kept my eyes wide as I continued sucking him, now taking him deeper and moving my head faster.
"Move her hair." Someone said and sliding my hair from my cheek, Rick wrapped both his hands in it and cocked his head at me, silently asking if I were ready.
I tapped his thigh and he said, "Stay still and let me fuck your slutty mouth, mom."
I remained still and opening wider, relaxed my throat and gurgled as he thrust his hips, pounding his cock into my mouth. I made gagging noises for effect and allowed the mixture of spit and precum to flow from my mouth and down his shaft, then noisily slurped it back up, when he drove his cock into me again.
He continued to assault my mouth while I made squealing and gagging noises. I heard someone call for Derek, and despite my best efforts, felt another wave of disgust, knowing what was coming next.
"What the fuck, Rick?" Derek called out behind me as he walked onto the set. "You couldn't wait for me?"
"Told you bro, you snooze you lose." Rick laughed even as I continued to blow him. "I got to mom first." He paused, then said, "But hey, join on in. You'll take care of both your boys won't you, mom?"
I released his cock from my mouth and with strands of spit dangling from my chin, and turning to face Derek, who was just in a pair of boxers, his cock already out, whispered, "That's right, a good mom doesn't play favorites, right?"
"Molly, say it again louder." Walter, the sound guy called out, "Didn't get that."
"A good mom doesn't play fav...oh this is stupid!" I sat back on my knees, "Really? Two sons fucking their mother like it's nothing?"
"Cut!" Dan spread his arms out, "All porn is dumb, Molly, but you're talking about guys with their dicks in their hands, think they think at all?"
"Who would treat their mother like this?" I asked, "The other videos have some eroticism, some emotion."
"This is for Nasty Mom." Brad spoke up, "The site wants slut mothers, Molly. You want 'I love you', stick with the Loving Mothers brand, but you're getting paid extra for this, so just do what you do best, fuck."
"Well, hey, if she doesn't want to," Derek said,"I'll step off and it can just be her with Rick."
"No, you'll play your part; she knew the script coming in." Brad countered, "Or do you want to not get paid?"
"Just don't want to make her do anything, she's not cool with." Derek shrugged.
"God almighty." Brad threw his hands in the air, "I hate this milf shit because we have to get all you young guys to play their kids and you're all sensitive little pricks." He was getting red faced and waving his arms.
"If all the girls and guys did only what they like, we'd only have half the movies out there. It doesn't have to make sense and she doesn't have to love it. The two of you are going to fuck her like a pig on a spit and she gets paid five times what you do to pretend to like it."
"Sorry, Brad." Derek mumbled, running his fingers nervously through his sandy brown hair. "I'm ready when she is."
"One minute." Dan hopped out of his chair and coming over to me, knelt down to talk quietly in my ear.
Before he spoke it struck me how stunted to nudity everyone was. Dan was kneeling not two feet from Rick's dripping cock which was still fairly hard and not only were my tits out, but there was pre cum all over my face.
On the other side of me, Derek, in preparation for coming up behind me and fucking me, had his cock hanging out of his shorts and was just standing there, now making small talk with Rick.
"Molly, you signed on for this."
"I know." I nodded.
"And I know you're struggling and you hate this, but." He paused, "I know you like it in a way too. I did when I was an actor, you know that, we did scenes together. I think it bothers you that you can do it."
"Maybe. Sorry, Dan, I'm being a diva."
"Its okay, if you want this to stop we stop, but you won't get a dime and neither will the guys and Brad will start telling people you're a big time pain in the ass. From now on stick to the ones you like, you can write your own ticket now, but once you agree, you're locked in`."
"Right." I nodded.
"Tell you what, get through this and afterwards, we'll go for a drink, you seem like you need to talk."
I took a deep breath, that wasn't a bad idea. Between keeping my waitress job and my 'modeling gig' and the guilt of it, I was exhausted and stressed.
"Okay, I'd like that and I'll finish the shoot."
"Good, now relax, use whatever it is you use to get yourself through and let's see some hot Molly Minx action."
"We done coddling?" Brad called out.
"And this is the last time I let this prick on one of my sets." Dan scowled, "Stuck in the porn industry of twenty years ago."
He stood and walked back to his chair, "Okay, ladies and jerks, let's nail this."
"You okay?" Rick asked, "I...oh."
He gasped when I took his cock back into my mouth and sucked him fast and hard, going at it like, well, like a damn porn star. Rick quickly regained his erection and I moaned loudly, looking into the camera.
Derek was fumbling around behind me, pushing my dress up higher and pulling my thong down my thighs
"There you go, bro," Rick laughed, "Make yourself at home."
Derek's fingers slid though my pussy and just as Dan had mentioned, it disturbed me I was wet. I groaned when he found my clit, rubbing it several times, before shoving two fingers inside me.
Sitting up on my knees, I grabbed the bottom of my dress and peeled it off, tossing it to the side. Turning my head to face him, I saw Derek looking down at his only semi hard cock, a look of concern on his face.
"Kiss me." I whispered.
Derek leaned into me and as I kissed him, I grabbed his cock and stroked it while doing the same to Rick's. The script had called for him to simply start fucking me, but my outburst must have made him nervous and he'd lost his hard on.
'Nice ski-job, I like it!" Dan called out, "There's the real Molly Minx!"
He meant to be encouraging, but the words hit me hard, was this really me? Is this why I kept coming back for shoot after shoot even though I told myself I hated it? Was it just money driving me or somewhere inside did I get off on this, the sex, the raunchiness, the exhibitionism?
For twenty two years I'd been a good woman, married, raising a son. Now a year after the death of John here I was back in the industry he'd taken me from and seemingly not hating it as much as I should.
"Sorry." Derek whispered into our kiss, "Brad makes me nervous, I'll call for the fluffer."
"Hmm, let's see if you taste different than your brother."
I fought back the desire to roll my eyes at my own words and took Derek into my mouth.
"Damn, mom." He sighed as I worked his cock with my shamefully talented lips and tongue.
I took him deep, swirling my tongue around his shaft, before sliding it out on his balls-and earning murmurs of approval from the crew. Removing his stiffening cock from my mouth, I opened wide and slapped it hard against the side of my face, then my tongue.
Derek's cock swelled in my hand and when next I sucked it I had to open wide to take his full girth. I moaned around him when Rick fondled my left breast and following his lead, Derek grabbed the other.
I released Rick's cock and reaching under his leg tapped it, then pushed. Getting my meaning, he stood up and turning from Derek, I sucked Rick's cock. I pushed off my knees so that I was now squatting between them and proceeded to suck first Rick for a minute then turned back to Derek as they continued to squeeze my tits and play with my nipples.



"Look at you go, Mom!" Rick said, "Don't try to pretend you don't like being a pig."
Pig was a good word. On the floor, sucking two cocks and getting paid to do it. I pulled them closer and holding their cocks in front of my face, rubbed the tips on my cheeks getting my face sticky with their pre cum.
"Oh, fuck, my boys have nice cocks!" I exclaimed with false enthusiasm, "You didn't get these from your father, that's for sure."
I sucked Derek deep once then went to Rick, repeating it several times, rapidly going from cock to cock. Derek was now as hard as Rick and standing up, I pushed Rick back onto the couch. Getting on my hands and knees I resumed blowing him and whimpered when Derek knelt behind me and slid his long fat cock inside me.
"Damn, mom's pussy is fucking tight!" He moaned as he fucked me with long hard strokes.
"Her mouth's pretty damn good too." Rick added, "Wanna trade?"
Derek removed his cock and sat down on the couch, I shifted over to him and took him deep into my mouth, tasting my pussy from him. I yelped when Rick tore into me hard and fast.
I closed my eyes and focused on the sensations of Derek's hard cock in my mouth and Rick stuffing my pussy. He wasn't the biggest I'd been with, but he was close and fucking for glory.
I remained there until Dan called out, "Switch!" As if it was a volleyball game. "Ride Derek, and..."
I waved my hand at him; unfortunately I had more than enough experience to know what would be next. Standing, I shimmied out of my thong and sitting on Derek's lap, pressed my back to his chest, put my feet on his thighs and lowered myself onto his cock.
I bounced up and down and turning my head, opened wide to accept Rick in my mouth when he came around to the side of the couch. Derek reached around and fondled my tit with one hand while rubbing my clit with the other.
I stopped sucking Rick and moaned, "Oh, can mommy come baby? Can my boys make their slutty mother come?"
Lifting me effortlessly by my hips, Derek dropped me on my ass in the middle of the couch and sucked my tit into his mouth while sliding his fingers inside me. Rick sat on my other side, sucking on my other nipple and rubbing my clit.
"Oh, yes." I cried out, "Work mommy's pussy, boys! Suck those titties and make me come!"
I let my head fall back and closing my eyes, parted my lips, moaning continuously. I reached into their laps and stroked their cocks as they fondled me. Derek's fingers were driving deep and Rick had a nice rhythm going on my clit.
I relaxed and let my mind drift. I forgot about the three cameramen standing around us filming every angle. Forgot this was a shoot in front of a crew of ten people. I pushed away the thought I was getting paid for this and tens, perhaps hundreds of thousands, of people would be seeing this at some point.
Instead I thought of the two big hard cocks in my hand; how they tasted and felt inside me and allowed myself to enjoy two good looking men half my age licking my hard nipples. I moved my hips; pushing Derek's probing fingers deeper and working my clit into Ricks thumb.
"Oh." I moaned, "Oh, oh yeah." I released a couple of sharp sounds, little hiccups of pleasure and straightened my legs, pointing my toes forward and lifting my ass off the couch.
"There she goes!" Dan yelled excitedly, "Keep working her boys, Molly's going to go off for real!"
"Always does, the pig." Brad added.
His voice cut into my happy place, but I pushed him away, thinking of nothing other than the fingers bringing me closer to an orgasm and the way the cocks in my hand would soon be stuffing my mouth and pussy.
Yeah, I was a pig, but it was my choice, my choice to fuck these two young studs, hot young men women my age would give anything to fuck and I had two of them.
That's it Molly, I told myself, show them; show them what a whore you are, show them you really love it, show...
"Oh fuck!" I screamed, throwing my head back as my hips bucked wildly. "Oh, God I'm coming for my sons! Keep going, please don't stop!"
The pleasure and pleading in my voice weren't forced, the orgasm crashing through me was real and at the moment so were the words. I was aware of Derek and Rick grinning as they kept playing with me and I continued my trademark yelping and squealing as I drove my pussy into their fingers.
"Oh," I moaned as the last waves of pleasure flowed through me, "I came so hard." I smiled at each of them in turn, then pumped their cocks faster. "Speaking of hard, you boys are awfully swollen, how about you let mommy help with that?"
I twisted on the couch as Rick slid against the arm and sliding onto my knees began blowing him. Behind me Derek got to his knees and slammed into me hard enough to make me yelp for real.
He fucked me hard and fast and I moaned, rolling my eyes back for the camera as his long cock pounded my still quivering pussy. The cameramen were in a triangle around us, one facing the action from the front of the couch, one over Ricks shoulder filming me sucking and one on the floor behind Derek, catching his cock plowing into me.
"Fuck her, bro." Rick groaned, "Fuck her real good!"
I heard Dan call for us to move and sitting up, spun around, now blowing Derek as Rick pounded me from behind. I immersed myself in the raw animal act of sex and the rest of the scene became a blur and a series of new positions.
Me riding Derek, and sucking Rick as he stood on the couch. On my back, my legs spread wide by Rick as Derek leaned over and fucked my mouth. At one point they were sitting side by side and I rode Derek, then was lifted by them to sit on Rick's cock.
I played my part-and then some, moaning and squealing as I was passed from one to the other and my mouth and pussy were continuously occupied by young hard cock. I was aware of the filming stopping briefly because Dan didn't like something, but I barely acknowledged what was said, just waited to be told to start fucking again.
In the end, Derek was between my legs, bending them back so far my feet were over my head which was turned, letting Rick fuck my mouth. Rick lost control first, tapping me on the side and snapping his fingers to alert everyone he was ready to pop.
He whipped his cock out and yelling something about "Oh, mom" He exploded all over my face and mouth.
The first squirt went onto my tongue and I closed my mouth, then pushed the cum out, sending it down my chin. The rest of Rick's considerable load splattered on my cheeks and forehead, some of it going into my hair. I opened wide and sucked him into my mouth, shaking my head and swirling my tongue, making him whimper while I sucked him dry.
He pulled his cock from my mouth and I let his cum drool down my face. While the camera focused on Rick painting my face, Derek had removed his cock and stopped fucking me. When Rick stepped back, he plunged back into me and pounded away as if he had been all along.
He tapped my thigh, and as Rick had done, gave a signal and pulling his cock from inside me, slid over me, sending a long spurt of cum onto my already sticky face. Again I caught some in my mouth then spit it out while turning my head and letting him catch the side of my face Rick hadn't.
Derek moaned as he painted my face, then shoved his dripping cock into my mouth. I sucked him several times before he withdrew.
"Damn, that was fucking hot." Rick said, "You can really fuck, mom."
"So can my boys." I smiled through cum covered lips. "You going to throw those pictures away now?"
"Hmm," Rick made a show of thinking, "What you think Bro?"
"I think we keep them and mom takes care of us at least once a week."
The two of them gave an idiotic high five over me and with a sigh I said, "Just once? Come on, I thought you boys loved me?"
"Close up of her face.!" Dan called out, "Smile Molly!"
I smiled and batted my blue eyes, while moaning and fondling my tits. As Joe kept the camera on my face I scooped some cum from my cheek and sucked my fingers into my mouth.
"Wrap!" Dan yelled, "Stay still Molly, need a few shots for the site.
My feelings of shame returned as I lay there, a smile frozen on my face as Jerry came over with a different camera and snapped several close ups of my cum covered face.
"Nice." He whispered when I pushed my tongue out and waved it at him, cum dripping from it. "Okay, I got what we need."
"And Mom takes two is in the books, boys" Dan clapped. "After some editing magic this is going to be the hottest yet!"
"Here you go, Molly." Rick handed me a damp towel.
I wiped my face off then put the other end of the towel over me, enjoying the cool moisture. I sat up and thanked Sally for handing me my robe.
"You took my work." She pouted, "I was hoping to fluff Derek."
"Trust me, sweetie, its noon, you'll suck plenty of cock in the next three shoots."
"Yay!" She clapped her hands and skipped away, leaving me to roll my eyes.
"Wow, we need more like her." Rick joked as he put his robe on and picked up his clothes. "Glad you got into it, you looked pissed early on."
I shrugged while tying the robe, "Sorry, hard to leave drama at home sometimes."
"I'm too young for drama." He winked, "Young enough to really be your son."
"Watch it, smart ass." I gave him a hard smack in his arm that he laughed off, then giving me a quick peck on the cheek said, "Good shoot, Molly, hope I get to work with you again."
"Yeah you to, you're one of the good ones Rick, don't change."
As he walked away, I wondered what he'd think if he knew he was wrong, my son was a year younger than him.
"Molly Minx!"
I gave a mental sigh and looked up. "Can I help you, Brad?"
"You have already, your vids are hot, Molly! That's why I came to watch today. I swear you're as good now as you were when you were a teen."
"Thanks."
"I know I'm a dick sometimes, old habits die hard." He shrugged, "I get bitched at all the time for being, well for being the way we all used to be, but I mean it, you're racing up the popularity lists."
"Then hopefully my rate is racing up." I gave him a tight smile.
"It is, money is not tight in this industry anymore." He shook his head, "Imagine years ago women called it quits young because who wanted to watch older women? Now? Christ women in their fifties are killing it with milf stuff and this mom shit is off the charts!"
"Sad but true." I told him, "Says something about society."
"Funny hearing you say that."
"What do you mean?"
"Christ Molly, I know you left to have a family, your kids gotta be about Rick's age."
"What's that got to do with anything?" I asked defensively.
"Everything." Brad didn't look like he was being sarcastic, which somehow made the topic worse. "You got a son at home and you're amazing at those slow seduction mommy things for the other sites, can't tell me you don't think of your son."
"Are you saying I want to fuck my son?" I stood up so quickly he backed off.
I looked around and was glad to see that the others had wandered off the set to take a break and no one else had heard that, only Dan and Brad new about Paul, Dan I trusted, but this ass?
"Whoa, hell no." Brad put his hands up, "I just meant, seeing you have a son your maternal instinct comes out in some of those scenes, you actually look like you're motherly."
"Oh, sorry." I sighed, "Guess I'm a little defensive."
"Now see," He gave me his trademark nasty smirk, "That's what makes me wonder."
He walked away looking pleased with himself and turning to go to my dressing room, I thought not for the first time, that it made me wonder too. Why the hell did I hate these scenes so much, but was so good at them?
*****
I entered the house and as always Paul was sitting at the dining room table with his lap top, waiting to say good night to me. No matter how late I worked at Vincent's he always waited up.
"Hey honey," I spoke as I walked over to him and kissed his cheek, "I'm home, you can go to bed now, you need your rest for school tomorrow."
"Not until we talk." He said quietly.
"What do you want to talk about?" I asked, putting my purse down on the table.
He was quiet for a moment and with a shrug I picked up the large envelope that contained some pictures of me dressed up Dan had Jerry take before a shoot, I brought some home every couple of weeks to show, Paul. Proof of my 'modeling' job.
"Want to see some pictures from my latest shoot?" I slid the pictures out, but stopped when Paul gave me an uncharacteristic nasty smile.
"Nope, already have."
"Oh, my god." I whispered.
Paul turned his lap top to face it and I found myself staring at a picture of my face with a long thick cock in my mouth. My blue eyes were wide and there was cum all over my face and dripping down my chin.
There was a caption on the photo "The Return of Molly Minx!"
It was from my first shoot six months ago, "Mom always makes it better"
"Paul I," I stopped when the picture shifted.
For the next minute I stood there, knees trembling and stomach twisting as I watched a slide show of pictures from various shoots. Me riding someone, cupping my tits and teasing my nipples, getting fucked doggy style, another of me bent over a desk getting fucked from behind while I sucked the guy in front of me.
"I'm sorry you found that, Paul." I spoke slowly, not having any idea of what else I could say.
"Oh, I didn't find them." Paul slammed his hand on the table causing me to jump, "Jack from the track team found them, you know, my best friend?"
"I'm so sorry, baby." I stepped towards him, "Please let me explain."
"Do you know how fucking bad this is?" he shouted, startling me, Paul not only never raised his voice around me, but rarely swore.
"I know."
"No, you don't!" He yelled again. "That prick sent these to every fucking guy and girl he knows and you know they're sending them to everyone they know, hell Jack posted a link to one of your videos on his fucking facebook page!"
"Oh, no." I sank into one of the kitchen chairs, my legs to weak to hold me up. My head and heart were pounding and my stomach in knots, this was my worst nightmare come true.
"Yeah, oh, no." Paul threw his hands up in the air. "You know what school is going to be like for me? Every class, every time I walk down the hall, I'm going to hear shit about my porn star mother!"
"I'm sorry, honey."
"Don't honey me!" He slammed the table again, his face red with anger and his beautiful hazel eyes, his father's eyes, hard, as he continued yelling.
"You know the worst thing about this? I looked Molly up, you do mother son movies! You not only fuck anyone they pay you to, but you pretend to be their mother what kind of sick shit is that?"
"Paul," The tears were flowing down my cheeks, "Baby, please don't think that means anything."
"What it means to me is this shit!" Picking up his phone, he shoved it in my face and slid his finger across the screen
I was staring at a text from his friend Richard, "Holy shit, Paul, do you fuck your mother? Can I watch next time you do? Think she'll fuck me?"
He moved his finger displaying another text which was a picture of me between two guys jerking them both off, "Hey can me and Rob sleep over?"
Paul tossed his phone on the table.
"How could you do this to me?" he demanded, "How could you do this to yourself?" Taking a deep breath, lowered his voice and really twisted the knife. "How could you do this to dad?"
My answer was to lower my head and sob, but Paul took no pity, and he had no reason to.
"You think of dad looking down on you while you suck cock? While you let these guys shove it in your goddamn ass?" He paused then grunted, 'I should say again."
I looked up at that remark and saw he was now pacing back and forth while speaking in a low angry tone, snarling the words.
"The return of Molly Minx. I looked you up, mom, you know they made a wiki page for you? You were the hottest little slut in porn back in the day, nothing you wouldn't shoot, they had a great link to a five guy gangbang you did."
"Then it says you left porn because you met someone. Dad got you out of that shit." He laughed harshly, "He said you were a model when he met you, guess you went back to that fucking lie, didn't you? Just like you went back to fucking for money, you're a whore mom, nothing but a fucking whore and a real sick one."
"I'm not sick, I..."
"You say things like 'like mommy sucking your cock, you want to fuck mommy?" He grimaced in disgust. "You have a son and you do that? You know how sick you are?"
"Please, Paul, I'll quit, I'll do anything you want me to."
"Oh, I bet you will!" He waved his arms as he yelled, "This sounds like one of your movies, what next mom, you going to offer to blow me to make it better? Going to take me in my room and fuck me?"
"No! I never think of you like that! That's acting, it's a fetish, its...more money." I ended softly.
"No way you can do that shit and not think of me! For Christ's sake they say you're the best at those movies because of how sweet and loving you act, you really want me don't you?"
"Of course not!" I shouted back, "I love you."
"Bet you would if I let you." He said quietly.
He had stopped in front of me and reaching out I tried to take his hand. He pulled it away angrily.
"Don't touch me." He said it softly and that made it hurt even worse. "Why mom?" My heart ached when I saw he was now crying as well, "Why would you do this to us, all of us?"
"I did it for you, Paul." I spoke tightly, fighting against my emotions. "The money your dad left behind wasn't a lot, I spread it out to help with the mortgage every month, but I don't make a lot of money, I never did. If I didn't do something we'd have to sell the house and we wouldn't get a lot and baby, you'd have to quit school."
"Bullshit!" Paul yelled again, "You didn't do this for me! I told you I don't care where we live and I offered to take a couple years off school and work full time to help out. You did this for you!"
"No!"
"Yes, mom. You're the one who won't leave the house because it reminds you of dad, you're the one who won't let me quit school even though I offered. I'd be fine living in a trailer park and working full time at the bookstore, know why?"
He leaned over close to me. "Because we still would have had us, mom and that's all that counts, that we would have been okay. But you did this for you, you ruined my fucking life for what you wanted!"
"That's not true." I denied it even though I knew he was right, we had other options.
"Bullshit! Dad was gone less than a year and you went back to filming that filth! You went back to what you knew, being a fucking whore and trying to use me as an excuse!"
He stared down at me and shrugged, "Well, guess what, Molly?" he sneered the name, "You blew it." He snorted, "You blew a lot of things, but you really fucked this up because I'm not going back to school. I'm quitting."
"No, you can't do that!" I exclaimed, "I promised your dad you'd finish, that I would keep you in school!" I sobbed, "It was one of the last things he said to me, that's why I had to do this!"
"I can't." he hissed, "I can't go back to a place where by now hundreds of people know what you are. A porn star who plays mommy. I go back I'll be a laughing stock and hear people telling me what a fucking pig my mother is."
He took a deep breath and wiped at his eyes.
"And the worst part of that is its true."
I awoke with a start and sitting up in the chair stared wildly around the small dressing room, my heart pounding.
"Wow," I breathed, damn that had been a vivid dream, unfortunately a recurring one, but none of the others had that much detail.
I rubbed at my eyes and looked at myself in the mirror over the makeup table. I'd showered and changed into a loose pair of faded blue jeans and a baggy Dodgers sweatshirt. A lot of the younger girls dressed revealing in everyday life, as if they were constantly in character, but many like me had gone the opposite way, we showed it all on the set and chose to be comfortable any other time.



Then again, my Vincent's ensemble consisted of a black mini skirt, sleeveless tight white top and black stockings with knee high fuck me boots. It was another little dig at my secret profession that the other waitresses claimed how risqué the outfit was while I felt over dressed.
That outfit earned me good tips, damn good tips and perhaps if I chose between the mortgage or Paul's tuition, it-along with Paul's part time job-could get us by, but I wouldn't make that choice. If I did, the house would obviously be the thing to go, but then again wherever we went we'd have to pay rent, which would be cheaper, but still...
"Stop it." I said to my reflection, my head had been racing constantly lately, a direct result of going from only a couple of shoots a month my first three months back in porn to the weekly ones I was doing now. I could do more, there would be enough offers and if I did two a week I could drop Vincent's.
"Even I don't listen to me." I sighed, "Slow your role Mary."
I stared at my reflection and shook my head. Without make up, I was an attractive woman who could pass for mid thirties rather than my actual forty four years. My alter ego Molly was always heavily made up and I used a variety of lewd smiles and come hither glares to add to that sluttish persona.
When I was plain old Mary Stevens, my big blue eyes beneath long blonde lashes had a look of innocence and my full lips, high cheek bones and curly blond hair gave me a classic natural beauty. I had been attractive enough to model in my teens, but like many couldn't get that break.
But what I did get-and as a young runaway took-was the sad, but true, cliché of the casting couch. My introduction to porn was a test of my 'skills' and 'acting ability' to an agents, who suitably impressed, handed me five hundred dollars in cash and set up my debut scene in the classic, "Teens who like big cock part three."
I was told to pick a name and all I could think of was how my grandfather had called me Molly, instead of Mary because he was losing his hearing and memory. He would laugh and say "Good golly, Miss Molly!" whenever he saw me. I coupled that with how the agent had referred to me as a hot little minx and a legend was born, then retired and recently reborn.
At least in this incarnation I was choosier and not filming gang bangs, rough hardcore sex and fetish stuff. I'd also yet to perform with a woman this time around. I'd never been interested in women, but faked my way through to make money, now I wasn't sure I could anymore. Good old Molly was getting to be quite the porn prude.
I grunted, that was me, holding on to my scruples. I glanced at my phone on the table and saw I'd received two texts. I was waiting for Dan to wrap up another shoot so we could catch that drink. He'd said it was only a quick BJ scene for 'my mom sucks' yet another milf driven site. Apparently 'mom' in porn was being connected to any 'mom' not just 'your' mom.
I saw the first text was from work asking if I wanted to do a short six to eleven shift to fill in for someone. It was a Tuesday which meant it would be slow and tips would suck, but anything was something and as tired as I was, moving nonstop prevented my constant wheel spinning on my moral dilemma.
I'd worked last night, slept a few hours and come to my 'modeling job' for ten this morning. I'd been looking forward to relaxing tonight and spending more time with Paul than a quick dinner. We enjoyed watching movies together and we hadn't in over two weeks between our schedules. But I always ducked him the nights following a shoot, the guilt really got to me then.
I sent a text to Marv, the manager of Vincent's that I'd be there. I'd skip the drink with Dan and go home and sleep a little while. Paul had school and work and wouldn't be home until nine anyway so I wasn't losing out on much tonight.
I checked the second text and frowned.
"Hey, mom, hope you're knocking them dead today! Bet this shoot pans out! See you tonight!"
For months I'd been lying to him. Telling him I had photo shoots and then saying none of them had turned into anything yet or saying I'd been paid, but not sure when and where the pics would be used.
I replied, "Hey, honey, I got called into work tonight. Just until eleven, I'll be home by eleven thirty, please don't wait up! There's some lasagna in the fridge, make sure you eat."
I looked up at a quick knock, "Come in."
"Hey, Mary." Dan said, coming in.
"I love that people knock around here," I rolled her eyes, "Like there's anything resembling modesty."
"No reason not to have manners." Dan replied, "Hey listen, I have to take a rain check on that drink. Larry the genius double booked himself and asked me to oversee a scene in a half hour. It's a threesome for Exotica, some actual plot and the sex is supposed to be kind of arsty, It's going to take hours to get it right."
"That's okay." I told him, "I have a chance to work tonight."
"Christ, you're still slinging drinks at that crappy place?" He laughed, "Vincent's is like a notch up from hooters, sexy girls, but fully dressed so you can bring the fam!"
"I have to keep the job."
"Come on, Molly, an hour on your back and knees pays you more than a week on your feet there."
"You know, Dan, just when I think you're a regular guy you say crap like that."
"I've been in porn for twenty five years. We started about the same time, but I never left. I do the best I can."
"I know, and you're great, everyone loves to work with you and you're like family to me." I laughed, "Not the family everyone's into these days though."
"These days? Shit, Mary, Kay Parker's taboo was already a legend when we started."
"True. I have to keep the real job, Dan. If I don't I have to explain where the money's coming from."
"Your modeling gig."
"But then Paul is going to want to see ads or videos, I can't keep saying I get paid with no proof."
"Right." He sighed, "I'm sure that's part of what you're looking to vent about."
"I'm in a bad spot, Dan, I feel like everything is lose, lose right now." I admitted.
"I get it, how about breakfast tomorrow morning? My first shoots not until two."
"Sure," I paused, "Come at eight Paul's still home, he hasn't seen you in weeks."
"Okay." He grinned, "That's me, uncle Dan." The smile faded. "I get why you worry. I'd feel like less than shit if Paul ever found out how we met and that I film you now."
"And you'd be feeling higher than me."
"Well, we'll talk tomorrow, and speaking of modeling, here." He handed me an envelope and I flinched at the memory of my dream. "Had Jerry take these a couple weeks ago."
As I opened the envelope to look at the contents he continued, "They're from the 'mom takes it all off' shoot."
"Mom's a stripper, right." I grunted.
"Hey, Paul's mom is a porn star." Dan quipped, "But stripping is unrealistic." He started to laugh, then saw the look on my face. "Sorry, jeez one hour with Brad and listen to me."
"Forget it." I muttered as looking at the pics.
I was in a conservative knee length black skirt and white blouse in the first three pictures, smiling and posing. The next few I was in different angles, lifting the skirt to show some leg and unbuttoning the blouse.
The pictures were well done, mostly waist up and catching my long blonde hair flying and I was smiling and laughing. I knew there had been many where I looked lewd and salacious, but they'd been left out.
The next to last one showed me from behind, sliding the white blouse down my back. I frowned and showed it to Dan.
"Not that risqué and think about it, Mary. Paul is twenty, he knows any model is going to show some skin and shoot sexy poses. I think you show him this it looks more legit. More real than pretending you're modeling long coats and jeans all the time."
"I think you're right." I looked at the last picture. In it the blouse was open, but I had a black bra on and was holding the shirt closed at the bottom, a playful smile on my face.. "Sad this is modest to me."
"Say it was for a Victoria secret knock off."
"Thanks, Dan, I appreciate you doing this."
"No worries and if you ever need real proof I have a friend in the actual industry, push comes to shove I can call in a favor and get you an hour with a photographer. We could have Paul come see you at work."
"That's good to know." I leaned over and kissed him on the cheek, "You're a damn decent guy for a purveyor of filth."
"And you're a sweet woman for a professional slut."
"Touche." I laughed a real one and it felt good. "See you tomorrow."
Dan waved and left, closing the door behind him. Preparing to leave myself, I Grabbed my phone and saw Paul had returned my text.
"Working again? You should take it easy. But I appreciate your hard work and everything you do for us! I have a lot of respect for you, love you, mom!"
I lowered the phone and felt a wave of sadness come over me. Paul telling me he respected me. That would change if he discovered the truth, because for the last few months I couldn't even respect myself.
***** I gratefully pulled into the driveway and slowly got out of the car. In the heat of the moment I hadn't realized how hard Rick and Derek had been fucking me, not to mention tossing me around like a rag doll.
Add to that the fact I'd worked until one am the night before and after the shoot getting home at three, to shower, change and head out for a five to eleven shift at Vincent's Pub and I was hurting and exhausted.
I walked up to the porch and entering the living room found Paul in his usual spot, sitting at the dining room table on his lap top. He had a desk in his room, but said he liked it better down here. I knew the real reason was he always wanted to see me before he went to sleep on nights I worked at the restaurant.
I smiled when I saw he had sunk down in the chair and was dozing. Paul was concerned and protective of me. He still sometimes offered to pick me up after work so I wouldn't have to drive home that late. He was a good boy, no, no longer a boy, my son was a good young man.
Sitting on the edge of the couch, I unzipped the heeled, knee high boots and sighed in relief when I pulled them off. I padded softly over to the table and smiled down at Paul.
Every time I saw him, I saw his father. John used to joke there would never have to be a paternity test. Paul had the same gorgeous hazel eyes that shifted between a light green and golden brown, sandy brown hair and strong jaw as his father.
Along with that was the huge easy smile that had been one of John's endearing features which went well with his laid back, easy going attitude. Paul was the mellowest twenty year old I knew. Even as a teen, things rarely got to him and when something did manage to upset him, like his father, his answer was to get through it without drama, but a quiet resolve.
He'd shown that through John's illness and death. Paul had been strong for both his dying father and his grief stricken mother. Paul had been my rock, far more than I had been his, I felt, but he claimed he was strong for me because I was so strong for his father.
Paul resembled him in build as well, tall and on the thinner side through his teen years, but recently filling out from a combination of going to the school gym a couple times a week and two years on the wrestling team.
All in all, Paul was a damn good looking young man, but even better was he had the rare combination of good looks with a sweet disposition. He wasn't a cocky jerk like a lot of boys his age.
He was sensitive and caring and the girls had noticed, few were the times Paul hadn't had a girlfriend since his early teens. But he never played the girls; he dated one at a time and genuinely seemed to care about each one.
John's father had been an abusive womanizing drunk and having been in the porn industry I'd dealt with nothing but disrespectful misogynistic assholes.
The two of us were proud to have raised a gentleman. The kind of gentleman who wouldn't go to bed until he knew his mother was safely home for the night and sent her such wonderful supportive texts. While watching him, I frowned at the thought Paul hadn't dated anyone in months.
He'd been dating a sweet girl named Jen from PC who came to the funeral and was very supportive, but a few months later he broke it off with her, without giving me much of a reason, since then no one. I'd brought it up casually here and there, but looking at him now I decided to talk about it for real soon, Paul was too good a kid to be alone and not have any fun.
"Ahem!" I cleared my throat loudly and when he opened his eyes I clapped my hands, "Rise my loyal watch dog, your mother is home and secured. You may now go to bed."
"I must have just closed my eyes." He smiled, up at me, "You know, a minute or so ago."
"Right." I nodded, "I've heard that one before, now head on to bed."
"What about you? You worked last night and both jobs today, you must be exhausted, you worked twice as hard."
I winced inwardly at the thought what I'd worked was twice the cock. I hated my own sarcastic little digs, but seemed unable to stop them.
"Yeah, I'm pretty beat."
"Must be sore too." He quickly stood up and gestured to the chair, "Sit down."
"There's other chairs, hon." I pulled the one closest to me out and sat down. "Sit back down."
"If I sit I can't do this." Paul walked up behind my chair.
"What are you, ohhh!" I cooed when his strong hands massaged my shoulders, "That's nice, but you..."
"Need to take care of my mom the way you take care of me. You worked two jobs today, least I can do is help you relax."
"You went to school and worked." I pointed out, but happily succumbed to his suggestion and relaxed into the chair, enjoying his attention.
"I'm half your age."
"Watch it, mister!"
I could see him behind me in the mirror over the mantle smiling away at me.
"Yes mother." He winked.
I sat there in silence, occasionally cooing in delight as Paul rubbed first my shoulders, then my upper arms, before easing me forward enough to rub my upper back.
"Damn, you ever think about being a masseuse?"
"Nah, I don't want to touch guys." He laughed.
"You get to touch beautiful women." I pointed out.
"Touching one right now." He told me, "One's enough."
"Smooth talker." I sighed as his hands worked lower, "Wow that feels good, I happily admit, I am glad you didn't just go to bed."
"Not smooth, it's true, you're beautiful, mom."
"Thank you, baby, but all sons think their mom's are pretty."
"Some are lying." He said seriously, "You ever see Jack's mom?"
"Paul!" I tried to sound mad, but laughed, "Okay, point made."
"Speaking of, how did the shoot go?"
Fantastic! I gave a ski job, sucked two cocks and spent a half hour getting it in each end before having two loads blown on my face.
"It went well, little racy, but tasteful, there's an envelope on the couch with my purse if you want to look."
"Sure, in a little bit, right now I'm busy." He emphasized his point by slipping his hands under the sides of my sleeveless top and now rubbing my bare skin.
"Oh, that's the spot." I groaned when he massaged just below my shoulder blades.
He worked his hands back up to the tops of my shoulders, his fingers now rubbing the front of them while his thumbs worked the back. Paul's grip was pleasantly firm, using just enough pressure to feel good, but not hurt and looking in the mirror I watched him standing behind me.
I blinked at an unwanted image of earlier. I envisioned Rick, then Derek behind me, their hands on my shoulders just as Paul's were, squeezing and holding me still as they drove their cocks into me from behind. The two of them taking turns and moving from my pussy to my mouth.
Paul's fingers worked lower, but instead of relaxing, I tensed up. This had been happening a lot lately. I'd be with Paul, sometimes just watching TV and would suddenly start thinking about my most recent scene.
"That feel good, mom?" Paul asked, but immediately afterward was Rick's voice, "You like that, mom? You like your son fucking you?"
I abruptly sat forward, pulling away from his touch. "That's enough." I said with a little more force than I meant to.
"You okay?"
"Fine, don't you want to see the pictures?" I changed the subject.
"Sure," He took my arm, "Let's go check them out."
"You can bring them here." I said, as he gently tugged my arm.
"Just follow me." He grinned, "There's a method to my madness."
"Lead on." I said with an exaggerated sigh, while inwardly glad he'd brushed off my getting testy with him. "I am but a pawn in your game."
"Really? So how about that I-phone six?"
"I'm tired, not drunk."
Paul burst out laughing and flashed me the smile that never failed to melt me. It touched his eyes and my heart. God, I loved him so much! I got up and let him lead me to the couch. He gestured to it and sitting in the corner, I leaned back against the arm as he sat on the other end and opened the envelope.
"Wow." He whistled slowly flipping through the pictures, "Look at you, mom! You're one fine milf."
Oh, you didn't know the half of it, I thought disgustedly. Haven't you heard? Molly Minx is the hot milf these days.
"I don't know about all that."
"Please, look at these, you know you're hot." He held up the last one. "Love this, sexy, but not nasty, you're really loving the camera in this one."
I've loved the camera more than that.
"You don't think it's too much?" I asked, playing modest mom.
"Not at all, hell mom, bathing suits show more than this. So who is this for?"
"Oh, uh, Catherine's Closet." I wanted to slap myself, that was the name of a lesbian website Dan did a lot of work for, but it was the first thing that came to me.
"Huh, what's that?"
"Its Victoria secret knock offs."
"Oh." he nodded, "This all they wanted you to show? I'd figure you'd be in lingerie."
"And if I was, I wouldn't show them to my son."
"Come on mom, I'm twenty, not twelve."
"It's the point. There's things a proper mother doesn't do." Wow, you hear yourself, Mary?
"I'd just find them on the net anyway." He shrugged, "Everything is on the damn net."
I did my best to ignore the kick in the stomach sensation from that remark, "I suppose, why, you looking me up?"
He laughed, "Mary Stevens? You wouldn't even be the only one in this city. That would be a needle in the haystack; you don't even have a face book."
But Molly Minx had a goddamn blog, Dan's company had set up, all his girls had one.
"Well guess it pays to be a plain Jane with a boring name."
"Nothing plain about you, Mom." He waved the pictures in front of his face as if fanning himself, "You're a hottie."
"Figures." I sighed, "A good looking young man says I'm hot and it's only my son, stroking my ego."
"My friend's think you're hot." He rolled his eyes, "You have no idea how much crap I've heard since middle school about how hot my mother is."
I thought he hadn't heard anything yet if any of his friends happened to be fans of watered down incest porn.
"Well your hot milf mom is going to take her old ass to bed."
"Bet you're tired."
"I am." I agreed, "Sore to, thank you for the shoulder rub."
"Least I can do, you work so hard for us." He leaned over and I yelped in surprise when he grabbed my ankles and swung my feet up and placed them across his knees.
"What are you doing?"
"Your feet have to be killing you." Paul replied, taking my right foot between his hands.
"Honey, you don't have to," I stopped and emitted a sound of pure delight as his strong fingers kneaded the soft skin of the sole of my foot. "Um, well if you insist."
"I do." He looked at me with a serious expression on his face, "You deserve to be pampered, Mom. I can't do much compared to what you do for me, but I can try to make you feel good."



"You just did, honey." I said softly, "More than you can know."
He gave me a sweet, 'aw shucks' grin, then went to work on my tired feet. Paul was pretty damned good with his hands. He'd been rubbing my shoulders for years and had made a remark to John that the girls loved his back rubs.
I slid further down into the couch and relaxed, taking him up on his offer to pamper me. I watched his fingers work their way across both my feet, the tips massaging the spot just under each toe.
My black stocking encased feet looked small in his large hands as I watched him lift my leg up to begin massaging my heel with his other hand.
"Take these off." He tugged on the stocking, pulling it away from my toes. "It will feel better."
"I don't think that would be right."
"Why?" He looked puzzled, "It's your legs and feet." he grunted, "I know you're my mom, but newsflash, I've seen you in shorts and," He gasped, "Barefoot!"
What did I think? Had those damn mother son shoots gotten me to where I really thought sons wanted their damn mothers? The stockings were thigh highs and grabbing them just below my skirt I was able to tug them down below the hem enough to where I could push them down my legs past my knees.
Paul took them from there, peeling them down and over my feet and I had the odd thought he'd been pretty confident in that move. It was sometimes hard to remember he was a man now and I'm certain had undressed a few girls.
He resumed his rubbing my feet and I had to agree, it did feel better, especially when he stopped massaging and simply ran his fingers lightly along the tops of my feet.
"That tickles." I giggled, "But feels good, too."
Paul pressed a little harder so it no longer tickled, but simply felt damn nice. He began rubbing the soles of my feet the same way, his fingers running lightly from the tips of my toes to the bottom of my heels.
I purred happily and closing my eyes let my mind drift as Paul continued to caress my feet. His touch grew softer, but this time it didn't tickle. I was so relaxed I began to nod off. I was distantly aware of his hands still working my feet, but otherwise my mind was blissfully calm and my body totally relaxed.
My eyes jerked open when Paul's hands slid from my feet and up my leg. He was still just moving his fingers back and forth, but now along my inner calves. He wasn't looking at me, but staring intently at his hands on my legs.
As it happened when he was rubbing my neck, an image leaped into my mind. It was the short clip I'd filmed two months ago, 'At the feet of my mother'. The limited premise was the son had a foot fetish, particularly for his mother's feet and would jerk off into her stockings and shoes.
At the 'climax' the son, actor Nick Nasty, was giving his hot mom, Molly a foot rub during which he was hard and eventually his hands strayed up my legs, past my knees, to my inner thighs, then beyond.
My heart beat faster as I watched his fingers move higher up on my calves, he massaged them gently and it should have felt nice, but instead my body tensed. When his fingers worked their way behind my knees, I kicked my right leg out and snapped, "Stop that!"
"Whoa!" Paul exclaimed, pulling his hands away, "Did I hurt you?"
The look of genuine concern on his face made me feel like an idiot, what the hell was I thinking?
"Sorry! I'm really ticklish back there." I said, hoping he bought it.
"You sure? You kind of snapped when I was rubbing your neck too." He frowned, "You don't like me touching you?"
"I'm just kind of snappy because I'm tired." I swung my legs off the couch and leaning over kissed his cheek, "That felt nice, honey, but I need to get some sleep. You do too."
"I'll go to bed in a few minutes. I have to send a couple e-mails."
"Okay, see you in the morning. I'll make pancakes?"
"Sounds good, love you, mom."
"Love you too, Paul."
We left the living room and as he sat back down at the dining room table, I kept going, heading upstairs to my room. Grabbing something to change into, I went into the bathroom and took my third shower of the day. At least this shower was only to wash off the smell of food and not cum and shame.
Although it was late, I took my time, letting the hot water soothe my back as I slowly washed up. I watched as a trail of soapy water ran down my flat stomach and firm thighs and couldn't stop thinking it looked like a thick load of cum.
In my first round as Molly I'd once done a scene where eight men stood around me as I sucked them and they all jerked off on my face and tits, load after load dripping down my body.
I turned around and quickly rinsed off, wondering why I couldn't stop thinking about things like that, especially from that long ago. I might be doing sleazy make believe mom stuff now and yes had just had sex with two men, but no more gang bangs or cum showers or, I shuddered, double penetrations.
Shutting the water off, I stepped out, towel dried my hair and after drying off slipped on a pair of old jogging pants and a loose fitting t-shirt. I looked at myself in the full length mirror and thought, now this is a how a real mother dresses around her kid. Then sighed, at some point Dan or another director would figure that one out and film a 'what's mom hiding under there?' shoot.
I passed Paul's room, noticing the door was now shut. He must have finished up downstairs. I reached my room and just before I went in remembered I'd left my boots and the stockings down stairs by the couch.
"Fuck it, tomorrow's another day." I muttered, then stopped with my hand on my bedroom door. I thought again of that foot fetish video.
This wasn't the first time Paul had rubbed my feet and each time had been after work meaning I always had stockings on. Why had he asked me to take them off? For that matter why did I? I thought of how nimbly-and quickly-he removed them and how his hands had wandered higher up my leg.
"Stop being stupid." I whispered, this was real life, not a perverted porn clip and my son loved me in a healthy, albeit occasionally over protective, way.
Yet I still found myself walking barefoot down the stairs and into the living room. I flipped on the light and picking up the boots looked around the couch and on the floor, even looked inside the boots.
The stockings were gone.
I shut the light off and hurrying up the stairs, knocked on Paul's door. I heard him mumble something and when he opened the door, he was in a pair of shorts and his eyes were bleary, "What's up, mom, everything okay?"
"Where are they?" I demanded.
"Where's what?" He rubbed at his eyes, then ran his fingers through his tousled hair.
"My stockings, they weren't downstairs, you have them?"
"Stockings? I tossed them down the laundry chute before I came upstairs."
"Laundry chute." I repeated, feeling like an idiot.
"Why would you think I had them?" Paul's eyes narrowed.
"I don't know, thought maybe you took them by accident."
"How would I do that?"
"I don't know, just not thinking straight I guess." I told him. "That was my last good pair and I wanted to make sure I didn't lose them."
"Right." He said in a tone that said he didn't believe my lame excuse. His eyes tried to find mine, but I turned my head, avoiding his gaze.
"Anyway, sorry I woke you." I briefly touched his cheek. "Go back to sleep."
"You go to sleep." He replied. "Seriously, you're acting freaky tonight."
"You're right, heading to bed now." I said weakly over my shoulder as I went down the hall and into my room.
I gratefully slid under the covers and rolling over onto my side wondered if it was guilt or exhaustion causing me to be unable to keep my work out of my head to the point I was confusing my own son with some idiotic porn premise.
My eyes fell on the picture of John and I on the day of our wedding. I was wearing white, god talk about ballsy. I focused on his face and as I had every night for the last few months whispered, "I'm sorry, baby."
*****
"Holy shit, Mary." Dan whistled, "You asked him if he took your stockings?"
"That's what I said." I grinned ruefully, "I totally over reacted."
"I'll say." He agreed and picking up his mug, took a sip of coffee, before cutting into his fourth pancake. "Damn these are good!" he laughed, "You're a woman of many talents!"
"True, but usually if you're good at sex, cooking is irrelevant."
"Not if you're with an Italian guy, they might prefer the food." he winked, "I know. My damn father and uncles used to roll their eyes over meatballs like they were getting a BJ. Me? You can feed me canned Tuna, I want the BJ."
I laughed and sitting back in my chair, sipped at my tea. It had been a nice morning. I'd gotten up at seven when I heard Paul heading downstairs to go running and when he came back, I was downstairs making his favorite, chocolate chip pancakes.
I hadn't made them in weeks and Paul's eyes lit up like it was Christmas day and after giving me a huge bear hug, dove into a stack of them like he hadn't eaten in days. I'd sat across from him, eating one pancake to his four as he chatted away about trying out for the track team and his classes.
I'd had one bad thought, thinking this was what being a mom was about, making her son breakfast, then recalled a scene I'd sat through, while awaiting my own. Julie May, a fifty year old brunette bombshell paraded around the kitchen set, in a robe that showed her ass cheeks and ended up with her 'son' eating her out on the kitchen table. No scenario remained unturned in these things.
But that thought passed quickly, especially being that I was in about as un sexy of an outfit as one could imagine, a pair of SpongeBob pajama pants, slippers and a loose fitting Ozzy T-shirt, my hair pulled up in a clip and no makeup. The real Molly Minx ladies and gentlemen.
Paul's going on about school led to his job at the bookstore and as he was discussing all things Paul, I saw the perfect chance to ask why he hadn't been dating anyone. I was waiting for him to finish up a story about a rude customer and was going to bring up his lack of female company, but that's when Dan showed up.
It was bad timing, but Paul was excited to see him and seeing we were just about done eating, I'd gotten up and made Dan some pancakes while Paul rambled on to Dan pretty much everything he'd said to me.
I enjoyed watching the two of them together. Despite his career choice, Dan was a surprisingly normal guy. He was laid back, had a good sense of humor and was loyal to a fault. A stand up guy who would do anything for his friends.
He'd been my best friend ever since my first go around in porn and the fact he'd even won John over as a friend was a testament to what a good guy it was. Of course early on in our relationship John had wanted me to have nothing to do with anyone from the industry let alone Dan. Whom I had done several scenes with.
John was jealous, seeing Dan as an ex lover of sorts and not listening to my explanation that in the industry we had sex with who we were told to, it was scripted and we went through the motions like the meat puppets we were.
John didn't want to hear it and I didn't have any contact with Dan for a year and a half until he showed up on our doorstep and told John he was going to be my friend and if he didn't like it he could shoot him, but otherwise, he wanted to be able to visit with me.
John was impressed enough with Dan and my stories of how he had helped me in my most naïve days and steered me clear of the worst producers and actors and looked out for me. Eventually Dan became 'Uncle Dan" to Paul and had treated him as if he really were his nephew.
Next to Paul, Dan was who I'd leaned on the most when John passed and when I'd first decided to go back into the industry he had spent weeks trying to talk me out of it, even tried to say he would block my return with some BS story about me, but in the end he caved, but only if I allowed him to be my agent and look out for me as he had before.
Watching him with Paul, who now had him playing Candy crush on his phone and laughing at him, I was filled with mixed emotions. On the surface it was a nice time. An old dear friend visiting and spending time catching up with his unofficial nephew and best friend.
On the otherhand I recalled Dan's remark yesterday that if Paul ever found out about my career and searched my name, he could find old films of me. There were classic porn websites and I knew of at least three movies featuring Dan and I fucking.
Worse was if he managed to find out Dan was my agent, a pimp of sorts lining up my work including who I'd be fucking and what the premises were. Not only that, but he was mostly directing these days, having only me and one other girl and an actor as clients. Paul could easily discover Dan was sitting there giving me directions as I fucked in front of him.
I'd pushed it away and told myself to live in the moment and this was a nice moment. It was normalcy. Making breakfast for my son and spending time with an old friend. In fact it was a family moment of sorts and those had been few and far between since John had passed.
I'd glanced at the time and told Paul he had to get moving and after giving Dan a 'manly hug' as he made sure to call it, he gave me a syrup coated kiss on the cheek, laughing as I scowled at him and wiped it off, then headed out.
As Dan had begun attacking the pancakes, I'd told him what I'd been dealing with starting with the recurring dreams of Paul finding "Molly" and then going into the constant reminders of what I did for shoots popping into my head whenever I was around Paul. I'd finished with last night's ridiculous attack of paranoia.
"I think you've had your share of BJ's over the years." I replied to his joke.
"They never get old." he grinned, "But I do, going to have to start thinking about the blue pills."
"You just want the blue pills to keep up with the teenies when you cast them."
"Come on, Mary, I don't do that shit, I just direct, I stopped trying out the talent years ago. I saw myself becoming Brad and didn't like it."
"Sorry."
"I need the pills for when I date the teenies." He winked.
"Tell me you're not."
"No, I've been with Sharon a five years now. She's a good woman, doesn't hassle me about what I do and takes my word for it I just look and don't touch."
"Good for you, glad you're happy."
"But you're not." He finished swabbing up the syrup with a last bite of pancake and putting his fork down sat back,
"Time for I told you so, Mary. A mother of a kid old enough to know what porn is has no real business in it." He paused, "I should add a decent parent who cares about their kid and you're one of those."
"According to you just now, I'm not because I'm doing it." I said glumly.
"I didn't mean it like that." He sighed and picking up his coffee took a sip as he looked everywhere but at me.
Dan had taken good care of himself and although at forty seven his hair was becoming more salt than pepper, his face was still smooth and his electric blue eyes were as bright as ever. Dan still went to the gym and stayed in shape and for the most part it was still easy to see his early twenties badly named alter ego 'Stevie Stroker' sitting in front of me.
"You did mean it and you're right. I keep thinking of what Paul said in that dream. I'm being selfish, I'm risking ruining his life and our relationship for what I want."
"Um, newsflash, Paul never said that. If you dreamt it, you said it."
"True." I nodded in agreement.
"Dreaming it a lot and I still can't believe I thought he'd," I hesitated, "Want to jack off on my thigh highs like one of those moronic fantasies." I laughed, "I know boys can be boys, but he's twenty, he's been with girls, he's past 'look its mom's panties' that's thirteen year old crap."
"Not really." He said.
"What do you mean?"
"Mary, everything we shoot is a fantasy. Interracial, group, BDSM, Lesbian, school girl, it all sells because people have those fantasies."
"Your point?"
"Milf is the hottest thing out there these days, but a big faction of it is the mom son stuff." He put his mug down and spread his hands out, "We only shoot what sells, people want this in real life."
"Come on." I waved my hand at him.
"In fact the reason any incest or step incest video does well is unlike all the other stuff it's a fantasy that in the real world should stay fantasy. Want to be gang banged? You can arrange it, want to have sex with an older or younger man or woman, you can do it, interracial, easy enough. You like the idea of fucking your mom? Better keep it to yourself."
"So you really think there's that many guys who want their mommy?" I asked dubiously.
"They wouldn't be top rated videos if they didn't. Lot of young guys get some blurred lines with their moms. Or have you never heard of an Oedipus complex?"
"I don't know why, but I just figured this stuff played to the kinky type as in that's hot, but I would never."
"Most would never because they'd get sent to therapy or be kicked out of the house." Paul laughed, "That's the appeal to these things; it feeds a need that can't be fed unless you're a Jerry Springer episode."
"I still don't see how a guy Paul's age would want their mother."
"In the sense of how stupid the movies we usually film are, you're right. It takes more than them catching mom in the shower to want to fuck them. In real life it's an emotional thing, its love for a mom crossing over to seeing her as a woman and being the man in her life in every way."
"That's pretty deep, you give this a lot of thought?"
"Honestly, I was talking to Malcolm Stone. You know, Stone Cold productions?"
"Who doesn't? Guy was a legend as a porn star and even bigger as a producer, his sites are all top rated."
"And he's a serious kinkster." Dan grinned, "Got himself a mommy complex. Loves the fantasy. That's why his loving mothers site is all softer erotic shoots, he looks for the romance angle not just the fucking and look at where he is on the charts. It kicks the crap out of the Nasty Mom site we shot for yesterday."
"I do prefer those." I told him, "If I have to do them, they're better." I rolled my eyes, "At least I don't have to deal with oh, two sons fucking their mom is better than one!" I grunted, "Idiotic, even by porn standards."
"Yeah?" He grinned, "Good to know, Malcolm was pretty impressed with the couple of loving mothers shoots you did."
"Because he likes them?"
"Because a lot of people do." Dan leaned forward, folding his arms on the table. "Okay, look at you and Paul. John passes, you're alone. You're working hard, Paul appreciates it."
"He does, what are you getting at?"
"He sees himself as man of the house, he tries to do what he can for you including a massage and a nice foot rub. He's protective of you, he loves you, he wants you to be happy. You're not dating right?"
"I get plenty of sex thank you." I said dryly, "And I'm already lying to Paul about what I do, don't need a boyfriend to add to the guilt."
"And you said Paul's alone. So say, he gets it in his head that he should be the man in every way? Sees you as a woman not just mom?"
"Knock it off!" I snapped, "My son isn't one of those pigs you and the other sick pricks write into scripts."
"Never said he was." He put his hands up defensively, "I'm giving you an example. Besides you're the one who seemed to think he was going to whack off on your stockings."
"I was being an idiot which is how this started." I rubbed at my temples, "I don't want to talk about sons who think they should they want their mothers."
"What do you want to talk about, then?"
"I hate what I do, Dan. I hate myself before and after every shoot. Hate myself whenever I look at my son and think of John."



"Then quit. It's why I told you don't get back in."
"I can't afford the house and keep Paul in school for the next two years with a damn waitressing job and him chipping in with a part time job at a bookstore."
"Sell the damn house." Dan shrugged, "Its big for just the two of you and it's in a nice area you'd make enough to pay a couple years of his tuition."
"Then we're paying rent which is as expensive as this mortgage for a nice area."
"But no school bill to worry about."
"Dan," I leaned forward as he was. "When John was dying, when he knew there was nothing more the doctors could do he asked me to promise him two things."
"One, Paul stays in school and becomes an engineer like he wants to. Two was I keep this house because it's the only place we lived as a married couple and its Paul's home."
"I would have promised to go to the moon at that point." I said softly, "But I figured hundred k policy, half tuition half pays off the house, or close to pays it off."
"Okay."
"Then we got hit with the funeral costs, the medical bills insurance wouldn't cover. Paul's car shit the bed. I took weeks out of work because I couldn't get my head together right away. I paid a semester of Paul's school, bought him a decent car and there's a little left in the bank, but not a lot."
"You're going to hold yourself to that? If John knew how little you'd have left he'd let the house go." He grunted, "Think he'd rather have you living in an apartment or sucking cock to pay for this house?"
"Thanks." I winced, "That was pretty harsh."
"Well Mary, it seems like an easy choice. Sell this thing, quit the biz once and for all and Paul will never know. I mean, does this house mean that much?"
"My word to my dying husband does."
"Didn't you give him your word you'd never do this again?"
"No." I gave him a wry smile, "He never said it because he most likely figured he wouldn't have to?"
"Word games." Dan raised his eyebrows. "So it's okay to do that knowing full well he wouldn't want it because he did not specifically say it? Should he have had to tell you to never jump off a building?"
"Don't be a smart ass."
"Mary, I think you're being stubborn. You're risking your son finding out you're a porn star to keep a promise to the person who would be the most appalled you went back to this stuff."
"Maybe it's all I think I can do." I said quietly. "Dan, as much as I hate it, I have to admit once I get over being pissed off at the shoots, I get into it. You saw it today, I cum for real."
"Some women do and always will. For you, it might be a matter of getting out grief and frustration. That coupled with its sex and every damn porn star is an exhibitionist at heart." He bit his lower lip in thought.
"Can I ask you something without you getting mad?"
"You can ask me anything."
"You used to say the only thing you weren't totally happy about with John was sex. You said he was pretty vanilla."
"He was and anytime I brought up wanting to have more fun and try things he got mad and threw my past at me saying he wanted Mary his wife, not Molly the porn star."
"I think he thought anything wild would make me think of that." I looked down at the table, "I wouldn't have. I just wanted to enjoy him and I thought maybe he was right, maybe I had a slut persona and Molly was an excuse to be one."
"No, you had a high sex drive and then spent four years fucking like a wildcat and you never had a reason to hate it until you met John."
He tapped the table as he thought, "Don't get mad, Mary, but you could be getting into this to a point because you had twenty years of vanilla lovemaking."
"I'd take a lifetime of it to have him back." I spoke softly, fighting off the emotions rising within me.
"I'm sure you would, but that's not an option. You're still grieving in a way, but you have needs and being back in the biz has awoken that inner slut so to speak. You're not dating; it's your damn sex life as well as your job. Nothing wrong with liking it."
"Mary the industry has been cleaned up to the point I don't think it will ever be a recommended career choice in school, but porn star doesn't have the connotation it did before. Some girls and even the guys get some type of cult status and are open about it. If you didn't have Paul what would you be doing wrong?"
"But I do."
"Mary, we both know from when we were younger It's a love hate industry and you're not the first one to have should I stay or should I go syndrome, but you have more to lose than most. Maybe you should stop before it's too late. You've gotten away with it so far and it's a matter of time before someone you or Paul knows finds you on the net."
"It's already too late." I whispered as the reality dawned on me.
"What do you mean?"
"It's so obvious." I muttered, "The net's forever, Dan. You know there are sites that have movies on it from the damn seventies up to now. There are videos of us together out there."
"Right." He answered quietly as he realized where I was going with this.
"If I never went back there was still a small chance of being ousted, but I was a lot younger and could maybe lie about it. But the second my first video I did in my return went up, that risk became huge."
"True, but..."
"Dan, I've shot eighteen videos in the last six months. If I quit today, they're there. My videos have been sold to the sites and can't be pulled. He could find one of these two years from now. Find out what I did."
"Did would be the operative word, maybe you can have some damage control with saying you did what you had to then stopped for him."
"Maybe, it's still going to be bad."
"So is that your logic? It's too late, keep going?"
"In a year and a half I'll be paying Paul's last semester then I can just work on keeping up the mortgage. I have to stay with it for now, but how can I stop things like last night?"
"You can't." he said simply. "You have to live with your choice Mary. But tell you what; if you plan on living this lie, the longer it goes the better the odds he finds out."
"I'm playing Russian roulette aren't I?"
"Yes." He looked at his watch. "I need to pick Sharon up at the airport soon; she's coming back from a trip to see family." I nodded and he gave me a sad look, "I don't know what to tell you, Mary. My advice is quit, but if you want to keep going, I'll keep getting you work."
"Then keep getting me work." I said in a subdued tone. "What's the difference if he ends up finding a video from three months or three days ago? I damned myself the minute I went back."
"You don't know he will ever find out." Dan was trying to sound encouraging, but it sounded strained.
"I guess I can hope for my luck to hold out another year or so."
"Okay." He ran his fingers through his hair and gave me an awkward looking smile, "So, if you're still working. I have something for you for next week. You were requested, but I haven't answered yet."
"What site?"
"It's a new one Malcolm Stone is starting, another Mom son themed site, but this one is different, he says it's going to be special and you're number one on his hit list to recruit." He gave me a sly smile, "That's why I brought him up earlier."
"You may be my best friend, but you're all agent." I frowned, "Talking about me quitting, but planting seeds for more work."
"Guilty, and you're choosing to stay. As your friend I prefer you quit and said that. As your agent I'm about making us money. But that's why I gave you that spin on sons really wanting moms."
"Malcolm takes this seriously and you'll hear it from him. Humor him and be convincing on the set, he pays a lot of money to see his personal kink brought to life." He smirked, "Rumor has it he's paid for the real deal."
"Seriously?" I was shocked, not something that happened to me often, "That's illegal, no?"
"If you're caught, besides its rumors, but I've read his scripts and seen him watching the shoots, guy has it bad for sons who want their mommies."
"Does he know I have a son?"
"I'm not sure. I've never told anyone, but people remember you leaving to get married. Now you're back after twenty two years. It's not a stretch to think you have kids. I doubt he knows, but you never know. Why?"
"Because people keep telling me how good I am in the erotic mom stuff and I don't want them, you know."
"Thinking you encourage your son to jerk off on your stockings?"
"It's not funny."
"Mary, the curse of a porn star is people; guys mostly, will think you're really into anything you film."
"Guys who don't know me jerking to a movie aren't the same as people who know me."
"People don't think porn is about any type of acting, but it is. Come on Mary, the girls smiling through a face full of cum and acting like it's the best thing that ever happened to them is acting, it's all acting. People on the sets don't think past, wow, she's convincing."
"And I am."
"This is what's bothering you?" His eye narrowed, "You think you want your son?"
"No!" I raised my voice, "What's wrong with you? I just wouldn't want people to think I do want him if they ever found out."
"I doubt they would. But the fact you're a mom I think is why in the soft scenes you look caring, its maternal instinct."
"On a porn set?" I asked skeptically.
"Whatever, Mary. If you really cared what people think you'd stop. So you want this meeting with Stone or no?"
"What's the spin he's so excited about?"
"He won't tell me, says he wants to pitch it to you himself. All I know is everything that guy touches turns to gold and in the realm of incest he's got a rep for erotic, not hardcore."
"Okay, I'll meet with him. Can't pretend to have standards after yesterday's crap; two sons tagging their mother." I made a farting sound with my lips.
"Great, but he's not going to be around in the next few days. Meantime I do have something else on the hook for you. I'm directing."
"More mother son crap?"
"Yeah, but it has another element to it."
"Book it." I cut him off, "It doesn't matter. After all Molly Minx never says no, right? That's what they said years ago and they were right."
"Whatever you want, Mary."
"Not whatever I want, Dan. Whatever it takes."
*****
"Come on, honey, is that the best you can do?" I asked Candy Came as she pretended to have a hard time taking Nick Silver's cock more than halfway down.
"No wonder my son's always watching porn!" I continued, stripping off my top and staring down at Nick who was on his back on the bed, Candy kneeling on his right blowing him, "Here let me show you."
She sat up and lowering my head I easily took Nick's long cock down my throat. I bobbed my head rapidly, showing off.
"Oh fuck, mom." Nick moaned. "God that feels good!"
I stopped and stroking his cock said, "Don't just sit there, work his balls. Come on, hon, I'm trying to show you how to make my baby, happy!"
I resumed sucking his cock, but now just taking it half way down to allow Candy to suck Nick's balls without our heads whacking against each other, which we'd done five minutes ago because she was new and never shot a double BJ scene before.
Nick moaned and sliding his hands beneath us, played with our tits. I worked his cock until Dan shouted to switch, "Okay, you're turn."
We traded places, Candy now sucking him while I licked and slurped on his balls. At Dan's direction, we turned our asses towards Nick who began fingering both of is. We released identical contrived moans when his fingers slid inside us and his thumbs worked our clits.
"Okay, let's see what you learned." I leaned up from his balls, sitting back on my knees and rocking my hips into his hand.
Grabbing Candy's pig tails, I used them to guide her mouth down his cock. Candy did a good job of gagging and pretending she couldn't do it while I encouraged her.
"Open wider, relax your throat and just ease him in honey, you can do it. I know you can." God, who wrote this one?
Candy made an adorable little whimpering sound then proceeded sucking him like the porn star she really was.
"Feel good, baby?" I smiled down at Nick, "Your little girlfriend getting it right now?"
"Oh yeah." He smiled up at me, "Still not as good as you though."
"Well, who knows how to take care of a boy better than his mom?" I gave myself credit for getting through the line with a smile and not an eye roll or snapping at Dan for this being stupid.
"You're the best, mom." Nick declared and I wanted to laugh when I saw him roll his eyes as he said it.
"She is getting good though." I placed my hand on the back of Candy's head and urged her to suck faster by pulling on her hair. "Speaking of being taken care of, those fingers feel pretty damn good, but I can think of something that would feel better."
I swung my leg over his head and as he wrapped his arms around my thighs, I lowered my pussy to his face. I moaned when his tongue slid through my wet lips and his lips fastened to my clit. I worked my hips, riding his face while playing with my nipples and watching Candy blow him.
"I think he's pretty damn hard right now, honey." I told her, "Now this is where you get rewarded for making him that way. How about you go for a ride on my son's big cock?"
Candy sat up and straddling Nick's hips lowered herself onto him. Nick released my thighs and grabbing her hips, thrust deep inside her.
"Oh, oh, its so big!" She squealed, her brown eyes wide and her mouth open as if she'd never had a cock inside her.
"Look at you." I smiled, fondling her small tits.
Everything about Candy was small. In cougar teen shoots the directors went out of their way to find slender, small breasted, petite young actresses to contrast the older women who like myself, whose bodies were softer and much bustier.
I would never be called heavy, but I did have a nice set of hips, some curve to my ass and my tits, although not huge, were a good handful and compared to Candy's A-cups titties looked much bigger in comparison.
I took turns sucking each of her tiny pink nipples as she moaned and played with my tits while riding Nick's cock. Raising my head from her tits, I pushed hers down to mine and released a sexy sigh as her soft tongue caressed my nipples.
This was the first girl on girl action I'd had in over twenty years and as bad as it was to say, it was like riding a bike. I had no issues with sucking her tits and letting her have mine. Taking her face in my hands I lifted her head up and gave her a soft kiss.
Candy emitted another surprised whimper and I had to admit the girl was good. I'd heard this was only her fourth shoot, and second with a woman, but she was a natural at playing innocent, or as innocent as one could play in a threesome.
I continued to kiss her softly, my full lips caressing hers. My eyes were closed, but I could sense the camera man getting closer to us, moving in to get a nice close up of us kissing.
"Let's see some tongue and keep up those hot little noises, Candy!" Dan instructed.
Our lips parted and our tongue met, sliding rapidly over each other. I placed her hands over my tits and mine over hers so we were playing with each other as we kissed.
"Nice move, Molly." Dan announced, "You girls are looking good, Nick I don't think you should even be getting paid for this!"
There were a few laughs including one from Nick between my thighs. His tongue wasn't moving because the camera was focused mostly on the women. I knew when Ron, the cameraman behind Nick's head gave a signal they were switching to him because that's when he would resume licking.
Nick wasn't like Rick who would keep going whether he was on camera or not, Nick didn't care about anything but getting paid and letting the girls work his tool until he blew his load. Sad to say he was the norm and that had been as true two decades ago as it was now.
But I played my part, moaning and moving my hips, opening my mouth and rolling my eyes back.
"Oh, right there baby!" I cried out, "Make mommy come!"
"Suck those tits!" I shoved Candy's face to my left breast. "That's it, suck that tit and play with the other, help my son make me cum!"
Candy moaned around my nipple and I could tell by the exaggerated way her tongue was flying around it, the camera was just about in her face. Nick was whipping his tongue around again meaning he was being told to.
I gasped, clamped my thighs shut around his head, grabbed Candy's hair and released a long loud howl that in my mind only an idiot-or a guy with his dick ready to blow-would think was real. I bucked wildly, taking great satisfaction in grinding my pussy all over his face.
"Wow, mommy came hard." I breathed, then with a laugh pushed Candy onto her back. "You're turn!"
Candy lay out on the bed, spreading her slender legs and crawling off Nick, I knelt between her legs. I spread her smooth pink slit wide and flicking my tongue across her clit moaned as if her pussy was the finest thing I'd ever tasted.
I pulled my legs beneath me and pushing my ass in the air, said, "Don't just sit there, baby, fuck me!"
Nick got up on his knees and Dan yelled, "Fluffer!"
I sighed into Candy's pussy, sat up and accepted a bottle of water from one of the stagehands.
Candy took one as well and we both drank, then sat there while two makeup techs came over, reapplying our lipstick and adding some more foundation so the bright lights wouldn't cause any shine on our skin. "Twenty six, playing twenty and can't keep it up." I looked over my shoulder and watching, Sarah, today's fluffer, bobbing her head rapidly as Nick knelt there.
"Maybe you don't turn me on old lady."
"Right that's why you'll cum for real and I had to fake mine." I replied, getting some snickers from the crew. "Just get that thing hard enough to push inside me so I can pretend you're really hard and we'll be fine."
The fluffer bobbed her head for a few more seconds, then with a loud slurping sound, backed off revealing Nick's now hard cock.
"Okay, let's go." Dan called out then added. "Hey Nick if you can keep it up long enough, slap it on Molly's ass a few times. If not just stick it in before you lose it again."
There were louder laughs this time and I winked at Dan before resuming my position between Candy's thighs. Nick slapped his cock against both cheeks of my ass before spreading them and driving his cock in and going to town.
I deliberately made no noise. I licked Candy's clit and slipped two fingers inside her, but didn't make a sound as Nick fucked me harder. I was proving a point that I knew wasn't lost on anyone there, then Dan called out.
"Okay, Molly act like he's worth something, let's hear it."
And that's why the girls loved Dan; he took our side and at any sign of cockiness from the male talent would treat them like crap. I yelped into Candy's pussy and a few people laughed the way I'd turned it on like a switch.
"That's it, baby! Fuck mommy! Give me all of that beautiful cock!"
As Nick pounded away, I focused on Candy. I ran my tongue down through the folds of her pussy and slipped it inside. She whimpered and rocked her hips moaning, "Oh, Miss Williams! Oh, I've never had a girl lick my pussy before!"
Not since last month I thought even as I rocked my head, tongue fucking her. I slurped hard enough to get a nice mouthful of her juice and removing my tongue slowly, left a trail of it from her pussy to the tip of my tongue.
I wiggled it slowly, letting the camera get a good look at it. I returned to sucking her clit and pushing two fingers inside her, pumped them. I kept my eyes facing her, well, more accurately the camera man over her shoulder. He was kneeling on the floor, his camera along her shoulder, but she acted as if it weren't there. Moaning and groaning.
"Tits, Candy." Dan called out, "Let's see you play with those pretty nipples."



"About all she has is nipples." Nick muttered behind me, knowing it would be edited out.
"Ignore that idiot." I whispered, then sucked her clit hard, stretching her swollen nub from beneath its hood.
Candy squeezed her nipples and tugged on them. She lifted her ass from the bed and bucking her hips made sharp yelping sounds. My fingers were inside her and I could tell she was faking as she wasn't contracting at all. I had to admit she sounded good and the wide eyed, seemingly shocked look on her face was impressive. The girl had promise.
I continued to lick Candy through her pretend climax and when she released her tits and gave a hilarious exhausted moan, I sat up.
"My turn, sweetie, I showed you how to suck cock, now let's see how you lick pussy."
I eased from Nick who muttered, "Cunt" over my shoulder.
Turning my head, I wrapped my arm around his neck and gave him an unscripted kiss. Holding his face close to mine I whispered, "Just shut up and fuck her. Seeing she's so young maybe you can impress her."
I let him go and rolling over onto my back, grabbed his cock as I was scripted to do and sucked it into my mouth as Candy, stretched out between my legs, her tongue flicking tentatively around my clit.
Nick fucked my mouth as he was told to, but when he went faster and harder, I reached up between his legs, took his balls in my hand and gave him a not so gentle squeeze. He winced and slowed down, working his cock in and out of my mouth as I lay beneath him.
"Get behind Candy and fuck her, Nick, pace yourself, once Molly comes you're next."
Nick hopped off the bed and standing at the foot of it, grabbed her slender hips, lifted her ass up and slammed into her. She yelped between my legs while running her tongue up and down my slit.
I reached down, sliding my fingers through the patch of golden fuzz that told the world Molly Minx was a real blonde and spreading my lips, tapped my clit with a red tipped finger, "Right there, honey, lick it like a lollipop, just like you licked my son's cock."
Candy nodded and gave me an adorable "Hmm-mm" as she swirled her pink tongue around my clit while yelping through Nick's fucking her. He slowed then stopped.
""What's the problem, Nick?" Dan asked.
"Getting too close." He muttered.
"Focus on Candy's face." Dan pointed to one of the camera men, "Candy, keep moving your head and making noise like he's fucking you."
"Kind of like you were anyway." I winked at Nick, who scowled at me.
Nick held her hips and kept his pose, still moving his shoulders and chest for the camera if they wanted to shoot above the actual action and taking my eyes from him I focused on Candy.
"That's it baby girl, I purred in my sultry 'Molly' voice, "Nice and easy, look up and let me see that pretty face."
She fixed her eyes on the camera next to my head and I had to admit she was goddamn cute. Candy, no idea what her real name was, they weren't allowed on the sets, had huge dark brown doe eyes that were perfect for these demure teen rolls.
He long brown hair was pulled into pig tails and she had a smattering of freckles around her nose that gave her a sweet girl next door appearance.
That went well with her small tits, cute little heart shaped ass and slender frame. Right now though, naked on her knees with a cock inside her and her little pink tongue dancing across my clit she looked far from cute.
"Fingers, sweetie, use your fingers. Oh, that's nice." I moaned when she obeyed me, sliding two thin fingers inside. "Move them nice and slow. Hmm, that's my pretty girl."
"Love that, Molly!" Dan exclaimed, "Be good to her, work that cougar kitten angle." He paused, "Nick you think you can start fucking again or you going to pop like the teen you're playing? You didn't have to be this realistic you know."
Another round of laughter, but I only heard it dimly. I was rocking my hips gently; timing my thrusts with Candy's fingers and watching her tongue tease my clit. My eyes trailed down her body, her smooth back, her firm ass then back to the show between my legs.
Candy had a soft touch with her tongue. She wasn't lapping at me like a dog drinking from a water bowl like many women did in exaggeratedly 'hot' lesbian scenes. Her licking was slow and sensual and she was still whimpering and looking up at me with those damn eyes.
"Am I doing okay?" She asked out of the blue.
"Oh, aren't you precious?" I whispered, "So sweet, and you're doing just fine baby girl, you keep licking like that and I'm going to come nice and hard for you."
I wasn't kidding. It was happening again. I was totally caught up in the shoot and even the fact it was the first time a woman was between my legs since the early nineties wasn't bothering me. No, it was getting to me, it's what had me so hot.
The three of us were on a bed, surrounded by a half dozen crew members with lights and cameras and here I was in front of them, naked, legs spread a girl three years younger than my son servicing my pussy. I released a long throaty moan and toyed with my nipples.
"Time for Nick to finish up." Someone said, "Give us a loud one, Molly."
"Shut up and keep rolling." Dan countered, "She's going to give us a real one. Keep licking baby girl!" he encouraged.
Candy giggled between my thighs and it caused a surge of heat through me. I rocked my hips harder and taking the hint, Candy sped up her licking and fingering.
"Oh, yes, first my son makes me come then his pretty little girl friend." I groaned, arching my back, "Lick that pussy, baby girl, lick it harder!"
Candy obeyed and her eyes didn't look quite so wide and innocent. She knew I was getting close for real, she could feel my pussy quivering around her fingers.
"Put a finger in my ass." I whispered low enough the mic couldn't catch it.
Candy slid a finger deep into my ass and throwing my head back I emitted a long loud squeal and went off like a rocket.
"Goddamn, that's hot!" Dan clapped as I cried out repeatedly, yelping and moaning as I bucked my hips and squirmed rubbing my pussy in Candy's face.
"Fuck her Nick! Fuck her hard then whip it out and hold it!"
Candy yelped along with me as Nick squeezed her hips and hammered away at her. I moved my hips quicker, wanting to finish cumming before Nick popped. I pinched my nipples hard and another howl filled the room as that sent me further into orgasm.
The rest had helped Nick as he pounded away on Candy, really tearing into her while watching me put on a show. I watched his long wet cock pounding between Candy's cheeks and into her tiny little slit.
I moaned and yelped before releasing a shuddering moan and letting my head fall back on the pillow, my tits heaving as I fought to catch my breath.
Nick moved his hands up to Candy's shoulders and gave her several more hard thrusts, before pulling his cock out and gripping it tightly.
"On your knees together girls. Molly, help Candy take it."
We got to our knees, me behind Candy, cupping her tits and fondling them as Nick hopped up on the bed and standing in front of us, stroked his cock.
"Open wide, pretty girl." I purred, "Take my son's cum, take every drop of it!"
Candy opened wide, sticking her tongue out and placing the tip of his cock just in front of her mouth, Nick let it go sending a long stream of cum into her mouth.
"That's it," I cooed, now holding her face between my hands, "Be a good girl and take every drop. But don't swallow it." Don't swallow it because, ugh.
Nick pumped his cock, emptying his balls into Candy's mouth as she played it up, tilting her head back and showing the puddle of cum already there. Nick wrung the last few drops, then moaned when I leaned over, grabbed his cock and sucked it into my mouth.
"Hmm," I smacked my lips, "You're little girlfriend tastes good on your cock, baby!"
"Damn that was hot, mom!" Nick declared, sinking to his knees on the bed.
"It was, but I'm not done yet." I turned to Candy, "Don't be greedy, honey, share with me."
I turned and leaned back against Nick's chest and as he fondled my tits, I opened wide. Candy leaned over me and opening her mouth let Nick's huge load now mixed with her spit and my pussy juice flow into my mouth.
I cringed inwardly as the hot mess filled my mouth, I hated this shit. This wasn't a thing twenty years ago. I closed my mouth, purred as if it were delicious then sat up, took Candy's face in mine and poured it back in to her mouth.
We swapped a couple more times, then letting some of it flow across my lips, I kissed her. Our lips slid across each other making a mess with his cum and letting it drip down our chins.
"You don't look so cocky slurping cum, Molly." Nick said, already getting off the bed as the camera was going to finish on us.
I kept my eyes on Candy and continued our cum filled kiss until Dan yelled to stop. I leaned back, rubbed my fingers along my chin and pushing cum back into my mouth smiled into the camera and titling my head back made as if I'd swallowed.
"Mommies always here to help." I said, speaking slowly as I still had a good portion of Nick's load in my mouth.
"That's a wrap." Dan declared, "Now you can stop being a dick, Nick."
"Hey, about time they earned their money." He laughed.
"They earn their money dealing with idiots like you, laying there getting your cock played with. They do the real work. That's why they get the real pay."
"The guys should get that pay too." Nick muttered as he took his robe from the guy passing them out.
"Do what we do and you will." I spoke carefully again and sliding to the edge of the bed put my hand out. I drooled Nick's load into my palm then pressed it into his face, smearing cum all over it.
"There you go, now you're at our pay scale." I snapped.
"What the fuck!" Nick staggered back, wiping disgustedly at his face, "You fucking cunt."
"You'll be lucky to fuck any cunt after this, you prick." I said, aware of the people around us staring in shock. "You got a lot of attitude for a fucking nobody, you act like this again and I'll help make sure no woman wants to work with you again."
"Okay, enough!" Dan quickly made his way onto the set as Nick stood there sputtering and I calmly put my robe on. "Come on, people, let's be cool here."
"I'm fine." I winked,. "I'm not the one with egg on my face, oh, wait that's not egg."
"I'll spread the word you're a diva cunt." Nick snapped, wiping his face with a towel someone handed him.
"Oh, Molly Minx or Nick Silver, whoever will they choose?" I waved my hand at him. "Learn how to show some respect."
"Respect whores who spread their twats all over the net? Please." He turned and stormed off followed by a guy who I thought might be his agent and a couple of crew members.
"Wow." Candy said, removing her hair from the pigtails, "That was harsh."
"He's a prick and you never have to take a guy being that way." I leaned over and kissed her cheek, "You my dear, are a little sweetie, good working with you."
"Thank you." She beamed at me, "You're the best, Molly, I want to get as popular as you someday."
"That won't be hard after today." I quipped and walked across the set, not speaking to Dan as I passed.
He seemed like he was going to follow, but then thought better of it and remained on the set. I walked back stage and towards the dressing room, frowning when I saw a large dark haired man leaning next to the door.
"Help you?" I asked, he looked familiar somehow, but I couldn't place him.
"Molly Minx!" He boomed in a deep powerful voice, "That was one hell of a performance!"
"Thank you." I said taking his hand as he extended it to me, my hand disappeared in his massive grip and I could sense the restrained strength in it as he barely squeezed mine. "Not so much at the end though."
"Please, you put a pup in his place." He smiled down at me and I couldn't help notice he was pretty damn attractive, with a neatly trimmed beard and gorgeous ocean blue eyes. His age was hard to guess, he had the confident bearing of an older man, but his smooth features made it tough to guess. "But the scene is what I cared about." He went on "And it was hot, not many women climax for real in these things."
"Guess I'm a natural." I told him, "Look, I appreciate the flattery, but that scene left a bad taste in my mouth."
"Nice!" He burst out laughing and like his smile it seemed sincere and not phony like a lot of the people in the industry were. "Great joke, a true veteran line if I ever heard one."
I wondered who he was. Many times producers would let high roller investors or local wealthy players on the set to watch and many times it would lead to offers of paying to sleep with one of the starlets.
"I'm glad you enjoy my work. I'll make sure you get an autographed picture of me before you leave." I hated doing that, but it was required we do it when guests were on set. "Have a nice day, mister..."
"A picture?" He laughed again as if I'd said something hilarious. "I'm looking for a lot more than that, Miss Minx."
"Okay, I don't know who you are, but that scene at the end of the scene is going to get me reamed by my director and I would like to at least shower and brush my damn teeth before that happens."
"Oh, understandable! I'll certainly wait until later to speak with you."
"Look, I love that I have fans," Not really, but it sounded good, "But I really don't feel like being bothered. Especially seeing you won't tell me who the hell you are."
"Love that fire, Molly." He seemed to be enjoying himself, "That's passion and you have it on and off set. We're going to get along just fine."
"The only place you'll be getting along to is the parking lot when I call security, now move." I reached for the doorknob and froze when I heard Dan call out behind me.
"Malcolm!"
Malcolm..."
Dan made his way over, "Well I see you've met Molly. Don't worry about what happened that was..."
"The fault of the rude male talent." He cut Dan off, "And I was just getting to introducing myself to your favorite client."
He gave me a slight bow, "Molly Minx, allow me to officially introduce myself, "I'm Malcolm Stone!"
"Of course you are." I sighed.
*****
I exited the dressing room now wearing a comfortable pair of jeans, sneakers and another shapeless t-shirt, this one from the Hard Rock Café. Not exactly what one wore to a meeting with a porn producer who your agent was claiming paid higher than anyone else.
I made my way across the large open backstage area to Dan's office and after a brief knock entered to see Dan sitting on the large leather couch and Malcolm across from him in a recliner, both with a wine glass in their hand.
"There's the woman of the hour." Malcolm stood up and waved at the bar against the wall, "May I pour you a glass of wine?"
"Just water thanks."
Dan waved for Malcolm to sit and grabbing me a bottle of water from the small fridge beneath the bar waved me over to sit next to him on the couch. I noticed Malcolm didn't sit down until I did and as I opened the water bottle, said, "You're quite the gentlemen Mr. Stone."
"Malcolm, please and yes, my mother raised me to be respectful of women." He laughed, "I know, pretty odd for my choice of work, but I pride myself on being a male director and producer who takes care of the ladies, like Dan over here."
"We ladies appreciate that, too bad you're few and far between."
"There are more of us now." Malcolm said, "People have woken up to the fact a friendly environment leads to more actresses and hotter performances." He shrugged, "For me it's always been basic manners, for others dollars and cents, but either way its better now."
"I apologize for not exactly dressing for this." I tugged at my loose shirt, "Not screaming Molly at the moment."
"You were screaming Molly on the set and I don't mean at that dumb kid." Malcolm said, "You're known for your genuine orgasms. Even back in the day you were. But what impressed me is how you were with Candy."
"She seems sweet." I said, "She hasn't been around long, wanted to make her feel at ease."
"It's more than that." Malcolm leaned forward, "You're very good with the young actor's period. That baby girl line and how precious she was? That was ad lib and excellent, so hot."
"Thank you."
"You excel at the motherly roles, Molly and I'm sure Dan clued you in that's why we're talking today." He pointed at my shirt, "And no worries on the attire. I saw all you had to offer live, and I like that you don't put on airs when you're not working."
"I've done a couple of shoots for Loving Mothers already for you." I paused to drink some water, "Is that what you want? More scenes for that site?"
"I'd love them, but I have an even better site getting ready to launch."
"Oh?"
"Yes, but before we get to it, a question for you; how do you feel about mothers and their sons?"
"For real?" I asked, "Pretty sick if you ask me."
I could feel Dan roll his eyes next to me and I wanted to smack myself, he'd prepped me for the way Malcolm saw it.
"Understandable and the common reaction. You may have heard that personally I disagree." He smiled and put his hands up in a 'oh well' gesture, "I think it's hot as hell."
"Others agree going by how well the movies do."
"Exactly and they wouldn't do that well with no interest in the kink, but its not like a three way, or a blow job fantasy, you can't really talk about taboo desires in real life."
"You do apparently." Dan kicked me under the coffee table as soon as I spoke.
"True, but this is a business meeting so we're talking what sells and let's leave it at I'm the target audience."
"Yes, lets." Dan shot me a look.
"Molly, mother son incest is the hottest taboo among taboo. Yes, daddy daughter and siblings has markets, but nothing beats mom son, know why?"
"No clue, really." I said honestly.
"A mother's love for her child transcends any other love and although a son will meet a woman who he will marry and have kids of his own with, his mother is his first love, the woman in his life, the ideal female and the one who will always love him unconditionally."
"I agree, but love and lust are different."
"Are they? Do we not lust after the partner we love? Do we not love that special man or woman we lust after? It's a fine line."
"Not in the case of family."
"But it's still crossed. Look, I know not every guy who watches mommy porn wants his mom; it's the taboo of a mom going after her son. But there are some who have really desired their mother and wanted to be their special man in every way."
"Wow, you are into this."
"I write all the loving mother's scripts myself." He beamed at me. "Come on, Molly, you have to prefer those to that crap you shot last week. Mom takes two." He snorted derisively. "Now that's ridiculous."
"I agree." I nodded, "But why?"
"Because there is always love when a man wants his mother, never just lust."
"How do you know?" I pressed, "How do you know there's not a son like the two from my last video who just want to fuck mom to see what it's like?"
"Then they really don't love their mother." I was amazed at how sad he seemed when he said that.
"I can agree to that." Dan said, "There are people who you should love, but not want in that way."
"But if you want your mother or sister and want to love them as well as lust for them, that's different and that's what I go for. Loving mothers is a site dedicated to the fantasy of the man or woman who truly wants their mom or son."
He stopped to down his wine, then continued.
"Molly, what I like about you is in the softer videos you really come across loving. Even with the hardcore sex. Your dialogue, the baby this, the honey, this, the let mommy. You ad lib half your lines during sex and it sounds natural."



"I try."
"It's not even trying, it's you. I've seen every mom video you have done since you came back. Everyone else is watching you suck and fuck. I'm listening to your words; I'm watching the expressions on your face, your eyes. You've looked outright tender in the loving mother's shoots. You're really maternal."
I burst out laughing. "Very maternal while I give a blow job."
"Molly, don't laugh." Dan snapped.
"It's fine Dan. I'm the one bringing all this up and if you're worried about business, I'll be a bad negotiator and tell you now, the only way Molly is not going to be part of my new site is if she doesn't want to be, because I want her."
"What is the new site?" Dan and I both asked at the same time, then looked at each other and laughed.
"I'll tell you soon enough. But to continue, Molly you play the part better than anyone I've ever seen and yes a mother can be a loving one while pleasing her son in every way and a good son is being a damned good son when tending to his mothers needs. Can I ask you a question?"
"Go ahead."
"Do you have a son? Are you a mother, Molly?"
My heart skipped a beat, but recovering quickly I widened my baby blue eyes and giving him my best brainless bimbo smile exclaimed, 'No, but I play one in the movies!"
"A very nice," He chuckled, "Way of not answering. I think you are because I see the care in you when the script allows it and the way that maternal desire flows into your character, you want to please your make believe sons."
I glanced at Dan who looked like he was working hard to keep his expression neutral, neither of us liking where this seemed to be heading.
"Okay, regardless of whether or not what I see in you is the result of having children or just a knack you have, it doesn't change the fact you're the best I've seen and that's high praise from me considering I look at this in the emotional energy not just sex."
"Thank you, I think."
"And for the record if you do indeed have a son I am in no way implying you're inappropriate. I am simply saying your motherly adoration shows through."
"If I had a son I would say thank you for not thinking poorly of me." I gave him a dry smile. "I think me being a mom plays into your fantasy, not reality."
"Oh, touché." Malcolm applauded, clapping his large hands. "And maybe you're right and I see what I want, but I pay to see what I want and then make money on everyone else who wants it."
"And that's all that matters here." Dan said, "I'm not trying to be rude, Malcolm, but Molly can't agree to anything if she doesn't hear what it is."
"Right." He nodded, "You'd think I'd get used to people backing out of that conversation, it's an uncomfortable topic away from fantasy. But I brought it up because my new site is going to bring mother son fantasy to another level and be as close to the real thing as you can get short of their actual mother."
"I'm curious to hear this." Dan admitted.
"Good." He glanced at me, "Still with us Molly, or have I offended you away from working with me?"
"No offense and I'm listening. I trust my instincts and I trust Dan. If I like it and he doesn't, it means no and other way around."
"I respect your friendship and professional courtesy." He said with no hint of sarcasm.
"So Dan, you familiar with the site, take my wife, please?"
"Yeah, I mean I was, is it still around?"
"Not the way it used to be. Voyeurism and husband's enjoying their wife being enjoyed has given way to that sick humiliating cuck material."
"But mom son isn't sick." I muttered.
"Molly, I should hire you just to follow me around and put me in my place." Malcolm laughed.
"Sorry." I grinned sheepishly, "I just got done pretending to fuck a son and his girlfriend then snowballing, I have no room to talk."
"Your realism is refreshing." He gave me another big smile; I had to admit for a wealthy powerful guy, he was one of the best natured people I'd ever met.
"What was that wife site about?"
"It was a brilliant concept." Malcolm explained, "The site had real couples e-mail in to talk about how they fantasized about the wife being fucked in front of the husband."
"That's not too extreme."
"But reality, Molly. Who do you pick? A friend or co-worker you never hear the end of it, a stranger, diseases and they could be dangerous. So take my wife would pick from the best e-mails and contact the couple."
"What they did was offer to come to their house with couple of cameramen, the director and a male actor to fuck the wife and give them their fantasy, safely. The rule was they kept the video for their site."
"If you're going to do that, may as well let someone you know have your wife." Dan grunted.
"Not really, it was no one they know that had the wife and you had to be a paying member to watch and it was mostly a huge hit with swingers, it was that type of kink."
"Okay so how does this apply to now?"
"Right," He leaned forward his eyes brought with excitement "Real moms." He put his hands out as if framing the words.
"Real moms?" Dan and I both asked at once.
"Yes, I started the website a month ago and have been advertising it on ads on loving mothers and a few other sites." He grinned, "You guys film it, but don't watch it do you?"
"Nope, haven't watched porn except for work in years." Dan said and I nodded in agreement.
"But target audience does. I've invested thousands in advertising already, even on regular milf sites. What the ad is lobbying for are e-mails from young men who truly want to have sex with their mothers."
"Are you serious?" Dan asked.
"Yes and before you get into it they have to prove they are eighteen. I've been going through hundreds of requests." He paused, "A week."
"Wow." I whistled.
"Many I toss away, the ones that are obscene and over the top. Ones that are obviously mocking the concept and ones that just don't sound real to me. The ones I like are the ones that talk about love. How they want to love their mother in every way."
"The stuff you were just saying." Dan pointed out.
"Precisely that. I see the word love, that letter makes it to the next round. The ones I've really focused on are the ones that sound frustrated, that talk about how badly they want their mother how it's a need, how they have a hard time being around mom because they want her so badly."
"Are there a lot of those?" I asked, rubbing at my temple, all this mother son shit was getting to me.
"Enough to tell me the site has a lot of promise."
"So what," Dan spoke up, "You pick the letters you like, offer to fly the kid here and match them up with a milf porn star?"
"Yes!" he exclaimed, slapping the coffee table hard enough to make me jump. "But not just any porn star, but a small handpicked group of the best mother son actresses."
"Okay." Dan stroked his chin, "I'm assuming they have to have a blood test for STD's and you going with condom or bareback?"
"Bareback of course and anything shows up, even drugs, they're out.
"But what's the point? It's not their mother." I interjected, "I don't understand."
"It's as close as they can get and they will send pics of their mother and we do what we can to get a close match."
"Most moms don't look like porn stars." Dan laughed.
"Then they get an upgrade." Malcolm rolled his eyes, "Come on, people isn't this brilliant? Playing on the most taboo fetish there is, but not crossing a line."
"So they get sex with a porn star, it's a contest." I told him.
"No, they get more than that, they get to role play. The actress goes by mom's name if he wants them to, acts like them, treats them like a mother, albeit a lusty one, but it will be a slow soft seduction, yes hardcore sex at some point, but the getting there will be better than anything out there because one half of the coupling won't be acting."
"I'm seeing it." Dan said softly, "Kid would be nervous, no experience. The actress takes them by the hand, leads them into it." He looked at me and smiled, "It's okay, baby, just lie back and let mommy take good care of you."
"And no one does that better than Molly Minx!" Malcolm was so excited his face was getting red.
"I want you for the first video, Molly. I already have the young man in question, he's coming in next Tuesday, the shoot is slated for Wednesday."
"I don't know." I began, "Actors are one thing, but a kid who's a true eighteen to twenty year old? First off we know not every guy can perform let alone one who is nervous to start with."
"I think you could be pretty damn persuasive." Dan said.
"But I'd feel...wouldn't this be fucking with the kid? I mean if he's really in love with his mom, what does this do? Might make him worse."
"Might get it out of his system, you'd be like a sexual surrogate." Malcolm offered, "You'd be helping a nice kid fulfill his wildest dream. Trust me, I'm only looking at kids that seem sweet and sincere, not jerks looking to get blown by a porn star."
"Considering the conversation leading up to this, I'm sure you can sniff out the legit ones."
"Yes. I have the kid next week, then eight more for the next couple of weeks."
"Holy shit." Dan shook his head. "The girls picked yet?"
"Mostly, I want Molly to be in my debut movie. It's why a picked a good one who's mother is blond, has blue eyes and the pic?" he whistled, "I'd want her if she were my mother, looks like she could make an adult video."
"The others?"
"I'm lining up Nikki Nice, Jodie Sweet, Sarah James and Charlie Charms. It's a who's who, of the best moms in the biz, but none better than the woman in front of me now."
"What do you think, Molly?" Dan asked.
I looked over at him and saw he was gung ho, but letting me decide.
"It feels mean, does that make sense?"
"They know what this is going to be, Molly. They weren't promised their mother, just a damn good fantasy of them."
"The tape?"
"Exclusive to Real Mom and there are only thirty second teasers and they don't show a lot. People want this, they pay for the membership." He grinned, "Already sold five hundred one month plans just based on me hyping it."
"This can be gold." Dan sighed, "As always, Malcolm."
"I'm not sure." I shook my head, "Seems to real to me." Way to real as I imagined Paul in the hands of a milf porn star.
"So Molly, what did today's masterpiece pay you?"
"Twelve hundred after my cut." Dan said.
"How about two grand." Malcolm looked me in the eye, "After his cut."
"That's a lot." I looked at Dan who looked as if he were ready to say yes for me.
"And the work would be easy Molly. Think this kid's going to fuck you silly like a real porn star? Hell, we may have to keep fluffing him to go a couple rounds so the video can last a while."
"True." Dan chimed in, "Easy money, Molly. Sweet kid, putty in your hands, no attitude and you'll be calling the shots, right?" He looked at Malcolm.
"Yup, in any real situation the mother would be in charge. These kids worship their mother. They'll defer to a mother figure."
"A mother figure." I rolled my eyes.
"Small crew. This is going to be a small set, an intimate filming, only a couple cameras, sound and myself. Dan if you want him."
"You may need a fluffer." Dan pointed out.
"Okay so a girl on standby."
"That would ruin the fantasy." I murmured, "Another women rushing in and blowing him."
"It won't make the final cut of course."
"But it will screw with the kid."
"See Molly?" Malcolm laughed, "See how you're already looking out for this kid you don't know? You're the perfect porn mom!"
I frowned and looked over Dan's way again. Putting his finger up to Malcolm, he slid over to me and whispered in my ear.
"Mary, I know, its sleazy in a way, but no one is twisting the kids arm. You're in total control like we said, no hassles like today and it pays more."
I nodded as he spoke, but still didn't answer then he peaked my interest.
"Think about the money and not just for this shoot. He's lining them up left and right. If this turns out to be as easy as it sounds and for almost twice the money you can agree to more of them and film less of the other shit."
I turned and looked at him as he kept going, his lips still in my ear,
"And it's a hole in the wall niche site, that thing today goes under "Mom's show teens" its part of a major collection of sites. Small site, less visibility. More money, less risk."
I leaned away from him and said, "I'll do it."
"Great!" Malcolm began, "Can you be here for..."
I cut him off, "For twenty five hundred and that's after Dan's percentage."
"Molly!" Dan rolled his eyes.
"Sold!" Malcolm slapped the table and sitting back smiled like the cat that ate the canary.
*****
I opened my eyes to the sound of my cell ringing and frowned when I saw I'd left it on the dining room table next to my lap top. Pushing myself to get up, I ran quickly to grab it, my bare feet causing me to slide on the floor and if not for grabbing the chair, I would have ended up on my ass.
Reaching for the phone, I could hear myself yelling at Paul all the time "Put something on your feet, or you're going to fall and hurt yourself."
I saw it was Paul and answered, "Hey, honey, everything okay?"
"Yeah, me and a couple guys went down to the mall for awhile after wrestling practice to hang out, you okay with me not being home for a couple hours?"
"That's fine hon." I told him, "Have fun, enjoy your night off."
"But you took tonight off to spend time at home, I feel bad if I'm not there."
"Paul, if you were home you'd be watching me watch my eyelids; I've been watching TV and dozing on the couch all day."
"Good, you need the rest." He answered, "I'll be home by seven, that cool?"
"Take your time." I took a shot, "Sure its just guys? No cute girl taking up your time?"
"Nah, Jack acts like a little girl sometimes, but that's about it." I smiled when I heard Jack, his best friend, call him an asshole in the back ground.
"You guys going to meet up with any prospects?"
"No, mom." He laughed, "Man, you're pushing. Trying to pawn your boy off on someone else?"
"Honey, you can be my boy as long as you want."
"Really?" H sounded odd, then gave a nervous laugh, "I mean, no, I'm not a mama's boy."
"That's your choice." I told him. "You know you'll always be mama's boy, honey."
"Oh, yeah?" He sounded strange again.
"You okay, Paul?"
"Fine, so um, mom." He hesitated, "The New Call of Duty is out. I'd love to grab it. Jack and Bill have it already so if I get it we can all play cooperative online when I'm home."
"So get it."
"It's sixty bucks."
"You have that in your account?"
"Well only if I short you a little on board this week."
"Buy the game," I said, "And don't worry about board this week."
"What, no." He said, "I'll give you most of it this week and make it up next week."
"No, you'll buy the game and not give me anything this week. You work hard, treat yourself."
"You spend all night on your feet getting ogled by perverts. I'd feel bad with you just giving me the money for it."
"Don't worry, honey," Actually I'd earned the money on my knees getting fucked with my face buried in pussy. I'd gotten the check for the last shoot today. "Spending it on my son when I can makes it worth it."
"Thanks mom! You're the best!"
"Yeah, yeah, you already got your game."
"I mean it, I appreciate you, mom."
"Thank you honey."
"Hey, seeing I'm in the money this week, how about I bring my favorite girl back some Chow Mein?"
"From House of Woo in the food court? Sounds good to me!"
"And I'll rent some cheesy horror movie from Redbox" he went on; "We'll have Chinese on the couch and watch crappy TV."
"Whatever you want. It's your night once you get home."
"Cool, it's a date. See ya soon."
He ended the call and I shook my head; twenty, good looking, fairly popular in school and spending the night with his mother on the couch. I was going to have a talk with him. I was thrilled he wasn't so into girls he was blowing off studying like a lot of kids his age did, but his idea of a date shouldn't be take out with mom.
"Take out with mom." I mumbled as I went into the kitchen to grab a coke from the fridge. "A Stone Cold production."
I opened the can, chugged half of it down and laughed, "Billy's fortune says, 'boy who buys mom dinner, gets lucky!"
I rolled my eyes thinking, if I pitched that to Dan or Malcolm they'd come up with a script for it. Well maybe not Malcolm, he really did take that Oedipus stuff to a new level. I went out into the dining room planning on heading right back to the couch.
I hadn't been kidding with Paul, I'd been binge watching Netflix and sleeping off and on all day and felt great. Knowing I had a shoot that paid twice the norm coming up in a few days and having gotten paid for the last one, I'd decided to call out of work tonight and give myself the rare treat of three straight nights off.
I'd worked for Vincent's for over ten years, mostly part time when John was still alive, but full time as soon as he passed. Marv knew I was struggling and always gave me extra hours, but on rare occasions like now when I cut back a little he seemed happier, telling me I needed to spend time with Paul when I could.
Not that Paul had been around much. He'd worked last night, was working tomorrow night and now hanging with his friends for awhile, but that was fine, the quiet time was good for me. I was so relaxed I was even joking about stupid ideas for porn shoots.
No, tonight my only drama was wondering why I had the only twenty year old son in the world who seemed to have lost interest in girls and sex. On that note, I thought about my own sex life. It was just the shoots; I made no effort to meet anyone. How could I? I was worried about Paul, finding out about me, any date could lead to 'you look kind of familiar.'
Since John I'd had no interest in another man and as bad as it sounded, I did get sex and got some amount of satisfaction from it. That and adult industry style sex was enough to make you not want to be bothered when you weren't working.
I rarely even masturbated these days and when I did it was to some phantom guy who was making sweet love to me. The irony of a wildcat porn star getting off to vanilla sex was never lost on me. But it wasn't the sex, it was the emotion. There was nothing but the physical act in porn.
Right now the only man in my life I loved was my son and despite Malcolm's claims otherwise, most mothers liked keeping their relationship with their boys platonic. My phone rang again as I was passing the table and on my way back to oblivion. I glanced down to see it was Dan and after a brief hesitation answered it.
"Hey, Dan, what's up?"
"Hi Mary, listen you need to do what I keep asking you to do and go on your damn website and answer some of the fan contact messages."
"Oh, come on." I rolled my eyes, "Really, Dan? I thought we had someone that does that."
"Occasionally we have someone go on the girl's sites and send some responses, but not all the time and it wouldn't kill you to do it. Ignore the requests for hook-ups or anything that says they just want to fuck you, get back to the friendly ones and be nice, you don't have to be slutty in them."
"I'll get around to it."
"Been saying that for weeks, do it, Mary and mention Real Mom's in as many as you can. Let's push Stone's site, it's your way to get more for doing less so get your fans wanting to sign up."
"Fine, I'm off tonight and Paul's out for awhile, I'll send a few."
"That's my girl. Molly's fans want to hear from her."
"Want to hear me call them my baby boy is all they want." I grunted, "But I'll do it right now."
"Great, I'll see you at the shoot Wednesday."
"Thanks for being their Dan."



"No problem, be odd not to be calling the shots, but Malcolm is doing this himself and he's one of the best. But I'll be watching."
"Bet you will." I laughed and hung up.
I went into my bedroom and over to the small desk in the corner where I had my lap top. I started to sit then thought it was a nice night and there was a great breeze coming in through the screen door leading out to the deck off the dining room.
Grabbing the lap top, I brought it out with me and put it on the dining room table. Paul's was still there from last night and seeing I was home and he wasn't waiting for me, I'd asked why he was down there for awhile after he came home from work.
He simply said it was a better space, open, a nice breeze, close to the fridge and with a wink he'd added, close to me so he could keep an eye on me. Sitting at the table and looking across out into the yard, I agreed it was better than being in a small corner of his bedroom, but odd he was there most of the time these days.
While I waited for mine to boot up, I looked at his. Don't do it, I told myself, ignorance is bliss. Ignoring my own warning, I reached over and slid his lap top over to me. I lifted the top and as always he had left it on, plugged into the wall which always led to me bitching at him I was going to trip over it someday.
The lap top opened to his screen saver of a picture of the three of us at Paul's high school graduation. There I was playing the proud all American mom; hair up, a proper length red dress and smiling away with my arm around my son, my husband on the other side of Paul.
Seeing the two of them side by side was amazing, only extra couple of decades made a difference in their appearance. I looked back at myself, thinking that was Mary Steven's attractive everyday mom and housewife. Now mom by day, waitress by night and professional slut by day.
Looking at the picture brought up emotions I didn't want to deal with at the moment and I brought up chrome. Taking a deep breath I went to his browsing history. What I was looking for was that like any other boy his age, Paul watched porn.
I frowned, just like the couple of other times I'd done this, the history was clear, Paul seemed to delete it every time he was done. That worried me; was he hiding something? I went to google knowing it sometimes kept a history of sorts. I typed in "Molly" and was relieved to see no suggestions came up to indicate he had ever searched that name.
I knew if I typed in Minx after it I would be treated to countless links to my moves, both old and new, links to every short clip I'd done, pictures of me in various stages of nudity and hardcore fucking.
I clicked his bookmarks tab and saw nothing but links to video game and sports sites and a few things he had bookmarked for his studies. Again nothing X-rated. I should have felt good about that, but the fact he seemed to wipe his browser all the time made me nervous.
I suppose if he knew, I would know he did and if his friends had found out, damn straight he, then I would hear about it. Closing his lap top I went back to mine and brought up MollyMinx.com.
"Ugh." I sighed as the home page of the site was me in only a red thong, presenting my bare tits to the camera and smiling away, my blue eyes wide and bright and my blonde hair teased out.
"Welcome to the home of the world's hottest mommy!" The site boldly declared.
There were links on the side, a picture gallery, a section that provided five minute teasers to all of my recent movies and one titled, "Classic Minx!" which was a few clips from my first foray into the adult film industry.
There was a section for my 'friends' that included pics of other milf porn stars, most of whom I'd never met. There were links to their sites as well as we were all under the same major film network.
I clicked on "Say hello to Molly!" and my eyes widened at the fact there were two hundred messages waiting for replies.
"Jeez." I whispered as I logged into admin so I could reply. I noticed the last log in was a week ago so someone had answered a few, I wondered how many had just come in.
I started at the oldest first and my finger quickly found delete. Offers to fly me out and pay me for sex, cock pictures and worse, stories of how they supposedly fucked their mothers in real life.
Very few were from women and they were basic, "You're so beautiful, love your work." Those I sent a quick thank you for the kind words and support and a "Hugs and wet kisses, Molly" sign off.
Even a couple of the women mentioned wanting to fuck their sons and that freaked me out even more. A kid could get his wires crossed somehow, but a parent should always know better. Scrolling through I noticed several names kept appearing. That was good; one reply would wipe out a few messages.
One name, "Sowantmymom" was by far the most frequent and I clicked on one from a couple weeks ago.
"Molly, my God you are so beautiful and sexy! Your videos are the best and not just because of the hot sex, but that look of love in your eyes. I can tell you're a real mom. You're so much like my mom and I wish she would be like you!"
How the hell do I answer this? Leave your mom alone! I didn't like them saying it was obvious I had a son. Malcolm was onto that today to, even Dan had brought it up before that me being a mother in real life had trickled into my performance. Bullshit, I would never want Paul like that.
My fingers hovered over the keyboard. Stop thinking Mary, what would Molly say?
"Hello Baby! It makes me feel so warm-and sometimes wet-when a sweet young man like you tells me how much they enjoy my movies. I do love my work and all my on screen sons. I am flattered you think I'm like your own loving mom. I'm sure she is proud to have such a beautiful loving son. Be sure to catch me on the new site Real Moms coming soon! Thanks for writing, Molly!
"Yuck." I declared then flinched when Paul's lap top made a whistling noise. I'd heard it before when he'd leave it on the table and had no idea what it was and kept forgetting to mention it to him.
I went on to read and reply to a few more. They were all the same, wish my mom was like you, wish you were my mom; I'd love to be your loving son. How can I get my mom to sleep with me? My replies were similar to the first one to the point I copy pasted it and would only make a couple of changes for each person.
I was appalled at how many repeated the previous one, that I looked so into it. Maybe I should have gone into real acting, I thought. Now that I had started, I kept going. Deleting the flat out obscene ones and shooting off replies saying thank you and making a sexy little comment or two and for the ones that really went on about their mom, my copy paste reply.
There were four more from sowantmymom each a gushing comment on my beauty and how desirable I was. How much they loved their mom and how I was just like her. The messages were a cut above the others, talking about love and flattering without getting x-rated. I sent him another reply telling him I enjoyed his messages and appreciated the love behind them for his mom.
I jumped at the sound of Paul's car pulling in and looking at the time saw it was seven, I'd been replying to Molly's fans for close to two hours. I quickly logged out of the site and pulled up the spreadsheet I used to keep track of paying the monthly bills.
"Hey, Mom!" Paul bustled in from the back door in the kitchen and coming into the dining room, placed two take out bags on the table. "I'll go grab plates."
"Thank you, Paul." I said as I opened the bags and inhaled the aroma of the Chinese food.
Paul came back out with plates, silver ware and two cans of soda. He sat and waited as I made him a plate from the small containers and passed it to him.
"Love this place." I told him, "Been around forever, your dad and I used to eat there whenever we went shopping at the mall.
"I know, you took me a few times, that's why I like it so much. What you been doing?"
"Oh, the glorious budget." I lied, actually this month it was looking pretty decent counting the big pay out from Malcolm next week. Dan was on to something this could cut down on my number of shoots, but make more money.
"Sure you don't need me to pay you back for the game?" He asked, around a sparerib he was gnawing on.
"No, I made something from that shoot I showed you; this month's not so tight. Hence the extra night off and a gift for you."
"You should get yourself something." He said.
"I did, the time off." I took a bite of chow mien and my eyes fell on his lap top. "Hey, you're computer keeps making whistling noises."
"Oh, that's just an e-mail notification." He said, "Care if I check real quick? One of my professors e-mails out random extra credit questions sometimes."
"Go ahead."
I sat there happily eating my shrimp fried rice thinking how nice it was to just have some normalcy while watching Paul open his lap top. I saw his eyes widen and asked,
"Everything okay?"
"Yeah." He said slowly his eyes moving as he read whatever the message was. A strange smile spread across his face.
"What is it? That's a sneaky little smile you got there."
"Oh, um..." He frowned, "It's from a woman."
"Oh!" I put my fork down, "Do tell!"
"No big deal." He closed the lap top.
"You said a woman." I smiled, "You don't call them girls anymore?"
Paul frowned then shrugged, "Girls sounds like high school. I'm into women."
"Glad to hear it." I joked, "Last few months there hasn't been anyone, I was starting to worry."
"Why?" He looked genuinely puzzled.
"Because you're twenty, you're a damn fine looking young man and a real sweetheart. The girls should be all over you and I never met a young man who wouldn't like that."
"I'm busy, school, work, looking after you."
"Honey, I'm fine I enjoy your company, but rather see you out having fun with a special, woman. So, how special is she?"
"Don't know, first response I've gotten from her." He smiled, a natural one this time, "It's a start."
"What's she like?"
"She's kind of sweet, but kind of not." He said and seeing the look on my face, grinned, "Twenty, not twelve mom."
"Right, well, um, you be careful with that not sweet side okay? Fun is one thing, wild another."
"No worries." He pointed at me, "So quid pro quo, mom, what about you?"
"What about me?"
"Mom, you're hot as hell, outgoing, sweet as you say I am; why are you alone?"
"I'm hot as hell?" I wagged my finger at him, "I'm your mother, you don't talk about me like that."
"Jeez, sorry." He said defensively. "But you are," He rolled his eyes, "Attractive and if nothing else I'd figure you'd get a lot of offers at work."
"Plenty of them and the offer usually has a dollar amount attached or is from an asshole that's such a dog he doesn't even try to hide his wedding band."
"What about the gym? Your other job? You go out with friends sometimes. How come you're not seeing anyone?"
"I work a lot and I still take care of you even though you think it's the other way around and..." I looked away, "I'm not over your dad enough yet for that."
"It's been over a year mom." Paul wasn't letting up, "That's plenty of time and dad wouldn't want you alone."
"Sorry, didn't know there was a timeline and I know what your father wanted, you to graduate college and for us to stay in this house as a family. Least until you're ready to move on."
"Think he'd want you alone?" He asked, "You're forty four, not sixty four, you shouldn't be alone."
"I was with your father for twenty two years, it's not that easy to get close to someone after that."
"I'm not talking remarry." He shrugged, "Just fun, go out and have a good time, get laid."
"Paul!" I snapped. "I don't care how old you are, you do not talk about my damn sex life." Christ, why did this conversation suddenly sound like the intros to one of Stone's fruity scripts.
"Yeah, but I thought we were close." He said quietly, "You always say we can talk about everything. Besides you're asking about mine."
"We are close, honey. But there are some things we shouldn't talk about. I didn't ask for a blow by blow of what you do, I said be careful if you're with a girl who is not so sweet and I'm the parent here and have that right."
"Blow by blow." He smirked, "Pun intended?"
"Paul you watch your goddamn mouth!" I exploded. "I am your mother! You do not ask me if I'm getting laid, you do not make sex jokes to me and you don't tell me how hot I am!"
"But..."
"No decent mother wants her damn son telling her she's sexy. Sexy and mom shouldn't even come out of your mouth in the same sentence, you got that?"
"I just wanted to know if you were..."
"My sex life is not on the fucking table here!" Unless the script calls for it of course.
"Wow, I'm sorry mom." He looked upset, "I didn't mean to make you mad, just trying to have an adult conversation."
I took a deep breath. I shouldn't have blown up, this was the guilt over my job. A job that seemed to infer every damn kid wanted to bang their mother and I was starting to see what obviously wasn't there from my own son.
"I shouldn't have yelled at you and you are an adult, but I'm your mother and there's a line that can't be crossed. I'm not okay with the milf cracks and you asking if I'm getting laid."
"Point taken." He lowered his head, "Sorry."
"Me too, it's a touchy subject for me."
"Duly note, no joke about the word touchy." He said, then grinned.
I tried to look pissed, but ended up laughing, "I'll let that one slide because it was a good delivery."
"So you made some money with the lingerie thing?"
"Yup, they bought the pics."
"Cool so when and where will the ad run?"
"Oh, I'm not sure." Me and my big mouth. "They'll let me know, plus sometimes they pay for things and never use them."
"Happens to you a lot."
"Yeah, bad luck." I sighed, "But I get some money anyway."
"So why'd you stop?"
"Stop what?" I narrowed my eyes.
"Modeling, you know the first time."
I stared at him unsure what to say. I'd never mentioned doing it before and it's not like what I'd done before John was modeling.
"What are you talking about?" I asked, "I got into modeling a few months ago through a friend of your uncle Dan."
"Oh." He looked away awkwardly, "Yeah, right."
"No, yeah right. What are you talking about, Paul? That didn't come out of nowhere."
"I guess he never told you."
"He who?" My relaxing night was quickly slipping away.
"Dad."
"Your father told you I modeled?" What the hell, John I asked silently.
"It was three or four years ago. I was helping him clean out some stuff and I found a couple of pictures of you. You were really young and were in." He stopped.
"In what?" I asked a sinking feeling in my stomach.
"It was a maid costume, a real, uh, well kind of slutty one and there was one of you in a naughty nurse thing."
"Oh my God." I breathed, obviously Molly roles. I'd had a folder full of them from when I worked, including hardcore sex photos. I must not have thrown them all away.
"Hey. It's okay, I mean, you were dressed." Paul said quickly.
"Anyway I kind of joked with dad and said you must have been a fun date on Halloween, but he said you used to model and you quit when you got married because they kept wanting you to do racy things and you didn't feel right doing it anymore."
"That's true, I didn't feel it was proper especially seeing we wanted kids. I didn't want you growing up with friends making comments about me."
"They do anyway, you're," He caught himself, "Very pretty. Guys bust my chops."
"Not as much as if I were running around dressed like those pictures or less."
"You don't care now?" He raised his eyebrows. "You do a lingerie shoot, it gets put online somewhere you don't think I hear it?"
"You're not a child and photos like that are tame now."
"True, not like its porn or anything." He laughed, "Now that would get a guy's balls busted. No?"
I had deliberately taken a bite to not answer right away and as I chewed slowly, I watched him. He was looking at me expectantly as if my answer really meant something. I swallowed and said quietly.
"Desperate times call for desperate measures. You want to finish school?"
"Of course I do, mom. I'm not knocking you."
"Well it's another touchy subject. It bothers me I have to rely on my looks because I quit high school then never went back to school. So, yeah it's a little humbling I have to support my son showing off my legs and a little more if need be."
"Hey, mom. I respect you for doing it." Getting up he came around the table and standing behind me put his arms around my shoulders, hugging me.
"I know everything you do and know it's all for and because of me." He kissed my cheek, "Love you, mom."
"Love you to, baby." I put my hand over his forearm and squeezed it. "That's why I'll do whatever it takes for us."
"It'll pay off soon, mom. Don't you worry, you're work will get you what you want and soon."
"Thanks." I said, confused by his wording,
That confusion was replaced by noticing he hadn't let me go, but was still hugging me, tightly. His face against mine. It felt good, but seemed a little odd and again I recalled Dan and his claims of how many sons grew close to their mothers, especially in a case like ours where Paul saw himself as man of the house.
I subtly extricated myself from his grip, sliding to the side, then pushing away from the table.
"Dinner was great honey, thank you. I'll clean up. Why don't you put in whatever masterpiece you rented and I'll meet you on the couch."
Paul didn't seem put off and picking up the red box tape from the table said, "Whoo-hoo date night in the Steven's house, a movie with mom." He laughed, "We're pretty lame huh?"
I forced myself to smile through the date night joke, "Yup, that's your mom; the only man in my life is my son."
I waited for a smart ass remark, a joke, a laugh. Instead and to my dismay, Paul nodded and with a serious look on his face said, "I'll be anything you need me to be."
*****
"Come in." I said at the brisk knock on the door.
"Hey, Molly, we're just about ready out there, you all set, do you need anything?"
"I'm all set." I answered taking in his black suit and blood red shirt. Malcolm was an odd duck and a superstitious one, he always wore this ensemble when he directed a scene. "Love your shirt."
"Thank you." He smiled, "I love your everything."
"Dogs will be dogs." I sighed.
"No worries, Molly, I'm not looking for some give and take, but I'm not going to pretend you're not a damn fine woman."
"And your type right?" I winked, "Mom age?"
"Well my mom would be late sixties if she were around so um...let's stick to some other guy's mom."
"I do like this outfit."
I indicated the plain black one piece dress I was wearing. The thin straps left my shoulders and arms bare, and it showed a hint of cleavage if I bent over, but otherwise not much. The hem fell below the knees and it wasn't tight at all.
"I'm glad, I think it says proper, but not frumpy, mom." He looked down at my bare feet." I like the suggestion of going in without shoes."
"Well, its supposed to me coming into his room to talk to him. When you're home you're comfy right?"
"Agreed." He grinned, "But don't try to push sweat pants and a t-shirt at me in any of these things, we do need a somewhat appealing look."
"Hey, there she is!" Dan popped his head in. "Ready to go?"
"As ready as always." I told him.
"Your MO is to bitch about something first and get pissy then go all in. Try not to bitch with this kid, he's not a pro."
"I know." I nodded, "I think you should have let me meet him first. Break the ice, put him at ease."



"Nope." Malcolm shook his head, "I want the first time he sees you to be 'oh my god, its Molly Minx and she's going to be my mom'. I want to get it on film, a natural reaction."
"Speaking of, that kid's a nervous wreck, Malcolm." Dan said, "He looks like he's afraid of the makeup girl."
"Tell me he's not a damn virgin." I asked, alarmed.
"No." Malcolm shook his head, "Well, not according to him."
"Jesus Malcolm." Dan threw his hands in the air. "This shoot isn't going to work if the kid pops off three times in fifteen minutes."
"Again, natural, I like he's nervous." He put his hand on my arm, "And this is why I picked Molly for the first of these, she's going to pave the way for the other women, show them how to handle these inexperienced overwhelmed kids."
"Glad you think so." I muttered.
"Malcolm, you about ready?" Someone called from outside the room.
"Two minutes!" He boomed back. "Kid's name is Brian, he's twenty. He's a nice looking kid, seems genuine and I took him to dinner last night, kid has it for mom bad. He's legit, meaning you play this right he's all yours, nice and easy."
"The Stone seal of approval, he wants to be a motherfucker." Dan joked.
"The set is a desk, the chair he'll be sitting in to start and a bed. I'm using some cameras mounted into partitions around the set to catch some angles and only going to use one guy for close ups."
"We're not going to be jumping angles here, the focus is on the sex, not getting shots of your ass while you're blowing him or needing a camera between his legs or any of the pro stuff. This is reality porn, I want an intimate feel, even the lighting is dimmer, not the white light of staged porn."
"You want this to look like a real kid in his room with mom coming in to go for a ride, got it." I nodded.
"Crudely put, but yes." He smiled down at me, "Ready to make the real Mom debut one of the most watched videos of the month?"
"Ready to show you why you made the right choice and why I'm worth every penny." I slid my feet into the black pumps I would only be wearing for a few minutes and slinging my purse over my shoulder stood up. "I'm ready to go."
"Okay, we're going to film the opening in set two."
"I remember." I smiled at him, "You look nervous Malcolm."
"This isn't Nasty Mom, I want my vision Molly." He grunted, "I want to see my own fantasy come to life and live it through this lucky bastard."
"No pressure." I said dryly.
"Let's go Malcolm." Someone called.
"Make it real, Molly." He said, then turned and headed across the studio to get to the set.
"You okay with this?" Dan asked.
"Little late now." I told him. "I have to admit every time I look at Paul and picture him on a set like this with some pro, I get cold feet about this."
"Well, like you said, it's too late to back out, but I'll be right next to Malcolm, signal me if something's going wrong for you."
I nodded and followed him out of the room. Dan veered off to the right to the door leading to the main set and I went into the room on the left. It was set up as a simple bedroom; a bed, bureau, mirror and some bad paintings that probably came from a yard sale.
I nodded to Bill who was leaning against the wall, fiddling with his video camera.
"Can you hear me, Molly?" Malcolm's voice came through a mic in the room.
"Loud and clear."
"Okay, letters on the bed, leave and come back in, Bill hit the wall when we need to cue the voice over."
I left the room, closing the door behind me and tapped it, giving Bill a second to focus the camera. I heard a knock signaling he was all set and walked into the room.
"What a day." I sighed, walking over to the bureau and dropping my purse onto it.
I sat down on the edge of the bed and slipping my shoes off, rubbed each of my feet briefly. I stretched; giving Bill a chance to play the camera from my toes up to my chest, then to my face. I swung my legs on the bed and slid down on it, while resting my head on the pillow.
That caused the dress to ride up my legs almost to my hips, allowing Bill the chance to pan the camera along the length of my legs and get a good shot at the panties between my thighs. I'd refused to wear a thong, saying if they wanted natural not every woman my age ran around in thongs all day. I was supposed to be 'real mom' not porno mom. Or, for a more personal comparison, Mary not Molly.
"Huh, what's this?" I asked aloud, turning my head to see a red envelope with the word mom written on it. Doing my best to look curious, I opened the envelope and sitting up against the pillows unfolded a yellow piece of notebook paper.
As I pretended to read it, Bill tapped the wall and immediately my voice filled the room. I'd done the sound earlier, needing three tries to get through it and sound sincere when I really wanted to roll my eyes and rip it up.
"Dear Mom, I'm sorry to have to tell you this in a letter, but as much as I want to, I can't bring myself to say this in person. Mom, I love you and not just in the way a son will always love his mother, but in the way a young man loves a woman."
It went on for a couple minutes. Malcolm had written it himself and listening to it coming through in my voice I could hear his own yearning in the words. People knew he had the kink, it was no secret in the industry, but they thought it was just in the sense many people liked Kay parker's taboo, hot fantasy, but no way a reality.
The letter showed how deep his desire was and I felt sorry for him. Longing for a woman he could never have and in his case passing away when he was still young. It made me think of the young man I was minutes away from seducing, if he felt the same way it was sad.
A boy who should be happy chasing girls his age in the best years of his life, left wanting the one woman off limits to him and knowing that approaching her would end badly with hurt feelings and irreparable harm to their relationship. Not just being spurned, but perhaps disowned by the woman that in their eyes was truly everything.
I focused more closely on the words and my reactions to them. I started with a look of concern, eyes narrowed, a slight frown on my face. Then a soft smile as the words went on about how much he loved 'me'.
As the letter descended into the topic of desire and how badly he wanted me, I parted my lips and ran my purple tipped finger across them, a look of arousal on my face. Holding the letter with one hand, I let the other wander down the top of my chest, then my breast, lingering over my nipple as I breathed heavily to make my chest heave in a show of desire.
My hand strayed down my stomach and then my thigh, before running up out of sight beneath my dress. When the letter ended with him again proclaiming both his love and desire for me, I sat up and in a cheesy gesture Malcolm wanted, I pressed the letter to my heart and produced a smile that at first was simply happy, then turning in a sultry seductive one.
I reached up and unpinning my blonde hair, shook my head, allowing it to flow down my shoulders and back. Putting the note on the bed, I rose and giving the camera a last seductive look, turned and left the room.
I crossed the short distance to the next set and stopped when a member of the crew raised his hand while listening to someone speaking into the mic in his ear. He put up three fingers and I took a deep breath as he lowered them one by one.
When he signaled me with his now closed fist. I knocked softly on the door, "Brian, it's me, honey, you awake?"
"Come in mom." A voice spoke from the other side and even in those three words I could hear the nerves. I was sure Malcolm loved that, but I began to worry this wasn't going to be easy.
I entered the set, my eyes darting to the side just long enough to see Malcolm and Dan sitting in front of the set along with a lighting tech and a young woman wearing a black micro dress and absurdly red lipstick; the fluffer if we needed one.
My eyes shifted to Brian, my 'son' for the duration of the shoot. He was sitting at a desk and must have been told to swivel as I opened the door, as he had just spun around in it to face me when I came in.
Brian was dressed in a plain t-shirt and a pair of shorts, the average boy next door doing his homework look. While I approached him, I noted he was an attractive young man, short, thick black hair, deep green eyes and soft, borderline pretty features.
Neck down wasn't bad either. Brian's t-shirt fit him snug around the chest and upper arms revealing an impressive build. My eyes automatically dropped between his legs and either it was the way his shorts were bunched up from sliding in the chair, making it look that way or he had a pretty good sized bulge down there.
Trying to get myself in the mood, I figured there were worse things than making over two grand to have sex with a good looking guy less than half my age.
"Hey, mom." Malcolm prodded. "Like we rehearsed it with Lori." He indicated the women in the black dress.
"Hey, mom." Brian said, his voice wavering, "Um, everything okay?"
"I read your note, Brian." I walked up to stand in front of him as he sat looking around nervously, I'm sure it looked real because it was and that's what bothered me.
"Yeah, uh." He glanced at Malcolm who smiled and made a circular motion with his hand for him to keep going, "Mom, I'm sorry about that letter, I shouldn't have written it."
"Why are you sorry?"
"Because, well because you're my mom and those things I said, I'm not supposed to think like that."
"Who says?" I stepped closer so I was now standing between his legs, my breasts level with his eyes.
Brian's gaze was drawn to my chest. Nervous or not, he had no issues checking me out.
"Everyone, I mean it's wrong. A son shouldn't want to, you know."
"What? Love his mother?" I smiled, "Honey, I loved that letter!"
"You did?" He looked up at me, his eyes briefly finding mine then darting away.
"I do. Brian, that letter was so beautiful! How you said you loved me and how you said it was in every way." I put my hands on his arms, giving his biceps a squeeze, "And how much you desire me."
Brian looked at my hands, returned his gaze to my breasts, then finally up to my face. "Uh, I..." he looked at me helplessly.
"You're not mad?" Malcolm prompted.
"You're not mad?" He parroted, his voice so soft I noticed the sound guy lowering the boom mic closer over our heads.
"Repeat it, a little louder."
Malcolm didn't sound annoyed, but Brian tensed, his arms tightening under my hands and he licked his lips nervously.
"It's okay," I whispered, "You're minutes away from having a lot of fun, Brian, just speak up a little."
"You're not mad at me?" His beautiful green eyes met mine and he looked and sounded so nervous it was adorable, what a difference from the standard cocky porn star.
"Of course not, baby." I leaned closer to him and noticed he leaned back from me, oh how damn cute! "How could I be mad about my baby boy telling me how much he loves me?"
"Baby Boy. I really like that." He said softly. Baby boy was an adlib as was his response which was perfect. I could see Malcolm nodding in approval out of the corner of my eye.
"And I love you." I purred, taking his face gently in my hands, I leaned in and gave him a soft kiss, barely grazing his lips. "See? Would I kiss you like that if I were mad?"
"I g...guess not." He stammered.
"Guess not?" That wasn't in the script, but whatever, thing was dumb anyway.
"Tell you what, baby, would I do this if I were mad about what you wrote?"
I straightened and sliding the straps of the dress down, pulled my arms through them. I shimmied, causing the dress to fall to the floor, pooling at my feet. I spread my arms open, showing myself off to him.
Beneath the simple dress was a lavender bra with lace cups. The bra was small, barely containing my breasts and the lace was transparent exposing my nipples. The matching panties were tight enough to hug the contours of my pussy.
"Oh. My. God."
Brian breathed one word at a time, his eyes looking as if they were going to pop out of his head. But along with the almost comical look of shock on his was face one of absolute lust and I had to admit, I liked seeing that reaction and knowing it was real.
"You like?" I did a slow turn for him, showing off my ass in the tight panties.
"You look...wow." He shook his head and it was an effort not to laugh at him. That was an effort Dan failed to make when I heard him snicker from beyond the set.
"Yeah? You like seeing your mother in her sexy panties?"
"Yes." He nodded, his eyes roaming up and down my body.
"Bet you're going to like seeing me out of them even better." I emitted a naughty little giggle and swinging my leg over his, sat down on his thigh. I put my hands on his shoulders and slid back so my crotch was on his bare leg below the shorts, allowing him to feel the heat between my legs.
I put my arms around his neck and pulled him close to me, "Come on, baby, give your mother a kiss, a real one."
I closed my eyes and parted my lips, angling my head and waiting for him to kiss me. I remained that way and heard Malcolm say, "Go on, Brian, this is what you're here for, give her a kiss, she's not going to bite you."
I opened my eyes to see Brian staring at me as if he weren't sure what to do. I moved my arms and grabbing his wrists, placed his hands on my hips just over the panties.
"There you go, doesn't that feel nice?" I asked him, "Go ahead, I want my baby to touch me."
I moved his hands up my sides, then back down to my hips trying to get him moving, but he remained still when I placed his hands back on my hips. Letting him go, I grabbed the bottom of his t-shirt.
"How about you take this off for me?"
He didn't move right away and with a smile I said, "Come on, baby, just like when you were little, arms up!"
"Nice touch." I heard Malcolm murmur. I wished I could signal him to shut up, every time he spoke, Brian tensed up.
He lifted his arms and pulling his shirt up and off of him I tossed it away. I saw the cameraman move from where he'd been positioned in a crouch to our right, and move around Brian to come to the other side. Brian's eyes followed him and he began to turn his head, but I placed my hand on his cheek keeping him facing me.
"Hmm, but you're not a little boy anymore more, are you, baby?" I placed my hands on his bare chest and ran them up and down, "Oh, no you're all grown up now, aren't you?"
"Kiss her, Brian." Malcolm sounded impatient for the first time, "Or just relax and let Molly kiss you," he pointed to me, "Go on, mom, take over, nice and slow."
"Aw, you going to play shy now?" I stayed calm and in character, "You going to make your mother beg for a kiss?" I pushed my lips into a pout, "Please, Brian? Please give your mother one of those sweet kisses you talked about in your note. Please?"
That seemed to get a reaction from him, and leaning forward, he pressed his lips to mine. He kissed me nervously, his lips pecking quickly. I slid my right arm up and working my hand through his hair, held the back of his head to keep him still and kissed him harder.
Brian released an adorable sound as my lips pressed harder to his, then worked against them. I slowly caressed his lips with mine, working them side to side and playfully flicking my tongue against his lips.
Instead of relaxing, he seemed to be getting stiffer beneath me and not in the good way. His hands trembled on my hips and he still wasn't relaxing into the kiss. I let his head go and still kissing him, slid my hands down his chest, then his stomach.
When I reached his shorts, I went to unsnap them, figuring once I started playing with his cock, he would forget about everything else, but as soon as I tugged on them he jerked his face away from mine.
"I can't do this."
Oh, boy, this was not scripted, that brief look of desire when I'd first stripped was gone and he looked genuinely confused and upset.
"No worries honey." I spoke soothingly, hoping to reel him back in before Malcolm stopped everything and got him more nervous. "You just sit back and relax and let mommy make everything better."
"You're not my mother." He looked over at the crew, then at the cameraman and with a look of outright panic exclaimed, "I just can't do this! I'm Sorry!"
I eased off his leg and took a couple of steps back to give him space
"Stop filming," I told the cameraman, he paused, then nodded and lowered his camera just as Malcolm yelled. "Cut!" and came up onto the stage.
"I'm sorry, Malcolm." Brian said while reaching down and grabbing his shirt. He pulled it back on and made to stand up, "I'll get you the money back for the plane somehow."
"Slow down." Malcolm put his hands up in a calming gesture, "And sit down." When Brian remained standing, he added, "Please. I just want to talk to you for a minute."
Brian looked at me and I gave him a reassuring smile and nodded. He slowly sank back into the chair and it dawned on me how he had looked to me for help, the way a son would look to his mother when they were nervous.
And that's what Brian was. A nervous, no at this point, scared kid. This is what I was afraid would happen and why I'd hoped to have met him first to try to put him at ease. Then again that may not have helped.
Malcolm's desire to see his vision fulfilled had blinded him to something he of all people should know, not just anyone could do this. For women it was a little easier. Take a deep breath, find a happy place in your mind and perform. Women could be nervous and suck and spread their legs and fuck, with lube if necessary, but we could do it.
Men had to perform and nerves were counterproductive to the most important thing a male porn star had, his hard cock. Not every guy could come onto a set and obtain an erection in front of a crew of people, with hot lights on them, cameras over their shoulders and at times between their legs and dealing with less than thrilled actresses like myself at times.
Like the girls a lot of male porn stars were male models trying to get work anywhere they could. What they weren't, was a normal twenty year old kid who had signed on for something he had no chance at succeeding in. In front of me, Dan had brought Brian a bottle of water and was now standing behind him staring at me; I'm sure the same thoughts going through his head.
I bent over to grab my dress planning on slipping it back on, but Malcolm saw me.
"Molly, stay as you are for me."
I shrugged and crossing my arms stood there in my bra and panties. I'd spent hours on sets nude while people bustled around doing who knows what, so for me, this seemed like modesty.
"Okay, Brian." Malcolm looked down at him, a mistake in itself as due to his size he was towering over the poor kid. "What's the problem here?"
"She's not my mom and..."
"Of course she's not and I'm pretty sure you knew that. It's not like I made you think we were flying your mom out here and this was going to be a big surprise."
"Malcolm." Dan said quietly, "Easy, huh?"
"Sorry." He took a deep breath and spoke in a softer tone.
"Just not seeing the issue here. We talked about your fantasy, about that moving letter you wrote me. We talked about this is the next best thing to the real thing, you getting to live out your dream."
"I know, but it's..." He looked around, "There's no way. Not with these people around and a camera in my face and uh," he looked at me, "She's like way hot, I'm just a damned kid, I'll make an idiot out of myself."
"Well it defeats the purpose of me having you here if we let the two of you fool around in a dark room alone. I did tell you what to expect, we came here earlier today for you to see the set."



"Right." He gestured for Malcolm to come down to his level and whispered something to him.
Malcolm burst out laughing, "Oh, don't worry about that, Brian! Sarah will help you out, she'll put those red lips around you and you'll be harder than you've ever been! Trust me, that girl could suck a dead man hard."
"Nice." I muttered as Brian turned beet red.
"Not only that, but," Malcolm gestured to me, "That's Molly Minx, Brian." He whistled, "Molly fucking Minx! Look at her! She's the hottest, sexiest, woman you've ever seen isn't she?"
"Yes." Brian said softly, "But..."
"No buts!" Malcolm cut him off. "Know why she's here, Brian? She is here to fuck you! Molly Minx is going to do every damned dirty thing you've ever seen her do and to you! Right here, right now! And she's going to play your favorite woman while doing it."
"Brian, I want you to think about it. Think about her going down on you, fucking you in every position, giving you the wildest ride of your life! Best part? Its up to you! Slower, softer, harder, she's all yours, Brian. Want to cum in her mouth? On her face?"
"She's right here." I sighed, earning a grin from Dan. Christ, Malcolm sounded as bad as Brad right now.
"No, I wouldn't treat my mother like that." Brian said so seriously I would have laughed if Malcolm didn't look like he was losing his patience.
"Fine, no money shot, it's your show." He rubbed his hand through his hair in exasperation.
"Brian, imagine down the line your friends see this video. They're going to see you, yes you, fucking Molly Minx. They're going to see plain old boring Brian getting his cock sucked by the hottest milf in porn!"
"They're going to see you licking her pussy, see her cum for you! You fucking her, pounding her, giving it to her good and her loving it. You'd be a goddamn hero! Brian, life doesn't get better than this! You're going to get laid with a woman tens of thousands of guys have whacked off to, come on kid, let's do this!"
Brian looked down at his feet and then looking up nervously said, "It's not about the sex."
"What?" Malcolm shook his head, "Of course it is! I know it's about other stuff, but you didn't come here to..." He stopped when Dan, sensing the impending explosion, grabbed his arm and shook his head.
"This isn't going to work, Malcolm, kid's way to green. You've been doing this so long you think anyone can do it."
Malcolm met his gaze then, his shoulders slumping, he sighed, "Okay, this isn't working. You can get dressed Brian, I'll see you get home and forget about the money, the price of learning a lesson on my end."
"I'm sorry, I just didn't think it would be so...real." He looked around, then giving me a sad smile said, "It's not you, Molly, you're beautiful."
"Thank you, sweetie." I beamed at him.
"Um, what about pay? Molly did spend some time here." Dan spoke up.
"We'll work something out." Malcolm said something else, but all I heard was Brian's words as he continued to speak to me.
"You look a lot like my mom; she's all I think about. I just wanted to love her somehow even if it wasn't real."
Between the sincere emotion in his voice and the look on his face, my heart melted. I wanted to go up to him and take him in my arms. Hug him; tell him it would be okay, just like I would Paul when he was upset. All moms's always made it better for their sons, but in Brian's case he wanted it in a way he could never talk about and his mother could never know.
I'd always thought the mother thing was twisted; a sick plot device to appeal to perverts looking for the ultimate kink. But seeing his frustration and the lost look in his eyes, I realized it was real. Real and painful, the ultimate unrequited love.
"Hold on." I spoke up, "Malcolm, you and Dan go sit down." I pointed off set. "Let me take care of this."
"Don't worry, I'll pay you something." Malcolm said.
I took a couple more steps back and beckoned for him to follow. When he reached me I spoke quietly, "Go sit down, I'll make this happen."
"Look Molly, you and Dan were right. I screwed up and I know it may not seem it, but I feel bad for Brian. Its not just about the shoot, I thought this would be good for him in a way."
"I agree, but you can't get him to perform, I can." I looked back over at Brian who was talking to Dan, but still had that sad puppy dog look on his face. "This needs a woman's touch; a mothers."
"Interesting choice of words." He cocked his eyebrows.
"Don't read anything in to them." I warned. "In fact you want this to happen, you stay quiet."
"Okay, no more questioning your mother status."
He gave me a sly smile, that made me think of walking off the set and saying screw it, but another glance at the dejected Brian once again pulled at my heart strings and I brushed off his remark, but delivered my terms.
"No, I mean you don't say a word the rest of the shoot and you tell Dan the same."
"I'm the damned director and I'm paying everyone here for what I want." He said testily.
"And I am the only person here who can get you what you want, but it has to be this way." I sighed, "Malcolm this isn't about whose dick is bigger, okay? You scare the shit out of the kid; the camera guy makes him nervous for God's sake."
"You want this to be real, right? Well let it be real. I did over fifty shoots before I was that kids age and over a hundred before I quit and a couple dozen since I've been back. I know what I'm doing."
"Literally yes, but..."
"I can lead him along, Malcolm; I can make him come to mommy to use an expression you'd like. But I won't be able to keep him going if you're barking orders and telling us to stop. The cameraman knows what he's doing, right?"
"Josh is one of the best."
"Then he doesn't need your help either. Trust me, I will get you what you want. I will get you a hot sexy shoot that looks more real than anything you've seen, but only if you let me handle it my way. He'll respond to me and not just between his legs, but here." I tapped my breast. "He wants a mother figure who's also a lover and I can be that."
"Okay, I'm coming around." He nodded.
"Speaking of coming around," I continued, "That coming in my mouth and on my face shit, may not happen. You want real? What kid who's that in love with his mother blows a load on her face? At least first time out anyway."
"Fine." He rolled his eyes, "But I'm not paying for a damn vanilla lovemaking session either."
"You'll get your money's worth, Malcolm. I'll make sure it's hot, but don't expect him to be calling me his damn whore."
"Agreed." He shrugged, "Anything you can get is better than nothing; it's your show, Molly."
I smiled tightly wondering why the hell I hadn't just taken the out and wandered off with a few hundred for showing up and trying. Malcolm waved for Dan to follow him and watching Brian sitting there looking as if someone had told him there was no Santa Claus reminded me I was doing this to try to help him over an unhealthy obsession that would eventually taint his love for his mother.
"Stay close, we'll be rolling again soon." I said to the cameraman.
"Take your time." He gave me a deliberate look up and down and winked, "You're one of my favorites and this is my first chance to watch you."
"Always nice to meet a fan," I remarked dryly.
I walked over to Brian and squatted down between his legs. It was a sexy position and I'd chosen it on purpose to give him a chance to look down into my bra and get him thinking about something other than his nerves.
"Hey, Brian, I know you're upset, but I'd like to talk to you for a minute, that okay?"
"Sure." He nodded, and to my delight his eyes immediately fixed on my cleavage.
"Would you like me to put my dress back on?" I smiled up at him, "So you'll feel more comfortable?"
"Uh, no you can stay like that." He blushed, "I mean if you're more comfortable."
"I am." I nodded, "Do you like how I look, Brian?"
"Oh yeah." He nodded with comical enthusiasm.
"Think I'm hot?"
"You know you are." He gave me a small smile, not much, but a start.
"I guess I do, but only because young guys like you love to watch me. Would you like to watch me, Brian? Would you like to watch me with you?" I put my hands on his thighs and gave them a squeeze.
"You're pretty hot yourself, honey."
"You're just saying that."
"Not at all, come on, be honest you do just fine with the girls don't you?"
"I used to." He looked away, "Haven't been with anyone in awhile."
"Why not?"
"Because I just keep thinking of my mom." He lowered his voice even more. "I'd think about my mom when I'd have sex with my girlfriend and that's not right. Not fair to her so I broke up with her and can't be with anyone, she's all I think about."
Again the sadness in his voice made me simply want to take him in my arms and not in the way Malcolm wanted me to. Then again, why couldn't I? He wanted real. I stood up and sliding back onto his leg put my arms around his neck pulling him into my embrace.
"Aw, honey." I said softly in his ear, "You're so sweet."
"You think that's sweet?" he asked. I felt his hands on my hips, but he moved them as quickly as he'd placed them there.
"You can touch me, Brian. I'm here for you to touch me anyway you want and I'd love a hug from such a sweet young man."
Brian paused, but then caused me to smile when he put his arms around my back, returning my embrace.
"Roll." I heard Malcolm call out, "We'll edit later, I want this shot."
Brian tensed at the sound of his voice and quickly removed his arms from around me.
"Good work." I heard Dan crack.
"Ignore him," I whispered, "Please touch me again? I liked you holding me."
"Really?" He sounded dubious, "This is a job for you, isn't it?"
"It is." I agreed, "I won't lie. But this is a special one, its one I can enjoy."
"Why would you?" He asked, but placed his hands on my hips and this time moved them up and down a few inches, caressing my sides.
"That's it, touch me." I purred, "Nice and easy, just get used to feeling me." I sighed in his ear, "I want you to feel me, baby and I want to feel you."
"Why?"
"Because this is my job, Brian. You've seen my movies, this is what I do, but I don't really like it. The guys I work with? I'm a piece of meat to them and they treat me that way. They get paid, but they get to fuck me and I have to deal with it. It's not very sexy."
"You look like you like it." He pointed out.
"That's why its acting." I replied while running my fingers up through his thick black hair, "But you? Honey, you're so sweet and I like that you're nervous, but best of all? I love how you look at me, like you really think I'm beautiful and you really want me."
"You are." He relaxed against me. "You remind me of my mom, not just you kind of look like her, but you look at me like you care."
"I do." I eased back from him, but kept my hands on his shoulders. "I want you to have what you want, honey."
"I can't." He sighed, "Not for real."
"And that's what makes you so sweet, Brian. You love your mom so much, want her so bad, but you won't tell her because you know it would upset her so you're in all this pain because you love her too much to hurt her."
"I guess so." he nodded slowly.
"And know what?" I gave him a sly smile and lowered my voice to Molly's trademark smoky purr. "That turns me on, honey. A boy that loves his mother that much is damned sexy to me."
"It is?" His green eyes widened, "Seriously?"
"Oh, fuck yeah." I cooed and working my hips rubbed my crotch on his bare leg.
I moaned and it wasn't forced. I wasn't blowing smoke up his ass, the thought of taking this sweet kid and giving him everything he'd fantasized about was turning me on. As had happened many times recently and all the time years ago, Mary was handing over the reins to Molly.
But in this case not completely, Molly was my porn persona, a sex driven wildcat looking to take Brian on the ride of a lifetime, but it was Mary's emotions driving this, my desire to make Brian feel better. The only way I could do it was for the first time I could remember let Mary and Molly exist at the same time.
"You feel that?" I ground my crotch harder into his leg, "Feel how wet I am?"
"Yes." The word was barely audible and his eyes had lowered to my tits where my now hard nipples were visible through the lace.
"Trade secret." I winked, "Most porn stars need lube because we're not turned on doing this so we don't get wet." I pushed hard against his leg, "I feel turned on to you?"
Brian nodded, then gasped when I grabbed the bottom of his shirt and tugged on it, "How about we take this off so I get to feel something too?"
With no hesitation he raised his arms, allowing me to peel his shirt off. As it was going over his head, I glanced quickly at Malcolm and Dan. Dan was smiling away and Malcolm gave me a silent hand clap.
I tossed the shirt to the side and rubbed my hands across his chest.
"Hmm, trust me, honey, this is a treat for me too." I placed my hand over his heart and smiled, "I can feel your heartbeat, baby. You're so excited for your mother."
"Gold." I heard Malcolm say then wanted to laugh when I saw Dan punch him in the arm out of the corner of my eye.
"But Molly, you're not really my mom."
"I know that sweetheart." I continued to gently rock my hips, my pussy sliding along his leg and keeping his focus on it. Putting my arms back around his neck, I pressed my breasts against him knowing even through the bra he could feel my nipples.
They were so hard they were aching and I had the feeling that when this was all over I was going to question why this had me so excited. The way Brian's eyes widened and his breath caught told me he was very aware of my excitement
"You can't be with your real mom, baby, but you can be with me and I would be proud to pretend to be a woman who's raised such a sweet loving boy." I brought my face closer to his and added, "Any woman would be proud to have a son like you."
Josh came around to our left, kneeling down on the floor and when Brian tried to turn his head that way, I whispered, "Right here honey, I'm right here."
I caught him by surprise with a kiss, not a lingering one, but just long enough to let him feel my soft lips brushing his.
"I know you're nervous and maybe embarrassed with these people here, so here's what we're going to do. You and I are only going to look at and think about each other. Ignore everyone else. I've told Malcolm to stay quiet, know why?"
"Why?" He breathed the word and I could feel his body trembling against me, but at this point in excitement, or at least I hoped so.
"Because a mother doesn't need to be told how to make her baby happy, does she?"
"No."
"And that's what I'm going to do, I'm going to make you happy and you're going to make me happy too. You're going to let me pretend to be that amazing woman you love so much."
"I'd like that." He gave me another smile, this one more confident than the last.
"And I'm going to love it. So all we do now is enjoy, and baby?" I pointed two fingers at my eyes, "Right here. You keep looking right here. I'm all that matters to you now and you're all that matters to me."
"Okay." His hands were moving more firmly up and down my sides and getting closer to my breasts.
His fingers were trembling and his nervous excitement sent a thrill through me. This would be so different than any other shoot, this kid actually wanted me and at this point emotionally as much as physically.
I hadn't felt wanted since John and my body was responding to that. My breathing was picking up and my pussy flowing, now leaving a wet trail on his leg having soaked through the flimsy panties.
"So what were going to do, baby, is you're going to relax and let Molly be your mommy and show me all the fun sexy things you've been dreaming of and I'm going to show you how a mother can love a boy better than any other woman ever could."
I gave him another quick kiss, then asked, "You ready to have some fun, Brian?"
"So ready." He answered, his hands sliding up and this time touching the sides of my breasts.
"Hmm, there you go, honey." I spoke louder than before, "Go ahead and touch me. Touch your mother; show me how much my baby boy wants me."
Brian gasped when I grabbed his cock and I moaned at how hard he now was. No sign of nerves there. His hands slid to the front of my tits and when his fingers brushed my nipples, I lost control.
"Oh, yes!" I moaned loudly and grabbing his face in my hands kissed him hard, damned hard.
Brian whimpered adorably into the kiss, but unlike last time, he responded. He squeezed my tits as his lips pressed against mine and when I slipped my tongue out to tease his lips, they instantly parted for me.
My tongue darted into his mouth and was met by his. I worked my hips into his leg moaning as my slick pussy ground into the saturated panties and my clit throbbed in anticipation. Brian's hands left my breast and slid around to my back, pulling me deeper into the kiss.
I was dimly aware of Josh standing and zooming on our faces and eased back enough for him to get a view of our lips sliding sensually across each other and our tongues engaging during our steamy kiss.
Brian was moaning softly and his hands, his strong hands, were rubbing my back and when he slid them up into my long blonde hair, I groaned in real pleasure, loving the way his still trembling fingers ran through it.
I rubbed his cock through his shorts and his hips moved into my touch. Brian's lips slid from mine and I expected him to either await my move or perhaps go for my breasts. Instead his lips fastened to my neck and I released another heartfelt moan when they slid gently along the soft skin there.
I let my head fall to the side to give him better access and did the best I could to ignore Josh, leaning over to brush my hair over my shoulder so he could film Brian kissing me. Brian's lips trailed up and down to the top of my shoulder, then all the way back up to my ear where he playfully flicked my earlobe with his tongue.
The move sent a shiver through me and grabbing the back of his head, I held him to my neck.
"Oh, honey." I moaned to keep Malcolm from saying we needed to keep talking to some extent. "That feels so good!"
Brian's cock twitched beneath the shorts and I found myself wanting to rip them open and grab him, but knew I needed to go slow, not just for the video, but for him. I released his cock and put my arm around his shoulders, while I played with his hair, holding him close as his lips continued their journey along my neck.
Brian worked around to the front kissing the creamy skin of my throat and with a sigh I let my head fall back, my long hair flowing down my back and my eyes closed and my lips parted in a look of pleasure that wasn't feigned.
I'd done some shoots with kissing and touching, had guys linger on me with their lips, but they were stiff and it felt like what it was, staged, but I could feel Brian's lips trembling on my skin and his desire for me and it was fueling my fire.
Brian made his way to the other side of my neck and I released a sharp breath when his hands fumbled with my bra. He was nervous and after a few seconds couldn't even get one snap unhooked so I gently pushed his arms down and leaning back, smiled,
"You want to see your mother's tits, honey?"
"Please?" He asked, his eyes filled with desire, "Please, mom?"
"Oh, someone taught you some manners." I giggled, then added a sincere, "You're so damn precious!"
I slid the straps of my bra down my arms and sliding them through one at a time held the bra to my tits.
"You sure you want to see them?" I asked.
"Please don't tease me, mom." Brian whimpered,




That whimper caused another surge of wetness and I swore I'd never been this hot on a set, hell if I was being honest I couldn't recall the last time I'd been this hot in my marriage.
"Trust me, baby, mom's here to please, not to tease."
"So good." I heard Malcolm say, as I'd totally thrown the script out the window and was now just winging it based on other videos, or was there more to it than that?
I tossed the bra away with a flourish and the look of lust on Brian's face when he saw my tits was priceless. A point in Malcolm's favor, you could never get this look from a pro.
"Oh my god, mom." He looked nothing short of awe struck as I cupped my firm tits and stroked my nipples for him, "They're perfect, just like you."
"Hmm, smooth talker." I continued teasing my aching nipples, "You like mommy's tits honey?"
"Oh, yeah."
"Then why aren't you sucking on them?" I asked, widening my baby blue eyes to Josh who had moved to a different angle.
"I..." Brian looked towards Josh again and I whispered, "Show's here, baby, my pretty titties are right over here."
Grabbing his wrists, I placed his hands on my bare tits and he gasped when he squeezed them. I moaned and rocked my hips when his palms slid over my nipples and I kissed him, this time driving my tongue forcefully into his mouth.
Brian didn't seem to mind as he returned the tongue filled kiss while fondling my tits. Putting my hands over his, I rubbed them up and down, and then guided his fingers to my nipples.
"Yes." I groaned into his mouth as he rolled my nipples between his fingers, "That's it honey, play with them! See how hard they are for you?' I ground my hips and gasped, "Mom's so wet for you, honey!"
I reached back down to his crotch, "And you're so damn hard for me!" I sighed, "My baby boy does want me, doesn't he?"
"I want you so bad, mom." He moaned, then needing no coaxing, he lowered his head and sucked my right nipple into his mouth.
"Fuck yeah." I cried out, then forced myself to add, "Oh, mommy needs this so bad!"
I arched my back, shoving my tit into his face and he opened wide, taking as much of the soft flesh of my breast into his mouth as he could. I kept one hand over his, as he fondled my other breast, but the other was stroking his cock through the shorts.
There was a sticky wet spot where the head was, showing how much he was dripping and my mouth watered, I needed to have him in my mouth and not just for the video, but to hear him moan and to see the look on his face as I sucked him.
"Other one's jealous, honey." I laughed, then sighed when he obediently switched to sucking the other nipple.
Brian was moaning around my swollen flesh and going at it with an enthusiasm that again, could not be faked. His tongue swirled around, then he would suck hard, then soft, then back to licking as if he were trying to everything he could think of.
I turned my head to see Malcolm leaning forward, a slight smile on his face and Dan gave me a wink.
I reluctantly-it had been a long time since someone really wanted to please me-eased his face from my breasts and kissed him.
"That felt so good honey, and from now on mom's tits are yours anytime you want them, but right now?" I licked my red lips, "I think it's time you sat back and let me take good care of my sweet boy."
I slid off his leg and slowly sank to my knees. I grabbed his shorts, unsnapping them as I tongued his right nipple. I turned slightly to the side and extended my tongue fully, giving Josh a great shot of the action. Trailing my lips across his chest, I sucked and licked his other nipple as he moaned and squirmed in his seat.
I popped open his shorts and pulling the zipper down, tugged. When he didn't react I said, "Come on, honey, lift up so mom can see how much you want her."
He looked nervously over at the guys and I purred, "Come on, honey. I can't wait to play with my son's big hard dick."
Brian lifted his hips and I tugged his shorts down past his knees and to the floor. I took a moment to remove them from his feet and push them away so he didn't trip over them later. I licked my lips and looked down to see his cock was now barely semi hard. Nerves.
"Sorry." He whispered, "I'm...they're watching and." He lowered his voice until I could barely hear him, "A lot of people might see this."
"Honey, I felt you before, you have no worries." Grabbing his flaccid cock I stroked it, trying to coax him to readiness as I kissed and licked his stomach.
Letting his cock go, I took his hands and put them in my hair, "You hold that for me, okay?" I met his gaze, "That way you can get a good view of your mother sucking your cock."
I stroked his cock again, but wasn't getting much reaction and Brian had that panicked look in his eyes again."
"Sarah." Malcolm said, "How about you help, Brian out. Molly take a break for a couple minutes."
"I don't want her to." Brian said nervously as Sarah rose and began to come over. "I don't want her touching me." He said directly to me, "Please?"
"I got it." I waved her back and looked at Malcolm. "You said this was all me."
He nodded and gestured to Sarah who with a shrug sat back down.
"It's okay, honey." I said soothingly, back in mom mode."I know you're nervous, this is a big line to cross." I smiled up at him, "But I want this as much as you do honey, so sit back and let your mother make it all better."
I pumped him several more times and then with my eyes fixed on his, took the tip of his cock between my lips. Holding it there, I flicked my tongue rapidly across it. Brian gasped and his hips rocked, pushing his soft cock further into my mouth.
"Hmm." I moaned and took him all the way into my mouth.
With him still soft it was easy to slip my tongue out and lick his balls while shaking my head slowly back and forth, working the sensitive tip of his cock around my warm wet mouth.
"Oh, that feels good." He breathed and a feeling of satisfaction came over me when he swelled in my mouth.
Feeling he was hard enough to actually suck, I bobbed my head, keeping my lips tight to his cock to stretch him out. I tickled his balls lightly with my nails and moaned around him, my eyes rolling back in my head.
I moaned as his dripping cock filled my mouth with his sticky precum and moved my head faster. Brian's hips were now moving and his cock was becoming harder by the second. I released him with a loud sucking sound, allowing the pre cum to drip from my lips down my chin and moaned,
"Honey, this cock feels so good in my mouth!"
I pumped him rapidly and his now fully erect cock throbbed in my hand. I wasn't lying, he might not be the size of some of the pro's I'd fucked, but he was bigger than average and fairly thick. I teased my tongue around the purple head of his cock, then fluttered it up and down the length of his shaft.
I pressed it to the side of my face and purred, "How's your cock look on mommy's face, honey?"
"It looks so good." He moaned as I pushed the tip into my face causing him to ooze on my cheek and get it slick and sticky for the camera.
I turned my head, making the same mess on that side of my face, then sitting up on my knees, slapped his now very hard cock against my nipples, going back and forth.
"Look how hard my baby is for me!" I encouraged him, while giving him a wink. "My son's not a little boy anymore is he?"
I let his cock go and grabbing my tits pressed them around his shaft and moved up and down, tit fucking him. Brian moved his hips and I stopped, letting him work his cock between my firm tits which were now becoming as sticky as my face.
"Hmm, you're mom's getting all messy isn't she?" I sighed, "Guess we'll just have to shower together later."
I let my tits go and grabbing his cock, pumped him while I took him back in my mouth. I worked him all the way down nice and slow for the camera, then back up before moving my head in a slow rhythm.
Brian was breathing hard and his eyes were filled with a mixed look of lust and surprise as he watched me devour his cock. I cupped his balls and rubbed them as I continued to blow him and moaned when he reached down with one hand and stroked my left nipple.
I sensed Josh moving behind me and pointing my ass up, wiggled it back and forth as I sucked.
"Christ, she's fucking wet." He whistled.
Brian didn't even look his way this time. His attention was focused on Molly Minx, playing his mom, working his young hard cock in and out of my red painted mouth.
"Oh, mom." He moaned, "I can't believe you're doing that."
"Doing that?" I laughed when I pulled him from my mouth, "Come on, honey, you're not a kid, your mother is sucking your cock, your big beautiful cock!"
I resumed doing just that, my lips gliding along his slick shaft. Playing to Josh behind me, I slipped my hand between my legs and stroked my pussy through my wet panties. I whimpered around his cock when my fingers passed over my clit and knew without a doubt I would come during this shoot.
"Oh, mom!" Brian exclaimed and moved his hips faster, shit, he was going to cum already.
"Slow up." Malcolm called, "I want this to be longer."
"Stop talking then!" I snapped, when I eased my lips from Brian. "Sorry," I whispered to Brian, "But he's pissing me off."
Brian laughed and I smiled up at him as I released his cock to give him a minute to calm down. I kept my ass moving while easing my panties to the side and sliding my fingers through my wet lips, giving Josh some filler while slowing Brian down.
I moaned softly as I came in contact with my now bare clit and thought it wouldn't take much even this way, damn I was hot! I removed my hand to slow myself down at this point and placing my hands on Brian's thighs, took him into my mouth and bobbed my head slowly.
Brian moaned and his thighs were trembling against me. He was still close and there was no way I'd be able to keep edging him unless we took a break for a decent amount of time and that would mean losing the mood I'd gotten him in.
I stopped sucking and looking up at him, stroked him while saying, "It's okay, baby, you can come for me. Mom's doing this to take the edge off so when you fuck me in a little while you can fuck nice and hard and for a long time."
"Oh, fuck me." Brian moaned and I heard Dan's muffled laughter.
"That's exactly what I plan on doing." I went into Molly mode, my blue eyes filled with desire, "I'm going to fuck my son, all day, all night and every damn day from now on. You're going to be a busy boy, Brian because your mother's going to need a lot of this cock to keep her happy."
I went back to sucking him and this time didn't hold back. Keeping my hands on his legs, I showed off my skills by deep throating him repeatedly and opening my mouth wide, let my pre cum laced spit drool down his shaft then sucked it back up.
I was making loud slurping sounds as well as gagging when I took him balls deep. Brian's hand tightened in my hair and he released my breast, probably afraid he'd squeeze it too hard. I caught his wrist and put his hand on my head so they were both in my hair and sucked him even harder.
"Oh, mom, oh, fuck, oh keep sucking!" He whimpered, "Please don't stop, please!"
Brian cried out and I squealed around his cock when it erupted into my mouth. I didn't swallow and continued to suck the tip and first couple inches of his cock, letting him fill my mouth with his huge hot load.
"Hmm-mm" I moaned and rolled my eyes while letting some of his cum spill out of my mouth and down his shaft.
As Brian moaned and squirmed, I sucked him hard and fast, eagerly devouring both his cock and his load. I brought my hands into play, stroking his shaft and rubbing his balls to make sure he gave me everything he had.
I opened wider, letting a thick glob of cum slide down his shaft, then sucking it back up. When Brian's whimpers grew desperate and he moaned, "Stop, oh, please." I sucked a couple more times on his sensitive head, loving the cute little noises he made as I teased the now over sensitive head of his cock.
I eased him from my mouth and looking up at Josh who was now standing behind Brian, I opened my mouth and showed off the puddle of cum. I let some drool down my chin, before closing my mouth and making a show of swallowing it.
I smacked my lips and for the first time since I'd gotten back in the industry it didn't bother me at all to have just swallowed someone's come. I scooped the cum from my chin and sucking it into my mouth, gave Brian a naughty smile,
"That was a lot, baby." I cooed, "You been saving that up for me?"
"I...wow." Brian said weakly, "That was...damn, mom."
"There's plenty where that came from honey." I kissed his cock affectionately, "It's been a long time for me too and I miss sucking cock." I looked up at him, my eyes wide, "You going to let me do it again?"
"Anything you want, Mom." He said, still staring down at his softening cock which in addition to being sopping wet was smeared with my red lipstick.
"Good answer." I stood up and backing towards the bed, beckoned him with my finger, "Come on, baby, it's my turn."
I lay down on the bed and as Brian slowly approached, I lifted my hips and sliding my panties over my hips, drew my legs up and slid them off. I playfully tossed them at Brian who caught them and in a move perfect for the shoot, he brought them to his face and inhaled deeply.
"Damn," he whispered, his eyes rolling back as he continued to press the panties to his face.
"Don't settle for those, honey." I opened my legs and spreading my pussy open, tapped my clit, "Real things right here."
Brian walked up to the foot of the bed and I loved the way his eyes roamed hungrily up and down my now completely naked body. He looked around as if realizing for the first time he was naked in front of several people, but stretching my leg out, I eased my foot under his balls and wiggled my toes playfully.
"Come on, honey, it's not nice to keep your mother waiting."
I beckoned to him once more and with a nervous smile, Brian climbed onto the bed and crawled up between my legs. I expected him to pretty much dive in between my legs, but instead he made his way over me and putting his hands on either side of my head, kissed me.
It was a slow sensual one that surprised me, but I responded in kind, enjoying the way he was not only in charge of it, but taking his time. His lips slid from mine and trailed down my throat to my chest.
He continued to surprise me by taking his time kissing my upper chest and between my breasts before making his way over to my left nipple. I moaned when he sucked it, my hands running over his back and through his hair.
Brian took his time on both my tits, a little too much time as I was so damn horny, I was squirming on the bed, wiggling my hips and sliding my legs up and down. I was sure Malcolm and Dan thought I was playing it up, but I needed to cum.
My heart raced as Brian made his way down between my legs, kissing, licking and sucking on my stomach on his way. He buried his face briefly in my blonde fuzz which I was sure was damp to the touch at this point.
He kissed and fondled my inner thighs and with a sincere whimper, I said, "Now who's teasing? Come on, honey, give your mother a real kiss!"
Brian looked up at me, a small smile on his face before lowering his head and running his tongue through my wet lips.
"Oh, yeah." I sighed as his tongue explored the folds of my moist pussy, "There you go, honey, lick that pussy."
Brian ran his tongue up and down, once again teasing me, but at least now he was there and I could enjoy it. I draped my legs over him, sliding my soft feet up and down his back as he went on with his slow exploration of my pussy.
I gasped when his tongue slid inside me and I squeezed his shoulders as he swirled it around. I heard him moan as he tasted me and that gave him much more to taste as his reaction caused my pussy to gush.
"Look at me," I told him, "Let your mother see her son's beautiful eyes while he licks her."
Brian's eyes met mine and I could see his cheeks were already coated in my juices. He moved his head, tongue fucking me a bold move considering a half hour ago he'd been ready to quit. He worked his tongue back up through my pussy and when it came in contact with my clit, I cried out and thrust my hips in his face.
"Right there!" I groaned, "That's the spot, baby, that's the spot!"
Brian ran his tongue around my clit in slow circles causing me to writhe on the bed and move my hips, trying to keep his tongue on my aching button. I pulled my legs back, putting my feet on his shoulders and sliding my hands up my stomach, cupped my tits.
I teased my nipples and rocked my hips into Brian's flickering tongue while moaning softly. Even without the normal hot white lights, the set was warm and I was sweating. So was Brian and the sight of his well-muscled back, glistening with it looked damn good.
I couldn't believe how into this I was. I'd told Brian to forget about everything but me and I was doing the same. This seemed like actual sex with someone who wanted to make me happy, something I hadn't had since John had gotten sick.
Months of barely having sex, then his last few months he was unable to at all and he'd been gone almost a year. That was two years of nothing resembling affection. The last six months I'd gotten plenty of flat out sex, but in a meat market setting where pleasure wasn't the goal, just money.
But this was different, Brian wanted me, okay, he wanted his mother, but he was transferring that lust and affection to me and I was happy to receive it.
His tongue moved faster and pressed harder to my clit and I responded by now tugging on my nipples, pulling and pinching them as I ground my pussy in his face urging him to keep licking.
"Don't be shy," I told him, "Put two fingers inside honey."
Brian obeyed, his large fingers easily gliding into my sopping slit.
"Feel how wet I am for you?" I asked, "Feel how hot and tight I am? Think about what your cock will feel like inside."
Brian moaned and pumped his fingers while now sucking my clit and with a gasp, I arched my back, lifting my ass off the bed and my clit into his mouth.
"That's it, baby, make me come, that way I'll be even hotter and wetter when you take me."
"Take you." Brain whispered between my legs.
"Oh, yes honey, you're going to take you mother. You're going to put that beautiful cock inside of mom's pussy and its going to feel so fucking good. You can have me anyway, any position!"
I was moaning and bucking my hips, winding myself up with dirty talk to try to get over the edge as Brian's soft lips and tongue danced across my clit.
"I'll give you everything you want, Brian. Everything you dreamed of! I'll be your love and your dirty girl and still be your m..."
Before I could get the word out my body exploded into orgasm and throwing my head back I squealed in pleasure. I curled my toes into his shoulders and pushing against him, lifted higher off the bed.
I closed my thighs around his head and worked my hips in circles, grinding and smearing my pussy into his face while the powerful orgasm crashed through me. His fingers kept moving and his tongue stayed on my clit as I bucked and squirmed all the while yelping and squealing.
I hadn't come this hard in years! The orgasm was long and strong and Brian's tongue kept me at the height of it. I cried out his name repeatedly, still pinching my nipples and rubbing my pussy into him.
When the last waves flowed through me, I let my legs slide from his shoulders and lay there gasping. I swore the damn room was spinning.
"Oh, oh, baby." I forced myself to keep talking for the sake of the shoot, "You made your mother come hard."



I turned my head to see Malcolm looking at me a strange expression on his face. Our eyes met and I had no doubt he knew I'd come for real and probably had his perverted mind racing.
Brian sat up between my legs and was looking quite pleased as he stared down at me. I was sweaty, my skin was flushed and I was breathing hard from the orgasm. I had no doubt he knew that had been real and giving him a satisfied smile, I said,
"Speaking of hard, honey, you have something you want to give me?"
Brian's smile wavered and I glanced down to see he was only semi hard.
"I'm not sure I can, uh do this." He whispered.
He could and he would because at this point, screw the shoot; I needed that cock inside me. I sat up and getting to my knees gave him a hard kiss. I plunged my tongue into his mouth and moaned at the taste of my pussy in his mouth.
I grabbed his cock and stroked it, causing him to whimper. He began to grow in my hand, but not fast enough for me. I placed my hand on his chest and pushed him onto his back on the bed. Brian groaned when I took his cock into my mouth and sucked him.
I wasn't looking to put on a teasing show this time. This time I was on a mission and sucked him fast and hard. A case of stage fright was no match for Molly Minx's talented mouth and within a minute he was rock hard in my mouth.
I released him with a loud sucking sound and trail of spit and precum and swung my leg over his waist. I grabbed his cock and guiding it to my pussy eased down on him.
"Oh fuck." Brian breathed as I took his cock slowly inside me. "You're so wet."
"Because I want my baby." I purred and then letting my weight go, impaled myself on his cock.
We both moaned as he sank inside me and after remaining still and reveling in the feeling of his inspired cock engulfed in my hot wet pussy, I worked my hips slowly riding him.
"There you go, honey," I sighed, "Just lay back and enjoy. How does it feel? How does it feel to be inside of your mother?"
"So good." He groaned.
He went to place his hands on my hips, but I caught his wrists and brought his hands to my tits. I rocked my hips faster moaning while he fondled my tits. I could feel the sweat sliding down my back and between my tits and strands of my hair were now sticking to my face.
I looked over to Malcolm who was leaning forward, watching intently. Next to him Dan was watching as well, but his expression was unreadable. Playing to Josh, who was at the end of the bed, I raised my hands over my head, taking my hair up in them and making a show of sensually riding Brian.
"How do I look?" I asked, "How's your mother look riding you?"
"Amazing," he answered, "God, you're hot, mom!"
"Then show me how hot I am and give your mother what she needs."
I bounced up and down on his cock, riding him harder and giving the camera the view of his cock sliding in and out of me. Josh made his way to the other side to get that angle from behind and I lowered myself, down, shoving my tit in Brian's mouth.
"Move your hips." I said quietly, "Come on, Brian, fuck me. Give me everything you want to give to your mother." He hesitated and I added, "I'm not going to break, honey, fuck me as hard as you want."
I lay down on top of him my breasts pressing into his chest and slid my arms beneath him.
"Fuck me." I said in his ear, "Give me that hard fucking cock!"
Brian put his arms around my waist and I cried out when he surprised me by doing just what I asked, fucking me and damn hard. He had me pinned to his chest and was driving up into me as hard as he could.
"Yes, of fuck, honey!" I cried out and meant it, damn this felt good.
Brian's hands slid down my back and grabbed my ass, squeezing it hard and spreading my cheeks, causing his cock to drive even deeper into me. I could imagine the great shot Josh was getting. Brian's wet cock pounding into my dripping pink slit.
"Look at you fucking your mother!" I moaned in his ear, "How about you fuck me the way you really want to?" I giggled, "It's mom's favorite!"
I pushed up from him and swinging my leg over him, remained on my hands and knees. Brian's face lit up like a kid on Christmas day and sitting up he got on his knees behind me and grabbing my hips eased into me from behind.
I groaned when he began fucking me with long slow strokes and rocked my hips back into him, pushing him deeper.
"Come on, honey." I looked over my shoulder at him, "This isn't a sweet position, give it to me! Show your mother how bad you've wanted to do this."
Brian squeezed my hips and fucked me harder.
"Harder!" I snapped, "I'm not one of your little girlfriend's, your mother's a real woman and I can take everything my son wants to give me!"
Brian cut loose and began hammering me fast and hard. I yelped with each thrust and worked my hips in time with his, slamming my ass back into him as he came forward. God this felt fucking good!
"That's it!" I urged him on, "I know you love me, but I know you lust for me too! I know you want to fuck me. You want your mother to be your bad girl and I want to be!"
Brian pounded me even harder. In the past I'd been fucked damned hard and by guys hung like bulls, but this felt way better than that, this felt...real. Brian was breathing hard and fucking me like a true porn star and I was squealing and moaning like a girl his age.
I lowered my head to the pillow, pushing my ass up higher and moaned for him to put his hands on my shoulders. Brian did as I asked, pushing me down into the bed as his cock drove even deeper into me.
"Oh fuck! Look at you taking me; look at you making your mother yours! I am yours, that pussy is all yours, honey! Claim it, make it yours!"
Brian was tearing into me at this point and I could just imagine the look on Malcolm's face. He'd given up, but he'd underestimated Molly Minx, no, this time not so much Molly, but Mary. I'd shown Brian some tenderness and understanding and he was now fucking me with reckless abandon.
I saw something move out of the corner of my eye and turned to see Sarah standing off to the side, a paper in her hand with a note on it.
On your sides, leg over his, finish that way, jack him off on your stomach.
I was content to stay where I was, but knew that position was becoming very popular in porn and lifting my head, said, "Hold on, baby, I want to feel you closer to me."
Brian eased from inside me and I could feel my pussy and his cock dripping down my thighs as he did.
"On your side." I whispered, my head turned so the camera didn't catch it.
Brian was beyond questioning anything at this point and stretched out on his side. I slid down so I was on my side in front of him, my sweaty back pressing into his chest. I lifted my leg, placing my foot along his outer thigh and guided his cock back inside me.
Brian pumped me slower than he had been, but still pretty damn hard. He surprised me by moving my hair and kissing my neck as he fucked me and I leaned my head to the side, letting him have a clear path along my neck.
I reached down and cupped his balls as he fucked me, then groaned when he turned my head to the side and his lips met mine. Our tongue lightly teased each other in a sensual rather than lust driven kiss and all the while he continued pleasing me with long hard strokes.
Josh was right in front of us, but it didn't seem to bother Brian at all anymore.
"Oh, honey." I groaned, "You feel so good! Come for me! Oh, please come for me!"
Instead of speeding up, Brian slowed down then caught me off guard by slipping out of me and pulling away. I rolled over onto my back and he quickly rolled over on top of me. Before I could react, he slid inside me and looking down at me said, softly,
"You're so beautiful, mom." He said, his eyes staring into mine, "So beautiful."
He lowered his head and kissed me so softly I barely felt his lips. He slid his arms beneath mine and now pressing against me, moved slowly within me. He kissed me again, then worked his lips over to my neck.
"You feel good." He said in my ear, "This is what I really want to do with my mother, just love her."
He'd said it so softly, so sweetly, I felt myself melt. I put my arms around him and wrapping my legs around his waist, drew him deep inside me. I ran my nails lightly over his back, and moaned softly as he moved slowly within.
I lay there stunned by his words and my reaction, but not so much that I wasn't enjoying the way he felt. His lips were covering my neck in sweet tender kisses, the kisses of an affectionate lover, the ones given by someone who truly cared for the person they were with.
It had been so long since I'd felt that and it struck me how much I missed it. I turned my head to capture his lips and feel those kisses in a way I could respond to them. He sighed into the kiss as his lips moved softly against mine.
It was a sweet loving kiss, no hurry at all and there was no sense of urgency with the sex either. Brian was moving in a slow steady rhythm that I matched as I pressed my hands to his sweaty back and enjoyed the feeling of his hard muscles beneath his skin.
My hand trailed into his hair and he whimpered as I ran my fingernails through it as we kissed, as we...made love. The thought hit me hard, we were making love. Right here on a porn set in front of several people, Brian was making love to me.
More accurately to his mother in his mind and I could feel his love for her, his affection and his desperate need for her. He'd said this is what he wanted with her. He didn't want to fuck her silly like the porn versions of mother son list, he wanted to love her.
Slowly, softly, sweetly, this is how he wanted his mother, this was how he dreamed of the one woman he could never have, could never even approach for fear of losing her. A wave of emotion come over me. A mixture of sorrow for him, but also affection for him, for this sweet kid who had all this love to give, but had misplaced it on someone he couldn't.
His desire was so strong the emotion was coming through to me who wasn't the person he truly wanted, just a surrogate. The emotion wasn't one sided, this is what had been missing from my life for two years, not sex, but the feeling of being wanted and desired and loved.
I hadn't so much as had a date in a year and had closed myself off, thinking I would never find this again after James. Just as Brian did, I knew this wasn't real, we were mutually benefitting from a staged encounter, but it was the closest I'd come to it and most likely the closest I would until I was ready to try to move on.
My thoughts trailed off and my body took over. I wasn't sure how long it lasted, but Brian and I became the only thing in the room. Just our sweaty bodies entwined and our lips pressing against each other with occasional dalliances on our neck and shoulders.
His breathing was slow and steady, his breath hot on my neck and his cock sliding in and out in a deliciously slow pace. My breath caught and my legs tightened around him as to my amazement I felt an orgasm building within me.
His shaft was sliding along my clit at just the right angle and even though he was moving slow it had been for some time and I was worked up emotionally as well, enjoying the sex not just physically, but in every way.
"Oh, honey." I moaned, the first time I'd spoken since we'd begun to make love, "Just like that, please, just like that!"
Brian tensed beneath me, growing close, but continued to go slow, trying to hold off for me.
"A little more." I whimpered, "Just a little longer, honey, oh I want to come with you inside me."
Brian groaned, but didn't speed up and within moments I let my head fall back and released a long high pitched whimper as I came. Unlike the first orgasm this one wasn't an explosion, but more of a slow steady wave, in a sense it was exactly like the sex that brought it on.
I moaned and whimpered, as my pussy contracted around Brian's slowly thrusting cock. He moaned and his body trembled under my hands. I moved my hips into his and lay there on a roller coaster of sensation, the slow strong orgasm having its way with me. I hadn't come with anyone inside me since John and god, it felt amazing.
"Oh, mom." Brian said, looking into my eyes, "I love you so much."
Between the lovemaking, the emotions and the orgasm I was overwhelmed and responded softly, "I love you too, baby, mommy loves you so much."
Brian smiled tenderly at me, then groaned and moved his hips faster. Losing control he gave me several short hard strokes that cause me to yelp with each one. Something moved near me and I saw Dan staring at me and shaking his head, mouthing 'not inside'
I wanted it inside, I wanted so badly to complete the experience and feel Brian flooding me with his come. I told myself to push up on him, to tell Brian to pull it out, so I could jerk him off on my stomach but I couldn't do it. Instead I smiled up and him.
"That's it, honey, let it go, let me have it, let me feel it."
Brian groaned and his cock twitched inside me sending a hot wet stream of cum into my still twitching pussy. Brian whimpered adorably as I contracted my muscles, helping milk his spurting cock.
Again I let the sensation take over, I moved my hips into his, moaning each time his cock convulsed and flooded me with his hot cum.
"All of it." I purred, "Every drop, baby, give your mother every drop."
With a shuddering moan, Brian gave up the last of it and he lumped down into my embrace.
"That's it, honey, just let mommy hold you." I whispered.
We lay there for a couple of minutes, with his face nuzzled into my neck and me lightly stroking his hair and his back. I was staring up at the ceiling overwhelmed by the intensity of what had just happened and was struck by an image of Paul.
I saw him in my arms, not Brian. My son, lying naked, sweating and spent in my arms; folding into my embrace after he had made love to me, after he'd told me how much he loved me. I could hear him telling me he loved me, how he'd always wanted me, how he'd wanted to love me and now that he had would always want to.
"Thank you." Brian whispered in my ear, "Thank you so much, Molly."
"Thank your mother," I answered softly, "We're still rolling."
We were, but I knew the reason I wanted him to keep going was I wanted to hear how it sounded in that sweet sincere voice.
"Thank you, mom." He kissed me sweetly, "Thank you for letting me love you."
Oh, how precious was he? I smiled up at him and wiping the sweat plastered hair from my face, said, "Roll over, next to me."
Brian rolled over onto his back and pointing for Josh to go to the foot of the bed, I spread my legs and contracting my muscles, pushed as hard as I could. I repeated it several times until I could feel his cum oozing from my pussy and down into the crack of my ass.
I pushed as much out as I could then rubbed some of it into my pussy. Scooping some up in my finger, I brought it up to my face, my sweaty, flushed face and with Josh zooming in, I sucked it into my mouth, rolling my eyes back.
I gave the camera a satisfied smile, then turning onto my side, curled up next to Brian, draping my leg over his and my arm around his waist. I nuzzled his neck and whispered, "Love you, Brian."
"Love you too, mom." Brian slid his arm beneath me and drew me close.
"That's a wrap folks!" Dan called out.
I turned my head wondering why Malcolm hadn't called it and saw he was sitting there with a stunned look on his face. I noticed he was flushed himself and I had no doubt the scene had hit him hard.
Brian eased his arm out from under me and took the robe Sarah handed him, quickly putting it on before leaning over and kissing my cheek.
"Thank you. Molly, really, that was incredible."
"Yeah, it was." I sighed, earning a huge smile from him.
He stood up and went with Sarah who would take him in the back to shower and change.
"Molly you okay?" Dan asked, hovering over me with a towel in his hand.
"Yeah." I nodded, taking the towel and wiping cum from between my legs. "I'm fine why?
I sat up and tossing the soiled towel onto the bed, took a smaller one from him. This one was wet and I gratefully wiped the cool towel over my face and neck, then down my chest.
"That looked pretty intense." He said.
"Brian, my man!" I turned my attention to Malcolm who had finally gotten up and had come up to Brian just before he left the set and had clapped him on the shoulder.
"You knocked that out of the park kid!" He exclaimed happily, "Goddamn that was a great shoot! You got Real Moms off and running in style!"
Brian gave him an awkward smile and continued walking off the set and Malcolm followed him, chatting away. Last words I heard him say was, "So what was it like, did it seem real?"
"Mary?"
"Don't call me that." I said irritably, "You know real names aren't allowed for the actors on set."
"It's just us." He indicated the now vacant set. "Sarah took off and Josh's in the back already playing back the tape to start marking places to edit."
"Sorry." I shrugged and put my hands out for the robe he was holding.
"So what the hell was that?" He asked, helping me into the robe as I swung my legs off the bed to sit on the edge of it. It was an effort to move. Damn I'd cum hard and twice.
"What was what?" I avoided answering as I knew damn well what he was talking about.
"I've known you for close to twenty five years." He sat down next to me. "And most of that as Mary, not Molly. What I just saw wasn't Molly Minx, it was you." He frowned, "You got way to into that."
"Just playing my part." I said, but knew it was a waste of time.
"Bullshit. I've never left this industry. I have seen women who are damned good at faking and that wasn't acting. I've also seen a few get into their roles, but never like that. What were you thinking? That kid might have just found a new woman he can't have to obsess over."
"No, he'll be fine. I think this helped him." I dabbed at my face with the towel again, "Guess I was like a surrogate, he knew who I was, he just got his fantasy, like Malcolm wanted him to."
"Problem is, was he the only one getting a fantasy?"
"What the fuck is that supposed to mean?" I blew up at him, "Are you trying to say I want my fucking son?"
"No!" he declared, taken aback at my outburst. "I mean, not really."
"Not really? Fuck you, Dan." I went to get up, but he caught my arm and kept me on the bed.
"I mean you were transferring something. Maybe some of your love for Paul in a maternal way. Brian was young, scared shitless and in a way sort of lost and you responded to all of that and took care of him like a mother would."
"No mother would really take care of his son like that."
"Stop being defensive. I was talking about your desire to help a young man not your son like that, but I think there was a real motherly tone there."
"Whatever." I waved my hand at him, "Drop this, it's not going anywhere, you're seeing things that aren't there."
"Know how I know something was there?" He grunted, "Because Malcolm looked like he was ready to bust a nut at one point, then I swear the whacko was tearing up with that I love you at the end. Mister Mommy love himself seemed pretty damned impressed with that acting."
"Good, then he'll pay more next time."
"There shouldn't be a next one of these unless you can avoid being so personal about it."
"Duly noted dad." I rolled my eyes, "But fucking my son is not a fantasy of mine. Maybe you're the one watching too many of these stupid ass movies."
"I told you what I meant as far as Paul went. What I meant by fantasy was," He paused then with a resigned tone as if he had no other way to say it, asked, "Mary when was the last time you got laid? I mean off set, you know a date, a boyfriend, a one night stand?"



"None of your business."
"That's my answer right there." He smirked, "And it was rhetorical, you've told me you haven't dated and I assumed you weren't going to go for a stand. Mary wanted to be a respectable woman."
"I'll repeat, fuck you."
"The fact you're pissed tells me I'm on to something. It's been a long time since someone was good to you, Mary and that's why you got into this. Brian wasn't a pro and he really wanted you, his lust wasn't an act. You responded to that."
"So what if I did? Convincing should make you happy, gets you more money."
"That's low, Mary." He replied with a tone. "I'm Molly's agent, but your friend. As your friend I'm telling you what I've told you before. Date someone, it doesn't have to be serious, but find someone to have normal sex with and enjoy it."
"Right date and live a lie to a lover like I am to my son." I made a sound of disgust, "Sorry, Joe, I know you want to play around, but I spent three hours filming today and I'm really sore."
"I said you don't have to get serious and move in, find a friend with benefits."
"And then its, oh you look familiar, have I seen you somewhere?" I slumped my shoulders and lost the edge in my voice, "It's bad enough I worry about Paul, I don't need to mislead someone else or worry about being ousted."
"Mary, I think this is really getting to you in a lot of ways. Like I said before, sell the damn house, Paul won't care. He's a good kid, he'll bounce with it and you can give this up."
"And just be a waitress who gets ogled and harassed for a fraction of what I get paid to do this?"
"A waitress isn't seen the way a porn star is."
"John gave me what he made me realize I wanted; a family and a home, a real home, not the trailer parks I bounced around in when I was a kid. I promised I would keep what we built together and that house was a part of us."
"You're talking yourself into that, not me. Do what you want." He sighed, "You will anyway."
"Thanks."
"I'm heading out, I have some other work to do today, Malcolm said he wants to talk to you before you leave. He already has another of these lined up for you end of next week I think. You should turn it down."
"I'm not going to. It's too much money and it was what you said it was. Easy, no assholes like Nick and no fake squealing and taking two guys at once."
"Fine, but I can't be at the next one."
"You busy?"
"Not sure yet, but even if I'm not, you're on your own with these. I'm not Malcolm, I'm not thrilled with what I saw, tells me you need to get a grip on your life and separate it from this."
"Understood." I smirked, "Take your commission though won't you?"
"Know what Molly?" He stressed the name, "Keep whatever Malcolm gives you, when you're filming real mom you're working for him. You want other work I'll set it up, but not this."
He got up to leave and gave me a tight smile. "I'm not fighting with you, Mary, just worried."
"Got it." I smiled and squeezed his hand. "Tough love."
"That's the name of the first movie I directed." He laughed. "BDSM, ugh."
"We live some kind of life, don't we?"
"Some of us don't know any better." He turned serious, "I'm one of them, don't be me Molly, you left once for family, do it again."
"I'll think on it, really."
"Good and fair warning. When you talk to Malcolm I bet he's going to bring up that mother stuff like I did except he'll be more serious so try not to get defensive with him."
"I won't."
"I'm fairly sure he knows you have a son, you know. Malcolm digs where he shouldn't sometimes. But he's tight lipped; he just likes knowing dirty little secrets."
"Paul isn't a dirty secret; I just don't need these people knowing about him."
"Because of what you just shot." He said pointedly, "And no, he is not a dirty secret, but this shit is for you. Just keep your cool if Malcolm goes off on his all moms and sons deep down want each other."
"I don't want my son." I said softly as he walked away with a quick wave over his shoulder.
But then why did I see him at the end, taking Brian's place in my mind? And worse, why hadn't the image bothered me at the time?
*****
"Come in." I said to the knock on the dressing room door.
Josh had caught up with me to say Malcolm needed to make a couple of phone calls, but to please stick around so he could talk to me, so it was a surprise to see Brian enter instead.
"Hi Molly." He gave me a nervous smile, "I have to leave for the airport in a little while, but do you have a minute?"
"Sure." I gestured at the small chair in the corner, but he came over to stand in front of me instead,
"That's okay, I'll be quick, I just wanted to say thank you again."
"You don't have to thank me." I told him, "Hey, it's my job after all." I laughed, trying to keep it light.
"No, your job was to pretty much fuck me, that's not what you did. You were patient and nice and you really made me feel good and I don't just mean, well, you know." He blushed.
"God, you're cute. After everything we just did you're still being all shy."
"I surprised myself." He laughed. "But seriously, thank you. That really helped. I really saw you as my mom for awhile and I think I can deal with my feelings a little better now."
"I'm glad." I nodded, "You're a really good kid, Brian. I bet your mom is proud of you."
"She is, but only because she doesn't know I'd want to do this to her." He said quietly.
"So why don't you tell her?" I couldn't help asking, "Wouldn't it be better to get it out in the open?"
"And then what?" He grunted, "Best case she sends me to therapy. Worse, she kicks me out." He paused, "No, she tells my father and he kicks my ass then throws me out."
"Oh, didn't know your dad was around."
"Yeah, Malcolm said that's why he was interested in me. He said most sons who get feelings for their mom it's because either their dad died, or ran off and left mom alone."
"Interesting." I said, not liking that particular fact, or that in a way it made sense.
"Yup he said it's about being man of the house in every way."
"Brian, only listen to Malcolm so much, okay? He could get you in trouble."
"I know never to say anything." He assured me. "But anyway all that's not the real reason I won't tell her".
"What else is there?"
"I know my mom. If I admitted how I felt about her, how I wanted her she would feel like it was her fault, feel like she did something wrong." He shook his head, "I won't ever let her feel that way, I love her too much for that."
"Brian, your mom must be a hell of a woman to raise a son like you." I took his hand and squeezed it, "Seriously, that's so sweet."
"You have a son, Molly?" He asked, "Bet you do."
"No, I don't have any kids." I felt bad lying to him, but nice kid or not, he didn't need to know my personal business. Or dirty secret, I thought mockingly.
"Too bad." He smiled down at me, "You'd make a hell of a mother."
"Thank you."
He stared down at me and said, "I like that look on you."
"I'm wearing faded jeans and a sweatshirt." I looked down at my typical non work ensemble, "And my hair's up. Think I looked better before."
"You looked great before, but this." He pointed to me, "It's a very mom look, my mom dresses like that." His phone beeped, "Oh, that's my alarm, I have to go; Malcolm has a cab coming to take me to the airport."
He leaned over and kissed my cheek, "Thank you again, Molly. I won't forget this."
"You don't have to." Malcolm said from the doorway, "You can watch it anytime you want, it will be uploaded by week's end." He laughed, "You can relive it as often as you want!"
"Right." Brian gave him an awkward grin, then with a last look my way, turned and walked out of the room.
"Molly Minx." Malcolm beamed, "My dear what I saw out there was pure magic!"
"Glad you're happy."
"Happy doesn't cover it! Molly that was absolutely amazing, the hottest fucking mom son scene I have ever seen and I'm betting others will agree." He whistled, "It blows away anything ever filmed on Loving Mothers and I think that's a top notch site."
"High praise indeed." I said in a neutral tone, hoping Dan was wrong and he wasn't going to go into more of his oedipal infatuation.
Seemingly unaware of my lack of enthusiasm, he continued.
"Powerful. I'd actually use that word, Molly. Brian was a wreck and I was thinking you and Dan we're right, but then you stepped in and you made that kid melt into you, he followed your lead and he owned it because you owned him."
"I got him relaxed is all."
"Bullshit, if it stayed raunchy sex, I'd buy that, but he believed in this scene, he believed in you. He trusted you like he'd trust his mother." He clapped his hands together, "And at the end when he made love to you? God almighty, I thought I was going to cry."
"Then I guess my convincing performance should make you feel good about what you paid me."
"Performance?" he scoffed, "Please don't bull shit a bull shitter. That wasn't acting. You felt for that kid. He was so scared and lost and here comes mommy Molly to take him into her arms and make it all better. Perfection!"
"Think what you want, but that's why I'm popular. I get into the roles, that's not the first time I've cum on set."
"But through slow and sweet? I've seen other women get off on the sex itself, but that was emotion too, Molly. You loved it."
"It was like you said." I conceded, "As in he wasn't a pro and I didn't have to deal with crap, so yeah it was fun, but only fun."
"No, it was..."
"Malcolm would you like me to do another of these?" I cut him off.
"Hell yeah! As many as you're willing to. This idea is gold, all these boys looking for their mommy fantasy."
"Then stop talking about what you think you see or I'm done." I said matter of factly.
"I see." The smile left his face.
"Do you bother Nikki Nice or the other women like this? Go on and on about their maternal instincts and how much they love playing mom?"
"No, because none of them have that knack for it like you do. They go through the motions, give or take some act better than others, they're fairly transparent like all porn stars. But not you, you..."
"Do not want to talk about this. Are you happy? You seem to be and that's good because I'll be fine with getting paid that rate for more of these, but only if you keep your personal fantasies and beliefs to yourself."
"Fair enough." He looked put off, but shifted easily into business mode. "I have another kid who I think will be great and he asked for you specifically, said you'd be his ideal. Called out some of what you don't want me to talk about, kid's e-mail said he could tell you're a real mom."
He put his hands up defensively, "His words, not mine."
"Fine." I nodded.
"He's local too."
"Hmm, not sure I like that as far as anonymity goes."
"No more or less chance you know him than any other local model you've worked with."
"True." I said, although I couldn't shake off the disturbing image of having one of Paul's friends show up.
"How about next Thursday?"
"I can do that." I had Thursdays off from Vincent's so at least I wouldn't have to do anything except head home and deal with my usual self loathing after I was done filming.
"Good."
"I'd like to meet this kid before the shoot." I told him. "I know you want real reaction, but Brian was to out of sorts. I want to get him comfortable with me first."
"I guess, but how about an hour or so before the shoot? That way it's still an early impression of sorts on stage. He'll still be, damn this is Molly Minx."
"Fair enough." I agreed, "And Dan says he doesn't need his cut on these so..."
"Then you can have it. Next shoot pays you three grand." The smile returned, "Good deal?"
"Sounds good to me." I nodded, then stood, "Well, I'm heading home. I'll call you early next week to confirm the shoot."
"Yeah, just call the office." He said, "And this will be live by Friday, it's going to be big, I can feel it."
"If it doesn't feel big, we're doing it wrong."
"Good one and I'm sorry I get pushy with my personal tastes, but sometimes I have to call as I see them." He winked as he walked out, "And you'd be amazed at what I've seen."
*****
"Over here," I waved at Marv and tapped my empty glass.
He came over and as he took the glass said, "You know I'm calling you a cab, right, Mary?"
"Call me whatever you want," I cracked, "Just make me another drink."
"Never seen you drink this much, everything cool?"
"Peachy." I gave him a huge fake Molly Minx smile, and with a grin he turned to make me another Captain and Coke.
If there was one thing I could do was fake it, unless it was some kind of mom thing then I didn't seem to have to. That thought told me that although I was past buzzed and sinking into flat out drunk, I still couldn't shake the reason I'd decided to drink in the first place.
The day had started well enough. I had to work a short shift just four to eight to fill in for someone who'd called out and no shoot until the next Real Mom in a few days. The previous couple of days I'd had a hard time shaking off the scene with Brian, way too hard.
I'd come home, napped and dreamt of the scene, particularly him making love to me. The look on his face, the way he had said he'd loved his 'mom' and the way I'd come so hard and been so emotional. The worst part of the dream was that it ended the way it had on the set, with Paul replacing Brian.
On the set it had happened in my mind as a vague image, but in the dream it was real and disturbingly vivid. In the ensuing three days, I'd had the dream several times and had gotten to where looking at my son had been awkward.
I always had some form of guilt when I saw him after a shoot, but this one was worse and with good reason. Every time I started down the path of what had I been thinking and why, I would force my thoughts in another direction.
It was most likely a combination of guilt, the constant filming of mother son fantasy and both Malcolm and Dan telling me I was more into it than I really was. Okay, I couldn't deny I was into it, but not for the reasons they thought. I did not want Brian to be Paul, I only wanted to help Brian the way I would help my own son if he were hurting.
By last night I'd convinced myself of that. It was all the BS I'd put in my own head and the others had reinforced. It was okay, it was a natural reaction to an unnatural situation. The vision of Paul during sex wasn't related to sex, but everything else going on.
I'd done a good job sell job as last night I didn't have the dream and woke up refreshed and feeling pretty good. I'd had a nice morning, making Paul breakfast before he went to school and being able to look at him guilt free for the first time since the shoot.
Once he'd left I'd planned a relaxing day of pretty much nothing until I had to go to work. At noon Malcolm had called to tell me the movie with Brian had debuted yesterday and to go check out the stats and comments on it.
I should have known better, but curiosity got the better of me. I went to the site and sighed when I saw the home page was a close up of me on Brian's lap, topless, kissing him.
"A Love Letter to My Mother" was the title of the video and when I looked at the numbers below the play button, my eyes widened. The video had been up slightly more than twenty four hours and the five minute teaser on the home page already had a quarter million views.
I clicked on the 'view full movie and see comments' tab and was confronted with the member log in. I whistled when I noticed the blurb 'fourteen hundred people have signed up just to view this video, what are you waiting for?'
I pulled out my phone and entered the code Malcolm had sent me to and when I went to the full video page saw the movie already had eighty comments, most porn vids were lucky to see a dozen, and half were web cam spam.
I'd started reading and frowned; almost every one of them was a variation of how loving the final minutes were, how hot it was to watch 'her son' make love to her and how obviously real my cumming was.
The more I read the more disturbed I became, sentences jumping out at me as I scanned, "You can tell she really cared about her son in this" "That look of love was so sweet!" "That last part was the most romantic mom/son action I have ever seen, I was horny and emotional!"
There were countless I wish my mom would love me like that remarks and I noticed my website friend 'sowantmymom' had commented claiming after watching this he not only felt closer to his mom than ever, but he felt 'it was going to happen soon' between them.
I'd sat there with the same sense of misgiving that had been plaguing me in the recent weeks. It was only a job. I was an actress and simply better than most. That's all it was, but all of this kept making me come back to why the hell was I so good at these? That and where had that come from with Brian.
Dan had been right, intense was the word for that scene and he had no idea how emotional I'd really gotten. Maybe it was time to try to meet someone, but that would cause more issues with my career and what if the emotions with Brian were maternal? Was I lying to myself? Did I have the misplaced affection for Paul that Malcolm claimed many mothers and sons had for each other?
Knowing it would be another mistake, but doing it anyway, I clicked on the video itself. I hadn't watched myself in action since I'd seen one of my old videos show up on a website and couldn't resist watching the original Molly Minx for a few minutes.
I'd sworn I would never look at anything I was doing at this point as at least back then I wasn't lying to anyone I cared about and felt no shame in my actions. But after all the comments I wanted to see for myself what everyone else seemed to see.
I fast forwarded through the opening, paused briefly on Brian and I kissing, then continued to move the bar forward. I took in a minute of my sucking on him, then him going down on me. I watched myself ride him, noting that I did look pretty convincing as I posed for the camera, naked lust on my face.
Brian taking me doggy was next, then the position Malcolm had wanted us to end in, with us on our sides. I tensed as Brian rolled me over on the screen and began making love to me. For the next few minutes I sat there, my eyes glued, not to any of the action, or our bodies, but my face.
Near the end, my eyes were closed, lips parted, I was moaning softly and holding Brian tightly to me. When I came, it was easy to see how real it was. What else was disturbingly real was the emotion on my face.
I was looking at Brian with nothing short of adoration on my face. I looked like a goddamn love sick girl. I recalled that was about the time I'd had the image of Paul in my mind. I sat there stunned as I watched the finish, Brian moaning and cumming inside me, me urging him to and caressing him and purring as he filled me.
I clicked off the video and backing away from the lap top as if it had bit me, I'd gone upstairs and showered for work, trying to clean the shame from me as I always did after a movie.
But this shame was deeper, it wasn't the shame of filming the scene it was the shame that after watching it, I could never blame anyone for wondering if there was something to my ability for these movies.
I dressed in the black thigh highs and short black skirt and slipping a sleeveless t-shirt on, buttoned the white blouse over it, leaving the top two undone to show a little cleavage to work some extra tips.
Some women joked at work about how pathetic it was we did that and as I agreed I would wonder what they would think if they knew my tits, and the rest of me, were masturbation fodder for countless men.
Paul had been due home to change for his shift at Barnes and Noble and normally I'd have made sure to be there to see him for a few minutes before I left, but today I headed out and got to work early. I felt terrible doing it, but I couldn't face him at the moment.



Work was slow which wasn't good for my mental state. Leaning against the bar, waiting for people to come in or get someone a new drink all I could see was my face when Brian was cumming. I'd have had an easier time watching myself take multiple loads to the face and pretend to like it.
By the time my shift was over, I was no more ready to go home and eventually see Paul as I was earlier and decided to settle my mood the old fashioned way, get drunk. I was doing a pretty good job of it at the moment and was taking the first sip of the fresh drink Marv put in front of me when a guy in a dark suit sat next to me.
"Hey," He said in a friendly tone, "How you doing tonight?"
"Doing just fine." I gave him a drunken smile and hoisted my drink to him.
He laughed and tapping his beer to my glass took a couple of swallows.
"I'm Dave." He offered his hand which I took.
"Mary." And not interested, although maybe I should be.
"So, Mary, I've been sitting over there watching you for a little while."
"Should I be worried?" I asked, "You a stalker?" I winked to tell him it was a joke and he laughed it off.
He was decent looking guy, dark hair and eyes, rugged features and the expensive suit flattered his shoulders nicely. As my eyes roamed over him, I noticed he was doing the same, lingering first on my legs in their fuck me heels, then resting briefly on my chest before coming back to my face.
"No, not at all. Just admiring a beautiful lady."
"Damn, and I left my boots at home." I replied.
"Please, I hate when attractive women act like they don't know they are." He grinned.
"And I hate when men make small talk when all they really want to do is fuck." I told him, then went back to facing the forward as I sipped my drink.
"Ow, tough crowd." He laughed again, "But hey, touché. Can I get you another drink?"
"No thanks, they're already on the house." I shrugged.
"Oh, well anyway, reason I came over to say hi is do I know you from somewhere?"
"Not that I know of." I said, turning back to look at him.
"You look really familiar." He peered closely at my face and some of my pleasant buzz fell away to be replaced by a cold feeling in my stomach.
"I work here." I tugged on my white blouse over my name tag for emphasis. "I'm sure you've seen me here before."
"I have, but it's not from here. You really look like someone."
"I am someone." I gave him a forced smile, "I'm me."
"No, I mean like I've seen you somewhere. You on TV?"
"I wouldn't be working here if I was."
"You tube?" He frowned, "You make videos or something? I know I've seen you on the net."
"Think you're mistaken, Dave." I told him, trying to sound casual.
"Hey! I know!" he snapped his fingers, "You look like a porn star."
"Excuse me?" It wasn't acting that lent me a convincingly appalled look on my face. It was what I had dreaded for months.
"Yeah!" He nodded, looking pleased with himself, "Can't think of the name."
"Well, that's a new one." I stared at him coldly, "Trying to pick a girl up by saying she looks like a porn star."
"Adult film actress." Dave laughed, "That better? Hey, I don't demean them, those are some good girls and wow, you're a dead ringer for one."
He tapped his cheek as if thinking and it struck me he had the name already, he was screwing around and looking for a reaction which so far I hadn't given him. Perhaps being halfway to drunk was helping, my nerves weren't as tight.
"Molly Minx!" he clapped his hands, "That's who you look like."
"Great, I'll have to look her up next time I'm cruising porn sites."
"And a lot of porn is filmed here in LA, lot of the girls live around here." He was beaming at this point, "Sure that name tag shouldn't say Molly?"
"Sure your ID shouldn't say asshole?" I asked. "I'm not a damn porn star, I'm a waitress who has worked here for ten years'"
"Sure." He nodded, "Hey Bill!" To my dismay he called out to a guy a few seats to my left, "Doesn't she look like Molly Minx?"
Bill looked up, stared at me for a minute and shrugged, "Why, because she's blonde?" he waved his hand dismissively and went back to talking to the person next to him.
"Problem?" Marv asked, coming over to take Dave's now empty beer bottle.
"You know you have a celebrity working here?" Dave asked him, "Your waitress is a porn star!"
"And you're a drunk asshole." Marv told him with a scowl, "Mary's been here for years, she's like family, now how about you pay up and get the hell out of here?"
"What do you own..." Dave stopped when Marv smirked and tapped the tag on his shirt that read "Marv Vincent"
"Yeah, whatever." He dropped a twenty on the bar and giving me a nasty smirk said, "Loved you in Molly Rides Again."
"What a dick." Marv said, "You okay, Mary?"
"Yeah." I nodded, "I think I'll have a couple more then you can call me that cab."
"Okay." He nodded, "I'll have Joe pull your car around back, and you can grab it tomorrow."
"Thanks Marv."
"Can't believe that guy thought you were some porno queen." He shook his head, "You're a mother for Christ's sake, what mom would do that?"
"I'll take another drink now." I sighed.
*****
"You're home, ma'am." The Taxi driver spoke up, startling me out of my alcohol induced fog, "You need any help getting to your door?"
"No, thanksh," I slurred, digging two twenties out of my purse and handing them to him, "That's a shweet offer though!"
I got out, stood up and promptly leaned back against the cab as my house turned into three houses before my eyes. "Wow." I murmured.
I took a few halting steps and tripping on my heel would have went down had the cabbie not ignored what I'd said and gotten out just in time to catch my arm
"Like I said, let's help you inside." He said, slipping his arm around my waist and guiding me up the walkway to the porch.
"Okay, I'll let you." I told him, smiling at him, "Only cause it will make you feel better."
"I appreciate that." He grinned at me.
"You're awfully cute." I told him, looking into his blue eyes, "How old are you?"
"Twenty three." He said.
"Aw, you're jusht a pup." I sighed, "My son's almost as old as you."
"Well I would have never thought that." He smiled, "You don't look my mom's age."
"You love your mom?" I asked as he pretty much had to pull me up each of the porch stairs.
"Of course I do." He answered, "She's awesome."
"You ever want to fuck her?" I gave him a lop sided smile, "Don't worry, I won't tell."
"Wow, how much did you drink, lady?" He shook his head, "I'm not even going to answer that."
"Why because you really want to?"
"No because..."
"Hey!" I turned at the sound of Paul's voice and saw him coming out of the house to meet me and the driver on the top step. "You okay?"
"She's really drunk." The driver told him, easing away from me when Paul got his arm around my shoulders to keep me steady.
"That I am!" I giggled. "Hi there baby boy!"
"Uh, hi." Paul nodded, "Hey thanks for helping her."
"No worries." He replied, "You her son?"
"Yeah, why?" Paul asked.
"Better watch out." The driver laughed and headed back to his cab as Paul got me up the final step and walked me towards the front door.
"Watch out for what?" He frowned, "What's he talking about?"
"Oh, nothing." I mumbled, thankful Paul hadn't come out a few seconds earlier to hear the idiotic question I'd asked the driver.
"Whoa." Paul scrunched his face up, "Mom you reek, jeez what were you drinking?"
"Did a few shots of tequila before Marv shut me off." I took another step then almost fell, "Oops!"
I yelped in surprise, when Paul bent down, got his arm behind my knees and swept me off my feet, lifting me effortlessly and carrying me to the door.
"Wow, you're strong." I giggled at him again.
"Thanks, can you try to get the door?"
I managed to fumble with the handle on the screen door and open it so he could carry me into the living room. He gently sat me on the couch, then closing the door, came back over.
"You want a bottle of water or anything?"
"Nope." I shook my head vigorously, then groaned when that made the room spin and caused my vision to swim, "Hey. there's two you, I had twins!"
"You okay mom?"
"Feeling pretty damn good!" I kicked my feet playfully back and forth for emphasis.
"You never drink like this." One at a time, Paul caught my ankles and slipped my heels off. "Something happen today?"
"Uh, well..." I stared at him 'No, just upset at how good I am at mommy sex' but as far gone as I was, I kept that to myself and just shrugged, "Tough day I guess."
"Can I help?" He sat down next to me. "You need to talk?"
"Need to? Maybe, can I? No." I sighed and laughed when it turned into a hiccup, "Love you baby boy, but there are some things a mother just can't say to her son" Things like, 'honey do you want to fuck me? Do I want to fuck you?'
"You say we can talk about everything." He grunted, "Or is that a one sided parent thing?"
"Playing the mom card!" I winked at him, "Mom's always got the trump card, baby boy."
"What's with baby boy?" Paul asked, his hazel eyes, currently a light green, stared into my glossy gaze. "You never called me that before."
"You don't like it?" I asked, they liked it in the movies.
"I do like it." He gave me a sweet smile, "I like being your baby boy. But, you know, a man too."
I touched his cheek, noting he was sporting the five o'clock shadow look. "You can't cover up being pretty with this scruff. You're a beautiful young man, Paul."
"Got a beautiful mom." He smiled at me and as I returned it with a drunken grin I swore I heard Dan yell, "Now kiss him, Molly, kiss your baby boy!"
"Mom?" I blinked and saw Paul had a look of concern on his face, "You there?"
"Yeah." I nodded, but slowly to not get dizzy. "Just kind of out of it."
"Let's get you to bed." He took my hands and pulled me up.
When I staggered into him, he once again picked me up and walked out of the living room down the hallway towards my room.
"You taking your mother to bed?" I asked as I rested my head on his chest and put my arm around his neck as he cradled me in his arms.
"Yes, we're putting you to bed," He replied.
"Take your mom to bed, Paul!" Now it was Malcolm's voice, "Cue romantic music!"
Paul entered my room and laid me on the bed.
"You need anything?"
"I'm hot." I complained, wiping at my forehead.
"Air conditioner is on." He said, "Must be you."
"Yeah, old ladies have hot flashesh." I joked, noticing how badly I slurred.
I tried to unbutton the blouse, but my fingers kept fumbling with the small buttons and I was getting nowhere.
"You have a shirt on under there?" Paul asked.
I nodded, and Paul moved my hands and deftly undid the buttons.
"Oh, I'm not the first girl you've undressed am I?"
"Nope," He winked at me, "I am beautiful remember?"
I didn't reply, instead I watched my son undo my blouse. It opened as he worked his way lower and again I heard that phantom director in my head, "That's it Paul, take your time undressing your mother."
My breathing picked up and I felt even hotter than before. I let Paul help me sit up so he could slide the blouse off my shoulders and as his hands grazed my now bare arms, a shiver went through me. I envisioned him kissing my shoulder, then my back over the skimpy tank top.
"Paul, take your time, this is for Real Mom, show us how much you love mommy."
I thought of how good his arms felt around me as he carried me and pictured him sliding them around my waist, easing me back into him. I moved backwards, placing my back against him as I'd pictured, but he didn't put his arms around my waist.
Instead he slid from behind me and let me lay back on the bed.
"Guess you don't want to." I said and was shocked not only that I'd said it out loud, but sounded disappointed. I wondered if Mary was passed out and Molly was in charge.
"Want to what?" He was looking at me closely as he hung my shirt from the bed post.
"Kiss me good night." I told him. "You too old to kiss your mom good night?"
"Course not." He pointed, "Want the sheet over you?"
"No, I'd like my skirt off though." I put my hands to my waist to push it down.
"Well, wait until I leave." He said.
"You've seen me in a bikini." I told him and shoved the skirt down my hips and thighs.
I pulled my legs up and slipping the skirt past my knees kicked it off. I giggled at the thought of trashed or not, Molly Minx could always get her skirt off! I looked up at Paul to see him staring down at me.
I was now lying there in a slinky tank top, French cut panties and the black thigh highs, His eyes wandered up and down my body and I didn't think it was my inebriated state making it seem like he was lingering on my legs, then the panties.
His eyes made their way to my chest, my breasts rising and falling with my quickening breaths. I had a bra under the top so my nipples weren't visible to him, but they were hard, they had no right being hard.
"Tell him to kiss you, Molly!" Dan directed me from somewhere in my mind.
"Good night kiss?" I raised my arms to him.
Paul leaned over to peck me on the cheek, but I got my arms around his neck, pulling him closer. I turned my head and caught his lips with mine. Paul's first reaction was to pull away, but I was holding him tightly.
I kissed him again, this time my lips lingered on his and for a moment he responded! His lips caressed mine and he made a soft sound in his throat. He placed his hand on my arm and his fingers were trembling.
Not sure why I was doing this or what the hell I was thinking, I kissed him harder and had just parted my lips to dart my tongue out, when he pulled away so suddenly he broke my grip.
"N...night mom." He stammered, "I'll get the light on my way out."
"Honey would you lay down with me?" I patted the bed next to me.
"You want me to sleep with you?" He looked nervously at the door then back to me as if he wanted to make a run for it.
"I'm alone." To my surprise my eyes filled with tears and my voice broke, "I always sleep alone."
A look of sadness crossed his face and pulling the sheet up to my chest; he sat on the bed next to me and took my hand in his.
"Go to sleep mom." He kissed the top of my head, and then gently wiped the tears from my cheeks with a tissue from the night stand.
"You don't want to lie next to me?" I asked, my lip out, pouting like a bratty child.
"No, I don't think that would be right." He told me, then added, "You're not yourself right now."
As if I wasn't a big enough mess that comment made me feel worse. I'd just undressed in front of him and kissed him on the mouth like a reject from one of my own movies. Now he didn't want to lay next to me. Christ, he was probably afraid I would touch him.
"I'm sorry, Paul." I squeezed his hand.
"Nothing to be sorry about." He swung his legs up on the bed, but was still sitting up against the headboard and fully dressed "I'll stay here until you fall asleep, okay?"
"Okay, and I am sorry."
"For what?"
"For more than you know, Paul." I muttered, my eyes closing as my mind succumbed to both alcohol and emotions, "For everything."
*****
I opened my eyes then immediately closed them again, wincing at the pain the light through the partially open blinds caused me. I lay there with my head pounding and slowly opened them again. I turned my head away from the window and that caused a fresh wave of pounding.
I was alone, at some point Paul had slipped out, most likely the second I had fallen asleep and I didn't blame him. What the hell had I done last night? Drunk as I was I recalled it clearly now, I'd taken my damn skirt off in front of him, then kissed him on the mouth and he had to move to get to stop.
I noticed it was just after eight and pushed myself up into a sitting position. Paul left for class at eight thirty, I had to catch him before that. I kicked the sheet off and frowned at my panties and thigh highs, I'd laid there like this in front of him and wanted him to lay in bed with me, thank God he hadn't.
What the hell had gotten into me last night? There were times I'd sworn I was at a shoot, but that was crap, I knew it was Paul the entire time. I swung my legs off the bed, then groaned at the wave of nausea flowing through me.
Good thing I didn't have a shoot today. I'd seen girls hung over from the night before take a cock a little too deep in their mouths and then, well, it wasn't pretty. I grinned at the thought I hoped that happened to that asshole Nick some day.
I took several deep breaths then noticed the bottle of water on the night stand along with a couple of Advils and a post it, "Make sure you take these and drink the whole bottle of water to get rid of the headache. See you after school! Love Paul"
That made me feel even worse. I acted like a drunk slut last night and he was still taking care of me like he always did. I popped the pills and chugged most of the water, then stood up.
The room spun, but once I closed my eyes for a few seconds and reopened them it was fine. Not wanting to risk the time to change I grabbed my frumpy non porn star like robe from behind the door and tying it tightly went out into the hallway.
I was relieved to hear Paul still puttering around the kitchen and when I entered he was just putting the cover on his to go mug, his back pack already slung over his shoulder.
"Hey, honey." I spoke softly, but the words sounded like thunder in my ears.
"I'm surprised you're up." He grinned, "Man, you were out of it last night. My mom the party hound."
"Hardly, I sat alone at Vincent's and got trashed. More like your mom the loser." I lamented.
"Hey, never say that." His seriousness caught me by surprise, "You're an amazing woman mom, you've got a lot to be proud of and I'll have words with anyone who says otherwise." He winked, "That includes you."
"Thank you, Paul." I walked over to him and kissed his cheek, grateful that he didn't flinch after last night. "Guess I at least have you to be proud of."
"Well, what did you think I was talking about?" He grinned at me, "No one as cool as me could be raised by a loser."
"Right." I nodded, "I see there's no need to work on your self esteem."
"My mother would never let me call myself a loser." He gave a dramatic sigh, "If only she practiced what she preached." He gave me a pointed look, "Especially the we can talk about anything line."
"Duly noted." I nodded, ignoring the pain it caused.
"You were a mess last night, Mom. You have something going on and when I get home I'd like to talk about it with you. Maybe I can help."
"Honey, you can't."
"Maybe just talking about it will help some." He pressed. "Get it out in the open."
"I...it's not that easy Paul."
"Neither was telling me dad was dying, but you did it." He reminded me, "And what happened to baby boy?" He laughed, "That's who I was last night."
"Paul, I am so sorry about last night." I was glad to get the topic away from the why and to the result of last night. "I acted horrible."
"It's okay, you were drunk."
"No excuse to strip in front of your kid."
"Oh, please." He waved his hand, "You're right, I've seen you in a bikini."
"But that's a bikini, I was in my damn underwear and those stockings are like lingerie."
"Big deal, Mom." He shrugged, "Not like you didn't look good."
"What?" I raised my eyebrows.
"I mean good as in proper, like nothing was showing that shouldn't have been, you had a shirt on." He spoke in a rush, something he always did when nervous.
"And I'm not letting myself off the hook on the other thing." I told him.
"What other thing?"
"The way I kissed you." I lowered my head, "That was very wrong."



"Don't worry about that, it was a peck on the lips." He said, as always, letting me off the hook. "I used to kiss you like that when I was a kid."
"And we stopped that because at your age it's not right. I don't know why I did it, Paul, but I'm sorry."
"You said you were lonely." He said, looking more serious now, "And you are, you don't date, you don't fool around, unless you're sneaking around. Its time mom, time for you to find a guy who'll take care of you."
"You take care of me." I was throwing out bait on that one, still stuck in that Malcolm induced son being mommy's man crap, part of last night's issues most likely.
"As much as you'll let me." He said simply, that was pretty open, I'd been hoping for, 'I can't in that way' line, then again, would any son even think of that in the first place? I was a fucking mess.
"Hey, I gotta run." He kissed my cheek and grabbing his coffee started heading for the door.
"Stop a minute." I told him. "Quick question and I want a quick answer. Seeing you brought me up, why the hell aren't you seeing anyone Paul?"
"Oh, come on, Mom." He rolled his eyes, "I'm busy, school work."
"And you're twenty and good looking and a good kid, you never were without a girl before. You never even said what happened with Jen."
"Maybe it was all the shit with dad, I think she got tired of waiting for me to come around." He said, "But whatever, that's the past."
"The present?"
Paul put his hand on the doorknob, but then sighed, "Okay, look, there might be someone. But right now I'm interested, not sure she is so what's worth talking about?"
"Why didn't you mention her?"
"I did the other night, remember, miss maybe not so sweet?"
"Oh, who is she?"
"Someone, okay? And she's older, a lot older and I know you won't like that so no sense in having the fight if nothing's there."
"Oh." That seemed to make sense. "Um, how old?"
He hesitated, then with a look of resignation said, "About your age."
"Paul, how could that work?"
"Doesn't have to be marriage." He grinned.
"Okay." Who was I to talk about meaningless sex?
"But I'd like it to be something, we'll see."
"You make a move, let her know?"
"Its complicated."
"Tell me she's not married."
"No." he shook his head, "Husband's long gone."
"Then make your play, Paul, people aren't mind readers."
"Not that easy and," He paused and pursed his lips in thought, "I think things are picking up, I'm getting close to knowing if there's something there."
"Okay, well thank you for telling me." I wanted to leave it at that, but had to go back into mother mode. "But if you do get something going, I want to meet her. I don't want some cougar screwing with my kid's head."
"That's no problem, I think you'll like her, you guys have a lot in common. Gotta jet!" He left the house and turning to the counter to make a cup of coffee I mulled over what he'd said.
Older woman, maybe he did have a slight mommy complex, but wasn't looking at his mommy. That would be a natural extension of having a close bond with a mother and wanting a woman like her.
As I picked a flavor to put into the Kuerig, my final thought on it was I hoped to hell she had nothing in common with me.
*****
The cell ringing brought me out of a sound sleep and sitting up on the couch, I grabbed it, wishing I'd thought to shut it off. I saw it was Dan and thought about ignoring him. I had no intentions of doing any other shoots at the moment, except the one scheduled with Malcolm.
But knowing him he would call back and a quick glance at the clock told me I'd been sleeping for close to three hours so may as well get up.
"Hey, Dan."
"Hey, Mary, how's things?"
"Fine," I lied.
"You're lying. You sound like crap."
"Hung over, I had a few too many last night."
"Yeah? Any fun to go along with it? A walk of shame?" he laughed.
"No, just me, but plenty of shame."
"You okay?"
"Going through the same shit we talked about and the Real Mom shoot added to it, but I'll deal with it."
"I told you another wouldn't be a good..."
"What do you need, Dan?" I cut him off.
"Right, Dan's the agent today, I get it." He said with a tone.
"Sorry, its just..."
"You being you." He cut her off, "I'm calling to tell you to get on your damn site and send some replies. Since the Real Mom vid your website has been getting lit up like a Christmas tree. You were the most searched for milf porn star last week on Redtube and their affiliates."
"Damn."
"So make your fans happy and send some flirty little thank you notes and do it today, please."
"I will and I'm sorry I'm a mess. I had a guy at the bar last night telling me he thought I was Molly Minx. Marv told him to screw."
"Mary, I'm not going to sugar coat this, you're going to get caught, and it's a minor miracle one of Paul's friends hasn't found you yet. Kids that age love them some milfs."
"I know, my son's got one in his sights apparently."
"Say again?"
"He told me he's interested in a woman my age, but not sure about her being into him yet. I want to say something, but jeez, Dan, how hypocritical can I be?"
"I'll talk to him." Dan offered, "Try to get some juicy details he won't give you and see if it looks like trouble or not."
"Thanks Dan, I appreciate it."
"Then make me happy and make your fans happy."
"On it."
I hung up and getting off the couch, wandered over to the dining room table. Since the other night, I'd gotten into the habit of keeping it out here. The table sat six and it was just us so it wasn't like it was a hassle keeping them there.
I looked at myself in the mirror over the mantle and winced, in addition to my usual sexy ensemble of a long sleeved Raiders shirt that was huge on me, and a pair of baggy shapeless shorts; my eyes were red and my face pale from last night's festivities.
"Hey, baby." I purred in my smoky Molly voice, "You like what you see? You want a piece of this hung over drama queen?" I rolled my eyes and sitting down, opened my lap top.
I went to my site and saw Dan wasn't kidding, there were well over a hundred contact messages. I scrolled through them and noticed my devoted follower 'sowantmymom' was on there several times.
Figuring I may as well take care of my dedicated followers I clicked on his latest message.
"Molly! Just joined Real Moms and saw your new movie! Left a comment there, but wanted to come here and tell you that wasn't only hot, but brought tears to my eyes! Soon my mom is going to look at me just like that! I can feel it! Thank you for keeping me inspired and showing me how loving a mom can be!"
"Great." I grunted, this would help with my mood, but I told Dan I would.
I typed back a quick reply that I was happy to help a loving son like him keep his desires going and signing off 'Hugs and hot kisses, Molly' I sent it. I went to the next message and jerked my head up at the sound of a ring.
Paul's damn notifications again, at least I knew what they were now. I went back to the comments and decided to come up with a standard reply and copy and paste my way through them. I went quickly through a couple dozen, then saw sowantmymom again.
I typed something different for them that way in case there was another one from them farther down the list it wouldn't look like I was cheating, using the same reply. I thanked him for being such a dedicated fan and how I always thought of my young 'sons' when I was on the set.
Pure crap, or was it? Couldn't say for sure after last week, but it sounded better to tell myself it was crap. I sent it off, clicked to the next one, and then froze when Paul's lap top went off again. I looked over at it and my heart beat faster. I'd sent two messages to sowantmymom and two new e-mails to Paul.
"Knock it off." I whispered. Get a grip Mary, you're chasing shadows.
That's what it was, coincidence combined with paranoia. I went back to what I was doing, but kept looking up at Paul's lap top as if I were expecting it do something when I wasn't looking.
Okay, I took a deep breath, easy enough to prove. I searched for and found another sowantmymom message and without even bothering to read it, typed 'thank you, for being a fan love, Molly' and sent it.
My stomach felt as if someone had kicked me when Paul's lap top went off seconds later.
"No." I got up from my chair and moved around the table so quickly I tripped over the leg and fell on my knees.
Ignoring the pain from landing on the hardwood floor, I was up like a shot and sitting in front of his lap top opened it. I went down to the chrome logo and saw he didn't have anything open. Standing up, I leaned over and pulling my lap top over, replied to the same message, with nothing but a few random letters I typed.
I sent it and jumped when Paul's lap top whistled at me and a small box appeared in the corner of his screen "You have received a message from Molly Minx.com!"
Despite my shock I clicked on the message box and as I'd hoped it opened up his yahoo inbox.
"Oh my god." I groaned when I saw four messages from my website at the top of his e-mails.
I leaned back in the chair, my temples now throbbing in time with my pounding heart.
Paul knew who I was.
No, it was worse than that; my son knew what I was doing and not only hadn't said anything, but was watching my movies. He was following my 'career' and communicating with me as sowantmymom.
"No, no, no." I kept repeating aloud as I thought of his messages, telling me how he wanted his mom and how he felt he was getting close to having her.
I went back to my lap top and saw the first message I had replied to had been sent late last night. Last night, after I'd let him take my shirt off and kissed him.
Paul not only knew my secret, but he wanted me.
No, he wanted Molly, not me.
But I was Molly.
I stared at his e-mails and no longer able to hold it back, buried my face in my hands and burst into tears.
*****
I sat on the couch, my knees drawn up to my chest and arms wrapped around them like I used to do when I was a young girl and scared or upset. My chin resting on my knee, I looked over at the clock for the hundredth time this afternoon and saw it was three thirty; Paul got out of his last class at three and was due home any minute.
I reluctantly released my knees and let my legs slide off the couch so I was sitting normally and again tried in vain to imagine a way the impending conversation was not going to end in disaster. I looked over at the dining room table and shuddered at the sight of Paul's lap top, as if it had somehow embodied my current anguish.
Once I'd overcome my initial shock at seeing the e-mails I'd begun to think it through. Obviously this was why his history was always deleted, he wasn't taking chances with me using his lap top and finding anything on it.
But if he was that obsessed with me, my adult film persona, or both, wouldn't he need me to know at some point? Was he waiting for me to discover it on my own? No, if so he'd be more obvious.
On the heels of the thought he was talking about me in his sowantmymom messages I was dealt another shocking revelation, I was the older woman he had been talking about this morning. Not so sweet, about my age, and we had a lot in common. The little shit was playing games, telling me all about me.
Like his message, he had insinuated this morning he was getting closer. I blamed last night for that. In fact I was to blame for all of it. Had I not gone back into porn there would be no website, there would be no videos and there would be no sick crush on me.
Sick was the word. He was infatuated with me as a porn star. He'd known for awhile and was most likely fantasizing about me and...worse. The thought of him jerking off to my videos sent me into a fresh wave of shameful tears. I couldn't blame him, I was the damn mother and I'd brought this on somehow.
In hindsight, the nightmares of him discovering me and being pissed off didn't seem so bad, at least that was a normal reaction. I'd rather have him hate me to a degree than be thinking of me in a sexual manner. I'd become my own son's milf fantasy.
When I'd gotten over my second bought of crying, I'd looked closely at his e-mails, looking for anything else Molly related. I found the e-mail confirming his paid membership to real Mom and an older one making him a 'gold member' on loving mothers.
I found the one welcoming him to my website and received another kick in the stomach when I saw it was five months old. He'd known almost from the beginning of my return. I made the mistake of opening that one and groaned at the site of a picture of me, wearing nothing for but a pair of fuck me heels and a sultry smile. "Molly welcomes you!" The caption declared.
I hurriedly got out of that one and was going to get out of his e-mails when I noticed the column on the left for folders. I scanned the name so them, there was one for each of his classes, project names, I saw one still marked 'Jen' and paused thinking I now knew the real reason for their break up, Paul had a crush on me and had sent his sweet girlfriend packing.
Then I found the one marked 'mom' and steeling myself, opened the folder. No amount of preparation would have been enough for what I found. There was an e-mail marked Molly and when I opened it, there were close to two dozen links.
I clicked on several randomly and each took me to a porn site that featured my movies. At the feet of my mother, Mother of my dreams, Mom is bound to please, every movie since my return was there including the recently added Mom Takes Two.
The links to loving mothers and Real Mom were there and to my growing horror, the last two links I clicked went to vintage porn sites and contained ten minute clips of my first go around in the industry.
I sat there, tears on my cheeks as I watched the eighteen year old me riding one man while another fucked my ass and a third stood in front so I could blow him. That was enough for me to shut his lap top and push away from the table. It didn't matter what else was there, I had enough to know what was going on.
I'd thought of calling Dan-who thankfully was not in the two original Molly clips I'd seen-but what could he do? Maybe once I'd talked to Paul and had something more to go on I would tell him. I'd also have to tell him this was it, Molly Minx was officially retired again, albeit way too late.
I'd spent the next few hours doing housework, using the mundane acts of vacuuming and laundry and cleaning the bathroom to try to make the day go faster and keep my mind occupied. The latter was no help, I kept trying to come up with a way this would work out, but there was no hope for that.
This was a dual issue, my needing to explain my lies and choices, but more importantly confronting him about his feelings for me. I'd come and sat on the couch at two and the last hour and a half had consisted of me rocking back and forth on the couch, wishing I'd never looked at his lap top. But all that would have done was delay the inevitable and it was time to have a conversation that was months in the making.
I jumped at the sound of Paul pulling into the driveway and told myself to stay calm, whatever happened just stay calm, this had to be discussed, not argued. My son had unhealthy feelings for me which I unwittingly inspired and we both needed to own it and work this out. Paul was all I had, I couldn't lose my son over this.
I heard him come through the back door as he always did and hit the fridge, popping open a can of coke as he came into the dining room and put his back pack on the chair in front of his lap top.
"Hey, mom." He came walking over, a big smile on his face, "Feeling better?"
"No." I said softly, looking up at him.
"Holy shit!" Paul looked concerned, "You're eyes are all red, you been crying?"
"All afternoon." I told him, "Sit down, we need to talk."
"Sure." He sat on the other end of the couch and turning to face him I hesitated, how the hell do I start this?
"What's wrong, mom? You get bad news about something?"
"You could say that." I said glumly.
"What's going on? We..."
"How long have you known?" I cut him off.
"Known what?" He asked, but blinked before he spoke.
"Don't play coy with me Paul!" I snapped, already breaking my vow to stay calm, "You know damn well what I'm talking about."
Paul lowered his gaze and when he didn't answer right away I decided to put an end to any more games.
"How long have you known about Molly Minx?"
Paul released a long breath and ran his hand through his sandy brown hair. He had a look of resignation on his face, as if he knew this conversation was coming at some point.
"Answer me!" I continued to let my emotions get the best of me and shouted the two words.
Paul looked up and spoke in a subdued tone.
"Two years."
"Two years?" I repeated, my anger changing to confusion, that wasn't what I expected, "But how? The internet?"
"No," He spoke in the same quiet tone, "Dad told me."
*****
"What did you just say?" I refused to believe what I'd heard.
"I found out from dad." Paul repeated, "How did you find out I know about you?"
"Sowantmymom told me." I put my fingers to my throbbing temples, "Calm down, Mary." I said aloud.
"You don't have to be upset." Paul told me, "I'm glad you know, it's been hard keeping it a secret, but I was afraid to tell you and now that you know, we can talk about us."
"Us?" I forced myself to adhere to my word of being calm. "There is no us, Paul. What we have is a big problem that needs to be discussed and I know it's my fault in many ways."
"I don't really see the problem." He shrugged as casually as if we were discussing what movie to watch.
"Then that's a problem. Honey, we have a lot to talk about, but before we get to that I need to know what your father told you about me. Why the hell would he do that?"
"It wasn't his fault," Paul put his hands up, "It's not like he just came up and talked to me about it. It was an accident. I was helping him clean out his office a couple years ago and found your old movies and..."
"Don't lie to me, Paul." I interrupted him, "Your father hated my past. He would never have anything from those days, he never even wanted me to act like that in bed with him."
"That's not what he told me." Paul said it in the same calm manner. "I'm not lying, mom. I think you're right, we need to talk, but about now, because this is a good thing that we both know now."
"This isn't a good situation, Paul, not in anyway." His calm was annoying, but it was making it easier for me to be as well, part of me had been expecting some type of fight with him. "But we can work it out by not lying or keeping anything from each other anymore."
"You're right." He agreed, "But I guess we both had good reasons for not saying anything and it was a matter of time. I think maybe I was hoping you'd find out."
"I was hoping you never knew." I said sadly, "Now I find out you knew about me before I even went back. I feel even worse than I did before."
"Do you want me to tell you, about it?"
"No, but yes." I answered honestly, I knew it would be upsetting, but now I had to know why John would tell Paul, something wasn't right, even for this mess.
"Okay," Paul began, "It was a few days after my graduation, you had gone to the beach for the day with a couple of the girls from work and dad had roped me into helping him clean out his office for the new furniture he'd ordered."
*****
"Hey Paul, I'm going to go run out real quick and grab us some lunch, pizza or burgers?"
I looked up from the box of old books I was packing and grinned, "Mom's not here to complain about the smell so how about a white pizza with garlic?"



"Oh, I like how you think!" Dad laughed, "Tell you what, my job is getting the pizza yours is to remember to light some damn candles before she gets home so the house doesn't stink."
"Deal." I told him, "You want me to start on your old desk?"
"Sure. Just put everything in a couple of small boxes so I can go through it later, I want to get that old thing into the garage today."
"Got it." I stood up and looking around the shambles of the office, found a small box to start with.
Dad had turned to leave, but then stopped, "Just don't go opening any boxes or anything, I have some client info in there."
"Yeah, because I'm going to steal their identities." I rolled my eyes.
"Just do what I asked, okay, smart ass?"
"Yes sir." I gave him a mock salute.
I went over to his desk and starting with the middle drawer began tossing the contents into the box. I found a small ring of keys and shoved them in my pocket so they wouldn't get lost and after finishing that drawer began going through the larger drawers on each side.
I sat on the floor while I worked and finding a small brown box, went to stack it neatly with the other stuff, but wondered if dad was hiding something cool in his desk. He'd had a gun mom had made him get rid of and maybe he still had it.
I opened the box and was disappointed to find nothing but a bunch of folders with people's names on them. I put the box with the rest of the stuff then went to the next drawer. This one was full of old books and more files, but after I cleaned it all out, I noticed a piece of paper sticking out of the corner of the drawer.
I tugged on it expecting it to come out, but instead as I pulled in it, it resisted and I heard something thump under the drawer. I reached under it and felt around, but there was nothing there.
I tugged harder on the paper and this time it ripped, but the corner of the bottom of the drawer lifted a couple of inches. I looked at the piece of paper in my hand saw some print on it; the corner of a book or magazine.
Intrigued, I grabbed the letter opener I'd found in there, and slipped it into the corner of the drawer. I popped the bottom out and laughed when I picked up the small copy of penthouse letters.
"Oh, you dog." I said aloud, looking at the cover which featured a smoking hot red head in a pair of panties covering her tits with her hands.
"Librarians do it quietly," I read the blurbs on the cover, "Why choose when you can have both sisters? Do porn stars really like their work? Molly Minx tells us yes!"
"Jeez, what a bunch of crap." I muttered, but beneath the book was a metal box that looked interesting. Maybe it was the gun?
It was locked, but remembering the keys dug them out of my pocket.
"Jackpot!" I exclaimed when the third l key I tried opened the lock.
I lifted the lid and saw another magazine, a copy of Adult Film Stars magazine with two naked women kissing on the cover and declaring "This issues centerfold; Molly Minx!"
Guess dad had a thing for this Molly chick I thought as I flipped it open to the middle to check her out.
"Holy shit!" I exclaimed, dropping the magazine as if it had burned my hands. "No way," I shook my head, "No fucking way."
The magazine had landed face down on the floor and after staring at it for a few seconds I picked it up and flipped it back over.
"Oh my God." I whispered at the picture of the blonde laying naked on top of a pool table holding her tits and smiling at the camera.
Molly Minx was my mother.
She was young, really young, didn't even look twenty. I'd seen pictures of her from when she was a teenager and no doubt it was her. My hands were shaking so bad the magazine was rustling, my mother had posed nude for skin mags!
I flipped the page and this time she was standing, bent over the pool table, legs wide to line up a shot. Her ass was pointed at the camera and her pussy visible between her thighs. On the next page she was kneeling on the table, her ass in the air and her hand between her legs, spreading herself open. In every picture she was smiling away and I knew that smile, I'd seen it every day of my life.
I closed the magazine and my eyes widened. Adult film magazine, 'Molly Minx Tells us yes!" my mother wasn't a model, she was a porn star.
I looked back down into the box and saw there were several VHS tapes lined up on their sides. My fingers still trembling, I slid one out. The title was 'Blow Job Teens volume two' and right there on the cover was my mother, a cock in her hand and a huge load all over her face.
I dropped it and unable to help myself grabbed another, "Eighteen and loving it." Mom wasn't on the cover, but was one of several women shown on the back. This time she was on her hands and knees, with a guy behind and in front of her, sucking and fucking.
This had to be a fucking dream, I told myself even as I grabbed another one. This one was titled gang bang teens and I dropped it on the floor when I caught a quick glimpse of my mother kneeling on the floor with several guys around her.
There were four more videos in there, but I didn't touch them. I did notice a DVD on the bottom and removing it saw it was "The best of Nineties Porn: Molly Minx!" I turned it over to see it contained fifteen scenes featuring my mother.
I sat there with the disc in my hand, my heart pounding and saw there was an envelope in the box with "Mary" written on it. Putting the DVD in my lap, I picked up the envelope and removed a hand written letter from it.
"Dear Mary, writing this because I can't bring myself to tell you in person. I have a confession to make. I tell you I hate what you did before me and how I never want to know about it, but it drives me wild. I have movies of you I watch all the time when you're not home.
"It shames me to say it, but I love watching you with those men. It gets me so excited and I want you to be that way for me. I want you to be my porn star and want to treat you the way those men did. I know you'd love me to and it's because you love me. I know you've been dying to make our sex life more exciting.
But I can't tell you, I can't admit to your face its turns me on and when it comes time for sex, I can't ask you to be Molly for me. I freeze up and go back to saying how wrong it was and how sick porn is and how badly you were treated.
But I'm lying to you and myself, I watch and dream of you being that way. Sometimes I think of you fucking other men in front of me as if I was there on the set, maybe that's why I'm so jealous of Dan, he had you like that and didn't love you like I do, none of them did, you were just there to be used by them and the thought makes me hard and it upsets me it does.
I guess what I'm trying to say is I tell you all the time I married Mary, not Molly, because I love Mary, but God help me, I lust after Molly! I know it's a childish thing to ask through a note, but will you be my little minx?"
"Dan." The note shook in my hand, Uncle Dan had said he'd known mom since they were eighteen. Holy shit, he'd been a porn star too and they'd filmed together. I returned the note to its envelope then sat there staring at the box wishing I'd never opened it.
I didn't know which was more overwhelming, that my mother had been a well known porn star, or that a man I referred to as uncle had fucked her on video or that my strict prude of a father had fantasies about what she'd done. On their own they were all shocking, but combined?
I picked up the magazine, opened it to the centerfold again and really looked at her. Mom was a little thinner back then and obviously younger, but it was easy to see her as she was now lying on that pool table.
Her long legs were well shaped and her stomach hard and flat, but to my chagrin, my eyes lingered on her breasts. They weren't as big as a lot of the porn stars or nude models I'd seen. But they weren't that small and they were perfectly round, firm and her small pink nipples were hard between her red fingernails.
I turned the page to where she was on her knees on the table and looked at her ass, it wasn't as small as I would have thought for how thin she was, but round with a sweet curve to her cheeks. Sweet curve? What the hell was wrong with you, Paul? Put the damn thing away, put it all away.
But my shock had now morphed into a train wreck sort of fascination. I stared at my mother's pussy, her according to the caption, nineteen year old pussy and took in the small patch of blonde fuzz above her pink skin.
Her lips were spread and her swollen clit, as pink as her nipples, prominently displayed. I had to admit if this were any woman other than my mother I'd be thinking about what she would feel like, what she'd taste like.
Speaking of tasting, I put the magazine down and lifted the blow job video taking in my mother's cum drenched face. The cock looked huge in her small hand and the dripping head was right at the edge of her mouth.
Her lips were painted slut red and her beautiful blue eyes were wide and bright, looking at the cock as if she couldn't wait for more. I was sure it was an act, but her expression was of naked lust. Then again, didn't the book I'd seen declare Molly Minx liked her work?
I put the tape carefully in the box, and picked the gang bang one off the floor, quickly tucking it away before I looked closely at it. But when I grabbed eighteen and loving it, I didn't put it in the box, instead, my eyes darted across the room to the small TV that had a DVD player and VCR built into them.
Dad had said he needed the VHS player for his favorite old movies and boring war documentaries. Dad was full of shit, I thought, well not really, his favorite old movies just happened to be his wife's adventures as a porn star. His wife, my mother.
I looked from the VHS player to the tape in my hand and repeated that lost thought out loud.
"It's mom, don't do it."
But was it really mom? Technically yes, but hell, barely older than I was now. She certainly wasn't my mom then. That logic was twisted and I knew it, but I stood up anyway and walked over to the TV.
I slipped the tape in and my heart pounding turned the TV on. The first scene that came on was a redhead named Cindy Sinn and although Miss Sinn looked pretty enticing in her cheerleader outfit, I picked up the remote and hit fast forward. I stopped each time I saw names for the next scene appearing and the fourth one announced "Molly Minx and Bill West."
I had to remind myself to breath as the scene came on. Mom appeared in a naughty school girl outfit, complete with her hair in pig tails, seductively licking a lollypop. I stood there transfixed and watched as she tongued the candy, then putting it down, did a slow strip tease, unbuttoning her white blouse, then slipping her bra off and playing with her tits.
She put her back to the camera and shimmied out of the skirt to reveal her ass in a pair of old fashioned little white cotton panties. She lay on her back and spreading her legs, showed the large wet spot in the white panties and pulling them to the side played with her pussy.
I swallowed hard and felt myself blushing as I watched mom slip her finger inside her pussy, then suck on it. She rubbed her clit and made a come here gesture to the camera. A tall dark haired man came into view and stood in front of her.
He was shirtless and after running her nails up and down his chest and stomach, Mom unzipped him and pulling his long cock out, giggled and licked it as she had the lollypop. Mom moaned and the camera zoomed in as she slowly took his now fully hard cock slowly into her mouth.
I was beginning to sweat and kept lifting the remote to stop it, but for some reason couldn't. On screen mom was deep throating the huge cock, drooling and moaning as she slobbered over it. The man pushed her back, stripped her panties off and getting on his knees licked her pussy.
Mom sighed and moaned, playing with her tits and as the guy licked her he shoved his fingers into her pussy, then one in her ass. Mom's moans were getting louder and high pitched and I flinched when the room was filled with the sounds of her squealing as she came.
She sounded pretty damn convincing and when she finished, he bent her legs back and drove his cock inside her. I stood there in a daze, a dreamlike feeling coming over me. Could this really be happening? Was that my mother I was watching in a dirty movie? One of dozens she had made?
Worse, was I really hard? Was that my cock throbbing in my jeans as I watched my mother hop on top of 'Bill West' and bounce up and down on his cock like it was an amusement park ride? Squealing, yelping, yelling for him to fuck her harder, her face a mask of wanton desire?
I put my hand on my crotch and groaned, it wasn't a dream; I was hard as a rock. You're a sick puppy, Paul, I told myself, but I didn't care, I stood there rubbing my aching dick through my pants while now watching my mother on her knees getting it hard and fast.
Her hand was between her legs, stroking her clit while she was getting pounded and moaning about how good it felt, then smiling and saying "Don't be shy!" To my chagrin, and twisted delight, a second man came into the picture, naked, his hard cock swaying as he walked up to her. Mom eagerly took him in her mouth and was now sucking while getting nailed doggy style.
"Goddamn, Mom." I said softly while watching my mother taking it in both ends.
My cock was so hard it hurt and I was thinking disgusting thoughts. Thoughts like, fuck her harder, suck it mom, suck it and go ahead and give it to her, look at you, mom you little slut, kept running through my mind.
Somewhere in the back of my mind I saw my father's letter, him saying how he was upset at himself that her movies turned him on. Like father like son because I'd only known mom's secret for fifteen minutes and was standing here ready to pop.
There was just something about it; seeing my mother, albeit a young version, having sex, her hot little body sweating and the guy's hands pawing over her tits while they had their way with her. The sounds she was making and the look in her eye didn't seem fake, she seemed to be loving it and I was loving her doing it.
The guys whipped their cocks out and I groaned softly as mom knelt between them and they both jacked off on her face, covering it with their spurting cum. Mom moaned as she turned her face back and forth, getting it painted from both sides, then sucking on each cock, trying to get every drop.
The scene ended with mom smiling through her cum covered face and waving at the camera and saying "Bye bye" in a little girl voice and giggling. Another scene started to come on, but now that mom was gone, I was able to stop and remove it from the VCR. I slid it back in its case and then the box on the floor.
I was still hard and wanted to jerk off in the worst way, but wouldn't. It was bad enough I'd watched that, I couldn't go that far. I picked up the Penthouse letters book and the magazine, putting them on top of the tapes, and began to close the box.
That's when I saw the DVD on the floor and picked it up. I was taking one more look at it when I heard dad behind me.
"Half way to pizza hub and I realized I forgot my damn... Paul! Get out of there!"
My back was to him and panicked, I closed the lid and shoved the DVD into the front of my jeans, pulling my shirt over it.
"What are you doing going through my things?" Dad demanded, storming around to stand in front of me.
"I...um, I was just cleaning out the drawers and..."
"That box was not in the drawer it was under it!"He stared down at the box and I winced when I saw the key ring was still dangling from the lock.
Dad turned red pretty quick when he was upset and he'd been well on his way as he'd begun to yell, but as he stood there the color drained from his cheeks and he said softly, "You opened it."
"No, I was...well I was going to and you came in and..."
"Don't lie to me Paul." He spoke slowly as if trying not to be pissed, "You were in it."
"No, really," I forced a sheepish grin. "I was about to though, then you came in."
"I said don't lie to me!" He startled me by shouting and reaching down so quickly I put my arm up thinking he was going to smack me.
His hand went past me, down to the floor where he picked up the note I'd forgotten to put back in the box.
"This was in that box and underneath...." He took a deep breath. "You saw what was in there, didn't you Paul?"
"Yeah." I tried to sound casual, "Bunch of dirty movies."
Dad looked at me dubiously and picking up the box put it on the desk. I stood up from where I was sitting, careful to push the DVD deeper down into my jeans and make sure my shirt was over it.
"I think you saw more than that, Paul." He said, while lifting the lid and peering inside. "Something we need to talk about."
"Hey, Dad if you want to watch porn, that's fine with me." I kept trying to play it up, "I know mom hates it so don't blame you for hiding it."
Dad picked up the magazine and then the Penthouse book and stared at the row of videos. I tried to look unconcerned while hoping he didn't lift them and see the DVD was missing.
"Paul, that note was under the movies."
"No, it was on top." I doubted he would believe me, but it was worth a shot.
"No, it wasn't. I wrote it years ago and it's been there ever since." He glanced over at me, "And I watch these a lot more than I should, and they're out of order."
"This one." He tapped the Blow Job Teens movie, "Is in backwards." He gave me a poor attempt at a smile, "OCD is a terrible thing."
Before I could reply, he pulled the video out and showed me the cover with mom's freshly painted face on it.
"Whoa!" I tried to sound the way I had when I'd first seen it, but it was a pretty poor attempt and with a nod, dad slid the move back in the box.
"You'd seen that already, if you hadn't you're jaw would be on the floor right now." He told me. "Like I said, we need to talk."
"Look, dad." I put my hands out, "I don't think there's anything to say. Those movies shocked the hell out of me, but mom was really young and it's in the past and I'll never tell her I saw them."
"That goes without saying." Dad sat down in the desk chair and pointed at a large sealed box next to me, "Have a seat, Paul, we are going to discuss this. I won't have you thinking poorly of your mother."
"I wouldn't think that way." If anything I was thinking a little too highly of her it seemed. "I'm sure she had reasons."
"Your mom never talks about her past for a reason."
Dad was going to talk about this anyway and at this point I was just thankful he wasn't crazy pissed like he should have been. Like he would be if he knew I'd watched a few minutes of one, and had gotten turned on by it.
"She told me she had a shitty childhood and her parents were assholes, that's why I've never met them." I volunteered, even though I knew he was going to go into details. Odd he'd want to talk at all considering how weird this was.
"She did. Her father was a drunken prick like mine, but where mine was just kind of free with his hands, he hurt her in other ways."
"Oh, that's sick." I said softly, "Poor mom."
"And her mother found out, but was too afraid to say anything. Finally a suspicious neighbor did and they took her away from them, but she ended up in group homes and kept running away."
"Usually where she would run is to some guy old enough to have his own place and she would, lie about how old she was and," he paused, then sighed,
"Earn her room and board. Because of what had happened to her with her father sex was meaningless to her, it was just something that happened so she never cared about what she did or who she did it with if she could get something out of it."



"You don't have to tell me this." I interrupted, I didn't like hearing about mom being hurt, but his remark of her being that casual with sex had gotten me thinking about the movie I'd just watched. The idea my mother was, for a lack of a better term, easy wasn't as disturbing as it should have been.
"You need to understand what led her to that industry. Your mom was a beautiful girl and had said she'd always wanted to act. In an effort to get her on a decent path one of the women who worked at the home had her friend who was a photographer take some pictures of her."
"They showed them to a local modeling agency and they had your mom come in and loved her. She was in a couple of flyers for a local store and won a teen pageant. When she turned eighteen she made the mistake of thinking she could make it big and left Minnesota for Los Angeles."
Dad shook his head, "Sounds like a stereotyped script, but she came out here, couldn't get any real gigs, but found an agent that asked if she'd be willing to shoot porn. Your mother unfortunately was no stranger to sex and decided to let the creep cast her."
He tapped the box with the movies. "As you saw she ended up working in the industry for four years and became popular enough to appear in almost a hundred movies."
"Jesus." I gasped, "Why would you tell me that?"
"I know I shouldn't, but I have a reason and we'll get to it. But meantime I'll stay in the past. I met your mom at a party that the head of my firm was invited to and he took me and a couple of other young attorney's with him. It was a big shin dig, lot of affluent people and I was excited to think I'd make some connections."
"What I didn't realize is that at these types of things a lot of the very attractive women there were there for the sole purpose of entertaining the single men, especially the high rollers. A lot of the women were call girls, but because this particular client had connections in the adult film industry there were several porn stars there."
"They were all paid a flat fee to attend the party, pick a guy who was there alone and make sure he had a great night and not just at the party. Your mother was one of those girls."
Dad leaned back in the chair and grinned, "I was so naïve back then, Paul. My father had done us the favor of leaving when I was in my early teens and my mother raised me to be proper and always play it safe, do the right things. She pretty much taught me to be mister vanilla straight guy as your mom still calls me sometimes."
"So I had no clue these girls were paid company and when your mother came over and started talking to me I thought, holy shit, look at this gorgeous girl talking to me!"
He sighed wistfully, his eyes gaining a faraway look as he recalled the past.
"Your mother was the most stunning woman I'd ever seen. It was a high end affair and even the hookers were dressed to the nines. She was wearing a strapless black evening gown that went down past her knees, but was slit to the hip. It was silky and slinky, tight enough to show off her assets shall we say."
"Part of what was so stunning about her was I could tell she was young, twenty two at the time so only three years younger than me, but so mature looking, her features, her mannerisms, she seemed mature beyond her years. Sad to say I would discover later that came from the hard life she'd lived."
"Her body was worthy of a lot of attention, that was damn sure, but her face?" He frowned, "Molly Minx was advertised as having the face of an angel and a body built for sin and that's crude, but accurate."
"Those huge baby blue eyes and those perfect lips and when she smiled, it touched those eyes, there didn't seem to be anything fake or phony about her. I thought I'd hit the jackpot and seeing I'm talking to the son we had together I did, but I had no idea who she was and what her real purpose there was supposed to be."
"She had brought me over a glass of champagne and we chatted for a while, just small talk. She was relaxed, confident, I was a nervous wreck. She told me her name was Molly and asked if I wanted to dance with her."
"We get out on the floor and it's a fast number and she put on a show. Bumping and grinding on me and had me blushing like a teen ager. I noticed a lot of the women were dancing like that so again, thought nothing of it. The next number was slow and she wanted to stop, but I asked if we could dance to that one."
"She looked at me funny, then shrugged and said why not? Looking back I get why most of the other single girls walked off the floor. They were there to slut around and show off, not be a date in a real sense."
"We danced close and as the song went on, your mother relaxed and nestled into me. Holding her there in my arms as we swayed to the music was amazing, she felt so damn good! The song ended and another slow one came on and this time she asked me to stay there for that dance."
"We stayed on the floor for an hour, dancing slow, then fast. I'd had a few drinks and loosened up and we were laughing, and dancing and it was the best night I could remember. The band took a break so we wandered around the party and I felt like a damn giddy teenager when she held my hand while she did."
"I noticed I was getting some looks from the other guys, little smiles and some smirks and I thought they were making fun of me for some reason or wondering what she was doing with me. When your mom excused herself to use the rest room, my boss came up to me and claps me on the shoulder and says what a lucky dog I am."
"Like an idiot I'm saying, yeah I can't believe she was into me and he laughs at me and says she's into a lot of things. I asked what he meant. He looks at me and asks if I know who she is and I said no and asked who she was."
"Understand, Paul, I was raised to think porn was disgusting and I'd never watched one. I had no clue who she was and was so damn wet behind the ears the idea she was an escort didn't even occur to me."
"My boss decides that makes it even better and he just tells me she had done some modeling and left it at that. He walked away grinning and later I would know why, that he thought it was funny his naïve newbie attorney was going to get laid by a porn star and didn't even know it."
"Looking back, that may have been the biggest favor anyone ever did for me because if he'd told me who she was, I'd have left right then and there, embarrassed and disgusted."
"Your mom comes back and the rest of the night is magic, dancing, talking, laughing and having a damn good time. The party is in the ballroom of a hotel and each guest had a room for the night so we could really enjoy the night and so all the men, single and married, could slide upstairs for some fun with their date."
"The crowd is thinning out and she asks me if I want to go back to my room. My heart's pounding a mile a minute and I say sure. We go up there and we're sitting there and again I feel like a little kid. I was nervous, wondering what was going to happen next."
"Your mother saw I was nervous and told me it was sweet, said she'd never spent time with such a sweet man, I learned soon that certainly was no lie. She slides up next to me and asks if I want to kiss her. That was a no brainer, nervous or not, I was no fool. It was sweet kiss at first, then she turned it into something more intense and her hand goes into my crotch."
"I'm a little surprised and tell her I'd rather go slow and wasn't even thinking about sex, I mean I didn't even know her last name. She laughs at first, then when I blush she gets that I'm serious and asks if I know who she is?"
"I tell her that my employer told me. She looks upset, her face just seemed to fall and I added, that he said she was a popular model."
"That was break number two, had I not kept talking and gave her an opening to say who she was, that would have been it. Things like that, Paul? That means things are meant to be. Think about it what were the odds some ass at that party wouldn't have come up to me and said who she was, I'm sure not everyone knew her, but in that crowd I bet more than a few did."
"She looks at me funny and asks if that was all he said. I told her yes and she gave me this huge smile and asked if I really liked her."
Dad stopped and gave me a sad smile, "I remember thinking why would a young women this attractive and self-assured ask that question and look so excited when I told her I did like her and was hoping I could get her number."
"She looks shocked, again I wondered why, I thought she must get asked out just when she goes for coffee the way she looked. She gives me another of those big genuine smiles and...she blushes! She looks nervous, I thought it was surprising, but adorable. Taking that as a good sign I ask her out to dinner the next night."
"I swear she looked as giddy as I felt and asked if I really meant it, that I'd want to go out with her. I said of course then she gets this odd look and asked where I expected the night to go. I told her it would go as far as she wanted it to."
"She looks totally stunned and then asks if she were to leave after she finished the wine I'd poured for her would I still want to see her the next night. I told her of course I would. I wasn't looking for sex, hell we hadn't even had a real date yet."
"Your mother claps her hands like a little kid, gives me a kiss and said I had made her night and she would love for me to take her to dinner the next night. We stayed on the couch until two in the morning just talking, with a few little kisses here and there and when she left she told me what a gentlemen I was."
"Huh,": I grunted, "Mom just said you guys met at a party and a friend introduced you to her."
"Much easier story that way." He said, "We hate lying Paul. We never lie to each other and raised you to never do it, but I think you see now why we never said much about our meeting."
"I can understand that." Earlier, I'd been hoping to just get the hell out of the room and the awkward situation my father and I were in, but now I was interested in the story and pressed for more. "So when did you find out?"
"We dated about a month before I learned the truth. Remember back then it was the dark ages, you know?" He grinned, "The internet wasn't big at all in nineteen ninety four, many people didn't even know what it was."
"So it's not like today where porn is everywhere. Back then porn was available only in adult video stores or if you went to an adult theater. So porn stars weren't the cult status celebs they are now and not that recognizable. Your mom also looked very different off the set. She was dressed accordingly for the party, but otherwise?"
"Like now, your mom dressed very simple, jeans, t-shirts, hair in a ponytail, not much make up, and she looked very different from her Molly persona. Our first dates were like most people's dinner, a couple of movies, dancing."
"All the dates ended with a little kissing and that was it. Your mother would tell me afterwards that she was getting a kick out of having a normal relationship and seeing she had sex for a living she wanted to enjoy an evening that didn't end with it."
"But then we had gone out to a small party, we drank a lot and were both kind of buzzed, we go back to her place and she comes out in the sexiest lingerie I'd ever seen and proceeded to pretty much blow my mind. The hottest wildest sex I could have imagined."
"I'd been with two girls in high school and a couple more in college. I wasn't a player and stayed with each girl for long time. So I had some experience, but nothing like that and with my upbringing I was usually a little, well lame I guess by most standards. In fact there were moments I tried to tell your mother to stop, um, you know..."
"Wow, you were a prude." I laughed. "Who says no to that?" And I'd seen how damn good she was at it.
"It was the way she did it, like a damn animal like a," he grimaced, "A porn star. Part of it was her being drunk. She apologized for being so aggressive the next morning. In fact she looked so distraught I asked what was wrong and she said that was our first time and she had wanted it to be special not dirty, said she had wanted to be different with me."
"That remark should have set off a warning bell, but at the time I could see how upset she was and there are worse things than a woman being a wildcat in bed. I took her in my arms and kissed her then made love to her."
"It was the opposite of the night before, slow, gentle, loving, respectful I guess you could say. It was how I was taught a woman should be treated, love over lust. Your mother enjoyed it so much she cried afterwards."
"Not sure a girl crying after that would make me think I'd hit a home run." I quipped.
"I was a little nervous too, but again in hindsight it was the simple fact that I was the first man to ever be good to her. That wanted something other than to fuck her. Sometimes I wondered in the beginning if she loved me or the fact I was nice to her."
"You know she loves you." I told him, "It's been twenty years, nice only goes so far."
"Good point." He nodded, "But things were going great. Only hitch was when I mentioned to my boss that I was dating her, he asked what I thought about her job and I asked why I would care she modeled. Guess he forgot his own lie, but then he just played it off with a grin. Now I'd be suspicious, but back then just a love struck naïve guy."
"Then it happened. We went to the park, your mother loved the carousel, she was like a big kid on it. She mentioned not having much of a child hood, but no details and that was the first of anything I'd heard about her past from her"
"So we're sitting on the bench and this jerk comes strolling over and says 'hey Molly!' she looks up and he's grinning like a goon and asks for her autograph. I'm not thinking much at this point. She only talked about her modeling if I pressed. I'm thinking he recognized her and he did, but not from any ads."
"She tells him he has her mixed up with someone else and he pushes saying he's seen all her movies. Now I'm staring at her and she's stammering. The asshole looks at me then laughs and says, oh, guess your boyfriend doesn't know."
"She tells him to screw and at that point I get in between them and tell him to get lost. He just grins at me and says, 'I can't believe you're fucking Molly Minx and don't even know it. What's she like, she wild or so worn out from all those big cocks she just blows you?"
"That Paul was the first time in my life I'd ever hit someone. Didn't even think about it, just decked him, put him on his ass and lucky for me, by the time he had jumped up a few people came over and got in the middle. I looked around for your mother and saw her running away."
"Damn, poor mom." I said, now feeling worse than ever I'd gotten excited over her movies.
"I caught up with her and asked her what was wrong. She said to just let her go, she didn't want to lie to me anymore."
Dad stopped and looked into the box again, his hand drifting across the spines of the movies.
"At that point she probably could have lied to me. All she had to do was say the guy was an ass and she had no idea what he was talking about. Again, no google to just pop in names I had no idea who the hell Molly Minx was, she had said her last name was Walters."
"I had sort of thought he was an ex-boyfriend being an asshole or a friend of one and he was implying she was a slut. I had no idea what he really meant. So I told her to just tell me the truth."
"She didn't want to at first, but I told her I wasn't going to drop it or even take her home until she told me what was going on. We sat down on another bench under the shade of some trees and I thought, what a nice peaceful spot on a gorgeous day. Then your mother, a woman who I'd already fallen in love with, told me she was an adult film actress."
"I sat there stunned, I'll bet as stunned as you were, or maybe not as much as I didn't see any visual proof at the time. I had nothing to say and she kept talking and through her sobs confessed to me she had shot two scenes while we were dating because she needed the money and she had no education to get another job."
"She said those were the nights she had said she hadn't felt well or was busy because she couldn't bring herself to even look at me on the day of or the days right after the shoots."
"That pissed me off. If it had been in the past I might have tried to work around it, but hearing her admit she had screwed guys while she was seeing me? I was so pissed, I stood up, tossed a twenty at her and said it was for a cab home because I didn't even want her in my car."
"She tried to give it back, but I told her keep it, after all she should be used to taking money for a ride."
"That was harsh." I whistled.
"I was hurt, Paul. You must feel a little betrayed at finding this out. Knowing we lied to you, knowing your mother spent four years doing what most people would call her a slut or whore for doing."
"In a way, I guess." I hadn't thought of that actually, all I'd found myself thinking at the time was that it was hot in a sick way and hearing dad's words made me realize
I should have felt what he had described, but simply didn't. "For me this is history, before me even, so it was a shock, but I don't feel hurt by it."
"You're an old soul Paul. Nothing ever seems to really get to you." Dad told me, "I admire the way you deal with things, always calm, always thinking it through. You're a hell of a young man."
"Have great parents." I told him."
"Your mom, especially, she dedicated herself to being a good woman to me and even more so when she had you, being a mother means the word to her, Paul. You made her feel like she's worth something."
"She shouldn't have had to have me for that."
"You're right, but she never thought much of herself, and even with me only to a certain extent, you gave her a real reason to feel special."
"Obviously you and mom got back together." I prodded him, "How?" "For the next week I ignored her calls. I felt terrible, but during that time I'd decided to go into an adult video store and make sure this wasn't some kind of sick joke." He rolled his eyes, "One of the first things I saw was a full size poster of your mother topless on the wall over a row of movies that all featured her."
"I stood there looking at the dozens of movies in shock and a couple of other guys were there and talking about how wild she was, how she'd do anything and seemed to love it. I should have just gotten out of there, but instead? I bought one of the movies."
"Why?" I asked him, but was partially asking myself the same thing, after all, I'd popped one in within minutes of finding it.
"Damned if I know." He looked genuinely upset as he spoke, "But I wished to hell I hadn't because as you can see, I'm still watching the fucking things."
I was going to press him on that, again because maybe it would make me not feel so bad that I'd not only watched, but had been strangely aroused.
"I'll get to that. But for now, I took it home and watched it and as appalled as I was watching her I was into it as well, ended up, well, you're a kid, you know." He looked away embarrassed. "But even with that, I couldn't have a relationship with a woman whose day at work was fucking other men."
"Two weeks later I go to work and your mother's outside on the steps. She's wearing this horrible pink waitress uniform with a name tag and like a d-bag I asked if that was for her new movie. I felt bad as soon as I said it and saw the pain on her face."
"You should have." I told him. "Dick move, pop."
"I can't argue that, and because of that I said I was sorry and she asked if we could go across the street to the little coffee shop and talk for a few minutes. I went and she told me the waitress uniform was her new job. She'd quit the industry two days after I walked away from her and she said she would never go back, even if I didn't want her."



"I was happy she quit, but not sure I could deal with it. Think about it Paul, anytime we'd have sex I'd be thinking about what she did with those guys, not to mention they're, you know..."
"Hung like horses?" I finished.
"Crude, but true. We talked for over an hour, I ended up getting reamed for being late for work, but I promised we'd talk again that night and we did. She told me I'd made her feel loved and showed her respect she never thought she deserved and she wanted more of it. She begged me to take her back."
"I couldn't say no to her because as I'd said I'd already had feelings for her and I decided to try to put her past behind us. It wasn't easy, between me thinking of that movie which by the way she never knows I saw and the fear of her being recognized anywhere we went."
"Sad to say I felt ashamed for a little while, but as time went on and we grew closer I said the hell with it. The only problem was work as my boss knew exactly who she was so I left one of the top firms in LA to work for the small firm I'm still with. I lost out on a lot of prestige and money, but got an amazing woman out of the deal."
"Don't forget your awesome son." I joked.
"That you are my boy." He said, "You're proving it now by how well you're taking this, a lot kids your age would be basket cases."
"Has anyone else ever recognized her?"
"Surprisingly, no." He said with obvious relief on his face. "When we'd been together a few months and serious enough for her to move into my apartment with me we talked about moving."
"As an attorney I could get work anywhere and mom," he shrugged, "She dropped out of school and really had no skills other than," He tapped the box "So she's always waitressed. Even now, she doesn't need to work, but she likes to."
"But we both loved it here and truth is porn is worldwide so she could be recognized anywhere. But as I said we were lucky. Plus once she quit and nothing new was coming out she began to fade from memory." He released a long breath, "Until the last couple years anyway."
"What do you mean? Did someone see her?"
"No, but the internet has blown up so much over the last few years and we found out there are now a few vintage porn sites out there, everything from seventies to nineties and your mother's videos are there. We can't legally do anything about it. The original producers sold the rights to them, plus coming forward to try would expose her anyway."
Dad rubbed at his temples and I could tell this was taking more of a toll on him than me, but I had a feeling it wasn't just because I'd found out, it seemed something else was there.
"Now that you know I can tell you that I discussed telling you with your mother."
"Seriously? Why would you?"
"Because you're a young man and if you tell me you've never watched porn I'd know you were lying."
"Guilty." I gave him a sheepish grin.
"That's fine, most guys do. That was why I thought it could be time to tell you. My thought was what if you found a site that shows clips from older movies, what if you saw your mother? It would be better to hear it from us than for you to blunder into it."
"Worse, I feared one of your friends, or even one of mine could find it. But in my case I've spent the last twenty years knowing it could happen someday you'd be blindsided."
"Looks like I was anyway." I pointed out.
"Because you snooped under a secret drawer and then unlocked the box." He countered. "Not like they were laying around the house."
"Guilty again." I sighed, "I thought it was your gun you were hiding. Wish it was." I added that for effect because I wasn't exactly sure I was all that upset about this, at least not like I should be.
"Your mother refused, said she couldn't bring herself to and would never want you to know that about her. She said she would take her chances she wouldn't be found out after all these years. You can't tell her you know."
"I said that right from the start. I'll never say a word dad, promise."
"Good, now I'm going to ask you two questions and I want the truth."
"Yes sir." I nodded.
"You put one of those in the vcr?"
"Hell no!" Fear of what he would say if I admitted I did along with the shame I felt for doing it made me sound pretty convincing and he looked relieved.
"Good, I wouldn't think you would, but then again you wouldn't think I'd have a collection of my wife's greatest hits." He seemed to be mocking himself, rather than her.
"Second question." He held up the note. This was on the bottom of the box, did you read it?"
"Yeah." I said quietly, seemed like the cat was out of the bag on that one anyway, and I had a question of my own. "Uncle Dan was with mom?"
"He was." Dad answered, "Several times it seems. He was already in the industry for a couple of years. He was fairly popular and took a liking to your mom."
"Obviously." I said dryly. This was the one part of the revelation I wasn't thrilled with. My unofficial uncle had made sex movies with my mother.
"I mean off set. Look, Paul, I know this is shocking and you may not be happy about it. Trust me I didn't want him anywhere near your mother when she quit. It wasn't just a reminder of those times for her, but she'd been with him."
"Don't blame you."
"But that was childish jealousy. Dan was, no, Dan is a good man. He's a hell of a friend to your mother and a good friend to me too now, and he adores you."
"Dan can't have kids, he got a vasectomy when he was eighteen because he never wanted any. He regrets that decision and he sort of looks at you as a son he never had."
"But still its strange knowing they did that together. When did he quit?"
"He didn't." Dad pointed at me, "This is another thing you can't say you know, or it gives everything away. Dan acted a few more years, then became an agent, now he directs. From what your mother says he's one of the good guys in the industry, treats the girls well, and doesn't push them to do what they don't want."
"Going to be hard to look at him the same way."
"I know, twenty years later seeing Dan still reminds me of what your mother did. Still makes me jealous in away and that's part of why I have these damn movies."
"That what you keep saying you're getting to?"
"Paul, as crazy as this sounds, I'm kind of glad you found those. For one, I thought you should know. Your mother disagreed and I abided by her decision, but can't help it now, right? So if God forbid someone finds out about her, at least you heard it from me first."
"Hopefully it doesn't." Dad was right about that, shit what if Jack or any of my other friends found this out? My life would be hell, never mind what they might say to mom.
"So far so good." He paused and ran his fingers along the movies again. "The other reason is I can now at least talk to someone about this. I've lived with this secret for over twenty years. Think about it, who the hell could I ever tell this to?"
"Didn't think of it like that."
"And we've always told you we want you to know we can talk about anything, no matter what, so I guess this is where I practice what I preach because I have a confession to make, Paul. One that's eaten me up for a long time."
"Then fire away." I told him. "Only fair, you've been listening to my problems for years."
"These movies, what your mother did in them. Paul they drive me fucking crazy."
"I understand, I mean it can't be easy to know your wife did..."
"No, crazy as in they turn me on."
"They do?" I was stunned, not just at the admission, but the fact the damn things had me turned on too.
"They do. I told you the first one I bought I couldn't stop watching it. I didn't tell you at that point that I went and bought more. I watched them all over and over. When I wasn't watching, I would lay there in bed thinking of them."
"I don't know why, I should have been upset by them, but just watching her being that wild, seeing her being taken sometimes by more than one man was just, primal I guess."
"Getting close to TMI." I gave a nervous laugh, but knew exactly what he meant, it was what I'd felt watching that scene with two men.
"Sorry, just being honest. I bought some of the adult movie mags and they talked about how directors and other actors all said she wasn't acting, that when she," He hesitated, "Got off, it was for real, that she really got into the action. That got me even hotter. I started figuring I was some type of voyeur."
"Maybe and mom was probably a....what do you call them, exhibitor?"
"Exhibitionist." Dad corrected me, "I would think so many of them are. Your mother was the perfect porn star. She was sexually promiscuous even before her career, would do anything, got into it and unfortunately felt it was the only attention she was worth."
"He saw herself as nothing but an uneducated whore doing what she did best, fucking. That's why she became so emotional when I made love to her."
"Kind of sad."
"Very. Now speaking of sex that's the other part of my problem. You saw the note so you already knew I enjoyed these, but it makes me feel better to come out and say it. You also read that I...can't be like that with her."
"Why?"
"Wish I knew. I think in the beginning it was because I didn't want her to keep acting like she did in the movies. We made love or had just I'll say basic sex. After time passed, I wanted to just cut loose and have sex with Molly Minx, not Mary my wife. But I couldn't and still can't."
"Don't know why." I shrugged, thinking if I had a girl who had done what mom did, I'd want her to do it for me every chance she could.
"Maybe my upbringing, I was raised to think porn was disgusting then married a former porn. star. That and I think I felt less than those guys in more than just, um, endowment, but the way they took her."
"The confidence, the aggressiveness. That's not me. I thought that a wild cat like Molly was too much for me, but Mary the woman who melted when I loved her sweetly and with affection? Her I could give what she wanted."
"They're the same person, dad."
"Yes and no. Your mother talked about Molly as if she thought she was a persona that took control. She always said Mary was the one enjoying life now after Molly had done everything she could to ruin her. I started to see it that way and thought if I wanted it wild and crazy she would relive the Molly days."
"I think you both talk about Molly like she died or something. We're always who we are, no?" I said, confused at why it would matter.
"Another old soul remark from you. Not that simple. Mom saw Molly as a source of pain and disgrace. The opposite of her as the loving wife and mom. I saw her the same way, but still wanted Molly in the worst way. We've never talked about it, probably should, but we're happy and that's what counts."
"Honestly? I think I bore her, but she never wants to say it and I think she figures if she comes on like Molly, dressed trashy, looking to get wild, then it will make me recall those days. Molly continues to live on, but in a negative sense. Mary wants no part of Molly, I'd love a part of Molly, but it's not worth your mother's pain if it triggers bad memories."
"That's screwed up, but I get it."
"So I still watch these damn movies. I got rid of a lot of them, but can't make myself get rid of all of them." He put the note back in the box, slipping it between two movies and closed the lid.
"Give mom that note." I told him, "That's why you wrote it."
"I wrote it five years ago." He locked the box, "Obviously I don't have the balls to give it to her. I guess I'll live vicariously through twenty year old movies."
"You're missing out." I told him what I personally felt, no way would I deny myself that. "Past is the past dad and those guys were paid, they meant nothing, mom loves you."
"Wow, who is the adult here?" Dad whistled. "You're right, Paul and I think that's why I don't want the two to mix. Your mom gave me a chance before, said she'd be my whore if I wanted her to be because it would only be for me. She was inviting me to and I just couldn't, again my loss, maybe hers, but I just can't."
"Well, its never too late to try, dad." I told him, "You guys are barely over forty, got a lot of time left to enjoy."
"That's true." He nodded, "On the other hand I tell myself life's too short and you never know and I should act now."
"Please, you're not going anywhere anytime soon, Dad." I got up and going over to him, put my arm around his shoulders, "You're going to be around a long time and when I'm making a ton of money I'll take care of you and mom the way you guys take care of me."
"You're a good kid, Paul." Dad surprised me by kissing me on the cheek. "I have no doubt you'll take good care of us. But on that subject. You promise me two things."
"Anything."
"If anything should happen to me you take good care of your mother."
"Promise."
"And you never tell her you know. Even if someone sees her and brings it up, you play dumb, because I had promised I would never tell you. You never tell her, no matter what, got it?"
"Got it." I clapped him on the arm, "But it's not even worth talking about because you're going to be here for a long time."
*****
I went up to my room with my head spinning. Finding the movies was shocking enough, but my reaction to them was more so. Then Dad telling me he felt the same way; that they got him hot even all these years later.
But mom was his wife, it was still odd he'd want to watch her fucked by other guys, but he had sex with her. This was my mother. The videos should have made me sick to my stomach, not get me hard.
I entered my room and sitting down at my desk, winced in pain. I'd gotten so caught up in talking to dad, I'd forgotten about the DVD tucked into my pants and the case had dug into my stomach.
I removed it and looked at the cover which featured mom topless, in between a man and a woman, her kissing the woman, while the man kissed her back and covered her tits with his hands.
"Put it down." I said aloud.
I opened the case and pulled out the insert which unfolded into several pictures of mom. They were all complete nudes in various positions and I focused on one where she was smiling and cupping her tits.
This was my mother. A voice in my mind said, but at the same time my cock twitched. I thought of men sucking on them, men and women, imagined them wrapped around a cock, with cum all over them. All the things I'd seen other porn stars do.
I took my time looking at the other pictures, especially the one where she was on her knees, her ass and pussy exposed while looking over her shoulder with a naughty smile. My cock was fully hard as I thought of someone fucking her from behind and with a feeling of inevitability I slipped the DVD from the case and slid it into my lap top.
The scene opened up with mom making out with an older and much bustier redhead. I watched, my lips parted, breathing through my mouth as mom pushed the red head down on the bed and eagerly licked her pussy.
The camera zoomed in close, showing mom's wide blue eyes staring up as her pink tongue circled the woman's clit before easing back with a trail of sticky fluid dangling from it. A guy came into view and looking up from between the red head's thighs, Mom sucked his cock as happily as she had been licking pussy.
Again a close up, this time her red lips sliding along his shaft taking him deep, then easing back and flicking her tongue around his head before sucking on him, her head bobbing rapidly. Mom rolled over on her back and as the red head straddled her face, the guy lifted her legs and plowed into pussy.
Mom released a series of muffled squeals then moans when the red head leaned over to rub her clit as the guy pounded her. My heart was pounding and even as I felt my face flushing from the shame of watching this, I unsnapped my jeans, pulled my cock out and proceeded to jerk off to my mother.
*****
I sat there staring numbly at the note John had written years ago. In the middle of telling me his story I'd flat out told Paul to stop lying to me. There was no way I could buy John was obsessed with my movies.
Paul had told he could prove it and as I sat there fuming at what I was convinced was bullshit, he'd gone up to his room and five minutes later came down with not just the note, but the metal lock box from his father's desk.
When John was in his last days in the hospital, he had asked Paul to get the box and destroy everything in it. Paul had disobeyed and it was now here in front of me. I looked up from the note which I had just read for the second time since he'd stopped talking, then that fucking box.
My eyes drifted across the titles and as if it had just happened yesterday, I could recall moments of the shoots for all of them. Especially gang bang teens. My God, James had watched that, five guys fucking me in every position in all three holes at once, as well as my hands and feet and anywhere they could put their cock.
I swallowed hard at the thought Paul had watched it as well. It was bad enough to see any of my shoots, but at least the one on ones weren't as hardcore or degrading.
"Mom, do you want me to stop?"
I folded the note and slipped it back into the envelope with my name on it. A note from John from seven years ago and it was about wishing he could fuck me like a porn star.
Part of me wanted to say no. Tell him we'd talk again later, or tomorrow, that I needed time to think on this. My emotions were too close to the surface. Shame that Paul had known for almost three years. Fear that he didn't seem concerned by it and heartache from seeing something written by my deceased husband.
Words that said he had wanted Molly all through the years. I would have given him Molly, all he had to do was ask. But the reasons he had given Paul were typical John, putting his desires aside because he was concerned of what they would do to me. Now here I was back in the lifestyle, I wouldn't give Molly to him, but to any guy they paid me too.
But how the hell could I let Paul walk away right now? The fact he seemed so unconcerned I'd discovered he knew was eating at me. Granted he had known my past, but how could he not be upset I'd gone back to it?
"No, we need to finish this, now." I said already hearing the tremble in my voice. "You've been watching my movies ever since?"
"Yeah." He nodded and for the first time looked as if he felt bad, "It was like dad said. I'd keep saying I shouldn't, it was wrong, I need to stop. Every time I got off I'd say it was the last time, until the next time."
"Your father know? He must have missed the movie."
"I burned a copy, then put it back." Paul admitted, "Then I went on google and searched you and found a bunch of other videos."
"So for almost three years you've been sitting here acting like you never knew and watching me walk around here like a mom and you've pictured me doing those things." It wasn't a question and Paul's head lowered.
"Yes, but not like a mom, you are my mom, you're an amazing mom."
"Sounds like what sowantmymom has been telling me." I said with more heat than intended. Calm down, Mary, I couldn't let this get uglier than it was.
"It's all true, Mom, I lo..."
"When did you find out I went back and how?" I interrupted him quickly, not giving him a chance to say what I feared to hear.
"A few months ago. See, thing is when I first got into your movies it was kind of like, wow look at my mom doing these things. You were so young in them you didn't seem like my mother. It was like watching another person."
"But they did it for you, didn't they?"
"They did, but not in the way I wanted to do them with you. I never saw me with you, just watched you and was turned on by what you did."
"But I'm led to believe that changed didn't it?" I rubbed at my temples, damn my head was pounding.



"After dad passed, months after, I started watching the movies again and would search for new ones. I ended up on a site that had some mom son stuff. I watched a few and at first thought they were stupid. Who would do that to their mom?"
"First reaction is always the right one, Paul." I pointed out.
"Then I saw one of the Loving Mother's movies and it was really sweet and erotic. The son was in love with his mom and she needed a good man in her life and when they had sex it was slow and sexy and fun." he looked up at me, his eyes bright, "They loved each other and it wasn't dirty, it was romantic."
"Paul, it was a movie, a fantasy. That's not how it works."
"All fantasy is based on reality and a lot of guys love their mom, hell it's in Shakespeare. Besides, boys already love their mom, it's just loving them in every way.
Christ he sounded like fucking Malcolm.
"Where the hell did you get that idea? You go to school with hundreds of boys your age, any of them with their mom?"
"Not every son wants his mom and not everyone who wants them, gets them. Just the really lucky ones."
"Oh, Paul." I shook my head, "You're buying into a myth created by these damn porn sites that appeal to people with an incest kink."
"If I didn't feel that way, I'd believe you." His words felt like a blow, there was no doubt where this was heading, goddamn counseling.
"After that I watched more of that kind of movie and a lot of them reminded me of us. The dad died or ran off and mom was all alone, working hard, lonely and sad. But their sons were there for them, first just to help be the man of the house, but then to take care of her in every way. Who could be better to a mother than her son?"
"I'm not..."
"Not what? Sad? You are, lonely? You won't date. You're working two jobs, stressed, still missing dad. You need someone mom and I..."
"Am stalling," As was I, by cutting him off. "Keep going, how did you find out I was back?"
"I kept watching more and more mother and son stuff and in the meantime still watching your old movies, but seeing you differently, I started seeing you doing those things with me."
"Nothing I did in any of those movies was loving."
"True, but shouldn't people lust after the one they love? Dad made the mistake of not wanting you to act like that, I'd love for you to..."
"Do not finish that sentence." I snapped, "We'll get to your misplaced feelings soon enough."
Paul narrowed his eyes and looked concerned for the first time since we'd started. Had he really expected me to be okay with this?
"Okay, I get it." He said with a shrug, "Playing the part."
"What does that mean?" I demanded.
"So I was watching a lot of porn and one day I was on my mom sucks and I saw a blurb, 'Hot mommy Molly Minx gives her son a birthday BJ. I thought it was an old clip they'd dug up that I'd never seen, then clicked on it and saw it was you now."
"I'm sorry, honey."
"Don't be." He said simply, "I'm not mad mom, I know why you did it." He chuckled, "Soon as I saw it I remembered dad's story about how you said you were a model, you went full circle with the same lie."
"Full circle in many ways." I said quietly. "Having this conversation with you reminds me of the one I had with your father back when he rightfully walked away from me."
"No, this isn't the same mom. Not at all. I'm not mad."
"Why? How can you not be, I lied to you."
"With good reasons and I know what they are."
"But, Paul you can't be happy with me doing this."
"Why not?"
"Because....what if your friends saw me? What would that be like for you?"
"It wouldn't be easy and it could still happen, you're all over the net. You're in the top lists for milf porn stars. If it happens I'll deal with it, you're more important than anyone else to me."
"That's sweet, honey, but I'm taking a big risk and it's risking you not just me." Why the hell wasn't he mad?
"I saw that video," He went back to my other question, "Then found a couple more. I started looking for them every day, then I saw you had a website and created sowantmymom so I could talk to you, sort of."
"Paul those things you said as him, you can't mean them."
"Of course I can." He slid over from his corner of the couch to sit next to me. "I love you, mom."
"I love you to, baby, more than anything, but not like that."
"Really mom?" he rolled his eyes, "You don't need to play this game, it's okay."
"What game do you think I'm playing?"
"The one where you have to pretend you don't feel the same way." He said it so matter-of-factly it was disturbing.
"No, Paul, I don't. This is real life not a twisted movie."
"Right, it's not a movie, so you can stop playing the part of the reluctant parent."
"You think I'm acting?" I asked incredulously.
"Yes, and I get it. It's like the scripts, you're the mom, you should know better, and you should be the one to stop your son from desiring you, even though you want me just as bad."
He gave me one of those sweet smiles I was usually a sucker for, but in this circumstance caused me more concern. "It's okay, mom I know how you feel."
"No, you don't." I said with carefully measured intensity. "You're wrong, Paul. You're seeing something that's not there, honey and I'm sorry if I did something to make you think there is."
"You did and you did it on purpose, but don't worry, mom it worked." He laughed, "Not like you had to do it this way, you could have just told me."
"What way? Paul, what the hell are you talking about?" I was losing patience.
"I'm talking about why you went back to making those movies."
"For money, Paul. I promised your dad I would keep this house and you in school and couldn't do it just waitressing." I looked away, "Serving drinks and sex is all I know and sex pays better."
"In the beginning sure." He was still nodding along as if this were going exactly the way he wanted it to. "But then you found a way to use it for something else."
"Paul, you need to get to the damn point."
"You were making money, but you were doing those mom son movies to show me you wanted me."
"I..." I paused to think for a moment, "How the hell do you figure that? I didn't even know you knew."
"I think you did." He smiled again, "But you couldn't tell me about it just in case and I promised dad I would never tell you I knew so we were playing a game of who would find out first."
"I didn't know, Paul, not until today and that's only because of the e-mails, every time I replied to sowantmyson your lap top went off."
"I know, that's what I was hoping that's why it was always out there and I sent you so many messages. But you knew before that."
"Paul, please believe me, I didn't."
"And that's why you kept doing more and more mom son stuff." Paul was still going on, "Not just filming them, but you really got into them. Especially on Loving Mothers. You were being so good to those actors, like you really cared, like they were really your sons."
"It was an act." I said as much to convince myself as his words brought on every doubt I'd had about why I was so convincing in those movies.
"No, the other women in those things act, you were into it. You were sending me a message, telling me how much you loved and wanted me." He grinned, "You were trying to get me to come to you, but I'd told dad I wouldn't ever admit I knew so I tried other things."
"Like what?"
"That nice foot rub a couple weeks ago? Right out of one of your movies. And you looked into it, you were relaxed and making sexy little noises."
"It felt nice, that was all!" I said defensively.
"Of course it did, It was supposed to, but it felt too good, so good you got upset and made me stop. Just like you made me stop rubbing your shoulders, that night. You were fighting it, mom."
"No." I pushed the word out. "But it made me think of that movie and that's why I stopped you."
"Right because you liked it." He winked, "Then you came looking for your stockings." He sighed, "I played that wrong. In the movie the son took them, I should have done that and we would have had this talk then."
"This is stupid Paul, I did those movies because they paid more."
"Then last night?" He beamed at me, "You let me unbutton your shirt."
"Oh no." I said aloud.
"Then you took your damn skirt off in front of me."
"I was drunk." I said weakly.
"You were." He agreed, "And when people are drunk their real feelings show. You kissed me mom, right on the mouth and you kept kissing me."
"I was...drunk and lonely." I whispered. "I had a weak moment Paul, I was messed up. You're right, I am sad and miss having someone. Those damn movies do get to me, but because of what they imply and maybe I wanted to prove them wrong and I did because you stopped kissing me."
On that note, I felt a glimmer of hope. "If you really wanted me then why not last night? Why did you stop kissing me? Wasn't that your green light?"
"At first I thought it was." He replied, "I thought maybe you had gotten drunk on purpose to relax enough to be with me."
Be with him, he said it so casually!
"But then," He shook his head, "I thought if you had to get drunk to do it, did I really want it like that? I would have felt like I was taking advantage of you and I would never do that, so I did the right thing and let it go. I want you to be yourself when we're together."
"Paul, we're not going to be together. I don't want what you think I do."
"That's not true, mom." He took my hands in his, holding them as he continued. "I saw how much you wanted me in the Love Letter to my mom movie."
"It was a movie, hon." I looked down at my small delicate hands engulfed in his. "Just acting, its all just acting."
"No, it wasn't." he said firmly, "You can't lie to me, mom. I saw it! The way you made love with that kid. The look on your face." He leaned closer to me, "You were thinking of me, I could see you were."
I had been, God help me I had been. Staring into his beautiful hazel eyes, I recalled the exact moment he had mentioned. The way Brian became Paul over me, in my arms and inside me. I'd thought of my own son as someone pretending to me my son made love to me. I'd come do the damn thought of it. My silence fueled Paul's conviction and squeezing my hands he smiled,
"You can't deny it, can you? I can see it in your eyes right now, mom, why keep fighting it?"
"Because it's not true."
Even I could hear the uncertainty in my voice. For weeks I'd been questioning why I was so good at those movies. Others had seen it and remarked on it, everyone from Brad to Dan, to Malcolm to all the viewers who really had mother fetishes.
That damn scene with Brian, Dan had said intense and that was putting it mildly, the raw emotion I'd felt, the passion, the love? But that love wasn't directed at Brian, I knew that, but was it really to Paul?
"I love you, mom." Paul whispered, leaning closer to me, "Not just as a son, but as a man."
"You're not a man," I said softly as he let my hands go, and put his on my shoulders. "You're my son, my baby."
"But your baby is a man and my mother's the most desirable, loving, beautiful woman I've ever known."
Before I could react, he kissed me. It was a soft, gentle kiss, his lips barely grazing mine and his hands trembled on my shoulders as the kiss lingered. I moved my head back, but sliding his hand under my hair, Paul held me still and kissed me harder. I heard a soft whimper and realized it had come from me.
Paul's lips caressed mine and his hand moved, his fingers running through my hair and I gasped when he removed the clip, letting my long hair flow down my back. His hand ran through it and his lips pressed firmer to mine and this time it was a low moan that escaped me as my son kissed me. As a mother, his lips on mine should have upset me, made me push him away, tell him to stop.
Instead, I found I was returning the kiss, my lips working against his and as if of their own volition my hands were on his chest, not pushing as they should be, but rubbing him through his shirt. It was Paul's turn to groan and removing his lips from mine he gently pushed me into the corner of the couch.
That gave me the chance to stop him. I lifted my left leg from the floor and put my foot on the couch so my knee was up between us. Paul gave me a sly smile and putting his hand on the inside of my leg, eased it over against the couch. I didn't resist him and when he slid up between my legs and put his arms around my waist, I once again made no move to stop him.
I told myself to. Somewhere in my mind I heard my voice telling me how wrong this was, that there was something seriously wrong between me and my son and I needed to be the one to stop it. But another voice was drowning that one out, telling me if it felt good, than why not? That voice was smoky and sultry, it oozed sex and sin and was all too familiar, the voice of Molly Minx.
Molly purred happily when Paul lowered his head to kiss me again and my lips parted to meet his, inviting the kiss I should be denying. This time his tongue flicked briefly against my lips as if testing my reaction.
As a mother I failed that test, but as a woman I responded by slipping my own tongue out. Paul moaned as I teasingly traced the outline of his lips with my soft wet tongue, before sliding it into his mouth.
He gasped, when I kissed him hard, my tongue dancing across his and taking his face in my hands, held his lips to mine. I was aware of Paul's hands on my bare thighs as we kissed and could feel his fingers trembling.
They moved upwards, but not under the loose leg of my shorts, but up to my hips. Our kiss continued to gain in intensity as our lips pressed hard together and our tongue explored each other's mouths.
We were both breathing hard and to my dismay, but Molly's delight, my nipples were hard and there was a warm feeling building between my legs. Paul's lips left mine and I released a shamelessly loud moan when they fastened to my neck. I let my head fall back on the couch to give him better access and putting my arms around his shoulders, drew him close to me.
I arched my back, pressing my breasts against his chest and even through our clothing the contact caused my nipples to ache. Paul was alternately licking and sucking gently on my neck and I slid one hand down inside his shirt, rubbing his back. He groaned as I ran my fingers through his hair and held his head while turning mine to let him kiss the other side of neck.
Paul's hands slid under my shirt and my heart pounded as they fondled my stomach before sliding around my waist. My t-shirt was a V-neck and his lips had gone from my neck, to my throat and were now at the top of my chest. I removed my hand from his shirt and again, as if I were moving without my mind's permission, I grabbed the edge and pulled up on it.
Displaying no shyness at all, Paul sat up, quickly stripped his shirt off, and then leaned back over me, his lips once again seeking mine. I placed my hands on his chest and rubbed them up and down, feeling his bare flesh and his hard flat stomach. I slid my arms around him, running my nails lightly along his back causing him to release an adorable whimper into our kiss.
His hands, moving more boldly this time, grabbed my shirt and as I had done, tugged on it.
No! Mary, the good mother called out, but at the same time Molly Minx moaned yes! In her best made for porn sultry purr. As she had for months now Molly won out and I raised my arms. Paul's eyes lit up like a kid at Christmas and hurriedly, as if he were afraid I'd change my mind, pulled my shirt up and off.
I shook my head, letting my long hair cascade down my bare shoulders and back. Paul's eyes were glued to my chest, taking in my heaving breasts in the plain black bra I was wearing. There was a look of lust there as real as Brian's had been, but this time it was my son staring at me and the sensation between my legs had not only become warmer, but moist as well.
My hard nipples were poking through the bra and the wetness between my thighs should have been alarming, but was arousing and this time it was me who leaned into Paul and initiated the kiss.
His arms went around me and I moaned as his hands ran along my bare back. My hands had started at his shoulders, slid down his chest and stomach and he gasped when I grabbed his jeans and unsnapped them.
As I expertly pulled his zipper down with one hand while teasing the fingers of the other along the waist band of his underwear, Paul's fingers found the clasp of my bra and began to unhook it. My fingers worked their way into his underwear and breaking our kiss, he moaned as I trailed my fingernails through the edge of his pubic hair.
The last hook undone, my bra loosened around my breasts and as I lowered my head and kissed the top of his chest, Paul slid the straps down my arms. I pushed my fingers further into his underwear and he whimpered when they brushed his trapped cock. He was easing the straps of the bra past my elbows and I felt it begin to fall away. My fingers slid along his shaft, preparing to wrap around it.
In my mind, Mary's protests were all but whispers now and Molly was moaning like the whore she was. Over both a louder voice sounded. The deep powerful voice of Malcolm.
"There you go Mary! I told you you'd make a hell of a mother! All mother's want their sons! Now go ahead push him back, suck his cock like only Molly can and make him yours!"
My fingers froze where they were and I bent my arms so Paul couldn't simply slide the bra off. My lips slowed on his neck. Dan's voice replaced Malcolm's "What the hell was that,Mary?" Then warning me not to do any more Real mom shoots.
I lifted my head from Paul's neck and saw him looking at me expectantly. He pulled on my bra straps, but this time I curled my arms up and crossed them over my chest.
"Come on, mom, don't play shy now." He grinned at me, "Not like I haven't seen them, just not in person yet."
"Stop." I whispered, his last words had served to finish what hearing Malcolm in my mind had started.
"Hard to get?" He rolled his eyes, "Really? Come on mom." He put his hands on my arms and tried to push them down away from my breasts.
"I said stop!" I shouted in his face with an intensity that startled me.
Paul flinched and not only moved his hands, but leaned back from me. "What's the matter?" He asked, his eyes wide, "Did I do something wrong?"
"Everything about this is wrong!" I slipped the straps of my bra back up, then bent over and grabbed my shirt from the floor, "Jesus Christ, Paul, I'm your mother!"
"I don't..." He looked at me, bewildered, "I don't understand, you were kissing me, you were letting me ouch you." He put his hand on his open jeans, "You were starting to touch me."
"I said everything is wrong and that means me too." I forced myself not to keep yelling, "I've been hearing for goddamn months from all these sick bastards about how mothers and son really want to fuck each other. I've heard it so much it's gotten in my goddamn head."
"Because in our case it's true." He was back to that calm again, acting like this was natural. "And it took you doing all those movies to get you to realize what you really wanted," He touched his chest, "Me."
"I love you, Paul. With all my heart, but not like that." I tapped my own chest, "I'm responsible for this. I am. You seeing me in those movies made you see me in a way no son should ever see their mother."
"Guess I take after dad then, because he loved those movies."
"I loved your dad dearly, and I miss him, Paul. But your father was wrong to tell you how those movies affected him. He didn't handle it right and it made you think they were okay and made you see me the same way." I put my hand up when he tried to speak,



"I was his wife. If he was turned on it was because he was a closet voyeur or because he was raised so strict seeing that was some type of overload for him. I'm your mother and you should have never seen those as someone sexy."
"I did even before he talked to me." He explained, "Didn't you listen to my story? I was excited before he even caught me. It's inside all sons to want their mothers. It's just most don't get a chance to see their mother as a sexy woman and think of her that way."
"I wasn't a sexy woman, Paul. You saw me as a fucking whore, a woman fucking for money, just on a set instead of a corner and in a way what I did was worse, because it's there forever for anyone to see."
"You're not a whore mom!" he snapped, "Don't ever say that about yourself!"
"Then I went back to being a whore because end of the day it's all I fucking know is sex and how to make money from it and look what I did!" My throat was getting tight as the emotions began to overwhelm me, "I did those stupid fucking mom movies and now you think I want you."
"I know I want you."
"No, honey, you think you do."
"Then you think so to, mom we were just half naked and..."
"And I decided to see how far you would go." I lied, a bold faced lie to my son, I had to defuse this any way I could. "I was hoping you'd see it was wrong and stop."
"You raised me not to lie, you going to do it to me now?" He raised his eyebrows.
"I'm done debating this Paul!" The anger returned and I was well aware I'd made yet another mistake, having this conversation right away, my emotions were on a roller coaster and part of that was due to the fact that I had been seconds away from crossing the line with my son and I'd been enjoying it the entire time.
"Mom, what's wrong..."
"What's wrong with you?" I demanded, "You find out I'm a porn star; that I'm all over the internet not only fucking kids your age, but acting like their mother! I could have ruined your life if your friends found out, they could still find out! They could find out any day!"
"Then why did you do it?"
"I'm a selfish bitch! I put what I wanted, what your father said he wanted in front of what was best for you and lied to myself that it was best for you!" I took a deep breath to slow down, "I said I was responsible for this and I am."
"But the movies, you're really into them! That's because you," He flinched when I cut him off, yelling at the top of my voice.
"Because I fucking like it! I didn't like every scene I had to shoot when I was young, but I enjoyed most of it. I loved fucking on camera, loved knowing guys jerked off to me and the sex felt fucking great!"
Paul stared at me in dismay, but I continued,
"Porn was my sex life, fucking for the movies then fucking guys at parties like I was going to do to your dad until I really started to like him and he actually showed me respect and made me respect myself."
I stood up from the couch and paced back and forth as I raged on, more at myself at this point than Paul.
"He made me a good woman, a wife, a mom. I had a boring life compared to the party scene, but it was a good one, a loving one. Then he's not gone a year and I'm back in the industry and back to loving it! I get off on very fucking shoot because no matter how appalled I am at what I'm doing, Molly takes over and I get into being a dirty little slut!"
I stopped and pointed at him, "You're right, Paul. I do get into those movies, but not because I'm thinking of my son, but because I like getting fucked with a bunch of people watching." I lowered my head and my voice, "I always have. Sex is what I'm good at, all I'm good at so I guess I like to show off."
"Why would you think that?" Paul asked softly, "You're a lot more than that mom."
"It's what my father told me the night he took my cherry when I was thirteen, that he would only love me if I did it because sex was all I was good for."
I was back to being close to tears again, "And that's what he said every night he came to my room, asked if I was ready to earn his love and I did. Then when my bitch mother found out she let it keep going. When a neighbor saw him with me through a window and I was taken away I thought I did something wrong and I'd never be loved again."
"Oh, mom, that's," Paul rose from the couch and coming over to me, put his arms around me, this time not trying to be a lover, but in a comforting hug. "I'm so sorry."
"Until I met your father that's what I considered love, just sex, any guy that would have me I'd be with just to feel loved even if it was only just that and a for that night. I felt loved in porn, worshipped, and adored."
I eased away from him, afraid to let him see this as another man of the house incident and try to turn comfort into more.
"I was lonely after your father and afraid to date. I'd never really dated before him, just fucked. I stayed by myself, then when the bills piled up and I had to make a choice to sell the house or try to make more money I went back to what I knew and it was like I never left. This time more guilt and shame, but never enough to make me stop and that sick broken side of me got off on my own humiliation."
I raised my head to face him, "Why can't you just be angry at me? Be ashamed of me or even hate me? I swear to God, it would be easier than you thinking it's fucking great."
"It's not great, mom. I liked what you were doing because it was going to bring us together and once we were, you could quit."
"We're not together, we won't be together."
"I don't care where we live, mom." His words reminded me of my recurring nightmare where he'd said the same thing except in the dream he was angry. At this point I preferred the nightmare, it would be easier to deal with. "Sell the house, yeah dad wanted you to keep it, but he's not here and all that matters is we're happy."
"We probably will be selling the house soon because Molly Minx is done and this time for good. That Real mom movie was my last and one too many."
"No, it was the most important one, that's the one you really showed your love for me."
Paul put his arms around my waist and this time it wasn't to comfort me. He pulled me closer to him and said softly, "We'll go live somewhere small, but nice and the important thing is we'll be happy together."
He surprised me by kissing me, a soft tender one, but this time I pulled away immediately as I should have done the first time.
"There is no we, Paul." I said firmly, removing his hands from my hips and stepping back from him. "Get it through your head. We are not a couple, we will not be a couple. I don't care what you have heard or seen in that filth I've filmed, but we are never going to have sex, or be in love and live like some kind of twisted couple."
Paul finally looked as if he knew I wasn't kidding. The smile left his face and his shoulder's slumped. My heart sank when I saw his eyes fill.
"I...I don't understand it." He said, his voice quavering. "How can you lie to yourself and to me? You felt it on the couch mom, you weren't acting, you wanted it."
He was right, I was lying that I hadn't wanted it, but I was now convinced it was from too many of these movies and being around sex that involved incestuous themes. I'd had trouble with keeping Molly and Mary separate in my first go round years ago. Now it was happening again, Molly's mommy persona creeping in and taking advantage of my confused emotions.
"You're wrong, Paul." I was gaining confidence now that I saw the seeds of doubt on his face, "I wanted to see how far you would take it. I was hoping you would stop on your own, see how wrong it is and you didn't. So I stopped you and I think it's time you talked to someone."
"No." He shook his head, still trying to convince me, but perhaps himself at this point, "That movie! The way you were with that boy."
"You're right." I nodded, "There was chemistry there. It was a soft slow part of the scene, he was young and cute and sweet and I let myself enjoy it. But I enjoyed him, not him thinking of you."
"But," He stopped and I had to force myself not to go to him when a single tear trickled down each side of his face. "It's not right and it's not fair."
"We agree it's not right." I stood my ground acting as if I were unaffected by his tears, "Why isn't it fair?"
"Those guys who don't care about you, you can do all those things with them and that boy? You loved him, mom, you really loved him." He swallowed hard and finished in a choking sob, "But you won't love me?"
My reply was to simply stare at him, trying to hold back my own emotions and remain stoic. Paul met my eyes for a moment and the pain in them threatened to break me. But before it could, he lowered his head, turned away from me and without another word left the room. Once he was out of sight I heard him run down the hallway, then his bedroom door slam shut.
I sank down onto the couch and wrapped my arms around my stomach, I was so upset I was nauseous. I took several deep breaths and leaning back on the couch wiped at my damp eyes and looked over at the mantel to a picture of John and me on our wedding day. That smiling bride was Mary, a good woman, a good wife and at one point a good mom.
Now John was gone and I'd let Molly back in my life and she was threatening to cost me all I had left, my son. I couldn't let that happen. I would do what I should have done in the first place. I'd put the house up for sale use the money to pay the rest of Paul's tuition and scrape by waitressing. In the meantime there was only one other thing I could do right now and that was to rid myself of Molly Minx and this time for good.
***** I sat propped up on my pillows staring at my cell phone on the bed next to me. Hard to believe after all the drama of the day it was only eight o'clock. I'd sat on the couch alternately crying then raging at myself for doing this to my son, to us.
My mind spinning out of control I was confronted with everything wrong right now. Not just Paul's misguided love, but there was obviously a lust factor there as well. He'd been getting off to my movies long before he'd developed the emotions to go with it.
Like father like son it seemed. I was shocked to discover John had watched my movies the duration of our marriage and had lusted for Molly as much as he loved me. That note was a revelation and I felt a sense of loss that he had never owned up to his feelings.
I'd have had no problem being my husband's private porn star. It amazed me that even when I'd brought up the fact I wanted to be more adventurous in bed he'd held back his real feelings.
Paul now knew about Dan. I'd been so consumed with his story about his discovery and James confessions to him, then our too close call on the couch that I hadn't even addressed the subject that Paul now knew his beloved uncle had starred in movies with me.
John had even told him Dan was still involved in the industry for some bizarre reason. Paul wasn't stupid, he would put two and two together and figure Dan still had some professional connection to me.
It hadn't seemed to faze him, hell the fact his mother was all over the internet fucking and sucking and playing mommy didn't affect him. Even the idea his friends could find out wasn't a concern.
He had the mentality that I was his true love and be damned what people thought. Above all my biggest worry was what had almost happened on the couch. Why had I let him kiss me, worse why the hell did I respond to him?
There was a point I was wet, totally aroused by my son and his desire for me. Seconds away from his cock in my hand and being topless in front of him. At that point I may not have stopped. Although I'd bluffed Paul into thinking I was playing him, I had meant what I'd told him that I was being affected by too much mother son romance trash.
That coupled with my guilt and stress had produced that reaction and it was loneliness and feeling unloved that had led to the emotional scene with Brian and the aforementioned incest propaganda had surfaced to make me see my son in his place.
"Who needs Doctor Phil?" I mumbled. Sounded like I was reaching for anything that would excuse my actions, anything other than could I actually want my own son? One thing was for sure, Paul wasn't the only one who needed to talk to someone.
There were two someone's I had to talk to tonight and I'd finally pulled myself off the couch to go into my room to do it in private in case Paul came out of his room. I'd stopped outside his door and listened and when I didn't hear anything had risked opening his door a crack and saw he was sleeping. Even in his sleep he looked sad and I could see his face was streaked with dried tears, his eyes swollen from crying.
Fighting back my own tears, I closed the doors and come in here to put Molly Minx to rest once and for all. At least for the future because thanks to my rebirth as a popular milf porn star, Molly would live forever on the net. But she didn't have to live inside my mind or my son's skewed fantasies anymore.
I finally picked up the phone and called Dan first.
"Hey, Mary," He answered, "How's it going, you in a better mood than last time?"
"Worse actually, we need to talk."
"Wow, you sound exhausted." I could hear the genuine concern in his voice, "What's wrong?"
"What isn't?" I sighed.
"I'm supposed to be heading out with Sharon in a half hour so I can't come over, but maybe tomorrow?"
"Maybe, I'll let you know, but if we do, how about at Starbuck's? I don't want to talk here."
"Uh-oh, this have to do with Paul?"
"Partly." I wasn't sure what I was up for to tell him tonight, so simply cut to the chase. "Dan, I'm done. Don't book anything for me and you can start spreading the word, Molly Minx is back in retirement."
There was a momentary silence, before he spoke. "I'm glad to hear that, especially after that last shoot."
"Yeah, that last one had a lot to do with it, oh boy, did it."
"Mary, you sound really bad, what happened?" before I could reply he swore, "Shit, don't tell me Paul found out?"
"Oh my God he knows!" I surprised myself by sobbing into the phone.
"Oh, Christ." Dan sighed, "He find out or one of his friends? Better damage control if it's just him, but still, oh, man, Mary." He was speaking rapid fire, "Did he flip out? Do you need me to try to talk to him? I'll cancel my plans and come right over."
"No, he just found out today. We talked and now he's in his room, I want to give him time before I bring it up again and want it to stay between us."
"Hold on a minute. Be right back."
I sat there staring down at my baggy shorts and oversized shirt, thinking why couldn't I have just stayed this boring unsexy mom? Just dress a little sexy for work and come home and be a damn dud. Paul would have thought I'd changed, that Molly was gone. But know I had to give him something to be excited about.
"Okay," Dan came back, "You can talk as long as you need, Sharon is fine with us going out a little later. So I'm assuming he saw a movie. When did he find out, today?"
"He's known for two years." I whispered, I'd planned on only saying I was quitting, but when Dan guessed right it gave me a chance to talk. Still, I hadn't thought I was up for any details, but now I felt I needed to. Keeping everything a secret had done nothing but backfire and if I couldn't trust Dan who could I trust?
"What?" Dan exclaimed, "What happened, he find an old movie of yours? Why didn't he say anything? Embarrassed, afraid to talk about it?"
"He found out from John."
"Again, what?" Dan whistled, "What the fuck is more like it, why the hell would John ever tell him that? But in the here and now why did Paul wait so long to say anything?"
"Because," I closed my eyes and took the plunge, "The movies turned him on."
That was met with a prolonged silence and I could picture Dan's face as he struggled to come up with what to say to that.
"Dan, Paul wants me," I went on, "He thinks he's in love with me. He's been watching mom son porn for the last two years and has now seen mine. He thinks that shit's real he sounded like fucking Malcolm tonight with some of the things he was saying."
"Jesus, Mary. I remember spinning Malcolm's crap to you last time I was over, the whole boys could fixate on mom, but I never really thought it could happen. The fact you do this for money I would think would tell him you're not into it."
"But I was into the scene with Brian and that convinced Paul I was doing these things to show him I wanted him."
"If you wanted him, you would have taken him, it's that simple."
"He said I couldn't come out and try because I'm a good mom and would never take the chance. He wouldn't approach me because he promised James he would never tell me he knew what I did. I found out today because I was on his computer and when I confronted him he was thrilled I knew so we could go forward."
"Forward." He repeated sounding as numb as I had earlier.
"Yup, he was excited about our new life as a couple."
"He needs to get some help, Mary. I think you could use some yourself."
"Agreed, both counts."
"But John," Dan circled back, "Why did he tell him in the first place?"
"Because Paul found movies of mine that John kept."
"Are you kidding? He hated what you did. He hated porn itself. You confided in me he was a damn dud and never wanted you to do anything he thought made you think of those days. Why would he have those?"
"If you have the time I'll just tell you everything."
"I have plenty of time for this."
Before I could stop myself I plunged into the whole story. How I'd found out Paul had been watching, the sowantmymom messages, his reaction of being thrilled I knew, then his story about John.
I then went into some details of our conversation. I felt like I was betraying Paul as I went on. I was revealing my son's desire for me, but avoided telling him of the near crossing of the line on the couch. I couldn't let Dan know I'd been dealing with some misguided affection myself.
Dan would feel for Paul and understand in a way. He wouldn't judge him, but me? I was the parent I should know better. I'd felt it about the topic all along. A son or daughter could get blurred lines, but the parent had to do the right thing and never encourage it. I'd done everything I could to encourage my son's lust for me, including briefly exhibiting some of my own.
When I finished I was surprised to notice it was now quarter to nine, I'd been rambling for almost an hour.
"Damn, that's some heavy shit." Dan whistled, "You're head must be ready to pop. Can't believe all those years John was in a love hate with Molly and you're the same damn person."
"I wonder sometimes." I admitted. "I swear I hear Molly in my head, Dan. That's what gets me through those shoots, she takes over. I buried her for two decades and she's back with a vengeance." Enough of a vengeance to make me entertain a desire for my son's affection.
"Then I'm glad you admit it's time to talk to someone, because Molly is not a devil on your shoulder you're one in the same. My guess is Molly is you without inhibitions and there was no reason to really bottle her up, you should have been having a lifetime of great sex with a man you loved, but both of you ducked it. "
"Deep for a porn guy." I laughed weakly.
"And now Paul knows I'm a porn guy. Honestly Molly that was a dick move for John to call that out."
"Paul read the note. It was out there and John covered saying you were a good guy."
"Think he knows what I do now? Watch his mother have sex?"
"I don't think so. I doubt anyone reads directing credits. And it's what you did, anyway because I'm done. No more movies and little miss Molly is going to get put back in her box and if I have to go to therapy to keep her there I will."



"I think you need some Molly in your life. You need a damn sex life, Mary. A healthy one and I want you to think about something."
"What's that?"
"If you had a damn boyfriend or at least dated regularly, Paul would have no grounds to think there was a shot for him to be your man."
"Point taken." I sighed.
"What's your next move?"
"Calling Malcolm and cancelling the Real Mom shoot next week. Then working every night I can because I'll be back in brokesville in a couple months without the Molly money."
"He's not going to be happy. Maybe I should talk to him. "
"No, it's my problem."
"Whatever you do, don't tell him why." Dan warned, "He'll have his mind running with all kinds of fantasies."
"I won't. Thanks for listening Dan."
"That's what friends are for. Hey keep me in the loop okay? And if you need anything, you let me know."
"I will, now go enjoy your normal life with your sweet normal girlfriend."
"I will and you need to find that normal as well. You're a hell of a woman Mary and a little Molly from time to time isn't a bad thing, so meet someone and have some fun, both of your sides need some fun. "
"Yes, dad." I said dryly.
"Big brother, I'm only a little older than you. As far as Paul goes he'll get past this."
"I hope so."
"He will, know why?"
"Why?"
"It's simple. You shot him down point blank tonight. It's not like you gave him any hope or mixed signals. Therefore it's game over, right?"
"Right, thanks." I said softly, "That's just what I needed to hear."
I ended the call and leaned back into the pillows. It had been a relief to get it off my chest, but that last line replaced that relief with blame. I wanted nothing more than to do what Paul had done, just slide under the covers, bury my head in the pillow and got to sleep.
But one more call would end this part of the drama and tomorrow would be a clean slate to move forward and work on getting a normal relationship back with my son.
I leaned over and pulling my purse over from the nightstand dug out Malcolm's card. He'd written his cell number on the back and I dialed it only half expecting him to answer. After all it was a Friday night and he had a reputation as still being a party hound and enjoying the ladies. It went to voicemail.
"Malcolm, its Mary, listen you need to give me a call, it's important. Call anytime."
It had bothered me to give him my real name. That was why I'd stayed exclusively with Dan since my return. I didn't need anyone else knowing my real identity. I had them pay Dan rather than me directly, but the law required my real name be on record in case there were ever any legal questions about age or anything else about the movies being filmed. Not that it could be divulged other than in an investigation.
I put the card away, shut the lamp off and slid down under the covers. I closed my eyes and tried to let my mind slowdown in hopes maybe I could find some relief in the oblivion of sleep. That is if today's drama didn't spawn a whole new series of nightmares. I jumped when my cell rang and picking it up, I saw it was Malcolm
"Hey, that was quick."
"Molly, what can I do for you?" He sounded out of breath and before I could answer I heard a high pitched giggle in the background followed by the sound a light slap, a yelp, and Malcolm speaking away from the phone, "This is important, go wait for me in the bedroom."
"That was an awfully young sounding giggle for someone with a mom complex." I told him.
"I'm forty eight. Mom's to me would be seventy." He explained. "Still my number one fantasy, but in reality? Guess I've gone the other way and am finding girls with daddy fixations." He laughed, "Still keeping it in the family."
"I've come to expect no less."
"What can I do for you, Mary? And before you worry, my little playmate has left the room. She can't hear me use your real name."
"Appreciate that. Listen, Malcolm, I won't be making the shoot, Tuesday."
"Oh, you need me to reschedule? I should be able to. I can switch it for Charlie and the young man she was shooting with on Wednesday. The kid who requested you is local. He'll be fine for whenever you're available."
"That's the thing. I'm not going to be available. I'm calling it quits."
"I'm sorry to hear that Mary, you're a real talent. The industry will be a lesser place without you."
"Thank you, I..."
"However," He kept speaking, "Your retirement will be after the next Real Mom shoot."
"Excuse me?" He hadn't said it in a nasty tone, but there was no indication he was joking either.
"You signed a contract to film the next installment for an agreed upon amount of money. You will honor that."
"And if I don't?"
"I sue for breach of contract."
"You didn't pay me anything for it yet."
"A Love letter to mom made Real Mom and Stone Cold Productions over forty thousand dollars in advertising and new memberships. On the membership form there is a poll asking why you are joining."
"Your movie was listed as the reason by hundreds of new members. Meaning your sudden backing out on a movie that I have already started advertising is costing me at least that and I can prove it. You want to walk away you can, but you'll be in court and paying me a large sum of money."
He was speaking calmly and I was reminded that although Malcolm was personable and had a reputation as being great to work for, he was one of the top money makers in the business and hadn't gotten there by being soft.
"Stone Cold is a great choice of name." I replied.
"I don't like to be this way, Mary. I like you, I mean that, but money talks. Had you mentioned this a week ago things might be different, but as I said I am already advertising "Man of the House"."
"What's that?"
"Your next movie. Script based on the fantasy of the young man shooting with you."
"You'd really sue me?"
"Yes and be aware Molly Minx will not be the name on the docket. Your legal name will be. It will be a matter of public record that Mary Walters is being sued for breaching the contract to make an adult film. You seem like anonymity is very important to you, you need that?"
Walters? That was my maiden name, the name the original Molly Minx had filmed under. Where had that come from? It didn't matter right now and I pressed on with the topic at hand.
"You're really threatening me over a movie that will be a drop in the bucket to the money you already have?"
"A movie that has a lot more hype than anything I've done in the internet porn world in some time. " He paused, "Question is Mary, will you risk that over one more movie?"
"I can't believe you would hold me to this! I have a reason for this, Malcolm, a damned good one."
"And you can reschedule if you need to, but you're not walking away without either shooting this within the next two weeks or getting brought to court."
"What if I'm sick, really sick?" I tried.
"Prove it with a doctor's note and we'll talk." He chuckled, "And we just got the results of your monthly blood work, you're clean so there will be no claiming an STD."
"Malcolm, please." I softened my voice. "I can't tell you why, but I can't do this."
"Son find out about your career?"
"I...don't have a son." I said as evenly as possible.
"Of course you do. You left the industry for a man. You married, I'm sure kids were involved. A lot of new people have no idea, but I was in the industry your first go around I heard the story. I have to admit short of Tori Welles I can't remember too many that came back after kids. It's risky."
"Fine, I have a son. No, he doesn't know, but I had a close call." I lied, "I can't keep doing this. Malcolm, you talk about family in a loving sense, twisted, but loving. I am not one of your plots." Although I could have been last night, "I can't do this anymore, please understand as a person not a businessman."
There was a long silence that had me thinking he'd hung up. He then spoke and in a lower tone.
"Mary, I do appreciate family. I was the black sheep of mine. So I see close families and I'm envious. I applaud your concern over your son and not wanting to risk your relationship with him. But you made this choice months ago. I also think I see a little more than just maternal feelings in your movies, but I won't push that topic."
"Good." I said, "Because I've about had it with that."
"But I want you to do this one more film for me. You agreed. I have it in writing. I've invested money in it. But I was wrong to lead with threats. I let my personal feelings get ahead of me."
"I thought you liked me, your feelings are you wanted to sue me?"
"I don't make my personal tastes and fantasies secret. That scene you did with Brian hit me hard," he laughed, "In many ways, but seriously. My God that was everything I thought it would be with my mother. Anyone with a thing for their mom lived it through that movie."
"I have gotten feedback that talked more about the love and affection you showed than the damned sex! It set a standard! Mary, that scene could be the next Taboo landmark video. You could be the new Kay Parker! Thousands of sons and I'm sure some moms seeing that and thinking God, it was so real!"
"So you're saying you want me to shoot this as much for you as for money."
"Sadly, yes. I see what I want, I get it. I have no hold on you past this one more, but I am going to selfishly ask you to keep your word because you did sign on. As for your boy, you've made how many movies in the last six months? What's one more?"
"It's complicated." I said vaguely.
"Life usually is. But okay, how about I sweeten it for you. I offered you three for this and there's no fee to Dan, right?"
"Right, but it's not about money."
"Of course it is, you wouldn't have come back to porn twenty years later for any other reason. Your husband passed. You have a son, money is tight."
"How did you know that?"
"Your husband? I looked it up, the rest is common sense. So, how about four thousand? That's double what any of the other women will be paid."
"Malcolm, the money is why I did this, but I can't put a price on my son."
"But if you're looking to retire, you could use a good payout on your way out the door." He pointed out, "Five."
Five? That was unheard of for anyone but big name stars doing major movie releases, but I couldn't let money motivate me anymore.
"No."
"Mary, I really don't want to sue you. In fact I'll make a negotiating mistake and say I won't. It will be your choice."
"Thank you," I said sincerely, "The answer is..."
"Ten grand."
"What?" Okay, that caught my attention.
"Ten grand for you to do this shoot."
"That's crazy Malcolm, no one pays that."
"You were right it's as much for me as the company. This kid I have waiting for you I swear he is better than the last. His letter to the site was full of the same love for his mom as Brian, different situation, she's single and he hates her being lonely."
"Cliched." I muttered, thinking I was in the same boat.
"But his passion and love for his mother comes through so clearly. I met him last week and we talked for hours. His love is so sincere I was heartbroken for him. It turned back the clock for me. So yes, I am living vicariously through him. I have no doubt we'll see a similar performance from you as well."
Hopefully not, I thought. No there wouldn't be because I wouldn't. But ten grand? That could help if it took a while to sell the house.
"But there is a catch. I'm not that selfless or reckless."
"What's the catch?"
"You really retire. That way I can bill this as Molly Minx's last movie. I can hype it as such and it will make me even more money, people will watch just for that. Advertisers will want to have a promo on the page it plays on."
"I'm listening." An official announcement wasn't much of a sticking point.
"You sign a new contract stating you retire and you can't return for at least a couple years so it doesn't look like a bait and switch saying it was your last."
"That's no issue, it will be the end."
"Ten thousand dollars, Mary." He said it slowly, "Think about it. I'm doing you a favor, you're locked in and I could force that. Instead I am offering you crazy money for one more show and we announce it's your last one right there when the movie debuts. You go out on top." He laughed, "In fact let's do that, the final position is you on top and I'll use that line."
"Pure genius." I rolled my eyes.
"So what do you say?"
"I want to meet him before the shoot, like we agreed on before. I don't want another deer in headlights when it's time."
"Fine, get there around noon and you can talk to him for a few minutes. The three of us can talk about what's going to happen. Tell you what, though. From talking to him he's nowhere near as nervous as Brian, he seems confident. Good looking kid too, you'll have fun like last time."
Not like last time. I would hold back, I'd give a good show, but nothing emotional. Malcolm might be let down, but I'd be walking off with enough money not to sweat for a little while. Malcolm announcing it being the end of Molly would help put closure on the deal.
I'd been adamant I'd quit here and now, but he was right, what was one more? I'd tell Paul I'd already filmed it if he saw it. Dan would be pissed at me, but that would be it.
"Do I have a yes Mary?"
I heard a naughty giggle in the back of my mind and for the last time let Molly answer for me.
"I'll see you Tuesday."
*****
I woke up and was happy to see it was after midnight, I'd fallen asleep after talking to Malcolm. I figured guilt for agreeing to do one more would keep me up, but quite the opposite, I had a sense of finality with Molly I hadn't when I spoke to Dan. This would be it, it had to be or Malcolm would sue saying I tricked him into saying it was the end to get more money.
I felt as if I could drift right back off, but had to pee. Kicking the covers off, I smiled at the line I'd used for years. No one ever had to pee in porn. Or had bad breath, or messy makeup and hair. I got out of bed and went out into the hallway. I was just in time to see Paul leaving the bathroom and heading for his room.
"Hey, honey." I called softly.
He stopped and turned around, "Hey, mom." He gave me an awkward wave, "Just heading back to bed."
"You okay?" I asked walking up to him. "That was a lot to deal with earlier."
"I'll be okay." He nodded, "I was upset at first, but I get it."
"You do?" Wow it was good to hear that. "You're not mad at me?"
"I told you I wasn't. You did the movies for a reason."
"I already quit." Another lie to my son, but it would be the last one. "Made some calls after we spoke."
"You didn't have to." He grinned, "I kind of liked you doing them in a way."
One step forward, three back. Jeez, he was turned on regardless of whether I wanted him or not.
"Well you shouldn't, but that's my fault, your father's too. I won't add to it."
"Okay." He seemed back in the odd calm of before and the warning signals started going off, what was in his head now? "Like I said, if we have to leave here, that's okay as long as we can stay together."
"Paul, you'll live with me until you're ready to move on with your own life." I told him, then quickly added. "But as I said earlier, only as my son."
"Sure." He shrugged, "If that's what you say."
Why the hell had I decided to talk to him? Should have just let him go back to bed.
"I thought that was settled." I reminded him.
"For tonight." He leaned forward and I felt like a jerk when I flinched, but he only gave me a peck on the cheek, "Go back and get some sleep mom, you look tired."
He turned and walked back towards his room.
"What's for tonight supposed to mean?" I demanded, but he kept walking, when he reached his door, he spoke over his shoulder,
There's always plan B." he laughed, "It was plan A, then things changed so now it's B."
Without another word he entered his room, closing the door behind him.
*****
I pulled up to the studio and getting out of my car flashed my ID to the guard who was sitting by the door. The ID had my picture, but the name Molly. The guard looked at it then me and handing it back, smirked, "Have a fun day at work, hon." He added a wink and ignoring him, I stared straight ahead as I walked into the building.
All the jerks who worked here knew what was filmed and \always had something snotty to say. The few that were nicer were only that way for a little while, then they would hit on the girls and be offended they would turn them down. Porn had come a long way, but the assumption porn star equaled indiscriminate slut would always be there.
That made me recall Paul's sad comment that I would do things with all these guys and not him. It was obvious why, they weren't related, but the hurt on his face had leant weight to the comment. Well, after today I wouldn't be doing it anymore.
I walked down the hall following the signs to the set I would be filming on and nodded at a few of the people I knew wandering the halls. Several girls were there and unlike me dressed as if they were already on set. Tight low cut tops, miniskirts, fuck me heels, the young still wanting to party crowd.
I saw a few guys including Ricky, whom I gave an affectionate hug to and told him I wouldn't be working after today. He kissed my cheek and wished me well, not making any smart ass remarks like I'm sure Brad and some of the asshole male talent would.
I found the studio and was spotted by one of the makeup girls who pointed me to my dressing room and said I was early, that she wouldn't be in to take care of me for another hour.
The girl handling wardrobe told me my outfit was already hung up in there and to try it on at least a half hour before the shoot in case something didn't fit and she needed to make a change. I knew all that from countless shoots, but listened anyway. I went into the room and noted the ensemble hanging from the rack.
"Huh." I grunted as I removed the white button up blouse from where it hung and the black skirt next to it. There was a packet containing black stockings attached to the hangar and on the shelf a pair of knee high black boots alongside black stiletto heels with an ankle strap. A post it was stuck to the boots saying "Your choice."
The outfit was identical to my waitressing outfit at Vincent's. Then again the girls dressed like that at several other bars and restaurants I'd worked at over the years and had frequented when I went out. Either the kid liked waitresses or maybe this was supposed to be a naughty school teacher look, or maybe hot librarian.
Like the previous shoot I was glad it wasn't something outrageously slutty. Not that it would matter anymore. I walked over to the makeup table and dropping my purse on it, eyed the shower.
I'd wait and meet my co-star before I'd shower and change. I wouldn't miss the showers. Scrubbing hard with the loofa and antibacterial soap. Porn stars had to be pretty much surgically clean for a shoot and once I was out of the shower I would douse myself with body spray. The men did as well, especially at key spots.
I'd only shot anal twice in my return and wouldn't miss the prep for that. That prep was why I wouldn't do much this time around. It would be hard to explain to Paul why his mother was using enemas and shitting her brains out once a week.
Another oh, so sexy detail about the porn world. Although I could get into it more than most, I'd always said if anyone wanted to be cured of thinking porn was sexy or thought we all enjoyed it, all they would have to do is sit in on some shoots.
I looked at myself in the mirror. Knowing I was going to meet the kid first I'd foregone my typical bum around the house outfits I'd wear to the set and had on a black tank top that was low cut and tight enough to make my tits really pop.



My shorts were black as well and painted on, showing off my ass and I had donned a pair of heeled sandals. I let my hair down and checked to make sure my makeup didn't need touching up.
I wasn't quite in Molly Minx mode, but looked a lot sexier than Mary the mom usually did. I turned back to the table and spotted the folder marked "Molly's script." I walked over and was just getting ready to flip it open to see what few lines I had to learn before the scene got hot and heavy and as Malcolm wanted, I would improvise. I let the folder fall closed and turned at the sound of a knock.
"Come in."
Malcolm entered wearing his traditional work clothes of a black suit and blood red shirt.
"Well this is a momentous occasion." He said cheerily, "Your last time on a set." He laughed, "Then again you came back after twenty years."
"If I come back in twenty more I'll be a hag." I joked.
"Hey, don't rule out an eventual serious spike in gilf porn."
"Gilf?"
"Grandmother I'd love to fuck."
"Oh, of course." I grinned, "But really this is it for me."
"Well, I appreciate you doing this one last one and letting me capitalize." He winked, "And get one more voyeuristic thrill out of the hottest mom in porn."
"Glad I can help."
"You ready to meet your very lucky young partner for the afternoon?"
"Sure." I nodded and walked over to him.
Malcolm linked his arm through mine and we strolled across the studio towards another dressing room.
"I think it's something that your last scene will be with an unknown amateur. He's going to be doubly famous."
"Think he'll be up for this?"
"Absolutely! You're going to love this kid, Molly. He's polite, well mannered, nice looking, seems really mature for his age and not only has a thing for his mom, but sounds like you're biggest fan. He's as obsessed with you as he is his mom, this is a big win for this kid." He winked, "And you, youth an enthusiasm Molly, right?"
I widened my baby blues, batted my lashes, pushed my lips out in a pout and whimpered, "Yes, Daddy."
"Wow, that's not bad." He nodded in appreciation, "But the young ones, they..."
"The door, Malcolm."
"Right." He knocked, then opening the door just enough to pop his head in said, "Hey kiddo, I have someone special who wants to meet you."
Malcolm opened the door further and stood aside as I walked in ahead of him. The room was identical to mine and I saw a young man sitting in a small chair facing away from us. He was to the side of the mirror and I couldn't see his refection, just saw he had a nice set of shoulders in the white t-shirt he was wearing and sandy brown hair. I heard Malcolm close the door behind him.
"What, you're going to play shy?" he laughed. "Come on, kid, turn around and meet the one and only Molly Minx."
"Yeah, come on, baby." I went into my best Molly purr, "Don't be nervous. Turn around and let me see what I'm going to be getting a whole lot of in a couple of hours."
"Come on, Paul, you've been waiting for this, Molly and your mom are all we've talked about." Paul?
The chair turned around and I was confronted with my son.
"Oh my God." I whispered, unable to control my reaction.
"Hi, Molly." Paul however, seemed able to play his part. Most likely because he'd had plenty of time to plan it. Plan B. Jesus fucking Christ! That's why he sounded like Malcolm, he'd been talking to him. "It's nice to meet you." He smiled, "Wow, you look even sexier in person."
"And you haven't seen her in her birthday suit yet!" Malcolm laughed, "Well, I'll let you two talk for a couple minutes, get to know each other, and hey, no sneak peeks, Molly."
"This can't happen." I turned around, "I'm leaving. Shoots off."
"What did you say?" Malcom stepped in front of me, blocking the door.
"You heard me, there will be no shoot and you can fucking sue me if you don't like it."
"What the hell is going on?" Malcolm looked over at Paul, "Do you know each other?"
"He's a friend of my son." I hissed in a low whisper, "I have to get out of here."
"I didn't know." He looked genuinely concerned. "Well, then we'll have to cancel and..."
"Hey, mom where are you going?" Paul asked.
My eyes widened and I felt the color drain from my face.
"Mom?" Malcolm looked at me, then Paul, "This...Molly is your mother?"
"She is, that's why I'm her biggest fan and why I wrote to you. I needed to show my mom how much I..."
"Shut up!" I shouted, as I spun around to face him. "Just shut up, Paul!"
"It's true." Malcolm said softly and I wanted to hit myself. I could have tried to say Paul was lying, it would have been a weak play, but something, instead I'd just admitted it. "Holy shit." He whistled.
"Plan B?" I took a couple of steps towards Paul, "This is plan fucking B? You meeting me for a damn shoot?"
"It was plan A, remember, but then you..."
"Shut the fuck up!" I screamed and Paul gasped, his eyes going wide, "You stop talking and you get the fuck out of here, now!"
"Hold on." Malcolm said, "There needs to be a shoot today."
"You listen to me you twisted fuck." I spun around so fast to face him, Malcolm stepped back from me. "My son is leaving, then I'm leaving. There will be no shoot and if you try to sue me, I will tell the court you tried to force me to have a porn shoot with my son. An illegal incestuous shoot. You got that?" I was pointing up in his face and he looked as shocked as Paul.
"I...wasn't suggesting that. But I need a shoot, I can call one of the other girls and they can stand in."
"My son is not starring in one of your filthy movies. He will not be put in the hands of some predatory milf porn star. He will never do what I've done, you understand that Malcolm?"
"I..."
"So help me God, I will claw your fucking eyes out if you don't get the hell out of my way."
"No shoot!" He put his hands up and I heard Paul snicker behind me.
"You think this is funny?" I rounded on him, "You have no idea how not funny this is! You better get the hell out of here now Paul. Go home and wait for me and hope that I calm down before I get there."
Paul looked at Malcolm who was smart enough to offer him no help. He slowly rose from the chair and gave me a wide berth as he began to pass me. He stopped when Malcolm said, "Hold on a minute."
"Leave, Paul. Remember who you have to live with."
"Just wait, two minutes, please."
"There's nothing you can say." I told him, trying to reign my temper in and not keep yelling. There were people in other rooms and in the studio, they didn't need to hear me yelling about my son being here.
"So you," he pointed at Paul, "Really want your mom? Everything in that letter and the talk we had was about Mary?"
"Don't use my real name here." I warned him.
"He's your son, he knows your name." Malcolm said, while still looking at Paul.
"Yes sir." He said softly, "It's all true, that's why I did this, to show her how much and that I'd do anything to...hey!" Paul cried out in surprise when I grabbed his arm and yanked him so hard towards the door, he almost fell, "Stop talking and get the hell out of here!" I told him.
"Twenty five thousand!" Malcolm blurted out.
"Holy shit!" Paul gasped.
"Not only will it never happen, but what part of filming an incest video in this country is illegal don't you understand?" I asked him, my voice trembling with the effort to not explode. My hands were curled into fists and I swore I was ready to punch him.
"It's not to film for a site, its for me, personally."
"Twenty five grand?" Paul repeated, "Mom, that..."
He stopped as soon as I looked his way.
"It would be just for me." Malcolm continued, "Just you and Paul in a room and me filming with a simple camcorder."
I stood up on my toes, inches from his face and said, "You can't buy this, you sick bastard."
"I have before." He countered. "I drew up a legal document that should the film ever make its way public I would have to pay out a million dollars. And!" He gave me a nervous smile, "As you pointed out its illegal, I would lose my business, everything. I'm willing to put that in writing."
"Then if you have done it, why do you need to do it again?" Paul asked.
"Why does a drunk need another drink?" Malcolm shrugged, "Its my passion."
"My son and I are not having sex. Not at home and certainly not in front of you so you can jack off to us for years to come."
"Thirty Five." He looked nervous, an odd look on him, and he was red and seemed as excited as he had at the Real Mom shoot. "Come on, Mary, you know you want him! I saw it with Brian! You can mock me, but can't deny I know about these things, I saw real desire there."
"People win Oscars for that kind of acting. I got a couple grand and a mouthful of cum." I said nastily. "What you saw was me playing a part and playing it well enough to ensure I'd make more money next time."
"It was a mistake as this proves. Now, let's go Paul." I pushed him towards the door, "You're going home and I'm going anywhere but home until I don't want to kill you."
"Forty?"
"Fifty three thousand eight hundred." Paul spoke up.
"Huh?" Malcolm looked at him. "That's a random number."
"It's what's what we owe on my tuition. I get that I'm covered until I graduate." He smiled at me, "We could keep the house and," He was stopped by my placing my finger to his lips.
Keeping it there, I pulled open the dressing room door, switched my hand from his face to his hair and yanked it hard enough to make him cry out as he staggered out of the room. "Go home!" I snapped as I slammed the door behind him and turned to Malcolm.
"You put all this shit in his head."
"No, he came to me! He wrote a letter I loved and I met him and yeah I said a few things about what I believe, but he was already gung ho."
That was true and I knew it, Paul wanted me before he met this idiot.
"Mary, think about it, that's a lot of money and it will never leave my hands. And you do want him! I get you can't admit it, but he saw what I saw in that movie! I..."
"You shut the hell up." I snarled at him. "You stay away from me and you stay away from my son. I find out you tried to contact him, I swear I will press charges and tell the cops you were trying to get me to fuck my son for money. That story gets out you're finished, understand?"
Malcolm's shoulders slumped in defeat, "Understood, I won't reach out to you, but mark my words, Mary, you want that boy and he is madly in love with you. It's not lust, he wants to be good to you and you certainly look like you need someone to be good to you."
I reached for the door, but he his hand on it, holding it closed.
"One minute and you can go, promise." He said softly, "Paul told me how alone you've been since your husband passed. You came back to this not just for money, but for sex. You forget I started as an actor as well."
"I'd been disowned by my family and was lost and lonely and the industry gave me sex, attention and despite a lot of assholes some friends and a twisted little family of sorts. That's what you got out of it your first time and part of why you came back. It's what you know and it fills a void, but that young man wants to give you so much more, Mary. He wants to give you his heart, let him."
"Get help, Malcolm." I yanked my hand from his hand from the door. "And stay away from me and my son."
I turned and stormed out of the room, slamming the door in his face as he tried to say something. I walked quickly through the studio, keeping my head down. I heard Rick calling my name and asking if I was okay, but I kept moving. I made it out of the studio, got into my car and peeling out of the lot, drove a few blocks before I pulled over into a Walgreen's parking lot and let it go, sitting with my head on the wheel sobbing.
My son had tried to trick me and in doing so admitted it in front of a freak who thought it was just great. If there was any bright side it was that things couldn't get any worse, could they? ***** I sat in the car outside the house and for the tenth time in the last half hour told myself to go inside and get this over with. After I'd had my drama queen cry in the parking lot, I'd gone to Vincent's and had a few drinks. I didn't get drunk like last time, but had enough to relax and dull my senses a bit, hopefully enough I wouldn't explode on Paul when I did get home.
It was crowded and the way I was dressed led to three different guys trying to pick me up. The last one I actually considered. He was about my age, good looking and had a great smile. He was interested, but laid back, not pushing, taking the approach of letting it be my move. As we had our third drink together I thought about it.
Maybe it's what I needed. Go back to his place, have some fun, maybe spend the afternoon and possibly the night there. I'd call Paul and tell him I'd talk to him tomorrow then lay back and let someone take care of me for once. I'd be both Mary and Molly, let him take the reins the first time, then go wildcat on him.
In the end I decided I couldn't do it. Not now, with everything going on, but I did give him my number and asked him to call in a couple days when I wasn't so busy. Maybe Dan was right, this is what I needed and if I had a lover it would show Paul he was seeing shadows.
My fucking porn stars didn't deter him, hell, he was turned on. But there was no emotion there. If I showed interest in a man that would be different.
Then I was hit with the inevitable; what if this guy, or any guy found one of my movies, then what? Molly was the gift that would just keep on giving at this point. I'd driven home and been sitting in the driveway trying to envision a scenario where this didn't get ugly.
As much as I'd drank I was still angry at Paul, angrier than I'd ever been at him, or anyone else for that matter, in years. I told myself Paul didn't realize what he'd done, that he was confused and in a sense maybe still dealing with the loss of his father, somehow thinking he could take his place and make both of us okay.
But my overwhelming reaction was still to be pissed off. He'd been 'talking ' to me through my website, wrote a letter to Malcolm then sat and talked with that whack job for hours about me. I quickly got out of the car as the more I sat there, the angrier I became again.
I walked up the porch stairs fuming as much as I had been at the studio. Part of me had hoped he would be hiding in his room and I could go in mine and do this tomorrow, but now I wanted him to be waiting for me because I'd had it with this whole mess. So much for wanting to take time to get my act together, I was now as mad as when I'd first seen him in the dressing room.
I entered the house and to my ill-tempered satisfaction saw he was sitting on the couch waiting for me.
"Um, hey , mom." He said quietly.
"Mom? What happened to hey, Molly!" I tossed my purse on the end table too hard and it slid off and fell on the floor, the contents spilling onto it.
Paul started to get up to pick it up, but I stopped him.
"Leave it and answer me, what happened to hey, Molly?"
"That was an act, you know, so Malcolm wouldn't know who I was."
"You didn't mind telling him who you were though did you?"
"Well, when you wouldn't play along, I just figured,"
"Figured what?" I snapped walking over to stand in front of him. "That I would show up, see it was you and say what the hell, the show must go on? Did you think you were going to fuck me?"
"No, I...I just wanted you to see how much I wanted you, that I'll do anything."
I stepped up between his legs, looking down at him where he sat up on the edge of the couch. I was breathing hard and so mad I was shaking. Paul, seemingly oblivious to my impending explosion, continued to speak.
"We should talk, mom."
"Molly." I said. "Call me Molly."
"Uh, why?"
"Because I'm your goddamn mother and you'll listen to what I say. Now call me Molly."
"Okay." He looked at me dubiously, "Molly, we need to talk."
"Yeah, we do."
"That offer from Malcolm we should take it."
"Really?" I gave him a smile, that he should have noticed wasn't a pleasant one, "Why?"
"Because I bet we could get him to give us enough to pay off school. Then you could stop filming porn."
"I already quit, weren't you paying attention?" He wasn't now, that as for sure because if he was he'd know enough to shut up.
"Well you wouldn't have to worry about money! We can afford the house with your job and me chipping in until I graduate then I'll be making good money!"
"But we'd have to fuck and do it in front of Malcolm now wouldn't we?"
"Yes, but we'll do it before that."
"Oh, will we?" I asked softly, what the hell was wrong with him?
"I wouldn't want that to be our first time. So we'll do it after we've been together a few times! Then we make that movie and we're all set!"
"All set."
"Yes, no money worries, but more important, the two of us will be...."
"There is no fucking us!" I screamed at him, causing him to lean back on the couch. "Get that through your goddamn head!"
"But mom..."
"Molly! I am fucking Molly to you right now and I'll tell you why when I'm done reaming your ass! How could you be so fucking stupid?"
"Jeez, I was just trying to..."
"You sat there talking to that pig about me! You told him how bad you wanted your mother and you knew you were getting him to set you up with me!"
"Yes." He admitted.
"Then right there in front of him you tell him who I am! You told that freak you were my son! He knows, he fucking knows!"
"He won't say..."
"I have never been more humiliated in my life!" I was out of control now, screaming at the top of my lungs and waving my arms wildly. Paul looked taken aback, but at the same time was still speaking as if nothing were wrong.
"Really?" He asked, "I would have figured that video from a long time ago where you sat there and let all those guys jerk off on you would have been more humiliating that that." He grinned at me, "Or did you kind of like that...Ow!"
Paul cried out when I slapped him in the face, not once but twice, hitting him with both hands in rapid succession.
"Don't you fucking dare talk about things like that to me! You think I wanted to do those things? I was new and staying at a fucking homeless shelter! I needed that money to survive and those things paid more! I did what I had to! You've never had to do that!"
"Mom, please, I..." I silenced him with another slap that sent him reeling against the back of the couch.
"Then I went back to this bullshit so you could keep the life I would have given anything for! College, a beautiful home to live in! I became a fucking whore for you!" I stopped yelling and stood there, my chest heaving,
"No." I lowered my voice, "That's wrong, I was always a whore, I just took time off from it when I had someone to love me. Then he left and the whore came back."
I leaned over and was so far gone it didn't bother me he put his hands up, afraid I was going to hit him again.
"And that's why I want you to call me Molly. Because you don't love me, Paul. Not like that anyway. You're in love with Molly. You don't want your mother, you want Molly the slut, the fucking cum dumpster who gets paid to take loads in her face and cocks in whatever hole the director tells me to."
"Mom. Please don't talk like that." His voice was trembling, "You're not like that."
"Of course I am!" My voice rose again, "There's over a hundred movies to prove it and you've probably seen them all!"
Paul tried to get up, but I pushed him back and put my knee up on the couch between his legs, to keep him where he was.
"That's the point, Paul. You've been watching Molly the porn star for over two years! That's who you want! You don't want your mother!"
"I do." He spoke up, "It's not Molly when I'm rubbing your shoulders and feet and watching movies with you and keeping you company, I love you, mom." He shrugged, "But you are Molly, you're not two people and yes, I want Molly too."



"Of course you do." I growled through my rage, "All men want Molly. No one wants Mary, the boring housewife and loser drop out who can't do better than be a waitress. You all want the skank, the pig, the little fuck doll you jerk off to."
"No, I..." he was confused and finally looked scared, but it was too late to slow me down.
"You just admitted you did! Tell me, Paul, you lay there and jerk off to me in my sweat pants? You get off to thinking of a candlelit dinner with me or you watch those movies when you do it?"
His quickly lowering his eyes was the only answer I needed.
"Right, so don't give me this love shit, you're in lust with Molly just like every other guy that's ever blown a load on me or to me."
I was being unnecessarily crude, but didn't care, he needed to know I was done with this and why he really had a thing for me. The same reason every man had wanted me, sex.
"Dad was wrong." Paul raised his eyes to mine, "He lied about wanting Molly. That's why you thought they were different people. I won't lie. I do want Molly, I do fantasize about you being that way with me, but I want..."
"You want Molly?" If I'd thought I was mad before, I was mistaken.
His words caused a rush of red hot rage to flow through me and months of grief, guilt, self-loathing and stress exploded through me, sending anything resembling reason out the door.
"Well, yeah, but I,"
"Then you can fucking have her!"
I leaned over him and holding him against the couch kissed him hard. Paul gasped as my lips sought to devour his and he tried to push me back. I shoved his hands down and hissed, "Go ahead, kiss me! Show Molly how much you want her!"
I kissed him again, my lips roughly pressing into his mouth. Paul whimpered in his throat, but attempted to return the kiss. He was trying to go slow, slide his lips gently across mine, but I was having none of it.
"Forget the sweet shit." I said into his face, "I'm not your mother, I'm Molly and I don't need love, I need this!" I pushed my lips to his and shoved my tongue into them.
Paul parted his lips and groaned as my tongue forced its way into his mouth. I moaned as my mouth attacked his. My nipples were aching and I was already feeling that familiar wave of heat between my legs.
As always when she was doing something she shouldn't Molly was getting worked up. I grabbed his face in my hands and kissed him even harder, nipping his upper lip with my teeth then plunging my tongue back into his mouth.
I was kissing him the way I kissed on the set, exaggerated and lusty, no real enjoyment in it, but that was fine, after all, wasn't this the woman Paul wanted? I slid my hands down his chest and grabbing his shirt, pulled it out of his pants and up to his chest.
"Take this off." I whispered into his ear, then flicked my tongue across it and moaned loudly, "Show mommy how her little boy's not so little anymore."
"Mom, please, I don't want to do it this way."
"No?" I pushed up on the couch, swinging my legs over his hips and straddling him. I worked my hips, grinding my crotch into his and gave him a nasty smile, "Then why are you hard, baby boy?"
Paul turned red and I laughed nastily, "You're hard because this is what you want!" I leaned over and kissed his neck, then whispered in his ear, "Every man gets hard for Molly Minx, don't they?"
I yanked on his shirt so hard I heard it tear and with a panicked look on his face, Paul lifted his arms up. I ripped the shirt over his head and hurled it away. Placing my hands on his chest I ran them up and down, caressing him with my long red nails.
"Hmm, look at you, baby. My boy's a man now isn't he?" I ground harder into his crouch, "A hell of a man it feels like!"
I put his hands on my shirt and raised my arms over my head, "Go ahead, Paul, take my shirt off."
"Mom,"
"Molly!" I snapped, "You wanted my shirt off last night, now take it off!"
When he didn't move I leaned back on his lap and stripped it off myself, tossing it over my shoulder. I cupped my breasts through my bra and worked my crotch into his, dry fucking him.
"This is your chance, baby! You want Molly, here I am, come and get me!"
I reached around and unhooking my bra slid the straps down my arm. Unlike last night, I slid my arms through them, then held the bra to my chest with one hand while reaching out and tracing Paul's nipple with my fingertip causing him to groan. He still looked nervous, but his eyes were now focused on my chest.
"Yeah, you want to see your hot mommy Molly's tits? You want them don't you?"
I didn't give him time to answer whipping the bra off with a flourish.
"Oh my God." Paul breathed, his eyes widening at the sight of his mother's tits.
"It's not like you haven't seen them before in all the movies, but better in person, no?" I cupped my tits, lifting them and stroked my nipples with my thumbs. I moaned from the contact and my hips were now moving continuously on the raging hard on in my son's jeans.
The expression on Paul's face was changing. His eyes were still wide, but had lost the concern in them and were now glazing over with a look I was paid to be an expert in, lust.
"That's right," I was now in full Molly Minx mode speaking in my best porn star purr, "These are the tits you've been wanting aren't they? The ones you've jerked off to. These are mommy's tits, aren't they, baby boy?"
His hands were in his lap as if he didn't know what to do with them and once again taking his wrists, I pulled them up and he didn't resist.
"No director to tell you what to do, so I guess it's up to me." I placed his un-protesting hands on my breasts and the breath hissed from between his lips as I held them there.
"Go ahead, play with them," I moved my hands up and down causing his to fondle me.
I stopped moving, but Paul's hands continued to move, sliding across my tits and causing me to moan as his palms slid across my throbbing nipples. He gave them a gentle squeeze and the look on his face was one of shock, as if he couldn't believe this was finally happening for him.
"Come on, baby, better than that!" I snapped impatiently, "How much porn have you watched? Don't tease them, play with them!"
His fingers found my nipples and I released a low groan as he rolled them between his fingertips. It felt better than when he was just rubbing them, but he was touching tentatively and too softly. Molly wasn't one for patience or slow and gentle for that matter and slapping his hands away, I leaned over and shoved my tits in his face.
"For Christ's sake, stop pretending you don't want this!" I breathed, moving side to side, slapping my tits against his face as he sat there stunned.
I grabbed the back of his head and pushed it into my left breast. "Suck that tit!" I demanded.
Paul moaned and a moment later I felt his tongue flick across my swollen nub. He traced it in a slow circle and rolling my eyes, I held his head and arched my back, thrusting my nipple into his mouth,
"I said suck it! Suck your mother's tit! Or is it Molly's tit you want? Well, you're right, it's the same thing, and your mother's a fucking pig who blames a stage name for being a whore!"
Still holding his head, I lifted up on my knees removing my ass from his crotch and reaching down grabbed his cock through his jeans.
"You're hard, baby, you like those tits in your face don't you? You like your slutty mom, Molly sitting on your lap?"
"Hmm-mm" Paul moaned around my tit.
"Then show me how much you want it and suck that fucking tit like a man, not a little boy!"
Paul opened his mouth wide and I gasped when he sucked not just my nipple, but part of my soft breast into it. He cupped my tits as he now eagerly sucked my nipple. His fingers teased my other nipple and I rubbed his cock up and down.
He was damn hard and there was an impressive length to his bulge. Seemed my son had quite the cock. Good, because the bigger the better for Molly Minx.
"There you go!" I cried out when, without me coaxing him, he switched to sucking my other nipple.
I squeezed his cock, making him groan around my breast and grabbing his head, I shoved him back into the couch and sliding closer on his lap, kissed him. This time my rough kiss was met much more confidently and as my tits pressed into his chest, his arms encircled my waist and his hands rubbed up and down my bare back and up into my long hair.
You fucking whore, I thought, look at you topless, grinding on your son's dick. But that's what he wanted and what people kept telling me I wanted so why the fuck not? If my son wanted Molly Minx, then he was going to get her, every bit of her.
I eased back from him and reaching behind me slipped my shoes off. Bracing my hands on his shoulders I slid my feet onto the couch on either side of his legs and stood up. One at a time, I lifted my feet over his leg so I was now standing between his spread legs. Paul looked up at me, a mixed look of surprise and desire on his face as I unsnapped my shorts and shoved them down over my hips and part way down my thighs.
"Take them off." I told him. Paul hesitated and I repeated my request, "I said take my fucking shorts off!"
Paul grabbed them and tugged them slowly down my legs. I sighed and said in a mocking tone. "Jesus. And you thought you could make a movie with me? You don't even want to take my clothes off!"
Paul stared up at me, the nervous look back on his face.
"Easy, mom." He said, "It doesn't have to be..."
"It will be what you want it to be!" I told him, "Molly Minx is going to fuck you, your slut mother is going to show you just how nasty she is and if you can't keep up, I'll just take what I need."
I lifted my legs one at a time, keeping my hands on his shoulder for balance as he removed my shorts. I was wearing a pair of black lace panties, the transparent crotch of them was right in his face and tugging them to the side, I ran my finger through my sopping wet slit.
"That the pussy you want?"
I didn't bother waiting for an answer. I pushed the panties down and lifting my left leg, put my foot on his shoulder, leaned forward and shoved my pussy in my son's face. I held his hair in my hands and when he didn't immediately lick me, I worked my hips up and down, rubbing my slick pussy up and down his face. I heard him moan and gasped when his tongue slid out and into the wet folds of my pussy.
"Yes." I moaned, "Come on, baby boy, give mommy a kiss."
I pushed my hips down, guiding his tongue to my clit and groaned when he licked it several times, then sucked on it.
"Oh, look at you!" I told him, "Look at you sucking on your mother's cunt. Hmm, that's a nasty word isn't it? That's okay, because I'm your nasty girl aren't I?"
Paul moaned into my pussy and his hands came around to grab my ass. I gasped when he spread it open and eased his fingers through my pussy from behind. Leaning forward, I put my hands on the wall and ground my hips into his face.
"Suck it." I hissed, "Shove those fingers in my cunt and suck that fucking clit until I cum in your face!"
Paul stopped licking and removed his hands from my ass and pussy. Grabbing my hips, he eased me back, holding onto me so I didn't fall off the couch. I stared down at his now red face, his cheeks glistening from his mother's sticky juices.
"No." He said softly. "Not like this. Get off me."
"You have your mother naked on the couch, her pussy in your face and you tell me no?" I carefully stepped down off the couch and kicking the panties off my right foot, I shook my head, "You don't tell me no."
Paul started to stand, but lifting my leg, I put my foot on his chest and pinned him to the couch.
"You wanted this mister sowantmymom. You fucked with me, you knew all along and stalked me on my site. You told that little lie about your father telling you I was a model just to see how I'd react. You sat here telling me about an older woman and meant me. You were fucking toying with me and laughing at me."
"No, I just didn't..."
"Then today? You show up and make me look like a fucking fool. You set me up, you little shit. Well for that you're going to get just what you wanted. Molly Minx in all her glory."
I dropped my foot from his chest, then dropping to my knees between his legs, ripped his jeans open, the button flying past my head to land somewhere on the floor behind me.
"Mom, stop." Paul exclaimed, sitting up. I used both hands to shove him back again.
"You won't be saying that in a minute." I yanked his zipper down and reaching into his underwear, pulled out his now only semi hard cock.
"Aw, someone's not so happy anymore." I smiled up at him as I stroked his cock. "Bet I can fix that."
I opened wide and took him in my mouth. Paul cried out a sound of both surprise and pleasure as I swirled my talented tongue around the spongy head of his cock. I bobbed my head rapidly and putting his hands on my shoulders I whimpered, "Mom, please stop."
I didn't listen and he didn't do anything to stop me. His hands remained still on my arms, his fingers trembling as I continued to blow him. His cock swelled rapidly in my mouth and when he was fully hard, I took him down to his balls.
Paul's cock was fairly large, but hell, I was a damned porn star. I effortlessly took him as deep as I could with his jeans still up and Paul moaned when I shook my head back and forth, rubbing the sensitive head of his cock around my hot wet mouth.
Keeping him in my mouth, I grabbed the edge of his jeans and tugged on them, Paul groaned, "Mom, I...Oh."
He couldn't finish the sentence when I removed his cock from my mouth and sticking my tongue out slapped it against it. I turned my cheek and rubbed it alongside my face, his pre cum oozing onto my face.
"How's your big dick look in your mother's face? As good as you hoped?"
I took just the tip into my mouth and sucked hard, getting a mouth full of pre cum and another whimper from Paul. I grabbed his jeans again, "Take this off!" I told him, letting his cock fall from my mouth, "It's not nice to disobey your mother."
Paul was breathing hard and seemed to waver. Giving him a sultry smile, I held his cock up and licked up and down his shaft, making a show of it. With a look of a drowning man going down for the last time, Paul lifted his hips and with a laugh, I pulled his jeans and underwear down his legs.
His cock sprang free and he groaned when I took it back into my mouth. I bobbed my head slowly, teasing him by taking him an inch at a time, then taking just as long on the way back up.
As I did I pulled his shoes and socks off, then his jeans. The entire time I was undressing him, I kept my eyes on his and my mouth moving along his cock. I was a professional after all.
"You jerk off to this, Paul? Your mother on her knees blowing you?"
I grabbed his cock and pumped it slowly, "Answer me!" I snapped, squeezing his cock for emphasis.
"Yes." He whispered, "All the time."
"Then why fight it?" I gave him a naughty smile, "Just sit back and let mommy do the work, baby boy." I kissed his cock, "And this is work, after all I suck cock for a living don't I?"
I pinned his cock to his stomach and sucked his balls into my mouth causing him to cry out again. I slurped noisily on them as I stroked his throbbing cock. My hips were working as I bathed his balls with my tongue.
I was wet and my clit was aching. I needed to cum and more than that needed this cock inside me. My son's cock, the one cock I should never think about, let alone have it in my hand.
But seeing he wanted it and every sick prick in the porn world insisted mother's secretly wanted to please their sons, why not? If I was going to be branded porn's hottest mom, shouldn't I live up to it? I pulled his cock to my mouth and spit on it, pumping it and working my saliva into it.
I spit on it again, making an exaggerated sound effect like I did in the movies.
"Like mom spitting on your cock?" I did it again, but this time quickly took him into my mouth and slurped it back up. Paul's hands fingers dug into my shoulders when I took him easily all the way down to his balls.
I held him buried in my mouth, swirling my tongue around his shaft. I slipped it out to lick his balls then shook my head back and forth. Paul was moaning and his hips were moving, pushing his cock deeper into his out of control mother's mouth. I worked my way back up his cock and opening wide let a long strand of pre cum mixed drool spill out onto his cock.
Just as I was taught to always look at the cameraman over the male talent's shoulder, I kept my eyes on Paul's. He seemed to be caught between being uncomfortable and nervous, but he was breathing hard and moaning, helpless not to enjoy his mother's extremely talented mouth. My hair fell across my face, and taking his hand I used it to brush my hair back and placed his hand on my head.
"Don't you want to watch the show?" I asked, a line of spit hanging from my chin to his cock. "Your mother slobbering over a big cock?"
I slurped up the line of spit and opening my mouth much wider than I needed to I proceeded to devour his cock, bobbing my head quickly and taking him deep every time. With my mouth that open I was make nasty sucking sounds and began to gag for effect just like I did for the movies.
Spit and re cum were flowing down his shaft and my chin and down onto my tits. I slammed my head down harder and faster on his cock causing my eyes to water and giving him the full effect of a hardcore face fucking blow job.
His hand stayed in my hair and placing my hands behind my back, I sucked him even faster, now whimpering and moaning along with the wet gagging sounds. The whimpers were for show, adding to my wide watery eyes that had a look of alarm in them, as if he were forcing me.
The moans however were real. Paul's was long, thick and hard and his cock felt good in my mouth. He was beginning to twitch each time I took him deep and his thighs were trembling.
I released him with a retching sound and a huge glob of slobber that splattered on his stomach. I stroked his slick cock and gasping, said, "Tell me."
"T...tell you what?" He asked, breathing just as hard that stunned look still on his face.
"Tell me to suck your cock, tell me I'm a fucking pig! Talk to me the way those assholes in the movies do."
"No, I can't."
"You will." I sucked him into my mouth, sucking him fast and hard while jerking him off and fondling his balls with my other hand. It was a running line in the industry any porn star could suck one of the men off in less than five minutes if they really wanted to and my son was no porn star.
Paul, groaned then whimpered, his hips moving faster and his cock jerking in my mouth. His hands tightened in my hair and his balls were tightening. I sucked a few more times and when he began moaning louder and his hips jerked faster, I stopped and released him.
"Oh, oh, shit." He moaned
"Tell me, tell me or you won't come. I'll tease you all fucking night if I have to."
I started sucking again and within a minute he was shaking again. I stopped once more, "Going to tell me? Or am I going to make you beg?"
"Mom. I don't want you to act like this." He said, "Please stop."
"I'm not acting!" I told him then sucked him some more, stopping when his hands clenched tight enough to pull my hair painfully. "Now tell me! You think those movies are so fucking hot treat me like those men treat me!"
"Oh, Oh." Paul groaned as I began sucking him, but slowly this time.
He tried to lean forward, but I braced my hands on his chest and held him down as I sucked him. He whimpered and thrust his hips hard into my mouth, I yanked away from him and smiled when he whined pathetically, "Please, please mom."
"You're going to cum for me, you're going come all over your mother's slutty face and I don't care if you like it or not. Molly's a pig and she's your pig, just like you wanted."



I sucked him several times, then stopped. Then started again. I'd done fetish edging videos in the past and knew men. I had total control over him. There was no chance he would come unless I let him. Paul lasted through two more tries, before he blurted out.
"Suck my cock! Oh, please suck it!"
"Who should suck it and what am I?" I ran my tongue along his quivering head.
"Suck my cock mom!" He moaned, when I took him in my mouth, but simply held him there he moaned, then whimpered, "Suck it you...you fucking pig."
"Hmm." I sucked him, but slowly, his back arched off the couch and his legs straightened his body straining to come, but I was holding him off.
Finally losing control, Paul cried out, "Suck my cock, you nasty skank, you dirty fucking slut!"
"Oh, that's it!" I purred around his cock and sucked him faster, Either now into it, or afraid I would stop, Paul kept going.
"You're a slut Molly, a nasty little cum dumpster! My mother's a cock sucking whore."
I groaned around him and sucked him faster. Paul cried out and I gasped and my eyes rolled back when he exploded into my mouth. I had him deep and the first squirt hit the back of my mouth. His thick salty cum sliding down my throat. I quickly pulled my mouth from him, but kept it open, jerking him off. A long spurt landed on my tongue and the next one splattered against my chin.
"Come on my face." I called out, my eyes and face a mask of lust like when I was on the set. "Come in mommy's face!"
I stroked him and turned my head side to side, letting him paint my face.
"Yes!" I moaned, "All over your mother's face, just like you thought about! Take that, you fucking whore, that's what you thought, wasn't it?"
I pumped his cock until his moans turned to whimpers and only a few drops came out. I sucked him back into my mouth and sucked hard, draining his balls completely. I let him go and sat back on my knees, my son's cum dripping from my face and onto my tits.
"Oh fuck." Paul groaned, "Oh my God, mom."
I stood up between his legs making no effort to wipe the come from my face and looked down at his still hard twitching cock.
"Better than the movies?" I asked, my chest heaving.
"I....didn't want that." He said in between his own deep breaths.
"Then why am I wearing a huge load on my face?"
"Because you...made me." He said, but his eyes were on first my breasts, then darted down between my thighs.
"You're a strong twenty year old boy twice my weight. I couldn't really make you do anything, baby boy." I grabbed his cock, "And you're still hard for me, aren't you?"
"Mom, stop."
"Oh, you get yours, but I can't get mine? Molly always comes on the set, she's going to cum here."
I got back on the couch, once again straddling him, "But before I do, I think you mother would like to go for a ride."
Before he could react, I reached back, grabbed his cock and impaled myself on it.
"Oh fuck." Paul cried out in my ear as his cock plunged into his mother's sopping pussy.
"Oh, yeah!" I moaned, working my hips across his lap, sliding his cock back and forth inside me. "Nice and hard for your mother."
I put my hands on his shoulders and bounced up and down, riding him. Leaning forward, I pushed my tit in his face, "Suck on them while I enjoy you not wanting me."
Paul obediently sucked on my nipple and I rode him harder, my hips bucking up and down and really driving him deep. I flicked my tongue across his ear before whispering, "How's it feel to fuck your mother? As good as you hoped? You like being in a pussy that's been used by so many men I've lost track?"
"Stop talking like that," He begged, "Please just let me be with you."
"Be with me? How fucking Hallmark!" I laughed harshly. "Save that for a nice girl, not your porn star mother. Now suck my fucking tit, you've pined for me so long, just shut up and enjoy the ride."
I worked my hips in tight circles, grinding on my son's hard cock and moving side to side feeding him each nipple in turn. I ignored his whimpering protests and continued to ride him, moving faster, sometimes up and down then side to side, working his cock around inside me.
I was moaning softly and as I always did on the sets let Molly fully take over and enjoy herself. For someone who seemed reluctant, Paul's tongue and lips were working just fine on my nipples and his hands were on my hips, moving with them, guiding his mother along his cock as she rode him.
My clit was aching and as good as fucking him felt, I needed to come. I stood up on the couch as I had before and this time putting my knees on either side of his head on the back of the couch, buried his face between my thighs. Paul released a muffled cry between my legs, but when I worked my hips, smearing my hot flesh into his face, his tongue began to move.
"Eat that pussy." I hissed, my forearm braced against the wall, my head resting on it as my other hand played with my nipple. "Suck your mother's cunt until she comes for you! Show me how bad you want mommy's pussy!"
Paul's hands cupped my ass, helping me balance and reaching back, I grabbed his right one and pushed it between my thighs from behind. "Shove your fingers in my pussy, come on baby boy! Show you're mother all the fun things you learned from watching porn."
I groaned when he followed my instructions and pushed two fingers into my overheated pussy. His tongue was on my clit and I moved my hips, pushing my clit into his mouth while working his fingers deeper.
I leaned my cheek against the cool wall the couch was against and felt the cum on my face squish into it. It couldn't get much more wrong than this. Naked, straddling my son's face with the taste of his cum in my mouth.
This would make a hell of a scene, Molly goes for a ride! I giggled and even in my current rage fueled state I realized how sick it sounded. The giggle turned into a low moan and my hips jerked as Paul sucked my clit harder than he had been.
His fingers were moving faster, thrusting harder. I rose up and down on my knees sliding my pussy up and down his tongue. Paul put his arm around my waist and held me still as his lips once again fastened to my clit moved faster than before.
He was not moving his tongue slowly or teasing and enjoying he was licking hard and fast, trying to get me off, get this over with. Just like the fucking assholes I had sex with on the set.
All about them, then when they had to actually pay attention to the woman it was a rushed effort. That was alright, I'd let him get me off quick, this time. But I'd get as much as I wanted. After all didn't all the experts say a son always wanted to please their mom?
"Yes!" I moaned, "Right there, suck that clit, make mommy come in her son's pretty face!"
My breath caught and my body tensed. Paul continued to finger and suck and my moans turned into the telltale sexy little hiccups that told the audience that Molly was ready to go off and as always not faking it.
I gave my nipple a hard twist and throwing my head back howled as my orgasm exploded through me. I clamped my legs tighter around Paul's head and bucked my hips wildly.
His tongue was still moving on his clit and my pussy convulsed around his plunging fingers. I cried out repeatedly as my son became the first man that I hadn't been paid to fuck to make me come since his father became ill.
I shuddered as the last of the orgasm flowed through me and after a moment of leaning against the wall, to catch my breath, I slid my legs from Paul's shoulders and eased off the couch.
Paul was breathing hard, his face beet red from being smothered by his mother's thighs and pussy. His face was glistening and he looked more surprised than turned on. I stood looking down at him and noticed his cock had softened, but was still semi hard.
"Hmm, you made me come hard." I told him, "Good job, baby boy. Now it's time for you to really fuck me."
"I'm done." Paul declared.
"You're done when I say you are." I lowered my head into his lap and sucked him into my mouth, Paul squirmed on the couch, but as before he didn't really fight me. His cock grew rapidly and within moments he was once again fully hard for me.
"Hmm, you bad boy!" I smiled at him as I pumped him, "You taste like Mommy's pussy. Oh, that's right, that's because you fucked me."
"Right so we..."
"I'm just getting warmed up, you're not going anywhere until you stop whining and man up and fuck me."
I gave his cock a few quick hard sucks, turned my back to him and sat down on his cock. Paul moaned as I put my back against his chest and listing my legs, put my feet on his thighs. I bounced up and down on his cock and reaching over my head, put my arms around him, pulling his head down. Turning to the right, I kissed him, well aware I still had some of his come on my face.
Paul whimpered into the kiss as I rode his dick fast and hard.
"Fuck me!" I told him, "Move your damn hips and fuck your mother like she needs it, The way you think I do. The way you think only a son can."
"Fuck!" I moaned when Paul worked his hips, thrusting into me. I lifted up a little higher to allow him more room to move and fuck me harder. He put his hands on my stomach and pushing his right one between my legs, pressed his fingers into my clit.
"I want to come on my baby boy's dick." I kissed him hard, "Make me come again! Show mommy why you're the man who can take care of her."
Paul groaned, but moved his fingers, working my clit in hard fast circles. My pussy was still quivering from the first orgasm, but between his cock plunging rapidly in and out of me and Molly being out of control, I could already feel my body responding.
"Play with that pussy!"
"Mom," He whispered, "Don't keep making me do this."
"Oh, this could be a fun script! The son who's whacked off to mommy for years now doesn't want her! If you didn't want me your cock wouldn't be hard and you wouldn't be fucking me!"
I moaned as I drove myself down harder and faster. "But if you need me to keep telling you what to do, I will, now shut up and make me come."
"Mom!" He exclaimed.
I dug my hand into his hair and pulled it hard enough for him to cry out, "I said shut up and make me come! Then fuck me the way I need it! We stop when you've fucked your mother so good she'll want more! Isn't that what you want? For mommy to be your cock whore?" I gave him a nasty smirk, "Why shouldn't I be, I've been everyone else's cock whore!"
The look on Paul's face told me, he didn't like hearing me talk like that, but tough, it was the truth. The woman he thought he loved was an illusion, this was the real me. A woman so screwed up she was fucking her son to prove it.
Paul's fingers pressed so hard into my clit, I moaned in pain, but it felt good at the same time. I cupped my tits, pinching booth nipples as he now fucked me hard enough to make me yelp.
Like before he was doing everything he could to get me off and get this over with. I closed my eyes, leaned my head back against him and gave both my nipples a hard twist. Another long loud wail exploded from me as my second orgasm in minutes slammed through me. This one was even better as my pussy convulsed around my son's plunging cock.
"Keep fucking me!" I demanded as he had begun to slow up. "You fuck me until I tell you to stop!"
I squirmed and writhed on his lap, yelping and moaning as the orgasm had its way with me. I slumped against Paul when the last tremors passed and when he stopped fucking me, I turned my head and smiled at him. "Now you get to really fuck me."
I pushed myself up from his lap, his cock making a wet sound as it slid from my sopping slit. Grabbing his hand I tugged on it and with a look of resignation more than desire, he stood up in front of me.
"On your knees." I whispered as I sank to mine on the floor.
When he didn't I took his cock in my mouth and sucked on him, once more tasting my sticky juices from my son's cock. I stopped sucking and pointed to the floor. Paul lowered himself to his knees and turning around, I got on my hands and knees my ass pointing at him, "Let's go, baby boy, time to fuck mommy for real."
Paul stared at my ass and putting his hands on my hips eased his cock inside me and began fucking me.
"Faster." I looked over my shoulder at him, "And harder! Your mother needs you to fuck her, now do what I tell you!"
Paul moved faster, now fucking me with long hard strokes that felt damn good.
"Harder!" I snapped, "I'm not Jen, I'm a real woman, now fuck me!"
Paul went a little harder, but still not enough for me and I kept egging him-and myself-on.
"Come on, Paul! Don't forget your mother's been fucked by some big fucking dicks and a lot of them you need to really fuck me so I can enjoy it!"
I yelped in surprise as Paul began hammering away at my pussy, driving into me so hard his balls were slapping against my clit.
"Oh, you don't like that, do you?" I asked, smiling away at him, "Don't like hearing what a used up your whore mother is? How she's been fucked by all those huge cocks? Sometimes more than one at a time!"
"Oh, fuck!" I cried out as Paul really tore into me. The look on his face was one of anger, his eyes hard and his lips set in a scowl as he squeezed my hips hard enough to hurt.
"Yeah, that's it! That's the way I like it! You see that movie where I ran a train with six guys? Just me on my knees like this and one at a time they fucked me then came on my back then the next one fucked me!"
"Shut up!" Paul hissed and punctuated that remark by dealing my ass a hard slap.
The blow excited me and I kept it up, "And I had to suck on them in between, a two hour shoot the whole time a cock in each end like a pig on a spit!"
Paul slapped the other side of my ass, then again and again as he fucked me even harder.
"Stop talking like that!" He yelled at me even as he fucked me.
"That was one scene, another was the same, but they all took my ass! Sometimes I'd ride one, take one in the ass and suck another, plus jerk the other two off! Five cocks at once! Your mother can multi task, can't she?"
"You're not my mother!" he yelled slapping my ass again, "Not like you are now! You're acting like a whore to make me fuck you!"
To my dismay he pulled his cock from inside me. I sat up on my knees and turned to face him.
"I said we don't stop until I say so!"
"I'm done!" Paul yelled back, as he fought to catch his breath, "This isn't you! This is some sick point you want to make! I don't want you like this! I want my mother, not...not the slut you're acting like."
"Oh, honey, this is not an act."
I shoved him hard, catching him by surprise and sending him onto his back. Before he could sit up, I straddled him and sat on his cock.
"Fuck," he moaned, "Get off me!"
He started to put his hands up, but grabbing them, I pinned his arms to the floor over his head and leaning my weight on them held him down as I bucked my hips riding him wildly.
"Mom stop! Please stop!" He moaned, his eyes filled with pain, no sign of lust at all anymore. But his cock was still hard. Molly's insatiable pussy wouldn't let him get soft.
"Just lay there and let me fuck you! I'm only giving you want you want, what you wanted so badly you'd stalk and humiliate me!"
"I'm sorry!" he whimpered, he looked close to tears at this point, "I'm sorry, mom!"
"Don't be sorry! You're getting a wild ride from Molly Minx, everyone's favorite mom! Just relax and enjoy!"
I slammed my hips down on him so hard my pussy was beginning to ache, but I kept going. Beneath me, Paul looked as if he were ready to cry, but I kept fucking him. He wanted it, he'd said he did. What he didn't want was me acting like Molly and that was tough because it was Molly he wanted.
He never wanted Mary, he wanted my slut alter ego. All men preferred Molly to Mary, even my father before I even knew Molly existed wanted his daughter to be a sex toy, rather than a sweet little girl. I always thought John was different, but then Paul told me even my husband, the one man I'd loved in my life had been no different.
I felt my own emotions rising up within me. John had lied to me, he hadn't loved me for just who I was, he'd wanted that dirty whore too, but was afraid to say it. After all these years Molly had managed to even take my husband from me.
"This is what you wanted!" I yelled in Paul's face, "This is what all of you wanted! Every fucking man I've ever known, this is all I'm good for!" I yelped as I fucked him even harder.
Paul was crying out as well as I fucked him so hard it must have been painful for him as well.
"Come for me!" I snarled, "Come for your mother! Give it to me! That's what I do, I make men come!"
"Please Mom, please you...oh!" Paul gasped and I felt his cock jump inside me.
"Yes! Come, come for me you little shit! Stop whining like a baby and be a man and fucking come for me!"
Paul whined pathetically and feeling his cock twitching, I hopped off him, slid between his legs and took him into my mouth. His cock erupted and as Paul whimpered and moaned, I sucked him deeper into my mouth.
I took every drop he had, licking and sucking, expertly milking his cock while keeping every drop in my mouth. When I couldn't coax any more from his spent cock. I slid him carefully from my mouth and stared at him.
Paul looked as if he were an accident victim in shock. His eyes were wide, but dull and he was looking at me as if he wasn't sure of what just happened. Keeping my eyes on his, I opened my mouth and slowly let his cum spill out and form a puddle on his stomach. I spit the last few drops onto him and sitting up on my knees gave him my best made for porn purr,
"Hmm, thanks for the ride, baby boy, you made your slutty mommy very happy." A nasty smirk spread across my face, "Is this where I say, Oh, honey, you're not just my son you're everything to me. I'm so in love with you."
"Get the hell away from me." Paul whispered, tears in his eyes.
"Well, then." I stood up and shrugged, "That wasn't in the script."
Paul sat up staring at sticky mess on his stomach, then looked at me an expression of such disgust, that even as far gone as I was, I couldn't pretend it didn't hurt.
"I hate you." He said, his voice quavering, "I fucking hate you."
"Good." I said, my own voice breaking, "That makes two of us."
Turning away from him I walked out of the room towards the bathroom. I was completely naked, but it was a little late for modesty. I envisioned the view from behind, my ass, red from my son smacking me, swaying back and forth.
The camera would zoom in on it getting a view of my glistening pussy from behind. The director would say, 'Fade to Black' and the picture would slowly fade away.
I entered the bathroom and locked the door behind me. I turned the shower on as hot as I could stand it and methodically cleaned myself as if after a shoot. After all, that's what it was to some extent.
The final ride of Molly Minx and the one that would cost me my son. It had to be done, I had to show him how wrong it was, didn't I? When I was done washing I stood under the water, then gave in to the trembling in my legs and sank down on the shower floor.
Whether it was rage, the alcohol, all the stress of the last few months, whatever had caused me to lose my mind was wearing off and now a quivering mess, I drew my knees up to my chest and wrapping my arms around them put my head between my knees. As I cried softly, my tears mixing with the hot water running down my body, one thought kept racing through my stunned mind.
I had just raped my son.
*****
I lay on my side and saw the clock change from twelve fifty nine to one am. Just as I'd seen it change to ten, eleven and midnight. I'd cried myself out hours ago, but had continued to replay the horrific scene from earlier over and over.



I was everything I'd told Paul I was and worse. I kept referring to myself as a whore and a porn star slut, well porn stars and even whores and sluts didn't have sex with their sons. Worse was the fact I'd forced him.
I had sexually assaulted my son and there was no excuse for that. I could blame rage and stress and guilt. The fact I now felt betrayed in a sense by James and the way Paul had played me , knowing who I was and setting me up.
None of that justified what I'd done. In the time I'd had to lay here and berate myself the irony of the other night wasn't lost upon me. Paul and I'd been seconds away from sex and the way it had been going it would have been a slow sensual enjoyable experience.
I'd stopped him and rightly so, but tonight I had taken him, forced him to fuck me. Used my mouth and pussy to keep him hard even when he didn't really want me. I'd taken an already perverted situation and made it far worse than what could have transpired when Paul came onto me last week.
I was still hard pressed to explain how I'd let him get that close, why I'd responded so well to him. Then tonight ...since when the hell was sex with your son the answer to a problem? In my twisted rage I'd wanted to show him who he wanted and it was Molly and then show him how disgusting Molly really was.
"You're Molly, you stupid bitch." I muttered
My own words were daggers in my heart, but were true. Over the years I had somehow convinced myself Molly was a separate entity, one that was responsible for all of my previous shameless degradation on film.
When I returned she came back, but 'she' had never left because I was her and had proved it in spades tonight. Somehow a few new tears sprang into my eyes when I struck by the thought I had molested my son just as my father had hurt me.
I closed my burning eyes, squeezing the tears out, then stared at the flickering flames of the scented candles burning on the night stand. I'd lit them to avoid being in total darkness which would have added to my depressed state and to possibly sooth my rattled nerves. Not that anything could do that right now, at least not anything other than knowing where Paul was and if were okay.
I'd stayed in the shower, sitting on the floor a crying trembling mess. As quickly as my rage had driven me to the unspeakable act I'd committed with my son, it had left me and now the consequences crashed through my mind.
Paul had said he hated me and I didn't think it was a pain driven remark, but the truth. Why wouldn't he? What I had done to him was beyond disgusting. I had taken his misplaced love for me and perverted it, I'd teased him and mocked his feelings, especially when I'd made my sarcastic comment about loving him.
When the hot water ran out and the ice cold spray hitting my body snapped me out of my emotional stupor. I'd gotten shakily to my feet and after drying off realized I had nothing to put on. I'd walked in here naked and the robe usually hanging behind the door was probably still in the laundry.
I wrapped a towel around me and trying to figure out what I could possibly say to Paul other then I'm sorry and to beg him not to hate me, I left the bathroom. The light was still on in the living room and I thought about quickly going into my room to put something one.
I then decided that at this point did what I was wearing or not wearing really matter. I slowly made my way down the hall. The living room was as I'd left it, clothes strewn everywhere. I looked down at my panties in the middle of the room, my bra on the end table and my shoes on the floor by the couch.
It looked like the scene of a great night rather than that of the crime it was. I turned and around and steeling myself for the angry reaction I would receive, headed down to Paul's room. I knocked twice, then let myself in. Paul wasn't in there and panicked, I ran over to his window and peered out into the driveway.
His car was gone.
I'd raced back into the living room, digging my phone out of my purse and pulled his number up. I hesitated with my finger on call. Why the hell would he answer me? What would I say if he did? I made myself lower the phone. Paul was hurt and angry, but he wasn't stupid.
He'd probably go to Jack's hang around there, maybe spend the night. He'd cool off and come back in the morning. That's what I'd told myself and continued to tell myself the four hours I'd lain here.
I wouldn't chase him down tonight, but if I didn't see or hear from him by morning I'd call Jack's house, no I'd go by there and look for Paul's car in case he had told Jack to lie for him. Once I knew he was okay, I'd leave him be, but I would at least find out where he was.
If I couldn't find him I wasn't sure what to do.
"Hello, officer my son ran away last night"
"Any idea why he would run away, ma'am?"
"I think he's mad because I made him have sex with me."
On that note I decided to actually try to sleep. I was still in the towel I'd worn into the room, having simply tossed myself onto the bed like a drama queen teenage girl. Sitting up, I unwrapped it and flipped it into the pile of laundry in the corner.
Too tired to get up and find something to sleep in I slipped naked under the sheets. It wasn't as if Paul was home to worry about and sad to say, it wasn't like he hadn't seen everything I had to offer both on screen and now in person.
I rolled over on my stomach and turned my head from the clock so I couldn't keep watching the time pass. It was a warm night with breeze and the candles added to the heat of the room making me hot. Bending my legs I used my feet to pull the sheet down to my waist and sighed when at the slight breeze through the window caressed my now bare back.
I closed my eyes, silently begged for the miracle of my son's forgiveness and mercifully drifted off to sleep.
*****
I opened my eyes and blinked to try to clear them. I had no idea what time it was, but it was still dark. I lifted my head from the pillow and released a startled yelp when I saw a shadow reflected in the mirror over the bureau. Paul was sitting on the edge of the bed, watching me.
"Paul!" I rolled over and sat up so quickly the sheet fell away, exposing my breasts, "Oh, shit!" I swore, pulling it back up and holding it to my chest.
I gave him a nervous smile, "Little late for modestly I suppose."
"Hey, mom." He said softly, ignoring my remark, "You okay?"
"Am I okay?" Talk about twisting the knife, I hurt him and he was asking if I was alright. "Honey, who gives a shit about me, are you okay?"
Paul didn't answer right away and I forced myself to remain silent and let him say whatever he needed to. He was looking at my bare shoulders and my hand clutching the sheet to my chest. Could he possibly still be attracted to me?
"I'm better than I was when I left." He said finally, "But still not really right, if you know what I mean."
"I know exactly what you mean, baby, I can't tell you how sorry I am for what I did." It was lame, but all I had. There weren't words for what I'd done or how bad I felt.
"It wasn't what you did, but how you did it." He replied, "I didn't want you like that." He grunted, "Well, okay maybe just not at first. I wanted our first time to be nice."
Good god, he was still talking about us together. But after what happened earlier, I let it go. We could talk about that impossibility another time. Right now I was thrilled to see him and even happier he was speaking to me at all.
"I don't know what happened Paul." I wasn't lying, "You made me so angry and I just lost it. I don't know what the hell I was thinking or why I would ever do that to you."
"It's my fault."
"Don't say that." I pointed at him, "None of this is your fault, Paul, it's me. If I had never gone back, if I hadn't shown you that side of me in the present your fantasies would have never gotten this far."
"Yes they would." He said simply, "I love you mom, and even though you made fun of me and might again, it's in every way."
"I won't ever make fun of you again, honey. I promise and we'll talk about this us thing okay?"
"I'd like that, but for now, I'm sorry mom. You were right, I knew all this time and should have said something. I let you worry and feel guilty and like you said I was even playing games with it. I don't blame you for being mad."
"I shouldn't have been that mad."
"The Malcolm thing....I don't know what the hell I was thinking. I doubt he'll say anything, he'll just perv on the idea, but I made you look really bad."
"No one can make me look worse than I did earlier, no one but me."
"And I don't hate you and should have never said that. Mom, you're amazing. You love me, take care of me, you sacrificed your dignity for me. At least in your eyes because I don't think you need to be ashamed of what you do."
"That's sweet and better than I deserve." Carefully tucking the sheet around me, I put my arms out to him, "Come here, honey."
Tears of joy and relief sprang into my eyes when he leaned in and hugged me. He was so much better than I deserved. Paul's hands lightly rubbed my bare upper back and when he kissed my cheek, it wasn't a peck, but a slow, soft caress of his lips.
His hands slid to my shoulders and down my arms. I began to worry this was going to be a replay of the other night, but didn't say anything to him.
"Mom, I want to ask you to do a couple of things for me." He spoke softly in my ear as he continued to hold me.
"Anything." That was risky at this point, but whatever my son wanted I would give him, even if what he wanted was his mother in her bed.
"Never talk like that about yourself again. You are not a whore or a pig. There's nothing wrong with you. You're an amazing beautiful woman and it made me sad to know that's how you think of yourself."
"Okay." I kept my arms around his shoulders, enjoying him being close to me, wanting to be close to me. "I'll try to keep the self-loathing to myself."
"I don't want you to even think it, but I guess I can't help that." He ran his right hand up through my hair, "At least not yet."
"What else do you want, baby? You said two things."
"I want to show something to you." He leaned away from me and my heart skipped a beat when he took his shirt off. "More like prove something actually."
He must have seen the look on my face because he shook his head, "It's not what you think."
He stood up and unsnapping his jeans pulled them down and kicked them off so he was now in just a pair of black boxers.
"Could have fooled me." I laughed nervously, "I think I've played this game a few times."
"Not this one, at least not for a long time." He pointed to the bed, "Lay on your side for me."
"Paul, what..." I stopped when he put his hand up.
"Please? Just lay on your side, you can keep the sheet around you."
I had no idea what he was up to, but after what I'd done to him he'd earned the right to have whatever it was he wanted right now.
I slid down onto the bed and lay on my side, my back to him. I felt him get back onto the bed and flinched when he lifted the sheet. He only held it up high enough to slide under it, but I tensed up when he pressed his chest against my back and I felt his crotch against my ass and his leg along mine.
He wasn't hard, but not exactly soft and I remained still, not wanting to move and get him excited. Paul slipped his arm beneath my head so I was resting on it rather than the pillow and put his other arm around my waist.
His hand was flat on my stomach and nuzzling his head into my shoulder he whispered, "I want you to relax, mom. I'm not looking to do anything except hold you."
"You feel nice." I said and meant it. Despite the fact I was naked and he was close to it, I didn't feel awkward in his embrace which I suppose should bother me, but again, just to have him want to be so close to me was worth it not being an exactly normal situation.
"I want to sleep like this for the rest of the night." He kissed my shoulder and the tenderness of it sent a warm sensation through my body. "Know why?"
"Tell me." I said softly as I put my hand over his on my stomach and stretching my other arm along his, took his hand in mine.
"You probably think all I've thought about is sex with you, but it's not. I think of this even more. I lay there at night and imagine holding you just like this. I picture us having just made love and you in my arms and we whisper I love you and go to sleep and we do it every night."
"That's sweet." So was the kiss he placed on the side of my neck when he finished speaking. A shiver went through me and to my surprise my nipples were stiffening against the sheet.
"You're sweet too mom. Sure Molly can be a bad girl, but she just wants to be loved too. I want to love both of you, all of you and just like this."
He kissed my shoulder again and my body responded just as it had the other night. Was there really something there? Was I as close to Paul as he was to me, but whereas he just went with his feelings I was denying it, telling myself I had to?
"I love you to, Paul." I said, "Just not in the way you would like."
"Because you won't let yourself." Wow, was he reading my damn mind? "But let's not talk about it, we're tired and this feels way to nice to ruin."
He kissed my shoulder once more, "Good night mom. I love you. "
"Love you too." But as what?
I closed my eyes and found myself edging backwards, pressing tighter against my son. His hand edged up my stomach to rest between my breasts and I thought he was going to touch them, but instead he sighed in my ear and his arm relaxed around me.
I listened to his slow steady breathing in my ear and squeezed his hand tighter. He felt good, damn good. It had been a long time since I'd had this. Only John had held me like this, any other man I'd been with had just been sex, but laying here in my son's arms ...
I felt loved. *****
I was awoken by a soft touch on my shoulder. As I opened my eyes, the touch was repeated. Paul's arm was still around my waist, and my head resting on the other. The touch came once more, so light it was barely more than a tickle, but I recognized it as a kiss, a soft sweet kiss.
Another one, a little higher than the last, then another. I sighed softly as Paul's lips worked their way across the top of my shoulder. He nuzzled my hair to the side and when his next kiss was on the sensitive skin of my neck, my heart began to race and a barely audible moan escaped me.
Paul leaned over to kiss higher up on my neck and I felt his now hard cock push into my ass through his underwear.
"Honey, please stop." I said even though nothing in me really wanted him to. "We can't."
"You had it your way," he said in my ear, then teasingly licked my ear lobe, "Only fair I get my turn."
"Paul, please I...oh." I moaned when he sucked gently on my neck and his hand moved up my stomach towards my right breast.
My hand was still over his, but I didn't try to stop him. When he slid it over my breast and his palm grazed my nipple I groaned and keeping my hand over his, pressed it tighter to my flesh. Paul unhurriedly kissed and sucked on my neck sending pleasant shivers through my body.
Stop him. Mary a voice said in my mind, but it was faraway and there was no real conviction behind it. Paul's hand left my breast and my breath caught when he grabbed the sheet and pulled it down our bodies.
He pushed it past our waists and my heart raced when he caressed my thigh before sliding his hand up my now bare side. He once again cupped my breast, gently fondling it while his lips traced a line across the top of my back.
"That feels...so nice." I purred.
Paul continued to take his time, peppering my back and shoulder with sweet little kisses that were garnering a not so sweet reaction from his mother's body. I moved my hips, working my bare ass against his covered cock and Paul's breath hissed behind me.
I reached behind us, and placing my hand briefly on his hard stomach, slid it into his boxers and found something even harder. He moaned when I wrapped my slender fingers around him and pumped him as much as I could in that position.
Paul eased his arm from beneath my head and propping himself up, leaned over me and kissed my cheek. I turned my head and my lips were met by his in a soft kiss that caused me to whimper in my throat.
Our lips softly caressed each other in a slow gentle kiss that had my body trembling in excitement. Paul was throbbing in my hand, but not moving his hips or making any move to let me roll over and be able to do more.
His fingers found my aching nipple and I moaned into our kiss as he teased it. Fight this! The voice of reason cried out, stop letting Molly win. I kissed my son more passionately and as my tongue slipped between his parted lips, I silently answered the voice of protest in my mind.
This wasn't Molly winning, this was Mary.
Paul's lips worked from mine back down to my neck and his hand left my breast to slide down my side and over my outer thigh. I drew my leg up, bending it at the knee and opening my legs for him. His fingers caressed the inner thigh of the leg that was still straight, then slid up, past the increasingly moist flesh between my legs to fondle my ass.
Still slowly stroking him, I worked my hips, silently imploring his hand to slip below my ass and explore his mother's suddenly very willing pussy. Or was it sudden? I'd wanted him the other night there was no doubt and even before we'd fallen asleep tonight the desire was there.
No, this wasn't sudden this had been there for some time now and I'd denied. Mostly because it was wrong, but partly because of people like Malcolm telling me that it was more okay than I thought. All the talk of incestuous desires had helped me fight off the taboo love growing within me.
But that denial had fueled my rage, which I now knew was as directed at myself as it was Paul and it had served to awaken that forbidden lust, but in an ugly way. I'd taken my son the way I'd felt men had always taken me, like a piece of meat to be used.
In many ways I'd gotten off to that treatment, never wanting to admit it, but knowing it was true. But Paul hadn't wanted it that way, he wanted it this way. He wanted to be slow and sensual and good to me.
And I was ready to let him.
I gasped when Paul took his mother up on her lascivious invitation and moved his hand down my ass and ran his fingers through the soft wet lips of my pussy. His lips worked around my neck then down between my shoulder blades.
"Oh, yes." I groaned when his fingers eased inside of me and his thumb found my swollen clit.
I worked my hand down the length of his shaft and cupping his balls and gently kneaded them before working my hand back up his cock. He moaned into my back when I rubbed my thumb across his sensitive, and now dripping head.
I tried to roll back into him, planning on getting on my back to play with him more and kiss him, feel him pressing against my breasts. But Paul placed his hand in the middle of my back, stopping me.
He then pushed firmly, causing me to roll over onto my stomach for him. Paul began kissing my back once more while his fingers were buried inside me and his thumb rubbed my clit in slow circles.
His lips continued down my back and I felt him slide down further down the bed. I moved my hips up and down, working his fingers deeper and encouraging his thumb on my clit. Paul was now kissing the small of my back and I purred when his lips slid lower until he was kissing the left side of my ass.
I whimpered in disappointment when his hand left my pussy then gasped when a moment later he placed his knee between my legs and I felt his bare cock against my inner thigh. He leaned over, his lips finding my neck.



He moved his hips, sliding himself along my leg, leaving a sticky trail in its wake. Paul placed his hands on either side of my head and keeping his head low enough to kiss my back, slid his cock through my wet slit.
I moaned when the spongy head came into contact with my yearning clit and my heart raced when he eased back down and pushed inside just enough to make me whimper and wiggled my hips, trying to entice him all the way inside.
He eased himself a little further, the head of his cock slowly spreading me open and turning my head to look over my shoulder at him, I whispered, "Go ahead, Paul, I'm all yours."
"Oh, honey." I sighed when he entered me in one smooth thrust.
Paul moaned in my ear as he remained still, engulfed in his mother's warm wet pussy. He moved his hips, slowly pumping me and nuzzling his face into my neck, kissed it. I lay beneath him moaning softly as my son moved within me.
He was straddling my leg and I could feel his balls sliding across my thigh as he pleased me with long slow strokes. He lowered himself down to me, pressing his chest to my back as he continued to work his hips in a slow sensual rhythm.
"Mom, you feel so good." He said in my ear, punctuating his remark by sucking on my earlobe.
"So do you, baby, so do you." I breathed and I wasn't just saying it, God he felt amazing!
I lifted my head and craned my neck, getting my face around just enough for him to lean over and kiss me as he filled me with his hard flesh. With him on me I couldn't move my hips and remained still as he did the work, sliding in and out of my wet heat.
My nipples were so hard they were aching and my clit was throbbing in need, but I swore I could stay here all night, just enjoying his long slow thrusts into me.
"I love you, mom." He whispered against my lips, "I really do."
"I love you to, baby." I swallowed hard and added softly, "And the way you want me to."
I groaned when my words caused him to move faster in excitement and he kissed harder than he had before.
"Let me roll over," I told him, "I want to see my beautiful son over me."
"That sounds so much better in person." Paul said as he leaned back on his knees, his cock sliding wetly from me within me. "I'd watch your movies dreaming of you saying that to me."
"I hope I'm better than the dream," I rolled over on my back, showing off by lifting my leg high enough to go over his head as he kneeled there.
"So much better." He looked down as he knelt between my legs, a look of hunger in his eyes that I hadn't seen in a man other than on a set since I was maybe Paul's age. John would look at me adoringly, but he had never had that mixed look of love and lust Paul was showing me now.
"Then what are you waiting for?" I opened my legs further and put my arms out to him, "Come here, baby boy, come show me how much you want me."
That look of desire was momentarily replaced by one of those sweet smiles that had always melted my heart, but now caused a different type emotion within me, one of need. That need was quickly met, when Paul leaned over me, his hands once again on either side of my shoulders as he entered me.
He tried to do it slowly, but I thrust my hips, driving him deep inside me. Once inside however, I didn't move, just let him dictate the pace. That pace was as slow and steady as when he'd been behind me.
But in this position I could see him and admire how truly handsome my boy was. Paul's gorgeous hazel eyes were showing more green than light brown and even as he slowly pumped me, there was a slight smile on his face, as if he couldn't help but show the sheer joy that he finally had his mother where he'd wanted her.
I put my hands on his chest, then his biceps, admiring the hard muscles beneath his skin. I expected Paul's eyes to be on my breasts, or watching himself fuck me, instead his eyes were on my face and smiling down at me, he said,
"You look amazing in the candle light," he moaned softly when he buried himself inside me, "You're so beautiful, mom."
"Show me." I put my arms around his neck and pulled him into my embrace. Paul lowered himself into my arms and when his lips met mine we both sighed in pleasure.
I wrapped my arms tightly around him, my hands flat on his back, squeezing his muscular shoulders. I put my legs around his waist, drawing him deeper into his mother's formerly forbidden heat. Formerly because I couldn't believe how fucking good he felt inside me.
Paul moaned into our kiss as when I introduced my tongue into his mouth and moved my hips, matching his slow rhythm. He slid his arms beneath mine and it was my turn to groan as my hard nipples pressed into his chest.
His lips left mine and searched for my neck. I let my head fall back on the pillow making it easy for him to kiss and suck the tender skin of my neck. I returned the attention, kissing his shoulder and rubbing his back while crossing my ankles behind his waist, locking him into me.
"Oh honey" I cooed in his ear, "This feels amazing! You feel amazing!"
"This is all I wanted," He replied in between his heavy breathing, "For you to just let me show you how much I love you."
"Keep showing me," His cock was at the perfect angle, his shaft rubbing my clit as he continued that slow sexy rhythm, "Don't stop showing me," I added, "Please never stop showing me."
"You mean it?" He asked, "You'll keep letting me?"
"Letting you?" I paused to release a long shuddering moan as my pussy contracted around him and I could feel my climax building within me. "I won't be letting you, I'll be wanting you and I'll be coming after it if you don't keep giving it to me."
"I don't think that's ever going to happen." He kissed my cheek and laughed softly, "Unless you want me to play hard to get."
"Just play hard." I told him, "Just always be hard for me, baby and always be ready to love me."
Somewhere in the back of my mind I heard Malcolm raving over my great 'lines'. I did sound like a reject from one of his movies, but the hell with him, and my own former feelings be damned because I meant every word of it.
"I love you." He lifted his head and as my legs tightened around him and my back arched off the bed, in anticipation of my impending explosion.
He had tears in his eyes when he lowered his head and kissed me. He moved his hips faster, his cock driving deeper and harder than he had before and digging my nails into his back, I opened my mouth in a soundless O, my body trembling as I teetered on the edge.
Breaking the kiss he whispered, "Mom, Mary, Molly; I love every part of you, always have, and always will."
His words along with the now longer harder and delicious strokes of his cock sent me over the edge. I cried out softly in his ear as my hips bucked beneath him and my pussy convulsed around my son's hard flesh.
Unlike my normal explosive orgasms this one was powerful, but slow and lasting. I squirmed and writhed beneath my son as he continued to move within me, keeping perfect time with my thrusting hips.
Paul was breathing harder in my ear and his back tensed beneath my hands as his mother's pussy quivered and contracted around him, sucking greedily at his plunging cock, pulling him deeper into me.
I moaned his name repeatedly as the waves of pleasure continued flow through me. Paul slowed down, trying to outlast me and I decided to reward him for doing so. My head fell back on the pillow as the last of the long sensual orgasm left me a quivering wet hot mess, but a satisfied one.
Paul's lips immediately fastened to my throat, kissing and licking while his thrusts slowed even more. I could tell he was close, but seemed to be trying to make this last as long as possible.
"Roll over with me." I told him.
"I...I like you like this." He told me, "You look so good under me."
"And you look good over me, but I bet we'd look just as good in reverse." I gave his shoulders a gentle push, "How about you let your mother do the work?"
"If you put it that way." Paul grinned, when caused me to release a startled yelp when, with a wrench of his shoulders and hips, he rolled us over.
I laughed as I was now on top of him and sitting up, ground my hips in slow circles, working his cock around my wet and very happy pussy.
"Wow, you were right." Paul gasped beneath me, "You look damn good."
"Not looking bad yourself, baby boy." I now moved my hips back and forth, teasing him within me.
Paul's hands found my breasts and I sighed contentedly when he rolled my nipples between his fingers. I braced my hands on his chest and now moved up and down, riding his beautiful cock. I had a bad moment, remembering how several hours ago I'd been in this same position, but that time Paul had been struggling beneath me, begging me to stop.
I pushed that image away as quickly as it had come. No more depressing thoughts, no more conflict or turmoil. I was having phenomenal sex with a man who truly desired me for who I was, not who I played and made me feel truly loved.
The fact it was my son making me feel that way was no longer a source of conflict to me, in fact I had to admit it was adding to my enjoyment. The taboo thrill my movies had supplied to all the kinksters I had mocked was now adding to my passion.
I was having sex with my son and it was as amazing as the people like Malcolm made it out to be and it was because I could feel our mutual love for each other as much as I could his amazing young body.
I leaned over him and lowered my breasts to his face, teasingly moving them back and forth, as his eager tongue flicked out to lick each nipple as it passed. He put his arms around me and holding me still captured my left nipple in his mouth and sucked gently on it.
I moved my hips in the same slow rhythm he had pleasured me with. No wildcat fucking, no fake moaning and exaggerated bucking of my hips, just a slow sensual ride on my babies cock. The cock that was so hard for his mother, the one she had just cum on and now wanted to feel cum inside her.
It wouldn't be long before that wish would be fulfilled. Paul was whimpering around my nipple and his hips were now moving. Finally losing the control that seemed beyond his years he had had been exhibiting earlier, he was thrusting desperately up into my descending pussy.
I eased my breast from his mouth and lowered myself down to him, pressing my nipples into his chest. As he had done, I slid my arms under his and locked my legs tightly around his waist. I kissed him softly and he moaned into my lips as I moved my hips faster, encouraging his impending release.
"There you go," I whispered in his ear when his hips moved even faster and his moans became more desperate. "Let it go, baby, let me feel it."
When Paul's cock twitched and erupted inside me, my eyes rolled back and I moaned in shameless pleasure as my son filled me with is warm cum.
"Oh, oh, mom." He groaned as I contracted my pussy, milking his spurting cock as I continued to ride him.
I felt a wave of emotion flood over me as my on committed the final taboo of coming inside his mother. I felt so close to him, so loved by him. This was the ultimate intimacy, the two of us naked, our bodies entwined and him moaning in my ear as I worked my hips, draining him of all that he had.
"I love you, Paul." I kissed him softly, "I'm sorry I fought it so much."
"Only fought it because you do love me." He said in my ear, as he held me tightly against him. "You were being a good mom."
"I was anything but that earlier." I lamented, "I'm so sorry for that."
"Don't be, we wouldn't be here now if you didn't." He said, his fingers lightly running up and down my back as we remained as we were, his cock still inside me. "You would have never given me this chance if you hadn't felt bad over that."
"Taking advantage of me?" I laughed, "Not nice to take advantage of your mother."
"You seemed pretty willing." He reminded me.
"Guilty." I kissed him, then sighed at the sensation of his cock softening inside me.
We remained in our sinful post coital embrace for some time, both of us remaining silent as we enjoyed the feeling of our spent bodies relaxed against each other. I would have thought my mind would be racing, thinking about what I had just done, where it would leave us, what was next?
But instead I felt more relaxed and peaceful than I had in over a year. I was happy, satisfied and loved, what more could I ask for?
Beneath me, Paul had his eyes closed and a look of absolute bliss on his face. The look of someone who had finally gotten all he'd desired. His arms were relaxed around me and his breathing slow and steady.
"You asleep?" I asked
"Hmm-mm" He shook his head, opening his beautiful eyes, "Just loving every minute of this."
"Me too." I kissed him fondly, then rolled off him to lay on my side, my back to him. "Come hold me?"
"For the record?" Paul rolled over behind me, pressing his chest to my back and putting his arm around me, just below my breasts. "You'll never have to ask me to hold you."
"Hmm, good to know." I cooed, wiggling back into him, his still wet cock nestling into my ass, "What about sex, will I ever have to ask for that?"
"Nope, after all you are my mother and I have to obey you, right?"
"Oh, so it's just about being a good son?" I smiled at the joke, a joke that would have pissed me off or made me think of the movies I'd scoffed at before tonight.
"No, it's about loving my amazing mother" He kissed my shoulder, "And lusting after Molly." He laughed, "Hey, can I call Molly bad mommy?"
"Keep making me feel the way you did just now and you can call me anything you want." I put my hand over his forearm, and squeezed it, "Baby boy, you've filled out pretty nicely. You're one hell of a man, that's for sure."
"But I still like being your baby."
"You'll always be my baby." I told him.
"Mom?"
"What is it Paul?"
"Are we going to, you know, stay like this? I mean you're not going to have a big time regret tomorrow morning are you?"
"Honey, I've done some pretty damn regrettable things in my time and most of them are all over the net for the world to see. This is not one of them."
"You sure? You get into drama queen mode pretty easy these days."
"Ouch!" I grimaced, "But you're right, I've been a mess the last few months. But right now? This feels pretty damn good, baby."
"If I start to regret this you'll just have to keep showing me how right this is until I don't regret it anymore? How's that sound?"
"I'll take it for the team." He sighed.
"Team mom?" I giggled, "Sounds like a Malcolm Stone special."
"Nope," He kiss my neck and hugged me tighter, "Team us, you know the us you said wasn't there?"
"I was wrong baby." I said softly, "This is wrong, it's wrong in a lot of ways, but its right for us and that's all that counts, right?"
"Now you got it." He said, "It's not about this house or school or what you do for work, it's all about this." He kissed my neck for emphasis. "It's all about love."
"Your father was right, you're an old soul, honey. But he was wrong about one thing."
"What's that?"
"It's about love, but it's about lust too and I'm not going to hold back on that. Mary and Molly are the same person, I kept them separate and he did too. But not this time. I'll be your sweet love and you're little slut, that okay?"
"I suppose." He sighed, "There's worse things than being a boy toy."
"Oh, jeez." I laughed loudly and it felt so damn good. "Get over yourself."
"Hey, I'm hooking up with a damned porn star! I must be something."
"You're not something, baby, you're my everything." I was smiling so hard my cheeks were hurting.
"So..." He paused then nuzzling into my neck, asked, "How about that I-phone six?"
***** I opened my eyes and as I had done every morning for the last week, smiled at the sensation of being curled up to my son. Paul was on his back and I was on my side, my arm across his waist and my leg draped over his thigh.
I looked up at him from where my head was resting on his shoulder and my smile broadened at how peaceful he looked, how content and happy. I'm sure satisfied went along with that, because I knew I was feeling all of the same things.
In the last week we had been like any other new couple, going at it like rabbits, morning afternoon and night. Bad as it would sound to most people-and I had recently been one of them-I couldn't get enough of my son!
And I had made good on my promise of no longer treating Molly like a dirty secret or associate her with only being a porn persona. Some nights we made love. Slow, sweet, sensual, just taking our time, enjoying our bodies and showing our love for each other. Other times? It was as if I were on the set, fucking my son like ...a damn porn star.
I would suck him off, let him cum in my mouth, all over my face, anywhere he wanted. I'd take him around the world, fucking in every position and doing it hard and fast, years of pent up lust that wanted to be shared with a real person, not a porn actor, was finally finding its release.
Just thinking about the torrid sex we'd had in the week since our first night together caused my nipples to harden against his side. My pussy, still moist from our last go round only a few hours ago, was already heating up. Awake five minutes and ready to go, yup, Molly was living it up these days.
It amazed me how easily I'd accepted Paul as my lover and how not only hot, but comfortable the sex was. There were no awkward moments, no hesitations or hang ups, we fucked with the familiarity of a couple that had been together for years, not days.
Perhaps that was the mother son relationship transferring over to a sexual connection. Whatever it was it was incredible and I wasn't complaining. Paul's skill as a lover was shocking. In the same way he seemed mellow and mature beyond his years he was just as sexually precocious.
Three nights ago, when I'd come home from work, Paul had taken me into the bathroom, stripped me, gotten into the shower with me and proceeded to wash me from head to toe. I'd purred delightedly as he'd washed my long hair, soaped and rinsed every inch of my body.
He'd reached around and played with my clit taking his time and making me cum so hard it was a good thing I was leaning against him. I'd tried to return the favor, but with a patience beyond his years, he'd simply toweled me off and carried me into our, yes our, bedroom.
I'd laid on my stomach while he'd spent over and hour massaging me from head to toe, then rolling me over to rub the front and slide between my legs and give my pussy a long, slow licking that induced another knee weakening orgasm.
He then made love to me and I was so relaxed I simply lay there moaning softly as he slowly pumped me, again in no hurry and succeeding in delivering third orgasm to me during which he also climaxed. As raw and dirty as it sounded I couldn't deny that my son coming inside me was a taboo thrill that made me feel both loving and slutty at the same time.
The next night I'd rewarded that good behavior in a very unmotherly way, by letting my son have my ass. Like his coming inside me the sheer taboo of it had driven me wild and I'd cum twice, playing with my clit while I knelt on the bed letting my son pound my ass.
At this point there were no lines left to cross, but we'd keep crossing the same ones as often as possible. Thinking back on our week long sex fest had me worked up, but I saw it was only six thirty. Paul had a class's nine to two then a shift at Barnes and Noble. It was a long day and I decided to give him a reprieve from his insatiable mother.
I carefully eased myself away from him and got out of bed, figuring I would head downstairs, enjoy a cup of coffee and then make him breakfast, a much more common motherly duty than sucking him dry and fucking him senseless.



I put on a short silky purple robe that due to it barely going past my ass I would have never worn in front of Paul before. But at this point not only was there no cause for modesty, but I loved the way he looked at me. No matter how much sex we had Paul always looked at me with hunger in his eyes.
I tied the robe, then slipping out of the room made my way into the kitchen and popped a K-cup into the Kuerig and let my mind drift over the last week as it brewed. Like the sex, everything seemed to be going a lot smoother and better than I could have imagined.
Life was good, better than good, great. Paul and I still had our normal routines, work, his school and spending some time with his friends. I was still his mother, caring for him the way I always had, but now caring for him in a much different way and he was now caring for me in a way I hadn't had in a long time.
I felt guilty thinking of it, but Paul had been right, his not being appalled or intimidated by my work as Molly had the two of us happier so far than I'd been with John. My husband had loved me dearly and I'd felt the same, but sex had been a sticking point.
It had upset me more than I had thought it would to discover John had really been a 'fan' of Molly and had wanted what I wanted all along and had denied us both of a sex life as good as our love life.
I'd been hurt to find out he'd been turned on by my movies and could even tell our son, but not me. But Paul had been upfront telling me point blank the movies got him hot, even the new ones when he was pining for me and watching me fuck other men.
He'd confided in me there was a part of that wouldn't have been that upset if I'd wanted to do a few more. Apparently my son was a bit more than a voyeur, but like John enjoyed seeing his lover being taken like that.
There was no chance of me ever doing a movie and when I asked him if now that he had my heart he would really want to share any part of me. He'd agreed probably not, but claimed he might still watch some of my movies.
He'd shocked me by putting one on while we were on the couch and I was even more shocked when I became aroused watching it with him. I didn't want to make a habit of it, but it had been more of a turn on than I currently cared to admit. It did show that what I had done would never be an issue between us.
There was still the fear I could be discovered by one of his friends, but he said he would deal with it and not let it affect us. Of course the downside was we could tell no one of our relationship. That included Dan.
He'd come over earlier in the week and I'd told him Paul and I had several long talks and gotten things straightened out and his feelings for me were getting back to normal. I hated lying to him, but had no choice. Much as I trusted Dan, no way could he know.
Dan had insisted on talking to Paul about our past and how he wanted him to know we had been nothing more than friends for the last twenty years. Paul had played his part, not letting him on that I had admitted to him, Dan had been directing me in order to keep me away from the asshole agents and more degrading work.
For the first time since John had gotten sick I felt happy and content and I had sworn that I would no longer question my happiness. I spent a long time thinking I never deserved to be happy, hadn't even deserved John. But I was wrong, I wasn't a bad person for what I had done, it was simply the only thing I'd known.
I was a good person, had been a good wife and although most would disagree, felt as if I was a good mom. Hell, what other mom put their son to sleep with mind blowing sex? That thought made me grin and the fact I could joke about it told me things would be just fine. No more crap about the past, just the future which although wrong by most standards seemed pretty bright to me.
"There you are." Paul said behind me.
I turned to see him standing there in just his boxers, his bulging boxers.
"Hey, why are you up? You have another hour to sleep." I told him, trying not to focus on his seemingly always hard cock.
"You're why I'm up." He winked, telling me he knew I'd noticed. "Do I have to come get it this morning?"
"Settle down." I told him, "We had plenty last night, I want to make you a nice breakfast."
I turned back to the counter and a moment later he was behind me, pressing his hard cock against my ass and reaching around my waist to untie my robe.
"Paul, really." I said with little conviction, "Calm down, I'm not going anywhere."
"Okay!" He snapped startling me. He stepped back from me and in a loud voice said, "Quiet on the set!"
"What are you doing?" I turned to face him and rolled my eyes when I saw he had his hands up as if holding a clapperboard
"Come on people, it's time for take one of Making Mom Breakfast!"
"Stop that." I said, but smiled
"Starring Porn's hottest Mom, Molly Minx and handsome hung new comer, Paulie Pounder!"
"Paulie Pounder? Oh my god!" I burst out laughing, "That's horrible!"
"Molly." Paul pointed at me as I continued to laugh, "Stop making fun of the talent."
"Talent. I see." I giggled.
"Don't be a diva Molly, give Paulie a break and let's get to work."
He clapped his hands together and stepping up to me, put his arms around my waist and kissed my neck.
"Come on, mom, don't pretend you don't want to."
"Paul..."
"Just play along." He said in my ear, "Please, mom?"
"But honey," I pushed at his shoulders, "What if your brother catches us?"
"He won't be home for another hour." Paul pushed my hair to the side and really worked my neck as his hands fumbled with the ties to my robe.
"Honey, we can't keep doing this, it's not right, it's...oh."
I moaned when he pulled the robe open and his hand went right between my legs, his fingers grazing my clit, before slipping inside me.
"That's not fair." I groaned even as I moved my hips, pushing his fingers deeper. "Neither is that," I added when he lowered his head and sucked on my right nipple.
"Honey! Please stop that! I told you last night was the last time, and, oh God that feels good!"
Paul had added his thumb to my clit and had pushed me back against the counter. I reached into his boxers, removing his cock and moaned, "Oh, okay, maybe this one more time, but after this no more!"
"Okay mom," he grinned up at me from my breast, "Last time, promise."
He pulled his hand from between my legs and grabbing the robe, slid it off my shoulders to the floor. Grabbing my ass he lifted me off the floor, sat me on the counter and dropping to his knees buried his face in my pussy.
"Oh you bad boy." I moaned, leaning against the cupboard and cupping my tits, stroked my nipples, "Eating your mother's pussy on the counter!"
"Hey, it's called making mom breakfast." he winked at me, "Get it? I'm making..."
"Don't talk, just lick, baby." I told him, "Your brother will be home soon!"
He smiled at me, glad I was playing along with him and returned his focus to my pussy, his fingers sliding inside while his lips embraced my clit. I lifted one leg and placed my foot on his shoulder, the other I put up on the counter, a move I would have done had this been an actual shoot.
I rested my head against the cabinet, moaning as Paul's tongue and fingers worked his mother's pussy with skill and an enthusiasm that would never get old. I twisted my nipples and moved my hips as much as I could, eager to cum so my son's fingers would be replaced by his cock.
Paul seemed to be striving to make this a quick orgasm, licking and fingering me hard and fast before slipping a finger into my ass. I groaned and arched my back, my toes curling into his shoulder.
"Yes, oh, fuck yes." I moaned, "Right there, baby, right...yes!" I squealed when Paul worked a second finger into my ass and came long and loud for him.
I cried out repeatedly as my holes contracted around his plunging fingers and he sucked my clit with lip smacking gusto. The last waves of the orgasm were still flowing through me when Paul, removed his fingers, stood up and plunged his cock into my still quivering pussy.
I wrapped my legs around his waist as he nailed his mother on the kitchen counter, fucking me so hard the cupboards were rattling where I was against them. Paul put his arms around my waist and lifting me off the counter turned around, and deposited me on my back on the kitchen table.
Grabbing my ankles he lifted my legs, spread them as wide as he could and proceeded to hammer away at his mother's delighted pussy.
I grabbed my wildly bouncing tits, holding them and teasing my nipples for him. Paul looked damned good fucking me, he was still in his boxers, his cock pulled through them and the muscles in his chest and arms stood out as he lifted me up so my ass was off the table as he continued to pound me.
His eyes were wide and wild with lust as he stared down at his mother whom he had squealing and crying out his name on the table. I lowered my gaze taking in the incredible sight of my son's cock sliding in and out of my pussy.
His long shaft was glistening from his mother's juices as it plundered my pink pussy. Paul moaned louder and he fucked me even harder. Just like he had sucked me off with a vengeance he seemed determined to make this a hard quick nasty fuck and I was willing to oblige him.
Pushing myself into a sitting position, I said, "Stop."
Paul obeyed me, remaining still with his cock buried deep inside me.
"I'm hungry too." I pushed him in the chest and as he stepped back I slid off the table and pointed to one of the kitchen chairs.
Paul sat down and dropping to my knees I took his wet cock into my mouth and bobbed my head rapidly. I moaned around his hard flesh loving the way my pussy tasted on him. I didn't tease or play, but sucked him as if I were in a competition.
I stroked him as I sucked, following my lips with my had, jerking him into my mouth and cupping his balls as I took his cock deeper and deeper with each bob of my head. My eyes met his, staring up at him as I made loud, wet slobbering sound while devouring his cock.
"Oh, shit, God that feels good, mom, please don't stop, please...fuck!"
Paul's cock twitched and exploded in my mouth and my eyes rolling back I hollowed my cheeks, sucking him hard; greedily taking every drop he had. Paul whimpered as I worked my mouth up and down his cock, slurping and gulping his hot sticky load.
When he had no more to give, I eased my mouth from his cock and opened wide, showing off he puddle of cum in my mouth, then closing it, swallowed then showed him my now empty mouth.
"Damn." He groaned, "You suck cock like a pro."
"Watch it mister." I winked, "I'm retired."
"Still in form though." He sighed, "Wow, that felt good."
Before I could speak he clapped his hands, "That's a wrap folks! Good job as always Molly. And Paulie Pounder, you have a future kid!"
"Yeah, as an engineer not named pounder." I gave his cock an affectionate kiss and stood up.
I laughed when he caught me around my waist and pulled me onto his lap.
"Long as my future's with you, that's all that matters."
"Aww, you're such a sweetie." I kissed him.
"So, what's for breakfast?" he grinned.
"Whatever you're making me, that shipped sailed when you made me cum on the counter." "Toast it is!" He laughed.
*****
"Better than toast?" I asked while Paul dug into the stack of chocolate chip pancakes I'd made.
"Way better, you didn't have to make them, you know."
"Honey when you take care of a woman the way you do, there's not much she won't do."
"Speaking of doing things." He paused to take a huge bite of syrup drenched pancake, then wash it down with about half a glass of orange juice, "Can we talk about something?"
"Sweetie we've become lovers, at this point there's not much you could bring up that would be an issue."
"Okay, but before I say it, I want you to promise me you'll let me explain myself."
"Oh, jeez, what did you do?"
"Nothing, well not yet, anyway." He took a deep breath. "Mom, I think we should take Malcolm up on his offer."
"Okay, I was wrong, that's an issue. Not a shot in hell."
"Hey, you said we can talk about anything." He pointed out, "Come on mom, hear me out."
"Okay," I caved, "I'll listen, but just know I am patronizing you."
"Way to be supportive," he joked. "But fine, so the problem is with you no longer," he winked, "Modeling, we have to choose between my tuition and keeping the house, right?"
"Right, but it's not like it's a choice, you're staying in school. I'm going to put the house up right away while I have enough money set aside from my modeling, to keep us afloat here a few months if it doesn't sell right away, that and working every shift I can get."
"But if we did the movie for Malcolm he'll pay my tuition and then we can foot the house."
"Paul, we are not performing for that whacko, you would really want that in someone's hands? You know if it ever got out we good technically go to jail?"
"Who would actually prosecute that? Besides he said he would have an agreement to sign saying he couldn't and if he did he'd have to pay us a ton of money."
"If made public, he could ship it around to wealthy sicko's like him and we would never know."
"He wouldn't."
"You don't know him, Paul."
"Neither do you," he countered, "And I know him better than you. I talked with him for hours about mom son romance."
"Great." I rolled my eyes.
"You have no room to mock him seeing your son just fucked you silly on the table."
"Touché" I nodded.
"But he takes it serious. The guy never got a shot with his mom because she got sick after he..."
"He told you the story?" I was curious despite myself.
"Yeah, long story short he found pics of his mom, old snap shots of her fooling around with his dad, he got obsessed started seeing her the way I started seeing you, an object of lust and love, the best of both words, the ultimate lover and woman."
"Sorry I asked."
"Anyway, his dad finds out and goes ape shit, tells him get the hell out of the house disowns him."
"Harsh, but probably a normal reaction." I told him.
"But his mother called him and met with him and said if he was that in love with her she would let him sleep with her. She had no interest, but he was her son and if it would help him she would do it."
"I take it that didn't happen?"
"No, she wanted him to wait until the following week when his father was out of town so they could have privacy and spend the night. Three days later she had a stroke, she died a week after that."
"Oh, how sad." I meant it that must have been heartbreaking.
"His dad blamed him. Said the stress of his mother knowing her son wanted to have sex with her caused the stroke. Never talked to him again after that. Malcolm ran away and ended up in porn like you."
"So his obsession is over unrequited love." I shrugged, "It makes it less sleazy, but it doesn't make me think we should do this."
"My point is he doesn't want this just because he thinks it's hot. It's him living his dream through an actual mom and son rather than the movies he directs with actors."
"Too much risk."
"He's done it before."
"So he said."
"And it never came out anywhere."
"If he did it, we don't know if he's lying."
"Mom," He sighed, "Look at the big picture. We sell the house now and what? We rent somewhere, right?"
"Right, but your tuition is paid off."
"But we're stuck here."
"What do you mean?"
"Okay, hear me out." He said, putting his hands out, "We're a couple, but we can't be anywhere, but behind closed doors."
"We have to, Paul."
"Here, yes, but not for long if we do this."
"You're losing me." I said, "Unless you're talking about moving?"
"I am, but if we're in an apartment we can't, it takes money to leave the state and find a place and time to get a job."
"Right, which is why we can't."
"But if we did this with Malcolm, he pays off my tuition, we keep the house. In a year I'll be a few months from graduating and I'll start looking at states we'd like to live in. The school has a program to help find out of state jobs."
"But..." I stopped when he put his finger up.
"Just let me finish. I'll be making decent money right out of school and I'm not making fun of you, but waitressing? You can find a job anywhere doing that. But we wouldn't have the money to move unless." He smiled.
"We still have the house. We put it up for sale just before I graduate then when it sells we'll take the money we make from it to use to move and have some money while we get settled in with jobs."
"It's not a bad idea, but we'd have to do the movie."
"Who the hell cares?" Paul looked annoyed, "Mom, you're all over the net now, what is the big deal here?"
"I'm not with my son, is the big deal and it's me, not you. I don't want you ever doing that."
"It would be once in front of him, not all over the net."
"Paul."
"Mom." He returned, "Look, I want to be somewhere that we can be together with no worries. I want to hold your hand in public, give you a kiss. Here we're Mary and her son Paul. Somewhere else we can be Mary and her sexy little cub."
"I'll be Miss Robinson."
"But better than Kay Parker. But wouldn't it be great? No worries, yeah woman might be catty saying you're wrong for being with a guy young enough," he smirked, "To be your son, but who cares?"
"True, and I've thought about that too, but also because this house." I sighed, "You're father is in it. And now that we're together that is no longer comforting to me."
"Right, and one of my friends could see one of your movies anytime. Surprised they haven't yet, but sooner or later they will. So if we move we dodge that."
"The net is everywhere, Paul." I explained, "Someone could recognize me wherever we go."
"But if they do, then you're not my mother. You're a retired porn star hooking up with a young guy." He laughed, "Took your work home with you. I'd be looked at like 'damn, that's your girlfriend. Not, "Christ that's your mother?"
"Point." I agreed. "It's a good idea Paul and moving doesn't bother me like it used to. I feel guilty as hell when I think of your dad and being here isn't helping."
"So let's talk to Malcolm!"
"Paul." I rubbed my yes, "It's risky."
"If he signs that paper he says he has he would be an idiot to put that tape anywhere. He could go to jail for making a real incest movie and we could say he paid us and we were desperate, get us off the hook kind of. Plus it says if he does he pays us out big money, like half a million why would he screw with that?"
"What if his computer is ever hacked?"
"He claims the one he has is on DVD he only watches it that way, he doesn't have it downloaded anywhere."
"But if his house gets..."
"Mom, come on, you're looking for excuses, come clean, what is the big deal?"
"Okay, fine. Paul let me ask you, could you do this?"
"What, the movie? Why not?"
"You could have sex with Malcolm walking around the room filming us?"
"Sure." He grinned, "When Malcolm thought I was just some kid looking to meet Molly Minx and he described the filming and what we'd be doing I was friggin hard sitting with him."
"What are you saying?"
"I'm saying I got to where I would have loved to try to be in a film. Maybe I'm an exhibitionist or maybe its in the blood."
"Nice thing to say."
"You got off on being filmed and dad got off on you being filmed and so did I." He laughed, "We were all perverts."
"So you'd be fine with Malcolm filming us? What if you have a problem?"
"I won't, but if I did, we would just call for the fluffer!" He laughed, "Oh, wait that would be you."
"I suppose I could be persuasive." I shrugged, "I don't know, Paul."
"Mom this is a good idea, you're just stuck on the wrong and risky thing."



"Because it's both."
"Can I ask you a question?"
"This is how this conversation started." I put my hands out, "Go ahead."
"You fought what was happening between us because it was risky and wrong, so let me ask you; how did that work out for us?"
I frowned and looked away. He had a point, when I looked back I saw he was losing the battle of not smirking at me.
"Come on, mom let Molly have one more ride. The ultimate one, with her own son."
"The last ride of Molly Minx." I muttered.
"Co-starring Paulie Pounder!" He clapped his hands.
"Paul? Quit while you're ahead, will you?"
"Ahead? So I can call Malcolm?"
"No." I shook my head.
"But..."
"I'll call Malcolm." I pointed at him, "But understand something, we talk to him, he's going to know."
"I bet he already does. As soon as he saw who I was and you flip out at me, I think he figured it would happen."
"Maybe. But I'll call him and we'll talk, but if I hear one thing from him I don't like, it's off."
"You're the best, mom."
Yeah, that was me, thinking of negotiating a porn shoot with my son, mother of the year.
"Hey, mom?"
"What, Paul?"
"I have to shower before class," he gave me a sly smile, "Want to join me?"
"Paul," I shook my head slowly, "There's a lot wrong with what you just said," I gave him a rueful smile, "But I can't even pretend I don't want to."
*****
"I can't believe I let you talk me into talking to Malcolm here." I said to Paul as I watched the coffee pot slowly fill. "Not comfortable with him being here for some reason."
"What do you think he's going to do?" Paul asked from where he sat at the table, "Besides, you want to be seen with your son talking to a porn producer?"
"Good point, but I doubt Malcolm is highly recognizable."
"Just from the waist down," Paul whistled, "I've seen some of his old movies he was in, Christ that thing needs its own zip code."
"I know, he fucked me in the ass back when I was just starting." I was facing away from him so he couldn't see me grinning.
"What?" He exclaimed, "Are you kidding?"
"Yes." I turned around smiling, "I never worked with him back then, never even met him. Was that a little jealousy I heard there?"
"More like inadequacy." He laughed, "I mean you've been with some guys that were pretty big, but that?"
"You have plenty, baby and I mean that." I winked, "I am a bit of an expert."
"Glad you can joke about with me." He said, "Seriously, it's good you're not letting it bother you anymore."
"It still does here and there, but not like it used to." I told him, "You know and for some reason even find it hot so aside from you who should I really worry about?"
"True." He nodded, "I like that you're dressing more fun now too, I love that sexy little dress."
"This?" I looked down at the blue sundress I was wearing, it was a little on the shorter side and low enough to show some cleavage, but nothing really inappropriate. "It's kind of plain."
"Simple and sexy and way better than those damn sweatshirts and those crappy sweat pants."
"I was dressing like a proper mom."
"Most moms dress better than that," He grinned.
"Okay, I was covering my body because I was ashamed I made a living with it. Even at the restaurant, I'm showing off my ass and legs."
"You should never be ashamed of that." He said, "And hey, if you got it flaunt it." He made a show of flexing, "Like me."
"Settle down, stud." I waved my hand at him while trying not think of damn good he did look in his white sleeveless t-shirt that showed off his arms and accentuated his deep tan and the tight faded jeans that showed off another impressive muscle.
"And anyway, now I'm dressing for my lover." I walked over and kissed him, "Have to look sexy for my baby."
"You're always sexy, you even made those Sponge bob pants look good."
"Now you're lying."
"Yup." He laughed, "No one could make those look good."
I jumped at the sound of the doorbell.
"Okay, that's him." I took a breath, "Remember, don't start saying yes to anything without me, got it?"
"Oh, I got this, trust me." He winked, "There's a reason why we're meeting here."
"I don't like that look." I frowned, "What are you up to?"
"Nothing much, just an idea to negotiate if we have to."
That's all he said and when I stared at him, he smirked, "Better go get the door."
I shook my head and left the kitchen with Paul trailing behind me. I was nervous about this whole thing. My gut was I still didn't want to do this, but Paul made good arguments and for me, what was one more movie, especially a private one, but Paul would be involved and had more to lose in life than I did.
I paused in front of the mirror over the mantle to check my hair. I had it down and teased out a bit along with wearing makeup, which I never did at home, but another of Paul's points was to look sexy, make Malcolm keep thinking of the two of us together.
I looked at Paul who didn't seem nervous at all which bothered me. Then again during the majority of all the recent drama he had always been far calmer than I had been. He really was mature beyond his years.
I answered the door and was surprised to see Malcolm dressed casually for once, in a simple black t-shirt and jeans.
"Morning. Malcolm, thank you for coming over." I stepped aside for him to enter.
"Thank you for having me." He brought his had around from behind his back, presenting me with a bouquet of colorful flowers, "A little something for you."
"Thank you!" I accepted the flowers along with the kiss he placed on my cheek.
He had to lean down to do it and as he entered the house I swore he could barely fit through the door, the man seemed even bigger in a normal setting than he did on a set.
"Paul. Good to see you again." He extended his hand and I watched Paul's hand disappear inside his massive grip.
"Same here." Paul said, wincing, as Malcolm squeezed his hand.
"Have a seat." I gestured towards the living room as I closed the door behind him, "Would you like some coffee? Or a Drink?"
"Coffee sounds wonderful." He replied as he sat down in the recliner across from the couch. I repressed a smile at the image of Paul sitting in that chair two nights ago while I gave him a blow job.
"Cream and sugar?" I asked over my shoulder as I hurried into the kitchen, I wasn't keen on Paul being alone with him too long."
"Yes to both." Malcolm called out.
I put the flowers in a vase and as I made his coffee, I could hear Malcolm's deep voice from the living room and to my relief he was lamenting to Paul about how shitty the Dodgers were playing of late. I made myself and Paul a cup and carrying the tray into the living room placed it on the coffee table between Malcolm and the couch where Paul was sitting.
I passed Malcolm and Paul there mugs and sitting back on the couch next to my son, said, "So I'm sure you know why I called you."
Malcolm sipped his coffee and smiled, "Hmm, this is excellent! As for my visit, I am hopeful about what we might be discussing." He shrugged his massive shoulders, "After our last encounter I doubt you invited me because you enjoy my company."
"About that," I began, "Let me start with an apology. I was rude and out of line with you. What happened at the studio wasn't your fault at all."
"It was mine, I was an idiot." Paul interjected. "I really screwed that up."
"But I didn't have to be so angry." I continued, "I wasn't angry at you, well not really."
"Forgotten." He waved his hand dismissively, "But I'll offer my own apology because I took a bad situation and made it worse. I was so blinded by my own desires I blurted out my offer rather than realize it was an awkward family moment that I needed to stay out of."
"Okay, so fresh start then?" I asked.
"Sounds good to me." He nodded, sipped some more coffee, then putting the mug down, leaned forward, clasped his hands between his knees and smiled.
"Hopefully I will not offend by saying this, but I have to say it looks to me as if the two of you have, shall we say, resolved your conflict?"
"What makes you say that?" Not that we weren't going to end up owning up to it at some point, but this was pretty quick.
"You." He said simply, "All the times I met you, you seemed distracted, uptight, testy. It was obvious you had some issues going on. Now? You look calm, happy, content." He grinned, "You my dear have that glow about you."
"Oh? The I fucked my son glow?" I raised my eyebrows.
"Actually, I was going to say the glow of a woman in love." He said, "And Paul is sitting there looking like the cat that ate the canary." He paused and his dark eyes had a gleam in them when he asked, "Am I right?"
I glanced at Paul, then nodded, "Yes." I took Paul's hand in mine and placed it on my knee for effect. "We're very happy."
"Oh my." Malcolm breathed, "This is wonderful. To finally see in front of me what I'd always desired and what I've known is out there, but hidden away as it sadly has to be. You two," He released a long sigh, "Are beautiful together."
"You can never say..." I started, but he cut me off.
"You don't have to finish that sentence, Mary. I would never ruin a lovely situation. I don't think you understand what seeing you together means to me, it proves all my theories correct, that when that line is crossed, it's never just about a twisted lust, but a love deeper than that of a normal couple because it's an affirmation of an already deep love."
"So this is like the X-files for you?" Paul laughed, "The truth is out there."
"Don't be a jerk, Paul." I punched him in the arm.
"Just like a couple." Malcolm clapped his hands. "But he's right, it is an affirmation of my own deep desire. Tells me I wasn't a freak back then, that there are many other sons who feel the way I did. Brian was one of them, but for him, Real Mom was close as he could get, Paul? You are blessed to have this, always appreciate the gift of your mother's heart and her bed."
"I will." Paul said seriously, "This is what I've wanted for a long time now."
"Long time? You're twenty," Malcolm sighed, "So lucky."
"Now that the cat's out of the bag." I wanted to cut off more of his mom son romance theories and laments. "We can talk about why I called you. I'm considering your offer."
"I was hoping so. Is it because seeing the ice is broken, it's not as big of a deal?"
"If I still thought being with my son was wrong you wouldn't be here. But fact is with me quitting the industry, there's financial concerns and maybe if I feel comfortable enough as we talk we can work this out."
"Okay. Let's start with price." The smile had left his face and he was now all business. "My last offer was forty, then Paul blurted something higher?"
"Sixty five." Paul said, causing me to turn and stare at him, we had talked about just the number for his tuition.
"Sixty...what?" Malcolm's eyes widened, "How did we get to that number?"
"Well my tuition, then I figure another twelve to go in the bank, make things easy so mom isn't trying to work seven nights a week. Maybe a little saved towards moving."
"Moving?"
"Yup, when I graduate, mom and I are selling the house and going somewhere no one knows us so we can live as a couple."
"I see, well..."
"Think about that Malcolm." Paul kept going, "The two of us going out, holding hands. Going dancing and my mother grinding all over me, my hands all over her. People watching thinking she's just a cougar with her cub, but we're mom and son. Hiding in plain sight." He smiled, "Wouldn't you want to help with that?"
"I admit that is a sexy scenario. The two of you carrying on and people never knowing who you are to each other." He smirked, "But you knew I'd think that was sexy so you lose a point for trying to play me."
"Oh." Paul frowned.
"I want what I want, but I'm not foolish. That is a lot more than what I offered and any large sum will help you out. Let's be..."
He stopped and I gasped in surprise when Paul took my face in my hands and kissed me.
It was a hard kiss and his tongue immediately pushed into my mouth. I returned the kiss for a moment, then turned my head, but Paul went right to my neck, kissing me just below my ear.
"Play along," he whispered into my neck, "Trust me."
I let my head fall back and sighed as he ran his tongue and lips along my neck, then moaned when his hands cupped my tits through my dress. Paul's hands slid across my tits, then taking the straps of my dress eased them down my arms.
I was going to tell him to stop, then caught the look on Malcolm's face. His stern business face was gone, replaced by his dark eyes widening and his mouth partly open. Paul grabbed the top of my dress and pulled it down, causing my breasts to spring free.
Paul's lips were on my nipple in an instant and I moaned loudly, partly for show, but also because it felt damn good and even better with Malcolm watching and looking like he was ready to lose his mind.
I went even further. While Paul sucked my tits, I grabbed his jeans and unsnapped them, "Stand up," I whispered.
Paul did as I asked and with no hesitation, I pulled his jeans and underwear down over his hips. His cock sprang free and it was obvious in how hard he was an audience was having no effect on him. Maybe he was right and this was in the blood.
I took his cock in my hand, pumped it several times, making Paul moan for me, then put my mouth just over the tip. I turned my face to stare at Malcolm, my blue eyes wide and Molly's best lusty look on my face.
I fluttered my tongue briefly around the head of my son's cock, then gave it a quick kiss and pulled his jeans back up over it. Leaning back on the couch, I fixed my dress, tucking my breasts away and smiled at Malcolm.
"Still not worth it?"
Malcolm couldn't even pretend to be unaffected. He ran his fingers through his dark hair, and his face was red and I could see the massive bulge in his pants and glancing at Paul, I winked at him.
"I...okay." Malcolm took a deep breath and collected himself. "Let's negotiate."
"We're listening," I took Paul's hand and placed it under the hem of my dress, on my thigh where he ran his fingers up and down my soft skin.
"Yeah, you got me." He said, his eyes on Paul's hand. "But, I'm not going that easy."
He stroked his beard as he sat there thinking, then nodded as if to himself.
"Here's the deal. I was doing this solely for me, but that's a hell of a lot of money to toss away with no return."
"There's no way to get a return on this." I pointed out, "You can't make anything on us and I am not coming back for any type of movie so get that out of your head."
"Hear out my offer. You want that amount? I'll do it."
"Nice!" Paul exclaimed, then put his head down when I shot him a look.
"But there will be two videos. One will be what was originally mentioned. The two of you filmed by me."
"Okay." Paula and I said in unison.
"I want a full show. A lot of lust, around the world, I want Molly Minx in all her glory with her lucky son. It has to be damned hot."
"I'll make it hot." I shrugged, "I'm a pro remember?"
"That's half the deal and what I'm paying for my guilty pleasure, that's thirty five to me. Now you want the other thirty? I have a way to recoup that."
Paul and I looked at each other and I said, "Go ahead."
"You've heard of POV porn?" Malcolm asked.
"Heard of it, but never done any." I narrowed my eyes, "That's what, just the camera watching the woman?"
"Exactly. It's one camera over Paul's shoulder. I'll be the cameraman, no one else involved. I film you between his legs. Stroking him, sucking him. Then you ride him, forward, reverse cowboy, then doggy."
"Wait, you want this to be on the internet?" I shook my head, "No way."
"All that is visible of Paul is his cock, legs, stomach, maybe a shot of his chest and arms from the side during doggy, all neck down, his face is never shown."
"I don't like this." I told him.
"Paul you have any tattoos, big scars, a birth mark?" Malcolm asked. "Anything people could see and recognize?"
"Nope." Paul grinned, "I like this idea; it's fucking hot!"
"Yeah it is." Malcolm agreed. "The entire time Mary, you're giving it your best mommy dialogue. How does mommy look sucking, licking, fucking? Just like the nasty mom videos. This video is pure lust.
"But it's me and my son, that's illegal." I explained.
"True, but," He gave me a sly smile, "Dan had told me in order to try to protect Paul as much as possible, he was submitting your name on record as Mary Walters, your name at the time of your first time in the industry."
"It's still your maiden name and for legal purposes same social, date of birth, you are that person. Several porn stars who have gotten married have done it. So it will be Mary Walters and Paul Stevens on record. And when was the last time the feds asked for proof on anything unless one of the actors looks underage?"
"Keep talking." Paul said enthusiastically.
"I put this movie out and bill it as Molly Minx's last movie. Molly in a simple, but sexy as hell POV video with an unknown lucky stud."
"I don't know."
"I'll make a lot of money back on it." He snapped his fingers. "I'll even run a contest, guess the actor! Of course no one will, but it will help pull attention to the video."
He spread his arms out, "Risk free and the full amount of money you and Paul need. And," He licked his lips, "Don't even try to tell me you wouldn't think it was hot, you were getting worked up showing off for me for thirty seconds and so was Paul."
"It's like how you'll be away from here, hiding in plain sight, think about it!" He was getting more excited by the minute. "Filming a fake incest movie, that's really incest, but only we know!"
"Come on, mom!" Paul faced me, "That would be a lot of fun and we'd get the money." He leaned over and whispered in my ear, "I told you I always wanted to do something like this. We could do it together, no one could know!"
"What do you think, Mary?"
"I...okay, we film it, and then we watch it. If there's no trace of anything that people could recognize Paul, then I'll let you do it, but it's exclusive to your site, you can't sell rights to anyone else without our permission, we have total control of the material."
"That goes without saying and I'll aggressively pursue any site that tries to pirate even a few minute sample of it. I do that with all my work, that's why I make a killing in memberships, my work is never free."
"Hey!" Paul snapped his fingers, "I have an idea for the plot."
"Really?" Malcolm laughed, "Well, come on, sowantmymom, let's hear what you got."
"Okay, it starts with the camera facing TV, and on the TV is one of mom's videos."
"Oh, for Christ's sake." I sighed.
"You see me stroking my cock." He stopped, "The camera makes it look bigger, right?"
"You have no worries." Malcolm assured him, "I just saw it, you have plenty."
"This is like the Twilight zone." I muttered
"So then mom comes in the room and starts saying, 'oh, so you found my movies?' She comes over and sits on the bed and starts saying sorry, then goes into, but they turn you on? How about a real show? How about I give my baby, what I been giving those actors?"
"I like this." Malcolm pointed at him, "Keep it going."
"She's between my legs, jerking and sucking me and like you said, all the mommy stuff, but mentioning the movies, 'you loved watching your sexy mom Molly fucking all those men."
"I'm still with you."
"Then she starts confessing that she was thinking of her real son in all those fake videos, that's why she does them because she wants her real son's cock so bad."
"This is good stuff, kid."
"Okay and maybe she...she sucks me off, nice big cumshot all over her face."



"Her is right here." I said, getting a laugh from Malcolm.
"Then she lays back and the camera just shows my hand between her legs and I get her off with my fingers. Then I'm hard again and..."
"You'll be hard again, after her blowing you?"
"Dude, please, I'm twenty." Paul said seriously, "And look at her! Never mind it's going to be so damn hot doing this." He grinned, "And if not she can always suck me again."
"Of course she can." I grunted, but it was getting me worked up. Mary you're a twisted woman, there was no more denying or even fighting that fact and it felt....liberating.
"Then I fuck her on her back and we do the positions you talked about and there you have it!"
"I think it's great." Malcolm extended his hand outward, "And what's the title mister director?"
"Oh." Paul thought then clapped his hands, "Mom wants the real thing!"
"Brilliant!" Malcolm reached across the coffee table and gave him a high five. "Kid, you could have a future as a script writer in this biz."
"No, he'll be a one shot wonder and stay in school." I pointed out.
"That's a yes?" Malcolm asked.
"Yes." I answered, at this point influenced as much by the growing puddle in my panties as any type of common sense. Paul's description had me planning on fucking him the second Malcolm left.
"Excellent!" Malcolm was all smiles, "So two movies and I will draw something up for you to sign assuring you nothing will ever be made public about who you are and my video is never to be shown anywhere."
"Fine." I nodded.
"We'll do mine....maybe this weekend?"
"Sunday works." I told him.
"Great, then we'll plan the other." He laughed, "Paul, I love your idea, we're going with it."
"I can see it now!" Paul put his hands up and spread apart as if reading a sign, "Mom wants the real thing! Starring Molly Minx in her final role."
"Again, kid you got the knack for this." Malcolm told him
"And co-starring in his first and only roll, the soon to be legendary..."
"Don't you dare say it." I warned him.
"Paulie Pounder!"
He clapped his hands and looked at Malcolm, who shook his head, "Paul?"
"You love it, right?" he put his hand up for another high five.
"Listen to your mother kid, stay in school."
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Karen's heart pounded with excitement as she took the left onto her street. She felt like a giddy teenager. Sneaking out of work early, something she hadn't done in a long time, to go home and get laid.
This would be her and Jeff's last chance to fool around without having to sneak and worry about getting caught. They were picking Jimmy up at the airport at four. Once they did their sex life over the summer would consist of planning around whenever Jimmy went out with friends.
That-along with having to sleep alone-was going to be tough on both of them. Even after close to a year of being lovers, they fucked like rabbits. With him, Karen was insatiable. Fucking more now at forty four than she ever had when she was younger, and she hadn't exactly been vanilla then either.
She just couldn't get enough of his hard young cock, and his desire to please her in every way. On the rare occasions he wasn't after her, she would quickly peak his interest by dropping to her knees for him.
She wanted him any chance she could have him. In her mouth, her pussy, even on occasions her ass. Karen was his personal porn star giving him all, and sometimes more, than he could handle. She couldn't wait to see Jimmy. She hadn't seen her youngest son since Christmas break, and having him home all summer was going to be wonderful. But seriously frustrating, and awkward.
That's why they had both planned on getting out of work early today. A hot fuck, then a nap where they would curl up, and sleep together for what most likely would be the last time until Jimmy went back to Florida.
All she'd thought about this morning was coming home to Jeff's skilled fingers, eager tongue, and always ready cock. Here she was senior analyst at a large investment firm, sitting at the head of the conference table thinking about giving head, and squirming in her seat while leading the weekly meeting.
The fact she knew all the men and women who with her thought she was a tight assed frigid bitch who wouldn't know what to do with a dick if it was put in front of her added to Karen's excitement of knowing what she was like at home.
Karen, the stereotyped bitch in control business woman, was a wild milf who was fucking the brains out of a beautiful young man young enough to be her son. That last thought caused a sly smile to cross her face. as she fought not to speed down the length of the street towards her house.
She'd said that to Robin, her longtime best friend and coworker. That she was a cougar playing with a cub. Robin had asked for more details about her secret lover's age, and she had coyly replied, "A couple years older than Jimmy."
Robin had wanted a pic. A little drunk at the time, and desperate to brag to someone, at least as much as she could, she showed her a picture of Jeff. It was from the neck down. Naked, his huge cock hard in his hand as he showed it off.
The look of lust on Robin's face had caused a wave of heat through her, and when she asked if she could meet her young stud, Karen had refused. She had smiled inwardly at the thought Robin had met him many times. She just didn't know it. She never could, nor could anyone else.
That was the one downside and it was a huge one, especially huge where Jimmy was concerned.
"Not now." Karen said aloud, she'd spent the last year dwelling on that with no satisfactory solution in sight and she wasn't going to ruin this afternoon with it.
Karen frowned when she pulled into the driveway and didn't see Jeff's huge black Chevy pickup there.
"Call Jeff." She commanded, and listened to the sound of ringing through the speakers of her Lexus.
The phone rang several times before Jeff's voice mail came on.
"Hey, Jeff, I just got home, you know, where you're supposed to be?" Karen paused then moaned. "I'm horny, baby; don't make me start without you!"
She got out of the car and walking across the lawn waved to Bill and Joe, the two teenage boys who lived next door. As always they gave her huge waves and big smiles. As she past them she could feel their eyes on her.
She was dressed in her best business sexy as she referred to it. Her skirt wasn't inappropriately short, but was several inches above the knee. The four inch Prada heels doing great things for her well shaped legs.
The skirt was on the tighter side, and she knew as she walked up the porch stairs they were getting a good look at it hugging her firm ass. Karen went running with Jeff twice a week, and took yoga classes to stay in shape. She wanted to look good for her boy, but didn't mind seeing other men-or over heated teenagers- watching her.
Her red button down blouse was tight enough to show off her ample chest, and feeling playful she had undone an extra button at the office which was just enough to show off a hint of the red lace trim of her bra.
Cock tease was something she was sure went along with bitch throughout the office. Of course only a bitch because she wasn't giving it to them. Normally Karen didn't dress this sexy-unless a high end client was coming in and she wanted any edge she could get. But having a hot nooner planned had encouraged her to dress a little frisky today.
She paused at the mailbox next to the front door, knowing Bill and Joe were no doubt still watching her. It wasn't as much fun as when they spied on her from their upstairs window while she lay by the pool, but in her current state, just knowing they were looking had her wound up.
Knowing it was absurd, but deciding to shelve work Karen for the weekend and let her playful side come out, she removed the red clip from her hair and shook it out. Her long sandy brown hair cascaded down her back, and she laughed softly at the image of her young admirers seeing this in slow motion like a cheesy movie.
Karen added another immature, but fun thrill by 'dropping' her keys. She bent to pick them up, giving her ass a little wiggle for her audience. She straightened quickly, and turned around, smiling when they immediately spun around pretending they hadn't been gawking.
She entered the house still smiling, she loved this giddy young girl feeling she had rediscovered over the last year. Karen tossed her purse and keys onto the coffee table and passing through the living room walked down the hall and into her bedroom.
Closing the door behind her, more to get in the habit of doing so again for the next few weeks, Karen slipped off her heels and walked over to the bed eyeing the night stand where she kept her vibrator. She hadn't been kidding in her message, she might start without him.
She let that image run through her mind, Jeff coming in to find her naked on the bed. Her legs spread while she drove the vibrator deep inside her, and used the silver bullet on her clit. At that point she would make him watch her get herself off and wouldn't let him touch her until she came.
Her nipples stiffened at the thought and she began to unbutton her blouse.
"Hey sexy why don't you let me do that?"
"Jesus!" Karen exclaimed, spinning around to see Jeff sitting in her reading chair by the window, she hadn't even noticed him there. "I didn't think you were home."
"Joe was down a truck so I told him he could use mine the rest of the day. He dropped me off an hour ago."
"God you look good." She whispered, sucking on her lower lip as Jeff rose, and came over to her.
Jeff worked as a mason for a construction company. He was out in the sun all day and most of the time shirtless. Right now, wearing only a pair of torn jeans, his well muscled and deeply tanned body was on full display. His short black hair looked damp as if he'd showered recently. As he approached, a warm feeling grew between her thighs.
Putting her hands on his chest, Karen admired the way her long red nails looked on his skin and sighed, "I'm so going to miss you the next few weeks."
"That's why we're playing hooky," He flashed a big smile. "So I can give you a good hard fuck before we start sneaking around."
"Fuck me?" Karen widened her already large brown eyes in mock surprise. "How crude, you kiss your mother with that mouth?"
"Any chance I get." His smile softened, and he kissed her gently. "And anywhere she'll let me."
Slipping her arms around his neck, she looked up into his deep ocean blue eyes, "Anytime you want, and anywhere you want, baby." She kissed him, a slow lingering one.
Karen knew they'd be fucking hard and fast, but for a moment she wanted to enjoy her oldest son's sweet kiss. "Your mother's pretty easy you know."
"Good, because her son's pretty hard."
Jeff kissed her once more, this time grabbing the back of her head, and pulling her hair roughly as his tongue drove into her mouth. Karen pressed against him, pushing her aching nipples into his chest, goddamn, she was over dressed!
Jeff's hand left her hair, and she gasped when he cupped her ass in his hands, and gave it a hard squeeze. His hands trailed lower until they reached the hem of her dress. Sliding under it, he ran his hands along the backs of her thighs.
"Oh, fuck." She moaned when he fondled her bare ass cheeks. He deftly slid her thong to the side and she cried out when two of his fingers ran through her pussy.
"Damn, you're wet." He buried his face in her neck, kissing and sucking her creamy skin.
"I'm always wet for my son." She groaned, thinking in the beginning she had sworn they would call each other by name when they were lovers. Leave it at mom outside of the bedroom.
But the fact was as wrong as it seemed to be having sex with her son; it was a damn turn on and hot thrill to acknowledge exactly who it was keeping her satisfied. Besides, would not saying it make it change what it really was?
"That's because my mom's a dirty little slut isn't she?"
"Your slut." She slipped her hand between them and grabbed his cock through his jeans. "I'm a slut for my son's cock." She rubbed it causing him to groan into her neck, "You complaining?"
"I only have one complaint." He replied, his tongue playfully flicking. "You have too many clothes on."
Putting his hands on her shoulders, he roughly spun her around. The strength in his hands, and the way he easily man handled her made her pussy gush.
Slipping one arm around her slender waist, he pulled her back against him and moved her hair to the side. He resumed kissing her, but this time softly along the delicate curve of her neck.
"I like that." She purred while working her ass, grinding into his hard cock.
"I love doing this." He said in her ear as he unbuttoned her blouse. "I love stripping you out of your fancy clothes, and fucking you like dirty pig."
"What do you mean like one?" She giggled.
Like Jeff calling her mom, hearing him talk dirty to her added even more excitement to their taboo relationship, but only because she knew how deeply he loved her and it was just for a naughty thrill.
He un-tucked her blouse from her skirt and sliding it down her arms began kissing the top of her shoulder. Karen sighed contentedly while her blouse dropped to the floor and his rough, callused hands slid up her flat stomach to cup her breasts.
His lips trailed across her shoulder, then along her upper back to her other arm. His fingers teased her aching nipples through the red lace of her bra and her hips worked harder into his crotch as she squirmed impatiently against him.
Jeff's hands slid around to her back and her heart raced as he unhooked her bra. He eased the straps down her arms and he pulled it away from her and tossed it onto the floor, she smiled at their reflection in the mirror over the bureau across from them.
The sight of her standing there topless, her ample, and thankfully still firm tits, exposed as her son stood behind her, planting sweet kisses along the soft skin of her back. Seeing him watching in the mirror as well she cupped her breasts for him, sliding her thumbs along her rosy nipples.
"How's your mother's tits look?"
"Fucking perfect, just like the rest of you."
His hands slipped under hers and she groaned as he squeezed her breasts and took over playing with her nipples. Karen wasn't small chested, but Jeff's large hands completely covered them has he fondled her.
She ran her hands up and down his forearms, admiring the hard muscles beneath his tanned skin. She was far more interested in the hard muscle poking into her ass at the moment, but knew she would have to wait until he was ready.
Well, not really. She could turn it around in a heartbeat. Like any good son, Jeff would always listen to his mother and would do anything she asked, but she enjoyed letting him control the pace from time to time.
Jeff sank to his knees behind her, his lips leaving a pleasant trail down her back. She giggled again when he managed to get the zipper to her skirt between his teeth and pull it down. His hands left her tits, but she didn't mind as it was so he could ease her skirt down over her hips.
She gave him a sexy shimmy, helping him push her skirt down to the floor, then moaned when he squeezed her ass and kissed her cheeks. His fingers hooked into her thong and her breathing picked up as he eased it down her thighs.
Karen felt the thong peel away from her wet, sticky pussy and she once again looked in the mirror, reveling in the sight of her now completely naked for her son and him kneeling behind her.
She yelped in surprise when he put her hands on her back and pushed her hard, bending her over the bed. Jeff spread her cheeks wide and Karen cried out when he plunged his tongue into her ass.
"Good boy." She moaned, as his tongue teased around her rosebud. "Look at you kissing your mother's ass."
"Look at you, miss hot shot, letting your son give you a rim job." He pushed his tongue into her ass and moved it in and out, fucking her with it.
"Hmm, if they only knew." Karen rocked back and forth, pushing his tongue deeper into her tight asshole. "What a kinky little slut I was and with my son!"
Jeff worked his tongue around her ass, then eased it lower, pushing it into her sopping slit. He swirled it around and Karen moaned when he sucked hard, pulling her juices into his mouth.
"Oh, yeah, give your mother a nice sloppy kiss" She purred.
Jeff's tongue made a slow teasing journey through the wet folds of her pussy before finally finding her throbbing clit. Karen's hips jerked when her sucked it hard, then worked his tongue in fast circles around it.
"That's it, baby, make your trashy mom come in her son's face."
Jeff's tongue danced over her clit, flicking side to side then up and down, while sucking it hard in between. Karen slid her arms beneath her and grabbing her nipples, squeezed them as her son played her pussy like a fine tuned instrument of desire.
She'd been so horny today her thighs were already trembling and she was squirming on the bed, moving her hips and trying to keep her clit under his tongue as he swirled it around the edges, driving her wild.
Keeping her cheeks spread, Jeff eased his hand closer between them and pushed a finger into her ass.
"Oh, fuck yeah!" She groaned as he pushed it so deep she felt his knuckles against her ass cheek.
Jeff sucked her clit hard and pumped his finger roughly in and out of her ass. Karen pinched her nipples and the next time he buried his finger in her ass, she wailed like a banshee and bucked her hips wildly as her orgasm exploded through her.
Karen squealed and ground her convulsing pussy back into her son's flickering tongue and thrusting finger as hard as she could, sending more waves of pleasure crashing through her. Jeff pushed his face into her ass and sopping slit as he strived to keep her coming as long and hard as possible. God, he was such a good boy!
Jeff proved just what a good son he was by standing up behind her, unzipping and driving his long, thick cock inside her still quivering pussy.
"Fuck, that's deep!" She cried out when he squeezed her hips and slammed into her.
Jeff didn't tease or linger, instead he hammered away at her hard and fast, pounding her pussy as the last waves of her orgasm were still flowing through her.
"Yes, oh, yes!" She called out, stretching her arms across the bed and clutching the sheets, her knuckles turning white as she yelped and groaned under the assault of her son's amazing cock.
Jeff leaned over, sliding his hands along her back and pushing her down into the bed. "Yeah, just like that, mom." He breathed, "Face down, ass up, just taking it."
He grabbed hold of her hair and Karen moaned at the mixed wave of pleasure and pain as he pulled it, yanking her head up from the bed. He fucked her even harder and she knew he'd pulled her head up so he could hear her yelp as he ravaged her.
"I'll take it any time you want to give it to me!" She moaned. "As hard and long as you want it."
Karen lifted her left leg up onto the bed and stretched it out then squealed as that angle pushed him even deeper. Jeff grabbed her ankle, bending her leg and lifting it as he continued to fuck her while still holding her hair. Damn, if the people at work could see her now.
"Look at you, you dirty slut," Jeff groaned, "Getting fucked over the bed." He let her hair go and made her release a high pitched howl when he plunged his finger back into her ass.
"I love it!" She moaned, "I love you fucking me, but if I'm such a slut why hasn't your cock been in my mouth yet?"
"I love how you think!" He laughed, easing his cock from inside her.
Karen smiled as she pushed herself up to a standing position, then turned and sat down on the edge of the bed. Laughing during sex just showed how much fun they had, how comfortable they were with each other.
"Damn, this all for me?" She grabbed his cock, while looking up at him, "This big hard cock for your mother?"
"Yes." He said, a look of anticipation on his face, as she leaned close and opened her mouth, over the dripping head of his cock, but didn't take it in yet.
She blew softly on it and felt him twitch in her hand. Cupping his balls she fondled them, feeling them tighten beneath her touch and noticing how his entire body tensed. A year later, Jeff still got this excited at the thought of his mother sucking his cock and she loved it!
She loved the dirtiness of it, the way he desired it and the fact his long thick cock was nothing short of magnificent, was icing on the cake. Karen teased her son, and herself, by rubbing her oozing prick against her cheek then turning her head back and forth, running it across her face.
"How's your big dick look in my face?"
"It would look better in your mouth." He slid his hands through her hair, sending a shiver through her, "Or at least feel better." He winked.
Karen pressed her red lips to his purple head and parting them, slowly slid his spongy swollen flesh into her mouth. She eased her mouth down his hard shaft, and then bobbed her head, while pressing her tongue tightly against him.
"Hmm," Jeff sighed contentedly as his mother sat naked before him and sucked his cock.
His hands slid from her hair and she moaned around his fat dick when they cupped her tits and he stroked her nipples. She pushed his jeans down his legs and kept moving her head in a slow steady rhythm as he stepped out of them.
Karen kept her hand son his hips and took him deeper while moving her head faster. She opened wide and made loud gurgling sounds as she his full length into her eager mouth.



"Fuck, mom." Jeff groaned as her lips encircled the base of his shaft and she shook her head, swirling her tongue around him. "Goddamn you can suck cock."
She eased him from her mouth, deliberately letting her spit fly, landing on her chin and tits as well as hanging from his glistening cock.
"Lot better than those little girls you were messing around with." She pinned his cock against his stomach, "This is how a real woman gives a blow job."
Lowering her head, she sucked his balls into her mouth, sucking them gently as she ran her tongue around them. She lightly stroked his cock while holding it and his hands tightened on her breasts as she worked his balls in her mouth.
She released them, then licked them hard, pressing her tongue against them and moving back and before running it up the length of his shaft and taking him back into her mouth. This time Karen didn't play or tease.
Jeff moaned loudly as she bobbed her head rapidly, deep throating him each time, and making wet gagging sounds that were more for effect than her being unable to take him. His hips rocked, pushing his cock deeper and she moaned, her brown eyes looking up through her lashes as her son fucked her mouth.
Jeff grabbed the sides of her head and pulling his cock out, shoved her back onto the bed and slammed his cock into her welcoming pussy. With a delighted squeal, Karen lifted her legs and placed her feet on his chest.
Jeff leaned forward, bending her legs back and lifting her ass off the bed, drilling her even deeper as he hammered away at his mother's delighted pussy. As good as it felt, he made it even better by pressing his thumb to her clit and rubbing it in hard fast circles as he continued pounding her.
"Oh, God yeah!" She cried, grabbing her bouncing tits in order to tug on her excited nipples. "Make me come on that cock, baby!"
Jeff pressed his thumb harder against her and lowering his head, opened his mouth and sucked on the toes of her right foot.
"Ohh, I like that!" She moaned, "You'll suck on any part of me won't you?"
"You always said to eat whatever you put in front of me." He breathed as he continued fucking her with deliciously long hard strokes that felt incredible.
His thumb was doing amazing things for her clit and she pinched her nipples harder, straining to win the race and come before he did. It was going to be a close finish as Jeff was making soft whimpering sounds each time he drove into her and his hips were moving faster, now delivering short hard pumps.
She could feel his cock twitching inside her and he was breathing hard as he fought to hold off for her. Karen looked up from the sexy sight of watching his long wet cock invade her pink slit, and she moaned at the sight of her oldest son.
Jeff' was sweating and the glistening moisture caused his muscles to stand out even more as his hard young body strained with effort as he fucked his mother just the way she needed it, long and hard!
"Oh, oh, right there!" She arched her back and squeezed her nipples so hard the pain made her yelp, "Just a little more, baby, just a little ....fuck!"
Karen wailed as she came for the second time in ten minutes and this time with her son inside her. Her pussy contracted around his thrusting cock as she thrust her hips hard into his, Jeff cried out.
Karen squealed as his cock erupted inside her, flooding her quivering pussy with a long hot stream of cum. Jeff kept thrusting, each one ending with his cock jerking inside her and sending another spurt of cum deep inside her.
"Oh, baby." She cried as she squirmed and writhed on the bed beneath him as he continued to pound her while painting the walls of her pussy. "God, you feel so fucking good!"
Jeff thrust inside her, but this time remained there, releasing a precious little sound of pleasure as she contracted her pussy around him, milking the last drops from his spent cock. Karen lowered her legs to dangle off the bed and releasing her nipples, sighed happily.
"Damn, that is just what I needed! I came hard," She smiled up at him, "Twice!"
"I do what I can." He leaned over and kissed her.
"You do plenty, Jeff." She put her arms around him, holding him against her, "You've been everything I've ever wanted this last year."
"I hope I always will be." His confident smile now replaced by the sweet shy smile she remembered so fondly from when he was younger.
Jeff could play bad ass all he wanted; he was still his mother's sweet boy. Or at least as sweet as he could be with his dripping cock softening inside his mother's satisfied pussy. Jeff eased from inside her, and she pushed up on the bed until she her head reached the pillow.
With a satisfied purr, she stretched her arms over her head and arched her back, she felt like a cat, warm, happy and completely content.
"You going to nap with me, baby?"
Jeff's answer was to dive onto the bed, making her laugh as he belly flopped on the mattress before rolling over onto his back next to her.
"Of course I'm going to stay in bed with you." He winked. "Wouldn't want to make you feel like a cheap slut and just get up and go."
"What do you mean like a slut?" She giggled and rolled over on her side. Draping her leg across his, she nuzzled her head into his chest, and put her hand on his stomach. Jeff wrapped his arm around her shoulders, pulling her against him.
"This is so nice." She kissed his neck and purred as her still hard nipples pressed against him. "Do you have any idea how good you feel?"
"Hopefully as good as you feel next to me."
"I love you Jeff." She leaned her head up to kiss him. "With all my heart, I love you, baby."
"Love you too." He grinned, "You're the best girlfriend mom ever!"
"You say the sweetest things." She relaxed into him. "It's going to hard not sleeping with you the next few weeks, honey and I don't mean just sex. I mean you not being in our bed with me."
"I still love hearing you say our bed." He gave her another adorable smile. "And I know what you mean, this is better than sex." He paused. "Well, I mean, maybe..."
"They're both amazing, Jeff." She told him, "I'm very happy with our life together. Happier than I'd ever thought I could be after your dad passed away."
"Not sure he would be." He sighed.
"Let's not discuss that again." She said quietly. "He wanted me to be happy and loved. I'm both."
"Sorry." Jeff shrugged against her. "Sometimes it still bothers me when I think about how at the end he told me to make sure I looked out for you."
"Well you are." She squeezed his cock, trying to keep the mood playful. "Imagine all the trouble I'd get into if I didn't have this at home?"
"True. I guess I do keep you an honest woman, right?" They were both silent for a few seconds before bursting out laughing.
That was better. There was no reason to keep opening the same uncomfortable topic about what Jim senior would think of who it was keeping her as happy as he'd said he'd wanted her to be.
"You know mom," Jeff began. "It's not just about the sleeping arrangements, and the sex that are going to be tough."
"No, it will be little things like kissing and being affectionate." She agreed. "We'll have to be careful."
"That's not what I meant." He shook his head. "It's the fact we're lying to Jimmy."
"We're not lying, honey." She said calmly, "We're just not..."
"Telling him the truth." Jeff interrupted. "Funny, that didn't work for us when we were kids. Hey, I didn't lie about breaking the window. I just didn't say I did it."
"Don't get smart." Karen rolled her eyes. "Just because you fuck me doesn't mean I'm not still the parent here."
"Wow, you should make that into some type of Hallmark card." He cracked.
"Like I've said before, Jimmy is like everyone else. He would never suspect it so we don't have to tell anyone."
"Jimmy's not everyone, he's family," Jeff didn't back off. "Mom. I feel like an asshole doing this behind his back."
"I know, Jeff." She propped herself up on her elbow to look at him. "I feel that way too, but again, he's never going to come up with it on his own. So why open up that can of worms?"
"Because we're lying, and it's more than just not telling him. I lie to him anytime he asks me if I'm seeing anyone or if I've gotten lucky. You lie when he asks you if you've been dating."
"I know, we lie to our friends too." She grunted. "You still have that cute girl who went away to college you tell the guys at work about?"
"Yeah, and you have that guy you met at the gym you go out with here and there. Your friend with benefits." He slid up so he was leaning against the headboard. "But it's one thing to lie to other people, they're not my little brother."
"I appreciate you feel that way and would agree with you about anything else, but would you really want him to know?" She pushed up to lean against the headboard with him. "Think about it, Jeff, how would he react? What would he think of us?"
"He'd be shocked and upset at first. But wouldn't it be worse if he found out on his own? Then it's lying and sneaking around on top of it." He grinned at her. "You and dad always told us lying just makes things worse."
"Jeez, stop throwing my own morals at me, will you?"
She laughed, but it was forced. Jeff was right about this, but then again so was she. There was no reason to risk how Jimmy saw his mom and big brother. Life was good, no it was great, why mess with it?
"Okay, here's what I think." Jeff turned to face her, "If a couple of months before we started sleeping together, someone said that, let's say Miss Wilson, was screwing her son what would you have said?"
"I'd have said poor Ronnie." She scrunched her face up. "Betty Wilson isn't exactly an attractive woman."
"Seriously, mom." Boy he wasn't backing off this time. "Be honest, you'd have said it was sick."
"You're right and that makes my point. You want Jimmy to think we're sick, want him to be disgusted with us?"
"Nope, we make my point. After our first time, we were both upset. We felt like we did something wrong and we blamed ourselves." He put his arm around her shoulders and pulled her close. "We got over that pretty quick and we accept what we do."
"True."
"And know why?" "Tell me." She leaned her head on his shoulder. "You sound like you've been planning this conversation."
"Because we love each other and always have. Jimmy loves us, we're his family. He might get crazy at first, but he'd come around."
"And if he doesn't he'll never come around again." Karen pointed out. "I'm not risking that, Jeff."
"But..."
"My turn." She cut him off. "The reason we got over it is because we are involved in it. We know what we have, we know it might seem wrong, but nothing's ever felt so right."
"Jimmy will be looking outside in just like anyone else, and think it's wrong. He would be far more disgusted than a friend or neighbor because we're his family and my biggest reason for keeping it quiet?"
"What's that?"
"The fact Jimmy can run. He can hop right back on a plane or a bus and go back to Florida and never come up here again."
"You think he'd really disown us?" Jeff frowned, "I think you're underestimating our family, mom. When dad passed we all knew we were in this together and had our parts to play. Dad wanted nothing more than to see Jimmy go to college and that's what he's doing."
Jeff tapped his chest. "He might have made noise he wanted me to go to school, and not break my back the way he did, but you know he loved I went to work with him and continued the family tradition."
He squeezed her closer as he continued, "And he wanted me to be the man of the house and help take care of you, and for you? He wanted you to move on and be happy." He shrugged. "Maybe the fact you did that with me and I took taking care of you a little too far, wouldn't be exactly what he wanted. We followed through in a way."
"What does this have to do with how Jimmy would feel?" Karen asked, but made no effort to move away from him, she loved nestling into him, he always made her feel so safe and desired when he held her.
"The point is with dad gone we're all closer than ever, in fact Jimmy always says he feels bad he's not here with us, he feels like he left us high and dry. I think he'd understand, mom and we should give him the chance to."
"If Jimmy were here all the time I'd think you were right because there would be no way he couldn't know." She sighed. "Then again if he had never left, maybe we wouldn't have gotten this close. It worked out the way it was meant to with him being gone."
"But think about like this," Karen paused to coo as Jeff trailed his fingers lightly down her bare shoulder. There were times it still struck her; here she was completely naked and in her son's arms. As casual about it as she had been with her husband.
"Like what?" He asked and she realized she had allowed herself to get lost in the contemplation of their taboo embrace.
"We're only living a lie a few weeks a year. Jimmy will be in school down there for three more years. He came up last Christmas."
"Which was awkward as hell and you know it." Jeff said pointedly
"I'm not saying this isn't awkward, but he stayed down in Florida for spring break. Now he's coming for the summer. The most we'll ever have to live like this is a couple months a year."
"In person." Jeff sounded irritated, "Every time I talk to him he's asking about who we're dating. Asks how come I'm twenty two, and making good money and not looking to move out. I'm tired of lying."
"So what do you want to do? Next time he asks you answer all three by saying 'I'm fucking mom, she's fucking me, and that's why I don't leave?'"
"I wouldn't be that crude, mom. We're not just fucking." He reached across his lap and took her hand in his. "We're in love."
"That's so sweet." She kissed his cheek. "You're right, we are, but that might be harder to explain than the sex."
"So what if Jimmy wants to come back up to Rhode Island after school? We going to tell him then, 'oh, by the way, three years ago your brother and I started a relationship."
"Christ, Jeff you're thinking three years from now?"
"What if he gets tired of Florida and transfers here? He'd want to come back here, you going to try to not tell him while he lives here?"
"Honey, that's a big if and if it comes to that we'll talk again, maybe at that point we try to figure it out, but not now. It's not worth it."
"I feel like I'm ashamed of us." He admitted.
Karen understood that feeling well and now saw where this was coming from. She yearned to tell her friends how happy she was and occasionally told them of her sexual adventures with Jeff leaving out that one little detail. But she knew they could never tell anyone of their relationship.
It was her plan once Jimmy was done with school and either stayed in Florida or came home, but got on his own, to sell the house and her and Jeff move to another state, start over and let people think they were just a May December couple. A cougar and her cub. Maybe some dirty looks like she was Mrs. Robinson, but no one would know the truth.
But that was down the line and for now the best thing in her life sadly had to be her dirty secret.
"I get it, Jeff, but I feel this is the best thing for us and for Jimmy. I'm grateful your dad passing away didn't stop him from starting college last year. He doesn't need something like this in his head. He should be enjoying these years, not worrying about what's going on here."
"I guess you're right." He sighed.
"Mother knows best." She laughed, "Now slide on down here, shut the brain down, and let's enjoy a nice nap. We still have two hours before we have to pick Jimmy up."
Jeff did as she asked, slipping down next to her. He pulled the sheet over them as she once against draped her body over his, resting her head on his chest.
"This is all that matters right now, honey, just the two of us and how good we feel together."
"Going back to how we started this conversation, I'm going to miss this even more than the sex." He said. "You think so too?"
"Well," she playfully rubbed her leg along his cock beneath the covers, "Let's not get crazy!"
*****
Karen opened her eyes, and was happy to see it was only three. They still had another hour before Jimmy's flight was due. He head was still on Jeff's chest and rose and fell with his slow, steady breathing.
His arm was still around her and despite the joke she'd made before their nap, she knew this was even more amazing than sex, this was love. She'd heard many times there was no deeper love than that of a mother for their child and she was pretty sure the people who said that weren't even considering sex.
Karen had often wondered if the taboo nature of their relationship wasn't part of why they felt so close. That this was just an extension of an already deep emotional bond, a way to love her son that society deemed wrong, but once she had crossed the line had discovered nothing ever had felt so right.
She closed her eyes, but couldn't drift back to sleep. Instead she replayed their conversation, one of dozens they'd had about telling Jimmy. Jeff was right, lying was wrong, but Karen could see no reason to risk losing her youngest son.
Jeff was only three years older than Jimmy, but had always been far more mature and was less sheltered. Jeff was tough, physically and mentally. Jimmy was more of a student than an athlete and far more sensitive meaning he was prone to being upset much easier than Jeff. Karen could easily see their secret affecting him and not in a good way.
The summer would be tough. The sleeping in separate rooms, not being able to be affectionate, having to sneak sex and lying. How would they explain neither of them having a date for the next six weeks? Maybe they would each say they had one and meet up together.
She smiled at that idea. Maybe she would rent a hotel room and her and Jeff could both say they were spending a night somewhere and spend it together. That could work, at least a couple times over the summer.
Thinking of fucking Jeff in a hotel was a dirty thrill. Just like fucking him everywhere was. Karen's leg was still on top of his thigh and moving it slightly she rubbed it along his cock. Jeff moaned, but remained asleep as she worked her leg gently against him.
Flipping the sheet off them, Karen licked her lips at the sight of his semi hard cock lying against her leg. Her nipples stiffened, pressing into his side. They had an hour, why not take one more risk free ride before they had to start sneaking like teenagers.
She slid down the bed, her long hair trailing down his chest as she made her way down to his stomach. Without using her hands, Karen scooped his soft cock into her mouth and gently sucked on it.
She didn't move her head, simply sucked and swirled her tongue around. She moaned at the faint taste of her pussy on his rapidly swelling cock and smiled around it when his hand slid up her back and into her hair.
"Damn, you don't get enough, do you?"
"Hmm-mm!" Karen shook her head while still sucking him.
He was now fully hard and rolling over so she was kneeling next to him, Karen moved her hair out of the way so he could watch his mother suck his cock. His hand slid down her back, over her ass and she groaned when he eased two fingers inside her.
His thumb found her clit and she rocked back and forth as she continued sucking him. As good as his fingers felt, Karen wanted him inside and sitting up, she swung her leg over his waist and guided his cock to her pussy.
They both groaned as she slowly sank down on him, his large cock spreading her pussy. When he was fully engulfed in her forbidden heat, Karen worked her hips back and forth, sliding across his lap.
She cupped her tits and stroked her nipples, showing off for her son as she sensually rode him. His large, strong hands went to her hips and pushed and pulled, guiding her along his shaft. Karen leaned over, bracing her hands on his chest and shoved her nipple into his waiting mouth.



She moaned and bounced up and down, riding him harder. Jeff wrapped his arms around her slender waist and pulled her down so she was pinned against him. Sliding his feet up so his knees were bent, he cut loose, slamming his cock hard into her.
"Oh fuck!" She squealed in his ear as he held her tightly against him, pounding her helpless pussy.
He turned his head and she kissed him hard, plunging her tongue into his mouth while he drove himself relentlessly into her insatiable pussy. Jeff caused her to yelp in surprise when, with a wrench of his powerful shoulders, he whipped them around on the bed so he was now on top of her.
Kneeling between her legs, he pressed his thumb to her clit and pounded her with long hard strokes.
"Yes!" I yipped, "Just like that, just fuck me, nothing fancy, just fucking take me!"
Karen put her feet on his chest and pushed, lifting her ass off the bed. She grabbed her tits and pinched her nipples hard, trying to cum nice and fast for him. Despite the fact she'd come twice an hour ago, she was already close.
She knew it was the simple fact Jeff was just taking her that was getting her so close so fast. Just fucking her, legs up, ass off the bed, drilling her like she was some drunk slut he'd picked up in a bar. His thumb rubbed her harder and faster and throwing her head back she squealed as her third orgasm of the afternoon flowed through her.
God, what a hooky day! The thought would have made her laugh if she weren't writhing and yelping in the throes of ecstasy. Apparently she wasn't the only one who was enjoying this plain old fashioned good hard fuck because Jeff was moaning and gasping as he fought to keep fucking her as she came.
"Go ahead, baby!" She whimpered through her sounds of pleasure, "Give it to me! But let me see it, cum all over me then we'll take a shower."
Jeff grabbed her ankles and lifting her legs, plowed into her even harder. Karen cried out, then jerked her head to the side, she'd sworn she'd heard something. It was impossible to concentrate with Jeff going to town on her and she relaxed and enjoyed her pussy being satisfied by her son.
"Oh fuck." He groaned, his cock twitching inside her.
"There it is!" She groaned, "Come on, baby, come for mommy!"
He never called her that, but she'd watched more than her share of mom son movies since they'd gotten together and the word did give her an added dirty thrill. Jeff gasped and when he whipped his cock out, Karen sat up and grabbed it.
Jeff moaned when she pumped his cock furiously, sending several spurts of cum all over her tits and stomach.
"All of it." She stroked him. "Every drop, baby, give me every..."
She was cut off by a loud knock and Jimmy calling, "Hey, Mom you in there?"
"Jesus!" Jeff whispered, trying to pull away from her.
His cock was still spurting, and clapping her other hand over his mouth, she continued pumping him. He whimpered in protest, but remained still as his mother finished him off. His balls emptied their contents, painting her heaving tits.
"Jimmy?" She sounded out of breath, but couldn't help it.
"Yeah, I took an earlier flight and grabbed a cab I wanted to surprise you. Is it okay to come in?"
Fuck, the door was unlocked; thank god she had shut it in the first place.
"Hold on a minute!" Karen tried to sound calm. "I'm not dressed."
Not dressed and covered in your big brother's cum. She added as she released Jeff's cock.
"Put your pants on and hide in the damn closet." She whispered.
"How will I get out?" He slipped off the bed. He pulled his jeans on, and ran across the room.
He'd put most of his clothes back in his old room. The one he'd be sharing with Jimmy since they had turned Jimmy's room into a home office once he'd left, but had left a few things in Jim's old armoire.
He pulled on a t-shirt, and a pair of socks as Karen used her blouse to wipe cum from her chest.
"Mom, you okay?" Jimmy asked from the hallway.
"One second!" Please don't try to open the door!
Not wanting to take any longer, Karen grabbed her black robe from the bed post. She tied it tightly, pulling the top close together so he couldn't tell she wasn't wearing anything beneath it.
She headed for the door, looking over her shoulder to see if Jeff was slipping into the walk in closet. Instead he had lifted the screen and was squeezing through the window. He got caught in something, and losing his grip, fell out, and landed in the bushes with a loud grunt.
He popped up to pull the screen down, and if the situation wasn't so serious she would have burst out laughing. She did however, wonder what any of the neighbors would think.
She opened the bedroom door.
"Jimmy!" She threw her arms around her younger son.
"Hey, Mom!" He returned her embrace, squeezing her tight. "I missed you."
"Not as much as I missed you!" She declared, still holding him, and trying to ignore the robe sticking to some of Jeff's cum that she had missed on her stomach.
"You still have Jeff." He told her.
"Again, not as much as I missed you!" She winked.
Jimmy laughed, and stepped back from her.
"I didn't mean to um, interrupt you."
"It's okay. I got out early and was taking a nap before I had to come get you."
While she spoke she looked Jimmy up and down. He looked good. He'd finally started to fill out. His shorts and sleeveless t-shirt displayed his no longer skinny arms and legs as well as a dark tan from being in the sun all year round.
Whereas Jeff was the spitting image of his father, Jimmy resembled Karen. They shared the same expressive dark eyes and dirty blonde hair. Like her, he was quick with a smile and not as intense looking as Jeff.
Both her son's were good looking boys, but Jeff was flat out hot with a touch of bad ass to him. Jimmy was definitely the boy next door type who could melt girls with his soft eyes and aw shucks smile.
"You got out of work early?" He raised his eyebrows as he cut into her inspection of him. "And since when do you nap?"
"Getting old you know." She joked.
She noticed Jimmy peering over her shoulder and tried to think if there had been anything that would give away what she'd really been doing.
"Honey?" She spoke up. "What are you looking at?"
"Mom, are you alone?"
"What? Of course I am!" She laughed, hoping it didn't sound as nervous to him as it did to her. "Why would you ask that?"
"Because you don't nap, and you never leave work." He met her eyes. "And I swore I heard, um, well something."
"Oh, I was watching something on my phone. You probably heard that."
"I thought you were sleeping?"
"I was, then I was awake and playing on my phone when you knocked."
"You're sweating." He continued. "And you're flushed." When she frowned, he smirked. "I am taking criminal investigation you know. We CSI agents notice stuff.
"And your smart ass shouldn't be playing twenty questions with me." She said with a tone. "I told you I was alone. You want to come in and look around the room. Look for men's socks under the bed?" There wasn't any, was there?
"No." He said quickly. "Sorry, mom, I didn't mean to upset you. But I am here early and well, you can have guys over if you want,"
"That's nice of you!" She cracked. "First your brother gives me permission to get laid, now you!"
"Wow, how about I leave and come back in?" He a backed away from her.
"I'm sorry, baby!" She put her hands on his arms and kissed his cheek. "I'm just a little out of sorts lately. You know I get touchy with the dating thing."
"Still?" He waved his hand. "Whatever, it's good to see you, mom. I really missed you guys."
"We missed you too, honey. Where are your bags?"
"I tossed them in Jeff's room." He laughed. "You must really be riding him these days."
'What do you mean?" Her heart skipped a beat.
"His room's spotless; you wouldn't even know he lives in it. I live with three other guys and we're neater than that slob ever was."
"Right, well I've been on top of him." She caught herself with her own remark. "You know, about things like that."
"Right." He looked down at her for a moment, "You want to get dressed ,and meet me in the kitchen? I could really go for a sandwich." He licked his lips. "Tell me you have coffee milk? I used up that bottle of syrup you sent me."
"Home five minutes and hungry. Some things never change." She pointed towards the kitchen. "Of course we have coffee milk. Well we do if Jeff remembered to buy it. We have plenty of cold cuts. If you want to wait I'll make you something better than a sandwich."
"Nah, that's fine, I..."
"Hey, little shit!" Jeff called out as he came down the hallway. "Look at you! You might even weigh a hundred and sixty pounds now!"
"One seventy two. Thanks." Jimmy turned just in time to get punched in the chest. "Ow!"
"Still slow though!" Jeff clapped him on his other arm hard enough to make him wince, then snatched him up in a bear hug. "Little brother's back in the house!"
"Big brother's still a meathead." Jimmy replied, but returned his brother's embrace then made a disgusted sound when Jeff planted a kiss on his cheek.
"Oh, freakin' gross!" He pushed Jeff away from him, but was laughing, "Keep your diseases to yourself, you dumb jock."
"Probably the first kiss you've gotten in months you scrawny nerd." Jeff replied. "Hey, you're early."
"So are you." Jimmy said. "Don't you work until four?"
"Knocked off early to take the ride with mom to pick up your dumb ass."
"Wow, the two of you skipping out early? I must really rate."
"That you do, kiddo." Jeff put his arm around his shoulders, "Hey, mom, why don't you get dressed? We'll go down to King's Garden. I heard the Chinese restaurant's down there suck."
"Suck's a compliment." Jimmy laughed. "That sounds better than a sandwich."
"Sounds like a plan." Karen agreed, "Give me a few minutes to get dressed, and we'll head out."
She went into her room and Jeff turned and headed for the living room, with Jimmy following him.
"So how's school, Jimmy?"
"It's good. It's hard to not be home, but it's a lot of fun living on campus. It's like premature adulthood."
"You must be going out of your mind with all the hot girls down there." Jeff whistled. "Spring break in Daytona must have been a damned orgy."
"I may have had some fun." He winked as they sat on the couch to wait for their mother.
"Good man!" Jeff nodded. "You just screwing around or you have anyone serious?"
"There's that girl Rebecca I told you about." Jimmy produced his phone and showed Jeff a picture of a pretty red head in a skimpy bikini, sitting next to him on a beach.
"Whoa, you're dating up little brother, she's smoking!" He grinned. "Tap her yet?"
"God, you're an ass." He rolled his eyes, then sighed. "Not yet, but we've only been dating a few weeks and she's a good girl. I like that. I want to be with someone I know won't be running around on me."
"Don't get to serious to young." Jeff told him. "Three years left in college, you really looking to lock down already?"
"I wouldn't mind." He shrugged. "Who says she's not the one? Mom and dad met at college."
"True."
"So." Jimmy looked down the hallway to make sure mom's door was still closed. "Who is she?"
"Who?" Jeff asked.
"The girl you just rolled off before you came home."
"What are you talking about?" Jeff asked nervously. "I got dropped off from work."
Jimmy pointed at him. "You're wearing a polo short, new jeans that are spotless and sneakers, not boots. You didn't come from work."
"Wow, you're good." Jeff grinned, but frowned inwardly. Jimmy had always been observant, picking apart every detail of everything he ever saw, read or watched on TV. "But off, I met with clients today. Bill is teaching me how to quote jobs."
"Bill huh?" Jimmy lowered his voice, "Okay, Jeff here's the thing. I might not be a lady killer like you, but I've had enough sex to recognize pussy when I smell it."
"What?"
"I could smell it when you kissed me. You must have had your face buried in there for awhile." He laughed. "Oh, and you smell like perfume. Unless you know, that's your scent these days."
"Fine, you got me. I cut out work to catch a quickie with Jill because I figure I'll be hanging out with you for the next few days."
"Jill, the girl that's going to Boden up in Maine?"
"Yeah."
"Cool, I can't wait to meet her."
"Uh, yeah right." Fuck! Jeff swore to himself. Why the hell had he mentioned a girl that didn't even fucking exist?
"But hey, do yourself a favor, bro." Jimmy went on. "Go wash your face."
"My face." Jeff repeated, still trying to recover from the Jill fuck up.
"Yeah, you know how mom gets all mushy when we're all together. You don't want to kiss your mother with pussy on your face do you?"
***** Jeff stretched out on the old twin bed he hadn't slept in since Christmas when Jimmy had come to visit and sighed. Man, this sucked. Down the hall mom was lying alone in their big queen sized bed. The bed was truly theirs. Once they'd begun their taboo relationship, they had put the old bed, the one his father had spent years with mom in, down in the basment and bought a new one.
Mom would be in one of those cute little outfits he loved. The tight lacey boy shorts with one of those slinky, silky tops that left her stomach bare and hugged her breasts so perfectly. Christ, mom was the hottest woman he'd ever been with, and as wrong as it sounded the fact she was his mother added to it.
In the beginning he had tried calling her Karen, but it didn't sound right and he knew she got off on the 'mom talk' as well. That was evidenced by the fact she loved for them to watch mother/son porn videos together some nights.
A few years from now when they moved to another state he would call her Karen in front of people, but it would always be mom when it was the two of them. Just thinking of his mother in her sexy little jammies, as she called them, had his cock swelling beneath the sheet.
And this was only night one, he thought, he'd better get used to this. His phone beeped next to him and picking it up from the bed he saw a text from mom.
"I miss you baby!"
It was accompanied by a selfie of her shirtless and pouting for the camera. Jeff stared at her firm tits with their hard pink nipples, then texted back, "Not fair mom! Miss you too!"
She sent back a happy face. "Love you, baby, its only for a little while, sweet dreams!"
He shot back "how about wet dreams?" then deleted the texts. Not that Jimmy would pick up his phone, but with something like this he couldn't be too careful.
He glanced over to where Jimmy was in his old bed against the wall. He was sitting up, fooling around on his I-pad with his earbuds on. It was good to see the little shit. Well, not so little anymore. Hard to imagine his pain in the ass little brother was heading into his sophomore year of college, and pursuing his dream of criminal forensics.
Dad would be proud of him. Jeff had done okay in school, but never great as he really had no interest. He still would have gone to school locally if his father had really pushed, but he knew Jeff wanted to follow in his footsteps and be a mason as his grandfather and great grandfather had been.
When dad got sick, it was an out of sorts for him not to go to college, but just work so he could focus on helping mom take care of him. When his father passed away, the medical bills along with leaving them with just mom's income had been the final decision for him not to go.
Mom made good money, but keeping a house and two kids in college would have been tight. Jeff had used that as his excuse to simply work and help mom keep up the house and insure Jimmy, who was a damned Brainiac, could go to school with no worries.
So in a sense dad would be happy with both his son's directions, at least career wise. Jeff had no doubt wherever he was, his father was proud of Jimmy, but him? Sure he was carrying on the family legacy and he was helping his brother by helping his mother financially and being man of the house.
But he was also sleeping with his mother, more than his mother, his deceased father's wife. Not just sleeping with her, but fucking her. Mom had opened up to him about her sex life with dad and he was surprised to hear that they'd gone at it like rabbits and mom loved to be his dirty slut.
Not that he had a hard time believing that now because mother or not, she loved to be a whore in bed. Mom loved it hard and nasty. She loved dirty talk and being demeaned, hell she even took it in the ass sometimes.
Jeff could just imagine his father looking down on him pounding his mother in the ass, or cumming in her face or spanking her or any of the other porno type sex they had. He knew mom thought of it sometimes too which is why she never liked to talk about it. They were happy, that's what counted.
Jeff got that, but his guilty thoughts where his father was concerned was part of why he wanted to tell his brother. To hear him say it was okay. But mom was right, odds are nothing good could come of this.
"Hey, Jeff you awake over there?" Jimmy called out.
"I am now." He said, looking at Jimmy who had removed the ear buds and put the I-pad away.
"No, you were awake, I saw you playing on your phone."
"Then why did you bother asking?" Jeff rolled his eyes.
"In case you just didn't want to talk, I guess."
"Why wouldn't I want to talk to you? I haven't seen you in months."
"We talk on the phone all the time and I think we talked so much at King's Garden they were ready to throw us out for hogging the booth."
"That was mostly you and mom." He slid into a sitting position. "I just grunted here and there."
"She does go on and on." He laughed, "I love mom, but I swear her mouth never stops working."
"True." Jeff tried not to picture her mouth working him. "So what's up?"
"I couldn't ask earlier because she was with us, but does mom have a boyfriend?"
"You asked that earlier." Jeff replied. "You always ask."
"She said no."
"Then its no."
"But isn't there some guy she kind of plays around with here and there? The gym guy?"
"Oh, him." This was the second screw up he'd had already. One with his make believe girl now Mom's pretend playmate. "Friends with benefits sort of, nothing serious just fun here and there."
"That fun ever happen here?" Jimmy asked.
"Why would it matter?"
"Because when I let myself in the house I was in the hallway a couple minutes and I heard," He paused. "Sounded like she was getting laid."
Jeff was quiet for a moment to make sure his voice was steady. "Did you see anyone when she opened the door?"
"No."
"Okay then. You heard wrong."
"Jeff, I know you'll always think of me as a kid, but I live with three other guys. We all have our own rooms, but they have girls over and I've heard my share of sex."
"Again, did you see..."
"And I've seen their girlfriends come out of the room at night or early in the morning."
"What's that got to do with anything?"
"Because mom looked just like they did. She was sweating, her face was red, her hair was a damned mess and so was her make up." He shrugged. "The freshly fucked look if I ever saw it."
"Hey, don't talk about mom like that!" Jeff snapped. Not that he had any right to say anything considering he was the one that had 'freshly fucked' their mother, but Jimmy didn't need to know that.
"I'm not ten, Jeff. I'm an adult and so are you and so is mom. I'm not saying there is anything wrong with it, just wondering why she would hide it."
"Hide what?" Jeff threw his hands up, "There was no one in her room.What do you think they hid under the bed until we left?"
"Maybe they went out the window like Linda used to do when mom or dad came home and she was in your room."



"Linda and I were friggin' sixteen. Mom's an adult and so is her friend. A guy in his forties isn't diving out a window unless hubby comes home."
"Mom's funny about guys since dad passed. Maybe she thinks I'd be mad she's got another man in dad's house."
"Jimmy," Jeff released an exaggerated sigh. "You're saying you're a grown up, but you're missing a big something."
"What?" Jimmy narrowed his eyes.
"Mom's not seeing anyone steady and she's a woman with needs." He paused meaningfully. "What do you do when you're horny with no girl?"
"I...oh." Jimmy blinked.
"You probably caught mom in the middle of some pre-nap festivities." Jeff went on. "That's why she looked like a hot mess when she answered the door."
"I don't know, Jeff. She was kind of loud for that, I mean she sounded like she was, you know. Getting it."
"So tell me little brother who's so smart, yet so oblivious. When you whack off you do it to your thoughts or maybe watch some inspiration. You know something that rhymes with horn?" Jeff laughed.
"Mom watches porn?" He cocked his head. "How the hell do you know that?"
"I live here and I come and go at night and early weekend mornings." He saw a chance to cover up their near slip up now. "Okay, I should have just said this, but I enjoy poking holes in all your brilliant theories."
"Thanks." Jimmy said dryly.
"One Saturday I was supposed to work. I get out of the house at six, get to the site and find out the material never showed up. I head home and slip in quiet, figuring mom's still sleeping. Then I get near her room and hear, pretty much what you must have heard."
"So what did you do, knock?"
"No, that's what you did." Jeff shook his head, "I was like, whoa, who the hell is in there with her, but hey. It's her house and she's a big girl. But I was nosy as hell. I slipped into my room, but left the door open a little to catch whoever comes out."
"I hear the door and poke my head out and see mom going to the bathroom. When she closes the door, I sneak down the hall and peek into her room. No one's there, but her lap top's on the bed and its paused on a scene of some woman getting fucked doggy and there's..."
He caught himself embellishing a little too much, and sounding too casual about it. "Anyway."
"There was what?" Jimmy as always never stopped with the damn questions.
"A toy okay?" He snapped irritably "Want to know the color?"
"TMI!" Jimmy put his hands over his ears.
"Then stop asking. So anyway, there wasn't anyone. She was just having a little me time so to speak. And I guess she likes to watch something fun when she does it."
"So I guess that's what I heard." He nodded. "Because I swore I heard a guy moaning, but it must have been the movie."
"Yeah there are guys in them."
"So why hasn't mom met anyone? I mean a real someone not some guy to mess with."
"She doesn't want to." Jeff said. "That's pretty simple."
"But mom's got so much to offer. She's got a great job, she's sweet, she's...well, she's pretty hot for her age."
"You think mom's hot?" Jeff couldn't resist. "Like milf hot?"
"Well yeah, I mean not that I check her out, but come on, man. How many of our friends drooled over her? I showed a couple guys at school her picture and they were busting me up asking if I wanted company for the summer. So she has it going on."
"She does." Jeff said casually. "And she gets hit on a lot, but she just doesn't want a boyfriend and that's her business not ours."
"Think it's still about dad? I mean it's been close to two years."
"And they were together for twenty five." Jeff countered, "She'll get there Jimmy. It took her over a year to go on a damn date and a few more months before she got to where she'll fool around with this guy."
"What's his name?" Jimmy asked.
"George." Jeff said confidently.
"Really? Mom told me it was Robert."
"Oh." Jeff shrugged, "Shows you how serious I take it."
"You meet him, you know scope him out?"
"Of course." Jeff couldn't resist. "He's a good looking guy, pretty jacked. Mom's doing okay for herself."
"I'll feel better when she's with a guy who cares about her and loves her, not a damn fuck buddy."
"Yeah, you want to see her happy?"
"I want to see her in love again, and dad wanted that too."
"So let me ask you a question. What if mom got close to someone, but it wasn't someone you approved of?"
"Me? What about you? You're here, you'd know more about them."
"Okay, let's say I think he's okay, or at least he's not a nut and mom would be safe with him. But for some reason you don't like him, what would you do?"
"What could I do? It's her life."
"You mean a lot to her, Jimmy. If you hated who she was with it would bother her. You know she's going to weigh guys based on what we think and dad would think."
"Probably, that's how she is."
"So what's the answer? If you didn't like who she was with would you get upset at her? Make her choose you, I mean us, over a chance to be happy?"
"I guess as long as the guy is good to her and makes her happy, I'd be okay with it. She deserves it." He slid back down onto his pillow. "Why do you ask? Is there someone you guys aren't talking about?"
"No, just a question in case it ever comes up because like you said I'm here all the time so I would know first."
"Well, tell you what big brother, you're mom's guard dog so if he's okay with you, he'd be okay with me."
"Yeah, you mean that?"
"Absolutely. After all, dad made it pretty clear you're the man of the house and need to take care of mom anyway she needs it." He yawned. "Long day with the flight and everything, night, Jeff."
"Good night Jimmy." Jeff said, his brother's last words echoing through his mind. Again he wasn't sure this was what dad had meant about taking care of mom.
***** "Hey honey." Karen said softly, coming up behind Jeff where he sat at the kitchen table with a cup of coffee. She leaned in and turning his cheek kissed him quickly on the lips
"Careful." Jeff said sarcastically. "Jimmy might be under the table. Christ that kid is fucking everywhere the last week."
"Be nice." Karen chided him. "I know it's not easy. I miss you in bed." She kept her arm around hi., "And in my arms and in my mouth and..." She stopped and stood up when they heard Jimmy coming down the stairs.
"Right on time." Jeff sighed, while she went over to the counter to pour herself coffee.
"Hey guys, you're up early!" Jimmy chirped.
"Yeah, we are." Jeff muttered while he watched his mother getting cream from the fridge.
She was wearing a pair of baggy sweat pants and one of his Taylor construction T-shirts that was huge on her. The ensemble showed nothing at all of her body, even her feet were encased in socks and her hair was pulled into a loose pony tail.
Yet his cock twitched with interest while she made her coffee. He envisioned coming up behind her, pulling those stupid pants down and bending her over the counter, fucking her long and...
"You boys hungry? I can make some pancakes or bacon and eggs."
"Bacon sounds good," Jeff replied, although it was nowhere as good as what he wished he was eating right now; his mother's juicy pussy.
"What about you Jimmy?"
"Whatever's easier for you." He sat across from Jeff, "It's all better than what I've been eating at school."
Jeff grunted and finished his coffee. He was trying not to get pissed at his brother. It wasn't his fault. It was great to see him, but in the week he'd been home, home was the only place he had been, that or wherever Jeff went.
When they had to go to work, Jimmy would hang with his friends, but would always be home before both of them could be. Now here it was Saturday and he would most likely be around all day. He had gotten up early hoping maybe he could have slipped in with mom, but then decided not to risk it in case Jimmy got up to use the bathroom.
He and mom hadn't gotten more than a few minutes of privacy here and there to grab a quick kiss, but there was no way they could risk anything more. Last night mom had texted him to try to slip out and close the bathroom door, pretending he was in it and slip into their room.
But Jimmy was sitting at the desk playing World of Warcraft. He tried to wait him out, but an hour later had texted her to forget it. The damn kid could stay up all night, and Jeff was up at five am for work and exhausted by ten, never mind after midnight.
This was just week one. He'd expected it to be tough, but he'd hoped for at least an hour here and there for them to have a little quality time. Picking up his phone, he scrolled through his notifications and saw mom had sent him an e-mail late last night after hed fallen asleep.
Reading it told him she felt the same way.
"Monday leave work at twelve. I've booked a room at the Motel six on airport road; we'll meet up and have fun for a few hours. You can pretend I'm your call girl! Or just your horny mom."
"Hey, mom, I was thinking, we can do that on Monday. You know clean out the shed like you've been wanting."
"About time, it needs a good cleaning." She nodded, with a big smile.
"I'll help you guys out." Jimmy chimed in. He started to say something else, but his phone rang. "Hey Pete!" He listened for a minute, "Scarborough? Hell yeah, I'll go, can you pick me up?" He frowned. "Hold on."
"Hey, Pete and a couple of guys are going to the beach and wanted to know if I was up for going."
"Of course!" Mom said quickly. "Go catch up with your friend's. You don't have always hang around with us.
"Cool." He spoke into the phone again, "When you coming? Shit, okay."
He got up from the table. "He'll be here in five minutes, sorry about leaving before breakfast."
"No worries, go have fun, you need some money?" Jeff pulled out his wallet and handed him two twenties. "In case you go for lunch or stop somewhere else."
"Hey, thanks. You're cool for a dumb jock."
"Anything to get my nerd brother from doing something besides play that goddamn stupid game."
"Better than what you play with." Jimmy retorted.
"Hey, watch your mouth." Mom told him. "I'm in the room you know."
"Sorry, mom." Jimmy grinned as he got up and headed out of the kitchen.
Jeff heard him pound up the stairs and turning in his seat smiled. "You better shut the damned stove off and get your ass in that bedroom when he leaves."
"Who said we have to wait to get to the bedroom." She replied with a wicked smile. "I did promise you breakfast after all." She came over and began removing the cups from the table. "And we're still meeting on Monday."
"You're blowing off another afternoon at work?" He smiled. "Man I rate."
"I rather think of it as blowing you off in the afternoon." She giggled. "We needed this break."
A horn blared outside and Jimmy came flying down the stairs dressed in shorts and a t-shit, a back pack slung over his shoulder, "Catch you guys later!" He waved and headed down the hallway.
Jeff got up and leaning over the counter peered out the window. He saw Jimmy hop into Pete's beat up old Nissan and when they pulled away he turned around, "He's gone and...holy shit." He breathed.
In the minute he'd had his back turned Karen had whipped off the shapeless t-shirt along with her bra and had pulled her pants off. She was now sitting on the kitchen table, with her legs wide open, spreading her pussy.
"Like the spread I put out for Breakfast?"
Jeff strode over to the table, peeling his shirt off. He was still pulling it over his head when he felt her rip his jeans open and yank his zipper down. He grabbed her face in his hands and kissed her hard, jamming his tongue into her open mouth.
While they kissed, he grabbed her tits, squeezing her nipples and she shoved his jeans down past his hips. The both moaned when she grabbed his turgid cock and stroked it hard and fast. Jeff broke the kiss and dropping to his knees buried his face in her already wet pussy.
"Damn!" She squealed when he plunged his tongue inside her, "You were hungry!"
Jeff slid his tongue upwards and after circling her clit sucked it so hard his lips smacked.
"Baby, that feel good, but right now just bring that big fucking dick up here and fuck your mother!"
She lay back on the table and lifted her legs. Grabbing her ankles, Jeff spread her legs as wide as he could and drove his cock into her.
"Oh, fuck!" She cried out, "This table is just right!" She laughed as he thrust his hips, fucking her with long hard strokes.
She grabbed her tits, holding them and stroking her nipples for him as he pounded into her, his big cock stuffing her recently neglected pussy.
"That's it, we got all day to play, baby, but right now just give it to me nice and hard! Take the edge off and just fuck me until you cum."
She yelped when Jeff grabbed her arms and pulling her up slid her off the table. The second her feet hit the floor, he spun her around and shoved her roughly in the back, bending her over the table.
"Yes!" She cried as he plowed into her from behind. "Take it! Take your mommy's pussy, baby! You're going to be taking it all day, aren't you?"
"Oh, yeah." He moaned as he pushed on her back, pinning her to the table. "Going to fuck the shit out you."
"Yeah you will. You're going to fuck me as many times as I want it. Every time you cum, I'll suck you hard again! All day, Jeff, you're going to fuck your mother all goddamn day!"
Karen stretched her arms out, grabbing the edge of the table as he fucked her. She spread her legs further apart so he could get even deeper, then squealed when he shoved his finger hard into her ass.
"You want that ass? I'll give it to you today, how's that? I'll squeal nice and loud for you while you shove that big cock in my tight little ass."
Jeff groaned behind her and his strokes became shorter and more desperate.
"Oh, you like that don't you? You like the idea of your mother letting her boy fuck her in the ass? You like treating me like a fucking whore?"
"You are my whore." He breathed, "My whore mother."
"Then give your whore mother a big hot load of cum all over that ass you're going to fuck later!"
Jeff slammed her several more times so hard the table rocked beneath her. He whipped his cock out and she gasped when he spread her cheeks open with his free hand and sprayed his cum onto her asshole.
"Oh, fuck." She sighed at the sensation of her son's cum dripping across her ass, down her pussy and onto her inner thighs, "Oh, fuck, that feels so..."
"Oh, my fucking God!"
"Jesus!" Jeff cried out at the sound of Jimmy yelling behind him.
He twisted around so fast his pants tangled around his legs and he fell on his ass on the kitchen floor. Her stomach feeling as if someone had kicked her in it, Karen straightened and turned around to face the kitchen doorway. Her arm reflexively going across her breasts to cover them, not that it really mattered at this point.
"Mom! What the fuck?" Jimmy was standing there with his eyes wide and his mouth open.
"Baby its..." It's what? Jesus, what the hell could she say?
"You...you..." Jimmy stammered.
"Jimmy listen," Jeff got up from the floor pulling his jeans up over his still dripping cock.
"Holy shit!" Jimmy exclaimed. "Holy shit! You're fucking mom!"
"I..." Jeff looked to his mother.
"It's not like that Jimmy." She tried to sound calm, but her voice was quavering.
"Not like that, are you fucking kidding?" Jimmy shouted. "He..." He pointed to Jeff.
"You...you had her bent over the damn table!" He pointed back to Karen who gratefully took the t-shirt Jeff passed her. Sitting on the chair, she draped it over the front of her.
"You were telling him you wanted it in your damn ass!"
"How long were you there?" Jeff asked, his heart racing, oh this was bad, real bad.
"Long enough to see what you were doing and....Oh, God Jeff you were cumming all over our mother!"
"Baby, please...." Karen began.
"Don't baby me!" He yelled at her, "You were calling him baby when he was banging you! You want to bang me too?"
"Of course not, I..."
"Oh, so what? Jeff's older, he gets the pussy?"
"Watch your mouth, Jimmy, she's still your mother."
"Bet you watched her mouth plenty!" Jimmy quipped. "Jesus fucking Christ do you know how sick this?"
He jumped when a horn beeped from outside.
"I came back because I forget my wallet." He said softly. "My God I wished I'd brought it with me."
"Okay, look." Jeff said quietly. "Tell the guys you can't go and we'll all sit down and talk."
"There's nothing to fucking talk about!" He snapped. "Know what? I'm glad I saw this. You two have been fucking for how long? You've been lying to me, both of you! Telling me you have people you're with and you're with each other."
He stopped and his eyes widened even further. "You two were fucking when I came home! That was you in Mom's room! You lying sack of shit!"
"Jimmy, calm down. I know this is bad." Karen had taken a moment to quickly slip the shirt on when Jimmy had been yelling at Jeff. "But we're family and we love each other and we need to talk about this."
"Family loves each other, they don't fuck each other! I'm going to the damn beach to get the hell away from you two and when I come back, I'll pack and fly back tonight, fuck, I'll take a damn bus if I have to."
"Jimmy please!" Karen stood up and tried to reach out to him, but he stepped back from her.
The horn blared again and he shook his head, "There's nothing to say, I'll let you two get back to your mother son bonding."
"It's...Jimmy you have to let us explain." Jeff's voice was tight as his eyes filled up. "I never wanted to hurt you little brother, this is about..."
"Save it." Jimmy waved his hand dismissively. "Tell you what, Jeff." He said then looked at Karen "and you mom," he sneered the word causing her to lower her head in shame. "There's nothing either of you can say that makes this okay. This is disgusting and so are you."
He turned and walked back down the hallway, calling over his shoulder, "Bet dad would be really proud of both of you."
*****
Karen listened to Jimmy's phone go directly to voicemail yet again. The previous half dozen times she'd refrained from leaving a message, but this time couldn't help it.
"Please call me back, please? I know you're mad, but just let me know you're okay and please come home Jimmy, we need to talk."
"He's not going to answer and he's not going to call back." Jeff said from where he was sitting in the corner of the couch.
"I'm just afraid he meant what he said!" Karen was sitting across from him, nestled into the other side of the couch, "I bought him an open ended ticket. He could have just hopped on the next available flight!"
She put her phone on the end table, and rubbed at her aching eyes. "He might not come back, Jeff."
"Calm down, mom." Jeff said tiredly. Man what a long miserable day this had been. "Yeah, he's pretty upset, but he's not going home without his I-pad and lap top. He'll come back when he's ready."
"It's after eight, you know damn well they left the beach hours ago."
"Never know, they could be having a party up there and there's under twenty one clubs in the area." He shrugged. "Or he might spend the night at Pete's to take more time to get his head together."
"Then maybe I'll call over there and ask Pete's mother to get him on the phone."
"Mom, we can't chase him right now." Jeff explained. "He's already pissed at us and that will make him madder. We have to wait until he's ready to face us."
"You really think he'll come back and give us a chance to talk?"
"He'll come back and we'll make sure we talk one way or another. But at least if he comes here on his own, it will be easier."
"Jeff, you were so right about this." Karen shook her head. "We should have told him. Even if he got upset it wouldn't have been anything like this. I can't believe he saw us!"



Jeff nodded and hoped she wasn't going to start crying again. Not that mom didn't have a right to be emotional; but this nightmare had happened at eight thirty in the morning and she'd been a mess all day.
Jeff wasn't feeling too good about the situation, but he knew his mother would put more of the blame on herself. This was the fourth time today she had told him he was right and she kept saying what a horribly mother Jimmy must think she is.
"That was my fault too, mom. We've been together a year. I should have been able to say to at least wait a few damn minutes just in case. That kid's been forgetting shit ever since he was old enough to forget things." He laughed.
"Remember when we'd all be going somewhere and dad would ask Jimmy if he had everything? Then ten minutes down the road it was 'oh no! Dad I forgot something."
"Yeah." Karen gave him a tired smile, "We used to get so mad at him sometimes. But it's funny to look back on." She sighed, "I don't think this will ever be a funny memory."
"Hey, mom, how about that time I forgot my wallet and Jeff was cumming all over your ass?"
She burst into tears as soon as she said it and buried her face in her hands. Jeff sat up and sliding across the couch put his arm around her shoulders. She turned and put her head on his chest, her body shaking as she sobbed.
"It's going to be okay, mom." He ran his hand through her hair, "This will blow over. Jimmy's not going to leave without us having a chance to explain things to him."
"How can we explain this, Jeff?" She looked up at him, her eyes, red and swollen from crying all day, were filled with a fresh wave of tears and her cheeks were moist with them.
Jeff gently wiped the tears from her cheek with his finger, "We do what you and dad raised us to do, tell the truth. He's seen the worst as far as he's concerned. We need to tell him the best."
"The best?" She put her hand over his where it rested on her shoulder.
"That this isn't about lust, that we're not some Jerry Springer episode and just fucking because wow, its dirty. We tell him about the love and how happy we are and get him to see past the wrong and see the right."
"Baby, you humble me." Karen kissed him softly. "I'm supposed to be the parent and here I am a damn mess and you're sounding like an old soul. You've really become a man in every sense."
"I had good role models."
"And know what?" Karen put her hand on his scruffy cheek. "Your father would be proud of the man you are."
"I'm not sure about that." Jeff slumped back the couch, but kept his arm around Karen, drawing her back with him.
"No, he would be. He would be proud of how you've matured and how good you are to the woman in your life and seeing that woman is me, I've decided to think he'd be fine with it. Be happy was one of the last things he told me and I'm happy."
She rested her head on his chest and added, "Course this could just be me justifying it, but for some reason I really feel it. I want you to know something."
"What's that?" He eased her forward and turning, pushed back into the corner of the couch.
"No matter where this goes with Jimmy, even if we can't convince him of what this is and he wants to stay angry, it won't come between us. I won't choose his feelings over our love."
"That means a lot, mom." He said quietly, and then carefully swung his leg up over her head and stretched it out behind her. He extended his arms, "Come here."
Karen turned and sliding her back against his chest, swung her legs out onto the couch. Jeff brought his other leg up over hers and put his arms around her waist holding her close, her head on his chest as they lay together.
"I mean it, baby." She put her hands over his arms, "I love Jimmy and want this to work for all of us, but I lost love once already, I won't throw away this one for anyone."
"You won't have to." He hoped he sounded confident because he really didn't know for certain.
It was easy for him to think Jimmy should come around, but what if it had been reversed, what if mom was with Jimmy and he had caught them?
"I hope you're right, honey. You were right from the start so I guess I'll hope you can be right one more time."
She yawned "Damn, I'm exhausted. I haven't been this stressed since." She paused and added softly. "Your father was sick."
"Close your eyes and rest." Jeff said, slumping farther down on the couch so she could further back against him, "I'll wake you if I hear anything."
"No, I won't sleep, but maybe I will close my eyes, they're burning."
"Okay." He agreed, then remained silent and smiled when, in only a few minutes, her body relaxed against him and her breathing became slow and steady.
He let his head fall back to rest on the cushion and after a moment, jerked it up when he caught himself nodding off. Mom stayed asleep and he was pretty much now stuck in that position. He fought a losing battle to keep his own stinging eyes open and the next time they closed, they remained that way.
*****
Jeff slowly opened his eyes and blinking the sleep from them focused on the time on the cable box. He was surprised to see it was after ten thirty, he'd been sleeping almost two hours. Mom was still nestled against him and judging by her breathing, still sleeping.
She still had her arms over his just under her breasts and there was no way he could move them without waking her. The windows were open and the night breeze was on the cool side. Mom was wearing the t-shirt from earlier, but had changed from the sweat pants to a pair of shorts and he could make out goose bumps on her bare legs.
Right on cue she shivered against him and grumbling something, nuzzled her head into his neck. He was chilly himself and figured he would wake her so she could go to bed and he would wait for Jimmy.
He started to move his arm, when he saw something out of the corner of his eye. He turned his head and saw Jimmy sitting in the recliner across from the couch watching them.
"Jesus!" He exclaimed, sitting up and shoving mom forward.
"What's the matter?" Karen asked, shaking her head and rubbing her eyes, "Wow, how long was I...Jimmy!"
"Hey guys." Jimmy said quietly.
"How long have you been sitting there?" Jeff asked, thinking he was damn glad they were both completely dressed.
"About an hour." He answered, "I came in through the back and was going to go pack my stuff when I saw you guys out here."
"Honey, I'm so glad you came back." Karen started to get up to try to hug him, but decided not to. He was sitting there calmly and she didn't want to take a chance on upsetting him.
"Yeah, me to." He said with an odd look on his face.
"Why didn't you wake us up?" Jeff asked.
"I don't know really." His expression appeared as confused as his answer, as if he really wasn't sure.
"Well, I'm just happy to see you." Karen said, "Jimmy, we're so sorry. I know that's weak, but it's all I can say."
"You should be."
Although his words weren't the kindest, he didn't seem pissed off, in fact he sounded subdued, as if he were either too tired to continue being mad or had gotten past the point of anger and was now dealing with the situation in another way.
"No argument there." Jeff said, "Do you want to talk about it? We'd like to, but if you want to wait until tomorrow that's cool."
"You will be here tomorrow won't you?" Karen asked hopefully.
"I will be." He gave her a tight smile. "Not sure how long I'll be staying, but I realized I can't go back to Florida without knowing what the hell is going on here."
"We can try to tell you if you're up for it." Jeff sat up next to Karen and caught himself starting to put his arm around her out of habit. Instead, he clasped his hands in his lap and added, "And if you're really willing to listen."
"I'm tired as hell." Jimmy rubbed at his temples, "It was a tough day. I went off by myself at the beach, just kind of sat around in a daze. Then went over Pete's to play some Call of Duty, thought about staying over, but I felt like I needed to get back here."
"I'm glad you did." Karen said, "And if you're really tired, we can talk tomorrow."
"Part of me just wants to crawl into bed and end this goddamn day, but I think," He nodded as if agreeing with himself, "I need to hear some of it."
"Before we talk I want to say something." Karen began slowly, carefully choosing her words. Jimmy was calm, they all were and she needed to keep it that way.
"I know you're angry and hurt and you have the right to be, but you should be angrier at me, Jimmy. This was a lot more my fault than your brothers. I pushed him to make it this way."
"From where I was standing it looked like a mutual good time." He rolled his eyes. "Didn't look like you were twisting his arm."
"I don't mean it that way," She ignored the sting of his remark. "What I mean is Jeff wanted to tell you, honey. He wanted to tell you back at Christmas, but I wouldn't let him."
"Christmas?" Jimmy smacked his forehead, "My god, how long has this been going on?"
Shit! Karen thought, she'd fucked up already. "October makes a year."
"So...right after I left for school?"
"Not long after." Karen admitted.
"Were you waiting for that?"
"No," Jeff spoke up. "There was nothing going on while you were here."
"Pretty damn quick though."
"Not as quick as you think." Jeff pointed out. "Remember you started school end of August and went down a couple weeks early."
"Well thank you for waiting two whole months before you started banging mom; that was good of you."
"Okay, we shouldn't do this tonight." Karen said quickly, "We're all on edge."
"I'm sorry." Jimmy surprised her, "I shouldn't have said that. Me making smart ass remarks isn't going to make this better."
"Will anything?" Karen asked, hopefully.
"I have to tell you something." Jimmy began, "I was so mad before. Not just mad, but disgusted. My brother having sex with my mother, I mean who does that? And how the hell do I deal with it?"
He sat back in the recliner and ran his fingers through his sandy brown hair.
"What had me so upset was just," he hesitated then with a shrug finished the thought "So goddamn dirty. Going at it like you were in those weird mom son porn movies all over the net."
"It's not just about that," Jeff started, but was cut off by Jimmy continuing.
"So when I came back I was just going to head for the room and hope you." He pointed at Jeff, "Weren't there." He grunted, "Figured with the cat out of the bag you'd be in bed with mom."
"But when I went to slip into the room I could see into the parlor and saw you guys on the couch. I thought you heard me and figured I would come in here and get this over with. I was still mad and at that point I guess I wouldn't have minded an argument."
"Then why didn't you wake us up?"
"I was going to, but when I saw the two of you lying there, it stopped me." Jimmy pursed his lips, "Jeff, the way you were holding mom and how peaceful she looked, how comfortable."
"It was the opposite of what I walked into earlier which was just, sorry mom, but it was fucking, just flat out fucking."
"I can't disagree." Jeff said then grimaced when Karen punched him in the leg.
Jimmy laughed softly when she did and then went on.
"But out here, even though I know you guys were upset about earlier, you still seemed happy. It looked loving, like it was a lot more than what I saw."
"It is." She reached out and put her hand over Jeff's, "It really is Jimmy, and you have to know that. It's not about sex. Yes, that's part of it, but we're in love honey. I know how weird it sounds, but it's true, we're just like any other couple."
"Um, no." Jimmy said, "Let's not get carried away. Regular couples aren't related. But seeing you like that calmed me down. Made me think it wasn't just my brother treating my mother like a damn whore." He sighed, "That's part of why I was so pissed. How the hell could you treat your own mother like some pig from a bar?"
"Because I don't see her as mom when we do that." Jeff told him.
"You were calling her mom." Jimmy reminded him. "In fact it sounded like the two of you were both getting worked up saying mom and son. That's why it was so bad to me."
"There's no magic way to get you to understand and I'm done lying Jimmy," Karen said, "It does add a little fun to talk like that." She looked down at her feet. "Sorry, but it's true."
"Thank you for admitting it." Jimmy said with no trace of sarcasm. "Because the lying hurts as much as what I saw."
"And I told you that's on me." Karen repeated, "Jeff hated lying to you."
"Then Jeff could have told me. You're supposedly a couple, equals, he doesn't have to listen."
"True." Jeff said, "But I didn't want to see her upset and if you got mad..."
"Got pretty mad didn't I? Besides there were more lying than just not telling me about you two. Every time you talked about Jill and mom's friend, you made these people up, shit, Jeff you told me stories about how wild this girl was, about things you did with her and, Oh."
He looked angry again, "You sick bastard! You were telling me about things you and mom did! All those dirty stories about Jill were mom!"
"Okay, you're right." Jeff put his hands up, "I was bragging I guess."
"About fucking mom?"
"Okay, boys, let's just call it a night." Karen said, trying to sound as if she still had any authority here which she doubted she did anymore.
"Why, you horny mommy?" Jimmy asked her. "You looking for Jeff to fuck...hey!"
He cried out, when standing up, Jeff leaned across the coffee table and slapped him.
"That's enough!" He snapped. "Wrong or not, she's your mother and you won't talk down to her and make shitty jokes and hurt her feelings, you got that?"
"Jeff please!" Karen grabbed his arm, and pulled him back down to the couch.
Jimmy rubbed his cheek and looked over at Karen, "Sorry, mom, really, I am."
Karen rose and going over to the chair got onto her knees and hugged him. Tears of relief filled her eyes when he hugged her back.
"Sorry." He said softly in her ear.
"So am I, honey, so am I. How about we all just get some sleep, okay?"
"I'm sorry, Jimmy." Jeff said, "That was out of line. I'm your brother, but I'm not dad."
"Seems like you're auditioning for the part." Jimmy said, then to Karen's surprised, grinned, "That was a joke, uh, sort of."
"Then it's like the rest of your jokes, only sort of funny." Jeff replied with a nervous smile. "But really, that was a tool bag thing for me to do, Jimmy."
"No, you were defending mom." Jimmy sent a thrill through her when he kissed the top of her head. "And you should."
Karen hugged him again, even tighter than before, but after a moment forced herself to release him and go back to the couch. She put her hand over Jeff's as she had before, testing how Jimmy would look at that small sign of affection,
She noticed his eyes going to their hands, but he didn't look mad in anyway.
"What do you figure; we call it a night before one of us gets the rest all pissed again?" Jeff asked.
"No, not yet." Jimmy said, "If it's okay, I just need to know one thing tonight."
"Sure, go ahead."
"How did this start? Was it sudden, were you guys getting closer as time went on? He spread his hands out, "I thought a lot about it today and I just can't imagine how this happened."
"We weren't thinking of it before it happened," Jeff answered, "At least not consciously if that makes sense. We were getting closer, but as in spending a lot of time together and keeping each other company."
"Company?" Jimmy repeated.
"When dad passed, you were still in high school and in some clubs there." Jeff went on, "We made sure you stayed in them, we wanted you to keep your life as normal as possible. So you were out of the house a lot, which was good for you, but mom was grieving and alone."
"So I wasn't seeing anyone at the time and instead of going out to bars or hanging out with friends I stayed home with mom."
"I remember that, and I used to offer to hang out too so you could go have some fun."
"I'd had plenty of fun." Jeff shrugged. "And figured I would again soon, but it was a tough time for mom and I felt she needed me."
"You didn't need me?" Jimmy looked hurt.
"It was different." Karen spoke up. "You were younger and we felt it was more important for you to keep your life the way it was. School, baseball, drama, all the things you enjoyed."
"Besides," she added, "You were devastated and with good reason, so I was there to be strong for you and Jeff was there for me so I could be. He kind of became the man of the house in a lot of ways including taking care of me."
"I can see that." Jimmy said softly, but although it sounded like a dig his words had come out in a soft tone, as if her were upset, but sad, not angry.
"When you left we kept spending time together and Jeff tried to get me to go out and meet people, but I wouldn't. Friends at work tried too, telling me it had been close to a year get out and date, even if all it turned out to be was coffee or dinner, just enjoy some company."
"But I felt weird about it; like I would be betraying your dad even though he told me to move on. Jeff wanted me to stop moping around the house so we started having these little date nights."
"Dates?" He raised his eyebrows.
"Harmless." Jeff pointed out. "We'd go see a movie or sometimes go out and eat, a play here and there."
"So you were dating mom." Jimmy frowned.
"We didn't see it that way." Karen took over again. "It was safe company and getting me out of the house. But it was nice. I enjoyed being around Jeff. He made me feel loved and safe and I needed that."
"I'm a professional woman and always felt I was a strong one, but I was vulnerable at the time. Jeff was someone I could spend time with that wouldn't take advantage of that and of course no expectations like there would be on a real date, it was more like friends."
"But," She continued, "I did find myself getting a little closer than maybe was proper. We'd watch movies here on the couch and I would curl up next to him, put my head on his shoulder, he would put his arm around me, sometimes we would hold hands."
"A budding romance." This time there was a little more snark in his tone, but Karen ignored him and pressed on.
"But nothing over the top except I started looking forward to spending time with him. At that point I realized I was pretty pathetic when a Friday night date was dinner and a movie with my son so I decided to try to get out and meet someone."
"Jeff encouraged me and I went on a few dates, but only one turned into a little more," She smiled sadly, "He was a nice guy, very sweet, widower himself so he understood what I was feeling. We went out a few times and last one I went back to his place."
"We sat on his couch and talked and drank wine and I was realizing what I'd been missing, that I wasn't just lonely, but was missing sex. We started kissing, touching and we went a little further." She stopped, for a moment.
"I'm not going to give the details, but the clothes were off and I was in his bed and I...I couldn't. I got nervous, upset, I had to leave. He was okay about it, but after it happened again he said he felt bad, but he didn't need the drama."
"So that was it for a few weeks then a friend introduced me to an interesting guy who invited me to a charity fund raiser. A high end event and I would have went for my company anyway, but hey, it would be more fun with a date. So I said yes."
Karen paused and looked over at Jeff, then back to Jimmy, "You sure you want to hear this?"
"I asked. I'm ready to hear the answer, minus sordid details." He rolled his eyes, "That I've seen for myself."
"I went out and bought a nice mauve strapless evening gown. Even of the date turned into nothing I wanted to try to look and feel sexy, maybe get some looks, turn some heads and feel good about myself."



"You don't need a gown for that, mom, you're a beautiful woman." Jimmy told her.
"Thank you, honey." She gave him a big smile, "That's sweet of you."
"And true." Jeff patted her knee. "Jimmy and me dealt with a lot of milf jokes didn't we?"
"Okay, stop laying it on, I'll make breakfast tomorrow." Karen laughed.
"So anyway, I get dressed that night and go all out, my best earrings, bracelet, pearl necklace and I'm putting my make up on and I had this memory of your father." She took a deep breath to try to keep the emotion out of her voice when she thought of Jim.
"Your dad used to always be ready before me and he would sit on the edge of the bed and watch me put my make up on. He would say he liked watching me try to make myself more beautiful than I already was."
"Dad was smooth." Jeff snickered, trying to keep the mood light. He wasn't sure he liked mom going into a lot of detail, but so far his brother seemed receptive and mom was right, no more lies from this point on.
"He would get up and come over to where I was sitting in front of my mirror and kiss my cheek or my neck and tell me how good I looked. Sometimes he'd keep going and we'd end up late."
"I'd say TMI, but considering current topic of conversation." Jimmy interrupted. "I guess it's all perspective."
"I kept thinking about that and just had one of those moments. I couldn't do it, I couldn't go. At least not with anyone. I called my date and told him something came up and I would meet him there. Honestly I didn't know if I would."
"I'm telling you about your dad because you have to understand Jeff never knew any of this. It was something only your father and I knew."
"Jeff knocked and came in asking if I knew what time it was. I told him I didn't think I could go and he sat on the bed, like your dad always did and tried to talk me into still going even if I went there and just socialized and had a nice night."
"I started finishing my makeup, trying to do what he said and go through with it, but my hand was shaking and I was so nervous. I kept looking in the mirror and every time I did, Jeff was watching me. He told me how incredible I looked, how beautiful and how nice the dress was." She grinned. "Said I'd be the hottest woman there."
"I asked if he really thought I was beautiful or just saying that. He got up and he came up behind me, put his hands on my bare shoulders and told me I was the most beautiful woman he'd ever known, inside and outside."
"Just dad was smooth?" Jimmy made the joke, but he spoke softly and appeared to be engrossed in mom's story.
"He leaned over and kissed my cheek and I put my hands over his and told him I loved him. I meant as a son, or at least I thought I did. Looking back, maybe I meant it just as I said it. Jeff moved my hair to the side and kissed my neck."
Karen looked away from Jimmy and spoke quietly. "At that moment, anything that happened after that was my responsibility. When he kissed me, my first thought, the proper one, was what the hell was that? Did my son just kiss me the way her would a girlfriend?"
"Right there I should have said something, made a joke, told him that was wrong. I should have done what a mother was supposed to do, stop it. But another part of me."
She was still looking away, speaking softly as if she were putting herself back in the moment and no longer talking to Jimmy.
"It felt so good, so sweet and his hands were trembling under mine. Instead of saying stop, I told him it felt nice. He did it again, but lingered and a shudder went through me."
Jeff frowned and was going to tell her to stop, Jimmy didn't need details, but before he could speak he noticed his brother staring intently at their mother. There was no trace of anger or disgust, in fact he appeared entranced, as if he were really listening to it.
"He kissed my shoulder, then the back of my arm. He was so soft, so tender. I turned my head and lifted his chin and kissed him. I knew I shouldn't be doing it, but he felt so good and...and I had been alone for almost a year and I needed affection and more."
"We kissed again, then again and, next thing I know I'm standing and my dress is on the floor and my son's hands and lips are all over me and," She stopped and released a deep breath. "I'm sorry, Jimmy, that's too much, I just remember the night so well."
"Its okay." Jimmy sounded as if he were in another world himself. "I wanted to know."
"We ended up in bed and the next morning I woke up thinking what the hell did we do? What was wrong with me, how could I? All the thoughts that should have stopped me the night before. I was naked in bed with my oldest son."
"Okay, mom, he gets it." Jeff spoke up this time.
"But he felt so good holding me and he looked so sweet sleeping and when he woke up, the way he looked at me. We made love again, then later we talked and said we wouldn't. We said the right things, big mistake, we were overcome with emotions, we'd gotten too close, this was wrong and what about Jimmy."
"But we couldn't stop. Jeff was in the shower that night and I just went in there with him. Then we said, okay, last time and after that, he came up to me in the damn kitchen. All I was doing was making coffee. We were like a new couple, totally infatuated, couldn't get enough, it's been like that ever since."
"But it was, and is, so much more than sex, Jimmy. Understand I could get sex anywhere, God knows enough ass hat guys proposition me, and your brother was always messing around. It's about the love, the emotion.
"I know it sounds bad, but I swear being his mother makes me feel even closer to him, sexually and emotionally, it's like we're sharing something special and sometimes I wonder why it's supposed to be wrong."
She sighed. "But today taught me why, if you have to keep it secret and would be ashamed if people knew then it's wrong."
Taking Jeff's hand she squeezed it, "But in this case I'll be wrong. I hope you can find a way to forgive us and understand, I really do, but if you don't, I'm not going to say we'll stop."
"I wouldn't ask you to." Jimmy sounded distracted, as if he were still somewhere else.
"You mean that?" Karen asked, daring to hope, "You'd accept us?"
"I don't know if I can completely accept it." He admitted, "But I love both of you and what am I going to do, never speak to you again? I could never do that."
He lowered his face into his hands. "This is a lot to process, but I'm glad you told me how it started. Hearing it doesn't make it seem so bad."
"Then let's end on that note." Jeff stood up, "I'm exhausted and I bet you are too. Let's all hit the sack and maybe we'll sit around a cup of coffee and talk a little more or, whenever you're ready, Jimmy, it's up to you."
"Please stay for awhile though." Karen said, "If you're too uncomfortable to stay all summer I understand, but at least stay a few more days. We're going to do just what we did until today. We won't be together with you here. We don't want it to be awkward."
"More awkward you mean?" Jimmy waved his hand, "I appreciate it and yeah, I think I'm ready for some sleep."
"Sounds good to me." Jeff leaned over to Karen to kiss her good night out of habit, but at the last second moved his head to kiss her cheek. "Night, mom."
"Good night, honey. Jimmy can you stay out here for a minute?"
"Sure." He had stood up and remained standing as he watched Jeff leave the room.
Karen rose and standing in front of him, took his hands in hers.
"I just want to say again that this is on me a lot more than your brother."
"He looks like a willing accomplice."
"I'm far more responsible." She insisted. "Jeff is an adult, but end of the day I'm the parent and if we were both letting things go too far, I'm the one that is supposed to know better."
"I'm not mad anymore." He said, giving her a tired smile. "You don't have to worry about me running back to Florida hating either of you."
"That means a lot honey, because you would have the right."
"And you have a right to be happy and if Jeff makes you happy, that's what matters. I don't really have to understand it."
"I appreciate you saying that." She looked up into his dark eyes, "And I hope we can get through this."
"Me too."
"Night, honey." She rose up on her toes to kiss his cheek,
"Hey, mom?" He put his hands lightly on her shoulders. "Um, can I ask you something?"
"Anything."
"Well, its more like can I have something?"
"Again, anything." She told him.
"Can I have a kiss?"
"I just kissed you." She shrugged. "But if your other cheek is jealous, okay."
"No, a real one, on the lips." He looked away. "You know, like you kiss Jeff."
"Honey, when I kiss Jeff I'm not kissing him as my son."
"You call him that, you admitted it." He was still looking down as if embarrassed to look at her.
"Right, but that's because, well, we're more than that."
"So the answers no." He nodded. "Okay."
He looked crestfallen and Karen hesitated. Doing this was wrong. Jimmy was not Jeff; there was no bond other than a healthy mom son relationship with her youngest. But he'd been through a lot today with what he'd seen and trying to understand it. She didn't want to upset him about anything else.
"Hold on," She said as he began to turn away, "You're right, what's one little kiss between a mother and her baby boy?"
"You haven't called me that in a long time."
"You said you hated it." She reminded him.
"I lied." He gave her an odd smile. "I was just trying to act cool."
"Okay, but I won't in front of Jeff, how's that?"
"Deal." He nodded, then looked at her expectantly.
Taking his face in her hands, Karen leaned and kissed him softly, Jimmy kissed her back, his lips lightly caressing hers and when she eased back, he leaned forward, keeping their lips in contact and kissed her again, firmer this time.
Karen let him for a moment, before turning her head. His lips grazed her cheeks and giving him a quick peck on his, she said. "Good night, Jimmy."
"Good night mom." He replied, turning with her and following her as they left the living room.
Karen stopped to shut the lamps off and when she around was surprised to see Jimmy still standing there waiting for her. He walked down the hall with her and when they reached the room he and Jeff were sharing, she said.
"See you in the morning, hon."
"Sure." He looked as if he wanted to say something, but didn't know what.
"Everything okay?" She asked.
"Yeah, I was just thinking of something."
"Want to share?" She asked.
Jimmy didn't speak right away, but instead looked her up and down, as if checking her out; when he spoke he said quietly. "I was just thinking my big brothers a lucky guy."
*****
"Honey, that feels so nice," Mom purred as his lips trailed down the soft skin of her shoulder.
She turned her head and guided his lips to hers and a shiver went through him. He'd had no idea he was going to this, but seeing her sitting there in that gown, looking beautiful, but yet so sad, he couldn't help himself.
Mom kissed him harder and he moaned when her tongue pushed against his lips. Mom turned in the chair and wrapped her arms around his shoulders. His hands ran up and down her arms and across her exposed back, enjoying her soft smooth skin. He ran one hand up through her long sandy brown hair and she moaned into their tongue filled kiss.
She let her head fall back and Jeff, eagerly fastened his lips to her exposed throat. He was shocked when she grabbed the bottom of his shirt and pulled up on it. He raised his arms and mom stood up to remove his shirt and toss it away.
She kissed him again, this time her tongue immediately finding his. Her fingers ran along his chest and stomach and he gasped when she unsnapped his jeans and pulled his zipper down. Slipping his arms around her, he found the zipper to her gown and pulled it down.
Mom moaned his name as he pushed her dress down over her hips and let it fall to the floor. He trailed his lips down her neck and she trembled when he kissed the top of her chest. His fingers worked the clasp of her strapless bra and when it opened she grabbed it between the cups and pulled it off, exposing her breasts.
His mother's breasts were gorgeous, not huge but much more than a mouthful and when he cupped them she moaned loudly and arched her back, pushing them into his hands. Her arm went around his shoulders and her hand into his hair.
She shoved his head down into her chest and he eagerly sucked her rosy nipple into his mouth.
"Yes," She purred, "Oh, honey that feels so good!"
Jeff switched to her other nipple, sucking it while fondling the other. His heart was pounding and he was so hard! He knew this was wrong. No way in hell should he be standing here sucking on his nearly naked mother's tits, but oh fuck, she looked and felt incredible.
She slipped her free hand into his underwear and he whimpered when her slender fingers wrapped around his aching cock.
"Oh, my God." She breathed, "Jeff, you're so hard and so...big."
"Its yours." He said around her nipple, "It's all yours, I'm all yours."
"And I want all of it." She pressed against him, her hips grinding into him, as she stroked him. "God I want you."
She pushed his jeans and underwear down causing his cock to spring free. Mom put her hands on his shoulders and eased him away from her tits. Jeff's disappointment quickly turned into a surprised moan, when she sat back down in the chair and with no hesitation took his cock into her mouth.
"Oh, mom," He whispered, his hands gathering her hair to the side so he could watch his mother suck him.
'Hmm," She moaned as her head bobbed, taking him deeper and deeper into her warm wet mouth.
Her arms went around his waist, her hands squeezing his ass and pulling him closer, pushing her further into her mouth. He gasped when she worked her lips all the way to the base of his shaft then shook her head rapidly back and forth, her tongue swirling around his shaft.
She worked her mouth, back up, leaving smears of red lips stick on his hard flesh, before bobbing her head again. She released him with a sloppy wet sound, spit and pre cum splattering on her chin and his stomach.
Standing up, she kissed him hard, her lips sticky from his dripping cock and whispered, "I need you inside me."
He took her hand and stepped back, towards the bed, but she shook her head, "Right here, right now."
She turned around, putting her hands on the mirror and pushing her ass at him. Jeff took a moment to admire his mother's perfect ass in the skimpy purple thong she had on and then sank to his knees, peppering her back with kisses as he did.
Mom moaned and wiggled her hips as he hooked his fingers into her thong and pulled it over her hips then pushed it down the length of her shapely legs. He spread her cheeks open and she cried out when he plunged his tongue into her juicy pussy.
Mom moaned and worked her hips into his face as he swirled his tongue inside her, then trailed it down to her clit. She whimpered when he traced several wet circles around it, then sucked it gently between his lips.
"Oh, honey." She moaned, "That's so good, but I need it. Take me, Jeff, take your mother."
Jeff stood up behind her and with one smooth thrust buried himself inside her. They both cried out as her hot wet pussy spread around his long thick cock. He stayed still, allowing her to get used to him then pumped his hips, slowly working his cock in and out of her.
"Faster." She groaned, "We'll go slow later, we'll take our time and play and get to know each other, but honey, right now I just need to be fucked."
Jeff didn't need any further encouragement and putting his hands on her shoulders proceeded to fuck her fast and hard. Mom yelped as he took her, using long hard strokes and driving into her hard enough to send his balls slapping against her clit.
Jeff looked up from watching his wet shaft slide in and out of her and was confronted with the reflection in the mirror. Mom's eyes were wide and bright and filled with lust. Her face was red and her mouth open as she squealed and moaned as he fucked her.
Her amazing tits were bouncing wildly and her hands were now flat on the mirror as she bent over further to let him fuck her harder. And there he was behind her, his own eyes wild and the muscles bulging in his arms and chest as he fucked her.
Watching himself fuck her caused him to thrust his hips even faster and he groaned when his balls tightened and his cock twitched with each thrust. His moans became more desperate and she groaned.
'Yes, oh, yes, Jeff, come for me, honey, come for your mother!"
Jeff's eyes rolled back and he released a pathetic sounding whimper as his cock erupted. Mom squealed as he buried himself to the hilt and sent several long hot spurts of come into her quivering pussy.
She wiggled her hips and contracted her pussy, urging every drop from him as he resumed fucking her with short hard strokes, each one ending with another squirt as he painted the walls of his mother's pussy.
When he had nothing left, he leaned over and kissed her now sweaty back.
"Damn." He whispered.
"I needed that." She breathed, her chest heaving.
She stood up, causing his cock to slide out of her and Jeff saw his cum dripping down her thighs. Turning around she slipped her arms around his neck and kissed him. Jeff hugged her tightly against him enjoying the feeling of her hard nipples pressing into him and his still hard cock throbbing against her stomach.
Mom eased from his embrace and stepping around him headed for the bed. When she reached it, she lay back on it and beckoned him with her finger,
"Come over here, baby." She smiled as he immediately walked over to her. Spreading her legs, she put her arms out to him, "Now you can make love to me."
Jeff awoke with a start, and sat up to see Jimmy coming into the room. At first he'd thought he'd fallen asleep right away, but a look at the clock told him he'd come in here almost an hour ago.
"Sorry I woke you up." Jimmy said as he walked past him and over to the other bed, where he stripped down to his boxers.
"That's okay. You and mom talk for awhile?" He became conscious of the throbbing hard on between his legs and was glad the sheet was pulled up.
"A couple minutes, then I took a shower and had a snack. I'm tired, but the heads spinning, know what I mean."
"I do and hey, bro, I'm sorry I smacked you."
"Don't worry, it's not the first time."
"Want to hit me?"
"No." Jimmy sighed. "Stop being a meat head, will you?"
"Can't. You got mom's brains, I got dad's attitude."
"Dad was kind of a tool sometimes." Jimmy laughed, "Him and mom were like lady and the tramp. She was smart and pretty, and knew how to act. Dad was sort of a street rat."
"But they were perfect for each other and they got one of each kid." Jeff said with a smile. "Two boys, but you're close enough to a girl to count as mini mom."
"Funny." Jimmy said, but laughed.
He slipped under the covers, but rolled over onto his side to face Jeff.
"You know, you don't have to be in here. Seeing I know, you may as well go into your room and you know, whatever."
"Nope, we said we weren't going to do anything with you in the house. Today we thought you were gone."
"I'm telling you that you can if you want."
"Thanks, but this doesn't need to be stranger for you than it already is."
"Okay, but don't blame me that you're here because I'm sure you'd rather be curled up with mom." He paused, "And I don't blame you."
"What?" Jeff sat up on that one, "What did you say?"
"You tired, Jeff?" Jimmy ignored his response to his statement.
"I was sleeping, but hey, if you want to talk, I'm all ears." Especially after what he just said.



"I do, if that's okay."
"Sure, but you made it sound like you were done in the parlor."
"I was in a way. I want to talk to you without mom around."
"Let's talk then."
"Between us, right?"
"Brother's honor." Jeff assured him. "Neither of us has ever broken a trust when we've said that."
"Good because I feel funny even asking you, but would never want it to get back to mom."
"Got it. So what's on your mind?"
"What's it like?"
"What?"
"Don't be an idiot, Jeff." Jimmy quipped. "What the hell has been the drama of the day? What's it like to be with mom?"
"It's, well I guess it's not easy. We can't tell anyone so it kind of sucks to be sneaking and making up stories to people that we have lovers so no one thinks something's out of place."
"I mean being with her, like you know, a couple."
"She likes to say we're equal's, but sometimes when we argue she pulls the mom card."
"For Christ's sake, Jeff do I have to come out and say it?" He grunted disgustedly. "What's it like to fuck mom? What's she like as a woman?"
"Why would you want to know?" Jeff asked. "It's sick and wrong according to you."
"I think I was trying to tell myself that." Jimmy said quietly.
"What do you mean?"
"Can't you just answer the question? What's it like? I mean its mom, but she's a woman too. When you have sex with her is she both to you and...is she good? Is she wild like my friends say cougars are?"
"Um, not sure I should talk about this."
"Jeff, I was standing there longer than I made out today."
"How long?"
"Mom was sitting on the table when I first came in and you were," He laughed softly. "Going down on her. Man is this a twilight zone conversation or what?"
"So you watched us for awhile." Jeff was stunned.
"Yeah, and I kept telling myself to open my damn mouth and say something, but I couldn't. Then when you started coming on her. That snapped me out of it and I reacted the way I should have reacted, pissed."
"But you weren't pissed at first, why?"
"Shocked at first, I think. Then seeing mom like that; naked, sweating, moaning and talking dirty, it was..."
"It was what?" Jeff prodded.
"Hot." Jimmy whispered. "I thought it was hot, Jeff. I was getting a damn hard on. That's why I finally started yelling. I was as mad at myself as I was you guys."
"You thought it was hot." Jeff said softly. "I have to say Jimmy that surprises me."
"It surprised me too, hence me going the other way and blowing up. I have a confession to make."
"Go for it, can't be bigger than what my secret that you found out today."
"When I came back and we were talking and I got ticked off and acted all offended that you were telling me stories of Jill and it was really mom?"
"Acted?"
"Yup, you got it. I was acting. I was acting for mom's sake. Truth is as soon as I made that connection earlier today when I was at the beach I started thinking of all the stories you told me."
"Oh, boy." Jeff muttered.
"The time 'Jill' tied you down and gave you a blow job that lasted an hour, then rode you until you couldn't get it up anymore. The time you tied her down and fucked her ass. The blow job in the parking lot of the showcase. Her going out with no panties and you fingering her in the movie theater. That was all mom."
"It was."
"I started seeing her doing all that and it was driving me crazy. So crazy I went into the bathroom at a restaurant up there and jacked off. To my damn mother."
"Wow." Jeff whistled, "That's something because I wasn't kidding earlier, I'd never really fantasized about her before we had sex." He shrugged. "Well maybe a little just before it happened, but it was vague and more about kissing her, like she really was a girlfriend."
"Right, but you never saw her having sex, or did you?"
"I walked in on her and dad once, a few years ago, but I didn't really see her, mostly him." Jeff gave a mock shudder. "Ugh, dad's hairy back, thank god we didn't get it."
"Thought about a lot of things today; Jeff. Know what one of them was?"
"Do tell." Jeff couldn't believe what he was hearing; Jimmy had been turned on, earlier. In one way that was a good thing, it meant he couldn't really be that mad at them, but on the other hand what if he became obsessed with their mother?
"We all hear we're not supposed to do this. Incest is wrong, it's a sin, hell, and it's illegal in the states. But it's legal in other parts of the world and there's a ton of porn about it. So people do like the fantasy."
"Fantasy key word. Most people like watching porn stars pretending to be moms, but not their own moms."
"But is that because there's no desire there or we've been told to so it's a given."
"Uh-oh, the big brain is going full throttle." Jeff forced a laugh while still thinking of where this would go as far as Jimmy and mom went. Would it change how he felt about her, but in a bad way? He would avoid her because he was now thinking of her?
"Yeah, it is and what I came up with is a simple fact. How many moms are really that hot? How many truly sex mothers are there? Of course there's some, but the average mom doesn't look like our mom."
"True."
"And wouldn't that affect it a little? Then throw in seeing her having sex. How many sons see their mother's fucking. I mean not a glimpse, but full out sex and hearing them say they like it in their ass? You see and hear that, you're getting a glimpse of your mom as a woman and a woman you already love. Now you put lust in."
"So what are you saying?"
"I'm saying I can see why you and mom enjoy it so much. She's the ultimate woman, Jeff. She loves you as a mother, and no one loves a boy like his mom, but she also loves you like a woman and a damned hot one and she's pretty fucking wild. You got the best of both worlds."
"That's dawned on me. You heard mom admit the taboo is a turn on."
"And I can see why and that's where I was going with this. I don't blame you, Jeff. Not at all."
"Well, that's good, I guess, but um, not sure it's a good thing for you to be seeing mom like that."
"Why? You think I'm going to hit on her?" Jimmy cracked.
"Of course not, but that's the point, you're just spinning wheels with it. But glad you told me and really glad you didn't tell her."
"Yeah, the wheels are spinning alright, but earlier it was all about just sex and I was thinking it would pass, give it time. You know like when I used to have that crush on Belinda across the street."
"Blech!" Jeff laughed.
"Right, well it went away and so will this although staying up here for the rest of the summer may not help, so I'm telling you if I can't get this shit out of my head I may not stay much longer."
"Your call, but stay at least a couple weeks so mom's not as hurt."
"Yeah." He sighed, "But she's not the only one hurt."
"What do you mean?"
"Like I said, earlier was just thinking of sex. Then I came home and watched you two all cuddled up and cozy together. The way you were holding mom was so sweet, she did look happy and then I thought about her in the love sense not just lust. Best of both worlds."
"What's that got to do with you being hurt?"
"I told you I wasn't mad at you and couldn't blame you for this and not wanting it to end."
"Right."
"Yeah, well I left out one big detail."
"What's that?"
"I'm not mad, I'm jealous as hell."
"Jealous?" Jeff shook his head, "Why would you be jealous? It's not like you ever thought of mom before this."
"True, but it's just, why you? Why not me?"
"You're really upset about that?" Jeff frowned, "Well, first off you left here and went to school."
"I was here for almost a year after dad left."
"And nothing was going on then, we told you that."
"But mom said you and her were getting close and you did spend a ton of time with her and," He sat up and pointed across the room at him, "You kept me away from her."
"Oh, come on." Jeff snapped. "Don't be stupid. You were still in school and like mom said we wanted you to keep your life normal as possible. All I gave up was chasing girls for awhile to spend time with her."
"And you ended up with the girl, didn't you?"
"You're really mad about this? You think I set out to be with mom and wanted you out of the picture? Jimmy, that's fucking nuts."
"Maybe, but why you over me, Jeff? Why wouldn't she have thought of me?"
"Again, time mostly." Jeff tried to be patient, this sure as hell wasn't what he expected, but he needed to figure it out so it didn't get to mom at some point.
"I don't buy that; she could have asked to spend more time with me. What do you have that I don't?"
"Ugh." Jeff wanted to slap his forehead, "It wasn't a damn contest. But if you need answers, okay. I'm older. You were eighteen I was twenty one. You were still pretty much a kid."
"Three years makes you a man and not me?"
"I'm more grown up, always have been. I'm not insulting you, but you've always been a little immature. I took over man of the house. I worked full time and bring in good money, enough that mom doesn't have to worry about footing your tuition alone."
"And honestly? Look at me, I look like dad, I've got his features, I'm rugged like he is, I even sound like him and I act like him." He stopped and thought about what he'd said, "Huh, I never even considered all that until now."
"You're dad two point o." Jimmy grunted. "That makes sense I guess. I'm more like mom. I'm quieter, nicer, kind of sensitive." He sighed, "Guess I'm not man enough."
"Don't be a dork." Jeff told him, "Being a man has nothing to do with any of that, but I think me being like him is what makes her feel good with me. I don't know, all I know is there was no her preferring me over you. It just happened."
"Might have happened differently if I went to school up here and still lived at home."
"I think if you stayed this conversation doesn't happen. I doubt mom and I would have crossed the line with you here all the time."
"Oh, joy." He said dryly, "I'm responsible for all this in a way."
"Jimmy you have to let this go. Mom loves you as much as me, but in a different way."
"No, she loves you more because she loves you in both ways."
"If you see it that way then you're the one hurting yourself."
"I know. You guys aren't trying to make me feel bad. But I wish."
"Wish what?"
"I wish I could, just once."
"Could what?"
"Be with mom. Like you are."
"Sleep with her?" Jeez this was getting worse, Jeff thought.
"Yes, sleep with her, have sex with her, you know, just once get to feel what you feel with her."
"Right, well..."
"You don't get it I don't expect you too, but this hurts. I was always close to mom, dad used to call me a mama's boy. I was just like her, you were like him and always running around with friends and playing sports and chasing girls."
"Mom used to say she loved how sweet I was. She loved you to, but she liked that I was like her, not dad. That's why she called me her baby boy. You were dad's boy. The fighter, the tough kid, the one who loved his trade and wanted to keep it going on the family."
"He loved you went to school, Jimmy. He was so proud when you got that acceptance letter just before he passed away. He was proud of both of us."
"I know, but he was more thrilled with you. It was okay though. You were dad and I was mom and that's what I had in my mind over you. That I was mom's favorite, her baby and the sweet kid she identified more with. Now I find out you even took that away."
Jimmy was choking up and Jeff's frustration faded. Getting out of bed, he went and sat next to his brother, putting his hand on his shoulder.
"I didn't take anything away, Jimmy. Mom loves all of that about you still, she always will."
"But not like she loves you. You don't get it Jeff, you got it all. All of dad's praise and now all of mom, literally. You sleep with her, you hold her, she tells you she loves you and means it in every way."
"I don't know what to say, little brother, except I'm sorry if I somehow hurt you."
"You didn't. It hurts, but not because you made it hurt."
"Can I make it better somehow?"
"No, only mom could and I would never ask her to." "To sleep with her?"
"Yes. That's what I want. I want to know her like that. I want to feel her, for her to feel me. I want to be in her bed and hear her call me her baby boy while she....loves me."
"Not sure that would ever happen, Jimmy."
"It won't and the reason isn't just because I wouldn't have the stones to ask her, but you and her are together. I would be asking her to cheat and that's not right for you." He shrugged, "So all I can do is stew about it." He looked at Jeff.
"I know; I'm an idiot and a pussy right?"
"Not at all, Jimmy. I never knew you felt that bad, that you weren't as important to dad."
"I know I was, but in a different way. Like I said, being a mama's boy was what I had that you didn't. Now you're mama's man."
He wiped at his eyes, "Man, I'm pathetic. I catch my brother having sex with my mother and the only real reason I'm upset is because I feel left out."
"You're not pathetic." Jeff squeezed his shoulder. "This is a messed up situation for all involved so who's to say what's right and wrong to feel?"
"Maybe, but easy for you to say, you're the one that got what he wanted, you don't know what it's like to always feel second best."
He eased away from Jeff, "I don't mean that as a shot at you big brother, you've never made me feel that way. It just is what it is as dad always said. I'll get over it." He sighed slipping his legs back under the sheet, said, "Not like I have a choice."
"Night, Jeff, thanks for listening." He rolled over on his side facing the wall, signaling the conversation was over.
"Night, little brother." Jeff went back over to his bed, and stretched out, but didn't close his eyes.
He replayed the conversation in his mind and kept coming back to the hurt in his brother's eyes. Who could have expected jealousy, instead of anger or just plain disgust? He looked over at Jimmy and in the dim light provided by the street lamp coming through the partially open window, he could see his shoulder shaking; he was crying.
Jeff's heart went out to him and he thought of his last words, that he had no choice, but to get over it.
That wasn't necessarily true.
*****
"Mom?"
Karen opened her eyes to see Jeff standing by the side of the bed.
"Honey, what are you doing in here?"
"Don't worry, Jimmy's asleep." Jeff sat down on the edge of the bed and looking at the clock Karen saw it was just after two in the morning.
"Baby, I know it's hard to not be with each other, but we can't take a chance, he could wake up any time."
"I didn't come in here for that." Jeff assured her, although when she sat up against the pillow his eyes immediately sought out her breasts.
Karen was wearing one of those slinky silky tops that revealed a lot of cleavage and her nipples showed clearly through the pink material. Jeff imagined the matching pair of little shorts still beneath the covers and how they were tight enough to show off lips of her pussy.
Despite his intention to simply talk, his cock swelled in his shorts and leaning over, he kissed her, his hand going to her left breast, squeezing it gently as his thumb found her nipple through the top.
"You didn't?" She eased back from his kiss. "Could have fooled me." Her eyes hungrily roamed over her son's muscular form in the tight white sleeveless shirt then down to the large bugle in his shorts. "Jeff, don't do this to me, we can't."
"I know," He sighed. "Even though Jimmy did tell me I could come sleep in here now that he knows."
"And we said we wouldn't." She reminded him, ignoring the protests of her already very warm pussy.
"We won't, but we need to talk."
"It can wait." Karen shook her head, "If Jimmy knows you're in here he's not going to think we're talking."
"We have to talk without him around and need to do it soon. I've been awake and he's been snoring for almost an hour, we should be fine."
"What do you want to talk about?"
"Jimmy."
"Right," Karen nodded, thinking about Jimmy's request to kiss her and the comment he'd made about Jeff being lucky. "We do need to talk about him, he kind of surprised me with something just before he went to bed, after you had left us alone."
"Bet I got a bigger surprise for you." Jeff replied. "But go ahead, you first."
"Don't say anything and don't get mad." Karen warned him, "But when I kissed him goodnight he asked if I would kiss him for real."
"Did you?"
"Yes. I know it may have been a mistake, but all I could think of was he saw you banging me over the kitchen table and I'm going to say no to a quick peck on the lips from him?" She sighed, "So I kissed him, tried for really quick, but he made it longer and would have kept going if I didn't pull away."
"How far do you think he would have gone?" Jeff asked, putting his hand on her leg and wishing she didn't have the covers pulled up to her waist. Damn, even during something serious like this he couldn't keep from thinking of her.
"I don't know." She admitted, "But he made a comment about you being a lucky guy." She looked at Jeff, her eyes, misting up, "I screwed up yet again. Should have just told him no. I think he feels I'd be open to something with him now, or maybe he was testing me, either way."
She lowered her head, "I'm a fucking disgrace as a mother, Jeff. I'm in love with one son and just feel like I betrayed the other because of it."
"Hey, you're a good mom, always have been." Jeff slid onto the bed next to her and slipped his arm around her shoulders. "This is weird, we know that, but we know how real it is and Jimmy, well I guess there was no perfect way for him to take this."
Karen gratefully leaned into him and put her hand on his chest, "You'll always defend me, Jeff and I'm not saying we're not happy, but I'm never going to see mother of the year votes over this mess" She lifted her head and kissed him, "I hope I'm a better girlfriend."
"You're the best women I know, period."
"Sex is still off the table, no matter how thick you lay it on." She gave him a tired grin. "You don't seem surprised by what I told you."
"Not at all, in fact I'm glad because this way you won't have any doubts about what I'm going to tell you."
Karen rested her head on his shoulder and listened as Jeff recounted his conversation with his brother. When he was finished she leaned up and released a deep breath,
"So Jimmy thinks I chose you over him somehow, that's crazy."
"All this is crazy, remember?"
"I feel awful." She wiped at her eyes, "I always thought him finding out about us would upset him, but just in the sense of its wrong and we were lying. I never thought he would be jealous."
"Me either." Jeff agreed, "But he made some sense. All the people that condemn it have never been in a position to see it and feel it. Jimmy saw it as a special closeness, one he never got to have with you."
"One no son is supposed to want." She pointed out, "Unless of course they're my sons. I think I went wrong somewhere."
"We're not wrong." Jeff snapped, "Stop saying that."
"I'm sorry, honey. You're right, but I saw us as an exception, now Jimmy sees it and he wants it too. Makes me feel I put something out there I shouldn't have."
"You didn't. You and I grew close over your grief and my wanting to be there for you and things escalated. Jimmy is seeing it as me somehow one upping him. I never knew he felt that way, I always thought he was the good kid, with going to college and being a lot more like you."
"We always loved you both equally." Karen assured him, "But I think Jimmy was right. You are so much like your father and I'm the kind of woman who's always in control in life, but likes to be controlled in bed and you have that confidence and physicality and edge to you. Sweet gets checked at the bedroom door."



"But what do we do?" Jeff asked nervously, knowing what he wanted to suggest, but afraid to.
"I don't know. He talked to you in confidence so I can't approach him. I could try to talk to him and fish the answers out of him. But even if I get him to open up, I'm not sure I can make him feel better about all this."
"Of course there is." Jeff said, the quickly, before he changed his mind blurted, "Give him what he wants."
"But he wants to sleep with me." Karen's eyes widened and she looked at him, "You're saying you think I should have sex with Jimmy?"
"Yes." He answered quietly. "He was so upset, mom. The kid was crying. I'm not sure he should feel that heartbroken, but feelings and should don't go hand in hand. I hate seeing him hurt."
"I do to, but honey." Karen put her hands out, "How will this help? What if I did then it makes it worse? He wants it again and if I say it's just once he gets hurt over that, like you were better than him."
"There's that risk, but I think it would work. Jimmy isn't looking to take my place. He's conceded that we're in love and he even said he would never ask because it would be asking you to cheat on me and he wouldn't want that."
"That's true." She told him, "Jeff, we're a couple. I wouldn't want you with another woman and don't tell me you'd be fine with me sleeping with another man."
"He's not another man, he's my brother. And we're a couple, but you're also my mother and his mother too."
"Are you saying you'd be okay with me having sex with Jimmy?" Karen frowned. "Jeff, nothing good comes of this, nothing at all; just more jealousy and drama."
"I'd let you do it for him." Jeff told her, then gave her a wry smile, "Hey, we'd still be keeping it in the family right?"
"This sounds like the plot to the next part of the Taboo movie series." Karen said. "A family hall pass."
"Mom, I would be okay with it." He thought for a moment, "With the understanding its once. It's one night with you and I mean the night, he can spend it here in our bed. I say that because I think that would be part of what he wants."
"But he might agree, then change his mind."
"Then it becomes tough shit." Jeff stated, "He says he wants just one time, he gets it. He's all whiny and wussy after that, then he has to deal with it."
"You are your father's son." She smiled, then turned serious, "You seem to assume I would just do this, like your permission is all this is about."
"Sorry if it sounds like that, of course you have to agree. I'm just telling you I'd be okay with it."
"Would you really? A lot of couples think swinging could be hot, until they do it, then you get to where it happens and jealousy rears its ugly head." She looked away, "Your father and I found that one out years ago."
"What?" Jeff exclaimed, "You and dad....swapped? Holy shit!"
"It was a long time ago. You guys were very young and we went through this phase we wanted to spice things up. It wasn't a swap, your father wanted to watch me have sex with another man. We left you guys with his parents for a few days so we could go out of town where no one knew us."
"We found a local get together and we met a guy we both liked. I had sex with him. Your father seemed to be very excited at the time. In fact the second time with the guy, he joined in."
"Mom!" Jeff couldn't believe he was hearing this.
"I wanted to. I can't deny it and he wanted it so why not? But after that night your dad got funny. Kept asking if I liked that guy better. If I thought of him all the time, claimed I seemed too into it."
"It caused some issues for awhile, but we worked it out. I told him I loved him, that guy was sex and because your father thought he wanted it. That guy had my body for a couple of hours; your dad had my heart for a lifetime."
"Damn, mom you are a wild little thing, aren't you?" Jeff grinned wickedly. "You so have to give me details another time."
"That doesn't bother you?" She said surprised. "I was telling you to prove a point, that this could cause trouble for us, Jeff. How do you know you won't wonder things like that?"
"I can't know for sure, but..." He winked, "Picturing what you just told me is a big turn on. Man, you're so fucking hot!"
"You'd want to watch me with another guy?"
"No, let's not get crazy, but it's a hot story, just the point you did it and Dad? Wow who would have thought it?" He pointed to her. "But that story gave you your answer as to how I feel."
"What do you mean?"
"What you said about the heart. Jimmy could have your body for a night; I know I have your love."
"But in that case, the guy was no one to me. Jimmy is my son, I love him too."
"It's different, you love me differently, but it's up to you mom. I think he needs it and I'm willing to let it happen because he's my brother and I love him and maybe I feel like in a way he's owed something from us for this and I sure as hell can't make it better."
"That's true and I keep saying it's on me because I'm the mother. I'm responsible for everything that happens with my sons." She was silent for a couple of minutes and Jeff let her think about it.
"Why don't you go out tonight, Jeff?" She asked softly. "I can't do this with you in the house."
"I'll go out with Rob from work for a few beers then crash at his place, he won't care."
"You sure you'll be okay with this?" She asked, "You're not going to be sitting there stewing and picturing your brother with me?"
"I can't say I won't think about it at all, but I can deal with it. You wouldn't do it if I said no and that's the important thing."
"We don't talk about it." Karen said, "Beyond me telling you it went okay, no details, no twenty questions."
"I got it."
"Good, I couldn't handle another 'was he better' incident in a relationship, that wasn't pretty."
"No worries." Jeff winked, "I know I'm better."
"Is that so?" She grinned at him, "Jimmy's sweet, maybe I'll like sweet better."
"You don't like sweet." He told her, his heart beginning to race as she kicked the covers away from her.
'Then what do I like?" She asked, her dark eyes smoldering with desire as she bent her legs at the knees and lifting her hips, slipped her shorts off.
"You like this." He grabbed her shoulder and roughly rolled her over onto her stomach,
Pulling his shorts down with one hand while he pressed the other in the middle of her back holding her to the bed, Jeff pushed his knee between her legs forcing them open. He got his other leg between them and putting his other hand on her back, slammed his cock between her thighs.
Karen released a muffled squeal into the pillow as her son held her down onto the bed and fucked her face down and her legs straight out in a prone position. Jeff knew they couldn't risk a long time and hammered away at her so hard she was bouncing on the bed.
Leaning over her, he hissed in her ear, "This is how you like it."
"Fuck," She groaned, "You...we weren't supposed to! The door isn't locked."
"Yes it is." He grinned as he continued his assault on his mother's helpless pussy.
"You knew I'd fuck you, you bastard." She managed in between her yelps of delight.
"Love you mom!" He laughed then moaned, when after several more savage pumps, his excited cock exploded inside her. Burying himself deep inside her as his twitching cock filled her, he whispered, "God I love you."
"I love you too, Jeff." She purred as her son emptied himself inside her. "Now get your ass back in the room with your brother before we end up back at square one."
Jeff sat up, making sure to wipe his dripping cock on her ass and give her a playful spank.
"Whatever you say mom." He said, slipping his shorts back on as she rolled over then grimaced at the sticky mess she had just made on her ass.
"Get out you smart ass." She told him, making a show of pulling the covers up. "It's not nice to use your mother for sex."
"No, but it sure is fun." He leaned over to kiss her then quickly left the room.
Karen lay there her breathing still ragged from the short, but damned hard fucking Jeff had just given her. She swore talking about her with Jimmy had gotten him going; then again maybe it was a case of showing her what he had to offer before she slept with his brother.
If the latter were the case, this could be as big of an issue as she was afraid of. If it was the former and her talking about sex with someone else had fired him up then it was simply a case of like father, like son. Thinking back to that tumultuous time in her marriage, Karen hoped that wasn't completely true.
******
"Hey, guys, I'm taking off." Jeff announced, coming into the parlor where Karen and Jimmy were watching TV, "Going to pick up Rob and head down to have a few."
"Be careful driving, Jeff. Rob lives over a half hour from here." Karen tried to ignore the butterflies in her stomach and sound casual.
"I think I'm going to crash there, come home in the morning," He said, following the script. "There's a few bands playing and it will probably be late and you're right, I won't take any chances."
"I see, you're using your brother being here as an excuse to escape for a boys night out." She told him, with a wink Jimmy couldn't see.
"I'm sure Jimmy will be fine with just the two of you hanging out." He waved at his younger brother, "Gives him plenty of time to bitch about me and you guys can watch all that girlie American idol crap."
"That's not on Friday's." Jimmy said, and then rolled his eyes when Jeff laughed at him.
"Knew you watched that!"
"Leave him alone." Karen looked at Jimmy, "I have all season on DVR, we can watch them together."
"Girls night!" Jeff laughed, then leaning over to kiss Karen on the cheek whispered, "Don't worry about anything, this will all work out."
"Try not to cry during the shows, little brother." He told Jimmy, then with a wave went out the front door.
Karen heard the roar of his pick up as he backed out of the drive way and tore down the street to piss the neighbors off as he'd been doing since he was old enough to drive and glanced over at Jimmy.
As had been the case since she'd come home from work, the second she looked at him, he looked away. Knowing what was coming, Karen had changed out of her conservative business suit and into a pair of denim cuts offs that were almost short enough to be considered 'daisy dukes' and tight enough to look painted on.
She would have never worn these in front of Jimmy, nor Jeff before they had become lovers. They'd been Jim's favorite on her for how they showed off her long legs and ass. Along with the shorts she'd donned a white tank top that was a size to small and hugged her tits while leaving her navel visible.
She'd let her hair down and had decided to walk around barefoot, something she never did, but wanted to try to appear as sexy as possible. Even had the conversation early this morning never happened, Karen would have known Jimmy's new found desire for her.
He couldn't keep his eyes off her. Anytime she had her back to him, she could feel his gaze on her. Karen played it up, moving about the house and bending over to pick things up or stretching to reach for things.
She gave him plenty of chances and time to ogle her long tanned legs and get a few views down her shirt. Karen hadn't been so bold as to go braless, that would have been to blatant, but had picked a blue lace bra that was French cut, leaving the inner halves of her breasts exposed eight down to the hint of rosy skin around her nipple.
Jimmy was not only staring but obviously uncomfortable. He kept evading her gaze when they'd all had dinner together and fidgeted and squirmed in his seat as if he were as nervous as she now felt.
Karen could see the lust in his eyes more than once, when she'd caught his eye right after he'd been staring at her. She felt terrible, cock teasing her son, but she wanted him to want her.
When she offered herself to him Karen wanted him worked up, too worked up to really resist her. She'd told Jeff that if Jimmy was reluctant she wouldn't push him too hard. If he didn't want to, she wouldn't force him to.
But she did know this would be the only thing that would get this all out of his system and hoped she had him thinking of her. Karen stretched, raising her arms over her head and pushing her breasts up and out.
She had turned to look out the window as she did and again felt the heat of her son's eyes on her. When she finished, she stood up and turning around, made a show of fussing with the pillows, bending over and working her ass for him.
Mother of the year you're not, she reminded herself as she continued to tease her baby. She sat back down and patted the couch next to her,
"How about you come on over and we can watch some American Idol?"
"No, that's okay." He sounded nervous and his eyes were having a hard time staying on her face.
"Don't pay any attention to your brother, there's nothing wrong with watching those shows."
"Oh, I could care less what super goon says." He gave her a tight smile, "I'm fine over here."
"Aw, come on." Karen widened her eyes and gave him a playful pout, "My baby boy doesn't want to come sit with mom? You too big for me now?"
"Um, know what, mom; I think I'm going to go to bed."
"Bed? It's seven o clock." Karen frowned; this wasn't what she'd hoped for. She was hoping to get him next to her and go from there.
"Yeah, well, I'm tired."
"Feeling okay?" She got up and walked over to where he was sitting.
Karen stood between his legs and lowered her head, pressing her lips to his forehead and giving him a very good look down her shirt.
"You do feel warm." She said, keeping her chest at eye level, "You're a little sweaty too, you nervous about something?"
"I'm just not up for TV and I'm tired, I'll lie down and read for awhile."
He stood up quickly in front of her and pushed past her.
"What, no hug and kiss goodnight?" She put her arms out, "You're never too old to give your mother a hug."
Jimmy stared at her and she saw his eyes give her a quick up and down. He swallowed nervously and putting his hand to his mouth blew her a kiss. "Just in case I'm coming down with something. Night mom."
Well this wasn't working out, Karen stood there with her arms crossed wondering what to do next. She doubted she could find a guide to seducing your son to help her along. She had wanted to be somewhat subtle, get him close and start touching him, platonically at first, then take it further.
Karen hadn't wanted to be bold and come right onto him, but she wasn't seeing any option once he made it into his room. As if on cue she heard his door close.
"Okay." She said softly to herself, "Come on Karen, you're a cougar, he's a damn kid, you should be able to be convincing."
Course he was her kid, but she was trying not to think of that, or the fact that if she seduced Jimmy she would have had sex with both her sons. Maybe she'd back off. No, then she would have spent all night teasing him and making things worse.
She stopped on that thought, teasing. Christ, he was nineteen and horny, he was going to go jerk off, and to her. Moving quickly down the hallway, she knocked on his door.
"Hey, Jimmy, do me a favor, wait a couple minutes before you lay down, I might need your help, okay?"
"Yeah, okay," He said without opening the door. "But I'm pretty tired, will it be soon?"
"Yup, I might just need a hand, I'll let you know."
Karen hurried to her room and closing the door, stripped off the shorts and shirt along with the revealing bra and matching string thong she'd chosen to wear beneath it as a treat. Doesn't every mother treat her son with lingerie?
Rolling her eyes at herself, she stood there naked wondering what to put on, just a robe? She eyed the nightstand where she kept some of her 'jammies' and smiled. Jeff always said those sets were simple sexy and loved them on her, maybe it ran in the family.
Trying to ignore that thought, she flipped through the sets until she found a baby blue set. When he was younger Jimmy always said his 'mommy' looked 'real pretty' in light blue and she used to wear it for him sometimes. Although back then it was a blouse or a dress, not lace trimmed boy shorts and a cammy top.
She sprayed on a little perfume, then lit the candles that were on the night stands and bureau. And shut off the light. Sitting on the foot of the bed, she picked up her phone, and her heart pounding, called him.
"Yeah, mom?"
"Honey, can you come in my room for a minute?"
"Why what's in there?" He asked and she could hear the tension in his voice.
"The damn window keeps sticking and I'm not strong enough to shut it and I want to run the AC. It will only take a minute."
"Okay, be right there."
Karen put the phone on the night stand and took a deep breath. She heard Jimmy approach the door, then knock.
"Come on in."
Jimmy entered, "Which window is....oh." He stopped in mid sentence when she stood up and sauntered over to him, putting some extra swing in her hips.
"The window's fine, baby. That's not why I called you in here."
She stopped in front of him and if it weren't such a serious situation she would have laughed at his struggle to keep his eyes from roaming over her body, especially her nipples visible through the shirt.
"Like what you see, honey?" She spread her arms out and did a little turn form him, letting him see her ass hugged by the tight shorts.
"What....what are you doing?" His voice was barely audible.
"I just thought it was time your mother spent some quality time with her baby boy." Taking his hand she walked backwards towards the bed. Jimmy let her lead him there and when they reached it, she put her arms around his neck, "Now how about we try that kiss again?"
"Mom, why are you doing this?" He put his hands on her arms as if he was going to move them, but he just rested them on her forearms.
"Honey, I know why you asked for that kiss last night and why you seemed so sad when you went to bed last night."
"You do?"
"No one knows a son like his mother." She said softly as she pressed into him, her breasts pushing against his chest. "I know you want me, Jimmy. You feel bad your brother gets to be with me in a way you haven't."
"I do want you." He said, thrilling her, at least he wasn't going to deny it, not that he could with the bulge she felt pressing into her thigh through his shorts.
"And I want you to have me, baby. I want to love you the way you want me to."
She tightened her hold on him and rising up on her toes, parted her lips, expecting him to kiss her. He leaned in and just as his lips grazed hers, he turned his head.
"I can't."
"Of course you can." She smiled, encouragingly, "Trust me, baby. If you're worried about being nervous I can fix that." She licked her lips to get him thinking about what she meant, "I can be pretty persuasive."
"No, it's not that. Mom, what about Jeff?"
He pulled away suddenly causing her to release him.
"You guys are, you know a couple. He'd be mad and he'd be right. You guys raised us to never go with someone who was with a person, it's not right."
"Jimmy, sit down." She pointed to the edge of the bed. "Please?" She added when he remained still.
Jimmy walked slowly over looking like he did when he was a kid and thought he was going to get punished. Well, he might be getting a tongue lashing, but one he wanted. Karen noticed he had removed his shoes and socks and again noted the large bulge in his shorts. He did want her and that told her anything she did from this point on wouldn't be forcing anything on him.
He sat down next to her and taking his hand she put it on her inner thigh and held it there when he tried to move it. She smiled when he didn't try too hard.



"Jeff knows, baby."
"He...what?"
"He knows, that's why he's going out tonight, to give us time to be together."
"He told you, didn't he?"
"I already knew from that kiss." She assured him, not a lie really, "But we talked and your brother feels bad that you're hurting. He wants you to be happy and he's willing to share his happiness."
"You mean share you?" Jimmy's eyes were focused on her nipples and now not even making an attempt to hide his interest.
"Yes, but only for a night, honey. Your brother and I are a couple, but we're also all family. We're in a unique situation and because he loves you, he wants you to have what you want."
"Really? He won't be mad or jealous?"
"Not at all." She hoped, "It was his idea and once he told me he was fine with it, I decided I was too. If my baby boy wants his mother then he can have her."
"Have her." He repeated quietly, "Like everything?"
She laughed when he blushed right after asking, "Within reason," She cautioned, "But more importantly its one time, Jimmy, it can't be more, understand?"
"Yes." He said and to her surprise, his hand moved beneath hers, lightly caressing her inner thigh. His fingers were trembling and a wave of affection-and more than a little heat- flowed through her at how nervous he was.
"I need to know you mean that and it will be okay afterwards. You can spend the night, we can play as long as you want as often as you want, but in the morning, you leave before Jeff comes home and we don't speak of it."
"I'm okay with that." He gave her a shy smile, "I just want to know what you're like, you know the way Jeff knows."
"Well you're never going to if you don't give me that kiss." She winked, "Your mom can be pretty naughty, but I'm not cheap. You want to kiss those lips, you kiss these first."
"Wow." He whispered.
"I'm sorry." She frowned, "Do you want me to be demure for you?"
"I want you to be however you want to be." He turned to the side and putting his hands on her shoulders, leaned in and kissed her.
Karen moaned softly as his lips tentatively caressed hers. He was tense and his fingers were still trembling on her arms.
His nervousness was endearing and she had to admit, more than a little arousing. Jeff was confident from the moment they had become intimate. It had been a long time since she'd felt as if she were truly calling the shots and it thrilled her to have her youngest son nervous to be with her.
She took his wrists in her hands as they kissed and ran his hands up and down her arms.
"Touch me, honey, touch me anywhere you want." She whispered against his lips, "I'm here for you, mom's all yours, baby boy."
"Baby boy." He repeated.
"You too old for that?" She asked her lips so close to his they grazed them as she spoke.
"I love it." He answered, then kissed again, this time more firmly.
Karen let him control the kiss, moving her lips gently across his and putting her arms around his neck. Jimmy's hands were now moving, sliding up and down her arms and across her shoulders. She sighed when he ran his hands up through her hair, and taking the lead, pushed her tongue against his lips.
Jimmy accepted her tongue and moaned when it danced across his. She let her hands roam down his back and along his sides. Grabbing his shirt she tugged up on it and when it reached his chest, she broke the kiss, "Arms up, baby boy."
"Kind of for a different reason now," he gave her a nervous, but eager smile as he lifted his arms, allowing her to remove his shirt.
She flipped it to the side and resumed their kiss while teasing her long nails up and down his chest and stomach. She slid them over to his arms, squeezing them and purred, "You are filling out, aren't you, baby?"
His answer was to immediately seek her lips again this time his tongue plunging confidently into her mouth. Karen slid her arms around him and rubbed his back, enjoying the hard muscles beneath his skin.
Jimmy removed his lips from hers and fastened them to her neck, causing her to moan softly for him. She let her head fall back, giving him better access to her neck. Jimmy kissed and sucked gently on the soft skin there and his hands worked down her back and slipped under the silky top.
She sighed as his strong hands rubbed her back as he continued working her neck. His hands moved around to the front, caressing her stomach, then moved upwards. He stopped when she could feel the edge of his fingers grazing the bottom of her breasts.
"Go ahead," She breathed as his lips made their way to the other side of her neck, "Don't be shy, baby, touch me."
Jimmy's hands moved over her breasts and she gasped when his palms rubbed across her swollen nipples. He gently squeezed her breasts and moaned as he did. His hands were shaking against her firm flesh, but his lips were pretty confident on her neck and he was rubbing and fondling her tits.
His fingers found her nipples and even as she groaned in pleasure, Karen thought of how easily she had gotten into this. Was there something to the thought of it only being taboo because people never tried it because they were told not to? Would all sons and mothers have this chemistry if they took that step and crossed the line?
Or was there something fundamentally wrong with her that both her sons could so easily arouse her, but that would mean it was on them as well as they both desired her so much. Karen stopped her mind from spinning and let her body take over, rocking her hips as Jimmy rolled her nipples between his fingers sending warm signals of passion throughout her body.
His hands left her breasts causing her to groan in frustration, but that turned into a delighted giggle when he grabbed her top, "Arms up," He said in her ear.
"Oh, not shy now are?" She asked as she put her arms over her head.
"Sorry." He stopped with the shirt even with her breasts.
"Don't be!" She told him, "Like you said to me, be yourself honey, this is about us having fun." She lowered her voice to a seductive purr, "Nothing like a little mother son bonding is there, baby boy?"
He pulled her top off and when he saw her breasts the look on his face caused her already warm pussy to gush.
"Mom, they're, amazing."
"Yeah, you like mom's titties," She cupped them for him, showing them off and rubbing her nipples. Again, the ease with which she could act like a reject from a mother son porn video caught her off guard, but the look of pure lust in her son's eyes overwhelmed every emotion but her own desire.
"Yes," His hands slid under hers, his thumbs back on her rosy nipples.
"Then why aren't they in your mouth?"
No longer concerned with coming on too strong, Karen got up, stood between his legs and shoved her tits in his face. Jimmy seemed to have overcome his nervousness as quickly as she had slipped into slut mommy mode and eagerly sucked her right nipple into his mouth.
"That's it." She cried out, her hands going behind his head, holding him to her chest, "Show me how much you want me."
Jimmy did the best he could to prove it, turning to suck on her other breast while fondling them both. Karen arched her back, pushing her nipple deeper into his mouth and running her hands up and down his bare back.
Jimmy's hands slid down her sides and she released a sharp breath when he slipped his fingers into her shorts and pushed them down her hips.
"Yeah, you want me naked, honey?" She eased back and putting her back to him, slowly pushed her shorts down, giving him a sexy shimmy as she did.
She bent over to slip them from her feet, giving him a view of not just her ass, but her pussy peeking out from between her thighs. He grabbed her ass, squeezing her cheeks hard enough to make her yelp in surprise.
Karen turned back around to face him and was surprised to see he was standing up. He surprised her further when he put his arms around her waist and pulled her against him. His lips sought out hers and this time the kiss was deep, passionate and somewhat forceful.
His hand slid over the small of her back to her ass, fondling her cheeks and reaching between them, Karen unsnapped his shorts and yanked them open, her hands digging eagerly for her prize.
Jimmy groaned into her mouth when her fingers wrapped around his cock. Karen moaned as well as she stroked him as much as she could at that angle. Jim was hung and appeared to have passed it on to both of his boys, because Jimmy was not small.
Out of control with lust, Karen pushed Jimmy down onto the bed and grabbing his shorts tugged them down, causing his cock to spring free.
"Oh, look at that." She licked her lips as she tossed his shorts to the floor. "You do want me, don't you?"
Jimmy slid up on the bed and putting her knees on the edge of the bed, Karen made a show of crawling up to him, her nipples grazing the covers and her ass in the air as she made her way up between her son's legs.
"Oh my God." He breathed; his eyes wide.
Karen kissed the inside of his thigh, then the other, her own eyes fixed on the long thick cock awaiting her. Reaching his balls, she flicked her tongue out across them. Jimmy moaned as she swirled her tongue across his swollen sac, then sucked them into her mouth.
She stretched out so she was lying between his legs on her stomach and grabbing his cock, lightly stroked it while she bathed his balls with her tongue.
"You...you don't have to do that." He said softly, although the look on his face told her he loved having his mother work his balls with her mouth.
"I don't have to do anything," She kissed each of his balls, then caused him to shudder, when she ran her tongue along his shaft, up to the swollen purple head of his cock. "I'm doing this because I want to make my baby boy happy."
She quickly took him into her mouth and bobbed her head several times, making him moan in surprised pleasure. Releasing him, she licked her now pre cum smeared lips. "You happy, baby?"
"Ecstatic," He gave her another shy smile, "You look so good down there."
"You like how your dick looks in your mother's face?" She asked, rubbing his dripping tip along her cheek for emphasis.
"Wow, you like to talk dirty, don't you?"
"You don't like it?" She stopped, was she being too much for him? This was supposed to be what he wanted, not her.
"I love it?" He whispered, "Can I do it too?"
"Why couldn't you?"
"Doesn't seem like the way to talk to your mother." He said so seriously she couldn't help laughing even as she stroked his cock.
"Seeing your mother has your cock in her face, I think it's okay." She blew lightly on his head causing his dick to twitch. "Go ahead, tell me what you want."
"Mom, will you, I want to see you lick my cock."
"Anything my baby boy wants." Pressing her tongue to his shaft, she ran her tongue down the length of his cock.
When she reached the base she swirled her tongue around his balls once more, then worked her tongue up the other side of him. When she reached the tip she turned her head to the side and placing her lips around his shaft moved her head up and down, sliding his cock between her soft lips.
"Oh, fuck." He moaned, "Mom that looks," He moaned when she moved faster, "And feels unbelievable, I knew you'd be good at it."
"Yeah, you knew mommy would be a good cock sucker?"
She squeezed his cock hard enough to make him groan then pressed her lips to the pre cum dripping from it. She moved her head back, taking a trail of sticky fluid with her, then slurped it back up and made him gasp when she opened wide and downed his sizable cock, right to the base.
"Oh, damn." He groaned, his hips moving as he squirmed on the bed while she slipped her tongue out and licked his balls.
She shook her head, her tongue sliding around his shaft, then slurped back up to the tip. She opened wider letting a long trail of spit and precum slide down his shaft. Keeping her eyes on his she took him deep, then bobbed her head.
Jimmy moaned and whimpered, his hands sliding down into her hair and holding it as she blew him. She moved her head in a steady rhythm, taking him about half way down each time. Going slow she would have been teasing both of them, but she didn't want to go so fast that he wouldn't enjoy it.
As it was, his thighs were already shaking and his legs tensing as she worked her soft lips and tongue along her son's shaft. She kept her eyes on his and moaned as he pushed lightly on her head guiding her along his cock.
His other hand caressed her back and bending her legs at the knees she playfully kicked her feet back and forth while grinding her hips into the bed and moaning at the contact against her throbbing clit.
"Suck it." He whispered, surprising her, "Suck my cock, mom." He gave her a little laugh, "Wow that's so wrong, but sounds so good."
"Hmm" She winked and sucked him faster showing him she didn't think there was anything wrong with it.
"I can't believe you're blowing me." He said, "And it feels so good! And look at that ass, God you're fucking sexy!"
She rewarded his compliments by working her hips up and down, pumping her ass in the air and sucking him even faster. She placed her hands on his thighs and began taking him all the way down each time she lowered her mouth.
Jimmy was moaning continuously as she showed off her oral skills, giving him a hands free blow job.
"Oh, shit." He whimpered, "You need to stop, Oh!"
Karen sucked him as fast as she could and letting the spit fly from her mouth and making wet gurgling sounds to add to the thrill. Jimmy's hands tightened in her hair and his hips were rocking, shoving his impressive dick deeper into his mother's willing mouth.
"Oh, mom, please, I'm going to cum. I...Oh, mom!"
He groaned and Karen squealed as his cock erupted in her mouth, flooding it with his hot cum. She rolled her eyes back and moaned in pleasure as she kept sucking as the warm jets of cum struck the back of her mouth and flowed down her throat.
Jimmy squirmed and writhed as she milked his dick and his helplessness to control himself fanned the flames of her desire. God she needed to feel this cock inside her. She grabbed him and jerked him off hard and fast, urging the last of his cum from him.
When she couldn't get another drop, she removed him from her mouth and opening wide she wagged her tongue at him, showing off she'd swallowed everything he'd give her.
"Holy shit." He sighed, "That was incredible."
"Baby, this cock is incredible." She slid up on her knees, still pumping him in her fist; he was still hard, just like Jeff was after the first time he came, damn her boys were studs. Just like their father had been.
That thought should have been a sour one, but as it always did when she was in the middle of sex, it just fueled her taboo desire.
"This cock is incredible." She replied, "This is mommy's cock, isn't it?"
"All yours." He told her, still breathing hard from his explosive orgasm.
"Good, because I need it, now!"
Karen swung her legs over his hips, straddling him, and guiding his cock to her pussy, drove down on him, burying him deep inside her.
"Oh, fuck!" He gasped as she wiggled her hips, working his cock inside her in a circular motion. "That's, oh, shit you're wet! "
Karen worked her hips faster and having just come and his head still a sensitive raw nerve, Jimmy whimpered and moaned beneath her. Jimmy was saying mom over and over as if begging for mercy as she rode his throbbing cock.
"Easy baby boy, just lay back and let me do the work." She moved up and down now sliding the length of his cock in and out of her sopping slit.
Jimmy groaned, but his hands went to her breasts, his fingers finding her nipples and his hips began moving in time with hers.
"There you go, that feels good, doesn't it, honey?"
"You feel amazing." He looked up at her his eyes wide as if he couldn't believe this was happening. "And look just as good."
"You like how I look riding you?" Karen lifted her arms over her head, taking her hair up with it, posing for him as she sensually worked her hips across his still rock hard cock.
"Most beautiful woman I've ever seen." He told her, "Thank you, mom."
"No, thank you." She bounced up and down on him, harder and faster, "You feel pretty fucking good yourself."
She grabbed his hand and bringing it between her legs pressed his thumb to her swollen clit.
"Make me come," She told him, "Let your mother come on her baby's cock."
Jimmy rubbed her clit in hard circles and Karen took over playing with her left nipple while he toyed with the right. Like Jimmy, she'd been pretty damned wound up and after only a couple minutes of his touch, her legs trembled and she could feel the orgasm building within her.
"Faster," She moaned, her hips now driving down into him hard enough to make the bed rock, "Harder, come on honey, I need to come for you!"
Jimmy pushed his thumb hard into her clit and surprised her by twisting her nipple. Karen pinched her other nipple so hard she cried out from the pain, then squealed as it sent her over the edge.
"Oh, Jimmy!" She called out as her body exploded into orgasm, her pussy contracting around his cock.
Jimmy moaned as she bucked wildly on top of him like she was riding a prize bull in rodeo. No, she was riding her son, her youngest son and on a day that had started with her oldest son taking her hard and fast, pinning her face down on the bed as he had his way with her.
That thought sent a new wave of pleasure crashing through her and beneath her, Jimmy groaned as his mother's pussy convulsed around his thrusting cock. Leaning over, Karen kissed him hard, whimpering into his mouth as he managed to keep his thumb on her clit and the last waves of her orgasm flowed through her.
She leaned over and shoved her tit in his mouth, purring as he sucked it while fucking her still quivering pussy. Lying down on top of him, she slid her arms beneath his and kissing his neck whispered, "Fuck me, Jimmy, fuck me nice and hard, I love to get fucked hard after I come."
All signs of hesitation-or shyness for that matter-gone, Jimmy wrapped his arms around her waist, pinning him to her and began fucking her hard enough to cause her to yelp with each thrust.
She was yelping in his ear and she was sure her noises were driving him to fuck her harder. He was thrusting up into her so hard she was rocking forward. She couldn't believe the way he was taking her. She had envisioned him wanting to be sweet and making love to her, and here he was really giving it to her.
Then again, she hadn't come onto him sweetly at all. Karen enjoyed making love, she'd done it with her husband and as rough as he was, Jeff loved her softly and sweetly on occasions, but for most of her life Karen needed to get fucked and Jimmy was doing just that.
She cried out in surprise, when Jimmy twisted to the side, rolling them over. Sitting up between her legs, he slammed into her hard and fast and with a long moan, she placed her feet on his chest as he fucked.
Karen cupped her wildly bouncing tits and played with them for him, but noticed his gaze was fixed on his cock sliding in and out of her pink flesh. His shaft was glistening and he was still so hard for her.
Jimmy grabbed her ankles and putting her feet on his shoulders, leaned forward, bracing his hands on the bed next to her head. That pushed her legs back to where her feet were over her head and she howled as he hammered away at her. Holy shit was her baby fucking her!
As of reading her mind, he said, "I know this is what you like, I heard how you were with Jeff in the kitchen, you don't want nice you want nasty."
"I...I want whatever you want to give me, baby." She groaned, "But this feel really fucking good!"
"Maybe it will feel better another way?" He smiled hopefully.



A thrill went through her, but she wanted to hear it, "Tell me what you want."
"I want you to get on your knees for me." He moaned as he kept pounding her. "I want to see my mom's hot little ass in the air."
"Anything, for you, baby." She laughed. "I'll take it for the team."
Jimmy slid his cock from inside her and she quickly rolled over onto her stomach, sliding her knees up beneath her and pointing her ass at him. She had no sooner, put it up there, when he grabbed her hips and slammed into her with one long hard thrust.
"Oh fuck!" She cried out. "Damn, that's deep!"
Jimmy resumed fucking her as hard as he had when she was on her back and Karen pushed up on her hands and knees so she was higher up for him and he was fucking her straighter. Jimmy slid his hands up to her shoulders, squeezing them as he slammed her.
Karen lifted her hands one at a time, grabbing the head board and squeezing the rungs as her son fucked the shit out her. She was yelping continuously then released a sharp cry when Jimmy put his right arm around her waist and his fingers found her clit.
"Oh, God!" She moaned as he leaned over her, his hand on the head board, as he played with her pussy while pounding her. "You watch a lot of porn." She moaned.
"No, just fooled around with a few not so good girls at school." He breathed as he slowed his fucking while rubbing her clit.
"Is your mother a not so good girl?"
"My mother's a great girl." He moaned, "Best girl ever."
"Oh, baby, you're going to make your best girl cum again, please keep doing that!"
Jimmy continued playing with her clit while ravaging her pussy with those delicious long hard strokes. Karen arched her back and shoved her hips back and forth in time with his thrusts.
"Oh, right there." She groaned, "I'm right there!"
Jimmy pushed hard on her clit and squeezing the head board so hard her knuckles popped, Karen lifted her head and emitted a long loud wail as she went off on his plunging cock. Jimmy cried out as her pussy exploded around him and she bucked her hips uncontrollably slamming into him as her orgasm took her over.
She squealed repeatedly as he continued to fuck her and stroke her clit. Whoever the girls he'd fooled around with her, she owed them a damn thank you card. This was not what she had expected from the sweeter of her two sons, but she wasn't complaining, not at all.
Behind her Jimmy was breathing heavy and was now fucking her with short quick strokes as her pussy quivered and contracted around him.
"Go head, baby, give it to me! Cum for me! Anywhere you want, just let me have it!"
Jimmy gave her several more hard thrusts, then whipping out his cock, grabbed her shoulder. Karen rolled over on her back for him and with a low moan he released his cock and sent a long thick stream of cum across her stomach and tits.
Reaching between them, she grabbed his cock and took over jerking it. Jimmy groaned as his mother pumped his cock, sending several spurts of thick cum onto her tits and belly. She slowed her pumping, twisting her wrist at the end of each stroke, wringing every drop from im and moaning when some of it oozed down across her fingers.
"Oh my fucking god." Jimmy gasped, sitting back on his knees, trying to catch his breath.
"Wow." She sighed, bringing her fingers to her mouth and smiling at the look on his face as she licked them clean, "Baby, don't take this the wrong way, but that is not what I expected."
"I know, I'm the nice one, the sweet kid." He said in between deep breaths. "I wanted to show you I can be just like dad and Jeff."
"Honey, you don't have to be anyone, but you." She let her head fall back on the pillow, staring up at the ceiling and waiting for her heart to stop pounding, "But I'm not going to say that wasn't nice."
"It wasn't nice." He grinned. "Not at all."
"No, but it was fucking amazing." She told him. "You enjoy that, baby?"
"Loved it." He smiled down at her, "Love you."
"Love you too." She hoped to hell he still meant it as just his mother, she couldn't handle that kind of drama right now. Next on the family channel, Karen is in a love triangle, with her sons.
She rolled her eyes at her own thought as Jimmy got off the bed and picking up his shirt leaned over and gently wiped the come from her tits and stomach. Smiling up at him, she said, "I knew I raised a gentleman."
"Well you did teach us to clean up after ourselves." He joked back, then tossing the shirt on top of his shorts, said, "Um, do I have to leave now?"
"No!" She slid over on the bed and patted it next to her, "All night, Jimmy, I want the whole night with my baby boy."
With a more Jimmy like sweet smile, he slipped next to her and rolling over, Karen put her arm across him and kissed him.
"You felt good, honey. Did that make you feel better?"
"Yes." He rolled over to face her and put his arms around her, hugging her close, "This feels pretty good too. I love you, mom and don't worry, I don't mean in that way, but as your son." He kissed her forehead, "A son who received a very nice gift from his mother."
"I am a giver." She laughed as relief flooded through her at his words.
"I'm tired though." He sighed, "I get one night with you and I'm ready to go to sleep."
"That was a work out." She reminded him, "And don't worry, honey, I'm sure one of us will wake up in a little bit and we'll have some more fun."
"I'd like that." He said.
"Slide down." She told him and when she did, she pulled her to him, so his head was nestled between her breasts
Rubbing his back with one hand while stroking his hair, she said, "I remember when you were little and had nightmares. I'd stay in your bed and hold you like this, rock you to sleep."
"Weren't naked though." He chuckled into her chest. "Maybe I should have some bad dreams this summer."
"I'm sure Jeff will be happy to cuddle you." She made the joke avoiding the comment about over the summer.
"I'll sleep fine I'm sure." He told her, then slipped his arms around her, "You feel so good, mom. I know you said I don't have to say it, but thank you. Thank Jeff too."
"Thank him by letting all this go, honey. Just accept us and be happy for us and that is the best thanks you can give."
"I will." He told her, "This makes it better mom. Feeling you, Jeff letting me, you guys love me and this really proves it." He sighed, "Jeff always did get the hot girl."
"Yeah, but he got the old lady, ask him how hot I am in twenty years."
"You'll always be hot, but maybe hot flashes by then."
"Hey, just because you made me come twice doesn't mean you can be a smart ass." She laughed, then yawned. "Tired myself, someone wore me out."
Jimmy muttered something and Karen felt him relax in her arms. She continued to stroke his hair until his breathing became slow and steady, then closing her eyes, fell into a peaceful sleep as she held her youngest son, naked and satisfied in her arms.
*****
Karen felt something lightly touch her face and opened her eyes in time to see Jimmy lean over and kiss her cheek. He was propped up on his elbow watching her and when he saw her awake, kissed her on the lips.
She returned the kiss and moaned when his hand caressed her breast, his fingers teasing across her nipple.
"Hey, baby, you looking for something?" She asked, smiling.
"No, I think I found it." He kissed her, then gently pushed her shoulder, rolling her over onto her back.
Jimmy rolled over on top of her, positioning himself between her legs and resumed kissing her. She groaned into his kiss when she felt his hard cock sliding along her leg. His kiss was slow and sensual and she put her arms around him, enjoying his lips pressed to hers.
Jimmy slid his lips from hers and trailed them down the side of her neck and across her chest.
"Hmm, that's nice." She cooed as his fingers traced her nipples while his lips covered the upper part of her breasts in soft kisses. She played with his hair and rubbed his back as his lips fastened to first her left nipple, then her right, retracing the circles his fingers had made with his soft tongue.
Her heart beat faster when he continued to slide down the bed, trailing kisses down her stomach, then giggled when he ran his tongue around her navel. The giggle turned into a low moan when he began kissing her mound, just over her pussy.
Jimmy slid down between her legs, his hands on her inner thighs and she groaned when he teased his lips along the crease of her thigh while his fingers lightly slid between her moist lips.
"Yes." She purred, "There you go, baby, give your mother a kiss."
Jimmy did better than that, easing two fingers inside her as he swirled his tongue around her excited clit. Karen sighed and lifting her legs, draped them over his shoulders, playfully running her soft foot along his back as his tongue now probed the folds of her pussy.
He removed his fingers and she moaned when he replaced them with his tongue. Jimmy groaned into her, his breath hot on her quivering lips as he swirled his tongue inside her and tasted his mother's juices.
Jimmy worked his head back and forth, fucking her with his rigid tongue and reaching down; she ran her fingers through his hair, while she cupped her left breast her thumb working her nipple. Jimmy moved slowly, sliding his tongue from inside her and playing it up and down the length of her slit.
She gasped and rocked her hips each time he licked her clit, but he would then slide back down and slip his tongue inside her. She lay there sighing and moaning as her son took his time exploring her pussy.
When he pushed his fingers back inside her, she rocked her hips, sliding them in and out of her as his tongue reached her clit once more, but this time remained there, licking and sucking gently.
"So good, baby." She cooed, "That's so good."
Jimmy looked up at her, his eyes staring into hers as he eased his tongue from her clit, taking a strong of her sticky fluid with it. He winked at her, then resumed sucking on her aching clit. He picked up the pace and she tensed up, but he then slipped his tongue back though her lips.
Karen moaned and whimpered as her son teased her, licking her clit, then stopping, getting her close then easing back on her. She put her feet on his shoulders and rocked her hips, urging his tongue to stay on her clit.
"Please, make me come, Jimmy." She moaned, "Don't tease me anymore, baby."
Jimmy smiled and sucked her clit hard into his mouth. Karen gasped and curling her toes into his shoulders, pushed against him, lifting her ass off the bed. He pumped his fingers harder and faster into her dripping pussy and began licking her clit faster.
His tongue played her clit masterfully, flicking up and down, the side to side, before giving it a couple of good hard sucks. Each time he sucked her legs shook harder and she moaned louder.
"Oh, right there." She groaned as he swirled his tongue in fast circles around the edge of her button. "Oh, I want to cum!" She whimpered.
Jimmy worked his tongue faster, and eased a third finger inside her. Karen arched her back, her body straining to come and when Jimmy pushed his fourth finger inside her while sucking her clit, she cried out and clamped her thighs around his head.
Jimmy moaned into her quivering flesh as she worked her hips, grinding his trapped face into her pussy. He kept licking and pushing his fingers deep inside her and she kept coming, squealing and holding his head between her thighs as her third orgasm of the night tore through her.
When the last waves of pleasure flowed through her and she let her legs slide from his shoulders, Jimmy slid up between her legs and her eyes rolled back in pleasure as his cock slipped inside her.
Jimmy kissed her and she moaned at the taste of her pussy from his lips and shoved her tongue into his mouth for more. He slid his arms beneath her as they continued to kiss and he was moving slowly inside her, long slow strokes that felt amazing.
Karen let her head fall back on the pillow and purred as his lips found her neck again. She put her arms around him and wrapping her long legs around his waist, drew her deeper inside her forbidden heat.
Jimmy moaned into her neck, but kept moving slowly. She rubbed his back and softly encouraged him, telling him how could he felt and how much she loved him. Karen moved her hips in time with his, nice and slow, just the way he was doing it.
This was the Jimmy she'd expected, the one who she had figured would make love to her and that was just what he was doing and it felt incredible. She pulled him closer against her, loving the way her breasts pressed into his chest and how he was moaning in her ear with each thrust.
His body tensed and kissing his neck she whispered, "Let it go, honey, let me feel it." Jimmy released a soft whimper and Karen sighed contentedly as his cock twitched and flooded her pussy with his warm cum.
"That's it, all of it, give me all of it." She urged as she hugged him even tighter and kissed his ear, while contracting her pussy around him, helping him fill her.
"Oh, mom." He sighed in her ear, "This is what I really wanted." He told her, "You feel incredible."
"So do you." She kissed him on the lips and when he tried to move, she tightened her legs around him. "Just stay right here."
Jimmy nuzzled his face sweetly into her neck and she smiled as she felt him begin to soften inside her.
"There's my baby boy." She held him close, "This is what makes you so special honey; you're so damn sweet. Never lose that, promise?"
"I promise." He told her, easing up from her, "Think there will be a girl that likes that? A lot of girls at school seem to go for bad boys and jerks, you know, like Jeff." He grinned.
"Honey, any girl would be lucky to have a boy like you and when you find her she's going to appreciate everything you are."
"I hope I meet someone just like you." He smiled as he rolled over next to her.
"You think I'm sweet?" She asked.
"I was thinking a wild ride" he quipped, "But sure."
"That ruins the moment," she sighed dramatically.
"I'm playing," he turned his head and kissed her, "Jeff's a lucky guy, he really is, but I'm glad he's with you."
"Really, you mean that?" Karen asked.
"No other guy would love you as much as he does and will treat you the way you deserve. Jeff really loves you." He shrugged, "I do too, but I think Jeff is more like dad and that's not a bad thing, and not a bad thing I'm not."
"That's right, baby. You're perfect as you are."
"This night meant a lot mom." He kissed her cheek, "I'll never forget it."
"Me either." She rolled over and draping her arm across him rested her head on his shoulder, "How about we go back to sleep and maybe if we wake up early enough, we have a little more fun?"
"Yeah?" He grinned, "I am an early riser."
"Well then this should work out."
He gave her a sweet smile, "This all worked out mom, it really did."
*****
Karen opened her eyes and sighed contentedly. She was lying on her side and her entire body had that pleasantly warm, slightly achy feeling associated with a night of torrid sex. Between her thighs she was aware of her moist, sticky pussy and her nipples were stiff against the sheet as she lay there just thinking of the last time she'd opened her eyes.
It had been four am and this time it was she who woke up first. Jimmy was on his back and easing the covers from him, she had licked her lips at the sight of his cock. He'd been soft, but not for long after she had slid down the bed and taken him into her mouth.
She took her time, gently licking and sucking him as he moaned and ran his hands through her hair and along her back. When he was fully hard, Karen had rolled over on top of him and rode him. She'd gone slow at first, enjoying the taboo treat of having her youngest son deep inside her while knowing it was probably going to be the last time.
Deciding to give him an extra thrill, Karen had turned around, riding him backwards, so he could watch her ass and his cock sliding into her pussy. She'd urged him to put a finger in her ass, then rode him faster and harder.
Jimmy had begin to moan that he didn't think he could come again and taking that as a challenge, Karen had turned around once more. This time she braced her hands on his chest and rode him so hard the bed was rocking and they were bouncing up and down.
Jimmy began whimpering that he couldn't finish and his little desperate sounds had caused her to go at him even harder. She came while riding him and when he really seemed as if he was too tried to cum, she'd slid off him, taken him back into her mouth and sucked him as if she were auditioning to be a porn star.
She sucked as hard as she could, all the while loving his little sounds and the way he squirmed and moved his hips. Spent as his cock was, his insatiable mother was not to be denied and as her baby boy released a soft whimpering moan, his cock twitched, sending what little cum his balls could muster into her mouth.
She'd sucked him greedily, then made a show of letting it drip down his cock and clean it back up again with her tongue. She'd then slid up into his embrace and smiled happily when he was asleep within minutes of his mother taking what she wanted.
Karen's eyes had been closing as she relived the encounter, but just before the closed completely she caught sight of the clock and saw it was eight thirty. Her eyes flew open, shit! Jeff had said he would be home by nine and she didn't want him to see Jimmy leaving the room.
"Jimmy, baby," She said as she rolled over, "You have to..."
She trailed off when she saw he was no longer in bed with her. On his pillow was the small pad she kept on the nightstand for when she made lists of things she needed as she thought of them. Picking up the pad, she read.
"Mom, sorry I didn't wake you, but you looked so peaceful, so beautiful and you pout when you sleep! I decided that I wanted that to be my last image of you from our amazing night together. Thank you again for sharing both your body as well as your heart with me. I was wrong to ask, but as always you gave your spoiled baby boy exactly what he wanted. Last night meant the world to me and please don't worry, I know it was once for me and I'm happy with that. You and Jeff deserve to be happy together and I hope you always will be and know that you have my blessing. Love, your baby boy."
Karen wiped at her eyes as she reread the note and leaning against the pillows, smiled. Jimmy was fine, last night had made things better not worse. The smile faded when she thought that at the moment this was only one out of two; would Jeff be okay?
Karen stretched, feeling her tired muscles protest and thought about the fact that yesterday she had slept with both her sons, Jeff in the morning, Jimmy early last night and had reveled in being with both. Jimmy had surprised her, being raunchier and more aggressive than she had thought, but the second time he had melted her heart the way he loved her.
Karen began to wonder if she would be able to put this behind her so easily, to forget this night when looking at Jimmy from this point on. She felt she could, Jeff was her love and nothing would change that, but to now know what her youngest son felt like in her arms, her bed, inside her, would be strange.
Looking back at the clock, she forced herself to get up and slipping on her old sweats and a t-shirt, she made her way out of the bedroom planning on showering before Jeff came home. She was just heading into the bathroom, when she heard the front door.
She went into the living room just as Jeff came in.
"Hey, honey." She said nervously, wondering how this was going to go.
"Mom." Jeff gave her a smile that looked as nervous as she felt.



He walked up to her and putting his arms around her, kissed her, then hugged her tightly. Karen folded into his strong arms and kissed him back, before nuzzling her face into his neck for a moment.
"How did it go?" He asked as he stepped away from her and sat down on the couch. When she didn't answer right away, he prodded, "Did you?"
"Yes." She sat down on the edge of the couch next to him.
"How did it go?"
"It went," She put her hands out. "How do I answer that?"
"Honestly." He told her, "Did Jimmy enjoy it, was he okay this morning?"
"Yes and yes." She said evasively, "He slipped out before I woke up, but left me a beautiful note. He's fine, Jeff. You were right, last night made him happy and he's okay and okay with us."
"Good."
"You going to be okay?" Karen asked. "Did it bother you last night?"
"I thought of it more than I had figured I would." He said, an odd look on his face, "A lot more."
"I'm sorry honey." She put her arm around him, "I didn't mean for you to be upset, but it was your idea and I don't feel any differently about you or Jimmy, I love you both, but only you as more."
"I know." He smiled, "But good to hear it. So, uh, what was he like?"
"We agreed no details." She reminded him.
"Was he nervous? Was he sweet?" He asked as if she hadn't spoken.
"Jeff."
"I'm not mad mom, but I'm wondering, that's all."
"Fine, he was more like you the first time, some dirty talk and...well, it was wilder than I thought, it surprised me, but after that he was adorable. So sweet, so loving." She smiled, "My little mama's boy."
"Wow, who would have thought the little shit would have had it in him?" Jeff laughed.
"Not so little and I had it in me a few times." She replied, than wanted to slap smack herself. Why would she say that.
"Well then." Jeff said, but a smile was still playing about his lips, "The little nerd did himself proud. Then again you can be very motivational."
"Are we okay, Jeff?" She asked softly, "This can all be put behind us?"
"No problems on my end." He leaned over and kissed her, "None at all, mom. I told you it would work out." He looked down the hall, "Jimmy sleeping?"
"I think so." She gave him a sly smile, "Losing my touch if he isn't."
"You're a bad girl, mom." Jeff said quietly. "Still thinking about that little threesome story you told me about."
"Jeez." Karen felt her face flushing. "Knew I shouldn't have told you."
"You didn't tell me enough. I want details woman." He winked. "Great pillow talk."
"Yeah, maybe. Anyway, I'm going to shower for obvious reasons." She kissed him quickly, then got up and headed out of the room, "I'll make breakfast when I come out okay?"
"Sure." He waved to her and leaned back on the couch, putting his feet up on the coffee table.
Karen entered the bathroom and turning the shower on stripped out of her clothes and after adjusting the water, slid the glass door open and stepped in. Closing the door, she inhaled the steamy air and with a sigh let the hot water stream down her chest and stomach.
She turned around letting it soak her hair and run down her back and grabbing her vanilla body wash, slowly lathered herself up. She washed her breasts, her fingers lingering over her nipples, how the hell could she still feel horny? She felt as if she had a sex hangover.
Her hand slid down her soapy stomach and between her legs. Her clit was swollen and she had to force herself not to continue touching it. She needed to slow her roll and prepare to try to have as normal of a morning as possible while having breakfast with her two sons, both of which now knew what it was like to fuck their mother.
"How about you let me do that?" Jeff said behind her.
"Jesus!" She yelped, spinning around so fast she would have slipped and fallen if Jeff didn't catch her by her arms. "Jeff, what the hell are you doing in here?"
"Conserving water?" he asked while his eyes roamed hungrily up and down her soapy body.
"You need to get the out of here." Even as she spoke she returned the favor, taking in her oldest son's powerful form, especially that huge cock standing at attention as it always was for his mother.
"Doors locked." He said, pulling her against him.
"Jeff." She whispered as his cock slid along her slick stomach, "We can't, your brother."
"Sleeping."
"No, I...I was just with him."
"I know." Jeff said and caused her to cry out in surprise, when he grabbed her ass, lifted her effortlessly up over his waist and impaled her on his cock.
He turned then around and shoving her hard against the wall, covered her mouth with his free hand, while he thrust his hips, driving his think cock into her uncomplaining pussy.
Karen whimpered into his hand, but wrapped her arms around his neck, holding him tightly as he fucked her against the wall. The hot water was hitting both of them and she was breathing hard in the steamy air.
Jeff felt incredible and when he released her mouth and cupped her ass with both hands, spreading her cheeks to fuck her deeper, she moaned, "Oh, God, you're so fucking hard."
"Sorry." He said in her ear, "I know you like sweet, but that's not me."
"It's okay," she moaned squeezing her legs, tightly around his waist. "I like this to."
"I know you do, bet you'll like this better." He let her go, pushing on her thighs so she would lower her legs.
The second her feet were on the floor, he grabbed her shoulders, spun her around and pushed her into the wall. Karen bit her lip to not cry out when he grabbed her hips, pulled her back slightly and slammed his cock balls deep inside her.
Jeff grabbed her wrists and spread her arms out, pinning her to the wall, his hands over hers. She spread her legs wider and released muffled cries into the warm air as she pressed her cheek to the tile wall.
Jeff's chest was against her back and he had her pinned completely against the wall as he fucked the shit out of her.
"Oh my God." She moaned. "Oh, Jeff, you're just taking your mother aren't you?"
"Damn straight I am, just like you love it." He hissed in her ear. Releasing her hands, he grabbed her wet hair, yanking her head back and devouring her lips with his as his other hand worked between them and found her clit.
"Hmmm!" She squealed into his kiss as he rubbed her swollen button in hard fast circles.
He let her hair go and pulling her back, grabbed her left nipple, twisting it while still fucking her. Karen braced her hands on the wall and pushed back, pushing her ass out and spreading her legs wider as if being frisked.
Jeff cock was plunging hard and deep and his thumb working her clit so hard it was borderline painful, as was the fucking itself, especially after all the sex she'd had last night. Goddamn, you little slut, she hissed to herself, your letting your son fuck you right after your other son just left your bed.
The thought sent a thrill through her and arching her back, she worked her hips back into her son's relentless cock. Jeff took her clit between his fingers and gave it a light pinch that sent her over the edge. She began to squeal, but it was cut off by Jeff covering her mouth again.
She howled into his hand as her orgasm slammed through her and Jeff moaned in her ear as his cock erupted, spilling his hot cum into her quivering pussy. Karen moaned and whimpered as they came together, her pussy contracting around his thrusting cock, milking him and helping him fill her up, in a matter of hours she had been filled by both her boys.
Oh, she was so going to burn for this, she thought even as she ground her hips into her son forcing his cock even deeper. With a groan, Karen slumped into the shower wall. Jeff slipped his arms around her waist, pretty much holding her up as he knees trembled from the incredible orgasm.
He was breathing hard in her ear and she whispered, "Easy, baby, just relax and stay right here." She contracted her pussy around his still hard cock inside her. "Please just stay right here."
"I plan on it." He kissed her neck, "Love you."
"Love you too." She leaned her face against the tiles and catching her breath, said quietly, "Jeff, I know why you did this."
"I don't think you do." He sighed and moved his cock inside her, only a couple of inches, but it felt so good.
"You want to prove to me how you can fuck me. You don't have to, baby. I told you, its me and you."
"You think I fucked you like that because of Jimmy?" He asked, now moving his hips more his cock sliding through his mother's cum filled pussy.
"I know you did." My god he was still fucking her! Even for him, this was something. "You don't have to be jealous, honey."
"Jealous." He laughed softly in her ear. "I'm not jealous you fucked my brother all night."
"No?" She asked, then moaned when his hands went to her hips and he began fucking her harder, she shuddered as she felt his cum leaking down her thighs as he just kept pumping her.
"I'm not jealous at all." He whispered in her ear. "It turns me on."
He thrust into her harder and leaning against the wall as Jeff fucked her already cum drenched pussy, Karen thought, like father, like son.
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Austin stared down at his phone, and smiled at the text he'd just received.
"Where are you baby, it's after seven!"
"Had class, then work, remember?" He shot back, then went back to counting his register drawer to turn in and then he could get home.
"Well hurry home, because it's Friday, and he left for his trip this morning. Only work you'll be doing this weekend is taking care of me."
Right there at the counter, his cock jumped in his pants. An entire weekend of nothing but hot sex! He hurriedly put the money into a pouch and signed the tag on it. Walking into the small back office he dropped the pouch on Joe's desk.
"I'm out of here, see you Monday."
"Hey, Austin," Joe looked up. "Roger's sick and I'm looking for coverage. Want to work a few hours tomorrow or Sunday?"
"No way." He shook his head.
"But you're always after more hours." Joe looked puzzled.
"I got big plans this weekend." He must have been grinning like the cat that ate the canary because Joe smirked. "That fun involve a female, I take it?"
"Oh, yeah."
"Do tell."
"She's hot and a lot older than me, and she's got the whole weekend off."
"Older? You dog!" Joe whistled. "Good for you kid. Just watch out for those older women, they'll fuck you to death."
"I hope so." He waved. "If you don't see me Monday, know I died smiling!"
"I'm jealous man, do her once for me," he leered.
Austin laughed, and as he hurried out of Starbucks, he wondered what Joe would think if he knew the older women he was about to fuck all weekend was his mother?
*****
Austin's short ride home still seemed to take forever. Friday night traffic and he swore he was catching every damn light. He was so fucking hard he not only had to keep shifting in his seat, but his dripping cock had made his boxers sticky.
Dad was going to a sales conference and wouldn't be home until Monday afternoon. He'd made sure to ask for the weekend off when mom told him the dates of dad's trip. From the time he got home, until she had to go to work Monday morning it was just the two of them.
It was about time. The two of them hadn't had much time the last couple months. Between his class and work schedule, and the fact dad was around constantly at night, their chances had been few and far between.
Not that it had completely stopped them. Mom had slipped into his room twice in the last couple of weeks. She'd locked his door and they'd fucked quickly each time. It was hot, but they had to hurry and both were worried about dad getting up.
Okay, Austin was worried. He swore mom got an extra rush when dad was in the house. She'd proved that when she'd gotten bold enough to slip into the shower with him three mornings ago. Austin had thought his heart was going to beat out of his chest when his father had knocked on the door asking why it was locked.
While his obviously turned on mother dropped to her knees and sucked his cock. Austin had haltingly managed to call out he must have thumbed the lock by accident, and no, he hadn't seen mom. Maybe she went for a walk.
When he looked back on those risky encounters, they were hot. But at the time he was more nervous than turned on. Not that his mother couldn't get him relaxed enough to enjoy it. His mother's mouth was sinfully talented and her pussy always wet and ready for her son.
Finally taking the turn onto their street, Austin found it hard to believe he'd been having sex with his mother for over a year now. It had started one night when she had been drunk and pissed off at dad for not taking care of her.
She'd walked into his room to vent to him, and caught him jerking off. The next thing he knew she was on his bed with him, his cock in her mouth. She'd then straddled him and ridden him hard and fast until he'd exploded inside her.
He'd been shocked to say the least, but it had been so insanely hot he couldn't let her leave until he'd gotten between her thighs and ate her pussy until she came for him. He'd then fucked her again. This time her legs up, and feet on his chest as he fucked her harder than he'd ever fucked a girl before.
But his mother wasn't a girl. She was a woman. A hot mature woman who knew what she wanted. What his mother had wanted ever since was her son's cock, and he gave it to her any time he could.
Unlike girls his age, mom had no hang ups and never said something was dirty or they couldn't or didn't like something. Austin's mother fucked like a wildcat porn star and denied him nothing. He'd even fucked her in the ass a few times.
Pulling into the driveway, Austin smiled at the idea the entire weekend wouldn't be risky quickies, but long playful, raunchy sex. No rush, no worries, and no dad. Just he and mom engaging in sex most people would think was wrong, but he felt that was because they'd never tried it. They had both admitted the fact they were mother son made it even hotter, and as long as they were happy and having fun, who cared?
Austin supposed dad would, but what he didn't know wouldn't hurt him. Besides if the boring dud had taken good care of mom's insatiable pussy, odds are his son wouldn't be the one doing it. Parking his car he threw the door open and all but leapt out of it.
Hurrying up the drive way, he winced as his throbbing cock bent in his pants. He was so horny his balls were aching, but he had no doubt he'd find relief soon enough. Relief in the form of blowing a big hot load down his mother's throat or deep inside her greedy pussy.
He'd no sooner entered the house when he heard mom calling from down the hallway.
"I'm in my bedroom, baby, come give mommy what she needs!"
He started down the hall, already pulling his coffee stained shirt over his head. Looking at it distastefully, he called out.
"Want me to shower first? I smell like coffee!"
"I could some caffeine right about now!" Mom laughed. "Just get that big hard dick in here!"
"Not polite to disobey my mom, right?" Austin tossed the shirt on the floor of the hallway and paused to kick off his shoes.
It wasn't like he had to worry about dad finding his clothes laying around, right? He entered her room and smiled at the sight of his mother completely naked on the bed.
"Goddamn." He whispered.
Despite the fact they'd been in a sexual relationship for the past year, Austin was still left speechless by his mother's body. Mom was tall and busty, her legs, long and shapely with an inviting softness to her thighs.
Her stomach wasn't quite as flat as a young woman's, but like her thighs was soft and sexy. Her breasts were large and still firm for their size and age. Those breasts featured large rose colored nipples that she was currently cupping, showing them off to her son.
Her red tipped nails caressed her nipples which were as hard as his cock. He managed to pry his eyes from her magnificent breasts and raise them to her face. Mom's big brown eyes were staring into his and her tongue slid across her soft full lips which were painted the same slut red as her nails.
Taking in those perfect lips, her expressive eyes, and her long black hair fanned out across the pillow, Austin was reminded of how not just sexy, but beautiful she was. His thoughts shifted back to sexy when she opened her legs, exposing her pussy. Her pink slit was already glistening beneath the small patch of dark hair she kept there.
"I love the way you look at me," Mom said softly. "You always make me feel so sexy, baby."
"You are sexy, mom." Austin slowly approached the bed. "Sexiest woman I've ever seen."
"Seen a lot of women, have you?" She teased, then turning sideways on the bed, rolled onto her stomach.
"In person? Only girls before you." His heart raced when she beckoned him with her finger and walked over to her.
"Oh, how smooth are you?" She joked, but her dark eyes were fixed on his crotch which was right in front of her face. "But you watched a lot of that nasty mom son porn. Those moms are pretty damn hot."
"Not as hot as you." Austin meant every word her said.
With her on her stomach, he had a great view of the smooth skin of her back, highlighted by her dark hair now flowing down the middle of it. Of course the best part of the view was her well rounded ass.
Knowing he loved this position, especially when she did what he was dying for her to do, mom played it up. She spread her legs open and bent them at the knees. She playfully kicked them back and forth.
"Honey, can I ask you something?" Propped up on her elbows, enough for him to get a good look at her tits hanging beneath her, she trailed her fingers along his stomach.
"Anything." He breathed when she kissed his stomach just above his jeans.
She stared at the perfect set of red lips she'd left on her son's hard flat stomach. "Why the hell aren't you naked?"
"Oh, um....got a little distracted." He grinned.
"That's a nice compliment, but it's hardly fair that your mom is already naked and wet for her son and he's still got clothes on."
She unsnapped his jeans and yanked his zipper down. "I need this cock in my mouth, baby."
Austin wasn't going to argue with her and had just pushed his jeans down past his hips when mom took him quickly into her mouth.
"Oh, fuck." He groaned when she bobbed her head rapidly.
"Hmm!" Mom's eyes met his while her soft red lips worked his hard shaft.
Austin leaned over and grabbing both cheeks of her ass, gave them a hard squeeze. Mom moaned around his cock and he repeated the sound, when she held him between her lips and swirled her tongue around the tip of his cock.
Austin gave each cheek a playful slap and smiled at the little yip she released around his cock. His eyes worked back and forth, first taking in the way her well rounded ass looked spread open, then back to her lips working their magic on him.
At this point Mom had been sucking his cock for over a year, but the sight of his cock sliding between her lips never got old. Nor did the feeling of her warm wet mouth and soft talented tongue.
Austin slid his right hand between her legs and mom whimpered when his fingers slid through her sopping slit. Goddamn, she was wet! He worked his fingers through the folds of her pussy, moving them up and down, but stopping just short of her clit, then teasing around the entrance of her pussy.
"You tease, I'll tease." Mom pulled his cock from her mouth.
Austin couldn't get his fingers inside her fast enough. Mom rewarded that move by once again taking into her talented mouth. He sighed in appreciation of the mixed pleasure of having his fingers buried in his mother's hot wet pussy while she blew him.
While she blew him. His mother was blowing him! He felt like a fool every time he had that thought after all this time. But it was so fucking hot! Not just a fantastic blow job that any guy would love, but from his mom!
Austin put his thumb on her clit and she moaned softly around his cock. Despite the fact it had been awhile since they could enjoy with no worries, there was no sense of urgency. Austin slowly pumped his fingers into his mother's quivering slit, loving the way she contracted around them each time.
Mom was taking her time on his cock. She was keeping it in her mouth, but sucking slowly. She worked him from his head to the base of his shaft, making him feel her soft lips on every inch of his shaft. Her tongue was pressed tightly to his cock, massaging it as she took her time pleasing her son.
Austin moved his thumb faster on her clit and mom moaned louder and closed her legs, trapping his hand there. She bent her knees further so her feet were in his face, and taking her ankle in his free hand, he sucked on her toes.
Mom whimpered around his cock and her pussy contracted hard around his fingers. Austin swirled his tongue around her toes and her ass wiggled as she thrust his fingers deeper inside her. Mom loved her feet played with and Austin was more than happy to play with any part of her body.
He grinned inwardly at the way dad always commented on some of the sexy heels and fancy stockings mom wore, saying they were a waste of money. No, they were just wasted on him, his son took full advantage of it.
Austin knew he should feel bad about doing this. He was helping his mother cheat on him, and with his son no less. But then again, if dad took care of business other than his business mom wouldn't have decided she needed her son to give her what she needed.
Mom was sucking him faster and he gasped when she cupped his balls and massaged them. His legs stiffened and his balls tightened in her hand. Mom's hips were rocking and her pussy rhythmically squeezing his fingers.
They were both getting ready to cum and he loved knowing it was just to get the edge off. From tonight until Monday morning Austin figured he would lose count of how many times they came and in every way!
The whole weekend! Not just fucking mom, but sleeping with her. Waking up with her in his arms, or her waking him up with his cock in her mouth. Fucking in her bed, the shower, the kitchen. On dad's last trip they had snuck outside at one in the morning with the outside lights off and fucked in the pool.
Austin remembered how mom had lay on the edge of the pool, her legs open and dangling into the water as he licked her to several orgasms. She'd returned the favor by switching off with him and giving him a long slow blow job.
They'd rested then mom had knelt on the ladder while he fucked her hard and fast, pulling on her wet hair, the water ticking his balls. She'd cum again just from him fucking her and...
"Oh, fuck, mom." He moaned as she bobbed her head even faster. No longer playing, his mother was now working for the prize of her son's hot load.
"Hmm-mm!" She encouraged him and bucked her hips harder, urging Austin work her pussy.
He pressed his thumb harder to her clit and switched to sucking on the toes of her left foot. His legs were now trembling and he reveled in the anticipation of taboo thrill of filling his mother's mouth with his cum.
He jumped when mom's cell rang on the nightstand next to him. He glanced down and saw it was dad.
"Shit," he exclaimed. "It's dad!"
Mom's eyes shifted to the phone where dad's picture was filling the screen. She paused in her sucking, and sighed around his shaft. Austin stopped rubbing her clit, and tried to ease his cock from her mouth.
Mom squeezed his balls, not hard, just enough to keep him where he was and took him deep into her mouth. Thinking she was going to ignore the call he resumed rubbing her clit. Mom looked up at him, a beautiful sight with his cock buried in her mouth, and winked.
To his dismay, mom reached over and picked the phone up even as she continued to bob her head.
"Mom what are you doing?" He moaned, when she slipped him from her mouth and slid her finger across the screen.
"Hey, baby!" She chirped into the phone. "How was your flight?"
Austin tried to remove his hand from between her thighs, but she clamped them shut while staring up at him. "Don't stop." She mouthed while listening to dad talking on the other end.
"So the first meeting went well?" As mom spoke into the phone, she pumped him in her fist.
When dad had called and mom answered, Austin's cock had softened, but his mother's hand was bringing him back to a full erection. The fact there was a long strand of pre cum laced drool trailing from her chin to his cock helped him regain interest.
"That's good news, honey." She nodded while now rubbing Austin's cock on her cheek.
"Damn, you're nasty." He whispered when she turned her head to rub her other cheek on him.
Mom smiled and pressed the head of his cock to her soft sticky lips.
"Hmm-mmm." She grunted into the phone.
Austin moaned when she flicked her tongue out and traced a circle around the sensitive underside of the purple head of his dick. She gave him a poignant look and wiggled her hips. Taking his cue, Austin rubbed her clit and she sighed into the phone, "That's interesting. Are you going to follow up with them?"
This time when she listened to the other half of the conversation she took him into her mouth. Austin suppressed a groan, and as nervous as he was, as wrong as this was, his cock felt even harder than before.
Mom slowly sucked him while grunting around his cock in agreement to whatever dad was saying. She squeezed her legs tighter around his hand and worked her hips. Mom was breathing harder around his cock and was no longer sucking, just holding him there.
His cock twitched in her mouth as she stared down at her and moved his thumb in hard fast circles over her clit. Mom's eyes widened and her pussy tightened around his fingers. Austin slipped his free hand beneath mom, and cupping her breast, pinched her nipple.
Mom released a muffled squeal and her hips ground in tight circles into the bed. Her pussy convulsed around his fingers and her brown eyes were bulging as she fought not to make any noise.
Austin continued to play with her nipple while stroking her clit and she grabbed his forearm. Her nails dug painfully into his arm as she squeezed and continued to struggle to cum quietly. Now enjoying her battle, Austin pinched her nipple hard again.
Her pussy contracted once more and she emitted another of those choked cries of pleasure. She rolled her eyes back and releasing his cock, gasped into the phone, "Sorry, I just sneezed, damn allergies are acting...."
With an evil grin he jammed his fingers hard into her quivering pussy, causing her to yelp.
"Excuse me!" She sniffed loudly for show, then relaxed her legs around his hand and relaxed lowered her legs.
Still holding his cock, she looked up at him, a sly smile spreading across her face.
"Oh, Austin? He's right here, want to say hello?"
Mom's smile grew larger when she pushed the phone at him. He tried to back away, but she literally had him by the dick.
"Talk to your dad." She said out loud, then covering the phone whispered, "Payback's a bitch."
"Um, hey dad, how's Chicago?"
"Loud and obnoxious like last time." Dad replied. "What are you up to this weekend?"
"Oh!" He gasped when mom took him deep into her mouth and her tongue slid across his balls.
"Austin?"
"Sorry, I knocked something over." He managed to say as mom went to town, bobbing her head rapidly, her lips and tongue working him while she resumed playing with his balls.
"You're off this weekend," Dad continued. "Big plans?"
"I...not really." He breathed, his eyes meeting moms.
She winked and once again deep throating him, held him there, her tongue swirling back and forth along the base of his shaft.
"Nothing? Come on, a good looking kid your age doesn't have something lined up with a cute girl?"
"Nah, I'm having a dry spell I guess."
Yeah, a dry spell. His cock was buried in the talented mouth of a hot woman. A woman he'd just made cum and had been seconds away from coming down her throat. A woman named mom.
"Well get out there, kid." Dad told him. "You're never going to get any action hanging around the house."
"True." He whispered, as mom went back to sucking him.
She had her mouth open wider than she needed to and was making the sloppy wet sucking sounds he loved.
"So call some friends, get out of the house meet some young ladies." Dad laughed. "Best years of your life, kid, don't waste them."



"I'll do that, I'll call Tom and..." He trailed off into an involuntary moan when mom had him so deep his balls were on her chin and she was shaking her head back and forth.
The tip of his cock was rubbing across her mouth and her tongue was going wild on him. This was mom's best trick when it came to sucking cock and he was never able to hold off for long when she did it.
"And?" Dad spoke up in his ear. "And what? Austin are you paying attention to me?"
"S...sorry." He stammered as mom continued shaking her head while now tickling his balls with her fingernails. His balls were tight and his cock jerking in her mouth, he was so fucking close!
"You sound funny."
"Oh, um. Mom's messing with me." He grinned down at her at his spontaneous joke. "She keeps trying to tickle me."
"That's great," Dad laughed in his ear "I love how close you guys still are."
"Yeah, me and mom are pretty tight." And mom was pretty fucking tight herself.
She winked at him and switched back to bobbing her head. Her mouth was open and she was leaving a trail of spit along his cock which she noisily slurped up on her way back down to his shaft.
"Good to hear, most kids your age think they're too cool to have fun with your parents."
"No, me and mom still have fun." He was so close to popping off he could barely get the words out.
"Mom wants to talk to you. Have fun down there and I hope you get some great leads."
He's spoken the words in a rush and pulled the phone away from his ear without waiting to hear dad's response. Mom took the phone from his hand and released his cock from her mouth with a wet sucking sound.
Before she brought the phone to her ear she spit on the head of his cock then wrapping her hand tightly around him, pumped his slick cock.
"I'm back!" Mom said cheerily into the phone as she jacked her son's cock. "Weird? Yeah, well we were weird at his age to." She laughed. "But yeah, he's very close to his mom."
Austin moaned softly as her wet hand glided along his shaft. He was going to..."Oh, fuck." He breathed out as his cock exploded in her hand.
"Don't worry, I'll make sure he has some fun this weekend." Mom was still talking even as the first long thick spurt of cum struck her in the face.
Mom pumped his cock furiously and turned her head back and forth, letting him spray both sides of her face.
"I'll threaten him with things to do around the house." She continued calmly as if she were just lying back in bed rather than jerking her son off into her face. "I was thinking there's some painting he could do."
Holy shit! Not that he hadn't learned his mother was a freak, but this was beyond nasty. Austin had to admit he loved every minute of it! He stood there moaning and whimpering as his mother milked his cock.
Sticking her tongue out, she placed his oozing tip over it and squeezing just the tip of his cock, wrung the last few drops from it. She took him into her mouth, giving him a couple of fast hard sucks, then released him in time to say.
"That's a good idea, Austin. Head over Tom's and see what he's up to. See you later sweetie." She loudly kissed the tip of his cock, then picked up her conversation with dad.
"Sorry, hon. just mention chores and the kid suddenly decides he wants to go out." She laughed at something dad said. "Yeah, better off he's lousy at painting."
As she spoke his cum was sliding down her cheeks and she made no effort to wipe it off. Christ, she was hotter and dirtier than any porn star he'd ever watched. Mom started asking dad about his schedule for the next day, and Austin made to pull up his pants, figuring they'd screw around later.
He stopped when mom grabbed his arm and shook her head. "Stay here." She mouthed.
Mom sat up on her knees and Austin's still semi hard cock twitched at the sight of his cum now sliding down his mother's neck and on her beautiful tits. Mom lay back on the bed, her head resting on the pillows.
She patted the bed for him to join her, and pulling his pants off he crawled up onto the bed.
"I miss you, baby." Mom said into the phone. "Really miss." She giggled. "Miss your cock."
She laughed. "Of course Austin's not still here. He's on his way out and I just walked into our room. I'd just gotten out of the shower before you called and I'm untying that frumpy mom robe I wear." She released a sexy sigh. "Hmm, now these panties and bra have to go. Hold on while I get naked."
"Jesus, mom." Austin whispered.
She responded by cupping her breast, and raising her eyebrows as if saying, 'why aren't you sucking this?' Austin's response was to immediately kneel next to her and suck her gorgeous rosy nipple into his mouth.
Mom sighed. "Hmm, that's better, I'm naked and in our bed and I'm so horny honey. Are you horny?"
"Yeah, baby?" She breathed in a sultry voice, "I'm getting you hard? You like thinking about me naked on the bed, my legs spread?"
Mom was playing with her other nipple with her free hand and Austin slid his other hand between her legs. This time he shoved three fingers inside her already sopping slit. Mom moaned loudly and into the phone. Austin again placed his thumb on her clit, but stroked it softly.
"Hmm, you're naked too?" Mom purred, "Naked and hard for me? Picture yourself sliding up between my legs, and sucking on my tits."
Mom gave him an expectant look and Austin slid his fingers from inside her and rolled over to kneel between her legs. He resumed sucking her nipple, avoiding the drops of his cum splattered there. Mom gave an exaggeratedly loud moan.
"Tongue it, baby!" She demanded into the phone. "Suck your wife's hard nipples! They're hard for you," she lied.
Austin switched to her other nipple and mom grabbed his head, and arched her back, shoving her big soft tit into his face.
"I can feel that long hard cock on my leg." Mom purred. "You're dripping."
"Of course I'll suck your big fat cock, baby." She assured him. "But you need to lick my pussy first. Come on, David, give your wife a kiss," she giggled. "With a lot of tongue!"
Mom pushed on his shoulder and Austin eagerly slid onto his stomach between her legs. He spread her pussy wife open, and blew teasingly on her clit.
"Blow it." Mom smiled as she spoke. "Let me feel that hot breath on my clit."
Austin kissed her clit gently, then sliding his tongue down through her moist lips, shoved it inside her.
"Fuck!" Mom cried out. "Oh, yes honey, shove your tongue in my dripping cunt!" She laughed. "I know that's a dirty word, but you married a dirty girl."
Austin swirled his tongue around inside her and mom put her soft feet on his shoulders. He moaned at the tastes of her sticky sweet juices, and ground his hips into the bed. He was getting hard again already, and sad to say it was from what she was doing to dad. Something he should be ashamed of, but God, it was hot.
"Hmm, you're licking me so good, baby!" Mom cooed. "Tell me how you're licking my hot little snatch. Tell me all about it."
She went silent listening to dad describe what her son was actually doing to her. Mom was moaning softly and throwing in a 'That feels so good!' every minute or so. Wanting to get her off again, Austin went to work on his mother's pussy.
He worked his tongue back and forth, exploring the folds of his mother's pussy. Mom wiggled her hips, trying to get his tongue on her clit, but he avoided it, teasing her. She whimpered and he gasped in surprise when she grabbed his hair.
She held his head still and ground her wet flesh into his face, her clit pressing into his lips. Her leg wrapped around his shoulders and further drew him between her thighs. Austin didn't mind. There were far worse places to be than having his face shoved into his mother's hot little box.
"Suck that clit, baby! Lick and suck it the way you want me to suck your cock! I will, baby! I'll suck it for you after you make me come! Please make your dirty wife come!"
Mom had let his hair go and had spread herself open for him, her finger just over her clit. She pushed down, causing her clit to protrude further and he sucked it between his lips.
"Use those fingers!" Mom told him while pretending it was dad she was guiding. "Fuck my sweet cunt and imagine when it's your cock!"
Austin did just that. He plunged two fingers inside her, thrusting them hard and fast while he sucked her clit in time with their movement.
"Yes, oh yes." Mom moaned. "So good, baby! Oh, you're going to make your wife come nice and hard for you! Just lick it like that! Oh, honey, just like that!"
Austin stopped sucking and swirled his tongue in fast circles, tracing the edge of her clit. Mom arched her back and her pussy clenched around his fingers.
"A little more, oh so close!" Her toes curled into his shoulder and her hips were going wild, desperately trying to keep his tongue in contact with her clit. She tightened her leg around his head, and put the phone down next her on the pillow.
Mom grabbed her tits and gave her nipples a hard pinch.
"Yes!" She screamed. "I'm fucking coming for you!"
Mom threw her head back and let loose with a long loud wail that caused his cock to jerk into the bed. Her hips moved in a circular motion, following his flickering tongue. Her pussy convulsed around his plunging fingers and she was tugging hard on her nipples.
Mom released several high pitched squeals and Austin's hips were moving, thrusting his rock hard cock into the bed. Mom was flushed and sweating and still had his cum on her face as she played with her tits and came like a wildcat in her son's face.
"Oh my God," she sighed. "Oh, honey. I came so hard."
Mom let her leg slip from his head and opened her legs. Austin gave her clit one last kiss and sat up on his knees.
"I did come for real, honey. I was playing with myself." Mom lied. "You big and hard? Good now fuck me! Take your wife's pussy!"
Austin followed her commands. He grabbed her ankles, lifted her legs and drove deep inside her. Mom yelped loudly, then moaned over and over when he fucked her with long hard strokes.
"Give it to me," she groaned. "Pound my pussy, baby! Tell me how hard you're fucking me."
Austin let her ankles go and putting her legs over his shoulders, leaned forwards. Mom cried out when her ass lifted off the bed and her feet were over her head. He pounded her hard and fast and hoped to hell dad couldn't hear it.
Then again, the way mom was yelping and carrying on into the phone probably covered it up. Mom had her head turned, squealing into the phone while she played with her nipples for him. Her big amazing tits were bouncing wildly and Austin stepped it up, repeatedly hammering his cock into her now dripping pussy.
"What? Oh, you want me to suck your cock now, you bad boy?"
With a grin, Austin pulled out of her when she patted the bed next to her. He stretched out on his back, his glistening cock standing at attention between his thighs. Mom rolled onto her knees, grabbed his cock and pumped it.
"You are hard, baby." Mom purred. "So hard for your wife. Hmm, let me taste it."
Mom took him into her mouth and bobbed her head several times, moaning loudly each time.
"My pussy tastes so good on your cock," she sighed. "I want more."
She took him deep and made several nasty gagging sounds. Austin wondered if dad was sitting there thinking how the hell she was being this convincing. That thought and all others fled when she shook her head back and forth, making him moan.
She released him and whispered, "Balls, have to suck your balls don't I?" Mom bathed his balls with her tongue then sucked on them. Austin had to bite back a moan as worked each one in turn while jerking him off.
"Now I'm going to hop on my husband's big dick, and go for a fucking ride!"
Mom swung her leg over his hips and he had to cover his mouth when she drive down, impaling herself on her son's cock.
"So deep," she whimpered. "You're so fucking deep. Just lay back, honey and let me ride you."
Mom was holding the phone to her ear and smiling down at him as she slowly bounced up and down on his swollen cock. Her long dark hair was down across her face and sticking to her cheeks due to the sweat and cum there.
Her big tits were heaving and she was working her hips slowly and sensually, damn she was fucking sexy. He grabbed her hips, then smiled when mom took his wrist and brought his hand up to her tit.
He moved the other one as well so he was playing with both her nipples as she rode him.
"How's your wife look on top of you, honey? You want to shoot a nice big load up inside me?" Mom's dark eyes widened and she smiled. "You want my ass in the air? You bad boy!"
"Thank you, dad," Austin whispered.
Mom swung herself off him and putting the phone on the pillow beneath her head, knelt on her hands and knees. Austin quickly rolled onto his knees, squeezed her hips and buried himself inside her.
"Fuck yeah!" Mom yelled as he went wild on her, slamming her so hard his balls were slapping against her pussy. "That's it, baby! Fuck your wife, fuck her nice and hard! Pound her with that big cock!"
Austin was doing just that. He was fucking her as fast and hard as he could and mom was yelping with every thrust. She turned to look over her shoulder and her big brown eyes were glazed over with lust.
She was sweating and her mouth open in an 'o' as she wailed continuously. Austin began to worry this was a little too convincing, but could faintly here dad speaking, meaning she coulkd just be making noise anyway.
"More! Harder, faster!" Mom wailed. "Claim your pussy, baby! Show me why I miss you so much when you're gone! Oh, I can't wait to get this cock for real!"
Austin was sweating himself and breathing hard, his heart racing. His balls were tight and his cock jerked inside her each time he drove into her.
"Come for me," Mom demanded. "I want you to come! Where do you want to cum, baby?"
As Austin continued his assault on her pussy, Mom groaned. "You want to paint my big titties? I think I'll let you!"
She reached underneath her and Austin gasped when she rubbed his balls the next time he thrust into her. He only lasted several more pumps with the additional thrill of her playing with his balls and holding back a groan, whipped his cock out.
He squeezed it at the base as mom rolled over onto her back, cupping her tits.
"Let me have it!" She cried loud enough for dad to hear her through the phone next to her.
Austin gasped when he released his cock, sending a long spurt of cum across both her tits. Mom grabbed him and jerked him furiously. He knelt there, fighting to remain silent as his mother jacked him off all over her tits.
"Oh that feels good," Mom groaned. "So hot and thick and so much! You're giving your wife a nice big load aren't you, baby?"
Austin was doing just that. Despite having cum recently, his mother's dirty game with his father had him pretty worked up. He sent several long streams onto her breasts, and mom worked his cock back and forth, making sure to get both.
He whimpered when she wiped his oozing tip off on her nipple, then gave him a quick suck, milking a couple more drops from him.
"Hmm, that was fun," Mom sighed into the phone she'd put back to her ear.
Austin stared down at his mother, admiring the puddles of cum on her tits and the fact there was still a couple of drops remaining on her face from the first load. Her entire body was flushed with passion and her tits were heaving.
Best of all was the look of satisfaction on her face, as she stared up at him with a sexy smile. She gestured towards her tits, and Austin leaned over the bed. Grabbing his t-shirt, he wiped the cum from her tits and moaned when she took his semi hard cock in her hand, idly stroking it while she talked to dad.
"See, baby, you usually get mad when I try to be dirty, but that was great wasn't it?" She smiled broadly.
"Of course we can do it again." She squeezed Austin's cock. "You can call me anytime!"
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"Mark!" Melanie yelled from the other side of his door as she pounded on it, "Open the door you little shit. I know you have my lap top!"
"Mom said I could use it because you broke the screen on mine, remember?" He called out while closing the porn site he'd been surfing.
"You've had it all day. I need to use it!"
"I'm busy!" He shouted, scanning the browser history to get rid of the videos he'd been watching.
He stopped when he saw one called, "Big sis makes it better." He hadn't watched that. Or had he? It sounded familiar. He saw the date on it was yesterday. Did he watch it last night when he was using his sister's lap top to work on his Essay?
He was tempted to click on it; after all he did like those videos. Odd considering the only way he'd want to touch his sister inappropriately would be to choke her. Well most of the time, sometimes he did think she was kind of sexy. Then she would do something bitchy and he would be back to wanting to kill her.
"Huh." Mark grunted when he saw a few other brother sister titles throughout the week.
"I'm not waiting anymore!" Melanie announced as she walked into his room.
"Melanie!" He shouted, spinning around in the old office chair dad had given him. "What the fuck, I'm not dressed!"
He was sitting at his desk in his boxers and there wasn't anything near him to grab and cover himself with.
"Oh, gross!" Melanie scrunched up her face. "That's disgusting, just sitting around in your underwear. What if mom came in?"
"Mom and dad are on their way to New Hampshire. They won't be home until Sunday morning." He rolled his eyes. "And mom would knock."
He thought about getting up and grabbing his jeans from on top of the pile of clothes on his dresser. Seeing she was disgusted, he figured he would just stay as he was, it would get her out of here faster.
"You would answer the door for her, me you ignore." She walked into the room and over to the desk.
"You should talk," Mark pointed to her chest. "Wear a damn bra, you pig."
Melanie looked down at her white sleeveless t-shirt. Her breasts weren't big, but far more than a mouthful and were prominently displayed, her nipples visible through the flimsy material.
"Wear some pants perv." She replied, pointing down at his crotch which, like her tits, was well defined in the tight boxer briefs. "No one wants to see that little thing."
"Of course its little, its hiding from you." He smirked. "Bet your boyfriends can only get it up when you're facing away from them."
"Funny, asshole." She retorted, "At least I get the real thing, you get your hand."
"Is that the real thing I hear humming real loud when I come in from work late at night?" He laughed at the look on her face.
"You prick!" She crossed her arms, "Why are you always so mean to me?"
"Why are you always so fucking bitchy?" Mark asked.
"Because you always make fun of me." She stared down at him, her big blue eyes filling up. "You're always mean to me first."
"Oh, come on, Melanie. Don't pretend I hurt the feelings you don't have."
"I'm not ugly." Her lower lip pushed out in a pout. "You always make ugly jokes like just now, saying guys will only fuck me doggy style."
"Maybe they think it's your face and can't tell the difference." Mark started to smile, then stopped, when she lowered her head.
"That's not funny. I'm not a dog." She told him. "I don't say you're ugly."
"Um, yeah you do." Mark reminded her.
"I'm kidding, I think you're really cute."
"See? And...what did you say?" He asked, confused, "You just say I'm cute?"
"You are." She gave him an odd smile. "You're a good looking guy, little brother."
"Okay, what do you want?" He gave her a suspicious look.
"No, really." She went on, "You have that thick wavy black hair and intense dark eyes."
"Intense?" His sister was setting him up for something.
"Yeah like you know, bedroom eyes." Melanie gave him a flirty little smile, the kind she used on the guys at school. "Really sexy."
Even as Mark looked at her like she'd lost her mind, she wondered why the hell she had said that. Telling her brother he had bedroom eyes. Where had that come from?
"Come on, Mark." She stepped up close to him, so she was standing between his legs. "Do you really think your big sister's ugly?"
"Well, no, not really."
"Think I'm cute?"
"I..." Mark stopped and blinked, staring at her as if he had just noticed her.
His older sister was an attractive girl. Her long, curly, dirty blond hair was down and mussed as if she'd been sleeping before she came in and her eye makeup was smudged. Standing there bra less in a little tank top and a pair of denim cut off she reminded him of the expression, 'the freshly fucked look'. As if she'd just had a boyfriend over and had to get up out of bed.
Freshly fucked? Mark frowned, he loved that expression, and look, but to see Melanie like that? His eyes continued to wander up and down his sister's body and he noticed she was watching him with a sexy little smile on her face.
Sexy? Yeah it was, she was looking at him the way she looked at Bill, his friend from school she always busted his balls about, saying she was going to fuck him some day. Melanie had spent a lot of time at the beach over the summer and her long legs were deeply tanned.
The shorts showed those legs off well, but did even better things for that hot little ass of hers. Mark had to admit his big sister did have a fine ass and legs, and for that matter? Her tits were pretty damned hot too. Not big, not small, but perfect and right now her nipples, her very hard nipples, were poking through the shirt.
She was standing between his legs and those nipples were at eye level and a sudden vision of her lifting her shirt up for him leapt into his mind. Followed by him fondling them, sucking on them. His bitchy sister's tits. His bitchy sister, sinking to her knees, taking his cock out and...
Mark was hard, his cock warm and pulsing along his leg and straining against the tight underwear.
"You're pretty damned sexy, sis." He whispered, surprised by his own words. Not as surprised at the raging hard on between his legs however. Or the image of pulling her shorts down and burying his face between her well-tanned, supple thighs.
"You think so?" She gave him a huge smile.
"Hell yeah." He returned the smile. "Look at you, you're beautiful, you have those long friggin legs and," Unable to stop himself, he licked his lips, "Your tits look amazing."
"Hmm," She purred, her hands cupping her breasts through the shirt, "You like your sisters tits, Mark?"
"They're perfect, like the rest of you." He wasn't kidding. God his big sister was fine. As fine as any of those 'sisters' in the movies he'd jerked off to.
"Is that why your cock is big and hard?" She pointed to his crotch and a shiver went through him when her soft pink tongue slid across her full sensual lips. Mark bet those lips were soft and yearned to kiss them. Them and the soft wet lips of her pussy.
"Yes." He told her, "You get me hard, Melanie. So hard I jerk off to you sometimes." Whoa! He wasn't supposed to tell her he'd done that!
"Your cocks not the only thing that's hard." She placed her hands on his arms and squeezed.
"My little brother's not so little anymore are you?" She sucked on her lower lip, "You got a pretty hot body yourself, Mark."
"Not as hot as yours, sis." He was beginning to sweat and was rubbing his finger tips together, imagining her nipples between them. "God, look at those tits!" They were so close!
"Wanna see them?" Melanie lifted her shirt high enough for Mark to see just the sweet curve of the lower part of her breasts.
"Oh yeah."
"Ask nice!" She laughed and he smiled, he really did love her laugh....and her.
"Please." He gave a poor imitation of her pout, causing her to laugh again, "Please big sis. Please let your little brother see your pretty tits?"
"Seeing you asked so nicely." She pulled her shirt up, exposing her breasts.
Melanie cried out in surprised pleasure when, before her shirt was even all the way over her tits, Mark's mouth was on her right nipple. With a moan she stripped off the shirt, tossing it to the side.
Grabbing her brother's hair, Melanie shoved his face hard into her tit, arching her back to feed her nipple to him. Mark switched to her other nipple, this time teasing his tongue around it first, before sucking it into his mouth
"Yeah, suck your sister's tits!" She groaned. "You think about them all the time, don't you?"
"Hmm-mm" He nodded as he continued switched back to her other nipple, while fondling both breasts. "Not just your tits either, sis."
Letting her tits go, Mark continued tonguing her nipple while unsnapping her shorts. Melanie giggled and wiggled her hips, helping him push the tight shorts down her thighs. Mark let them go and she gave a sex shimmy, causing the shorts to fall to the floor at her bare feet.
His hands slipped around her and she squealed when he grabbed her ass and squeezed hard. His mouth left her breasts and kissed her soft stomach.
"God, you're sexy, Melanie."
His fingers hooked into her red thong, but before he could pull it down, she pushed him back into his chair.
"No fair, you're having all the fun." Dropping to her knees between his legs, she grabbed his boxers and tugged on them. "Let me show you what I've been getting off to."
Mark lifted his hips, allowing Melanie to pull them down and watched as his long thick cock sprang free.
"Fuck, look at this cock!" Melanie grabbed it, and squeezed, causing him to whimper, "Is this all for your big sister?"
"All of it, whenever you want it." He moaned when she swirled her pink tongue around the head of his cock, then gasped when she took him deep into her mouth.
"Mmmm!" Melanie moaned as she worked her lips down his shaft.
She managed to take him all the way down and her pussy gushed at the feeling of having her mouth stuffed with her little brother's cock. Mark reached down and cupped her tits, stroking her aching nipples with his thumbs. As a reward, Melanie bobbed her head rapidly.
"Goddamn, sis." Mark moaned, "You look good sucking my cock."
Mark loved the way her big blue eyes stared at him from between his legs, but not as much s he loved the sight of his cock sliding in and out of his sister's mouth. Damn, this was even hotter than they made it look in all those incest videos he whacked off to.
Melanie was moaning and whimpering as she sucked him and letting her tits go, he put his hands in her long hair and pushed on her head, guiding her sweet mouth up and down his glistening shaft.
Her eyes rolled back and her hips were working in circles as blowing her brother had her so excited she was squirming. Why the hell hadn't they done this before? She took him deep into her mouth and shook her head, causing him to moan, and cupped his heavy balls.
Mark's hips moved, and she stopped moving her head, letting her brother fuck her mouth. He worked his cock between her lips several times, then surprised her by grabbing her arms and pulling her away from his big beautiful cock.
"My turn." He grinned, standing and tugging her up to her feet.
Turning, Mark swept his arm across one side of his desk sending papers and CD's flying to the floor. Putting his arms around Melanie, he grabbed her ass again and this time lifted her, and sat her on his desk.
She laughed, but it turned into a long moan when he dropped to his knees, pulled her thong to the side and buried his face in his sister's smooth pink pussy.
"Oh, that feels good!" Melanie cried out when he plunged his tongue inside her.
Mark groaned at the scent and taste of his sister's pussy. Her hot, wet flesh was pressed against his face and his mouth filled with her sticky juices as he slurped on her hot little box. He ran his tongue up through her wet lips, and she moaned when his tongue encountered her swollen clit.
"That's it, little brother," She purred, her hands going to her tits, to tease her nipples, "Lick my pussy! Make your big sister come for you!"
Mark sucked her clit into his mouth at the same time her slipped two fingers into her and Melanie moaned her approval. Damn she was wet, and tight, he thought while thrusting his fingers in and out of his sister's pink slit.
Melanie put her feet on his shoulders and rocked her hips into his flickering tongue, working her clit against it.
"Yes, oh yes." She moaned, her fingernails digging into his scalp. "Keep licking, baby, please keep licking!"
Baby? That sent a thrill through him and licking faster while thrusting his fingers harder, Mark strived to make his sister come for him.
"Right there!" Melanie squirmed, rubbing her pussy in his face, "Right there Mark, just a little more!"
Her toes curled into his shoulders and her pussy tightening around her fingers, Melanie threw her head back and squealed as she came in her brother's face. Mark moaned as his sister bucked her hips, grinding her pussy in his face and her pussy contracted around his plunging fingers.
He looked up to see she was tugging hard on her nipples, stretching the pink skin. Her eyes were closed, her lips parted and her face flushed from passion. Damn his sister was beautiful! Why had he always made fun of her so much? Well one thing was for sure, he never would again!
"Damn," Melanie sighed as the last waves of her intense orgasm flowed through her, "I knew you'd be good with that tongue of yours little, Oh fuck!"
Mark had stood up and keeping her thong to the side plunged his cock into his sister's still quivering flesh. They both cried out when his sizable cock was engulfed by her hot, tight and forbidden pussy.
"Oh,God Mark!" She groaned when he pumped his hips, fucking her with long hard strokes, damn she felt good! "I can't believe you're fucking me!"
"I can't believe I waited this long." He responded while watching his cock slide in and out of her pink slit. "I've wanted this so bad, sis!"
"Oh, me too!" She leaned back against the wall and wrapping her arms around her thighs, pulled her legs back to her chest so he could fuck her even deeper.
Mark leaned closer, pressing her feet against his shoulders and causing her ass to lift further off the desk.
"Oh, oh, oh!" Melanie yelped each time he slammed into her. "That's it little brother, fuck me! Fuck your naughty big sister!"
"My sexy big sister." He corrected her, then smiled, "My beautiful big sister." He lowered his head and kissed her.
Melanie returned the kiss as best she could while squealing and yelping from his hard thrusts. Their lips parted and their tongues waged war as her brother nailed her on his desk, her back against the wall like she was some slut he'd brought home from school.
She couldn't believe he was really fucking her! All those nasty brother-sister movies she'd watched, all the wet dreams she'd had about him and all the times she had listened at his door when he snuck his girlfriends in.
Melanie would listen to their moans and cries as he licked and fucked them and now it was her who was finally getting his big cock. The one she knew she shouldn't want, but had lusted after for months!
Mark grabbed Melanie's tits, squeezing them and playing with her nipples as he hammered away on her amazing pussy. Melanie moaned and sought out his lips, catching them in a deep hard kiss.
Feeling her lips against his while her other lips wrapped around his cock, and playing with her breasts, Mark was convinced this was a dream. Just one of the hundreds he'd been having of his sexy big sister for the last two years, ever since he'd spied on her blowing, then riding, her ex-boyfriend.
She'd been so sexy, so sensual, so fucking hot! Seeing his big sister as a woman, a smoking hot, insatiable little wildcat had stroked the fires of his imagination, instilling in him the taboo desire to be the lucky man she gave herself too and now he was!
"Stop!" Melanie pushed her hands against his chest.
"You don't like it?" Mark asked. The thought his sister might not be enjoying this sent a sinking feeling through his stomach.
"Love it!" She smiled and gave him a quick kiss. "But I want to love it my favorite way!"
Melanie slid off the desk and with a giggle grabbed his cock. Tugging on it, she led Mark away from the desk to his bed. Letting his hard wet cock go, she peeled her thong off, crawled onto the bed and lowering her head to the pillow, pushed her ass in the air.
"Come get it, little brother. Come fuck your big sister the way you know you want to."
Mark couldn't get on the bed fast enough, his eyes focused on not only his sister's perfectly shaped, firm little ass, but her glistening pink pussy framed between her thighs. Grabbing her hips he entered her in one long thrust and they both cried out when he resumed fucking her harder than he'd ever fucked any of the girls he'd been with.
But damn, none of those girls had been as hot as his big sis! Melanie looked incredible like this. Her sweet ass in the air, her long hair fanned across her smooth back and she was looking over her shoulder at him, her blue eyes wide and glazed over with lust.
"Fuck me!" She moaned. "Fuck me harder, Mark. Fuck me the way I've dreamed of you fucking me!"
"You dreamed of me?" He spoke between his gasps for air as he hammered away at her.
"Yes!" She told him, "All the time! I've gotten off to you so many times! Just laying in my bed, playing with my pussy and wishing you were there, licking it, sucking it, fucking me!"
"And I've dreamed of you blowing me and riding me." He replied, his hands running over her back, her sides, her ass, reveling in touching his sister's naked body.
"Well, were not dreaming now!" She laughed. "We'll never have to dream about it again because Mark, your big sister is going to be taking real good care of her little brother from now on!"
"And I'm going to make sure my cock is the last cock my beautiful sister ever wants!"
He emphasized his statement by squeezing her hips hard and tearing into her, hammering her so hard his balls were slapping against her pussy and the room was filled with the sound of their flesh slamming together.
Melanie's mouth was open and she was moaning continuously as her brother fucked her like she had never been fucked before. She had never let a guy fuck her this hard, but her brother could have anything he wanted from her. Today and every day from now on.
"Oh, oh shit." Mark breathed as his balls tightened and his cock twitched inside her.
"Come for me!" Melanie egged him on. "Come on, baby, come for your sister." She moaned when he fucked her even faster, "Give it to me Mark!"
Mark cried out as his cock exploded and Melanie squealed as long hot spurts of cum sprayed deep inside her. Mark continued to fuck her, each hard thrust ending in another warm squirt of his cum.
"Oh that feels so good." She purred as her younger brother continued to paint the inside of her pussy.
Mark gave her several more hard thrusts, his balls emptying the last of their contents into his big sister. He paused, his cock buried balls deep inside her, then whimpered when she contracted around him and milked a few more drops from his spent cock.
"Aw, that was a cute little noise!" Melanie laughed as she eased his cock from her and rolled over on her back.
"You making fun of me?" He asked, but with a smile on his face.
"Not at all. It's adorable and I want you to keep making it, but only with me." Melanie stretched her arms over her head, arching her back and pushing her tits out.



Mark's eyes roamed hungrily over his sister's incredible body thinking their parents were gone for the weekend. He was going to fuck her until his balls ached.
"Come here. Mark." She put her arms out and he happily sank into her embrace.
"I love you my pain in the ass little brother." She kissed his neck and ran her hands over his back.
"Love you too, bitchy big sis." He replied while slipping his arms beneath hers and holding her tightly. Damn she felt good and not just because they were naked, but holding his sister just felt so...right.
They lay there in a comfortable silence, then with a contented sigh, he rolled over on his back and Melanie turned onto her side, snuggling up to him. Draping her long leg over his and putting her arm across his waist, she sighed, "This feels so nice."
Melanie rested her head on his shoulder and slipping his arm around her, he pulled her even closer. "Wow, I'm tired and its only six."
"Me too." She yawned in his ear, "Guess great sex will do that." She kissed his cheek. "I'm glad we can sleep together tonight. I like being close to you."
"Me too. When mom and dad are home we're going to have to be careful."
"Oh, Mark, I'm so glad you'll want me after this."
"Sis you're the only one I want after this." Mark was surprised to feel his throat tightening with emotion. "I do love you, Melanie."
"Love you too, baby." She replied, her eyes filling up, it felt so good to be this loved!
"Let's take a nap then maybe your big sister will wake you up doing something naughty."
"Then we'll play in the shower."
"Hmm, I like the way you think, Mark." Her eyes were closing as she spoke, wow, was she exhausted.
So was Mark it seemed as his reply to her last words was a long deep sigh followed by the slow steady breathing of sleep. With a smile, Melanie squirmed closer to him, her breasts pressing pleasantly into her brother's body and with a contented purr, she fell into blissful oblivion.
*****
The siblings slept comfortably in each other's arms. As they continued to breathe soundly, their breath became visible in the suddenly cold room. Melanie's nipples stiffened and they both shivered, but remained in their deep slumber.
The steaming air from her partly opened mouth shimmered, then turned red. Instead of dissipating, the red mist floated over the bed, pooling into a rapidly expanding mass. The red cloud drifted over the bed to the middle of the room and expanded until it was roughly the size of a person.
The air crackled and smelled of ozone as if someone had lit fireworks in the room, but the siblings remained undisturbed. The cloud exploded outward evaporating as it did and revealing a tall woman with red skin and black eyes devoid of pupils.
She was naked, her large red breasts sitting high and proud, her black nipples erect. Her supple body was hairless, the puffy lips of her pussy and her swollen clit, a slightly deeper shade of red than her skin.
The woman's long black hair cascaded down on her shoulders and back, except for the front where it was shaped into a pair of curved horns. She looked down at Mark and Melanie and smiled, her perfect white teeth a sharp contrast to her red skin.
"So sweet." She purred in a smoky voice. Her hands, tipped with inch long black nails, caressed her thighs, pausing to stroke her pussy, before sliding across her flat hard stomach to rest on her breasts.
"Hmm, the flesh feels so good!" she sighed, her black nails toying with her equally dark nipples. "Hey!" She exclaimed. "Get your ass up, little brother! Time to get a move on."
"I've been waiting on you slowpoke." A smooth deep voice spoke behind her.
She turned and smiled at the sight of her brother. "Incestial," She slipped her arms around his broad shoulders. "I never get tired of being able to touch you so differently up here."
"I know the feeling." He said, slipping his well muscled arms around her waist and crushing her to him. "Sweet Familial." He kissed her black lips. "My beautiful sister; my gorgeous charnel flower."
"You say the nicest things." She laughed, enjoying the way her breasts pressed against his powerful chest, but not as much as the way his massive cock was lying along the length of her pussy.
"Just pillow talk." He grinned, "You know, to get laid."
"Because I'm hard to get?" She eased back, grabbing his long thick red cock, running her thumb over the swollen black head that was already oozing precum.
"Nah, you're easy." He winked, his eyes, identical to hers, were bright with mischief.
Familial smiled, looking her brother up and down. Not that she hadn't been looking at, and enjoying, his body for centuries in their infernal kingdom, but it was different when they were on Earth. The flesh here had such a different feel.
And what flesh her demonic sibling had. Just as her body was that of female perfection, her brother was the ideal male form. Well over six feet, broad powerful shoulders, well muscled and with a cock that would hurt a mortal woman, Incestial was flawless.
His smooth even features were as beautiful as his body and as he smiled at her, she could no longer hold back. Putting her arms around his shoulders, she jumped up, wrapping her long legs around his waist and impaling herself on his massive cock.
"Fuck." He moaned as she bucked her hips. "You are a horny little thing."
"Always was." She gave his ear a playful nip. "Even back when we were mortal and I snuck into your room and made you a man."
Incestial cupped her ass in his large hands and effortlessly lifted her up and down the length of his shaft.
"And all the years we lived with our parents, then after we ran away and lived as man and wife." He laughed. "You've always been my sister slut."
"Even when those sick religious freaks found out our secret and sentenced us to be hung, we vowed we would always be together." She moaned, rubbing her breasts against his chest while he fucked her.
"And now we bestow the gift of our love on others." He sighed when she worked her hips faster. "These two were a great decision tonight, nice easy way to take the edge off."
"Easy, but maybe a waste." She raked her nails up his broad back leaving bloody scratches, "These two were so close already.
"I know," he murmured in her ear, "The two of them watching incest porn, spying on each other having sex, getting off to each other. They would have sooner or later, but they're alone all weekend. We gave them a great start."
"So perfect together." She spoke between moans when he pinned her tighter to him and worked his hips harder, driving his cock deeper inside her. "Look at them, to think the fools in this world say this is a sin."
"The sin is they're told it is one. No one we've nudged on the path has ever regretted it." He sighed, partly from the pleasure of Familial's hot pussy, partly from the topic, "If only we weren't limited to a couple of nights a year."
"We'd have entire states fucking their family." She laughed, and putting her hands on his shoulders, eased up off his cock and put her feet back on the floor.
"Like back in Genesis when it wasn't a sin somehow." He smiled when she walked over to the desk and bracing her hands on it, wiggled her hot red ass at him.
"Hypocrites who needed to make rules for the sake of rules and...Oh!" Familial cried out when her brother slammed his massive cock into her so hard the desk thumped against the wall.
"Enough talking about sin," he growled. Reaching around between them, he found her clit with his fingers. "Let's just commit one."
Familial moaned at his firm touch on her clit and resting her forearms on the desk, grabbed her nipples and squeezed them as he pounded her from behind. The two of them had enjoyed living through their vessels as they pushed the desires already there. But this? A good hard real world physical fuck was a rare treat indeed.
Incestial fucked her savagely, his fingers pinching and twisting her clit and after only a couple of minutes, she lifted her head and howled like a wolf as her orgasm exploded through her body. The lights in the room flickered and the desk shook beneath her as her brother continued to manipulate her clit and fuck her.
He moaned behind her as her pussy tightened around him and pulsed with the rhythm of her orgasm. Outside the house the neighborhood dogs were now barking and raising howls of their own in response to hers.
"Oh fuck." She moaned, "That was soooo good!" She released a long breath, "Your turn, little brother!"
Incestial didn't need to be told twice. Leaning over he grabbed her styled horns and pulling on them as if they were reigns, tore into her.
"Yes, give me that big fucking cock. Fuck your sister, little brother, it's your pussy! You made it yours centuries ago and it still needs you!"
Incestial was so worked up, he was only able to fuck her that hard for a short while before he gasped and moaned. Knowing him as well as she did, Familial pushed back, signaling him to withdraw from inside her.
She turned, dropped to her knees and took him into her mouth, bobbing her head rapidly. He cried out and she moaned, her black eyes rolling back as his thick hot cum flowed across her tongue and down her throat. She sucked greedily, licking and slurping for every drop he could give her.
When she could coax no more from him, Familial let some of it dribble from her mouth down his shaft, then made a show of licking it off with her forked tongue.
"Wow, first time is always quick, but damn." He laughed.
"You owe me a pussy licking next time."
"I will suffer nobly." He wagged his own split tongue at her, making the tips touch as he did around her clit when he went down on her.
He helped his sister to her feet and after sharing a long tongue filled kiss, he smiled at Mark and Melanie. "I live for these nights my sister. These two are going to be very happy."
"Twenty and nineteen." She nodded. "Bet all of a sudden one of them is going to decide they need to get their own apartment."
"Mission accomplished." He laughed and put his fist up to her. "Come on, fist bump sis, don't leave me hanging."
"We died hanging you dope." She rolled her eyes, but with a grin bumped her fist to his. "You're so lame sometimes."
"And you're bitchy, we're even."
"Nope, big sis always rules." She reminded him.
"Well, let's get a move on."
Incestial, closed his eyes and concentrated, the air shimmered around him and a moment later he was clothed in a pair of jeans and a Red Sox t-shirt.
"Seriously?" Familial raised her pointed eyebrows. "What are you, a tourist?"
"Fine." He grunted and snapped his fingers.
His new ensemble consisted of a pair of grey slacks and a black Armani shirt unbuttoned at the neck.
"Better, I like that look on you." She smiled, "Now...hmmm."
The lights in the room went out. When they turned back on, Familial was wearing an outfit identical to Melanie's. A sleeveless black t-shirt that showed off the fact she had forgone a bra and a pair of painted on black denim shorts.
"You get to dress like that?" He asked, even as he stepped around her to look at her ass in the tight shorts.
"I'm the big sister." She kissed his cheek fondly. "I can do whatever I want!"
*****
"Hey, daddy!" Kelly called from outside the door. "I need to talk to you."
"Come on in," Jim looked up from the paper he'd been reading in his recliner.
The door opened and as soon as Kelly came in, Jim's stomach tightened. Oh God, what the hell was she wearing?
"Daddy, mom said I can't wear this to the Halloween party! I argued and she said if you said it was okay, I can."
"Um, well..." Jim took a deep breath, trying to get a grip on himself.
For what had to be the thousandth time over the last year he repeated the words, 'This is your daughter' in his mind. Unfortunately for Jim, his darling little daughter was eighteen and as one of his friends at work had so crudely described a young girl in the office, 'she had the face of an angel and a body for sin.'
Those words, words which should never be used to describe your own daughter, couldn't be more fitting. Kelly had her mother's big brown doe eyes and a sweet little girl next door smile. Her face still had the last vestiges of little girl in it, her cheeks a little on the rounder side, and her full lips often pushed into an adorable pout.
But neck down? There was nothing little girl like about her. Especially right now. Kelly was standing before him in a sexy cat costume. Her black top was skin tight with a fur trimmed neck line that plunged all the way down to her naval, leaving the inner half of her breasts exposed.
The skirt was painfully short. Painful was the right word, because it hurt him to know the sight her long fishnet clad legs were causing his cock to swell beneath the paper he had folded in his lap.
The top was sleeveless, but she had on a pair of black lace gloves that went up to her elbows. The gloves were fingerless, leaving her long slender fingers with their black tipped nails free and he fought back the visual of those fingers wrapped around his cock.
The image wouldn't be denied and went further. Kelly sinking down to her knees, looking up at him. She'd still be wearing the fake whiskers and the black cat ears protruding from her long lustrous blond hair.
Those huge eyes would be staring up at him and her lower lip pushed out, trembling over the purple head of his cock as she asked, "Daddy can I? Daddy can I please..."
"Go to the party like this?"
Jim snapped himself back to reality.
"I don't know, kitten, that's showing an awful lot."
She laughed, "That's why I wore this. Because you always call me kitten!"
Oh, if she only knew what else I called her, he thought. Things like his bad little girl, his naughty little girl, his sexy slut of a daughter, a cock tease. No, she wasn't teasing, decent fathers didn't look at their girls this way.
"I like that you like that." He said, knowing she would never understand exactly what he meant. "But it is a lot, or I should say a little." He looked at her and before his conscious could stop him said, 'Turn around for me?"
"Okay!" Kelly happily turned around showing him just how short the damn skirt was, shit if she bent over, anyone behind her would be getting a pretty good look at what he shouldn't want to look at.
The skirt was short enough to show the fishnet stockings were thigh highs and he stifled a groan at the sight of the soft white flesh of her upper thigh over them. Her ensemble was completed by a pair of fur trimmed knee high stiletto fuck me boots, the kind that if he were to take her right now, he would want to leave on.
Take her, man what was wrong with him? He could blame his boring sex life, but that would be a cop out. Plenty of guys didn't get laid much and they would never lust after their own child. No, it was more, just something about his daughter, so sweet, so sexy, so...nubile. She always said she was his kitten Daddy's little girl and oh, how he wanted to take that further.
"So what do you think?"
"Old for you honey." He told her, "A woman would wear that."
"I am a woman!" She stamped her foot and the pout appeared. She was right, she was all woman. "Okay you're a young woman, but honey, that does show more than it should."
"My bikini shows a lot more and you let me go to the beach."
Yes the bikini, those two godforsaken pieces of pink material that barely covered both her tits and her ass. That bikini had caused more taboo fantasies about her than anything else she had worn, especially when she was in the pool and her hair was wet.
"Guess you have a point. Where is the party? Because your mom is right, you're not going to any college party like that."
"It's at the Jensen's two blocks from here." She came over to him and with a laugh, sat on his lap and put her arms around his shoulders. "And Jill's parents are going to be there and other adults. Nothing will happen."
"Well..." God don't let her feel how hard he was. He looked down and was alarmed he could see inside the right side of her costume, almost her entire breast was visible at that angle. Her perfume was in his nose and her soft hair tickling his arm.
"Please daddy?" She kissed his cheek and he longed to turn his head and feel those soft lips on his. "Please? I'll be home by midnight, promise!"
"Okay." He said simply to get her off of him, "You can go, but I'm going to call Bill Jensen during the party and you better be there."
"Thanks daddy!" She kissed him again "Your playful little kitten loves you!"
His playful...oh, this kid was killing him.
Kelly mercifully hopped off his lap and left the room with her father's eyes on her long legs and the sweet sway of her ass then entire time.
Jim rubbed at his eyes and had just picked up the paper when Linda stormed in. "I can't believe you let her go like that!"
He sighed and looked up at his wife of the last twenty five years. Kelly would be in good stead if she took after her mom, who at forty five was still a damned attractive woman. Not that she dressed like it, or made use of it, but she was milf material all the way. Made it more frustrating she never wanted to fool around.
"It's only the neighbor's house."
"So the neighbors can think we let our daughter dress like a whore." She crossed her arms over her impressive breasts.
"She's not dressed like a whore, Linda. It's a little risqué, but she's almost nineteen and she shows more at the beach."
"You proud of that?" She waved her hand at him disgustedly. "My fault, I should have never left it up to you. She gets everything she wants from her daddy." She sighed, "At least it is only the neighbors and she won't get herself in trouble."
"Hey Linda, speaking of trouble..." He put the paper to the side, "She's gone until midnight, how about we head upstairs and..."
"For God's sake Jim is that all you think about?"
"Is it so bad I want you?"
"You act like a dog in heat." She rolled her eyes. "And when we do have sex you think I'm going to act like some porn star. We had sex a few days ago."
"A few days ago and it was..." He stopped himself from saying it was boring missionary as usual.
"It was...?" she dared him.
"The same. We're not old Linda we should do more in bed, enjoy more."
"Well if you want to enjoy tonight there's some hand lotion on your desk over there." She gave him a nasty smirk, "Proof you enjoy porn and your hand more than me."
"Linda..."
"Sorry I'm too boring for you, Jim. Maybe you can try a new position when you jerk off later." She left his den slamming the door behind her. Jim sighed and sitting back in his chair stared down at the bulge in his pants. He was still hard from the five minutes he had been looking at Kelly.
He looked over at the desk. Linda was right. Every night he would lock the door, put on some porn and use the lotion. The porn was his way of lying about what really turned him on. He always found a video that looked hot, but it always became Kelly.
No matter what the scene was, what the girl looked like, she would become his daughter. Kelly right there fucking and sucking in front of him; teasing her father, mocking his lust for her. He rubbed his aching cock through his pants, but the urge to get up and go to the desk left him.
He yawned and suddenly couldn't keep his eyes open. Jim let his eyes close and settling back into the recliner let his mind drift to its favorite subject, his sexy daughter. She could see her now, entering his den in that slutty costume and properly thanking him for letting her wear it, by leaving it on while she took care of her father.
"I don't blame you; she's a hot little thing." A deep voice said in front of him.
Jim's eyes sprang open and he gasped at the sight of a huge man in a black shirt sitting in the chair at his desk.



"Who the fuck are you?" He demanded, but his voice sounded far away and when her tried to sit up, he found he had to struggle to do it, he felt drugged.
"Who do I look like?" He smiled and that's when Jim looked closer and saw the guy had red skin. Great, some freak in a costume had somehow drugged him, then snuck in.
"You're asleep Jim." He spoke calmly in that voice that was so deep, he swore it was vibrating like a bass. "Well, not completely, but it's hard to explain. Let's just say you're in a state that lets you see and talk to me."
"I'm dreaming."
The man sighed, "Okay, fine dreaming, have it your way."
"So who are you?"
"Like I said, what do I look like?" He gave him a huge smile and standing, took a bow. "I'm a devil."
"The devil?" Jim asked, trying to think through the thick fog his mind was entrenched in.
"A devil." He walked up to the chair and lifting Jim's arm, shook his hand. "I'm Incestial, it's nice to meet you, Jimmy? Can I call you Jimmy?"
"Uh, I guess." The guy's huge hand engulfed his and felt damned real. "What's this dream or whatever about?"
"Glad you asked!" Incestial clapped him hard on the shoulder and it felt it as real as the handshake. "You're dreaming about me because what you were really dreaming about, drew me to you."
"You know my dreams?" Jim asked nervously.
This was bizarre and he should be going for the gun in the desk, but his body felt relaxed and he seemed to know Incestial wasn't lying and he wasn't going to hurt him.
"I do and like I said, I don't blame you at all. Little Kelly is one sweet little thing." He nodded. "Must be hard to want her like you do and be afraid to do anything about it."
"She's my daughter." Jim replied, "I shouldn't do anything about it."
"Says who?" Incestial rolled his eyes. "Oh, I know, god, the law, the natural order of things." He made a farting noise with his lips, "So boring those people."
"Well if you're a devil and you're saying to do it that means it's a sin." Jim pointed out.
"How can something that feels so right be so wrong?" Incestial asked. "Listen Jimmy, you see all those incest stories on line, all those movies? Kay Parker baby!" He laughed, "That woman has done wonders for my business, got everyone thinking about their mom."
"I don't think of my mom."
"Because she's ugly." Incestial shrugged. "But not little Kelly. That little tart is a hottie! Her mom is too, but what a fucking dud."
"I need to wake up." Jim muttered.
"You will, right after you hear my offer."
"Offer?"
"Let's cut to the chase, Jim. My specialty is incest. I spread the message of keeping it in the family. See we believe people should love who they want to and if that someone is family, who cares? In fact, who loves you more than your family?"
He paced back and forth, his black eyes lighting up with passion as he continued.
"Think about it Jimbo, who could be better to your little girl than you? Those guys she fucks now? They want her for her tits. I mean you want her tits too, but you love her."
"I do love her, but I love my wife too."
"Yeah, well there's different kinds of love." He told him. "And think how little Kelly would want to please her daddy. The most important man in her life, the guy who denies her nothing and even lets her wear slutty outfits." He laughed, "But you're being a little selfish with that."
"So what we do is we go around and find people like you. Your lust for your daughter brought me here and I am offering to help you."
"Help me do what?"
"Fuck your daughter of course.You want it and we're here to make it happen."
"Wait, whose we?" Jim asked, confused.
"Oh, me and my sister of course."
"Sister?"
"Hiya!" A voice spoke next to him and he jerked around in the chair to see a red skinned woman with horns sitting on the ledge of the picture window. "I'm Familial!"
"Of course you are." He gave her an awkward wave.
"Yup, that's my big sis." Incestial said, "Hot isn't she?"
"I guess."
"I'm too old for him." She laughed.
"You're eight hundred years old. You're too old for everybody." He laughed when she rolled her eyes at him.
"See, here's the deal Jimmy. Your desire is obvious and you don't deny it. But you're buying into what the world has told you. It's wrong, she's my daughter, its sick, you're sick. You're never going to make a move on her because you're afraid she'd be upset, right?"
"Yes, I wouldn't want her to think I'm a pervert and be upset with me. I wouldn't want to lose her."
"How sweet!" Familial exclaimed. "I like you Jim!" She looked him up and down, "And Kelly wouldn't be losing out; you're a good looking man. I love those green eyes."
"Thanks, I guess."
"And see we might be devils, demons, whatever you want to think of is as, but we have rules. We only come to those who want it and we only nudge along those who want it."
"You're going to make me make a move on her?"
"Nope, you're ready to go, Kelly needs the push." He gestured towards Familial. "So you say the word and my sexy sister slips inside of little miss kitty and urges her to come sit on daddy's lap."
"So you'd possess her?"
"Not the way you're thinking of it." Familial assured him. "No pea soup puke and spinning heads. I just encourage Kelly to be extra good for her sexy daddy."
"But it wouldn't be her, it would be you and..."
"Jim you're missing something here." Incestial sighed. "What did I just say about forcing people?"
"You don't do it." Jim's eyes widened, "Wait, are you saying Kelly wants too?"
"Gold star, James!" he clapped his large hands. "You want to know what your daughter's been doing behind you and mommy's back?"
"What?"
"The last two guys she's had sex with were your age. Little Kelly has some daddy issues. She wants you, doesn't want to try for the same reasons you won't so instead she's fooling around with guys that remind her of you. She even called one of them daddy."
"They didn't..."
"No, they were very nice to her, Kelly's not stupid and she's sweet. They enjoyed getting what your stubborn ass should be taking, all of her."
"So your sister." He point to Familial. "Is going to just make her lose her inhibitions?"
"Head of the class and once the ice is broken, I think Kelly isn't going to have use for any older guy but you."
"Wait, why even come to me then?"
"We need your say. You have to admit you want us too."
"Do I sign over my soul?"
Incestial and Familial looked at each other and burst out laughing. "That shit is so Hollywood! No, Jimmy the job tasked to us is to help people commit the sin of incest. So you giving us permission let's us do that. We just want family to be happy in every way together and to piss off the biblical morons who think they make the rules."
"So it is a sin."
"To them." Familial said. "So we get a kick out of breaking their natural laws, but we also let people be happy with who they want to be."
"Now say the word James." Incestial stopped pacing and faced him. "Yay or nay, what's it going to be? Hand lotion or your little kitten naked on your lap?"
"How do I know this will work?" He asked, "What if your game is a trick? I approach her and she flips out?"
"You'll know because Kelly is going to come to you and there will be no doubts what she wants so you'll see."
"It won't just be tonight, James." Familial spoke as she playfully kicked her feet back and forth. "Like my brother said, once you two see what it's like, tonight can be every night."
"And I just say yes, that's it?"
"That's it, real easy Jim, just like my sister."
"Good thing I was easy or you'd still be a virgin."
"Ouch." Incestial winced. "Now times up, Jimmy, this is a limited engagement and we have other people who'll jump at this chance. Going once."
"Going twice." Familial slipped off the windowsill and walked over to her brother, "Going..."
"Yes, do it please." He told her. "Show my daughter she wants me!"
"As you wish." Familial bowed and Jim flinched when she vanished into thin air.
"Here's the deal Jim, you're wife is going to feel powerful tired in an hour or so and go to bed. Meanwhile Kelly is going to decide the partiers not much fun and come home. She's then going to come see her daddy and...well you can let your imagination run."
"So I just stay here?"
"Yup, in a few minutes you'll wake up completely. Now I don't like to give away surprises, but," he leaned over and whispered in Jim's ear. "I wouldn't move. Kelly's had a lot of naughty thoughts about daddy in his favorite chair." *****
Jim sat up with a start and rubbing his eyes saw it was seven o'clock. He'd slept for over an hour.
"What a fucking weird dream." He stood up from the chair and stretching, walked out of the den to find Linda.
He was surprised to see the TV off in the living room and her slowly climbing the stairs.
"You going upstairs to read?" He called to her.
"No, as bad as it sounds, I think I'm going to bed." She put her hand over her mouth to stifle a yawn. "Don't know why, but I swear I've never been this tired."
"Well hope you feel better in the morning." He told her, "Love you."
"Love you too, Jim, try to stay up to make sure Kelly gets home by midnight."
"I will." He watched her disappear upstairs and his heart raced, "She'll be powerful tired" No, it was a coincidence. Between his desire for Kelly and all the crappy horror movies he'd been watching leading up to Halloween it had affected his dreams.
He glanced at the TV in the other room, then recalled the dream again. Daddy's favorite chair.
He felt like an idiot, but what the hell? Jim went into the bathroom to splash some water on his face and took in his refection.
The dream demon had said he was good looking and he considered himself fairly attractive. His black hair was still a lot more pepper than salt and his green eyes bright and clear. He stayed in shape by running twice a week and watching what he ate. Overall he and Linda were a pretty hot couple for their age, all the more frustrating, they had such a crappy sex life.
Jim grabbed a bottle of water from the fridge and as he chugged it saw headlights swing past the kitchen window. He shut the light off and peering into the driveway saw Kelly's red Mazda pulling up next to his truck.
"Oh my god." Since when did an eighteen year old girl come home at eight from a party?
Jim walked quickly through the house and back into the den. He sat in the chair, his heart pounding. Could this be real? He heard the creak of the kitchen door, then Kelly's heels clicking along the hallway.
He frowned when they passed his den and a moment later her bedroom door closed. He rolled his eyes, what an idiot. Maybe she'd had some teenage drama with another girl and come home to sulk or cry or yap about it on the phone.
He sat back in his recliner and looked over at the stack of paperbacks, on the table beside him. He'd read for a couple hours then head upstairs for another thrilling night of nothing. He'd just picked up a Stephen King novel, when there was a soft knock on the door.
"Come in." He said, trying to control his voice.
Kelly entered the room and his heart leapt when she paused to turn the lock on the knob.
"Daddy, can I talk to you?"
"Of course, Kitten." He answered softly.
Kelly slowly approached and he swore she was moving slow on purpose, giving him time to stare at her. With the exception of the ears, whiskers and make up she was still in the costume and his eyes lingered on his daughter's impressive cleavage.
As she stepped up to the chair, standing directly between his legs, he recalled his dream. Was she really having sex with men his age because she wanted her father? He'd never actually given any thought to her sexual experience, but if this was for real he was soon to find out.
"Everything okay, Kelly? You're home early."
"Everything's okay, for me anyway."
"For you?"
"But not for you, daddy."
"What do you mean?"
"I hear you and mom fighting all the time."
She was so close her stocking clad leg was against his and his eyes were level with her chest. His cock swelled while staring at her firm, creamy breasts and he had to admit this seemed to be going where he was told it would.
"We're fine, kitten." He assured her, playing the part in case there was a weird twist awaiting him. "We're happy."
"You're not, at least not in every way."
"Kelly, what are you talking about?"
"I hear what you fight about. You and mom fight about sex. You always want it and she doesn't."
"Oh, well, its not a big deal."
"It is." Kelly nodded, her blonde hair fluttering about her face and her big brown eyes wide with concern. "It's important you're happy, daddy. You're a good man and you deserve everything you want."
"I appreciate that." He said softly, looking down where she had placed her hand on his thigh.
"Last time I heard you guys fight it was because mom wouldn't," She gave him a sly smile, "Suck your cock."
"Kelly!" he feigned shock even as his cock jumped in his pants.
"She said she's too old for that, only young girls and sluts do that."
"Kelly, you shouldn't be...oh, goddamn." Jim whispered.
Kelly had slowly sank to her knees between his legs.
"I'm a young girl." She smiled up at him as her slender fingers fumbled with his jeans. "And I can be slutty for my daddy." Her words were punctuated by her undoing his snap and pulling his zipper down.
"Kelly what are you doing?"
"I'm being my daddy's good girl by being his bad girl."
Jim moaned when she slipped her hand into his underwear and her fingers wrapped around his cock.
"Oh, daddy!" Her brown eyes grew even wider, "You're hard for me!"
"Yes." He took the plunge. "You make me hard, Kitten, you always make me hard."
"Good, because you make me wet." She sucked on her lower lip while grabbing the sides of his jeans and pulling down on them. "I want to take care of you, daddy. I want to do all the things mom won't."
Jim lifted his hips allowing his daughter to tug his jeans and underwear down to his knees. His cock sprang free and Kelly captured it in her hand, pumping it and licking her lips.
"Is it okay if I take care of you daddy?"
"My little girl can have anything she wants." He told her and had never meant those words more than he did right now.
"I want you." She smiled up at him. "Do you want me too, daddy? Do you want to make your kitten purr."
"Yes," he reached down between them and cupped her breasts. Her nipples were hard beneath the thin material and his cock twitched in her hand.
"Want to see them?" She asked with a sexy little smile.
"More than you can imagine." He told her, then watched, his cock throbbing in her hand as she pulled the strap down her left shoulder and tugged the shirt down with it, exposing her breast.
"God, that's beautiful." He said, his hand cupping her now bare breast.
"Glad you like it." She giggled as she tugged the other half of her shirt down, "What about this one?"
"Just as nice." He fondled her tits and she moaned softly.
Kelly's tits were bigger than he had thought, but firm as hell and her tiny pink nipples were adorable. She breathed through her parted lips when he rolled her nipples between his fingers.
"You like them? Daddy? I hope so because they're all yours."
"I love them. And I love you, kitten."
"Hmm, I like that." She smiled. "And I love this big cock."
His response turned into a moan when his daughter slid the head of his cock between her soft lips. She held it there, sucking gently on just the tip and he groaned as he felt his precum being sucked into her mouth.
"Sticky!" She giggled around his cock, before pressing her lips around the side of his shaft and moving her head up and down.
Jim moaned when she cupped his balls, tapping them with her finger nails while working his cock through her lips. She worked her mouth along the other side of his shaft and he continued to fondle her nipples as she teased his aching cock with her lips and tongue.
Her eyes on his, Kelly reached the tip and opened wide, took him into her mouth.
"Oh, Kelly." He sighed as she bobbed her head.
Jim let her right breast go and running his hand through her long soft hair, held it to the side so he could watch what he had spent months dreaming about, his daughter sucking his cock. Kelly was moaning around him and her hips were grinding in circles as she took him repeatedly into her hot wet mouth.
She bobbed her head faster, taking him deeper than before and he wrapped his hand tighter in her hair and pushed her head, gently guiding her along his cock. Kelly's eyes met his and she winked before taking him all the way down until her lips wrapped around the base of his shaft.
"Oh, God." He moaned when she slid her tongue out across his balls.
He released her other nipples and ran his hand along her arm, the side of her cheek and down her back. Her skin was so soft, so smooth, so...young, and she was whimpering around his cock as if just sucking it was pleasing her.
"That feels so good, kitten." He told her, "You look so good down there."
She removed him from her mouth, "Thank you, daddy." She flicked her tongue across the tip of his cock, "I hope I get the same view."
"Oh, you will, honey." He told her, "How about you stand up and I'll..."
"Nope." She kissed his cock. "Not until I make you come." She pumped his cock in her soft hand. "You've gone without so long and I want to show you what a good girl I am." She smiled up at him, "Can I make you come? Please daddy? Can I?"
"Anything you want." He said, then had to stifle a loud moan when she immediately took him deep into her mouth.
This time she bobbed her head rapidly and was taking him so deep so quickly she was making gagging sounds. She surprised him by releasing his cock to let a long thick trail of spit ooze down his shaft.
She pumped her fist, stroking his now sloppy wet cock, then spit directly on him and noisily slurped it up. Her hand was working his balls again and as Jim watched his daughter give him the best blowjob he'd had in years it dawned on him Kelly had certainly done this before.
The thought turned him on. Knowing his daughter was experienced and with men she wished were him added another thrill to this already amazing experience. Kelly was driving her head down on his cock, choking herself with it to the point her eyes were watering, but she was moaning and whimpering as she did it.
Jim was making noises of his own and to his chagrin felt his balls already tightening in Kelly's hand.
"Hmm-mm!" Kelly encouraged, sucking him even faster.
Jim moaned and fought to hold back, trying to enjoy every moment he could in his daughter's surprisingly experienced mouth. Kelly released his cock and cupped her tits. She continued to suck him, using just her mouth and running her thumbs across her pink nipples and moaning as loudly as he was.
The sight of her playing with her tits while still downing his cock easily sent him over the edge and with a groan he let loose, filling his daughter's mouth with his cum. Kelly squealed and opening her mouth wider, let his cum drool down his shaft then promptly sucked it back up.
Jim let her hair go and squeezed the arms of his recliner, moaning as Kelly sucked harder and faster, working hard to drain her father's balls of their creamy contents. His hips were moving, thrusting his cock harder into her mouth and she moaned even louder around him.
"Oh God." He moaned when he had nothing left and she was now sucking on just the sensitive tip.
"I do a good job?" She asked, then stuck her tongue out, showing the puddle of cum in the center of it before swallowing and showing off her now empty mouth.
"That was incredible." He told her, "Kelly, you're such a good girl."



She laughed and standing quickly stripped her shirt off. She cried out when Jim leaned forward and eagerly sucked her left nipple into his mouth. He cupped the other, squeezing her nipples as he swirled his tongue around the other.
"All yours, daddy!" She moaned, her fingers running through his hair. "They're all yours!"
He hands left his hair and he heard the distinct sound of a zipper. He lifted his head from her breast to see she was pushing her skirt down over her hips.
"Holy shit." He said when she let the skirt drop to her feet.
Kelly wasn't wearing underwear and was now standing there in front of him, naked except for the knee high boots and stockings. He licked his lips at the small patch of blonde fuzz on her mound and the pale pink slit beneath it.
Kelly surprised him by pushing him back in the chair. She put her knees on his thighs and sitting up on him guided his cock between her legs and impaling herself on him.
"Fuck!" he called out, as his cock sank into his daughter's incredibly tight, wet pussy. "Kelly, goddamn!"
"You're still hard and I want you daddy!" She moaned as she worked her hips sliding his cock in and out of her. "I always want you to be hard for me!"
"Putting his hands on her hips he smiled at her, "I don't think that will be a problem."
"How do I look?" Kelly put her arms over her head taking her hair with it and posing for him as she slowly rode him.
"You're beautiful." He told her, as she lowered her hands and cupped her tits for him.
He couldn't believe he was still hard! He'd just cum, but his cock was standing straight up inside his daughter's tight little twat. Then again how couldn't he still be hard, look at her! He wrapped his arms around her waist and pulled her to him, his mouth finding her nipple.
"You feel so good inside me, Daddy." She purred in his ear, then kissed him.
Her lips were incredibly soft and he loved the way she whimpered as he kissed her. He pulled her close to him, his arms around her, pinning her against him. Kelly purred happily as they continued to kiss and Jim moaned as she continued to work her hips, teasing his cock, by moving front to back and side to side, but not moving up and down to actually fuck him.
Her nipples were pressing into his chest and her soft skin felt good against him. He couldn't believe this was really happening, he was fucking his daughter and she was...hot! Not just her appearance, but Kelly didn't need to be shown anything that was for sure.
But as much as he was enjoying what she was doing, he needed to fuck her, to drive his aching cock in and out of her tight little box. He held her tighter and lifting his hips fucked her as hard as he could in this position.
Kelly cried out, breaking their kiss, then rested her head on his shoulder, yelping into his ear each time he buried himself inside her.
"Oh, daddy!" She moaned, "I love how you're fucking me! I hope you want to fuck me all the time!"
"I promise I will." He told her and pushing forward, stood up, while still holding her against him. Kelly laughed delightedly and bounced up and down on his cock as he stood there holding her. He turned around and lowering her to the chair grabbed her ankles, spread her legs open and tore into her.
"Yes!" She squealed, "Oh, fuck me daddy! Fuck me!"
Jim fucked her hard and fast, fucked her harder than he had fucked his wife in years and Kelly loved every second of it, She was squealing and squirming beneath him and he watched, transfixed by the sight of his wet cock plundering his sweet daughter's tight little pussy.
Her pink clit was swollen and putting her legs together, he wrapped his arm around them, and continuing to fuck her, he pressed his thumb to her clit. Kelly moaned her approval and Jim rubbed her clit harder and faster.
He rested the heels of her boots on his shoulder and ran his hand up and down the stockings, Christ this was hot! Linda was a woman with decades of sexual experience and his damn daughter was by far wilder than she was, than she had ever been.
"Oh, right there, daddy!" She whimpered, "Keep doing that, don't stop, don't....Oh no!" She cried in frustration as Jim not only stopped moving his thumb, but withdrew his cock from inside her.
"What's the matter daddy? You don't like...Yes!"
Kelly's disappointment, turned into a cry of delight, when Jim sank to his knees and buried his face between his daughter's thighs.
"Oh, I've thought of this so many times!" Kelly moaned, then proved it by lifting her legs and draping them over the arms of the chair, leaving her legs wide open and her pussy exposed to her father.
Jim inhaled deeply, reveling in the sweet scent of his daughter's pussy. He stuck his tongue inside her, getting a mouthful of her juices before swirling his tongue through her soft wet folds and up to her hard button.
Kelly cried out when he sucked her clit into his mouth and slipped two fingers inside her.
"Oh, yes, lick my pussy daddy!" She moaned, "Make your kitten come for you!"
Jim thrust his fingers hard into her, harder than he thought he would, but he'd been fucking her damned hard and she loved it. Kelly might be young, but she was making it clear her father could have anything he wanted from her.
He looked up to see she was playing with her nipples and staring down at him, her lips parted and her blonde hair framing her face, damn she looked good. Her black finger nails teasing her pink nipples as she fondled her breasts inspired him to lick her clit faster.
His cock was still hard in anticipation of being back inside her and the way she was squirming and thrusting her hips in his face told him that wouldn't be much longer. He had always envisioned taking his time with her, but he wanted to hear her come so bad!
Besides she had already said it, she didn't just want him tonight, but any time they could. That dream had been real, whatever those things were, they had been right on. One thing was for sure, he would be getting along better with Linda because as far as he was concerned he would never bother her for sex again after this.
"Don't stop!" Kelly cried, "Daddy, right there, oh you're going to make me cum for you!"
Her words turned into a long loud squeal that had him hoping Linda's sleep was as deep as Incestial said it would be. Kelly's pussy contracted around his fingers and she surprised him again, this time by lifting her legs and clamping then around his head.
She bucked her hips, grinding her hot flesh into his face and he loved every minute of it. She yelped and squealed, writhing beneath his tongue as he continued to please her. Each time she moaned, his cock twitched and it thrilled him to know how much he was pleasing his little girl, his perfect little kitten who had already been so good to him tonight and had promised so much more!
Kelly whimpered and as soon as her legs relaxed around his head, Jim stood up and drove his cock back inside her. Her pussy was still quivering from her orgasm and her eyes rolled back as hammered away.
""Oh, oh, oh!" She cried out repeatedly as he fucked her with long hard strokes. Kelly lifted her legs and he winced when she placed her heels against his chest.
"Step back." She breathed, her face flushed with passion and her hair plastered to her now sweaty cheeks.
Jim stepped back and smiled, when Kelly stood up, then turning around knelt on the chair. Folding her arms on the top of the chair she rested her head on them and pointed her perfect ass at him.
Taking the invitation, Jim plunged his cock into her and she cried out as his balls slapped against her clit. Putting his hands on her shoulders, Jim cut loose, slamming her as hard as he could and loving the way she squealed for him.
Even as he tore into her he promised himself he would make it up to her. Next chance they got he would be slow and gentle with her, take his time between her legs and instead of fucking her, make love to her, show his little girl how much her daddy loved her.
But right now he was living the dream of every guy his age, fucking a hot, eager eighteen year old with a body to die for and a pussy so tight it seemed to be fighting him pulling out, trying to keep him inside of its warm wet grip. Course most guys didn't dream about that girl being their daughter, but they didn't know what they were missing.
"I've wanted this so bad!" She looked over her shoulder at him. "Take it, daddy, take me, I'm yours! I want to be just yours, daddy, fuck me harder!"
He thrust as hard as he could and moaned when her amazing pussy was already working its magic. His knees were shaking and his thighs trembling. His balls tightened and he moaned as he prepared to come for the second, but hopefully not the last time tonight.
Kelly pulled forward, removing his cock from inside her and rolling onto her back in the chair, grabbed his cock and stroked it. Jim moaned her name as his cock exploded, sending a long thick stream of cum across her perfect tits
"Oh, yes." Kelly purred as she aimed his cock back and forth, covering both her nipples and a good portion of her breasts with her father's cum.
"Oh fuck." Jim moaned as she jerked him off, squeezing every drop she could from his now spent cock
"Hmm." Kelly released his cock and scooping some of his cum up with her fingers sucked them into her mouth.
"You're a wild little kitten aren't you?"
"I'm whatever you want me to be." She smiled up at him.
Jim picked his shirt up and wiped cum from her tits as she giggled. She stood up and after kissing him, pointed to the chair. "Sit down for me?"
Jim sat down and laughed when she crawled naked into his lap. Putting her arms around his neck, she swung her long legs over the arms of the chair, and burrowed into his chest.
"This is where I belong, daddy." She sighed.
"I couldn't agree more." He kissed her forehead.
"I want you to always want me, always."
"I will kitten, but." Reality hit him, "Your mother. I do..."
"Love her, I know and I do too, and I want you guys to be happy." She kissed his chest.
"But you can love me too and I'll do all the things mom won't. You'll be happy, she'll be happy you're not bugging her anymore. I'll be happy because I'll have my daddy whenever I want him. I don't mind sharing you with mom, but I want to be your favorite."
"You will be, honey, you will be." He stroked her hair and she yawned.
"Sleepy." She said in a faraway voice.
"It's early." He pointed out, then frowned when his only reply was her suddenly deep breathing. Jim shivered at a sudden chill in the room and flinched at the sight of a thin red trail of smoke coming from Kelly's nose as she breathed.
"What the hell?" He watched the smoke gather into a large ball then with a loud popping sound vanish.
Where the smoke had been now stood Familial. she was naked and her red breasts were heaving, her black nipples hard.
"Wow, that was fun." She smiled at him. "You made your daughter very happy, Jim."
"She'll remember this, right?" he asked hopefully.
"In every detail, but its easier for me to leave when the person is sleeping. She'll wake up shortly and I think you should get a little nap in too Jim." She laughed. "Your nights just beginning because that sexy little minx has wanted you something bad."
"Right." He couldn't stop staring at her body. Sure the red skin and black nipples were odd looking, but damn she looked good.
"Oh!" She giggled, "I always forget the clothing gets lost." She snapped her fingers and her former ensemble appeared on her.
"It's been a blast, Jim." Incestial appeared next to his sister, slipping his arm around her shoulders. "But we have other people to make happy tonight."
"Thank you!" Jim held his sleeping daughter closer to him, "You're right, how the hell do people this is wrong?"
"Because they have been brainwashed by morons." Familial sighed.
"But before we go, there's one thing Jim." Incestial's smile faded. "Tonight we bestowed a very special gift upon you. The gift of not just your daughter's body, but her heart. You're married and sooner or later you may decide its Kelly you want. Or eventually Kelly may decide she needs someone to be just for her."
"Situations like this are dicey." Familial added. "When there's a third party the future is unclear, but there is one thing you need to know."
"What's that?"
"That you appreciate this gift and that you treat your daughter with not just lust, but love. If she does decide she needs to move on to another, you will let her."
"Absolutely." He nodded.
"More importantly." She smiled, but this time it seemed cold, "You will never hurt, use or abuse her. That is all we ask of everyone we help, that you never spurn this gift and never mistreat your special family. If you do?"
'We'll come back." Incestial raised his hand and Jim's eyes widened when it burst into black flames, "And trust me, Jim, you don't want that."
"I could never hurt my daughter." Jim told him, "Not in anyway."
"Good to hear!" Incestial's smile was back and stepping forward he extended his fist to Jim who stared at it, unsure of what to do. "Come on, bro, don't leave me hanging!"
"So fucking lame." Familial sighed behind him.
******
"So how bad did she want it?" Incestial asked as stood on back porch of Jim's house.
"Bad." Familial laughed from where she was sitting on the porch swing. "Barely had to nudge her. The only hang up she had was her mom. So I just had to show her it would be best for her parents if she took care of her daddy and kept him satisfied. It would stop them from fighting."
"Dr. Phil has nothing on you."
"That fat turd?" She rolled her eyes. "He's going to stink up hell when he roasts."
"So what's up next?" He asked. "Another daddy game or we mixing it up tonight?"
"Got a fun one." She smiled, "A mom lusting for her son, but with a twist."
"Do tell."
"Mom wants it rough. She's been dressing slutty, trying to get his attention and he gets pissed off at her and tells her she looks trashy and she's embarrassing herself. He gets really mad about it because," She looked at him expectantly.
"Because seeing her like that makes him want her and he's mad at himself."
"Yup, beats off every time she shows herself off in her inappropriate attire. Lot of lust and that lust shows up aggressively for him and that's what mom wants. She's hot and heavy in spanking and rough sex stories, but wants her son to rough her up."
"No dad?"
"Nope, he flew the coop three years ago. This one will be easy, just a slutty mom looking to be punished by her sexy twenty year old son. Even easier because seeing its Halloween, mom has actually bought some things she read about in a book to give her son."
"A love potion?" He laughed, "That's fucking hilarious."
"But makes our appearance easier."
"True." He grinned, "So I get to slip inside sonny boy and rough up mommy? Sounds good to me. Let's get going."
"Not so fast."
Familial leaned back on the swing and putting her right leg up on the arm of the swing, snapped her fingers, causing her shorts to vanish. Spreading her red pussy open, she tapped her swollen clit.
"Being in that little tart while daddy fucked her, got me horny. Now get on your knees and give me that pussy licking you owe me."
Dropping to his knees, Incestial laughed, "I love this job."
"And I love you, little brother." She touched his cheek softly, then grabbing his hair shoved his face between her thighs. "Now be a good boy and lick your sister's pussy!"
*****
Rose checked herself out in the full length mirror. Her long red hair was pulled into pig tails and the short sleeved white blouse was so tight across her large breasts, that if she took a deep breath the buttons might pop.
Then again, she had bout it two sizes too small to get that effect. The plaid skirt was so short that when she turned to check out her backside in the mirror she could see the bottom of her ass cheeks.
She lifted the skirt, showing off the white lace thong and shook her well rounded ass in the mirror. Rose was fair skinned and the creamy skin of her ass looked good, but she yearned to have some color added to it. Some nice red hand prints and not just anyone's hands, but her sons.
She turned back to the mirror taking in her knee high white stockings and the black fuck me stiletto's she had bought earlier today. Leaning closer to the mirror she focused on her full lips which she had painted a deep red and batted her brown eyes in the mirror, noting the extra thick mascara she had used tonight.
"You look like a whore, Rose." She told herself with a smile.
She wasn't wearing a bra and her nipples were poking through the shirt. Rubbing them through the material she imagined the look on Jack's face when he saw her. He would give her that disgusted, 'are you kidding' look and make some comment she looked like trash, or she was dressed like a skank.
It was Halloween and this was supposed to be a costume, but she'd been dressing like this for months, trying to get Jack to do more than bitch at her, but hoping she could entice him to take her, to treat her like the whore she was acting like.
She was sure she had him last week. She'd brought a guy his age back from a bar and knowing full well her son was home. She'd started right there in the living room, dropping to her knees and sucking off the lucky stud who was taking the place of her son in her lust filled mind.
Sure enough she'd seen a shadow at the top of the stairs. She made a show of giving the guy, she couldn't even recall his name? Billy, Bobby? One hell of a blow job, letting him cum all over her face.
She them lay back on the couch and the entire time her lover went down on her, she had played with her tits and kept her eye on that shadow that wasn't moving, which meant Jack was taking in the show.
A show is exactly what Rose put on, letting him fuck her in every position then ending with him coming all over her tits. She'd made sure she was facing the stairs when she was getting it doggy style.
She showed Jack how much his mother loved getting fucked by guys half her age and hoping he would want to be her next one. Hell, her last one, because that's all Rose wanted, was to have her son be her lover.
The next morning Jack had laid into her saying she was a disrespectful slut and what the hell was she doing fucking right there in the parlor. Rose had stood there, her pussy dripping as Jack stood there angrily berating her.
As always, she had been demure. saying she was sorry and batting her eyes and pouting. What she really wanted to do was drop to her knees and show her son how bad she really was, but by being good to him!
Rose wanted more than him to be rough with her, she wanted him. All of him and desperately wanted Jack to see her as a woman. But what she had been craving for months was for him to take her and she figured at his age she would get him by not being seductive and subtle. She showed him what she had to offer with that young lover and everything she would be happy to do for him.
But it hadn't worked, nothing had and she couldn't bring herself to simply go to him and admit her desire. What if she were wrong and there was no interest at all? That his anger was really just the anger of seeing his forty three year old mom dress like she was half that age and act wanton?
Then he would leave and losing Jack would break her heart, just as his father leaving had done. But Jack senior was a liar and a cheat. He had broken her heart, but it was good riddance once she had found out all the girls he had slept with.
But her son leaving would hurt her deeply. She loved Jack and over the last couple of years that love had morphed from that of a mother for her son to her wanting him as a lover, as her everything.



Jack was sweet, caring, responsible, damned good looking and he did everything he could to help around the house and take care of her. Her son was truly the man of the house and Rose longed for him to take that one more step and become the man in her bedroom.
She turned from the mirror and walking over to the window looked down into the back yard. Jack was down their splitting wood for the stove and Rose sucked on her lip as she watched him beneath the floodlights, swinging the axe.
His black t-shirt stretched across his broad shoulders and her pussy moistened at the sight of his biceps flexing as he lifted the ax and drove it down repeatedly. His jeans fit him snugly, showing off his fine ass, damn he was sexy!
But sweet too which made him even hotter. His temper tantrums at her mode of dress were out of character for him and she had taken that for a sign he was masking his true feelings. He did want her and was mad at himself.
Jack stopped swinging the ax and turned to pick up the Dunkin Donuts coffee he had brought out there with him. As he leaned on the ax and sipped the coffee, she smiled. His beauty was not just from the neck down.
Jack had his father's looks, the piercing blue eyes, high cheek bones, and soft, pretty features. Jack tried to hide his pretty boy looks with a perpetual five o clock shadow and she loved that look on him, not as much as she would love how she would look on him, however.
She stepped away from the window and walking across her bedroom stopped at her desk and frowned at the collection of powders in the small glass jars she had bought. Mixing them together and putting them in a drink was supposed to cause unbridled lust and desire in the person who drank it.
Had she really become this pathetic? That she would listen to a crack pot friend who swore by the remedies and 'potions' sold at a small shop run by a woman whose accent couldn't be more fake?
Apparently she had because even as she mocked herself she began opening the jars while looking at the paper that explained how much of each should go in the drink.
"You're right, that won't get you your son." A voice spoke from behind her.
Rose spun and dropping the spoon on the floor, gasped. Sitting on her bed was a tall woman dressed as if it were a summer day, rather than the end of October. But that detail paled in comparison to the fact she was...red.
"Who are you? How did you get in here?" Rose reached behind her to pick up the sharp letter opener off her desk.
"My name is Familial and like that name indicates, I'm here to help you with your son."
"I don't know what you're talking about and you better leave." Rose pointed the letter opener at her. "Go take your funky costume somewhere else."
"Hey! You know how many decades it took to get my hair like this?" She touched the thick horns on her head.
"Get out!"
"You really want me to go Rose?" She shrugged. "I thought you wanted your son to desire you?"
"That's sick! I..."
"Are you going to lie to yourself?" Familial stood. "Were you not just this moment getting ready to mix a bunch of useless ingredients to give your son to make him want you?"
"How do you know that?" Rose asked nervously.
"I know a lot, but all that is important is I know you want that good looking young man out there to come into this room and on this bed." She tapped it, "Take his mother good and hard the way she wants it."
"I...I don't believe this." Rose shook her head. "This is a sick joke."
"How can it be? Who else knows the person you bought that crap to seduce is your boy?" Familial sighed, "You're willing to believe in bootleg potions sold by a poser, but not someone who can really make it happen?"
"What are you, a witch?"
"Nah, just a bitch sometimes."
Rose spun around and cried out when she saw a large, equally red man leaning against the door of her closet.
"Oh my God!" She yelled.
"God? Please that clown never shows up when anyone calls him. I'm Incestial and if you really want what you say you do I can make it happen, Rose."
"That's right." Familial walked past her to go stand by the new visitor. "My little brother here can help Jack realize what he really wants and come get it."
"Shouldn't take much." Incestial looked Rose up and down and whistled. "You're one fine woman, Rose. You know all those sons who think being with their mother is gross? It's usually because their mom's kind of homely. But you?" he released a tiger's growl that rattled the windows. "One hot fucking milf!"
"Thank you, I think." She looked back and forth between them. "Are you two...demons?"
"Bingo!" Familial clapped her hands. "And ones with a specific purpose and that is to share the gift my brother and I have been sharing for centuries, the gift of incest."
"Gift?"
"Most certainly!" Incestial declared. "But that gift can't be given to just anyone. Only people like you, Rose who realize what you want and don't care it's supposed to be wrong. You're hot for your son and that's what called us here."
"And you can make that happen?" She asked skeptically. Maybe she'd fallen asleep and this was a weird dream.
"No, you're very much awake." Familial told her. "So what's it going to be Rose? Want us to make those taboo fantasies a reality? Does the naughty schoolgirl want to be taken over her son's knee?"
"Yes." She said softly, what the hell, if it was only a dream she may as well go through with it.
"But how? You're not going to make him do it are you?" She frowned. "Bad as I want him, I want him to want me."
"You get that line from the Cheap Trick song?" Incestial began playing air guitar. "I want you to want me!" He sung loudly and way off key. He stopped when Familial elbowed him in the stomach.
"Little brothers." She put her hands out.
"I know, I have one." Rose smiled. For demons these two weren't very creepy.
"Nope, we're the mischievous type." Incestial replied. "Know who hates us? Cupids, they say we're like twisted versions of them." He grunted disgustedly. "Those morons wear diapers, who are they to talk?"
"You're a good mom, Rose." Familial came over and put her warm hand on her cheek. "You want him so bad, but you would never hurt him. That's why we're here, we only push the already willing."
"You're never going to come straight on to him." Incestial took over. "Although you're free lunch outfits should be getting through to him loud and clear." He quipped. "But Jack's a good kid, and he's not going to admit what you're really doing to him."
"What I'm doing to him?" She asked, did he really mean what she thought he meant?
"Cock teasing the shit out of that kid." He told her. "Your plan is working Rose. He's not mad at you, he's mad at him for looking at your body and wanting it." He grinned, "In his fantasies he is giving his slut mom exactly what she's begging for."
"So all my brother is going to do is slide on in and remove that nagging little, 'I shouldn't do this' from your son."
"But what happens when he," She pointed at Incestial, "Leaves?"
"Up to you two. Something tells me tonight will be just the beginning. There's as much love for you as lust, Rose."
"But you have to give him permission." Familial explained. "You have to tell us you want our help or we will have to leave."
"No price?"
"Your consummating your taboo love is our reward." She said with a smile.
"Pissing off the Cupids is just gravy." Incestial smirked.
"Yes." Rose said immediately, "Please make my son know he can have everything he wants from me."
"Be careful." He winked. "Kid's got some back door fantasies going."
"Then he can have it." She told him, staring into his black eyes.
"Damn, if our mom was that hot, I wouldn't have ended up with you!" Incestial told his sister.
She swung at him, but her hand passed through empty air as he vanished amidst a loud laugh and puff of smoke.
"What do I do now?" Rose asked.
"Just wait right here." Familial said. "Jack will come in soon and this time it's going to play out just the way you want it to."
"Will he be...?" Rose licked her lips, "Forceful?"
"Yes." Familial nodded, "But after that, love him sweetly. He craves your embrace as much as what is between your legs."
"I feel the same way. You sure you're a demon? You seem to want us to be happy."
"Your happiness pisses of the sanctimonious assholes who set these dumb rules in the first place. Your happiness mixed with their consternation is what we live for."
Familial kissed her on the cheek. "Enjoy your boy."
Rose started to reply, but she had vanished as quickly as her brother had. She shook her head, part of her still wondering if this was a crazy dream.
Nonetheless she walked over, sat on her bed and with her nipples aching and her pussy already wet from just the thought of Jack wanting her, waited for her son.
******
Rose sat up on the bed when she heard the sound of footsteps on the stairs. After sitting on the bed for a half hour, she had decided she must have been dreaming. Jack wasn't coming up here. She stretched out on the bed, wondering how she could be dressed this sexy and end up getting undressed and going to bed just because it was easier to sleep than be frustrated.
But as soon as she heard Jack's heavy footfalls coming down the hall, she dared to hope that it had been real. She stood up and went to the door, listening to see if was going to pass her room on the way to hers.
Her hopes sank when he did walk right past her door and a few seconds later shut the door to his room. She thought about going to him, but screw it. She'd been so excited at the idea tonight could have been the night that she was now too discouraged to try and get him going yet again.
Jack's door opened again and she heard him head back down the hall and enter the bathroom. Rose sat there imaging her son in the shower. Thinking of his body covered in soap and wishing she could slip in behind him and jerk him off from behind, cup his balls, stroke his cock and make him come right there in the shower.
He would turn around, sink to his knees and Rose would put her foot on his shoulder and push her wet pussy in his face. After a few minutes she stood up and paced back and forth so she wouldn't succumb to masturbating on the bed. There was still a chance.
Rose heard the door open and hesitated with her hand on the doorknob. She wanted to ask him into her room to see what he thought about her 'costume' for the party she was lying about going to. But the weird red siblings had told her Jack would come to her.
She emitted a startled yelp when Jack knocked on the door inches from her face.
"Hey, mom, got a minute?"
She took a few steps back so she wouldn't sound like she had been right at the door. "Sure honey, come on in."
The door opened and when Jack entered, Rose's pussy gushed. He was barefoot and shirtless, just wearing a pair of jeans and her first thought was to wonder if he had underwear on beneath them. His black hair was still wet and there were a few stray drops of moisture on his skin where he had missed toweling off.
He looked so fucking good! All Rose wanted to do was drop to her knees, pull his pants open and...
"Hey, mom, I was wondering if I could use your," Jack had begun, but stopped and looked her up and down, causing her heart to pound. "Jesus Christ, Mom, what the hell are you wearing?"
"My costume!" She smiled. "Like it?" She turned around for him, making sure she bent over slightly, just enough to ensure he would see the lower part of her ass.
"You look ridiculous."
That wasn't what she had been hoping for, but told herself to be patient, something would happen tonight. It had to or she was going to end up all but raping him at some point.
"You really think I look bad?" She pushed her lips into a pout that would match her school girl look. "I guess I'm too old to look good in this."
"You look good, mom." He stopped and narrowed his eyes as if unsure of what he just said and her hopes rose. "You're just too old to be dressing like that period. You look..."
"I look what?"
"Slutty, mom, you look fucking slutty." He threw his arms up. "Just like you've dressed slutty for the last six months."
"Sorry, you don't approve." She gave her head a toss, shaking her pig tails around. "I am the parent here you know."
"No, I don't know." He stepped up to her and a wave of heat flowed through her at the anger in his eyes. "You're the one acting like a teenager, dressing slutty and bringing guys home."
"It's my home"
"And you have a room. I can't believe you banged that guy right in the living room!"
"How do you know I did that?" She asked, carefully keeping the smile off her face.
"I," He froze, realizing he had just admitted he had seen her. "I could hear it from upstairs, had to put my damn headphones on."
"What do you care?" She shrugged. "I deserve some fun and I think I look good like this, don't you?"
"What the hell kind of question is that?" He asked. "Are you saying I look at you?"
"Do you?" She did smile this time. "What's the matter, Jack? You're looking kind of flustered."
"I'm pissed off my mother dresses like a whore in front of me. Look at you now, dressing like a slutty girl half your age. Pigtails, mom, really?"
"I understand." She said softly, "You don't like it because it drives you crazy."
"Damn straight it does." He nodded. "And when I get mad like this, you smile at me, like it's funny, like you want me to be mad."
"But why does it make you so mad, baby?" She asked, sweetly, "I like to dress sexy, I like to feel sexy. Why does that bother you?"
"It bothers me because it's not right. I'm your son."
"What does how I dress have to do with who you are?"
Rose's breathing was getting heavier, even though nothing had happened yet, she was convinced it would. Unlike prior arguments, Jack was blatantly staring at her nipples which were hard from desire and rubbing against the shirt.
"You're not even wearing a bra." He confirmed what he'd been focusing on.
"You didn't answer me," She could hear the excitement in her voice, but he seemed oblivious to everything, but her body as his eyes continued to roam up and down. "Why does you being my son matter with how I dress?"
"Because it's..." His mouth worked, but nothing came out. It was if he were fighting the next thing he wanted to say. "You're...." Again he appeared to be struggling.
"I'm what, honey?" She asked softly, "You can tell me."
"Don't talk all sweet to me." He said heatedly. "You're not sweet, not at all."
"What do you mean?"
"A sweet mother doesn't walk around dressed like that and acting the way you do."
He was breathing hard and his eyes were once again on her prominent nipples, it was if he couldn't look away.
"You're always showing yourself to me, you're always..." He hesitated again, but this time the words came out in a rush. "You're always teasing me, mom. Showing off your big tits and that fine ass and those long legs."
Oh my God! A thrill of excitement ran through her accompanied by a wave of heat between her thighs.
"I'm teasing you?" She struggled to keep the excitement from her voice
"Yes, you're teasing me and you know it." He stepped so close his chest pressed against hers and she groaned from the contact. "You're a cock teasing whore."
"You're right." Rose put her hands on his arms, squeezing his firm muscles. "I like teasing you."
"You do more than tease, mom, it's like you're begging for it," he paused and she could feel him trembling beneath her touch
"Begging for what?"
"For this!" Rose cried out in surprise when Jack grabbed her shirt and ripped it open.
Buttons flew across the room and the sound of her shirt tearing along with the violence of his action sent a wave of heat through her.
"Jack!" She exclaimed, trying to sound shocked rather than around, "I'm your mother!"
She attempted to cross her arms over her exposed breasts, but he caught her wrists in his hands and forced her arms down. The strength in his grip and how easily he over powered her, caused her to whimper in excitement.
"Now you're modest?" He laughed, but his eyes were on her now bare breasts and she loved the look of mixed anger and desire in them. "Stop acting like this isn't what you want!"
He grabbed her breasts and Rose squealed when he squeezed them hard in his powerful hands, then again when he gave her nipples a hard pinch.
"Jack you're hurting me!" She moaned, but to her ears there was nothing but pleasure in that sound.
"No, I'm just giving you what you're asking for you fucking slut!"
Jack grabbed her right pigtail and yanked her head back. Rose groaned at the sharp pain, but it was nothing compared to the pleasure she derived from her son burying his face in her chest and sucking her nipple into his mouth.
He held her head back, and slipping his arm around her waist, held her in place as he sucked first one of her swollen pink nipples, then the other.
"Stop it!" She begged, "Please Jack, you...you can't so this! I'm your mom!"
"My mom whose a cock teasing whore!" He released her hair and caused her to yelp when he gave her breast a hard slap.
"You've been showing these tits off for months! Making me think about them, making me want them."
"You want your mother's tits?" She gritted her teeth as he once again punished her nipples, by pinching them, "What else do you want?"
She had planned on playing meek and timid, pretending she really didn't want him to take her, but she couldn't hold back. She had wanted this and to hear him say she'd making him want her, caused her to egg him on.
"I want everything." He told her and grabbing her back of her head, pressed his lips violently to hers.
Rose gasped at the force of the kiss, but she eagerly responded, trying to match his intensity as he practically devoured her mouth. Jack's hand was still on her breast, squeezing it hard and his fingers were wrapped tightly in her hair, holding her face to his.
His tongue drove between her lips and she moaned when it slid across hers. Rose reached between them, unsnapping his jeans.
"Fucking slut!" He snapped, "Look at you going after your son's cock."
"I want it!" She pulled his zipper down and moaned when her fingers rubbed along his pubic hair, no underwear!
"You don't touch it." He grabbed her wrists and forced her arms behind her back.
"No, stop it!" She moaned, even though she was making no effort to fight him.
Pinning her wrists together, he took them in one of his large powerful hands, holding them tightly and with his free hand pulled the loosely knotted tie over her head. He reached behind her and as he slipped the tie around her wrists and pulled it tight, he lowered his head and once again attacker her lips with his.
Rose moaned and squirmed as her son bound her wrists, but as she had before; her lips met his with equal force. She moved side to side, sliding her aching nipples against his hard chest and groaned in pleasure when his hands came back around from behind her to grab them.
His fingers teased across her nipples and for a moment his kiss slowed and became softer, his lips sliding across hers. This time when his tongue entered her mouth it gently caressed hers. For the first time since he'd ripped her blouse open, Jack made a sound of pleasure deep in his throat as they kissed.
"Hmm," She purred, leaning against him and playfully sucking on his tongue. "That's it baby," she whispered against his lips. "Just take what you want," She moaned when he squeezed her nipples harder, "And give mommy what she needs."
"What you need is to be treated like the nasty skank you've been acting like."
Rose cried out when he grabbed her shoulders and shoved her backwards. Unable to use her arms for balance, she staggered a couple of steps until her legs hit the edge of her bed and she sat down on it. Jack was immediately on top of her and catching both her pigtails in one hand yanked her head forward.



He pushed his jeans down and Rose licked her lips when his cock sprang free.
"Oh, honey." She whispered at the sight of his long thick cock.
His purple head was dripping and she tried to move forward, her mouth wide open to take her son's beautiful cock into it. She whimpered in pain and frustration when he held back by her hair.
Jack gave her a nasty smile that sent a shiver through her and holding his cock he asked, "This what you want, mom?"
"Yes!" She moaned, and then yelped in surprise when he slapped her in the face with it. He was so big and he had hit her so hard it stung her cheek, but she didn't care, she just wanted it. Jack laughed and proceeded to whip his mother's face with his cock, smacking it repeatedly against her cheeks.
She felt his pre cum dripping down her face and whining in frustration pulled against his grip, ignoring the pain in her scalp and trying to get her mouth on him. Her lips grazed the tip, but with a laugh, he pulled it away from her.
"How's it feel to be teased?" He demanded and punctuated his question by slapping her right breast hard enough to make her yelp. "How does it feel to have something you want shoved in your face and not be able to have it?"
He pushed his cock against her cheek and wiped it in circles, smearing his pre cum all over her.
Rose struggled against the tie and not as an act. She wanted her hands free to grab that beautiful cock and shove it in her mouth, then her pussy, maybe even her ass at this point.
"That's what you've been doing to me." Jack continued, while dragging his cock along her forehead and down her other cheek, leaving a sticky trail all over her face. "Showing off, making me think of you, making me want you, but never giving it to me!"
His words had her as hot as his cock did. He had wanted her! All this time her teasing had been working! Those two things, demons, spirits, whatever they were had been right. He lusted for her, but would never make the move until now.
"Shut your slutty mouth." Jack cupped her chin and holding her mouth closed pressed the tip of his cock against her lips.
Rose whimpered pathetically as the object of her lust was dripping down her chin. Her entire face was sticky and glistening and sitting here her tits out, her hands bound and her son tormenting her with his cock.
Rose felt totally wanton, sexy, slutty, dirty and oh so fucking wet!
Jack was breathing hard, his chest heaving and his hand was trembling on her head, His eyes were bright with excitement and lust and Rose yearned for him to stop teasing and give it to her. No sooner had the thought crossed her mind, Jack pushed his cock hard into her lips.
"Take it."
Rose eagerly opened wide and groaned when he eased his cock slowly into her mouth. He stopped and wrapping her lips tightly around his hard shaft, she bobbed her head. Jack moaned and his eyes widened as he watched his mother sucking his cock, he had waited so long for this, had dreamt of it for months.
Rose moaned as she moved her head faster and took more of him into her hot wet mouth. She looked up at him, her large brown eyes wide and as filled with lust as his own, as she devoured her son's big cock.
"Yes." He breathed, "Suck that cock, you little slut."
"Hmm, your slut." She whispered around the tip as she teased her tongue around the edge of it. "My slut mother." He told her, "My mother who doesn't pay attention to her own rules." Rose gasped when he shoved his cock hard into her mouth.
"Don't talk with your mouthful." He laughed, then taking her pigtails in each hand pulled her face against him,
Rose gagged as his huge cock was buried deep in her throat, but opened wider and accepted every inch of him. Her nose was buried in his pubic hair and his balls were pressed against her chin.
Jack held her there and looking up at him, she whimpered for him. Jack pulled his hips back, removing his cock halfway, then thrust into her mouth again. This time she was ready for him and with a gurgling moan easily took him deep.
"That's it, mom. This is how you want it isn't it?" He pulled and pushed, using her pigtails as handles and fucking her face. "Nice and rough, nice and nasty."
Rose's only answer was a wet moaning sound as he thrust his hips and was now pounding his cock into her mouth. Her eyes were watering and was making gurgling and gagging noises as he face fucked her like she was some whore.
But that's what she was, a whore. Only a whore would be sitting here moaning, her pussy soaking through her thong as her son brutally fucked her mouth. Jack ripped his cock from he mouth and she gasped as a long thick trail of drool and pre cum came with it, dripping down her chin and all over her tits.
The warm fluid slid across her nipples and Rose squirmed on the bed, grinding her ass into the mattress, she needed to come so bad! Her attention was pulled away from her yearning pussy and back to her mouth when Jack thrust it back into it so hard his balls slapped her chin.
He pulled her hair harder and faster, now leaving his cock still and working her mouth along his sloppy wet shaft. Rose opened as wide as she could, allowing her spit to ooze out onto his cock and make it even wetter.
She was making sloppy wet sucking and gulping sounds like a porn star and the entire time keeping her watering eyes on his face. Jack was staring down at her a mixed look of surprise and desire on his face, as if he couldn't believe he was standing there using his mother's mouth and she loved every minute of it.
Jack worked his hips again, now savagely taking her mouth. The head of his cock was hitting the back of her throat and she alternately gagged and moaned as he continued face fucking his mother.
He was breathing harder and his cock was twitching in her mouth as he ravaged his mother's mouth. Each time he thrust into her all Rose could imagine was him fucking her other lips, pounding her pussy this hard and fast.
"Take it!" he moaned, "Suck that fucking cock, mom. Suck that cock the way you made me want you to!"
She moaned at his words and shook her head back and forth, working her mouth around his shaft as he wildly plunged it into her face.
"You love it don't you?" He asked, "Love me fucking your slutty mouth, love your son treating you like a pig!"
"Hmm-mm," She gurgled as long lines of spit trailed from the corners of her mouth and her makeup ran down her face from her watering eyes.
"You look so fucking good." He commented, "Like a real whore, like a real," he stopped and gasped as his cock twitched in her mouth, "Like one of those nasty mothers in the movies I started watching because of you."
He fucked her harder, but his hips were not in rhythm, but jerking as he was losing control. "Watching those mom's wishing they were you, picturing you being my slut, being my dirty fucking...Oh fuck!"
Jack called out and Rose squealed loudly when his cock erupted in her mouth. He had been balls deep and his thick hot cum sprayed down her more than willing throat. Jack held himself there, pressing her face into him as his cock jumped and jerked, filling her mouth.
Rose whimpered and moaned as she worked her mouth, milking her son's cock, fighting to get every drop. She slid her tongue out along his balls and moaned when his cum spilled from her mouth and down her face.
"All of it." Jack moaned now pumping his cock hard into her mouth, "Every fucking drop, take every fucking drop."
Rose didn't need to be told, she was sucking hard enough to hollow her cheeks as her son pumped his hips, emptying his balls into his slutty mother's greedy mouth. With a moan, Jack pulled his cock from her and taking a sticky stream of cum laced spit with it.
It dripped down his shaft to his balls and letting one of her pigtails go, he lifted his cock against his stomach and shoved her face into his balls. Rose didn't need him to tell her what he wanted because it was what she wanted.
She slurped and sucked and slicked, cleaning cum from his balls and causing him to moan as she bathed them with her swirling tongue. Jack pulled back from her and grabbing her shoulders yanked her to her feet.
Rose yelped as he spun her around and grabbing her collar literally tore the white shirt off of her, pulling it down her arms and ripping the sleeves as he yanked it over her tied hands. He shoved her in the back, bending her over the bed and her pussy gushed when he grabbed her skirt and pushed it up over her hips.
Jack grabbed her thong, yanked it to the side and Rose screamed in pleasure as her son drove his still rock hard cock into her sopping wet slit.
"Fuck!" She cried as she slammed balls deep inside her. He was so big!
Jack didn't tease or toy with her, he squeezed her hips so hard she whimpered and hammered away at her pussy, fucking her so hard the bed was rocking.
"Yes, baby, yes!" She moaned, "Fuck me, give me that big cock! Oh, take your slutty mom, she needs it!"
"All whores do." He leaned over and grabbing the back of her head shoved her face into the bed. Rose moaned as the cum and other fluids on her face was smeared into it while her son fucked her harder than she had ever been fucked in her life. She could hear his cock entering her sloppy pussy and feel his balls slapping against her swollen clit.
Jack gathered her pig tails in one hand and pulling on them, lifted her partway off the bed. The pain in her head, from her holding her up by her hair was eclipsed by the pleasure of him pounding his cock even deeper at this angle.
"Fucking slut." Jack exclaimed and punctuated his words with a hard stinging slap to her right ass cheek.
"Yes!" She cried, "Spank me! Mommy's been a bad girl, baby! Thinking bad things about her son!"
Jack struck her left cheek with a slap so hard it sounded like a gunshot. Rose yelped and wiggled her stinging ass at him, begging him for more and he gave it to her. Oh, how he gave it to her. Continuing to hammer away at her stuffed and delighted pussy, Jack repeatedly struck her ass.
He went from cheek to cheek and wasn't holding back. Each blow caused a fiery stinging sensation, but also another wave of pleasure through her body. Rose could feel her ass swelling and burning and forcing her head to the side, looked into the mirror opposite the bed.
She whimpered at the sight of her son behind her, fucking her while her hands were tied behind her. Her ass was sunburn red and she could make out the shape of not only his hand, but each finger on that side of her ass.
He was timing the slaps with his thrusts so each time his cock was buried inside her he hit her. Rose's legs were trembling and her pussy contracting as her son fucked and spanked her. Her nipples were just grazing the sheet and the stimulation added to her pleasure.
"Oh, keep fucking me!" She moaned, as her back arched and she pushed her ass against him, her body tensing, straining for release.
He fucked her even faster and his balls striking her clit had her right on the edge.
"Oh, please!" She moaned, "Please don't stop! Please give it to me!" She begged, "Please fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck..."
Rose's words turned into a loud wail when her body exploded into the orgasm she had waited months for, the orgasm her son had given her. She squealed over and over, bucking her hips into him and enjoying the sounds of her son's moans has her pussy convulsed around his relentless cock.
Jack stopped spanking her and still holding her hair in one hand, grabbed the tie between her wrists and yanked up on that, pulling her off the bed. He pounded into her, the new angle adding to her body's pleasure and she howled as the most powerful orgasm of her life tore through her.
"Oh my God!" She moaned as the last waves of her climax left her body trembling, "Oh my God, baby!"
Jack stopped fucking her and sliding his cock out once again spun her around to face him.
"That's not how I wanted you to come!" He snapped angrily and pushing her back into a sitting position grabbed her head and showed his dripping cock back into her mouth.
"How's your pussy taste?" he asked, "How do you taste on your son?"
Her answer was to moan, her eyes rolling back as she sucked her juices from her son's still amazingly hard cock. Oh, please let this not just be tonight, she begged to the demons hoping they could hear her. Please let this be every night!
Jack removed his cock from her mouth and roughly pushed her onto her back on the bed. Rose grimaced from the discomfort of having her arms pinned behind her, but it was quickly forgotten when Jack dropped to his knees, lifted her legs up and shoved his face between her thighs.
"Oh, yes!" She squealed when her son plunged his tongue inside her.
He swirled his tongue and she heard him moan as he received a mouthful of his mother's sticky juices. He pumped his tongue in and out, fucking her with it and Rose squirmed on the bed, yearning to be able to play with her tits.
Jack slid his tongue from her pussy and she cried out when he shoved two fingers inside her. She rested her foot on his shoulder as he pumped them hard and fast and sliding his tongue up, found her aching clit. Rose cried out as he swirled his tongue around it and then sucked it hard into his mouth.
Her son didn't lick her pussy, he attacked it. Rose lay there moaning and yelping as he pounded his fingers into her while sucking her clit so hard his lips smacked. He alternated flicking his tongue up and down and side to side across her hard button, then sucking it roughly.
He released her other leg and as she draped her leg over his shoulder he reached up and caught her nipple between his fingers.
"Oh, Jack!" She groaned as she pushed her heel into his shoulder.
She saw him wince, but like her, she could tell it was nothing compared to the pleasure he was gaining from licking his mother's pussy. Jack's eyes were on hers and there was a slight smile on his face as he now teased his tongue around her pink nub, making a show of it.
His fingers pounded noisily into her sopping slit and her thighs were wet from her dripping. Jack's face was already glistening and sticky from her quivering pussy and damn did her look good down there.
He squeezed her nipple harder and she whimpered and sliding her other foot onto his shoulder, she pushed, arching her back off the bed. She curled her toes into her shoes and released a shuddering moan as despite just coming her body was gearing up for another orgasm.
"Right there!" She groaned as he licked her pussy furiously, "Right oh my God!"
She screamed when Jack shoved a finger hard into her ass and she went off like a rocket. Rose threw her head back and wailed like a banshee, screaming repeatedly as her second orgasm in ten minutes exploded through her.
She thrust her hips up and down, smearing her pussy into his flickering tongue and crying out as her pussy and ass convulsed around his fingers. Rose writhed and wiggled on the bed, moaning continuously as her son kept her orgasm flowing.
"Oh goddamn." She sighed, her legs falling limply from his shoulders leaving matching red welts where her heels had dug in.
Rose lay there staring at the ceiling, her heart pounding and her body still trembling from the aftereffects of her second powerful climax. Jack eased his fingers from her holes, then standing grabbed her feet, pushed her legs in the air and entered her.
"Oh God!" She called out as using her heels as handles he spread her legs as wide as he could and tore into her.
Jack smiled down at her as he hammered her pussy mercilessly. Rose moaned and yelped, but otherwise lay there unmoving, just letting her son have his way with her. Jack was sweating and the moisture made the muscles in his chest and arms stand out even more.
Lifting her head from the bed, she moaned out, "Untie me, Baby, let me touch you, let me feel you."
"You want to be untied?" he asked, slowing his thrusting. "Okay, if you insist."
He withdrew from her and she cried out, when he used her legs to flip her over onto her stomach. Jack pushed her all the way onto the bed and crawling between her legs, shoved his cock inside her. Rose tried to force herself up, but he put his hand in the middle of her back, pinning her down.
He pulled the tie from around her wrists, then holding them put her arms up over her head and held them there beneath his as he fucked her. Rose was yelping into the bed as she was laying flat beneath him, his cock driving straight into her.
Jack was stretched out over her, his breathing heavy in her ear as he fucked her so hard she was bouncing on the bed. She looked up to see her hand held beneath his and the sight made her shiver in excitement. My god, was he taking her! She had never been fucked in this position before and she found herself wondering if he'd seen this in a movie or done it to some lucky little slut.
Jack's breathing was getting louder and there was a slight gasp at the end of each breath. His hands were trembling on hers and she felt his body tense. He moved, placing his knees on the backs of hers and releasing her hands, put his in the middle of her back and proceeded to fuck her harder than before.
She howled beneath him as he pushed her into the bed causing her to bounce back up into his relentless cock. He was fucking her so hard it was bordering on painful, but at the same time she wished it would never end.
Jack gave her several more savage thrusts and with a loud moan came inside her.
"Oh, yes!" She squealed at the sensation of her son's cock erupting, sending his hot come deep into his mother's pussy. "Give it to me!" She moaned as he fucked her slowly now, but each thrust ending in another squirt of cum.
Jack whimpered in her ear and as his cock twitched one last time, giving her the last of his cum, he slumped down on top of her.
"Breath, baby." She whispered, "Just relax, hmmm," She sighed, "I can feel your heart beating."
"Damn." He said softly in her ear, "That was...damn."
"Yes it was." She replied.
They lay there quietly for a few minutes and Rose moaned as she felt his cock soften inside her.
Jack rolled off of her to lay on his back next to her and said, "I can't believe we did that."
"I can't believe we waited," she laughed.
With a groan, she forced her sore, but satisfied, body to move. She turned onto her side and slid over next to him, putting her hand on his chest.
"Mom, I'm...I'm sorry." He said.
"Sorry? For what? Honey, that was amazing!"
"I was too rough." He looked upset, "I was just so frustrated. You've been teasing me for so long and I don't know what came over me, something just...just snapped and I did that."
"That, was exactly what your mother wanted, baby." She kissed his cheek, "Honey I wanted you to take me like that, not sure why, but God, I've dreamed of it. Its why I've teased you."
"You're not mad?"
"Baby, I am pretty damned satisfied." She said, "Now that you have, would you....want to again?"
"Can we?" He looked at her and no longer looked angry, now he looked like the sweet son, her man of the house he'd been to her for the last year. "I really want you, mom."
"I want you too." She yawned, suddenly exhausted.
"And I love you." He said, his eyes closing, as if he were as tired as her.
"Love you to." She had to force the words out as her eyes could no longer stay open and she slipped into a sudden sleep.
*****
"Now that's some role reversal." Incestial laughed, peeking through the window from the roof of back porch where they stood watching Rose and Jack sleep. "She's going to feel that spanking for days."
"You're just jealous because you can't turn my ass any redder than it already is." Familial, quipped, then sighed, "But you do try." She frowned. "Any real affection beyond that desire to treat his mother like a slut?"



"Oh, yeah, Jack's got a sweet spot for mom, but he was mad at himself about it. Her teasing added to that and this is how it had to come out." Incestial shrugged, "She didn't mind."
"True."
"Ready to get on to another lucky taboo dreamer?"
"Not yet, I want to be sure about these two." She pointed into the room, "I hate to think it's just going to be incest BDSM."
"It's not, you just heard the kid apologize for treating mom like the slut she is. Besides, why would it matter? We did our job, we got them together, if all they want it that, who cares?"
"I like happy endings." Familial told him, "And I don't just mean on my face, pig." She cut off one of his standard dirty remarks. "Let's wait around a little bit."
"But what are we going to do?"
"Oh, I don't know." Familial winked and getting down on her hands and knees caused her shorts to vanish, "You could think of something." She laughed, "I know the rough stuff gets you hot, so come get it, little brother."
"Don't mind if I do, sis." His pants disappeared and kneeling behind his sister, he grabbed her hips and with a sly smile plunged his cock into her eternally tight ass causing her to emit a squeal so high pitched all the dogs in the neighborhood began to bark.
*****
Rose was awoken by Jack's lips gently brushing hers. She opened her eyes and smiling down at her, he lowered his head and kissed her again. She sighed softly as unlike before, this kiss was slow soft and sweet.
He was on his side and as their kiss continued he rolled over between her legs and she moaned at the feeling of his once again hard cock pressing into her stomach. Wrapping her arms around his broad shoulders, she slipped her tongue in his mouth, darting it playfully across his.
Jack moaned and moving down a little pushed his cock against her still wet pussy. Rose groaned as he slid it through her soft lips and moved her own hips, enjoying their kiss as they briefly teased each other.
Jack eased his cock lower and they both sighed as he slowly entered her. Rose kissed him harder as his long thick cock filled her pussy. She was a little sore from the way he had fucked her before they'd fallen asleep, but he felt so good inside her, she didn't care.
Sliding his lips from hers, Jack found the soft skin of her neck and gently suck on it as he moved his hips. He moved slowly and she savored every inch of her son's hard flesh as he took his time enjoying his mother's pussy.
"That feels so nice." She purred as his lips slid along the length of her neck.
"So do you, mom." He whispered in her ear, then flicked his tongue across it sending a pleasant shudder through her.
"Come down here." She told him, pulling on his shoulders.
Jack let himself go, sliding his arms beneath hers and she groaned as he sank deeper into her as her breasts pressed against his chest and wrapping her legs around his waist, she pulled him deeper into her forbidden heat.
"I love you, mom." He said softly, following his words with a sweet kiss.
"Love you too, baby." She sighed, now moving her hips in time with his.
Her lips sought his and they shared a long soft kiss. No sense of urgency to this one, their lips caressed and teased across each other while their tongues flitted in and out of the other's mouth. Rose tightened her arms and legs around her son, reveling in having him not only inside her, but in a loving, rather than lusty embrace.
Jack broke the kiss and looking down at her, smiled, "You're not just sexy mom, you're beautiful."
"Hmm, not every day a mother hears that from her son." She returned the smile, then groaned when his hips moved faster.
"Not every day a son gets to make love to his mother." He winked, then returned his lips to hers. Making love; that's exactly what they were doing and it surprised her; not that she wasn't enjoying every second of it, but after months of the fantasies being rough and dirty, Rose had never considered how sweet they could be together.
Jack moaned into her mouth and she gasped when his hips moved faster and harder. His cock twitched inside her and she sighed softly and held him tight as he filled his mother with his hit cum.
"There you go, baby." She whispered, kissing his neck as he came, "Give your mother every drop."
He released a soft whimper that caused her to smile and say softly, "I love you so much, Jack." "Love you too, mom." He kissed her, "I've been waiting to do that as much as I waited to be the way we were earlier."
"And I loved both ways." She smiled when he nuzzled his face into her neck as his cock softened inside her causing a few more drops to leak into her pussy, "And I love this, just being here with you."
"And I promise we'll be sweet a lot more than rough." He told her.
"Well, let's not get carried away," she laughed, "Your mom is a dirty girl after all."
"My dirty girl?"
"I plan on being your everything, baby." She put her hand on the back of his head and cradled him to her.
As her son sighed contentedly into her neck, Rose sensed movement to her right and looking over say Familial peering into the window. When she saw Rose looking, she smiled, blew her a kiss and vanished in a puff of red smoke.
******
"Happy now?" Incestial asked, standing in front of the woodpile in the back yard. He snapped his fingers and laughed when one of the logs split perfectly in quarters. He pointed at another and did the same, then another.
"Yes, I do feel better, seeing her hold him like that." She nodded, "And what are you doing?"
"Jack's going to be a busy boy this weekend so I figure I'll help him out. You know, do him a solid as they say."
"Do a solid?" Familial frowned, "Sounds like a way to take a shit."
"Get with the times, sis." He cocked his fingers into the shape of a gun and began 'shooting' the logs, splitting them as he did.
After the last one, he turned and frowned, "And speaking of time, ours is short and we wasted a lot of time here to make you feel better." He glanced at the red Movado watch he had created.
"We might not even have time for one more if they take a while to convince."
"Don't worry, little brother," Familial took his hand. "Your big sister did her homework and I have a fun one to close out the night."
"Oh?"
"Yup, something you like, but something a little different from the usual." She kissed his cheek. "I'm pitching alone. You just slip inside the lucky young man in question and enjoy."
"You sure, I don't have to do any pushing?"
"Just trust your big sister." She smiled up at him.
"Last time I trusted my big sister we were eventually hung for it."
*****
Billy stared at his phone, his thumb hovering over call.
"Hey, Lindsay, it's Billy." He practiced, "I was wondering if maybe sometime you'd like to um, you know, uh... Oh for Christ's sake!"
He put the phone down in frustration. He couldn't even practice without stammering like a nervous wreck. But then again, why would he be able to? He was that nervous. He shouldn't be, Lindsay had been really friendly lately, sitting with him in study hall and chatting away.
Not just chatting, but about things he loved, Call of Duty, Dungeons and Dragons, comic books. Lindsay not only didn't care he was kind of a geek, but seemed to be one herself. Difference was, Lindsay was also popular.
Tall with long red hair, bright green eyes and a hot little body, she had no problem getting attention from the guys at PC, but seemed to ignore the jocks and jerks. Since school started last month she had spent a lot of time talking to him and even as shy and awkward as he was he could tell she was waiting for him to ask her out.
But how the hell could he? Billy was sure a date would be okay, he would be nervous, but could probably get through without making too much of a fool of himself, but what would happen if the date went well?
His friend Rick had gone to high school with Lindsay and knew one of her ex boyfriends. Lindsay wasn't a slut by any means, but she'd had sex and with more than one boyfriend and the last one had told Rick that beyond her nerdy tastes, she was a damned wild cat.
In fact Rick had already asked him a half dozen times what the hell was wrong with him that he hadn't asked her out. What Rick-and no one else short of his mother knew, was that he was an eighteen year old virgin. A damned college freshman who had never gotten a damned hand job from a girl, never mind a BJ or sex itself.
It wasn't that he was unattractive. Although not a big well-muscled stud type, Billy was average height and build with dirty blond hair and a pair of hazel eyes several girls had commented on as 'pretty'. His best attributes were a great smile, good sense of humor and an easy going nature.
Lindsay had already said part of why she liked spending time with him at school was he wasn't a pushy jerk and was a sweet kid she felt comfortable around. Billy felt good around her too, he liked her for more than her being sexy, but he was scared shitless of it getting to the point where most boys would be thrilled; sex.
But he was too shy to make a first move because he had no fucking idea what to do with a girl. If Lindsay had never had sex maybe it wouldn't bother him, but he knew she had and from what she heard she loved it and would know he was a virgin.
His mother said that wasn't a bad thing, that it showed the girl he was a sweet kid and some girls loved the idea they could be the first which wasn't that common these days. But he knew there were girls who made fun of guys who had never gotten laid.
Lindsay seemed too nice to do that, but who knew? What if they started and he pissed her off because he was clueless. Lindsay knew what she wanted and might get upset if she had to teach him.
Billy knew this from his dad passing away. His mother had never said anything about sex except to make sure it was with someone he liked and to wear a condom. Otherwise the only thing he knew about sex was from all the porn he watched and he doubted he could act like those guys or that a girl would want him to, at least not a decent one.
So here he was on Halloween night having already turned down an invitation to go to Lindsay's house for a party and unable to even call and ask her for a date. Her parents were there so it wasn't like it was going to be wild and anything would happen, but he was afraid to even start something with her he didn't know how to finish.
He jumped when his cell rang and he saw it was his mother.
"Hey, mom, how's Chicago?"
"Boring." She sighed, "Meeting after meeting and after them it's trying to fend off all the married guys who think these things are hall passes."
"Well, have some fun." He laughed, "You're single."
"But they're not and...eww!" She made him laugh again, but then wiped the smile off his face. "So you're really not going to Lindsay's party?"
"No, mom."
"What about asking her out? You do that yet?"
"No. mom."
"Come on, Billy, we talked about this, you need to have some fun, honey. She seems like a nice girl. Cute little thing too."
"I know, I just." He sighed.
"Well, I guess you and your aunt Linda can do your annual movie marathon tonight." She told him, "And maybe ask her about Lindsay. Your aunt's been playing the field for years, she knows the dating scene better than me." She laughed, "And half her boyfriends are your age so she can identify."
"Yeah, um, no." He rolled his eyes, that's all he needed, advice from his aunt, the cougar who had embarrassed him more than once by hitting on his friends. "I want a date not a porn shoot."
"That's no way to talk about my sister." Mom said, but burst out laughing, "True though. Well I have to run. Have fun with your aunt and do try to call that girl tomorrow honey. You're too nice of a kid to be alone."
"Thanks mom, same for you."
"Listen you..."
"Night, love you!" Billy hung up laughing at how he'd just turned it around on her.
He looked at the clock and saw it was just before eleven. Every year since he'd been ten, his Aunt Linda had come over on Halloween and spent the night in his bed eating popcorn and watching movies until dawn.
His parents never knew she did this on school nights. They just knew he liked to spend Halloween at his aunts and not that she would call him out of school the next day. Aunt Linda was that wild, bad influence type of family member everyone should be lucky enough to have and Billy did adore her despite her sometimes embarrassing behavior.
But no offense to his aunt, he'd much rather be at Lindsay's house dancing with her while she wore that sexy bad girl Sailor Moon costume she had showed him a picture of herself in. God what was wrong with him? He could have that!
He left the room to go find Aunt Linda and tell her he was going to make the popcorn while she put the movie in. He found his aunt lying on the couch dozing and frowned. His obsession with his inability to hook up with Lindsay had made him forget another and now more pressing issue.
That issue was that he was no longer a kid and it was getting a little inappropriate to have his forty year old aunt in his bed with him. Of course the reason was because of him, not her. Last year having his aunt sitting up in bed next to him had a very unexpected result; he had spent a good part of the night aroused.
Aunt Linda had been wearing shorts and her long bare leg had been pressed against his and several times during the movies she had jumped and put her leg over his. The contact had gotten to him and he'd started pushing his leg against her on purpose, his loser virgin ass getting a sick thrill out of having a woman next to him.
That had led to his eyes constantly seeking out her cleavage in the tank top she was wearing. She'd had a bra on, but was slumped down on the pillows, leaving him able to look down and into her shirt.
He had a hard time keeping his eyes from the flesh of her breasts and things had gotten worse from there. When they'd finally shut the movies off, she had rolled over onto her stomach to sleep and at some point had kicked the covers off so when he woke up he was confronted with the sight of her loose shorts bunched up and exposing the cheek of her ass.
Billy's cock was throbbing and feeling like a perv, but unable to help it, he had lightly run his fingers over the curve of her ass and along her soft inner thigh. Aunty remained asleep and he had continued to gently touch her leg, then the exposed skin of her lower back.
He'd moved her long auburn hair to the side and stared at the creamy skin of her back and neck and had the crazy-and sick-urge to kiss her back. Auntie's head was turned facing him and his eyes lingered longingly on her full lips.
He recalled hearing her tell his mother one night when he was lurking outside the kitchen how much she loved to suck cock and had gone into a surprising amount of detail before his mother had told her to knock it off because she wasn't getting any and didn't want to hear it.
Auntie's sex-capades did involve young guys and that made him even harder to think she'd fuck someone his age. He had grown bolder and easing her loose shorts to the side exposed her entire ass cheek.
He moved it over a little further and his heart pounded when her could see no trace of underwear, but could just make out the edge of the lip of her pussy. Even as he yelled at himself to stop being a sick prick, he had held her shorts to the side. As he stared at the hint of pink skin between her legs, he slipped his hand in his shorts.
Afraid she would wake up he hadn't removed his cock, but awkwardly rubbed it inside his shorts until, with a suppressed groan, he had cum in his pants like a pathetic loser to the sight of his aunt's ass and the edge of her pussy
He hadn't become obsessed with her, but any time she came to visit over the last year he would find himself staring at her and she did dress in a way that let him get some pretty good looks at her.
Every time she visited he would lay there at night and jerk off to her, thinking of that night and picturing her waking up and in the absurd world of fantasy, stripping naked and letting him have his way with her.
Not that he would know what to do in real life, but in his fantasies he was pretty damned good! Now a year later here he was standing over her on the couch and checking her out. Auntie was wearing a short black skirt and an orange t-shirt with a black cat on it for Halloween.
The skirt had ridden up and a lot of her thigh as well as her long legs was visible. He let his gaze wander up and down from her black toe nails up to the very soft and inviting skin of her inner thigh.
The t-shirt wasn't low cut, but was so tight it looked as if it were a size to small and framed her breasts well. Auntie wasn't big on top, but when she wore a bikini by the pool, her small perky tits looked pretty damned good.
She was breathing deeply, obviously in a deep sleep and leaning over the couch he stood there looking at her thighs. He flexed his fingers, trying to fight the urge to try to ease her skirt up and see what kind of panties she had on. Or, knowing his aunt, what color thong she was wearing.
His cock was swelling and bending awkwardly in his shorts as like last year he had the taboo thought of touching her. Sliding his hand up his aunt's skirt and rubbing her pussy through her underwear, then pulling them to the side and touching her pussy.
Billy was breathing hard and his he could feel his face flushing. His cock was so hard it was aching the images kept coming, his fingers sliding inside her, then him getting on his knees and putting his face between her thighs.
Auntie would wake up, moaning his name and telling him to lick her pussy. He would and he would be great at it and she would come for him then sit up and unsnap his shorts, telling him it was her turn.
She would take out his hard cock, the cock that had never been touched by anything other than his own hand and she would put it between her soft pink lips and take him into her mouth. It would be like the movies. Her bobbing her head, blowing him and then laying back, spreading her legs and telling him to put his cock between her other lips.
He would eagerly shove his cock into his aunt's tight pussy and...
"Hello?" Auntie spoke, "Earth to Billy!"
"Huh?" he straightened up and saw she was now sitting up and looking at him. Wow he had really been caught up in his taboo thoughts.
"I said, I'm awake and asked if you were ready to start our marathon."
"Oh, sure." He smiled, "Been looking forward to it, was just going to make the popcorn."
"Skip the popcorn." She told him, "That's not what I feel like eating tonight." She shook her head at him. "Billy, why aren't you at that girl's house?"
"You too?" He asked.
"Yes, me too. You should be having fun with a pretty young girl, not watching movies with your aunt." She gave him an odd smile, "Then again your friends would be impressed if you said you had an older woman in your bed."
"Until I got to the aunt part." Billy laughed nervously.
"Something tells me the aunt part might not bother you." She said, her eyes drifting down to his waist.
Billy followed her gaze and his stomach sank when he saw the obvious bulge in his shorts, Jesus what a fucking loser!
"Watching something fun in your room?" She asked with a sly smile.
"I...um, yeah." He nodded sheepishly, "I uh, thought it would go away."
"At your age only one thing makes it go away." She still had that smile on her face. "Sure you don't want to call sexy little Lindsay? Bet she would know what to do with that."
"Whoa!" He said, "I'm your nephew auntie, easy on the sex talk."
"Right." She nodded, "You're hard in front of your aunt and I have the problem." She shrugged, "Well anyway, how about you head back into your room and I'll be in after I change. Then we'll watch something bloody and stupid."



"Sure."
He turned and had to force myself not to run away from her. Could anything be more embarrassing? Billy went back into my room and slipping off his shirt and shorts slipped under the sheet in just his boxers.
His cock was finally settling down, but as he picked up the remote and waited her auntie to come into the room, he frowned. Normally when she spent the night in his bed he wore a t-shirt and sweat pants what the hell was he doing in just his underwear?
Billy shivered and noticed he had goose bumps, the room seemed suddenly chilly, but as he leaned over and felt the baseboard along the floor, it was warm so the heat was working. He sat back up and realized he was no longer cold.
That was odd, but not as odd as the detailed thoughts he had out in the other room. Not that he hadn't thought of his aunt as a sexy woman before and had a couple of wet dreams about her, but it had never been that strong. His cock had been so hard it was painful out there. And more painful was the fact his aunt had noticed it.
Billy turned the Small flat screen TV on that was located on his bureau opposite the bed and tried to take his mind off his Aunt and sex in general and wonder what movies they would watch. It was Auntie's year to bring them so he figured hokie vampire crap.
He picked up his phone and frowned when he saw a text from Lindsay saying the party was going great and she wished he could be there. The text was accompanied by a dagger to his stomach in the form of a picture of her in her costume. Her long legs on full display and her low cut dress showing off her more than ample cleavage.
As he texted a reply that she looked fantastic and he was sorry he couldn't make it, he heard his door open and the over head light went out, leaving the room dimly lit by the small lamp on his desk and the TV.
"So what are we going to watch tonight?" He asked, putting the phone on his night stand, "Tell me it's not..."
Billy's next words were forgotten when he saw what his aunt. She was dressed in a silky black sleeveless top that was both tight and thin enough to show off the fact she was no longer wearing a bra.
More stunning was the matching black shorts. They were of the same material and not only skin tight, but weren't much more than panties, the material hugging her firm ass cheeks, The shorts were trimmed in lace and the black ensemble looked amazing against her creamy white skin.
Her long deep red hair was down framing her face and she didn't just look sexy, she looked beautiful. She walked over to the bureau and putting her back to him slipped the DVD in her hand inside the player, leaving Billy staring at her incredible ass, but the backs of her long shapely legs.
Billy's cock was once again at full attention and he quickly bunched the sheet up around his waist so his aunt couldn't see it.
"Tell you it's not what?" Auntie asked, turning and coming over to the bed.
"Oh, uh, one of those uh, dumb vampire things." He managed to get out.
Her nipples were obviously erect through the top and his heart pounded in his chest as she approached.
"You okay, Billy?" She asked, "You're all red and you seem flustered."
"I'm okay, but...what are you wearing?"
"My new jammies!" She smiled, "Like them?"
"Yeah they're uh, pretty." He answered lamely.
Auntie sifted the sheet to slip under it and he made sure to hold his side down. She started to sit up next to him and muttered, "Oh, I left the remote on the foot of the bed."
To his dismay she leaned over then getting to her hands and knees crawled down the bed to get it. Oh my God, Billy thought, staring at his aunt's perfect ass facing him on her knees. Not just her ass, but the thin strip of black material between her legs.
Again his mind filled with sexy images of him pulling her shorts down and burying his face between the cheeks of her ass then grabbing her hips and fucking her doggy style. He blinked the images away as she sat up against the headboard next to him.
She didn't pull the sheet up and Billy swallowed nervously as his eyes struggled to not stare at her nipples which were taunting him. He shifted his gaze, but found no relief as he noticed the shirt wasn't long enough to make it to her waits, leaving her stomach visible.
Her long legs were stretched out on the bed and taking a deep breath he forced his eyes to the television.
"So what are we watching?" He asked, hoping it would take his attention away from his aunt's scantily clad body.
"Oh, it's one of my favorites, I think you'll like it." She pressed play and Billy gasped when the screen came to life.
In front of him was a blond woman, naked, on her knees and sucking the cock of the equally naked man sitting in a chair.
"Hmm, I love sucking your big cock," She purred, "My nephew isn't a little boy anymore is he?"
Nephew? Billy's eyes widened as he stared speechless as the scene before him.
"Oh, aunty," The actor moaned, "You look so good sucking my cock." He ran his hand through her blond hair, "I've wanted you so bad!"
"What the hell is this?" Billy whispered.
"You don't like it?" She asked, her eyes glued to the screen and to his surprise her hand was between her legs, rubbing her pussy through the shorts. "I do." She moaned sending a shiver through him. "I really like it."
"Auntie we...we can't watch this!" He quickly grabbed the remote from next to her and shut the TV off.
"Aw, I wanted to watch him fuck his aunt and cum all over her!" She looked at him. "You know, like you've been thinking about."
"I don't know what you're talking about." He shook his head vigorously.
"No?" She turned onto her side, causing her shirt to fall forward and his eyes to be drawn downward.
He suppressed a moan at the sight of her entire small breast including her hard rose colored nipple.
"No." He repeated in a barely audible whisper.
"Really?" She raised her eyebrows, "So you weren't standing there staring at me with a hard on, in the parlor?"
"I uh..."
"But forget that." She grinned. "You going to deny what you did when I was in this bed last year?"
She laughed at the look of shock on his face.
"You think I slept through you groping me? You were staring so hard at my pussy you didn't even see me watching you blow a load in your shorts."
"You knew?" He wanted to crawl under a rock, "Why didn't you say anything?"
"I thought it was kind of hot." She admitted, "And I didn't want to embarrass you. The only thing I wondered is why you would be so excited over me, but now I know."
"You do?"
"Yes, your mother told me to talk to you this weekend." She touched his cheek, "I had no idea my cute little nephew was a virgin." She laughed. "No wonder seeing your auntie's ass got you so hot and bothered."
"She told you?" Could this get any more humiliating?
"She did and wanted me to talk to you about sex." She laughed, "I do have a lot more experience than your mother."
"Auntie, I'm really sorry."
"No need to be. Honey, being eighteen and never getting laid can cause a lot of frustration and desperation." She winked. "Desperate enough to start thinking your aunt's looking pretty good."
"You do look good, you're pretty hot, auntie." Why the hell had he just admitted that? Maybe she was right, no sex was getting to him.
"Hmm, I do enjoy catching the eye of a good looking young man and honey?" She ran her hand down his bare chest, "You are a good looking young stud and I can't believe that girl hasn't jumped you yet."
"I haven't given her a chance," He replied staring at her hand as it drifted down to his stomach to rest just over the edge of the sheet. Her finger nails were painted black with orange tips and looked good on his skin.
"Why not, baby?" She leaned closer and he struggled to not look down her shirt, "You shy?"
"Yes." He admitted, "I get nervous. I've never done it and Lindsay has and I'll feel like an idiot if I you know, suck."
"Hmm, sucking is fun, honey." She whispered in his ear, "I love it, sucking and being sucked."
"But I don't know if..."
"She will and if she's sweet she'll be happy to teach." She continued to speak in his ear and in addition to her warm breath he became aware of her breast pressing against his arm. Her nipple poking him through the silky top.
"But a young man should know what to do and there's nothing wrong with needing a helping hand, or mouth or, pussy." She purred the last word and his cock ached beneath the sheet.
"What do you mean?"
"Don't play coy, Billy. You think I'm dressed like this and put a porn on to just talk?"
"You said you told my mother..."
"I would talk to you, but your mom doesn't know her little boy jerked off while staring at her little sister's ass. So I told her we would talk."
She grabbed the sheet and flipped it back exposing the huge bulge in his shorts and the spreading wet stain where the tip of his cock had been oozing.
"But why talk when I can show you." Billy gasped when she grabbed his cock through his shorts, "And honey, your aunt is going to enjoy teaching her horny nephew how to be with a woman."
Billy moaned when she slipped her hand into his boxers and wrapped her fingers around his bare cock.
"Push them down." She whispered, "Let me see if that cock's as big as it feels."
He hesitated and stroking him faster she kissed his neck, "Don't be nervous, baby, let your auntie show you how good sex is."
She squeezed his cock and pumped him faster and at this point dying to see what her hand looked like around his cock. He lifted his hips and pushed his boxers down and auntie smiled,
"Oh, look at that big hard," She licked her lips. "Young cock."
"Oh, that feels good," he groaned when she slid her hand across the top of his cock and then using his sticky pre cum to stroke his cock.
"Its supposed to." She said, still speaking in his ear, "Feels better than your hand doesn't it?" He nodded, his gaze locked onto his aunt's hand stroking his now glistening cock.
"That's right, just relax and let auntie take care of it. After tonight you'll know how much fun you've been missing and you'll be ready to have fun with that sweet little thing who's hot for you."
She pumped her hand faster and he rocked his hips, pushing his cock though her now slick hand. "But tonight, it's you and I honey and your aunt is a nastier girl than even your mother thinks I am because I've been thinking about you since last year."
"You have?" He spoke still mesmerized by watching his aunt jerk him off.
"Honey I thought about grabbing your cock that night and just hopping on and taking my sexy nephew for a ride, but I told myself to do the right thing. I've regretted it ever since and said if we had time alone this year I wouldn't make that mistake twice."
She sat up and he groaned when she released his cock.
"Then your mother tells me you've never been with a girl? Then she asks if I'll spend the week here while she's on the road? All I needed was to know you still looked at me like that and you were damn hard staring at me on that couch weren't you?"
"Oh, yes." He nodded watching her grab the bottom of her shirt and pull it part way up.
"So I'm not going to do the right thing twice, tonight I'm going to do what I want and I promise you one thing, Billy?"
"What's that?" He asked, staring hungrily at the bottom of her breasts where she had stopped her shirt.
"That you're going to cum tonight and it sure as hell isn't going to be in your shorts." She stared down at his dripping cock, "But in your nasty aunt's mouth and maybe her pussy." She smiled, "Anywhere you want."
"But you're my aunt." Billy said even though he knew he didn't care, it just seemed like he should say it.
"And wouldn't a good aunt help her horny nephew out?" She let her shirt go and he frowned when it covered the lower part of her tits, "No more talk, Billy, time for you to become a man."
Touching her shirt she said, "Want to see my tits?"
"I do, but..."
"Then take my shirt off." She put her arms up, "Don't be nervous, Billy. Your aunt's a sure thing tonight, so if you want it, come get it."
Billy paused, an annoying vision of his mother in his mind. What would she think of this? What if she somehow found out, what if...?
He stopped and blinked; what had he just been thinking? His eyes locked onto auntie's hard nipples poking through the black shirt and with a wink she asked, "What are you waiting for, baby? Your naughty aunt's waiting."
As if a switch had been thrown in his mind, Billy said fuck it to wondering if this was right or wrong and taking the silky shirt in his trembling hands, pulled it up over his aunt's head.
"Damn." He tossed her shirt on the floor, while he took in his aunt's small, but perky perfectly round little tits.
Her nipples were hard and cupping her breasts in his hands, he gently rubbed his thumbs over them.
"Harder, I'm not going to break, baby." She laughed.
Billy rubbed her nipples harder and was rewarded with both a moan and her grabbing his cock again. He groaned when she slowly pumped it, and then gasped when putting her arm around him, she shoved his head down into her tits.
"Don't be shy." She laughed, then moaned when Billy eagerly licked her left nipple.
She ran her fingers through his hair as he first licked, and then sucked her swollen nub. He opened wide, taking as much of her small breast in his mouth as he could and moaned around it when she stroked his cock faster.
"Suck that tit." She groaned, "That tit you've thought about, the one you've jerked off to." She moaned as he switched to her other nipple while fondling her breasts.
"Your auntie's tits." She breathed, her hand squeezing his cock harder, "You like that don't you?" Her hand slid down his shaft and cupped his balls, caressing them, "I know I do, I love knowing my nephew wants to fuck me."
"Oh, fuck." Billy gasped when she let his head go and grabbed his cock, now stroking him as she rubbed his aching balls.
"Hmm, feels like someone has a lot of cum they need to get rid of." She arched her back, thrusting her tit deeper into his mouth, "You need to cum, baby?"
"Yes." He moaned around her nipples, "Please, auntie? Please make me come?"
He was amazed at how easy those words had come to him, almost as amazed as he was that his aunt was sitting here topless, jerking him off and letting him suck her perfect little tits.
"Well of course I'm going to make you come." She laughed, "But not like this, after all, you could give yourself a hand job, right?"
She eased her tit from his mouth and pushing him back against the pillow slid off the bed.
"Where are you going?" He asked, alarmed she had just been teasing him and was going to leave.
He answer was a sexy smile while she walked along the bed to stand at the foot of it. She hooked her thumbs into the sides of her shorts and putting her back to him, pulled them down. Billy's cock jumped between his legs as she revealed her incredible ass and he licked his lips when she bent over, exposing her pussy to him.
She straightened and when she turned his eyes went directly between her legs, taking in the small patch of reddish brown hair over her otherwise smooth slit.
"Like what you see?" She put her arms up, posing for him.
"Damn, you're hot." He whispered, while thinking it was finally going to happen! He was finally going to get laid, okay so what if it was his aunt? Hell that made it hotter!
"Am I your favorite aunt, honey?" She put her knees on the bed and crawled up towards him.
"I think you'd be anyone's favorite aunt." He whispered while staring at the sexy view of his naked aunt on her hands and knees making her way up between his legs.
Her perfect ass was in the air and her small tits were grazing the sheet as she lowered herself to the bed. Her long dark red hair was fanned out across her shoulders and back, and her green blue eyes locked onto his.
Auntie slid down onto her stomach, her face inches from his twitching cock and taking it in her hand, smiled, "How about your aunt gives you your first blow job?"
"I'd love that." He told her, no lie there that was for sure.
"Then love it." She told him and opening wide took him into her mouth.
"Oh, God!" Billy moaned as his cock was engulfed by his aunt's warm wet mouth.
"Hmm," She sighed as she took him deeper, her tongue sliding around his shaft.
He whimpered like an idiot, when auntie worked her lips down to the base of his shaft, then slipped her tongue out to tease his balls. She slowly worked her soft lips back up his hard shaft until just the tip was between her lips.
She sucked hard, and Billy groaned at the sensation of his pre cum being sucked from his cock. Auntie ran her tongue up and down his shaft, up one side then down the other. Stroking his wet cock, she lowered his head and he gasped when she began sucking and licking his balls.
She swirled her tongue around his sac, then teasing licked her way back up his shaft before taking him back into her mouth. This time she bobbed her head and with a sigh, he relaxed back into the pillows and watched his hot aunt suck his cock.
She moaned as she bobbed her head faster and her eyes were half closed and there was a look of bliss on her face as she worked him with her skilled mouth. Billy looked down the length of her body, taking in her long auburn hair fanned out on her back and the smooth skin of her back.
Her ass looked fantastic and her long legs were bent at the knee, as she playfully kicked her feet back and forth. He noticed her hips moving, grinding into the bed as she moaned and whimpered around her nephew's cock. Damn, blowing him was getting her worked up.
Speaking of being worked up, Billy could already feel his balls tightening and his thighs starting to shake. Auntie released his cock and with a smile said, "Don't worry about being quick, baby, its your first blow job and I'll take my time later, okay?"
Later? Holy shit, she was going to...his thoughts trailed off as he moaned when she took him deep into her mouth once more. This time when she bobbed her head it was no longer slow and easy, but fast and furious as if she were in a competition.
Billy moaned loudly as his aunt sucked him like a porn star, making sloppy wet sucking sounds as she let her spit slobber down his cock then slurped it back up. She cupped his balls and squeezed them gently as she sucked him deeper and faster.
"Oh, oh, please don't stop." He begged, "Please keep sucking auntie, please, please...oh, fuck!" Billy cried out when his balls tightened and his cock exploded into his aunt's mouth. She emitted a gurgling moan and continued to bob her head, sucking the cum from his spurting cock.
Her eyes rolled back and as Billy thrust his hips and gripped the sheet tightly in his fingers, he watched her let his cum drool from the sides of her mouth down his shaft. She quickly slurped it back up and he was moaning continuously as she squeezed his balls and sucked him even harder, working for every drop he had.
"Oh my god, auntie." He breathed, his heart pounding as she slowly eased him from her mouth. "That was..." he stopped talking when she opened her mouth and let his cum flow from her tongue and down onto his balls.
She lowered her head and made a show of cleaning them off with his tongue, before licking her lips, "How did you like your first blow job, baby?"
"I'll never forget it." He told her.
"I know that's what's so exciting about this." She leaned up on her knees between his legs, "Boys and girls never forget their first. Which means," she slid up over his waist, straddling him, her soft inner thighs pressing against his hips.
"That you'll never forget this."
Catching him by surprise, she lifted her hips, grabbed his cock and guiding it to her pussy sat down on him. They both cried out as she impaled herself on his cock and Billy moaned like an idiot at the feeling of his aunt's pussy.



She was hot and wet and so damned tight! He couldn't believe it, he was doing it, he was inside a woman and what a woman she was! Auntie rocked her hips sliding his cock in and out of her soft warm flesh.
"Oh, Billy, you have such a nice fucking cock." She sighed and moved her hips faster, "Hmm, you give this to that little redhead and she is going to be following you around like a puppy!"
Billy's reply was a low moan when she leaned over, bracing her hands over his shoulders and now working her hips up and down. He stared between them, transfixed by the sight of his long thick cock being devoured by his aunt's pussy.
She lowered her tits to his face and putting his arms around her, he sucked her right nipple into his mouth. Auntie moved side to side, letting him lick and suck each of her nipples as she rode him.
"And still so hard." She moaned, moving her hips harder, "This is why I love guys your age! Guys my age need time in between, but hot little studs like you? You haven't even gone down!" she giggled, "But you will be soon."
"I will?" Billy asked around her nipple. "You'll let me..."
"Honey, my job is to teach you to be with a woman, so of course you're going to eat your aunt's pussy." She sat up on him and moaned, "But let me ride this beautiful cock for awhile first."
Billy wasn't going to argue and grabbing her slender hips pushed and pulled on them, guiding her along his delighted cock. Auntie cupped her tits and stroked her nipples showing off for him. Billy stared at her pussy, his eyes lingering on her swollen clit and reaching out, pressed his thumb to it.
"Oh, there you go." She purred, "That feels good, honey!"
Billy rubbed her clit in slow circles the way they did in the movies and he gasped when her pussy contracted around his cock.
"Hmm, so nice." She moaned, then stopped moving her hips, "But if you want to make me come, baby, I want the first time to be with that tongue of yours."
First time? Again she sounded like she was promising more and he was fine with that!
Auntie eased off his cock and rolling over onto her back; spread her legs open for him. He rolled over between her legs and as she had done slid onto his stomach. He put his hands on her soft thighs and blew gently on her pussy.
She moaned and Billy took a deep breath, moaning at the scent of his aunt's pussy. She slid her hand down and spreading herself open, tapped her clit with her black fingernail, "Right there, baby, come give your favorite aunt a kiss."
Billy kissed her swollen clit, then flicked his tongue across it. A shiver went through her and she moaned softly when he did it again, but harder this time. He swirled his tongue around her hard button in a fast circle and her hips jerked and she moaned for him.
Pressing his tongue to her clit he teased her as she had done to him and slid his tongue down through the wet folds of her pussy. He savored the way she sighed in pleasure as he ran his tongue up and sown her wet slit, and loved the way she smelled and tasted, and the way her hot wet flesh felt against his lips.
She gasped when he pushed his tongue inside her and Billy moaned when he got a mouthful of her sweet sticky juices. He worked his tongue rapidly in and out of her dripping slit, reveling the way she moaned and the fact he wasn't just dreaming about licking pussy, he was doing it! Billy worked his tongue back up to her clit, encircling it with his lips and sucking gently.
"Put your fingers inside," She told him, "Push them in nice and deep while you lick me. A good lover uses everything, Billy and I know my sexy nephew wants to be a good lover."
He did as she asked, easing two fingers inside her and pumping them in and out as he sucked her clit. Auntie moaned and rocked her hips, pushing his fingers deeper and working her clit along his flickering tongue.
"That's it, baby, just like that." She purred, "Lick your aunt's pussy, make me come in your pretty face."
He turned his eyes up to see she was playing with her tits, squeezing them while running her thumbs over her nipples. Spurred on by that sexy sight he pumped his fingers harder and she moaned in appreciation.
She placed her left foot on his shoulder and playfully rubbed the soft sole of her right along his face. He turned from her pussy and surprised her by sucking her toes into his mouth.
"Ohh, I like that." She whispered.
Right now there wasn't a part of his aunt's body he wouldn't lick and after sliding his tongue along the tips of her toes, he ran it up and down the bottom of her foot. Her pussy contracted around his fingers and she moaned louder.
"Hmm, I might have to let you do that more later and maybe I'll reward you with a foot job," she moaned.
"A foot job?" He asked around her toes.
"Don't knock cumming on a woman's feet until you've done it," she told him, "But as much as I like having my toes sucked, I think you need to get back to my clit. Auntie needs to come, baby."
She put her foot on his shoulder and not needing to be told twice, Billy returned his tongue to her clit. This time he was more confident and licked and sucked harder while moving his fingers faster.
Auntie moaned and moved her hips in time with his fingers. She pushed her feet hard into his shoulders and lifted her ass off the bed as he sucked her clit.
"Right there, oh, right there!" She whimpered, "Keep sucking it, Billy, keep sucking auntie's clit!"
Her words caused his cock to twitch against the bed and he thrust his fingers harder while swirling his tongue as fast as he good. Her toes curled into his shoulders and she was now tugging hard on her nipples, stretching her rosy skin surprisingly far and twisting it.
"Oh, baby!" She cried out and Billy gasped when she clamped her thighs around his face and thrust her pussy into his tongue.
Auntie squealed and yelped as her fingers convulsed around his fingers and she ground her quivering pussy into his face, Billy kept licking and auntie kept coming. Her hips bucked and she squirmed on the bed, moaning and crying out as she came long and hard for her nephew.
His cock was aching to be back inside her hot pussy as it contracted around her fingers, but he could wait. Right now he was beside himself that he had made a woman come, and an older woman! Not to mention a damned hot one and, oh, yeah she was his mother's sister.
Auntie stopped moving and with a happy sigh, released his head from between her thighs.
"Honey, you do that for your cute little redhead you'll have a fan for life." She laughed, then smiled at him, "Well what are you waiting for, Billy? Fuck me."
She lifted her long legs up in an invitation that he didn't turn down. Sliding up to his knees he grabbed her ankles and thrust his cock into her warm pussy. Auntie yelped in surprise when instead of being nervous as he had been with her on top of him, he cut loose.
Billy fucked her with long hard strokes, looking down and smiling at the sight of his glistening cock disappearing into his aunt's hot little box. He put her legs together and as he had seen in some of the movies, put his shoulder against them and leaned forward.
"Oh, fuck!" Auntie cried out as her ass came off the bed and her feet were now over her head. Billy's hands were on the bed and suing his body to hold her legs back he hammered his cock down into her pussy.
"Fuck me!" She cried out, grabbing her tits and playing with them for him, "Give it to me, baby! You waited all this time to get some pussy, now go ahead and take it!"
Her hot talking drove him to fuck her even harder and the look on her face was almost as good as the act of fucking her. Auntie's blue eyes were bulging and her lips parted as she moaned and squealed under the assault of her nephew's cock.
Her red hair was spread out across the pillow and she was sweating, the light sheen of moisture on her chest and face making her look even sexier. He pounded away on her, his balls slapping against her ass and his cock making a soft squishing sound as he drove into her sopping pussy.
"Oh, look at you fucking me!" She moaned, "Look at you, baby! You're fucking your aunt so good!"
He smiled at her words and feeling more confident than he had ever felt in his life around a woman, she stopped fucking her, removed his cock and said, "Roll over."
"Ohh, I love it!" She cooed and quickly rolled onto her hands and knees, presenting her amazing ass to him.
Billy stared at her pink slit peeking out from between her thighs and spreading her ass cheek open buried his face in her ass and pussy.
"Oh, fuck!" Auntie called out as he shoved his tongue directly into her asshole. "You dirty boy! I love it!"
Billy pushed his rigid tongue in and out of her ass several times before sliding it down to suck her clit hard enough to make his lips smack. Auntie moaned and squirmed as he sucked, then unable to wait any longer, he grabbed her hips and slammed his cock into her so hard she pitched forward onto the bed.
She laughed as she ended up on her stomach, then moaned when he slid up over her and fucked her like that. She bucked her hips into his thrusting cock, then pushing herself up, began rocking back and forth, meeting his driving cock and taking him even deeper.
She shoved her ass against him so he was back on his knees and she was on hers and putting his hands on her shoulders, he held her still as he relentlessly slammed his cock into her.
"Yes!" She looked over her shoulder at hi, her blue eyes blazing in between the strands of sweat darkened auburn hair around her face. "Show me how bad you want me! Show me how good you're going to fuck Lindsay when she lets you have her pretty little pussy!"
Billy was breathing hard and his heart felt like it was going to pound through his chest, but he continued to fuck her as hard as he could. Growing even bolder, he grabbed a handful of his aunt's hair and pulled her head back as he fucked her.
"Oh fuck!" She moaned, "I'd wait a little while to do this to her, but I fucking love it!"
Billy jumped when he felt something touch his balls and he saw auntie had reached beneath her and was rubbing her clit.
"Keep fucking me, baby! Keep giving me that big hard cock, I want to come on it!"
Holy shit, she was hot! He thought as he fucked her with long hard strokes. He was damned proud of himself, fucking her this hard and lasting this long. What the hell had he been nervous about? This was so much fun and so easy!
He imagined Lindsay here with him, he would make her so happy! He would make her come and fuck her slower than this, but he would fuck her and she would love it! But that was another night, right now the incredible pussy he was fucking belonged to his smoking hot cougar aunt who was moaning and squealing her nephew's name as he hammered away at her.
He gasped and felt his balls tighten, but auntie moaned, "Oh, a little more, honey! Just fuck me a little more, please!"
Her talking wasn't helping him hold back, but he clenched his teeth and continued to fuck her, fighting against the trembling in his legs and the feeling he was ready to explode any second. He fought for every thrust, every second he could remain in his aunt's forbidden heat.
"Oh my fucking god!" Auntie howled and came on his cock.
Billy cried out as her pussy contracted around his thrusting cock and caused him to lose his battle to hold back. As auntie slammed her hips back into him and released a long loud wait, Billy moaned as his cock jerked inside her and erupted, sending a long stream of cum deep inside his aunts quivering pussy.
"Oh, yes!" She moaned, "Oh that feels so fucking good!"
They both moaned and thrust their hips, her pussy milking his squirting cock, sucking him dry as she convulsed in the throes of her orgasm. Billy kept thrusting and auntie kept moaning and squeezing him.
With a soft whimper, he stopped thrusting and pushing her ass against him, to keep him deep, auntie squeezed then released his cock several times, wringing a few more drops from her nephew's spent cock.
"Oh, wow." She sighed, "Not every day an aunt let's her nephew come inside her." She laughed as she slid forward onto her stomach, "They don't know what they're missing."
"Goddamn." Billy gasped, resting his hands on his knees and trying to catch his breath. As satisfied as he was, his eyes roamed up and down his aunt's body, lingering on her ass and her pussy visible between her thighs.
"You like your first time, baby?" She asked, rolling over onto her back.
"Oh, yeah." He smiled as his eyes found her small, but perfect tits, "Better than I'd thought it could be."
"Come down here." She patted the bed next to her, "Important lesson, Billy, always be affectionate afterwards. Never let your girl feel like a whore." She winked, "At least not at your age, eventually we kind of like feeling that way with the right guy."
Billy turned and laying back stretched out next to his naked aunt.
"I can't believe we did that." He told her.
"I know.' She laughed, "Your mother would fucking kill me if she knew about this. She said to talk to you."
"Well, good talk!" He kissed her cheek and they both laughed.
"So..." He began, nervously.
"So." She repeated, smiling at him as she rolled onto her side and propping herself up on her elbow looked down at him.
"Mom's gone all weekend and you said maybe we could...do it again?"
"Oh we will, honey we will." She sighed, "I figure we'll take a little nap, then I'll wake you up in a very fun way, then tomorrow morning you can make me breakfast" she giggled, "Literally, then we can play in the shower, we can fuck all weekend."
"Damn."
"On one condition." She put her finger up.
"Anything." He told her immediately.
"I like that. The condition is tomorrow morning and right in front of me, you call that sweet girl and you ask her out."
"Consider it done." He promised.
"Good, no more of my sweet, smart, sexy nephew being by himself because he's shy. You and Lindsay will make a cute couple and you have no excuses now. You'll know just what to do when the time comes."
"So, um, just this weekend?" He asked.
"Billy, this was so much fun. A hot dirty little thrill and with someone I really love, but that girl really likes you and I want you to be with someone you can be with all the time."
"Okay." He nodded, "I get it, but you're just so...wow."
"And I'll be your wow all weekend, baby." She yawned, "Damn I came so hard I'm ready for that nap."
"Me too." He slid his arm around her shoulders and kissed her lips, "Thank you, Auntie."
"Hey, I've always been the cool aunt, right?"
"Nah, he hugged her tightly against him, you're the hot aunt, remember?"
"I like the way you think, baby." She sighed, closing her eyes, "And tell you what, maybe here and there if you end up between girlfriends, we could you know, practice so you don't forget what I showed you. What do you think?"
"I think best Halloween movie night ever." He blinked as he caught his eyes closing, man he was beat all of a sudden, "Love you, Auntie Linda."
If she answered he didn't hear it as he fell into the best, most satisfied sleep of his life.
*****
"Like that, little brother?" Familial asked, sitting on the front stairs of Billy's house and looking at the row of pumpkins up and down the stairs on either side.
"You know I love first times." He slipped his arm affectionately around his sister, "Especially family first times."
"Because it reminds you of the night your sexy big sister took your virginity?"
"Because it reminds me of my first night with the love of my eternal life." He kissed the top of her head.
"Aw, that's so sweet." She smiled. "I'd be blushing if I wasn't already red. No wonder the other demons make fun of us."
"Hey, we spread love, they spread hate." He told her. "But it's just about midnight, guess this was it."
"Hey, we put four special couples together." She leane against him while picking up a small pumpkin with a smiley face carved into it.
"True, but the last one wasn't really a couple. He was lusting for her, but shit, he was lusting for women in general."
"And she did that to help him, but she got one hell of a dirty thrill out of it." Familial laughed. "Linda's a hot number, I think I'm going to watch her, she has a niece in college you know."
"A niece?" Incestial's interest was piqued.
'Yup, and one who is soon to start wondering what it's like to be with girls and you'll never guess who's bisexual."
"Oh, auntie likes them both, huh?"
"Yes and imagine if that holds off until mother's day when we're allowed to come back? We can get Linda to seduce her niece!"
"I do love how you think, sis." He told her. "I still would have liked them to be in love, but hey, lust works and I appreciate your gift to me. Always fun to keep losing my cherry to my sister."
"Time to go, Incestial." She stood up, still holding the small pumpkin. "I'm going to take this back. I love these little ones."
"I like them all." He put his hand on a large one with a witch carved into it. "They remind me of us."
"Nothing inside but seeds, like you?" She smirked.
"No, bitcherella," he sighed. "But they remind me of what we do."
"What's that?"
"Pump-kin." He laughed, "Get it, pump kin, because we..."
"Oh, my gourd! That was bad." She burst out laughing, "Get it? Oh, my gourd?" she waved the pumpkin at him.
"Ugh." He groaned.
"Oh, come on, little brother!" She put her fist up, "Don't leave me hanging!"
Happy Halloween!
*
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"Slut Roulette?" Sam burst out laughing. "Come on, Kev, really?"
"Yeah, really, Sammy," Kev rolled his eyes. "Forget how the name sounds. This site is fucking gold!"
"So let me get this straight," Sam leaned back in his chair and stared across the cafeteria table at his best friend since elementary school. "You go on this site and you can find women who'll just cam with you, and for free?"
"Yup! I'd never heard of it either until a guy from work started bragging about it. I tried it out two days ago." He went silent and sat there with a grin, waiting for Sam to ask.
Sam busted his chops by looking down at his hand and twisting his brand new class ring. The rings had been passed out this morning and he was thrilled with it. Ashley had been rubbing hers in his face for two years.
In typical bitchy big sis fashion she'd ragged on his occasionally borderline grades and claimed he's never get one because her dumb little brother would never graduate. He knew she's only been kidding and in some way trying to motivate him, but he couldn't wait to get home and shove it in her face.
As he looked at the ring, he rubbed at the bandage wrapped around the finger next to it. He'd been so caught up looking at his ring he'd slipped in woodshop and sliced his finger with a utility knife. The only bandages they had were bright green and it looked ridiculous.
"Guess you don't care," Kev lost the quiet game, and Sam laughed.
"Okay, fine. Tell me all about it."
"Glad you asked, bro!" Kev clapped his hands then looked around at the tables around him as if he were worried people would over hear him.
"Don't worry, Kev, no one pays attention to you." He'd said it loudly and the two girls at the next table laughed at him.
"Nice." Kev rolled his eyes.
"I do what I can," Sam replied smiling over at the girls. Well one in particular. Nicole Wilson. Damn was she fine and seemed really nice. He'd been trying to get up the nerve to ask her out for the last month and with only two weeks left in his senior year he'd better do it quick.
"Don't bother, Nicole's going out with Dave from the baseball team." Kev spoke as loud as he had and Sam's face flushed as he quickly looked away from Nicole and her friend.
"Aww, that's okay, I'm flattered, Sam!" Nicole called over to him.
"Thanks." He gave her an awkward wave, then kicked Kev under the table. "Asshole."
"Oh, come on, that was good!"
Sam tried to look pissed, then laughed. The ring had him in a great mood all day. "Yeah, you're right, touché."
"I do what I can," he mocked him. "But okay, so back to this site. I'm thinking what you are. Yeah right or maybe it works but only when you pay big bucks."
"You going to tell me different?"
"Sam? That sites the real fucking deal! You sign up for free then you can pick from these categories like milfs and teens and lesbians and..."
"She males for you?" Sam smirked.
"Nah, your mom's not on there. I looked."
"Ouch!"
"Well, let me finish. Then I notice you can search for local girls. But they warn you if you do that to set your web cam so you only see neck down."
"Wait, they see you too?"
"Its not like the regular cam sites where a bunch of guys watch the same girl and type to them. This is one on one and they see you too, and you talk to them."
"That's as risky as showing your face though, I mean if it were someone you knew." Sam pointed out.
"Not really they have this filter the voice sounds kind of...I don't know distorted."
"So they talk dirty to you and sound like Darth Vader?"
"No, you dope. It just sounds kind of like there's an echo like the regular cams. Still sounds sexy, but just a little different. I could hear it in my voice coming through on her end."
"So you talked to some girl?"
"Not just some girl, a smoking hot girl! Did more than talk too." He leaned closer across the table. "We talked dirty and she got friggin naked and played with herself in front of me while I jerked off for her." He whistled. "Man I shot a big fucking load for her."
"Fucking gross!" Sam scrunched up his face in disgust. "Tell me about her, not you!"
"She was so hot! I could only see neck down, but she had nice long light brown hair and her tits? Goddamn man! They weren't really big, but perfect! And she talked so fucking dirty! Told me to stroke it, how bad she wanted it in her mouth."
"No shit?" Sam had to admit he was getting interested. He'd been striking out left and right lately and just plain whacking off was getting old fast. Maybe this would be worth a try.
"Yeah, and she showed me," he lowered his voice to a whisper, "Her pussy and played with it and had me tell her how I wanted to eat it and fuck it."
"Wow, and was she older? Like a Milf?"
"Nope, I put in to search within five years of my age. Couldn't be more than twenty three. Man, she was wild, got on her knees and stroked her pussy from behind and talked about me shoving it in her damn ass and when she got off? Dude, this girl was not faking! Sounded so hot I went off on the spot."
"Slut roulette?" Sam asked.
"Yeah, now you're interested!" Kev clapped him on the arm. "Then she told me how she'd friggin lick it up if she were there."
He grinned. "Actually she said if she were there it would have gone in her mouth." He sighed. "Tell you what, if she had stayed on I think I could have just kept jerking and gotten off again."
"I have to say you have me interested." Sam admitted. "Not sure if I could do it though. You know, take it out and talk nasty."
"Well, with a needle dick like you probably have I guess you have a point."
"Your mom didn't complain."
"My mom's a she male remember? You been with her?"
"You're on a roll today, Kev."
"I've been on a roll since last night and after I get home from work tonight I'm going on again."
"Just seems too easy. What if it's someone you know, or they know you?"
"That's why you do neck down and make up a nick name." Kev snapped his fingers, "And set up your lap top so there's nothing behind you that might have your name on it or something that might tell them about you, like your dunkin uniform, shit like that."
"Good advice."
"Going to try it aren't you?" he grinned at him.
"I'll scope out the site, but I don't know if I can. You might have gotten lucky with a girl first try."
"Yeah I had some duds the first two, but got off them quick and found that hot little number."
"Might be dudes on there too, busting balls and she males and..."
"Hey!" Kev slapped his forehead. "Just thought of something. "You can search by name once you know someone. She was naughtykitten96."
"Hmm, so she's twenty," Sam noted. "An older woman! By two years anyway."
"Huh, didn't even think of that. Anyway, try looking her up."
"But then I'll be thinking of your gross ass talking to her." He shuddered. "Nasty."
"You're right after seeing me what she want with you." Kev jumped when the bell rang. "Well I have to work tonight and won't be around, but if you go one, promise me you'll tell and let me know if you had any fun."
"I'll tell if I do it. I'm not really sure I could go through with it."
"Your loss, Sammy," Kev grabbed his book bag and hurried off.
Sam grabbed his own bag and grinned to himself. Who was he kidding? Of course he'd check it out.
Naughtykitten96 here I come, he thought. Maybe literally! He laughed as he headed for his next class.
***** "Hey, Mom, check it out!" Sam exclaimed as he entered the living room and showed off his ring to her.
"Looks great!" Mom gave him a hug. "I'm happy to see you're excited. That ring will be a great keepsake for the rest of your life and you'll always know you earned it."
"That's right," he nodded. "Now I'm going to go shove this in Ashley's face!"
"Sam, you know your sister was only busting you up. She's thrilled your graduating."
"I know, but I still want to show it off and tell her she was wrong."
"Okay, but do it later." Mom told him. "She just got home a few minutes ago and said she has a bad headache and is going to lay down until dinner, so leave her alone."
"No problem, I'll wait until she's feeling better then say 'take that bitchy big sis!'" He laughed.
"Whatever makes you happy." Mom shook her head. "The two of you. I don't get why you pick on each other when you know damn well you love each other."
"Because that's what brothers and sisters do!" Sam pointed to her. "You and Aunt Linda fight all the time!"
"Well played." Mom bowed her head. "Now go upstairs and do homework or play video games for a while. Your dad's working a little late so we're not going to eat for an hour or so."
"No problem," he turned away from her grinning. "I have something I need to research on the web today."
"See, Sam! It's that work ethic that gets you what you want in life!"
"I hope so!" he called back over his shoulder."
*****
"Okay, let's see if Kev was pulling my leg or what." Sam muttered as he sat down on the edge of his bed.
He had his lap top on the night stand he'd pulled over to the bed so it would be facing the one wall where he didn't have any posters. Not that seeing a bunch of pictures of Metallica and Iron Maiden album covers and concert photos was a giveaway to who he was, but he wanted to be as careful as possible.
He had even tossed on a plain black t-shirt in place of the Roger Williams Zoo staff shirt he'd had on. The one that had his first name on his chest from the summer he'd volunteered there. That would have been an epic fail, right there.
Sam turned his web cam on and carefully positioned it so he couldn't see above the neckline of his shirt and went onto Slut Roulette. He registered with a yahoo e-mail he'd just created and stared at the pictures of hot nude women on the home page while he waited for the e-mail confirmation.
When he got it, he clicked back to the site and rolled his eyes at the message 'welcome Joe98' couldn't he have come up with better? Probably, but he didn't want to create anything dirty that would look lame.
He looked at the options and decided rather than to explore and end up with a bunch of misfires to see if he could find the girl Kev had mentioned. He selected 'local members' then picked the eighteen to twenty one category.
A list appeared with names and small thumbnail pics.
"Wow," he whispered as he looked at some of the picks. Some were of bare asses and tits, some were full nudes and others in lingerie, but none showed their faces.
He thought about trying one of a girl named Ruby in a red thong and stockings and mothing else, but it said she was offline. When he saw he list was several pages long he decided to look for the search members near you and typed in Naughtykitten96
"Kev, you the man!" he whistled when her profile came up.
He was looking at another neck down image of a girl in a short denim shirt that only went about hallway down to her stomach. It was open and she was wearing nothing beneath. One of her hands was teasingly holding one half of the shirt over her left breast.
The other half of the shirt was resting on her right breast and showing off the inner half of it, but just covering her nipple. The bottom was just as sexy; a pair of denim daisy duke shorts that were cut off so high the bottoms of the pockets were hanging out.
Her thighs were well toned and tanned as was her hard flat stomach. Damn she looked in shape and damn hot! He could just see her neck and just the bottom of her chin, but her long dirty blonde hair was down in front of her and went just beneath her breasts.
He imagined seeing her hair like that without the shirt, her nipples peeking through it. Sam found the would you like to send an invitation to Naughtykitten96 and crossing his fingers clicked yes.
"Uh-oh." He frowned when a box came up. "Type your message to naughtykitten96 here. Be sexy and clever, make me want to talk to you!"
"Man..." Sam's fingers hovered over the keyboard. "Okay, here goes."
"Hey Kitten, this is Joe and I live nearby. This is my first time here and your avatar blew me away! My god you're hot! I love your hair and your sexy outfit. I'd love to see even more of you. Please make my first time here a memorable one!"
Sam hit send and immediately wanted to smack himself, but what the hell else could he say? He wondered what Kev had said? It was hard to picture him being smooth. He sat there nervously, his heart racing then jumped when there was a beep and a message flashing across the screen.
"Naughtykitten96 wants to chat with you! Make sure your cam is on so she can see you too!"
The screen flickered and Sam found himself looking at Naughtykitten who was sitting back on her bed in similar fashion to him. She wasn't dressed as sexy as her AV wearing a tight black t-shirt that hello kitty on it. The waist down was better though.
Her legs crossed and stretched out on the bed and a good portion of them were visible due to the very short plaid skirt. She was barefoot and her toes curled forward, showing off her blue toe nail polish and she was sporting a silver ring on each of her middle toes.
Her hair was visible, but in a ponytail on either side, like pig tails. He realized the shirt actually matched as she was sporting a naughty school girl look. Staring at her hair he noticed had on a black choker with the words bad kitty on it.
"Hi Joe!" she spoke through the lap top and he quickly lowered the volume as she'd come through really loud.
Sam noticed what Kev was talking about, there was a sort of metallic sound to her voice as if the speakers were echoing, but she still sounded damn fine.
"Hi, um, Kitten?"
"Kitty's fine!" she pointed to him and laughed. "We match because you're a Panther!"
"What?" he asked confused.
"You're school ring! Johnston High, you're a Panther!"
Smart, Sam, really damn smart. "Yeah, sorry, didn't get that."
"I went there, graduated two years ago." She sounded relaxed and casual which on one hand made him relax a little, but made him feel like an idiot that...
"And you got a booboo on your other finger." She laughed. "Cute band aid"
Okay, now he didn't just feel dumb, he felt like a total loser.
"Oh, I uh cut it in woodshop." Why would he tell her that?"
"You're nervous, huh? Don't be!" she lowered her head just enough he caught her mouth which was turned into a big friendly smile. Her lips were coated in hot pink making him think she knew was getting him to think about her lips, and he was.
"A little. This is my first time on here."
"That's why I figured I'd talk to you." Her tongue slipped out across her lips. "I want to take your cam cherry!" she burst into a giggle that, along with her licking those full pink lips had his cock already swelling.
"I really like your shirt." Oh for fuck's sake could he be any lamer?
"Thank you!" she put her hand over the Hello Kitty on her shirt and Sam noticed her long bright blue nails. "It's brand new! I bought it with the skirt just to play with my friends here."
"You have a lot of friends here?" Why do you care you moron? Come on Sam act like you're eighteen not eight.
"Some, I'm kind of new myself. Only been on a month, but I've had a lot of fun!" she released a purr that sent a shiver through him. "I'm a very playful kitty!"
"You look playful," Okay, that wasn't too bad. "Look pretty damn sexy, actually."
"Hmm, you're not looking too bad from what I can see, that shirt's nice and snug. You have nice arms."
"Thanks!" He caught himself before he said "I work out" at which point he would have logged off in shame.
"Course I'd love to see more." She ran her hands up her shirt, then fondled her breasts through it. "I'm glad you like the kitty on my shirt, but I bet you'd rather see what's under it wouldn't you?"
"I'd love to see what's under that shirt," he had to force himself to speak slowly.
"You want to see my titties, baby?" she pulled the shirt far enough up to reveal the bottom of her braless breasts.
"Please?" he asked softly as he stared at the sweet curves of the bottom of her tits.
"Please? That's sweet! I like sweet! Makes me want to get even nastier." She pinched her nipples though the black shirt. "I like making good boys bad."
"I so want to be bad," he breathed, sending her into another giggle.
"Well, see I'd take off my shirt, but there's one problem."
"What?" he was suddenly nervous again. Was this the bait and switch? Would he have to pay? If so where was his debit card?
"You still have your shirt on! How can you expect kitty to take her shirt off when yours is still on?"
"Well, ladies first no?" he laughed.
"Nice try, but baby? I'm no lady. I'm a dirty little slut and I'll be your slut, but you want to see some skin, I need to see some first."
His slut? Sam grabbed the bottom of his shirt and pulled it off so fast he heard it rip.
"Nice!" she once again showed her mouth and ran her tongue along her lips. "You play sports, baby?"
"Football the last two years," he said as he tossed his shirt away.
"Flex for me! Let me see those muscles."
Feeling like a fool, but there were some hot tits to be seen and it's not like she knew who he was. Sam flexed his arms and she cooed delightedly.
"You're pretty damn sexy, Joe! If I were there I'd be running my hands up and down those muscles. Then I'd be using my tongue, licking your nipples, then down that hard stomach to something a lot harder!"
"It's getting harder," he lowered his arms and made a show of shifting in his seat to adjust the bulge in his jeans. "A lot harder."
"Ba-by!" she purred sending a thrill through him, Christ even with the slight metallic twang to her voice she sounded hot. "You look like you have something big and hard for kitty to play with!"
"It will get bigger when I see those pretty tits." He surprised himself with how bold he was becoming and she picked up on it.
"Not so nervous now, are you? Good. I want to have fun today! Take your pants off for me."
"You haven't taken your shirt off yet." He reminded her.
"Come on, baby, you'll still be in your underwear, which is if you're wearing any."
"Are you?" he tried to stare up between where her legs were crossed.
"Yup, see?"
She spread her wide, showing off the thin strip of black material between her tanned thighs.
"Damn." He whispered when she put her hand between her legs and rubbed her pussy through the thong.
"Hmm, they're awfully wet. I'll have to take them off soon. She kept her legs open and pointed. "See, I showed you something. Now take your pants off for me."
"I..." He could take his pants off, but he knew what would be next. Could he really go through with this?"
"Please?" she pushed her lips into a pout. "Pretty please? Kitty will show you her tits. Promise!" she giggled again. "I'll even play with them for you."
Sam stood up and before he lost his nerve pulled his jeans down. He slid them off then sat back down in just his boxers.
"Now that's what I'm talking about!" Kitty whistled, "Baby, you're very happy to see me!"
Sam looked down and had to admit he felt pretty good about the way his hard cock was filling his boxers.
"Okay, seeing you were a good boy." Kitty crossed her arms and pulled her shirt up over her head.
Kev, I owe you one, Sam thought as he took in the most amazing tits he'd ever seen. Granted he'd only been with two girls so hadn't seen a lot of tits, but this girl could be a damn porn star with the pair she had.




They weren't that big, but damn they were fine. Nice and round and firm with hard pink nipples that had small silver hoops pierced through them. As promised she cupped her tits and squeezed them, then ran her thumbs across her nipples.
"Like those tits, baby?"
"They're fucking amazing." He told her, getting her to laugh.
"What would you do to my pretty tits? Tell me!"
"I'd lick them and suck on them, and while I suck one I'll play with the other nipple." Sam had no idea where this was coming from, but it was flowing and he wasn't going to stop.
"I'd love to put my cock between them and tit fuck them while I rub your nipples."
"That sounds soooo hot!" she cooed. "I'd lay on my back and you'd push your big dick through my tits and I'd lick and suck on your head each time you did."
"And I'd squeeze them together nice and hard and fuck them faster and then I'd blow a big load right in your pretty face."
"Fuck, yeah!" she let her right tit go and put her hand between her legs. "What about this? What would you do with this?"
"Jesus," he swallowed when she tugged her thong to the side and showed him her completely smooth pink slit. "I'd...do anything you wanted me to."
"That's cheap, baby." She teased her finger through her slit, her blue nail looking incredible against her pink flesh. "Tell Kitty what you'd do with this tight hot and oh, so wet fucking pussy!"
"I'd get right on my knees and spread it open and shove my tongue right in that hot little slit." He declared, his hand straying to his cock and rubbing it through his boxers.
"Hmm, you'd tongue fuck me, wouldn't you? Suck hard and get a big mouthful of my sticky juices wouldn't you?"
"I'll slurp them up, then start sucking on your hard clit and shove two of my fingers into that tight cunt."
"Cunt? Oh, that is so naughty, Joe!" she gasped.
"Oh, sorry!" Jeez, why had he used that word?
"Don't be sorry! Keep going!" she laughed. "Tell me again about your fingers!"
"I;m going to shove them into your..."
"Say it!"
"Your tight cunt and..."
"Nice and hard, you're not going to be easy are you?"
"No, nice and hard! Make you squeal for me! Finger fuck you and put my thumb on your pink clit and rub it."
"Oh, Joe you're so fucking good at this! You're getting me so wet, see?" she brought her other hand down and spread her pussy wide open showing off her glistening pink folds and the small opening he'd love to be in right now.
She pushed her fingers inside that hole and thrust them in and out roughly. "Yeah, Joe, fuck my tight twat with those strong fingers! Oh, get me ready for that big cock!"
She removed her fingers and lowered her face enough to see her mouth, then sucked her fingers into it.
"Suck them like you'd suck my cock!" Wow, he was becoming a natural he thought.
"Hmm-mmm!" she bobbed her head sliding her fingers in and out of her mouth. She removed them and ran her tongue along her finger then teased it around her fingertip as if it were the head of his cock.
To his surprise she spit on her finger then slurped up the spit noisily.
"Baby, I can't really get into to pretending to suck a cock I can't see! Come on, Joe, give kitty her treat!"
Overcome by lust, Sam didn't hesitate to stand and whip his underwear down. His hard cock sprang free and when he sat back down, kitty exclaimed.
"Oh my god, Joe! That's a big fucking dick!"
She sounded completely sincere and he felt himself grinning like an idiot. The other two girls he'd been with had mentioned he was pretty well hung, but one of them they'd been each other's first and he doubted she had any real idea. But he assumed 'Kitty' had seen her share.
"Stroke it for me!" She demanded.
Joe wrapped his hand around his aching cock and groaned softly as he slowly stroked it. She must have heard it because she said,
"Hmm, someone really needs to cum!"
"I wish I could come all over you."
"Yeah? Where? All over these tits?" she held them up for him. "Or all over my slutty face or in my dirty little whore mouth?"
Damn, Kev was right about everything. This girl talked as dirty as any porn star!
"In your mouth," he answered and just thinking of it made his cock jump in his hand.
"Guess what, Joe? You wouldn't have a choice! A cock like that, damn straight I'm sucking it until you blow a big load down my throat!"
"Kitty...you're really naughty," he laughed.
"If I were there with you? I'd be on my knees and pumping that cock with one hand while I played with those big full balls with the other."
"I'd be licking and teasing and making you moan and get you so frustrated you'd grab my head and shove my mouth on that big fucking cock!"
"Fuck those pink lips would look so good around my cock." He groaned as he pumped his cock faster.
"I'd take it nice and deep and bob my head! I'd be moaning and gagging and drooling and you'd be pulling on my pig tails forcing my poor little mouth up and down that big sloppy dick!"
"Play with your pussy for me." He tried to sound as demanding as her, but it still came out softer than he wanted it to.
"This pussy?" Kitty stood up on the bed and turning around shimmed her ass back and forth.
She unzipped he skirt and shook her ass, causing it to fall around her ankles. She stepped out of it, then pushed her thong down her hips. She bent over in front of the screen, pushing her ass out while she worked the thong to her feet.
"God, you have a fine ass!" he whistled. "I'd love to spank that ass!"
"I'd love to let you!"
Keeping her back to him, she got on her knees so she was in the doggy style position. She reached beneath her and spread her pussy open for him.
"How's that view?"
"Fucking incredible!" Joe slowed his hand down to barely moving otherwise he'd pop off in another minute.
"I wish you were here behind me shoving your face in my wet fucking snatch and licking and sucking me! I'd want you to shove your tongue in my asshole and give me a rim job! Would you, Joe? Would you be a dirty boy and eat my ass?"
"I'd shove my tongue anywhere you'd let me," he was getting even more wound up than before at the imagery both in front of him and in his mind. "I'd shove my tongue in your ass while I pushed my fingers in your pussy and spread it nice and wide so I can fuck you!"
"Tell me!" Kitty moaned and the sound caused his hand to move faster on his cock. "Tell me how you'd fuck me! I want to come while you fuck me!"
Her finger was moving rapidly on her clit and looking closely he could see her tits beneath her and she was playing with her left nipple.
"I'd get on my knees behind you and grab your hips and slam my cock hard into that tight wet cunt of yours. I'd fuck you long and hard and I'd keep slapping that ass! I'd spank you as hard as I was fucking you! Making that ass as red as your skirt!
"Yes, oh, yes!" she squealed. "Fuck me, Joe! Take me nice and hard!"
"I'd reach up and grab those pig tails and pull your head back so hard it would hurt!"
"Ow! Oh, Joe! It hurts! Oh, please! Oh you're cock is so big it hurts!"
His hand was going faster and he was talking just as fast. He'd never talked dirty to a girl before, but it was flowing out of him as he'd been doing it his whole life.
"Then I'll shove your head down into the bed and push your face into the pillow and lean over you so I'm fucking you even deeper."
"Fuck yeah!" Kitty cried out, "Keep going Joe! Keep telling me how you'll claim my pussy how you'll make me your little cock whore!"
Cock whore...okay, she still had him beat.
"Pound my sloppy fucking cunt! Make me yours!"
"Fucking you so hard my balls are slapping your clit and you're biting the pillow. I push you down more."
He paused to moan as he watched her two fingers work her clit in rough circles. Her hips were rocking and she was making high pitched little yelping sounds as if he were actually fucking her. In a simple, but sexy move, she crossed her legs at the ankles and closed them. Her fingers were a blue blur across her pink slit and she was moaning louder and louder.
"That's right slut," he had to stop stroking or he wouldn't even be able to speak. "Look at you on your knees, face down and ass up, just like a fucking skank should be! Look at you..."
"Oh, fuck! Fuck, fuck!" Kitty exclaimed and then released a wail so loud it startled him.
She repeated the sound and her hips were going wild as she kept diddling her clit. Her knees were bending, causing her feet to thump up and down on the bed. Her wail, turned into softer squeals and as he watched, her entire body shuddered and she let her legs slide straight out beneath her.
She remained lying on her stomach, her legs dangling off the bed on either side of the screen and he stared at her glistening slit. Her ass was trembling and he could see her pussy quivering.
She slowly rose to her knees, keeping her back to him, and then carefully turned around, making sure to keep her face out of view. He wondered what she looked like. With a body that hot she had to be gorgeous.
"Damn, I came so hard!" Once more, Kev was right, no way could she have faked that, hell she was still out of breath. "Now it's your turn. Jerk it for me, Joe."
He grabbed his cock and tried to start slow, but he was so damn hard he felt like he was going to pop and his damn balls were aching.
"I'm on my knees for you again. I'm moaning and slobbering all over that big cock. Its all slimy with my spit and I'm being a total fucking pig."
"There's drool all over my chin and my tits and I run my tongue down your shaft and I clean your balls. I lick them clean and suck on them while I jerk that big fat dick in my soft little hand."
"But you want me to suck it don't you?" she asked, her hand straying to her pussy and lightly caressing her still swollen clit.
"Suck it," he moaned, he was getting close. "Please keep sucking it!"
"Hmm," she began making loud gagging noises and his hand moved even faster over his cock which was now glistening like her pussy from smearing his pre cum all over his shaft as he jerked it.
"I'm sucking it so hard! I'm moaning and jerking it and my eyes are rolling back and I'm gagging myself on your dick! Oh, Joe! Your little slut is working so hard on your cock! Give it to me, baby! Give me that big load!"
Sam moaned as his cock twitched in his hand and his balls tightened.
"Come on, baby," she whimpered in a little girl voice, "Kitty wants cream, feed it to me!"
That last line sent him over the edge and he gasped when a huge thick spurt of come erupted from his cock. It shot straight into the air and came down all over his hand and stomach.
"Hmm!" she made a gurgling noise. "Yes, shoot it down my throat! More, Joe! Keep feeding it to me! Keep shooting that hot thick load down my throat! Hmm there's so much and I'm sucking for every drop just a like a good girl would!"
"Oh my god." Joe moaned as he stared at the biggest load he'd ever blown. His hand was covered and there were several small puddles on his stomach and a splatter half way up his chest.
"Wow..." he breathed. "Holy shit that was intense."
"Yeah, it was!" Kitty remained where she was with her legs still wide open, but no longer playing with her slit. "Seriously, I've been on here a few weeks and this is the best time I've ever had."
"Yeah?" he caught himself leaning in and almost showing his face. "Want to play again?"
"Anytime." She sighed, "When you around tomorrow?"
"Hey, um...this says you live within a couple of miles of me." He took a deep breath. "Want to meet? Maybe we could you know...go out."
"You don't want to go out with me." She laughed. "You want to go home with me."
"That too," he admitted.
"Sorry, Joe, but this is for fun for me. I wouldn't act like this with some guy."
"No?" Why did he care, just say thanks and look for her again tomorrow.
"Nope. I mean..." it was her turn to pause. "I'd love to be this dirty for a boyfriend, but I could only act like this if I really liked the guy. He'd have to be really good to me to get me to be this bad."
"I get it." He nodded even though she couldn't see him. "He'd have to earn it."
"Exactly and most guys just think the girl should be their porn star, but if you want that then you better be my porn star and most are just selfish jerks and duds."
She shrugged and he loved the way her tits bounced. "That's why I do this. I get to be a dirty girl." She giggled. "I'm a closet slut!"
"I'd like in that closet." He told her. "But I mean maybe we could go on a date and just talk and..."
"You're cute Joe and a lot nicer than a lot of the assholes on here and you were really fun. I'll do this again with you, but no meet ups. I'm sure you're nice, but a lot of sick people out there."
"I understand."
He tried not to sound disappointed, but figured he could count himself lucky she wasn't making fun of him. He was acting pretty pathetic trying to get a date with a girl who played with herself and talked dirty to any guy she felt like on the internet. Odd that she seemed so normal right now after acting so dirty, then again he had done the same.
"I have tomorrow off so if you're up for it log on in the morning. I'll probably be on."
"Kitty, I think I'll always be up for you." He wasn't kidding his cock was still fairly hard.
"I bet," she laughed. "Good night, Joe, you were really sexy and fun and...sweet." She lowered her mouth to the screen and blew him a kiss. "Sweet dreams sexy."
Before he could reply the screen went blank and with a sigh he closed his lap top and lay back on his bed ignoring the slimy mess on his stomach. He rested his equally messy hand on his thigh, staring down at his finally deflating cock and sighed.
Damn that had been fun. He glanced over to where his cell phone was at the foot of the bed. He thought about texting Kev and telling him he had a hell of a story for him tomorrow. It seemed like too much work to sit up and get the phone and instead he closed his eyes and let his mind drift as he tried to picture what Kitty looked like.
*****
"Hey, you alive in there you little shit!"
Sam jerked into a sitting position as Ashley's voice was accompanied by her pounding on his door. Shit had he even remembered to lock it? He yanked the bed spread up and across his stomach and crotch.
"I'm up!" he called back hoarsely. "Don't come in, I'm not decent."
"You've never been decent!" Ashley quipped from outside his room. "Get your ass downstairs, its dinner time!"
"Yeah, I'll be down in a minute."
"I bet that's all it takes," she laughed nastily and with a parting bang on his door wandered off.
Sam waited until he heard her feet on the stairs before he risked flipping the covers off. He grimaced at the sight of the semi dried cum on his stomach and gingerly sliding across the bed, grabbed the tissues on his night stand and wiped himself off.
Coming like that had really knocked him out he thought when he saw it was after five. He'd slept for over an hour. He still felt groggy, like he was hungover. He wondered what he'd feel like if he'd actually fucked her.
He had no doubt that little wild cat would have fucked him senseless and kept looking for more. He bet she could get it too. All she'd have to do is either talk dirty or better yet, suck him the way she described. Who the hell could resist that body and those lips?
Still moving in slow motion he forced himself to slip his underwear and jeans back on and don the black t-shirt. He slipped into his sneakers and left his room. When he reached the bottom of the stairs, he felt himself waking up and a huge smile spread across his face. Damn, that had been a good time and now he got to do what he'd looked forward to all day.
He entered the dining room and came up behind Ashley who had her back to him, sitting in the middle of the table with mom on one end and dad on the other. Reaching around her, he put his hand in her face.
"Read it and weep, sis! Look what I got!"
"Get your hand out of my face, you dweeb!" she put her hand on his forearm to push it away then stopped. "You have a class ring," she spoke softly and sounded weird. "And a bandaid."
"Yeah I got a class ring!" he laughed. "The one you said I'd never get and..." he stopped when he looked at her hand on his arm. Her nails were electric blue. The same as Kitty's. Wow, that was an awkward coincidence. But Ashley always painted her nails in neon colors.
"Sam, we're all proud of your ring. Even your sister." Dad spoke up. "But get your hand out of her face and sit down and eat."
"Sorry, pop." He gave Ashley a last look, but she now had her head down and he wondered what was up with her.
Mom noticed too as when he made his way to the other side of the table, she asked. "Honey, you okay? You're head still hurt?"
"I...I'm okay, I think." she barely whispered.
"She's just bummed because I got my ring and she can't bust me up anymore." Sam joked as he pulled his chair out and sat down.
"Wow, mom those chops look good!" he exclaimed, picking up his fork and reaching for the platter in the center of the table to spear one. "I'm starving and..."
He stopped in mid-sentence when his eyes landed on Ashley across the table.
She was wearing a black hello Kitty t-shirt.
"And what?" Dad prompted.
"And, um...I can't wait to dig in." he managed to finish. He stabbed a chop and whipped it onto his plate so quickly it almost slid off, but he didn't want the folks to see his hand was shaking.
His entire body seemed to tremble and he felt as if someone kicked him in the stomach.
"Jeez, kid, they're not going anywhere." Dad joked.
Sam forced a weak smile, then stared at his older sister. The shirt, the nails...her long hair that was currently pulled into a pony tail was dirty blonde.
Ashley still had her head down and his heart hammered in his chest when he realized he now knew exactly what Naughtykitten96 looked like. She finally looked up, her baby blue eyes meeting his before she quickly looked away.
Sam had just had cybersex...with his sister. Jesus Christ, he'd jerked off in front of her and never mind what she'd done in front of him!
"Ashely?" Dad asked. "Seriously, you feeling okay? You look sick."
"I...my head really hurts, dad. I need to go back to bed."
"Of course." Mom said, "Get some rest. Want me to bring you up a plate later?"
"No, my stomach is pretty sick too." Ashley pushed away from the table and with one last troubled look at him turned and slowly walked to the stairs.
Sam watched her, unable to help himself, his eyes dropped to her ass in the tight jeans she was wearing. He'd seen that ass. She'd told him to lick her damn ass...Oh fuck me, he thought.
"Sam, you sick too?"
"Oh, uh, no." he took a deep breath. "I was just worried about Ash, she really doesn't look good."
"See that?" dad reached over and clapped him on the shoulder. "I knew you cared about your sister!"
"Of course he does." Mom added with a smile. "You two can pretend all they want, but you're a lot closer than you want people to think aren't you?"
"Closer than ever," he sighed.
*****
For the fourth time in the last half hour Sam got up from his desk and walked towards his door. This time he would do it. This time he would have the nerve to leave his room and go knock on his sister's door and tell her they had to talk.
Or did they? As it had the previous three times, that question stopped him cold. Did they really need to discuss it? It was obvious that it had happened. So what was there to talk about?
They'd seen each other naked and watched each other get off and talked like phone sex operators. What was there to say except it was pretty fucking disturbing and damn straight neither of them would ever tell anyone. It would just be a dirty secret. Hell, they'd probably laugh about it years from now.



There were a couple other disturbing things about this. First off was the fact his sister could act like that. Ashley wasn't quite a wallflower type, but she was on the quieter side at school and work. She'd never been one of the 'popular' kids and in the two years they'd gone to the same school he'd never heard any rumors about her which he was glad about.
She'd had a few boyfriends since dad had let her officially start dating at sixteen, but only one, the first one had lasted more than a year. Even now in college she wouldn't join any sororities and avoided all parties.
Ashley never dressed sexy. She generally favored loose fitting t-shirts and jeans which never showed much of what she had. The only time Sam recalled her looking hot was last year when she lost a bet to her best friend and had to go out to an under twenty one club dressed to kill.
He remembered sitting in the parlor and when she walked by him on her way out with her friend he'd done a double take and flat out gawked at her. Ashley had been in a one piece painted on micro dress and fuck me shoes that had their parents been home, they would have grounded her for even thinking o going out like that.
Ashley's hair had been down and teased out and she was wearing heavy makeup. That was the first and only time Sam had ever looked at her and thought 'wow' but even that thought vanished as soon as she'd left his view.
He knew Ashley was pretty and had seen her enough times in a bathing suit at the beach or by their pool to know she had a nice body. But he knew that simply in the sense of thinking if he were looking at another girl who looked like that he'd think she was sexy.
She was his sister and he acknowledged her being attractive the same way he'd think about the fact she had blue eyes.
The fact that she could show herself off like that and talk that dirty and flat out be that dirty was as much a shock as the fact he'd seen her do it. Where the hell had that come from? He was pretty sure if Ashley was that wild in real life he'd have heard it around school, guys always talked about what their girls did for them.
He wasn't mad at her in anyway. How could he be? He was on the same damn site and did the exact same thing. It was just shocking. Sam doubted there was anyone who knew her would thing she was capable of that. In fact the only thing he'd ever heard about her from an ex-boyfriend was she was 'hot, but a damned dud'
Well she wasn't a dud when she was hiding behind a computer screen that was for sure. As he had on previous attempts. Sam sat down on the edge of the bed and again made himself admit the biggest issue today had brought on.
He'd been harder and hotter than he'd ever been before with "Kitty". He swore even though he didn't actually touch her that encounter had been better than a lot of the actual sex that he'd had. It was her dirty talk and her flat out wantonness that had him so hot.
Now that he knew it was his sister, he should be nothing short of disgusted. He should feel dirty and do the best he could to force that scene from his mind. Instead, he was confronted with the alarming realization that...
He was even more turned on knowing it was his sister.
In his eyes that was worse than what they'd actually done together, but he couldn't help it. He kept staring at a picture take of the two of them from last year's family vacation. They were sitting on a rock overlooking the beach and Ashely was in a pair of shorts and a bikini top.
It was a nice picture even though they both had to stick to their sibling rivalry and say the other person picture it. Now Sam was looking at it in a completely different way. His eyes were now lingering on her bikini top and thinking of how perfect her tits were beneath it.
Her long legs were being showcased by the cut off denim shorts and Sam wondered if those were the same pair in her AV, cut down even more. His gaze roamed up and down those long legs and in his mind he kept seeing them open wide, exposing the smooth pink flesh between her tanned thighs.
He made his way up to her face and took in her long hair, wide blue eyes and those sensual lips. Sam would have never used that word to describe her lips before today. Over the years a few of his friends had remarked her lips looked like they were made for cock sucking.
He'd always defended her, telling them to fuck off and not talk about his sister like that. Now here he was being worse than a hypocrite as he looked at her smiling in the picture while thinking of those lips-coated in that hot pink lipstick.
That led to envision what she'd told him she'd do with those pink lips. The thought of his big sister on her knees sucking him off should be enough to turn his stomach, but here he was thinking of it...and getting hard.
The issue of his thoughts weren't that big of a deal in the sense only he knew them. The problem now was how the hell could he ever look as Ashely the same way? There was no way he could see her and not picture her bare tits and ass, never mind her mouth?
Any time she spoke he'd hear her in his mind talking about cock and fucking. Still sitting there he wondered what she was thinking. Probably what he was thinking...that this was sick and was wishing she could un-see the whole thing.
Sam forced himself to his feet. They had to talk about this because if they didn't and kept acting strange around each other the folks would start asking question. He walked over to his door and this time opened it and stepped into the hallway.
He went directly to Ashley's room and knocked on it before he lost his never again. There was no response and he went to knock again, but the door opened enough for Ashely to peek her head out.
"Hey, Ash we...we need to talk."
"Oh, hey Sam," she rolled her eyes. "I mean Joe. Don't bother. I don't think there's anything to say."
"I think there's a lot to say, sis," Sam put his hand on the door. "Can I come on for a few minutes? The sooner we get this over with the better."
She hesitated, then nodded and stepped back from the door. "Fine, come in."
Sam entered her room and unable to help himself, his eyes quickly sought her out. Ashley was in a simple pink night shirt that went about halfway down her thighs. Like her shirt this also had a Hello Kitty on it and any other time he would have thought it looked cute on her.
But now he was focusing on her chest scoping to see if she had a bra on and to his surprise she didn't. The shirt was loose enough not to hug them, but he could make out just the hint of her nipples behind the material.
Her hair was down as it have been earlier, but wasn't wearing any make up. Right now she was more cute than hot on the surface, but Sam would from this point on see her as hot even if she was wearing a damn trash bag.
She sat down on the bed, against the headboard and drew her knees up to her chest. Sam made an effort not to star down and see if he could get a glimpse of her ass cheeks or whatever she was wearing beneath it.
Ashely had her legs pressed close together however, and he really couldn't see anything unless he pretty much just gawked and he couldn't do that right now. Sam went to sit at her desk, but she patted the bed.
"Some sit over here, like we did when we were young and wanted to talk about things." She laughed softly, "Usually the folks."
"Okay," Sam slipped off his sneakers and sat on the bed face her with his legs stretched out so his feet were on either side of her. Seeing her look at his foot, he added. "I showered, my feet don't stink."
"There's a first." She cracked.
"Not the only one." He cut right to the chase. "Today was my first time on that website and I think there were better odds of lightning striking that I found you there."
Ashley frowned and shook her head. "It couldn't have been that random. There's over four thousand women from Rhode Island on there."
"You're right it wasn't totally random. Kev was telling me about the site earlier today and I decided to give it a try. So I signed up and looked for my age group in the state."
"Still such a long shot, though."
"Right but...oh, fuck." Sam whispered.
"What's that look for?" Ashley rolled her eyes. "I think we're at the worst point we can get."
"Kev told me to look for you because he cammed with you the other night."
"Oh fucking ugh!" she slapped her forehead. "That creeps been ogling me for years and now he..." she shuddered. "Well, at least he doesn't know."
"I don't think that ugh tops today though," he sighed. "I'm sorry Ash. I had no idea it was you."
"Me neither, how could we?" She rubbed at her temples. "You know they have a disclaimer if you see anyone you know, be cool about it and never mention it."
"We're the only two that will know, trust me" he grunted. "Hey, Kev, know that really hot girl naughty kitten? That's my sister!" he gave her a forced grin. "See? Doesn't quite sound like something I should say."
"Same here. We can't tell anyone and after today we shouldn't talk about it." Ashley shrugged. "Sooner or later we'll forget about it and it won't be so bad."
"Can I ask you something personal?" he should let it go with her words, but needed to know.
"Sam, you saw me butt ass naked and acting like a damn cum dumpster. You can ask whatever you want."
"Cum dumpster? You talk like that before you got on that site?"
Ashley blushed and lowered her head. "I watch a lot of porn and never talked like that to anyone. That's why I like the site. I can act like that and no one knows it's me. What did you want to ask?"
"Why are you on there? I can see why guys go on there. We don't have anyone and porn gets dull and it's a chance to have some fun getting off with someone else."
"Same thing for girls."
"Yeah but girls have it easier. They don't get shot down like the boys do." He pointed to her. "You're pretty damn hot, Ash. I'd think you could get whatever you wanted."
"I'm on there because I really want to cut loose and act like a little slut, but," she spread her hands wide. "A decent girl won't just act like that with a guy. If they do, it's all over the damn school and social media."
"True, I guess."
"Plus like I said when we talked a little after we..." she averted her eyes from him. "Finished. I can't be like that with a guy."
"Why not, just because you think they'll tell? Not every guy is an asshole."
"But you don't know until it's too late." She pointed out. "My friend Julie found pictures of her blowing her boyfriend on an amateur porn site. She found it because someone sent her a link. Half the damn school saw it."
"But she let herself get taped," he countered. "That's different."
"No, he had his web cam on and facing the bed and she never noticed. So you never know and the other reason?" she paused, "Promise you won't make fun of me."
"Sis, I think right now we're past the ball busting stage." He whistled. "Can you imagine if mom and dad ever found out?"
"They won't. I don't think they hang out on Slut roulette." She laughed. "Or are you going to be a little tattle tail? 'Mom, Ashley's playing with herself on the internet! How do I know? Oh...um because she was playing with me!"
"Come on sis, give me some credit here. This is serious."
"You're right. I was kind of making fun of the whole thing, not just you."
"Right, just jumpy about the whole thing," he admitted. "Only we know, but I still feel awful and like someone could find out somehow."
"They won't," she assured him. "But the other part of why I wouldn't act like that with a guy in real life is I'd have to really care about him. I wouldn't do those things unless I was really comfortable and we'd been together awhile. Then I could trust them they would just appreciate it and not blab it or make me feel bad about it."
"I understand, I think."
"I've had a few boyfriends, but no one that serious, plus? Honestly, the average guy isn't worth it. Guys want the girls to act like I did for you, then they think all they have to do is shove it in. They want a porn star and want to do nothing to make me want to be."
"So that site is away for me to be the dirty girl I'd love to be to a certain point and not worry about whether the guy is decent or not because I won't ever know them."
"Makes sense," he nodded. "And I get it about guys, they just think all they need is their dick and the girl should be all over them."
"Just so you know?" she smirked. "Kev was a dud. A lot of guys are. I go on and on and they just go 'uh..um..suck my dick?"
"He made it sound like you were really into it."
"I get into it because the idea someone is watching me naked and playing with myself is a big turn on. All the stuff I was saying with him was helping me get off. So he's the typical guy, didn't even realize he was so useless I could have been alone."
"Too bad I can't tell him that," Sam grinned, "Kev, Naughty Kitten says you suck."
"Tell you what, little brother," Ashley pointed to him. "You were pretty good at that. You sure you'd never been on a site like that before?"
"First time. I never even talked dirty on the phone with the couple of girls I've been with." He looked closely at her to see if she were making fun of him. "You really think I was good at it? Or is this you making a joke?"
"Seriously, Sam, you really had me hot and bothered," she rolled her eyes. "There's irony for you. Find a guy who knows how to talk dirty and he's my brother."
"I hear you. Hottest body I've ever seen and a wild cat and it's my sister." He burst out laughing and she stared at him, her eyebrows raised.
"I was just thinking I tried to ask you out! God, wouldn't that have been bad."
"You're not kidding because I was thinking about saying yes."
"I...what?" Had he heard that right, "You thought about it?"
"I did. You were great at the dirty talk and you're pretty damn sexy and at the end you were actually sweet. Most guys get off and then log off. Jerks can't even say goodbye. Tells me I'm right not doing it in real life."
"Did you just say I was sexy?" He had pretty much heard nothing after she'd said those words.
"I..." her eyes widened as if she hadn't realized she said it. "Yeah, I guess I did." She snapped her fingers, "And you said I was hot a minute ago. Did you mean it?"
"Come on, Ash, how can you not know you're hot? The guys on that thing are all drooling over you."
"Yeah, I guess, but hearing you say it is different. I guess because you're not supposed to think your sister is hot."
"Most guys never see their sister like that." He laughed. "Most wouldn't want to. The average sister isn't as hot as you."
"You called me hot again!" This time she was smiling when she said it.
"You are. Not just your body, but the way you acted and all that nasty talk? I...well you saw how much I liked it."
"I did and, Sam?" she pointed between his legs. "I wasn't kidding. That's a pretty big cock."
This time he blushed. "That's not something a sister should say." He couldn't resist adding, "You mean it?"
"I've seen a few in person and I watch a lot of porn. You're pretty hung my not so little brother."
"How many you see in person?"
"A few." She sighed. "I've been with about five guys, but remember my first boyfriend I was sixteen so not like I'm easy or anything."
"And you never got dirty like that?"
"No, I mean I sucked their cocks, but I didn't go porn star on them. They weren't worth it."
"Well seeing you said I have a nice cock?" Sam hesitated just for a second then figured, this was such a weird situation he couldn't make it any worse. "Ash, your tits are fucking amazing."
"You think?" she smiled again and he smiled with her as it was a shy one and she was blushing. So different from the out of control porn star in heat she acted like this afternoon.
"I know, I mean I've only been with a couple girls, but I watch a lot of porn too and your tits are as nice as any porn stars." He went on imagining them in his mind as he spoke. "When did you pierce them? Mom and dad would shit."
"Mom and dad don't see my tits," Ashley giggled. "But my brother has."
Sam's eyes widened at that giggle. It was the same naught one she'd used when they'd ben online earlier.
"Your brother now has great appreciation for his big sister's tits and pretty much everything else."
"Like what?" she straightened her legs out and placed her bare feet on his calves.
The night shirt was long enough that he couldn't see her underwear, but was getting nice look at her inner thighs.
"Wow, this is awkward." He smiled nervously. "Feel like I'm in a X-rated twilight zone movie. Probably should forget about all this and leave it at we got it out in the open and won't talk about it again."
"Come on little brother," she leaned forward, her lips pushing into a pout, "I told you all about how big your cock was. Tell me what you thought was hot about me."
"I did, your tits."
"That's it?"
"I...okay, fine. Your ass is fine, and you have great legs and I love how dirty you were. All that dirty talk had me wishing I could find a girl that would talk and act like that."
"You'll meet them in college next year, trust me."
"But like you want to be with a guy who'll enjoy it and not be a jerk? I want a nice girl on the outside who'd just be dirty for me."
"That's sweet," she smiled at him and there was no sign she was mocking him. "I want a boy who'll be good to me and I'll reward him with my being bad. You want the same."
"Exactly," he told her. "That's why I thought about meeting you. But I guess that was really only about you being dirty, but I would have been good to you too."
"You'd be good to naughtykitten?" she was using the teasing voice from earlier now. "You'd take good care of her?"
"Sure," she was making him a little nervous. He felt one of her pranks coming on. "But even if it hadn't worked out I was dying to know what Kitty looked like."
"Now you know!" she pointed to herself.
"True and I remember thinking earlier that a girl with that hot of a body would have to be beautiful to go along with it and I was right."
"You think...I'm beautiful?" A smile slowly spread across her face. "You mean that?"
"You're beautiful, sis. I'm your little bother so I have to make ugly jokes about you, but you're very pretty and all around fine."
"You too, I never really noticed how you'd filled out. You have nice arms and that chest and stomach are nice too. I'd love to be able to enjoy a body," she licked her lips, "And a cock like yours."
"I...okay, this is getting as weird as it was earlier, except we didn't know it was weird then."
"Sam, I've told you a lot just now and you haven't made fun of me and this whole thing is pretty out there, but I figure seeing it is, we may as well really get things out in the open."
"What do you mean?"
Ashley reached out and put her hand on his arm. "I'm going to ask you a question and I want you to promise me two things."
"What are they?" he asked suspiciously.
"First, you can't make fun of me for asking. Second? You need to be honest."
"Promise."
"When I found out it was you, I was upset, just like what the fuck? Then I was embarrassed." She lowered her voice to the point he could barely hear her. "Then it turned me on."
"Are you kidding?" he exclaimed
"Part of me wishes I was because getting horny thinking of your brother is pretty twisted. But the more I thought of it the more turned on I got. That nice body, that amazon cock? The way you talked so nasty and now I know its the first time you ever did?"
She leaned over so her lips were close to his ear and whispered. "I'm so wet right now, Sam. Just from telling you, I'm wet."
"Oh my God." He said as softly as she had spoken.
"Now, if you're not turned on then I guess I'm the twisted one and should be ashamed of myself. I'll just ask you never bring it up again and..."



"Damn straight I'm turned on." He blurted out before he lost his nerve. "I never really looked at you that way because I shouldn't. You never dress to show yourself off and the only thing I've heard about you from guys is you come across as uptight. Seeing you like that? Wow!"
"So we're both twisted!" she clapped her hands.
"Seems that way." he felt better now. "Glad we talked about this and we feel the same way. I'm going..."
"Show me your cock."
"Say what?" he blinked.
"I want you to take your cock out for me, I want to see it in person."
"Ashely, we can't do that!"
"We already did," she countered.
"But that was when we didn't know and it wasn't like right in front of you."
"Please, Sam? Please show it to me?" she gave him a sexy little smile. "I'll show you my pussy."
He glanced down between her legs and his heart raced. He should get up and leave. The net was one thing, this was even more wrong. Yet even as those thoughts went through his mind his cock was swelling at the thought of seeing her pussy.
"You're fucking with me." He told her.
"Am I?" Ashley leaned against the headboard and lifting her hips, pulled her night shirt up over them. "Still think so?"
"Goddam, sis!" Sam gasped at the fact she'd been wearing no underwear and her pink slit was right there in front of him.
"Now, let me see that cock because I want to play!"
Sam got off the bed and went over to her door and thumbed the lock.
"Good thinking!" Ashley commended him as he came back to her bed.
Sam unsnapped his shorts and pushed both them and his boxers down to his ankles and stepped out of them.
"Shirt too! Let's see those muscles!"
Sam pulled his shirt off while thinking he was now completely naked in his sister's bedroom. He was going to tell her she should be too, but when his shirt came off he saw she was pulling hers up over her head as well.
"Look at you," he whispered, his cock bobbing between his legs as he took in Ashley's naked form. "So much better in person."
"I agree," she spoke, her eyes locked into his cock. "Now, come back and sit exactly the way you were.
Sam did as she asked, feeling a little self-conscious in his nudity, but keep his eyes on his sister's body helped overcome those nerves.
"Stretch your legs out on either side of me." She instructed.
Sam pushed his legs past her until his feet were against the headboard. Ashely lifted her legs and draping them over his, slid forward until her pussy wasn't much more than a foot away from his cock. Her bare thighs over his felt amazing, but the sight of her slit that close to him was even better.
"Now stroke your cock for me, and I'll play with my pussy. We're going to come for each other like we did before, but now we get to watch in person."
She put her hand between her legs and began rubbing her clit with two fingers. Sam focused on her to make it easier for him to grab his now hard cock and pump it.
"There you go, little brother, play with that big dick! I want to see you come for me!"
She moaned softly as her fingers worked her clit while she played with her right nipple with her free hand. Sam's eyes went from her tits down between her legs and back again, taking in the taboo sight of watching his sister masturbate.
"Jerk it for me baby," she purred. "I so wish that were my hand, then my mouth, then my tight little pussy on that cock, but we can't do that."
"No," he agreed, but would be lying if he said the thought of them actually touching each other wasn't exactly an unpleasant one. "But I can tell you how I wish I could watch that pretty mouth work my dick while you play with my balls."
"And your fingers would be inside me and I'd be getting you as hard so could shove you inside my tight cunt."
"And I'd suck on that nipple while I play with your clit and when I fuck you? I'd push you over onto your back and make you hold your legs back like those sluts in the movies and pound the hell out of you."
"Hmm, so good!" she groaned. "And I'd be yelping and squealing!" she released several sharp little sounds that made his hand move faster on his cock. "Oh, Sam! Oh, little brother! Oh its so big!"
"Like that sis? Like your brother's big cock slamming into your hot wet slit." he moaned as to his surprise, he could already feel his balls tightening.
"It's my turn to push you over and hop on and ride that big fucking cock! Ride you like I'm at a fucking rodeo!"
Her words were coming out amid her soft moans and he could feel her thighs trembling over his.
"I was so fucking horny laying here, Sam! Horny because I was thinking about my brother's cock. Thinking about how hard you got off to me! How nasty you talked and how much I could tell you wanted your sister."
"I kept thinking about you sucking my cock and taking every drop, or coming on your face or your ass," he was moaning as he spoke. Damn being this close to her had him worked up.
"Then you'd lick my pussy, wouldn't you? Finger and tongue fuck me, then suck my clit until I come screaming in your face!"
"Oh, shit." He groaned.
"You getting close?" she asked in a breathy, trembling voice that told him she was.
"Yeah, you got me so hard sis! So worked up looking at your pussy and thinking about..."
"Screw it, give me your hand!" she demanded.
When he didn't move right away, she grabbed his hand and caused him to gasp when she shoved it between her legs. "Fingers inside, thumb on my clit!" she moaned.
She tugged two of his fingers to against her slick pussy and then moaned when she guided them inside her. Sam eased them in, marveling at how fucking tight his sister's pussy was.
"Rub that clit!" she moaned, her blue eyes wide and staring down at her brothers hand between her legs. "Now give me that cock!"
She pushed his hand away and he moaned when she grabbed his cock in her fist and pumped it hard and fast.
"Oh, fuck!" he groaned, watching her slender fingers with those bright nails work his cock. "Ashley that feels so good!"
"So do your fingers in my pussy! Pump them harder!"
Sam did as she asked thrusting his fingers deep inside her.
"Come for me!" she demanded, her face only a foot from his. "I want you to come right now!"
He whimpered as his cock twitched in her hand and his balls tightened. Leaning over, Ashley whispered in his ear, "Come for your big sister."
Her words, as wrong as they were, sent him over the edge. He gasped when his cock went off in her hand, spraying a squirt of cum that landed on her stomach. She pumped him even harder and the second spurt splattered on her inner thigh.
"All of it!" she hissed in his ear. "Every drop! Give your slutty big sister every fucking drop! I want...Oh fuck, yeah!"
She squealed in his ear so loud he flinched, but didn't mind as it was the sexiest damn sound he'd ever heard. Her already tight pussy contracted around his fingers and her hips bucked as she drove into his fingers.
Sam moaned as her frenzied pumping milked the last of his cum from his spent cock, but he kept his thumb moving, keep Ashley in the throes of her own orgasm. She was pulling hard on her nipple while she yelped and ground her hips into his hand.
Her pussy relaxed around his fingers and with a sigh she leaned back against the head board, breathing hard, her amazing tits heaving with her breaths.
"Oh, wow that was...." She held up her hand and stared at his cum on her fingers. "So dirty!"
"I though you said we weren't going to touch?" Even as he asked, Sam eased his fingers from her pussy and couldn't help sniffing them.
"I know, I just couldn't hold back anymore. I needed to hold that cock and have you touch me." Ashley continued to stare at her hand. "I want to lick this so bad, but...I guess we went to far as it is."
She grabbed her night shirt and wiped the sticky white fluid from her hand then her thigh and stomach.
"Yeah, way too far," he agreed as he fought not to suck on his fingers.
"That was fun, but we should just forget it all from here." Ashley grabbed the edge of her sheet and pulled it up over her chest. "You need to get dressed and go. Sam."
"Yeah," he was disappointed, but what did he really expect to happen from here, oral sex, actual sex. "You're right, plus it's still early. Mom and dad might come up for something."
He slipped his shorts and shirt back on and pushed his feet into his shoes.
"They're going to bed early," Ashley told him. "Remember, they're leaving early tomorrow morning to visit their friends in New Jersey."
"Oh, right." He recalled. "Cool, and tomorrow is the first Saturday I don't have work in over a month."
"I'm off too," Ashley told him. "Hmm, mom and dad gone. We're home alone..." she stopped and shook her head. "Wow, we really need to get over this, you don't want to know what I was thinking."
"Probably what I was." He admitted. "But we're already crossing a line. This was just kind of part of earlier in a way."
"Right," Ashley nodded her head vigorously. "Just part of the same mistake. Now we get back to normal."
"Back to you picking on me."
"And you whining about me picking on you."
"Night, sis."
"Later, dweeb, make sure you close the door on the way out."
Sam gave her an awkward wave and left her room. He'd no sooner gotten her door closed behind him then he shoved his fingers into his mouth. He rolled his eyes at the sweet forbidden scent of his sister's pussy and with a sigh went back to his room.
Mom and dad were gone for the day tomorrow and they were both home. Entering his room he told himself that what they had just said was the right thing to do. They had more fun doing things brothers and sisters should never do with each other and that's where it had to stop.
Stretching out on his bed, Sam stared at the picture of Ashely and him on the rock and kept his fingers pressed to his nose, taking in her scent with each breath. He better try to make some plans as soon as he got up tomorrow, or it was going to one long day.
One long, hard day.
*****
Sam looked up from his computer at the sound of a knock on the door. Was is Ashley? Had she changed her mind? He hoped not, but at the same time, he hoped so.
"Come in,"
Sam experienced a mix of relief and disappointment when his father poked his head into his room.
"Wow, you're up early for a Saturday!"
"Yeah, couldn't sleep, had something on my mind," Sam told him.
"Something or someone?" Dad winked. "Maybe a pretty classmate?"
"You got me," he answered honestly. "It's a girl." He left out it was his sister that had one head spinning and the other one dripping.
"Well don't think about her, make a move and ask her out." Dad advised him. "Girls like guys with confidence."
"I will," Sam replied. "You guys leaving?"
"Yeah, I just popped in to tell you that since you and Ashley are home there's plenty of food on the fridge, but we left some money on the table if you guys want to grab some pizza."
"Thanks dad, drive safe."
"Always, we'll be home last most likely around ten. Stay out of trouble and keep your sister out of trouble. She's still sleeping so pass that on."
"I will, see you later, dad!" he waved as his father closed the door.
Ashley was still sleeping. That was a good thing. On a day off she could sleep until noon. That would give him some time to see if any of his friends were around to go hang out with. Right now he didn't trust himself to be alone with Ashley all day.
Sam heard a car door in the driveway and rose from his desk to look out his bedroom window. Dad had held the door open for mom to get in and was making his way around the car. When he got in her immediately backed out of the driveway and Sam watched them disappear around the corner.
Sam ran his hand through his tousled brown hair and thought about what to do next. Maybe he'd go for a quick run he'd been slacking lately. Then he'd come home, shower and make himself scarce the rest of the day.
As always he'd slept in his underwear and went over to his bureau to grab a t-shirt and a comfortable pair of shorts to run in. He jumped when his door opened and Ashley walked into his room and when he turned to face her, his jaw just about hit the floor.
She was completely naked.
Her hair wasn't just down, but a wild mess as if she'd just woken up, but her blue eyes were wide and bright and...she was naked! Her pink nipples were hard and pointing right at him and in the scant few seconds he had been looking at her, his cock was already growing.
"What are you doing? We said..."
His words were cut off when his big sister stepped up to him, took his face in her hands and kissed him. He grunted in surprise, then moaned when her soft lips pressed to his. Her lips weren't the only thing being pressed to him.
Ashley's breasts were pushing into his chest and her hard nipples were poking into him. Ashely threw her arms around his neck and kissed him even harder. This time he eagerly returned the kiss and slid his arms around her waist.
Ashley shoved her tongue into his mouth and was met by his. They both released a sigh as their tongue caressed each other and explored the other's mouth. Sam let his hands roam up and down the smooth skin of her back, then dipping lower, he cupped her ass cheeks and squeezed.
Ashley responded with a moan and Sam couldn't believe how firm her ass was and how perfectly each cheek fit in his hands. He squeezed again and this time spread them open. His sister wiggled against him, causing her nipples to slide across his chest and sending a pleasant shiver through him.
She slid her lips from his and whispered, "Kiss my neck! I love that spot."
Sam lowered his head and kissed then gently sucked on the soft skin of her neck while still fondling her ass.
"Hmm, so nice," She purred.
"I thought were weren't going to do this?" he spoke into her neck.
"Yeah, well I lay there last night and thought why can't we? You're just what I'm looking for. Someone to be dirty with, but who cares about me and can never tell anyone."
"We definitely can't tell anyone, but..."
"Little brother?" she eased back so she could look him in the eye.
"What?"
"Stop talking and just do what you know you want to do...your sister!"
His reply turned into a startled gasp when she pushed him hard. He staggered back and when the backs of his legs hit the edge of the bed, she gave him another push. This one was much softer that made him fall into a sitting position on the bed.
Sam's ass had barely hit the bed, when his sister was straddling his left leg. Sitting on it, she pushed her tits into his face.
"Come on, Sam, suck your sister's tits like you wanted to when you first saw them online!"
With her breasts inches from his face and her hot and very slick pussy on his leg, Sam didn't even think of telling her no. She was right, they both had what the other needed and who the hell would ever find out?
Sam eagerly sucked his sister's swollen nipple into his mouth and the loud moan she emitted had his cock ready to burst from his boxers. She wrapped her arms around his shoulders and arched her back, showing her tot further into his mouth.
Sam grabbed her other breast, rubbing her nipple with his thumb while he licked and sucked the other. Ashely was moaning and her hands were running up and sown his shoulders and arms. Sam switched to sucking her other nipple and groaned around it when she dropped her hand in his crotch and squeezed his cock through his boxers.
"I need this cock in my mouth, now!"
Ashley slid off his leg and his disappointment from having her tits taken away from him was quickly replaced by excitement when she grabbed his boxers and tugged on them. Sam lifted his hips and loved the look of pure lust on his sister's face when his cock sprang into view.
Ashley dropped to her knees and Sam moaned when she instantly took him into her mouth. Even while she was pushing his underwear down to his feet and slipping them off, her head was bobbing along his shaft.
"Goddamn, sis!" he groaned as she took his cock all the way down to the base. She shook her head back and forth, moaning as loudly as he was.
The vibration of her mouth coupled with his sensitive head being worked around in her hot wet mouth, caused his hips to jerk. His cock was thrust deeper into his sister's mouth, but she only moaned louder.
She withdrew his cock with a noisy slurp and to his surprise she spit on it and began jerking him, using his spit to lube his cock. Ashley then fluttered her soft pink tongue up and down his shaft and teased it under the rim of his now swollen purple head.
"Damn, you know what you're doing don't you?" he asked as he put his hands on her shoulders.
"I know what I've wanted to do and how I've wanted to do it." She looked up at him as she jerked him. "I've been with a few guys, but my brother's going to be the only one to see me be the slut I've wanted to be."
"Damn, I don't think they'll ever say that on the family channel!" Sam laughed then gasped when she pushed his cock back along his stomach and proceeded to suck his balls.
Ashley sucked and licked his balls with the same gusto she'd used to suck his cock. Her eyes were closed and she was moaning as she drooled and slobbered all over his sac like she was auditioning for a porn shoot.
After bathing his balls once more with her swirling tongue, she ran it along his shaft and grabbing his cock, opened wide and slapped it on her tongue.
"Damn that looks hot," he whispered as she pressed his dripping tip to her lips, then rubbed it across them. When she pulled his cock back a lie of precum trailed away with it. Still holding his cock by the base, Ashley turned her head and slapped it against one side of her face, then the other.
"How's your dick look in your big sister's face?"
"Amazing, but I think it would look good anywhere on your body?" he told her.
"Like back in my mouth?"
Without waiting for an answer, Ashley took him deep and this time bobbed her head much faster. The time her blue eyes were wide open and staring up into his as she blew him. Sam didn't know what was better, how good her mouth felt or how hot it looked to have his pain in the ass big sister naked between his legs and sucking him off.
Sam reached down between them and grabbing her tits, rolled her nipples between his fingers. Ashley moaned around his cock, then whipping it from her mouth, stood up and shoved him onto his back on the bed.
"I'll suck you more later; hell I'll suck you all fucking day long, but right now, I need to feel my brother's big dick in my slutty little pussy."
Ashley knelt on the bed, swung her leg over his hips and drove down on his cock. Sam gasped louder than she did as his cock stuffed his sister's extremely wet and unbelievably hot and tight pussy.
"Fuck yeah!" Ashley cried out and bounced up and down on him, riding him fast and hard. "God, you have such a nice fucking cock! I'll never call you names again, Sam! Not as long as you keep shoving this big dick in my mouth and cunt!"
Holy shit! She was making it sound like it wouldn't just be this once! Ashley leaned over and placing her hands on his chest slammed her hips up and down so hard it bordered on painful, but he sure as hell wasn't complaining.
Ashley was yelping each time she buried him inside her and her eyes were wild and face flushed. She leaned over, dangling her tits in his face and laughed as she swayed side to side and he licked and sucked each nipple in turn.
Damn his sister was something! Riding him like an out of control wild cat and feeding him her tits. Her pussy kept contracting around his cock and he made soft whimpering sounds each time it did.
"This feels so fucking good!" Ashley moaned, "But I want it really deep!"



She slid off him and remained on the bed next to him on her hands and knees.
"Well, what are you waiting for, an invitation?" She laughed and wiggled her ass at him. "Fine, little brother please come fuck me!"
Sam rolled over onto his knees so fast he almost pitched off the bed. Ashley was looking over her shoulder and giggled at him.
"You've always been a klutz," she teased.
"You've always been a bitch," he retorted, even as he got behind her and admired her perfect ass.
"Then how about you teach your bitchy big sister a lesson and fuck her nice and hard?"
"I can't," he said softly while staring at her ass and her smooth slit between her thighs. "I have to do this first."
Sliding off the bed so his knees were on the floor, he spread her cheeks and shoved his tongue into her asshole.
"Oh you bad boy!" Ashley called out, then groaned when he pushed his rigid tongue into his sister's ass.
"Hmm, look at you giving your sister a rim job!" she cooed and wiggled her ass while he pushed his tongue into her ass, then teased it around the edges of her pink rosebud.
Sam gave her ass a slap and she yelped causing him to give the other side a sharper slap.
"Oh, yes, spank your naughty sister!" she moaned and pushed her ass back into his face.
Sam slid his tongue from her ass down into her oozing slit and once again shoved his tongue inside her. Ashely gasped as he swirled his tongue inside her hot sticky slit and sliding his hand between the cheeks of her ass, Sam took a chance and pushed his finger into it.
Ashely emitted a high pitched squeal and cried out, "Dirty boy! I love it! Finger my ass and suck my clit!"
Sam sucked hard, getting a mouthful of her juices and rolling his eyes back at the taste. He pushed his finger deeper into her ass and was as amazed that he had the balls to do it as he was that she licked it.
Something told me his big sister liked pretty much everything and as he worked his tongue up to her clit it dawned on him how incredible this could be. If she was serious about doing this all the time, the possibilities were endless.
Sex in their rooms, in the shower when the folks weren't home...hell the kitchen table! Ashley would wear sexy and slutty outfits for him and do anything he wanted. He thought of her slipping into his room in the middle of the night and sucking him hard then climbing on top, riding her little brother while their parents slept below them.
He worked his tongue as fast as he could around her clit and Ashley slid her hand beneath her and spread her lips wide open for him. Keeping his finger in her ass. He sucked on her clit and managed to ease two fingers from his other hand into her pussy.
"Oh...fuck, Sam!" she groaned. "Just like that little brother! I'm going to come so quick the first time!"
First time? He loved it! All day, their parents were gone all fucking day! Sam pumped his fingers into both her holes and she was now rocking back and forth pushing them deeper. Sam alternately licked and sucked her clit and he could feel her thighs trembling against his shoulders as he ate her pussy from behind.
"Put another finger in...both!"
Sam's eyes widened, but he worked a third finger into her pussy and loved how she whimpered as her tight slit stretched around him. He eased the second one into her ass and Ashely surprised him by shoving backwards and burying his finger roughly into her ass.
She threw her head back and howled long and loud as her holes convulsed around his fingers. Sam kept them moving as he continued to lick and was amazed that he had two damn fingers in her ass!
He could feel his fingers moving between the thin skin between her pussy and ass as both tightened around him. Ashely was squealing so loud he could just imagine the neighbors telling mom and dad that one of his kids must have had someone over.
That was no big deal as if they were both grounded they would just have time to fuck. Speaking of fucking, Ashley's yelps were getting softer and her hips rocking much slower as her orgasm flowed through her.
Sam's cock was aching with the need to be back inside her sister's tight pussy, but he continued licking softly until her body relaxed and she was no longer moaning. He eased his fingers from her wholes and stood up to get on the bed behind her.
"I came really hard! I....Oh, fuck!" Ashley cried out when Sam grabbed her hips and buried himself inside her.
Sam didn't try to tease her or ease into the position. Instead he reared back and pounded away on his sisters still quivering pussy. Ashley yelped with each thrust, but when she turned to look over her shoulder at him there was a look of lust on her face that caused him to fuck he even harder.
"Yeah, that's it! Give it to your bitchy big sister! Think of all the times I was mean to you and take it out on my tight little cunt!"
Sam was doing just that, loving the fact this was his older sister on her knees with her ass in the air letting him fuck her as hard as he could. He lifted his hand and slapped one side of her ass, then the other.
"Yes! Harder! Make your big sister sorry she was naughty!"
Sam dealt each of her ass cheeks several hard slaps, turning her ass red and leaving his hand prints on her smooth skin. Ashely was now rocking back into him, her hips moving in time with her long hard thrusts to drive him even deeper.
"Fuck that pussy! Fuck it for the first time today!" Ashley egged him on. "Go ahead and fuck me as hard as you can! Cum nice and quick this time! Get the edge off so we can fuck for a long time next time!"
"Next time," he repeated as he was now squeezing her hips so hard he was sure he was going to leave bruises.
"Next time and he time after that! We have all fucking day, Sam and the only time we're leaving this bed is to fuck in the shower then get in my bed!"
"Oh fuck, that sounds good!" he was now giving her short hard strokes as his thighs were already shaking and his balls tightening.
He began to slow down, but she continued pressing him to finish.
"Go ahead, little brother! Come for me! Fuck me until you're ready to blow a big load!"
That was going to be in about another thirty seconds the way he was feeling as he continued to do something he would have been appalled by two days ago, fuck his big sister. But right now his sister looked hotter than hell.
On her knees her long hair across her back and her eyes bulging as he tore into her. Her mouth was open in a continuous wail and her hips were slamming back into him so hard it was as if she were trying to drive him in past his balls.
"You close, little brother?"
"So close, "he groaned.
"Then stop!" "What...no!" he exclaimed as she pulled forward, removing him from inside her.
"Trust me," Ashley spun around on her knees so she was facing him and sliding her legs beneath her so she was now flat on her stomach, took his cock into her mouth.
Propped up on her elbows she took his glistening cock in her mouth and bobbed her head rapidly.
"Oh, my god that feels so good!" he groaned as she sucked fast and hard.
Ashley had her mouth open wide and was making loud wet gagging sounds as she pounded his cock down her willing throat. She was looking him in the eye and as she winked, she cupped his balls and gave them a squeeze.
"Oh fuck!" he yelled as his cock exploded into his sister's mouth.
Ashely released a wet gurgling moan as her brother shot his huge load down her throat. Sam knelt there moaning and gasping as his sister continued to suck down each of his long squirts of cum as his balls emptied into her mouth.
Ashley pulled his cock out and began jerking it, spraying her tongue, chin and cheeks with the last of his load. When there was nothing left but a couple of drops, she sucked on just the head, making him whimper as her tongue teased the sensitive head, but managed to wring a few more drops from him.
"Oh, wow..." he moaned as she eased him from her mouth.
Ashely gave his cock a kiss, then rose to her knees and facing him opened her mouth wide to show him she'd swallowed everything he'd squirted in her mouth.
"Still think your sister is bitchy?" she teased.
"I think my sister is fucking amazing."
"You're just saying that because I have your cum on my face!" she laughed then grabbing the edge of his sheet wiped the cum from her face.
"Hey! Now I have to wash that."
"Good, at least you'll actually have clean sheets for once." She grinned. "You want your sister in this bed, you better stop being so gross."
"I...anything you want, sis." He told her.
"Be careful with that," she reached down and grabbed his dripping cock. "You have no idea how much I want."
"I'll deal with it, you know take it for the team."
They both laughed and Ashely lay down on her back and stretched. Sam took in her long lithe body, his eyes lingering on her tits.
"You're damn sexy, sis. You know that?
"Yup," she giggled.
"Modest, huh?" he asked while stretching out next to her.
"Well, like you said, all the guys told Naughtykitten she was sexy so I guess I am." She reached out and took his hand in hers, "But only one got to fuck me, isn't that right, little brother?"
"And I'll keep doing it every chance you let me." He sighed. "People say this is so wrong, but damn it was great!"
"You were just what I wanted. A sweet guy, I could trust enough to be dirty with. Who can I trust more than my sexy little brother?"
"I'll say the same to you. You think I'm sexy?" he asked her.
"You're damn good looking, Sam," she slid her hand down and grabbed his cock, "And I'm not kidding you, this cock is amazing!"
"So are you, sis," he turned his head and gave her a soft kiss.
"Aww, you're sweet!" she giggled and surprised him by blushing. "See this is what I wanted. A guy who could fuck me like a slut, but be sweet to me later on."
"You know, there's only one thing wrong with this." he mused.
"I'm laying here with the taste of my brothers cum in my mouth and you had your tongue in my asshole." She laughed, "Sam, there's a lot wrong with this!"
When you put it that way," he grinned. "You're right, but its only wrong if we get caught, isn't it?"
"And we won't. So what were you going to say is wrong with this?"
"Damn Kevin!" he sighed. "I wish you hadn't done that with him."
"But he'll never know." She reminded him. "Besides, like I said he was a dud."
"Good."
"Nice cock though," she gave him a mischievous smile.
"Bigger than mine?"
"I don't know. I'll have to fuck him and find out."
"What?" he rolled over on his side to face her. "Are you..."
"Kidding!" she burst out laughing, then put her hand gently on his cheek. "I'm pretty sure you're going to be the only one I'm fucking from now on."
"Wow, a sister who's a girlfriend." He snapped his fingers. "I save money on birthdays and Christmas."
"Such a damn dweeb," she told him, but was smiling away at him.
"So no more naughty kitten then right?"
"Oh, I don't know about that."
"What do you mean?"
"I was thinking, seeing I love showing off and you seemed to like it too, maybe we could you know, put on a show together?"
"What?"
"They have couples categories. We could keep the web cam below our necks and even wear masks to be extra safe." She sat up, a look of excitement on her face.
"Think about it! You and I fucking in front of each other and no one knows it's us. The people on the other side will think its hot, but only we'll know the truth! That they're watching a brother fuck his sister!"
"I like it." He liked it enough his cock was beginning to rise. "You want to give it a try sometime?"
"Some time?" she grabbed lowered her head and taking him in her amazing mouth had him hard again in seconds. Lifting her head, she took his hand and getting off the bed tugged him to follow her.
"Let's go log in right now!"
Author's Note: If anyone is curious to see the inspiration for this video, Google "Cyber sex mistake". The looks on their faces are hilarious. As always your votes and comments are appreciated.Thank you reading and supporting my work. Lovecraft68
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Prologue
1 year ago
Ben jerked his head from his pillow and looked around his dark bedroom. He'd sworn he'd heard a loud bang. He realized the reason he could hear anything is his I-pod had died, or else he'd still have music blaring in his ears.
It wasn't easy to fall asleep listening to heavy metal, but it was better than listening to his parents fight again. This time it was over dad ruining a special night they had planned. Ben had hoped it would go well. The last few months dad's drinking had gotten out of hand and he was becoming verbally abusive to mom, and to him.
Ben didn't worry about himself, he'd be going to Florida State in a couple months, but he worried about his mother. He suspected his father had hit her a couple times, but wasn't sure and it's not like mom would admit it.
Even if he weren't touching her, he wasn't touching her in a good way either. A lot of their fights revolved around Dad not bothering with mom anymore in or out of bed. Not that he wanted to think about his parent's sex life, but they were only early forties and mom was an attractive woman.
Not just attractive, but sweet and loving. A good woman as dad used to call her before he was let go from his long time law firm. Now he was with a small firm, working twice the hours for half the pay and drinking his frustration away.
The last argument had ended with mom saying she was through being ignored and mistreated and she wanted her old husband back. Dad had seemed to come around, tearfully admitting he'd been an asshole to her and apologizing to Ben as well.
Tonight was his idea. Their favorite restaurant, dancing, and they were going to spend the night at a hotel. Dad had winked at him when he said the hotel was where he was really going to make things up to mom.
Ben had wanted it to happen that way, but instead dad had staggered home three hours late from work, reeking of scotch and in a foul mood. They'd had three separate yelling matches. The last one, a couple hours ago had sent mom into their bedroom. Ben had heard the lock click after the door was slammed shut.
His father was downstairs banging around in his den, yelling even though he was alone. Ben decided to stay upstairs in his room, avoiding his father, and letting his mother have some time alone.
More alone time, was more accurate. Mom had been spending a lot of time holed up by herself lately. In a way he didn't mind because she'd been acting pretty damn strange. That strange behavior involved him and had him feeling uncomfortable. It seemed like every time Ben would turn around she was staring at him and it made him uneasy.
She'd recently walked in on him in his room several times. Each time she'd caught him in various stages of undress. Two nights ago he had just stepped out of the shower and she'd come in at that moment.
He was completely naked, and grabbed for a towel. In the brief seconds he'd been frozen by surprise at her entering, he'd sworn she was staring at his cock. That was crazy of course, but she'd remained in there, talking causally to him.
Her eyes roamed across his chest and kept dipping down below his waist, even though by then he'd gotten a towel around himself. There was look in her eyes that reminded him of how his girlfriend Sheila would look at him.
Ben could have chalked that up to him just being flat out wrong, but the last couple of week's mom had been very...touchy. She'd always been reasonably affectionate with him; a motherly hug, a kiss on the cheek at night.
Recently those kisses had lingered and twice she'd caught him briefly on the lips. When she hugged him, she held him close and didn't let go right away. The last two times, Ben had been painfully aware she wasn't wearing a bra.
Last night when she'd hugged him she had planted a small kiss on his neck. Ben had pulled away from her, but as much because he didn't like his own reaction. The little kiss, in such a sensitive place, had sent a not unpleasant shiver through him.
He'd noticed her looking at him expectantly and when his eyes lowered, had seen her nipples were erect. She'd been wearing a flimsy white top and he could not just see they were hard, but the darker skin around them through the shirt.
He'd awkwardly said good night and got his ass upstairs. He's lay on his bed, full of self-loathing as he waited for his hard on to go away. That was his damn mother! Today he'd been embarrassed just to see her, and had tried to avoid her.
To his surprise, she'd brought it up. She looked nervous and seemed confused as she apologized for getting 'a little too close to him' and it wouldn't happen again. Mom confessed she was lonely and neglected and had sought a little more closeness from him.
Ben said to not worry about it, but found himself really hoping dad would get his shit together and make tonight a great one. Maybe it would snap him back into being his old self. Ben jumped at a soft knock.
Before he could respond, the door opened. In the dim glow of the small light plugged into the wall in the hallway, he saw his mother slip into his room. He heard her approaching the bed and caught a whiff of strawberry body spray.
Ben had always loved that smell, ever since he was a little kid. At one point when he was older mom had confessed she hated it. Only wore it once to try it out, but when her little boy said he liked it, she wore it for him. At this point she hadn't worn that scent in several years.
"You awake, baby?" she asked.
He felt her weight settle onto the bed next to him, and thought 'baby?'
"Yeah, everything okay?"
"No, not at all."
Concerned, Ben sat up and leaned over, turning on the lamp on his night stand.
"What's wrong, mom? I...." he stopped speaking when he saw her.
Mom's long black hair, which she usually wore in a clip or a pulled back, was not just down, but styled. She'd put curl into it, and several dark ringlets framed her face. She had makeup on. Pink blush on her cheeks and her lips painted a deep red.
She'd done her eyelashes in black mascara and she was sporting a blue eyeshadow that matched her...what the hell was she wearing? Mom had a blue nightie on that was pretty much lingerie. The dark blue silky piece featured thin black straps that left most of her shoulders bare, and was dangerously low-cut.
Ben could see not just the top, but the inner halves of her breasts. As she had been every day since she found it in the closer, mom wore the silver necklace with the weird purple stone in it. The stone seemed to be glowing as it reflected the light from the lamp.
The longer he stared at the stone the more he became aware of the scent of her body spray. It seemed stronger than before. Even though his eyes were on the stone, he found himself thinking of her breasts. Mom did have a nice set of tits for her age.
He blinked that thought away, what the hell was that? Nonetheless, his eyes dropped below the pendent. The nightgown was so low cut, if she leaned forward, he had no doubt he'd see her entire breast. It was tight enough to cling to her curves including hugging her breasts and showing off her hard nipples.
Length wise it could not have gone much past her ass and with her sitting it had ridden up well past the midway point of her thigh. Mom wasn't chubby, but not slender either, and with her legs open, her fleshy inner thighs were exposed to him.
Her feet were bare and he noticed both her toes and finger nails were the same blue as the nightgown.
"Like it?" Mom ran her hand down over her breasts and stomach. "I bought it to wear for your dad tonight"
"Right, well, um..." Ben pointed to the chair in the corner. "I have a flannel shirt over there; you may want to put it on."
"Do I look bad?" Mom frowned. "Am I too old for this?"
"No, but I'm your son and that's kind of, you know, revealing."
"It is isn't it?" This time she ran both hands down over her breasts, and past the nighty, caressing her thighs. "Simple, but sexy. I feel sexy tonight, baby."
"Why are you calling me that?" Ben stared at her hands as they ran up and down her lush thighs, her blue nails a contrast to her fair skin.
"Because you're my baby. My baby boy."
Mom slid closer to him and put her hand on his arm, squeezing it.
"Hmm, but not so little anymore. You've turned into quite a sexy young man, haven't you?"
"Mom, have you been drinking?" Ben swallowed nervously when she trailed her hand down his arm and across his bare chest.
It was a warm night and he was naked beneath the sheet. He was also sweating, and not just from the heat. More concerning was the swelling beneath the sheet. Like when she'd kissed his neck, Ben was getting aroused.
"No, your father drinks enough for the two of us," she sighed. "He really hurt me tonight. Told me he thinks I'm cheating on him."
"How could that be?" Ben asked, happy to be on a topic that would get his focus off his mother's scantily clad body and odd behavior. "You want more time with him. If you were cheating you wouldn't care he wasn't around."
"Try telling that to a drunk," Mom explained. "Besides, he thinks that because I've been having dirty dreams and I guess I'm getting loud in them."
"Whoa, I don't need to know those things mom." Right back into the awkward zone.
Things got more awkward when mom moved. One leg at a time, she drew her legs up onto the bed and was now kneeling next to him. As she'd drawn her right leg up, Ben was given a view up the short night gown and saw what no son should ever see. His mother wasn't wearing panties.
This time, however, his mind seemed in the right direction. He quickly looked away, and didn't linger on the vision or any reaction to it other than he needed to get her out of his room. This was fucked up.
"Can you blame a girl?" Mom cupped her breasts through the blue material. "I'm horny, baby! Your dad hasn't touched me in weeks and for months before that, hardly at all."
"Mom, you need to get off my...."
"I do need to get off," Mom smiled, "That's why I'm here."
"W...what?" His eyes widened.
"I need it, Ben," Mom's voice lowered to a sultry whisper. "Your mother's a woman. A sexy woman who has needs. I need to be fucked, baby boy."
"You're drunk or on something." Ben leaned away from the pillows, intent on getting off the bed. This was past crazy.
Mom shoved him back against onto the bed and swung her leg over his waist, straddling him.
"Mom, what hell are you..." He was cut off when she put a finger to his lips.
"Baby, I'm so lonely and I'm so horny!" She leaned so close, he could feel her breath on his face. "Your mother needs to be touched."
Her lips lightly brushed his. "To be loved and appreciated." She slicked her lips, her pink tongue slowly sliding over the deep red lipstick. "I need to get fucked."
"Mom, please..."
"I've been having such nasty dreams," She had both her hands on his chest, trailing her nails up and down his skin. "Dreaming of getting what I need. Dreaming of having a sexy young man in my bed."
"Young?" Ben repeated, as she leaned into him. Her breasts were pressing into his chest, her nipples poking him through the nightgown.
But what he noticed more was the pendent being pushed into his chest. It was warm and seemed to be throbbing. Ben's heart raced and his breathing picked up. He felt flushed and his cock was now rock hard beneath the sheet.
Hard and throbbing. Throbbing to the rhythm of the pendent.
"Yes, young," Mom was now purring in his ear. "Young and hard. Hard for me because he loves me and wants me so bad! He wants to treat me like a whore, but love me like his sweetheart."
Her lips brushed his neck as they had last night and this time a soft moan escaped him. The smell of strawberries was in his nose, and her large firm breasts felt good against his chest. Her soft lips slid along his neck.
As if moving on their own, his arms slid around her waist.
"Hmm, that feels so good," Mom's hot breath in his ear caused his cock to twitch. "Want to hear more about my dream?"
"Yes," he moaned as she moved her hips, grinding on his trapped cock. Even through the sheet he could feel the heat between her thighs.
Now the image he'd pushed away leapt into his mind. When she'd moved her leg he'd seen her pussy. Her pink lips and the dark patch of hair above it. That pink slit was what was rubbing his cock, and he found himself wishing the damn sheet wasn't there.
"I took all my frustration out on him. I sucked his hard young cock until he came in your naughty mother's mouth. Then he licked my pussy and made me cum!"
Ben's hands were now moving up and down her back, sliding over the blue nightgown and her bare upper back and shoulders. Her skin was so warm, so soft.
"Then he fucked me! Oh, his young cock felt so good in my needy cunt." Mom moaned in ear. "Took me in every position. Know what the best part was?" "It...gets better?" His cock was so hard it hurt. He swore he'd never been this excited before.
He watched his hands as if they belonged to someone else as he eased the straps of her nightgown down her arms.
"It does, know who I was dreaming about?"
"Tell me." He had the straps down to her elbows and mom pulled her arms back, slipping them from the straps.
She pushed the top down, allowing him to feel her now bare breasts against his chest, but didn't lean back so he could see them. It didn't matter, her hard nipples felt so fucking good, as did her firm warm tits squishing against his chest.
"It was you, baby." She flicked her tongue across his ear lobe. "I've been dreaming of you fucking me every night for the last two weeks. I can't take it anymore. I need you baby!"
Mom leaned back, but before he could look down to her breasts, she took his face in her hands and kept his eyes on hers. Mom's dark eyes seemed wider than usual and unnaturally bright. Ben frowned, what the hell was he doing?
His mother was on his lap talking dirty to him and grinding on his cock like a stripper giving a lap dance. And he was hard! This was mom, how could he...his eyes caught the pendent around her neck. It was glowing brightly
"Kiss me, Ben." Mom cocked her head and parted her full red lips. "Give your mother a kiss."
Ben hesitated, he wasn't as excited as he had been before, but mom wasn't taking no for an answer. She kissed him, softly at first, her lips sliding across his. Ben kissed her back reflexively, but then when her lips lingered, tried to turn his head.
Mom held his face firmly in her hands and plunged her tongue into his mouth. Ben gasped, but not just from the presence of his mother's tongue in his mouth. A cool sensation flooded his mouth and something cold with the texture of melted ice cream flowed down his throat.
Whatever it was had no taste, but he could feel the cold trail all the way down to his stomach. For a moment the cold sensation in his gut was painful. A moment later, the cold turned into a pleasant heat.
That heat seeped into his groin and he moaned when his cock, which had been softening with nervousness at his mother's advances, swelled to a full erection. The warm sensation was in his balls as well. Ben squirmed beneath his mother as she writhed on his lap, grinding into him.
He swore he was even harder than before and his cock felt ready to explode. Ben wondered why the hell he was resisting his mother's kiss, and not only returned it, but all but devoured her mouth.
Mom moaned into their taboo kiss when Ben's tongue darted across hers and invaded her mouth. Their lips pressed hard against each other, and Ben's hands slid down her back. He lifted the nightgown. and finding the bare cheeks of her ass, squeezed them hard.
Mom whimpered, and worked her hips harder into him. Ben was amazed at how firm her ass was, but was also being distracted by her soft tits pressing against him. God, he wanted to see them.
As if reading his mind, mom leaned away from him. She cupped her breasts, but this time her dark blue nails were on her bare flesh, teasing her rosy nipples.
"You like...oh!"
Mom cried out when Ben lowered his head and sucked her right nipple into his mouth. He sucked and licked his mother's tit the way he had returned her kiss, lustfully. Mom moaned and shoved her breast deeper into his mouth.
Ben switched to her other nipple, while sliding his hands beneath hers and squeezing her breasts. They were soft, yet firm, and he was amazed at how heavy they were.
"Yes!" Mom groaned, "Suck that fucking tit!"
Her words sent a surge through his aching cock and he thrust his hips, pressing his trapped erection into her.
Mom swung herself off him, pulling her breast away. Ben leaned forward, intent on recapturing his mother's gorgeous tits. He stopped when mom whipped the sheet off of him, exposing his cock.
"Oh, look at how hard you are for your mother!"
Ben moaned when she grabbed his cock and pumped him. He could feel himself throbbing in her hand and he swore his cock seemed bigger than usual. He gasped when she spit onto the tip of his cock and smeared it on his shaft.
"Oh, fuck," he sighed as his mother's hand glided along his now slick shaft.
"So big," Mom breathed, her tits heaving and her face flushed with excitement. "So fucking hard."
Her brown eyes were wide and burning with lust. Licking her lips, she whispered, "I have to have it in my mouth."
With no hesitation, mom lowered her head and took him deep into her mouth.
"Oh, my God, Oh my God!" Ben moaned as his mother bobbed her head in his lap.
Her soft red coated lips slid along his shaft, and her wet tongue flicked around the purple head of his cock. When she reached the top. Mom moaned around him as if sucking him were the greatest thing she'd ever felt.
Her dark hair had spilled across her face, and Ben gently pushed it to the side, and held it there. Mom's eyes were closed and there was a look of pure bliss on her face as she worked her son's cock in and out of her hot wet mouth.
Ben moaned at not just how good she felt, but the nasty loud wet gagging sounds she was now making. He leaned back against the pillows, moaning and staring in shock as his mother gobbled his cock like a damn porn star.
She was kneeling next to him, hunched over with her head in his lap with her night gown pushed down to her waist. Ben had never seen anything sexier and when she added her hands, cupping his balls while stroking him, his hips jerked.
His cock thrust hard into her mouth and mom once again groaned as if she were gaining sexual pleasure just from sucking him. Ben slid his hand through her hair and down her soft smooth back.
He grabbed the nightgown and pulled it over her hips. She was now completely naked other than the band of blue material around her waist and his eyes roamed lustfully over her body. He slipped his hand down past the nightgown and stroked her ass, cupping her cheek before dealing her a sharp little slap.
She purred around his cock, but continued sucking. Mom was gagging and drooling and he could feel her spit sliding down his shaft and dripping onto his balls.
She was bobbing her head violently, as if her lust had driven her to the point she was attacking it as much as sucking it. Her face was red and her eyes watering from pounding his cock down her throat.
Mom was sucking him to the point she seemed out of control and he loved it! Ben had never seen this level of lust or passion before, not even in the porn he watched. He worked his hand in between the cheeks of her ass and slid it through to her pussy.



Holy shit, she was wet! His fingers glided through her soft moist lips and she cried out around him when he boldly plunged two fingers into her. Bold was the word. This was his mother!
"Put another one in," she gasped breathlessly around his cock, "Get your mother's wet fucking cunt ready for her boy's big fucking dick!"
The dirty talk sent another wave of lust through him and he drove a third finger into her, then placed his thumb on her clit.
Mom moaned and rocked back and forth, pushing his fingers deeper into her, then moving forward to take his cock down to his damn balls.
Ben felt so hard, so...big. His cock was so swollen in her mouth he thought he was going to explode and was amazed he hadn't come yet. Mom was back to her sloppy blowing and her pussy was contracting around his fingers.
Her thighs were trembling, and she was whimpering around his throbbing dick. Leaning over her, Ben got his other hand between her cheeks and with no hesitation, drove a finger into his mother's asshole.
Mom squealed around him, and Ben groaned when both her holes tightened around his finger. Somewhere in his mind he wondered where this came from. A couple minutes ago he'd been rightfully trying to get her out of his bed.
Now he was fingering her ass like she was some slut he'd picked up at a bar and she was pretty much acting like one. Again, moving as if he wasn't entirely in control of his own movements, he pushed second finger into her ass.
Mom screamed around his cock, and her hips bucked wildly into his hand. Her holes convulsed as she came with her son's fingers buried inside her. Somehow, even in the throes of orgasm, mom was managing to suck like a pro.
Like him, his mother seemed far bolder and wilder than she had a right to be in this situation and proved it by shoving a finger unexpectedly into his ass, while taking him deep into her mouth. Ben cried out in surprise, then once more, but this time in ecstasy.
He'd never had, or wanted to have anything near his ass, but it felt so good, he immediately exploded into his mother's mouth. She was still yelping from her orgasm and it turned into a wet gurgling sound as her mouth filled with her son's cum.
Ben moaned loudly as his cock continued to erupt. He could feel the long spurts shooting into mom's mouth. Just as he'd never felt this hard, he was coming harder, and more than he ever had before.
There was cum oozing from both sides of mom's mouth, as she sucked him. She kept bobbing her head, slurping it back up, but more would come out. Mom released him from her mouth and jerked him off and even now cum was still bursting from his cock and into her face.
Mom moaned and moved her head back and forth, letting him spray her cheeks as well as catch more in her open mouth. His balls were tightening in her hand as they emptied the biggest load he'd ever seen into her face.
With a long shuddering whimper, Ben slumped back against the bed, gasping. Mom stared at him, her face dripping with cum. It was all over her hands and chest as well as his cock. She was breathing as hard as him and her pussy and ass were still quivering around his fingers.
Mom sat up and without bothering to wipe his cum from her face and tits, eased his fingers, from her holes, swung her leg over his hips and drove down onto his twitching cock. They both cried out as she bounced hard and fast on his hips, riding him like the out of control wild cat she'd been since they'd started.
"Fuck yeah!" She yelled him his face, her eyes so wide they looked as if they were going to pop out of her head. "I need this! Oh, fuck I need my baby's cock!"
Ben wrapped his arms around her and eagerly sucked her left tit, not caring he was getting some of his own cum in his mouth.
"How's it feel to be inside your mother's hot fucking cunt?"
"So fucking good," he spoke around her sticky nipple. "Christ, you're so fucking hot, mom."
"Yeah, you think you're mom's hot? You like her being a fucking whore for you?"
She drove down on him, then leaving him buried inside her, worked her hips on circles. Ben gasped as the head of his cock, still sensitive from coming, was worked around her hot tight pussy. He whimpered, but switched to sucking her other tit, while thinking that his cock had not softened at all, it was like he'd never come.
"Like mommy fucking you? Like how your cock feels inside my greedy little slit? Hope so, because I fucking love it!"
Mom eased off his cock and all but threw herself onto her back between his legs. Spreading her legs, wide, she slid her hands between her thighs.
"Come suck it, "she demanded, opening her pussy for him, and tapping her clit. "Suck my cunt and make me cum again! God, I need to come again!"
Ben leaned forward, getting his knees under him, and dove between her thighs like a starving dog would attack a bowl of food. Mom screamed his name as he plunged his tongue into her sloppy...cunt. That was such a dirty word, but mom kept saying it, and he loved hearing it.
He sucked hard, his mouth filling with her juices, and at this point some of his as well. Mom wrapped her legs around his head, and yelped when he slammed a finger into her ass while he worked his tongue up to her clit.
"Yes! Suck that clit, Ben! Show me what a good son you are!"
Ben planned on doing just that. Not sure a good son would ram three fingers into his mother's pussy while another was in her ass, but she seemed to be loving it. He sucked her clit as violently as she'd worked his cock, his lips smacking and even nipping it with his teeth.
Mom was moaning his name repeatedly and it made his cock twitch every time she did. His eyes followed her sexy noises and he saw she was playing with her tits. Like everything else, she was not doing it gently.
Mom was tugging on her nipples, stretching them and twisting them. The pendent was right between them and it was glowing as it had before. Glowing and pulsing, but now there was red mixed with the purple.
"Just like that! Just like that!" Mom urged, her legs tightening around his shoulders. "Lick it! Lick that clit, make mommy come for...."
Her words turned into an animal like howl and Ben flinched as a spray of stocky fluid exploded from around his fingers and into his face. Mom's legs constricted around her head, and her ass and pussy squeezed his fingers in time with her pulsing orgasm.
She squealed over and over, and when her legs slid from his shoulders, she breathed. "Get up here and...Oh, fuck!"
Ben had already risen to his knees and plunged his cock inside her still convulsing pussy. Leaning over, he braced his hands next to her head, and hammered into her, his cock making squelching sounds as it pounded her dripping pussy.
"Take it!" Mom cried out, her eyes staring into his. "Take your mother, claim her, make her yours!"
Mom put her hands over her head and crossed her wrists as if she were bound. "Oh, look at my boy taking his mother! Making me your whore!"
Ben slid his arms further up the bed and grabbed her hands so he was now pinning her to the bed. Mom's pussy tightened around his cock in response and she wrapped her legs around his waist, drawing him deeper inside her.
Leaning down, he kissed her hard. Ben moaned when she nipped his lips with her teeth, then plunged her tongue into his mouth. He was fucking her so hard, the bed was rocking, the headboard slamming into the wall in time with his thrusting.
His balls were slapping her ass and she was yelping into their kiss each time he plunged into her. She turned her head, and begged, "Harder! Faster! More, baby! Mommy wants more!"
Ben kissed her neck, nuzzling his face into her hair as he strove to pump her even harder. His balls were tightening and she was working her hips into him.
"Oh, oh, fuck," he moaned in her ear as his body tensed.
"Give it to me!" she cried, "Come inside me! Let me feel it!"
Ben gasped as his cock once again erupted, but this time filling his mother's pussy. Mom released a low sexy purr as her son's balls released another unnaturally large load. His cock convulsed within her, sending long spurts deep inside her clutching pussy.
"All of it!" She commanded. "Every drop, every fucking drop. Paint my pussy with that hot cum! Fill your mother's nasty cunt with that big fucking load."
Ben shuddered and let himself go limp as his mother's greedy pussy clenched, milking the last drops from his spent cock. He released her hands, and her arms went around him. She sighed in his ear, one hand running through his sweat dampened hair, the other trailing down his back, her nails tickling him, pleasantly.
"Damn," he breathed. "That was...holy shit, mom."
"Wanted you so bad," she said softly. "Love you so much, Ben, and now I'm loving you as a woman, not just a mom."
She kissed his cheek. "Do you love me too?"
"All my heart," he whispered, his throat suddenly tight with emotion. "I love you in every way."
"I love you too, and I lust for you, Ben." She tightened her legs around him for emphasis. "You're going to fuck me like a whore and love me like your best girl. You want that? I want that so bad."
Ben smiled at the words, 'best girl' that was sweet. Not that him lying in his mother's arms, his cock softening insider her now soupy pussy was sweet, but he felt a wave of love for her. That wave was as strong as his previous lust and there were now tears in his eyes as she held him.
He kissed her, this time sweetly, and she sighed contentedly into it. Ben was aware of another warm sensation, but this one physical as the pendent pulsed slowly against his chest.
He sat up, pushing his mother's legs gently from him so he could it. The stone was now a deep red. Blood red. It was pulsing slower than before, and on a whim, he put his hand over his mother's heart, and felt it beating in time to the stone.
Mom put her hand over his and smiled up at him. "Love you, Ben."
She sat up s and kissed him again. Her hand dropped to his lap and stroked his semi hard cock. To his surprise, he immediately swelled in her hand, despite having cum twice in the last half hour.
"Honey, will you make love to me?" She was looking up at him demurely from beneath her long lashes. God, she was beautiful! "Please? Nice and easy this time?"
"Anything you want, anytime you want."
He pushed her onto her back and this time entered her slowly and gently. Mom sighed and put her arms out to him. He sank into her loving embrace and moaned as much from her soft touch as from the soft, wet forbidden place between her thighs.
He moved slowly within her and she worked her hips in the same slow rhythm.
"Can't believe I can again," he admitted to her.
"You can because the love and lust between a boy and his mother is much stronger. A boy will never want another woman as much as his mother."
She spoke slowly, her head cocked, and her eyes distant as if listening to something. But then her smile returned and she parted her lips, "Please kiss me, Ben. Love your mother the way you fucked her. With everything you have."
Ben leaned over, closing his eyes, his lips parted in anticipation of meeting hers. Mom's soft lips had just brushed his when his door flew open with a loud crash.
"What the fuck is this?" Dad screamed as he strode into the room.
"Oh My God!" Ben yelped, pushing himself away from his mother.
He tried to sit up, but his leg tangled with hers and he fell against the head board.
"Nathan!" Mom exclaimed, sitting up and turning on the bed to face him.
"I knew it!" Dad snarled coming into the dim light thrown by the lamp. "I knew you were fucking another man, you fucking slut!"
His face was red as a beet and his blue eyes bulging dangerously. He was still dressed from work, only his tie was missing. He was pointing at them with one hand, but the other was behind his back.
"Dad!" Ben yelled. He had no idea what the hell he was going to say, but didn't like the way he was looking at mom.
"You sick fucking bitch!" Dad shouted. "You're fucking our son!"
"That's right I am!" Mom shocked Ben by shouting back at him. "At least one man in this house can fuck me."
"You..." Dad seemed as surprised as Ben at her words. "What the fuck is wrong with you?"
"What's wrong with me is I waited this long!"
Mom sat up on her knees, making no effort to cover her body. Ben noted with dismay she still had cum on her from when she'd sucked him off.
"I wasted my time with you, you sorry excuse for a man! I should have done this sooner!" She pointed to Ben behind her. "My baby loves me more than you ever did and he's more of a man at nineteen than you've ever been!"
"See this?" She tapped her chest. "This is a satisfied woman! You should take a picture, now get out!
"Out?" Dad repeated, and Ben's stomach clutched when he saw the naked rage on his face.
"Yes, out! Get the fuck out! From now on it's me and Ben. We're going to be happy together forever! We..."
"You'll be together forever, Mary." Dad's other arm came into view and Ben's eyes widened at the sight of the gun in his hand. "In fucking hell, you disgusting fucking whore!"
"Dad, no!" Ben moved forward, but there was an ear splitting roar as the gun jumped in dad's hand.
Mom head snapped back and her already lifeless body was slammed back onto the bed. Ben screamed as he was struck by blood, and much worse. He stared down at the ruin of his mother's face and only dimly heard his father.
"You too, you sick motherfucker." There was a harsh laugh. "Literally, a mother fucker."
There was another explosion and a searing pain erupted in Ben's chest. He hit the wall, then fell forward onto the bed. He lay there, his body oddly numb and his vision swimming. His head was next to mom's chest and the last thing he saw was the pendent had changed again.
It now resembled a clear diamond with an eye in the middle staring back at him. As Ben's eyes closed for the final time, a lone tear trickled from the glowing eye onto his mother's still chest.
Chapter One
"I'll be damned, the GPS actually works in the sticks." Emma laughed when the voice coming through her phone told her to take the right onto what looked like little more than a dirt path.
She glanced over to Eric, "And you didn't think these roads even had names. I..."
Emma stopped, and rolled her eyes at her son. He'd slipped his ear buds back in and was staring at his phone. After getting annoyed with him after the first two hours of his ignoring her while playing with his phone, she'd told him he either talked to her or kept quiet, but no phone.
After he'd put the phone down and crossed his arms and stared out the passenger window for the next hour, Emma had given up and gotten lost in her own thoughts. She'd been doing a lot of that lately. This move was a big deal for both of them, and hopefully a good thing.
Seeing Eric gave her little to no input, she was hoping it would be for him too, but heaven forbid he say anything one way or another. Between wanting to talk to him, but not wanting to push, and dealing with her own misgivings about life it was easy for her to spend a lot of time in silent reflection.
As they'd driven for the majority of the last three days, Emma kept wondering if this really was the change they needed. She felt it was. All their issues seemed to stem from memories and pain. Hers a little older than his, but now both of them had serious reasons to no longer remain in the life they knew.
In fact, as bad as it made her feel, it was Eric's recent heartbreak that had caused her to finally make this decision. She knew she was using her son as an excuse to justify what she wanted, but he'd been more receptive to it when it involved his drama and not just hers.
She'd glanced back to the narrow road, but then quickly looked back at him. More accurately his phone. On the screen was a picture of Ashley.
"Oh, for Christ's sake." Emma snatched the phone from his hand and threw it in the back seat.
The buds popped from his ears and sailed back there with the phone.
"What the hell, mom?" He demanded. "That's wasn't cool."
"Neither is you ignoring me for the last few hours." Emma decided to not bring up the picture. "I told you, you don't have to talk to me, but you don't get to use the phone."
"Forced conversation isn't cool either," he told her. "I don't have anything to talk about."
"You don't have anything you want to talk about," she corrected him. "Last year no one could get you to shut up."
"Lot's changed since last year," he said with no trace of his former attitude. "And I remember when people used to say you smiled so much it aggravated them. They don't have that problem with you anymore."
"Ouch," she winced. "You saying I'm a miserable bitch like your friends say about their moms?"
"I'm saying you're not happy anymore." He shrugged. "So don't act like it's just me. And I don't have any friends anymore."
Emma avoided a hotbed topic and didn't tell him he sounded like a drama queen. To a degree he had a right to feel that way.
"Well here's to new friends, then." She picked up her coffee from the cup holders between them and tapped it to the one in his hand.
"Only if it's for you too."
"Fair enough. And maybe new special friends. Especially for you."
"Whatever," he rolled his eyes.
Emma's reply was cut off by the GPS telling her to take the left that had appeared out of nowhere, sandwiched between two huge trees. She took the turn sharply, causing the Explorer's tires to chew into the dirt before the SUV surged forward. Her breath caught as she watched the small U-Haul trailer she was towing wobble dangerously before righting itself.
"There it is," she gestured. "Our new home sweet home."
Emma slowed as the road veered to the right and she stayed to the left and passed through the old white wooden picket fence on either side of the driveway. Emma whistled when they approached the huge eight room two story colonial.
She'd done three virtual tours of it, one with Eric who only grunted any time she pointed something out. The last one she had done while screen sharing with Robin, the owner of the house and their new next door neighbor.
But even though the tours showed the outside, she was amazed at how large the house was.
"I still can't believe we're getting this for fifteen hundred a month. Look at the size of it!" She exclaimed.
"Oh, there's a reason it's cheap," he muttered.
She knew what he was referring to, it had crossed her mind several times as well, but she'd told herself not to be a fool and lose out because of it.
"That's weird, that house over there is identical." Eric pointed to the house less than fifty yards from their new abode. "All this farmland out this way and those two houses are next to each other."
"Robin, the landlord lives here. She owns both houses. I think an ancestor built them for the family. We're supposed to meet her at our place for the keys, but we're a couple hours early. We'll probably have to go over there.
"Oh."
"I know I told you that, but you never listen to anything I say these days."
"What?" Eric asked, then seeing her glare at him added, "Kidding."
"Smart ass," but she laughed. "Well maybe you'll start listening now seeing things are going to be different."
"Different doesn't mean better." The smile left his face to be replaced by the sullen look he'd had for the last three months. "Just a different kind of suck."
"Okay." Emma, slammed the breaks, causing the explorer to fishtail in the dirt and the U-haul to wobble again. She threw the car into park, and removing her sunglasses, turned to face him.
"What are you doing?"
"See that house?" Emma pointed to it. "Know what it is?"
"A good deal according to you."



"No, Eric, it's a new start for both of us and because it is, you and I are not stepping foot into it until we talk."
"Here in the driveway?"
"Yes." Emma took a deep breath. "I've tried talking to you for months and you ignore me or act like such a jerk I give up talking to you."
"Sorry, mom. I just," he shrugged and slumped back into the seat. "Didn't want to move. I feel like we're trying to forget about dad."
"I am." Emma put her hands up at the look on his face. "Not literally, Eric. I'll never forget your father, but I need to not be reminded of him everywhere I look."
"We bought that house a year after we were married. I spent twenty two years in it. Every night of which we spent together in that bedroom. The house, the furniture, the neighborhood. All our friends, all the places we went." She paused to steady her voice. "All I see is him and I can't move on with life like that. I just can't."
"But here?" Eric spread his hands. "Illinois? Hoffman Estates? Look at us; we're in the damn sticks."
"My family was from Chicago. I met your father when I went to school in Boston and stayed out there with him. As for the sticks? We're thirty minutes outside of Chicago. Hardly the boonies. Plenty of things to do, people to meet and some good schools." She added the last part hopefully.
"I'm sorry you're pissed I quit college."
"Your dad would be..."
"Yeah, well dad's not here. He lost the right to be disappointed." Eric snapped. "So okay, you moved here to get rid of ghosts of dad past. I get it." He grunted disgustedly. "Didn't even take half our furniture."
"I couldn't stay in that bed anymore and this house comes furnished. All we needed was your bedroom set and a few other things. The movers will be here tomorrow and all our personal things are in the trailer and we'll have that emptied today. We're renting, Eric with a year lease. We don't like it, we move."
"Where next, Idaho?"
"Knock it off," she was getting pissed off at him. "Seeing your mister no friends with zero ambition why do you care?"
"I care because this was about you, not me."
"Bullshit." She stared into his eyes.
Eric himself was why she would never forget Steven. He looked just like his father when she had met him twenty three years ago. The same dark hair, intense brown eyes and square jawed rugged features.
The resemblance went past looks. Eric had the same big easy smile, not that she'd seen it much lately, same mannerisms and facial expressions. He was even built like Steven, just under six feet, but with a rugged build both had gained from football and a love of the gym.
"This is for both of us," she continued. "Eric, I know you hate talking about it, but what Ashley did ruined home for you too."
Eric looked away from her and she hesitated. Ashley and he had been together since seventh grade. What started as a cute little infatuation between two kids had blossomed into a seven year relationship that spanned high school and their first two years of college.
It had Eric investing in an engagement ring last year and even asking her father permission to ask her to marry him when they graduated before giving it to her. That old fashioned tradition had come from Steven who had done the same thing years ago before he proposed to her.
Then Eric had gotten a call from a fellow student telling him to get down to the restaurant he waited tables at. Eric had gone down there to see Ashley with his best friend of ten years, Mark.
Ashley was supposed to be working and here she was with his best friend. Eric had managed not to confront them. Instead, he waited outside and followed them to the hotel Mark worked at. Mark would often take keys to unoccupied rooms from the front desk and use them to fool around with girls.
Eric followed them from a distance and watched them go into a room together. He then knocked on the door. When Mark answered, shirtless, with Ashley visible, on the bed behind him barely dressed, Eric had beaten the shit out of him and ended up getting arrested.
Emma had bailed him out and later that night discovered from the mother of the student who had tipped Eric off that it had been going on for months. Her son hadn't wanted to get involved, but it bothered him to the point he had gone to her for advice and she'd told him Eric needed to know.
Eric was not only heartbroken, but betrayed by both the only girlfriend he'd ever had and his best friend. Things got even worse when once the secret was out he discovered many of his friends had known as well as some of Ashley's.
Eric was humiliated and upset to the point he quit school because he could no longer see her or his alleged friends anymore. Emma knew that wasn't the entire reason. Since Steven had passed, Eric's grades had been slipping and he'd mentioned leaving.
Emma used his father's dream of him graduating college and becoming an architect like him to guilt him into staying. It was a terrible thing to do in a sense. But she wanted the best for him, and he had two years invested. The Ashley ordeal was the final straw.
But it wasn't just school. In the months since, Eric was a shut in. He had gone full time at the UPS store and when not working watched television or played video games. The only social life he had was when the two of them would go for dinner or have their Friday night movie tradition they'd had since he was a young boy.
In that instance, Emma herself was only slightly more social, occasionally going out with some friends. In the year since Steven's death she'd had two dates and both were horrible and because of her. She'd been nervous, awkward and in both cases had all but physically pushed them away when they asked for a second date.
The second man had unknowingly taken her to the place Steven had proposed to her. No, this was the right move. Maybe a bit extreme as far heading back to the Midwest from Boston, but it was the right choice. No memories here other than the pleasant ones of her childhood.
"Eric, look at me."
When he shook his head, she put her hand on his shoulder. "Look, if you don't want to talk, that's fine. But because you don't talk to me I made this decision on my own, so you can't be mad at me."
"I'm not mad at you," he whispered and she could hear he was choked up. "I'm mad at life."
"Okay, that's fair. It's been kind of sucky for both of us. So when you don't like where you are in life, you change, right?"
"I guess."
"This is big for me too, hon. I sold the house and there's no going back. But that gave us plenty of money to do this and my firm got me an interview out here," she laughed. "Who would think anyone would need a lawyer in Chicago?"
"I'm sure I can find some disappointing job here." Eric rolled his eyes. "After I get a car."
"We'll find you one. I wasn't towing that crap box of yours here. Thing would have left a trail of pieces across the east coast."
Eric turned to her with a grin. "Okay, I'm lousy at fixing cars. Can I really get one?"
"We'll go into town in a couple days and find you something reasonable."
"Cool, thanks."
"See? Things are already getting better for you." Emma gestured at the house again. "Let's start over. See that house, know what it is?"
"Cursed!" Eric replied with a smirk.
"Would you stop that? It's not cursed. Something bad just happened here once."
"Bad like death." Eric held up his hand in the shape of a gun. "Guy lost his marbles and shot his wife." He bent his finger as if pulling a trigger. "Then his son." He repeated the motion.
"I know."
"Then?" Eric put his finger in his mouth. "Blew his own damn brains out. Yup, that would be bad."
"So what? This isn't a damned movie where the house is haunted, Eric." She waved her hand at him. "I bet if you look through the history of any old house, someone died or was killed."
"Yeah, but how many?" Eric was now facing her and even though she didn't like the topic, at least he was speaking to her and seemed excited, albeit for a stupid reason.
"Three years before that guy went nuts a woman committed suicide. Hung herself in the attic while her husband was at work. They used to fight all the time and he was investigated because they thought he might have done it."
"Did he?" Emma had heard about the murders, but not this.
She had put the car back in drive and was slowly cruising up the long driveway towards the house.
"No, they cleared him. Their son ended up in a mental ward for a while. Took her death really hard. He said it was his fault, but never said why."
"He lost his mother that would be enough to do that. Especially like that."
"I'm not in the loony bin." Eric pointed out.
"Your dad died of cancer and was sick for a long time. A lot different then something sudden and gruesome." Emma was now sorry she'd encouraged him.
"See, gruesome," he nodded. "Moving into the gruesome house."
"Coincidence."
"Year before that, two people vanished. Mom and son. The father said he had no idea what happened."
"Are you making this up?"
"No, mom," he sighed. "I keep telling you, google is your friend. I found a bunch of stuff about this place."
"Wonderful, you pay no attention when I show you the tour, but you'll research murders."
"This was weird too because it was sort of the same. Guess they fought a lot. Cops came a couple times to break them up, so they thought he killed them. But he was cleared. The mom and son turned up in California a couple years later."
"Seems like the husbands in this place were all losers." Emma frowned.
"Well, we have nothing to worry about then," he laughed harshly. "No husband or dad here. Maybe we'll be safe."
"Way to be positive." Emma pulled up in front of the house. "Hey, the front door is open partway."
"It's inviting us in, Muahahaha!" Eric burst into creepy laughter. "Join us!"
"Knock it off." She smacked him in the arm. "Robin is probably inside doing some last minute cleaning."
"Hope they got a new bed for your room." Eric undid his seat belt and opened the door to exit the car. "Else you'll be sleeping in the same bed that sick bastard did."
"Its new." Emma suppressed a smile. "And I read the article it was your room they all died in." she winked at him. "Sweet dreams tonight."
"You're funny." Eric grumbled while she got out of the car.
Emma stretched her arms over her head, and moved side to side, cracking her back. Eric had driven most of yesterday, but she'd been behind the wheel the last seven hours. She reached back into the car to grab her purse and when she closed the door saw Eric already heading for the house.
"Hey, wait up!"
Eric turned and shook his head.
"Let me go in first, the door being open bothers me."
"Seriously?" She raised her eyebrows. "Taking this cursed thing a little too far."
"No, mom. We're in the sticks and sick pricks can be anywhere. You don't know that woman's the one if the house. I'll go first."
He was completely serious and turned back to the house. He was several feet ahead of her and Emma ran to catch up with him, wincing as the flip flops she had driven in her ended up getting rocks in them.
She caught him at the top step of the porch.
"She's never seen you, let me go first or she'll think you're the creeper."
"No." He looked over his shoulder at her. "Dad said look out for you and I take that seriously. Just give me a sec to walk in and see if anyone's here."
Emma was touched and put her hand on his arm. "You my man of the house?"
"Have been since dad got sick," he told her. "As much as your stubborn ass lets me anyway. And until you decide to find someone."
"Let's not discuss that again."
"I'm in no hurry for that," Eric shook his head. "But someday you will and it's my job to make sure he's not a dick." He turned back to the house. "Like the guys that lived here. Fucking weird, three assholes lived here the last few years."
"Watch your mouth."
"I'm twenty, not twelve."
"And I'll always be your mother. Watch your mouth."
"Yes, mom," he rolled his eyes, then approaching the door, pushed it open and leaned his head in.
"Hello?" he called. "Um, Robin? Its Emma and Eric, you in here?"
Emma didn't hear a response and Eric walked into the house.
"Holy shit!" he exclaimed.
"What is it?" Emma quickly followed him in.
"This place is huge." Eric continued into the center of the enormous living room. "Hey look, a fireplace!"
"I told you it had one," she grunted. "You would have seen it online if you paid attention."
"I thought it was fake." Eric walked around the large black sectional couch and over the fireplace built into the far wall. "This is real. Hey, I get to chop wood! I loved that when we'd go to that cabin in New Hampshire!"
Emma smiled. It was good to hear him excited. "Better watch out, Eric. You didn't sound miserable just then."
He gave her a rueful grin. "Yeah, I know, I've been kind of a dick lately."
"I won't correct your language on that one," she winked. "And you're right, I haven't been myself for months either. Like I said, this is a new beginning, but where we'll find our old selves."
"Hmm, that's deep." Eric smirked. "You sound like one of those family channel movies."
"Back to being a dick," she muttered.
"Next week as part of the clichéd heartwarming movie series," Eric spoke while he walked around the large room, touching the chairs and looking at the rustic paneling and shelving built into the walls.
"Emma and Eric, a heartbroken mother and son flee Boston to get away from their pain and come to shitsville where they discover a fireplace that will make everything better."
"Eric." Wow, he was in rare form.
"But that's not all! Soon the script will bring in love interests for both of them. Emma will forget the man who meant everything to her and Eric will meet some naïve country girl who will fall for his city slicker charm and..."
"Eric, shut up!" She snapped, with more force than she intended on. "I'm tired of your shit. You want to wallow in misery that's fine, but I did this so we won't have to. This isn't to forget about your father, but to move on and ease some of the pain."
"Right." He nodded. "Sorry, but I did get dad's sarcastic sense of humor."
"The one trait I didn't like in him. Try to tone it down for a bit, okay?"
"Okay," Eric said, but looked distracted as he stared around the room.
"What's the matter?"
"We're in here yapping away and no one's come in here and I don't hear anything. Maybe they left the door open? I suppose not many people come up this way."
"Or they were here and went next door to get something."
"They?"
"Robin's husband, I think his names Cliff. I never saw him on the skype chats."
"Uh-oh a husband. Hope their house doesn't have the effect on them this one does."
"Back to that? Know what?" Emma waved at him. "Stay with it. I'd rather hear your haunted house crap than your woe is me routine."
"Oh, ouch." Eric hooked his fingers into claw and raked the air with it "Meow!"
Emma laughed at him and turned away, heading for the archway that led into the next room. It was closed off with wooden folding doors. Emma hadn't seen those since her grandparent's old house.
Despite the laugh, Eric worried her. His moods were mercurial these days. Today was a perfect example. He'd gone from sulking to chatty to nasty and back again just in the time since they'd pulled up to the house.
But this was day one and the finality of the situation had hit him. Hopefully he would settle into this quickly. If not the next step would be counselling and that was a fight she didn't look forward to.
She unlatched the doors and pushed them to the right enough to enter the dining room. Emma whistled at the size of both the antique table chairs and enormous matching hutch. The furniture alone in this house was worth a fortune.
Supposedly the last tenants, the victims of the double murder suicide had chosen to only use the dining room set. Robin had all the other furniture stored in the large barn behind her house, then moved it all back in once the former tenants things had been removed.
She hadn't wanted to admit it to Eric, but she had inquired about the bed in her room being brand new. She left hers behind to get rid of the memory of two decades of being with Steven. She had no desire to lay in someone else's memories, especially those of an unhappy couple. Seemed like that's all that had lived here for some reason.
There was a staircase that led to the second floor which contained three bedrooms and a master bath off what was going to be her bedroom that featured a large hot tub. Emma couldn't wait to take a nice long soak in that tub.
She thought about telling Eric she was heading upstairs, but then felt foolish. There was no one here and she refused to act spooked or worse, act like some hapless female.
Emma walked up the stair case, her hand trailing along the ornate hand carved railing. There were slightly discolored squares on the dark paneling along the way where artwork had formerly hung.
When she reached the landing, she stopped and cocked her head. She had sworn she'd heard something. Emma remained still and wanted to smack herself when she noticed her heart beating faster. Fucking Eric and his lame curse comments.
Emma noticed the door down the far end of the hall which led to her bedroom was closed. There was a small door along the corridor wall which she knew was the second entrance to the master bath. She would have to remember to lock it if she wanted to soak. She didn't need Eric wandering in on her.
The door half way down on the right side would be Eric's room. The furniture wouldn't be coming until tomorrow so he would most likely sleep on the sectional downstairs tonight. The door closest to her was the smaller third bedroom where a guest could stay if they ever had one.
That door was partially open and as she slowly walked down towards her room, a sound reached her ears. She stopped in her tracks. That wasn't nerves; that had been real. A moment later she heard it again. It sounded like a low groan and was definitely female.
"Robin?" She called softly from just outside the door.
She received no reply other than another moaning sound. Had she fallen and hurt herself?
Emma eased the door open and her eyes widened.
Lying on the side of the small twin sized bed was Robin. Her red sundress pushed up over her hips and a man Emma assumed, or at least hoped, was Cliff, kneeling between her thighs.
One of his large hands had Robin's panties to the side and the other was between her thighs and moving back and forth as he fingered her. His face was buried between her legs, and Robin was staring up at the ceiling moaning.
She'd pushed her dress down and her breasts were exposed. They were large and milky white, and she was tugging on her pink nipples. Her legs lifted and she placed her feet on the man's shoulders.
He was completely dressed as was Robin technically, but her dress at this point was pretty much gathered around her waist to bare all. Emma swallowed hard and backed out of the room. More correctly, she told herself to back out, but remained standing there, watching.
Emma hadn't had sex since a few months before Steven's death and her body had made her acutely aware of that. In addition to her two failed dates she'd tried a one night stand, and that had started well and ended horribly.
That led to her masturbating like a horny college coed, and watching porn far more than she'd care to admit to anyone. The scene before her was sexier than any porn she'd watched because it was real. Robin's long auburn hair was fanned out on the white sheet and her eyes were only partially open as were her lips as she moaned softly.
The look of pleasure on her face caused a warm sensation to stir between Emma's thighs and she was aware of her nipples stiffening. Her own lips parted as her breathing picked up in time with Robins now louder and more frequent moans.



"Right there, oh, right there. Oh, Cliff that feels so good." Robin released that last word in a sexy purr that made Emma recall her own sighs and moans when Steven would work his talented tongue between her thighs.
Emma's eyes roamed up and down Robin's body thinking that for a woman in her fifties she looked damn good. Good enough to attract a much younger man because from what Emma could see of Cliff's face he had to be a good twenty years younger.
Robin threw her head back and released a wail of pleasure that had Emma's heart racing and the heat between her legs was now accompanied by a wet sensation. With a start she realized her hand had slipped under her shirt and into her shorts.
She quickly removed it and clasped both her hands together as if afraid of they might stray again. Robin bucked her hips, urging Cliff to keep licking and pumping his fingers. Emma took a small step backwards, just enough to be concealed by the door, but still remaining in the room.
Robin sighed, then sat up on the bed, "Let me have it." She opened her mouth and waggled her tongue proactively. Cliff stood up and unsnapping his jeans went to reach into him. Robin's hands beat him to it and she plunged them into his pants with an enthusiasm Emma fondly remembered.
The long thick cock Robin removed and took in her mouth caused her mouth to water at the memory of what it felt like to have it full of hard flesh. Cliff moaned as Robin easily took his sizable cock to the base and shook her head back and forth, her blue eyes fixed on his.
His hands caught her breasts and fondled them as she bobbed her head, sucking him fast and hard. Emma was beginning to sweat and could feel herself flushing and not from embarrassment. Move, she tried telling herself again, but to no avail.
She watched Robin bob her head several more times before releasing Cliff's cock with a sloppy sucking sound and a spray of spit trailing from her lips. Robin leaned back on the bed, then rolled over so she was kneeling at the edge of the bed, her ass on the air.
Cliff gave her a playful spank that caused a tiny whimper to escape Emma. Staring at Robin's well rounded ass, she again noted, this woman was damn hot for her age. Not that Emma had any interest in women, but she appreciated the female form and what it took to keep it looking good.
Her red haired pussy was peeking out at her, but that was quickly obscured by Cliff stepping forward and plunging into her. Robin cried out and Cliff grabbed the dress around her waist, using it as a handle as he pounded away on her.
"Fuck yeah," Robin moaned. "Just like that, baby. Fuck me hard and come for me! They'll be here soon so just give it to me the way I need it!"
Robin obviously had no idea 'they' were already here and being nothing short of a pervert as she watched her new landlord getting fucked like...well like she wished she could get fucked. Cliff was well hung and although fully dressed his broad shoulders and powerful forearms and hands indicated the rest of him was pretty damned impressive.
Lucky bitch, she though while watching Cliff go to town on her like she might take it away from him. There was a mirror opposite the bed and Emma realized she could see Robin's face in it. Her eyes were wide and her mouth stretched into a silent 'O' as her much younger husband, fucked her.
He was using long hard strokes and Emma closed her legs together. She could feel how wet she was and her clit was now aching. Her thighs were trembling and her ass had tightened as if her body was putting itself in Robin's place, reacting to those nice hard pumps and being spread open by his invading flesh.
Robin tossed her head, sending her long hair across her creamy back and that simple, but sexy move, caused another whimper to escape her. God, she was so fucking horny! It had been so long and this reminded her of all she'd been missing, but was afraid to go out and find.
Cliff was breathing like a bull and his thrusting had switched to short hard violent strokes. It hadn't been so long that Emma didn't know he was getting close and she found herself holding her breath in anticipation of his climax.
Her knees felt weak and her body tense again, as if she were the one getting the delicious fucking taking place in front of her. Her mind raced as Cliff pounded towards the finish line. Would he explode inside her? Pull it out and spray it all over her ass?
Emma had a vivid image of Steven fucking her doggy and her pulling away from him, turning around and letting him spray her tits. The hot sticky cum flowing down her heaving breasts and over her sensitive nipples.
"Oh, fuck mo..."
"Give it to me!" Robin shouted cutting him off.
Cliff emitted a low guttural moan that was so primal Emma shuddered and he buried himself inside Robin. He moaned and whimpered as he gave her short jerky thrusts and Robin slammed her ass back into him, groaning. "All of it! Every bit of it, every..."
"Goddamn." Eric whispered behind her.
"Jesus!" Emma yelped in surprise at his speaking right over her shoulder.
That set off a chain reaction of shocked exclamations and reactions. Cliff rapidly withdrew from Robin and turned his back to the door. Emma could see him in the mirror and as embarrassed as she was, her eyes still fixed on his long glistening cock.
Just before he tucked it into his pants she saw the thin trail of white fluid dangling from the tip and even with her son behind her, felt her pussy gush.
Robin's reaction would have been hilarious if the situation weren't so embarrassing. With a startled cry, she rolled over on the bed, balanced briefly on the edge of it then tumbled head over heels off it, her feet pointing at the ceiling as she hit the floor with a loud thud.
She landed on the side of the bed not facing them and as Cliff stood there with his back to them, Robin slowly stood up, her dress pulled up over her breasts. Her face was now as red as that dress and breathing hard, she stared at Emma, her lips moving, but nothing coming out at first.
"I'm sorry!" Emma broke the awkward silence. "I yelled when I came in, but no one answered. I just walked into the room, and...I'm so sorry!"
"I'm not." Eric whispered behind her. "Wow."
He started to say something else, but it turned into a loud expulsion of breath when Emma drove her elbow into his stomach.
"No, don't be." Robin had regained her composure, but was still red faced. Emma wondered if it were from shame or she was still flushed from that fucking. "I'm the one who should be sorry. This was very disrespectful. We were fixing the room up and um, well..."
"You don't have to explain." Emma put her hands up and now that Cliff had turned around and she caught a good look at him, no explanation was necessary. Damn.
Cliff was a few years younger than Emma, meaning at least twenty years Robin's junior. He had big wide baby blue eyes and his features were delicate, with high cheek bones and soft jaw line. Despite the five o'clock shadow he was sporting, Cliff still had the appearance of a pretty boy type.
But his body was rugged enough to compensate. His t-shirt hugged a pair of impressive biceps and his chest as broad as his shoulders. Yet his waist was narrow, giving him the triangular build of a weight lifter. Emma's eyes darted down to the still large bulge between his legs and in an instant she knew she'd be masturbating tonight and to what.
"Really sorry, ma'am." His voice was as soft as his features and he bowed his head as he spoke. "My fault. Robin was teasing a little and I...well..."
"Less is more, Cliff," Robin scolded him. "I'm sure Miss Daniels knows what happens between couples sometimes."
"You could tell me." Eric laughed and stepped back before Emma could land another elbow.
"Robin, this is my son, Eric. Don't mind him, he thinks he's funny because someone has to."
"Boys will be boys." Robin smiled at him. "Nice to meet you Eric, but sorry about how."
"I'm not." Eric whistled. "You're pretty hot."
"Eric!" Emma turned on him. "Go downstairs right now!"
"Oh, come on, mom!" He spread his arms out. "Why do we have to be serious? This is kind of funny, no?"
"You know, he's right," Cliff chuckled. "Especially the way you fell off the bed." He indicated Robin.
"Funny faux paus not funny ha-ha I suppose." Robin grinned ruefully. "Again, I'm sorry. Cliff here seems to still think we're newlyweds."
"Just me?" He raised his eyebrows and the smile on his face was so genuine, Emma found herself smiling back at him. Sexy and on the sweet side. Robin was a lucky woman.
"Hey, I don't blame you." Eric chimed in. "Cougar town for sure."
"Eric stop talking," Emma sighed, more embarrassed by him than actually being caught at this point. Thank god they didn't know how long she'd watched.
"Oh, no worries." Robin came around from the side of the bed. "I'm flattered. Not every day a good looking young man pays me a compliment."
"Not since me anyway." Cliff winked.
"You're not that young anymore." Robin returned the wink, "Just younger than me."
"Still kind of our fault. I'm early." Emma pointed out.
"No excuse, this is your house now and we were...very disrespectful." Robin came over and extended her hand to Emma, "I'm very sorry. Miss Daniels."
"It's Emma, and its okay." She took her hand, trying not to envision it around Cliff's cock. "I think Eric's right. Something like this we should all just laugh off."
"Holy crap, get a tape recorder. I'm right." Eric laughed, as he approached Cliff and put his hand out. "Nice to meet you."
"Same here." Cliff shook Eric's hand then nodded approvingly. "Strong grip there, kid. You keep yourself in shape."
"I try. Hey, is there an axe around? I want to chop some wood."
"In the shed." Cliff looked at him dubiously. "You know how? You can really get hurt if you don't."
"My dad showed me how."
"Still, maybe tomorrow I'll come over show you again."
"Okay." Eric nodded, "That's cool."
"So anyway, we'll," Robin looked down. "Change these sheets like we intended to and be out of your hair. The keys are on the kitchen table."
"You folks need help with the stuff in your trailer?" Cliff had gone over to the window that over looked the front of the house.
"That would be great if you don't mind." Emma gave him a grateful smile. "It's been a long day."
"No problem. You have furniture coming?"
"Some stuff tomorrow, but we have movers." Eric told him.
"Well let me know if you need another pair of hands." Cliff walked past him and tapped his arm. "How about we go start unloading the trailer and let the ladies chat?"
"Sure." Eric put his hand out to Robin. "Really nice to meet you."
"We get you're happy to see her." Emma shot him a look.
Eric grinned at Robin and turned to leave. As he passed her, he leaned over and whispered in her ear. "If you looked any happier when I came up here you would have needed a cigarette."
He winked as she blushed furiously, then laughed. "No, I won't break anything this time, mom."
As he walked away, Emma didn't know what was worse. That he made that smart ass crack, or that he'd been right.
Chapter Two.
"I know you said, it was okay, but I have to say I'm sorry at least once more." Robin said from across the dining room table.
"And for the last time, it's okay." Emma told her, then paused to take a sip of wine. Robin had brought two bottles over as a housewarming gift, along with a lasagna she would just have to heat up later.
"Have to say," she smirked. "Not to sound like my son, but um, good for you."
Robin laughed. "I get that a lot. Cliff's an attractive man, and yes, much younger than me. He's thirty eight."
"And I think you said on one of our calls you're fifty five?" Emma pointed at her. "You look amazing."
"I take that as a huge compliment seeing how much of me you saw." Robin lamented. "So thank you. Cliff keeps me young. Have to keep up, you know."
"I wouldn't actually." Emma sighed. "My husband was the only person I was with for the last twenty two years."
"I'm sorry to hear that." Robin briefly reached out and put her hand over hers. "Cliff is my second husband. My first left about twenty years ago."
"Oh, I'm sorry. Well, his loss and seems like you made out pretty well."
"Had I spent the rest of my life alone, I'd have made out." Robin's lips twisted into a grimace. "He was a real piece of work. Very cruel to me."
"I'm sorry. At least you moved on though. Lot of women stay. I used to take cases for victims of domestic abuse. There's a special place in hell for men like that."
"Amen sister." Robin held up her glass and clicked it against hers. "I hope he's roasting there now. He was so bad, I moved out of this house and next door because of him."
"Wow, this wine is delicious." Emma declared, staring at the deep red fluid, "Sweet and sort of...hey, wait." Emma gestured around her. "You used to live here?"
"Yes, I was born in this house. I stayed here after my parents died in the car accident and he moved in with me. I moved out after he left."
"I see." Emma said, but quietly as she thought about the stories Eric had told her.
"My great grandparents bought this land and had these two houses built on it. They've been in the family ever since. But my parents only had me, so both houses were left to me."
"I used to rent the one I'm living in now, but with everything that happened I asked the family that lived there if they'd swap with me and they were kind enough to do it."
"What happened to them?"
"Happened?" Robin looked puzzled. "He was a mucky muck with some banking firm and they relocated. I think down to Florida."
"I see."
"You say that a lot. That an attorney thing?" Robin chuckled. "But I know what you meant. This house has had some bad luck. The people in it anyway."
"Seeing you said that." Emma paused, wondering if she wanted to continue this conversation.
In the momentary silence she heard thumping from upstairs. After they had brought everything in from the trailer, Eric had stayed upstairs, putting things away and putting together some of the racks she bought for the huge walk in closet.
"Seeing I said that, what?"
"Sorry." Emma shook her head. "Long couple of days. I was just thinking that all the issues in this house had a recurring theme. An abusive husband."
"Not really, my husband, of course Nathan, only two out of...
"Eric told me about the woman who hung herself and the husband was investigated because the police had been there before for domestic issues."
"Oh, Maria." Robin lowered her head. "Such a sweet woman, life just became too much for her."
"And the mother and son who vanished and again the police thought it was the husband, but no proof."
"Kathy and Paul." Robin said evenly, but now looked annoyed. "Been googling have we?"
"Eric did, and he's been teasing me about the house being cursed."
"Did he read enough to find out Kathy and Paul turned up in California and were safe and sound? Kathy seemed very happy last I talked to her a couple months ago." When Emma raised her eyebrows she added, "We keep in touch."
"But it's pretty obvious why a mother and son would up and run." Emma stated.
"Is it?" Robin gave her a sly smile, as is she was acknowledging an inside joke.
"Again, the husband. So like I said, this house seems a magnet for assholes."
Robin's brow furrowed in thought. "I see what you're saying. Guess there's a lot of bad men out there."
"Seems they gravitate here."
"Not in your case."
"No, not at all." Emma stared down at her glass. "Steven was a loving husband and a dedicated father. He was a good man."
"You know, Emma I wasn't going to rent this house again. Because of what happened last year and some of the previous occurrences. I don't need the money that bad. But Cliff had never pulled the ad down and you found it."
"I was going to tell you it was off the market, but we got to talking and your situation reminded me of mine. Wanting a new start from bad memories. Yours were different, and I only moved next door, but for me that was enough. So I decided to rent it to you," she laughed. "I admit the fact there was no husband made it easy. I saw the pattern and..."
"A minute ago you acted like you hadn't."
"Wow." Robin nodded. "You got me. I had noticed it, but figured I'd kind of play dumb seeing it has no bearing on you. I figured if I was ever going to try it again, it would be just a mom and son."
"Why that specific?" Emma wasn't sure why she was asking. Maybe it was the attorney in her, but something about the way Robin had said that had her instincts kicking in. Something was odd here. Maybe not exactly anything bad, but just off.
Robin drained her glass of wine, and when she put it down, picked up the bottle and poured more into it. This was her third glass to Emma's one. The woman could drink!
"What do you mean specific?"
"You said mom and son. I get not wanting a man after what happened to you and others, but it could be mom and daughters or a gay couple or a single person who wants a big house, some kids going to school in town."
Robin took another sip of wine. A stalling tactic, if she'd ever seen one. Wow, she was in interrogation mode.
"You're very astute, Emma." Robin told her.
"Comes with the profession."
"Or just plain old women's intuition," she chuckled. "But you're right. I was looking for a couple just like you and your son."
"We're not a couple."
"Now you're just picking at word choices." Robin rolled her blue eyes. "Should I say pair? I decided because of past experiences here as well as my own terrible first marriage, I would only rent to a mother and son."
"That's your right. Just not sure why that," she paused and winked. "Pairing".
Robin laughed and as Emma drained her own glass was already picking up the bottle so the second she lowered her glass she was refilling it.
"Mostly because of what I said. Reminds me of me. After that piece of shit left it was just me and my son and it was so peaceful."
"Oh, I didn't know you had a son. Is he local?"
"Local," she repeated, then frowned. "No, he moved away a few years back. But for several years it was just the two of us and it was so nice."
Emma took several long swallows of the wine. She'd meant to sip it, but it was so damn good! It was sweet and a little on thicker side, reminded her in a way of apricot juice in its texture. When she put the glass down she noticed how warm she was feeling.
Warm and very relaxed. The sensation was a welcome one after the stress of the last few months, but she needed to be careful. She wanted to a lot done before she went to bed tonight. Eric was working away upstairs and she didn't want to slack on her end.
"See, Emma. Moms and daughters? Yes, there's a great bond there, but also there's also teenage drama and conflict too. But a mom and her son? Especially when the father is out of the picture for whatever reason? There's no closer bond."
"Could have fooled me." Emma grunted. "Kid barely talks to me sometimes."
"He lost his father and its partly his age. But trust me, Emma a boy in Eric's situation, if he's a good boy, knows his new place."
"Place?"
"Yes, he's now not only your son, but the man of the house who needs to look after his mother. You were both heartbroken after your husband's death, I'm sure. But the aftermath is different for each of you."
"How so?" Emma was asking out of genuine curiosity now. Robin's situation with her husband couldn't have been more different than hers, but life afterwards was something she had not only dealt with, but seeing she was remarried and happy, had done it the right way.
"You lost a life partner, a lover, a best friend, half your world. Eric lost his father and that is traumatic, but he still has his mother. You on the other hand, have nothing to replace your loss."



"I have Eric and he is part of Steven."
"That's good you see it that way." Robin nodded in approval. "But friendship, companionship and of course a lover? Society says he could never fill those roles."
"Society says?" More odd word choices. "That makes it sound like stealing. Only reason some won't do it is they would go to jail."
"I just mean that we're all taught family being anything but family is wrong."
"Because it is." Emma pointed out. This was getting strange at this point.
"It is if someone is being abused or raped or molested. But over eighteen and consensual?" Robin shrugged. "You practice law, Emma, so you unquestioningly follow them. But when it comes to love there should be no laws or limits."
"You sound like, what was that old movie that was a big deal when I was a kid..." Emma snapped her fingers "Taboo! That movie got a lot of buzz."
"For good reason. Yes, it was called sick, and it was defended as fantasy, but it got people thinking." Robin smirked. "Now? That material is all over porn sites and has a huge following."
"Take your word for that." Emma was lying. She'd been watching porn as a substitute for her sex life and had seen countless incest related clips. She always passed them by because it was sick, but there was obviously a market. She stopped and suppressed a shudder at an unwanted memory that some would say gave those fantasies credibility.
"Do take my word," she laughed. "I'm a big fan of erotic movies. Cliff too. We watch, we do."
"TMI, like my son says." Emma forced a smile, but was replaying Robin and Cliff even as she did. If she had the real thing, she doubted porn would be needed.
"Sorry, but seeing you saw more of me than you'd ever want to I didn't see this as being any more embarrassing."
"I think we got off topic." Emma picked up her glass again. Even though she kept telling herself not to have anymore, she kept drinking, but forced herself to keep it to a reasonable swallow this time.
"Kind of. Where I was going is you lost more than your son. There's a bigger hole for you and a good boy will try to fill that hole." Emma started to speak, but she held up her hand. "I'm referring to a man of the house roll. Helping you, being protective, trying to take care of you the way he saw his father do."
"We have been closer." Emma agreed. "He's sulky, but he's always there when I need him."
"And he's a good looking boy. He should be with a cute girl or several, but he's not is he?"
"No, but that's because his girlfriend since middle school shit on him." Emma informed her.
"Oh?" For a moment there seemed to be a smile playing at her lips, but it never completely formed. "That's too bad, may I ask what happened?"
Emma hesitated for a moment, then decided to give her a brief version of the story. Even as she spoke, she realized she was not normally one to volunteer much of her life to anyone, but Robin was new to her.
She had no attachment or history or preconceived notions about Emma or Eric and in that sense it was refreshing to talk to someone with an unbiased perspective. The wine most likely was helping as well, as her tongue felt as loose as her body at the moment.
"Damn, that's cold." Robin whistled. "We're talking about asshole men, but girls can be an entirely different level of evil when they want to be."
"True, but better she get caught before he married her." Emma stopped in mid thought to drain her glass. "And it got him to go along with our move because life was ruined for him there in his eyes so I'll take the good with the bad."
"And something tells me a lot more good will come with this new start of yours." Emma poured them both more wine. "You'll find the two of you getting much closer and life becoming much better."
She raised her glass and Emma lifted hers and after they toasted, the both chugged half the contents of the large glass.
"Wow, this is good," she declared.
"It is." Robin demonstrated the point by chugging the rest of hers as effortlessly as if it were water. "Cliff says the only thing that goes down easier than this wine is me."
They stared at each other and then both burst out laughing.
"When you find a good one, take care of him." Emma declared and surprised herself by also finishing off her glass. She blinked the room spun. "Whoa. Haven't drank like this since college." She giggled. "I went down pretty easy then too."
"TMO is it?"
"TMI!" They both laughed again and Emma louder than the joke warranted, but it felt good to laugh. She was already feeling as if this was the right decision. Just the idea of having someone she could talk and joke with that only knew her in the now and not the past was nice.
"Well, we seem to have digressed quite a bit." Robin wiped at her eyes, which were watering from her own laughter. Her face was now close to as red as her hair, but she still seemed fairly sober.
"We were talking about me trying again with this house because I did notice the penchant for things to not seem to go well when men were in the picture. It is strange and I suppose coincidence, but sometimes I wonder. But it's not worth discussing."
"I can imagine you wouldn't want to spook anyone. My son however, thought it was all worth bringing up."
"And I doubt he knows all of it. Somethings from years ago didn't make the precious internet." Robin said cryptically.
"That's comforting. Should I ask?"
"No." Robin blinked her now glossy blue eyes. "I mean not no like please don't ask, no as in just random things. Nothing scary, but once one bad thing happens, people start seeing things that aren't there and coincidence becomes urban legend."
"Oh, so is this the local haunted house then?" Emma laughed. "Eric was right, this has a little bit of Hollywood to it."
"Nothing that exciting." Robin turned serious for the first time. "But last year was more than enough. That was horrific. We heard all three shots. Cliff ran over and broke the door down while I called the police. He found them all dead on the bed. Said half of Mary's face was gone."
"Oh, that's terrible." Emma whispered. "I...I didn't even think about that. That you guys were neighbors."
"Ben was shot in the chest." Robin had a faraway look in her eyes as if she were seeing it all over again. "Nathan must have put the gun in his mouth because the back of his head..." she shuddered. "Okay, sorry. I keep going you'll pack up and go."
She sighed, and leaning forward, folded her arms on the table.
The move pushed her ample breasts up in the dress and Emma, who was on the smaller side on top briefly envied the older woman's large bust. She thought of Cliff fondling her creamy breasts, sucking her pink nipples. Emma thought of him coming on them, that thick white fluid flowing over her nipples.
Emma loved having her breasts 'painted' as they would say in porn. Warm sticky cum flowing over her sensitive nipples and her pussy still gaping from the cock that had been pounding it, leading up to that delicious explosion.
"Emma?"
"Oh!" She blinked. "Wow, sorry, I just um, drifted for a minute."
"That wine is strong and you're tired," Robin noted. "How about I come back tomorrow after the movers leave and help you and we can chat some more." She reached across the table and took her hand. "Its so nice to have someone next door again. I hope we can be good friends."
"I'd like that too."
Emma stared at Robin's hand which was as fair as the rest of her. It stood out against her own tanned skin and again her mind turned to sex. Robin's hand was soft and her slender fingers tipped in purple. She thought of that small hand around Cliff's thick cock.
Pumping it, stroking it as he sprayed his load on her tits. Again her mind went from Robin to her own fond memories of sex. The feeling of Steven's cock in her hand. The way it throbbed and the way she could feel his cum racing through it, then twitching when he exploded for her.
Emma was getting warmer by the minute and to her chagrin she was getting wet. She shook her head and Robin gave her an odd look. "Feeling it aren't you?"
"The wine?"
"What else would I be talking about?" The question made sense, but she had the distinct feeling Robin was picking up on her arousal somehow.
"It's...got me feeling pretty loose." She laughed nervously.
"Its home made. My great grandfather owned a vineyard. Did quite well for himself. My father sold the business, but passed down the recipe. They water it down for mass consumption, but when Cliff and I make it, we keep the original recipe." She winked. "Complete with secret ingredients."
Emma caught herself getting ready to ask if one was an aphrodisiac because wow, was she....horny. There was no denying that sensation. She'd been thinking dirtier than usual lately, a product of no sex other than her toys and fingers, but tonight she was off the charts. Like she was back in college, drunk and looking to get laid.
"I'll bring you over a couple more bottles tomorrow, if you'd like. We have an entire rack of it in our cellar."
"Sure, if you don't mind. If nothing else I'll sleep pretty well." And go through more batteries than ever if this really was the wine influencing her raunchy turn of mind.
"Oh, it definitely helps out in bed." Robin spoke off handedly, but once more Emma had a hunch she knew the affect it was having on her.
"Hey, mom, check this out."
Both women looked up at Eric as he entered the kitchen.
"Oh, hi Robin, didn't know you were still here." Eric flashed her a huge smile.
"I was just getting ready to go. Your mom's had a long day." She stared at Eric, then followed his eyes down to where she still had her breasts propped up on the table.
Emma felt a twinge of embarrassment when Robin quickly sat back in the chair.
"Well it's obvious what you were checking out, but what am I supposed to be looking at?" she asked.
"Oh," Eric lowered his head. "Sorry, Robin. That was rude."
"Nothing to be sorry about Eric, boys will be boys, and on that note I should be getting back to my boy."
"He's hardly a boy." Emma told her. "Not much younger than me I would think."
"Just a phrase." Robin replied, pushing away from the table and standing. "He's a boy to me in many ways." Her gaze shifted from Robin to Eric. "What's in the box?"
"What I wanted mom to check out."
Eric put a square flat white box on the table in front of her.
"I found this on the floor under your bed when I was putting the sheets on."
"You made my bed up for me?" Emma grabbed his arm and tugged him down to her level to kiss him on the cheek. "You can be so sweet!"
"Right." Eric rolled his eyes. "How much have you had to drink?"
"What? I can't kiss my baby and tell him he's sweet?" She heard her own words and conceded she'd probably had too much to drink.
"I haven't been your baby in years." He puffed himself up.
"A son is always their mother's baby. No matter how old," Robin said softly, then as she had a couple of times during the conversation looked as if she'd thought she'd said something she shouldn't and quickly pointed. "What's in the box?"
"Open it, I'm heading back upstairs to finish your," he gave her a wry smile, "Third shoe rack."
"Thank you, honey!" She didn't make him endure another kiss. "I appreciate it."
"Hey, Eric, would you like to try some wine?" Robin tapped the bottle.
"He's only 20." Emma spoke while staring at the box in front of her. She had no clue what was in it, but for some reason she felt a thrill of anticipation flowing through her.
"Oh, please, like he's never drank before." Robin laughed. "And its only wine."
"I'll have some when I'm done." He touched Emma's flushed cheek. "Mom seems to like it, that's for sure."
"Be nice, you." She looked up at him. "Be good to your mother." She pushed her lips into a pout and looked up at him through her eyelashes.
"Wow, I've never seen that look before." Eric surprised her with a big smile. "I like it, you look cute."
"Thank you!" She beamed.
"Usually you have that lawyer look, you know, kind of bitchy."
"Ouch, Eric, you'll do better with the girls when you learn when to stop," Robin advised him.
"She's not a girl, she's my mom." Eric replied, then shrugged. "I don't have a girlfriend anymore. Don't want one."
"You think you don't, but the right woman will come along, and very soon I'll bet." Robin smiled encouragingly. "You're a good looking boy, and you can try to act otherwise, but you're very good to your mom. Women love a boy who's good to his mother. Tells them he'll be good to them."
"And there's a whole city full of nice girls twenty minutes down the road," Emma added. "But, I disagree with Robin. Most women don't want a mama's boy."
"No, but they want a man of the house and Eric is proving he can be right now." Robin pressed. "My son was for me as well and trust me he makes his wife very happy. He takes care of her in every way and he learned that from wanting to take care of me."
"Every way?" Eric raised his eyebrows. "That sounds a little creepy. Little to Kay Parker taboo for me." He laughed at the look on Emma's face. "Come on, mom. That movies a classic even kids my age have..." he caught himself, then winked. "Heard of it."
"I have it on DVD.' Robin told him, then smiled when his eyes widened. "Whole series actually."
""So, let's see what's in this box!" Emma declared, and not just to get off the suddenly awkward conversation, but for whatever reason she was dying to see what was in there.
"I already saw it." Eric waved his hand. "I'm heading back upstairs, good night Robin." He gave her a sly smile. "Maybe someday I could go through your movie collection."
"Out!" Emma snapped.
With a laugh, that told her she'd played right into him, Eric left the room.
"Sorry." Emma said while lifting the lid of the box. "He's not really a jerk, he's busting me up more than you."
"I know, remember I raised a son. But he's right, that movie is famous and for good reason. It changed the way people saw things."
"Pervs anyway."
Emma removed the lid and was confronted with an amethyst pendent attached to a silver chain. The pendent was in the shape of a teardrop and about an inch long. As Emma stared at it, the hairs on the back of her neck rose and she felt as if a current of electricity were running through her.
She gasped when the surface of the pendent seemed to shift and she was now staring at a small eye the color of the stone.
"Robin! Do you see..."
Emma blinked and shook her head. The eye was gone as was the weird feeling, but more importantly, the pendent was now an emerald green. The same green as the earrings she was wearing. Eric had bought them for her for mother's day last year because green was their shared favorite color and they matched the stones in her engagement ring.
"Did you see that?" She forced the words out as the older woman came around to her side of the table.
"Yes, its beautiful."
"No, I mean what it did, it changed colors."
"Changed? Emma, you shouldn't have any more to drink." Robin reached down and slipped the pendent from the box. "I was wondering where this had gone!"
"You've seen this before?"
"Yes, it belonged to my great grandmother. I had given it to Sherry, one of the previous tenants that I'd become close friends with. When she up and left, her husband said he could never find it."
"Up and left?" Emma spoke softly and her voice sounded far away. "You didn't mention Sherry before, this is another one?"
In front of her Robin was holding the chain and the pendent was swinging back and forth. Her eyes were locked onto it, waiting to catch a glimpse of what she'd sworn had been an eye. And it had been an amethyst, hadn't it?
Robin rolled her eyes, but it seemed at herself rather than Emma.
"Yes, I think I should stop drinking too, getting my tongue wagging for all the wrong reasons. Sherry was one of the sort of odd, but nothing really bad cases of things not working out here. But it was her, not this house in anyway."
"Why would I think it was the house? I told you I don't buy any of that."
"Sorry, I'm used to some of the old superstitious farts around here. They tell all kinds of weird stories." She put her hand over Emma's as she had before. "Emma will you promise me something?"
"Sure." She nodded absently while still staring at the pendent. She had to have been seeing things. Stress, alcohol and fatigue were getting to her. Nonetheless she had a strange compulsion to put it on.
"If you hear anything that seems out of place about me from anyone, please ask me about it and don't just believe them."
"What would they say? You seem so nice."
"My family has been around here a long time and there's some stories about my ancestors that may or may not have been true, but people associate it with me at times."
"I don't subscribe to gossip." She reached out and touched the amulet and was surprised to feel it was warm to the touch. Or maybe that was her own heat from the wine.
"Good. Like I said, I think we are going to become good friends with a lot in common. In fact, I'm so sure that I would like you to have this." She held the pendent out to her.
"No, I can't take this. It's an heirloom." Even as she protested, Emma wanted nothing more than to accept it.
"An heirloom I gave away and thought was lost the last few years. Besides, it would match those earrings and your eyes perfectly!" She focused her glossy blue eyes on her. "They are beautiful, like cat's eyes."
"I don't know, Robin, we just met and..."
"And I already feel close to you." Robin walked around behind her. "I think some people are meant to connect, Emma. We're sisters in spirit in many ways, so please take it. At least try it on."
Before she could put up another halfhearted protest, Robin moved her pony tail to the side and reaching over her head, slipped the pendent around her. Emma released a sharp breath as the second the pendent touched her upper chest, a warm tingling sensation flowed through her.
The feeling spread through her arms and legs, and into her stomach. It seeped down between her legs and her clit throbbed briefly as if she were in a high state of arousal. She was barely aware of Robin clasping the chain and leaning over her to grab her purse from the table.
She slid it over and removed a small compact. Emma felt her large breasts pressing into her back and could smell her perfume. Robin's red hair was on her arm and she had the insane desire for Robin to kiss her neck.
She leaned back, pushing harder against Robin's tits while picturing them from earlier today. Large, creamy, hard pink nipples that looked oh so suckable!
"What?" she asked the question out loud. Never once in her life could she recall desiring a woman. What the fuck was in that wine?
Whatever it was, she had to admit she was feeling pretty damn fine and wished she had someone she could share that feeling with. Eric was right, as part of the new beginning her pathetic ass needed to get some cock. In her mouth, in her pussy, hell, if he were good enough to her, in her ass.
"Emma?" Robin cut through her most recent depraved thoughts. She was holding up the mirror, allowing Emma to see the pendent.
The chain was short, leaving the pedant in view over the neckline of her t-shirt. Her eyes dropped down to her own breasts. Emma was not big on top, but her breasts were nicely rounded, perky and firm, her nipples a red similar to the color of the wine.
She imagined pressing her smaller tits against Robin large breasts, their nipples rubbing together.
"What is in this?" She tapped the bottle.
"Why do you ask? Is it hitting you hard?"
"Its...having an effect." Emma said simply.
"Alcohol loosens inhibitions. Maybe you're feeling the way you want to feel. So, do you like it? It looks beautiful on you, no?"



"It does." Emma knew she should give it back. She had no right wearing something special like this, but she really loved how it looked, and it seemed to feel right. "You really don't mind?"
"Not at all, looks great and I feel good giving it to someone who appreciates it."
"I do, thank you so much!" Emma stood and gave Robin a huge hug, then kissed her cheek fondly.
She kissed her very close to the lips and found herself wondering how soft Robin's lips would be...both sets. One soft and sweet, the other set soft and...wet.
"You're welcome." Robin shocked her with a quick peck on the lips. Then gave her a rueful smile. "Sorry, my family was very affectionate and we thought nothing of little quick kisses like that."
"Um, no problem." Well there was, and that it was quick and not lingering and tongue filled.
"I'm heading home, I'm sure Cliff is hungry and last time he tried cooking we ended up with the fire department here."
She grabbed her purse and with a wave over her shoulder, exited through the kitchen door that led out into the backyard. Emma watched her round ass sway pleasantly in her sun dress and took in the long well shaped backs of her legs.
Emma walked over to the window, noticing she was listing to the right a bit, and watched Robin walk across the yard towards her house. Reaching over, she opened the fridge and grabbing a bottle of cold water, opened it and chugged half of it.
She continued to look out the window until Robin reached her house. Cliff came out on the porch to meet her and they shared a hug and a long kiss. This time she wasn't turned on, but sad. She remembered those greetings fondly and longed for someone to greet now.
She finished off the water, then turning on the faucet, splashed some water on her face. The water and the cold on her face helped clear some of the effects of the wine and turning around she leaned against the counter.
Emma wanted nothing more than to go upstairs and christen that hot tub. A nice long soak, then a good night's sleep and be ready for a busy day tomorrow. Instead she let her gaze wander over the boxes stacked on the floor containing their dishes and pots and pans and all the small items she had on the counters at home.
She'd put some of it away before going upstairs. Eric was working hard on her stuff. It wouldn't be fair for her to slack. With a sigh she picked up the utility knife from the counter and cut open the nearest box.
Pulling out a tea cup enveloped in a small bubble wrap bag, Emma thought of Robin. At home with her much younger husband who was crazy over her. They were going to fuck again tonight, she knew it.
Robin was a lucky woman, being adored and kept satisfied. All Emma had to look forward to was playing sticky finger in the hot tub. Putting the cup down and taking out another, Emma thought Eric wasn't the only one mad at life right now.
Chapter Three
"Ouch!" Emma cried out when she straightened up to soon and caught the back of her head on the top of the cupboard.
She sat on the floor, running her hand over her head. That was the third time she'd done it while putting all the pans and cleaning supplies away in the lower cupboards. Fortunately that was the last of it.
Standing, Emma stared at the four remaining boxes and shook her still aching head.
"Tomorrow is another day." She slumped into the kitchen chair and leaning back into it, closed her eyes.
"You tired mom?"
Emma opened her eyes and flinched at the sight of a woman with long black hair sitting across from her. Behind her was a tall young man with the same dark hair.
"Long day, Ben." The woman, rubbed at her shoulders. "I'm sore."
"Here, let me do that." Ben's hands slipped beneath hers and kneaded her shoulders.
"Oh, honey, have I told you lately what a good son you are?" Mary released a relaxed sigh slumping further down in the chair. Wait, how did Emma know the woman's name?
"Because it's your dream silly." A soft voice chided in her mind.
"A good son should take care of his mother, no?"
"I'd like to think so." Mary laughed softly then purred contentedly as his large strong hands worked her shoulders. "Hmm, honey, that feels fucking amazing."
Those words, inappropriate as they were, had come out sounding even worse. Mary had breathed them in a husky voice more fitting being with a lover than her son.
Somewhere in her mind Emma knew she was dreaming, but was unable to react to the scene in front of her. Did you usually know when you were dreaming in your dreams?
"Robin was saying that earlier." Ben-why did their names seem familiar?-spoke as his hands slid from her shoulders down to her upper arms. "Man, Cliff was fucking her good."
"That he was," she whispered, "God, he was fucking her so hard."
Wait, they had seen Cliff and Robin? No, this was a dream...
"And she looked so good, damn she was hot." Ben was no longer massaging, but caressing her arms, sending a shiver through her. "The way her dress was bunched up and just on her knees taking it? I was so fucking hard."
"And your naughty mother was very wet," Mary sighed, "In fact, I'm getting pretty wet right now." She put her hands on his forearms and squeezed them. "Damn, you've got a hard body."
"Got a hard cock too, and not from thinking about Robin." Ben swept her hair to the side and kissed her neck. "But from my hot as hell mother."
"Oh, that's nice." She reached back, putting her arm around his head as his soft lips slid along her neck.
His scruff scraped her cheek as he nuzzled her and she moaned at the slight discomfort. Emma was aware of her nipples hardening and she was squirming in the chair. Ben's hands moved down her arms and across her stomach.
What the hell was this? That was his mother! "You think your mommy's hot?" She gasped when his hands worked their way they beneath her shirt.
"I think my mommy's the sexiest woman I've ever seen," he whispered in her ear. "Remember all that milf porn you found on my lap top? I watch that because I think of my milf."
"I like that." she cooed as he fondled her soft stomach and worked their way up towards her aching breasts. "You think about that? About your mother being your little porn star?"
"I think about my mother being what I know she wants to be." His hands cupped her breasts through her bra. "My dirty fucking whore."
He punctuated his words by yanking her shirt and bra up over her ample tits and Emma felt a wave of heat flow through her as it had when she'd been watching Robin and Cliff
"Oh, yes," Mary moaned when her son captured her swollen nipples in his strong fingers. "I'll be your whore, baby. Your dirty girl, your slut. After all, shouldn't a mother take care of her son in every way?"
"Then take care of me." His voice had an edge to it. "Be a good mother and give your son what he wants."
"What do you want?" she asked while putting her hands over his, pressing them harder to her tits. "Tell me."
"I want my mother to suck my cock." He released her tits and she yelped in surprise when he grabbed the back of the chair and spun it to the side.
Ben unsnapped his pants and grabbing the back of her head with one hand, pulled his zipper down. Emma saw he wasn't wearing underwear and licked her lips at the same time Mary did as she reached in to pull out his cock. He paused, an evil smirk on his face.
"Tell me what you want, mom."
"I want to suck my son's big hard cock."
Opening wide, she waggled her tongue at him, "Give it to me, baby, feed your mother that big dick."
"Well, you always told me to never tell you no." Ben laughed, and with a flourish whipped his cock out and shoved her head towards it.
There was a green haze that obscured her vision and when it cleared Emma was staring at herself, sitting in the chair, her shirt up and her tits exposed. She was eagerly sucking Eric's cock!
"Oh, fuck mom," he moaned, "That feels so..."
Emma's eyes flew open and jerked upright in the chair.
She sat there, her heart beating so hard she thought it was going to burst through her chest.
"What the hell was that?" she whispered, rubbing at her temples.
Her heart slowed, but her mind raced. Seriously, what the hell was that? The last few weeks she'd been having an increasing amount of wet dreams. It was obvious her body was telling her she needed to do more than go through batteries like they were going out of style.
Her reaction to Robin and Cliff earlier was a sign of that. She still couldn't believe she'd not only stood there watching, but to have that reaction? She swore if Eric hadn't shown up she might have popped her cork just from observing them. She was definitely going into heat, the effect of the wine on her proved that. Robin was right, it did lower inhibitions.
But that dream? A dirty dream was one thing, but a mother with her son? Worse, seeing her and Eric in that position? Where the hell could that have possibly come from? Like pretty much every normal mother, she had never once had an obscene thought of her son.
To the contrary, on occasions where she'd noted her son was a good looking young man, she felt a little awkward.
"Its okay," she muttered softly. "Too much to drink, new house, nerves." Her words sounded as lame as they were. There were just some things you never thought of no matter how tired or drunk you were.
She rose from the chair, wincing at how sore she was. Time for that soak and bed. Emma left the small light on over the counter in case Eric got thirsty in the middle of the night and left the kitchen.
She crossed the dark dining room, and turned on the small lamp in the corner to leave him a lighted path in the unfamiliar house. Emma entered the living room and saw Eric was asleep on the large sectional.
He had removed his shirt and was just wearing a pair of shorts and his I-pad was face down on his chest. She quietly padded over to him, and smiled. He'd been so moody lately, but when he was asleep he looked like the sweet boy her and Steven had raised.
Eric had worked his ass off, mounting the TV on the wall and setting up her computer and monitor so all he had to do when the movers came tomorrow is put it on her desk. The cable couldn't come until next week, but he'd linked his I-pad to the TV so they could watch Netflix or movies.
He'd also brought all her clothes up to her room and hung up her work clothes and more playful dresses that she never wore anymore in the huge walk in closet.
Eric had not only put together her shoe racks, but put all her shoes in them. Granted, her OCD would force her to arrange them, but it was the thought that counted. He'd even made her bed with the pillows and sheet set she'd brought in the trailer.
The movers were due at noon tomorrow with her desk and book cases and Eric's bedroom furniture, along with a few small pieces of furniture she'd decided to take with them. That and the boxes of personal belongings that hadn't fit in the trailer.
Twenty plus years in that house and all they took fit into that trailer and a sixteen foot U-haul. She noticed Eric had unpacked the photos that she wouldn't trust with the movers and lined them up on the mantle and in the shadow box on the wall opposite the fire place.
Emma purposely looked away from them. She didn't need to look at Steven right now and wonder what he thought of her leaving the home and life they'd built together.
Eric was breathing slow and heavily and she grunted at the half empty bottle of wine and the empty glass on the coffee table in front of him.
She'd told him he could have a glass, not two or three. But what the hell, he was twenty, a man now and he'd earned it. Leaning over him, Emma eased the I-pad from his chest in case he moved so it wouldn't fall on the floor.
When she touched it, the screen came up and she stifled a gasp. The picture on the screen was one Eric had taken in a mirror and she was confronted with the sight of her son sitting on his bed with Ashley kneeling between his legs.
She was naked, but for a green thong, reinforcing it had always been his favorite color. It dawned on her that picture was taken the day she'd walked in on them fooling around. Eric hadn't locked his door and she didn't know Ashley had been over.
Emma slid the picture over and the next one was more graphic. This one Eric had taken of Ashley blowing him, his cock was not visible as it was buried in her mouth, her lips at the base of his shaft.
Ashley's big brown eyes were staring up at him and Emma thought the little slut looked pretty good with something in her mouth.
On that note, she quickly, shut the I-pad off and wondered what was wrong with her? She should have done that the second she saw the first pic, not look for more. She was sure there were a whole series of them on there.
She leaned all the way over the couch and carefully placed the I-pad on the coffee table. Now that she'd gotten over her moment of parental indiscretion she felt a mixture of anger and sadness that he was looking at those pictures. He needed to get over the little bitch.
He'd meet someone here once he got a job and started spending time in the city. Eric was good would go back to his sweet happy go lucky persona once he found someone to make him happy. He'd filled out pretty nicely too, she noted as she straightened up and looked down at him.
His chest was broad and his stomach hard and flat. He had his arms up behind his head and even relaxed, his biceps were visible and impressive. Emma's eyes trailed from his peaceful face down his chest and his stomach, and froze when she noticed there was another large muscle showing itself in the form of an impressive bulge in his shorts.
Impressive? She shook her head, but continued to stare. Beneath her, Eric moaned softly in his sleep and his hips moved. When she realized her son was obviously having a dirty dream, she...remained where she was and watched his hips rock.
The warm feeling was coming over her again, but this time centered in her chest. She swore the pendent was heating up. Emma put her hand over it. It was cool to the touch, but her body wasn't. She was heating up again in more ways than one.
She wondered if he were dreaming of Ashley. His sexy little girlfriend, sucking and fucking him and letting him take pictures. Emma snapped herself out of those thoughts by wondering if the little twat was letting Mark take pictures then too.
Emma took one more look at Eric, that hard young body and right now hard where it counted. He was wasting himself not having fun. Then again so was she, because there was no reason she shouldn't be getting some hard young cock.
With that thought, she spun around on her heel so fast she almost lost her balance. Young? Emma had never thought about younger guys. She had no desire to play cougar to some kid Eric's age. Then again if they looked like Eric...
She strode across the room and walked up the stairs, trying to distance herself from her son whom she was just staring at in an unmotherly way. That brought back that screwed up dream of watching some son and his mother, then the brief flash of it being her and Eric.
Taboo. The word sounded in her mind. Not just the act, the movie. Eric had mentioned it and Robin had been saying weird things about mom's and son's that sounded a little too close. That's where it had come from.
Not that she still should have any type of dreams or thoughts involving Eric, but at least it gave her the feeling it had not come from nowhere. She hadn't caught a buzz in a long time nor had she been this tired. Tomorrow she'd be back to normal.
Emma passed the room that would be Eric's noting that the small cot Robin and Cliff had been fucking on was folded up and shoved into the corner.
Cliff was supposed to take it out tomorrow. Good thing they'd folded it up, or Eric would have wanted to sleep on it and spend the night sniffing the sheets.
Emma caught herself thinking about Robin's glorious red haired glistening pussy and how it had looked with that big cock pounding it. Her own pussy yearned for that, tonight more than ever it seemed.
Emma went by the closed door that was going to be the guest room, not they'd ever have company, but she planned on eventually getting a bed for it, on the off chance they did. That room had been the master bedroom, but after what happened in it, Emma had opted for the smaller second bedroom to be hers.
She stopped in front of the door, her eyes wide as she heard Robin's voice in her head. "Ben was shot in the chest."
Ben and Mary; the mother and son killed in the room she'd just passed. That's why the names in the dream sounded familiar.
Her stomach tightened as another thought leapt into her mind. All three bodies had been found in the son's bedroom. Why had they been in the son's room after midnight? Emma recalled enough of her criminal investigation courses to know what a crime of passion murder scene would look like.
Husband catches wife with a lover, kills the lover out of rage, the wife from rage and betrayal. Then they turn it on themselves for what they did or not wanting to face the consequences.
"Emma, what are you thinking?" she asked aloud, to try to joke it off, but her gut, which she trusted unquestionably felt she was on to something.
Was the mother and son having a twisted affair? But why would she dream of it? Now that she had it really fell into place. The article hadn't had a lot of detail as it was so cut and dried, but she wondered what the autopsy report had said.
Had the mother showed signs of sexual activity before death? If so was it the son's DNA found within her? There had to be a report somewhere, unless they half assed it for being an obvious cause of death.
Why was she thinking about this?
Emma forced herself to get out of investigator mode and chalk everything up to just an eventful day and her tired mind was spinning like a hamster in a wheel because it had nothing better to do.
She smiled at how neatly her bed was made up and walking over to the closet peeked inside and saw Eric had not only done her show racks, but put up her shelving and stacked some of her totes of winter clothes in the back for her.
Emma noted the shoes were arranged as badly as she imagined, but it was the thought that counted. Eric might be a shit at times these days, but still a good kid and he did do what he could to take care of her. Just not in every way.
With an air of anticipation, she went over and opened the door to the master bath and smiled at the large hot tub. It was definitely big enough for two people to have some serious fun in. Emma lifted the lever to close the drain and turned on the water.
Once she got the temperature right, she went back into the bedroom while the tub filled. Emma walked towards her bed, and flinched when she saw movement out of the corner of her eye. She turned quickly then rolled her eyes when she saw it was only her reflection in the mirror over the bureau.
She stepped closer to the mirror and took in her appearance. Her green eyes seemed brighter than ever and more than a little glazed, telling her the wine was still flowing strong in her. Her normally fair complexion was rosy red and she wished she was flushed for a reason other than booze.
Emma stared at the pendent resting just over the neckline of her shirt. She'd thought the stone had been a deeper green previously, now she swore it was the exact shade of her eyes.
She let her eyes trail down her body. Knowing it would be hot and she'd be driving, she'd worn a comfortable sleeveless t-shirt and her favorite pair of ratty cut off denim shorts. Her long sandy brown hair was pulled into a pony tail and as she usually did when not working, she'd foregone make up.
As an attorney, Emma always dressed the part during the week. Business suits, or modest skirts with long blouses and blazers. Her hair was always pinned up or pulled back, and her make up just the right mix of flattering, but not over the top.



Emma was aware she was an attractive woman, but never wanted to show it off and be accused of playing it up by clients or the competition, or even the boy's club asshole partners of her former firm.
On the weekends however, she reveled in being comfortable and this was a typical warm weather ensemble for her. Steven had also enjoyed it. He was so used to seeing her dressed up he said it was a turn on to see her looking 'girl next door' as he called it.
She felt that was a good description of her. Emma was tall and a little on the slender side and Steven said an outfit like this flattered her body.
He loved the way the slinky tank tops hugged her firm perky breasts. When she was younger she'd been a little self-conscious that she wasn't bigger up top, but Steven loved her tits, and said they looked perfect on her athletic body.
Athletic. That was Steven in a nutshell. Other guys, and she herself, referred to her build as skinny. He said athletic. But he made her feel good about how she looked and decided he was right, her breasts did match her body type.
Steven was also more of a 'waist down' kind of guy as he put it and enjoyed the way the cut offs showed off her tight, well-shaped ass. In addition, the shorts left her best asset in her mind, her long legs, bare and showed them off pretty well.
Emma knew Steven wasn't just flattering her. On weekend mornings if she came downstairs dressed like this and Eric was out, she'd quickly find herself, on the couch, her shirt up and her husband sucking her tits.
His tongue would head south and her shorts would be on the floor in minutes. Then after he gave her a hard squealing orgasm, she'd be bent over, her ass in the air and Steven showing his full appreciation of her form.
Still staring at herself in the mirror, Emma stripped off the tank top, tossing it on the floor. Beneath it, she wore a plain black bra. She always wore plain bras and comfortable panties. She owned a few thongs, but had only worn them on date nights and there hadn't been many of those in the last year.
She had lingerie as well, packed away in a bag she now hoped Eric hadn't looked at while arranging her closet. Again, what was the sense of wearing it?
"Because you're a beautiful sensual woman and should show it."
Emma cocked her head, that last thought seemed different for some reason, more than just a where had that come from, but more like it had been put there. But the thought made sense. She was no narcissist, but she was attractive and seemed unwilling to show it lately, why?
Reaching behind her, she unhooked her bra and slid it off. Her perky tits were sitting high and proud and her rosy nipples were hard. Dropping the bra, she pulled the red band from her pony tail and shook her hair out.
Her long thick hair looked sexy lying on her bare shoulders and upper chest and she shivered when the tip of it caressed her nipple. Emma cupped her breasts and ran her thumb across her now aching nipples.
Her tits did look good. Tight, well rounded, and in her opinion very suckable. She gave them a squeeze and moaned softly. Emma thought back to her failed attempt at a one night stand a couple of months ago.
She'd met him in a bar on the other side of town. A place she'd never been before and dressed in a fairly short skirt and tight low cut blouse. Her hair down and her make up extra heavy, Emma was making no bones about what she was looking for.
His name-the one he gave her anyway-was Gary. He was tall, broad shouldered, with sandy brown hair and beautiful hazel eyes. He was smooth, funny and most of all laid back. She had no doubt he wanted what she did, but unlike a lot of guys he was not forward at all and seemed to be waiting for her green light.
After a few drinks she gave it to him in the not so original line of "you live nearby?" That was good enough for him and turned out he did live only a mile or so from the bar. Emma had followed him home, and once there he'd poured them some wine and kept up with his unhurried approach.
Emma had shocked herself by making the first move and kissing him. They'd ended up hot and heavy on his couch, not just kissing, but their hands wandering. Gary had asked if she wanted to go to his bedroom and she giddily allowed him to take her hand and lead her there.
In his room, he'd stepped up behind her, moved her hair to the side and kissed her neck. He licked and teased, taking his time. All the while he slowly undressed her. Unbuttoning and removing her blouse, unhooking her bra and slipping it off.
His lips explored her neck and upper shoulders as his hands fondled her tits and teased her nipples, just as she was teasing them now. Emma had ground her ass back into him, moaning at the sensation of his hard cock against her ass.
She'd reached back and unzipped her skirt and shimmied out of it, working her now only thong clad ass into his impressive erection. She'd turned in his arms and pulled his shirt off. They kissed again, her bare breasts pressing into his chest.
Feeling more brazen than had imagined she could be, she unzipped his jeans, and pushed them down along with his underwear. His hard cock pressed into her stomach and even thinking about it, her mouth began to water.
She had been ready to drop to her knees, but Gary had given her a playful push, sending her onto her back on the bed. He grabbed the sides of her thong and slid id down her long legs. Emma spread her legs, exposing her pussy.
He had sank to his knees, kissed her thighs then dove in with an enthusiasm that had her moaning and squealing. He seemed hell bent on making her come, but not wanting to let her nerves creep in on her, she urged him to slide up and fuck her, telling him they could play later, but she needed it.
Gary had given her a huge smile that she'd returned. When he slid up between her legs, and looked down at her, that's when it had happened. She'd envisioned Steven in Gary's place. Steven looking down at her with that little smile and adoring look he always had when they'd made love or even when they were flat out fucking.
It must have shown on her face, because Gary had asked if she were alright and instead of saying yes and closing her eyes and letting him have her, passing the point of no return by having him inside her, she had asked him to wait.
The second she did, she knew it was over. He couldn't hide his disappointment as he rolled over and sat on the edge of the bed. Feeling like an idiot she'd started babbling about how she'd lost her husband and was trying to get back into enjoying life, but it was hard and...
That night faded in her mind as suddenly as if a door had been slammed. She remembered she'd ended up apologizing repeatedly as she'd gotten dressed and Gary being a gentlemen. He didn't not give her any grief and gave her his number if she wanted to get together again.
But now it was the present that had her attention and in the present she was playing with her tits and staring at her body as if she were lusting for herself. She was a sexy woman. Her tits were perfect for her body and felt and looked damn good.
Sliding her hands down her stomach as if there were a lover behind her, Emma unsnapped her shorts and eased them down her hips. She turned around and watched over her shoulder as she wriggled out of them.
Like her bra, her black panties were plain but still hugged her ass nicely. Emma shimmied the rest of the way out of the shorts then turned to face the mirror again as she eased her panties down.
The small patch of hair just over her pussy was moist to the touch and as her fingers trailed through it, a shiver went through her. Her fingers slid between her wet lips and she moaned when she glided over her swollen clit.
She pushed her panties down to her ankles imagining the view it would give the lover she so badly needed. Her sweet little ass cheeks framing her pink wet, and so fucking neglected, pussy.
Emma straightened and licking her lips, gave her reflection a lascivious wink. "Like them?" She cupped her breasts once more. "You like my titties, baby? You want to suck them? What about my pussy?" She inquired of her mirror image. "You want to spread my lips and shove your tongue into my wet fucking cunt?"
Cunt. She never used that word, but for some reason the fact she'd said it out loud excited her. Emma was breathing hard and her breasts were heaving. At various points of the evening she'd been strangely horny, but right now she felt absolutely wanton and wished there was someone there to enjoy it.
She walked naked across the bedroom and into the bathroom. The hot tub was close to full and shutting off the water, she turned on the button that activated the jets. Emma stepped into the hot tub and when she sat down and stretched her legs out she released a loud sigh.
"Oh. God this feels good." She declared as the strong currents of water struck her lower back and neck.
Leaning her head back, she slid lower until her nipples were under the warm water and with a purr of delight spread her legs and slipped her hands beneath the water. She teased a finger around her clit, while easing two fingers inside her sinfully wet pussy.
Lifting her legs, Emma placed her feet on the sides of the hot tub and for a moment stared at her bare toe nails. She needed to paint them. She used to always paint them for Steven. It was part of looking and feeling sexy.
She made a mental promise to paint her fingers and toes so she could show Eric. Why would Eric care she painted her nails? Because she should look good for her boy of course was the answer that again seemed to be her voice, but not quite her words.
In fact, she would paint her nails green. A nice bright green because it would bring out her eyes and match her beautiful new necklace. Plus it was Eric's favorite color. That's why that little whore Ashley always wore it. Why she was wearing that skimpy little green thong.
Emma closed her eyes and her fingers pushed deeper inside her as she remembered when she'd walked in on them. She had knocked, but when no one answered opened the door and there was Eric sitting on his bed and that little slut on her knees for him.
Ashley's head was bobbing rapidly. Emma knew that when a woman sucked that fast she wasn't teasing or playing. No, when a woman worked a cock like that she had only one thing in mind, getting that nice hot creamy reward in her mouth.
Emma should have left immediately. It was her son, but...
"You didn't did you? No, you dirty girl, you stayed and watched, just like you watched Robin and Cliff."
She'd never allowed herself to think about that day when she'd shamed herself as a mother and watched her son fuck his girlfriend. But seeing that picture on his I-pad and watching Robin today had brought it back full bore. Just like she should have stopped watching, but didn't, she now couldn't stop replaying it in her mind now.
Eric had moaned and placing his hands in Ashley's sandy brown hair, the same color as Emma's she realized, guided her mouth along his cock. Emma had backed up out of his direct view, but remained in the hall along the door. She could see them in the mirror, but couldn't be seen.
Eric groaned, his eyes rolling back as he said Ashley's name several times. She released a gurgling squeal and Emma could imagine her mouth being flooded with her son's hot load. She'd quickly stood up and even in the mirror Emma could see a line of cum on her chin and dripping onto her small tits.
That didn't stop Eric from eagerly sucking her nipples as he grabbed her thong and pulled it down. Ashely's perfect little ass jiggled fetchingly as he gave each cheek a playful little slap, before grabbing her cheeks in his large hands.
He spread it open and Emma could see her pink little slit. Eric's fingers probed first her ass crack, then her slit. Emma had stood there, her heart pounding and a taboo heat growing between her legs. When her son's finger disappeared into his girlfriend's pussy she'd had to repress a moan.
It wouldn't have mattered, Ashley's would have drowned it out anyway as she wriggled her ass and rocked her hips, pushing Eric's finger deeper. Eric abruptly stood up, and slipping his hands under her ass, lifted the giggling Ashley and turning to the side, laid her on the bed.
That was definitely when she should have looked away because Eric was naked and his semi hard, and still dripping cock, was in full view. A good mother would have looked way, she thought, and somewhere in her mind, the wanton side of her that had possessed her all night corrected her.
"No, a good mother would watch, a better mother would be the one pleasing her boy" . Those additional words should have been disturbing, but instead, her finger pressed harder to her clit while her other two fingers drove knuckle deep insider her greedy little cunt. Eric had dropped to his knees, spread her legs and buried his face between them.
Ashely moaned and whimpered, squirming in the bed and playing with her tits while her son pleased her with what seemed to be a pretty talented tongue.
Emma had been getting wetter by the minute and this time did moan, but it was lost under Ashley's loud wail as she came in Eric's face. She'd quickly rolled over on her hands and knees, pushing her ass at Eric who had risen to his feet.
He was hard again, and so hard! His cock long and thick, plunged into Ashley's little pink slit and hammered away at her. Emma could see her face in the mirror, see her wide eyes and open mouth as she got it good and hard.
By that time Emma's hand had strayed, slipping into her skirt and stroking her pussy.
No, she hadn't done that. She hadn't masturbated.
"But you wanted to, and you did, later and you know what you masturbated to, don't you, you?"
"No," Emma moaned, but her fingers still worked her pussy beneath the warm water. "I didn't."
"You did," the soft sibilant voice countered. "You know you did, and it's okay, you saw your boy as a man and wanted him as a woman. It's the way it should be."
"I didn't want him." she insisted. She hadn't, that wasn't true.
What was true was she had remained where she was, watching her naked son, pound the hell out of his equally naked girlfriend. Ashely was a petite little thing, making Eric's hands look all the bigger on her slim hips.
She only had a side view of him, but could see the muscles in his arms and chest as he fucked. His ass flexed as he pumped his hips, delivering long hard strokes. Emma so needed those long hard strokes.
"Oh, fuck," she whimpered as she rubbed her clit harder.
That little fucking whore, getting sex like that. Having a nice young hard cock to suck and fill her mouth then be hard again in minutes to plunder her little twat. She didn't deserve a fucking like that, but Emma did.
She tried to lose herself in work and worrying about Eric, tried to pretend her life was getting better as time went on. But she was lying to herself and denying herself what she really needed. Emma needed to get fucked.
She didn't want to be made love to, she wanted to be a whore. She wanted to be some lucky young stud's dirty fucking cougar. She wanted to suck cock and talk dirty. She wanted her tits and pussy licked and sucked and have her cunt stuffed with hard cock.
Emma planted her feet flat on the tub and pushed, lifting her ass beneath the water and driving her fingers so hard it was bordering on painful. Eric and Ashely, became Robin and Cliff, then briefly became her and Steven, a memory of when life was good and he couldn't get enough of her.
She rubbed her clit as hard as she could and whimpered as the orgasm she'd anticipated all day began to flow through her. Her toes curled and her pussy tightened around her fingers as the warm water tickled her aching nipples and her lust addled mind filled with images of fucking.
She went back to Eric and him whipping his cock out of Ashley. She'd stretched out, her legs sliding along his hips as she lay on the bed. Eric had stroked his cock and exploded, all over her. Ashely cooed delightedly as he leaned forward and sprayed his cum all over the smooth skin of her back.
Something happened and the image replayed, except this time it was Emma on the bed. It was her taking that pounding and when Eric withdrew she had rolled over onto her back imploring him to come all over his mother's tits.
As the imaginary Eric stroked his cock and the first warm jet of sticky white fluid struck her nipple, Emma threw her head back and released a long loud wail. Her hips thrust wildly beneath the water and she cried out repeatedly as the most powerful orgasm she could remember crashed through her.
Her pussy convulsed around her fingers and her clit sent electric currents of pleasure through her. The image of Eric coming on her tits was vivid in her mind and even as she continued to writhe in pleasure she moaned, "Oh, no."
"Oh, yes. This is what you wanted that night and ever since. This is why you don't let yourself remember. You should remember, there's nothing wrong with a mother wanting to be her son's lover and every good boy wants to take care of his mom in every way."
The voice was not harsh or spiteful, but purred the words encouragingly and as Emma lay there, gasping for breath, her body trembling from the strength of her climax, it added. "Good girl, this is the first step to knowing what you want."
Emma was too relaxed to form a response. Instead, she closed her eyes, smiled, and slipped into the oblivion of sleep.
Chapter Four
Emma opened her eyes and wondered how long she'd lain asleep in the tub. The water was now cool and she could see the full moon above her through the skylight. Her legs were still draped over the tub, spread wide and she counted herself lucky her head hadn't slid under the water while she slept.
Slipping her legs down, she sat up and flipped the lever to allow the tub to start draining. She stood up and quickly put her hand against the wall to keep her balance. The bathroom spun and a dull throbbing was beginning in her head.
Emma carefully stepped out of the tub and grabbed a towel. As she patted herself dry she stared into the bathroom mirror. The pendent seemed duller than it had before, was the thing some kind of damn mood stone?
She put her hand around it and it no longer felt warm as it had previously. She thought about taking it off, but then let it ago. It was beautiful and she liked how it looked on her fair skin. Emma was going to wrap the towel around herself to go into her room, but why do that?
She was alone in her bedroom, why not be naked and enjoy the cool breeze coming in through the window on her skin? She'd pinned her hair up to soak in the tub and on a whim, let it down. Normally she slept with it up so it wouldn't be a mess in the morning, but it felt so good on her shoulders when it was down and made her feel sexy.
Emma wanted to feel sexy, she wanted to be sexy. She was sexy! Now all she needed was someone to appreciate that. Emma strolled naked from the bathroom, even putting a little swing into her hips as if she were being watched and showing off.
Despite the faint head ache she was still in that sensual mood the wine had put her in and was enjoying it. She froze when she entered the room and her heart skipped a beat.
There was woman in her bed.
She was wearing a man's dress shirt as a nightgown and sitting propped up on the pillows. She appeared to be older than Emma, maybe fifty. Her short blonde hair was stylishly cut and her high cheek bones and full lips gave her a classic beauty.
Her head was turned towards Emma and her light blue eyes seemed to be focused on her. "There you are, there's my boy."



Emma flinched when a tall young man passed by her. There was a towel around his waist and his skin was glistening as if he'd just come out of the shower. His hair and eyes were an exact match of the older woman's and even his features were similar, the high cheek bones and clean shaven face, gave him a soft borderline pretty look about him.
"Mom, what are you doing in here, dad's home!"
She smiled and began unbuttoning the nightshirt.
"He's passed out drunk again. He won't wake up." She finished the buttons and opened her shirt, exposing her breasts to her son. "Now come here and make your mother happy."
The boy walked to the edge of the bed as the woman sat up and slipped the shirt off. Now completely naked she slid down on the bed and spread her legs. Her pussy was completely smooth and she smiled as her son gazed hungrily at her.
"See? Nice and smooth for you, just like you like it." She slid her fingers though her wet lips and moaned. "Come on, Paul, give your mother a kiss."
Paul hesitated, "Did you at least lock the door?"
"Yes," she sighed, "Now lose that towel, and show me how hard you are for your mother."
With a grin, Paul dropped the towel, showing off his erect cock. He crawled up onto the bed, with his mother beckoning him with one hand while spreading her lips with the other.
"Hmm, that cock is going to feel so good when you slide it in after you make me come in my baby's face."
Paul all but dove between her legs and she cried out when he buried his face in her pussy. Emma watched him suck her clit with lip smacking gusto and the woman wrapped her legs around him, locking her ankles over his back, pinning his face to her pussy.
Her heart was racing and once more her body was responding to the scene before her. The woman had her eyes closed, moaning softly as her son went down on her. Her eyes then opened and turning her head towards Emma she smiled.
"See this, Emma?" she reached down and placed her hand in her son's hair as he continued to suck her pussy. "Know how it started? By me watching my son have sex. Just like you did."
"No." she shook her head.
"And look at me now. Getting my twat licked by my young beautiful son. Getting his hard cock anytime I want it. He's so good to me, Emma!"
"I'm dreaming."
"You are," she agreed, "Dreaming of what could be. This could be you. You want it to be you, you know you do."
"That's not true!" she snapped. "I don't want my son! That's sick, that's..."
She was cut off by the blonde emitting a squeal and writhing in ecstasy on the bed. She clamped her thighs around Paul's head and ground her quivering pussy into his face. Her eyes were wide and her mouth open as she yelped and squealed while her son licked her to orgasm.
Despite her objections, Emma's nipples stiffened and the pendent was heating up against her skin again making her think it was somehow reflecting her body's reactions. When she groaned softly and let her legs fall from Paul's shoulders, he sat up on her knees between her legs.
His cock was hard and ready, but even as he leaned over, preparing to enter her, the woman spoke to Emma.
"Stop being a damn lawyer, Emma." She gasped when her son entered her and as she wrapped her arms and legs around him, she smiled, "Some laws are meant to be broken."
Chapter Five
"Hey, Mom?"
Emma's eyes flew open at a gentle touch on her shoulder and she was surprised to see Eric standing next to the bed.
"Eric?" Her voice sounded hoarse and her mouth and throat were as dry as a bone. "Why are you in my room?"
"It's ten, and the movers are coming in two hours. I knocked a few times, but you didn't answer." He smirked at her. "You had a lot to drink last night, didn't you?"
"Um, yeah maybe too much." Emma was on her stomach and went to push herself up when she realized she was naked and had come very close to exposing her breasts.
She lay back on her stomach and noticed Eric wasn't looking at her face, but to the side, along her body. Emma's back was bare, the sheet just over the curve of her ass and as was usually the case when she slept, her right leg was out from under the sheet.
Her leg was bare right up to her hip and her hair was fanned around her head and down her back. It occurred to her that if Eric were a lover, she would be presenting a sexy tease, showing a lot of skin, but with the 'good' parts still covered.
"Eric?"
"Huh?" he blinked, "Oh, anyway, sorry I came in, but you had me a little worried when you didn't hear my knocks."
"I'm fine, honey, just a lot of wine and I soaked in the tub last night, it was sooo nice!" She purred the last part and realized it had come out a little racier than it should have. "Guess I needed the sleep." She quickly added to cover it up.
"I slept good too except..." He frowned. "Weird dreams."
"Really?" Her interest piqued. "About what?"
He shrugged and looked embarrassed. "I think I spooked myself trying to spook you. I had dreams of some of the people that lived here before. I mean, I think that's who they were."
"Honey, can you turn around for a second? I want to sit up and..."
"You're naked." His eyes widened and he blushed as if he hadn't meant to say it.
"Yes, I was born that way, just like you," she joked, but her thoughts went back to the way he seemed to be looking at her a minute ago. "Too tired to get dressed after the tub."
Eric nodded and out his back to her. Emma sat up and grabbing the sheet pulled it up to wrap around her. As it had last night the movement of her reflection in the mirror caught her eye. She glanced over and found herself staring at Eric who was facing the mirror.
Her breasts were completely exposed, and for what was probably only a few seconds, but still more hesitation than there should have been, she didn't move. Her eyes were on his and his were. on her breasts. His gaze shifted and for a moment their eyes met.
Simultaneously, Eric turned his head to the side and Emma pulled the sheet around her body. She turned, and leaned back against the headboard, but her mind was racing. There was no doubt Eric has been staring at her tits, and for a brief moment, she had let him.
"How do you know they were people that lived here?" Emma stayed on topic and Eric answered so quickly she knew he was grateful she hadn't called out his looking at her.
"The names, Ben and Paul. I remember them from when I looked up the house."
"So those were the only two you saw?"
Emma was now disturbed for reasons other than her and her son being caught in an awkward moment reminiscent of some stupid porn script. Eric had seen the same two boys she had seen.
"Yeah, just them, but not at the same time. Why'd you ask? You have weird dreams too?"
"I was so out of it I don't remember anything from laying down to you waking me up," she lied. She felt bad doing it, but she didn't need Eric's mind racing, hers was going to be, but let her be the one to think this through.
"Oh."
"So what were they doing?"
"They were just talking," He looked at her uneasily and continued hurriedly, telling her he was lying. "Just saying haunted house stuff, like welcome and I was going to have fun here, like they did."
"Ben was shot in the head!" She blurted out.
"Mom, it was a crazy dream." He grinned. "I may have had a little too much wine too, that shit was pretty damn good."
"A little too good." Emma muttered, recalling her out of control lust and knowing full well he'd been having a lewd dream of his own.
The fact his dream was of the same scenario she had thought about bothered her. It was as strange as the fact they'd both dreamt of the houses former occupants. Odd he'd only seen the sons though. Odd, but good. Eric didn't need dreams of sons doing unnatural things to their mothers.
"Well, anyway. The movers will be here so I figured I'd get you up. I put the rest of the pans away and cut down all the boxes. I'm going to head back downstairs and unpack my lap top and put my stuff in my room."
"Okay, I'll get down early enough to make breakfast." She shrugged. "Well, cereal and eggs is all we have for now. I'm going to go into town and do some grocery shopping later today."
"I had some cheerios already." Eric told her.
His eyes lingered on her chest and Emma wondered if he were trying to see her breasts through the sheet.
"What are you looking at?" Please don't answer what you're really looking at.
"That necklace," he said to her relief. "It looks good on you."
He leaned over and to her surprise took it in his hand. He held it there, just over the edge of the sheet and Emma had an insane urge to pull the sheet away or have him pull it down. Okay, she was no longer drunk, what the fuck was going on?
"Its beautiful." Eric spoke softly and his eyes had a distant look to them, as if he were seeing something more than the pendent.
Still holding the pendent he caught her off guard by giving her a soft, sweet kiss on the cheek.
"Just like you." He gave her another kiss and this time his lips came close to grazing hers, kissing her just to the right of her mouth. "I love you, mom."
"I love you too," she replied, touched by the display of affection.
"I'm sorry I've been an ass lately." Eric let the pendent go, but kept speaking. "I shouldn't give you a hard time. A good son is always good to his mother."
"I appreciate that," she spoke slowly, not thrilled with his choice of words after her dreams.
"I appreciate you and should show it more. Show it anyway I can."
"Then just be less miserable, can you do that for me?"
"I'll do anything you want, mom," he told her with that strange look in his eyes. "Anything."
"Well you can start by letting me get dressed so I can go downstairs and help you."
"Sure." He sounded reluctant, but stepped back from her. As soon as he did his eyes seemed to regain their focus. "See you soon."
He turned and headed for the door. Stopping in the doorway, he turned to look at her. "You really are beautiful mom. You should let someone take care of you."
"So should you."
He shrugged, "Who knows, maybe we'll just keep taking care of each other."
He closed the door behind him and Emma rubbed her temple. What was going on here? Eric had seemed like there was a stranger meaning behind his words than there should be. He had been looking at her breasts, no doubt about it and had been staring at her body when she was laying down.
An unwanted thought came to her; how long was he there before he woke her up? But it wasn't just him. The memory Emma had last night was one she had forced herself to forget. She'd done something she should have never done that day, watching Eric.
Immediately afterwards she had felt enough guilt and shame to make her feel she had moved on to the feelings a proper mother would have. Why had it come back last night and so vividly? And she couldn't lie to herself and pretend the image she had come to was of Eric doing the unthinkable, fucking her.
But she'd had two dreams of the unthinkable between other people. One before her vision, one right after. She'd blamed Robin's odd conversation about son's being the man of the house and taboo movies, but no way would it have put that much in her head.
But it did explain having her shameful memory surface. She nodded to herself; that was an explanation for that at least. But her and Eric both dreaming of the same people, at least the sons. Or was there more? She'd lied to Eric, had he been holding back on her when she'd said she hadn't had dreams?
Ben and Mary, the last tenants. Paul and...? Emma forced herself to relax and count backwards from twenty to one. It was something she'd started in college and for some reason it always helped reset her thoughts when working on a case.
She replayed Robin's account of the various events of the house. Paul was the son who had vanished with his mother, Kathy. The blond must have been Kathy. In the dream Paul had worried about being caught by his father. Kathy and Paul had vanished, only to turn up months later in California.
She'd been convinced the only reason a mother would take her son and run was because of an abusive father, but when she had said that, Robin had smirked and asked "Is it?" she'd also said she kept in touch with Kathy.
Was her dream true? Had Kathy had some type of incestuous relationship with her son and they ran away to be together? And Robin knew it?
"No," she said aloud. "This is crazy." Emma was not superstitious, but did believe that places where negative or sad events had taken place could hold a charge of sorts. Maybe in her exhausted and inebriated state she'd picked up something.
"Now, that's crazier than a son banging his mother." She spoke aloud again, another habit when she debated the findings of a case.
Emma tossed the sheet away and turned on the bed. She swung her feet to the floor and took in her reflection. Her eyes landed on the pendent. There was something strange about it. The wine had affected her, but she'd gone into a frenzy of lust once she'd put it on and it had definitely changed color and temperature.
When Eric had held it, he'd gotten strange. Way too affectionate.
"Now, what Emma? A talisman? A curse that makes you horny?"
She tried to laugh, but couldn't. Well this would be easy enough to prove. Emma reached behind her neck and fumbled with the clasp trying to open it.
"Oh, come on," she muttered when the clasp wouldn't budge. Emma spun the chain around her neck so she could see what she was doing in the mirror. She was able to get a firm grip on the clasp with her fingernail, but again it wouldn't move.
Fighting off a growing unease, she turned it back around and pulled the pendent forward. The chain had some length to it and Emma lifted it by the pendent, pulling it over her chin. The emerald rubbed her lips and it was warm against them.
Emma looked into the mirror and noticed the pendent was close to even with her emerald earrings. They were an exact match and it looked good on her. More importantly Eric had said it was beautiful. Not just the pendent, but she was beautiful as well.
He'd kissed her so sweetly and looked at her with an adoration in his eyes she hadn't seen since he was young and really was her baby. If Eric liked it on her shouldn't she keep it on? Shouldn't she want her boy to find her beautiful?
The pendent brought out her eyes as well, calling attention to her most stunning feature. When he was young Eric had always said, "Mommy, you have such pretty eyes!" Emma had gotten a glimpse of that sweet boy today and it started with a compliment to her new accessory.
Why would she want to lose that by taking it off? No, she'd been missing that side of him since Steven's death and wasn't going to throw it away. Emma pushed the pendent back down and held it close to her chest.
"My boy thinks I'm beautiful." She smiled at herself, taking in her perfect tits and her adorable pink nipples. They really were sexy and so was she and it was time to act that way.
Emma stood and going over to the suitcase on the chair in front of her bureau, opened it. Inside were her under things. Eric had hung up a lot of her clothes for her, but she didn't need him seeing her damn bras and panties.
She picked up a pair of blue cotton panties, and held them in front of her face. Why the hell did she keep wearing these boring things? How could she be the sexy milf she should be when she dressed like some boring housewife?
Dropping the panties, Emma reached down into the bottom of the case and smiled at the black lace thong she'd pulled out. She slipped it on and turning, peered over her shoulder. The thong was minimal, having been part of a lingerie set, and she smiled at how it left the cheeks of her ass exposed.
Spreading her legs wider, she bent over enough to see the thin strip of material barely covering her slit. Now this is what a sexy woman should be wearing. On that note, she knelt down and opened up a large box marked summer clothes.
Emma rummaged through the box until she found the green sundress she'd been looking for. The dress had been one of Steven's favorites because it was lower cut and shorter than her other dresses.
He referred to it as 'playful' and that was a pretty good description because on the few occasions she'd worn it they always played. Emma sucked on her lower lip at the memory of the last time she'd worn it.
They'd gone on a weekend trip up to Maine and Emma had worn the dress for him. Steven had spent all day staring at her legs and remarking how he kept hoping for a breeze because the dress was so short it wouldn't take much to expose the cheeks of her ass.
That was why she only wore it when they were away or around the house if Eric wasn't around. The dress wasn't just short, it was borderline inappropriate to wear in public and certainly nothing she'd wear in front of her son.
But she was going to wear it now. She stopped at that thought. Why was she going to put it on? Not only was it a little short to have on around Eric, but the movers were coming soon. Emma had never been one to like to tease, unless she was somewhere no one knew her and for her husband's benefit.
"You wore it to look good for your man, why not wear it now to look good for your boy?." That soft voice from last night whispered in her ear and Emma's stomach tightened because unlike last night she was stone cold sober.
"Don't blame the wine and don't act like these aren't your thoughts. They've been there ever since that day you watched your son only now, they're coming to the surface."
Emma closed her eyes and took a deep breath. Of course they were her thoughts, what did she think, that someone was in her head? That she was possessed by a horny ghost in a house with a weird history?
"Exactly, now stop worrying and go back to that hot sexy memory of the last time you put on your slutty little dress."
As if the words conjured it, Emma saw the climax of that day. Her sprawled out on the kitchen table because Steven couldn't even wait to get into the bedroom. Her dress shoved down to allow her braless tits to bounce wildly as he hammered away at her.
The bottom of the dress was over her hips, leaving her with a band of green material bunched around her waist as she put her sandal clad feet on her husband's shoulders as he fucked her so hard the table eventually broke.
She'd remained on the table top, now on the floor, the broken legs laying beneath it with Steven now over her, his hands on either side of her head.
The fall had only stopped him long enough to slip back inside her and he continued to fuck her until he whipped his cock out and sprayed his hot load all over his favorite place, her tits and nipples.
As Emma remained on her knees, the memory of how good his hot sticky cum felt on her sensitive nipples, fading, something dawned on her. That had been how Robin looked yesterday, on her back her dress around her waist, tits out, legs up, just getting fucked.
"Sold!" She giggled and put the dress on the bed.
She plucked a black lace bra from the suitcase, then stopped and stared at it. Didn't she have a green thong? Tossing a few things out of the suitcase she laughed when she found it. A perfect match to the dress, did she still have the bra that went with it?
Actually did she even need a bra? Of course she did. The dress wasn't just kind of low cut, but on the snug side. It would be obvious she wasn't wearing one. She had movers coming over, plus Eric.
"Wouldn't it be fun to have men staring at you? Lusting after you? You know you like to tease, Emma. That's why Steven loved the dress, he liked men looking at you."
He had, but Eric...
"Eric likes to look too." There was a snicker from somewhere in her mind, that she had the unnerving feeling wasn't coming from her. "Why do you think he likes green, mommy?"



Emma shook her head, trying to clear it, but the thoughts kept flowing.
"Why do you think he bought slutty Ashley that green thong and always asked her to wear it?"
"Stop it," she whispered trying to convince herself she was speaking to her own frazzled mind. 
"Think you're the only one in the family that did something they shouldn't have?"
What are you talking about? As soon as the thought entered her mind, Emma cursed at herself for being stupid. Who the hell was she asking? These were just her thoughts. Maybe the wine and the weird mom son dreams were having a lingering effect on her.
"Maybe there's a reason your baby boy loves green on his mommy. Maybe that reason is why he wants Ashley to wear it."
"Shut up," she whispered, putting her fingers to her temples.
"Ever notice how much Ashley looks like you?"
Emma remained on her knees on the floor, the bra in her hand and her head pounding. The pendent was warm between her breasts and she swore it was pulsing in time with her heartbeat. Take the damn thing off.
She put her hand on it and went to slide it over her head. Emma frowned when it wouldn't go past her chin. It seemed to have plenty of play in the chain to easily go over her head. She tried again, then rolling her eyes, she spun it around so it was lying between her shoulder blades.
She found the clasp with her fingers and fumbled with it. She could feel the small lever, but when she pushed back on it, it wouldn't budge. The damn thing was stuck. An irrational fear went through her that it didn't want to come off.
"Get a grip," she said aloud. "Its stuck, just let Eric take it off."
Emma pulled the chain around so the pendent would be in front again. As she let it fall, it dropped across her right breast and she gasped as her nipple hardened and a warm pleasant shiver went through her. 
She put her hand over the green stone and her mind was filled with another memory of the green dress. In fact it was the first time she wore it. They had gone to a party and Steven-and many guys for that matter-couldn't take his eyes off her. 
They'd planned on having a good time so took a cab there so they didn't have to worry. They'd drank more than they'd had in years and danced the entire time. Emma was showing herself off, dancing lewdly and grinding into her very happy husband.
They'd been horny all night and when the cab dropped them off they all but ran into the bedroom. They'd had fucked right in the living room, but Eric was home. As soon as they were in the room they were kissing and Steven's hands were all over her.
He'd lifted her dress over her head as she removed her bra. She's stood there moaning as he sucked on her sensitive nipples and watched in the mirror over her dresser as her husband devoured her breasts like it was the first time he'd seen them.
She'd been wearing the thong she had just found after a few minutes of her husband pleasuring her nipples with his skilled tongue, she dropped to her knees and unsnapping his jeans pushed them down his hips.
She'd taken his cock into her mouth and like he had with her tits, sucked it like a slutty one night stand rather than a wife of twenty years. She pushed his chest so he'd sit on the bed and continued giving him a blow job that would put a porn star to shame.
Emma spit on his cock, slurped it back up and was making sloppy wet gagging sounds that really did sound like the audio from an x-rated movie. She'd been moaning and wiggling her ass as blowing him was getting her hotter and wetter by the minute.
Steven had grabbed her by the hair and thrust his hips, fucking his wife's mouth like she was the slut she was acting like. Within a minute he groaned her name and shot a huge load into her eager mouth.
Emma's heart skipped a beat when her mind's eye had replaced Steven with Eric. It was now her son filling her mouth with cum and whimpering, "Oh, mom!"
The visual quickly reverted back to Steven. He had barely finished when he grabbed her shoulders and pulled her to her feet so fast, cum spilled from her mouth all over her tits. He quickly reversed their position and pulling the thong to the side, licked her to a screaming orgasm. 
In the midst of that orgasm, it happened again. It was now Eric kneeling between her legs, licking away and shoving two fingers into her sloppy cunt while she clamped her thighs around his head and cried out his name.
Steven returned and it was as if they'd turned back the clock because even though she came quickly, he was hard and ready. He stood, lifted her legs and hammered away at her. Emma had played with her nipples, then rubbed her clit as her husband gave her the hardest fucking he had in years.
Her fingers danced across her swollen button and when it was Eric, not Steven fucking her, Emma came with her head back, mouth wide open and her feet pressed into his chest. She urged him to lie back, and as soon as he had, she straddled his hips and rode him like a bull at a rodeo. 
As she remained on the floor, breathing hard and unable to push away the images, Emma was alternately riding her husband, then her son. Both of them were moaning and bucking their hips, Steven calling her name and Eric calling her mom even as she was impaled on his cock.
The Emma from the memory was putting on a show for both her men, playing with her nipples and working her hips wildly as she worked for her prize.
"Yes, both your men, the one who loved and lusted for you and now the only one who can take his place."
Emma received the prize she'd been fighting for, a nice hot load shooting deep into her sopping slit. As she continued to ride him, contracting her pussy around him and milking him for every drop as he moaned beneath her, Eric had returned and remained as she turned and looked at them in the mirror again, smiling at how sexy she looked and loving how sexy her son had made her feel.
"Stop it!" Emma jumped to her feet and threw the green thong back into the suitcase as if it had burned her. 
She added the dress and slamming the lid shut pushed the suitcase under the bed with her bare foot, wincing as she stubbed her toe. Emma turned away from the bed and went over to her dresser, pulling a pair of white shorts from a drawer and a matching sleeveless top. 
As she stepped into the shorts, she caught sight of herself in the mirror. Her skin was flushed and her eyes bright. Even brighter was the pendent. It seemed since she'd put it on anytime she got excited or aroused it grew brighter.
She'd also been aroused almost constantly since she'd put it on.
"Right, a horny stone," she muttered to her reflection. 
Emma wriggled into the shorts which fit her snugly and realized this wasn't the pair she wanted. They were also part of her 'not safe for work or home' collection, Steven had referred to her fun sexy clothes as. 
The movers were coming soon, not to mention she always made it a point to dress modestly in front of Eric. Her phone beeped from where she'd left it on the bed, and leaning over, Emma saw it was a text from the moving company. "Your movers are on schedule and will arrive in a half hour."
Emma looked back down into the drawer for something else, then shrugged. Screw it, she would just wear the shorts, so what if they were a little tight? If the movers wanted to check her ass out Emma supposed it would be flattering, and it's not like Eric actually looked.
"Keep telling yourself that, mommy."
Emma ignored the thought, which is what she planned on doing from now on. That and not touching anymore of Robin's homemade wine. Whatever was in it, had way too strong of an effect on her. 
She opened another drawer and grabbed the first thing on top, a sleeveless white t-shirt. Like the shorts, the shirt was on the tight side, hugging her breasts. It was a bit on the short side as well, not quite covering her entire stomach, leaving her naval bare. 
The shirt pressed the pendent to her chest and the heat emanating from it made her uneasy. She withdrew it from her shirt and watching in the mirror she fumbled once more with the clasp, but couldn't get it to budge. 
Slipping on her comfy sandals from yesterday, she left the room and went to find Eric. Assuming he was downstairs, she strode quickly down the hallway, but stopped when she swore she heard moaning. 
A sense of déjà vu came over her as she recalled walking in on Robin and Cliff yesterday. She paused and there it was again, the unmistakable sound of a woman moaning. Like yesterday it was coming from what was going to be the spare room.
Emma moved towards the door which was shut. She put her hand on the knob and hesitated. She thought of the weird dreams she'd had last night of the couples having sex. Couples with the names of the people who'd lived here before her. 
Annoyed at her irrational thoughts, Emma turned the knob and stepped into the room. Eric was sitting on the cot and watching the TV she'd noticed on an old table against the wall. On the screen was a woman on her knees, getting pounded hard by the man behind her. 
"Oh, fuck, baby! Oh, you're giving it to me so good!" The woman cried out as her dark eyes stared at the screen, her red painted lips parted as she moaned and yelped from the pounding she was receiving. 
Emma noticed the woman was much older than the young man behind her and it reminded her of Cliff fucking Robin. Just like she had yesterday, Emma didn't move, but simply watched the scene from behind Eric who was oblivious to her presence. 
The woman's large breasts were swinging back and forth and her round ass jiggled as her lover hammered her with an enthusiasm Emma had fond memories of and would give anything to experience again, and soon.
The young man dealt her a playful slap that caused her ass to jiggle even more and the sound of both the slap and her yelp of surprise caused her to swallow hard and try to ignore the warm moist feeling growing between her legs. God, it seemed like she'd been wet more than not in the day they'd been in the house.
"Oh, you like that?" The woman looked over her shoulder, at her lover. 
"I do." He moaned and spanked the other side of her ass. "Its like role reversal."
Role reversal? Not something Emma would expect to hear in a porn, but her attention was now drawn to the ever increasing heat of the pendent. Like it had last night, it wasn't just warming up but seemed to be pulsing.
"Yeah, baby?" The woman on the screen laughed. "You getting back at your mother for all the times she spanked you?"
Mother, the word seemed to echo on her mind. The boy was fucking his mother. Eric was watching mother son porn. Emma watched the couple continue to fuck, with the 'mother' now rolling onto her back and putting her feet on her sons chest while he resumed pounding her. 
"Just like you saw Eric fucking you a few minutes ago. Looks good, doesn't it mommy?"
She shook her head and swore she heard that strange giggle again in the back of her mind.
"Eric seems to think so, or don't you see his hand moving?"
That comment drew her attention from the screen and back to Eric. Her son was leaning forward, and his arm was moving up and down. She couldn't see between his legs from where she was, but there was no doubt of what he was doing. 
What the hell, she rationalized. He was a young man with no girlfriend; of course he'd watch porn.
"Mommy porn?" The giggle again, "An internet full of porn, but this is what he watches? This is what he's into?"
He's not into it for that, she argued. Its just a hot scene and...
"Yes! Fuck me!" The woman cried out. "Fuck your mother's hot cunt and shoot that hot fucking load all over my slutty face!"
"That's it," Eric groaned in front of her. "Fuck your mother, cum all over her..."
"Eric!" Emma shouted, startling herself almost as much as him with how loud and forceful that one word had come out.
Startled, Eric jumped to his feet and fumbled with his underwear, tucking himself back in. There was a flash of movement to her left. Emma turned her head to see it was just Eric's reflection in the mirror over the old dresser on the other side of the room.
For a brief moment she caught sight of his cock, his still hard cock, before he shoved it out of sight. 
"Not like you haven't seen it before, mommy"
"What the hell are you doing?" Emma demanded, focusing on Eric rather than the voice she kept telling herself was hers and the product of stress. 
Eric kept his back to her. "Pretty much what it looked like I was doing."
"The movers are coming soon and you decide you have to jerk.." She caught herself. "Do that now?"
"Movers are due in an hour." He turned to face her, an embarrassed grin on his face. "It doesn't take that long."
"Oh fuck yeah, give mommy that cum!" 
The video was still playing and Emma turned to see 'mom' on her knees her mouth wide open and her tongue wagging as her son jerked his cock over her face. Emma reached down and grabbed the remote, pointing it at the TV.
She hesitated when his cock erupted and long thick stream of cum splattered onto her tongue. 'Mom' pushed the cum out of her mouth, sending it drooling down her chin even as several more spurts splattered on her cheeks and sprayed into her mouth. 
Emma's nipples stiffened when the camera showed cum flowing down her chest and over her breasts and could feel her face flushing and not from embarrassment as Eric's had. Before her, the woman grabbed her son's balls and took over stroking his now barely dripping cock.
"All of it, baby," she purred through her cum coated lips. "Give mommy every dr..."
Emma thumbed the off button so hard her knuckle popped and rearing back, she threw the remote across the room where it broke into pieces against the wall.
"Whoa!" Eric exclaimed. "What the fuck, mom?"
"What the fuck?" Emma jabbed her finger into his chest. "First off, you don't talk to me like that. Second? I'm the one who should be asking what the fuck?"
"Jeez, I'm sorry. I thought I could act like an adult seeing I am one." He winced and rubbed his chest where she'd poked him. "And not for nothing, I had the door closed and you just barged in."
Even while Emma glared at him angrily, her eyes dropped down to his crotch. Eric's jeans were on the tighter side and there was a large bulge where his obviously still hard cock strained against the fabric. Why was he still hard? She was standing here yelling at him!
"Why are you noticing he's still hard?"
"I didn't think you'd be stroking your goddamn cock before noon with a lot of work to do."
"Wow, and you want me to watch my mouth?" Eric looked legitimately surprised at her language. She'd never spoken like that in front of him before.
"You didn't mind watching his mommy's mouth did you?" She demanded. "Sitting here telling him to fuck his mother? Her telling her son to cum in her slutty face?"
"It was just a movie." 
"About a son fucking his mother!" She shouted at him. "You don't think that's wrong?"
"It's fake." He seemed confused at her anger. "They're actors, its not like he was really her son."
"But the fantasy is real!" Emma ranted. "People watch what they wish they could do!"
"Calm down, Mom." Eric put his hands up as if surrendering. "It's just a DVD I found in a box and decided to put it in. It didn't have a case. I had no idea what it was."
"But you kept watching it and was about to blow a load to it, weren't you?"
"Mom, have you had any more of that wine?" He wasn't smiling. "Because you're really getting carried away."
"When a mother sees her son with his cock in his hand and telling a guy in a movie to fuck his mother its worth getting mad about!"
"Mom, I..."
"Do you want to fuck me, Eric?" She blinked as soon as the words left her mouth and wondered where the hell that had come from.
Eric stood there stunned, his dark eyes wide and his mouth gaping. "W...what did you say?"
"You were pretty into it there, baby boy," she continued as if she had no control over her words. "You been thinking about it? Been thinking about fucking your lonely mother and being the man of the house?"
"Mom!" He raised his voice over hers. "Knock it off, that's....Christ, you sound just like that movie."
"Then you should like it." She spread her arms out. "Like what you see, Eric? Is that it? You been seeing me different lately? You want a piece of your mother's ass?"
"Mom, please stop." 
"Maybe it's about getting back at me? Shoving your cock in your mother's mouth to shut her up and fucking that snotty bitch? Maybe if you fuck me I'll stop being such a cunt? Maybe..."
"Shut up!" Eric grabbed her shoulders and shook her. "Stop talking like that!"
"Why? You liked that mother talking dirty!"
"She's not my mother and neither are you right now!" His anger seemed to fade and Emma was shocked to see his eyes filling up. "Please stop talking like this."
"I..." Emma stepped back from him and put her hands to her face. "Oh, my God!" She gasped. "What the hell am I saying?"
"I don't know, but just stop, okay?" Eric implored her, his voice cracking. "You're scaring me, mom."
"I'm sorry, honey." Emma was choking up herself. "I don't know what just came over me."
"But you know who you want coming over you, don't you?"
"Mom, you don't look so hot." Eric patted the bed. "Why don't you sit down?"
Emma nodded and sinking down onto the cot, released a long breath. She felt like herself again, but still had no idea why she'd been so upset. 
Eric sat down next to her. "You better now?"
"Yes." Emma gave him a strained smile. "I'm so sorry, Eric. I shouldn't have said all those things."
"You're right, you shouldn't have." He stared into her eyes, but didn't seem angry, just concerned. "Why did you? That's not like you, mom."
"I don't know...seeing what you were watching really upset me."
"I can tell." He put his hand gently over hers. "Mom, you know I'd never think about you like that."
"He's lying. He thinks his mommy is hot. That's why his girlfriend looked just like you and why he can't stop staring at the pictures of her sucking him."
"I do know that." She sounded steadier, and despite the nagging voice with its sick remarks, her thoughts seemed to be rational once more. 
"Then why did you freak out? I know walking in on me was awkward, but to be that mad?"
"I said I was sorry." She turned her hand over in his and squeezed it. "And I mean that. I'm ashamed of the things I just said."
"But why did you say them?" Eric shook his head. "Mom, that was some seriously hardcore shit you were slinging. You sounded like the woman in the movie."
"I know."
"Because you want to be her."
Emma's eyes narrowed. Now that she was still and had calmed down, she was aware of a tingling sensation where the pendent rested against her chest each time she heard those odd thoughts. 
"So what gives, mom?"
"Okay." Emma nodded. "I always tell you to be honest with me so I'll be honest with you. I had a lot to drink last night and I was already tired and stressed out so that wasn't the best idea."
"But you're sober now." 
"I know that, let me finish while I feel like I can without sounding strange."
"Too late for that." Eric smirked. "That porn star potty mouth a couple of minutes ago was strange enough."
"Guess so, but I'll tell you why it hit me so hard."
"You're going to lie, aren't you?"
Another tingle, no doubt about it now.
"Last night when Robin and I were talking she said some kind of weird things."
"Like what?" Eric had kept his hand in hers and Emma was grateful her outburst hadn't made him afraid to be close to her. 
"You mentioned some of the things that happened here." When he nodded, she continued. "Robin brought them up and some things you hadn't."



"Bad things?"
"A couple, but most were just odd. But they all have a recurring theme."
"Besides asshole guys?"
"Yes, the men were part of some of the things, but not others and..." Did she really want to voice these thoughts?
"And what?" Eric prodded.
"Robin was saying odd things about mothers and sons."
"Like what?" Eric's eyes narrowed and had that intense look he'd inherited from his father whenever he was thinking something through.
"She mentioned that movie taboo and then kept making little remarks about mothers and sons being very close."
"Like that kind of close?" He pointed to the TV.
"Not directly, but she said things like taking care of their mothers in every way and man of the house type comments. I think she was implying it and waiting for me to comment."
"Huh, interesting." Eric stroked his chin. Another classic Steven move.
"Not really," She shrugged. "But Robin was drinking a lot too, so maybe she wasn't making sense and I admit I was buzzed big time."
"So Robin hinting at something kinky set you off?"
"It was more than that." Emma took the plunge. "The murder suicide. All the bodies were found in the son's bedroom."
"So?"
"Why was a mother in her son's room at midnight?"
"Talking?" Eric suggested. "When dad was sick and right after he passed, you'd come in my room late to see if I was okay and wanted to talk."
"True." Hearing him say it made her wonder why she hadn't considered that. "But why kill them in there? What set him off?"
"Article said he had lost a good job, taken a shitty one and was a big time drunk." Eric put his hand up. "Had one too many, was mad at the world and just lost his shit." He winked. "Case closed councilor."
"But why kill his wife and son?"
"Where are you going with this?" Eric asked, his eyes focused on hers.
"What if they were lovers?"
"The mom and son?" Eric's eyes now widened. "Why would you think that?"
"The scene read like a classic crime of passion," she admitted. "Textbook perfect."
Eric stroked his chin again, mulling over her words, and she continued trying to justify her actions.
"I went to bed thinking about that and then all the things Robin said about mothers and sons and I was drunk and...I had a strange dream."
"About what?"
She released a sigh and took the plunge. "I had a dream about them and they were...doing things."
"Doing things? That's more like my prude of a mom." Eric said, but his smile seemed forced.
"What's that look?" Emma asked. "Something wrong?"
"I had a dream too and it was about the kid that lived here. He was sitting in the armchair across from where I was sitting." Eric looked around awkwardly as he spoke.
"Say anything to you?"
"It was a dream mom." Eric rolled his eyes. "If he did I don't remember."
As he spoke his eyes darted to the side just like he always did when he lied. As an attorney Emma was all about people's 'tells' when they weren't telling the truth.
"Odd we both dreamt of him."
"We talked about it yesterday and it was hard not to think about it last night when I was alone up here putting your things together. You said Robin mentioned it, coincidence."
"I guess, but after all that taboo innuendo and my thinking something may have been going on and that dream I come in here and you're watching mother son porn and getting into it." Emma gave him a weak smile. "I lost my shit as you so eloquently put it."
"That you did." He smirked. "Never knew you had such a gutter mouth."
"Well..."
"Then again you watch your share of porn too, don't you?" The smirk grew wider. "Found it when you let me use your lap top a couple weeks ago."
"Don't talk to me about porn, its not right." She felt defensive again.
"I seem to recall it was a woman with a younger guy. The Cougar Cub Club," he laughed.
"I said drop it." Emma warned him tensely.
"You really want a guy my age?" He whistled. "You could land one you know. Bunch of my friends bust my balls about my hot mom"
"I don't want a young guy!" Emma snapped at him. "It was just a video and you shouldn't have been snooping!"
"I didn't, you forgot to close the browser." He put his hand up to cut her off. "But point is you watched something you say you don't want, so same for me with that video."
"Okay, point taken." She agreed. "But at least what I watch isn't...unnatural."
"Still no reason for the things you said." He was now serious when he spoke. "That's not you at all, mom. If anything you try to act prim and proper around me."
"I said I was sorry, Eric. I'm just not feeling myself at the moment. All that weird talk and what happened here unsettled me."
"Guess so because I think this is the first time I've ever seen you not wear a bra." He stared pointedly at her chest. "With a white shirt no less."
Emma stared down at herself and to her chagrin saw he was right, she'd never put a bra on. Her small breasts were clearly defined in the tight shirt to the point the skin around her nipples were visible. Eric was right, she never walked around without a bra in front of him, how had she not put one on?
"Because you want to show off your tits to your son."
"Oh, God." She whispered and felt her face growing hot.
"Hey, its not that big of a deal." Eric told her. "Not like I'm looking."
"Oh, yes he is, you saw his eyes keep moving."
"It is a big deal." Because she apparently really wasn't completely herself and hadn't been since she...
"Eric, I need you to get this off me." She grabbed the chain and lifted the pendent off her chest. "I tried to take it off, but the clasp is stuck."
"Really?" It looks great on you."
"Eric what color was this when you first saw it?"
"Huh?" He blinked. "It was green of course." Emma went to speak, but he snapped his fingers. "No, wait, I think it was kind of light purplish."
"But its green now!" She said with a little more concern than she had intended.
"Matches your eyes." Eric nodded. "Maybe it's like a mood stone."
"Take it off me, now." Emma forced herself to remain calm.
"Okay." Eric leaned closer and took the chain in his fingers.
His right hand covered the pendent and Emma gasped when a wave of heat flowed through her. Simultaneously, Eric released a sharp breath and blinked several times as if he were confused. The heat emanating through her body caused her nipples to stiffen beneath the shirt and yet again she became aware of a different kind of heat, a very moist one, between her legs.
"This really does look good on you, mom," Eric spoke softly and his eyes had a distant look in them. "It matches your gorgeous eyes."
"You like my eyes?" Her voice sounded breathy and she realized that was because she was suddenly breathing heavy.
"They're beautiful," He gave her that sweet smile she'd barely seen in the last few months. "Just like the rest of you."
"You think your mother's beautiful?" She surprised herself with a giggle. "Tell me more."
"I like your hair down." He put his left hand in her hair and lightly ran his fingers through it. "You always wear it up, but I really like it like this."
A shiver went through her as he played with her hair and like last night her nipples were so hard they were aching.
"Maybe I'll wear it down more," She winked. "Just for my boy."
"You look so uptight with your hear up and the way you dress." Eric continued to play with her hair. "But when its down it makes you look playful."
"Playful?" Seemed like an odd term for a boy his age.
"Yeah, and sexy." His voice had lowered to a husky pitch and she noticed he was breathing harder. "Like this outfit."
His hand left her hair and she swallowed hard when he put his palm on her bare chest just over the low neckline of the t-shirt.
"Why?" She found herself looking forward to the response.
"Because it shows you off. Shows how sexy you really are." He gave her a sly smile as his eyes now fixed directly on her breasts.
"Those shorts show off those long legs and your..." He winked lasciviously. "There's a nice rear view."
"You look at your mother's ass?" She giggled again even as somewhere in her mind she told herself to shut the hell up.
"You're a sexy woman, mom." Eric leaned closer as he spoke. "I wasn't kidding. A lot of my friends would fuck you."
"Would they now?" She stared into his eyes and saw a look in them that no son should ever give his mother.
"Know what?" He put his head next to hers and spoke in her ear. "It turns me on."
His breath was hot on her ear and sent a thrill through her. "Tell me why," she whispered the response in his ear her lips so close, they brushed his ear lobe.
Eric shuddered and released a soft sigh at the contact. His palm was trembling on her chest, but his other hand remained on the pendent which was now pulsing in time with her rapidly increasing heartbeat.
"I think it's hot my friends want to fuck you. That they think my mother is a sexy fucking milf they dream about doing dirty things to them."
"Am I your nasty milf, baby boy?" She asked, and as if of its own accord, her hand rose and she placed her palm against his scruffy cheek.
"No, you're usually a frigid looking uptight lawyer." He was still speaking in her ear and she tilted her head so his lips would slide along her neck.
When they did, she released a soft sigh and Eric a sharp breath as he'd inadvertently kissed his mother's neck.
"But today you look so fucking hot. Those tight shorts and this slinky little shirt with no bra." He paused and when next he spoke his voice was barely audible. "You have nice tits, mom."
"They're small," she replied, her other hand covering his over her chest.
"They're perfect," he responded. "Just like the rest of you. You have a nice slender body and your perky little tits look just right on it."
Slender body...what twenty year old spoke like that? Worse, what mother sat there letting him talk about her tits?
"A mother who is finally realizing what she wants."
"These tits?" Again, seemingly without her direct consent, she moved.
Emma arched her back and pushing Eric's hand down, placed it directly on her right breast. Eric gasped in surprise, but the sound coming from her was a loud moan as her son's palm grazed her throbbing nipple through the thin material.
For the first time since he'd touched her, Eric looked stunned and uncertain, but Emma purred in his ear. "Go ahead, baby, play with mommy's tit."
Eric's trembling fingers gently squeezed her breast and when she moaned, he grew bolder and his fingers found her nipple and rolled it between them. Her pussy gushed as her son fondled her tit. Putting her arm around him, she kissed his neck.
Eric released a whimper that caused another wave of sticky moisture between her thighs and her voice lowered into a purr that would make a phone sex operator jealous.
"Want to see mommy's tits, Eric? You want to suck on them?"
"Oh, yes, mom...please?" He whimpered again and Emma's hand dropped into his lap.
They both moaned when she felt how hard he was through his jeans. She squeezed his cock and ran her hand along it, admiring its length thickness and how fucking hard he was!
"No woman can make a young man as hard as his mother can."
"Hmm, this has mommy thinking about sucking something too." Emma moaned, then easing back from him, grabbed his hands. She guided them to her waist and pushed the bottom of her t-shirt into them.
Raising her arms over her head, she looked him in the eye. "Take this damn shirt off and suck your mother's tits."
Her heart pounded and she squirmed on the bed noting how the thong stuck to her sopping pussy. Eric blinked several times and his eyes seemed to come back into focus. He lifted the shirt several inches, then stopped and let her shirt go so fast it was as if it had burned him.
"What...?" he stared down at his hands as if like her he hadn't been in control of them.
Emma swore she heard something snap in her mind and immediately crossed her arms over her chest, covering her obviously erect nipples. She shook her head as all of a sudden she wasn't quite sure what she had just said or done. Had her son just touched her breast? Had she helped him do it?
She could see it in her mind's eye, but it now had a dreamlike feel to it as if it hadn't been real. Emma took a deep breath and chased the image through her mind. It had to have been real. As wet as she was and as swollen as her nipples were there had been contact, a desired contact.
"Mom, what...what were you saying?" Eric looked as if he were struggling the same way she was, but in his case had lost what she was convinced had just happened, which was a good thing.
"I said take this damn thing off me." Emma grabbed the pendent which had cooled considerably once Eric let it go.
"Oh, right." He nodded, and reached for it. "Wow, I think I kind of went away for a minute there."
"Sorry I'm so boring." Emma gave a half hearted laugh. "No!" She snapped when he went to take the pendant in one hand. "I'll hold it."
"Excuse me." He rolled his eyes, and then narrowed them as he fumbled to get the small clasp between his large fingers.
"Huh," he grunted. "Seems stuck." Emma kept her head up and tried to fight against an irrational feeling of panic when he continued to tug on the chain and mutter under his breath.
"This damn thing don't want to budge."
"Break the chain." She told him. "Just grab the sides and yank it, its thin, it should break."
"I'll just get the wire cutters out of my tool box downstairs."
"I want it off now!" She hissed. "Just break the chain."
"Wow, mom, first the porn rant now this. You need to take a nap after the furniture comes."
"I will, now..."
"I know, get it off." Eric grabbed the chain in both hands and yanked in opposite directions.
"You have to be kidding me." He whistled and yanked again, hard enough to make Emma wince when the chain bit into the back of her neck.
Eric's forearms bulged as he pulled harder, but the flimsy looking chain wouldn't give.
"Jesus." He relaxed, then as if trying to catch the chain off guard, ripped his arms outward.
This time Emma cried out as the chain dug into her neck.
"What's this damn thing made of?" Eric released the chain. "We'll go downstairs and cut it off."
"Right." If we can, Emma added to herself. "Eric do you really not remember what just happened?"
"That your wimp son can't break a necklace?"
"No, before that?"
"Mom, are you...?'
"Answer the question without another question." She spoke as if he were a witness she was questioning. "Do you remember what we did before that?"
"Wow," Eric muttered. "No more homemade wine for you, young lady." When she glared at him he rolled his eyes. "You came in and caught me watching a movie and yelled at me and then said you were sorry and we talked about the house and the dreams we had."
"That's it?"
"Yes, mom." He seemed annoyed which told her he was telling the truth.
Eric had no recollection of their touching and conversation.
"Good, do me a favor?"
"Sure."
"You have any more weird dreams or if anything seems strange to you, tell me." When he nodded, she added. "Promise."
"Promise, but right now only thing that's strange is you."
"Funny. And you sure you didn't dream about anything but what you told me?"
"Mom, I..." He jumped at the sound of a loud horn blaring from beneath the window. "Movers are here!"
"Go downstairs and let them in." Emma instructed. "I'll be down in a minute."
Eric rose from the bed and went to leave the room, but stopping at the door, looked over his shoulder. "Hey, mom?"
"What is it?"
"How about you do yourself a favor and put a bra on." He pointed to her chest. "I mean unless you're trying to get a discount or a date."
"Get out of here you jerk!" She pointed to the door, but laughed at his joke. Her laugh sounded strained, but it was a real one and helped calm her nerves as Eric left the room.
The horn sounded again and Eric yelled, "Keep your damn pants on!" as he pounded down the stairs.
Emma released a long breath and put her head in her hands. If Eric had no memory of it, had it happened? Maybe she was losing her mind and seeing things like she had last night. Or maybe it had happened, but the pendant was the key. Eric had no desire for her until he touched it. As soon as he let it go he stopped.
"That's fucking nuts," she spoke aloud.
So was the fact her hundred and eighty pound muscular son couldn't break the clasp or chain on the pendant. Emma tentatively touched it, and found it was cool. No strange voice for the last part of her episode with Eric and since he let it go.
Did it sleep?
"Jesus, Emma, you hear yourself?" she muttered. "Your honor, I'd like to enter a plea of insanity."
But something was wrong with this necklace and the house itself. Emma remained sitting on the bed even though she heard Eric let the movers in and telling them where to put things.
Then again, Eric didn't have a clue of what happened. Maybe it hadn't. He also hadn't seen two sets of mothers and sons having sex in his dreams as she did. Maybe it was her. Was she more stressed than she thought?
Mothers and sons. Emma looked back at the TV. Eric had mentioned he'd found the movie in a box in the closet. Rising from the bed, she walked over to the TV which had a DVD player built into it and ejected the disc.
"Loving mothers volume two." She read aloud. Eric had lied; he'd said it didn't have a name on it.
Emma went to the closet and opening the door saw it was empty except for a cardboard box on the floor. Squatting, Emma peered into the box. There were two stacks of DVD's and several old video cassettes still with the bulky plastic cases.
"Taboo, Taboo Two, Mama's Boys, A Mother's craving," she read the titles on top aloud.
Reaching into the box, Emma picked up a stack and flipped them back into the box one by one. Good Mom's Do, If Dad only knew, Let Mom be your girl, Tempting Moms.
Every DVD was mother and son material. The Videos were no different. Man of the house, The Lust of a Mother. One titled at the feet of my mother showed a young man licking an older woman's feet.
"Mom's all tied up and Mom's bound to Please featured women tied to the bed while a young man stared lustily down at them, their cocks hard and ready to plunder their helpless 'mothers'
"Who the hell comes up with this?" Emma rummaged beneath the videos and removed several old paperbacks.
These were much older than the movies. She recognized them as the old style X-rated material she'd once found in her Uncle's attic. All had lurid covers and were written by anonymous. She looked at only two titles, "Mother of My Dreams and All I want for Christmas is mom."
All told between the books and movies there were at least three dozen items in the box and every one of them dedicated to mother son incest. Emma knew Eric well enough to know they weren't his and had been left here.
But Robin and Cliff had supposedly cleaned the house and she hadn't seen anything else lying around. The only things they seemed to leave behind were this collection of Oedipal fantasies and the damn thing around her neck.
Staring into the box, Emma again thought about Ben and Mary killed in the son's room. She wished she could see the actual report. Had they been on the bed? Were they naked? Would the autopsy show Mary had sex before she died? Did they do they run a DNA test to see who she'd had sex with?
The thoughts were farfetched, but thinking coherently and sliding into work mode made her feel much better. Emma closed the box and picking it up, placed it on the bed. Robin had said she might come by today to see how they were doing. Emma would mention the box to her and tell her to get rid of it.



The sound of banging and Eric yelling for the movers to watch out for his mother's favorite chair, reminded her she needed to stop thinking about taboo sex and murder victims and go downstairs.
She left the room and went back into her bedroom. Taking off the t-shirt, she slipped on the first bra which was black. When she slipped the shirt back on, she frowned. The black lace bra showed clearly through the flimsy shirt. What was she thinking? She needed to change her shirt.
Shaking her head caused her hair to drift in front of her face and reaching up she gathered it in her hand to pull it back. Staring at herself in the mirror she saw the shirt had ridden up to show off the still flat stomach she was proud of.
Eric was proud of her body too, he'd told her so. He'd also told her how sexy she was and how it turned him on that his friends wanted to fuck her.
Emma sucked on her lower lip at the idea some of Eric's good looking friends may have laid there in her house and jacked off to the idea of her sucking their hard young dicks and fucking them.
The pendent grew warm again, but at the moment she wasn't concerned with it. Emma reached down to grab a clip for her hair, the decided why not leave it down? After all, her son had just told her how much sexier she looked with it down.
He liked her shirt too, so why should she change it? He'd even admitted how he liked her long legs and ass in the too tight shorts. With a smile, Emma nodded to her reflection and left the room to go downstairs.
She supposed she should be concerned the movers would stare at her, but who cared? If her son was proud of her body, shouldn't she be? More importantly, shouldn't she look good for her boy?
"That's it, Emma," the sibilant voice cooed in her mind. "A good mother always wants to look sexy for her son."
Chapter Seven
"Where would you like this, ma'am?"
Emma looked down from where she stood on a chair. She'd begun hanging curtains as soon as one of the movers brought in the box in order to try and make the house look like home as soon as possible.
She stared at the box marked 'games' "Up in the room Eric told you is the spare bedroom."
"Thanks," he gave her a big smile, which she returned.
Emma turned back to the curtain and resumed sliding the hooks through it. She was well aware her shirt was riding up, exposing her stomach and that on the chair, her ass was just about in the mover's face.
There were three of them, Ernest, who appeared to be in his sixties and owned the company, and two guys in their twenties Emma had learned were his son and nephew. Since she'd come downstairs, neither of the two young men could keep their eyes off her.
Part of the reason was she'd been putting on a deliberate show for them. She'd been moving about the living room, dining room and upstairs, anywhere they were. Once there, she continued to find excuses to bend over to not only show off her ass, but give them some good looks down her shirt.
The cups of her bra were transparent black lace and left the inner half of her breasts exposed. The shirt and bra propped her smallish tits up nicely and if she had any doubts of that, the appreciative looks of the boys were all the proof she needed.
At one point she'd gotten down on all fours to shove the plastic bins containing clothes she wouldn't be wearing until the winter beneath her bed to save closet space.
She had her head low and partway under the bed to see how much room she had and heard one of them whistle, and in a not so quiet whisper, tell his friend what a fine ass she had.
Rather than be offended, his remark had gotten her worked up. That was becoming a common occurrence today and she was beginning to enjoy it. What Emma also enjoyed was the several annoyed looks she'd seen Eric direct at them when he'd caught them gawking.
Normally Emma had no tolerance for women who cock teased, especially women her age that should be past those types of games. But she was getting a thrill out of both the attention she was getting, and Eric's reaction to it.
Thinking of Eric did dampen her mood somewhat. He didn't seem to be looking at her. He had confessed he thought she was attractive and told her how much he liked this look...why wasn't he paying attention to her?
Why did she want him to should be the real question.
His paying no heed to her showing off other than to roll his eyes a few times and once make the comment 'really mom?' made her nervous. Again it made her wonder if she'd imagined their lusty exchange upstairs.
Had she had some type of daydream? Eric made a joke he'd gone away afterwards, had she?
"We're pretty much all set, Ma'am."
Emma turned around, but remained standing on the chair, looking down at Earnest. Unlike the younger men, he had shown no real interest in her. No, that wasn't true, she had seen him looking at her oddly, his eyes on her chest.
It hadn't been with a look of desire or even scorn, the looks she'd been getting from her son, but more like concern. More than once in the time Ernest had been there moving small items and keeping an eye on the others, it seemed as if he were about to say something to her, but caught himself.
"Wow, that was quick." Emma went to put her hand on the wall to brace herself as she stepped down from the chair, but instead took Ernest's hand when he offered it to her,
"Thank you, nice to see chivalry isn't dead." She joked.
"I try to treat a lady like a lady," He replied as he steadied her while she got off the chair. "Even when she's not acting like one."
"Excuse me?" She raised her eyebrows and made a show of looking offended even though she was guilty of what he was implying.
"But I imagine you're generally a lot more ladylike." He still had his large calloused hand on hers. "All the women who lived here before were."
"What's that supposed to mean?" She pulled her hand from his, but more because the comment disturbed her rather than his touch.
Ernest looked away from her, muttering, 'Just had to say something, didn't you?"
"Talking to me or yourself?" Emma prompted despite the fact she knew the answer. She wanted to keep him talking.
"Miss..."
"Emma."
"Emma," he repeated, then gestured towards the kitchen. "Could we talk in there?"
"Sure." She sounded casual, but her stomach tightened at how serious he seemed.
Ernest called something out to his son about making sure they took away all the empty boxes and packing materials and followed her into the kitchen.
Emma pointed to the table. "Please sit, would you like some coffee?"
"No, thank you," he answered, but did sit down with a wince. "Too many years moving furniture he grinned ruefully. Good thing the boy's old enough to do it now."
"So what's on your mind?" Emma didn't feel like hearing any aw shucks charm right now,
"You just got here yesterday?"
"Yes, why?"
"Fast." Ernest frowned. "Then again..." He pointed to her left hand. "Not married?"
"My husband passed away last year."
"Sorry to hear that." Ernest removed his cap in an old fashioned gesture and placed it over his heart.
"Why do you ask?"
"Because..." He shook his head. "Yeah, here we go, big old house, kind of a dubious history and now the old man from town is gonna say some weird shit to you."
Emma couldn't help but laugh. "A psychic old man too, because that's kind of where I'm at."
"And I'm a clever old man because the way you didn't just ask what I was on about tells me you're already seeing some weird."
Emma put her finger up. "Point for you, that was clever and pretty astute."
"Just cause I'm old and from the sticks doesn't mean I'm dumb."
"Sorry! I didn't mean it that way," she apologized.
"I know you didn't, just having some fun." He smiled briefly then returned to being serious. "Met Robin I take it?"
"Yes, her and her husband. They're very nice."
"Husband." Ernest sighed, then shrugged. "Still telling that story, but I get why."
"Cliff's not her husband? So he's just a young lover?" Good for her she added to herself.
"I suppose its not my place to tell you who he is, but he's not her husband. I'm sure sometime soon you'll find out or she'll tell you."
"Okay, but not sure why..."
"The necklace, she give it to you last night?" He pointed to it.
"Yes and no." Emma's heart raced as he brought it up. "My son found it upstairs and brought it down. Robin told me a woman named Sherri had left it here. She said she wanted me to have it."
"Didn't think it was funny a woman you just met wants to give you a family heirloom?"
"Kind of," she admitted. "But we hit it off and," she heard herself justifying and nodded. "Yes, kind of strange, but I didn't see the harm in taking it."
I remember it on Sherri." He nodded. "Except it was a ruby and she said Robin gave it to her."
"Must have been a different one." Emma replied even as her mind replayed Eric opening he box and her swearing it was a purplish. "Maybe she has a set?"
"Only one; thing is like a damn boomerang, just keeps popping up. It was purple when Mary had it." Ernest said casually, but his eyes were on hers and she couldn't help blinking as she spoke.
"Mary, the women who was shot?"
"Yup, she wore it all the time. I'd see her in town with it." He paused, then lowering his voice added. "Bet she had it on her when she was shot."
"So where is it now? The purple one?"
"I know, gotta keep up the game of reason." He nodded. "I believe you're wearing it."
"Even if I was and this is some type of mood stone, how would Robin have gotten it back? What did she do, tell the morgue it was hers?"
"Cliff discovered the bodies." Ernest raised one white eyebrow.
"What are you getting at?"
"Just that this thing you're wearing has been on every woman I've met who has lived in this house since Robin moved out of it. It changes colors for some reason, but I know it's the same one."
"And all these women just leave it behind? Why would they?" Emma felt she had the answer. If the other women had experienced the same strange behavior she had, why would they keep it? That meant the thing could come off. She'd try again as soon as they left.
"Well, two died with it on. Mary and Maria."
"She hung herself, right?"
"Yeah, pretty surprising, she had a great life. Her husband was a former senator who wanted to come live somewhere quiet after he lost his seat."
"He still did some work for the government though. Tim and Maria along with their two sons were a family straight out of one of those old Rockwell paintings. Her hanging herself seemed to come out of nowhere and out of respect for him it was kept as quiet as possible."
"I can imagine. What an awful thing."
"So awful one of the boys had a nervous breakdown and had to be put in a hospital for awhile. Other boy, William ran away and no one's seen or heard from him since that I know of."
"Where's Tim now?"
"He moved to Connecticut where there were specialists to deal with his son's depression. Poor soul tried to kill himself twice at the place in Chicago."
"Have you heard how he is now?"
"Heard from a woman in town that was good friends with Maria the son's doing well, even went back to college, but he never talks about his mother, ever. If she's brought up he has anxiety attacks."
"Jesus." Emma whispered. "What the hell is it with this house and families?"
"Its..." Ernest paused and this time Emma waited for him to get around to saying what he wanted to. "Okay, I said a few things, but thing is I don't know a whole lot other than the local stories and that I keep seeing that thing on your neck turn up."
"You said I wasn't acting ladylike and..." Emma hesitated as he had, then just went through with it. "You're right, I'm not and that's not me. I just feel kind of...not myself since I got here."
"Have any of Robin's special wine?"
"Yes! What's in it, some kind of drug? Some..." She stopped when he put his hand up.
"Nothin' that creepy, but let's just say it," he frowned as he searched for what to say. "Ever here of that horny goat weed stuff?"
"None of that stuff works."
"That wine made a name for itself for getting people worked up shall we say. Local boys used to call it sex in a bottle. It got pulled from the market because of it."
"A date rape wine?" Emma's eyes widened.
"I suppose the people who shut it down were afraid it could be used for that. But the recipe's been passed down and Robin has a stash of it in her wine cellar."
"And gave it away as a housewarming present I take it."
Ernest grinned. "Talked to her about it once, she said she wanted new folks to relax and enjoy their first night in their new home as much as possible."
"So the women who lived here before, they'd act...not ladylike?"
"Maria and Mary were both very proper women, frigid would be a word men might use. Few weeks living here they're walking around town dressed like girls half their age." He pointed to her, "Kind of like you. Heard you were a lawyer. Lawyers dress like this around young men and tease them?"
"No, but what are we getting at here?"
"Guess I'm teasing too," he admitted. "Like I said I only know some things, but there's someone who wants to talk to you."
"Who?" Her stomach tightened once more at the way he'd said it.
"Word got out Robin rented the house again. We're a local agent for all the big moving companies, so once the stuff gets into Chicago we take it from there."
"After Mary, this person asked me if I moved anyone else in here I wouldn't keep my mouth shut if I saw anything odd and would give you their number."
"I'll take it." She didn't care how eager she sounded.
"Good." Ernest reached into his shirt pocket. "She knows a lot more than I..."
His words were cut off by a loud crash from the other room followed by Eric yelling, "Think you're funny now, you piece of shit?"
There was another crash and someone else shouted. "Jesus Christ, man calm down!"
Emma leaped up from her seat, but moving with a quickness that belied his age, Ernest was already on his feet and hurrying into the living room. Emma was right behind him and when they entered the room, she stopped and stared at the sight before her.
The nephew was on the floor, blood flowing from his nose. Ernest's son was standing in front of him, his hands on Eric's chest, yelling at him to calm down and trying to push him back. But it was Eric that caught her attention.
He was yelling something about the nephew being a fucking pig. His face was contorted with rage and his arms were up, his hands balled into fists. His dark eyes were blazing and Emma was stunned.
Even as a child Eric was surprisingly laid back, never showing much of a temper at all. He'd been involved in few fights as a boy and none at all once he'd hit his teens. Yet the look on his face was one of pure rage and he'd obviously hit the boy and looked like he wasn't done yet.
Ernest had kept moving and grabbing Eric by the shoulder pulled him back. "Easy, son, let's just relax and..."
"Get your hands off me!" Eric spun around and pushed Ernest sending him back a step.
"Hey, don't you touch my father, asshole!" The son yelled.
Eric quickly turned back to face him and by this time the nephew had gotten to his feet and both of them looked like they were ready to rush her son.
"Stop it right now!" She yelled, and quickly ran forward to get in front of Eric, her back to the two other men. "Eric what just happened?"
"What happened is your punk son punched me in the goddamn face." The nephew said behind her.
"Tell her why!" Eric pointed past her and Emma was shocked at the way he'd growled the words and the sneer on his face. She'd never seen him like this.
"Grow the fuck up." Ernest's son snapped. "He made a friggin joke, you jerk."
"Joke?" Eric shook his head. "You...."
"Eric!" She shouted directly in his face. "Calm down!" She put her hands on his chest. "Please, honey, whatever he said isn't worth any trouble."
"Yeah?" Eric met her gaze and she winced at the anger in his eyes. "Sitting there telling this other dick that he bet my mother loved to suck cock and get fucked in the ass is a joke?"
"Roger!" Ernest got into the young man's face. "You really say that about her?"
"I...oh, come on uncle E, its just you know, guy talk."
"Its asshole talk is what it is and I know my sister would be ashamed of you if she knew you talked like that!" He turned and pointed to Emma "Apologize right this minute."
"Me?" That jerk punched me!"
"I'd punch a man too for saying things like that about my mother."
"Fuck an apology." Eric waved his hand disgustedly. "Get the fuck out of my house!"
"Eric, easy." Emma put her hand on his cheek. "It's okay, it's just words, they don't mean anything."
"Doesn't mean anything he said you were cock teasing and looking for them to fuck you like a pig on a spit?"
Emma blinked as an image formed in her mind of her naked on her hands and knees. A cock in her mouth, one pounding her from behind and her coming like a wildcat as the young men took her hard and fast.
"Roger, Junior, go wait in the truck." Ernest told them. "And your mother is going to hear about this."
"But he hit me!"
"I'll hit you again, you don't get out of here!"
"Eric, that's enough!" Emma yelled at him with more anger than she intended because part of it was at herself for even having that visual.
"But..."
"But nothing! Get your ass upstairs! We'll talk when you can do it like an adult, not a little boy taking a tantrum."
"Fine, let them think you're a pig." Eric told her, then leaning close enough to whisper in her ear added. "You're dressed like one anyway."
Emma stood there speechless as he turned and stalked across the room and without another look back, pounded up the stairs. As his door slammed above them, Emma turned to see the two boys had listened to Ernest and left.
"I am so sorry about that, Ernest."
"Boys will be boys." He shrugged. "Been awhile since I seen a boy get that mad over some dumb mom remarks." He laughed. "They used to be fighting words back in my day, but now with all this hot mom crap on TV and the movies it's like they don't take it that seriously."
"He's never acted like that before."
"Neither have you." Ernest said quietly.
"Right." Emma looked around awkwardly, then seeing her purse on the end table walked over to it.
She pulled out the check for the moving company, then fished in her wallet and pulled out a hundred dollar bill.
"Here's a tip for the boys, and again I'm so sorry for what my son did."
"And I'm sorry my nephew takes after his asshole father and not my sister." Ernest took the check and the money. "It's not all your son's fault."
While speaking he shoved the check and money into his jeans pocket and with his other hand plucked a card from his shirt pocket. He handed it to her and Emma saw it was one of his own cards.
"Turn it over." He told her.
Emma flipped the card in her hand. There was a phone number and the name Sherri.
"Who is Sherri?"
"Someone who knows everything there is to know about what's happened in this house." "How does she know about it?"
"How?" Ernest spread his arms out to indicate the room. "Because she's the Sherri that used to live here."
"When? What happened to her?" Emma asked in a rush, unable to hide her excitement.
"I'll let her tell you." Ernest gave her a curt nod. "I'll be on my way, Emma it was nice to meet you and I wish you luck."
"Um, thanks, but..."
"By the way?" As he turned he pointed once more to her chest. "When Sherri wore that it was blue."
Chapter Eight
Emma stood outside of Eric's bedroom door and listened to see if she could hear his TV or any music. It was quiet behind the door and she wondered if he were sleeping. When he was young and would get upset he'd storm into his room and would always end up falling asleep as if to escape whatever made him mad in the first place.



Emma had given him an hour to calm down. She'd spent the time putting away some more things downstairs and hanging the rest of the curtains. She'd also pulled the card with Sherri's number on it from her pocket several times.
Each time she meant to call to the point where twice her phone was in her hand, but each time she couldn't bring herself to do it. Was she really playing into this haunted house or cursed necklace bullshit?
Sure she'd been acting a bit off since yesterday. Her extreme arousal to the point she was having sex fantasies in mid conversations was something she'd never experienced. Ernest had been dead on that she hadn't been acting ladylike, but he bet she usually did.
Good guess, she was a lawyer and had told him that. Professional women didn't play Mrs. Robinson in front of young men. Good mothers didn't dress like cock teasing whores in front of their son's either.
"Wrong, only the best mothers dress sexy for their boys. What better way to seduce them?"
That voice should have been enough to have her calling Sherri immediately, but in the end she decided not to. She would sound like a fucking lunatic. Then again Sherri had wanted her to call. Had she really lived here and worn this necklace?
The word catfish sounded in her mind. What if this was some fucked up let's scam the newcomer game? But they couldn't make her feel how she did or have those dreams.
But the wine could. There was no doubt in her mind it was the wine that triggered her sexual desires last night. Even Eric apparently had dirty dreams after he'd drank it. But the mom son dreams and that twisted encounter earlier between them. No amount of alcohol should make a mother come onto her son.
If that had even happened.
Maybe it had happened to Sherri? Maybe all of this had? Tired of her racing mind she'd decided to come up and talk to Eric. Not only about the way he'd over reacted to some stupid remarks, but the nasty one he'd made to her.
That made her worry more she'd imagined that scene between them. In that encounter he'd said he liked other guys looking at her. This was the opposite reaction and fact was, although extreme, it was the more proper response.
Emma knocked lightly and when she received no response, turned the knob and eased the door open a few inches. Eric was in bed, but propped up on his pillows reading something. Emma couldn't see the cover of the book, but did note the rapid up and down movement under his sheet.
This was the second time in a matter of hours she'd caught him masturbating. Granted he was young and alone, but this much? Not to mention he'd been in a rage an hour ago. Emma watched the movement and thought back to the wine. Eric had some last night, but like her none today that she knew of. No drink should last well into the next day.
Not wanting to embarrass him as she had before, Emma quietly closed the door, then knocked loudly.
"I don't want to talk." He called out.
"You don't get the choice." She informed in. "If you're not decent get that way because I'm coming in at the count of..."
"Fine, come in!"
Emma had opened the door at the first word and caught him hurriedly lifting himself under the covers to pull his pants back up. Her eyes fell on the book next to him, but it was face down and he quickly slipped it under the sheet. Probably thinking she didn't notice.
"Eric, what happened down there?"
"I told you. I was in the dining room putting some plates away and I could hear them talking and that prick said those things about you."
"Honey, I appreciate you sticking up for me, but it was just stupid talk. I'm sure you heard that from the kids at school and work all the time."
"Not about my mother."
"I thought you said some of your friends made fun of you about me. Told you they'd like to...well you know, the whole milf thing."
"When did I tell you that?" He looked over at her and looked genuinely confused. "I don't remember saying that."
Maybe because he never had, but she pushed it in case he was pretending. "Earlier, you told me some of your friends talked about me like that."
"I..." His eyes narrowed in concentration and the confused look grew.
"You don't recall our conversation earlier?"
"Um, I think..." He shook his head. "I know you got all mad about the video and I got mad you were talking really raunchy, but...no, wait." He blinked as if surprised at something. "I think I did say something about that and you said you liked it."
"And you did to."
"What?" He exclaimed. "I never said that because I don't. Jeez, mom what kind of kid would like hearing guys say sex things about their mother?"
"Okay, I must have heard that wrong."
"You see how mad that jerk made me."
"Too mad." Emma came over and sat on the edge of the bed at an angle so she was facing him. "I've never seen you that mad. Not even right after your dad died."
"Sorry if I didn't like hearing it. It's not like he said you were hot, he was going on about the things I said and worse."
"But still, Eric, its just dumb talk and..."
"I was mad because I could see why he'd say it!" Eric snapped at her. "Christ, mom, you're walking around in goddamn daisy dukes."
"I suppose they're a little much."
"And that bra? May as well not be wearing one! Black under white? And could you bend over anymore than you did?"
"You're right, I guess it was nice to be looked at." Emma confessed, after all at this point how could she deny it.
"You all but had a damn free lunch sign hanging off your neck."
"Okay, Eric. I said you were right."
"Pissed me off when he said you were a cock tease because that's exactly what you were doing."
"Enough!" She pointed to him. "I might have been wrong, but I'm still your mother and you will respect me."
"Then respect yourself. You were parading around like one of those sluts in those cougar cub movies you like."
"I only watched it once!" She shouted at him, her own temper flaring. "One goddamn time and I forgot to shut it off and now you think I'm on the prowl or something."
"Wonder what would of happened if me and that old guy hadn't been here." Eric stared her in the eye. "Wonder if you would have let them tag team....ow!"
He yelped in surprise when Emma slapped him in the face.
"How dare you!" She hissed. "You don't ever talk like that to me!"
Eric sat there in shock, his hand going to his cheek. "You hit me." He sounded more surprised than hurt.
"I'm sorry!" Emma blurted. Boy she was saying that a lot lately. "But you can't talk to me like that, Eric."
"But you can talk like a porn star then turn around and act like you're auditioning to be one and I can't say anything?"
"You can say whatever you want," she said in a subdued tone. "Just watch how you say it."
"Fine. I was mad because I can't blame him for saying those things and I took it out on him."
"Fair enough." She nodded. "I'm sorry I hit you, Eric."
"Its okay, I deserved it." He sighed then put his hands up in a helpless gesture. "Mom, what's up with us? We're both acting kind of messed up."
"Glad you said that because I thought it was just me." Emma put her hand on his arm. "Maybe just the stress of moving and what we left behind."
"Maybe, but..."
"But?" She prodded him.
"Why would stress make you act like that? Plus we both had dreams about those people."
"True, but what are you getting at?" She forced a grin. "Haunted house?"
"Not haunted, but I was reading how some places where bad things happened can have some kind of charge, like negative energy."
"Really?" She was genuinely interested.
"Yeah and it can affect people sometimes and we are stressed. Just an idea."
"Might be something to it." Emma agreed, and then decided to force the issue. "Eric, are you being completely honest with me about things?"
"What things?" His eyes shifted evasively.
"The weird things. The dreams. All you saw was the boys who lived here?"
"Yes." He nodded, then sent her heart racing, "But they were saying things to me. Fucked up things."
"Fucked up how?"
Eric lifted his arm and stroked his chin, and Emma let him think before he spoke. Her eyes darted to the sheet where he'd been stroking something else and could make out a fairly large bulge still there. Such a shame a good looking boy like him was jerking off. As much of a shame as a woman with her needs playing with herself.
"They were saying what Robin was saying. Things like I have to take care of you and be man of the house and be everything to you."
"Everything."
"Like um,..." he sighed. "They didn't say it, but I had the feeling they were talking about sex."
"I had the same dreams." Emma withheld the fact she'd seen the sexual acts he'd been told about. "But Robin had said a lot of the same stuff to me. More than you heard her say."
"So it stuck with both of us like that? I suppose it could." He didn't sound convinced. "Then..."
"Then what?"
"I found that box of movies and books." Eric lowered his head as he spoke. "All of it about mom son sex and the stuff they said in the movies was stuff the boys in the dreams said."
"So you got it from them." Emma pointed out.
"I didn't find them until today," he countered. "I bet they belonged to the kid that lived here before."
"Probably."
"Or maybe Robin; she said she liked Taboo and it was in the box."
"Why would she leave porn behind?" Emma asked, curious as to how he saw this.
"Why would she leave it anyway? Thought they cleaned the place up."
Eric was thinking right along with her.
"There's something else, mom." He cut into her thoughts. "But something I'm not sure I can say."
"Eric, with all we've been through you can tell me anything."
'You won't get mad?" Eric raised his eyebrows. "You've been pretty mad yourself a couple times today."
"Promise."
"There's another reason I got really mad."
"I'm listening." Emma smiled encouragingly while he still seemed hesitant to say more. "I..." He took a deep breath, then shook his head. "Nevermind."
"Tell you what." Emma slid close to him. "How about we do what we used to when you were little and whisper it in my ear. You know, like our little secret."
"That was lame, mom."
"Fine, then..." "But okay." He gave her a classic shy Eric smile she wished she could see more of these days.
"That's my boy." She laughed, then leaned close and turned her head so her ear was right at his lips. "Tell mommy all about it."
"I was looking at you too." Emma was too shocked to reply, not just by his words, but the soft voice chuckling in her mind.
"Told you, mommy. Dress for your boy and he'll see you in a whole new way."
"And," Eric continued. "I liked what I saw."
"What?" Emma went to lean back, but became aware of a growing heat on her chest.
She lowered her head and saw the pendent was dangling and touching the top of Eric's shoulder.
"I was thinking you really looked good. You didn't look like my mom; you looked like a sexy older woman."
"Eric, you sh..." She tried to say shouldn't look, but the words came out. "Tell me more."
"I thought about what I would do if you weren't my mother."
"Like what?" She put her hand on his chest and could feel his heart pounding beneath her touch.
"Like everything that kid said and more and...." The next words were barely audible. "I saw myself doing them to you and you loving it."
Emma's heart was racing as well and she was heating up again. Her face was flushing and her pussy flowing. Her nipples had grown stiff and Eric's hot and heavy breathing in her ear told her he was experiencing the same thing.
"Its been a long time since your mother's gotten a good fucking." Where was this coming from?
"From deep inside you. They're your thoughts, Emma, not mine. You want your boy. Wanted him since Steven died and you had that dream about him with Ashley and you wanted it to be you."
"Shut up," she whispered.
"Mom? Are you mad?" Eric asked. "Mad I wanted to touch you like that?"
"Of course not, I'd love my baby boy to show me how much he loves and wants me."
She jumped when Eric placed his hands on her cheeks and turned her head to face him.
"Then let me show you." Like before he leaned towards her, his eyes closed, his lips parted.
As Emma leaned closer to him, his hand left her cheek and slid down her bare arm. His lips found hers and pressed firmly against them. They both groaned and Emma's hips rocked when his hand dropped to her thigh.
She shivered when his hand slid onto the soft inner half of her thigh and gently caressed it. He kissed her harder and she returned it with equal passion. Eric's fingers trailed up her thigh then left it. She gasped when she felt him tugging on her shorts and a wave of moisture flowed through her when she felt her snap pop open.
The sound of her zipper sounded over the rushing of blood in her ears and somewhere in her mind she yelled that her son was trying to take off her shorts.
"And you want to let him."
Emma rose up, so she was kneeling on one leg on the bed, her other foot on the floor. Her head was now over his, the pendent laying against his cheek and so bright it seemed to be glowing. Emma cupped his face in her hands as he had done to her and kissed him hard, driving her tongue into his mouth.
They moaned and Emma felt him tugging her shorts down. They were tight and she wiggled her hips, helping him undress her. Her eyes shifted to the mirror and she watched her shorts sliding over her hips then down her thighs, exposing the lace black thong.
"Aren't you glad you wore this and not some boring panties?"
Emma nodded even as her tongue invaded her son's mouth. As the shorts dropped she could see the side view of her ass in the thong and couldn't wait for Eric to grab that next and pull it down, peeling it from her sticky cunt.
Her eyes dropped to the bureau beneath the mirror and landed on a picture of the three of them at Eric's high school graduation. Eric standing between them and smiling, proudly displaying his diploma. Emma and Steven weren't facing the camera, but each other, both beaming with pride for their son and love for each other.
Steven.
She was about to fuck their son.
"No!" She thought she was shouting, but it came out a whisper. She forced herself to focus and with an act of will pulled her head back. The pendent swung away from Eric and she swore she again heard something snap in her mind.
"No what?" Eric looked at her as he had before; a distant look in his eyes and his voice faraway.
"No, I'm not mad." Emma managed to get the words out as she quickly pulled her shorts up and snapped them, before sitting back on the bed as she had been.
"Not mad I was kind of looking?"
He had remembered saying it this time!
"I can't say I'm happy, but I guess with all the talk, the movie you watched and hearing him say it I could see how your mind might kind of play the 'what's the fuss about' game."
"Maybe, but I felt like an asshole and took it out on him."
"You shouldn't have, but I'm glad you could confide in me."
She was impressed with how calm she sounded even though her heart felt like it could explode.
"You....haven't had any thoughts about me have you?"
"You?" Emma scrunched her face up. "Don't flatter yourself kid. You're not my type."
Eric laughed then blushed. "Sorry, that was a horrible question."
"Considering the conversation not so much."
"Liar. Lying to yourself, lying to him."
"Still, I'm sorry, mom." He gave a mock shudder. "I'm disgusted with myself."
"But that's the only time you thought of me? And it wasn't like...detailed I hope?" She really did hope.
"I didn't get like....you know, graphic." He replied. "Got mad at myself first."
"Good to hear." But not good the lawyer in her noticed he hadn't answered whether or not it was the first time.
"Well, I'm glad you're not mad about that and sorry for hitting that kid." He released a long breath. "I'll call and apologize, or better yet, go into town with you and do it."
"That would be the right thing to do." Emma put her hand in his thick hair and tousled it. "You're a good kid, Eric."
"Got a great mom."
"Who's dying to be an even greater mom."
Emma rose from the bed, trying to ignore the way her thong was stuck to her once again oozing slit. "So how about you be a great kid and help your great mom put the rest of our crap away so we can be officially settled in and call this place home?"
"Sure."
Eric lifted the sheet and swung his legs from the bed. He was wearing sweat pants and Emma forced her eyes not to seek out his crotch. She did catch a glimpse of the book beneath the sheets, but it was still face down.
"Let's go slow poke." Eric told her as he headed out of the room. "I'm not doing it alone."
"Right behind you." Emma replied, but leaning forward, quickly reached under the sheet and pulling out the book turned it over. She experienced a sinking sensation in her stomach as she saw the lurid photo of a woman bent over a kitchen table.
Her hands were pinned behind her back by the young man who from the look on her face was fucking her against her will. The title in big red letters did little to make her feel better.
"Ravaging my slut mother."
Chapter Nine
Emma woke with a start and couldn't breathe. Panicked, she slapped at whatever was on her face and rolled her bleary eyes when she realized she'd fallen asleep reading an old issue of people magazine and as she'd dozed, it had fallen onto her face.
The magazine ended up on the floor, but not feeling like getting up to get it, she rolled over to shut off the lamp next her bed. Her shoulder ached in protest, and that was after she'd soaked for an hour in the tub.
They hadn't worked on getting everything in order, they'd practically attacked the task. Emma knew he was going at it that way, the same reason she was. They wanted to stay busy and not think of the eventful and strange first twenty four hours plus in the house.
But even as she unwrapped knick knacks and pictures and put them on the shelves and mantel in the living and dining rooms, her mind would wander back to the now two sexually charged encounters with her son.
Two encounters he didn't remember, but she did. Both encounters started when they had shared contact with the pendent and ended when that contact was broken. Did she remember them because she was wearing it?
Eric had admitted to more detailed dreams than he originally had and although he hadn't seen sexual encounters they'd been alluded to. He said it disturbed him, but he'd watched one of the movies left behind and she'd discovered him reading that raunchy paperback.
He'd been masturbating to both.
Was there something whispering things in his mind too? Were there things he'd heard and seen he wasn't admitting? Confessing he'd had vague sexual thoughts about her was far more worrisome than she'd let on because of her own thoughts.
She felt bad lying to him when she was demanding honesty, but what would he think if she admitted she'd thought of him? Would it fuel the fantasies he'd recently watched and read about?
She'd been thinking of the incest charged theme of Robin's cryptic remarks and the porn stash in the house along with their dreams. Emma supposed she could see a son getting their wires crossed with their mother.
The man of the house theme was sort of plausible. Not wanting to see their mother alone-or in the case of prior occupants-with an asshole was feasible to a degree. The wanting to see their mother with someone who'd be good to them, then somehow thinking they could be that person seemed farfetched, but there were Oedipus complexes out there.
But for a mother to desire, and want to be desired, by their son? A mother was and always had been the adult and the one that knew better. The one who always had to have the best interest of their child, even their adult child at heart.



What could turn a mother to see their son as a lover?
"Watching him have sex? Missing sex and not having a man you can be comfortable with?"
Emma tired to ignore the voice as best she could, and at the moment tried not to think about how even the wire cutters she'd found in Eric's tool box wouldn't cut the damn chain around her neck.
Now, lying here in the dark, she thought on those last words she'd heard. There was a perverted logic to that idea. A woman like her who'd spent most of her adult life with one lover. Not just a lover, but soul mate, best friend, husband and father to her son.
She'd met failure and frustration with other men, and her sexual needs were growing. Where could she find a man she could relax with and trust to be good to her and at the same time be the dirty little wildcat she loved being for Steven?
A son was raised to respect and obey his mother. As a lover he would defer to her, let her take the lead and had an instinctive desire to please. A mother would also be the more experienced lover, teaching and showing him how a real lover, not those little girls they'\d been with, can suck and fuck...
Emma had forced her thoughts off the topic. Anytime she started thinking about it rationally, her thoughts would eventually turn pornographic. Mother son sex and rationally shouldn't even be in the same sentence.
But why was it so damned popular? It was everywhere on porn sites, story sites, e-books. Tens of thousands of hits on the videos and even on twitter there were accounts dedicated to it and she'd found that out in just a few minute search.
Was it all fantasy or did these people really want their mothers?
Emma had made it a point to change before going downstairs to help Eric. When she'd shown up in a pair of shapeless Hello Kitty pajama pants and faded Celtics T-shirt, he'd joked his old frumpy mom was back.
Yet several times as she puttered around the house she'd felt his eyes on her and whenever she would turn, he would look away quickly and seem nervous. Was he still looking at her? Was he thinking of her? He'd admitted he had, but made it sound like a onetime thing and he did seem upset.
But why was he still looking?
Emma groaned and rolling over onto her back, put a pillow over her head as if it could stop her mind from racing and dwelling on this sick subject.
"Mom?"
Emma jumped at the voice. Had Eric knocked? If he had she hadn't heard him.
She pushed the pillow from her head, "What is..." She stopped when he wasn't there.
"Mom?" She heard the voice again, but it was coming from outside her door.
"You can come in." She called out.
The door opened and Emma stifled a scream when a tall young man with red hair and freckles dressed in shorts and a Blackhawks t-shirt entered the room and smiled at her.
"Hey, dad just left. I was wondering if we could..." His smile grew sly. "Play a little?"
"Who the hell are you?" After the initial shock she was surprised to find she didn't feel threatened by him. Somehow she had a feeling he was a sweet boy and wouldn't hurt her.
He looked straight at her, but when he spoke it wasn't an answer to what she'd said.
"Oh, right, not in your bed." He pointed down the hall. "I'll be waiting for you, okay?"
He reached down and pulling his shorts partway down exposed his hard cock. "This will be waiting for you, mom."
He laughed and walked out of the room.
Emma cried out again in surprise when a figure passed within two feet of her bed. A tall woman with the same red hair as the boy walked by her and towards the door. She wore a black robe so short Emma could see the pale white cheeks of her ass.
She paused in the doorway and turning, looked directly at Emma, her light blue eyes staring into hers.
"Don't you want to watch?" She giggled. "Like you watched your son fuck his little slut?"
She vanished from the doorway, but Emma could hear footsteps heading down the hallway towards the spare room.
"Dreaming, you're dreaming," she told herself.
Yet she kicked off the covers and went to the door to peeke out into the hallway. The woman had passed Eric's room and was standing at the door to the spare room. The room Mary and her son had been killed in.
"Aren't you coming?" She asked, her voice was soft, and like the boy, she didn't feel as if she meant her any harm.
The woman giggled again and lifting the front of her robe flashed her red haired pussy. "I know I'll be coming soon."
She entered the room, leaving the door open behind her. Unsure if she were dreaming or not , Emma padded down the hallway. She paused at Eric's door. Should she wake him up? Ask him to come with her and see if he saw anything?
"Go ahead, mommy, let your son watch the show. Maybe it will give him some more ideas."
Emma backed away from the door and taking a deep breath, walked down the hall and into the other room.
The redhead was on the bed, her son, who else would it be in this house, was kneeling on the bed kissing her. She had one arm around his neck, but the other was hand had already undone his shorts and stroking his cock.
"Holy shit, mom!"
Emma flinched as the voice came from behind her. A chill caused her to shiver and she staggered back in shock when a figure appeared in front of her as if it had passed through her. The new apparition looked so much like the first boy Emma wouldn't have had to hear him call her mom to know it was his brother.
"I...I thought what we had was special!" He exclaimed his voice thick with emotion.
"What?" The first boy looked up from kissing the woman on the bed. "Mom, you're fucking Sean too?"
"I'm sorry boys." The woman sighed. "I tried to keep it secret so you'd both feel special, but..." She shrugged. "I guess the games up."
"But mom!" Sean started to get off the bed. "This is....."
"But now we can have even more fun." The woman cut him off and pulling the tie to her robe, slowly opened it, exposing her breasts to both her sons. "Come here, baby, mommy has enough love for both her boys."
"Oh." Emma whispered softly as Kenny immediately sucked on one of his mother's large, milky white breasts.
Sean walked over to the bed. He was clad only in a pair of boxers and stripped them off, showing off an even longer, thicker cock than his brother had. He climbed onto the other side of the bed and kneeling next to his mother eagerly sucked her other breast.
The woman grabbed both her son's cocks and stroked them. "Hmm, my boys both love their mommy, don't they?"
They moaned around her pink nipples and Emma's stomach lurched when she saw the same pendent she wore between her breasts. It was a hot pink and pulsing. Emma felt the one around her neck throb in the same rhythm as she walked closer to the bed.
"That feels so good, boys." The woman moaned. "But what about mommy's pussy?"
Both boys slid a hand down between her legs. Sean plunged two fingers into his mother's glistening slit, while Kenny's fingers rubbed her clit in slow circle. She sighed, and turning her head to the left, took Kenny's cock into her mouth.
Emma's nipples ached as she watched her bob her head and make sloppy wet sucking sounds as she slurped her son's dick. Releasing it with a smack of her lips, she turned and took her other son deep into her mouth and worked her mouth along his shaft,
Emma stood there with her clit throbbing in time with the pendent and her hand sliding under her shirt and into her baggy pants. She gasped when she found her clit and rubbed it in time with Kenny's fingers.
On the bed, the woman moaned and bucked her hips, thrusting Sean's fingers deeper into her pussy. She turned back to Kenny's cock, giving it a few hard sucks, then went back to Sean's. Both her hands were in motion, stroking their cocks while she took turns sucking on them.
Both boys were moaning as they sucked her tits and played with their mother's red haired cunt. Her hips worked faster and her moans went up in pitch. Yet even as she drew near her climax, she continued to stuff her mouth with her son's dicks.
Emma opened her legs and sliding her other hand between her legs, shoved her finger up inside her sopping slit. She stood there shamelessly masturbating to the incestuous threesome in front of her.
"Feels better than it looks." The woman told her, and then with wink effortlessly deep throated Sean's cock.
She gave him several hard sucks, then removed him from her mouth. She smiled at Emma, a trail of pre cum oozing down her chin.
"I'd let you join in, but these are my boys, not yours. A loving mother never shares her boy." She moaned softly and placed a hand on each of her son's heads and arched her back, shoving her tits deeper into their mouths. "But my babies can share their mommy!"
She released a squeal that caused Emma's fingers to move faster in her clit. The woman closed her legs and bucked her hips wildly as she repeatedly cried out in pleasure as her son's worked her pussy.
She pumped their cocks faster and both of them moaned when she released them and cupping their balls gently squeezed them.
"Both my boys have such full balls! Full of cum for their mommy." She sat up and whispered something to them.
Both boys stood on the bed and as she rose to her knees between them, she sucked on Sean's cock while continuing to play with his balls. Kenny paused to strip, then grabbing his mother roughly by the hair, turned her head towards his cock.
She eagerly devoured it and Emma's knees were trembling to the point she leaned back against the bureau. Easing her pants down to over her hips, she sat on the bureau and putting her foot on it, opened her legs wide and worked her pussy with both hands.
"That's it, mama," The woman purred to her. "Enjoy the show and think about how your own boy could please you." She winked. "And how much better it would be if you had two sons!"
She went back to sucking Kenny's cock, then Sean's. After several minutes of sloppy wet cock sucking, she gave Sean a gentle push. He lay on his back on the bed and swinging her leg over his hips, the woman straddled him and impaled herself on his cock.
They both cried out as she bounced wildly up and down on him as he grabbed her hips and thrust up into her descending pussy. Kenny leaned over her and bracing his hands on the bed, drove his cock down into her wiling mouth. She gurgled around him as he roughly fucked his mother's face to the point her eyes were watering. But her squeals were of pure joy and she was riding Sean like it was he was a rodeo bull. Kenny stopped fucking her mouth and to Emma's twisted delight, he slid over behind his mother.
He pushed her in the back, causing her to fall on top of Sean who wrapped his arms tightly around her, pinning her to his chest. Kenny eased between his brother's outstretched legs and spreading his mother's round white cheeks, drove his cock into her ass.
"Oh, my...Oh, fuck!" The woman squealed as both her sons were inside her and fucking her hard and fast. "That's it boys! Use your mother! Use her like you used those slutty girl friends of yours! I'm all yours boys! All mama's holes are yours!"
Emma whimpered as she neared her climax. She was right on the edge, her eyes locked on the sight of a mother being penetrated by both her sons and screaming in ecstasy as they roughly pounded her.
Emma's eyes had begun to close as her orgasm closed in, but they flew open at the sound of a loud bang from somewhere in the house. She heard someone walking across the hardwood floors beneath them and a voice called out.
"Hey, Maria! Hey Boys! Come on down here! I have a surprise for you!"
"We have a better one up here!" The woman giggled and winked at Emma.
"Maria!" The voice called again.
The threesome in front of her, immediately ceased. Kenny almost fell off the bed in his haste to get off his mother and grab his clothes. Maria rolled over and grabbing a terry cloth bathrobe slipped it on as her sons, their cocks still at full attention, donned their clothes.
"Be right down, honey!"
"Show's over, sweetie." Maria smiled at Emma.
"Marie, hurry up! What are you guys doing up there?"
"Oh, just hanging around." Maria cackled and her face shifted into a blue black mess, her pink tongue protruding from her purple lips.
Chapter Ten
Emma sat up and looked wildly around the room, assuring herself she was awake this time. She thought she'd heard screaming. Was it from the dream or had she woke herself up screaming?
"You okay, honey?"
Emma froze at the sound of an all too familiar voice.
"Steven?" She whispered, and slowly turned to her left.
Steven was sitting up next to her, wearing that ratty Patriots t-shirt that she kept telling him she was going to burn one of these days. His dark eyes were full of concern and as she sat there unable to move from the shock of seeing him, he put his arm around her shoulders.
"That must have been one hell of a bad dream."
"You...you can't be here."
"Why?" He gave her a mischievous smile, "You got that young landscaper coming over?"
Emma blinked at the running joke Steven had told ever since she'd made a comment that if she were single she'd ravage the hot young guy who mowed their lawn.
"You could at least wait until I kick off to fool around with the boys you know." He kissed her forehead and that simple gesture, which he'd done since they'd started dating, caused a lump to rise in her throat.
"But you're dead."
"Jeez, I know I can't get it up like I used to, but I'm not dead!"
"No, you're dead. You died of cancer. You can't be here."
"Oh." His smile faded. "So that was your nightmare."
"No, this is a dream. You died, you..." Emma stopped as her eyes focused past him and saw the wall beyond her with the framed portrait of their first dance at their wedding.
She was in their old bedroom, right down to the purple comforter and Steven's stack of paperbacks on the night stand. He'd buy one, read two chapters, get bored and start another.
"Just a dream, green eyes." He turned on the bed and put his arms around her, his hand pushing her head gently to rest it on her shoulder. "If I were dead could I hold you?"
"No." Emma choked out the word, tears flowing down her cheeks. "I missed you so much!"
"I was never gone Emma." He squeezed her tightly to him, then released her and sat back. "That must have been some dream."
"It..." Emma shook her head. "It wasn't. I couldn't have dreamt the last year. I'm dreaming now."
"You need to lay off the wine before bed, hon." Steven whistled. "Last year? We went to sleep two hours ago."
"It can't be." Emma looked down and saw there was no pendent on her chest, nor was there anything else. A quick peek under the covers showed she was naked, how she always slept after they had sex because she was always to satisfied and sleepy to bother getting dressed.
"Lose something?" Steven reached under the covers and slid his hand along her thigh. "I'll help you find it."
"I lost you." She grabbed his wrist and pushed his hand away. "Stop fucking with me."
She wasn't speaking to Steven, but whatever had been messing with her head since they'd moved in yesterday. God, had that only been yesterday?
"I'm right here, Emma." Steven's look of concern was genuine. "You're really shaken up, aren't you?"
"It just can't be. You can't be alive."
"Sorry to disappoint you." He sighed. "But you know, Emma I've wanted to talk about what would happen if I did pass and you never wanted to."
Wanted to....past tense. Emma's mind seemed to be functioning clearly for a dream....could this be real?
"Because you're not going anywhere, anytime soon." She responded as she always had because Steven had tried to bring it up many times. She'd never wanted to talk about it, even when they discovered he was terminal.
"But if I did? Look, we know financially you'd be fine. I have plenty of insurance. The house will be paid and Eric's school. You make great money. There wouldn't be any worries."
"Money wouldn't be what I'd care about."
"But what I'd really want is for you not to be alone."
"I am alone." She forced the conversation to stay in what she felt had to be her reality; the one without her husband.
"Because you choose to be." Steven replied, "You..."
"Then this is a dream and you are dead!" She pulled away from him, sliding over to the other side of the bed. "You're not my husband!"
Steven shook his head, but with a slight smile. "Always a lawyer. Always thinking, dissecting, stringing people along until they screw up."
He gave her a slow clap. "Very good, Emma. You're still the savviest, sexiest attorney in town."
Steven had always said that to her, but if there was something in her head it would know that.
"Okay, confession time. Yes, this is a dream, but I am your husband. I was just trying to give you a few happy moments and maybe relive some fond memories before getting into your depressing present."
"The real Steven wouldn't fuck with me." Wake up, damn it, why couldn't she wake up?
"Emma, this is your dream and it started with what you really want; me to be back and things to be normal." He gestured around the room. "You created this."
"I miss my real husband."
"And I appreciate it, but Emma, you need to move on." Steven spoke softly and there was no sense of mocking in his tone. "You've grieved since I've been gone and that's far too long."
"I moved here to start over. Not working out at the moment." She gave him a dry chuckle. "You would like it here. You always did believe in ghosts."
"There's no ghosts, Emma, only influences and they can only have an effect if there's something to feed on."
"Nothing I've seen is anything I want."
"Emma, you're lonely." Steven pointed out. "And it's a flat out sin for a woman as brilliant, beautiful and caring to be alone for this long."
"You'd rather I'd have jumped in with the landscaper?"
"I'm happy you honored my memory and put our son before your own needs, but you can't ignore them, Emma."
When she didn't answer right away, he continued.
"You're not just lonely, you're frustrated. You've denied yourself being with a man and its taking its toll. You're a healthy, desirable woman in her prime. That's why since you've been here all you think about is sex."
"I've tried, Steven. I can't be with another man."
"We were together since sophomore year of college, of course its hard for you to be with someone else. That and deep down you still feel like you're betraying me."
"Yes." Maybe this was her dream. A dream where...
"I give you my blessing to move on." He nodded. "That is why I'm here."
"But I still...I don't know if I can. I could never replace you, Steven."
"Of course you could." He slid over to her. "You can find another man just like me."
"No," She shook her head, but didn't resist when he put his arm around her shoulders. "Not like you."
"Exactly like me." He kissed her forehead again. "Sweet, sensitive, but tough when he needs to be. Good looking, caring, and most of all? A man who would absolutely worship and adore you like I did."
"I have enough single friends to know finding one man like you was a miracle." She let herself relax into him. "But another one?"
"He not only exists, but is closer than you think." Steven stroked her hair and she closed her eyes. Even if it was a dream it was so good to be close to him again.
"But I just moved here. I haven't even been in town yet. How could he exist, never mind be just like you?"
"He's right down the hall and he exists because we created him."
Emma's eyes opened. "What?"
"Our son, Emma. Eric isn't just like me, he is me."
Emma pulled away from him. "Shut up," she hissed. "Now I know you're not Steven!"
"And he's like you too." He spoke as if she hadn't. "He's the best of both of us, Emma and he loves you more than any man you'd be able to find."



"He's our fucking son!" She shouted at him.
Steven remained calm in the face of her anger.
"And who could love you better than our son?"
"Its not the same love!"
"Not in most cases, but in special cases that love crosses the line and a young man like Eric realizes what few lucky boys have." He smiled as if he were telling her good news. "That no woman could ever love him like his mother, especially in bed."
"Get out of here with your sick talk!" Emma slapped him hard in the face. "My husband would never want something so disgusting!"
"Your husband wants you to be happy." Again there was no reaction to her outrage, not even a handprint on his cheek. "Eric can make you happy."
"Not like that!"
"Just like that. He's been thinking of you, Emma. And you've thought of him."
"You're lying. Its this fucking house and this damn thing I can't get off my neck!"
"Were you in this house when you watched our son fuck his girlfriend?" Steven's smile turned into an uncharacteristic smirk. "When you watched her sucking him and loving the way he took her?"
"No." She whispered. "I..."
"The only thing affecting you was lust and not just because you hadn't had any sex of your own, but because seeing your son as a man taking his woman awakened something within you."
"Not true, that's not true." Even in her dreamlike state, Emma's denials wee losing strength.
"You were thinking it was a shame that big dick and hard fucking were being wasted on a little girl like that. And then she broke his heart and he still stares at pictures of her?"
Emma no longer tried to reply, but instead listened to the twisted words delivered in her husband's voice.
"He misses her and part of you is angry that he does. That whore hurt your son and he still wants her. Why? Because he doesn't know better and he hasn't been shown better. But you could show him, couldn't you Emma?"
"You could show your son how a real woman treats her man. Give him a fucking he's only seen in movies and in the end? Hold him and love him like no other girl could. Show him the love of a mother mixed with the insatiable lust of a woman in her prime."
"You can be his mother, his lover, his everything!"
"I want to wake up!" She shouted. "Wake up!"
"And for Eric? He sees your lonely, and lately has seen your lust. He's been trying to take care of you in all the ways I did. He's done a good job, but there's one thing you need that he's told he can't give you."
"But he's changing his mind, Emma. He's seeing you as what you are. A hot milf, and he's envisioning being the man who could make you happy. He has what you need Emma, the lust to satisfy yours, but the love to make it pure and not just incestuous fucking."
"There is nothing pure about incest!"
"There is when there's love." Steven gave her a sad smile. "But you won't know until you try Emma. Stop fighting it and give in to the desires you refuse to admit you have."
"I don't..."
"I have to go Emma, but I'll leave you with one last thing." He leaned over and whispered. "What if I told you, you're not the only one who's had a not so pure encounter in your house?"
"What do you mean?"
"You watched Eric, but did you know your son's jerked off to you?"
"He's never done that."
"And before here, Emma, back at home and in your bed." He winked. "Bet you could even guess when if you tried. But your baby boy saw you as a woman and reacted the way he would if you were any woman, but his mother. He grabbed his cock and stroked it and blew a nice big load."
He paused and Emma flinched when she could now see through him. The wall behind him was no longer their old bedroom, but the new house. He beckoned to her and swallowing hard, she leaned forward to hear his last words.
"Not just to you, but all over you." He laughed in her ear. "You really had a lot to drink that night. Didn't even wake up when he squirted all over you."
"Stop lying!" Emma swung again, half expecting her hand to pass through him.
Instead her hand struck solid flesh and she cried out when something grabbed her wrist and wouldn't let go.
"Mom!"
Emma opened her eyes to see Eric kneeling next to her on the bed. His right hand was around her wrist, his left on her shoulder, shaking her.
"Wake up!"
"I'm awake." She said numbly.
"God, mom, you scared me." Eric's eyes were wide "I heard you yelling and I came in here, but you wouldn't wake up right away."
"I kept trying to wake up."
"That must have been one hell of a nightmare." He released her wrist, but held her hand in his.
"It was. I dreamt of your father."
"Sorry, mom." He surprised her with a hug and a kiss on the forehead. A kiss just like Steven would give her. Something he'd obviously picked up from him.
"He's everything good about the two of you, Emma. That's why he's perfect for you."
"That's nice." Emma murmured in Eric's ear. "I know you hate to hear it, but you're a sweet boy, Eric."
"Whatever," Eric eased back from her, but kept his hands on her shoulders. "I just came in because your yelling was keeping me up.
"Of course." She gave him a strained smile. "Can't be you came running to your mom's defense."
"She's a tough woman, she don't need me." He grinned.
"She is, but that's because she has you." Emma placed her hand against his cheek. "I love you, Eric, and you are sweet, just like your dad."
"Don't look now, but your sweet boy is staring at mommy's tits again."
Emma's smile faded when she saw Eric's eyes were indeed on her chest. The slinky camisole top she wore clung to her breasts, flattering their shape and showing off her nipples. She remained silent, watching Eric's eyes to see if they would quickly dart away, but to her dismay his gaze lingered on her.
Had he really been thinking of her? She wouldn't be surprised with the movies and books she knew he was checking out, but had he previously as her dream Steven had said?
"Eric?"
"Huh?" He looked up.
"What were you looking at just now?"
"You." He shrugged. "This a trick question or something?"
"Looking kind of low." She grunted. "Kind of made me want to say my eyes are up here."
"What? You think I was looking at your..." Eric didn't finish the sentence. "God, mom, what's up with you?"
"Sorry, it just seemed like you were staring."
"Sorry if I don't like just staring into your face." He rolled his eyes, then made a show of looking her in the eye and holding his chin up. "Better?"
"Okay, point taken."
"He's lying and you know it. Just look between his legs. Your baby boy liked what he saw."
Emma quickly lowered her eyes to Eric's crotch. He wore a pair of gym shorts that were tight enough to be considered boxer briefs and clearly showed his cock was in a state of arousal.
"What was the dream about?"
"Just your dad. He was telling me to move on and be happy." With you.
"Dad's still looking out for you." Eric smiled sadly. "And he's right as usual."
"I know he is, Eric and I think it is time I meet someone."
"Good."
"You too though."
"Okay, how about we hit a bar and we can be each other's wingman? You meet a dick I bail you out. I meet some slut you..." He laughed. "Leave me alone."
"Funny, but seriously, its time."
"You lonely, mom?"
"I am, honey," she said softly. "I miss your dad. I thought that would pass in time, but I swear I miss him now more than ever."
"I'm sorry, mom." Eric surprised her with another hug and she was grateful the pendent was inside her shirt because any other time he'd had contact with it, things had gotten strange.
"Not strange, but honest. Like drink it lowers inhibitions and causes you to stop worrying about socially acceptable behavior and just focus on what you really want."
"I'm okay, Eric. It just catches up with me sometimes."
"Its not okay. You deserve to be happy, not alone and you deserve someone who will take care of you."
His words sent a shiver through her. So much like Steven's in her dream.
"You want to see me happy?"
"Of course I do!" He told her, still hugging her which although pleasant made her nervous. Eric hadn't been this affectionate since his early teens. "You're an amazing woman. You're smart and have a great career, and you're beautiful and..."
"Get the high boots." She joked, but cut him off in fear the word sexy would come out.
"I mean it. Guys would line up to be with you, mom."
"I don't think you'd like that."
"Not if they're assholes. You need to find a good man who knows you're a good woman."
"That's deep for you." She eased back from him and tousled his hair. "But same goes for you. You need a good girl who appreciates you. Not a conniving slut like Ashley."
"She was, but...I still miss her." He sighed.
"Because you haven't replaced her." Emma told him. "Ashley isn't like your father. You didn't spend decades with her. You can find another girlfriend easy."
"I guess, but in the meantime I still...." He looked away. "I swear there's part of me that still would take her back."
"Then I'm glad we left."
"If we didn't would you be mad if I took her back?"
"Damn straight I would!" Emma's lips curled into a sneer. "That little whore not only cheated on you, but made a fool of you and she would have married you and kept doing it. That is not someone you ever take back."
"Wow, tell me how you really feel."
"If you're even thinking that way then you really need to get into town and meet someone. I don't care if you just go get laid. You need to get that bitch out of your mind."
"Now there's some motherly advice." Eric mocked her. "Get laid."
"You haven't thought of any other girl since her, Eric?"
"I..." he hesitated just long enough she noticed. "No."
"Seriously? When I was your age I had a lot of guy friends and they had dirty thoughts about any cute girl they saw."
"Not me. Maybe she ruined it for me."
"Oh, please." Emma waved her hand. "If that was the case you wouldn't watch porn."
"True."
"How about porn stars or any woman. No thoughts at all?"
"Maybe one woman, but..." He stopped and poked at his lip in thought. "Its not like it would happen and shouldn't, but I guess it was still thinking about sex."
"Okay then." She answered, but didn't like that answer one bit. Wouldn't and shouldn't happen had an ominous tone to it after everything she'd experienced here.
"Hey, mom, can I tell you something?"
"I always tell you that you can tell me anything."
"I had some weird dreams too." He lowered his head. "Seeing you did to, I was wondering if um, maybe you might want me to stay here with you?"
"In my bed?"
"Yeah, like we did a few times right after dad died." Eric looked away, his face flushing. "But I mean if you don't think you need the company then..."
"I'd like the company." She wasn't just saying that for his benefit. After that last dream she didn't think she'd be able to go back to sleep. Maybe with Eric near her she'd be able to.
"Me too." He looked around the room. "I gotta tell, this place is freaking me out a little."
"I think more happened here than Robin let on." Emma told him. "I think I'm going to do some digging."
"How do you know that?" Eric asked.
"Ernest said some things to me and I want to see if they're true."
"Like what?"
"Seeing we're both spooked I'd rather not talk about this tonight. Not to mention he may not be right. He made it sound like there's something weird about Robin so I don't want to just believe it. But I promise once I do some research I'll tell you."
"Fair enough." Eric slid off the bed, then lifted the covers to slide under next to her.
"Easy!" Emma pushed the covers down. "I'm only in my underwear. Let me put something else on."
"Why?" Eric had gotten under the covers and laid back on the pillow next to her. "You think I want to look at them like you think I look at your boobs?"
"I said I was sorry. As for now it just doesn't seem proper."
"Just stay in bed, mom. I promise not to peek."
"Right." Emma leaned over and gave him a kiss on the cheek.
She placed her hand against her chest not just to keep her shirt from lowering to expose her breasts, but to keep the pendent tucked away. "Sweet dreams, hon."
"Hopefully." He returned the peck on the cheek, then slid further down the bed, but pushed the covers down to his waist. "Warm in here. I should have put the AC in."
"Tomorrow's another day."
Emma rolled away from him to shut the lamp off and remained on her side facing away from him. She closed her eyes and let her body relax, but her mind continued to race. Steven-or whatever was using him-in her dream had made a disturbing point; she had not been in this house when she watched Eric.
She had been aroused and told herself it was only because she'd denied herself. No different than being aroused by watching Robin and Cliff yesterday. That turned her mind towards what Ernest had said, insinuating Cliff and Robin weren't married.
Even if they weren't what was the big deal? Was the small town down the road that backwards an older woman just having a young lover was not acceptable? Emma's eyes opened when Eric mumbled something next to her.
She listened and he did it again, but she couldn't make out what he was saying. It was obvious he was sleeping and she continued to listen in case he was having another nightmare. He had alluded to dreams both last night and tonight, but she felt he was holding things back.
If the house was having a similar effect on him what was he dreaming of? The movies and books made the lawyer in her sure the theme of this fucked up house was incest. She was going to her interview tomorrow which was only a formality as she knew she had the job.
It was more of an introduction to the firm before she started working. Emma decided she was going to ask where she could find the best sources for local stories and history. She'd start with trying to find more details on the murder suicide, but also look for a second suicide, specifically a woman hanging herself in this house.
Police records of any calls of domestic disputes or any other types of incidents. Robin had mentioned the houses being in her family for generations. Emma would look up Robin's ancestors.
As her mind methodically ticked off the list of things and slipped into 'work mode' her eyes closed and her thoughts slowed down. Research was real and dealt with facts. She'd find out all she could and see if any of it made sense with the odd happenings of the last two days.
She'd begun to drift when her eyes flew open. Eric had mumbled something and rolled over onto his side, his body now pressing into hers. His arm slid around her waist and he sighed contentedly in her ear as he nestled into her like a comfortable lover.
Emma stiffened, but didn't pull away from him. His slow steady breathing in her ear told her he was still sleeping. His arm tightened around her and a wave of anger went through her when he mumbled again and she clearly made out the name Ashley.
He was curling up to her dreaming of that little fucking bitch. Emma hadn't had an issue with Ashley spending the night as that was better than them sneaking around to have sex in cars and now imagined Eric holding her like this in his bed.
Little bitch had no idea how good she had it. Eric was good looking, sweet and at the time had goals for his education and career. Meanwhile Emma had laid in her room alone, the love of her life taken from her.
It would have been one thing if Ashley truly loved Eric. She would never begrudge her son that. But the whore was lying in his arms after fucking him while thinking of the next time she'd fuck his best friend. They'd probably laughed about him all those months they'd been fucking behind her naïve son's back.
And after he'd lost his father she'd been doing this. Emma's anger, although justified seemed irrational. Another out of control emotion, but at least this wasn't lust. As if in response to that last thought, Eric moaned in her ear and thrust his hips into her.
"Hmm, Ashley, that feels so good."
Emma's eyes widened at not just his words, but the feeling of his cock pushing into her ass. Even through their clothes she could feel how hard he was. He pumped his hips several times in the throes of his wet dream and when she tried to ease forward his arm held her in place.
"Eric, wake up."
His response was to whisper how good Ashley's mouth looked on his cock and his hand flattened on Emma's stomach. He slid it up under her shirt, his palm caressing her stomach.
"Eric!" She spoke more loudly and grabbed his wrist, pushing it down and away from where he'd almost reached her breasts.
"Tease." Eric whispered in her ear.
His hand relaxed and he allowed her to push it behind her.
"Eric." She started to roll over. "You need to...hey!"
His arm slipped around her once more and before she could stop him, his hand went up her shirt and cupped her breast.
"You have the hottest little tits," he breathed in her ear while sliding his palm across her now erect nipple.
The contact sent a thrill through her, and angry that it did, she grabbed his hand and shoved it from her breast while throwing an elbow into his side. He released a sharp breath in her ear from the blow, but that turned into a gasp when his hand grazed the pendent.
Even as an electric shock went through her, Emma tried to push his hand from the stone, but he'd wrapped his fingers around it and held it tightly.
"Eric, let go!"
"That how you want to play, Ash?" he whispered in her ear. "Going to play hard to get tonight?"
"I'm not Ashley!" Emma dug her nails into the back of his hand, but he didn't seem to feel it.
"Come on, baby." Eric implored her. "Its been a few days and I'm horny."
She felt him fumbling behind her, then jerked her hips away from him when he pushed his now bare cock into her thigh. Emma could feel his sticky pre cum oozing down her leg, then yelped when his fingers grabbed her panties and tried to pull them to the side.
Emma hit him again with her elbow, much harder this time and with a cry of pain, Eric rolled over onto his back. His hand left the pendent and afraid she might have caught him in the face, she quickly rolled over to look at him.
His eyes were still closed and he was breathing heavy, his lips moving as he continued to mutter in his sleep. Sleep? How the hell could he still be asleep after she'd hit him that hard? Speaking of hard....the covers had been thrown off when they'd rolled over.
Eric had pushed his shorts down enough for his cock to be sticking out and he was fully erect. Even in the dim glow of the moon through the skylight, Emma good make out how swollen and purple his head was and the glistening drops of pre cum oozing from it.
He emitted a soft whimper and moved his hips, thrusting his tormented cock into the air.
"Please Ash?" He begged. "I said I was sorry."
Sorry, what the hell would he have to be sorry about with that skank?
He whimpered again as he continued to fuck nothing. His cock twitched and more pre cum flowed from it. Emma knew she shouldn't be looking, but couldn't take her eyes off her son's dick.
Eric was bigger than average and his head so purple she imagined he was literally aching with desire. God he was hard, and long....and thick. She caught her tongue sliding across her lips at the thought if this cock was on any man but her son she'd have it in her mouth right now.
Her mouth, then her needy and long to neglected cunt. Emma's heart raced and her face grew hot. Against her chest the pendent matched the pace of her heartbeat and she was presented with the image of her swinging her leg over his hips, sliding her panties to the side and impaling herself on her son's gorgeous cock.



"No." She said softly and grabbing the edge of Eric's shorts tried to tug them up over his cock. She'd then wake him up, even if she had to push him off the damn bed to do it.
"I want you so bad, Ash." He groaned. "Please?"
"Stop begging that fucking whore," she muttered angrily.
Emma sat up and leaning over her son grabbed his shoulder and shook him.
His head lolled to the side and he mumbled something unintelligible that is except for the last word which was clearly please.
Enraged, he was still pleading with that cheating pig even if only in a dream, she lowered her head until her face was only inches from his. She'd planned on yelling directly in his ear not caring if she scared him. Enough was...
The pendent slid from her loose top and touched his chest. At the contact, Emma's rage increased, but her course of action changed drastically. Her son was begging for release from a filthy little skank that had the nerve to deny him sex while she was fucking his best friend.
She'd broken his heart and here he was still dreaming of her and longing for her. Eric whimpered and his hips jerked again.
"Its not fair! I made you come and now you're teasing."
The whore had made Eric get her off then cock teased him and was making him beg? That was the last straw! Emma turned on her side so she was lying across Eric with her back to him, her weight resting on his chest.
Grabbing his shorts she shoved them back down, causing his cock to spring free and with no hesitation grabbed it in her right hand. If that little whore wouldn't take care of her boy, then she would.
Pumping his cock in her fist, Emma listened to her son moan in pleasure behind her and a smile spread across her face. That's right, honey, you don't need to beg that little bitch. Not when your mother's here to take care of you.
Emma squeezed his cock tighter, causing pre cum to spurt from the tip and her pussy gushed at how fucking hard he was. His cock pulsed in her hand and her clit responded, throbbing in the same rhythm.
"Hmm, that feels so good, Ash." Eric sighed.
"I'm not Ashley." Emma hissed, pumping his cock faster. "I'm not the slut that teased you, I'm your mother. The woman who's spent her life trying to give you everything you need."
Emma brought her other hand into play, cupping his balls and gently squeezing them. They were so swollen, so....full. Full of cum and frustration that needed to be released. Wasn't that what a good mother did? Help her son in any way she could.
"And you're a good mother aren't you, Emma?"
"Yes." For the first time since she heard it, she agreed with the voice. "I'm a very good mother."
"A loving mother who would never want to see her son go without in anyway."
"My baby needs his mother," she replied in a whisper as she stared at her son's cock in her hand.
He was so thick her fingers barely touched around his shaft and again she imagined having her cunt stuffed and stretched by that much hard flesh. But she couldn't do that. She couldn't fuck her son. That was a line no mother should cross.
But she could do this. She could jerk his cock and make him come. Make her boy feel better. After all, it was only her hand, something he could do for himself. But why should he? Why should such an amazing young man with so much to offer be lying here jerking his own cock?
Emma's nipples were aching and she let his cock go long enough to ease the straps of her top down her shoulder and arms. The loose fitting camisole slid down her chest exposing her breasts. She lowered her chest to Eric's stomach and moaned when her nipples pressed into his skin.
Reaching up, she removed the green scrunchie from her hair and shook it out, letting it fall down her back and across his chest.
"Look at how sexy you are, Emma."
She turned and saw her reflection in the mirror; wantonly sprawled across her son, topless, his cock in her hand. Staring back at her in the mirror was a woman over come with lust. Her eyes were bright, face flushed and her lips parted as her breasts heaved with desire.
That magnificent cock protruding from her fist was inspiring that lust. Somewhere in her mind she knew this was horribly wrong, but at the same time the fact this was her son pulsing in her hand was fueling her desire to a level she hadn't felt in a long time.
Eric was laying back, his eyes closed, moaning and whimpering. He was no longer begging and pleading that snotty little girl who never deserved him, but enjoying his mother's touch.
Emma turned to stare at the dripping swollen head of her son and eased closer to it as she pumped him. She stared at her bare fingers around his cock and wondered why she didn't paint her nails anymore? She had nice natural long nails, why keep them plain? It would look that much sexier if they were a nice deep red or her son's favorite shade of green.
"Tomorrow is another day. And don't forget your toes. Steven always said you had sexy feet. Your son will think so too."
"Yes," she agreed once more. "Time to be the sexy woman my son deserves."
But for now what her son deserved was to come nice and hard and not from some little pig who only cared about herself, but from a woman who wanted to make her son feel good. Not just good, but make him feel like a man.
Because that's what he was. Eric was a man now and the big fucking cock now twitching in her hand was proof of that. He was no longer mommy's little boy, but Emma's man of the house. He tried to do everything for her since Steven's death, so why shouldn't she let him take care of her needs as a woman?
Emma and Steven had both told Eric when it comes to love and sex you will get what you give, so why not give her son something special? Make him want to take good care of his sexy mother who needed to be taken care of herself?
Eric's moans grew louder and his hips rocked, pushing his now slick cock through her hand. Emma slid across his stomach, bringing his cock closer to her. God, it was amazing! Her hips were moving as well, grinding in circles as her pussy flowed and her clit throbbed with need.
She jumped when Eric touched her back, his hand flat between her shoulder blades beneath her hair.
"M...mom?" He whispered.
He was awake! The thought should have caused her alarm, but instead it increased her passion and desire to make him feel good.
"That's right, baby boy." She purred, propping herself up on her elbow so she could look over her shoulder at him. "It's your mother making you feel good."
Eric's eyes were barely open, and dull with sleep, but he was staring at her, a surprised look on his face. "But you're....not supposed to..."
"You don't worry about what people say I'm supposed to do." She squeezed his cock for emphasis, causing him to groan. "You just let your mother give you what you need."
"I...That does feel good," he whispered, his eyes growing wider and as they did Emma could see his look of surprise turning into the same lust she knew he could see in her face.
"Then just lay back and enjoy, baby." She cupped his balls once more. "My boy's balls are awfully full and a good mother would never let her baby go without would she?"
"And a good boy wouldn't just let his mother take care of him." To her delight his hand slid down her back and over her ass.
Emma yipped in surprise when he gave her ass a hard squeeze, before slipping his fingers into her panties.
"Oh, Eric!" She whimpered as his fingers slid through the wet lips of her cunt.
She drew her right leg up so her foot was flat on the bed and her legs open for her son to explore his mother's sopping slit. She turned back to his cock and leaning over it, slapped it against her tits.
They both moaned as the room was filled with the sound of his hard flesh smacking against her soft skin. Emma slapped it directly onto her nipples, going from one to the other and whimpering at how good it felt and the way his precum coated her rosy flesh.
She gasped when he boldly plunged two fingers into her sloppy twat and pumped them into her. She was so wet she could hear his fingers driving into her and that only served to cause even more moisture between her legs.
When his thumb found her clit she cried out and lowered her leg, trapping his hand between his mother's quivering thighs. Emma resumed pumping his cock, her face now mere inches from his dripping tip.
Eric's free hand caressed her back and the way he touched her felt almost as good as his playing with her pussy. His hand went into her hair and she shuddered as he ran his fingers through it.
"God, you look so good, mom." He breathed. "And you're so fucking wet!"
"Because you make me that way." She responded. "Seeing my baby hard for his mommy gets me so fucking hot I just had to touch it."
"He wasn't hard for you. He was hard for his slut." The voice angered her, but then continued. "But he's been hard for you before and from now on he'll only be hard for you."
"You have him helpless, Emma. You have your son by the balls, literally. Feel him trembling? Hear him whimpering? You're his mother and now his lover. He's all yours now Emma. You own his cock and you'll soon own his heart and you're learning he already has yours."
Emma's hips were grinding, driving her son's fingers deeper inside her and helping his thumb work her clit. He'd only been playing with her for a couple of minutes, but her thighs were already trembling and her toes curling as her pussy reacted to something other than her own fingers or a toy for the first time in two years.
"Oh, fuck, mom." Eric's desperate groan and twitching cock told her he was getting close as well.
His hand which had been running through her hair, slid up to the top of her head and to her surprise pushed gently.
"Please suck it."
Emma's lips eased closer to his dripping tip and her pussy released another wave of warm sticky fluid at his words. Her son had just asked her to suck his cock! Could anything be more wrong? But at the same time hearing the nervous excitement in his voice had the newly awakened taboo desire in her wondering what could be hotter?
"He said please, Emma. Why? Because no matter how bad he wants you and would love to treat you like his whore, you're his mother and he respects you. He's almost all yours, mommy. Take the next step to owning your son's dick and put it in your mouth."
She licked her lips, then flicked her tongue out. It barely caught the tip of his cock, but Eric's hips thrust upward and she moaned at the sticky sweet taste of pre cum on her tongue. She leaned over and this time slowly ran her tongue around his sensitive head.
The pathetic high pitched whimper from behind her was the sexiest sound she'd ever heard. The voice was right. Eric was at the mercy of his mother. He wanted her to please him, but would never push her to do anything, he would just patiently wait for her to decide what she would give him.
So different from the cocky, arrogant and grabby men her age that she was supposed to date. Men who expected sex and always thought they'd be in charge. That she would be demure and just submit to them and be their porn star, striving to please while they barely tried and in the end would give her two minutes of lame sex before blowing their load.
But Eric was hers to teach. She would show him just how she liked to be licked and fucked and as a reward she would blow his mind with sex he'd only imagined at this point. The kind of sex he'd been watching fake mothers give their make believe sons in those movies, but this would be his real mother and because she was, she'd be the best he'd ever had.
"Then suck his cock, mommy. Show him what a good boy who wouldn't just sit back and let his mother please him and is making sure to please her, gets. The reward of his mommy's hot forbidden mouth."
Emma ducked her head and placing her tongue to his shaft ran it up along the full length of his cock. His thighs trembled and he moaned when she ran it back down the other side, then ended by swirling it rapidly around his purple head.
Emma held him tightly, staving off his impending orgasm, and fluttered her tongue across his tip. She loved the way he whimpered and his entire body was now trembling in anticipation. Yet his fingers were still moving pushing deep inside her and his thumb was pressed more firmly to her clit.
Her own body was trembling and she squeezed her thighs harder around his hand. Both of them were right on the edge and as bad as she wanted him to come for her and to get her own much needed release, Emma was enjoying this so much she didn't want it to end yet.
She licked his cock up and down again and his moans told her once more that she really did have full control of him and she loved it.
"Oh, mom, please....please don't tease me!"
His words caused her breath to catch as her pussy contracted around his fingers.
"Ashley was a tease, are you going to tease too? Or are you going to show your boy how a mother will always leave him satisfied?"
"Please suck it, mom." Eric's fingers tightened in her hair, but he didn't push on her head.
"Suck it!"
"Suck it," she whispered and eagerly took her son into her mouth.
"Oh, fuck, mom!" Eric cried out.
He buried his fingers hard into her and his thumb jammed hard into her clit. Emma moaned around the spongy head of his cock before sliding him further into her mouth. The feeling of his cock twitching beneath her tongue and the taste of his pre cum caused her to open wider and work him all the way into her mouth.
She shuddered as her lips wrapped around the base of his cock and her pussy contracted once more at the way he moaned when she slipped her tongue out and caressed his balls with it.
"Mom, that's...Oh my God!" He cried out as she quickly withdrew him from her mouth, spit and precum flying about her lips, and oozing down her chin. She gave his slick cock a couple of quick pumps, then taking him back into her mouth bobbed her head rapidly.
Another time she would linger and tease and enjoy her son's cock, but this first time she would show Eric, that unlike Ashley, his mother was no cock tease. She worked her soft lips up and down his now jerking cock, keeping her tongue pressed tightly to his shaft.
Behind her Eric released a loud gasp and thrust his hips. His cock pushed deep into her mouth and he cried out, "Oh, mom!"
Emma's eyes widened when his cock twitched and erupted, sending a long thick spurt of cum into her mouth. It slid wetly down her throat and at the taste and sensation of her son filling her mouth, Emma went over the edge.
She squealed around his cock as her pussy convulsed around his plunging fingers. As Eric moaned 'mom' over and over, Emma released his cock, cum flowing from her mouth. As she yelped and squealed from the most powerful orgasm she could remember, she gave herself a thrill she'd long denied herself,
Pumping his cock, she arched her back and painted her tits with her son's cum. The feeling of the warm sticky fluid flowing over her nipples caused a second orgasm to crash through her and throwing her head back she howled like an animal as waves of pleasure flowed through her body.
Eric kept his fingers moving despite his moaning and enjoyment of his own orgasm and Emma had the thought that he was truly a good boy, keeping his mother coming even as his balls emptied all over her.
Emma released a long shuddering moan as the last of her second orgasm flowed through her and she slumped onto Eric, her heart pounding as she tried to catch her breath. Eric's moans turned into a whimper as she continued to pump his cock until the last few drops oozed from him,
Emma took him back into her mouth and sucked hard. Eric gasped as a few more drops dribbled into his mother's mouth. Keeping his head in her mouth, Emma sucked gently and swirled her tongue around his head.
"Stop, mom! Oh, goddamn!" Eric groaned as she worked his now overly sensitive head with her tongue.
Emma released him with a smack of her lips and sat up. She turned to face him and as his cum flowed down her chin and tits, she squeezed his still hard cock.
"Like that, baby?"
"I....damn mom." He shook his head. "Hell yeah, I liked it."
"Good." Emma swung her leg over his hips and lowered herself toward his cock as she held it to guide him inside her. "Because I want more!"
Emma's eyes flew open and she lay there staring at the ceiling, her heart again hammering in her chest.
Another dream and thank god it was a dream. She released a long breath and wondered at what point she'd actually woke up. The sound of deep breathing to her left caused her to turn her head. Eric was asleep next to her.
The covers were pulled up and his head was facing away from her. Emma closed her eyes, then opened them again. With a sinking feeling in her stomach she swallowed, then ran her tongue around inside her mouth.
She swore she tasted cum. No, it was in her head from the dream, she tried to tell herself. One way to find out; taking a deep breath, Emma lifted the sheet.
"Oh, no," she whispered as the sheet peeled from her chest and she was confronted with the sight of the sticky mess still on her tits.
Chapter 11
Emma looked up at the sound of bells announcing the door to the small coffee shop opening. When two men entered she looked back at the contract in front of her. After realizing last night's filthy dream about sucking her son off while she fingered him had been a reality, Emma had slipped out of the bed and after washing up, changed into a pair of sweat pants and a t-shirt.
She got back into bed next to Eric and laid there feeling as if she'd just committed a crime. After a half hour of debating, she'd woken Eric up and asked him if he'd remembered anything. Unless her son had the lying ability of a politician or Oscar winning acting abilities, he seemed to have no idea what she was asking him.
He'd insisted after he'd come in and they'd spoken he'd been asleep until she'd just woke him up. When Emma asked if he'd had any dreams he'd denied it, but had seemed nervous. Emma had pushed and with a sigh he'd admitted he'd had a dream about Ashley.
Emma pressed him for specifics and with an eye roll he told her it had been a dirty dream as he put it. Emma had tried to figure out a way to ask for details, wondering if he would recall what they'd done, but thought it was Ashley during his dream.
Eric became annoyed and told her she didn't need details like that and why the hell would she even want to know? Emma had let it slide at that point, and after apologizing for waking him up rolled over and pretended to go back to sleep.
To her relief she heard Eric's breathing return to the slow heavy sound of sleep. She had the horrible thought of hoping to hell he didn't put his fingers up to his face before washing them. What the hell would he think if he did and he smelled her on him?
Emma had stared at the clock unable to believe it was only midnight. By one am, she'd eased out of the bed once more and gone downstairs. She made a cup of coffee and grabbing her purse sat down on the couch.
She removed the card Ernest had given her with Sherri's name on it and then her cell phone. It was way too late to call someone. But Emma felt if she waited until tomorrow she would find an excuse not to reach out to her.
Despite all the weird events of the last two days and the creepy necklace she still couldn't remove from her neck, Emma hadn't wanted to chase someone down to hear ghost stories. But she had just had a sexual encounter with her son and the proof was right there all over her tits that it hadn't been another vivid dream.
Why didn't he remember? She was thrilled he didn't, but why? Emma had pulled out the small notebook she always carried with her and scribbled. "Does the pendent erase the memory" She paused and added. "Does the pendent create the desire in Eric?"



Eric had not behaved in any improper way unless he was in contact with the pendent. Once it touched him he turned into one of the characters from those mother son movies. Then he forgot about it. Yet Emma had the thoughts and sick desires and she recalled everything they'd done.
There had now been three encounters like that, each getting progressively worse. There was only one way to go further than they had last night and that was to do the unthinkable and have sex with her son.
That thought pushed her to send a text to Sherri. Hopefully it wouldn't wake her and she could reply in the morning. She'd kept it simple. "Hi, this is Emma. I just moved into the house on Hollow road and Ernest said you wanted to speak to me. Sorry for how late this is. Hope to hear from you tomorrow."
Emma put the phone down and went back to the notebook, listing all the things she'd decided she would research while lying there last night. She was surprised when her phone beeped and she picked it up to see a reply.
"Hi Emma! Don't worry about the time. Trust me, I'm not surprised you're texting me this late. Night time is when most things happen there."
"Can I call you?" Emma quickly replied.
"Sorry, but no. I'm not alone and don't want to be overheard. Would you like to meet in town tomorrow? Susan's bakery has fantastic coffee and is usually quiet after the morning rush."
Emma had a meeting with her new employer tomorrow and asked if one would be okay? Sherrie replied it was fine and she was thrilled to talk to her. She'd added not to worry, she had reason to believe Emma and Eric weren't in any danger, but simply needed to understand what was happening.
Emma stared down at the paperwork in front of her which was her contract the new firm wanted her to sign which asked she work there a minimum of three years and included a two year DNC that only applied to their two biggest competitors.
The rest was her salary, vacation, benefits and pretty much an employee handbook. Two days ago Emma would have signed it right in the office. But today, even though it went smoothly and the partners were all very nice and eager to meet her, she said she wanted to look it over.
Fact was she might be high tailing it out of here if things didn't straighten out. She knew she could move into town, but if Emma was going to leave over what was going on in the house then she'd want to put some serious distance between her and it; a couple of states worth of distance.
While flipping through the paperwork, Emma took note of her emerald green nails. Her meeting had ended earlier than she expected and Sherri had texted her and said she was sorry, but she would be an hour late.
Emma planned on simply hanging around the coffee shop for the hour and seeing if she could dig up some dirt on not only the house, but Robin and her family. When she spotted the nail salon just putting out their sign for the day she decided to treat herself to a much needed manicure and pedicure.
She'd chosen the deep green color for her fingers and toes to bring out her eyes, but now looking at her fingers she recalled her lust fueled thoughts of last night. Thoughts of how much sexier she'd look for her son if she painted her nails.
Emma had touched the pendent which she had tucked under her button up black blouse and noted it was cool to the touch. Just as it had been since she left the house. Flipping open her notebook, she scribbled. 'Does it lose power when not in the house? Is it the house itself that does this and the necklace is some kind of transmitter?
She looked at the pad and thought how ridiculous her notes were. Like something out of a lame ass horror story. The bells sounded again and Emma looked up and froze.
Robin had just entered the shop. She was looking in the other direction and Emma quickly lifted the small menu and held it over her face while lowering her head.
"Hey Robin," The woman behind the counter greeted her. "Haven't seen you in weeks!"
"Been busy." Emma heard Robin reply, "But I came here to meet up with a friend. Can I get some of that fantastic blackberry tea?"
"Coming right up, have a seat and I'll bring it out."
"Oh, and a blondie too." Robin laughed. "Can't come in here and not fall off the wagon you know."
The woman laughed and Emma risked a peek over the menu. To her dismay Robin was heading right towards her. Giving up the childish idea of hiding, Emma lowered the menu and gave her a wave. "Hey, fancy meeting you here."
"Not really." Robin came slid into the booth across from her. "You did agree to meet me here."
Emma stared hard at her. "You're Sherri? What the hell kind of bullshit is this?"
"I know this is underhanded and I'm sorry." Robin put her hands up in a disarming gesture. "Just give me a minute to explain and if you want to leave then I won't try and talk you out of it."
"Talk fast because I don't like being duped."
"The day you arrived when we were talking that night I asked you that if anyone said anything strange about me you'd come to me."
"I remember."
"Look, Emma I've lived in this town my entire life and as I alluded to my family has a strange reputation as does the house you moved into."
"Well deserved, at least about the house." Emma grunted. "Strange doesn't do it justice."
"Ernest gossips like an old woman and you're not the first tenant he's opened his mouth to about things that happened there."
"Since when is the truth gossip?" Emma stopped when the woman brought Robin her tea and pastry, and refilled her coffee for her.
"You're running out of time to convince me of why I should be listening to you."
"I knew he would say something to you and he thinks it's funny to be cryptic and leave people curious. He's gotten people thinking poorly of me in the past and I'm tired of it happening."
She took a sip of her tea and shrugged. "So I set the old coot up and had a friend call him and play into his little game of liking to spook people and tell him she knew he was moving someone else into the house and to please have them call."
"I can't believe you'd trick me like that." Emma shook her head. "Why not just be a damned adult and come talk to me?"
"Because I needed to wait until you were ready to talk. Seeing you texted I assume you want to talk about what's happening."
"I do, which means I guess your little stunt worked because now that you're here you owe me some explanations."
"Emma, I promise I'll tell you anything you want to know, but with conditions."
"You're pretty damn ballsy aren't you?" Emma asked, but Robin seemed unaffected by her words.
"I will be completely honest with you as long as you keep an open mind and let me explain what's going on."
"I'll do what I can." Fact was after what had been going on Emma would be hard pressed to dismiss anything Robin might say.
"But fair is fair and if I ask you things you need to be honest with me or we're wasting our time."
"Robin you just played a high school level trick. You have some nerve asking for honesty from me."
"You're right, Emma." Robin's blue eyes lowered to stare into her tea. "I hate not being forthcoming, but if you listen to what I say maybe you'll understand why I can't."
Robin took another sip of tea, then sat back in her chair and gestured to Emma. "Go ahead, ask away and you can decide if I'm telling the truth now."
"A woman really hung herself in the house?"
"You knew that. You brought it up the night we sat and talked. Your son looked it up."
"But you didn't tell me about her sons. One vanished and the other ended up in an institution?"
"That's true Sean ran away right after his mother's funeral and Kenny had a break down. After a few months Tim moved Kenny to Connecticut to a private facility. Last I heard he was doing much better and was back home, but won't ever talk about his mother."
"Why did she kill herself? You made some remark about life being too much for her, but now I think there's more than that."
Robin broke off a piece of her blondie and chewed slowly as she no doubt was stalling on how to answer.
"So much for honesty." Emma made to rise, but Robin reached out and put her hand on her.
"I'm just trying to decide how much to say and how soon." Robin explained. "So I'll answer a question with a question. Have you dreamed of Maria?"
It was her turn to take her time to respond. Did she really want to openly admit her dreams? She hadn't even told Eric about them and here was Robin who was little more than a stranger.
"This is where you need to be honest in order for me to be." Robin prodded her.
Emma weighed her options. If putting her cards on the table would get her somewhere with this madness, then she may as well show good faith as she'd tell an opposing attorney, then she may as well make the first move.
"Yes and I had dreams about Mary and another woman named Kathy."
"Happening very quickly." Robin said it as if it were a good thing. "I always wondered how the absence of a husband would change things."
"What?"
"Sorry," Robin blinked. "I'm getting ahead of myself. When you dreamt of the women, were they alone?"
"I have a feeling you know the answer so why are you bothering to ask?"
"I need to know for sure you saw the big picture so to speak and not just a glimpse."
Emma stalled by sipping from her coffee and Robin didn't push, instead she picked at her blondie, patiently waiting for Emma's reply.
"They were with their sons," Emma scrunched her face up in disgust. "And I mean with their sons. Maria with both."
"Both?" Robin seemed surprised. "You had two dreams of her?"
"No, they were with her at the same time."
"That's...." Robin frowned. "I had no idea. I assumed she was with one of her sons and the other one caught her."
"Let's just say she wasn't playing favorites."
"Both of them desired her and she them," Robin whistled. "I would have never thought polygamy would be an option."
"Obviously it wasn't." Emma rolled her eyes. "So if my dream wasn't some twisted thing my subconscious came up with and she did commit that act I'm going to assume it was the reason for her suicide?"
"Yes, some people handle it differently." Robin said softly. "Now I see why both boys were affected so strongly. The guilt must have been overwhelming."
"Okay, I'm going to step right into this twilight zone conversation and ask why because unless my dream was off they were all pretty goddamn happy with what was going on."
"They were at the time because they were under its influence. But..."
"It?"
Robin touched her neck. "The Pendent."
The pendent. Robin said it so matter-of-factly. Emma had spent the last three days wondering if she were losing her damn mind and most of those thoughts surrounded the necklace. Here Robin had brought it up as casually as she would the weather.
"You're saying this pendent affects women and their sons? That it makes them desire each other?"
"Long answer is there are certain requirements and conditions for it to do it, but the short answer is yes."
"How do you know that? Wait!" She snapped her fingers. "Ernest said he saw this on other women. Did you talk to them? Did..."
Robin raised her hand to stop her. Her other hand reached into the neckline of her blouse to withdraw what was at the end of the silver chain around her neck. Emma gasped when she saw it was a stone the same size and shape as hers, but appeared to be a diamond.
"I know from firsthand experience."
"That one is just like this?"
"Yes, they're a set."
"But if you're wearing it then..." Emma's eyes widened as she heard Ernest in her mind talking about Cliff. "That means..."
"Yes, Emma." Robin spoke softly looking her in the eye. "Cliff isn't my husband, he's my son."
Chapter 12
"Your son." Emma repeated numbly.
"I told you I'd be honest with you." Robin tucked the diamond pendent back into her dress. "Now that you've seen my necklace and heard that confession I hope you'll have no issue being open with me, and more importantly know I won't think anything you say or ask is crazy."
"You're living with your son." Emma shook her head. "He's your lover."
"He's my son, my lover, my best friend," She smiled fondly. "Cliff is my everything and I couldn't be happier."
"I can't believe it. Robin, that's sick."
"Why because society tells us it is? You saw Cliff and I together, did it look sick?" She smirked. "You didn't seem to think so."
"I didn't know who he was."
"That changes it?" Robin sighed. "I know, you're conditioned to believe that."
"So is everyone else." Emma pointed out. "So let me guess, all that incest porn in Eric's closet, you left that there?"
"Yes, its all part of setting the stage and the mood."
"And you gave me this pendent." Emma continued. "You gave this to every woman that's lived there."
"I have to keep trying." Robin told her. "Our pendants were once one larger stone that was cut in half. One half has fulfilled its legacy, but the other is still searching for the woman who will let it accomplish its mission."
"Its mission." Emma sat back and rubbed her temples. "I suppose if I follow this insanity its mission involves mothers and sons?"
"My family is originally from Scotland and generations ago one of my ancestors fell in love with his mother. The story is his father was a drunken womanizer and abusive as well."
"The son, Connor, who I imagine would be my grandfather a couple times removed, saw how his mother was mistreated and felt she deserved better. He spent a lot of time with her and was always comforting her and trying to get her to leave his father.
"Back then women didn't leave, they just took whatever their husbands gave them. Connor decided that if she were to find a better man, one who would love and cherish her and be good to her in every way she would leave."
"And for some reason he thought he would be that man?"
"I don't know the details, but yes, he fell in love with his mother and wanted her to love him. He felt she did, but was holding back because its wrong."
"It is."
"So one night he hiked into the hills to seek out a local witch."
"Oh for fuck's sake." Emma sighed.
"Emma, have you heard it speaking to you?" Robin leaned over and pointed to her. "Honest answer. Have you heard its voice?"
Emma looked away, but whispered. "Yes."
"Then you know that isn't just a pretty necklace so please let me tell the story."
Emma nodded, and Robin went on.
"The witch sold him a cheap necklace with a pendant she referred to as the family jewel. It was a talisman of forbidden lust and love."
"That I believe."
"But the witch warned him that it would only work if there was some desire on his mother's behalf. The stone couldn't create that desire, but if it were there even in the slightest form it could augment it."
"I take it, it worked."
"It did. He gave it to his mother and as the story goes shortly thereafter Connor and his mother ran away together; all the way to the United States and to the city of Chicago."
"In his desperation to find them, Connor's father went to the same witch. For a price she told him exactly what she did and provided him with a divining rod to search out the stone."
"He followed them here, but it took some time and by the time he showed up on their doorstep they'd had a child together, a son."
"It seems he did love his wife, or perhaps was too prideful to admit she would leave him never mind for who, and he tried to get her to see reason and go back home with him. She refused, but wouldn't let Connor do what he wanted, which was kill his father so they could have peace once and for all."
"Big mistake I take it."
"He tried to woo her back. Kept coming around with gifts, acting apologetic and of course telling her how sick her being with Connor was. In the end he blamed the stone and taking it from her smashed it with a sledgehammer."
"A week later he returned and when she still pledged her love for Connor he killed her, then Connor when he came home. Fortunately the son was being watched by a neighbor or I'm sure he would have killed him too.
"Just like Nathan killed Mary and her son."
"Exactly, because he then killed himself. The boy was raised by the neighbor and what Connor's father, and Connor himself never knew his son, Timothy, had found two pieces of the stone and kept them."
"When he grew older he smoothed out the two pieces and made two necklaces from them. Necklaces he bestowed upon his daughters when they were of age. Timothy had found work at a winery and became quiet adept at making his own. Adept enough to get a loan and open his own vineyard."
"He bought the land that is now mine and built two houses, one for each of his girls and their husbands. That's when the stone came back into play. I have my great grandmother's diary and it seems she managed to do some research on this stone by reading up on old folklore and eventually speaking to someone with, as she put it, knowledge of all things ungodly."
"Robin is there a point to this story? Not to be rude, but I'm worried about now and myself and my son."
"Just trying to help you understand. See the stone had one purpose, to bring mothers and sons together. I think originally it might have required something specific to activate it, but once it was broken I guess to put it in modern terms it was glitching."
"Great."
"But it still held to its original mission and the rule there had to be some thought and feelings between the mother and their son. The pendant affects the mother more strongly. It increases the thoughts and desires and feeds the libido."
"A horny stone." Emma laughed without humor.
"The stone pushes the mother to be the aggressor, it doesn't affect the son unless he is in direct contact with it. Once he touches it seems to transmit the mother's desire to him and he instantly thinks of her in ways a young man is taught to never think about his mother."
Emma looked down at the notebook she'd scribbled questions in. She had to admit Robin was answering them as she went along.
"I want to show you a couple of pictures." Robin put her purse on the table and fumbled around in it. She produced a small photo album and opened it.
"This is a picture of my parents with my brother Jason."
Emma looked at the photo which was taken in front of the house she just moved into. The first thing she noticed was the woman in the picture was wearing the pendant, except in the black and white photo it appeared much darker.
Robin's brother appeared to be in his late teens and Emma noticed he wasn't looking at the camera, but at his mother while the father stood behind the two of them. He was giving his mother a shy smile that she seemed to be returning.
Up until a couple nights ago Emma wouldn't have thought anything of the way they were looking at each other, but now she swore the look was flirty.
"This is a picture of me with my mother and father taken a few years later."
Emma's eyes widened at the second picture which showed Robin's mother sitting on the porch with a young Robin sitting on her lap, smiling and waving at the camera. What caught her attention was the man standing behind them with his arms around Emma's mother's neck was her brother.
"Wait, you said this was your mother and father."
"It is. My father is my much older brother Jason." Robin smiled sadly. "He passed away of a heart attack about two years after my mother died. I think it was really a broken heart he died from."
"Your brother was your father."
"Jason's father was a cheating dog who kept my mother home and pretty much isolated. He wasn't physically abusive, but my mother was lonely and neglected. Jason was her world and he was very close to our mother. Even in his teens he spent all his time with her. His father made fun of him, calling him a mama's boy.



"At some point their affection began to drift from familial to thoughts best left unspoken. My mother's desire woke the stone which from the time Timothy gave it to his two daughters to that point had seemed dormant."
"Jason's father was caught having another affair, but this one became public because he got a woman in their church pregnant. My mother was humiliated and angry and Jason, well dad to me after I discovered he truth, told me her anger sent the stone into over drive and she came into his room and seduced him.
"He said he tried to resist, but once my mother started," Robin cleared her throat. "Coming onto him, he couldn't resist her. They carried on a few months behind Jason's fathers back until the woman had her baby, then my mother told him to go play family with her because she was done."
"Timothy's vineyard was left to his daughters and with a provision their husband's or any husband to any of his female descendants could have no claim to it. So my mother and her son remained in the house as lovers and I was born a year later."
"So this thing keeps making mothers want their sons?"
"Only if there's a problem. My sister Janice was born two years later and we both got married. I lived in the house you're in now, Janice in the one I now call home. My husband..."
Robin put the album back in her purse. "I told you about him and won't talk about him anymore except to say he was as bad as they come. My mother had left me her necklace and given Janice the other. I never wore it because I knew what it did and honestly I felt the way you do."
"The way almost everyone would." Emma added.
"But one night when I lay in bed barely able to move from the beating he'd given me I was in tears and like any woman, even an adult woman with a child of her own, I wanted my mother."
"She was gone, but I remembered the necklace and how she wore it all the time. I put it on and within a few days it began whispering to me. Telling me how I deserved better and how there was an amazing young man right there in my house who longed to treat me the way I should be treated."
"I knew my mother's story and the history of the stone. I tried to take it off, but as I'm sure you've found out, you can't."
"But your mother did. You said she gave it to you."
"Because she had consummated her love with her son. The stone was dormant and content. If I was happily married putting it on would have never affected me. But I was unhappier than my mother ever was and had thoughts of Cliff who at the time had just turned eighteen."
"You had thoughts before you put it on?"
"I did, I would have had to. As I said, Emma it can't create the desire from nothing. There has to have been some prior thought or some type of incident that planted the seed."
"Cliff used to rub my shoulders for me to try and help me relax. One night he was doing it and I was hot and took my robe off. Cliff's hands felt so good on my shoulders and at one point he leaned over and kissed my cheek."
"I had this image of him kissing my neck, first softly, then much more passionately. I thought of turning my head and my lips meeting his. As he kept rubbing my shoulders and upper back I found myself going into a full fantasy.
"I thought of my son returning that kiss and putting his arms around me and pulling off my top, fondling..." She stopped and gave a mock shudder. "Sorry, getting myself going."
"Great." Emma sighed.
"But of course I didn't do anything. But that little waking wet dream stayed with me. It turned into some nastier dreams, but nothing more. Until I put this on."
"So the one I'm wearing was your sisters. Where is she, and why is it still working?"
"Janice was much luckier than I was. She married an amazing man who loved her very much. She was completely happy and wanted for nothing. She knew its history just like I did, but in her case she knew she was safe and wore the pendent as a family heirloom to remind her of our mother."
"When Cliff and I had been sleeping together behind my husband's back for a few weeks..."
"You keep saying your husband," Emma interrupted. "What was his name?"
Robin's eyes grew hard and her lips curled into a sneer. "Something I swore I would never repeat because that disgusting animal doesn't ever deserve to be acknowledged."
"Wow, tell me how you really feel." Emma joked, but was taken aback at the look of malice on Robin's normally serene face.
"I just did. He suspected I was having an affair and lied about a trip for work. He snuck back home and caught me in bed with our son."
"Oh jeez."
"He tried to attack me, but Cliff got in the way. His father was as big and mean as a man can come, but my son had hated him for years for how he treated me as his mother and now I was his lover. It was an ugly fight and one Cliff wasn't going to win."
Robin looked down and idly poked at the crumbs on her plate.
"Frightened for my son I went and grabbed the shotgun and told my husband if he didn't get the fuck out I'd kill him. He laughed at me and came at me." Robin gave her a nasty smile. "I was a woman of my word."
"Oh my god." Emma whispered. "You killed him?"
"I had no choice and when the police came and saw the scene they agreed. People in town knew what he was like and what he did to me. I could have shot him in his sleep and gotten away with it."
"But Janice put it together and asked me if I was with Cliff. She was my sister and my best friend so I told her the truth. She was disgusted with me and demanded I stop my evil relationship with my son."
"I refused and she was so upset she convinced her husband to put in for a transfer at work and she picked up and moved. She left the necklace behind and I took it. I rented the house to a family and I..."
Robin shook her head. "I don't know how it happened, but the next thing I know the woman, her name was Sherri, comes over to ask if Cliff could help her husband move something and she's wearing it."
"I asked where she got it and she said she found it in the closet. I told her it was mine and I'd been looking for it. She gave it back to me, then two weeks later it was on her again. She didn't remember me ever asking for it back and when I did this time she couldn't get it off.
"We were out on the deck and she'd been sunbathing and while we were talking I happened to look up and catch her son in the window. He was staring down at his mother and taking pictures of her. It had started."
"What happened to her?" Emma asked warily.
"One night Cliff and I were out in the yard and we heard the husband yelling at Sherri. I sent Cliff over to make sure everything was okay and when he got there the husband," She narrowed her eyes. "Harry, that was his name, was leaving with a suitcase."
"Cliff asked what happened and Harry told him he'd found a bunch of pictures of his wife having sex with another man. He didn't know who because the man's face wasn't in any of them."
"Pictures?"
"Her son, Robert was studying to be a photographer. His mother became his favorite subject and when they crossed the line he mixed his passions and took pictures. Harry found them. He had no idea the mystery man was his son, but it was enough to make him leave."
"And Sherri and her son?"
Robin looked away.
"What happened to them?"
"Robert left to live with his father in the city and after spending weeks in a deep depression Sherri entered some type of commune."
"A commune?"
"Yes, she told me and Cliff she had committed a huge sin and wanted to rededicate her life to God in order to earn forgiveness. She didn't tell us what she did, but we knew."
"She didn't have the necklace on when she left and we searched the house and couldn't find it. Then Kathy and her husband and son moved in and guess what? She found it, said it was under her bed."
"Kathy." Emma repeated. "Her and her son Paul were the ones who vanished and you said turned up in California."
"And are very happy together to this day." Robin smiled. "They moved far away where no one knew them and people just think she's a lucky older woman with a good looking young boyfriend."
"So they're happy?"
"Very."
"Then why didn't this thing." She tapped her chest. "Go back to damn sleep like yours? In fact why didn't she keep it?"
"The necklace is bound to this family and when it was broken some of its essence and power seeped into the dirt where Timothy's father buried the pieces he could find. Its now bound to the land as well."
"So Kathy just took it off and left it."
"No, she came to me on the day she left and I noticed it wasn't on her neck and she said she lost it."
"But I bet it showed up with the new tenants, didn't it?"
"The next tenants no. They lived here for a year and I never saw it. Then it appeared on Maria."
"Okay so I think I've heard enough history. What does this mean in the present?"
"The stone is trying to accomplish its mission which is to bond a mother and son together in a loving relationship, but one that will remain here in this house."
"This is so fucked up." Emma grumbled. "But not as fucked up as the fact I'm sitting here listening to it."
"Because you've heard it and felt it and you know what it wants." Robin paused meaningfully. "And my guess is its getting it."
"You make it sound like it has a mind of its own." Emma ignored Robin's comment, refusing to acknowledge what she'd done with Eric that had her actually giving credence to this whack job story.
"It's sentient to a point, but has no reason. It has its agenda and isn't going to stop until accomplishes it."
"Okay, so let me get this straight, its affected at least four women who lived in the house."
"More like six." Robin admitted.
"Lovely. Two women are dead. One woman turns into a guilt ridden zealot. One son is dead, one ran away and who knows what happened to him and one lost his mind for a period of time. Sherri's son abandoned her after something happened between them."
"But don't forget about Kathy and Paul who are happy and Cliff and..."
"The odds aren't in favor of happy endings here. In fact your ancestor was killed by her husband. This thing drives mothers to fuck their sons then, " She tapped the table. "Okay, wait something occurred to me."
"What's that?"
"This thing pushes this desire and makes them think they want it, but then when it's over it seems like they end up realizing what they did and bad things happen."
"Yes."
"Why? If the agenda is getting them together then why does it all go to hell?'
"It brings them together, but once the act is fully consummated, it releases its hold. At that point there is no more influence and they are left to deal with the consequences. For me and Kathy we both still desired our sons and they wanted us as well. Others, well unfortunately you've heard what happens."
"How can I get rid of it?"
"You can't. Not until you..."
"Don't even say it." Emma snapped. "I am not seducing my son and even if I tried he has no interest in me."
"Emma..."
"I'll leave. If I pack up and go it will fall off my damn neck and lose itself won't it?"
"You won't leave." Robin said simply. "You're too close for it to let you go."
"Excuse me?"
"Emma, what I'm going to say I won't ask you to answer because I'm sure you wouldn't be able to bring yourself to admit I'm right. So I'll just say it and you know in your heart if I'm right."
"Go ahead and get it over with."]
"At some point, I'm guessing after your husband's death you had a sexual thought about Eric."
"Bullshit! I..."
"I said you don't have to admit it. But I'm saying it to get you to understand why this is inevitable."
Emma felt her stomach tightened at that word. As crazy as this was it had happened before and Robin had witnessed it each time. If she thought something was going to happen she couldn't just discount it.
"Maybe it was a passing thought or a sudden surprising fantasy like it was for me. Maybe you saw something you shouldn't have. Something that would make you see your son as a man and not a boy and not your son."
Emma looked down at the table and knew she may as well have just admitted it had happened. That she had watched Eric with Ashley and it had an effect on her she'd been ashamed of.
"Whatever it was the power of the pendent has augmented that desire in you and is inching you closer to what it, and you, want."
"I do not want my son." Emma insisted. "Okay, maybe I had a weak moment where something I saw at a time when I was very frustrated caused me to have a thought best left unsaid, but it was one time."
Robin raised her eyebrows. "So you saw something and never once thought of it after that time? I don't believe that, but said I wouldn't push you. The fact the pendent is affecting you tells me I'm right."
"So you're telling me there's nothing I could do. That I couldn't just go home tell Eric to get in the car and hightail it out of here?"
"Something would happen that you wouldn't leave." Robin told her. "I don't mean that in an ominous way, but you'd change your mind or decide to wait a little longer."
"Why doesn't Eric remember anything?"
"I'm sorry?"
"Seeing you've seen this play out before I won't pretend nothing's happened. There's been a couple of shall we say incidents. He has no memory of them, but I do."
"Because the pendant is bonded to you, not him. It, and you through it, are the instigator so to speak. I'm guessing Eric is a proper son, but when he comes into contact with the stone he's very receptive to his mother as a lover."
"But why? At this point I'm willing to admit it's having an effect on me, but how can it just throw that switch in Eric?"
"Have you been listening to me?" Robin asked as if the answer were obvious.
"Yes, but..."
"The pendant doesn't create the lust from scratch. Both parties have to have had thoughts of each other. If the son has no desire at all and never has the stone will have no effect on him and at that point the mother either because it's pointless. The goal of the stone is not a forced relationship, but to push something being repressed because we're taught its wrong."
"My son has never thought of me like that."
"If you're experiencing everything I know you are than he has."
"No."Emma was adamant. "Eric would never think of me like that."
"When he touches the stone does he say that or does he tell you things a lust filled young man would tell you?"
"I'm not answering that."
"The things he says are what he would love to be in position to say to you if he felt he could get away with it. The stone is augmenting it and bringing it to the surface, but they're his words."
Emma thought about some of the things he'd said to her the times they'd come dangerously close to crossing the line. Then how he'd behaved last night when she'd...
"Its like alcohol. It..."
"Speaking of what's in that goddamn wine?" Emma demanded harshly as she turned her anger at what she'd done last night towards Robin. "Ernest said it was banned from being sold because it was like a damn date rape in a bottle."
"An exaggeration, but my grandfather did have a wine that was infused with aphrodisiacs. He marketed it as a date night wine for lovers who wanted a special evening. It had never occurred to him some men would try to use it for such a disgusting purpose."
"But you still make it and you gave a bottle to me and tried to get Eric to drink it."
"I did and yes it was to help set the mood so to speak."
"You admit it?"
"Emma you have to understand, I feel terrible about the things that have happened because of the family jewel. I was incredibly fortunate that mine worked for me and I've been happy with what it brought my way."
"But the one you have has never been able to bring that peace to anyone. I thought it would end with Kathy and Paul, but they ran from her husband and the stone has to stay here."
"You don't think it tears me up what happened to Maria and Mary? Even Sherri, losing her relationship with her son and now wasting her life living like some kind of nun? I want it to end, Emma, I really do."
"Then you should have never rented the damn house anymore!" Emma hissed at her. "This cursed fucking rock couldn't do anything if no one was there to find it."
"I wasn't going to. In fact when the realtor I used called and asked me if I would rent again after Mary I told him no. But for some reason he never told his partner and they ran the ad anyway. I told him to pull it when I found out and the next day you called."
"Why didn't you say it wasn't for rent then?"
"Because," Robin touched her chest. "The stones were once one and still have a connection. I planned on telling you no, but what came out was me asking you questions and we started chatting and you told me why you wanted a new start."
Robin put her hands out. "I just kept thinking that what kept getting in the way were the other women's husbands. In most cases they were the cause of the mother seeking happiness elsewhere, but also the reason things became complicated.
"It took longer for the stone to get the mother to realize who it was she needed and made the opportunity to do it more difficult. Most importantly once the stone's hold broke after the culmination of their lust, there was now the guilt of having cheated on their husbands and the fear of what would happen if they found out.
"That's what drove Sherri to exile and Maria to suicide. Mary was caught red handed and you know what happened there. Kathy and Paul, the couple that would have been the fulfillment of the stones purpose, had to leave because they ran from her husband."
"That's why you made the comment about looking for a specific pairing."
"I actually wasn't looking, but what was I going to say? A voice in my head gave me the idea once we spoke?" Robin chuckled dryly.
"But it made sense. No husband to feel guilty about or to fear or to be discovered by or run from. Just a mother and her son. A mother who's heartbroken and lonely and frustrated and who needed a man in her life, but couldn't get over the one who'd been her life until recently."
"But what about Eric? He..."
"When you told me what Eric's girlfriend did to him, I felt this was even more perfect. Your son's in the same state as you. Lost, lonely, in his case betrayed, and unable to get over his heart break. But also wanting to see his mother happy."
"So you have me come here, give us some horny goat weed wine and fill my son's room with mother son porn." Emma shook her head. "You set this whole thing up."
"I did. In fact seeing it's all out in the open I'll confess that I planned your catching Cliff and I having sex. Just one more thing to awaken that lust."
"You're a real piece of work. You know that?"
"I know it seems bad, but Emma I think you and Eric are perfect and you both need each other and love each other and want each other to be happy. The thoughts were blurring already even if it was subconsciously."
"The stone is moving much more quickly than I ever saw it before because there's not another man in the picture to cause hesitation on either of your parts. Your calling me told me something happened between the two of you.
"You haven't crossed the line completely, but I imagine you've gotten close." Robin reached out and put her hand over hers. "Don't fight it, Emma. You have no idea how beautiful it can be."
"Christ, Robin, you hear yourself? I guess I can understand the draw of the fantasy in flat out porn. The taboo of screwing a family member, but you're talking love."
"Emma when something is off limits to you, but you do it anyway, isn't it more of a thrill? The extra spice added because you know it's wrong, but doing it anyway?"
"We're not talking about sneaking out with a boy my parents didn't like or getting drunk at a friend's house. We're talking about..." She lowered her voice. "Incest."



"Emma let me tell you something. The love I have for my son is like nothing I ever felt before and he feels the same way. When Cliff looks at me I see love and desire."
Robin glanced over to where the woman behind the counter was now cleaning off the tables around them. She leaned closer, and like Emma, lowered her voice.
"The sex is incredible. We've been together for over fifteen years and we can't get enough of each other. Whether it's the taboo or that genetic sexual attraction theory I read up on or hell maybe even something to do with the stone, the passion is incredible."
Emma slid her hand from Robins. "So this is what it's all about? Kinky sex?"
"You know yourself the best sex is with someone you love and trust and want to be good to. Emma your son wants to make you happy and please you in every way and as his mother you know no one could love him better than you and that extends to the bedroom too."
"So all this twilight zone style mystique can be pretty much summed up in one of those movies you left for my son to watch."
"Every fantasy is based on a real life desire. The women who have dared cross society's imposed boundaries have been well rewarded as have their sons. You'll see soon enough."
"Its not going to happen." Emma told her. "Know why? Because something's missing from this little puzzle."
"What's that?"
"Eric has never thought of me in that way."
"He has or it wouldn't have gotten as far as it has." Robin gave her a sly smile. "How far has it gotten, Emma? A kiss? Some heavy petting? Maybe more?"
Try a blow job, Emma thought disgustedly.
"Your silence and the look on your face is all the proof I need." Robin continued. "Now I'll tell you what. Are you really convinced your son has never had thoughts of you?"
"I'm sure of it."
"You know everything he thinks? All the time?"
"Don't play games. I know he's never wanted me."
"Then prove me wrong and yourself right."
"How?"
"Simple. I told you the stone releases inhibitions and can bring out secret desires. When Eric is contact with the stone his secret lust is revealed. He's also all yours and will do whatever you want him to."
"There a point to this latest line of crap?" Emma asked testily.
"Yes. Have your son touch the pendant and ask him if he's ever thought of you."
"But the stone makes him want me."
"He wants to please you in every way. Tell him you want to know the truth and if he says no, then maybe I'm wrong and the stone is gone totally one way, but I can't see it changing its pattern. If he says yes? Ask him for details and decide whether or not you want to believe him."
"I'm not letting him touch it again." Emma declared adamantly.
"Because you're afraid of what will happen." Robin smiled tightly. "I don't just mean between the two of you, but that if you ask him you'll find out he's thought of his very attractive and lonely mother."
"I think we're done here." Emma reached into her wallet and left a twenty on the table. "I'm not so stubborn that I won't admit I believe some of what you said, but I don't believe it has to end the way the others have."
"It doesn't. It will end happy for you two. I know it will." Robin smiled away as if they were discussing wedding plans. "I thank you for listening and being open minded and understand your anger and concerns."
"Nice of you." Emma quipped as she rose to her feet.
"You're a lawyer Emma and as such I know everything has to be questioned and disbelieved until there's total proof." Robin stood as well. "I'll just ask you to try to keep one thing in mind."
"What would that be?"
Robin turned serious. "That some laws are meant to be broken."
Chapter 13
Emma got out of the car and walked up the stairs of the porch. She planned on heading into the house and soaking in the hot tub and trying to take a nap. She'd barely slept last night and the conversation with Robin had only served to increase her stress.
The whole thing was ridiculous. Magic stones that drove mothers to act like lust craved porn stars in order to seduce their sons.
"Don't forget, it's about love, too."
Emma had just reached the door when the voice whispered to her. Robin wasn't wrong about it being bound to the house it seemed. Thoughts like that were the biggest causes of her stress. As crazy as it all was, she'd experienced too much in the last three days to deny pretty much anything Robin had said.
On that note she hoped to slip into the house and avoid Eric, at least for the time being. She needed to get her head together before she talked to him. As much as she was convinced she knew the answer, Emma was going to flat out ask him if he had thought of her.
Odds are even if he had he'd deny it, but Emma had spent years taking depositions and grilling witnesses. Eric was nowhere near an accomplished enough liar to fool her. Not to mention he was his father's son and had the same exact nervous tics when he was lying or dodging an issue.
Emma slipped quietly into the house and a quick glance into the living room showed Eric sitting on the couch. The TV was on, but the sound off. Emma was going to call out that she was home, but wasn't feeling well and was going to lie down. That way he wouldn't come looking for her for anything and she could have some privacy while she figured out how to ask her son if he'd ever wanted to fuck her.
Before she could say anything, she heard Eric laugh and then say something. She wondered who he was talking to. Eric had literally cut himself off from all his former friends; even the ones that took his side in the Ashley debacle.
He was taking a new beginning to an unhealthy extreme so if he was talking to one of his friends from back home she'd be thrilled for him. Emma walked up behind him in time to hear,
"You really think you could come out here?" A pause. "That would be great, but I'll have to talk to my mother." Eric stiffened on the couch and turned his head to look over his shoulder. His eyes widened when he saw her and he spoke quickly into the phone. "Hey, gotta go. Talk to you later."
"Hey, mom." He addressed her as he lowered his phone. "How was the meeting?"
"It went really well," she told him. "How did you know I was home?"
Eric smiled sheepishly. "I think this house has made me kind of jumpy, I heard your heels when you walked into the room. He laughed. "I figured out back at our old house you can't sneak around on hardwood floors in your shoes."
"My boy sneaking around? Never." Emma noticed his phone was still in his hands and he was staring at it as he spoke. "Who were you talking to?"
"Oh, that was Rob."
"Really? I thought you were through with everyone."
"Yeah, well he called out of the blue yesterday so I called him back and we've talked a couple times."
"That's great, Eric!" Emma came around and sat on the arm of the couch next to him. "Why didn't you tell me?"
"Well," he paused and ran his fingers through his hair, causing her to frown. Either he was about to lie or just not tell her everything. "I wasn't sure if I'd be able to talk to him and that we could be cool again. So I didn't bring it up."
"Sounds like he wants to come visit you so I guess that means you're cool again?" Emma tousled his hair. "I told you that he was your one real friend through all that bullshit."
"Yeah, I guess you were right." He wasn't looking at her as he spoke. Instead his eyes had gravitated to her legs.
Emma had them crossed and as she had a habit of doing had her shoe dangling off her foot. Steven, who had a bit of a foot fetish, had always said it was a teasing move and a way of being flirty. Emma had told him he was a damn pervert, but had gone out of her way to do it for him when they were alone. It usually led to a nice foot rub and then some not so nice activity.
"If he wants to come up, he's welcome to."
While speaking Emma kicked her leg back and forth and let the shoe hang from just her toes. She kept her gaze on Eric as she did and was annoyed to his eyes riveted to her foot.
"He is his father's son, Emma. Why don't you ask him for a foot rub?" There was loud laughter. "After all he did watch at the feet of my mother!"
"Thanks, mom."
"In fact, tell him I'm willing to pay for his ticket if he wants to fly."
"Okay." Eric nodded, but his smile seemed forced. "I'll let him know."
"Good. I'd be thrilled to see you guys friends again." Emma flipped her heel off and lifting her other leg used her now bare foot to push the other one off.
Again, Eric's eyes followed every move and to her dismay he shifted on the couch. It hadn't been so long for her that she couldn't tell when a man was trying to relieve a sudden pressure in their jeans.
"Hey, you painted your toes." There was nothing improper in his words, but the fact he noticed caused her already frayed nerves to kick up even more. What son noticed his mother's toe nails?
"I spotted a salon right near the new job so decided to treat myself. Did these too." Emma flashed her hand in front of his face, showing off her emerald green nails. "Like them?"
"They look great." He gave her a genuine smile. "Good for you mom. About time you started taking care of yourself again."
"Thanks, I think."
"You know what I mean. You've been borderline frumpy since dad. Nice to see you trying to look sexy again."
"Sexy?" She made herself stretch her long legs out and point her toes forward, causing the muscles in her calves to flex and show off the shape of her legs in general. "You think so?"
"I do. You know I love green. Especially on you, brings out your eyes." He pointed to her chest. Funny how that necklace matches them, no?"
"I know, funny." She watched her son stare blatantly at her legs and deciding she had to get this over with said. "Speaking of dressing sexier, this is the first time I've worn heels this high in awhile and my feet are killing me."
Turning on the arm, she swung her legs across his lap. "Be a dear and rub my feet for a couple minutes?"
"Sure." Eric shrugged and cupping her right foot between his large hands, proceeded to press his thumbs into her foot at the base of her toes.
"You don't mind?"
"Not at all." He replied, his left hand sliding down her foot to rub her heel while his other fingers massaged the upper part of her foot. "I'm glad I can do something to make you feel good."
"Yeah, honey," Emma decided to go all in and lowered her voice to a soft purr. "You like making your mother feel good?"
"Sure." He didn't seem to pick up on the tone of her comment. "You do everything you can for me so why shouldn't I try to make you happy?"
"That feels so good." Emma sighed and wasn't kidding.
Eric's strong fingers pressing into the ball of her foot and massaging her heel felt amazing. Emma's calves were across his thighs and she caught herself looking at his crotch for a reaction, but his jeans were loose fitting making it hard to tell.
"It's supposed to." Eric switched his hands to her left foot and Emma released a long sigh that she turned into a low moan as he was now squeezing her foot between his hands, working the top and bottom simultaneously.
The sight of her small foot in his large hands had her thinking of how his hands would feel on her hips or better yet, around her ankles as he held her legs up. Eric was big and strong and she could easily imagine him having his way with her. Pinning her down and moving her around into any position he wanted her in.
Emma's breathing grew heavier and she was aware of the pendant beneath her blouse heating up.
"Getting warm." She began unbuttoning her blouse, and noticed Eric shift his gaze from her feet to watch.
"Don't worry, I have something on underneath." She told him.
"Why would I think you didn't?" He asked and his response gave her hope he wasn't interested. The pendant wasn't in contact with him and he was speaking as himself. Robin could be wrong after all.
Emma finished unbuttoning the black blouse and made a show of slowly sliding it off her shoulders. Beneath it she wore a red sleeveless tank top that matched her knee length skirt. The shirt flattered her small breasts and she arched her back to push them out there more.
"Tease."
Emma felt the pendant pulse when it spoke in her mind. She realized she had acknowledged the damn thing did have a mind of its own, but still held hopes it could only push her and there was no desire on Eric's part to work with.
As she had before, but when the stone was really affecting her and Eric, Emma reached up and let her hair down. She gave it a shake and Eric nodded. "Tell you what, mom, you're a beautiful woman."
"Thank you, honey. You're a good looking young man, so maybe I passed it down?"
"I look like dad, but I guess pretty is pretty right?" he grinned and lifted his head as if posing for a picture.
"You're not pretty." She made a show of thinking. "Ruggedly handsome?"
"Sold!" He laughed and continued to rub her feet.
Emma remained silent other than to release some heartfelt coos of pleasure at how good his rubbing her feet felt. She ignored her stiff nipples and the inevitable heat between her thighs. She watched Eric who seemed far too engrossed in her feet and legs, with an occasional sidelong glance at her breasts thrown in.
No doubt he was looking, but did seeing her as a woman mean he actually lusted for her? Even if he did, this house, the mother son porn stash he'd been perusing and the necklace driven encounters could be fueling it. Had he thought of her before this house was the question.
Emma slid down from the arm of the couch, settling into the corner of the couch and pushing her legs further across him. At this point her ass was pressed against his thigh and her skirt had ridden up high enough to expose her thighs almost to the crotch of her panties.
"Make yourself comfortable," he joked, but his eyes were instantly on her thighs when she spread her legs apart a few inches.
"You're a natural born cock tease, aren't you, Emma?"
Eric had switched to lightly trailing his fingers along the tops of her feet. It felt good, but seemed more of a sexual touch than simply rubbing her feet. She remained still and after a few times, his fingers left her feet and were sliding up her shin and towards her knee.
"Think I have nice legs, honey?"
"Huh?" Eric blinked. "That's kind of a weird question."
"You said the other day you think I'm attractive."
"Well yeah, but I mean in general. It's not like I check you out and think, damn!"
"You said worse things that that yesterday."
"What?" His hands stopped moving and he frowned. "What did I say yesterday?"
"You really don't remember?"
"No and its not like I've been drinking or out of my mind. Maybe you're not remembering something right?"
"You don't remember kissing me?"
"Kissing you? Like for real?" Eric's confusion seemed legitimate. "Mom, you okay?"
"I am." She put her hands out to him. "Humor me. What's the last thing you remember last night?"
"I heard you yelling and I came in to see if you were okay. You told me you had a dream about dad and we talked about being creeped out a little by the house." He tapped his chin. "Oh, and I told you I had a dream too."
"You didn't say what it was."
"No because it was just so out there it wasn't worth it."
"I'd like to know."
"Go fish, mom." Eric grunted. "You're asking me all these stupid questions and not telling me why so I'm not wasting time talking about a dumb dream."
"Was it about me?" Emma cut off his protest. "No details, just yes or no."
"No."
Thank God. "Okay."
Eric sighed. "Alright, know what? I'll tell you part of it. I dreamt about dad too. That's why I was kind of spooked when you said you did."
"What was it about?"
"I don't want to..."
"Were you at our old house? Was he just talking to you?"
"Yes." Eric nodded.
Had they had the same dream? Had Eric dreamt of his father telling him he should take his place?
"Once you got into bed with me, you don't remember anything else?"
"No." he looked away.
"Eric, I know this seems stupid, but I need you to be honest with me. "Did you have a dream about Ashley?"
When he rolled his eyes she added. "Fine, you were talking in your sleep so I know you did. I just want to know if you recall it."
"Yeah, mom I had a dream about her and it was a dirty dream, okay?" He shook his head. "I'm sure that was your next bizzaro world question."
Emma caught herself asking for details, wondering if he saw Ashley when in reality is was her playing with and ultimately sucking his dick while he fingered her.
"And you came hard...twice." The voice giggled. "Second time was when you were painting your pretty little tits with baby boy's cum."
"Eric, I need to ask you a question."
"You've been asking me questions, stupid ones at that."
"I need you to promise me you'll answer honestly because it's important."
Her tone and expression must have conveyed how series she was because the look of annoyance on his face faded away and he nodded. "Okay."
"And please don't get mad at the question."
"I'll try not to."
"Eric." Emma reached down and put her hand over his where whether he realized it or not, it still rested on her leg just below her knee.
"Mom." He repeated, but his eyes met hers.
"Have you ever desired me?"
"Have I...what the hell kind of question is that?" He pulled his hand from hers.
"Answer the question. Have you ever fantasized about me? Ever thought of having sex with me?"
"Mom!" Eric turned on the couch, pushing her legs from his lap. "Have you been watching those movies you yelled at me about?"
"You're not answering me." Emma pointed out. "I want a yes or no answer and I want it now."
"Fine. Hell no." He blinked as he answered and her heart sank.
"You're lying."
"Bullshit. Mom, what's up with you?" His eyes narrowed. "Do you want me to say yes? Is that why you're sprawled across me like some reject from a milf movie?"
"Boy's smooth, but he's lying, Emma. You know it."
"Eric, you can tell me. I won't be mad."
"That's nice of you, but the answer's no. I'd never think of you like that." He swallowed hard. "God, mom that's sick and the sickest part would be how could I do that to dad?"
His answer stunned her. Both his words and the emotion in his voice as he answered.
"He's getting upset and guilty because he knows he did."
"He's telling the truth." Emma whispered.
"Who are you talking to?"
"One way to find out; do it, Emma. I'm better than any truth serum or polygraph test."
You'll show me what you want me to see, not the truth. This time she kept the thought internal.
"Your first reaction was he's lying. Trust your gut like you do in court. Ask him while he's touching me. He'll tell you the truth, he has to."
You're goal is to bring us together. Of course you'll make him tell me he did.
"Mom?" Eric cut into her internal dialogue. "You okay? Should I not have brought up dad?"
"See how sweet he is? He's worried he upset you!"
"I don't trust you."
"I can only work with what's there. You know its there in you. You know the memory that triggered it. He has one too or I couldn't push his desire for you."
"I'm okay. Just thinking about what I asked you."
"I swear mom, I never did. I thought that movie was hot, but because it was a mom, but not my mom."
"Repeat what I say, and watch his eyes, Emma."
To her surprise, she spoke the words the voice fed her. "So that night I was passed out drunk and you stayed with me you didn't do something you shouldn't have?"
Eric's mouth dropped open and his eyes widened to the point it would have been comical if his reaction didn't give away the fact the voice was right.



"I...how," Eric put his face in his hands. "How'd you find out?"
"Its true?" Emma couldn't believe it.
"I'm so sorry, mom," he whispered. "You've known all along haven't you?"
"Well..." What the hell was she going to say? The necklace told me? The bigger issue was he'd done what the voice told her he did. "Not really, but let's say you talk in your sleep these days."
"Is that why you're asking me if I want you?"
Seizing an explanation much easier than the pendant and its history, she nodded. "Yes, and I'm not mad, but I just wanted to know if it was dumb fluky thing or something real."
"I haven't thought about it." He leaned forward and with his elbows on his knees, rested his chin in his hands. "Kind of tried to pretend it didn't happen. Then we come here and Robin's talking about taboo and I find that stash of mom son stuff and watched it."
He looked over at her. "There were a few sleazy paperbacks and I read some of the stories too. It kind of reminded me that night and I felt bad, but it made me look at you and I shouldn't have."
"Its okay, hon." She slid over to him and put her arm around him. "Do you want to tell me what you did?"
"I thought you knew?"
"You weren't exactly going into detail." What had he done? There had been a few nights she'd drank herself into a damn stupor after Steven died. God, he hadn't actually...?
"I didn't do that!" He exclaimed, a look of alarm on his face.
"I didn't think you did, honey." She kissed the top of his lowered head. "But if you've felt bad about it, maybe it would make you feel better to tell me?"
Eric released a long ragged sigh. "But if I do you'll think I'm sick."
Emma's heart went out to him. Here he was feeling guilty over something he'd done awhile back and she had sucked his goddamn cock last night, but he didn't remember it.
"Eric there's something fucked up going on in this house and it's happened before and its always involved mothers and sons."
"How do you know that? The dreams?" He stared her in the eye. "I've lied about them. I've had them all three nights and seen the sons with their mothers and I mean with them."
"I have too. That's why I needed to know what's going on."
"We should leave. Bad things happened to those other people."
"We'll be fine, Eric because we know something's funny here and as long as we're honest with each other and trust each other, nothing will happen."
"Then why don't you be honest and tell your son who you watched him fuck his girl and how many times you've thought of it?"
"So why don't you tell me?"
"Tell him how you two made out and how he was taking your panties off yesterday and how you jacked him off on your tits. Be honest Emma, this can lead to..."
"I don't need graphic details, just you know, the gist."
"It happened a month before we had the conversation about moving," Eric began softly. "I was angry and frustrated about Ashley and not just because of what she did, but because I still couldn't get past her."
"With another girl you mean?"
"Yeah, I was like you said you are with dad. I know compared to you guys me and Ash weren't together long, but she was the only girl I'd ever been with. Once I found out what was happening and broke up with her I had a few girls try to jump right in if you know what I mean."
"Why not? You're a hell of a good guy, Eric."
"But I didn't want back into serious, I was still kind of messed up, But then I thought well why not just sex? A couple of the girls were kind of only looking for that anyway. One of them hated Ash, so it would have been payback."
"You should have."
"I tried and just...I couldn't do it. Then I felt like a loser. I couldn't even have sex and here was Ash, fucking away like nothing happened. So I was horny and watching a ton of porn and the night you tried to go out and have fun and told me the story I realized we were in the same boat."
"We still are."
"I kind of lied about that box of stuff upstairs being the first mother son stuff I saw. I lik milf stuff and they mix a lot of mom stuff in there. I watched one that had a story. The mom lost her husband like you did and the son wanted to comfort her."
He stopped at the look on her face. "Sorry. I should stop."
"No, go on, I was just thinking how common that theme seems to be and that means a lot of people have thought of it so what you were thinking isn't exactly new so you shouldn't feel bad."
"Mom, you were so mad when you caught me watching that movie I kind of wondered then if you knew."
"I'm sorry, Eric. It was the things I'd already heard and seen about this place that set me off. Sorry if I made you feel guilty."
"I should feel that way. Anyway that movie kind of stuck with me. I mean I wasn't walking around gawking at you and having little fantasies, but the concept of the movie kind of...I don't know. The son loving his mom so much and wanting her to be happy to the point he'd...you know."
"I know. It's the theme around here. I did some digging, all the women here were unhappy with their marriage."
"I gathered that from the dreams. So I watched a few more of that kind of movie. Not the smutty all sex ones , but ones where as bad as it sounds, there was love."
"They wouldn't make them if it wasn't popular, hon."
"You were having another round of nightmares and had asked me to sleep with you a few times. I'd lay there and look at you and think how beautiful you were and what a shame you were alone and you should have had someone to hold you and be good to you."
"See that? Not fuck you or be crude to you, but be good to you." There was a sigh in her mind. "Such a good boy."
"You remember that night you went out with a couple friends and you told me don't wait up because you might not come home?"
"I do. I planned on getting rocked out of my mind and using liquid courage to go have some fun with a guy if a decent one appeared. Glad I went with friends because according to what I heard the next day they saved me from a couple of assholes."
"And Jean brought you home and you were so drunk I had to go out and help you. I ended up having to carry you in the house and up to bed."
"Because you're a good man."
"Not so much." He admitted glumly. "I put you in bed and took off your fuck me shoes and that's exactly how I thought of them as."
"Its okay, I wasn't looking very motherly that night."
"But you're still my mother. But that damn dress was so short and I kept looking at your legs and the way it hugged your..." he shook his head. "You get it."
"You weren't even wearing bra and you were all made up and you looked hot. It's the only word I could use."
"I looked like a slut." Emma admitted.
"I was going to leave you in bed, but you sort of woke up and asked me to stay so I got in bed with you. You went right out, but you ended up rolling over on your side against me. I was on my side and your ass was right in my crotch. You started moving it and moaning. Guess you were having a wet dream."
"Oh, jeez. Think I'm the one who should be embarrassed."
"Guess you were hot because you kicked the covers off. Your dress was over your hips and your thong was um," He blushed. "Not in place."
"I eased back from you so you weren't grinding on me, but I didn't pull the sheet up. I just kept staring at your..." He looked away. "Body I'll leave it at. I just kept thinking, this sexy woman is my mother?"
"You don't have to say anymore." Emma told him as it wasn't like she didn't know where this was going.
"I may as well get it off my chest." Eric shrugged, but made no attempt to remove her arm from around him.
"I thought of what you must have looked like dancing and teasing the guys. I thought about what you would have done if you'd gone home with one. You know here and there I would hear you and dad when you thought I wasn't upstairs or home."
"I'm getting red aren't I?" Emma sighed.
"So all I'll say is from the way you sounded and the occasional thing I heard you yell out I knew you weren't a dud. So I'm looking at you and how hot you looked and knowing you'd be as wild as any of those milfs were.
"I was uh, excited I guess you'd say. You were moaning in your sleep and slurring some dirty things about what you wanted to with..."
"I get it."
"I couldn't help it. I pushed my pants down and..."
"I can fill in the blanks."
"No, because it was worse. I didn't just lay there and do that I," he took a deep breath. "I rolled over and I rubbed up on your ass and I....got off all over you."
Eric put his hands over his face and added in a choked whisper. "While you were passed out I did that to you. Then I got scared and wiped you off and never told you about it."
"Eric, its okay." She drew his head to her chest and hugged him. "I'm not mad."
"So who was right, Emma?"
"But it was sick. Hell, that's a damn crime if that's any woman. Worse it was you." Emma felt his tears on her chest and had to fight back her own.
"Honey, we were both pretty messed up and confused. I dressed like a damn whore and told you I was looking to get laid. Not very proper behavior on my part. Like you said, you were lonely and..."
"Its' no excuse. You're my mother." Eric whispered and pressed closer against her. "And the worst thing?"
He slid his arms around her waist. "It wasn't just then. I was hard just now rubbing your feet and I was staring up your skirt trying to see your pussy."
"What?"
Eric raised his head and smiled at her. "I wanted to see how far you'd let me slide my hand up. I was hoping you'd let me work it all the way up your leg and slide my fingers into your cunt."
The necklace, he was touching the necklace.
"Get out of his fucking head!" She hissed not caring if Eric heard her.
"Hey, its his thoughts, not mine. I just remove his filter."
"You were so fucking sexy that night mom." He grinned wickedly. "I blew a huge fucking load on you and know where?" He leaned over to whisper in her ear. "It wasn't on your ass where you were thinking."
His tongue flicked across her ear and sent a shiver through her. "I spread your ass and came all over your little pink slit."
"Oh God." She whispered as the image of cum running through her lips and over her clit sent a wave of heat through her.
"And I didn't tell you everything I did. I was playing with your clit while I was jerking off."
"Stop."
"You were moaning and whimpering and working your hips into me. I think you came mom. Came while you were passed out with me slipping a finger into your tight little cunt."
"No, you didn't."
"Yes, he did."
"Then I sprayed my load all over you and rubbed my cock into it. I was this close to pushing it inside you, but I was afraid you'd wake up."
Eric pressed his lips to her neck and after kissing her, sucked gently on it.
"Don't do that, honey. Please."
"You're right. There are better places for my lips." Eric sat up and catching her by surprise pushed her into the corner of the couch. Leaning over her he grabbed the top of her shirt and she cried out in surprise when he yanked it down over her bra.
There was a tearing sound and one of her straps broke. Her pussy gushed at the sound and she arched her back, pushing her chest out at him. The black bra was one of her and Steven's favorites that unhooked between the cups and seeing that, Eric's eyes lit up like a kid on Christmas.
"Hmm, easy access."
Emma tried to tell him no, but her words were cut off by him kissing her so hard it bordered on painful. His tongue forced itself between her lips as his fingers undid the hooks with a skill that excited her.
Emma felt her bra fall from her breasts and gasped when his hands were immediately on them. She whimpered into his mouth when his fingers found her aching nipples. Eric's lips left hers and slid down the front of her neck, licking and softly kissing her throat.
She knew she should push him away, but instead when her hands pushed on his shoulders, she was directing him lower, not away. With a patience that both surprised and teased her, Eric kissed the soft flesh between her breasts as he gently rolled her nipples between his fingers.
"Oh, fuck, baby," She heard herself moan. "Don't tease, just suck on mommy's tits."
Eric smiled up at her and sliding his face to the left, swirled his tongue around her swollen pink nipple. Emma sighed then cried out when he opened wide and all but devoured as much of her breast as he could fit in his mouth.
"Yes!" She cried, wrapping her arms around him and grabbing the back of his head and pushing her tit deeper into his mouth. "Show me how bad you want your mother's tits!"
"I want all of you," he whispered around her breast.
"Then take all of me." She slipped her hands between them and grabbing his jeans ripped them open and yanked his zipper down.
Emma pushed them over his hips and heard him whimper when she grabbed his throbbing cock. Wrapping her legs around his hips, she thrust her hips, pushing his cock along her wet panties. They both moaned and grabbing the crotch of her panties, Emma yanked them to the side.
"Fuck me" She hissed in Eric's ear. "Shove that big fucking dick into your mother's wet cunt. Fuck me the way you wanted to fuck me that night!"
Eric pushed himself higher up and grabbing his face in her hands; Emma kissed him and pushed her hips up, straining to get her son inside her. Eric's cock slid along her wet lips and she groaned in his ear.
Between her breasts the pendant burned hot and Emma could hear the voice in her head take in a sharp breath and feel its sense of anticipation. Eric pushed his hips and she whimpered in frustration when the head of his dick slipped through her sopping slit and struck her clit instead of being buried inside her.
"Don't move." Emma fumbled between their legs and grabbing his cock, pressed his head to her wet flesh and eased him towards the entrance to her aching cunt.
"You're going to fuck me hard and fast and fill your mother's pussy with your hot fucking cum." She smiled at him.
Eric's phone rang and he turned his head to look down at it on the coffee table.
"Screw that," she laughed. "Better yet, screw me! Come on, baby this is what you wanted!"
"Oh, yeah." He resisted as she tried to push him inside, but kissed her softly. "You're going to be so much better than Ashley." He giggled. "If she only knew while she was calling I was fucking my mother."
Ashley calling?
The name of that bitch cut through her lust addled brain enough for her to turn her head as his phone continued to ring. On the screen was a picture of Ashley, smiling away with her arm around Eric.
Ashley was calling her son. In an instant it hit her that it had been her, not Rob, Eric had been talking to. That's why he had seemed like he was lying.
"Forget her! Get your revenge on her by fucking him!"
"Stop!" Emma's rage at the bitch that broke her son's heart cut through the spell of the pendant and she pushed Eric hard enough to get him off of her and break the contact with the pendant.
Emma continued to push him as she sat up, and dazed from the confusion caused by the necklace, Eric fell awkwardly back onto the couch. She quickly stood and turned her back, reconnecting her bra and pulling her shirt up over it.
The phone had stopped ringing and turning back to Eric she saw he was staring down at his exposed cock, his eyes wide as if he had no idea what was going on.
"Holy shit!" He called out and shoved his rapidly deflating cock into his jeans. "What...what just happened?" "Nothing happened." Emma had put her back to him and tried to sound calm. "I just came in the room and you were laying there just hanging out."
"I...no, we were talking and..."
"That was an hour ago. After we talked I went upstairs and then I came back down and you were asleep like this."
"That's..." She had turned to face him and saw him shaking his head and pointing at the cable box. "But an hour hasn't gone by and...
"Why the fuck is that whore calling you?" Emma demanded.
"What are you talking about?"
Emma grabbed his phone before he could and showed him the missed call. "Ashley!"
"I don't know!" He looked more panicked now than he had when he saw his cock exposed.
"Don't fucking lie to me!" Emma stepped back as he reached for the phone and quickly thumbed his recent calls. "You were talking to her when I came home! And last night and yesterday afternoon!"
Emma disgustedly tossed the phone onto the couch. "Why are you talking to that fucking pig?"
"She...she called me a couple days ago and asked me to call her."
"And you did?"
"She said she missed me and wanted to talk to me."
"Why the hell would you speak to her after what she did to you?" Emma's temples were pounding and it was struggle not to start screaming at him.
"Because I missed her too," he told her. "I know I shouldn't. I know I should hate her and want nothing to do with her, but she was crying on the message."
"Big crocodile tears from a spoiled rotten little girl who's gotten everything she's wanted her whole life. Including any cock she wanted to fuck while she strung you along."
"Jesus, mom. You don't have to talk like that."
"And you don't have to talk to her!" Emma was losing the battle and her voice was rising. "And you won't, ever again!"
"Whoa, I'm twenty years old. I'm a man now. I'll talk to who I want."
"Oh, is that so?" Emma pointed down to him. "Newsflash, men don't live with their mother. Men have enough back bone not to humiliate themselves and go crawling back to a cheating bitch just because she cries."
"I stayed with you because you and dad wanted me to go to school in town. I stayed with you after dad because you needed me." He snapped back. "And I came here with you to shitsville because it's what you wanted. I left everything..."
"Knock it off! You left nothing because you turned your back on your entire life and because of this girl that now all of a sudden you want to talk to!"
"Mom, listen..." Eric rose from the couch as he spoke.
"No, you listen you ungrateful jerk," Emma stepped up to him and pointed in his face. "I left behind the home I built with your father, and a great job and my friends and everything I knew because you were so upset you couldn't deal with seeing anyone who knew what she did to you...and that was everyone!"
"Bullshit." He yelled back at her. "You wanted to leave too! You brought it up, so don't push this on me, mom. You couldn't handle all the things you said I can't and now you want to use me as an excuse that you moved?"
He leaned closer and snorted angrily. "Get off your cross, mom. You're no martyr."
"How dare you!" Emma shouted directly in his face. "I've done everything I could for you your entire life. I tried to help you when dad was sick and passed. I tried to help when she broke your heart and you wouldn't even talk to me! So I make this decision and now you want to act like an injured party?"
"Fine, know what?" Eric softened his tone. "We're both goddamn losers who ran from their problems. That better?"
Emma closed her eyes and took several deep breaths. "Yeah," she answered, her voice lowering as well. "I can't argue that."
"And I don't want to fight with you, mom." Eric put his hands on her shoulders. "I love you."
"I love you too, honey." Emma put her hands over his.
"And I feel horrible about what I told you. Talk about being a loser I...well you know what I did."
Emma resisted the urge to ask him if he'd only done what he'd said or had he gone as far as he'd said when the under the influence of the stone.
"You don't remember what you said after that?"
"No." He frowned. "I just remember telling you what happened and then you yelling at me about Ashley. I don't even remember hearing my phone ring." He shook his head. "Mom, I think I'm having some kind of spells or something. I feel like I lost a few minutes and it's not the first time."



"Its not." Emma told him. "I can't tell you what's going on because its more trouble than its worth, but I think we need to leave."
"Leave? We just got all our stuff squared away and you just took a job!"
"We'll move to the city, it's less than an hour from here. I'll be closer to work and farther from here."
"Thought you hated big cities."
"I do, but I'm not liking this house. I'm tired of trying to sound rational. There's something wrong here and you know it too, so let's throw some stuff together and go."
"Where?"
"We'll stay in a motel for a few days until we find a place then come back up here with movers. I'll pay them to pack everything; we won't have to do much."
The phone rang again and when Emma looked down, it was Ashley.
"Eric, you can't talk to her anymore."
"Mom, I know you're upset. You have a right to be, but she's sorry, she really is and..."
"Wait." Emma put her finger up to silence him. "That was her before. She wants to come up here?"
"Her father offered to fly her up here for a few days to talk."
"And were you going to tell me?"
"Eventually." He sighed. "I knew you'd be mad."
"Damn straight I'm mad. I forbid you to see this girl. In fact I'm going to call her father and tell him to keep his whore at home before she gives half the boys in Chicago VD."
"Mom!"
"Don't mom me. She played you for a fool and now she realizes the other guys are going to just treat her like the pig she is and you were good to her. Once a dog always a dog, Eric. She won't change and I won't let you find that out and be hurt again."
"You don't have the right to tell me that. It's my life."
"One that for now you share with me and while you do? She's off limits." Emma turned her back to him. "End of discussion."
"I miss her, mom! I really do. I think about her all the time and I know what she did was wrong, but I need her."
Emma stopped and made sure to breath and do a quick count to ten. Eric's voice was cracking and she needed to try and understand and be reasonable with him, not go off and upset him more.
"Eric, this is about one thing and one thing only," she said quietly as she turned back to face him. "Its about sex. She was your first and only and you haven't moved on yet. You're young and frustrated."
"Its more than that."
"No, its not. You just confessed to me what you did was because you were that pent up and frustrated."
"Going to throw that in my face now?"
"Not at all, but making a point. You're desperate and don't have to be. You haven't even gone into town yet. Take the car, go hang out at a Starbuck's or find a club. Get out there. You'll meet someone nice. Or, hey they don't even have to be nice, just fun. Ashley is not the only girl in the world, Eric."
"But I know her and she wants to be with me again."
"How's that going to work, Eric? She going to move out here?"
"No, but her dad has money. She could come up here a couple times a month for the weekend."
"And bang everyone else the rest of the time." Emma finished for him. "Eric, as un-motherly as this sounds? Go get laid."
"Its more than sex," he insisted. "I loved her and she loved me and she made a mistake and maybe we can get past it! She's the only girl who's ever loved me. How do you know someone else will?"
"Because you're amazing," Emma said softly. "Any decent girl would be happy to have someone like you. I'd love to meet someone like you." She bit back her own emotion. "Actually I did, your father, and that's why you're so amazing, because you're just like him."
"I want to see her." Eric told her. "I want to let her come up and if she needs to pay for a motel that's fine. I want to talk to her."
"It won't be talk. First thing she'll do is fuck you to show you what you're missing. She has you by the dick and she knows it. Once she fucks you it will be all over."
"Know what, mom? Who cares if we fuck? At least I'll get laid and maybe I'll just use her. I'll have a great couple of days of sex then she can go back home and I'll be better."
"More of the snake that bit you doesn't work. Want sex? find someone else. And for the record?" Emma rolled her eyes. "You think she was great because you have no one to compare her to."
"Nice, mom."
"Bet she asked if you've been with anyone. Bet she loved you haven't been. She's still your one and only and will use that. I know women, Eric. I am one."
"Then be his woman!"
"And you're my mother who cares about me and I appreciate it. Maybe I'm making a mistake mom, but it's my mistake to make. You might be right, but like I said, at least I'll get what I need."
"Using her for sex makes you no better than her."
"We're not going to agree." Eric sighed. "I'm going to call her and if she comes down I'll meet her in town and won't bring her near you."
He turned away from her and picking up his phone turned and headed for the stairs. Before he reached them the phone was already to his ear. "Hey, Ash. Sorry, I was in the middle of something."
His voice faded as he made his way up the stairs. Emma sank down on the couch and cradled her pounding head in her hands. Another close call. She'd literally been inches away from letting her son fuck her.
On top of that, her son was about to run right back into the arms-and between the legs of-the girl who'd used and humiliated him and pretty much ruined his life. She knew she was right. This was about sex. She felt the same way about Steven, but in her case he was no longer in her life to come back to her.
For Emma it would be a matter of time before she could finally break the ice because what choice did she have? Celibacy? A lifetime of toys, batteries, and fantasies? Getting off to memories of Steven? Sooner or later she'd get frustrated enough to make the move.
In fact if she'd had this mess wouldn't be happening with her and Eric. The damned pendant would have nothing to work with because she'd be satisfied sexually and maybe even in a good relationship.
But for Eric it was different. The bitch was still his obsession and was now putting herself back in his life. He would never go with another girl while Ashley was available and acting contrite. She would fly up here and as soon as they were alone she'd fuck his brains out.
She'd suck and fuck and be his dirty whore and pretend it was just for him even though she'd probably been Mark's whore hours before she got on the plane. But she'd have her claws back into her son.
Eric was twenty and sex was a far bigger deal for him than her. Emma needed it, but had spent her life with a good man and knew what real love was. That gave her the ability to hold out and not think with her libido, but her heart as well.
Eric had loved Ashley and maybe still did, but she was a selfish brat and it had always been a bit one way even before he'd found out what she was doing. He didn't know any better was what it came down to. That and hormones.
Emma hadn't just been consoling him. She'd meant what she said, he'd done what he had to her because he was heartbroken over both his father and Ashley and not himself. As Emma continued to think she found herself wondering if seeing Ashley might not have an advantage.
If the slut came up here and fucked Eric wouldn't that break his obsession with her and end the efforts of the pendant? If Eric was back in lust with Ashley he wouldn't want her in anyway. Could it still affect him if he were not searching for something?
"You'll let your son be hurt again rather than be the one who never hurts him?"
It was right, that was a selfish thought. She should never want to see Eric with that slut no matter what. Maybe the answer was her doing what she'd told Eric. Go into town, find a bar or club and just get laid. Totally meaningless sex could be what she needed too.
"You haven't had that kind of sex since college. You spent a lifetime with sex that meant something. You know you crave lust with love and you know where to find it."
The pendant was pulsing with each word and a sudden burning sensation caused her to gasp and grab it to put it outside her shirt. The second she did she saw Eric with Ashley, saw them in a hotel and her on her knees sucking his cock.
Eric moaning her name over and over as he came in her mouth and eager to make things up to him, Ashley would take every drop. She'd fuck him in every position. She'd ride him and bend over for him.
She'd suck and fuck him until he couldn't get it up anymore and all the while tell him she loved and missed him. Ashley would apologize with her pretty little mouth and tight young pussy and who knows, maybe even her ass; anything to hook Eric again.
The image changed to Ashley once again on her knees, but this time sucking and fucking Mark. They were in her bed with a picture of Eric right there on the night stand and she was laughing at it and Mark was making jokes that his cock was bigger and if Eric could fuck her right she wouldn't be banging him.
The image flashed to Eric sitting on his bed in tears like he was the night he'd told her what had happened. She was coming here to fuck him, claim him as her own then run back home and do whoever she wanted.
"Maybe she'll ask him to come back with her. Come back to home with her and his friends. She's going to try to take your son from you Emma."
Emma shook her head, but the thought didn't seem that farfetched.
"She'll have him by the cock like you know she will. He'll choose her over you because she can give him what he needs. Then once he's back home, she'll betray him again and he'll be all alone."
"I can't let that happen."
"There's only one way to stop it, Emma. You have to show Eric how much you love him and how badly you need him. You have to show him that you have everything he needs in every way. Show him the best of both worlds. The lust of a lover and the love of a mother."
"I can't do that."
"You can! Emma you heard him tell you what he did! He was thinking of you. Had you woke up that night and been receptive he would have gone all the way. He wanted you! He still does, but if you let this skank get her mouth on him again you'll lose him to her."
The emerald stone seemed both hot and cold at the same time and was throbbing in her hand. Emma sensed a change in its tone as well. It was no longer detached or mocking. Its words were filled with the concern she felt.
That told her Ashley could indeed break its hold and defeat its purpose, but at what cost? Her relationship with her son, and his being used until once again crushing him?
"He's making plans right now Emma! And if I know my little tramps she's probably talking dirty and promising him everything! Bet she's even sending dirty pictures to him!"
Emma nodded, she could see it happening that way. Ashley was a sexy little thing and girls her age used what they had to get what they wanted. Sad thing was she had no doubt Eric could be swayed away from her if he'd go out and find a real woman. One that could put that little girl to shame.
"You're a real woman, Emma, and right now he's yours for the taking. You felt the control you have over him last night. That control will be lost if she comes here. He won't be your boy anymore, he'll be hers!"
"No," Emma stood up from the couch. "He's not hers. He's my baby and I'm not going to let her take him from me."
"Then you know what to do, Emma."
"I have to make him forget her."
"And there's only one way to do it." The voice whispered. "Show him what real love is and be what he needs you to be, his everything."
"But its wrong." She whispered as she slowly walked over to the stairs.
"Wrong is watching a beautiful woman being mistreated. Watching them be cheated on and beaten and spoken down to and isolated from everything but their abuser."
Emma flinched as the voice now sounded angry.
"Wrong is women who think they have to take that. That no one else would love them. Wrong is a young man who loves his mother and wants to help her, being told he can't because of some laws made up by man and a god who long abandoned his people."
It laughed harshly. "But yet wasn't this world populated by incest? Father's impregnating their daughters? But that was okay?"
"I'm not evil, Emma! My sole reason for existence is to try and bring lonely and mistreated mothers together with the young men who truly want them to be happy! If wanting to see love consummated is a sin, then all hope is gone."
"But Mary and Maria. All the heart ache and death and pain. You caused that." Emma didn't care she was speaking aloud as she walked up the stairs. After all, she was sure Eric was engrossed in whatever bullshit Ashley was slinging.
"No! I brought them together and what hurt them were their husbands! Mary was killed by the drunken filth and Maria over whelmed by guilt over what her husband would think. A husband, who if he were any kind of man, wouldn't have left his wife so lonely she would see her sons as lovers."
"Both of them."
The voice seemed to hesitate. "That was...an anomaly. I had no idea both secretly desired to make her happy. I erred in that instance." It sighed. "That was on me and all I can do is keep trying."
"But there is no man in the picture for you, Emma. It's just the two of you! You can be as happy as Robin and Cliff! Don't you want to be happy? See your son happy? The only thing that could be better is to be happy together!"
"You think you're frustrated? I was awoken decades ago and cannot be at peace until I can bring two broken hearts together. I'm here to help you, Emma. Now go do what you know you have to."
Emma walked past Eric's room and stopping, felt a surge of anger when she heard him laughing behind the door.
"What happens after I do? How do I know Eric won't run away from me or that I won't be disgusted with what I did?"
There was a pause that was long enough to stir her doubts.
"Then it will be up to how you feel without my influence. I can lead you both there, but once there it becomes free will. But I feel the love in your hearts and that's why I'm speaking so much. You're my best hope, Emma."
Emma frowned at Eric's continued laughter then felt her stomach sink when he was finished and said. "I can't wait to see you!"
"I have nothing left to say, Emma."
"I still love you too, Ash." Eric spoke from behind the door.
Fingering the pendant, Emma said softly. "I think I've heard enough."
Chapter 14
Emma stood in front of the mirror and told herself she could do this. 'This' was seducing her son and telling herself it was for his own good. Talk about tough love, she thought dryly. Bringing the suit case out from beneath the bed, Emma had donned the green thong she'd debated wearing because of the pictures of Ashley in one Eric had on his I-pad.
But green was Eric's favorite color and he always claimed it was because of his mother's eyes so if that were true, it was Ashley imitating his first love, his mom. Emma was disturbed at the thought because it sounded exactly like something the voice would say.
However, the voice had been true to its last words and remained quiet as she put on the thong then found the lingerie top that went with it. The emerald top was transparent lace except for two darker patches over her nipples.
It tied together between her breasts and fell open below it, leaving her stomach bare. The green matched her nails exactly as well as her eyes and the pendant resting between her breasts. She had put some curl into her hair, framing her face with sandy brown ringlets and had put on makeup.
She'd gone heavy on the lipstick, calling out her full lips with her best shade of slut red, and added green eye shadow to highlight her eyes even more. She decided against shoes and stockings; figuring less was more in some cases.
Emma took a deep breath and told herself this was for Eric's benefit. There was no way she could let that girl come back into his life. Right now, her son was hers in all but one way, but that one way was what he felt he needed the most.
To quote the corny mom son porns and the things the voice had said and put into her dreams, a good mother did anything she could for her son. If anything included showing him she loved his so much she'd sleep with him, then so be it.
She paused, expecting the voice to agree with her, but instead the only response was a slow pulsing against her chest. She had a feeling the stone was holding its breath. It had pled its case and was now at her mercy.
For the hell of it, she grabbed the clasp and tried to slip it off, but to no avail.
Taking one last look in the mirror, Emma slipped on the short green robe that came with the set and before she could change her mind, marched out of her room, down the hall and knocked on Eric's door.
"Hold on a sec. Gotta get some pants on." He called out.
Emma ignored him and entered the room.
"Hey!" Eric looked up from where he was picking up a pair of jeans from the pile of clothes on his chair.
He was standing there in just his boxers and Emma felt the first wave of heat between her breasts from the stone and the accompanying warmth between her thighs. Her son looked good. His hard flat stomach, well defined arms and the bulge in his boxers looked pretty damn inviting. Just as she hoped she looked to him.
"I told you I wasn't dressed." Eric told her, and shaking out the jeans, prepared to step into them.
Without a word, Emma grabbed them from his hands tossed them on the floor.
"You don't need to be dressed." She gave him a sultry smile. "I think you look pretty damn good just as you are."
"Huh?" Eric blinked.
"You're not a little boy anymore, Eric." She put her hands on his shoulders and teased her long nails down and over his biceps. "You've filled out into one hell of a man, haven't you?"
"Okay." Eric rolled his eyes and stepped back from her. "What is this? Some kind of fucked up test to see what I do?" He grunted disgustedly. "I knew I should have never told you what I did."
"I'm glad you did." She walked up to him and the way he backed away from her would have been comical if the situation weren't so serious. "I've been thinking about what you said. How sexy and beautiful you think I am."
"This isn't funny mom."
"I'm not trying to be funny." Eric had backed up to his bed and had nowhere to go. He stared nervously at her as she stood directly in front of him.
This time she put her hands on his chest. "I thought about what you told me and you know how I said I wasn't mad?"
"Yeah?" he swallowed nervously when Emma tickled his chest with her nails.
"Not only am I not mad, but the more I thought about it. The more I liked it."
"Mom, I get it. I shouldn't have done it and I promise I've never wanted to again."
"Really?" She pushed her lips into a pout. "You don't think your mommy's sexy anymore?"
"Mommy?"
"That's who I am. Your mommy." He gasped when she teased her nails over his nipples, then traced a slow circle around them. "Your sexy lonely mommy who was laying there getting wet thinking about what you did."
"Wet?" He repeated softly.
He looked like a dear in headlights, but she also noticed his eyes darting down, taking in her loosely tied robe.
"So fucking wet," she purred. "All I could picture was you behind me, rubbing your cock on my bare ass."
"Mom, you're sounding like you did yesterday when you were pissed at what I was watching."
"No, I was mad then. Now? Your mother's horny, baby. Horny from thinking about how you stared at my ass and my pussy and how it got you so worked up you couldn't help yourself and jerked off on me. "
"You're scaring me."



"Am I?" She smiled and dropping her hand down grabbed his cock; his twitching and rapidly swelling cock. "He's not scared."
"Sorry, I um..."
"Don't be sorry, baby. I love it. I love that my boy finds me desirable. Can I ask you a question?"
She was slowly stroking his cock through his boxers and he wasn't resisting, just standing there, his breathing getting heavier and a soft whimper escaping his lips.
"W...what?" He managed to whisper.
"You really only jerk off on my ass? Or did you spread your mother's little pink slit open and squirt your cum all over her cunt?"
His eyes told her the voice had been right.
"You...how did you know that?" He blinked. "You were awake! You did know!"
"No, but you just told me." She winked. "I'm a lawyer, remember?"
"Mom, stop." Eric grabbed her wrist. "This is the house, not you. What I did was wrong and I can't do it again."
"You really don't want me?" She let him push her hand away, but with her other pulled the tie to her robe.
"What about now?" Emma slipped the robe off and cupped her tits through the lingerie. "Going to tell me you don't want your mother's pretty little tits?"
"You shouldn't want me too." He tried to step to the side, but Emma moved with him, staying in front of him. "Come on, mom. This isn't you."
"You're wrong, honey. It is me. The woman who cares so much for you she's willing to cross the line and give you what you need."
"I don't need this, mom. I mean not from you. Ashley is..."
At the sound of that name, Emma lost control. Shoving him hard in the chest she caused him to fall backwards on his bed in a sitting position.
"Ashley?" She sneered. "Ashley is a little girl who has no real idea how to please my baby. But I'm going to show you how a real woman treats her man."
"I'm your son!"
Emma bent over and grabbing Eric's hand put the string holding the bow between her breasts together.
"Then that's going to make it even better isn't it?" She put her face inches from his, her eyes locking into his nervous gaze. "You've been watching those movies, Eric. Tell me, what could be hotter than fucking your mother?"
"I can't." He shook his head and let go of the tie.
"You can." Emma quickly grabbed his wrist before he could pull his hand away and pressed it to the pendant. "Come on, baby boy. Let mommy give you what you need."
Eric blinked and the frown on his face turned into a smile and his eyes zeroed in on her barely concealed breasts.
"You see something you like?" Emma put her right knee on the bed, and swinging her left leg up over his legs, sat down across his thighs. "Tell me what you want."
Eric licked his lips. "I want to see my mother's amazing tits."
"These tits?" She cupped them and pushed them up for him. "Mommy's tits?"
"Yes, please." His hands went to her hips and she worked them back and forth, sliding her crotch against his.
Even through her thong and his boxers she could feel how sticky both of them were. Her pussy was dripping and his now fully erect cock oozing precum into his boxers.
"Tell me." Emma whispered in his ear. "Tell me what you want."
As she spoke she was aware of the fact the pendant wasn't filling her mind with images or thoughts. This was her seducing her son. The thought both unnerved and excited her. She forced the nerves down and focused only on what she needed to do and that was to show her son she was the only woman he needed.
"I want to see my mother's tits." He had turned his head to whisper in her ear and as he had earlier, his tongue flicked out and caught her ear.
"These tits?" Emma leaned back and pulled the nightgown open. It fell to the side exposing her tits. The look of absolute lust in his eyes as she gave him a shake causing her tits to jiggle sent a very real thrill through her.
Eric's hands instantly went for her breasts, but she shoved them down, putting them on her hips, just over her thong.
"Suck them!" She demanded and holding them up to him shoved them in his face.
Eric eagerly sucked first one breast then the other. Emma slid her hand into his hair and holding his head still turned to her left, offering him her right breast. She moaned as his tongue swirled around her nipple before he sucked her hard flesh into his mouth.
He moaned around it and his hands slid down her hips and she yelped when he gave her ass cheeks a hard squeeze. Emma turned the other way. "This one's jealous."
She sighed contentedly as he licked and sucked her other breast as she worked her hips, grinding her sticky thong onto his throbbing cock still trapped in his boxers.
"Like those tits, baby?" She ran her hand up and down his back, loving the feeling of his hard muscles moving beneath his skin.
"Hmm," he groaned around her nipple.
"Better than that little pig, Ashley's tits?"
"Yes," he whispered, looking up at her. "So much better."
"Because they're mommy's tits." She ground harder into his cock. "And that's mommy's very wet pussy rubbing her boy's big hard dick. You want that pussy, don't you?"
"More than anything." He moaned as she pushed hard into his crotch.
Rising up on her knees, she pulled her thong to the side, showing off her glistening pink slit.
"Then play with it! Shove your fingers into your mother's cunt!"
Eric slipped his right hand between her thighs and she cried out as he boldly shoved two fingers inside her. She contracted her pussy around them and when he gasped, smiled.
"Little slut can't do that can she?"
"No." He answered just before she turned to the side and fed her son her other breast.
"That's because she's a little girl who has no idea what she's doing. But your mother's a real woman and she knows just how to make her baby happy, doesn't she?"
Emma was aware she sounded as bad, if not worse, than all the movies he must have watched and the filthy dreams she'd had of what the previous mothers had done to their sons. On the heels of that awareness was the fact not only didn't she care, but she was thoroughly aroused.
Unlike before when the pendant held sway over her she felt totally in control of what she was saying and doing. This was no longer some strange power forcing her to touch her son, but her own pent up lust.
"I want to make you happy, too, mom." Eric said around her tit as his fingers plunged deeper inside her.
"Then put your thumb on my clit and make me cum." She instructed.
Eric did exactly as she asked making her recall her thoughts of last night. How he was totally under her control and would do anything she needed him to. She had thought this was going to be for him, but was rapidly realizing she needed this as badly as Eric did.
"That's it!" She gasped. "Rub that clit hard and fast and shove another finger inside me!" She laughed at the look on his face. "I told you, Eric I'm not a little girl, now get another finger up there and spread your mother's cunt!"
Eric pushed a third finger into her and she whimpered as she drove herself down, slamming them deep into her. She hadn't had anything bigger than a vibrator inside since her last time with Steven and her son's fingers were indeed stretching her open.
It was both painful, but arousing and at this point her desire was over riding any other sensation.
"Gotta get mommy ready for that bog cock, don't we?" Before he could respond she grabbed his face in her hands and kissed him.
At first he gasped in surprise, but then he returned the kiss with a fervor that caused her hips to rock even faster. His free hand was playing with her ass and had spread her cheeks, his fingers very close to her pink rosebud.
It was her turn to gasp when he plunged his tongue into her mouth, but she then sighed and eagerly wiggled hers against it. Like last night, Eric surprised her with his skill. His fingers were thrusting in perfect time with her rocking hips and his thumb had established a pleasant circular pattern around her aching clit.
Emma arched her back, pressing her swollen nipples into him and moved side to side, rubbing them against his muscular chest. Eric slowed the kiss down and she moaned when he began teasing her, his lips now sliding gently back and forth across hers.
She put both arms around his neck and worked her lips in time with his, slowing down their kiss from a deep passionate one, to more sensual. The pendant was hot between them, but still no comments or direction from the voice.
Emma gasped when Eric wiggled his fingers inside her and then broke the kiss to cry out when he pressed his thumb much harder onto her clit. As soon as his lips lost contact with hers they fastened to the soft skin of her neck and she whimpered as he licked and sucked on the sensitive skin there.
"Look at you, being good to your mother." She sighed, letting her head fall back so he could have better access to her neck. "I'm supposed to be making you happy."
"You are." Eric whispered into her neck. "It makes me happy to make you happy, mom. You deserve to have a man be good to you."
"You my man, baby?" She asked as she closed her eyes and moved her hips faster in response to her body's tightening as she edged closer to orgasm. "You going to take good care of your mommy?"
"In every way." He kissed her neck and added. "I want to love you like a lady and fuck you like a whore."
"Oh, fuck!" Emma moaned at his words and her pussy contracted hard around his fingers. "Honey, that sounds so fucking good!"
"Thanks." The voice giggled in her mind. "I have to feed him something or he'd just be going oh, mom."
I don't want you feeding him anything. Even as she said the words in her head she groaned deep in her throat. Her thighs were quivering and her back arching, lifting her hips higher off his crotch as her pussy tightened around his fingers.
Eric's other hand slid further across her ass and her eyes flew open when she felt his finger tip graze her asshole.
"You thinking about shoving that finger in your mother's ass you bad boy?"
"I'll shove anything anywhere you want it." He moaned.
"Okay, that was all him." Another laugh and this one full of the joy that Emma was currently feeling. Right now the stone, Eric and most of all her, were getting what they wanted and the effect seemed to heighten all her senses.
Emma reached back and grabbing his wrist, held his hand still and pushed down on his finger. Eric released a sharp breath as his finger was eased into his mother's tight ass. She took a deep breath and rising up slightly, sat down hard on his lap.
"Oh fuck yeah!" Emma howled as his fingers slammed hard into her holes and sent her over the edge.
As she yelped and squealed while grabbing Eric's face and shoved his head down onto her right tit. She released a long loud squeal when he sucked her nipple hard into his mouth. She bucked her hips wildly as he kept his fingers moving.
Emma screamed as her ass and pussy convulsed and waves of pleasure crashed through her as she came like a porn star on her son's lap. Eric kept her coming long and hard, his fingers thrusting and his thumb working her clit as he sucked on her nipple. Emma grabbed her other breasts and pinched that nipple, sending another thrill through her.
"Oh, god." She gasped, as the last of her orgasm flowed through her. "Oh, honey, I came so fucking hard!"
Speaking of hard, she had let her weight settle on his lap as he eased his fingers from her holes and she could feel his cock twitching, as it strained for release. Emma lifted his chin and kissing him softly, rose up on her knees once more.
She slid her fingers into the slit in his boxers and deftly removed his cock. Eric whimpered into her mouth as she rubbed her hand over his oozing head, then stroked his cock, getting it wet with his pre cum.
"That felt so good, baby," she spoke in his ear. "I think my baby deserves a reward, don't you?"
"Whatever you want, mom." His answer sent a shiver through her. Whatever she wanted.
"Honey, you are so much better than that little bitch deserves." She looked him in the eye. "Now how about I make you forget about that whore once and for all by giving you what you've wanted since that night you jerked off to me."
She slid the head of his cock between her lips and he shuddered and released a soft moan that was drowned out her own startled gasp. Between her breasts the pendant had grown first hot then went ice cold.
"Emma, it's time! Kiss him, and let me infuse him with the lust I've been storing from both of you. This way I won't have to be touching him for him to act on his desire for you."
Emma winced when the stone grew colder against her, but leaned forward and pressed her lips to Eric's. As she kissed him, she rocked her hips, teasing them both by sliding his head through the soft wet folds of her pussy.
She parted her lips and slipping her tongue into his mouth, released a muffled gasp. The cold from the stone seemed to seep through her skin and into her chest. It raced upwards, causing her to shiver, then filled her throat.
Something cool and slimy slid over her tongue and passed through her lips into Eric's mouth. He groaned and his body tensed as the cool viscous fluid flowed from her mouth to his. But in her hand his cock jerked and she swore she felt it grow harder and thicker.
"I want you so fucking bad, mom," he whispered against her lips.
"Then its time for you to take what you've been wanting and give mommy what she needs." She lowered her voice to a sultry whisper. "Your mother's cunt."
With no warning she let her weight go, impaling herself on her son's incredibly hard cock. They both called out their pleasure and as Emma remained on his lap with her son's dick buried inside her she heard the voice in the back of her mind.
"Yes! Yes! Yes! Make him yours Emma! Become one with your son!"
Emma wiggled her hips making Eric whimper as her already sopping slit squeezed his cock. Emma slowly rocked back and forth on his lap and her breath hissed between her teeth as his big dick stretched her pussy further than it had been in years as he was certainly bigger than his father.
The thought of Steven should have caused a wave of guilt, but he'd told her he wanted her to be able to move on and be happy. So what if it was going to be their son that could make her happy? She moved faster and Eric grabbed her hips, guiding her along his cock.
When Emma felt herself adjusting to having her cunt filled with her son's hard flesh, she switched to bouncing up and down, riding him faster. Eric groaned then eagerly accepted her tit once more then she pushed it into his mouth.
"How's it feel to be inside your mother, baby?" She asked. "How's that pussy feel?"
Behind her words one thought raced repeatedly though her mind. Her son's cock was inside her and it felt amazing! She couldn't believe how hard he was and how incredible it felt to have her long neglected pussy stuff with this hard flesh.
"Mom, you feel so good." He told her, then instantly went back to licking her nipple.
"So do you, baby boy, so do you." She lifted his face and kissed him again, but gently. "I hope you like this pussy, honey. Because after tonight it's your pussy. Tonight you make your mother yours. Your mom, your lover, you're dirty girl and even dirtier secret."
"Wow, I couldn't say it better!" The voice sounded giddy as Emma continued to ride her son like a wanton lover.
She lifted her arms over her head, taking her long hair up with it. "How's your mother look riding your fat cock, baby?"
"You look beautiful, mom." He thrust his hips up as much s he could, pushing deeper inside her. "And you feel amazing!"
"So do you!" She bounced higher and came down harder, causing them both to gasp. "Honey, this cock is incredible!" She pushed her lips into a pout and used a little girl voice she used to use for Steven sometimes. "Is it my cock? Does your sexy mommy get this dick whenever she needs it?"
"I'll give you whatever you want whenever you want it." He squeezed her hips harder. "I want to be the one who makes you happy."
"Then make me happy and fuck me!" Emma pushed his shoulders and crying out in surprise, Eric fell onto his back on the bed.
Emma clamped her legs around his hips and leaning over him, dangled her tit teasingly over his lips. She laughed then moaned when he put his tongue out and kept it still as she worked her nipple around it.
"Such a good boy." She purred. "Mommy's good boy?"
"Always." He replied, then licked her other nipple when she moved it over his rigid tongue.
"Not Ashley's? Just mine."
"Just yours, mom. Promise."
"Good because I'll give you anything you want. Eric. No matter how nasty or dirty it is, your mother will do it for you. But only if you're all mine. I won't share you with some little pig who doesn't appreciate you."
"And I don't want you to find anyone," he replied softly, his dark eyes boring into hers. "I want to be the only man you need."
"Then fuck me like I need it!" Emma lay down on top of him and pumped her hips, furiously pounding up and down on him. "Come on, baby fuck your mother!"
Eric's hands went around her waist and she squealed when he slammed his hips rapidly into her. She cried out repeatedly into his neck as he held her pinned to his chest while hammering away at her sloppy cunt.
Eric's hands slid down to her ass and spread her cheeks open allowing him to plunge deeper into her. Emma cried out and stopped moving her hips. She lay there letting her son fuck her as hard as he could, listening to his soft moans and the delicious sound of his hard cock plunging into her sopping wet slit.
"Oh, Oh, mom," he moaned. "I need to slow down."
"No, you need to come for mommy. Its okay to come quick, baby. We'll get the edge off and you can fuck me even harder and longer next time."
"Next time?"
"Baby, you think I'm kidding? This cock is mine and your mother's body is yours, all yours! So go ahead and come for mommy for the first time!"
At least the first time he remembered. Emma pushed that thought to the side as far as being bothered by it, but the memory of sucking on him and how he'd whimpered for her, caused her to yell. "Stop!"
Eric immediately stopped fucking her and sounded alarmed. "I'm sorry! Did I..."
"Shh." She pushed herself up and put a finger to his lips. "You're doing just fine, baby. In fact you're doing so fine, how about mommy gives you a big treat?"
Emma sat up on his hips and sliding the open top from her shoulders let it fall to the floor. She eased slowly off Eric's cock, loving the wet sucking sound it caused. Eric moaned softly as his cock slid from inside her, but when she slid backwards and onto her knees between his legs, his eyes lit up.
Emma imagined she had the same expression of lust and anticipation on her face as she grabbed his boxers and pulled them down his hips. When his cock sprang free, she licked her lips at not just how big and hard it was, but the way it was dripping from his mother's wet cunt.
Placing her hands on his thighs, she flicked her tongue teasingly across his oozing head.
"Tell me what you want."
"You know what I want, mom."
Emma swirled her tongue around the rim of his sensitive hips, making his hips jerk, then shook her head.
"I want to hear it, Eric. I want you to tell me what you want and to say it exactly the way you want to." She grasped his throbbing cock at the base and squeezed it, sending more pre cum squirting from his slit.
She stuck the tip of her tongue directly into it, making him gasp, then eased her head back, showing him the line of sticky fluid trailing from his cock to his mother's pink tongue.
"Let's hear it, Eric. This is your chance to treat your mother like the whore you want me to be." She gave the tip of his cock one hard suck that made him cry out, then stare wide eyed when she smiled and spit the mouthful of pre cum she'd slurped up back onto his dick.



"The whore your mother's been dying to be." She wagged her dripping tongue over his cock.
"Tell me."
Eric propped himself up on his elbows to look at her and the expression of lust on his face was replaced by the shy smile she adored on him, but seemed out of place considering the circumstances.
"Really? I can treat you like..."
"A goddamn slut. Now stop being mommy's good boy and be her bad boy. The one that wants her to..." She looked at him expectantly.
"I want my mother to wrap those perfect made for cock sucking lips around my cock and put it in your slutty mouth."
"Why, baby, is that any way to talk to your mother?"
"It is when your mother wants to be your dirty girl."
"Not dirty," she whispered, her breath so close to his cock it twitched in her hand. "Nasty. Your nasty girl"
Emma opened wide and took Eric deep into her eager mouth. He moaned, but it was drowned out by the sound of her own groan as she angled her head, opened wider and took him down to the base of his shaft.
Like she had when she'd first ridden him, she held still, adjusting to having her mouth stuffed so completely. Raising her eyes to meet his, she slipped her tongue out and slid them across his balls.
"Oh, fuck my dick looks good in your mouth."
Those words, words that no son should ever say to his mother were like music to her lust filled ears. With a loud wet slurping sound, she removed his cock from her mouth and sticking her tongue out whacked his head hard against it.
"God, that's hot." He groaned.
"Like that?" She turned her head and ran his cock along her cheek, resting it along her face and loving the way it throbbed against her. "Like seeing your cock in mommy's face?"
She squeezed it, squirting pre cum along her cheek then rubbing his head into it. She worked his cock along her face, getting it sticky, then turned her head and decorated the other side of her face with his pre cum.
"Ashley do that for you?"
"No."
"Bet she didn't do this either."
Pinning his cock back against his stomach, Emma opened her mouth and sucked his balls into it. He cried out as she swirled her tongue around his hairy swollen balls and he squirmed on the bed as she slightly stroked his cock while bathing his balls with her tongue.
Emma released them, then licked and sucked on each one, enjoying the way he gasped and whimpered and his cock jerked in her hand.
"Hmm, my boy's balls are so full! You have a lot of cum in there for me, don't you?"
"All for you."
"Better be, because I plan on sucking every fucking drop of it out of you." She ran her tongue up and down both sides of his shaft, her eyes on his the entire time.
"Then stop teasing and suck it." He told her, his voice growing more confident. "Show me how a hot milf sucks cock."
"Not just a milf, baby. Your milf." Emma gave him one more teasing lick then took him into her mouth.
Unlike the first time she'd taken him into her mouth, Emma didn't go slow or tease. She bobbed her head rapidly along his shaft, her mouth open wider than it needed to be in order to let her spit flow down his shaft and make sloppy wet sucking sounds that sounded like they were straight out of a porn shoot.
"Fuck, mom!" Eric gasped, but sat up and slipping his hands into her hair curled it around his fists. Emma winced as he was pulling fairly hard, but that slight pain only fueled her to move her head even faster.
She moaned at how good her pussy tasted on his cock and the mixture of both their sticky juices flowing down her throat. Cupping his balls in one hand, she stroked his cock with two fingers of her other hand, following the wet trail her mouth left.
Her lipstick was smeared on his cock and her spit was flowing down his shaft and onto his now slick balls. Emma rubbed his spit into them and groaned when they tightened in her hand. She squeezed them gently, holding them as she jerked and sucked his cock.
Eric was moaning above her and releasing his cock in a spray of spit and pre cum, she breathed. "This how you imagined it? Just me sucking you? Don't you want to fuck your slutty mother's face? Shove your cock into her bitchy mouth and shut her up?"
She'd said that to him yesterday morning-my god had that been yesterday?-in a fit of rage, but now her words had her hips grinding in circles and her clit aching as if she hadn't just came. She wondered if those words came out yesterday because she so badly wanted to say them?
Well she'd said them in the right context now and with no hesitation, Eric's hands tightened in her hair and he thrust his hips up as he shoved her face down. Emma squealed as his cock was driven deep into her mouth and throat.
She gagged briefly, then titled her head so he could slide further back to her throat. Eric pumped his hips hard and fast while yanking her head up and down. Emma's eyes were watering from the way he was pounding her mouth, but her pussy was watering just as much from the way her son was enthusiastically face fucking her.
Emma removed her hands from him and putting them behind her back whimpered around his cock. She widened her eyes and shook her head, whimpering louder and acting as if she didn't want this.
"I like that." He breathed. "Keep making those little noises." He told her and surprised her by pushing himself to his feet.
She was now on her knees in front of her naked son who had moved his hands to the back of her head, holding her still as he brutally fucked her mouth. Emma had never had this done to her before, but she loved it, especially the wild look in Eric's eyes as he plundered his mother's mouth.
"Look at you, mom! You suck better than the women in those movies, don't you?"
Emma managed to nod, then putting her hands on his thighs pushed back. Eric immediately let her hair go and she let his cock pop out of her mouth. She pumped his click dick rapidly as she caught her breath and looking up at him smiled through her sticky lips.
"Bet you couldn't fuck Ashley's mouth like that, bet she'd get all mad. But not me, baby. You can treat your mother like your own little porn star because that's what I want to be for you."
Before he could reply she took him back into her mouth and proceeded to suck him like she was auditioning for a role in porn. This time Eric just put his hands on her head as she moved it rapidly along his cock.
She kept her lips pressed hard to his shaft and her tongue as well swirling it along his hard flesh. She cupped his balls again and this time he gasped and thrust his hips. Emma slid her hands around his waist and squeezed his ass.
"Oh, fuck, oh...oh shit, mom!" Eric's legs were trembling and his fingers curled in her hair. He was moaning continuously and his hips once again driving his cock into her mouth. Emma sucked harder and faster and his moans went up in pitch and his entire body trembled as he fought to hold back as long as he could.
Emma grabbed his ass hard and pulled him towards her, burying his cock so deep his balls were resting on her chin. Eric cried out and she made a loud gurgling sound as he erupted into her mouth.
Emma shook her head back and forth, working his cock as she kept his twitching cock engulfed in her mouth.
"Oh my god, oh shit!" Eric gasped. His hips jerking as his mother greedily sucked on him. She sucked hard enough to hollow her cheeks and bringing her hand between his legs massaged his balls, working for every drop of the hot sticky fluid he was shooting down her throat.
"Stop." He begged. "Please stop."
Emma winked then sucked hard once more, getting a couple more drops before releasing him with smack of her lips. She looked up at him and opening wide showed him a puddle of cum on her tongue. She closed her mouth swallowed then showed him her now empty mouth.
"Every drop, baby. Like a good mother should."
"Like a great mother." He grinned down at her.
"Then seeing how this." She squeezed his still twitching cock. "Is still hard why don't you be a great son, and get back to fucking me?"
Emma rose to her feet and with a laugh threw herself onto the bed. She rolled onto her back and lifting her legs, lifted her hips and pulled her thong down. She moaned as the material peeled away from her sticky pussy, then smiled at the look on Eric's face as she exposed her pussy to him.
His eyes were riveted between her thighs to the point where when she playfully kicked the thong from her foot at him, he simply let it hit him in the chest and fall to the floor. Emma loved the way he looked at her. He didn't just look like he desired her, he looked hungry for her.
Emma kept her legs up, then slowly letting them fall open, beckoned him with her finger. "Come on in, baby. The water's just fine."
"Good," he flashed a sly smile. "Because I'm pretty damn thirsty."
Eric climbed into the bed and Emma licked her lips at the sight of his still hard, dripping cock. The cock that was going to be back where she needed it most, buried in her yearning pussy. Instead she slid down on his stomach between her thighs, spread her lips open and plunged his tongue inside her.
"Fuck!" Emma squealed as he swirled his tongue around inside her sloppy pussy, then slid up through her lips and circled her clit. "Hmm, guess you were thirsty."
"I've thought about doing this since that night I jerked off on you." He looked her in the eye as he placed a soft teasing kiss on each of her quivering thighs. "The more I stared at your pussy the more I wanted to lick it."
"Then what are you waiting for?" She lifted her legs placed her feet on his broad shoulders. "Come on, Eric, give your mother a kiss." She giggled. "With lots of tongue."
Emma cried out when Eric eagerly obeyed, once again shoving his tongue inside. He stiffened his tongue and moved his head back and forth and Emma groaned at not just how good it felt, but the fact her son, her baby, was tongue fucking her.
Eric spread her lips wide and after taking a few seconds to give her some teasing licks through the moist folds of her pussy he sucked her clit hard into his mouth. Emma cried out in delight and grasping her taut nipples between her emerald tipped fingers, twisted her nipples as her son buried his face in her twat with a gusto she don't think even his father had ever matched.
Eric didn't eat her pussy, he attacked. She yelped when he boldly shoved two fingers inside her and sucked her clit several times in rapid succession so hard his lips smacked. Emma pushed her feet into his shoulders and rocked her hips, trying to keep her clit in contact with his now flickering tongue.
Eric looked almost as good as his tongue felt. His eyes were focused on his mother's tits as she teased and played with her nipples, and her feet, with her brightly painted toes looked sexy on his muscular shoulders.
He had his free hand resting on her thigh and she could feel him trembling with excitement as he lay on the bed, eating his mother's very appreciative pussy. Her eyes roamed past his shoulders, taking in his well toned back and his firm ass.
She thought of those cougar cub movies she'd watched. Emma had been jealous of those actresses, getting paid to have sex with young men with hard bodies and even harder cocks. Now here she was with not just a cub, but her cub, slaving away between her legs, striving to please her.
Emma thought of his cock. Still hard even after she'd drained his balls into her mouth. She knew he was young and wanted her, but wondered if the pendant could have had something to do with it. She'd never sucked a cock like she had just minutes ago, not even Steven's. But she'd gotten on her knees and egged her son on to face fuck her like a whore and loved every second of it.
As she lay there moaning while Eric used his surprisingly skilled tongue to play his mother's clit like a finely tuned instrument, Emma remembered Robin talking about how the sex between her and Cliff was incredible. The forbidden aspect of it fueling their already pent up lust was probably part of it, but could it be so good because it was meant to be?
Had all those cheesy lines in those movies about no one being able to love a mother like her son and no man ever wanting to please a woman like her son true? One thing was for sure, Emma was lying there with her legs spread like a wanton whore and moaning like a porn star as her son licked and sucked her clit like it was the best thing he'd ever tasted.
Emma released a high pitched whimper and arched her back as her body tensed and her thighs trembled. Eric was alternately licking, then sucking her clit and when he eased a third finger inside her quivering cunt, she let her head fall back on the pillows and moaned loudly.
She thrust her hips into his face, rubbing her list harder into his tongue and squeezing her nipples to the point where it bordered on painful, she gasped. "Just like that, baby. Just keep licking that clit! Make your mother come for you, Eric! Show me how you treat your best girl!"
Eric's eyes opened and meeting her gaze, he winked and with no hesitating plunged a finger into her ass. Emma threw back her head and came like an animal; head back, mouth open and wailing like a banshee.
She curled her toes into Eric's shoulders and pushed hard enough to lift her ass off the bed and pump her hips into his face. Both her holes convulsed around his thrusting fingers. Despite her bucking and squirming, Eric kept sucking her clit and moving his fingers sending her orgasm escalating into stronger and stronger waves of pleasure.
Emma released several long loud squeals that were loud enough to shame a porn star. But unlike those women being paid to fake it, Emma was in the throes of an ecstasy she'd never felt before. She gasped as her body tensed, then cried out in surprised pleasure as a gush of warm fluid exploded from her pussy.
Eric flinched back as she sprayed his face with her sticky secretions, but kept pumping his fingers into her. Emma felt the fluid running down her thighs and could now hear his fingers plunging into her sloppy pussy.
"Oh my God!" She gasped as the last of the powerful orgasm flowed through her. "I've never done that before!"
"I've never done this before." Eric slid up to his knees, grabbed her ankles and spreading her legs wide open plowed his rigid cock into her.
"Yes, yes, yes!" Emma howled as Eric plundered her dripping cunt.
He shifted his grip so he was grabbing her feet and held her legs apart as far as his arms could go while slamming into her hard enough to cause his balls to slap against her ass. Emma yelped with each hard thrust, but kept her eyes on Eric.
He was sweating and the moisture made the muscles in his chest and arms stand out even more. His eyes were bright and he was staring down between her legs, watching his glistening cock ravage his mother's pussy.
Emma reached between her legs and rubbing her clit with her fingers stared up at him.
"That's it, Eric! Fuck me! Fuck your mother! Fuck me like you wanted that night! Fuck me like that little girl Ashley never let you! Fuck me like the goddamn whore I need to be for you!"
She was rubbing her clit in hard fast circles while squeezing her nipple. Eric brought her legs together and placing her ankles over one shoulder, leaned forward. Her legs bent back, and her ass came off the bed, driving him even deeper into her.
Each time he plunged into her she could feel more warm juice flowing down her thighs and could see Eric's thighs and balls were glistening with it, Emma lifted her leg so one was on each side of Eric's head and crossing her ankles behind his head pulled him toward her.
Eric braced his hand alongside her and the move caused her to bend even more until her knees were over her tits. Emma gave her clit a hard pinch and once more released a howl of pure pleasure as another orgasm tore through her.
This one was with him inside her and they both gasped as her convulsing cunt squeezed repeatedly around his thrusting cock. Eric groaned, but continued to hammer away at her like she was some slut he'd picked up at a bar.
Still squealing from her orgasm, Emma wrapped her arms around her knees, pulling her legs back even farther and shamelessly opening her pussy wider for her son's amazing cock.
"Jesus, mom!" Eric's eyes widened as she assumed a classic porn star position, holding her legs back for him. He pounded her even harder, his eyes now locked onto her small tits as they bounced wildly from the impact of his cock.
"Harder!" She cried out even though he was fucking her so hard the bed was rocking and the headboard slamming into the wall. Somewhere in the back of her mind she knew she'd be damn sore tomorrow and not just from bending like a pretzel, but her pussy would remember this fucking.
But it would be a good pain and looking into his eyes she whispered. "Is this as hard as you can fuck your mother? Is this how you really want to give it to me?"
With a wicked smile, Eric pushed back and when she let her legs go, he grabbed her slender hips and with a wrench of his powerful shoulders, he flipped her effortlessly onto her stomach. He grabbed her hips again, pulling her to his knees.
He drove into her from behind so hard her eyes bulged and she squealed like a stuck pig. Eric grabbed her ass cheeks squeezing them hard and spreading them so he could watch his cock plunging into her from behind.
"Yeah, that's how you take a woman!" She looked over her shoulder at him. "This is how you make her yours. Now go ahead and claim your mother's pussy!"
Emma lowered her head to the pillow and pushed her ass up higher. Eric paused with his cock buried inside her still twitching pussy. She heard him take a breath then cried out as he tore into her so hard she had to put her arms out to brace herself against the head board so she didn't pitch forward.
She grabbed the rungs of the headboard and squeezed them so hard her knuckles turned white as behind her Eric was fucking her to the point it was beginning to be painful. She hadn't had sex in two years and her son wasn't just big, but was so hard she again wondered if the stone was enhancing his lust.
Move over Viagra, incest is the new cure for ED. The thought was hers not the voice and she wanted to laugh, but it turned into a high pitched yelp when Eric slapped her ass. He did again, harder and Emma felt a fresh wave of heat flow through her at both the sound and sting of his slap.
"You spanking mommy?" She called out from where her face was partially buried in the pillow. "You paying me back for all the times I was bitchy to you? You punishing your slutty mother?"
"I'm giving her what she needs." Eric slapped both sides of her ass hard and in rapid succession.
He continued to fuck her as he spanked her and Emma groaned and rocked her hips back into him. She was in sensory overload. The heat of the pendant between her breasts, the stinging slaps to her ass and best of all that relentless cock stuffing her cunt.
Eric stopped spanking her, but reached out and grabbed her hair, pulling on it as he kept one hand on the small of her back. Emma yelped repeatedly as he hammered away on her. How hadn't he cum yet?
Emma squeezed the head board so hard her knuckles popped and Eric seemed to notice it for the first time. "That's so fucking hot."
"Glad you...hey!" Eric surprised her by slipping from within her and grabbing her ankles.
He yanked her backward and she yelped when she ended up flat on her stomach. Eric slid over her and grabbing her wrists pushed her hands down on the bed. Pinning them there he held her down as he drove his cock straight down in her.
"Fuck!" Emma cried out as he hammered into her hard enough to make her bounce on the bed.
After several hard pumps Eric timed his thrusts so that when she was bouncing up from the mattress he was slamming back into her. Emma's eyes bulged as he fucked her savagely while holding her down on her stomach.



His large hands around her wrists excited her, as did his size and sheer physical strength. Emma wondered if he had fantasized about being this rough with her or had she urged him into it? Either way, all she knew was as bad as it sounded she was loving the way her son was taking her.
Eric let her hands go and she groaned when he put them on her shoulder blades. He proceeded to push her up and down on the bed once more bouncing her back into his savage thrusts. Emma was yelping and squealing. She tried to egg him on and ask him if he loved treating his mother like this, but he was fucking her so hard all that came out was whimpering noises.
"Oh, damn!" Eric groaned over her head and his thrusts became even more frenzied. He shifted his hands to her shoulders, squeezing them as he fucked her faster and harder while gasping each time he was buried inside her.
"Come!" She cried out. "Come for me, Eric! Come inside me! Fill your mother's slutty cunt the way you filled my mouth! Come on, baby! Give mommy a treat! I...Ohhhh!"
Eric cried out and Emma purred as his cock twitched inside of her and a warm wet stream of cum squirted deep inside her. Eric whimpered over her and she wiggled her hips and contracted her pussy around his erupting cock.
Eric moaned and his thrusts slowed down, but each one ended with another deliciously sinful squirt of cum as he painted the walls of his mother's pussy. When he stopped moving, Emma contracted around him several times making him emit another adorable whimper as his mother's insatiable cunt milked a few more drops from his spent cock.
"Oh My god." Eric let his weight go so he was lying on top of her.
"Easy, baby," she whispered. "Just lay there and catch your breath." She sighed. "I can feel your heartbeat on my back."
"Mom, that was amazing." He kissed her cheek, then rolled off of her and onto his back. "Wow."
"Better than the movies?" Emma rolled over onto her back next to him.
"Better than anything." He released a long breath. "Wow, how can people say this is wrong. It's incredible."
"Maybe it's not for everyone." She shrugged and loved how his eyes followed the way her breasts bounced when she did it.
"As long as it's for us." He rolled onto his side and kissed her softly. "I know it seems weird to say after what we just did, but I love you, mom."
"Love you too, baby." She smiled up at him. "And the best part of love is you can be that nasty with someone and know it's okay. Lust doesn't have to stop when there's love. If you're lucky there's even more lust."
"I hope I'm lucky."
"I feel pretty lucky right now." Emma told him. "God, I needed that so bad."
"Me too. I..." Eric yawned.
Gee, thanks." Emma laughed although she was feeling pretty damned relaxed too.
"Sorry, just got really tired all of a sudden."
"Great sex will do that." She grinned. "At least if I remember right it does. Been awhile until now."
"Well if I have anything to say about you won't ever get a chance to forget again." He yawned again and his eyes closed briefly before he forced them open. "Damn, I'm tired."
"Then close your eyes and take a nap." Emma reached down and grabbed his semi hard cock. "Trust me, baby boy. You're going to need your rest. You know your mother goes all in on anything she does." She winked. "Even her son."
She frowned when she saw his eyes were closed and his breathing slow and steady. She felt her own eyes growing heavy. It was an effort to move her head, but she managed to kiss Eric's cheek. "Love you, Eric," she whispered, then fell into the sweet oblivion of sleep.
Chapter 15
Emma opened her eyes and was shocked to see she was no longer in bed, but sitting at her kitchen table.
"Actually, you're still in bed." A soft voice spoke behind her. "You're dreaming."
Emma spun in her chair to see Robin behind her, dunking a tea bag into a mug. Robin wore a short black robe and her long red hair was down and tousled as if she'd just gotten out of bed.
"I think I'm still in bed too." She shrugged. "Or I fell asleep on the couch while Cliff was watching baseball."
"So we're sharing a dream?" Emma asked as Robin walked over and sat across from her.
"We've had other shared experiences. We've shared the power of the stone and now a love most say is forbidden. Why not a dream?"
"You know? How do you know?" Emma asked, in alarm.
"Because I told you it was inevitable." Robin smirked. "Plus, girl? You are one hell of a screamer. Close your windows next time." She paused, then laughed. "Better yet, leave them open. You got us pretty worked up."
"Oh." Emma put her face in her hands. "How embarrassing."
"Its fine, hon. I'm thrilled you got to experience the ultimate joy a mother can share with her son."
"Okay." Emma nodded. "So what now?"
"Well if I were you, I'd be waking up looking for more."
"Seriously, Robin. What now? All those bad things happened to the other mothers and sons. What's going to happen to us?"
"Well, here's the thing." Robin took a moment to sip her tea. "Eric has never remembered the other encounters with you because the stone had him forget. But once the act is consummated the stone allows that memory to stay."
"So he's going to remember and that's going to decide how this goes for us?"
"Not just him. You're still wearing the stone. It will keep you feeling good about what you did. So here's where it gets tricky. If you leave the pendant on, it will feed your desire as it has. For Eric it will work, but as before only if he's in contact with it."
"So what? We keep living under its sway?"
"Only if you want to. But the question is would you really want your son if he were always being influenced? At that point it's like getting someone drunk to have sex with them."
"But I can't take it off anyway." Emma pointed out.
"Oh, it will come off now," Robin explained. "It brought the two of you together, at least sexually. The lust has been fulfilled. Lust can be manipulated because our base nature is to crave sex."
Robin leaned back in the chair and touched the diamond pendant around her neck. "The next phase is love. Now that can't be manipulated. So the necklace will now come off because at some point you will want to see what you feel without it and how Eric responds."
"It wasn't just the son's that reacted badly in the past, but some of the mothers too."
"So if I take this off, I may be disgusted with myself?" Emma frowned.
"Possible, but I don't think so. Like I said before you don't have a husband to feel guilty over. There's less involved for you. Who knows, if Nathan hadn't caught them maybe Mary and her son would have stayed together."
"So I have to take this off and when I do I may regret what I did and so will my son?"
"Maybe." Robin sighed. "You may feel guilt over what your deceased husband would think. Or that you took advantage of your son. Or? You may look at Eric and feel nothing but love and desire for him and realize you can be happy together."
"And he could go either way too?"
"Yes." Robin put her hand over hers. "I really think you'll be okay. You know the only other person I shared this dream with was Kathy and she's very happy. I think you and Eric will be fine."
"So what should I do? Should I wait a little while?"
"Your choice, but now that we've had this conversation, you know if you keep Eric under the sway of the pendant you're using him and potentially living a lie. You strike me as the kind that wouldn't want that. My advice is to take the necklace off right away."
"Then what?"
"First see how you feel. You'll know right away, Emma. I did. I knew immediately my heart now belonged to my son. Once you feel that way you can bring it up to him or see how he reacts. But see its not complete yet."
"What isn't?"
"The stones mission and your true consummation with Eric. You've experienced lust. But its only sealed when love is shown." Robin gave her a soft smile. "You know in any good relationship wild sex is fantastic, but sometimes a woman needs to be made love to and a man needs to love his wife intimately."
"So we were raunchy now we need to be sweet?"
"Not need, want to be. You were deeply in love with your husband. You crave that again. Eric was in love, as much as a boy his age could be and he wants that again too. But this love will be special, the love of a son for his mother mixed with the love for a woman."
Robin raised her hand and said "Oh my" as it seemed to be transparent. "Looks like you're waking up."
"I'm worried Robin! What if..."
"Just trust your heart Emma, and your son's. You'll be fine."
Emma opened her eyes and found she was back in Eric's bed staring up at the ceiling. She looked over to see Eric had rolled over on his side away from her. She gently put her hand on his bare back and felt his slow deep breathing.
At some point one of them must have pulled the sheet up because it was over their waists at the moment. Lifting it, Emma carefully slid over and swung her legs off the bed so she was sitting up, She looked at herself in the mirror across from her.
Sitting on the bed topless, her hair a mess, lipstick smeared and eye shadow running down her face from her eyes watering while letting her son choke her with his cock. The freshly fucked look if she ever saw it.
But the man lying behind her, spent from the same hot sex that left her looking like a coed after a wild night was her son. It was wrong. Everything in her had told her it was wrong, but it had felt so right and even now the newly awakened lusty woman inside her thought they made a very attractive couple.
But how much was the necklace? Yes she'd had that one time fantasy, but had it really been that strong within her and she suppressed it. Was Eric's feelings more than just that one weak moment that he'd seen his passed out mother as a woman and not mom?
How much of tonight's passion was real? What if this affected them poorly? Eric would no doubt end up back with Ashley even if it was to try and forget what he did with his mother. He'd end up leaving with her to get away from Emma.
What if she felt the guilt? Felt she had just used her son for sex and crossed an unthinkable line.
"Only one way to find out, Emma."
Emma nodded at the words and reaching behind her head found the clasp. It opened easily and with her heart pounding, she removed the pendant and laid it on the night stand. She noticed as soon as it did, the green faded and she was now looking at a diamond that matched the one around Robin's neck.
Emma rose from the bed and picking up her green robe from the floor slipped it on. If Eric woke up confused or worse, remorseful, she didn't want him to see her naked. Emma looked down at him. Part of her wanted to wake him up, get it over with, but what would he say?
She walked around the other side of the bed and looked down at him. Eric looked so peaceful lying there. Emma blinked back tears as she was overwhelmed with sudden emotion as she watched him sleep.
Eric was an amazing young man. Everything a woman could ask for, but could she, as his mother, ask for it? Could she ask her son to spend his life with her as a lover? Question was would she have to ask? Maybe he would wake up and feel the same way looking at her.
Emma turned away and walking over to the window looked out over the backyard and stared at the full moon. It was a beautiful clear night with just the hint of a refreshing breeze. It was so nice to hear nothing. This land was perfect and so was this house. But only if...
"Mom?"
Emma closed her eyes as Eric spoke behind her, this was it. Robin had said in the dream Eric would remember. Not to mention her lingerie was on the floor and the room smelled of the strong aroma of good sex.
"You okay?" He spoke from directly behind her this time and her breath caught when he put his hands on her shoulders.
"Just looking at the moon," she said quietly. "Its beautiful."
"It is." Eric put his chin on her shoulder. "So are you." He turned her head and kissed her cheek. "The most beautiful woman I know."
"Thank you, honey." She put her hand to his cheek, but still faced the window. "That's very sweet."
"Well I wasn't so sweet earlier."
Emma felt her throat tighten.
"I'm sorry, mom. I shouldn't have done that."
"You...you're sorry?" She whispered.
"Sorry I treated you that way. I was crude and called you nasty names and was kind of rough."
"That's...."
"It wasn't right." He said in her ear. "A son should never see his mother that way."
Emma lowered her head and fought back the tears.
"I'm sorry too. I led you on; it was my fault, Eric. Please don't be upset. I..."
"So what I think," Eric's hands dropped from her shoulders and slid around her waist. "Is that I should make it up to you."
He nuzzled his face into her hair and gently kissed her neck. "Can I make it up to you?"
"What do you have in mind?"
"Just being as good to you as you've always been to me."
Eric put his hands on her arms and guided her to turn around and face him. When she did he took her face in his hands and kissed her softly. "How about you come back to bed?"
"You really want to?" She asked with a tremor in her voice.
"Why wouldn't I?" Eric smiled at her. "Mom, you always say I'm amazing. I don't think so, but if I am it's because of you, and you are amazing."
"Eric, that's so sweet."
"I always roll my eyes at that." He flashed the shy smile she loved. "But know what? I think it's okay to be sweet to my mom."
Eric caught her off guard by leaning over and sweeping his arm behind her knees and taking her off her feet. Emma laughed as he effortlessly scooped her up in his arms and turning around carried her towards the bed.
She put her arm around his neck and pulled his head down into a kiss. Unlike their previous rough passion filled kisses, this one was soft slow and sensual, their lips gently pressing together even as Eric laid her down on the bed.
His lips left hers and she purred as he kissed her neck while untying and opening her robe. He trailed his lips down to her chest and she moaned when he gently kissed and licked each nipple before climbing onto the bed between her legs.
He was hard and she reached for his cock, but he caught her wrist and put her arm around his neck. He kissed her again and pushing her back on the bed, went down on top of her. Emma gasped as he slowly entered her still moist pussy and his lips caressing her neck, moved in a slow gentle rhythm.
Emma moaned into his ear as she wrapped her legs around his hips, drawing him deeper into his mother's soft, wet and no longer forbidden heat. Eric sighed against her neck as she slipped her arms around her shoulders and ran her hands lightly across his back.
Eric's lips found hers and they shared another long soft kiss as Emma found his rhythm and matched it, moving her hips in time with his. Unlike their wild lust filled romp of earlier, Eric was going soft and slow, pleasing her with long deep strokes that felt amazing.
Even more amazing was how good he felt in her arms. As she teased her tongue along his lips Emma thought this was her son, but no longer a young boy. Eric was a man, a man who knew how to love a woman and as implausible as it was had chosen to show his mother that love.
Emma could feel her throat tighten and her eyes fill with tears. But these were good tears. The tears of a woman overwhelmed with love and gratitude for the man who was being so tender and loving to her.
So what if this was her son? Who was going to really know? This wasn't just a fresh start for a mother or son, this house was now a fresh start for two broken hearted people who had come together to love and heal each other.
Eric moaned softly in her ear and his pace picked up. His body tensed and hugging tightly to her, she whispered in his ear. "Let me have it, honey. Let me feel it inside me."
Eric released one of those adorable whimpers from before followed by a sigh as he let himself go.
"Oh, honey." Emma purred in his ear as he continued to move slowly within her as he came. "So good, baby. That feels so good."
"I love you mom," He breathed in her ear as he continued to fill her. "Love you so much."
"Love you too, Eric." She kissed him gently as he remained inside her, his spent cock already beginning to soften in her delightfully full pussy. "In every way."
"What do you think dad would think?" He asked in her ear. "It's what made me feel the worst about what I did that night."
He tried to roll over, but Emma kept her arms and legs around him as she replied. "He wanted me to move on and be happy. He wanted me to meet a guy who would be as good to me as he was. I think I've found him."
"I'll always be good to you, mom." He kissed her. "And sorry for being rough earlier. We'll be like this a lot more."
"Let's not get crazy, honey." Emma laughed in his ear. "This felt incredible, but your mother's not exactly vanilla. There's a time for me to be your love and a time to be your dirty girl. Sound good?"
"Sounds like a line in Man of the house." Eric laughed. "But it sounds great."
Eric eased from inside her and this time she let him go. He lay on his back, and rolling over on her side, Emma put her arm around his waist and nuzzled her head into his shoulder. "This feels good too."
"It does." Eric turned his head to look out the window. "Know what, Mom?"
"What, baby?"
"I think we're really going to be happy here."
"Me too, Eric." She kissed his chest and pressing close against him sighed. "Me too."
Epilogue
Emma opened her eyes and for an instant panicked. She was on her side and Eric was no longer next to her. She sat up and looking over her shoulder, felt a wave of relief. He was lying on his back sleeping soundly.
She put her head back down on the pillow and lay there listening to his breathing and enjoying the long forgotten feeling of being satisfied. Not just satisfied, but happy and loved. She started to close her eyes, but stopped when she saw something sparkle on the night stand.
Emma lifted her head from the pillow and saw the moonlight from the window was over the night stand and was hitting the pendant. Reaching out, she put her hand over it, and with a smile whispered, "Thank you."
As she closed her eyes a soft voice replied in her mind.
"No, Emma. Thank you."
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Chapter One
Lying by the pool, Julie felt like a cat in the sun, warm, lazy and satisfied. Well, okay, mostly satisfied. She'd just gone for a nice swim, her parents were gone for the weekend, and she didn't have work or class for the next three days.
All she planned on doing this weekend was lounging by the pool and relaxing with her best friend Mindy who was lying next to her. The only thing that could make today, and the rest of the long weekend better, was also the thing that could completely satisfy her; some hot steamy sex.
She could have sex in her room because the folks weren't home, sex by the pool when the neighbor's weren't home, and sex in the pool in the middle of the night. Problem was in order to have sex you needed to have someone to have sex with.
She'd sent Nick packing last month when she'd found out he was cheating on her with not one, but two girls down at Penn State. Here she'd been being a loyal girlfriend and going without while waiting for him to come home for the summer.
The upside was since it September when he'd gone down there, she'd only had sex when he'd come home for Christmas and Spring Breaks so it's not like she'd been getting it all along. But going without to be a good girlfriend and going without while your boyfriend slipped his dick in any coed that would let him, made it more frustrating.
Mindy and her other friends had told her to just jump back in the game. Hit some clubs or go out with one of the guys who flirted with her at school or the coffee shop. It sounded good. The idea of just going home with some guy and going full blown porn star on him to release months of pent up frustration.
Unfortunately, Julie was pretty much a good girl. Her parents had raised her and her younger brother Kyle to believe sex should mean something. Just shy of her twentieth birthday Julie had only been with three guys, all of whom she'd dated for a few months before sleeping with them. She'd wasted the last year with Nick and now as much as the idea of casual sex was a turn on her she knew it would only happen in her fantasies. There were guys interested in her, but she wasn't sure if she was as interested in them.
If she did begin to date she'd hold to her pattern of seeing if they cared enough about her to wait out sex. Not just sex, but Julie wasn't about to jerk off or blow a guy she hadn't slept with first. Those things were more fantasy turn on material.
Especially the thought of sucking off a couple of Nick's friends here and making sure he knew of it. No, it was looking like the summer she thought she'd be spending having hot fun and making up for lost time with her boyfriend was going to be the summer of sticky fingers and batteries.
Some of that was coming up in her near future because lying out here basking in the sun had her feeling sexy and horny. Julie wasn't stuck on herself by any means, but knew she was an attractive young woman.
She'd inherited her father's thick black hair and deep ocean blue eyes, along with her mother's cheek bones and lips that Nick had described frequently as 'luscious'. Julie took after her father's side height wise, her tall slender five nine frame towering over her mother who barely stood five two.
Her long legs made up a good part of her height and were one of her best features, especially when despite her height she wore high heels. The rest of her body resembled her mother and she had no complaints.
Julie had a slender build which seemed to make her even taller, but she was more athletic than skinny. Her well toned legs led up to a small, but firm tight little heart shaped ass she always showed off in tight jeans and when her parents weren't around painted on daisy duke shorts.
In contrast to the rest of her, Julie's breasts were far from small. A full d-cup by the age of sixteen, she'd feared they would keep getting bigger and she'd be top heavy. Fortunately they hadn't gotten any bigger, but then again neither had the rest of her.
At one point she'd been self conscious of their size, but when it dawned on her no boy was ever going to complain about big boobs on a skinny girl, she embraced them and showed them off whenever she could.
For example, the black bikini she currently wore. The top was barely able to contain them, leaving the tops and inner halves of her round firm globes, visible almost to her nipples which were just tucked behind the cups.
Twice while in the pool with Mindy she'd had nip slips coming from under the water and was glad Kyle hadn't been out there. On the other hand, the two brothers that lived in the house behind them had been out on their porch coincidently since Julie and Mindy had come out by the pool.
The lower half of the bikini would send her parents into fits if they ever saw it. Two strips of flimsy material tied through silver hoops on her hips, it was little more than dental floss in the rear and not much more than that in the front.
There had been a couple of near wardrobe malfunctions with the bottom as well. Not that the guys perving on her would be able to see from that distance, but the idea of them catching a glimpse of her freshly bikini waxed pink pussy was a pleasant one.
Julie supposed she was a cock tease. She showed off her body whenever she could and was a little flirty at work and school, but all show no go as the expression went. She could play sexy all she wanted, but she was pretty much a good girl acting like she could be bad.
Her thoughts had her warm for reasons other than the heat and Julie knew that when they went in she'd be bringing a little something extra into the shower with her.
"Laying here is getting me horny," Mindy spoke next to her. "What about you?"
"Breathing gets you horny, you little slut." Julie turned her head and smiled at her best friend since middle school. "But yeah, me too," she added with a laugh.
"I just keep thinking how hot the two of us look out here to those goofs ogling us next door." As always Mindy's mind was in tune with hers. "Keep thinking about them coming down here and getting between our thighs and easing the bikinis to the side and licking our..."
"Whoa!" Julie put her hand up. "Not so much detail, you're talking to the girl who isn't getting any."
"Like I am? I kicked Chris to the curb a month ago for being such a damn mama's boy he kept cancelling our dates anytime mommy needed something."
"Yeah, but you could get it if you wanted to. Just look at you."
Julie wasn't just being nice, Mindy was pretty damn hot. The total opposite of her, Mindy was short and blonde with a voluptuous set of curves Julie wouldn't mind a little of. Mindy was her equal in the chest department but had a well-rounded ass to match.
Her busty form featured hips that Mindy was quick to point out were made for doggy style and a set of lush soft and inviting thighs. The two of them made a killer pair when they went out; both sexy, but in completely different ways.
"Look who's talking, you have guys lining up for you." Mindy had turned her head to face her. "Especially since word got around Nick's out of the picture."
"Wonder how that word got around, hmm?" Julie stared pointedly at her.
"Nick was always an asshole so I'm making sure you get yourself a new man before that cheating dick tried crawling back."
"I appreciate it, but I don't know." Julie shrugged, enjoying the way the movement caused her tits to jiggle. "Trust me, I haven't had anything but my vibe since April and I'm ready to pop, but you know how it is for me."
"You're a good girl." Mindy smiled at her. "And proof the good ones can be the most fun, but you have to wait them out."
"Not a lot of guys want to even though I'm worth it if I say so myself," Julie laughed. "If they knew how much I loved to suck cock they'd stick around."
"Dirty girl," Mindy giggled. "Too bad those guys were your neighbors. I wouldn't mind sucking on something hard right now."
"Not just neighbors, but they go to URI and they're in the D-bag fraternity that's gotten in trouble a few times for hazing and harassing girls. Total assholes."
"Then we'll just keep teasing. Let's give them the rear view."
Mindy rolled over on her on the towel onto her stomach now showing off her deliciously plump rear in her red bikini which had about as much to it as Julie's. With a laugh, Julie rolled over as well and for added affect bent her legs at the knees and slowly kicked her feet back and forth.
"Nice touch!" Mindy winked and was now doing the same. "Maybe we should rub some lotion on each other."
"I can only tease myself so much." Julie sighed.
"Touching me would tease you? There something I don't know?" Mindy playfully flicked her tongue at her. "A little no boys allowed action going through that dirty little mind?"
"You are pretty hot, but no." Julie shook her head, liking the way her wert hair felt sliding across her back. "This girl needs cock."
"They sell fake ones, we could take turns."
"Eww!" Julie scrunched her face up. "Maybe you're the closet carpet muncher here"
"Nah, it's just my mood. When I get horny everything sounds good." Mindy gestured to the pool. "Look at this set up. The pool, you have the house to yourself. We're all oiled up and looking fine in bikinis our father's would flip out over and no sex to be had."
"We could, we're choosing not to." Julie sighed. "Sometimes I wish I could just have meaningless sex. Just a hot one night fling and go my merry way."
"You could never and if you ever did? You'd feel so shitty afterward it wouldn't be worth it." Mindy grinned at her. "You're a good girl waiting for the one to be bad for."
"Guess so. I wasn't even all that bad for Nick. Just couldn't let myself go. Maybe because he was always kind of vanilla."
"Now he's boring two girls." Mindy rolled her eyes. "His loss."
"Yup, and hopefully my gain if I meet someone better."
"Hey, it could be worse. You could be your brother," Mindy snickered. "The eighteen year old virgin."
"Leave him alone, it's not his fault," Julie told her. "The bitch Heather strung him along for a year, then he found out he was the only guy she wasn't banging, the nasty fucking whore."
"Wow, tell me how you really feel."
"Kyle's like me, we were both taught sex; especially the first time should mean something. I happened to meet someone I cared about when I was sixteen. He didn't until he was almost seventeen and she had him thinking she was little miss cherry and wanted to wait."
"She did wait, but only with him." Mindy started to laugh, but stopped when she saw the pissed off look on Julie's face. "Jeez, why so touchy?"
"Because Kyle deserved a lot better than that; he's a sweet kid and was way better to that slut than she deserved."
"He's pretty hot too," Mindy's smile was back. "Told you before if he wasn't your little brother I'd do him."
"He doesn't need to be done, he needs a nice girl," Julie paused. "Who'll do him."
"He could find one. I'm not kidding, Kyle's a good looking guy and he's got that sweet aw shucks smile and he's not cocky. I really can't believe the boy hasn't gotten laid yet."
"He wasted too much time on that skank, then he spent months moping over her. There are a couple girls that would be interested, but he's so goddamn shy." Julie shook her head disgustedly. "Now he's heartbroken and in that why try mode."
"Fix him up with someone." Mindy suggested.
"Who, you?"
"Nah, I'd just fuck him. He's not really my idea of a boyfriend."
"Don't let him hear you say that, you know damn well he has the hots for you."
"He's never gotten laid, he probably has a thing for anything with tits."
"Please, he's been ogling you since you were thirteen." Julie smirked at her. "Bet he's blown more loads to you then any porn star."
"Nasty!" Mindy made a retching sound. "Why would you do that to me?"
"You said he's hot. You don't like hot guys jacking off to you?"
"Not when they're a friends little brother; I've known him since he was eleven so cute or not, he's sort of like my brother at this point. But enough about him, I'd rather lay here and think about the cute jerks stroking on the porch while they stare at out hot little asses."
"Nothing little about your ass, Julie winked at her.
"Skank." Mindy flipped her off.
"Slut." Julie stuck her tongue out at her, and then lowering her head on her forearms, closed her eyes and went back to enjoying the warm sun and having absolutely nothing to do.
Julie must have dozed off as her head jerked up at Mindy talking to someone next to her. "Why don't you take a picture, it lasts longer?"
She turned to see her brother Kyle standing next to them, his face beet red as he stammered.
"W...what do you mean? I just came in through the gate."
"Bullshit." Mindy had rolled over onto her back to look up at him. "I felt you staring and I had my eyes open the last couple of minutes, but you weren't looking at my eyes were you?"
"I..." Kyle looked away. "Yeah, I was checking you out. Sorry, Mindy."
"Hey, don't be sorry," Mindy laughed. "I didn't say I minded; just don't try to be sneaky."
"You're not mad at me?"
"Nothing wrong with being checked out by a hot guy." Mindy winked at him. "You are a cutie."
Kyle's face turned even redder and the shy smile on his face caused Julie to smile. Her little brother was so damn cute sometimes.
"You think so?"
"Know so." Mindy sat up and Kyle's eyes immediately dart down to her breasts which were as close to spilling out of her small bikini as Julie's were. "I remember when you were this geeky scrawny little kid, now look at you."
Julie knew Mindy was teasing, but not entirely kidding. After being a bean pole up until he was seventeen , Kyle had finally started putting on weight over the last year. Going to the gym and playing hockey had ensured the weight went to the right places, and he was looking good.
Kyle had always been cute, but in a boyish kind of way. Like his body, his face had matured and the addition of a neatly trimmed beard made him go from boyish to people thinking he was older than her.
Kyle had grown the beard not just to look older, but cover up the same soft features and cheekbones Julie had which had given him a pretty boy look he hated. He also shared the same deep blue eyes as Julie, but where she took after her mother with her dark hair, Kyle's hair was a sandy brown.
Unfortunately for him, his confidence hadn't improved with his looks and he was still a nervous wreck with girls. Even now, he was lobster red and rocking from one foot to the other with a goofy grin on his face as Mindy flirted with him.
"You know, Kyle," Mindy picked up the bottle of tanning lotion. "I could use some more of this on my back, think you can help a girl out?"
"I..." Kyle swallowed nervously. "Sure I that wouldn't be too hard, I..."
"What's hard?" Mindy cut him off. "Are you hard?" She pointed to his crotch, which in his loose running shorts, wasn't noticeable, but didn't stop Mindy. "Looks like watching me might have gotten a little rise out of you."
"No!" He shook his head so hard he looked like an idiot. "I wasn't looking at you like that, really!"
"Then why were you looking at me? If you were just looking why weren't you looking at your sister?"
"I was looking at Julie too."
"You were checking out your sister?" Mindy's eyes widened in mock disbelief. "Kyle that's..."
"Leave him alone." Julie was willing to let a little teasing slide, but Mindy was pushing it. "Ignore her, Kyle, she's just being a bitch."
"Aww, was I getting to you, little boy?" Mindy taunted him. "Big sis has to stick up for you?"
"No, I don't need her to stick up for me, and I wasn't looking at my sister."
"You sure? Must be tough never having had sex and living with such a sexy girl. Especially when she's showing off those big t..."
"Mindy!" Julie snapped at her while sitting up. "Stop being disgusting."
"Hey, he was the one looking." Mindy shrugged, then tried to hand Kyle the bottle. "So how about you squirt some cream on my...hey!"
Julie snatched the bottle from her and turning it, squirted a huge glob of it all over her chest. In hindsight that wasn't the best move as Kyle's eyes widened at the sight of the white lotion sprayed all over her tits.
"Rub that in yourself." Julie told her. "Pretend it's the end of one of your dates."
"Oh, ow." Mindy laughed, then meowed like a cat. "Bitchy!"
"Did you want something, Kyle?" Julie asked, trying to get his attention away from Mindy who was now making a show of rubbing the white cream on her tits.
"Oh, yeah." Kyle managed to looked at her instead of Mindy. "I was wondering if I could ask you something." He pointed to the house. "In private?"
"Sure." Julie stood up and stretched, the move earning a loud whistle from the neighbors and one of them yelling, "Hey, take that top off sweet tits!"
"Watch your fucking mouth!" Kyle shouted over to them. "That's my sister."
"I'd like to watch your sister's mouth!" The other one yelled back and they high fived like idiots.
Kyle glared at them and started to walk away from Julie towards the gate that led to the driveway.
"Let it go." Julie caught his arm. "They're morons who are going to go in the house and jerk each other off because they can't find a girl who'll touch them."
"Yeah, but..."
"No buts, let's go." Julie let his arm go and catching his hand, turned and walked to the house, tugging him along with them. "Mom and dad are away and I'm in charge. I don't need you getting arrested for punching out that dipshit."
"What about you Blondie?" The asshole called to Mindy. "I want to see some ass."
"Then look in the mirror," Mindy yelled back to them.
"That was a good one," Kyle laughed behind her.
"Yeah, she's a riot," Julie muttered as they reached the sliding glass doors that led into the kitchen.
The doors were tinted to cut down on the amount of sun going directly into the kitchen and Julie could see their reflection as the approached. She expected to see Kyle looking over his shoulder at Mindy or staring at the jerks on the porch next door.
Instead he was right behind her with his head down and if she didn't know better she'd swear he was staring at her ass. No, that was ridiculous, she was his sister. She just had it in her head from Mindy joking about it.
However, when they entered the kitchen his first words to her proved he had indeed been staring.
"Jesus, Jules, what's up with that bikini? Dad would ground you for a month if ever saw you in that."
"That's why I'm wearing it because he's not here," Julie pointed out as she sat at the kitchen table. "Or is he going to hear about it?"
"Come on, sis, when have I ever ratted you out?" Kyle looked genuinely annoyed. "Seriously, we've always been cool like that. You don't tell, I don't tell."
"True." Julie nodded and when he didn't sit, but leaned against the counter, she turned sideways in the chair to face him. "I bought this to wear for Nick when we went to the beach. Figure with the folks gone I may as well wear it."
"It's pretty revealing." Kyle gestured to her. "Your boobs are ready to fall out."
"They almost did in the pool, but I don't think Mindy would pay attention even if they did."
"And that's nothing but butt floss back there. Just about your entire ass is out."
"Why are you looking at my ass?"
"I'm not!" He exclaimed, but the red was back in his face. "I mean I was, but not cause I was checking you out, just that you're my sister and I'm surprised you'd wear that."



"I'm your sister, but I'm a woman. I'm twenty, not twelve like I keep telling dad."
"You wear that to the beach you'll have that piece of shit, Nick, replaced in no time."
"With what, some guy who just wants me for my tits?" She shrugged. "Fun thought, but you know I'm not like that. I'll wait around for someone who seems interested in more than the girls."
"The girls?" Kyle cocked his head. "You call your boobs the girls?"
"Sure, you don't have a name for little Kyle?" Julie teased.
"It wouldn't be little Kyle." He looked appalled. "But I guess I'd call it lonely."
"You'll meet someone, Kyle. You just need to start approaching girls and not acting like you've never talked to one before. Girls don't like cocky, but we like confident."
"Hard to be confident when you've never done anything," he mumbled.
"Sex isn't everything, you twit." Julie rolled her eyes. "I've told you before; getting laid doesn't make you a man. You don't have to have sexual experience to talk to a girl."
"But it would help. Part of why I'm nervous is I'm so frustrated after spending a year with Heather and still not getting anything that its all I think about."
"It's all you've always thought about," Julie laughed. "Remember mom that time? 'How does he go through so many tissues, he doesn't have allergies?"
"Okay miss owns stock in Duracell," Kyle retorted. "Better hope mom never looks in that bottom drawer of your night stand."
"Have you?"" Julie meant it as a joke, but the look on his face wiped the smile from hers. "Oh my god, tell me you didn't snoop in there?"
"I..." Kyle lowered his head and clasped his hands together like a young kid getting scolded. "I was just curious. I don't know anything about girls other than porn, and I know that's not real. So I just wondered..."
"What I use for my me time?" Julie scrunched her face up. "Kyle, I'm your goddamn sister. That's nasty!"
"But you're a woman too, a hot one. So I guess I just..." He didn't raise his eyes to meet her gaze. "Sorry, sis."
"Did you just call me hot?" Julie wasn't busting his balls, but really asking. She couldn't have heard him right.
"You are." He pointed to her. "Look at you in that bikini. Damn, sis you look as fine as any girl in porn."
"Whoa!" Julie put her hands up. "Seriously not cool, Kyle. Again, in case you forgot, I'm your sister, not some girl you're checking out in school."
"I know, but..."
"You can say I'm cute, or I'm pretty, or hey sis, you look nice today. You don't tell me I'm hot or sexy. You sure as hell don't' tell me I'm porn star hot."
Julie looked down where she had stretched out her long legs, and then down at her breasts. "I know this is skimpy, but I'm home and I didn't think I had to worry about it getting my brother hot and bothered."
"I didn't say I was turned on!" He sounded flustered and Julie wondered if it were because he hadn't been, or she had it right and he was trying to cover up. She hoped it was the former.
"All I'm saying is that..." He looked away and continued so softly she could barely hear him. "I'm frustrated, I'm horny all the time and it's gotten to where sometimes I look at you and see you as a girl. I'd never think anything disgusting, but can't help noticing you."
"Kyle, you need to get laid."
"Who are you telling?" Kyle said glumly.
"No, I mean laid. Not talking romance, not talking girlfriend, shit, I'm not even talking knowing their name. You need to get fucked, little brother and soon."
"But mom and dad, told us..."
"Mom and dad aren't sitting here watching you stare at my tits and tell me I look like a porn star. They sure as hell didn't hear you admit you looked at my damn..." Julie trailed off. She couldn't even say vibrator to him. God, had he done more than looked? She couldn't bring herself to ask and assume no.
"You're not going to tell them are you?" He looked genuinely scared.
"Of course not, you just said that outside. We're not like most brothers and sisters, we don't fight and we don't tell on each other. We've always been close, and I'm not mad at you, but if you're at a point you're looking at me? You need sex anyway you can find it."
"Even though this was awkward this conversation kind of worked out then."
"What do you mean?"
"I told you I needed to talk to you, but then we ended up talking about me looking at you," he replied.
"So how does that fit into what you wanted to say?" Julie looked up at him and his eyes darted to the side. Was he still gawking at her? Awkward was putting it mildly.
"You know Jasmine Leet?"
"I've never met her, but I took some classes with her sister last semester. What about her?"
"Well, she's pretty hot and kind of easy I guess would be the nice way to put it."
"Slutty?" Julie raised her eyebrows.
"I'd rather say easy. Slutty is kind of mean." Kyle said with a serious look on his face.
"That's what I love about you, Kyle; you're a really sweet guy. Don't have a mean bone in your body. So okay what about this very friendly Jasmine?"
"She's been coming by work and flirting a little, Today she came up to me today and said she heard the folks are away and she wants to come over tomorrow and go swimming and fool around."
"She said it just like that?"
"Um, no she said we could fuck. I was being polite."
"You think she's serious or just looking for a day by the pool?" Julie asked.
"She said she just wants to have fun this summer and she thinks I'm cute and thought we could play around. You think you could give me the house for a few hours? I'll be nervous as it is. If you're there it will be worse."
"I didn't have plans, but Mindy was saying she wanted to go to Newport. I'll leave in the morning and come back around six that okay?"
"You're the best, sis!" Kyle beamed, but then frowned. "Think this is okay to do it like this? She's pretty clear she doesn't want anything real."
Julie thought it over. "If this were an hour ago I'd give you the first time shouldn't be cheap speech. At this point you just need to get this over with so you'll feel better and stop letting being a virgin make you afraid to ask girls out."
"So you think I should?"
"Yes, but you know, be careful." Julie released a deep breath. "Okay, more awkward time. You have condoms?"
"Yes, mom." He grinned at her.
"Use them. I don't care if she says she's on the pill, you never know."
"Got it."
"Not just pregnant, but if she's that easy then..."
"Got it," Kyle repeated. "Stop being a killjoy."
"Sorry, but not like you can talk to dad about this at the moment and he'd say not to anyway"
"So I'll call her and tell her to come over."
"You don't seem excited." Julie frowned. "What's the matter?"
"She doesn't know I've never had sex. Should I say anything? It's kind of embarrassing and maybe she'll change her mind."
"True, but then again if you let her think you have experience and you're clueless that could piss her off."
"Why is this so complicated?"
"Because you make it that way." Julie noticed his eyes roaming up and down her leg and lingering at her... "Are you staring at my foot?"
"I like the black nail polish." Kyle told her. "You have cute feet."
"Kyle get that girl over here tomorrow, take a deep breath and dive on in because you're turning into a pathetic little perv."
"I know," he admitted. "You think its easy? I'm so damn horny all the time and I can't look at a woman without starting to think about sex. Shit, I saw Miss Williams across the street in the doorway in a short robe and started wondering if she liked younger guys."
"Miss Williams? Younger to her would be forty! Kyle get laid, will you?"
"By this time tomorrow," he declared and for the first time looked excited. "I know its not the way we were raised, but I don't care anymore."
"I don't blame you, but don't make this a habit. Get it out of your system, get some confidence and get back to trying to find an actual girlfriend."
"Sounds like a plan. What about you, Jules? You hadn't seen Nick in months and now he's done. You have to be kind of..."
"Don't finish that sentence," she warned him.
"Lonely was what I was going to say. You should go out and have some fun."
"Should, but I'm not like that. Difference between us is I've had sex so even though I miss it I'm not crazed over it."
"More batteries though." He winked at her.
"Don't be a shithead and make me buy a lock for my nightstand."
"God, it was just once." Kyle cocked his head and stared at her.
"What?" Julie asked.
"You're earring." He tapped his left ear. "It's missing."
"Oh my god!" Julie exclaimed, touching her ear. "They were Grandma's, mom gave them to me but a back was missing. I put one on, but it was loose."
"Didn't you lose it a couple days ago?"
"Yeah, but I got lucky and found it in the shower. Mom will kill me if I..."
"Here you go." Kyle produced the small diamond stud from his pocket. "I found it by the pool when I came in the yard."
"You jerk!" Julie snatched it out of his hand, but then kissed his cheek. "Thank you!"
"No worries, but be careful sis, it keeps falling out."
"Yeah, I have to get to a jewelry shop and get one that matches. Thanks again."
"Thank you for giving me some advice." Kyle gave her a quick hug. "Love you, sis."
"Love you too, little brother." Julie eased back, but kept her hands on his shoulders. "Don't worry about anything tomorrow. Just relax and everything will take care of itself, okay?"
"Hope I'm not a two pump chump," he muttered.
"Don't worry about it that just means you'll last longer during round two."
"I like how you think!" He clapped his hands. "I ever tell you what an awesome big sister you are?"
"Yes, but you can keep saying it."
"You are."
"And you're pretty cool for a dorky little brother."
"But after tomorrow not a dorky virgin brother."
"Good, then I won't have to hear you whine anymore." Julie gave him a playful punch in the arm and walked back towards the deck. ""I'm going back out to the pool, why don't you change and come out?"
"Nah, I'm heading upstairs. Have to do some homework and check some things out on line."
"Hey, Kyle?" Julie called out when he turned to head upstairs.
"Yeah, sis?"
"When you're researching Mindy's ass, try to stand a little further back from the window. She saw you last time."
Chapter Two
Julie pulled into the driveway just after eight and didn't see another car in the driveway. She assumed Jasmine was going to come over in her own car and assumed the coast was clear. It was everything she could do today not to text Kyle and ask him how it went.
She didn't want to bother him and also figured he would text her. The fact he hadn't had Julie waffling between thinking it was a good thing. It could mean things were going so well he wasn't thinking about doing anything but Jasmine.
On the other hand his silence made her nervous. What if something had gone wrong and he was so upset he didn't want to be bothered even by her. Julie had caught herself composing a simple 'how's it going' text several times, but then deleted it.
Whether it had gone very well, or something had gone wrong, she'd hear about it either way when she got home. Julie had stayed out as long as she could, but Mindy had to get home for a family barbecue.
They invited Julie to stay and she'd hung out for a couple hours, but at seven thirty she still hadn't heard from Kyle and her curiosity was getting the best of her. Julie went in through the back gate and noticed there were no lights on in the house, including Kyle's room upstairs which overlooked the backyard.
Had he picked Jasmine up and they were still playing around? Or maybe he'd worn himself out and already sleeping? Julie entered the house as quietly as possible, even slipping her sandals off so her footsteps wouldn't be heard on the hardwood floors.
She padded up the stairs and down the hallway, passing her room and standing outside Kyle's. There was no light from his TV coming visible from under the door. Julie listened but couldn't hear anything. No music or voices.
Julie was annoyed. She was dying to know how today went, and not only didn't he call or text, but he was already sleeping? She glanced down at the doorknob and thought about just opening the door a crack and peeking in.
What if he wasn't alone? If he wasn't then that would be her answer on how things went, wouldn't it? She grasped the doorknob and gently turned it. She eased the door open with painful slowness and peeked in.
Kyle had the AC on and with no window open the room was pitch-black. Even though his bed was only a few feet to her left, she couldn't see a damn thing. His light switch was right next to the door, but she didn't want to wake him, or possibly them, up.
Julie stood there debating what to do. She could pull out her phone and light up the screen to take a quick peek at the bed. Many mornings Kyle would shut his alarm off when it woke him up, then fall back to sleep.
Julie would come in and wake him up so he wouldn't be late for school or work and he always slept on his side facing away from the door. She could light up the screen on her phone and take a quick peek and he wouldn't see it.
What if he wasn't alone, though? Then she could wake up Jasmine and cause an embarrassing scene. "Sorry, I just wanted to see if my brother finally got laid, you can go back to sleep now." Right, that would go over well and make Kyle feel like a fool.
That was if Jasmine was even here. Julie decided not to take a chance and be the adult and older sibling she was supposed to be and leave. Whenever he woke up he would probably come in and talk to her. If she had to wait until tomorrow morning, then oh, well.
Julie left his room, pulling the door closed as gently as she'd opened it. She went down the hall and into the bathroom where she took a quick shower. When she stepped out, she realized she'd forgotten to go into her room first and grab her robe.
Not wanting to put her sweaty top and shorts back on, and figuring Kyle either had company or was dead to the world from his first time entering the sexual Olympics, she wrapped a towel around herself.
Julie walked quickly down the hallway, and entered her room. She was tired from being in the sun all day and planned on going right to bed even though it was early. If she woke up in the middle of the night she'd just watch TV until she fell back to sleep.
Julie gathered her long wet hair planning on putting it up so it wouldn't tangle while she slept. She stopped with her hands over her head and stared at herself in the mirror. She had to admit, she looked good.
She had a great tan and the white towel looked sexy against her bronzed skin. She released her hair and shook her head back and forth. She enjoyed the feeling of the wet hair against her back and still staring in the mirror eased the towel down over her breasts until the white skin covered by her bikini showed.
"How's that look?" She asked herself. "Like those tan lines, baby?"
She gave herself a sexy smile. "You want to see more? Want to see my big beautiful titties?"
Julie un-tucked the towel and did a playful shimmy letting the towel fall to the floor. Cupping her heavy breasts she lifted them, presenting them to the mirror. "How do they look? Oh, you want to play with them? You want to suck on my big pink nipples?"
Julie stroked her swollen nipples with her thumbs and moaned softly. Damn she was horny lately. Maybe not Kyle level horny, but the fact she'd had sex made her wonder if it was worse than never having it because she knew what she was missing.
She let her left hand stray down her flat stomach and over the silver barbell pierced through her naval that had her father close to a damn stroke when he saw it a few months ago. Her hand continued its southward journey through the neatly trimmed triangle of dark hair between her thighs and into her pink slit.
Julie sighed when her fingers rubbed her aching clit and her voice now huskier with desire she whispered. "You want to me to suck that bog fat cock, then spread my legs and let you fuck my tight little pussy?"
She opened her legs wider and spread her lips open, revealing her pink nub peeking out from beneath its hood. "Then you first, baby. Get down there and lick my pussy and make me cum. Get me all hot and wet for you."
Jesus, she was standing here talking dirty to herself. Why the hell couldn't she take the advice she'd just given Kyle and just get laid? Today at the beach three guys had come over to talk and flirt with her. All of them were cute and although one was a jerk the other two seemed nice and genuinely interested in talking with her.
She knew she could be in bed right now with either of them. Instead she was posing for herself and getting all worked up for what her current sex life encompassed jilling off while watching porn.
Julie turned away from the mirror and shut off the over head light, but before she went over to her bed, took a look over her shoulder at her ass revealed in the dim glow of the streetlight coming in through her partially open blinds
. The tan lines looked as sexy there as around her breasts and she thought her firm little ass would look pretty good in the air right about now. She was going to get off which would take the edge off, but what she really needed was some cock. Not just sex, but a good hard fucking. Not that she'd had many of those. Nick was more talk than walk and before him she wasn't as experienced and was less sure of what she wanted.
Now, at twenty and having a handful of lovers under her sexual belt, she felt that if she met that next right guy he was going to be in for one hell of a wild ride. Julie glanced at the black shorts and half shirt that comprised her pajamas.
She should put them on just in case Kyle came in later or early tomorrow morning to talk to her. He usually knocked, but Julie was a sound sleeper and if she didn't hear him he had a habit of popping his head in and yelling to wake her up.
Julie tended to squirm around in her sleep and kick the covers off. Its all she would need is for him to come in and see her naked. Especially after their weird conversation earlier where he admitted he looked at her lately.
"Fuck it," Julie said aloud. She was horny and wanted to get off and laying there naked was a lot more fun than slipping her shorts to the side to play.
Julie slid under the cool sheets and, then playfully kicked it off as if exposing her body to a lover. She opened her legs and giggled. "Come on in, the waters just fine!"
Julie stared down at her long slender body stretched out on the bed, her legs wantonly spread and wished some cute guy was there to admire her. A guy with a hard cock and soft tongue who was going to spend the night giving her everything she wanted and in return unleashing her inner porn star to return the favor.
Instead she opened her drawer and plucked her six inch purple vibe from it. Turning it on, she placed the tip on her right nipple and moaned at the sensation. She spent some time teasing it before switching to her other breast.
In a dirtier mood than usual, she sucked it into her mouth, bobbing her head and closing her eyes, wishing the hard plastic was nice firm cock. She was already wiggling her hips, squirming on the bed and with no further teasing, she reached between her legs and slipped the vibe deep inside her wet pussy.
She turned it to its highest setting and groaned. "Oh, damn."
She closed her legs, crossing them at the ankles and picked her I-Pad up from the nightstand. Turning it on, she entered her password and went to her bookmarks and briefly scanned the list of her go to porn vids she bookmarked.
Julie selected the last one she'd bookmarked which she'd watched several times in the last couple of weeks. The video, titled guess who, really did it for, she wasn't quite sure why, but didn't really care, whatever she liked, she liked.



The premise of the video was a girl hosting a slumber party while her single, and of course hot, single father made himself scarce upstairs. One of the girls waited until the others were asleep and slipped upstairs.
She entered his dark room-supposedly dark as the camera caught everything , albeit dimly, and proceeded to wake the father up by stroking his cock. There was no dialogue as when he started to speak she covered his mouth her fingers, then switched to sucking him.
He lay there as she sucked him, then reversed herself, putting them into a sixty nine. From there she slid down the bed and rode him both ways, first reverse cowboy, then facing him while he played with her small perky tits.
Julie loved the premise and the shadowy action and no sound except for moans and whimpers drove her wild. The vide ended with the father moaning he was going to come and the girl sliding down the bed and sucking him off.
She didn't swallow, but let his cum drool from her mouth and down his cock. Without a word she slid off, slipped her nightshirt back on and exited the room. The end of the video showed the father downstairs that morning watching the girls frolic by the pool wondering which one it was.
The video went into repeat, showing each girl going down on him as he imagined it being each of them. The video ended with him realizing his watch was missing when he went to get ready for work.
On his way out the door, the hot little redhead ran up to his car as he was pulling out and said, "I think this is yours". She handed him the watch and without another word got into her car and drove off.
Julie fast forwarded to where the girl first game into the room and was kissing the father while stroking his long thick cock. Julie held the I-Pad with her left hand while her right slipped between her thighs and rubbed her clit in slow circles.
She took her times, playing the game of not wanting to come until the girl sucked him off, cum flowing out of her mouth and down his shaft. Julie had never been that dirty, she generally either swallowed it or finished with her hand, but vowed she'd do this to the next lucky recipient of her oral skills.
Right now the sexy redheads oral skills were on display as she slowly bobbed her head along that delicious looking cock. Julie imagined it between her lips and her hips jerked. She was going to pop way before the guy in the video that was for sure.
Julie teased her clit as much as she could, making it through the sixty nine during which the girl came, her squeals muffled by her mouth being full of cock. But by then her thighs were trembling and her large breasts heaving with her quickening breaths.
When the girl slid down the bed, and guided his cock inside her, the whimper of pleasure and look of pure bliss on her face while she sank down on the huge dick pushed Julie over the edge. She dropped the I-pad to grab her left nipple and squeeze it while her fingers sped up.
Her back arched and her legs straightened, her feet pointing forward as her body tensed under the pressure of her rapidly building climax. She turned her head and released a long loud moan into her pillow. As her pussy convulsed around the vibrator, and her hips bucked, she fought to keep her explosive orgasm quiet.
She rubbed her clit hard and fast while pinching her nipple harder and now moving her legs up and wiggling her ass, working the toy around in her quivering slit.
"Oh, god," she groaned into the pillow as her body continued to be wracked with pleasure. "Oh, my....God!"
The last word was shouted out as even in the throes of orgasm she saw her bedroom door swing open. Kyle stepped into the room just as she drew her knees up and managed to yank the pillow next to her over her breasts.
"Holy shit." Kyle's eyes widened as realized what he was seeing.
"What the fuck?" Julie shouted at him while leaning forward and managing to grab the edge of the sheet and pull it up over her. "Don't you fucking knock?"
"I...I did." Kyle stammered. "You didn't answer, but I knew you were home and I needed to talk to you and..." he paused and cocked his head. "What's that noise?"
"Get out!" Julie yelled at him, her face turning even redder when it dawned her the 'noise' was the vibrator humming away on the sheet between her legs were it had fallen out when she yanked her legs up.
"But, Julie, it's really important!"
"And I need to put some fucking clothes on! Go back to your room and I'll come in after I get over this fucking embarrassment."
"Sorry, Jules, really I....I should have knocked louder."
"Out!" She pointed to the door. "Now!"
Kyle turned and all but ran from the room slamming the door behind him. Julie fell back onto the pillow and straightened her legs, trying to catch her breath. Un-fucking-believable, she thought as she looked over to see the video was still playing.
Julie pushed the stop button, bringing the screen back to the beginning with the play again option. Not tonight, that was for sure. She lay there for a few minutes letting her body calm down. Fortunately, she'd been near the end of the orgasm, but still felt cheated and no more satisfied then when she'd started.
In spite of the air conditioning her face was hot and her body flushed in a combination of shame and passion. She tried not to think about how much he actually saw. Usually when she masturbated, she was under the sheet incase...what just happened, happened, or her mother just walked in which she had he bad habit of doing.
Tonight she'd been careless, not covered, completely naked. He was already gawking at her and now she'd possibly given his imagination a lot more to work with. She'd moved fast as soon as he came in, but he came in directly facing her, no way he didn't get a quick peek at her tits.
Fortunately her legs had been closed, but he'd heard the toy. Well, at least this answered the question of whether or not he was alone. That made her stop thinking about her embarrassment and got her curiosity going again, obviously there could only be one thing he wanted to talk about.
"Don't be a diva, Jules." She muttered the words her father said whenever she over reacted to something.
What just happened was mortifying, but they were brother and sister living under the same roof. Things like this happened and if anything it was surprising nothing like this had happened before. It would be something they'd laugh about down the line.
She swung her legs off the bed, and getting up donned the pajamas. Julie went to leave the room, but paused in front of the mirror. The shorts were silky with lace trim and fairly tight. The top was loose, but between not designed to be a full shirt and the size of her breasts making it even shorter, it didn't go much past the lower half of her tits.
Julie hadn't put a bra on and her nipples were easily visible. She stripped the shirt off and grabbed a loose fitting t-shirt from the pile of laundry she hadn't put away yet. The shirt covered some of her ass and baggy enough to not show off her boobs as much.
She made her way to his room and made it a point to knock hard and loud.
"Come in."
"See that?" Julie spoke as she came into the room. "That's called a loud knock and notice I didn't come barging in until I heard you?"
"I'm sorry, sis," he said quietly from where he sat on the edge of his bed. "I just...I fell asleep and when I woke up and saw your car there I...I just need to talk to you."
Kyle's voice was coming out in a hoarse whisper and he looked as if he were ready to cry.
"Something went wrong today didn't it?"
"As wrong as it possibly could." Kyle nodded and lowering his head, wiped at his eyes.
"Hey, its okay!" Julie sat next to him on the bed and put her arm around his shoulders "What happened, she didn't show up?"
"She did, it would have been better if she didn't."
Oh, boy, Julie thought by squeezed his shoulder reassuringly. "Just tell me what happened, I'm sure its not that bad."
"She showed up around eleven, right when she said she would." Kyle spoke with his head down and Julie had to strain to hear him.
"We went right to the pool and she took her sun dress off and she looked so damn good. She's a pretty girl, blonde, nice green eyes and a killer body. Her bikini was as small as the one you had on yesterday and I'm thinking oh my god, I'm going to have sex with this girl!"
"We swam for a awhile and she was hugging me in the pool and rubbing up on me a little. I thought I was going to pop in the damn pool. Then we lay out on the chairs for awhile and I put lotion on her back and legs, and she let me rub it on her ass."
"Okay," Julie spoke only because he'd gone silent and she was trying to get him to keep going. "So far so good, but you can just tell me what happened. You don't have to put yourself through this"
"I ask her if she'd like something to eat and she smiles and says no, but hopes I'm hungry because she's got something sweet for me to eat. She asks if I'm ready to go inside and I'm so fucking excited."
"We go up to my room and she sits on the bed and asks me to show her what I have for her. I'm pretty excited so when I take my suit off I'm..." he seemed to realize who he was talking to. "Um, excited."
"You were hard, I've been there, done that." Julie smiled, hoping he would, but he just nodded glumly.
"Right and she asks if it's all for her and I say yes, then she stands up and puts her arms around me and kisses me."
Where the hell was this going to go wrong?
"She tells me she's horny as fuck and we'll play all day, but for now she just wants it. I'm nervous and I'm just standing there with my hands by my sides. She grabs them and puts them on her tits through the bathing suit."
"Kyle get to it because this is sounding like it was exactly what you wanted."
"I was so nervous and excited my hands were shaking and she asks if I'm okay. I say yeah and she gives me this smile and says it's your first time isn't it?"
"I admit it is, I mean I'm shaking like a damn leaf and I was stuttering so not like I could hide it. Then she looks down and asks what happened. I look and I'm not that hard anymore. I'm like you know, halfway there."
"Oh, jeez." Julie knew where this was heading.
"I kind of say well, we could play and she could help me out."
"Not exactly smooth," Julie sighed. "But I think most girls who wanted it that bad would be happy to..." It was her turn to hesitate. Why couldn't dad be here, this was his thing, not hers. "Let's say work for it."
"She laughs kind of nasty and says she doesn't play with soft things, that a real man would be hard."
"What a bitch!"
"Well, she gets bitchier. She starts laughing more and I get upset and I tell her its not funny and she said it is. It was funny because rumor around school was I was a virgin and she lost a bet with some of her sorority sisters and was told to find out if it were true."
"So it was a fucking prank." Julie felt the anger rising up inside her. "I know where she lives and I'm going to go over there and smack that little snot up and down the damn street."
"That would make it worse. She's already telling everyone I'm a virgin. I don't need the next part to be my big sister got involved."
"So what happened, she just up and left?"
"Yup, she thanked me for letting her go swimming and for helping her avoid hazing then told me that they sell Viagra online and just walked right out of the room."
"I'm going to her sister. She's not like that, she'll...."
"It doesn't matter, Jules, what's done is done." He shook his head. "I was right there! If I hadn't been so nervous and it didn't make me lose my...lose it, she wouldn't have known and..."
"And what? Your first time would have been with a bitchy little cunt sent there by other bitchy cunts?"
"If I kept it up we would have f...had sex."
"No, she wouldn't have gone all the way. She came here as a sorority game, she had no intention of going all the way. You didn't miss out, Kyle." Julie wasn't totally convinced of that. Her brother was a good looking guy and if he had been confident and ready so to speak, the little slut might have gotten herself a fuck out of the deal.
"We'll never know I guess."
"So okay, she played a cruel trick on you and you're disappointed. You live you learn, so now you find some..."
"That's not the end of it." Kyle picked his phone up from the bed. "I got this text an hour after she left. It's a link to her sororities Facebook page."
"Oh, fuck," Julie took the phone and saw he'd already clicked the link for her.
"Went over Kyle Grant's house to have a little play date," Kyle spoke as Julie looked at the post. "Went for a swim then up to his room, started off hot, but then he couldn't keep little Kyle hard and started whining he was a virgin. Rumor's true girls, Kyle's a virgin! Now how about one of you go throw the poor boy a pity fuck, but make sure you bring your Viagra."
"You memorized it?"
"I read it twenty times and it had over a hundred likes and twenty comments last I looked."
"Well you're not going to look again." Julie went back to the text and deleted it. "And Miss Lindsay my English professor is part of the council of student affairs. I'm going to her with this. This is a personal attack and against the school's personal conduct. It's not only coming down but that bitch house is getting put in time out."
"Let it go, Jules."
"Bullshit! No one does this to my brother." Julie took his chin in her hand and lifted his head. "Look at me. This will be okay. It will blow over soon and you don't go to that school. No one seeing that knows you."
"She used my damn name."
"Kyle, its..."
"I don't even care that much about that! I care that again it didn't happen! Jesus, is it so hard to have sex? I mean I tried to do the right thing, wait, find a serious girl. That blew up on me now I do the sleazy thing and that blows up worse!"
He was yelling, but there were tears on his cheeks and Julie's heart went out to him.
"What can I do to help?"
"Nothing, I just don't get it, Julie. I think I'm an okay looking guy."
"You're better than that, Kyle. You're really cute."
"I'm a nice guy, I treat girls with respect. I get good grades, I work. I think I'm a good person. Why the hell can't I just have this one thing?"
"Okay, you're getting a little dramatic," Julie chided him. "You're eighteen, you have plenty of time and..."
"I'm just so frustrated, I was so close twice and this time I couldn't get it up. What if that happens again?"
"Big head controls the little head. You think like that it will happen. So just think..."
"It did happen, how can I not think of it? God, it was right there. I'm such a fucking loser."
Kyle put his head in his hands and his shoulders shook, He was no longer tearing up, but crying.
"Oh, Kyle, I'm sorry." Julie put her arms around him and her heart melted when he put his head on her shoulder like he had when they were little kids and he was upset. "I know this sucks in every way, but you'll get past it. You're a healthy and horny eighteen year old, like you said Miss Williams got you going, at that point you know it has to work!"
"Got a point there." Kyle laughed softly in between sniffling.
"And if you think your day was bad? At least you didn't get caught with your hand in the cookie jar by your little brother."
"Oh, yeah, sorry again."
"It's okay. If nothing else you know I'm feeling a little losery myself."
"But you've done it and you're hot. I'm hopeless."
"Kyle, look at me." She waited until he lifted his head. "You are everything you just said, cute, smart, respectful, and responsible and I'd add damn sweet and girls do love that. You're a great guy and an awesome little brother."
"Thanks, now I need a girl not my sister to think that."
"There's no losers in this family Kyle." She winked. "Only awesome people like me and you. Go to bed, get some sleep and put this shit behind you. It's going to happen, Kyle. Soon I promise."
"You're just saying that."
"Would you rather me say you're going to die an eighty year old virgin, you fucking loser?"
"Um, no."
"Tell you what, you keep thinking like that? I'll tell Miss Williams you think she's hot and you want to play cub to her cougar."
"Oh, that's..." he stopped and shrugged. "Who am I kidding, if she called I'd run right over."
"Kyle if you're worried about not getting it up? Seeing her naked would shrivel it up into your damn balls."
Kyle burst out laughing. "Okay, not that desperate yet."
"See you're laughing, you'll be fine." Julie rose from the bed and put her hand on his cheek. "Seriously, Kyle, you'll get past this."
"Thanks, you are the best big sister ever."
"Never forget that, you little shit." Julie told him as she walked out of his room.
She went back into hers and this time locking her door, stripped off the shirt and shorts and climbed back into bed. She had to get Kyle laid, but how? If she found a nice girl who might be interested, it would take time as they dated.
If she found a girl who was more casual with sex, there could be a repeat of today where he got nervous and they wouldn't have the patience to deal with him. At this point she found herself thinking of Mindy.
She'd just said today she'd screw Kyle if he weren't her brother. What if she gave her the go ahead? Mindy was a ball buster, but knew there was a time and place for it. If Julie told her what happened she would feel bad for Kyle.
Maybe bad enough that she would do her best friend the biggest favor ever and give Kyle what he needed? The problem was Kyle would then follow Mindy around like a damn puppy dog; he kind of did that now, it would be ten times worse if she fucked him.
He'd make a fool of himself and probably get Mindy to the point she'd get pissed off and tell him she only screwed him because Julie asked her to. Then again, Kyle was pretty bright and might think Julie put her up to it anyway.
Would he even care at this point?
"Wow," she mumbled. "Kyle was right, why is this complicated?"
She needed to get her brother laid, but without it turning into drama afterwards. Julie went to roll over and winced when something dug into her side. She pulled the I-pad out from under the sheet and went to put it on the nightstand.
When she hit it, the screen came up showing the image of the redhead riding her friend's father in the dark and the words "Guess Who" over the play now button.
"Damn," she whispered.
She stared at the still for a couple minutes her mind racing. It could work, it really could! Shutting the I-pad off she grabbed her cell phone and scrolled through until she found the number she was looking for.
"Hey, Julie, what's going on?"
"Hey, Keri, you have any plans tomorrow night?"
"I don't know I might go to the mall and catch a movie with Nicole."
"Nicole's around?"
"Yeah, her summer internship fell through so she's home until August, why?"
"My folks are away for the weekend and Mindy's coming over tomorrow. Nothing big, just hanging by the pool then get some take out and watch movies. She's going to spend the night and I was wondering if you wanted to come. Invite Nicole, I haven't seen her in months."
"Hey, that sounds great, count us in. She was going to spend the night at my house, we'll just come over there instead." She laughed. "Better keep Kyle's tongue in his mouth with us by the pool."
"He has to work during the day, won't be home until about nine and he'll go straight to bed. He won't be bugging us."
"Oh, he's okay, he's a not a pain, just likes to stare."
"Well, who wouldn't look at you sexy ladies?"
"Fine I'll spring for pizza." Keri laughed. "See you tomorrow."
Julie hung up and laying back on the pillow smiled. If Kyle thought she was awesome now what would he think if he found out she was behind him getting a super sexy surprise tomorrow night. He wouldn't know which girl it was and it would drive him nuts, but all that would really matter is he would get laid and be able to get the next girl on his own.



This was going to work out just fine. All she needed to do was convince Mindy.
Chapter Three
"Are you out of your fucking mind?" Mindy exclaimed, rising from the foot of the bed where she'd been sitting while Julie explained her idea to her.
"Shhh!" Kyle's still in his room getting ready for work." Julie remained sitting in the office chair in front of her desk.
"Let me get this straight. You want me to sneak into your brother's room tonight in the dark and fuck him without saying a damn word?"
"Yes, just like in the video I sent you the link to last night. You said it was hot."
"I think gangbang porn is hot, but damned if I'd take on the basketball team. Jesus, Julie I can't believe you'd ask me to do this."
"Mindy, I told you what happened with Kyle yesterday."
"You did, and it's awful and that girl and her friends need a damn ass whipping. Kyle's a nice kid he deserves better, but you're asking me to fuck him."
"He needs this Mindy. After yesterday went wrong he's more nervous than ever. There is no way he's going to ask a girl out right now and he sure as hell is going to be a wreck if he gets a chance to have sex."
"He'll be fine. This girl was a twat playing games. Most girls would be okay with his nerves. Honestly, I'd see it as a turn on."
"Then do it!"
"It would be a turn on if I were dating him, or even a onetime thing, but he's your brother."
"And you said before you'd be all over him if he wasn't."
"But he is." Mindy pointed out.
"I'm giving you permission to go for it."
"Permission? Do you hear yourself? I know I like to flirt and talk trash and I've been with a few more guys than you, but I'm not easy or slutty and this is just...wrong."
"I know it's a lot to ask, Mindy, but its perfect. Kyle will get laid and by someone I trust and know will never say anything, and he won't know who it is."
"What's the reason for that?" Mindy asked. "He has a thing for me, I don't think he'd mind if it was me."
"That's the reason. He loves looking at you and when he was younger you know he had a crush on you. He doesn't anymore, but if you had sex with him? Mindy, he'd be following you around like a puppy dog."
"True. I am addictive." Mindy ran her hands down over her breasts and then her thighs. "Who wouldn't want more of this?"
"Okay, miss humble." Julie rolled her eyes. "But seriously, he'd be a pain in your ass and would keep hounding you and he might say something, and other people would know."
"So this way he can't stalk his mystery lover." Mindy nodded. "Okay, I guess I get that part, but think about if this was the other way around. Hey, Julie, do me a favor, go fuck my dad, he's kind of depressed and could use a thrill."
"I know it sounds awful, but I'm trying to help him. He was so upset yesterday and this is only a few weeks after Heather broke his heart. He's getting more frustrated and worried and at this point it might not happen even if he gets a chance."
"What do you mean?" Mindy looked confused. "How could it not happen? Kid's so horny the crack of dawn can get him going. Only problem I'd see is him blasting off in twenty seconds."
"No, there's more than that." Julie debated whether she wanted to tell Mindy everything. She'd already told her more than Kyle would want her to know, but Mindy was tight lipped when she had to be.
"You keep this between us, okay?"
"I already promised not to repeat what you already told me." Mindy frowned. "Too bad because I'd love to smack that little bitch as much as you would."
"This is more embarrassing though. Kyle couldn't get it up."
"What? He's eighteen, a breeze should get him hard."
"He was, but then he got nervous and once it starts sinking you know the reaction is panic."
"That's what this is for." Mindy wagged her tongue lasciviously at her.
"Yeah, if she intended on fooling around with him, but she made fun of him the second it started and now on top of regular nerves he thinks it will happen again."
"Yeah, I overheard my parents talking about it once when I guess my dad was really stressed at work. He was worried, she said don't be she could be very persuasive." She shuddered. "What's heard cannot be unheard."
"Anyway that's why he needs to know he can do it and in a know pressure situation with someone who if it happens will be persuasive." She winked. "Like your mom."
"Ugh." Mindy sighed. "Let me think on this for a few minutes."
"Okay, but remember, Nicole and Keri will be there. That's three suspects he has to think about. It will be like that video he might think about all three of you, probably hope it was you, but will never know."
Mindy nodded and sitting back down on the bed put her elbows on her knees and rested her chin her hands. She closed her eyes and it took an effort for Julie to stay quiet and not keep pleading with her.
After what seemed like an eternity, she spoke.
"So on one side I have to admit, the video was hot, I liked the set up. I think doing it for real could be even hotter. It doing something sexy and kind of sleazy, but no one knowing it was you. Except for you of course."
"I could never tell, you know that. If Kyle ever found out I put you up to it, he'd be devastated."
"But a devasted man who knows what its like to have sex." Mindy told her. "You know he'll think you did this anyway. We're all your friends and he was crying to you last night."
"Crap."
"But I don't think that matters. Like you said, he's going to get a hot little treat and that's all he'll think about."
"Okay, so what's the rest of what you're thinking?"
"First off, I think he's going to think it's me no matter what. I tease him all the time."
"But he can't prove it."
"True. But the real problem is this is between us?"
"Of course."
"So your brother can't let it go and becomes a dweeb. He goes to Keri and asks if it was her or something like that. Now she knows someone did him and it wasn't her. Now she's asking questions."
"That's the big problem, Julie. He's a kid and he'll be excited and he's not going to leave it be. He's going to say something. If he comes to me, I deny it and its not that big of a deal, but Keri or Nicole are going to be like "Oh, really?"
"I'll cut that off before it starts." Julie put her hands up when Mindy started to protest. "You know Kyle tells me everything. He'll tell me about this, maybe like you said, even ask if I was behind it."
"I'll tell him that he can't talk about it because what most moron boys don't understand is if you talk about it? Girls will think twice about being with you, but if you're a man and keep it to yourself? You'll get more."
"But in this case no more."
"It's still a lesson. If I have to I'll stretch it and tell him maybe whoever did it wants to see if he'll say anything and might come back if he behaves."
"Lame." Mindy blew a raspberry.
"Please, Mindy? All the favors I've done for you, you can't do this?"
"You've covered for me with my folks and lent me your car and money and helped me out anytime I needed it." Mindy agreed. "But this is sex, Julie. And I haven't mentioned what is he sees me?"
"His room is pitch black and his light is by the door."
"He has a lamp."
"I'll unplug it on him. I'll slice the damn cord if I have to."
"What about Nicole and Keri?"
"You're going upstairs to go to the bathroom. Its not going to take that long, Mindy." She smirked. "Twenty seconds maybe."
"He has condoms?"
"You'll have to have it, you'd never find them in his drawer in the dark."
"Then again," Mindy gave her a sly smile. "He's a virgin so he can't have anything and I'm on the pill. Be kind of hot to ride him bareback."
"That's the spirit!"
"You know you're twisted right? Getting excited over your brother having sex?"
"You know we've always been close. I love the little shit and I want him to be happy." Julie rolled her eyes. "If you do this he'll have had sex one more time that I have the last three months."
"That's it." Mindy clapped her hands. "I do this, you go on a double date with me with a hot guy I've been talking to and his friend."
"Okay."
"He has his own place and if there's sparks? We're going back there you, little miss good girl, are just going to have fun that night and not play the he's not a boyfriend game."
"Fair enough," Julie replied without hesitation. "Telling Kyle he needs to just have fun right now was like talking me into it too. If I think he's worth it, I'll fuck him."
"Fuck him, listen to you, dirty girl."
"So operation Kyle is a go?" Julie asked hopefully.
"With your word you tell him to keep his damn mouth shut and you make sure he can't turn that lamp on."
"I promise to both. After Kyle comes home he showers right away. Give him an hour and say you have a bad headache. I'll say why don't you go upstairs and lie on my bed for a little while."
"Wait." Mindy put her hand up. "What if I go up there and he's still up with his light on?"
"Stay up there and keep checking."
"What of the shit stays up to who knows when?"
"He usually goes right to sleep." Julie insisted.
"And now I'm thinking what if he notices the lamp and fixes it or..."
"I'll take care of it," Julie interrupted her as an idea came to her. "I guarantee the lamp will be off and he'll be in bed in the dark exactly how you need him to be."
"Know what, Julie?" Mindy laughed. "At this point I'm not even going to ask how. I guess I'll just trust you."
"Don't worry about a thing." Julie assured her. "This is going to work out just fine."
Chapter Four
Julie sat on Kyle's bed and for the tenth time re-read the note she'd typed.
"Hey Kyle, you want a sexy little treat tonight? Make sure you're in bed an hour after you get home and you'll get one. I've been wanting to have some fun with you, but just some fun, I'm not looking for anything more than taking Julie's hot little brother for a test drive."
"But I need to keep this quiet and can't have you telling people or wanting more than just a fun little romp so you don't get to know who I am. If your lights on I won't come in and I took your lamp so you can't see me."
"I've been thinking about this all day and am wet and squirming in my chair while I type. I can't wait to feel you inside me. I know this is kind of weird, but just think of how hot it will be! If you think this is a joke then leave your light on and miss out, because trust me, you will be missing out."
See you-or should I saw feel you-later, baby."
"Wow, that's kind of stupid," Julie grumbled. But it was her sixth try and the best she could do. They didn't cover writing sex notes to your brother in English class.
Julie folded the letter and put it in a plain white envelope that she placed on his pillow. As an added touch after she'd written it, she'd coated her lips in hot pink and kissed it, leaving a perfect imprint of her lips on it for him.
Julie got off the bed and saw it was quarter to ten, Kyle would be home in a half hour. Her stomach was in knots, but she told herself it would work out. Mindy genuinely liked Kyle. Not in a romantic or even sexual way, but as a person.
She'd take good care of him and if his nerves acted up, Julie had no doubt Mindy would 'be persuasive'. She dwelt on Mindy telling her she was twisted. She'd been laughing when she said it, but Julie did feel a little odd at how casually she could think of her best friend possibly sucking her brother's dick. Let alone screwing him.
But it would make him happy. Not just tonight, but once he broke the ice she had no doubt he'd now have the confidence he needed to approach girls and have no worries about sex. She wasn't doing this to be a weird little pervert, but for her heartbroken, cruelly pranked brother.
Julie heard loud laughter downstairs and smiled. After talking to Mindy, she'd decided to give Kyle more food for thought and had called her friend Tracy and invited her and a friend who'd come to visit her from out of town over for the night.
There was now five possibilities for Kyle to consider. Julie imagined his mind racing. All five girls were pretty and different looking. From Keri's red hair and green yes and freckles, to Tracy's pink and blue streaked hair. Nicole was a tall thin ebony beauty and Tracy's friend a petite Asian girl.
The five of them in a row would be like a stupid, but funny line she'd heard from a porn "taste the rainbow." Kyle's imagination would have plenty to work with that was for damn sure. The only thing that might stand out to him is Tracy's friend Kim and Nicole had short hair a couple of the girls weren't too big on top.
Okay, she took a deep breath, stop creating problems. She couldn't cover everything, plus Kyle would be so excited odds are he wouldn't notice nearly as much as she was worrying about. Julie left his room and went into her room stripped out the sundress she'd worn to take the ride with Nicole to buy Pizza and wings.
She stripped off her bra, but left her panties on beneath the simple pink night shirt she donned. Julie went downstairs where the girls were all sprawled out on the floor amid a pile of couch cushions and the extra pillows from the closet upstairs.
Julie noticed Mindy was missing, but figured she'd just run to the bathroom or kitchen. She began to sit down between Nicole and Tracy to watch the beginning of their pitch perfect marathon. Twenty minutes into it, Kyle came home.
Julie grinned at the look on his face when he walked in to find five pretty girls in shorts and night shirts on the floor. All of whom gave him a big wave and laughing because as usual he wasn't subtle about looking at them and when Keri told him she liked his beard he turned fire engine red.
After a couple of minutes of him embarrassing himself trying to talk to the girls, Julie caught his attention and pointed upstairs. With a nod and wave to the girls he left the living room. A couple minutes later she heard footsteps over her head as he went down the hall into the bathroom.
Julie remained on the floor trying to focus on the movie, but her eyes kept darting to the time. Ten minutes before she was due to go upstairs Mindy got up and went to the bathroom. When she came back, she tapped Julie on the shoulder.
"I need to talk to you."
Julie grinned thinking this was part of the plan. Mindy would head upstairs and Julie would tell the others she didn't feel good and went to lie down in peace and quiet for a little bit. She frowned when Mindy led her into her father's den and closed the door as soon as Julie came in behind her.
"Julie, we have a problem."
"What?"
"I can't do this tonight."
"No." Julie shook her head. "You can't back out on me now I..."
"I just got my period."
"Are you kidding me?" Julie slapped her forehead. "I thought we were always around the same date, I'm not due for two weeks."
"The new pill I'm on is messing with me." Mindy put her hand on shoulder. "I'm sorry Julie, but I can't."
"How heavy is..."
"Oh, for Christ's sake you want your brother to earn his red wings first time out? He'll put the light on and have a panic attack." Mindy rolled her eyes. "I know this sucks, but give it up, Julie it can't happen."
"Right, I'm sorry." Julie sat down in her father's recliner and put her head in her hands. "This is so bad."
"Listen," Mindy knelt down in front of her. "We wait a week and do the same thing. Ask your folks if you can have a few friends over. They'll probably let you and..."
"With my parents' home?" Julie shook her head. "That's talking way too big of a chance."
"We'll figure it out and its not like he was expecting anything."
"That's why this is so bad." Julie rubbed her now throbbing temples. "To make sure he would have the light off and not miss out I left him a note."
"Oh, shit, Julie! You let him know what's going to happen?"
"I didn't want to, but you were right. This would be the night the dope would decide to stay up to all hours playing Fortnight or whatever dumb game he's into. Once you agreed I figured nothing else could go wrong."
"I didn't plan this." Mindy sighed.
"I know, its not your fault, but now? He's going to lay there waiting for something that's not going to happen then when nothing does it's another mean prank for the second day in a row."
"Then he's going to think one of us is a bitch." Mindy shrugged. "Sucks, but what else can you do?"
"Nothing, but he's going to be as upset as he was last night. This will be his third screw over in the last month. Poor kid was in tears last night."
"You're making me feel worse."
"Not trying to, but it's the truth."
"What about Nicole? From what I gather she's a party girl. I've heard some pretty wild stories."
"You're the only one I could trust to never tell anyone."
"There's nothing you can do, Julie." Mindy rose from the floor and gave her a quick hug. "You meant well. Wish my sister was half as nice to me as you are to Kyle. He's lucky to have you."
"Yeah because he doesn't know I just toyed with his damn feelings."
"And he never will. Just like he'd never know who had sex with him, he'll never know who left the note. Just hope he doesn't think I'd be that mean."
"He doesn't know Nicole or Kim; he'll probably think it was them."
"I'm going to head back in to living room. You coming?"
"In a couple minutes, I just need a few minutes.
"Don't beat yourself up over this, Julie. You did everything you could."
Julie forced a smile, but when Mindy left the room, she swore, "fuck", and slapped her palm on the table next to her.
"Ow." She winced, rubbing her palm.
She couldn't believe Kyle was going to let down again and this was squarely on her. Mindy was right, he wouldn't know, but she would. She sat back in the chair, her mind spinning. There was an adult dating site Keri had showed her one time and they'd spent time on it making fun of the guys ads
There were a lot of escorts on there, most of them local coeds, usually advertising rates of a hundred and fifty for an hour. Maybe she could do that. Call one and have her meet her around back and sneak her upstairs and...
No, she couldn't do that. To risky and who was to say they'd do as she asked? If she got a snotty one they might come out and say "This is from your sister." Besides, a hooker? Mindy was right, she needed to let this go, nothing she could do.
Or was there? Julie went back to Mindy saying he'd never know who left the note. He'd never know for sure who had sex with him if it had worked.
He'd never know who it was he could only guess and the one person he would never suspect would be his sister.
"That's because that would be so wrong it's not even funny," Julie whispered. Where the hell had that crazy thought come from?
Because another thing wrong was Kyle suffering another disappointment. She could imagine him lying there wide awake, waiting for that door to open. He'd be happy, excited, a little nervous, but anticipating that 'sexy treat' promised to him in a note written by his well-meaning sister.
As it grew later his excitement would change more to nerves. Was it going to happen again? Was someone else playing a nasty trick on him? Eventually he would realize no one was coming and knowing her brother, who'd always been kind of sensitive, he'd lay their crying in the dark.
This time it would be her fault. This was her idea and it had blown up on her. If only she hadn't left the damn note or Mindy had found out her bad news an hour sooner. But what was done was done. Kyle was going to be crushed again and it was all on her. He wouldn't know that, but she would.
He wouldn't know. Again, the words triggered the taboo thought of Julie doing it herself. He wouldn't see her, he wouldn't hear her, and he'd never think it was her. He'd never think it because it was sick!



Or was it? Julie wouldn't be doing it because she lusted for him, or had any unnatural feelings for him. She'd be doing it because she loved him and wanted to help him through a tough time. Her mind continued down the bizarre path as if one part of her were talking the sane part of her into it.
Who better to do this for him? Mindy was doing it a favor to her and a sleazy little thrill. If Kyle got too nervous, who's to say Mindy would be as patient as she said she'd be? Maybe she'd get aggravated and leave in the middle of it, or have a what the fuck am I doing moment and back out in the beginning?
If Julie decided to do it, she'd be as patient as she needed to be and if he had a problem like yesterday she'd...what? Suck her brother's cock? The voice of sanity returned. Suck his cock, get up on top and ride him? Let her brother cum inside her?
It was crazy, twisted, wrong, sick...
But who would know? No one, except Julie. Even Kyle would never know. He'd think it was one of the five cute girls downstairs and it might drive him crazy, but he'd eventually settle for it being a hot time and move on, and that's what this was about, getting her brother to be able to move on with girls.
This wasn't sick, it was love and sacrifice for her brother who she knew would do anything for her. Would he fuck you? Her fading conscious asked. That was followed by the uneasy thought he'd admitted he'd been staring at her lately.
But he would never do anything with her, at least not knowingly, so what did that matter. Julie looked over on her father's end table and reached into the dish he always threw his change in. She fished out a quarter and closed her eyes.
Heads, she'd listen to reason and let tonight runs its course and just try to comfort him tomorrow if he came to her about the mean joke one of her friends played. Tails, he'd be getting a piece of tail, his sister's tail.
She balanced the coin on her bent thumb and flicked it into the air. Julie caught it in her palm and flipping her hand over, slapped the coin down into the back of her other hand. She took a deep breath and lifted her hand to look at the coin.
It was her little brother's lucky night.
Chapter Five
Julie sat on the floor next to Mindy, her back against the couch. She watched the clock on the DVR beneath the TV tick off the minutes, her heart beating faster and her stomach tight with nerves. The clock hit eleven fifteen and her phone rang next to her.
She'd reset her phone's alarm to sound like her ringtone and picking it up, she quickly thumbed the alarm off as she brought the phone to her ear.
"Hey mom, you're calling late? Everything okay?" She felt like an idiot talking to herself, but needed an excuse to go upstairs. "Where is it? Okay, I'll call you right back."
Julie stood up and carefully stepped over the already sleeping Nicole where she lay sprawled out on her stomach.
"I'll be back in a couple minutes. My mom needs me to look something up on her computer."
"This late?" Mindy asked.
"They just got in from a day cruise and can't find her reservations for tomorrow's trip. I have to e-mail them to her."
Julie was impressed with not just how easily she lied to her best friend, but how casual she sounded considering what she was about to do. She went upstairs, taking a quick peek behind her to see the girls either sleeping or focusing on the movie.
Julie shut the hallway light off so if Kyle was awake and padded down the hallway, her bare feet silent on wooden floor. She shut the hallway light off in case he was awake and watching the door so he wouldn't see her come in. When she reached his door, she hesitated, trying to slow down her mind and calm her nerves. She was about to fuck Kyle.
"You can do this," she whispered. "It's not sick, it's helping my brother."
Julie gripped the knob and as she had last night turned it as slowly as she could and eased the door open just enough for her to slip in. She closed it just as silently and stood just inside his room.
Like the other night it was so dark she couldn't even see his bed. She put her hand out, finding the top of his bureau. Her heart pounding and her mouth dry from nerves, she pulled her nightshirt off and placed it on top of the bureau she could easily find it.
As usual the ac was blasting and her nipples instantly became hard. Well, at least he'll think I'm excited, she thought. She hooked her fingers into the sides of her panties and feeling as if she were at the point of no return pushed them down and placed them on top of her shirt.
She was standing completely naked in her brother's room.
Julie walked slowly forward, her hand out in front of her feeling for his bed. When she felt the edge of his mattress she closed her eyes. She placed her hand flat on the bed and slid it to the left until she felt the edge of his headboard.
Now knowing exactly where she was she closed her eyes. If she went any further there would be no turning back so it was now or never. Julie knew if she remained still much longer she'd lose her nerve so reached out, trying to find her brother in the dark.
She jumped when her hand touched his bare chest and she heard him gasp. She rubbed her hand across his chest, touching him and telling herself she could do this; just imagine him as a guy she was interested in.
"You came." Kyle spoke into the darkness. "It wasn't a joke."
His words told her she'd done the right thing as he'd already been thinking he was being toyed with.
"This..." Before he could finish, she moved her hand upwards, over his chin and put her finger to his lips.
"Shhh," Julie climbed onto the bed, kneeling so that her knees were against his side. Removing her hand from his lips, she placed it back on his chest and slid it down until she found the edge of his sheet.
She lifted it and tossed it backwards and he gasped again when her hand was now on stomach and moving further south. Julie could feel her fingers trembling and wondered if he noticed. She placed her other hand on the side of his face and after caressing his cheek, slid her fingers through his hair.
Kyle didn't speak, but his breathing became heavier, especially when her fingers encountered his pubic hair. She felt something brush the edge of her hand and when she realized it was his cock, she had to force herself not to move.
Julie was as nervous as he was and needed to relax. She went back to trying to think of Kyle as a guy she was seducing, but she'd never really seduced anyone. Kyle's hand brushed against her stomach and again she had to make an effort not to flinch.
She had to make this real. If she were a girl sneaking up here for a naughty little fuck, she wouldn't be shy and wouldn't move slowly. Julie could only stay up here so long before Mindy might get nosy and wander up.
She thought back to the video that inspired this bizarre situation. She thought about how hot it was and how many times she'd gotten off to it. The whole idea of anonymous sex where you could do something dirty and no one knew it was you.
Kyle's hand sliding up her stomach and grazing the lower portion of her breast, brought her back to reality. Keeping the idea of the movie in her head, along with the desire to make this real and enjoyable for her brother, Julie took the plunge.
Grabbing his wrist, she brought his hand up over her breast and pressed it against her firm flesh. Kyle released a sharp breath as he fondled her breast and hers hissed between her teeth when his palm slid over her hard nipple.
Using her hand on his cheek to guide her, Julie leaned over and kissed him. Just like when she swam or tried anything new, Julie didn't move in slowly, but dove in. Her kiss was a real on; her lips pressing firmly to his.
Kyle moaned into her mouth and he found her other breast in the dark. He squeezed them hard in his excitement, but Julie didn't protest, instead she released a moan of her own that was more for him, than actual pleasure.
Try as she might to put herself in the video in her mind, she couldn't forget this was her brother. Her brother, whose fingers were now on her nipples, tentatively caressing them. Kyle had returned her kiss nervously at first, but as she worked her lips across his, he grew more confident.
He grunted in surprise when she pushed her tongue into his mouth then moaned loudly when Julie took the plunge and grabbed his cock. She kept her mind on the fantasy of this being any guy but her brother as she squeezed his semi hard cock in her hand.
Sticky precum flowed across the back of her hand and Kyle's whimper into their kiss sent a real thrill through her. She pumped his cock in her hand, jerking him off while darting her tongue playfully around his mouth.
In his excitement he pinched her nipples and she released a sharp yip into their kiss.
"Sorry," he whispered. "Just kind of...."
"Shhh!" She shushed him and then elicited another moan from him when she released his cock to slide her hand down and rub his balls.
Her brother's balls were tight and swollen and she found herself thinking about how pent up he was and how good his first orgasm not delivered to him by his hand. Her hand returned to his cock which had swelled in size and was now much harder.
Damn, there was nothing little about her little brother, she thought as she fingers barely touched around his shaft. She squeezed him just under his head and was rewarded with another whimper and more pre cum leaking over her fingers.
Julie rubbed it across his sensitive head, making his hips jerk, then stroked him faster, the slick precum now allowing her hand to glide more smoothly along his hard flesh.
"That feels so good," he moaned.
Hearing his voice brought reality crashing back down to her. She needed to not hear him to keep herself going. Rising higher on her knees, she lowered herself over him and pushed her left breast into his mouth.
He released a muffled groan around her tit and Julie heard a soft one escape her own lips as he eagerly sucked on her swollen nipple. Julie slowed her stroking, letting him enjoy the sensation, but being careful not to get him to aroused. If he shot off in her hand, there was no way she was going to stick around for him to recover enough for sex.
Julie's breathing was getting heavier and she could no longer deny that his tongue on her nipple didn't feel good. As shameful as it was to think, his cock felt damn good in her hand and he was bigger than Nick, that was for damn sure.
She moved to the side, offering him her other nipple. Growing bolder and getting more into it than she imagined she would be, she grabbed his wrist. Easing her legs open she pulled his hand between her thighs.
"Oh, damn," he whispered around her nipple when he encountered the soft folds of her pussy. His fingers wiggled awkwardly against her, and finding his wrist once more, she moved his hand back and forth, working his fingers along her surprisingly wet slit.
Kyle grew more confident, keeping his fingers still and now stroking her more firmly, his fingers sliding through her moist lips. She gasped and her hips rocked when his fingers glided over her clit and squeezing his wrist harder, she held his hand still.
He moved his fingers, stroking her clit and she couldn't stifle a soft moan of pleasure. Kyle moved his hand and she let him to see what he would do. His fingers slid through her lips and then pushed up against her.
She grunted in discomfort, then figured out he was trying to put a finger inside her. That idea gave her another brief moment of how the hell could she be doing this? She quickly shook it off and once again held his hand still and moved just enough to press the tips of his fingers inside her.
A sharp breath exploded from her when he pushed harder than she expected, shoving two fingers deep into her. Kyle mumbled something around her nipple, but she didn't pay any attention to him.
Instead she was busy rocking her hips and working her brother's long fingers around in her embarrassingly wet pussy. Just as this would be Kyle's first non self induced orgasm, Julie hadn't had anything other than her toy inside her since Spring Break, and his fingers felt better than she really wanted to admit.
She switched breasts again, letting him go back to working her left nipple while moving her hand across his. She captured his thumb and placed it on her clit. She had to slap her free hand over her mouth to cover up the loud "Oh!" she emitted when he rubbed her aching and neglected pink nub.
She moved his thumb in a circular motion, showing him how to do it. Unbidden in her mind, she heard her mother complimenting her when her and Kyle were young and she helped him learn how to ride a bike. "Look at you being a good big sister and showing your brother how it's done."
Julie shook it off and went back to wiggling her hips in slow circles, moving his fingers inside her and helping his thumb on her clit. Despite the AC she was flushed and could feel a drop of sweat sliding down her back.
Kyle was playing with her right nipple while sucking her left and already seemed so much more confident, than he had minutes ago. Look at you, go, Julie, she thought sarcastically. You're making your brother into a man.
But if she didn't stop playing with his cock and do what she came to do, his 'manhood' was going to end up all over her hand and his stomach. Julie sat back, easing her breasts from his mouth and pushing on his hand removed his fingers from inside her.
Putting her hands on his chest, she swung her leg over his hips so she was straddling him. Reaching between her legs she grabbed his cock and rubbed his head through er wet lips, causing him to groan and a shiver of anticipation to run through her.
She pressed the spongy head of his cock against her, ready to ease him into her when he shocked her by grabbing her hand and pulling it from his cock.
"I have to get a condom," he told her. "They're in my drawer."
Julie leaned over so she was close to his ear. "Uh-huh." She kept the sound in her throat, so he couldn't hear her actual voice.
"I have to, you know, just in case."
Julie didn't want him to take the time to fumble around for one, but recalled this had to play the part. Besides, she had herself to blame, she was the one that told him to use one no matter what. Julie leaned back and heard him open the drawer and fumble around in it.
He turned slightly beneath her to reach further into the drawer and she teased her nails along his chest to keep the mood going.
"Come, on," he muttered. "I know I have them."
Talk about a mood killer, Julie rolled her eyes.
"O...okay, g...got one." That was the first time she'd heard him stammer and she felt the first twinges of something not being right as she could make out him fumbling with it, tearing at the package.
Losing patience, and needing to get her ass back downstairs. She found his hand in the dark and pulled the condom from him. She deftly removed it from the wrapper and raising up higher on her knees reached between her legs with both hands to grab his cock and slide the condom on.
When she found his cock she discovered he was barely semi hard. She hesitated and he whispered. "Sorry, I'm a little nervous I...its my first time."
"Shhh!" She put a little more force into it than she meant, but due more to the frustration of him being right there, then giving himself time to worry.
She pumped his cock and unlike before did so rapidly. She once again got some of his precum on her hand, getting his shaft slick for her palm. Kyle groaned and squirmed under her, but to her dismay he remained semi hard.
"I'm sorry...I..." Kyle stuttered. "Just nervous, please don't stop."
"Shhh!" She hissed again and stroked him even harder with no result. Jesus, now what?
"Just forget it," Kyle sighed beneath her. "I'm sorry I fucked this up. " He paused then continued in a barely audible whisper that was full of frustration. "Please don't tell anyone. Please?"
Oh, the hell with this! Julie flipped the condom off the bed and sliding a couple of feet down the bed, bent over and took his soft cock into her mouth.
"Oh my god!" Kyle gasped as she squeezed the base of his cock to keep him up enough to bob her head up and down his shaft.
The pain in his voice had reminded her of she was doing this and if she were willing to have her brother's cock insider her then was blowing him that big of a deal? She went at him like a cock hungry porn star, noisily sucking and slurping on his now swelling cock.
She stopped sucking long enough to spit on his cock and do it loud enough he knew what she was doing to give him an extra dirty thrill. She pumped his cock, getting it wet and sloppy with her spit then resumed sucking with all her skill.
She swirled her tongue around his shaft as she kept her lips pressed tightly around it.
"Oh, fuck." Kyle groaned and his hands found her hair, his fingers running through it.
"Hmm-mm!" She encouraged him and then moaned around him as she sucked showing him how much she was enjoying it.
She was enjoying it. Enjoying making her sad brother feel good and loving the feeling of control it gave her knowing he was lying there overwhelmed by her skill as a lover. She opened wide and with a loud gagging sound, she forced his sizable cock down her throat until she had her lips wrapped around the base of his shaft.
"Fuck!" Kyle groaned as she deep throated him.
Julie held him there for a moment, slipping her tongue out to lick his balls and really show off. Damn she didn't realize how much she'd missed sucking cock. She shook her head back and forth, working the head of his cock around her mouth and he moaned, his fingers clutching her hair.
Julie caught herself getting carried away. Shaking her head like that was her favorite 'finishing move' while giving head, and she wasn't supposed to be finishing him. But she had accomplished her goal as her brother was now hard as a damn rock in her mouth.
That's right little brother, she thought while releasing his cock with a sloppy wet sucking sound, spit drooling down her chin. "Your big sister isn't taking no for an answer."
Julie slid back up the bed and before he could stop her, grabbed his cock, and sat down hard on it. She lost control and cried out at having his long thick cock driven inside her. Fortunately, she doubted Kyle heard her over his own gasp of, "Holy shit!"
Julie remained still for a moment, allowing her pussy spread around her brother's throbbing cock. She rocked her hips, sliding gently back and forth on his lap. Kyle was moaning and whimpering to the point she was glad this wasn't Mindy because she'd be rolling her eyes and maybe even laughing at him.
Then again, she wasn't sure any girl could laugh with this inside her. Julie was now sure Kyle was the biggest she'd had and felt a twinge of shame at how much she was reveling in the sensation of her pussy being so...full.
She moved her hips faster and her breathing became heavy sighs as she worked him inside her. Kyle's grabbed her hips, squeezing as she moved even faster. Taking his wrists, Julie put his hands on her breasts, holding them there as she switched to bouncing up and down.
When he fondled her breasts and rubbed her nipples, she braced her hands on his chest and bounced up and down, she released a sharp yip each time she drove down on her brother's cock and released a loud gasp when Kyle surprised her but sliding his right hand from her breast, down her stomach and between her legs.
He placed his hand just over her mound and when his thumb stroked her clit he pussy contracted around his cock, making him groan. He kept his thumb moving as Julie pushed harder on his chest, now riding him faster and harder.



He was still playing with her left nipple and bringing her left hand up she pinched her right. She felt flushed and now sweating in the cool air. Her thighs tightened around Kyle and she worked her hips in circles, making him gasp.
But his thumb kept moving and Julie's pussy was now quivering around his cock as she ride him. Julie rolled her nipple between her fingers and when her thighs began to tremble it dawned on her what was about to happen.
She was going to cum on her brother's cock.
If he lasted because Kyle was moaning louder and his breathing was now as heavy as hers. She wanted to tell him to hold on, that she needed just a little more, but couldn't talk. She slowed her bouncing on his cock but whimpered when she felt her impending orgasm start to recede.
She sped back up hoping she could beat him to the finish line. Considering how much she'd played with him and the way she'd sucked him, she was amazed he hadn't cum yet. Julie realized she was being selfish, this was for him, but here she was trying to cum before he did.
It hit here that maybe he hadn't lasted as long as she thought, but she was on a damn hair trigger to from going without.
"Oh, shit," Kyle moaned in the dark below her. She felt him trembling beneath her and knew he was ready to pop. But so was she, and at this point she wanted it far more than she ever thought she would.
She'd entered his room thinking this would be a selfless act of love and here she was enjoying him as if he were just some guy she was fucking and not the one boy she should never even think of fucking.
"Oh, oh," Kyle was groaning each time she impaled herself on his now twitching cock.
Julie would have been making similar noises if she weren't sucking on her lower lips and straining to hold them back. Her fingers curled so hard into his chest he grunted in pain when her nails dug into him.
Julie was right there and twisting her nipple she could no longer hold back and bucked her hips wildly up and down on her prone brother. Whether he sensed she was getting close or it was an excited reaction to her now riding him like a porn star this whole thing made her feel like, he pushed his thumb harder into her clit.
That and another even harder twist of her nipple sent her over the edge.
"Hmmmmmm!" Julie squealed behind her lips and when she didn't think she could hold back anymore she was forced to release her nipples and slap her hand over her mouth. She yelped into her palm as her pussy convulsed around Kyle's cock while she still worked her hips relentlessly.
"Oh, god, I'm going to cum!" Kyle sounded panicked and she knew he was worried about going off inside her, but Julie was still in the throes of the strongest orgasm she could remember and not about to cut it short.
She continued to pound her pussy onto her brother's helpless cock, her contracting flesh making it harder for him to hold back as the force of her climax tore through her.
"Oh God! Oh, God!" Kyle sounded like, well like someone who was coming for the first time during sex, and the next time Julie slammed down onto him, he let loose with a long slow sexy moan that added fuel to her already raging fire.
"Yes," Kyle cried out, finally sounding excited and not scared.
Julie squealed into her palm as her brother's cock twitched inside her and sent a stream of hot cum deep inside her. The last tremors of her orgasm flowing through her, she now slowly worked his cock.
Kyle whimpered and squirmed beneath her as his pulsing cock painted the walls of his sister's quivering flesh with several hard spurts. She contracted around him, milking the cum from him and the soft moan that accompanied each spurt made her smile in the darkness.
When he had no more left and was now gasping and jerking his hips as she worked his now over sensitized head around inside her sloppy cum filled twat. She leaned over, finding the head board with her hands and leaned over, breathing hard, her heart still racing.
"Goddamn, that was amazing." Kyle put his arms around her waist. "Can I kiss you one more time?"
My god, he was so sweet. She'd just sucked and fucked him like a wildcat and no nasty remarks, no dirty comments, he wanted to give her a kiss.
Julie lowered herself down to him, now resting her forearms on either side of him and kissed him. This time the kiss was much softer and she loved the soft sigh he released into her mouth. She meant for a quick peck, but found herself keeping the slow sensual kiss going.
Kyle groaned as his cock softened inside her and when she lifted her hips to ease him from her some of his cum oozed out and down her inner thighs.
"Thank you," he whispered. "Thank you so much."
Julie kissed him again, this time just the quick peck she planned and swung her leg back over him, trying to ignore the idea it was her brother's cum sliding further down her leg.
"Who are you?" He caught her wrist. "I won't tell, I promise. Who..."
"Shhh," she hushed him softly and put her finger briefly to her lips as she had when she came in.
Julie got off the bed and made her way back to the bureau cum flowing further down her left leg. Fumbling around she found her panties and quickly slipped them on, gingerly tugging them up to her dripping pussy.
She donned her shirt as fast as she could, and double checking that the hall light was still off, slipped out of his room. Closing the door behind her, Julie went down the dark hallway and into her room.
She pulled the now soiled panties off and after using them to wipe cum from her thighs, shoved them under the other clothes in her hamper. She pulled on a clean pair and sat down at her desk, turning her fan on and putting her sweaty face directly in front of it.
"Holy, shit, I did it," she said aloud.
She slumped back in her chair. Yeah, she'd done it alright; she'd had sex with her brother. Julie thought on it for a couple minutes to get it over with so she'd be able to seem like nothing was wrong when she went back downstairs.
She decided she had no regrets. As twisted and extreme as it was Kyle's sweet thank you was more than worth it. That and how good he must feel right now. Laying there in his bed, his cock glistening from his lover's pussy, and some of his cum on his cock; he'd be a sexy hot mess.
Kyle would be smiling ear to ear and he'd replay the scene over and over until he was finally able to go to sleep. Tomorrow he would wake up feeling as if it were a dream, but knowing it wasn't. He'd go downstairs, check out the girls and have fun wondering who it was.
Julie was banking on him coming to her first so she could tell him to never say anything. Nope, no regrets, she'd done a good thing for her brother. Rising from the chair and leaving her room, there was one thing that disturbed her.
It wasn't the fact she'd gone through with it and had sex with her brother.
It was how much she'd enjoyed it.
Chapter Six
Julie's head jerk up at the sound of a loud thumping. She lifted her head from the throw pillow and sat up from where she'd fallen asleep lying between Mindy and Keri. She turned her head to follow the noise and saw Kyle pounding down the stairs.
He was in his running gear and grabbing the railing at the bottom, vaulted over it, to landing with a loud bang that caused the other girls to stir around her.
"Morning, ladies!" Kyle flashed an ear to ear smile as he walked through the living room to get to the kitchen.
"Have some respect, jerk," Mindy sat up next to Julie, brushing her blonde hair from her face. "People are trying to sleep."
"Good morning to you too, Mindy." Kyle stopped and looked down at her and the smile he directed at Mindy told Julie she better get her ass in the kitchen and have that talk with him. "You have sweet dreams?" He added with a wink.
Mindy gave him and odd stare, and when she looked at Julie she raised her eyebrows. Shit! Mindy knew exactly why he was in such a good mood. Now she was going to have to use the lie she came up with last night, just in case Kyle said anything.
"Julie, tell your dumb ass brother, to get lost." Nicole spoke from where she lay on her side, not bothering to turn around and face them. "It's early."
"Kyle, get your ass in the kitchen." Julie pointed.
"Come with me, I need to talk to you."
At least that worked out perfectly, she'd planned on following him anyway. This way she wouldn't have to fish, he was going to tell her about last night.
"Go with him, Julie," Keri mumbled. "Because I'm ready to smack him."
Julie rose, but before she could step away, Mindy caught her wrist. "You have some explaining to do, girlie," she whispered.
Julie nodded and stepping around Mindy, followed Kyle into the kitchen.
"What's got into you?" She asked, as if she didn't know.
"Out here, so know one hears us." Kyle slid open the glass door to the deck and gestured for her to go first.
She walked past him and when he closed the door behind them, he turned and laughed.
"Its not what's got into me, but who I got in to."
"What's that mean?" She did her best to look confused. "You're acting weird even for you."
"Oh, come on, you telling me you weren't in on this?"
"On what?" She put her hands out. "Kyle, I have a room full of friends in the living room. Me being out here is rude."
"Bullshit, they're all sleeping. Now answer me, and be honest. Did you set last night up?"
"My movie marathon sleepover?" She rolled her eyes. "Duh."
"Seriously, if you did this for me, I'm not mad." The huge smile returned. "Because it was fucking awesome!"
"Shhh!" She pointed to her left. "Lower your voice and watch your mouth. Miss Thompkins has tea on her deck every morning."
"Oh, sorry." Kyle frowned at her and gave her an odd look.
"What's wrong?"
"Oh, nothing." He shrugged and the smile returned. "Just a stupid thought."
"I'm sure it has plenty of company," she quipped. "Now what the hell happened that you think I know something about?"
"Sis, we never lie to each other, right?"
"Right." At least not until his next question.
"Honestly, did you know anything about this?" He reached into his pocket and produced the envelope, with her pink lipstick still un-smeared on the front.
"What's this?" She took it in her hand and was relieved to see it wasn't trembling.
"Read it."
Julie took the note from the envelope and pretended to read the note she'd written last night.
"Whoa," she said, keeping her eyes on the letter.
"Whoa is right," he laughed.
"Wait a minute." Julie made sure she had the proper look of surprise on her face when she looked up from the note. "Are you telling me this happened last night?"
"Damn straight it did!" Kyle clapped his hands, then surprised her with a huge bear hug, lifting her off her feet.1 "I did it last night, sis! I'm not a virgin anymore!"
He gave her a kiss on the cheek and put her down. "So if you set this up? Trust me I am not mad at all! Shit, if anything it shows me how much my big sister is willing to do for me."
Oh, little brother, you have no idea, how much I've done for you. Julie stared at the huge smile on his face, a classic Kyle smile that touched his eyes. His entire face seemed lit up in joy and it reaffirmed her feeling last night that she would have no regrets.
"Kyle, I had no idea about this, seriously," she was both amazed and a bit ashamed at how easily she lied to him. But she had to; there was no way he could ever learn the truth.
"Wow, I thought you felt bad for me and set me up with a pity fuck," he grinned. "But I wouldn't care because it was friggin amazing!"
"Yeah?"
"So damn hot! Whoever it was she knew what she was doing and she felt so damn good."
"Glad to hear it," Julie was caught between being curious to hear more about what he thought about her, and uncomfortable because it was her. "You didn't see anything? Nothing that would give you a hint who it was?"
"Long hair, but all your friends' hair is kind of long, but I couldn't see a damn thing. I had to find my way around, if you know what I mean."
"Not a sound?"
"She didn't say one word. She made some hot little noises during it, but it's not like I've heard any of your friends moan."
"A total mystery." Julie nodded. "Kind of a sexy."
"Very, and let me tell you, Jules, this girl could suck! My God, I...."
"TMI!" Julie put her hands over her ears. "I don't need the blow by blow."
"Oh, she blew," he laughed. "Like a porn star."
"Because you have so much to compare her to?" She raised one eyebrow.
"Ouch." He winced. "But that'll change because after last night, I know what it's like and know I'm okay at it."
"Good to hear."
"And a girl wanted me bad enough to do that so I guess I look okay."
"Told you, you do."
"Yeah, but you're my sister, you don't count. It would be like kissing you and saying hey, I made out with a girl."
"Yeah." Julie nodded wondering if he knew the truth would he think sex didn't count.
"So, okay," Kyle's smile turned sly. "I kept saying no idea, but it had to be Mindy."
"Why do you say that?"
"She's always teasing and flirting and she knows I had a thing for her."
"No." Julie shook her head. "Mindy's come right out and told me she thinks you're hot, but would never because you're my brother and she's my best friend."
"That's why she did it behind your back and so I wouldn't know."
"Kyle, Mindy's more than a little stuck on herself. If she wanted to screw you, she would want you to see it happening."
"She's also kind of dirty, at least that's how she talks. She'd get off on something sneaky like that."
"Well, you'll never know." Julie shrugged.
"I think I'm going to ask her." Kyle nodded. "I'm sure it was her and..."
"No, you won't!" Julie snapped forcefully enough to make him flinch.
"Wow, what's with the tone, sis?"
"Okay, now that you've finally gotten some, let's have a chat about the difference between a man and a boy and getting more or making girls not want to be with you."
"Yeah, sure, you know I respect what you think."
"When a girl has sex with you, she's giving you something."
"I'll say." He smirked.
"Don't be an asshole, Kyle. Act like a frat boy with girls and I'll kick your ass myself," Julie warned him."
"Sorry, I'm just in a great mood."
"Fine, but keep it to jokes, not acting like that. What the girl is giving you is trust. Trust you'll be good to her, trust you'll be respectful before after and during. The after is the big part. You go around running your mouth about who you slept with and worse, what she did for you?"
"She won't sleep with me again."
"Not just her, but now she has a reason to talk and tell girls if they go with you expect it to be all over school, work, wherever. Screw up once, it can affect other girls wanting to date you, never mind sex."
"I can see that." He nodded.
"Now I'm talking about girlfriend material, easy girls most likely don't care, but that's not who you want to be screwing with anyway. You got this out of your system in a pretty crazy sexy way. But now you go back to not screwing just anyone."
"Absolutely, and now that I feel better about it, I'll be a lot better talking to girls and getting dates."
"Dirty little secrets are more fun when they're secret. Telling your dick head friends so and so blew you isn't as much fun as seeing her and knowing what she did for you and will do again because you're not a fuck and tell."
"Good advice, seriously, it makes sense and I don't want to be an asshole."
"That advice takes effect now. You don't say a word to Mindy or any of the other girls. If they wanted you to know who they were, you would. Just leave this at a hot experience and not knowing kind of makes it hotter."
"I just don't see it being anyone but her." Kyle pressed. "Couple of those girls don't even know me."
"Which might have made it a bigger turn on for them," Julie suggested.
"But how's they know where my room was?"
"Really, Kyle?" Julie needed this to end so she could get lying to Mindy over with and put this to rest. "Six girls here since late yesterday afternoon and one bathroom downstairs, we all came up here at some point. Pretty easy to tell which room is yours."
"True."
"Let it go, Kyle. Look at it this way, as long as you don't mention the names of who was here, you have a hot story to tell your friends when fall semester starts."
"Okay, I won't ask any questions." He sighed. "Killing me though, I keep picture it being each one of them and trying to decide which seems to feel right."
"Thinking is fine, just don't open your mouth, because if you ask Mindy, she'll say no, then she'll start asking the other girls. You say something to anyone they're all going to know and start thinking and finger pointing, and no one needs drama."
"I promise I won't say a word." Kyle gave her a quick peck on the cheek. "I gotta get started, I'm meeting Jimmy three blocks from here. Good talk, sis."
"Good talk," she repeated watching him leave the yard and walk down to the end of the driveway before breaking into a jog and heading down the street.
Julie went back into the house and into the living room. All the girls were still sleeping, including Mindy. Julie pushed her bare foot into Mindy's arm and when she opened her eyes, gestured with her head.
She left the room and went back into her father's den where she sat down in his chair. Mindy game in a minute later and closed the door.
"So, okay, that was a I just got some look on Kyle's face if I ever saw one," Mindy wasn't beating around the bush. "Who did it? Did you ask Nicole?"
"You have to keep this..."
"Oh for fuck's sake, stop saying that. You've trusted me with everything so far and know I've never blabbed anything you've told since you've known me."
"Habit I guess." Julie told her.
"So who was it?"
"I lied last night. My mother didn't call me. That was an alarm I set to have an excuse to go upstairs for awhile."
"To do what?"
"I went on that site Night Line you showed me one time to make fun of the personals. I looked up escorts and found one in Cranston. I texted her and when she called me back I told her what I needed her to do, and how and offered her an extra hundred if she could be here in a half hour."
"You have that kind of cash lying around? Most of those ads the girls were like one fifty a half hour."
"My parents left me cash for an emergency." Wow, she was getting really good at lying and on the fly even.
"I have to get to the bank later so I can put it back. Any way I told her to park across the street and come around back and text me when she was there. I snuck her right upstairs and back down because you guys were all facing the TV."
"Wow, a hooker." Mindy whistled. "You really went all the way for your brother."
"I couldn't let him get hurt again," Julie replied while thinking Mindy had no idea how far she'd gone.
"I hope he wrapped it up is all I can say."
"He did, that's what we were talking about this morning. I knew he'd tell me what happened and he said his mystery girl didn't say a word and he saw nothing."
"So he thinks it was me or one of the others?"
"Yes, and I had that talk with him. Told him if whoever did that wanted him to know they wouldn't have played that game with the lights."
"No wonder he was smiling at me like the cat that ate the canary, you know he thinks it's me."
"I told him you would never because we're best friends." Julie giggled. "Even though you would have."
"It would have been for you, not for him." Mindy kept a straight face.
"Right, you wouldn't have enjoyed it at all."
"Nope, I would have taken it for team Jules." Mindy nodded.
"Well, in his mind you may have."
"Then that girl better have been good is all I can say. I want him to remember what I didn't do for a long time." Mindy remained serious for a moment, and then burst out laughing.



Julie joined in, laughing longer and harder than the joke warranted. Her laughter was fueled by the sense of relief and satisfaction that she'd pulled it off.
No one would ever know.
Chapter Seven
"Thanks for coming, guys, it was a blast!" Julie waved to Nicole and Keri as they left. Tracy and Kim had already gone, and Mindy was just finishing packing her bag.
Julie couldn't wait for to leave so she could go upstairs and take a nap, she hadn't slept much last night, and now that this was said and done, she felt like she could crash for the rest of the day.
"Bye girls!" Kyle had just jogged back into the yard at Nicole and Keri were getting into Keri's Mazda. "Hope you had a real good time."
"He's being a dink." Mindy told her.
"Not really, remember they don't know anything happened."
"True, but watch how he is with me."
Kyle came into the living room where Mindy was just zipping up her bag. "Hey, Mindy, you leaving?"
"Yup, have to go do something with the fam."
"Okay, well nice to see you." Kyle turned and headed upstairs without another word.
"Wow, I'm impressed." Mindy told her.
"Because he thinks it's you and I told him not to act like an ass to whoever he thought it was. He listens to me, usually."
"Cool, well I have to run and.." Mindy stared closely at her. "Hey, you're earring is missing again."
"What?" Julie put her hand to her left ear. "Fuck! Was it missing all morning?"
"No idea, it's a small stud so I just noticed now. Might have been missing all night."
"Damn." Julie stared at the living room floor. "I was all over the floor last night. Help me look?"
"Can't. late as it is." Mindy gave her a quick hug. "Later Jules, maybe we can hang by the pool tomorrow?"
"Sure." Julie nodded while moving the cushions on the couch and looking beneath them.
Mindy left and Julie spent the next twenty minutes going over every inch of the living room floor around the TV, even pushing the furniture back to look under it. They'd had a damn pillow fight, the earring could have been knocked clear across the room.
Julie began looking behind the couch, making her way over to the stair case. Damn thing could be anywhere, the kitchen, the bathroom, her room...Oh, no
Kyle's room.
He'd had his fingers in her hair more than once and she'd been bouncing like a damn jack rabbit on top of him. Her stomach sank as she pictured taking off her night shirt then putting it back on and quickly both times, yanking it over her head.
She headed upstairs trying to think of an excuse to look around in his room. When she reached the top of the stairs, she released a sigh of relief when she saw the bathroom door was closed and she could make out the sound of the shower running.
She darted into his room and looked around on top of his bureau, then on the floor around it, Getting down on her knees, Julie stuck her hand under it and fished around, but all she came up with was a quarter and a couple of candy wrappers.
"Damn it!" She stood up, smoothing her night shirt down which had ridden up to her hips while she was bent over reaching under the bureau.
If Kyle had come in he'd have gotten an eyeful of her ass in the skimpy black panties she'd grabbed to put on last night. Almost get a glimpse of what he didn't get a glimpse of last night, she added silently.
She went over to his bed which was unmade, the sheets in a heap at the foot of the bed. Julie felt something under her foot as she leaned over and lifted his pillows. She glanced down and saw it was the unused condom from last night.
The wrapper was still on the edge of the bed as well. What was he doing, preserving the scene, for Christ's sake? Julie peered under the pillows then ran her hand along the folds in the wrinkled sheet covering the mattress.
She got on her knees on the bed, working her way backwards, her hand sweeping side to side. When she reached the foot of the bed turned around and lifting the top sheet peered under it.
"What are you looking for?"
"Shit!" Julie yelped as she pulled her head from under the sheet and sat up on her knees on the bed. "You scared the hell out of me."
"I can tell." Kyle walked into the room in just a pair of shorts, a wet towel over his shoulder. "So, why are you poking around on my bed?"
"Oh, um..." Why the hell would she be looking for her earring in his bed?
"You're looking for something." Kyle went over to his hamper and tossed the towel into it, then walked over to stand next to the bed.
"I...was snooping." She lowered her head. "I'm curious myself who came in here, so I was kind of looking for..."
"Clues?" He smirked. "You Scooby Doo now?"
"No, but..."
"Clues like maybe a strand of long black hair?" Kyle crossed his arms over his bare chest.
Julie shrugged, Kim had black hair, she was still covered, but that smirk made her nervous, it wasn't the kind of look he normally sweet brother usually had on his face.
"Hair would be a clue, sure."
"Hair and maybe a certain noise they made."
"I don't think I'm going to find any noises," she forced a weak laugh.
"Shhh!" Kyle put his finger to his lips.
"What's that supposed to..." She stopped when he extended his hand and opened it.
Her earring was in the center of his palm.
"That what you're looking for, sis?"
"Yeah, it must have fallen out when we were talking the other night and..."
"You had it on yesterday when I came home from work. I saw it. Since you keep losing it I make it a point to always look at it."
"Oh, well then maybe..."
"But I did a little snooping after I found it in my bed." Kyle reached into the pocket of his shorts and pulled out a tube of her lipstick, her hot pink lipstick. "If you take this and put it against that envelope on my nightstand? They match."
"Kyle, what are you saying? I wrote that note and put it there?" She could admit to that, just say she lied, and she was in on it.
"Bet if you puckered up your lips would match that little kiss."
"Okay, you got me." She put her hands up. "I was in on it. I wrote the note and took your lamp to cover for one of my friends, but I can't tell you who..."
"Don't lie to me!" Kyle shouted at her, causing her to yelp in surprise.
"I should say don't lie to me again. Julie that was you last night!" The look of anger on his face faded and his voice softened. "You...you fucked me."
"No! That's crazy, Kyle and kind of sick if you think about it."
"Kind of?" Kyle took a deep breath and she could tell he was trying not to yell again. "This earring was under the sheet. If it fell out when you put the note there it would have been on the top sheet. Not underneath."
"It came out last night when you were..." He released a long breath. "When you were blowing me or riding me or...My god, Julie, you had sex with me."
"No." She shook her head, but at this point she was losing her never and her voice trembled. "I...I would never do that."
"When you shushed me this morning on the deck? I swore it sounded just like the girl last night. Then I thought, what the hell is wrong with me, this is my big sister."
"Kyle, this isn't what you think, I don't know how..."
"It was you Julie. If you want me to get graphic only one girl here last night had tits the size of yours and that's Mindy and she's blonde. No blonde hair in the bed, just black."
"Who says hair has to come out?"
"Speaking of hair, your tease friend Mindy has made more than a couple jokes around me about being baby smooth. Girl last night had a little hair down there."
"What do you want me to do, show you my damn pussy?" Now she went for offended, but she could hear how weak she sounded.
"Why not? I've already been inside it." Kyle shook his head. "Julie you look like a damn deer in headlights and there is no fucking way that stud gets under my sheet any other way. It was you!"
"Kyle, this is ridiculous."
"Fine, I'm going to call Mindy and ask her and after that I'm going to go over Keri's and I bet Nicole will still be there. I'm going to talk to all of them and ask who it was."
"Whoever did it isn't going to..."
"I'll tell mom and dad what happened and show them the note and tell them you admitted you wrote it."
"You wouldn't dare! They'd be disgusted that I'd do that and want to know which friend and Kyle you can't..."
"Then fucking admit it was you!" Kyle shouted again and this time he was so mad, she hopped off the bed so it was now between them. "Trust me, that's something I sure as hell couldn't tell them."
"Okay fine!" Julie yelled back at him. "It was me! I came in here and I....you know what I did!"
"Holy shit." Kyle whispered. "I mean, I knew, I did, but hearing you say it. Jesus, Julie you realize what we did?"
"Know what I did? I gave my heart broken little brother the one thing he wanted!" She yelled across the bed at him. "You were hurt by Heather then that bitch, Jasmine and you were so upset, you were in tears!"
"But Julie, you're my sister, that's..."
"It was supposed to be Mindy!" Now that the truth was out, Julie's guilt about lying and the entire situation boiled over and she was telling him everything. "I pushed her to do it as a favor to me, and she was going to."
"So I wrote the note so you'd keep the light off then just before you come home she tells me she gets her friend and she can't!"
"Okay, stop yelling." Now he put his hands up. "Julie this was so wrong."
"Wrong would have been you lying in your bed waiting for someone to come up and then thinking you got pranked again and then be even more upset and this would have been my fault."
"I wouldn't have known that."
"But I would and god damn it you deserved to be happy, not disappointed again, so you know what? We always say we'd do anything for each other so I took that all the way and I did everything for you! I gave you a good time, gave you sex, gave you confidence, look how fucking happy you were this morning and I did that!"
Julie stopped and took several long deep breaths to try and calm down.
"And that problem you had last night? Mindy might have gotten pissed off and given up, she might have left you there feeling worse than ever because you couldn't get it up. Then where would you be with girls? You'd be so scared you wouldn't even try."
"Maybe, but..."
"But not me. When you said forget it, you sounded so upset I said fuck this shit and I took care of it. I got you hard and..."
"Hey, let's not talk about it."
"Why the hell not, we did more than talk already. I fluffed you, got you hard and then you and I had a nice little time, didn't we?"
"Wow, Julie, you're really not sorry are you?"
"Not at all." She stared at him defiantly. "If we had to do this all over I'd do it again and again. No way will I let my brother whose always been so close to me and so good to me, be in tears when there's something I can do about it."
"Kind of kills it for me." He admitted. "I made that kiss your sister joke before, and this is it to the nth degree. My first time was a pity fuck with my sister. Wow."
"It was a fuck and you came and I came and we kissed and it all felt good so know what?" She paused. "So fucking what if it was wrong. I did something wrong to make something right and you enjoyed every second of it and so did I, so it is what it is."
Julie walked around the bed and past Kyle who stood there in stunned silence. She stopped next to him and said quietly.
"I'm sorry if finding out ruined it for you. Sorry if I fucked up and sorry if I wasn't a good enough first time. I did the best I could for you to be happy, Kyle. Sorry if you're not."
Without giving him a chance to respond she stormed out of his room and slammed the door. Stalking down the hallway she entered the bathroom and locking the door behind her, stripped and got into the shower.
Standing under the hot water Julie methodically washed her body and her hair while her tears mixed with the water streaming down her face. She'd blown it big time and all over a fucking earring.
Now the question was how did this leave her and Kyle's relationship? She'd lied to him, tricked him, then had the nerve to go off on him, yelling at him when he was the one who had every right to be upset.
She had no grounds to be the injured party, but she'd acted like it anyway. The entire mess was her fault. Mindy had been right, she should have dealt with him being let down and waited a few days for Mindy to do it and risk her parents somehow catching them.
A few hours ago she'd felt so good seeing him so happy, now she wondered if things would ever be okay between them again.
Chapter Nine
"Shit," Julie mumbled when she stood on the bathroom rug and realized she hadn't brought anything in with her to change into.
She'd been aggravated and in a hurry and not closed the shower curtain right and water had sprayed out, drenching not just the rug, but her night shirt where she'd left it on the floor.
"Least of my worries." She told her reflection as she quickly brushed her long wet hair.
Grabbing a dry towel from the cupboard, she wrapped it tightly around herself, tucking it in between her breasts. Julie didn't expect Kyle to be out in the hallway and at this point wouldn't want to see or talk to her anyway.
Julie walked past the closed door to his room, and opened hers. She stepped and closing the door behind her, turned into the room and gasped in surprise.
Kyle was sitting on the edge of her bed.
"Sorry, didn't mean to scare you again."
"It's okay, but I'm really surprised to see you in here. I wouldn't think you'd want to talk to me right now."
"Well, not like I got a chance to say much earlier, you just went off and kept going." He told her, then pointed to her nightstand.
"You're earring is there and it has a new back. I picked one up on the way home from work last night, but forgot to give it to you, I got distracted with all the pretty girls in their jammies.
"That's very sweet, Kyle." Julie walked closer to the bed. "Better than I deserve."
"I was thinking had I given it to you last night I wouldn't have known it was you."
"You mean, shhh! Wouldn't have been enough?" She rolled her eyes.
"You do have a distinctive shhh," Kyle grinned. "Different pitches too. Sexy, annoyed, bossy."
"I'll put that in a personal ad; capable of a variety of shushes." She nodded. "Guys will line up."
"They should be anyway." Kyle gave her a soft smile. "You're beautiful, Julie."
"Oh, please." Julie snorted. "Okay, more sex advice. You schmooz the girl before you have sex, okay?" She sighed. "Sorry, that's not funny."
"Kind of is." Kyle looked up at her and she saw his eyes darting to her chest, then down to her legs and back again.
The towel didn't go much past her ass, and a lot of her leg was showing as well as more than a little cleavage. He'd been looking at her before last night; god only knew that was probably going to get worse after what happened.
That was another issue and one that she couldn't blame him for, but fact was her brother was now going to be having sexual thoughts of her moving forward, no way he couldn't. He might not be the only one as she noticed her own eyes lingering on his well muscled arms and hard flat stomach. Not to mention she was now aware of the fact her little brother had a damn big cock.
A big cock that had completely stuffed her mouth and stretched her pussy and felt so good, she'd cum on it. Julie swallowed nervously when she felt her nipples stiffen beneath the towel. God, what had she done to the two of them?
"If you want to talk, give me a minute to change. I shouldn't be standing here like this." She needed more than a minute, and not to just change, but get her act together. If this conversation was going to about what they'd done she had to be able to do the right thing and keep to the story it was all for him, and she hadn't shamelessly enjoyed it.
"Why? You look damn hot in just that towel." Kyle noted, proving his mind was exactly where hers was, but his could be, she was the one that needed to the right thing here. Because that had worked so well, she added, dryly. "Your hair's wet, skins still damp, showing off those legs."
"Kyle, we talked about this. I'm your sister and even after what happened between us that still means something. Last night was..."
"Amazing." He cut her off. "I told you that before I knew it was you so you know I'm not lying."
"Kyle, let's drop it, okay? Thank you for the ego stroke, but it's okay. I wasn't upset because I didn't think you considered me a good lay."
"You were a great lay!" Kyle whistled. "Sis, you can really su..."
"Don't say it!" She snapped. "Kyle, I'm sorry I yelled at you. I had no right being the one getting upset. I was just frustrated because I thought I'd played it perfect and you were happy and would never know what I did."
"Now you know and it ruined last night and the worst part is it might have ruined things between us."
She looked away from him as the last part had come out in a choked whisper. All thoughts of how good last night had felt fled her mind. Julie's eyes were filling up and her lip trembling as she fought not to cry. "I've always loved how close we were, that you were always my sweet little brother. Now I fucked that up."
"Whoa, don't cry, sis!" Kyle stood up from the bed and put his arms around her. She hesitated for a moment, then leaned into his embrace, resting her head on his shoulder.
"Please don't hate me for this, Kyle," she whispered.
"Hate you? I could never hate you, sis. I was mad because, well first of all it was kind of a shock to realize I had sex with my sister. What made me really angry though was you lied."
"I couldn't exactly tell you it was me."
"But you lied about the note, about being in on it. You stood there and pretended you didn't know anything. We never lie to each other and I think that was what really got me."
"I would think your sister tricking you into thinking I was one of my friends would have upset you."
"That's part of lying, but I get why you couldn't. Hey, Kyle why don't I be your first time might not have worked."
While he spoke he slid on hand up through her long damp hair, cradling her head, his other hand was now lightly caressing her back over the towel.
"But I'm not mad anymore, Jules. Its okay." He kissed her cheek. "We're okay."
"You mean that?" She lifted her head from his shoulder, and eased back so she could look up into his eyes, but still remain in his embrace. "You still love your big sister?"
"How could I not? Julie, after you stormed out I sat and thought about it some more and what you did? It shows me just how much you love me. To do what you did? Something everyone would say is totally wrong, something you knew was wrong, but still did it?"
Julie started to reply, but he made her smile instead, when he went, "Shh!" and continued speaking.
"You did it because you didn't want me to be hurt again. You did it out of love. Not to many sisters would do that much for their brother."
"Maybe in West Virginia." Julie joked.
Their faces were only inches apart and she was aware of her breasts pressing against his chest through the towel. His hand had strayed from the top of her back, down over the towel and was hovering just over her ass.
She told herself to ease away from him, and to what she'd said she would, get dressed before they finished talking, but another part of her was enjoying the closeness far more than she should.
"Once I saw the earring and thought back to last night, you know what really told me it was you, and that the earring just didn't somehow end up here?"
"How?" Her hands had been by her side, but as she waited for his response, she slipped her arms beneath his, hugging him around his chest. Her nipples were hard again and as she lightly rubbed his back, feeling the hard muscles beneath his skin, an unexpected heat grew between her legs.



"The way you kissed me." Kyle's eyes, the same shade of deep blue as hers, grew closer as he lowered his head to hers. "The first one was kind of hard, lusty I guess."
His face was so close to hers, she could feel the breath from his words. The hand he'd had in her hair slid down between her shoulder blades and were trembling, and his voice was a breathy whisper.
"The one at the end though? It was soft and sweet. Mindy would have never kissed me like that. That kiss came from someone who loved me."
"How do you know?" Julie spoke softly, her head tilting to the side and her heart racing. "You've never been in love. You didn't really love Heather."
"You never really loved Nick," he replied. "But I know my big sister loved me because I felt it last night."
"You think you can tell someone loves you through a kiss?" Julie was aware of her fingers trembling on his back the same way his was on hers.
"I know I can." His lips were so close to hers, they brushed against them as he spoke, and a shiver went through her.
"Show me," she whispered, and closing her eyes, parted her lips.
Kyle kissed her softly, his lips barely touching hers. She allowed it at first, reveling in the gentle touch, but when he kissed her again in the same manner it was more of a tease. Julie slid her right hand up his back and through his hair and returned his kiss more forcefully.
She wasn't kissing him hard, but her lips were firmly against his and he sighed when she move her head, sliding her soft full lips over his. Kyle kissed her back, and in the same manner, his lips working against hers.
She gasped when the hand on her lower back slid down and grabbed her ass through the towel. She returned the favor, surprising Kyle by driving her tongue between his lips and into his mouth.
Julie groaned as their kiss increased in intensity and his hand fondled her ass. Reaching back with her left hand, she lifted the towel so his hand was now on her bare ass. His breath hissed into her mouth as he squeezed her firm cheek.
Julie moaned from not only the contact, but the way his other arm pulled her close, crushing her against him and pressing her breasts into his chest. Their tongues danced across each other and Julie's nipples were aching as they rubbed against the towel.
Her thighs were pressed together and she wiggled her hips, squirming as her pussy grew warm and moist. She couldn't remember a kiss ever getting her this worked up before. She wasn't the only one.
Kyle's hips were rocking into her and she could feel his erection pushing into her stomach through his shorts and the towel. This was so wrong, she thought, but continued to not only tease her tongue around in her brother's mouth, but move her own hips, grinding into him.
Julie's heart was pounding and her hands were now roaming over her brother's shoulders and back, up and down his impressive arms. She worked her hips harder into him and was now all but devouring his mouth as her passion took over and pushed aside any thoughts of why she shouldn't be doing this.
Because fact was she was in control of this. She was the older sibling, the far more experienced lover, the more mature of the two of them. The one her parents had left in charge while they were away. This was up to her stop, to tell Kyle they shouldn't and couldn't do this.
Kyle would listen, as worked up as he was one word from her would stop him. He always listened to her and in a case like this would never try to do anything she didn't want him to. What was happening and what might happen was hers to decide.
And she flat out no longer cared about what was right, only what felt right and her brother was feeling pretty damn good.
Julie slid her hands between them and he gasped when she deftly unsnapped his shorts and pulled his zipper down. He sounded surprised, but he didn't protest as her right hand slid into his shorts and grabbed his hard cock.
"You're hard for your big sister," she whispered into his lips. "And I love it."
She pulled his long thick cock out of the shorts and still kissing him, pumped it slowly. Kyle moaned into her mouth, but when she eased her legs open he didn't hesitate to slip the hand on her ass between her legs.
It was her turn to groan when his long fingers slid through her moist lips. This time he had no trouble finding his way and she let her head fall back and moaned loudly when he eased a finger inside her.
"You're wet for your little brother," he told her. "And I love it."
"Nothing little about you." She squeezed his cock for emphasis. "You have a nice cock, Kyle."
"Wow, wonder how many sisters have said that to their brothers?" He joked.
"Who cares?" Julie asked. "All I know is this sister is a huge fan of this brother's cock."
She pulled away from him and stepping past him stopped at the side of the bed and turned around to face him. With a sexy smile, she grabbed the top of the towel and tugged in it.
"Wanna see what you could only feel last night?"
"Damn straight I do." Kyle nodded.
"My god, look at that cock." Julie pointed to his rock hard cock standing at full attention between his legs. "Take those damn shorts off. If I'm going to be naked, you need to be naked."
Kyle quickly shoved his shorts down and as he kicked them away, pointed. "Your turn."
Julie let the towel fall to the floor and put her arms out. "This what you want to see?"
"Oh my god." Kyle's mouth hung open as he stared at his big sister who was shamelessly naked in front of him. "Julie you're...look at those tits."
"These tits?" She held them up. "You like these tits?"
"Love them."
"Then get over here and show me." Julie rubbed her thumbs over her nipples and moaned softly.
That moan turned into a squeal as Kyle stepped up to her, lowered his head and sucked her left nipple into his mouth.
"Oh, yeah!" Julie cried out. "You do like your sister's tits don't you?"
Kyle's answer was mumbled around her breast as he sucked not just her swollen pink nipple into his mouth, but as much of her breast as he could. His other hand fondled her right breast and Julie ran her fingers through his hair, arching her back and feeding him her breast.
She couldn't believe she was doing this. Not just doing this, but she felt totally uninhibited, wanton in her desire. Whatever it was that had always held her back from being as wild with guys as she wanted to be was nowhere to be found.
Maybe because it was Kyle and she knew she could trust him, knew he would do anything for her, and knew he loved her unconditionally. Or maybe the fact they were siblings and shouldn't be doing this was giving her libido an additional push.
Whatever it was, she wasn't complaining and wasn't going to worry about it. All she knew right now was she was her brother was going to be getting the dirty girl she could never be with her boyfriends.
Kyle switched to her other breast and once again he confidently slid his hand between her thighs and pushed a finger inside her. When his thumb found her clit she cried out once more and rocked her hips, pushing his finger deeper inside her wet pussy.
She grabbed his amazing cock and pumping it, slipped her other hand beneath him to rub his swollen balls.
"Oh, damn," he breathed around her nipple. "That feels good."
"It's supposed to," she giggled. "Your balls are awfully full little brother, you have something you need to give your sister?"
He paused and lifting his face from her breast, looked up at her. "You keep saying brother and sister, you can just call me Kyle."
"I like calling you my brother because you are and?" She looked him in the eye and squeezed his cock hard enough for pre cum to spurt onto her hand. "I love how dirty it makes me feel."
"Little brother it is." He laughed then groaned when she pumped his cock more rapidly. "God, you're so fucking hard," she purred. "I love that you're this hard for me. You have no problem getting it up for me do you?"
"I did last night, but you took care of that didn't you?"
"What can I say, you're big sister is a hell of a fluffer, and don't you worry, I'll be sucking your cock soon enough and this time in broad daylight so you can watch me."
"Wow, that sounds hot." His cock twitched in her hand, telling her how hot the idea was to him.
"Yeah, you want to see your big dick in your big sister's pretty mouth?"
"Hell yeah!"
"You will, but right now, that cock needs to be between my other lips." Julie sat down on the edge of the bed and sliding back a few inches, lay on her back.
Lifting her legs, she braced her feet on his chest and spreading her lips wide, looked him in the eye. "Fuck me."
"Say that again," he told her, his eyes focused on her pink slit.
"Little, brother, your big sister needs you to fuck her, right now!"
"Wouldn't be nice to tell my big sister no, now would it?" Kyle leaned forward and moaned when she grabbed his cock.
"Allow me." Julie gave his cock a couple of long pumps before rubbing the spongy head on her clit.
She moaned and she rocked her hips, sliding his tip through her lips until it was poised at her entrance. She glanced up to see Kyle staring wide eyed at the sight of his sister guiding his cock into her slit.
She'd teased herself enough and gasped when she shoved him inside her. Kyle gave her a hard thrust and she cried out from once again having her pussy spread around his cock that quickly.
"Sorry!" he tried to pull back, but she shook her head.
"Don't be, and don't worry about it, just fuck me, baby."
"I like that," he worked his hips back then forward, slamming into her once more before he took up a steady rhythm, pumping this beautiful cock in and out of her appreciative pussy.
"So fucking good!" Julie moaned, her fingers finding her nipples and tugging on them as Kyle fucked her with long slow strokes. "Harder, baby, fuck me harder!"
"I...I'm trying to last," he moaned. "You feel so good, sis."
"Just fuck me and when you cum you cum." She wagged her tongue at him. "Trust me, little brother; your sister will get you hard again in no time."
Her words caused Kyle to thrust faster and her eyes rolled back as he was fucking her pretty damn hard. Her eyes kept darting from watching the surreal sight of her younger brother's cock sliding in and out of her pussy, to the look of absolute pleasure on his face as he fucked her.
She saw some of the 'how can this really be happening' look in his eyes as well, but like her wasn't questioning, just doing. Julie noticed that from the moment she invited him to kiss her she hadn't had one moment of doubt or concern that this was wrong, it felt to good to even try to talk herself into stopping.
Not just now, but moving forward. Kyle hadn't even come yet and she was already letting her mind race about future encounters. Having her brother any time she wanted, getting this cock anytime she needed it. In her bed, his bed, in the fucking pool late at night when no one could see.
Their rooms were just down the hall from each other, Kyle was a built-in lover and already proving himself to be a pretty damn good one.
"That's it, fuck me!" She moaned. "While you fuck me think about how you're going to keep fucking me. Think about all the hot, torrid, dirty nasty sex you and I are going to have in this house." Julie shared her thoughts with him and was instantly rewarded by him fucking her even harder.
"We'll fuck in the shower and the pool and on the damn deck in the middle of the night. We'll fuck whenever mom and dad aren't home and even when they're home, we'll just have to be quiet."
"Goddamn, sis, I like how you think." He told her in between his moans.
Kyle had his hands on her bent knees as he fucked her, but sliding them down her leg, grabbed her ankles and lifted her feet higher. She yelped as that caused him to plunge even deeper into her, then giggle when he began sucking on her toes.
He went back and forth between each foot, sucking and licking each toe in turn. It made her laugh in between her groans, but also surprised were with how sexy she thought it was. Kyle lifted her right foot higher and played his tongue along the soft sole of her foot.
"That tickles!" She tried to pull her foot back, but he kept doing it.
Julie alternately laughed and yelped while she squirmed on the bed from being tickled by her brother's tongue.
"You have a foot fetish, don't you?"
"Didn't think I did, but damn sis, every part of you is sexy."
"Then show me how sexy I am and really give it to me, Kyle! I want you to fuck me until you come all over my big tits, then you're going to eat your sister's pussy."
Her words sent his hips into a frenzied motion, now fucking her hard and fast with short hard strokes that had her eyes rolling like a slot machine and her breasts bouncing wildly as he hammered away at her.
Kyle spread her legs wide open and she squealed as she lay there basically doing a split as her brother's big thick cock repeatedly stuffed her pussy.
"Yes!" She cried out. "Just like that, Kyle! Fuck your big sister, show me how much you want me!"
"Oh, shit," he groaned as his thrusts become even shorter and quicker and his cock began to twitch inside her. "I....I can't hold..."
"Don't! I want you to come for me! I want you to show me how good fucking me feels." Julie slipped her hands under her tits. "Right here, Kyle! Come all over your sister's big tits!"
Kyle gasped and pulling his cock from inside her, grabbed it and squeezed, holding himself back.
"Oh, yeah, just like in the movies, baby!" Julie sat up and presenting her tits to him, smiled up at him. "Give it to me!"
"Oh, fuck," Kyle groaned when he released his cock, sending a long squirt of cum splashing across her tits.
"Keep going," Julie encouraged him as he pumped his cock, shooting his hot load all over both of her heaving breasts. "That's it, Kyle, paint your sister's tits with that hot fucking come."
Kyle gasped when she grabbed his cock and took over, jerking it. She pumped him furiously, moving the tip of his cock side to side. She moaned at the sensation of her brother's thick hot cum sliding down her breasts and over her hard nipples.
"Okay, okay," Kyle whimpered she kept stroking, even though his cock was barely oozing at this point.
"I want it all!" Julie opened wide and with no hesitation sucked him into her mouth.
"Fuck, Julie!" Kyle groaned as she sucked hard enough to hollow her cheeks and was rewarded with a few more drops of her brother's sticky sweet cum.
"Hmm!" She moaned and bobbed her head along his shaft, reveling in the taste of her pussy on her brother's cock.
Kyle whimpered and squirmed, his hands on her shoulders. Pushing on her as she tormented the sensitive head of his cock with her mouth and tongue.
"Please," He moaned. "Please stop."
Julie released him with a wet sucking sound and smacking her lips giggled. "Bad boy, you taste like your sister."
"Do you taste good on me?" Kyle asked, all smiles as he stood there staring at his sister's cum covered breasts.
"Delicious," she smacked her lips for effect and swung her long legs up on the bed. Julie pushed herself up so her head was resting on the pillow, she spread her legs and tapped her clit.
"But don't take my word for it, come taste for yourself."
Kyle walked around to the foot of the bed and one knee at a time climbed onto it.
"You so fucking hot, Kyle," Julie told him, her gaze fixed on his still dripping semi hard cock. "I can't wait for you to fuck me again."
"Oh, wait." Kyle started to get off the bed.
"Hey, where are you going?"
"To get you something to wipe off with." He pointed to the white fluid all over her tits.
"Leave it there." Julie told him. "I want to lay here with my brother's cum on my tits while you eat me, and then fuck me again. Don't worry about the mess, we're going to shower together when we're done."
"Damn, sis, you are wild."
"That's because I can be. You're not an asshole, you're my brother and you'd never tell anyone what I'm like."
"Um, don't think I could if I wanted to," he laughed.
"Just get between my legs and lick your sister's cunt."
"Holy shit, that's dirty."
"You offended?" She rubbed her clit with her long nail. "You upset your sister used a dirty word?"
"Didn't say that." Kyle crawled up the bed, then slid his legs back so he was lying on his stomach between her thighs.
He kissed each one of them before putting his hands on them. His face was inches from her clit when he paused and looked up at her.
"I've never done this before."
"Duh," Julie laughed at him. "But in a few minutes you'll never have to say that again." She tapped her clit, "lick it, baby; nice and soft."
Kyle licked his lips then leaning in flicked his tongue tentatively across her swollen nub. A shiver went through her and she released a moan that was a bit exaggerated to give him a little more confidence in what he was doing.
It worked as the next lick was a slow lingering one, his tongue working up and down. Julie sighed contentedly as she lay there, spreading her lips open while Kyle licked her pussy. He getting more confident by the second, now tracing a slow wet circle around her aching button.
Julie toyed with her left nipple while running her fingers through his hair.
"You look damn sexy, down there." She told him as she admired his wide shoulders and the view down his muscular back. "You have a fine ass, little brother."
Kyle's answer was a grunt as he continued licking her clit harder and faster. Julie moaned and lifting her legs, placed her feet on the back of his shoulders and as he continued to work her clit with his increasingly eager tongue, she playfully slid her soft feet up and down his back.
"Look at you licking my pussy," she purred. "While I lay here with your cum on my tits." She stared down at the sticky mess on her tits and smiled when she recalled something she'd seen once in a movie.
"Hey, Kyle, look up, little brother?"
When he did she lifted her large breasts and lowering her head licked sum of his cum off of each of her nipples.
"You're such a freak," he whispered, his eyes glued to the show she was putting in, sucking and licking her tits.
"Just for you, I've never been this way with anyone else. You're like my first time in a way."
"I like that." He winked then resumed licking her clit.
"Pay attention to everything, baby. Kiss those lips and shove that tongue up in there. Get a good taste of your naughty big sister."
Kyle ran his tongue up and down, wiggling it through the soft folds of her pussy. When he pushed his tongue inside her and noisily slurped some of her sticky juices from inside her she yelped and thrust her hips, grinding her wet slit into his face.
Kyle swirled his tongue within her now sloppy wet pussy before working his tongue back up to her clit. He pushed a finger inside her and as he slowly pumped her while now sucking gently on her clit she let her head fall back on the pillow.
She lay there, her eyes on her good-looking younger brother's face nestled between her thighs while stroking her nipples. He was licking her now, first side to side then up and down, playing her clit with far more skill than she would have expected.
"You're a natural pussy eater, aren't you?" She giggled. God, this was great. She'd enjoyed sex in the past, but just the physical act, this was actually fun.
What she'd said to Kyle was true, there was nothing but trust here, she could be herself and he'd never tell and never judge. The two of them had always been closer than the average siblings and now they were even closer, the love of a brother and sister now added to the intimacy of lovers.
"I still think I need lots of practice." He winked up at her.



"I'll let you. You know, take it for the team." She smiled down at him and went back to relaxing and luxuriating in lying there while her brother lavished attention on her neglected pussy.
He was going slow and easy and despite being worked up she didn't feel close to coming just yet. At the sound of a horn in the street outside the both jumped, and Julie's head turned in the direction of the noise.
Her eyes landed on her nightstand and with a wicked smile, she reached over, opened the drawer and removed her vibrator.
"Put this inside me." She passed it to him, laughing at the way his eyes widened.
He took the purple toy gingerly as if he thought it was going to bite him but didn't hesitate to place it between her legs and ease it inside her.
"That's it, all the way in," she moaned. "Now turn the dial at the end all the way....Oh, fuck." Julie whimpered as the toy vibrated inside her. "Now suck that clit, Kyle, its time to make big sis come so you can fuck me again and his time I'm getting on my knees for you."
Kyle responded by sucking her clit hard enough to make his lips smack and then went to town alternately sucking hard then swirling his tongue around it. Julie rolled her nipples between her fingers, but squeezing harder than before while rocking her hips into the vibrator.
Kyle grabbed the edge of it and she groaned when he fucked her with it, slowly at first, then thrusting it harder and faster into her. Julie braced her feet on his shoulders and pushed, lifting her ass off the bed so he could push the toy deeper and pressing her clit harder to his tongue.
"Right there!" She gasped as he pushed his thumb under her clit and wiggled it, stroking underneath as his tongue teased across it. "Someone's been watching porn!"
She started to laugh, but it turned into a sharp breath when he buried the toy inside her while giving her clit a hard suck. Her back arched and her thighs trembled around him.
"Don't stop sucking it, please don't stop!" She implored him. "Keep going, Kyle! You're going to make me come!
Her toes curled into his shoulders and she twisted her nipples to the point it was painful, but the next thrust of the vibrator caused her to throw her head back and wail in pleasure. She emitted a series of loud yelps as her legs tightened around her brother's head and she ground her convulsing pussy into his face.
He kept fucking her with the toy, driving it into her contracting flesh while sucking on her clit. Julie cried out repeatedly as this orgasm was even stronger than the one from last night. Between her legs she could feel Kyle's hot breath on her pussy and heard him moaning softly from being turned on by how hard his sister was coming for him.
Julie arched her back and let out one more long loud squeal, before slumping back onto the bed, her body going limp.
"Oh my god, I've never come so hard." Julie lay there staring at the ceiling her face flushed and her breasts heaving. "That was one hell of a first-time eating pussy."
She moaned when Kyle eased the toy from inside her and rose up on his knees between her legs. He then shocked her when he put the end of the glistening toy into his mouth and sucked on it, his eyes closed and a look of bliss on his face.
"Damn, I'm not the only freak here." She pushed herself into a sitting position. "Now I think it's my turn."
Julie rose to her knees and as he has done, slid her legs out behind her. She bent her legs at the knees and crossing her ankles took his once again hard cock in her hand and rubbing it along her cheek looked up at him.
"How's your big dick look in your sister's face."
"Sexy, and you look great like that. Love this position."
"Because you can see the bottom of my feet you little foot perv?"
"Part of it." He leaned over and grabbed her ass. "This is damn fine, though."
"So is this cock, and damn tasty." Julie and keeping her eyes on his parted her lips and wrapped them around his tip. She slowly took the entire length of his cock into her mouth, inch by teasing inch.
Kyle groaned as his cock was slowly engulfed in his sister's warm wet mouth, but it was his eyes that had her just satisfied pussy already heating up again. He had that same look of surprised lust on his face while he watched his loving big sister suck his dick.
Julie held his cock in her mouth, her lips around his base, then worked him back out just as slowly. His legs were shaking in anticipation and his hands found their way onto her shoulders. He gently caressed her shoulders and upper back causing her to sigh as she now bobbed her head.
She blew him in a steady rhythm, not fast enough to try and get him off, but far more than a slow tease. Julie reached between his thighs and cupping his balls teased them with her long fingernails.
"That looks and feels unbelievable," he moaned, his hips rocking. He wasn't thrusting hard, but moving in time with her head, his cock coming forward as her mouth descended on it. Julie released his cock and pinning it up to his stomach sucked his balls into her mouth.
"Guess I'm not the only one who watches porn," He breathed while she took turns, sucking gently on each of his balls. She switched off to licking, bathing her brothers swollen sac with her soft tongue.
Julie worked her tongue from his balls up to the tip and took him back into her mouth once more. She resumed her sucking, moaning at how good it felt to have her brother's hard flesh in her mouth.
She though again of what was in store for them. She imagined giving him sneaky little surprise blow jobs around the house. Kneeling behind the kitchen counter while he sat there, blowing him while her parents sat in the living room watching TV.
Giving him hand jobs and him fingering her under the blanket they shared when they'd sit on the couch in the winter and watch movies with the folks. She'd sneak into his room late at night and he would come to hers. It would be risky, but just the thought of the risk was causing her to squirm, a fresh wave of moisture flowing through her.
She lifted her head from his cock and rising up to her knees, took his face in her hands and kissed him. "We're going to have so much fun, Kyle. Your big sister is going to take such good care of you."
"I'm going to take care of you too." He put his arms around her, and whispered in her ear. "I want to make you feel good."
"Then make me feel good." Julie turned around on her knees and leaning forward on her hands, wiggled her ass at him. "Come fuck me, Kyle."
He grabbed her hips and entered her in a long smooth thrust that caused her to cry out. "Fuck that's deep!"
Kyle fucked her slowly at first, working his long cock in and out of her long delicious thrusts that had her sighing and moaning each time he buried himself with in her. His hands slid over her ass, squeezing her cheeks and spreading them wide as he fucked her.
"You looking at my ass, little brother?" She looked over her shoulder. "I've never done that, never wanted to, but I might let you do it."
"Really?"
"I'll let you do anything to me, little brother. But right now stop teasing and start fucking. I haven't had any in a long time so you're going to need to make up for it."
"Like this?" He surprised her by tearing into her, fucking her so hard she was yelping with each thrust.
Julie lowered herself to the bed, resting her head on her forearms as her brother hammered away at her. She yelped and squealed as his big cock pounded her sopping slit. She could feel her juices on her thighs as it was pushed out of her by his forceful thrusts.
His balls were slapping against her clit and he was squeezing her ass hard enough to be uncomfortable, but even that added to the thrill.
"Like that, don't you?" She called back to him. "This how you like your sister? Face down, ass up while you fuck her like some slut?"
"You're not a slut." He moaned. "You're just a bad big sister."
"Only bad for you, Kyle," she whimpered as he continued his assault on her pussy. "I hope you like this pussy, because from now on it's your pussy. Anytime you want it, anyway you want it."
"Really?" He slowed his thrusting. "All the time, like...a couple?"
"All the time, all you have to do is keep giving it to me. Keep shoving that big cock in my cunt and my mouth and maybe sometime even my ass. Just keep licking my pussy and making me cum and I'm all yours."
"I can do that." He sped up once, more, pounding her so hard the bed was rocking back and forth, the headboard banging the wall and the springs squeaking in protest.
"Something else you need to do to make this pussy yours." She breathed in between her cries of pleasure. "You still need to be my sweet little brother and be good to me and give me those sweet kisses like last night and before we started fucking today."
"I plan on that, sis. I want to be better to you than any of your boyfriends ever were."
"And I'm the only girl you've ever been with and I want it to stay that way, I want to be your first and only. The only girl you fuck, the only girl you love."
She surprised herself with that last word. Love, did she really love him? She did as his sister, but was there more there now? Had crossing the line sexually opened them up for more? It would be something she'd have to think about later because right now it was hard focus on anything but the hardest fucking she'd ever had.
Kyle was breathing hard behind her and his fingers digging harder into her soft flesh. His thrusts were getting shorter and harder as he fought to hold back as long as he could.
"Come for me, Kyle! Come for your sister. You can come anywhere you want!"
"Your face?" He moaned.
"Way too much porn," She tried to laugh, but it turned into a squeal. "But whatever you want, I am a bad big sister after all."
The idea of coming on her face pushed him over the edge. He gave her a few more frenzied thrusts that were so hard her eyes were rolling back and her mouth was open in a continues moan as he went at her like he was afraid she was going to take it away from him.
When he whipped his cock out, she rolled over onto her back, propped herself up on her elbows and opened wide for him. Kyle slid over next to her and pumped his cock. Despite having already come, he sent a long thick squirt of cum splashing against her right cheek.
His second spurt caught her in the mouth and she pushed it out with her tongue, sending his cum drooling down her chin. She turned her head, letting him spray some cum on the other side of his face.
Kyle's eyes lit up as he kept stroking, covering his sister's face with a damn impressive second load. When he slowed his stroking, Julie wagged her cum coated tongue at him, inviting his cock into her mouth.
Kyle was happy to take her up on it, pushing it slowly into her mouth and it was at the same time the dirtiest, hottest thing she'd ever done. Her tits still had cum on them from his first load and now here she was with her face covered in it and her brother feeding his still oozing cock.
She sucked slowly, bobbing her head and coaxing a few more drops, before with a whimper, he eased his cock from her mouth. Julie looked up at him and smiled through the cum on her lips.
"How's your big sister look wearing your cum?"
"This is so much hotter than the movies." He breathed as he sat back on his knees, his now semi hard cock dripping onto his leg. "You really are a dirty girl, aren't you?"
"Only for my brother." Julie wiped some cum from her cheek and sucked her fingers in her mouth. "Hmm, I hope you're ready to make up for all the time you went without because I am going to need a lot of this."
"Anything for you, sis." He nodded, smiling ear to ear.
"Then get me a towel, because this I need to wipe off."
Kyle left the room and Julie admired how damn fine his naked body looked. He came back a minute later with a damp towel. She tried to take it, but he pulled it away then proceeded to gently wipe her face and breasts off.
When he had cleaned the cum from her, he turned the towel around and wiped the cool towel across her face and chest, cooling her off.
"You're so sweet." She put her hand on his cheek and drew him down into a soft kiss. "You really are."
"Yeah, I was real sweet, coming in your face."
"Sex is sex, its before and after that sweet matters." She gave him a soft smile. "I have a feeling you and I aren't going to just fuck like this. I bet you're going to make love to me." She kissed him once more. "And I'm going to love it."
"I'd like to be sweet like that with you." He stretched out on his side next to her. "I would have this time if..."
"Kyle, you've waited way to long for this and I've gone without not just sex, but good sex, to long to go slow. We needed to just cut loose and have some fun. There's plenty of time to be sweet or dirty or whatever we want."
"Mean that? This isn't just some weird thing because of last night?"
"Kyle I did that last night out of love, but was surprised at how much I loved doing it. You were right. The way I kissed you said a lot more than I thought it did." She rolled over on her side to face him.
"I think the line we crossed was more than sex." She gave him a nervous smile. "You think so too?"
"Nope." He shook his head causing her smile to fade.
"No?"
"No. I don't think so." He gave her a quick kiss. "I know so."
"You jerk. I..." He stopped her with another kiss; this one a soft sensual lingering one that caused her heart to flutter and left her breathless when he eased back from her.
"I love you, Jules. Everyone, even the folks always say we're way closer and nicer to each other than most brothers and sisters. Now we're even closer and not just like this," he gestured down along their naked bodies. "But here." He tapped his chest over his heart.
"Kyle, I cannot believe you were never with a girl. You're cute, you're sweet and you're such a good guy."
"It sucked waiting, but having my first time be with you?" He gave her that smile she'd always adored and now loved even more. "Worth it."
"I don't just want to be the first time, though." She told him softly. "I want to be the next time and the last time and every time in between."
"Now who's sweet?" He kissed her, then turned serious. "You know, maybe all this was meant to be. You're right I'm a decent guy who should have had a few real girlfriends by now and you deserved better than that asshole Nick."
"True." She nodded.
"Mindy getting her friend just before she was supposed to come see me."
"That was odd, she wasn't due." Julie nodded again.
"Me forgetting to give you that earring back last night and it falling off in my bed."
"You believe this or you justifying?" She teased.
"Just a lot of things that seemed to put us together so my first time could be with a girl who loved me and you could have someone who appreciated you. The two things mom and dad told us it should be."
"Not with each other though." She laughed.
"Well yeah, but don't you think things really fell into place?"
"Yeah," Julie though back to last night. "Imagine if my coin flip had come out heads!"
"Coin flip?" His eyes widened.
"Yeah, I was so torn between whether or not I should do it I flipped a coin."
"Wow, lucky me,"
"Tell me about it, you made out pretty good, Kyle. You got head and your sister's tail."
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Rose opened her eyes and looked at the cheap digital clock on the motel's even cheaper nightstand. It was eleven forty-five, and she was wide awake. By rights she should be sleeping. This was day two of her brilliant idea to drive from RI to California to see her sister, Laura.
She thought it would be a nice to drive rather than fly and spend some time alone with Vince who begrudgingly took two weeks out of work and come with her for the trip. They'd each driven several hours today, stopping only for lunch and dinner, and a quick bathroom stop.
Figuring they'd be too tired to drive much further, Rose had looked up local hotels located a hundred miles from where they'd stopped to eat, figuring they'd drive a couple more hours before calling it a night.
She'd found a decent four-star hotel and booked a room with two beds, to save a little money, and so her and Vince could watch some movies together, something they still enjoyed doing even though ta twenty it would be hard to get him to admit that.
Vince claimed he kept up their 'movie nights' at home solely for her benefit, but Rose knew he liked the time with her, especially if the movie was bad and they'd make fun of it the whole way through.
When they arrived at the hotel, Rose was informed there was a booking error and they didn't have anything available. Pissed off, she went back to the car, and went back to looking up places to stay within a few miles of them.
The third place with no openings explained there was a big business expo in town, and that's why everything was full. With neither of them up for driving too much further, Rose kept looking until she found a cheap motel that said they had one room left.
The price was close to what the four-star hotel would have been, and no doubt higher than their regular rate, to take advantage of the convention. Rose paid over the phone with her credit card to avoid losing the room, and they drove the twenty minutes to get there.
The place was a pit, even Vince remarking it looked like the kind of motel people paid by the hour to fool around with a hooker or have a sleazy affair. Rose did her best to come up with a forced smile.
Vince had no idea Rose had caught Brian cheating on her and had caught him at a place not much better than this leaving with a girl that looked a lot closer to Vince's age than hers. They'd been arguing constantly ever since, Brian claiming it was a one-time thing, and a mistake, but what the hell, she 'wasn't into it' anymore.
Rose knew it wasn't just that once, and it was bullshit she wasn't into sex. Rose had always loved sex, but the last couple of years sex had been one way, his way. Rose went out of her way to keep herself in shape, had her hair and nails done on a regular basis, wore lingerie, would role play little fantasies in the bedroom, and there wasn't anything she wouldn't do.
But all that effort she put into it was for her to suck his cock, get fucked for about two minutes if it was that long, then he'd go to sleep. His idea of foreplay had become squeezing her tits, and maybe a slap on the ass if they did it doggy.
He hadn't given her an orgasm in over a year. Wouldn't finger her, go down on her, and when she brought out one of her toys one time for him to use on her, he got defensive and insecure asking why she needed them.
About a year ago, Rose began withholding sex. If he was going to do nothing to please her, she wasn't going to please him. She was his wife, and a sexual woman with desires and needs. Not just a mouth and pussy he could shove his dick into for the two minutes he could last.
She knew an affair or hookers were inevitable. Rose would never cheat, and she did have chances. Blonde, blue eyed, with a tight athletic body that was even more impressive at her age of forty-six, she got plenty of attention from men.
Rose wasn't big on top, her breasts were more than a mouthful, but not a full handful was how she'd describe them. Advantage to that was even being older gravity hadn't taken effect and her breasts were still perky.
At one point Brian had asked her about getting a boob job, 'wouldn't you like them to be bigger?' Rose's answer was no, but apparently, he did. That was right about the time, she'd decided she could have a better sex life with toys and fantasies than him.
But she knew Brian would step out. He was too 'manly' to go without sex. They hadn't been happy in a long time, but remained together for Vince, not just as his parents, but he had one more year of school left.
There was also the ad agency they'd built together. If they divorced, could they still manage to run it together? Would they try and by each other out, sell it? But for all the questions, Rose swore if he cheated that would be the end.
Not only had he, but she had proof, and now leverage for what she wanted. That was part of the reason for the trip. Rose needed time away to decide what she wanted to do, and if she could work herself up to it talk to Vince. This two week 'vacation' was about her having to make a huge decision and live with the effects of it.
In the meantime, what she was living with was a ratty as hell motel room that only had one bed, and it was a twin. The only other furniture in the room was a small leather recliner, with cracked upholstery and so nasty looking, there was no way she'd let Vince sleep in it.
With the only other option being the floor, she told him just share the bed with her. It was tight, especially with Vince being six one and a solid hundred and ninety pounds of all state wrestler. That matter was compounded by the fact the AC was broken.
It was currently eighty-five outside and felt hotter than that in the small room. They couldn't open the one window because it faced the club next door where Rose had no doubt most of the seedy motels business came from, drunken hook-ups.
They had tables and music outside and there was no way they'd be able to sleep with the window open. Worse the strobe lights were visible even through the cheap blinds, but Vince fixed that by hanging a blanket they certainly wouldn't need, over it.
They each took a shower in the dubious looking stand up stall that was so small she wondered how anyone even a little bigger than Vince could even fit in. The air inside the room was so hot and sticky they were both sweating within a half hour out of the shower.
Poor Vince was going to sleep in sweatpants and a t-shirt as he did the other two places they'd stayed. Rose told him not to be ridiculous and to sleep in a pair of shorts, or even his boxers if he wanted to.
They'd be under the sheet and she was his mother, not like she'd be checking him out. Admittedly, part of why she'd told him that was because there was no way she could wear a night shirt in this sweltering room.
While Vince sat on the bed with his back turned, Rose removed her bra, and shorts, and slipped under the sheet in a grey tank top and her panties. She didn't feel the panties were that improper, they revealed about as much as her bikini bottom.
The top was another story, being smaller chested, Rose tended to wear tighter tops to show off what she had, and tank top was a size smaller than it should be. Without a bra, the shirt was tight enough to show off her nipples and the shape of her breasts themselves.
Rose didn't want to keep the sheet over her chest, so she figured after they watched a little TV, she'd just sleep with her back to him the sheet only up to her waist. That was the final straw on the night, the remote was dead, and the TV had no external way to change the channel. When Vince got up to turn it on, it was stuck on a local access channel.
At that point, they'd decided to call it a night, and go to sleep. That was an hour ago, and Rose couldn't nod off. She hated being on her side, so decided since it sounded like Vince was asleep to roll over onto her back which is how she usually slept.
They left the light over the bathroom mirror on, and the door open so they could find the bathroom. That left the room lit enough that if Vince looked over, he'd get a look at her in the skimpy tight shirt because there was no way she could keep the sheet over her.
But again, if he did, he did. He was her son; not like he'd be checking out his mother's tits. Then again, Rose found herself looking at Vince in a way that wasn't quite motherly. Staring at him as he slept, she couldn't help noticing he was a good-looking young man.
Brian had been damn fine in his younger years, and Vince looked just like him. The short thick black hair, strong jaw, rugged features that made him attractive, but not in the pretty boy way. The one trait Vince had of Rose was his deep blue eyes, which coupled with his dark hair and his tanned face, stood out even more than they did on her. Neck down, Vince reminded Rose of Brian in his heyday as well. Vince's shoulders and chest were wide, and even relaxed the muscles in his arms stood out.
His stomach, partially visible with the sheet pulled a few inches over his waist was flat and hard, his 'six pack' well defined. Even his legs looked good, his thighs thick, and the muscles in his claves standing out even when he was just walking.
Amazing he didn't have a girlfriend. He'd broken up with Tara a few months ago, and unless he was just hooking up, he hadn't been dating anyone. Not for the first time, Tara, and any other young woman Vince had been with was one lucky bitch.
Rose had the talk with him about sex. She knew Brian had as well, but Rose made sure to bring up the fact that you get what you give, and Vince wanted his girl to be his personal little porn star, then he needed to be hers.
Taking good care of her would make her more than happy to be good to him. As she'd talked with him, she'd thought about how long it had been since Brian had taken care of her. They'd had amazing sex for years, and he used to love to go down on her.
Rose closed her eyes, recalling those days. How he would spend an hour between her thighs, licking, teasing, fingering with her feet on his shoulders or her long legs stretched out alongside him, playing with her nipples, moaning, and whimpering as he kept her on the edge of Cumming, but would back off.
When he'd let her come, her orgasm would be so strong she'd just lie there like a ragdoll, while he would left her limp legs, and plow into her, fucking her with delicious long hard strokes, just taking her, claiming his reward for turning her into a quivering hot mess.
Rose released a deep breath into the hot humid air. It had been months since she'd had anything between her legs other than her fingers or a vibrator. Just thinking back to those days had her nipples erect, and a different kind of heat between her legs.
She closed her legs, and bent them slightly, then straightened them. Rose repeated the move several times, and she had to part her lips and breath through her mouth as just the sensation of her thighs pressing around her tight enough to rub the panties against her now swollen clit had her on the verge of moaning.
The heat didn't help. Ever since she could remember, the heat made her horny. Something about being sweaty and flushed, her flesh slick and warm, always got her worked up. Not that it took much these days, but what the hell was wrong with her? She was lying next to her son.
Not just next to, but Vince was taking up so much of the narrow bed, their sides were touching. That added to the heat, both externally, and she hated to admit it, but internally. God his body was hard! Even sleeping and relaxed his arm and thigh felt as if he were flexing them.
Rose's attention turned to how her own long soft, and sweaty leg felt against his. If they were a couple, her a cougar on the prowl, and him the lucky young cub she'd decided to bring to this shitty motel to fuck while her inattentive and out of shape husband paid young girls to squeal for him.
Even the contrast of their skin was sexy. Vince deeply tanned from his summer landscaping job, and Rose who usually avoided the sun, except to take a quick swim, and even then, she slathered herself with sun block, was fair, bordering on pale.
Her light honey blonde hair would look good on his chest, and her body pressed tightly to his even better. Get a grip, woman, this is your son. Rose brushed it off as being yet another sign of how deprived she was. Fine line between deprived and depraved, she supposed.
Meanwhile, she was now horny as hell, and all but squirming on the bed. Rose slid her hand under the sheet and when she felt between her legs, she wasn't surprised to find the crotch of her panties were wet.
She rubbed her clit through the silky material and had to bite her lip to avoid making any nice. Rose wiped her hair from her sweaty face. She should have put her hair up, but seeing it had been wet from the shower, she'd chosen to let it get the pillow wet to cool it off and keep her cool for a while as well.
The humidity in the room had dried it quickly, and now it was plastered to her face and shoulders. That should be annoying, but like the heat itself, in her randy mood she found it sexy. Her blonde hair darkened by sweat was a good look if she thought so herself, because, hell someone had to these days.
Rose rubbed her clit harder, and her other hand strayed under her shirt. She caressed her right breast, as if she were a lover exploring it, fondling it, gently, before her fingers found her nipple. She was breathing harder, and glanced to her right, making sure Vince was still asleep.
Rubbing through the panties felt good, but it was more teasing than satisfying. As absurd, and flat out wrong as it was, Rose decided she needed to get off. It always served to help her sleep, and with another long day on the road coming up, she needed to rest.
Rose released her breast, and lifting her hips, carefully eased her panties down so she could open her legs wide, the way she liked to when she had her 'me time'. Watching, Vince she slowly drew her legs up, and pushed her panties over her knees.
She eased her right leg out, but left them around her left, so she could easily find and pull them back up. Just the thought of now being naked from the waist down while being next to Vince sent a strange, but pleasant feeling went through her.
Rose eased her left leg out and rolled her eyes when it dropped off the edge of the bed, because Vince had her right on the edge of it. She pulled her leg back up, wondering how she could do this as her right leg was pressed against Vince.
Another odd wave of heat went through her when she decided to raise her right leg, and gently drape it over Vince's. She remained still, seeing if the weight of her leg woke him up. She held her breath when he grumbled something, and his eyes partially opened.
He didn't seem to be completely awake as his left hand which had been on his stomach under the covers, moved, resting on her thigh. A shiver went through her at the sensation of his large strong hand on her inner thigh and about a foot away from her pussy.
Vince closed his eyes, and his breathing remained slow and steady. Relieved. Rose slipped her hand back between her thighs, amazed at how wet she was and knew it was partly the taboo of doing this so close to her son.
Her middle and ring finger slipped easily into her wet slit, and when she pressed her thumb to her clit, she had to stifle a gasp. Damn, she was wound up. With her arm touching Vince's Rose didn't rub herself to hard in fear of the movement waking him.
She closed her eyes and released a long shuddering breath as she worked her hand back under her shirt and captured her swollen nipple. Rose tried to envision some faceless young stud working her over heated cunt, first fingering, then eating her before stuffing her with the hard cock she desperately needed.
It worked for a minute or so, but her mind strayed to Vince's hand on her thigh. She imagined him sliding it further, until he encountered his mother's wet pussy. It would be his long thick fingers inside her, and she'd moan his name while he drove them into her hard and deep.
He'd make her come, then she'd roll over and ride him. Considering how amazing the rest of his body was, Rose had no doubt her son would have an amazing cock. Her breathing was getting faster and deeper and her thighs already quivering.
She straightened her legs, and bent her feet, her toes curling as they always did when she was straining to come. Despite the voice in her mind telling her she shouldn't be thinking about Vince, her incestuous thoughts kept flowing.
She imagined being on top of him, her hands on his muscular chest while his were on her tits. Repeatedly driving herself down onto his cock and him moaning 'oh, mom' his hips thrusting frantically as his balls prepared to empty into his mother's...
Rose stopped, when she realized the narrow cheap bed was shaking. She suppressed a whimper of frustration as she had been so close. She hadn't thought she was rubbing hard enough to shake even this flimsy mattress.
The bed was still shaking. Her eyes flew open and she looked over at Vince. His eyes were closed, but like hers had been, his lips were parted, and he was breathing heavy. Her gaze shifted lower and her eyes widened.
The sheet was moving rapidly up and down, and the visible part of his arm was moving.
Vince was jerking off!
Talk about like mother like son! Rose became aware of his hand still resting on her leg moving lightly back and forth, caressing the soft skin of her upper thigh caress her soft skin. Her heart raced when she wondered if he were thinking of her while he stroked his cock.
"Honey?" Rose couldn't resist. "You okay?"
His hand stopped moving, and he opened his eyes with exaggerated slowness, as he turned to look at her. "Huh?"
"You were shaking, are you okay?" She fought back a smile at the nervous look on his sweaty face.
"Um, yeah." He nodded, his head bobbing in a jerky motion, and his eyes darting everywhere, but his face.
"You sure? You were making some groaning noises?" She lost the battle and felt her lips curving into a smile. "Bad dream?"
"Yeah, yeah," he agreed, his head bobbing again. "Bad dream?"
His eyes had stopped moving and were now lingering below her face. Rose followed his line of sight and saw her nipples poking through the thin material, and with a start she realized her hand was still under her shirt.
"Are you sure it was a bad dream?" Rose eased her hand from her shirt, the move calling more of his attention to her breasts.
"Yeah why?" His eyes had gone lower, now focusing on where her other hand was still under the sheet.
"Because it looks like you were having a pretty good dream." She pointed to the tent he was pitching in the sheet. A very large tent.
"Oh, um, shit!" As red as Vince was from the heat, the flush managed to deepen and his hands went to his crotch, trying to push down what looked like a very persistent erection.
"Then again, unless you jerk off in your sleep, that wasn't really any kind of dream, was it?"
"What do you mean? I was...scratching myself, must have gotten bit on the leg, and..."



"Honey, are you horny, too?"
"No, I'm..." he stopped as he caught her words. "Too?"
"I'm horny," she whispered, and even as she spoke, she wondered where she was going with this. "I'm so goddamn horny, Vince."
"You are?" He looked like a deer in headlights as he tried to think of something to say.
"I was doing the same thing you were." Rose grabbed his wrist under the sheets, and slid it up her thigh, just missing her pussy as she rubbed it over the small patch of damp blonde fuzz on her mound. "I even took my panties off."
"Shit." His blue eyes went wide. "I mean, that's..."
"Hot?" She asked. "It is, isn't it?"
"Well, maybe if you weren't my mom." He responded with the right words, but he didn't try and move his hand from where it rested just over her clit.
"Did you like mommy's leg over yours? Is that why you put your hand on my thigh? Were you thinking about me while you stroked your cock?"
The questions came rapid fire, and in a throaty purr she hadn't used since the last time she'd talked dirty to Brian. Rose wasn't sure what had come over her, but knowing Vince was masturbating next to her, and possibly to the thought of her had her clit throbbing, and her nipples so hard they were beginning to ache.
"I..." Vince struggled for an answer, but even as he did his eyes were on her breasts. "Yeah, sorry, mom."
"You don't look sorry?" She nodded towards his crotch, then reaching under the sheet, grabbed his cock.
His hard cock. His hard, thick cock!
"Mom!" Vince gasped, his mouth dropping open and his eyes so wide it would have made her laugh if her focus wasn't on the impressive pulsing erection in her hand.
"I know, this isn't right." Rose slowly stroked his cock as she spoke, and noted Vince made no attempt to stop her. "But its not right for us to be horny either, is it?"
"I guess not." Vince breathed as she worked her hand down to the base of his shaft, and back up to rub her palm over the spongy head of cock. Long too...long and think. Oh God, she was so wet!
"Your father and I haven't had sex in months, and he hasn't gotten me off in two years." Rose spoke softly as she continued to pump his cock. "That's not fair."
"Um, TMI?" he joked nervously, but still made no move from stopping his mother from jerking him off.
"And you're such a good-looking young man, and I bet very good to his girlfriend. Not fair for you to be so horny that your mother's leg on yours gets you going."
"No," he was breathing harder and his eyes were now on the sheet moving up and down. "Not fair."
"Hmm, let's see what we have here." Rose drew her leg up and kicked the sheet away, exposing them from the waist down.
Vince had pushed his boxers down a few inches, and the sight of his huge cock in her hand, caused a wave of wet heat between her thighs. She'd been right, his cock was as beautiful as the rest of him.
And his balls, big and full. So full he needed to get off even with his mother next to him.
"Oh, honey, that is one fine cock." She sucked on her lower lip. "It's a goddamn sin that you have to jerk it off." She stroked him faster and the moan he emitted had her thighs trembling.
"Mom, you shouldn't be doing that." He finally managed a protest.
"Doesn't this feel better than doing it yourself?" Rose squeezed his cock just below the tip, getting another groan from him and a squirt of pre-cum flowing down her fingers as a reward.
"Yeah," he moaned in agreement as she worked her hand around his dripping tip, getting her palm wet. When she resumed jerking him, her now slick hand glided along his shaft.
"It would feel a lot better for me too." She pushed his hand between her thighs. "Feel how wet your mother is. Her poor little pussy needs attention, baby, and it would be so much more fun if you did it."
"I...but..." he blinked as if wondering if he were dreaming. "What about Dad?"
Rose grinned. The fact she was her mother didn't seem to matter to him anymore, he was worried about getting in trouble.
"He'll never know, honey. This will just be our little secret. Its not like we're having sex. I'll give you a nice hand job, to help you relax and go to sleep, and you'll finger me while you play with my clit. Make your mother come nice and hard."
"Well..."
"Please, baby?" She looked up at him through her eyelids then slid her hand down his shaft, and cupping his balls gave them a squeeze. "Mommy really needs to come and so do you."
"I mean, if you think its okay." Vince's fingers slid between the moist folds of her pussy, and her hips jerked when the edge of his hand rubbed her clit.
"Its okay!" She slid her hand back around his cock, marveling at the way her fingers were unable to touch around it. He hadn't gotten that from Brian. "It's so okay!"
Rose pulled the tank top up over her breasts, exposing them to her son.
"Damn, mom." He stared at her tits with a look of desire she hadn't seen from her husband in years.
"They're kind of small, but they're nice, right?"
"They're amazing," His eyes roamed down her breasts and along her body. "You're so goddamn hot."
"You just saying that because I'm playing with your cock?" Regardless of why, hearing him say it made her feel sexy, and she loved it.
"No, you're really hot, a lot of my friends in high school used to bust me up and say they wanted to fuck you." his fingers again probed her pussy. "Wow, you're wet!"
"Put those fingers inside me," she urged him by pushing her hips up, sliding his fingers to the right spot. "Two of them."
Vince obeyed, and Rose released a loud moan. The last year all she'd had inside was a thin vibrator, and his two thick fingers were spreading her sorely neglected cunt as they pushed deep inside her.
"Lay on your side," she whispered, "Get those fingers in deeper, and put your thumb on my clit."
Vince responded with an eagerness that caused her pussy to gush around his probing fingers. He rolled onto his side, propping himself up on his elbow, while rubbing her clit with his large thumb.
"Yes!" Rose breathed, her hand on his forearm, squeezing it. "Push harder, honey, work your mother's pussy."
When Vince rolled to his side, she closed her legs, and crossed her ankles, pinning his hand between her legs. His cock was now resting on her thigh and Rose placed her hand on top of it, pushing it into her leg and sliding her palm up and down his length.
Vince's thumb rotated on her clit, while he flexed his wrist, working his fingers in and out of her. Rose lay back on the pillow, moaning softly, her hips rocking into his fingers. She felt his cock pulsing against her leg, and his pre-cum oozing onto it.
She grabbed her nipple, rolling it between her fingers, then cried out in surprised pleasure when, with no hesitation, Vince lowered his head and sucked her other nipple into his mouth.
"Fuck!" She swore. "Someone's done this before, haven't they?"
Vince winked at her, that simple gesture causing her hips to buck hard into his fingers. God, for something that was supposed to be wrong it was so fucking hot! Hot enough that Rose's thighs were already trembling and her legs straightening.
"Just like that," she whispered. "Make mama come, Vince, then you can lay back and I'll take good care of you."
Vince moaned around her nipple when she gave his cock a squeeze for emphasis. His thumb pressed harder into her clit, and he surprised her again, by pushing a third finger into her sopping cunt.
As wet as she was, having three fingers inside bordered on uncomfortable for the first few seconds, but the fact he'd done it, and the way his tongue swirled around her attention starved tit, more than made up for it.
"Honey, you're being so good to me," she purred. "I'm going to make you cum so hard!"
"Get what you give, right mom?" he asked around her nipple, flashing her a sly smile that had her hips thrusting faster into his fingers.
It also had her wondering if he'd thought of her before because he seemed way too comfortable with her body, and what they were doing.
Then again, wasn't she, and she'd never had a sexual thought about her son until tonight. Somewhere in her mind, Rose wondered how she'd feel about this tomorrow morning, but right now all she was feeling was the impending explosion that had her toes curling, and her back arching.
She'd stopped playing with his cock and her hand now roamed across Vince's upper body, rubbing his back, his shoulder, then down his arm. The feeling of hard muscle beneath his sweaty skin increased her already out of control lust.
When she slid her hand into his sweat dampened hair, and pushed on his head, forcing his face into her breast, Vince moaned, and his cock twitched against her leg. The two of them were acting like a drunken couple having a hot one-night stand, neither caring, at least in the heat of the moment, who they really were to each other.
"Oh fuck!" Rose cried out, pinching her nipple harder, as she dug her fingers into his short hair, and pushed harder, all but force feeding him her tit. "Oh, God, Vince you're going to make me come!"
The sound of her own words, and how wrong, yet right they sounded, sent her over the edge. Rose released a low guttural sounding moan as her pussy contracted around her son's fingers, and the strongest orgasm she'd had in years slammed through her.
The low growling sound turned into a high-pitched squeal as she writhed on the bed, her hips bucking, and thighs clamping around Vince's hand, grinding her wet cunt into him. He continued to work her clit, and wiggle his fingers inside her, his tongue busy on her nipple.
Even as her body was wracked with waves of intense pleasure, Rose caught Vince's eyes, and they were focused on her face as she alternately yelped, gasped, and went back to the low groans she made when she came hard.
"Oh, damn," she breathed as her body slumped limply into the mattress. Her she uncrossed her suddenly weak legs, and lay there gasping for breath as her pussy continued to quiver around Vince's fingers. "So hard," she moaned softly. "Came so hard."
"That was the sexiest thing I've ever seen." Vince lifted his head from her breast. "You came like a porn star."
"Your mother can do a lot of things like a porn star." She replied while giving him a shove in the chest to get him to roll over onto his back. "I need someone to make me want to."
Vince obediently lay on his back, and looking at her, gave her a nervous smile. "My turn?"
"Damn straight it is." It was her turn to move onto her side, propping her self up with one arm as he had.
She grabbed his cock at the tip, milking pre-cum from him, and as she had before used it to lube up his shaft.
"That feels so good." Vince moaned as his mother stroked the length of his cock.
"Yeah, it does," Rose agreed. "You're so fucking hard, honey. And this cock is amazing!"
"Just saying that because it's the one in your hand?" he laughed
"Smart ass." Rose replied, but with a big smile. She'd forgotten sex was supposed to be fun, not a chore.
Vince looked as if he were going to reply, but it turned into a gasp as for the first time Rose worked her hand rapidly up and down his cock, not just teasing, but jerking him. Rose's eyes darted back and forth between the beautiful cock in her hand, loving the way her red nails looked on his shaft, and then to his face, watching him also enjoy his mom's hand on his dick.
He moaned quietly and his hips were now moving as Rose stroked him, bringing him closer each time her hand worked his full length. Rose stared at his angry purple tip which continued to ooze pre-cum.
The sight of it had her licking her lips, and she realized she had leaned closer, her head now over his thigh. She squeezed him tighter, and slowed her stroking, making him release a sound that was a mixture of a moan and whimper of frustration as she held off his impending explosion.
The way his cock throbbed in her hand, and how good it looked glistening with pre-cum and her hand around it, had her mouthwatering. His cock seemed to be getting bigger, but it was her eyes getting closer as without conscious thought, her head was now across his lap, her lips inches from his tip.
Vince put his hand on the middle of her back, and she felt his fingers trembling. Rose sucked on her lower lip. She knew what she wanted. She wanted this glorious cock in her mouth. She loved sucking cock, and missed it, but she'd be damned if she'd do it for someone who wouldn't do a damn thing for her.
But her son had just given her one hell of an orgasm, and for that shouldn't he get a nice treat?
"You're right Vince," she spoke just loud enough for him to hear. "You get what you give."
Rose opened wide and took his cock deep into her mouth.
"Mom!" Vince gasped. "You...oh shit!"
Rose moaned around his hard flesh, her eyes rolling back as she opened wider, and took more of him into her mouth. He was so damn thick! But she relaxed, angled her head, and continued to work her soft lips down his shaft.
With a gagging sound, Rose managed to get her mouth to the base of his shaft. Behind her, Vince was moaning "Mom" repeatedly and when she shook her head, working his sensitive tip around her mouth, his fingers pressed into her back and his entire body tensed.
Rose held him there, reveling in the feeling of having her mouth stuffed with hard young cock. His pre-cum oozed down her throat, and overcome with the desire to suck, she worked her lips to his tip.
Rose released him long enough to spit on it, a move that elicited a surprised gas from Vince. She took a breath, then went to town, sucking her son's cock like the porn star she'd just told him she was happy to be.
She slid further across his lap, so she could rest her upper body on him as she bobbed her head rapidly. Vince's hips jerked when she cupped his full balls and rubbed them gently. At this point she was just using her mouth, and thought it was a shame he couldn't see his cock in her mouth.
Rose thought about rolling over between his legs, but his legs were already trembling, and she knew he need to come as badly as she had. There was also the very real concern that if she rolled over, she might decide to go all the way and ride him like she had in her taboo masturbation fantasy, before she'd stopped.
Vince's other hand slid into her hair and she moaned at the way it was shaking. His while body was shaking. She was sure this was far from the first blow job he'd ever received, but she bet it was a whole different thrill when it was your mother's mouth on your cock.
She knew that because the fact this was her son she was sucking had her hips rocking and her pussy flowing even though she'd just come minutes ago. Her breasts were pressing into his stomach and she moaned louder when his hand slid all the way down her back to her ass.
He gave her ass a squeeze, and it pushed her to bob her head even faster. Rose was sucking loud and sloppy, making wet gurgling sounds as she let her spit and his pre-cum slide from her mouth as she worked her way t the tip, then slurping it back up on the way down.
Her eyes were closed, and she was moaning as much as he was just from the pleasure of having him in her mouth. The way his body shook and the now higher pitched desperate moans behind were music to her ears, and fueled her to suck harder, as if she were in a race.
His balls tightened in her hand and behind her he gasped. "Take it out, I'm going to come!" when she kept sucking, he sounded panicked. "I...I can't hold it back, I... Oh my god!"
His cock erupted in her mouth and Rose squealed around it as a thick warm jet of cum struck the back of her mouth and slid down her throat. Vince moaned and his hips jerked as his mother continued to suck, rubbing and squeezing his balls to completely drain them into her willing mouth.
He continued to squirt in her mouth, a huge load worthy of the size of his balls and incredible cock. Some if it slid from the corners of her mouth, but Rose eagerly sucked it back up as if it were the sweetest thing she'd ever tasted.
"Oh, stop!" Vince groaned when even her most fervent sucking couldn't coax another drop from him. His hand tightened in her hair, pulling on it and sending another wave of forbidden heat through her.
She eased him from her mouth, and sitting up, smiled down at him.
"How's that for porn star?"
"I think you'd do just fine." He returned her smile. "My Mom's mad blow job skills."
"Honey, that was a quickie, I have skills that would make your head explode."
She lay back down next to him, and hooking her foot under the sheet, drew her leg up to grab it and pull it up over their waists. She tugged her tank top down back over her breasts, and when she realized he hadn't replied, looked over to him.
"You okay?"
"Yeah, just thinking about what you said." This time the smile was gone. "What did we just do?"
"We took care of each other." Rose shrugged. "And like I said, this is our little secret. We both needed something, we helped each out, and now we go to sleep."
"We just forget about it?" His shrug was identical to hers. "I guess that's what we have to do, right?"
"Right, now get some sleep. Long day of driving tomorrow. We're trying to get to your aunts so we don't have to risk another shithole like this."
"You know, all of a sudden this place isn't so bad." He gave her a sweet smile. "Love you, Mom."
"You say that to every woman who blows you?" She teased.
"No, just the ones who are really good at it." He quipped. "But really, I love you."
"Love you too."
She closed her eyes, trying to tell herself she could sleep after what just happened. Despite the orgasm she swore she was as horny as before they'd played. Giving head always made her horny, she should have gotten him off first, then he would have settled her down.
"You know," Vince spoke from beside her. "What we did made me feel closer to you, like we shared something even though it was wrong."
He surprised her by reaching over and putting his hand over hers where she had them folded on her chest. "Only we can know about it, makes it kind of special."
"Right, special." Rose replied, trying to sound tired. "Now we drop it, okay, honey?"
"Right, sorry, night mom."
Rose didn't respond so the conversation wouldn't keep going.
Because she knew damn well if it did, she might suck him hard and let him fuck her.
*****
"That's it, baby, fuck me!" Rose cried out, her nails digging into Vince's shoulders as he lay between her legs, fucking her. "Come on, Vince, be a good boy and give mommy what she needs!"
Rose's eyes flew open, and she released a frustrated sigh. That was the third time she'd nodded off, and all three times she'd dreamt of her and Vince fucking. Like the last two times she awoke to her heart racing, her nipples erect and her clit aching.
How could she be this goddamn horny? She knew the answer, she wanted more. When sex was good, Rose always wanted more. There were weekends in their younger days they only left the bed to use the bathroom and eat.
Those days, Rose had felt as if she were drunk on sex, and every orgasm just made her crave another. She'd suck Brian hard again and again until when he came only a couple of drops would dribble out and he'd moan that his balls hurt.
She felt that way now. That orgasm was so good she wanted another. No, she was kidding herself, there was only one thing she really wanted right now.
Her son's cock inside her.
She looked over at Vince. His eyes were closed and his breathing steady, but he'd fooled her before. Rose wiped at her sweaty face, their little taboo encounter had done nothing to cool down either the room or her body physically or sexually.
Vince was sweating as well, his face and chest beaded with perspiration. Damn, he looked sexy. Rose's leg was against his and she felt the sweat between their legs and loved the feeling. But to be this sweaty they should have had the fun to earn it.



Fingering and a blow job weren't that kind of sexy work out. Being this hot should be the result of some serious fucking. Rose's gaze trailed down his chest to his crotch. There was a prominent bulge under the sheet, meaning even in his sleep he was close to hard.
Was he dreaming of her? When he'd been talking before, they went to sleep had he been hoping they'd fuck? Rose's eyes lingered on the bulge. Before, she'd imagined he had a nice cock. Now that she knew it was a indeed a damn fine cock, she wanted it even more.
She looked at the clock. One thirty am, and she'd only dozed fitfully, her raunchy dreams waking her up, and leaving her too wound up to really sleep. Rose had never bothered putting her panties back on, and sliding her hand between her legs, touched her clit.
She moaned quietly as just that brief touch made her grind her hips into the bed. She took another look at the sheet over Vince, thinking that right next to her was exactly what she needed. What she'd been needing for a year now.
She'd already let him shove his fingers in her cunt, and she'd sucked him dry, was sex really going to make things any worse? One way to find out.
"Fuck it." Rose said aloud, kicking the sheet off them.
She got off the bed and walking around to the foot of it, crawled up between Vince's open legs. Remaining on her knees, she yanked his boxers down, causing his semi-hard cock to spring free. Even as Vince, who was asleep this time, grumbled in confusion, Rose lowered her head and sucked him into her mouth.
"Oh, shit!" Vince moaned. "Mom, I thought..."
"I thought it wasn't fair, you didn't get a chance to watch before." Rose yanked his boxers further down his hips. "Get these fucking things off." She hissed, stunned at the urgency in her voice.
She backed down the bed, pulling his underwear down his legs as she did. Vince lifted his legs, and Rose tugged his boxers from his feet, throwing them on the floor. She stretched out on her stomach and taking his now fully hard cock in her hand, rubbed it against her cheek.
"That better? Now you can see your big dick in your mom's face."
"That looks so good." Vince's eyes were wide as Rose turned her head and whacked his once again dripping cock against her face.
Sticking her tongue out, she slapped his heavy cock against it several times before running her tongue up and down both sides of his shaft. She moaned as she worked her soft pink flesh against his rigid flesh, and pushing his cock back, dipped her head and sucked on his balls.
"So good," Vince groaned as she sucked on each of his balls, then fluttered her tongue across them, bathing his sac with her tongue.
Rose ran her tongue back up his shaft and took him between her lips once more. She bobbed her head, but slowly, letting him enjoy her mouth while she grew wetter by the second at the feeling of having her son in her mouth.
She released him, and rising to her knees, grabbed her tank top and stripped it off, flipping it behind her.
"I still owe you that mind blowing blow job, honey." She swung one leg at a time over his hips. "Because right now this cock needs to be in your mother's needy cunt."
She rose higher, and grabbing his cock, guided it through her lips and shoved the tip inside her. She sat down hard, driving him inside her and making her cry out as his long thick cock spread her open even further than his three fingers.
"Fuck that's deep!" She moaned.
Leaning over she grabbed the cheap headboard and rocked back and forth, working his cock inside her, getting herself used to his size. She lowered herself over him, pushing her tits into his face.
Vince opened wide, but she teased her nipple along his lips before pulling back, teasing him. He repeated the gesture with the other breast, then cried out when he slipped his arms around her and pulled her down.
His sucked not just her nipple but part of her small breast into his mouth and Rose moaned while no bucking her hips up and down, riding him. Vince went back and forth between her tits, licking and sucking each nipple as Rose groaned in approval.
She looked down into his sweaty face, loving the way her long damp hair touched his shoulders and tickled her chest. Now more accustomed to him, she bounced harder on his lap, rising higher each time to drive more of his impressive length inside her.
"Fuck, you feel so good inside me, baby!" She lowered her head and surprised them both by kissing him.
Vince's arms tightened around her, pulling her down so she her tits were now crushed against his chest. He kissed her hard and with a passion that made her hips move more urgently, riding him faster.
Her tongue darted against his lips and he parted them to accept it. They moaned in their throats as they shared their taboo kiss, and now his hips were moving in time with hers, driving up into her descending pussy.
"I need it!" She whimpered into his mouth. "I need it so bad!"
"Then I'll give it to you," he whispered, and sliding his feet up so his knees were bent, he drove his hips up into her.
"Oh fuck yeah!" She screamed in his ear as he held her pinned against him as he pounded her with short hard strokes that had her yelping each time he went deep inside.
Vince wrenched his body to the left, rolling them over and now on top, fucked her so hard the bed was creaking and the headboard slamming into the wall.
"Fuck me!" She squealed, her dream no becoming an even hotter reality. "Give mommy what she needs, baby!"
Vince sat back, and grabbing her ankles lifted her legs and pushed them back. Rose's ass came off the bed and she found herself staring at the tops of her feet where they were now over her head. When Vince resumed slamming her with long hard strokes, she squealed long and loud, her mouth in a continuous "O" as he son tore into her.
"Take it!" She managed in between yelps and moans. "Take that pussy, make it yours!"
Vince leaned forward to grab the headboard, keeping her feet on his shoulders. Rose was all but bent in half, but all she cared about was his cock was now plunging straight down into her and she swore she'd never been fucked this hard.
"Keep fucking me like this and that pussy will be yours!" She stared him in the eye. "You want that Vince? You want mommy's hot mouth and her wet cunt all the time? You want to keep fucking me?"
"Yes!" he moaned above her, as tried to blink the sweat from his eyes.
"Then make it so I can't say no! Give it to me so good, that I'll be yours. Your dirty secret, your dirty girl! Your nasty porn star mommy!"
"I'll make you want it," he whispered, but sat back and pulled his cock from inside her.
"No!" She protested. "Don't stop, I...Oh!"
Vince had crawled back a couple feet and bending over plunged his face between her thighs.
"Fuck yeah!" She squealed as he drove his tongue inside her dripping slit. "Eat that pussy, baby!"
Vince's hands were on the backs of her thighs, keeping her legs up, and feeling like she was trying out for a porn, she hooked her arms around her knees, holding her legs back over her head. Seeing she had them, Vince let her left leg go and shoved three fingers into her cunt.
"Oh...Oh you're being so fucking good to your mother!" The words seemed absurd, some would say sick, but he was pumping his fingers hard and fast and his tongue and lips were on her clit noisily slurping on her pussy
Rose wiggled her ass into the bed, pretty much the only part of her she could move, as Vince sucked her clit with an enthusiasm that made her feel like the sexy desirable woman, she'd been yearning to be the last two years.
She hadn't just been talking him up to fuck her harder. Rose couldn't even pretend this would be a one-time thing. She was already addicted to her son's cock. Not just his cock, but the way he wanted to please her, and the confident way he fucked her even though she was his mother.
The biggest thing was the way he wanted her, he really wanted her and after years of not being happy she sorely needed to be wanted.
"Keep sucking!" She urged as her body was already gearing up for another orgasm. "Eat mama's pussy, baby! Make me come in your face!"
Vince released her other legs, and sliding his hand up, caught her right nipple and squeezed it between his fingers while boldly adding his pinky inside her, using four fingers to spread her.
Rose threw her head back and unleased what could only be described as a howl. She let her legs go and brought them down around Vince's head wrapping them around it and crossing her ankles.
She ground her hips, smearing her pussy into his fluttering tongue. Rose let loose with a series of yelps and squeals and had she not been in the throes of orgasm would have laughed when someone pounded on the thin wall and yelled for them to keep it down.
There was no chance of that. As soon as her hips stop thrusting, Vince was back on top of her and hammering away inside her still quivering flesh. Rose grabbed his shoulders, digging her nails in as he fucked her with long hard strokes that had her eyes rolling.
She grabbed her tits, playing with her nipples for him. Vince was breathing hard and sweating so much some of it was dripping onto her face and chest. Both their bodies were glistening, and when she wrapped her legs around her waist, she had to lock her ankles, or they would have slid off.
They both cried out at the sound of a loud crack and the bottom of the bed hitting the floor.
"Don't stop!" She moaned. "Just keep fucking me! Fuck me until you come!"
Vince didn't slow down even for a second. He just continued his relentless attack on her pussy which at this point was beginning to experience some soreness. But it was a good pain as they said, because as far as Rose was concerned her could fuck her until she couldn't walk.
But the way he was breathing and how short and jerky his thrusts were he was getting close. Squeezing her legs tighter around him, she whispered. "Inside, baby. I want to feel my boy come inside me."
Her words were the final push and after giving her several thrusts so hard she felt her juices spurting out around his cock and down her thigh, Vince exploded inside her.
"Oh, honey!" Rose whimpered in pleasure as her son's hot cum squirted deep inside her. "That's so nice! Keep going honey, I want every drop."
Vince moaned and gave her several short thrusts, each ending with another spurt as he painted the walls of his mother's pussy with his cum.
"All of it." She drew him down and kissed him before whispering in his ear. "Let mommy have it all, baby."
Vince groaned softly as the last trickle leaked into her. He let himself relax on top of her and despite the heat and sweat, she hugged him tightly, rubbing his back and kissing him softly.
"That was..." he began, but she silenced him with a kiss, before whispering.
"I know what it was, and don't worry about it, or wonder if its wrong. Just enjoy the moment, okay?"
"Okay." He kissed her, then easing away from her fell over onto his back. "I'll just say holy shit, Mom."
"I'll see the holy shit and raise you a that was the best fuck of my life."
"Not every day a mom says that to her son." Vince laughed quietly.
He turned as Rose stretched her legs out so she was lying beside him. "So, um, now what?"
"Well, I guess we're going to have to pay for a bed." She dodged the question. "I hope the guy in the next room didn't hear what we were saying, but I guess we could be role playing, right?"
"You know what I mean." Vince told her. "Not looking for a long talk, just did you mean it that we can keep having sex?"
"I did mean that. I've always loved sex in the morning, honey so you better get some sleep."
"What about dad." He sighed. "I know, mood killer."
"Good question." Rose rolled onto her side and draping her leg over his put her arm across his waist and rested her head on his shoulder. "All I can say as an answer is..."
She kissed his cheek and smiled.
"You just helped me make a very big decision."
Authors Note: There you have it, the first mom son idea that ever came to me, kind of simple and too the point, some lust and a little love, a mix I've always strived for in most of my taboo work. As always your votes and feedback(good and bad) are appreciated. Thank you for reading! LC68
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Samantha Rides For A Ride
By Hot4mysis
Cole sat back in his chair, idly searching through porn videos. He doubted he would watch one, but just looking at the small thumbnails and lurid descriptions, kept his cock hard.
Not that he needed much help. He'd been hard for most of the last half hour because he knew what was coming, and it was going to be him. He smiled at the computer as he worked his way through the seemingly endless selection of bother sister videos on his favorite site 'The Taboo Zone"
Most people watched movies like this because they fantasized about them happening with their sibling. They were a release for something they could never have in real life. That wasn't the case for him. Cole loved these movies because there wasn't one scenario he hadn't experienced with his sister, Samantha.
Samantha, who was currently downstairs begging their parents for a ride to the concert she had tickets for tonight. She needed a ride because she'd somehow managed to back into a telephone poll hard enough to crease not just the bumper, but the trunk and break every rear light.
The folks were ripping mad and the only reason she was even still able to go to at all was because the tickets had been a birthday gift from their grandparents. But they were adamant she had to find her own ride. She wasn't taking either of their cars, nor were they dropping her off and picking her up.
The friend Samantha was going with didn't drive at all. Cole was sure Samantha couldn't go with anyone else because she'd already given her friend the ticket.
Making things harder on her, dad had informed her he wasn't going to let her get picked up by one of the guys she knew because there was no way she was turning this into a date. Mom added the only way a guy would do her that kind of a favor would be if he were 'expecting' something as she put it.
Cole had to smile at that one. Mom and Dad were a bit out of touch, but even they knew how Samantha played, and played with, guys. After all, she hadn't earned the nickname 'Slutty Samantha' by keeping her legs, or for that matter her mouth, closed.
Samantha was going to be down to one option; her awesome younger brother, Cole.
Being the amazing brother that he was, Cole would be more than happy to help Samantha get to that concert. He'd even pick up her friend on the way and get them after the show.
But he'd want a little something in return. After all, shouldn't he be rewarded for being such a great brother? Seeing Samantha was always broke, and there really wasn't anything he needed her to do for him in the way of chores, that left only one way for his big sister to repay his generosity.
By doing what she did best; suck his cock and fuck his brains out.
That's right, other guys who have a thing for their sister-and he bet there were a lot of them-had to settle for watching the videos he was scrolling through. Watch them and jack off all over themselves while wishing that load was going in their sister's mouth or in their tight little snatch.
Meanwhile, Cole was doing what they could only dream about, and due to Samantha's penchant for getting in trouble and doing stupid things he got to do it quite often. As if on cue, he heard dad bark loudly downstairs, "For the last time, you need to find a ride to the damn show, or you don't go."
Cole smiled at the sound of footsteps coming up the stairs, and his cock jerked in his pants as if it sensed his sister getting closer. Close enough to knock on the door, and when he pretended not to hear her, call out;
"Cole you in there?"
"No!" he replied, his hand straying to his aching cock, rubbing it as he teased her.
"I really need to talk to you! Can I come in?"
"I really don't feel like talking. Come back tomorrow."
"Come on, Cole! Don't be a jerk!"
He remained silent, mentally counting to ten. At eight came the whiny, high pitched "Please, Cole? Please!" that used to annoy him, but now excited him.
"Fine, otherwise you'll just hang around outside my door until I come out."
Samantha entered his room, closing the door behind her, and Cole had to resist the urge to lick his lips at the sight of her. As always, Samantha was dressed trashy, once again reinforcing the reason for the nickname she'd earned in high school.
Her current ensemble was one of his favorites. A pair of black shorts made from some type of stretchy material so tight they showed a hint of camel toe. The rear view of the shorts showed off her one of her best features, her incredible ass.
They exposed the full length of her long legs, another of his favorite parts of her. Oh, who was he kidding? He loved every inch of his older sister's tall, athletic build. From the tips of her currently red painted toes, to her long curly black hair, and everything in between.
Samantha's top was another one her endless collection of tight t-shirts that left her flat tummy bare, showing off the small silver chain dangling from it. More importantly, it hugged her tits perfectly.
She wasn't big on top. In fact, she was a bit on the smaller side, but they looked just right on her slender frame. Better than that, they were absolutely perfect. Round, firm, perky and tipped with tiny pink nipples, the right pierced with a silver hoop.
That piercing had been yet another instance of Cole being a good brother and not ratting her out to her parents. For that good deed, he'd asked to be rewarded with one his sister's porn star quality BJ's that ended with her jacking him off all over her recently pierced tit.
Unfortunately for Samantha, her penchant for dressing slutty, and not being the brightest bulb in the house, got her found out anyway. She'd gone out to a club, and as she often did, Samantha had slipped her bra off to slut around in her painted-on shirt, showing off her titties.
She'd forgotten to put it back on and Dad had still been up when she'd come strolling in, thinking everything was fine because she'd beat curfew. The lack of bra, and piercing were obvious, and dad had unloaded on her and grounded her for a month.
During that month, Mom and dad had gone away for the weekend leaving Cole to make sure his sister didn't slip out over the weekend. Cole was nice enough to let her slip out both nights, but only after she let him slip into her mouth and pussy several times over that memorable weekend.
But those fond memories were just that, memories. Right now, the only thing on Cole's mind was the latest encounter he was about to have with his hapless, trashy, but sexy as fuck big sister.
"Are you even listening to me?" Samantha cut into his stroll down slutty sis lane, and he smirked at her.
"Sorry, were you talking?"
"Yeah, but you were too busy staring at me to listen."
"Can't help it, you look a lot better than you sound," he shrugged. "Are those shorts sprayed on?"
She gave her head a toss, sending her curly hair away from her face. "God, you're so creepy. I'm your damn sister."
"I know, that's what makes it even hotter." He smiled at her, then gestured at the laptop and the brother sister videos featured on the screen. "Matter of fact I was just thinking of you," he winked. "Wonder why?"
"You promised not to talk about that stuff," she reminded him.
"That stuff? You mean the times you let me fuck you?"
"Cole, please. Bad enough you're such a sleazebag you make me do it."
"I don't make you do anything," he said indignantly. "I just give you a choice and you're the one who chooses to be such a slut who'll have sex with your little brother to get me to do you a favor."
"Doesn't it make you feel like an asshole that you can't do anything for me without sex?"
"Nope."
"You'd rather treat me like a pig than just help me?" She pushed her lips into a pout. "Why are you so mean to me?"
"I'm not mean to you," he spread his arms out. "I licked your pussy and made you come last time. How is that mean?"
Samantha's pout turned into a frown, and her face reddened in embarrassment. He let her stew on the fact she might always put up a lame fight at first, but truth was Samantha totally got into fucking him.
While he waited for her to get around to asking him for a ride, Cole focused on his sister's mouth. Samantha's mouth seemed a little big for her face due to her lips being on the plumper side.
She had a bit of a crooked smile which accentuated the size of her lips and went a long way towards giving her the look he found to be such a turn on. Her borderline thin build, slutty mode of dress, long wild curly black hair, and fair, borderline pasty complexion all caused the words trashy, or at times when he was pissed at her, skanky, come to mind.
Samantha looked like the kind of girl you'd take home from a bar at two am, fuck her brains out, then toss her out of bed and send her on her way. Not that at eighteen Cole had any experience with things like that, but he'd seen enough movies to know that type, and Samantha screamed cheap tramp to him.
Shit, she even had a tramp stamp! The large black rose on the small of her back with flames spread out over her ass cheeks was both bad ass and hot as hell, especially on her white skin. Cole had used it as a bullseye more than once when he finished fucking her doggy style and loved the way his white cum looked on the black flower.
She had two other tattoos, both on her feet. Her name was written in a calligraphy style font along the outside of her right foot, and three small butterflies in a circle on the top of her left.
Cole had painted both of those when on a whim he'd had her wrap her feet around his cock and jack him off with them.
That had been one of the first things he'd grown the balls to ask her to do to him to help her out of her endless messes. The first had been a hand job with her topless and jacking him off on her tits.
He'd come a long way-pun intended-since then, culminating in fucking her in the ass last month when she'd backed into Mom's car and dented it and he offered to take the blame. What was two weeks grounded compared to the exquisitely taboo thrill of listening to his sister squeal into a pillow while he pounded her ass and even busted a nut inside it.
"What's the matter, sis?" he teased. "Got nothing to say about how hard you came in my face?"
"Fine, you've made me come a few times, but you don't do that for me. You do it because you're a pervert who gets off on going down on your sister."
"Guilty!" He tapped his chest and laughed. "You might get on my nerves, but you taste great."
"Gross."
"Pretty tight too, which is surprising considering how many guys you let fuck you."
"I'm not a slut, I just like to have fun." She crossed her arms over her chest, propping up her tits. "Its okay for guys to fuck anyone they want."
"And we couldn't do that without trashy girls like you, so..." he paused, then laughed. "Thanks sis!"
"Cole, I need a ride."
"To the concert, right?"
"Mom and Dad will let me go because the tickets came from grandma and grandpa, but they won't let me drive and they won't take me."
"Hmm, that sucks." Cole pretended he hadn't overheard the argument. "Unfair to Grandma and Grandpa is you can't get there. The tickets weren't cheap."
"I told them that, but they said I'm lucky I'm even going, so its up to me to find a way, and they won't let a guy take me."
"I'm a guy so I guess you can't ask me."
"You're different. They think I'll end up fooling around with the guy, you're my brother so they know that's not happening."
"Not that they know of anyway."
"Because they don't know you're a sick fuck who likes to make me do dirty things."
"You love those dirty things," he pointed out. "And calling me names isn't going to get you a ride."
"Sorry," She walked over to stand in front of him, and as he stared at her stomach, he had to resist the urge to kiss it. "Do you think you could take me and Cindy?"
"I'm supposed to drive fifteen minutes the other way, turn around then drive forty-five minutes to Worcester, hang somewhere for three hours, then bring her home?"
"Yeah, she was supposed to sleep over after the show, but I'm punished."
"That's my whole Saturday night," he stroked his chin. "Gas, hanging around that crappy area, and having to listen to you and Cindy giggle like idiots."
"We don't giggle." She shrugged. "Unless we're stoned."
"And Cindy's always stoned, and I'm sure she's going to want to smoke on the ride up, meaning you'll want to. That's another favor, not telling dad you smoked."
He sighed and drummed his fingers on this desk. "That's a lot to ask."
"You weren't doing anything tonight anyway, you usually work."
"And this is my first Saturday night off in two months and you want me to spend it as an uber driver?"
"I'll give you $25, its all I have until I get paid."
"Twenty-five bucks?" he scoffed. "That's gas, what about all my time?"
"This concert is a big deal and if I can't go then grandma and grandpa wasted their money!"
"That's your fault for backing into a pole." He gave her a waked smile. "Then again, that's not the first pole you've backed into, is it?"
"Please stop with that."
"Really? What about all the rear-ended jokes I can make?"
"Cole, will you please give me a ride?"
"Okay."
"Oh My God, thank you!" She clapped her hands, then leaned over and kissed his cheek.
"But you have to give me one first."
"Huh?"
He pointed behind her. "Lock the door."
"Are you kidding me?" Her baby blue eyes widened. "You're going to make me fuck you again?"
"You want a ride; I need a ride. Seems fair."
"But..." she pointed to the floor. "Mom and Dad are home!"
"That's why you're going to lock the door."
She stared at him, her lip out and trembling, and he shrugged.
"Like I said, sis, I'd never hurt you or force you to do anything, but if I'm going to give you something you want, then I get what I want."
"But you always want sex, and I'm your sister!"
"My skanky hot sister who's only good at one thing, so why shouldn't you share that talent with your helpful little brother."
"Stop talking to me like I'm some dumb slut."
"Stop acting like one and I will," he grinned. "After all, I can ask for whatever I want, you're the one doing it, and you end up getting into it every time, so I don't know why you fight it."
"Dammit, Cole! Can't you just be nice?"
"Tell you what, when you come in here and just give me head for no reason other than wanting to be nice, then I'll do you a favor without asking for anything. But when you're not asking me for something, you're a bitch to me, so this is what you get."
"Not a bitch, you're just an annoying little shit sometimes."
"You're two years older than me and have always teased and picked on me. Last few months, I've been getting some well-deserved payback, and you have a lot to make up for."
He pointed to the door again.
"Now make up your mind. Go lock the door or go in your room and sulk all night."
"Such a jerk!" Samantha spun on her bare heel and walked over to the door, she turned the handle and for a second it looked like she was going to leave.
Then her shoulders slumped, and his cock jumped at the sound of her thumbing the lock on the doorknob. She turned to face him, and as she approached was already stripping off her shirt.
"Boy, I've got you trained, don't I?"
"Let's just get this over with." She tossed the shirt onto the end of his bed and unhooked her bra.
Cole's comeback died in his mouth when she flipped the bra off and he caught sight of her tits. By this point he'd seen them quite a few times, but the effect they had on him always made it feel like the first time.
She dropped to her knees between his legs and popped open his jeans.
"Look at you, I didn't even ask you to blow me."
"You always want me to suck it, you little freak. I'm just doing it before you make some crack, I need to use my mouth for what it's made for."
"Jeez, you can really take the sexy out of things." His words came out in a whisper as she yanked his zipper down, and reached into his boxers, her fingers wrapping around his aching dick.
"So does always being an asshole and only doing things if I blow you." Even as she spoke, she pumped his cock while tugging on his boxers with her free hand. "Get these off, I can't suck it if I can't get at it."
"Bitchy!" Cole lifted his hips and pushed his jeans and boxers down. "This could be fun if...Oh, shit!"
The second his cock was free Samantha had it in her mouth, bobbing her head along his shaft while she jerked him off, her fingers following the wet trail her mouth and tongue left in their wake.
Cole relaxed back in the chair watching the always incredible sight of his sister gobbling his cock like it was a competition. He knew it wasn't enthusiasm making her suck like that, she just wanted to get it over with, maybe even make him come so she wouldn't have to fuck him.
Then again, she'd learned that lesson last month when she'd thought she was funny sucking even after he told her to stop and getting him off all over her tits. She thought she could leave, but instead he had her get on the bed and sucked on her pussy until he was hard again, then fucked her.
Since he'd already blown a load, he'd lasted longer than usual and pounded her doggy so fast and hard he'd felt like a damn porn star. If she wanted to do that again, he was fine with that, heck, he'd prefer it as he'd get to come twice.
His parents were home though so he couldn't turn this into a long drawn out romp filled with the bed rocking and her yelping as he hammered her tight pussy with a cock even Samantha couldn't pretend wasn't damn big.
Big enough to cause her to make gagging sounds as she opened wide and worked her lips down to the base of his shaft.
"Right there." He put his hand on the back of her head, keeping her mouth where it was. "Damn, those lips really are made for cock sucking, aren't they?"
She stared up at him, giving him a dirty look as her eyes began to water from having her mouth stuffed with his full length. He let her go and she resumed bobbing her head, but faster than before.
Cole sighed and for the next couple of minutes the only sound in the room was his sister's noisy slurping on his cock as she drooled all over it, then sucked it back up.
"Nickleback was onto something with that you look cuter with something in your mouth." He sighed. "My dick looks damn good in your face."
Samantha rolled her eyes, and kept going, but he stopped her by tugging on her hair. "What's the rush? My balls are getting awfully jealous, you know."
Samantha slipped his cock from his mouth, a trail of spit briefly stretching between the head of his cock and her lips until it dripped down her chin. She pushed his cock back and sucked his sac into her mouth.
He moaned as she swirled her tongue around them as she sucked, while stroking his cock. He took in the way her slender fingers barely touched around his thick shaft and how good her red nails looked around him.
"Hey, sis, how do Deez Nuts taste?" he couldn't resist the joke, and releasing his balls from her mouth, she spit angrily on his cock.
"Stop being a prick."
"Just suck my cock, you haven't even earned the ride to pick up Cindy yet."
That got him another nasty look, but she went back to working his dick, fluttering her tongue around the head of his cock, then quickly licking up and down his shaft before, engulfing him between those big soft lips.



Cole had no real malice towards his sister, and to make up for his digs, he reached down and fondled her tits. They were small enough to fit in his palms, and he loved how her nipples felt pressing into his hands as he squeezed her tits. They were so firm he swore you could bounce something off them, and for that matter so was her ass.
He stared at her ass, still clad in the form fitting shorts as she knelt between his legs. He caught her nipples between his fingers and smiled when she moaned around his cock. He teased them gently while alternately rubbing and fondling her breasts.
Her ass moved back and forth, and she sighed several times around his cock. He noticed her sucking had slowed and knew it was because she enjoyed the way he played with her tits. Samantha could act offended, but as always, her true colors showed as she proved to be what he knew she was.
His slutty big sister.
"Okay," he breathed as her sucking was getting to him, his balls tightening and his cock starting to twitch each time she took him deep in her amazing mouth.
"Time for you to take that ride," he explained as he eased her mouth from his spit slicked cock.
Cole removed his shirt and pulling his pants off, rose and walked over to the bed, loving how his sister's eyes never left his cock as it bobbed between his legs. Like the little tramp wasn't going to enjoy this as much as he was.
He flopped down on his bed, and saw Samantha was on her feet and approaching him. She stopped at the side of the bed, and hooking her fingers into her shorts, pushed them down over her hips.
"Turn around, I want to see you take them off from behind," he told her.
Samantha rolled her eyes, but turned her back to him and grabbed the shorts once more.
"Slow," he demanded. "Slow and sexy, give me a show, sis."
He heard her sigh, but she did as he asked. He lay there, his cock at attention while watching his big sister slowly ease her shorts down her hips. She did it with a sexy little shimmy, shaking her ass back and forth as she pushed the tight material down over her ass.
"Not even a thong? And you were talking to Mom and Dad like that?" He whistled. "What if dad saw your camel toe?"
"Dad's not a pig like you, he doesn't look at me like that." She spoke as she swayed her hips and got the shorts past her ass.
She worked her body side to side as she shimmied the shorts down to her knees. She then bent over to take them off and Cole swallowed at the sight of not just her small well shaped ass, but her pink slit winking out between her creamy thighs.
"Spread it open," he whispered.
"So gross," she muttered, but grabbed her ass and opened it, showing off her pussy even more as well as her pink rosebud.
Cole wanted nothing more than to get on his knees and bury his face in her pussy from behind and stick his tongue in both her slit and her ass. But he'd have to wait until her next screw up, because Mom and dad being downstairs had him nervous.
But also excited. The idea he was up here about to fuck his sister while they sat on the couch binge watching crappy TV shows was a thrill in itself. Samantha climbed onto the bed, swung her leg over his hips, and after sliding his cock though her very wet pussy, guided him inside her.
She lowered herself onto him, and he moaned as his sister's tight hot pussy engulfed his cock. Samantha released a similar sound as she settled down on his lap, his cock buried deep inside her.
She braced her hands on his chest and worked her hips, riding him.
"For someone who's mad about this, you're pretty damn wet," he taunted her.
"You do have a big dick," she admitted as she rode him harder, causing her tits to jiggle.
"I'd have to for your pussy to feel tight." He winked, then yelped when she dug her nails into his chest.
"Just come, will you?" Samantha moved her hips in a circular motion, working his cock inside her warm wet heat while sitting up across his legs, and cupping her tits. She stroked her nipples, putting on a show for him.
"You know what I like!" he laughed, then grabbed her hips and moved his, driving his cock into her descending pussy. "You love showing off those pretty titties to your little brother, don't you?"
"I want you to come for me." She switched to bouncing up and down, her rhythm matching his, plunging down onto his thrusting cock. "Mom or Dad could come up here any minute."
"Then you should come first." He slid his hand between her legs and found her swollen clit with his thumb.
"No," she moaned. "I don't even want to have sex with you! Just fuck me until you come and get it over with."
"Nope," he rubbed harder and smiled when she whimpered and her hips thrust forward, pushing her clit into his thumb. "I want you to come for me and prove how much of a slut you are that you'll come for your brother you supposedly don't want to fuck."
"Please, just, oh, shit!" She gasped when he grabbed her right tit, his fingers catching her nipples and twisting the hoop gently back and forth. "No fair!"
She leaned backwards, her hands now gripping his ankles as she continued to work her hips while giving him better access to her clit. Cole rolled it between her fingers them and felt her thighs trembling against his.
Cole played with his sister's clit while watching his cock slide in and out of her moist pink lips. Her nails dug into his leg and her hips moved faster as her legs tightened around him.
"Oh, oh, oh!" she released the high-pitched little yips that he'd learned were a sign she was getting close to coming.
"That's it, come for me. Come riding your brother's cock like the dirty little slut you are."
"Not a slut," she whimpered.
"You're fucking your brother for a ride, how much more of a slut can you be?"
"Stop being so...Oh!" Samantha gasped, then bit down on her lip and released a muffled squeal as her pussy quivered around his cock and her hips went into overdrive.
He rubbed her throbbing clit harder as she fought to contain her cries of pleasure. She let her head fall back and ground hard into his lap as her orgasm crashed through her. Cole moaned as her convulsing pussy continued to work his cock, causing his balls to tighten, and bring him closer to his own release.
Samantha pushed herself forward, her hands on either side of his head, and leaning over, shoved her tit in his face. He eagerly sucked her nipple and as much of her firm flesh into his mouth as he could, as she rode him harder and faster.
She grabbed the headboard, holding herself over him. Wrapping his arms around her waist, he bent his legs and pumped his hips as hard as he could. Samantha yelped above him as he held her still and hammered into her sill twitching twat.
Cole shifted his head so he could suck her other nipple, tonguing the silver hoop and groaned around it as his cock was now jerking inside of her, each thrust bringing him closer. He tried to slow down to last longer, but she pushed against the bed, using it as leverage to drive down onto him.
As always, his sister had gone from reluctant to fucking him like a damn wildcat. Fucking him too hard in fact as over the sound of their combined moans he heard a thumping sound. Before he could tell her to slow down, they both jumped when their father banged on the ceiling beneath them.
"Whatever the two of you are doing up there, knock it off!"
Samantha, her wide eyes mirroring his own nervousness, swung her leg over him, removing his cock from inside her.
"Fuck, I was about to come!" he groaned in frustration.
"You will," she assured him. "I need that ride."
Kneeling beside him, she took his cock back into her mouth.
"Goddamn," he breathed as Samantha bobbed her head rapidly while grabbing his cock and jerking to get him off faster.
Her hair had fallen across her face, and he moved it to the side so he could watch her devouring his cock with a sense of urgency that had his hips moving in response. He placed his free hand on her back, sliding it down her smooth skin and over the delicate curve of her ass.
He shoved two fingers into her sopping slit, making her moan around him as she repeatedly took him deep with a skill that rivaled that of any porn star he'd ever watched.
"That's right," he moaned, continuing the game. "Dad starts up those stairs we stop and if I don't come, you don't go."
Samantha whined in frustration and sucked so hard he gasped. She tickled his balls with her long nails while taking him all the way down, gagging on his length. Holding him there, her lips pressed to the base of his shaft, she shook her head vigorously.
"Yeah, oh, fuck yeah," he groaned as she worked the head of his cock around in her mouth, using her best finishing move on him.
Cole barely lasted a few more seconds before exploding in his sister's mouth.
Samantha moaned and her eyes rolled back as she continued to suck his spurting cock. Cole held her head, fucking her mouth, each thrust ending in another spurt jetting down his cum guzzling big sister's slutty throat.
His hips jerked and he pulled on her hair when he had nothing left, but she continued to suck, giving herself duck face as she hoovered his cock, trying to get a few more drops.
"Stop," he groaned. When she eased his cock from her mouth, he sighed. "Damn, sis, all those years of practice sucking every boy in school's cock really pays off."
"Yeah, whatever," she slipped off the bed, and grabbed her shorts. "We need to leave by six, okay?'
"Sure," he nodded. After all, a deal was a deal.
He watched her wiggle her ass back into the shorts, then don her bra, and finally her shirt.
"Lucky dad didn't come up here," she told while running her fingers through her curly hair, pushing it away from her face.
"You shouldn't have been fucking me so hard, miss 'I don't like doing this"
She gave him a dirty look, but it turned into a reluctant grin. "Like I said, you do have a nice big dick, so I guess I make the most of it."
"Glad to hear it, because you'll be fucking this big dick when we get home."
"What?"
"Hey, this is a round trip ride. This was for the ride to the show. You want a ride home; you need to promise you're going to fuck me again later."
"You're such a jerk!" She scowled.
"Question is, am I a jerk who's going to get to fuck his sister doggy style later?"
Her shoulders slumped. "Fine, you can fuck me doggy style when we get back."
"See, was that so hard?"
"Seems like its always hard," Samantha sighed.
Author's note; That's right, my loyal readers, Cole is always hard, and you would be too if you had a sister as slutty as Samantha! I hope you enjoyed the latest installment of Tales of my Slutty Sister. Is there going to be more? How could there not be? Samantha is sure to get herself in more trouble soon, and as always, her awesome brother, Cole will be there.... for a price. Thanks for reading, and please vote and leave a comment if you liked the story! Until next time, Hot4mysis
Chapter Two
Cole leaned back in his chair and rubbed his eyes. Three solid hours of writing and his latest installment of his series was ready to be uploaded to Literotica, the free erotica site he'd discovered three months ago while searching brother sister porn videos.
He'd seen it advertised during a hot video where a sister had broken her mother's favorite vase and begged her brother to take the blame. Her brother didn't want to, but she convinced him by stripping naked, sucking his cock, then fucking his brains out.
Cole loved all brother sister vids, but blackmail, or 'favor' videos were his favorite. Cole had already blown his load, as always timing his release with the 'brother' in the video so he came while watching the trashy sister take a big load in the face.
His lust spent, at least for the moment, Cole had decided to click on the site. He was disappointed to see it was erotic stories, not videos, but on a whim searched brother/sister stories.
There were hundreds and he read one, then another. By the time he finished the third, he was so hard, he went back and reread the scene and came a second time. After that, he was hooked, reading a couple every day either before or after a video.
The site contained stories featuring every kink imaginable, but Cole was only interested in taboo, specifically brother sister. One night on a whim, he decided to try and write one of his own. It wasn't like he didn't have inspiration. The reason he watched sibcest vids daily was his obsession with his older sister, Samantha.
Between his infatuation for his own sister, and the idea of a sister 'having' to perform sexual favors for her brother, Cole had no trouble with ideas. He decided he'd keep it simple and make a series of one-off stories, but all featuring characters who just happened to share the same names as he and his sister.
The first story he stole from a video where 'Samantha' his ditzy, hapless, always in trouble, and above all trashy looking sister, came in late from curfew and he threatened to tell their parents unless she blew him.
Cole thought the story was kind of weak, but he'd gotten some nice comments and a 4.40 out of 5.0 score. Encouraged he wrote a second, and much longer story, where he'd caught sis working in a strip club and made her do a slow striptease for him, then fuck him.
Fueled by his own desire, he put a lot of effort into describing how she acted at the club, including the fact she was blowing customers in the back. He out did himself on a scorching sex scene full of him demeaning her and threatening to tell on her if she didn't talk dirty and beg him to suck and fuck his huge cock.
That story had ten times the views and comments as the first. People there seemed to like his stories and a lot of the comments came from people who had a thing for their own sister, which made him feel less guilty about how bad he wanted the real-life Samantha.
With a smile, he went to his bookmarks, and clicked on his homepage that took him to hot4mysis's activity. He saw he'd received a few comments since yesterday.
"Really love your stories! They're so vivid and the lust and sex so real, you must have scored your sis in real life to make them feel so real."
"Wow, another installment of my favorite series, meaning another five star vote coming your way! I was hoping you'd write about that slutty sister taking it in the ass from her hung brother, and here it is. Keep them-and me- cumming!"
"I so wish I had a sister like Samantha!"
"I want to be Samantha! I so want to fuck my brother, and I always pretend I'm her when I read and get off to them. God, the way Cole fucks her gets my pussy so wet!"
"Good work, you've become the sickest fuck on the web's sickest site!"
Who the fuck told you that you could write? I've seen better grammer from a five year old"
There were other bad comments sprinkled thought the mostly glowing ones. People telling him he didn't know how to use a comma or what a twisted loser he was. Cole took those with a grain of salt, what did you expect on a site that allowed people to comment anonymously?
By and large he was well received, and even though he'd only been on the site for a few months was rocketing up the favorite author list. His constant and endless fantasies about Samantha coupled with watching countless sib videos made writing easy and he was already closing in on thirty chapters, and he had plenty of ideas left in the tank.
Some he made up, some were spins on his favorite videos, and a few based on real life scenarios. In those cases, the start of the story was how it had really happened, but when it went down the road of taboo sex, was where it became fiction.
Case in point when he'd 'accidently' walked into the bathroom a few weeks ago when he knew Samantha was in there. Every time she took a shower the last few months, Cole would try the bathroom door.
She always locked it, but that one time, she hadn't. Cole had listened to the water run, then once it shut off and he heard the shower curtain pulled back, he'd walked in. Samantha already had the towel in her hand and got it in front of her.
Cole had gotten a split second peek of one of her breasts, and just enough of a look to notice a lack of hair between her thighs, but not a glimpse of her pussy. In the story, Samantha had yelled at him to get out, but he'd stayed, pretending to say he was sorry, and she noticed the large bulge in his shorts.
She'd asked if it as for her, and he'd said that since she'd fucked him so he would cover for her when she snuck out while being grounded, all he could think of was doing it again. That was a rare instance where the story didn't involve coercion, just her dropping the towel and then getting on her knees for him.
In real life, Samantha had told him to get the fuck out of the bathroom or she'd tell Dad he was spying on her. Cole had panicked, hoping she was just mad and hadn't caught on that he'd been staring at her for months.
He'd backed out, stammering how sorry he was, and please not to tell mom and dad. A few minutes after he'd gone into his room, Samantha had knocked and come in, dressed in jeans and a t-shirt and said she was sorry she yelled at him. She knew it wasn't on purpose, but she'd been mad and embarrassed.
Cole had felt a wave of relief, but wrote his version of what happened the second she left the room. He sighed, as he went to the submissions page, figuring seeing he was here, he may as well upload his latest piece of wishful thinking.
He'd also have to take care of the raging hard on in his shorts that had been aching the entire time he'd written what he'd give anything to be able to do. Cole entered his chapter number and the subtitle "Samantha needs a ride, and so does her horny brother, Cole.", then selected his tags, and pasted in the doc.
Cole previewed it, and satisfied with the formatting, clicked publish. It would be up by tomorrow morning and all day at school, he'd be sneaking peeks at his phone to see the score and what comments he'd get.
He opened another browser to do what the story version of himself was doing at the beginning and look for a good brother/sister video. Cole found 'Sibcest' a site dedicated to his favorite kink, and typed in blackmail to see if there were any new vids he could not only get off to, but maybe use for another story.
The site was a bit dubious, filled with pop ups, and his malware detector worked overtime whenever he was on it. It took a minute for the page to load, and he looked up at the sound of laughter from outside his window.
He recognized his sister's distinctive loud throaty laugh. It was the kind of laugh that generally caused others to laugh with her, but depending on your mood could be annoying as hell. Cole rose from his desk and wandered over to his bedroom window which overlooked the backyard.
"You gotta be fucking kidding me."
Below him, dressed in a pair of denim cut off shorts and a bikini top, was Samantha. She and her friend Trish were washing Samantha's car, and like something straight out of a movie were spraying water and throwing suds at each other.
Most guys would be staring at their sister's friend, especially in the case of Trish who was a damn fine redhead with big tits and a plump little ass that looked like it was begging for a spanking.
Yet Cole's eyes were glued to his older sister's long slender form as she ran around the car barefoot, chasing Trish with a bucket full of soapy water. Samantha's hair was soaked, and her skin, not only glistening, but with white soapy rivulets running down her stomach and thighs.
It made Cole think of what a huge load would look like dripping down her skin, and his hand strayed inside his shorts. He gripped his cock, and just that contact made him moan like an idiot who'd never been touched before.



But it had been awhile since a hand other than his touched his cock. In his stories Cole was a young stud who'd banged his way through high school before setting his sexual sites on his sister.
In the real-world Cole was a decent looking guy, with a shock of short wavy black hair the same color as Samantha's as well as sharing her big blue eyes, a trait they'd inherited from their mother.
Also like his older sibling, Cole was tall and on the thinner side, but not skinny. Rather, he had some good lean muscle from playing tennis throughout high school, and his love of running. Cole had his fathers' strong jaw and rugged features, making his soft blue eyes seem out of place.
One of his best features was an easy, effortless smile, that had a little bit of 'aw shucks' to it as his grandmother described it. Looks wise Cole could have been more popular with the girls, but the problem was he was kind of shy, and not overly confident with the fairer sex.
Because of that, Cole had only one real girlfriend, Katy who he'd crushed on all freshmen year in High school, finally asked out the next year and took six months to get up the nerve to try to have sex with her.
He'd stayed with her for over a year, but a few months ago, she'd announced she was moving out to California to live with her older sister who was giving her a job at her father in laws insurance company.
She'd tried to say they could still 'hang out and hook up' until she left later this summer, but Cole told her to get lost. A decision he regretted on his hornier days, but he didn't want to feel used.
It was more than that. His obsession with Samantha had kicked in three or four months before Katy's announcement. He'd found himself picturing Katy as being his sister, even going so far as to talk her into wearing the black wig she'd worn at last year's Halloween party when they had sex as a "fun little game"
Katy hadn't minded, but she probably would if she knew that game was him imaging her mouth being his sister's and filling his condom with a load, he wished was going into Samantha's smooth pink twat.
The first time he'd done that was a week after the event that started his taboo infatuation with his hot older sister. He had overheard Samantha having sex with her now ex-boyfriend Todd, when the folks went away for the weekend.
He'd listened at the door to Samantha's yelps and urging Todd to fuck her harder and how much she loved getting it doggy. She'd promised to suck him hard again if he came quick, but only if he'd lick her cunt.
Thinking back on it as he watched Samantha run from Trish, who was spraying her with the hose, like two girls trying out for a softcore porn movie, Cole thought of how that had changed his view of her. Hearing Samantha talk like that while his mind tried to picture her not as his sister, but as a hot girl getting it, and getting it good, left him feeling kind of weird.
He realized it was creepy he'd listened, and creepier that he'd gotten hard while doing it. But he hadn't jerked off and seemed to forget about until a week later when out of the blue he had the first of what at this point might be hundreds of dirty dreams about her.
Cole had dreamt of her slipping into his room in just a t-shirt, and without a word, came over to his bed, stripped off the shirt, and before he could react had the sheet pulled back and was sucking his cock.
She'd hopped on and road him like the sex crazed Samantha in his stories, begging him to 'cum inside his sister's needy little cunt'. He'd woke up hard, and more than a little ashamed. He'd gone back to sleep, but when he had another dream, this one of her sucking him off in his car as a 'thank you' for a ride, he couldn't help jerking off to that image.
That dream had come from a brother/sister video he'd stumbled on a few weeks back. Other than the girl being hot and giving great head it hadn't done anything for him. But after that dream, he'd begun watching every sister vid he could find, while looking at his sister with pure, unadulterated lust.
Having just finished penning his latest fantasy and now watching a wet, soapy and scantily clad Samantha, that lust was now in overdrive. His cock pulsed in his hand, and he released a frustrated moan as below the window, Samantha was now posing for Trish.
She bent over the car, wiggling her ass, and looking over her shoulder while Trish laughed and pretended to take a picture of her. His sister turned herself around, and sprawled on the hood, her arms over her head, thrusting her tits out and lifting one long leg.
She hopped off the car and was now pretending to take the pictures as Trish rubbed her large soap covered tits against the passenger window while shaking her ass. Again, it struck him that Trish was hot, and putting on a show, but his attention was still focused more on Samantha who was laughing at her friend.
Cole's cock jumped when Samantha slapped Trish in the ass, then again, hard enough for him to hear it from where he watched. Trish yelped and spinning around, grabbed Samantha by her hair, she held her there, while reaching around and slapping her ass several times in quick succession.
They both giggled, then Trish pointed and they both grabbed sponges from the bucket and vigorously washed the side of the car. As his father pulled into the driveway, Cole found his mind envisioning Trish with Samantha.
He knew his sister was only into guys, and her and Trish had been friends since elementary school, but the way his mind worked these days it was now filled with the image of Trish lying back, playing with her big tits while his sister sucked her pussy.
"My sister's secret," he spoke aloud, and grinned.
That would be his next story, he would discover his sister having sex with her best friend, and for not telling his parents, she'd let him hide in her closet and watch the next time they'd play, then he'd fuck her while her face was still coated with Trish's pussy.
Maybe he could extend the already stretched plausibility of taboo stories, and Samantha would ask him to join them and he'd fuck her doggy while she ate Trish out. Or she'd suck him while Trish ate her.
In none of his quick visions did he see himself fucking Trish. That was how far his obsession had gone; even in a fantasy his sister was the only one he wanted to fuck. Cole managed to pull himself out of the incestuous cesspool that his thoughts had become at the sound of Dad's voice.
In many cases a father seeing his daughter dressed that way in view of the neighbors would probably flip out. But the big difference between slutty Samantha and the real thing was she was daddy's little girl and never in trouble.
Dad had come over and said something that made her laugh. He jumped back when she flipped suds at him, then pretended to walk away. When Samantha turned back to the car, dad raced up behind her, grabbed the bucket and as Trish laughed, dumped it over her head.
Real life Samantha never got in trouble, nor was she ditzy, a bad student, a bad driver, and most of all...
Samantha wasn't slutty at all.
She did look exactly as she did in his stories, including those large lips and slightly over sized mouth and wild hair that gave her a borderline trashy appearance, but for the most part, Samantha was a good girl.
She'd had a few boyfriends since she'd started dating back when she was fifteen, but he'd overheard her tell Trish one night she'd only had sex with three guys, and all three she'd dated for a few months.
That same night, the one he'd crouched next to the vent in the spare room next to Samantha's and eavesdropped, he'd heard her tell Trish how much she loved sucking cock. The two were playing a truth or dare game about sex, and although Trish said some racy things, he only had ears for his sister.
Cole had ended up with his cock in his hand on the other side of the wall from his sister as he listened to her discuss her love of doggy style, how she liked to let cum drool out of her mouth and onto her nipples, and she liked a finger in her ass when she was getting eaten.
All those things had found their way into his stories and burned carnal images into his mind. Carnal, that was a word he'd picked up from another incest author on Literotica. Once he could think clearly after blowing a load onto the spare room floor just from hearing his sister say things like head, fuck, and cum, something she'd said had stuck out to him for some reason.
Samantha had mentioned that she loved to be dirty, talk dirty, 'fuck nasty' as she'd put it, and really have a raunchy good time. But she'd told Trish she'd only be a bad girl for a good boy. She was happy to cut loose and be a wild fuck, but only if the guy was loyal, treated her well, spoiled her, and made her feel special.
Cole had done all those things for Katy, in fact Samantha had told him more than once, she was impressed with how good he was to his girlfriend and to always be good to his girls, because that made them want to be good to him.
So good he got 'see ya' when she had a chance to move out of Rhode Island.
"Hey, Cole!" He jumped when Trish yelled up at him. "Take a picture, you little perv, it'll last longer!"
His eyes widened when he saw Trish staring up at him. He hadn't realized they could see him from his angle. His face turned hot with embarrassment as Samantha shook her head, an annoyed look on her face, and made a shooing gesture with her fingers.
Cole backed away from the window, pulling the blinds down and feeling lucky that the window was high enough they couldn't see his hand in his shorts. He hoped his parents hadn't heard her yelling at him. More importantly, he was grateful Trish assumed he was looking at her, then again, why would she think he'd be staring at his sister?
He didn't worry about Samantha saying anything, she never ratted him out. That was yet another role reversal from his stories. Cole was the one who kept screwing up. He'd dented mom's car, broken her antique vase, been caught with pot, dirty magazines, watching porn with the volume up because he hadn't heard his mother come home early from work.
He repeatedly broke curfew and pretty much did all the things he'd pinned on Samantha on Literotica. But it was never his big sister that called him out, he'd gotten caught each time by his parents.
If anything, Samantha had helped him avoid even more trouble by warning him his parents were watching him closer than usual or lying about when she heard him come in at night. When he'd been grounded for a month for the pot, she'd even let him sneak out when the folks were away for the weekend to go out with Katy.
Things like that caused occasional guilty feelings in him that he wrote about her being pretty much nothing more than a dumb slut. Like most older siblings, Samantha did her share of teasing and busting his balls, talked down to him at times like he was stupid, but for the most part she was nice to him, and didn't deserve the way he portrayed her.
But if he didn't write the stories to get some of his misplaced sexual frustration out of his system, he'd go out of his mind. Cole had figured it was a phase, and he'd get over it, but it had been over six months, and if anything, he was getting worse, masturbating multiple times a day to her.
At this point whenever he was around her it was an effort not to stare, and many times he found himself getting hard while she sat next to him on the couch. Occasionally she'd stretch her feet out and rest them on his leg.
Before he'd get mad and push them down, now he let her do it to 'be nice'. So nice he had to keep his hands over his boner and struggled to keep his eyes off her pretty tattooed feet with her always brightly painted toenails.
His first story had been her giving him a foot job while they watched TV. You know you had it bad for a girl when even the thought of her feet had your balls aching. Hell, he'd suck her damn toes if it meant he'd get a chance to work his way up to that bald kitty he'd gotten a far too quick look at when she'd gotten out of the shower.
Cole heard more laughing followed by a splash and risked a peek between the blinds. Samantha was in the pool, splashing water up at Trish who must have pushed her in, the way his sister was playfully calling her a bitch.
Samantha pulled herself out of the pool, her now soaking wet shorts even tighter on her perfect ass. Mom came into view carrying a tray with soda's and sandwiches on it, and he moved back away from the window, but not before Samantha drove another dagger into him by bending over to pick up a sponge, giving him an even better view of her ass with just a hint of cheek showing.
Even her slutty ensembles, the always tight shorts and skimpy half shirts weren't how she dressed, at least not most of the time. Samantha was taking restaurant management in college and had landed a summer job at Bella's on the Beach.
Bella's was a Hooters style knock off, where the staff wore shorts and tank tops. In the summer they opened the large area behind the building where they set up a couple dozen tables, a volleyball net, and had a lifeguard so the guests could take a quick swim if they wanted.
Samantha was an assistant manager and worked the beach area, most often in one of her half shirts, but sometimes in a bikini top. He knew she'd worked today, and the cut offs and top were what she'd worn there.
His parents hadn't been thrilled, especially seeing how many older guys flocked to the place to ogle, and at times, hit on the girls. But as always Samantha had gotten her way, citing the good pay, great tips, and most importantly it was an internship and she was earning credits and experience running the beach staff.
She'd told Cole to come by some time, and unable to resist watching his sister parade around in her short shorts, he'd taken her up on the offer. Samantha had hooked him up with free food and soda, then told him to get his ass out there and mingle with the bevy of cute girls in their bathing suits.
He'd seen a few hotties, but between not having the nerve to walk over and strike up a conversation, and watching Samantha strut around, playing up to the guys to get some extra tips he'd just kept to himself. The way the guys started at her as she passed by got him worked up.
He found he liked the idea of them checking her out and thinking the same dirty thoughts about her he was. Cole was surprised that she'd worked there two months, and unless she was keeping a secret, hadn't met anyone.
Cole knew she was still pissed off and gun-shy about dating after she'd discovered Todd cheating on her. How the hell a guy could have a girl that hot, who in her own words loved to suck and fuck, and shit on her was beyond him.
If he was with his sister, in real life, not his stories, he'd never want anyone else. Shit, he'd been thinking about her while he was with someone.
"Hear yourself?" he grumbled, walking back to his computer. "If I was with my sister. You're a loser, Cole."
But he was a horny loser and settling in his chair, went back to looking for a video to watch. As he scanned the list, he assumed the position, pulling his shorts down, and grabbing his once again swollen cock.
In his stories he always described himself as well hung or 'bigger than average.' According to Katy, he had a 'nice dick' but she'd only been with one guy before him, so how much did she really know?
Worked up more than usual by watching the Soapy Samantha show-great alliteration from the master of sibcest himself- Cole decided to make his latest jack off session special by allowing himself a treat.
Opening his bottom desk drawer, he slipped his hand under a stack of notebooks and pulled out his prized possession, one of Samantha's thongs he'd stolen from her hamper. The purple thong had still smelled strongly of the French vanilla body spray she doused herself with after a shower, but even better, there was a faint smell of her pussy in the thin crotch.
Two months later, both scents had worn off, but he didn't dare take another. One, she might not miss, but he didn't want to push his luck. Not that he could see her wandering around asking if anyone had seen her thong but considering his penchant for getting in trouble better to be safe than sorry.
Cole wrapped the silky material around his cock and stroked himself with it as he scrutinized the titles and captions for the movies. He stopped at one titled.
"Best Birthday Ever!" with the subtitle "Big sis gives her lucky brother the best gift ever!"
Even as he clicked on it, a smile crossed his face as he envisioned his own tag, "Cole gets a B-Day B-Jay from his slutty sister, Samantha."
His smile faded, even as the video opened with a hot girl with long dark hair and small breasts who had a more than passing resemblance to Samantha. The only thing Cole was really getting was his own damn hand and a cum stained thong.
But he'd settle for it, after all, what choice did he have?
Chapter Three
Cole jumped at the sound of a knock on his door. Momentarily disoriented, he shook his head, trying to figure out where he was. He found he was still slumped back in his chair, his now flaccid cock lying in a still sticky pool of cum on his thigh, the thong still dangling from his cock.
It wasn't the first time he'd dozed off after he came hard, but it usually happened at night when everyone was in bed, and no one would be bothering him anyway.
"Hey, I know you're in there!" Samantha spoke from the other side of the door. "Open up, you little shit."
Cole turned to look at his door and in the same instant he saw he hadn't turned the lock on the knob, the knob itself turned, she was coming in! He somehow had the presence of mind to push his foot against the desk, spinning his chair so his back was now to the door.
"I knew you were ignoring me," she said from behind him. "Mom and...Oh, jeez, were you doing what it looked like you were?"
Even though it made it more obvious what he was doing, he lifted his hips and yanked his shorts and boxers up over his cock and the slimy mess around it. He pulled them up over the thong because he had no idea how else to hide it, and he doubted she'd be staring at his crotch. Unlike him, Samantha had no interest in her sibling.
"What the hell are you doing walking in here?" he demanded, as he took a deep breath, and turned the chair back to face her.
Fortunately, the screen had gone into sleep mode and she wouldn't be able to see the video still up on the computer with the word sis right there in big read letters in the title.
"I knocked three times. I just figured you were either ignoring me or was dumb enough to bring more pot in the house and got stoned and fell asleep." Samantha explained as she closed the door behind her.
"I was asleep."
"Wow, that must have been a good one!" She laughed. "Knocked you right out."
"Shut up, sis."
"Hey," she put her hands up in a disarming gesture. "I'm not judging, a little me time at night helps me get to sleep."
"TMI!" he clapped his hands over his ears, trying to look offended even as his mind filled with his sister naked, legs spread, with that blue vibrator he'd found in her drawer while snooping one day, shoved inside her.
"Only fair seeing what I just walked into." She shrugged, and he had to force his eyes to remain on her face, not on her tits in the blue bikini top.
He couldn't have been asleep long. Not only was she still dressed the way she was outside, but still wet. Her long dark hair plastered to her creamy back and shoulders, and the shorts still much darker, and tighter, from her being tossed in the pool.
Samantha had a towel over her shoulder, but he could still see drops of moisture on her upper chest and when his eyes dipped lower, her stomach, and legs. Despite having just blown a load, his still dripping cock shifted in his boxers.



"Your fault for walking in," he even sounded flustered, but hopefully she would think that was from being caught one handed, and not because of how goddamn fuckable she looked right now.
"Guess we're even then for the shower a couple weeks ago," she walked closer, and his eyes gravitated to her bare feet, sending his mind reeling with the idea of those feet on his chest or shoulders as he pounded away on her, like he did in his stories.
"Yeah, sorry about that. Didn't mean to make you mad." He pointed to the window. "Sorry about earlier too. I wasn't really staring, I was just..."
"Oh, please!" She rolled her big blue eyes. "You were gawking, and I don't blame you. Trish is sexy as fuck. Wish I had big tits like that. She makes me look like a boy."
"There's nothing wrong with your tits."
"What?"
"I mean small tits!" he stammered. "Well, I don't mean like yours are small, but um, you know, not every guy likes big boobs, and you're kind of thin so..."
"Cole, stop talking," she put her finger up to enforce her words. "I don't know what the hell you're trying to say, but it sounds weird."
"Just nervous, was afraid mom or dad heard Trish and I was going to get bitched at."
"Nah, they didn't hear anything. I think they were in their room catching a nooner."
"Ugh!" This time his disgust wasn't feigned.
"I know, isn't it awful? Those two old farts are getting laid and we're jacking and jilling off." She sighed. "But, hey, good for them. I hope I marry someone who still wants me like that after twenty-five years and two pain in the ass kids."
"One, pain in the ass. I'm the only one ever in trouble," he lamented.
"Oh, poor, you." She clucked her tongue, mocking him, but then came up to him and put her hand on his forearm. "You're a good kid, Cole, you just don't think before you do things sometimes."
"Thanks, I guess." His eyes widened when he saw the computer come to life.
Samantha had put her other hand on his desk, next to the mouse and must have bumped it. She followed his gaze and stared at the final scene of the video, the sister smiling up at the camera with a load of sticky white 'frosting' all over her face.
To his relief, the title wasn't in view because he'd maximized the video and it had been at the top.
"Alrighty then." Samantha laughed. "Good times!"
"Whatever." He reached over and closed out the video, and his stomach twisted.
The other browser was still open to his Hot4mysis submission page with a full list of his story titles. He went to close it, but missed, and minimized it instead, but at least it was out of sight, leaving just his twitter feed visible from the last browser.
"Eighty followers?" She tapped his cheek. "That's sad, Cole. Suck at twitter, suck at life."
"You're a girl, all you have to do is post a picture of you in your slutty shorts and you get a hundred followers.
"Slutty," she repeated with an odd look on her face. She didn't say anything else but seemed to be thinking of something.
"Hit a nerve?" he prompted with a grin.
"What?" She blinked as if she were shaking off whatever she'd been thinking of.
"You said slutty and went away somewhere." He raised his eyebrows, "If you have some, you should share."
"I told you, I don't do stupid things at home where people could find them." She tapped his shoulder. "You're the one that's always getting your dumb shit found out."
"Please, Dad found out about your nipple ring, and barely said a word about it." He snapped his fingers. "Or about your big ass tramp stamp or your belly button or..."
"I'm older than you, Cole. I didn't get any of these things until I was over eighteen."
"I'm eighteen, but I get in trouble."
"Because you've always been in trouble. I get slack because I never did anything they didn't like until I was old enough to decide what I want to do with my body."
"Or you're just daddy's little girl," he muttered. "Miss do no wrong."
"What's with that shit, today? You're not grounded at the moment."
"I don't know, just stuff on my mind." Like you and your perfect little tits and long legs and that damn made for cock sucking mouth.
"Why are you home? Its Friday night, you should be going out. Not going to find a girlfriend in your room."
"You know I'm not good with girls."
"Well, get better with them. Being by yourself too long might make you get weird." She frowned. "Or maybe you already are."
"What's that supposed to mean?" He asked defensively. "And what about you? Been awhile since Todd. I know you have guys after you."
"I'm working a lot and that asshole went around telling some people I'm the one who cheated and was a slut, so right now I'd rather be alone. Especially because the guys who heard what he said think I'm easy, and that's why they're traying to get me to go out with them."
"He said that? What an asshole!" His anger wasn't fake. "I'll go kick his ass."
"He'd kill you, Cole." She told him matter-of-factly. "But thank you, anyway."
"Sure," he tried to focus on her face, but her breasts were eye level, and his cock was now doing more than stirring. He wanted to lean forward and kiss her stomach, then pull off that top. He could see the piercing through the material, and he longed to flick it with his tongue, or twist it, and make her yelp.
"I have something on me?" Samantha stared down at her chest.
"No," he shook his head quickly, most likely too quickly, but he'd been hiding behind the fact she'd never think her bother as looking at her for months and hoped it would still hold out. "Just my turn to stare off into space I guess."
"Space," she had that strange look again. "Yeah," she suddenly smiled. "What else would you be looking at?"
"Did you want something when you came in here?" Her behavior before she'd asked that question made him nervous. It felt as if she might have thought he was looking at her tits.
"Dad's going to grill up some steaks, and after dinner he wants us to set up the net for some pool badminton."
"Him and that game," he sighed. But nothing wrong with watching his sister splash around in her two piece bikini. He'd just have to make sure he stayed deep enough to hide his hard on as he played in a pool with his family.
"He does plenty for us. We can humor him. Guys against girls, so get ready to lose, little brother."
She looked at the computer and reached for it, causing his heart to race. But she pointed at the time display at the bottom. "Better head down with me, he told me ten minutes, and I can already smell food through the window."
"Right," he slowly rose, making sure his t-shirt was untucked to cover his crotch which between his erection and the thong still balled up in his underwear would be hard not to notice. "I just have to go to the bathroom, and I'll be right down."
"Let's go then." She gestured for him to follow her out of the room. "If you don't come with me, you'll end up on your phone or doing something else, and Dad will be down there yelling for you."
He followed her out of his room, taking in her ass, the backs of her long legs and the sweet little swing of her hips as she strolled out of his room.
"You coming?" she asked without turning around.
"Don't worry, sis," he joked as his eyes lingered on his sister's body. "I'm right behind you."
Chapter Four
Cole pulled into the driveway and was glad to see mom and dad weren't home. He'd just finished a 5am to 4:30 shift at home depot with the first four hours spent helping to unload trucks.
He was dog tired, and wanted nothing more than a shower, and a couple hours sleep. If the folks had been home they'd have either wanted him to hang out by the pool with them for some infamous 'family time' they seemed to push at him and Samantha more and more as they got older and had lives outside of the house and school.
Or worse, Dad would have soaked him into helping around the yard. But the coast was clear with only Samantha's car in the driveway, and she always stayed in her room or parked on the couch watching Netflix.
Cole entered the house, and after taking a few minutes to wolf down a couple of pieces of cold pizza left over from two nights ago and chug a coke, went upstairs. He passed by Samantha's room and paused.
It was five o'clock on Saturday. She worked every Saturday either from noon to eight or the six to two am. Either way she wouldn't be home. He wondered if she felt alright. Last night she'd barely picked at the steak and corn on the cob and didn't even touch Mom's homemade potato salad which had always been her favorite.
She played one game of badminton, but didn't seem herself and played like crap. When Mom wanted a rematch, she'd announced she was tired and wanted to lie down for a couple hours.
She never resurfaced, and now she was still home. He thought about knocking, but if she were sick and sleeping, he'd feel bad if he woke her up. He put his hand on her knob, and tried to turn it, but as always, it was locked.
Cole went down the hall and to his room where he rummaged around in his drawer for a clean pair of shorts to don after he took a shower. When he found them, he turned around, and flinched in surprise at the sight of Samantha standing in his doorway.
"Hey, little brother, you have a minute for your big sister?"
"Sure." He gestured for her to come in. "You feeling okay?"
"No, not really," she replied as she walked into his room.
She might not feel right, but she looked damn fine. Samantha must be heading to work late as she wore a pair of tight hot pink spandex shorts, and a skintight Hello Kitty sleeveless top that like the rest of her 'work shirts' left her stomach bare.
The ensemble was tipped off by a pair of heeled sandals with straps that buckled around her ankles. He'd looked quickly, but when he pushed his eyes upward to her face, he couldn't help stopping at her tits.
She wasn't wearing a bra.
The shirt not only showed off the outline of her small tits, but he could clearly see the hoop poking through the shirt. He was unable to avoid gawking at her, and blushed furiously when she asked, "Everything okay with you?"
"Yeah, yeah!" He managed to get his eyes up to her face where he noticed her lips were painted a deep red, and she wore hot pink eye shadow, and added some blush to her cheeks, although it paled compared to how red he was sure his face was at the moment.
Samantha rarely wore make-up and when she did it was never this heavy. He wondered if she were skipping work to go out with her friends. No, she wouldn't dress like this to go out. Real life Samantha wasn't the slutty sis who graced the pages of Literotica.
"You look nervous."
"No, you just scared me, I thought you were sleeping."
She pointed to his bed. "Sit down, I need to ask you something."
"Okay." He tossed his shorts on the bed and sat down next to them. "What's up?"
"That's a really funny question." She said, but without a hint of a smile. "Cole, how do I look?"
"Uh...fine, I guess," he replied vaguely when the reality was, she looked so fucking good he'd probably spank it in the shower, and not even wait to watch a video.
"Yeah? Like this outfit?" She did a slow turn for him, and he swallowed hard at how snug the shorts were and how they left the tip of her ass cheeks exposed. When she stopped, he noticed for the first time, she had the purple case containing her I-Pad in her left hand.
"Its okay for your job." He forced a laugh. "Not sure Dad would let you go anywhere else in it."
"No? Too bad, I was thinking of wearing this to Trish's party next week." When he wasn't sure what to say, she continued.
"Figured I'd just start wearing my work clothes wherever I go. See how much attention I get." She smiled, but something about it, had him on edge. "I do like attention. Think I'll get it?"
"I'd say so."
"Good," she walked slowly over to him, her sandals clicking on the floor. "You're my brother so if you think it looks good, other guys will, right?"
"If that's what you want." Was she stoned or something?
"What I want is to know what you really think." She stepped up between his legs putting her nipples directly in front of his face. "I thought Hello Kitty was your favorite?"
"I...don't remember saying that." At least not to her.
"I think Hello Kitty is kind of sexy. I know it's meant for kids, but girls look really hot in it, don't they?"
"Depends on the girl."
"What about this girl?" She tapped her chest with a long nail painted the same hot pink as her shorts. "How does it look on me?"
"Um, well..." How to play this? Pretend he didn't notice the lack of bra? It was painfully obvious she didn't have one on, and it might seem wrong if he didn't point it out in the sense of it being wrong.
"What's with not wearing a bra?" he gambled. Folks would be apeshit they saw you out of the house like that."
"Then maybe I should just stay here." She put her hand on his shoulder. "Hang out with my little brother." She leaned over and his eyes widened when she got so close, he swore she was going to kiss him.
Instead her lips went to his ear.
"Could be fun, spending time together. You like hanging with your big sis, right?"
"Did you just toke up?" He could hear the tremor in his voice.
This close he could smell her strawberry shampoo, as well as whatever perfume she was wearing. Some of her long curly hair tickled his arm, and her lips were so close to his ear he could feel her warm breath.
His cock was on the rise and his heart pounding. He had the insane thought that he was in one of his own stories.
"Nope, I feel just fine." She squeezed his bicep. "You do too, my not so little anymore brother."
"What's going on?"
"Nothing. Can't a girl want to get close to her brother? Can't she ask him if she looks good?" she sighed in his ear and the sound gave him goosebumps. "Can't I want to look good for you?"
"What the hell kind of game are you playing?" he blurted.
After months of lusting after her, to have her come in dressed like this and acting weird was too much for him. His frustration even leant a proper amount of indignation to his voice, as if he were annoyed with her, and not himself.
"Game," she repeated, then straightened up. "Know what, Cole? You're right. I'm playing a game with you. I was hoping if I played long enough, I'd trip you up, and get you to admit it to me."
"Admit what?" His throat grew so tight with sudden nerves, the words came out in a whisper.
"I don't know, maybe that cool little hobby you started a few months ago." She flipped the case to the I-Pad open and sliding the screen open, showed it to him.
"You know? This?"
"Oh, fuck me," Cole whispered when he saw his Hot4sis homepage.
"Oh. No, Cole. Not fuck you, fuck me!" Samantha shouted. "Because according to these filthy goddamn stories that's all you want to do is fuck me!"
"I..."
"Don't even bother!" She snapped the I-Pad shut.
"You sick little fuck! I'm your sister! What the hell is wrong with you?"
When he didn't answer, she swatted him in the side of the head with the I-Pad, causing him to grunt in pain.
"Do you have any idea how fucking disgusting this is? How wrong it is?" She waved her arms angrily and he put his hands up, thinking she was going to hit him again. "Do you know how goddamn stupid it is?"
"Samantha, I'm sorry! I...didn't mean..."
"You didn't mean for me to find them. That's the only thing you didn't mean!" She hissed at him. Her blue eyes blazing, and her lips turned into a scowl.
"I saw this yesterday before you minimized it. I wasn't sure what I saw. I told myself I didn't see what I thought I did. Then I caught you staring at my tits, and thought, holy shit I might have seen it right."
"As usual, you're stupid and careless. I got you out of the room before you could close it, and said I was tired so I could come up here and look." She took a deep breath. "I was so sick last night I couldn't even look at you."
"Sis..."
"Don't call me that! You and your scummy little readers get a fucking rod everytime they hear that word."
"Okay, Samantha. I know this is fucked up. But..."
"There are no buts! Know why I waited until today to tell you? Because I knew Mom and Dad were going out, so I told work I'd be a couple hours late. This way no one's home and I can scream at you as much as I want!"
He nodded numbly as she turned away from him, swinging her arms and yelling.
"Slutty Samantha! Twenty-eight chapters and counting! Every one of them with me doing dirty disgusting things to my brother." She paused and laughed harshly. "Or should I say well-hung brother? Because you say that about ten fucking times a story!"
"You read them?"
"I read enough to know how sick you are!" She came back over to him, and he yelped when she grabbed his hair, and held his head up to look at her. "Making me blow you, begging you to fuck me, fucking me in the ass? Treating me like a cheap fucking whore? That's what gets you off?"
"Look, I deserve this." He went to grab her hand. "But..."
"This is what you deserve!"
Cole cried out more in surprise then pain when she slapped him in the face.
"Slutty fucking Samantha!" She punctuated each word with a hard slap, and all to the back of his head. "You fucking asshole!"
She raised her hand again, and he lowered his head, waiting for another slap, one that didn't come.
"You..." Samantha stepped back, staring down at him, and so angry her mouth moved, but nothing was coming out.
"You," she tried again. "Sick, stupid, twisted little..." She raised her arm, then lowered it.
She spun around, and he cringed when she screamed the word "Fuck!" She repeated the obscenity twice more, and each time louder than the last. She had her back to him, and he could see her shoulders rising as she tried to take deep breaths.
He remained where he was, and between shame, and at this point being outright afraid of her, he didn't know what else to do.
"Okay," she turned to face him. "Okay."
"I..." She looked down at him once more, and her shoulders slumped. "I'm sorry I hit you, Cole."
"I deserve it." He told her. "You want to hit me again?" He lifted his chin. "Go ahead."
"You do deserve it, but that doesn't make it right. You're still my brother, just not in the weird fucking way you want to be."
"I'm sorry, Samantha. I don't know why I started thinking of you like that, but the stories kind of helped me get it out."
"Cole, I think you know how sick this is. But this isn't just about your twisted little kink. There's two other big goddamn problems here."
"Mom and Dad?"
"We'll get to them," she warned, and his stomach twisted so hard he thought he was going to be sick. Not only grounded for damn life, but he'd be so ashamed, and they'd stick him in therapy.
"Do you know how stupid this is?" She shook the I-Pad. "You not only used our names, but Rhode Island, that I go to Johnson and Wales, you work at Home Depot, and you described me down to my tats and piercings."
She laughed, and again there was no humor in it.
"You on the other hand, except for your eyes being the same color as mine, all we know about you is this huge dick you claim to have. But this is a small fucking state, Cole. What if some other sister loving freak from around here reads it?"
"I didn't think of that." He admitted.
"You never think. Imagine Dad coming home ballistic because someone sent him this link and said, 'Hey, are these your kids?"
"Damn."
"Yeah, you moron, damn is right." She pointed to his computer behind them. "First thing you're going to do is to delete everyone of those shitty fucking stories."
"I..."
"You what? What's the matter, Cole? You proud of them? You get off on people as fucked up as you telling you how hot they are? I spent last night reading a bunch of comments. They just can't wait to see what happens to your dimwit slut of a sister next!"



"I'll delete them, but it takes time."
"Five to seven days." She nodded. "I read up on it through your page. But that's okay. It just means I have a couple days to decide if I'm showing them to Mom and Dad."
"You can't do that!" He rose to his feet. "Come on, sis!"
"Come on sis? There's a lot of cum on me in those stories, isn't there? Guess when you have the world's biggest dick like story Cole does, it makes those...what do you call them? Ropes of thick white semen?" She made a gagging sound. "Where the hell did you get that stupid shit?'
"Porn," he sighed. "I stopped using it after people made fun of it."
"Wow, constructive criticism on a sight filled with inbreeder wannabes! That's just great!"
"They're not sick people. Its fantasy, Samantha. Just a harmless way to get out some dirty thoughts a lot of people have."
"I'd give you that," She nodded. "If you weren't using the two of us in your stories! You're not writing about a sister; you're writing about your sister."
"They don't know that."
"I do!" She shouted again, then put her hand up as if trying to literally hold her anger back. "I guess you barging into the bathroom wasn't an accident was it, Cole?"
"No." He may as well fess up, seeing he was already fucked.
"And you were staring at me yesterday, not Trish."
"Right."
"Not even looking at a hot redhead with epic tits. Too busy starting at your damn sister."
"You're hotter." He looked away as soon as he said it.
"If you think I'm flattered, you're crazier than I thought you were. Let me guess, my favorite thong that vanished?"
"I have it. I..."
"I know what you do with it." She shuddered. "So gross."
"I don't know what to say."
"You don't say anything, you just listen." She resumed pacing the room, but more slowly, and her voice was much calmer than it had been. "Have to give it to you Cole, you have some imagination."
"Some of those stories were pretty creative. I like the one where you accidently took Dad's Viagra, and I had to help you get the swelling down." She clapped. "That was a good one."
"The one where you found out I was sucking cocks through a gloryhole to get into a sorority and you showed up was fun too." She shot him a look that told him she found it anything but.
"Riding for a ride, sucking you off to take the blame for vase you broke in real life. Hand jobs, a foot job! You even like my feet, you whacko."
"But you know what really upsets me the most about all this?"
"Everything?" he suggested.
"True, but one thing more than the rest. I guess by how popular that shit is, there's a lot of people who have a little thing for their brother or sister. So maybe, just maybe, I could try to understand that."
"Being so stupid that you put the real us in those stories, is worse because what if someone we knew found them?"
"I'm going to get rid of them."
"From that site. People steal shit all the time from websites and change the titles and you'll never find them all or be able to get them taken down. You ever think of that?"
"No."
"So slutty Samantha is going to live forever on some shady porn site, and we have to hope you're the only creep in Rhode Island who searches for those stories wherever they can."
"I'll try and search and..."
"What's done is done, Cole. You'll never find them all. Just like I'm never going to be able to look at you the same. From now on every time you look at me, I'm going to feel dirty. Going to wonder what sick shit I'm doing in your head."
"I'm sorry, sis, I really am," he said softly.
"You should be, because you didn't just make me feel differently about you, but you hurt me Cole. You really hurt me."
"I know its weird and embarrassing, and I kept it from you, but I think you're being a little dramatic."
"Wow, you have balls in real life that might even be bigger than the giant ones your readers think you have." She came over to him, and looking him in the eye, spoke quietly.
"The worst thing about this is how you treat me."
"I'm not mean to you, sis." Cole told her.
"You said the stories are fantasies, and that means it's how you want me to be. In those stories I'm stupid, I look trashy, and I'm the biggest slut in school."
"That's just, you know..." he trailed off when he realized he didn't have a real answer for why he made her that way.
"I'm so slutty I fuck my brother to avoid getting grounded. I'm so stupid that you repeatedly trick me into sex. Then the sex itself? You humiliate me! You degrade me and treat me like I'm some goddamn whore or some barfly you picked up at last call."
Cole frowned when he heard her voice getting shaky and saw her eyes filling up. He understood, her being angry. Hitting him didn't bother him that much either, he did deserve it. Seeing her start to cry it began to dawn on him what a dick move those stories really were. Not that he'd planned on her seeing him, but since she had he felt a wave of guilt come over him.
"You call me a skank, and a pig, make me call myself those names. In one of those stories you threaten to tell Dad about something I did if I don't crawl on my hands and knees and refer to myself as my brother's cum dumpster."
She wiped her hand across her moist eyes. "Even one of your lame fans called that out and said it was no way to treat your sister."
"I didn't realize it was a big deal." He tried to take her hand, but she pulled it away from him.
"I have to confess something. I read a few other stories on there. I wanted to see if the others were like yours. Maybe if they were, I'd feel a little better. That it was part of the kink. Know what though?"
Tears were now flowing down her cheeks and her voice was trembling.
"Some of those stories had affection in them. The brother kissed his sister, he was sweet to her. He didn't just want to fuck her, he wanted to love her. One story the brother described how he was choked up when he woke up with his sister in his arms.
"It's still twisted as hell, but what that told me was the people writing those stories? They thought a lot better of their story sister or maybe even their real sister than you do of me."
She lowered her head, for a minute and sobbed, and he felt his eyes welling up at the fact he'd made her cry.
"That's what I am to you. An air headed bimbo, who looks like trailer trash, is a total slut, and spends her time getting treated like some worthless cumslut so sleazy she doesn't even get paid to take that abuse and by her own brother."
"Samantha, I didn't mean to hurt you, you have to believe that," he pleaded with her.
"I'm good to you, Cole. I'm not perfect, I can be a little bitchy, and a little bossy and make fun of you sometimes. But as much trouble as you get in for stupid shit, you could be in a lot more, but I cover for you whenever I can. I help you when you need it, I give you advice, I look out for you."
"I know, and..."'
"Wasn't I the one that helped you with Katy? Told you to hold her hand, and give her a little kiss on the neck just because, and be good to her so she'd be good to you?"
"You did." He sighed.
"I did that because I thought you were a good guy. A good guy like dad who after all these years still treats mom like gold. I wanted you to be that way, but those stories? You're more like that cheating asshole Todd, than Dad. Todd told stories about me being a slut too."
She bit back another sob. "Slutty Samantha, guess I could have expected that from him, but not my own brother who I thought loved me."
"I do love you."
"That isn't love in those stories, its not even just lust. Its being mean to me because you can't have me, and that's bullshit, Cole, because you're not supposed to even want me, let alone be with me. Thanks for making me feel cheap and for letting me know how you really see me."
She turned away from him and walked towards the door.
"Now I have to go to work, but in case you're wondering I'm going to put a bra on. I did that to see if you'd look. Then again, maybe I should leave it off, make some extra tips. Hey, I know! Maybe I'll suck a few guys off behind the club, I heard that's something I would do."
"Samantha!" He called out as she reached the hallway outside his room.
"What Cole?" She asked without turning around. "You want to tell me what a fine ass I have?"
"No, I'm sorry."
"I am too, Cole, sorry I found those damn stories."
"You...are you going to tell Mom and Dad?"
"I just told you how much you hurt me, and you're worried about you?" She turned to face him. "I should tell them. It would serve you right for what you did, but I'll think about it. Tell you what, little brother, you're going to have to hope for one thing."
"What's that?" He asked nervously.
"That I care about you more than you care about me."
Chapter Five
Cole jerked awake at the sound of a car door outside. He got out of his chair and peeked out his window, but saw it was only Billy next door, coming home from work. He slumped back in the chair and rubbed his red eyes.
He'd try to stay awake so he could talk to Samantha, but it was 2:30am and she wasn't home yet. He wondered if she'd decided to go over Trish's from work rather come home.
He must have finally dozed off sometime after one, which surprised him considering how shitty he felt. His stomach was nauseous from being nervous every waking minute since Samantha had confronted him.
His head ached from her whacking him with the I-pad, then repeatedly smacking. For a skinny girl, she could hit. But he had it coming. The yelling, her hitting him like back when they were little kids, and if she decided to tell his parents, then he'd deserve whatever they'd do to him.
But what really bothered him now and had him hoping she would even talk to him when she got home, was something she'd said.
She didn't deserve it.
Until she'd broke down in tears, something he hadn't seen her do since her first boyfriend broke up with her. Cole had never thought about how his stories could affect her. If they were ever read by someone who knew them, it wouldn't be good for either of them.
But it would be far worse for her. She'd be the girl who was used like a cheap slut by her own brother. Sure, he'd hear some 'sister fucker' cracks, but guys were a simple lot and he'd also get some "Damn, you fucked your sister in the ass, good for you!" Or "I wish I could shove my dick in my sister's mouth to shut her up"
He knew this from the comments on his stories.
Samantha's emotional lecture to him had caused him to go back to his comments and see them differently. Although he did get a small handful of comments from women along the lines of 'wish my brother would treat me like that" or "I'd like to be Cole's slutty sister"
But far and away, most of his comments were from guys and along the lines of they love to give it to their bitch sister like that. Cole was a hero to them, a younger brother who not only didn't deal with his big sister's crap, but treated her like shit to get revenge for...
For what? What had Samantha ever done to him? It wasn't her fault she'd become an object of desire to her brother. Not her fault he'd spent the last few months consumed with sexual frustration that he took out on make believe Samantha.
She'd told him she'd deserved better than this, and she did. Aside from your every day sibling bickering or teasing, his sister had never screwed him over, been unduly mean to him, and even as kids she was never a rat.
Samantha had helped him with Katy to the point she'd invited her older sister over to one of their cook outs and casually added "Why don't you bring your sister" She'd then all but shoved Cole in Katy's face telling him if he didn't ask her out, she'd do it for him.
She'd done that because she didn't want her shy brother to be lonely, she wanted him to be with a nice girl. Dad had the sex talk with him, condoms, the pill, being responsible, and to always treat a woman right in any way you could.
But Samantha had gone a little further, telling him how to be 'sweet' that girls like their hands held, and the soft little kiss on the shoulder or neck, or if you could, on her back, playing with her hair, soft touches, and showing affection, not just lust.
Flowers not for birthday's or holidays, but just because. He'd done all that with Katy, and it seemed to work out fine, until she'd chosen year-round beaches and a cushy family job over remaining here with him.
But how mad could he be? He was picturing his sister every time they had sex the last couple months before she made her announcement. Cole had spent the night doing a lot of thinking, and he realized there might be more than just sexual taboo lust that had put him on the path to his weird incestuous desires.
Samantha wasn't just 'hot' she was pretty, but not a diva, or girly girl, as she called it. She had a little bit of tom boy in her and had a fuck you attitude to anyone that didn't like her, that he admired.
Unlike story sis, Samantha was a good student, who'd gotten several small scholarships to help with college. She was funny in a smart-ass way, good to their parents, him, and there wasn't anything she wouldn't do for her friends.
She worked hard, studied hard, and according to that sex talk she'd overheard her have with Trish, played just as hard. Real life Samantha was an attractive, and all around amazing young woman.
The kind of girl any guy would want for her looks, but any decent guy would adore for the whole package. As all that had spun through his mind, he'd not only realized how he'd never appreciated her for who she was, but it answered her question to him about why he would write about her the way he did.
The answer was he was jealous of her.
His lust for her fueled the sex parts of his stories, but it was her success and his lack of that caused him to portray her so poorly. While she'd been yelling at him, and even when she was crying, he hadn't been able to explain himself, because at that moment, he didn't have the answer.
Now he did, and he had to tell her. He didn't deserve her forgiving him, but at least it was better than him sitting there with no response other than to worry about his own ass. Making Cole more nervous was his folks, for some inexplicable reason, were still up in the living room.
They were probably binge watching some show, but he was afraid when Samantha came home, she might say something to them. Not that he'd blame her, but he really hoped to talk to her one more time before she decided whether she was going to expose him for being the pervert he was.
He decided to try and stay awake by doing something he should have done a few hours ago and delete the stories. Cole had to admit as he brought his home page up, he'd miss the good votes and comments.
He was a success there, not that there were high standards on a free erotica site, but the readers gave him some positive affirmations that he didn't get too often in the real world. He felt like Hot4sis was 'someone' on Literotica.
A newcomer shooting up in popularity, and as he looked, had just gained nine more new readers as followers. He noticed over a dozen new comments on Sis rides for a ride which had gone live yesterday morning, which seemed like forever ago.
He scrolled through the comment notifications which showed the username, and the title of the comment. He didn't want to read any because it might make him feel worse that he was wiping all his work out.
He stopped at one and grunted. Timing was everything. The user was 'Loving brother' who also wrote brother/sister stories, but romantic ones. He was the one who left the "That's no way to treat your sister" comment.
He was way up the fav charts and the stuff of legend on Literotica. If Samantha had skimmed some 'affectionate' sib stories last night, odds are at least a couple were by this author as he was at the top in all the sib searches.
The title was "I still don't understand"
He clicked it to read the full message.
"Your stories are well written, and with premises that could be fun...if you weren't so damn crude. I know there is something for everyone here, and don't like to denigrate other people's taste, but stories that humiliate and demean one's sister, appall me.
A sister is everything, she is family, she is a playmate, a friend, and a confidant. The bond between siblings, if your lucky, exceeds that of the bond between parent and child because even if one is a little older, you are peers, and the love is as equals, without the control and authority dynamic of your relationship with a parent.
The luckiest of us get to add lover to the list of things a sister can be. The gift of your sister's body and heart is the greatest gift in the world and should not be reduced to her being shown as some hapless whore who exists to be treated like some kind of sex slave.
I write on this site and am no prude when it comes to hardcore sex, raunchy talk, and even some playful name calling in the heat of lust. But that works best when tempered with loving touches, soft words, and a beautiful post coital embrace where two become one.
I don't expect you to change your style, just making you aware there are other dynamics you could, and should, explore. Many here have feelings for a sibling-or other family member-and its why we write, read, and get off here.
We write our secret desires and deepest fantasies, and if you do indeed have a sister and these stories are what you crave to be reality, well 'Cole', I feel bad for your sister."
"Jesus, buddy," Cole said aloud. "Were you in my room last night?"
He'd seen similar comments on the site, and about every dynamic; mom's, daughter's, dad's and all the rest, but they'd never meant anything to him. After last night, he understood what they meant and why that angle could be even hotter.
He'd never considered a scenario where his sister came to him willingly wanting to have sex with him, or any sex that wasn't hard core XXX and didn't contain shitty comments and name calling.
He found himself wondering what his sister would be like in bed, and not just her ability to suck and fuck. Did she enjoy kissing? Where did she liked to be kissed? Where would she kiss him? What would she sound like saying sweet things, and not dirty things? His sister not just as some taboo fucktoy, but a...girlfriend.
Cole was pulled from his reverie by another car door, and this one closer. He peeked out and Samantha was walking along the driveway. For the first time in months he wasn't watching her ass, or her legs in the heeled sandals, but where she was going.
Normally she would come in through the back door that led into the kitchen so she wouldn't have to pass their folks bedroom while they were sleeping. But seeing the living room lit up with the TV she was going in through the front.
Just to say goodnight or to throw him under the bus? At the sound of the front door closing downstairs, Cole left his bedroom. He padded down the hall in his stocking feet and crept down the staircase until it turned sharply and led downstairs.
For years, he and Samantha would eaves drop on their parents, especially if they thought they were in trouble or around Christmas, trying to overhear what they were getting.
"Hey, Sammi!" Dad greeted her, the only person who could call her that and not get the look of death. "How was work?"
"Busy, but okay," he heard her respond.
"Are you okay?" Mom asked. "You said you were tired last night, and we never saw you come down, and you were gone when we got back tonight."
"I'm fine."
"You don't look fine," Dad noted, "You look like something's wrong."
"Just tired."
"You don't look tired, you look upset." Mom chimed in. "That piece of work, Todd, come by and say anything to you?"



"No, I told the bouncers if he shows up to kick his ass."
"That's my girl!" Dad clapped loudly.
"What's up then?" Mom wasn't letting it go. "I know you, honey, and you look like something is on your mind."
Cole's stomach turned again, but Samantha's reply was,
"Nothing's going on, just working a lot, still mad about Todd, and kind of tired."
"You sure?" Dad sent a chill down his spine with his next words. "Your brother giving you a hard time? I know when you guys fight you don't like us to get involved."
"Nah, Cole's fine." The feeling of relief that flowed through him was palpable. "Barely see each other with our summer schedules."
"You're not covering up, are you?" Damn it, Mom, let it go, he wanted to yell. "You bailed pretty quick last night, and it's the first time the four of us got to do anything together in a couple weeks."
"Cole has nothing to do with it, know why?" Samantha was getting 'the tone' as Dad referred to it. "Because there is nothing to have anything to do with. I'm fine!"
"That says otherwise," Dad replied. "But okay, you're a big girl and if you don't want any help with whatever's going on that's fine. But you know we're here, right?"
"I do, and I appreciate it, but its nothing I can't handle."
"There is something!" Mom snapped her fingers, making Cole's nerves rise again.
"But its her something." Dad came in to save the day. "Until she decides she needs our advice or help, we'll keep it that way."
"Thanks, Dad."
Cole heard her kiss them both goodnight and the sound of her heels approached the stairs. He bolted back up the stairs but didn't go back to his room. He waited near her bedroom door, and when she came around the corner, he put his hand up in an awkward wave.
"Hey, sis, I need to talk to you."
"I don't want to talk to you."
She reached for the door, but he stepped in front of her.
"Please? I'll be quick. I just want to tell you something."
"Cole. You need to get out of my way." Her eyes had that hard look, and she spoke in the same tone she'd just flashed on their parents. "There's nothing you can say to make this better."
When he stood there, she poked him in the chest. "Move. Now."
"Well, um, maybe tomorrow?" He moved away from the door.
"Maybe not. But while you're out here, I am going to get some clothes and take a shower. I will triple check that I locked the door and might even put the step ladder under the damn knob."
"Come on, I'm not going to do anything."
"When I come out, I'll be wearing what I'll probably be wearing anytime you're home from now on. Sweatpants, a baggy ass shirt, and socks." She nodded. "Yup socks, because somehow even my feet get you horny."
"Okay, I get it."
"I'm going to buy a new doorknob, one with a key so I can lock it when I'm not home. That way I never have to worry about you stealing my thongs or snooping in my room." She stared at him pointedly.
"You mentioned slutty Samantha's pretty blue vibrator in one your stories, so I know you were in my drawer." She grunted in disgust. "Now I have to throw it away because knowing you, you probably sucked on it."
"I'm not that..."
"Good night, Cole." She entered her room and shut the door in his face. He heard the lock click, and with a sigh he went back to his room.
He flopped onto his bed, and a minute later heard Samantha walk past his door. The bathroom door closed, and he heard the hot water running. Up until last night, he'd be laying there thinking about his sister's body covered in soapy water and picturing her playing with herself in the shower.
He briefly thought of the chapter he'd written where story Cole unclogged the drain that was full of her hair, so his father wouldn't yell at her again for continuing to clog it. As a reward he had her shower with him and give him a nice soapy hand job.
He then washed her, and by then was hard again, because story Cole could go all damn night of course, and fucked her against the shower wall. Now all he could really think about was if his sister was ever going to talk to him again.
He remained awake, and heard the water stop. Cole found himself back on his feet and going to his door. He had to talk to her tonight. He heard the bathroom door open again and stepped out of his room.
"Hey!"
"Oh, for fuck's sake!" Samantha exclaimed. "Do I have to yell down to Dad that you're aggravating me?"
"Please!" He put his hands up. "I...I need to tell you something! I should have said it before, but I didn't even know it until the things you said to me." And the wisdom of good old Loving Brother.
"Cole, what we need to do is never talk about this again. That way maybe at some point down the line I can forget about it enough to be able to be around you without wanting to punch you in the head."
While she spoke, Cole noticed she hadn't been kidding. She wore a pair of Red Sox pajama pants and a ratty over sized bruins T-shirt. True to her word, she had a pair of pink slipper socks on. Samantha hadn't worn anything on her feet in years, walking around barefoot even in the winter despite mom griping at her.
She went to move around him, and desperate for her to stop, he dropped to his knees her and put his hands together as if he were praying.
"Please, sis? Please! Just a couple minutes!"
"Get up."
"I know I don't deserve you even looking at me right now."
"That's true." She nodded.
"I'm an asshole, a pervert, an ungrateful piece of shit that you should hate for the rest of your life."
"Getting a little dramatic," she sighed.
"Just hear me out and I'll never talk to you again unless you say something to me first." He lowered his head and rested it against her thigh. "Please, Samantha?"
"Jesus Christ." She stepped away so quickly he almost fell over, but when he got to his feet, she pointed to her room. "Fine, let's go in my room because I sure as hell don't want to be in yours again."
"Thank you!" He followed her to her room, and she spoke without turning around to look at him.
"All I know is if you're trying to check me out back there and see anything even remotely sexy, you're sicker than I thought."
"Nah, I think someone would need a GPS to find you in there."
"After they use it to find your decency."
"Ouch," he sighed. He was in for months of this, and he couldn't dispute that she'd earned the right to do it.
They went into her room and she closed the door behind her, pointing to her desk for him to sit, as she sat on the edge of her bed.
"You got two minutes."
"You asked me why I would treat you that way." He got right to it. "I didn't have an answer because honestly? I didn't know. It didn't even occur to me that making you out to be kind of skanky and slutty was wrong."
"If this is you trying to help yourself, you're doing it wrong."
"But when you started crying and said how it made you feel. I did think about it, and I'm going to be honest and tell you that the comment on my story about that's not the way to treat your sister stuck with me."
"Your adoring public."
"That guy doesn't adore me, and he left me another comment about how a sister should be treated like she's special."
"I like that guy." She shrugged. "Too bad I didn't have him for a brother. Maybe I'd get a kiss before I got told to spread my cheeks and play with my ass for you."
"God, how much did you read?"
"Keep going because so far I don't see why I'm listening."
"I treated you like that because I'm jealous of you."
"Jealous?" She narrowed her eyes. "Of what?"
"What do you mean of what? You had straight A's in High School, and I barely got through. You're in the college you wanted to go to and already working with what you want to do. I'm working full time at home depot because I don't even know what I want to do yet.
"You never get in trouble, you have a ton of friends, you've got guys lined up to date you, and I've had one girlfriend in my life who just dumped me so she can get a yearlong tan in California!"
"You're smart, you're beautiful, and I know I shouldn't say it, but its not a secret that I think you're sexy. Shit, sis, you're a goddamn boss at whatever you do!"
"I...guess." She shrugged. "Never thought about it."
"But I do because I'm the one always doing stupid shit, almost staying back a couple years ago, don't have many friends, and Mom and Dad are always disappointed in me, and you being so damn perfect makes it worse."
He put his hand up when it looked like she was going to say something, before he continued, he was surprised to see his hand shaking.
"I'm not blaming you. I wish I was half as good as you. Oh, Samantha? Honor roll again! Just bought her a new car for graduation because she was valedictorian! Cole? Yeah, he squeaked by, college? No, he's taking some time to decide what he wants to be when he grows up."
"Cole, that's you saying that."
"Because its true!" His voice rose unexpectedly. "Don't you get where I'm going? I made the story you a loser, because in real life I'm the goddamn loser! I'm the bad kid, the dumb kid, the unpopular kid, the kid that can't get laid!"
"Hey, calm down." Samantha put her hand out and lowered it. "Mom and Dad might still be up."
"Then I'll get in trouble for being loud too. I just got so frustrated at you always being the good kid and me being the pathetic let down, that I took it out on you in the stories! I made you into me. I made you the idiot, and I got to be the good one and treat you like a loser!"
"But...the sex?" She asked. "How did that happen?"
"I...I heard you getting laid one night when you had Todd here. I listened at the door. I don't even know why, but I started having dreams about you, then it was when I was awake, then I started watching brother sister porn and found Literotica."
"I was so frustrated, walking around hard anytime you were in the room and wanting you so bad, even though I know how wrong it is. I started writing those stories to get that out, and I guess the other stuff came out too, and I didn't even see it. Now you think I see you as a dumb slut, but that's only because I'm so goddamn jealous of you and so tired of being a fucking loser!"
His voice had been cracking, and at the word loser, it broke, and he was aware there were tears on his cheek.
"Hey, Cole," Samantha got off the bed and coming over, knelt in front of him so she could look him in the eye. "Stop that, you're not a loser."
"Are you kidding? I'm whacking off to my sister three times a day, and into your damn thong like a reject from one of those stories or movies! My answer to that is to treat you like its your fault. I'm pathetic!"
"You're not. Don't talk like that." She put her hands on his shoulders. "Cole, I'm mad as hell at you, but I'm still your sister and I don't want you thinking about yourself like that."
"Look at this!" he snapped at her. "Everything I wrote about you, and did behind your back, and you're trying to make me feel better! This is why I'm so mad!"
He looked at her and could barely get the next words out. "Why do you have to be so good to me when I've been such a dick?"
"Because I'm your big sister." She reached past him and grabbed a tissue from the box on her desk.
She wiped his cheeks off. "You're an asshole sometimes, and a lousy brother recently, but you're my asshole lousy brother."
"I just wanted you to know. I don't think of you like that, Samantha. You're incredible. You're everything I'd want in a girl right down to being a bad girl for someone who'll be good to you."
"Huh?" She blinked. "Where did you get that?"
"I spied on you and Trish one night and you guys were talking about what you liked to do with guys."
"Oh." She whistled. "If you were already thinking dirty about me that couldn't have helped." She sighed. "I can be a little porn star wannabe with the right guy, but Todd sure as hell wasn't and didn't deserve what he got. I'm holding out for a long time with the next guy."
"Todd didn't deserve you. The guy that does would have to be really special."
"That's sweet, Cole." She put her hand on his once again moist cheek. "I'm glad I let you talk and now I know the real reason you were mean to your fiction sister."
"But it still doesn't change that I want you, and have been being pervy and gross, and was so stupid I put the real us in those stories. I'd never want anyone to think you're that way in real life." He lowered his head. "I'm so sorry, sis. I wish I could take it back."
"You can't, and I'm not going to say it's okay, but you made me feel a little better about it." She paused, but he kept his head down. "You said want me, not wanted. You going to keep seeing me that way?"
"I'll try and get past it. If I can't I swear I'll go to talk to someone, that stuff's confidential, right?
"It is, but maybe you'll get it out of your system after this."
"Maybe, but its hard with you around."
"I gathered that." There was another pause and she laughed. "Come on, that was kind of funny."
'Yeah," he found himself grinning. "Not bad."
"I'd say I'd try and act different, but I don't think I'm any kind of a tease." She frowned. "Am I?"
"Only because your brother looks at you like a sexy girl who happens to be my sister."
"Best of both worlds according to what I see on that site."
"How many stories did you read by other people?"
"Oh, not much." She looked away from him, and he had a feeling she was lying. "I just browsed that section. Kind of interesting, but you know, like train wreck interesting, not wow, that's hot interesting."
"I'm going to go," he got up, quickly moving away from her before he could think about her face being level with his crotch. "Thanks for listening."
"Thanks for being honest." She stood up and tapped his chest. "I want you to listen to me. You're not a loser. You're a little immature sometimes, and don't think. Your problem with girls is just that you're shy. You'll get better with both as you get older, but neither makes you a loser. You're a good guy, Cole."
"For a guy who thinks his sister is hot."
"Hey, I am irresistible." She winked. "So hot I even got my brother turned on."
"We shouldn't joke about it." He sighed.
"Would you rather me go back to yelling and slapping you?"
"Nope!" He rubbed his head. "Got a bump."
"Poor you, at least there's not stories on the net about you being fucked in the ass." She put her finger up. "Which for your information I have never done. No guy has been that special."
"No comment," he told her, trying not to picture it. "And I put them in to be deleted. They should be gone by Thursday, Friday the latest."
"Good."
"Sis," he looked away. "What about Mom and Dad?"
"I don't know," she replied quietly. "I'm not as mad as I was, but this is pretty serious."
"Guess I'm at your mercy."
"You are." A sudden smile appeared on her face. "Hmm, maybe I'll give you a taste of your own medicine."
"What's that mean?" he asked nervously.
"We'll make this like one of your stories. I could get you in serious trouble with the folks, but maybe I won't if you do something for me."
"What's that? Chores? I'll do anything."
"Careful," she warned. "You don't know what I might want."
"Whatever it is I'll do it."
"You'll do anything for your big sister?" She gave him a sly smile.
"Sure."
"We'll see about that now, won't we?" She took his arm and walked him to the door.
He frowned when he reached the hallway. "I don't like that look."
"You don't have to." She laughed and added, "Oh, wait, maybe you do."
Chapter Six
Cole jerked awake at the sound of his cell ringing next to his head. He squinted until his bleary eyes could make out it was Samantha calling. Keeping the phone on the bed, he slid the screen to answer, then hit speaker.
"What?"
"What?" Samantha chirped loudly through the phone. "That anyway to greet your awesome big sister?'
"It is when you wake me up on a Sunday morning." He stared at the phone. "It's only ten."
"Only ten? I've been up for two hours, and I didn't get to sleep until four."
"Good for you."
"Come outside and hang out with me."
Cole paused, wondering if he'd heard her right or he was still asleep. She'd wanted to kill him yesterday, and even after their last talk she'd said she was still 'mad as hell' at him.
"Why?"
"Why? Because its already eighty five, and its sunny and gorgeous!"
"I'd rather stay in bed, sis. Besides why do you even want me near you?"
"I have my reasons," she giggled.
Samantha's giggle was a sound he didn't hear often, usually only on the occasions they'd smoke together down in the basement when their parents weren't home. But, like many things about her, he found the little girl giggle coming from a hot twenty year old, strangely sexy.
Odd to hear it now...unless she was toking up out there. The folks went to church then out to lunch every Sunday.
"You there, or you fall back asleep?"
"I'm here."
"Just look outside, I think you'll like the view enough to come down."
She hung up, and now wide awake, Cole kicked off the sheet, and rolled out of bed. He walked over to his window and pulled his blinds up.
"Oh My God."
Samantha was lying on her stomach on one of the inflatable rafts she'd pulled from the pool and wearing a black string bikini. He released a wistful sigh, as he took in her ass. The bikini wasn't the one she normally wore, but a lot more revealing, appearing to be not much more than a thong.
Even from upstairs he could clearly see the firm cheeks of her ass around the minimal strip of material. This wasn't right, Samantha never tried to tan. She'd swim in the pool, but usually with so much 50+ sun block on her, she'd slip out of your hand if you tried to grab her.
When she worked outside this summer, she'd slather herself in it, and as a result, she somehow managed to still be fair in August. But here she was sprawled out and even wearing her hair up so her entire back was exposed.
Samantha rolled over into a sitting position, giving him a look at the top which consisted of a slash of black covering each of her nipples and leaving the rest of her breast exposed.
"What are you waiting for?"
Cole let the blinds fall, and stared down at his already full blown hard on threatening to burst out of the boxer briefs he'd slept in. How the hell could he deal with being close to her like that? But...at this point she knew what his reaction would be to her, so how could she be mad at him?
How could she go from furious and ready to kill him, to now showing herself off and get him going? Why would she suddenly think him looking is okay?
She didn't think it was okay, she was fucking with him.
His phone rang on the bed, and he went over and saw she was calling again.
"Are you really going to stay up there?" She asked before he'd even said hello.
"Are you really going to tease me like this?"
"Yup," she didn't try to deny it. "You coming down, or do I have to sit down with Dad and show him your literary masterpieces?"
"That's not fair, Samantha."
"And writing me into a bunch of incest stories is?"
"I'll be right down." He ended the call and stared down at his aching erection.
Would she really tell the folks? Part of him thought she was bluffing. If she didn't do it when she first found out and was pissed as hell, why would she do it after they talked, and she seemed calmer?
Did he really want to take that chance? He was eighteen, who was to say if Dad found out what his son wanted to do to his precious little girl, he wouldn't throw him out on his ass? Almost as bad was he could see the look of sadness and disgust on Mom's face if she ever found out.
Cole stripped off his boxers and donned his black bathing suit, figuring he'd take a dip in the pool at some point, and headed downstairs. When he exited the sliding glass doors, his eyes immediately went to his sister's tits as she'd remained sitting up while she'd waited for him.



"Bet dad never saw that bikini," he spoke to try and calm his nerves as he approached her.
"Bet he never will." Samantha rolled back over to lie flat on her stomach, and his eyes shifted to her ass. "But now that you have, what do you think?"
Up close the bikini really was little more than a thong, except it was tied over each hip. Like the top, he imagined pulling the strings to reveal the smooth pink treasure beneath it.
"Why are you doing this?"
"You know why, now answer me honestly."
"I like it," he admitted.
"Why?"
"Come on, sis, really?"
"Sit in front of me." She pointed to a lounge chair by her head.
When Cole sat, she rose up on her elbows. Cole's eyes darted to her tits, then quickly back up to her face.
"Don't bother, I know you look all the time," she told him. "If I didn't want you to look, I wouldn't be in bikini, now would I?"
"Guess not." The chair was his mother's and meant for the beach. His ass was barely off the ground, making it so his crotch was a few inches lower than Samantha's face. It was so close her elbows were between his feet. If she leaned forward her head would be in his damn lap.
"You noticed." She smirked when he frowned at her. "Perfect height for a blow job which I think I gave you in that chapter you subtitled 'pool party'"
Samantha laughed. "Sun, fun, and my sister's mouth. Not one of your better ones, but it was early on, you did get better."
"You memorize the damn titles?'
"Watch, I can make it better."
Samantha bent her legs and crossed her ankles.
"The classic point of view pose. Legs up, moving back and forth so you can stare at my pretty feet while you get your cock sucked?"
"Its...whatever," his cock was bent painfully in his suit and he was surprised she hadn't made a crack about his obvious arousal yet.
"Guess you're not the only guy into feet because I see this in a lot of porn vids." She wiggled her toes. "How many times you think of me like this? On my stomach so you can stare at my, how do you describe it, ass that's so firm you could bounce a quarter off it?"
"I did write that," he grumbled. "More than once."
"Said it about my tits too, you tend to repeat yourself. I guess when people are reading one handed, they're not worried about word choices."
"Nah, half their comments have typos in them." He rolled his eyes. "Usually the ones telling me my grammar sucks."
"There are people there who want to see their grandma suck." She shuddered. "That's way too much for me. Imagine our grandmother..."
"Samantha!" He snapped her name. "Why am I out here? Just for you to screw with me?"
"Sorry, just can't get over some people wanting their damn grandparents. We'll stick to sisters, and we both know you want your sexy big sister, don't we?"
"You saw the proof."
"Lot of it, too." She cocked her head and smiled as she looked up at him. "Bet this is a story right now."
"Not a fun one," he mumbled.
"Fun for me. While I think about whether Mom and Dad should find out about all the bad things you want to do to their sweet little daughter, we're going to play a game."
"I think I know where this is going."
"I'll explain anyway. The game is going to be as if you were in one of those stories. But this one is written by me, the sister that's so pretty, witty, and sexy as fuck, that her little brother is obsessed with her."
"You're witty?" He raised an eyebrow.
"Shut up, perv, this is my story." She continued to move her feet, and Cole struggled not to stare at them, or her ass, and keep his focus on her face.
"I think it should be a series, and we'll call it," she tapped her long red nail on the deck. "I know, we'll call it 'Tales of my horny brother!'"
"Clever," he sighed.
"See what happens is Cole's incredibly desirable sister finds out he wants her, but doesn't tell him she knows."
"But I know," he protested.
"Whose story is this?" She poked him in the leg. "Stop being a damn killjoy and roll with me, okay?"
"Whatever you want, sis."
"Get used to saying that." She gave him a nasty smile that made him forget about staring at her prone between his legs. What was she going to ask him to do?
"Now that she knows her brother has the hots for her, the Samantha in my story decides to have some fun at his expense and cock tease her poor little brother."
"You were doing that and didn't even know it," he admitted.
"Really? You'd get worked up even if I wasn't trying to look good or anything sexy?"
"You could make doing dishes look sexy."
"I like that," she said softly, with no trace of her perpetual smart-ass attitude.
"When I watched you washing the car, wet and soapy, then playing around and posing on it, I could have popped off in my pants."
"I have that much of an effect on you?" She looked up at him and his breath caught when she briefly sucked on her lower lip. It was the first time he'd ever seen that expression on a girl not starring in porn. "Then this will be even more fun than I thought."
"This is chapter one, I suppose?"
"Cole comes down to go for a dip in the pool and there's his sister in the sexiest little bikini he's ever seen her in. He knows this is trouble, and heads back into the house so he can watch out the window and jack off to her for the hundredth time."
"But she sees him and calls him over." He envisioned how he'd write it.
"Very good," she nodded approvingly. "Now poor Cole has to sit in front of her and try to talk, but we know what he's thinking."
Samantha slowly ran her tongue over her lips and his cock strained against his suddenly much tighter suit.
"He's thinking she's in perfect position to suck her little brother's cock. He's squirming in his seat while he thinks about those made for cock sucking lips wrapped around his thick hard shaft."
This sounded word for word from one his stories, but hearing those words uttered in his sister's voice made them far more arousing them when he'd typed them.
"Her soft pink tongue fluttering around the swollen purple head of his engorged cock." She parted her lips and wagged her tongue provocatively. "Licking the length of your cock and sliding down even further.
"Sucking on your swollen balls, then bathing them with her talented tongue."
"Oh, my god," he breathed, his cock now suffering from the all too familiar ache of wanting to be inside the one place he shouldn't want it to be, his sister.
"Cole moans, oh, my god," Samantha smoothly added. "He can't believe this isn't a dream as his sister licks her way back up his cock, then after kissing the tip, pushes her lips over it, and slowly, inch by teasing inch, she takes him into her warm wet welcoming mouth."
She cocked her head and grinned. "Grammar tip of the day, ease up on the alliteration."
"Right." He heard his voice tremble just in that one-word reply.
"Cole's sister works her lips further down, opening wider, until with a sexy gagging sound, she's taken him all the way down. She shakes her head back and forth, Cole moans uncontrollably then gasps when she slides him back to the tip, then bobs her head.
"She sucks in a slow steady rhythm while stroking him with one hand, the other playing with his swollen cum filled balls."
Cole closed his eyes as he listened to Samantha describe a blow job that was better than the ones he'd put in his stories.
"Its not just the sight of his dick in his sister's mouth that's hot. Everything about her is. The smooth creamy skin of her back. Her perfect little ass in the air, and her legs bent, showing off her sexy little feet.
"Samantha moans as she sucks, her wide blue eyes rolling back and her ass moving, grinding her hips because sucking her brother's fat cock has her so turned on!"
The last few words came out in a high pitched breathy voice that he imagined would be exactly what she'd sound like during sex. Cole gripped the arms of the chair, squeezing hard enough to make his knuckles pop as his sister continued to sound like one of those dirty talking cam girls.
"She sucks faster, her eyes on his, urging him to come, to fill his big sister's mouth with a nice hot sticky load. She's whimpering, begging for the taboo thrill of draining her brother's balls.
"Oh, oh!" She groaned. "Please, little brother! Please come in my mouth! Please let me taste it! I want every drop! Give it to me! I want you to come now so you can fuck me so long and hard after you lick your big sister's bald pussy!"
"Stop!" Cole yelled, unable to take it. "Just stop it!"
"Aw, what's the matter?" Samantha smirked. "This getting you all hot and bothered?"
"This is bullshit!"
"Writing about me taking it in the ass is bullshit." Her eyes flashed. "What did you say to me in your story? Stop whining, you know you like it?"
She pointed to him. "You're going to take this, Cole. You're going to get all hard and hot and bothered, and embarrassed, and frustrated, and like it. You'll like it because its better than Dad throwing your ass in therapy, and that's after you get the most epic grounding in history."
When he hung his head and gave her a barely noticeable nod, her voice softened.
"Besides, if you relax, you can some fun with this. After all, you do get to hear me talk dirty, and if you stop fighting it, you get to touch me."
"Touch you?" He lifted his head.
"Hmm-mm," Samantha released the sound as if she were moaning. "How much depends on how well you can play along."
She stared up at him, and in a sultry purr, asked. "You want to touch me, little brother?"
"Yes, please," he could barely get the words out.
"I like the please. Stand up."
When he pushed himself up from the chair, she whistled.
"Damn fine bulge you have going on. Not sure any dick could be as big as you made yours out to be in those stories, but that's pretty impressive."
"Jesus," his face turned hot from embarrassment.
"All for your big sister?" She sucked on her lower lip again. "All from seeing my little bikini and hearing me talk about blowing you?"
He nodded while wondering if this was doing anything for her, either that or she was very good at staying in character, because she sounded, and even looked, turned on. Just stop it, he told himself. How the hell did he know what she looked like turned on?
Samantha was a good actress, not only with playing her parents perfectly all the time, but had been in some high school plays, where of course she'd done a great job. Why wouldn't she, his pain in the ass sister was good at everything...and he was sure that would extend to fucking.
"Poor little brother," she sighed. "Must be tough getting so horny all the time. Going to get worse too."
"It is?"
"Yup, because I want you to come around behind me." She picked up a tube of sun block. "You're going to rub this on me."
Cole took the bottle, his heart pounding. He slowly walked around her as she folded her arms on the inflatable raft and rested her head on them. Samantha spread her legs wider and as he knelt between her knees, he noticed the bottle visibly shaking in his hand.
"Um, don't you think this will look a little weird? Me rubbing lotion on you?"
"You're my brother, most people don't think like the people on Literotica."
"But still," he looked around nervously. "You know how people in this neighborhood blab."
"They'll tell mom and dad they saw you putting lotion on your sister?" she spoke as she faced the pool. "But don't worry, clever sis has it covered. The Franklin's are at the Cape this weekend, and the people on the second floor on the right moved out last week. Our fence is too high for the Wilson's to see over from the first."
"You really thought this through."
"Didn't want to give you any excuses." She bent her legs once more. "Start with my feet."
Cole squirted some of the lotion into his right palm and after rubbing his hands together to get some on both, rubbed them across the soles of Samantha's feet.
"Nice and soft, aren't they? I got a pedicure on Thursday. My sexy feet would look and feel great on your shoulders, wouldn't they?"
Cole grunted in agreement, as he massaged the lotion into the bottom of her feet, then slid his hands around so he could rub the top.
"I'll help."
Samantha bent her legs all the way, so the tops of her feet were now facing him. Her legs were still wide open, and he almost missed his palm with the next squirt of lotion when his eyes landed between her thighs.
That one thin strip of material was all that was between his eyes and his sister's pussy. He rubbed the lotion onto her feet by gripping her soles in his palms and working it into her toes and the top of her feet.
"Get every toe, slide your fingers between them."
Cole did as she asked, and she curled her big toe and the one next to it around his finger. "Just like I did to your cock in that foot job story."
He worked the lotion between all her toes, then leaned back, as if he were done.
"Now my legs, all the way up, then my back." Samantha put her legs out straight on either side of him. "Can't let my ivory skin burn, now can we?"
Cole briefly looked down at his suffering erection and with a sigh of resignation put more lotion into his hands and slid them along her calves.
"Work it in, Cole. Don't just spread it around. I'm on my feet five days a week. I could use a nice massage."
He gritted his teeth, but did as she asked, rubbing her lower legs from her ankles up.
"That feels sooo good," she purred. "You have nice hands. Nice and strong."
"Thanks," he replied absently as he gently rubbed behind her knees before putting more lotion on his hands and now rubbing higher.
"Look at you, pampering your big sister," she released that sexy little giggle. "But you're getting something out of this too, aren't you? Getting to touch those long slender legs you dream about being wrapped around you."
Cole didn't respond, but she was right. Her soft warm skin beneath his hands felt good and his eyes remained on her ass, which inch by inch his hands were getting closer to. Samantha sighed and cooed as he got into it, taking his time and working his fingers into her soft skin.
He reached the backs of her upper thighs and at this point as he massaged the lotion in, his fingers were close to the cheeks of her ass.
"Inside too." She opened her legs a little more. "And all the way."
Cole took a breath, trying to keep his hands steady as he slid his fingers down along her inner thighs. Unlike Samantha, Cole enjoyed the sun and had a good tan going on. His darker skin looked good on her white thighs and the skin in that area was even softer beneath his touch.
More importantly, as he went higher, the edge of his hand was only a couple of inches from grazing her pussy.
"Its right there, isn't it," she whispered. "So close to touching me."
Jesus, was she a damned mind reader? No, she'd just read a lot of his stories, and was now in his head so to speak.
"You'd like to just slip that little strip of black to the side, and push your fingers into your big sister's wet cunt, wouldn't you?"
"Damn, sis."
"I noticed you always use pussy. Pussy's a fun word. Leaves room for a lot of pet the kitty and make it purr lines. But cunt is a woman's word and more fun to say because its rougher and cruder. More shocking to hear your real life good girl sis say cunt, isn't it?"
Cole nodded as if she could see him behind her.
"I am by the way."
"You're what, a goody two shoes?"
"No, I'm wet."
"You're..." he stared down between her legs. "You're messing with me."
"No, I'm wet. Really wet. Know why?"
Cole frowned. She had to be screwing with him. But she said this was a game so should he act like he believed her?
"I'll bite," he decided not to play along on this one. "Why am I supposed to think you're wet?"
"Keep rubbing, and I'll tell you. Your hands stop, I stop talking." She lifted her head and looked over her shoulder at him. "I think you'll want me to keep talking."
"Its your game." Cole squirted more sun block in his hand and resumed rubbing the backs of her thighs.
"Damn straight it is," she gave him a nasty smile that made him nervous, but at the same time was oddly exciting. "You already rubbed there. What about my ass?"
"You want me to rub your ass?"
"Can't let it get sunburned! I told you that you could touch me if you play along. Go head, rub my ass and I'll tell you a story."
Cole didn't need to be told twice. He wasn't sure where this was going but he'd be damned if he'd pass up on a chance to touch the ass he'd been writing about and jacking off to for the last few months.
He slid his hands over her exposed cheeks and had to repress a moan. Her ass was just as firm as he'd imagined, and each of her cheeks fit perfectly in his hand as he took a chance and gave each of them a squeeze.
"Oooh," Samantha sighed, "That actually felt pretty good, but its not rubbing."
Content to touch her anyway she'd let him, Cole worked his hands across her cheeks working the lotion into her.
"The reason I'm wet is your sister has a dirty secret."
"Do tell." Please tell he added while his eyes lingered on the black rose and flames tattooed on the small of her back.
"I like to be looked at. I love it when I know a man is checking me out and thinking about what he'd like to do to me.
"See this bikini? I've worn it to work three times."
"You what?"
"Once every couple of weeks the staff wears bikinis. There's a cover charge that day, but the guys have no problem paying it to see some sexy girls serving them drinks and food with our tits and asses hanging out.
"Seeing I'm the manager out there, I don't have to, but I love it!" She sighed softly. "All day long, dozens of guys staring at me. Looking at my legs, my ass, my tits. Imagining me naked. Imagining me on my knees blowing them."
Cole's hands were trembling again, and he had to resist the urge to squeeze her ass again. What he wanted to do even more was unleash his aching dick, slide that bikini over and fuck her out there by the pool the way he'd done in his story.
"Thinking about sucking my tits and eating my pussy. Wanting me to ride them, to let them take me doggy. I can feel their eyes on me, so many eyes!"
This time the sigh was more like a moan, and her ass lifted under his hands. She lowered it, then raised it once more.
"The idea they're stripping me in their mind. Taking me, ravaging me, giving this cock teasing little slut what she's begging for in her tiny little bikini."
She paused and Cole noted her lips were parted and she was breathing heavier. Her face was flushed, and he had the feeling it wasn't from the sun.
"Bet they stare at my tramp stamp and think of it as a bullseye like you do in your stories. Fuck me doggy, then whip their cock out and spray their hot cum all over it.
"They think of coming all over me. My ass, my tits," her ass rose moved side to side as she ground her hips into the float beneath her. "Anywhere they want."
Samantha pushed herself up on her elbows.
"Untie my top."
Cole quickly did as she asked. He didn't know how or why she'd gone from wanting to kill him last night, to acting like she was the star in one of the sibling stories on Literotica, but he'd go as far as she'd let him.
He pulled the string and his breath caught when she tugged on the front of the bikini, sliding the straps down her arms. Samantha slipped it off and put the top next to her before stretching back out on her stomach.
"Straddle my leg."
"What?"
"You use that word at least twice in every story, you know what it means. Straddle my leg and slide up."
Cole wasn't sure why she wanted him to do it but swung his left leg over hers.
"Now slide all the way up until your knee is between my legs."



Between his weight sinking into the raft, and the material sticking to his skin, he couldn't slide, and rose higher on his knees to awkwardly crawl forward. He stopped with his knee a few inches from her and picked up the bottle of lotion.
"All the way."
"I can't much closer," he pointed out.
"Can't be subtle with you, can I?"
Rising to her elbows again, she pushed herself backwards and Cole gasped when his knee met the bikini between her thighs. The thin strip of material was warm and damp against his skin.
She was wet!
"Feel that?" she moved her hips, grinding the not just wet, but sticky strip of black cloth against his knee. "Your big sister got herself all wet telling you about what gets me hot."
"Jesus, sis," Cole whispered hoarsely as she pumped her ass up and down, sliding her not just wet, but sticky, suit against his knee.
Christ, he'd thought getting that wet was just something in those stories, he didn't think a girl could really soak through their clothes.
"Put some lotion on my back, squirt it across my skin."
Cole was glad her head was turned to the side and she couldn't see his hands shaking from that feeling of nervous excitement again. His cock was so hard it was painful and as he leaned forward, he groaned when it pressed into the cheek of her ass.
He squeezed the bottle a little too hard, sending a spurt of white across her back, and almost spurted himself when Samantha released a sensual purr at the contact.
"Hmm, just like a nice thick load painting my back. I love being come on. Does it look like cum?"
"Yeah, it does."
"Wish it was yours, don't you?"
"You know I do," he grumbled.
"Who knows, maybe it will be." Cole almost dropped the bottle at her words. "I am telling this as a story after all, and every dirty story should have the characters getting off, right?"
"Absolutely!"
"Then start rubbing, and I'll get back to telling you my nasty fantasies."
Cole rubbed the lotion across the smooth warm skin of her back, then starting at her shoulders, began massaging her.
"You do have strong hands. I like strong hands. I like them on my shoulders, but when I'm being fucked doggy. I like it better than my hips because it pushes me down and puts my ass up so they can pound me harder and their cock goes even deeper.
"But I was talking about how much I love to get cum on. I like it on my back, my ass, and when I'm feeling nasty? I want it all over my slutty face."
Cole's cock pressed harder into her ass and unable to help it, his hips were rocking, sliding it across her cheek. Either Samantha was so caught up in her dirty talk she didn't notice, or maybe she did and didn't mind. Cole was hoping for the latter.
"Even better sometimes I'll take it all in my mouth, just totally drain his balls, then let it drool out, so it drips down my chin and onto my tits."
Samantha ground her pussy into his leg harder than before and released a soft moan. "God, I love the feeling of cum sliding down my nipples."
Cole slid his hands lower, now rubbing her shoulder blades and the middle of her back. Samantha was silent for a moment, but her hips continued to move, slowly working her slick suit along his knee.
"When those guys look at me, all I can think of is them wanting to fuck me. Want to know another secret? I've had a few older guys offer me money to fuck them."
"You're kidding." Cole kept his hands moving, but his head was down, watching his sister hump his leg.
"I always say no, but the idea they thought I was so hot they'd pay to have my mouth on their dicks or to fuck my tight little twat, would have me wet.
"I'm wet at work a lot. All it takes is to see some guys watching me. Sometimes a couple of the girls will do a little dance on one of the tables to get the guys going. They'll take their shirts and shorts off, but have bikinis underneath, can't take off more than that, but it still gets the boys worked up and hard."
"Have you done it?" His hands were now heading down towards the small of her back.
"Damn straight, and in this bikini." She sighed and slid her left arm beneath her. "I took off my top and shimmied out of my shorts. Got me so hot.
Judging by the way her hips were moving faster it was getting her hotter now.
"While I was on the table, I fantasized about taking everything off. I thought of taking off my top and playing with my tits in front of them."
Samantha released a loud moan that made his breath catch, and his own hips to move faster, sliding his relentless erection along her ass.
"I'm playing with my tit right now. Twisting the hoop, it hurts a little, but gets me so fucking horny!"
Her words came out in a breathy tone and ended in a barely audible whimper that Cole swore was the sexiest thing he'd ever heard. The suit was getting hotter and stickier against him, and it wasn't the only thing.
His cock had been oozing since he'd straddled her leg and he noticed the cheek of her ass was glistening and sticky from something other than the lotion he'd rubbed into her.
"I thought about putting my back to them and peeling off the bottom, bending over and letting them see my wet slit from between my thighs. I'd sit on the table, spread my legs and tell a guy to come over and go down on me.
"That's...so fucking hot," he whispered, his voice sounding as shaky as hers.
"Even hotter when he'd stand up and fuck me while the other guys cheered him on. I'd roll over on the table so he could fuck me doggy, and I'd open wide for someone to shove their cock in my mouth.
"You like that, little brother? Two guys fucking your slut sister like a pig on a spit?"
"You do have a dirty mind." Somehow, he'd kept his hands moving, but was touching her more lightly, caressing her lower back, his hands sliding across her tattoo.
"You made me a slut in your stories because you thought I was a good girl in real life. I suppose I am because I'd never do those things but thinking about guys wanting me just gets me hot. Maybe I am a little cock tease."
She raised her hips and wiggled her ass into his crotch.
"Feels like I'm teasing yours."
"You know you are."
"You're right, and know what? It's pretty fucking hot."
"What?" Cole shook his head as if he hadn't heard her right. "Hot? You beat me in the head with your I-pad last night over this."
"I did, but then I started thinking. It makes me feel sexy when guys want me. You're my brother and you want to fuck me. The more I thought about it and the more of those stories I read the more I..."
She pushed herself up on her elbows so she could look back at him. "I got so horny I got off to thinking about how bad you want me."
"You're...you're just fucking with me."
"Does this feel like I'm lying?" She ground her pussy into his knee. "Think I could fake being that wet? Just lying here in the sun knowing I was going to have you come down here and how hard you'd be for me, got me this wet. Talking dirty to you while I dry fuck your leg has my clit throbbing."
"Think I'd be playing with my tit if I weren't horny?"
Her eyes were on his and they were wide and bright, and all he could think of was how many times he'd described his sister's eyes as 'bright with lust' because she loved fucking him even though she protested.
He saw that look now, and coupled with her flushed face and parted lips, not to mention her very wet pussy, there was no way she could be lying. Cole met her gaze as one thought raced through his mind.
His sister was turned on...and by him!
"Thinking about those tits, aren't you? My top's off and all I'd have to do is roll over and you'd get to see your big sister's perky titties." She giggled. "I like how in those stories they always say brother and sister even though the reader knows who they are."
"It makes it more exciting." Who cares about the stories, get back to reality, was what he wanted to tell her, but didn't want to risk pissing her off.
"Its like crack to incest readers." She lowered herself back onto her stomach, her head once more facing to the side. "Speaking of those stories. Tell me, Mr. Hot4mysis, what would you be doing right now if this was one of your stories?"
Cole looked down at the huge bulge and spreading wet stain on his bathing suit. "Move your bikini to the side and fuck you?" he asked hopefully.
"Ha!" she laughed. "You think I'm going to just let you fuck me? I don't let those guys at work fuck me even though it gets me hot. Why would I let you do it?"
"Because this is a brother sister story?" It was lame, but at this point he'd say anything he could think of.
"Its tales of my horny brother. You wouldn't stay horny if your big sis let you fuck her." Samantha gave him a sultry smile. "But I'll let you come, if you play along."
"I'll play!" He said it so quickly he felt like an idiot, especially when she laughed at him, but god he needed to get off!
"Here's the scene." Samantha turned her head and rested her it on her right arm, so he was now looking at the back of her head.
"You come out to take a swim and there's your sister in her bikini. She asks you to rub lotion on her and it gets you hot and bothered."
"That's not a story," he mumbled.
"But in the story, sexy Samantha gets so relaxed from you rubbing her back she falls asleep. Your sister is sleeping, there's no one around to see, and you're so horny! Tell me, hot4mysis, what does horny little brother do if this were a story."
Cole wanted to say fuck her, but that wouldn't be believable even in one of those stories. Samantha was out to tease, not please.
"He'd jerk off on her back, because that wouldn't wake her up." He quickly added a detail as if he were writing a story. "Samantha is a deep sleeper, and if she woke up, he could always say he squirted more lotion on her."
"Yes!" She nodded into her arm, causing the bun her hair was gathered in bob. "That's perfect! You are good at this!"
He shrugged even though she couldn't see him and waited for her to say something else. After a few seconds she sighed.
"Well?"
"Well what?"
"Take your cock out and jerk off on me."
"You're fucking serious?" His cock jerked in his suit.
"No, I'm sleeping, remember?" She giggled. "Take your dick out and blow a nice big load all over your sleeping sister."
Cole looked around as if he expected someone to be peering over the fence, but Samantha had said no one was home who could see. She'd thought this through and the fact that she had made him wonder what else she may have thought about last night.
His heart pounding, Cole rose up higher on his knees, watching a thin strand of sticky pre cum trail from her glistening skin to his suit. The result of him grinding into her cheek the last few minutes.
Cole pushed his suit down, causing his aching cock to spring free. His tip was oozing and so purple it looked like an angry bruise. He gripped his shaft in his hand, and slowly pumped it.
"You stroking?"
"Yes," he whispered. "You don't want to watch?"
"I'm sleeping," she reminded him, then added. "Not ready for that...yet."
At the word yet, his cock jumped in his hand. How far would she take this game? Cole stared down at her ass and that damned sexy tramp stamp as he jerked off.
"That's it," she purred, and her hips resumed moving, grinding her sopping wet suit against him. "Jerk off to your sleeping sister, jerk off because she's so fucking sexy you can't take it. Jerk off because you want your big sis so bad!
"But you know you can't have her. You know this is wrong, but you can't help it! She's right there! Topless, and that sweet little ass!"
She pushed herself backwards, pressing as tightly against his leg as she could, and her hips were now moving faster.
"Your balls are aching, and your cock hurts you're so horny. You need to come and just going up to your room watching sister videos isn't enough. You need to do something dirtier, you need to be close to her, to see your big cock over her body."
Samantha sounded like a damn phone sex operator as she spoke in a husky breathy voice. Her hips weren't just going up and down, but side to side, grinding in tight circles. Cole stroked faster and moaned at how good even his own hand felt at this point.
He couldn't remember ever being this hard, and Samantha kept him that way as she went on with her dirty talk.
"I think about cocks over my body all the time, over my face too. Strong hands jacking off big cocks and squirting cum all over me!"
Her voice was getting higher pitched and her the movement of her hips had a hint of desperation to them. For the first time, it dawned on him that his sister wasn't just teasing him but trying to get off.
"Oh, yeah," she moaned. "They'd slap their cocks against my tits and my face, my ass, anywhere they could."
Cole jumped when something touched his back and he realized she'd bent her leg, and it was her heel pressing into the small of his back. She bent her other leg so he was now staring at the top of her foot.
He grabbed her foot in his hand, his thumb sliding across her soft instep while he stroked faster.
"Slap your cock against my ass," she groaned.
Cole whacked his cock on her cheek several times, moaning not just from the sensation, but the sound it made striking her skin and how good his long cock looked on his sister's small ass cheek.
"Yeah like that, oh my god you're so hard, Cole!" She was breathing hard in between her words. "Imagine doing that to my face, my tongue, those little tits you're dying to see and suck on! The tit I'm playing with right now! The one with the hoop you like to tongue in your stories!"
Cole was breathing as hard as she was, and his balls felt as if they were going to explode just from slapping his dick on her. Samantha lifted her ass and groaned as she worked her hips vigorously into his sticky knee.
"My own brother wants me the way those guys at work want me! My own brother is jerking off to me. You're hard for your big sister, and...I was so mad at first, but..." she whimpered and released a high pitched whine as she struggled to get over the edge. "It's so fucking hot!"
"Because you're so fucking hot," he moaned. "I've been jerking off to you for months, writing about all the ways I want to fuck you, and all the nasty things we could do together."
"I love it!" Samantha exclaimed. "Love that even though I'm your sister you want me, love that you get off to me! Come for me! Come all over my back!"
Cole's hand raced along his cock, and he groaned when he felt himself passing the point of no return.
"Oh, I like that sound! I really do!" Samantha egged him on. "Come for me, little brother! Come all over your slutty fucking sister! Come..."
"Fuck!" Cole grunted as his cock erupted.
An impressive spurt of cum shot over Samantha's ass to land between her shoulder blades and splatter up to her neck. A second squirt hit the black rose over her ass fulfilling his fantasy of using it as a bullseye.
He groaned as he furiously pumped his cock, pleasantly surprised with the size of the load that was now creating sticky white puddles on the cheeks of her ass.
"Yes, paint my back with your hot come!" Samantha cried out. "Shoot it all over your big...oh.... yes!"
Samantha released a loud cry that had him hoping no one was home on the first floor next door. Her hips went into overdrive as she lowered her head and emitted several muffled cries into the raft.
Her free hand clenched the raft, gripping it hard as her hips bucked and her body writhed beneath him. Cole wrung the last few drops from his cock, pointing the tip at the thin strip of material between her legs, and watching her work his own cum into his knee as she continued to get off against him.
Samantha's high pitched cried devolved into a low guttural growl as her entire body tensed. There was a sharp popping sound as she squeezed the raft so hard, her long nails punctured it, and air hissed out even as her body jerked one last time.
"Holy shit," he breathed as he sat back on his knees, admiring the huge mess he'd made from her shoulders down to her ass.
"I came hard," Samantha whispered in the same breathless tone. "Damn, Cole, that's a lot of come all over me."
"It looks incredible. You look incredible."
"Hmm, sweet talk for a guy who just blew a load on his sleeping sister."
"You weren't sleeping."
"She was, but she wakes up, right when he's done."
"Then what happens?" He eyed his still hard and twitching cock, hoping that she would want to keep going with her game.
"Get off my leg and put your cock away." She instructed.
Cole sighed in resignation and tucked his cock awkwardly into his suit as he slipped off her.
"What's your problem? You got to cum, didn't you?" Samantha rose to her knees but kept her back to him as she picked up the bikini top.
"Yeah, but..."
"Don't be greedy, good things come to horny little brothers who can play along.
She stood up in front of him, and he watched his cum slide down her back and thighs.
"That feels so good," she whispered. "But in the story, she wakes up and feels all this sticky stuff on her and yells at Cole for using too much lotion."
"And he just says, sorry while he hopes she doesn't try to wipe it off." She better not ask him to rub it in, he added to himself.
"She tells him he can't do anything right like the bitchy big sis she is and decides to jump in the pool to rinse off the mess."
Making sure he didn't get a look at her tits, Samantha crossed her arms over her chest, and with a laugh, ran the several steps to the pool and dove into it. She popped her head out and Cole struggled to get a look at her tits beneath the water, but she was already sliding the top back on.
"Wow, you're still hard," she pointed to his bulging suit. "Maybe you weren't just bragging in those stories."
"I could go right now," he told her confidently.
"With a crack like that you can go back into the house and whack off again," she pointed a finger at him in warning. "You see what you got when you played nice. Be a jerk you won't get anything else."
"Sorry, sis," he put his head down. "I'll be a good little brother."
Samantha swam over to the edge of the pool and smiled up at him.
"We'll see about that tomorrow."
"What's tomorrow?"
Samantha splashed water at him, making him jump as she laughed.
"Chapter two, silly!"
Chapter Seven
Cole paused his latest Halo solo campaign, when the alarm on his phone beeped signaling dinner. He rose from his chair and stretched, then looked out the window. Samantha went into work in the morning, but was supposed to get out at four to be home for five.
Her car still wasn't there, and he wondered when she'd be getting home. More accurately, he wondered what she'd be up to when she finally arrived. According to her 'Chapter Two' was going to be today.
Cole couldn't imagine what she thought they could do, their parents were home, and as crazy as yesterday was, he didn't think she'd dare do anything that could risk them getting caught. Unless it was going to be later tonight.
Their parent's bedroom was on the first floor, so he supposed they could get away with something up here if they were quiet. But what was that something? After what happened by the pool, and event he still had a hard time believing was real, Samantha hadn't said anything to him the rest of the day.
She'd watched some TV downstairs, then after the folks came home and they ordered pizza, she wandered upstairs around seven and didn't come out of her room the rest of the night. Samantha was up and out of the house before he got up to head to work, and it was driving him crazy not being able to ask her where the hell yesterday had come from.
The only contact he'd had with her was a text she'd sent him just before he'd left for work which read:



"No matter how much you think about yesterday, don't you dare get off. I want you nice and horny for chapter two."
The text alone had him hard not only because it did make him keep replaying yesterday in his mind, but it held the promise of another dirty game. Cole couldn't get the sound of his sister coming out of his ears nor the sight of his cum covering her back out of his head.
He thought getting to do something with his sister, even something as pathetic as jacking off on her like, well like one of the pervy brothers on Literotica, would take some of the edge off his fantasies.
Instead he'd been unable to stop thinking about it and had spent the day at work battling recurring erections and being so unfocused he kept putting things in the wrong aisles or sending customers in the wrong direction when they asked for things.
Several times he thought about slipping into a stall in the bathroom and reliving himself. Not like he couldn't get it up again if she had another game ready for him later. But he made himself follow her instructions, if for no other reason than he felt he owed her for writing about her behind her back, so it was only fair he suffered a little.
When she wasn't home when he got home an hour ago, he'd had another battle with himself in the shower as the white soap kept making him think about another white fluid sliding down his sister's body yesterday.
He tossed on a pair of sweats and a t-shirt and tried to immerse himself in Halo until dinner. Seeing He and Samantha both worked during the day on Mondays during the summer, Mom and Dad had dubbed it summer family night. What that entailed was making it a point to eat together, then head into the living room and watch a movie together.
Cole didn't look forward to not just an awkward dinner sitting across from Samantha. Not that things hadn't been weird over the last few months. Once his fantasies had taken hold of him, it wasn't easy to be near her because the slightest thing could get him thinking taboo thoughts about her.
After yesterday, things were bound to be worse. Cole had known Samantha wasn't a prude from the conversation with Trish he'd listened in on. But that hadn't prepared him for what she'd confessed to him by the pool.
The thought Samantha liked to be looked at and imagined the guys watching doing a lot more than looking, was shocking, and arousing enough. But at the end when she'd said it got her hot that Cole had a thing for her, was more than he could handle.
Unless she was teasing, but she'd come on his damn leg!
Knowing his mind was going to be off to the races again and his cock was already stirring over his hundredth rehash of yesterday, Cole got up and left his room. How horny could he be with his damn parents at the dinner table?
Cole went downstairs and entered the dining room to see Mom and Dad already seated.
"Where's Samantha?" he asked as he sat down and eyed the platter of pork cutlets in the middle of the table.
"She'll be here any minute," Mom replied. "Got out of work a few minutes late."
"Well, I'm digging in without her," Dad announced as he grabbed the bowl of mashed potatoes and heaped some on his plate. "Knowing her idea of around the corner, it could mean twenty minutes."
Cole shrugged and helped himself to a couple of cutlets and a dinner roll, while waiting for his father to pass the spuds and the gravy he was slopping all over them. The sound of the screen door slamming shut in the kitchen announced Samantha had arrived, and a moment later she strolled into the dining room.
"Sorry I'm late!" Samantha kissed mom on the cheek then did the same to dad before walking around the table to get to her seat across from Cole.
"That's okay, honey, women are always worth the wait," Mom laughed. "Right David?"
"As long as we have something to eat while we're waiting," Dad said around a mouthful of pork.
"Smooth, dad," Samantha joked. "I can see how mom fell for you."
"He fell for my legs," Mom rolled her eyes. "He kept staring at them until I finally gave him the 'my eyes are up here' line."
"Speaking of legs, could you find a shorter dress, Sammi?" Dad frowned at her. "Every guy at work must have been hoping for a breeze."
"David, leave her alone." Mom chided him. "Like I was just saying, you had no problem with me wearing short skirts back in college."
"You were someone else's daughter, not my daughter." Dad pointed to Samantha. "Seriously, that thing looks like you'd wear it to a club."
"I did last weekend." She beamed at the scowl on Dad's face. "No wind there though."
Cole only half heard the exchange as he had already noticed how short his sister's hot pink strapless sundress was. So short that if she bent over he imagined anyone behind her would be getting a good look at her ass.
The ass he came on yesterday.
Cole shifted in his seat as his cock was already making its presence known. Damn his sister looked fine. The dress wasn't just short, but low cut and tight on top, pushing up her small breasts, and her hair was down despite the heat.
He loved how her thick black hair fell over her bare shoulders, which despite her best efforts to avoid tanning looked like they'd gotten some color today.
"Do I have something on me?"
"Huh?" Cole blinked.
"You're staring at me," Samantha looked down at her chest. "What are you looking at?"
"Nothing," he replied nervously. "Nothing to look at."
"Is that another dig at my boobs?" Samantha asked.
"What? No!" he stammered. "Your boobs are fine. I mean not like I think they're fine! I wasn't..."
"Can we not talk about boobs at the table?" Mom spoke up.
"Sorry, but I get tired of his stupid jokes about them." Samantha tossed her hair while giving him a typical bitchy look.
"He's your brother, stupid jokes are what brother's do." Mom told her. "I have three of them, remember?"
Cole's phone vibrated in his pocket, and slipping his hand under the table, he eased it out and saw Samantha had just sent him a text.
"Gotcha!" The words were followed by several laughing emojis
"Cole, I know you're not looking at your phone," Dad pointed to him. "I know that because we have a rule about phones at dinner, right?"
"Right, sorry. I got a text and wanted to make sure it wasn't work. They said they might be shorthanded tonight."
"Seeing we're talking about work, you paraded around work in that dress?"
"It's part of the job, dad. It's a beach club I'd look stupid walking around in a sweat suit." She smiled. "You should see what I got in tips today!"
"I'll bet." Dad frowned. "Bet you got almost as many lewd remarks too."
"All the girls dress like this, some were in bikinis." Samantha countered. "I don't get half the looks they do."
"David, we've talked about this before. She's getting a lot of experience, making some good money, and having some fun too."
"Not as much fun as the guys gawking at her."
Cole had pretty much tuned out as his eyes lingered on Samantha's mouth.
Her large sensual lips were coated in the same hot pink as her dress, and her eye shadow matched. The pink brought out her baby blue eyes, and Cole was surprised to find himself thinking how good she looked.
Not that he hadn't been thinking that for awhile now, but it was in terms of his sister being 'hot'. Looking at her while she sat there with a smile playing about her lips as Mom berated dad for trying to start an argument on family night, he realized she wasn't just sexy, but a beautiful girl.
"Fine," Dad grumbled. "I just don't like the idea of guys drooling over you."
Cole turned his attention to his plate, cutting into a cutlet while wondering what his father would think if he found out his son had been drooling over his precious little girl the last few months.
He'd done a lot more than drool over her yesterday., he couldn't resist a smile as he chewed.
"Shit!" Samantha exclaimed as she knocked her knife off the table. She looked down and then at him. "It went under the table. Cole, can you grab it for me, please?"
"Why do I have to get it?" He said around a mouthful of bread.
"Because your sister asked you nicely is why." Mom told him. "I know Samantha gives you a hard time here and there, but it wouldn't kill you to be nice to her."
"Guess not," Cole lowered his eyes so his mother didn't see the expression of annoyance in them.
Typical BS, always on her side, he thought as he pushed his chair back and peered under the table. The knife was right in front of her feet. Why the hell couldn't she grab it herself? Whatever, if he said anything mom or dad would tell him to do it anyway.
Cole slid off his chair onto his hands and knees and crawled forward to get the knife. The look he was getting at his sister's legs made him think this wasn't too bad after all. That thought was driven home when Samantha opened her legs.
He stopped in mid reach as he stared at the pink thong beneath the skirt. Like yesterday's bikini there wasn't a lot of material between her thighs and he was getting a full view of camel toe. Samantha's hand slid into view and Cole's eyes widened when she pulled the skirt up and ran her fingers over the thong.
She caressed herself several times and Cole's cock rose not just from watching her, but the idea it was why she'd dropped the knife in the first place. Chapter two; the words ran through his mind.
Not wanting to stay down there too long, Cole picked up the knife and eased back so he could get out from under the table.
That was when Samantha pulled her thong to the side.
Cole froze where he was, his jaw dropping as he gaped at his sister's pussy. Her slit was completely smooth, and her lips tucked in tight, a perfect little pink peach between her thighs. Holding the thong, Samantha's other hand appeared and when she spread her pussy open, exposing her swollen clit, Cole dropped the knife,
"What the hell are you doing down there?" Dad's voice came from above him.
He quickly grabbed the knife again but couldn't move as Samantha teased her clit with her pink tipped finger. She pushed her finger down through her lips and he thought his eyes were going to bug out of his head when she slipped her finger inside her pussy.
She removed it and stretched her hand out under the table. Her hand brushed his cheek, before moving over and sticking her finger under his nose.
"Cole!"
Between getting a whiff of his sister's pussy and his father yelling, Cole jerked backwards and came up too quick, hitting his head on the edge of the table.
"Ow!" he exclaimed as he pushed himself back up into his seat while he rubbed the back of his head.
"Honey, are you okay?" Mom asked.
"Yeah, I'm fine." Cole could feel how red he was and hoped his parents would think he was just embarrassed.
"What were you doing under there?" Dad demanded.
"Sorry, that was my fault." Samantha spoke as if nothing were going on. "I was messing with him and kept kicking the knife."
"What else were you doing?" Dad nodded towards the table. "Where are your hands? What are you playing with?" He sighed. "As if I didn't know."
"Sorry, daddy." Samantha put her hands back on the table, her phone, which had been in her lap, now in her right hand. "I was sending a text."
"You kids kill me," Mom sighed. "Can't you go a minute without playing with that thing?"
"What can I say?" Samantha grinned at her father. "I just can't help touching it sometimes."
Cole gasped and jumped in his chair when Samantha pressed her now bare foot onto his crotch.
"You alright tonight, kid?" Dad asked with no trace of sarcasm. "Your face is all red and you got a weird look on your face."
"I'm..." he hesitated, but quickly shifted into 'author mode' imagining this happening to the story version of himself. "Not feeling all that great, been warm all day, and now I have a headache."
"You want to go lie down, hon?" Mom reached over and put her hand on his forehead. "You are warm."
"No," his eyes darted down beneath the table where Samantha was curling her pink tipped toes into his swollen crotch. "It's the only night of the week we all hang out together. I'll be fine."
"That's my boy!" Dad clapped him on the shoulder. "Glad you're coming around to the most important thing in life."
"What's that, Dad?" He struggled to keep his voice steady as his sister rubbed her foot along the length of his cock.
"Family is everything!"
Chapter Eight
Cole sat slumped in the corner of the couch trying to focus on the large flat screen TV on the wall across from him. Mom and Dad had wanted to watch the first season of Stranger Things which he and Samantha had already seen, but they agreed to watch it again with them.
They were on episode four and even though it was only a little after nine he'd noticed mom and dad both nodding off here and there. Cole looked over at them sitting on the love seat to the left of the couch.
He figured if they were both sleeping he would slip upstairs and got to bed. To bed, not to sleep, because there was no way he'd be able to close his eyes until he took care of his latest sister induced boner.
Both his parents were currently awake, although their eyes looked as if they could close any minute, as they sat side by side, mom turned sideways so she could lean into his father who had his arm around her.
Even though his parents bordered on sickening at times, it was great that after all these years they were still that into each other. He idly wondered if he or Samantha would ever find that with anyone.
Since her outburst the other night where she'd said the thing that had pissed her off the most was his utter disregard and lack of affection for her in his stories, he'd been playing around with the idea of more romantic brother sister stories.
He'd read a few and he had to say the idea of siblings not just being in lust with each other, but in love was an attractive one. The forbidden love did add an extra level of heat to the sex. He imagined it would be like a loving couple who behind closed doors were total freaks, but only for each other.
It made him recall Samantha's line to Trish about being a bad girl, but only for someone who was good to her. She had been bad for him yesterday, even though it had only ended with him jerking himself off.
He looked to his right where his sister was curled into the opposite corner of the couch. She had her legs drawn up so her heels were against her ass, a position that had dad griping she was showing way too much thigh.
Mom had agreed on that and told her to either sit right or put something over her. Samantha had pulled the blanket mom kept folded over the couch over the lower part of her body. Or at least that's how it looked from where mom and dad sat to her left.
But she had only pulled the blanket over the front of her, leaving Cole staring at her skirt that had hiked up so far he could see the curve of her ass. He kept stealing quick peeks at her as they watched the show.
She'd caught him several times, but each time either gave him a wink or a mischievous smile, telling him she had done it so he would look. Her shoes were on the floor and her bare feet curled into the back of her legs was a damn sexy look.
Cole had caught her looking over her shoulder at their parents and each time she saw them awake she looked as annoyed as he did. His thoughts were cut off when his phone vibrated in the pocket of his sweatpants.
He pulled it out and read her text.
"Play along, okay?"
He looked at her to see she had her hands under the blanket, hiding her phone. Like dinner, there wasn't supposed to be any phones during movie time. But the folks couldn't see her and as long as he kept his phone on the cushion to his right, they wouldn't see his either.
He nodded to her, and she stretched her legs out across the couch, pushing her feet into his leg.
"Hey, Cole, can I put my feet on your legs?"
"Really, sis?" Cole acted like any brother who didn't have the hots for his sister would.
"Come on, my legs are sore from being on my feet all day."
"Yeah, but that's kind of gross," he winked at her. "I don't want your sweaty feet on me. They probably smell."
"My feet don't stink!" Samantha sounded impressively offended. "Know what does stink? That you can't be nice to me."
"Hey" Mom lifted her head from Dad's shoulder. "Are you two twenty and eighteen or still ten and eight? Stop arguing."
"Cole's being a jerk." The whiny tone, but this time it made him want to smile because he knew it was a game. "I'm nice to him and..."
"If your brother doesn't want your legs on him, then you don't put them on him." Dad spoke without turning his head. "Personal space, remember?"
"Fine!" Samantha now put on the pout. "Take his side."
"Oh, for God's sake," Cole sighed dramatically. "Just put your damn feet on me. Its better than listening to you bitch."
"Watch your mouth, Cole." Mom warned him.
"Get treated like I'm eight." He put his hand over his mouth to hide his smile as Samantha gave him a thumbs up for playing the game.
"Just watch the show," Dad told them while stifling a yawn.
Samantha lifted her legs, and Cole slid over a little so she could rest her heels on his thigh. She grabbed the blanket and tossed it over her legs, covering his lap as well. She turned to face the TV, leaving Cole wondering what the game was.
Her heels dug into his leg, and the blanket moved as she lifted her hips and wiggled back and forth. He wanted to ask her what the hell she was doing but decided not to say anything and get Mom or Dad sniping at them again.
Samantha removed her feet from his leg, bending them under the blanket. He shot her a questioning look, but her head was turned as she peered over her shoulder at their parents. She straightened her legs again, her feet once more resting on his thigh.
Samantha's hands were covered, and his phone lit up again.
"Put your hands under the blanket."
Cole did as she asked, and her hand brushed against his. There was something soft in her hand that she deposited into his. He lifted the blanket to see, and whispered, "Damn."
It was her thong.
Samantha rubbed her thumb against her finger and gestured to him. Taking her meaning, he found the crotch of the thong and rubbed it between his fingers. It wasn't just wet, it was sticky, as sticky as her bathing suit was against his knees yesterday.
Cole kept his eyes on his parents and brought his now slick fingers to his face. He inhaled deeply, getting a much better whiff of his sister's pussy than he did under his nose in the kitchen.
His fingers dipped into his mouth and the way Samantha smiled at him when he did was almost as big of a turn on as getting a taste of his sister's sticky sweet secretions. Alliteration stop using it and your stories will be taken more seriously! He couldn't help grinning around his fingers as he recalled that comment on his stories.
He also couldn't help the immediate swelling between his legs as he continued to suck on his fingers and brought the thong itself to his face to take a quick sniff of it. Dad shifted on the couch and he quickly tucked the thong back under the blanket.
His father remained where he was, the movement he'd caught was him jerking his head up as he fought off sleep to keep watching the show. Cole's phone lit up again, and he couldn't believe what he was seeing.
"Take your cock out."
Cole jerked his head towards their parents, then shook it.
"They're half asleep, and we're covered. They can't see over the arm of the couch from there anyway."
Like yesterday, it seemed Samantha had planned this ahead of time and right down to the last detail. Cole grunted when her foot pressed into his bulging crotch.



"Take it out and your sexy big sister will give you a treat."
She looked at him expectantly and moving quickly before he could stop and think about what would happen if they got caught, Cole lifted his hips and pushed his sweats and boxers down far enough to free his cock.
He stifled a gasp when Samantha pressed the sole of her foot along his shaft but failed to hold back a moan when the toes of her other foot slid beneath his balls and wiggled against them.
"Bless you." Samantha didn't miss a beat.
"Thanks," he added a loud sniff that caused her to giggle as she continued to work his balls with her toes.
Cole relaxed back into the couch, but kept his head turned, staring past his sister to make sure Mom or Dad didn't get up. Under the blanket, Samantha had her left foot along his shaft, so when she slid her other foot up from his balls, his cock was between them.
He breathed heavily through parted lips as she moved her feet back and forth, caressing his cock with her soft soles. Cole couldn't resist lifting the blanket to see his long thick cock pinned between his sister's feet, and just the sight of it made him thrust his hips, pushing his cock through them.
His phone buzzed next to him. "Watch Mom and Dad."
Cole lowered the blanket and resumed staring at his parents as his sister gave him a foot job. Damn, she was bold! If they ever got caught doing something like this she would be in just as much trouble as him, but she didn't seem to care.
Cole felt a measure of relief when he saw Dad's head had fallen back against the couch and his eyes were closed. He couldn't see mom's face, but with her head on Dad's shoulder she would have to sit up to be able to see over to the couch.
Samantha slid further down so her head rested on the arm of the couch. She turned her feet so they were flat and his cock nestled between her insteps. He released a soft moan when she pumped her feet up and down, jerking him off.
Samantha stopped jerking and went back to moving side to side. It felt good, but was a tease compared to the brief time she'd pumped him. He put his hand under the blanket and caressed the top of her foot while moving his hips, fucking her feet as best he could.
She grabbed his hand and slid it along her calf and past her knee. Cole's breath caught as she guided him further until his palm was on the soft skin of her inner thigh. She turned her feet again, so he was between her soles and opened her legs wider beneath the blanket.
As good as her feet felt around his cock, Cole's attention was on her hand easing his ever higher up her thigh. The tips of his fingers reached the end of her leg, pressing into the smooth skin just to the right of her pussy.
His heart raced and he realized he was holding his breath, as she moved his hand up and down, a mere inch from what he knew from her thong was her wet slit. His eyes left his parents to meet her gaze and saw the same look he's seen by the pool.
Samantha's face was as red as his felt, and her lips parted. She was breathing heavy and her hand trembled over his, the first sign of nerves she'd shown. He wanted to move his hand but was afraid of pissing her off.
She'd made it clear this was her game and he knew she was out to tease her 'horny brother' in the latest installment of the story they were living rather than the ones he wrote about. Samantha's lips curled into a sexy smile and with a wink, she pushed his fingers through the soft wet lips of her pussy.
Cole couldn't believe how wet she was! His fingers glided through her moist flesh as he let her work his hand up and down. When he encountered her swollen clit, she gasped, and her fingers gripped his wrist tightly.
She pushed his hand down, and lifting her hips, pulled his hand forward. The tip of his finger eased inside her. Game or no game, Cole could only handle so much and pushed his finger deep into his sister's pussy.
Samantha released a sharp breath and her blue eyes went wide as he eased his finger back, then thrust it into her. She let her head fall back against the arm of the couch and her hips rose up, meeting his finger and pushing it deeper.
Cole held it there, blown away by how wet, warm, and tight his sister's pussy was.
His sister's pussy, he was fingering his fucking sister and with his parents five feet away! Her fingers slid over his and pushed his thumb onto her clit. Cole moved his thumb in a slow circle and the soft moan she released had his cock twitching between her feet.
She let his hand go and whispered, "Two fingers."
Cole forced himself to not give into his excitement and shove his finger inside her like the grabby little boy he felt like. Instead he slowly worked it in along his other finger and was rewarded with another sound of pleasure as he felt her pussy spreading around his fingers.
He pumped his fingers while moving his thumb faster, and Samantha whimpered, them sucked on her lower lip, struggling to stay quiet. Her hips moved in time with his fingers, and her hands appeared from under the blanket to pick up her phone.
He frowned when he watched her typing. How good could he making her feel if she was sending a text. His phone beeped, and when he clicked on her text, his frowned turned into a smile.
"That's it, little brother, play with your big sister's clit." Another text followed. "You're going to make me cum, aren't you?"
He nodded, and gasped when she contracted her pussy around his fingers.
"Imagine that being your cock."
Samantha cocked her head, then smiled as her fingers blurred across her phone.
"Dad's snoring, and mom's not telling him to wake up, they're both asleep!"
Samantha put her phone down next to her and hooking her fingers into the straps of her dress, slipped them down her arms. She pulled her arms free, and Cole felt another surge between his legs when he noticed she'd pulled her bra straps down as well.
Samantha grabbed the top of her dress and pulled it down, exposing the top half of her breasts.
"Wanna see them?" she whispered.
"Hell yeah!" he replied, struggling to keep his voice down.
"Watch dad." She paused. "Why aren't your fingers moving?"
"Sorry," Cole was so distracted by her stripping, he'd stopped with his fingers inside her. "Your feet aren't moving." He pointed out.
"I want to enjoy getting off." She spoke so softly he could barely hear her from a cushion away, but still couldn't believe she was talking like this with their parents behind her. "This is my chapter, not yours."
She moaned deep in her throat when he resumed moving his fingers.
"Make me come, and maybe you'll get a surprise."
She'd barely gotten the words out of her mouth, when Cole pressed his thumb harder to her clit while pushing his fingers so deep hiss knuckles pushed against her moist lips. He eased them back, then pushed them in harder.
"Yes," Samantha's eyes rolled back, as her hips thrust into his probing fingers. "Finger fuck your sister's tight wet cunt."
Without warning she pulled the top down far enough to cause her breasts to pop out.
"Goddamn," Cole thought his eyes were going to bug out of his head as he was confronted with the breasts he'd been dying to see for months.
They were exactly as he'd written them. Small, they'd probably fit in the palm of his hand, but perfectly round and sitting high and proud. Her 'aureole' the new word she'd taught him, was light pink as he'd envisioned, but her nipples were a darker pink.
Those nipples were as erect as his cock, and turned up slightly, rather than stick straight out. The silver hoop in her right nipples gleamed from the lamp directly over her, and he yearned to tongue it like 'he' had so many times in his stories.
Samantha tucked the dress under them which caused them to be propped up higher, then cupped them in her hands.
"Like them?"
"Love them."
"Want to suck them, don't you?"
"Please?" Parents or no parents, confronted with the sight of his sister's tits had removed any fear of getting caught, and replaced it with raw taboo lust. "Can I?"
"Nope," she shook her head. "But if you keep being a good little brother, there could be a chapter three." She raised her eyebrows. "Why do your fingers keep stopping when we talk?"
Shit! She was right, each time she distracted him, his fingers remained inside her, and his thumb froze on her clit. Story Cole wouldn't do that, he'd have already made her come. That's because story Cole was far more confident, and experienced, than he was.
He'd slept with Katy for close to a year, but she was more the 'love making' type and not into dirty talk, or porno sex as she called it. In the last twenty four hours Samantha had already proven to have a far dirtier mind, and no qualms about putting it to use.
She confirmed that when she cupped her breasts and teased her hot pink nails over her nipples. Cole knew he was supposed to be watching over her shoulder to make sure the folks were still sleeping, but his eyes were riveted to her hands on her tits.
He made sure to keep his pumping her pussy while his thumb resumed circling her clit.
"Nice and deep," she purred through her parted lips. "And harder, shove them in there like it was your cock," she released a sharp breath when he plunged them inside her with more force than he previously had.
"Oh, yeah!" she whimpered. "That's why it called finger fucking. You don't tease, you fuck that cunt like you mean it."
Spurred on by her words, he pushed his thumb hard into her clit and now moved his arm back and forth instead of just his wrist. Samantha's breath hissed between her lips each time he drove his fingers into her, and her feet tightened around his cock.
He watched her squeeze her left nipple between her fingers, and tug on it. She'd taken the hoop and twisted it side to side, turning it so far she whimpered each time before going the other way.
His arm was pressed against her left thigh and it trembled against him. Samantha's feet slipped away from his cock until her heels were resting on his leg, and she pushed into him as she straightened her legs.
His cock was now pinned between her calves and as she squirmed on the couch, her legs worked up and down, rubbing his shaft. Cole wondered if there was such a thing as a 'calf job' because as worked up as he was if she kept moving her legs, he could probably come this way.
"Just like that," Samantha groaned, her eyes now closed, and her face flushed. "Don't stop." Her hips rose from the couch, her heels digging harder into his leg. "Please don't stop."
Hearing her say please sent a thrill through him, and in his excitement, he plunged his fingers hard enough the term rough would apply. Katy would have slapped him if he'd ever gone half as hard, but Samantha's eyes popped open and a long shuddering moan escaped her.
"Yeah, oh...oh, yeah!" She emitted the words in a high-pitched whine.
A moment later her hips jerked, and her pussy convulsed around his fingers, squeezing and releasing them. Samantha released her left nipple and clapped her hand over her mouth, groaning into it as her orgasm crashed through her.
The guttural growls she released into her hand had his cock twitching between her legs, and his thumb moving faster on her clit to keep her coming as long as possible. Samantha writhed on the couch, her body jerking from the force of her orgasm as she also fought to stay quiet.
Her eyes were wide above her hand, as her other hand continued to twist the hoop fueling her climax. Her pussy clutched his fingers as he kept thrusting them as if it was trying to pull them back in, and he couldn't help imagining what that would feel like if he were fucking her.
Samantha's body tensed even more. Using his leg to push off on, her ass left the couch and her back arched. She let loose a disturbingly loud cry into her hand, and a gusher or warm fluid squirted around his fingers and onto his hand.
With a whimper, she slumped back into the couch, lowering her hand and releasing her breast as she struggled to catch her breath. Cole's stomach jumped at the sound of Dad grumbling something, and he pulled his fingers from inside her.
Samantha awkwardly pulled her bra and top back up while remaining slid down on the couch and out of sight of their parents. To his dismay, Dad lifted his head, and as soon as he moved, mom sat up next to him.
After getting the straps of her bra and dress back on her shoulders, Samantha swung her legs off the couch, and sat up. Cole grunted when she dipped her hand into his lap, squeezing his cock through the blanket.
"Why don't you guys got to bed?" Samantha looked over at their parents, while her hand was still on the tent he was pitching.
"No, we want to finish this episode." Dad lifted the remote. "Mind if we rewind a few minutes back?"
"Sure, no problem." Samantha replied.
Cole sighed in frustration and slumped back into the couch. God, he needed to come! Samantha reached beside her and grabbing the small throw pillow that had been in the corner behind her, dropped it into his lap.
She slid over until she was next to him and slipped her hand under the blanket.
"Oh!" Cole called out when his sister's hand wrapped around his cock.
"You say something, Cole?" Mom asked from the loveseat.
"No, I mean, that scene." He pointed to the TV. "I forgot about it. I was confused later in the series, but now I get it."
"You're always confused." Samantha cracked the joke while her hand slid along his shaft.
Her touch was light, her fingers loosely around him and teasing his hard flesh as she worked her hand from just below his tip down to the base of his shaft.
"Hmm," she leaned over and whispered in his ear. "Tell you what, you might be almost as big as you are in your stories."
Cole blushed both from the comment, and how good her hand felt. Going by porn, he'd always felt he was decent size, but to hear his sister tell him he was hung added an even bigger thrill to the fact...
His sister was touching his cock!
Not just touching it, but teasingly stroking him under the blanket and pillow.
"Be quiet," she had rested her head on his shoulder and closed her eyes, as if she were falling asleep. "You make noise, I'll have to stop."
She gripped his cock tighter and he pressed his lips together when she pumped him faster. Samantha squeezed him just below his head and he grunted when he felt pre-cum squirting from his tip.
His hips jerked when her palm slid over his head, rubbing the pre cum into his sensitive tip. Samantha resumed jerking him, but with her hand now slick it glided more smoothly and felt even better.
"Like your big sister jerking your big dick?" Even with her lips a few inches from his ear, he could barely hear her.
"I can't believe it," the words came out just when her hand dipped down to his balls and gave them a gentle squeeze, causing him to speak louder than he'd intended.
"I know!" Mom replied. "What an asshole that guy is!"
"Shh." Samantha fondled his balls. "Don't want me to stop do you?"
Not trusting himself, he shook his head vigorously.
"Big balls, they feel awfully full." She tickled them with her fingernails. "All that cum in there for me?"
Cole nodded, the fingers of his left hand gripping the arm of the couch as he struggled not to moan when she went back to jerking him off.
"Bad boy, letting your big sister play with your cock."
"What'd you say, Sammi?" Dad asked, causing another sharp twist to Cole's stomach.
"Just talking about something that's going to happen." She jerked as she spoke as casually as if she were telling dad it was warm outside. "Don't want to spoil it for you."
"Oh, okay, thanks."
"Mom and Dad are right there and here's your big sister playing with your cock." Damn she was bold, even dad hearing her whispering didn't stop her. "Real life sis isn't slutty, but she sure is dirty, isn't she?"
He nodded again as her hand moved faster and he could already feel his legs trembling and his balls getting tighter.
"You have no idea how nasty I am. The things I fantasize about that no guy has ever gotten, because I'm afraid they'll tell people about it."
Cole was getting a pretty good indication of how nasty Samantha was as she seemed fully prepared to make him come while watching TV with their parents. This was something even he'd never thought about writing.
"Come for me," she lifted her head so her lips were right at his ear. "Show your big sister how horny you are from playing with my pussy." She grabbed his wrist and tugged his hand out from under the covers.
"See how sticky your fingers are? Your sister was wet all during dinner, wet from showing you my twat."
She pushed his hand up to his face,
"Sniff it, lick your fingers, get a good taste."
Cole stuck his sticky, and trembling fingers in his mouth and repressed a groan at how good she tasted. His hips were now moving beneath the blanket, thrusting his slick cock though her hand.
"Come on, little brother." Her voice was higher pitched and breathy as if she were getting off herself. "Come for your sister, blow a nice big load for her right next to mommy and daddy."
Cole's knuckles popped as he squeezed the arm of the couch and his legs shook badly as each stroke brought him closer.
"I'm going to stop," she warned. "Ten more strokes is all you get." She stopped for a second then gave his cock a hard stroke. "One"
"Two, three, four," each number was followed by her jerking him. "Five, six...come on, little brother, give it to me."
A soft whimper escaped him as he pumped his hips as much as he could. His balls felt as if they were going to explode and his cock twitched in her hand.
"Seven, eight."
Samantha flicked her tongue across his ear, "I want it, Cole. I want your cum all over my hand, now give it to me!" She pumped furiously, causing the pillow to move beneath his arm.
"Nine, T.... there it is!"
Samantha cooed in his ear as Cole turned his head away from his parents and gritted his teeth as his cock erupted beneath the blanket. She moaned softly in his ear as she kept jerking him, each stoke ending in another squirt into the blanket.
"Hmm, its sliding down," she whispered. "A hot sticky mess all over your big sister's hand."
She slowed her stroking and Cole felt as if his heart were going to burst from his chest as she twisted her wrist each time she reached his head as if she were trying to wring every drop from him.
When his hips stopped moving and his body relaxed, she ran her palm over his head, which at this point was like a raw nerve, causing him to gasp, "Stop!"
"Samantha, stop teasing your brother." Mom said absently from beside the love seat.
"Sorry, Mom, it's just so much fun sometimes!" Samantha laughed, then leaning away from him lifted the covers, and mouthed the word "Look"
Cole peeked under the covers where his sister's fingers were wrapped around his still oozing cock. Cum dripped over her fingers and the back of her hand, and the sight kept him hard despite just blowing a huge load.
She let him go and easing her hand from beneath the blanket lowered her head. Samantha stuck her tongue out and brought her cum covered hand to within an inch of it. Her eyes locked on his as she dipped her tongue lower, the tip wiggling just over a puddle of cum.
She winked and shook her head. Holding her hand low so their parents couldn't see it if they turned around, she leaned over and grabbed the box of tissues from the end table between the couch and loveseat.
Plucking a couple out, she quickly wiped her hand off, then shoved the wadded up tissues along with the box into Cole's lap.
Giving him a quick peck on the cheek, she tossed her half of the blanket over him, and stood up.



"I'm starting to doze; think I'm going to bed."
"Night honey," Mom called out as without another look in his direction, Samantha left the room.
"Cole you should go to bed too."
Cole looked over at his mother who was peering past dad who was snoring again.
"Yeah, maybe I will." He nodded as his hands were busy under the blanket wiping cum from his cock. He was going to have to toss it in the wash first thing in the morning in case he missed any.
"No maybe's," Mom said sternly. "You're red as a beet and your face is all sweaty."
"He was fine a little while ago," Dad, awake again from Mom's talking pointed out.
"True, but sometimes things like this can hit you quick." Mom pointed out.
"You're right Mom." He had to hold back a grin as he shoved the soiled tissues into his sweats so they wouldn't see them. "It did come on pretty fast."
Tales of My Slutty Sister
Chapter Twenty Nine
Cole makes things right.
Author's note: By the time you read this, you will see my other stories have been removed. This chapter, the last one I will write, will explain why.
Cole rocked nervously from one foot to the other as he stood outside Samantha's bedroom. He raised his hand to knock, then lowered it. He'd done that a dozen times in the fifteen minutes he'd been standing in the hallway.
He knew he needed to talk to Samantha and for a good reason; to apologize for being such an absolute piece of shit to his big sister. For the last three days, ever since he'd gotten that e-mail from 'Brotherlylover' calling him out for being cruel and mistreating a sister that he should cherish, he'd felt like shit.
Not that he hadn't gotten a few of those comments before, but this one was far longer, more detailed, and not attacking, but rather imploring him to stop making the mistakes he had. In the e-mail Brotherlylover, who said his name was Curt, had claimed he had lived a similar situation to Cole's, that he too would black mail or trick his sister, Cheryl, into sex.
Also, like Cole, he would be demeaning and humiliate her during sex, and go out of his way to make her feel bad. One day Cheryl broke down in tears and asked why he was so mean to her. She pointed out how they'd been inseparable when they were younger, and how she always looked out for him.
Cheryl had stuck up for him in school, with their parents, and helped him in anyway she could. She'd even helped him get, and keep, his first and at the time only girlfriend and had been genuinely happy for him.
But since he'd developed his taboo sexual desire for her, he'd been nothing but an asshole to her. She'd told him it broke her heart that he would treat her that way, that he would use her for sex, and nasty hardcore rough and degrading sex, and never so much as a kiss or word of affection.
Curt went on to say how her words had caught him off guard, and he had nothing to say. Cheryl told him to get the fuck out of his room, and her life, and if he wanted to tell their parents about some of the things, he'd held over her head to go for it, she didn't care because she no longer had to.
Curt hadn't understood what the last part meant, but when he went to his room thought about her words and realized she was right. He'd been a real piece of shit to her, and for what? Sex he shouldn't even be having?
He justified it by saying Cheryl forced him to do it, always good grades, always working, always pretty, always funny, always perfect, and their parents seemed to favor her. He'd been jealous and bitter and when he'd seen a chance to make her pay, he had.
Sitting there with the image of his tear streaked sister's face burned into his mind, Curt realized she had been right. How could he treat her that way? For years his sister had been everything to him, his best friend, playmate, confidant, partner in crimes, buffer between him and his parents, and anything else he'd ever needed.
Curt vowed he would talk to her the next day and try and make things right.
The next day his sister was gone.
She had told their parents a couple of days ago she was taking a weeklong trip to New York to visit a friend from high school who had moved there. Cheryl hadn't mentioned the trip to Curt, nor did she mention to her parents that she didn't plan on coming back.
She'd called after the week was up to say her friend was getting her a job, and she would be staying with her and her family. The folks were upset and took a ride up there to see her. They had wanted to bring Curt, but his sister said she didn't want to see him.
Curt spent two days scared shitless Cheryl would tell them what he did to her. When they came home they told him, Cheryl had said she was leaving because of him, but wouldn't say why. Curt played dumb, after all, what could he say? "I fucked her like a pig?"
His parents had remained upset with him for weeks to the point he moved out to live with two friends who had just gotten their own place. Curt tried to call Cheryl several times, and eventually took the trip to New York only to have his sister's friend tell him he wasn't welcome there, and if he came by again, they would call the cops.
A few months later he heard from one of her friends Cheryl had moved to Florida. Two years went by with no word of where she was or what she was doing. His parents had disowned him over 'whatever it was you did to your sister' so he had no way to find out.
One day he received a letter, from a PO Box in Tampa. Included was a photo of a baby, and a short note that read.
"Thought you might want to know you have a nephew, his name is Sam, after his dad, my husband of the last year. I hope all is well with you, but don't try to contact me, I still, and always will, hate you for how you treated me.
Funny thing is it wasn't you wanting to have sex with me that hurt me, it was how cruel you were. Had you come to me and confessed your feelings and been nice to me, shown some affection and love for me, I would have let you be with me. Why? Because it would have helped you, and I always helped you.
Who knows? Maybe it would have awoken the same forbidden desire in me, and we could have enjoyed each other in a way most siblings never do. But you had to be an asshole and treat me like a filthy whore.
Have a nice life.
Your former sister, Cheryl."
Curt never did speak to his sister again, and eventually as catharsis began writing on Literotica. All of his stories were sibling romances where the brother adored his sister and although the sex was steamy and at times downright raunchy, there was love and forbidden romance to go with it.
He closed the e-mail by saying he'd sent the same message to a few other sibling authors who his gut told him might be writing from either real experience or some repressed negative feelings about their sister.
He wanted to help them to not make the mistake he had and destroy their relationship, taboo or otherwise, with their sister. The e-mail was hard to brush off, and Cole found himself thinking heavily on it.
Samantha wasn't really all that ditzy, she just made dumb mistakes here and there. Nor was she slutty, but he called her those things because it bothered her, and he realized he was getting off on hurting her feelings as much as the sex itself.
She had always been good to him, and if he kept going it might not get as dramatic as Curt's situation had, but he could push her away and ruin things between them. Cole didn't want that to happen, and knew he had to man up and make things right.
Even if it meant no more sex or dirty games, he would at least know he and Samantha could still love each other in a normal sibling way, and grow up together, and be aunt and uncle to each other's kids and all the other good things that came with family.
Before he could lose his nerve, he knocked on her door.
"Mom?"
"No, its Cole, can I talk to you?"
He heard her walk across her room and she opened the door a few inches.
"What is it, Cole?"
"I just want to talk."
"Talk about what? You find out I got a bad grade and want me to suck you off, so you won't tell Mom and Dad?"
Cole looked away as her words really made him feel like an ass on the heels of that letter.
"Well? What's the matter? You debating whether blowing you is enough or if you want me to get on my knees and tell you what a pig I am while you bang me?"
"I...just really need to talk to you, sis." He met her gaze and reaching through the door, took her hand. "Please."
Samantha frowned. "Please? What's the matter?"
"Can I come in?"
"Sure," she opened the door and stepped aside. You okay, Cole?"
"Not really," he spoke as she closed the door behind him. "Why do you ask, do I look like something's wrong?"
"No, but that was two minutes of you not calling me a slut or a ditz and not making a sex remark. And you even said, please. Figure you must be sick or in trouble."
"Wow, you're walking right into this." He sat down on the edge of her bed and patted it for her to sit next to him.
"I knew it!" Samantha hissed. "But you probably mean backing into it or riding it."
Samantha wore a pink night shirt with a fuzzy cat and the word 'purrfect' under it. As she walked over to the bed, she grabbed the bottom of it and pulled it up over her waist.
"Fine, let's just get this over with. How do you want me?"
She didn't have panties on, and continued to tug up the nightshirt, exposing not just her smooth pink cleft, but her perky tits. For the first time in months the sight of his sister's body didn't arouse him.
"Put your shirt back on, I really just want to talk."
Samantha paused with the nightshirt over her tits, as if waiting for him to drop the other shoe, but when he didn't say anything, she pulled it back down and came over to the bed.
"Something really is wrong then?" She sat down next to him. "You sick, something happen at school or work?"
"Damn, sis, you really know how to make me feel bad."
"What do you mean?"
"All the shitty things I've been doing to you, and here you are worried about me."
"I'm your sister, I'll always worry about you."
"And that's why I'm here." He turned on the bed so he could face her. "That's a cute shirt by the way."
"Thanks, you bought it for me, remember?"
"I did?"
"Kind of, it was with the gift card to Kohls you gave me for Christmas."
"You look cute, too." He gave her a weak smile. "Like you in a ponytail and no make-up, girl next door."
"There's my perv brother," She rolled her eyes. "You told me my ponytail makes a great handle."
"Yeah, about that." He took her hands in his, noting the odd look she gave him when he did. "Samantha, I'm really sorry."
"Huh? For what?"
"What do you mean for what? Everything the last few months. Forcing you into sex, making fun of you when we do it, treating you like a slut."
"You're sorry?" She cocked her head and looked at him suspiciously. "You weren't sorry a few days ago when you came all over my face and made me leave it on there while you told me to play with myself until you got hard enough to fuck me again."
"Yes, I'm sorry. I...it sounds kind of weird, but I found something on the internet written by a brother who used to do what I've been doing."
"Blackmailing his sister for sex?" She grunted. "Must make you feel good to know you're not the only deviant out there."
"The point of this guy writing this was he really fucked things up with his sister, and she never spoke to him again. I...I don't ever want that to be us."
"Really?" Samantha squeezed his hands. "You mean that?"
"I do, look, sis, I can't help that I started seeing you in that way. Not sure where it started, but it did, and it was embarrassing and made me feel like a loser. I mean what guy wants to bang his sister?'
"At least one other one, I guess." She gave him a smile, but it made him feel worse that she wasn't arguing with him but being nice. "Actually, a lot of them seeing how much sis and step sis porn there is."
"But those movies are for people to just get off to because they know they shouldn't or can't do anything with their sister. I decided I needed it, and instead of coming to you and admitting how I feel, I used some of the mistakes you made to take it in a nasty way."
"Very nasty, kind of sleazy and downright low." Her smile faded.
"You're right, and I just want to let you know that even though I know it's not enough, all I can do is say I'm sorry, and it will never happen again." He shifted his hand and hooked his pinky around hers. "Pinky swear, like when we were little."
"You're serious? No more dirty tricks and making me into a cheap," she scowled. "What did you make me call myself? A cum dumpster?"
"No more, promise. And I'm not looking for you to forgive me, just asking that you maybe give me a chance to just be a good brother and be good to you the way you have to me."
"And this is from some post you saw somewhere?"
"Yeah, it really hit me hard." He put his hand on her shoulder. "You're my big sister and you always looked out for me. You played with me when I didn't have any friends, you covered for my dumb shit with mom and dad when I was little, you even helped me hook up with my first girlfriend, and gave me advice to keep her happy."
"I did do that. Honestly, its why all those nasty things you'd say to me really hurt. I always tried to be good to you."
"And you always were. I was nothing but an asshole. I let my damn dick and some sick videos I saw online get to me. That and I kind of took it out on you that I wanted you, and I used all that to justify treating you like shit.
"You're not just my sister, you're my friend, and a lot of other things to me. I..." he was surprised to find he was choking up. "I love you, sis, and I want to be able to say that for the rest of our lives and to hear you say it back."
"Cole, that's so sweet." Her blue eyes were filling up and she threw her arms around him, hugging him tightly. "I love you little brother, even though you've been a real shit."
"I never will be again." He hugged her back and felt his own eyes welling up.
"Don't make promises you can't keep." She laughed in his ear. "We're brother and sister, being a shit to each other is going to happen."
"Yeah, but most brothers don't blackmail their sister into anal sex."
"True," she eased back from him. "And other sister's think their brothers are a pain in the ass."
"That," he tried not to laugh, but when she burst out laughing, he couldn't help himself. "That was good."
"Like Dad says sometimes you either laugh or cry about things and laughing is a lot better."
"Well, I hope I never make you cry, ever." Cole told her.
"Can I ask you something?"
"Anything, I owe you a lot, Samantha. I plan on making everything up to you somehow."
"Careful, I have a lot of chores to do and my car needs some work."
"I'll take care of all of it," he promised. "What did you want to ask?"
"Why were you attracted to me?"
"Why wouldn't I be?"
"You're my brother."
"Right, well I guess some videos I watched might have put the idea in my head, made me look at you a little different, and when I did, I realized something."
"What's that?"
"That you're not just sexy, but you're beautiful, and you're sweet. You're funny, you've always been good to me, and you're good to people in general. You're everything a guy could want, except in this case you're my sister."
"You think I'm beautiful?" She giggled. "For real?"
"Look at you. Those big blue eyes, that huge smile, your hair, you're gorgeous."
"Oh, now I'm gorgeous!" She clapped her hands. "You always made fun of my smile, said my lips are too big." She smirked. "Only good for one thing, right?"
"Good for lots of things, like smiling and using that silly little pout on dad and sometimes me. You have a great smile because its not perfect, but its you, and when you smile you make me want to smile."
"You should give lessons on smooth talking. My boyfriend's never said things like that."
"Then they were idiots and I hope you meet the guy who can appreciate you for not just your looks, but for who you are, and everything about you."
"Maybe I already met him."
"Who? I didn't know you were dating anyone."
"I'm not." She turned serious. "You mean everything you just said? Its not just trying to smooth things over?"
"You asked why I started thinking about you like that, and that's the truth. You're the hottest girl I know, and you've always been way better to me than I deserve. You're like everything in one package, sister, friend, and...lover, but I blew the lover part."
"Thought I blew it, lots of times." She laughed and again it made him follow suit.
"Glad you can joke it off," he told her. "But I'm taking it seriously. "No more sick games."
"Good."
"Thanks for letting me apology and for going easy on me." He went to stand. "Another thing I don't deserve."
"Hold on." She caught his arm. "Don't go anywhere."
"Sorry, thought we were done."
"I think you should tell me how you feel about me."
"I just did,"
"I think you should start over. Like you never did those nasty things to me. Like you came in here to tell me what you were thinking about."
"Why?"
"Because I want to hear how you would have done it in the nice way." She poked him in the arm. "You said you'd do anything for me, so that's what I want."
"Fair enough." He thought about it for a minute. "Samantha, I know you're my sister, but lately I've been looking at you in a different way."
"What kind of way?"
"The kind of way a brother shouldn't think about his sister."
"Like...you want me?" She widened her eyes as if this were news to her.
"I think you're pretty and sexy and all I can think about is being with you. I dream about it; I fantasize about it. I watch all kinds of sister videos and wish it was us doing those things."
"Is it just lust, or do you like me?"
"Honestly, at first it was lust, but the more I thought of you, the more I thought about all of you. I want to be good to you and make you happy in a way I have no right thinking of."
"I'm glad you told me," she smiled. "Will that make you feel better?"
"I guess, but you know, its not going to make it go away, but might be easier to deal with. If nothing else, now I'll be embarrassed because you know when I look at you, I'm thinking how bad I want you."
"That will be frustrating." She put her hand on his cheek. "I always try to help you with your problems. Maybe I can help you with this one."
Cole recalled the letter Cheryl had written to Curt where she'd said if he had approached her, maybe she would have helped him. Was that where this was going?
"How?"
"I don't think you're going to feel better until you experience it." Samantha looked up at him through her long lashes.
"Cole, would you like to kiss your sister?"
"Kiss you?"
"The one thing we've never done." Samantha stepped out of role play mode. "Done every nasty thing you could think of, but you never kissed me. Kissing is what you do when you want someone for more than their mouth or body."
She reached back and removed her hair from the ponytail, so it fell down over her shoulders and framed her face.
"If you think I'm pretty, and sweet and have feelings for me, you'd want to kiss me."
"I do want to kiss you," Cole took her face in his hands and smiled when she closed her eyes and parted her lips. "Really are gorgeous you know."
"Talks cheap," she kept her eyes closed. "Just kiss me."
Cole gently pressed his lips to hers and immediately wondered why he'd never kiss ed her before. Her full sensual lips were so soft, and the way she sighed softly when their lips met was one of the sexiest sounds he'd heard from her.
It wasn't a moan or squeal, or even sexual. It was a sigh of contentment, the sound of someone who had gotten something they'd looked forward to. Samantha kissed him back, pressing her lips more firmly to his, and working them side to side, teasing them across his mouth.



She slipped her arms around his shoulders as she kissed him harder. Cole dropped his arms and put them around her waist, pulling her slender body against his. Samantha moaned and her fingers ran through his hair, her nails lightly caressing his scalp.
He got his hands under her shirt and slid them back up, his palms gliding over the soft smooth skin of her back. Samantha flicked her tongue across his lips and when he parted them, she slipped it into his mouth.
His tongue met hers and they played over each other as they opened their mouths wide, their kiss turning deeper and more passionate. Cole was as hard as he'd ever been for her and gripping the bottom of her shirt tugged upwards.
Her arms dropped and her hands caught his wrists. She finished their kiss with a quick peck to his lips, then leaned back and pushed his hands away.
"Just a kiss, so you know what its like." Samantha was no longer smiling. "Everything else you already know what it feels like because you made me keep doing it."
"And I'm sorry. I thought you believed me?"
"I do, and that's why I wanted to give you a taste of doing it the nice way. The way you might have gotten it if you came to me like you did just now."
He'd been looking down, and she took his chin in her hand, lifting his head until their eyes met.
"You're my brother, and even though you hurt me, I know you were confused and frustrated and maybe denying there was more to this than just sex. I will forgive you, Cole, but its going to take some time to forget all the shitty things you said and did to me."
"I understand." He nodded into her hand.
"I let you kiss me so you could see what you could have had. I'm not saying we could have been something. I'm not sure how far I would have let you go if I was the one who had an actual choice, but there's a chance I could have given you what you wanted to make you feel better."
"But you went the other way and bullied me into what you wanted. That little kiss which I know you really enjoyed is my way of telling you that you fucked up. Call it my payback that I made sure you know what you lost because other than a brotherly hug or kiss on the cheek that's the last time you'll ever touch me."
Her eyes were filling up again and this time it was her who looked away.
"Get it?"
"I got it," he swallowed against the emotion rising in his throat. "I...I just want us to be okay."
"We will be, but even though I'm choosing to forgive you, it hurt, and you need to give me some space and time to forget all this and pretend it never happened."
"Whatever it takes," he whispered. "I just want to be able to know my nieces or nephews."
"Huh?"
"Something in that e-mail. I want us to be family forever and be auntie and uncle someday."
"God, Cole, where was all these nice thoughts before?" She wiped at her eyes. "You're making me think there could have been some kind of weird thing between us, but happy weird."
"There still..." He caught himself. "I threw that away the first time I blackmailed you and made you get me off. This mess is all on me, and I'm sorry for all the pain I caused you...us kind of."
"We'll get past it." Samantha gave him a weak smile. "But I don't want to talk anymore. I was good in the beginning, but now I feel like crying not laughing, and I want to do it alone."
"Right." He stood up. "Night, sis."
"Night."
Cole walked to her door, and had just opened it, when she spoke behind him.
"Your big sister loves you, Cole. Always have, always will. But just never in that way."
"Thanks." Cole whispered hoarsely, quickly leaving the room and closing the door behind him.
He wiped at his wet cheeks as the tears fell.
His sister still loved him, and that was all that mattered.
Author's Note: To anyone who made it through this mess, you're probably wondering what the fuck was this about? I wrote Tales of my Slutty Sister because I am obsessed with my big sister and wrote these stories to blow off steam and share my fantasies with people who have the same kink.
I changed our names, where we live, work, and go to school. The version of 'Samantha' in this story is not true. My real-life sister is smart, hardworking, sweet, loving, and the best big sister a loser like me could hope for. Because I am a loser. I'm the one always in trouble, the one who works a crap job because I didn't want to go to college because I have no idea what I want to do.
I've had one girlfriend in my life and that's because my sister all but asked her out for me and taught me how to be good to her. A few days ago, my sister found my stories which is why they are now all deleted. Reading those stories broke her heart because of how badly I treated her in them.
I portrayed her that way because I'm a petty jealous jerk who took my own insecurities-and sexual frustration over my desire for her- out on her. This story is both an apology to her, and a warning to anyone like me. If you want your sister, and decide to write about her for some catharsis, it is a great way to get it out and have some fun with the great readers here.
But don't be like me. Even in fiction show your sister, or mom, or dad, or whoever you write about here, some respect. Show you love and appreciate them as much as you lust for them. Respect them, and yourself, by having some class. In other words, don't be that guy because I'm that guy and I can only hope 'my Samantha' can forgive me the way story Samantha could.
Goodbye my friends, it's been a lot of fun.
Hot4mysis.
Cole leaned back from the computer and released a long sigh. It was two am, and he'd started the story at midnight. A good couple of hours of power writing, especially considering he'd stopped a couple times because he'd teared up more than once.
He'd gone to bed a little after ten, waiting for the folks to call it quits and head up. Cole had taken the blanket downstairs and washed it and tossed it in the dryer. If mom looked for it in the morning, he'd tell her he spilled juice on it after they went to bed.
Cole had gone upstairs, and still wired from the hot and risky scene with Samantha on the couch, he'd gone online. The first thing he'd seen was the e-mail from Literotica notifying him his stories would be deleted in 24 hours and if he changed his mind to contact them.
He'd felt a wave of sadness that all that work would be gone. The site had been good for him, not just getting out his dirty thoughts, but he was liked there.
He had made it on the top lists and people liked and commented on his work every day. Seeing e-mails complimenting his stories and asking for more were like little doses of confidence and self esteem and made his day.
Cole had looked again at a few of the comments criticizing him about the way he abused his sister in the stories. Samantha's emotional conversation with him had proved them to be right, he'd hurt her, and doing that to her bothered him more than he'd realized.
It had taken all the good feelings his stories created for him and turned them to shit because in a sense they'd come at the cost of Samantha's feelings. On the other hand,...the last two days he'd pretty much lived his stories.
Samantha had turned from justified anger and tears into a character from Taboo Stories. The dry humping orgasm on his knee and letting him jack off on her was surprising to say the least. But it paled to what had just happened tonight.
Cole brought his fingers to his nose and sniffed them. Talk about the old joke about never washing your hands again. Samantha had literally shoved his fingers inside her, then jerked him off!
What was her game? Had she done a 360 and was now turned on? She had to be, why else would she do that with him? Maybe in her mind she was screwing with him not only didn't diminish his lust for her, it had increased it because every waking moment was now spent with wondering how far she'd go.
Blow job? Letting him eat her, sex? Or would this be the end, and she'd just toyed with him like a cock teasing girl would to a guy she was only semi interested in? Regardless, seeing the e-mail from the site made him think about how crappy he'd treated her there and he wished he would have taken the more 'loving' taboo approach.
She'd still be mad, but maybe feel less cheap. Cole had said he was sorry, but she'd still been angry and hurt and he was sure his words didn't mean squat. Not to mention Cole was lousy with words, at least speaking them because he seemed to have the knack for putting them down in written form.
That had given him the idea for some closure for story Cole and his sister. He'd felt bad his stories would just vanish and his fans would have no idea why. But what if he wrote a send off chapter?
It would go up the day after the others vanished, but it would be on the new story lists and any fans who had signed up for alerts would be notified it was there. Cole had sat up and opened up a word document and stared at the blank white page, tapping his fingers lightly on the keyboard.
He would write it as a confession and apology and toss in something that would steer anyone away from the way too obvious way he'd written about their real selves. He knew he'd get a lot of flak with there being no sex in the chapter, and even more because of the sad ending of no more sibling fucking.
That flew in the face of what that site thrived on, and that was pretty much incestuous fucking where many stories didn't have an ounce of a plot, but just sex. Other stories had depth and conflict, but still ended in fucking and good old fashioned taboo family fun.
This was a pisser of an ending to a sex filled series, and one that had more realism than most. How dare someone throw in real repercussions of dubious consent incest? It would be his swan song, and a lame one to most of his readers.
It was mostly for his sister, but if anyone did get his warning, and the story helped them not to be the shithead he was, then it would be worth it.
Cole's finger hovered over the submit button. Would posting this piss her off? It shouldn't, He was using it to dispel the thought "Cole and Samantha' were real, and showing he knew what a dick he'd been.
Still...
Cole decided to send it to her and ask if it would be okay to post his apologetic farewell. He clicked on her e-mail address in his list and attached the story with a quick note.
"Samantha, I'd like to post this last story. My others will be gone before it comes out, but I wanted to kind of say goodbye on the site and apologize to both story sis and to you. I want it to serve as a message that anyone like me should not be like me. Look and let me know, if it bothers you, I won't do it."
He clicked send, and shutting his laptop down, went to bed. His last thought before he drifted off was of the story, and what it would be like to kiss his sister, a simple act he'd never once included in his stories or thought of until the other night.
There was an old joke that doing something lame would be like 'kissing your sister', as in it didn't count or wasn't a real kiss.
Something told Cole, kissing his sister would be damn amazing.
Chapter 10
Cole opened his eyes to his cell ringing on the nightstand behind him. With a groan he rolled over to see it was eight am. Who the hell would call him now? Mom and dad had both left for work already so he doubted it would be them.
He hoped it wasn't work. He was working the noon to nine shift, which he enjoyed because he could sleep in. He could always use a few extra hours if someone called out, but he hadn't fallen asleep until three.
Cole picked up his phone and squinting his still blurry eyes at the screen saw it was Samantha. What the hell was she doing up, she worked the night shift today.
"What?" he grunted into the phone.
"Good morning to you too, sunshine!" She chirped in his ear. "You answered me the same way on Sunday, after last night, I figured you'd be a little nicer."
"Sorry," he paused and cleared his throat as his voice sounded as thick as his head felt. "Was up late."
"I know, you sent that e-mail just before three."
The e-mail! His head cleared and he sat up, his heart now racing.
"I sent it right after I wrote it. I didn't think you'd be up this early to see it though."
"Was up late myself. Lot of things on my mind these days." Samantha paused. "You want to talk?"
"Now?"
"Mom and Dad aren't home, and you don't work until noon, right?"
"Yeah."
"Let's talk while we have some time without worrying about being interrupted."
"You want to meet downstairs? I'll make pancakes?" Cole offered.
"You do make awesome pancakes," she laughed. "Can't make anything else, but somehow they're great."
"Then I'll make you some. I'll toss some chocolate chips in."
"Maybe you can make me breakfast later. For now, just come to my room."
"Give me a minute."
Cole ended the call, then shut the ringer off in case work did call. This conversation was more important than a couple extra hours. He climbed out of bed, and after donning a pair of shorts and a faded Bruins t-shirt, left his room.
He stopped to use the bathroom and brush his teeth and gave himself a couple of sprays of deodorant, so he didn't seem as gross as he felt. He knew it was more than caring about hygiene but stalling as much as he could because he had no idea what Samantha was going to say to him.
He wet his hair and quickly ran his fingers through it before taking a deep breath and whispering to hui's reflection. "Well, here we go."
Cole went down to Samantha's room and she called out 'come in' when he knocked.
As soon as he walked in, he froze.
Samantha was wearing the "Purrfect" night shirt he'd put in the story.
Seeing him staring, she laughed. "Nice touch? I forgot I had it, but I guess you didn't. Like it?"
"Its cute." He closed her door and went to sit in the chair by her desk, but she waved him over, patting the side of the bed next to her.
"Am I cute? Girl next door cute?" She beamed at him. "Or am I gorgeous? Can't be both can I?"
"You are both, like now, you look cute. But when your hair's done and you're dressed up, you look amazing. Like a woman."
"I am a woman dummy," she sighed. "You can dole out a nice compliment, but you need to know what to stop."
Cole sat down next to her.
"I mean you look more mature, like a woman, and not my sister."
"Little better."
"What did you think of the chapter? Can I post it?"
"If its important to you to say goodbye to your fans, then that's fine."
"It is. Sounds dumb, but that site made me feel kind of important. People there liked what I wrote, and I got a lot of compliments and good feedback."
"You deserve it, you're a good storyteller. You know, if you wrote about things other than sex, you could make some money on it."
"People make money on that stuff; I just didn't think anyone would pay for it."
"Really? Then why don't you write some stuff without the characters being us and make some money?"
"Cause I'm not that good, Literotica is a wank site mostly."
"Cole, you're a good writer. I saw you're on a lot of the popular lists and other stories get the shit bombed out of them and all kinds of nasty insults. You don't get those."
"No, but..." he frowned. "Why do you care?"
"Because imagine how good you'd feel if people paid for it."
"Maybe, but you wouldn't care I still wrote that kind of stuff?"
"Like I said, as long as its not about me. You could try other stuff too, plenty of other kinks. You do have a knack for a good sex scene."
"You're busting my chops."
"Can I ask you a question?"
"I came here to talk," he reminded her.
"Did you really get that e-mail?"
"That?" He shrugged. "I did get one the day you went off on me that made me realize what I did wrong, but it wasn't that detailed, and they never mentioned losing a sister over it. I was going to start the story just with Cole and Samantha talking, but it didn't seem like a full story. That and Cole hadn't shown any regret, so I needed a foil to give him cause to have those feelings."
"Foil?'
"That's like a plot thing. The letter could have been less detailed, but I like to embellish, but sometimes I get self-indulgent because I like writing."
"It was a good touch, believable."
"I still get caught up in show versus tell, I try to show, but I end up in tell mode. Better than I was though."
"You should hear yourself, Cole. You sound passionate. You sound excited. Why don't you check out some writing courses? You write great with just raw talent; you learn the ropes, you'd be awesome."
"I don't know. That costs money."
"Mom and Dad would pay for you to take courses, and you know it."
"I tell them, hey I like writing porn and I want to get better?"
"Write a couple of regular stories and show them,"
"Never wrote anything that wasn't dirty." He sighed.
"Writing is a gift and you have it. You could write whatever you wanted to. I know you can."
"Samantha why are we talking about this? We have more important things going on than my writing."
"You're important to me, and that look on your face when you were describing writing is the most enthusiasm I've seen from you in a long time. I don't like that you think you're a loser. You don't feel like a loser writing, so fucking write."
"That's a pep talk." He grinned. "Big sis style."
"Big sis wants you to be happy and find your place and have some goals."
"Okay, I'll try to write something non pervy. Thanks for letting me upload the last story."
"Last free story. You're going to take those stories you deleted and change the names and not make the brother such a dink and sell them. You won't get comments, but you'll get money, much bigger compliment."
"I have to find covers, I'll check into it, there's people on the site that sell I can ask them for some help."
"There you go then."
"What about us, Samantha." He gestured to her. "You got me confused, you were so mad the other night. Then you were crying and telling me I broke your heart. Next day you're humping my leg, and last night...well, you know."
"I do know, I was there." Samantha put her elbows on her knees and rested her chin in her palms. "Have to tell you, Cole, I'm a little confused myself."
"Talk to me then, I mean, if you can trust me."
"I doubt you could repeat this conversation to anyone. You know what its about, and I'm sure you're confused too."
"Is it about the way you've been acting?" Cole asked. "Because I got to say you went from wanting to kill me to living out one of my stories pretty quick."
"You're right, I did," Samantha agreed. "I'd say it's messed up, and I guess to anyone else it would be, but you started this so maybe you'll understand."
"Being that I'm the one who spent the last six months wanting my sister, you're right; I can't judge anything you're feeling."
"When I found those stories I was pissed, seriously pissed. Not just mad, but when I skimmed a couple of them, I felt...dirty. Like what did I do to get you to see me like that? Then I got mad again because it wasn't my fault you got your wires crossed."
"No, it was all me."
"You saw my real reaction. How mad I was, then how hurt I was you made me into a damn cumslut which is what you called me in a couple of them."
"Sorry."
"I know you are. Been thinking a lot the last couple days and know you were taking out some misplaced anger on me, and pretty much writing base desires and not thinking about me as a person, just an object."
"But for some reason, and I did tell you this, I searched around the site because I found it hard to believe brother sister stuff was that big. I skimmed a few more stories and got more pissed because a lot of them had a lot of affection."



"You told me that."
"I'll tell you again!" she snapped with a tone. "I have to get this out."
"Go ahead," he made as if he were zipping his lips.
"After I went off on you, I cried a little while and couldn't sleep. I don't know why, but I went back to that site. I read a couple of stories and...they got me horny."
"Whoa," Cole whispered. "But not mine?"
"No, the ones I read were about conflict and forbidden love, but when the brother or sister confessed their feelings and had sex? It was hot, and I don't know why I felt that way. In one story they made slow sweet love, and that got me even more wound up.
"I'm not a love making type. I like to be affectionate, but sex to me should be raunchy and fun, and there's plenty of other ways to be sweet and loving. But it was just the way they said they loved each other and went slow and easy and fell asleep in each other's arms. The way something so wrong was made to seem so right. It got me.
"I read a few more and in one the sister found out her brother wanted her but didn't tell him. Instead she teased him and got all hot and bothered knowing he was hard over her. That game by the pool?" She gave him a rueful smile. "I got that from a story."
"They made you think of us?"
"The things I said to you by the pool were true. I'm a little bit of an exhibitionist. I get off knowing guys are looking and thinking about me. I do have nasty fantasies and dreams about the things I said.
"The last couple days you've seen I have a dirty mind. I watch a lot of porn, and with a guy I like I'll be dirty for them, but I still hold back. Something always happens and we break up, and then I feel cheap I gave those things to them.
"Todd talking about me drove it home that until I meet the right guy, I either have to hold back in bed or risk them talking about me."
"But if you like guys thinking about you, wouldn't you like the idea that they know what you're like and they wish it was them?" Cole shrugged. "Seems like you would."
"Difference is in my head it stays there, when they talk it gets around, and I don't want guys thinking I'm easy and they'll get that from me. I know it's hard to understand but think of it as fantasy versus reality. Porn is porn for a reason, no consequences."
"I guess I can follow that."
"You have no idea how much I love sex, and how much I think about it. I go through batteries like a hot knife through butter. I imagine all kinds of things from gang bangs to rough sex, to guys just jacking off all over my naked body."
"You should write some stories yourself."
"No, I'm lousy with that. They helped you get it out, they would just frustrate me more. But like I said at the pool. The idea my brother saw me that way became a huge turn on. Sounds arrogant, but it was like I'm so sexy my damn brother wants me!"
"That does sound conceited." He laughed. "But its true. You're so damn fine, sis."
"I'm okay, I guess," she gave him a sly smile. "But when I saw it that way I...started to like the idea. Know why?"
"Because its about as dirty as you can get?"
"That too, but if you're paying attention it goes back to what I was talking about with other guys." She looked at him expectantly, and his mind raced. Think...think...
He snapped his fingers. "I can't tell anyone!"
"Exactly. You could in stories, I guess, and already did in a way, but you're getting rid of them."
"Gone early tomorrow."
"If you write more, they could be about us, but you'll make them look different and new names and all that creative stuff."
Cole was going to respond, but her words sank in. 'They could be about us' was she telling him there could be something more happening between them?
"Point is, you can't go around bragging to your friends, now could you?" She looked his way and had that sexy little smile he'd seen a lot of the last couple days. "Unless you say you have a new girl, but don't tell anyone who and tell them the things I did to you. That could be kind of hot."
"Guys shouldn't brag. Act like you've been there before and will be again, and if you talk you won't get anymore." He smiled as he repeated what she'd told him with Katy. "Dirty secrets are more fun..."
"When they're secret." Samantha finished with him. "Good advice if I say so myself."
"You just did."
"The idea I could be as nasty as I want to be, and with someone who literally could never say a word, really got to me. I was so fucking wet when I thought about acting out that pool scene with you."
"You were really wet."
"So wet I got off on your damn leg. I haven't come by humping anything since I used to use that big teddy bear."
"Mister Wiggles?" Cole exclaimed. "Damn, no wonder his eyes were so big!"
Samantha burst out laughing. "Yup, poor Mister Wiggles got molested a lot when I was young."
"That's funny."
"That's something we never talk about again."
"Got it."
"I told myself I wouldn't take it any farther than the pool. But your reaction. How hard your cock was when you hit my ass with it. How your hot cum felt on me, I jilled off four times on Monday, and I knew I had to touch you, and get you off myself. I wanted to feel you in my hand, feel your cock pulse and throb and know it was so hard because of me."
"Last night was fun."
"It was, and with mom and dad right there." She sighed, but it sounded closer to a moan. "I've always wanted to play a game like that, but if that was a boyfriend sitting with me, Mom and Dad would be watching like hawks."
"But they'd never think we'd do anything."
"Hiding in plain sight." Samantha nodded. "My mind has been racing with all the things we could do. The fun we could have, the way we could be each other's dirty secret."
Cole shifted as his cock was liking what he was hearing.
"But its not that simple. Just like with the guys I've dated, they have to mean something to me, and I never want to be made to feel like a slut. I'll be a bad girl, but that bad girl is a gift for a good guy who likes me for more than that."
"The way I treated you in the stories is what you don't want."
"Exactly. I don't mind some playful name calling during sex, but there's a right way to do it. You wrote demeaning and degrading things and said them mean. That's not cool, Cole. There's a right and wrong way to talk dirty to a girl, am I making sense?
"I think so."
"That's why lust is best when its sprinkled with love. When there's love and a guy calls a girl 'his dirty little slut' it's just a game. Spices things up a little, but at that points its playful because I know how they really feel, and they say sweet things all the time too."
Cole's shoulders slumped and his cock deflated as fast as it had risen.
"This is sounding a lot like the chapter I sent you. I might have had a chance if I weren't such a goddamn tool."
"Story you was a tool. Writing about me like that was a d-bag thing to do, especially with our real names and too much detail."
"You're saying what I just said, I'm an asshole and an idiot. We have always talked about things, I should have come to you, and told you how I felt. But I was so embarrassed and afraid you'd hate me."
"I could never hate you, Cole."
"But you could be upset with me. If I told you and you took it badly, then nothing would be the same between us. Every time you were near me you'd think I was thinking about doing things to you, and it would change things between us, and I didn't want to lose you as a friend or a sister."
"See Cole? You don't need to write to say the right things, that was nice." She put her hand on his knee. "That's what I would have wanted to hear, that I mean a lot to you and you wouldn't want to jeopardize that."
"Too little too late. I didn't even know I was being a jerk until you told me."
"You're young Cole. So am I, but I'm a little more mature. You reacted like a horny confused 18 year old boy and those feelings made you angry at yourself and you turned that onto a make believe version of me. You'd never be mean to the real me, I know that."
"Glad you do and thank you for letting me post that story." He started to get up. "Good talk, sis. I don't feel as bad knowing you're a perv too." He gave her a poor attempt at a smile. "This is like my story, a what might have been talk, but at least I know we can be okay."
"Sit down, I'm not finished."
"Your stories told me about your secrets," She began as he remained seated. "I want to be honest with you about mine.
"Sex is a funny thing. We think we know what turns us on, and we know what we're told is wrong." Samantha stared off into space as if she were talking as much to herself as to him.
"I never knew guys staring at me would get me that hot until I started the job a few weeks ago. I'm not even sure what got me thinking about it, but when I saw all the stares, it turned me on more than anything ever had.
"The day I wore the bikini I was wet the entire shift. I've never been that horny." She turned his way. "I'm going to tell you something, and if you ever repeat it? I took screen shots of your stories so even when they're gone, I can still take them to Dad."
"Hey, no need to threaten me," he put his hands up. "Whatever you say stays with me. Like you said, not like these are things we can repeat."
"This one is, and it would be the better blackmail material than anything you used in your stories."
"Now I gotta hear it." He whistled.
"I created a twitter account with a fake name. I posted nudes of myself, and invited guys to Message what they'd do to me. I'd get off to the messages every night."
"Nudes? Like..."
"Like legs wide, pussy spread. fingering myself, playing with my tits. Shoving my vibe up my cunt while I played with my clit. I thought about taking some pics of blowing Todd and posting them, but that would mean he'd be taking the pics and I'd never risk that."
"Damn! Here I am thinking I'm better at you than something, even if its being a perv, and you're beating me at that too!" He gave her a hopeful smile. "Can I see the pics?"
"You've seen the real thing, why would you want a picture?"
"To read the comments and see how hot guys think my sister is." He shrugged. "Your kink would feed mine." He sighed. "Wow, if mom and dad knew."
"They won't. I'd never tell on you, Cole. That was an empty threat to scare you and get some payback."
"I deserved a lot more than that."
"Yeah, you do, because here I was thinking showing myself off would be my only surprise kink, then I saw those stories. It was an instant turn on, and I guess I know how you feel because I called myself sick and told myself I wasn't really into it. When I was angry and hitting you, part of that anger was directed at myself and that made me madder at you."
"Yup, I did that too, felt guilty when I looked at you and got mad at myself. Shit, I felt bad around Mom and Dad because what would they think if they ever found out? But I couldn't stop thinking about it."
"I went from the stories to the videos." Samantha admitted. "The morning I called you from the pool, I'd spent two hours watching clip after clip of brother sister porn. I got off twice, and you saw how wound up I still was by the pool."
"I had to know what it was like, at least some of it. Told myself it wouldn't really count if it was just me rubbing off on you and letting you jack off. The rest of that day and all night I was hornier than ever. I wanted to take it further, to get each other off.
"Figured that would settle me down, but damned if I wasn't hornier than ever after I came upstairs last night."
"Why are you telling me this?" Cole asked. "To just kind of drive home the point from the story? Except instead of a kiss I get to know what a freak you really are and that you'd have been willing to do more?"
"There's a difference between your story and real life."
"Like what?"
"You were never mean to me the way you were in the story. You went behind my back and wrote about me in a bad light, but you don't treat or talk to me like that."
"I'd never talk to you like that or be mean to you."
"I know that. Did you mean what you said in the story? That what mattered was you and I would still be okay?"
"That's why I wrote it. The other stories I wrote for the wrong reasons. I wrote last night's because you made me realize how much you mean to me in all the right ways."
"You should tell me I'm pretty."
"You're more than pretty, you're beautiful."
"You should," she turned to face him. "Tell me you love me."
"I love you, sis." Cole told her. "I don't say it all the time, but..."
"How do you love me?" When he looked confused, she took his hands in hers. "You love me as a sister, maybe a friend in a way. But could you love me in another way?"
"You mean, like girlfriend kind of way?"
"You lust for me, and you love me in the way a brother should love his sister, but you think that love could grow into more?"
"I didn't think about it that way before."
"I have, and I kind of see it like when kids crush on each other when they're young. When a young boy likes a girl, he teases her and sometimes is even mean to her. She'll pretend to hate him and be mad, but its because they both don't know how to deal with their feelings."
"That makes sense," Cole mused. "And brothers and sisters are already like that, they fight, but do care about each other."
"You treated me mean in the stories because you really wanted me, and deep down, maybe your frustration wasn't just over sex itself, but wanting a girl you didn't know you wanted. I never thought of you, but the stories made me feel like a girl who just found out a guy has it bad for me."
She repeated her question. "Do you think there's a part of you that loves me like the ultimate forbidden crush?"
"Like you said about young kids, they act weird because they don't understand what they're feeling until something slaps them in the head." He squeezed her hands. "Seeing you cry over what I did was that smack. You mean everything to me, Samantha. I felt so bad, even story sis needed to know how I felt."
"I like that." She nodded. "I really do. Know what I'd like better?"
"If this mess never happened?"
"No, because sometimes good things can come out of things like this."
"Then what would make this better?"
Samantha gave him an odd smile, and it took him a few seconds to realize what was odd. It was a nervous smile, a shy smile, and totally out of character for his confident sister.
"I'd like it if you'd kiss me." She looked up at him through her long lashes. "Would you like to kiss your big sister?"
"I'd love to kiss you, Samantha."
"Sammi."
"Huh."
"Call me Sammi."
"Dad calls you that," he gasped. "Holy shit, you don't have..."
"Daddy issues, no." She rolled her eyes. "But Dad and Mom are amazing. I want a guy that after 25 years still looks at me the way Dad does Mom. He's a great father, a good man, and amazing husband. He's the ideal guy, and I always told myself when I met that guy, I'd let him call me Sammi, because he'd be my version of dad."
She shrugged. "Kind of silly, but it would be something special just between me and that guy. Sammi is playful, and kind of sassy and sexy. That's how I want to be with the right man. I think about them whispering it in my ear," she sighed. "You're not the only one that feels like a loser sometimes."
"Are you kidding? That's kind of cool, and I never really thought about it, but dad is a great guy. I want to be like him."
"You are like him, just immature and confused over a weird situation. Know what you need, Cole? You need that good girl to take care of you, make you feel good about yourself and get you to chase your passion. A passion like writing because I'll bet you can write any damn thing you put your mind to with someone who believes in you."
"You believe in me?"
"Very much, and I..." she looked away nervously. "Maybe we could be just what we need to each other. I could be your good girl, and you could be that guy who adores me and treats me so good I can be the real me."
She faced him again, and he missed a breath when she sucked on her lower lip. "The real me in every way."
"Um, didn't you want me to kiss you?" He asked in a shaky voice.
"Only if you really want to. Only if this kiss means more than wanting my body but wanting all off me." She tapped her chest. "And as Samantha the person, the woman, not just your sister and object of taboo lust."
She squared her shoulders and took a deep breath.
"I'm going to close my eyes and wait for my kiss. If it doesn't come, then I know we'll just be brother and sister, because all you really have is lust and I won't settle for that. If I get my kiss it means we're going to be a lot more," she released another long breath.
"I'm going to trust you that if you kiss me, its for the right reasons and not just to satisfy your fantasies. The worst thing you can do to me is do this for the wrong reason because I'll be able to tell, and you'll break my heart again, and this time for good."
"No pressure," he whispered, and swallowed, noting how dry his mouth was.
"There is no pressure, you do the right thing, whichever that is."
Samantha closed her eyes, tilted her head, and parted her lips.
Cole watched her for a moment, and when the first thought that entered his mind was his sister was truly the most beautiful girl he'd ever seen, he didn't hesitate to kiss her. Samantha released a surprised gasp, as if part of her didn't expect him to do it.
Immediately following that sound was a softer, and far more exciting, soft sound of pleasure. Nervous, Cole's kiss was more than a peck, but after several seconds, he eased his head back. However, Samantha's head moved with his, leaning forward, and keeping their lips in contact with each other.
She took his hands in her face and pressed her soft lips more tightly to his. Cole moaned as her lips worked across his exactly as he'd described it in the chapter. Chapter 29 and the only time he'd written Cole kissing his sister.
Story him was a goddamn fool because the sensation of his sister's lips was far more amazing than he ever imagined a kiss could be. Samantha opened her mouth wider, her large sensual lips pushing his open with them as she took their kiss grew more passionate.
She emitted a throaty groan and her arms slipped around his shoulders, her hand going into his hair just as it had in the story. Even as he eagerly returned the kiss there was a fear in the back of his mind, she was imitating the kiss in the chapter and this could turn into an ultimate tease and a heartbreak of his own.
That thought told him he did have feelings for his sister. She'd gotten him off last night, partly satisfying some of his lust, but found he couldn't sleep until he tried harder to make things right even though he was getting what he wanted.
Now he was hoping this kiss was the start of something more than sex between the two of them, and not a cruel, but deserved, what could have been he'd written about. If it was, Samantha was one hell of an actress because the moment the thought went through his mind, her tongue darted between his lips.
Cole met it with his, sliding over it, and then invading her mouth. She moaned again and her nails dug into his scalp as he gripped his sh9ort hair tightly. She captured his tongue between her lips and gently sucked on it, as he put his arms around her waist.
She released his tongue, and their kiss grew more intense as they fought to devour each other's mouths, while their tongues teased and dance across one another. Cole tried to pull her against him and experienced a pang of nerves when she resisted.
The nerves turned into excitement when her hands slid down his back, grabbed his shirt and pulled it up. They continued their kiss as Cole raised his arms above his head, and she worked the shirt up to his chest.



She pulled away from him long enough to yank the short off him. it had barely hit the floor when her lips were back on his and her hands running up and down his chest.
"You feel good," she whispered into his lips, her arms sliding under his. "You have no right feeling this damn good!"
Her hands now explored his back, her nails trailing across his shoulders, and down towards his waist. He put his arms back around her, and this time when he pulled toward him, there was no resistance.
Cole worked his hands up into her hair, and she giggled into his lips when he fumbled with the clip holding her hair up. He felt it give and then pulled her long hair down, loving how soft it was in his hands.
Samantha was breathing harder into their kiss, the longest, most passionate kiss he'd ever experienced. The type of kiss he thought only existed in sappy romance stories or movies. His nose was filled with the scent of her shampoo and her ever present vanilla body spray, something he'd described before, but was now enjoying in real life.
In his excitement, Cole pulled on her hair hard enough to get her to head to move back and break their kiss. His lips quickly found the creamy skin of her neck and Samantha showed her appreciation by letting her head fall back further and purr;
"Oh, that's sooo nice!"
Motivated by her words, he kissed and licked that spot before sliding his lips across her soft throat and to the other side. Samantha rewarded him with heavy breathing and soft moans, her nails digging harder into his back as he took advantage of what was apparently a sweet spot for his sister.
He drew his arms back, slipping them between them and found the hem of her nightshirt, but when he pulled up, it didn't budge as she was sitting on it. That shit never happens in the movies he thought, as he felt like an idiot and stopped pulling on it.
Samantha pulled away, making him feel even worse, but when she lifted her hips to untuck the shirt from beneath her, then raised her arms, he smiled.
"This what you want?" She breathed threw her parted lips
"You have no idea how bad I want this," he grabbed her shirt in trembling hands and forced himself to ease it up rather than all but rip it off the way he wanted to.
The shirt past her hips, exposing a thong the same color as the shirt, then her flat stomach, the silver chain flashing as it reflected the light from the lamp by her bed. He held his breath when he got it high enough to see the curve of her breasts.
"Go ahead," she encouraged him. "And this time you can touch them." She smiled. "You can do anything you want to them."
Cole lost the battle and yanked the shirt higher. Samantha's reaction was a laugh that turned into a cry of pleasure when while still pulling the shirt over her head, his mouth was already on her right breast.
He groaned into her firm flesh as he sucked her nipple and a portion of her breast into his mouth. As he'd longed to do, his tongue flicked across the silver hoop as he tossed the shirt off her. He cupped her small breasts, switching to sucking on the other nipples while gently twisting the hoop in his fingers.
"Yes!" Samantha grabbed the back of his head and arched her back, shoving more of her breast into her brother's more than willing mouth. "Suck them, suck on your sister's tits!"
His cock, already hard, felt as if a jolt of electricity went through it at her words. Samantha grabbed his face in her hands, and he groaned she eased his mouth from her breast. She lowered her head to his and kissed him, this time plunging her tongue hard into his mouth.
She moved as she kissed him, sliding further up onto the bed, and Cole leaned forward, keeping the kiss going as long as he could. He had to turn to his left as she drew her long legs up on the bed.
When she pushed herself backwards, it broke their kiss, but Cole didn't mind as he watched her stretch out on the bed next to him. She grabbed his arm, tugging on him while beckoning with her finger.
Cole crawled onto the bed and between her legs. With his palms on the bed on either side of her head, he lowered himself down to her waiting lips, and kissed her once more. This time the kiss was quick as he slid his lips from her mouth and again fastened them to her neck.
Samantha moaned, her hands on his shoulders, her head back on the pillow as he took his time kissing her. Her breasts were right there, but he found he was enjoying the little coos and sighs the kissing and sucking on her neck elicited from her.
He recalled her advise to him when it came to sex with Katy. "Its not a race. If you're in bed with her its going to happen, so be a man and take your time, don't act like a grabby little boy who can't get it in fast enough."
Good advice, but who would have thought he'd ever use his sister's sex tips...on her?
Samantha's hands roamed over his shoulders, and down his arms, squeezing both his biceps, then his forearms, and whispering.
"I'm not the only one in this family who's fine, you're pretty damn sexy, yourself."
Cole smiled up at her as his lips trailed down her chest, kissing his way down to her breasts.
He went for the right one first, tonguing the hoop, then licking a slow teasing circle around her nipple. Samantha moaned her appreciation and she lifted her long legs, draping them over his. As he moved his head to pay equal attention to her other nipple, she slid her feet up the backs of his legs then wrapped them around his waist.
She pulled downward while lifting her hips and he moaned around her hard flesh when his crotch pressed into hers. Samantha whimpered and bucked her hips, humping into him the way she had his leg by the pool.
Her hands ran down his chest, pausing to tease her nails over his hard flat stomach, then dipped lower. She popped his snap open, and pulled his zipper down with a skill and confidence that excited him,
"Damn," he whispered when her hand dipped into his boxers and wrapped around his cock. He continued to enjoy her tits, going from one to the other, licking and sucking while he groaned into her as she slowly pumped his cock.
She drew her legs back until her feet were on his hips, and pushed hard against him.
"Sit up," she told him.
"Did I do something wrong?" he asked, his mouth still hovering over her breast.
"Trust me, you're doing everything right." She squeezed his cock. "Now sit up because I need this inside me."
Cole sat up on his knees so fast it must have looked comical, but there was nothing funny about his sister's next move. Drawing her knees up, she lifted up and pulled the thong down over her hips.
He watched her with his cock twitching in his shorts as she eased the thong down. The crotch stuck to her pussy, and she had to peel it from her sticky flesh as she worked it off.
"Wow," he breathed as she worked the pink thong over her knees and towards her feet.
As sexy as a sight her sister pulling her thong off was, his eyes were glued to the smooth pink slit between her creamy thighs. She was so wet he could see her lips glistening, and when she flipped the thong off her foot and into his face, it simply hit him and fell onto the bed.
"See something you like?" She sat up between his legs and grabbing the sides of his shorts pushed them down.
Cole groaned when she yanked them over his cock, causing it to spring free, a line of pre cum trailing from his oozing head.
"Wow is right," she grabbed it in both hands and pumped him. "Damn, Cole, I take it back, this is a big fucking cock."
Cole's response was to moan as she jacked him off into her hands, and to push his shorts down further. He needed to lie back or do something to get them off, and started to move, but Samantha leaned back while still holding his cock.
With a grunt of surprise, he went down with her, once again bracing his hands on the bed. Samantha's blue eyes met his as she pushed his cock down between her legs. Cole's hips jerked when she rubbed the engorged tip over her clit and through the soft wet lips of her pussy.
She put one hand on his chest, but kept the other around is cock, rubbing it against her pink flesh.
"Tell me what you want," she whispered.
"You," his arms trembled as he held himself over her and not from effort, but excitement. "I want you, Samantha." He gave her a nervous smile and added. "All of you."
"Then have me." She guided the tip of his cock between her lips.
Cole resisted the urge to thrust his hips and plunge into the woman he'd fantasized about for months. Instead he eased himself into her.
Samantha gasped when his head slipped inside her, and as he gently lowered himself, pushing his cock deeper into her, her eyes rolled back and her hands went to his arms, squeezing them as he worked his way into her hot tight pussy.
"Oh, that feels so damn sweet," she moaned as he continued to sink into her forbidden flesh. "All the way in, I want to feel every inch of you."
Cole slipped, and excited by her words, thrust his hips burying himself completely inside her.
"Oh, fuck!" her eyes widened. "Easy, let me get used to it."
Cole remained still, his legs now trembling as his arms were as he felt her pussy spreading around his cock.
"Go ahead, nice and slow."
Cole moved his hips, slowly pumping her, sliding his cock about halfway with each thrust, then easing back into her.
"My god," Samantha stared up at him, her eyes still wide. "You...you're inside me. I'm fucking my brother."
The look on her face told him she didn't mind, but he stopped anyway, unsure of whether or not she really wanted him.
"No, don't stop!" She sensed his thoughts. "I want this, Cole, want it bad, and so do you. Don't worry about anything but how good we feel."
She wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him down to her waiting lips. Cole bent his arms, resting on his elbows as he kissed his sister turned lover. Samantha's feet were on his calves, her toes curling into him as he found a slow steady rhythm and was now using longer strokes to please her.
She moaned into their kiss each time he went deep and he gasped when she contracted her already tight pussy around him.
"Faster," she moaned into his mouth. "A little faster."
Cole increased the movement of his hips, and she let her head rest on the pillow, sighing and moaning with each thrust. She kept her arms around him as she lay there, her lips parted, and eyes still wide as if she couldn't believe this was real.
Cole had the same surreal feeling. Was he really doing this? Was he really on her bed, his damn shorts still around his thighs while he had sex with his sister? If it was a dream he hoped he'd never wake up because it felt better than he could have ever imagined.
"God, you're gorgeous." He told her and kissed her once more. "You look and feel so good."
"So do you, Cole." She pulled him down to her, and he slipped his arms under hers, so he was now lying on top of her.
"That's it, just like that," she purred, her fingers running through his hair and across his back. "Nice and easy, baby."
"Baby," he repeated in her ear. "I like that."
"I do to," she slid her feet up as she had before and wrapped her legs tightly around his waist. "Tell me something, Cole. Who am I right now?"
"You're my everything," he replied softly, trying to keep his pace steady and not go faster in his excitement. "My sister, my best friend, my lover," he paused and remembered what she'd said just before they kissed. "My Sammi."
"That sounds so right," she moaned. "This feels so right, keep it feeling right, baby." She kissed his neck and spoke in his ear. "I want this first time to be sweet and special. Make me feel like your good girl, and you'll get the bad girl you've been dreaming of."
She grabbed his face and kissed him again. The force of the kiss belied her comment about going easy, but as her tongue invaded his mouth and her lips pushed against his, he kept up his slow pace.
In a sense it was a tease, to make himself hold back from tearing into her the way he'd written and dreamed about. On the other hand, the long slow strokes gave him a chance to fully enjoy being inside her sister.
Her soft moans into their kiss at the end of each pump, and her thighs wrapped around him were thrills in their own right. Her hard nipples pressed into his chest and her hips were now moving, matching his timing and rising into each thrust.
Samantha whimpered into their kiss, and her legs tightened around him. Her hands were back on his arms, her nails digging into him hard enough to border on painful, but he barely noticed the discomfort as he continued to make love to her.
Make love. That was what they were doing. He'd done it like this with Katy many times, but it always seemed like it was a lot more for her than him. Not just him, but Samantha had said she wasn't much for slow and sweet.
But she wanted it from him, and he was enjoying it more than he ever had with Katy. He grunted when Samantha's pussy tightened around him, and she eased her lips from his to groan.
"Don't stop, don't slow down, just like that!" Her words came out in that high-pitched breathy voice he'd heard by the pool, and his cock jerked inside when he realized she was about to come.
"A little faster and harder." She whimpered, her back arching, pushing him deeper inside her.
Cole didn't need any further coaxing to go faster, and she yelped when he shortened his stokes, but put more behind each thrust.
"Oh yes, Oh, oh!" She released sharp little yips in his air and her hands slid up to his shoulders, her fingers now digging into him there.
"I...I never come during sex," she moaned, her eyes still wide. "But I'm going to, I'm going to come with you inside me."
Her hand went into his hair and pushed him down so her lips were directly at his ear. "Tell me, tell me what I what I want to hear, what I need to hear to make this perfect."
"I love you, Samantha," he told her and felt his throat tightening. "My beautiful sister, my Sammi."
It sounded like corny lines he'd read in some sappy story, but he felt them, and the way she moaned his name in his ear and whispered. "I love you too, Cole," told him she felt them too.
He felt more than the words, he felt every part of her, not just the amazing wet heat of being inside her, but her words, and the emotion and love behind them. Samantha released a long whimper in his ear, then with a loud cry that made him flinch, exploded beneath him.
Her hips bucked hard, and her legs straightened so her feet were on the backs of his knees. Her toes curled into him and her nails clawed into his back as she squirmed beneath him. Her pussy convulsed around his thrusting cock, and his breath caught as his balls tightened and he felt his own climax building.
Feeling his body tense, she groaned. "Yes! Come for me, come with me!"
Cole lost control and his hips went into a frenzy of hard fast thrusts that caused her to yelp each time he drove into her. With a low grown, Cole thrust once more and felt his cock twitch within her.
"Oh my god!" Samantha squealed as the first warm jet of cum squirted deep inside her. "Give it me, Cole! Give me all of it!"
Cole kept thrusting, each one ending in another spurt as he filled his sister's still twitching pussy. She pushed her feet into him, using them to lift up and take him deeper, as his hips worked in a jerky motion, his orgasm making it hard to get back into a rhythm.
Beneath him, his sister didn't seem to mind, yelping and moaning as her own orgasm flowed through her and he continued to paint the walls of her pussy with his cum. Cole slowed down when he felt he had nothing left, and the head of his cock was now swimming in the warm hot mess he'd made inside her.
Samantha's pussy clutched then released him several times, making him groan as she milked a few more drops from him.
"That was...oh my god," she whispered as they both stopped moving. She kissed his cheek and put her arms around him. "Don't move, I want every minute of this."
Cole let his weight go, nuzzling her head into her neck, as she caressed his back, her breathing heavy by his ear. They remained silent, wrapped in their forbidden embrace as Cole's cock softened inside her.
"I can't believe I just made love," she sighed.
"With your brother?"
"No, that I made love at all. I've never gone that slow and easy. But I came so hard! Maybe there's something to be said for the sweet stuff." She laughed. "Sorry, I'm not much of a romantic."
"Doesn't matter, it was incredible." Cole pushed himself up so he was looking down at her. "You're incredible," he smiled. "Sammi."
"I love it!" She giggled, making him laugh. "I love you, Cole. I really do."
"Better than wanting to kill me." He eased his now soft cock from inside her and rolled over onto his back next to her. "If you told me we'd be here after you found those stories, I'd wonder what you were smoking."
"Me too, it happened so fast, but it really woke something up in me. I told you how I felt bad you didn't appreciate me, but maybe I never saw you the way I should have either. What guy could ever be more loyal and loving to me than my brother?"
"You got that from a story didn't you?" he grinned.
"Guilty!" she laughed at the look on his face. "But it is true. Some of those pervs got it right."
"Guess I didn't," he lamented.
"Hey, you got me, isn't that what matters."
'True," he took a deep breath then laughed. "Holy shit, I fucked my sister."
"Classy," she rolled her eyes.
"Sorry, I just...Look, you just realized what you wanted and got it right away, I've been dealing with his obsession for months." He shook his head. "As usual, Cole blunders around, Samantha just gets what she wants."
"Who cares, as long as what I want is you?" She stretched her arms over her head and arched her hips. And Cole's eyes roamed up and down her long slender body.
"You look so good."
"Glad you like the view, I'm hoping you'll get used to it."
"I could take another look right now." He rolled over onto his side and reached between her thighs. "We didn't play much, we just..."
He stopped when she caught his wrist.
"I wanted the first time to be about how we felt. I told you there's no lust for me without love, and because of how serious what we're doing is, I needed that love first."
"Okay, but we did that first."
"Let's just keep this time nice." She rolled over on her side facing away from him.
She slid back so her ass was in his crotch and her back against his chest.
"Just hold your sister."
Cole put his arm around her waist and nuzzling his head into her hair found and kissed the back of her neck.
"That's nice, this is nice." Samantha cooed. "We both had long nights, how about we just relax and take a nap together?"
"I have to go to stupid work in a couple hours."
"I'll set the alarm." She reached over and plucked her phone from her nightstand.
When she put it down on the bed, and put her hand over his arm, she sighed. "This really does feel good."
"It does," he hugged her more tightly against him and slid his arm under her, so her head was now resting on his arm.
"Only one thing would make this better."
"You want the covers?" he asked, trying to hook his foot into the comforter as he spoke.
"Now that you mention it. But there's something else."
"What?"
"Take your damn shorts off, you look like a reject from a porn with them down like that."
"And there's my bossy sis." He muttered as he went to sit up and take them off.
"And there's my dorky little brother," she laughed as she moved so he could take his arm back. "Mister smooth you're not." She winked while she watched him work the shorts down his legs. "Story Cole wouldn't have done that."



"Story Cole wouldn't do this either." He laid back down, pulled her against him and kissing her neck whispered. "Love you, Sammi," in her ear.
"Hmm, and that's why story Cole got a kiss goodbye, and you're lying in your sister's bed."
"Fuck story Cole," he laughed. "Loser."
"Yup, you proved you're a lot sweeter than he ever could be. Now get some sleep."
"Yes, boss." He sighed but did close his eyes and as soon as he did, realized how tired he was, and could already feel himself starting to drift off.
"Guess I have something to prove too." Samantha said quietly.
"You have nothing to prove," he replied with his eyes still closed.
"No? Oh, okay. I was just going to say that I feel like I have to prove I'm a better fuck than your story sis ever could be."
Cole's eyes flew open.
Chapter 11
Cole woke up and looked around his dark room. He'd sworn he'd heard something. He reached towards the small reading lamp on the nightstand but stopped. What did he think, someone had come through his damn window?
He glanced at the clock and saw it was just after midnight. Samantha wasn't due home until the usual two am, but he'd been so tired after he'd come home from work at nine thirty, and on hardly any sleep the night before, there was no way he could stay up.
Work had flown by however, mostly because of his borderline euphotic state caused by the same thought repeating through his mind like a hamster in a wheel.
He'd slept with his sister.
A week ago, he'd have said he fucked his sister, but as he'd learned to see her differently his thoughts about her, and how he felt about her, them, had changed. But the fact they'd had sex was part of his feeling like a weight had been lifted from him.
The other part was the idea of Samantha, Sammi? Not just as a taboo sex partner, but she wanted them to be more. How exactly that was going to work while living at home was up in the air, but he supposed they'd just have to act normal, and sneak whatever chances they could to fool around or kiss and cuddle up and all the things one could do with a girlfriend.
"My sister, my girlfriend. The new series by Inlovewithmysis, formerly hot4mysis" he whispered into the dark with a smile.
But that wouldn't happen. His farewell, which would be up anytime now was the last Literotica would see of him. He would be too busy doing what he wished he could in his stories. Cole's only downer of the day was they didn't do anything after the first time.
The alarm had gone off, and he'd woke to fund Samantha had slipped out of her bed, and was downstairs, fully dressed and on the phone with Trish. When she saw him come down in just his boxers, a hopeful look on his face, she'd hung up with Trish and told him he needed to get ready for work.
Put off, he'd told her he had plenty of time or a quickie, maybe they could even shower together. Samantha pointed out she'd already showered, and Trish was picking her up in a half hour to go shopping for some clothes for the upcoming semester.
Cole wanted to keep pressing but decided not to. He didn't want to come across as being needy or grabby. Samantha had enjoyed what they'd done and told him there would be a lot more. Cole figured that in the grand scheme of things he was way ahead of the game, and the one thing he didn't want to do after those stories was to every try to talk her into something.
Couple had showered, part of him hoping she was faking him out and would slip into the shower, She didn't and by the time he dressed and came back down she'd left. It was a minor disappointment compared to what was otherwise the best day of his life.
The only speedbump had been when he'd come home and Mom and Dad were watching TV. They made the usual small talk about his day, but he felt weird talking to them. Cole had felt guilty sometimes just from what he thought about doing to his sister, but it was worse now that he had.
It also drove home the fact they would have to do a lot of sneaking around and lying and that wasn't fair to his parents. Just before he'd fallen asleep, he thought it would only be until the two of them could afford a place.
Then what? Hi, I live with my sister? It would look weird at their age. Only real answer was the common erotica trope of them eventually moving out of state where no one knew them and they were Cole and Sammi, the cute young couple in apartment six.
He'd drifted off to that fun thought and fallen into a deep sleep until he thought he'd heard something. He relaxed back into the pillow and closed his eyes. They immediately opened when this time he was sure he heard a click.
He'd just sat up when the light came on.
Samantha was standing by the door, wearing nothing but a towel and a smile.
"Hey, little brother, you sleepy?"
"Not anymore," he told her, his eyes feasting on the site of her long wet hair plastered to her fair skin and the towel that barely covered between her thighs and showed the top half of her breasts.
"That's what I like to hear." She walked up to the foot of his bed. "You have something for me?"
He yanked the top sheet off the bed and smiled at the sight of his cock already at full attention.
"All that for your sexy big sister?" She slowly ran her tongue over her lips. "Your horny big sister?"
"All for you." He started to sit up, but she waved her hand,
"Just stay right there. I like you lying there ready for me. It was a long day, Cole." She sighed. "A long horny wet day. All I could think about was my brother and that big fucking cock and how its always going to be hard for his sexy sister."
"My sexy Sammi."
"No," she wagged her finger back and forth. "Sammi was earlier. Tonight you get your bad girl sister who just snuck into her brother's room so she could suck his cock and watch you eat my sloppy wet cunt."
"Oh..." his cock bobbed between his legs. "Sure, I can get into that."
"Little brother, you're going to be getting into this every chance we get."
Samantha dropped the towel and stood naked before him. She raised her arms over her head.
"You like?" She did a slow turn for him as she had the night she'd found out about his stories and was screwing with him. But this time she was butt ass naked, and he knew she was going to screw him.
"I love it." He took in her perfect ass, and it was his turn to lick his lips when she bent over and showed off her pussy while wiggling her ass at him.
"That isn't love written on your face," she put one knee on the bed while sucking on her lower lip. "But it might be your love on my face when we're done."
She put her other knee on the bed and he had to remind himself to breath as she crawled up between his legs. She slid down on her stomach resting on her elbows just in front of his aching dick.
She took his cock in her hand, and with a sly smile bent her legs at the knees, and crossing her ankles showed off the smooth soles of her feet.
"Perfect?" She flicked her tongue across the tip of his cock.
"Dirty," he whispered. "My dirty big sister."
"Tell your dirty sister what you want," she kissed the tip of his cock, pressing her lips into the spongy pur0ple flesh and when she moved, a trail of sticky pre cum dangled between her lips and his cock. "You don't have to be nice."
"I want you to put it in your mouth."
She rolled her eyes as she idly ran her fingers lightly along his shaft.
"That's the best you got? What happened to Hot4mysis, that perv who wrote that filthy hot crude dialogue and told his sister exactly what he wanted?" She blew on his cock, making him moan in frustration. "Let's hear it, baby. Show your sister why you were the hottest writer on Literotica."
"I want you to wrap those perfect blow job lips around my cock and show me what a nasty girl nasty big sister is."
"Better," she ducked her head, and he groaned while she fluttered her tongue along his shaft.
When she reached the tip, she took it between her lips and gave it a hard suck that made him gasp. Samantha released his cock and drooled the pre cum she'd slurped out back onto his cock, she slipped her hand over it, and she moaned when she stroked his now slick cock.
She ran her tongue down the other side of his shaft, then pushing his cock back, licked his balls before opening wide and sucking them into her mouth.
"Fuck, that feels good," he groaned while she swirled her tongue around his sac, bathing his balls with her soft pink flesh.
Samantha slid her tongue up the front of his shaft, then meeting his gaze, parted her lips and took him deep into her mouth.
"Oh my god!" he gasped like an idiot as she managed to take him two thirds of the way down before she stopped.
"Hmm," Samantha moaned around his cock as she opened wider and took him further.
She angled her head and emitted a wet gagging sound as she forced herself to take the full length of his cock. Her eyes remained on his as her lips wrapped around the base of his shaft. She made another wet gurgling sound, and he whispered, "Jesus, Samantha," when her tongue slipped out and lid over his balls.
She whipped her head up, releasing him in a spray of spit and drool.
"Tell me again." She whispered as she pumped him rapidly in her hand. "Tell me what you want."
"I want my sister to stop teasing me and suck my fucking cock like the dirty little slut she is."
"Yeah," she smiled through sticky lips. "Your slut, little brother. Your live-in little cock whore that is going to fuck and suck my brother's big dick until your balls ache and you can't get it up anymore."
Cole was spared trying to come up with an answer to that when she took him back into her mouth. This time she took him all the way with an ease that would impress a porn star. This time when she reached the base, she shook her head side to side, the way he'd described her doing in the stories.
She worked her lips back up his cock, but this time so slowly, he moaned and had to fight to keep his hips still. When she reached the tip, Samantha sucked hard, then let it fall from her lips with a wet popping sound.
Turning her head, she rubbed his cock along her cheek, then turned and slapped it against the other side of her face.
"How's your big dick look in your sister's face?'
"Looks better in your mouth." He risked the nasty remark.
"Yes sir," she flashed him a sticky pout, looking up through her lashes while she now slapped his cock against her tongue. "Sorry sir."
However, the way she took his cock into her mouth was far from demure, and his hips jerked when she rapidly bobbed her head, gobbling his cock like it was the best thing she'd ever tasted. From the moans and the way her ass was moving and her hips grinding, it seemed that way.
Samantha was taking him about halfway with each sloppy wet suck, while her hand wrapped around his shaft, jacking him while she blew him. She released him once more and surprised him by spitting on the head before sliding him back into her mouth and noisily slurping her spit back up.
Her wet hair fell in front of her face, and he pushed it to the side, so he could watch the long anticipated, and even more exciting in real life, visual of his sister sucking his dick. He held her hair back, his hand sliding to the top of her head, and she stopped sucking.
She raised her eyebrows, then put her hand over his and pushed. He took her meaning and pushed down on her head. Samantha's eyes widened and she squealed in mock protest as he pushed her mouth down on his cock.
He held her head still, and thrust his hips, fucking her mouth as she moaned and made wet gurgling sounds. He fucked her mouth harder while no pulling and pushing, using her hair as a handle to guide her lips along his shaft.
His sister whimpered and moaned, her eyes wide and pleading, and he was struck hard by the thought that he really had no idea how dirty his older sister could be, but he was going to find out and enjoy every minute of it.
Her head moved far more violently than he was 'making her". Samantha's eyes were watering as each time she lowered her head, the back of his cock struck the back of her throat.
Cole's thighs shook, and he tore his gaze from the amazing show in front of him to try and hold back. The rest of the view didn't help. Her long black hair on her smooth creamy back, her firm ass grinding into the bed, and her long legs, kicking playfully while showing off her feet.
Samantha whipped him from her mouth once more, this time pre cum laced drool flowed down her chin, and back onto his cock.
"I'll suck you off, later. Right now I need this fucking cock now!"
She slid up to her knees, swung her leg over her hips and in one smooth motion, held his cock and impaled herself on it.
"Fuck that's deep!" She called out as she let her weight go, plunging his cock into her bald slit.
Leaning over, she braced her hands on his chest and worked her hips up and down, riding him as hard as she'd been sucking him. Cole grabbed her tits, squeezing them and catching her nipples between his fingers.
"How's your sister look riding you?" She stared down at him, her eyes wild and her lips and chin coated with sticky drool. "And you're not even blackmailing me. I'm fucking you because I'm a nasty girl who can't get enough of her brother's dick."
She leaned over to grab the headboard, and by doing so, shoved her tits down into his face. He continued to play with them, fondling as he sucked one, then the other. Samantha had slowed her hips and was now sliding back and forth, then moving in a circular motion, working his cock inside her tight twat.
She let go of the headboard, and lay on top of him, her lips finding his, and her arms going beneath him. Cole put his arms around her waist and pinning him to her, braced his feet on the bed, and went to down, slamming into her helpless pussy as hard as he could.
Samantha yelped in his ear as he kept her from moving, pounding her with short vicious strokes.
"That's it, fuck me!" she hissed in his ear. "Show your cock teasing bitchy big sister who's boss! Make me pay for being daddy's little favorite and always getting what she wants!"
Her words egged him on, and with a wrench of his shoulders and hips, he rolled them over, so he was on top of her. Sitting back on his knees, he grabbed her ankles and lifted her legs. Bringing her feet to his face, he licked and sucked her toes as he now fucked her with long hard strokes.
Cole ran his tongue over her toes one more them, then ankles against his shoulders leaned forward, and as she had done, grabbed the headboard. The move caused her feet to end up over her head and her ass to come off the bed.
Bent like a pretzel, Samantha turned her head, crying out into his pillow as he used the headboard for leverage and fucked her so hard his balls were slapping against her ass and her eyes looked like they were going to bug out of her head.
But they were bright with lust and she'd cupped her tits, playing with them as he tore into her with wanton abandon. He felt his balls tighten and when he felt he was getting close, stopped fucking her.
Sliding from within her, Cole slid his legs out behind him as she had done. Letting her legs drape over his shoulders, he buried his face in her pussy, and plunged his tongue into her sopping slit. Samantha yelped into the pillow again as Cole moved his head, fucking her with his rigid tongue.
He sucked hard, getting a mouthful of her juices, then worked his tongue up through her lips and fastened his around her clit.
"Fuck yeah!" Samantha groaned. "Eat your sister's cunt! Make me come for you! Make me yours by giving me what I need!"
He plunged two fingers hard into her and her hips moved to meet them, driving then even deeper. Cole boldly finger fucked her while he alternately licked and sucked her swollen clit.
"Suck it! Suck your big sister's wet cunt! She's not such a good girl is she?"
He shook his head, while now swirling his tongue in fast circles.
"No, your big sister is a bad girl, but only for you now. I'm going to make every dirty dream you ever had about me come true, and you're going to take such good care of your sister's needy little cunt."
Cole moaned into her wet flesh, his hips moving, sliding his cock along the soft sheet as her dirty talk combined with the scent and taste of her pussy, had him as hard as he had been while he was fucking her.
"Put a finger in my ass! You know I like that because you heard me tell Trish."
Cole had never gone near Katy's ass and when he put the tip against her puckered pink rosebud, he hesitated.
"Don't get shy on me, Cole. Shove that finger in your sister's ass. Tell you what, you keep me satisfied, maybe I'll let you put your cock in there."
Cole still went slow, trying to ease his finger in, but Samantha bucked her hips, driving his finger into her incredibly tight ass.
"You like that idea? Like the idea of shoving that huge prick in your sister's virgin ass, and hearing me squeal?"
Cole turned his eyes upward to see she was playing with her tits, squeezing her left nipple while twisting the hoop in the right. Her long hot pink nails looked damn good on her tits, and so did everything else about her.
Samantha's eyes were now partially shut, her face flushed with passion and her full lips open as she breathed heavily. Her wet hair was fanned out across his white pillow, and behind him, she'd slid her legs up so her feet resting on his shoulders.
His real life sister far surpassed anything he'd written about her, his hottest fantasies paling in comparison to how not just sexy, but flat out nasty, Samantha was.
"How's your finger feel in my ass? You can feel your fingers other fingers can't you?"
Cole nodded, rubbing his face into her wet lips. He could feel his fingers sliding against each other through the skin between her ass and pussy as he thrust them. The finger in her ass he moved more slowly, marveling at how even her ass was wet, although no wear near as much as her pussy.
Her ass was much tighter and when her pussy contracted around his fingers, her ass did as well. He imagined having his long thick cock inside that tight tiny hole and the sounds she would make.
His cock ached as he moved his hips, humping the sheet not only because of his thoughts, but in his desire to get back inside his big sister.
"Harder, finger my ass just like my pussy," she breathed. "I'm not Katy. Your sister's a grown ass woman who wants it hard and nasty, not some little girl who thinks she's a fucking princess and needs to be made love to all the time."
Cole thrust his finger in time with his others and Samantha yelped sharply when he first buried it knuckle deep into her tight hole.
"Work that clit!" she demanded. "Faster you make me come the faster you get to fuck me again!"
Cole's tongue went into overdrive licking up and down, then side to side, and throwing a hard suck in between. Samantha's ass and pussy quivered around his fingers and her toes curled hard into his shoulders.
"Not just fuck me, but I'm going to give you a nasty little treat. Going to give you what I know you've dreamed of." She paused to groan as her hips thrust into his fingers. "I'm going to let you come all over my face just like you kept doing in those stories."
Her hips worked faster and her back arched, telling him she was getting closer. Samantha was tugging so hard on her nipples it looked like it hurt, but the way her legs were trembling, and her eyes were now wide, told him that even if it did, she was fine with it.
"Paint your sister's bitchy face with your come, wipe your dripping cock all over me, treat me like the nasty little skank you want me to be."
Her words were coming out in a low growl, and her eyes were brighter than he'd ever seen them and had a wild look in them as she desperately worked her hips into his face, grinding her pulsing clit into his tongue.



"Only fair seeing your face is getting all sticky from your sister's wet cunt. I'm always wet, always horny. You going to be able to handle your sister, Cole? Going to keep this smooth pink pussy purring for you?"
Cole slid all three of his fingers back until just the tips were inside, and after a second's hesitation, slammed them roughly into her holes while sucking so hard in her clit, his lips smacked.
"Fuck!" Samantha swore, her ass coming off the bed, and her fingers stretching the pink skin of her nipples as far as she could.
Cole repeated the action and Samantha's entire body seemed to explode. Her legs clamped around his head, her soft thighs pressing into his cheeks. Her went into a frenzy of motion, grinding her quivering flesh into his flickering tongue as he ass and pussy tightened around his fingers.
Samantha grabbed a pillow and shoved it over her face just in time to release a long wail of pleasure into her. Cole struggled to keep his tongue and fingers moving as she writhed and bucked uncontrollably on the bed.
He was having a hard time breathing, but there were worse things than having your face trapped between your sister's thighs, and your nose full of the intoxicating scent of her pussy. Samantha yelped into the pillow as her pussy convulsed, sending a gush of warm fluid around his fingers.
He would have flinched when a warm wet stream splattered against his face, and as Samantha continued to cry out into the pillow, his tortured cock jerked into the sheet at the thought that his sister had just squirted for him. That was something he'd never even written about.
Samantha's movements became less frenzied and her squeals turned into those low guttural growls that Cole found both arousing and slightly disturbing at the same time. When her legs slid limply from his shoulders, and she pushed the pillow from her now sweaty face, she released a long shuddering breath.
"I don't think I've ever come that hard. That was harder than before. I...Fuck!"
As she'd spoke, Cole had surged up onto his knees and in one long hard thrust, entered her now dripping pussy. Grabbing her slender hips, her lifted her ass off the bed, holding her up as he hammered into her.
"Hell yeah!" She gasped. "There you go! Fuck your sister! Pound that pussy and show me what a man my little brother is!"
She lifted her legs, placing her feet flat on his chest and thrust her hips forward to meet each of his powerful thrusts.
"Hear that? I'm so fucking wet I can hear your cock slamming into me!"
Cole couldn't just hear it, he could feel it. His thighs and balls were already sticky from the warm hot mess her pussy had become after her orgasm. Her flesh was still quivering as he tore into her with a force he would have never dared use with Katy.
Samantha had fallen back on the bed, her arms limply by her sides and her small tits bouncing as her brother fucked her as hard as he could. Her eyes were rolled back and all that came out of her mouth at the end of each of his thrusts was a high pitched "Oh!"
Seeing her lying there just taking it, spurred him on to greater efforts. Grabbing her ankles, he lifted her legs up, then spreads them as wide as he could. He continued his frenzied assault on his sister's pussy drawing his cock almost completely out of her before using his hips and driving it back in.
"Oh. God!" Samantha groaned. "I've never been fucked so hard!"
Cole started to slow down, worried he might be going to hard.
"What are you doing?" She stared up at him. "Keep fucking me! The harder the better!"
Samantha flashed that nasty smile that he already knew he would never get enough of.
"Come on, Hot4mysis, you finally got your sister in bed, and this is all you got for your bitchy sister you've been dying to put in her place?"
"So that's how it is?" He returned her smile. "Okay."
Cole put her legs together and pushed them hard to the left. With a yelp, Samantha was turned onto her side. Leaning over, he grabbed her slender hips and flipped her onto her stomach. Still holding her hips, he yanked her up onto her knees.
"That's what I'm talking about!" She called out. "Take...."
Her words turned into a squeal when Cole, overwhelmed with the sight of his sister's perfect ass and her pussy framed between her thighs, spread her cheeks wide and plunged his tongue into her ass.
"Bad boy!" She cried out. "Eating your sister's ass! I love it!"
Cole pushed his tongue into her ass several times before straightening, grabbing her hips, and thrusting into her hard enough he could hear his balls slapping against her pussy.
"Oh fuck!" Samantha lowered her head into the pillow and cried out into it as Cole went wild, fucking her harder in this position than he was able to when she was on her back.
Even in the heat of passion, Cole remembered something she'd said when they were by the pool. He shifted his grip from her hips to her shoulders, pushing her down into the bed while her ass remained in the air.
"Yes!" she howled in pleasure. "You know what I like!"
Cole placed his hands flat on the back of her shoulders and using the leverage pounded down into her harder. Samantha yelped into the pillow and grabbed the rungs of the headboard, squeezing them as her brother took months of sexual frustration out on her.
Cole slid his right hand from down her back and dipping it beneath her, found her clit, and rubbed it with his thumb. He slowed his fucking so he could keep his balance, and Samantha's hips thrust back into his, as he worked her hard pink nub.
"Thank god for all the porn you watched!" She giggled, but it turned into a whimper as he gave her a long hard thrust while now rolling her clit between her fingers.
"Going to make me come again!" She groaned; her head now turned so he could hear her. "You're taking such good care of your sister!"
Cole was also trying to use this as a breather as the hardcore fucking had him moments from coming and he wanted to make this last as long as he could. He was now using long slow teasing strokes as his fingers worked her clit.
Samantha's arms slid beneath her and he knew she was playing with her nipples.
"Harder, fuck me harder! I want to come on that cock!"
Cole went a little faster, and she whimpered.
"Like you were before! Give it to me hard and fast, fuck your sister's pussy! Its your pussy now, so take it!"
Again, her dirty talk sent him into an outburst of lust and he fucked her as hard as he could while leaning over. Samantha turned back into the pillow crying out repeatedly as he tried to win the race of getting her off, before he came.
Seconds later he won, as Samantha cut loose with a high-pitched sound, followed by more of those animal like growls as her pussy convulsed around him and her hips moved in frenzied circles.
Cole was breathing hard, sweat stinging his eyes as he watched his cock plundering his sister's pink slit. Her back was glistening with sweat, her hair plastered to it in places. He took in everything from her dark hair and creamy skin and her damn sexy tramp stamp, and even looked back to see her feet curled behind him.
Everything was so incredible. From her body to the noises she made to the fact that he was fucking his sister, and how wrong everyone would think that was, but he'd never felt anything better.
He let out a sharp gasp as his balls tightened and his thrusts became shorter and more urgent as the visuals, combined with his thoughts and most importantly his sister's twitching pussy, had him growing closer with each thrust.
"Come!" She urged him on. "Come for your big sister! But not inside! Hold it back for me."
Cole managed a few more thrusts into her pussy which at this point was a sopping sloppy mess, before he moaned, and whipped his cock out. He gripped it just under his head, holding his cum back the way they did in the movies.
Also just like the movies, Samantha rolled onto her back, sat up between his legs, and grabbed his cock, her hand beneath his. She opened her mouth wide, pushed his hand away and jerked him in her fist.
"Holy fuck!" Cole called out as a thick stream of cum shot from the tip of his cock so hard it bordered on painful.
The thick spurt landed directly in Samantha's mouth, splashing on her waiting tongue. She moved his cock so the next squirt shot across her cheek and into her hair. As she pumped him, spraying cum all over her face, she pushed the cum in her mouth out with her tongue sending it dripping down her chin and onto her chest and tits.
Samantha turned her head, letting him paint the other side of her face. Her free hand cupped his balls, massaging them and coaxing every drop out of them. Sticking her tongue out she slapped his still oozing cock against it, causing cum to fly into her mouth over her face and down her arm.
"Oh...Oh fuck, okay!" Cole groaned as jerked harder, but there was nothing left.
"Shit!" he gasped when she sucked his now spent cock into her mouth and bobbed her head rapidly, her tongue swirling around his sensitive head.
Cole's hips jerked and he put his hands on her shoulders, trying to ease her back. Samantha shook her head side to side, causing him to whimper as his head, which was now a raw nerve, rubbed along the inside of her mouth.
"Stop, please!" he whined, his voice cracking.
Samantha released his cock from her mouth and staring up at him spit a glob of cum that was still in her mouth onto the tip. Her eyes on his she licked the cum off, causing his hips to jerk and him to whimper more as it felt so good he couldn't take it.
When the cum was gone from his cock, she smiled up at him.
"How does your sister look covered in your cum?"
"I...I can't even describe it." He sat back on his knees, trying to catch his breath.
"You the porn writer?" She giggled, then reached over and grabbed her phone. "Pictures or it didn't happen, right?"
As he stared in surprise, she snapped a selfie of her smiling through the huge mess of cum on her face. She then turned the phone to show him the picture side by side with her face.
"Holy shit, sis." He shook his head. "Going to send that to me?"
"Yeah, right. The way you put your phone down and forget where it is?"
She turned the phone back to her. "I'm deleting it, I just always wanted to take a pic of me with a money shot."
"Money shot, now who watches too much porn?"
"Why watch it, when we can live it?" She put the phone down and lay back on the bed. "Goddamn Cole, I have to admit I'm impressed. You fucked me senseless."
"Not hard, you were already senseless." He gave her a tired smile.
"Good one," she giggled. "Take a good look, then grab that towel. I can't go back to my room with cum all over me."
Cole slipped off the bed, and grabbing the towel brought it over. Before handing it to her, he did take one last long look at her. Both her cheeks, her chin and even her forehead had cum across them and some of it had made it into her hair on both sides.
His eyes drifted to the white sticky trail down her chest and the drops that had made it onto her tits.
"Hottest thing ever." He said as he leaned over and gently patted her face with the towel, wiping her off.
"I do what I can," she smiled up at him as he continued to clean her face, then getting the other end of the towel wiped off her tits. "I plan on doing plenty."
"I plan on letting you." He tossed the towel on the floor and stretched out next to her. "That was dirtier than I think I could write."
"Truth is stranger than fiction," she laughed softly. "But you only got that because of earlier. I needed you to want good sis before I gave you bad sis."
"You like being good sis? You said you weren't one for that."
"It was amazing, and I'd like to be good sis more often." She touched his cheek fondly. "I want to be Sammi more often."
"I love Sammi." He took her hand and kissed it.
"That's sweet."
"You taught me that. Little kisses in..."
"Learn to stop talking, Cole," she sighed. "Takes some of the fun out of it."
"Got it. Wordy writer, wordy guy." He shrugged.
"But don't worry, bad sis," she winked. "Slutty sis will be around a lot. Maybe we can even play your stories and I'll pretend you're making me do it and..."
"No!" Cole said it so quickly, she flinched.
"I'm sorry," she put her hand up defensively. "I thought you'd like that."
"I would have before all this happened. Samantha, I don't ever want to think you're doing something you don't want to do. I want you to always want to be with me, and never do anything you don't want to. Not even in a game do I want to think I'm treating you like I did in the stories."
"I was wrong Cole." She leaned over and kissed his cheek. "I should let you keep talking. That was a nice thing you just said."
"I mean it."
"Okay, no games, but you can talk dirty to me, I like it." She gave him a sly smile. "I do like pretending that I don't want it though, so maybe you can live with holding me down and I'll whimper and say no, but you know I mean yes."
"Have I told you you're the most perfect goddamn sister in the world?"
"No, but feel free to do so." She released a long sigh and stretched. "God, I'm tired, but somehow I feel like I need another shower."
"Want to take one together?" he asked hopefully. "Something I thought about, but never wrote was I think it would be sexy to wash your hair, and lather you up, and then...well, you know."
"Damn, that sounds good." She frowned. "But not now. We'll have to wait until Mom and Dad aren't home. If we're both in the shower and they come up here we're screwed."
"We'll lock the door."
"How do we explain us both being in there?"
"Yeah," he nodded glumly. "You're right."
"In this case truth is more boring than fiction."
"Well truth is, I love you, sis, and I'd really like it if maybe you could stay in my bed for a little while. I liked falling asleep with you in my arms."
"Aww," she gave him a rare shy smile. "That means a lot Cole, it really does."
"You mean a lot. Can you stay?"
"Shouldn't. Mom and Dad."
"Right."
Samantha was on the side of his bed against the wall, so he got up so she could move.
Samantha slipped out of the bed and paused.
"Put something on and check out the hallway. I can't put that damn towel on, I'll have to go into my room naked."
"Yeah, sure," he grabbed a pair of sweatpants from the pile of clothes on his chair and slipped them on.
Cole left his room, leaving the door open so she could see his signal. He went to the top of the stairs and stared down into the dark and silent first floor. He flashed the okay sign to Samantha, who with a big smile on her face slowly strolled down the hallway naked.
"Look at me," she giggled and did a quick spin, showing herself off. "Naked in the hallway and in front of my brother!"
"Yeah, look at you." He whispered as he met her by her bedroom door. Feeling a stirring between his legs, pulled the sweatpants down to show his semi hard cock. "Look at this."
"Hmm, look at that." She grabbed him and slowly pumped his swelling cock. "Not only weren't you lying about having a big dick, but you don't need much time between rounds do you?"
"How could I not be hard? Look at you." He slid his hand into her still damp hair and kissed her softly. "Beautiful, sexy, Sammi."
He gestured to her door. "Night, sis."
She reluctantly released his cock.
"Night, Cole."
Cole turned and walked towards his room. He'd reached the door then jumped when Samantha, who had come up behind him grabbed his hand.
"What's the matter?"
"Let's go take that shower."
"But Mom and..."
He stopped when she put her finger to her lips.
"They're used to me being in the shower after midnight."
"But..."
"Just think of this as Chapter one." She pulled on his hand, leading him towards the bathroom.
"Of what?" he asked, his eyes on his sister's ass.
"A new series. Samantha and Cole; Siblings with Benefits. Maybe you can put a couple of chapters on Literotica."
"Not with that title, someone else used it."
"Siblings with Benefits, seriously?" Samantha reached the bathroom and stepped aside, closing the door behind him.
"Yeah, Lovecraft68."
"Never heard of him, he any good?"
"God no!" Cole scrunched his face up in disgust. "That guy sucks!"
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"Daddy?"
Larry opened his eyes to see Haley standing next to the bed.
"Hey, hon." He blinked, clearing the sleep from his eyes and saw it was ten thirty, he must have fallen asleep waiting for Rachel to come home. "What's up?"
"Hmm, I was going to ask you the same thing, daddy." She smiled down at him then licked her lips.
He bet she knew exactly what was up. Larry was naked beneath the blanket, his cock rising just from staring at his luscious nineteen year old daughter. Haley wore a pink sleeveless t-shirt that barely covered her ass and it was obvious by the way her nipples were poking through the thin material she wasn't wearing a bra.
Enough of her slender well shaped legs were showing to tell him there were no shorts under the shirt and knowing his little minx of a daughter, possibly not even panties. In fact her coming into his room with Rachel still out and her brother working had him betting all that was underneath was her bare ass.
Her long blonde hair was pulled back in a ponytail and her baby blue eyes were beaming down at him, a playful smile on her full pink lips. The ones that matched the fuller, pinker lips between her legs.
"Not sure what you mean, honey." Larry teased, "What could be up with me?"
"Your nice big cock." She giggled and between that and her saying the word cock, he was now fully hard.
"Haley, that's not very proper."
"Who cares about proper?" She put her hand on his cock through the blanket, "Hmm, is this proper, you getting hard for your little girl?"
"No, it's really not." He did a good job of looking serious. "You probably shouldn't do that."
"Come on, daddy!" she whined, stamping her bare foot, "I'm horny!"
"Aww, my baby girl's horny?" he was having a hard time keeping the lust from his voice. "I don't know, mom will be home soon, we'd better wait."
"But I want it now!" She pouted, squeezing his cock and causing him to lose control and moan and not just from the contact, but seeing her long, slender fingers wrapping around the bulge beneath the covers.
"Hmm," He made a show of thinking, "Your brother's not home; right?"
"Not for two more hours!" she declared, grabbing the top of the blanket and trying to pull it down, but he held onto it.
"Do your homework?" He was grinning.
"I did!" Haley released his cock and stripped her shirt off.
"Oh, that's so not fair." Larry whispered, taking in his daughter's tight little body.
Haley's tits were on the small side, but perky, firm, and looked just right on her slender form. Her adorable pink nipples were hard and letting his eyes run down her smooth flat belly, he finished at the puffy lips of her smooth cunt.
"No fair to tease!" She leaned over, pushing her tit into his face.
Larry opened wide to accept the hard little pink morsel of her nipple, but she pulled it away and laughed.
"See? Not very nice is it, daddy?" She turned and shook her small, firm ass at him, then yelped when he dealt her a playful slap.
"Get over here little girl."
"Yes sir!" She grabbed the covers again and this time he let her pull them off, exposing his long thick cock, hard and ready for his hot little daughter.
"Oh, is that all for me?"
"For now, when your mother gets home..." he groaned when she grabbed his cock and pumped it.
"Hmm, so big!" She sighed and bending over the bed, opened wide, ready to take him into her pretty little mouth.
"Whoa!" he grabbed her arm and tugged her up towards him, "What's the rule, Haley?"
"But..." She looked down at his cock, "I want to suck your dick, daddy!"
Oh, she was so damn precious! "And I want you to, but remember we have a rule honey, what is it?"
Haley returned the smile, "Love before lust."
"That's right." He put his arm around her shoulders and pulled him into her, "We always start with a kiss, don't we?"
"Hmm," Haley purred into his lips when he pressed them to hers.
Larry held her against his chest well aware of her hard nipples pressing into him. He rubbed her back, enjoying the feel of her smooth soft skin and her even softer lips. Her tongue darted into his mouth and he gently sucked on it while continuing to kiss her.
He ran his hand up through her hair and gave her pony tail a playful tug while kissing her harder. Haley's hand strayed down his stomach and wrapped around him. He moaned as his daughter stroked his cock while working her sensual lips more firmly to his.
Haley kissed his neck, then whispered, "Love you, daddy."
"Love you too, Haley."
"Can I please suck your cock now?"
"I'd love for my little girl to, oh fuck!" he moaned when she slid down his stomach, opened wide and took him deep into her warm wet mouth.
"Mmm-hmm!" Haley moaned, her blue eyes rolling back as she worked her lips down his shaft taking more of his long cock down her throat.
She was still leaning over the bed and Larry put his hand on her ass, fondling it while he watched his daughter release his cock and run her soft pink tongue down his shaft.
"Oh, you are such a good girl." he told her when her tongue worked down and over his balls while pumping his now wet cock.
Haley continued to show what a good girl she was by sucking on each of his balls, then bathing them with that sweet tongue. Larry slid his fingers along the crack of her ass, loving how she wiggled back and forth; yearning for her daddy to finger her.
He teased the tips of his fingers through her wet slit and she moaned and pushed her hips, trying to shove them inside her. She emitted one of those precious little whimpers when he kept his hand on her ass.
"Play with my pussy!" she moaned now rubbing his cock against her soft cheek, pressing the head against her skin and getting her face sticky with his pre cum.
He had been planning on teasing her a little more because he adored her whimpers and bratty little pouts, but she had quickly sucked him back into her mouth and was now moving her head in a slow sensual rhythm that felt fucking amazing.
Even better than the feeling her his daughters mouth on his throbbing prick was the way she had her mouth open wider than necessary and making sloppy sucking and choking sounds, spit flowing down her chin and his cock.
To reward her for taking such damn good care of him, Larry eased his fingers through her wet lips and pushed two into his daughter's tight little twat. She moaned around him and moved her hips, shoving his fingers deeper.
Larry placed her thumb on her clit, rubbing it gently, making her feel good, but not trying to get her off yet, the same way she was sucking him. Speaking of sucking, Larry was looking forward to getting that hard little pink nub under his tongue and make his little girl squeal nice and loud for him.
Right now, Larry was content to relax on the bed and watch his daughter giving him a slow, sloppy porn quality blow job while he fingered her tight slit and thought about how much tighter it would be around his thick cock.
"That feels really good baby girl." he sighed, "You're taking good care of your daddy, aren't you?"
Her answer was to place her hands on his side and using just her mouth took him deeper, still in that sexy slow rhythm. Damn, did it get any better than this?
"Hey, what the fuck?"
He lifted my head from my pillow to see Rachel walking into the room, "What the hell is going on here?"
"Haley said she was horny." Larry told her, "How could I say no to this?" he used his free hand to point to Haley, who with a giggle, continued to suck him while her mother came over to the opposite side of the bed.
"Haley's always horny." Rachel pointed out, "And you need to be careful, Randy comes home early sometimes if work is slow, you didn't even hear me coming."
"True," Larry, reached over and sliding his hand under his wife's short red sundress, fondled her pussy through her lacey thong. "But I might hear you coming soon."
"Well," Rachel reached up and released her hair from the clip she used to pin it up with. "Now that I'm here." She shook her head, letting her long black hair flow down her bare shoulders, "That does look pretty good."
Rachel licked her lips and with a playful smile, grabbed Haley's pony tail and using it as a handle guided her daughter's head up and down her husband's cock.
"Come on Haley, you can take it deeper than that." She pushed down and with what Larry was sure was an exaggerated gagging sound for their benefit, opened wider and took his cock all the way into her throat.
"That's it." Rachel encouraged her when her lips were wrapped around the base of his shaft, "Now lick daddy's balls, just like I showed you."
Haley slipped her tongue out across his balls, causing him to moan and he returned the favor to his wife by working his fingers into her thong and finding her swollen clit.
"Hmm, I am warming up to this idea." She smiled down at him, her big brown eyes alight with lust.
She removed her hand from Haley's head and told her, "Why aren't you cupping daddy's balls and jerking him?"
Haley removed him from her mouth, "I was showing off, mom."
"For a minute that's fine, but when I taught you how to suck cock I told you to use both hands and your mouth, make him feel good with everything you have. That's how you get and keep a good man honey, make him happy and he'll make you happy."
"Okay, mom!" Haley smiled up at her through her sticky lips and cupping his balls, stroked him gently in her hand while sucking gently on just his head.
"You're over dressed, Rachel." He told her.
"Damn straight I am!" She untied the sundress from behind her neck and did a sexy shimmy to help it fall to the floor and pool at her feet.
"Looking good, babe." Larry said, his eyes on his wife despite the fact his daughter was still working the tip of his cock with sweet little licks and sucks.
Rachel was the opposite of Haley. Taller, curvier, and much bustier. When her red lace bra came off her large well rounded tits sprang free and in spite of her forty four years those tits were still standing high and firm.
Rachel wasn't what he would call full figured, but had nice hips, soft inviting thighs and a plump round ass. He would describe her body as lush, especially those soft thighs. Between those thighs, beneath a small patch of dark fur were the plump, rosy lips of her pussy.
Her large hard nipples were the same shade of rose red and currently being stroked by her red nails as she cupped them for him.
"Like what you see, baby?" She breathed, squeezing her soft tits, "I know I'm not as young and cute as Haley, but am I still okay?"
"Rachel, you're the hottest fucking milf I've ever seen."
"Yeah?" she leaned over the bed and kissed him. "You told my mother that twenty years ago."
"It was true back then." He whispered against her lips, his hands cupping her heavy breasts as she leaned over him, "But now you're the milf and we have our own sexy little daughter."
"Lucky guy, Larry." Rachel, grabbed his hand and slid it back between her legs, "Getting mom daughter threesomes then and now."
"Oh, and you didn't get it from me and your father a bunch of times?"
"True." She moaned when his fingers entered her, "And pretty soon I'll get taken by my husband and my boy."
"Real soon," he whispered, his cock jumping in Haley's hand at the thought that soon he would sit back and watch his eighteen year old son become a true man of the family by fucking his mother.
For the first time since Haley had begun blowing him, he moved his hips, thrusting them upwards and pushing deeper into her eager mouth.
"Oh, that got you hot didn't it, baby?" Rachel asked, pressing her lips to his ear, "Randy fucking me? Fucking Haley, the four of us fucking? Soon, Larry, oh," she purred, "So soon, but for now?"
She rose higher and shoved her tit into his mouth. Larry sucked on his wife's beautiful nipple while fondling the other. Rachel moaned, moving her tits side to side, letting him suck both before leaning back.
"Hmm, that cock looks damn good, want to share it with mommy?"
Haley's response was to remove his cock from her mouth, a trail of spit mixed with precum flowing down her chin. With a smile, she pushed his cock towards the other side of the bed. Leaning over the bed as Haley was, Rachel placed her head over his cock and looked at him, wagging her tongue.
"Ready to watch your wife and your little girl share your big dick, daddy?"
"You know, I was just thinking when Haley was doing such a good job of sucking my cock, life didn't get much better, but it's about to!" He laughed.
"Then allow me to make it better." Rachel winked, then opening wide took him easily all the way down her throat. He groaned as she fluttered her tongue around the base of his shaft, then bobbed her head rapidly, showing off for Haley by taking him so deep his balls were hitting her chin each time.
"Wow!" Haley whistled in admiration, "Mom can really suck cock!"
She moaned when Larry resumed rubbing her clit and moving his fingers, then reaching behind Rachel did the same, slipping his fingers between her legs and pushing his fingers into her sopping pussy while rubbing her clit.
Rachel whimpered around his cock, then grabbing Haley's hand around his shaft, moved it up and down. She let go and Haley kept moving, her hand following the wet trail of her mother's lips, jerking him into her mouth.
Rachel released him with a loud slurping sound and pushed his cock into Haley's eager mouth. His daughter sucked him greedily, taking him as far as she could as fast as she could. Rachel watched with a smile, then easing him from her mouth, gave her a long tongue filled kiss.
Larry moaned, his cock jerking in Haley's hand as he watched the taboo sight of his wife and daughter kissing, their sticky lips inches over his cock and their soft tongues dancing across each other.
They emitted identical moans and both moved their hips into his hands which he kept busy, pumping and rubbing and making the two sexy women in his life moan and wriggle for him, their tight wet pussies squeezing his fingers.
"Lick it, baby girl." Rachel said softly, "Give daddy a show."
She wagged her tongue, fluttering it around his swollen head and Haley did the same.
"Goddamn, I'm a lucky man," he moaned watching them, "Two of the hottest women ever and not only do I get both of them, but get to love them too!"
"I love you, daddy!" Haley giggled, "And your cock."
"What about mommy's pussy, baby girl?" Rachel placed, "You love that too?"
"Hmm, I love it! Loved auntie's too when she came to visit!"
"My big sis does have a hot little cunt." Rachel sighed, then placing her lips to Larry's cock moved her head up and down sliding them along the side of it.
Haley mimicked her, working the other side of his shaft with her equally soft lips. Larry was breathing hard, his aching dick held straight up by Haley as they both worked it with their mouths. Rachel slipped her mouth over it, gave it several quick sucks, then pushed it to Haley who did the same.
They repeated it several times, passing his cock back and forth like fleshy lollipop before Rachel leaned up, "Get on your back baby girl, Mommy needs to come and I want to watch your dad's big fat cock inside that little pink cunt."
Haley obediently climbed onto the bed, his fingers sliding wetly from inside her as Rachel continued to suck his cock, but nice and slow, her tongue pressing against his shaft and shaking her head back and forth working his sensitive head.
She straightened then climbed up onto the bed next to him, a long trail of spit hanging down to her big beautiful tits and pushing himself up onto his knees, he put his arms around his wife and kissed her hard, fondling her breasts while Haley stretched out on her back next to them.
Rachel turned to the side and swinging her leg over Haley's head, straddled her face, lowering her pussy down into her daughters open mouth and ready tongue.
"Yes." She moaned, "That's it baby girl shove that tongue in your mother's pussy." She rolled her eyes back in pleasure as Haley wrapped her arms around her thighs and pulled further down into her face.
"Come on, Larry," She beckoned to him with her finger, "Get over here and fuck our daughter, make her yelp into her mama's pussy."
Not needing to be told twice, Larry moved between Haley's long slender legs, and lifting them up by her ankles drove his cock into her sinfully tight little box. He slammed into her giving Rachel what she wanted by making her squeal into his wife's hot wet flesh.
He spread her legs open and fucked her with long hard strokes, watching as his glistening cock plundered his baby girl's pink slit.
"Oh, oh oh, Daddy!" Haley yelped between Rachel's legs. "Fuck me! Keep fucking me!"
"She's such a good girl." Rachel smiled and rocked her hips, working Haley's rigid tongue into her pussy. "Eat that pussy until I come and maybe mommy will lick yours. Oh!"
She gasped when Haley removed her tongue from inside her and worked her tongue rapidly around her clit, "Someone wants that don't they?"
Rachel smiled at Larry and leaning forward kissed him. He placed Haley's feet on his shoulders and grabbed Rachel's breasts, rolling her nipples between his fingertips. The two kissed passionately, they're tongues waging war while their teenage daughter squealed and moaned beneath them.
"Fuck her harder." She whispered, "She came in here for daddy's dick, give it to her."
Larry thrust his hips harder and faster, increasing the muffled yelps between Rachel's thighs. Rachel sighed and moaned into their kiss when Haley's enthusiastic tongue worked frantically around her swollen clit, mixing in a few quick sucks that sent a shiver through her.
Reaching down between Haley's thighs, Rachel placed two fingers on her clit and rubbed them in hard fast circles. Her daughter jerked her hips into her husband's thrusting cock and she whimpered into her aching pussy.
"You going to come on Daddy's cock?" She asked, speaking between her increasingly deep breaths as her daughter's flickering tongue combined with watching Larry fuck her had her getting close to the edge.
"Hmm-mmm!" Haley groaned, her hips now thrusting into Larry's plunging cock and her legs straightening over his shoulders, her foot pointed downward and her toes curling.
Rachel and Larry had been playing with Haley for close to year now and another wave of heat flowed through her when she saw all the telltale signs her baby girl was going to come soon. She moved her fingers faster on her clit and ground her hips in tight circles, working her clit into Haley's tongue.
Larry slid his lips from hers and lowering his head, sucked on her left nipple while playing with the other. He leaned over further, bending Haley's legs back and taking her ass off the bed, causing him to pound even deeper into her.
Haley was yelping loudly into her mother's slick flesh and her fingers dug into Rachel's thighs while she frantically licked her pussy trying to make her come while closing in on her own orgasm.
Larry was moaning himself, his girls had worked his cock up with their mouths and his daughter's exquisitely tight pussy had his balls tightening each time he thrust into her.



"Better hold off, Daddy." Rachel grinned at him, "I want some of that cock!" She gasped and her back arched, pushing her tit into her husband's mouth and pressing her clit into Haley's tongue.
"Ohhh!" Haley whimpered then released a high pitched squeal directly into her mother's pussy.
Her hips bucked wildly and Larry groaned when her already tight pussy convulsed around him. Seeing Haley's body writhing and squirming as well as feeling her struggling to keep licking her sent Rachel over the edge.
Throwing her head back she let loose with a long keening wail and ground her quivering pussy into Haley's face as she cried out in the throes of her own orgasms. Larry was struggling to hold back as the room filled with the muffled cries of his daughter and Rachel's porn star quality screams of pleasure.
Haley's legs, which had been pushing hard against him in the throes of her orgasm went limp and her hips stopped moving as Larry slowed his thrusts into her still quivering pussy, trying to hold back and give his wife the good fucking he knew she'd need after just coming herself.
"Damn, baby girl, you made mom come hard!" Rachel exclaimed, then swinging her leg over Haley, put her back to Larry and got on her hands and knees.
Larry slid his cock from inside his daughter and grabbing Rachel's hips slammed it deep inside her.
"Fuck yeah, baby!" She cried out, "Fuck that pussy, just like you fucked your daughters." Rachel turned to Haley, "Lay in front of me, I want to lick that pussy!"
Haley happily slid over in front of her and raising her legs, draped them over Rachel's shoulders. She squealed when Rachel buried her tongue inside her added to her pleasure by sliding her hands up and grabbing her small tits.
Larry grabbed Haley's ankles and pulled on them, using them as handles as he hammered away on his wife's sopping slit. He put her ankles together in the middle of Rachel's back and using one hand to hold them together, reached around his wife's leg and found her clit, rubbing it as he fucked her.
"Yes!" She moaned into Haley's pussy, "You want to hear your girl's come again, don't you?"
"Then I'm going to come." Larry groaned, as he fucked her with long slow strokes now, to hold back as he worked her clit.
"I want daddy's come, can I have it mom?"
"Come for me first and we'll see." Rachel told her, then removing her tongue from her daughters sweet pussy, worked it through her lips to suck on her clit.
Haley whimpered and put her hands in Rachel's hair, wrapping themselves in it as her mother sucked and licked her. Rachel's hips were rocking back into him, meeting his thrusts and driving him deeper.
Larry watched his cock slipping in and out of her, but then focused on the always cock inspiring sight of his wife's face between their daughter's thighs. Her dark hair was fanned across her legs as her hands spread them open while Haley played with her perfect little titties.
Watching her blue eyes widen and her lips part as she stared lustfully at her mother tonguing her slit did nothing to help Larry slow down his impending orgasm. Keeping his fingers busy between Rachel's legs. His other hand on her ass, he glanced to the side and found no relief there either.
He could see the bed reflected in the mirror over Rachel's bureau and the sight there was straight out a porn video, a taboo porn video. Haley on her back, propped up on her elbows, stroking her nipples and Rachel's face in her pussy, her tongue dancing across her clit and her big brown eyes looking up at her daughter.
She was moaning as Larry fucked her, her round ass jiggling fetchingly as he slammed her. He took in his own appearance, on his knees, fucking his wife who was devouring their daughter. Haley took after him with his blonde hair, although his was darker, more of a dirty blond and blue eyes. Larry had stayed in shape and even though in his mid-forties the six pack had faded, his stomach was still flat and pretty hard and his arms well-muscled.
His chest and shoulders were broad and all in all he looked pretty good fucking his women. He had good incentive to keep in shape; he needed everything he had to keep up with these two insatiable vixens, hell, Haley had a boyfriend she'd been fucking for months and still came after her daddy all the time.
His balls were tightening and in an effort to get his girls off one more time, he plunged his thumb hard into Rachel's ass. As always that was Rachel's trigger and she howled long and loud into Haley's hot little muff.
So loud he glanced quickly at the clock on the nightstand to make sure Randy wouldn't be coming home soon. Things would be so much easier, and an even more fun, when he was ready to be initiated into the taboo tradition on Rachel's side of the family that went back longer than anyone could remember.
As was usually the case, the moment one of the girls went off, the other followed suit. Haley yelped repeatedly and pumped her hips as even while writhing from her own orgasm, Rachel kept licking her, sending her over the edge.
Again the room filled with the sweet sound of female ecstasy as Rachel and Haley cried out and squirmed on the bed. Larry moaned loudly when his wife's pussy convulsed around his already twitching cock and sending his impending release, Rachel lifted her head from Haley's thighs,
"Daddy's going to cum, baby girl! You said you wanted it!"
Haley quickly got to her knees and leaning over her mother's back, opened wide, "Give it to me, daddy!"
The sight of his daughter's eager mouth poised just above Rachel's ass, her tongue wagging provocatively, pushed him past the point of no return. He gave Rachel several savage thrusts into her still convulsing pussy and with a loud cry whipped his cock out and put it over her ass.
He groaned when Haley grabbed his shaft and pumped him, jerking him off into her open mouth.
"Oh, fuck." He moaned watching his thick white cum spurting over her tongue and splattering against her chin.
Haley sucked him into her mouth, bobbing her head and whimpering as her father filled her mouth with his hot load. Her eyes rolled back and she sucked him harder, her cheeks hollowing as she pumped him, milking every drop.
"Damn you are a good girl," he placed his hand gently on the back of her head as his balls finished emptying into her mouth.
"Only if she saved her mom some!" Rachel, rolled over on her back and opened her mouth expectantly.
Leaning over her, Haley opened her mouth and a long thick glob of cum oozed from it and into her mother's. Rachel moaned as her mouth was filled and sitting up, took Haley's face in her hands and kissed her, pushing some of it back into her mouth.
They shared a long cum filled kiss, making a show of it, moving their heads apart and taking strings of sticky white fluid with them, leaving it hanging between them. They slurped it back up until their lips met and then licked each other's chin clean, before turning to look at him.
Pressing their cheeks together, they smiled at him and giggled, "Thank you daddy," They said in unison.
"Goddamn life is good!" he sighed, falling back onto the pillows and putting his arms out to them.
They slid up the bed, each lying on their side and nestling into him, Rachel with her head on his left shoulder and Haley resting her cheek on his chest. He put his arms around them and kissed the tops of their heads, "Damn, I love you two!"
"We love you." Rachel replied, "And you are a lucky man, you married into the right family." She laughed, "Some guys marry into money, you married into a lifetime of family fucking."
"Worth more than money I get to love my girls in every way."
"Money would be nice too!" Haley laughed.
"We have enough, and we have this." Rachel leaned over and kissed her, "And this is more important."
"You can't stay too long, Haley." Larry told her, "Your brother will be home soon."
"So when do I get to fuck him?" Haley sat up, "When can we all play?"
Unable to resist, Larry leaned over and briefly sucked on her perfect pink nipple, making her moan, then shrugged, "When we think he's ready. Have you seen him looking lately?"
"Yup!" Haley nodded, smiling, "I saw him looking at me by the pool in that new bikini mom bought me just to tease him."
"Caught him looking at me too when I wore that little black dress when we went out a couple nights ago." Rachel chimed in excitedly, "I kept bending over and he was staring at my ass."
"Who wouldn't?" Larry slid his arm down her back and gave her cheek a squeeze, "That's a fine ass!"
"But he never looked before, means it's coming soon." She said excitedly, "He turned eighteen two months ago, usually its quicker." She reached over and playfully flipped Haley's right breast. "This little minx was in our bed a week after hers."
"Maybe he has more of my blood than yours?" Larry asked.
"Maybe."
"I still don't really get it." Haley said with a frown. "I never thought of daddy or you like this at all, never. Then the night of my birthday I had a dream I was sucking daddy off and you were playing with me. Then it happened a few days later. But it was really sudden."
"Hey, ask your mom, I just married into this." Larry told her.
"I can't tell too much either." Rachel admitted, "It's been going on longer than anyone can remember. At some point a long assed time ago a brother and sister in our family fell in love and became a couple."
"They had kids, a boy and a girl and lived a normal life. Then when the boy turned eighteen he went to his father and admitted he had been looking at and lusting after his mother, he was upset and couldn't understand why."
"So the father, knowing his wife was his sister and how they had lusted for each other, began to wonder if that was the reason. He talked to his wife about it and they decided seeing how in love they were and how happy to let the son sleep with her."
"It was supposed to be once, but they both enjoyed it and the father found that instead of being jealous he was excited just thinking about them together. When the son said he wanted to again, the father watched them, then the next time joined in, both taking her at the same time. They kept sharing just like we are now."
"But," Rachel sat up now, "The odd thing was he had no real desire for his younger sister at all, just mom. Then his sister turned eighteen and he couldn't take his eyes off her, neither could dad. They would never want to upset her, so no one said anything."
"Then she comes to her mother and says she was thinking about her! So the two of them have sex and as soon as they did, the sister started lusting for her brother and father. That happened for several generations, but then they started seeing some problems with the kids having issues at birth."
"Which is how it became the way it is now." Larry picked up the story. "They realized they couldn't keep going with the same bloodline or the kids would be messed up so they started bringing others into the fold."
"They would have sex with each other, but the young members would date and have fun outside the family and when they met someone they really loved, they would bring them into the family literally, by showing them how hot it is."
Larry laughed, "Man, I remember that day all those years ago, your mom and I were playing around and she leaves the room and your grandmother comes in. There I am buck naked, still hard waiting for your mother and she comes over and starts talking about fucking me."
"I'm scared shitless and keep saying no, then mom comes in and right in front of your grandmother pulls the sheet off my cock and starts sucking me, then her mother joins her and I'm getting this double BJ from my fiancée and my future mom in law."
"It seemed wrong, but how do you resist that? Then her mom hops on my cock and your mother is asking how I like fucking her mom and telling me we can do it all the time." He laughed, "I was thinking jackpot. I have to admit the next time out when her father walked in and started fucking your mom while I fucked hers was a little weird, but I wasn't jealous either, everyone was having a great time."
"You had an even better time when my sister came home from college and you got your cock sucked by the three of us." Rachel added.
"Aunty's fun!" Haley chimed in, "Can't wait for her to visit again, and isn't her daughter going to be eighteen soon?"
"I think so." Rachel nodded, "So that's how it's been for a long time, we find someone we love and get them into the family fun."
"Any people freak out?" Haley asked.
"The women more than the men." Rachel explained, "Guys are a little easier to sway with sex. Like with your dad, two women working him? Sure, but a woman having another guy pop in and start sometimes doesn't work, so a lot of the times it's the women who have kept it going. That's why the goal is to always have a daughter."
"Hmm, I bet Rob wouldn't mind you fucking him, mom. He keeps telling me you're a milf."
"And he's a nice looking young man, but you need to make sure the two of you are really in love because that's important, honey, we're about love as much as fun."
"Right, well not sure yet." Haley shrugged, her tits bouncing, "But right now, I want my little brother!" she smiled shyly, "Can I have him first?"
"I don't know, hon." Larry said, "I was with you first so only fair your mom gets to be Randy's first family sex."
"My sister is already asking about him." Rachel smirked, "See Haley, she might visit again soon."
"Okay." She pushed her lips into a precious little pout. "I guess dad's right."
"Well, let's see who he looks to first." Rachel offered, "Maybe he's thinking of his sexy big sister more than his mom."
"Or," Larry grinned, "You could do it together."
"Oh, I'd love that!" Haley clapped her hands.
"Hmm, that would be a lot for him, no?" Rachel asked, "It's pretty shocking the first time it happens with one person, never mind two."
"He's late." Larry sighed, "According to you, it's never more than a couple weeks. Maybe he needs prompting."
"It's tradition to let them come forward or be so obvious its okay to make a move. Like him admitting it."
"Maybe I'll call him out for looking and see what he says." Larry suggested.
"Then he might get nervous." Haley shook her head, "I don't want that."
"You know, he is a very sweet boy. Maybe he's fighting it because he thinks it's wrong to see us that way, you know like the rest of the world thinks." Rachel added with a laugh.
"You could be right, he's kind of a sensitive sort and afraid of hurting your feelings or upsetting us if we found out what he's really thinking." Larry mulled it over.
"So how about we kind of put it right out there and see what he does?" Rachel mused, "If he looks like he really wants it, but is nervous we just make sure he knows it's okay and lead him into it."
"If he freaks?" Larry asked.
"I don't think he will or if he does he'll be upset at himself for wanting it. I heard my uncle was like that, my mom had to really come onto him and they waited three months, turned out he wanted it, but was scared."
"So we should just come onto him." Haley chirped, "Can I do it? I'm his sister, he might be less nervous with me."
"Haley, your mom should get the chance." Larry reminded her.
"How about." Rachel began with a mischievous smile that caused Larry's cock to twitch, that look meant she had something naughty up her sleeve. "We both do it?"
"Okay." Haley readily agreed, "How?"
"You do what you said, come on strong, he agrees, I'll slip in once you start and join in. If he gets nervous and takes off on you. I'll take care of it from there for both of us."
"Sounds like you have a plan." Larry grinned.
"I do, but hate to say it Larry, you can't be around, I think that would be too much first time out."
"I suppose," He sighed wistfully, "But you did bring Haley to me, and undress her."
"So hot." Rachel agreed, her breathing picking up, "But he's a young boy having you there would be awkward, you know that.
"You're right."
"And," The sly smile was back, "Isn't this the weekend of your fishing trip? You're leaving work early Friday and won't be back until Monday?"
"Yeah it is and..." He realized what she was hinting at, "You're going to do it this weekend?"
"Honey, Randy might be resisting so far, but we really haven't tried. So far we're just showing off and teasing a little, but this Friday night? Your daughter and I are going to make your son an official man of our family."
"Damn, still wish I could see it."
"You know it will hold him back, besides once he's on board the four of us our going to have a whole lot of fun together. Just think of it, the four of us fucking, you and Randy switching off on us, the two of you taking us one at a time."
"I want two cocks!" Haley exclaimed. "And when I meet the right guy I can have three at once!"
"She is mama's girl that's for sure." Larry laughed, "But you need to put your shirt on and get going, Randy will be home soon.
"Okay." She sulked, "You guys are going to fuck again aren't you?"
"Yup!" Rachel grabbed Larry's once again hardening cock and pumped it, "You can't play all the time, baby. Mom and dad need some alone time."
"I know." She kissed them both quickly and slid off the bed. "And after this weekend while you guys do that I'll be fucking my brother!"
"Wear that little shirt around when he comes home and maybe it will be sooner than later." Larry said, "See if you can really tease him tonight, and tomorrow night I'll be gone and you guys make it happen."
"I'm on it!" She giggled, "One slutty big sister coming up!" she declared while slipping on the minimal pink shirt and skipping out of the room, closing the door behind her.
"She is a good girl," Larry said.
"Yeah, just her?" Rachel slid down into his lap and sucked his cock into her mouth, groaning at the taste of both her and Haley's pussy on it. "What about me?"
"You're not a good girl." He put his hand on the back of her head, "You're the best wife in the world!"
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Randy lifted his head from the pillow at the sound of a soft knock.
"Hey Randy, you awake?" Haley called through the door.
He looked at the clock, what the hell did his sister want at two am?
Despite the fact he hadn't answered, the door opened, and Haley slipped into his room.
"Sis, its friggin two in the morning," he grumbled, sitting up against the pillows.
"I know, I couldn't sleep," she spoke as she came over to his bed.
It was dark in the room and all he could make out was the shape of her sender body and her blonde hair glowing in the beam of light coming through the blinds from the streetlamp.
"Well I can and want to," he said irritably, "I just got home from work and have class tomorrow."
"But I can't." Haley said in that bratty tone of hers and if he could see her face he knew she would be pouting like a child.
"So what am I supposed to do about it?"
"You can help me sleep."
"How the hell can I..."
Randy stopped when Haley turned the lamp on his nightstand on.
His sister was naked.
"Haley, what the...why are you? Holy shit!" He stopped stammering and sat there staring at his older sister's body.
Her small perky tits looked damn good and her pink nipples were hard. Her long blonde hair was down and teased out and he noticed she had on bright red lipstick. His eyes drifted down to her stomach to the smooth pink skin of the plump lips of her pussy. His sister's pussy!
"I'm horny little brother and I thought you could help me out with that."
She sat on the edge of the bed and he slid over away from her, but even as he did he was well aware of his cock swelling beneath the covers.
"You're my sister." He managed to whisper even as he was unable to get his eyes off her tits.
"But I'm a girl too, a sexy girl," She licked her lips, "A horny girl." Haley leaned put her hand on his chest and whispered in his ear, "Your girl."
"My girl? Haley, we can't do this."
"Why not?" She slid further onto the bed so she was on her side next to him and he groaned when her nipple brushed against his arm. "It's what you want, isn't it?"
"Of course not!" he exclaimed even though he knew it was true, he'd been finding his sister very appealing of late.
"No? Then why are you looking at me all the time?" She smiled at him, her blue eyes beaming, "Every time I bend over, you're looking at my ass, down my shirt, you walked in on me in the shower on purpose didn't you?"
"No." he said weakly, staring at her hand as it trailed down his chest to the edge of the covers at his waist.
He knew he should stop her. He was naked beneath the blanket and his cock was so hard from staring at her naked body, especially those tits that it was aching.
"Then why you staring at my tits, little brother?" She kissed his ear and a shiver went through him, "Why stare when you can touch them?"
"Sis, please." He whimpered as she rose to her knees and cupped her tits, fondling them.
"You don't have to say please, Randy. I'll do anything for you."
"Anything?" He repeated, his eyes darting to the obvious bulge beneath the covers, then back to her where she had now reached between her thighs, opening her pink slit to him.
Seeing his eyes go to his cock, she smiled, "Oh, is that what my little brother wants? You want your pretty sis to suck your big cock?"
"I...no, um, Oh my god!"
Randy gasped when Haley whipped the covers back and with no hesitation took his cock in her hand, then her mouth. He moaned, watching ns shock as his sister bobbed her head, working her warm, wet mouth over his throbbing dick.
"Oh, fuck Haley!" He moaned when she opened wider and took him down to his balls.
She was kneeling next to him and sliding his hand down her bare back, he let it wander down to her firm ass, then between her thighs. He moaned at how wet she was and loved how she whimpered around his cock when his fingers ran through her lips and over her clit, his sister's clit!
She sucked him hard and fast, making sloppy wet slurping noises and letting pre cum laced drool slide down his cock before sucking it back up.
"I can't believe you're sucking my cock." He groaned, "God it feels so good sis!"
"Think my mouth feels good?" She lifted her head, a long trail of spit hanging from her chin, "I got something even better!"
Swinging her leg over his hips, Haley straddled him, reached back to grab his cock and guided it to her pussy.
"Oh, Haley!" He cried out like an idiot when she impaled herself on his cock, her hot wet and amazingly tight pussy wrapping around his hard shaft.
"Oh, not so little brother!" She moaned, "God you have a nice big dick!" She put her hands on his chest and drove herself up and down, slamming him deep inside her.
Leaning down, she kissed him, pushing her tongue into his mouth as she rode him. She was so fucking tight it felt as if her pussy was trying to suck him back in each time she rose up, sliding him part way out of her.
Wrong or not, Randy couldn't believe how good his sister felt and not just her fucking him. Her kissing him felt damn good too, her soft lips against his and her soft tongue teasing in his mouth. He wrapped his arms around her, pinning her tightly against him and loving the feel of her small breasts pressing against his chest, her hard nipples poking him.
Randy was surprised to find himself getting emotional, suddenly filled with the realization of how much he loved his big sister, how beautiful she was and how good she'd always been to him. This was just another way to show it, the best way to show it!
"Love you little brother," She whispered against his mouth as if she were reading his mind.
"Love you too sis."
"Then show me how much you love me and give me what I want." She moved so she was sitting straight up and bucked wildly on his cock, "I want your cum little brother!"
"Oh," he moaned, she kept doing that she was going to get it soon.
"That's it, baby brother, give it to me! Give me that nice hot cum! Fill your sister's tight little cunt with a big hot load! Give it to me!" She rode him even harder and he gasped.
"Oh fuck, Haley, oh fuck sis! Oh fuck, oh..."
"Fuck!" Randy gasped, sitting up in the bed, his heart pounding.
His heart wasn't the only thing, his cock was so hard it was aching and staring down at the huge bulge in his boxers, he leaned back against the pillows.
"What the fuck?" he asked the dark room. "What's wrong with me?"
He lay there, his heart slowing down, but his cock still standing at attention. Randy caught his hand straying towards it and forced himself to stop. He wouldn't do it. He wouldn't jerk off to that dream, he would not blow a load to his sister.
At least not tonight because he had last night and the night before that. The night before that was even worse, he'd jacked off to his mother, thinking of what she had done to him in that night's dream.
Mom lifting her skirt to show off her bare pussy, then sitting on the kitchen table, opening her legs and whispering, "Come on baby, be a good boy and eat your breakfast."
Randy groaned as just the image from that dream made his cock twitch.
"She's your damn mother," he said aloud, reaffirming that fact to himself.
It was bad enough to be having sex dreams about his sister, not that those were normal either, but his mom? Randy remained still, consciously keeping his hands clasped in his lap so he wouldn't touch himself.
He closed his eyes, trying not to focus on the throbbing between his legs. He was so fucking hard; it was close to painful. He'd never been as hard as he had the last few weeks. Not that he ever had a problem getting it up and it's not like he hadn't had sex, in fact until Becky broke up with him a couple of months ago he was getting it pretty regularly.
But lately he had not only been harder than ever, but it was like it wouldn't go down on its own, no matter what he thought of or how long he lay there, his cock would ache until he blew a load. Randy was aware his enhanced erections had shown up the exact same time his taboo dreams had begun.
He couldn't figure it out, never once had he ever thought of his sister in any way other than a brotherly way. Sure he knew she was pretty and if he thought on it he could see why a lot of his friends busted his balls about her being hot, but even then her being hot was a simple fact, not anything that got him worked up.
His sister was hot to others, but never him. The same could be said for mom. His friends had made it more than clear she was a 'milf' and like his sister Randy knew she was beautiful and could see her being seen that way but she was his mom.
The worst of the dreams had been last week and so far hadn't been repeated. In the dream he'd walked in on his mother and sister naked and in a sixty-nine. That would have been shocking enough on its own, but there was more.
His father had been fucking his mother doggy style and every few strokes slipping his cock out and shoving it into Haley's eager mouth. His father had seen him watching and with a smile, had said, "Come on over, Randy, its game night!"
Thinking of the dreams was a mistake, his cock was still pulsing against his leg as he lingered on the image of Haley licking mom's pussy then being fed his father's cock. Where the hell had it come from?
Randy watched his share of porn and going by the names of some videos, incest fantasies seemed to be huge, but he'd never watched one. His reaction was to be grossed out just thinking about it seeing he had a sister and had never had anything but normal feelings for his mother.
So why all of a sudden? The first dream he'd had was the night of his eighteenth birthday. Randy had dreamt Haley had come into his room upset she hadn't gotten him a good enough birthday present. He'd told her what she had given him was fine, but she said she had one more special gift for him and had proceeded to drop to her knees and blow him.
The dreams weren't just affecting his nights anymore either. Lately every time Randy saw his sister or mother he would not only recall his dreams but caught himself checking them out. Looking at their legs, their asses, their tits, looking at them the way he would any other attractive female not related to him.
Randy wasn't sure if it was coincidence or perhaps it was just he was noticing it more, but it seemed as if Haley and mom were dressing sexier. His mother always dressed fairly modest around the house, not like a prude, but she didn't put herself out there so to speak.
But lately, her skirts were shorter, her jeans and shorts skintight, her blouses lower cut and her breasts always prominently displayed. She wasn't the only one. Haley normally dressed a bit more revealing that his mother, but lately it was like she was trying to tease.
Wearing skimpy little night shirts that barely covered her ass and slinky sleeveless tops that clung to her perky tits. Perky tits? It was thoughts like those that made Randy wonder what was going on with him.
More than a few times when they were watching TV together at night, Haley would sit so close to him she was almost on top of him and at times would stretch her long bare legs across his lap and ask if she could sit like that because she was comfortable.
He would keep making her put her legs down because he was anything but comfortable, after all, hard on's that were the result of your sister's legs were not comfortable.
To Randy's dismay Haley had begun wandering around the house in t-shirts so tight it was apparent she wasn't wearing a bra, her nipples on full display. What had Randy perplexed was why his parents didn't say anything about it.
A few months ago they would bitch about her bathing suits showing too much or yell at her for short skirts, now they were oblivious to the fact her damn tits were out. But Randy wasn't. He was painfully aware of his big sister's tits and found himself wondering if what they looked like in his dreams was close to the real thing?
Adding to his torment was his cock seemed to find Haley and his mother as interesting in the light of day as in his dreams. He caught himself getting hard watching his mom by the pool or sitting across from him at night.
He'd noticed her nipples on several occasions as well and wondered what her tits would feel like. Unlike Haley, his mother had a hell of a chest and he imagined how heavy they would be, how her round flesh warm and so soft except for her hard nipples. Haley's would be different, taut, firm, they'd fit in his hand easily whereas his mother's would be more than big enough to tit fuck.
"Stop it." He moaned, his filthy thoughts about the women in his family were giving his straining cock no relief and he was beginning to squirm on the bed.
He was losing the battle, his hand straying down to rub his cock through his boxers. He was so wound up even the contact through the cloth made his hips rock. He thought of his sister, her big blue eyes, her long soft blonde hair, those tits and her legs across his lap, that cute little ass in her short shorts.
Randy had dreams and waking visions of both his mother and Haley, but it was his sister he was more wound up about. He assumed it was because she was close to his age and he spent a lot more time with her, but if he had a choice of fucking mom or Haley, he would take...
"Neither, you shouldn't want either." He told himself, even as he eased his hand into his shorts and envisioned it being his sister's hand, her slender fingers wrapping around his cock.
She'd pull his shorts down and stretch out naked between his legs, her legs bent, showing him the \soles of her feet and her painted toe nails and her ass in the air, she'd lick his cock, stroke it and kiss it, just like she did during his 'birthday blowjob' dream.
Randy lifted his hips and pushed his boxers down, his hand wrapping around his cock like his big sister's would. He stared at his swollen cock. He'd been hard so long the head was purple and dripping and he swore he'd never felt this hard!
He'd only been with two girls, but Becky had been two years older and had slept with a few guys and said he was pretty well hung and imagined Haley telling him that, her blue eyes wide, "Little brother you've got such a big cock!" she'd lick those perfect blow job lips, the same lips his mother had, the kind that were meant to be wrapped around a man's cock.
That's just what his sexy big sis would do; wrap her lips around him and suck him, her baby blues looking up while she slowly bobbed her head, sucking his cock and playing with his balls. Like all older siblings, Haley had always teased her younger brother about everything, and he thought of her teasing him in a very different way.
She would suck fast, get him ready, then slow down and giggle around his cock when he moaned. She would make him beg and whimper, plead with his big sister to be nice and make him come. Randy groaned, hearing her in his mind,
"Yeah, you want to come little brother? You want your big sis to swallow your nice hot load? Ask really nice and I'll take all of it for you!"
"Oh, sis." He whispered, "Oh please, please don't tease me.!" In his mind Haley giggled and sucked him faster, taking him deeper while jerking him into her hot little mouth.
"Yes." He moaned, so wound up, that after only a minute of pumping his cock to the thought of his sister, he was getting ready to blow.
In his taboo fantasy, he pushed his hips, thrusting into Haley's mouth, "Suck it!" He gasped jerking his cock harder, "Suck it Haley, suck my fucking cock and..."
He released his cock and jerked his head towards his bedroom door at the sound of a soft knock. He saw it was midnight and hoped nothing was wrong. "Yeah?"
The door opened and he got the sheet up over his cock just in time to see Haley pop her head in, "Hey, Randy, you asleep?"
"I was," he lied, "It's late, Haley, what the hell do you want?"
"Hey, no need to be mean." She entered the room and closed the door behind her.
"I just got home from work a couple hours ago and I had class all day, I need some sleep, sis."
"Listen to you, working and college." She came over to the bed and put the lamp on, causing him to blink at the sudden light, "My little brother's not so little anymore is he?"
He didn't respond right away as now that he could see, he didn't trust his voice. Haley had on a silky little pink top short enough to leave her stomach exposed and clung to her smallish tits, showing off the fact that as had been the case lately, there was no bra beneath it.
Normally that would have been the focus of his attention, at least lately, but this time her nipples were the runner up to the lower half of her body. The pink shorts were skintight, hugging the tops of her thighs and were trimmed in lace.
What really caught his attention was they were so tight in the crotch he could see her camel toe. Jesus, what the hell was she thinking dressed like that?
"Hey, you there?" Haley grabbed his upper arm, giving him a playful shake and just that contact sent a shiver through him. "Hmm," she squeezed his arm, "You're filling out, Randy, looking good."
"Thanks, I guess." He wanted to tell her she was looking damn good, but that wouldn't be proper, not that her attire was, but this was his sister and he shouldn't think like this about her no matter what she wore.
Randy was acutely aware of the fact Haley not only hadn't moved her hand, but was lightly caressing his arm, her long purple nails giving him goosebumps and doing nothing to cause his erection to fade. Christ, even with her right next to him he was still hard, in fact dressed like this it was even worse.
"Um, you want something from me?" he asked, sliding to the side enough to remove his arm from her touch.
"Depends." She grinned, "What do you want to give me?"
"What?" Randy wasn't exactly the most experienced person with women, but that sounded like a dirty remark, like she was flirting.
"You heard me," She smiled and batter her long blonde lashes at him, "You have something special for me, Randy?"
"Like what?" Like what was under the covers you sick bastard.
"I don't know." She shrugged and her little tits bounced in the skimpy shirt, "Maybe something fun; something you'd like to share with your sister."
"I'm in bed, sis, what could I have?"
"If you can't think of anything fun to give in bed, maybe you still are a little kid." She laughed in that mocking big sister tone that had always annoyed him.
"I can think of plenty of fun things to do in bed and I've done them." He said indignantly.
"Oh, I know." She smirked, "Don't think I didn't hear Becky in here a few nights." She sighed, a sexy little sound that made his tortured cock twitch. "Sounded like you were giving it to her good, Randy."
"Yeah, well you should talk, I heard you a few times, just last week, matter of fact."
"Yeah?" She leaned closer to him her blue eyes wide and bright, "How did it sound? Did it sound like your big sister was getting fucked good and hard?"
"Haley!" He gasped, "Don't talk like that, I'm your brother."
"My eighteen year old brother," She rolled her eyes, "I still have to talk to you like you're a little kid? You've fucked girls, you know I fuck guys, so what?"
"So, um, we shouldn't talk like this."
"Like this? Like grownups?" She slid closer to him and he moved away from her, trying to keep some distance between them.



"You didn't answer me." She told him, "Did it sound good? Did you hear me moaning and begging for more? I was, because goddamn I was getting it good."
She closed her eyes and moaned at the memory, causing more movement in his suddenly tight boxers, "I was on my hands and knees, taking it doggy and he was pounding me!"
"TMI" he laughed nervously.
"So, did it sound good, did it get you horny?"
"Hell no!" Man, he was lying because he had jerked off right there in his doorway, listening to the sounds of her fucking down the hall.
He wondered how the hell Rob kept getting in and out of the house without Mom and dad knowing. Their room was downstairs and a couple times when he heard Haley going at it, he'd looked outside along the length of the street and hadn't seen Rob's care anywhere.
"Got me horny hearing Becky." She gave him a naughty smile, "You were giving it to her good weren't you? You get her doggy? She had a nice pudgy little ass, bet it looked good in the air."
"Haley, you should..."
"Bet she had a pretty little pussy too." She licked her lips, "I'd lick it if she'd let me."
"Sis, what the hell is up with you?" Holy shit, his sister liked pussy? He'd already had that sick dream of her going down on their mother, but her admitting she did? Oh, the dreams and dirty thoughts would never stop now.
"What's up with you?" Her blue eyes were twinkling mischievously and to his dismay they shifted to the covers where his bulge was fairly noticeable.
"Nothing I was sleeping." He felt his face flushing.
"Must have been a good dream." She noted and with a smirk added, "Bet you'll have a hard time falling back to sleep."
"Only because you're in here talking to me." He put his hands out, "Why are you in here anyway?"
"I couldn't sleep." She said, reminding him of the dream that inspired his hard on in the first place.
"What am I supposed to do about that?"
"I thought we could keep each other company."
"But I was sleeping."
"And dreaming fun things. What were you dreaming about?" She asked, "What got my little brother so excited?"
"Haley, get out of here, I want to go back to sleep."
"You mean go back to jerking off?" She raised her eyebrows. "That's what you were doing when I came in, wasn't it?"
"No!" Randy exclaimed, but could tell she wasn't buying it, especially seeing her eyes still hadn't left his crotch, which just continued to feed his erection.
"Let's see, you looked nervous when I came in, sounded out of breath." She tapped her chin, "You're blushing and there seems to be this." She put her hand on the sheet over his crotch. "Disturbance in the force here."
"Hey!" He pushed her hand away, trying to ignore the voice in his head that wanted to know if she had felt how hard he was.
"Damn!" She answered his question with a whistle, "That was one good dream!" She leaned closer, "Who was it about?"
"Why do you care, Haley?" He was sounding as frustrated as he felt, "Why are you making fun of me?"
"Aww, I'm sorry, little brother." She kissed his cheek, placing her hand on his chest. "I'm not making fun, just wondering what got you all hot and bothered."
"I was dreaming of a hot girl." That wasn't a lie.
"Oh, what she look like?"
"It doesn't matter."
"Blonde maybe?" she asked, another sly smile on her face.
Randy's stomach tightened with nerves, did she know? How the hell could she?
"Blonde, blue eyes, maybe a little skinny," Haley continued, "Not too big on top, but really makes up for it in the ass department." She giggled, "And enthusiasm!"
"What the fuck are you talking about?" Randy snapped, his frustration and embarrassment over the fact she was right now getting to him.
"Easy, Randy." She still had her hand on his chest and he stared as she slowly slid it down to his stomach, once more teasing with her nails, "it's okay."
"What's okay?" She should move her hand, he should move her hand, why couldn't he make her move her hand? And why was he still so painfully hard?
"That you look," she said, adding another layer of red shame to his face that she knew he checked her out lately.
"I don't look at you like that." He sounded unconvincing even to himself.
"Don't lie to me, Randy." Her fingers worked their way lower, now just over where the covers were pulled up to his waist.
Her touch was light and teasing and he was beginning to tremble as she idly worked them back and forth his skin while she continued.
"I see you looking at my legs, my ass, my tits. Anytime I bend over you're gawking, anytime I turn around quick you were staring." She laughed, "And don't think I don't see you in your window when I'm by the pool."
Leaning over so her lips were to his ear, she purred, "Like my new bikini, little brother?"
Her hot breath in his ear sent another jolt of need through his throbbing dick and those damn slender fingers were now sliding back and forth at his waist, the tips just under the sheet. Was he dreaming again?
"I bought it for you." She was still in his ear and he shivered when her lips brushed against him.
"You did?" he asked, unable to hold back and not say anything to encourage her.
"I did, I like it, Randy, I like how you look at me. It," She licked his ear lobe, "Gets me wet."
"Okay, stop!" He sat up so quickly, he pushed her back with his shoulder and she almost fell off the bed, "Stop fucking with me."
"I'm not fucking with you, Randy, I mean it."
"Bullshit, this is one of your twisted little games. You're busting my balls, making up weird shit because, well, because you're weird." He said lamely, but at least she was no longer touching him.
"So it's not true? You don't like to look at me?"
"Of course not, you're my sister."
"Then what's this all about?" She grabbed his hard on through the covers, squeezing it. "You're awfully hard in front of your sister."
"Haley!" Randy shoved her hand away from him, "You can't touch me like that! It's wrong!" Not as wrong as him wishing he could just let her touch him, but it was wrong and what if she was screwing with him?
"Wow, you must have more of dad's side in you than I do." She sighed, looking disappointed.
"What's that mean?"
"Oh, nothing."
"Haley, please leave. I don't know why you're acting like this, but..."
"Can I see it?" She cut him off.
"See what?"
"Your cock." She stared down at the bulge in his lap, "It felt really big, I want to see it."
"Hell no." But oh, how he wished he could do it, just pull the covers back and let her see what she was doing to him, let her take care of him like in his dreams.
"Aww, come on, show your big sister how hard you are. After all its for me anyway." She winked, "Isn't it?"
"Sis, I'm going to tell mom you're acting like a...hey!"
Randy cried out in surprise when Haley grabbed the covers and yanked them back to expose him in just his boxers. They were gray and in addition to the bulge, there was a large spreading wet spot where he'd been dripping.
"Oh, Randy." Haley whispered, licking her lips, "Look at that."
Randy was drawing his legs up, trying to pull the covers back within reach, but stopped when he saw the look on Haley's face. Her blue eyes were glazed over with pure lust and her full lips were parted as she breathed heavily through them.
Her tits were rising and falling with her quickening breaths and her hard nipples poking through her thin top.
"I want to see it," she said softly, "Please let me see it."
"But..."
"I want to see it and touch it," she moaned and his cock moved his boxers it jerked so hard at the sound. "I want to lick it and taste it."
"Haley." He meant to sound forceful, but it barely came out in a whisper as he envisioned everything happening as she said it.
"I want to stroke it and suck it and." A shudder went through her, sending one through him, "I want it inside me."
"Are you...drunk?" he asked, this was crazy, but he was weakening. She wouldn't tease this much. She was a ball buster, but to go this far, talk like this?
"No, but I'm so horny," she purred, "Look how horny I am, Randy."
She opened her legs and his eyes widened at the sight of the large wet spot between them.
Christ she was fucking wet, she wasn't playing him. What the hell was going on and...why should he fight it? If she wanted it then would it really be wrong? Of course it would, there was no way he could...
"How about I go first?" she asked, her wide blue eyes still on his cock.
"F...first?" he stammered.
"I know what you're thinking." She looked longingly at his cock, "You're afraid I'm messing with you. I wouldn't be wet if I was, but I get it, so I'll go first and prove I'm not fucking with you."
Randy was going to ask what she meant, but any words he had remained unspoken when Haley stripped off her top.
"Oh my God." Randy's jaw dropped at the sight of Haley's tits.
They were as adorable as the rest of her. Small, but perfectly round and sitting high and proud, her pale pink nipples as hard as he felt.
"Like them?" She cupped them and rubbed her nails across them, the purple tips looking incredible on her pink flesh. "I know they're a little small, but they're nice, no?"
"I..."
"Want to touch them?" She leaned closer, "I'll let you. You can touch them and lick them and suck them. I want you to."
She grabbed his wrists and Randy watched as if he weren't in control anymore as she guided his hands to her tits.
"Oh." He gasped at the feel of his sister's warm firm flesh beneath his hands and her nipples pushing into his palms.
"Hmm," Haley moaned, "They fit right in your hand don't they? Know why? Because they're supposed to!"
She still held his wrists and moved his hands up and down, making him fondle her.
"Yes." She breathed, "There you go, baby, play with your sister's tits. They're your tits now, all yours."
Randy got a thrill out of her calling him baby, but not as much of a thrill as he did from playing with her tits. They were small, smaller than Becky's, but damn they felt good and they were...Haley's!
"Now can I play, too?" Haley reached down and grabbing his cock through his boxers, stroked it.
Randy moaned as she squeezed him, jerking him off through the thin material. He was so hard he felt as if he were going to pop and the way Haley was moaning was adding to that feeling. She moved her hand to the waistband of his underwear and tugged it down, trying to get them over the head of his cock.
"Lift up, let me take these off so your big sister can suck that beautiful cock!"
Randy remained still, watching his hands on Haley's tits as if they were another person's. They felt so good and she looked so good and he wanted nothing more than to be naked for his sister and let her put his aching dick in her hot mouth and give him the release he needed so bad!
He managed to turn his head and spotted the picture on his desk of him and Haley with mom and dad from their vacation to Florida last year. They were all on the beach, their arms around each other smiling at the camera Dad had handed to a passerby to get the picture for them.
They looked so happy, they were happy. Randy never complained about his home life like other kids at school did. He was close to his parents and even though he and Haley had some normal sibling rivalry, his sister was a sweet girl and always helped him when he needed it and listened to his problems when he couldn't talk to the folks.
They were a happy family and here he was ready to have sex with his sister. What if mom and dad found out, what if they did this and it went bad, what if they never saw each other the same again? What if it ruined the family? That and what the hell was wrong with him-and apparently Haley-that they wanted to?
"That's enough!" He yanked his hands from Haley's breasts and slid backwards on the bed, getting his crotch away from her. "Put your damn shirt on."
"But you want me." He eyes lowered and her lower lip pushed out, "You don't want me?"
She looked genuinely upset and Randy felt bad, but this had to stop.
"No."
"Liar. You want me, but if it's not time yet, then I guess it's not."
She picked her shirt up and to his relief put it back on. "But I'll be back Randy and next time you won't say no."
"What's wrong with you, Haley?"
"It's what's wrong with you." She looked irritated, "Why are you fighting what you want?"
"You have no idea what I want." Wow, he was telling a lot of lies, because it was obvious he did want her.
"I know exactly what you want," she told him, sliding off the bed, thank God, she looked as if she were ready to leave. "I know because I want it too and I'm going to get it, Randy. You were right there tonight. Next time I'll just take what I want."
"What?"
"Little brother, I get my mouth on that cock, you'll be all mine, and next time I will."
"I'll tell dad!" He blurted out sounding like an idiot.
"Go ahead, do it right now." She laughed, "Oh, right he's away for the weekend."
"I'll tell him Monday."
"Not if I get to him first." She giggled, "You know I'm daddy's little girl, he never believes you over me. Besides, you going to tell dad I want to have sex with you?"
"I...I'll just say you're being inappropriate."
"Mom's home, go tell her." Haley grinned, "I dare you."
"It's midnight, mom will be..."
"She's up, I heard the TV on when I came upstairs a little while ago."
"I'll..."
"Better go tell her now, Randy, because if not I'll tell her you were touching me and wouldn't stop."
"You liar!" He exclaimed, a knot of fear in his stomach, she wouldn't really do that, would she? Then again he'd turned down her weird advances. Hell hath no fury as dad always joked about mom.
"Better go now then." She crossed her arms over her chest and gave her head a toss, the typical Haley brat mode pose. "If not I will tomorrow and maybe I'll tell dad you groped his little girls' tits."
"Why would you want me to tell mom?" He asked, this whole thing was so fucked up, he had to be sleeping. But his cock had finally settled down, only semi hard now and he had gotten Haley away from him.
"I have my reasons." She smiled, an oddly sweet one, "You'll see, if you have the balls to tell her."
"You'll get in trouble," he warned her.
"Who says?" She laughed, "Oh, Randy, you always have to do things the hard way."
"Haley," He stopped when she put her hand up,
" At one, I'm going to tell mom you were trying to be a pig with me. You have until then to tell her the truth. Let's see if you can," she waggled her fingers at him. "Night, Randy."
She turned and walked out of his room and as confused as he was, his eyes still focused on her cute little ass well displayed in the lace shorts. She closed the door without another word and he wondered what the hell he should do.
"Hey, mom, Haley flashed me her tits and wanted to blow me," he said aloud. "Yeah, that will work."
His sister wouldn't really lie about him would she? Man, he would be in trouble if she said he had tried to touch her. But why would mom and dad believe her, then again why would they believe him?
He ran his hands though his short black hair and tried to figure this out. He was having dirty thoughts about his sister-and mom too at times-his sister had just shown she was having the same thoughts. Maybe he should talk to his mother and get it out in the open, maybe they could talk about it.
Mom and dad had always said they could talk about anything and would never be that mad as long as they were honest with them, but this was crazy. He looked at the clock and saw that it was now twelve fifteen, he didn't have much time to call Haley's bluff.
Getting out of bed, he slipped on a pair of shorts and a t-shirt, and left his room, prepared to tell his mother that his sister had just come on to him. Hopefully talking about would put this weird shit to rest.
Author's Note : Well it looks like Haley struck out, at least for the moment. But something tells me that hot little minx may have something up her sleeve. As I said in the opening note, this is not my typical fare, but it will eventually shape up that way, whether you stay for the journey or not is, of course, your choice, not every story is for everyone. As always thank you for reading. Lovecraft68
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Chapter One
"Be a good girl, Cassie." Darren breathed, his heart racing in anticipation. "Suck daddy's dick."
"But," The stunning young woman kneeling between his legs stared up at him with her brown eyes wide and her luscious young lips pushed into a pout. "That's dirty!"
Her eyes shifted to his long thick cock in her hand. "And I'm your daughter!"
"Cassie, didn't I just buy you that pretty dress you're wearing?" He rocked his hips, sliding his cock through her hand.
"Yeah, but..." She looked nervously at his cock. "It's wrong! And...I don't do those things!"
"Oh, please." He slid his hand through her long brown hair. She yelped when he grabbed a handful and pushed her head closer to his cock. "You think I believe you have a body like that and those blow job lips and you've never sucked a cock before?"
She widened her big doe eyes even more. "That's no way to talk to your little girl."
"A little girl that walks around this house in tight little shorts and slutty little dresses and shakes her ass and cock teases her daddy, doesn't she?"
"No." She tried to shake her head, but he had her hair and she winced, then whimpered. "I'm a good girl!"
"You're a little tease and you use it to get away with being a bitch, don't you?"
"I..." She stopped when he nodded, and looking up at him through her eye lashes, whispered, "Yes, Daddy. I know you look so I show off to get my way."
"Does it get you wet when daddy looks?"
She hesitated and with a sigh, Darren nodded, giving her the signal.
"Yes,." She lowered her head as much as she could, her face inches from his aching dick she was still holding. "I'm sorry."
"Don't be sorry, just stop acting like you're some kind of good girl and be the little slut you are."
He pushed on her head. "Now open wide."
He nodded quickly rather than have her wonder if she was supposed to or not. 'Cassie' pressed her lips to his cock, smearing his pre cum on them, while sliding her tongue out and flicking it across the front of his shaft.
Her free hand caressed his balls while she rubbed his cock against her cheek.
"Like how your big dick looks in my face, daddy?"
That was a good adlib, Darren thought as she opened wide and slapped the head of his cock onto her soft pink tongue.
"Not as much as I'm going to like how it looks in your mouth."
She giggled, and his cock twitched in her hand. God, he loved those giggles, especially when they came from an adorable eighteen year old kneeling between his legs. In this case, 'Cassie' might be older, maybe twenty, but damn she looked young and sounded the part.
She ran her tongue up and down his shaft several times in rapid succession, then surprised him by pushing his cock back and slurping on his balls. Darren thought about telling her to stop, after all, too much experience ruined the game, but damn, it felt good.
"You're teasing, your father." He said instead, and with another cock inspiring giggle, she ran her tongue up to his tip, swirled it around in fast wet circles, causing his hand to tighten in her hair.
With no further hesitation, Cassie, parted her full, hot pink coated lips, and slipped his cock between them. He sighed contentedly and relaxed into the pillow piled against his headboard as the hot young thing between his legs bobbed her head while moaning and slobbering on his dick.
"Look at me." He coaxed her when she'd had her eyes closed.
She opened them and fixed her big eyes on his as she worked his cock with an experience that belied his game. Or did it? It's not like he hadn't wondered how much experience a certain barely legal little minx had with sex.
Right now however, his attention was on the minx between his thighs, and it was well worth that attention. Darren was naked, but 'Cassie' was lying stretched out on her stomach in a short pink sun dress.
Propped up on her elbows she had his cock pulled towards her so she could work her hot young mouth along his shaft. Darren released her hair and placed both hands on her bare shoulders, marveling at how soft and smooth her skin was.
Cassie's-her real name was either Laurie or Lindsay, he forgot which, but it didn't matter, they were all Cassie to him-long dark hair was fanned across her back and he let his eyes roam along her slender young body in the cute dress.
His Cassie of the evening had a perfect body type, small and petite, but not thin, just well proportioned. Her breasts weren't large, but big enough he could see some cleavage as she continued blowing him.
She had the right amount of hips to give her a nice shape and her ass plump enough to look good as she lay on the bed. As he'd asked her to, her legs were bent at the knees and crossed at the ankles showing him the bottoms of her sexy little feet.
She'd shown up in a pair of heeled sandals, but in his favorite position for head he wanted her barefoot. She'd also shown up in a mini skirt and belly shirt, showing off her flat stomach with her pierced naval.
Not that she looked bad, in fact he was hard barely thirty seconds after she'd walked through the door, but he'd requested a simple cute sundress, the kind real Cassie wore that drove him crazy.
Darren should have let it go, but when he treated himself to this game, and he'd been doing it far too often of late, he wanted his money's worth and that meant having his exact fantasy. Darren had went and got her one of Cassie's dresses to wear.
Up until that moment he hadn't thought he could sink lower as a father, but letting an escort wear his daughter's dress while she pretended to be her proved him wrong. Now as he lay there watching his daughter du jour take a break from sucking and resume fluttering her tongue along his shaft, he thought she couldn't be more perfect.
The same long curly brown hair and big dark eyes as Cassie along with those sinfully and totally unfair sensual lips, this girl could pass for her sister. Even her body type was the same, the small, but shapely figure, the handful that her breasts appeared to be, and an ass that seemed a little plump for the rest of her.
Darren moaned softly when 'Cassie' smiled up at him. "Hmm, daddy, you're so hard for your baby girl!"
"Because my baby girl is so fucking sexy." He told her. "You like sucking daddy's dick?"
"Love it!" She punctuated her remark by taking him back in her mouth and moaning, her dark eyes rolling back as she resumed bobbing her head.
Darren slid his hands up and down her arms, then under her hair and across her smooth back. She sighed at his touch and as he'd mentioned for her to do earlier, playfully kicked her feet back and forth.
Her toes were curled and Darren could make out pink nails that matched her fingers and lips. He slipped his hands back up through her hair, and holding her head, thrust his hips. 'Cassie' whimpered and widened her eyes again for him, damn she was good!
"That's it, be a good girl and stay still while daddy fucks your mouth." He was embarrassed to hear a tremble in his voice.
Here he was a forty six year old man, a successful attorney, and according to most women he knew, attractive enough to do well with women of any age. Yet here he was sounding like a nervous teenager as a girl young enough to be his daughter sucked his cock.
The fact she wasn't just around his daughter's age, but looked just like her was the reason for that nervous excitement. As always a small amount of guilt and shame accompanied his lust. It wasn't a coincidence she looked like Cassie because all the girls he found looked like her, although this girl was closer than most.
He found them on escort websites and personal ads, always searching the key word daddy for girls who were willing to play that role. Paying the girls added both to his shame, but also the thrill.
Not like he had a choice. He had no desire to go out and find a barely legal girl to date and be like the other pathetic midlife crises professionals he worked with who cheated on their wives or became a sugar daddy to girls like this.
As pathetic as those guys were though, he was worst, at least none of them wanted to fuck their actual daughter. On that thought his attention returned to the Cassie of the hour and thrusting his cock repeatedly into her willing mouth.
She was whimpering and her face turned red as he fucked her hard while holding her head still. He swore his cock grew even harder as he wondered if given a chance could he do this to the real Cassie?
Could he force feed her his sizable cock? Make her whimper and make sloppy wet gagging noises? Make her eyes water like the girl between his legs were beginning to. As soon as the question entered his mind, he fucked her mouth even harder, pulling her head down on his rising cock.
Darren thought about finishing like this, just shooting his load down his 'daughter's throat, or maybe pulling it out and spraying it all over her face. He'd had many nasty dreams and thoughts of doing it to Cassie.
He'd paint her face, a face that was a sexy mix of bratty young girl, and sexy mature woman. He imagined standing over her while she was on her knees looking up at him, mouth wide open to catch daddy's load, but instead he'd squirt it all over her face.
Darren groaned and stopped thrusting his hips. He was only paying for an hour tonight and as much as he wanted to flood his role playing daughters mouth, he wanted to make sure he could fuck her tight little slit.
"Be a good girl and take that pretty dress off," he told her while releasing her hair and easing his cock from her mouth.
His long shaft was covered in her spit and smeared with her hot pink lipstick and as always when he did this, Darren couldn't believe how hard he was. Forty six wasn't old, but he certainly wasn't what he was in his twenties, but yet when he played this game, or thought about his daughter it was like turning back the clock.
"But daddy, you shouldn't..."
"Just do as daddy says!" Darren snapped.
The girl was playing the game he'd told her he'd wanted, but as was often the case his lust had the better of him. He tried to play it through with the reluctance a real daughter would have if her father wanted sex from her, but he'd never had the patience to last for long.
In the end he figured Cassie teased him enough every day and that made it impossible to keep being teased when he took that frustration out on young girls pretending to be her.
"Yes, daddy." She rose to her knees between his legs, and his cock twitched when she flashed the pout of a scolded child.
She lifted the simple one piece dress that he'd seen Cassie wear just a couple days ago and peeled it up over her head, tossing it onto the floor.
"Look at you," Darren breathed. "My little girl's all grown up."
God this girl was perfect. Per his request, she was naked beneath the dress and Darren's eyes lingered on her incredible tits. He'd guess a full B, and they were standing up high and proud as only a young woman's could.
Her pale pink nipples were hard and as he licked his lips in anticipation of having them in his mouth, his gaze drifted down to her flat stomach and the barbell she had pierced through her navel.
But the best part was the smooth, pink, and hairless slit between her supple thighs. Darren's cock bobbed as he imagined shoving it inside that tight cunt.
"You like?" She cupped her tits for him. "They're all yours." She giggled. "You helped make them after all."
What a line! Jesus, he might break his self-imposed rule of never going with the same girl twice and bring this one back another night.
"Then bring them to me." He extended his arms and sliding up between his legs, she leaned over him.
Darren put his hands on her shoulders and tried to go for a kiss, but she turned her head to the side, giving him her neck. He kissed her neck, inhaling her perfume and enjoying the feel of her long hair on his face.
He felt like an idiot going for the kiss. Most of these girls didn't kiss, and even if they did, there was nothing behind it. A girl could fake enjoying sex and put on a show giving head, hell they'd fake an orgasm, but a kiss had to have feeling.
Darren desperately wanted to kiss, Cassie. To feel the lips she kissed his cheek with every day on his and shove his tongue between them. Right now, however, he'd forget about that kiss and find a better place for his mouth.
He slid his lips across Laurie's, was that her name- Did it matter?- neck and down the soft smooth skin of her chest. She leaned back, still cupping her breasts and offering them to him. He eagerly accepted the offer and groaned as he slid his hands beneath hers, and gave them a soft squeeze.
She squealed when he sucked her nipple between his lips and swinging her leg over his thigh, straddled him. As he fondled and sucked on her tits, she ground her hips, rubbing her hot smooth pussy on his leg.
Darren drew her close, putting his arms around her back while sucking harder on her tit. She moaned and continued to work her pussy into his leg. At first she hadn't been wet, but the contact had gotten her going and he could feel something warm and sticky on his leg.
Nice trick, this girl had been doing this for a while. It caused the fantasy to lose a little steam, but having a naked twenty year old girl's tit in your mouth and humping your leg was never a bad thing.
"That feels so good!" She moaned for him, her hands running along his arms and squeezing them. "Oh, daddy, you're so sexy!" Her hands continued up, now massaging his shoulders as he went back and forth between her tits, sucking one nipple while rubbing the other between his fingertips.
"I love how you suck my titties," she purred and he groaned around her pink nub when she reached between them and grabbed his cock. "But your little girl's all wet now and really wants her daddy's big cock in her tight little pussy."
Darren had to admit he'd been thinking the exact same thing, but trying to enjoy her tits a little more and show some patience, which was something he sorely lacked in these little games. In his fantasies he'd imagined being the one to want to go slow, to tease, to show the skill and patience of the older lover a daddy would be to his little girl.
Yet every time he hired one of these luscious little girls and they started calling him daddy and flaunting their succulent young bodies, he'd reach a point where he just needed to fuck them.
The way he needed and wanted to fuck his real daughter, but knew he never could.
His 'little girl' rose up higher on her knees, and sliding closer, swung her leg over his hip so she was now straddling him. Still holding his cock she rubbed it along her now slick slit and he moaned when she slapped his cock against her moist flesh.
Darren put his hands on her hips and pushed, encouraging her to stop teasing and sit on his aching cock.
"Hold on, daddy." She leaned over and reaching out to the nightstand picked up the condom she'd put there when she'd first followed him into his room.
"Hey, Laurie, you said you'd go bareback," he told her, squeezing her hips and pushing his cock along her slick slit.
"My names Lindsay," She rolled her dark eyes at him. "But I'm Cassie to you anyway, so I guess it doesn't matter." She held the condom in her hand. "I'll go bareback, but it's another hundred."
Talk about ruining a fantasy. Then again, he thought, it would be just like Cassie to try and get money or something out of him. Not try, succeed, he'd never been able to tell her no at any age. Let alone now when he had taboo fantasies about her.
"I'll pay the hundred." He nodded toward the condom. "I don't want anything between my dick and your tight little snatch."
"Daddy!" She slipped back into character. "Is that any way to treat your daughter?"
"When she's a slutty cock tease it is." He replied, then groaned when Lindsay dropped the condom, guided his cock to her tight little hole and eased down on him.
"Ow!" She yelped, and he was sure it was purely for his benefit. "Daddy, your cock's too big for my little pussy!"
But pro or not, her twat was damn tight. Darren loved the feeling of it spreading around his thick shaft as she lowered herself until he was completely engulfed in her young cunt. Lindsay whimpered for him while rocking her hips, sliding back and forth on his lap while he held her by her slender hips.
"How do I look riding your big dick, daddy?" She put her arms around his neck and stifled his answer by shoving her tit into his face.
Darren sucked on her nipple while she slowly rode him. He squirmed beneath her, moving his hips as much as he could and hoping she would take the hint to go faster. She continued to move slowly, however and he had only himself to blame.
He'd instructed her to act like a young nervous girl as much as she could and she was playing the part well. Lindsay was now moving up and down, sliding up on his cock, then sitting back down on him.
Each time she did, she released a sexy little yelp that caused his cock to twitch inside her. Lindsay leaned back from him, bracing her hands on his knees behind her and working her hips. Darren now had a full view of not just her amazing tits and perfect body, but his cock invading that pink hairless slit.
"Well?" She wiggled her hips, working his cock around in her tight twat. "How's your Cassie look sitting on your big fat cock?"
At the mention of his daughter's name, Darren lost all patience with trying to keep the game slow and teasing. Pushing himself forward from where he leaned against the headboard, he took Lindsay by her arms and lifted her from his cock.
Darren was a large man; just over six feet and well muscled from being a life time gym rat. The way he was able to not only lift Lindsay from his lap while still sitting, but how easily he was able to shove her onto her back between his legs, sent a thrill through him. Lindsay yelped in surprise, but remained where she was as Darren got to his knees on the bed.
Grabbing her ankles; he lifted her legs and pressing the tip of his cock against her slit, took a moment to admire the sight of his swollen purple head against her pink flesh before driving himself into her with all the strength in his hips.
"Fuck!" Lindsay cried out and this time he had no doubt her reaction was real and not part of the game.
She yelped loudly each time he slammed his cock into her and her delicious tits were bouncing as he held her legs up and fucked her like it was the last time he'd ever have sex. Darren loved the way his large hands looked around her ankles, his fingers completely curled around them as he held her legs up.
"My little Cassie looks better on her back getting fucked like the little fucking cock tease she is." He hissed as he pounded her. "You like this? You like getting the fucking you deserve for being a little slut?"
"Yes!" Lindsay cried out. "This is why I tease you, I want my daddy to fuck me like the bad girl I am!"
Girl was good, but at this point Darren was no longer really seeing her. As always when he cut loose, the young girl was no longer role playing Cassie, but in his lust addled mind had become his sexy, luscious, cock tease of a daughter.
As he fucked Lindsay with long hard thrusts, his mind's eye saw Cassie. Saw her brown eyes widen in surprise and a little pain as her daddy fucked her harder than any of her stupid boyfriends she might have let fuck her.
Those eyes would then glaze over in lust as pleasure replaced pain and she moaned and squealed at the way her father's cock stuffed her tight little cunt. Her tits would look so good, bouncing just like Lindsay's and her small perfect feet would be on his shoulders.



He placed Lindsay's there and shifted his grip, sliding his hands behind her knees as he leaned further over her.
"Oh you're fucking me so hard, daddy!" She squealed. "We shouldn't be doing this though! Its wrong!"
He may have given up on the game, but Lindsay was hanging in there and he would reward her for it as it just fueled his fantasy of this being his real daughter.
"You shouldn't tease me then!" His voice rose as his excitement grew and he pushed her legs back more to the point her ass was lifting off the bed. "Shouldn't walk around in those little shirts with no fucking bra on!"
"Sorry, daddy!" She moaned, her eyes wide and her lip in a pout. "I..."
"Sorry because you're getting what you deserve!" he snapped at her, taking his frustrations out on her the way he could never with Cassie.
"Parading around in those goddamn tight shorts, showing off your legs and that damn fine ass!" Darren lifted her feet from his shoulders and lowering his head, placed them on either side of his face.
"Even your feet are sexy, these pretty little toes and you're always after me for money to get them painted!"
He turned his head and taking her toes in his mouth sucked on them even as he continued to fuck her. Lindsay giggled, then yipped again when the sound made him thrust harder into her.
He switched to her other foot, licking her toes, then kissing the soft sole of her foot. Another moment of feeling ridiculous, but he was so infatuated with his daughter he even fantasized about her feet.
Especially when she wore stockings to her waitressing job. She wore the stockings with the high heels, short skirt and tight little top that showed off her high proud breasts.
That outfit was nothing compared to the one he'd commented on to the latest victim of his borderline angry fucking. Cassie wore shorts around the house that wee skimpy enough to show off the tips of her ass cheeks and rarely wore a bra leaving him trying not to stare at her nipples.
A good father would tell her to put some damn clothes on and he wanted to be a good father, but instead he just sat there, trying not to be caught looking and with a raging hard on hidden beneath his newspaper or whatever else he could cover his lap with.
"Little fucking tramp." He breathed and releasing Lindsay's feet, pulled his cock from inside her.
His long thick shaft was glistening from her pussy and his head an angry shade of purple. He grabbed her by her thin hips and with a wrench of his shoulders, flipped her onto her stomach.
Lindsay cried out in surprise, but didn't resist as he pulled her hips to raise her ass in the air. She obediently pointed her ass at him, keeping her head on the bed and crying out into the sheets when he squeezed her hips and entered her with a long powerful thrust.
Darren tore into her with a frenzied enthusiasm being driven by the image of having the real Cassie on her knees in front of him.
"Just like that!" He breathed. "Face down ass up for your father."
"Ow, daddy!" Lindsay whimpered. "You're fucking me too hard!"
"You love it and you know it!" He dealt the right side of her ass a hard slap and her yelp caused him to slap the other side even harder. "You're never too old to get a spanking little girl!"
He proceeded to pepper both sides of her ass with hard slaps. Lindsay had said through texts she was fine with being spanked, but he was going pretty hard and made a note to give her some extra.
She seemed okay with it, yelping and wiggling her rapidly reddening ass at him. Still, Darren eased up and put one hand on the small of her back. He watched his cock slide in between her perfect ass cheeks which were now sporting red imprints of his large hands.
His cock looked incredible plundering her pink slit and it as an added turn on with just how small Lindsay was and yet she was taking a hardcore fucking from him as if it were nothing. He reached down and grabbed her long brown hair with his other hand, pulling it while he continued to go to town on her.
She moaned when he pulled it and her face was now as red as her ass as Darren hammered away at her.
"Daddy! Oh, fuck daddy!" She whimpered. "You're hurting my little pussy!"
She continued to whimper and the sound sent his hips into over drive. His balls were slapping against her clit and the room was filled with the sound of his flesh pounding hers. Darren looked to his right and caught sight of himself in the mirror on the back of the bedroom door.
The reflected image of him fucking this hot young tart before him and her resemblance to his tart sent him over the edge.
"You little slut!" He moaned as he pounded towards his finish. "You're going to make daddy come!"
"Come for me!" She implored him. "Come for your little girl!"
With a low moan, Darren whipped his cock from inside her and squeezing it just under his swollen head, grabbed her left hip and rolled her onto her back. Wincing in discomfort from holding back his cum, Darren slid up next to her and grabbing her hair, pulled her head up so she was facing his cock.
"Open wide, Cassie!"
Lindsay opened her mouth, sticking out her pink tongue and he gasped when he released his cock. A long thick spurt squirted into her mouth and she pushed it out with her tongue, letting it drool down her chin.
"Yeah, look at you letting daddy paint your slutty face. " Darren pumped his cock furiously, spraying both sides of Lindsay's face with a huge load while wishing it was Cassie.
"Not the first load you've had in your face is it?" He asked softly. "Bet you love it, don't you?"
"No, its gross!" Lindsay whined. "Stop it, daddy!"
The whining coaxed another spurt from his cock, this one hitting her in the chin and sliding off onto her chest.
"Stop whining and clean daddy's cock." He pushed his oozing cock into her mouth and Lindsay sucked it, but widened her eyes and whimpered around it.
"Every drop." He instructed her. "Drain daddy's balls like a good girl."
Lindsay sucked hard, milking a couple more drops onto her swirling tongue. She released his cock with a smack of her lips and sighed.
"Wow, you really want to fuck your daughter, don't you?" She asked while sitting up and smiling through a face full of cum.
"It's just a game." He told her defensively. "Unless you really want your dad to fuck you; your ad said you love being daddy's little girl."
"It's a niche." She put her hand out. "Do you have something I can wipe off with?"
"Right, sorry." He slid over to the side of the bed, putting his feet on the floor and leaning over to grab the towel on the nightstand he'd brought in from the bathroom.
"So you don't have a thing for your father?' He handed her the towel.
"I suppose I should say yes to keep the game up, but not really." She paused to wipe cum from her face. "But I do like older men so maybe I have daddy issues." She shrugged, making her perfect tits bounce fetchingly. "But never wanted my dad."
"So then why do you think I want my daughter?" He took the towel from her, then handed her a bottle of water from the night stand.
"Because you're the one who not only wanted a daughter role play, but even gave me the name." She took the bottle and drained half of it in several long swallows.
"Besides, you forgot to turn down one of the pictures of her in your living room. She's beautiful." She winked. "Looks a lot like me."
Darren put his back to her so she couldn't see the look of annoyance on his face as he grabbed his boxers from floor and slipped them on over his still dripping semi-hard cock. He wasn't pissed at her, but at himself.
He'd always done these at hotels, but Cassie was going out with a friend and spending the night over their house and he'd wanted the additional thrill of having his 'daughter' in his bed.
"Plus," Lindsay continued. "You gave me that cute dress to wear, took it right out of her room."
"Okay!" Darren grumbled while now pulling his jeans on. "I thought you girls didn't judge?"
"Not judging, sweetie." Lindsay put her hands on his shoulders and massaged them. "We're just talking and its okay if you have a thing for your daughter, it's pretty common."
"Seriously?" He eyed the mirror, watching Lindsay as she knelt on the bed behind him, rubbing his shoulders.
"It wouldn't be all over porn sites and books if it wasn't." She leaned closer and rubbed her nipples against his back. "Every fantasy is something someone wants or they wouldn't make money on them."
"That makes sense." He nodded, but thought again how pathetic he was, letting a twenty year old hooker justify and make him feel better about his twisted fantasies.
"So don't worry, you're getting your release in a healthy way because you'd never want to really do this to your daughter."
"Healthy release?" He turned to face her.
"Hey, I'm a third year psych major." She giggled. "Not just a pretty face, daddy."
"Great." He sighed, and sliding open his night stand drawer, removed two hundreds from an envelope. He'd already paid her the $150 for the hour, but she'd been the best he'd had so far and he'd been a little rough with her. "Here, I got a little carried away on you."
"Thank you!" She beamed, taking the money and giving his cock a squeeze through his jeans. "A good hard fuck and extra money. I love my job!"
"No you don't. You just say that." He rolled his eyes. "You can stop the act. You're a business woman schmoozing the client."
"I'm a full time student with no time to date and boys my age are useless."
She slipped off the bed and walked around to where the clothes she arrived in were piled on the other night stand. Darren's eyes wandered down her long curly brown hair flowing down her back and her firm ass that still bore his red handprints.
"Doing this I make money and yeah, sometimes the guys are creepy and two pump chumps, but I get some good looking guys who know how to fuck and I get into it."
Darren watched her slip her thong on then step into the mini skirt as she spoke.
"I had a good time tonight. You're attractive, in shape, got a great cock and know what you want. No games, no bull." She put her bra on and after slipping the half shirt on over her head, smiled at him. "I wouldn't mind coming back sometime."
"I don't like seeing the same girl twice." He told her. "No offense."
"Your choice, but the more we play the better it will get." She shoved the two hundred he'd given her in her purse. "We get together enough and I get to know you, I'll even let you cum inside me."
"You will?"
"Course I will!" She reverted to the little girl voice she'd used earlier. "I'd love to have my daddy fill me up with his cum!" She flashed him a sexy smile. "And I know you've thought about shooting deep into your hot little daughter."
"Could I go down on you?" He felt like an idiot for asking, but he yearned to bury his face between Cassie's firm young thighs, but hadn't done it with any of the girls he'd paid so far. But if he got to know Lindsay maybe...
"Hmm, you want to suck your little girl's clit? Make her squirm and come in her daddy's face?" Lindsay nodded. "Sure."
"Okay, maybe..."
"Its an extra hundred."
"Right."
"I am a business woman." She smirked and sitting on the bed put on the fuck me shoes she'd come in with.
"A good one," he nodded. "Maybe next week?"
"Text me and I'll let you know when I'm around." She pointed to the bedroom door. "You going to walk me out?"
"Sure." Darren didn't bother putting a shirt on as he would just shower and end up going to bed after she left.
He opened the bedroom door for Lindsay and before he left grabbed Cassie's dress from the floor so he could put it back before he forgot. They walked down the hall and as they passed Cassie's room, he took some solace in the fact he'd resisted the temptation to sink even further by having Lindsay in his daughter's bed.
He'd thought of it. He could wash the sheets and have them back on the bed before she came home, but that was too low even for him. Oh, who was he kidding? He didn't do it because at that point it would be even more obvious about how deep his fantasies about his daughter truly ran.
Lindsay was walking in front of him, but stopped so quickly when she passed through the archway leading to the living room he bumped into her.
"Who the hell are you?" An all too familiar voice demanded.
His stomach twisting in a not he peered past Lindsay to see Cassie standing in the middle of the living room.
Chapter Two
"Cassie, what the hell are you doing home?" Darren asked, stepping around Lindsay who remained standing in front of him.
"I live here." Cassie replied, then pointed to Lindsay. "She doesn't. Who are you?"
"I'm a friend of your dads from work." Lindsay replied.
"Yeah, okay." Cassie nodded, then looked at him. "I didn't know you had to pay for friends these days."
"Hey, its not like that I..." Lindsay started, but Cassie waved her hand at her.
"Please, I'm not stupid. You're my age and just came out of my dad's bedroom. He doesn't even have a shirt on." Her face scrunched up. "And you're all sweaty and dressed like a slut."
"I'm dressed like a slut?" Lindsay laughed. "Take a good look in the mirror because all you're missing is a free lunch sign."
She wasn't kidding. Even as Darren knew he needed to get Lindsay out of here, his eyes were glued to his daughter. Cassie had said she was going out, but not where. Judging by what she was wearing it must have been the new under twenty one club that had opened recently.
Her one piece blue dress was tight enough to be painted on and so short calling it a mini would be giving it credit. The hem of the dress hugged her upper thighs showing off her legs. Cassie was barely five two, but well-proportioned and her legs were long and shapely and currently ending in a pair of teal heels that were fuck me shoes if he ever saw a pair.
The dress's neckline plunged down to her chest and tight enough to push up her already perky breasts causing them to look as if they could pop out of the dress if she leaned over. Cassie's long curly brown hair had been teased out, giving it a wild appearance.
As always she wore hardly any make up, with her high cheek bones and natural color in her cheeks she didn't need much, but her lips were a different story. Painted heavily in a deep red, the lipstick called attention to her full, sensual, and in his un-fatherly opinion made for cock sucking lips.
Those lips drove Darren crazy. They were a woman's lips, capable of pleasing a man, but equally able to put on the pout of a spoiled little brat. That was Cassie's face in general. Her dark expressive eyes would be perfect bedroom eyes once she learned how to use them, but also wide and innocent and she knew how to use that and had for years.
His daughter had that perfect mix of immature girl and blossoming woman that drove him wild and caused him to seek it in girls like Lindsay.
"And you look like the luncheon special." Cassie replied to Lindsay, snapping Darren out of the stupor staring at his inappropriately dressed daughter had put him into. Lindsay was right; Cassie could easily be a working girl in that dress.
"Hope you got a deal, daddy." Cassie smirked. "Used cars should go for less."
Lindsay laughed. "Least I've been driven. Little daddy's girls like you just tease." She turned to Darren and he cringed inwardly thinking she would say something incriminating. Instead she gave him a quick kiss on the cheek.
Behind her, he saw Cassie bristle at the kiss and a childish thrill went through him that Lindsay kissing him annoyed her. That thrill faded when Lindsay whispered, "You're still holding her dress."
She stayed in front of him and pushed his right hand where he held the dress and with nothing else to do with it, he put his hand behind his back.
"Thanks for everything." Lindsay turned and walked away from him.
She paused next to Cassie and whispered something that caused his daughter's eyes to widen. Cassie looked as if she was about to reply, but Lindsay kept whispering, keeping her voice low so Darren couldn't hear her.
His stomach tightened again, what was she saying? Was she warning Cassie he had a thing for her? Busting her balls her father had a daddy thing? Just being catty? Cassie's smirk fell away to be replaced by a scowl. Lindsay laughed and went past her, walking to the front door with some extra swing in her hips, shaking her ass for effect.
But as hot as Lindsay was, not to mention the fact he just had that ass in the air, she may as well not have been in the room now that the real Cassie, and true object of his misguided lust, was in front of him.
Lindsay closed the door behind her, and Darren decided not to try to pretend.
"I'm sorry, honey, I didn't think you'd be home."
Cassie didn't speak right away, the frown still on her face from whatever Lindsay said. But after a deep breath, she stared at him and shook her head.
"A hooker, dad? Really?"
"Look, Cassie, I know I'm your father, but I'm a man too and I...well there's things a man needs."
"Things a man needs?" Cassie burst out laughing and Darren was surprised the laugh wasn't harsh or mocking, but his daughter's usual big loud and under most circumstances, contagious laugh. "Come on, dad, I'm eighteen, not eight. You mean you need to get laid."
"Watch your mouth, young lady." He told her, trying to sound like a father even though he'd love nothing more than to watch his daughter's mouth on him.
"Watch my mouth?" Cassie rolled her eyes. "I said laid, not get fucked."
"Cassie!" Darren was able to put a convincing amount of dismay in his voice, but he was sure she had no idea, it was aimed at himself for getting a cheap thrill out of hearing her talk like that.
"Sorry, daddy." She giggled. "I said a bad word."
"Forget the bad words, what the hell are you doing dressed like that?"
"Let me get this straight." Cassie walked over to him, her heels clicking on the floor. "I come home and see you with some girl you probably found online, and you want to talk about my dress?"
"I'm an adult. I can..."
"And so am I." She gave her head a dramatic toss, sending her long hair flying over her shoulder. "I'm eighteen now, you know."
"You turned eighteen six months ago, and you're still a kid, and my kid. I make the rules around here."
"Guess there's no rule against hookers. Maybe I should bring one home."
"Don't be ridiculous."
"Ridiculous is me seeing you with a girl my age and you paying her."
"How the hell do you know I paid her?" He demanded. "Maybe I just met her somewhere and..."
He stopped when she crossed her arms over her chest and shook her head.
"You're always working and when you're not working, you're home." She explained. "Besides, you always call the guys you work with pathetic when they date girls half their age."
"But..."
"Oh, for Christ's sake, dad, just own it, okay?" She pointed to him. "You always told me lying makes everything worse. You were horny and figured what the hell and paid some girl to...take care of those needs."
Who was the attorney here? The question ran through his mind as he realized Cassie had him on the ropes. In his defense, the situation was pretty damn obvious, He decided to take his own advice she'd thrown back in his face.
"Fine, you're right. She's an escort and I don't feel like going through a bullshit dating game just to have some fun." He gestured to her with his free hand. "Better answer?"
"But she was so young." Cassie complained. "She was around my age."
"What should I do, look for one in her forties?" Darren sighed. "Look, Cassie, like you said you're an adult. Barely one, in my eyes, but you are eighteen. It was only sex. Not like I'm going to be some midlife crisis jack ass dating a girl that age."



"No, just fucking one." She shrugged and his eyes immediately gravitated to her tits where the tops of her smooth firm globes, bounced teasingly. "But, hey you're right dad, its only sex."
"I'm right?" His eyes narrowed. "You never say I'm right about anything, but you will about this?"
"Because you are right. You work hard and you're a good looking guy and you should get to have your fun."
She gave him a genuine big Cassie smile, the one that he'd always loved to see when he made her happy. The fact she'd complimented him made him want to smile, but the idea his daughter saying he was good looking gave him a thrill was lame enough to keep him from doing it.
"You deserve it, dad. Hard working guys like you need to relax and enjoy some attention."
Darren frowned at the way she'd say that. Those words weren't the way a girl her age would think. It also sounded like a variation of what all the hot young escorts put in their ads. Was she still busting his chops?
"I was just surprised how young she was." Cassie went on. "I know guys your age like young girls, but I thought you'd at least find one in her twenties. You don't think I'm a woman, but you think they are."
"You're my little girl." He told her. "Always will be so I'm sorry if I don't see you like I see a girl like Lindsay."
"That's sweet, sort of." Cassie giggled. "You're my little girl and I'd never think of you like a whore."
"Cassie!"
"Just kidding. I get it dad. Like I said her age kind of surprised me and that you'd do it here."
"You weren't supposed to be home." He walked over to the couch, but kept his body partially turned so she couldn't see what he was holding behind his back. "Why are you home?"
"He was supposed to have the place to himself but his roommate ended up coming home early from a trip."
"He?" Darren had made to the couch and was hoping she'd turn around or look away so he could shove the dress behind the cushion, but after that comment the dress wasn't the most important thing in his mind anymore. "What do you mean he?"
"I was going to spend the night with Rob."
"Rob?" Darren frowned. "Never heard you mention him and you lied, you said a friend's house."
"He is a friend." She laughed. "I just left out the benefits part."
"What? You're fooling around with a guy who isn't even your boyfriend?"
"I have no time for a boyfriend. Besides why should I just be with one guy? I want to have fun, not be locked in."
"Cassie!" Darren exclaimed. "That's..." That's what? A double standard because he'd just paid a girl not much older than her to fuck him and he had no moral judgments on her. "That's wrong," He tried. "You should be with someone you care about."
"All I care about is a good time." Cassie told him. "I'm careful, dad. I don't go with guys I've just met." She giggled. "Except once, and he was really..."
"Stop talking!" He snapped. "I know you're a woman now and you're a very pretty girl and," Hot as hell he wished he could say, but kept it fatherly. "But you shouldn't be sleeping around. You know how guys talk about girls who are easy."
"Who said I was easy?" Cassie demanded, her dark eyes flashing.
"Well if you're fooling around with guys you don't care about what is it?"
"I'm not easy and I'm not cheap." She paused, then giggled as if she'd said something funny.
"Guys will see it that way."
"Who cares what they see or think? If I have a good time that's all that matters. Besides, dad, it's like you told me just now."
"What was that?" He asked warily, feeling as if she'd just set him up for something.
His feeling was confirmed when she flashed him a huge smile. "It's only sex, daddy!"
"Don't throw that back at me!" He pointed to her. "I'm a goddamn adult and I..."
"You're a man and that's the difference, isn't it?" This time the flash of anger went past her eyes and showed in a scowl. "Its okay for guys to stick their dick in anything that moves, but if a girl does that? She's a slut."
"I never said that."
"No, you said easy. But I guess you don't like easy because easy is free and you like to pay for it." She shook her head at him. "So its not okay to be a slut, but being a whore is okay?"
"This conversation is over." He took a chance and dropped the dress behind the couch and crossed his arms over his chest. "I admitted what I did and I'm not saying its right, but its right for me and that's all that counts."
"And what I do is right for me." She mocked him by crossing her arms, mimicking his pose.
Darren could deal with it however; as the move pushed her breasts up even higher in the already low cut dress. Here he was arguing with her, and putting up with her attitude because all he could think of was how damn sexy she was.
That and he'd love to make her pay for that attitude by giving her a damn hard fucking none of her little friends with benefits could even imagine. Like the fucking he'd just given Lindsay, but something told him that if he ever got his hands on his daughter, he would be even nastier because the little brat pissed him off to no end.
As if she'd heard that last thought and sought to prove him right, Cassie dropped her arms from across her chest and walked past him, heading for the hallway.
"Where do you think you're going?" He should let her go because the conversation wasn't getting anywhere, but it was the fact she did this all the time, just stormed off on him when she didn't like what he was saying.
"I'm going to go shower Rob off me and go to bed."
"Cassie, that's crude!" He gasped while forcing himself not to envision her in the shower.
"I am crude, its goes along with easy." Cassie stopped when she stepped off the carpet of the living room and onto the hardwood floor of the hallway.
"I never said you were..."
"And I know; no heels on your expensive floor." Putting her hand against the wall, she bent her left leg at the knee, slipping off her heel, and then repeated the action with the other leg.
"It's tongue in groove, honey!" She laughed repeating what he'd told her countless times since he'd had the floor redone last year. "Is that what you paid for tonight dad, a little tongue in groove?"
Darren knew he should tell her to get her ass back in front of him and ream her for talking to him like that. But her ass was the reason he couldn't. Even leaning over just to slip her shoes off the hem of the mini dress rose enough to show him just a tease of her cheeks.
He admired the view, taking in her legs as well, the supple backs of her thighs and even her bare foot as she kept her right one up, rubbing it briefly. She dropped one of the shoes and when she bent over to pick it up he was treated with a good look at most of her ass, which was barely covered in the blue thong.
"Feel a little draft?" He cracked.
"What?" She straightened and looked over her shoulder.
"That dress, your ass is hanging out. I told you before I don't like you dressing that way."
She sighed, "My bad."
"It is." Even though he didn't mind, he still needed to try and be a father despite his misplaced lust for her. Fact was part of why he didn't want her dressing like that is it drove him crazy.
"I should have changed before I came home." She smirked and putting her back to him strolled down the hallway, carrying her fuck me shoes and humming.
"Who said we were done talking?" He asked lamely as Cassie did what she always did, whatever she wanted.
"I did." She called out without turning. "This way you can go hide your little friend's thong or bra or whatever you were hiding behind your back."
She entered the bathroom with a laugh, closing the door behind her.
Chapter Three
Darren waited until he heard the water running in the shower, then went into Cassie's room.
"Thought girls were supposed to be neat." He muttered, taking in the piles of clothes strewn about the room along with books, DVDs and at least two dozen stuffed animals Cassie refused to part with despite being a self-proclaimed adult.
Her bed wasn't made and there was a collection of empty plastic water bottles lined up on her nightstand and some falling out of her over flowing wastepaper basket. The only neat thing in the room was the section of her desk where her lap top sat with a stack of her text books and a neat row of pens, and notepads.
He went into her closet, hanging the dress up with the other dozen or so similar ones in an array of colors. Over the dresses was a shelf containing Cassie's shoes. Like her desk, the shoes were neat and rather than get out of her room quickly, he stared at them.
Like the dresses, the shoes were in an assortment of colors and unlike the more sensible shoes and sneakers lined up on the floor under the dresses, these shoes were her 'work shoes as she referred to them because she wore them the nights she served drinks at the restaurant in the cocktail area.
Darren could think of another, more fitting, name for them. Fuck me shoes. He could see each and every pair being worn to a club, and more importantly being kept on after the club. Darren reached out and rubbed his fingers across a pair of blue crushed velvet heels that had to be five inches.
His cock, despite having been quite satisfied not more than twenty minutes ago, swelled at just the thought of these shoes, or any of them as a matter of fact, up on his shoulders. Even better, using them as handles while fucking his daughter doggie style.
Or her lying between his legs as Lindsay had done with her legs up, crossed at the ankles. He did like bare feet, but if it were Cassie he'd want to see some of these shoes in his favorite pose. Shoes and nothing else.
His cock was now fully erect and again it amazed him how much the thought of doing the unthinkable, turned him on. Not that his sex drive was bad, but he wasn't twenty anymore. Yet thinking about his daughter, or playing with a girl pretending to be her turned back the clock to his younger days when a damn breeze could get him hard.
Darren was sure Cassie, along with her slutty shoes, had the same effect at her job. He didn't like her waitressing. At least not dressed like that, but he had pushed her to get a part time job so she'd know what work was.
The upside was he'd checked it out a couple of nights when she first started and it was high end professional men who populated the cocktail area and who brought clients there for dinner which made him feel better than if it was some place populated by blue collar drunks or idiot frat boys.
The downside was Darren knew those guys were dogs in heat, and his daughter was a damn tasty looking treat who as he was painfully aware, knew how to strut her stuff. He couldn't imagine how many times she'd not only been hit on, but flat out propositioned.
But after the second time he'd gone there Cassie had gotten upset and told him not to show up and spy on her, that she was fine and if he wanted her to work and be an adult then let her be one. Besides, what did he think was going to happen?
He hoped nothing. He'd always assumed Cassie was a typical tease. Knowing what she had to some extent, but not fully understanding the effect she had on older men. Sure guys her age were all over her, but those boys took a girl like her for granted, thinking their entire life was going to be surrounded by hot women.
But older men like himself had a deeper appreciation for a hot young thing because they'd dealt with drama and BS, bad marriages, women who were into money and careers more than sex. A hot young girl was a reminder of when fun was fun and real life didn't need to get involved.
As his eyes turned from her shoes to the row of dresses, Darren's eyes narrowed. On the back wall of the closet behind the pole where her dresses were hung he noticed the tops of two hangars attached to nails on the wall.
They were hung lower than the dresses in front of him and he only noticed because he'd stepped close to look at the shoes and was tall enough to see over the rack. Pushing the dresses in front of him to the side he was confronted with two black bags, covering whatever she had hung there.
He reached out to lift the bag on the right and briefly hesitated. Cassie could come in any minute. Then again she was known for taking long showers to the point he used to yell at her for using up all the hot water.
His curiosity over ruling caution, he lifted the bag to see what was beneath it. He found himself staring at an emerald green dress that looked as short as the blue one she had on when she came in.
Behind it was a red one that was longer, but the front had neckline that looked as if it would plunge down to her damn stomach. There were two more dresses, one black, one pink that were equally slutty.
Something dawned on him and leaning back he looked up at the row of shoes. He quickly spotted fuck me heels and sandals that matched the colors of the dress. Darren had never seen any of the dresses before and knew they weren't for work. They must be her club outfits she wore behind his back.
He pulled the bag back down and lifted the other. His eyes widened when he saw what was in front of him.
A white dress shirt, with a short plaid skirt along with a pair of white stockings and a man's black tie attached to the top of the hangar. Behind it was a cheerleader outfit. Cassie had been one in high school, but this wasn't her schools colors.
Darren pulled it forward to see what else was on the hook and frowned at what looked like a slutty candy striper or nurse's outfit. What the hell were these for? He draped the bag back over them and started to turn when his eyes caught sight of another bag hanging on the far left wall of the closet.
He was even more surprised when he saw what was behind this one. A light blue baby doll nightie. The front was transparent lace with a tie just under her breasts leaving the bottom to fall open and expose her stomach. The only part not transparent was two dark blue bows that would cover her nipples.
He lifted the bag over the hook so he could see everything and he shook his head at the sight of a half dozen sets of lingerie. A couple were identical to the blue one, just in black and pink. Others were two piece sets, lace bras and minimal thongs with matching short silk robes.
Cassie had these in an array of bright colors and he knew there were shoes above him that would perfectly match them. A blood red two piece set also had black fishnets clipped to the hangar and he ran his fingers over the material, his cock throbbing as he envisioned his daughter's legs in the stockings.
There were garters attached to a teal ensemble that featured matching stockings and laced up the middle. Even through his lust, Darren noted some of the lingerie was much older than a girl his daughter's age would wear.
Hell, back in his day his girlfriends in high school and even college rarely wore anything like this. He knew things were a lot more advanced today, but garters? The second, and more important, burning question was who was she wearing this for?
Darren slid the bag back down over the lingerie and slid her dresses back into place. He left her closet with the intent to leave her room, but instead remained standing there, not sure what he was looking for.
The question of the lingerie was a tough one. He'd prided himself on never snooping on Cassie, and didn't want to break her trust by confronting her. This was one of the few times he wished Donna was still here.
A mother could get away with more in the way of snooping and certainly talk more easily to her daughter about sex and men. But in the end of their marriage it seemed sex and men other than Darren was what his ex wife was more interested in than her husband and daughter.
Donna has been so interested in one man, a much younger one, that once the divorce was final five years ago, she'd left the state with her boy toy and made him husband number two. More accurately victim number two as Darren had discovered she'd cheated on him with another young man and he divorced her as well.
He sometimes wondered if his fixation with young girls was steeped in a sub conscious revenge on her for cheating on him with men barely in their twenties. Donna had become a milf- cougar screwing with cubs and not long after the divorce he had found himself attracted to young girls.
In those days it was a harmless enough infatuation; first watching a lot of barely legal porn which in time led to the why not of hiring some young girls to have some fun with. That was on the sleazy side, but to him prostitution was like any sales transaction. He wanted something, they had it, he paid for it, everyone was happy.
But watching barely legal porn led him to watching step daughter videos. He figured what the hell, they weren't real daughters, and shit, they weren't real anyway, just actors. The videos made him hotter and harder than the other videos by far.
When the girl the video would beg daddy to fuck her, it sent a thrill through him he'd never experienced before. From there it had devolved into 'real taboo' with the actress posing as a real daughter.
Darren was an educated man. Not just educated, but as an attorney everything was steeped in fact and interpreting those facts and being able to do so with no bias. He knew that any obsession or addiction started with one thing and would keep leading you deeper down the rabbit hole.
Yet he'd been unable to keep himself from falling down the rabbit hole when he'd watched a video of a daughter who was a spoiled back talking brat who paraded around the house barely dressed. She'd pushed the father over the edge and not only did he fuck her, but roughly and calling her names the entire time.
The daughter had responded in kind, referring to herself a nasty little slut and had caused Darren to explode in his hand when she'd looked at her 'father' with a face full of cum and declared herself daddy's little cum dumpster.
The video had him more worked up than anything he'd seen before. He'd begun looking for videos along those lines where father's punished their daughters by giving them the hard fucking they were begging for and telling them what little whores they were.
From there his attention had turned to his own daughter. He hadn't meant for it to happen, but he couldn't help noticing Cassie was like the girls in the videos. She was a spoiled brat, mouthed off to him, half the time didn't listen to him, but most of all was flat out criminally hot and showed off around him all the time.
Darren knew she wasn't trying to tease, she just wore what she wanted and paid no attention to him when he mentioned she showed too much skin. When she'd made the comment, "so what, you're my dad, its not like you look." He'd been wracked with guilt and swore off the videos.
The issue was the live in the flesh embodiment of those videos that he saw every day. Cassie become those girls to him and he found himself thinking of her in ways he shouldn't. Darren would sit on the couch watching her strut around in her skin tight shorts with that bratty look on her face and picture bending her over the couch and spanking her, calling her a little bitch and pounded her tight little pussy.
He couldn't stop the thoughts and it led to masturbating to them. He'd lay there at night like a teenage boy who'd never gotten his dick wet jacking off to a girl he knew he could never have. He'd hoped it would relieve his frustration or even make him so guilty he'd give up on the fantasies.
Yet the thoughts became a flat out obsession to where he felt like he was living in a porn script. Anytime Cassie walked by him or said something out of line, he'd think about ravaging her. Making her say she was sorry, then begging for more of daddy's cock because she loved it so much.



The worst was when she'd lay out by the pool in a bikini he used to yell at her about, but now let her wear it because he liked to look. A couple of times he'd looked out to see she'd untied the top while on her stomach and he'd sunk to the level of yelling her name to see if he'd startle her enough to sit up and give him a look at her breasts.
He imagined her breasts as things of wonder. Like Lindsay's soft, firm, proud and so fucking smooth and young. Darren had jacked off several times while sitting by the window and staring at his daughter's luscious young body glistening in tanning oil.
Darren rubbed at the raging hard on in his jeans and shook his head, trying to clear it. He turned in a circle in Cassie's room still wondering what exactly he was looking for. His eyes landed on a picture of Cassie and Donna taken at the beach.
In the picture Cassie was much younger, but already the spitting image of her mother. Another fact the lawyer in him had picked up on was Cassie's resemblance to the ex wife that cheated on him and was a raging bitch at the end was part of what fueled his fantasies.
Now at eighteen Cassie, resembled her even more. Her facial features and mannerisms were her mother's right down to the attitude. Donna never pouted, but Cassie had her mother's nasty smirk.
She even had her mother's body type. Short and petite, but well-shaped with long legs and wore the same size bra. Darren had noticed that the night he'd slid further down the rabbit hole and jacked off into one of Cassie's bras that had gotten mixed in with his laundry.
It wasn't long after that he'd decided to try getting his fantasies out by way of surrogate. Not knowing much about escorts, he figured he'd have to find one and talk them into the daddy role play. To his surprise, and great appreciation, the adult personals he was 'shopping' on were full of young girls looking for a daddy.
He promised he'd do it just once. Play the daddy game, call her Cassie, get it out of his system. Now he was doing it once a week and didn't see himself stopping. At this point he'd gone from telling himself he'd stop to saying it was harmless and didn't he deserve to have some fun? Justifying like any other addict.
Darren looked away from the picture and walking over next to Cassie's unmade bed, cocked his head, listening for the shower. The water was still running and unsure of what he was looking for he opened the top drawer of her night stand.
"Oh, fuck me," he whispered at the sight of a pink vibrator.
His hand was already reaching for it, but he stopped himself. Darren had already sunk to jerking off in her bra and sniffing one of her thongs that she'd dropped on her way out of the bathroom. He'd seen her do it and rather than tell her she dropped something had waited until she went in her room and then sniffed it like goddamn pathetic teenager.
The scent of his daughter had him hard in seconds, but in that instance he scraped up some dignity and went and hung it on her doorknob like he'd been doing since she was old enough to wear bras and other 'unmentionables' and leave them in the dryer.
Darren stared hungrily at the vibrator with the immature, but nonetheless hot thought of, 'this had been inside her' running through his mind. He was losing the battle and in the process of picking it up when his eyes landed on a box of condoms.
It was towards the back of the drawer and he could only see the edge of the box. Darren eased the drawer open further and noticed it was a three pack. He forced himself to think rationally, and not like a father. Cassie was sexually active and the condoms meant she was being safe about it.
Then he noticed there were a half dozen three packs in the back part of the drawer. The father in him took over. Why would she need that many? His mind spun back to the lingerie and sexy dresses she was hiding and her comments earlier about having friends with benefits and sleeping around rather than having a boyfriend.
Was she sleeping around so much she needed to carry more condoms than a damn drug store? Darren closed the drawer, the condoms having curbed his desire to pick up the toy. He turned away from the nightstand and stared at the closet door.
There was something nagging at the back of his mind and he had the feeling he was missing something. He stood in the middle of her room facing the closet. For some reason he felt what he'd seen in there had something to do with whatever it was that was eluding him.
Darren walked back to the closet and opening it, stepped inside. He put his hand on the dress he'd let Lindsay 'borrow' and slid it to the side to look at the hidden garments behind them again.
"Ahem."
"Shit." He muttered, and with a sigh of resignation turned around.
"Let me guess," Cassie said once he was facing her. "You took a wrong turn on the way to your room?"
"I..." Darren hadn't been sure what he was going to say, but it wouldn't have mattered because the sight before him had him speechless.
Cassie stood there with just a towel wrapped around her nubile young body, her hair still wet from the shower, falling down over her shoulders. Darren's heart pounded as he fought to keep his eyes off of her chest where the towel was tucked in.
He had to blink away the image of the towel falling away, exposing her body to him.
"Well?" She raised her eyebrows and that move made him think again of how much she resembled her mother, especially when she was in bitch mode.
Well? He repeated the question to himself. Rather than answer the question he had no answer for he decided to stall.
"Since when do you walk around the house in just a towel?" He was impressed with the fact he sounded offended. Being an attorney had its perks, especially when it came to acting. He pointed to her.
"That things barely staying up."
"I forgot to bring my robe in with me." She shrugged and for a heart stopping instant, Darren thought the towel was going to slip. "Seeing it's almost midnight, and you had just gotten your needs met I figured you'd be in bed."
"Even if I was, what if I came out to..."
"Not to mention," Cassie spoke over him. "You're standing there with no shirt, no shoes and..." She pointed downward and whispered, "You're fly's halfway down."
Darren looked down and not only saw she was right, but his cock was still semi hard and presenting a pronounced bulge in his jeans. He quickly zipped up, hoping no part of him had been visible.
"That girl must not have been too good." Cassie flashed the smirk. "You still look like you have a need."
"Watch you're goddamn mouth, little girl!" Darren's anger was real, but directed as much at himself for not only putting himself in this situation, but the 'need' Cassie pointed out was a reaction to her. "You shouldn't even be noticing things like that. I'm your father."
"You're also a guy, and a good looking one." Her words caused his eyes to widen. "And I may be your daughter, but I'm a woman too." She unleashed that goddamn giggle. "Guess I just have a habit of looking at guys crotches."
"Seems like you're doing more than looking." Darren pointed out.
"Back to that again?" Cassie sighed dramatically. "Kind of hard to lecture me on sex when you're screwing call girls."
"Back to I'm an adult, a real one, not one who thinks because she's eighteen she knows it all." For the first time in awhile, Darren felt like an actual father rather than a dirty old man with lewd fantasies about his daughter, and kept going.
"There's a line between having fun and having guys think you're a damn slut and if they think you're a slut? It gets to the point when you say no, they won't think it really means no."
"I'm careful, dad." She shook her head. "Try trusting me just a little."
"How many guys have you been with?" He asked abruptly, now wondering if he were still in dad mode or had slipped back into lecherous old man mode.
"None of your business." She waved her hand at him. "And it shouldn't matter."
"Yes, it..."
"Its just sex dad, you said it yourself. I have needs, you know."
"Stop mocking me." Darren warned her. "You think I can't still ground your mouthy ass?"
"I think you haven't told me what you were doing in my closet." Cassie stepped closer so she was now in the doorway of the large closet.
"What's that smell?" She made a show of sniffing.
"Smell?"
Darren wasn't sure what she smelled, but he caught a whiff of her shampoo mixed with the raspberry body lotion she used. Cassie leaned close enough for her damp hair to brush his bare chest and the contact sent a shiver through him. She titled her head so she was looking up at him and he had the insane thought she was going to kiss him.
"Pew!" She scrunched her nose up. "It's whatever cheap perfume your little friend was wearing, it's still all over you."
She eased back from him and gasped, when the towel came loose and began to fall. For a heart stopping second, Darren thought he was going to get a look at the tits he'd been fantasizing about for the past few months.
"Oops!" Cassie laughed as she caught the towel, pressing it to her breasts. It had slipped enough he could just make out the pink skin of her areola. Her hand holding the towel pushed her tits up even higher and Darren had to look away.
"It's okay, dad, the girls didn't get out."
Darren felt like an asshole. His daughter thought he was looking away because that's what a father would do. She had no clue he was looking away because if he didn't he'd stare blatantly and his cock would announce its presence once more.
"The girls?" Even with his current though he couldn't help grinning. "Really?"
"Better than the twins, no?"
"I suppose."
"Or I could have said don't worry, dad, my tits are covered."
"There's that mouth again." He shook his head, as much to try and shake off the effect of hearing his daughter say tits, as to show his annoyance. "How about you come straight home from class all next week?"
"How about you tell me why you were in my closet?" She fixed the towel, tucking it in between her breasts then crossing her arms over them. "I want to know."
The look on her face was pure Donna. Her dark eyes flashing and her full lips set in a frown. He glanced down and sure enough, just like her mother when she was mad her left leg was bent slightly, her toes on the floor, heel in the air.
Cassie's toes were the same blue as her fingers and the dress had been, and the position showed off the shape of her calf nicely. Christ, get a fucking grip, Darren!
"Because I can be, how's that?" He told her and put his hand on her shoulder. "Now move so I can get out of your closet."
"I want to know." She refused to move. "Are you snooping on me?"
"You have something to hide?" He baited her.
"If I do its only because you hate to think of me as a woman." Cassie titled her chin up, another one of her mother's moves when she knew she'd made a point.
Fact was she had made one, a good one. To her, if Darren had looked at the outfits she'd hidden it fit her comment perfectly. If he hadn't it might make him hesitate to look out of embarrassment. Little did she know, her father was all about her being a woman.
She'd put the ball in his court and he decided not to back down.
"What's with all the slutty outfits? That what you change into at your friend's house to go to the club?"
"So I'm a slut if I wear them? Nice dad, you just called your daughter a slut."
She made a show of looking offended, spun on her heel and walked away from him. Darren feasted on the sight of the smooth tanned skin of her upper back with her wet hair flowing across it.
His eyes quickly gravitated to her thighs where the towel didn't cover much past the cheeks of her ass.
"No, I said the outfits are slutty. I know you're not." Did he? Those clothes, the condoms? Again something scratched at the back of his mind. What the hell was he missing?
"If someone wears proper clothes they're proper. If someone wears slutty clothes then..." Cassie sat on the edge of her bed and as Darren approached he couldn't help staring down at her cleavage.
He could see her tan lines and the contrast of the top half of her tits being bronzed and the rest the creamy white of her natural complexion had his dick stirring. Goddamn he'd just fucked a red hot young girl who played his fantasy for him, how could he be this fucking horny?
Because that was a fantasy and the real thing was sitting in front of him in a damn towel, her hair wet and now wearing the petulant pout that drove him crazy. Turning, he spotted her robe balled up on the small chair she liked to read in by the window.
Darren walked over and picking it up, came back and handed it to her. "Put this on, Cass, you really shouldn't be sitting there like that in front of me."
"Back to that again." Cassie muttered, but took the robe and slipped it on. "Don't know why it bothers you. I'm your daughter."
As she reached her arms back to slide into the sleeves the towel started to fall and again his reflexes took over and he quickly put his back to her. He remained where he was until the towel hit him in the back of the head and fell over his face.
"You can turn around now."
Darren took a second to inhale the scent of her body wash from the towel before pulling it from hover his head and tossing it on top the overflowing hamper. When he turned Cassie had turned on the bed and was sitting against her pillows, her long legs stretched out in front of her.
She was still sulking, now playing hurt little girl mode and he had to stifle a laugh when she grabbed her old Pooh Bear she'd had since she was three and hugged it to her.
"Playing it up are we?" He sat down on the edge of the bed, trying not to stare at her legs.
Instead he looked at her face which now without makeup and her brown eyes widened for effect she looked like a little girl and not a mature woman. He felt a wave of shame that seeing her like this, demure and innocent looking turned him on more than when she was in 'hot mode' as he referred to it.
"You hurt my feelings." She pushed her lip out. "Said I'm a slut." The lip trembled and he knew the crocodile tears were next.
"I told you that's not what I said. What I was saying is if you dress like one and you're..." he searched for the word. "Let's say friendly, guys will say you are a slut."
"That's not fair." She surprised him when her eyes flashed in anger rather than keep up with the hurt feeling routine.
"A guy bangs every girl in sight he's a damn stud. A girl has sex with a bunch of guys she's a pig." She raised her eyebrows in a challenge. "Tell me I'm wrong."
"You're not, and you're right, it's a double standard and not fair." He admitted. "But life isn't fair and you should think about it because some day you'll meet a guy you want more than sex from and..."
"And he won't want me because I'm a slut?" She stuck her tongue out and blew a raspberry. "Then fuck him."
"Cassie!"
"Seriously, know what that is, dad? Cold male insecurity plain and simple. Guys say they want this wild girl in bed, but when they get one its...how'd you get so wild? How many guys you been with?"
"Can't argue." Darren nodded. "Lot of guys are all talk."
"Then they wonder were they better? Were their dicks bigger? Did she swallow for him? Did she..."
"What's with the goddamn sex talk?" Darren demanded.
"I thought you said we could always talk about anything?"
"We can, but I'm a guy and know what guys think. I don't need details or you talking like a porn star."
"If you think that's X-rated you haven't watched porn in a long time." She smirked, then to his disbelief went into a series of moans, "Oh, yeah! Oh. Baby, hmm, give it to me just like that!"
Darren tried to speak, tell her to stop, but he couldn't. Then Cassie released several high pitched yelps and squeals. "Oh fuck, oh you're so big it hurts! I've never had a co..."
"Cassie shut up!" He yelled at her, again his rage directed more at him than her because he could have closed his eyes and listened to her do that all night while wishing she was doing it in his ear.
"Sorry, daddy." Cassie looked genuinely contrite as well as nervous. Darren couldn't remember the last time he'd really yelled at her like that.
"You think I don't get what you're doing?" He lowered his voice, but his anger still came through. "You caught me with a hooker, now you're talking about sex and boys and sounding like a phone sex operator. I get it, you think I'm an old pervert."
"No." She shook her head. "You're not old, dad."
"I..." He stopped when he realized what she'd said and stared at her as she lost the battle to hold back a small smile. "Funny." But as her smile spread he found himself calming down. "I see what you did there."
"You're right, I'm teasing you because of that girl." Cassie shrugged and Darren was glad the robe was baggy and he couldn't see her braless breasts bounce anymore. "That and you saying its just sex is okay for you, but not me."
"I say it because I care what people think of you."
"You don't care what I think of you? You had that girl in our house in your bed." She grunted. "Come on dad, you can afford a motel."
"You weren't supposed to be home, but you're right." Darren told her, then slipped in a dig of his own. "Next time will be a motel."
"Good because, trust me, a motel is a lot better than a back seat."
"What?"
"Joking!" She put her hands up. "I'm easy, not sleazy, I want it to at least be in a bed."
"You're easy." Darren rubbed at his temples, this wasn't getting anywhere. "Guess that explains the need for enough condoms to supply a frat house."
"Oh my God!" Cassie sat up, tossing Pooh to the side. "You went into my drawer?"
Oh, fuck why the hell had he said that?
"Yeah, I shouldn't have, but..." Why did he? Because there was something was something that he should be connecting and wasn't."
"That means you saw my..." Cassie turned beet red and she put her face in her hands. "Oh, jeez, dad."
"I'd rather you use that than any boy you think is cute."
"You have nerve telling me not to talk about sex and you say things like that." Cassie looked up at him. "How dare you invade my privacy like this?"
"So you going to tell me why you need all those?"
"They give them out in school, okay? I've had some of them for a while." She slumped back against the headboard. "Or do you think your whore of a daughter needs them for a gang bang where I take on that frat house you just mentioned."
She lowered her head and this time the tears were there.
"Can't believe you went through my closet and my nightstand. I catch you with a goddamn hooker and you're getting into my business? I don't care if you're my father or not, that's bullshit."
"Yeah, well..."
"What were you looking for?" She asked, looking up at him, tears on her cheeks.
I wasn't looking for anything; I had to hang up the dress I let the hooker wear. The one pretending to be you, he sighed to himself.
"I never saw that dress before and when you started talking about picking up guys I...I guess I wondered what else you were hiding I'd never seen." Good job Councilor that sounded legit.
"And what's with all the weird...?"
"They're costumes I wore at parties."
"Parties?"
"Yes, parties, themed parties I've gone to." Cassie explained as if it were obvious. "That's what you were going to ask right? Why I had a school girl outfit and a cheerleader uniform and other stuff."
"Yeah." He said simply. Was that what he'd been missing in his mind? An obvious answer? "Why were you hiding them?"
"I wasn't. I don't wear them all the time so I put them in the back."
"But those dresses and some of those shoes. You don't wear those to work." He caught himself from mentioning the lingerie, he'd already made the mistake of the condoms.



"Those are my club dresses." Cassie put her hands out. "I like to dress sexy and I like to dance and know the guys are looking."
"You like to tease."
"Nah, I put out." She winked, then rolled her eyes at the look on his face. "I like to have fun, dad. I'm not hurting anyone and I'm being careful. I always tell my friends where I'm going and who I'm with and you saw the condoms." She waved her finger back and forth. "No bareback for this girl, promise."
Darren took a breath and didn't bite on the comment. This was not getting anywhere and she was right. He betrayed her trust and for no real good reason. He thought about the lingerie, but had dug himself into enough of a hole. Maybe she brought it with her for after the club the way she was talking.
"So the nights you said you were with friends you were with...new friends?" Darren asked. "You lied repeatedly."
"Because you'd get pissed." Cassie pointed out. "Dad, you said it best. It's just sex. If I get to where there's a guy who I'm into enough he's worth me being just with him I will be. But for now? I'm eighteen, I'm pretty, I'm sexy and I want to enjoy it."
"Well then, little full of yourself aren't we?" He teased.
"You don't think I'm pretty?"
"I think you're beautiful." One of the few honest things he'd said during their conversation.
"Aww, thanks, daddy." She gave him one of the few honest smiles of the night. "You think I'm sexy?"
"I think a daughter doesn't ask her father that." He replied warily.
"But you're a man too." Cassie reached out and ran her hand down his arm. "I told you that you were good looking earlier."
Darren did his best to ignore the electric sensation that went through him at the feel of her nails trailing along his arm.
"And you shouldn't say that either."
"Come on, dad, you know you are." She rested her hand on his shoulder. "Look at you. You're in good shape, you have those deep blue eyes and that salt and pepper look going. A lot of young girls like that, you know."
"You can stop trying to get out of being grounded now." He wanted to ease her hand from his arm, but thought that might look like her touch bothered him so let it stay on his arm trying to ignore the effect it was having on him.
"Bet that girl said you were good looking." Cassie continued to play it up.
"Of course she did, I paid her." He rolled his eyes, disgusted his daughter had discovered his habit. At least she didn't know the real damning details.
"Trust me, dad, she meant it. You think all the guys that hire a girl are good looking like you? A lot of them are out of shape and not attractive and even flat out gross. You're a treat for an escort."
"Never thought of it like that." He stroked his chin. "Guess maybe you're right."
"Good thing for them is they don't have to do a lot of work. Those guys last about two minutes and can't get it up again."
"Then Its easy money then." Darren replied, his eyes on her hand on his arm. Her long slender fingers tipped in blue looked good on him. Her legs looked good stretched out as well. Everything about her looked good, too damn good.
"But I bet you made that little tramp earn hers." Cassie squeezed his arm. "Bet you gave it to her good."
"Cassie you need to learn when to stop." He eased her hand from his arm. "You're right, you're a young woman, not a child and I have to deal with the fact you're sexually active and a lot more active than I'd like you to be, but I'm not going to listen to you keep talking about it."
"Fair enough." Cassie looked at her hand as if he'd offended her by moving it, but didn't say anything. "You never answered me though."
"About what?"
"You said I'm beautiful."
"You are." Feeling bad he'd pushed her hand away he reached out and brushed the back of his hand along her face.
"But do you think I'm sexy?"
"If I thought of you as sexy there would be something wrong with me." There was, but she didn't need to know that.
"As a dad, but what about as a guy?" She pressed. "I can see you're a sexy older guy."
"Thanks for putting older in." Darren tried to keep it light even though her words were driving him crazy. She kept saying she liked how he looked. Did she? Was she talking like this because maybe she...oh, for fucks sake, stop it.
"Guess no answer means no."
"You shouldn't need me to tell you that. Seems like a lot of guys your age think you are. I wouldn't think you'd need reassurance."
"Maybe I just like to hear what you think because you're always honest."
Yeah, he was really honest these days. He mocked himself. He didn't reply right away, just sat and stared down at the floor between his bare feet. He thought about this entire surreal night, replaying it in his mind.
He lifted his head as he now remembered Lindsay saying something to Cassie that had wiped the smile off her face.
"Cassie, what did Lindsay say to you?"
"Why do you care?"
"Because you looked upset."
"Deal time, Mr. Lawyer." The smirk was back. I'll answer you if you'll answer me."
"Oh, come on!"
"I'll make it easier. If I wasn't your daughter and you were sitting somewhere and saw me in the dress I came home in would you think I was hot?"
"There's no way to answer this properly."
"You can tell me I'm beautiful, what's the difference?"
"Because beautiful isn't a sexual term. Sexy is. You want to know if I'd check you out."
She tilted her head and sighed. "Guess I just want to know if an older man would find me sexy. Guys my age think breathing is sexy."
Darren took a deep breath, then answered quickly. "If you weren't my daughter I would think wow, she's hot."
"Really?" Cassie beamed and sitting up surprised him with a hug. "Thanks, dad!"
"Um, yeah." He turned and awkwardly returned the embrace. "But let's be clear I don't think of you that way."
"Course not." She sat back and gave him a funny look. "Why would I think you did?"
"Don't know. Just felt the need to clarify this bizarro world talk." He reached out and tapped her knee. "Now what did she say that wiped that smirk off your face?"
"Oh." Cassie shook her head. "I can't answer."
"Bullshit, we made a deal." He reminded her.
"But you said to stop talking dirty."
"Fine, I'll give you a pass. What did she say?"
"She told me my daddy was a damn good fuck and she was coming back to get more of your big cock."
Darren felt his face heating up. "Oh, well, you know she was just busting you up."
"I don't know, you fill out those jeans pretty well." Cassie told him. "But that's why I looked, to see if she was being honest or not."
"And on that note, I'll say good night." Darren rose and hoped to hell his crotch wasn't filling his jeans at the moment.
He leaned over and kissed her forehead. "Good night, Cass, I love you."
"Love you too, dad." She put her hand behind his head before he could lean back and gave him a quick peck that came unnervingly close to his lips. The feel of her soft lips caused another unnatural thrill and he fought not to imagine them on another part of his anatomy.
"Get some sleep you have a nine o'clock class tomorrow." He straightened and quickly put his back to her so his crotch wouldn't be level with her face.
"Hey, dad am I really grounded?"
He shook his head. "Know what? I shouldn't have been in your closet and looked in your nightstand. So how about we let each other off the hook?"
"Deal!" She clapped her hands.
"No more lying. If you're going to spend the night with some guy, then I don't want to think you're at a friend's house in case anything happens."
"Okay." She sighed. "As long as you don't play twenty questions with who he is."
"Fine." It was his turn to sigh. "But I don't like it."
"I don't like my dad with hookers, but we agreed its just sex so let's call it even."
"Cute." Darren muttered as he walked out of the room, and something Donna would do to him. Even with his back to her he could feel that smart ass smirk he'd like to wipe off her face...with his cock.
"Night Cass." He managed to say through the self-loathing that always followed those thoughts. "See you in the morning."
"Not if I see you first old guy." Cassie repeated the ritual they'd started back when she was in her early teens.
"Get some sleep, brat." He shut her light off and closed the door.
Darren remained in front of the door for a moment, a sense of relief flowing through him that at least for the moment the awkward situation was over. He took a deep breath and realized Cassie wasn't kidding, he smelled of Lindsay's perfume.
He wouldn't have minded smelling like her pussy, but he hadn't worked up the nerve yet to ask one of his make believe daughters if he could go down on them. Not just the nerve to ask, but the thought of had they had anyone else inside them that night. Who the hell knew?
Darren turned away from his bedroom to head to the bathroom when he noticed light coming from beneath Cassie's door. She must have turned the lamp on next to her bed. When she was young he'd catch her doing that to read when she thought he was in his room.
After a while Darren had made the connection she liked him catching her and tucking her in again. He didn't tuck her in anymore, but for old time's sake maybe he'd bust her up. Darren gently turned the knob and eased the door open, trying to catch her by surprise.
He planned on yelling "Why aren't you sleeping yet?" but stopped when he peeked into the room.
Cassie was on her side, leaning over with her hand in the nightstand. The robe had ridden up and he was staring at her exposed left ass cheek. Her right leg was bent and Darren's cock swelled as she leaned further and showed some of that cheek as well.
If he was closer and the light was brighter he might even get a glimpse between his daughter's thighs. He told himself to go take a damn shower. A cold one at this point, but kept staring. Cassie rolled back over and Darren's eyes widened when he saw the vibrator in her hand.
He swallowed hard when she put the tip under her nose, then gave him a sick thrill when she slipped the tip between her lips. She closed her eyes and worked it in and out of her mouth.
A soft moan reached his ears as she now bobbed her head, giving the toy a mock blow job. Her eyes stayed closed as her free hand slipped into her robe to fondle her breast. She moaned louder and removing the toy from her mouth, placed it on her inner thigh and slid it up and down, teasing herself.
Darren's cock was so hard it bordered on painful and he released a soft hiccup like sound when he realized he'd been holding his breath. That sound was most likely drowned out by the toy being turned on and her room being filled with a soft humming.
Cassie worked the toy up under the robe and released a gasp followed by a long sultry moan that had his balls aching with the need to be where that damn toy was. Her hand slid out of her robe and grabbed the tie.
She pulled the knot loose and lifting one side of the robe began to pull the robe open. Somewhere deep inside him, his natural reflexes over powered his unnatural obsession and he turned his head away while closing the door as quietly as possible.
Whether he did it for the right reason of knowing no way in hell would a decent father watch his daughter masturbate, or because he was afraid she could open her eyes and catch him he wasn't sure, but all that mattered was he managed the right thing.
But he remained by the door, listening to the humming and his daughter's moans over it. If she had just had sex why was she getting off? Probably because most guys her age had no idea how to actually take care of a woman.
He imagined her sucking and fucking like the little wild cat he fantasized her as being while the young guy who had no idea who lucky he was, barely touched her pussy and maybe sucked her tit and that was it.
But if he could get his hands on her he'd make her cum so hard she'd be dizzy. Then he'd fuck the little smart ass until she couldn't walk straight. His hand was on his crotch and it struck him that he'd just had sex, and some pretty good sex and here he was already knowing he was going to jack off in the shower.
For him, he knew it was because as good as it was with Lindsay she couldn't completely satisfy him, only Cassie could, but that was a line that could never be crossed, let alone she wouldn't share his taboo desire and lust after her as he did, Darren would never want to hurt her in anyway.
He forced himself to step away from the door and get away from the sounds coming from within his daughter's room. Darren went into the bathroom, turned on the shower and stripped. His cock was swollen, the head purple and dripping as it had been for Lindsay earlier.
Next time he'd have the girl suck him off, then fuck her. Get off twice, if nothing else being this hard again showed him he could do it. All he had to do was think about Cassie. Darren got into the shower and not bothering to wash himself first, quickly squirted some of Cassie's body wash in his hand.
He grabbed his cock and stroked it hard and fast. He thought of Cassie behind him, reaching around to jerk her daddy off. He cupped his balls with his free hand picturing it as hers, rubbing his balls to help him come.
He came quickly, shooting a far bigger load than he thought he was capable of for a second one of the night, he did so picturing Cassie not only masturbating, but masturbating to him because she secretly desired him.
When his balls had nothing left, he leaned forward, letting the water his back while resting his head on the tile and though again how pathetic he was, thinking his daughter would think of him in the twisted way he thought of her.
He thought of her, opening her robe and showing off her perfect body and smiling up at him.
"It's only sex, Daddy." She'd say with that smirk, throwing his words back at him as she so often did and making him want to tear into her.
"No," He whispered into the steamy shower. "It's just fucking wrong."
Chapter Four
"Hey, Cass!" Darren called as he knocked on her bedroom door. "You decent?"
"No, I'm slutty, remember?" She called back.
"Never going to live that down am I?" He sighed at the door.
"Kidding! Give me a sec!"
Darren waited until she yelled. "Come on in."
He entered her room and shook his head at how messy it was.
"Thought girls were supposed to be neat." He gestured around the room as he came in. "Look at this place."
"That's sexist." Cassie was lying on her stomach\, propped up on her elbows with her lap top in front of her. "Girls have every right to be the slobs boys are."
"I see." He approached the bed. "So this isn't so much as a mess as a feminist protest?"
"You got it!" She turned to look at him, a big smile on her face. "I'm an activist!"
"You're something."
His daughter was something alright, especially in her current position. Cassie was in a pair of painted on denim shorts that showed off her ass perfectly. The top was a plain white sleeveless T-shirt, but the white cotton looked good against her deeply tanned skin.
Cassie had her hair pinned up, exposing the smooth skin of her upper back and the fact she wasn't wearing a bra. More unnerving was the fact she had her legs bent at the knees and her legs crossed at the ankles, her bare feet up in the air.
His favorite position for a blow job he lamented while staring at the smooth soles of her small feet. Her toes were curled and he could make out her nails which tonight were painted black. He swore she painted her fingers and toes every other day.
"What's up, dad?"
"Just seeing if you were hungry or needed anything. I have some work to do so will be holed up in my office for the rest of the night."
"I'm fine, I ate before I left work."
"How'd you do in tips today?" He asked while walking to the head of the bed and sitting down in the small chair next to the window. "Days are usually slow, no?"
"Not bad, they had a few high rollers come in for one of their working lunches."
"Can I ask you something?"
"Sure."
"When we were talking the other night about...you know."
"Sex?" She corrected him. "We were talking about sex."
"Okay, sex. You don't let any of the guys there pick you up, do you?"
"Hell no!" She answered indignantly. "You don't shit where you eat. They'd blab about it."
"Classy." He grunted. "But smart. So you don't worry about that with the guys your age?"
"I don't get to know them well enough to care." She raised her eyebrow as if daring him to start up again about her sex life.
"I see." He said simply, not wanting another argument. After all, he'd been looking forward to going online all day and didn't want to ruin his mood with another fight.
"Besides most of them really couldn't say anything even if they wanted to."
"Why's that?"
Cassie frowned as if she'd said something she shouldn't have. She paused for a moment before saying, "Because they probably figure their girlfriends might get mad."
"Cassie!"
"Hey, that's their business not mine. I don't push them, they come to me."
"You're risking a lot of drama." Darren explained. "And maybe some trouble. Girls can be as crazy as guys these days."
"Duly noted." She turned her head to face her lap top. "I'm all set for food and have something I need to work on too, so you're off the hook on daddy duty for the rest of the night, okay?"
Darren wanted to tell her to watch her attitude, but decided against it. It would escalate things and at this point her attitude would just add more heat to his next encounter with another 'daughter'.
He watched her type on her lap top, his eyes drifting to where the t-shirt was showing quite a bit of her braless breasts. He enjoyed the contrast of her tan lines and thought about how some white would look pretty good on the tanned portion of her breasts.
Cassie was now kicking her legs back and forth, keeping her ankles crossed as she did and wiggling her feet. Darren quickly rose from the chair before his cock responded more than it already was.
"Okay, well I might be doing some Zoom so if you need anything knock first, okay?"
"Okay." Cassie spoke without looking up. "But I'll be busy the rest of the night so feel free to watch porn or browse the personals. I won't bother you."
Darren stiffened and gave her a hard stare. He knew Cassie sensed he was staring at her, but she continued to type, now humming tunelessly as if telling him she was ignoring him.
"That mouth is going to get you in serious trouble one of these days, little girl," he warned her.
"Usually it gets me out of trouble." Cassie turned to look at him. "I mean as in talk my way out of things, not what you were just thinking."
Goddamn little shit had nailed him again, giving him cause to start in on her, then turning it around on him as if he had the dirty mind. His only saving grace was she had no idea he'd instantly thought of her mouth on him, rather than just her making another off color remark.
"Case in point, smart ass," he told her. "One of these days I'm going to stop cutting you slack and really lay into you."
Cassie met his gaze, her brown eyes neither wide and innocent or smoldering in teenage angst when she was mad at him. Her stare was surprisingly intense as if there were something behind it other than what he'd just said.
"Like that, wouldn't you?" she replied, her voice, like her eyes, serious. "That's what you used to tell mom. Sorry I remind you of her."
"Excuse me?" That caught him off guard.
"That's why my smart ass comments really tick you off. I sound like her and I look like her and I kind of act like her." Her eyes and face softened. "You mad at me, dad, or you still mad at her?"
"Both." He admitted, "Her for being that way and you for knowing what she was like and acting just like her. You know how much she upset me and you do it anyway."



"Sorry, dad," she said softly. "She hurt me too, you know."
"I know." He reached down and put his hand on her shoulder.
"I would have wanted to live with you anyway, but she didn't even try to get me to come with her, just left." She briefly tilted her head to rest against the back of his hand. "So I get mad at me when I sound like her too. I'll try to do better, promise."
"I will too." He leaned over and kissed the top of her head. "You're not her, you're much sweeter."
Cassie laughed loudly. "Get the high boots! But can I say something?"
"Go for it."
"You never really did lay into mom. You'd argue here and there, but you never reamed her or tore into her like you should have even when you caught her cheating."
"That was for you, Cass. I didn't want you to hear us or for her to tell you I was out of line and play victim."
"I get it, but you never got to and maybe that's why you tell me the same thing, but never do."
"Not seeing the point." He frowned.
"Point is maybe one of these days you need to lay into me. Get some closure and put mom behind you." She gave him a soft smile. "I'd understand if you ever really got angry and took it out on me. I'd know why."
She had no idea what he wanted to take out on her, but the fact she was smart enough to see the situation and mature enough to talk about it was impressive.
"Okay," He sighed dramatically deciding to end on a light note. "But if I ever really start yelling at you, you have yourself to blame."
"Got it." She nodded.
"Good, now I need to get to some work." He walked away and had reached her door when she spoke from behind him.
"Seriously, dad. You ever need me to take one for the team to make you feel better, I'd be happy too."
"Thanks." He muttered so softly he wasn't sure if she heard him and left the room before he could picture her 'taking it' for the team. If she had any idea of what his idea of that expression would mean she'd be appalled.
Appalled is what he should be, but as always he shrugged off guilt and shame and walking down the hallway out through the living room and entered his office. He locked the door behind him and sitting down at his desk, shook the mouse.
When his screensaver, a picture of him with Cassie at her high school graduation six months ago, came up he quickly clicked chrome. He closed his eyes for a moment, letting the recent awkwardness with Cassie slip away from him.
After all, even though she'd pissed him off as only she could, this was where he would 'lay into her' in the only way he could. Opening his eyes, he typed in 'sex finder' and when the site came up, clicked Rhode Island.
He scanned the list of forums and found the personals, looking through the search options, he clicked females age eighteen to twenty one. He sat back in his chair as the page filled with thumbnail pictures of hot young girls and the titles of their ads.
He directed the mouse to advanced search and typed in the word Daddy.
Time to find this weekend's daughter.
Chapter Five
Darren sat in front of the computer, his cock hard just from looking at the dozens of ads of young girls looking to be daddy's girl, for a price. His eyes darted from pic to pic, the girls ranging from young and innocent looking with pig tails and shots of their very small breasts, to girls who looked more slutty and aggressive.
He wished they'd refined the search for certain physical attributes as he scanned for girls with long brown hair and brown eyes. Black hair would be okay if the rest of the girl was perfect, and hell many of the little pros mentioned in their ads they had assortments of wigs and costumes.
This game was his guilty pleasure turned downright obsession and if he were going to pay for it, then he wanted as close to his daughter as possible. Darren's eyes fell on Lindsay's profile where she went by 'Daddy's pretty kitty' proclaiming she was daddy's best girl who would do anything to make him happy.
"Sometimes naughty, sometimes nice, you can pamper or punish me. I always take what my daddy gives me." He read softly.
He thought about contacting her again, this time to meet at a hotel. Lindsay was as close to Cassie looks wise as he'd found and had done a good job of trying to play the game even though he kept going from wanting her demure and hesitant to daddy's dirty girl.
The blue tab beneath her name and picture declared she was online now meaning he could chat with her. He hovered the mouse over send Lindsay a message, then scrolled away. Lindsay had met the real Cassie and had to notice the resemblance.
There was no way she didn't know this wasn't just a game for him, but that he wanted his real daughter, therefore she was off the table. Darren stared at the ads feeling like a kid in a candy store.
All these luscious young girls looking to fulfill the daddy daughter fantasy made him feel much more at ease about it. There was obviously a big demand for it. Whether or not some guys played it just for a fun thrill or there were some like him with daughters they had a thing for it didn't really matter, it was all harmless fun.
"Justify Darren." He mocked himself even as he kept looking.
At this point he'd done this several times and recognized many of the girls. It was like being a kid in a toy store and told you could only have one thing. Darren reached the bottom of the first of the five pages.
They were in no real order and normally he didn't mind taking his time, but he was already hard and squirming in his seat like a teenager in heat. He wanted to make a choice and follow his pathetic routine of jerking off in his chair to the profile pics of his next little girl.
At the bottom of the page there were options for most popular, currently online. On occasions if the girl looked that good he'd message them and wait a few hours for them to message back through the account he created under Come to daddy with no profile pic or other information.
Tonight he wanted to make a pick, hopefully for this Friday night when Cassie had to work so he clicked currently online. Two dozen or so ads came up and he frowned when many of them were blondes and redheads.
Darren scrolled further down and froze on an ad he'd never seen before.
"Hot damn."
The picture was of a girl kneeling on a bed. Her face was cropped out, but her long curly brown hair flowed halfway down her back. Her legs were clad in black thigh highs and rather than wearing fuck me shoes like most of the girls did, she was just in her stocking feet.
She wore a two piece lingerie set, the bottom a pair of transparent black lace boy shorts and the top a dark blue and black bikini like top with blue lace cups. The picture was a side view and her hands were on her knees, her delicious looking ass pointing out.
The lower part of her face was visible showing off a huge smile and full sensual lips coated in a deep red. Darren's eyes lit up at her name and description.
"Daddy's little brat."
"Lots of good girls are on here looking to please their daddy. They're cute and soft and love to be daddy's playful kitten. But not this little brat. This brat is sassy and smart assy. I love to tease daddy and misbehave until he has no choice but to put me in my place by giving his bitchy daughter the fucking she's begging for."
Darren clicked' read more' and continued, his cock getting stiffer by the second.
"So don't worry, daddy you don't have to be good to this bad girl. You can treat me like the little cock teasing whore I am. You can shut me up, daddy! All you have to do is shove your big dick in my slutty mouth and then make me squeal by ravaging my tight little pink pussy. You can spank me and call me names and treat me the way you've always wanted to treaty your bitchy daughter."
"Jackpot." Darren whispered. This girl couldn't be more perfect he thought while he clicked on the line; see more pictures of 'Daddy's Little Brat.'
His excitement grew as he clicked on each of the pictures. The first was her kneeling on the bed, but this time the view was from the front and she was topless, her hands covering her breasts, but her nipples peeking out between her fingers.
The girl continued to be ideal as even her breasts were the perfect size, not small, but not the larger more full breasts he associated more with older women. Her nipples were a light pink and her nails the same dark blue as the top she'd been wearing.
She had a good tan going, and her tan lines, like the rest of her were hot as hell. The second pic she was on her stomach, in a black thong, her legs spread and bent at the knees. In this one she wore black heels and her arms were behind her, grabbing them and holding her legs bent.
He stared hungrily at the thin strip of black material covering her pussy. Damn, what a fucking hot position! He clicked the next picture which was of her bent over the bed the words 'spank me' written in red lipstick on her cheeks.
Her face wasn't visible in any of the pictures, but Darren couldn't picture any girl with a body this hot not being attractive. He brought up the last picture. In this one she was sitting on the edge of the bed, her legs back in the black stockings and wide open.
She wore no panties, but there was a pink heart shaped piece of paper covering her pussy with "Daddy's cock goes here." written on it.
Her head was lowered and her long curly hair had been pushed forward to obscure her face. She was topless, but her hair draped over each of her breasts, covering her nipples, but leaving the lower curve of them visible.
Darren had seen a lot of girls on here, but this girl was by far the hottest. She was online now and his fingers trembling with excitement, he clicked message and typed. "So I hear you've been acting up again."
He sat back in his chair, his heart racing. Even though he'd done this several times, it was still a nervous rush to reach out and see if the girl would respond. Even though it said online, she could be talking with someone else, or even away from the computer without having logged off.
His fingers drummed nervously on the desk hoping someone hadn't beat him to her. Darren looked at the rest of her ad which declared she could show up, classy or trashy, sweet or naughty and had a variety of costumes.
'No bareback, so don't ask' was the first thing he saw he wasn't thrilled with, but he could understand why. In fact he was amazed Lindsay and one other girl he'd found allowed it. Even more amazed he'd been so desperate for as close to his fantasy as possible he'd risk getting something from them.
She was out call only, but most of the young ones were and insisted on a real phone number she could call. With a grin Darren reached into his drawer and brought out a cheap Samsung he'd bought just to use for occasions like this.
Her price was $250 for an hour. Most were $150, but it wasn't a big deal. What surprised him was the next line which declared $500 for 'All you can handle'. The chirping sound announcing a reply startled him as he pondered exactly what he could handle.
"I'm always acting up. What are you going to do about it, daddy?"
"I'm going to straighten you out once and for all." He typed and kept his fingers on the keyboard as the words 'daddy's little Brat is typing a reply' showed up over the message box.
"Whatever, you keep saying that, but you never do it. You're full of shit, daddy."
A smile spread across his face. She was already in character. He imagined Cassie saying that to him, oh, wait, she did say things like that to him. It was part of why this type of girl was exactly what he needed.
"Watch your mouth, little girl."
"Bet you want to watch my mouth. Watch it on your big cock, isn't that right daddy?"
"At least you'd be quiet for once."
"Not really, I'd be gagging and whimpering and slobbering and looking up at you with my eyes watering from how hard you're fucking your girl's dirty mouth."
"Holy shit!" Darren shook his head, and went to type a reply, but she kept going.
"Like that, Daddy? Like face fucking your little girl? You going to cum for me, daddy? Going to wash my mouth out with cum? Make me swallow every drop?"
"Then make me keep sucking it, keep you hard so you can bend me over and force that big dick in my bratty cunt and fuck me so hard I squeal like the little pig I am? Pull my hair and spank my ass?"
"I'll be crying and begging you to stop! Please, daddy! Please stop! I'll be good, I promise! Oh, daddy you're cock's too big for me! It hurts daddy! Ohhhhh!"
Darren sat there speechless, his heart racing and his cock aching at the thought of hearing all this in person and having his hands on that incredible body.
"Still there, daddy? You too busy jerking off to talk?"
"What color are your eyes?" He asked just to say something as he was still trying to pull himself together after what she'd typed.
"Before I answer how old are you? Are you old enough to be my daddy? Please be honest. If we hook up and you're young I'll leave. I like men, not boys."
"I'm in my forties, old enough to be your daddy for real. How old are you?"
"I'm eighteen and I have big brown eyes to look up at daddy while he's stuffing my mouth with his cock."
18, oh, good god, he thought.
"You all talk or really like it rough and nasty?"
"Are you all talk, daddy? Bet you are. Bet you couldn't give this brat what she needs."
"Don't try me little girl."
"I'd like you to try me. You want a piece of this brat, baby?"
"Two fifty is more than the other girls are asking." He wanted to break her stride and not want her to think she had him that easily, even though he knew he was going to book her.
"I'm worth every penny. Lot of girls like the daddy game because the guys are good to their little girls, so it's easy money. I'm the naughty daughter guys don't want to be nice to. This brat gets more money for letting daddy use my slutty holes the way he's always wanted to"
"Can I go down on you?" He typed it quickly and immediately felt pathetic. How many guys would actually want to go down on a hooker? But in his best fantasies he made Cassie come and showed her how good daddy could be to her if she'd let him.
"You want to suck your daughter's clit, daddy? Make me come in your face? I thought I was a brat and deserved to be punished?"
"Daddy wants to show you why you should be with him and not fucking those stupid little boys who don't know what they're doing."
"Oh, that's the game? Your baby girl is getting laid and it makes you mad and jealous so you want to show her what a real man can do for her?"
Darren frowned; it was eerie how she knew exactly what he wanted and why he wanted it. He supposed she'd picked things up from other guys, but he still felt put off he was that transparent to her.
"You can go down on me." She typed as he was considering a response. "I don't just do this for the money, I get into it."
"They all say that." Darren rolled his eyes as he replied.
"I'm not like the rest. I want to cum for my daddy, but most guys just want me to blow them then fuck me and send me on my way. I have to get myself off when I get home."
"Will you play with yourself for me?" that's something he'd never thought of before the other night when he'd caught Cassie using her toy.
"I'll do anything daddy wants; after all, I'm being punished aren't I?"
"Speaking of whatever daddy wants, what's the all you can handle mean?"
"It means that your brat will keep sucking you hard and fucking you until you can't get it up anymore. No time limit, I'm there to drain daddy's balls."
No time limit...Drain Daddy's balls. Cassie worked until two am on Friday's he'd be able to take his time and still get home well before she did. Even if he didn't, who cared? He was the damn parent around here.
"I may take you up on that." He took a breath and then the plunge. "You available Friday night?"
"Maybe."
"Maybe?"
"It depends."
"Depends on what?" Was this part of her game?
"Are you hard for your brat, daddy?"
"I've been hard since I saw your pictures."
"Then show me your cock."
"What?" Was she serious?
"Take a picture of your cock and send it to this number." She typed a number which started with a local area code.
"You really are a brat aren't you?"
"I am and if this pisses you off you can take it out on me, now show me your cock."
"Seeing you're the one that is looking to make money, shouldn't you be a little nicer?"
The idea of taking a picture of his cock both appealed to him and annoyed him. He wasn't a teenager and thought the whole 'dick pic' think on dating sites was classless.
Because a guy who hired hookers to pretend to be his daughter was classy?
"I told you I'm not like the other girls. See, I have a real daddy and live in a nice house, I don't need the money that bad."
"Then why do you do it for money?"
"Because I want nice clothes and shoes and my daddy wants me to work for them. He thinks I have a job, he has no idea where my money really comes from."
For the first time Darren felt his enthusiasm wane. The idea that these girls were other men's daughters hadn't quite dawned on him. He'd just given Cassie a hard time for fooling around with guys. These girls were hookers.
"That and it makes it even more of a turn on." She went on typing. "Thing is, I have what you need and you need your brat's talented mouth and tight cunt more than I need you."
"Real cute." He typed and realized it was what he said to Cassie when she smarted off. This girl was a brat.
"I'm damn cute, that's why you put up with my shit, daddy. Then I say that wrong thing and you just give me what I'm begging for. That's what you want isn't it?"
"I'll text you so you have a real number for me, but I'm not showing you my dick. I'm not a teenager."
"Your choice. I've already gotten two other chat requests while we've been talking. Good luck looking for your little girl."
"Seriously?"
"I told you I can be choosy. I want a daddy with a cock big enough to stuff my mouth and my pussy. I'll give you one minute to send it to me."
"I'm your daddy, I call the shots." He tried.
"Yeah, sure you do. That's why you're looking to fuck a girl like me because your little girl has you whipped."
Damn, she was a little bitch...and he loved it.
"Tell you what; I'm having fun with you. You send me the picture and you have a nice cock, then I'm yours Friday night."
Darren rolled his eyes, but found his hand reaching for the phone.
"If you need help stroking it up, look at my pics. Look at that spankable ass and those pink nipples playing peek-a-boo with you."
"But what I really want you to look at is my smile. Look at those lips and think about them around your cock. Imagine them covered in daddy's sticky cum after he wipes his dripping dick off on his brat's face."
Darren didn't need much encouragement; he'd been close to fully hard even when she was giving him shit. He unsnapped his jeans and lifting his hips, pulled them and his underwear down.
He figured what the hell, it's not like he wasn't going to spank it to her pics anyway. It was just the point she was calling the shots. But if he sent the picture, that would change. Friday the little bitch would be all his and he'd punish her just like she said she wanted to be.
His cock sprang free and lifting the phone, he found the camera and held it in his left hand while he stroked his cock. He'd been so worked up his tip was oozing and he squeezed the tip, and smeared the sticky pre cum along his shaft making it glisten.



Darren was now fully hard and squeezing his cock at the base, snapped two pictures. Before he could lose his nerve he quickly texted the pictures and sat there with his cock out, waiting for her reply.
He'd been watching the screen, but the reply came by text.
"Oh, daddy, what a nice cock! It's so big you're going to have to force it into my tight little slit."
"So yes to Friday?"
."What time and where?"
"How about eight at the Sheraton by the airport?"
"You want an hour or as much of this brat as you can handle?"
Like she should even have to ask at this point, he thought. "I'll pay the five, but you're going to earn it."
"I will, daddy! I'm going to lay here in my bed in my nice room and I'm going to shove my fingers in my hot little twat and rub my clit while I think about sucking and fucking that big dick. You going to jerk off to my pictures tonight, daddy?"
"Yes." He admitted. "As soon as we're done."
"Good, when you blow that nice big load imagine shooting it down my throat or all over my bratty face."
"Oh, I will."
"Want me to wear anything special?"
Darren nodded, this was better than her previous attitude. He thought about it for a minute. The sundress look was a good one, but Lindsay had just done that for him. He wasn't into the school girl look.
"Daddy?"
"Thinking." He smiled at her calling him that even through the chat.
"What would you yell at your daughter for wearing?"
"Who says I have a daughter?"
"Please. Of course you do."
He decided not to incriminate himself by arguing. He looked at her line about being angry and thought about the argument he'd had with Cassie the other night.
"How about one of those slutty mini dresses the girls wear to the clubs?"
"I can do that. I have different colors, what do you like?"
"You have something like the lingerie in your pictures? The Black and Blue?"
"I can wear the lingerie if you want. I'll wear it under my coat when I come see you."
Damn! Why hadn't he thought of that?"
"Okay, and with the black stockings?"
"I'll show up exactly as I am in the picture and I'll paint my fingers and toes dark blue to match."
"Sounds, good, baby girl!" He typed with a smile.
"I'm not your baby girl. Baby girls are cutesy and sweet. I'm your bitch of a daughter. The girl you love, but who pisses you off to the point you want to hate fuck her. That's who I am."
Hate fuck? Jesus was this girl really eighteen? How much experience did she have to talk like this? Hell, why would he care? All that experience was going to be his Friday night.
"So you really are daddy's bad girl? You wouldn't want daddy to be good to you?"
"My real daddy is good to me, but he won't treat me the way I wish he would."
"So you really want your dad?" Darren replied with satisfaction as he turned her goading him about really wanting his daughter back around on him. Instead her reply stunned him.
"I'd fuck him in a heartbeat. Just like I bet you'd fuck your daughter. But we can't so here we are, right?"
"You sure you're eighteen?" This time he asked the question.
"You'll be sure how young I am when you feel your cock spreading my teenage cunt, daddy. Now I'm going to go because I'm so wet I'm squirming and I need to cum. Text me the hotel room number when you have it."
"Hey, what's your name?" He realized he'd never asked and she hadn't volunteered one.
"Whatever you want it to be, most likely whatever your daughter's name is. You can tell me who I am on Friday."
Before he could type anything she added. "Sweet dreams, Daddy." And her status changed to offline.
"Goddamn." Darren slumped back in the chair and stared down at his turgid cock. He was so fucking hard his balls were beginning to ache.
With no hesitation he brought the picture of her lying on her stomach holding the heels of her fuck me shoes to full size. He pulled open the lower desk drawer removing the small bottle of 'gun oil' lube he kept there, and squirted some on his cock.
Darren's eyes locked onto the strip of material between her thighs, he stroked his now slick cock, imagining his hand to be that tight little slit. He'd fuck her just like that, holding himself over her and driving down into that young cunt while she lay there prone, holding her legs up and squealing and he pounded her.
He was so worked up it wasn't long before his balls tightened and the cum raced through his shaft. His fantasy switched to her lying on her back, Darren straddling her, pinning her arms over her head with one hand while jacking his cock into her bratty face.
"Oh, fuck." He groaned as his cock erupted, showing just how excited he was by sending a squirt of cum onto his desk before the rest flowed down his shaft and over his hand.
In his mind's eye that first squirt went into her mouth and rest all over her bitchy little face. He was going to give this girl the fucking she claimed she was craving. The hard and brutal fucking he'd held back from with the other girls in fear of being too rough.
He wouldn't worry about it with this one though. No this little bitch was everything he wanted and unless it was a good act, she'd welcome every second of a, how did she say it, hate fuck?
It was a good description. He loved Cassie dearly as a father, but as a man? She pissed him off to no end; cock teased him and had her bitch mother's attitude. No, there would be nothing sweet or playful about fucking her, he'd treat her like the little snot she was.
Darren continued to stare at the picture, his breathing slowing down as his cock softened into the sticky mess dripping down to his balls and at the base of his shaft. He hoped to hell he wasn't this quick when he got his hands on her, but then again she claimed she'd take as much as he could give.
And at this point he planned on giving that little brat all she could handle. Darren sighed and grabbing some tissues from the box on the desk wiped up the mess as he thought that as much as this girl had both ticked him off and unnerved him, she was right.
He'd be calling her Cassie.
Chapter Six
Darren looked at the clock and saw it was seven fifty. Exactly one minute since the last time he'd looked at the clock. He'd always had that mix of nervousness and excitement when he did this, but this time it seemed magnified.
For this game he didn't have to hold back, he didn't have to try to fit the typical daddy role and spend time being 'good' to his little girl. Tonight it would be about the Cassie of the evening being treated roughly and punished as she should be and because of that the last couple of days had gone by slower than any he could remember.
He'd left the office at five today, something all but unheard of for him in order to get home and shower and take a quick nap to rest up for what he anticipated as being the longest sexual marathon he'd had since his college days.
Darren kept thinking of how hot it would be to have cum a couple times and on his own, be spent, but having this little slut suck his cock and keep sucking it until he was hard enough to fuck her again.
He'd make her work for each additional load and if he felt too tired to fuck he'd make her suck him off the last round and the longer it took, the better. His 'Cassie' whimpering and drooling and slobbering as she desperately strived for those last few drops from his balls so her 'punishment' would be over.
Darren had felt like a teenage boy the last couple days. Anytime the thought of tonight crossed his mind he became hard. Even in court he'd sat there at the table and had to force his mind to stay focused on his job and not thinking of a barely legal daughter working his balls.
He'd jerked off twice a day the last couple of days, but forced himself not to do it today. No, today he wanted to stay unsatisfied so that first load was a nice big one going down his misbehaving daughter's throat.
Another thought that kept getting him worked up was the idea of going down on her. Making her come for him, hearing her squeal while she came hard, and then shoving his dick immediately into that still quivering little snatch.
Darren had the usual twinge of guilt and awkwardness when Cassie had come home from class and yet another trip to the mall. He'd asked her if she wanted him to make her dinner, but she replied she'd eaten at the mall and wanted to nap before heading out to work.
She'd been in a pair of white shorts that did amazing things for her tanned legs and her cute little ass, along with a matching sleeveless shirt with a picture of a broken halo on it proclaiming, 'no angel' that wasn't a lie, that was for sure.
Her long legs had ended in a pair of white heeled sandals that strapped around the ankles and he could imagine the boys at school staring at her with their hard cocks during class. Cassie had hung out in the living room with him for a few minutes, talking about class and asking him how work was.
While chatting, she's removed her shoes, giving him a pervy peek down her top and showing off her white lace bra. She'd then removed her hair from the pony tail she'd had it in and sat back on the couch with her legs crossed, kicking her foot back and forth.
He noticed her nails were dark blue and that got him thinking about what he'd be doing tonight. Darren had done a good job of chatting about their daily life while his eyes roamed along her legs, snuck a couple of quick peeks at her prominently displayed perfectly sized breasts, and staring at her bare feet.
Even her damn feet had him going, maybe he'd try something new tonight and have the fake Cassie use her feet to play with his cock.
Cassie had yawned and stretched, not only unwittingly showing off her breasts at an even sexy angle, but her flat tanned stomach as the shirt rode up. She'd come over and kissed him on the cheek, then given him one of those quick impulsive hugs that he found so endearing it made him remember she wasn't always a spoiled brat.
She'd headed down the hallway and he'd watched her ass the entire time while his cock strained to burst out of his slacks. Once she'd gone into her room, he'd showered and tossed on a pair of sweats and a t-shirt as if he were hanging around the rest of the night.
He'd waiting anxiously for her to come out in her sexy work ensemble and leave for work. Feeling like a sneaking teen ager, he'd changed into a pair of jeans and plain black t-shirt-he avoided the professional look when he met these girls, because he wore suits all week and did it really matter what he wore for them?
Darren arrived at the hotel an hour early and once he'd checked in had alternately paced and lay on the bed, trying to settle his nerves and wishing the clock would move faster.
His stomach jumped when he received a text on his 'ho phone' as he heard them referred to, from her. He'd been afraid something would come up, but instead he smiled at the words "On my way, daddy."
The smile spread across his face and to his crotch when she added. "I've been such a bad girl today, daddy, what are you going to do about it?"
"Daddy's going to teach you a lesson, now get your ass home now." He'd replied, enjoying being in character. That had been fifteen minutes ago and he'd been ready to climb the walls since.
He had no idea where she was coming from and looked at the clock to now see it was seven fifty two, he'd made it two minutes this time. He sat down on the edge of the bed, and then cocked his head when he heard footsteps coming down the hallway.
Darren glanced around the room which featured a queen sized bed and also an armchair he planned and sitting back and relaxing in while she got on her knees and took good care of daddy. The lights had a dimmer and he lowered them to the point where it was dim enough to be comfortable, but still plenty of light to enjoy the show.
He'd taken his shoes and socks off, not wanting to be bothered taking them off later, but otherwise was still dressed. He could just imagine the size of the wet stcky stain in his boxers from being hard almost his entire time in the room.
Darren jumped when there was a soft knock on the door and he rose, looking down at the impressive bulge in his jeans. He wondered if she'd look when she entered the room and see what daddy had for his little girl.
He reached into his pocket and removed the five hundred dollar bills and putting them on the nightstand walked over to the door. He took a deep breath and opened the door.
His Cassie of the evening was standing a couple of feet from the door with her back to him. She wore a black leather jacket that was too warm for the weather, but one look at her black stocking clad legs told him she'd been good on her word and had the lingerie on underneath.
He had no doubt she'd heard him open the security latch then the door, and was standing there posing for him, and he was fine with it. Her long curly brown hair was just like the real Cassie's flowing down her back and her black stiletto heels made him wonder how she could walk in them.
The jacket didn't go much past her upper thigh and her legs were long and shapely. She confirmed the fact she knew he was there, by lifting the jacket high enough to show off the stockings were thigh highs and give him a quick look at her ass in the black lace boy shorts.
Darren decided to play along and hissed in a low whisper. "Get your ass in here right now, young lady!"
She stiffened for a moment and cocked her head, and Darren hoped he hadn't done anything to put her off. He heard voices and seeing people coming around the corner of the hallway, ducked back into the room behind the door.
He heard footsteps and she quickly walked past him, her head turned toward the bed. He caught a whiff of her perfume as she passed and felt his cock twitch as he closed the door behind him. She flinched at the sound of the door closing and he quickly spoke up, when he realized it might have looked like he was trying to sneak up on her.
"Sorry to duck in like that, but didn't want anyone to see me. You know how it is."
She nodded her head slowly and Darren frowned. Her body language told him she was nervous and that was the one thing she didn't sound the other night. Had she been acting?
"I brought some wine if you want a glass first and your money's on the nightstand." He remained where he was not wanting to startle her. But his erection was beginning to fade, something seemed off.
"So," he tried to sound casual. "Its pretty warm in here, why don't you take off that jacket? That way I can see what my misbehaving daughter is wearing tonight that's going to get her in trouble."
She didn't move right away and his stomach sinking, Darren started to ask her what was wrong, but her arms moved and he saw the ties to the jacket fall to the side. Keeping her back to him, she let the jacket fall to the floor.
His smile returned as he checked out her amazing ass in the transparent lace and the strap of the bra like top the only thing other than her hair covering her back.
"You're walking around the house like that? You really are a cock tease aren't you?" He got back into character. "Look at you, you can't even turn around and face me can you?"
She shook her head and he heard a soft whimper that sent a thrill through him. Everything was fine; she was just starting off right from the gate.
"Don't try that whining shit on me, little girl. It's not going to work tonight. Now turn your ass around and look at your father when he talks to you."
Her shoulders slumped in a realistic display of resignation and she slowly turned to face him, her head down, her hair obscuring her face. The front was even better than the back. Her tits pushed up in the blue black top and the shorts just a patch of black lace between her thighs.
Darren stepped closer, noticing that even in the heels she was a good six inches shorter than him. She was petite and he could already imagine the way he could manhandle her around the bed.
"Stop hiding behind your hair like a little girl and look up at me." He paused for effect. "Now!"
There was another whimper, and pushing her hair from her face, she lifted her head to look at him, whispering, "Sorry, daddy."
Darren's eyes widened and his stomach felt as if someone had kicked him in it.
It was Cassie.
Chapter Seven
"Cassie!" Darren gasped, trying to get his mind around what this meant. "You...you're a..." He couldn't say it and instead yelled. "Sorry, daddy? That all you got to say?"
"What else can I say?" Cassie shrugged.
"First off, put that goddamn coat back on! You knew it was me as soon as I said something! You should have never taken it off!"
"You told me too." Cassie squatted down to pick up the coat which put her face level with his crotch and he quickly stepped back from her before that twisted part of his mind that had led them to this moment reacted to her position.
"You look happy to see your little girl, daddy." She replied her eyes directly on his crotch.
"What the hell is wrong with you?" He demanded. "We talked about this the other night; you don't look at me like that!"
"You looked at me like that." Cassie rose with the coat in her hand, but didn't put it on. "You even jerked off to my pictures."
"I didn't know it was you." He pointed to her. "And don't you dare turn this around on me. My god, Cassie, you're a goddamn hooker?"
She nodded. "I am. I'm one of those girls you pay for sex and don't judge because you like fucking them. But I bet it's different for me, isn't it?"
"Damn straight it is! Those girls need money! You live with me and you have a job and..." he caught himself when it hit him. "You don't have a job, do you?"
"I quit three months ago when I started doing this."
"You just woke up one day and said I want to be a whore?"
"A girl I worked with told me she was quitting to be an escort. I met up with her a few weeks later and asked her about it. She said its easy money and it can be fun too."
"You've been lying to me. Even about the guys. You have all those condoms for your new job and those outfits too."
"I said they were costumes I wore to parties." She giggled. "Private parties."
"There's nothing funny about this!" He couldn't believe she was joking. Forget that, he couldn't believe this whole fucked up mess was happening.
To his dismay, the smirk appeared. "You're slipping councilor. You saw those outfits and I bet you snooped in the other bag and saw my sexy nighties, then the condoms. I can't believe you didn't figure it out."
Darren closed his eyes and took a deep breath. She was right, how didn't he make the connection? He recalled that night thinking there was something he was missing, and this was it. It just didn't seem obvious to him because what father would ever want to think that about his daughter?
"You're not even ashamed of what you do or that I caught you. Not ashamed of standing in front of me in slutty lingerie." He gestured towards the jacket. "Put the damn coat on".
"Why? I'm wearing what you requested. Why not enjoy the view?"
"Cassie, put that fucking jacket on right now!"
"You have nerve yelling at me." To his disbelief, she tossed the jacket back on the floor. "You're the one prowling personals for hookers."
"And like I said the other night, I'm..."
"Hookers you want to be me." Cassie crossed her arms over her chest and lifted her chin, challenging him with her stare. "Are you ashamed your daughter knows you want to fuck her?"
Her words hit him like a punch and his anger faded as he realized Cassie wasn't the only one caught doing something wrong.



"Nothing to say? You had plenty to say to daddy's little brat the other night."
"It's just a game Cassie." He replied. "I didn't admit I had a daughter."
"But you do, and she's right here. You picked my ad because I looked like your little girl." She laughed. "Couldn't look more like her actually. You even asked my eye color."
"If you've been doing this you know it's a role play. Those guys don't all have daughters and even the ones that do don't want their real daughter. It's a game, a fetish."
She rolled her eyes. "Maybe you're right with some guys, but you're lying, dad. You want me."
"I'm lying? You've been lying for months! And for Christ's sake, Cass, you're a damn call girl! You take money to let guys fuck you."
"Remember you asked what that girl said to me?" Cassie remained in that calm that always infuriated him when they disagreed.
"Yeah, you said she told you I was a good fuck or something like that."
"I lied about that too. She said, 'Your father called me by your name the entire time.He really wants to fuck you."
"She was taunting you."
"Then she told me if I didn't believe her to ask you where my pink dress was." Cassie shook her head. "I thought she was lying when I found it hanging up, but then I sniffed it and it reeked of the same perfume you did."
As an attorney Darren made a living at always being able to remain on point and to be able to respond to anything the opposing side came out with, no matter how responding. Yet now, for the first time he could remember, he was speechless.
"I shouldn't have doubted her. I've browsed the competition on that site. I recognized her."
"You what?" Just when he thought things couldn't get any worse, she was still piling it on.
"She's Daddy's Pretty Kitty so I knew she wasn't just an everyday escort. That's why I don't show my face in the ads. I wouldn't want anyone at school or my dad's pervy friends recognizing me."
"But the dress? That was a surprise, but I still told myself you wouldn't want me. Now here we are."
"You've let other men fuck you?"
"Um, newsflash, dad." She rolled her eyes. "That's what hookers do, right? Take money for sex? I wouldn't think I'd have to tell you that."
"You watch your mouth, Cassie." He hissed, his anger returning. "I'm your father and as bad as this looks, you will respect me."
"Yes, sir." She pushed her lips into a pout and looked up at him through her lashes. "I'm sorry, sir. Should your bad little girl get on her knees and show her daddy how sorry she is?"
Cassie sank to her knees, looking up at him demurely. "Is this the game you wanted daddy? Bad Cassie is so sorry she'll do anything to make it all better?"
Her pink tongue slipped out and slowly traveled across her slut red lips. "Want this bad girl to show you how good she can be for you?"
Darren stared down at her, his heart pounding as he stared at her tongue and those full red lips pressed into a little girl pout. His eyes dropped to her chest, focusing on how much of her breasts were visible in the top at this angle.
He noticed those breasts were rising and falling faster and was aware of his own breathing quickening. Cass's face, as well as the top of her chest, was flushed and he was acutely aware of her erect nipples poking through the dark blue material of the lingerie.
Was she turned on? Darren tried to focus as once again he had the feeling he was missing something. In his defense it was a lot to ask to think clearly when you not only just found out your daughter was a hooker, but was on her knees mocking him by offering him a blow job?
Or was she mocking him?
Darren's cock was telling him he hoped she wasn't, swelling once more and directly in front of her face. Cassie's eyes were on his, at least for the moment and her hands were resting on her thighs, her blue tipped fingers looking damn sexy on the black thigh highs.
But if her eyes dropped to his crotch as they had earlier, she'd see his reaction and he had to do the right thing here. Not that anything was right at the moment, but as he'd told clients he'd discovered were guilty, it was never too late to try and do the right thing.
"Darren stepped back from her. "I'm done with your bullshit and thinking this is a game. Get up!"
Cassie obeyed him, rising to her feet, but when she spoke, it was obvious, that as usual, she wasn't taking him seriously.
"Oh, okay. So you don't want demure and sorry. You want defiant and bitchy so you can really lay into me." Cassie nodded. "Should have known you'd want to be hard on me." She winked. "Instead of just being hard for me."
"Little girl, you need to stop this right now." He said softly, his temples were now throbbing, but they weren't the only thing doing so. Even as he tried to get her to stop, his cock continued to respond to her.
"Good line." She said approvingly. "But you say it all the time and never do anything about it. At least not to me, guess you just take me out on the other girls. Even now, you have me here and all I'm getting is words."
"Of course that's all you're getting! I'm not one of your goddamn clients. I'm your father."
"You're not a client?" She cocked her head and tapped her chin. "Let's see. You reached out to me, we talked dirty, you booked me, we're at a hotel and there's money on the table."
"Because I had no fucking idea it was you!" He yelled, then regretted it when she shook her head.
"Truth hurts doesn't it, dad?"
Without waiting for a reply, she went on.
"Where were we? Oh, right me being a whore and the daddy thing. It's a great game and easy money. The guys are older and just want their little girl so they're never assholes. Money's no problem. Even with what I charge I always get tips because I make them happy."
"You..."
"And a lot of them are married or professional guys like you so they have reasons not to say anything. They're just out for their fun and a lot of them are really cool."
"Really cool." He repeated numbly. The idea of his daughter being treated the way he was about to treat her had him feeling like the ultimate double standard hypocrite.
"What's the matter, daddy? You don't like the idea of your daughter sucking older guy's cocks and letting them fuck me while I call them my daddy?"
"That's enough." He said unnerved that again she seemed to know exactly what he was thinking. Precocious didn't even begin to describe her at this point. "I don't need details."
"You wanted plenty from me Wednesday night."
"For the last time I didn't know it was you."
"But you wanted it to be and you can't even deny it." Cassie stepped closer to him. "Daddy, do you want to fuck me?"
"What the hell kind of question is that?"
"It's a yes or no question." The smirk was back. "And one answer is a blatant lie and we both know it.
"Keep trying, Cass, but you're the one in trouble here. I mean my god, you hated working so much you'd sell your damn body? Risk getting hurt, getting arrested? Getting a damn STD?"
"You read the ad, I don't do bareback."
"You could catch something giving head, miss know it all." Were they really having this conversation?
"In that case I could be in trouble." She sighed. "I've sucked a lot of dick the last few months."
"Stop talking like that!" Again, despite his yelling, Cassie simply smiled with that 'gotcha' look on her face she'd learned from her bitch mother.
"Speaking of talking, you were doing a lot of it when you didn't know it was me. You talked about giving it to your not just bratty, but bitchy and slutty daughter. That's how you see me?"
"We're done here." He forced himself to keep his voice low. "Put your damn coat on and get your ass home. We'll talk about this tomorrow."
"You keep telling me to put my coat on." Cassie turned away from him and sauntered over to the bed, her hips swinging, and her entire ass visible through the lace shorts. "How come, daddy? Seeing me like this getting to you?"
"Only thing getting to me is your attitude which is too fucking casual considering what I just found out about you."
"What did you find out?" Cassie stopped in front of the bed and slid her right foot out so her legs were spread open. "That I really am the little whore you want me to be?"
She bent over the bed and shook her ass at him. "Is this the pose you jerked off to the other night? Hope so because you have no idea how hard it is to write on your own ass."
Darren stared at her ass and caught his hand straying to his now fully hard cock which was bent painfully in the tight jeans.
"Or did you like this one better?" Cassie crawled onto the bed, pausing to give him a look at her on her hands and knees, her amazing ass in the air. She then slid on her stomach, opening her legs and bending them at the knees to reach back and grab her heels.
"The last guy I was with really liked this one because he had me do it while I blew him."
"Don't say those things!" He meant to yell, but it came out in a choked whisper as he struggled to deal with seeing her on the bed like that.
"I held my heels the entire time while he held my hair and fucked my mouth and shot a big load down my throat."
Cassie rolled over onto her back and bending her legs waved them playfully up and down.
"You like the shoes? Or you want me to take them off and so you can feel my feet in the stockings? Lot of the guys like to play with my feet. Must be a middle aged guy thing."
"The only thing I'd like is for you to get off the bed and stop acting like a fucking little cock tease."
"Daddy!" Cassie sat up on the bed and let her legs dangle off the edge of it. "What a nasty thing to say to your little girl."
"You're not my little girl. My little girl wouldn't..."
"And I'm not a cock tease. I put out all the time and make money doing it." She laughed. "See dad? This is what they call perspective. You were upset when you thought I was just fooling around with guys my age. That doesn't seem bad now that you know I'm fucking for money now does it?"
"You..." Darren took a deep breath trying to keep both his anger and his lust in check as they both fought for control over him. "You don't even need the money." It was lame, but at least he was trying to steer the conversation back to her being in the wrong.
"I kind of do. I like nice things and this is a lot more fun than waitressing, and the tips are great!" She giggled. "They're usually followed by a long thick shaft."
"I said stop!" Darren shouted at her and walked over to the bed. "Get your ass up, get dressed and go home!"
"I'd be mad if I were you too." Cassie nodded. "You know exactly what guys do to me because you've done it."
She looked up at him with the smirk and even with him standing in front of her, his face red and his hands curled into fists so he wouldn't give her the smack he swore she was begging for, she was still chatting away.
"You had no issue treating another man's daughter like a fucking pig, but bet it pisses you off to know other men have done it to me." She lowered her voice to a sexy purr. "And I love when they do."
Unable to control himself, Darren grabbed her by her hair and yanked upwards, forcing her to her feet. Cassie released a yelp of pain, but when she was standing smiled up at him.
"Ohh, daddy, you do like it rough, don't you?" His hand was still in her hair and she moved her head to the side, pulling it. "You want me to fight you, daddy? Or just let you shove my head down on your dick?"
"Enough!" He shoved her away from him and she fell back onto the bed. He wished he could say it was because he was angry at her words. Truth was he had to let her go because he was close to doing exactly what she had suggested.
"I swear to god, Cassie, you don't shut up I'll give you what you deserve?"
"What do I deserve?" She was lying back, propped up on her elbows. "A spanking? A slap in the mouth? Or maybe a good hard fucking?"
"God, you're just like your mother, aren't you? Just don't know when to shut up."
"I am just like mom. It's part of why you want to fuck me so bad and be rough about it. You want to treat me like you wished you could treat mom. Too bad you didn't have the balls to do it."
"What did you just say?" He whispered, his anger rising once more.
"You heard me. You didn't have the balls to stand up to mom when she did something you didn't like and you weren't man enough to fuck her the way you wanted to and make her pay for her shit."
"Cassie, just when I think you've crossed every line, you keep talking." He was now so upset his throat was constricting, the words coming out in a tight whisper.
"Then that would make me like you. You keep talking, but never doing. Well, I guess you do sometimes, but its to random little girls you pay to let you treat them that way. You still don't have it in you to take the woman who's the one pissing you off."
"Take you?" Darren wanted nothing more than to take her, to make good on his fantasies of shutting his snotty daughter up by shoving his dick in her mouth. "I'm your father."
"So? Doesn't mean you don't want me. The fact we're here proves you do."
"We're not going to keep talking about that."
"Then let's talk about how much you're slipping these days."
"Excuse me?" He shook his head, trying to clear it and get himself to do the right thing and that was if she wouldn't leave, then he needed to.
"You missed the signs of me being a call girl, but I get that because you wouldn't want to think it. But now you're missing something else."
"What would that be?"
"Think about the things I said when we chatted online. I said something that should make this a lot easier than it is."
"You talked like a working girl looking for her next John." He told her. "Told me what I wanted to hear."
"I told you something I didn't have to, but I bet it's something you'd love to hear."
"Stop playing games and just say it."
"I asked if you wanted to fuck your daughter."
"And I didn't answer."
"Then you asked me if I really wanted my daddy."
Darren's eyes narrowed as he replayed the conversation. He remembered asking to toss it back at her, but unlike him she'd responded and he could see her words in front of him plain as day.
"I'd fuck my daddy in a heartbeat. Just like I bet you'd fuck your little girl. But we can't so here we are, right?"
"No." He pointed down to her. "You don't want to have sex with me. You said that as part of the game."
"That's why I decided to play daddy's girl online." Cassie pushed herself up into a sitting position. "I'm just like you, daddy. I'm fucking other men and wanting them to be you."
"Stop it. You're trying to turn this around on me."
"No, I'm telling you the truth."
"Bullshit, you're trying to get me to bite on you wanting me so I'd admit I want you and then shove it in my face."
"The only thing I want to throw in your face is my pussy while you finger fuck me and suck my clit."
"Cassie, this conversation is over. You want to stay here, fine, but I'm leaving." He turned from her and walked away, wincing at the way his still hard cock was bending in his jeans.
"You going to go home and waste that hard on jerking off?"
"I don't do that to you."
"I do it to you. I was doing it the other night when you watched me."
He froze where he was.
"I heard the door open, and when I rolled over noticed a little of the hallway light coming in. I figured why stop? Maybe it would be like one of those daddy daughter videos where daddy catches me being dirty and tells me to ditch the toy and get the real thing."
"I...I didn't mean to watch." He surprised himself with his words, why hadn't he denied it?
"I have fun with those guys, but all they really do is shove their dicks in my mouth and twat. Sometimes I come from them fucking me, but I always go home and play with myself thinking I just got done fucking you."
"You're lying and I'm tired of it."
"Your fault, daddy." Cassie said softly. "Your fault I love it so much."
"Don't blame me!" He spun around to face her again to see she was now sitting up on the edge of the bed once more, but now with her legs open, her fingers caressing her pussy through the only patch of material in the shorts not transparent.
"I started doing the daddy thing to try it, but the first time? I kept seeing you instead of the guy. I'd had a few dreams of you really punishing me before, but thought they were, I don't know some weird phase."
"But calling that guy daddy got me so wet and so hot and the harder he fucked me the more I loved it. I kept wishing it was my real daddy's dick I was sucking. Its why I make them so happy, I fuck and suck like I really want it because I do, just not from them."
"Stop telling me what you do with those guys!"
He remained where he was however, his eyes locked onto her fingers stroking the black lace.
"What's the matter, daddy? You mad at me, or just jealous those guys got your little girl's cunt and you haven't?"
"Stop talking dirty."
"But, daddy, its only sex, right? That's what you told me when I made fun of you for Lindsay." She sighed. "Guess, its only sex only works for you."
"When I'm with them I call them daddy and I piss them off like I'm pissing you off. I tell them I don't have to listen to them and dare them to make me behave."
"Stop." His voice lowered as his cock twitched and his balls ached with need. Need for his daughter who had taken cock tease to an entirely new level at the moment.
"They grab my hair like you did and force me on my knees and they shove their cock in my mouth and fuck it and tell me to shut up and choke on it. They slap their dicks on my face and call me names and pull my hair and make me suck their balls while they ask me who's in charge now."
Cassie's voice was coming out in a sultry purr and he could hear a tremble in it that matched the one in his legs as he watched her touch herself and talk like a porn star.
"They come in my mouth or sometimes they shoot it all over my face and tell me it's what I deserve and I moan and tell them not to, but I'm so fucking wet,. Daddy!"
Feeling as if he were moving in slow motion, Darren walked back towards the bed, his tortured cock throbbing. He told himself to walk the other way and get out, but all he could think about was what she was saying and how it both pissed him off and turned him on at the same time.
"As soon as they come I'm right back to slurping on their dick, keeping them hard so they can stick their cocks into my dripping hole. I grab their hands and shove their fingers on my clit to get me off while they pound me."
"I said shut the fuck up!" He shouted at her, striding up to the bed, but she remained unfazed by his anger.
"I let them fuck me on my back and put my feet on their chests or sometimes in their faces, push my toes in their mouths. I beg them to fuck me harder or sometimes if they're really giving it to me good I whimper and yell, daddy please! It's too big, it hurts! I'm sorry, daddy! I'm so sorry!"
Darren grabbed her by her shoulders and once again hauled her to her feet. Cupping her chin he squeezed it hard, and forced her to look up at him.
"For the last time I said..."
"Then I have them roll me over and take me doggy style." She forced the words out as he held her chin. "They spank me and they fuck me so hard my pussy is sore and I walk funny."
"Please stop." The words came out in a tone more frustrated than angry, he could no longer stop himself from envisioning other men fucking his daughter like...like the whore she really was.
"Like that, daddy? Like the idea of me on my knees getting fucked, spanked and called names? Know what else? If they're really giving it to me good I let them put a finger in my ass."
"No." He blinked as the image in his mind shifted to it being him fucking her.



"Then why are your fingers trembling?"
He released her chin, but she kept her head tilted upwards, looking him in the eye. He gasped when he felt her unsnap his jeans.
"And I reach between my legs and play with my clit and cum with their cocks inside me and their finger in my ass. I scream oh daddy and think of you!"
"You don't," he whispered, but didn't resist her when she pulled his zipper down and her fingers slipped into his jeans.
She caressed his cock through his boxers and he was ashamed of the pathetic whimper that emanated from him as she stroked him while her other hand slipped under his shirt and ran her nails lightly across his stomach.
"That's why I tease you and piss you off. I want you to give it to me so bad, daddy. I used to think of you giving it to mom like that and it turned me on." She paused, her eyes narrowed as if something dawned on her.
"Maybe that's where it started. Maybe I felt so bad the way mom treated you that I wanted to give you the chance to take it out on me. I told you I'd take one for the team."
"Cassie, stop." He put his hands over hers.
"Daddy, you're hard and I'm so wet I soaked through my shorts. There's no other little girl or daddy here to get us like this so why don't you just admit you want to fuck me?"
"Because I don't!" With what felt like the last of his willpower he pushed her hands from his crotch. "I...I admit maybe I thought of you once or twice, but I'd never..."
"Never what? Give me what I want?" Cassie sighed. "Okay, daddy, you want to say you don't want me, that's fine. I'll get up and leave."
"You will?" He found he wasn't as relieved as he should be.
"Yes, but I'm not quitting this. If you won't fuck me then I'll keep finding guys to be my daddy."
"You'll never do this again." He corrected her. "If you do, I'll throw you out."
"Then I'll really need the money and have to suck as much dick as I can."
He closed his eyes. "What the hell is the matter with you? Why do you keep pushing me?"
"Because I'm your bitchy daughter who takes after your bitchy wife." She leaned into him and he felt her nipples pressing into him even through their clothing.
"Guess nothing's changed for you, has it?" She asked, her eyes on his and her expression so serious, he took the bait.
"What's that mean?"
"You're weren't man enough to put mom in her place and you're not man enough to do it to me."
"What did you say?" His voice trembled as he spoke and he felt as if he were ready to explode.
"I said you're not man enough to be in control. You let mom, and now me, run all over you. All you were with mom was talk and with me? You have to settle for girls you pay to let you have them."
"You..."
"I mean Jesus, dad, Mom ended up with a guy my age because even he was more of a man than you."
"How fucking dare you!" Darren shouted, and grabbed her by the shoulders, shaking her. "Take it back!"
"She was getting better dick from a kid than she was from you and I'm getting dicked by every guy your age who has enough money to afford me."
"Shut the fuck up, Cassie!" He bellowed, his open hand cocked back to give her the slap he should have given her a long time ago, but she still wouldn't back down.
"Look at you, hard and with your daughter offering herself to you and you're still scared. Maybe I'm better off with other guys who can actually take a woman. Hey, its what you drove mom to do." She flashed the smirk. "You know what they call guys like you, dad? Cucks."
He was squeezing her shoulders hard enough to make her wince, but the smirk was still there. "Maybe next time I have a John I'll invite you so you can see what a real man's like."
"I'll show you a real man, you little fucking slut!" Darren snarled and spun her around so her back was to him.
Cassie yelped in surprise when he showed her, causing her bend over the bed. She started to push herself up, but Darren wrapped his hand in her long hair and pushing on the back of her head, held her down.
"Stay there!" He snapped and grabbing the edge of her lace shorts yanked them down over her ass.
"You don't listen do you? You wouldn't get dressed, wouldn't leave and of course you never shut up!"
He pushed her shorts down past her mid thighs so her ass was exposed and lifting his hand high over his head delivered a slap to her left cheek. The sound was like a gunshot in the room and he'd slapped her so hard his own palm stung at the impact.
Cassie's squeal of pain sent a thrill through him and lifting his hand, he struck her other cheek just as hard.
"Ow!" Cassie cried out into the bed. "That really hurts!"
"Its supposed to you!" Darren stared down at her ass and the sight of a red imprint of his hand on each of her perfect ass cheeks, sent him over the edge.
"This is what you wanted, isn't it? To get what you deserve?" In rapid succession he slapped each of her cheeks several times, short sharp smacks that elicited a series of high pitched cries from Cassie that were music to his lust crazed ears.
"Think those assholes spank you? You don't know what a real spanking is, but I'm going to show you."
Darren took a deep breath and went to town, delivering a series of much harder smacks than the last few. He lifted his hand higher to really put something into it and was slapping her right cheek, then swinging backhanded to catch the left.
The room was full of the incredibly exciting sound of his hard palm striking his daughter's soft ass and her cries and squeals of pain.
"Daddy stop!" She called out. "I'm sorry, daddy! I...I'm sorry!"
"Not yet you're not! You pushed me for a long time, little girl. Now you're going to learn what sorry really is!"
He kept spanking her, ignoring the stinging in his palm and her protests. Cassie was wiggling her increasingly red ass and lifting her feet one by one as if she were trying to run from him. She tried to push up on the bed, but stopped when he twisted his hand in her hair, making her cry out.
She stretched her arms out on the bed, gripping the edge of it, her knuckles turning white as she squeezed it while yelping and whimpering in pain. Darren's right hand was stinging like a bitch and placing it in the middle of Cassie's back, he gave her a few smacks with his fresh left hand.
Cassie was moaning and making pathetic whining noises as he continued to punish her and her ass not only featured his hand prints all over it, but he'd slapped her so many times, the imprints of her fingers were turning into welts.
He stopped slapping her ass and began fondling it. He slipped his hand over her cheeks, noting how warm her red swollen skin was. He also noticed how soft and firm her ass was. Cassie whimpered as he gave each cheek a hard squeeze.
"Please stop, daddy." She moaned. "I'll be good, I promise."
"You don't know how to be good." He lifted his hand from her back, but she remained still on the bed, her head turned to the side and her eye turned to watch him. There were tears of pain on her cheek and that sight, like that of her swollen beaten ass caused his cock to ache even more.
Darren pushed his jeans and boxers down and his cock sprang free, pre cum flying from the tip to land on Cassie's red ass. Holding his cock he slapped it hard on each of her cheeks and when she moaned and shook her ass, he repeated it.
He stared transfixed by the sight of his long thick cock lying along his daughter's freshly spanked ass. Darren released his cock and grabbing her ass cheeks spread them open. He stared at her rose bud then the pink slit beneath it.
He shoved his hand roughly between her legs and Cassie moaned as her father's fingers pushed through her pink lips.
"You're fucking wet,." he whispered.
Not just wet, but sopping. His daughter's pussy was all but dripping and her words came back to him. They were the only ones here. She was wet for him. Wet for her father, and still wet after taking a spanking that could easily be described as a beating.
The idea that she hadn't been lying, or mocking him, that she really wanted him, caused a wave of lust to flow through him. With no hesitation, he pushed his cock between her legs, through her smooth moist lips and pushed the tip inside her.
"Daddy, no!" Cassie cried out. "Please don't! I...I was only teasing, Please don't...Oh, fuck!"
Cassie squealed when Darren pulled his hips back and entered her so hard, the mattress moved a few inches.
"Oh, goddamn." Darren moaned as he felt his daughter's tight cunt spreading around his long thick cock. Her pussy was not only the wettest he'd ever felt, but hot and so goddamn tight.
And it was hers. He was inside his daughter. The thought should have appalled him. Instead it sent his hips into a frenzy.
"Ow, ow, oh...God, daddy!" Cassie yelled as her father fucked her with long hard strokes each one delivered with as much force behind it as he could muster.
"What's the matter, little girl? You can't handle the fucking your bratty ass and smart mouth has been begging for?"
He squeezed her slender hips and fucked her even faster. Cassie propped herself up on her elbows and looked over her shoulder at him. Her brown eyes were still tearing from the spanking, but were wide and bright with lust.
Her lips were parted and she yipped each time her father buried himself inside her. She was pushing on the bed with her arms, rocking back and forth, trying to match his rapid strokes.
"Just stay still and take it!" He slapped her ass and she released a high pitched yowl that caused him to slap the other side.
"It hurts, daddy!" She whimpered. "Your cock hurts too! Its too big for my tight little..."
"Oh, please!" he laughed harshly. "You've been spreading your legs for any guy with a couple hundred bucks. You're sloppy used cunt can handle this."
"Don't be mean to me, daddy!" She whimpered, egging him on. "I'm only bad because I want you!"
Darren's eyes fell on the strap of her lingerie across her back and grabbing it, tanked hard. Cassie cried out when it snapped and pulling his cock from inside her, he grabbed her by the shoulders and pulled her to her feet.
She fell back against him, but he quickly spun her around so she was facing him. Darren shoved her back onto the bed, her ass at the edge of it, her long black clad legs, dangling off it. He grabbed her shorts and she obediently lifted her legs, so he could pull them off. He tossed them to the side and slapped his cock against her swollen pink clit, then rubbed it up and down through her slit, teasing himself.
Cassie's pussy was pink and completely smooth just the way he'd hoped it would be. Her pink flesh, framed between her tanned thighs and accentuated by the tops of the black thigh highs looked so good that even in his passion fueled state, he continued to tease his cock through her pussy, while admiring the view.
Cassie reached between them, trying to grab his cock, but he roughly slapped her hand away. "You don't even deserve to touch it." He hissed at her.
She tried to pull away, but he squeezed her wrist, causing her to yelp in pain, but she thrust her hips, pushing him closer to the entrance of her little pink slit.
He forced her hand back over her head and grabbing her other hand, placed it over the other.
"No, daddy!" She cried out, her eyes wide and her lip trembling. "No more! My ass hurts and your big cock is hurting me! Please stop hurting your little girl!"
"You're not a little girl, you're nothing but a cheap fucking whore!" He managed to capture both her thin wrists in his large hand and keeping them pinned over her head, covered her mouth.
"I'm tired of listening to you whine." He lowered his hips, positioning his cock and sneering down at her, whispered. "You're going to keep getting what you deserve, you snotty little witch."
He thrust his hips forward, slamming his cock into his daughter's hairless pink twat and the squeal she released into his hand sent a shiver through him. Her eyes went even wider and this time he knew it wasn't for show, but from having her father's long thick cock driven inside her.
In his fantasies he would ease his cock inside her, spreading her tight cunt and enjoying sinking every inch slowly into his daughter's forbidden flesh. But just as he had moments ago when he'd fucked her from behind he didn't have the patience she'd enraged him to the point of no return and after taking just a moment to once again admire how hot and wet she was, he continued taking that anger out on her.
He leaned his weight forward, pressing on her wrists and her mouth as he angled his hips over her at the edge of the bed to be able to penetrate her deeper. He worked his hips as hard and fast as he could at that angle and Cassie rewarded his efforts with a squeal each time he drove himself balls deep into her.
Darren stared down at her, looking her in the eye as he fucked her. Cassie's eyes were wide, but if she were in any discomfort from him fucking her, it was hidden behind the pure lust he was sure she saw mirrored in his own eyes.
Cassie lifted her legs and wrapped them around his waist, drawing him closer to her. He was still fully dressed and regretted still having his shirt on, otherwise he'd be able to feel the material of the stockings on his skin.
Cassie played it up even more, struggling to pull her arms from his grip and whimpering in between his savage thrusts. Her face was turning red from his hand over her mouth and his palm was wet from her spit.
Most of all her already tight cunt was contracting around his thrusting shaft, causing him to moan each time she did it. The fact she could do that, and in perfect timing to his thrusts reminded him that his daughter had a lot of experience fucking men, not boys, but men his age.
That sent another surge of anger through him and releasing her mouth, he grabbed the top in which had somehow remained in place and yanked it off. Cassie cried out, this time in actual pain as the straps pulled across her back as he pulled it off, exposing his daughter's breasts.
Even in his excitement to keep fucking her, his eyes feasted on how perfect they were. Cassie's tits were amazing, a little bigger than he imagined, perky, perfectly rounded and tipped with small nipples the same shade of pink as her bald pussy.
"Stop, daddy!" Cassie called out. "You shouldn't be looking at your daughter's tits and...Ow!"
Her cry of surprised pain wasn't faked as he flicked his wrist dealing her left breasts a sharp slap.
"They're my tits and that's my cunt I'm fucking!" He growled. "Your snotty ass and everything else about you belongs to me!"
He punctuated his words by slapping her other breast then went back and forth, slapping both in turn.
"Ow! That hurts daddy!"
Depending on how much Cassie really liked it, her words were either a mistake or got her more of what she wanted. Darren whipped his hand back and forth, peppering his daughter's young succulent tits with sharp slaps that soon had them as red as her ass.
Each slap was followed not only by a yelp from her, but a soft moan from him as she answered his question of whether or not she liked it by her pussy contracting around him each time he hit her.
Cassie slipped her legs from around him and putting her heels on his thighs, pushed hard. He grunted in pain as her heels dug into his legs, but even that pain added to the thrill of ravaging his teenage daughter who was lying beneath him squealing and wearing only her stockings and heels while crying out for him to stop fucking her so hard.
He released her hands and straightening, grabbed her ankles. Lifting her legs, he let the right one go while he pushed the heel from her left foot, tossing it across the room. He repeated the maneuver with the right and holding her now stocking feet in his hands, her soles against his palms, his fingers around her toes, he spread them wide.
"Oh, fuck!" Cassie yelled as he now fucked her in this position, his cock pushing at a downward angle into her and holding her legs as out as far as his arms could reach. She was basically in a split position and he stared down watching his thick cock plunder his daughter's smooth pussy.
Cassie cupped her right breast, her fingers teasing her nipple and her other hand went between her legs, rubbing her swollen clit in hard circles. Darren brought her legs closer together and resting a foot on each of his shoulders, slipped his arms behind them and leaned over.
"Oh, oh oh!" Cassie howled as he bent her legs so the feet resting on his shoulders were over her head.
Darren got one knee onto the bed to help steady himself as he pushed her hand away from her clit, replacing it with his own. Cassie groaned when he pressed his thumb hard into her swollen pink button, then release a long moan as he worked it in circles.
"Yeah, you little slut? You going to come for your daddy?"
"No!" Cassie shook her head back and forth, her curly brown hair falling across her face. "I won't come for you! I don't even want you inside me! You're not supposed to be fucking me!"
"You're good at this." He felt a smirk of his own touch his lips. "Guess you had a lot of practice being paid to be everyone's bitchy little brat."
"Daddy...oh,. fuck daddy I'm sorry!" She released a pathetic whining sound that has his balls tightened and caused him to fuck her harder. "I'll be good from now on! Just please stop doing this!"
Her words managed to excite him even more and Cassie squealed in pain when he captured her left nipple between his thumbs and forefingers pinched it hard. He squeezed her tit in his hand, leaning his weight on her to keep his balance.
Cassie cupped her other breast in her hand and squeezed that nipple between her fingers as he continued to twist the other back and forth. Her legs were shaking against him and she was wiggling beneath him, trying to work her hips into his cock.
"No!" She surprised him by yelling up at him. "I don't want to come for you! I won't I..."
Cassie gasped and her back arched, her pussy contracted tightly around his cock and a moment later she threw her head back and released a long loud wail as she came on his cock. Her already tight slit convulsing around his cock along with the excitement of fucking her and how worked up he'd been took its inevitable toll and Darren groaned as his balls tightened and his cock twitched within her.
Beneath him Cassie was still moaning and writhing from the power of her orgasm, but when he went from the long powerful strokes he'd been fucking her with to short quick, and even more violent ones, her eyes, glazed over with lust, found his.
"No, daddy, don't come inside me! I'm your daughter!"
"Don't worry, its not going up that slutty cunt of yours."
Darren leaned back and whipping his cock out, squeezed it at the base. He grunted in discomfort as he choked off his impending eruption, and climbing onto the bed, straddled Cassie, his knees pinning her arms by her side.
"No, daddy! Don't!" She begged. "Not in my face! Oh, nooo!"
"Shut up and fucking take it." He sneered at her, and releasing his cock, sent a thick stream of cum directly into her open mouth.
Cassie sputtered, pushing the cum out with her tongue and sending it drooling down her chin. Darren grabbed her hair, holding her head to the bed as he jacked off in his daughter's face. Cassie's squeals turned into a convincing moan of disgust as she tried to turn her head to the side.
"Daddy, please!" She whimpered as he sprayed her face with one of the biggest loads he could remember. He splattered it on both her cheeks, her chin and got more into her mouth as she begged him to stop.
"What's the matter?" He taunted her. "I thought you loved it in your face. Or do you have to get paid extra to pretend you like it?"



He squeezed his cock, wringing a few more drops that fell onto her forehead and then proceeded to wipe his oozing tip across her lips, before pushing it into her mouth.
"Suck it clean." He whispered, his words turning into a moan as his daughter's full soft lips closed around the tip of his cock and tongue flicked across it in her mouth.
He removed his cock and she yelped when he slapped it hard against her lips.
"How's that for taking you?"
"Would have been better if you lasted more than a few minutes. You probably switched positions just to last longer." She smirked through the cum on her lips. "Little wound up there, old man?"
He blinked in surprise. The little bitch was still at it. His surprise quickly turned into another wave of excitement. If she were going to keep egging him on, he was going to keep asking her pay for it.
"That's okay." He slipped off her and the bed, standing by the side of it. "Know why?"
He stripped his shirt off and pushing his jeans and underwear down, stepped out of them.
"You do look good, daddy." Cassie told him, losing character as her eyes roamed up and down his body. "I bet Lindsay and the other girls loved fucking you."
The compliment thrilled him as did the fact seeing her father naked had thrown her off her game for the first time tonight, but he wasn't going to stop playing his part. Especially since he wasn't playing.
"You didn't answer me." He leaned over and grabbing her arm yanked her into a sitting position. "Know why it doesn't matter if I was quick?"
"Because you always are?" She giggled, back into the brat mode again.
"No, because I get as much as I can handle so instead of talking, use that slut mouth to do what you're best at."
Darren stepped back further and letting her arm go, grabbed her ankles. He pulled her off the bed and she yelled in pain when her already sore ass hit the floor.
"That really hurt! I..."
"I said shut up and suck my fucking cock!" Darren stepped back up to the bed, grabbed her hair in both hands and pushed his only slightly softened cock into her mouth. He shoved her head back against the bed and worked his hips, slowly fucking her mouth.
"Little fucking slut. Look at you, your father's cum all over your bratty face with your tits hanging out and your cunt oozing while you get your mouth used."
Cassie moaned around his cock and there was no doubt it was a sound of pure pleasure.
"Oh, you do like to be treated like a whore, don't you?"
He pulled his cock out and holding her hair in his left hand, slapped it across her face hard enough to make her yip. Pushing his cock along her cheek, he rubbed his cum back onto his cock and held it in front of her face.
"Lick it off."
"Y...yes daddy." She whispered, her sticky lower lip trembling.
She flicked her tongue out and he trembled in excitement as she ran it along the underside of his sensitive head and after licking the cum from the tip, slipped it back into her mouth.
"How's your nasty little cunt taste off your father's dick? You like it?"
"No!" She shook her head. "It's nasty! I..."
"Too bad because you're going to taste it until you get me to shoot a load in your mouth."
He buried it in her mouth once more, this time shoving it so deep his balls hit her chin. Cassie gagged, but angled her head up, allowing him to slide more easily down her throat. To his surprise, she winked at him and a moan escaped him when her tongue slipped out and caressed his balls.
Jesus, she had him deep throated more easily than any woman he'd been with never mind the young hookers. Cassie opened her mouth wider and moved her head as much as she could, making sloppy porn star quality sucking sounds as drool flowed down her chin and onto his balls.
"You want to lick my balls, do it right." He pulled his cock from her mouth and after whipping it across her face, splattering her with pre cum and her own spit, he lifted it and shoved his balls in her face.
Cassie released another squeal of fake protest, but caused him to moan once more when she opened wide and sucked both his balls into her amazing mouth. Her tongue swirled across them and grabbing his wet cock, she slowly stroked him as she released her balls from her mouth, then proceeded to bath them with her soft wet tongue.
"You look good with daddy's balls in your face." He told her, then reaching down, grabbed her tits and squeezed them hard.
"Ow, daddy!" She moaned. "I'm being good! I'm...
"Tell me you're a fucking whore." He pinched her nipples as she answered causing her words to rise into a squeal.
"I'm a whore!"
"A cock teasing little brat that sells her cunt because she's too lazy to work."
"No, daddy! I do it because I want to fuck my daddy and you never would!" She looked up at him and he hesitated as she actually looked sincere. "This is all I wanted! But you wouldn't do it and I needed you so I played pretend and..."
"Oh, shut up." He slapped her hand from his cock and once more inserted it into her mouth.
"You'll say anything to get out of trouble, won't you?"
He grabbed her hands and pushing them behind her head held them there as he worked his hips. He moved them faster than before, fucking his daughter's mouth with long strokes. He was already fully hard again with no issue and he had every intention of working Cassie's mouth until he blew his second load of the night.
Cassie moaned and gurgled around his cock, her eyes were already beginning to water and her face was as red as a lobster as he picked up the pace, now fucking her mouth as hard as he would if it were his pussy.
His balls slapped against her chin and with his free hand, he gave her tits short hard little slaps. Cassie yelped around his cock and kicked her feet behind him as he punished her perfect tits while having his way with her mouth.
"This what you let those other guys do? Just use your holes? Shoot cum anywhere they want? You let them face fuck you then you come home and tell me you served drinks all night?"
Cassie nodded as much as she could with his cock down her throat.
"But its okay because it's just sex, right? Just sex that you take money for while you call them daddy and wish they were me?"
"Hmm-mm!" She agreed.
"Just sex my ass, its being a shameless little whore. Now you're daddy's whore, guess that doesn't make me any better does it?"
He grabbed more of her hair with his other hand and stopped moving his hips. He switched to yanking her head back and forth, using her hair as handles to control her. Cassie had tears flowing down her cheeks and her gagging was louder with a steady flow of slobber flowing down his shaft and balls.
But her eyes were partway closed and there was a look of twisted bliss on her face as her father violated her mouth.
"You happy now? You made me fuck you? Made your father shove his cock in that slutty cunt? Make me face fuck you like one of those trashy porn stars pretending to be what you are? A daughter being a filthy little girl for her father?"
"Hmm!" Cassie whimpered as he continued to fuck her, loving that as good as her lips, tongue and of course her warm wet mouth felt, he wasn't close to coming yet.
He let her wrists go. "Go ahead play with your tits. Let daddy watch you do it while I use your face."
Cassie obediently cupped her tits and stroked her nipples with her thumbs.
"You have the nerve to pretend you didn't want to come, then went off like a fucking porn star.. You really are daddy's little slut, aren't you?"
Cassie blinked her eyes in agreement and releasing her breasts, put her arms around his waist. She grabbed his ass, squeezing it hard and digging her nails into his cheeks. He moaned as she pulled him forward, shoving him even deeper into her mouth.
Her face was now a darker shade of red and she was sweating profusely. The sweat mixed with tears and cum along with her running eye make up, had her face looking like one of those brutally face fucked girls from the videos and he felt the first twinges of his second orgasm.
"That's it, work daddy's cock. Earn your money, like a good little hooker. Show daddy the only thing you're good for."
Cassie's opened wider and shook her head side to side. He let her do it, and gasped as the head of his cock was worked around her mouth.
"You know all the tricks, don't you?" He teased her. "Being a hooker's made you a good little cock sucker hasn't it?"
Cassie's hands came around to his thighs and she pushed against them, then slapped his right leg hard. She gurgled around his cock and pushed again and Darren realized she wasn't playing. He pulled his cock from her mouth and it was accompanied by a thick sticky drool from Cassie's mouth that splattered down onto her tits.
Cassie sat there breathing hard, while staring up at him with her watering eyes. Her breasts, now covered with spit were heaving and his dripping cock was twitching inches from her face which still had some of his cum on it.
"You look ridden hard and put away wet, little girl." He smiled down at her. "And I'm not even close to being done with you."
He pointed to the left and she turned her head in that direction.
"See that money on the table? That money buys me all I can handle and you told me you'll just keep sucking and fucking until I have nothing left." He cupped her chin in one hand while grabbing his cock in the other.
"Now you had your breather. Get back to work."
"Yes, sir." She whispered and closing her eyes opened wide for him.
"Say that again." He spoke softly.
"Yes sir. I'll do whatever you want, daddy."
"Wow, is that what I have to do to get respect? Fuck you?"
"No." She stunned him with a smirk. "You just have to pay me. I call all the Johns sir."
"Then get back to earning your money!" Darren grabbed her by her shoulders and effortlessly lifting her to her feet threw her onto the bed.
Cassie landed hard enough to bounce, then lay there on her back watching him as he quickly made his way around the bed, his cock bobbing in anticipation of being back in his daughter's mouth.
He came around to where her head was and grabbing her right shoulder rolled her over onto her stomach.
"Assume the position." He told her as he whipped his cock across her face.
"Yes, sir." She winked at him and bending her legs, reached back and grabbed her ankles.
She opened her mouth and Darren couldn't shove his cock in there fast enough. Cassie gurgled in protest, but her tongue swirled around his cock and her red lips wrapped tightly around his shaft as he resumed punishing her mouth.
Darren couldn't stifle a moan as he looked at the sight before him. Cassie's ass was still red and swollen and he loved the look of her just wearing the stockings. The way she held her ankles as he fucked her face, was what he'd thought about since he saw the picture of her online before he knew it was her.
Darren reached down and ran his fingers through her long soft hair and then across her back. For the first time he wasn't rough as admired how smooth the skin of her back was. His hands made their way down over her ass and she whimpered as he gave her swollen cheeks a squeeze.
The whimper turned into a moan around his cock when he dipped his right hand between her thighs and rubbed her once again swollen clit. She moaned louder when he pushed a finger inside her, then another.
Cassie was now bobbing her head in time with his thrusts, taking him deeper and without complaint. She yelped when Darren added a third finger, spreading her tight twat around his thick fingers.
He pumped them in and out while he fondled her ass and stared at the soles of her stocking feet. His balls were tightening and his thrusts becoming shorter and quicker as his daughter's talented mouth continued to take his relentless using of her mouth.
He pushed his fingers deeper, already imagining having his cock back inside her. He started thinking about pulling out of her mouth and fucking her again, but his cock was jerking in her mouth and he'd be lucky to last more than a minute.
Not to mention he'd fantasized for months about shooting a load down his bitchy daughter's throat and at this point he was moments away from that becoming a reality.
"That's it, work for that cum." He told her. "Use that mouth for what its good for, draining your father's balls."
Cassie moaned and looking up at him with wide eyes added a whimper, but bobbed her head faster. Darren groaned and removing his hand from between her legs, grabbed face in his hands and holding her still, fucked her mouth with short brutal thrusts.
Cassie made a loud gagging sound, but kept her hands on her ankles and remained staring up at him, her eyes once again tearing.
"Oh, fuck!" Darren moaned. "Just like that, stay still and let daddy use that mouth!" he shifted his gaze to his cock plundering her lips and noticed there were smears of red lipstick on his shaft.
That hot visual was the last straw and with a loud gasp, he shoved his cock deep enough into her mouth to press his balls to her chin and exploded. Cassie emitted a sound that was part squealing, part gagging, and her eyes went wide as her father released a long stream of hot cum down her throat.
He eased his cock back and still holding her face, continued to pump her mouth, but not as deeply, so his cum would flood her mouth before going down her throat. Cassie gurgled and moaned as she kept sucking, trying to swallow as he fucked her face.
She gagged and cum drooled from each side of her mouth and onto the bed. Darren grabbed the base of his cock and pumped it, helping the last of his cum squirt into his daughter's already flooded mouth.
He pulled his cock out from between her lips quickly, causing more cum to flow out of it and onto the sheet.
"For a professional you spilled quite a bit."
"Sorry, daddy." Cassie whispered in between her ragged breaths.
"Know what they do with puppies who make a mess, don't you?"
Without another word, he shoved her face into the cum puddle on the bed and as she kicked her feet and squealed he smeared her face roughly back and forth into it.
"Oh, sorry, am I treating you like a little cumslut? Guess that's because you are."
He gave her head one more shove, then rolled her over onto her back. She stared up at him, her already messy face smeared with more of her father's cum. Darren walked around the bed, his finally deflating cock dripping onto his thighs as he watched Cassie lie there, breathing hard and staring up at the ceiling.
"Might take me a little while to get it up again. You know us old guys." He stopped at the other side of the bed, and grabbing her ankles, yanked her towards him so her legs were once again off the side of the bed.
"I think it's time I had a taste of what every other guy online has been sampling."
Darren sank to his knees, and draping Cassie's legs over his shoulders, placed his hands on her soft thighs above the stockings and admired her smooth pink pussy.
"Then again most Johns aren't going to want to eat a pussy every guy out there's had his dick in, so maybe getting eaten might actually be a thrill for you."
He was disparaging her to keep up the act, but his mouth was already watering as he leaned in and blew lightly on Cassie's swollen clit.
"Daddy, no!" She moaned, staring down at him, her face dripping sweat, cum and make up.
"I..." She stopped in midsentence, causing him to hesitate.
"I what?" He prompted, his mouth inches from his daughter's glistening snatch.
"I want you to eat my pussy!" Cassie blurted out. "Suck your little brat's clit and make me cum in your face!"
Darren froze where he was. Not just the words, but the way she'd said them didn't just excite him in the sense of committing the act, but the fact was she obviously wanted it. No games, no character, no mocking him.
His daughter wanted him to go down on her.
"Please?" She implored him. "I've done everything you wanted and I'll do anything you want, please suck my pussy, daddy!"
She gave him the pout which under normal circumstances he'd always been a sucker for, but doing it with some of his sticky cum still on her trembling lower lip?
"How can I say no to my little girl?" He whispered.
Sliding his hands further up her thighs, she spread her lips and gave her clit a soft kiss, followed by a quick flick of his tongue. Cassie moaned and her hips jerked, pushing her slick flesh into his face.
Darren took a deep breath, taking in the scent of his daughter's pussy, and this time when he licked her clit, he did so in a slow teasing circle. Darren worked his tongue down through the moist folds of her lips, swirling his tongue side by side and causing Cassie to sigh softly in pleasure.
She gasped when he pushed his tongue inside her and swirled it around, getting a good taste of her sticky juices. Cassie moved her feet, sliding them up and down his back as her father probed her cunt with his eager tongue.
The feeling of the stockings on his back was an added thrill as he moved his head back and forth, keeping his tongue rigid, fucking her with it.
"You look so good, down there." Cassie purred. "God, this is so fucking hot!"
She'd lost the brat routine and Darren found he didn't mind at all. He'd already treated her roughly and enjoyed every minute of it. Now he found he liked her willingness just as much, if not more.
Darren removed his tongue from her hot little hole and took it on another slow journey through her wet flesh, reveling in her soft sighs and little coos of delight as he explored her pussy. Cassie emitted a much louder noise when he slipped two of his fingers into her while reaching her clit and giving it a quick hard suck.
"Fuck!" Cassie exclaimed when her reaction made him give her several sucks in rapid succession.
Darren switched to using his tongue, tracing her clit in fast circles as his fingers slowly pumped her wetter than ever pussy. Cassie moaned in appreciation and sliding her feet up, rested them on his shoulders.
Her hips were now moving in a circular motion, working her clit around on the tip of his tongue. Cassie released a contented sigh and turning his eyes upwards, he saw she'd cupped her tits and was stroking her nipples.
Her eyes were closed and her lips parted as she moaned softly while her father bathed her clit with his tongue. Her face was still a sticky sweaty mess, but now featured a look of satisfied bliss that to his surprise caused his tired cock to twitch between his legs.
"Hmm, you're licking your little girl's pussy so good, daddy." She purred. "I like it when you're good to me."
His cock twitched again and he moved both his tongue and fingers faster as she went on in that sultry tone that seemed far to mature for a girl her age.
"I know you wanted to do this to me because you asked for it when we talked online. I played with myself after we talked and I got off to thinking about having someone go down on me and make me cum! Then I started thinking of you doing it and I came so hard!"
She stopped talking and went back to making those sexy little sighs as he switched between licking and sucking her clit. Her hips were moving faster and her toes were now curling into his shoulders.
Her blue tipped fingers were squeezing and tugging on her pink nipples and when he added a third finger inside her, stretching her further open, her pussy contracted around them and her hips shoved forward, pushing him deeper.
"Hmm, you're really stuffing my little pussy! Can't wait to have your big cock inside me again."
His 'big cock' was currently twitching, but not doing much more and even as he licked and sucked her clit he wondered if he could do it again this quickly. He was going to find out soon as Cassie's feet were pushing hard into his shoulders and her back was arching off the bed.



Her thigh was trembling beneath his hand and her breathing was becoming heavier, her breasts rising and falling faster as she tugged on her pink nipples.
"Right there, daddy! Oh, fuck right there!" She lifted her ass off the bed and whispered. "Put a finger in my ass."
At this point, Darren figured he was past being surprised, but that caused his eyes to widen. But it didn't shock him enough that he didn't act on her words. Using his other hand, he pushed his finger against her asshole, hesitating for only a second before he jammed into her.
Cassie squealed, then released a sound that could only be described as a howl. Her pussy contracted around his fingers and her already incredibly tight asshole squeezed his other finger. Her hips bucked wildly and her thighs closed, pinching his face between them.
Cassie wailed again and so loud it dawned on him that there could be people on the rooms on either side of them. He had the sudden image of the manager knocking on the door and asking what the hell was going on.
'Oh, nothing, I just made my daughter the call girl come really hard by shoving a finger in her ass.' The absurd answer sounded in his mind. That was followed by the strangely hot idea of the manager seeing Cassie sprawled out on the bed behind him and correctly assuming she was a hooker, but having no idea she was his daughter.
His attention returned to his daughter who was thrashing on the bed and smearing her quivering pussy into his face as she came like louder and harder than any woman he'd ever been with, even back in college.
The comparison to her mother seemed to stop in the bedroom, as Donna never came this hard or was anywhere near as wild as Cassie. Another crazed thought entered his mind. Cassie was Donna 2.0, all the attitude in the street, but a far bigger freak in the sheets.
God, was he sex drunk? He wondered even as his fingers and tongue kept moving, keeping his wildcat daughter coming as long and hard as possible. Cassie's pussy clamped down on his fingers and her ass did the same, as she released a loud gasp.
Her back arched further off the bed and her thighs tightened around his face pressing him tighter to her sticky pink flesh.
"Oh, oh..." She whimpered then released a loud cry as her hips bucked and Darren's face was splattered with sticky fluid.
Holy shit!" he flinched back, forcing his head from between her legs and was caught by another gush of warm juices that sprayed out around his fingers. This stream caught him in the mouth and upper chest and he sat there stunned, his face dripping.
His daughter was a goddamn squirter.
"Oh, my god!" Cassie's feet fell from his shoulders and releasing her tits, her arms fell limply to her sides. "Oh, wow...the room's fucking spinning."
Darren eased his fingers from inside her, releasing another flow of fluid from her oozing slit. He watched his fingers drip onto the floor, then back up at Cassie who was lying there, her eyes half shut and a dazed look on her face as she seemed to stare upwards without seeing anything.
"I came so hard." Cassie released a tired laugh. "The real thing is so much better isn't it, daddy?"
"Yeah." He slowly rose to his feet and lifting her head to look at him, she gave him a sexy smile through her still sticky lips.
"You're going to fuck me again, right?"
"I..."
"Oh, come on, daddy! You know you want to!"
Cassie lifted her legs and he moaned when she wrapped her stocking feet around his flaccid cock. She worked her feet back and forth, stroking him.
"You like my feet, daddy? Maybe sometime I'll give you a foot job? You can come all over them."
Sometime? His mind raced at the word. He hadn't planned this and certainly hadn't thought beyond now. Was this the beginning of something? The idea of having his daughter anytime he wanted her caused his tired cock to begin to swell, but not enough to obtain an erection.
Cassie lowered her left foot, sliding it under his balls and wiggling her toes while sliding her other foot on his cock.
"Don't you want to fuck me, daddy?"
"I think I'm a little tired."
"Seriously?" Cassie dropped her feet and sat up. "That's it?"
"I came twice!" He said defensively.
"Jeez, dad. I buy three packs for the Johns and I've never not used the whole pack." She rolled her eyes. "I finally get you, and this is all you got?"
"Hey, watch..."
"Back to why mom found a younger guy. Guess she got tired of going to bed horny."
"What I get you off and now you're back to being a bitch? His anger was returning as she laughed at him. "Good thing you did it with your tongue, because you can't even get it up again."
"Guess that's it then." Cassie slid off the bed and squatting down picked up her shorts.
"What are you doing?"
"Getting dressed. Well you ripped the top so guess I'm going home topless under my coat.
She walked past him to the nightstand and picked up the money. "This was easy money. One fuck and a blow job and you're done." She gave him a mocking smile. "Tell you what," she dropped a hundred back onto the night stand. "Take this back, maybe you can buy some Viagra."
"Your mouth's my Viagra, you snotty little cunt."
Once again enraged by her bullshit, Darren caught her by her hair and yanked her backwards. She yelped in pain, then in surprise when the backs of her legs, hit the bed and she fell back onto it.
Moving quickly, Darren climbed up onto the bed, and sliding over her, pinned her arms with his knees as he had before. This time however, he out his hands on the bed to brace himself and lowering his hips, dropped his now semi hard cock into her mouth.
Cassie squealed and squirmed beneath him as he fucked her mouth, driving his cock down into it as if he were doing a push up on her face. She moaned and yelped as he pounded her face and a smile spread across his face as he felt himself stiffening in her mouth.
"I don't have to get it up, you bitch. You told me you'd keep sucking it hard for me so do your fucking job! The only damn job you're willing to do, you spoiled little witch!"
Cassie gagged and moaned beneath him and to his delight he was now fully hard and having to lift his hips higher to slip it from her mouth before shoving it back in.
"Better take back that hundred, slut, because you're about to earn it."
He swung himself off of her, and pushed her over onto her stomach. Getting behind her, he reached under her and lifted her ass into the air. Cassie obediently drew her legs up beneath her so she was kneeling and lowering her head to the bed yelped when he entered her in one long hard thrust.
Darren immediately tore into her. Not just because she'd pissed him off again, but because he wasn't sure how long his once again fully hard cock would last. Even as he drove repeatedly into her, his balls were aching and this time not from need, but because he'd blown two big loads in what was hard to believe had been less than an hour.
"Oh, shit!" Cassie yelled into the bed as he fucked her even harder than he had the first time. "Easy, daddy! I..."
"Oh, stop it with that!" he slapped her ass, creating a redder hand print over the ones still visible from earlier. "You take it from all those Johns, you can take it from me."
He slapped the other side of her ass and liking the result of another yelp, decided to dole out a few more all the while hammering away at her.
"Okay, fine, I'll stop acting because you're not fucking me as hard as they did."
Somewhere in the back of his mind, Darren knew she was just playing him, but he let her get to him. He stopped spanking her and reaching out, grabbed her arms and pulled them behind her back.
She cried out in pain as he caught her wrists and held her hands along his sides. Cassie was pulled up off the bed and he held her there, pounding away on her sopping slit as he pulled harder on her arms.
"That hurts! It really hurts!" She squealed.
"Ask for it, you're going to get it!" He snarled, leaning back on his knees and pulling her higher so she was now up on hers and he was driving up inside her.
Darren let her right arm go and wrapping her neck, pinned her back against his chest. "How's that feel?" He hissed in her ear. "Going to tell me this isn't hard enough?"
"Only because you're paying me." She turned her head and smirked in his face. "Let's face it, dad. You can't give me anything I haven't taken before." She winked. "No wonder mom's little boy toy looked like a stud. She was just happy to really get fucked."
Darren had thought he'd lost it on her earlier, but at yet another mention of his ex wife and how she'd cheated on him, Darren went over the edge.
"I'll give you something you haven't had before."
He shoved her back onto her hands and knees and as he resumed fucking her spread her cheeks and jammed his finger hard into her ass. Cassie yipped, but then moaned as he worked his finger roughly in and out of her ass.
He could feel his cock sliding along his finger through the thin skin between her ass and pussy and he swore his cock grew harder from the incredible sensation, as well as the taboo of it. But he hadn't crossed the final line yet and wouldn't unless she pushed him.
He only had to wait a few more seconds for that to happen.
"That's it?" She looked over her shoulder and laughed at him. "I told you I let guys do that before. I even cum for them sometimes."
"You ever let them do this?" He whipped his cock from her pussy and removing his finger from her ass, pressed the swollen head of his cock to her tiny pink hole.
"No!" Cassie's eyes widened and for the first time her fear looked real. "Daddy don't! I've never done that I..."
"Then at least daddy gets to be the first one to have your bratty little ass." With that he thrust forward, plunging his cock halfway into her ass. He winced in discomfort as her ass was so tight it hurt to force himself inside it.
His gasp was lost beneath the long loud howl Cassie released when her ass was forced to take her father's thick cock.
"No! Stop it! Daddy, it hurts! It really hurts!"
"Should have thought of that!" he shoved his cock the rest of the way in and hard enough for his balls to slap against her pussy.
Cassie let loose with such a loud squeal that he became aware of where they were. Grabbing the back of her head, he pushed it down so she was squealing into the pillow and proceeded to fuck her ass with long hard strokes.
Darren moaned at how damn tight her ass was and it was a thrill to know there was no way she'd had this before. Cassie was pounding on the bed, her palms slapping the sheets and her squeals so loud, that even muffled by the pillow he wondered if anyone would hear her.
"You brought this on yourself!" He hissed at her. "Always yapping, always smirking! Always being a little bitch and thinking you're the one in control."
He slapped each side of her ass.
"Tell me, brat, who's in control now, huh? Is this what it takes to get you to fucking behave? Fucking every one of your slutty holes and making you squeal like the damn pig you are?"
Cassie's only reply was more yelping and whining as he continued to roughly take her virgin ass. She stopped hitting the bed and grabbing the edge of it squeezed it as she had before. Her cries were no longer as loud, but were now softer whimpers.
"You starting to like it?" Darren demanded. "Bet you are, you little skank. Let's see how much you do."
Leaning forward he reached around beneath her stomach and finding her clit with his fingers rubbed it hard and fast. Cassie's body jerked beneath him and she cried out. "No! No! I won't! You're hurting me! I won't come for you, I won't!"
"Yes you will because you're daddy's little fucking whore and you love it."
He slowed his thrusting, but moved his fingers faster. Cassie's muffled cries were getting higher in pitch and her felt her legs shaking against him as he worked her clit while plundering her ass. He looked down to watch his cock penetrate her tiny hole.
The sight made him fuck her harder and as her yelps grew louder, he swore they were in a different pitch. Cassie was actually rocking back into him and her thighs were quivering around his hand.
"You whore!" He laughed even as his aching balls tightened and he felt himself getting ready to come yet again. "You are going to come with your daddy's dick in your ass.
"No, you...you're making me! I don't want to...I...Oh my fucking god!"
Cassie shrieked into the pillow and her ass convulsed around his cock, squeezing him even tighter. Darren lasted a few more pumps and as his daughter came on his cock while he ravaged her ass, he lost control and released his load directly into her quivering asshole.
Cassie's squeal went up into a pitch so high he was amazed the mirror in the room didn't shatter. Her legs clamped around his hand as she came howling like an animal with her father buried balls deep in her ass.
Not just in her ass, but flooding it with what was left in his tired balls. Her ass contracted around him as she came, milking every drop from him and he moaned as much in discomfort as pleasure and relief as she'd become so tight it hurt.
When he had nothing left, he managed a few more slow pumps while he moved his fingers on her clit, helping her to finish her third orgasm. When she released a whimper and slid forward, onto her stomach, he let her go, watching his cock slide from her ass.
Darren was so spent he fell onto his side on the bed. Facing Cassie who had her head turned the other way. He lay there breathing hard, waiting for his heart to stop pounding. His cock immediately went soft and at this point he doubted even Cassie could suck him hard again.
Over the sound of his ragged breathing he became aware of a soft whimpering coming from Cassie.
"Cass, you okay?" He put his hand on her sweaty back.
"You...you hurt me, you really did. You fucked my ass, daddy. Oh, its hurts so bad!"
Oh Jesus, he thought her soft whimpers bringing him crashing down to reality. He'd forced himself into her ass. Everything else she'd welcomed, even pushed him into, but she'd told him not to do that and he had. Even though her pain was obvious he'd kept going.
"Cassie, I'm sorry." He rubbed her back as he spoke unsure of what else he could do. "I...I lost control. I mean you just kept pushing and...Cass?"
She'd put her hands over her head, her face buried in the pillow. Her shoulders were shaking and the bed was as well. Oh, God she was sobbing!
"Cassie!" He sat up and put his hands on her shoulders. "Honey, I'm so sorry! I...what can I do? I'll do anything! Just..." Just what? Don't tell anyone your father sodomized you?
Her shoulders continued to shake and removing his hands from her, he sat there without a clue what to do. His formerly funny thought of the manager knocking now became a nightmarish vision of someone barging in saying someone sounded like they were being raped. And they'd be right.
"Cassie," He whispered. "I'm sorry. I really am. I love you Cass and I never wanted to hurt you, but..."
He stopped when she rolled over onto his side to look at him, a big smile on her messy face. "Ha! Got you, daddy!"
"What? I..." He stared at her as she laughed at him, not sure whether he should be relieved or mad at her.
Considering what had happened when she pissed him off a few minutes ago he decided to go with relief. "So you're not really hurt? You were okay with me doing that?
"That?" She laughed again. "You fucked my ass." She whistled. "I'm taking that last hundred back! I earned it!"
"I really thought I'd hurt you, Cass." He put his hand gently on her cheek. "Seriously I..." he closed his eyes as the enormity of what they'd just done struck him. He'd fucked his daughter. Not just fucked her but treated her like...a hooker, no, even worse than that.
"God, Cassie, what did we just do?"
"We had awesome sex!" She exclaimed, putting her hand over his. "Daddy, that was so fucking amazing! I came so hard, it was everything I wanted!"
"You...really?"
"It wasn't fun for you?" The smile left her face. "I didn't give you what you wanted?"
"No, I mean yes. I mean...Cassie I fucked you."
"I know! Twice and once in the ass." She winced. "I wasn't kidding that did hurt, but...God, you just taking me like that? Fucking my ass and making me cum? I'd gotten off to that, but never thought even if I got you that you'd do that to me."
"So you're fine with this?"
"Dad, I told you online I wanted my daddy. I told you tonight I wanted you. If I didn't I would have left right away."
"You...did you know it was me?"
"No." She shook her head. "I swear I didn't. Not until you said something in the hall. I wasn't sure what to do, I thought about running away so you couldn't see me, but then those people showed up and I...I guess I figured if I ever had a chance this was it."
He nodded, still trying to process what happened, and turning her head she kissed his hand.
"Aren't you happy, daddy? You wanted me and you found out I wanted you and we got exactly what we wanted."
"I guess."
"Thanks." Cassie sighed and rolling over, sat up on the edge of the bed. "Sorry I disappointed you. Not only am I a hooker, but guess I'm a bad one because I couldn't make you happy."
"Its not that, Cass. It was...it was better than anything I could have imagined. But...I'm still your father."
"I'm your daughter so what's the point?"
"Point is I'm the parent and it was up to me to stop this because its wrong."
"Who says?" Cassie leaned over to pick up her shorts and used them to finally wipe at the sticky mess on her face. "You wanted me, I wanted you, what's wrong with that?"
"Well..."
"I'm an adult, dad." She looked up at him, the cum gone from her face, but her makeup still on her cheeks. "Not a little kid. I knew what I wanted and I came after it."
"True I guess maybe its just..."
"Everyone says it wrong." She nodded. "But how many people condemn something and then you find out they're doing it themselves? Incest is wrong, but you've seen how many movies and stories there are. Who's reading, who's watching? It's a dirty little secret, people say yuck in person then go home and go ohhh and get off on it.
"Plus I bet you'll feel better in general now. You got all that pent up frustration and bitterness you carried for mom out of your system," she laughed. "Told you I'd tale one for the team!"
"Cass?"
"Daddy?"
"You sure you're eighteen?"
"Yup." She gave him a smile.
"Sure you don't want to be a lawyer? I swear you could talk an Eskimo into thinking he needed ice."
"And if I couldn't talk him into it, I'd just fuck him."
"You know, about that. Your little night job..."
"That's up to you." She spoke as she stood up and touching her red ass, winced again. "Wow, I'm going to be sore for days.
"What do you mean that it's up to me?"
"If now that we've crossed the line you're going to keep wanting me then I'm retired. If you want to get all moral and say this was a mistake? Then I'll keep looking for daddies because after this I'm going to want it more than ever"
"So you're telling me that..."
"You heard me, dad, this isn't court so stop trying to stall and switch things around." She walked away from the bed.
"Where are you going?"
"To shower, then to sleep because I don't know about you, but I'm pretty damned tired and," She gave him a sly smile. "Very satisfied."
"You're going to stay here tonight?"
"Sure!" She cocked her head. "You don't want to sleep with me? I mean really sleep with me?"
"You want to spend the night in bed with me?" He was surprised at the idea.
"Depends."
"On?" The smile turned into a smirk.
"I charge another two hundred to spend the night. Three if you want the girlfriend experience."



As Darren shook his head, wondering if she were kidding or not, Cassie laughed and entering the bathroom closed the door behind her.
Chapter Eight
Darren opened his eyes and lifted his head from the pillow. For a moment he had no idea where he was, then he heard soft voiced outside the door and heard a door close and a latch click. He lowered his head back to the pillow, but his eyes remained open.
He was exhausted, both physically from the sexual Olympics he'd gone though with his daughter, and mentally and emotionally tired from the aftermath of the same. He'd sat on the bed while Cassie showered, his mind spinning about what had happened and what it meant moving forward.
Cassie had come strolling out of the bathroom completely naked, her long hair tied into a loose pony tail, as if it were nothing to be naked in front of her father. Darren, feeling self conscious had slipped his jeans back on, but seeing her naked made him realize how okay she was with this.
The sight of her amazing supple young body stretching out on the bed next to him as if she really were a lover, and not a daughter had him imagining what life could be like if he was as accepting of it as she was.
She'd leaned over and given a peck on the cheek and a "sweet dreams, daddy' and pulling the sheet up over her, rolled onto her side and within a minute her breathing became slow and deep. Darren had shut the lights off and gone and taken a long hot shower before coming back to the bed.
He'd had a towel around his waist and wondered whether or not he should put something on. In the dim light coming from the small nightlight near the bathroom door, he saw one of Cassie's long legs had slipped out from under the sheet.
Darren had stared at her long leg, following it to the just visible curve of her ass, driving home the fact she was naked. Screw it, he thought at this point could he get any more improper? He dropped the towel and slipped under the sheet next to his daughter.
He must have fallen right to sleep, because he couldn't remember anything else until now. Next to him, Cassie grumbled in her sleep and he turned his head to look at her. She was facing away from him and he admired her bare back in the dim light.
Impulsively, he rolled onto his side and placed a soft kiss in the middle of her back. Cassie cooed in her sleep and with a smile, Darren kissed her again. She sighed and rolled onto her back, her head turning to face him.
Her eyes remained closed and Darren felt a wave of emotion as he stared at her, seeing her as both a daughter and woman. She was so beautiful. Her soft features, the full lips and high cheek bones.
His eyes trailed lower to where the sheet had slipped down and her left breast was exposed to him. His eyes lingered on her pink nipple and to his amazement, his cock was swelling. Damn, who needed Viagra when you had your naked eighteen year old hot as fuck daughter next to you.
"Psst!" Cassie whispered. "My eyes are up here."
Darren looked to see her smiling at him. "Can't sleep?"
"You know, you really are a beautiful young woman/" He told her.
"Aww, you mean that or is it just because I give good head."
Just her saying that caused his cock to swell to a full erection beneath the sheets. And just a few hours ago her talking dirty upset him.
"Seriously, you're beautiful, Cass. Your mom was an attractive woman, just a bitch."
"So I'm just like her?" She giggled.
"No, you're a much better fuck." He was pleasantly surprised by easy it was to make a remark like that to her. Then again once you'd fucked your daughter, not much could seem out of place.
"Hmm, I like that." She titled her head, an odd smile on her face, and it took him a second to realize what was off about was it seemed shy which was very unlike his daughter. "Dad, can I ask you something?"
"Anything."
"Would you like to kiss me?"
"Kiss you?" She'd caught him off guard with that one.
"Yes, kiss me. Earlier we were pretty rough and nasty and I think we both needed that to break the ice. I mean maybe that's how you'd always want it, but I'm just letting you know that if you, um," She lowered her head and looked up at him through her lashes. "Wanted to be sweet and give your little girl a kiss she'd really like that."
"I'd like that too." Darren leaned into her and just before he closed his eyes saw Cassie close hers and part her lips for him. "So damned beautiful." He whispered.
His lips met hers and Cassie released a soft little moan in her throat as her soft lips slid along his. The kiss started out tentatively as Darren felt a little strange kissing his daughter, and thought she might be feeling the same way.
But after a few seconds of their lips barely touching, Cassie pressed hers harder into his. Darren eagerly responded, kissing her with a passion he hadn't felt in years. When Cassie's tongue slipped out and flicked across his lips, he parted them for her and felt like an excited teenager when his daughter's tongue darted into his mouth and danced across his.
Cassie found his hand and guided it to her exposed breast. She moaned when he fondled it, gently this time, and his thumb stroked her hard nipple. Cassie kissed him harder and more urgently, her soft lips now seemingly trying to devour his.
Darren matched her passion, driving his tongue into her mouth this time while pulling the sheet further down and finding her other breast with his free hand.
"No what else, you didn't do?" She whispered against his lips. "You didn't suck your little girls titties."
She eased back from the kiss and slipping her hands under his, lifted her breasts, offering them to her father. "Want to suck on my nipples, daddy?"
"Do you want to call me Darren?" He asked, even as he lowered his head to her chest.
"No, whether you're being my daddy or my lover your still daddy to me."
"How old are you?" He whispered, then fastened his lips around her hard pink nipple.
"Hmm, old enough for it not to be a crime to fuck me, but still young enough to be your little girl."
Darren groaned at the sensation of sucking on her perky perfect tit and eagerly switched to sucking the other nipple while fondling the one he'd just licked.
"I guess I'll call you Darren if we go away and we go out and I'm pretending to be your slutty little sugar baby."
"I like that." He said around her nipple.
"Yeah? You want to take me dancing and I'll dress trashy and grind all over you on the dance floor and people will think you're a dirty old man with money, but no one will know I'm your daughter."
"I love how you think." He told her as he went back to her other nipple. God, they were amazing! He could do this all night.
"Then you'll love what I'm thinking now." Cassie's hand slipped between his legs and he groaned when she found his cock and squeezed it. "I'm thinking I need more of daddy's cock."
She slowly stroked him while he worked her tits until she cupped his chin in her hand and lifting his head, kissed him again. They kissed even harder than before as she jerked his cock beneath the sheet and he played with her tits.
Cassie broke the kiss and kicking the sheet off of them, slid down the bed, and took his cock into her mouth.
"Oh, goddamn, I could get used to this." Darren groaned while he rubbed her back as she lay across his stomach, her head bobbing slowly on her father's engorged cock.
He slid his hand down her back and over her ass, noting he could still see the welts from his fingers. Cassie moaned around his cock when his fingers slid between the crack of her ass and over her clit.
He rubbed it gently as she sucked his cock in a slow comfortable way that again had him thinking of familiar lovers and not family. Cassie, removed him from her mouth and sat up. She swung her leg over her waist, straddling him.
Cassie leaned over, and moved side to side, teasing her nipples across his lips and flickering tongue. She reached between her thighs and grabbing his cock, guided it through the slick lips of her pussy.
She eased down on top of him and he moaned as this time she had him entering his slowly, sinking down on him inch by teasing inch. When he was fully engulfed by her hot, tight and as before extremely wet pussy, she sat back and worked her hips back and forth on his lap.
Darren put his hands on her hips and smiled when she reached up and pulling her hair from the pony tail shook it out, sending it flowing down her shoulders and back. She cupped her tits and playing with her nipples asked.
"How's your little brat look riding you?"
"My brat is sexy as hell." He told her, pushing on her hips, urging her to ride him faster.
Cassie switched from rocking back and forth to bouncing up and down and he moaned each time she descended on him, taking her father deep inside her. She continued to play with her tits, then leaned backwards, grabbing his ankles while still riding him.
At this angle he had a clear view of his cock sliding in and out of her smooth pink slit, and sliding his hand down, pressed his thumb to her clit. Cassie moaned and worked her hips in circles, pushing her button harder into his thumb.
"Oh, yes." She sighed as she moved up and down, then side to side, teasing the hell out of him, but he didn't mind.
Instead he focused on playing with her clit and admiring how not just beautiful, but sexy she was. Her perfect features coupled with her amazing petite little body, she was absolutely perfect. Sp perfect he'd spent months paying girls who looked like her.
None of them however compared to the real Cassie who at the moment, was being anything but a bitchy brat. Right now, this Cassie who was being a sweet playful, and sensual lover was one he could get used to.
Then again who was he kidding? He'd love to get rough with her again and something told him she would give him plenty of reasons to be. But for the moment, they were enjoying the type of slow relaxing and satisfying sex normal lovers did.
Cassie's breath caught and her hips moved faster, her fingers tugging harder on her nipples.
"That's it, Cass, come for daddy." He whispered up to her.
Cassie leaned over, putting her hands on his chest and worked her hips hard and fast, causing him to gasp as she switched gears and was now riding him like he was a bull at a rodeo. He kept his finger between her legs and was rewarded by her pussy convulsing around his cock and her squealing and moaning over him as she came.
This orgasm didn't seem as powerful as the others and Darren imagined it was because, like him, she was both tired and satisfied, the edge taken off. When Cassie released one last shuddering moan, she leaned over and surprised him by not only kissing him, but sliding her arms under his, holding him tightly.
Darren caused her gasp when with a wrench of his shoulders, he rolled them over so he was on top of her. Cassie giggled and smiling up at him, slipped her hand behind his head and drew him down into a long lingering kiss.
Her other hand ran along his back, her nails lightly caressing him. Her long legs wrapped around his waist and she rested her feet on the small of his back as he pumped her in a slow steady rhythm.
"Hmm, that's sweet." Cassie said as she leaned her head back into the pillow. "Just like that. Daddy. Love your little brat." She lifted her head and placed her lips to his ear. "Because she loves you."
"You love me?" he felt like an idiot, but wasn't sure how she meant it.
"I love you with all my heart. I know I'm bitchy, but that's how I thought I could get you. Now that I have you, I want you to be good to me."
"I'll always be good to you." He promised, surprised to hear a tremble in his voice.
"Well, not always." She giggled. "This brat is going to need to be punished sometimes. But she needs to be loved too."
"Then I'll punish the brat and love my little girl, deal?"
"Deal." She sighed. "You feel so good, daddy."
She did too, a little too good as despite how tired he was he could feel his body tense and his spent balls tightening as he grew close. He moved his hips faster and Cassie sent him over the edge with her next words.
"I want you to come inside me, daddy. I've never let anyone do that. I want you to be the only man who ever does it."
"Oh, Cassie." He moaned as he lost control and erupted inside her.
"Ohh," Cassie purred. "That feels so good!" She squeezed her legs tightly around him and moved her hips in time with his.
Darren whimpered like a teenager as he felt himself spurting deep inside his daughter's eager pussy. She contracted around him, helping to milk him and whispered. "All of it, daddy, give your little girl every drop."
Darren thrust deep inside her and groaned as he felt the last trickle of cum from his now completely spent balls enter her quivering pussy.
"Damn." He whispered and kissed her. "That was amazing."
"Hmm" She sighed.
They lay there quietly, and Darren relaxed into her, surprised by the way she caressed his back and lovingly ran her fingers through his hair. Again she was mature beyond her years, seemingly as comfortable as a lover as he was.
He avoided thinking this might be from the girlfriend experience she'd teased him with earlier. Stop that, he thought. He was the adult here, so what she'd done that? She'd done it th same reason he had because she thought it was the only way to get what he needed, now here they were together.
He sighed as his cock softened inside her, then rolled over onto his back. Cassie rolled over onto her side and draping her long leg across his, rested her head on his chest, her arm across his waist.
"So nice." She kissed his chest. "I want this every night, daddy."
"You really okay with this Cass?" He asked as he ran his hand though her long hair and along her back.
"I'm fine with it." She lifted her head from his chest to look at him. "Hey, remember, its just sex, daddy."
"No, Cass." He leaned his head up and kissed her softly. "This is a lot more than just sex."
"Mean it?" She asked and he was shocked to see tears in her wide brown eyes. "I'm more to you than the little girl game?"
"You're still the little girl game, my good girl, my brat and always my daughter." He kissed her forehead. "But now you're something else."
"What's that?" She gave him that shy smile again.
"My everything now. I love you Cass."
"I love you too, daddy!" She beamed at him and kissed him softly. "Hey daddy? Can I ask you something?"
"You can ask me anything, Cass."
The sweet smile turned into the all too familiar smirk. "I can keep the money, right?"
Author's Note: Hope you enjoyed the story. The bitchy brat type daughter is one of my personal favs so this was a fun one to write. Votes and comments are appreciated. As always, thank you for reading. Lovecraft68
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Randy raised his hand to knock on Mom's bedroom door for the third time in the ten minutes he'd been standing there. Like his previous two attempts, he lowered his hand, unsure of what he was going to say.
"Come on, suck it up," he mumbled.
He'd thought about staying in the hallway and seeing if Haley showed up or she'd been messing with him. Yet at this point he did feel he needed to discuss what was going on. He'd leave out details of his dreams, but maybe mention Haley had been dressing way to sexy around the house and it was getting to him.
Regardless he would sound like a pervert, but he needed to get this off his chest. Taking a deep breath, he succeeded in knocking softly on the door, part of him hoping his mother would be asleep.
"I'm awake." Mom called out, "Come in."
He entered the room to see mom sitting on the bed and immediately regretted his decision. Mom was dressed the same way Haley had been. A pair of tight lacey black shorts and a matching top that, like Haley's, didn't cover her stomach.
Mom's top seemed even shorter due to her tits being a lot bigger than his sisters and causing it to ride up higher. The low-cut top showed a pretty good amount of cleavage and his eyes were drawn to the tops and inner halves of her smooth tanned breasts.
He blinked, forcing his gaze to her face and saw her long dark hair was down and her lips, full and sensual, just like Haley's, were painted in deep red. Why would she have makeup on? For that matter what was with the slinky lingerie, it wasn't like dad was around tonight.
"Did you want something, honey?" Mom cut through his inspection of her.
"Oh, um, yeah, can we talk?"
"We can always talk, what's the matter?"
"It's Haley."
"What's the matter?" Mom asked, "She giving you a hard time?"
She was grinning when she said it, and his stomach tightened. Had Haley called and talked to her first?
"She's being kind of, uh, inappropriate with me."
"What do you mean?" She swung her long legs from the bed and Randy's eyes locked onto the soft skin of her upper thighs and the black lace between them.
Mom was the opposite of Haley. His sister looked like dad, with her light hair and blue eyes whereas he took after mom with her black hair and dark brown eyes. Haley was small chested and slender, her body supple and tight.
Mom was bustier, her full chest matched by her round curvy ass, and her hips and thighs had a nice soft inviting appearance. Inviting? God, this was happening the same way as it had with his sister upstairs, maybe he should make something up now, and go see a school counselor.
"Randy?"
"Sorry." He had been staring at her legs, her feet were bare and he noticed her toe nails were the same purple as Haley's and a quick glance told him her fingers matched.
"What are you looking at?" She looked down, "Something wrong with me?"
"No, mom you look fine."
"Thank you." She smiled, "You're pretty fine yourself."
"What?" he blinked, what was this, a bizarro replay?
"You look fine, too, that's all. What did you think I meant?"
"Nothing."
"You look nervous honey." She pointed to the small armchair behind him where she sat and read at night, "Sit down and tell me what's wrong."
Randy sat across from her and noted with dismay she was sitting with her legs open, not wide, but enough to make him aware of that damn black lace between her legs.
"Okay, lately Haley's been dressing kind of," he paused trying to find the best way to say it, "Revealing."
"I've noticed." She shrugged, "She's nineteen and trying to get attention."
"At home?"
"She dresses that way outside of home and doesn't change when she gets here."
"I mean things like what she wears when she does change," he pressed, "Like her pajamas aren't pajamas anymore, she's showing a lot of, uh, everything."
"You checking out your sister?"
"No!" This was beginning to backfire.
"Then what's the big deal?" Mom asked, "If you don't see her in that way, then it shouldn't matter. That's why your father and I don't say anything. We're fine with how she dresses."
"Tonight, there was something else."
"I don't read minds honey." Mom put her hands out, "Let's hear it."
"Haley came into my room a little while ago and she was dressed trashy." He quickly added, "At least for around me anyway."
"You didn't come in here to just say Haley had on a skimpy outfit I hope."
"She started saying weird stuff."
"Like what?"
"Like." He took a deep breath, "I know this sounds crazy, but I promise I'm not lying."
"I'm listening." Mom said reassuringly, "Tell me exactly what she said."
"She said she wanted to fool around with me."
"Excuse me?" Mom raised her eyebrows. "Your sister said she wanted to have sex with you?"
"That and other things." He nodded.
"Honey, that's pretty out there." Mom said with a frown. "You think it was some kind of game? Maybe something her and her ditzy friends cooked up to do to their brothers and then tell each other what happened?"
"I'm sure she meant it."
"How can you be so sure?"
"She asked if she could, uh, see my..." Okay, genius, how do you say this?"
"Your what?"
"You know my." Randy gave a nervous smile, "Thing."
She furrowed her brow, "You mean your cock?"
"Mom!"
She rolled her eyes, "Thing Randy? You're eighteen not eight, it's called a cock."
Hearing his mother utter the word caused another of those twisted thrills and he fought to ignore it and stay with saying how wrong all this was.
"Okay, whatever, but she wanted to see it."
"Did you show it to her?"
"Of course not!" He rolled his eyes, an identical gesture to hers, "I'm her brother; that would be sick."
"Hmm, you take after your dad's side for sure."
"Haley said that." He pointed to her, "Am I missing something here?"
"You're missing out on a lot of things," Mom replied. "But not for much longer."
"You don't think it's wrong for her to ask me that?"
"Curiosity." She grinned, "Happens between siblings sometimes."
"Haley has a boyfriend, she's had a few, I think she knows what one looks like."
"True, she does have some experience," she laughed, "Takes after my side."
"You going to talk to her about this?" he asked, frustrated, "She's strutting around like she's trying to tease me then starts telling me she wants to do nasty things with me."
"She could still be playing, Randy, after all you didn't show her anything did you?"
"No."
"Did you touch her at all or let her touch you?"
"Uh, no." he lied in case Haley started saying he did.
"Then it could be a stupid little prank."
"It wasn't." Randy took the plunge. "She took her top off and showed me her," he was going to say breasts, but didn't want to get the little kid comment again, "Tits."
"Haley showed you her tits?" Mom looked as if she were trying to keep a straight face, "Really?"
"Why would I make that up?"
"True." She tapped her chin in thought, "Well only one way to get to the bottom of this."
Mom turned around and crawling onto the bed reached across to the nightstand to grab her phone. That left Randy staring at his mother's ass in the tight lace shorts and his cock rose at the sight of the tips of her round ass cheeks peeking out from them.
The lace between her legs was fully visible as well and he realized if she were naked right now he'd be able to see her pussy. She fumbled with the phone and her ass moved back and forth, swaying seductively in front of him. Wait, seductively? He swore some of these thoughts seemed as if they were planted in his mind somehow.
His eyes wandered down the backs of her smooth thighs and lingered on the soles of her feet. He caught himself imagining those soft feet on his shoulders as he fucked her.
"Haley?" Her voice mercifully cut short his latest taboo thought, "I need you to come to my room right now. Don't ask why, just get your ass in here."
She put her cell down and backed her way to the edge of the bed where she turned and sat facing him once more. Damn, that ass had looked good backing towards him. Yup, time for some therapy.
"Guess we'll find out together what's going on now won't we?" she asked.
"Right." He tried to sound confident but was worried Haley would lie and put on the pout and crocodile tears like she did every time she got in trouble.
They sat there in silence, Mom looking relaxed and Randy caught between being nervous about what Haley would say along with trying to keep his eyes off his mother.
He jumped at a knock on the door and Mom called, "Come in, honey."
Haley entered the room and to Randy's mixed dismay and relief she was still dressed in her skimpy little pink ensemble from earlier. In a way it was bad because now he had both here to try not to look at, but at least mom could see what she was wearing.
"What's up, mom?" Haley asked, while giving him a mischievous smile, like this was exactly what she wanted.
"Come here." Mom patted the bed and Haley obediently sat next to her.
This left Randy struggling to not look at both sets of bare legs as well as their tits, he focused on mom's face as she spoke.
"Your brother tells me you were acting naughty in his room is that true?"
"Naughty?" Randy muttered, "That's grown up?"
"Fine." Mom shot him a look, "Your brother said you're dressed like a slut and was acting like one."
"I didn't say that!"
"You implied it." Mom said, "But I'm talking to your sister. That true Haley?"
"I was wearing this." Haley stood up and did a slow turn for her mother, showing off her outfit and Randy swore he caught Mom staring at Haley's ass, then linger on her seemingly always hard nipples.
"I see. That is kind improper for your brother, no?" she asked as Haley sat back down next to her.
"Not really, we're family after all. A close family, right, mom?" Haley had the same look on her face as mom did, like she was trying not to laugh.
Randy began to wonder if this wasn't some kind of joke the two of them were playing, but she'd shown her tits and mom would never screw with him like this.
"Were very close." Mom kissed her cheek and put her hand on Haley's upper thigh.
Haley giggled and put her hand over mom's which stayed on her leg. Randy's eyes widened at the sight and he desperately tried to not read anything dirty into an affectionate gesture by their mother.
"Dressing like this is one thing," Mom continued. "But Randy tells me you showed him your tits?"
"You little rat." Haley scowled.
"Did you?" Mom pressed, "Did you show your brother your tits?"
"Yes, mama." Haley nodded, "I took my shirt off to show off my titties."
"Is that so?" Mom stared at her, "And what did he think of them?"
"What?" Randy asked, "What kind of question is that?"
"An important one, now shush." Mom spoke without looking at him.
"He said he didn't like them." She pushed her lower lip out, "Maybe they were too little for him."
"You didn't like your sister's tits, Randy?"
"I...what?" He shook his head, trying to clear it in case he wasn't hearing right, "She's my sister! I'm not supposed to."
"She's also a sexy young lady," Mom put her arm around Haley and drew her close to her. "If some other girl her age showed her tits you'd look, right?"
"Yeah, but..."
"Is it that you didn't like them, or you were upset because you did?"
"This doesn't make sense; she flashed her tits at me! That's all that matters."
"No, what matters is whether you liked them or not. So be honest, Randy. You think your sister has nice tits?"
"This is crazy."
"That's not an answer," Mom persisted, "I think you liked them and you're trying to pretend you didn't because you think it's wrong."
"It is."
"Why?" Mom prodded.
"Because she's my sister?" he answered weakly, confused with how this was going.
"But if those pretty little tits were on another girl would you like them?"'
"But they're not."
"I think there's only one way to figure this out." Mom slid further back on the bed and opened her legs. "Come here, baby girl."
Haley sat in front of his mother. Mom put her arms around her waist, hugging her to her and peered at him over her shoulder, "Let's see what you really think. Arms up, Haley."
Haley obeyed, and to Randy's disbelief, Mom pulled his sister's shirt up and off, exposing her tits to him.
"Holy shit!"
"How can you not like these tits?" Mom asked, resting her chin on Haley's shoulder, "Look at them, Randy, look how perfect, look at those pretty nipples."
"Mom what are you doing?" He could barely speak while he watched his mother cup Haley's tits in her hands.
"I'm showing you your sister's tits." She moved her thumbs across Haley's nipples causing her to moan and his cock to inflate like a balloon in his shorts.
"Oh, mama." Haley turned her head and kissed her mother.
"I...I'm dreaming." Randy said aloud while watching his Mom accept her daughter's kiss.
They moaned and Haley put her hands over her mother's pushing them against her tits, as they kissed. Their full soft lips caressed each other, and Randy groaned when their tongues darted out and danced across one another.
Haley squirmed against her, and grabbing Mom's wrist, pushed her hand down her stomach. Feeling as if he were indeed in a dream, he followed his mother's hand across his sister's stomach and between her legs where she rubbed her pussy through the shorts.
"Sorry, honey." Mom turned her head to face him, but Haley remained where she was, her lips now pressed to their mother's neck. "Where were we? Oh, right your sister's tits! Do you like them?"
"I...mom, what's going on?"
"There's a lot going on in your shorts right now." Mom smiled and to his surprise, licked her lips. "You look very happy to see your big sister's tits."
She whispered something to Haley who stood up and walked over, her tits jiggling. She stopped in front of him and fondled her tits.
"You know you like them," she purred, "Even mom can see how hard you are. Come on, baby, tell your sister you like her tits." She leaned over, pushing them towards his face, "Tell me how sexy you think I am."
"Sis, please." He turned his head away from her delicious looking nipples even though all he wanted to do was suck them.
"Just say you like them, Randy," Mom said, "Tell the truth, it's not like we can't see that you do."
"I...okay, I like them," he said softly, a feeling of helplessness washing over him as Haley continued to play with her nipples.
"See was that so hard?" Mom laughed, "It is, isn't it?"
"Yeah, it is!" Haley giggled, "Just like it was earlier."
"That's a good boy, nice and hard for your sister." Mom stood and walked over to stand next to Haley, "How about you get close to your brother, baby girl?"
Haley swung her leg over his and sat down on his knee. She slid forward and Randy groaned at how hot her pussy was through her lacey shorts. Not just hot, but wet, as she left a sticky trail on his leg as she rocked back and forth.
Her tits were right in his face and Mom whispered, "Suck them."
Randy looked at her, then back to Haley who was holding her tits to his face, offering them to him.
"Go ahead, honey." Mom said, softly, "It's okay, I'm telling you to. You're not in any trouble, baby boy, all we want is for you to have what you want."
He shook his head, "I don't know what I want."
"Of course you do; you want your sister." Mom put her hand on his shoulder and when he looked her way he saw her nipples were hard beneath her top and she was flushed, her brown eyes burning with the same lust he saw in Haley's.
The same lust he felt.
"And I hope you want me too."
"I...do." he admitted, "But I don't know why."
"You don't have to, baby." Haley said with a smile that this time was more sweet than sexy, "Just know it's okay because we want you too."
"Why now?" He put his hands gingerly on her hips just over the panties, thrilled at just touching her soft bare flesh.
"Because you're a man now." Mom leaned over and catching him by surprised, kissed him softly on the lips, "My man, our man and that's how it is in our family. Always has been, this is in your blood, Randy."
"But what about dad?" His hand strayed up his sister's sides and he felt her body tense expectantly, but he didn't move up to her breasts.
"He knows. He's been waiting for you to realize what you wanted so we can all love each other the way we were meant to."
"Wait, you mean..." Somehow this kept getting crazier by the minute.
"We've all been waiting for you, Randy." Haley released her tits and put her arms around his neck, "I've been playing with mom and dad since a week after I turned eighteen."
"Is this a sick game?" he looked at his mother, "You guys are taking this pretty damn far."
"It's true honey, it's in my family to be with family. I'll tell you everything soon, but right now, why don't you enjoy what you've been dreaming of for weeks?"
"How do you know about those dreams?"
"Because that's how its starts. Eighteen is the year of adulthood that triggers it. From that day on the dreams come and it's a matter of time before we want to act on them. You've been resisting and we decided it's time to tell you there's nothing wrong with it."
"There's not?" But everyone..."
"We're not everyone, we're a special family." Mom told him, "Speaking of special, your beautiful sister wants to make tonight the best one of your life."
"Haley's been with your dad and I for a year, but the entire time all she's talked about is how excited she was knowing someday she'd get to make her brother happy."
"I love you, Randy." Haley kissed him sweetly on the cheek, "Please let me show you how much I love you and how much love and fun we're all going to share from now on."
She grabbed the bottom of his shirt and pulled it up to his chest. Randy didn't let her take it off and Haley looked at Mom.
"Randy," Mom ran her nails down his cheek, "We would never make you do something you wouldn't want to do. But we know you want to, you're going by what the rest of the world would tell you, but they're wrong. They don't know what they're missing, the family that lays together, stays together, baby."
"You...you too?" he whispered, "I could be with you?"
"Randy we've shown you that you can have what you want. Your sister and I are telling you we're yours in any way you've dreamed of.
"But we won't force it. You need to choose now. If you tell us you don't want this, that it's wrong, then Haley will get off your lap and you go back upstairs. We'll wait until you're ready and you will be Randy. Know why?"
His eyes had drifted back to Haley's breasts, and his cock, like earlier, had remained painfully hard despite the conversation. He shrugged in response to his mother's question while taking in the fact his sister was all but naked, her tits right in front of him and the heat and moisture of her pussy pressing into his leg.
"Because you'll have to. Those dirty dreams you've been having? They will get more lurid as time goes on. The thoughts you've had when you stare at us all the time? That will get worse. Soon you'll be hard as a rock just sitting with us at dinner."
Mom squeezed his cock through his shorts, causing him to groan.
"Tsk tsk," she clucked her tongue. "See how hard you are? Harder than you've ever been and so hard, I bet it hurts. That will get worse too and no matter how many times you jerk off or fuck some girl, you'll never be satisfied. You could get laid and ten minutes later see your pretty sister and be hard for her in seconds."



"I was so wet for dad." Haley said, "I wanted him so bad! I thought it was wrong too and I talked to Mom and she told me what was happening and brought me to dad, and it was so good!" She sighed, "Then mom played with me and we all play now."
"All of you," he repeated.
"Yup, the other night when you heard me?" Haley laughed, "That was dad fucking me. It's always dad fucking me here. I go to Rob's to have sex with him, we've never done it here."
Randy thought of his father fucking his sister. Everything in him told him it was wrong, yet his cock reacted like it did to the women in his family lately. It jerked in his shorts and his mind was filled with images of Haley on her knees, blowing his father, dad licking her pussy, fucking her on her knees like that crazy dream he'd had.
That thought stopped his mind from spinning. He'd dreamed of the three of them fucking and inviting him in, joining the family. They couldn't know that, but they did. Haley knew he'd dreamed of her, and mom did too.
Was this all true? It would explain the sudden attraction to his family, but...
"That got you didn't it?" Mom asked, "You thinking of your father giving it to your sister? Hot isn't it?"
She slid her thumb over Haley's nipple. "It's so hot watching your father play with our daughter, I love watching them together and he's going to love watching you and I together."
"We play all different ways, but with you we can play in even more ways!" Haley giggled, "We can put on sexy shows for mom and dad! Then watch them."
"So much fun, Randy." Mom added, "So much lust and so much love. God, your aunt and I had fun with grandma and grandpa."
"Wait, is dad your brother?" he asked, alarmed.
"No, honey, we marry others, special people who see what our family has and are never jealous, just happy to share our love. He can talk to you about that when he gets back. That is if you're ready."
She pointed to him. "No more talk or questions, Randy. What's it going to be? Are you going to say no and leave us to play with each other? Go upstairs and jerk off while your sister licks my pussy and wishes it was her brother's cock her tongue was on? Or you going to stay and have the two women who love you most make all your dreams come true?"
Haley looked up through her long lashes, pushed her lips into a pout and whispered, "Please want me, little brother."
"So, Randy," Mom asked, "Be honest, you like your big sister's tits?"
Haley once again held them for him, a hopeful look in her eyes.
Randy's cock ached and he recalled Mom's words that it would keep doing so until her gave in and, goddamn his sister was beautiful and so was his mother. He paused, then took the plunge.
"They're perfect, just like the rest of her."
"Yes!" Haley exclaimed, "You want me!"
"Wait." Mom held up her hand, "One more question, Randy."
"Okay," His eyes lingered on Haley's nipples and his mouth watering now that he knew he was going to have them.
"You have to look at me." Mom took his chin her hand and guided him to face her.
"You like your sister's tits, but what do you think of mine?"
With no hesitation, Mom pulled her top off revealing her breasts to her son.
"Wow." Was all he could come up with staring at his now topless mother.
Her breasts were much larger than Haley's, but despite their size were standing up pretty well for her age. Her nipples were bigger than his sister's and much darker, a rosy shade of red. He licked his lips, already imagining them under his tongue and how heavy and soft they would feel in his hands.
"Aw, you like mom's better?" Haley pouted like a brat and it sent a surge of lust through him.
"Just different, you're both amazing." He turned to Haley, "I dreamed of you the most."
"Because she's your sister." Mom said, "Now how about you show Haley how much you love her."
Randy moved his hands up Haley's side and cupped her tits, loving the way she moaned as his palms grazed her nipples. She leaned towards him, her lips parted, but caught up in the idea of finally fulfilling his taboo lust; he lowered his head to her chest, his tongue already out, eagerly awaiting the first taste of his sister's skin.
"Stop!" Mom caught him by his hair, not roughly, but enough for him to freeze with his mouth inches from Haley's tit.
"There's a few rules, but most important is we always start with love. No matter how horny we are, we always start with a kiss."
She gave him a sweet smile, "Give Haley the kiss I've been dreaming of watching for a long time."
Randy turned from her and gasped when Haley's lips found his. She wrapped her arms around his neck, drawing him into her and he moaned at the sensation of his sister's soft lips.
He returned the kiss, at first gently, then more firmly, his desire adding to his enthusiasm. Haley whimpered into the kiss, her lips sliding along his and teasing by never staying still for more than a second.
Randy removed his hands from her tits to slide them around her and crush her against him in a passionate embrace that resulted in a soft moan from his sister. He ran his hands up and down the smooth skin of her back and up into her long soft blonde hair.
Haley responded by pushing her tongue between his lips and into his mouth, while her long nails ran through his hair, they moaned as their tongues danced across each other and Randy couldn't believe how good kissing his sister felt.
It was better than kissing Becky or any other girl he'd been with and he now knew without a doubt, it was because she was his sister.
"Look at the two of you." Mom sighed, "So beautiful."
Randy felt her tug on his shirt and raising his arms, he let her pull it off. Haley leaned back as she did, but the second his shirt was off, she was right back against him, her lips finding his and now with the added thrill of her nipples pressing into his chest.
She rocked her hips, grinding her moist shorts into his thigh and kissing him harder, her lips more forcefully pushing against his. Randy certainly wasn't complaining, nor did he mind when his mother sat on his other leg.
"I want a kiss too." She announced as she rubbed her equally wet shorts on his thigh.
Haley removed her lips from his and Randy turned his head to kiss his mother, then said "Hey!" when she leaned past him and kissed Haley instead.
They both giggled into their kiss and Randy really couldn't complain about the sight of his mother and sister kissing in front of him. He put his arms around their waists and mom leaned into him, causing him to groan at the new sensation of her soft breasts joining his sisters against him.
His cock was throbbing as he took in their taboo kiss. The difference in their appearance, Haley's blonde hair against his mother's black, along with their different body types added to the excitement. But that paled in comparison to the fact this was his mother who was now shoving her tongue into her daughter's mouth.
They were showing off for him, their tongues wagging across each other as they opened their eyes and looked sideways at him. Mom made the show an even better one, pushing against Haley's shoulder so she would turn to face her and lowering her head, sucked on her right nipple.
"Oh, mama!" Haley moaned, putting her hand in her mother's hair and holding her face to her tit.
"Jesus, that's hot." Randy whispered.
"I have two," Haley cupped her other breast. "And it's feeling lonely."
Randy was past needing to be told twice and sucked his sister's pink nipple into his mouth. Haley moaned his name and he swore he'd never heard it said better. He swirled his tongue around her swollen flesh, his eyes open and watching his mother doing the same, while watching him.
Her dark eyes were bright with lust and she made a show of teasing her tongue around her daughter's nipple. Randy ran his hands over their backs and asses, giving them a squeeze. Mom reached down and pulling on his arm, guided his hand to her breast.
He moaned as he squeezed it, amazed at how soft her breast was, except for her nipple which was as hard as his cock. Mom turned her head from Haley's breast and parting her lips leaned into him. He stopped licking Haley's tit to meet his mother's lips.
She kissed him gently, her lips lightly working his, her tongue darting out to give his lips a quick lick, but not entering his mouth. Mom eased her lips from his, then with a sexy smile, teased her tongue along one side of his sister's nipple.
"Care to join me?" She whispered.
This was getting sexier by the minute he thought as he ran his tongue over the other side of Haley's nipple. She sighed and arched her back, pushing her small tit into their faces. Randy's tongue slid along her swollen flesh as well as his mother's soft wet tongue before their lips met, capturing his sister's nipple between their lips.
Mom leaned back and Haley immediately returned the favor, burying her face in her mother's breast. Randy followed suit, sucking his mother's nipple with an eagerness that would have appalled him earlier tonight.
"Oh fuck." Mom moaned, "I've longed for this moment!"
Haley joined him around their mother's nipple, licking it as well as his lips as they shared it. Her hand dropped to his crotch and he moaned around his mother's rosy nub when she stroked it through the shorts.
"Speaking of longing." Haley sat up, "I think my poor little brother could use some attention."
Randy moaned louder when Mom's hand also dropped into his crotch.
"Oh, my! Your brother does seem to be pretty swollen." Mom breathed, "Why don't you help him out."
Mom slid off his knee and Haley did as well, except his mother stepped to the side and Haley dropped to her knees, right where he'd dreamed of her being, between his legs.
"God, I want your cock!" She unsnapped his shorts and all but ripped his zipper down.
"Eager little thing isn't she?" Mom asked as she sat on the arm of the chair and put her arm around his shoulders. "Your father and I keep trying to get her to take her time, but she can't get her mouth on his cock or my pussy fast enough." She kissed his cheek, "Now your cock."
"I can't wait to suck dad and Randy!" Haley exclaimed as she grabbed the side of his shorts and tugged on them, "I want them to both cum in my face when dad gets home!"
"Youth and enthusiasm." Mom sighed, "But I wouldn't mind my two men painting my face, now that I think of it."
Haley and Mom's words, promising such carnal pleasures and spoken so casually made him feel as if he were drunk on lust and he quickly raised his hips to let his sister take his shorts down.
"Oh, look at that cock!" Haley moaned when his shorts were ripped down his legs and his cock sprang free.
"Like father, like son." Mom said softly, "I can't wait to feel it inside me."
"You said I could be first!" Haley pouted, but as she did, grabbed his cock and slowly pumped it.
"Goddamn." Randy moaned at the feel of his sister's hand on his now bare cock.
Haley licked her lips as she took in his swollen purple head and keeping her eyes on his, she flicked her tongue out, swirling around the sensitive skin below the head. He groaned and pushed his cock at her, urging her to take it into her mouth.
With a giggle, Haley kissed the tip, then pulled her head back, taking a trail of pre cum with it. Randy was breathing hard and his body trembled in anticipation as his big sister pressed her soft lips to the spongy head of his cock.
She rubbed it back and forth, smearing his sticky fluid on her soft lips and causing him to whimper.
"Don't tease, Haley, suck your brother's cock." Mom chided her.
She slid off the chair and walked around behind him.
"Yes mama." Haley giggled, then opened her mouth just enough to slide her lips over the head of his cock.
"Oh, fuck sis," he moaned when she opened wider and took his cock deep into her warm wet mouth.
Haley moaned as loud as he did, the vibration sending an extra thrill through him, and her eyes rolled back. She took him further and further until her soft lips were wrapped around the base of his shaft. She held him there, letting him enjoy the effect of being completely submerged in his sister's mouth.
"She's such a good little cocksucker isn't she?" Mom put her arms around him from behind and kissed his neck, whispering in his ear, "Like how your dick looks in you sister's mouth?"
"Oh, yeah." He breathed as Haley shook her head, working the head of his cock around her mouth and sliding her tongue around his shaft.
She released him with a wet slurping sound and rubbed his cock along her soft cheek.
"This is such a nice hard cock!" She told him, before running her tongue up and down his shaft.
Haley lowered her head and pinning his cock against his stomach sucked on each of his balls, then bathed them with her tongue as she licked side to side.
"I taught her that." Mom said in his ear.
She ran her hands up and down his chest, and caused him to gasp when she took his nipples between her purple tipped fingers and played with them.
Haley ran her tongue back up his cock and once again took him into her mouth, but this time bobbed her head in a steady rhythm.
"That's it, baby girl, suck your brother's cock." Mom kissed his neck, then his ear, her tongue teasing his ear lobe, "Look at her, Randy, that's your sister on her knees blowing you, being good to you. How can this be wrong?"
"It feels pretty right." He laughed, but it turned into a moan when Haley cupped his balls and rubbed them while continuing to work her lips up and down his shaft.
"How's your brother's cock taste, Haley?"
"Hmm!" She groaned around him, then opening her mouth wider, allowed a long trail of spit and pre cum to slide from her mouth down his cock before she slurped it back up.
Randy put his hands out, then hesitated.
"Go ahead," Mom encouraged him, "Play with her hair, her tits, enjoy her the way she's enjoying you."
He put his hands on her head and pushed and pulled, gently guiding her amazing mouth along his shaft.
"That looks so good." Mom sighed, "Honey would you mind if I shared with your sister?"
"I...seriously?"
With a laugh, Mom walked around in front of him and tapped Haley on the shoulder. She eased over and Randy's cock jumped in her mouth when his mother sank to her knees next to his sister.
Mom kissed his stomach and with a sexy smile, lowered her head and licked his balls as Haley sucked him.
"Oh my god." Randy gasped as his mother's tongue caressed his balls while his sister blew him. If this was a dream, he hoped he'd never wake up.
He moved his left hand, placing it on the back of his mother's head, now holding handfuls of both their hair as their heads bobbed in his lap. Mom lifted her head and opening her mouth, wagged her tongue.
Haley released his cock and in a move that was the hottest thing he could have ever imagined, she pushed his cock into mom's mouth, feeding her brother's cock to her mother!
"Oh, mom." He moaned as she took his cock down to his balls in one swift bob of her head. Her tongue slipped out, licking his balls, then slid along his shaft as she worked her way back up.
Mom removed his cock from her mouth and sticking out her tongue slapped the purple head against it, then against Haley's waiting tongue. They each placed their lips along one side of his cock and moved their heads, sliding his cock between their oft lips.
Randy moaned and worked his hip's pushing it through their mouths. They moved their lips to the head of his cock and Haley took him into hers, giving him a couple of hard sucks, before releasing him and letting mom do the same.
They resumed pleasuring him between their lips, moving in perfect rhythm, their lips touching around his shaft as they moved their heads. Even as he watched in rapt fascination, it dawned on him they were so good at this because they'd been doing it for dad since Haley's birthday last year.
That thought both shocked and excited him. For the last year his mother and sister had been fucking his father senseless without him ever knowing. Now they were going to do it to him and were off to an incredible start.
Mom took over, taking him into her mouth and bobbing her head, but slowly, letting him feel her lips along every inch of his cock and keeping her tongue moving the entire time, licking as she sucked.
Haley lowered her head teasing his balls with her mouth, licking and sucking them.
"Oh, that's so fucking hot." He managed to breathe as they switched, Haley taking him into her mouth while mom took over on his balls.
Unable to control his hips, he pumped them, thrusting into Haley's un-protesting mouth as she sucked him faster and harder than before. His balls tightened under the skilled attention of his mother's tongue and his thighs trembled as his mother and sister brought him closer to his release.
Not just any release, but the one his cock had been yearning for the last few weeks. When he came-and it would be soon the way they were going at him-he wouldn't just be coming but coming for and all over his mom and sis.
"Hmm, someone's getting close." Mom purred, "Bet these nice full balls are ready to explode aren't they?"
She guided his cock from Haley and took it back into her mouth, her dark eyes rolling back in pleasure as she sucked him, but slowly. Haley cupped her mother's tits, fondling them and making her moan around his cock.
"Your brother's getting close, baby girl." She passed him to his sister, who swirled her tongue around his head, before taking him back into her hot mouth and sucking, but slow as his mother had done.
"You want to come for us, Randy? Mom asked, "You want to come in our mouths, all over our faces?"
"I wanted to swallow it!" Haley moaned as she pushed him back to their mother.
"You want him inside you first and you can't have everything young lady." Mom told her, then sucked him some more.
Randy slumped back against the chair, his hands resting on their heads and watched, whimpering, his cock twitching and balls quivering as they took turns each giving him a few slow sucks before switching off.
He stared lustfully as each of them sucked him. Both felt amazing and each were an equally taboo thrill. Mom took him deeper than Haley and more easily, but Haley moved her head more, adding a little twist with her mouth each time she worked her way up to just the head.
They were both incredible and with a long groan he moved his hips faster, fucking their mouths as they sucked him.
"Tell us what you want." Mom wrapped her fingers around his cock and stroked it as Haley resumed sucking him.
"I want to come." He moaned.
"Better than that." Mom squeezed his cock for emphasis, "Tell us what you want and say it the way you want to, the way your dirty mom and sis want to hear it."
"I..." he moaned as Haley added her fingers over moms and they were both jerking him as she sucked him. "I want to come for my mom and sister."
"Better." Mom took his cock from Haley and sucked on just the head.
"I want to cum in your mouths and your faces!" he exclaimed, desperately pumping his hips.
"That's it baby boy, you talk nice and dirty because we love it, we love to hear it and say it because what we're doing is dirty. Your mother and sister love you, but we're going to be your little sluts too!"
They both pressed their lips around the head of his cock and stroked him, their slender fingers working his wet shaft.
"Cum for us!" Haley moaned, "Come in our faces little brother! Come so you can lick my pussy and make me cum too!"
"Then mine!" Mom moaned, "You're going to eat both our pussies, baby and...Oh!"
Mom gasped as Randy lost control and with a loud cry his cock exploded in their hands. The first spurt splattered against Haley's lips and cheek and she opened her mouth to catch the next one. Randy moaned as they jerked him harder, and pulling his cock towards her, Mom stuck her tongue out and caught another long spurt all over it and her chin.



Randy's hips bucked and he whimpered and moaned while watching mom and Haley lean over his cock, their mouths open and tongues flickering, catching the huge load his aching balls had been wanting to give them.
They slurped his come into their mouths before pushing it back out with their tongues, letting it drool down their faces and back onto his cock.
"Oh god." He sighed when his mother twisted her hand, wringing the last drops from his spent cock. He then gasped when they both began licking his cock clean, making a show of scooping his cum onto their tongues, then kissing and shoving it into each other's mouths.
"That was a lot." Mom smacked her lips, "Feel better now, baby?"
"Damn straight I do." He laughed.
"Good, we had to get that edge off so you can fuck us nice and hard, right Haley?"
"Me first!" She laughed and hopping up to her feet, walked over to mom's bed, her ass looking sweet in those tight pink shorts.
"No patience." Mom stood up and leaning over, kissed him, then pushed her tits in his face.
Randy sucked on each of her nipples, then let his mother take his hand and pull him from the chair. She led him to the bed where Haley had sat down on the edge of it. When Randy reached the bed, Mom let his arm go and said, "Stand up, Haley."
Smiling ear to ear, Haley stood up and dropping to her knees, mom pulled Haley's shorts down, exposing her smooth pink slit. Randy released a sharp breath at the sight of his sister's pussy, then another when his mother pressed her face between Haley's thighs and ran her tongue through her pink lips.
Haley moaned and opened her legs further. Mom's tongue circled her clit several times and sliding her hand up her inner thigh, she eased her fingers inside her. Haley whimpered and grabbing Randy, pulled him forward, shoving his face into her tit.
He sucked her nipple, then moaned around it when mom took his semi hard cock in her mouth. She sucked him for a moment, then turned and licked Haley's pussy several times, before grabbing Haley's hips and turning her.
Haley put her back to him and shook her hips, wiggling her ass at him. Mom spread her cheeks open and continued to blow Randy's mind by pushing Haley over the bed and pushing her tongue into her pussy and sucking hard enough he could hear her lips smack.
Haley groaned and pushed her ass into her mouth's face. She tongued her pussy then sliding her tongue up, teased it around her daughter's pink rosebud.
"Damn, mom." He whispered, his cock already swelling again while watching his mother give his sister a rim job.
She stood up and grabbing her shorts put her back to Randy and eased them down her legs. Randy took in her well-rounded ass and her rose colored pussy lips peering out between her soft thighs and reaching out, he fondled her ass.
Bracing her hands on the bed, Mom looked over her shoulder, "Put your fingers inside me."
Randy rubbed his fingers nervously through her pussy and couldn't believe how wet she was. He eased to fingers inside her and found she wasn't just sopping wet, but hot and tight as well. Haley leaned over next to her, leaving him confronted with both of their asses and pussies.
"Play with your sister too, baby." Mom sighed as he worked his fingers inside her.
His fingers trembling with excitement, Randy rubbed Haley's pussy, she jumped and moaned when he rubbed her clit and he kept his thumb on it as he pushed two fingers in her. He found his mother's clit with his other thumb and stood behind them, fingering both.
They turned their heads and kissed each other as he worked their pussies and they pumped their hips, pushing his fingers deeper inside them. He couldn't believe he was doing this!
His cock was already rock hard again and no longer worrying about anything or able to control himself, Randy withdrew his fingers from inside them, stepped up behind Haley and plunged his cock into his sister's pussy.
"Fuck yeah!" Haley squealed, "Oh that dick feels so fucking good!"
"Oh, look at you!" Mom exclaimed, standing up and watching Randy's cock slide in and out of his sister's pussy. "That's it baby, fuck her! Fuck your sister's tight little cunt!'
Cunt? Wow, but the words sent a thrill through him and squeezing Haley's hips he fucked her hard and fast, giving her long hard strokes that made her yip each time he slammed deep inside her.
"Just like that!" She moaned, now watching him over her shoulder, "Fuck me nice and hard, little brother! Give your horny big sister what she needs!"
"I can't wait to watch you fuck your sister while she sucks off your father."
Christ this was getting hotter by the minute as again her words which would be disturbing to most, caused him to fuck Haley even harder. Mom slipped behind him and putting her arms around him and rubbing his stomach and chest as he repeatedly plunged into his sister's...cunt!
"That's a good boy, fuck your sister." Mom purred in his ear, then kissed his neck, "Fuck her good and hard like the little tart likes it!" She laughed, "Now that you've become a full member of the family your horny sister is going to wear you out."
"Damn straight!" Haley moaned, "Hope you like my pussy, little brother because you're going to be getting an awful lot of it."
"And mine too, baby." Mom cooed, her fingers straying down and cupping his balls as he fucked Haley. "You have to be able to give some of this cock to mommy too. Dad can take care of Haley those nights, or you can both fuck both of us."
"Wait until Daddy comes home!" Haley exclaimed, "The four of us are going to fuck like crazy!"
"Spank her." Mom said in his ear, "Give that cute little ass some color."
Randy didn't hesitate, he slapped the right side of Haley's ass and she yelped, but slammed her ass back into him causing him to gasp at how hard she drove him inside her. He slapped her other cheek then went back and forth giving each side several good hard smacks.
Haley moaned and whimpered as her ass turned red his fingers clearly outlined, but kept rocking into him and crying out in pleasure. Reaching out, he grabbed her long hair and pulled on it while fucking her even harder.
"Fuck, I need to cum!" Mom declared and moving around the bed crawled onto it, sitting in front of Haley and spreading her legs, "Lick my pussy, baby girl."
"Whoa," Randy slowed his fucking and leaned over to watch his mother spread her pussy open and Haley burying her face in it.
"Tongue fuck me!" Mom moaned, her hands going into Haley's hair. "Suck that juicy pussy!"
Haley did just that, making loud slurping sounds and moaning as she licked her mother. She worked her tongue up through her pussy, angling her head enough for Randy to see her tongue on mom's clit.
Again, he was struck by the way they acted together, a year of doing everything imaginable for dad had caused them to perfect the way to allow him to see the action. Haley's tongue flickered around mom's clit and she not so gently plunged two fingers into their mother's pussy.
Mom groaned when Haley added a third finger and sucked hard on her clit, stretching her rosy flesh. Haley licked their mother perfectly even as Randy pounded her from behind. He eased up, switching to longer slower strokes to enjoy the show in front of him.
"Yes!" Mom lifted her feet and put them on Haley's shoulders and laying back, tugged on her nipples. "Keep sucking, baby girl! Mama's going to come for you!"
Randy put his hands over his mother's feet, pushing them into Haley's shoulders while he continued to drill his sister.
"Slow down, baby boy, because I am so getting some of that cock after I come!"
"What about me?" Haley whimpered, "I want to cum!"
"You will, now keep licking mommy's pussy! Oh, yes, just like that, Haley, oh, right there, oh...oh!"
Randy flinched when his mother threw her head back and howled at the top of her voice. Her thighs clamped around Haley's head and her hips bucked wildly as she came in his sister's face.
"Fuck, oh fuck!' Mom cried out in between long loud squeals of pleasure.
Her cries of pleasure pushed him to fuck Haley even harder and her muffled yelps between mom's legs were driving him crazy. He felt his legs begin to tremble and realized he was close to coming and slowed down.
"I needed that!" Mom sighed, letting her leg's fall from Haley's shoulders. "Come here, baby."
Mom put her arms out and easing her pussy from him, Haley climbed onto the bed over her mother and kissed her. Mom whispered something to her and they both sat up. Mom leaned her back against the headboard and Haley lay between her legs, her back against her mother.
Haley opened her legs and reaching between them, Mom spread her pink slit open. "Your sister's been a very good girl, Randy, come give her a kiss."
Randy happily crawled onto the bed and lying on his stomach between his sister's thighs, plunged his tongue into her hot little box. Haley squealed and Randy moaned as his mouth was filled with her stick juices.
He shoved his rigid tongue in and out of her dripping pussy all the while looking up, watching his mother play with Haley's nipples. She turned her head, kissing mom while, Randy worked his tongue up through the folds of her soft wet flesh to fasten to her clit.
Haley groaned into her kiss with mom and Randy inhaled deeply, taking in the forbidden scent of his sister's pussy and already craving a taste of his mothers. He swirled his tongue around her clit while marveling at how tight her pussy was.
She contracted around his fingers, making it even tighter and he was aware of her thighs already trembling as he sucked her clit into his mouth. As her mother had done, Haley raised her legs, placing her bare feet on his back and curling her toes into him.
Haley rocked her hips, pushing his fingers deeper and grinding her pussy into his face. Haley was now watching him while mom kissed and sucked on her neck and played with her gorgeous little tits.
"You look so good between my legs little brother," She sighed, "I am so spending a lot of time in your room after tonight!"
"I'm going to spend a lot of time right here." He answered, then returned to sucking her clit harder and pumping his fingers faster.
"I'll let you." She moaned, "Lick it, baby, lick that clit and make your sister cum for you so I can watch you fuck mom!"
The thought that he'd be inside her mother's pussy as soon as she came, made him lick her as fast as he could, his tongue swirling around her clit then sucking it every few seconds. Haley's toes curled harder into his back and she lifted her ass in the air, pushing her hot slit into his face.
Her pussy tightened around him and above him, mom gave her nipples a hard twist. With a high pitched squeal, Haley went off as hard as his mother had, her pussy convulsing around his fingers and her hips grinding her quivering flesh into his tongue.
Haley emitted a series of sexy little hiccups, her pussy contracting each time she made the sound and her hips thrusting. With a soft whimper she let her legs stretch out across his back and slumped against mom.
She only remained there for a few seconds before sliding to the side of mom and sitting on her knees, looked at him expectantly.
"Let's go baby boy." Mom lifted her legs up and let them slowly fall open, exposing her glistening pussy. "Let mommy have that big hard dick!"
Randy grabbed her ankles and holding her legs apart, slid up between her legs and entered her in long thrust. He moaned at the feeling of his cock immersed in the most forbidden pussy of all, his own mothers. Not that fucking his sister wasn't crossing a serious line, but she was his sister, a year older, but a peer, an equal, this was mom!
This was the woman who had raised him and here he was inside her, his cock plunging and out of her hot wet heat.
"Oh god, it feels so good to have my son fucking me!" Mom groaned as she played with her tits, "Harder, Randy, deeper, I want my baby boy to really fuck me!"
Haley leaned forward and wrapping her arms around mom's legs, pulled them back to her, holding them up while Randy continued to fuck her. Haley pulled back so far, mom's feet were over her head and her ass was in the air, enabling him to fuck her even deeper.
Randy leaned over, putting his arms between her legs, his hands on either side of her while he fucked her hard and fast.
"He's fucking you so hard." Haley laughed, her eyes locked onto her brother's cock plundering his mother's pussy. "And he said he didn't want this!"
Mom slid her arms behind her knees, holding her legs back and Haley slid further towards him, kneeling next to him and kissing his neck, "How's it feel to fuck our mom?"
"Feels so good!" He moaned, then turned his head to kiss her, "Felt good to fuck my sexy sister too."
"Hmm, smooth talker." She smiled, then reaching down, grabbed the base of his shaft and jerked him as he fucked mom.
She released him, then rubbed mom's clit with her fingers.
"Oh, yes!" Mom cried out, "Make me come, baby girl!"
Haley worked her fingers in hard fast circles and mom moaned and squealed as Randy fucked her. She grabbed her nipples, tugging on them as she had before. Her face red and she was sweating, her lips parted as Haley's had been and like his sister, Randy was made aware of just how attractive his mother was, how damn sexy.
Especially right now, holding her legs over her head like a porn star while her son fucked her and her daughter played with her pussy. Randy stared at her rosy lips sucking greedily at his cock each time he slid from within her.
He licked his lips and realized in all the crazy sex they'd had so far, he'd yet to taste his mother's pussy. He slid his cock from inside her slid back, and lowering his head, shoved his tongue inside her.
"Oh, honey!" Mom moaned, "I love it! Let him suck my clit, baby girl!"
Haley kept her hand where it was, but spread her fingers, holding mom's clit between them. Randy, slid his tongue through his mother's lips and swirled it around her clit, while his sister rolled it in her fingers.
"Oh, look at the two of you!" Mom groaned, "Oh, your dad's missing a hell of a show!"
"Don't worry, he'll get a really good one when he comes back." Haley giggled, "And get to be part of it!"
She put her free hand in Randy's hair and shoved his face into mom's pussy. "Lick her, little brother, make mama cum for you!"
Randy sucked her clit so hard his lips smacked and shoved two fingers hard inside her.
"Put one in her ass!" Haley urged him, "She fucking loves it, don't you, mom?"
"Not as much as I love a cock in there, but do it, baby, finger mommy's ass."
Mom liked to be fucked in the ass? That meant she might let him someday? Inspired by that thought, Randy didn't hesitate to shove his finger into his mother's ass.
The effect was instantaneous, as she had before Mom cut loose with a long loud howl and both her ass and pussy tightened around his thrusting fingers. He kept his tongue busy on her clit as Haley squeezed it harder and mom moaned and squirmed on the bed as she seemed to cum even harder than the first time.
Randy gasped when Haley grabbed his cock and pumped it.
"I want this fucking cock back inside me, little brother!"
"So do I." Mom groaned as she let go of her legs and let them fall limply on the bed. "How about we let him have both?"
She winked at Haley and rolled over onto her stomach, drawing her knees up beneath her and pushing her curvy ass in the air towards him. Haley laughed and swung her leg over mom's back to lay on top of her.
"Holy fuck." Randy said as mom spread her legs further apart, sinking lower on the bed so Haley's knees were also on the bed as she knelt over her. Randy was now confronted with both their pussies' one over the other.
Both their slits were glistening and sliding forward, Randy grabbed Haley's hips first and shoved his cock inside her giving her several hard pumps. He withdrew from her and lowering his cock slammed it into mom's sopping pussy.
"Yes, give it to both of us, baby! Fuck both your girls!"
God, he loved the sound of that, but not as much as actually fucking them. For the next few minutes, Randy was in taboo heaven, working back and forth between his mother and sister's pussies.
They both yipped and moaned and urged him to fuck the other even harder when he would switch. Randy was breathing hard, the sweat pouring into his eyes and his legs were trembling as he now hammered away on mom while shoving his fingers into his sister's tight little twat.
His balls tightened and his cock was twitching with each stroke. Randy was moaning as loud as Mom and Haley as he fucked them and mom cried out, "Cum for us, baby, come inside your beautiful big sister, give it to her!"
"Oh, thank you mama!" Haley moaned, looking over her shoulder at him, she smiled, "Give it to me, little brother, let me feel it!"
Randy gave mom several more hard strokes until he was right at the edge, then whipping his cock from her, shoved it in Haley's pussy. He barely lasted a few seconds before he cried out and his cock erupted inside his sister's tight pussy.
"Yes!" Haley squealed, "It feels so good! Oh, Randy keep going, give me all of it!"
He continued to fuck her, each thrust ending in another spurt of cum deep inside her. Haley contracted her pussy causing him to moan as she milked every drop from his rapidly emptying balls.
When he had nothing left, he eased his cock from inside her and sat back on his knees, breathing hard. In front of him the show continued. Haley rolled off of mom and onto her back. Mom rolled over and sitting up caused him to gasp when she took him into her mouth and sucked hard enough to coax a few more drops from him.
"My God the three of us taste good together." Mom lay back on the bed leaving room between her and Haley and patted the space between them. "Come here, baby boy."
Randy turned around and gratefully lay back on the bed between them. Both Haley and Mom rolled onto their sides so they were looking down at them and each gave him a sweet kiss.
"Welcome to the family, honey." Mom told him, "The real part of the family."
"Have a good time, mister I don't want it?" Haley giggled.
"I...I can't believe we did that, the three of us." Randy shook his head as now that his cock had finally softened and his mind was less lust addled, "And you guys and dad?"
"Soon all four of us." Mom said, "The two of you taking turns on the two of us and sometimes two watching the others, or one." She sighed, "The games we're going to play, Randy."
"But there's some rules." Haley pointed out, "Like mom and dad have to have their alone time." She smiled, "That used to make me sad because I couldn't play, but now when they do we can play together!"
"I'd like that." He leaned up and kissed her, "I'd love to be with just you sis." He smiled, "I did think of you more."
"Yay!" Haley clapped her hands like a little kid. "I was hoping you would!"
"It's natural." Mom said, "You're much closer. Lucky I'm not jealous." She winked, "But just so you know Randy sometimes me and Haley like a little girl time."
"Can I watch?" He asked eagerly, and making them both laugh.
"Only if I can watch you and dad." Haley said.
"Sure, I...wait, what?" He widened his eyes, "You mean dad wants to..." He stopped when they both burst out laughing.
"Just teasing, Randy, not too many men in my family have been into each other, but almost all the women are."
"Whew." He laughed in relief.
"Unless, you dreamed about that? Being with..." Haley started.
"Hell no." He reassured them.
"Hey, hold on." Mom said, rolling over the other way, "Speaking of your father."
She rolled back with her cell phone and extended it in front of them. "Everyone get close."



Haley and Mom pressed their faces to his and they all smiled as Mom snapped the picture.
"I'll send this to your dad, he'll be so thrilled."
"What are you texting?" Haley asked as she rested her head on Randy's shoulder while draping her leg over his and putting her arm around his waist.
"I sent him the pic and said, wish you were here!"
Mom put the phone down on the bed and as Haley had done, put her head on him and snuggled against him. Randy put his arms around them, drawing them close and couldn't believe how good this felt, his mom and sis naked and pressing against him as they all lay satisfied.
"This feels really good.".
"It's the best part, baby." Mom sighed, "That's why the lust is so hot because we have the love to go with it."
She put her leg over his and he could feel their soft thighs over his and the slick heat of their pussies pressed against the sides of his legs. Their hands were on his stomach and their nipples pushing into his sides along with their soft hair on his shoulders.
"I'm sleepy." Haley sighed and kissed his neck. "Night little brother."
"Me, too. Night Baby girl, Night Randy."
"Night."
He hadn't thought he'd be able to sleep after this, but he found he was more relaxed and at peace than he had been in weeks, ever since the dreams had started.
"Feels right doesn't it?" Mom asked him, "Like this is exactly where you were meant to be."
"It really does," His eyes remaining closed, he laughed softly, "Is this what they call after glow?"
"No, little brother." Haley sounded as tired as he did. "This is family."
Author's Note: Hope you enjoyed this chapter. Now that Randy's succumbed to the taboo lust inherent in his family's blood, what happens next? Find out in chapter four "Daddy's Home". As always thanks for reading.
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Chapter One
"Come on, Dana, show the camera some love, or at least crack a damn smile!" Burt called out in frustration.
"I feel like an idiot." Dana stared down at the last outfit he'd asked her to wear for the shoot. "I'm a little old to be a naughty schoolgirl, don't you think?"
"Way too old, no one could stay back that many times." Burt cracked from where he stood in front of the set, fiddling with his camera.
"Then why the hell am I wearing it? I get business casual and the cute sundress pics we took, but what's with this trashy get-up?"
"The first two outfits were generic shoots to start your new portfolio and get you used to being back in front of the camera. This is one is for the shoot Ellen is working on."
"She has a new project?" Dana felt hope brewing within her for the first time in the last few months. "She's looking for new models and I'm not just taking a shot in the dark she can find me some work?"
"You aren't going to get any work until you lighten up." Burt grumbled. "First two outfits you were posing like you had a pole up your ass, and your face looked like you couldn't decide whether or not you liked it."
"I'm a little stiff, first time I've done this in fifteen years, remember?" Dana defended herself even though she knew Burt was right. Rusty or not, she could feel how awkward she'd been being back in front of a camera.
"I remember when you could get a guy stiff just with a smile and those bedroom eyes." Burt smirked. "That great rack never hurt either."
"Yeah, well, I'm not ready for lingerie shoots just yet," she tugged on the black tie hanging loosely around her neck. "But I guess you think I'm ready for sleazy."
"Seeing you been waitressing at Mario's Lounge I figure you'd be at home with sleazy."
"Fuck you, Burt!" she snapped. "You think I want to work there?"
"If you don't get some good shots you're going to keep working there." He sighed. "Come on, Dana, just relax. The camera used to love you and you know it."
"Used to." Her shoulders slumped. "This was a mistake."
"If you think it is, then it will be." Burt gestured to her. "Or you could stop feeling sorry for yourself and give this a real go and stop wasting our time half assing it."
"Does Ellen really have a new project?" Dana asked, trying to grasp at something that would give her some hope.
"Yes, and it could be perfect for you. It features older models and it's called age is a number, fun is a state of mind or something stupid like that." Burt shrugged. "I figure nothing says young and fun more than the classic schoolgirl fantasy."
"I guess," Dana looked down at the black and white plaid skirt so short a breeze would give anyone behind her a glimpse of the plain white panties that were part of the outfit. "But on any girl over twenty all it really says is porn star, hooker, or just plain slutty." Or desperate waitress working tips in a club full of assholes.
"All the more reason it works. Middle aged women can still be sexy, slutty even."
"I'm not middle aged!" Dana fired back.
"Slutty is okay, but middle aged is an insult? Anyhow, you're right," Burt looked up, smirking through his scruffy grey beard. "I doubt you'll make 86 so I guess you're passed middle age."
"You're an asshole Burt, always was, always will be."
"But this asshole is giving you three hours of my expensive time for free because I'm one of the few friends you kept when you were married. So how about you drop the diva act and do what you used to do back in the day and trust me?"
"You're right, I'm sorry," She looked away so he wouldn't see her eyes beginning to well up, something that happened with annoying frequency these days. "And I'm sorry we had to hide our friendship. I should..."
"Forget about that." Burt gave her a rare, encouraging smile. "Never backwards, always forwards, Dana. That's my motto."
"It's a good one." Dana took another look down at the black patent leather heels complete with silver buckles, and the white knee high stockings.
"Can we at least button this?" She flipped the tail of the shirt which protruded from the knot it was tied in, leaving her stomach bare and showed off the inner curve of her breasts to the point some of the black lace of her bra showed.
"You getting modest?" Burt laughed. "You're dressing skanky every night at that dive, why is this different?"
"God, you're a prick." Dana shook her head, causing the pig tails she'd pulled her long black hair into to bounce around her head. "That's what I get for telling you what's going on in my life."
"That's what you get for making such a shit show of your life." Burt replied, the smirk, an all but permanent part of his face, was back.
"That dump is keeping my lights on, but if I want to keep the damn house, I need to make some more money, and if I'm getting back into modeling I don't want to be dressed like daddy's little bad girl."
"Like you said, you did lingerie shoots back in the day."
"In my twenties."
"There's women your age doing lingerie." Burt reminded her. "If you're trying to get a foot back in the door, you have to show a little of everything and we did classy and sporty, now we do a little sexy."
"Its bad enough I have to do sexy to a bar full of pricks. I'd rather not do it for a legit job."
"Showing yourself off is what modeling is all about, Dana. You know that and we both know you never minded showing yourself off."
"Don't talk about that!" She snapped. "I was young then."
"Young and a lot of fun. But just because you've been a dud the last fifteen years doesn't mean the hot little minx that loved the thought of men drooling over her isn't still in there somewhere."
"That's off-limits Burt, even for you."
"Tell me something, you get excited at work? All those guys ogling you?"
"You keep talking like that, I'll go change and leave." She put her hands on her hips and gave him a hard stare. "I mean it."
"Perfect!" The camera flashed from where he held it at an upward angle at his waist. "That's a great look. Eyes flashing, getting a little red and those lips in a hard line. That's an 'I dare you' shot, and its hot, girl!"
"Not fair."
"Life never is." He gestured to her. "Dana, you have nothing to be ashamed of. You have incredible legs, a hell of a rack..."
"Classy." She rolled her eyes, then scowled when the camera flashed again, catching it. She knew Burt had perfectly timed it, because he was the best there was and could 'shoot blind' as he called it, like no other.
"I speak only the truth. Your tits were things of wonder back in the day."
"Were? Thanks."
"I'm, sure they still are, but gravity's gotta be taking some toll."
"To think I forgot how nasty you could be."
"I haven't forgotten how nasty you could be." He laughed. "But let's stay on topic. You have gorgeous lustrous hair, big doe eyes that can look innocent or inviting, and those lips! Women shoot a lot of botox to have a blow job mouth, yours is natural."
"Oh My God!" This time she really was surprised. "You've gotten worse over the years."
"I'm an old man now, we get to say what we want, and it gets brushed off because I'm just a curmudgeon."
"Ever hear of the me too movement?"
"Me too, like I want to join in?" he stared at her for a minute then sighed. "I'm just trying to have some fun and lighten you up. You played uptight prude for that shithead, but we know that's not who you are. Let's get Dana Darling back out here."
"Dana Darling died," she said softly. "That marriage license was her death certificate."
"Then let's resurrect that bitch, because the sorry ass pity party in front of me isn't the woman I know and love."
"Wow, Burt, you're slipping. That was an actual sentiment."
"I have a five o'clock coming, gotta get you moving."
"Okay, I'll try to warm up to this." She frowned. "Just don't like the bare midriff. I don't have the flat tummy I had before."
"You're fine, its not like you have a muffin top or anything. Just a little soft." He slung the Nikon over his neck and walked over to the larger camera mounted to the tripod.
"Look, women are insecure, and they see pictures of a woman in her forties with hard tight stomach, they get self-conscious. The ad ends up being a bust because they flip right past it cause they don't look like that.
"You have a great body for your age and it's a natural body. Your ass has filled out some, your thighs and hips are thicker and a little softer."
"And you wonder why you're permanently single?"
"Again, it works because yes, you're still looking damn good, but they can look like you. The 'yoga pants I live at the gym while the kids are at school look' has its appeal, but natural milf sexy does too."
"Milf?" She repeated the word carefully as just the sound of it gave her an unwanted, but not unpleasant chill.
"Mother I'd like to fuck," he explained as he put his eye to the camera and adjusted it. "You can't be that sheltered. Older women are the number one porn search these days. Young guys love them and so do some older guys because their wives look like that."
"Think the porn crowd is who Ellen is aiming for?"
"No, she's aiming for forty plus ladies who see a woman their age rocking fun and sexy. The guys at the shithole you're heading to later, are thinking Milf."
"Oh, right."
"Don't bullshit a bullshitter, Dana." Burt told her. "You know what that means and something tells me since you been strutting your stuff while schilling drinks good old D may be back in the saddle."
The blush that immediately followed his words was the only admission he needed, but for once, he didn't follow it up with a nasty crack, instead, without looking up he added;
"And I say good for you. Now seeing that I'm not buying your insecurity or modesty, how about we get some fun shots that will make it so you're only in that dump if you're looking for some stress relief?"
"Okay, I'll..." Dana stopped at a knock on the door.
"Shit, I forgot he was coming this afternoon." Burt turned away from the camera. "Come on in, Jake."
A tall dark haired young man in black jeans and a matching t-shirt entered the small studio. "Hey, Burt, work was slow, so they let me off early, figured I'd just come straight here."
He glanced over at Dana.
"Oh, hi, sorry, I didn't see anyone on the schedule. I didn't mean to interrupt."
"That's because I'm not charging. Dana is an old friend and former model looking to get back into the game."
"Cool," Jake flashed her a smile. "I'm Jake, nice to meet you."
"She heard me say your name," Burt grunted. "He's studying photography and I agreed to take him on as an intern, show him the ropes."
"And you get free help." This time Dana flashed the smirk. "Burt never does anything unless he can get something out of it."
"There goes your free shoot, then." Burt gestured to Jake. "Mind if he stays and watches?"
Dana hesitated. It wasn't just that she was nervous doing her first shoot in years, but Jake being here. Burt, as usual, wasn't wrong, since she'd divorced Ben, Dana had been making up for years of a borderline nonexistent sex life with a series of one-night stands.
He'd also inadvertently hit the nail on the head with the milf comment. Not wanting to be bothered with drama, potentially bad sex, and more importantly the ego of a guy her age, all of Dana's shamefully wanton nights had been with younger men, who to prove Burt's point about porn, were very much attracted to her.
Jake was no exception, although he wasn't blatant, he'd given her a quick up and down before smiling at her and as she'd spoken to Burt, she could feel his eyes on her. He was a nice looking kid; blue eyes with dark hair was a weakness for her, as was the lean muscle displayed in his arms and snug t-shirt.
The equally tight jeans hinted at an even bigger muscle, and she could feel 'the old Dana' Burt kept referring to waking up within her. 'Loving the camera' was an old expression and in Dana's case she had not only loved it but lusted over it.
Dana had been nineteen at her first pro shoot and surprised to find herself turned on as she strutted about the set, posing and flashing flirty sexy looks not as much for the camera, but for the photographer, and the guys handling the lighting and standing around waiting to change the set when she was done.
The idea that she wasn't just playing up to the crew, but all the men who would see, and fantasize about her, had her in a state of arousal she'd only thought existed in trashy romance novels. Her nipples hard and aching, her clit throbbing and her pussy so wet she had to peel her panties from her sticky pink flesh.
Those panties, and everything else had been peeled off in front of one of the lighting techs. Dana had taken a wild ride on his face, then on his cock before finishing him off by sucking her juices off his cock and swallowing every drop she could coax from his balls. Prior to that, Dana had never been adventurous or even overly enthusiastic about sex.
She'd slept with two guys prior to that day, both of whom she'd dated for a few months. She'd always been a 'good girl' in the sense of not screwing anyone she didn't care about, and although not a dud, she'd never been anywhere near as wild as she had been that day.
The camera had brought out the exhibitionist inside her that had her imagining every guy who saw her pics getting hard and thinking about what they wanted to do to her. The first time was far from the last time, as Dana would go on to fuck after every shoot, either one of the others involved, or that night at a club or bar where she'd take her newfound lust out on whatever lucky guy caught her eye.
Dana had come close to costing herself a good name and legit career as she gained the reputation of being promiscuous and was getting signed to shoots only because the photographer figured there was a good chance he could fuck her; and some had.
Fortunately, Ellen Gaines had found her, took her on as a client and paired her with Burt, who in spite of his crude demeanor, was a solid professional who told both his models and anyone working with him that if they mixed business with pleasure they could find someone else to work for.
Being the best in the state, it was a warning even young and newly sexually awakened Dana would obey. That didn't stop her from stalking her prey at night, but she'd stopped shitting where she ate as Burt so colorfully put it.
Now acting more professionally she was able to gain a respectable reputation that along with Ellen's management and Burt's skill had her making good money and rising up the ranks of the modeling scene.
Eventually, Dana would meet Ben at a party and for the first time since high school had found someone who she wanted, and who wanted her, for more than just a fuck. She'd almost blown that as twice within their few months together, she'd gotten so worked up at a shoot, she'd cheated on him.
Both were risqué lingerie shoots that had her wetter than ever, and both times Ben had been away on business and she was unable to settle for toys and her fingers at home. Ben found out and gave her an ultimatum, he would forgive her, but she had to quit modeling.
Ben, who was eight years older than her, had just made junior partner at his law firm, and made more than enough to support them. Neither of them were interested in children, and not wanting to stay home, Dana had spent the last fifteen years working in offices.
With only a High school education and having spent the next seven years modeling she had no real job skills and most of her jobs were reception or data entry, simple jobs, but they kept her busy.
No, stop thinking like that, they kept her away from the camera, dressed modestly-the only way Ben would allow her to- and made her into a 'good woman'. Dana now knew that was another term for being a controlled suppressed watered down version of herself kept under the thumb of a man who was as jealous and possessive as her asshole father had been of her mom, but she'd never seen it.
Ellen, Burt, and other friends did, and as time went on she'd lost all of them because Ben knew they talked poorly of him and didn't want her associating with them anymore. Ellen and Burt had stayed with her, although they were nowhere near as close as they used to be.
Because Burt was a man, and all men only wanted to be friends with women so they could eventually fuck them, Ben hadn't wanted her to still talk to him. But Burt had gotten her off a bad career path, made her good money and could have made her a big name, so she'd call him every so often and keep in touch through an alternate Face Book page Ben didn't know she had.
"You going to answer me, or stare off into space like the ditz you used to be?" Burt cut into her not so pleasant walk down memory lane. "Care if the kid hangs out and learns something?"
"Um," Damn he was fine, why did he have to be so fine? And why did he have to look away when Dana turned her attention on him, telling her he liked what he saw as well?
"Um?" Burt slapped his now prominent forehead, just below where his grey hair was pulled back tightly into a ponytail.
"Sure." What was she going to say? Don't tempt me?
"Here," Burt slipped the Nikon from around his neck and handed it to him. "Just snap some shots and I'll take a look at them later and see if they're any good."
"Got it." Jake took the camera.
"Oh, and seeing you're here, let's get a young man's opinion. What do you think of Dana in the schoolgirl outfit, can she pull it off?'
"Hell yeah," he grinned, then caught himself. "I mean, yeah she looks great, proves age is just a number sort of thing."
"There you go, feel better, miss insecurity?' Burt snickered and Dana wondered if he knew the effect Jake was going to have on her and teasing or was just being his usual dickish self.
"Back to where we were." Burt got behind the tripod. "Let's do something I should have thought of earlier to get you loosened up. How about the old routine? Give me happy."
Dana grinned, then pausing to get a neutral look on her face broke into a huge, borderline giddy, smile.
"Surprised."
Dana gasped and put her hand to her open mouth, her eyes going wide.
"That's great." Jake laughed.
"Disgusted, you know, like you're picturing me naked."
Dana scrunched her face up, her full red lips turning down into a scowl.
"Scared. Angry, confused."
Dana relaxed as they dropped back into the game they played years ago to warm her up and get her into the swing of things using her uncanny ability to produce any expression on demand.
"Bratty."
Dana pushed her lips into a pout, while looking up though her long lashes, and stamping her foot, her right hand on her hip.
"Flirty."
Dana put her hand to her mouth and blew a playful kiss, keeping her lips pursed while leaning over, and pushing her ass out behind her.
"Give me lusty."
Dana would have hesitated had this been the first one, but was now having a good time. Not to mention she liked the way Jake's eyes responded to bratty and flirty. She narrowed her large brown eyes, and parting her lips, slipped her tongue out just enough for the pink tip to protrude.
Her eyes on the camera in front of Burt, Dana sucked on her lower lip, while she beckoned with one red tipped finger.
"That's my girl!" Burt whistled. "That's a keeper for the shoot. Now let's start posing, show me a good woman being a bad girl."



Dana was already on her way to doing that as her nipples hardened and she felt a warm tingle between her thighs. First time in front of a camera in fifteen years and she was already responding.
Just like her body responded to the assholes staring at her at the waitressing job she was forced to take to keep the house Ben had given her a deadline to buy him out of or he would force the sale of it.
Her day job, working as an assistant to the head of IT, had laid her off three months ago. The company had ties with Ben's firm, and she knew he was behind it, but not like she could afford a lawyer to prove that.
She had no luck finding work, and living off the minimum hourly paid to a waitress and her tips, which although pretty good, couldn't maintain the house, let alone get her the money to buy Ben out of it. But she'd spent enough time dwelling on that, and now in desperation, she'd decided to see if she could get back into the career she'd had until she'd fallen for that prick.
But there was nothing she could do about it now, other than make this a good shoot and see if Ellen could get any bites on it. Jake's presence had immediately boosted her confidence and the newly reawakened exhibitionist in her didn't need any instructions from Burt.
She did a quick spin, while flipping her short skirt just enough to flash the cheeks of her ass in the white good girl panties. As brief as it was, Dana had no doubt Burt caught it because he was still one of, if not the best.
Dana proceeded to cavort about the small set which was a classroom scene with a black board background, and several old fashioned chairs and desks. Using them to her advantage, Dana placed her hands on the back of one chair and lowered her head, raising her ass.
It was a side shot but allowed the skirt to slide further up her thigh close to her hip. Doing another twirl, this time letting the air itself lift her skirt, Dana sprawled backwards over one of the desks, while putting one foot on the seat of the chair, and one on the back of it.
"See that, Jake?" Burt spoke while clicking away. "This is how a good model takes over the damn shoot and all you do is concentrate on the shots."
Dana went into a skipping motion that she knew Burt would get some good shots of both feet off the ground. She skipped over to Jake where he was crouched to the side, taking pictures of her approaching. Dana flashed the 'lusty look' once more and when she beckoned with her finger, he looked at Burt.
"Go on, let's see what we got here." Burt called out.
Jake rose, then flinched when Dana quickly pulled the tie over her head, looped it over his, and tugged him toward her.
"Nice! Got that look of surprise right there!" Burt yelled as he always did when he got into the zone.
Dana backed away, gripping the tie and forcing Jake to follow her back onto the set. When she got him in front of a chair, she whispered; "Sit," and gave him a gentle push.
He dropped back into the chair, his eyes widening when Dana easily put one foot up on his leg. She grunted with effort, and almost lost her balance, but managed to get her foot up on his shoulder in her next move.
"Get back to stretching, kid!" Burt laughed, "You about fell on your ass just then."
Dana barely heard him as her focus was on Jake's stunned expression and his eyes staring between her thighs at the exposed crotch of her panties. She knew she was wet and felt a fresh wave of heat at the idea he may be looking at a spreading stain.
Dropping her leg, she pulled him toward her and planted a kiss on his right cheek, lingering long enough for Burt to get a good shot. She quickly kissed the left side of his face, pressing her lips hard into him, and when she leaned back, smiled at the perfect pair of red lips she'd left there.
"Beautiful!" Burt exclaimed. "Hey, Jake, maybe you belong on that side of the camera."
Jake laughed nervously, while Dana spun around and leaning forward, flipped her skirt up a few inches. She wiggled her ass at him, and when he didn't take the prompt, Burt called out. "She's a naughty schoolgirl, kid, give her a little spank."
"And keep your hand there." Dana whispered.
Jake gave her ass barely more than a tap, but it sent a shiver through her already throbbing clit. He rested his hand briefly on the cheek of her ass, and Dana opened her mouth in mock surprise, her eyes wide as she stared at the camera.
She was sure that look of surprise spread to Jake's face when she dropped onto his lap and leaned back into his chest to kick her legs in the air. Dana bit her lip to hold back a moan as she felt his cock pressing into her ass.
She hopped off him before Burt would think she was into anything, but putting on a show, but hoped Jake was wondering if she'd felt his reaction to her racy antics. She slipped the tie from Jake, giving him a quick view of her substantial cleavage, before pulling it down over her head.
The pigtails caused some resistance, and when she pulled harder, they sprang up when she got the tie past them, and again she knew Burt would catch them in motion.
"Okay, I think we got enough, let's....whoa!"
Burt's response was to Dana, who without planning to, but completely caught up in the long forgotten thrill of playing to countless men who might see these shots, pulled the knot on the shirt and opened it wide.
The black bra beneath was transparent lace, and showed her breasts except for the small embroidered roses over her nipples. The tie dangled between her breasts, adding a nice touch, and leaning over, Dana pushed her lips back into a pout before blowing the camera a kiss.
"Let's wrap it, and you, up." Burt declared stepping back from the camera to show he was done.
"Know what was missing?" Dana asked while buttoning the shirt back up rather than retying it.
"A stripper pole and some music?" Burt grunted.
"Think the camera still loves me?"
"How could it not?" Burt gave her another rare smile. "You were a little uptight in the first couple of outfits, but you came alive in this one." He shot a look in Jake's direction. "Guess that hasn't changed either."
Dana looked away in embarrassment, but to her relief, Jake had slipped out of the chair, and gone over to grab the camera he'd put down.
"I'll get these and whatever Jake took that's worth showing off to Ellen in the morning, she'll call you once she has them to set up a meeting." Burt walked over to her and caught her off guard with a hug.
"Great seeing you back where you belong, and I hope she lands you something."
"Thank you for helping me, Burt. I don't deserve it." She hugged him tightly and kissed his scruffy cheek.
"Few deserve me," he chuckled, then stepped back and his smirk back in place, tugged on the hem of her skirt. "Go on and keep it," he spoke softly enough Jake wouldn't hear him. "You can wear it to work, get some tips."
"Thanks, Burt," she rolled her eyes. "You're all heart."
Chapter Two
"That's it, baby suck that tit!" Dana growled as she gripped Jake's short black hair, holding his head while she arched her back, shoving her breast in his face.
Jake groaned around her rosy nipple as she popped open his jeans with her other hand, expertly unzipping him and getting her hand into his boxers.
"Hmm, all for me?" she purred as she stroked his cock.
"Damn, you're fucking hot!" Jake switched to sucking her other tit while pushing the white blouse down her shoulders.
"And you're fucking hard, and I love it!" Dana released his cock long enough to extricate her arms from the sleeves, letting the blouse fall to the floor.
"How could I not be?" he cupped her large breasts, giving them a squeeze, his thumbs caressing her nipples. "Look at these tits!"
He went to lower his head to take one back into his mouth, but Dana stopped him, by grabbing his face in both hands and kissing him hard. He gasped when her tongue forcefully pushed into his mouth, but his arms went around her, crushing her to his hard young body.
He'd barely closed the door to his small two room apartment when she grabbed his shirt and ripped it over his head. As she'd run her long nails down his lean muscular chest and flat stomach, Jake's hands were on her shirt, trying to unbutton it.
Dana had surprised him by grabbing the sides of the shirt and tearing it open, sending buttons flying. The look of surprise turned to one of pure lust when Dana pulled the cups of her bra down, causing her large breasts to pop out.
They'd groped and kissed each other across the room, making their way into his bedroom where she'd grown impatient enough to push his head down to her tits. The brief flashback of the last two minutes was replaced by the present which involved Jake deftly unhooking her bra and sliding the straps down her arms.
Dana dropped her arms to let the bra drop to the floor between them, and moaned, her eyes rolling back as Jake enthusiastically went back to sucking her left nipple while his fingers teased the right.
He held her heavy breasts in his strong hands, squeezing them as he worked her nipples. Her face flushed and her heart racing, Dana lifted the schoolgirl skirt. Hooking her fingers into the white cotton panties, she pushed them down while her young lover continued to all but devour her tits.
Dana got the panties far enough down her legs to lift them one at a time, working the panties off with her feet while she held his shoulders for balance. Pulling away, she playfully kicked the panties at him, laughing as he caught them and brought them to his nose, inhaling deeply.
"They're soaked through!" he whispered, his fingers rubbing the sticky crotch.
"Come find out why!" Dana hiked her skirt up to her hips, and falling back onto his bed, spread first her legs, then her pink slit, opening her lips with her fingers, wantonly showing off her glistening pussy.
"Let's go, baby," she beckoned him with her finger as she had on the set, but this time the look of desire on her face was real and not for the camera. "I want to see that pretty face between my thighs!"
"I aim to please!" Jake laughed as he kicked off his shoes and took a minute to pull his socks off.
When he went to push his jeans down, she shook her head. "Let me do that, I don't want to see that big cock until I'm ready to suck it."
"Wow," Jake whistled. "You aren't shy, are you?"
"I'm not one of those little girls you bang in school, kid," She slowly ran her pink tongue over her ruby coated lips. "You're fucking a real woman now."
"Yes, ma'am!" Jake crawled onto the bed and gave each of her thighs a soft kiss.
He followed that up with a soft playful slap that made her thigh jiggle and smiled.
"Real women have real thighs."
Dana experienced a brief a moment of insecurity that her body wasn't as tight and supple as it was in her heyday, but it faded when Jake moved her hand from her pussy and blew lightly on her throbbing clit.
"Don't tease!" she wriggled her hips, lifting her pussy into his face.
"Can't believe you were waiting outside for me." Jake spread her pussy wide, and flicked his tongue lightly across her clit, sending an electric shock of pleasure through her.
"I'm done waiting, eat my cunt before I sit on your damn face!" Dana grabbed his head as she had when he sucked her tits, and holding him still, thrust her wet slit into his face.
Jake groaned into her hot flesh, then plunged his tongue inside it.
"Yes!" Dana exclaimed as he wiggled his tongue inside her sopping twat. "See how wet I am for you, baby?"
Jake's reply was to suck hard, and she gasped when she felt her juices spurt into his eager mouth. He swirled his tongue inside her and the look of pure bliss in his deep blue eyes had her hips rocking, helping him fuck her with his rigid tongue.
Jake slid his tongue from within her, and she grunted in pleasure when it was replaced by two of his long fingers. He pumped them slowly as he teased his tongue around the wet folds of her yearning pussy, her body tensing as she waited for him to find her clit. When he did, he teased a fast circle around it then sucked it hard enough to make her gasp.
"Put another finger inside," she moaned as he alternately licked and sucked her swollen pink nub.
Jake did as told and Dana's eyes rolled back as her pussy spread around his thrusting fingers. Removing her hand from his hair, she cupped her breasts, and teased her nipples with her thumbs.
For the next few minutes, the room was filled with her soft contented sighs along with an occasional slurping sound when Jake sucked her clit. He was skilled beyond his years, not just in the way his tongue played her clit like a fine-tuned instrument, but the fact he was taking his time.
Since her divorce, Dana had been enjoying what had previously been her fantasies during years as an unsatisfied wife, and that fantasy was younger men eager to please an older woman. Young, hot, hard, and without thinking they were calling the shots, and she was lucky to be with them like guys her age seemed to think.
One of the few drawbacks was they tended to be excitable and grabby, no patience, and she had to slow them down to enjoy them enjoying her. Usually, she'd let them just fuck her hard and fast, get off quick, and the second round would be slower and far more satisfying.
But Jake was taking his time between her soft, lush thighs, savoring the mature pussy that he was slowly bringing her to what, according to the way her thighs and body were trembling, was going to be one hell of an orgasm.
"Oh, just like that, honey," she encouraged. "You make this pussy purr and I'm going to give you a nasty little treat."
Jake made a show of tracing a deliciously slow figure eight over her clit. Dana's eyes left his talented tongue to wander down his well-muscled back and the black jeans which showed off what promised to be a great ass.
Having a good looking young stud kneeling between her legs and eating her reminded Dana that despite her problems, life was still good, and it didn't get much better than this. At least not until she felt his hard cock pounding into her needy cunt.
Dana lifted her long legs, draping them over his back, admiring how the black schoolgirl heels and white stockings looked against his skin. She gasped and her back arched off the bed when Jake buried his three fingers deep inside her and sucked her clit in a fast rhythm and with lip smacking gusto.
Dana released a low guttural growl and clamping her thighs around his head, reached over hers and grabbed the headboard. Using it as leverage, she lifted her hips, grinding her pussy into his face, wiggling back and forth, her body straining to come.
Jake pushed her over the edge when he pulled his fingers back and rammed them home while squeezing her clit between the fingers of his other hand and sucking it once more. Dana came like an animal, throwing her head back and howling in pleasure.
She caught Jake's eyes widen as she released a follow up wail that would shame a porn star as her hips worked in frantic circles, grinding her sticky wet flesh into his now flickering tongue. Dana squeezed the rungs of the headboard hard enough to make her knuckles pop as her pussy convulsed around his fingers and her body exploded into the intense orgasm she anticipated.
She dug her heels into his shoulders and felt him grunt into her pussy as they gouged into his skin, but she didn't feel bad, she was prepared to more than make it up to him. Her first long squeals turned into a series of sharp little yips as waves of pleasure crashed through her body.
When the last tremors of orgasm flowed through her, she dropped her legs from him, releasing him from where he'd been trapped between her thighs, and sighed.
"That was so good, honey, someone taught you well."
"I like older women," he grinned as he sat up on his knees between her legs.
His face was red and glistening and despite the strong orgasm she'd just enjoyed, her lust was unabated and would be until she got the fucking she so needed, but first, she had to have that dick in her mouth.
She sat up and with a smile, told him. "Stand up on the bed."
With a look of anticipation that sent another wave of heat through her still quivering twat, Jake rose slowly to his feet, putting his hands on her shoulders to steady himself on the soft mattress. As soon as he was standing over her, Dana grabbed his jeans and boxers and yanked them down his hips.
The second his cock sprang free it was in her hand, then in her mouth.
"Fuck!" Jake gasped as Dana took him deep, her tongue sliding across his shaft as she opened wider, and effortlessly took his full length.
She looked up at him, her lips pressed around his shaft and winked when she slid her tongue out and caressed his balls with it.
"Oh my god," Jake moaned when she played with his balls while keeping him buried in her mouth.
His salty pre-cum slid down her throat and she moaned around his hard flesh, her eyes rolling back at the feeling of having her mouth stuffed with young cock. She shook her head back and forth, working the sensitive tip around in her warm wet mouth and Jake's moan, as well as the way his balls tightened in her hand added to her excitement.
She worked her mouth backwards, until just the tip was between her lips. After giving him a quick hard suck that filled her mouth with more pre-cum. She paused, loving the way his legs trembled in anticipation.
Dana released his cock and pinning it to his stomach sucked on his swollen balls, getting another groan of surprised pleasure from him as she gently sucked on each in turn while stroking his now slick shaft.
She switched to licking his balls, bathing them with her soft tongue as her eyes remained on his. Done with teasing herself, Dana licked up the length of this shaft, opened wide and went to work.
Jack moaned and his fingers tightened on her shoulders, as Dana bobbed her head rapidly, taking him a little more than halfway each time. She sighed and closed her eyes as she reveled in the act of blowing a kid she'd met less than four hours ago and barely spoken to.
As she did in all her recent cougar cub encounters, Dana imagined Ben, the conceited asshole who thought 'dirty' was doing it doggy style once every few months. He was a boring selfish lover as well as being a possessive jerk she'd wasted years of her prime with and was too naïve to realize it.
She fantasized about sending him pictures of her blowing or fucking a young stud, but would never do it because the a-hole would put it on the damn net. But just thinking of the look on his normally smug face while he watched her fuck a boy not only half his age, but twice the lover.
Dana tickled and caressed Jake's tight balls while she steadily blew him and moaned as his hips were now rocking in time with her sucking, thrusting into her descending mouth. His hands were still on her shoulders and releasing his cock, she smiled up at him and held up her pigtails which she'd left in for an extra thrill.
"Really? I have these and you're not using them?"
Jake took them in his hands and held them as she briefly went back to sucking his cock. When she realized he either had no clue, or was just afraid of being to forward, she stopped sucking and sighed.
"That's all you're going to do? Just hold them?"
"I..." for the first time he looked hesitant.
"Just pull them and use them to fuck my mouth," she said bluntly, and took him into her mouth, but remained still, waiting for him.
There was a moment of uncertainly in his eyes, but when she raised her eyebrows at him, he gave her a wicked smile, and yanked her head forward. Dana squealed around his cock as he plunged it so deep into her mouth his balls slapped her chin.
Jake turned himself loose, holding her hair tightly as he worked his hips, fucking her mouth with long hard strokes that had her nipples aching, her clit once again throbbing and her eyes watering from having his long thick cock pounded into the back of her throat.



Dana opened her mouth wider, emitting gurgling gagging sounds as he face fucked her. Spit and pre-cum were flowing out of the sides of her mouth and down her chin. She moaned when it dripped onto her tits, sliding across her nipples.
She placed her hands on his chest, and he gasped when she gave his nipples a hard pinch as he continued his welcome assault on her mouth. She raked her nails along his chest and stomach causing his breath to hiss between his teeth.
Dana caught movement out of the corner of her eyes and shifted her gaze to the left. She moaned at the sight of their reflection on the mirror on his closet door. Her topless, her face beet red and tears flowing down her cheeks as he force fed her his impressive cock.
She cupped her tits, playing with her nipples, her hips grinding in anticipation of having this cock between her other lips.
"Oh!" Jake moaned, his hips moving faster. "I have to stop, I'm going to...oh, shit!"
He had stopped moving his hips and pulled back, trying to remove his cock from her mouth, but Dana wanted the sticky warm reward for her efforts. Wrapping her arms around his hips, she held him still as she resumed sucking, this time as fast as she could, blowing him as if it were a competition, and one she wouldn't lose.
Jake lasted less than a minute before his hands tightened in her hair and he emitted a low moan. His cock twitched in her mouth and she whimpered in pleasure at the first warm jet of cum striking the back of her mouth and sliding down her throat.
She cupped his balls while grabbing his cock and jerking him into her mouth while she sucked on his spurting tip, eagerly swallowing each squirt that erupted into her mouth.
"Jesus!" Jake groaned as she squeezed his balls and twisted her hand when she reached the top part of his shaft, trying to wring every drop she could from him.
"Oh, fuck," he moaned when she couldn't coax anymore from him.
"That's what we're going to do." She yanked his pants down to his ankles, then sprawled back on the bed, her legs open. "Fuck me!"
"I just came," he looked confused.
"You're still hard and if you shove it inside me and fuck me, you'll stay that way!" She laughed. "Let's see that youth and enthusiasm!"
Jake dropped to his knees, and keeping his pants around his ankles, slid up between her legs, his still oozing cock inches from her aching cunt.
"Shit!" He leaned over towards the nightstand. "I need a..."
"Just fuck me bareback!" She demanded. "I want to feel that cock inside me."
Jake looked dubious, but she didn't give him a choice. Reaching between her legs, she grabbed his cock, and thrusting her hips upwards, eased him inside her.
"Damn, you're wild!" Jake whispered, but plunged his still hard cock balls deep inside her.
"Got a lot of time to make up for." She opened her mouth and wagged her tongue at him, showing off the puddle of cum, she hadn't swallowed yet.
Jake's eyes widened and he took his excitement out on her, fucking her with the same long hard strokes he'd used on her mouth.
"Fuck yeah!" She cried out. "Give it me harder!"
Jake leaned over, placing his hands by her head and groaned as he fucked her harder. Dana knew his cock was still sensitive from just having cum, and elicited a whimper from him when she contracted her pussy around him.
Drawing her legs back, Dana hooked her arms around them, pulling them as far back as she could, and allowing him to drive deeper into her.
"Hot," Jake whispered in between thrusts. "So fucking hot!"
Dana had to agree as she stared up at her feet which were now above her head as she shamelessly opened herself to him as much as she could. The bed rocked and squeaked as Jake tore into her just the way she'd hoped he would.
Her tits bounced wildly and she yelped each time his cock drove home inside of her wet twat. She released her legs, draping her ankles over his shoulders, and grabbing his hips, held them as he thrust into her.
"Fuck, honey you're still so hard!" She moaned. "Keep going, keep fucking me! Please keep fucking me! I need it so bad!"
To her dismay, Jake slowed his thrusts, then pulled out of her.
"What are you..."
It was her turn to be surprised when he slipped her legs from his shoulders, and grabbing her hips, rolled her onto her side.
"Oh, hell yeah!" Dana laughed as she rolled onto her stomach.
She drew her knees up beneath her and put her ass in the air for him. She cried out when he gave her ass a hard slap on each cheek, before spreading them and slamming his cock home.
"So fucking deep!" Dana howled as he took her so hard the headboard banged against the wall and the bed sounded as if it were about to give way. She lifted her head and shook it, causing the pigtails to bounce around. "Grab them!"
This time Jake didn't hesitate. He grabbed her hair, pulling her head up and holding them tight as he resumed plundering her grateful pussy from behind. Dana grabbed the headboard again, yelping loudly as Jake gave her the hardest fucking she'd had in years.
He was far more confident than the other young guys she'd had, and she didn't doubt for a second she wasn't the first older woman he'd fucked. Dana sought out the mirror once more and watched him taking her from behind like the wanton slut she'd longed to be the last few years.
The added thrill of watching had her right arm moving beneath her, her fingers finding her once swollen clit and rubbing it as Jake used her hair for handlebars, while giving her a fucking that was so hard it bordered on brutal.
Dana wouldn't have it any other way and despite having come not long ago and barely playing with her clit for more than a minute, she felt her body tensing for another explosion. Behind her, Jake was breathing hard and his strokes becoming shorter and more desperate.
"Hold on, baby!" She cried out. "I want to come on that cock! I want to..." her words turned into a high pitched whimper that quickly escalated into another long loud wail as her body exploded.
Behind her, Jake moaned with each thrust as she drove her hips back into him, pushing his cock deeper into her convulsing pussy. She could tell by his frenzied thrusts and loud breathing he was at the edge and slipping her hand further back, she cupped his balls the next time he thrust into her.
She rubbed them as he gave her a few more savage pumps before whipping his cock out.
"Hmm, I love that!" Dana sighed as he sprayed her lower back and the cheeks of her ass with his hot cum.
Jake stroked himself as she lowered her ass, allowing him to keep painting it even when after several squirts the last of it was barely a dribble. Still a big load seeing it was his second time in a few minutes.
Her pussy still quivering, Dana straightened her legs, so she was lying on her stomach, fighting to catch her breath.
"Goddamn!" Jake fell onto his back beside her, his face as red as hers. "Holy fuck that was intense."
"Yes, it was." She gave him a satisfied smile as his sticky cum slid down her ass and onto her inner thighs. "Damn you fucked me good."
"Feels more like you fucked me," he laughed. "That's what I call hardcore sex."
"Hmm," she reached over and teased her nails down his stomach. "Know what I call it?"
"What?"
She grabbed his still dripping semi-hard cock and smiled. "Round one."
Chapter Three
Dana sat in the small waiting room of Beautiful You Modeling Agency, trying to focus on the Vogue magazine in her hands and not think about anything else. It was a losing effort, beginning with the recurring thought that had she stayed in the business and kept getting bigger who's to say it couldn't have been her in the magazine she held in her hands?
Instead, she'd chosen the path of being a 'good wife' working a mindless dead-end job that left her with no real skills that could support her, and the house she desperately wanted to buy Ben out of in the next few months.
Now she was using her best attribute, her looks and her still impressive body, to work tips at a poor man's gentlemen's club that couldn't get the licensing for nudes and settled for waitresses in trashy outfits.
Dana put the magazine down and picked up her updated portfolio. The majority of it contained her work from fifteen years ago but had some shots from two days ago that Burt had printed in record time.
She frowned at the shots of her in the suit which featured a traditional blazer and white blouse beneath it, but a short skirt and black heels that were far from professional. 'Business Sexy' Burt dubbed the look.
Dana looked stiff and nervous in the shots, her poses as obviously forced as her smile rather than being relaxed and natural. The pictures of her in the sun dress were a little better, and in one of them she saw the playful smile she'd been going for, but the rest were as bad as the suit shots.
The last half dozen were the school girl ensemble and her lips twisted into a wry smile at how different her demeanor was. There was a great teasing flirty smile on the first couple, but the rest her face was a mask of genuine desire bordering on outright lust when she got Jake involved in them.
Like Burt, Ellen knew the effect the camera used to have on her, and they'd both see it on full display here after all these years. Jake had gotten to see it in person for several hours until even at his age, and with her persuasive mouth, he couldn't get it up to fuck her a fourth time.
At that point, she'd done what she'd had to the previous young men she'd hooked up with. She'd given him a quick kiss, gotten dressed and headed out the door, refusing to give her number or address to Jake, and outright telling him she was a one and done deal.
He'd looked put off, but fact was she'd put out and in grand style and in her mind would like to think she'd been the ride of his young life up to this point. He'd get over it, and she'd be all over another guy like him as soon as she had her next night off to go on the prowl.
"Miss Darling?"
Dana looked up at the sound of her maiden name, which she'd been happy to go back to since becoming legally separated from Ben.
"Ellen will see you now," the pretty young receptionist gestured with her arm. "Right this way."
Dana rose from her seat, and followed the receptionist, reflexively smoothing the front of the plain, borderline severe black dress she wore. The rest of her matched what she hoped was a 'I'm ready for business' look. Plain, but expensive black pumps, her long hair pinned up, and her make up on the lighter side.
Not that Ellen hadn't seen her close to nude back in the day in lingerie shoots, and was familiar with her more playful work, but Dana was older now and wanted to show up looking the part of a mature woman, not the carefree young girl she'd been when she'd first met her twenty years ago.
It was sad their 'relationship' had been limited to Facebook posts and a phone call every few months, but it was hard to keep in touch while doing it mostly behind Ben's back. Dana felt a wave of not just frustration that she'd let herself be controlled like that but shame she hadn't stood up to him and stayed close to Burt and Ellen who had done so much for her in every aspect of her life before him.
"Look what the cat dragged in!" Ellen exclaimed from the doorway of her office where she was waiting. "Dana Darling in the flesh!"
"Little more flesh than their used to be," Dana shrugged. "But...whoa!"
She gasped when Ellen threw herself at her and wrapped her arms around her.
"It is so good to see you!" She yelled in her ear making her wince. "It's been way too long!"
"It has," Dana returned the hug, fighting not to tear up as the receptionist smiled and walked back down towards the waiting room. "And I'm so sorry about that, Ellen. I was a real..."
"Was is past tense, you're here now." Ellen eased back, but took her hands in hers, smiling away at her. "Always forward never backward, right?"
"Right Burt."
"It was about the only quotable thing he ever said," Ellen grinned. "Or the least profane anyway." She turned and walked over to her large desk, gesturing at one of the leather chairs in front of it.
"You look good, Dana," Ellen said as she sat down. "I mean that personally and professionally, you've held up over the years."
"Thanks, I think."
"You're older and more mature. You still have those gorgeous cheekbones and those doe eyes you can play sweet or sassy."
Ellen sat back and looked her up and down with a practiced eye.
"You're bodies a little thicker, but that's perfect in the sense that..."
"I look like a real woman. Burt gave me the yoga pants crowd can be a turn off for some ads speel."
"He's right," Ellen rolled her blue eyes. "The miserable old prick is right about almost everything, but it's not like we can admit that to him."
"Have you had a chance to look at the pictures he took?" Dana asked, trying not to sound as anxious as she felt.
"Before we get to that, how are you doing? How's it feel to be single again and out from under his thumb?"
"If it weren't for finances it would feel pretty good." Dana frowned. "But you know the story, no skills other than modeling, and I made shit money at a job anyone could do. Now I suddenly get laid off because the owner is one of Ben's clients and I can't find a job that will pay anywhere near what I need to make."
"I heard you're waitressing?"
"That's a nice way to put it." Dana grunted. "What I'm really doing is shaking my ass in front of a bunch of wall street and white collar wannabes who smoke cigars and drink overpriced wine and scotch"
"A gentlemen's club," Ellen nodded. "Couldn't be more inappropriately named. Bunch of assholes who've gotten tossed out of all the strip clubs, or their wives won't let them go."
"Because they probably met their wives at a strip club. Sugar daddy type galore in that place." Dana explained.
"Maybe that's what you need."
"A sugar daddy to me would be sixty five." Dana scowled. "Besides, that's what Ben was when it came down to it. Yeah, I had a job, but I was a trophy wife who let him control me. Until I got a little too old, and he started banging the tarts his firm hires."
"Sorry," Ellen put her hand up. "I didn't mean to upset you."
"Not your fault, its mine. I chose to live that way."
"And now you've chosen not to." Ellen smiled encouragingly. "I'm glad you're back to the old you."
"The old me is trying to go back to being the young me is more like it. Modeling was my calling, and I should have stuck with it."
"I remember when I first met you, you said even your name was made for modeling, Dana Darling."
"Burt said that name was made for porn." Dana chuckled.
"Porn," Ellen repeated, her face turning serious.
"Something wrong?" Dana asked when Ellen remained silent giving her an odd look.
"Oh, no, just thinking about something. Got a lot going on," she laughed, but it sounded forced this time. "Friggin Burt, the stereo type dirty old man."
"Now, yes, back then we just called him a pig," Dana reminded her.
"True, but for all his off color jokes and comments he was always a pro and never took advantage of young women the way some of those sleazebags at other agencies did."
"Ellen, I don't mean to be pushy, and I really want to get together and catch up and start spending time together like we used to, but for now, what did you think of the shoot?"
Ellen nodded. "You're not being pushy, I know this is important."
She picked up a black folder from the desk and leaning back opened it and flipped through the pictures.
"First two shoots are boring both for you and Burt. Really can't get any more standard."
"I know, he was just trying to get me comfortable."
"The last set is great, your poses, the facial expressions, the passion, it's all there like you never lost a beat."
"Thank you!" Dana beamed.
"You go from playful to outright seductive." Ellen paused then smiled. "Never to be old to be naughty is what this would say in the right ad."
"You think you have the right ad?"
"Course being that I know the old you, I can't help thinking this good looking young guy is what you were playing too far more than the camera." Ellen stared over the folder at her.
"Well," Dana's eyes avoided hers. "I guess he didn't hurt."
"Even if he did, I'll assume it was a good pain."
"Excuse me?"
"Fifteen years away didn't teach you anything, did it?" Ellen sighed. "That kid was running his mouth to Burt yesterday about how you waited for him, and even kept the schoolgirl outfit on."
"Great," Dana felt her face burning. "Guess it doesn't matter how old or young they are, boys will be boys."
"And most boys talk, which I'd think you'd know by now." Ellen put the folder down and leaned forward, clasping her hands in front of her. "Or at this point do you just not care?"
"We're legally separated with the divorce in process, it's not going to hurt my case if that's what you're asking?" Dana explained.
"I was thinking more in line with making up for lost time and maybe getting some payback by screwing kids half your age, like Ben did."
"Trust me, he doesn't care. He would have had to care about me as something other than a possession to care who's fucking me these days."
"Making up for lost time then?" Ellen pressed.
"Why are we talking about this?" Dana asked. "We can get together for a drink and talk about my sex life and everything else then. Right now..."
"Because your sex life was directly tied to your career before, and even a little after you started working for me."
"That was a long time ago," Dana said defensively.
"Yet you fucked Jake after the shoot."
"You know him?" Her eyes narrowed. "You said 'that kid' earlier."
"Burt told me his name," Ellen gave her a wry smile. "Jake being there wasn't a coincidence, Burt planned it in case you needed a push to get back into the groove."
"That fucking prick!" Dana snapped.
"Was he wrong?" Ellen raised her blonde eyebrows. "The difference in you from pre-Jake on the set to once he was there is night and day."
"Point taken," Dana slumped back in her chair. "Burt always knew how to motivate all the girls."
"And with you, he knows the camera always brought out that side of you."
"Guess I'm still an exhibitionist at heart."
Dana tried not to think about how wet she was at work some nights when the guys were really checking her out. It wasn't as exciting as the camera where she could let her fantasies run wild, rather than see who was looking. But the fact it was still men desiring her and thinking of her fucking them, could get the same effect.
She wouldn't go home with one, no matter how worked up she got or how attractive the guy was, Dana knew it would be the end of the job. He'd come back, talk to the other patrons, tell them what a wild ride she was...not shitting where you ate was the first thing Burt, then Ellen, drilled into her when she started working with them.
But the nights she left at midnight and didn't have to stay until close found her at clubs or bars looking for a young guy who was looking at her.
"I think we both know you're more than that," Ellen spoke as if she'd read her mind. "Exhibitionists leave it at showing off for someone, you invite that someone or another someone back for a party, and like that cheesy ass song goes that after party is at your body."
"I didn't think I was coming here to be judged with what I do with my personal time." Dana stiffened. "I'm newly single and making up for spending a long time with one man. A man who kept our sex life vanilla because he was so insecure, he felt if he let me cut loose he couldn't keep up and it would upset his fragile male ego."
"Too bad that talk wasn't there in the beginning, you would have gotten out sooner." Ellen put her hand up when she saw the look on Dana's face. "Sorry, but you brought him up."



"Yeah, I need to stop doing that," Dana agreed. "But I don't know why we're fixated on sex. If you're worried that I'll go back to doing what I did before, I promise it won't happen."
"Happened yesterday."
"It did, but it was my first time, and I was overwhelmed. The way Jake looked at me brought all that back and I slipped up."
"Dana, this is the first time we've seen each other face to face since you started the divorce proceedings," Ellen began.
"I know, and I'm sorry. I was just ashamed of all but ignoring you for years and didn't feel like it was right to just show up on your doorstep like I'd been a good friend all along."
"You could have because I know good people make bad mistakes or have to do things other people don't understand." She gave Dana another weird smile as if there was more she wasn't saying. "No hard feelings, Dana, just glad you're back to being you and we can be us."
"I want that, I really do."
"What I was saying was you've called me a few times, and a couple of times you were pretty trashed."
"Was drinking a lot the first few weeks Ben was gone, just trying to cope," Dana sighed. "If you're worried about that, I haven't had a drink in a month and that's with working at a place that don't mind their girls a little 'relaxed' shall we say. Better for the customers who think we're for sale."
"I'm sure a few are, and you've had some offers." Ellen smirked.
"I have, but I'd never have sex for money, especially not with some asshole wearing an expensive suit, but acting like a frat boy."
"You'd never take money to do something you'd enjoy?" Ellen frowned, and Dana returned the look. Why would she have an issue with that answer?
"I sure as hell wouldn't enjoy it. If I wanted to have boring sex with an arrogant prick who thinks money makes him a man I'd have just stayed with Ben. Never mind the humiliation when the talky prick tells all his friends about the whore he paid to fuck him." She laughed harshly. "Like paying for it is something to brag about."
"Little bitter?" Ellen nodded. "Can't say I blame you, and trust me, you know I started out modeling. I've been through the propositions and casting couch games. But I'm kind of digressing."
"Feels like you're fishing," Dana countered. "Not sure for what, but this conversation is getting weird."
"Might get weirder depending on what we can work out." Before Dana could respond to another cryptic remark, she continued.
"Where I was going was you mentioned more than once you've been prowling the night scene like an over sexed cougar looking for her lucky cub du jour."
"Cub of the day? Try a few hours." Dana laughed, this time a real one. "They only have one thing I want, and it's not personality or conversation. I'm not dating, just fucking."
"And loving every minute of it."
"Why shouldn't I? I'm getting out years of sexual frustration, maybe a little revenge in a way, and just having a good time."
"Jake told Burt you were a hell of a good time, like a wildcat porn star was his exact quote. Even kept the shoes, skirt and tie on." Ellen grinned. "Hence the porn star comment I imagine."
"Seems like Burt let him keep talking," Dana scowled. "Pig."
"Nothing he didn't hear about you years ago."
"Okay," Dana put her hands up. "I appreciate Burt helping me out with a free shoot, and you taking a look to see what you can find for me, but I'm getting a little tired of discussing my past and present sex life."
"Maybe you'll change your mind on that." Ellen tapped the folder. "But okay, let's talk what I can do for you."
"Thank you."
"Nothing." Ellen sat back in the chair and folded her arms over her chest. "Absolutely nothing."
"I..." Dana blinked at how abrupt the answer was. "That simple?"
"Dana, modeling is always a crowded field, and you know that. These days the internet has made it even more so. Girls on twitter and snap and all other social media posting their pics to get attention and a lot of them are getting found that way."
"But Burt said you had a project for an older model, and I have experience and..."
"My firm, and the rest of the industry have plenty of older models. Its damn hard to break into this field when you're young, but when it comes to mature models, yesterday's girls are today's women."
"But..."
"I know, we're friends and you have a history, and the hope was I could get you a foot in the door."
"Feels like it was just slammed in my face." Dana groused.
"I run this agency, but I still have to get the clients to approve the model. These photos are nothing spectacular. You're a beautiful, sexy woman, Dana, but we have plenty, and nothing about you really stands out."
"But if I never left, I'd still be working."
"Most likely, but you can't keep dwelling on that." Ellen's face softened and she leaned forward and put her hand on Dana's where her arms were folded on the desk. "I still might be able to find you work, but it's going to take time, and won't be steady. Burt said you're in real deep shit financially?"
"I told you I was laid off and why. This cocktail waitress bullshit is barely keeping food on the house, the lights and heat on and my car on the road. I can't come close to the mortgage."
"Then sell the house in the divorce and get a big pay out." Ellen shrugged. "Ben has to split it with you."
"No." Dana's lips pressed in a hard line. "I love that house and he bought it because I wanted it. Ben never wanted kids and he was content to live in a nice condo. I wanted the picket fence and the garden and a nice home."
"You could rent a house and..."
"It's the only thing I ever felt was mine even though he paid for most of it, because he did it for me back when he actually cared about me. I let him take my career, my friends, any life that he didn't approve of." She lifted her head defiantly. "I'll be damned if he'll take my home."
"That's the Dana I've missed all these years!" Ellen clapped her hands. "But I'm confused about something. He made great money and made you leave a good paying job, what about alimony?"
"I waived it." Dana told her. "I don't want his goddamn money or for him saying he still takes care of me."
"Jesus, Dana, the guy cheated on you! You should be able to take him to the damn cleaners even without alimony."
"What cleaners? We never had kids, we each have a car that's paid off, I waived him paying me, all that's left is the house."
"Which he should be paying for while you just live there."
"Same as taking his money," Dana insisted.
"What's the plan then? You trying to buy him out?" Ellen shook her head. "That house could sell for a pretty penny, he must want half of that value."
"Nope. Whether it's out of guilt for cheating or knowing I might be able to force a better deal because of it, he's being reasonable."
"What's his definition of reasonable?" Ellen asked skeptically.
"He's waving equity and going by the balance on the house."
"Shouldn't it be mostly paid off? You guys bought it right when you got married."
"We took money out for a few improvements which is why the house is worth so much," Dana explained. "He also took some money out for that boat so he could look like a hot shot to his clients."
"What do you need? Maybe I can help?"
"We owe seventy. Ben drew something up that if I can pay him thirty five he walks away from the house."
"Goddamn, I couldn't lend you more than a few thousand." Ellen sighed.
"And I wouldn't take it and if I did, I couldn't pay it back." Dana grunted disgustedly. "He wants the thirty five in six months."
"That's ridiculous!"
"And his lawyer is saying it's ridiculous that he could force the sale and get a lot more, so its not a bad deal considering."
"You pay thirty five, while paying the mortgage, then you keep paying the mortgage afterwards?"
"Yes, but his name comes off the house when he gets his money." Dana tapped her long red nail on the desk. "But with the mortgage, taxes, utilities and crazy things like food, I don't make enough to afford that, never mind come up with that money."
"Can you borrow against the house?"
"Not without a job," she smiled ruefully. "That's the shady part of his generous offer, he made sure I'd lose the job."
"Too bad you can't prove that."
"Can't afford to pay someone who could dig up proof."
"Six months to make the sale price and keep the house up." Ellen whistled. "Wow, no modeling gig was going to pay you that much, Dana."
"But steady work might have gotten me a loan, maybe." She pressed her hands to her throbbing temples. "Pretty damn hopeless."
"Force the sale, take the payout."
"I want this damn house!" Dana snapped. "That smug prick is not going to win this, and me keeping the house is worth more than the money I'd make selling it." She slumped back in the chair.
"Besides, it will take time to sell, and I'd have to move and right now I don't even know if I can afford a damn apartment these days unless its tiny and in a crap neighborhood and I'd have to put all my grandmother's furniture in storage and..."
"How bad do you want the house, and this moral victory, Dana?" Ellen cut her off.
"So bad I can taste it."
"Funny choice of words."
"Why?"
Ellen again looked as if she wanted to say something but wasn't sure.
"What's going on, Ellen? You've been acting like you're keeping something from me."
"You remember when Russ and I got divorced four years ago, and he pushed me to buy him out of the business or sell it, just like Ben is doing with the house?"
"I do, and sorry I was a lousy friend and..."
"Forget that. Point is I came up with the money in a few months when I really had nothing. To this day neither Russ nor anyone else knows how I got it."
"Can I ask?"
"I'll tell you because of who we used to be to each other and who I hope we'll be from this point on, best friends."
"I'd love that, and that has nothing to do with money." Dan whispered, her throat tightening with sudden emotion.
"And because we're friends, I'll ask you don't judge me, and you'll hear me out."
"Of course."
"Only thing I'll say that sounds like a defense of my actions is I was in your shoes, Dana. Betrayed by my husband, and desperate to keep something dear to me. In my case I started this business and was naïve enough to put his name on it. I'd die before I'd let him keep making money on it or force me to sell off."
"I understand that." Dana nodded.
"Hopefully you understand enough to consider doing the same thing I did to come up with the money without being able to borrow and in secret."
"I can't imagine there's anything I won't do, as long as it's not going to get me tossed in jail." Dana added.
"It has its risks, but jail isn't one of them." Ellen told her.
"Are you going to fess up or what?" Dana forced a laugh to cover her anxiety.
"It is a confession, and you're the first person I'm telling what I did and what I can get you the chance to do."
"For fucks sake, Ellen, what did you do?"
Ellen paused again, but when Dana rolled her eyes, she spoke the words in a rush.
"I became a porn star."
Chapter Four
"What did you just say?" Dana's eyes widened.
"You heard me. I had a friend I modeled with when I was just out of college and she went into the porn industry. First mainstream, but then she created her own site and started directing as well as starring in them."
"You...made porn." Dana blinked. "Wow, I..."
"I know, it's a hard thing to swallow," she flashed a wry smile. "But I made good money swallowing some hard things."
"Ugh." Dana scrunched her face up.
"Ugh? You've been fucking kids half your age like it's a damn competition, but because I got paid to do it, its ugh?"
"Being a hooker would be just getting paid to do it." Dana was still trying to process Ellen's admission. "But porn? People filming you? Being with guys you don't know at all?"
"Sometimes more than one." Ellen winked. "With the right mindset and people, it can be fun."
"My God, Ellen, didn't you worry someone would recognize you?"
"I still think about that now, and it's been three years since I made one."
"Your divorce was five years ago." Dana gasped. "You did it for two years?"
"In two years I probably did about eighty shoots and made over a hundred grand." Ellen admitted. "Some of the scenes pay more than others and if you're willing you can shoot three times a week, sometimes more."
"Three a week." Dana repeated numbly.
"Even if you have your period there's always blow job and hand job stuff, hell I did a few foot job vids." Ellen shrugged. "They only pay a couple hundred, but..."
"Stop!" Dana put her hands up. "I can't believe what I'm hearing. I hope you're not stringing me along."
"I'm not, but you'll have to take my word for it. Not like I'm going to tell you any of the names I worked under or send you links."
"But they're all still out there? You didn't ask to pull them?"
"I did when I decided I'd made enough money and had gotten Beautiful You back to being successful enough I'd never want anyone to know. But while they were on the original site, they get pirated like anything else and there's thousands of sites. Once in a while I search and a few come up. I've given up trying to get them all removed."
"I can't believe you did it, and...if it was five years ago, you were forty six!"
"Thanks to Milf and Mommy porn you're never too old to start." Ellen laughed.
"Mommy?"
"Older women have two roles in porn, a plain sexy as fuck Milf sometimes as a professional woman, sometimes a friend's mom, sometimes a hot cougar on the prowl like you're doing for real.
"The other role is in incest porn as a mom or aunt."
"God, tell me you didn't do any of those!"
"Why not? They pay better than the others and it's not like the guy was my real son." Ellen shrugged. "Maybe since I don't have kids it doesn't seem so bad. That's another reason I took the chance. If I had kids, I would have never put them through that."
She pointed to Dana.
"You also have no kids and for the most part few friends over the last ten years, and you worked with mostly women, just how Ben liked it. Your odds of someone knowing you wouldn't be bad."
"Hold on, you're talking about this like I said I'd think about it," Dana protested.
"I want you to." Ellen smiled when she saw Dana looking more closely at her. "Picturing me doing it? You're not the only one who's aged well, you know." She stood up from behind the desk and stepped to the side, giving a slow twirl, as if for the camera.
For the first time since she'd entered, Dana took a good look at her former agent and longtime friend. Ellen was taller than Dana, and still possessed the athletic build she'd had since she'd broken into the business on the other side of the camera.
Ellen's black stocking clad legs protruding from her short one piece grey dress were long and despite being slender, well-shaped. Although never big on top, her breasts, which Dana had seen when looking at some nudes Ellen had done in her younger days, were perky and perfectly shaped.
She'd always worn flattering bras which propped what she had up well, and today was no different, with an enticing peek of cleavage visible from her tightly contained breasts.
Her pert, heart shaped ass, visible in the tight skirt was small enough that both cheeks were capable of being grabbed by one large hand. Before her mind's eye, a vision of that ass in the air with a pair of powerful hands on her slim hips fucking her appeared.
Ellen still wore her wavy blonde hair long and Dana pictured it across her back, maybe with the guy pulling on it as he pounded her. Her small tits would be bouncing fetchingly, and Ellen's wide baby blue eyes would be even wider from being fucked and staring into the camera, her perfect cupid bow lips parted as she moaned and squealed.
Dana blinked the image away when the unwanted thought of what would it be like to be naked and fucking in front of a camera fleetingly crossed her mind.
"I did color my hair and wear some wigs to make it look like I had short hair." Ellen spoke as she sat back down. "Being a model, I don't think I have to tell you different hair color and some heavier than usual make up can alter an appearance.
"Unless you're starring in the mainstream releases by big porn producers like Vivid, Tropic and others, and you're at the Jenna Jameson level, most guys would never recognize the average porn star."
"Depends on the guy, some watch way too much."
"True," Ellen admitted. "But milf stuff is mostly watched by younger guys or women who want to be the older woman in the scene. Older guys tend to go the other way with teen girls and daddy stuff."
"I can't do this, Ellen, for a variety of reasons."
"I'm sure the main reason is being exposed, I mean people knowing you, not the obvious exposure."
"That's a big one. "Hey, weren't you in Dana Darling Rides Again?"
"Great title, and I have to admit your maiden name is perfect."
"Perfect for them to google it and come up with my old modeling pics then porn." Dana mocked. "Wow, that Dana she fell on hard times, and hard things too!"
"Dana, your heyday was before social media really existed, but the name isn't the issue they let you make one up or suggest some to you."
"A lot of women have been outed and it doesn't go well for them."
"Dana, your parents are both gone, you didn't have kids and you never kept in touch with the few cousins you have. Who are you shaming?"
"Myself."
"Is it so shameful? Porn isn't the seedy drug riddled abusive exploitive industry it used to be." Ellen stopped. "Well, no there are still some shady studios, but a lot of porn is now done by small niche studios who film specific kinks and a ton of women are running their own sites and calling the shots.
"No one is forced to do anything or anyone they don't want to, at least not the woman I'd send you to. It's no longer filled with runaways and desperate drug addicts, a lot of the young starlets are in college, and the older women? They're making a killing with the stuff we just talked about."
"Ellen, I've never even done a full nude. Closest I came were some bikini shots where I was topless but had my hands or arms over my tits."
"And how excited were you on that shoot?"
"Very different, I didn't have a guy between my legs and someone filming him fucking me or me sucking his damn cock."
"Dana, we know what the camera does to you. You've told me in the past it's not just the camera, but your mind racing with guys looking at you and wishing they could have you."
"I know, but how you get me willing to be a porn star out of that is a stretch."
"Is it? Dana, you were a goddamn wild cat when you were young. You were unabashedly sexual and never worried what the men you fucked thought about you. You don't have an insecure bone in your body.
"And you picked up where you left off except you're targeting young guys because it's just sex no bullshit. It's not like you're shy about getting down and dirty."
"Big difference screwing a guy in a motel or his place and doing it in front of a film crew and then having it put out there for the entire damn net to see."
"If you allow yourself to think about it like that, there is." Ellen put her hands out. "Humor me for a minute. If you forget the who might see it aspect and stop at the filming?"
"You were probably soaking through your panties in that schoolgirl shoot with Jake. Imagine being naked, every inch of that magnificent body on display and fucking a young guy with a big cock right there in front of people? You can't tell me you wouldn't need to get yourself off if you kept thinking about it."
"In fantasy a lot of things are hot. Lot of women have rape fantasies, but they'd sure as hell never want it."



"Which is why they have videos. People can enjoy the kink without the risk."
"Because the porn stars are taking the risk." Dana laughed. "No, just the women, a guy gets outed he's a damn stud, the woman is always a whore."
"I'm not going to say porn is ever going to be seen as a good career choice, but sex workers get a lot more respect these days." Ellen shrugged. "Just saying."
"You can keep saying what you want. No goddamn way I'm doing it once, never mind how much I'd have to shoot to make what I need in a few months."
"I'm still good friends with Sylvia and I brought you up." She quickly put her hand up. "Not by name, just the situation and how similar it is to mine and how we're close friends. She's willing to give you an advance on shoots so that you could have the money on time."
"But then I'm obligated to do a lot of shoots."
"Yes, and when the predetermined amount is complete you can quit or keep going for a while like I did."
"You asked me here just to talk about this." Dana shook her head. "Talk about a bait and switch."
"Guilty, and now that I got around to telling you about porn to get what you need, I'll confess to the fact it was me that told Burt to make sure that kid was there. I wanted to see if the old Dana was there and she came shining through in these pics and more importantly, afterwards."
"Back to me being into sex translates into 'hey, let's plaster vids of me sucking dick all over the internet' being acceptable."
"You don't have to love it, and you don't have to do it. I'm telling you it worked for me, and you have no other option." Ellen tapped her chest. "Dana, I was nowhere near as sexually adventurous as you before I got married and my sex life wasn't much more exciting than yours.
"I know I'm attractive, even sexy, but to do that? I was shaking so bad they cancelled my first shoot and Sylvia sent me home and told me to think about it some more. I decided I couldn't let Russ win and came back and part of how I got through was picturing the look on his face if he ever saw his wife getting hammered by a nine inch cock attached to a twenty year old boy who looked like he lived at the gym.
"I started getting into it to where it became my sex life. I enjoyed the shoots. Sylvia will toss any guy with an attitude; she keeps the mood light and the scenes fun. She doesn't shoot fake non con or rough stuff, doesn't even do anal. Most of her shoots are geared towards women."
"What's that mean?" Dana was curious despite herself.
"Lot of sites are hole to hole porn. Guy doesn't even touch a girl's tit, she sucks and they go around the world. Her stuff features some kissing, undressing and the guy's go down on the women and try to get them off for real, it's like a challenge."
"This is where you tell me porn stars really like it?"
"Some don't. they just play the part, some get into it. Honestly? My first couple of scenes I faked it, but once I got used to it, I came during almost every shoot." She laughed. "Like I said, it was my sex life, and talk about drama free. The guys can't say anything, most of them have other jobs or families too, so there's no fuck and tells running around."
"Despite you thinking the lens turns me into super slut, I can't see it happening." Dana insisted. "Never mind as much as I'd need to do."
"Burt wasn't lying when he said I had a project in mind for you."
"What is it? Dana does everyone?" She waved her hand dismissively.
"Most porn today isn't full length movies. Most sites now do half hour or so clips that all have a theme, for example Naughty At Work is all office themed sex scenes."
"Were you naughty at work?" Dana smirked.
"Go fish."
"You think I should do this, but you're so ashamed you won't tell me anything you did?" She raised her eyebrows as if daring her.
"I didn't say it's not embarrassing to some extent. You know me so I'd feel awkward if I thought you were going to run off and look me up."
"I probably would," Dana sighed. "Be like driving by an accident, shouldn't look, but can't help it."
"I did a bunch of women seducing their son's friends' videos. It was a fun theme because the guys had to play shy. The ones who were good at it really got me going."
"Okay key word searches, friend's hot mom," Dana winked.
"You'll get about 5000 results and I'm not joking. People think the net guarantees you'll be seen. They forget how vast it is and how much porn is out there, the odds of being recognized are actually pretty slim."
"Don't worry, I'm not going to look." Even as she said it, Dana wondered if she would or not because it would be an interesting taboo to watch Ellen 'in action'.
"Sylvia started a new category two years ago, and it's called the Next Milf Porn Star. The premise is it's a 100% bona fide amateur and it's their first ever shoot. From an interview to some stripping, up to the first full out session."
"One of those alleged reality sites?" Dana scoffed. "I don't watch a lot of porn, but I've seen those before and oh, look that woman is a known name that's been in twenty other movies."
"Not this one. Sylvia charges a lot for access to these videos, and she has a guarantee that if you can find a porn vid with that woman that predates hers, you get lifetime memberships to all her sites and a thousand dollars."
"Someone could lie to her."
"She knows how to research, and being in the industry for twenty-five years, she knows a real newbie when she sees them."
"Whatever, it's not the theme that matters it's the act itself that I'm going to take a pass on."
"You sure? I think you'd be one of the women who like it, and how else are you getting the money?"
"I don't know, but no amount of money is worth taking a damn money shot for the pervs of the world to see."
"Okay, well if you change your mind call me, so I can let her know you're going to call her." Ellen picked up a post it and wrote on it. "This is the link to her talent agency."
"Talent," Dana rolled her eyes. "Like fucking and sucking is a damn skill?"
"It's the ability to do it on film that's the skill, not to mention there are men and women out there who suck in bed," she sighed. "We managed to marry two of them."
"Touche'" Dana took the post it and put it in her purse even though she knew she'd never look at the site.
"I have an appointment coming in soon," Ellen told her. "We need to set up a time to catch dinner and a couple of drinks."
"Sounds good, and sorry if I don't seem appreciative of what you told me and offered to me, but it's a little too much for me."
"It's an open invitation, the site and Sylvia aren't going anywhere." Ellen snapped her fingers. "Oh, there's one thing I forgot to mention."
"What's that?"
"That because the site insists on a real first timer, they pay pretty well."
"I have no idea what any of it pays."
"One on one with a guy about a thousand, maybe a bit more."
"Hey, only thirty five shoots for my goal!" Dana clapped. "Instead of a go fund me we could call it a come fuck me!"
"That was good, even though it was sarcastic." Ellen complemented her. "But just to let you know Beth pays a lot more for Next Milf Porn Star."
"Like what? $1500?"
"No," Ellen replied with no trace of a smile. "Try up to ten grand."
Chapter Five
"Hear you go, gentlemen," Dana smiled as she walked up to the four men sitting at one of the tables in the section she was handling tonight. "Four glasses of Jameson and your cigars."
Dana deftly plucked the glasses from the tray balanced in her left hand, putting one in front of each customer, then adding the $150 cigars next to them. The four were the typical self-important putzes she dealt with every night.
Their suits, although not cheap, weren't quite the quality that warranted tossing that much money on a cigar, but she imagined they were all playing the look at me game with the others with none of them willing to stay within their means.
Dana deliberately leaned further over the table than she had to, allowing the two men on that side a good view at her substantial cleavage, and the men she was leaning between a peek at the cheeks of her ass as the short schoolgirl skirt rose as she bent over.
She'd worn the outfit Burt had let her have after the shoot because even though he gave it to her to bust her chops it was sexy and revealing and right up the alley of the clientele. She'd even gone with tying the shirt as she had for the shoot to show off more of her breasts which were barely contained in the lace bra she wore beneath it.
Dana had forgone the white cotton panties because even though they fit the ensemble, they didn't show as much of her ass as the white thong she'd replaced them with. Her heels were different too, much higher than the originals, but she'd kept the white knee high stockings
Her hair, back in the pig tails tickled her face as she leaned over and she gave her head a flirty toss while flashing her best tip working smile.
"You're supposed to be a schoolgirl?" The one who'd ordered the latest round asked. "You look more like the principle."
"Only as old as you feel." Dana forced herself to smile rather than take the bait on the dig.
"Be cool, Joe," One of the others said. "And get it right. Private schools didn't have principles they have head mistresses." He leered at Dana. "You the head mistress?"
"Nah, she's wearing white stockings. We'd be able to see the dirt on her knees." The guy to her light laughed. "Or do you just sit down and make them stand?"
"Will that be all for now, gentlemen?" Dana asked, keeping the tray close to her and over her hands so they couldn't notice them shaking from the desire to hit one of them with it.
"You didn't answer me," Joe picked up his cigar and clipped it with a gold cigar cutter Dana was sure was plated and not real. "You playing naughty school girl?"
"Just a fun outfit," She managed another smile. "We're all about our clients having fun here."
"You look like you might have been fun twenty years ago, now you just look desperate." Joe sneered at her. "You look more like the slutty mom who showed up to blow the principle, so he doesn't suspend her trailer trash daughter."
"Jeez, Joe." The man who'd remained silent so far spoke up. "Chill out, man, you don't have to be nasty."
"I'm dropping good money here and I see hot little tarts all over the place, but we get this has been?" he sat back and smirked at her. "What's the matter, honey, they throw you out of the strip club because your tits are too saggy?"
"I'm sorry." The other man plucked a twenty from his pocket and handed it to her. "Here's a little something for putting up with him."
Before Dana could take it, Joe snatched it from the man's hand.
"You want it, earn it." He pointed to the guy who was staring at his empty hand. "Twenty's about what you're probably worth these days. Bet there's a lot of miles on that loose twat."
"There a problem over here?"
Dana stepped back, as Jim, one of the bouncers came over.
"Yeah, there is." Joe stared up at him belligerently. "I don't come here to stare at women my damn wife's age. Send over one of those luscious little cuties and get the desperate housewife out of here."
Dana waited for Jim to put him in his place, but to her dismay, he gently grabbed her elbow and turning her around, walked her away from the table.
"Thanks for having my back," she pulled her arm away from him.
"Sorry, but that prick's father is a big shot." Jim told her. "Calling him a d-bag is an insult to D-bags, but Gabe has to put up with him."
"Then get one of the other girls to switch because I go back there, I'll cut his damn finger off with that cigar cutter."
"I will, and I'm sorry." They'd reached the bar and he let her arm go. "You know for what it's worth, I think you're hot as hell."
"That's sweet, I think." Dana laughed, and as she always did when he was in her line of sight looked him up and down.
Tall, broad shouldered, with a shaved head and piercing green eyes, Jim was as hot as he claimed he thought she was, and he'd been the subject of more than one wet dream since she'd met him. Throw in the fact that at twenty-four he was right in her sexual wheelhouse he screamed Dana in every way, and she'd love to be screaming for him.
But they worked together and even with her recently awakened sexual appetite, she knew that was a big mistake.
"I'm not sweet, and neither are you." Jim smiled down at her from his imposing height. "When you and me going to go get a real drink and have some fun?"
"Sorry, Jim. I'm old enough to know better than to shit where I eat."
"I like that you're old enough to know a lot of things." His eyes roamed up and down her body. "Those idiots only want young girls because they can't handle a real woman."
"You think you can?" Dana teased as she resisted the urge to squirm due to the moist heat growing between her thighs.
"I'll give it my best, ma'am," he laughed.
"I like that," she resisted the urge to lick her lips. "But you'll have to settle for banging your girl of the week and thinking about me."
"Maybe I'll buy a schoolgirl skirt for the next one."
"Maybe I'll give you this one." Dana continued the game, happy to forget about the jack ass from a couple of minutes ago.
"How about the thong instead?" Jim asked. "Just take it off after the shift and give it to me."
"Honey if your face is going to be in my thong it's because I'm still wearing it."
"Promises, promises," Jim sighed dramatically and wandered off.
"Table four's drinks are up." Mandy, the bartender, her young lithe body barely concealed in a minimal French maid outfit spoke behind her.
Dana put her tray down and reached for the drinks, but stopped when Cindy, another waitress came up to her. "I'll take care of them; Gabe wants to see you in the back."
"Yeah, but..."
"Don't worry, I'll give you whatever they tip." Cindy assured her. "Better get going, you know what a bitch Gabe is when someone takes more than a minute to get back to him."
"Bet all it takes with that slob is a minute," Dana muttered as she walked off to the sound of Cindy laughing at her joke.
Dana made her way across the club, taking note of the guys checking out her legs as she walked by. The thrill of being ogled, even by pretentious dogs in heat like this, never failed to turn her on.
Not that she wanted any of them, for any price, because Ellen was right, she'd been propositioned several times, in her brief time here, but the fact they wanted her was a constant source of excitement.
To her chagrin, her conversation with Ellen kept coming back to her as she'd worked. Dana wondered what it would be like to not just be naked, but wantonly fucking in front of an entire film crew.
Sucking cock, fucking in multiple positions, probably finishing by getting a load sprayed all over her face or tits. She had to admit that when kept in the confines of a fantasy it was hot as hell. So was the idea that countless men, and maybe some women, who didn't know her would watch it and masturbate to her, or maybe take their arousal out on their lover, fucking her senseless while wishing it was Dana Darling, hot milf porn star.
"Yeah, right." Dana mumbled to herself. "More like broke desperate not to be homeless midlife crisis cougar wanna be."
She slipped behind the second bar located on the other side of the club and walked down the short narrow hallway that led to Gabe's office. The door war partially opened, but she knocked anyway.
"Hey, Gabe, you wanted to see me?"
"Yeah, come on in." His gravelly voice called out.
She entered to see the manager of Mario's sitting behind his desk wearing a white wife beater, a pitcher of beer to his right and a plate of buffalo wings in front of him.
Gabe was a large man with watery brown eyes and jowls that reminded her of a Saint Bernard. He resembled Burt in the sense of being a grouchy insensitive sounding dickhead, but it was mostly an act as he was decent with the staff and had done many of the long-time workers personal favors over the years and was always willing to try and fix a problem.
"What's going on? I have to get back out there, my section is full."
"I know but have a seat."
Dana didn't like his tone, mostly because there was none of the usual attitude or sarcasm that was the bulk of most of the conversations, he had with her and everyone else. He spoke softly and didn't have the perpetually annoyed look on his face that everyone figured was his permanent expression.
"What's up? I do something wrong?"
"Not on purpose." He picked up the pitcher and poured some beer into the half full mug next to his plate. "But we have a problem."
"Like what?" Dana's stomach tightened.
"Got a complaint from a high roller."
"About me? I'm always good to the customers."
"This just happened, and you know who it was."
"That asshole Joe? The one that was rude to me for no damn reason?" Dana asked. "Christ that was like five minutes ago."
"He called Ross as soon as Jim walked you away from the table and bitched about you being too old."
"Are you kidding me?"
"Look, Dana, I like you, and I don't think how old you are should matter. You're plenty sexy enough to work here. Hell, you put some of the younger girls to shame. They should hope they look half as good as you when they hit forty."
"What are you getting at with this?"
"We've had a couple other losers make the same complaint. These guys are all sugar daddy types and when they're out here acting like spacones they want to see barely legal tits and ass."
"I never heard about that."
"Because I ignored it. But Joe's the son of a guy who really is a bigshot banker type. He handles Ross's investments and holds the note on the club. He told Ross if he doesn't let you go, he's going to daddy and telling him."
"Gabe, that's serious fucking discrimination!"
"I guess, but let's face it, Dana, at a job like this equal opportunity isn't a thing. A two hundred pound woman with acne shows up here, we can't hire her, and you know why. Shit, look at me. Could I apply to be a male dancer and cry foul if I don't get the job?"
"Gabe, I need this job!" Dana tried to keep the nerves out of her voice. "It's all I have."
"I know, and I argued with Ross. You do a great job and a lot of regulars really like you. But Joe is one of those entitled punks who never worked for a thing and Daddy gives him everything."
"He'd cost someone a job because his son doesn't like how she looks?"
"Guys like Joe have no concept of anything but their own bullshit." Gabe turned in his chair and pulled a metal cashbox from under his desk. "I'm sorry, Dana but I have to do what I'm told."
He opened the box and pulling out a wad of hundred dollar bills, started counting them.
"I figure you make about six hundred a week?"
"I....I guess," Dana shook her head. "Gabe I could lose my damn house over this! I haven't been able to find a real job in months!"
"Here's twelve hundred for two weeks' pay. I'm doing this behind Ross's back so I have some book cooking to do."
He put the stack of money on the table in front of her. "Wish I could do more, I really do."
Dana took the money, folding the bills in half and tucking them into her bra.
"And I know Harry, the manager at the pretty kitty, I can get you a job there."
"That place is a strip club!"
"They have waitresses that aren't dancers."
"They're topless!" Dana protested.
"And you have nothing to be ashamed of up top, and you'll make more than you did here."
"If I was willing to be topless, I'd be working there already!" Dana snapped. "Besides, how long before someone complains I don't have perky twenty year old titties over there?"
"Different crowd, tits are tits and I've been there, they have a few older women. All they care about is you have a nice body and a pretty smile."



"I...can't do that."
"I get it, but if you change your mind, call me and I'll get you in there." Gabe put his meaty hand out to her. "I'm sorry, Dana. This fucking sucks, and it ain't fair. I feel like a prick, but I got no choice here."
"Not your fault." She shook his sweaty hand. "And I know you're nowhere near the asshole you put yourself out there as. Just too bad you work for one who is."
"Where else am I going to go?" He patted his huge stomach. "The marines?"
"Maybe you could work the topless bar, your boobs are bigger than mine." Dana shot back as she rose.
"Oh, ow!" Gabe put his hand over his heart. "Good one." He gave her a sad smile. "I'd say good luck, but I don't think you'll need much. You strike me as being good at anything you try. You'll land on your feet."
"Thanks, Gabe, and don't worry, I won't say a word about the money."
"I'll say you earned it." He flicked his tongue at her.
"No one will believe you."
"Because you would never do that?"
"No, because a woman would need a lot more than this to fuck you. It would take a half hour just to find your cock."
"I really am going to miss you. You're the only woman here who gives me shit." He lifted his mug and pointed it to her. "Don't ever stop being you."
"As soon as I figure out who I am these days, I'll take that advice."
Dana walked out of his office and leaned against the wall, taking deep breaths to combat the anxious knot her stomach had twisted into. What was she going to do? The cash Gabe gave her would pay some bills and keep her afloat for the rest of the month, but now she had zero income and used up her unemployment from her job weeks ago.
What she was going to have to do was admit defeat and push for the sale of the house. But as she'd told Ellen who was to say how long it would take to sell? Dana didn't have many friends at all, let alone someone she could ask to stay with until she got her portion of the money.
Dana looked over at the sound of a door and saw Jim going into the supply room. A few seconds later he reappeared carrying three cases of water, the muscles below the sleeves his tight black t-shirt bulging.
He caught sight of her as he turned his way through the door leading back out to the club and gave her a flirty smile accompanied by a lingering look at her legs. When he passed through the door, Dana pushed herself from the wall and took one more deep breath.
In her younger days Dana had been a firm believer in being carefree and if it felt good, then why not do it? She'd adopted that motto once more now that she was free of Ben, but only when it came to men.
But she was screwed here, so she may as well take it all the way, and seeing Gabe had told her to never stop being her, then who was she to disappoint him? Dana walked briskly down the corridor and back out from behind the bar.
She scanned the club and found Jim back in his customary spot, sitting on a high stool to the right of the wide doorway leading to the smoking lunge. Dana turned in the other direction, stalking back over to the table where Joe sat.
"Hey, asshole," she said when she reached the table.
"You still here?" he smirked. "Figured you'd be under a desk trying to keep your job."
Without a word, Dana plucked his cigar out from between his fingers and dropped it into his whiskey. As he stared in stunned silence, she picked up the glass and threw it in his face.
"What the fuck?" Joe sputtered, spraying scotch and ash onto his shirt.
"Oh, no, your suit!" Dana exclaimed. "Better call daddy so he can buy you a new one!"
She flipped the glass onto the table hard enough to cause it to shatter. Then spun on her heel and walked away, but not before she noticed the man who'd tried to stick up for her laugh and give her a thumbs up.
"You fucking cunt!" Joe yelled behind her. "Think you're goddamn funny?"
Dana's response was to raise both hands and give him a double bird over her shoulders, one she maintained as she walked across the club amid loud laughter and some applause from other customers and every waitress in the vicinity.
Ignoring them she made her way to Jim who was staring at her in surprise. Stopping in front of him, Dana reached under her skirt and in full view of anyone watching, pulled her thong down to her knees.
She quickly stepped out of it, and with no hesitation shoved it into Jim's face.
"Guess what, kiddo?" Dana smiled as a raucous cheer erupted behind her. "I don't eat here anymore. You can settle for a sniff or be outside in fifteen minutes for some all you can eat."
Without waiting for a response, she dropped the thong and strutted across the foyer and out of the club to the accompaniment of clapping and appreciative whistles.
Chapter Six
"Hmm-hhmm!" Jimmy groaned between Dana's thighs as she straddled his face.
"Not nice to talk with your mouthful, baby!" Dana teased as she worked her hips in fast circles, grinding her pussy into his trapped face. "Get me off, then you can talk all you want!"
Jimmy groaned into her hot wet flesh when she leaned over and grabbed his semi hard cock. She slowly stroked it, trying to coax it into a fourth erection. He squirmed beneath her, but Dana's knees were on his arms making it difficult for him to move.
"Faster I come, faster you can fuck me again," she encouraged even as she frowned at the fact his cock still wasn't fully hard. "Aww, you don't want to fuck me again?"
Jimmy made a noise that sounded like a desperate whimper as she pressed her throbbing clit into his tongue.
"Guess I have to be more persuasive."
Dana dropped forward, bracing herself on her elbows and took his cock into her mouth. Her eyes rolled back, and she moaned at taste of her pussy from his struggling cock. She bobbed her head, rapidly while swirling her tongue, using her talented mouth to get him ready for another round.
Jimmy sighed into her pussy and his body relaxed as his cock swelled in her mouth, rewarding her efforts by becoming fully hard for her. Dana widened her legs, slipping her knees from his arms and he quickly slid them around waist, drawing her into his suddenly more eager tongue.
"That's better," she whispered as she removed him from her mouth and teased her tongue around his head. "You take care of me and I'll take care of you."
She resumed sucking his cock, but now that he was hard, took her time, savoring the sensation of his hard young flesh between her lips. She lowered her head and worked just the tip.
Jimmy moaned as she teased him and thrust his hips, pushing his cock sideways into her mouth as she rested her head on his stomach. She gasped when he spread her cheeks wide, then groaned when she felt him tease the tip of his finger around her ass.
She eased back pushing into his probing finger and taking the hint, he shoved it into her pink rosebud. Dana released a sharp yelp around his cock, but rocked back and forth on her knees, helping him finger fuck her ass.
His tongue worked her clit faster as his cock became harder and his hips thrust harder into her mouth as his eagerness to fuck her once more had him working her pussy with renewed vigor. Dana teased her nails along his muscular thighs before cupping his balls and playing with them as she allowed him to fuck her mouth.
Her hips jerked when he worked a finger of his other hand into her cunt while now sucking her clit. She moved faster, plunging his fingers into both her holes while his cock filled the third. Her thighs were trembling, and her hard nipples pressed into his chest as her body tensed for her third release of the night.
"That's hot, Dana! Love the way you're letting him use your mouth! Nice position!"
The phantom female voice sounded in her head as it had several times during the torrid romp that had started the moment Jimmy had closed the door to his apartment when Dana simply unzipped him, pulled his cock out, and hopping up into his arms, impaled herself on him.
He'd fucked her hard against the wall, her legs wrapped tightly around her waist the first couple of minutes, until Dana urged him to spin her around. She'd put her hands against the wall, pointed her ass at him and cried out into the cheap paneling as he took her hard and fast from behind until he whipped his cock out and jacked off all over her ass and the backs of her thighs.
The first hot squirt onto her ass cheek was when she'd first heard the voice:
"Hold her skirt up, let's see all that cum! Come on, Jimmy get both sides of her ass! Straighten up, Dana, let it run down your legs, it'll make such a good shot!"
The voice was accompanied by an equally vague image of someone in front of her, watching and telling her and Jimmy what to do. Each time she heard it; it added a sweet little thrill to the already amazing experience of being fucked by the hot bouncer she'd been eyeing for the last few weeks.
"Open your eyes, Dana, stare into the camera!"
In her mind's eye Dana saw herself on a screen, her sweaty face flushed, her make up a mess, and a long thick cock violating her mouth as her smoldering brown eyes stared into the camera, bright with lust.
Dana squealed around Jimmy's cock as her ass and pussy convulsed around his fingers and her body exploded into violent orgasm. She released his cock to cry out repeatedly as waves of pleasure crashed through as he continued to suck her pulsing clit and finger her contracting holes.
She held the image of her face in her mind, picturing her eyes now wide and her mouth open in a continuous O of pleasure as Jimmy worked her cunt and his cock twitched against her face. Her body was still trembling from the orgasm when she quickly crawled forward on the bed until she was now straddling Jimmy's hips.
Reaching between her legs, she grasped his cock and guiding it to her still quivering pussy rocked back, burying him within her quivering heat.
"Fuck that looks good!" Jimmy exclaimed as Dana braced her hands on his ankles and pushing herself up, worked her hips, riding him backwards.
"Reverse cowboy, that's hot Dana!"
"Put your finger back in my ass," she looked back over her shoulder. "Feel yourself fucking me!"
"Shit, you're fucking wild!" Jimmy spoke even as he plunged his finger into her ass.
Dana moaned as she rocked back and forth, forcing his cock and finger deep into her. Jimmy's other hand was on her left ass cheek, squeezing it roughly as he lay back watching his cock slide in and out of her pussy.
"Let's see that body, Dana, show off those tits!"
Dana pushed herself up, so she was now kneeling across Jimmy's lap. She worked her hips more slowly, now sensually riding him. He was no longer able to finger her ass in this position but made up for it by reaching up and around, his hands cupping her heavy tits.
Dana, again imagining she was really putting on a show, lifted her arms over head, drawing her long hair up as if striking a pose on a set. She let her hair go and put her hands over Jimmy's, toying with her nipples as he fondled her tits.
She bounced up and down, riding him hard, and he struggled to thrust his hips as much as he could with her on top of him. Her unwanted, but increasingly persistent little fantasy of what it would be like to be filmed while fucking, had her needing it as if this wasn't already their third go around.
Dana twisted to the side, swinging her leg over him, and rolled onto her back. Jimmy didn't need any instructions, turning over so he was kneeling between her legs he plunged into her as she lifted her legs and put her feet on his chest.
Jimmy gripped her bent knees and went into high gear, fucking her hard enough to cause her tits to bounce and to make squishy wet sucking sounds as he pounded her at this point sloppy cunt.
"Fuck me!" She hissed, reaching back and grabbing the headboard. "You said you want a real woman? Prove you can handle one!"
Jimmy groaned and somehow managed to take it up a notch, hammering away at her insatiable pussy. Dana pushed against the headboard, using it as leverage to be able to thrust her hips into his plunging cock.
Above her, Jimmy's face was red, and he was dripping sweat. His breathing was labored, and his thrusts had a desperate air to them. His face was so intense it looked as if this was now a challenge more than he was enjoying it.
"Come on, baby! You can do it! You can give this nasty little slut another load, I know you can!"
"Whoa," Jimmy whispered in between his rapid breathing.
"Like that? Like hearing me call myself a slut?" She knew he did, he'd given her an even harder pump when she'd said it and felt his cock twitch inside her.
"That's what I am, right? Just coming to your place and letting you fuck me then sucking your cock and slurping my own cum off it. I'm not here to be a good girl, baby. I'm here to get as much of your cum as that big fat cock will give me!"
"Keep going," he moaned, now using shorter more rapid thrusts.
"Keep going is what I want you to do! Keep fucking me! Keep shoving that young dick in my needy fucking cunt!"
"Keep it up Dana, you already sound like a damned pro!"
"Come for me," she hissed between her teeth as his powerful thrusts were now bordering on painful. "Empty those balls all over me! Think about those fucking losers at the club who wanted me, but who has me? Who got to shove their cock in my mouth? Who got to lick my cunt?"
"Oh, God!" Jimmy groaned, his hands trembling on her knees.
"Who took me against the wall, fucking me like I'm some slutty little thing you got drunk at a frat party?"
"I...oh, fuck I can't." Jimmy stopped fucking her and eased his cock from within her.
"The hell you can't!" Dana sat up and grabbing his cock jerked it roughly. "Come for me!"
"I..." Jimmy's words turned into a surprised moan when she leaned over and spit on his cock, working it around his sensitive head, then using it as lube so her hand glided faster over his cock.
"I want it!" She cupped his balls and worked them with her fingers. "I want that fucking cum, every goddamn drop of it!"
"Oh shit, oh..." He released a long moan that turned into a desperate whimper as Dana jerked him furiously, her hand a blur along his shaft and the room filled with his groans and the squelching sounds of her pumping his wet cock.
She spit on him again and putting her forearm under her breasts, lifted them higher, pointing his cock at them.
"Paint them! Spray that hot cum all over my big tits!"
"Dana, stop, I..."
"Stop whining and fucking cum!" Dana glared up at him. "If I wanted a man who couldn't keep up with me, I'd still be married!"
She released her tits and gripping his cock in both hands lowered her head and let a trail of spit drip onto his already slick shaft. She pumped him faster, and he put his hands on her shoulders squeezing them as he made pathetic moaning noises.
Finally, he released a moan that sounded more like a sound of relief than pleasure and his cock jumped in her hand as cum squirted from from his swollen purple tip. It landed on her right tit and she turned to the side to get some on the left.
All that came out was a trickle that dripped onto her fingers and down her wrist as she continued to work him for every drop she could.
"Oh, fuck, stop!" He grabbed her wrists, easing her hands from his already rapidly deflating cock.
"Give us a good cutaway, Dana!"
Dana smiled up at him and bringing her hand to her face licked the cum from her fingers. "Thank you, baby," she purred, looking up at him through her long lashes.
"You're welcome...I think." Jimmy sat back with his hands on his knees. "You fuck like a goddamn animal."
"You say it like it's a bad thing." Dana looked at the cum on the fingers of her other hand and licked them clean as well.
"Wow, I thought women only did shit like that in porn!" Jimmy exclaimed as he leaned over and grabbed a bottle of water from the nightstand.
Dana frowned at his comment as she took the bottle from him and chugged half of it in several long swallows.
"Every fantasy is based on reality I guess though, right?" Jimmy took the bottle from her and downed the rest of it.
"You think?" Dana swung her legs off the bed and peered down at the floor looking for her clothes.
"Sure, porn is for people who like stuff they can't or won't do for real." He looked at her and laughed. "Most guys watch porn because their wife or girl won't fuck like that, but you just proved they're out there."
"You make a sexually aggressive woman sound like bigfoot." Dana grabbed the skirt off the floor, and standing, stepped into it while thinking Jimmy was the second guy she'd fucked while wearing it, thanks Burt!
"Been with a lot of girls because of the places I work. Never had a woman attack me the way you did. Never mind licking cum off your hand.".
"I get into raunchy sex, what can I say." She located her bra and reaching behind her back, hooked it.
"Hey, you're taking off? You can stay the night and maybe we could catch breakfast tomorrow."
"I don't stay the night." Dana slipped her arms through the bra, pulling the skimpy lace cups over her still sticky tits. "Don't take it the wrong way."
"Oh, well, maybe we can grab a drink or dinner tomorrow night. I'm off and..."
"Sorry, Jimmy," Dana slipped her shirt on and buttoned it. "I'm a onetime ride and you got nothing left in the tank, so I'll be on my way."
"Damn, that's cold!" Jimmy shook his head.
"You offended?" She raised her eyebrows. "You wanted to fuck me, and we fucked. What's the problem?"
"I wasn't looking for you to be my girl, but shit, I feel like one of us should be getting paid after that."
"Sorry, afterglow isn't my thing." She tapped his shoulder. "Maybe you should stick to the girls, they like all that sweet stuff."
"I don't need sweet, but I've never seen anyone be so cold about sex," he shrugged. "And women say guys are bad."
"And it's always okay for guys to do it, isn't it?" She was getting annoyed, but not sure if it were at him or herself. She'd never considered herself to be a callous person, but Jimmy was right, she was being damn cold.
"Depends on the guy, I'm not like that, but like you said a lot of guys can just screw and jet, but only two kinds of women can do it."
"What kind of women would that be?" She rolled her eyes. "I can't wait to hear your theories on women based on your many years of experience."
"Hookers and porn stars."
"Is that so?" She stiffened at the remark.
"Yeah, because they do it so much for money that it doesn't mean a damn thing anymore. It's like a bartender making a drink, it's what they do."
"I'm neither, so I guess you're wrong."
"Yeah, true, plus you liked it, most pros just fake it."
"There you go then," she felt like she was replying to herself more than him. "You know I wasn't faking anything."
"I said most," Jimmy spoke while pulling his shorts on and not looking at her. "The best ones fucking love it."
Chapter Seven
"Excuse me?"
Dana looked up from her coffee to see two young guys standing by her table.
"Can I help you boys?" She wouldn't mind helping the one on her right, because he was damn fine, that was for sure.
"Kind of, I mean, maybe." The good looking one pointed to his friend who was tall, rail thin and whose face bore the unfortunate reminders of some serious teenage acne. "My friend Johnny thinks he knows you from somewhere."
"Oh?" Dana shrugged, wondering if they'd seen her at one of the clubs she'd been prowling lately.
"Yeah," Johnny have her a nervous smile. "Are you Dana Darling?"
"How did you know my name?" Her eyes narrowed.
"It is her!" The hot kid gave Johnny a high five. "Wow, you know your stuff!"
"Told you, Kenny, I never forget a pretty face," he was grinning from ear to ear now. "I'm a big fan!"



"You've seen my work?" Dana asked skeptically.
"You call that work?" Kenny laughed. "You look like you're having way too much fun to call it work."
"Modeling can be fun," she agreed. "But if it was that easy everyone could do it."
"Modeling?" Johnny smirked, then looked at his friend. "That what they call it these days?"
"Yes, I used to be a professional model and..."
"Now you're a porn star." Johnny smiled down at her. "And my current favorite milf! Goddamn you're hot!"
"Oh," Dana's stomach twisted into a knot and she glanced around nervously to see if anyone else in the small shop had heard him.
"You say oh a lot when you're getting fucked." Kenny pointed out. "It sounds like you're always surprised when you're getting it."
"And you get it a lot." Johnny chimed in. "Your bio page on Milftacular says you just started four months ago and you've already done twenty clips! You must really love it!"
"Or really need money," Kenny leered down at her. "I love the idea of a woman my mom's age being so broke she has to fuck for money."
"Look, guys, can you keep it down?" Dana asked, trying not to sound as nervous as she felt.
"You ashamed?" Kenny frowned. "Why? Shit, lady, with the internet and social media and how big porn is, how the hell would you think no one would know who you are?"
"You don't look ashamed, you look like you love it," Johnny added. "The way you always smile through those huge loads you take on your face, always makes me blow mine."
He pulled his phone from his pocket. "Can I take a pic with you?"
"I'd rather not."
"Come on, Dana!" Kenny pointed to his friend. "Look at this kid, he's a total loser, make his day, and let him get a picture!"
"Better yet, maybe we could go back to our place and take some real pictures." Johnny suggested.
"You two need to go now." Dana pulled a ten from her purse and put it on the table and stood up so she could get the hell out of there.
"Hey, we'd never ask for a freebie." Kenny leaned close to her and whispered. "My dad sends me money every month and I've been saving. How about five hundred dollars and you do a little three way with us?"
"How about you fuck off?" Dana pushed him away from her. "You think because I do that to get by, I'm a damn hooker?"
"You think because you're not on the street, you're not a hooker?" Kenny sneered at her. "You get paid to suck dick and fuck, that's what whores do."
"Oh, I get it," Johnny laughed. "She thinks she's an actress."
"She ain't acting, you can tell she loves it, no woman can fake it that good on film."
Dana turned her back to them and cringed when she heard Kenny yell behind her.
"Hey, everyone, see that lady? That's Dana Darling! She's a porn star! You can see all her movies on Milftacular, or just put her name in on Pornhub! She really loves her work!"
Dana's face flushed as she forced herself not to run for the door, especially when she saw several people looking at her; the men smiling and the women with looks of disgust on their faces.
"Hey, may as well get paid for the only thing you're good at."
Dana stopped short and gasped when she saw Ben standing in front of her.
"Its not really much of a change, Dana," he said in that calm smug tone she'd endured for years. "After all, I bought you a nice house and kept you in nice things and in return you were my hot little trophy wife earning those nice things with that hot body and pretty mouth."
He laughed as she tried pushed past him.
"But then you got old," he grabbed her arm, so she couldn't walk away. "From hot young thing to getting fired from a sleazy bar for being too old and having to sell sex to survive."
He shook his head and released the same condescending sigh that had always infuriated her.
"Know who watches those movies, Dana? Young boys with an Oedipus complex, and women your age who wish someone would want to fuck their used up cunts."
She tore her arm from his grip and stormed away as he yelled behind her.
"Hey, don't get mad, I've been helping you out! I've sent your links to everyone I know!"
Dana's eyes opened and she lay there swearing she could still hear Ben's mocking laughter.
"Stupid ass dream." Dana propped herself up against the headboard and grabbed the can of Coke from her nightstand.
She took several long swallows, trying to wash away the taste of the dream along with the events of last night. Not that the second part of the night, the three hours of hardcore fucking with Jimmy, was bad, but the first part wasn't going to be easy to get over.
Fired from a goddamn cocktail lounge because a loser son of a rich prick thought she was too old. Dana had reached rock fucking bottom for sure at this point. Up until last night her main concern was how could she come up with the money to buy out Ben, now she was wondering how she was going to eat.
Dana put the bottle down and stretched, wincing at how stiff her back and legs were. The hazard of having a twenty year old sex drive in a forty three year old body. Then again, wasn't she supposed to be in her prime?
In a way she was, but not so much due to her age as fifteen years of traditional sex that declined more and more as time went on. Now she was back to enjoying sex the way she had in her twenties, but with the experience of a mature woman and years of frustration.
Dana kicked the sheet off and stared down at her naked body. Long legs, soft inviting thighs, a touch extra around the hips and her breasts, which were still close to being the things of wonder they were back in the day.
She stared at the small patch of black hair over her pink slit, and opening her legs, thought about doing it with a cameraman at the foot of her bed.
"Stop it, will you?" She closed her legs and crossed her ankles, frowning at the sorry state of the chipped red polish on her toes.
Dana had always been high maintenance in the sense of manicure and pedicures as well as having her hair cut and styled regularly. Now that she was paying for it, all of that was less frequent, and she'd probably do the responsible thing and paint her own toes later, after all, she had plenty of time to kill.
She rolled over onto her stomach and bending her knees, posed for the mirror to the left of the bed. Dana took in the curve of her ass, more curve than there had been a few years ago, but there was something to be said for a little junk un the trunk, or maybe she was telling herself that.
But she'd had no complaints from the, at this point, dozen or so guys she'd fucked since filing the separation papers giving her legal freedom to do what, and who she wanted, as opposed to Ben who had been fooling around on her the last couple of years.
Dana took in her reflection, playfully kicking her feet while in one of the sexiest classic female poses. She had come home from Jimmy's and gone straight to bed foregoing a shower. Her hair was a mess, and her make up all over her face.
Naked with the freshly fucked look, was a good look for her she had to say.
"Narcissist," she stuck her tongue out at her herself.
But what model, or hell, what attractive man or woman wasn't to some degree?
Dana pushed herself up onto her knees, and cupping her breasts, lifted them high while lowering her head. Her eyes on the mirror she gave each nipple a quick flick with her tongue. Tossing her head, to get her hair out of her face, she gave the mirror her best 'lusty' look.
She had the body and the look for porn, there was no doubt about it. Not just her appearance, but her range of expressions, and the way she all but attacked the guys she fucked these days wouldn't hurt either.
Nor would her new, and not entirely welcome, absolute lack of emotion she'd displayed with Jimmy last night. She was fucking as casually as she'd go out for lunch. Not that she wanted a relationship, but she found she had no desire to sleep with any of the boys a second time.
Sex was no more than serving a primal need right now. So...
"Why not get paid for it?"
Dana rolled onto her back now on the other side of her queen-sized bed, the one she'd bought right after Ben left because she wouldn't sleep in the one they had when he'd come home with some young girl's pussy still on his dick.
She grabbed her tablet from the nightstand, and drew up her knees, resting the tablet on her thighs as she turned it on. The browser came up to the link Ellen had given her to the site her friend ran.
One of the sites, as apparently 'milftacular' was one of about two dozen sister sites under the same umbrella. A brief tour showed all the sites were dedicated to a specific kink, but with the similar trait of all involving older women.
Hot For Teacher, My Son's Best Friend, She's The Boss, and others all featured Milf aged porn stars in fantasy scenarios called out in the title. There were also taboo themed sites. Mama's Good Boy, Mom does it better, and My Hot Aunt. There were a couple for women much older than her called 'Gilfs' where 'Hot grannies take on young cock!"
As she had last night, Dana went to the first site advertised 'Next Milf Porn Star' that featured the tag line.
"You're never too late to start! 100% amateur Milf's fuck on screen for the first time!"
According to more of the site's hype, it was their most viewed channel despite releasing a fraction of the videos per month the others did. Apparently, many of the women who started on Next Milf Porn Star, and with their adult film cherry popped, moved on make videos for the other themed sites.
"One out of three women who appear on Next Milf Porn Star want more, and we make sure they get it." Was the exact quote. Under that was a testimony of sorts from one of the women.
"I was always kind of wild when it came to sex and swore there wasn't anything I wouldn't try. When a friend made a joke I'd be a perfect porn star, I didn't laugh, I thought, why not? I figured I'd do it once for the experience, but after my debut on Next Milf Porn Star I was hooked...money to get fucked by hot young guys? WTF not?"
"Schill." Dana grunted. Sounded like 'Silvia Foxxx' The site owner, and according to her bio and almost disturbing list of video credits, longtime porn star, had written this herself Nevertheless, Dana clicked on the banner declaring "Want to be the Next Milf Porn Star" to see the text:
"Are you an attractive woman over 35?"
"Do you like fucking hot young studs?"
"Do you like to make money?"
"Then what are you waiting for? If you are a true video virgin and want to get paid for what you love to do, then contact us for the opportunity to be the Next Milf Porn Star!"
Dana clicked the 'See some of our hottest first timers.'
A row of videos came up, each thumb nail featuring a fully dressed women sitting on a bed with just their first names listed beneath it and the date. Dana clicked on the most recent, dated six weeks ago and titled Vanessa.
"Hi, can you tell us your name?" A female voice with a clipped British accent asked the redhead sitting on the bed.
"Vanessa," she replied.
The woman was on the thin side and dressed rather plainly in a red tank top and jeans. She was attractive, her long auburn hair framing a face with a smattering of freckles and highlighted by a set of piercing blue eyes and lips painted a deep red that matched her shirt.
"And why are you here today, Vanessa?"
"I'm here to become the Next Milf Porn Star." She smiled, and there was an authentic nervousness too it.
Her hands were in her lap, her fingers clasped and her body language screamed tense. Vanessa was either still a 'video virgin' or an excellent actress.
"You've never done an adult film before, correct?"
"No," she shook her head. "Never even made one with a boyfriend." She laughed nervously. "Figured it would end up on the net."
"And yet here you are!" The narrator laughed.
"Guess so," she didn't look happy with that comment, another sign of realism or acting prowess.
"Hey, but you're here on your own, and getting paid, so big difference here, Vanessa." The woman sounded equally authentic, trying to cover up for her ill received joke.
Interested despite herself, Dana continued to watch.
"Can I ask why you decided to do this?"
"Two reasons, first I really need the money, things have been tough after my divorce."
Dana's eyes narrowed at that comment.
"Understandable, and we're happy to help with that situation, especially if you have a good time today, and want to come back for us."
"The other reason is, well..." Vanessa swallowed hard, and looked around for a few seconds. "Revenge."
"Oh? That sounds spicy, girl!" The woman, Dana had to assume was Sylvia Foxxx whistled. "Little detail or is that all we get?"
"My ex cheated on me. Then he blamed me, said I wasn't as sexy as I used to be and that I was letting myself go." She squared her shoulders and stared angrily into the camera convincing Dana this was real, not acting.
"I hope you don't believe that, Vanessa, because I'm looking at a beautiful sexy woman right now and I bet all the guys who see this video are going to agree in the comments section."
"He was banging all these young hookers because he said I was turning into an old lady. I always wanted more in bed and he would act like there was something wrong with me. But he paid women to do those things."
"And this is how you'll pay him back?"
"Damn straight! I'm going to get fucked by a real man with a real cock and half his age. I'm going to show how sexy and wild I can be and know what? I hope all his fucking asshole friends see it and bust his fucking balls."
"Wow!" There was the sound of clapping, and from more than one person, making Dana notice the shadows moving on the walls behind the bed; the film crew. "I like that Vanessa! Most women are afraid to do this because someone will see it, you want him to!"
"I'll send him the fucking link." Vanessa was getting downright angry, her eyes flashing and her fair skin flushing. "I don't have any kids and my friends will think this is great and I don't give a fuck what his friends think except that his ex-wife looks damned good sucking cock. Hope they jerk off to me."
"Tell you what, girl, you're so riled up I think we should start now. Nothing like some bitterness to take the nerves away."
There was a pause, before she called out.
"Vince, how about you join Vanessa and we get started?"
As a tall strongly built young man with longish dirty blonde hair came into the picture, Sylvia continued to speak.
"I want you to just relax and have fun, Vanessa. If you get nervous and want to stop say the word. Vince has done this before, and he knows to go as slow as you can in an adult clip. If there's something you really want to do, just guide him along. If you're not sure, he'll take the lead."
"Okay," Vanessa eyed Vince with a mixture of nerves and excitement as the young man stripped his shirt off revealing a set of abs that were so perfect if it weren't a video Dana would think they were airbrushed.
"I'll call out some ideas in the beginning, but once you get into it, I'm sure the two of you won't need any instructions. We try to appeal to women as much as men, so we like our foreplay and some build, how about a little kissing to get you warmed up?"
Vanessa nodded, a deer in the headlights look now on her face, that had Dana holding her breath.
Vince sat on the bed next to Vanessa, and taking her chin in his hand, turned her face to his. He whispered something to her the mic didn't pick up and gave her a quick kiss. Vanessa didn't respond right away and remained stiff as Vince put his arms around her waist and kissed her again.
"Its just a kiss, Vanessa, just like you'd be starting if this was your place and Vince is the lucky young man you brought home from the bar."
Vanessa returned the kiss and they grew closer as one of the cameramen must have come up to the bed. Her hands went to his bare chest, her fingers trailing down his hard young body as her lips parted and the kiss grew more passionate.
A warm sensation grew between Dana's thighs when Vince lowered his head, brushed Vanessa's hair to the side and kissed her neck. Her nipples stiffened when Vanessa released a soft moan as Vince worked her neck.
His hands slid under her shirt and when he tugged on it, Vanessa lifted her arms. As soon as the shirt was over her head, Vanessa leaned in and this time kissed Vince. He slipped his hands behind her, unhooking her bra and worked it down her arms.
Vanessa froze for a moment, and pulled her arms in close covering her breasts.
"Come on. Don't be shy." Sylvia encouraged. "Let's give the boys a thrill and show us those pretty titties."
Vanessa pulled her arms back allowing Vince to work the bra off, and expose her breasts. They were more than a mouthful, but less than a handful, but were still perky with small pink nipples.
Vince cupped them, and she moaned louder when he worked her nipples with his fingers. He slid his lips down to her neck once more, then down her chest. Vanessa let her head fall back, her eyes closed and whimpered when Vince's lips fastened to her right nipple.
"Doing great!" Sylvia called out. "Just think about your asshole ex watching this hot young guy suck on your tits. They used to be his tits, but now you're sharing them with everyone!"
That seemed to stir something in Vanessa as she grabbed the back of Vince's head and arched her back, shoving her tit into his face.
"Damn," Dana whispered.
Vince switched to her other nipples, then placing a hand between her breasts, gently eased her back on the bed. Still sucking her tit, his right hand unsnapped her jeans, and unzipped them. He pulled on them and Vanessa lifted her hips, letting him tug them down.
Vince slipped off the bed, and as Vanessa raised her legs, pulled her jeans off, showing off her red thong. He dropped to his knees and grabbing her around her thighs pulled her to the edge of the bed.
Vanessa gasped, then groaned when he rubbed her pussy through the thong. Dana's legs were moving back and forth, squirming as she was becoming more aroused. Vince hooked his fingers into her thong, and she lifted her hips, allowing him to pull it off.
The camera must have been right over his shoulder as Dana received a close up view of her natural red bush and the pink flesh beneath it. Vince put his hands on her thighs and kissed each one, before sliding his fingers between her lips.
"Oh, God," Vanessa moaned when he eased a finger inside her.
She moaned louder, as he pressed his lips to her clit, sucking it gently, before flicking his tongue across it.
"How about you play with your tits?" Sylvia suggested. "Stroke your nipples, give us a good show while Vince dives into that beautiful pussy."
Dana holding the tablet in her left hand, Dana straightened her legs and spread them, her fingers finding her clit and rubbing in slow circles as she watched. Vince went to town, fingering, licking and noisily sucking on Vanessa's clit, while she played with her tits, moaning and working her hips.
Her feet went up to his shoulders and the view switched from behind Vince, catching his thrusting fingers and his tongue as he titled his head to the side. The angle shifted to behind Vanessa, getting her view of Vince's face between her thighs.
A soft moan escaped Dana as Vanessa's eyes rolled back, and she emitted a long high pitched squeal, her hips moving much faster, and tugging hard in her nipples. Dana's legs straightened, and she closed them around her hand as she worked her clit while watching Vanessa orgasm for the camera.
As soon as her legs slipped from Vince's shoulders, he stood up. As Sylvia had said, desire was taking over, and Vanessa immediately sat up, unzipped his jeans and pulled out a long thick cock that had Dana's mouthwatering just watching.



Vanessa pumped it as the camera zoomed in close. She sucked on her lower lip, her eyes bright with lust as she stared at the huge cock in her hand.
"Come on, girl, return the favor! Let's see you love that cock."
Vanessa licked her lips, then parted them and slowly slid them over the head of Vince's cock.
"Eyes up," Sylvia instructed. "Look at the camera."
The camera must have been over Vince's shoulder as the view switched to an overhead angle of Vanessa slurping on Vince's cock, her blue eyes staring into the screen. Vanessa moaned, and bobbed her head faster, taking him deeper as Vince played with her nipples.
"Look at you go! Sucking that big young cock! You're a natural, Vanessa and your husband is a goddamn idiot!"
Dana was moaning, her fingers working her clit much harder, as she watched Vanessa, run her tongue down his shaft and briefly suck his balls before taking him back into her mouth. When she did, her eyes rolled back and she groaned around his hard flesh, causing Dana to point her feet forward, her toes curling and her hips lifting as she approached her orgasm.
Vanessa released his cock, and lay back on the bed, lifting her legs, and putting her feet on Vince's chest.
"Yeah, fuck her!" Dana hissed.
Vince slapped his cock against her swollen clit, then rubbed it through her lips several times, making Vanessa moan and squirm, and Dana's thighs to tremble.
"Nice and easy, Vince! We want to see every inch sliding into that pretty little cunt!"
He eased his head in and the soft groan from Vanessa, had Dana's hips thrusting into her fingers.
"Oh!" Vanessa gasped as he pushed deeper. "So fucking thick!"
"Bigger than your husband's and he's going to watch his wife take every inch of that monster cock in every position, isn't he?"
"Yes!" Vanessa cried out as Vince shoved himself all the way inside her. "Him and everyone else! Oh, fuck that feels good!"
Him and everyone else. Dana's fingers slowed. What was she doing watching this? There was no way in hell she could be Vanessa, no matter how much she needed the money. Annoyed at the timing of that thought, Dana angrily thumbed the tablet off, and flipped it onto the bed.
She removed her hand from between her legs and lay there breathing heavy as her body relaxed.
"Couldn't have waited another minute for a reality check?" She asked herself aloud.
She jumped when her cell rang, and when she looked over, anything resembling the desire she'd felt a minute ago evaporated when she saw who was calling.
It was Ben.
She thought about letting it go to voicemail, but she knew she'd end up listening the message right away, then get pissed and call him back.... letting him know she'd ignored him the first time.
"Fucking games." She snatched the phone off the nightstand.
"What is it?"
"Morning to you too, sunshine," Ben replied. "Did I wake you?"
"No, I was up."
"Surprised, its only ten and you work that dive until after two, right?"
"I'll ask again, what is it?"
"You sound out of breath." Ben paused, and she could picture his smirk. "Did I interrupt something?"
"If you were, I wouldn't have answered."
"True, its not polite to talk with your mouthful." He laughed nastily.
"At least my mouth is full now, I could have talked around yours no problem," she retorted.
"Whatever, I get no complaints."
"Because if they do, you'll fire them."
"That was one intern, Dana. Shit you make it sound like..."
"Right, the rest were just tinder hookers, they don't complain either because they want the return business."
"Okay, I'm sorry, I shouldn't have made the joke."
"No, you shouldn't. You were a boring fuck that couldn't keep a real woman happy, so you had to get them so young they didn't know any better."
"Watch it, Dana. I heard you're all but picking them up after school these days."
"They're all old enough to drink, yours were just old enough to vote." Dana wasn't taking any of his shit, not ever again. "Oh, and by the way? I waited until we had paperwork done, you were fucking while we were married."
"Right, well that's the problem with being a trophy wife, Dana, sooner or later the trophy gets tarnished and you need a nice new shiny one."
"I was only a trophy wife because you didn't want me to keep doing what I knew because you were a jealous insecure little man and I was too naïve to see that."
"No, you weren't naïve, you knew you were fucking everything in sight and couldn't help yourself and wanted to settle down with a good man."
"Guess I'm still waiting then."
"I was good for you. You became a good woman, and we had a nice life and you got everything you wanted. And you weren't a homemaker. I let you get a job and..."
"Let me. You knuckle dragging prick," her voice was rising. "Then you took it away from me right after we separated, didn't you?"
"I don't know what you're talking about. They had to cut..."
"Stop talking!" She snapped. "If I wanted to argue with you, we'd still be together, and I'd be wearing out batteries instead of actually being satisfied."
"You say stop and keep going."
"You were always the one that said stop." She laughed. "Back to needing them young and easy to please."
"I called about the house, what's it going to be, Dana? You going to take me up on what my lawyer is telling me is a flat out stupid move to settle for a third of what I'd get if we sell, or you going to sign off and get your share?"
"You know I want to stay in the house," Dana began slowly, now trying to stay calm because baiting or insulting him on the matter could get him to force her hand faster.
"I do, its why I made the insane offer and am potentially leaving fifty grand on the table."
"I thought it was guilt because you cheated and knew it was wrong." Damn, so much for her control these days.
"I'll give you that," Ben said quietly, surprising her. "It was a shitty thing to do. So yes, this chance for you to stay in the house for far less than it should cost you is a way of saying I was wrong."
"Can we double down with how you kept me close and under your thumb for years and just sign it over to me?"
"Don't push your luck." His tone was back. "My lawyer, and I agree, doesn't think you can come up with the money in six months and wants a down payment of ten thousand."
"What?"
"You heard me. But if you pay the ten up front we make a monthly arrangement for the rest and the house is yours, however if you miss a payment there is a ten percent penalty on the next payment. If you miss more than three during the length of the deal, it defaults and we sell, and what you paid to me comes out of my share."
When she was silent, he went on.
"It's a decent deal, Dana, ask your lawyer. This means you only have to come up with less than a third and can pay the rest over time. So if you want to consider this me doubling down and giving you a better chance, then that's fine."
"When am I supposed to have the ten?"
"Three weeks."
"Are you kidding?"
"We've been separated three months. The six months didn't start ticking until a month ago, but you knew you wanted to stay and have had ninety days to save, four months by the time its due."
"With no full time job and trying to make the monthly payments."
"You're problem, not mine. You want to stay rather than take a lump sum payout down the line."
"Because you bought this house for me back when I thought you really loved me, and not just the idea of having a hot young model on your arm."
"I loved you then, Dana, I really did, but as time went on..."
"Whatever, point is I wasted fifteen years being treated like a 1950's woman and that was my fault, but now that I've moved on I'll be damned if I'll lose the one thing you did that was for me, not you."
"Then ten grand, if you don't agree to that, we go to the courts and push the sale of the house based on the fact you'll never come up with the money so why are we waiting?"
"If you really were doing this for me, you'd wait." Dana took a breath, then said what the bitter part of her had been thinking all along. "Typical Ben, can't do one goddamn thing for anyone, even the woman you supposedly loved, without you making out."
"Typical ungrateful, Dana. Stopped you from slutting around the modeling scene, gave you a nice home, no worries about money, got you a job when you wanted one, and because I wanted to have a little fun on the side I'm an asshole."
"You are an asshole! You pulled me from modeling because you were afraid I'd cheat on you and..."
"You did cheat on me!" He shouted into her ear causing her to wince.
"When we had just started dating, and I said I was sorry and gave up modeling to prove it to you."
"Hear that? You just admitted it was you that cost you your career, you didn't trust yourself to stay loyal because of whatever weird thing being in front of a camera did to you. You forced it on yourself."
"I did it for you because I thought you really wanted me, and for more than sex like the other guys. But I wanted to go back after awhile and you said no. And don't get fucking high and mighty with me because you cheated after fifteen years of marriage!"
"So we're both and that's why this is over except for the house. Ten grand or..."
"You asshole! I waived alimony and you know I could have gotten a lot."
"Your fault, not mine, and if you did take it damn straight, I'd force the sale of the house."
"You..."
"Know what, Dana? I'm going to just come clean because I'm tired of this bullshit. I only gave you this chance because I knew you couldn't pull it off."
"You what?"
"Yeah, I figure I'd give you a little false hope and look like a good guy, or sorry for what I did, but I'm not sorry. You were a slut when I met you and guess what else? I've had a friend watching you, and you're right back to being a goddamn slut, how many guys you fuck since I've been out?"
"Less people than you fucked while we were married."
"I'm not doing this anymore. Ten grand by the end of the month or the house goes up and you need to move as soon as it does."
"Ben, this is fucking bullshit!"
"Maybe you should fuck older guys and not kids, you could have latched onto someone with enough money to help you. Just go back to using your body for money."
"I never used my body for money, I was a damn professional model!"
"And what do they do? Make money showing off their body. Just a nicer form of whoring. My mother was right about you, once a pig, always a pig."
"Fuck you!" Dana snarled into the phone. "You pathetic insecure little..."
"We're done talking after this. From now on you deal with my attorney and he's expecting the money. Enjoy your last month living in the house you care about so much."
"I have nowhere to go, and it could take months to sell" She wanted to kick herself for saying that but couldn't hold back.
"That's your problem."
"I won't let you take this from me." Dana wished she sounded more convincing, and Ben picked up on her tone right away.
"Yes, you will, Dana. You're out of work and out of options." He laughed coldly. "You were only good at one thing, and at your age no one's going to pay for it. Guess that's why you like them young; they don't care about how much mileage is on that stretched out c..."
Dana ended the call and put the phone down next to her so she wouldn't hurl it across the room. She closed her stinging eyes and willed herself not to cry, because wherever he was Ben would think she was going to, and she wouldn't give him the satisfaction.
She could probably find a place to crash. Ellen would never leave her homeless, and Burt had an finished apartment in his basement that had been empty since his daughter had moved out a few years ago.
But what could she pay? She wasn't going to mooch off someone, or say she'd pay them back when the house sold. Eventually she'd find work, but...the house. Dana got out of bed and walking over to the window peered through the blinds.
The bedroom overlooked her favorite part of the house, the backyard. Her rose bushes, garden, the large deck attached to the above ground pool Ben had bought a few years ago. It was beautiful and despite Ben thinking everything was all about who paid for what, Dana considered it hers.
Ben had kept her happy in material things and little else, and she'd sold out for that. That and the guilt she had felt for her early transgressions. But they'd only been dating then, and in the beginning they'd go out maybe once during the week.
Ben hadn't seemed serious and she hadn't taken it that way. But he'd guilted her and she'd bought into that because deep down she knew it should have been about more than having fun and getting laid, but she'd never been good at resisting temptation back then.
"Only good at one thing." Dana repeated his words.
Two things really, flaunting her looks and fucking indiscriminately. She'd been so cold to Jimmy last night she'd found herself wondering who the hell she was these days. They'd discussed it being mostly guys being that casual about sex, but rarely women.
Jimmy was a young guy, but as he'd said, being a hot bouncer at a club full of hot waitresses, along with the other places he'd worked, had given him countless chances for meaningless hook ups and even he'd been put off by her attitude of 'we're done here'
"Only hookers and porn stars can fuck like it means nothing."
Dana turned from the window and caught sight of her naked body in the mirror. Not for the first time she wondered if she stayed in modeling how long it would have been before she did some nudes.
The idea of men she didn't know, or ever would, seeing and getting off to her body was exciting even back then, and it was obvious her exhibitionist nature hadn't gone anywhere.
She walked slowly back to the bed, and as she had at points last night while screwing Jimmy imagined people around her, filming her and telling her how to pose and what to do. When she reached the bed, she put one knee on it, paused then pulled her other leg up, so she was on her hands and knees, her lower legs off the bed, and her ass right at the edge for some lucky guy to come up behind her.
She slid flat out on the bed and eyed the tablet. Watching that casting video had gotten her hot in seconds and she rarely even watched porn because she'd rather enjoy that kind of fucking rather than watch it.
Dana thought about Sylvia Foxx, innumerable videos of her shot over two damn decades and now running the show.
"The best ones fucking love it."
Vanessa looked like she was loving it within minutes of starting.
Dana had been wet in the first two minutes Jake had showed up on the set.
"The camera has always loved you," she heard Burt's gruff voice in her mind. "And we know how much you love the camera."
Did she love it that much?
"Out of work and out of options."
Ben's words, and that goddamn smug tone, was the final straw. Grabbing her phone, she called Ellen.
"Hey, Dana! I was thinking about you yesterday! You want to catch lunch?"
"I'd love that," Dana told her. "But can you do me a favor first?"
"Sure, what do you need?"
"Contact your friend, Sylvia and tell her to give me a call."
"You sure about this?" Ellen asked. "It did work for me, but its not for everyone and your concerns are real, people might..."
"I don't give a shit. At this point there's only one thing I care about." She picked up the tablet and turned it back on to see the video of Vanessa paused on the screen, legs up, eyes wide as Vince's cock stuffed her pussy.
"You tell Sylvia she just found The Next Milf Porn Star and I'm going to be worth every penny."
Chapter Eight
Dana sat in the tiny waiting room of S&F entertainment, which was apparently the legal name the business ran out of. She wasn't sure what to expect but was surprised to see S&F consisted of only the small waiting room and Sylvia's office behind the male receptionist who looked like he might double as one of the 'male talent'.
He was around her age, with hair that was a close mix of salt and pepper and the stubble on his face matched. But his white dress shirt stretched across a pair of broad shoulders and she could see through the thin material his arms were heavily tattooed.
He had chiseled features, and beautiful hazel green eyes to go with them. In spite of him being about twenty years older than her chosen type these days, Dana could easily see herself making an exception for him.
When she came in and saw it was a man she'd have to go through, her nerves resurfaced and she almost left. She took a moment to tell herself that if she were embarrassed that this guy knew she was here to film porn how the hell did she think she could go through with an actual shoot.
When he saw her in the doorway he asked if she were 'Miss Darling' in an incongruously soft voice with a hint of a British accent. When she nodded, not trusting her voice, he flashed her a smile as perfect as the rest of him, introduced himself as Matthew, asked her to have a seat, and offered her coffee or if she preferred, 'something stronger'
Dana resisted the urge to have a drink and asked for a bottle of water. When he'd risen to grab a bottle from the small fridge behind his desk, she couldn't help noticing he filled out his pants as well as his shirt and in both the front and back views.
He handed her the water and explained Miss Foxxx was on a call and would be with her in a few minutes. Dana sat down, sipping the cold water more for the act of something to do than she was thirsty.
The office couldn't be more generic, down to the point Dana was willing to bet the lighthouse paintings on the wall came with the place. It seemed cheap and temporary, and she wondered if because of the nature of the work they had to keep moving because landlords might not like the idea of having a client in the adult film industry.
Several times she'd nervously picked at the small band aid at the crook of her elbow from the blood test Sylvia had sent her for early this morning. The fact she had to be tested for STD's made her feel a little better, it was one of many worries-catching something-that was now off the table.
On the other hand, her now being apprehensive about the results, drove home the reality of how reckless she'd been letting the last few guys she'd fucked go bareback. It felt better and added to the thrill, but not smart. Not to mention what if Ben had caught something from his little tarts?
"Dana?"
She looked up to see Matthew standing, and gesturing to the door whose frosted window had the name 'Miss Fox' with Fox properly spelled, unlike her stage name, etched into it.
She rose and stared down at her ensemble of a red blouse, knee length black skirt and red heeled sandals. The sandals were the closest thing to 'sexy' on the outfit because fact was...how did you dress for an interview for a chance to film porn?
She had almost dressed in one of her waitress outfits, then come close to going the other way in slacks and a blouse with a jacket, and finally compromised. She wore her long hair pinned up and went light on the make-up because for some reason she felt she didn't want to look trashy, even though she was looking to be as trashy as one could be in a sense.
Dana gave Matthew a nervous smile as he held the door open, and she entered the office. It was larger than she'd imagined, containing a huge and expensive looking cherry wood desk with two leather chairs in front of it.
There was no one behind the desk, but Dana did see a door behind it and figured there was a bathroom. Why he'd let her in if she was in the bathroom, Dana had no idea, but remained standing as the door closed behind her and looked around the room.
There was a bar along the left wall, and to the right a long couch. The couch wasn't as expensive looking as the rest of the furniture, with its plain upholstery and large overstuffed cushions. Dana's eyes lingered on it, wondering if that couch was where....



"It's not a casting couch." A soft voice with the same faint accent as Matthew's spoke behind her.
She spun to see a tall woman with black hair streaked with grey standing behind her, filling a bottle with water from the cooler located there.
"I take naps every day, nothing more refreshing than a little mid-day siesta." She smiled and pointed to the bar. "Drink?"
"I'm good."
"Nice to meet you, good. I'm Sylvia." She extended her hand, her smile widening and a twinkle in her eyes, which were an unusual shade of greyish blue.
"Huh?" It took Dana a second to get the joke. "Oh, right, sorry!" She took Sylvia's hand.
"Dana."
"You're nervous," Sylvia held her hand and put her other hand over it. "Don't feel bad, everyone is. I'll tell you what I tell everyone else. Nothing is going to happen today, okay?"
"Okay." Dana marveled at how soft Sylvia's hands were, as well as her perfectly manicured blue nails.
"I'll also alleviate the second biggest worry people have when they come here for the first time, your results are fine, you're perfectly clean."
"Good to know...wow, this is awkward." Dana sighed.
"It is, but just keep telling yourself today is for us to just talk and decide if its really what you want to do, and for me to be sure you're capable of doing it, and if this will work out for both of us."
She pointed to the desk. "Please have a seat, and did you want a drink?"
"No, I'm okay. Matthew offered me one too. He's very nice."
"He is, that's one of the reasons I married him." Sylvia laughed. "I think the other reasons might be fairly obvious."
"I noticed," Dana made her way over to the desk and sat down. "But I think he made out okay in the deal too."
"Thank you!" Sylvia replied as she came around to sit across from her. "But you don't have to schmooz me, although I don't mind hearing it."
Dana hadn't made the remark to kiss up, and she was pretty sure Sylvia knew she was an attractive woman. Especially considering according to her wikipedia page, which Dana had looked up last night, she'd been starring in adult films for twenty five years.
Her bio on the site declared her status as 'active' and she wondered if she did still star in movies, or felt it was 'hot' to look like she still did. Regardless, Sylvia Foxxx was a damn sexy woman. Both Wiki and the website had her at fifty three, and Dana hoped she could look half that good in another ten years.
Sylvia's features were smooth and flawless, highlighted by her strangely colered eyes, perfect high cheek bones, and a set of full sensual lips that seemed in all her pics, and in person, were set in a borderline pout, were a true asset in her chosen profession.
Her body, well displayed in form fitting sleeveless teal blouse, and short black skirt, would be the envy of a woman twenty years younger. Her breasts were perfect, not as large as Dana's, but wouldn't be considered small, especially on her athletic build.
Her ass was the same, not plump or curvy, but certainly not flat. Even the several thin streaks of grey in her otherwise raven dark hair, made her look sexy. Proof of her actual age, the fact she was fine with that age, and Dana was sure it was an authentic touch for an audience that loved older women.
Sylvia's hair, which was thick, but straight to the point Dana figured she did it on purpose was worn down and went below her shoulder blades. When her quick inspection reached her long well-toned legs, Dana was surprised to see she was barefoot.
"I love the way the carpet feels between my toes." Sylvia again spoke as if she'd read her mind as she got behind the desk and sat down. "Do I pass muster?"
"Sorry!" Dana blushed.
"Don't be, I don't mind being checked out, and let's face it because of what I do there's more fascination to what I look like I suppose."
"Your husband doesn't mind that you..." Dana caught herself, and her face grew even hotter. "I'm sorry, you probably don't even get on that side of the camera anymore."
"First off, don't be sorry. I know you're nervous and these are normal questions. And no, he doesn't mind. Why would he, seeing that's how we met?"
"Really?" Dana wasn't sure why she found that surprising, but she couldn't imagine being able to handle a lover who had sex for a living.
"We met eighteen years ago on a set. We had great chemistry on the shoot and he waited outside for me and asked me out for a drink. We got married three months later."
"That was quick." Dana was making small talk to try and settle her nerves and was sure Sylvia knew it, but didn't seem to mind as she sat down across from her.
"As you were probably thinking, its not easy to find someone who isn't bothered with what I do for a career, so who better than someone who is also in it?"
"You guys would still be with other actors?"
"Sure, now with so much indy created content, cams, only fans, and all the other benefits of the net, a couple just making videos together would work, but back then those things were no where near as popular or lucrative."
Sylvia gestured to the front of the desk, and with a start, Dana realized she was still standing. When she quickly sat, feeling even dumber than she had before, Sylvia continued.
"We did a bunch of shoots together as the pro porn scene was smaller in the UK back then and there weren't as many actors. But we also did a lot with others. Even in some of our shared scenes there would be other men or women involved.
"We see sex for work and sex between us differently. Work sex is always fun..."
"People really like it, that's not a myth to make it seem hot?" Dana interrupted.
"Many go through the motions because its all they know and let's face it, men watching porn really don't care if its obvious they're faking, but I'd say about twenty percent like it. I do or I would have quit years ago."
"I'm sure the guys all love it, don't seem how its work for them."
"It is, trust me. Finished product isn't the way it happens." Sylvia explained. "The director is always stopping, asking to switch positions, start again, the women can get sore and bitchy after awhile and the guys would get tired, either that or being up and down so much they'd end up cumming in the fluffers mouth and now the shoot's wasted. You know in a lot of scenes the guy doesn't cum?"
"Then..."
"A squeeze bulb filled with milk thickened with a little powdered milk with some flavoring, so we don't mind playing with it in our mouths and acting like it's the best thing ever. The guy palms it and squirts it while he jerks off."
"Learn something new every day." Dana's laugh was a little do loud, but she couldn't help it.
"But not on my sites. We try and let the scenes happen naturally and aren't always interrupting so to speak."
"Do you guys still do it?"
"On occasions I do a scene with Matt, and we do them live through Zoom. If people want to see them its $25 for access."
"That's not much."
"Last one was viewed by 500 people. I'm a bit of a legend." She laughed. "Kind of mixed emotions seeing my first films are called vintage porn."
"Wow."
"Lot more money in the field today with the net. That's why I started Milftacular. No bullshit from asshole directors using and abusing the girls. My girls only shoot what they want, when they want. and all the male talent are respectful and polite because if not, they're done."
"That's good to know."
"Not just done with me. I spread the word other sites like mine won't touch them. They have to work for the big sites, and its not as easy to get work there, and those d-bags treat the men as bad as the women."
"Well, I'm here to talk about your way, not theirs, I guess."
"I'm sure you scoped the site. All our material is cougar cub and whatever fantasies can work well for that as well as just straight up hot mature women fucking young studs." She winked. "In addition to well-mannered-all the talent I employ are damn fine. The days of old fat slobs are long gone."
"Good thing."
"Good thing if you want women to watch." Sylvia agreed. "And even though they won't admit it, most men would rather see a good looking guy too. Two hot people fucking are better than a hot woman and some schlub who looks like the before in the gym commercials."
Dana nodded, then blurted out.
"Okay, so, how do we do this?"
"This? You mean make an adult film with you as the star?"
"Yes."
"Ellen told me about you, not by name, we are very tight lipped in this industry." Sylvia laughed. "At least behind the scenes."
Dana forced a weak smile at the joke.
"She mentioned I might hear from you because of a dire financial situation, and to help you the way I did her. Which I'm willing to do because Ellen and I have been friends for well over twenty years and she's helped me through a lot of tough times, especially when my family disowned me for my career choice."
"You were outed?" Dana frowned.
"Yes, and very early on. I know that's your, and most everyone else's biggest fear, with doing this. In my case a friend of my father's was a borderline porn addict back before porn was on the net and would buy several movies a week at an adult shop." She shrugged.
"He happened to come across me in one of my first movies." Sylvia rolled her grey eyes. "Probably literally before he felt the need to show it to my father, who immediately told me I was dead to him and my mother."
"I'm sorry to hear that."
"Everything happens as it was meant to. I'd met Ellen who was working in London at that time and she got me some legit modeling work to make enough money to get by because back then there was nowhere near as much demand for porn as there is now, or at least not as many outlets for it."
"Funny, I modeled and now I'm looking to do this."
"There's more work and money in adult content right now and the last few years creator owned content has really spiked the amount of available material, especially in areas of specific kinks."
Sylvia sat back and gestured to her.
"That is why being outed now can still happen, but the odds are much greater due to the sheer amount of porn out there. Feature film actresses still run more of a risk, but these days most porn is short scenes that aren't even full movies, and some have no dialogue or plot other than the sex, and they don't all have credits."
"Even for the stage name or whatever you call them?"
"No, that's why there are names that porn star sites where people post a clip they'd like to know the name of the actor or actress and someone will show up with the answer. For what you're looking to do you'd only be recognized by someone who watches milf porn and a lot of it."
"Or a member of your site and from what Ellen told me you're pretty big."
"We're growing, but so are many others. But yes, if someone is a member and you do a lot of vids with me, they'll know your face and alias, but it would still have to be someone in your real life that would know who you really are."
"I don't know too many people." Dana sighed. "Guess this is where not having many friends could be a good thing."
"Its not easy being alienated from life by a controlling asshole." When Dana's eyes widened, Sylvia added. "Ellen told me of your situation. Reminds me a lot of how my father treated my mother.
"My mother was a vibrant, educated young woman with dreams of running her own business, until my religious zealot knuckle dragging father met her and all but locked her barefoot in the kitchen."
Her lips twisted into a scowl. "Seems men like that are far more common than they should be, especially in this day and age."
"Yeah, but it's the woman's fault to, we allow it for some reason," Dana lamented. "I did because I was going down kind of a bad path and felt a good man would make me a good woman."
"Define a good woman. Many would consider me a good woman." Sylvia flashed a sly smile. "Having a if it feels good do it way of life is only bad if you're a woman and even then, only in the eyes of certain types of assholes."
"Hindsight is 20/20," Dana replied. "The if I knew then what I know now."
"Ellen mentioned your bad path as being nothing more than enjoying sex and not being too discriminate with who the guy was."
"I liked one and done back then, and I'm enjoying it again now except the age of the men hasn't changed, just mine has."
"Which is why I agreed to meet with you. I try to run my site a bit different. Porn is the type of thing many people come to as a last resort, desperate for money the most common reason. But that doesn't mean you're right for it.
"The big content producers don't care. If they can get one shoot out of a girl who tried it, hated it, and left, they'll break that thirty minutes into a bunch of shorter clips and push them everywhere and all she gets is the grand or so they paid her.
"Some young girls are working their way through school doing it. Out of those a small percentage do like it, most figure it's a means to an end and they're hot and can fake it enough to get by.
"I look for women who I think will get into it and will want to do it for a while. I do this for two reasons. From a business sense, I've found men like seeing their favorite porn star in action so the more continuity on the site the better the response. Sylvia Foxxx has a new clip, I gotta see it!"
"Makes sense. What's the other reason?"
"I care about the women, and men, that work for me. I never want them doing it with the I have to attitude. I want people who aren't going through the motions. I want enthusiasm and fun. I want real looks of satisfaction and smiles in the videos, the kind of fun people who love sex have."
"But how do you know you have that with this Next Milf Porn Star thing? You've never seen them."
"That's the thrill of that site; not knowing how the shoot will go, and you're right I'm not sure what I'll get. We've had scenes that are awkward all the way through, the nerves never leaving, and we've had women turn into wildcats before our eyes."
"Have you had anyone quit in the middle?"
"Sure, but we never air those, that's part of why new vids are infrequent. Finding the right people to start with isn't as easy and then we get what you just said. I try and go with who I think will be fine but can't know for sure."
"And how do you know you have someone who will work?"
"I generally ask a lot of questions. Motivation is one of them. Yours is strictly financial which is common. Issue is the do it for money group tends to have the most casualties as far as not being able to start or finish, or if they do they fall into the awkward video category."
"I watched the last woman, Vanessa." Dana told her. "She was there for money and she seemed to get into it."
"She did and she's done four videos since for us on our other sites. She had a revenge as a factor too, she saw this as the ultimate fuck you to her ex. But she had no one she cared about as far as getting discovered. Parents had passed on, no kids..."
"Same for me, and not a lot of friends." Dana grunted. "Maybe I shouldn't be worried, but for me its about down the line. I was hoping to get back into modeling at some point and wouldn't want this coming out."
"Understandable, but if Ellen doesn't think she can find you much right now there may not be much there. She's damn good at what she does."
"Nothing now, but I'm not giving up."
"Good for you, but this is the now. I understand you need thirty five thousand dollars in a few months?"
"There's been a change. I need ten thousand in the next three weeks. More probably because I need to live too, and just lost my part time job, and getting no bites for full time work."
"An average shoot with a guy pays $1200. I pay a little higher at $1500. I can get you a couple shoots a week, maybe a third here and there, but not sure that would be enough for you if you're trying to live off it and pay a debt."
"It's a lot."
"But I said I would do for you what I did for Ellen. Because she speaks highly of you and wants to see you to have whatever it is you need the money for, I'm willing to advance you money."
"Ten thousand?"
"Because I want 100% amateurs for Next Milf Porn Star and charge a higher membership fee for the site because its genuine, I pay five thousand for that shoot, providing you complete it. Stop at any point, it's five hundred dollars for your time, not much, but a total loss for me as I won't air a failed clip."
"Ellen said it can be up to ten."
"It can be, but that's a two parter."
"Excuse me?"
"Normally after the first shoot, the pay scale drops to the $1500 base. But we offer women a chance at a second five grand pay day if their second shoot is a threesome. Being barely introduced to the industry and still being pretty green but taking two men is a big thrill and very popular."
"Oh."
"Ever had one?"
Dana hesitated, then wondered why should did, she was talking to a damn porn star turned producer, if there was ever a person who wouldn't judge he, it would be Sylvia.
"I was around twenty five or so, got drunk after my first out of town fashion show, and hooked up with two of the guys who traveled with the event setting up the stages and props." She shrugged. "I couldn't decide which one and thought why choose?"
"I like it!" Sylvia clapped. "Ellen said you were a wild one."
"Too wild if I wanted to be taken seriously, that was why it was a bad path. Didn't want to become famous and have all those stories out there about me."
"They still would have been just based on what you'd already done though."
"But why keep adding more? Each guy was one more chance someone talks about it."
"True, but I think we're digressing. Part of what I look for is a carefree attitude with sex which you had before and do again. The stories of virgins showing up and becoming instant porn stars are pretty much myths. Sexual promiscuity is a common trait of the women who can make it work.
"Its another advantage of working with older women as well, lot more experience and mature enough to handle it and know exactly what they will and won't do."
"I won't DP," Dana said quickly. "If I decided to do something with two guys I don't want..."
"Let's not talk about a threesome right now, we don't know that you can handle one. But if you ever do one, we can just go with the traditional pig on a spit style positions." Sylvia told her and Dana was struck with how casually she said it.
"Good to know, Jesus this is weird."
"We're trying to make it not weird and we do that by talking about it." Sylvia explained. "Now, another thing Ellen mentioned is the camera has a kind of aphrodisiac effect on you. It gets to aroused to the point your prior encounters were direct results from it."
"True, its just does something for me. Guess I've always been an exhibitionist." Dana smiled ruefully. "Still am, my first time on a set in fifteen years and I screwed the photographer's assistant, even waited outside for him."
"That could go along way to help you with the shoot. Big part of the nerves is the people around, and the cameraman sometimes being a foot away."
"I don't know if it would help in that case, it would be different."
"Why?"
"Because I'll be naked and...fucking." She forced herself to finish. "I've never even done a nude."
"Makes you perfect, we'll get great natural reactions." Sylvia nodded. "Dana, is there any part of you that wants to do this for anything other than money?"
"People have other reasons?"
"You heard Vanessa, for her it was revenge and her desire for it showed in how well the shoot went. Another woman, Amanda, had always fantasized about it, and reached a point where due to some money woes she decided to make it a reality. If money is the sole motivator, this may fall into the not very convincing category."



"But I'd still get paid."
"For that shoot, there wouldn't be anymore because I only offer continued work to the women and men who can get into it."
"I don't think I can give you an answer on this." Dana pointed out. "I think this is an only one way to find out situation."
"Maybe, maybe not." Sylvia had a pensive look on her face. "Over time, I've developed a way to get a peek at what I may be getting without cheating on it being a first time experience."
"How's that?"
"Hold on," She reached over and thumbed a button on her phone. "Matt, can you come in here, please?"
"Absolutely, should I lock the door?"
"Not expecting anyone for a few hours, but sure."
"Lock the door?" Dana felt a twinge of nerves returning.
"Don't worry, its just one of those details I always forget. I'm the fantasy end of things, Matt handles boring reality much better."
Matt entered the room and walked around the desk to stand behind Dana.
"How are you ladies getting along? Is the lovely Miss Dana going to be joining our team?"
"I think so, but time for a little test." Sylvia pointed to her. "Here's where I ask you if you're willing to do this. At least the Next Milf shoot."
"Yes." Dana said before she could change her mind.
"Dana, can you stand up and move back a couple of steps?"
Dana took a deep breath and did as she asked.
"She looks great," Matt gestured to her. "A little thick in the right places, very natural for her age."
"Our age, old man." Sylvia chided.
"I'm six years younger than you, dear." Matt smirked. "I'm not on the wrong side of fifty."
"I have no wrong side, and everyone knows that because they've seen them all."
"Touche'" Matt laughed, causing Dana to smile despite her nerves.
"You do look perfect for the part, Dana, and if what you've told me about yourself is true, I think you'll not only go through with this shoot but want to do more. But I've been wrong before, so how about a little test?"
"Test?"
"There's a reason exhibitionism and voyeurism are always linked together. It's a connected kink so to speak."
"If you say so," Dana answered dubiously.
"I plan on doing more than saying so." Sylvia rose from her chair, and Matt rolled it out from between them. "I'm going to prove it."
She raised her arms over her head, and Dana's eyes widened when Matthew grabbed her top and slipped it over her head. He dropped it to the floor, and brushing Sylvia's long hair to the side, kissed her neck.
Sylvia sighed softly, as he put his arms around her, his large hands fondling her still flat stomach as he kissed her. She reached up, putting her arm behind his head, and moved her hips, grinding her ass into her husband's crotch.
Dana felt her face flush once more, and she turned her eyes down to her lap, but when Sylvia moaned, she couldn't help raising her gaze to the couple in front of her. Matt had worked the straps of her bra down her arms, and pulled it down, exposing Sylvia's perfect tits.
They were a little bigger than Dana had imagined and showed the first traces of gravity and age influencing them, but they still looked damn good. Her wine colored nipples were small hard points amid her slightly darker areola, and Sylvia groaned when Matthew's fingers found them.
Sylvia reached behind her and in the otherwise silent room, Dana heard her unzip her skirt. That simple sound sent an unexpected thrill through her as did the slow sensual shimmy Sylvia used to work the skirt down over her hips.
She was a professional after all, the odd snarky remark entering her mind did little to dampen her body's beginning to respond to the scene before her. Sylvia's skirt hit the floor, exposing her teal thong, and her bra quickly followed as she reached behind her back and released it.
The entire time Matthew's lips were working her elegant neck, and his large hands fondling her breasts. Sylvia spun in his arms, and taking his face in her hands, kissed him. They turned to the side, giving Dana a good view of the kiss, while again showing off the fact they were pros and always at the right angle.
As they made a show of their tongues waging war in each other's mouths, Dana's breath picked up and her nipples stiffened. She shifted in her seat and could feel the heat building between her thighs.
Sylvia deftly unbuttoned Matthew's shirt, and as he slipped it off, his lips still on hers, her hands dropped to his pants. The sound of his zipper seemed even louder as Dana's attention was focused on his well defined abs and muscular chest.
Dana's lips parted as her breathing became even heavier and a trickle of sweat ran down her back as Sylvia pushed his slacks down his thighs. His boxers were next, and the cock that sprang from within them was as perfect as the rest of him.
Long, thick and already oozing precum, Sylvia took it in her hand and jerked him as their kiss continued. Matthew grabbed her hips and lifting her effortlessly in the air, sat Sylvia on her desk. She swept her arm back, knocking folders and paperwork off the top of it and to the floor.
Sylvia swung her legs up and turned so she was sideways on the desk. Resting back on her elbows, she lifted her hips and Matthew slipped his fingers into her thong and pulled it off. Sylvia drew her legs up as he worked it off, and turning to Dana, said softly.
"Don't be shy, move over so you can see."
"Trust me, luv," Matthew, totally unfazed by the fact his cock was out, and her eyes were lingering on it, added. "You'll enjoy the view."
Without being aware she'd done it, Dana had stepped over to the side of the desk as Matthew grabbed Sylvia's legs and pulled her closer to the edge of the desk.
She spread her legs wide, and Dana swallowed nervously at the sight of Sylvia's pussy. She'd never been this close to a nude woman before, let alone staring between her legs. Sylvia's lips were the same shade as her nipples, and her swollen clit visible beneath its hood without Matthew having even touched it.
She was completely smooth, and as Dana watched with a feeling of the surreal washing over her, Sylvia slid two slender fingers through her obviously wet lips, and Dana's breath caught when she dipped them inside her.
She pumped them several times into her thrusting hips, then worked them back until she reached her clit, which she captured between them and moved them in slow circles.
"Come over her, baby, I need that cock in my mouth." Sylvia purred, her voice lowering into a smoky rasp that oozed sex and promise.
Matthew stepped over to her and she turned her head, opening wide and wagging her tongue. He gripped his cock and after slapping it against her tongue several times, eased it into her mouth. A soft whimper escaped Dana as she watched Matthew slowly feed the full length of his cock into his wife's mouth.
Sylvia moaned, her head remaining still until she had him completely engulfed, her lips wrapping around the base of his shaft. She then slowly bobbed her head, her grey eyes open and staring into his.
She opened her mouth wider and when she cupped his large heavy balls, he thrust his hips, fucking her mouth. His hand slid over her breasts and down her stomach, then between her legs. He pushed her hand to the side and shoved two fingers roughly into her.
Dana's heart raced and her face felt as hot as her pussy, as she watched Matthew add a third finger into his wife's pussy while his thumb found her clit. Sylvia groaned, then went into a series of wet gurgling sounds as Matthew fucked her mouth harder.
Sylvia's eyes were watering from have her mouth fucked, but she still stared upwards, keeping eye contact, even as her hips worked in time with his thrusting fingers. Dana's fingers clenched by her side as she fought the insane desire to slip them into her skirt right there while watching the incredible show before her.
Sylvia tapped his balls lightly, and Matthew stepped back, withdrawing his cock from her mouth amid a flood of drool and precum that dripped down her chin and onto her breasts. Matthew, still with his pants around his thighs, shuffled over to the end of the desk, dropped to his knees and buried his face between his wife's thighs.
"Fuck," Dana whispered, as she watched Matthew make a show of fluttering his tongue through Sylvia's lips.
She spread herself wide for him and squealed when he plunged his tongue inside her. Grabbing his wrist, Sylvia pulled his hand to her face and eagerly sucked on the fingers he'd had inside her. Matthew introduced two fingers of his other hand into her as his tongue now swirled around her swollen clit.
Sylvia placed his hand on her left breast and as he rolled her nipple between his fingers she played with the other. Her head turned, her eyes finding Dana's who looked away in embarrassment, but not before she caught Sylvia's wink.
"Yes!" Sylvia cried out, startling Dana, but also causing her pussy to gush. "Put another finger in and suck that fucking clit, baby!"
Matthew roughly shoved a third finger inside and sucked her clit hard enough to make his lips smack.
"Oh, yeah!" Sylvia grabbed his hair, shoving his face into her pussy as she worked her hips. "Just like that! Make me cum, Matt! Show Dana how fucking hot this makes me!"
The sound of her name being spoken in Sylvia's made for porn voice, sent a shiver through her and she pressed her thighs together. She was so horny just doing that made her moan softly, and want to sit back in the chair, lift her skirt and masturbate then and there.
When Sylvia released a long guttural moan, the same sound Dana sometimes made just before she went over the edge, Dana sucked on her lower lip, and another whimper escaped her. The sound was drowned out by Sylvia's follow up cry of pleasure that was followed by a series of long high pitched moans as her hips gyrated wildly in Matt's face.
Sylvia bucked and squirmed on the table as Matt's fingers remained buried in her pussy, his lips still fastened to her clit, wringing more yelps and squeal of pleasure from her. Sylvia slumped back onto the table, breathing hard, a satisfied smile on her face.
But Matt wasn't done.
He sprang to his feet, his cock bobbing like a diving rod, and pointing straight at his wife's pussy. He gripped it in his fist and after rubbing the head teasingly on her still sensitive clit, slid it through her lips and plunged into her hard enough to elicit a yelp from her.
"Oh, baby, just like that!" Sylvia encouraged him as she lay on the desk, her hands gripped the edge of it as Matt fucked her fast and hard.
"Oh my god," Dana groaned as Matt grabbed Sylvia's ankles and lifted her legs in the air, spreading them wide as he took her.
Sylvia's breasts bounced as she lay there with her lips parted, moaning as Matt had his way with her. Her eyes were partially closed and there was a look of joy on her face that Dana doubted anyone could fake.
"Let's go, Matt!" She encouraged him. "Come nice and fast for me! This is a demonstration, not date night."
Matt laughed even as he thrust into her, then removed his now glistening cock. Stepping back he twisted Sylvia's legs to the side, causing her to gasp, and roll onto her side. She rolled over once more until she was on her stomach and Matt dropped her legs.
The second her bare feet touched the rug; he had her hips in his grasp and drove into her. Dana watched his cock repeatedly slide out from between her thighs, then plunge back into her hard enough to cause his balls to slap against her.
"How's that look, Dana?" Sylvia turned her head, and gave it a toss, sending her dark hair away from her face. "Want this to be you, don't you?"
"I wouldn't mind it being her." Matt replied in between his own heavy breathing as he pounded Sylvia hard enough to make some of the pictures on the edge of the desk fall over.
"Want him, Dana?" Sylvia whispered. "Want to join in? I'll sit back with my legs over the chair and play with myself while I watch my husband fuck your sopping wet cunt!"
"God, that's so fucking hot, honey!" Matt moaned.
"You can lay back on the desk and I'll come around and play with your clit while he fucks you! I'll make you come on his fat cock, would you like that?"
Dana had no response other than to stare longingly at Matt's now sweat slicked torso and his big cock plunging into Sylvia as she imagined it going into her aching pussy.
"I'd like it," Matt started to laugh, but it turned to a moan when Sylvia rocked back into him, driving him even deeper.
"Then I'll rest my head on your stomach, mouth wide open and when Matt is ready, he'll whip his cock out of your dripping twat and squirt his cum into my mouth."
"Oh, yeah," Matt's thrusts were now shorter and more desperate. "Then what will you do, my slutty little wife?"
"I'll let it ooze out of my mouth onto Dana's freshly fucked and still gaping pussy, and then slurp it off her clit and...fuck!"
Sylvia's mouth remained open and her eyes widened as Matt tore into her. Dana's eyes roamed down his chest and stomach to the muscles bulging in his thick forearms and back to that amazing cock.
After several thrusts that Dana swore would be painful, but a good pain, he whipped his cock out, and gripped it tightly. Once again, showing off her experience, Sylvia smoothly slid back off the desk, onto her knees and opened wide.
Matt released his cock, sending a long thick stream of cum into his wife's waiting mouth while casually brushing her hair from her face to make sure Dana had a good view. Sylvia grabbed his cock and took over jerking it. She pulled his tip to her mouth and pumped, sending several spurts onto her tongue.
Matt moaned when she took the head into her mouth, still jerking him, and now sucking as well, working for every drop. She rubbed his balls, and when he gasped. "Okay!" she slid him from her mouth.
Sylvia opened wide, showing off the huge puddle of cum in her mouth, then squeezed the tip of Matt's cock while twisting with her wrist. He groaned as one last drop oozed from his cock to splash onto her white coated tongue.
Sylvia closed her mouth, and turning her head, met Dana's gaze as she swallowed. She opened her wide, showing off her now empty mouth, then gave Matt's cock a playful kiss before tugging his boxers back over his still twitching flesh.
"Damn, babe, you're still better than any of the women doing this full time."
"What can I say, I love my work!" Sylvia laughed as she took Matt's offered hand and let him help her to her feet.
"You like that little show, Dana?" Sylvia asked.
"I..." Dana took a couple steps to her right and fell into the chair. "Holy shit!"
"Sounds like a yes." Matt grinned as he zipped up and reaching down, grabbed Sylvia's skirt and held it open.
"The look on her face is yes, that's for damned sure." Sylvia put one hand on Matt's shoulder as she stepped back into her skirt.
He pulled it up and zipped it for her, then found her blouse and held it up.
"Matt and I usually catch a little nooner every day, but this adds a little extra spice to it, doesn't it, baby?"
"That it does, my love," Matt helped her get her arms in the sleeves and slipping the shirt on her, reached around her and nimbly buttoned it up over her bare breasts.
"I...never saw anything like that." Dana managed.
"Very different in person versus the screen. Sexier, more natural." Sylvia sat on the edge of the desk while Matt went over to the fridge behind the bar and emerged with three bottles of water.
He handed Dana one, then opened one for Sylvia before twisting open his own and chugging the entire thing. Some of the water splashed onto his chest, and Dana sighed. "I feel like I should just dump this over my head."
"That's great!" Matt laughed as he found his shirt and slipped it on.
"Well, tell me, Dana, are you wet?"
"Huh?"
"I should say are you as wet as you look." Sylvia smiled at her and sipped her water.
Dana was amazed at how calm and nonchalant she was two minutes after she'd just been naked, and had a load shot down her throat.
"I..." She looked away. "Think I soaked through my damn thong."
"Then we'll see you back here at nine am on Saturday!"
Chapter Nine
Dana stood outside the door of the S&F with a feeling of Déjà vu as she once again struggled with the decision of whether she wanted to go in. Unlike last time however, this would be the point of no return.
The day after she'd met Sylvia and ended up witnessing a love sex show, she'd received an e-mail from Matthew asking her exactly what she would need financially to keep her house and stay afloat.
He'd also instructed her to dress 'rather plain' specifying she wear jeans, have her hair up or pulled back, light or possibly no make up to look natural, and a top that wasn't overly revealing, but 'showed off the assets.'
So much for spontaneity, she'd thought, but after detailing her monetary needs, had gone through her closet to find exactly what he wanted. Dana had found a pair of black jeans she hadn't worn in a couple of years and had to all but pry herself into.
He'd said plain, but she didn't think baggy or frumpy would go over to well and figured tight was a good choice. She'd donned a red sleeveless top that was wasn't too low cut, but did show a small amount of cleavage, because fact was with breasts the size of hers, it was hard to not show them short of wearing a sweatshirt.
She'd pulled her hair back into a pony tail and gone light on the make-up, especially her lips as she figured really going heavy and calling attention to them would ruin the look of not putting herself out there as sexy, which is what she felt he was going for.
The sexy would come in the unwrapping, she was sure was the goal, and something she could understand from her modeling experience. "Less is more, kid, until you pick the right moment to show them more, she heard in Burt's voice.
On that note, her red bra featured half cups which were transparent lace with small bows covering her nipples. The matching thong was also transparent, showing off the small patch of black hair she'd decided to keep rather than go smooth for the shoot.
"Stalling." Dana whispered, and taking a deep breath, pushed the buzzer next to the door.
"It's open!" Matthew called from the other side.
"There she is!" Sylvia exclaimed from where she sat on the couch, dressed as plain as Dana in a pair of faded blue jeans and a white t-shirt, her long hair pulled back into a ponytail, the same way hers was.
"Our next star in the making." Matthew was standing behind the desk, sifting through some papers, and like his wife dressed in jeans along with a Jaguars T-shirt. "Come on, over Dana, we need to get the boring stuff out of the way before we go upstairs and have some fun."
"Upstairs?"
"We don't shoot up here." Sylvia laughed. "We rent the entire floor above us and have it divided into several studios and sets."
"Oh, right." Dana nodded as she walked over to the desk.
"What we did, Dana," Matthew paused and shot a look at Sylvia, "What I did because my wife hates paperwork and actual business, is draw up a contract for you."
He pushed a piece of paper across the desk to her.
"What we're offering is based on your immediate needs. If you complete today's shoot, you receive a check for five thousand dollars. That's the first line to sign next to Sylvia's name. It also states that if you back down, you will receive five hundred dollars."
Dana sat down and picked up the paper, trying to force her racing mind to pay attention to what it said. The first paragraph read exactly what Matthew had said, and taking the pen he offered her, she signed it.
"Now this next section is for after the successful shoot."
"Why not now?"
"Because if you back out of that, none of this is relevant."



"Got it." Dana started to read, but Sylvia spoke to her right.
"It states that if you're willing to do more shoots we will advance you ten thousand dollars. That's the other half you need for your down payment to your ex, and five for you to live for a while."
"Thank you, that's really generous of you."
"A friend of Ellen's is a friend of mine, luv." Sylvia told her.
"But the unfriendly part," she turned her attention back to Matthew. "Is this is an advance, not a gift. By signing you agree to do enough shoots to pay this off. $1500 a full-length scene would be $9,000 for six and we round in our favor on the last, meaning you owe us seven shoots."
"I understand." Dana tapped the pen to her chin. She was still wondering if she could go through one, never mind more.
"If you're willing seven shoots can be booked and done within a month, we can set up another deal with another advance on more payments and everyday living. We can do this until you've paid off your Ex, then after that if you'd like to continue to work its pay per shoot."
"Sound good, Dana?" Sylvia asked. "Any questions?"
"Before you answer, let's get into the nasty stuff that I have to mention." Matthew once again looked at his wife. "And I have to be the heavy to tell you."
"You'll sue me if I breach the contract?"
"Yes, it's a legal binding deal. I do want to mention that you can use a stage name for your shoots, but your legal name will be on the suit, meaning it is a matter of public record you shot adult material and reneged on doing more. Ellen said your husband is a lawyer, good chance he may see your name when checking dockets, won't be good for you."
"But it won't come to that, I'm sure." Sylvia assured her. "But Matt pretty much is the manager, I'm just the pretty face and the inspiration."
"In other words, she handles the fun, I get the shit." Matt grunted.
"I know, its awful being married to a porn star who gets so horny directing, she has to fuck you every day at work."
"I take it for the team." Matthew managed a serious look as he made the comment, then looked to Dana. "Like I said, you're not signing now, but I want you to understand for when you need to decide."
"I got it." She tapped the contract with the pen. "If I did the threesome that's five, so I'd only owe three or four shoots, right? Depending how you round?"
"Correct, but get through this before you think you're ready for that." Sylvia replied. "By the way three ways pay about eighteen after that one, two if you'll do anal."
"We can talk about the pay scale later, she has enough on her mind." Matthew picked up the contract and slipped it into a drawer. "Now Sylvia can tell you about what we'll be doing."
"We'll be with you upstairs, there will also be two cameramen, Harry and Tim. Harry pretty much stays off set, getting the wide angle shots, and he can zoom in when he needs to. Tim will be moving around you, sometimes he'll even be on the bed. He get's close ups and POV shots."
"POV?" Dana frowned.
"Point of view." Matthew explained. "He'll be kneeling behind you to get shots of the talent going down on you or fucking you. He'll be right over the talent's shoulder when you're giving head."
"Um, does that talent have a name?" Dana forced a smile. "This sounds so impersonal."
"Sorry," Matthew shrugged. "Guess that's why I'm the paperwork guy."
"Todd will be the young man working with you, today." Sylvia told her. "He's twenty four, and has been with me since he was 19."
"Been as in been with her a few times." Matthew smirked.
"I am still hand's on, what can I say?" She returned the smirk. "You get a few roles too, so stop whining."
"He's been doing this five years already?"
"Yup, he started young, and he's fantastic in every way. Good looking, built, hung, and most important for this, he understands he's not working with a pro and will be patient, take his time, and knows you're the boss, but if you hesitate, he knows when and how to take over."
"Good to know, I think." Dana shook her head. "I can't believe I'm here."
"Most common thing we hear." Matt laughed.
"You said you watched some videos?" Sylvia asked.
"Just the one with Vanessa."
"Its going to start with me asking you some questions. I am going to mention you were a model."
"Why do we have to say that?" Dana didn't like the idea of giving away any personal information.
"You'll answer it was years ago, and that tells the guys, and women who watch that you've been a hottie from day one. It is also a nice touch to know something about the woman who's about to get down and dirty."
"No last name is being used and like Sylvia said, we're going to say years ago. You think anyone will really go looking? Google 'models named Dana from years ago?" Matthew chimed in. "Its pretty generic honestly."
"Okay."
'When we ask why, its up to you how you answer, but its best to get something out there other than money. That just screams desperate."
'People like that, luv," Matthew reminded his wife.
"True, and it is sexy in a sad sort of way, but a little something else adds to the heat. I can try to lead you along to something."
"After we ask the questions, we'll bring Todd in and then we'll let things get started." Sylvia continued. "You most likely heard me tell Vanessa that at the start we may make suggestions, but once things heat up, we try to just let you find your way."
"We will call out things like move your hair, or your hand, eyes up, things like that." Matthew took over. "Tim may whisper things to you as well, we edit him out later, but leave Sylvia in because she's the director."
Matthew looked to Sylvia. "Question, all mighty director. Will Miss Dana be undressing for us, or will Todd be helping her with that?"
Sylvia pursed her lips in thought.
"I'll ask her to strip down. Jeans aren't the sexiest thing for a guy to take off."
"You wanted me to wear them," Dana reminded her
"Because they look good when the woman takes them off, especially ones as tight as yours."
"You okay with that, Dana? Or you rather Todd help you off with your clothing?" Matthew asked.
"Why are you asking her?" Sylvia looked annoyed for the first time. "You asked me, and I'm directing the shoot."
"Sorry, luv, just trying to make Dana as comfortable as possible."
"So am I," She started pointedly at him. "Trust me."
"I'm not the one that has to." Matthew gestured to Dana. "Your call."
"I...I'm going to get naked anyway, so I guess I'll go with what the expert wants."
"Good choice." Sylvia stood up and coming over put her hand on her shoulder. "I'll tell you what I tell everyone, including the men who work for me. I do my best to bring out the best in people and do it in a way that works best for them, not me or anyone else."
"That makes me feel better, I think." Dana nodded slowly.
"And I am going to be a little more in control of your shoot than I normally am at the start, if I'm right, you'll know exactly why."
"Let's hope so."
"One more thing, then we'll head upstairs." Sylvia's hand remained on her shoulder as she looked down at her. "This I don't say on the set because it's a bit of a mood killer."
"Great," Dana sighed.
"There is going to come a couple points, especially early on when you are going to be seriously uncomfortable and wondering what the fuck you're doing here, and want to stop."
"You said I can stop anytime."
"Absolutely, but I ask that when you get those first twinges and wave of nerves, you try and hold on a little longer and not stop right away. I ask this for a selfish and selfless reason."
"So selfless, she is." Matthew rolled his eyes.
"The selfish part is nerves showing on the site makes this authentic and gets viewers into it. Hard for them to think you're really a pro when you look like you've seen a damn ghost."
"The other reason?"
"If you stop at the first sign of hesitation, then of course we will stop it. We'll give you a few minutes, and we'll try again. You quit a second time, we call it a day, you get your five hundred and we part ways."
"Wow, not even three strikes." Dana tried to joke.
"We know pretty quick who can pull it together and who can't. A second stop tells me that person is the latter, so why put her through more discomfort and why waste our time. This is a business and I'm paying everyone on that set. Time becomes money, both mine and yours.
"When the first twinges of wanting to quit rear their head, try and focus on something positive." Sylvia winked. "Like the hot young stud that's there just for you."
"And the other hundred women he's starred with." Dana grunted.
"But yours for the day, and isn't that just how you like them?" Sylvia laughed. "Think of him as a one hour stand."
"That's it?" Dana narrowed her eyes.
"Without any long stops or starts, that's it. Todd's a pro and he has endurance, but how long he lasts is up to you, and I'm sure you can be very inspiring when you want to be."
"One hour for five grand, Dana." Matthew came around the desk and extended his hand to her. "Ready to launch a new career?"
"Ready to not lose my house." She took his hand and rose to stand beside him.
"Whatever it takes, Dana." Sylvia said with no hint of a smile. "Whatever it takes for you not to let that prick have the last laugh."
Dana took a deep breath and squared her shoulders as Matthew released her hand and walked over to open the door for her and Sylvia.
"Whatever it takes." Chapter Ten
Dana sat at the foot of the king sized bed and tried to take slow calming breaths as she looked around the set. The bed was flanked by two nightstands, each with two bottles of water on it, and the one on her right featured a bouquet of fresh flowers in a red vase.
There was a painting of a sunset over the bed, and from the view of the large camera she was facing, it looked like an ordinary bedroom. However, to the left and right of that angle the large white painted room was just empty space.
In front of her, a tall heavy-set man, Harry, if her nerves allowed her to recall correctly, stood behind the camera held up by a tripod, fiddling around and looking at her through the lens. To his left a short thin balding man with glasses, was removing a small camcorder from a case.
Tim, the guy who would be all but on top of her when things started.
There were three stands of lights, one over the main camera and beaming down at her, while identical sets were to her left and right. A man stood by each of those, and on the floor next to them were handheld spotlights.
She knew those would get rid of any shadows the moving crew cast on the bed, as well as the ones Dana and the young man she was less than a few minutes away from fucking would cast. In this regard the set wasn't much different than that of a common photo shoot.
Where it differed was the young pretty redhead in a pair of pink shorts and a half shirt lounging in a small chair to the right of the cameraman. Sylvia had introduced her as Tammy, the 'fluffer' who would keep Todd hard if they had to stop in mid action and didn't want to have to break the sequence by Dana having to suck him again.
Tammy was borderline disturbingly chipper telling her that fluffers weren't as common these days because a lot of sites had the guys take Viagra, but Sylvia wanted 'natural' so she got a lot of work with her.
The rest of the crew had introduced themselves to her with smiles and handshakes while telling her to relax, and have fun. Tim gave her an awkward apology in advance for needing to get 'all up in there' as he put it during the shoot.
Matthew was off to one side, leaning against the wall and sipping a coke while Sylvia walked around the set, making sure everything was in place. Dana flinched when something dropped in front of her face, then relaxed when she saw it was the boom mike attached to a long pole.
"Sorry!" The thin older man, she thought his name was Kenny, exclaimed as he lifted the mic higher. "Just trying to get the range."
Another man who looked like he could have been Kenny's brother came over to stand behind the lights on her left, and placing a long pole onto a support, extended a similar mic, this one going above the middle of the bed, and raising almost to the ceiling.
"Everyone in position?" Sylvia asked while walking behind Harry and coming over to stand by Matthew.
"Kenny, get the mic over to the right," one of the light techs, His name had already been erased by her nerves, called out. "Its not picking Sylvia up all the way."
"Try now." Kenny offered as he eased the pole towards Sylvia.
"Sounds good!"
"Dana, can you say something please?" Sylvia asked.
"Something please." Dana relaxed slightly when everyone laughed at the joke.
"She sounds perfect." The other sound tech gave a thumbs up.
"Looks perfect too!" One of the light techs called out.
"Shut up, Stan." Sylvia snapped. "Try being professional here."
"I mean no shadows her majesty!" He retorted and everyone laughed again.
"Of course you did." Sylvia muttered, and the mic picked it up perfectly.
"Okay, one last thing I forgot to mention, Dana."
"God, there's more?" Her question, along with the way her eyes widened caused more snickers, but she was too nervous to join in.
"We'll introduce you as Dana. I don't like to use fake names because you might not respond to it right away if I tell you to do something. If you're worried about being recognized, well they've already known your name."
"Wonderful," she sighed.
"At the end I'll ask you if you would like to do another movie, if your answer is yes, I'll ask what your name will be. That's when you give a stage name."
"If you haven't thought of any," Matthew spoke for the first time since they'd reached the set. "DiDi Delight would work."
"Seriously?" Tammy giggled from her seat. "That sucks."
"So do you, and for a living." Matthew winked at her to show he was joking. "But yeah, DiDi is a play on your initials and matches your breast size pretty close. Delight speaks for itself."
"Lame." Tim rolled his eyes.
"We don't need it now. I can ask the question, then we edit in the response when you come up with one you like." Sylvia clapped her hands. "We ready people?"
"Ready!" They all spoke in unison.
"Dana, we good to start rolling?"
She closed her eyes, took a breath, and nodded.
"Okay, The Next Milf Porn Star starring Dana is live in three.....two..."
Dana opened her eyes and focused on the camera as Sylvia called out, "Roll!"
"Welcome to the site where video virgins lose their adult film cherry right in front of your eyes," Matthew spoke the introduction, which Dana hadn't caught in the video she'd watched. "And will decide if the porn industry is right for them. Will our next lovely amateur be a one and done or will she be the next milf porn star?"
Sylvia spoke the intro that Dana assumed had been cut from the cliff notes version of Vanessa's video she'd watched while drifting over to stand next to Harry so she was directly across from Dana.
"And who do we have here today?"
Dana froze and for the life of her couldn't get her own name out.
"Stop." Sylvia put her hand up. "We'll roll again with me just asking her name, the intro came out fine." She pointed to her.
"I know you're not camera shy, Dana, just try and sound natural. Just a few easy questions and not a lot of talking after that.
No, just fucking, she thought even as she nodded. "Sorry."
"Don't be sorry, just be yourself." Sylvia told her. "Again in three....two.... and who do we have here today?"
"Dana."
"Too soft," Matthew called out.
"Mic's at full volume," Kenny replied "Want me to lower it a few inches?"
"Oh my god, was that twice?" Dana blurted out. "I'm not done am I?"
"No, we don't count it at this point." Sylvia remained patient. "Just answer me the way you just said that. Normal volume, don't worry about sounding nervous, you're supposed to be."
Sylvia pointed to Harry,
"Third times a charm, three...two....And who do we have here today?"
"I'm Dana." Her voice was louder, but she could hear a tremor in it. Sylvia gave her a thumbs up as she went on.
"Welcome, Dana, can I ask how old you are?"
"I'm 43."
"Seriously? You look younger."
"Thanks." Was all she could think to say.
"And what brings you to us today?"
"I...to be the next milf porn star, I guess?" She resisted rolling her eyes at how uncertain she sounded, but coming up next to Sylvia, Matthew mouthed "Perfect"
"You don't sound to sure," Sylvia played off her reply. "I take it you've never done an adult film before?"
"No," she shook her head quickly, too quickly and again felt like an idiot.
"What's changed that you'd like to do this now?"
"Well, I...really need the money."
"An honest and very common reason. Anything else? Is it something maybe you fantasized about before, and thought was hot?"
Matthew reached out and tapped Harry's camera, taking the hint, she responded.
"I like being in front of the camera."
"But I thought you said you'd never done a movie before? Or do you just like your picture taken?" Sylvia made a rolling gesture with her hand, telling Dana to follow her lead.
"I'm a former model."
"Really? How recently? Would I have seen you somewhere?"
"It was back in my twenties, and I never did anything on the national stage, mostly local." The normal conversation had her sounding a little less nervous, and she was the reason Sylvia did these intros.
"But you have experience being filmed. Have you ever done any nudes?"
"No, some lingerie, that's as close as I got."
"What about home movies? Ever make a little something fun with your husband?"
"Ex-husband, and he wouldn't know fun if it bit him in the ass." She scowled and Sylvia whistled.
"Whoa, sensing some hostility. You're recently divorced?"
"Yes, its why I need the money."
"What do you think your ex would say if he saw this video?"
"Doesn't matter, I'm not his anymore." She straightened her shoulders and lifted her head defiantly "Besides, he used to say I was only good for one thing, using my body to get what I want, so who am I to prove him wrong?"
"Damn, girl!" Sylvia laughed. "Maybe we have a little revenge theme going here and its not just for the money?"
"No revenge," She shook her head. "Enjoying being single again is my reward."
Sylvia frowned, and Dana realized too late, she was looking for her to say something that would lead to her wanting to try this because it would be a turn on. Matthew whispered in her ear, and Sylvia tried again.
"We'll leave that alone, we're all about you getting your money, but also having some fun. You think you're going to have fun, Dana?"
"I hope so," she answered honestly.
"You said you liked being in front of the camera. What do you mean liked? Did you like showing off?
"I'd get wet on the set." This time Dana knew where she was going.
"Ooh, I like that. Looks like we have a little exhibitionist here. Little more detail for the fans?"
"I would just think about all the guys thinking I was hot, and getting turned on by me. In the lingerie shoots I'd think about what they'd want to do to me, and I'd soak through my panties right there on the set."
"That's damn hot, Dana, and this should be perfect for you, because what we're going to do here is take away the imagining and show them what they could do with you. How hot do you think that will make you?"
Dana pushed herself to smile.
"I'm looking forward to finding out."
"Then let's find out, shall we? Todd, why don't you come on over, and introduce yourself to Dana?"
Dana's head turned when she caught movement to her right. A young man with thick black hair, dressed in black shorts and a matching tank top, approached the bed from the far corner of the room.



He hadn't been in the room when she'd first entered and assumed, he'd slipped in through the door to his right, when the shoot started. As he grew closer, Dana eyed him with a mixture of apprehension and excitement.
He was a damn fine looking young man, with the cheekbones and soft features of a pretty boy, but sporting a five o'clock shadow to try and cover some of that pretty up. His eyes were a pale blue, and his muscular upper arms heavily tattooed with images of skulls and demon type things.
A pretty bad boy, a type that Dana found hot as fuck, and if she'd seen him in a club she'd be wet on the spot. But on a set, with ten people watching, eight of them men and already flushing from the heat of the lights, her reaction was far less exciting.
This was the guy who was going to fuck her. On camera to be released online, where parts of it would be pirated and live forever. Dana had no issue with casual sex, as she'd proved lately, but she'd never so much as met this kid.
"Hey, Dana," he gave her a smile as pretty as the rest of him, his white teeth cutting through the scruff of his stubble. "Its nice to meet you."
He extended his hand to her, and she took it, even though she knew he'd feel it trembling. His hand was large, and despite the fact he barely squeezed hers, she could feel the restrained power in his grip.
Young, hot, strong, and as her eyes reflexively dropped to his shorts, not just hung, but already at least semi hard.
"Um, yeah," she released a long breath. "Wow."
"Yup, wow is a good word for Todd." Sylvia took over. "And I know part of that wow is you know this is about to happen, right?"
Dana managed to nod as next to her, Todd stripped off his shirt, exposing more tattoos, and a stomach that looked like she could crack a walnut on. She stared at his body, trying to forget about the people around her, and focus on how hot he was, try and let her borderline nympho sex drive of late take over.
"You're a lucky woman, Dana." Sylvia laughed. "I'd trade places with you in a heartbeat."
Dana bit her tongue before she replied by telling her she could. Her hands were in her lap and tightly clenched together, and she knew from her experience as a model, she must look as stiff as...as stiff as Todd seemed to be getting just standing next to her.
On that note, her eyes fell on Tammy who was paying no attention to anything but her phone, and highly doubted she would be needed.
"How about showing Todd some of what he's in for?" Sylvia asked and when Dana stared at her blankly, she grabbed her own shirt and lifted it a couple of inches.
This was it, the beginning of the point of no return. Dana took a deep breath, and knew damn well the camera caught it, and Sylvia would probably love the realism. Crossing her arms, she grabbed the bottom of her shirt, and stripped it off.
She forced herself not to do it too quickly, fast movements were a telling sign of nerves, and even though they'd be fine with that, Dana needed to try and calm herself down. When the shirt was over her head, she dropped it on the bed, and without being told, reached back, and pulled her hair out of the ponytail.
She gave her head a shake, allowing her long thick black hair to fall down her back, as well as across her shoulders, a few strands sliding down the front of her chest.
"Damn, you have nothing to be ashamed of, Dana, that's for sure," Sylvia declared, taking in her large breasts in the skimpy bra. "What do you think, Todd?"
"I think I love my job." He winked down at her. Dana's attention was drawn to Tim who had come around to the right of the main camera and knelt to her left, a foot or so from the corner of the bed to remain out of sight.
"Try not to look at him," Todd whispered so softly she barely heard him.
She turned her gaze briefly downward at her chest, then looked back up at Sylvia.
"I'm sure I'm thinking what Todd, and everyone else is thinking. What's underneath those jeans? How about you stand up and show us?"
"Can't wait," Todd beamed at her, and Dana couldn't help noticing how much larger the bulge in his shorts had grown.
When she froze again, Sylvia raised her hands up, and after pausing to kick off the plain black sandals she wore, a move she noticed Tim catch with his camcorder, she rose to her feet. She undid her jeans, and again was aware of her fingers trembling and knew Tim was getting that too.
She unzipped and hooked her fingers into her pants, but stopped when Sylvia said.
"Why don't you turn around, and let us get a good look at that ass while you work those jeans off?"
Dana slowly turned, putting her back to the camera, and once again slipped her fingers into her jeans. She began to push them down, and from her left Tim whispered, "Slow and sexy, give us a show."
She pushed them down a little more, bending slightly as she did to push her ass out, and to her surprise, Tim continued in a stage whisper.
"I used to photograph regular models. Just think of this as a shoot, a lingerie shoot, you're just showing off your sexy thong, showing the men how sexy they are, and the women how sexy they can be."
His soft whispers, struck a chord with her, reminding her of the shoots she'd done in little more than what she wore under the jeans and an even skimpier bra.
"Show them what they want, make them want it."
Dana's modeling instincts took over, and she shimmied side to side as she worked the tight jeans down her ass, revealing the sides and back of the thong which was little more than red string.
"That's a girl!" Sylvia called out. "Give us the sexy!"
Dana's breath caught when she felt her nipples tightening, and the first trace of excitement tingling through her. She slowed the shimmy down when she felt the jeans slide down past her ass, which was all but bare except for the red material between her cheeks.
"Todd, why don't you help the rest of way?" Sylvia asked.
"My pleasure." Todd dropped to his knees, and eased her jeans down her legs.
Dana bent one leg at a time, letting him slip the jeans off, then gasped when he grabbed her left cheek and gave it a squeeze.
"Like that ass, Todd?"
"Its perfect, not one of those tiny little girl asses, and just soft enough to have a nice little jiggle.
Dana yelped when he gave her a playful little smack, then another on the other cheek. Todd then kissed her left cheek, and a shiver went through her when he gave it a quick lick.
"Crawl up onto the bed," Sylvia instructed "Keep showing off that fine body to all those guys. Bet they already got their cocks in their hands."
"Thinking about being between those sweet cheeks." Todd commented. "I know I am."
Dana did as she asked, and again with deliberate slowness, placing one knee, then the other on the bed, and crawling up to the middle of it, she remained where she was, and lowering her upper body to push her ass higher swayed back and forth.
"Damn hot!" Sylvia complimented her. "Todd, you should be loving your job."
Dana felt the bed move and glancing past her arm saw Tim kneeling on the edge of it, the camera trained directly on her ass, which she was still moving. As it had when she'd taken her jeans off, her prior experience posing took over.
Dana slid her legs out behind her so she was now on her stomach, then bent her knees, kicking her feet back and forth.
"Someone's warming up!" Sylvia's voice sounded behind her. "And I bet in more ways than one."
She'd have won that bet as a warm sensation grew between her thighs, and Dana's face was now flush for a reason other than the hot lights. She could see the men around her, eyeing her, and although this was their job, they certainly weren't beyond appreciating what they saw.
She thought of Tim behind her, the camera zooming right to her pussy, barely covered by a strip of red and framed by her well rounded cheeks. Dana rolled over onto her back, slowly whipping her legs up and around, spreading them wide before planting her barefeet on the bed, her legs spread.
Now she could see Tim leaning forward training the lens directly between her thighs. Dana placed her hands on her breasts through the bra and slowly slid them down her stomach, past her pussy and along her soft inviting thighs.
Her red tipped nails looked damn good and on the slow journey back up, she slid her right hand over her pussy while lifting her hips into it.
"Getting a show before the show!" Sylvia waved her hand, getting Dana to look her way and leaning over, tapped her knees then lifted her hands.
Dana knew exactly what she meant, and at the same time recalled Sylvia had mentioned she'd done some actual modeling and was using that experience to guide her. She pushed herself forward so she was kneeling in the middle of the bed, and when Sylvia spread her hands apart, she let her legs slide open.
Sylvia snapped her fingers and pointed at Todd. He quickly climbed up on the bed, and sliding over, knelt behind Dana.
"I think we've teased long enough, all yours, Todd."
Todd gently ran his hands up her back, causing her to flinch, then slipping a strong arm around her waist, brushed her hair from her neck and gave her a soft kiss.
"Oh." Dana whispered at the contact, her eyes widening slightly.
"Nice and easy," Todd whispered in her ear, just before he kissed her again just below it. "We go slow, there's something you're not feeling good about tap me twice. You really get nervous you just say stop, okay?"
"Hmm-mm" she made the answer sound like her reaction as guided by Sylvia leaning her head, Dana let hers fall to the left, giving Todd, and the camera, better access to her neck.
"Okay, then let's have some fun, just focus on what we're doing and ignore them." Todd's voice was soft and his lips gentle. Even his arm around her was relaxed and not trying to hold her in place.
Dana closed her eyes and tried to relax as his lips worked the length of her neck. He pushed his hips into her, and she caught her breath at how hard he felt even though the shorts. He ground his cock into her ass as he put his other arm around her, while nibbling playfully on her ear.
"You can kiss me if you want," he laughed in her ear. "I wouldn't mind."
As if she'd somehow heard his words, Sylvia puckered up across from her.
Dana turned her head, and leaned back into Todd, her lips parting to meet his. He kissed her with surprising softness, his lips barely grazing hers. The second time he kissed her, was firmer, and this time she kissed him back.
As soon as she did, his kiss became harder, and his tongue flicked across her lips. Dana could still feel the tension in her body and her eyes kept darting over to Tim who was now to her right and barely a foot away, getting a close up of their faces.
She parted her lips and groaned when Todd's tongue slipped into her mouth. She swirled hers over it, opening her mouth wider than she needed to, as she'd seen other women do in some of the porn she'd watched.
Dana caught his tongue between her lips and sucked gently on it, and was surprised to hear Todd make a soft sound of pleasure in his throat. His hands were now moving, fondling her stomach and making their way upwards.
She gasped into his mouth when he slid his hands over her breasts and squeezed them. The first squeeze was gentle, the second much firmer and it was her turn to groan into their now much deeper kiss.
His fingers teased her nipples though the lace, and in response, Dana's hips moved, now grinding back into his cock. She put her hands over his, pressing them harder into her tits, and this time when she caught sight of Tim next to them, a surge of heat flowed through her.
She thought of the camera, zooming right in on their kiss as the main one caught the wider shot with her kneeling, legs splayed, Todd groping her tits. She imagined the view of her now moving hips and the mic catching her louder, and more convincing whimpers into Todd's mouth.
"Sylvia," he whispered into the kiss.
She shifted her eyes to see Sylvia much closer to the bed, and when she saw she had her attention, reached behind her back. Despite her increasing arousal, Dana felt her stomach tighten even as she reached back behind her, her hands sliding along Todd's chest as he leaned back to give her room to unhook her bra.
Dana's fingers were shaking again, and it took her a couple of tries to undo the hooks. When he felt the bra pop loose. Todd's hands left her breasts to ease the straps down her arms, and Dana, her heart pounding, drew her elbows back so he could get the straps off of her.
The cups of the bra slipped down her breasts, showing off more of them before she caught it with her hands. Todd put his hands over hers, but held them there and didn't try to remove the bra.
"Don't get shy on us, Dana, show everyone those gorgeous tits. The ones every guy that sees them will think about sucking and cumming all over."
This was it...if the bra came off her tits would be exposed to a room full of people and who knew how many eventual viewers. Dana's nerves warred with the exhibitionist inside her who was in her glory at the thought of being topless in front of a camera for the first time.
More than that, exactly what Sylvia had just said. Men wanting them, wanting to suck her nipples, slide their cock through them, cum on them.
"Breathe," Todd said in her ear as he resumed kissing her neck. "We can stop is you want."
Dana found his lips to buy a few more seconds and keep the scene from stalling. As she kissed him, she heard Ben's nasty remark in her mind. "Only good at one thing." Followed by her comment of only a few minutes ago, of why prove him wrong?
He'd called her a tarnished trophy wife, made her sound as if she were getting old, and was only fucking young boys because they didn't know any better. What better fuck you to him than to put herself on full display for men of all ages to fantasize about and jerk off too?
And while doing so snatch the house he was so sure she'd have to give up away from him?
"Fuck you," she whispered.
"Huh?" Todd eased his face from hers, a confused look on his face.
"I am so going to fuck you," she whispered, covering up the fact she was talking to the Ben in her mind. "Time to do what I've been told I do best."
His confused look turned to a smile, one which broadened when she slipped her hands from beneath his and raised her arms up, inviting him to take her bra off. Todd did it slowly, easing the cups from her breasts, and letting it fall between her legs.
Todd cupped them, lifting them slightly and showing them off for the camera. When his thumbs stroked her nipples, Dana's moan was real and loud enough to elicit a smile from Sylvia accompanied by a thumb's up from Matthew.
Todd's lips were back on her neck, and Dana reached behind her with her right hand, grabbing his cock through his shorts.
"Damn," she moaned at both the feeling of his cock, and the way he was now rolling her nipples between his fingers.
Her free hand ran along his arm, squeezing his impressive bicep, then his thick well-muscled forearm. She gripped his hand as he played with her breast and worked her hips in tight circles. The motion wasn't just for show, but the fact she was heating up, and even Tim, now lying on the bed, shooting her breasts from below, had no effect on her.
No, that wasn't true, it was adding to her rising excitement. Todd's right hand left her breast and as he slid it down her stomach, she replaced it with hers, now fondling her breast, her finger stroking her aching nipple.
"She's well passed warmed up now." Sylvia commented. "I think we're seeing a natural here people."
Dana let her head fall back against Todd, letting his continued to work her neck as his fingers teased along the edge of her thong. This time she didn't tense as when he slipped his hand into it.
"Oh, fuck!" She exclaimed when his fingers slid over her throbbing clit, and that earned her another smile from Sylvia.
"She wet, Todd?"
"Damn straight she is!" Todd replied as his fingers slid through her moist lips.
He rubbed them several times before sliding back to her clit and this time when he touched it, Dana grabbed his wrist and held his hand there.
"Oh, fuck, yeah," she purred, working her hips into his fingers which were now moving in slow circles on her aching clit.
"I'm going to lay you back, okay?" Todd spoke in her ear.
"You can do whatever you want," Dana breathed through her parted lips as she continued to toy with her nipple.
"Oh, he will." Sylvia laughed. "Todd loves his work."
"Who wouldn't?" Todd slipped out from behind, her, and now kneeling next to her eased her back.
Dana unfolded her legs, stretching them out, and keeping them open as she lay on the bed. She would have laughed when Todd slipped a pillow under her head, but she was too busy moaning as he'd kept his hand between her legs while changing positions.
He knelt to her right and leaning over, sucked her nipple into his mouth.
"Yes," Dana groaned, "Oh yes!"
"Thong." He spoke quietly around her nipple.
Dana hooked her thumbs into her thong, she bent her legs, and drew her knees back, lifting her hips to ease it down. There was a moment of panic that she was about to expose her pussy for the internet porn world to see.
That moment vanished when she saw Tim slide down to the foot of the bed, and kneel on the floor, the camcorder on the bed, as he prepared to get the close-up of her pink slit. Todd helped that along by sliding his hand from between her legs, giving a clear view.
Dana pulled the thong down to her knees, before Todd leaned over and slipped it off, letting it join the pile of clothes on the bed. She kept her legs in that position, her eyes on the camera trained on her exposed pussy, and her lust at what the men watching would think was in full gear.
She lowered her legs, and Todd quickly slipped his fingers through her pussy, but this time he plunged two fingers inside it.
"Fuck!" She cried out as he wiggled them inside her while his thumb found her clit.
Todd remained on his knees, fingering her now sopping cunt while playing with her right nipple. Dana flinched when Tim, who moved so quickly and quietly, it was borderline unnerving, was now kneeling next to her, leaning over, and holding the camera over her face to get her expression as Todd fingered her.
His fingers were now knuckle deep and he was working his hand back and forth, shaking them roughly within her. It felt incredible, the sensation heightened by his thumb lightly working her clit.
Dana's hips were bucking, and she moaned even louder when Todd leaned over to suck her tit again. He reached over with his free hand, squeezing her other breast, and briefly stroking her nipple with his thumb.
Todd removed his fingers from her aching pussy, and she moaned in frustration, her hips still rocking, imploring him to put them back inside her. Instead, he swung over her, placing a leg between hers, and once again kissing her.
Dana slipped her arms around his shoulders, her hands roaming over his muscular back as they kissed. She slid herself down the bed a few inches, until her pussy came into contact with his knee, and ground her hips.
She wasn't sure if the camera would catch that, but at this point, Dana wasn't just putting on a show. She was horny as fuck, and wanted his fingers, or better yet his cock, in her cunt.
Dana placed her hands on his chest, sliding them down and marveling at how goddamn hard his stomach was. But that wasn't the hard flesh she was after. She reached his waist and grabbing his shorts fumbled to unsnap them.
Her fingers were still trembling enough to cause her difficulty undoing the tight button, but now it was as much from excitement as nerves.
"Not yet," he said as he lowered his head and nuzzled her neck so he could speak in her ear without the camera catching it. "Sylvia wants her women to be satisfied before the men get their turn."



To prove his words, Todd, slowly crawled backwards, kissing his way down her chest, and lingering between her breasts. In turn, he took each of her nipples in his mouth, sucking, then making a show of tonguing them.
Tim hovered just out of range of the main camera, filming Todd's slow teasing journey down the length of her body. Dana put her hands on his shoulders, urging him to get between her legs sooner.
Todd took his time, kissing and licking her stomach as Dana squirmed on the bed, and struggled not to tell him to stop playing, and lick her damn pussy. He teased his tongue through the dark hair just over her slit, then turned his head and kissed her inner thigh.
He kissed the other as his fingers slid through her lips, then blew lightly on her aching clit. Her hips jerked, and she released an impatient whimper that she was sure the sensitive mic above the bed would pick up, and Sylvia would be thrilled with.
Todd settled down, stretching his legs out behind him, and fondling her thighs, giving them a squeeze as if to show off they were a bit on the softer side. He spread her wet lips with his thumbs, and when his tongue made contact with her clit, Dana gasped;
"Yes!"
Todd flicked his tongue across her swollen flesh several times before swirling it side to side and working down through the folds of her pussy. When he plunged his tongue inside her, Dana moaned, her hips moving and her red nails digging into his shoulders.
Her head jerked to the side, when she felt the bed shift behind her, and was startled to see Tim kneeling behind her head, to zoom in on Todd's face between her legs.
"We can edit that," someone called out. "Keep rolling."
Dana shifted her gaze back to Todd, who was moving his head, slowly sliding his rigid tongue in and out of her. She felt a twinge of nerves at having Tim being that close to her, which meant he'd be on top of her, when she would be sucking Todd's cock.
The last few minutes she'd been caught up in pure lust but was now enduring a return to reality at the thought of being naked and getting her pussy licked in a room full of people. Furthermore, the thought there would be men watching close ups of her pussy while Todd licked her.
The nerves must have shown, as Todd tapped her thigh lightly, getting her to look at him, and mouthed the word 'relax'. He then gave her clit a hard suck that made her gasp, and when he pushed two fingers inside her, the lust once again, rose to the surface, causing her to stop worrying, and get back to enjoying.
After all, she'd gone this far, why stop now? But she could stop and none of this would ever be seen. Five hundred dollars and on her way. In order to stop her mind from racing, Dana moved her hands from Todd's shoulders, and taking her nipples between her fingers, squeezed them.
She groaned as Todd worked his fingers while gently lapping at her clit, focused on the fact there was a hot young man between her thighs, and he was going to be there until she came. On film, with a live audience around her.
This time the thought sent her hips rocking and made her squeeze her nipples harder. Todd added a third finger, and she groaned as her pussy spread around them. Her groan turned into a surprised gasp when he curled his fingers inside her and wiggled them.
He straightened them, and as he alternately licked and sucked her clit, pumped his fingers into her. He wasn't being gentle, and Dana wasn't complaining as her hips found his rhythm, rising into his thrusting fingers.
She was so wet she could hear his fingers plunging into her, and when he buried them knuckle deep, and worked his hand side to side, she cried out in pleasure, and arched her back, pushing driving into them.
Todd's tongue played her clit like an erotically charged instrument, flicking up and down, then side to side, before tracing it in slow circles that gradually grew faster before slowing down again.
Sylvia hadn't been kidding about her videos being geared towards women in the sense of foreplay as Todd seemed to be in no hurry to get her off. Dana, on the other hand, was whimpering in frustration as she wiggled her hips and tugged hard on her nipples, straining to come.
The next time Todd thrust his fingers into her, he left them there and sucking hard on her clit curled them as he had before.
"Oh!" Dana yelped as he sucked rhythmically on her aching button while flexing his fingers inside her.
Dana straightened her legs along his sides, her toes curling and her entire body tensing. Todd was no longer teasing and was now going at her pussy with the enthusiasm of a starving man at a buffet. His lips smacked noisily into her moist flesh, and each time followed by an increasingly high-pitched yip from her.
"Oh...Oh, fuck!" She moaned, pulling and stretching her nipples to the point it bordered on painful. "Keep going, please keep going!" Dana shamelessly begged him.
Todd, continued sucking, but stopped moving his fingers for a few seconds. Dana began to whine in dismay, but when he suddenly curled them while surprising her by slipping a finger into her ass, her body exploded.
Right there, in front of a live audience, and being filmed, Dana came like an animal. Head back, mouth wide open and squealing like...a porn star. Todd continued to suck her clit while her holes contracted around his fingers and her hips ground into his face.
Dana pinched her nipples and emitted a low growl before her hips jerked and she released another long loud wail. She lifted her legs, wrapping them around Todd's shoulders, and crossing them at her ankles.
His face trapped between her now sweaty thighs, Todd was still all in, fingers pumping and tongue swirling. Dana was so overcome by the waves of pleasure crashing through her it didn't even faze here to see Tim standing up on the bed, the camera pointed straight down at her face.
It did, however, add even more to her already out of control passion at the idea of what she must look like. Eyes wide mouth open, sweaty, her dark hair fanned out on the bed. Over her loud yips and yelps, she heard clapping, and Sylvia call out; "Listen to her! That's so fucking hot!"
Dana's yelps turned into softer sighs and whimpers as the last of the orgasm flowed through her. Sensing her body relaxing, Todd slowed his licking and when she let her legs fall limply by his sides, he eased his fingers from her sopping pussy.
He held them up, letting the camera get a good look at how sticky they were, and with a smile went to put them in his mouth. It was his turn to release a sound of surprise, when Dana sat up, grabbed his wrist, and pulled his hand to her mouth.
Opening wide, she sucked all three fingers into her mouth. Her eyes rolled back at the taste of her own juices, and she moaned quietly around them. She eased them back and made a show of licking each fingertip.
"I think Dana's hungry, Todd," Sylvia teased. "Maybe you should give her something to eat?"
"I suppose I could do that." Todd winked at the camera and rose on his knees.
He slid down the bed, allowing Dana enough room to reverse their positions and slide down onto her stomach. Propped up on her elbows, she grabbed his shorts open shorts and rather than pull down his zipper, tore them open.
The zipper was forced down but accompanied by a tearing sound as the material ripped on one side.
"She is hungry," Sylvia laughed.
Dana grabbed his cock, and when she pulled it from his shorts, her eyes widened. Back in her wild days, she'd seen some sizeable cocks, and since she'd left Ben, some impressive ones. But what she now held in her hand, inches from her face, was a goddamn monster.
Longer than she'd ever had, and so thick her fingers could barely get around it. His swollen dripping tip was an angry purple, and when she squeezed, pre cum squirted from the tip.
"Her hair." Tim whispered behind her.
Todd brushed her hair from her face and kept his large hand on the back of her head, as she slowly licked her lips in anticipation of having this magnificent cock between them.
"I think I'm getting hungry." Sylvia sighed dramatically in the background. "Come on, Dana, let's see you love that cock."
Dana parted her lips, easing them over his sticky tip, and when she had his head in her mouth, sucked hard. Her mouth filled with precum, and Todd's hand tightened in her hair, as she worked her lips slowly down his shaft.
He was so big! She was barely more than halfway down his shaft, and her mouth was completely stuffed with his hard flesh. She opened wider and managed a couple more inches before she stopped, and slowly shook her head back and forth.
Todd groaned as she swirled her tongue around his shaft, and worked his sensitive head around her warm wet mouth. The bed shifted as Tim, who was surprisingly nimble, walked around on it so he was leaning over Todd's shoulder.
"Eyes up," he instructed.
Dana turned her eyes to the camera, and the idea of it catching the image of her with her mouth full of cock, sent a fresh wave of wet heat between her legs. Tim shifted the camera up slightly, and Dana knew he was getting a shot of her body stretched out on the bed.
Dana bent her legs and crossed her ankles, assuming the classic blow job position she'd seen in a lot of movies, and it wasn't lost on Sylvia who called out.
"Gorgeous! Damn, what a view!"
Dana added to it by spreading her legs open so the main camera could get a view of her glistening pink slit. She made a wet gagging sound as she forced more of his cock down her throat, while pulling his shorts down to expose his balls.
She cupped them in her hand, admiring how large and heavy they were, while sliding her mouth back up the length of his cock. When she reached the tip, she went back down, faster this time, then bobbed her head in a steady rhythm.
Dana's eyes stayed on the camera as she angled her head and was now able to take Todd's exceptionally long cock further into her mouth. She tickled his smooth balls with her nails and moaned softly as she blew him.
Her hips were pumping, grinding her pussy into the now wet sticky sheet beneath her as she imagined what he was going to feel like inside her. Dana took him even deeper, once again making a gagging sound, but still forcing more of him down her throat.
Her eyes watering and her face turning red, Dana opened her mouth as wide as she could and with a triumphant moan, got his full length into her mouth.
"Goddamn," Todd groaned as her lips wrapped around the base of his shaft.
Dana kept him there, getting used to him, then with a sloppy wet slurping sound, removed him from her mouth. Spit and pre cum dripped down her chin as she pushed his cock against his stomach and licked his balls.
"Oh, that's good," Todd encouraged her as she bathed his balls with her tongue, before sucking one of them into her mouth.
She grabbed his cock, pumping it as she worked his sac, sucking each of his balls in turn. Dana slid her tongue up the front of his shaft, and turning her head, rubbed him along her cheek, marveling at the fact his cock was close to the length of her entire face.
She pushed his head into her cheek, smearing it with pre-cum, then turned her head, getting that side of her face, sticky as well. Dana took a deep breath, and taking him back into her mouth went to town.
Todd groaned as she bobbed her head faster than before, each suck going a little further down then the last. Todd put his other hand in her hair, and lifting it, wrapped it into his fist. He held her head still, and pushed his hips, slowly easing himself further into her mouth.
"Face fuck?" he whispered.
Dana held her head still as a yes, and he rocked his hips, working his cock in and out of her mouth.
"Put your hands on my thighs," he instructed. "One tap to go harder, two and I'll stop."
He moved his hands so they were on the sides of her head, but still left a clear view of his cock invading her mouth as he moved his hips faster. Dana tapped once, and he began to fuck her mouth more forcefully.
Dana gurgled each time his cock hit the back of her throat but gave him another single tap. Todd slid his cock out and after slapping it on her face, then her protruding tongue, he plunged it deep into her mouth,
She gagged, and a fresh set of tears flowed down her cheeks as Todd fucked her mouth with the long hard strokes she yearned to feel in her cunt. She kept her watering eyes on him the entire time, and felt her face growing hotter from lust and exertion as he worked her mouth as roughly as he had her pussy when he'd fingered her.
Dana's feet kicked back and forth and sticky drool flowed down the side of her mouth as he continued his assault on her face. Todd thrust into her and this time, pushed deeper, forcing every inch of him down her willing throat.
When his balls hit her chin, he remained there and Dana didn't protest, instead, her hips worked harder and her aching nipples pressed into the sheet, as pre cum slid down her throat and she struggled not to gag on him.
Todd sat up, and keeping one hand in her hair, leaned over, and managed to slip his hand between her legs. She released a muffled squeal around his cock, when his fingers probed her pussy. He resumed thrusting into her mouth while he pushed two fingers into her, and her hips bucked in time with them.
Dana moved her head, now bobbing it in time with the less violent movement of his hips and forcing his cock harder into her mouth.
"Goddamn," Todd moaned. "This girl wants it!"
"Then give it to her." Sylvia's reply sent a thrill through Dana and she released his cock with another spray of pre cum laced drool.
Todd grabbed her shoulders and hauled her up to her knees, before he lay back on the bed. Dana eyed his glistening spit laced cock for a moment before swinging her leg over his, so she could straddle him.
Todd reached around, grabbing his cock and she whimpered when he rubbed his tip on her clit. She rocked her hips, trying to get him inside her, but he moved his cock, sliding his head through her lips several times.
When he guided it into her yearning pussy, she whimpered again, this time from the sensation of his huge head spreading her open. Todd grabbed her hips, and thrust his, driving the full length into her.
"Oh, my fucking god!" Dana squealed as he impaled her on his cock.
He was so big it was painful, but he remained still as she wiggled her hips, helping her pussy to spread around his girth and get accustomed to him.
"You start," Todd whispered up at her. "Slow as you need to."
Dana moved her hips in circles, then side to side, working his huge cock into her completely stuffed cunt. She moaned as she leaned over, bracing her hands on his chest as she now moved her hips slowly up and down.
She'd never felt so.... full! She moved her hips higher, sliding more of his length from her before coming back down on him. She went slow at first, until it was no longer uncomfortable, then faster.
Todd grabbed her tits, squeezing them and playing with her nipples as she rode him faster and with more confidence. He pushed her up, so she was siting straight up on him, and realizing that was for show, Dana gave them one.
She put her arms over her head, taking her hair with it and rocked back and forth on his lap, riding him much slower and more sensually. She put her hands over his as he played with her tits, and let her head fall back so her hair cascaded down her sweat slicked back.
"That's modeling experience right there," Sylvia applauded. "Dana knows what she's got and just how to show it to us!"
Dana barely heard her as her attention was on Todd's strong hands on her tits, and his amazing cock filling her cunt. She dropped back down so she was over him, and moaned when he guided her nipple to his lips.
He grabbed her hips, and she squealed when with no warning he bucked his, fucking her hard. He put his arms around her, and pulling her down against him spoke next to her head.
"Same deal, I go too hard, tap twice. Just remember, they want to see you really get fucked."
"Good," she breathed in his ear. "Because I really want to get fucked." She paused for a moment before adding. "Just take me, as hard as you want, anyway you want."
"You're sure?"
"Baby," she purred. "You feel how wet I am? If it weren't for the cameras, this would just be a Friday night fuck for me."
"I hope you stick around," he playfully nipped her ear. "I want to work with you again."
"Then work me now."
"Yes, ma'am." He chuckled then wrapping his arms mor tightly around her, pinned her to his chest and tore into her.
Dana howled in his ear as he put his feet flat on the bed and showed off his impressive strength by lifting himself high enough to really drive his hips into her. She yelped repeatedly as he pounded her with a force that had her gushing around his cock.
His hands slid down her back, and grabbing the cheeks of her ass, he spread them apart. She knew Tim was back behind them, getting a close up of her pussy being plundered, and her rosebud exposed for everyone to see.
That got her even hotter as the exhibitionist in her had found the ultimate way to show herself off. She let her weight go, her fingers digging into Todd's shoulders as he fucked her full speed for a while, causing her to notice his amazing control, after the way she sucked him, and him fucking her like this his breathing was still steady and his body relaxed.
Every other guy she'd been with would have blown his load already. But what did she expect? He was a damn pro.
And now so was she.
"Let's see some reverse cowboy." Sylvia suggested.
Todd stopped moving, and Dana got back to her knees, then unsure how to do it without being clumsy, carefully rose to her feet on the bed. She turned herself around and would have fallen when her foot found a soft spot in the otherwise firm mattress.
Tim caught her arm, steadying her enough to get her balance, and now standing over Todd, his legs between hers, she lowered herself into a squatting position. Todd held his cock as she slowly lowered her weight, this time easing down on him.
She put her hands on his thighs and using her legs raised and lowered herself onto him. Todd grabbed her ass, fondling it as she bounced on his incredible cock. Tim was back in front filming his thick shaft spreading her pink lips each time she thrust downward.
She yelped when Todd slipped his arms around her waist and pulled her backwards. He'd sat up against the headboard and when her back hit his chest, he held her tight and fucked her as hard as he had before.
"Put your feet on my thighs." He said into the back of her neck.
With her weight against him it was easy to lift each of her legs and brace her feet on his thick thighs. He slipped his hands between her legs, resting them on her thighs as she spread them open for a clear view of his cock entering her.
"Yes!" Dana cried when his right hand went between her legs and his fingers found her clit. "Oh, fuck!"
He rubbed her once again swollen clit in hard fast circles while he fucked her relentlessly. Dana was reduced to making sharp yipping sounds in between high-pitched moans as he rubbed her pussy as hard as he was fucking her.
"Oh god!" she called out as she could already feel her body tensing even though she'd only come a few minutes ago.
Even back in her wildest days, Dana couldn't remember being this aroused. That arousal increased when she could now see Tim kneeling on the floor at the foot of the bed filming Todd's cock and fingers working over her excited cunt.
"Oh! Oh!" Dana called out several times in succession before she went over the edge, erupting into her second orgasm of the shoot.
Todd had her pinned to his chest, and she couldn't move hips. She squirmed and writhed against him as her pussy contracted around his thick shaft and she alternately squealed and whimpered from her climax which seemed even stronger than the first one.



Todd kept fucking her convulsing pussy as her fingers went to her nipples, pinching them and adding to the already powerful contractions of her climax. The moment Dana went limp, Todd shoved her in the back, sending her onto her stomach on the bed.
Before she could react, his hands were on her hips, and with a wrench of his shoulders, he'd turned her onto her back. Todd grabbed her ankles, lifted her legs, and drove into her with one smooth thrust.
There was no asking. This time Todd did just as she asked and took her. Her eyes rolled back, and her mouth remained open in a permanent O as he mercilessly fucked her still quivering pussy. Todd closed her legs and wrapping his arm around her thighs and leaned forward. Dana was now staring at her feet over her face as he drove down even deeper into her.
She yelped and moaned, unable to do anything but lie there as he gave her the hardest fucking of her life. He shifted her legs so her feet were on his shoulders, and leaned further. Her ass was off the bed and she was bending like a pretzel as he grabbed her tits and roughly squeezed them while fucking her.
"Fuck, fuck!" Dana cried out and slipping her arms around her legs, held them back for him as he ripped into her delighted cunt.
Todd was sweating and for the first time breathing heavy from exertion. The muscles in his arms and chest stood out as he ravaged her helpless pussy, and Dana was loving every minute of it. Tim was moving around the bed, getting shots of just her face, then her pussy being invaded as well as Todd's body and him fondling her tits.
Todd turned his head, and cocked it towards Sylvia, giving her some type of signal. Sylvia made a rolling gesture with her hand, and Todd withdrew from her. Once again he took Dana by the hips, and tossing her like a ragdoll, flipped her back over on her stomach.
He pulled her up and back so she was on her knees, her ass in the air, and slammed into her.
"Fuck that's deep!" Dana howled as Todd spreads her ass and hammered her from behind.
Tim was now kneeling a foot from Dana's face so she was moaning and yipping directly into the camera. Strands of her hair were plastered to her sweaty face and she knew her eyes were wide, bulging, and bright with lust, her mouth open and face beet red.
"Yes!" She hissed into the camera. "Give it to me! Work that sloppy fucking cunt!" She sucked on her lower lip before she added. "Show my loser ex husband how a real man fucks!"
She had no idea where that comment came from, but it sent such a thrill through her, she kept going.
"Fuck his wife! Take me the way he never could! Show him he was right that this is what I'm good at! Fucking young cock and this time all his friends are going to see it! They're going to see how fucking hot I am and hear me saying how he could never handle me!"
"I love it!" Sylvia yelled. "Show him. Dana! Show him what he'll never have again, but a lot of other men will."
"A lot of men!" Dana breathed in between her groans as behind her Todd was fucking her like a goddamn machine. "Fucking and sucking them! Taking their cocks and getting covered in their cum!"
She lowered her head to the sheet, panting and whining as Todd somehow found another gear and was fucking her so hard it was impossible to talk and was beginning to be painful. But she pushed backwards nonetheless, sending her pussy into his driving cock.
Todd gave her ass a slap that made her pussy contract around him, then hit the other side. He grabbed her hair and yanked her head back, forcing her to push up so she was on her hands and knees.
Tim was still training the camera on her face as she moaned continuously with an occasional "Oh, god!" mixed in.
Todd suddenly pulled out of her, and Sylvia, who had come around to stand behind Tim pointed to her mouth. Dana had barely registered the gesture, when Todd, grabbed her right hip and shoved.
Dana rolled over onto her back, to see Todd, holding his cock in a death grip and rising up to his feet. He stepped over her and lowering himself down so he was straddling her chest, pointed his cock at her face.
"Open wide and offer the tits." Sylvia said behind her.
Dana grabbed her breasts, pressing them together. She lifted her head from the mattress and opening wide, wagged her tongue at him. Todd released his cock and Dana flinched when a thick spurt of cum squirted past her mouth and into her hair and all over her forehead and between her eyes.
The second spurt went directly into her mouth, as did the second, splashing on her tongue. He leaned closer and moved his still squirting cock to get some on her cheek, then eased back, letting the rest of his huge load spray onto her tits, getting a couple of long white lines on either one before the rest oozed onto her chest between her tits.
Dana grabbed his cock, and tugged him toward her, lifting her head higher, she took him into her mouth, staring up at him, and Tim, who was now behind him. She sucked him hard and fast, getting a few more drops from him and swirling the cum in her mouth around his cock.
Todd moaned and gasped as she held his sensitive head in her sloppy mouth while jerking his cock and working his balls with her other hand, completely draining them. When Todd, groaned 'stop' she parted her lips and he eased his head from her mouth.
As Todd back away, Dana sat up and held up her tits. She lowered her head, opened her mouth, and let the cum drool from her mouth. It spilled onto her chin, then onto each of her tits and in between them, sliding down her stomach.
"Goddamn, that was fucking epic!" Sylvia called out loudly, then whispered behind her. "Stay just like that."
Sylvia sat on the bed beside her, a microphone, which Dana was sure was just for show, in her hand.
"Tell you what, girl, after that, I'm ready to go fuck my man and I bet every guy or woman who sees this is going to be coming damn hard and to and over you!"
She paused and asked.
"So, how do you feel?"
Dana stared into the camera, aware of the cum sliding down her cheeks and chin.
"That was...wow."
"Wow, says it all, right Todd?"
"She's a natural," Todd said. "Like I said, I love my job."
"That's a lot of love on Dana's face!" Sylvia paused after the joke, before continuing. "What do you think, Dana? Will you be coming back for more?"
"Hell yeah!" Dana smiled through her cum coated lips. "When can we do it again?"
"I love it! As soon as you want, we're ready when you are."
Running her tongue over her lips and slurping cum back into her mouth, her smile turned wicked.
"I want two next time."
"And two you'll get!" Sylvia turned to smile at the camera. "Looks like we're going to be seeing a lot more of this hot milf and I bet it still won't be enough to satisfy the viewers, because you were incredible today."
She pointed the microphone at her. "I asked you before the shoot to think of a stage name if you wanted to do more. Care to officially introduce yourself to our viewers?"
Staring into the camera, Dana hesitated for a few seconds. Her parents were gone, she had no other family she knew of and no kids to worry about, just a couple of friends, one of whom had put her up to this.
An image of Ben and that smug look on his face entered her mind. That look and how long she'd put up with it. Thought of his precious career and how important his reputation was, not just with clients, but his equally full of themselves overgrown frat boy friends.
"My name," she paused to wipe some cum from between her eyes and lick it from her finger. "Is Dana Darling, and I'm the next milf porn star."
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Chapter One
"Where the hell is he?" Lisa lowered her cellphone when it went to Rick's voicemail for the third time in twenty minutes.
She looked at phone for the tenth time in the same period. It was 8:15 and their company was coming at nine. Rick's commute was close to an hour, and he'd promised to be out of the office by no later than six.
The last she'd heard from him was 6:15 and he said he was wrapping something up and would be on the road soon. Of all days to get stuck at the office. He should have done what Lisa had, leave at noon, and take the rest of the day off so they'd be relaxed and well rested for their yearly tradition.
The doorbell rang and Lisa checked the ring doorbell app she had open on the phone. Please don't let her be early. No, just three trick or treaters. Lisa walked to the door, grabbing the basket of candy from the small table next to it.
"Oh, look how cute you guys are!" Lisa beamed as she was confronted with three young children dressed as different colored M&M's, their arms, and legs, protruding from the big round circle that comprised the costume.
"Trick or Treat!" they cried out in unison.
"Well, I can't give you M&M's that would be kind of creepy, wouldn't it?"
They all giggled and held up their bags while Lisa dropped a full sized Hershey bar in each.
"You guys stay close to mom and dad," Lisa waved to their parents who were waiting down the walkway. "Lot of ghosts and scary things out tonight!" They all yelled thank you and she laughed at the way they awkwardly waddled back to their parents.
Lisa remained in the doorway watching for any other kids that might be heading over. The few small groups across the street had already been to her, and there weren't any on her side now.
She went to close the door, then stopped when a car pulled up to the left of their driveway. The car door opened, and a tall blonde stepped out. Lisa watched her reach into the car and remove, then don, a pointy witch's hat.
When she walked around the car, Lisa's breath caught. The girl's costume consisted of a knee high fuck me boots with a pair of black and white striped thigh high stockings protruding from them.
Her tattered black dress barely went past her ass, and even from her vantage point, Lisa could make out the tops of the girl's large breasts in the low cut costume. It was hard to see her face with the brim of the hat obscuring part of it, but when she stepped under the streetlight, she appeared to be no more than twenty.
It was her, it had to be, Lisa's heart raced in excitement and beneath her silly Halloween t-shirt that featured Snoopy with fangs and a Dracula cape carrying a bag of candy, her nipples stiffened.
The trick was early, and Rick was late. She might just have to start without him, as the M&M's forgotten, Lisa was thinking about something else that would melt in her mouth.
She thought about closing the door and trying to rapidly ditch the shirt and baggy black pajama pants that featured dancing skeletons on them and answer the door in the outfit she'd planned on.
But the girl was now in front of the house and had glanced her way. Lisa remained in the doorway, her eyes bouncing from the girls' tits to her long legs, especially her creamy upper thighs visible between the hem of the dress and the silly Wizard of Oz style witch stockings.
She reached the walkway but kept going, her absurdly high heels clicking on the sidewalk. Lisa stepped out of the doorway and was going to call to her, when the girl suddenly waved and yelled "Happy Halloween!"
Two other girls, dressed in equally trashy costumes came running over from the house two doors down and the three of them hugged, then headed back to the other house, laughing, and chatting excitedly.
Lisa had forgotten the Norman's were away on business, and their 20 year old son and 18 year old daughter were home alone, and apparently throwing a Halloween party. Lisa sighed, and went back into the house, wondering how they possibly thought none of the neighbors would tell the Norman's they had a house full of young, and most likely drunk and high kids partying?
All she knew is she wouldn't say anything, nothing wrong with a little fun, after all, look how her and Rick celebrated the holiday.
A trick for their treat, as he always said.
She put the candy back on the table, then pulled her cell from her pocket when Rick's ring tone, Billie Eilish's "Bad Guy" came up.
"Where are you?" she demanded.
"I know, I know!" he replied. "Client needed some last minute revisions done on a contract, didn't get out until after 7."
"I've been calling."
"I was talking Jennifer through the list of people she needed to send it to, then to get Ross to sign and notarize it. If I stayed to do that I'd be another hour."
"I'd have started without you, you know that, right?"
"Hey, worse things than walking in on two hot women going at it on the couch."
"It would serve you right, but you know I want you there. I love undressing them together."
"Perv," he laughed.
"Your perv, baby."
"I'm offended by that comment."
"Rick, not a man in the world would be offended by his wife wanting to bring a girl into the bedroom for some extra fun."
"Your fun, you're the one who craves pussy from time to time."
"Oh, so when you get to fuck them, that's for me too?"
"Strictly for you, I take it for the team," he laughed. "Or she takes it from the team, one of the other."
"Who am I kidding," she sighed. "It is for me; I love watching you fuck those luscious young things. Those tight bodies, firm titties, and tight cunts."
"Sounds like you're getting ready to start now."
"I've been ready all day, baby," she giggled. "I woke you up sucking your cock, didn't I?"
"Best wife ever!" he laughed.
"How far out are you?"
"I'll be there in fifteen, should have time to change, I need to get out of this suit."
"Aw, you don't want tonight's playmate to help? Maybe wear your tie?"
"I had a chili dog for lunch and wore some of it."
"You're bringing sexy back for sure," Lisa shook her head. "Then break some laws and get your ass home."
"Working on it."
"You confirmed with the agency, right? She's coming at 9?"
"Yes."
"You stressed younger the better?"
"I told them barely legal is the preference."
"Did..."
"I did it, Lisa. Age, dressed seasonal, needs to be into men and women and I paid for a three hour block, she's ours until the witching hour."
"How much?"
"They get $150 an hour. Her price, for her," he cleared his throat. "Time and company is a grand."
"Ouch," wasn't last year less?"
"No, last year the girl asked for $1200. They charge more for couples, remember?"
"Oh," she shrugged even though he couldn't see it. "I got it mixed up."
"Now, if you want to go back to the first time we did this ten years ago, I wouldn't mind those prices." he gave a mock sigh, "Inflation."
"That's right its our tenth year of giving ourselves a naughty little trick for a treat."
"Some couples celebrate weddings and first dates; we celebrate the anniversary of the Halloween we decided it would be fun to have a private party with only one guest."
"A young succulent one."
"The kids dying down? Be a pisser if the damn bell keeps ringing once she's here."
"Yeah, usual pattern, it's been a trickle since 8, most younger kids are home before nine, once she's here we'll shut the lights off, and start the party."
"Sounds good, crap! Jennifer is on the other line, see you in a few."
The doorbell rang and Lisa passed out candy to a group of teenagers that were a little too old to be out there, but as they left, another look up and down the street showed very few kids still milling about.
She glanced to her left at the sound of laughing and saw some more kids were arriving at the Normans. She eyed a tall redhead dressed as a slutty nurse and another girl as a French maid.
Lisa sucked on her lower lip, her nipples once more at attention as she imagined getting her hands, and mouth, on them. Hearing their delicious little whimpers and squeals as she showed them how a woman can eat their pussy far better than their boyfriends.
"Down girl," Lisa chided herself and slipped back into the house.
It was quarter to nine. Lisa wasn't sure who was going to win the race over, Rick or the main event, but she knew she was done with trick or treaters for the night. She still left the light on for their impending guest but wasn't going to answer the door for anyone else.
Rick would come in the back, so if it wasn't a hot young woman on her doorbell camera, they were out of luck. Lisa put the basket of candy on the coffee table then went over to the cherry wood credenza along the wall that was covered with photos of her and Rick along with their nieces and nephews and other family members
"Don't look guys," she told the smiling faces staring out from their frames. Lisa opened the top drawer and removed an envelope, counting out ten hundred dollar bills.
There was another five in there as they always liked to have some cash on hand in case of an emergency, or in this case, even though this was already an $1800 night, they'd happily throw their playmate a tip if she were that good.
Lisa looked around the room to make sure all the blinds were down, then stripped off her shirt.
Time to get some candy for herself. Young, hot, sticky sweet candy.
Chapter Two
"Made it!" Rick exclaimed as he came bursting out of the kitchen, causing Lisa to jump and almost drop the lighter in her hand.
"You got five minutes," she called out as she finished lighting the last of the half dozen candles she'd placed around the bedroom.
The candles threw enough warm light to be able to give a good view of all the action, but keep the corners of the room in darkness, and the flickering shadows they cast on the ceiling and wall was an effect both romantic, and sexy.
Romance wasn't in the air, but the room would be smelling of sex, very shortly.
"Damn, look at this," Rick entered the bedroom, his tie already hanging around his neck and unbuttoning his badly stained white shirt.
"I know, they're a great touch, really makes all that soft smooth skin glow."
"I was talking about you," he put his arms around her and planted a deep kiss on her lips.
"Hmm," she sighed as she returned the kiss, parting her lips and slipping her tongue into his mouth.
He got her hands between them, finishing his buttons as their tongues probed each other's mouths. She pulled his shirt open and slid his hands along his thick hairy chest, then teased her long nails down and cross his hard flat stomach.
His hands found her breasts, fondling them through the silky material of her short orange robe, and matching bra. His fingers played across them until he found her nipples and gave them a light pinch.
Lisa groaned into their kiss, her hands now on his belt, deftly undoing it, then popping open his slacks and yanking his zipper down. Rick's mouth left hers and nuzzling into her hair, his lips found her neck.
"That's the spot," Lisa purred, letting her head fall to the right, giving him better access to her soft flesh.
He groped her breasts harder, and her hand dipped into his boxers, her slender fingers slipping around his thick hard cock. She pumped him and he moaned into her neck, as he licked and gently sucked on her.
Lisa stepped back and sat on the edge of their king sized bed and yanked his slacks and boxers down. His cock, his beautiful long thick, and even after 20 years together, always hard for her, cock.
She licked her lips, then kissed his already oozing tip. She opened wide, then gasped, "Hey!" when he caught the sides of her face in his hands and stopped her.
"She's going to be here any minute!" he told her. "Get out there while I take a speed shower and change."
"But," she blinked, Jesus, she'd been so horny all day she'd literally lost control of herself. "Just a taste?"
"Nope," he stepped back from her. "She gets first taste, that's our rule."
"Killjoy," she pouted him through her full sensual lips which were currently sporting black lipstick on the top, while her lower lip was coated in bright orange. "She tastes me first too then."
"That's..."
"And I taste her first!" she gave her head a defiant toss sending her long blonde hair flying behind her.
"Yes ma'am, now get out there so she doesn't ring the bell, think she got stiffed and leaves."
"Oh, she's going to get stiffed tonight," she gave his twitching cock a playful slap. "As many times as we can suck it hard."
"I accept the challenge!" he laughed, slipping his shirt off, then pushing his pants down and stepping out of them.
"Rick, just looking at you still makes me wet; you know that?"
"Born romantic you are," he laughed, then pointed to the door. "Man your post, before you lose out on our candy."
"Yes sir!" she gave him a mock salute, but her eyes remained on him as she left the room.
Rick, a former safety in college who if not for a bad knee injury may have had a shot to be drafted, was still a physical specimen at 40. 6'2" and 210lbs of solid muscle. His shoulders and chest were broad, but tapered down to a narrow waist, maintaining the triangular build he'd had as an athlete.
He wasn't jacked as the expression went, when he worked out it was to maintain strength and tone, not add mass, but his biceps stood out even when he didn't flex, and his forearms were thickly muscled.
His stomach still had the vestiges of the perfect six pack he'd managed to hold onto most of his life but had begun to slip over the last year. But it was still flat, hard, and impressive.
Not as impressive as Lisa's favorite of his physical attributes, his amazing cock. Once back in college when they'd first started having sex, she'd been drunk and high and decided to measure it.
He'd come in at just under nine inches and his girth matched his length. Lisa had always enjoyed sex, starting with her first time, ironically on the night of her sweet sixteen party, proving she was anything but.
She'd had sex with several boys in high school and that many just in her first year at PC. When she'd met Rick in their sophomore year, she'd had plenty of experience, but the first few times they had sex he had to go slow because if he didn't, between his length and how thick he was, it was more painful than enjoyable.
Even giving him head wasn't easy at first, but Lisa knew practice made perfect and in no time she was deep throating him and taking his cock deep and hard doggy style and any other way they could come up with.
One of the many hot things they enjoyed about the occasions they treated themselves with a hot young thing, was the delightful little squeal and the high pitched yelps when Rick fucked them.
That wasn't always the case with the escorts, some of them, even by their early twenties, had taken enough cock they were used to pretty much anything, which was why when Rick contacted the agencies he specifically asked for whoever they felt had the least experience.
Before she left the room, she gave Rick a smile and a wink, and took a second to admire him from the neck up. His thick black hair had gone salt and pepper a couple of years ago, but it was a good look on him.
That extended to his short neatly trimmed beard as well, and again, she liked the effect. He was a sexy man getting older and embracing it. His stunning ice blue eyes accompanied by his strong jaw and rugged features, earned him his nickname of "GQ" at his law firm where after 12 years he'd finally made senior partner.
Lisa reluctantly left the room, but not before she watched him walk into the bathroom, taking in his wide powerful back and firm ass. She was a blessed woman, and about to feel even more blessed.
She wandered back into the living room to see it was five of, she was cutting it close by getting carried away in there. Lisa removed her phone from her robe pocket, and pursed her lips in thought, the agency had the number of the phone Rick only used for occasions like this, not hers, if the girl was going to be late she wouldn't know.
Rick would be out in a few minutes, so if she were late, it would work out. Lisa went over to the bar and leaning over plucked a bottle of Captain Morgan Parrot Bay Rum from behind it.
She poured some in a shot glass, knocking the smooth coconut flavored rum back, then poured some in a larger glass and mixed pineapple juice into it from the bottle she'd brought from the kitchen earlier.
She sipped at the sweet drink and took in her reflection in the mirrored back of the bar. For the occasion, Lisa's long straight honey blonde hair which fell to her mid back had been pulled into pig tails, and she'd added some spray color, streaking the right with black, the left orange.
She had curled some of the front, enough to give her a pair of banana curls that framed her face and were the opposite color of the pig tail on that side. Her eye shadow was orange on top, the lower half black and her eye lashes heavily caked with black mascara.
Same for her normally fair cheeks, where she normally used just enough blush to highlight her high cheek bones, but tonight applied it far more liberally. Her lips sporting the dual Halloween colors further called attention to how large and sensual they already were.
Lisa wasn't vain, but knew her and Rick made a beautiful couple, and not just from the neck up, in her case either. At 5'9 her legs were long, strong, and perfectly shaped. Her build was slender and athletic, with a thin waist and just enough hips to give her a good figure, her ass was as firm and tight as her legs, but her breasts didn't match the rest of her, and neither Rick or any other man, or woman, had ever complained.
Lisa's breasts were a full D which would have been prominent on any woman but looked even bigger on her in proportion to the rest of her slender athletic build. The hazard of big round natural breasts was gravity, but to her relief, although they weren't quite the things of wonder they were at 20, they were still holding up well.
When she noticed the slight sag, Lisa took to keeping her bra on for occasions like this or extra sexy nights with Rick when they went away, and she wore new lingerie, and they had all night to play.
She would just pop 'the girls' out of the cups and let the bra help hold them up. Lisa often thought she was glad she'd managed to keep her legs and ass firm with yoga and running, kind of hard to hide a sagging ass, at least with your pants or skirt off.
Lisa walked away from the bar sipping the drink and admiring her long nails which were alternately painted orange and black. She was barefoot, and her toes matched. As did her outfit which was a lingerie set she'd bought just for tonight.
The black lace trimmed orange robe barely went past her ass to where if she bent over she'd be flashing her black string thong with a patch of orange lace covering her pink slit.
The back of the thong was only a black string between her cheeks and topped with a cute pumpkin bow. The matching bra, so skimpy more than half her breasts were visible, and a bounce from falling out, was black with orange laced cups.
She'd tied it loosely so plenty of her large breasts could be seen between the black trim. Lisa's look and ensemble screamed Halloween, and soon she'd be screaming whatever the name of their playdate was.



The doorbell rang, and she chugged the rest of her drink before moved slowly to the door, checking the phone to make sure it wasn't trick or treaters.
"Oh, look at you," she purred as she took in the vision on her doorstep.
A tall brunette in a sexy devil costume, complete with a pitchfork in one hand, and a plastic pumpkin dangling from the other.
"Rick!" she called out. "She's here, hurry up!"
He didn't respond, probably couldn't hear her from two rooms away and the shower running. Oh, well, he was going to miss sharing her first full look at tonight's delicious treat.
Lisa went to the door, her heart racing with excitement and anticipation of the amazing time they were going to have. She opened the door and laughed when the girl lifted the pumpkin and chirped, "Trick or Treat!"
She certainly was a treat in every sense of the word. Her costume consisted of a one piece short red dress belted tightly in the middle. The top featured a V-neck which plunged down between her breasts, which were on the smaller side, but propped up nicely from not just the tight dress, but the black bra Lisa could see the edges of.
Her long legs ended in a pair of black open toed fuck me heels and were encased in red thigh high fishnets, and despite being on the slender side, had a nice shape to them. The fish nets ended a few inches from the tattered strips that made up the hem of her dress, leaving a few inches of her well-toned thighs visible.
The girl's long, raven black hair had been pulled over her shoulders, so it hung alongside her breasts, framing the visible flesh of her chest. No doubt done deliberately, and it was an effective and sexy touch, her ebony hair a hot contrast to both the bright red dress and her fair complexion. A red headband with horns sat atop her head, completing her naughty devil outfit.
Thank God for an unseasonably warm night so the little minx didn't have to cover up an inch of her perfection with a jacket. As hot as her body was, her face was just as exciting. Like Lisa, her red eyeshadow and mascara were garishly applied and her cheeks heavily rouged.
Her lips, as full and sensual as her own, were painted blood red, but trimmed with black lip liner. The overall look leant her an intense and dissolute look, but Lisa's practiced eye could see the soft features beneath the whorish make-up.
Beneath the eye shadow, her brown eyes were wide and innocent, doe eyes, but Lisa imagined they could smolder under the right circumstances. Her face was slightly round, especially her cheeks, the last vestiges of a baby face.
Because of her youthful features her full lips, which on an older woman would be described as sensual, gave her more of a petulant bratty look. Overall, her face was caught between a teenager and a mature woman, a look that drove Lisa wild.
She wasn't just young, she looked barely legal as the saying went; exactly what her and Rick always looked for but could rarely find. A girl old enough to legally fuck and willing to do it for money wasn't easy to find.
Lisa's face flushed and a similar heat grew between her legs at the image of those lips pressed into a precious little pout as she looked up at her with those big doe eyes. Or better yet, around Rick's cock, whimpering as Lisa fed it to her.
"Trick or Treat?" The girl repeated, and Lisa realized she'd been standing there gawking.
She recovered from her lust addled daydreaming and went along with the game. "Are you looking for some candy, little girl?" she teased.
"Well, um," she lifted the pumpkin again, and Lisa noticed it was close to full. "It is Halloween."
"You even brought candy, what a nice touch!" Lisa beamed at her. "But there's only one thing I'm looking to unwrap, my sexy little devil." She ran her tongue over her lips, "Hmm, aren't you scrumptious looking."
"Thanks," the girl gave her an odd look, "You look good too, like a Halloween Harley Quinn."
"You like?" Lisa held up the pig tails. "They make great handles."
"I guess," she laughed, but it seemed forced, and Lisa's excitement grew; she was playing shy with her. "So, um, do you have any candy?"
"I sure do," Lisa stood to the side and pointed into the living room to the wicker basket. "You're the last trick I'm treating tonight," she winked at the joke, "So you can help yourself."
"Really? The girl flashed a big smile. "That's really nice of you, I can fill this thing, then go party!"
"That's sounds like a plan," Lisa moved to the side to let her by, "Come on in, I'm Lisa."
"Candy," the girl walked past her, and Lisa caught a whiff of her perfume which she recognized as Ariana Grande's Sweet like candy because Rick's teenage niece wore it.
"Like the perfume and the holiday?" Lisa joked as she closed the door behind her, then turned to admire the girl's small firm ass which was well displayed in the tight dress.
"No, for real," she reached the table and leaned over to rummage through the basket. "My name's Candace, so my nick name's candy, guess this is and Valentines are my holidays."
"Something tells me you'd be fun to unwrap any day of the year," Lisa sauntered around the table so she could get a look down Candy's dress and wasn't disappointed by the view of the inner halves of her smallish breasts in what looked like a black imitation leather bra.
Candy had been pulling out Tootsie rolls and snickers bars, and dropping them into her rapidly filling pumpkin, but paused at her remark. She looked as if she were going to reply, but instead continued picking through the basket, but more quickly.
Lisa took a moment to admire her long black nails, then a quick glance at her feet to see the toes beneath the red fishnets matched.
"I know all that candy is tempting, but I have something a whole lot sweeter for you," she emitted a naughty giggle. "Stickier too."
Candy grabbed a last handful of treats and put them in the now full pumpkin, then straightened. In the heels she was Lisa's height, and their eyes met for the first time. Lisa's bright with excitement, but Candy's eyes were wide in shock.
"Are you hitting on me?"
Oh, how precious! She was playing shy! Where was Rick? He was missing the start of the game!
"Damn straight I am," Lisa told her. "Baby girl, you are hot as fuck."
"Baby girl?" She looked away, and Lisa was impressed with the look of genuine embarrassment on her face. She swore there might even be a hint of a blush under the heavy make-up. "I...I'm flattered, but I'm not into girls."
"I'm no girl, honey," Lisa gave her a wicked smile, "I'm a cougar looking for a kitten," she released a perfect tiger's growl, rolling her tongue.
"Um, wow," The flustered look on Candy's face was worthy of an Oscar, this girl was amazing. "But I'm not looking for that, I'm just trick or treating." She lifted the full pumpkin. "Thank you for the candy, I'm..."
"Just trick or treating?" Lisa smirked. "At your age and that outfit?"
"I'm only 18," she shrugged, and Lisa caught the delectable way her firm tits jiggled, but that thrill paled in comparison to her words; was she really only 18? The agency had out done itself this time. "I'm going to a party after this."
"That you are," Lisa stepped towards her, but Candy took a nervous step back. "A private party."
"I told you when you said I could take what I wanted that meant I could go party sooner," she seemed seriously put off, one hand on the hip, and even her foot tapping. Was she working her way through a performing arts school? What the fuck was Rick doing?
"And just so you know," Oh my god, she even has the tone to go with the body language, Lisa thought. "I'm trick or treating for my little brother, he broke his leg and can't go, so I said I'd bring him home candy."
"What a good big sis," Lisa nodded, playing along, and stalling for Rick to come out. If she found out he took a call from work, she'd shut him off for a week after tonight.
"Could have just bought some though, no?"
"I haven't gone in a couple of years and thought this would be fun."
"I bet it would be fun walking around looking as luscious as you do," Lisa laughed. "Let me guess, the women gave you dirty looks, the guys gave you extra treats?"
"Pretty much. You're the first woman that's done it though," Candy told her. "I appreciate you letting me fill up, have a nice night."
She spun on her heeled foot, and Lisa caught her arm.
"Hey!" Candy pulled away from her. "What are you drunk, or something?"
"Okay, honey, I love that you're all in on role playing, but how about we start a new game? My husband will be coming out in..."
"Your husband?" Candy's face scrunched up. "You want to tag team me? Ewww, creepy old people!"
"I am not old!" Lisa snapped at her, then took a breath. "Sorry, I didn't mean to raise my voice, but I asked you to stop playing coy."
"I'm not playing anything," Candy had the indignant tone again. "Or with anyone, at least not here."
"Not here?"
"I'm off to a party and maybe I'll meet someone to hook up with, but one person, a guy my age, not my mom's."
"Still with the act?" Lisa sighed. "I'm sorry if I'm coming on too strong, you're young, maybe you're new to this. I have had a couple of drinks and I'm feeling fun and flirty."
"I'm not new to being perved on, its usually just not by a woman. I'm going now," she put her finger up in warning. "Don't grab me again, okay?"
"Here," Lisa reached down and picked up the envelope from the table. "This will make you less nervous. I should have already given it to you."
"What's that?" Candy eyed the envelope warily.
"Its for you, just take it. Consider it your best treat of the night." Lisa leaned over and dropped it into her pumpkin, then sat down on the couch. "Go ahead, you can make sure it's all there."
"Huh?" Candy pulled the envelope from the pumpkin and peered into it. "Holy shit."
"A thousand dollars, and if you're as good as you look, there might be a tip when we're done."
"Holy shit!" she repeated louder. "You think I'm a hooker?"
Lisa rolled her eyes. "I might have to forget the tip if you don't do as I ask and drop the games. That's the donation we agreed on with your agency."
"Donation?" she was still staring into the envelope.
""For your time," Lisa winked. "I mean that's all we're paying for, anything else that happens, just happens, right?"
"Nothing's happening!" Candy flipped the envelope back into the table. "I can't believe you think I'm a whore! Why? Because I'm dressed in a sexy costume?"
"Easier than to believe you were actually trick or treating like that, and for the last time, I'm going to nicely ask that we drop the oh, I don't do that, act and switch to playful." She patted the couch next to her. "Come to mama."
"Jesus! I'm not switching to anything because I'm not a fucking hooker! Can't believe you think..." she snapped her fingers. "You think I'm one because you're expecting one!"
"Duh."
"For you and your husband, that's..." she waved her hand. "Whatever, you do you and whoever else you want, I'm out of here."
"Oh, for fuck's sake!" Lisa rose from the couch. "Honey, if you don't think you can go through with it, fine go, but once I call the agency you won't be..."
"Lisa!" Rick spoke behind her, making her jump. "Let her go."
"Huh?" she turned around to see Rick clad in just a pair of black sweatpants behind her.
"She's not the girl."
"What?" Lisa's eyes went wide.
Rick lowered his voice to a whisper. "Agency called, that's why I took so long. The girl got rear ended a few hours ago, and just called them when she got out of the ER, hurt her back and neck."
"Oh, shit," Lisa felt her face flushing, and no longer from passion.
"They can't find anyone else short notice, guess we're not the only ones who like a trick as a treat. I tried two other places I found online and same thing. We're out of luck."
He stepped around Lisa.
"I apologize for this embarrassing situation, um...?"
"Candy."
"Seriously?" He started to laugh, then stopped when she wasn't smiling. "Again, apologies. My wife thought you were someone else, and honestly I can't really blame her, you showed up exactly when she was supposed to, and you look the part shall we say."
"Thanks," Candy shook her head. "Told you I wasn't a hooker."
"I'm sorry, far sorrier than Rick is because I made an absolute fool out of myself."
"It's okay, I guess," she shrugged. "Now you know I wasn't lying about trick or treating."
"Right, and that's a nice thing you're doing for your brother. I hope you have a great time at the party."
"Thanks," Candy surprised her with a smile. "Okay, now that this is sorted out, it is kind of funny."
"Funny for you maybe, you didn't act like a reject from desperate housewives."
"I don't think you're desperate," Candy wasn't looking at her as she spoke, instead she was eying Rick, like blatantly up and down eying him. "I think you're pretty lucky, your husband's damn fine."
"Why thank you!" Rick flashed his high wattage smile. "Seeing you said that I won't feel as creepy to tell you I'm even more disappointed about tonight after seeing you. I can see why Lisa was so excited. "You're a beautiful young woman."
"Yeah?" Candy's smile broadened. "You think so?"
"Not just beautiful, you're, what's the expression, sexy as fuck." He put his hand up. "I mean that in a harmless way but have to call it like I see it."
"You can call it whatever you want," Candy beamed.
"Hey, you called us a creepy couple and told me I was your mom's age!" Lisa complained. "Now you're all smiles."
"I think older guys are hot," Candy shrugged, and Lisa saw Rick catch the same jiggle she had.
"Do you now?" Rick winked at Lisa. "Tell me more."
"Daddy issues," Lisa folded her arms over her chest.
"Behave, babe," he chided her. "We're the ones who were rude to her," he chuckled. "Well, you were."
"She's pouting," Candy pointed to Lisa, "That's funny."
"I love a good pout," Rick admitted. "My wife has a good one, but they're better from a pretty young girl. I bet you have a good pout, especially with those big eyes."
"I do have a nice pout," Candy lowered her head and looked shyly at him. "Wanna see it?"
"I'd love to." Rick was standing to Lisa's right and slightly behind her, just enough to give her ass a quick tap, a signal to play along. "You going to show me, or you teasing?"
"I guess I could show you," Candy gave him a quick smile, then pushed her black coated lower lip into an adorable pout while looking up at him through her long lashes.
"Oh, that is nice," Rick said softly as Candy managed to make her lower lip tremble. "Very bratty, very sexy."
"You get whatever you want with that don't you?" Rick tapped Lisa again and she took the hint he wanted her to let him do the talking.
"I do."
"Just from your dad or, you know," Rick gave her a sly smile. "From the boys?"
"From everyone, but," she fixed her eyes directly on his, "Especially from older men."
"Right, you said you like older men, but we didn't get to hear why."
"They're not stupid like boys my age, they don't play games, they're not grabby, and I don't know, boys my age should be in shape, but an older guy who looks good? That's hot."
"For someone who's only 18, you know a lot about older guys," Lisa spoke up. She could feel Rick shooting her a look, but her question paid off.
"Just because I'm 18 doesn't mean I haven't fucked a couple of older men."
Lisa's nipples stiffened at her comment, and she felt her excitement returning. Since Rick had appeared, Candy's demeanor had completely changed. She was obviously flirting with him, but she'd also said she didn't like women. If they couldn't get her into both of them, it wouldn't happen.
"Something you didn't say about guys my age," Rick took over. "Is thing with boys your age, they're with a hot young woman like you and they think its always going to be that way.
"But for us? We know that's not always the case, so we appreciate a fine young body in a way they don't. We know we're lucky to be with them and we treat them a lot better because of it."
"I don't know," Candy nodded towards Lisa and her next words had her pussy flowing once more. "Your wife is pretty damn sexy, I think you made out okay."
"She is sexy," Rick put his arm around her and leaned in, giving her a quick kiss. "Lisa's still the most beautiful desirable woman I've ever seen."
"Aw, that's sweet!" Candy clapped her hand to the one still holding the pumpkin. "Tell you what, you guys are both lucky."
"We think so, that's why we do anything we can to make each other happy, but right now? I feel like I owe you something to make you happy."
He picked up the envelope and reached into it.
"Yeah?" Candy watched him; her eyes bright in anticipation.
"I think this can make up for our little case of mistaken identity." Rick handed her two hundred dollar bills. "Fair?"
"Thank you!" She took the money, folded it, and shoved it deep into the pumpkin.
"It was nice meeting you, Candy," Rick extended his hand. "You have fun at that party," he gave a mock sigh. "Too bad there will only be boys there though."
"Right, the party." Lisa saw her eyes were darting back and forth between the envelope in Rick's hand and Rick himself.
They moved from his face to linger on his muscular torso, then to Lisa's delight directly on his crotch. Lisa wasn't the only one excited, even in the loose fitting sweatpants, her husband's semi hard cock was prominently displayed.
She tried to slow her breathing and stay calm and gave credit to Rick who despite his own lust was still acting casual and conversational, his experience as an attorney paying off.
"You should be going, don't want to miss anymore fun." He put his hand up in an "Oh, well" gesture. "Our fun was ruined, yours doesn't have to be."
"I think you guys can have plenty of fun from the looks of it."
"We do, all year long," Lisa said, "I am a lucky woman, we still go at it like teenagers, but thing is? Once a year we give ourselves a little treat."
"Ten years now?" Rick asked casually.
Candy's eyes had been on Rick but shifted to Lisa and her heartbeat faster when she saw her dark eyes roam over her, starting at her bare feet, and ending at her breasts.
"Yeah, I think so."
"Can I ask you guys a question?"
"Sure," Rick answered then put his hand up. "Hey, you want a drink?"
"I'm only 18," Candy reminded them, but with a smile playing about her lips.
"Because you weren't going to drink at that party?" Lisa raised her eyebrows.
"Guilty," she giggled, a sound Lisa longed to hear in her ear or muffled from between her thighs.
"How's an appletini sound?" Lisa asked. "Its sweet, but does the job," she winked. "Kind of how I like my girls."
This time Candy wasn't put off by her remark and nodded. "Can I really have a drink?"
"Absolutely," Rick gestured to the recliner. "Have a seat."
"Thanks!" Candy sat down and put the pumpkin on the coffee table.
Lisa kept an eye on her as she went to the bar and watched her cross her long legs. She caught a flash of white thigh and black thong, and when she picked up the appletini mix, her fingers trembled on the bottle.
It could still happen.
Lisa ignored the small glasses and poured her a tall one and brought it over to her.
"Hear you go, sweetie," she leaned over, and felt her confidence grow when Candy looked down her robe as she took the drink.
She took a sip, then a long swallow as Lisa joined Rick on the couch across from Candy.
"Wow, this is good!"
"It is, the real ones are stronger, but I buy the mix," Rick admitted. "Too lazy to make drinks."
"He has better things to do," Lisa put her hand on his thigh, a few inches from his semi hard cock.



"You said you had a question?"
Candy paused to take several large swallows and Lisa's nipples ached when she watched her face flush while her already brighter eyes blinked rapidly.
"Damn," she breathed. "Question? Oh, yeah, I mean if you don't mind."
"We owe you, so you feel free to feel free." Rick encouraged her.
"And feel free to feel free with me," Lisa laughed. "That's the rest of the expression."
"I like it," Candy had now downed two thirds of the drink in less than a minute. "I guess I'm wondering why you do it?"
"The escorts?" Rick answered. "We like to have fun with a sexy young thing from time to time, but we're both professionals, don't want to be seen hitting on girls at clubs and aside from that? You have no idea what she'll be like or into, this way we get what we want."
"No, I meant more about Lisa," she pointed to her. "You're okay with him getting to have sex with another girl? A young one?"
"I love it."
"But its kind of not fair, or do you do this with young guys too?"
"You're not seeing it the right way," Lisa explained. "Rick gets to have sex with another woman, but I get to have sex with her too. We both enjoy her, and we love watching each other enjoy them."
"But you don't want a guy?"
"Nope, my husband keeps me plenty satisfied," she took a chance and put her hand on Rick's cock, lightly caressing it through the sweatpants. "But once in a while I crave cunt and he doesn't have one of those."
"That's dirty," she giggled and finished off the drink. "Whew, that went down easy."
"I go down easy too," Lisa told her. "On men and women."
"I like to go down," Candy nodded enthusiastically. "Only guys though." That pussy inspiring giggle again. "I like sucking dick."
"You have the perfect lips for it," Lisa agreed. "You give little pouts from down there too?"
"I do," she held out the glass. "Can I have another one?"
"I don't know, hon, you're driving right?"
"Oh, right," she frowned.
"But you know, if you want to hang out here for awhile you can have another one," Rick suggested. "That way you can wait until your head clears up."
"Or I can take you home in your car, and Rick will follow me in ours, get you home safe."
"I was wrong, you guys are mad cool!" Candy declared. "I'm sorry I said mean things to you, Lisa."
"I deserved them, I thought you were playing around, I should have known better." She quickly poured her another drink, this one with a third less, and brought it over. "Slow, okay?"
"Okay," she took it and promptly chugged half of it.
"Okay!" Rick laughed.
"If you're wondering," Lisa sat down close to Rick and casually draped her right leg over his, causing her robe to open and leave Candy staring at her tight thighs and the thin strip of orange between them.
"I've always been wild. I was kind of slutty in high school, worse my first year of college, in my sophomore year my roommate was into girls, and we got drunk and high one night, and she seduced me, and I loved it."
"I was going back and forth, boyfriend, then a girlfriend, had a couple threesomes mixed in."
"That's so hot!" Candy whispered, as she sipped more slowly at the drink. She was hot at this point as well, sweat visible on her forehead and she was breathing harder. Hopefully it wasn't all from the drink.
"I met Rick junior year and he kind of made an honest woman out of me. Something about him." She took his hand and kissed the back of it. "Gorgeous, sexy, but sweet and romantic. He could make me feel like a queen then fuck me like a whore, everything I wanted."
"Such a romantic." Rick laughed.
"I like that," she finished the drink, and put the glass down on the end table next to her, and Lisa winced when it banged on the table, she'd already given herself a buzz.
"I wanted to be loyal to him and stopped seeing girls. We got married two years after we graduated and we've always had a great sex life, but after a few years I started getting the itch, watching lesbian porn, checking out women, flirting with them.
"Rick knew I had girls in college, and he noticed me paying attention to them again, found the porn on my computer, and he told me if I really wanted to, it would be okay with him, he wouldn't be jealous, he wanted me to be happy."
"Your husband is awesome," Candy nodded so seriously Lisa had to hold back a laugh.
"He is, but like you said, how is that fair? I'm having fun with someone else and he's not, so I suggested we share another woman, no surprise he was happy about that."
"Nope, I take it for the team," Rick sighed.
"I won't bore you with details, but the first couple of times were with women our age, then ten years ago we were in Vegas for Halloween and there are escorts everywhere working all the parties and we saw an adorable young girl, I mean just precious, and Rick said let's do it.
"We went up to our suite with her and it was amazing. We decided that with our careers we can't do this often so we would make it an annual event, every Halloween we hire a trick for our treat and since then always young girls."
"You like them young?" Candy was repeating the conversation, and Lisa hoped the second drink wasn't a mistake.
"Love it," Lisa released a breathy sigh. "Those tight young bodies, soft skin, big wide eyes, little whimpers and pouts. The way they squeal when Rick fucks them and those soft pink tongues between my legs."
"The best is when we have a girl that's young enough to squeal, but knows how to fuck too," Rick added. "Eager and inexperienced can be fun, but we like a girl who knows what she's doing too."
"At least with Rick," Lisa nudged him with her elbow to let him know he might have screwed up. "When it comes to me if they've never been with a girl? That's a dream come true."
"Yeah?" Candy uncrossed her leg and leaned over, resting her elbows on her knees and her chin in her hands, a cute young girl pose.
"You think you can drive, or you need a ride?" Rick asked, as if that's what he wanted.
"I...uh..." she pointed to the envelope. "You were really going to pay that girl a thousand dollars to have sex with you?"
"More than that, the agency gets money too." Rick told her.
"That's a lot of money."
"Its worth it," Lisa had kept her leg over Rick's and saw Candy sneak several quick looks at her exposed thong. "And it was for 3 hours, nine to the witching hour."
"It's more because it's a couple, girls who play both ways can earn more."
"Just for time though," Lisa pointed out. "Paying for sex is illegal, so we pay for the time, but hey, whatever happens between consenting adults, right?"
"Getting two hundred dollars for being mistaken for a hooker isn't a bad deal either." Rick reminded her.
"Not as good as a thousand," Candy's gaze went from Lisa to Rick, to the envelope and back again.
"I think its safe to say I speak for both of us when I say we'd be happy to let you earn it."
Lisa held her breath as Rick finally took the plunge.
"Earn it," Candy repeated softly.
"Tell you what, we'll toss in the other two hundred so you'll get the full thousand, plus the money we already gave you."
"My dad got laid off a few weeks ago and money's been tight," she said quietly. "We could really use the money."
"Trick or treating for your brother, thinking of your folks, you're a good girl, Candy," Lisa said. "I mean that."
"But I could make a thousand dollars being a bad girl," Candy looked at Rick. "You are hot, and um," she pointed, indicating his crotch. "You look like you have a big dick."
"Trust me, he does," Lisa grabbed it for emphasis. "Want to see it?"
"I, um..." she blushed furiously and looked away.
"Hips," Lisa whispered as she dropped her leg from over his.
Rick quickly lifted his ass off the couch and pushed his pants down, allowing his fully hard cock to spring free.
"Hmm," Lisa took it in her hand, pumping it. "Twenty years and I still can't get enough of this amazing cock."
"Oh...wow," Candy's eyes widened, and Lisa smiled when the young girl sucked on her lower lip as she watched her jerk Rick off.
"Wow is right, you should feel how hard he is, and how it can fill your mouth," Lisa spoke in a sultry purr, "Or when he stuffs it in your tight cunt."
"I don't know," Candy whispered, but her eyes were glued to his cock.
"Thing is with a cock this fine? You can't see it and not want to taste it." Lisa turned on the couch, so she was facing Rick, and lowering her head, took him into her mouth.
"We know there's one bad girl in the room," Rick sighed as Lisa bobbed her head slowly, along his hard shaft.
Rick moved her pig tail so Candy could get the full view of Lisa taking him deep into her mouth. She moaned loudly around him as his pre cum dripped down her throat. She was totally turned on by sucking him in front of her, but she did add some volume for the benefit of their young visitor.
"Oh my god," Candy's eyes looked as if they were going to pop out of her head, but her right hand strayed across her left breast, idly caressing it as she watched.
Rick put his hand on the back of her head, and when she stopped moving, thrust his hips, fucking her mouth, the head of his cock striking the back of her throat with each time he drove it into her.
Lisa released a series of wet gagging sounds as Rick face fucked her. Candy was slowly shaking her head as if she couldn't believe what she was seeing. Rick abruptly stopped his brief assault on her mouth and pulled her head from his lap.
"Aw, I wanted more!" Lisa gave him the pout.
"Maybe you'll get more, but only if you have someone to share it with," Rick slipped his pants back up, covering his now glistening erection.
"You hear that, baby girl? I don't get any if you won't play with us!" Lisa slid away from Rick and patted the cushion between them. "How about you come on over, and make good money being a bad girl."
"I don't know," Candy looked torn between obvious desire and nerves.
"All show no go," Rick sighed. "That's why we go to the agencies, so we know they'll send us a woman, not a little girl."
"Rick!" Lisa hissed at him.
"I'm not a little girl!" Candy retorted with an attitude. "You think I dressed like this because I'm a tease?"
"Seems that way." Rick shrugged.
"Let me tell you, I plan on bobbing for more than apples at that party!"
"Big talk from a little girl," Rick egged her on.
"I'm not all talk! I bet I've had a lot more sex than you think I have. I told you I've been with older guys."
"If you say so," he sounded deliberately patronizing. "Talk's cheap, but my wife and I aren't. You want the money, and you looked like you were squirming in the chair when she was sucking my cock. How about you walk the walk and show us that bobbing you were talking about."
Damn, he was going the other way, full out aggressive, and Lisa was worried they were going to lose her.
"You think I won't suck your dick?" Candy flicked her tongue at him. "I give great head!" she rose from the chair. "How about I give you a blow job, and maybe you give me two hundred more, and..."
"No." Rick cut her off. "All or nothing, and by all I mean you're not just playing with me, this is for both of us."
Candy looked over at Lisa, and her sudden bravado wavered.
"Come on, honey," Lisa eased the robe and the cup of her bra to the side, showing off her right breast, and lightly traced her swollen pink nipple with an orange tipped finger. "Shouldn't a bad girl want to try something new? I did, and here I am still hooked."
"You have nice tits," Candy's shoulders slumped. "Mine are little, why would you want to play with them?"
"Because they're yours and I love adorable little titties."
"Okay, time's wasting, and there are a couple other places I could call." Rick picked up the envelope and waved it back and forth. "No more trying to convince you. A thousand dollars, going once, going twice..."
He paused and Lisa held her breath.
"Going three..."
"I'll do it!" Candy blurted out
Chapter Three
"You sure?" Rick asked, making Lisa want to smack him, but his next words calmed her somewhat. "We never want to force anyone to do something they don't want. Bad as we want you, if you don't really want us, then forget I even asked."
"You're so sexy," Candy whispered. "I want to play with you for real." She giggled nervously. "Shouldn't say this, but I'd fuck you for free."
"That's exactly what we want to here," Rick put his hand on Lisa's leg, "But what about my wife? You willing to let her show you why girls can be just as much fun?"
Candy stared at Lisa, and when she answered her voice had a nervous tremble that had Lisa wanting to just shove her back into the chair, drop to her knees and bury her face between her legs.
"Okay, but you know, just go kinda easy?" she pouted, but this time it was truly from nerves, not an act. "Please go slow?"
"Trust me, this cougar will be very patient with her sexy little kitten." Lisa patted the couch again. "Come on over and let me show you."
Candy nodded but stayed where she was and both her and Rick remained silent, not wanting to push. Rick's hand was still on her leg, and he gave it a gentle squeeze, as if saying 'be patient'.
After a few more seconds, Candy took a deep breath and slowly walked towards them. Rick lifted his legs, bracing his feet on the edge of the coffee table he pushed it back, giving them more room.
Candy came around to his side, briefly looked down at him, a nervous smile on her face, then turned and sat down between them. Lisa had already turned to her side on the cushion, and he did the same so they were both facing her.
She looked at Rick, then Lisa, and swallowed nervously.
"I...um, how do we start?"
"We always start with a kiss," Rick told her. "I should have told you we're not into anything rough or degrading, we're all about fun here, including yours, and part of the fun isn't just sex, but affection."
"Okay," Candy, turned to him and leaned towards him.
"Nope," Rick gently put his hand on her face and turned her away from him. "Ladies first."
"Oh," Candy turned on the cushion to face Lisa. "I guess we..."
Her words were cut off by Lisa, tired of being patient, taking her face in her hands and pressing her lips to hers. Candy released a tiny squeal of surprise in her throat that was almost as precious as the little whimper that immediately followed it.
Lisa's initial kiss was firm enough to stop her in midsentence, but she quickly eased back, now barely grazing Candy's full soft lips with hers. Lisa moaned softly at the sensation of those young lips; lips that had never been kissed by a woman.
Candy remained stiff as Lisa worked her lips teasingly over hers, caressing them more than kissing. She opened her eyes to see Rick had slid up behind Candy, but not touching her yet. Seeing her looking, he gave her an encouraging smile and mouthed.
"You got this." His words were followed with a smile and a wink, one Lisa returned as Candy's eyes were shut, but tightly so, as if she were afraid to look more than she was into it.
Lisa removed her hands from her face and was thrilled Candy didn't try to pull away. She put her arms around the girl's slender waist, drawing her into an embrace as she continued to explore her sweet young lips with hers.
She flicked her tongue across Candy's upper lip, then capturing the lower one between hers, sucked on it. Candy emitted a soft moan when Lisa playfully nipped her lip with her teeth, and for the first time, tried to return the kiss.
Lisa eased up, letting Candy tentatively respond, but did run her hands over her back, then up into her long hair. Her young and nervous lover was now breathing more heavily into her mouth, and the next kiss was much more confident.
It was Lisa's turn to groan as Candy kissed her harder, parting her lips wide enough to encompass hers. In addition to becoming more aggressive with her mouth, Candy's hands were now moving, first caressing Lisa's exposed upper thighs, then sliding up over her hips.
With Candy's lips parted, Lisa plunged her tongue between them, and the ensuing whimper sent a shiver through her. Lisa opened wider, her lips finding Candy's as her tongue swirled over hers.
Candy surprised her when her hands moved between them, sliding over Lisa's breasts. She moaned into their kiss as her palms gazed her aching nipples through the silky robe.
"Oh, yeah," Lia purred when Candy gave her breasts a soft squeeze.
Candy's tongue was following the lead of her hands, darting out to probe Lisa's mouth as she did the same. Candy gasped, then sighed, and Lisa opened her eyes to see Rick had joined in the fun.
He'd pushed Candy's hair to the side and placing soft kisses on the back of her neck. She shivered in Lisa's arms and leaned back towards Rick. Lisa went with her, keeping her lips on hers and her tongue buried in her mouth.
Candy's hands left her breasts, but moved up to grip her pig tails, and Lisa's pussy gushed when she pulled on them, keeping her face pressed to hers. Rick was now nuzzled into her neck, kissing and licked her creamy skin.
His eyes met Lisa's and she ducked her head, breaking her kiss with Candy to kiss him. They shared a brief tongue filled kiss before Lisa moved her head to her left and pushing Candy's hair away worked the other side of her neck, first kissing, then gently sucking.
"Hmm," Candy cooed as the they continued kissing her. "That's feels...Oh!"
Her gasp was the result of Rick slipping his arms around her and cupping her breasts, squeezing them while his tongue ran up her neck, and playfully flicked her silver skeleton earring.
Candy leaned back into him and turned her head, her lips puckered in an invitation to a kiss. Rick happily accepted, kissing her hard, his tongue plunging into her mouth. She yelped into their kiss when his fingers found her nipples through her dress and bra and lightly pinched them.
Lisa slid her lips from Candy's neck to her creamy throat, then left a soft wet trail of kisses down her upper chest and between her breasts. Candy let her hair go, to make a move that had Lisa squirming on the couch.
She reached her right arm back over her shoulder to grab Rick's hair and keep his face pressed to hers while her other arm went around Lisa's shoulders, hugging her to her as she teased her lips along the inner portion of her dress, sliding them over the partially exposed inner portion of her firm tits.
She slowly licked the curve of her right breast and Candy whimpered as she arched her back, thrusting her chest into Lisa's lips. Lisa raised her head and joined the kiss, pressing her lips to the sides of theirs.
Rick tilted his head, kissing her, his tongue quickly darting over hers, before Lisa turned her attention to Candy and pressing her lips to hers. Their years of sharing showed in the way Lisa eased her lips to left of Candy's mouth, giving Rick just enough room to catch the right corner of her lips.
"So hot," Candy moaned softly as she simultaneously kissed them.
Lisa felt her hips rocking between them as the three shared a long passionate kiss, lips and tongues sliding over one another as Rick was still teasing her nipples, Candy dropped her arms from around them and put her hands over his, pushing them harder into her tits.
Lisa grabbed Candy's red plastic belt, briefly struggling with the cheap clasp as her fingers trembled with excitement. She got it undone and pulled it from around Candy, tossing it onto the floor.
She eased back from their three way kiss and rose from the couch. Taking the ties of her robe in her hands, she playfully flicked them at Candy, striking her in the shoulder.
As always, Rick knew where she wanted to go, and releasing Candy from his embrace, stood up. He put his hands on her arms and tugged, encouraging their unexpected lover of the evening to stand up between them.



As soon as she was on her feet, Lisa kissed her while grabbing her slim wrists and bringing her hands to the ties of the robe. Candy, no longer shy about kissing her, plunged her tongue into Lisa's mouth, but hesitated, her hands holding the black silky strips.
"You don't want to see?" Rick had his hands on her shoulders, his lips once again exploring her neck. "You're going to make her feel bad, you don't want that, do you?"
"No," Candy whispered, then whimpered when it was now Lisa's hands on her breasts, her fingers tracing slow circles around her nipples through the dress.
"Then go ahead." Rick encouraged her. "It would be a lot more fun for me if you do to it."
"Yeah?" Candy asked, her eyes on Lisa's fingers as she lightly caressed her breasts, using every ounce of will she had to not rip the girl's dress open and get her first look at them.
"Hell yeah, nothing like a gorgeous woman being undressed by another gorgeous woman."
"I'm gorgeous?" Candy giggled.
"You both are, now stop being shy, you know you want to see what's under that robe." Rick kissed her neck, then whispered. "Make her happy, and I'll make you happy."
His words were accompanied by a wink at Lisa, teasing her over the fact Candy was far more into him. She gave a slight shrug, whatever worked was fine with her, besides, once Candy warmed up to her, she'd give Rick a run for his damn money on who'd make the little minx come harder.
Her attention went from Rick to her waist when she felt Candy tug on the ties. Her robe fell open, and not wanting to have to wait to talk Candy into doing it, Lisa pushed it back over her shoulders, causing it to fall to the floor.
"Wow," Candy's dark eyes roamed over Lisa's body. "You look so good!"
"Why thank you!" Lisa beamed.
"Especially for an older woman." Candy added, and Lisa shot Rick a look when he burst out laughing behind her.
"For any woman," he quickly added, trying to save face.
"You like?" Lisa ignored him, putting her arms over her head, and gave a little shake, causing her large breasts to jiggle and come close to falling out of the skimpy bra.
"Look at those tits," Candy was doing just that as she spoke. "I wish I had big ones like that."
"Speaking of, I think its time we get to unwrap our Candy," Rick suggested.
"Like I never heard that before," Candy rolled her eyes, and it was Lisa's term to snicker at him.
He gave her a good natured smile, then grabbed the hem of Candy's now loose dress and lifted it. Lisa licked her lips when he eased it over her hips, revealing her black fake leather thong.
It was little more than a G-string, thin strips over her slender hips and a minimal patch between her firm thighs. Rick took the dress higher showing her flat tummy which featured a silver barbell pierced through it.
"Arms up," Rick told her, and Lisa noticed she'd crossed her arms over her chest and seemed nervous again.
"Come on, baby girl," Lisa purred. "Show us that hot young body of yours." She gestured to her own scantily clad form. "I went first."
"Are we back to the all show no go conversation?" Rick asked.
Again, he hit on just the right way to motivate her. Candy's dark eyes flashed with a momentary spark of anger, and she thrust her arms up with an air of defiance that made the act even sexier.
Lisa grabbed the front of her dress and helped Rick pull it up and off her. They threw it over the couch, and she whistled in appreciation at Candy's long slender form.
"Beautiful," she whispered, and slipped her arms around her waist, pulling her into her.
She gave her a quick kiss on the lips, before ducking her head, and kissing her neck. Lisa squeezed her tighter, crushing her to her, causing their breasts to press together through their bras.
Behind her, Rick had pressed into her back, his long arms reaching around them to caress Lisa's back. He ground into her from behind, and Candy gasped, "Oh, my God, you're hard!"
"I'm with two sexy women, how could I not be?" He kissed the back of her shoulder, then briefly kissed Lisa, their lips both caressing her neck.
His lips left hers and worked their way across Candy's upper back, then down the middle. He crouched down as he kissed his way down, his lips trailing their way down to the small of her back.
Now on his knees, he kissed the left side of her ass, and Candy giggled, then groaned when he gripped her cheeks in his large hands and gave them a hard squeeze.
"Damn, you have a cute little ass," Rick breathed as he kissed the other side of it.
Lisa matched him from the front, her lips sliding down her upper chest, then beneath her breasts as she eased down to her knees. She licked her way down Candy's stomach and felt the young girl's body trembling beneath her lips.
She kissed each of her quivering inner thighs, then teased her tongue along the edge of the black material covering her pussy. Candy, her hands gripping Lisa's bare shoulders, squirmed between them as the were both now running their hands up and down her long legs, through her fishnets, then her back and chest, reveling in the feeling of her smooth young flesh.
Candy gasped when Lisa pressed her face to the thong and shook her head rubbing her nose into it. Her hand slid up Candy's right thigh and when her fingers grazed the strip between her legs, she released a delightful little squeal, as Lisa breathed.
"Someone's wet, baby."
"Besides you, you mean?" Rick joked, then after place two quick kisses, one to each of Candy's cheeks, he rose to his feet.
He ran his lips along her shoulders, while Lisa teased her fingers along the edges of the thong as if she were going to slip them into it. Candy's body tensed and her legs trembled in nervous anticipation.
"Oh shit!"
Candy gasped, and her nails dig into Lisa's arms as Rick caught her by surprise, deftly unsnapping her bra with practiced fingers at the same time Lisa dipped one finger inside her thong, slipping it through her soft, and very wet flesh.
Rick continued to kiss her back as he hooked his fingers into the straps of her bra, sliding them down her arms. Lisa pushed her finger through Candy's soft lips, and when she encountered her swollen clit, she whimpered, and her hips jerked.
Lisa removed her finger and looking up at Candy, slipped it into her mouth and sucked on it. Her eyes rolled back at the sweet taste of her young succulent cunt, as it sent a wave of moisture between her own thighs.
She rose to her feet before she yanked the thong to the side and buried her face in Candy's pussy. She wanted the edge of her first so when Lisa went down on her she'd have to work for it, as if licking a pretty, young thing's cunt was work.
Rick had her straps down to her elbows, causing Candy to curl her arms as she seemed to reflexively default to shy. Lisa took her by her shoulders and turned her so her back was to the couch and gave her a light shove.
Candy yelped as her knees hit the couch and she fell into a sitting position, struggling to keep her bra up. Lisa stepped up to Rick and kissed him while grabbing his cock and stroking it through his pants.
They turned and both put a knee on the couch, keeping Candy between them. Displaying the teamwork they'd perfected over the years they'd been sharing women, they each grabbed one of the straps of her bra and tugged on it.
Candy swallowed hard, but lowered her arms, allowing them to whip it off her.
"Look at those perfect titties," Lisa whispered as they got their first look at her breasts.
They were adorable; small, perky, and perfectly shaped. Her nipples were tiny, a deep shade rose red, and most importantly, as hard as Lisa's. Continuing to move as one, they each cupped one of her tits, their thumbs stroking her nipples.
"Oh my god," Candy moaned. "This is really happening."
"Baby, we haven't even gotten started yet," Lisa lowered her head and flicked her tongue across her nipple, while watching Rick do the same.
Candy released another pussy inspiring little whimper, as she put her arms around each of them. She watched her husband slowly tongue Candy's taut nipple, while his eyes were on hers.
They shared a familiar and affectionate smile as they swirled their tongues faster. Lisa let some spit dribble from her mouth onto Candy's firm tit, then used her tongue to apply it to her nipple, getting it nice and slick.
She lifted her breast higher and took it between her lips, sucking it gently. Candy's breath hissed above her as Rick emulated his wife. Candy's nails dug into Lisa's arm again as they licked and sucked on her perfect nipples while fondling her breasts.
Her soft sounds of pleasure mixed with the still nervous whimpers had Lisa's hips rocking, and her body in sore need of attention. She was sure Rick's cock, as well as his balls, must be aching from being so hard, but it was an unspoken agreement they'd give their inexperienced trick the first treat.
Lisa slid her free hand down Candy's stomach, then over to her hip, her fingers slipping under the black string of the thong. Rick mirrored her movement, and Lisa lifted her head from Candy's breast to look up at her.
"Ass up, honey, time to show us that sticky sweet treat we're dying to eat."
"Corny," Rick whispered, then sucked gently on the firm creamy flesh of Candy's breast to the left of her nipple. "But true."
"I....I don't know," she stammered. "What if...Ohhh!"
Her long low moan and sudden thrust of her hips was her response to Lisa shoving her hand between Candy's legs and rubbing her thong.
"Baby girl, you are hot, wet, and ready to pop. Don't prove Rick right about being a poser. Time to show us the girl who was going to that party to get down and dirty."
She kept rubbing, running her fingers over the thong, and pushing it between her lips, when Candy's high pitched yip told her she'd found her clit, Lisa rubbed her fingers in hard circles.
"Shit," Candy groaned. "That...hey!" she exclaimed when Lisa removed her hand. "That felt good," she flashed the pout.
"It'll feel better without this in the way." Rick suggested. "Besides, you want me to take these off don't you?" He patted his pants directly over the huge bulge in them.
"Oh, yeah," Candy sucked her lip and Lisa endured another smug smirk from her husband, when she quickly lifted her hips.
But whatever worked, and not like she wasn't looking forward to seeing if Candy was all talk when it came to getting her hands, and more, on her husband. For now, her attention, and excitement was on Candy raising her hips.
They pulled the strings down her hips and over the sweet curve of her cheeks, then upper thighs. Candy sank back down on the couch, but without being told lifted her legs, bending them at the knees.
Lisa glanced quickly at Rick's face, loving his look of anticipation in his eyes as they were moments away from unveiling the sweetest part of their mutual treat. They weren't disappointed as the crotch of the thong momentarily resisted their efforts before peeling away from Candy's flesh.
"Hmm, someone is already nice and sticky," Lisa breathed, then released a soft sigh of appreciation as they slid the thong away to reveal Candy's pussy.
Pink, completely shaved, and her lips tucked up nice and tight, leaving them confronted with an adorable little slit. But as tight as her cunt was, her swollen pink clit was just visible, winking out from under its hood.
They yanked the thong down past her knees, and down to her feet. Rick, hooked his fingers into her heel, pushing it off her foot to land on the floor. Lisa removed the other, then yanked on the thong, snatching it from Rick's loose grasp.
Lisa pressed it to her face, inhaling deeply, her eyes rolling back from the scent of Candy's young cunt.
"Damn," Candy whispered when Lisa, staring across her at Rick, slipped her tongue out and licked the crotch of the thong.
A shudder ran through her at the sweet taste of her juices. The little tart had been wet to the point thong wasn't just wet, but sticky enough that when she eased her tongue from it, a sticky strand trailed from it.
Flipping the thong at Rick, Lisa leaned up, and abruptly kissed, Candy. She caught her off guard, roughly plunging her tongue into the young girl's mouth, and giving her a good taste of herself.
Candy's gasp turned into a groan as Lisa's lips worked hers, then morphed into a squeal when Rick slipped his hand between her thighs and rubbed her pussy.
"Oh, shit!" Candy pulled her lips from Lisa's to watch Rick's large hand caressing her pink slit.
His long think fingers caressed her lightly the first few strokes, then pressed between her tight lips, opening them so he could explore the inner folds of her pussy. His mouth returned to her nipple, sucking it harder as he fondled her.
Lisa lowered her head to give her other rosy nipple attention while her free hand plunged between Candy's thighs. She pushed Rick's down, her fingers finding her swollen clit, and capturing it between them.
Candy's fishnet clad legs straightened until her feet were on the coffee table, but remained wide open, allowing them to play with her. Lisa gently rolled her clit between her fingers, her eyes on Rick's hand while he ran two fingertips through her lips.
She waited, her tongue and fingers busy while anticipating Candy's reaction to his inevitable move. The next time he worked his finger down, he eased the tip into her, then plunged it deep.
"Deep," Candy groaned as he slowly pumped her.
"You are wet," Rick said softly, "And so damn tight."
"Wait until he gets his cock in there," Lisa said around her nipple. "Maybe you should try to get her a little more ready."
Rick eased a second finger inside her and Candy whimpered, her ass sliding up the couch as he spread her tight cunt with his thick fingers. He continued to push until his knuckles were pressed to her and when he gently shook them back and forth, she cried out.
"Oh, oh, that's," her words turned into a shuddering moan.
Lisa switched from teasing her clit between her fingers to pressing her thumb to it and working it in slow circles. Candy was breathing hard, each breath ending in a tiny whimper.
Her hips squirmed as Rick now worked his fingers in and out, easing about halfway before pushing them back into her tight twat. Lisa worked her clit faster, and Candy's hips bucked, pushing into both of their fingers.
"I can't believe I'm doing this," she moaned as she wiggled between them. "This is so crazy," she gasped when Rick drove his fingers in harder. "But sooo fucking hot!"
Lisa laughed around her breast, then grabbed Candy's hand from her shoulder and promptly placed it on Ricks' cock.
"So hard!" she moaned, her hand gripping him through the sweatpants.
Rick sighed around her nipples as she slowly stroked him, then grabbed the waistband of his pants, and lifted enough to push them down. Candy let him go, then when his cock sprang free the way she immediately grabbed his now bare cock had Lisa's cunt aching, and her own hips moving.
"God, what a nice fucking dick!" Candy cooed as she watched herself pump him.
Lisa watched as well, breathing hard around her nipple while taking in Candy's long, slender, red tipped fingers around Rick's thick cock. Candy stroked faster and when she squeezed just beneath his tip, causing a spurt of pre-cum to flow out over her fingers, Lisa lost any doubts she had about Candy not being able to deliver when it came to men.
She rolled her palm over Ricks swollen purple head, making his hips jerk, then resumed stroking using her now slick hand to glide faster along his cock. Another not so inexperienced move, seems like their guest may be a bad girl beyond her age after all.
Losing patience, Lisa eased each strap of her bra down her arm while still gently stroking Candy's clit, then popped each of her breasts from the lace cups of the bra. Rising on one knee, she removed her lips from Candy's breast.
She gave her a quick kiss, then sliding her hand under Candy's hair, pushed her head down into her right breast. Candy yelped in surprise, and at first didn't do anything, except nuzzle her face into Lisa's large breast.
Lisa shook side to side, sliding her nipple across Candy's face, then groaned when she felt her hesitantly flick her tongue out. Even that brief, nervous contact sent an electric shock of pleasure through her.
No longer in the mood to keep coddling, Lisa roughly shoved her nipple into Candy's mouth while wrapping her hand in her hair so she couldn't pull back. Candy's tongue snaked out again, this time giving her nipple a harder and more lingering lick.
"That's it, baby girl," Lisa moaned. "Suck that fucking tit!"
"Baby steps!" Rick whispered with a smile, then released a sharp breath when Candy gripped his cock harder and pumped it faster.
He returned the favor, once again burying his fingers deep and shaking them side to side. Candy yipped into her breast, and Lisa's breathing grew even heavier at the sloppy wet sounds Rick's fingers made in Candy's obviously wet pussy.
"Oh god," Candy groaned when Lisa pressed two fingers to her clit and rubbed it much harder than she had before. "I...y...you're going to make me come!"
"That's the point, sweetie," Lisa giggled. "But only if you start sucking. I want those big soft lips around my nipple," she kissed the top of her head. "Do it right, you can put them around that big dick you're playing with."
Candy obediently opened wide, and Lisa purred delightedly when her full lips pressed into the firm flesh of her breast. Her tongue swirled around her aching pink nipple, before tentatively sucking on it.
Lisa released her hair to remove the silly devil horns from it and toss them over her shoulder. Candy moaned around her tit as Rick alternately finger fucked her, then worked them side to side.
Lisa had eased up on her clit, wanting to enjoy Candy's lips on her tit before they sent her over the edge for what she planned on being the first of several orgasms. On that note, she desperately needed one of her own, but she'd hold off and let Candy, then Rick, have their fun, that way they could both take their time with her.
The way Candy's hips were working and her labored breathing around her breast told Lisa they weren't going to be able to stall much longer. She could feel Candy's warm drool sliding down her tit as her moaning made it impossible for her to close her mouth around her nipple.
Her back arched, pushing her tit deeper into Rick's mouth and her long legs straightened; her black tipped toes pointing forward. Her hand had stopped moving, now just gripping Rick's cock as her entire body tensed.
Lisa glanced at him, and when their eyes met, she gave him a quick nod. Candy gasped when he thrust his fingers deep inside her while Lisa rubbed her clit in hard circles.
She captured Candy's nipple between her fingers and caught her off guard with a hard pinch.
"Ow!" Candy yelped around her breast, "That...." Her mouth remained open, but nothing came out except a high pitched whistling sound.
Rick's hand flexed and Lisa knew he'd curled his fingers inside her. Candy lifted her head from Lisa's breast and her brown eyes went wide. The high pitched wheezing sound turned into an even higher whimper and Lisa felt her slender thighs trembling against her hand.
"Oh, oh..." she gasped as Rick resumed to fucking her with his now glistening flingers, but much rougher than before. "I...Oh fuck!"
Candy squealed when Rick gave her nipple a light nip with his teeth at the same time Lisa pinched the other. Between them Candy exploded into a long loud wail that would make a porn star proud and had Lisa flooding her already sopping thong.
Her body bucked against theirs, her tight young pussy convulsing around Rick's fingers which he'd buried knuckle deep, making her come on them. Lisa's fingers kept moving on her clit, and she lowered her head to her nipple.



Candy's legs closed, trapping their hands between her firm, now sweaty, thighs and she writhed on the couch, releasing a series of sharp little yips that sounded like hiccups.
Lisa and Rick continued to work her like the experienced team they were, their fingers still moving, their tongues and lips still on her nipples.
"Oh my god, oh my god!" Candy squealed her arms going around their shoulders, her nails digging into them, and using the leverage to lift her ass off the couch as her hips thrust and ground into their hands.
Lisa felt as if she were close to popping just from pent up excitement and listening to Candy's deliciously loud, powerful orgasm. She eyed Rick's now glistening cock bobbing between his legs, and her mouth watered at the thought of sharing it with their new special friend.
Candy's yelping turned into breathy whimpers and her hips slowed, her ass settling back on the couch as her body relaxed.
"H...holy shit," she panted, her breath coming in ragged gasps. "I came really hard," she giggled as she dropped her feet from the coffee table.
Lisa rose from the couch and swung her leg over Candy's hips so she was straddling her and pulled her head into her left breast. This time now only did Candy immediately suck her nipple, but much more confidently.
Lisa moaned and ground her hips into Candy's as without needing to be told, their horny little devil switched to sucking her other tit. Rick leaned over and Lisa turned her head to kiss him.
She grabbed his cock, stroking it while now shaking her side to side, slapping her large breasts into Candy's face while grinding on her, giving her an impromptu lap dance.
She pumped Rick harder, loving the way he moaned into her mouth. He was so fucking hard! She could feel his cock throbbing in her hand and whispered. "Your turn, baby?"
"Or yours," he replied, his hand cupping her left breast, lifting it, and feeding her nipple to Candy, a move that caused her to squirm even harder. "I can wait."
"Hmm-mm," she sighed as she tuned to the side giving Candy her right breast while Rick lowered his head to her left. "We need to get you off so you can fuck us long and hard, isn't that right, baby girl?"
"I want to get fucked!" Candy giggled again.
Lisa moaned at her words and that precious little girl giggle. She leaned back, allowing her two lovers more room to suck her aching nipples. Raising her arms over her head, she slowed her hips, as if she were riding the young girl.
"Tell me my wife's not sexy as fuck?" Rick spoke around her nipple.
"Yeah, she is," Candy smiled up at her, then with teasing slowness, traced a wet circle around her nipple with just the tip of her adorable pink tongue. "She's really wet too!"
Lisa got herself wetter, putting her hands on the back of their heads and guiding them together. Neither protested as their lips parted and they kissed deeply. Lisa watched Rick's tongue explore Candy's wide open mouth and grabbed his cock once again.
"I think I need this in my mouth," she lowered her face to theirs, giving each of them a brief, but tongue filled kiss. "Now."
She slid off Candy's lap, planning to sink to her knees and getting Candy to join her. But as soon as she moved, Candy turned on the couch, bent over Rick and took his cock deep into her mouth.
"Fuck," Rick gasped as Candy bobbed her head in his lap.
"Guess she's more than talk," Lisa still had his cock in her hand, now holding it for Candy who wasn't just sucking, but moaning softly, her brown eyes partially shut and a look of delight on her face as if Rick's cock was the best thing she'd ever tasted.
"She's showing me," Rick sighed and leaned back on the couch, one hand on Candy's back, the other brushing her dark hair from her face so Lisa could get a clear view of her soft black lips gliding along her husband's thick shaft.
Lisa released his cock and leaned over Candy, kissing Rick hard while the young girl moaned around him. He returned the kiss, his hands going to her tits, playing with her nipples as their tongues waged war between their lips.
"Look at her go," she purred as Candy's head moved faster and her moans were now accompanied by sloppy slurping sounds that had Lisa's clit throbbing.
She gave Rick a last quick peck on the lips and dropped to her knees in front of him. Her eyes on Candy as she continued to blissfully suck, Lisa grabbed his pants and tugged them off him.
Rick spread his legs and Lisa slid up between them and lowering her head, sucked his balls into her mouth. He groaned as she swirled her tongue around them, bathing them with her soft pink flesh, then sucking on each side of his sac, leaning her head back, stretching them.
Candy's eyes opened and met her gaze as worked her husband's swollen sac. Lisa smiled at her, then placing her tongue on his balls licked her away over them, then onto his shaft.
She slid her tongue along his hard flesh until she met Candy's lips.
"My turn?" Lisa smiled sweetly at her.
Candy released his cock, and a shudder ran through Lisa at the trail of pre cum laced drool that dangled between Candy's chin and Rick's cock. She caught it with her tongue, and noisily slurped it between her lips.
She made a show of fluttering her tongue up and down Rick's shaft, then around his purple head, before taking him into her mouth. Lisa teased him, gently sucking on just his head before opening wide and taking his full length in one smooth suck.
"Damn!" Candy exclaimed as Lisa's multicolored lips wrapped around the base of his shaft.
Lisa opened wider, making a wet gagging sound as his cock pushed down the back of her throat. She slipped her tongue out, sliding it over his balls, then released him with a loud wet sucking sound, spit flowing down her chin.
She took him back into her mouth and went to town, bobbing her head rapidly, and showing off, repeatedly deep throating him, each suck ending in a nasty gurgling sound. She lifted her pig tails and Rick took them in his hands.
Lisa stopped moving, and Rick eagerly took over, thrusting his hips and pounding his cock down her throat. His moving caused Candy to ease from his lap and drop to her knees next to Lisa.
With Candy no longer across him. Rick rose to his feet and holding her pig tails ruthlessly fucked her mouth. Lisa's squeal turned into a choking sound as he pounded his cock down her throat deep enough for his balls to slap into her chin.
Lisa gagged, but in between moaned and whimpered. Her now watering eyes rolled back as her husband abused her talented mouth and throat. She shifted her gaze to the side to see Candy staring, her eyes and mouth wide as she watched Rick brutally face fuck her.
Drool and pre cum flowed down her face which was now red from exertion and streaked with mascara. Rick shoved her head back, his now dripping cock exiting her mouth among a wet slurping sound and a large sticky glob pouring down her chin.
As Lisa gasped for breath, he turned slightly to the side, offering his sloppy cock to Candy. To Lisa's excited surprise, she showed no hesitation, opening wide and taking him back into her mouth.
"Look at you," Rick whispered when Candy emulated Lisa, putting her hands on his thighs, and using just her mouth on him.
She sucked faster then she had before and Lisa's hand strayed between her legs, stroking her sopping pussy through her thong, when Candy opened wider and gagged from taking him deeper than she had before.
She kept her mouth on him, her eyes widening and her face turning red as she opened wider and was obviously forcing herself to take more of his length. She had him about tow thirds down before she removed him, took a deep breath then attacked his cock like this was now a personal question.
"You little slut!" Lisa laughed, her hand going into Candy's long dark hair to keep it from her face as she choked herself with Rick's cock.
Gagging, eyes watering, and spit spilling from the sides of her mouth, Candy wouldn't be daunted. She angled her head, and in a move that thrilled both of them, turned her dark eyes up to Rick, meeting his gaze as she force fed herself his long dick.
With a triumphant gurgle, she pushed her lips to the base of his shaft. She held him there, then shook her head vigorously side to side.
"Fuck," Rick gasped as her move caught him by surprise.
He moaned louder as she kept swirling his sensitive head around in her warm wet mouth and Lisa was splattered with the drool escaping her mouth. Candy slurped her way back to his tip, then eased her mouth halfway down before stopping.
"Hmm?" she batted her eyes at him as she remained motionless.
"Jesus," Lisa swallowed hard against her rising lust, the little minx wanted him to fuck her face.
Rick was happy to oblige, but went much slower than he had with Lisa, sliding his cock into Candy's willing mouth only partway before easing back. Lisa slid over behind Candy and slipped her arms around her.
While she admired Rick's long, wet, and now black and orange smeared cock, she cupped Candy's small tits and fingered her nipples. Candy moaned around Rick's cock and moved her head forward, driving him deeper into her mouth.
Rick moved his hips faster and was now pushing his cock further into her mouth, and after an initial sloppy gag that sent spit flowing from her chin onto Lisa's left hand, she eagerly accepted him.
Lisa put her chin on Candy's shoulder and opened her mouth, wagging her tongue. Rick eased his cock from between Candy's lips and slipped it between hers. Lisa groaned as he gave her several quick thrusts, his head thumping against the back of her throat.
He removed it and Candy quickly grabbed it and shoved it back into her mouth, sucking with an enthusiasm that had Lisa squirming in her soaked thong. Rick withdrew from her mouth, and Lisa sighed when Candy went "Awwww!" and pouted when he fed his cock once more to Lisa.
This time he pumped her mouth much slower, and she figured he was getting close and trying to back down to enjoy more of this incredible double blow job.
"Trick or treat!" Candy exclaimed and opened wide.
"Oh my god, you're perfect!" Rick laughed and Lisa joined him, giving her tits an appreciative squeeze.
"Told you I like to suck c...hmmm!" she groaned when Rick shoved his dick back into her mouth, this time more roughly than before.
He fucked her mouth harder as well, now using long hard strokes that had Candy gurgling and making sloppy choking sounds, but her head bobbed in time with his hips, driving her mouth onto his plunging cock.
Drool and pre cum dripped down her chin and chest, sliding over her small tits. Lisa scooped some in her fingers and rubbed it into her hard nipples. Candy whimpered and her hands roamed over Rick, her fingers sliding over his hard stomach and thick thighs.
Rick whipped his cock from Candy's mouth and Lisa eagerly accepted it, rising higher on her knees to be able to suck it better. When he removed it to give to Candy, Lisa spit on his head, and sighed in lust inspire awe when the young girl happily gobbled his cock just as quickly.
When Rick slipped it out, Candy returned the favor, letting a thick glob of drool flow into it. Lisa noisily slurped it from her husband's cock before sucking him once more. She released him and slid back to her left, so Rick's dick was between them.
When he went to give it to Candy, Lisa grabbed it, placed her lips along side his shaft and ran them up and down. Taking the cue, Candy pressed her black lips to the other side.
"Life is good," Rick moaned, his hands on their heads as both women ran their lips up and down his shaft.
Lisa opened wider, wrapping her lips around his cock, and remaining still. Rick thrust his hips, and catching on, Candy did the same, so he was now fucking both sets of their soft lips.
Lisa's hands caressed his thigh and she felt it trembling. She put her hand on his stomach and pushed. Rick sat back on the couch and opened his legs wide. Lisa slid along his right leg, and as Candy joined her, she grabbed her face and kissed her.
They moaned as they're tongues, both sticky with precum, caressed each other. Lisa pressed her lips to Candy's and sucked hard, slurping a sticky mess from Candy's mouth to hers.
She broke the kiss and spit the mess onto Rick's cock before grabbing it and sucking it into her mouth. She bobbed her head rapidly and felt his leg shaking against her.
She stopped sucking and angled his cock to Candy who obediently opened wide. Lisa fed it to her, easing it between her lips and hold it while she sucked him fast and hard.
"Shit," Rick groaned. "You two are a little too good at this."
Lisa ducked her head, and once again sucked on his balls as she continued to blow him. When she ran her tongue up his shaft, Candy released his cock, letting Lisa take it into her mouth, and took her turn on his sac, sucking the entire thing into her precociously talented mouth.
Rick put a hand on each of their heads, and Lisa felt his fingers trembling as well. She joined Candy on his balls, the girl moving her mouth over so they were each working one side.
Lisa stroked his sloppy wet cock and felt it twitching in her grip. She kissed Candy, then trailed her tongue up his shaft. Candy followed her example and when Lisa reached his smooth swollen knob, she swirled her tongue around it.
Candy did the same and Rick's breath caught, and his hips jerked. Lisa wrapped her fingers around the base of his shaft, and lightly stroked him. Her partner in lust put her fingers over Lisa's so they were both stroking him.
Rick's fingers tightened in their hair as Lisa licked faster, now catching the sensitive ridge beneath his head. Candy worked her tongue over his head, bathing it and occasionally swiping over hers.
"Oh.... oh damn," Rick moaned, his legs straightening around them as his entire body tensed.
Lisa continued to simply lick, letting the teasing orgasm slowly build. His cock jerked in their fingers, and she now added her lips, grazing them over his head as if she were going to suck, but simply caressing him.
She met Candy's for a slow kiss that had Rick's breath coming in short gasps as they stalled his release. Candy worked her lips over his head and have him a hard suck that made him groan.
With a sexy little giggle, she then resumed just using her tongue on them and Rick was now squirming on the couch, yearning to cum. Lisa loved having him like this, her strong, sexy confident husband, wiggling and moaning like a teenage boy as she and Candy had him at their mercy.
Lisa cupped his balls with her free hand, lightly tickling them with her nails, then released a moan over his head when Candy, this time without being coaxed, cupped Lisa's right breast, her thumb gliding over her pink nipple.
Between their battling tongues and teasing lips, Rick's cock twitched, and his head was so swollen it looked as if it were going to explode. A trickle of pre cum leaked out, and they both caught some on their tongues and proceeded to smear it over each other's lips.
Lisa sped up her stroking, pushing Candy's fingers to keep pace. She pressed her lips to his tip and sucked, slurping up more pre cum, as Candy swirled her tongue just beneath her mouth.
She gave his balls a gentle squeeze, then worked her lips up and down his shaft, stroking him with them as Candy continued to work his head. Rick's legs were shaking violently and when Lisa returned to his head and joined Candy in tonguing him he released a soft whimper she wished she had on tape, and a pearly drop of cum appeared in the slit of his cock.
It oozed out and Lisa shivered when she caught it on her tongue. Another drop followed, and Candy caught this one, a soft moan escaping her as she tasted him.
"Fuck!" Rick exclaimed and a long thick spurt erupted between their lips.
The first squirt shot onto Lisa's cheek, but she pushed his cock towards Candy do the next one was a direct shot into her mouth. Candy once again backed her talk by proving she was no cum dodger.
Not flinching, she continued to lick Rick's spurting cock, the cum oozing from her mouth over her lips and down both her chin and his shaft. Lisa fed him to herself, getting a good dose into her own mouth, and pushing it out with her tongue sending it flowing back onto him.
Ricks moaning and gasps were lost among Lisa and Candy's as they continued to work his spraying cock while his cum smeared over each other's lips and tongues. His cock thrust between them as he lost control of his hips, his oozing tip smearing over their cheeks.
His hips slowed and his moans softened as only a few weak dribbles flowed from his spent cock. Lisa took him into her mouth and sucked hard enough to hollow her cheeks, making him moan her name as she was rewarded with a few more drops.
She released him and grabbed Candy's face, between her hands, and pulled her into a sloppy cum filled kiss. Lisa's breath hissed int Candy's mouth then she removed her hand from Ricks still twitching dick, to grab Lisa's other breast and was now fondling both of them.
Lisa let her face go and returned the favor, playing with her tits while their lips and tongues passed Rick's cm back and forth. Lisa, her lust out of control, broke the kiss and began licking the cum from Candy's face, slurping it between her lips.
"So fucking dirty," Candy whispered, but it didn't stop her, from returning the favor, and pressing her lips to Lisa's chin and sucking the cum from it.
Lisa had kept a mouthful and lowering her head let it drool onto Candy's right breast. She quickly ducked down lower and sucked it from her firm young flesh. Candy emitted a high pitched little sound as Lisa sucked her cum coated nipple and thrust her tit further into her face, shaking side to side and smearing it around Lisa's face.
"That was fucking amazing," Rick sighed, his hands sliding down their backs as Lisa raised her head and resumed kissing Candy, where she promptly had the cum Candy had in her mouth shoved back into hers.
This time she swallowed it, moaning at the way his salty load slid down her greedy throat.
"I need to fucking cum!" Lisa hissed, rising to her feet.
"Let's go into the bedroom, where we have more room," Rick suggested.
"Fuck that, I want it now!"
Lisa sprawled onto the couch, throwing one long leg over his, the other over the arm of the couch. She yanked her thong to the side, exposing her glistening pussy.
"Eat my cunt, baby girl! Mama needs to cum!"
Candy looked up at her, her face red and sweaty, her make up streaming down her face from forcing Rick's cock down her young throat. Her cheeks and chin were sticky from remains of their shared load, and she was breathing heavily, her small tits rising with each breath.
She eyed her pussy with a mixture of nerves and desire, But Lisa was losing patience. "Come over here and give me a kiss, little girl," she spread her lips wide and tapped her throbbing clit. "Now."
"Easy there, boss," Rick slid next to her, and slipped his hand between her thighs, stroking her wet slit. "Patience."
"You just got your cock sucked by two hot girls! Stick patience up your ass!"
Candy laughed at her and eased over on her knees until she was between Lisa's wantonly spread legs.
"Let's get this out of the way." Rick grabbed the side of Lisa's thong and with a hard yank snapped the side off her hip.
"Ow!" Lisa yelped, then groaned at the way he roughly ripped pulled the torn thong from beneath her, leaving her cunt completely exposed.
Rick's fingers eased over her clit, then through the patch of blonde fuzz over her moist pink flesh. "My wife has a beautiful pussy, don't you think?"
He cupped her breast and lifted while lowering his head and sucking her nipple.



Candy licked her sticky lips nervously but placed her hands on her inner thighs. She leaned in close, and Lisa struggled not to grab her head and shove it between her legs. Candy was so close Lisa could feel her hot breath on her yearning clit.
"Please," she whispered, changing tactics. "Please don't tease me, baby girl. Be good to me and I'll be sooo good to you when we go into the bedroom."
Candy blew lightly on her clit, and Lisa whimpered, her hips twitching at just that limited sensation.
"Come on, Candy," Rick encouraged her. "I just saw how good you are with that naughty little tongue. Let's see if you can get a woman off as good as you can a guy."
Candy looked up at him.
"Do I get to suck your cock again?"
"Honey, that's a question you never have to ask," Rick laughed. "But not until you take care of Lisa."
"Oh, for God's sake," Lisa sighed, then gasped when Candy caught her by surprise by kissing her clit.
She followed the kiss with a quick flick of her tongue that felt as if she were trying a food she'd never tasted before, which in a way, was the truth. She licked her again, this time with a little more confidence.
"Yes," Lisa sighed, "Just like that, baby, nice and easy, get to know that pretty kitty."
"Cornier," Rick muttered.
"Shut up, and suck my tit," Lisa punctuated her remark with a soft slap on the back of his head, before sliding her fingers into her hair.
"You guys are funny," Candy giggled, then swirled her tongue in a circle around her clit.
"Lower," Lisa instructed. "And up and down, its not all about the clit, baby girl. Just thing of it like sucking cock, work it all not just the head."
Candy eased her face down and Lisa moaned when she slipped her tongue between her moist lips. She licked side to side, slowly making her way back to Lisa's clit.
She gave her an unexpected quick suck that elicited a soft sigh from her before working her tongue back down. She took Lisa's advice, her soft tongue probing the wet folds of her pussy.
Candy showed more patience than she expected, her tongue moving slowly, gaining confidence as she continued to get a feel for pleasing her. Her tongue dipped lower, and Lisa held her breath when the tip teased along the entrance to her hot wet twat.
"Oh, yes!" Lisa squealed when Candy, with the air of someone taking the plunge into cold water, shoved her tongue inside her. "Right there, honey!"
Emboldened by her reaction, Candy swirled her tongue inside her and Lisa watched her eyes widen at what a gooey mess her cunt was at this point. But undeterred, Candy's tongue continued to explore her hot wet twat.
She slurped her tongue back into her mouth and Lisa sucked on her lip at the way, Candy licked her lips at the taste of her sticky juices. She slid two fingers through Lisa's lips, then spread her wide.
"Such a good girl," Lisa purred as Candy plunged her tongue back inside her now wide open hole.
She moved her head, fucking Lisa with her tongue and Rick whispered. "Someone watches porn."
Lisa paid no attention to his remark, she was too busy wallowing in the sensation of having a barely legal inexperienced girl lapping her cunt. She cupped her other breast, rolling her nipple between her fingers while Rick licked and sucked the other.
Her hips rocked gently into Candy's tongue, pushing it deeper. Candy gave her another hard suck, then swirled her tongue from inside her and up through her sticky lips.
Lisa moaned when she replaced her tongue with a long slender finger. She pumped it slowly into her as her tongue once again found her clit. This time she licked it more boldly, her tongue moving side to side, then up and down and in slow, then fast circles.
"Another finger," Lisa breathed as she relaxed back into the couch, playing with Ricks hair and her taut nipple as Candy added a second finger while working her needy cunt with increasing skill and enthusiasm.
Lisa lifted her legs and placed her bare feet on Candy's shoulders before sliding them down her smooth back. Candy switched to sucking her clit in a slow gentle rhythm, that had Lisa's thighs trembling and her hips rocking faster.
"Another finger, spread that cunt open, baby,' Lisa told her. "You've seen my husband's cock; you're not going to hurt me."
Candy eased a third finger into her, and Lisa groaned when she wiggled them inside her. Her soft tongue was now playing Lisa's clit as well as some of the other lovers they'd shared over the years.
She didn't quite have the touch or control of more experienced women, but she was putting a serious effort into keeping her tongue moving and varying how she licked her. Lisa pumped her hips into her fingers and dropped her hand from Rick's hair into his lap, finding his cock.
His still hard cock.
She wasn't surprised, even Viagra couldn't compare to watching a teenager girl on her knees, licking your wife's cunt/ Lisa slowly stroked him, her fingers barely touching his still sticky, and lipstick smeared shaft.
While she watched Candy's tongue dance over her pink button, she imagined the cock in her hand plunging into her lover's tight little box. That first delicious squeal she'd emit, when he worked it in followed by louder sharper sounds when he decided to cut loose and really fuck her.
"Right there," Lisa moaned as she slid her feet up to rest on Candy's shoulders. "Just like that, baby, lick and suck and keep those fingers moving."
Rick's fingers had replaced his tongue with his fingers as he rested his head on her shoulder as he watched Candy lick and slobber over her clit. He squeezed her nipple hard enough to make her breath hiss between her teeth, but she did the same to the other, twisting and tugging on it.
Candy was now sucking her clit much harder than before, her lips occasionally smacking together when it slipped from between them. Lisa's back arched and her ass lifted from the couch as she felt the first twinges of orgasm building within her.
"Don't stop," Lisa implored her as she thrust her hips harder into her fingers. "Keep sucking that clit, just keep...Fuck!"
Candy surprised her by pushing her pinky inside her and curling all four fingers. The sudden, and borderline, painful spreading of her cunt, sent her spiraling over the edge. Lisa threw her head back and released a long loud wail that made Candy's orgasm sound tame.
Rick gave her nipple a hard twist at the same time Lisa tugged and pinched the other. Her hips went wild as her toes curled hard into Candy's shoulders and she pushed with her feet to keep her ass off the couch.
Her hips ground in hard fast circles, smearing her sticky cunt into Candy's still moving tongue and fingers. Lisa slipped her legs behind her, and crossing her ankles behind Candy's head, pulled forward, pinning Candy's face to her quivering flesh.
Her pussy convulsed around her fingers and Lisa yelped and squealed, her hand now pumping Rick's cock much harder in the throes of her orgasm. Candy squealed between her thighs now pumping but her tongue kept fluttering over her clit.
Lisa arched her back and her legs straightened as her entire body tensed. She pushed her feet forward, and pushed back against the couch, lifting her hips higher until she heard one make a popping sound.
Sensing what was about to happen, Rick gave her nipple a savage pinch, twisting it as he did. Lisa howled like an animal and felt something release deep inside her. Candy yelped in surprise, her face jerking back as a stream of sticky fluid sprayed her face and Lisa's inner thighs.
Lisa cried out and jerked her hips, sending another stream, this one catching Candy directly in her mouth and chest. With a low moan, Lisa's body went limp, slumping back into the couch, her feet hitting the floor as she lay there panting, her heart pounding and the ceiling spinning above her.
"Holy shit," Candy wiped the sticky mess from her face with the side of her hand as she eased her fingers from within her. "I thought that stuff was made up for the movies."
"I think you did a good job, honey," Rick gave Lisa an affectionate kiss. "How was that babe? Good for a first time?"
"Good for any time," Lisa smiled down at her. "You're a natural, baby girl."
"Can we fuck now?" Candy rose to her feet, her eyes on Rick's cock in Lisa's fist. "He's still hard!"
"How could I not be?" Rick told her. "What do you say, hon, ready to take the party to the bedroom?"
"I'm not sure I can move." Lisa sighed as she sat there in a spreading puddle on the couch.
"Then we'll start without you!" Candy looked around. "Where's the bedroom?"
"Down the hall," Rick whistled. "Candy, there is no way the girl who was supposed to be here could have been better than you."
"Yay!" She clapped her hands and hopped up and down like a little kid, and Lisa felt a new wave of desire when she watched her perky titties bouncing. "Let's go!"
She turned and strolled across the room towards the hall.
"Christ, we hit the fucking jackpot!" Rick stood and taking Lisa's hand helped her to her feet, he frowned at the couch. "That cushion is history."
"Flip it over," she told him, her eyes on Candy's ass as she paused in the hallway, waiting for them.
"Other side is the same, remember last..."
"Who cares about the fucking couch!" Lisa slapped his arm. "Look at that!"
She pointed to Candy who decided she was done waiting and was now sauntering down the hall. With a laugh, Rick, still holding her hand ran across the room, with Lisa trailing behind him.
As much as she enjoyed watching Candy's perfect little ass sway and how good the red fishnets looked on her long legs, Lisa was more caught up in laughing along with her husband as the ran naked across the room, his cock bobbing and her pussy still dripping from her explosive orgasm.
Running after a nearly naked young girl who they were going to fuck senseless in their room. As Rick had said, life was good! They caught up with her, and Lisa dealt her ass a playful slap.
"Get moving, little girl!"
Candy yelped, then laughed, and to their delight, proceeded to skip the rest of the way down the hall. She entered the bedroom and when Lisa and Rick reached the doorway she'd thrown herself onto the bed, lying in the center of it, her legs spread wide, and a big smile on her face.
"Come get me!"
"I need to f...hey!" Rick exclaimed when Lisa slipped her hand from his and shoved him t the side.
She took three steps and launched herself onto the bed. She landed on her stomach and bounced on the firm mattress, flipping over onto her back next to Candy who laughed at her.
Lisa sat up, and looking at Rick, stuck her tongue out at him. "Firsts!" she told him,. Then rolled over so she was between Candy's legs, smiling down at her.
"Hi!" Candy returned the smile. "Wanna play?"
Lisa's answer was to lower her head and plunge her tongue into Candy's mouth. Her young treat slipped her arms around her, and gripped the end of her pig tails, holding them as they kissed.
Lisa moved side to side and they both groaned as her breasts slid across Candy's their nipples, rubbing over each other. Candy released her hair, and slid her hands down her back, then between them, holding Lisa's breasts.
Lisa slid higher up the bed until her tits were in her face and lowered her nipple to her. Candy eagerly sucked it, now wrapping her long legs around Lisa's waist. Lisa moved to the side, offering her other tit, and looked to her left.
She saw Rick in the mirror over the bureau, standing there with an appreciative smile on his face and his cock still at the ready. He'd come closer to the bed, content to watch, and as much as Lisa wanted to take her time, she wanted to give him the show he'd been waiting for.
Lisa crawled back down the bed, and Candy let her legs drop from around her. Lisa paused to lick and suck each of her tiny nipples, also taking a moment to suck on the firm flesh of her small breast.
Candy sighed, and arched her back, pushing her tits into her face. She extended her right arm and tapped the bed. "You can sit here," she said to Rick. I can keep you busy!" she wagged her tongue at him.
"You just lay back and enjoy," Rick told her. "I'll be joining in, don't you worry."
Lisa left Candy's tits, her tongue trailing down her soft tummy as she worked her way down the bed.
"Someone doesn't look to nervous about you going down there, now does she?" Rick observed behind her.
"You guys haven't steered me wrong yet!" Candy declared.
"Priceless," Rick sighed.
Lisa didn't add to the exchange, she was too busy running her lips over Candy's completely smooth mound, her mouth watering in anticipation of tasting her. Candy's stomach rose and fell faster, showing her own excitement and when Lisa turned her eyes up to her, she saw, as Rick noted, no sign of nerves, just desire.
Lisa forced herself to pause to give a gentle kiss to each of her thighs as she eased back further on her knees, so her face was directly between her legs. She stayed kneeling to give Rick a good view of her ass and pussy before he came over to watch her tongue works it magic on their sweet treat.
Lisa placed her face between her slender thighs and inhaled deeply, her eyes rolling at the sweet scent of Candy's tight cunt. She teased her tongue along the edge of her lips and Candy moved her hips, wiggling impatiently.
Lisa placed her hands over her slit and used her thumbs to open her tucked up lips, spreading the delicious young flower she was about to taste. She gave her clit a soft kiss, then a fast swirl of her tongue.
"Oh!" Candy gasped. "I can't believe I'm letting a woman go down on me!"
"Just returning the favor, my now officially bi little tart," Lisa winked at her, then pressed her tongue to her clit.
She licked it in a slow circle, before sliding her tongue down, moving it side to side, taking her time as she worked her way down to the sweet center of tonight's "Candy". She whimpered and lifted her hips, and with a smile, Lisa moved with her, not letting her push her tongue inside.
"Awww!" Candy moaned. "Please?"
"She is asking nicely." Rick said from her left where he was now standing to get a view of the action.
Lisa obliged them, opening Candy wider and plunging her tongue inside her. While she squealed above her, Lisa sighed as her tongue explored her hot juicy twat. She swirled her tongue, then slid it back in her mouth and sucked on it, getting a good taste of her.
She pushed her tongue back in while she used her thumb on her clit, lightly rubbing it and causing her hips to rock into her touch. Lisa shook her head, moving her tongue around inside, before making her tongue rigid and fucking her with it.
Lisa sucked hard, her mouth filling with her juice while her ears filled with Candy's whimper of pleasure. She flinched when Rick put his hand on the cheek of her ass, then moaned when his fingers slid inside her.
She wiggled her hips, working him deeper as her tongue took a slow teasing journey back through Candy's lips to her clit. She gave it a hard suck that caused Candy to gasp before sucking more gently on it.
"That's nice," she cooed, and Lisa looked up to see she'd cupped her tits, her fingers stroking her nipples.
Her wide brown eyes were on Lisa as she made a show of tonguing her. She eased back, showing off the trail of sticky fluid from her cunt to the tip of her tongue. She slurped it up, following it back to her pink clit.
Lisa's tongue danced over it, fluttering quickly, and lightly, her tip barely in contact with her quivering flesh. Candy pushed her hips, forcing more contact, and Lisa indulged her, licking more firmly.
Rick's fingers eased from inside her, and Lisa paused when she felt his weight settle on the bed behind her. Candy's gaze rose to look behind her, and she saw them widen. A moment later, Rick grabbed her hips and drove his cock into her in one long hard thrust.
"Fuck!" Lisa squealed into Candy's pussy.
"Let's see how good you can focus." Rick said, then proceeded to fuck her in a slow steady rhythm.
Lisa moaned as his thick cock slid in and out of her but returned her tongue to the task at hand. She was amazed Rick was fucking her first, it wasn't their usual pattern, but she wasn't going to complain, and the look on Candy's face was priceless as she watched Rick take her from behind.
"That looks so good!' she moaned; her fingers still busy on her nipples. "I want some!"
"Then come nice and hard for us." Rick told her.
Lisa switched to sucking, and Candy squirmed on the bed, her soft wet flesh grinding into Lisa's face. Behind her, Rick grabbed Candy's ankles and lifted her legs, putting them around Lisa's waist.
Lisa turned her eyes to see into the mirror and saw him cross Candy's ankles, locking her legs around her. He leaned over and grabbed her pig tails, tugging them back.
"Let's make it harder." Before the words were completely out of his mouth, he tore into her, fucking her hard and fast.
Lisa cried out into Candy's pussy, and it took a minute for her to be able to gather herself enough to resume licking her. The bed rocked from the force of Rick's fucking her, and she had to struggle to keep from yelping and keep her tongue on Candy's clit.
"Damn, he's fucking you!" Candy groaned, her hips moving faster. "This is so much better than a party!"
Rick shifted his hands, now gripping both her pig tails in one while holding Candy's ankles together with the other, keeping Lisa immobile as he continued to hammer into her.
Lisa's tongue blurred over Candy's clit, he breath coming in hot gasps as Rick fucked her hard enough for his balls to slap against her clit. She released a startled yelp when he slapped the left side of her ass, then quickly struck the right.
"Do it again!" Candy told him, and Lisa winced when he dealt her two more hard smacks. "Do it...Oh!"
Lisa cut her off by shoving two fingers roughly into her pussy and fucking her hard with them. Rick nonetheless gave her two more hard smacks, before returning his grip to Candy.
Lisa focused harder on her tongue, slathering Candy's hard button and mixing in a few hard sucks. She curled her fingers, then straightened them and shook them side to side as Rick had earlier.
Candy was so wet she could hear them swishing inside her and her legs tightened around Lisa's waist. Sensing her close, Rick slowed his fucking to let Lisa pay more attention to her.
It wasn't a selfless move, the sooner Candy came, the sooner his dick was going to be inside her young cunt. Not that Lisa wasn't almost as eager for that as he was, and she took to Candy's clit with all her skill as a lover.
Her tongue danced expertly over her throbbing button as her fingers wiggled and flexed inside her sopping slit.
"I...that's...." Candy stammered as her hips moved faster and she tugged on her nipples as Lisa had done, stretching them to the point it looked painful. "I...Oh, Lisa!"
The way she cried out her name just as her pussy contracted around her fingers and her hips exploded into motion sent a gush of warm sticky fluid around Rick's plunging cock and down her thighs.
Candy filled the candlelit room with another impressively loud wail as her thighs tightened around Lisa's face. She kept her lips affixed to her clit, sucking hard as she continued to wiggle her fingers inside Candy's convulsing cunt.
Whether it was because Lisa had succeeded in getting Candy off, or just losing control in his excitement, Rick once again tore into her, pounding her with long hard strokes.
Lisa yelped repeatedly into Candy's hot, quivering, and sticky flesh as he fucked her hard enough to cause the bed to rock. His grip shifted to her ass, his strong fingers gouging into the soft skin of her ass hard enough to hurt.



But not enough to stop Lisa from reveling in the action. Her eyes remained on Candy, watching her brown eyes roll back and her lips part as she cried out in ecstasy. Her face was a red, sweaty, and sticky mess, half her lipstick smeared around her mouth, and some of her dark hair plastered to her sweaty chest and shoulders.
She looked like a beautiful hot mess, and between that, and Rick's giving it to her good and hard, she felt her own clit, responding, aching for more of the snake that had bit, or in her case, licked her.
"Ohhh, fuck me," Candy moaned as her body went limp, her hands falling from her having tits.
"That's the plan." Rick pulled his cock from Lisa's dripping cunt, and grabbing her right hip, yanked her to the side.
"Hey!" she squealed as she rolled onto her back next to Candy. "You don't have to.... Oh, baby, I love it!"
Her abrupt mood shift was courtesy of the way Rick leaned over the bed, placed his hands on Candy's thighs and buried his face between them.
"Shit!" Candy cried out as Rick plunged his tongue insider her and sucked loud enough to make his lips smack. "That's, oh god!"
Rick slipped his tongue through her lips and Lisa watched as he traced her still quivering clit in several fast circles. He slipped two fingers inside her, making her squeal, and her legs kicked by his sides, as he switched to sucking her now over sensitive clit.
"Stop," she whimpered, her hands on his broad shoulders, trying in vain to push him away. "It feels too good, I...stop, please stop!"
Her begging had him sucking her harder and Lisa rolled to her knees and grabbed Candy's wrists, pulling her hands back.
"Oh, oh, oh!" Candy bucked on the bed, writhing, and whimpering as Rick continued working her clit. "It's too, I.... I just.... I can't...Ohhhh."
Her hips bucked wildly, but Rick slipped his arms around her thighs, holding her down while he ate her young cunt with a gusto that had Lisa's mouth and pussy watering and yearning for another release.
Candy tried to pull her hands from Lisa's grasp, but she held her tightly and using her weight, leaned over, pinning her arms over her head.
"No, no!" she whimpered. "Its too much, it tickles! Oh, stop!"
Rick gave her clit one more hard suck, then slid up onto his knees on the bed. He grabbed Candy's ankles, and lifted her legs in the air, holding them open, he pushed the head of his cock through her slick lips.
"Yes!" Candy's tune immediately changed, and she stopped squirming. "Fuck me!"
Rick teased all three of them as he slid his cock through her lips several times, and Candy moved her hips, thrusting them in hopes of getting him inside her.
"Don't be mean!" she pouted, "No fair teasing me!"
"No fair!" Lisa mimicked her in a little girl voice, pushing her lips into a pout that rivaled hers.
"Don't make fun!" Candy tried to pull her hands from Lisa's grasp. "I just want to get fucked! I thought you guys wanted to.... Oh my God!!!!!"
With her attention on Lisa, Rick caught her by surprise, entering her in one long thrust.
"Fuck that's.... big!" Candy whimpered, her eyes going so wide Lisa wanted to laugh. "Easy," she moaned as Rick eased back, removing all but the tip. "Go easy."
Rick obliged her, this time slowly introducing his cock to her inch by teasing inch. Candy whined and moaned but didn't resist as he pushed his full length into her and remained still, letting her spread around him.
"Christ, she's tight!" he marveled.
"His cock is so big!" Candy moaned, her eyes shifting to Lisa. "He was fucking you so hard!"
"I'm used to it baby girl," she leaned over and kissed her precious pouting lips. "You'll get used to it too."
Rick eased partway out, and Lisa licked her lips at the sight of her pink flesh tightly clinging to his thick wet shaft. He eased back in, then began slowly fucking her.
Candy moaned and Lisa released her arms, but she let them remain on the bed over her head as she lay there breathing hard and whimpering as Rick took his time letting her get accustomed to his size.
Lisa fondled her breasts, playing with her nipples and whispered. "That's a good girl, just relax, pretty soon you'll want him to fuck you as hard as he was fucking me."
Candy's response was another whimper, but for the first time her hips moved, rising to meet Rick's cock. He picked up the pace, not just going faster, but inserting more of his length with each thrust.
"Oh, oh, that's," Candy stuttered, then sighed. "Wow, that's starting to feel good!"
"There you go, that's my girl." Lisa gave her nipples a playful pinch, as she watched Rick's cock plunder her young flesh.
She leaned over and opened wide, Rick removed his cock from Candy and slipped it into Lisa's waiting mouth. She sighed around him as she bobbed her head, tasting both her and Candy's juices from his hard flesh.
She slipped him from her mouth but grabbed him and slapped his cock against her clit. Candy gasped, then groaned when Lisa pushed his cock through her lips and fed it to her pussy.
Rick took it up a level, now going faster and spreading her legs wider.
"Deep," she moaned, but her hips were moving faster, and her whimpers were now sounds of total pleasure, and not mixed with any discomfort. "So deep!"
Lisa could tell Rick was struggling to hold back, but he managed to only go slightly faster. Her clit throbbed and her nipples were aching for another release, and tired of babying her, Lisa swung her left leg over Candy's head, so she was straddling her shoulders.
Before she could react, Lisa lowered herself down sitting on her face. Candy squealed, then again and with a much higher pitch when her move caused Rick to lose control and fuck her much harder.
Candy's legs jerked in his grasp, but he held her red clad ankles tightly as he was now giving her a good hard pounding. Her hands came up behind Lisa, grabbing her hips and trying to push, but she had no leverage.
Lisa ground her hips, smearing her wet flesh into Candy's face as she whimpered and yelped beneath her. She leaned over, and Rick did the same. They shared a long tongue filled kiss as they both pleasured themselves on the young girl pinned between them.
Lisa leaned back and grabbed Candy's tits, rolling her hard nipples between her fingers. Candy's yelps continued but seemed less urgent as she became used to Rick's increased pace.
He maintained a fast pace, his cock driving into her prone pussy, but didn't go any harder. When he pulled her legs together and placed her fishnet clad feet on his chest and let them go, she kept them there.
He placed his finger on her swollen clit and Candy jerked beneath her. Lisa ground her hips faster, now sliding front to back and she groaned when for the first time she felt Candy's tongue flick over her clit.
Lisa moved faster and Candy kept her tongue rigid, letting her ride her face.
"She's goddamn amazing," Rick whispered as he rubbed her clit in hard circles. "She can't be 18."
"You tell me," Lisa giggled. "That cunt feel 18 to you?"
"She is fucking tight," he sighed. "Even this wet she doesn't want to let go."
His words caused her hips to move faster and now in a circular motion. Candy's hands slid from her hips, up her sides and Lisa moaned, and Rick whistled in admiration when he her hands found Lisa's tits.
"Jesus," Lisa gasped when Candy's fingers captured her nipples. "I swear I'm ready to fucking come again already!"
Whether she was just getting more excited or could hear Lisa from beneath her, Candy moved her head side to side, causing Lisa to remain still and let her lick her clit. Her thighs were already trembling around her head, and Lisa saw Candy's feet were pushing harder into Rick, lifting her ass, and pushing his cock deeper.
His thumb continued to work her clit as Lisa played with her nipples. She felt Candy's breath coming hot and fast into her quivering pussy, and Lisa wiggled on her face, moving her clit into the girl's fluttering tongue.
Lisa gasped when Candy pinched her nipples roughly then again when she caught her clit between her lips and sucked hard on it. Rick saw the look on he face and knowing how close she was, reared his hips back and tore into Candy as hard as he had Lisa.
Candy released a long squeal into her hot flesh, and Lisa cried out when she pinched her nipples even harder than before. Lisa paid her back in kind twisting Candy's just as hard.
Candy's back arched, but she sucked Lisa's clit hard several times and a sudden twist of her nipples sent her over the edge. Lisa came like an animal, her head back, mouth wide open and howling in pleasure.
Her orgasm triggered Candy's who bucked wildly between them, her hips bucking, legs kicking in the air and yelping into Lisa's convulsing cunt. Rick kept working Candy's clit but slowed his fucking.
He was as read and sweaty as the two women were and his breathing was getting heavier. Even with his control and having already come Candy's already tight teen aged cunt contracting around him had him getting close.
"Hold on, baby," Lisa moaned in between her sharp yips as she ground her pussy into Candy's trapped face. "I want more!"
Rick gave her a look of 'Are you kidding' but knew she wasn't. He could either try and last longer this round before they took a breather, or she'd immediately suck him until he was hard enough to shove into her needy cunt, and she was sure Candy would help.
Between them, Candy released a long high pitched sigh, and stopped moving, her hands falling from Lisa's breasts and her legs falling limply by Rick's sides. Lisa wiggled her hips once more into her face as the last of her orgasm flowed through her, then managed to swing her leg over her.
Rick quickly withdrew from Candy, trying for enough time to back away from the point of no return.
"You...guys.... are... hardcore," Candy spoke between ragged breaths, her face a bigger mess than it was before.
"Not done yet, baby girl." Lisa told her. "Roll over and get that cute ass in the air."
Candy displayed the same look Rick had.
"You don't want to take that dick doggy?" Lisa shrugged and rolled onto her hands and knees. "All mine then, come on baby, take your dirty pony for a ride!"
Rick slid up behind her and slammed into her hard enough to make her rock forward. He gripped her hips tightly and went to town on her, showing that even the short time out he'd taken had given him new life.
"Yes, yes, yes!" Lisa cried out. "Pound that pussy! Take that sloppy fucking cunt!"
"Wow," Candy said as she sat up. "Your wife is a goddamn nympho."
"No," Lisa turned her head to smirk at her. "Just not a little girl who can't take a real fucking."
"What" Candy bristled. "Screw you, old lady, I'm not done yet!" She quickly rolled onto her knees next to her and wiggled her ass enticingly. "How about you take a younger model for a ride?"
"Holy crap, can we keep you?" Rick whipped his cock from Lisa and slipped it into Candy.
Lisa smiled as Rick hammered into the young girl as hard as he had her.
"Ow, ow, ow!' Candy cried out, but when he slowed yelled. "No, don't stop!" and with a laugh, Rick resumed tearing into her.
They were only a foot apart, and she leaned over, kissing her, and capturing her precious yelps in her mouth. Rick slipped his fingers inside Lisa's at this point literally sloppy cunt, thrusting them while he fucked Candy. He removed his cock and went back inside Lisa, now fingering Candy.
He went back and forth several times, giving both women a minute of good hard fucking. They both lowered their heads to the bed, pushing their asses up and watching each other get fucked.
When Rick switched to fucking Candy, Lisa sat up, then putting her hand on his shoulder, stood on the bed. Bracing herself on him she swung her leg over Candy and lowered herself onto her.
Using her height and long legs, she knelt over her so she was resting on Candy's back, but her knees and hands were on the bed, keeping her full weight off her. Now presented with their wet cunts on top of each other, Rick slipped it into Lisa for a few thrusts, then Candy.
He moved back and forth more quickly, only giving each of them a few slow pumps before switching. Lisa knew he was close again, and this time she'd let him get off, but give him one more thrill.
She slipped off Candy and rolled onto her back next to her. Lisa eased over until her head was between Candy's knees and opened wide. Rick gave Candy several hard thrusts, then withdrew and dipped his cock into his wife's willing mouth.
She let him fuck her face, moaning as a mixture of their juices flowed down her throat. Rick pushed on Candy's back, and she obediently lowered herself, spreading her legs wider.
Lisa lifted her head and gave her clit several quick licks making her groan. Rick plunged his cock back into Candy and Lisa switched from licking her clit to his balls as he fucked her.
She was so wet she was dripping into Lisa's mouth, as she sucked both. Rick didn't remove his cock from Candy, just continued to pound her harder and faster. Candy yelped as his thrusts were now much shorter and bordered on brutal as he neared his climax.
Lisa flicked her tongue once more over Candy's clit, then kept it still, letting Ricks balls slide across it.
"Fuck," he gasped, his breath coming in ragged gasps.
"Give it to me," Lisa demanded. "You know how I want it!"
Rick squeezed Candy's hips harder and gave her several brutal thrusts that had her squealing. He whipped his cock out and pumped it as Lisa sucked on his balls. A long spurt of cum splattered against Candy's quivering pussy.
"Ohh, that's nasty," Candy moaned as his load slid down through her lips and flowed into Lisa's waiting mouth.
Rick kept stroking, sending several long squirts into Candy's pink cunt. She squirmed above her as the cum oozed from her pink flesh to drip beneath her. Lisa grabbed her hips and pulled her down to her, noisily slurping her husband's cum from their lover's pussy as she whimpered and groaned, squirming in her face.
When Rick sat back on his knees, Lisa eased out from between Candy's legs, and sat up. She tugged on Candy's shoulder, to get her to do the same. When she did, Lisa opened her mouth to show the puddle of cum pooled on her tongue.
Candy leaned closer, and Lisa kissed her, shoving the warm sticky contents of her mouth into hers. Their tongues swirled around the hot mess, some of it sliding down their chins.
Lisa eased back and lay back on the bed in front of her, mouth open.
"Trick or Treat!" she called out.
Candy, a wicked smile on her face, leaned over and let the drool laced glob of cum flow into Lisa's mouth. She sat up, opened wide to show the mess, then tipped her head back and made a show of swallowing.
She opened wide, showing both her now empty mouth.
"Have I ever told you you're the best wife ever?" Rick gave her a tired smile as he wiped his sweaty face.
"You guys," Candy looked from one to the other, a look of disbelief on her sweat, and worse, slicked face. "Are wild as fuck, you know that?"
"Pretty wild yourself," Rick told her. "Apologies for saying you were all talk."
"You sure you're 18?" Lisa asked. "It doesn't matter, but you're a little shall we say advanced?"
"I like sex," she shrugged. "I'm kind of a party girl, so I've had some fun. Nothing like this though." She laughed. "My parents would shit!"
"Great," Rick rolled his eyes.
"That was something." Candy wiped at her face, then frowned at the mess that came away on her hand. "Think I could maybe shower?"
"Of course, you can," Lisa told her. "We'll shower together while the man here rests up."
"Together?" Candy asked.
"Baby girl," Lisa pointed to the clock next to the bed which showed 10:55. "We have you for another hour."
"No," she shook her head.
"What do you mean no?" Rick asked. "Deal was until midnight, remember."
"Yeah," Candy nodded. "But I told my parents I was sleeping over a friend's house, so why stop at an hour?" she reached out and playfully flipped Lisa's right breast. "I can spend the night!"
"Did I say jackpot?" Rick laughed.
"You seriously want to stay the night?" Lisa's eyes darted to the smooth pink cleft between Candy's sweaty thighs, already craving another taste.
"I can, but it depends." Candy gave her a sly smile.
"On what?" Rick asked.
"How much more money do I get?"
Happy Halloween!
Author's Note: Hope you enjoyed this twisted little treat, and I think its safe to say none of us would mind unwrapping some Halloween Candy. This is a contest entry so your votes and comments are appreciated. As always thank you for reading and supporting my work over the years. Lovecraft68.
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Chapter 1
"You sure you want to go home, Tammy?" Brenda glanced into the back seat while she waited at the red light. "It's only ten, we could hit Dusk, lot of boys there on a Friday night."
"No, I think I'm done," Tammy replied. "I did a few shots and shared a fat as fuck blunt with Jill and her sister, I've had enough."
"So, if Mitch's parents hadn't shown up unexpected, you were going to stop partying?" Donna asked from the passenger seat. "This is your first Friday night off in three months, and you said you don't have to work until tomorrow night, right?"
"Yeah, so?"
"You've been bitching about how bad you need to get laid for the last month." Brenda reminded her. "Before that party crashed you had more than one guy around you that would have been happy to help you out, but you said you wanted to come with us."
"I don't know them."
"Since when are you such a dud? I've seen you get down and dirty with guys you just met." Brenda looked to make sure no one had pulled up next to her, brought her pink and purple glass bowl to her lips and flicked her lighter, firing it up and inhaling deeply.
"That was before she met Rick and became a good girl," Donna giggled while accepting the bowl and lighter from Brenda "Six months with just one dick, never thought I'd see the day."
"Hey, I'm not a slut, you know," Tammy said defensively.
The word had come out "shhlut" causing both her friends to laugh, and driving home the fact she didn't need any more to drink.
"I didn't say slut," Brenda spoke while taking the right towards Tammy's neighborhood. "But don't act like you've never spread them after a party or after hitting the clubs."
"I'm still in single digits you know," Tammy said indignantly even as she reached for the bowl and lighter Donna had turned in her seat to hand to her. "Twenty and under ten guys makes me virgin material compared to half the girls at URI."
"Under ten since we started college, what was the high school tally?" Brenda smirked at her in the rear view mirror.
"Single digits," Tammy fired up the bowl and sucked the pungent smoke into her lungs.
"Single digits plus single digits equal double digits." Donna laughed so hard she snorted, which caused her to laugh harder, and the other two girls to join in.
"Look how much fun we're having!" Donna told her. "You've been working and hitting the books for three months after you caught Rick fucking that skank tutor of his. Come to the club, find a hot guy." She giggled. "You can start another single digit list, the after you were a good woman for six months list."
"You're not telling me you wouldn't have gone upstairs with someone." Donna circled back to the original topic.
"Maybe, but it would be in a house full of people. I'm not going to a place I don't know with a guy I don't know."
"You could have them take you back to your house, your folks are gone until Sunday, right?" Brenda was barely doing ten miles an hour, drifting down Tammy's street as she tried to convince her to stay out with them.
"I could, but Jimmy's home, and that would be weird."
"Jimmy's weird," Donna reached into the back seat, but Tammy fired the bowl up once more before handing it back.
"He's not, he's just kind of nerdy and shy."
"Really shy, kid's still a virgin at 18," Brenda whistled. "No wonder he's weird, got all that tension in his balls."
"Maybe you could help him with it," Donna suggested. "He checks you out when we're over. You could throw him a pity suck, I mean how long could it take?"
"Leave him alone, he's a good kid." Tammy defended her brother. "Just needs to meet the right girl."
"Send him to comic con, lot of nerdy girls there," Brenda quipped.
"Hey, I go to comic con!" Donna explaimed.
"Only so you can get guys to look at you in your slutty Poison Ivy costume." Tammy laughed.
"Your point?" Donna snickered.
"Anyway, I'm in charge this weekend, so even if I got lucky at the party, I was still coming home by midnight. I'm not bringing a guy home."
"Because Jimmy would rat you out?"
"Jimmy never rats me out, we're mad cool with each other," Tammy explained.
"Not doing it because it would be mean, right?" Donna asked. "He's never had sex so if he saw you bring someone or heard you it would make him feel worse?"
"Yeah," Tammy answered warily, waiting for the smart ass follow up comment.
"You're a good big sister." Donna surprised her by turning serious. "My big brother's a d-bag, gets me in trouble and we fight all the time."
"I'm an only child and proud of it." Brenda chimed in. "But I think its sweet you stick up for Jimmy, he is a nice kid, I'm busting you up, not him."
"Nice enough to give him that pity blowjob?" Donna giggled.
"Why don't you do it for practice, I heard you suck at sucking."
"Your dad just said that so your mom wouldn't feel bad."
Tammy rolled her eyes at the witty exchange in the front seat and blinked at the passing streetlights which seemed brighter than usual. Between drinking and smoking she had a strong buzz, and in general was feeling damn good.
It was a shame to cut the night short, but she wanted to be home to check on Jimmy, who if things went well, might be having a big night of his own. As if on cue, Brenda pulled up in front of Tammy's house and pointed to where just her silver Nissan sat in the driveway.
"Hey, where's your brother on a Friday night? Playing D&D with the other dorks?"
"So much for you two being nice." Tammy opened the door to the car. "He's at a party."
"A party? Donna asked. "A real one, like with girls there?"
"Yes, he was invited by a girl he tutors at school. Hoping it's because she likes him, maybe tonight can get him out of his shell."
"Maybe she'll put out for him!" Brenda clapped her hands. "Go get some, Jimmy."
"It's not all about sex," Tammy shook her head. "Just being out and around people and having fun will be good for him."
"Sex would be better, or at least some head." Donna pressed.
"But not from me," Brenda added.
"Night!" Tammy stepped out of the car and had to catch the door with her right hand when a sudden head rush made her dizzy.
"You okay, party girl?" Donna asked. "Want me to walk you in?"
"I'm good," Tammy took several deep breaths of the cool fall air. "Just stood up to fast."
"Last chance, sure you don't want to come to the club? If Jimmy is out you don't have to worry about him."
"I almost fell getting out of the car, think that's a reason not to." Tammy told her. "Thanks though, you guys have some fun for me."
"We will, what about you? Hitting the sack?"
"Maybe after some me time with the vibe," Tammy sighed. "I'm horny as fuck, but I don't have it in me to spend two hours at the club."
"Then I guess the only thing in you will be plastic." Donna laughed. "But hey, at least you can shut it off when you're done and not have to listen to them yap about how good they thought they were."
"Glass half full, right?" Tammy shut the door and tapped the top of the car. "Have fun, but be careful."
"I'll call you tomorrow," Donna shouted as Brenda pulled away. "Maybe we'll hang out."
Tammy waved then turned and walked up the path to the porch. She walked slowly, as her head swam from the combination of Jack Daniels and weed. The cool air helped clear her head somewhat, and by the time she reached the front door and let herself in, her head had cleared enough she was no longer worried about staying on her feet.
She turned the porch light on for Jimmy and sat down on the couch. She fished her phone out of her purse and sent him a text.
"Having a good time?"
"Jeez, what am I turning into, mom?" she asked herself.
No, just excited for him and hoping the party went well and her borderline recluse brother would make some new friends, hopefully a special female friend. Tammy leaned over and tugged on the ends of the strings tied behind her ankles, then slipped off the black fuck me shoes she'd worn to the party.
She lifted each leg in turn, rubbing her sore feet. The shoes were brand new, and the insane heels the highest she'd ever worn. She stared at them on the floor thinking they'd have looked damn good over a hot guys shoulders or in the air with her staring up at them while getting it good and hard.
Tammy really did need to get fucked. She'd broken up with Rick months ago and with work and school didn't have any time to go have some fun. Most likely she would have gotten some tonight if the party had kept going.
They'd partied at Mitch's huge house before and between the four bedrooms, spare room and finished basement there were several rooms couples could slip off to. She'd know, seeing she'd had a couple of hot encounters there over the last couple of years.
Tammy didn't see herself as a slut, but the girls were right, since her first time and up until she dated Rick, she'd had her share of guys. She just saw it as having fun, same as they did, and she got annoyed at the double standard a guy could screw anyone and it was cool, but girls who did one nighters were trashy.
Rick was the first guy she'd been serious with, even her first time had been with Ben, the boy who lived across the street. His family was relocating for his dad's job, and he'd come over to say goodbye.
They'd smoked a doob in her room, laughed, talked, then out of the blue he kissed her. Their goodbye had turned into not just her first time with sex, but sucking cock, and getting her pussy licked. It wasn't Ben's first time, and he'd been damn good between her legs, making her come three times during their two hour romp.
The seal broken; Tammy had never been shy about getting what she wanted. She wasn't stuck on herself in anyway, but knew she was a pretty girl and from the neck down, she had plenty to offer, especially her impressive tits which strained to burst from the form fitting black micro dress she'd worn to the party.
The 'girls' were one hell of an ice breaker at parties and the clubs, or anywhere else for that matter. Tammy wasn't shy about flaunting them anywhere there was a chance she could find someone worth taking for a ride.
"Mitch's goddamn parents," she muttered as she leaned back on the soft couch and stretched her long legs out in front of her. "Another half hour and a couple more shots these would have been wrapped around you, Kirk," she frowned. "Kenny? Kyle?"
She released a stoned giggle. "Guy with pretty green eyes who ground his cock into my ass when we were dancing."
Should have went to the club. She was sitting here close to squirming just thinking about what could have happened. After tomorrow, she had a Sunday shift at Appleby's then class every day this week, two yoga classes and Thursday she tutored the young girl across the street in English. Then her grandparents were visiting for the weekend so after work she'd have to be home.
At least another week of jilling off and killing batteries. Tammy stared down at her red painted toes thinking it was a shame they wouldn't be on what's his name's chest. Instead, they'd curl into her sheets when she got herself off.
That would be after Jimmy got home. Her self-pleasuring could wait until she heard how his night went. She really hoped it went well. Getting lucky would do wonders for his lack of self-confidence, but even some socializing, especially with the girl who invited him would be a big boost too.
Tammy leaned forward, picked the remote up from the coffee table, and then settled back into the couch as she searched Netflix for something to watch while she waited. Hopefully, her little brother's Friday night would end up being a lot more satisfying than hers.
Chapter 2
Tammy woke up with a start when the volume on the TV went up during an explosion. She sat up, holding her fingers to her temples as the motion caused her head to spin. She blinked several times to clear her blurry vision then picked up her phone to see it was 11:15.
She noted Jimmy hadn't replied to her, but she had a text from Brenda. She clicked on it to see it was a selfie she'd taken with Donna and two hot guys, "Should have come out to play!" was the message.
"Bitches," Tammy grunted, then shut the TV off and stretched.
Jimmy not being home yet was a good sign, he must be enjoying himself, maybe even someone else. Tammy scooped up her shoes and headed for her room, planning on changing into something more appropriate than a dress that pretty much declared "free lunch".
Not that Jimmy ever said anything about how he'd seen her dressed before, or her sneaking in late, reeking of pot and occasionally drunk on top of it, but she didn't need him to see how his big sister put herself out there if she could avoid it.
It was more than that, and she knew it. The last few months, Tammy had seen him looking at her, not as in casually looking, but looking. Tammy understood, he wasn't just a virgin, but had gone on maybe a total of a half dozen dates in his life and that included proms which he went to with a female friend whose boyfriend lived a state away and didn't go to the school.
Except for porn, the kid had never seen a woman naked, or even close to it except for when some of her friends came over to use their pool in the summer. Tammy had no worries he was being pervy in the sense he thought about her in a sick way, it was curiosity heightened by lack of experience.
But that didn't mean she had to encourage it and once she'd been sure she'd caught him staring at her boobs and her ass several times, and the fact she was missing a red and black lace bra, she'd tried to be more careful around the house.
She'd never confronted him about it, no sense in embarrassing him, and Brenda had once mentioned being pissed when she found one of her thongs under her brother's bed with nasty stains on it. She'd gone to her mother who had told her, "Boys will be boys, he'll be fine when he gets a girlfriend."
So Tammy wasn't too concerned about it. Of course had he already come home, he'd have seen her on the couch in her hey, ho, let's go, dress, but she'd been pretty fuzzy when she'd first gotten home.
She left the lamp on so he wouldn't be coming home in the dark, then went to pull down the blind Jimmy had left open. Tammy grabbed the string, then frowned when she spotted the 2015 VW Jetta their parents had bought Jimmy for his graduation.
He'd come home and hadn't woke her up to talk. Why wouldn't he? Tammy now shut the lamp off and headed down the hallway. She saw light from under his door and listened for a moment.
She swore she heard faint moaning coming from the room. Had he snuck someone in? If he had she'd be fine with it, but now she needed to know. She knocked softly, and when there was no response, banged louder.
"Hey, you little shit, open up, I know you're in there."
"I'm busy!" he called back to her.
"How was the party?"
"Great, tell you tomorrow, night, Tams!"
He sounded nervous and out of breath, he did have someone with him!
She knew she shouldn't, but couldn't help herself. This would be so damn priceless to catch him with a girl. Not to mention she wanted to see who she was and what she looked like. Tammy grasped the doorknob and turned it.
Locked.
He never locked his door; that all but sealed it.
"Who you got in there?" she knocked as she spoke. "Hey, I'm Jimmy's awesome sister, come out and say hi!"
She heard footsteps and Jimmy opened the door, but only part way and he was standing behind it so she could only see his face.
"There's no one in here!" He sounded annoyed. "Go to bed!"
"Nice try, I heard moaning and you're," her red lips spread into a huge smile. "All red and sweaty, and your glasses are off." She lowered her voice. "Good for you, bro! Is she pretty? What's her name?"
"Molly Minx, okay?"
"Huh?" Tammy frowned. "That's not her real name."
"No, its her porn name, because I'm watching porn," Jimmy sounded more than annoyed, he seemed anxious.
"Really, you're alone?"
"Oh, for god's sake," Jimmy opened the door wider showing his bed. His laptop was on it, and Tammy could see it paused on the image of a woman being fucked doggy style. "You happy you made me show you I'm jerking off like a fucking loser as usual?"
"Hey, don't get mad at me, and you're not a loser, so stop talking like that." Tammy put her hand on his arm, the only part of him she could see other than his face. "You'll meet someone."
"You sound like mom, and you need to stop, I don't need pity from my sister." He went to shut the door, but she moved her hand, placing her palm on the door.
"Calm down, I'm just trying to talk to you."
"I know, but I don't feel like talking."
"How was the party?" She continued. Probably not good from the way he was acting, and now she wanted to know what happened that he seemed angry.
"It was fine, Tammy. Not as fine as yours judging by the way you smell, but fine."
"Then why are you pissed off."
"Don't worry about it, everything's cool."
"Except you," Tammy put her hand on his cheek. He flinched back, but not before she felt how warm his skin was.
"You okay, Jimmy? You're sweaty, and you're all flushed."
"I...yeah. I mean no, I feel kind of weird."
"You have anything to drink?"
"Yeah," he grunted in disgust. "I did, and that's the problem."
"It made you sick? What did you drink, how much?"
"Just leave me alone, okay?"
"I want to make sure you're alright," Tammy pressed the issue. "Someone slip you something funny?"
"Tammy, I know you care, but I just need to be alone."
"Can't be too sick seeing you were jacking off," Tammy pointed out. Something was off here. "Sure everything is cool? We can talk if you want."
"I don't want to talk, I just need to take care of something and get some sleep."
"Seems like you really need to take care of it," Tammy grinned, trying to lighten the mood. "She must have really got you worked up at that party."
"Yeah, that's it, I'm really worked up."
"You need to show me a picture of this little hottie."
"Tomorrow," Jimmy looked down, and his eyes narrowed. "You wore that to the party you went to?"
"I did, and I know, its kind of trashy."
"Its...something." His eyes were lingering on the abundance of cleavage she was showing off. "Dad would shit."
"Dad won't know, right?"
"Yeah, right." His eyes dropped to her long legs. "Not much of a dress that's for sure."
"Hence why they call it a micro dress."
"You put the girls at that party to shame," he was breathing hard as if he'd been really exerting himself and sweat dripped down the sides of his face. What had he drank, fireballs?
"Thanks, and Jimmy?"
"Huh?"
"My eyes are up here." she put her finger under his clammy chin and lifted his head.
"Oh, shit, sorry. I mean I wasn't looking at anything just the dress, its..."
"Forget it," Tammy waved him off. "How about I go get you the Thera-flu? You can take a dose and go to sleep," she giggled. "You know, after you ease some tension."
"I said I'm fine."
"Fine, you're fine. Question is how fine is she, and you going to see her again?"
"I'll never see her again," Jimmy's normally mild brown eyes flashed with uncharacteristic anger. "I'll never see any of those people again."



"Whoa, what happened?" Tammy tried to grab his hand, but he pulled it away. "They do something shitty to you? I'll go there right now, and I'll smack that bitch right in the..."
"Good night, Tammy, I'll see you in the morning."
"But...hey!" she yelped when he slammed the door in her face.
She heard the lock click and his floor creak as he walked away from the door.
"Jeez, talk about a buzz killer." Tammy mumbled, wondering what had gone wrong.
She raised her hand to knock again, then decided against it. If they'd done something mean to him, or he'd somehow made a fool of himself, that was what was making him mad, and her trying to get him to talk would make it worse.
But something like that wouldn't explain him being all red and sweaty, and if he didn't feel well why was he jacking off?
"Boys," Tammy replied aloud as she turned and walked down the hall to her bedroom. It would take more than not feeling well to stop an 18-year-old guy, especially a sexually frustrated one from needing to get off.
Maybe the girl that invited him got him all hot and bothered, then shut him down, cock teasing him. That would make him mad and humiliated but need to get it out of his system. Hot and bothered enough to be staring at his sister's rack.
But he couldn't do that if she weren't flaunting it so she couldn't be too mad at him. Tammy entered her room, closing the door behind her, and making her way carefully over to her bed to turn on the lamp next to her bed.
She tossed the shoes into her open closet, then walked over to stand in front of the mirror over her bureau. Still feeling the effects of the weed and JD, she smiled at her reflection then puckered her full red lips and blew a kiss to herself.
"Hey, baby," she purred. "You like what you see?"
She touched her chest, and feigned a look of shock.
"What, you want to see my titties? That's very forward of you sir," she giggled. "But okay!"
She grabbed the hem of the dress and after slowly pulling it up over her hips, revealing her black thong, she pulled it quickly up over her head and tossed it to the floor. She hopped up and down, smiling at the way her big tits jiggled, then cupped them.
"I know, they are amazing, aren't they?" she asked. "Yes, they're real, look." She lifted, then dropped her heavy breasts making them bounce. "Fake tits don't move like that, baby!"
"You want to suck on them?" Tammy stroked her large, deep pink nipples. She gasped. "You want to fuck them?"
She pressed them together. "Maybe I can help more?" she lowered her head and flicked her tongue at the imaginary cock sliding between her tits.
Lifting her right breast higher, she tongued her nipple, eyeing herself in the mirror as she did it. The contact from her soft wet tongue sent a shiver through her and she released her breast.
"Damn," she whispered.
Her worry over Jimmy was taking a back seat to the horned out feeling she'd had all night. Tammy ran her hands down her flat belly, pausing to flick the silver pendent dangling from her naval.
She slipped her hand into the thong, and moaned when they slid over her aching clit. Tammy sucked on her lower lip as she imagined it was what's his name's hand as he stood behind her, his arms around her slender waist, his fingers exploring her.
Tammy removed her hand, pressing her fingers to her face, inhaling the scent of her smooth pink slit. She sucked on them, her eyes rolling back as she tasted herself. Too bad it was from her fingers and not a big dick that had just been pounding her.
"So romantic," she laughed at her crude thoughts.
Tammy reached up and gathered her long auburn hair, lifting it over her head, posing for herself. She let it fall, liking the way it felt cascading down her back and shoulders.
"What a waste," she lamented as she stared at her reflection.
In addition to her most attention getting asset, her boobs, the rest of her was nothing to be ashamed of. Her long legs, slender waist, and small, but perfectly shaped and firm little ass, combined to give her the kind of body that could pull off dresses like the one she'd just taken off.
Between her body, her light green eyes, full luscious lips, and long hair, Tammy had never had trouble finding fun when she wanted it. One guy had told her she had the body of a porn star. She'd rewarded that remark by fucking him like one, but never gave him her number, because until Rick she'd preferred one and done.
Tammy wanted hot sex and no drama, so she got the former, and didn't give them a chance to become the latter. She found it easier to cut loose and be a sex crazed wild cat if the guy didn't know her or anything about her.
Rick seemed to prove she was better off. Those guys had gotten one great night out of her and they parted ways. She'd given Rick the best of her for months, just for him to start banging his tutor who was three years older than him, and had her own place.
It was his loss, but it was still humiliating to let her guard down and care for someone. Even say "I love you," for the first time to a man not her father or brother, and he was banging another girl.
She doubted she was going to get serious again anytime soon. How did she know she wouldn't get hurt again? There was no guarantee even a nice guy wouldn't eventually decide he wanted someone else, or find another way to break her heart?
"Deep shit, there girl," Tammy tapped her head, then turned away from the mirror.
She slipped out of her thong, noting how the sticky crotch peeled from her pussy. She picked up a plain pink t-shirt and pulled it down over her head before crawling into her bed and pulling the sheet up to her waist. She shut the light off and lay there for a couple minutes, her mind turning back to Jimmy and whatever made the party go south for him.
She looked over at her nightstand where she kept her purple vibe and a pulsating silver bullet. All night long, and even a couple minutes ago she'd been horny, but the mood seemed to have passed. A side effect of smoking too much, sometimes it put her in a heavy mood when the buzz began to fade.
She felt bad for Jimmy even though she didn't know what happened yet, had gotten herself thinking about getting cheated on, and was now thinking that for all her looks, and for in general being a good person, she was alone in bed on a Friday night, a night like any other the last few months.
Tammy sighed and closed her eyes, rolling onto her side and facing away from the nightstand. She'd killed her own mood. Whenever she thought about Jimmy being alone, she always felt she was better off because she'd had sex, a lot of sex.
But in a way she was alone as he was. Rick was the first guy she'd slept with in the literal sense of spending the night in his bed. It was nice to go to sleep and wake up with someone, and not just because they could have sex before and after sleeping, but the contact and closeness in between.
"Should have went to the club." Tammy muttered before closing her eyes and drifting off to sleep.
Chapter 3
Tammy slowly opened her eyes. Had she just heard something? What time was it? She listened, but didn't hear anything. She closed her eyes, then yelped when something touched her shoulder.
"Its just me!" Jimmy said next to her.
"Jesus!" Tammy rolled onto her back and found the base of the touch lamp, turning it on.
"You ever hear of knocking?"
"Sorry, I um," he looked nervous, no more than nervous, he looked scared.
"You okay?" She asked as her racing heart slowed down. "You're still all red. You have a fever?"
"No, I just uh..." he looked around evasively.
"What the fuck is that?" Now that she was fully awake, she noticed Jimmy only had on a pair of black boxer briefs. It wasn't him being in his underwear that caused her reaction, but the obvious bulge in them. "Oh my god, bro, are you fucking hard?"
"No! I mean, yeah, I mean," Jimmy ran both hands through his hair, something he did when he was anxious. "I don't know what I mean."
"Why the hell would you come in here like that?" She pointed to the door. "Go do something with that."
"I can't!" His voice cracked from nerves.
"What do you mean you can't?" Tammy pushed herself up into a sitting position. "Just jack off like you always do. That's what you were doing when I came home."
"I know, I did that."
"She must have cock teased you pretty good for you to be all worked up again," Tammy shrugged. "Just do it again."
"I did! I did it twice, and look at this!" He pointed down to his crotch.
Tammy's eyes reflexively followed, then quickly looked away, but not quick enough that she couldn't help notice how big the bulge was. Apparently her skinny geeky little brother was packing a big surprise down there.
"Tammy, I need your help."
"With what?"
"Um, well," he glanced down towards his crotch.
"With that? Ewww!" Tammy's face scrunched up in disgust. "What the hell is wrong with you? I'm your goddamn sister!"
"Please?" He adjusted his glasses, another of his nervous tics. "God, Tammy, it's so hard it hurts!"
"It's going to hurt when I punch you in the balls for being a fucking pervert. Did you take something at that party? Someone slip you something?"
"Yeah," Jimmy said softly.
"What?" Tammy's disgust gave way to concern. "Do you know what it was? Should I take you to the ER?" Her parents were somehow going to blame her for this, if he ended up sick.
"Viagra." Jimmy admitted and sat on the edge of her bed.
"Someone put Viagra in a drink?" Tammy frowned. "Why would anyone do that? I mean unless they wanted to take advantage of it."
"Or pull a mean prank." Jimmy said glumly.
"Prank." Tammy repeated.
"Kim, the girl who invited me, it was her house, and I guess she'd found her dad's Viagra. She was being super nice to me, danced with me a couple times even though I can't dance and started telling me that maybe we could go upstairs to her room later."
"Teasing bitch."
"Yeah, and I was nervous but excited. I should have known it was a set up. The kids there were like the who's who of the cool kids club."
"Won't be so cool when I get some of my friends to..."
"Let it go, sis." Jimmy told her. "I don't need to look like a bigger loser by my big sister handling my problems."
"But they can't just do that to people."
"Anyway, she brings me a drink, a Captain and Coke. I make myself look like an idiot by saying I'm not old enough to drink. But she just smiled while the other kids are laughing, and tells me I have to be a man someday and if I drink up, maybe she'll help make me a man."
"I drink it and people are laughing and grinning. I figure they're making fun of me having a hard time getting it down, because I don't think there was much coke in there. Few minutes later I start sweating, and my damn nose starts running.
"I go in the bathroom and I'm all flushed. I think it's from the drink being so strong. What do I know, I'm the straight arrow; you're the partier in the family."
"Thanks."
"But then I start getting, um, excited." Jimmy continued. "Really excited. Couple minutes later I start seeing a blue tinge out of the corners of my eyes. I know that's not booze. I start to leave and Kim comes over and asks me if I feel okay.
"I told her no, and I'm leaving."
"Do you think she gave it to you because she wanted to fuck you?" Tammy asked. "Maybe it wasn't just being mean? But she thought you'd be nervous or something?"
"No because she asked me if I was leaving because something came up, and started to laugh. One of her friends was there and yelled that Kim shouldn't be giving me a hard time. Another girl told me to lighten up, and why was I so stiff?
"Then this guy, big jock looking creep, comes over and puts his arm around Kim, turns out he's her boyfriend. He asks me to let him know how many times I'll have to jerk off because he and the other guys had a bet going."
"I...I just about ran out the door, and this kid stops me, and tells me, he heard Kim say she put two pills in that drink, and you're only supposed to take one every 24 hours. He said if I can't get it down I better get to a doctor."
"Jesus Christ," Tammy leaned forward and put her hand on his shoulder. "I'm sorry, Jimmy. Those people are fucking garbage."
"I think even the kid that warned me was in on it, trying to scare me. But he's right. I, um, took care of it, right after I shut the door in your face, and it didn't go down. I did it again, and it did and I fell asleep, but I woke up a half hour later like this.
"Then do it again."
"I tried, but it doesn't work."
"How can it not work?" Tammy asked.
"I got off twice, maybe my hand's not enough. I tried for a while, just couldn't..." he looked away from her. "You know, get there."
"Use lotion, it'll feel a lot better."
"I did, didn't help, and I watched porn, and that still didn't help because I'm not horny I'm fucking frustrated. My balls are aching from being like this."
"Wow, TMI, bro." Tammy smiled, but it faded when she saw how upset he was. "Sorry, not trying to make fun of you, just trying to get you to relax."
"Does that look relaxed?" he pointed.
"I'm not looking at that," Tammy told him. "You could have worn sweats or something. You didn't have to try and show me proof."
"Just not thinking straight. I'm scared, Tammy." He looked up and she saw he wasn't kidding, his eyes were wide and she could feel his shoulder quaking under her hand.
"This sucks and it was embarrassing, but why are you scared?"
"I went online. We see those dumb commercials for this stuff, and they have that warning that if you're hard for four hours see a doctor."
"It hasn't been four hours," Tammy pointed out.
"It's been over two!"
"Calm down, you just need to keep going until you wear it out."
"I can't get off!" He yelled, his eyes wide behind his glasses. "And you know what they do if it won't go down?"
"Jimmy, it will go down, don't get crazy, and you know looking things up online always makes things worse."
"This is true though! The doctor has to cut it to get it to fucking deflate and there's a good chance you might never be able to get hard again!"
"Don't get crazy over it. You'll take care of it. Hey, you're a pro at getting yourself off."
"Why did I even come in here?" Jimmy went to stand, but she caught his arm.
"Okay, no more jokes, but try and take it easy. Tons of guys use this stuff, that four hour thing is really rare."
"Most guys who take it are older and have trouble. I'm 18, seeing a girl's foot can get me hard, and she gave me two of them! The dose is one!"
Tammy frowned and poked at her lip, her own nervous habit when she was thinking. He made two good points. Guys her age could go three or four times a night without any help, and the double dose.
"Yeah," Jimmy pointed to her. "See? You're thinking about what I just said."
"Because you're scared, and I'm taking it seriously, but I know you'll be fine."
"Tammy, I'm a goddamn virgin! If I have to have that done I might never have sex in my life!" His voice cracked again and she swore he was a minute away from crying. "Look at me! I'm mad, I'm scared, and I'm hard as a damn rock! This isn't going away on its own."
"Then you help it go away. Use your left hand."
"Funny. I'm telling you my hand isn't enough. Or is that piece of plastic in your drawer as good as a real dick?"
"Whoa, no need to be rude."
"I'm saying it's not the same, and women can only play with themselves so many times, before it's not going to do it anymore too."
Tammy bit back the remark that he didn't know anything about women other than the internet and his friends, but there was truth to it, she'd had nights of masturbating where she reached the point she was numb to her own touch.
Tammy looked over at her alarm clock.
"It's twelve thirty. That amazing super store on post road is open until 1 on Friday's and Saturdays."
"How do you know that, and why does it matter?"
"I know because that's where I buy my toys, and it matters because if you're hands not doing it, I'll go and buy you a fleshlight or something."
"Ugh," Jimmy put his head in his hands. "Those things are gross looking and nasty."
"Sex doll? Pocket pussy?"
"Stop it!" Jimmy snapped. "It's no better than my damn hand."
"Then why do guys buy them?"
"I don't know!" Jimmy whined. "I need something real. Something I never did before."
Tammy resumed poking her lip. Something real.
"I got it!" she snapped her fingers.
"What is it?" Jimmy looked at her hopefully.
"I have a hundred dollars stashed away, and Mom and Dad left me a hundred in case we wanted to get some take out over the weekend."
"So?"
"Billy from work was telling me his parents are divorcing because his father was banging all these hookers. He got them from a site called Erotic mistress. We'll go online and find someone to come take care of you."
"A hooker?" Jimmy looked at her as if she'd lost her mind.
"Sure, you get your problem taken care of and get your first time!" Tammy beamed. "Grab my laptop for me."
"You'd really want me with a hooker? Seriously?"
"I have condoms in the nightstand."
"Tammy, don't you think I've been humiliated enough tonight?"
"Why is this bad?"
"I'm an 18 year old kid. I'm skinny, I'm geeky, and any woman that comes here is going to know I'm a loser paying for his first time." He mimicked her expression of disgust from earlier. "That my big sister paid for and will be down the hall when it happens."
"Well...its not perfect, but you don't want a sex toy either, and say you can't do it yourself again. What's left?"
"Besides, cops are all over those sites. We could get in trouble, plus some of those girls are okay, but some are kind of you know, on drugs or drunk, or just skanky even." He put his hands out. "And let's get back to me being a l..."
"You're not a fucking loser, stop saying that." Tammy snapped at him. "You're a little skinny sure, but glasses are in these days and you're cute, and you're sweet, and you're smart. Only reason you don't have a girl is you're too shy and wrapped up in being a loser to meet one. Stop wallowing, and start getting a life, Jimmy."
"I guess that was supportive," he gave her a weak smile. "You're a good sis, and a good friend, you know that?"
"Don't go Hallmark on me, we still have to help you out." Tammy sighed. What else was there? Did she have a friend she could talk into...no, what was she thinking? Too many Donna jokes about Brenda giving Jimmy a pity BJ.
"You could help me."
"Huh?" His words pulled her from her thoughts. "I'm your sister, Jimmy. I love you and do whatever I can to help when I can, but this? Is not something a sister can help you with."
"Please?"
"What's wrong with you?" Tammy demanded. "I know you're scared and messed up right now, but you're out of your mind if you think I'm going to fuck my brother."
"No, no!" He put his hands up defensively. "Of course not! Not sex!"
"Then what? You better not think I'm going to suck your dick." Jeez was she really having this conversation? Maybe she was still asleep and having a Mary Jane and JD driven fucked up dream.
"Wow," Jimmy whispered, an odd look on his face.
"Wow what?"
"I don't know, just hearing you say suck my dick was kind of hot."
"Out!" Tammy pointed to the door. "That shit's put the little head in charge and making you a serious fucking perv. Go stroke it until it goes down."
"But..."
"I offered to get you a toy, I even offered to try and find you an escort and help pay for it." Tammy crossed her arms over her chest." Chump don't want no help, chump don't get no help."
"Tammy, please help me with this!"
"You can do it yourself, you're just being weird and trying to get pervy with me."



"You're my sister, why would I be trying that?"
"I've seen you looking, Jimmy. You were staring at my tits when I was talking to you earlier and looking at my legs."
"No, I wasn't!"
"You sound like a little kid. I've caught you checking out my ass and boobs a few times. I didn't say anything because I figure what the hell, you're a boy and you haven't gotten laid yet."
"Tammy I swear I never..."
"Where's my black bra?" she asked. "Under your mattress? In one of your drawers? Why not just use that for some inspiration?"
"I..." His shoulders slumped. "Okay, I've looked at you a few times. I know I shouldn't. but you're really pretty, and you're super-hot."
"Just when I think this can't get any more awkward."
"And you're right, maybe if I'd had sex and had girlfriends I wouldn't have looked or," he looked away from her. "Done something bad with your bra."
"Nasty," Tammy grimaced. "But at least you admit it."
"I'm sorry, I didn't mean to creep you out or make you feel funny. I never thought anything bad about you. You're always mad cool with me and I know you stick up for me when people make fun of me and I love you for that."
"That's sweet," Tammy smiled. "You're a good guy, Jimmy, you're going to make a lucky girl real happy when you get out of your shell and find her."
"Tried being out of my shell tonight, look what happened."
"Not every girl is a bitch and not every guy an asshole like Rick. But sometimes good people find the bad ones, and we don't know it right away."
"But at least you've had sex, a lot of it."
"Hey, watch it!" she warned.
"I just mean what happened with Rick sucked, but you had a lot of fun before him and since."
"Not the since part, not yet." She put her hand up to cut him off. "This has been a good talk Jimmy, but I had a lot to drink and smoked too much, and I'm tired. Sorry I can't help, go do what you need to. I'll see you in the morning."
"Tammy you have to help me!"
"Stop whining, its annoying. I gave you two options you don't want them."
"I'm not sticking my dick in a piece of plastic or someone who's had half the dicks in the state inside her."
"Fussy!" Tammy rolled her eyes.
"I need your help, sis, seriously."
"Jimmy, you'll be fine."
"How long have I been in here? Twenty minutes?"
"I guess."
"Twenty minutes of talking, being upset, embarrassed, arguing with you, just talking to you, right?"
"Point?" she rubbed at her stinging eyes.
"Point is look at this!" he rose from the bed and pointed down to his crotch.
Tammy couldn't help but look at the big, no, damn big, lump in his boxers.
"I'm so goddamn scared I want to cry, but I'm as hard as I would be I was going to have sex. I can't get rid of this on my own."
"Jimmy, I don't know what you want me to do. You're my brother, I can't touch you like that."
"You don't have to!" Jimmy said quickly. "I just need something to turn me on enough to get off."
"I turn you on?" Tammy caught herself still staring at the problem at hand. The boxers were tight and it looked like his cock was bent inside them, and she wasn't seeing its full length outlined. How big was this kid's dick?
"Yes, well no, I guess kind of."
"Please stop, Jimmy. This just keep getting worse." Because you keep staring at your brother's boner for fuck's sake!
"Please? You don't even have to do anything!"
"Then how is that helping?"
"Just lay there and," he swallowed nervously. "Let me jerk off on you."
Chapter Four
"You want to what?" Tammy tapped her ear. "Come again?"
"I've come twice and it hasn't help."
"Don't get smart with me! This isn't funny."
"Please?"
"Stop begging like you're asking me to lend you money or swap chores. This is sick shit you're asking." On the note of sick shit, she pulled her eyes from his disturbingly impressive bulge.
"You don't have to touch me."
"I know I'm not going to touch you."
"I'll just do it myself, but have you to look at."
"Pay attention." Tammy spoke with exaggerated slowness. "I am your sister. Brother's don't jerk off on their sisters."
"I know who you are, but you're a super sexy girl."
"Who happens to be your..." she raised her eyebrows.
"I won't see you that way. Look, Tammy, I've never been with a girl. Just having one in front of me might be enough so that I can make it happen."
"This is nuts." Tammy muttered. "And I don't want to see your nuts." Although she was curious about his dick in the sense of how big could it possibly be? The kid was six feet and weighed 150 pounds if he were lucky.
"You don't have to. Come on, Tammy. I'll do anything you want! Your chores, your homework. I'll wash your car!"
"I can't, it's just not right."
"What Kim did wasn't right either! This isn't my fault, and I wouldn't be in here if I thought I'd be okay. Please help me? Please? I don't want to go to a doctor! Even if I'd end up okay, you know how humiliating that is?"
Tammy nodded, and he went on.
"Then Mom and dad are going to see the bill for whatever medical doesn't cover, and they're going to ask why I went, and I don't want to tell them the truth. Please sis? I Had people laughing at me, I'm scared it won't go down, and I'm so low I'm begging my sister to help. I don't have much dignity left. I don't need an ER Doctor thinking I'm a loser and making me a story he tells his friends for laughs!"
Tammy put her hand up to stop him. "You're right, its not your fault. That was a mean thing to do to you and I get you feel pretty low right now, but..."
"Tammy, all I need is to get off!"
"You got off twice and look at you. What if it doesn't work?"
"Then I promise I'll let you take me to the ER. Just give me one more chance to take care of it. Deal?"
He stared at her imploringly, and she wavered. This was wrong on so many levels it wasn't funny. On the other hand, the poor kid was the victim of nasty prank that now had him feeling even worse about himself, and she couldn't imagine how bad he felt.
Coming to her couldn't have been easy, and he'd made a good point about their parents wanting to know why he'd gone to the hospital. Tammy could spin a lie, and stick to it, but Jimmy would end up blurting out the truth.
Their parents would be ripshit and want to talk to Kim's parents, setting Jimmy up for 'snitches get stitches" at school This was his freshmen year at URI and he'd just been the butt of one joke. All the jerks would have him in their sites if their parents found out and took action.
"Okay," she said quickly, before reason took over and made her keep saying no.
"You'll help?"
"I can't believe I'm doing this, but yes. How are we doing this? I am not watching you whack off."
"I get it."
"And I'm not getting naked for you. Or..."
"I get it!" Jimmy raised his voice to interrupt her. "How about," his hand trailed down to touch himself through the boxers and she wondered if he were aware he was doing it.
"You wearing anything under that nightshirt?"
"Why?"
"Tammy if you're going to help me, please just help me."
"No, only thing under this shirt is me."
"Then roll over, and just um, pull your shirt up enough for me to see your ass."
"You are not seeing my ass!"
"Its just your ass! You can keep your legs together so I don't see anything else."
"That's nice of you." Tammy replied sarcastically. "How about you jack off on my feet?"
"What?"
"There's a lot of guys into feet. I got a pedicure so they're soft and my toes are painted red."
"Feet don't do anything for me," Jimmy protested. "I need to see something, that, you know, would really get me going."
"My ass will get you going? I hope a side effect of those pills is making you so horny you can't think straight, because you shouldn't be saying shit like that to me."
"I've never seen a girl's ass except for porn." Jimmy kept trying. "You said you'd help."
"I did, but I'm already regretting it."
"Please don't change your mind." When Jimmy saw her waffling he add, "Come on, sis, we had a deal!"
She took a deep breath. "Okay, but you better not tell anyone about this."
"Being so pathetic I asked my sister if I could jack off over her ass, isn't something I'd brag about."
"True." Tammy drew her leg up and kicked the sheet off. "I'm not exactly going to consider this a high point in my life either."
She rolled over onto her stomach and rested her chin on her folded forearms. She crossed her ankles to keep her legs pressed together and make sure he couldn't see between her thighs.
"Can I take these off?" he asked. "If you want me to keep them on I will, but it'll feel better if..."
"Do whatever you have to, I'm not looking."
She heard Jimmy sliding his boxers down his legs and a moment later felt him get on the bed behind her. Her eyes widened when the bed shifted, and she felt his legs pressing against the lower part of her thighs as he straddled her.
"Can't you just kneel on one side of me?"
"I don't want you to be able to see me out of the side of your eye," he said behind her. "Besides this'll be a better angle and..."
"Whatever, at this point I guess it doesn't make things any worse."
"Can I?" He tugged on the sides of her shirt.
Tammy closed her eyes and took a few seconds to tell herself there was no turning back now.
"Go ahead," She lifted her hips so he could slide her shirt up.
She held her breath as she felt the soft material of the shirt going up the backs of her upper thighs then her ass. He stopped when it was over her hips, and she felt her face flush from the idea her brother was now staring at her bare ass.
"There's lotion on the nightstand," she said. "Use it, it'll feel better and you'll be quicker."
"Trust me, I've got more than enough lube, I've been dripping for the last..."
"Okay, okay, just you know, get it over with."
"Damn, you have a fine ass," he said softly. "Like holy shit, fine."
"Less yapping, more fapping." She replied, wishing she'd thought to grab her phone and her earbuds during this so she couldn't hear him.
"Taking the sexy right out of this," he sighed.
"There was never any sexy in it, get going before I change my mind."
Jimmy didn't respond but the bed was now shaking slightly and she could hear him breathing louder over her. He hadn't been kidding about having enough natural lube because she could hear a wet slapping sound as he stroked his cock.
Tammy knew if she looked to her right she'd see their reflection in the mirror and was annoyed to discover a small part of her wanted to look. Unlike the decision to let this happen, the right thing to do won out and she focused on the headboard in front of her.
She jumped when Jimmy grabbed her left ass cheek, squeezing it.
"Wow, your ass is tight! That Yoga stuff must really work."
"Don't touch my ass you little perv!" Tammy caught herself moving her head to look over her shoulder. "I didn't say you could touch."
"But it helps!" This time he lightly caressed her cheek with the palm of his hand. "Please?"
"This is crazy," she muttered, then spoke so he could hear. "If it helps you get off faster, fine, but keep it to my ass, you try to get your hand between my legs, I'll kick you out of here."
"Don't have to be mean."
Jimmy's hand slid over her ass fondling her other cheek, then giving it a squeeze. His breathing was louder and heavier, and wanting to get this over with, she wiggled side to side, shaking her ass for him.
"That's so hot," he breathed. "You got the finest ass I've ever seen."
"It's the only ass you've seen that's not in a porn," she sighed. "Please stop telling me I'm hot."
"You are though," he gave her ass a little smack that made her yelp more in surprise than any type of pain.
"What the fuck?" she hissed. "You do not spank me!"
"Your ass barely moved, god it's so firm!" he gave her another swat that had Tammy vowing she was going to smack his face when this was over.
But she didn't say anything. At this point any protest on her part would make this last longer. He shifted behind her, and Tammy felt something soft and hairy slide along the back of her thigh.
Christ, his fucking balls were rubbing on her. The little shit was going to owe her big time for this. The sound of him beating off grew faster and his hand trembled where he now had it resting on her left ass cheek.
She wiggled faster, trying to help him along and she heard him whisper. "So fucking perfect," as he switched his hand over to the other side of her ass.
Tammy's body jerked when something sticky poked into the left side of her ass. She grimaced when it slid across, tracing the curve of her ass and leaving a sticky trail.
"Get your dick off me, you little jerk!"
"Sorry, I'm close and I'm just trying to get over the edge," Jimmy said. "Just a little more, promise!"
"Whatever." Tammy mumbled, trying to find something else to think about other than her brother whacking off while playing with her ass.
She flinched again when this time Jimmy didn't just press his dripping spongy head into her cheek, but slid his dick over her ass. His flesh was hot and hard. Very hard, and as repulsed as she was to have his dick on her, she couldn't help notice how long it seemed.
Tammy's head turned towards the mirror, but she stopped herself, and lowered her forehead onto her arms. The bed rocked as Jimmy was now thrusting his hips, sliding his hard dick over her soft cheek.
"Come on," he whispered. "Please finish, please!"
He sounded more frustrated than aroused and Tammy realized he wasn't exaggerating about not being able to get himself off, and how frustrating it must be. He was young, but if he'd already come twice, maybe his body was too tired to do it again, but the drug was keeping his dick from deflating.
Maybe she needed to do something to help him get through. An image formed in her mind, something she'd seen in a couple of porns.
"Put it between my cheeks," she blurted.
"Huh?"
"Slide your dick through my crack, you know, like you're fucking my ass cheeks."
Jimmy didn't hesitate to slide his dick over, and Tammy inwardly cringed at the feeling of it nestling between the cheeks of her ass. He slid his cock through her crack several times, then put his hands on her ass, pressing her flesh tightly around his cock. He pumped his cock through her soft skin, moaning loudly as his hips thrust faster.
"They call this hotdogging." Jimmy said, his voice coming out in a breathy wheeze as he fucked her butt cheeks.
"Of course you'd know that," Tammy shook her head.
"This feels good!"
"I asked you to stop talking." She released a long breath. "I was hoping I'd have a naked guy behind me tonight, but wow did that take a wrong turn."
"S...sorry," Jimmy wheezed. "You think I wanted to be the first girl's ass I ever touched to be my sisters? I'm more pathetic than you."
"Stop that woe is me shit, and just fucking come, okay?" Why did she have the feeling none of her friends had ever uttered that line to their brother.
"Yeah," Jimmy pumped harder, the bed now rocking from his efforts.
Tammy tried not to keep thinking about not just how hard his dick was and that there was now no doubt there was more than a few inches working her cheeks. Why did she keep thinking about it? Note to self, don't mix hard liquor with weed.
"Yeah," Jimmy moaned, his fingers tightening on her cheeks to the point it hurt, but she didn't want to stop him. "Fuck, I'm so close!"
His thighs trembled against her legs and his cock rapidly thrusting into her as he sped up in an effort to finish. Tammy frowned at the thought of where did he think he was coming? This was bad enough, she didn't need his load on her ass, or her nightshirt.
But he seemed to be right there, and she didn't want to interrupt him, she was just going to have to deal with an additional layer of shame when he squirted all over her.
"Come on," he groaned. "Come on!"
His thrusts were shorter and harder and both them, and his voice, had an air of desperation. Gritting her teeth, Tammy pumped her hips as much as she could with his weight on her legs, shoving her ass into his strokes.
He released a pathetic whimper and she winced when his fingers were now gouging into her and he was moving his hips so hard the headboard was hitting the wall.
"Right there, right there," he gasped. "Please, oh, please."
The poor kid was begging to come, and she felt her annoyance giving way to pity. She'd been thinking of herself and how gross and wrong this was. She hadn't considered what he'd said to her a minute ago, that this had to have him feeling pretty low, asking your sister to help him and knowing she was doing it reluctantly.
"Fuck!" he shouted, and rolled off of her. "Fuck, I can't, I fucking can't!"
"Easy, easy!" Tammy sat up, pushing her shirt back down over her sticky ass. "Relax, maybe you're trying too hard."
She turned to see him sitting on the edge of the bed, his back to her. He was breathing hard and he had his head in his hands.
"It's not going to happen. Your ass looked and felt so good, and I know it sounds bad, but doing that was the hottest thing I've ever done. I was close, but I'm too tired. My frigging balls are aching."
"Take a couple minutes, catch your breath." Tammy spun on her knees so she was behind him and put her hands on his shoulders. "I'll let you try again."
"I don't think I can again." His shoulders slumped beneath her touch. "We made a deal, and this didn't work. Will you take me to the ER? I don't want to go alone, especially if they have to...do that to me."
Tammy's heart broke at the dejection and fear in his voice, and she squeezed his shoulders.
"No, we're going to take care of this here, I promise."
"No offense, sis, but I don't think that was enough. I don't know what I need, but it's more than what you did, and we can't do more than that."
"Maybe we can," Tammy spoke slowly, wondering if she could go through with what she was thinking.
"I'm going to stand up and put my underwear back on. You might want to look away."
"Thanks for the warning, even though I should get to see your ass because you saw mine." She tried to joke, but he shrugged.
"If you want to look, I don't care."
He rose from the bed, and Tammy did turn her head. She'd lost track of where she was on the bed and when she looked away from him, she was confronted with their reflection. Her kneeling on the bed, and Jimmy standing there naked looking on the floor for his underwear. Tammy's eyes widened and she gasped.
"Oh, my god, bro!"
Chapter Five
"What's the matter?" Startled at how loud she yelled, he turned towards her and Tammy's jaw dropped.
"What is it?"
"I...holy fuck!" Tammy blurted. "Your dick is fucking huge!"
"I..uh..." he looked down, and she imagined he was blushing, but his face had been red all night so it didn't really show. "I guess."
"You guess? Christ, Jimmy, you watch porn, you never looked at thing in your hand and realized you're bigger than a lot of them?"
"No," he went to turn back around, but Tammy leaned forward and caught his wrist.
"Don't."
"Huh?"
"I..." she stammered. What was she going to say? I want to keep looking at your dick?
But she did. She'd never seen a bigger cock in person or in any porn she'd seen for that matter.
"What?"
"Just stay there, I'm thinking of something."
Thinking how did this scrawny kid have enough blood in his body to keep a dick that long hard. Tammy couldn't believe her eyes. Jimmy's cock wasn't just long, but so thick she wondered if she'd be able to get her fingers around it.
Why would that thought even enter her head?
"Nothing to think about," he leaned over to grab his boxers. "You're staring at me."



"Because..." she whistled. "Bro, if Kim or any of those other bitches knew what you had down there, they wouldn't be making fun of you, they'd be lining up to hop on."
"Okay, I get it, you didn't like me telling you I thought you were hot, so now you're doing it to me."
"No, I am not kidding, damn." She caught herself starting to lick her lips. "You're so fucking hard."
"That's the problem!"
Tammy nodded absently, her eyes lingering on the oozing head of his cock which was so purple it looked bruised. No wonder it ached, something that big staying hard for a long time had to be painful.
"I'll go get dressed, and we'll go to the doctor."
"How about if I showed you my tits?"
"What did you say?"
What did I just say? Tammy was as surprised as he was, but that cock! It was like driving by a bad accident, you knew you shouldn't look, but couldn't help it.
"You said it wasn't enough. Bet you could get off if I took my shirt off."
Was she still buzzed? Tammy liked cock as much as the next girl, but she'd never cared much about size, but then again she'd never seen one like this. The fact it was on her brother should have her covering her eyes, but in a weird way it seemed to be adding to her fascination of it.
"I can't ask you to do that." Jimmy said the right thing, but she saw his eyes drop to her chest, which with no bra was prominently displayed in the shirt, especially her suddenly erect nipples.
"You're not, I'm offering," she giggled nervously. "Taking one for the team, helping my brother, all that good stuff." She was speaking fast, too fast, but she doubted he noticed.
"Seriously?"
"I'm not going to let you go to the hospital," she slid her legs out from under her so she was sitting on the edge of the bed. "I've never met a cock that didn't give it up for me." She laughed and she swore she wounded giddy.
"Wow, now who should stop talking?" But Jimmy made no move to put his boxers on, just stood there with that big dick bobbing between his legs.
"Sorry, I thought maybe me saying things like that might help."
Tammy pulled the sheet around her to cover herself from the waist down, then lifted her hips to get the shirt out from under her.
"Come here," she pointed to the floor directly in front of her. "Get nice and close so you get a good view."
"You sure?"
"You came in here asking me to help, you want to jerk off to my tits or not?"
"This is so fucked up," he sighed, "But yeah, I mean, you know because I need to do this."
"And I need to help you do this, so it's just a big sis helping out her brother, it's cool, right?" she asked as she crossed her arms and gathered the bottom of the shirt in her hands.
"Right, it's kind of messed up, but it's for the right reasons." Jimmy agreed as she moved so he was in front her, the head of his cock less than a foot from her face.
Tammy slid the shirt partway up her stomach, and took a deep breath. This was getting out of hand, but she was doing it for the right reasons...or was she now just telling herself that to cover for up for being suddenly, and disturbingly obsessed with her brother's dick?
Before reason, and decency, took over, Tammy stripped the shirt off and dropped it on the bed next to her. It was Jimmy's turn to stand there with his mouth open, his eyes wide behind his glasses as he was confronted with his sister's impressive breasts.
"Jesus," he managed to get his mouth closed. "I mean I could tell you had big tits, but damn, Tammy."
"Looks like we're both pretty well endowed, huh?" she lifted her arms over her head and turned side to side, shaking her tits around. "Real and all natural, baby."
"Baby?" he grinned. "I like that."
"What about these?" She lifted her tits, offering them up to him. "Like these?"
"They're....amazing," he reached out, then caught himself.
"Yeah?" She teased her thumbs over her swollen nipples, trying to get him more excited. "What about these? They amazing? Nice and suckable?"
"Yeah," he swallowed hard, his eyes glued to her tits the same way hers were to his cock. "They are."
"Then show me how much you like them. Stroke that big dick and empty those balls all over them."
"Damn!" he blinked. "That's dirty!"
"Bro, you just fucked my butt crack, for Christ's sake, I think we're past dirty here."
"Good point," Jimmy gripped his cock in his right hand and pumped it.
Tammy's breathing picked up as she watched his hand glide along his long thick shaft. Jimmy had big hands, but there was plenty of cock sticking out over his fist as he jerked off. She held her tits up for him, bouncing them to make them jiggle for him.
"They're so fine," he whispered. "Can I touch them?"
"Go ahead," she answered, her prior inhibitions seemed to be strangely absent as she watched her brother jerk off.
He ran his left hand over her right breast, gently squeezing it. His fingers grazed her nipple causing her breath to hiss between her teeth. Jimmy's hand slid over the head of his cock, working his pre cum into his palm.
He resumed stroking, the pre cum making his hand slide faster along his now slick cock. Tammy sucked on her lower lip as her gaze remained fixed on his now glistening shaft.
"First tit I touch and it's my sisters," he muttered.
"Best tits you'll ever touch."
"Huh?"
"Um, nothing," she giggled. "But I do have a damn fine rack, don't I?"
"You do, and you're right, I look at them a lot."
"You do, don't you, my naughty little brother." She looked up into his eyes. "Made a big mess in my bra, didn't you?"
"I did, sorry."
"Don't be, but how about you make a big mess on your sister's big tits? Show me how much you like them?"
"Yeah?"
"Yeah," she slid her pink tongue across her lips for him. "All over them, paint these titties white for me."
Jimmy's hand moved faster, and she continued talking dirty, trying to work him up enough to come.
"Drain those poor swollen balls all over your sister's tits and pretty pink nipples." She released a soft moan. "I love that. Love guys squirting on my tits. The cum slides down over my nipples and onto my belly and my thighs and it gets me so hot and wet!"
She went into a series of moans a porn star would be proud of and they weren't entirely fake. Tammy was working herself up, and not just with her talk, but watching Jimmy play with himself.
Tammy wanted him to come, and no longer just to help him, but she wanted to see that monster cock explode. She didn't care if he got it all over her. To the contrary the newly awakened horny part of her wanted it all over her tits.
"Fuck that sounds good."
"It'll feel better." She jiggled her tits and put her hand over his, pushing it into her breast. "All that cum shooting from that cock. It'll feel so good, you'll be so relieved when those balls empty on me.
"I'll like it too, all that sticky warm cum on my big titties." She moaned again. "Come on, little brother, come for me. Come for your big sister! I want it, baby! I want it so bad!"
"Jesus," Jimmy's hand was blurring along his shaft making that wet slapping sound that now sounded so much better than it had before.
"I'm waiting," she whispered. "It's not nice to make me wait," she gave him a convincing whisper. "Please? Please come for me? I'm being so helpful! Reward your helpful sister with a big load!"
Jimmy gasped several times, and Tammy lifted her tits higher, ready for the cum shower she expected from a dick that size. Instead, he kept stroking, and his gasps turned into higher pitched whining.
"I just can't!" his hand slowed. "Its not going to..."
"Slap it on my tits," she suggested. "Smack them with it and keep jerking, you can come for me, baby, I know you can."
Jimmy whacked his cock onto her right tit and she flinched when pre-cum splattered into her chest. The feeling of it sent an unwanted shiver of excitement through as did his striking each of her tits with his cock.
God, he was so fucking hard! His entire cock was red, the veins standing out from being erect for so long. His cock looked angry, like it was looking for something to take it out on, and Tammy had a quick image flash through her mind of that big angry dick forcing itself into her...
"Keep going," Tammy whispered, trying to cut off that last thought. This was her brother, her younger brother. She was only doing this to help him, it wasn't about her. "Stroke it faster!"
"I...my damn arm is getting tired."
"Use your other hand."
"I suck with that hand, I think..."
"Titty fuck me!" Tammy slid her hands to the sides of her breasts. "Just put it between them, and go to town."
"You sure?"
"Now's not the time to be shy, Jimmy. Stick that ginormous cock between my boobs and take what you want."
Jimmy looked surprised at her words, but placed his cock between her tits and thrust his hips. Tammy pressed her boobs tightly around his shaft.
"So hard," she purred. "I can feel it throbbing!"
"Too hard," he mumbled while staring down at his cock sliding between her breasts.
He put his hands under hers, cupping the power portion of her tits as he fucked them.
"There you go, baby," she cooed in her best phone sex voice. "Give me a nice messy pearl necklace!"
"Fuck," Jimmy moaned. "This is incredible."
"Yeah it is, that big hard dick between my big soft tits. Hmm," she moaned. "You're getting them all sticky, but not as sticky as they're going to be!"
"Can't believe I'm titty fucking my sister," Jimmy gasped. "I want to come so bad!"
"I want it too!" Tammy lowered her head and wagged her tongue over his cock. "Give it to me! Maybe if you come quick you'll get some in my mouth!" she wiggled her tongue again.
"Want that? To shoot some cum in my mouth? If you come fast, I'll let you, wait too long I'll move!"
Jimmy whimpered as he strained to cum while Tammy found it difficult not to lower her head more and get a taste of the head of his dick. What the heck was wrong with her? She was being pervier than Jimmy ever could be, and he was the one with the problem.
A big problem, a problem so big and delicious looking his own sister wanted to play with it.
"Goddamn!" Jimmy stopped stroking and eased back, letting his cock slide from between her tits. "Its too much. I can't keep moving, my heart's racing and I can't catch my breath."
"Know what they say, want it done, do it yourself." Tammy grabbed Jimmy's cock in her right hand.
"Whoa!" Jimmy exclaimed as she wrapped her fingers around his shaft and pumped it in her fist. "Y...you're jerking me off!"
"I'm taking this personally now," Tammy told him. "I'm way too good to not get a load out of those balls."
Jimmy started to laugh then moaned when she moved her hand faster. Tammy watched her hand slide up his shaft. Her fingers couldn't touch around him, even her fingernails were barely in contact with each other.
She slid her palm over his head, gathering some precum and making him gasp when she rubbed the sensitive spongey head. She resumed jerking him, her hand moving easily along his slick dick.
"So long," she whispered, and added her other hand, putting her fists together and using both to jerk him.
There was still some of his cock protruding from them! Tammy hadn't been kidding, if girls knew how hung he was they'd be taking numbers to fuck him. Figures, biggest dick she ever saw, and was now touching, and it was her dorky brothers.
"Damn," Jimmy moaned. "That feels good! Better than my hand."
"I'd be pretty bad if it didn't feel better." Tammy pumped him harder and pointed the head of his cock between her tits. "Give it to me, Jimmy. Your big sis is working hard for that load! I want it, baby! I want your cum all over my chest and my tits!"
Jimmy's hips were moving of their own accord, pushing through her hands. Tammy's left hand left his cock and slid under it, cupping his heavy balls and gently rubbing them. Jimmy moaned louder than he had before as she worked his balls, trying to coax the cum from them.
"Yeah, that's it, baby. Let me have it, let me have all of it!" she moaned. "Nice big load from my little brother! I need it, Jimmy! I'm getting so wet playing with your big dick!"
"Oh, oh!" Jimmy grunted as she pumped his tortured cock.
"Need more?" Tammy really was feeling like this was a challenge at this point. "Here!" she grabbed the sheet, and yanked it away from her.
She lifted her right leg from the floor, putting her foot flat on the mattress to expose her freshy waxed hairless pink slit. "Look at that pussy, Jimmy! First one you've ever seen."
"Oh my god," Jimmy's eyes looked like they were going to fall out of his head. "That's...Oh my god!"
"Touch it!" Tammy hissed, grabbing his wrist, and pulling his left hand down between her legs. "Go one, feel your sister's pussy."
She groaned and her hips jerked when Jimmy's fingers slid through her tight pink lips.
"You're wet!" he exclaimed, and his cock jumped in her hand.
"That's from playing with your big dick," Tammy whispered. "Go ahead, baby, play with it, put your fingers inside!"
Tammy was acting like the one who had been slipped something. She was acting far more lust crazed than the guy who had swallowed two Viagra. She couldn't blame the drinking or smoking, she'd done more of both in the past and she'd never acted like this.
Or had she? All of Tammy's one night stands and wild encounters in the back rooms of parties had been nights she'd hit both the booze and the bowl hard. She'd been horny as hell all night, coming from only a couple minutes with her vibe, before falling asleep.
Her pussy was wet, and both her nipples and clit were erect and aching. Jimmy's fingers awkwardly probed the lips of her slit, and she groaned each time they met her clit.
"Look at you, getting jerked off by a naked girl while you play with her pretty pink pussy!"
"My sister," he whispered, and his cock jerked again when he said the word sister, telling her he didn't feel too bad about who was jacking him off.
Tammy pumped him harder and faster to where it bordered on rough, wondering what it would take to get him to pop. He seemed ready to. His legs were shaking violently, and his fingers trembled between her legs.
His hips rocked into her hand, and hers were now moving into his, pushing his fingers through her lips and wishing he'd stop fumbling around and get a finger in there. Only to help him come of course, she told herself.
That was the only reason she'd exposed her pussy and let him touch her, he'd never done any of this so all of it was an effort to get him that desperately needed relief. That was her story, and she was doing the best she could to delude herself into buying it.
"You like that, don't you?" she kept egging him on. "You like because I'm your sister!"
"No!" he said so quickly she hoped she hadn't screwed things up, but a moment later he sighed. "Yes, I...I don't just look at you, sometimes I've thought about you."
Tammy pushed away the idea of how concerned she should be about that last remark, and instead fed into it.
"And here I am. Naked, Jimmy. I am totally naked and you've had your dick in the crack of my ass, between my tits, and now I'm giving you a hand job while you touch me."
"Oh, yeah, I've jerked off to you before. Thought about you when I had your bra."
"Real thing right here, baby, and I want that load! If you could make a mess in my bra then you should be able to make an even bigger one on me!"
"I want to so fucking bad!" he moaned. "Its right there, but...I just can't and my dick is starting to hurt and..."
"Oh for fuck's sake!" Tammy stood up from the bed, and grabbed him by the arms, trying to turn him around.
"What are you doing?" he asked, startled by her sudden move.
"Just turn around." She sucked in a sharp breath when his cock slid along her leg and for a moment was between her thighs his shaft sliding along her pussy.
The look of nervous excitement on Jimmy's face told her he'd noticed the contact, but he did as she asked, turning in a circle so his back was to the bed.
"Now sit down."
"Why? What are you doing?"
"I'm helping, now sit down."
She gave him a shove, causing him to fall back so he was sitting on the bed. Ignoring the part of her that was screaming at her that she shouldn't be doing this, she dropped to her knees between his legs.
Taking his cock in her hand, Tammy opened wide, lowered her head, and took him into her mouth.
"Holy shit!" Jimmy cried out.
Tammy, her mind racing, caught between this being as wrong as it gets, and pure lust, moaned as she slid the spongy head of his cock between her lips. He was so thick! She opened wider just to get past his head and be able to slide her lips down his shaft.
Her mouth had never been so full! She made a gagging noise when some of his precum slid down her throat at the same time she forced another couple inches into her mouth. She angled her head, and was able to take about two thirds of his considerable length.
Above her, Jimmy was moaning like a porn star just from being in her mouth. Tammy turned her eyes up to him, and slowly bobbed her head. She wasn't doing it to tease, the mission here, because that's the only reason she was so unselfishly sucking his dick, was to get him off, not take her time.
But he was so big she had to work her way up to going faster to avoid choking on his cock.
"Oh, my god," Jimmy moaned. "That feels even better than fucking your tits."
Tammy winked at him, then moved her head faster.
"I can't believe I'm getting a blow job," Jimmy breathed.
Tammy slid her mouth from his cock, drool and some pre cum sliding down her chin.
"You better not tell anyone."
"How the hell could I?" Jimmy had a good point there, then grinned. "But I could tell them a hot girl with big tits gave me a blow job."
"Sure," Tammy rolled her eyes, then took him back into her mouth, this time much more easily
Her eyes then rolled back as she was able to better enjoy the sensation of having something this big and hard between her lips. Tammy bobbed her head faster than she had before, taking him a little deeper each time.
Her hair fell in front of her face, and she pushed it back, tucking it behind her ears so it wouldn't get in her way or obscure Jimmy's view of his big sister giving him head.
"Just like in the movies," he whispered. "You're good at this."
Tammy once again wished he'd stop talking. But he was right, she loved to suck cock. She enjoyed making a man moan, and feel him tremble and hear him say her name as she teased, and licked and sucked his cock.
She loved taking a hot load in her mouth, the warm sticky cum, the way their dicks twitched in her mouth and how they gasped and their hips jerked when she kept working the sensitive tip of their cock after they came, swirling their cum around their head before swallowing it, or if she were really stoned or drunk and feeling dirty, drooling it out on her chin and tits.
This was by far the biggest cock she'd ever sucked, and as she took it further than she had the first time, she wondered what it would feel like inside her. That fat head stretching her lips, pushing into her, forcing her tight hole to expand around it.
Her hips were grinding as she sucked, and her clit throbbed between her legs. She was going to need to come after this, and there was no doubt that no matter how hard she tried not to, she'd be coming to the thought of her brother's cock in her tight twat.
Tammy took him too deep and gagged, spit bursting from the corners of her mouth. She pushed herself to go further, stretching her mouth as she made wet gurgling sounds. She eased back then drove forward.
The head of his cock hit the back of her throat making her release another sloppy gagging sound, but she repeated the motion again, then again. She gripped his cock in her hand, her fist following the wet trail left by her mouth.



"Oh, that's oh, Tammy, that's so good." Jimmy groaned. "Keep doing it, please keep doing it."
Tammy released his cock, this time with pre cum laced drool spraying from her mouth and dripping onto her tits.
"I'm going to keep sucking." She spit onto the head of his cock and stroked his full length. "I'm going to suck your cock and you're going to come you little shit, you got that?"
"I want to!"
"You will. You'll come from your big sis giving you your first blow job, not just the first, but the best you'll ever get."
She hawked another glob of spit onto his head and added her second hand jacking him with both fists again as he moaned and squirmed on the bed.
"I'm not losing this game, Jimmy, and if you get close and think you can't? I want you to think about where you're coming, because you'll be coming in my mouth."
She wagged her tongue at him.
"Every drop right in my mouth. Ever been mad at me? Think I'm a bitch? Well just think about this smart ass bitch choking on this goddamn horse cock of yours and filling my mouth with your load."
"Goddamn, you're nasty."
"I am, I'm your nasty big sister. But I'm a good big sister too because I'm doing this for you."
"I'll do anything for you, Tammy. I promise!"
"Then come for me."
She took him back into her mouth and went full porn star. She took him as deep as she could, and bobbed her head rapidly while jerking him off. Her jaw and throat were beginning to hurt from the effort of taking so much.
The head of his cock repeatedly banged into the back of her throat and she was now shamelessly drooling down his cock, then slurping it up when she came back down on his shaft. Tammy's eyes were now watering while she emitted a series of sloppy wet sucking sounds with an occasional gag mixed in.
Jimmy was sitting back on his elbows, his eyes wide, transfixed by the sight of his big sister sloppily gobbling his cock like it was the best thing she'd ever tasted. His thighs and knees were shaking, and his entire body tense.
His cock was twitching in her mouth and hand, and Tammy knew she had him right on the edge. But even when she continued to blow him he didn't come. His moans were getting desperate again, with those frustrated whimpers in between them.
Tammy's face was now as red as his from abusing her mouth with his cock, and she didn't think she could do it for much longer. She slid her hand between his legs and cupped his balls, massaging them as she sucked.
Jimmy's legs straightened around her and his hips lifted, pushing him deeper into her descending mouth. It caused her to gag and a fresh wave of spit to erupt from her mouth, but she kept going, relentlessly punishing her own mouth and throat in an effort to give him what he needed.
"Oh, don't stop!" he gasped. "Keep sucking, please keep sucking!"
Tammy rose on her knees, and the next time she took most of his length, she tilted her head, forced her mouth wider and took him all the way until her lips touched the base of his shaft. She gurgled around his cock, drooling, tears flowing down her face and fighting not to gag. Tammy shook her head rapidly back and forth, while squeezing his balls.
"Oh...oh....Fuck!"
Jimmy's hips thrust and his cock exploded in her mouth. He was in the back of her throat when he did it, Tammy squealed when cum not only erupted from the sides of her mouth, but shot out of her nose.
Her throat sore, and her nostrils burning, she resumed bobbing her head, sucking as he continued to fill her mouth. She swallowed some of it, but the spurts were so thick, more came out of her mouth to slide down his shaft.
She slurped it back up as she doggedly continued to blow him despite her discomfort. She'd worked hard for this and wanted every drop, wanted to drain his balls so he'd be spent and his cock would go down.
"Oh, fuck, sis! Tammy...Oh that's...oh Tammy!" Jimmy was moaning and writing on the bed as his sister rubbed his balls and sucked despite the cum oozing from her nose and mouth.
Tammy eased back, but kept his head in her mouth, swirling her tongue around it, and shaking her head, working his sensitive tip around her sloppy mouth.
"Okay!" Jimmy's hips jerked and he gasped each time she gave him a hard suck. "Okay! Please stop!"
Tammy let him fall from her mouth, his tip followed by more cum which joined the mess on her chest and tits, some had even slid down to her stomach. She sat back on her knees gasping for breath, while Jimmy did the same.
"Jesus," he wheezed. "Sis, you can suck cock!"
"Like you'd know if I were good or not," she replied, then gave him a smile through her sticky lips. "But yeah, I've been told I give damn good head."
"Imagine Mom and Dad hearing this?"
"Lucky they weren't home, or mom would be with you at the ER," Tammy grabbed her night shirt and wiped the cum from her tits and stomach. "Speaking of?"
Tammy looked at his cock to see it was still twitching, but didn't seem as hard.
"It's," Jimmy slowly lowered his head as if he were afraid to look. "It doesn't hurt and...its going down!"
Even as he spoke, his cock had softened significantly. Being hard for so long and finally coming had his tired flesh quickly deflating.
"Job well done if I say so myself."
"Thank you! Sis, I owe you big time!"
"Just never tell anyone about any of this."
"You keep saying that." Jimmy released a long sigh of relief. "Damn that felt good, and I feel so much better."
"That was the third time you came?" she dabbed at her chin with a clean corner of the shirt. "That's the biggest goddamn load I've ever taken, came out of my nose, I thought they made that shit up for the movies."
"You should stop talking," he told her with a grin.
Tammy returned it, then rose to her feet and sat on the bed next to him. The movement made her realize how wet she was. Her nipples were so hard they were aching the way his cock had, and her clit was throbbing with need.
"You said you'd do anything for me, and you owe me?" As she asked, the small part of her that was still appalled at what they'd done, told her she needed it to end here, but the other part of her, the part that got more than a little enjoyment from sucking off her brother, was in full control.
"Name it. Chores, favors, money, anything you want."
"Eat my pussy," she said softly.
"Sure, I'll...what?" Jimmy stared at her, his mouth hanging open.
"I've been super horny since Rick, and getting you off has me so wet. I need to come and you should return the favor and help me."
"I don't know how," Jimmy said nervously. "I never did anything with a girl before."
"I'll help you, and this way when you are with a girl, you'll know how to make her happy." She whistled. "Not that your dick won't have her eyes rolling, but you should know how to please a woman."
"I..." he looked down at his cock, which even soft was impressive. Kid was a shower and a grower. "What if I get hard again?"
"That's why we should do this. You get hard we'll figure it out. But what if you go in your room and fall asleep and have a dirty dream about, I don't know maybe your hot sister, and you're hard in your sleep?"
"And if I don't wake up and I sleep too long..."
"You could hurt yourself." Tammy nodded, then sliding back to the middle of the bed, spun on her ass and lay back so her head was on the pillow. "Let's make sure we have it all out of your system."
She spread her legs, then reached down with both hands and spread her lips, wantonly exposing her pussy to her brother. "Just think of it as kissing your sister," she giggled. "Right on the lips."
"Fuck, that's," he nodded so fast his glasses slid down his nose. "Yeah, we should be sure I'm okay."
"Then come stretch out between my legs." She tapped her clit. "And give me that kiss."
Jimmy rolled over onto the bed, sliding up between her legs, until his face was inches from her pink slit.
"Let me have these." Tammy plucked the glasses from his face and put them on the nightstand. "If they steam up you won't see anything."
Jimmy didn't reply, just stared at her pussy.
"Right here, she pinched her clit between her thumb and forefinger. "Lick it, nice and easy."
Jimmy eased forward placing his hands on her inner thighs and tentatively flicked his tongue across her swollen button. Tammy released a sharp breath and her hips jerked, pushing her pussy into his face.
"Damn, I'm worked up. Now go head and lick, you can go up and down or side to side, be fancy and do it in a circle. Nice and light feels best."
Jimmy fluttered his tongue over her clit doing as she said, up and down then side to side.
"That's nice," she slid her hands up her stomach and cupped her breasts. "You're doing just fine, little brother. Just nice and easy, you know, like your sister sometimes," she giggled.
Her giggle turned into a moan when he traced a slow circle around her clit, then resumed the soft flicks over and around it.
"Hmm," Tammy sighed contentedly as her brother's tongue danced across her excited flesh. "Feels good, baby."
Jimmy smiled up at her. "Like you calling me, baby."
"You are my baby brother after all," she moaned when she took her nipples between her fingers. "How about you lick lower? Use that tongue between my lips."
Jimmy licked her clit then pushed his tongue down through her moist lips. He licked and swirled his tongue, probing the folds of her pussy as she played with her nipples, her hips rocking gently as her brother explored her.
"Little lower, then push with your tongue," she guided him.
He did as she said, moving his tongue lower, then making it rigid and pushing. They both gasped when his tongue slipped into her hole. Jimmy moved his tongue around inside her, his eyes going wide as he got his first taste of pussy.
"Move your head back and forth, tongue fuck me."
He was good at following instructions and Tammy groaned and squeezed her nipples harder was he plunged his tongue in and out of her.
"See how wet I am?" she asked softly. "You got me that way. Got me all hot and horny asking me to play with that big cock."
Without being told, Jimmy slid his hand between her legs and removing his tongue, replaced it with his finger.
"Bad boy," she purred. "You fingering your sister?"
"Yes," he whispered, then made her jump when he pressed his face to her pussy and inhaled deeply. "Damn, that smells good."
"You say the sweetest things!" Tammy giggled. Wow she was way down the forbidden rabbit hole at this point. "Put another one in and push them nice and deep."
He eased another finger in and she released a low moan as he slipped them all the way. She contracted her pussy around them and giggled at the look on his face.
"Imagine a girl doing that around your dick. Now, get that tongue back on that clit, and move your fingers side to side."
Jimmy eagerly went back to her clit while wiggling her fingers and Tammy let her head fall back on the pillow staring at the ceiling as she toyed with her nipples and her brother fingered her whole tonguing her clit.
This was what she'd wanted tonight, granted she'd never in a million years imagined it being her brother between her legs, but what the hell? He was doing a pretty damn good job on her. She could still taste his cum in her mouth and as disgusted as she should be by that, it only served to make her squirm harder in his face.
"Suck on it," she whispered. "Suck your nasty sister's clit, help me the way I helped you."
She gasped when he sucked her harder than she expected, but it felt damn good and her pussy tightened around his fingers. Jimmy sucked her several times in rapid succession, then went back to licking.
His tongue was moving faster and more confidently, and his fingers were now thrusting harder into her. Tammy lifted her legs, placing her feet on his shoulders. Jimmy went back to sucking her, his lips smacking into her wet flesh.
"I like that, shake those fingers side to side, I want to hear them working that sloppy cunt." Where had that word come from? She heard it plenty in porn and in a few erotic stories she'd read, but never said it. Whatever, dirty words were the least of the sins she'd committed tonight.
Jimmy shook his fingers and she moaned at both the feeling and the way she could indeed here the wet fapping sound they were making in her sopping slit. He went back to licking, his tongue now boldly flowing over her in up and down then side to side licks.
Tammy's breath quickened and her hips rocked faster, her toes curling into his shoulders as her back arched. She tugged on her large nipples, stretching them taut as she rolled them between her fingers. Her thighs tightened and her pussy quivered around his fingers as he worked them harder and faster.
"Yeah!" she gasped. "Like that! Work that clit, baby! Make your big sis come for you!"
Jimmy sucked her clit with an enthusiasm she'd never experienced before, his long slender fingers working her, slapping the walls of her tight pussy. Tammy moaned and arched her back higher while pushing her feet against his shoulders, causing her ass to come off the bed.
"Oh, oh ohhhh!" Tammy squealed as a hard suck accompanied by her giving her nipples a rough twist sent her over the edge.
She released a series of sharp high pitched yips as her orgasm crashed through her. Her pussy convulsed around his fingers as she writhed on the bed, grinding her wet quivering pussy into her brother's face.
He managed to keep licking, his fingers plunged deep inside her twitching twat. Tammy's yips turned into a low guttural growl as she came harder than she could ever remember, and her hips jerked uncontrollably, smearing Jimmy's face with her hot wet flesh.
"Oh, shit," she moaned as her body went limp, her feet falling from his shoulders. "Wow, that was," she giggled as she released her tits, and put her hands over her face. "I came so fucking hard!"
"Happy to help," Jimmy told her, but he didn't sound as excited as she thought he'd be. "But speaking of hard."
Tammy pushed herself up on her elbows and saw he was now kneeling between her lower legs. His amazing cock was once again fully erect, despite the fact she'd gotten him off only a few minutes ago.
"Goddamn," Tammy said quietly. "That shit does its job doesn't it?"
"It took a lot the last time," Jimmy shook his head. "How the hell am I going to..."
He trailed off when Tammy slid down the bed so her thighs were around his knees. She grabbed his cock and knowing she was about to cross the ultimate line, but not caring, she pushed his head through the lips of her pussy.
"Tammy, we can...Oh!"
Jimmy gasped in disbelief when Tammy pushed the head of his cock against her wet hole. She groaned as even easing his head between her lips was stretching her further open than she ever had been before.
She wiggled forward until his entire head was inside her and moaned. "Inside, but easy."
"You're really going to let me..." he paused as if he was afraid to say it, then added in a barely audible voice. "Fuck you?"
"That dick isn't going to come by itself, little brother, now don't think about it, just do it."
Jimmy blinked like he might be wondering if he were dreaming, but thrust his hips.
"Oh fuck!" Tammy cried out as his girth forced her pussy to stretch around him. "Easy!"
"S...sorry." Jimmy stuttered. "God, you feel good!"
"Then feel me, but slow, baby. Maybe I'm a little easy sometimes, but I'm not a damn porn star, you need to feed me that thing a little at a time."
"Feed you," Jimmy stared down at his cock partially inserted between her pink lips. "You're so hot."
"Then feel the heat, little brother, get me used to that dick so you can have your first time."
"Maybe tonight isn't so bad after all," Jimmy said as much to himself as her, then eased forward, slowly working his length into her.
"Fuck that's ...oh fuck," Tamm repeated as he fed his cock into her.
She reached back over her head, bracing her palms against the headboard so she wouldn't slide up the bed as he pried his thick cock into her tight pussy. Her eyes went wide, and she whimpered as he entered her.
As slowly as he was going, it was still uncomfortable, but when he stopped she shook her head. "Keep going, I want it all, baby. Every inch of it."
Jimmy obliged easing deeper into her. He was whimpering softly at the teasing sensation of being inside a woman for the first time, but only a little at a time.
"So hot, so fucking tight," he moaned.
"Jimmy, I think just about any girl will be tight to you." She lifted her legs, spreading them wider and putting her feet on his chest, to open herself more for him, took a deep breath and said.
"Go ahead, all of it."
In his excitement he thrust his hips hard, plowing the rest of his cock into her.
"Oh god!" Tammy squealed as her pussy felt as if it were stretched to the breaking point.
"Sorry!" Jimmy eased back, but she gasped.
"Just fuck me, I'll get used to it."
Jimmy hesitated, but only for a second before he drove back into her, and this time continued to pump his hips.
"Deep!" she moaned. "So fucking deep!"
Her fingers slid around the rungs of the headboard, gripping them tightly as Jimmy fucked her. Her eyes rolled back, and her mouth shaped in a wide O as he pounded her tight pussy with his uncomfortably thick cock.
"Shit this feels so good," Jimmy moaned as he put his hands on her knees, his hips thrusting faster. "Better than I ever dreamed of!"
"Glad you like...Oh!" Tammy couldn't finish the sentence; all she could do was lay there helplessly as his cock battered into her.
As wet as she was, it still hurt, but she let him keep going. She knew she'd get used to him, but more than that, they'd already done so many things they shouldn't have, she wanted him to have her.
His first time, something he'd just admitted to dreaming about, something he'd always remember and treasure, and she was the one who could give it to him. Yes, she was his sister, yes it was wrong, but she was doing something nice for him, and after this maybe he'd be more confident with other girls.
"Oh yeah," Jimmy breathed, his hands sliding over her knees and down her thighs. "You feel so good, you look so good."
He ran his hands back up her legs to her ankles, he lifted her feet and surprised her by kissing the soles of her feet, then sliding his tongue along her toes. It tickled and her feet jerked, but she was still more focused on her body's efforts to accommodate him.
"I like this in the movies." Still holding her ankles, he spread her legs wider.
Tammy yelped when the move was accompanied by him fucking her harder. She gasped and groaned as he had his way with her helpless pussy. He didn't even seem to be going all out and it was the hardest fucking she'd endured due to his size.
As if she'd jinxed herself his hips moved faster, his strokes longer and more forceful. Tammy's tits were now bouncing, and she saw his eyes darting between her breasts and his cock plundered his sister's slit.
He released her legs which dropped by his sides and leaned over, bracing his hands on either side of her shoulders. Jimmy lowered his head and she moaned when he sucked her right nipple into his mouth.
The size and weight of her breast made it hard for him as it kept moving so she released the headboard and brought her arms down to cup her breasts for him. Jimmy sucked eagerly on her tit, then switched to the other nipple.
This increased the speed and power of his thrusts as the thrill of sucking her tits fueled his desire. Mercifully, her pussy was able to spread around his girth and it was being less painful, allowing her to revel in the sensation of being stuffed like she never had before.
Jimmy went side to side working each nipple as she moaned from the touch of his tongue and the increased pleasure she was now receiving from their fucking. He lifted his head and slid up further, so he was looking down at her.



He gave her a shy smile, then without warning lowered his head and kissed her. Despite the carnal acts they'd committed together, him kissing her was a shock. They'd engaged in acts of pure lust, acts of mercy, she was helping him dammit!
But a kiss was a sign of affection and nothing to do with his problem, the big problem that was currently buried balls deep in her pussy. It took her a moment to react, and when she didn't immediately kiss him back, he removed his lips from hers.
"Sorry, I just...I always wondered what it would be like to kiss you," he gave her that little smile again. "You're so beautiful sis."
The words, along with the way he looked at her, no boy, not even Rick who supposedly loved her, had ever looked at her like that, melted her. She reached up and taking his face in her hands pulled him back down and kissed him.
Jimmy moaned into her lips as she kissed him hard and with passion. She slid her arms around his neck, keeping him close while sliding her soft full lips over his. Jimmy tried to do the same, but he was inexperienced, and not a great kisser.
But Tammy found that endearing, and slowed her kiss, allowing him to take the lead and control it. He gave her several quick pecks before trying for a long lingering one. Tammy sighed into the kiss, as her body, now fully adjusted to his size, relaxed, welcoming each pleasure inducing thrust.
Tammy once again took the reins of the kiss, opening her mouth wider, devouring his lips, and then plunging her tongue into his mouth. Jimmy gasped, but it only took a few seconds before his tongue was dancing across hers.
She wrapped her legs around his hips, crossing her ankles over him, and drawing him even deeper, as they probed each other's mouths with their tongue. Jimmy's mouth slid from hers and she moaned in appreciation when he nuzzled into her hair and kissed her neck.
He licked and sucked with surprising gentleness, mixing in several quick, but sweet little kisses. Tammy cooed in delight when he fastened his lips to the soft skin of her throat, sucking lightly before easing his lips to the other side of her neck.
"So pretty," he whispered into her neck. "So sexy, so amazing."
How did this kid never have a girlfriend? He was cute, sweet, and as she was learning, smooth without realizing he was being smooth. Let alone that cock! The one currently filling her to the bursting point and feeling better than anything she'd experienced before.
She noticed him breathing harder into her neck, and his face was hot against her skin. His strokes were getting shorter and harder, limited by her having her legs around him.
"Can you come like this, baby?" she asked softly.
"I...I don't think so, I think I need to go faster."
"Roll to your left," she told him.
She urged him on by pushing against his shoulder, rolling to her right, Jimmy went with her until she was now straddling him, her thighs around his hips. Tammy yelped as her weight impaled her on his cock, but that didn't stop her.
Grabbing the top of the headboard for leverage, she bounced up and down, riding him hard and fast. Jimmy groaned and grabbed her tits, fondling them as she repeatedly rose then drove back down on his long cock.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck!" Tammy yelped as she hammered his cock deep inside her.
Jimmy groaned and whimpered beneath her as she rode him like a prize stallion, his hands on her tits, fingers stroking her nipples. Tammy threw her head back, crying out in pleasure as she went to town on his cock.
She grabbed his wrist, shoving his right hand down between them, and pushing two of his fingertips to her clit. Jimmy rubbed it side to side and Tammy grabbed the breast he'd let go of, pinching her nipple.
"How's your sister look riding you, baby? Like watching my titties bounce? Making me squeal with that big dick?"
"Hell yeah," he whispered, his fingers working her clit.
"I'm going to come on your cock, bro!" she told him. "Going to come so fucking hard with that dick inside me! Then I'm going to get on my knees and you're going to fuck your big sis until you come again!"
"Doggy?" Jimmy's fingers pressed harder into her aching button. "Fuck yeah!"
"Hmm, you are a bad boy! You want your sis on her hands and knees? Grabbing my tight little ass and just taking her? Fucking her sloppy cunt until you empty your balls for me?"
Her words were coming faster as her legs tightened around him and her body tensed in preparation for another orgasm. She shifted her grip from the headboard to his chest, leaning her weight on him as she pumped her hips hard enough to make the bed shake.
Her nails looked good on his chest and the look on his face as she stared up at her while his fingers stayed busy had her getting closer and closer.
"Going to make your first time, the best time, Jimmy. Don't think of me as your sister, just remember this as a hot girl giving you the ride of a lifetime!"
"But..." he gasped beneath her assault on his cock. "I like that my first time is with my sister. I love you, Tammy. This...it isn't wrong, it's kind of special."
As twisted as his words were, they hit home, sending a thrill through her that sent her plunging into ecstasy. She threw her head back and released a howl of raw pleasure as her body exploded.
Her pussy convulsed around his thick cock as she bounced on him, then worked her hips in wild circles. Jimmy moaned as she worked his cock around her tight wet pussy, while it repeatedly contracted around him.
Tammy yelped again and again as the feeling of coming with her pussy completely stuffed with her brother's cock was like nothing she'd ever experienced. She released a long shuddering moan as the last of the orgasm flowed through her and she slumped over Jimmy, her head on his shoulder, as her pussy twitched and quivered around him.
Jimmy continued to endear himself to her by wrapping his arms around her, holding her close. He kissed the top of her head and hugged her tightly. Tammy remained in his arms as she caught her breath, while thinking about how good it felt to be this close to her brother.
Naked, sweaty, her hard nipples pressing into his chest, her body in the afterglow of orgasm and his hard dick still inside her, it was like nothing she'd ever felt before. But as good as it was, she needed to finish what she'd started.
She'd gotten him hard again, and it was up to her to take care of it. Tammy pushed up and swung her leg over him, moving to his left and assuming the position on her hands and knees. This time Jimmy needed no coaxing.
He rolled over behind her, his enormous cock glistening in the glow of the lamp and grabbed her hips. He pressed his wide head against her, then entered her in one long stroke.
"Oh my god!" Tammy yelled as he tore into her, fucking her much harder than he had before.
"Deep, deep, deep!" she kept yelping the word as her eyes bulged and her mouth hung open.
He gripped her cheeks and spread them open, getting a good view of his cock ravaging his sister's aching pussy. Tammy lowered herself to the bed, her cheek resting on her forearms as she endured the hardest fucking of her life.
"Thought about this," he moaned. "You have an incredible ass!"
"Yeah?" she forced herself to speak to help him finish because she wasn't sure how much of this she could take before she'd have to stop him.
"You like your big sis like this? Face down ass up like the nasty girl she is?"
"Yes," he moaned.
"Not just any nasty girl, but your nasty girl, right, baby?"
"M...my nasty girl?"
"Yours. Your nasty girl, your hot sis, your first time, your first taste!"
"My first crush," he whispered behind her. "My first fantasy, my favorite girl."
"I like that," she groaned. "I do, baby! Now show me how much you like me."
Jimmy's hands squeezed her to the point it hurt and he was drilling her so hard she was afraid the bed would break. How would she explain that to her parents? Jimmy's balls were slapping against her pussy and for the next couple of minutes the only sound was there flesh pounding together and their heavy breathing.
"Come on," she urged him. "Come for me, baby. Come for your favorite girl, give it to me! Take me, claim me, make me yours!"
"Fuck!" Jimmy gasped. "Yes, yes, oh fuck yeah!"
"Want my tits, baby? You want...ohhhh!"
Tammy cried out as he erupted inside her. Her eyes went wide as her brother's hot cum shot deep into her pussy. He kept thrusting, each one ending in another long spurt. She moaned at the feeling of her brother committing the ultimate taboo of painting the walls of his sister's twitching pussy.
"That feels sooo good!" she purred as he stop moving and she took over, contracting her pussy around his cock, milking several more drops from him. "All of it," she moaned. "Every drop, Jimmy, you give me every drop."
"Oh man," Jimmy groaned, easing his cock from inside her and flopping down on his back next to her. "That was un-fucking-believable."
"Bro, you fucked me senseless," Tammy sighed as she rolled over to lie next to him.
"Doesn't take much," he snickered.
"I see," she sighed. "Get what you want, then turn into a jerk. Typical guy." She turned to look at him and they both burst out laughing.
"Mom and Dad," he whistled. "They would shit! They'd kill us then bring us back to ground us for life."
"What they don't know can't hurt us," Tammy told him. "How you doing down there?"
She looked as she spoke to see his cock already only semi hard. "I am good at what I do."
"The best. Tammy, I know how fucked up all this was, but I'm glad my first time was with you."
"Hey, big sisters are here to help." Tammy giggled. "Now you should have no problem talking to a girl because you know you can make one happy."
"I guess."
"Not just sex, but those adorable smiles and those sweet kisses and things you said? You'll make a girl very happy. Then when she sees that goddamn snake you call a dick? She'll be hooked, no," she laughed, "She'll be A-dick-ted!" get it?"
"Why does there have to be another girl?" Jimmy asked her.
"What?"
"I wasn't just talking because I was excited. It's weird, but I did have a crush on you. You're so pretty, and you've always been good to me, stuck up for me even when we were younger. You always helped take care of me, and you were my best friend before I was able to make any friends."
"Aww!" Tammy cooed and was surprised to feel her eyes welling up. "Jimmy, that's so sweet!"
"I mean it. I'm sorry I looked at you, and stole your bra and thought dirty things about you. I admit when I came to you tonight that maybe you'd help and things might...I don't know, turn into this."
"You did?"
"Well, it was a big stretch, but even if all you did was let me jerk off to you, it would have been something. I've been a little obsessed with you."
"Wow, I just thought you were a little pervy cause you never got any."
"It killed me when you were with Rick. That piece of crap never deserved you. It bothered me when you had guys around and knew you'd screw around at parties, but that was sex, you tried to be in love with Rick, and that made me mad because you should love someone who loves you back."
"Would you love me back?" Tammy rolled onto her side, propped up on her arm to face him. "You think you'd love me as more than your sister?"
He rolled over to face her and shocked her with a soft kiss. "I kind of think love is love. I love you as a sister, and a friend, so how different is it to say girlfriend or lover?"
"Lover? You watch too many movies," she smiled, but saw he was serious. "Jimmy, how could we do that? Mom and Dad, people we know."
"Well, you kept saying I can't tell anyone so I won't." Jimmy looked at her hopefully. "Nothing will change as far as life goes except we, you know, steal some kisses and sneak into each other's bedrooms, things like that."
"That's...you make it sound easy."
"Only if you want it that way, though. If not, this was amazing and I'll always remember it, and not just the sex. I'll remember that you did this with love because you were helping me."
"God, shut up before you make me cry!" Tammy wiped at her eye.
"We can talk about it tomorrow, if you want, you know, sleep on it." he rolled over onto his back, then went to sit up. "I'll go back to my room."
"No," Tammy caught his arm. "You need to stay with me tonight."
"Really?" he flashed that shy smile, the one she knew she'd give him anything he wanted when he used it, and she better not let him know that. "I can sleep with you?"
"Yes, but!" she put her finger up, maintaining a serious expression. "But just to help."
"Help?"
"What if you fall asleep and get hard? If you stay asleep too long you could hurt yourself."
"That's true." Jimmy nodded. "And I'll be dreaming of you so you know it's going to come up again, if not tonight, in the morning, it's always up in the morning."
"Then we should play it safe and make sure I'm here to keep," she reached down and squeezed his cock. "Checking your condition. If it gets all swollen again I'll just have to get right on that."
"I like you on that."
"Then you stay here!" Tammy kissed him on the cheek, then rolled away from him onto her side. "Pull the sheet up."
Jimmy did, but remained where he was.
"You should roll over and hold me."
"I should?" Even as he asked, Jimmy rolled over, slipping his arm around her waist, and nuzzling his head in her hair, his body pressed to hers.
"Yes, this way," she pushed her ass into his dripping cock. "If this come up, I'll know about it."
"If my dick is against your ass, you know it's going to come up."
"Well then we'll have to take that chance, won't we?"
"Love you, sis." Jimmy moved her hair and kissed her neck.
"Love you too, Jimmy," she wiggled herself closer against him. "Just one thing."
"Anything."
"Don't tell anyone."
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Chapter One
"Yeah, baby, oh, just like that," Sarah moaned, "Fuck me with that big hard cock!"
She spread her legs wide and thrust the dildo harder into her aching cunt.
"Harder!" Her eyes closed, she pretended it wasn't a rubber toy between her legs, but the real thing, "I need it so bad!"
Obviously, or she wouldn't be on her bed plunging a fake cock into her neglected pussy and rubbing her clit. Masturbating like a young girl rather than a forty four year old married woman.
Sarah replaced her fingers with her silver vibrating egg, pressing it hard to her needy clit and closing her legs, with the dildo buried deep inside her. Crossing her ankles, she arched her back off the bed, pinching her left nipple with her now free hand.
"Oh," she whimpered, teetering on the edge.
She imagined her phantom lover, she couldn't even pretend it was Larry anymore, grabbing her hips and telling her to get on her knees like the slut she was. Sarah obeyed her fantasy lover, rolling onto her knees.
Pushing her ass in the air, she slid her arms beneath her and grabbing the end of the dildo, pumped it in and out. Sarah's thighs were trembling and she bucked her hips into her rubber lover while grinding the bullet onto her clit.
"Fuck me! Oh, fuck me, fuck fuck, fuck!" She turned her head into the pillow and squealed in pleasure.
Sarah bucked her hips, her cries muffled by the pillow in case Tim left his room to go downstairs. She couldn't imagine how embarrassing it would be to be caught masturbating by her twenty year old son. Not that she wasn't embarrassed just by the fact she had to resort to this, but at least this was a private humiliation.
She moaned softly when the final waves of her orgasm flowed through her. Sliding her legs down the bed, she lay on her stomach, breathing hard, the dildo buried in her still twitching pussy.
Sarah's hips jerked as the bullet continued to vibrate on her now over stimulated clit and finding the remote next to her, switched it off as she rolled over onto her back, her breasts heaving with her still rapid breathing.
Sitting up, she opened the draw to the nightstand and put the toys away. She caught movement out of the corner of her eye and took in her reflection in the mirror over her bureau. For the thousandth time, she wondered how Larry could continue to leave her alone so easily.
She kept her deep auburn hair long, the way her husband liked it, even though most women her age had begun wearing theirs much shorter. Her face was smooth and wrinkle free and her complexion, like most natural redheads, fair. Sarah's bright blue eyes were set over a small patch of freckles around her nose, giving her a cute girl next door appearance.
From the neck down, the 'cute girl' comparison ended. Not chubby by any stretch, Sarah did possess a full set of curves she liked to think were all in the right places. Her full breasts were smooth and creamy, with a smattering of freckles between and above them and her pink nipples were so light, they were only visible due to how fair her breasts were.
Her stomach wasn't hard and flat, but neither did she have a 'belly'. Her skin was soft and smooth and her hips flared out, giving her a nice womanly shape. Her thighs, like her stomach, were soft and inviting. She'd heard women similar to her be described as 'thick', she herself preferred the word lush.
Sarah had gotten that term from reading erotic stories at night to provide some inspiration for her fantasy encounters. Between erotica, watching porn and her vivid imagination, she had no shortage of material to get off to, but by god, the real thing would be nice once in a while.
She supposed she had herself to blame in a sense. Larry was twelve years older than her and back when he was thirty two to her twenty that wasn't big deal, but now he was in his mid-fifties and whereas she was in her sexual prime, he had little to no interest.
Larry also traveled frequently, some months spending more time on the road than he did home. They had argued about that constantly the last couple of years. There was no need for him to be away that much, but he insisted he needed to do it at least until Tim was out of college which was two more years.
Sarah could handle the lack of sex when he was on the road, she could tell herself it was his job and suck it up. But when he was home? That was another matter because he always complained he was tried and had flat out admitted his drive was low and he just didn't think sex was a big deal anymore.
That selfish attitude inspired more arguments with him getting more and more defensive. When Sarah had suggested Viagra or other pills to help him get going, he'd gotten even more defensive.
The last time she'd asked him what he thought she was supposed to do, he had shrugged and said there was always batteries. What made it more infuriating was she did love him and she knew he loved her and aside from sex, Larry was a good man.
He was honest, thoughtful-providing it didn't involve bedroom activities- caring, a good provider and a very good father and up until a couple of years ago a good lover, making the drought of the last couple of years more frustrating because it's not like the sex was so bad she didn't miss it.
Now 'sex' was maybe once a damn month and it barely lasted more than a few minutes and he refused to let her persuade him to go another round. Laying naked on the bed, the rush of her orgasm fading, she once again let the situation get to her.
What was she supposed to do? She certainly didn't want to leave him, his good qualities far outweighed what didn't happen any more in bed. Cheating was also out of the question. She had no doubt he was faithful to her and wouldn't do that to him.
But...Sarah would be lying to herself if she said she hadn't thought of it. In fact as just now proved her fantasies were no longer about Larry, but also not about a particular person. Right now all Sarah wanted was cock.
Oh, how she loved a man's cock. Not that most women didn't enjoy it, but Sarah practically worshipped Larry's when they used to have sex all the time. She loved the feel of a hard cock in her hand, getting harder and harder and throbbing in her palm.
She loved to give hand jobs, squeezing it so tight she could feel cum racing through it, before erupting all over her hand. And head? Sarah enjoyed sucking cock to the point she would be so worked up it would only take her seconds to cum after giving a blow job.
But sex itself was what she craved most right now. Getting fucked in every position because they all felt amazing in their own way. Sarah had been so wound up lately she wondered if the chance came up if she would succumb to her desire.
Fortunately for her, she'd never put herself in a position to find out. Sarah picked up the bottle of wine from her night stand and poured her third glass of the evening. That had been a sad pathetic pattern, the last few times Larry went away for more than a couple days.
She'd shower, put on some sexy lingerie as if she had someone to show off for, then drink enough wine to get a buzz. The alcohol fueled her already out of need for satisfaction and she would then undress herself, sometimes going so far as to imagine a strong pair of hands doing it.
Once she was naked the toys would come out and the sad game of sexual make believe would start. When she was finished with round one, she'd drink a little more, then masturbate again, but the second time much slower and more sensually, like a slow love making experience after a good hard fuck. If she had to choose right now, Sarah would take the hard fuck for sure.
Sarah chugged the wine down way to fast, and released a contented sigh as it left a warm happy trial down her throat and into her stomach. She put the glass down and poured herself another glass, drinking half of it before she put the glass on the stand.
She lay back and idly ran her fingertips along her hard nipples. She ran her hands down her soft stomach and then down her inner thighs, again picturing her soft hands and slender fingers being the hard, firm hands of a man.
A man, not Larry, a man, any man. Any man who would appreciate her body and all she had to offer and show that appreciation by giving her what she needed. Closing her eyes, Sarah, ran her fingers through her wet slit, slipping two inside.
Her other hand came into play, rubbing her clit, but slowly and softly. "Yes, baby," She moaned for mister invisible, "Nice and easy, be good to me, oh, yes."
She took her time, edging herself, the way a familiar teasing lover would. Then again, she was her own familiar lover and had been for far too long. She came, and unlike her prior orgasm, this one was a slow luxurious climax that flowed through her and left her limp on the bed, unable to do anything, but lay there in a puddle, her heart racing.
She forced herself to lift her leg and pull the sheet up far enough for her to reach it and pull it up to her chest. It was an equal effort to reach over and shut her lamp off. Her nightly ritual of semi drunken masturbation finished, Sarah began to drift into sleep.
Her last thought, as it was many nights, was that there was nothing more pathetic than an adult that had no other choice, but to masturbate. People should never have to get themselves off, ever.
Chapter Two
Sarah opened her eyes and then rolled them when she saw it was only midnight. She'd have figured between the wine and solo sex, she'd have slept right through the night. After a moment she realized she'd awoken because she had to go to the bathroom.
"People in porn never have to pee," she mumbled as she forced herself out of bed and slipped on her black robe. "Then again, people in porn have sex with other people." She added bitterly.
She left her room, quietly padding down the hallway and past Tim's room. Is door was open slightly and there was a faint light coming from behind it, maybe he was watching TV or on his computer.
Sarah used the bathroom and on her way back down the hall, paused and cocked her head. She swore she heard the sound of moaning. She crept closer to Tim's room and now could clearly make out the sound of a woman getting it and pretty good from the sounds of it.
Tim had broken up with his high school sweet heart Lisa a few months ago and hadn't been seeing anyone that she knew of. From the sounds of it he was doing more than seeing someone at the moment.
Just great, she was playing with herself and her son was getting laid. Sarah and Larry had no issue with Tim bringing a girl home, they preferred that to him slinking around in a parking lot or getting the snot beat out of him by some crazy father. But they wanted to know ahead of time and told him to be quiet and respectful.
Tim hadn't said a word to her and the door being open was far from respectful. Instead of moving quickly past the door and saying something to him in the morning, Sarah found herself slinking closer to the door and to her dismay the noises of the lucky young lady getting it put to her had her nipples stiffening.
Christ, she was sinking to an all-time low here, eves dropping on her son having sex. Sarah jumped when she heard a deep voice call out, "You like it, don't you, you pig!" That didn't sound like Tim and if it was, Sarah owed him a slap in the mouth for speaking to a girl like that.
Her eyes widened when she heard a different voice and she then rolled her eyes when it dawned on her there was no one in the room, Tim was watching porn. She began to pass the room, when for some odd reason she decided to peek in.
She stopped in her tracks when she saw Tim's lap top screen displaying a stunning brunette on her knees getting it good and hard from behind. She noticed the woman was no young girl, but the guy behind was pretty young.
Sarah was well aware of the fact milf and cougar porn was a big deal, but had no idea Tim liked it. She told herself to move along, but the image of the woman getting fucked had her captivated. The way her eyes were bulging and her mouth wide open as the stud drove his cock repeatedly into her along with her yelps of pleasure was exactly what she fantasized of.
The woman's large tits were bouncing wildly and she was bucking her well rounded ass backwards into the thrusting cock behind her. Sarah's breathing picked up and as if it had a mind of its own, her hand strayed inside her loosely tied bathrobe and slid over her moist pussy.
Move, she told herself, but whether it was the wine, her out of control horniness or both, she stayed rooted to the spot. Sarah heard a soft moan that did not come from the computer and her eyes shifted to the side where they fixed on her son sitting on the edge of his bed with his cock in his hand.
A voice in her head screamed at her to turn around and get her ass back in her room, but that voice was overruled by a softer, but more powerful voice that whispered.
"Look at that fucking cock."
Her son's cock was big, no more than that, close to huge! There it was, hard as a rock and at full attention between his legs as his fist pumped up and down his shaft. Tim wasn't small, slightly over six feet and with a rugged build. His hand was not small, but there was a lot of cock exposed over his hand as it worked up and down.
What the hell is wrong with you, you pig? The voice of reason asked, but again was ignored by the lust driven part of her that wouldn't allow her eyes to leave her son's cock. My god, it was beautiful! Sarah's fingers caressed her palms as if she imagined wrapping her own hands around that amazing dick.
"Get out." She whispered to herself, "Now."
Her feet ignored her words and she leaned her head further into the partly open door, getting a better look at her son jerking off. Her eyes finally left his cock, checking out the rest of him. Tim was just in a pair of shorts that were pushed down to his thighs and her gaze moved up along his hard flat stomach and wide, strong chest.
The muscles in Tim's forearm and upper arm flexed as he stroked his cock and his blue eyes, her eyes, were intent on the scene before him. His square jaw, with the five o'clock shadow he favored was relaxed, his mouth partially open as he breathed hard and moaned quietly.
Tim had her eyes, but Larry's short sandy blonde hair and looking at him, nearly naked, masturbating, the thought struck her like a physical blow' goddamn her son was good looking. Not just good looking and with a nice build, but again, that cock!
What the hell was wrong with her? She felt like she was in one of those stupid fake incest movies she'd seen bits and pieces of while doing her own porn surfing. What, one look at her son's dick had her wet and feeling like a dog in heat?
She couldn't blame the wine either, no amount of booze should be able to make a mother look at her son in a sexual sense. But something was and maybe it was as simple as this was how frustrated she was, but oh, that dick looked good.
Sarah stepped closer, easing the door open a little more, her fingers now on her clit, and her eyes once again locked on Tim's cock, eagerly awaiting the thrill of watching it explode. She slipped her other hand in her robe, finding her aching nipple and leaned a bit to the right to get a better angle to watch.
She leaned too far and the door swung open, banging into the bureau behind it. Tim jerked his head around and exclaimed, "Holy shit!"
If the situation wasn't so awkward, his reaction would have been funny. Simultaneously trying to yank his shorts up with one hand, he fumbled with the mouse, trying to shut the movie off. Tim dropped the mouse and settled for slamming the lap top shut while trying to stand and turn away from her to get his shorts up.
"Damn, mom!" He said over his shoulder, "Ever hear of knocking?"
"Ever hear of closing your door?" Sarah replied while walking into his room and over to his desk.
Tim turned and seeing her standing right in front of him, fumbled with his zipper.
"Easy, honey," She grinned, "You don't want to do that too fast and hurt yourself."
"Why are you in here?" he asked, his face flushed from embarrassment.
Sarah knew her face was red as well, but it was for a totally different reason.
"Seeing the door was open, I was just going to pop my head in and say hello." She smirked, "Figured I see what you were up to and I did."
"Thanks." He muttered, "Sorry about that mom, I should have made sure the door was closed. But this is a little humiliating so, you know if you don't mind." He gestured at the door.
Sarah remained where she was, her eyes on the impressive bulge in her son's still unsnapped shorts.
"I'm sorry to, honey." She told him, "Sorry you have to do that."
"Do...that?" Tim's blue eyes narrowed, then he turned even redder. "Right."
"Really Tim, "She put her hand on his arm, "A good looking boy like you shouldn't be jerking himself off."
"Mom!" He looked more closely at her, "You been drinking?"
"Day that ends in Y, right?" She laughed, then indicated his chair. "Why don't you sit back down and relax, honey?"
Tim gave her an odd look, but sat down and began to fumble with his shorts, trying to snap them. Again, moving seemingly of their own volition, her hands reached out and grabbed his, moving them away from his crotch.
"Mom, what are you doing?"
"Tell me, honey, why are you playing with yourself? Young man like you should have a nice girl to do this for you."
"Well I broke up with Lisa." He said, looking at her, suspiciously, "You know that."
"That was a few months ago." He shrugged, "Just haven't met anyone and don't want to screw around just to screw around."
"You're a good young man, Tim." Sarah's eyes continued to linger on his crotch. "It's a shame when people go without because they try to do the right thing."
"I guess." He nodded, "Mom? This is a little weird, can we....what are you doing?"
What was she doing? She had sank down on her knees between his legs and was now looking up at him.
"Like mother like son." She sighed, "I have to get myself off all the time, honey."
"Whoa, TMI!" he exclaimed, "I don't need to know that, mom."
"Come on, Tim. You're not a kid. You have to know I do. I mean, look at me, I'm a woman in my prime with a husband whose gone as much as he's home and when he is?" She made a farting sound with her lips, "He may as well not be."
"I...yeah, I suppose I've figured out you and dad probably don't have a lot if, um, time together."
"The time isn't the problem as long as he made good use of what we do have, but he's older than me Tim, and he doesn't want me anymore." She pushed her lips into a pout, while staring up at him through her lashes, "Is it me, Tim, and I not attractive anymore?"
"Not you, mom. You're very attractive."
"Yeah?" She smiled, "What about hot, am I hot like those Milfs you jerk off to?"
"I think you need to go back to bed. Mom." He said uneasily, and made to stand up.
Sarah put her hands on his thighs, keeping him in the chair.
"Answer my question and maybe I will." She sat up higher on her knees well aware that her loosely tied robe was showing off quite a bit of her chest.
"You mean are you hot?"
"Yes, look at me and pretend I'm not your mom. I'm some woman you see at a club or bar, you check me out, what do you think?"
"Well..." he frowned, "Hard to think of it like that, you are my mom."
"Look at me kneeling between your legs." She edged closer to him, then sank back down so her ass was on her calves. "I'm not your mom, just a horny older woman right in the spot you'd most like to have one."



"Mom, this is freaking me out." He said, but she noticed his eyes were now on her partially visible tits.
"Just answer. Am I a cougar to a young cub?"
"I...yes, you're actually pretty hot," He quickly added, "For your age."
"Ouch, know when to quit, sweetie." She rolled her eyes. "But thank you and you're a damn fine young man, Tim."
"Okay, well can we talk tomorrow?"
"Nope." She shook her head. "Here's the thing, Tim. I feel just awful seeing you play with yourself, know why?"
"Do I have a choice if I want to know?" he asked nervously, his eyes following her hands as she rubbed them across his thighs, her long slender fingers, with their pink nails teasing along his bare skin.
"Not really, after all I am your mother." Yes, listen to yourself, you're his mother! The ever weaker voice of reason tried again.
"Like I said Tim, I have to do this. I'm so frustrated, honey and I won't ever leave this house for what your dad won't give me, so I have to do what you were doing all the time and it's just not fair."
"Doesn't sound it." He agreed, "Talk to dad and...um, mom?"
Her hands had slid up his thighs, over his shorts and were now resting lightly on his flat and oh, so firm stomach.
"Its bad enough I have to do it, but I don't want you to have to." Sarah spoke softly, while rocking her hips, she was so wet she was squirming.
"Mom!" Tim gasped when she unzipped his shorts and slipped her hand inside, wrapping her fingers around his semi hard cock. "What the hell are you doing?"
"What a good mom, should. Helping her son." She pulled his cock from his shorts and pumped it slowly in her fist. "No son of mine will jerk off like a pathetic loser like his mom has to, I'll take care of you myself."
"God, mom, I'm your son!" He said, grabbing her wrist.
"And I'm your mother and the parent here." She smiled up at him, "Just let me take care of you Tim, just sit back and relax and let mom help you get what you need."
"Mom, I...oh." He grunted when she spit on his cock, then pumped it faster, getting it nice and slick in her hand. "Damn." He swallowed, "That..."
"Feels nice, doesn't it?" She moaned softly as her hand coaxed his cock to its full size. "Feels good to me."
"You shouldn't be doing this." He told her, but he had removed his hand from hers and was watching, his eyes wide while his mother jerked him off.
"No, you shouldn't be." She licked her lips at the sight of his long thick cock, "I shouldn't be either, but I have no choice. I won't let my baby go without."
"But we...this is wrong." Tim moaned as she pumped him faster, "W...what about dad?"
"He's not here as usual." She replied, "And its his fault anyway. If he gave me what I needed, I wouldn't be playing with my son's cock because that's how bad I need one!"
She squeezed his cock hard and her nipples ached and her pussy gushed at the sight of the precum spurting from the tip.
"And honey," She breathed, rubbing her hand over the tip of his cock, smearing his sticky fluid around the top, then using it to make his shaft even slicker. "Trust me, this is for me as much as you."
"It is?" He groaned, watching his mother's hand move along his cock.
"God, yes!" She whispered, "This cock, it's so big and hard and feels so good in my hand!" She wriggled her hips, her pussy was so wet she could feel it dripping onto her upper thighs.
Sarah knew she should be ashamed of herself and maybe she would later, but right now all that mattered was Tim's hard throbbing dick in her hand and how good it felt. He was moaning softly and his hips were moving.
"This is for both of us, baby." She told him, "You get off and I at least get to remember what a hard cock feels like."
"S...so this is for you too?" he asked, his tone a mixture of arousal and nervousness.
"Oh, it is." She emphasized her words, by squeezing his cock harder and slowing down, enjoying every inch of him. "So just tell yourself that. That this is just once, just for your mom. For me too feel good, making you feel good."
"Okay." He nodded and for the first time relaxed into the chair, his eyes still glued to her hand.
"Good boy." She purred, then pulling at the tie to her robe, opened it. How about a little inspiration?"
"Wow, Mom!" He exclaimed, as she exposed her breasts to him.
"Like them?" She cupped one of her heavy breasts, rubbing her thumb along her nipple.
"They're really big." He said, "And look great."
"That's right, Tim, your mom doesn't have little girl tits, I'm all woman." She squeezed his cock, "And you, baby, are all man."
She jerked him harder and he moaned louder than he had before and her pussy released a fresh wave of moisture when she noted his eyes were now on her heaving tits. She grabbed his wrist and placed his hand on her breast.
"Go ahead, baby, play with it, whatever helps my son, get what he needs."
To her delight, he didn't pull his hand away, instead he fondled her breast, squeezing it and rubbing his hand across it. She moaned when his palm grazed her nipple and raising up on her knees, slipped her free hand between her legs.
"Oh, I'm so wet just from touching you." She groaned, "Hmm, honey, you don't mind if I take care of myself while I take care of you, do you?"
"You....you can do whatever you want." He whispered, leaning over and grabbing her other tit so he was now playing with both of them.
"What I want is to make my son come nice and hard for me, empty those full young balls so you'll feel better." She rubbed her clit in fast circles with two fingers while continuing to stroke him. "And then I'll come too! So much better than doing it alone!"
"Mom?" He asked, softly, his eyes now watching her hand between her legs.
"What is it, baby?" She moaned, as both her hands kept working them closer to her goal.
"If....you're helping me, maybe, um." His face turned red, "I could help you?"
"You...want to touch me?" Her pussy quivered at his words.
"Only fair, and a good son would, like you said, want to help."
"Oh, honey!" Sarah rose to her feet and let her robe fall to the floor.
"Damn." Tim's eyes focused on the small patch of red fuzz over her pink slit, "Mom, you're...so sexy."
"Hmm, so are you." Sarah sat on the desk, putting her feet up on his legs.
Leaning over she resumed pumping his cock and guided his hand between her legs.
"Holy shit, you're wet." He moaned as she worked his hand up and down, her sopping slit.
"Inside." She pushed his hand against her and moaned when two of her son's fingers entered her pussy.
"I can't believe this." He said, but any form of hesitation was gone as he worked his fingers in and out. "Damn, mom!"
"Like that? Like how hot your mother's juicy little cunt is?"
She loved the look of surprise on his face at her words.
"Yeah, Tim, your mom's a dirty girl, happens when all you have is dirty thoughts." She moaned when he shoved his fingers deep. "But not tonight, tonight my good boy's going to help me out."
"Oh, yeah." He groaned, "Whatever you want."
"Careful with that." She licked her lips at the image of sliding onto his lap and riding him, but she wouldn't go that far, even though it was what she really wanted. Big difference between some mutual masturbation and sex with her son.
The reasoning was twisted, but it held and she settled for moaning, "Put your thumb on my clit, oh, yes!"
Sarah gasped when his thumb pressed to her aching button and he worked it in a hard fast circle.
"That's it, play with mom's clit, rub it nice and hard while she strokes you big fucking cock." He made an adorable whimpering sound and his hips rocked, thrusting his cock into her hand.
"There you go," She encouraged him, stroking him faster and loving the way she could feel him throbbing in her hand, "You were going to jack off to some movie, isn't this better? A real woman's hand on you and you playing with a nice wet pussy?"
"Much better." He was having a hard time speaking and hips were moving desperately.
"Don't hold back honey, give it to me! Gove mom that nice big fucking load. I want to feel that nice hot come all over my...yes!"
Sarah had talked herself right over the edge and she cried out in pleasure as her legs clamed shut around his arm, trapping his hand against her. Her pussy convulsed around his fingers and she bucked her hips into his hand.
"Oh, honey! Oh, Tim!" She moaned as her third orgasm of the night plowed through her. But this one was so much better and so much stronger due to the cock in her hand and even more, the fingers buried in her quivering cunt.
"Oh, I came so hard!" She moaned, trying to catch her breath.
She had stopped jerking him when she'd begun to come and now staring at his huge cock, with its purple oozing tip, she slid off the desk back onto her knees. Her pussy still twitching and now overwhelmed with lust, Sarah grabbed her son's cock and with no hesitation took it deep into her mouth.
"Oh my god, mom!" Tim cried out as she opened wide and worked her lips down to the base of his shaft, "Oh my god!" He repeated.
She shook her head back and forth, her tongue swirling around his shaft and her mind on fire with conflicted emotions. Somewhere the voice of reality told her she was disgusting, but the other voice, the one that was far more fun, was telling her she was a dirty little slut who now had her boy's cock in her mouth.
That thought instead of making her feel wrong, fueled her lust and she bobbed her head rapidly along his delicious cock. He was moaning continuously, his eyes all but bulging while he watched his mother suck his cock.
His legs were trembling and his cock was twitching each time she took him deep. She cupped his full balls, rubbing them gently as she used her other to jerk him off while she blew him. Her mouth was already filling with pre cum, but that wasn't the real treat she was craving.
No, what Sarah wanted was her son, her moaning, gasping, and totally under her control son, to empty his balls into his slutty mother's willing mouth. Sarah bobbed her head several more times and received exactly what she wanted.
With a loud cry, Tim exploded in her mouth. Sarah moaned, her eyes rolling back and her already sloppy cunt oozing even more as her son sent several long thick spurts of hot cum down her throat.
She continued jerking him and rubbing his balls, coaxing every drop she could from hs full young balls and greedily swallowing all he could give her.
"Oh, mom, oh, my god that was...just damn." Tim sighed, slumping into the chair. He gasped when she sucked hard on just the tip of his cock getting a couple more drops. Smaking her lips she rose to her feet and smiled down at him.
"Feel better, baby?"
"Hell yeah." He breathed, "I can't believe that just happened."
"I...I can't either" she admitted.
Now that the adrenalin rush was over reality was hitting her and the reality was she had walked into her son's room, jerked him off, let him figure her and just swallowed his load. Tim looked as stunned as she felt and for the first time since she's entered the room, the voice of what was right, was sounding loud and clear, what the hell did she just let herself do?
"Didn't see that one coming." He gave her a tired smile.
"That makes two of us." She picked her robe up and slid it on even as she told herself modesty was pretty pointless right now.
Not wanting him to see her now feeling weird about what she encouraged him to do, Sarah winked, "Well, like I said, that was just once for me, so hope you had fun."
"Can't you tell?" he frowned, "Really just once?"
Great, now look at what she'd fucking done.
"Yes." She nodded, "Can't spoil you now can I?" She kissed his cheek and turning hurried out of the room, "Night honey." She said lamely, "Sweet dreams."
She couldn't make out his reply, but kept going anyway. Once she was in the hallway she practically ran to her bedroom and throwing herself on the bed, wondered how this was going to affect them.
She couldn't believe how wantonly she had thrown herself at her son. Laying there with the taste of her son in her mouth, Sarah repeated her own words to him out loud.
"Just once, just once for me."
Even she could hear the lack of conviction in her words.
Chapter Three
Sarah lay on her bed, willing herself to not reach over to the draw and remove her toys. Or to remove the oversized t-shirt she had tossed on after her shower. Unlike every other night for how knows how long, she swore she wouldn't masturbate.
It wasn't that she wasn't horny, fact was she'd been wet all day. So wet, she'd been squirming in her seat all day at work. So wet that by lunch, she'd had to slip into the bathroom and remove her panties because they were soaked through and feeling that made her even hornier.
Any other night she'd be naked, on her bed, and relieving her frustration, but she couldn't let herself do that tonight. There was no way she could start playing with herself because she knew tonight wouldn't be one of her random fantasies with vague shadowy lovers.
Tonight it would be about her son.
Sarah had been riding a roller coaster of mixed emotions since last night's bizarre straight out of porn, event. She still had no idea what had come over her. She'd had more to drink than last night on other occasions and it's wasn't like she hadn't been sexually frustrated for a long time.
The only thing different last night was she'd seen Tim masturbating. It was ludicrous to think just the sight of her son's cock could inspire that kind of lust in her, that was Penthouse letters bullshit.
Then again, as the scenario kept replaying in her mind, it dawned om Sarah that Tim had not resisted much. Yes, at the start he'd been a little taken aback and protested, but not anywhere near what he could have.
All Tim would have had to do was stand up and walk away from her, yes she was his mother and he was raised to listen to her, but he was an adult himself now, he could have stopped her at any time. Yet he didn't, not only that, but he had gone from saying they couldn't to wanting to play with his mother's pussy.
For the hundredth time since last night Sarah wondered if there wasn't something to the endless incest stories and videos on all the porn sites. She'd seen them while browsing for things to watch and was amazed at how big the fetish was.
Now she wondered if there was truth behind it. After all every other porn fantasy was based on a reality. There were countless group sex videos and many people had experienced those, so was it a stretch to now thing incest was a big fantasy because many people not only had the thought, but acted on it?
One thing she knew for sure was that as wrong as what she'd done last night was supposed to be, it had been the hottest experience she had ever had. Her lust for Tim was not only unexpected, but stronger than anything she'd felt before.
It wasn't just her, either. The look on Tim's face when she'd exposed her breasts to him, and then stood before him totally nude was nothing short of pure lust. After his initial hesitation he had enjoyed her touching him and asked to touch her.
Sarah kept hearing his moan of surprised pleasure when she's taken him into her mouth and how turned on she had been to hear it. It had been nothing short of fucking hot to have her son at her sexual mercy. To feel him twitching and trembling in her mouth, to feel his body shaking and hear him moaning uncontrollably.
Last night she had still been his mother, but a lover as well. Tim was obviously into milf porn and last night she had been the ultimate milf. Sarah had been everything to her son last night and wrong as it was supposed to be, she'd been worked up all day over it and deep down knew she wanted more.
Sarah had dreamed of Tim fucking her last night. Dreamed that instead of her taking him in her mouth she'd climbed on top of him and ridden him. She thought of him sucking her tits, then her pussy. Pictured him fucking her doggy style, just pounding away on her.
"Oh, please stop." She moaned aloud, closing her legs tightly and groaning as even that small move caused pleasure between her legs.
This morning she had made it a point to leave before Tim got up so she wouldn't have to deal with the embarrassment of last night. Today when she came home, he was in his room, but by supper time she had to face him.
She'd cooked and called him out for dinner and two had eaten in an awkward silence, making a generic comment here and there about the weather or how the day was for her at work and his classes.
One thing she noticed was that any time she glanced his way, he looked away quickly. Whenever she kept her attention on her plate she could feel him staring at her and it, like everything seemed to today, made her hot as hell.
When she had left the table to grab another bottle of water, Sarah could see him reflected in the window, staring at her ass and legs and the look of hunger in his eyes sent a thrill through her. She had longed to be looked at like that for years, and now someone was and it was her son.
She had sat on the couch afterwards to watch some TV and Tim sat in the chair across from her and again she knew he was looking at her. Sarah had taken her heels off and stretched her long legs out on the couch and caught him staring several times.
Tim looked as if he'd wanted to say something several times, but instead would just look away. Finally he had gotten up, muttered a good night and walked off. But before he had turned away from her, she had noticed the large bulge in his tight jeans.
That had sent her into the shower to cool off and where it was an act of will not to get off. Now she was laying here still fighting that feeling and she felt it was a losing battle. Her hard nipples were poking into the thin t-shirt and any time the material rubbed across her tits she whimpered.
Her pussy was so wet she was making the lower part of the shirt a sticky mess and would probably have to take it off before she finally fell asleep.
She eyed the drawer again and sighed, would it really be a big deal if she got off to her son seeing she'd gotten him off for real?
Sarah jumped at a knock on the door and Tim calling softly, "Hey, mom?"
"You can come in," She slid up to a sitting position and conscious of her hard nipples, crossed her arms over them.
Tim entered and her heart skipped a beat. He was only in a pair of tight gray boxers and his long hard cock was perfectly outlined in them. There was a wet spot at the head where the tip was oozing.
"Honey, what are you doing?" Sarah forced her eyes away from his crotch and tried her best to ignore the immediate reaction it had between her own legs.
Tim came over to her bed and looking down, smiled nervously, "I'm horny, mom, really horny."
"I can see that."
"You said last night that you'd hate me to have to play with myself and I was going to." His voice was shaky and she wondered if it was nerves or desire, "And, I was going to be thinking of you while I did it, so I thought you could help me out like last night."
"Tim, I shouldn't have done that last night, we both liked it so I can't say I'm really sorry, but" Grasping at straws she recalled her words, "If you remember I said just this once for me."
"True," he agreed, "But well there was a couple of things we didn't do last night so, we could say tonight was just once too." He put his hand on her bare leg and a shiver went through her.
"I don't know, Tim, we did quite a bit." She pointed out to him, although she wasn't telling him to move his hand like she should be.
"Lot we didn't do," Tim leaned over and caught her by surprise with a soft kiss. "Like that, I didn't kiss you last night.
"No, you didn't." She whispered, "Do it again?"



Tim sat on edge of the bed and putting his hands on either side of her head, leaned in and kissed her. This time it wasn't a quick pec, but a long lingering kiss that had her moaning in her throat and her nipples aching with desire.
He kissed her firmly, his lips working across hers and not only didn't she resist, but she returned the long passionate kiss with equal enthusiasm. She put her arms around him, her hand running over his broad back, loving the hard muscles beneath his skin.
She took control of the kiss, driving her tongue between his lips and into his mouth. Tim groaned as they tongues danced across one another and his hands ran down her sides. When he reached the hem of her shirt he tugged upwards on it.
Sarah new she should stop him, do the right thing that she should have done last night. Instead was already responding to the siren call of the intense lust her son suddenly inspired in her last night.
Sarah lifted her hips letting him pull the shirt over them and up towards her breasts. Tim slid his lips from hers and she purred when they found the soft skin of her neck. She moaned loudly when her son's hand slid between her thighs and his fingers plunged inside her pussy.
"Oh, honey, oh...we...oh, we shouldn't!" She whimpered, but quickly added, "But I want to!"
"Know what else we didn't do last night?" He asked, his breath hot in her ear.
"Tell me," Oh, please tell me, she thought, her hips thrusting upwards to drive his fingers deeper into her.
"I didn't get to do this." Tim eased back from her, causing her to moan when he removed his fingers from between her legs.
He grabbed her shirt and pulled it up over her breasts. Once again in that lust driven wanton mood of last night, Sarah put her arms up, allowing her son to remove her shirt. He'd no sooner tossed it aside, then he pushed her onto her back and his mouth was on her right breast.
"Oh, Tim!" She cried out as her son attacked her tits, sucking hard on her nipple while fondling the other.
She grabbed his hair, pinning his head to her breast while arching her back, shoving her nipple further into his eager mouth. He swirled his tongue around her nipple, then leaned over to give the other some attention.
Sarah reached down between them and slipping her hand in his underwear, grabbed his swollen cock and jerked it as well as she could.
"Bring that cock, up here, baby," she told him.
"But we did that last night," he joked then resumed teasing her nipple with his tongue.
"Not the way I'm going to now." She told him, with a naughty smile, "Swing your leg over me and fuck your mother's tits."
"That we did not do!" He laughed and she loved that sound, this was what sex should be, wild, uninhibited and fun!
Many would agree, but few would agree it should be with your son, but who had to know? Yes Larry certainly wouldn't be thrilled and technically she was cheating, but then again, hadn't she promised to never leave the house for what she wasn't getting at home?
Well she hadn't, what she needed had pretty much found her and she was still home and not like Larry would ever ask, "Sarah, are you fooling around with our son?"
As her mind raced, Tim had slipped his boxers off, his big cock at full attention for his mother. Kneeling next to her he swung one leg over her and straddled her, his cock between her breasts. Sarah grabbed her tits and pressing them around his cock, moaned when he thrust his hips, fucking them.
"Oh, yes," she breathed, "Look at you, titty fucking your mother."
"This feel good." He looked down at her, "Looks good too."
"That it does." She agreed, watching the head of his cock poking out from between her tits when he thrust forward.
His pre cum was dripping on her tits, making them slick and allowing his cock to glide more easily between them. Leaning her head up, Sarah flicked her tongue out and caught the head of his cock.
Tim moaned and moved further with his next thrust, pushing the tip of his cock into her mouth. She gave it a hard suck that made him moan then repeated it each time he drove forward. Tired of being teased, she released her tits and slid further down the bed.
"Fuck my mouth." She told him, amazed at how easily things like that were coming out of her mouth.
She was equally amazed at how easily Tim shoved his cock into her mouth. No hesitation from her son as he braced his hands on the headboard, lifted his hips off the bed and plunged his cock into her mouth.
She moaned and rolled her eyes each time he pushed several inches of his long thick cock down her throat and grabbing his hips, pulled and pushed, controlling his speed and guiding him in and out of her mouth.
"Just for you, mom." He whispered down to her, "Just once, for you, right?"
"Hmm-mmm" She agreed around his plunging cock. His precum was flowing down her throat and she was so turned on her hips were pumping the air, her pussy was so fucking wet!
"Know what else we didn't do last night?" He licked his lips, "And what I thought of all day today?"
Pulling his cock from her mouth, Tim slid quickly down the bed, between her legs. Spreading them, he placed his hands on her inner thighs and plunged his tongue deep into her sopping pussy.
"Yes!" She squealed while he swirled his tongue around inside her, "That's it, baby, suck on that juicy cunt! Taste how wet I am!"
Tim obeyed, sucking hard and moaning as he received a mouthful of her sticky juices. He moved his head, tongue fucking her and grabbing her tits, Sarah played with her nipples while her son slurped noisily on her oozing slit.
Tim removed his tongue from inside her and replaced it with two fingers, pushing them in hard, while he licked and probed the soft folds of her pussy lips. Sarah raised her legs, putting her feet on his shoulders and watching the taboo sight of her son between her thighs.
His eyes closed and a look of bliss on his face as he tongued his mother's over heated cunt. His cheeks were glistening from her juices and she could feel him moaning into her. Tim's hips were moving, his cock sliding along the sheet, humping it as he ate his mother's pussy.
Watching his firm ass clench as he thrust into the bed, Sarah knew in that instant she was going to let her son fuck her. Let? She felt as if she didn't have a choice, she was overcome with a need born of years of neglect.
Sarah gasped, then moaned when Tim's tongue reached her clit and traced a slow circle around it. He did that several times, teasing the hell out of her, then sucked it hard between his lips.
"Oh, like that." She moaned, her toes curling into his strong shoulders. "Suck that clit, honey, make your mom come with that tongue, just once, honey, just for mom."
Her words spurred his tongue to move faster and harder around her swollen button and Sarah responded by rocking her hips and wiggling back and forth, keeping her clit in contact with his flickering tongue.
He added a third finger and she groaned as her pussy stretched around them.
"There you go, honey, get me ready for that big thick cock you're going to be shoving in there."
Tim's eyes opened, a look of surprise on his face. Maybe he hadn't been so sure he was going to fuck her. But now that she had spoken he all but attacked her pussy. He sucked her clit so hard his lips were smacking and he was plunging his three fingers knuckle deep into her saturated twat.
"Oh, you want that don't you? You want to fuck your mom? Just this one time, baby, just give your mother that one good hard fucking she needs!"
Sarah arched her back off the bed, and twisted her nipples harder. She pushed her feet hard into his shoulders and whimpered as she teetered on the edge. Tim shoved his fingers hard into her while sucking on her clit and giving her nipples a hard pinch, Sarah went over the edge.
Throwing her head back he howled like an animal as her pussy contracted around her son's fingers and she came in his face. Sarah clamped her legs closed, trapping his face to her pussy, but she could feel him moaning into her quivering flesh as he continued to lick and finger her.
Sarah cried out again and again as wave after wave of intense pleasure crashed through her. She rolled her hips, grinding her convulsing pussy into her son's face. She had thought she'd come hard last night, but this was orgasm was even more powerful.
So powerful that as the last tremors flowed through her, she let her legs slide off his shoulders and lie there, limp and gasping on the bed. Between her legs, Tim didn't miss a beat. Sitting up on his knees, he lifted her legs, put her feet on his shoulders and entered her in one long thrust.
"Oh, honey!" She yelped as his long, thick cock plunged into her.
Damn he was big! And he wasn't easing his way in either, instead her leaned over, placing his hands on the bed and bending her almost in half, her ass coming off the bed and went at her pussy like he was auditioning for a porn shoot.
"Fuck! Oh, fuck yeah!" She called out as he repeatedly hammered his big dick into her.
Sarah's feet were over her head and he was plunging straight down into her, his balls slapping against her ass. She braced her hands on his chest and whimpered and moaned under his relentless assault on her pussy.
Larry hadn't fucked her like this in years, in fact he may never have fucked her this hard. Even back when they had sex, Larry always took his time, enjoyed a slow sensual love making session, and that was nice, but right now her son tearing into her was just what she needed.
Tim's body was tense, the muscles bulging in his arms and chest as he pounded into his squealing mother. His eyes were locked onto her face and she could imagine what he was seeing. She was sure her face was flushed with passion and her eyes wide and lips parted as he fucked her.
The angle he was fucking her in was causing his shaft to caress her clit with each thrust and had her legs trembling as her body was already gearing up for another release.
"Fuck me!" She moaned, "Keep fucking me, baby! I want to come on my son's cock! Oh, this beautiful cock!" She rolled her eyes back and bucked her hips into his as much as she could.
Bringing her hands back to her tits, she pulled on her nipples and the next time he buried himself balls deep inside her, she went off like a rocket. Sarah once again came like an animal, head back, mouth wide open and wailing like a banshee.
Tim gasped, but kept fucking her as her pussy contracted around his thrusting cock. Sarah squealed and yelped, over whelmed by the sensation of coming while stuffed with her son's dick inside her.
She was so wet she could hear his cock plunging into her and felt her thighs damp with her oozing juices. The orgasm left her a hot, wet mess, laying there, her legs only up because they were against Tim's chest, and moaning constantly.
Sarah swore the room was spinning and she lay there unable to move as if she were drunk on sex. Above her, Tim leaned back, withdrawing from her with a wet sucking sound. He grabbed her hips and she cried out in surprise when he flipped her over onto her stomach.
He put his hands under her thighs and pulled her up onto her knees, her ass in the air, then drove so hard into her, Sarah's head banged into the head board. She ignored the slight pain and cried out her approval as her son tore into her doggy style.
"Oh, fuck yeah!" She called out, looking over her shoulder at him, "Nice and hard! Give me what I need, baby!"
Tim squeezed her hips and slammed into her. He was using long hard thrusts that felt amazing and Sarah couldn't believe his control, unless...
"You jerk off to me today, baby?" She asked, her eyes fixed in his now sweat slicked torso, the glistening moisture making his muscles stand out even more.
"Twice." He grinned sheepishly as he continued to pound her.
"You blew to big hot loads to me, today?" She moaned "Well the next one's going to be a lot better because you're going to empty those balls right inside your mother's cunt."
"Damn." He moaned and his cock twitched inside her.
"You like when your mother talks like a dirty slut?" She asked, "Like me sounding like one of those sluts you jerk off to on porn sites?"
"Yes." He breathed and she noticed he was slowing down, trying to hold back.
"That's good because I like to talk dirty, talk dirty, fuck nasty, this is what I need, Tim. Your mother needs to be fucked and get to act like a little whore."
"Oh, mom." He moaned, "I love hearing that!"
"Bet it would sound better if I said I was your whore, my son's dirty girl, the two of us a dirty little secret."
"Fuck yeah." He breathed and started to fuck her faster.
"Stop!" She smiled, when he immediately obeyed her.
She eased him from inside her and getting to her knees turned and pointed, "Lay on your back."
Tim did as she asked and leaning over, she took him into her mouth.
"Oh, God I taste good on you." She told him, then sucked him back into her mouth and bobbed her head.
She moved slowly, teasing him with her soft lips and tongue and moaning at the mixed flavor of the two of them in her mouth. Tim was so hard she could feel him throbbing beneath her tongue and as much as she wanted to just keep sucking and get a big mouthful of him like she had last night, she had something even better in mind.
Sarah sat up and swinging her leg over his waist straddled him. Reaching back, she grabbed his cock, guided it to her pussy and sat down hard. They both gasped as Sarah impaled herself on her son's cock.
She rolled her hips in a circular motion, working him inside her and teasing both of them. God, having her pussy stuffed with his cock felt good. Sarah bounced up and down, slowly riding him and beneath her Tim was moaning softly, his hands now on her tits, playing with her nipples.
He was looking up at her, an expression of not just desire, but adoration on his face and she swore she'd never seen anything so sexy. Her son wanted her more than any other man she'd ever been with, but still loved her as a mother.
Tim had been aggressive with her, having no issue with taking control, but the second she told him to do something, he did. He was his mother's good boy and now in a very special way and that thought sent her back into a lust driven frenzy.
Leaning forward and bracing her hands on his chest, she pumped her hips as hard as she could, driving downward on him in a wild rhythm, riding him as if he were a bull at a rodeo. Tim cried out and his hands went from her breasts to her hips, pushing and pulling, urging her to fuck him even harder.
Goddamn he was deep! So deep she might end up sore from his hard fucking of her, but that would be what could be a called a good pain.
"Like me fucking, you baby?" She let herself down on top of him, moaning as her nipples rubbed his sweat slicked chest. "Like your mother riding you?"
"Love it." He breathed, "You're so fucking hot, mom."
"I love that." She told him, sliding her arms under him, "How about you show me how hot you really thing I am fuck me until you give me what you know I want."
Again, Tim was a good boy, doing exactly what his mother asked of him. Wrapping his arms around her waist, he bent his legs at the knees and using all the strength in his hips fucked her as hard as he could.
Sarah squealed in his ear as he pounded her and he was gasping and moaning with each thrust. He tightened his grip on her, crushing her to him, her breasts squishing against him and his cock plundering her pussy even harder than he had earlier.
"Yes! Oh My fucking God!" She cried out, "Keep fucking me, baby keep....Oh, yes, Oh, honey!"
Sarah yelped in delight when Tim's cock twitched and exploded inside her. She lay against his chest, purring contentedly as each thrust ended in a long spurt of cum shooting deep inside her. Tim was making adorable whimpering sounds as she contracted around him, milking him and helping him paint the walls of her pussy.
Considering he said he'd cum twice, Tim's young balls had plenty to spare, filling her quite nicely with a huge hot load. When he had no more to give, he sighed in her ear and remained still.
Sarah teased him, gently moving her hips, working the sensitive head of his cock and enjoying his desperate gasps each time she did. They both let out a long breath and remained where they were, with Tim holding her and gently rubbing her back as his cock softened inside her.
"Damn, that was good." She told him, "You took really good care of me, honey."
"You've always taken good care of me." He gave her a sweet kiss, "Now just in a different way."
"Very different." She rolled off of him and onto her back.
Tim quickly rolled over on his side, placing his hand between her breasts, he kissed her again a long, soft kiss. No sense of urgency, just enjoying the touch of her lips to his. When he stopped, he frowned.
"Only one thing wrong about this."
"More than one thing I'm sure most people would say, but what's wrong?" she asked.
"Well, you said, just once for you so," he shrugged, "Guess we covered everything at this point."
"Hmm, not really," She gave him a sly smile, "There could be just once in my bed, then yours, then the shower, the dining room table, the floor."
"True." He returned her smile, "Just once in this position or once in a motel or on the damn sink."
"But," She winked, "There's one just once that will take care of everything."
"What's that?" He looked at her expectantly.
"We can say just once....today!"
The End
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Chapter One
"Shit," Craig muttered when he saw his mother's car in the driveway. What the hell was she doing home? Mom never left work early.
He parked alongside her car and grabbing his camera bag took a moment to gather his resolve. Looking into the rearview mirror, he recited the words he'd spent the last two days telling himself he would say.
"No, mom, I'm not going to take any more pictures of you." He stared into his deep blue eyes, pretending he was meeting his mother's gaze. "It's not proper."
"Proper?" he repeated, rolling his eyes. He sounded like grandma, but it was the right word. He shook his head. He could come up with better.
"Inappropriate!" Craig nodded in satisfaction. That sounded better. Now if he could just stick to his guns, he might be able to get his shit together and stop looking at his mother like she seemed to want him to.
It sounded crazy, but each time his mother had asked him to 'practice' by taking pictures of her, Craig swore she was getting more improper. More than that he was convinced she was enjoying it.
"No, it's you," he told his reflection. "You're being a perv." Not that he wanted to think he was seeing his mother in an unhealthy way, but it was more believable than her getting some kind of weird kick out of teasing him.
"Teasing," he repeated. Just using that word should tell him this was him, not mom. What kind of mother cock teased her son? Worse, what kind of son used the word cock tease when thinking about his mom?
One whose cock was taking more notice of his mother after each of their little 'photo shoots'. Great, now he was blaming his cock, as if it, not Craig, was responsible for a situation that was rapidly approaching bad incest porn script status.
One thing was for sure, nothing was going to get resolved hiding out in his car. Craig got out, slinging the bag containing his Nikon over his shoulder. After his regular classes, he'd gone to Roger Williams Zoo for a couple of hours to snap shots of the animals for an extra credit project.
Too bad he couldn't use the pics mom had him take of her for a project. He grinned at what
he could call it. 'Mom's mid life crisis' could work, or maybe 'desperate attempts to spend time with my adult son'.
He tried to avoid the title 'milf gone wild' or 'cougar time' in his little game, because they would be just as fitting. Craig crossed the driveway and glancing at the six foot stockade fence, wondered if his mother was by the pool.
It was a hot sunny day and his sweat soaked t-shirt was testimony to that. A dip in the pool would feel great, but if mom was out there he'd wait. Until he got his shit together he needed to avoid his mother as much as possible without being obvious.
He'd settle for a cool shower and his air conditioned room. As he walked along the fence he kept wondering if his mother was outside. If she was that meant he could slip in the house unnoticed and hide out there until he had to work later. He stopped and stared at the fence. He was tall enough that rising up on his toes he could peek over it.
Craig hesitated. If she were there, she'd be in a bikini and did he really need to see that right now? A decent son should be able to see his mother in anything and not be affected, but he wasn't feeling so decent these days.
He wrestled with himself, and as he had far too often with his pictures of her, decided he needed to look. He stood on his toes and was relieved to see she wasn't there. That relief was short lived however, because that meant she was in the house somewhere.
Craig debated whether or not to go in through the back or the front. The back led into the kitchen and mom liked to sit at the table with a cup of tea while looking out over the yard. If she was watching TV she'd be in the living room.
Okay, this was ridiculous. Craig continued along the house and reaching the porch headed in through the front door. He entered quietly, and saw mom asleep on the couch, the TV on softly across from her.
Her being asleep couldn't have worked out better. Craig eased his shoes off, so he wouldn't make any noise on the hardwood floor. Now all he needed to do was walk around the couch and up the stairs.
That's what he should be doing right now. Instead, he was standing there looking at his mother. No, he wasn't looking; he was fucking gawking at her. If his mother was any other woman, no one could blame him.
Mom had been a model in college, and had lost nothing over the years. Back in school she had appeared in a few fashion magazines, and been told she had a real future in it. When she graduated she decided to turn it into a career rather than pursue her degree in marketing.
One of her shoots had brought her to Newport to pose on a beach and that's where she had met his father. They'd fallen in love and she'd moved here and did some work for local departments stores and took monthly trips to New York for some bigger projects. When they married and she became pregnant with Craig, mom stopped and never went back.
When he was old enough to go to school, mom took a job at an advertising firm and put modeling behind her in an exchange for steady pay. Once he'd become old enough to understand, mom had mentioned she didn't like the idea of making a living showing off her body with a son at home.
That seemed to change, and drastically lately. Last month mom had discovered a web site looking for attractive women between thirty five and fifty to model anything from business wear to lingerie.
Mom wanted to see if she still 'had it' as she put it, but not wanting to invest in a photographer, took advantage of the fact Craig wanted to be one and had him take some shots of her. The way he was standing there unable to look away was proof his mother still had it.
Even now the way she was lying on the couch, she could be posing for an ad; a fairly racy one. Mom had on the white robe she would wear over her bathing suit, telling him she had indeed been by the pool.
The robe was short under normal circumstances, but the way it had ridden up as she lay there made it far more revealing. Her long legs, the legs that had landed her stocking and short skirt gigs in her younger years were exposed almost up to her hips.
Craig's eyes wandered length of her legs, admiring not just their shape, but the deep tan she had gotten spending most of her free time in or by the pool over the summer. Mom's left leg was bent at the knee and Craig couldn't avoid staring at the skin of her inner thigh.
Her hand was resting on top of her leg and the electric blue of her long nails was a sexy contrast to her sun darkened skin. He stared at her fingers on her leg and for a moment imagined them on him, and not his leg.
Craig blinked the thought away and turned his head, but found no relief, only more of his mother's body. Mom hadn't bothered tying the robe and it was open, exposing her smooth stomach that she'd recently decorated with a piercing.
That piercing in one sense, screamed mid life crisis and told Craig the rest of what was going on was tied to that. On the other hand, the small silver chain dangling from her naval was hot as hell and wasn't helping him keep his thoughts of his mother on the straight and narrow.
Mom's bikini top matched her nails, and like many of the things she'd worn in their photo shoots seemed to small on her. Her breasts, were barely contained in the cups and he swallowed nervously as his eyes lingered on the exposed top half of her smooth bronzed globes.
The bikini was a different style than her other one and left some of the inner portion of her breasts visible. The skin there was still white and the tan line effect added to how good her tits looked. Her tits? This is your mother, damn it!
Even as he yelled at himself, he kept staring. Mom had her arm behind her head resting on the arm of the couch and keeping her still wet hair from staining it. Her long dark hair, even darker from being wet, looked amazing lying on the white robe, and even better where strands of it were resting on her chest, just over her breasts.
Mom's face had aged, or not aged, as well as her body. Her features were still smooth and soft, and her high cheek bones gave her a classic beauty that as a burgeoning photographer he knew as much sought after.
Mom's eyelashes were long and natural, and her lips weren't just full, but so much so many of her friends had asked her if she used Botox. But like everything else on mom, from her large firm looking breasts, to her nails, curly hair, and tan, those blow job lips were all natural.
Blow job lips. Along with cock tease was an expression no son should be using in context of his mother. In his defense though, how many sons' mothers were sexy as fuck like his was? With his eyes on his mother's perfectly formed lips, he couldn't help but go back to his original thought.
This hot as hell position of hers seemed more like a pose than a natural way to fall asleep. Why would she fall asleep like this anyway? Mom usually did nap after a swim and some sun, but would shower first and go into her bedroom.
Even as he thought about how odd this was, his eyes drifted back to her breasts, watching them rise and fall with her slow steady breathing. Despite the voice of reason telling him not to, he let his gaze wander lower, past her pierced naval and to the lower part of the bikini.
The bottom was tight as it was and with her slumping down on the couch had bunched up. Craig's pulse quickened and to his chagrin his cock twitched when he realized he could see the outline of her pussy in the blue material.
He told himself to look away, but was transfixed by the sight of his mother's camel toe. Chalk up another term he shouldn't be using, but there it was on full display. The bikini had shifted slightly to the side and he shook his head trying not to think about how if the bikini moved just a little more he'd see his mother's
"Hey, honey!" Mom exclaimed, causing him to jump.
He jerked his head around to face her and saw she was staring at him and appeared to be fighting back a smile. He'd been blatantly staring at her damn crotch, had she caught him?
"Hey, mom," Craig tried not to sound nervous, and glanced at his watch partly to give himself a few seconds to compose himself. "Wow, you're home early."
"It's such a beautiful sunny day out, I decided to use some of my personal time and get out at lunch time," Mom replied. "Figured I'd lay by the pool and get some sun."
"Then why are you on the couch?" Craig wanted to ask why she was still in her bikini sprawled out on the couch, but didn't want to make it seem like it bothered him.
"I was already outside, but the sun was making me sleepy and I didn't want to get sunburned." She smiled up at him. "So I took a nap, and it felt sooo good!"
Her words were accompanied by her stretching her arms over her head which caused her robe to open even more and her tits to push up at an even sexier angle. Craig caught himself starting to look, and quickly turned his head in the other direction.
That wasn't much help seeing she'd not only straightened her legs, but lifted them from the couch. She'd pointed her toes forward, causing the muscles in her calves to flex and make her legs look even better.
Even better? What the hell was wrong with him? This was his mother, not some woman showing off to him. Then again showing off is what his mother seemed to be doing lately. Or was she? Craig didn't know if his wires were crossed or not.
Well, if they were, it was her goddamn fault, her and this modeling thing she'd been into lately. As if on cue, she asked him the question he'd been preparing himself for all day.
"Hey, Craig, can you take some pictures of me in a little while?"
"I don't know, mom." He shrugged, and hefted the Nikon around his neck. "I was just at the park the last two hours taking pics for class. Kind of need a break."
"Really?" Mom widened her big brown eyes and looked up at him through her long lashes. "Just a few?"
"We took a bunch a couple nights ago." And in a pair of cut off shorts that would shame Daisy Duke and a t-shirt Craig swore was two sizes too small.
"I know, but I was really hoping to get some shots by the pool. There's a lot of people looking for summer fun motifs right now." She lowered her head, and gave him a sweet smile. "Pretty please?"
"Mom, I...oh, come on, don't do that!" Craig groaned when she pushed her lips out into a pout.
"Do what?" She asked innocently, and then pushed her lower lip out even further.
Between her big doe eyes looking up at him and the little girl pout, Craig felt himself caving. He also felt something else, and wasn't thrilled about it. He'd always been a sucker for his mother's pout.
When he was a kid he felt bad, like he'd hurt her feelings and would do anything to turn it into a smile. When he grew older and his father passed away unexpectedly, she would use it to get him to spend time with her or help her with something.
But the last few weeks, the pout was having a different and not entirely healthy effect on him. Craig had begun to wonder what that pout and those big eyes looking up at him would be like if she were on her knees for him.
He hadn't created that vision entirely on his own, mom had planted it there, by doing exactly that. Kneeling in front of him, looking up demurely, her full lips coated in red lipstick pushed out. That had been over the weekend and in that...no, don't think about it.
"Please, baby boy?" she pleaded. "Please take some pictures of mommy?"
This time she succeeded in making her lower lip tremble, and to his dismay she sat up in front of him. Her face was now level with his crotch, just as it had been for that picture that he'd been fighting a losing battle to not look at and think about.
"Mom..."
"I'll be ever so grateful." She'd lowered her voice into a throaty purr. "I'll make your favorite dinner or I could..." She winked. "Do anything you want me too."
"What does that mean?" He narrowed his eyes. "Anything I want."
Mom shrugged and his eyes caught the way her breasts bounced. "It means what it sounds like. If there's something you want me to do for you I will." She gave him a mischievous smile. "I'll do anything for my baby boy."
She'd gone back into that tone that reminded him of the way porn stars and web cam girls spoke, and her eyes were staring into his as if she were looking for a reaction. One he was trying not to give her.
"I don't need you to do anything for me." That came out a little harsher than he meant it to, but mom didn't seem to notice. In fact the smile, she now flashed had an inviting quality to it; it was an expression that matched the phone sex voice she was continuing to use.
"Of course you do! A young man always needs something, especially if they don't have a girlfriend and are always..."
"Mom!" he snapped. "What the hell are you talking about?"
"Sorry." The pout vanished, and she was back to her normal voice. "I was just saying you're not seeing anyone and you work and taking a summer course for extra credit."
"What's that got to do with what you could do for me?" He knew he should let it drop, but was getting tired of this weird game that might not even be a game. She sounded like she was offering something no mother should ever offer their son.
"I could spend some time with you. We could watch movies like we used to or we could go see a movie or out to eat." She put her hands out. "Just spend some time with you and get you out of the house. You know, have a little fun."
She lowered her eyes and her head. "Sorry, I didn't mean to make you mad."
"I..." Now he felt like an ass because she genuinely looked upset he'd gotten upset. "I should be sorry." He admitted. "I just thought you were talking about doing something else with me."
"Like what?" She looked back up at him, her eyes narrowed.
"Huh?" Great, he'd somehow made it sound like he was the one seeing what wasn't there. Well, at this point maybe he was. "Oh, nothing."
"You were getting mad, it must have been something." Mom pressed. "Really, what did you think I was offering to do for you?"
"Nothing, I...I'm just touchy about not having anyone right now." He told her. "Britt dumping me still kind of burns and I don't have much time to date."
Technically he was telling the truth, it sucked being alone, in fact part of him wondered if his issues with his mother stemmed from not having sex the last few months. But Britt had been a needy drama queen and he didn't necessarily miss her, although the sex had been fun.
"Sorry, Craig." Again mom seemed sincere. "That has to be frustrating; I mean guys your age have a lot of..." She paused, and the sly smile was back. "Energy."
"Right." He nodded, hoping it was left at that.
"God knows it's been a few months for me too, but at least I have batteries."
"TMI mom!" That was the last thing he needed, thinking of his mother masturbating.
"Hey, I'm not just your mom, I'm a woman too."
"A very attractive one." Craig pointed out. "Who gets asked out all the time so if you're lonely, its kind of on you."
"You think I'm attractive?" She beamed up at him, her eyes bright and now with a huge genuine smile on her face.
"Oh, come on, mom! You know you are. You were a damn model and you're modeling again."
"Its still nice to hear." Mom reached out and took his hand, squeezing it. "Especially from a good looking young man."
"I'm your son, mom."
"Still a man who thinks I'm attractive."
"You know, speaking of modeling and pictures." He took a deep breath, and took the plunge. "You've never showed me this site you're modeling for."
"Because they haven't used any of my pictures yet." Mom replied, but her smile slipped a little.
"Then why do we keep taking them?" He pushed her.
"Because I'm hoping they'll like some enough to put up there, silly." She shrugged, and again he noticed the way her tits jiggled. "Meantime I'm having fun, and its good practice for me for when I'm invited to a real shoot, and for you too seeing you want to be a professional."
"But all those pictures, and they didn't use any?" He shook his head. "Something's up. Mom. You sure they're not using them somewhere and not telling you?"
"I don't think they could."
"I'll do an image search for them." He already had, and come up with nothing, but wanted to see her reaction.
"Go ahead, let me know if you see them." She didn't seem concerned about it. "So, back to what we were talking about. How about taking some of me by the pool?"
"How about getting one of the photographers who work for you at the agency to do it. You could use a real studio and have a pro taking them."
"You're going to be a pro someday and..." She hesitated. "Those people work for me and I don't want them seeing me like that."
"Like what?" He immediately thought back to last weekend's shoot.
"You know, not wearing a whole lot and being kind of playful."
"But its okay for your son to see that?"
"My son wouldn't be thinking of fucking me." She said it nonchalantly, but Craig felt as if he'd been kicked. That answer told him this was on him, and as he stood there, she twisted the knife.
"I couldn't trust the guys at work not to start thinking of me like that or worse, send the pictures around saying things like look at my slutty boss, bet she's a wild ride. Or something dirty like that."
"She pointed to him, and he barely heard her words as he was still trying to get over the terms slutty and wild ride coming from his mother's lips. "But I don't have to worry about that with you."



She stood up in front of him and caught him by surprise with a hug, and a kiss on the cheek. "My son would never think of me like that."
"Of course not," Craig whispered in her ear as he returned her embrace. He closed his eyes and could smell the suntan oil on her. Her breasts were pressing into his chest, and when he opened his eyes he saw their reflection in the mirror over the dining room table.
His mother's ass looked incredible in the bikini bottom, and when her lips brushed his cheek in a kiss that seemed a little slower and softer than a normal peck on the cheek and he had the insane thought of turning his head and meeting her lips with his own.
"That's right," She spoke softly in his ear, her hot breath sending a shiver through him. "It wasn't always easy for us after your father passed away, but I raised a good boy, didn't I?"
Yeah, right, he thought as she continued to hold him close; a good boy with a hard on for his mother.
Chapter Two
Craig entered his room and rather than grab some clothes and head for the shower like he told himself he would, he ended up sitting at his desk. Opening his lap top, he went into his folders and stared at the one marked 'mom pics'
"You're not supposed to be looking at these again," he reminded himself out loud.
As usual lately, he ignored the part of him that still tried to do the right thing these days. Craig clicked on the folder and stared at the list of dates. Each one would show him the pictures he took of mom that day.
He guided the mouse over last Sunday's date, but then pushed it up to the first pictures he'd taken of her. These weren't too bad in the sense of being anything out of line. Mom's first poses for him was what she referred to as 'business sexy'.
Mom wore a short black skirt, and some rather high heels with sheer stockings, but waist up sported a black blazer over a red blouse. Her hair was pinned up and she wore glasses even though she didn't need them.
Craig joked she should call it sexy librarian look, and mom laughed and thanked him for calling her sexy. He'd thought nothing of that exchange at the time, but it would become a running theme throughout their 'sessions' and getting more improper as time went on.
They started with mom sitting on the edge of her desk in her home office, staring at a tablet, while striking the classic pose of holding her glasses and looking down through them. Mom had told him to click away as she posed, and get whatever shots he thought would look good.
As he snapped away, mom let her long dark hair down, giving it a shake and Craig stared at what he had to admit was a great shot of her black hair flying about her head. Next the blazer had come off, and he'd gotten her to stand with it dangling over her shoulder.
When she'd begun to unbutton her blouse he'd asked what she was doing, and she'd laughed and told him she had a shirt on beneath it. She did; a red silky looking camisole that left her stomach bare.
That was the first time he'd seen the pendent in her naval. They'd stopped when he asked her what the hell she was thinking and she told him it was part of her 'new look' and if she wanted to get back into the business she had to be 'modern'.
Mom admitted it made her feel sexy as well, and then followed up with her asking him who the parent was and just take pictures. When the red blouse came off-he looked at a great still of her sliding it down her arms, while looking downward- Craig had felt the first twinges of discomfort.
The slinky red top was low cut showing off the tops of her breasts, but what stunned him was she wasn't wearing a bra, and her nipples were visible due to the fact they were obviously erect. He'd swallowed nervously, but didn't say anything.
What the hell would he say? Hey, mom your nipples are showing? Doing his best to ignore them he continued to do as she asked, taking pictures as she put her back to the camera and bent over the desk.
The skirt was tight and so short that when she leaned over, the hem rose and showed off the fact her sheer stockings were thigh highs. When she bent over even further, he had blinked at the sight of the tips of her ass cheeks and the hint of a pair of lacy black panties.
Mom was looking over her shoulder at him, her dark eyes smoldering behind the glasses, and her red lips set in a sexy come hither smile. She'd frowned when she'd seen him lower the camera, and asked what he was doing.
Again he'd held back from commenting he was seeing more of her then he should and in a way he shouldn't. Instead he said he needed to check the flash, then snapped a couple of pictures, while keeping his eyes averted.
But his eyes were on that picture now as they had been the last couple of weeks. He stared at his mother's long legs in the sheer stockings, and her tanned thighs over the black band of the thigh highs.
Just the hint of her panties and ass cheeks in a way were sexier than seeing her entire ass, and he shifted in his seat as his hard cock, bent awkwardly against his leg. The next pic he clicked on was the same pose but from the front.
Mom stared into the camera with a look that screamed lust as she was bent over the desk, and Craig began to sweat at how much of her breasts were visible down the shirt. It was still making him uncomfortable, but in a different way.
He zoomed on the picture, making her breasts larger and larger. At five times the normal size it was still crystal clear and he could see her braless breasts, right down to the darker skin around her nipples.
Mom had finished that shoot, by kicking off her heels and posing with her feet up on the back of the chair, and a final one of her laying on her back, on the desk, the glasses off, and her nibbling on the ear piece.
Craig had been glad it was over, but aside from feeling a little embarrassed at seeing his mother like that, nothing was really amiss. Until the next shoot. Mom had asked him to take some in her room, and he hadn't thought anything of it.
Until he walked in to see her wearing a short green robe and a pair of matching fuck me heels. At that point he had told her he couldn't take pictures of her like that. It had led to a version of the conversation they'd just had downstairs...he was her son, why would it bother him to see her like that?
His answer it didn't seem right was met with a kiss on the cheek and her telling him he was a sweet young man and a gentlemen and his father would be proud of him. Then insisted he take the pictures because she needed a 'boudoir shoot' and that was the first mention she wouldn't let someone else see her like that.
Staring at the first picture of mom sitting on the side of her bed, her legs open, her hands holding the robe between them to cover her crotch, Craig's cock throbbed. She was looking up at the camera, and despite the sexy pose had a demure look on her face.
For whatever reason that look got to him more than the 'come fuck me' type looks she flaunted in other pictures. He loved her lips in a slight pout, her doe eyes peering through her lashes and her long curly hair framing her face, she looked much younger, and certainly not innocent, but not aggressive either.
Mom lay on the bed and his fingers had trembled when she posed with her legs bent, the robe falling back to show her legs right up to the green material of her panties. When she rolled onto her stomach and faced him, her legs bent and kicking playfully with that shy smile, he felt the first twinges of an unhealthy interest in his mother's body.
The fuck me heels over her head and the hint of her green bra showing was a damn hot look and looking at it now had caused pre cum to ooze onto his now sticky thigh. Mom had a patch of freckles over and between her breasts and his eyes lingered on it as his mind filled with images of kissing those freckles then painting them.
Painting them...he was going full out porno on his own mother now. He clicked open the next picture which showed his mother untying her robe, her green nails blending in with the material. Craig had thought she was going to stop there, and recalled dropping the Nikon when she slipped it off.
Beneath it mom wore a green bra with lace cups. The lace showed the flesh of her breasts, but mercifully her nipples were covered by green material. The bottom wasn't panties, but a skimpy pair of shorts, mom called 'boy shorts'
She'd laughed when he'd dropped the camera, which fortunately survived due to the thick carpeting in mom's room. Craig had told her he couldn't do this, she was in her damn underwear. Mom had reasoned he'd seen her in a bikini and this didn't show any more than that.
Craig shouldn't have fallen for that logic so easily, but as he looked back knew he did because even then there was a part of him fascinated with his mother's body. While he took several photos of her rolling around on the bed in her lingerie with seductive and downright lewd expressions, Craig wasn't so much hung up on thinking about her as much as he kept thinking, this is my mother?
He'd come close to dropping the camera again when mom had gotten on her hands and knees on the bed, her ass pointing right at him. As he had with the cleavage shot, Craig zoomed in and stared at a close up of her ass in the green shorts.
The outline of her pussy was visible at fifty percent larger, but he frowned when he noticed a shadow on her crotch. Now curious, he blew it up several more times, and his eyes widened. He couldn't be sure as now the picture was a little out of focus, but he swore the darker patch between her legs wasn't a shadow, but a stain.
His mother was wet as he took the pictures.
"Nope." He shook his head. Shadow, it had to be. He was trying to transfer his dirty thoughts onto her.
He clocked out of that folder and looked at the last two. The most recent was two nights ago when mom donned the daisy duke denim shorts, the absurdly tight white tank top, and standing by the car barefoot proceeded to wash it.
The stereotype of the shoot had him trying to convince her to do something different, but she insisted on it. This had been on the heels of the shoot he tried to avoid thinking about and he'd struggled to hold the camera steady.
His protests had admittedly been pretty weak and he gave up easy because fact was mom looked hotter than hell. Splashing water, and playing with the soap while standing there showing off her long tanned legs and perfect ass in the painted on shorts.
Inevitably her t-shirt become soaked and he came close to dropping the camera again when he noticed her breasts showing up through the material. He'd lowered it and in a voice that probably sounded far more nervous than it should have been told her she needed to put a bra on.
Mom laughed and assured him she was wearing something over her nipples. The fact she said the word had further rattled him. By the time she'd finished and the last shots were her laying back on the hood of her car Craig felt like he needed the hose turned on him to cool off.
He'd asked her that night where the pictures, which he sent her once he put them on his computer, went. Like today she insisted they were going to some agency who hadn't decided to go with any yet.
Craig found that hard to believe. His mother was as hot of a milf as you could find. She was hotter than many of the milf porn stars out there. If they really wanted attractive older women Craig would love to see who they liked better than her.
Unless she were lying, and he'd begun to believe that. He'd done image searches on them. First the way he took them, then flipping them and came up with nothing on the net. Of course if they were putting her on other back grounds or photo shopping he wouldn't find them.
And what else would she be doing with them? If she were posting them on social media or even a dating site, hell even some amateur milf site, he could find them. Maybe she was telling the truth.
Craig sat back, staring at the folder from last week marked SG and the date. Those pictures bothered him and more than just in the way he thought way too much about them. It was the way mom acted that day.
He swore she was teasing him. Granted a son should never get excited over his mother, but mom had been way out of line. Craig was convinced she liked showing off for him. The more uncomfortable he looked and felt the happier she seemed to be.
He thought again on that picture, the wet stain, if that's what it was would be proof. Before he came upstairs mom had conned him into agreeing to take some pictures by the pool after he took a nap, which is what he was supposed to be doing.
Craig wondered if he went into her hamper while she was in the shower if her bikini would be... "Oh, for Christ's sake!" He snapped at himself. "What are you going to do, sniff the crotch?"
Crotch; his eyes narrowed. There was something there. He tapped the mouse, noticing he'd slid it up to the SG folder. No, he wouldn't look at them. If he looked at them he would do what he did when he looked at them yesterday, and the day before that.
But he couldn't help feeling like there was something in those pictures that had to do with what he'd just been thinking. Oh, what the hell, he'd been staring at them for the last few days, was looking one more time really going to change things?
He clicked open the first file and there was mom, standing there dressed as a naughty school girl. Her ensemble was complete with a short sleeved button down short, a loosely tied red tie around her neck and a grey plaid skirt.
Her legs were in cased in white knee highs and ended in patent leather black shoes that featured little gold buckles. Her long dark hair had been pulled into pig tails and her lips painted in a shocking pink.
He'd been more shocked and unsettled by this look than he had when she'd worn the green lingerie. This was a blatant sexual fantasy pretty much every guy had at some point, and to his chagrin his mother looked incredible.
Craig had summoned up the conviction to tell her he thought this was too racy, and she'd rolled her eyes and reminded him she had less on during the lingerie shoot. Craig had awkwardly tried to explain what he'd just thought that it couldn't be seen any other way but as an X-rated fantasy.
She'd shocked him further by laughing and saying of course it was, that's why she was doing it. The mysterious 'modeling site' wanted something racy, and more than just being in her underwear.
Craig gave up arguing, and he realized later far too easily. But unlike the lingerie which had him uncomfortable, this look had him looking forward to her poses. Mom started by sitting at her desk, pretending to read, her legs crossed and a whole lot of thigh showing.
She'd then turned to him and pouting whispered, "I'm sorry sir, I don't mean to be a bad girl." She'd spoken in a little girl voice that had his cock twitching, and his fingers trembling. He nervously pointed out this wasn't video so didn't need to act the part.
Mom grinned and insisted it helped her get in character and have the proper expression on her face to match the poses. Mom then rose from the desk, and approaching him, unbuttoned her white blouse.
He was now looking at the picture of her blouse unbuttoned halfway to show the top of her red lace bra. She'd un-tucked it from the skirt, and the bottom opened enough to frame her pierced naval.
Mom went into a routine of little girl talk asking 'sir' if she could earn some extra credit because she 'really needed' that A. Craig had been backing up as she came towards him and jumped in surprise when his back struck the wall.
Mom stopped and to the dismay of the part of him still trying to see her as his mother, but the delight of the part of him seeing her as a sexy milf, she sank to her knees. His hands were shaking so much he had a hard time focusing as she leaned over so her hands were resting on the floor and...crawled up to him.
His cock was making its presence known and he was glad for his loose fitting jeans. Mom was looking straight at the camera, but with her lips in the pout and her eyes peeking demurely through her lashes.
As Craig looked through the series of pictures he could hear her voice in his mind. "I'll do anything for that A sir....anything!"
She'd run her tongue slowly over her lips when she'd said that, and Craig had shocked himself by saying the right thing, that it was too much, but she ignored him. Stopping in front of him, she'd looked up, and from her knees whispered. "I'm ready to be the teacher's pet, sir."
Craig somehow maintained his composure enough to get a couple of shots of that pose and was staring at one now. Mom was looking up, her face level with his crotch and him getting a good view down her bra.
A wave of relief flowed through him when she rose to her feet and turned away from him. That relief was short lived when mom bent over the desk and her skirt rose to show off the white cotton panties.
She reached back and placed her hand on her ass and said something about being ready for a spanking. Craig had lined the shot up, then turned his head, clicking without looking. At that point he was sweating and the sight of mom's hand on her white panties had gotten him to where he was fully hard and worried it would show.
Craig had somehow managed to keep his hand steady and the shots had come out fine. Fine enough he'd given in to the lust filled thoughts of his mother and jerked off to them that night, then the next.
His cock was aching from staring at mom's pictures and with an air of a drowning man going down for the last time; he unzipped his pants, ready to jerk off again. Last time, this time he meant it. In fact he'd delete the pictures!
Just like he was going to delete them after he e-mailed them to her. Like he was going to delete them after he blew that first load staring at her on her knees, looking up with that pout. He'd imagined those pink lips around his cock and calling him sir. He thought of pulling her pig tails while she...
Craig groaned softly as he pumped his cock staring at her bent over the desk. Even as he stroked he kept thinking of the picture of her on her knees. Still holding his dick like a horny little boy, which was pretty much what he was acting like, he leaned forward to find the pic of her on her knees to blow a load to.
He froze and released his cock as he stared at the crotch of her white panties. That's it! That's what had been nagging at him when he was wondering if she was wet or that was just a shadow in the other picture.
This was another shot of her from that angle. As he had before, he blew the picture up, zeroing in on her crotch. There was another 'shadow'. He blew it up even more and there was no doubt in his mind this was no shadow, but a spreading wet stain.
God knew he'd seen enough of those on his boxers when he got so horny his precum made a sticky mess. In fact there was one there now. As he stared at his mother's wet panties, his hand once again found his cock and pumped it.
His mother was wet during their shoots. Was she just getting hot thinking of people seeing her like this, or was she hot from her son taking her picture. Okay, now he was getting carried away. It had to be the idea of others looking.
Craig remembered a photographer that had let him and two other students come to his studio. The guy had been rambling about some things Craig was sure his instructors wouldn't be too fond of.
The most memorable of which was him telling them many models were exhibitionists and got into the shoots because it excited them to think of men, and perhaps women too, getting turned on by them.
Mom seemed to fit that just by her choice of outfits. Never mind the poses. That's why she didn't want just anyone taking the pictures, she wouldn't be as comfortable as she was at home and with her son who wouldn't think that way about her.



Why the hell was he thinking? He was rock hard and looking at proof his mother got hot and bothered thinking of men looking at her. All thoughts of the picture of her on her knees gone, Craig pumped his cock hard and fast, imagining what his mother was thinking that got her so horny she was oozing in her panties.
"Oh, fuck." Craig moaned as even though he'd only been jerking off for barely two minutes, his cock felt ready to erupt.
He thought of her with her panties off and looking over her shoulder, pouting, her eyes wide as...as her son fucked her! He couldn't even try to deny that's what was in his mind right now. He'd grab her pig tails and pound his mother's dripping pussy and give her what he knew she was thinking of, a good hard fucking.
Granted she wouldn't be thinking about getting fucked by her son, but she was thinking of sex, she had to be. Maybe she was getting wound up thinking of guys doing exactly what he was doing right now, getting ready to blow a big thick load to her amazing body.
Craig's balls tightened and his cock twitched in his hand. With a groan that was a mixture of pleasure and frustration at his misplaced lust, his cock exploded. Several long spurts erupted, landing on his t-shirt as he pictured it landing all over his mother's ass.
When he'd wrung the last of the huge load from his cock, he sat back in the chair, breathing hard, and immediately feeling guilty about what he'd done. Still with his pants down and his now semi hard cock oozing onto his leg, he put his hand on the mouse and right clicked on it.
He scrolled down to delete and told himself to click on it. His eyes worked from the word delete to the picture of mom's damp panties.
"Come on, do it," he whispered.
He jumped when his phone vibrated on his hip. Removing it, he saw it was a text from Mom.
"I'm going to sit by the pool, come down soon I want to send the pictures tonight!"
Craig looked at the message for a moment, wondering how he could go down there and face his mother right after he'd just jerked off to her. His gaze shifted to the mess on his shirt and stomach.
As awful of a thought as it was, Craig figured this might be the best time to get this over with. After all if he'd just cum, and gotten it out of his system, how excited could he get? With a grimace, he wiped his hand off so he wouldn't get his phone sticky and texted back.
"Be right down, just have to change."
He'd barely put the phone down so he could wipe off with his already stained shirt when she replied.
"Thank you! I love you!"
"Love you too." He texted back, thinking that sure as hell wasn't love all over his stomach.
Chapter Three
Craig walked out onto the deck and saw mom sitting on at the edge of the pool, her feet in the water. She still had her robe on, and he envisioned her blue bikini beneath it. It was one of her favorites so he'd seen her in it before, and hopefully that would make this easier on him.
Well, that and having just blown a load.
"Hey, mom, you ready?" He walked down the stairs of the deck and over to where she sat.
"I've been ready." She smiled up at him and he noticed the robe was tied tightly, not showing any of the bikini. "You ready?"
He lifted the camera, "I'm always ready."
"I bet," she giggled. "Boys your age usually are."
"What do you mean?"
"What do you think I mean?" She eased her feet from the pool and turning around, leaned back on her elbows, her long legs stretched out.
"Nice pose," he complimented her, hoping she didn't care he hadn't responded to her question.
"Thank you," Mom rolled over onto her stomach, still up on her elbows, and kept her legs straight as he took another picture, trying not to focus on the backs of her thighs.
She bent her legs as she had in other pictures, kicking her bare feet playfully back and forth.
"This a nice look?" She glanced over her shoulder. "I like it."
"It's a good one." He came around to the front of her, and crouching down clicked a couple of shots of her smiling at him.
To his relief the robe was tied so tightly he couldn't see down it. This might not be so bad after all. Note to self, jerk off before taking pictures of your mother...to jerk off to later, he added disgustedly.
"I think it's sexy." Mom continued kicking her feet. "Makes guys think of their girl lying like this between their legs."
"Mom!" Craig blurted out. "Stop that! I'm your son."
"Sorry," She rolled her eyes. "I thought you were twenty, not ten."
"Doesn't matter how old I am. I'd rather not hear you talking about sex."
"Honey, you need to get laid," she sighed. "You're really anal these days." She put her hand over her mouth and emitted a mock gasp. "Oh no, I said anal! That's a sex word!"
"Okay, okay." He put his hand up. "Is it so bad I try to respect you and not think and talk like that around you?"
Boy did he have balls saying that after he'd just spanked it to her for the fourth night in a row and was thinking far worse than she was saying.
"You're a good boy, Craig." Mom gave him a sweet smile that seemed more like her old self than the seductive milf she'd been acting like lately. "But know what? Sometimes women like they're good boys to be bad just for them."
"I'll keep that in mind when I find a good girl again."
"Who says it has to be a girlfriend you're bad for?"
"I have to upload all the pics I took at the park today for school, can we finish this up soon?" Craig realized he sounded rude, but even though she was actually clothed for once, she was making him more uncomfortable than ever.
"Of course," Mom sat up on her knees. "Let's get down to business shall we?"
She pulled the tie to her robe, and eased on side down her shoulder. Mom rested her chin on her shoulder and flashed a shy smile while batting her eyes. Craig had to admit her expressions were fantastic, he could see her doing this for a living.
As he zoomed in closer on her face, he noticed a hint of black, not blue. Mom stood up and turning her back to him, slid the robe down her back. Halfway down revealed a black string tied behind her back.
She'd changed her bikini.
Mom let the robe drop to the ground and Craig's jaw came close to joining it. The bottom of the bikini was barely more than a string between the bare cheeks of her ass, showing off her firm white flesh over her tan lines.
"Jesus, mom!" He was too stunned to even try to take a picture. "What the hell are you wearing?"
"My new bikini." Mom turned around and Craig was afraid his eyes were going to pop out of his head.
The top was also little more than string and the 'cups' were nothing more than strips of black material over the middle of her breasts, barely covering her nipples, and left both sides of her breasts exposed.
Craig's heart pounded and he was having a hard time not staring at his mother's breasts. Like her ass, the tan lines were incredible; the inner half of each of deeply tanned, a sharp sexy contrast to the milky white of the outer side.
"I can't do this." Craig lowered his camera. "That bikini is way too much mom."
"Too much?" She laughed. "If it were any less, I'd be naked."
"You're almost naked now!"
Mom walked up to him and giggled when he took a step back. "Craig, are you embarrassed?"
"Yes!" He could feel his face was flushed, and he was glad she assumed it was all from being embarrassed when in fact part of it was from staring at her tits, and her amazing body.
"I'm your mother." She spread her arms out. "What's the problem?"
"That you're my mother and you look like you're ready for a damn Maxim swimsuit issue."
"Ohh, think it looks that good?" She seemed delighted. "I hope the agency does."
"Then let them take the pictures." He shook his head. "I can't."
"But honey, I could never let anyone see me like this."
"Then why are you sending these pictures to an agency? You could end up with tons of people seeing you like this!"
"True," she said softly, a sexy little smile playing about her lips. "That would be fun."
"Then why would you care if a photographer saw you?"
"Because that would be in person!" She said it as if it were obvious and made sense. "You taking them, all they see if the picture, not me."
"If you got a gig you'd have to let them," he countered.
"Then I'd be getting paid and it would be worth it. Honey, right now I'm still kind of self-conscious and..."
"Are you kidding?" He pointed to her. "No one self-conscious would wear that."
The smile left mom's face. "That's the thing, honey. In front of you I'm bold because I'm your mom and you're not looking at me as anything but that. Men, or even women, in the industry would be judging me."
"Mom, you'd have nothing to worry about. You can't really think you're not hot."
"You think I'm hot?"
"I..." Dope, he thought as he took a second to recover from that mistake. "You're my mom, but you're a woman, and I'm a guy and I know what looks good, and you look good."
"Thank you, baby!" Mom kissed his cheek. "You're so sweet!"
"That's why I can't take these pictures, mom. Not in that thing. It's not too um, motherly I guess."
"I'll make a deal with you." Mom put her hands on his shoulders and he fought to keep his eyes on hers and not her breasts. "Will you listen to a deal? You make out, trust me."
"I suppose."
"First part of the deal? This will be the last time I ask you to take pictures." She looked down at herself, and like the perv he was, Craig took advantage and dropped his gaze as well, looking down at her barely contained breasts.
He got his eyes up just as she continued. "This is my last try to get something picked up from them."
"But still..."
"Last time, promise." She put her hand on his cheek. "Honey, if these pictures don't get the reaction I'm hoping for nothing will."
"That's for damn sure." He nodded. "Whoever you're sending these too would have to be nuts not to take notice of this."
"That's what I'm hoping for." Mom told him with a serious look that surprised him. "So just this one more time?"
"I..."
"Okay, I know it's awkward." Mom cut him off abruptly. "I know I've had you take some improper pictures of me in outfits I shouldn't wear in front of you and I know a decent mother wouldn't wear this around their son."
"Hey, you're a great mom," he told her. "Don't say that."
"It's true though." She shrugged and it was an act of will not to watch her chest when she did it. "This is way past racy, but I really want the attention of who I'm doing this for, honey. It's important to me."
Craig frowned, and she continued.
"If you really don't want to, you can say no. Like I said this bikini is outright inappropriate and some of the poses I have planned would be even more so and I have no right embarrassing you like this."
Craig simply stood there as he tried to imagine what she had planned. Taking his silence as a no, she nodded.
"Okay, forget it." She turned away from him and walked over to where her robe was on the ground.
"Well, hold on..." What the hell was he doing? She was letting him off the hook!
"No, really," she spoke with her back to him. "You're right and have been all along. You don't have to do this."
She bent over to pick up the robe and Craig's cock jumped in his shorts. The strip of material between her thighs barely covered her pussy and her ass was...
"I'll do it!"
Mom straightened up with the robe in her hand, and turned back to him.
"Honey, you don't have to its..."
"I want to," he declared, and he wasn't kidding. Wrong or not, there was no way he could not see what she was going to do in that stringy thing she called a bikini.
"Really?"
"Really. All the things you've done for me? How you've worked so hard to support us after dad died? This is the least I can do for you."
"Craig, you're so thoughtful." The huge smile was back and he returned it. He did like to see her happy, and something told him he was going to be pretty happy with his decision in a few minutes.
"Anything for you, mom."
"Yeah?" The smile changed to that sly one he'd seen a lot of lately. "I'll keep that in mind."
"Okay."
"But it's the other way around." Mom tossed the robe onto her chair. "I said there is another part of the deal. That part is after this I'll do anything you want me to."
Keep the mind out of the gutter, he warned himself. "You don't owe me anything." He waved his hand.
"I do, and like I said, anything you want from me? Just name it." She locked her eyes onto his. "And I mean anything."
"Uh, sure." He looked away, feeling weird about the eye contact and where his thoughts were going. "I'm sure I'll need something at some point."
"Then you make sure you come to your mommy for that something."
Mommy? He lifted his camera because it would be easier to just watch her than have these semi flirtatious conversations that accompanied their 'shoots'. "Ready?"
"Honey, I'm more ready than you know."
She turned her back to him and spreading her legs apart lifted her hair up over her head. Mom looked back over her shoulder at him and smiled. Craig stepped back to get her full body in the picture.
When he zoomed in to get one of just her face, it struck him how beautiful she was. He'd been obsessed with her body lately, but her features were amazing. Here she was at forty three with no makeup, and still gorgeous.
He took another of her face with her shoulder in it, then unable to help it, lowered the camera just enough to get a picture of her ass. That one would be for his personal collection. Seeing this would be the last time he suddenly felt less guilty about gawking at her.
At least at this point it would end and eventually his infatuation would pass with nothing new to fan the flames. Her admitting she knew it was improper made him feel better; at least he knew it had occurred to her.
Mom turned around in the same pose, so he was now taking the picture from the front. Again he took two of her face, then snapped one just of her tits. Mom went over to the edge of the pool and bent her legs slightly.
Craig walked to the edge across from her and gave her a thumb up. He caught a great shot of her diving into the pool. Mom remained underwater, swimming towards him and he was able to get a few good pictures of her through the clear water.
Mom came to the edge and when she popped up, grabbed the ladder and slowly climbed it. Craig released a sharp breath at the sight of her long wet hair on her shoulders and back and the water glistening on her breasts and stomach.
His cock was swelling in his thankfully baggy shorts, as she stopped, and reaching up, pushed her wet hair back. That lifted her breasts even more, and Craig's eyes widened when he noticed the top had slid over slightly and he could see the darker skin around her nipple.
It was obvious they were erect, most likely from the cool water, but the second he clicked a close up of her tits, he thought of her being wet in the other shoots. He sure as hell wouldn't know for sure about today seeing she was soaked from the pool, but found he wanted her to be.
His cock was now hard as he walked along the edge of the pool and got a picture of her from behind as she bent over on the ladder. He saw the bottom had also moved and was now completely between the cheeks of her ass.
He was breathing hard and his heart beat faster when she got off the ladder and bent over to pick up her towel. She paused, looking at him with a sexy smile and he got a shot down her top.
Mom straightened and proceeded to slowly dry herself off. When she went to dry her legs she turned her back to him and bent over, showing off her ass as she wiped at the backs of her thighs.
He zoomed in tight on her crotch, his cock aching as he saw the bikini had shifted so far he could see the pinker skin of....Mom's hand came into view and pulled the bikini bottom back into place.
"Sorry!" she laughed. "Don't send any shots of me picking my wedgie!"
"Smooth mom!" He managed to laugh, but smooth was exactly what he'd seen. Smooth pink flesh. Was it totally hairless? Did she keep it like that? In that bikini she'd pretty much need to.
Mom went over to the lounge chair and sitting back on it, picked up her sun tan oil.
"Oh, fuck me," he whispered as she squirted some into her hand and lifting her leg, proceeded to rub it into it.
Even though he'd cum not a half hour ago, he swore he was so hard he felt as if he were going to pop. The view shook as his fingers trembled while watching his mother's hands glide up and down her now glistening legs.
He watched, transfixed as she did both her legs, staring between them when she bent her leg to reach her foot. He clicked here and there, more out of habit than he was consciously deciding when to take a picture.
Mom stared at the camera, her lips parted and her dark eyes smoldering seductively as she rubbed the oil over her breasts. She paused, then shook her head, as if coming back to reality.
"Oh, I'm sorry, Craig! This is too much."
"No!" He said it so quickly he felt a kick in his stomach at how she'd take that response. He managed to add quickly. "I mean, it is, but those are great shots and I want you to get their attention."
"Okay! I really think it's going to work, bet I'll be getting lots of attention from these."
"Yeah you will," he said as much to himself as to her. He already knew he'd be getting off to these, and soon.
Mom went back to oiling up her breasts, and ran her hands along her flat stomach. When she finished she stood up, and reaching behind her, untied the bikini top. Even as he had to remind himself to breathe, Craig got a pic of her pulling the tie. Mom pulled the bikini off, and turned around so quickly he turned his head.
"Are you kidding?" He called out without looking her way for fear he wouldn't be able to pretend he didn't want to look at her tits.
"Are you?" Mom replied. "You can look, honey. I'm covered."
He risked a peek and saw she had her arms crossed over her breasts, her hands on her shoulders. It was a testament to the size of mom's tits that there was still quite a bit of round flesh exposed on either side of her forearms.
Mom flashed a sexy smile, and his hands were shaking so badly it took him three tries to get a good shot. Mom slid her arms down, and before he knew it she was covering her tits with just her hands.
"Honey?"
"Huh?" He blinked at her.
"You going to take a picture or just keep staring?"
"S...sorry!" he stammered. "I'm trying to fix the flash because of the sun."
"Maybe if you look at the camera and not me you'll find the settings." she said, telling him he was totally screwed for staring, but then she added. "I know this is a lot, we're almost done, promise."
"Okay." He made a show of holding up the camera and fiddling with it. "Ready."
"Good because it's been so long, having my hands on my tits is getting to me."
"Whoa! TMI, again!" He told her, but couldn't stop picturing her hard nipples pressing into her palms.
"Maybe I'll take care of that soon." She tossed her head forward so some of her wet hair would fall over her shoulder and on her chest, over her breasts. "Maybe these pictures will help."
"I'm sure they'd get you a date." He said, wondering if she'd just admitted what she was doing with them. But where, and why couldn't he find them?
He pushed that out of his mind when Mom gave the camera a lust filled stare that sent his cock twitching when she slipped her tongue out lasciviously. Fortunately for him she only held that pose long enough for him to get a picture.
"Honey, I have two more I want to do, okay?"
"Sure." He told her while thinking, thank god.
Mom turned her back to him and going to the lounge chair got on her hands and knees. Craig had walked closer to the chair and now confronted with her ass in that position, he was glad she hadn't turned around yet, because he was sure his mouth was open.



When she did look over her shoulder, he was composed enough to get the shots. When he took one zoomed in close for his own benefit, he realized that he could see her breast through her legs. If he blew it up on his lap top he'd see her nipple!
Christ he was sick, he thought as mom laid out flat on the chair on her stomach.
"I want you to get one like this."
"No problem."
"But I want you to put oil on my back so it looks as good as the ones of my legs."
"Oil on your back." He repeated.
"Yes, and not just for the picture, I want to lay out here for a little bit when you're done."
"Okay." Craig put the camera down next to her leg and sitting on the edge of the chair, picked up the bottle of suntan oil.
He squirted some onto her back, and taking a deep breath, put his hands on her and rubbed it in. Her skin was soft and warm and as he spread the equally warm oil, his cock reminded him of its excited state.
Mom sighed beneath him. "That feels so nice, baby."
The words had come out in a purr and he had no idea where 'baby' had come from, but he liked it. He worked his fingers into her back, massaging her as he worked the oil in. Mom made a series of soft sighs and coos and some of them were close to sexual in their tone.
With each one of those, his dick jerked, and he imagined stroking his cock over her smooth bronzed back and painting it with a thick white load.
"Lower, please," she whispered.
Craig put some more on and as he worked down to the small of her back his eyes fell on her amazing ass. His hands were inches from it and he wondered what her firm cheeks would feel like. Those thoughts led to thinking of giving her a couple of little spanks.
Not hard, but enough to make that delicious sound he liked from the porn movies. Then spreading her ass cheeks and sliding his tongue... Craig took a deep breath and forced his gaze from her ass.
He was so hard it hurt and he couldn't imagine how he'd have felt if he hadn't relieved himself a little while ago.
"Rub my shoulders, honey?" Mom asked. "Just a little?"
"Uh, sure." Craig leaned over to rub them and mom sighed contentedly as he did.
"Be careful of your camera," she murmured.
"Camera?" He looked down where it was near her knee.
"Yeah, something's poking me in the side." Mom had her eyes closed and sounded drowsy. "Must be the camera, or the lotion bottle."
She moved slightly, her hip grinding into his cock and suppressing a groan he eased his hips away from her.
"That's better." She nodded. "That was pretty hard."
"It was the bottle." He lied, as he continued to rub her shoulders.
"Lucky it didn't squirt all over me then." She kept her eyes closed, but had her head turned and he could see her grinning. "Be the first thing to squirt on me in a long time."
"Shit!" He gave a fake gasp, "Its after four, I have to finish uploading my Zoo pics by five."
"Thought you did that before you came down."
"Just some of them."
"What were you doing? I didn't even hear you get in the shower."
"I had to fix some of them." He told her. "Besides, you want me to get these to you so you can send them on to that agency." The one he was still unsure existed. "I'm sure they don't stay that late, especially seeing its Friday."
"True," she agreed. "Too bad, that shoulder rub was feeling damn good. But go ahead, get a couple of shots of me like this and then send them to me, please."
"Right away." After he sorted through the ones he couldn't show her.
He eased off the edge of the chair and quickly took some photos of her back and a couple more of her ass. Mom bent her legs, striking the pose she had told him she thought would look great while lying between a man's legs.
He pictured her between his and began to say a quick goodbye and get the hell upstairs. Mom glanced over her shoulder and pointed. "Sorry, one more from the front in your favorite pose?"
What the hell was she a mind reader?
"I didn't say that," he said defensively.
"You liked it when we talked about it before."
"Let's get that shot, so I can get these to you." He walked in front of her, and as he did felt his stomach tightened. He was so fucking hard even in the loose shorts a quick glance showed off the hint of a bulge.
"Look at me." He told her so she'd look up and not straight at his crotch which her face was pretty much level with.
Mom did as he asked, and he felt a wave of relief as she smiled up at him.
His relief faded when she pushed herself up on her elbows, showing off her bare breasts right down to where her nipples were pressed into the chair. He forced his hands to steady and got one of her with her breasts in it, then one of just them for him.
"Good job, mom." He quickly lowered the camera, holding it in front of his crotch. "I'll get to work on these right now."
"Thanks, honey. I'll come in by five and upload them to the agency."
"Good luck with them." He forced a smile. "I hope they get the reaction you want."
Mom was looking up at him, but for just a second her eyes darted down to his crotch, then back to his face. With a smirk she said, "I think they're already getting one."
"What do you...?"
"Go on, honey." Mom lowered her head to the chair, no longer looking at him. "Go take care of what you need to."
Craig wondered if that meant what it sounded like, but told himself to stop being paranoid. But she was right, he needed to take care of something, a big hard something, before he could even think of uploading the pictures.
He went into the house and ran up the stairs, wincing as his still hard cock, bent awkwardly against his leg. When he entered his room, he went to sit in his chair, planning to unzip and do what he had to.
But his eyes fell on his window and walking over, he stood to one side. He could see mom lying below him. Her head was facing away from him and even if she looked up, she wouldn't see him from that angle.
He took his cock out and staring down at his mother's supple tanned body, with those long legs and firm ass glistening with oil. He pumped his dick furiously as he kept staring at her, imagining her between his thighs like that, her legs, bent, that sweet ass up in the air and those gorgeous lips wrapped around his dick.
He thought of her rising up like she did on the chair, showing her son her big beautiful tits and..."Oh, fuck!" He gasped as his cock erupted in less than a minute.
He stroked it, sending several long spurts across the window sill, and wishing it was across his mother's back or ass, or tits, her face...any part of her. He stopped jerking and breathing hard, stared down at the surprisingly large load on the window sill.
He zipped up, and grabbing the tissues off his desk gingerly mopped up the sticky mess. He looked up when he was done and saw mom was sitting up and had her top back on. Had he kept watching he might have seen her tits!
She looked up, and seeing him gave him a big wave! "Hey. Honey! You finished already?"
"I..uh, just finished my stuff." He called down, boy what a bad line that was. "I'll get right on your pictures now."
"Thank you!" She blew him a kiss, and he weakly returned the gesture.
He went over to his desk and plugging the camera into his lap top sat down, ready to start on his mom's pictures. The only good news was at least he wouldn't jerk off to them, he'd just done that. But he had no doubt he'd be looking at them tomorrow, and the next day...
Chapter Four
Craig rolled over and was surprised to see it was nine. He'd gone to bed at ten and had slept right through. After sorting mom's pictures and sending her the ones that weren't close ups of her tits and ass, he'd worked on his pictures for class, and by the time he was done, had gone downstairs.
Mom had to run some errands and said she'd bring something home, but he'd made a couple sandwiches then showered and gone back in his room. He tried to watch TV, but kept looking at the lap top.
After a few more minutes he'd given in and brought up the pictures, looking at mom in that damn string bikini. He'd tried to distract himself by looking on the net for some of the other pictures, but again came up with nothing.
Maybe there was an agency that hadn't posted them. What else could she be doing? If she had a boyfriend he'd think maybe she was sending them to him, but all she did was work, hang around the house or run errands.
Giving up, he succumbed to looking at the pool pictures again and to both his surprise, and dismay, he became hard and jerked off for the third time that day. By the time the small dribbles of cum had flowed from his cock, he'd been exhausted and had gone out like a light.
Craig got up, tossed a pair of gym shorts on and went down the hall to use the bathroom. Mom's bedroom door was partway open, and he couldn't resist a peek in. She was sleeping on her side, her back to him, and the sheet was just over her waist.
He looked at the smooth skin of her bare back and thought of how warm and soft her skin had been yesterday, and how he'd jerked off to the idea of adding some white to it. One of mom's legs was poking out of the sheet and he looked it up and down several times.
Talk about a sexy pose, this would make a great shot. Craig started to walk away, then stopped when it dawned on him to be able to see her entire back meant she was sleeping topless, maybe completely naked.
He moved back into her doorway thinking about quietly entering her room to see her from the other side. That thought-and how outright creepy it was-caused him to do something he hadn't been doing much of these days, the right thing, and went to the bathroom.
On his way back, Mom startled him by coming out of her room in her robe.
"Hey, honey, you staying up or going back to bed?"
"I think I'm going to stay up, why?"
"Oh, good! Can you send me the pictures again?"
"Why, what happened to them?"
"I sent them last night, but then my computer froze and when I restarted it, the e-mail from you was gone."
"Look in your sent folder."
"Oh, it wasn't there either." She shrugged, and he noticed she was wearing her normal long robe and had it tied like she wasn't trying to show off her body.
"That's not good, mom. Sounds like you might have some kind of virus. Want me to take a look?"
"No, just resend them to me, I'm sure its fine now."
"Okay."
"I'm going back to bed, just wanted to catch you about the pictures." Mom yawned. "If you can wait I'll make you breakfast in a little bit."
"Sure."
He headed back into his room and slumping down in front of his lap top, brought up his e-mails. Craig saw he had three new ones, two from friends, but a third one he didn't recognize. A yahoo address with the handle "afriend"
He was ready to check the box to mark it as spam, when he saw the subject of the e-mail.
"Is this your mom?"
Probably a porn site, but out of curiosity, Craig clicked it. He expected to see some dirty line accompanied by a picture of a porn star and a link. Instead the e-mail was simply a message and one that was so odd, he read it through twice.
"Craig, I'm someone close to you and that's why I used a fake e-mail so you won't know who I am and be embarrassed. I was checking out some Milf Twitter feeds and found this. I'm pretty sure it's your mother; I recognize the house and the pool. Sorry to do this to you, but thought you should know."
Craig stared at the link beneath it. His mother? As far as he knew mom didn't have a twitter account, she barely went on her Facebook. He clicked the link and breathed 'Oh, my god' when the page appeared.
The header picture was mom in the green lingerie on her hands and knees on the bed. She was looking over her shoulder, but a black strip covered the upper part of her face.
The small avatar in the circle was of her bent over in the school girl costume, her white panties showing. The name on the account caused his heart to skip a beat.
Temptingmom@teasingmyson.
The account had been opened last month and despite the fact mom had less than a hundred tweets she had over three thousand followers. He clicked on pictures and media, and saw every one of her tweets was a picture from one of their shoots.
In each one her face was either not showing or had the top part blacked out or blurred. Even as he tried to cope with what he was seeing, he realized this was why he couldn't find the pictures, she'd altered them.
That wasn't the only change made to the pictures. Each one had been captioned and the words stunned him more than finding the pictures. The first tweet was pinned and featured the picture she'd used as a header.
"These sexy shots were taken by my son, who I'm trying to get to see me as a hot horny milf & not his mom. I'll let you know when I succeed"
This was some kind of a sick fucking joke, it had to be. But by who? Mom? Why would she do something like this? Craig noticed her pinned tweet had dozens of replies. The first one from someone who called themselves 'horny4mymom'
"I love how you say when you succeed. When, not if, because no boy can resist a chance to return to where he came from."
"Nasty!" Craig shuddered.
He was aware just from browsing porn sites that for whatever reason mom son fantasies were huge. He didn't understand it, but supposed he could see it in the sense of the 'mom' being a sexy older woman and a son with a serious Oedipus complex.
The sexual aspects were one thing, but crap like that; 'back where he came from' was just kind of gross. There were a slew of similar comments as well as people begging her to please not only let them know when she fucked her son, but to post pictures of it!
All of them had incest related Twitter handles and bios going on and on about wanting to fuck their mom or son. The young guys saying they wanted their mother didn't shock him as much as the older women lusting for their sons and wishing mom luck.
He wiped at his suddenly sweaty face and could feel himself flushing. As he had when this happened during their photo shoots, he told himself he was embarrassed, and in this case for her, but he wasn't aroused. No, he wasn't.
You're a fucking liar Craig.
He couldn't deny it. Staring at a page full of mom's pictures and seeing how many people were liking and re-tweeting them was a strange turn on. Reading young guys raving about how hot and sexy his mother was and how if she were their mother they'd be fucking her twenty four seven.
Even older men and many women were going on about how hot she was and clamoring for some nude shots. Craig slowly scrolled through the pictures reading her captions. Part of him felt as if this were a dream brought on by his recent and misplaced attraction and he would wake up hard and ashamed.
The other part of him knew damn well he was awake, hard as a rock, and only telling himself he should be ashamed, because he wasn't really feeling it at the moment. Craig stopped at the one from the school girl shoot on her knees looking up.
Only her eyes were covered in this one, as she pouted. The caption read, "Please, baby boy? Please let mommy suck your cock? I'll be the best you ever had, promise!"
His hand fell into his lap, idly rubbing his cock while he re-read the tweet. These were not only his mom's pictures, but her words. Words telling anyone who cared, she wanted to fuck her son.
She wanted to fuck him.
It couldn't be. Maybe it was some type of weird fantasy. Maybe mom watched incest porn and got a kick out of it and was playing it up online, getting a kind of voyeuristic thrill out of playing this part and getting the horn dogs worked up.
She had this horn dog worked up, that was for sure as he felt as if he were getting the same type of thrill as her, reading about guys wanting to fuck his insanely hot mother. The next was another from the lingerie shoot, and captioned;
"I was so wet when my son was taking these! I kept thinking of him getting on the bed behind me!"
One from the car wash sequence featured mom smiling, her chest covered with soapy water that he'd fought not to think of as another type of white substance. Apparently mom thought the same thing.
"Imagine if my baby boy knew I was picturing this soap as a big hot load he just blew all over me!"
Another from the same shoot, featured her bent over the car, showing off her ass in the obscenely tight shorts.
"Like this if you think my son should pull my shorts down and fuck me. Retweet if you think he should give his mommy a rim job!"
He blinked at the totals on the tweet over a thousand people thought he should fuck her and close to eight hundred wanted him to tongue his mother's ass. Craig stopped when he noticed the last few pictures he'd looked at were mom re-tweeting her older tweets.
He skimmed down through a few more, looking at the dates and stopped at one from last night. In it mom was standing there in her bikini with her back to him, taking her top off.
"Think he's thinking about his mother's tits? I hope so!"
The next one was of her bending over slightly to drop the top.
"Or maybe he's staring at that string wanting to pull it aside and shove his fingers into his mother's hot wet cunt"
Cunt, goddamn that was dirty...and it sent a thrill though him because of it. The picture of mom on her knees on the chair, her ass pointing at the camera featured the cock inspiring words:
"I'm so fucking wet and he's so fucking hard! I can see the bulge! My baby wants to fuck me!"
She'd seen he was turned on. His stomach tightened. This was bad. If mom were only playing some bizarre little game, then she must think her son is a first class pervert. But if this were real? He stopped that train of thought. There was no way she could want him. This was just another part of the midlife thing she was going through, trying to get attention and affirmations she was hot.
But why the taboo captions and mention of him? She could post these pictures simply as a 'hot milf' and people would be all over her. Craig scrolled down and had to wait a moment for the page to reload.
When it did, he blurted out, "Holy shit!"
The next tweet wasn't a picture he'd taken, but wished he had. Mom had taken a picture in the mirror with her legs spread, her pussy completely exposed. As he'd wondered yesterday by the pool, his mother's pink pussy was completely smooth.
"I need you right here, honey!"
This tweet had three smaller pictures with it, and his finger trembled on the mouse as he clicked it. In the second one, her hand was between her legs, spreading her pink slit open.
"How about you give your mother a kiss on the lips?"
A feeling of the surreal came over him. Right there on goddamn social media his mother was sitting there with her pussy exposed. He clicked to the next one and a soft moan escaped him at the sight of her playing with her clit.
"Please, baby? Mommy needs to cum so bad! Please come take care of me!"
The last photo she had two fingers buried inside her while she stroked her clit with her long blue nails.
"I'm thinking of your cock, baby! Thinking of you being what I need you to be, the man of the house!"
This tweet was also from last night and already had hundreds of likes and retweets. Dozens of replies ranging from how good her pussy looked to offering to be the man of the house she needed.
A lot of them were variations of how could her son not be fucking her yet? Was he dense, was he stupid? He rolled his eyes at one wondering if he were gay because who wouldn't be all over her by now?
He was far from gay and was as turned on as any of them were, even more because this was his mother. He wasn't dense or stupid either, but was a normal son who wouldn't think of touching his own mother.



"Bullshit," he whispered. All he'd been thinking about lately is touching his mother and he was sitting here hard as a rock at the idea she was thinking the same thing.
He blinked when the picture lowered on the screen, then moved again. Craig looked at the top of the page and saw 'Two new tweets from @Temptingmom. His mother was on twitter right now. With an eagerness that should have upset him, he clicked on the new tweets.
"Fuck," he breathed at the site of the new picture.
Mom lying in her bed, topless and had taken a selfie of her playing with her nipple with her free hand. Only her mouth was visible, smiling away.
"Laying here on this lazy Saturday morning, playing with my tits and wishing it was my son doing it."
Craig sat there transfixed by the sight of his mother's tits. They were fucking incredible! They were even bigger than he'd thought, and tipped with nipples the same shade of pink as her pussy. The second one caused him to unsnap his shorts and slid his hand into them to grab his aching cock.
Mom had lifted her breast and was licking her own nipple.
"I want my son to do this to me so bad! He's right in the next room too! Do you think he's hard thinking of his mommy?"
Even though she'd tweeted it two minutes ago it already had a few replies all to the effect of they were hard for mommy. Another new tweet appeared, this one she'd taken pointing down at her body.
Mom was only in a pair of black panties and he stared longingly at her bare breasts, her flat stomach with the pendent piercing and her long legs. Another appeared, the same angle, but with her hand in her panties.
"I'm sooo fucking horny! I need cock! I need it in my mouth and in my cunt!"
The next tweet showed her fingers and even in the photo he could see they were wet from being inside her.
"I'm so wet! In my bed thinking about blowing my son and swallowing his cum! Draining his balls like a good mother should!"
The tweets were now coming rapid fire, no pictures just her talking dirty to the internet.
"Thinking of seeing his pretty face between my legs, licking his mother's dripping cunt! Then I'll lay there still tasting him in my mouth, twisting my nipples while he sucks my clit."
"I'll wrap my thighs around his head and cum in my son's face!"
"Oh, fuck mom," he whispered, his hand now sliding along his rigid cock in his shorts.
"He'll be hard again and I'll spread my legs and he'll finally give me what I need, his hard cock!"
"I'll put my feet on his chest and play with my tits while he pounds his big dick into his mother's sloppy cunt!"
Craig leaned back in the chair, and pushed his shorts down further. With one hand on the mouse, the other on his now oozing cock, he kept reading as his mother told twitter what she wished he would do to her.
"I'll have him lay back, and I'll get on top of him and ride his hard young cock while I shove my tits in his mouth."
"But you all know how I really need it! On my knees, getting fucked like the nasty slut I am. Like this!"
This tweet had a picture attached. Mom was on her hands and knees, her ass facing the mirror as she snapped the picture over her shoulder. Craig's hand moved faster on his cock as he took in his mother's perfect ass and her pink slit framed beneath it between her thighs.
His mother was on her bed like that not twenty feet down the hall. He wanted nothing more than to go down the hall and walk into her room. He'd get on her bed behind her and fuck her just like she was telling anyone who was looking she wanted him too.
"I'll tell him to fuck me as hard as he wants! I'll let my boy pull my hair, and spank my ass and call me a dirty whore!"
"I'll be his whore, his slut, his dirty secret and his dirty girl! A dirty girl that's getting pounded on her knees and cumming all over her son's dick! He's going to whip his cock out and I'll roll over and let him cum all over me, maybe like this!"
This was a retweet of one someone had sent mom five minutes ago that featured a printed picture of her pussy with cum all over it and the guys dripping cock over it. "Cumming all over you, mommy!"
That should have been disgusting, but Craig groaned at both the image and the fact someone had jerked off to his mother. He stopped stroking and shifted his gaze from the laptop to his color printer.
Why the hell not? He'd already been jerking off to her so it's not like this would be much worse. He leaned forward and scrolled back up to the image of her pussy, licking his lips as stared at her pink slit and her finger teasing her clit.
He saved it and took a few seconds to enlarge it before hitting print. Craig stared at the long line of replies to her tweets; men raving about how hot she was and offering to be her son. His eyes widened when she re-tweeted another 'cum tribute' this one from the pic of her from the neck down.
This one featured huge splashes of cum all over her tits, and her reply of "If my son did that to me I'd suck his cum off my nipples!"
Her son was about to cum all over her. Granted, it was a just a picture, but not like he'd get the real thing. He was however, going to bookmark his mother's twitter feed. Craig watched as the picture printed and a creepy, but admittedly hot idea came to him.
He could create a fake twitter account and reply to her, maybe even send his 'tribute' to her. He'd let his cock be visible over her pussy and she'd never know it was him! Craig's cock twitched at the thought and he grabbed the picture from the printer.
Putting it on the desk in front of him, he stood up and stroked his cock. He held the head just over the picture of his mother's pussy and envisioned it really being her. Rubbing his swollen head through her soft lips, teasing it over her swollen clit.
Then he'd ease it inside her and...
He jumped at a knock on the door. Craig yanked his shorts up over his swollen cock, and called out "Hold on a second!"
His bedroom door opened and in a panic Craig closed his lap top, and as he saw his mom enter out of the corner of his eye, flipped the picture over.
"I said wait a second!" He snapped as he turned his back to her before she saw his more than obvious bulge.
"Oh, I thought you said come in," Mom spoke behind him. "What are you up to?"
"I...nothing I was just starting to get dressed that's why I asked you to wait." He remained facing away from her, staring down at his obviously hard cock that had just begun to soften.
"Something wrong?"
"No, you almost caught me with my pants down." No lie there.
"Damn, knew I shouldn't have knocked." Mom giggled, and his heart fluttered. Just screwing with me, he insisted to the part of his mind wishing her little twitter explosion was fantasy.
"What do you want, mom?"
"You, sweetie."
"What the hell does that mean?" His cock was still semi hard and noticeable, but he felt he had to turn around and when he did quickly slid to the side so his office chair was blocking his crotch from her view.
"Wow, you're snappy this morning." Mom whistled.
"Sorry, just kind of..." He stopped when he saw she had on the short green robe from before. This time however it was loosely tied and he could see enough of the inner half of her breasts to make him wonder if she had a bra on.
"Frustrated," she finished for him. "I told you, baby boy, you need to take care of that. No good for a young man to have all that poison inside."
"Poison?"
Mom laughed. "My grandmother used to say that. Said young boys were always looking to get that poison out of their system. Guess back in her day they didn't call it cum."
"You shouldn't either." He fought to not stare at her body and think of how much of it he'd just seen on twitter.
"Come on, Craig, I'm not stupid. Your lap top's closed. You're all flustered and you're mad I walked in. You were jerking off."
"Mom!"
"Hey, I don't blame you. A nice lazy Saturday morning is a great time for sex, even if you have to settle for it being with yourself." She giggled again. "Could use some relief myself."
"Jesus, mom why would you tell me that?"
Even as he feigned being offended, he lost the battle to not look and glancing at her cleavage, thought of her bare breasts. His eyes dropped down to where the robe barely reached her mid thigh and thought of the smooth pink flesh behind it. The flesh she'd come close to seeing him jerking off to.
"Why would you stand there talking to your mother with a hard on?" When he stared at her speechless, she chuckled. "You think I don't know why you're behind that chair?"
"Okay, okay!" He exclaimed. "You're right I was...you know."
"You know?" She walked over to his desk, and he held his breath when she put her hand on top of the picture. "Can't say jerking off?"
"I was raised to watch my mouth around my mother." He replied while staring at her hand, hoping she wouldn't turn the picture over.
"That was fine when you were a boy, but now that you're a man?" She gave him one of those sneaky smiles. "I wonder if you'd rather watch my mouth."
"Mom, did you have too much wine last night?"
That comment was a continuation of her tweets and he realized his heart wasn't just racing because he was nervous, but there was excitement there too. Craig had a feeling that for better or worse whatever weird shit had been going on was about to break one way or the other.
"So what were you watching that got you all hot and bothered, baby boy?" Mom grabbed the lap top and began to open it.
"Don't look at that!" He pushed the chair out of the way, and put his hand over hers, keeping the top down.
"You don't think I've ever seen porn before?" Mom raised her eyebrows. "Move your hand."
"Mom, I..."
"Move your hand." She paused and added, "Please," in a softer tone.
"I don't want you to see...hey!"
Craig gasped when mom grabbed the picture with her other hand and turned it over.
"Oh, my, what do we have here?" She stared at him, her dark eyes wide. "Honey, that's a picture of your mother's pussy!"
"A picture you posted!" He exclaimed defensively. "Why the hell would you do that?"
"Why would you look at it?" Mom smirked and tapped the picture. "Why would you print it?"
"I..."
"And you admitted you were jerking off. You were jerking off to me, weren't you, baby boy?"
"Mom, I..." Craig tried to rein in his racing thoughts.
He was aware that whatever insane game his mother had been playing was going to come to a head right now. But which was it? Could it be she actually wanted him, or was it some other weird thing and he'd just bagged himself in a very bad way.
"And," Mom took advantage of him moving his hand off the lap top to flip it open. "Here's my twitter feed."
She stared at her tweet of her on her hands and kneed, her ass facing the mirror.
"That's not the picture you printed, and its way down my feed. You stared at all my pictures, didn't you?"
"I..." His shoulders slumped. There was no way out of this except to own it and see what she did next. "I did."
"Hmm." Mom shook her head, then tapped her chin. "My son was jerking off to my online pics, then printed one." She raised her eyebrows. "Were you going to give your mommy a cum tribute as they call them?"
Craig lowered his head and unable to meet her gaze, nodded.
"Oh, Craig, what am I going to do about this?"
"Its not all my fault, mom." He whispered, still not looking at her. "You've been teasing me."
"How can a mother tease her son? You're not supposed to see me that way, no matter what I do." She paused, then asked. "You see me that way, Craig?"
"Obviously." He gestured to the picture.
"Think your mother's hot? Think I'm a sexy milf like the kids say?"
"You're...damn hot mom."
"Good answer, honey." Mom put her hand on his upper arm. "I always told you if you tell the truth you won't get in as much trouble, didn't I?"
"You did."
"That was when you were little though." She squeezed his arm and put her free hand on his bare chest. "Not little now." Her gaze dropped to his crotch and his now semi hard cock. "Not at all."
"Sorry."
Mom stroked her chin, making a show of thinking, then snapped her fingers. "I think I know how I'm going to handle this. I'm going to give you just what you deserve for this."
"What do you mean?"
Mom still had her hand on his arm and tugged him towards her.
"Stand right here in front of your desk and look at this." She tapped the picture of her with her legs spread, fingering her clit.
"Mom, I..."
"Do as you're told." Mom whispered, and her voice had a tremble in it he hadn't heard previously. "You just let me handle this."
Craig stepped in front of his desk, and stepping behind him, mom slipped her hands along his sides. He gasped when she grabbed his shorts and unsnapped them.
"Mom, what are you doing?"
"What any good mom would do, taking care of my son." Mom was just tall enough she could look over his shoulder and her breath was hot in his ear. "You were all hot and bothered ready to blow a big load all over mommy's pussy weren't you?"
"Yes." He barely got the word out as she pulled his zipper down.
"Just a picture of it though. I bet the real thing would be better, wouldn't it?"
"I...shouldn't think like that." He stared at her hands as they now pushed his shorts down his hips.
Despite his nervousness, his cock had swelled the second she'd unsnapped his shorts. His once again raging hard on, sprang free and he groaned when mom grabbed it in her right hand just under his purple head, and squeezed it.
"But you've thought of it, haven't you?" Mom asked while she slowly pumped his aching dick. "Bet you've thought of a lot of things, haven't you?"
"Have you?" he couldn't take his eyes off the sight of his cock in his mother's hand.
"You tell me, you read my tweets." She kissed his neck. "All true, Craig. I want you, baby." She squeezed his cock hard, causing pre cum to squirt from the tip. "I want this big hard cock."
"Oh, God, mom," he moaned when she rubbed her palm over his sensitive head, smearing his pre cum over it.
"I like that." She purred as she resumed jerking him, her now slick hand gliding smoothly along his hard shaft. "I want to hear you say it when you're inside me." She sighed. "I want to say oh my god when you're fucking me."
"That feels so good." He breathed as she pumped him faster.
"Its supposed to." She pointed with her free hand which had been resting on his thigh. "Don't look at my hand on your cock, look at my picture."
"But..."
"Just look at the picture of mommy's pussy. Look at it while I talk to you and if you're a good boy and do that for me? You'll be seeing the real thing very soon."
Craig lifted his chin from his chest so he was now staring at the picture on his desk.
"Closer." Mom pushed against him from behind. "Right over your desk. I want to see the head of your cock over my pussy."
Craig eased closer and his cock twitched in his mother's hand as it was now over the picture and she could now look at it and see her hand working his dick.
"See? Mommy always knows best." She whispered in his ear.
"I won't question you again." He muttered and she laughed softly.
"So while I play with this beautiful cock, let me tell you a little secret." Mom loosened her grip on his cock so she was only lightly caressing him with her fingers.
It felt great, but he was so worked up it was a tease and he groaned softly and thrust his hips, pushing his cock into her hand.
"Someone's awfully horny." Mom giggled again, then cupped his balls, making him moan as she tickled them with her finger nails. "Oh, honey, your balls are so heavy! There's a lot of cum in there isn't there?"
"All for you." He took a chance and was rewarded with mom squeezing his cock harder and giving him a couple of fast hard strokes.
"Good answer! And I'm going to get all of it, every drop. Well my picture is. But I'm sure you could cum again for your mommy, right?"
"As many times as you want me to."
"Baby, you're answers are getting mommy all wet!" She released his cock and he started to turn around when she pulled her hands back behind him.
"Stay there." She put her hand on his arm. "I'll get right back to that big hard cock. I just want to get a little more comfortable."
He sensed movement behind him, and his eyes widened when her robe sailed to the left and landed on the floor. Mom's hand slid back around his waist, but this time when she leaned into him, her bare breasts and hard nipples were pressed into his back.
"That's better," she took his cock back in her hand while caressing his balls with the other. "Now where were we? Oh, my secret!"
Mom was lightly stroking him again and Craig was so hard he felt as if his cock was going to explode, but he forced himself to stay still and enjoy watching her jerk him over the picture.
"See, honey when I modeled? It wasn't just about money or a job. It turned me on. I loved men knowing men were staring at my picture and getting hard for me."
"For department store flyers?" He managed the question, focusing on her words in an attempt to not erupt in her hand right away like a pathetic loser.
"Oh, please. That's what your dad and I told you I did. I mean, I did a few things like that, but mostly what I did was lingerie."
"Oh." He said in agreement to her words and to acknowledge the way her hand was now gently kneading his swollen balls.
"And some of them?" she was speaking a barely audible whisper, but directly in his ear and it was driving him crazy, making his cock pulse in her hand. "I was topless."
"Topless?" he repeated, stunned.
"Hmm-mm. Your mother's titties were right out there for people to see. I did a lot of shoots for softcore adult magazines. Lot of cocks were spanked to your mommy." She moaned as she stroked him faster. "Now I'm helping my son get off to me."
"Damn, mom I...never knew."
"We didn't want you to. Your dad even got rid of all the pictures which was too bad because we used to look at them sometimes and a couple times we put them on amateur porn sites and would get s worked up reading the comments we'd fuck like animals."
"I stopped when he got his first job at a firm. We didn't want to take a chance of his clients or co-workers seeing those pictures. Plus we wanted to have children and I'd never want that coming back on you."
"Seems like you changed your mind." Craig started to laugh, then moaned when she gripped his cock more firmly and stroked faster.
"I did. Your dad's been gone a long time and I've never gotten back into sex. I've dated and have slept with a few men, but it's been dull and I couldn't figure out why. Then I realized I missed that thrill your father and I had."
"I missed showing myself off, and having a man who was turned on by other guys seeing me. Most guys are jealous little boys, but your dad loved other men looking. It turned him on as much as it did me."
"I started thinking about putting pictures online again. With the internet I could put them anywhere and just not show my face. But who would take them? You can only do so much with a selfie."
"You did a lot." He pointed to the lap top screen.
"But part of the thrill was someone taking them. Trust me, honey. No photographer is so professional he doesn't like staring at the tits and ass he's shooting. I loved knowing they were hard. Sometimes your dad would come to the set and he would be so excited watching someone lusting after me."
"But...why me?" It was getting harder to talk as she was now stroking him in a steady rhythm and his knees were beginning to tremble as his tortured cock was inching closer to erupting.
"I've been a professional woman for twenty years. Who could I ask? Who could I trust. But my son wants to be a photographer. I admit at first I just wanted to take some plain pics and put them online."



"Then I saw the reactions to women on twitter and happened on a couple of milf types, then the mom's going on about their sons. The next time you took pictures I dressed sexy and imagined you thinking of me like that."
"I was so fucking wet!" She moaned and moved side to side, rubbing her nipple across his back. "I was ashamed, but turned on. I started thinking back to what it was that got me so hot about your dad looking. It wasn't just the lust it was the love."
"I could find a man to lust after me, but love? Not since your father. But you love me, and I see it when you look at me. Its not the same love, but its love. Then I started to see that lust. Just a little at first and you were so embarrassed!" She kissed his ear. "So sweet."
"Not feeling sweet." No, what he felt was his balls tightening in her hand and his cock jumping in her hand as he grew closer.
"Feeling pretty damn sweet to me." She laughed. "I wasn't sure what I was doing, but had to admit I was cock teasing my son and getting off on it. As soon as we would finish I'd get off to the thought of you wanting your mother. It got to the point I decided I wanted you to want me."
"I've been teasing and tempting you for a month and you've been a good boy. You've acted nervous and ashamed and I've loved every minute of it. But how could I get you to make that move?"
"In the meantime I've posted my pics on twitter and gotten off three times a day to all the comments from men wanting to fuck me. I started doing the mommy captions and it got even hotter."
"When the bikini couldn't do it, I decided I had to be the one to make the move. So I made sure you would see that feed."
Even in the midst of his mother moving her hand faster and causing him to moan, something connected in his lust addled mind.
"Mom, someone sent me that link! Some one....Oh!" He gasped when her hand moved even faster and she rubbed his balls more firmly.
"Hmm, I like that sound. I want to hear a lot more of it!" Mom kissed his neck. "So here we are. You were jerking off to me like I hoped you would be and now I'm jerking you off."
"Oh, damn." He groaned his body trembling against her. "Mom, I....I'm close! Please don't tease."
"I've been teasing for weeks, Craig and I promise from now on I never will again." She snickered. "Okay, maybe for fun and to work you up, but I'll always take good care of you."
She jerked him harder and her breathing in his ear was as heavy as his.
"That's it, baby, you cum for mommy. You blow a nice big load all over that picture because later on today we're going to post it."
"We....we are?"
"Yes, with your big cock dripping all over my cum splattered pussy." She told him. "Pick up your camera, and get ready."
Craig was so excited he dropped the camera the first time he grabbed it. He was able to get a grip on himself and hold it over his cock as mom continued to pump him. She had slowed up, but he was still right on the edge.
"Listen to that." She sighed at the sound of her wet hand sliding up and down his cock. "I'm sorry the first time I make you cum is a hand job, but I love giving them. Love the control."
"Yes." He moaned. "Please keep going! Oh, fuck mom, keep going."
"See? Love it!" Mom cooed in his ear. "Besides, I want you to take the edge off that way you'll last when I suck your cock and when you fuck me."
"Suck..." He whimpered. He was right there!
"Hmm, I'm dying to suck your cock. Maybe we'll even get some pictures, but when I have you in my mouth I want you to last so come on, baby and give mommy that first load so we can get to the second one!"
In her mouth, as she'd said it he formed an image in his mind of the school girl shot. Mom on her knees, staring up at him with her wide eyes, but instead of pouting, those lips would be wrapped around his cock.
"Fuck, mom!" Craig called out as his cock exploded in her hand.
"Yes!" She cried out in his ear. "That's it, baby! Come for mommy! Paint that picture with that big load!"
She wasn't just saying that. Considering how many times he'd jerked off yesterday, he was amazed at the several long thick spurts erupting from his swollen tip. Mom had pointed his cock downward and he watched his cum splash onto and across the picture.
"Keep going." Mom encouraged him, pumping his cock and gently squeezing his balls. "All of it, honey! Give your naughty mother every fucking drop. Just like you're going to when its my mouth and my pussy!"
"Oh, damn," he whispered, as his spurts had turned into a slow trickle.
Mom continued to jerk him, shaking his cock to splatter the last drops onto the now cum covered picture of her pussy.
"Get this shot, baby." She whispered, squeezing his cock and wringing his cock, and giving his balls a firm squeeze. She held his still hard dick over the photo. "I am so posting it later!"
Craig had lowered the camera, holding it loosely as he was more focused on watching his mother empty his balls live rather than through a lens. But now that he'd released the 'poison' as mom had called it, he eagerly snapped two shots of the gooey mess he'd made all over mom's pussy.
"Feel better, baby?" Mom kissed his back.
"Much." He sighed.
"Then how about you come feel me?"
Mom slipped her arms from around him and the pressure of her breasts eased from his back. Craig turned around, his arms up, ready to touch her, but mom had backed up several steps and had her back to him.
Under the robe she wore the black panties he'd seen on twitter. What that angle hadn't shown however, was the back of them were sheer lace, showing off her ass. Mom lifted her long hair up and spread her legs wider.
"Take a picture, baby."
"Later, I want to..."
"Take a picture, it make me wet." Mom looked over her shoulder and smiled. "Wetter I should say because honey, your mother's cunt is so wet I've soaked my panties."
Craig quickly took a picture of her, then another when she wagged her tongue provocatively at him. He stepped forward, and realizing his shorts were still around his thighs, awkwardly pushed them down with one hand while holding his camera.
Mom had gone over to his window, and pulling the blind down, stood in front of it. She turned as he kicked his shorts off, ready to see her bare breasts in person, but she had grabbed the curtain and was holding it across her chest. Her nipples were visible through the gauzy material and without being told he took a picture of her, smiling seductively at him.
"Tell me what you want." She lowered the curtain a couple of inches.
"Mom, I..." He stopped. Could he really say something like this to her?
As if reading his mind, she rolled her eyes. "Honey, after what we just did are you still going to act like you're going to offend me?"
"Well, no, but..."
"Craig, I appreciate you were trying to do the right thing, but I just made it so you don't have to worry. So do me a favor and stop being nervous and start treating me the way you've been dreaming about."
She slowly ran her tongue across her lips. "Like a slutty little cock tease that you're finally going to get a piece of."
"Mom, can I see..."
"Don't ask." She pointed to him. "I'm a dirty fucking whore who just gave her son a hand job. Let's hear all the nasty things my pictures made you think of doing."
"Stop teasing and show me your fucking tits." Craig spoke in a rush before he lost his nerve.
"Yes sir." Mom whispered, flashing him a quick pout. She let the curtain go and cupping her bare breasts, showed them off to him. "These what you want to see?"
"Goddamn." Craig whistled. "Mom, your tits are amazing."
"Hmm, that's another should be so bad but sounds so good comments." Mom took a step towards him, still holding her breasts, her thumbs now sliding across her swollen nipples, her blue nails teasing her pink flesh.
"I like that." She purred. "I want you to keep telling me things like that. I want you to talk to me the way those horny men on twitter were. Tell me everything you want to see me do and do to me." She looked him straight in the eye and added. "And keep calling me mom when you do because I love it."
"Take your panties off." He said softly.
Mom walked slowly past him, and with a giggle moved to the side when he reached for her breasts.
"You said you wouldn't tease anymore!" He reminded her as he turned to watch her walk up to his bed and stop at the foot of it.
"I'm not. Teasing means you wouldn't get anything. You just got something and are going to get a lot more. This is called patience, baby. Little boys don't have it, but men do. You ready to be my man, baby boy?"
"I'll be anything you want me to be."
He moved closer to her and pleasantly surprised to see his cock was still close to fully hard. How couldn't it be with his topless mother in front of him? A mother who jerked him off while telling him how she used to pose for men's magazines and got off on it.
Who confessed to being wet when men took her picture and now got even more worked up when her son did it. Who had started a twitter feed to masturbate to young men wishing they were her son.
"Good answer," Mom told him as she worked the panties partway down her hips. "Now be a bad boy and tell me why you want me to take them off."
"So I can see your perfect little ass and that sweet pussy."
"Cunt," Mom whispered. "Pussy is young girls. I'm a woman, baby."
She pushed her panties lower, slowly revealing her ass, but stopped. "I want to hear you say it."
Craig paused, then looked back over his shoulder at the picture on the lap top of mom's pussy from behind. Looking back at her he smiled.
"I want to see my mother's hot wet cunt."
"This cunt?" Mom pushed the panties all the way down and bending over his bed, wiggled her ass at him. "This what you want to see, baby?"
Craig stared at the glistening pink flesh framed between his mother's tanned thighs and just below her flawless ass. His cock rose to full attention and losing all inhibitions he quickly strode up to the bed, dropped the camera on it and grabbed her hips.
"I want to do more than look at it!" He told her as he spread the cheeks of her ass with his thumbs and drove his cock deep inside her.
"Oh my fucking god!" Mom cried out, her brown eyes widening as she looked at him over her shoulder. "That's....of fuck!"
Craig had taken her up on her offer to do everything he'd been thinking about and had gone to town on his mother. Squeezing her ass, he hammered away at her with long hard thrusts, repeatedly burying his cock balls deep into her.
Mom was so wet each time he slammed his cock into her he felt her sticky juices oozing down his balls and onto his thighs. Her pu...her cunt wasn't just the wet, but hot and damn tight. Each time he plunged his cock into her she contracted around him, squeezing his cock when he was buried within her.
"Just like that!" Mom called out. "Fuck me, baby! Fuck your mother! Show me what happens when a slutty mom teases her son's dick!"
Craig reached out and grabbing a handful of mom's hair, pulled on it. She squealed as her head came up, but her cunt tightened around him once more, showing him how much she loved it.
"Yes!" She called out. "That's how you treat a nasty girl, isn't it?" She slammed her hips back into him, driving his cock harder into her. "What else would you do to a bad girl?"
Craig didn't hesitate to lift his hand and bring it down on the right side of her ass. Mom yelped, and his cock twitched at the sound. He spanked her again and again, then struck the other side of her ass.
"I'm sorry, sir!" Mom had gone into the little girl voice, causing him to slam her even harder. "I'm sorry I was a bad student and misbehaved!"
Mom giggled even as he pulled her hair and continued to slap her ass. "I'll have to wear that school girl outfit next time and let you take me over your knee, won't I?"
"Damn, you're hot!" He moaned as he stared down at the unbelievably hot sight of his red hand prints on his mother's ass.
"And you're so fucking hard! I just got you off and you're already fucking me!" Mom groaned. "You really want mommy, don't you?"
"Not just wanting you, now I'm getting you." He breathed as he stopped spanking her. Leaning forward he shifted his hands so he was grabbing her shoulders.
"You're taking me!" She squealed when he pushed downward, forcing her head down onto the bed. "Taking me like all those boys on twitter wish they could!"
Mom's head was turned so her cheek was on the bed, her mouth open and alternately moaning and yelping as he hammered away on her sopping cunt. Her eye was wide and her face flushed red. Mom stretched her arms out so he could see her hands on the bed, and he smiled when she whimpered.
"Oh, please! Please keep fucking mommy! She needs you so bad, baby! Oh, fuck your cock feels so fucking good!"
Mom emphasized her words by tightening around his cock, but this time it wasn't a quick squeeze. He groaned when her wet heat gripped him, making her even tighter as he pumped his now dripping cock in and out of her.
"Oh....oh fuck!" Mom gasped. "Keep fucking me! Oh...Oh my god, baby I'm going to come for you!"
It was Craig's turn to release a sharp breath when mom's pussy tightened even more. Her thighs were trembling against him and her hips were rocking desperately as she worked to get his cock even deeper.
"Harder!" She cried out, lifting her head from the bed. "Fuck me harder!"
Craig had been fucking her pretty damn hard, but her words coaxed him to thrust his hips with even more force and mom's reaction was better than anything he could imagine.
"Fuck yeah!" She howled, then went into a series of long loud squeals.
Her fingers curled around the sheets, squeezing them as her pussy convulsed around his driving cock. Craig continued fucking her, loving the way her squeals went higher in pitch as her orgasm tore through her.
Mom's hips stopped moving and she rose up on her toes, causing him to slam into her at a slightly different angle. Her shoulder's tensed beneath his hands and her body seemed to hesitate. Then would a sound best described as a scream, mom's body relaxed and a gush of warm sticky fluid, splattered around his cock and into his thighs.
"Oh, god." Mom moaned softly, her hands releasing the sheets as she went limp on the bed. "I can't remember the last time I came just from being fucked."
"I'll make it so you never have to say that again." Craig promised her. Then stepping back, eased his cock from inside her.
She'd been so wet he was dripping and the sight of his swollen cock covered in her juices would make a hell of a picture, but not now. Right now he wanted more of his mother's incredible cunt. She must have been thinking the same as she crawled up onto the bed and rolled over onto her back.
She spread her legs, and spreading her pussy open, ran her fingers through her sticky pink lips. "Look better in person?"
"Hell yeah." He got onto his knees on the bed and leaning over her, plunged his cock into her.
"Oh, baby!" Mom's dark eyes rolled back as he wrapped his hands behind her knees and lifted her legs in the air as he resumed pounding her as hard as he had from behind.
"Look at you fucking your mother!" Mom groaned as she cupped her tits, playing with her nipples as Craig continued his relentless assault on her still quivering pussy.
She managed a laugh between her yelps. "Look at me letting you fuck me! I'm such a bad mommy!"
"You're a good mommy." He whispered, and pushing her legs open so her feet were over his shoulders, he leaned down and kissed her.
He moaned at the feeling of his mother's soft lips pressed into his even as her other, softer lips wrapped around his hard flesh. Mom wrapped her arms around his neck, driving her tongue into his mouth.
Craig slowed his thrusting and mom didn't seem to mind as she sighed softly into their kiss. Her hands ran up and down his back, squeezing his shoulders, then his upper arms.
"So sexy." She whispered into his mouth. "So young and hard and....so good!" She kissed him again and with a passion he'd never experienced before.
Mom wrapped her fingers in his hair, holding his face to hers as she all but devoured his mouth. Craig wasn't complaining. Here he was balls deep inside his insanely hot mother while she kissed and fucked him as shamelessly as she would if he were just a lover and not her son.
Mom turned her head and letting her head fall back on the pillow, smiled up at him. "You look so good above me, honey."
Craig felt the same way. Not only was his mother's body amazing, but she looked stunning beneath him. Her long dark hair was fanned out on his sheets and her dark eyes were bright with passion. Her normally fair cheeks were flushed and her full lips parted as she released soft moan each time he sank completely into her welcoming flesh.
"You're so beautiful." He told her. "Most beautiful woman I've ever seen."
"Hmm, I'd say you were trying to suck up to get something from me, but you're pretty much getting everything already." She giggled and he loved the way they seemed so comfortable as they committed an act most would say was wrong.
"Not everything." He leaned back down, but brushed past her lips to kiss the soft inviting skin of her neck.
"That's nice." Mom whispered as he gently sucked on the skin beneath her ear. "Love that spot."
Craig had slowed his thrusting and as they'd kissed, mom had matched his rhythm, pushing up as he lowered into her. He no longer felt a sense of urgency as he fucked her. He'd already come, thankfully as he wouldn't have lasted two minutes in her hot pussy if he hadn't.
Mom had cum with him fucking her and it seemed to take the edge of both of them. Craig was now wanted to show his mother he was a man and not a little boy, and a man would take his time appreciating a woman this fine.
He kissed, sucked and licked each side of her neck as she played with his hair and made adorable little cooing noises. Her hard nipples were pressing into his chest and Craig began to work his lips down the top of her chest, eager to finally get his tongue on them.
Mom sensed where he was going and as he eased back down the bed, she arched her back, offering her amazing breasts to her son. Craig forced himself to kiss each one in turn, before tracing slow circle around each pink nub with his tongue.
"Look up at me when you do that."
When he did as she asked, he was surprised to see she'd picked up the camera. "Lick it nice and slow and keep those baby blues right on me."
His cock jumped inside her as he stared at the camera and made a show of circling her nipple with his tongue.
"I'll cover the top part of your face and post this." Mom moaned when he sucked her nipple between his lips, still staring at her. "That one too." She took a picture, then put the camera down next to her. "That's it baby, suck mommy's tits. Show me how bad you want them."
Craig opened wide, sucking ot just her nipple but as much of her soft firm flesh as he could. Mom put her hand in his hair while lifting her other breast and lowering her head. His eyes widened when mom licked her own nipple and smiled. "Want to share?"
Craig leaned over and tongued one side of her nipple as she licked the other. Their tongue danced across each other over mom's tit and they released identical sighs of pleasure. Craig took over, sucking on her nipple while rolling the other between his fingers.
"You're good with that tongue, baby boy." Mom pushed hard on his shoulders. "How about you show me how good you really are?"
He didn't need to be told twice. Even though it meant slipping his cock from inside her, Craig eagerly slid down the bed. He kissed and licked her stomach, taking some time to playfully flick her pendent with his tongue, getting a laugh from her.



Mom's laugh turned into a deep moan when he lay out between her thighs, spread her pussy and sucked on her clit. "That's it, baby, give mommy that kiss I asked for on twitter."
Craig gave her clit a quick kiss, then ran his tongue slowly through her wet lips. He wiggled it back and forth, causing mom to squirm as he explored the folds of her pussy. She gasped when he shoved his rigid tongue inside her and sucked, getting a mouthful of her juices.
He worked his tongue in circles, tasting her as he inhaled, his nostrils filling with the sweet forbidden scent of his mother's hot flesh. Mom put her legs around his shoulders, her soft feet on his back and her thighs pressing to his cheeks.
Craig moved his head, making her squeal in delight as he tongue fucked her. Mom's hand slid in front of his face, spreading herself even wider and letting his tongue sink even deeper into her sticky slit.
Craig teased his tongue around her fingers, kissing them, then repeated his slow journey though her lips, this time working his way towards her clit. Mom rocked her hips, sliding his tongue more quickly to her button, then pushed forward, shoving her pussy in his face.
Craig licked her clit hard, working his tongue up and down and side to side. Mom moaned when he pushed a finger into her pussy, and gave her clit several quick hard sucks.
"I can't believe we're doing this," she breathed. "I can't believe my son is eating my cunt." She paused to moan when he pushed a second finger inside her. "The cunt he was just fucking with his big fat cock."
Craig's cock responded to her words, straining into the sheets as she continued to talk dirty as he fingered her while his tongue danced across her clit.
"The cock his mother jacked off. Your slut mother jerked you off and played with your balls and drained every drop all over the picture of her cunt that she showed online."
Her hips rocked into his tongue, working her clit more firmly against his tongue.
"The cunt all those young boys want to lick and fuck. The cunt they wished they could taste, but can't. Those poor boys want to fuck their mommy, but they don't have a dirty mommy like you do, do they?"
Craig's only answer was to grow bolder and add a third finger into her pussy. Mom groaned as she stretched around him. But her hips jerked and her toes curled into his shoulders showing she enjoyed it.
He pushed them in and out. Slow at first then faster. He did the same to her clit, sucking in a slow rhythm then going faster and harder, matching his thrusting fingers.
"No, you have what all those boys dream about, a mother so horny she'd tease and fuck her own son." She released a long sigh and her thighs were trembling against her cheek. "Right there, honey. Suck mommy's clit and make her cum in her son's face!"
She put her hands in his hair, wrapping her fingers into it tight enough to hurt, but he didn't mind at all. All he could focus on were her next words.
"God, I can't wait to come so I can lay you back and suck your cock!"
Craig lost patience and thrust his fingers hard and fast while sucking her clit hard enough to fill the room with wet smacking sounds. Mom cried out and clamping her thighs around his head, arched her back.
Her hands left his hair and he looked up to see she was now playing with her nipples, tugging and twisting them to the point it looked painful.
"Like that," Mom groaned her dark eyes on his. "Just like that, honey. Suck that clit just like mommy's going to suck your dick."
Her hips thrust hard into his fingers as she spoke in a trembling whisper. "Going to have my son's cock in my mouth! Going to taste my cunt on it. Going to lick your balls and....Yes!"
Mom threw her head back and howled like an animal. Her pussy contracted around his thrusting fingers and her hips went wild, grinding her hot sticky flesh into his face. Craig kept sucking her clit keeping his lips around it, as she squirmed and writhed on the bed.
Mom's feet pushed hard into his shoulders and her ass was now off the bed as she came screaming in her son's face. She seemed to come harder than before and the sounds of her squeals and yelps had his cock aching as if he hadn't come a half hour ago.
Mom gasped and this time it was his face that caught a spurt of warm sticky fluid when her pussy contracted and let loose. Mom's legs dropped from his shoulders and she lay there her breasts heaving as she fought to catch her breath.
"Wow," She moaned. "The damn room is spinning." As he sat up between her legs, she gave him a tired smile. "Baby, you're a better fuck than any man I've been with since your dad."
"Dad." He hadn't even thought of that. Christ, what would his father think of this?
"Don't." Mom seemed to read his mind. "We'll talk about that. Right now, I think you've earned a very nice reward from your slutty mom, don't you?"
She patted the bed and Craig found the thoughts of his father rapidly being replaced by those of what his mother was about to do for him. He turned and lay back on the bed and swinging her leg over his right thigh, mom straddled his waist.
She leaned over and shook her tits side to side, teasing her nipples across his lips and laughing as he struggled to lick them. She stopped moving, allowing him to briefly suck on each of them. Mom eased back down the bed and surprised him by pausing to tongue and gently suck on his nipples.
He was surprised at how good it felt, but at the same time his body had tensed and he was trembling in anticipation of where her tongue would soon be. Mom backed down the bed and he felt her hot wet slit pushing into his leg.
She kissed and licked her way down her chest, and he groaned when she grabbed his cock and pumped it while she teased her tongue down his stomach. She finally reached his cock, and remaining on her hands knees propped herself up on her elbows and kissed the tip of his cock.
A shiver went through him and just that brief contact of her soft lips made his hips jerk.
"Oh, someone really wants his mommy's mouth on his cock, doesn't he?" Mom traced a slow wet circle around his purple head and he whimpered when she drew her tongue back again.
"Yeah? You want mommy to suck your cock? Want her to..."
"Just suck my fucking cock, mom." He surprised both her and himself by grabbing her head and pushing it down.
Mom couldn't have been too offended as she opened wide, taking his cock deep into her mouth. Her dark eyes rolled back and she moaned around his cock. She opened her mouth wider and making a wet gurgling sound took his cock down to the base of his shaft.
"Damn, mom." Craig groaned when her tongue slipped out and caressed his balls.
She remained where she was, with her son's cock completely engulfed in her mouth and slowly shook her head back and forth. Craig gasped as his sensitive head was worked around her hot wet mouth, and removed his hand from her head.
Mom grabbed his wrist and not only put his hand back, but wrapped her hair around it. She continued to hold him deep and drool was now sliding from her mouth and down her shaft. Mom closed her eyes and with a low moan began bobbing her head.
"Fuck, that's so hot." Craig whispered as he watched his mother suck his cock.
She had eased back and was taking him about halfway down each time. He wrapped his fingers more tightly in her hair and moved his hand up and down. He wasn't pushing her, just guiding her cock along his shaft as she sucked.
Mom cupped his balls with one hand and wrapped the other around his shaft. She released his cock and surprised him again by letting a thick glob of pre cum laced spit drool from her mouth and onto his cock. She worked it along his shaft were her hand and licked her lips.
"Hmm, my cunt tastes so good on your cock, baby." She pushed her tongue into the slit of his dick and pulled it back, taking a trail of precum with her.
"Camera?"
Craig grabbed it from next to him and zoomed in to just her mouth over his cock and snapped away.
"Keep going." Mom pressed her lips to his head, pouting over it, then took him back into her mouth.
She deep throated him once more and paused until he took a picture. She then resumed bobbing her head, but this time placed a hand on each of his thighs, looking at him as she gave him a hands free blow job.
She bobbed her head faster than before and Craig's hips couldn't stay still, thrusting into her descending mouth. Mom moaned each time she took him deep and he felt her grinding her pussy into his knee.
Craig took his eyes briefly off his mother's mouth on his cock and stared at her amazing ass in the air as she knelt over his leg. He could still see his hand print on her cheeks and for the first time since his mother had grabbed his dick he wondered if this was real.
Did his mother really jack him off; had he fucked her so hard she'd come for him, then ate her pussy? Was he really watching his mother slobber and moan all over his dick like a sex crazed porn star.
The answers to all that were obviously yes, but for some reason it really hit him hard that he and his mother were fucking like all those boys on twitter said they wanted to with their mom. He was not only living his fantasy, but that of far more boys his age than he would have thought possible.
Mom brought all of his attention back to what he was experiencing when she released his cock with a loud wet sucking sound and spit flying around his cock and down her chin. She titled her head and wrapping her lips around his cock moved up and down, sliding the length of his cock between her soft lips.
She switched to the other side, and then caused him to gasp when the last time she went to the base of his cock, she ducked her head and sucked his balls into her mouth. She pushed his cock against his stomach, and made a show of licking his balls, bathing them with her soft pink tongue.
Craig had lowered the camera to the bed, his hand resting on it. He quickly picked it up and as he took a picture of his mother tonguing his balls, she winked at him. She pumped his cock in her slick hand as she took turns taking each of his balls into her mouth and gently sucking on them.
"So good," He breathed. "God you can give head, mom."
"I wonder if you could find a mother's day card that says that?" Mom said, then ran her tongue up his shaft and paused at the tip. "How about you fuck your nasty mother's mouth?"
She took just the tip in her mouth and paused, her eyes on his and a look of expectation on her flushed and now sticky face. When he didn't move right away. Mom sighed then proceeded to rapidly bob her head.
She took him deep each time and as she moved picked up speed until she was all but slamming her mouth down on his cock. Mom's eyes remained on his and her eyebrows raised as if saying 'well?'
Craig pushed her head down hard, the next time he rose up and she squealed around his cock. He thrust his hips at the same time and mom made a sexy wet gagging sound. Craig put his other hand in her hair and now drove her mouth up and down his cock while fucking her face.
Mom yelped and whimpered and her face had turned a brighter shade of red. She was drooling down his cock and her eyes were now watering from having her son's cock force fed to her. But her hips were moving, grinding her pussy hard into his knee.
Her hand slipped from his balls and down between her legs. Craig watched as his mother played with her clit while moaning and urging her son to continue face fucking her. She grabbed his left wrist and he let her pull his hand from her head and press it to her tit.
She pushed his fingers to her nipple and groaned when he rolled it between her fingers. Mom pinched his thigh, making him grunt, but when he looked at her she managed to nod and tapped his hand on her tit.
Taking her meaning, Craig pinched her nipple and her eyes bulged and her pussy ground even harder into his knee. Her hand was working rapidly between her legs and she was now yelping around his cock.
Holy shit, she was going to come on his leg while her son fucked her mouth! Craig's cock jerked and his balls tightened. He was whimpering along with her as his own hips moved faster. He'd fucked her hard and fast and now she was sucking for glory and his quivering thighs told him he couldn't hold back much longer.
"Mom...stop, I...I'm going to...."
"Hmm-mmm!" Mom groaned around his cock and even as she slammed her mouth down on his cock again, gave a slight nod, telling him she wanted him it was okay.
The thought she wanted him to come in her mouth, was too much and losing control, Craig held her head still and bucked his hips wildly, slamming his cock down her willing throat.
"Oh, mom!" He cried out like a fool, but all that really mattered was his cock twitching and sending a stream of cum down his mother's throat.
Mom released a high pitched squeal and her eyes bulged, then rolled back as her son filled her mouth with his cum. The second he let loose in her mouth, mom's hips went into over drive and as did her hand.
She squealed repeatedly around his thrusting cock as she came on his knee. Her mouth opened around him, cum flowed from both sides of her mouth and down his shaft. Mom continued to suck even as she came, slurping up cum that had oozed down his shaft, only to release more.
She grabbed his shaft and now keeping her mouth still, jerked him off hard and fast. Craig lay there stunned, his hips moving reflexively as his mother sucked and jerked, working for every last drop from her son's balls.
Cum was no longer dripping from her mouth, but her hips were still rubbing her hot pussy into his knee and her eyes were all but bugging out of her head as she gurgled and gagged, fighting to take every drop he had.
When there was nothing left, mom kept sucking, but more gently and was now swirling her cum covered tongue around the over sensitized head of his cock.
"Stop!" He gasped. "Please!" He squirmed on the bed as she giggled around his cock and kept tormenting him.
Craig made several pathetic whimpering sounds as he fought not to pull her hair to get her mouth off the raw never his cockhead had become. Mom's hips slowed and with a sigh she slowly slid his cock from her mouth.
She kept her lips wrapped tightly around his head and when his oozing tip popped free, she pointed to the camera. Craig was so drained he shook his head, but she tapped her lips, then pointed again.
Realizing what she wanted, He quickly picked up the camera and focused on his mother's face hovering over his cock. Holding his slowly deflating cock, she opened her mouth, allowing all the cum she'd held in her mouth to drip down over his head and along his shaft.
The warm sticky cum made his softening cock jump, but he managed to take two of what he thought would be the nastiest dirtiest pictures of his mother he could ever imagine. Mom pointed for him to keep going, then stuck her tongue out and letting the last of the load drip from it.
After she wiggled it, sending the last few drops onto his cock, she opened wide and stared him in the eye as she sucked his cock back into her mouth. He gasped, but managed a shot, then two more as she released his cock, but made a show of licking the cum from his shaft and playing with it.
She licked her lips, spreading come across them, then smiled at him and releasing his cock, waggled her now dripping fingers at him in a wave. He got that picture then dropped the camera as she rested her head on his thigh and let go with a long sigh.
"Wow, that was so fucking nasty." Mom said, then kissed his stomach and laughed. "Bad boy."
"Me?" He gave her a tired smile. Damn he'd come so hard he felt dizzy. "You're my mom, you're supposed to know better."
"I do!" She lifted her head and crawled up the bed next to him. "I'm the one who was trying to get you to do this sooner!"
"You're either a very good or very bad mother." He grinned at her as she stretched out on her side next to him, her head on his shoulder.
"How about we're very good at being very bad?"
"I'll take it."
"You can take it anytime." Mom grabbed his now flaccid cock. "This is the best thing I ever did." She giggled. "And seeing I made it, it's mine, no?"
"Anytime." He turned his head and kissed her forehead. "I know it sounds weird after what we did, but I love you, mom."
"Honey, that sounds perfect." She put her hand over his. "That's why I ended up thinking about you. I loved that when you looked at me it was more than just lust, but you care about me."
"I do, but not sure if the way I love you is the same way..."
He stopped when she put her finger to his lips. "I told you we'll talk later." She shrugged against him. "And we have a lot to talk about, but for now, let's just keep this light, fun and dirty."
"Mom, you really do know best, don't you?"
"Not sure about what's best, but I know what I wanted, knew you wanted it and here we are." She kissed his chest. "This is just the beginning, Craig. You and I are going to have a lot of fun." She went back to rubbing his cock. "Pretty soon too."
"I'm kind of tired."
"Please, once we do what I want next, you'll be so hard you'll be begging to fuck me."
"Crap!" he exclaimed as something dawned on him.
"Not the reaction I wanted." Mom rolled her eyes.
"No, the e-mail! Someone sent that to me! Someone knows you're..." he trailed off when she laughed at him. "You don't think that's a problem?"
"Not really seeing I sent the e-mail."
"You?"
"I had to get you to see the feed and what would be the odds you'd find me? So I made up that name so you'd look. That's why I asked you to make sure you sent that e-mail right away, so you'd see it."
"So never a modeling agency?" he asked. "This was all about me all along?"
"Not quite at first," she admitted. "I was just going to post online and get reactions, but honey? Yours was the best reaction of all, especially because all I could do was play with myself to what people posted. You, I can have anytime."
"So no more pictures?"
"Are you kidding?" Mom asked. "Now we take more! That's what I meant when I said you'd be hard in no time."
"What do you mean?"
"Honey, you and I are going to crop and post the pictures of what we just did and me saying I finally got my son."
"Seriously?" To his surprise his previously exhausted cock, twitched along his stomach.
"Yes, and then we'll take a nice hot shower together and maybe touch and tease, but no fucking."
"Why not?"
"Because that's what we're going to do when we come back, and read all the comments about our pictures!" She got off the bed. "Ready to help that slut tempting mom get some hot twitter action?"
He stared at her as she stood there naked, smiling down at him and grinned. "Shouldn't a mother not lead her son into temptation?"
"I suppose." Mom shrugged, causing her perfect tits to bounce and his cock to stir again. "Anyway I'm going to shower, you can be a good boy and stay here or a bad boy and follow your mother into that nasty temptation we should avoid."
She turned and walked slowly across his room. Craig took in her amazing ass with his hand prints still faintly visible and with a laugh got off the bed to follow her. "Lead the way, mom! Lead the way!"
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"Jill, you awake?" Peter's voice, which she'd only dimly registered while in a semi doze, was followed by obnoxiously loud, rapid fire knocking.
"I am now," she muttered, then shouted. "I'm awake, God damn it!" When the knock sounded again.
The knob rattled and she could hear the exasperation in her husband's voice.
"Think you could let me in?"
"Why?" she remained under the sheet, staring up at the swirled pattern on the ceiling of the hotel room. "Is there another boring as fuck seminar you're going to try to drag me to?"
"I'm not going to talk to you through a door," Peter complained.
"Good, I can go back to sleep." Even though he couldn't see her, a smile played about her lips. "I don't plan on getting much the rest of the night."
There was silence from the other side, but Jill knew he hadn't walked away. He was standing there with that pissed off look on his face. Not just mad at her, but himself. A precious mix of impotent anger and self-loathing that Jill never tired of.
"Come on, Jill, let me in. It's not like I did anything wrong."
"You know damn well what you've been doing."
"Just let me in, yelling through the door is ridiculous!"
"What's the matter, afraid the people in the next rooms are going to hear your wife locked you out of the bedroom!?!" She shouted the last part, and could picture the scowl on his face. Not just the scowl, but he'd look around as if he'd be able to check and see if anyone had heard her.
"Your fault," she added. "For booking this cheap ass place," she sighed. "Trying to act like a hotshot while staying at the Marriot."
"This isn't a dump," he snapped. "It's a decent place. Will you just open the fucking door?"
"Ohh, he's swearing now," Jill taunted. "You mad, bro?"
"Jill," she could hear him trying to rein in his temper. "Please open the door, we need to talk."
"Fine, give me a minute!"
Jill drew her right leg up and kicked the sheet off. While Peter had gone to yet another networking event, she'd taken a long luxurious bath, soaking-and dozing-for close to two hours.
After taking a quick shower to rinse off, Jill had patted herself dry, then sat on the bed and applied her Epara mango butter and coconut oil skin cream to ensure she'd be soft, smooth, and smelling delicious for this evening's festivities.
So soft, smooth, and tasty she couldn't resist lying back on the bed and giving herself an orgasm. As always, Jill had brought along her multi-speed bullet and favorite vibe, but chose instead to use her fingers, taking her time teasing, stroking, and fingering herself to thoughts of someone not named Peter doing the same for her later.
After her deliberate slow build, her orgasm was a powerful one, and as she lay there with her heart pounding and her cunt still tingling, Jill was once again comfortably drowsy, and didn't bother to put anything on, just pulled the sheet up, dozing off to the silly, but frequent private joke of Jilling off being an appropriate term for her.
Between the long sleep, soak, orgasm and ensuing nap, Jill felt pleasantly sluggish, as if she had a sleep hangover. She stretched, straightening her legs, pushing her arms out over her head, and arching her back off the mattress.
She sighed contentedly as her muscles stretched and looked down at her long slender body. Jill's breasts weren't large, but more than a mouthful, closer to a good palmful, but even in her late thirties were still perky.
Sitting high and proud on her chest, and tipped with small rose shaded nipples that featured a slight, and what she felt, an adorable upturn, they were perfectly proportionate to her athletic build.
At just under five ten, Jill's legs went on for miles as the saying went and years of modeling before coming on to help Peter run their advertising business full time, had ensured she kept them looking good.
Her calves were well defined and her inner thighs supple and toned. Yoga and the gym had kept her small heart shaped ass taut and firm, barely a jiggle, even when she danced.
Likewise, her stomach, adorned with a silver rhinestone studded pendant was flat and hard, giving Jill a tight athletic body many girls in their early twenties would be envious of. A testament to hard work, and the desire to stay as sexy while married and pushing forty as she had in her youth.
After all, it's not like being married had taken her off the market, and one had to look their best, especially when she was in the mood for a much younger man. Her gaze ended at her feet, her toes tipped in electric blue, the same as her fingers, and a color that annoyed Peter who claimed it was too young for her.
But like most things about her appearance, Peter's real complaint was it gained attention from other men, attention she loved, and with the right guy would be happy to reciprocate.
Despite his protest, she'd slipped away from the conference to get a Mani-pedi, and facial at a local spa. Jill believed sexy was a head to toe experience, and put as much effort into her feet, skin, and hair as the rest of her body.
In addition to her soft smooth soles and bright polish, a silver ring adorned each of her middle toes, and a small colorful butterfly tattoo decorated the top of her right foot, a purple rose on her left.
The tattoos were another source of contention from her prig of a husband, but the ones on her feet were a minor annoyance compared to the large dragon inked onto her lower back.
Her 'tramp stamp' was done in vibrant reds, greens and blues, and the wings spread out from the side of its gaping fanged mouth, fanned across her back, curving over her ass.
A colorful bird was tattooed on the back of each shoulder, a Blue Jay on her right, a Cardinal on her left. The one that caused the most angst in Peter, however, was the one she'd gotten back in her college days when she worked as an exotic dancer to pay what her partial scholarship wouldn't cover.
Over her left hip were four playing cards, all aces. Beneath them in flowing script were the words "Every Man's Ace". Jill had to admit, she'd thought about covering it. It may have been hot, and appropriate for those days, especially considering she swung from a different kind of pole in the sleazy rooms backstage when the price was right.
But it was a bit much now, and easily visible when she wore a bikini. It was Peter's loathing of it and the extra scowl she received when she did wear a two piece at the beach or by a pool.
Petty as it was, that along with him still regularly bringing up her covering it, was why it was still there. Twelve years into their marriage and it still got him every time, meaning the admittedly slutty tattoo had its place in her life. Besides, it's not like it was entirely a lie. She wasn't 'every man's' ace, and no longer charged for sex, but she was active enough to not render the tat 'false advertising'.
"Well?" Peter said from the other side of the door, causing Jill to blink and shake her head.
"Sorry, I forgot you were there," she teased and rose from the bed.
Jill padded across the room, enjoying the feel of the soft carpet beneath her bare feet. The hotel wasn't bad at all, just something else to needle him about because he'd avoided the Omni where the convention was being held because even in her opinion it was overpriced, but she couldn't let him know that.
Not that money was the main reason that would be putting Jill in the same building with hundreds of men in town for the same event. Many of them single, many married but what the wife didn't know wouldn't hurt her.
A virtual buffet of potential adventure that her husband thought he was cleverly keeping her from. Jill caught sight of herself in the mirror and smiled at the way her small firm tits jiggled slightly and her long curly raven black hair flowed down the creamy skin of her back.
Jill had noticed a few strands of gray showing, but as obsessed as she was with her appearance, she'd left it alone, deciding that it was sexy in its own way, showing she was getting older, but still playing as hard as the kids did.
Added to the Milf mystique as well. No, she corrected herself, they had no children, which made her a cougar. But only if she went after a young one, so in the end only one term accurately described her.
Hot Wife.
Jill unlocked the door, but didn't open it, just turned the knob, and headed back to the bed. She heard the door open behind her.
"You could have...wow, look at you!"
"Look all you want," she put some extra swing in her hips, making her ass even more enticing. She reached the bed and turned around, giving him a full view of her body.
"Well," his eyes roamed hungrily over her, "We do have time before the signing. Maybe we could do a little something to settle our nerves."
"I already did that," she briefly placed two fingers on the neatly trimmed triangular patch of black hair over her pink slit. "Don't want to come to quick later on." She smiled. "I like them to work for it."
Peter's lips tightened and his blue eyes showed a quick flash of anger before he looked away from her.
"I have no reason to be nervous anyway. You're the hotshot who insisted on doing most of the talking in our two meetings with them. Playing big man while you're pretty wife just sat there looking good."
"If you say so yourself," he grunted.
"You know it's true, and you like it when it makes you look good. I was dressed professionally the last two nights and that dog Christian still kept looking at me."
"I saw that," he tried to look put off, and she laughed.
"And you liked it, because if it helps our business, you're fine with me being a distraction."
"You're right," he nodded. "There's times playing games can help, but that's different from the other games you play."
"Just I play games?" Having felt like she'd given him enough of a look, Jill plucked her short red robe from the bedpost and slipped it on. "You think I don't know what you've been up to the two nights we've been here?"
This time he met her gaze, but after a few seconds of her smoldering brown eyes boring into his, he looked down at his feet.
"I don't know what you mean."
"Can't even admit it, can you?"
"Admit what? We came out here to try and land a couple of new clients and we've been wooing a big fish. What game am I playing?"
"You've dragged me to every meeting, every seminar..."
"Its your company too!" He threw his hands in the air so dramatically, she had to struggle not to laugh at him.
"Until its time for me to speak, then you barely let me get two words out and cut me off."
"Because you're still learning how to pitch the clients, you work with the ad reps on the fashion, find the perfect model, help with the set designs. You're the one who makes the magic happen behind the scenes."
"None of that is worth mentioning in the meetings?" She snapped her fingers. "Oh, it is, by you. Why don't you just say, 'This is my wife, she just smiles and looks pretty, and if we see you looking she'll give you a few peeks down her blouse!"
"Stop it, it's not like that."
"Whatever, but not just keeping me busy during the day, the last two nights we went to dinner with Gabrielle and Christian, then drinks."
"That's how you woo them."
"Both nights you came up with some stupid detail we needed to work out and insisted we'd get it to them that night."
"It's important to show them we're all in and giving them as many options as possible."
"It is," she agreed, as she sat on the edge of the bed, then swung her legs up on it, watching him watch her as the move caused the robe to rise and give him a quick flash between her thighs.
"But I think it was even more important that you keep me busy until the pathetic little nightlife around here closed."
"We'd already gone out for food and a couple of drinks, what else did you want? Room service is all night here."
He put his hands up as if saying, "See?"
"You know what else I want, and you're doing the best you can to keep me from it."
"Really, Jill? The agency's been struggling. We're here to get more business so we can keep going. That's all I've been doing since we got here. Is it too much to ask that you think about something other than yourself?"
"Impressive indignation you have going on there," she tapped her ear. "Think I even detect a hint of martyrdom mixed in."
"You'd have to care what I say to hear that."
"Aww, now the butthurt," she laughed.
"Glad you think it's funny."
"It's more than funny, Peter," she flashed him the smirk she knew infuriated him. "It's inevitable."
He folded his arms over his chest, a way to stop him from running his fingers through his hair, his usual mannerism to express his frustration. But he'd already showered and done his hair.
Although older, Peter was still a pretty boy who spent more time in the mirror than many women she knew. Not a lock of his thick naturally wavy brown hair was out of place. Gelled and styled to the point it looked as if he fingered every curl into place.
Unlike her, he'd taken to shading in a little color to cover the grays that had crept in over the last few years. Same for his thin and impeccably trimmed beard. Peter was six feet and kept himself in good shape.
His stomach was getting a little soft as he closed in on fifty but still flat. His once piercing blue eyes had faded slightly but still gained compliments from women. Coupled with smooth, pretty features and a practiced high wattage smile, he was still easy on the eyes.
It wasn't his looks that were the reason for her lifestyle. Jill couldn't see herself staying monogamous with anyone. Life was too short, and you only had one to live. She was a beautiful sexual woman who lived to enjoy that sexuality any chance she could.
She'd played the field right from the start, plenty of sex, but never having a serious boyfriend in High school or college. Once she graduated, she began dating, but could never stay with one man too long, unless he was okay with sharing, and not many were.
Jill had told Peter not to expect her to be just his once they'd been dating for several weeks. He seemed to think she was kidding, but when she blatantly flirted with a bartender, then told Peter to head home because she planned on being last call, he broke up with her.
He was back a week later.
The next time it was two weeks and repeat for several months. But he always came back, and Jill found she did have feelings for him and in time the word love entered her mind for the first time in her life.
She could see herself sharing her life, and her heart with just him, but her body would remain a different story. On the one year anniversary of their first date, he proposed to her, but ruined the sweet moment by saying if she took the ring, she was promising to be his and his alone.
Jill said she would say yes to marrying him, but with an ultimatum of her own. He could have her as his wife, and have her heart, but only if he accepted the fact other men would have her body.
Peter put the ring back in his pocket, gave a dramatic speech about how there was no way that was real love, and lectured her about traditional marriage and 'values'. Jill shrugged him off by simply saying wasn't it better that she be honest rather than lie, then cheat behind his back?
He stormed off, but a month later proposed again, saying his change of heart was because he knew he could convince her to be a 'good woman and proper wife." Jill took the ring but was adamant she wasn't changing. He'd smiled and said challenge accepted.
He lost the challenge two months after their honeymoon when he'd come home to find her bent over their brand new kitchen table getting fucked by the young man who'd delivered it.
That was the first time he'd seen her having sex with another man, and in an instant, Jill saw more than just anger and betrayal in his eyes. There was something else, a quick flash of desire, and she knew his face flushing was from shame and not just rage.
Over the years he'd seen her with several men. She didn't do it often, feeling it ruined the effect, and wanted to keep it as a delicious little treat for herself, one she indulged in when he seriously pissed her off over something, usually another of his unending attempts to forbid her to be with other men.
Each time he protested and threatened to walk out, and Jill would say whatever and go at her lover as if he weren't there. Peter would end up staying, watching her with that look she loved. The mix of love and hate, both for her, and their relationship.
Not wanting to share, but helpless to stop her.
Jill had made concessions when he started his own agency, especially when he presented her with the title of vice president and assured her it was her company as much as his.
With money and reputation on the line, she stepped out less frequently and was far more discreet with where she met men, and not 'shitting where they ate' as far as clients or anyone at the agency. Even a convention like this, she wouldn't hook up with someone else attending, but find a bar or club to cast her bait.
Jill was aware it was part of the reason he made her his equal in the company, to slow down, and perhaps even stop her lifestyle, but she'd gone to school for fashion design and marketing and loved the industry, so it was a fair trade off.
But she would never stop completely, and every so often would go on a rampage of several lovers in a short period of time when she felt she needed to remind him who was in charge of her sex life, and it wasn't him.
Just like she always had, she'd dress up to get messed up, give him a sweet kiss goodbye, and leave. Jill would come home a few hours later, mascara a mess from choking herself on cock, her lipstick smeared, bra missing, and thong shoved in her purse. He'd always be up, no matter how late it was, and give her that hurt disgusted look, that she'd come to see as a last bit of afterglow to close out a great night.
But as angry as he made himself out to be, Jill had noticed, and made sure to point out, that the night after those nights, he always came looking for it, and she'd usually let him have her.
Let him, was the best way to describe it, she didn't participate much. He'd take her clothes off, kiss her, lay her back and suck her tits, and if she were in a good mood, or perhaps just feeling apathetic, she'd spread her legs so he could eat her.
She rarely came, and when she did it was because her mind had drifted to last night's lover and her imagining Peter tasting his cum as it oozed from her cunt. That was something she made him do when she really needed to give him a lesson.
On the other side, she would, when in good spirits, give him a minute or so of her mouth, any longer and he'd be begging her not to stop because he was already there. Most often, she'd either remain on her back, legs spread or sometimes give him the thrill of roll over onto her knees for him. That worked to her advantage as fucking her like that while staring at and playing with her ass, usually had him coming as fast as her mouth could.
Maybe he'd have more stamina if she gave it to him more often, but since he could never fuck her the way she wanted it, hard and nasty, she had little interest in putting out, only caving when it had been awhile, and she figured she owed him to do her wifely duties.
Peter was a lovemaker, he wanted slow and sweet, or if not sweet, he wasn't capable of dirty talk, nor able to take her the way she needed it. Jill had no desire to be made love to by him or anyone else.



When it came to sex, she wanted it raw and raunchy. She craved 'porno sex'. Her throat raw from being used, her cunt aching from being pounded, and her muscles sore from trying as many positions as she could.
She wanted her ass spanked, her holes, sometimes all three, violated, and to be told what a nasty little slut she was while she told her lover just what she wanted and how she wanted it.
Peter could never do that, even getting him drunk didn't work. He claimed he couldn't treat a lady like that. Jill always laughed and said she never claimed to be a lady so what was the problem.
Problem was he just wasn't man enough. Physically he was. Although not big, his cock wasn't exactly small, and he had a decent body, but between not knowing how to handle her, and even in their early days never lasting more than a few minutes, he couldn't satisfy her.
Who was she kidding, if he were hung like a bull and could fuck like a porn star, she'd still want others. Fact was Jill was never meant to be a one cock woman, and Peter had spent years trying to accept it, or maybe it was more trying to accept that part of him did accept it.
"Is there something you wanted to talk about?" she spoke when she realized while she was contemplating their relationship, he'd remained silent, most likely calling her a litany of unflattering names in his mind.
"Yeah, the signing."
The look on his face dropped the smirk from hers.
"What about it? Don't tell me they're backing out?"
"No, but I...I'm not sure it's going to work out."
"Damn it!" She pointed angrily at him. "You spent almost all our time here chasing them when we could have been talking to other companies! You better not have blown this, Peter!"
"Jill, its not my fault, and it might still go through, but ..."
"But?"
"There might be a problem."
"You're going to have a lot of problems if you don't seal this deal for us," she warned him. "We need this account!"
"I know."
"We gave them three different pitches! We barely slept the last two nights changing and adding everything they wanted and adding things they didn't even know they wanted."
"We did, and they were very impressed. That's why they said they were meeting us tonight to sign."
"Then what the hell are you worried about?" Her eyes narrowed. "Is this you trying to lead up to some bullshit I need to be there with you when they sign?"
"No, Jill, believe it or not this isn't about you."
"Have me there to sign, then say let's go celebrate together, keep me out and try to keep me from..."
"Will you just shut up and fucking listen for once?" Peter shouted at her.
Jill stared at him in stunned silence. For as much as she put him through he hardly ever raised his voice to her.
"Sorry," he added softly seeing the look on her face. "I'm mad because if this doesn't work it is my fault, well not deliberately, and I could have never seen this coming."
"Just tell me, Peter."
"A few minutes ago, Gabrielle called. They have a family emergency back in Florida and they're on the next flight home."
"Okay, so we can fax them the contract and when they get things settled down they can sign and send it to us."
"No, they're sending their top guy to meet with us, give a once over to the final campaign, then sign," he sighed. "Or not."
"Why wouldn't he sign? If we impressed them, he should be fine with it."
"Because of me."
"You keep making it sound like its your fault, what did you do?"
"Nothing, at least not recently. The guy we're meeting is Xavier Burns."
Chapter Two
"I've heard that name," Jill nodded. "He's one of the best in the game. Used to work for A&S in New York. He's done campaigns for Nike and Starbucks."
"Yeah, he's the man," Peter grumbled. "I knew he left A&S a couple years ago but didn't know where he ended up. Now we do, out in LA and working for the Werners as their head of marketing, and all around right hand man."
"Wonder why he wasn't in our meetings then."
"He was at another event in New York, he's flying into Chicago to meet with us, and another firm they're hiring for a separate project, they like to spread it around."
"Okay, well we know we put together a hell of a campaign for them, I'm sure he'll sign it, especially if they liked it." Jill snapped her fingers. "I'm sure they told him they intended to sign, so I don't think we have any worries."
"You'd be right if it weren't for me."
"Here we go again, spit it out Peter."
"Xavier and I have a bit of a past." He sat down in the chair near the window. "Not a good one."
"Oh, shit," Jill whispered, her stomach tightening. "What happened?"
"We go way back, went to high school together then to NYU and were roommates in our senior year."
"Let me guess, this was over a girl?"
"No, that wouldn't be anywhere near as bad." Peter lost the battle and ran his hand through his hair.
"We were both interning at Park Ave Productions. They're not around anymore, but a pretty good company back then. They had room for one ad exec, meaning one of us was going to have a job out of school, one would be trying to get hired in a competitive field."
"The head of the firm gave us a project, to come up with a campaign for one of their clients. A real campaign with a real commission on the line along with the job. Made it a little awkward, especially seeing we lived together, but we agreed let the best man win and there would be no hard feelings."
"Take it that didn't happen," Jill sighed.
"I'm good at what I do, but even back then Xavier was amazing. He was flat out better than me and I knew it. But I needed that job, badly. I had no money and no where to go after graduation. If I didn't have a job out of the gate I was going to have to go home to Iowa. Not exactly a lot of opportunity there unless you want to work for John Deer.
"He showed me some of his work and I knew he was going to beat me out. I was panicking and desperate. I needed that job, Jill. Xavier's family had a little bit of money, and he was from Dallas, he'd be fine if he didn't land this job. He'd get a chance somewhere else, but I couldn't take that chance."
"What did you do?"
"The president, Bill Harris, was a serious family values type. He had strict policies for his employees, one of them was no dating or fooling around between co-workers. Xavier had been screwing around with one of the secretaries who happened to be married.
"I only knew because I came home early from class one day and caught him with her in our dorm room because she couldn't chance getting caught at home by her husband."
"They begged me not to say anything, and I promised I wouldn't. He had her over every Saturday morning because I had class, and she told her husband she was working."
"You ratted him out," Jill said quietly.
"Yeah, but even worse. I wasn't sure Harris would believe me seeing I was competing with him so a week before the campaign was due I borrowed a camcorder from a friend who was majoring in film making.
"The battery could last a few hours, so I hid it under my mattress just before I left, and when I came home and checked it, I had over an hour of them fucking and playing around on it."
"Oh, Jesus," Jill put her hand over her eyes. "I can't believe this."
"I took it to Harris, and he was livid. Not just because Xavier and the secretary were breaking the rules, but she was married, and he had a strong stance against adultery. She was fired and so was Xavier.
"I submitted my campaign, and it was good enough to land me the job."
"So," Jill swallowed against the nausea rising from her stomach, they needed this contract! "Are you worried about this because you're guilty and are nervous about seeing him, or did he find out what you did, and you know he has it in for you?"
"Harris kept me out of it, claimed to Xavier that her husband was suspicious and saw her go to the dorm. But Xavier spoke to her after they were fired, and she told her husband she was let go for screwing something up and he never questioned it.
"Xavier's father was an attorney, and he contacted a friend in New York who went to Harris with Xavier and demanded proof of this alleged affair, or he would sue for defamation, wrongful termination, and whatever else he could come up with.
"Harris wasn't the type to be threatened, or back down on his morals or his rules of conduct for his employees so he showed them five minutes of the video, and it was obvious where it was shot from.
"Lucky you didn't get sued for filming people having sex without their permission," Jill grunted disgustedly. "It's called revenge porn these days."
"It only went to Harris, and he only held onto it because he had a feeling Xavier wasn't going to just put his head down and accept it." Peter slumped back in the chair.
"But you're right, maybe he could have and cost me my job too. After all, fucking over a friend isn't exactly moral or ethical."
"Family value types have selective values," she couldn't help a dig, "Trust me, I've fucked a few self-proclaimed family men over the years."
"As well as any other kind of man," Peter retorted, then went back to his story. "Xavier confronted me, told me what I deserved to hear. That I was a backstabbing piece of shit, that I betrayed a friend for a job, and cost a woman her job just to screw him.
"I had nothing to say. He was right and I felt awful. I told him to go ahead and hit me if he wanted or tell everyone at Park that I was a sneaky asshole, whatever he wanted. Know what he said?
"Can't wait to hear," she said glumly.
"He told me I was pathetic and end of the day he felt bad for me that I had to stoop to that level to get what I wanted. He told me he'd leave it up to karma to get even, and that even though he wasn't looking for revenge right away didn't mean he'd never get it.
"Last thing he said was he'd never forget what I did to him, and every dog has his day."
"Isn't that a lovely fucking story!" Jill snapped. "Now because of your underhanded loser bullshit, your wife and all our employees who have no idea how close they are to losing their jobs are going to suffer for your karma?"
"Jill, I was 21! That job was my only hope at the time, and I made the most of it! I'm good at what I do and rose through the ranks on my own merit and now have my own firm!"
"A firm that's in trouble without a big contract, and now we're going to lose it!" Jill waved her hand disgustedly at him. "You totally fucked that guy over! He wasn't just a rival, but a friend!"
She laughed derisively. "You have some balls questioning my goddamn morals when you pulled a bullshit stunt like that and got two people fired."
"She deserved it! Maybe if she wasn't fucking around on her husband it wouldn't have happened. That was the only thing I had on him!"
"Then you just should have done your fucking best, and if you lost out you lost out, but at least you'd be a man about it, not a sneaky little shit!" Jill took a deep breath, then gave him a nasty smile. "Maybe I'm your karma, got someone fired for cheating and now you're married to a woman who fucks who she pleases."
"Whatever, Jill."
"Don't whatever this! We knew coming out here we needed a win, and we thought we had it! I worked my ass off for this, and now I'm fucked because your douche baggery has come back to haunt you?"
"You're right."
"Oh, and for the hundredth time, I'm not a cheat, I do it right in front of you, sometimes literally."
"Semantics," he muttered. "But this isn't about that. There's a day left to this thing. Tomorrow morning, we split up and talk to anyone who'll listen to us and even if we don't leave with anything we make some contacts and follow up."
"Or we get this deal done."
"You hear what I told you? This guy has been waiting to get even with me for 30 years."
"Thirty years is a long time, maybe he'll let it go. Put business before personal grudge." Jill tried to sound hopeful. "It's a great pitch, they loved it, and he has to come up with a reason why he didn't sign."
"He's their top guy, and one of the best out there, they'll believe whatever he makes up for a reason." He pulled his phone from his hip. "I'm going to call Christian and tell him we can't make it and see if we can fly down there after his family crisis is over and sign."
"No," she shook her head. "I'm sure they told Xavier who he is meeting."
"And he's licking his chops over it." Peter scrolled through his phone.
"And if we cancel, he'll be pissed about that too, and he'll just tell them something about us to get them not to sign." Jill frowned. "He might tell them what you did years ago and say they shouldn't do business with someone who can be that two faced."
Peter lowered the phone.
"Yeah, you're right."
"This isn't just about this deal," Jill continued. "This guy could spread this shit around, ruin our reputation."
"He hasn't done it, yet. I'm sure he's heard of where I've been and that I have a firm of my own now."
"Waiting for the perfect chance." Jill sneered. "Unlike you, he probably wants to fuck you to your face, not do what you did and go behind your back."
"True."
"I think we meet him."
"What good comes of it?" Peter put the phone back in its case.
"You show him you're willing to face him. You give him the chance to get revenge and if he does, its over and at least we lose this deal and don't risk him going to them and spreading the story of what a slime ball you were."
"I don't know, Jill."
"I do. You not wanting to go shows you're the same mealy mouthed spineless shit you were back then. This time you meet your fate face to face, and not trick your way out of it."
Peter looked away and shook his head.
"And I'll be there. He doesn't know me, and its my firm too and I never wronged him. Maybe I can appeal to him as a professional, and not someone with an agenda. If it's a good deal he should take it. He can deal only with me if he still has a hate on for you."
"I doubt it will matter."
"You'd just rather quit? Christ you're a cuck in every sense of the word, aren't you?"
"Real nice, Jill. You don't think I feel bad about this?"
"Not bad enough, if you can't be bothered trying. We have people depending on us. You and I have some money put away to get by for a little while, some of them don't. Your ass needs to man the fuck up and go down swinging, not tuck your tail and run."
"Nice try, pretending you care about something other than where your next dick is coming from." Peter rose from the chair. "I'm calling and cancelling; I'll roll the dice he won't say anything to them."
"You'll do no such thing." Jill pointed to him. "If I have to meet with him alone I'll do it. One of us has to do the right thing and it's obvious from that story you don't have the stones to do it."
"You'll meet him alone?"
"Do I stutter?"
"What do you think you're going to do?"
"What you can't, seal this deal."
"How are you going to do that? He has it out for me."
"But not for me, and if nothing else?" She gave him an evil smile. "I've been known to be very persuasive."
The look on his face was priceless.
"Fine, you're right, I need to try."
"I knew you'd see it my way after that remark." Jill beamed at him. "You're way too easy, you know that?"
"Not as easy as you," Peter mumbled just loud enough for her to hear him as he left the room, slamming the door behind him.
Chapter Three
"I can't believe you're wearing that." Peter said for the third time since they'd left the hotel. "Thought we agreed you'd dress appropriately for business?"
"Seeing it seems this is going to be a quick meeting, I dressed for fun instead." Jill replied as they cross the lobby of the Omni.
"That's what you're thinking about? After giving me a lecture about being selfish?"
"I told you tonight was inevitable." She reminded him as they reached the elevators.
"Either I'll be going out to celebrate, or to drown my sorrow in meaningless, but torrid sex. Whichever it is, I'm spending my last night here with a real man."
"Yeah, takes a real man to fuck another man's wife."
"Takes a real man to stop a woman from wanting to fuck other men." Jill shot him a nasty look. "Also takes a real man to decide he should get a married woman fired for having some fun."
"Yeah, okay, Jill." He angrily thumbed the button for the lobby.
"Okay, Jill, whatever, Jill, really Jill? You're like a whiny little kid. Just stomp your foot next time you say it."
"This isn't looking good that he wanted to meet in his suite and not over a drink or use one of the hotel's conference rooms." Peter changed the subject.
"I won't argue with that," she admitted. "Tells me he figures this is going to be quick."
"And he doesn't want anyone to hear him tell me off," he added as the elevator doors opened.
They stepped aside to let two couples exit, and Jill caught both men give her an appraising stare. One looked a little too long and caught an elbow from his wife who said something to him in a heated whisper.
Jill flashed a quick smile and flicked her tongue lasciviously at the man who'd given her the lingering look, earning a venomous stare from his wife.
"Must you?" Peter took her by the elbow and tugged her along with him into the elevator, jamming his finger into the button to close the doors even harder than he had the open button.
"Must you?" she mimicked him. "How melodramatic."
"Glad after you rode me into doing this you're acting like its playtime."
"I'm not acting," she smirked, then rolled her eyes. "I'm trying to stay loose and relaxed. We can't walk in there with deer in the headlights looks on our faces."
"Easier said than done."
Peter went to rub his hair, caught himself and shoved both hands in the pocket of his suit pants. He'd dressed before Xavier texted to tell them the meeting would be in his suite and had donned his best charcoal gray Armani suit with a black shirt and matching tie beneath it.
Jill, on the other hand dressed as if she were heading to a club, which she most likely would be, and sooner than she'd planned, as she didn't have high hopes for this either, but she hadn't just been bullying Peter, they needed to try.
She wore waist length black blazer, but beneath it a slinky sleeveless electric blue button up top the same shade as her nails. The top left her pierced naval exposed as well as showing off part of the infamous Ace tattoo on her hip.
It was low cut and snug fitting enough to prop up her breasts to where they were close to spilling out the top. Jill's black skirt was just as form fitting and although it was a respectable length, stopping just over her knees, it was slit up left side all the way to her hip, showing off the full length of her leg.
The blazer was short enough not to obscure the way the dress hugged her ass and showed just a flash of color from the dragon tramp stamp. Her ensemble ended in a pair of open toed stiletto heels the same blue as her shirt and were high enough to now be slightly taller than Peter, something she knew he hated, especially around clients.
Her blue tipped toes were visible along with the silver rings on them. Jill had added a silver ankle bracelet, an accessory Peter loathed ever since he'd learned that among people in the lifestyle, an anklet indicated a woman was open to fun.
She'd put more curl in her hair, then used the blow dryer to add body to it and give it the look she referred to as controlled chaos, a bit wild, but for anyone who understood hair styling, deliberately so.
Jill's make up could only be described as trashy. Electric blue eyeshadow, thick black mascara, and just a touch too much blush. Her lips were the coup de grace, her best shade of slut red applied more heavily than usual and calling attention to her full lips and making any man looking imagining where they'd look best.



But the best feature of this or any other of her come and get it ensembles was on her left finger. Her white gold wedding band and impressive diamond engagement ring nestled behind it.
Nothing sexier to her than admiring her rings while her hand was on a strong chest, or better yet wrapped around a nice fat cock. The times she pumped a guy as he came and some of his cum dripped onto her rings never failed to send a delicious shudder of forbidden pleasure through her.
She'd meant what she said, win or lose at this meeting she was going out and getting what she needed. Hopefully it was to continue a night of winning and she'd see the white icing destined to be on her body as being on a figurative cake.
If not, tonight's fuck would be one where she'd feel better than usual about Peter being upset. After all, it wasn't even close to what he deserved for potentially ruining this for them, and possibly their company in the process. All because even back then he couldn't man up and take what he wanted for himself.
"Damn, this place is something." Peter said as they took the long ride up to the top floor. "The carpeting in the elevator is expensive as hell."
"Some people believe in springing for the best." Jill told him pointedly. "Others settle for the rest."
"I think I got the best when it comes to women," he leaned in to kiss her, but she turned her head and put her hand in his face.
"Stop schmoozing, and fair warning, this goes south, you'll be lucky if I let you so much as jerk off on my feet for the next few months." She stared daggers into him. "Best you might get is to lick someone else's cum off them."
Peter tried to match her glare, but quickly gave up and looked ahead into the mirrored wall of the elevator. Jill used the mirror to adjust her long silver earrings that ended in a pearl drop shaped topaz.
They matched the silver choker with a large turquoise over the clasp. Jill enjoyed the contrast of the elegant set versus her slutty outfit and dissolute appearance the makeup leant to her.
"Of course, he has a penthouse suite," she sighed.
"It was the one Gabrielle and Christian had. It was paid for until tomorrow, they probably left him the key." Peter explained.
"But it still is a form of intimidation and showing off," Jill pointed out.
"Right," he hefted the black leather briefcase. "Not even sure why I brought this, he's only meeting with me for payback."
"You brought it because your wife won't let you take the coward's way out." She reminded him coolly.
They exited the elevator and Peter looked at the sign indicating the direction of the four suites that took up the entire top floor. He indicated the left and Jill walked down the long corridor marveling at the plush carpet, beautiful paneling, and the expensive and tasteful art adorning the walls.
A few steps from the door to Xavier's suite, Peter took her hand. Jill resisted the urge to shake it off. It would look better for them to appear to be getting along. Peter rang the bell, and a few seconds later there was a buzz, and they heard the door click.
Peter opened it and after giving her a tight smile, stepped aside to let her enter first. Whether that was trying to look chivalrous, or make her face Xavier first, she wasn't sure, but with the door now open, she wasn't going to try and argue.
She stepped into a short corridor and waited for Peter to close the door behind her before walking through the hallway and into the suite. Jill was confronted by an enormous room populated with what looked like antique mahogany furniture.
A gorgeous glass coffee table gilded in what she was sure was real gold sat amid a long black sofa with two matching recliners opposite it. On one end was a loveseat, across from that another recliner.
A large desk sat against the wall with a leather chair in front of it, and what looked to be a 65" flat screen TV on the wall to her right. To her left were sliding doors that led out to the balcony.
The drapes were open to show off the view of the Chicago skyline, and Jill found she couldn't even guess at what this suite cost for the duration of the event. She knew Christian and Gabrielle were well to do, but this was the poshest room she'd ever been in.
"Evening, Mrs. Brennan," a smooth deep voice spoke behind her. "May I get you a drink?"
She turned to see a tall man standing behind a full sized bar with an array of liquor bottles and glasses that would shame most regular drinking establishments.
Xavier Burns was as impressive as everything else in the suite. Only visible from the waist up, Jill guessed him to be at least six three for his belt to be even with the bar itself. He wore a plain white t-shirt that stretched across a set of wide shoulders and showed off a pair of well developed biceps.
His pectorals were prominent beneath the shirt further proving his muscular build. He had his arms folded over beneath his chest and Jill took in both his thick forearms and the large powerful looking hands resting lightly just over his elbows.
The neck up was just as fine. Jill hadn't bothered checking online to see what he looked like and wasn't sure what to expect. What she didn't expect was for him to have a perfectly shaved head.
It was a look she generally didn't go for, but his features were so perfect, she found herself thinking it worked for him. Even from several feet away she could see how bright his eyes were.
Not just green, but emerald; like cat's eyes. His high cheek bones, strong jaw and dimpled chin could have landed him a career in modeling, but his lips, as full and sensual as most women made him even more beautiful.
That wasn't' a word she normally used for a man, but she'd be damned if he wasn't. But not a pretty boy by any means, the set of his jaw, his strong build and those piercing eyes gave him an air of command and aura of animal magnetism no pretty boy could ever manage.
"Yes? No?" he cocked his head and she wanted to smack herself, she'd been caught by surprise, and never answered him.
"Yes, that would be lovely," she replied. "An appletini would be great."
"Jack and coke or rum and coke." Xavier flashed her a smile as amazing as the rest of him. "Anything and coke, I can't mix drinks to save my life."
"Then Jack and coke it is," she returned his smile with one of her own, and knew that smile, and the way she made it obvious her eyes were pleased with what they saw, had an air, of 'what have we here' to it, she usually reserved for her prey of the evening.
"Coming up," he picked up the bottle of Jack Daniels, while expertly flipping a glass onto the bar, he added several dollops of the strong bourbon before removing a coke from under the bar and popping it open.
He poured precious little soda into the glass, before plucking a couple of ice cubes from somewhere under the bar and adding them. Jill had approached the bar as he made the drink, her eyes on his hands and forearms, enjoying the way the tendons moved smoothly beneath his deeply tanned skin.
She noticed his eyes dart from the glass to her as she grew closer and was pleased to see them moving from her breasts to her legs. For a moment, their gazes met, and knowing she'd seen him looking, he gave her a sly smile as if to say, "got me."
Jesus, he was something. Why was he a client whose mercy they were at, and not some stud at a bar she could throw herself at?
"Sorry, I tend to make them strong." He handed her the glass. "Is it too much?"
She took a sip, pressing her lips hard enough to the glass that when she lowered it, there was lipstick on it. She released sharp breath as the bourbon burned pleasantly down her throat and left a warm happy trail down to her stomach.
"Perfect, I like my drinks, like I do everything else, hard enough to do the job."
"I like that," he laughed, a rich throaty one that she was sure made others around him laugh as well. "But I'm not surprised you'd like a bold drink; you certainly look like a bold woman."
"No, just someone who knows what they want, and doesn't see any point pretending otherwise."
"I couldn't agree more, Mrs. Brennan," he extended his hand. "Xavier Burns, pleasure to meet you."
"Jill, please," she let him take her hand and a shiver went through her when she felt the restrained power in his large grip.
He lifted her hand and gently brushed his lips across the back of it.
"Jill it is, but only if I'm Xavier, deal?"
"You're the boss," she gave him a sultry smile and didn't try to pull away when he continued to hold her hand to his face.
"Your skin cream, Epara?"
"It is," she laughed lightly, "You know your skin cream," she took a chance with her next comment. "Or is it just women's skin you're familiar with?"
"Hmm," he nodded in approval at her remark. "I am a bit of a connoisseur when it comes to cream and women's skin," he hesitated just long enough so she knew the double entendre was intentional. "I have great olfactory recall, a good memory, and..."
He lowered his voice to a secretive whisper. "I did a campaign for them a few years back and spent a month sniffing samples of all their products," he gave her a wink and released her hand.
"No wonder it sells so well," Jill nodded. "Your reputation is well earned."
"Depends on which one we're talking about." He told her in an easy tone that told her he was no stranger to flirting.
Her eyes darted to his left hand, no wedding band. Amazing he was still single, or maybe he never wore one. Not that it mattered considering her reason for being there, but she wondered if he were a smooth harmless flirt, or did he back his smack?
"H...hey Xavier," Peter spoke behind her.
She'd been so enamored; she had forgotten he was somewhere behind her. But the second he spoke, she wanted to roll her eyes. He stammered just saying hello and she could hear the nerves in his voice.
The way Xavier's upper lip twitched fractionally before turning into a tight smile told her he'd heard it to.
"Peter, it's been a long time." He came out from behind the bar, and walked over, his hand extended.
Jill turned and watched him shake Peter's hand. It wasn't lost on her, that he didn't even offer her husband a drink, and she took two long swallows of hers to try and settle her nerves, because she already had a bad feeling about how this was going to go.
The muscles in Xavier's forearm bunched and she saw Peter wince as he squeezed his hand too hard. Seeing the two of them side by side, she couldn't believe they were the same age.
Peter had held up well over the years, but his former roommate and friend could pass for a much younger man. Jill couldn't help dropping her gaze to check out the waist down.
Xavier wore a pair of black jeans with rips in them, the kind people paid extra to come ripped no doubt, and they were as snug as the shirt. His waist was narrow in comparison to his shoulders, and she resisted the urge to suck on her lower lip at the size of the bulge between his thighs.
"I appreciate you meeting us," Peter extricated his hand from Xavier's. "How was your flight?"
"It was a flight, and its no trouble, I'm sure this will be quick."
He turned and walked to the center of the room, flopping down in one of the recliners opposite the couch. "Come on over and have a seat."
Jill glanced Peter's way and saw he already looked defeated. She wasn't sure she could blame him, but for fucks sake, couldn't he at least try to look confident? They sat on the couch, and as Peter put the brief case on the coffee table and opened it, Jill leaned back into the plush cushion.
She crossed her left leg over her right knee, giving Xavier a full view all the way to her hip. He made no attempt to hide he was following the maneuver, and as he had at the bar, he gave her a coy smile when he noticed her noticing.
"I'm sure Christian and Gabrielle filled you in on our meetings, and what they were looking for," Peter pulled out the red binder containing a copy of the campaign.
"They did," Xavier had brought his drink with him, a something and coke, and as he sipped it, his eyes met hers.
"I hope they told you how happy they were with it," Jill chimed in before sipping her own drink.
"They did say they were impressed," he smiled, giving her some hope, then quickly took it away. "But they tend to be a little impulsive and enthusiastic, that's why they pay me, to save them from them, and wasting money and time as they have so often in the past."
"I've been accused of being a lot of things, but never a waste of time," Jill kept up the flirting, then made a show of chugging the rest of her drink, before licking her lips. "Damn that went down easy."
Xavier began to speak but stopped when Peter hissed at her. "Jill, please!"
She looked his way and their eyes met, Peter's expression clearly said, "cool it!" and in a rare instance, she wondered if he were right, she might be going to far.
"Have to say you surprise me Peter." Even though he addressed him, Xavier's eyes remained on her. "I didn't think you had it in you."
"What? That I could have my own firm?"
"No, that doesn't surprise me, you did have talent, and if nothing else, you demonstrated you'd stop at nothing to get what you wanted."
He delivered the statement conversationally, but Jill felt as if he'd kicked her in the stomach. Peter was right, this meeting was nothing but a set up for Xavier to pay him back for betraying him.
"I was speaking about Jill," Xavier continued in that smooth, melodic, meant for radio voice. "You not only punched over your weight class, but I daresay you landed a flat out trophy wife."
"Jill went to school for fashion and marketing, she's a legitimate partner and contributor in our firm."
"I'm more than a pretty face is what he's saying," Jill joked to try and keep it light.
"I'm sorry if either of you feel insulted, I meant it as a compliment," he pointed to Jill. "Both to your beauty, and to Peter's being savvy enough to know he has a secret weapon at his disposal if he needs it."
"What's that supposed to mean?" For the first time Peter didn't sound nervous, instead he had that tone of indignation he often had with her.
"Simply that she's distracting and knows it. Lot of men still think with the wrong head, and I'm sure Jill can get the little one to make the big one a bit fuzzy when it comes to what they agree too."
"I know the last time we saw each other didn't end well," Peter had an edge to his voice. "But that's no reason to insult my wife."
"I don't believe she's offended," he gestured to her with his glass. "Are you insulted, Jill?"
"Not at all," she slid her heel over her knee, easing it out of the strap, and let her shoe dangle from her toes. "If you got it flaunt it," she met his gaze. "Men can do that to, but I think you know that don't you?"
"I like you, Jill," he leaned forward and put his glass on the table, his eyes lingering on her legs. "You weren't blowing smoke about being bold."
"Smoke isn't something I'd consider worth blowing."
"Now I'm really surprised, unless he's changed quite a bit, Peter never struck me as someone who could handle a woman who's so blatant in her sexuality."
"I thought we were here to talk business, not my marriage." Peter leaned over to hand Xavier the proposal.
"We'll get there," Xavier took the binder, but didn't open it. "I'm getting acquainted with your wife. Is that okay?"
"Acquainted and crude innuendos are different things."
"Huh, and here I thought I was the one with green eyes." Xavier smirked. "You know jealousy is a sign of low self-esteem, right?"
"Xavier," Peter began, but Jill cut him off before he could shoot his way out of any slim chance they might have.
"Peter doesn't like that I dress for attention, likes it less that I get it."
"This isn't the time," Peter whispered so quietly she could barely hear him.
"Understandable. I imagine seeing you're younger and so out of his league he worries about other men swooping in."
"He's right here," Peter scowled. "And he wants to talk shop."
"You're right, he has issues with me showing off and being a little flirty but know what I say?" she pushed herself from the cushion and put her glass on the table.
She made sure to lean over far enough to give him a look down her shirt and catch a glimpse of her lace teal bra.
"My body, my rules." She finished as she straightened and matched Xavier's smile with one of her own.
"I do believe my old friend is out of his league in every way. Obvious who wears the pants here."
"I prefer pants to be on the floor rather than still being worn." Jill leaned back into the sofa and cross her legs once more.
Xavier's gaze returned to her legs, and his eyes narrowed. Jill wasn't sure what had his attention until he asked.
"Are we talking about just Peter's pants?"
The anklet. Xavier knew just what it meant, at least in combination with her bold behavior. The thrill she would have normally felt at a man that hot knowing she could be had, was mixed with the place and time, would this hurt their chances?
"Enough about this," Peter had that same childish put off tone he always had with her on the subject, and she was sure if Xavier still had any doubt he'd just removed it.
"All I can say is talk about irony," Xavier muttered and this time there was no smile on his face.
He lifted the proposal and opened it. "Let's see what we have here, shall we?"
"Please do," Jill looked quickly at Peter, but he was leaning forward, his hands clasped in his lap so he wouldn't run them through his hair.
They remained silent as Xavier slowly turned each page, thoroughly reading everything. Jill knew he was taking his time on purpose to ramp up their nerves, odds are he already heard about it from his bosses.
Jill forced herself to remain still and quiet, and to not look back at Peter even though she could feel him looking her way several times.
"Hmm," Xavier looked over the last page and closed the binder. "This is good work. I like the concept; the art mockups are flashy and appealing. I can tell your wife had a hand in this, Peter, your work is always technically solid, but you lack splash, and this has a lot of that."
"Thank you," Jill beamed at him.
"I have to say this time I agree with Chris and Gabby, this is exactly the type of ad they need."
"Good to hear," Peter spoke slowly to keep his nerves in check as he pulled a manilla envelop from the briefcase. "We drew up a contract. Once you sign it, we'll call the office tomorrow and have people start working on it so by the time we get back in two days they'll have some initial..."
He trailed off when Xavier shook his head.
"Oh, I'm not signing anything, Peter."
"But you said it was just what they needed!" he protested.
"It is, and it's a shame to turn down such quality work, but I'll be telling Chris and Gabby its not what they need." He tapped the binder. "Going to take a good lie as to why, but I'll come up with something."
"I...I don't understand," Peter kept pressing. "They saw this, they know what's in it. Aren't they going to question why you turned it down?"
"I get paid for years of expertise and to do what's best for them, and I can easily convince them anything I decide is what's best for them."
"But..."
"Oh, for fuck's sake!" Xavier exclaimed, causing Jill to flinch at the volume and power in his voice when he raised it. "Are you really this stupid? You know damn well why I'm shooting this down!"
"Xavier, that was thirty years ago!"
"Yes, which makes this all the sweeter, I knew this day would come, Peter, and now that its here?" he laughed. "The look on your face is even better than I imagined."
"How about being professional and not personal?" Peter asked. "You know this is what they want."



"Professional? You have balls using that word! Is fucking over your best friend professional? Costing me a job, costing a woman who never did anything to you her job?"
"Not for nothing, but you landed on your feet and have done damn well for yourself," Peter argued. "You've been at the top of the game for years, gone from firm to firm to the highest bidder, worked on international campaigns, you going to tell me I really set you back that far?"
"It was the fucking point! You traitorous piece of shit!" Xavier shouted at him. "We'd been friends since freshmen year of High school, we were like brothers, and you did that to me for a fucking job?"
"I...you knew my situation, I had nothing to fall back on! Your parents..."
"Cut me off after that!" Xavier hissed. "Their lawyer went back and told them about the video, and they were furious that I'd risk my future over a piece of ass. Not only told me they wouldn't send me anymore money, but don't come home.
"I spent months doing shit jobs and living in one room rat traps and that's when I could afford one, other times I slept in the park. Every place I went for a job I was turned down because that miserable POS Harris bad mouthed me."
"Jesus, I never knew, I thought you went back home," Peter said softly.
"And Julie? Her husband ended up finding out why she really got fired. He smacked the shit out of her and threw her out, and she had to move back home to Colorado because she had nowhere to go either."
Xavier took a breath and lowered his voice.
"I know now I shouldn't have been messing around with her. But she was older, hot, and fed me the lines she got no attention, he doesn't understand, all that crap I bought at 2. But she wasn't a bad person, and she shouldn't have lost her job and got outed because my alleged best friend shoved it up my ass because he was too gutless to let the best man win.
"I followed your career, Peter you are good at what you do, which makes what you did to me even worse. So convinced you'd lose out to me. How do you know you wouldn't have been the winner anyway?
"Xavier, I can't change what I did, and all I can do is say I'm sorry." Peter offered. "If there's anything else I can do, I'll do it."
"Like I said, been following you. I know you lost a couple of clients recently, a lot of people have, that's why this conference is so busy. So many people took hits when the economy tanked last year. You're barely afloat, and I know how bad you need this."
He flipped the binder back into the briefcase.
"This is where I ask you how does it feel to be fucked over? To have something you worked your ass off for taken away from you by someone who just wants to be a petty dick to you?"
"Xavier," Jill waited until he looked her way. "Peter told me what happened before we came here. I am so angry at him, so ashamed of him. What he did was awful, but I didn't do that to you, and I'm going to lose my business too."
She leaned forward and put her hands out imploringly.
"We have twenty-three employees who might not have a job soon. They're good people with families and they work hard, and they never wronged you. Why make them pay for what he did to you a lifetime ago?"
Xavier frowned and looked away when she tried to make eye contact.
"He's my husband, but I'm well aware he doesn't have enough backbone to own his shit, and trust me, I'll make sure he never forgets that he put me and our company in this spot."
"Something tells me you are a little bit of what he deserves," Xavier remained looking at his feet as he spoke. "I'm good at reading people, and watching you and how he reacted to you," he shrugged.
"It is a sweet little joke that a man who got me fired for fooling around with a married woman has a wife that fools around."
"No one said she does that!" Peter chirped. "That's a..."
"And still can't own your shit," Xavier grunted. "I see how she's dressed, the way she acts, that bracelet." He looked up and gave Jill a weak smile.
"Okay, like the skin cream, I'll own up. I heard a rumor your missus was seen leaving a bar with a man that wasn't you down in Jacksonville at last year's conference. I got a big kick out of it, bigger kick now because I see you don't like it, back then I thought maybe she was bringing him back to your hotel for a ménage a trois."
"You're right, he hates it and I make his life miserable over it," Jill was grasping at any straw that presented itself. "I'm not dressed like this to impress you; I don't shit where I eat. I'm dressed like this because from here I'm going to have some fun."
"Jesus Christ," Peter groaned, his face flushing. "I can't believe you're telling him this."
"See?" she pointed to him. "I do this to him all the time and he hates it. He's paying a price, and like you said there's poetic justice to it, no?"
"I suppose there is," Xavier smirked. "Peter Brennan a cuck. Now it makes sense how you landed a ride you obviously can't handle, it's because she spends her time taking others for a ride."
"Let's go, Jill," Peter slammed the brief case shut. "He's made up his mind, and I'm not going to sit here and listen to this shit."
"Sit down!" she demanded when he rose. "This is your fault and you're not going anywhere until we get this deal done."
Peter glared down at her.
"I said sit down and for once in your life be a man and face up to a problem."
She gave him a hard look until he slowly sank back down to the couch.
"That was worth the price of admission," Xavier chuckled.
"I'm appealing to your sense of fairness," Jill tried again. "You lost everything because of what someone else did. You really going to do that to our people?"
"I'm not doing it," he pointed to Peter. "He is."
"They don't know that, and even if I told them? You're the one who could have been a bigger man and decided not to."
"But I wouldn't have a grudge if it never happened," he nodded as if to himself. "I vowed the day I found out what he did, that I would get even no matter how long it took. If your firm closes, he'll have all that guilt on him, have all those people's fates on his hands."
He pointed to Peter.
"You been sleeping just fine the last thirty years, time for that to change. Time for you to feel some pain."
"But I..."
"Jill, I like you," Xavier interrupted her. "Smart, strong, sexy as fuck, all the things he doesn't deserve, but that's nowhere near enough to make me change my mind."
"Well, if you think I'm hot," she could feel Peter glaring at her. "Maybe..."
"No," he waved his hand at her. "I'm not that easy, Jill. I was flirting with you to piss him off, and honestly, to maybe give him a little hope his pretty little wife could show some leg, make some off color remarks, and make me go soft by getting hard."
"Because that's the thing, Jill," Xavier gestured to Peter. "He knows you're that weapon I talked about, and when it suits him, he's fine with you wearing a free lunch sign, but only as bait that he can pull away in the end."
"No," she shook her head. "I call the shots."
"You just said you don't shit where you eat, but you just showed you'll dangle your pretty little carrot, now won't you? No, caving to you is giving him a win, so you can stop playing games, I know he's in on it."
"Jill, this isn't going anywhere." Peter tried to stand again, but her hand flashed out and caught his wrist.
"Neither are you, this isn't over." She gave her head a defiant toss, "You might be accustomed to losing, but I'm not."
"Again, I admire the fire, Jill," Xavier gave her a nod of respect. "But this isn't between us, its about him and I."
"And you and I can make it about him."
Jill leaned over and picked up the manilla envelope, she slid out the two page contract, and plucked a pen from inside Peter's suit jacket. Rising from the couch she walked around the coffee table and sat down next to Xavier who looked at her suspiciously.
"How about," she put the contract and pen down on the table in front of him. "You sign this, and then take your rival's wife for a long hard nasty ride?"
"Jill!" Peter shot up from the couch. "Get your ass over here now, we're leaving!"
"See how mad he is?" she put her hand on Xavier's thigh. "How's that for revenge?"
Xavier eyed her hand but didn't try to move it.
"Yeah, that's right," Jill lowered her voice to her best sultry purr. "You want revenge? What better revenge then having his wife's mouth on your cock?"
Her hand slid further up his thigh and closer to his crotch as she continued in a smoky voice that oozed sex and promise.
"Your cock in his wife's hot cunt. Making his woman squeal while you take her the way he never could."
Jill went all in and put her hand on his cock, pleased at both how hard, and how big, he felt.
"You can have anything you want, anyway you want it. I'm all yours. You can take all that anger out on me, punish my body the way you wish you could punish him."
She rubbed his cock, ignoring Peter demanding her to get away from Xavier.
"Listen to him, and this is just me touching you. Imagine him spending the rest of his life knowing you had me. Not just had me but treated me like a whore. Like some dirty skank you found at a seedy bar.
"I'll be your slut, Xavier, your porn star, the wildest nastiest fuck you've ever had, and he is going to live with that."
She gave his cock a squeeze, her nipples stiffening and her pussy gushing at how thick it was. He released a low groan and his chest heaved as his breathing became heavier.
"He's going to have to live with not just knowing you fucked me, but that it happened because of what an asshole he was to you. So spineless he couldn't go man on man with you, and all these years later, his wife has to seal the deal with her body to save our business."
She leaned in and whispered in his ear.
"If you don't sign, he'll blame you when it comes to telling people they no longer have a job. Sign and not a day will go by that he won't know what you did to his wife. Know why? Because I'll remind him every day. I torment him now by fucking random men, imagine having this over him?"
"Hmm," Xavier's eyes were now looking down her top as she stroked his cock harder through his jeans. "That's a pretty picture you're painting," he whispered.
"Not as pretty as you painting my face, or my tits, my ass, or anywhere else you want to cover his wife with all that sticky white cum." She sighed in his ear. "Unless of course you just want me to swallow it or shoot it deep inside his wife's cunt."
"Very enticing," Xavier grabbed her hand and removed it from his crotch, putting it on her leg. "But I'm not biting."
"Biting?" she repeated, stunned that he had just refused her.
"I told you, I know this game. He's acting all pissed off, but still over there, not even trying to come get you."
"Because he's gutless," she told him. "He knows I do what and who I want. That's why this will be so much better revenge for you! He's helpless to stop us."
"I'm no fool. I agree, he leaves, we go into the bedroom. You'll strip down, touch me a little, let me touch you, you'll tell me to sign and the second I do, your clothes are back on, you're out the door and the two of you are drinking champagne to how you tricked me."
"See, Jill, he's too smart for this," Peter was in full desperation mode, taking Xavier's side in pretending she wouldn't go through with it. "Let's go, it's my fault, and I'll figure something out."
"Oh, baby," Jill switched off to a little girl voice, complete with a full slut red pout. "You really think this bad girl won't take good care of you?"
"That's what I think. That, and he's right, time for you two to go home and lick your wounds."
"I'd rather lick your cock, baby," she cooed. "And if I'm a good girl for you maybe you'll lick my cunt, make me cum harder than he ever has."
"You're a tempting woman, Jill," he told her and between the way his face had flushed and the slight tremor in his voice, she knew she was getting to him. "But I told you, I already know what's going to happen once he leaves."
"That's where you're wrong, sweetie," Jill slowly ran her tongue over her lips before whispering. "Who said he's leaving?"
Chapter Four
"What!?!" Both Peter and Xavier exclaimed at the same time.
"That's right, he's going to sit right there," Jill pointed to the recliner to her right. "So he can have an up close view of what you're going to do to his wife," she flicked her tongue at him. "And what I'm going to do to you."
"Bullshit!" Peter yelled at her. "You get your ass back over here now!"
"See that?" Jill asked Xavier who was still sitting there with a stunned look on his face. "You think he'd be that mad if he thought I was kidding? He knows I'm serious, you know why?"
"Tell me," Xavier asked softly.
"Because I've done it before." She nodded as his green eyes grew even wider. "That's right, when I'm really pissed at him because I get tired of his whining or he does something totally fucking stupid, I bring home a man and make him watch me fuck," she flashed a nasty smile. "Right there in our bed."
"I said, let's go!" Peter came around the table but stopped when Xavier rose to stand between the two of them.
"Hold on, old friend," Xavier put his hand up. "I'm still listening to your wife's pitch," he looked down at her, his eyes on her tits. "It's getting more intriguing by the minute."
Jill rose to her feet.
"See this?" she eased the top of her skirt down far enough to show him the full tattoo on her hip. "Everyman's Ace, true back then, and just as true now. I don't blow smoke honey, I suck cock, any one I want, any time I want."
"Goddamn," for the first time, Xavier's determination to send them away seemed to waver. "You're not kidding."
"Now," she eased the skirt back up. "With that juicy little caveat thrown in, are you still going to tell me this isn't a better revenge? Ruining Peter financially is a temporary setback, one he can recover from because you know my husband will land a good job with his experience.
"But fucking his wife?" Jill slipped the blazer off and tossed it behind her, giving Xavier a view of her in just the short tight sleeveless top. "Honey, there's no coming back from that. This will leave a bitter taste in his mouth for the rest of his days."
She released a practiced naughty giggle. "Might leave a taste in mine too, but it'll be far from bitter," she reached between Xavier's legs and grabbed his still hard cock. "Isn't that right, baby?"
"Don't listen to her, this isn't happening," Peter stepped forward and froze when Xavier put his hand on his chest to stop him from getting to her.
"I don't think that's your decision to make, Peter," he said quietly. "Seems to me you're helpless to stop this."
"Same way you were helpless to stop what happened to you," Jill egged him on. Rubbing his cock once again through his jeans. "Difference is he went behind your back, but tonight? He'll see it coming," she laughed. "Literally, and can't do a thing about it."
"Damn, I like you," Xavier put his hand on her bare shoulder and gently ran his fingers down her arm, sending a shiver through her. "You have a mean streak in you, don't you?"
"I like to put my husband in his place when he needs it, and I don't think he's ever needed it this bad."
"Fine, you do what you want," Pater backed away. "You always do anyway, but I'm leaving."
"You leave, I don't sign." Xavier told him. "Your wife made me an offer I'm more than willing to accept, but if you leave? She can leave with you, and you go home with nothing."
"Or you swallow your pride while you watch me swallow something else," Jill told him. "And we seal this deal and go home with the biggest account we've ever had, and you'll be a hero to our employees."
"This isn't fair," Peter whispered, and Jill could see him beginning to cave.
"I can't believe you'd say that to me." Xavier slipped his arm around Jill's shoulders, his hand caressing her upper arm. "Christ, Brennan, you're getting this deal after being a first class dick to me, and it's your wife doing the dirty work."
"Oh, honey," she squeezed his cock. "Trust me, this won't be work."
"J...Jill," Peter's stammer was accompanied by his hand running through his hair. "Its not worth it, and," he snapped his fingers. "Think about what he was worried about, what if you fuck him and he doesn't sign?"
"Then at least I got a good fuck and pissed you off," Jill took Xavier's hand and put it on her breast. She released a soft moan at the way it fit perfectly into his large palm, and when he gave her a gentle squeeze, an electric shock of pleasure went through her, God she was wet!
"I think I'd be willing to bargain in good faith that Xavier, unlike you, has some scruples and if I take good care of him, he'll take good care of me, right, baby?"
She caught his cheek, and turned his head. Jill was tall enough in her fuck me shoes to be able to lean up to kiss him. Xavier flinched slightly in surprise but didn't stop her. Jill's soft lips barely grazed his, and moving her head, she traced a slow gently circle over his, before punctuating the kiss by playfully flicking her tongue across his upper lip.
"You get me, we get your company's business, do we have a deal?"
Xavier, still surprised, and aroused, by the teasing kiss, paused, trying to maintain his control. He gave a slow nod, then raised his finger.
"Only if he stays, as fine as you are, and good as I know you'll be, its only works if he sees it happen." He gave her an incongruously nervous smile. "You know, I've never had sex in front of anyone before."
"No?" Jill asked. "Trust me, it makes it that much better, especially when the person watching is being humiliated." A cold smile spread across her lips. "And I will make sure that happens.
"Take your contract and shove it up your ass." Peter turned and walked back around the table. "I'll see you whenever you decide to slink back to the hotel, Jill."
Jill pushed the surprised Xavier out of the way and in four long strides caught Peter by the arm. He spun around, and grabbing his tie, she yanked him towards her.
"You sit in that fucking chair, and you watch your wife do what your useless ass can't, save our business."
"Let me go," he hissed at her.
"You walk, I walk," she threatened. "I will leave you over this, Peter. I swear to God, I will. This was our dream, and I won't lose it because of a bullshit stunt you pulled."
"Not like your mine, anyway," he whispered, glancing over his shoulder at Xavier.
"Mine?" she rolled her eyes. "I am not a possession, no one is. Nothing has changed Peter, you can have me as your wife, the woman you love, your partner, but you don't own my body. That's mine to do with as I please. You chose this when we got married, up to you if you still want it."
"Jill, I..." his usual indecisive look was back. "Y... you know I love you, but I...with him?"
"With him, and you only have yourself to blame. This time I shit where I eat, and all because of you." She shook her head. "Tell me, Peter is it because I'm fucking another man or is it because he knows you and now knows what a sad little cuck you turned out to be?"
When he didn't answer, she let his tie go. "Sit the fuck down and make some money or go the fuck home a soon to be single man."
She stepped back from him, watching his face, which was flushed with anger and shame, that mix of emotion she was all too familiar with, and in times like this, lived for. His mouth opened, but nothing came out.
Jill cocked her head as if saying "well?"
Peter's eyes stared hard into hers, but after a few moments of silence, he turned sank down into the recliner with the air of a drowning man going down for the final time.
"Holy shit," Xavier exclaimed behind her. "He's really going to do it."



"Peter always does as told, don't you, sweetie?" When he didn't answer, she repeated the question. "I said, don't you?"
"Yes, Jill," he answered in a bare whisper.
"Xavier, be a dear and move the table towards your chair, I think we'll need the couch and some more room to put on a show."
"Yes, Jill," Xavier laughed and when she turned he was already moving over to the other side of the table. Between the glass and the solid frame, it wasn't light, and she admired the way his muscles bunched as he pushed it towards the chair.
Jill sauntered around the table and approached Xavier who was smiling like the cat that ate the canary.
"What do you say, sexy," she put her hands on his strong chest, "You want to kiss his wife?"
"I'm going to do more than that," he told her. "I'm going to..." he stopped when she put her hand on his cheek and turned his head towards Peter.
"Tell him what you're going to do."
"I...I'm going to fuck your wife."
"That sounded like a question," Jill chided him. "Say it the way you're going to do it."
Xavier glanced briefly at her, and when she wagged her tongue provocatively at him, smiled.
"Peter, I'm going to fuck your wife like you never have."
"How?" Jill pressed.
"I'm going to treat her like the dirty whore she is, use her anyway I want, and you're going to sit there and watch every second of it, aren't you?"
Peter looked away and Jill barked.
"Answer him!"
"I," Peter, his face red and a dark vein throbbing angrily at his temple, swallowed before speaking in a voice constricted with rage. "Am going to watch you fuck my wife."
"What kind of wife is she?" Xavier asked, and the question caused her nipples to ache with excitement, he wasn't just going to fuck her, he was already fully into the game.
"My...whore of a wife," Peter repeated, now glaring at her.
"I am a whore, aren't I?" Jill asked. "Sucking cock for a contract, no different than fucking for money is it?"
"You are a whore, Jill," Peter hissed.
"Hmm, I love it when he gets mad!" She laughed, then turned Xavier's cheek so he was now facing her. "Shall we?"
Xavier's answer was to taker her face in his hands and give her a hard kiss. Jill groaned at how forcefully his lips pressed to hers, and eagerly returned the kiss with equal fervor.
His hands left her face, sliding around her waist, and her pussy flowed at the way he crushed her against his hard body. His strong hands roamed over her bare shoulders and down her back.
She groaned when they dipped down to her ass, one firm cheek in each hand, and gave them a hard squeeze. Jill ground her hips into him, her nipples and clit aching at the sensation of his hard cock pushing into her stomach.
She parted her lips and drover her tongue between his. She swirled her tongue around his mouth, picking up the taste of the Jim Beam he'd been drinking. Jill ran her hands up his arms and along his muscular back, sliding one up over his smooth bald head.
Gently pulling his head back, she eased her lips slightly away from his and whispered, "He needs to see," she then slipped her tongue out, teasing his lips. Xavier's green eyes glinted with lust and excitement as he stuck his tongue out and they made a show of their French kissing.
Her eyes darted to Peter who had slumped back into the chair with an air of resignation. But his eyes were on them, anger and humiliation battling for supremacy on his face.
Xavier grabbed the end of her hair and yanked roughly on it, pulling her head back while sending a fresh wave of moist heat through her yearning cunt. His lips left hers and fastened to her neck, kissing her with an urgency that had her squirming against him.
"Oh, fuck yeah," she breathed turning her head enough to be able to smile at Peter while grabbing the back of Xavier's head and holding his face to her neck. "Show him how much you want his wife."
Xavier's hands slipped between them, cupping her breasts, and squeezing them through her silky top while his lips and tongue worked the soft creamy skin of her neck.
"That feels so good, baby," she purred. "But I think we have a problem."
Xavier raised his head from her neck, a look of uncertainty on his face.
"What's wrong?"
"The two of us have way too many clothes on."
She grabbed the bottom of his shirt and tugged it up, exposing his hard well defined abdomen. Already sucking on her lower lip, she pulled it higher and Xavier removed his hands from her to lift his arms up.
Staring at Peter as she did it, she peeled his shirt off and tossed it behind her.
"Oh, look at this," Jill cooed, running her hands over Xavier's thick well-muscled chest and stomach. "Now this is a man who knows how to stay in shape, not soft like you are."
Peter's jaw clenched at the remark, but he remained silent. Partly from being so angry he probably couldn't manage to choke the words out, but also from the experience of knowing anything he said, Jill would turn around on him in another nasty remark.
Jill leaned up and kissed Xavier again, her mouth wide, trying to devour his mouth in an exaggerated porn star style kiss designed to give Peter a full view of the action. She captured Xavier's nipples between her blue tipped fingers and made him gasp when she gave them a pinch.
Jill ducked her head, this time kissing his neck, making a show of sliding her tongue along the length of it, before kissing and sucking on it. Xavier's hands went back to her breasts, but she pushed them away.
He didn't resist her doing so, and dropped them down to rest on her hips, allowing her to dictate the game. Jill slid her tongue down the middle of his chest, then over to his left nipple, giving her infuriated husband a good look at her running her tongue around his rival's nipple.
"Your wife's good with her tongue," Xavier seemed to have no problem following her lead, taunting Peter. "Bet she's going to do an even better job on my balls."
"Hmm-mm!" Jill moaned in agreement as she sucked on his nipple.
She pressed her lips hard into his chest and removed them, admiring the perfect lip print around his nipple. Jill tongued the other, and felt Xavier tugging on her hips, pulling her into him, his hips pushing into her impatiently.
Jill gave his nipple a quick kiss, then gave him a shove. Caught off guard, Xavier took a half step back, his knees hitting the back of the couch and fell into a sitting position.
She tapped his foot with hers, and taking the hint, he leaned over and removed his shoes and socks. As he did, she sauntered over to Peter.
"I know these shoes are hot, Xavier, but I don't think you want to risk any holes in you, do you?"
"I want you naked except for your jewelry," he told her, his eyes glinting with anticipation. "Especially those pretty wedding rings of yours."
"You sure you haven't cucked anyone before?: Jill giggled. "You're pretty good so far."
"I'm just following your lead."
"Take my shoes off," Jill lifted her right leg and placed her heeled foot on Peter's knee.
He grunted in disgust and folded his arms over his chest like a defiant child.
"I said take my fucking shoe off!' she hissed, and leaned forward, putting her weight onto her foot, and making the pointed heel dig into the soft flesh over his knee.
"Jill, please," he whispered, "Just get it over with."
"It lasts as long as I want it to, and the more you piss me off, the longer it goes. Now be a good little boy and take my shoes off, Xavier wants to feel my soft feet on his chest and shoulders and wherever else they want to wander to."
"Yeah, Pete, be a good little boy over there" he laughed. "Maybe if you behave I'll only fuck her once."
"Shut the..." Peter stopped when Jill clapped her hand over his mouth.
"You shut up! This is all on you, you little shit! I would never do this with a client, and you know it. Everything I do is on you, so deal with it."
"Actually, it's going to be all over your wife's pretty face," Xavier chirped behind her.
"Shoe, now."
Jill released his mouth and tapped her foot. Peter's hands shook as he slid the strap off her ankle with one, while sliding the shoe off her foot with the other. He let it drop to the floor, and putting her hand on his shoulder for balance, she lifted her leg, and put her foot in his face.
"You know what to do," she told him.
Peter's eyes darted to Xavier, then back to her. She raised her eyebrows and with a disgusted grunt, he opened his mouth and sucked on her toes.
"Good doggie," she patted his head and laughed at the look he gave her.
She watched him lick each of her toes before lowering her foot and putting the other up on his knee. This time Peter quickly removed her shoe, flipping it contemptuously behind him.
But he obediently opened his mouth and took her toes into it. Jill tilted her foot up, so the bottom of it was in his face. "Lick it," she demanded.
Peter mumbled something but put his tongue out and starting at her heel ran it up and down her foot several times.
"Christ, you're like a dog lapping up water, and you wonder why I hardly ever let you lick my cunt."
She pushed her foot in his face, shoving his head back, then spun on her feel and sauntered back to Xavier. Putting her back to him, she unhooked her skirt and pushed it over her hips. Jill shimmied side to side, slowly lowering the skirt.
She pushed it down to the floor, so she was completely bent over, and Xavier whistled. "Damn, your wife has a fine ass!"
Jill yelped in surprise when Xavier caught her with a playful slap to her right cheek. She remained bent over and wiggled her hips, and he delivered a harder slap to the other side.
Jill straightened and kicked the skirt into the air, sending it at Peter. He angrily swatted it away, making her laugh. Keeping her back to Xavier, she put her arms over her head, taking her long hair up with it, and swayed seductively.
She eased backwards until her ass was directly in Xavier's face and sighed when he kissed one side of her ass, then the other. He pulled the string of her lace blue thong to the side, and she moaned, a shudder running through her, when he ran his tongue through the crack of her ass.
Jill bent over, lowering her ass, and pushed it into his lap. Putting her hands on her knees, she worked her ass in slow circles, grinding it into his hard cock. Xavier slipped his arm around her waist and yanked her backwards.
She fell back into him, her back pressed to his chest and her legs between his. Jill lifted her legs, placing her feet on his knees. Xavier found the top button of her shirt and deftly popped it open.
Jill ground on his lap as he slowly unbuttoned her shirt, her eyes fixed on Peter, watching him watch Xavier finish unbuttoning her shirt and pull it open to expose the skimpy blue lace bra that matched her thong.
She leaned forward enough for him top slip it from her shoulders and pull it off. Jill's breath caught when Xavier, with a skill that didn't surprise her, flicked open her bra with the fingers of one hand.
With the other, he brushed her hair to the side and softly kissed the back of her neck. Jill's breathing grew heavier, and her face flushed as rather than just whip her bra off, Xavier started at the tip of her right shoulder and left a trail of maddeningly slow soft kisses across her upper back.
"Yes," she moaned as she leaned further forward, and he trailed his lips down to the middle of her back while his fingers eased the straps of the bra down her arms. "That feels good, baby, its so nice to be with a man who knows how to treat a woman."
"I might not be so nice in a few minutes," he whispered in her ear.
"Like I said, a man who knows how to treat a woman," she lifted her arms, allowing him to push straps past her elbows, then slipped out of the bra.
Jill raised her arms up, and Xavier whipped her bra off, and as she had done, threw it at Peter who remained still, letting it hit his arm and fall to the floor.
Xavier's hands slid over her breasts, and Jill groaned as his palms grazed her nipples. He squeezed her breasts, and she put her hands over his, pressing them harder against her.
"Your wife's got some firm tits," Xavier captured her nipples between his long thick fingers. "Can't wait to suck on them."
"Whatever," Peter mumbled, but his eyes were on her tits, and Jill could see that train wreck fascination she'd seen in him whenever she'd let a man take her in front of him.
Jill moaned as Xavier rolled her swollen rosy nipples then yipped when he gave them a light pinch. He eased her back against him and nibbled gently on her ear while he pleasured her nipples.
She shifted on his lap, adjusting herself so she could let her head fall back and rest on his shoulder as he now kissed and sucked on her neck. Her hips were now working in slow sensual circles on his lap, teasing his trapped cock through his jeans.
She could feel his hips rocking up into her, but he continued to work her neck and fondle her tits in a deliciously unhurried manner. His right hand left her breast and slid down her stomach, pausing to playfully flick the pendent in her navel.
When his fingers dipped lower and teased along the edge of her thong, Jill whimpered softly, arching her back and thrusting upwards, encouraging him to keep going.
His fingers entered her thong, gently rubbing the patch of now moist pubic hair on her mound, as he continued to kiss her neck while playing with her nipple. Losing patience, she grabbed his wrist and shoved his hand down her thong.
His fingers slid over and through the slick pink lips of her pussy, and she released a loud moan. When Xavier found her clit with his fingertip and rubbed it in a slow circle, her moan turned to whimper, and she squirmed against him.
Jill grabbed the thong and yanked it to the side so Peter could see their soon to be client fingering his wife's cunt. Xavier took it further, slipping his hand from between her legs, he grabbed the thin strip of material over her hip.
She cried out in both surprise and excitement when he yanked hard, tearing it from the thong. He tugged, and Jill pushed against his knees lifting herself high enough he could pull the torn thong from her body.
He brought his hand up over her shoulder and pressed the crotch of the thong to his face, inhaling deeply. He flung it at Peter, and this time he moved, ducking to the side as the thong hit the back of the chair.
"How's your wife look naked on my lap?" Xavier asked, his hand slipping back between her legs.
Peter's reply was to lower his eyes, but when Xavier boldly pushed two fingers inside her, making Jill squeal in delight, they shifted back to watch.
"Fuck, she's wet," Xavier exclaimed. "Guess she really does need some real attention."
"Wet for you, baby," Jill moaned, pumping her hips to push his fingers deeper. "Wet for your hard body and that big fucking cock you're going to be shoving into his wife's wet cunt."
"Going in his wife's mouth first," Xavier promised. "Isn't that right, Jill?"
"I can already taste it," she said softly as she rocked into his fingers. "Going to give you the best head you've ever had, suck that big dick and drain your balls down my fucking throat!"
"Nasty little thing, isn't she?" Xavier's thumb found her swollen clit and Jill's body jerked as a shock of pleasure ran through her.
"See this?" she glared at Peter. "I'm supposed to be earning the contract and here he is making me come first! That's what a man does, he takes care of his woman, doesn't leave her having to use toys to get a decent orgasm!"
"Going to make her come on my lap like a cheap slut in the back of a strip club," Xavier chuckled.
"What do you mean like a cheap slut, she giggled, then gasped when he curled his fingers inside her sopping slit and rubbed her clit harder.
Xavier squeezed her nipple more firmly between his fingers and angling his head, nuzzled her cheek. Jill turned her head and accepted his tongue filled kiss, moaning into his mouth as she took her other nipple between her fingers.
Her other hand went over his, keeping it pressed between her thighs, her nails digging into the back of his hand as his thumb worked her clit in harder and faster circle. She whimpered in her throat as his tongue danced over hers, and he worked his fingers side to side.
She was so wet his fingers made wet squishing sounds as he worked them back and forth. Jill's toes curled into his knees and her hips rocked harder. Beneath her, his raging hard rubbed along her ass, and she couldn't wait to get her mouth on it.
Her thighs trembled and when her pussy contracted around Xavier's fingers, Jill gave up on their kiss and let her head fall back. His lips immediately went back to her neck, and as her moan rose in pitch from the orgasm building within her, Jill focused on the thought she knew would send her over the edge.
She was completely naked, squirming on the lap of a good looking man, with his fingers buried in her quivering twat. His other hand on her tit and his lips working her neck while less than six feet away her husband watched in helpless impotent anger and jealousy.
Jill's eyes had been closed as she reveled in the pleasure of Xavier working her body towards what she knew as going to be one hell of a climax. At her last thought, she opened them to see Peter still watching.
The way he was now slumped into the chair, his hands in his lap and a sad puppy dog look on his face, showed he'd passed the angry stage and was now in his defeated woe is me shame mode.
His eyes briefly met hers, then dropped between her legs, watching Xavier play with her. His lips twitched and he swallowed hard, Jill could see his inner struggle, he wanted to look away, but couldn't.
That look, as it had each time he'd witnessed her with another man and coupled with Xavier suddenly curling his fingers while giving her nipple a hard pinch, triggered an explosive orgasm.
Releasing a loud cry a porn star would be proud of, Jill bucked her hips and writhed against Xavier as he continued to rub her clit, his fingers wiggling inside her. Her cunt convulsed around those probing fingers as he dug her heels into his legs and pushed back against him.
Jill emitted a series of high pitched yelps as he twisted her nipple once more as she tugged on the other to the point it bordered on painful. While her orgasm crashed through her, her eyes sought out Peter and saw he'd lowered his head and was slowly shaking it as the room filled with his wife's cries of ecstasy, ecstasy brought on by another man filled the suite.
Her body sagged against Xavier as the last tremors of her orgasm flowed through her. After a long shuddering moan, Jill sighed, "Hmm, that's the hardest I've come since," she winked at Peter who now that she'd stopped squealing had lifted his head, "The last time someone not named Peter fucked me."
"He hasn't heard anything yet." Xavier removed his hand from her dripping cunt and shoved his fingers roughly into her mouth.
Jill groaned and her eyes rolled back as he pumped his fingers into her mouth as she slurped her sticky juices from them. His warning he might not be so nice came back to her, and her still quivering cunt tightened at the thought she was about to be taken hard by a powerful man.
Xavier quickly turned her thought into reality. Wrapping his arms around her waist, he surged off the couch, easily taking her weight with him. The second her feet were on the floor, he slipped his right arm from around her waist.
He shoved her hard in the back, and between the push and his arm firmly around her waist, she found herself bent over the table. She put her hands flat on the table bracing herself and heard Xavier's zipper being yanked down.
"Nice ink, who'd have thought Peter would find himself a little bad girl?"



"That's right, I.... Oh fuck!!" Jill cried out as with no hesitation, Xavier plunged his long thick cock into her still twitching cunt. "Fuck that's a big cock!"
She wasn't saying that just for Peter's benefit; Xavier was hung like a fucking horse. His wide head and thick shaft plundered her tight cunt, spreading her open as roughly as his fingers had entered her mouth.
He released her waist, and grabbing her slender hips went to town on her with long hard thrusts that had her yelping each time he went balls deep inside her.
"I love fucking a woman right after she comes!" Xavier grunted behind her. "Cunt's so sloppy and hot, and still twitching." He laughed. "I bet you wouldn't know that, would you Peter?"
"No, I only come after he's given me his two minutes and a few dribbles, then he goes to sleep and I take care of myself," Jill had to force the words out in between her yips and groans as he fucked with a speed and strength that bordered on savage.
Jill lifted her head to stare at Peter, their eyes barely three feet apart as she leaned over the table. She gasped when Xavier swept his foot against her ankle, forcing her to spread her leg wider, and allowing him to fuck her even deeper.
His hand flashed out and caught her hair, pulling it roughly and forcing her head back. She cried out when he dealt her ass a slap. Unlike before this wasn't playful, but a hard stinging blow that immediately a burning sensation on her cheek.
He slapped her other cheek just as hard. Jill's eyes widened and she howled and squealed as he peppered her ass with sharp smacks, going from one cheek to the other with the same manic speed and energy as he was using to fuck her.
"Ow, ow, oh, ow!" she cried out, as she endured his onslaught, ball the while keeping her gaze on her husband.
"Think I was going to be easy on her?" he punctuated his remark with an even harder blow to her left cheek that made her cry out and lift her foot off the floor. "I'm taking all these years of wanting to get even out on her, you gutless traitor!"
"Hell yeah!" Jill called out, as despite the stinging pain in her ass and the fact her cunt was already beginning to ache from his pounding, she felt herself gush around him at his words.
"Use me!" she squealed. "Use his wife! Split that fucking cunt wide open! Ride his whore hard and put her away wet and ruined!"
"Fuck you're hot!" Xavier laughed, then went into another flurry of blows to her ass.
Jill's squeals went up in pitch as her spanked her. Her feet left the floor each time he hit her, as if she were trying to run, but it was just a reaction to the sharp pain. Her ass wasn't just burning and stinging, but she could feel her soft flesh swelling.
"Happy?" she demanded, her now watering eyes staring into her husband's. "You happy he's treating me like this? Treating me like some pig he picked at last call, some dirty skank he knows he can use and abuse?"
"And I'm going to make sure I get involved with this campaign," Xavier slowed his fucking as he spoke, and Jill moaned at the sensation of his now much easier long thrusts.
"Make sure we Zoom so every meeting you have to look at my face and remember this. Remember me doing this to your wife."
Xavier's arms swept in and out, and Jill gasped when he slapped hers out from under her. She fell forward, turning her head in fear she was going to smack it into the table, but Xavier turned his wrists, catching hers in his strong hands.
He yanked her arms back, stopping her from face planting on the glass, but causing a sharp pain in her shoulders as he pinned her arms behind her back. He shifted his grip, getting both her slender wrists in one large hand, while his free hand grabbed her hair close to her scalp.
Xavier pushed her head down, and she turned it so her flushed sweaty cheek was now on the cool glass of the table. She grunted when he pushed his knee into the back of hers, making her bend her leg.
"Down!" he hissed over her head, and her pussy tightened around his now still cock at the air of command in his tone.
Jill sank to her knees, her upper body prone on the table as Xavier leaned over her. She flinched when his foot appeared next to her face, then squealed as he resumed pounding her, now at an even deeper angle.
"How's this look?" he asked Peter. "Got your pretty trophy wife pinned on the table face down, ass up. Bet its her favorite position for every man except you."
"He's not man enough to take me," she panted as Xavier fucked her hard enough to make even the sturdy table rock. "That's why he needs to see how a real man fucks."
Xavier yanked her head up and managed to lean over her far enough to get his face next to hers. "See this?" he hissed. "You'll be seeing it in your dreams for the rest of your life, you sad little cuck."
Peter's hands clenched in his lap, his forearms bulging and knuckles turning white, but he remained silent as Xavier continued to abuse her already sore, but equally satisfied cunt.
"And I'll be moaning your name in mine!" Jill yelped as her words earned her a few more even harder thrusts. "He would have cum after a minute and been snoring by now."
"I think we forgot to show him something," Xavier dropped his foot from the table, and made her squeal when he yanked on her arms, pulling her off the table, he released her wrists, and grabbed her shoulders, hauling her to her feet.
Before she had any idea what he wanted, Xavier's leaned down and grabbing her behind her knees, lifted her off her feet.
"What are you.... Oh!' Jill yelled as her knees dangled over his hands and he effortlessly lifted her higher, then slipped his cock inside her.
"Oh my god!" Jill yelped as he bounced her up and down on his incredible cock. "I...I've never been fucked like this!"
"No surprise, I see what you married," he spoke in her ear, then kissed her neck as he continued to work her along the full length of his cock.
Jill reached back and put her arms around his neck, helping him to hold her up and yipped, her lower legs kicking as he repeatedly impaled her on his dick. Peter's eyes had widened as if even he realized how crazy the position was.
"This wasn't what he needs to see though," Xavier lifted her from his cock with an ease that amazed and excited her.
Not as much as the feeling of her pussy gushing, her juices flowing down her thighs when he slid out of her. He eased her down, but the second her feet were on the carpet, Xavier grabbed her hair, yanked her backwards and stuck his foot out.
"Ow!" Jill complained as her ass hit the floor and her back thumped against the couch.
The brief pain was forgotten when Xavier turned, stepping between her legs, and allowing her to see his cock for the first time. Still sticking out of his jeans and boxers, it was as magnificent as the rest of him.
Long, thick, and not just glistening, but dripping from being inside her sloppy cunt.
"Oh, my," she whispered, sucking on her lower lip, and already reaching for it.
"Wait," he grabbed her wrist, and she whimpered as she eyed the thick veins on his shaft and his wide shining purple tip.
"But I want it!" she flashed him the little girl pout, looking up at him with her watering eyes. "Please let me suck it!"
Xavier, his face, and chest flushed and slicked with sweat smiled, and gripping his cock shook it at her. "What was that? You want to suck my cock?"
"I want that big fucking dick in my mouth and down my throat! I want to suck you dry and keep going until you beg me to stop!" she stared up at him, breathing hard, her eyes wide and filled with lust.
"Thing is my two faced friend over there can't see." He looked over his shoulder and pointed to the recliner to their left. "Go sit over there."
"Just stick it in her mouth and get it over with," Peter spat out the words, his voice trembling. "I'm staying...."
"I said get your ass in that fucking chair, now!" Xavier bellowed so loudly; Jill flinched. "Or I'll up the ante and take her back to LA with me for a week, how would you like that?"
"We can send him video," Jill giggled, but her focus was on that mouth watering cock.
"Hear that? She'll do it, be the time of her life." Xavier pointed again. "Chair, bitch! Now!"
Peter peered around him to look at Jill who nodded her head to the chair. He rose to his feet and walked over the chair, his lips moving as he talked to himself, saying all the things he didn't dare say aloud.
He sank into the chair, which was barely two steps away, and Xavier immediately whipped his cock across her face. He was so big and hard that it stung, and she yipped even as both her mouth and pussy salivated.
He whipped it back across her face, then slapped it against her forehead several times.
"Beating his wife with my dick," he laughed. "God what a deal this is!"
"Better places for that," Jill opened wide and stuck out her tongue.
Xavier promptly whacked it against her tongue, and she squirmed and whimpered at the taste of his pre cum mixed with the sticky sweet taste of her cunt. Xavier pushed his hips forward, but to slide his cock along her cheek, and rub his head into her soft flesh, smearing his pre cum on it.
"How's my cock look in wifey's face?"
"It'll look better in my mouth!"
"Jesus," Xavier sighed. "Your woman is one cock hungry little slut; poor thing must have never had a real one before."
"I've had plenty, just not his," Jill declared, then tired of waiting, slapped Xavier's forearm.
Caught off guard he released his cock, and grabbing it in her right hand, she pulled it into her eager mouth.
"Fuck," Xavier moaned as Jill opened wider and pushed forward, taking more of his length down her throat.
"Hmm!" her eyes rolled at the sensation of her mouth being stuffed as full as her cunt had been.
The taste of her from his hard flesh had both her nipples and clit aching, as she released his cock and bobbed her head, noisily slurping on his sticky dick. She grabbed his jeans and pushed them down to his knees, then let his cock go long enough to yank his boxers down.
His cock slipped through the slit to spring back up and be engulfed by her waiting mouth. Jill cupped his big heavy balls, rubbing them as she rapidly moved her head, her soft lips and swirling tongue working his hard shaft.
"Naked on the floor with another man's cock in her mouth," Xavier smirked at Peter. "Your firm does offer a personal touch, doesn't it?"
Jill giggled around his fat cock as she angled her head to be able to devour more of it. Xavier reached down and brushed her hair away from her face and hold it behind her head.
"Don't want to block the view."
Jill slurped her way up his cock, and releasing it, a trail if spit dangling from his tip to her chin, she ducked her head and swirled her tongue across his balls. Xavier sighed as she pushed his cock back, slowly stroking it while she bathed his sac with her soft pink tongue.
She sucked on each of them in turn, while marveling at the fact he still hadn't come yet, nor did he even seem close. She pumped his slick cock faster while managing to get both of his balls into her mouth at once, shaking her head gently back and forth, drool flowing from her mouth.
"Hey, know Peter from....? You do?" Xavier said softly, "Well, I was tea bagging his wife the other day..." he laughed. "She didn't do it to you? Ask her simp husband, he'll let you."
He was as good at talking down to Peter as she was, Jesus this man was perfect! As Jill let his balls slip from her mouth and ran her tongue up the side of his shaft, she idly wondered if she could be a one man women, if this was the man.
Not on a bet.
The thought caused her to grin as she slid her lips over Xavier's tip, to slide them down the other side of his shaft. Jill made a show of fluttering her tongue up and down his shaft, pleasing him with soft licks mixed with gentle butterfly kisses on his rock-hard perfection.
Her eyes kept darting to Peter, who always seemed more upset watching her suck cock than get fucked, and this was no different as she could see him struggling harder not to avert his eyes.
Inspired by his further disgrace, she took Xavier's cock back into her mouth and, this time raising her eyes to meet his, slowly lowered her head. She took him inch by teasing inch, her lips wrapped tightly around him, her tongue sliding side to side.
When she had most of his length, she opened wider and angled her head, forcing him deeper. She gagged, spit squirting from the sides of her mouth, but then swallowed, sliding him past her gag reflex.
"Fuck, you don't deserve this woman," Xavier groaned as she pressed her lips to his pubic mound hard enough to leave another lip print around his cock when she eased back to his tip.
Having teased them both, Jill took a breath and went to town. She bobbed her head hard and fast, taking him close to all the way each time. She gurgled and made nasty gagging sounds as she repeatedly deep throated him.
His head hit the back of her throat each time she drove her head down, and her eyes were once again watering. She put her hands on flat on his stomach, using just her mouth to further show off her cock sucking prowess.
She yelped when Xavier's hand tightened in her hair. He had it gripped so close to her scalp his grip was painful and she immediately stopped moving her head. She looked at him, and when she saw the nasty smile on his face, she braced herself.
He didn't disappoint, putting his other hand on her head, he pulled his hips back then proceeded to fuck her mouth. Jill gagged when he shoved his cock so deep his balls hit her chin, and stickier drool flowed from her lips.
Xavier gathered her hair into two handfuls and using it as handles yanked her head back and forth, forcing her to take him. Jill's fingers dug into his stomach, as she alternated between wet gurgling sounds, moaning, and tiny little whimpers.
Tears and make up flowed down her cheeks and her cheeks grew hot from flushing. He thrust even harder, then whipped his cock out in time for her to gag and send a thick nasty mixture of precum and drool flowing down her chin and onto her chest.
She gasped for breath, and he gave her a couple of seconds before driving back into her mouth. This time he held her head still, brutally face fucking her. Jill's eyes stung from her tears, but she did her best to maintain eye contact as he violated her mouth.
And he still hadn't come yet, his control was incredible.
He looked over to Peter, his chest heaving as fucking her mouth seemed to finally be having an effect on him.
"Hot as she is, she looks even cuter with something in her mouth, doesn't she?"
Peter looked away, and Xavier tried a mock sigh, that turned into a moan, but he wasn't done yet.
"What's that, Pete? I'm not giving it to her hard enough?"
He released her hair, and grabbed her wrists, with a strength that was both frightening and arousing he yanked her arms out to the side and pinned them to the couch.
He stepped forward, pushing her head back it rested on the couch, and she was looking at the ceiling. He replaced the view as he hunched over her, then with no hesitation, or mercy, resumed his assault on her mouth.
But this time she was trapped against the couch, her head back and he was doing more than plundering her mouth, he was throat fucking her. Jill's feet legs kicked, and she squirmed against the couch, but didn't try to free her arms.
She remained as she was, on the floor, her ass still burning and stinging, her pussy aching and now a matching one in her throat as he raised and lowered his hips savagely taking her mouth.
"Yeah," he groaned, his eyes locked on her now bulging one, "Love it, don't you? Love being force fed a real cock!"
"Glug, glug, glug!" The noises coming from her were identical to the ones in the rough porn videos she liked to watch, and she could feel her throat working in time with his cock.
Peter's eyes were as wide as hers. He'd seen her fucked before, but never anything like this. Usually she was in control, but Xavier was doing as he'd promised; brutally abusing her holes with his not just huge, but inexhaustible cock.
He pulled his cock from her mouth and another sticky mess erupted from her to spill down her cheeks and onto the couch. He re inserted his cock, gave her a few more thrusts, then did the same thing, with the same results.
Jill whimpered as she was forced to keep taking him, gagging each time his balls slapped into her chin, but despite her discomfort, her cunt was flowing as freely as her mouth and she'd pressed her thighs together, moving her legs, and whimpering from how badly she needed to come again.
"Shit," Xavier breathed, and Jill felt a wave of relief flow through her as she felt his cock twitching in her struggling mouth. "You watching, cuck boy? Going to give your wife the load she's been working for! Little slut earned it, she...Fuck!"
His cock exploded and Jill gagged as he'd been deep, and the first spurt went straight down her throat. Xavier let her arms go and yanked his cock out. One hand grabbed her hair, yanking her head up in time for her release a gooey mix of cum and spit.
It landed between her tits, sliding down her stomach. With his other hand he stroked his cock, jerking off on her face. The first spurts hit her on the cheek and between her eyes.
As it slid down her face, she kept her mouth open, her tongue out and took another squirt into it. She pushed it out with her tongue, sending it down her chin. Xavier's load was as big as his balls, he moved his cock side to side, liberally painting her face with cum.
"Fuck me," he moaned as he took a step back and sat on the edge of the table, his cock still erect and twitching between his legs.
Jill remained where she was, breathing hard, cum and other fluid trailing from her lips down her body. Her throat hurt, and jaw ached, but her eyes were on his cock, and one thought ran through her lust addled mind.
She wanted more.
Jill gathered her legs under her and forced herself to stand up. She turned and spread her arms out, letting Peter get a full view of her beet red, mascara, and tear streaked face and the variety of sticky substances oozing down her face and body.
"What do you think, baby?" her voice was thick and raspy from the pounding her throat has taken. "Does your wife wear it well?"
"Jill," Xavier sounded as out of breath as she did. "You are one hell of a woman."
"Like the kids say, hold my beer." Jill gripped his cock and bracing her other hand on his shoulder put her left knee on his, then did the same with her right so she was straddling him.
She guided him to her pussy and lowered herself onto his still jerking cock.
"Jesus!" Xavier groaned as she bounced up and down, riding him.
"Damn, this is a strong table," she laughed, then grabbed the back of his head and shoved his face into her breast. "Suck that tit!"
Xavier moaned and sent another thrill through her when he didn't flinch at his face being pressed into the slobber that had spilled onto her breast. He sucked hard on her nipple, and she worked her hips front to back, now sliding him around in her hot cunt.
"Oh...oh...easy!" he squirmed beneath her even as he tongued her nipple. "I just came!"
"And you're still hard! That loser sitting there pouting isn't hard when he fucks me half the time."
She worked her hips in hard circles, smiling at the way Xavier gasped and wriggled as his still overly sensitive head was being worked by her grinding pussy.
"S...stop!" he put his hands on her hips.
"No fair!" Jill poked him in the chest. "You just had your way with me, now it's my turn and I need more!"
"Then you'll get it, I just need a break."
As he had before, Xavier grabbed her ass, and pushed to his feet, Jill put her arms around him and smiled in his face as she pressed his cum and the other mess between them.



He grimaced but didn't say anything. Instead, he, this time gently, bent over and put her ass on the couch. He gave her a gentle push so she fell back, then dropping to his knees, buried his face between her sticky thighs.
"Yes, oh, yes!" she squealed as he plunged his tongue into the sloppy mess her cunt had become.
Xavier moved his head, fucking her with his tongue, then sucked hard. Jill gasped as she felt a gush of fluid flow from her and into his mouth. The fact he was comfortable with slurping on her after he'd been inside was another point in his favor, this guy was perfect.
He slid his tongue through her moist lips, then fastened his lips to her clit and sucked hard. Jill sighed contentedly and lifting her legs, put her feet on his shoulders. Xavier swirled his tongue around her clit while he slid his hand up her stomach and found her tits.
He rolled her nipples as he alternately licked and sucked her swollen button, and Jill let her head fall back into the soft couch, moaning softly while watching Xavier's flawless features between her legs.
"Oh, honey, you better be ready because after I come I'm taking that cock, whether you want me to or not."
"Won't be a problem," he assured her then turned his attention to her clit.
"Hmm, sooo nice!" Jill cooed.
Xavier was as good at eating her cunt as he was everything else. His tongue danced up and down, then side to side, playing her clit like an instrument. He mixed in hard and gentle sucks and even a few excruciatingly slow, but amazing figure eights.
His fingers squeezed her nipples more firmly and she rocked her hips softly into his skilled tongue. She put one hand on his smooth head, the other over his hand on her right breast.
There was still cum and drool on parts of her face and chest, and she could imagine the hot mess she was, but there was nothing better than the freshly fucked look, especially when your husband wasn't responsible for it.
On that note, she lazily turned her head to Peter who was sweating as profusely as she and Xavier were. His face was almost as red as hers and his eyes had an unfocused, glazed look as if he were seeing too much.
Jill's eyes darted to his crotch and wondered if her were getting hard, something she knew happened despite his denying of it. But his leg hand was over it, conveniently over it?
"Going to make me come again," she told him. "When was the last time you made me come twice?" she laughed mockingly. "In the same month?"
Xavier chuckled between her legs, then went to town, sucking her clit hard and in a steady rhythm. He dropped his hand from her left breast, and she yelped when he plunged three fingers into her wet pussy.
He pumped them roughly into her as he tugged her right nipples, stretching it painfully. Jill grabbed the other and did the same, adding a hard twist to it. Her hips jerked and her pussy tightened around his fingers.
Xavier sucked her clit, then gave it a light nip with his teeth and she groaned, her back arching, and rising from the couch as her body tensed. He eased a finger from her pussy, and with no warning pushed it into her ass.
Jill came like an animal, her head back, mouth wide and howling at the top of her voice. Her hips bucked wildly as both her holes contracted around his fingers. She squirmed on the couch, yelping, and squealing as her second orgasm hit her as hard as the first.
Peter was now looking down at his feet as his wife came like a porn star, and even in the throes of ecstasy, Jill raised her hand and snapped her fingers, making him obediently look up.
Xavier withdrew his fingers from her and shot to his feet. He took a moment to finally shove his pants and boxers off, then leaning over, out his hands on the back of the couch over her head and plowed into her in one powerful thrust.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck!' Jill yipped as he tore into her, fucking her as hard as he had earlier.
Slipping her arms around the backs of her knees, she grabbed her ankles and pulled her feet over her head. Who said yoga didn't pay off?
"Flexible little thing," Xavier noted. "So better than this loser deserves."
"No, baby," she paused to release a series of yelps. "I'm exactly what that loser deserves, aren't I?"
"Look me up you ever leave him," he smiled down at her, slowing his thrusting to he could taunt Peter.
"Who says I'd stay with you?" she asked, smiling sweetly. "Maybe I'd do this to you."
"I think you might be worth some hall passes." He lowered himself and surprised her with a kiss to her sticky lips, then whispered. "Ready to get fucked?"
"Do your best, baby," she flicked her tongue across his lips. "I'm not little girl, I'm all woman."
Xavier took it as a challenge, rearing back and slamming his cock into her, his balls smacking into her ass.
"Deep deep deep!" Jill cried out as his muscles stood out over her as he tugged on the couch, using it for leverage to fuck her harder.
The couch thumped against the wall as his big dick relentlessly hammered her pink slit.
"Fucking me so hard!" she yelled. "Oh god, you're tearing that pussy up, aren't you?"
"Tearing his pussy up," he breathed, his green eyes blazing with lust. "Going to send you home walking funny! You won't feel his cock for a month."
"I barely feel it now," Jill laughed, but it turned into a howl when he somehow took it up a notch.
Her battered pussy ached, her ass still burned, and her throat was tight and sore. Jill's shoulders and legs let her know she hadn't been manhandled and twisted like a pretzel in a long time.
She stared down between them, watching his relentless cock destroying her pink cunt. She released her right foot and dropped her hand between her legs, rubbing her clit hard and fast with two fingers.
"Keep fucking me, I'm coming on that beautiful cock!" she rubbed her clit faster as Xavier kept up his hardcore fucking and looked at Peter. " Going to come with him inside me, and I'm going to let him come inside me!"
"No!" Peter slipped and protested the one thing she knew he hated the most.
"Yes! He's going to fill your wife with his hot cum! Shoot it nice and deep! Paint her little pink cunt nice and white!" She moaned. "See that tattoo? Put your ace in my hole, baby!"
"I...y...you're too much," Xavier wheezed, and she could see his thighs shaking.
"Not yet," she pleaded. "Please not yet!"
Her fingers blurred across her clit, and she whimpered in frustration as it made it harder to come, but she wouldn't stop until she did.
"I can't," Xavier gasped, showing surprising less control than the endless round one. "I...I'm going to..."
He emitted an incongruously pathetic sounding whimper, and she felt the first warm squirt inside her as she struggled to hold back while still fucking her. That first trickle was enough to send a jolt through her and she called out.
"He's coming! He's coming inside me! He's filling your wife's cunt! He.... Oh my god!"
Jill's mouth went into a wide O as the combination of her body hurtling into its third orgasm, and Xavier losing control and sending a long hot jet of cum into her convulsing cunt.
The silent O, turned into a long low guttural growl as her body writhed and her hips moved as much as they could with her almost bent in half. Above her Xavier moaned and gasped, all vestiges of his former cool confident persona gone as he made some cute little high pitched noises as her contracting pussy milked his cock.
He slowed his thrusting, and Jill dropped her legs, wincing at the pain in her hips, but sliding them around his waist and wrapping around him, pulling him into her and keeping him buried inside her as she fought for every drop.
For a second load it felt damn impressive, several long hot spurts mixing with the sloppy mess she'd already been.
"Oh," Xavier gave her a smile, a real one, without any snark or nastiness to it. "That was...the best negotiation I've ever been involved in.
A drop of sweat fell from his face and splattered on her cheek, and he gently wiped it off with his finger.
"Please, like that's going to make a difference," she giggled.
He laughed and started to withdraw from her.
"Easy," she whispered. "Keep all that hot cum where it belongs." She flicked her eyes towards Peter and his widened.
"Hmm-mm," she remained whispering. "One more act to seal the deal," she nodded towards the table. "You're going to sign before you see it."
"I'll sign my damn life away right now," he returned the whisper then slowly eased his cock from her.
Jill tightened her vaginal muscles, and leaned back further, letting gravity help keep the mess inside her.
Xavier stepped back from her and walked around the table to where the contract and pen remained.
He sat bare assed in the recliner and picked up the pen. When he saw Jill give a quick shake of her head, he stopped.
"This isn't enough?" Jill sounded put off.
"I don't know, it was hot, but...I think you can do better." Xavier swiftly picked up on her game.
"For fuck's sake, Xavier!" Peter's voice cracked he was so upset. "What more do you want? You just creampied my goddamn wife!"
"Cream pie?" Xavier looked confused.
"That, my husband, was the wrong thing to say." Jill bent her legs, placing her bare feet on the couch so her legs were wide open. "Get over here."
The look of panic on his face was priceless.
"You...you wouldn't...I won't...you," he stammered, then whispered. "Please not that."
"I don't know what that is, but I don't sign until I see it." Xavier piped up.
"Let's go, Peter," she beckoned with her finger. "Look at me, my body hurts, my throats sore and my cunt aches. I'm covered in cum and drool. I just spent an hour being his fucking cum dumpster. Now you get over here and seal this deal."
Peter looked at Xavier who held up the contract between his hands as if he were going to rip it in half. He got up and took several shuffling steps over to her. Jill smiled when she saw what she expected.
"Xavier, come over here." She pointed to the side of the table so he'd have a good view, when he did, she looked up at her husband.
"Show me."
"Huh?"
"You heard me, show me and show Xavier. Show him your real dirty secret.
Peter released a whimpering sound, but when she raised her eyebrows, his shaking hands went to his belt. He quickly undid it and unzipping, pulled out his cock.
His hard cock.
"Whoa," Xavier whistled. "You...you like it?"
"He loved it, but then he hates that he loves it." Jill explained as Peter hurriedly tucked his cock back in his pants his face managing to be redder than before. "That's the real humiliation, Xavier, not only did you fuck his wife in front of him, but it turns him on.
"That's what you get from now on. Not just knowing his wife fucks who she wants, but he's so pathetic he can't embrace it, but he can't deny what it does to him, he's a miserable little man helpless to control his wife or himself."
"That's the last part?" He lowered the contract and looked at the pen again.
"No, because seeing part of him likes it, that's not completely fair to you and this about your revenge, so I'll toss in a bonus, the thing he hates the most."
"Down!" Jill demanded and Peter, now shamed beyond any resistance sank to his knees between her legs.
"Hmm," let's work this out," Jill's thighs tightened as she contracted her muscles and pushed. Her still gaping pussy expanded and a thick glob of pearly cum appeared, she pushed again, causing some of it to ooze from her slit down into the crack of her ass and squeeze out more to take its place.
"Do it," she told him. "And be thankful it's not my asshole like I made you do a couple years ago."
"This is insane," Xavier whispered, but his eyes were on Peter, an air of anticipation on his face.
"Jill, I...I don't...Oh, god," he whimpered when she shook her head.
Peter closed his eyes and leaning in lapped at her cunt.
"Yeah, good boy," she purred, "Clean that crack.
His tongue slid through her ass, and she shuddered as he licked it clean. Without being told, he returned to her pussy, sliding his tongue inside her cum filled twat.
"I don't hear anything," she chastised him and put her right leg behind his head, hooking his neck with her foot and pushing his face into the sticky mess. "You know you can't get everything with your tongue."
Peter moaned into her, but the noise was followed by a loud slurping sound, then another as he sucked Xavier's load from inside her.
"He's eating your cum from his wife's cunt," she cocked her head at Xavier as Peter continued to noisily eat her cream pie. "Time for your part."
Moving quickly, Xavier leaned over, put the contract on the table and signed it.
Adding her other leg behind Peter and crossing her ankles to lock him in place, she smiled up at Xavier and extended her hand.
"Pleasure doing business with you."
Xavier took her hand and kissed the back of it. "Pleasure was mine, trust me."
"Here's to mutual pleasure," Jill smiled down at Peter who was still pathetically lapping her cunt. "As long as it isn't his."
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Chapter 1
"Hey Viv," Carla answered the incoming call as she wearily eyed the line of dead stop traffic between her and the exit. "What's going on?"
"Wow, you sound exhausted!" Her best friend since junior year of high school replied. "Tell me you're not working tonight?"
"No, Tuesdays and Fridays are my nights off," she laughed. "Only the nine hours in the office today, I'm slacking."
"You need to slow down, girlfriend," Viv told her. "You really need those three nights on your feet selling make up at a damn mall kiosk?"
"I'm not having this conversation again. Henry stuck me with the house, Brandon's tuition and our joint credit cards he maxed before he vanished with that skank."
"Not just any skank, his friend's wife," Viv sighed. "I was never a huge fan of his, but Christ that was as sleazy as it gets. Cheated on you and fucked over one of his best friends."
"And bailed on Brandon, we've been over this a hundred times since he left last year."
"Sorry, I just get upset that you're killing yourself and that creep isn't doing a damn thing to help his son."
"He's in Florida where all the other deadbeat dregs run, he didn't fall off the Earth," Carla grunted. "Be better if he did that way I wouldn't be tempted to hunt him down."
"I'll help!" Viv laughed. "I'll hold the gun while you beat the crap out of him."
"Not worth it. At least he signed off on the house so its in my name and he can't touch it."
"So he could get out of having to pay part of the mortgage, and because he conned you into taking money out for him to start his own practice so you don't even have equity. You let him off too easy."
"I want nothing from him and that includes talking about him," she paused and added, "Again."
"Point taken, again," Viv responded. "I guess I'm just bitter for you and Brandon. He's a great kid, deserves a lot better."
"He has better, he has just me now which means its all about him not his middle-aged Peter Pan needy father who wanted everything to revolve around him."
"True, but it sucks he has to work while going to school now. He should be having fun with his friends. College only comes once." She giggled. "And we came a lot in college didn't we?"
"Probably more than I did during my marriage." Carla complained. "Brandon works because he wants to help. I keep telling him to quit, but he insists on making some money and buying things for the house. I gave up talking him out of it."
"Stubborn like his mom. Responsible, and doesn't want a free ride."
"More of a man than his dad ever was." Carla nodded as she spotted an opening in the next lane and shot into it.
"Kid takes better care of you than his father did, that's for sure."
"Yeah, he thinks he's the man of the house now," she cut back across two lanes earning some angry horn blaring but finally able to take the exit. "I swear he does more housework than I do these days."
"Doesn't take much," Viv snickered.
"Thanks. Did you call for something other than dig up old wounds and insult me?"
"I did and was trying to get there when I joked about college. You get Robin's message on Facebook?"
"The 25th anniversary of Sis?"
"Yup, twenty-five years ago we founded our little off campus sorority, Sisters in Sin."
"Six out of eight of us still live here." She shrugged while taking a left off the exit. "Guess all our talk about getting out of Rhode Island was just talk."
"Robin wants us to get together to celebrate."
"I know, it was in the message, lunch at Twin Oaks on Sunday."
"You're going I hope."
"Supposed to work 12-5," Carla wasn't sure she was up to catching up with people she hadn't seen in person in a long time and having to rehash the crappy last year of her life for them.
"Oh, come on! We do this once every five years, take it off. Get that young ditz that works with you to cover it."
"I don't feel like talking about Henry."
"You're the fifth one out of the six of us to get divorced, and I never married. They've been there and it's the reason I never went there at all," she laughed. "Life is a series of men for me."
"Whatever."
"Besides," her tone grew sly, "Only thing we'll be talking about is the other event Robin has planned."
"What event? We going to do some female mid life crap and go see male strippers?"
"Seeing you're off tonight, how about I come by for some coffee later. I want to tell you in person."
"Oh, Jesus," Carla rolled her dark eyes. "Just tell me now."
"Nope, in person and seeing it's this Friday and this is your only other night off we need to talk tonight."
"I think from the tone I'm saying no without knowing."
"Carla, we've been best friends since we were sixteen. Have I ever steered you wrong?"
"You got us arrested once, almost expelled from High school and put on probation at URI."
"Good times!" Viv laughed. "Come on, Carla at least hear me out, please?"
"Fine, come by around seven. Can I at least get a hint?"
"All I'll say is out of all of us, you're the one who needs this the most." Viv giggled. "See you at seven!"
Chapter 2
"Don't tell me he did it without me!" Carla mumbled when she pulled up to the house and saw the garage door wide open and several trash bags in the driveway.
Sure enough, as soon as she parked, Brandon came out carrying a large cardboard box marked "Good will" and brought it to the old black Ford Ranger pick up he wouldn't part with even though it had high miles, had been dinged up in an accident, and she'd offered to help him get something newer.
"Honey, what are you doing?" she demanded as she exited her Black Rav 4. "I told you we'd do this together on the weekend!"
"Yeah, I know," Brandon dropped the box into the bed of the pickup with several others and closed the tailgate. "That's why I did it now."
"The why being you don't listen?" She followed him as he headed back into the garage, her heels clicking on the cement.
"The why being you're working the mall on Sunday and don't need to spend your one day off cleaning this out."
Brandon plucked a bottle of water out of the small cooler on the floor and chugged half of it.
"You only have one day off too between work and school. Why's it okay for you?"
"I'm younger," he gave her a wicked smirk. "Duh!"
"Watch it, smart ass!" Carla looked around the garage which had been a mess for
months and was now completely organized and even the floor swept.
"Yes, ma'am," he paused to finish the water. "You want me to mess it up again so you can say you cleaned it too?"
"I said watch it," Carla told him. "But thank you, Brandon. I appreciate it."
"I know you do, and I appreciate all you do." He tossed the bottle in the recycling.
"I'm sure Miss Givens across the street appreciates you out here in tight jeans and no shirt."
"Its hot as hell in here even with the door open, and I can't help it if the horny housewife across the street gets a free show." He made a show of flexing.
"Oh, please." Carla rolled her eyes, then laughed when Bandon broke into some awkward dance moves singing;
"Look at that body, look at that body, I'm sexy and I know it!"
"Oh my god, stop that!" she playfully whacked his arm, but couldn't stop smiling. "That's awful."
"Awfully true!" he gave her an exaggerated wink, "How you doin, hot stuff?"
"I'm doin' better now," she wiped at her eye. "You always know how to make me laugh."
"Yeah, but I was being serious. After all, I come from a modeling pedigree. It's in the blood!" He managed a straight face for a few seconds before breaking into a big smile.
"Okay, not really, but I like seeing you happy. You're way too serious these days."
"I can say that about you too," she replied while watching him grab the broom from where he'd leaned it against the work bench and put it on the rack with the rake and other gardening tools.
Brandon may have been kidding about his looks, but that was because he was a grounded and humble kid. The reality was her son was a damn fine looking young man. His shock of thick short, naturally wavy black hair coupled with his father's odd shade of ice blue eyes, was a sexy combination.
His features were rugged, and he tended to have an intense look on his face even when he was relaxed. That look along with a carefully maintained scruff of growth on his face gave him a bad boy appeal.
Adding to that were the two large tattoos, one on each arm going from his shoulder to his elbow. Both were creepy demon things, and Carla wasn't a fan, but he loved horror and paid for them himself.
Brandon didn't smoke, or even drink, didn't party and had never been in any trouble so she figured if that was the worst he did, it wasn't that big of a deal. In addition to the intense look and dark ink, her son's physique could gain the attention of any woman.
Years of playing football, hitting the gym and now his night job loading trucks at UPS had contributed to a thickly muscled upper body, and she was sure it wasn't just Lori Givens across the street who watched him when he jogged in just a pair of shorts in the summer.
All in all, Brandon wasn't just attractive, but had the kind of bad boy appeal women of all ages swooned for. It was an ironic look considering he was an absolute sweetheart with a goofy sense of humor, a generous heart, and a gentle nature.
He was a gentleman with the girls, and never got into any fights or trouble with other guys. Part of that might be his looks didn't make him a desirable target, but it was also the fact he'd always seemed mature beyond his years and took nothing anyone said to heart, a bit of an old soul as her mother would say.
Carla's eyes lowered to his jeans which to a mother's eyes were too tight, showing off his ass, and when he turned to face her, she couldn't help noticing the front was as well filled out as the back.
It wasn't a proper thought to have, but it was why she didn't care much for him dressing that way. It was also the thought of a woman because Carla was aware that if Brandon was any young man but her son, she'd be gawking as much as Milf wannabe Lori who had blatantly flirted with Brandon on several occasions.
If she had any doubt about her son's looks, last year when he attended her firms' annual picnic at Goddard Park with her put them to rest. Every woman from young interns around his age to women older than her had been looking him over, and several had remarked to her how attractive he was.
One young girl had done more than remark. Carla hadn't been able to spot him at the picnic area or beach for over an hour and conspicuously absent was Cindy, the niece of one of her co-workers.
When Carla had teased him later about it, he'd said they'd gone swimming on the other side of the grounds. When she asked if that's all they did, he'd said of course, but couldn't look her in the eye and had blushed.
Carla hadn't been mad; he was 19 and a good looking happy go lucky kid enjoying life. As Viv had joked, Carla had her share of wild and sexy times in high school and college until she'd met Henry just after she graduated and settled down.
That was last year when Brandon went to school, was on the football team, hung with his friends and had a slew of girlfriends. He never saw more than one girl at a time but didn't last more than a couple of months with any of them.
Carla would have liked to see him get serious with someone, but the only thing she pushed on him was never cheat on or use a girl, if you're dating that's it, and if you want more, then break it off.
Good thing he'd listened to her and not gone by his father's example of carrying on a two year affair with a friend's wife before leaving one night with his computer, clothes and a few personal effects and leaving her a note about how he couldn't live a lie anymore and fled the state with a woman who was as big of a sleazy immoral disgusting piece of shit as he was.
The year since then had caused a big, and understandable, change in Brandon. He quit football so he could work, both were things she'd been adamant he didn't do, but he was hellbent on picking up his father's slack and helping her pay the bills she'd been stuck with.
The only time he spent with friends was online playing games after work, and she hadn't seen him with a girl in months. His grades were still excellent, probably because she'd warned him if they dipped she'd quit his damn job for him.
Between studying, working, and doing far more than his share around the house, Brandon had no life when he should be having the time of his life. The only times she saw him act the way he just had, clowning around, and laughing, were around her to keep her from being "Mama misery".
He called her that when she sank into her bitter moods over Henry and what he'd stuck her with and how he'd left without even a face to face goodbye, slinking out while she was at an overnight conference in New York and Brandon had an out of state football game.
"Hey, over there!" Carla blinked, then flinched when Brandon waved his hand in front of her face. "You having a senior moment?"
"You're not going to live to be a senior you keep going with the old jokes." Carla quipped. "I was just thinking you should be out with your friends, not cleaning the garage."
"I had a good time," he gestured to the pickup. "All those boxes are the shit dickhead left behind. Good to finally get rid of it."
"I'm supposed to tell you not to call your father a dickhead, but..." she gave him a tight smile. "Can't always do what we're supposed to."
"True, and I'm not the only one who needs to do things with friends, you know."
"Viv is coming over later, and I might go out to lunch with her and a few friends Sunday, so there."
"Touché'," he nodded. "What about another kind of friend?"
"I told you that's not up for discussion. I'm not ready."
"It's been a year."
"I know, and..."
"And for two years before that, dickhead was boning his slut and barely paying attention to you."
"Brandon, enough!" she snapped. "I know, I was there and don't need to be reminded."
'Sorry," he lowered his head. "I just get mad because he's living it up and you're working and moping a year later."
She put her arm around his bare shoulders. "I'm mad for you too. You should be playing ball and chasing girls. You need that other kind of friend too."
"Hey, I spend every Friday night with a smoking hot cougar!"
"Jeez, and here I am in heels and not my boots." Carla waved him off.
"Seriously, Mom, you were a damn model in your twenties, and you could still do it now if you wanted to. You are way too young and too hot to be alone."
"I'm hot?" she frowned. "Not sure I like you saying that." Then again, hadn't she just been thinking that about him, and only in the purely clinical sense of him being attractive?
"Then find someone else to tell you you're beautiful."
"Wow, now I'm hot and beautiful! Okay, you don't have to flatter me. I'll head in and get dinner started."
"Done," he told her.
"Done? You made dinner?"
"Damn straight I did. I went right into the..." he lowered his voice. "Deli at Dave's and bought the premade lasagna you like. But! I, with my own two hands, went into the house and put it into the oven and set the timer about five minutes before you came home.
He pulled his phone from his hip. "It'll be done in twenty minutes."
"You're awesome, you know that?" she kissed his cheek.
"Got an awesome mom." He grinned. "Hot and gorgeous too."
"Gorgeous." She raised her eyebrows,
"Hey, only a beautiful woman could make a guy as fine as me."
"Get your ass in the house and shower, you're all sweaty and dirty, and make it quick before I eat all the lasagna."
"I threw some of those Pillsbury rolls in there too."
"Have I told you, you're the best son ever?"
"Yes, but keep doing it, I have low self esteem."
"I can tell, mister sexy and he knows it."
"And you're miss sexy who needs to know it."
"Shower," she shooed him away with her fingers.
"I'm going," he picked up the remote closing the garage door, and Carla followed him through the side door that led into the breezeway, then into the kitchen.
"What's with the compliments today?" she asked before he left the room to go upstairs.
"I don't know, I just want you to know that you have a lot to offer someone."
"I feel like there's more to that."
"Because last week made a year and you haven't even been on a damn date. You need to have some fun mom, and I mean that kind of fun."
"Overstepping the bounds there, mister," she warned him.
"You're 45 not 65, and if you don't want dating or drama then just you know, hook up."
"Brandon! I'm your mother."
"You're also a woman, and deserve to be taken care of, and that includes the bedroom."
"Seriously, you're pushing the boundaries of a mom son conversation."
"And it's been way more than a year. God knows that selfish tool wasn't taking care of you."
Carla blinked in surprise at not just the conversation, but the heat in his tone. She'd just been thinking how good natured and laid back he was but had forgotten that his demeanor changed entirely when discussing his father.
"That's not your business, Brandon. I know you're an adult, but what I do in the bedroom is..."
"Or didn't do," he put his hands out. "Look, I heard you griping to Viv on the phone a couple times. Telling her how dad didn't want it and how you were using toys."
"Whoa!" Carla raised her voice. "This stops now, young man!"
He paused and seemed to realize what he was saying. "I'm sorry, I shouldn't talk like that. I just want you to get out there and live, Mom. Meet a nice guy or find a mister right now and just have a good time. I just want you to be happy."
"I appreciate that, but a woman my age, let alone a mom, just doesn't go on Tinder and hook up."
"Why?"
"Huh?" The way he asked had caught her off guard.
"You're single, and I'm twenty, I'm a grown ass man, not like I'm six and need mommy to tuck me in."
"You think a lot different than most kids your age, I'll give you that." She gave him a weak attempt at a smile. "You going to set up a tinder profile for me?"
"Nah, I was wrong about that." He winked. "Maybe more like silver singles, you know for all the old people."
"Shower!" she snapped, pointing upstairs, then swinging at his arm.
With a laugh he dodged her hand and ran out of the room.
Carla sniffed, then hurried over and opened the oven. The rolls were golden brown, cooked well before the lasagna, something Brandon hadn't thought of. With a smile she grabbed a potholder and pulled out the pan.
After covering it with a cloth placemat to keep them warm, Carla left the kitchen and went down the hall into her bedroom. The room had once been the guest bedroom, but after Henry left and she discovered she'd been his sloppy seconds for two years and had slept next to a cheating lying dog, she didn't want to be there anymore.
The room was decent sized, big enough for her to have room for a new queen-sized bed, her grandmother's bureau, and armoire, and had a walk in closet that had formerly been full of Henry's golf clubs, skis and fishing gear, proving she was the hobby he'd been least interested in the last few years.
He'd had the nerve to call her and ask her if he could send one of his friends by to pick it up, but by then Brandon, in a move she loved him for, had taken pictures of everything and sold it all on Craig's list.



Carla closed the door behind her and slipped off her heels. She sat on the edge of the bed and stared down at her red toes, and the silver ring that adorned each middle toe.
She leaned over, slipping them off and unhooked the silver anklet from her left leg. Her regular mani-pedi's and the accessories were her way of trying to feel sexy even though as Brandon had pointed out, and Vivian, and most anyone else she was close to in her life, there had been no sex to be had in far too long.
Being involved in fashion since her first local modeling jobs in college, Carla had always adhered to the motto look good feel good. She supposed she was better at looking good these days than feeling good.
Not that she was in anyway a narcissist-a common trait in many in the industry-but Carla did consider herself an attractive woman who for the most part had stayed in shape and 'held up' well over the years as Henry had so eloquently put it.
Issue was you could look good on the outside, but still be a hot mess on the inside. For years she'd both felt and looked good as she'd gone from modeling and a make up artist to more behind the scenes work as an agent and set designer, putting her education to use as much as her looks and body.
But even before Henry left, she'd felt her marriage slipping away. She would have never thought he'd have an affair, but his interest in her in and out of the bedroom had been waning, and like many women, she'd wondered if it were her.
She hadn't been happy long before he ran off, but after that she'd slid into full blown depression. On the surface, and to Brandon especially, it was masked as anger and bitterness.
He was a smart kid and knew she was also betrayed and hurt, but she never showed that side to him. Carla had never once let him see her cry, something she still did almost a year later, and more out of feeling bad for herself than missing Henry.
She also felt inadequate and still wondered if she lacked something that drove her husband of 22 years to another woman. Logic told her no. Carla was attractive, downright hot when they'd first met, and she was on the catwalk in several major shows on the East Coast.
In addition to her looks, she was ambitious and intelligent, never giving in to the temptation to quit school and model full time, she'd earned her degree in Fashion communications and promotion.
During the three years off she'd taken to stay home with Brandon, she'd taken several writing courses when the agency she'd worked for, RI Dolls, had launched a syndicated magazine where she still worked today, editing and on occasions filling in for the hair and make-up artists and once in awhile getting behind the camera, she'd learned the job in and out and made good money while doing so.
Brandon got his personality from her. In an industry full of cattiness, diva and mean girl cliques, Carla never got caught up in drama. She was laid back, quick with a joke and a smile, and didn't have a mean vindictive bone in her body.
Until Henry had put one there, by putting his bone in another woman.
No, she knew in her mind it wasn't her. Looks, career, sweet, loyal wife, good mom, and for as long as he was interested, a wildcat in bed. But somewhere along the line Henry had chosen working more hours and spending more time on the road then at home.
She often wondered now if he'd cheated on her then with hookers or one-night stands, because that was when things started to cool off between them. They'd been going through the motions even when he stopped traveling and was building his own firm.
This right here was part of the problem, a year later her heart still ached, her self confidence still shattered, and her mind unwilling to simply let it the fuck go. But it was hard to not think of it when even her solid income wasn't enough to cover everything she was stuck with, and she had to take a part time job as a "make up consultant" in a damn mall.
But she'd do what she needed to, and once Brandon was done with school in two years she could drop it, so it was for now, but sometimes for now seemed like an eternity.
"One day at a time," she told her reflection when she stood up and waked over to her bureau. "Or whatever bullshit lie you need to tell yourself."
Carla reached up and unpinned her hair. Giving her head a shake, she sent her long raven dark hair cascading down her back and shoulders and flying about her face. Her dark brown eyes were normally soft but tended to smolder when either her anger or lust was up, meaning it had only been a look she managed when pissed off the last few years.
Her bedroom eyes as several people in the industry had referred to them in combination with her full sensual lips were a seductive combination. Carla's high cheek bones that she accentuated with just a touch of blush gave her a classic beauty, especially when her face was framed with her ebony hair. There were a few strands of gray mixed in with the ebony these days, but screw it, she wasn't going to color it, she'd age naturally.
She'd be more concerned when her face showed signs of getting older, but other than a couple of small 'laugh lines' around her eyes, her features were still smooth, and she felt she could pass for a several years younger than her actual age.
Carla unbuttoned her gray blouse revealing the back lace Victoria Secret bra beneath it. Back to trying to feel sexy. She unhooked the bra and slid the straps down her arms.
She paused for a moment, then playfully whipped the bra off as if she were revealing her breasts to a lover. Instead, she was just showing them to herself. A complete waste considering her breasts were her best feature other than her face.
Things of wonder in her younger years, they were still damn impressive. Large, round, all natural breasts featuring surprisingly small rose shaded nipples that had a cute upturn to them, as if they were looking back at the countless eyes that were always, even these days, staring down at her chest if she wore anything that wasn't exceedingly loose fitting.
Despite their size, her breasts had so far resisted the pull of gravity and were still resting high and proud, or as much as real breasts her size could. They seemed even bigger in comparison to her otherwise slender form.
Carla's waist was only slightly thicker than it had been before Brandon had come along, and her legs, which she revealed by unhooking her long gray skirt and letting it slide to the floor, were long and shapely.
Her thighs were still tight and supple, and her hips had just enough curve to accentuate her narrow waist and give her a nice shape. Carla turned around to grab a pair of shorts from the top of the pile of laundry she hadn't put away yet.
Looking over her shoulder, she took in her ass in her black thong. Like the rest of her body other than her breasts, it was small, perfectly shaped, and still firm. At least all the years of jogging and Yoga had paid off.
Then again, when you were the only one admiring your own body, did it really matter? Now that she was home, she slipped the thong off, and pulled a pair of plain pink cotton panties from her drawer.
As she pulled them on she noted the impeccably landscaped strip of jet black pubic hair over her rosy slit. Carla equated her well maintained and groomed appearance to people mowing the lawn of an otherwise neglected property.
But whose fault was it, she was neglected? Brandon was right, and her thoughts had been exactly what he'd said, she had too much to offer to be single. She'd make a great partner to someone who treated her well and was pent up enough to go full blown porn star on someone in a one-night stand at this point.
But she refused to go out to meet someone, scoffed at dating sites and had politely declined the several men who had approached her when she was out or at networking functions.
No, she might have been a victim of Henry's infidelity and the shock of his sudden departure in the first few months, but right now her loneliness and sexual frustration were all on her.
Carla pulled on the loose-fitting shorts and slipped a simple sports bra on to give her boobs a break from underwire while Brandon was still home. Pulling on an old AC DC T-shirt she looked at her reflection one last time.
"Looking hot, girlfriend," she smiled wryly at her boring mom hanging around the house ensemble.
Speaking of girlfriends, she wondered what Viv wanted to talk to her about. If she wanted to do it in person, it must be something crazy she figured Carla would need to be talked into.
Who knows? Whatever it is, maybe she'd do it. Her life could use a little crazy these days.
Chapter 3
"Okay, so now that we've made some small talk, what's this big event you want to talk me into?" Carla asked Viv over her glass of wine as they sat out on the deck watching the sun sink below the horizon.
Viv, gave her head a toss, flipping her long curly blond hair over her shoulder, then paused to take several long swallows, draining her glass.
"That good, huh?" Carla laughed and leaning over, picked up the bottle and poured her some more.
"Just getting relaxed so I don't want to smack you when you argue with me about not doing this."
"Premedicating?" Carla sighed. "Let's hear it."
"Okay," Viv sat back in her chair, cradling the glass in her lap. "We have our 25th anniversary coming up, right?"
"Right,"
"Back when we founded our sorority, what did we do for our initiation?"
Carla's eyes narrowed. "We did that sex game, what did Robin call it, "Who is it?"
"Who goes there," Viv corrected her. "It was hot as fuck, no?"
"You're not telling me you want to do that now? At our age?"
"That's exactly what I'm telling you!"
"As the kids say, hell to the no!" Carla cut her off. "Are you fucking crazy?"
"Why is it crazy?"
"Because it is! We're not horny wild little coeds anymore, we're adults."
"Only as young as you feel," Viv smiled. "And if you let me explain, you'll see we'll be feeling young, all right."
"No way," she finished her glass of wine and set it on the glass tabletop. "Count me out."
"Knew you'd pull this shit," Viv grumbled.
"What shit? That I'm a 45 year old professional woman and single mother, and I don't want to relive something I did when I was young and stupid."
"What was so stupid about it? It was hot fun, and you know it!" Viv pointed to her. "We were roommates and when we got back to the dorm you couldn't stop talking about how hot it was! You got that kid to come three times in that damned hour! Told me how you swallowed his..."
"I was there." Carla told her. "And please keep your voice down, Brandon's home and he eavesdrops."
"Oh," Viv lowered her voice. "How do you know that?"
"He said something today that he heard me tell you when you were over here before."
"Hope it wasn't bad."
"It was about me telling you how I had no sex life even before Henry left."
"Why the hell was he talking about that?"
"Same reason you bring up my lack of a sex or social life, he thinks I should be putting myself out there," she shook her head. "Pretty bad when my son is telling me to go for a one-night hook up because I need it."
"And here we are discussing this, that's serendipity!" Viv laughed.
"This is bullshit, pure and simple."
"Before I present my case as to why you're going to do this, will you do me a favor?"
"Do me one and stop acting like I'm open to changing my mind."
"Carla, when the hell did you become such an old lady?"
"I'm not an old lady, I'm just..." her shoulders slumped, and she sat back in the chair. "Kind of lost and pathetic, butthurt over Henry and feeling bad for myself."
"And that's why you need something completely wild and out of character, at least your character now, back then we were all gung-ho for this."
"Back then, key words."
"You're going to hear me out." Viv was no longer asking. "The first thing I want you to do is...." she paused. "Hey, Brandon!"
"Hi, Viv, how are you?" Brandon spoke from behind Carla.
"I'm fine," Viv beamed at him. "And let me say that slogan what can brown do for you, is running through my mind right now."
Carla rolled her eyes when Brandon came over to the table dressed in his UPS uniform of a pair of brown shorts and a short sleeved button down shirt that stretched across his shoulders and hugged his arms.
"Heh, right," Brandon nodded awkwardly.
Viv had enjoyed teasing him since he'd gotten older and Carla, knowing her best friend would never do anything inappropriate, always got a kick out of it.
"All those jokes about packages and deliveries in the rear," Viv gave a wistful sigh and picked up her wine.
"Yeah, so I'm off to work!" Brandon, now blushing, leaned over and kissed Carla on the forehead. "See you in the morning."
"How cute!" Viv clapped. "Do I get a kiss too?"
"Um..."
"Or better yet, do I get a see you in the morning?" Viv emitted a perfect tiger growl, her tongue rolling the R's.
"Settle down, Miss Robinson," Carla told her.
"Just playing, but hey!" Viv snapped her fingers. "Brandon, you know how you and your mom have those sad little Friday date nights where you order take out and watch movies instead of doing silly things like dating?"
"That was harsh," Brandon grunted. "But what about it?"
"I'm trying to talk your mom into doing something fun with the girls this Friday. She hasn't gotten there yet, but I know she's going to mention she'd feel bad if she weren't parked on the couch doing Netflix and chill, so what do you say? You care if mom goes out like a big girl?"
"Hell no, go have fun." Brandon told her.
"Yeah, but Friday night's the only night we really spend any time together and..."
"I was going to tell you, Rob called and invited me to hang out with a few other guys from the team, figured you wouldn't care if I went."
"Oh." Figures this would be the first Friday in months he had plans.
"See, one excuse down," Viv smirked.
"Go have fun, Mom." He waved as he walked past Viv. "You too."
"Oh, I will, its getting your old maid mother to loosen up."
"Get her drunk, just make sure she gets home okay." Brandon waved once more as he disappeared around the corner of the house.
"I like that boy! A few drinks will help you relax when you..."
"I'm not doing it!"
"We were interrupted by your disturbingly sexy son," Viv sucked on her lower lip. "That boy is lucky he's yours or I'd ride him until he begged for mercy."
"To think you never married."
"That's why I've had more fun than the rest of you combined. Now where were we?"
"I was telling you no."
"Right, the favor. I want you to sit back, close your eyes and think about that night."
"What happened then isn't now."
"Just do it, okay Miss pole up her ass? Just take yourself back to when you knew what fun was."
Carla rolled her eyes, but after finishing off her glass in three long swallows, sat back in the chair and closed her eyes as Viv had asked and let her mind drift back to that night.
"Who goes there?" was a sex game Robin had heard about somewhere, or seen in a movie, and had decided it would make a perfect initiation for their new sisterhood, S.I.S, which was an acronym for sisters in sin, 8 hot sexy coeds who enjoyed every bit of being young, sexy, and adventurous.
Robin had spoken to the head of a fraternity and arranged to have their pledges brought into it as an initiation of their own. At a cheap motel in Johnston, they rented eight rooms. Before the rest of the girls showed up, Robin and the head of the Frat had removed all the lightbulbs from the lamps, taped over the light switches and drawn the thick black blinds across the windows.
At 9pm, the girls arrived, using their keys to get in. They then stripped naked in the pitch back room and lay on the bed. At 9:15 the young men arrived, slipping into the room and after getting naked, finding their way to the bed.
From there the rules were simple. Not one word was to be uttered, and both parties were to perform oral sex on each other as well as have sex in multiple positions and both had to come at least once.
Carla had to confess the memory was a good one. She'd lay there filled with nervous excitement, wondering what the guy would be like and would she not be able to say anything?
When her lover entered and fell onto the bed because he'd walked into it, driving his shoulder into her head, it hadn't exactly been what she'd been hoping for. But once they became situated and his hands found her body, it was amazing.
To this day, Carla had no idea who she'd slept with, and it was a shame because she spent weeks thinking about him and wishing she could have more of the snake that bit her.
Unable to see, her other senses became more acute, the smell of his cologne, focusing on the barely audible moans and sighs he made, and especially her sense of touch as she explored his body in the dark.
He was lean, but hard muscled, and she'd released a soft gasp when she'd found the hard, and exceptionally large muscle between his legs.
She'd stroked it while he fondled her breasts, his fingers on her nipples. His lips found them, and she had to struggle not to moan. He'd caught her by surprise when he kissed his way up her chest, then neck, finding his way to her lips.
They kissed with a passion she'd never experienced, both excited by the fact they were touching and being touched by a stranger. Carla had made the first full blown sexual move when she pushed him onto his back and slid down his body, using her hand to guide him to her mouth.
She'd sucked him deep, then moved her head as fast as she could, working him hard and fast with her eager lips and tongue. His hand slid along her body and between her thighs.
She'd moaned around him when his fingers slipped inside her. She swore she'd never been so wet! His thumb found her clit, and her thighs closed, pinning his hand there.
Carla couldn't remember ever having been so aroused and even though he'd only been stroking her clit for a minute her legs were already straightening, her toes curling and her body tensing in anticipation of what had to be the quickest orgasm she'd ever experienced.
Apparently it was the same for him as a low groan escaped him and he tried to push on her head, warning her he was going to come. It wasn't needed, as that made her take him deep and shake her head rapidly.
When he exploded in her mouth, her body followed suit and she released a series of high-pitched gargling sounds as she tried to hold back her squeals while taking his huge load down her throat, swallowing every drop he gave her.
He'd immediately rolled her onto her back and slid down the bed, his tongue finding her clit. He licked and sucked her with the same urgency she'd blown him and within minutes she came a second time.
Unable to hold it back, she'd thrown her head back and wailed as she came with her thighs wrapped around his head and her fingers tugging on her nipples. While her cunt had still been quivering from the power of her second orgasm in five minutes, he slid up the bed, and entered her in one hard thrust.
He'd fucked her hard and deep on her back, then she'd pushed him back with her feet until he lay back for her and she climbed on, riding him. Carla had gotten her feet flat on the bed, so she was squatting over him and bracing her hands on his chest, drive up and down, fucking him hard enough to make the bed rock and squeal in protest.
He'd grabbed her hips and flipped her off him, rolling on top of her and taking her doggy. The last couple minutes had been him squeezing her hips hard enough that he left bruises while fucking her so hard the cheap bed had broken, causing them to slide backwards down the mattress where they finished with her ass in his lap bouncing on his cock with her back against his chest.



He'd pushed her up and off him, pitching her back onto the angled mattress and sprayed her ass with his come, moaning as he jerked off over her. He'd gotten some between the cheeks of her ass, and Carla had felt a delicious shudder flow through her as it oozed down between the lips of her pussy.
They'd remained still, breathing hard into the darkness, his hand resting lightly on her back. They'd both jumped at a knock on the door as someone from the fraternity went along the row of rooms banging to let them know there were five minutes left.
The last act was to exchange medallions. Robin had purchased the silver dollar size medallions from a store that sold trophies and other awards.
She had them engraved, the boys with the name of their fraternity on one side, and brothers for life on the other. Also etched beneath the frat name was the date and room number they'd be entering.
The girls featured "Sisters in Sin" on the front and "Friends for Life" on the back with the same date and corresponding room number. Robin had pierced them to be able to slip them through the cheap stainless steel necklaces she'd bought.
The boys entered wearing the SIS medallions and would exchange them for their frat medallion the girls wore as proof they'd complete their 'challenge." Thinking about it for the first time in years, Carla remembered she still had the medallion taped to the back page of her senior yearbook packed away in her closet.
"Wow, you're really thinking about it!" Viv's laugh caused her to open her eyes. "Your face is getting red; you need a minute?"
Carla gave her a rueful smile, "Been so long since I had anything, even a memory can get me worked up I guess."
Viv didn't need to know that beneath her loose shirt her nipples were erect and there was pleasant, and sadly all too unfamiliar of late, tingling sensation between her thighs.
"It's one hell of a memory," Viv sighed wistfully. "God, whoever that boy was fucked me senseless."
"Guess so, because you still are," Carla grinned.
"I didn't swallow his damn load though."
"Guess I suck better dick than you."
"Or my boy had actual stamina and wanted to get to fucking after a couple minutes warm up."
"You still have the coin?" Carla asked.
"I do, and I'll add the one Friday night to it, we're doing the same thing."
"You're doing the same thing, I'm out."
"Come on!"
"Its ridiculous!" Carla waved her hand. "And why now? A last gasp midlife?"
"Seriously?" Viv leaned forward. "Because with Henry leaving you, and Deb's husband passing away three years ago, this is the first five-year anniversary that we're all single. We can all do this together."
"Brenda's married." Carla pointed out.
"True, but she's a hot wife, so it doesn't matter."
"A what?"
"She likes to fuck other men and her husband gets off on it. Sometimes its in front of him, other times she hooks up with guys when she travels for work and tells him about it."
"I never knew that."
"You only follow her on Facebook, she doesn't advertise it there," Viv smirked. "Her husband's excited about this. Be sitting there with his dick in his hand waiting for her to come home and tell him how she got fucked by some anonymous kid half her age."
"Wait," Carla put her finger up. "What do you mean half her age?"
"Oh, right. We hadn't gotten that far because you're being a prig. Robin thought it would be fun to really turn back the clock. We may be older, but the boys will be the same age."
"What? How?"
"Robin works for URI and her and some of the faculty who are alumni talk about the wild frat and sorority hazings and initiations they were part of."
"I'm not following."
"One of the men she works with was talking about some gloryhole thing they did back in his day, where sorority girls had to suck off frat boys to get into their sisterhood. She brought up 'who goes there', and one thing led to another.
"He decided to make a deal with her. He'd arrange to have six young men from a fraternity be the cock donors for our re-enactment in exchange for Robin finding a sorority willing to send some girls to a gloryhole where he and a few of his old frat buddies will be. Trading dirty traditions."
"You're going to suck cock through a wall?"
"Are you listening? Robin is going to find current coeds to do that."
"Disgusting. I mean they get nothing out of that at all. Our game the girls and the guys got off."
"Save the feminist rant, I have no control over these things, and for the record? Some girls get off on doing sleazy things." She stared at Carla pointedly. "Or did you forget the night we all got drunk, went into a theater, and picked guys to sit next to, then jerked them off right there."
She laughed. "Your guy was with his damn girl! You were stroking him under the jacket he had in his lap!"
"Okay, point taken, sleazy had its moments back then."
"It can still have its moments! Although I like to think of this as sexy and erotic over sleazy."
"Sex with a stranger less than half our age in the dark isn't sleazy?"
"Semantics," Viv sighed. "Carla, give me a reason besides sleazy and you're a dud that you don't want to do this."
"Its wrong," she replied simply.
"Are you married?"
"You know I'm not."
"Seeing anyone?"
"No," Carla rolled her eyes.
"Then who the hell are you hurting?"
"I have a son the age of the kid you expect me to spread my legs for."
"But that boy isn't your son!"
"He's someone's. You don't have kids. If you did would you want your son to..."
"Have a goddamn kinky good time fucking a woman who the only thing he knows about is she's a milf? I wouldn't care."
"You don't understand."
"You're someone's daughter, we're all someone's daughter. Those boys who fucked us had parents. Did any of us run to mom and dad and ask permission? Carla, we were all young dumb and wanting to cum! It was fun! No one got hurt, no one was forced to do it. We all had a great time!"
"True," Carla gave her a slow nod.
"This is the same thing. Six women in their forties getting some hard young eager cock, and the boys knowing they're going to get the ride of a lifetime from a woman that's far more experienced than those giggly coeds they're hooking up with."
"Assuming they want to be with an older woman."
"Milf porn is all the rage, Carla! Who do you think watches it? If you got dressed up to get messed up and went to a club with guys Brandon's age, they'd be falling all over you!"
"Okay, fine, they want to get mauled by a cougar. It's just...." She trailed off.
"See? You're running out of excuses! Brandon will never know, and you just said he even told you to go get laid!"
"Not like that."
"Does it matter?" Viv frowned in though, then slapped the table excitedly. "Think about it like this. You want to have sex, don't you?"
"It would be nice."
"What's stopping you?"
"I guess because I don't want to deal with drama or getting hurt again."
"And you could date someone for a bit, get to the point you're ready to put out and...they suck in bed! Waited all that time, invested time in them and two pump chump!"
"Crude, but yeah, it's been a long time since I've gotten it good. I don't need to be disappointed."
"Which leaves a stand, and that guy could suck too. Think you're there for him, or just be lousy in general."
"That's a gamble."
"Other thing is what if you did a stand and you want to move on, but you were so damn good they keep coming around? You fuck some guy, he shows up here, causes trouble, Brandon beats his ass."
"Taking this a little far, but I get it, and have thought about it. A stand can be as much trouble as dating."
"It's a crapshoot. I've had boyfriends that have lasted a year or two, but for the most part I've been single. I have had a lot of bad sex, trust me."
"Okay, where is this going?"
"Where its going is this is a damn sex game. These are young eager excited boys who are going to want to make a good impression on their mystery milf." She smiled. "Even if the kid goes off quick, he's frigging 20! He can be ready again in a few minutes!"
"Look, Viv, it's not just them, it's me."
"You mean as in a little gun shy because it's been awhile? Like riding a bike girl, you don't forget how to fuck."
"Maybe I'm not that good at it. Maybe the guy I'd date, or the one nighter would be the one disappointed."
"Are you kidding me?" Viv looked genuinely surprised "Carla, look at you! You're a stunning sexy as fuck woman! Shit, you were featured in your own magazine two years ago in a make up ad!"
"I guess I look okay, but sometimes I wonder."
"Wonder what?" Viv's eyes narrowed.
"The last few years weren't exactly sizzling between Henry and I. Then he started having an affair. Maybe I wasn't doing what I needed to."
"You fucking stop there!" Viv hissed so intently Carla flinched. "You did nothing wrong. That man was a cheating fucking dog, and the reason things were dull was because he was one of those pricks who thought he deserved more, that and you were out of his fucking league since day one and he needed to feel superior and not inadequate.
"That woman he ran off with was a stay at home mom and housewife her whole life. Mousy, under the thumb, perfect for someone like Henry because she needed attention and to be taken care of. Weak men need weak women and you, girl, are one of the strongest women I know."
"Thank you," Carla said softly, and reaching out took Viv's hand. "I mean it."
"I mean it too! He held you back, not the other way around. Guy's like him, they locker room talk about wanting the hot girl, the freak, the porn star, but they get it? They can't handle it, he made you feel bad to mask his insecurities."
"I think so, but sometimes I can't help feel it's me, and I'm not exactly confident these days."
"Then this is perfect for you," Viv squeezed her hand. "I want you to think about it. You think you're rusty? Maybe not the wildcat you used to be? You're afraid of feeling like a fool? Then have to worry if whoever the guy is starts saying nasty shit on social media about the dead fuck he picked up?"
"I...wasn't thinking that last part," she grunted. "Thanks for adding to the list."
"Friday night? That's your back in the saddle. Its pitch black, he won't see you, doesn't know you, and no worry about what happens next. No pressure at all, in fact, the way this is set up, he's there to please you. He needs that medallion to avoid hazing or whatever punishment he'd get for not making an alumnus happy."
Carla was silent as Viv spoke, for the first time allowing herself to hear her argument.
"And never rule out young alpha ego. These kids are going to want us to moan and squeal and come for them. They want to show the hot milf they can handle the ride. They're there to deliver, Carla. We're the beneficiaries of youth and enthusiasm."
She nodded slightly, and encouraged, Viv pressed on.
"If you're nervous in the beginning, you let him do the work. I think you'll relax and give as good as you get. If for some reason you don't? Not like he can say anything. There is no pressure on you to perform."
"I don't know, Viv," she repeated, but even to her own ears she sounded as if she were wavering and could tell by the look in her eyes, Viv sensed it.
"And let me tell you, this kid has to let his fingers do the walking and there is no way in hell you can think you don't have a body to die for." She laughed and cupped her smallish tits. "Girl, I would give anything for a rack like that. That boy is going to feel those tits and its going to be lust at first touch!"
"You think?" she felt a smile playing about her lips.
"But wait, there's more." Viv's smile turned nasty. "The Coup De Grace. Revenge."
"How is it revenge?"
"Henry leaves you for woman who is less attractive, no career, not much of anything except being easily controllable. He's eating vanilla every day for the rest of his life and here you are playing a kinky sex game and getting pounded by a hot college boy."
"Hmm," Carla liked the sound of that.
"That kid will fuck you like that loser never could. He made you feel like you were boring. Like you're not attractive? Then prove him wrong! Do something wild and fuck this boy's goddamn brains out and leave him knowing what its like to fuck a real woman!"
"You think I can be that good?"
"Honey, the fact you're asking that question should tell you how bad you need this! This is getting all that damn poison out of your system! The end of the old bullshit he still has you clinging to and the start of a new and exciting life." She clapped her hands. "The French call an orgasm the little death, for you it will be a goddamn rebirth!"
She put her hands out to her. "What do you say, sister? You ready to turn back the clock and get some cock?"
"Oh, you should have quit while you were ahead, that was awful," Carla grimaced, but a smile quickly followed.
"Not quitting until you agree to give some head."
"Even worse." She cringed.
"I'll go all night until I get a damn yes." She sighed and gave her a soft smile. "Carla, as your best friend, I'm telling you that you need this for a lot of reasons."
Carla took a breath then nodded.
"Okay."
"That's my girl!' Viv reached into her purse and handed her an envelope.
She opened it to see a necklace with a blue medallion.
"Yup," Viv laughed. "Going all in on nostalgia, except that's an actual sterling silver chain because I can afford them now, and the medallion you're getting back has 25th anniversary etched into it.
Carla lifted the chain, staring at the medallion. "Room 6, that was my room then too."
"Same motel!" Viv grinned. "Can't believe that dump is still around. This is going to be so much fun!"
"You're right," she nodded as she read the name of the fraternity on the medallion; 'Alpha Tau Omega' ATO, even the same fraternity was participating. "Totally anonymous. What can go wrong?"
Chapter 4
Carla picked up the fifth of Jack Daniels from the scarred surface of the cheap nightstand, pouring it into the glass.
"Bottom's up," she took several long pulls from the bottle. "Whew!" she exhaled as the straight bourbon burned its way down her throat. The hot trail went straight down into her already roiling stomach.
Years ago, she'd been nervous, but also excited. Tonight, all she felt was nerves. What was she doing here? How had she let Viv talk her into this? Yes, she'd made some good points, but in the end Carla could solve all her hang-ups by being an adult and getting back into the dating game.
This was a cheap out, a childish way to get something she wanted with no repercussions. Yes, attractive because of that, the no pressure angle had been what had gotten her to agree to this.
But she wasn't a child, nor was she a horny and adventurous coed. She was a middle aged woman and a mother of a boy the age of the one who would be sneaking in here to have sex with her.
Carla looked at her watch. 8:50. Light's out would be in five minutes, after that her mystery lover would enter. For the tenth time in the 20 minutes since she'd been in the room she thought about calling Viv and telling her to cancel the kid with her room key.
Yes, that would be awful to do to him. His friends got laid, and he didn't. Worse, he'd probably have to go through some hazing instead getting an easy ride into his frat by getting an easy ride from a woman looking for the ultimate no strings attached sex.
But she kept sitting there as if she were waiting until it was too late, and she'd have to go through with it. It might already be. Their instructions were to shut their cells off and put them in their purse under the bed which helped her resist the urge to make that call.
They didn't have to worry about Cellphones twenty five years ago, she thought wryly. Carla looked around the small minimally-and cheaply furnished-room. She couldn't believe Robin had even gotten the same rooms from back then.
Judging by how soft and lumpy the mattress was, Carla wouldn't be surprised if this had been the same one from back then. As last time, the lightbulbs had been removed, switches taped, and the only light currently in the room was from a small battery powered touch lamp on the nightstand.
She took a few more swallows, this time directly from the bottle, and put it down. Her face was flushed, and she had a buzz going. Whether or not it was enough to relax her to the point she could get something out of this other than regret would remain to be seen.
She flinched when there was a knock on the door, and Georgia, Robin's best friend in college, and who she claimed could be completely trusted about tonight's event, popped her head in.
"Hey, almost showtime!" she chirped as she quickly closed the door behind her and came over to the bed. "Gotta check and make sure your phone is off and away."
"In my purse under the bed," she pointed.
"You look nervous," Georgia gave her a reassuring smile. "No reason, hon. He has no idea who you are, just lay back and let it happen." She sighed and held up her left hand, flashing an impressive diamond ring nestled behind a white gold band. "I wasn't married, I'd be all in on this!"
"Seems like I'm the only one not excited."
"No, couple other women are a little nervous. Not everyone's Viv and Brenda. I swear those two are wilder than when they were young. Brenda's married and her damn husband is thrilled she's doing it."
"Best of both worlds' there," Carla forced a laugh that clearly showed her nerves.
"Look, even Robin's a little nervous and this was her idea. Just think of it as an experience, some hot dirty little secret you'll have."
Carla nodded as Georgia picked up the small lamp.
"Going to take this with me," she told her. "You're the last room. Boys will be here in five minutes." She laughed. "Like I told the rest of the girls, get some for me and the rest of us settled down women, okay?"
"Okay."
Carla stared down at her feet which were clad in a pair of plain red sandals. They matched her simple red sundress, after all, no need to dress up when you were already going to be naked, and they couldn't see you.
Yet for some reason she'd not only put on make-up but heavier than usual, at least for these days, but how she wore it years ago when she'd go to clubs or parties. All the turn back the clock talk had affected her more than she thought, she supposed.
"Have fun!" Georgia walked out of the room and the second she closed the door the room plunged into darkness.
Like last time it wasn't just dark, it was pitch black. The small window that faced the parking lot not only had the blinds down, but a piece of thick cardboard behind it so the light from the parking lot couldn't shine through.
The only other window was a small one in the bathroom that faced the back lot where the boys were told to park when they arrived. This window had cardboard over it as well, but from the outside so no one could try to peek out and see their mystery lover leaving.
Carla took a deep breath and kicked her sandals off.
She carefully reached out, sliding her hand along the nightstand until she found the bottle. She took a long pull that left her throat burning and her head spinning. Putting it down, she rose from the bed and stripped her dress off.
Carla dropped the dress next to the bed, then reached back and removed her bra. Her heart was already racing and her stomach in a knot. She slipped her fingers into the plain red panties she'd worn and doing it before she could lose her nerve, shoved them down.
She slipped them from her feet, pushing them over to where she'd dropped the dress. Carla sat on the bed, then lifting the top sheet, slid under it. She lay there taking slow deep breaths to remain calm and try to slow her rapid heartbeat.



Even in total darkness, she felt self-conscious being naked. Not that he could see her, and Carla wasn't so insecure that she didn't know she had a decent body, it was more about feeling vulnerable.
The knock would come any minute now. She'd reached the point of no return and now knowing beyond a doubt this was going to happen left her with a feeling closer to dread than feeling sexy.
She was too damn old for this! She had a solid professional career, a great son she was proud of, a nice home. Was she so hard up for sex that in a weak moment she'd let Viv talk her into...?
She jumped at the sound of a sharp rap on the door and released a startled gasp as she swore her heart had skipped a beat. The door opened just enough for a shadowy figure to slip in.
Carla closed her eyes, she could do this, or more accurately she could let him do this. She sensed movement and heard the unmistakable sound of a zipper being pulled down.
Poor kid, he was going to end up with the deadest fuck out of the six women. She nervously fingered the medallion where it rested below her neck, her fingers trembling. She could hear him sliding his clothes off, and he seemed closer.
Carla bit back another gasp when she felt weight on the foot of the bed. She couldn't avoid jerking her leg when he touched her foot through the sheet. Shit, she was already embarrassing herself.
His hand slid up her leg, still staying on top of the sheet. His weight shifted and she felt him against her leg as he moved higher up on the bed. The room was so dark she couldn't even see his hand and released a shaky breath when it touched her stomach.
His other hand touched her bare shoulder, and she tensed when he lightly caressed her upper arm. His touch was gentle, and she was surprised to feel a slight tremble in his fingers.
The fact he was nervous soothed her a little. She tried to put herself in his place. Yes, he'd be excited, he was a young man getting sex, and from what he knew was an older woman.
But he had to make her happy and had probably never done anything like this before. His fingers slid along her shoulder and across her upper chest. Come on, move, don't lay here like a damn stiff! She berated herself, nerves were one thing, she felt goddamned paralyzed.
His fingers reached her neck and touched her cheek. Carla felt his weight shift and sensed him closer. She caught the scent of his cologne, Cool Water. Great, Brandon wore that, another little thing to make this awkward. His fingers slid down her face and brushed her lips, lingering there. She forced herself to kiss them, then parted her lips and flicked her tongue across them.
The hand that was on her stomach slid higher and her breath hissed between her teeth when he encountered her breast. He gave it a gentle squeeze, and she swore she heard a soft breath escape him, a small sound of appreciation as he fondled her large breast.
His fingers encountered her nipple and she sucked on her lip to hold back a moan when it immediately stiffened. Damn, it had been a long time since someone touched her.
He touched her lips once more, then she flinched back into the pillow when suddenly his lips found hers. Not directly, his kiss caught one side of her mouth and part of her cheek.
He quickly eased his lips to the left, so they were now pressed to hers, and he kissed her softly as his fingers now traced circles around her nipple through the sheet. Carla was caught off guard by the kiss. The second he encountered her breast, she'd expected the sheet to be pulled off and him trying to find her nipple with his mouth rather than her lips.
His other hand went down her neck and she groaned into his lips when he found her other nipple. He kept his hands over the sheet, while kissing her more firmly.
The pleasure her nipples were experiencing caused her to finally move, lifting her hands from her sides and placing them over his. She pushed them harder into her breasts while arching her back and responding to his kiss more eagerly.
His hands were large, and she could feel the restrained strength in them when he switched from toying with her nipples to squeezing her breasts. Carla slid her hands up his forearms and felt the first tingle of excitement between her thighs when she felt how thickly muscled they were.
Her hands continued upward to discover a pair of upper arms that were well developed and had her heart pounding for a reason other than nerves. Damn, he was put together, she thought when she kept exploring and ran her hands up across a pair of broad shoulders.
Trying to ride the wave of newly awakened excitement, Carla parted her lips and plunged her tongue into his mouth. He reacted with a soft moan and his tongue swiftly sliding over hers.
His hands left her breasts, and she released a sharp breath into their kiss when he whipped the sheet down with an aggressiveness that belied his thus far slow approach, but turned her previous tingle into a sudden wave of heat.
His hands were quickly back on her breasts, and she moaned into their ever-deepening kiss when he fondled her now bare flesh. She arched her back when his fingers once again found her nipples, and this time with nothing between them.
His lips left hers and kissed his way down the left side of her face until they fastened to the soft skin of her neck. Carla's breathing turned hot and heavy as he licked and sucked her tender neck while his fingers teased her aching nipples.
Her hands roamed up and down his arms, over his shoulders, then down his powerful back. She dug them in hard when she felt him kick the sheet off her lower legs, leaving her body completely uncovered.
The bed shifted when he swung his leg between hers and she couldn't hold back a low groan when something hard, slid over her lower thigh. He was taking his time, his lips sliding to the other side of her neck as he nuzzled her long hair out of her way.
Carla lifted her right leg, wrapping it around him, her thigh pressing into his side and her foot sliding along his lower back. He moved his leg up and she whimpered when his knee pushed into her hot, and suddenly wet slit.
His lips, still moving with what she now felt was teasing slowness, were now on the top of her chest and working down towards her breast. As if her body was responding without her conscious consent, her hips rocked, pushing her hot wet flesh into his knee.
Carla gripped his shoulders and to mixed emotions of shame and excitement, pushed, urging him to get to her breasts. He obliged, sliding his tongue down between her tits in a long wet lick.
His knee moved from her pussy as he slid further down the bed, and she held back a groan of frustration. The frustration was quickly erased when his lips slid over the curve of her left breast.
She tensed, waiting for him to find her nipple and when he took it between his lips and sucked gently, Carla's eyes rolled back, and she squirmed beneath him. Her right hand worked up his back until her fingers were in his short thick hair.
She shamelessly shoved her breast into his face while pushing down on his head. He didn't seem to mind as he eagerly sucked and licked her nipple while still toying with the other.
Carla struggled not to say anything as her nipples received the attention they'd been in sore need of for well over a year. Meanwhile, his cock, which she was beginning to envision as being as impressive as the rest of him, rested along her leg.
It felt long, hot, and there was a noticeable sticky spot higher on her leg. That spot was being smeared along her leg just above her knee as his hips were now rocking. He was breathing hard around her nipple, and he swung his other leg over so he was now kneeling fully between her legs. Carla wrapped both legs around his hips, letting them slide down over his ass.
When he switched to licking her other nipple, she worked her hand down between them until her fingers glided over the tip of his cock. He grunted and his hips thrust, pushing his head past her fingers into the palm of her questing hand.
She wrapped her fingers around him, and they both emitted quiet sounds of pleasure. Carla had long fingers and they could barely meet around him, and she couldn't believe how hard he was.
Hard and throbbing in her grip. Hard and dripping, and most importantly, hard for her. She pumped him as much as she could in their position and his hips moved in time with her hand, sliding it through her fingers.
Having his cock in her hand sent her already rapidly fading inhibitions packing. She pushed his head from her breast and sat up, forcing him to sit back on his knees. She pumped his cock harder, and with her hand still in his hair, drew his face to hers.
They had another awkward miss where their noses bumped and he slipped and snickered before finding her face, taking it in his hands and planting a delightfully aggressive kiss on her.
Their lips parted and their tongues waged war as he fondled her breasts, while she stroked his cock, his very long cock. Her free hand went to his chest, caressing it and wishing the light was on so she could see this goddamn physical specimen she was minutes from fucking.
Because there was already no doubt in her mind she was going to. Goddamn Viv had been right, a few minutes in and she was not only into it but taking control. As their kiss continued, she rose, getting her long legs folded under her until she was kneeling.
Carla broke the kiss and pushed on his chest, getting him to lean back. She crawled back on her knees to put more room between them, then released his cock and grabbed his wrists, removing his hands from her breasts.
Carla then bent over, lowering her head. Finding his cock in the dark, she gripped it tightly and guided it to her lips. She flicked her tongue rapidly over his head, getting it sticky with his pre-cum, then parted her lips and eased him into her mouth. He moaned in his throat as she stopped when she had just the tip in her mouth.
Carla swirled her tongue around it, loving how he squirmed as she teased his sensitive head. She gave a sudden hard suck that caused his breath to expel in a loud gasp and filled her mouth with salty pre cum.
She eased him a little deeper and shook her head, working his tip around her wet mouth. She kept him gripped tightly in her right hand while her left rested on his hard flat stomach to keep her balance.
Carla planned to tease him for a couple minutes, licking, slowly sucking, making him squirm in anticipation, Instead, the size of his cock and having it in her mouth, her tongue already slick with precum, overwhelmed her.
Opening wide, she took as much of his length as she could. He made a noise between a groan and gasp when she did it, then another when she rapidly bobbed her head.
She wasn't teasing or playing, she was sucking hardcore with the enthusiasm and eagerness born of not having her mouth stuffed in far too long. She used her hand, two fingers around his shaft, stroking as she blew him.
His hands were on her, one in her hair, the other on her back, as she sucked him with an energy that bordered on desperate. She opened wider and angled her head, making his fingers tighten in her hair when she managed to get him deeper.
Carla gagged but held him deep in her throat until the feeling passed, then eased her lips further down his shaft. Her lips encountered his pubic mound, and she felt a surge of pride she hadn't lost her ability to deep throat every cock she'd ever sucked.
His hand left her hair, and both slid down her back as she held him buried in her throat, her tongue slipping out to lick his balls, a trick she hadn't used in far too long. A shudder went through his body when she did it, and his breath hissed above her.
But despite the pleasure she was giving him, his hands continued to move, caressing her smooth back, and making their way down to her ass. She grunted around his cock when his large hands each covered one of the cheeks of her ass and gave them a hard squeeze.
Carla resumed bobbing her head, slurping her way to his tip before driving back down the length of his shaft. Now used to him, it was easier to take him most of the way and she moaned at the sensation of her mouth and throat being repeatedly filled with thick hard, and sinfully young cock.
His hands gripped her ass and squeezed again. She moaned at the size and strength in those hands, and again wished she could see this magnificent stud. Her eyes went wide, and she gasped around him when he spread her cheeks wide open and slid finger through her wet slit.
Her hips jerked and when he boldly introduced a finger inside her wet cunt, she would have broken the rules and cried out in pleasure if her mouth hadn't been full. The fingers of his other hand slid down the inside of her spread cheek and this time it was her clit he met.
Carla whimpered as she struggled to bob her head and continue to please him as he fingered her while stroking her throbbing clit. She moved her hips, working clit into his hands while taking him deep once more.
She shook her head, getting a moan from him, but his fingers kept moving. He surprised her once more by easing a second long thick finger into her needy cunt. This time she lost the battle and letting his cock fall from her mouth released a long shuddering moan.
She gripped his pulsing cock, rubbing it along her cheek to make him feel good while he worked her cunt with a confidence that belied his age. He moved his fingers within her, thrusting in and out, but also moving side to side.
His fingertips worked her clit in slow delicious circles that had her hips rocking and her thighs trembling. Carla turned her head, sliding his sticky tip across her face to nuzzle her other cheek into it.
His cock seemed to the length of her face and the feeling of his hard hot flesh along her face had her breathing hard and heavy. She pumped him in her hand as she was breathing to hard in addition to whimpering from the way he skillfully played her long-neglected cunt to suck on him.
His fingers moved faster on her clit and thrust deeper into her already quivering pussy. Carla bit on her lower lip to avoid making too much noise. She lost the battle when she released a startled "Oh!" when she felt him press his thumb against her rosebud.
He pushed harder and paused as if looking for permission. Carla hadn't had anything in her ass in years, since early in her marriage when sex was still exciting. As the expression went, go big or go home.
As a signal she pushed her ass back into his hands, and he didn't hesitate to push his thump deep into her tight ass. Knowing it was coming, Carla took him back into her mouth just in time that her squeal was muffled by his cock.
Even though he hadn't been playing with her for more than a couple of minutes, it had been so long since she'd had any attention she could already feel her body tensing. The prospect of her first non self-induced orgasm in far too long not only sent a surge of excitement through her, but the desire to return the favor to her amazingly attentive lover.
She bobbed her head rapidly along the full length of his cock, the speed of her sucking increasing the closer her body edged towards her impending explosion. Carla braced her other hand on his stomach, so she was no longer jerking him, but just using her mouth.
Above her, his breathing grew heavy, and his stomach tightened. But he continued to expertly work her sopping slit. His fingers were buried deep in her pussy, shaking back and forth hard enough to make a moist slapping sound and his thumb was deep in her tight asshole.
His fingers worked in harder faster circles on her swollen pink button, and Carla increased her sucking as her own pleasure continued to escalate. His stomach heaved beneath her hands, and she heard him battling his own desire to be much louder.
Carla envisioned their position, him on his knees, her on hers, but bent over, using him to hold herself up. His cock buried in her mouth as he had her cheeks spread, his fingers inside her holes while he worked her clit.
Her heavy tits swayed beneath her as she rocked back into his fingers then forward, taking his dick down her throat. Her fingers curled, her long nails digging hard into his stomach and making him groan.
Carla pounded her head up and down, sucking his amazing cock with a manic energy that bordered on violent. Tears spilled down her cheeks as his cock plunging down her throat caused her eyes to water.
She became aware of the loud sloppy gurgling and gagging sounds emanating from her as she sucked her mysterious lover like a wannabe porn star. His cock twitched in her mouth and his hands pressed harder into the cheeks of her ass.
His fingers went deeper inside her, and when he curled them, she felt his thumb press into them through the thin wall of skin between her ass and pussy. Carla whimpered around his cock which was now being shoved into her descending mouth as his hips thrust excitedly.
He curled his fingers again and Carla went over the edge. A long-muffled squeal sounded from her throat as her hips went wild, bucking and gyrating in a tight circle. Her pussy convulsed, and both her holes contracted around his fingers.
Carla slowed her sucking as she emitted a series of high-pitched yips and sloppy wet sounds through the sides of her mouth. Above her he slipped, releasing a barely audible single word she couldn't make out over the blood rushing through her ears and her own sounds of ecstasy.
She bucked and writhed, sliding her legs closed to tighten herself even more around his still moving fingers. His hips thrust, but in a jerky desperate rhythm, and Carla focused through the powerful orgasm and pushed herself to resume sucking him.
She went at his cock as if it were a competition, gagging violently as she deep throated him each time. With a low groan, her lover shoved his cock deep into her descending mouth and erupted.
Carla's eyes went wide in the darkness as her mouth was flooded with several rapid fire bursts of thick salty cum. Some of it squirted down her throat, while more sprayed from the sides of her mouth as she struggled to suck, swallow, and cry out from the still flowing waves of orgasm crashing through her.
She kept sucking, noisily slurping up cum that had spilled from her mouth and swallowing it. Her orgasm fading, Carla kept working him, slobbering, and drooling on his cock as more cum oozed from between her lips only for her to suck it back into her mouth.
He eased his fingers from inside her, and grabbed her hair as she kept sucking, working for every drop, draining his balls into her willing mouth. When even a hard suck on his tip failed to produce anything more than a couple of sticky drops, she released him with a rather nasty wet sucking sound.
The orgasm had fired her up and the door containing years of pent-up lust swung open and overwhelmed her. Carla gripped his still hard cock and squeezed it, making him whimper softly.
She put her hand on his chest and shoved hard. He made a surprised sound as he went backwards but caught himself. Not to be denied, Carla leaned into him, pressing her body against his and caught by surprise, he fell over on to his back.
There was a moment of awkward, and unsexy, clumsiness as he struggled to straighten his legs from under him as Carla tried to climb on top of him. But she won out, swinging her long leg over him, until she had him straddled.
Still gripping his cock, she worked his dripping tip along her inner thigh and then through her moist lips. When his head reached its hot wet destination. She eased him in the first couple of inches, then let her weight go.
Carla couldn't hold back a loud yelp as his long thick cock entered her, spreading her lonely pussy around his girth. Her slip up was lost during his as he also made a loud sound as his secret Milf lover was now riding him.



He moaned and made desperate whimpering sounds beneath her as she worked his still sensitive head around in her tight wet cunt. She moved her hips in slow circles, getting used to his size.
His hands found her hips, gripping them as she rode him faster and more confidently. He'd just come and was still hard enough for her to fuck him and keep him that way! Thank you, Viv!
Carla leaned over, bracing her hands on his chest and went wild, bouncing on his cock, her still quivering and sopping pussy now growing accustomed to his size. Beneath her he continued to squirm and whimper as she had her way with his helpless cock, the head of which was probably a raw nerve this soon after coming.
But his hands worked from her hips up her sides, and onto her breasts. He gave them a hard squeeze before his fingers found her nipples. Carla moaned and found herself struggling not to laugh.
Not a laugh as in something was funny, but just in pure joy. Just came, and with the taste of a young man's cum still in her mouth riding his cock like the wild cat she had been back in college.
Viv had been so right; she had turned back the clock and then some because at her age now Carla knew how special this was. Back then, and like all young women and men, she'd expected sex to always be that good.
Life had taught her that wasn't the case, and she was so glad she'd agreed to this. This memory was one she was going to savor for a long time, but for right now there was a young hard body and tireless cock she planned to savor the fuck out of.
Apparently her lover felt the same. His hands went from her breasts to her shoulders and tugged her towards him. Carla let herself go until her breasts were pressing into his chest and sought his lips in the dark.
She caught his scruffy chin first, but her next attempt hit the mark, and she kissed him hard, her tongue immediately plunging into his mouth. His hands went around her waist, and his weight shifted beneath her.
Carla felt his thighs rise between hers as he bent his legs, bracing his feet on the mattress. His arms tightened around her, pinning her to his chest and with no warning he tore into her, his hips thrusting hard and fast.
She yipped into his mouth as he pounded her now prone pussy hard and fast while holding her against him. His cock was now as hard as it had been in her mouth, and he was fucking her with enough force to rock the bed.
She lost the ability to focus on kissing him, and nuzzled her face into his neck, trying to keep the loud cries that wanted to escape her lips down to minimum. It wasn't easy, God, he was fucking her so hard!
His arms slid higher until they were under her, and she released a sudden gasp when he twisted to her right, turning them over. Carla's left shoulder pressed into the lumpy mattress, but her right encountered nothing and a moment later she felt herself falling.
She cried out when she landed on the floor, and she heard him grunt in pain when he hit it with her. Fortunately, his full weight didn't land on her, and after a moment of pain in her shoulder and ass, she was okay and this time a giggle slipped out.
He didn't respond, and she wondered if he were reigning it in because of the rules, or maybe he was embarrassed. The way his hands quickly found her breasts, and his mouth fastened to her left nipple told her it was the latter and he was quickly trying to make up for it.
As he sucked on her nipple, he positioned his legs between hers, his cock pushed into her stomach, then lowered until his head contacted her swollen clit. She gasped at the contact, thrusting her hips, and pushing the head of his cock through her lips.
Another thrust and she'd slipped his tip back inside her. He drove forward, his full length entering her wet twat in one deliciously long smooth motion. He switched to sucking her other nipple while he gave her several long slow thrusts that had her eyes rolling back and her legs wrapping around his hips.
His mouth left her breast and he pushed himself up between her legs. Grabbing her knees, he pushed her legs so they were bent back and placed her feet on his muscular chest.
He squeezed her knees then tore into her. Carla clapped her hand over her mouth as she was unable to contain her yelps as he hammered into her with long powerful thrusts that ended with his balls slapping against her ass.
She gripped his right arm with her free hand, again digging her nails into him as he fucked her right there on the damn floor. The hard floor was covered with cheap thin commercial carpeting and somewhere in the back of her head she knew she was going to be feeling this tomorrow.
But right now, all she was feeling was young inexhaustible cock. Her pussy was beginning to get sore from just a few minutes of him fucking her showed how long it had been since she'd gotten it good.
As the saying went, that was a good pain, and she would deem every ache and pain she'd experience tomorrow as its own badge of honor. He shifted his grip, his hands moving down her calves to grip her ankles.
He yanked her legs up and outward and tore into her even harder. She howled into her hand as he spread her legs and plundered her now wide open and helpless pussy. He was squeezing her ankles hard, and she made a mental note to add bruises to her list of sex inflicted issues she'd experience tomorrow.
Her breasts bounced wildly as he took her. Those two words were perfect as she wasn't participating at all, he was simply using her however he wanted at this point.
And she was loving every minute of it.
She heard his breathing getting louder and his thrusts shorter and more violent. He seemed like he was getting close after fucking her senseless the last few minutes, and she was already planning to give him a few minutes breather then using her mouth to see if she could get round three out of him.
He withdrew his cock and she thought he was going to cum, and eagerly awaited the hot load she expected to be sprayed on her stomach or thighs. Even better, she felt his lips on her stomach, then lower.
Carla caught herself just before she moaned "yes!" when his lips and tongue teased their way down to her mound. He kissed the small patch of dark hair between her thighs, and she wriggled in anticipation when he took a few seconds to kiss and gently suck on each of her inner thighs.
When his lips found her once again throbbing clit, her hips jerked, and she sucked on her lower lip to not cry out the way she wanted to. She imagined him stretched out on the floor between her legs, and wished she could see those powerful shoulders, broad strong back, and fine ass as he lay there with his pretty face between her legs.
He had to be good looking, no one with a body that fine and a cock that amazing could be anything but attractive. Carla sighed into her hand when he traced a slow wet circle around her clit, then gasped when he gave it a hard suck.
As he did when she was blowing him, he wasn't shy about sliding two fingers into her, except this time after being pounded by his cock her pussy more easily accommodated them.
He pushed them deep until she could feel his knuckles press into her soft moist flesh while his tongue danced over her clit. For the next few minutes, he took his time between her thighs and the only sound in the room was her soft sighs and whimpers as he worked her clit with his talented tongue.
Whoever this kid was, he was exhibiting a patience far beyond his years. Not just patience, but skill. His tongue was never still, flicking up and down, side to side, and going around in deliciously slow wet circles.
He mixed in several hard sucks, then would switch to gently sucking on her aching button. On those occasions he'd slowly pump his fingers in time with his sucking. Carla lay there in total darkness, on the floor in a cheap dive motel, getting eaten like she'd only dreamed about for far too long.
Life was damned good right now.
She lifted her legs, sliding the soft soles of her feet long his sides before resting them on his back. When he introduced a finger into her ass, her initial gasp of surprise and brief yip of pain turned into a low moan as he worked it in and out, sliding along the fingers in her, at this point, sloppy cunt.
Add bold to the patient and skilled. She wondered if he did this with girls his age or figured since she was older she'd be more receptive to it. Carla hadn't had her ass played with in years and forgotten how good it felt.
The way this kid was going if he tried to fuck her in the ass she'd let him. The thought of going that far, letting a stranger half her age have her ass caused her hips to thrust into his face, and she found her nipples in the dark, rolling her them between her fingers.
He was sucking her in a steady rhythm, his three fingers buried deep within her as she moved her hips in a circular motion, grinding into his face and working her clit into his lips and tongue.
Her toes curled into his back, and she squeezed and tugged on her nipples, stretching them to the point it bordered on painful. Her thighs trembled and her back arched, pushing her clit harder into his mouth.
She jumped and felt him do the same when a loud double knock sounded on the door. The signal there was only fifteen minutes left. Had it already been forty five minutes?
The saying time flies when you're having fun had never been so true.
Between her legs, her lover stopped toying with her and went in for the kill. He sucked her clit hard and fast, his lips smacking into her wet flesh. His fingers curled inside her and he shook them side to side.
She was so wet it she could hear the sloppy slapping sounds his fingers made, and she thrust her hips faster into his fingers and mouth. They both moved with an urgency born of knowing their time was growing short and they needed to fuck again.
He added a third finger to her cunt, stretching her wide, then eased them and the one in her ass out. He jammed them back in roughly while sucking her clit, and after giving her nipples a violent twist, Carla exploded.
She let loose with a loud wail of pleasure before she managed to clap her hand over her mouth. Her hips went wild as she moved her legs up his back and crossed them at her ankles, pinning his face to her convulsing pussy.
Her holes contracted around his fingers, and he curled the three in her pussy, sending another electric shock of pleasure through her. She continued to twist her left nipple as she squealed into her hand while her second orgasm crashed through her.
He continued to lick and suck her clit as best he could while she bucked into his face. She swore this orgasm was more powerful than the first as her back arched higher and her delighted pussy clenched repeatedly around his fingers.
When the last tremors flowed through her, she let her legs drop to his sides as her body relaxed, leaving her laying there breathing hard and feeling as limp as a rag doll. He slid up between her legs and with no hesitation, plowed into her still quivering pussy.
He gave her several long hard thrusts that felt even better after another orgasm, and she would have loved to remain where she was, flat on her back and just letting him have her.
But time was running out, and she needed to be on her hands and knees getting fucked from behind by this incredible young stud. She lifted her right leg, putting her foot on his chest and pushing him back.
His cock slipped from inside her and she felt her sticky juices flowing out with it and down her thighs. Christ, she'd never been this wet! She rolled over onto her hands and knees, wincing at the hard floor beneath the thin carpet.
She thought about getting back on the bed, but there was a definite dirty thrill in remaining on the floor. His hand touched the top of her ass and she felt him ease up behind her.
Both his hands gripped her slender hips, and he pushed the head of his cock through her slick lips. He eased into her, and his first thrusts were long and slow. She rocked back, slamming her pussy into his cock, and giving him the hint of how she wanted it.
He was quick to oblige, and she almost fell forward when his next thrust was hard enough to border on brutal. Carla lowered the upper half of her body, so her cheek was on the thin carpet.
She slid her arms out and encountered the nightstand. She gripped the leg of it, squeezing as he fucked her with a ferocity she'd thought only existed in porn. Not just porn, but rough porn because Jesus, he was putting it to her!
Carla felt something soft next to her arm and grabbing it, realized it was her dress. She pulled it to her face and yelped and howled into it as he squeezed her hips so hard it hurt and pounded her already sore cunt.
But she was rocking back into him and wiggling her hips, urging him on, and trying to drive him even deeper. His balls slapped her clit and at this point her mouth was open in a continuous O, barking her yelps and squeals into the dress.
His hands slid down her thighs then along her calves. He gripped her ankles and lifted her feet so she was now completely on her knees, her lower legs held up as if she were a wheelbarrow.
It put more pressure on her knees as he hammered into her hard enough to keep pushing her forward. But the pain was easily ignored as he was giving her the fucking of a lifetime.
Carla couldn't remember being fucked like this even back in her wild coed days. He was obviously big and strong, and he was using the full power of his body on hers. He was breathing like a bull behind her, but still giving it to her hard and fast.
He pulled back on her ankles and she cried out when her knees were dragged across the carpet. She flopped flat onto her stomach; her legs stretched out behind her. He put his hands on her shoulders and resumed his relentless assault on her aching cunt.
Carla wailed into the dress as he was slamming into her at an even deeper angle. More so, with her flat on the unforgiving floor, there was no rocking forward or any give at all, she was forced to take the full force of his plunging cock.
This erased any doubt in her mind that this was the hardest fuck she'd ever endured. What it did have her questioning was this kid's age. How did a twenty year old have this much skill and confidence?
He took his time in pleasing her at some points but was now using her like she was some drunk slut he'd scored at a bar. She was being ridden hard and left to be put away wet, exhausted, aching, but so fucking satisfied!
His right hand left her shoulder long enough to brush her long hair from her back and neck before he gripped her once more. He surprised her with a soft kiss between her shoulder blades that was an incongruous move compared to the hardcore pounding he was doling out to her.
He kissed his way up her back, then along the exposed side of her neck. His breathing was loud and hot in her ear and each breath ended in a slight whimper. He was getting close, but there was nothing she could do to help.
Carla was flat out on the floor, pinned beneath him and just accepting the violent fucking he was giving to her. At this point her body was limp and her loud cries had devolved into barely audible yips and whimpers.
Even if she wanted to say something at this point she doubted she could utter anything coherent. She was being fucked goddamn senseless! He gave her a few more pumps, his strong hands painfully squeezing her shoulders and his weight pressing her tits into the floor.
Her weak sounds erupted back into a series of loud squeals as the next several thrusts could only be described as vicious. He yanked his cock from within her and his hands left her shoulders.
He moaned above her, and Carla sighed as much in relief as pleasure when she felt his hot sticky cum on her now sweaty body. He must have been leaning over because he was painting her upper and middle back, one spurt hitting her in the back of her neck, another on her left shoulder.
Considering it was his second time, his load was huge, and she wished she could see it. Watch him jack off on her big tits as she held them up for him. But she couldn't deny how sexy it was to feel his hot cum splattering and dripping down her back.
He finished and she heard the bed squeak as he sat on the edge of it. She lay there breathing hard and feeling as if she could spend the rest of the night passed out on the floor, fucked into a damn sex coma.
His hand gripped her arm and slid down to find her hand. He tugged on it, and with a reluctant groan she gathered her legs beneath her and rose to her knees. He continued to hold her hand, and a moment later she felt something press into her palm.
The medallion.
Carla carefully put it on her leg so she wouldn't misplace it and groaned as even reaching behind her neck to slide her hair to the side and fumble with the clasp took more effort than it should have, and her sore shoulders reminded her of how hard he'd been holding her down.
She managed to unclasp the chain and fumbled for his hand. He touched hers, she dangled the medallion, and it was gently eased from her hand. His other hand found her cheek and she was surprised when he placed a soft kiss on her cheek.
Carla's other hand had found his thigh and sliding to the side encountered his deflated, still dripping cock. Even soft it was impressive, and gripping it, she leaned over and kissed the oozing tip, then took it into her mouth, sucking gently on it.
He groaned and her eyes widened when after a few seconds of sucking it began to stiffen in her mouth. Carla wasn't sure she could handle another round, but also knew if his cock rose fully to the occasion she wouldn't be able to say no.
The decision was taken from them when another double knock came, and Georgia's voice called out. "Game's over! Please get dressed and be out back in five minutes."
She sensed him standing in front of her and taking her upper arms he helped her to her feet. He caught her with another soft kiss, then gently eased her around until the bed hit the back of her legs.
He gave her a gentle nudge and she sat down. She was dying to say something. Thank him, tell him he was amazing. Who was she kidding? Ask him his goddamn name.
Rules be damned if there was a light in the room she'd turn it on. Exactly why the rule existed, she supposed. She sat there in silence, her cunt and body aching, but in a pleasant way, the same way one felt after a good hard workout.
Except this workout came with two orgasms, a load down her throat and the fucking of a lifetime. Carla idly fingered the medallion as she heard him fumbling around for his clothes.
She heard him slipping them on and once again caught the sound of his zipper, but this time the noise brought a sense of disappointment. Carla remained silent as she was supposed to, while becoming acutely aware of his cum sliding down her back to the curve of her ass.
His footsteps sounded on the floor and the door opened enough for him to slide out into the dark parking lot.
"Damn," she sighed.
The rules were to give the boys at least a half hour to leave the motel lot, but if the women wanted to, they could spend the night and Georgia would bring the light and bulbs back in. Carla had no desire to do that so avoided laying back on the bed or she'd probably pass out and sleep like the very satisfied.
She rose to her feet and winced at the stinging sensation in her knees. Looked like it was slacks at work and pajamas around the house for a few days as scrapes on the knees were pretty telling of a wild time.
Maybe not to everyone, not all people had dirty minds, but when men saw that on a woman its where their minds went, and in this case for good reason. His cum slid down her ass, some down the backs of her thighs and a shiver went through her.



She'd kill the time by taking a quick shower, let the hot water soothe her aching arms and back, then get dressed and leave. She carefully found her way across the room to the door which she could dimly make out as a slightly lighter rectangle of black.
Carla entered the room and fumbled on the wall for a switch hoping they'd left at least one bulb in there. What if someone needed to use the damn bathroom? To her relief one of the three small bulbs flickered to life over the medicine cabinet.
It was dim, leaving most of the room in darkness, but enough for her to find the shower and be able to get into it without tripping. Carla turned the knob for the hot water, leaving her hand under the stream as she waited for it to heat up.
A flash of light caught the corner of her eye and she looked to her left. The cardboard on the outside of the window had fallen, leaving the right corner of the window uncovered.
They must not have taped it securely enough. Carla cocked her head when she heard voices and remembered the bathroom faced the back lot. It's not like she'd be able to guess who was with her if she saw anyone, but she'd get a glimpse of one or more of them and have some fun wondering if they were her lover, or who had been with which of her friends.
"Behave," she whispered, her voice barely carrying over the running water.
Right, like playing a sex game in the dark where she'd been fucked by a boy her son's age was behaving. Carla shut the water off and flipped the switch, plunging the room back into darkness.
She made her way to the window and peeked around the cardboard. She saw two young men standing there talking excitedly. One was tall and on the thinner side, that wasn't who had been with her.
The other was shorter, and wearing a baseball cap, but his plain black t-shirt stretched over a pair of broad shoulders and hugged an impressive set of biceps; him? Carla heard another voice to her right and peered over that way, two more boys were talking, one leaning against the back of an old pickup.
An old black Ford Ranger.
"Oh, my god," her stomach twisted into a tight knot as she made out the large dent in the left rear panel over the tire. The dent that had been made when someone ran a stop sign and clipped the back end of it last year.
If there was any doubt, the tall ruggedly built young man leaning against it dressed in jeans and a gray tank top that showed off a heavily tattooed upper arm turned to look over at the other boys, giving her a clear view of his face.
Carla snapped her head away from the window so fast she staggered back and would have fallen had her hip not painfully struck the edge of the sink.
It was Brandon!
Chapter Five
"One out of six, one out of six," Carla repeated the litany as she drove down 95 towards home. "Just under 17%," she nodded nervously as she tried to reason with her racing mind.
Right, one in six, not great odds if it was in the perspective of chances to win something. But when that percentage was used in wondering if it was your son who'd just fucked your brains out, they were not soothing in the least.
She squirmed in her seat, grimacing as her dress peeled away from the sticky cum still on her back.
One in six chance it was her son's cum.
"Oh, god, please," she whispered, wiping at her eyes as they filled for the dozenth time since she'd left the motel.
After knowing without a doubt it was Brandon, Carla skipped the shower, skipped even wiping herself off, left the bathroom and all but threw herself on the floor, searching for her clothes.
Her heart pounding, and her stomach slowly turning, she had to fight off waves of nausea as she found her dress and pulled it on, bra and panties be damned, some perv cleaning guy could have them as a souvenir. As soon as she located her shoes, she slipped them on and fumbled under the bed for her purse where she paused long enough to drop the medallion into it and turn on her phone.
She left the room just in time to run into Georgia who was bringing her back the lamp and a small box of lightbulbs. She asked Carla if everything was okay, and in a flash of inspiration driven by desperation, she said she'd turned her phone back on to see a text from Brandon that something was wrong at home.
A perfect lie, one that gave her an excuse to leave looking flustered after what was supposed to be a hot time, and putting him at home, not at the motel. Not that anyone would think he was there, but God, what if someone ended up seeing his pickup?
The boys were told not to stick around beyond a few minutes which was why the women were supposed to wait a half hour before leaving. She only saw him because of the tape giving way on a corner of the cardboard, so no one should have seen him, but her fevered mind kept playing worst case scenario.
Viv was probably the only one that would recognize his truck, or Brandon himself, not Carla hung out much with the other women, but she did post a lot of picks of her son on her Facebook page.
One thing at a time. Everything else was nothing compared to the possibility she'd fucked her son. Why had she looked out the damn window? If she hadn't, she'd be dwelling in blissful ignorance and savoring some of the best sex of her life.
She'd be at the bar with the rest of the girls bragging about how good she'd gotten it, how good of a lover he'd been...but no, now she was racing home sick to her stomach and wondering what she should do.
Carla knew she should have said no. No had been the right response to Viv all along, but she'd let herself get talked into it. Viv played on everything from her needing it to it getting her back in the saddle to a form of revenge sex, she'd caved, and this is the price she paid for the lapse in judgment.
As she drove, she tried in vain not to let the details keep playing in her mind in a disturbing loop. If that was Brandon.... she'd blown him, swallowed his damn load. His fingers had been inside her, worse, he'd had a finger in her ass!
He'd fucked her hard and rough and in several positions, she'd cum in his face! His goddamn cum was all over her back and ass and, God, she could still taste him in her mouth!
"Stop, stop, please stop!" she begged herself aloud.
What now? He had no idea she was there, the women parked along the side of the motel in spots reserved by Robin that were usually staff only. But if he'd driven around the wrong way, he might have seen it.
No, she'd been out of the room within five minutes of seeing him, he'd probably still been in the back bragging to his friends about the wild milf he'd fucked the shit out of. The milf that had a one in six shot of being his mother.
"Okay," she took a deep breath. "Slow the roll."
Carla forced herself to think rationally about what had the potential to be one of life's crueler jokes. First, anyone else realizing they were both there. Despite her panic, those odds were a lot better than 17%.
The boys had to be gone before the women were allowed to leave their rooms. Her car was out of site of the back lot and now that she managed to think clearly, she recalled there was a fence on that side of the building so they couldn't drive out that way.
She'd covered her ass with her lie about there being an issue at home. Explained her leaving in a hurry and looking upset. Viv would most likely call her shortly, and she'd make something up, and make it something Brandon overreacted to so she wouldn't have to create an emergency that Viv could mention to him down the line.
That left the biggest issue.
Was it him?
She could prove it, but to do it, she'd need the medallion he was given. If the room number didn't match, he'd been with one of her friends. Awkward, but far better than the alternative.
It would also be an issue just by her demanding the medallion and thereby admitting she was one of the women and her son knowing she'd done something that damned sleazy.
If he knew the other five guys, and he most likely did, he would have the disturbing knowledge one of his friends had fucked his mother. But as embarrassing and unnerving as her confronting him could be, if it wasn't him, it was far better than the alternative.
The alternative being if the room number matched. Then they'd know they'd slept with each other. Then what? How could they look at each other? Worse, how would they feel?
They had always been close, but since his father had run off, they'd grown much closer. Brandon was more than her son, he was more like a friend, someone she confided in, enjoyed spending time with, and neither had anyone in their life romantically in close to a year.
Brandon saw himself as a surrogate man of the house, trying to take care of the chores, help with the bills, and spent time with her so she wouldn't be lonely. His constant joking was for her benefit because he was worried she'd get depressed, and he continued to try and convince her to go have some fun.
Well, tonight she'd had some fun, and look where they were.
No, not they, she. If there was any silver lining it was that Brandon was oblivious. He had no idea she was there; no idea she knew he was there. Carla could keep this to herself, not burden him with any of it, especially if it were worst case scenario.
But could she live without knowing? The expression careful what you wish for was ringing loud in her mind. That and ignorance is bliss, and she was aware of what curiosity did to the cat.
Yet could she keep going with the odds being against it? Spend who knows how long looking at him and wondering? But if she pushed and it was him?
Damned if she did, damned if she didn't, except one way damned only her. She'd be doing the right thing for Brandon by letting this go and hoping once some time would pass she'd put it behind her.
Carla tapped the call button on the steering wheel. In just the few minutes since she'd seen him, her stomach was on fire, she kept fighting against the urge to throw up, her head was pounding, and she was shaking.
Sure, she could go home, shower, take something to help her sleep and hope she'd be better in the morning, but she had a feeling that wouldn't be the case. Maybe she could turn it around on him.
"Yeah," she nodded to herself as the idea played out.
She'd need to come up with a reason for seeing him at that motel. Then ask him what he was doing there. Corner him into admitting it, then try and question him, pick something out they'd done and see if he could describe it.
If he did, she'd know, but he still wouldn't.
Them falling off the bed, she could try to guide him to that. That would be more dishonest than not telling him, she'd be trying to make him feel bad over something he'd done, but she could play concerned mom.
"Honey, don't you know you shouldn't play games like that, I mean, what if you ended up fucking your mom?"
"Oh, for fuck's sake!" she slammed the heel of her palm into the steering wheel.
But this is what she'd do to herself unless she found out for sure. One in six, one in six. Carla swallowed hard and made her decision. She'd confront him, but own up to being there herself, she wouldn't make him feel guilty or wrong for being exactly where she was.
She would do what she had raised him to do. Own your shit and face your problems head on. Running or playing the blame game never worked out in the end.
Before she could change her mind, she spoke.
"Siri, call Brandon's cell,"
"Calling Brandon cell," the voice replied, and her grip tightened on the wheel as the phone rang. Who was to say he'd answer? Probably somewhere swapping sex stories with his friends. "God, this woman could suck cock! Deep throated me and swallowed every drop!"
"Hey, ma!" he answered on the third ring. "Everything okay?"
He was worried about her. Did she really need to do this?
Yes.
"Honey, where are you?"
"I'm hanging out with a few guys from the team."
"Sounds like you're driving." She could hear the loud exhaust over the phone.
"Uh, yeah, we met at Bill's house now we're heading out to shoot some pool."
"I need you home, now."
"Shit," he replied softly. "Mom, you okay?"
"No," she answered honestly. "I need to see you right away."
"Be there in fifteen."
"Thank you, honey," No hesitation at all, damn he was a good kid.
"Whatever you need, I'm here to make sure you get it."
"That's the problem." she thought bitterly.
Chapter Six
Carla walked into the house, planning on hurrying into her room to change before Brandon got home. Change and take a minute in the bathroom to at least wipe off the sticky mess her dress had smeared into her back in the car.
Her phone rang, and worrying it was him, she answered without looking.
"Yeah?"
"Hey!" It was Viv. "What happened? Georgia said you flew out of there like a bat out of hell!"
"Uh, yeah, no big deal, Brandon had a problem here, but he made it sound worse than it was."
"Must have made it sound bad, Georgia said you were white as a ghost and looked like you'd been crying." Viv paused. "Or were your eyes watering from something more fun?" she laughed. "You always said there wasn't a cock you couldn't deep throat."
"Got me," she said weakly.
"Well, if everything is cool at home, come on back and hang out with us, we're heading down to Billy's Frosted Mug to swap the dirty details."
"I think I'll just stay here."
"Why?"
"Because I'm home and kind of tired."
"Okay, what's wrong? You were never a good liar, and you sound like you're a nervous wreck. Something go wrong tonight?"
There's a one in six chance it went very wrong!
"No, I mean," she took a breath. Viv was her best friend and just showed she knew her too well to be able to keep denying anything was wrong.
"You mean what?" Viv sighed. "Something went wrong. Did you freeze up, was he an asshole?"
"Okay, this stays between us, right?"
"I'm insulted you would even think you had to say that." Viv sounded put off.
"Sorry, just on edge." Come on, the best lies were always ones mixed with some truth.
"Do you want me to come over? I'll call the girls and tell them I'll be late or catch them another time."
"No!" she said and probably too quickly. "Enjoy the rest of the night."
"Then tell me what happened."
"It went well, in fact I was thinking more than once how right you were and how I needed it."
"That would be great, except I hear a but coming."
"No but as far as it being a hot time. The but was when he left I went into the bathroom and the cardboard over the window had slid down on one side. I know I wasn't supposed to, but I peeked outside."
"Let me guess, you think you saw someone you know?"
Pretty sure I know my son
"I saw a car that belongs to one of Brandon's friends from school."
"Oh, well, he couldn't see you, so he doesn't know, and it doesn't mean he was with you anyway, there's a one in..."
"I know!" she snapped. "I've been telling myself that all the way home."
"So you lied."
"Huh?" Carla felt her stomach tighten.
"There was no home emergency, that's why you left."
"Got me," she tried to keep the relief out of her voice. "I just didn't want to say anything to Georgia."
"I get it, she blabs, but you could have trusted me from the start."
"You're right, just embarrassed. I wanted to get out of there quick because this kid's been here a few times and probably knows my car. That's why I looked rattled."
"I think you're overreacting, but" she laughed. "Is he hot?"
"He's hot alright," Carla muttered while thinking of Brandon. "Good looking kid."
"Then see it as an extra layer of dirty secret, even though it most likely wasn't him."
"Always the optimist."
"And somehow you even managed to find a way to put a damper on tonight. Carla, I love you, but you can fuck up a wet dream."
"Thanks," she jumped when she heard a car door outside. "I have to go, Brandon's coming home. Don't need him overhearing anything."
"Okay, I'm calling tomorrow morning and you best be ready to tell me all the juicy details and I'll tell you mine."
"Deal."
She ended the call without saying goodbye and shut the phone off. She heard Brandon entering the house and quickly sat down on the couch so he wouldn't see what she imagined would be a visible stain on the back of her dress.
A stain he may have been responsible for.
"Mom!" He burst in the room and came hurrying over. Before she could get a word out, he leaned over and gave her a hug. "You okay? What's wrong?"
She returned the hug tightly, her emotions and mind racing. If the worst had happened, who knew if she'd ever get this kind of hug from him again? But even as she gratefully held onto him, a feeling of dread came over her when she caught the scent of his cologne.
Cool Water. Doesn't mean it was him, she tried to tell herself, that brand was a top seller for young men his age, at least according to an article her magazine had put out last year.
He eased back from her but kept his hands on her shoulders. He looked down at her, and his eyes widened.
"Holy shit! What happened to you?"
"What?" The look of concern in his face had her confused.
"Your hairs a mess, got make up down your face and that means you've been crying and..." he stepped back from her and looked her up and down. "You're..." he hesitated a couple seconds. "Not wearing a bra and look at your knees!"
She looked down to see each knee featured a large patch of red raw skin. Carpet burn.
"Who did this to you?" he demanded.
The question caught her off guard.
"No one did."
"Mom," he spoke slowly, and she could hear the effort he was making to do so. "You said you were going out; you call me upset and you look like someone got rough with you."
"No, Brandon," Damn, why did the kid have to be so sharp? "Its..."
"Who did this?" he shouted suddenly, his eyes darkening and the veins standing out in his neck. "You tell me who hurt you and I'll break his fucking arms!"
"Honey, easy!" she put her hands up and saw they were shaking, and as much from him as the situation she was previously upset over.
He was always so easy going, but the look on his face was one of naked rage and he'd clenched his fists making the muscles in his forearms stand out. As she stared at she noticed red, crescent shaped marks just under his elbow. Marks from someone digging their nails into him.
"You can tell me, Mom. I won't get caught."
"No one hurt me!" she shouted to stop him from ranting. "I promise, that's not why I called you."
"You sure?" He looked at her dubiously. "You sounded really shaken up and you look," his eyes darted to her knees again and he frowned. "Oh," he whispered softly.
"Oh, what?"
"I get it, you went out and had some fun. But what went wrong?"
"I need you to sit down." She pointed to the other side of the couch. "We need to talk about something."
"I don't need the details," he kept looking at her knees and she imagined him trying to come to grips with the fact his mother had fucked someone hard enough to get rug burn.
"Where were you tonight?"
"Told you, some of the guys from the team were going out and invited me along."
Carla looked at him and thought of how close they were, how much he meant to her and how much she'd come to need him over the last year. The way he'd rushed home, ran over to comfort her, then went into an uncharacteristic fit of anger at the thought someone might have hurt her.
Her eyes dipped to his bare arms in the gray tank top, she noticed several scratches on the top of his shoulder. He wasn't the only one who was rough in the heat of the moment.
No, she didn't know for sure it was her. Viv had long nails, so did Robin and...Viv, what if he had been with her best friend? Better than being with her, that was for sure.



"Mom?"
"Why are you lying to me?" Hypocrite, you lied to him about where you were going.
"Huh?"
"You were at the Skyview Motel in Johnston."
Brandon's eyes widened and he opened his mouth to say something, then closed it.
"Well?"
"I don't know what you're talking about," he said so softly she could barely hear him.
"Your truck was there. God knows there can't be another 15 year old beat up eyesore like that in the area."
"Whoever told you they saw me there was wrong."
"The one thing I've always asked is for you to never lie to me. What were you doing there?"
"Mom, I'm telling you that whoever saw..."
"I saw you there!" Carla's voice rose in frustration, most of which was currently aimed at herself.
She was beating around the bush because she knew damn well he was there, and why, but couldn't seem to be able to just get to the point.
"You did?" His look of dismay wasn't an act. "What were you doing, following me?"
Carla looked down at the floor between her feet. The can of worms was opening before her eyes. As she'd done earlier in the motel, she'd led herself to the point of no return.
"I was there too," she couldn't bring herself to look at him when she added. "For the same reason."
"Reason," Brandon blinked and shook his head as if he couldn't believe what he heard. "No, you're messing with me."
"I wish I was, and I hope I didn't."
His ice blue eyes narrowed, and he stared at her intently for a few seconds before he waved his hand dismissively.
"Really, Mom? Not enough you caught me, but you're going to try to punk me on top of it?"
"If punking means yanking your chain, I'm not."
"Right," he rolled his eyes. "But fine, I was there with some guys from the team, and we were there for a frat pledge thing."
"You're not in a frat, or is that a lie too?"
"No, but the other guys are all members. They were short a guy for this and because they're all on the team they brought me in because they felt bad I had to quit and figured I could use some fun."
"Exactly why Viv talked me into going."
"Okay, can we stop with the jokes? You found out what I was doing, and now you're stringing it out to screw with me because you're pissed." He sighed. "I don't blame you; it was kind of sleazy and I shouldn't have lied, but,"
He trailed off when Carla reached into her purse and pulled the chain from her purse and dangled the pink medallion in front of him.
"No," he shook his head again, but this time his face paled and he swallowed nervously. "You...where did you get that?"
"My mystery boy gave it to me." Carla put it on the couch between them. "You're looking at one of the founding members of the Sisters in Sin."
"This has to be a joke," Brandon whispered as much to himself as to her.
"Same motel and I swear it's even seedier now than it was then. Viv and another friend thought seeing it was the 25th anniversary of that night and we're all single why not do something wild and relive that night, except we're older, but the boys are the same age."
"You were one of the women in the room." Brandon had a stunned look on his face as it dawned on him she wasn't 'punking him'. "You had sex with a kid my age you don't know."
"I did."
"Mom!" he exclaimed it so forcefully, he caught her by surprise. "What the hell is wrong with you?"
"Me?" She'd asked herself that question leading up to tonight and many times since, but the way he said it had her feeling defensive. "You did it too!"
"I'm twenty! I'm a kid having some fun, and fun is what you've been riding me to have, especially that kind of fun."
Carla mentally winced at his use of the term riding him because it may have happened literally, but when she replied she continued to justify herself to him.
"And I'm a single woman who you've been telling to go have some fun, and even if it was just a mister right now one nighter."
"Yeah, but that?" His expression now was one of being appalled. "Come on, Mom, you could go anywhere and meet someone."
"I don't have to explain myself to you, Brandon. But if you really need to know? I don't feel very confident, and don't want to embarrass myself or create drama, so this way there was no pressure. Good enough for you?"
She crossed her arms and gave her head a defiant toss.
"Hope so, because its going to have to be."
"Not confident? Jesus, Mom, look at you."
"Don't say anything about how I look," she swallowed nervously. "Please."
He looked confused but nodded.
"Okay, so..." he sighed. "Looks like we took each other's advice, but maybe not in the smartest way."
Again, she was surprised by his maturity. Their conversations and rare arguments always left her feeling like she was speaking with a peer and not her son, this was no exception. As awkward of a situation as you could imagine, and he was being calm and levelheaded.
But also didn't seem to realize what said situation could mean.
"Viv was there too?" he asked.
"Yes," Carla, stalling again before she went all in, added. "She's always flirting with you, and I know you think she's attractive. Maybe you just unknowingly fulfilled a fantasy."
"No," he shrugged. "Wasn't her."
"How would you know?"
"Not to be crude, but Viv's kind of you know," he tapped his chest. "Small up top. The woman I was with had some big..."
He trailed off, and at first Carla thought it was because he felt he was being inappropriate, then she saw his eyes drop to her chest. Her more than ample chest.
"Brandon, I think you're missing the point of why I'm upset other than us being mutually disappointed in each other."
He stared at her, and she wondered if it really wasn't dawning on him because he looked somewhat confused. But as she remained silent, trying not to come out and say it, his eyes narrowed.
He then lowered his gaze once more to her chest, then back down to her knees, and she saw him swallow hard, and visibly pale.
"Jesus Christ," his voice trembled. "You don't think we..." he shook his head. "I can't even say it."
"That's why I was so upset when I called you. The back window was uncovered, and I saw you out in the lot. My stomach hasn't stopped turning since."
She'd remained calm while she'd been playing cat and mouse with the real issue, but now that he'd realized how potentially bad this was, her emotions were coming back to the surface.
"My god, Brandon, what if we did? The things I did and maybe you did to me!"
"Oh, shit," he took a deep breath, but his eyes remained on her knees. "Um, let's think about this."
"I've been thinking about it, including not telling you so you wouldn't worry, but I'm sorry, honey, I need to know!"
"Do we?" he asked softly. "I know you always say to meet problems head on, but we might be better off no knowing."
"Now that you think it's possible, you won't think about it?"
"I don't know."
"You can look at me and not wonder if that was me that did whatever dirty things were done to you tonight?"
"Maybe, I mean it was dark, so I don't have a visual anyway."
"You will now."
"I don't think I could picture you doing things like that, let alone to me."
"You couldn't before now. Its natural, Brandon."
"You telling me if you don't know you'll look at me and think of me like that? Like see me in your head doing it?"
"I don't know," her eyes dropped to his lap.
His ripped jeans were even tighter than the ones he had on in the garage, and she couldn't help staring at his crotch. What if that was the cock she'd had in her mouth, inside her?
She became acutely aware of the dress sticking to her lower back and ass. It could be his cum. A rapid fire kaleidoscope of unwanted images flooded her distraught mind. Her on top, him spreading her legs wide open like a goddamn whore, him pounding her into the floor as she lay stretched flat out and helpless.
His lips on her, his tongue in her mouth, his tongue in her cunt!
"If we find out for sure, there's no way we wouldn't be able to." She could hear the tension in his voice, but to his credit, he seemed more rational than she did right now.
"You think we should leave this open to doubt?" she asked.
"In this case it might be worth playing what if for a while. I mean, we'll eventually get over it as time goes on, but knowing for sure? Might not be a good idea."
"Honey?" she asked quietly.
"What is it, Mom?"
"Would you still love me if we find out we did?"
"Of course, I will!" he slid across the couch and not only put his arm around her shoulders but took her right hand in his. "I'll always love you, Mom!"
"But I did," her throat tightened. "I was so...dirty!"
"Well, it was supposed to be that way," Brandon squeezed her shoulder and the strength in his hand reminded her of her lover. Everything was going to do that, and she knew it. "It wasn't set up to be romantic, if it was we'd have had candlelight."
"I can't believe you can joke," she eased from him so she could turn on the couch to face him.
"I do it when I'm stressed," he admitted. "But why would I not love you if it ended up being us together?'
"Because it's unnatural and disgusting and wrong! I'm your mother!"
"If, and that's an if, it was us, its not like we knew. I didn't say I think this is my mom, but hey, why not?"
"I know, but we still did it."
"Maybe did it, and by accident," he tried to reassure her.
"Spilling something is an accident, blowing your son is unnatural."
"No need to be crude," he tried to smile, but it faded. "You think you need to know, don't you?"
"I need to."
'Would you think less of me?"
"No! If anything, this is my fault, I had no right being there!"
"You gave me the reasons you were, and you're right on every one of them, and honestly? I wasn't wrong for being there either. Just a case of who could see something like this coming."
He laughed softly. "Jeez, I know they say RI is a small state, but come on."
Carla looked at the medallion still cradled in her hand.
"If these match, it was us. Where is yours?"
"In my pocket." He lowered his head and his voice. "But there's no point, I already know."
"What? How? Did you see something? Was I too loud?"
The questions came rapid fire in an increasingly high pitched nervous voice she'd never heard come out of her before. Then again, she'd never committed incest with her son before.
"The woman I was with had long hair, big on top, was wearing Coco Chanel, which is what you're wearing, and," he pointed to her knee, his finger trembling. "We ended up on the floor, and it was pretty, uh...rough."
"Oh my god," For the first time she felt her eyes well up.
"Its okay," he squeezed her hand. "We'll get past it, we won't talk about it and like they say, time heals all wounds, right?"
"But this is..."
"Most important, no one else knows, this is between us and we're not telling, right?" he laughed, and she could hear his own nerves in it.
"I need to be sure," Carla whispered even though she now already knew. "Please let me see it."
Brandon released her hand and stood to be able to fish into the pocket of the tight jeans. His crotch was now in her face, and she immediately felt her face flush as she looked away, remembering what she'd done to him.
He held his hand out to her, the medallion in his palm, and she choked back a sob.
Room #6
Chapter Seven
Carla slowly opened her eyes and found herself staring up at the bathroom ceiling. She'd fallen asleep soaking in the tub. Not exactly uncommon for her after some of the long days she'd worked, but she was amazed she'd been able to fall asleep at all.
Maybe it was a case of her mind mercifully deciding to shut itself down before she went into yet another crying jag, and mentally berating herself for deciding to go through with something that had become the biggest mistake of her life.
After she'd seen Brandon's medallion, she'd burst into tears, and he'd held her while she sobbed into his chest. The fact he was the son who was comforting his mother who was acting like a teenage drama queen served to make things worse.
He didn't say anything, just held her while stroking her hair. It was a sweet gesture, but one that had her thinking of his hand gripping her hair when she went down on him, or when they kissed.
She had her hand on his arm and recalled thinking how damn fine her mystery lover was, what an incredible hard body he had. These images and thoughts made her cry harder, was it always going to be this way?
And what was he thinking? How would he see her from now on? How could he ever again see her as 'mom' after she'd ridden him like a drunken slut or desperate milf auditioning for damn porn shoot?
If there was a silver lining, it was that she wasn't allowed to talk. In her prime, and back when she could get into sex, Carla was very verbal. She wasn't just loud, but loved to talk nasty, and it would have been even worse if she'd said the things to Brandon she would have loved to have said when she didn't know who he was.
But that was little consolation, which is what she offered her son. She didn't exactly handle things in a parental way, breaking down into a hot mess when she should have been trying to comfort him.
He didn't seem anywhere near as upset as her, but when she pulled her face from his now tear-and worse-soaked shirt, he had a stunned look on his face, like a deer in headlights who had no idea what to do.
Realizing she'd dropped the ball, Carla tried to say something, but all that came out was a bunch of stammering nonsense. Brandon had kissed the top of her head, and suggested she go lie down, and they could talk in the morning after she got some sleep and felt a little better.
He was such a good boy. Even those words gave her a shudder, thinking of the porns she'd seen where an older woman, sometimes playing a stepmom, sometimes just being the hot experienced cougar would tell her young partner what a good boy he was.
And boy was the wrong word. Brandon was a man and he had proved that in every sense of the word in the motel. So far Carla had managed to force her mind away from just how hard she'd come and how much she'd enjoyed him and was even trying for more right up to the last second.
She'd mumbled something pathetic about him being right but saying if he needed to talk feel free to wake her up no matter what time it was. That was a reflex statement because she couldn't see herself being any more equipped to handle this in a few hours than she was now.
Brandon had kissed her on the cheek and Carla could smell herself on his face. She had to walk away at that point before she broke into another crying jag. She held off until she entered the bathroom, then the thought that his fingers would smell like her as well caused her to break down again.
She sat on the edge of the tub, crying into a towel so he wouldn't hear her if he walked by the bathroom or knocked to check on her. Carla pulled herself together enough to fill the tub and removed her dress.
The way the dress peeled away from her sticky lower back and ass, almost got her going again, but by then she was pretty much cried out and only a soft frustrated whimper escaped her.
Once she'd settled into the warm soapy water to try and at least physically soak her unintentional sin away, Carla was surprised to feel drowsy, and after putting her hair up, rested her head on the spa pillow Brandon had bought her for Christmas last year because he was always afraid her head was going to slip under the water when she fell asleep in the tub.
Little things like that made him wonderful. He was far more thoughtful than most kids his age, and going by her friends and co-workers complaints, much more than their sons.
He always had been, but the last few months he'd been more concerned and helpful than usual, trying to compensate for Henry leaving, she supposed, even though her ex hadn't been thoughtful in years.
Brandon had noticed that before, and especially once Henry left, and had mentioned multiple times he was trying to take care of her in every way until she found someone else who 'deserved her' which Carla always thought was a sweet remark.
A thought that had once crossed her mind, which now had taken on the ultimate in irony, was Brandon took care of her in every way but in the bedroom, the one thing that kept him from literally being the man of the house and in her life.
He'd unwittingly proven tonight he could even do that because he'd given it to her better than...
"What kind of bullshit is that?" she spoke as she sat up in the tub.
She'd just had a traumatic experience, had been emotional ever since, and just woke up groggy and with a headache that reminded her she'd had a fair amount to drink before the real issue of the evening started.
But being a half-asleep hot mess couldn't explain that last thought. Granted, when she didn't know it was her son she'd been thinking that, but now that she knew, there should be no positive thoughts on what they'd done.
Carla reached over the side of the tub and picked up her cell to check the time. She was surprised to see it was 3:30 in the morning. It had been 11:30 when she'd gotten into bath.
She lifted her foot from the no longer soapy water, using her now pruney toes to lift the lever to drain the tub.
"Ugh," she grunted when she saw the five small round bruises around her ankle before she quickly dipped it back under the water.
Carla forced herself to stand and winced as every ache and pain she expected from her taboo encounter hit her.
Her knees stung and were red and raw, her legs were sore from being bent back and stretched into positions she hadn't been in for some time. Carla's shoulders felt the worst, aching from Brandon's strong hands and leaning his weight on her when he had her prone on the floor.
Was he that rough with his girlfriends?
There was a dull ache between her thighs from the pounding he'd given her, and even her ass hurt from his finger being the first thing in there in well over a decade. All these pains and marks would be something to enjoy and brag about if she'd received them from anyone else.
Carla drew the curtain closed and turned on the shower. She unpinned her hair and shook it out, then stood under the hot water to soak it. As she grabbed the shampoo, she stepped forward, letting the stream of water hit her shoulders to try to ease the ache in them.
She lathered up her hair, then grabbed her blueberry scented body wash. She washed herself slowly and mechanically, using the familiar and mundane movements to help keep her calm.
After she washed her hair and rinsed off, she got out of the shower and dried off. Donning her long blue terry cloth "mom robe" as Brandon called it, she left the bathroom.
She walked down the hall towards her bedroom with a surreal feeling, as if she'd just woken up, but everything tonight had been a dream. She hadn't gone to the motel, hadn't had sex with her son, this was just a regular Friday night she'd spent watching TV with Brandon.
But she knew it wasn't and her stiff sore knees were a reminder.
"Hey, Carla, how'd you scrape you knees? You fall?"
"Nah, rug burn from getting it doggy on the floor."
"Good for you!"
"Not really, it was my son fucking me."
She realized this was still only hours old, and raw, but Carla wondered how long every thought was going to lead back to what happened. Not just for her, but what was Brandon thinking?
Carla stopped at his bedroom when she noticed a faint light under his door. She listened and could hear the TV going. Was he still up? If he was, was she ready to talk to him? The answer was no, but she was his mother and if this mess was keeping him up, she'd do what she could to make him feel better.



She eased the door open and saw the TV was on, but Brandon was on his bed, lying on his stomach, his head facing away from the TV. Carla quietly entered the room and picking the remote up from next to him, shut the TV off.
She put it down on his nightstand, while she stared down at her sleeping son. He was only in his boxers and sprawled out across the bed. Carla found herself taking in his powerful back and shoulders, frowning at the small scratch marks on his right shoulder blade.
Her eyes wandered down his muscular arms, then down his back to linger on his ass in the tight black boxers. Fucked by a boy this fine and he was her son. If that wasn't life's biggest joke, what was?
Carla's gaze continued to roam over him, now focusing on his right hand where it rested along his side. Even back in her teens when she'd started having sex, Carla had a thing for hands. Big strong rough hands that could grab and squeeze you, that could pin you down, and display the type of strength that made her weak.
Brandon had big hands, and she'd just learned firsthand how strong they were, how strong he was. She blinked when she realized she was looking at him as a man and not her son. Regardless of what had happened, he was the latter, and she had no business looking at him as anything else.
Yet her eyes remained on him as more unwanted flashes of the motel ran through her mind. She found herself envisioning his hands on her body, her body on his, riding him as he whimpered because he'd just cum and she was forcing him to give her more.
Thought about him between her legs, holding them open, then stretched out over her, his hands on her arms, pinning her to the floor. Carla took a step back when she noticed her breathing had grown heavier, and her face growing hot.
What the hell was this? She turned and quickly made her way out of the room, trying to rationalize her mind going down a path that was as wrong as wrong was. She told herself the whole thing had her rattled and she wasn't thinking straight.
She gently closed the door behind her and went into her room trying to ignore the fact her nipples were erect, and her face wasn't the only part of her that had grown warm.
Chapter Eight
Carla opened her eyes to the smell of coffee and bacon and rolled over to see the clock on her nightstand.
10:15am.
She'd gone out like a light again. Emotions must really take their toll because she couldn't remember the last time she'd slept past nine, never mind ten. She sat up and rubbed at her temples, she felt like something was wrong.
Well, wrong in addition to the ultimate wrong of last night, anyway.
"Shit!" she exclaimed.
She was supposed to work the kiosk today. It opened at noon, but she was due there at 11 to inventory the makeup before the shift and put the samples out. Carla kicked off the covers and got out of bed.
In addition to sleeping so late it wasn't like her not to set the alarm on her phone and the regular clock as she always did because she hated being late. She stretched, grunting as last nights aches and pains let her know they hadn't gone anywhere.
Carla donned an old Bruins jersey Brandon was going to toss out last year, but she was a fan, and it was oversized enough on her to make a good nightshirt or something to bum around the house in.
She wore nothing beneath it and went to grab her robe. After last night she didn't feel right walking around anything but fully dressed or sufficiently covered in front of her son.
As she reached for the robe, her eyes searched for her cell. She swore she plugged it in to charge and put it next to the clock like she always did. Where was it?
She jumped at a knock on her door, and just as she turned, Brandon was already popping his head into the room.
"Hey, rise and shine, breakfast is ready!"
"Since when do you come in here without me telling you to?" Carla demanded. "I might have been getting dressed!"
"Sorry, you usually get dressed in the bathroom after you shower, and not like you sleep in the nude." He gestured to her and laughed. "I mean, not that you don't rock that Bergeron jersey, but it's not exactly revealing."
"Just don't do it again," she replied irritably.
"Someone's cranky," he didn't seem affected by her tone. "Did you get too much sleep?"
"Yes, because I need to be at the mall by 11. Have you seen my phone? I swear I brought it in here."
"I have it." he reached into the pocket of his jeans and held it up.
"What did I do, leave it in the bathroom last night?"
"Um, no," Brandon ran his hand through his hair. "I came in here a couple hours ago and took it."
"You did what?"
"I was worried about you and checked in you. You were out like a light at 8:30 and I figured after last night you needed the rest, so I shut the alarm clock off and took the phone."
"Brandon you had no right doing that! Now I need to rush to get to work!"
"You don't have to go to work today."
"What do you mean? I work Saturday."
He repeated the hand through the hair, his tell that he was nervous.
"Try not to be mad, okay?" he put his hands up defensively. "But I figured last night was tough, and you should try and take it easy today."
"What did you do?"
"I called Marissa and told her you weren't feeling well and asked if she could take your shift today."
"You.... did...what?" She spoke slowly so she wouldn't go off on him.
"She said it was no problem because she could use some extra money, and hopes you feel better."
"What the hell is wrong with you?" This time she lost the battle. "You went into my phone to get her number, then called from it and lied, because you decided I shouldn't work today?"
"Well," he gave her his best aw shucks grin. "I made breakfast."
"Brandon," she took a deep breath. He meant well, figured he was helping her, when reality was she wouldn't have minded something to take her mind off last night for a few hours.
"Brewed you a cup of Earl Gray too," he added hopefully.
"Okay," she nodded. "You did it for the right reasons, so I won't say anything more than never do it again, deal?"
"Deal! Let's eat!"
He vanished from the doorway and Carla followed him, not bothering with the robe, his crack about the baggy jersey told her she didn't have to worry she was showing anything that he'd up to this point only felt.
She followed him down the hall and into the dining room where he'd set the table and put out plates of scrambled eggs, bacon, and a few slices of toast. He had the coffee carafe on there as well, but next to her plate was a steaming mug of tea.
"Wow, look at this!" Carla whistled. "Have I told you that you're going to make a lucky woman very happy someday?"
"Hoping I'm doing that right now." He sat across from her and lifting the platter, pushed some eggs onto her plate.
"I am lucky to have a son like you," she said quietly. "Not sure what I did to deserve this."
"Guess you were pretty good last night," he winked, and she dropped the fork she'd just picked up.
"A joke? You're joking about that? Are you crazy?"
"Easy, mom," he remained calm as he plucked several pieces of bacon to put on his plate. "Better to laugh than cry, no?"
"I did plenty of crying last night and there's nothing funny about this."
"Okay, sorry, please eat."
Carla picked up the fork. Despite him just upsetting her, the smell of food reminded her she hadn't eaten since yesterday at lunch as she was already so nervous about last night she'd skipped dinner.
She took a bite of eggs, then two more in rapid succession, and after barely chewing, grabbed a slice of toast and took a huge bite from it.
"Either I'm a better cook than I think or you're starving."
"Right on both. Breakfast you can make, but anything dinner related its takeout time." She took a sip of tea. "This is good too."
"I aim to please." He quickly put his hand up. "Not a joke about last night, promise!"
The way he did it, and the wide eyed mock serious look he gave her, made her laugh. Maybe things could be okay between them.
"Settle down smartass," she told him, then concentrated on eating.
Brandon did the same and there were a few minutes of silence as they ate. She noticed he ate as ravenously as she did and couldn't help smiling when he would take some eggs, put them on a piece of toast and roll it up before eating it.
He'd been doing it since he was a little kid and she always found it endearing. Carla kept trying to remain positive, this could have been breakfast on any given weekend for them, like nothing had happened.
Except the stinging in her knees and the visible scratches on his forearms and top of his left shoulder were a reminder something had. Carla could also feel him staring at her whenever her attention was on her plate.
Whenever she would glance up, he would look away so quickly he gave away the fact he was staring. Carla could only imagine what he was thinking. Just as she'd looked at him and couldn't avoid the visual of them together, it would be the same for him.
Wondering what her breasts looked like, imagining her lips on him, her in the various positions they'd been in. It was disturbing, but she couldn't blame him. At least he didn't seem to be as distraught as she was.
Or maybe it hadn't hit him yet? Maybe it wasn't as bad for him as he wasn't the parent? Possibly a version of the double standard anything a guy did seemed fine, but women were seen, and often saw themselves to have a higher standard?
"Honey, this was delicious," Carla told him as she dabbed at her chin with a napkin. "Thank you, so much."
"You're welcome." Brandon had also finished and after taking a second to stack all the empty plates, pushed them to the side and poured himself another cup of coffee which he drank black, a trait he'd inherited from his father.
"Sorry about doing that to you with work. I knew it was wrong, but just thought it would be better for us."
"Its okay, but what do you mean better for us?"
"I'm going in at 8 tonight to unload the trailers coming from out of state, so I figured you having the day off would give us time to talk."
"You really want to talk about it?" she sipped at the last of her tea, her cautiously optimistic mood fading.
"I think we need to, don't you?"
"This soon after?"
"Why put it off?" he sipped his coffee, then sat back in his chair, his arms up with his hands behind his head.
Carla was struck by how relaxed he looked, in fact so far this morning he hadn't seemed upset at all other than being nervous about telling her he'd called her out of work.
"You're taking this better than I am," she voiced her last thought.
"At first I was pretty shaken up, but I did a lot of thinking last night and this morning, and I don't know, maybe it wasn't such a bad thing."
"Excuse me?" Carla tapped her ear. "I don't think I heard that right. How is this not a bad thing?"
"Because the more I thought about it, the more I saw how it could work for us."
"Brandon, are you smoking something behind my back?"
"Course not, but I get it, you think I should be disgusted and upset like you."
"In a way I'm glad you're not distraught over it, but honestly, Brandon, I think you're taking it a little too lightly."
"Maybe you're taking it to seriously." he replied.
"It's pretty damn serious, I'm your mother."
"We didn't know that at the time, and if the lights were on and I walked in the room you know we would have never done it."
"But we did."
"And we can't take it back." Brandon pointed out. "What's done is done. We can either be crazed about it or make it into something positive."
"Positive?" Carla rose from the table. "Brandon, I think we should wait to talk. I don't think the enormity of this has hit you yet."
"It has, just not in the way it hit you." He lowered his arms. "Where are you going?"
"I'm going to go watch some TV, try to take my mind off this."
She left the room but heard him following her.
"Mom, we weren't done. You always make me stay and finish a conversation."
"I'm the parent, I make the rules," she told him as she entered the living room and flopped down on the couch.
"That's fair," he muttered.
"As life proved last night, it's rarely fair." She reached for the remote, but he snatched it up before she could take it. "Give me that!"
"No, we talk about this now." He sat next to her on the couch. "Please?"
"We're not talking until you get what this means," Carla insisted.
"Then tell me what you think it means," Brandon said with no trace of sarcasm. "Tell me what's so wrong with what happened."
"I had sex with my son."
"Didn't know it was me."
"Now I do. It wasn't just sex; it was your middle aged mother playing a kinky sex game. It wasn't romantic, it wasn't sweet, it was...just fucking and I was an out of control wildcat the second you started touching me. It was embarrassing on top of being wrong in every other way possible."
"You're embarrassed you got into it?" he grinned. "Guys pay escorts for the Porn Star Experience. Did you know that?"
"I'm disturbed you do."
"Couple girls at school are escorts, they were telling some stories about it at a party."
"To drum up business?" she rolled her eyes.
"No, they only go with older guys who can afford them." Brandon laughed.
"Stop making light of this."
"My bad, keep talking about why you're upset."
"We didn't know who we were, but now that I do? I can't stop picturing it. Seeing you do those things to me and what I was doing to you, and its sick to have that in my head, and I can't see how you're not doing the same thing."
"Yeah, I have been." He admitted. "When I came in to steal your phone I was looking at you while you were asleep and...well, I had those thoughts."
"See?" Carla gestured with her hand but skipped mentioning she'd done the same thing to him last night when she'd gone into his room. But she wasn't getting off that easy.
"You look at me when you came in and shut my TV off?"
"Honey, there's times I wish you weren't as sharp as you are," she sighed. But she'd be damned if she'd tell him she had a disturbing reaction when she did.
"When I was looking at you that's when I started seeing it in a different way, a better way."
"You keep saying things like that, so why don't we switch, and you tell me what was so damn positive about this."
"After you went to take a bath and I had time to really think about it one of the first things that hit me was, damn that was my mother."
"That's the problem." Carla sighed.
"I mean in an exciting way. That was my mother that acted like that. I've been with a few girls, but none of them were that aggressive or wild. The way you..."
"Stop!" Carla put her hand up. "I know what we did and how we did it."
"Telling you what I thought and how it made me feel. I don't really know why but thinking about my mother being that," he paused as he searched for the word. "Sexual! Getting to experience you as a woman, the one part of you I never knew, but now I do."
"You're not supposed to know me in the carnal sense, no family member is supposed to know another like that."
"Well, now we do, and I couldn't get it out of my head, but I found it exciting."
"Oh, my god." Carla slumped back into the couch. "I can't believe I'm hearing this."
"You know you're a beautiful woman, and I know that too. It's obvious, just look at you."
"Flattery is not saving you from this."
"I don't need to be saved from anything, its how I feel, and like I always tell you, you have to know you're attractive."
"I'm okay for my age."
"For any age, you're gorgeous, and now that we're already having a weird conversation? I've always known you have a hell of a body."
"Brandon!"
"Come on, Mom. I'm your son, but I'm a guy too, and you're a woman. I'm not saying I ever thought about you in a dirty way, but I can't help noticing how good you look." He shrugged. "Heard enough about it from friends from middle school up to now, any guy from URI who's met you, tells me you're a damned Milf."
"Classy."
"We're college guys, only class we know are the ones we need to pass." He laughed at his own joke, but when she shook her head, he stopped.
"Can we be honest here?"
"You're being pretty damned honest already," she mumbled.
"Can you be honest?" he corrected himself.
"I always try to be, especially since you've gotten older. So go ahead, not like this can get anymore awkward."
"You ever look at me as a man?"
"Really, Brandon?"
"Really, Mom," he tapped his chest. "Jokes aside, I'm not stuck on myself, but I know I look pretty good. Enough girls tell me that. But 'really' isn't an answer."
"Fine," she told him. "Yes, I can see that you're a good-looking young man who's in is good shape."
"And after we found out, you didn't think of me a little different? Think wow that was my son that gave it to me like that?"
"Brandon, this is...," before she could catch herself, she blurted out the question that had been nagging at her. "Are you always that rough with the girls?"
"Oh," he looked away. "Not really, I know I'm really strong, so I try to go easy with them."
"Last night wasn't easy." Carla pointed to her knees, then leaned over to point at the bruises around both ankles which were much more prominent this morning. "I ache like I spent a few hours at the gym."
"Yeah, sorry," his face turned red, and he remained looking away from her as he spoke. "I figured an older woman would be able to handle it, probably really enjoy it. Guess it was a chance to cut loose."
"Lucky me."
"You weren't easy either." He pointed to the crescent shaped gouges on his forearms. "And you just hopped on and made me keep going after...you know."
It was her turn to blush.
"I needed it, been a long time and even before your dad left because there wasn't much the last couple years and even before that we'd gotten in a boring rut."
"That's why you were there last night," Brandon commented. "Gave you the chance to cut loose like I did."
"Not just rough, but damn bold," Carla scowled. "Where you put your finger? Twice?"
"Not like I could ask, and you didn't seem to mind."
"Ugh," Carla scrunched her face up. "This is the worst conversation I think I've ever had."
"Girls my age don't care much for that, so it was like being rougher, figured an older woman doesn't have the hang ups," he grinned. "You didn't mind anything we did."
"Because..."
"I know, you didn't know. Now we do, and I'm just going to come out and say that I decided instead of being grossed out, I think it's kind of hot."
"Hot?" Carla asked incredulously. "What's wrong with you?"
"Couldn't fall asleep for awhile last night, and before I put the TV on, I was on my laptop, and I looked up mother son sex."
"Oh, for Christ's sake," Carla put her head in her hands.
"I was looking for an actual article or something, but all that came up was porn sites."
"Tell me you didn't watch that shit."
"Couple short clips, they were kind of stupid, but the point is there's tons of it! Lot of dirty stories came up and I found out stepmom and mom are number one searches, then milf is next," he whistled. "Its all about your mom or another person's mom I guess."
"There a point here?"
"Point is they don't waste time making videos for things no one watches. If mom stuff is that big it means a lot of people think about it, so they watch the movies."
"Or they just think older women are hot."
"But the title the video is about a mom." He pressed. "That's the fantasy they must have."
"Fine, maybe some kids have or had a misplaced crush on their mother, and they watch these things as a harmless way to get it out of their system. They wouldn't do it in real life."



"Because they think their mom would smack them or send them to therapy."
"Where they'd belong."
"Women probably watch them too."
"Hon, I suppose I could allow my mind to consider a young man getting some confused feelings about his mother. In no way can I see a mother getting that urge for her own son. We're here to raise and love and nurture you, not hurt you."
"I wasn't hurting last night," he started to smile, but stopped. "Right, no jokes."
"Maybe I should be glad you don't seem traumatized, but you're making me nervous because you're making it sound like a turn on."
"I think it is," he said quietly.
"You didn't just say that," Carla groaned.
"Mom, you're beautiful, sexy, shit, you're a goddamn ex-model! You were hot as fuck last night! You're like the total package!"
"I'm your goddamn mother!" she shouted at him.
"Total package," he smirked then yelped when she punched him in the arm.
"Stop it!"
"No, I'm telling you how I feel. I couldn't stop staring at you at breakfast. Even just awake, no makeup, hair a mess wearing my old jersey you look good! I wondered what it would be like to sleep with you, wake up with you, be..."
"Brandon, you don't stop you are going to get sent to fucking therapy!"
He sighed, and his brow furrowed in thought. He nodded, then continued.
"I get it, I'm being kind of graphic and focusing on sex and attraction."
"You are not attracted to me," she waved her hand at him. "You're confused because you experienced that part of me, and you wouldn't have had we known better."
"I don't think so, I think it just added to something I'd been thinking about. That's why I don't mind it happened, it gave me a chance I would have never had."
"I don't know if I want to hear anymore."
"Please, Mom, I need to say this." His voice softened and he reached out and put his hand over hers. "Please let me tell you."
"Okay, I'll listen, let you get it out of your system."
"Those movies, most were short and all about sex, but I found a couple that were over an hour and had a story to them."
"Incest porn with depth, how charming," Carla rolled her eyes.
"I only read the description and watched a few minutes, then looked at the comments," he explained. "Enough to get the gist, and they kind of hit home."
"I'll bet."
"Not the sex, there wasn't any at the start, it was just about the mother and son and their life."
"Point, please. I'm not going to sit here and listen to porn that you think has a message to it other than sticking your mom is hot."
"Wrong, there was something to it that meant something to me."
"Go ahead," she rolled her hand. "I'll hear you out, but anything inspired by porn has a strike against it already."
"The movies had single moms, one the dad died, one he ran off, and mom was heartbroken, and money was tight, and the son did everything he could to help, worked, chores, most of all spent time with his mom, trying to take care of her."
"Okay, I see the similarities," she begrudgingly admitted.
"Son became the man of the house, and you've said that's what I'm trying to be."
"I'm still with you," she added. "For now."
"They spend a lot of time together, get closer, and the son? All he wants is for mom to meet a guy who will treat her the way she deserves, take care of her in every way. Cause thing is, the one thing the son could never be to her is a lover, right?"
"Unless you play 'Who Goes There'," Carla complained. "But that's the point you should have gotten, not supposed to sleep with mom."
"But they kept getting closer and..." he saw the skeptical look on her face. "I won't bore you with the whole story, but something happens, and they end up sleeping together, and the mom realizes they can be everything to each other, and he's the man who will treat her right."
"Brandon, that's absurd. It's pandering to a crowd who has taboo fantasies, and its their version of a happily ever after. It's also the ultimate for that kink, mom and son living a forbidden love. Still about getting their rocks off, just tugging on the heart strings instead of just between their legs."
"But that could happen, and I know that because it's happened for us."
"Us?" she raised her eyebrows.
"Look how much closer we are. We're a team, we keep up the house, I help with bills, and we're like best friends. We talk about everything, we hang out, most important we love each other."
"There's different kinds of love, honey, and most people would think we're kind of pathetic. Viv tells me that all the time, both of us need to find someone in our lives."
"Why, when that someone is us?"
He looked so serious she was struck speechless. Did he really think they were some type of weird couple? How had last night's fiasco turned into him thinking there was something between them other than a night of lust that only happened by accident?
"We've both been telling each other to get out there again, even if it's just a hookup, right?" he continued into her stunned silence.
"Yes and look what happened."
"Exactly!" he pounded his fist into his palm excitedly. "Look what happened, we ended up with each other! Think about what the odds are that would happen!"
"One in six."
"One in six at the motel, but the odds we would both be part of it? That the frat would be one brother short and ask me and I'd get your room?"
"Life has a lousy sense of humor."
"Nope, it was meant to be!"
"Do you hear yourself? Meant to be? What do you think, we're star-crossed lovers?"
"We were almost there anyway," Brandon spread his arms out. "Can't you see that now? The way we kept getting closer. How we were sharing our lives the way married people do, but there was that one thing that kept it from being complete?"
"With good reason, and its still keeping us that way with good reason."
"No, we had sex last night, the lines crossed! Now we can think about it just being us from now on."
"Honey," she shook her head, unable to believe how excited he sounded. "You're missing something. We didn't know it was us. So last night doesn't count."'
"Sex in the dark isn't sex?"
"Last night was anonymous sex, which turned out to not be anonymous, but at the time, it was, understand?"
"Okay."
"That means it wasn't the same as me saying, Brandon, honey, I love you, come to bed with me. Or you coming to me and saying you wanted me. See the difference?"
His eyes narrowed.
"I think so."
"We didn't fall into bed together out of desire or love, we got shoved together by circumstance. I'm sure in those movies one professed their love, and it went from there, right?"
"Yeah, but..." he ran both hands through his hair as he tried to work around the blow she'd just dealt to his take on their reality.
"No buts, Brandon. I love you, and yes we're closer than most mothers and sons are. We are very much in this life together and are each other's everything in a way, but not that way, can never be that way."
"It can," he doggedly stayed on his point. "It couldn't before because we would never even let ourselves think of the other like that. But last night made it so we are thinking like that and since we did do it, even without knowing, it counts and that means if we wanted to now there's no more inhibitions, we've been there."
Carla rubbed at her temples. She should have stayed in bed; no, she should be at work right now focusing on blending make up and giving beauty tips. But she needed to keep going, Brandon was confused, and she couldn't blame him.
Last night had affected her in what she felt was a normal way, for him it triggered some type of misconstrued feelings he had for her, or thought he had. Watching sick taboo sex videos right afterwards didn't help.
"Let me see if I understand," she began, choosing her words carefully. "Are you telling me last night put all this in your head? That sex was the only thing keeping us from being a couple?"
"No, I had those thoughts before last night."
"Because...." She stopped and blinked in surprise. "What?"
"Not all the time, but sometimes I'd think that all I wanted was for you to be happy with someone, and you're happy with me, and I want to take care of you, and who would ever want to see you get everything you deserve more than me?"
"It doesn't work like that."
"You want honesty? Part of why I did last night was because I caught myself looking at you in ways I shouldn't a couple times. Last time you were in your bikini sunning on the deck I had this thought of touching your warm skin, and kissing your back and," he released a deep breath. "I felt like a loser thinking like that so when the guys asked me about the motel, I was like 'Brandon, you need to get some'."
He gestured to her.
"And ended up with you, anyway. I think, no, I know, that's a sign."
"I can't believe you thought about me," she said softly. "Did I do something wrong? Do I show too much, did I somehow lead you on?"
"You didn't do anything except for being an incredible woman, the best, most beautiful woman I know," he swallowed hard, and she could see the emotion in his face.
"Honey," she said softly. "I thank you for saying that, but it's still misguided feelings."
"I want you to know I never thought anything nasty about you."
"Bet you do now," she grunted.
"No, know what I think? That since I knew it was you I wish last night had been different. I had no idea that was my chance with you, and it was so rough and raunchy."
"You seem to like it that way."
"You did too, but because we thought we were just getting what we needed from someone meaningless."
"Exactly what we both needed."
"At the time. Thing is now I feel bad about how it happened. If I had a chance with you, it was going to be different. I wanted to make it special, make you feel special."
"Special?"
"Mom, like I started to say, I never thought about us in a nasty way. I didn't picture it being like last night. I thought about kissing you nice and easy, and all over. Kissing your shoulders, and your back, your neck like last night except keeping it slow.
"I wanted to love you. I wanted to appreciate you, all of you. Not just your body, but you. I wanted to make you feel like a woman who's loved and adored, hell, worshipped!"
"Worshipped?" She couldn't help repeating it, he was going all in on this.
"When I thought about it, I saw it as having one chance to show you how a man can make a woman feel loved and desired and not in a lusty way, but a loving way."
His voice was getting tight, and she saw he was getting emotional, even his eyes were tearing up.
"And last night? It was hardcore, and sure it was great then, but soon as I knew it was you, I felt like I blew it. I would have never wanted to be that way."
"You're serious," she took his hand. "Honey, you're crying."
"Because I guess even though it wasn't the way I wanted it I still thought it could be a good thing. It gave me this chance to tell you how I'd thought about you, but always felt it was wrong and how could I bring it up?"
"I can see why you couldn't."
"Now I can, but I feel like it's already ruined because you only get that one chance at a first time. All I wanted to do was show you how it was never you with dad and that any man would be happy to have someone like you, but no one could be better to you than me because no one appreciates you more than me,"
"Brandon," Carla wiped at her own suddenly moist eyes. "Honey, you really are an old soul. Most men of any age couldn't say something like that. You're an amazing young man," she put her finger up. "No, forget young, you're an amazing man."
"And you're an amazing woman. Imagine how amazing we could be together."
"What you just said was so beautiful," Carla's voice trembled. "Any woman would long to hear something like that, and with that kind of passion, but this can't be us, honey. It can't be."
Brandon slid over so he was close enough their knees were touching.
"Mom, will you do something for me?"
"After that I feel like there isn't anything I wouldn't do for you," she looked away. "As long as it's not sexual."
"Just one thing," he took her hands in his, and she could feel his fingers trembling. "I want to kiss you."
"Brandon," she went to pull her hands away, but he gripped them more firmly and the strength in his large hands sent an unwanted shiver through her. "We can't."
"One kiss, and compared to what we did last night is it that bad?"
"I couldn't help what happened last night and look what it's done to you. I don't need to encourage feelings you only think you have, and I know I don't."
"You'd have them if you'd let yourself," Brandon explained. "You're being a good mom, trying to do the right thing and say no, but maybe for us the right thing is yes."
"There is no us, honey, not in that way."
"Then prove it," Brandon challenged her. "Let me kiss you, and after I do if you can honestly tell me you didn't feel anything other than how wrong this is, then I guess you're right and I'm confused."
"But if you feel something, then I want you to admit it, and we go from there." He squeezed her hands. "Deal?"
Carla paused before replying. She shouldn't let him, but he'd made a point; if her only reaction was humoring him, it might be the reality check he needed. They were dressed and their hands weren't wandering, it would just be a kiss. A short one because as soon as he could sense how stiff and unresponsive she was, he'd stop.
He might be upset, even heartbroken in the moment, but he'd get over it, and then they could try to move on from this mess.
"Okay, a kiss," she removed her hand from his and put a finger up in warning. "Just one, and you stop when I ask you to."
"So much for spontaneous," Brandon mumbled, but gently took her face in his hands.
Carla's met his gaze and he frowned.
"Can you at least look like you're giving this a chance?"
"Sorry," Carla said sincerely, even if she thought this was insane, it meant a lot to him, and she knew there wasn't anything he wouldn't do for her.
She tilted her head, closed her eyes, and parted her lips, doing her best to relax as she waited for him.
"Damn," he whispered. "You're so beautiful, mom."
The way he said it, so heartfelt and she could pick up a tremor in his voice as if he were emotional just from looking at her. Women longed to have a man look and speak to them that way.
"Find you a man that looks at you the way Brandon looks at his mom."
The sick joke flashed through her mind, then Brandon kissed her. His lips barely grazed hers at first, more a caress than a kiss. His mouth slid softly across hers, then around, teasing, while exploring the outline of her full sensual lips.
Carla was again unprepared for how slow and patient he was. Even last night before she'd lost control, when it was them initially kissing in the dark he'd exhibited a restraint beyond his years.
Brandon eased his lips back, then kissed her again, this time more firmly. His mouth worked against hers, his ever-present scruff a scratchy contrast to the softness of his lips. His fingers trembled on her face when she returned the kiss, pushing her lips into his.
She told herself she was doing it not to hurt him. She'd let him have a moment to enjoy what he wanted before easing back. After all, what was a simple kiss? On the lips...from her son?
Brandon's hands left her face to rest on her shoulders, and his kiss grew more passionate. He moaned softly in his throat as his lips parted, now engulfing hers. Carla slowed down but kept her mouth in contact with his.
His tongue darted out, flicking playfully across her upper lip, and sending an unexpected shiver through her. His arms went around her shoulders, and he drew her into his embrace.
As if she were watching herself in a dream, she allowed him to hold her, and her hands were now on his arms just below his sleeves. Brandon caused her to gasp when he kissed her hard while his hand ran up through her long hair.
Carla squeezed his biceps, unable to help admiring how hard his muscles were. Her lips were now moving more aggressively, dancing across his, and seeking to surround them with her own and take control of the kiss.
Brandon's fingers ran through her hair while his other hand cradled the back of her head, holding her still as their kiss deepened. His tongue flashed out again, but this time Carla parted her lips and met it with her own.
Brandon's arms tensed and he emitted a soft whimper as her tongue danced over his before she caught it between her lips and sucked gently on it, as her heart raced, and her face grew hot.
Her hands ran under his sleeves, sliding over his upper arms and across the back of his shoulders in the loose shirt. Their tongues were now waging war between their lips as their kiss grew in intensity.
Somewhere in the back of her mind she yelled 'what are you doing?' this wasn't what she'd expected to happen, and certainly not what she should be allowing. But there was something in the way he touched her, the passion in his kiss, the way his hands trembled, but at the same time she could feel the strength in them, the strength that had driven her wild last night.
He was leaning into her, easing her back until her head was now resting on the arm of the couch. His hand strayed from her hair and down her arm. He continued down her side and she groaned when he reached the bottom of the jersey, and his hand touched her bare leg.
His other hand left her hair, and this time she gasped in surprise when he grabbed her leg behind her knee and lifted it from the floor. He put her leg on the couch and slid closer, so he was now between her legs.
His lips left hers, and her eyes rolled back when they fastened to her neck. Brandon kissed her as his hands went between them. He grabbed his shirt and leaning back, stripped it off.
"What are you doing?" she asked breathlessly, but even as she did, her eyes were glued to his powerful upper body. Son or not, God, he was fine!
His answer was to lean in and kiss her, this time forcefully, his tongue driving into her mouth. Carla moaned, but in pleasure rather than the protest she was supposed to be expressing.
Her hands were back on his now bare body, roaming over his shoulders and his broad back. Brandon's lips found her neck and his hands dropped between them again. This time she felt him lifting her shirt and a wave of heat flowed through her as he pushed it towards her hips.
Stop this, stop him!
"Brandon," she whispered. "We can't do this."
He ignored her, his lips now kissing her upper chest just above the jersey. His hand caressed her outer thigh, then slid higher up her inner thigh, going between her...
"I said stop!" Feeling his hand that close to her disturbingly warm pussy snapped her out of what seemed like a lust inspired paralysis.
Carla shoved him hard in the chest, not only causing him to sit up, but almost lose his balance and fall backwards.
"What's the matter? What did I do?" He looked genuinely confused.
"You said a kiss! You took your shirt off and were pushing mine up!"
"And you let me."
"You were going to touch..." she took a breath to try and calm herself down. "What made you think you could touch me?"
"Because you were letting me?" he remained confused, and she wanted to smack herself because she didn't have much of an argument.
"I was trying to see if you'd know to stop on your own." She sounded lame as fuck, but she needed to stop this.
"You're lying," he told her with no hesitation. "You felt that kiss," he spoke softly into her neck. "You felt me, you felt us!"
"Honey, please," she swung her legs off the couch and pushed the jersey down as far as she could. "You felt that."



"Bullshit!" For the first time he was getting frustrated. "You were sighing and kissing me back! Your hands were all over me!"
"I made a mistake," Damn straight she had, at least that was the truth. "I felt bad and wanted you to enjoy it for a couple minutes. I was hoping you'd come to your senses."
"No," he shook his head vehemently. "You felt it, and now you're lying, to me and yourself."
"Brandon, please let this go. I'm sorry if I gave you false hope."
"Its not that, you're taking hope away from yourself! Mom, you wanted me, I could feel it!"
"You're twenty, how do you know what you feel?"
"That...was low," Brandon's expression reflected the hurt in his words. "You don't think I know what love is because I'm young?"
"I'm sorry, I didn't mean it that way. This isn't a typical situation, Brandon. You're not torn over feelings for some girl, but me. You're confused, baby."
"No, you won't let yourself see clearly," he stubbornly stuck to his guns.
"Brandon, you and I are close, very close, and we've become more than a mother and son to each other. You're right about all that."
"But?" he asked skeptically as he remained kneeling on the couch. She wished he'd put a shirt on, his body was distracting her...but why? He was her goddamn kid!
"Last night was something we should never be to each other, and you said it, being with me in that way, a way you were never supposed to be, opened all this up. You can say it's about love, but thing is, honey? This is driven by lust, you got a taste of something you shouldn't, and forbidden fruit is called that for a reason."
"You're not even making any sense," he waved his hand at her. "Saying the same thing over and over, convincing yourself, not me."
"I don't need convincing this is wrong."
"Right, you need convincing its not and you just got that. You were into it, Mom. That was no act!" his lips turned down in a scowl. "Or am I too young to know when a woman is faking too."
"Last thing I want is to fight with you, and I shouldn't have made that remark, but I'm a lot older than you, Brandon, and sad to say I have more than my share of experience faking interest to not hurt a man's feelings, like your father's back when I thought he was trying."
"So good at faking you can make your nipples pop?"
"What?" Carla blinked at rude comment.
"I felt them through the shirt, poking into me. Or you blaming friction?"
"Easy, Brandon, I'm your mother."
"And the reason you freaked was because I was about to find out you were excited somewhere else.
"I told you to..."
"And when I did!" he spoke loudly over her. "You would have had no excuse, and I would have known you were lying. Not like I don't already, but that would have been hard to cover up."
"Okay, this is over for now." Carla rose from the sofa and turned her back to leave the room. "You're getting angry, and this is something that needs to be discussed in an adult manner."
"Then stop lying!" His voice was close behind her; he was following her out of the room.
"We're done, Brandon," she strode faster down the hall until she reached her room. "We'll talk tomorrow after both of us have some time and can get a good night's rest."
"Just like that? I tell you how much this meant to me, and you're walking away?"
"Until tomorrow y...hey!" she'd went to close the door, but he caught the edge of it with his hand. "I'm not playing, Brandon, get out! I'm not in the mood to deal with this right now."
"Tough." She tried to pull the door closed, but he pushed against it, and even with one hand and what didn't seem like a lot of effort he forced it open. "Last night made us equals in this mess, you're not the boss."
"Oh? I'm no longer the parent because we fucked?" Carla took a step back because fact was the look of anger on his face and the way his large frame loomed in the doorway made her uncomfortable...uncomfortably warm.
"Because it happened to both of us the same, and my feelings are no less than yours."
"Not true. You're the child here, and for you it was a fucked up accident. I'm your mother! You know what its like to think I did all that with my son? My baby?"
"I'm your baby?" His voice and eyes softened at the comment.
"Of course, you are! You'll always be my baby, and no matter how much of a man you are, it's my job to try and protect you, and last night I hurt you! I hurt us!" her voice rose with her own anger.
"Not on purpose," he seemed to be the one trying to soothe her now. "Not your fault."
"It's not that easy for me! When you're in charge of a damn business, let alone a child, everything is your fault whether it is or not! We said it last night, it was okay for you to be there, you're an adventurous college boy enjoying life.
"I'm a goddamn middle aged woman and a mother of a boy the age I went to fuck. I should have never been there! This is on me more than it is you, Brandon, and I have to live with that."
"But it could be a good thing, that's what you're not seeing!" He came into the room, and she took a couple of steps back. He cocked his head and whispered. "Are you afraid of me?"
"No," she shook her head. "I'm just scared for us, and well...you do look crazy on the rare occasions you get mad."
"Mom, I'd never hurt you." He slowly reached out and she remained still when he put his hand on her shoulder. "You have to know that."
"I do, Brandon, we're all fucked up right now, and that's the truth. Maybe talking this soon wasn't a good idea."
"But we started and it's not fair you won't finish, especially when you're lying to me." He took a calming breath. "I deserve better than you lying and walking away."
"What do you want from me?" Carla shouted at him. "What do you deserve here you're not getting? I let you tell me your porn inspired fairy tails and I let you kiss me, and I let you..."
"You didn't let me! You wanted it!" He yelled back at her. "That's what I deserve! The truth about why you're mad! If you still think this shit is wrong, that's one thing, but I deserve to hear how you really feel about it."
"That's it?" She threw her hands in the air and laughed harshly. "That's all? You just want your mother to tell you she got wet when you shoved your tongue down her throat?"
"You don't have to say it like that."
"Sorry, I checked the parent's handbook and didn't find the chapter that dealt with having to live with the fact you sucked your son off and rode him like he was a fucking mechanical bull at a bar!"
"That's why we need to do this together, and it's not all your decision."
"Oh, we did it together alright!" She pointed to her legs. "I haven't had rugburn from fucking since before you were born. Go big or go home, right, baby? Going to bang your son, do it right!"
"You're mad at you, not me," he said quietly.
"Damn straight I am! But you needed me to scream at you to get it. Couldn't leave me be and let me think, had to make it worse with your X-rated Romeo and Mommiet taboo movie talk. None of the idiots in those movies have fucking kids, and I doubt the directors do either!"
"But everything is based on..."
"Serial killer movies are based on real cases; can we go around killing people because we watch them?"
"Mom," he sighed. "Okay, you win. I'll leave you alone and find something to do until I go to work. We'll talk tomorrow."
"No," she caught his hand as he went to turn away. "I'll give you what you deserve, how's that? You deserved to hear I'm angry at me and not you, but not just because of last night, but because of just now, know why?"
She plowed on without waiting for him to ask.
"Because you're right! I felt something when you kissed me. I...responded to your lips and the way you touched me, even the way you spoke and looked at me. I've never had a man look at me with so much love in his eyes, few women are lucky enough to have ever have."
"Just now was my fault too. I couldn't help the first screw up, but I doubled down on this one. I should have said no to you. No kissing me, no touching, no encouraging your ideas.
"But no!" She flayed her arms dramatically. "Carla knows what she's doing! Carla knows she has no issues other than mistaken identity. You want to kiss me? Go for it, get it out of your system, I'm your mom, I'll tell you it meant nothing because it should have meant nothing!"
She turned and walked over to her bed and sat down on the foot of it.
"But it did mean something, I did feel it. It felt good, you felt good, and I wanted to feel good! I don't know why you felt so good, you shouldn't!"
"There might be a reason, I..."
"Brandon, what you deserved?" She cut him off. "Was a good mother who would have felt nothing when you touched me and could have ended this!"
Overwhelmed by emotion, and her failure, she burst into tears, putting her head in her hands and sobbing.
"You deserve a parent who does what's right for you, not one who found herself thinking of her son being her damn lover, and this time when it was you right in front of me and no mistake to blame it on!"
"I'm sorry, honey," she moaned into her hands. "I'm sorry I started this, and made it worse and tried to blame you, and those movies. It's all my fault for making all of that seem real!"
"I don't know what's wrong with me, Brandon!"
She felt his weight settle on the bed next to her and his arm go around her quaking shoulders. "You shouldn't feel that good to me," she whimpered. "God, I'm an awful mother."
"If you were awful you wouldn't be crying, and we wouldn't have fought because you wouldn't have cared."
"Don't let me off the hook. No mom should see their child like that, let alone want them."
"Not your fault, it's..." he trailed off and remained silent, his arm around her.
"It's what?" she asked, trying to stop sniffling like a child.
"Never mind, we'll talk another time."
"Go ahead, Brandon, if you have an idea I'll hear it."
"Okay, well I remembered something this morning. Remember Julie? I was seeing for a few months last year?"
"Yeah, she was a couple years older than you, a senior?"
"Right, and a psych major. Sometimes she'd talk about weird stuff she read about, and one time she was going on about sexual psychology and how she had to do a study on family stuff."
"Incest?"
"Not always directly, even things like mommy and daddy issues. But she did have to research some cases, and there was one down in Jersey where a daughter was reunited with her father after 15 years. She ended up falling in love with him."
"Not seeing what that has to do with us."
"There was a similar one with a mother and son, same thing, years apart, but one more where it started when the son was still there, they got a little close, then a little too close. The case mentioned they had a lot of regret and went to therapy because they couldn't stop thinking of each other."
"That's close to home, I guess."
"Turns out there's this thing called GSA, and what happened made me think of it, so I looked it up."
"What is it?" She wiped her nose with the sleeve of the Jersey and shrugged when Brandon made a face. "Pardon my manners. I'm too drained to get the tissues," she sighed. "Or maybe I'm trying to be as unsexy as possible."
"No jokes," he said, with a sly wink that managed to coax a small smile from her.
"Right, no jokes."
"Genetic sexual attraction. Damn article is full of big words, and I wanted to be an architect and know fuck all about shrink stuff, but the gist is that if in the case of long separation or some type of traumatic, or like in our case, a strange sexual incident, whatever is ingrained in us naturally to not want family spins the other way."
"Leads to unnatural attraction?" Carla asked thoughtfully, at least this sounded concrete, better than talking about porn clips.
"Opens it up I guess, and its not just the lust you'd have for another person, it's a lot stronger, hard to resist." He nodded in agreement with his words. "Think that could be us."
"If it is then I'm right and this isn't normal or what you really want, our wires are crossed."
"But I told you I'd had some thoughts before, and if we're both dealing with it, then what's the problem? We're both wanting the same thing."
"It's in a psych book as a condition, Brandon."
"No, just something that can happen, but it stressed it was about physical desire. I love you, mom. You even said you could feel how much I do. The lust is different, its part of it, but I want you more than I want you, if that makes sense."
"None of this does."
"So let's roll with it. Why fight something we both want?"
"Brandon, what if we did something? Let's say here and now I just lay back on the bed and give you that chance you keep talking about. What happens tomorrow?"
"We do it again?"
"Don't be funny. What happens if it's another wake up call, and more guilt, another fight. If we keep pushing we make things worse, but if we do what we should, which is be a mother and son, and not try to be taboo lovers? Nothing bad can happen."
"Except we both miss out on the person who could love us more than anyone."
"Don't get mad, but you're young, Brandon. At twenty you think you've met the love of your life and it's me?"
"I know it is, no woman can compare to you in anyway." He gently tapped the top of her chest. "You're as beautiful here, as you are here." He touched her face, and she resisted the urge to lean into his touch.
"Honey, you should look into writing romance novels, you are the smoothest talker I've ever heard. You could melt any woman's heart."
"Except the one woman's heart that I want." He squeezed her shoulder and rose from the bed. "I'm sorry we fought, and that I pushed this into being worse." He kissed the top of her head. "It's not all your fault mom, we're a package deal. We got into it; we'll get ourselves out of it."
"Thank you," she took his hand and pressed it briefly to her lips. "I don't know how a hot mess like me raised a man like you."
"Maybe so the hot mess would have someone to take care of her," he gave her a sad smile. "Even if it's not in the way I'd like. I'm here for you, not me."
He released a long breath. "I think I'm going to lie back down, didn't sleep a lot and wow, this emotional shit can take it out of you.
"Yeah," she nodded as she watched him head for the doorway. "Get some rest," she gave a halfhearted smile. "Sweet dreams, Brandon."
"You are my sweet dream, mom."
"You always said that when you were little."
He stopped in the doorway and spoke without looking at her. "Yeah, never knew what it would end up meaning. Might have to change it to bittersweet dream."
She heard his voice catch and caught a glimpse of his face in the mirror over her bureau and saw the tears on his cheeks.
"Oh, baby," she moaned softly, her heart breaking for him, for them. "Please come back."
"I'm okay," he said, but his voice told her he was far from it. "Besides, why? What are we going to do?"
Good question, what would they do? What was she supposed to do? She broke his heart denying him but risked destroying their relationship if she caved to his...no, be honest, their current desires. Carla rubbed at her temples, picturing her son's tear-streaked face.
She recalled the rest of their nighttime tradition. After he endearingly told her she was his sweet dream, Carla would tell him to always hold onto his dreams so he could make them come true.
But what if there was a dream he couldn't make possible? A dream that hinged on the feelings of another person? Then that dream would turn into a crushing defeat. Unless the other person was someone who could make that dream a reality. Not just someone who could, but who's job it was to do everything in their power to make that dream come true?
Someone like his mother?
Before she could change her mind, she spoke in a rush.
"You're going to come show me how much you love me."
Chapter Nine
Brandon stiffened, but remained where he was, his hand on the doorframe.
"You just said you didn't want that."
"I don't know what I want, or even what's right anymore. But you know what you want and if that's me, then you can have me, honey."
He slowly turned, and she used the look of hope in his eyes as motivation to, no matter what, stick with her decision to take a mother doing anything for her son to the extreme.
"You mean it?"
"You said you wanted to show me how much you love me. Here's your chance." She rose from the bed and laughed nervously. "Not exactly looking hot in your old jersey, no makeup, my hair a mess and eyes all red from crying." Carla put her arms out. "But I'm all yours."
Brandon approached her cautiously as if he thought it was too good to be true and expected her to change her mind. But when he reached her, he said quietly.
"Mom, you could never be anything but beautiful to me."
"Save the smooth talk, mister, I already said I'd put out," she could hear the nerves in her voice.
"No jokes," he whispered, and before she could reply put his hands on her shoulders and kissed her.
This time Carla didn't fight her body's immediate response and allowed her lips to engage his. Brandon's lips worked firmly into hers as his hands slid under her arms so he could put his around her.
She surrendered into his embrace, leaning into him as their kiss grew more passionate. Her hands were around his neck, drawing him further into her admittedly willing mouth.
Just like on the couch, she was amazed, and somewhat uneasy, with how strongly her body reacted to his touch. Her nipples had stiffened and not only was there a warm wet heat building between her thighs, but her hips were moving, gently rocking into his.
Brandon's hands went down her back and she groaned when they slid over her ass. Her firm cheeks fit perfectly in his large palms, and she moaned loudly into his mouth when he gave her a hard squeeze.
His hands moved lower, and her breath caught when he lifted the jersey several inches. The soft material tickled the curve of her ass and Carla's heart raced at the idea he was going to pull it up.
He'd expect her to lift her arms, let him remove it. She'd be naked in front of him, and this time knowing it was her son who's hands and lips were about to be all over her bare flesh.
That image set off another wave of conflicted feelings. The proper unease of whether she was doing the right thing. The knowing it was wrong and there wasn't a person she knew who would tell her otherwise.
But also, this was an act of love. Her son was conflicted, convinced he'd been falling in love with her and last night pushing those emotions over the edge by breaking the ice of the ultimate taboo.
Brandon was in emotional turmoil, and in pain, his heart swelling when he thought there was a chance, then breaking when her doing the acceptable right thing took it away from him.
Right or wrong, Carla was doing what was instilled in her as a mother, she was helping him, making him feel better. Giving him her body as a sacrifice to show her love for him.
There was no telling where things would go after this. Would it satisfy him? Make him realize this wasn't right? Or create a worse situation in that he'd want her even more and because she did this once, open the door for it to be expected from now on?
All this ran through her mind in a few seconds, and even as it did, they continued to kiss, their tongues probing each other's mouths. Unlike her mind, her body was fully convinced.
Her hard nipples ached where they pressed into his chest through the jersey. Her swollen clit throbbed over her warm wet pussy, and his incredible kissing had her weak kneed in his embrace.
The jersey moved higher, sliding up over her ass, then her hips. Somewhere among the swirling confusion of her thoughts, another one arose. This time he'd be able to see her, and in addition to the obvious reaction a son shouldn't see his mother naked, was her hoping he'd like what he saw, after all, last night had been in the dark.



Carla wasn't sure what was worse, that she wanted him to find her attractive, or that the insecurities she'd instilled in herself over the last couple of years were even plaguing her when she was allowing her son to have his way with her.
Her mind stopped its spinning when she realized Brandon hadn't lifted the jersey any higher. She felt his body tense against hers and his kiss shifted from deep and passionate to hesitant.
His tongue eased from her mouth and his lips barely responded to hers. Carla thought it was her, maybe she'd been so caught up in her feelings she hadn't been responding, and he was doubting her willingness to go through with it.
She kissed him harder, her lips pursuing his, and pushed her tongue back into his mouth. Bringing her hands from his shoulders, she eased them between their bodies. Grabbing his jeans, she unsnapped them, and with her lips still on his, pulled them apart, causing them to unzip.
Her fingers slipped into his boxers with a boldness that should have appalled her, but lust and instincts were taking over, and it would make this easier if she let them.
"Stop," Brandon dropped his arms from around her and took a step back.
"Why?" Carla blinked in confusion. "Am I being too pushy?"
"No," he shook his head.
"Did you change your mind? You don't really want me?" If that were the case it was a massive win and the end to this madness. Yet, why did she feel a wave of disappointment washing over her?
"No, I mean, yes I want you." He ran his fingers through his hair. "But I...it's just..."
"Just what?" Carla asked.
"Not sure you really want to."
"If I didn't want to, I wouldn't, honey." He gave her a slight nod, but his eyes were avoiding hers. "There's something else, what is it?"
"I'm nervous," he admitted. "I want this so bad. I want to show you how good we can be."
"I'm right here, show me."
"I can't." he lowered his head. "I know you're what I want, I know we can have this, but now we're right here and I can't do it."
"Felt like you wanted to," she put her hand lightly on his crotch.
Which was no longer hard.
"Yeah, but now I'm...I mean what if I'm no good, what if I don't make you happy? What if I let you down?"
He stopped when she put a finger to his lips.
"You, my baby, have never let me down. You will never let me down, okay? You're nervous because this is a big step, and one people would tell us we shouldn't take, but I trust you, Brandon. I'm trusting you're feelings more than my own because you have never once disappointed or hurt me."
"I never would, but this is such a big deal. Last night we didn't know."
"If it makes you feel better? I'm worried too. I was just thinking I hope you like what you see, and I'm not the letdown. I'm a middle aged woman, Brandon, and you're..." she gestured to him. "One hell of a young man. You have nothing to worry about, trust me."
"You think I wouldn't find you sexy?" Brandon's eyes widened. "Mom, that's crazy! You're..."
"Know what, honey?" Carla took a deep breath and gathered the jersey in her hands. "Let's stop talking and find out."
Before she could change her mind, she peeled the jersey up over her head and tossed it to the side. She stood there completely naked in front of her son, and for a split second her stomach tightened, wondering how he'd react.
But the look of desire that instantly crossed his face and filled his eyes as he whispered. "Oh, my god, Mom, look at you." Sent a shiver through her.
"Yeah?" She surprised herself when a sultry smile spread across her lips. "Mom's not too bad?"
His eyes dropped to her breasts.
"They're amazing, you're amazing!"
"Then why aren't you touching me?"
Carla grabbed his wrists and put his hands on her breasts.
"They're all yours, baby. I'm all yours." She slipped her arms back around his neck and kissed him.
Brandon returned the kiss, but still seemed hesitant. But when his palms slid over her nipples and she released a low moan in her throat, his lips pressed harder to hers. He fondled her breasts and she pushed hard against him, grinding her hips into his.
His cock pushed into her stomach, and she could feel him getting harder as he played with her tits. His fingers captured her nipples and when he rolled them gently between them, she whimpered and drove her tongue hard into his mouth.
Her hands went back to boxers, her fingers expertly slipping into the slit and encircling his thickening shaft. Brandon moaned into her mouth, and his hands left her breasts.
She groaned and her pussy gushed when his arms went around her, and he crushed her too him. The power in his embrace and the way her soft breasts pressed into his hard body had her hips rocking harder.
Moments ago, she'd had her chance to stop this; she could have let him back down, leave it that she would have, but he changed his mind. But she knew that would lead to more frustration that it would haunt him that in his mind he failed his opportunity to consummate what he felt was their love.
That was her justifying her own actions because the moment her jersey came off, her inhibitions were stripped away with it. The look of longing on his face as he took in his mother's fully nude body.
The mixture of stunned, followed by lustful, mixed with loving had overwhelmed her and cast all momentary doubts aside. Where her mind had been confused, her body was now fully committed to giving her son what he wanted.
Just her son?
Brandon's hands roamed down through her hair and over her smooth back, his palms gliding over her soft skin. He broke their kiss and when he buried his face in her neck, she cried out;
"Yes! Just like that, honey, show me!"
His hands went down her body and this time it was her bare ass he grabbed and squeezed. Carla let her head fall back, moaning as he sucked hard on her neck while fondling her ass.
He spread her cheeks wide, his fingers sliding inside them and when he met her slick wet flesh, she pushed against his body, arching her ass up and back into his probing fingers.
Brandon was sucking hard enough on her neck that she knew he'd leave a mark, but she didn't care, she'd spent years worrying about being a professional woman, a good woman, who unfortunately met a man who equated good with boring.
Now she felt carefree, wanton, and lusty. Naked in her son's embrace, his fingertips teasing the edges of her pussy while he licked and sucked her neck with a passion she hadn't experienced...since he'd done it to her last night.
But now he knew who was in his arms, and he wanted her even more! His lips left a wet trail around her neck and down her throat. She ground her hips in hard circles, pushing into his crotch, then back into his fingers as he now kissed the top of her chest.
Carla let her weight go, leaning back into his arms. Her head fell back, her long hair flowing behind her as his lips and tongue worked down between the tops of her breasts.
Her fingers were still in his boxers, lightly caressing his cock as best she could at the awkward angle. Brandon's hips were now moving, thrusting into her fingers, yearning for more contact.
Contact she needed to feel as well, but his lips were inches from her nipple, and Carla wanted them there so badly she arched her back, struggling to get her swollen pink nub into his mouth.
"Yours," she moaned. "I want them to be yours, I want all of me to be yours!"
Somewhere in her mind she wondered where all this was coming from. Did she mean it, was she caught up in the heat of the moment? Or did she really want to be his? His mother, his best friend, now his woman? Could it even be?
Brandon's tongue flicked over her nipple, sending an electric shock of pleasure through her. Her eyes rolled back, and she moaned loudly when after several quick flicks of his tongue, he took nipple between his lips and sucked on it.
"Oh, yes," she whimpered. "Just like that, show me how much you like mama's tits."
Those words should have never passed through her lips, let alone send another jolt of heat through her. Was she sinking so far into depravity that she was starting to sound like someone from one of those movies Brandon had watched last night?
The way he moaned around her nipple before sucking it harder showed her words had the same effect on him. He turned his head, opened wide and sucked not just her left nipple, but as much of her soft breast into his mouth as he could.
The eagerness with which he did it, caused her face to flush and her pussy to flow. She removed her hands from his boxers and grabbed his shoulders. Digging her nails into him, she pulled herself up, pushing his head back.
She kissed him again, her tongue plowing into his mouth with passionate abandon. Just as her lips connected with his, she caught a glimpse of them in the mirror. Her long slender body completely naked and folded into his much larger powerful form.
God, they looked good together! The way his muscles stood out, how her breasts pressed into him, and his large hands looked where they rested on her firm ass. She swirled her tongue around his, then broke the kiss and pushed against him.
He let his arms drop from her, and grabbing his hand, Carla stepped back, leading him with her. When she felt the bed against her legs, she sat down, and placed her hands on his chest.
She sucked on her lower lip as she took in her long red nails on his bare chest. She teased them along his flesh then made him gasp when she caught his nipples and gave them a light pinch.
Carla leaned in and kissed his right nipple, then swirled her tongue around it. Brandon sighed as his hands found her breasts, fondling them while she tongued him.
She briefly sucked his nipple, before turning and giving the other some attention. Her nails teased down his chest and along his stomach, causing his skin to tense and break out in goosebumps.
Her heart raced as he teased her nipples with his fingers, and she ran her tongue down the middle of his chest to his naval. She grabbed the sides of his jeans and yanked them, and his boxers, down his hips.
His cock sprang free, and Carla's eyes widened as she got her first look at it. She could feel his size last night, the way her fingers barely reached around it, how he filled her mouth, then stretched her lonely cunt.
But seeing it in the light of day...damn, he was hung! Long, and thick; his head an angry purple and the thick veins standing out in his shaft. It was an incredible cock, a beautiful cock...her son's cock.
No, her cock, and she wanted it.
She gripped him in her hand and slowly pumped him. Brandon's breath hissed between his teeth above her, and his hands tightened on her breasts. Carla licked her lips as she eyed the magnificent specimen in front of her.
She cupped his balls with her other hand, marveling at how big and heavy they were. Lowering her head, she flicked her tongue across his tip, then unable to hold back, took his head between her lips and sucked hard.
"Fuck," Brandon moaned as Carla's mouth filled with sticky salty precum.
Her eyes rolled back, and she opened wider, sliding her lips over his tip and down his shaft. Brandon's thighs trembled as his mother slowly took him deeper into her mouth, savoring every inch of his hard shaft as it slid between her soft full lips.
She gently rubbed his balls as she continued her descent down the impressive length of his cock. His hands shook in excitement on her breasts and his entire body tensed as she angled her head and pushed him further down her throat.
With an effort, she took his full length, releasing an explosive wet gagging sound, before getting the last inch between her lips.
"Oh, god," Brandon groaned. "Mom, that...oh!"
He gasped when she slurped her way to the tip of his cock, then proceeded to rapidly bob her head, taking most of his length with each sloppy wet suck. Drool flowed from the sides of her mouth as she repeatedly forced him deep enough to cause his head to hit the back of her throat.
Her eyes were already watering and her face red and hot from exertion as like last night, the thrill of having this monster cock in her mouth made it impossible to take her time.
Instead, she sucked him hard and fast to the point she was all but fucking her face with him as he stood there moaning 'mom' over and over. Each time he said it, it sent another thrill through her.
She used two fingers around his shaft to stroke him, her hand following the sloppy trail her mouth left behind. She rubbed his balls harder, and again like last night, she was sucking with one purpose in mind; to drain those huge balls down her throat.
"Stop." Brandon's hands went from her breasts to her shoulders.
"Hmm-mm!" she moaned around him, then noisily slurped up the drool that had just oozed down his shaft.
"Yes," he groaned, then took her head in his hands. "Please."
Carla reluctantly slid him from her lips and stared up at him, breathing hard.
"But I want it," she whispered.
"Jesus, you're so fucking hot," he sighed. "But no, not like this. Not this time."
He gripped her shoulders and tugged. Carla allowed him to pull her to her feet, wondering what he wanted. He kissed her, and the way he did it, so eagerly even with her lips and chin sticky from his precum, had her heart pounding.
"Slow," he said softly into her lips. "I don't want last night again."
Brandon turned her shoulders and she let him guide her, turning to the side so the bed was to her left. He kissed her, and with his lips on hers, he put one arm around her shoulders, then swept the other behind her knees.
She gasped, then giggled into his lips as he effortlessly lifted her in his strong arms. He continued to kiss her as he walked around the bed and gently lowered her onto it. He straightened and walked back around to the foot of the bed.
Carla's heart pounded in anticipation as he shoved his jeans the rest of the way down and stepped out of them. He crawled up onto the bed, and with her nipples aching and her mouth and pussy watering, she watched him make his way to her.
His cock bobbed between his thick thighs, precum and his mother's drool oozing from it. Carla spread her legs and beckoned him with her finger while she sucked on her lower lip, her gaze lingering on his cock.
Brandon's gaze was locked between her thighs, and rather than the shame she supposed she should have felt, Carla experienced a feeling of wanton abandon as she lay legs spread before her son.
He slid up between her thighs and lowered his head. She whimpered when he gave each of her soft inner thighs a kiss. She shamelessly thrust her hips, pushing her glistening slit up at his face, longing for him to taste her.
Brandon wavered, his lips parted and his mouth so close, she could feel his warm breath on her throbbing clit. He blinked and whispered, "Not like this," more to himself than to her, then lifted his head.
He slid all the way up over her, so his hands were on either side of her shoulders. He stared down at her, a nervous smile on his face, and remained where he was as if he'd frozen again.
"Down here," Carla raised her arms and slipped them around his neck, tugging him to her. "Come to mama."
He lowered himself, and as his lips met hers, his cock pressed into her stomach. They both moaned and he moved his hips. His tip left a sticky trail down her belly and through the thin strip of hair over her mound.
When he pushed between the thick pouting lips of her pussy, a shiver went through her and her arms tightened around him. Carla rocked her hips and sighed as his swollen head rubbed through wet slit.
She gasped when he met her clit, then whimpered when he pushed it down towards her aching hole. He released a soft whimper when his tip parted her lips and eased into her.
Carla resisted the urge to thrust upward and let him take the lead. It wasn't easy as Brandon inched his way in with a slowness that was maddening. Yet at the same time, as badly as she wanted him to plunge into her, the slow spreading of her pussy had a delicious sensation to it that had her entire body quivering in anticipation.
"I can't believe its happening," he groaned into her mouth.
"I always told you dreams come true," God, that was lame, but what did a woman say to her son as he sank his cock into her forbidden cunt?
"And you still are my sweetest dream," he whispered, then groaned as he pushed harder, easing the last few inches into her.
The corniness of their taboo version of a family channel exchange didn't prevent her from enjoying the incredible feeling of her cunt being completely full of her son's thick cock.
Brandon sighed and turned his head, nuzzling into her neck as he slowly moved his hips.
"Oh, honey," Carla murmured, her hands gripping his shoulders as he moved within her. "You feel so good!"
Brandon moaned in her ear then playfully flicked his tongue across it before sucking on her earlobe. He moved his hips more confidently, using long slow strokes that had Carla moaning in pleasure beneath him.
She found his rhythm and matched it, her hips gently rising to meet his slow thrusts. Carla wrapped her long legs around his hips, drawing him deeper into her taboo heat. Brandon breathed heavily into her neck as he alternately kissed and licked it.
Carla ran her hands over his shoulders, trailing her nails lightly over his broad back, then running the fingers of one hand through his short thick hair. She cradled the back of his head with her hand, holding him to her neck as she moaned above his head.
Her other hand explored his arms and back while she slid her legs along his, the soft soles of her feet gliding along the backs of his legs. Carla couldn't believe how good he felt.
She'd gone from thinking nothing about this could be right to being transported into a place of pure bliss. His lips and hot breath on her neck, his soft sighs and his young hard body entwined with hers.
Best of all that amazing young hard cock filling her long-neglected cunt. The idea that his could be hers anytime she wanted it crept into her mind. Her initial thought this was some type of one and done 'sacrifice' was already fading fast.
How could she not want this all the time? This beautiful sweet young man who loved her so much he teared up when he said it. Yet last night had fucked her with a strength and energy that bordered on brutal, leaving her scraped, bruised, aching, and more satisfied then she'd been in twenty years.
He was also her son.
Even that red flag thought did little to dampen her enjoyment of their taboo coupling. To the contrary, she'd reached a point she could admit who he was added to how amazing he felt.
He knew he shouldn't love her like this, that he shouldn't desire her. Yet his love for her transcended all the shoulds society would throw at them. In that light didn't it make his love for her even more special?
Make her so special in his eyes, that he, unlike her, had no doubt whatsoever that he wanted her to be his in every way. And that's what she was. In this moment, with him making slow passionate love to her, Carla belonged to her son.
Brandon slid his arms under hers, one hand sliding up through her hair to cradle her head as he lifted his face and kissed her once more. He hugged her closer as they kissed, and Carla once again encircled his waist with her legs.
She was in sensory overload, experiencing so much at once, and all of it wonderful. The way his hard body felt between her soft thighs, her breasts and nipples crushed against his wide muscular chest.
Brandon's soft lips, and wet tongue caressing hers, and their soft sounds of pleasure being captured in each other's mouths. His strong back beneath her hand and his thick hair between her fingers, she was simultaneously experiencing every nuance of their connection.



All the while he moved within her in that slow sensuous rhythm that demonstrated that uncanny patience he'd exhibited even last night before things had gotten wild between them.
At twenty, her son was making love to her, and making her feel like a woman in a way his father never had.
"I love you, Brandon," she whispered against his lips. "I love you so much."
He eased his face from hers so he could meet her gaze.
"You mean...really love me?"
"You're right," she said softly. "I can feel you, baby. I can feel us, and we feel so good!"
"Yes," a smile spread across his face, and he kissed her, this time harder than before.
Her words caused his hips to move faster, and his strokes become harder. Carla crossed her ankles behind his back, gripping him tighter as her own hips worked faster to stay in time with him.
"That's it," she stroked his hair and smiled. "Give it me, baby, let me feel how excited you are."
His thrusts remained delightfully long but were getting faster and harder. Carla groaned as her body responded to his increased rhythm. She moved her hips in a grinding motion, working his cock within her wet heat, and could feel her body tensing.
His cock was pushing down into her at just the right angle and now hard enough to cause her pussy to begin contracting each time he plunged deep into her. Carla gripped his hair tighter, her nails digging into his back as the first stirrings of an orgasm grew deep within her.
"Oh, oh, yes," she moaned, pulling his face to her neck, and squirming beneath him.
"Just like that, Brandon! Don't stop, please don't stop!"
Brandon kissed her neck and finally showing signs of losing control, shifted to using shorter, but much harder strokes. Carla whimpered and moaned as her legs tightened around him, her thighs trembling against his sides.
"Don't stop," she moaned in his ear. "I want to come for you, honey. I want to come with you inside me! I want you to feel how much I love you!"
Brandon groaned and his body tensed as his cock pounded her harder in his excitement. His breathing was getting louder and faster in her ear, and she could feel his cock twitching each time her pussy contracted around it.
"Just a little more," she breathed. "I want to show you how good you feel! I..." she gasped and her back arched, her stomach tightening and her pussy squeezing his cock as her body hovered on the edge.
"I love you, Carla," he breathed in her ear so softly she could barely hear him. "I love you so much."
The sound of her son using her name, and while in the throes of passion, sent her heart fluttering, and her body into ecstasy. With a loud wail, Carla's body exploded into a frenzy of orgasm fueled motion.
Her hips bucked wildly beneath him as her cunt convulsed around his thrusting cock. She released his hair and now gripped both his shoulders, her fingers digging hard into his flesh as she yelped and squealed, writhing in pleasure against her son's body.
"Oh, god," Brandon groaned.
"I want it!" she cried out, pinning him to her with her arms and legs. "Let me feel it, baby, let me feel all of it!"
Brandon whimpered in her ear and his cock erupted into her still quivering cunt.
"Ohh, yesss," Carla purred as her son sent several long warm spurts of cum deep inside her.
"All of it," she whispered, contracting her pussy around his cock, milking it as he continued to fuck her with short desperate strokes.
His orgasm prolonged hers. The ultimate taboo of her son filling her twitching cunt added an even deeper layer of pleasure, and she wiggled beneath him, her pussy greedily gripping his cock as she did everything she could to help him drain his balls into his mother.
"Every drop," she whispered. "Give mama every drop, baby."
Brandon gave her several more pumps, before he moaned and remained still, breathing hard in her ear, his body slumping into hers. Carla emitted a soft whimper as the last tremors of her orgasm flowed through her and she squeezed the last drops from his still twitching cock.
"Yeah, there you go," she gently stroked his hair. "That's my baby, you stay right there and let me hold you."
She kissed the side of his head and felt a strange mixture of emotions. She felt the maternal love of a mother as she cradled her son against her. Yet at the same time she experienced the love and affection of a satisfied lover.
Most of all, lying there with her legs still wrapped around her son and his cock still hard and oozing inside her, Carla felt loved. Loved and desired, two things she hadn't felt in far too long.
"Mom?"
"What is it, baby?"
Brandon slid his arms from beneath her and pushed on the bed. Carla reluctantly let her legs fall from his waist, and dropped her arms by her side, letting him roll onto his side.
Resting on one elbow, he stared down at her.
"Was that real?"
"You think I faked that?" Carla asked. "I'd need an Oscar for that kind of acting."
"No jokes," he gave her a nervous smile. "I mean what you said. That you felt us."
"I did." She nodded. "I still don't know how this happened or why I felt it so strongly, but you were right, Brandon. I felt it. Not just how much you loved me, but how I love you just as much."
"In that way?" he asked hopefully.
"In every way," she said softly. "I'm not sure what happens next, but what I do know? Is you and I, like we are right now, are a big part of what's next."
"I like that." He gave her a quick kiss. "So, um, can I call you Carla? I mean would you be less funny with that than mom?"
"You can call me anything you want, as long as it's followed by I love you." She told him.
"Oh, that was smooth!" he beamed at her. "Guess I get that Hallmark shit from you."
"Just because you gave me the best orgasm I've had since..." she winked. "Last night doesn't mean you can make fun of me being corny."
"Yes, mom." He laughed and rolled onto his back. "Damn, I'm tired. I think I'll go back to my room and sleep a couple hours before I have to go to work."
He went to sit up, but she rolled onto her side and draped her leg over his, keeping him on the bed.
"First off, you're not going anywhere. You think you can make me feel that good, then go to your room?" She leaned over and kissed his cheek. "Honey, this is your bed from now on, you got that?"
"I...wow," he shook his head. "That sounds amazing. I wanted to stay but wasn't sure you'd be okay with it."
"Brandon, we just had sex and you came inside me. Add that to last night's fuckfest and I'm pretty sure I'll be okay with anything you want to do."
"Well, when you put it like that!" He put his arms behind his head and made a show of pushing his head back into the pillow to get comfortable. "You said first off, is there something else?"
"You are not going to work tonight."
"What?"
"You're calling out."
"But Mom, we need the..." He stopped when she shook her head.
"Brandon? You don't love a woman like that and get up and go to work. At least not when it's the first damn night."
"Oh, uh, yeah, sorry," he gave her a sheepish grin.
"Never mind we're not the average couple. This is life changing, and I don't think that's being dramatic."
"No, it is," his hand found hers. "For the better, right?"
"Why would you even ask that?"
"The same reason you seem to think you're not a smoking hot woman."
"Touché'" she whistled. "Looks like we'll be good for each other, then, no?"
"I hope so." He put his hand over his mouth to stifle a yawn.
"Go to sleep, baby," she kissed him softly on the lips. "I'm pretty tired too."
"I feel bad, this was such a big deal, and we have things to talk about. Maybe I'll make us coffee."
"Brandon," she smiled up at him. "We almost blew this twice because we kept talking and arguing. How about this time we listen to our bodies, and go to sleep?"
Her smile widened to the point her cheeks were beginning to ache, 45 and smiling like a lovestruck teen...and she loved it. "Together for the first time."
"That's what I'm talking about!" he exclaimed and slid his arm out and around her shoulders, drawing her to his side.
"Honey, you know how I always tell you that you're going to make a woman very happy someday?"
"What about it?"
"I'm that woman, and today is that day."
"Cheesy," he grinned. But I like it," he squeezed her shoulder. "Like being in bed with you too, just hope you can keep down the snoring."
"No jokes," she sighed as she nestled her head into his chest.
"I'm not joking. I can hear you when I walk by your room at night and..."
"Sweet dreams, baby," Carla cut him off, but with that goofy smile still on her face.
A smile she knew she'd be getting used to.
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Chapter One
"Goddamn, Kenny, you're really going to make a porno?" Danny asked excitedly. "Can I be in it?"
"Hell no!" He grimaced as he struggled to unfold the six-foot-tall set of white panels. "Why would I want to see that little thing?"
"Ask your mom if it's little," Danny laughed.
"Funny. Now how about you get over here and help me unfold these things instead of acting like an asshole?"
"Jeez, lighten up will you?" Danny grabbed the back panel and pulled it out while Kenny held the other. "Going to be getting laid on camera, and you're all serious."
"First of all, it's not porn, it's an erotic photoshoot." He pulled his end around the foot of his bed which they'd moved to the middle of his bedroom. "Bend your end around the foot of the bed."
"What's the difference?" Danny did as he asked, then flipped the metal brackets on the back, locking them into place. "You're going to have an escort over here to strip and get all sexy for you. Not telling me you're not going to fuck her."
Kenny stepped over to the other side of the bed where his Nikon was set up on a tripod.
"She's not an escort, she's model," he insisted.
"Can I see a picture of her?"
"Yeah, why not?" He tried to sound casual but couldn't pull his phone out of his pocket fast enough.
He pulled up her page on the RI Models website and handed the phone to Danny.
"Jenna Styles?" he laughed. "Sounds like a pornstar to me." He shook his head. "Goddamn, look at her!"
Kenny smiled as he watched Danny scroll through dozen photos that he'd pretty much memorized at this point. Jenna, a tall busty blue eyed blonde, was absolute perfection, and it showed in her photos which ranged from an elegant evening gown, to a naughty schoolgirl outfit and lingerie.
"Available for erotic shoots." Danny read part of her description. "I am as playful as I am professional and will pose semi-nude. For an additional fee I am willing to engage in photos portraying simulated sex. I am not an escort or sex worker, so please be professional and a gentleman. Modeling is a career, and to many, art. It's not pornography."
"Bro, you're really paying this girl $250 and you're not getting laid?"
"I told you, it's for class. I'm not looking to hook up."
"You're going to want to after you spend an hour taking pictures of that fine piece of ass." He handed his phone back to him. "Seriously, I bet she puts out, that last line is to stay out of trouble with the cops."
"If I wanted a hooker I could have gotten one, but this isn't for fun, Danny, it's a third of my grade. I need a woman who knows how to pose and love the camera."
"Screw the camera, I'd pay her to love something else."
"Because you're still fourteen up here." He tapped his head, then pointed between his legs, "And down there."
"Don't act like you're not going to get all horned out taking those pictures."
"I didn't say that," he laughed. "But this isn't about sex, just sexy pictures."
"That's a lot of money though. You could find someone cheaper. What about a girl at school, there any girls in your class?"
"Hey, want to come over my house and let me take pictures of you in lingerie, maybe topless so I can show them to my photography teacher and the class? Yeah, that will work."
He walked over to the tripod that held his Nikon, and stepping behind it, peered through the lens, and adjusted it so the entire bed was visible for when needed a wide angle shot.
"But like I said, I need someone who knows how to pose and smile and act natural. Plus, this is her job so she's fine with it being shared for my project. Its advertising for her."
"Then why are you paying so much?"
"Trust me, that price is a deal for what she's going to do, she's giving me a break because I mentioned RISD and her brother went there three years ago. She's even going to post some of the pictures on her profile and credit me. Other models who are looking at her page might hire me to shoot them."
"That would be hot! Taking pics of sexy girls and getting paid!" Danny whistled. "I need to get a camera."
"Only if you can take pictures one handed, perv boy," Kenny joked.
"Where'd you get that kind of money anyway?"
"My parents gave me the hundred dollar fee to rent a studio for an hour, but seeing they're away for a friend's wedding, I'm doing it here so I kept that and the rest I've been saving the last couple of months."
"What about your sister? I know she's a little spacey, but she's okay with you bringing some girl up here to strip and roll around on your bed?"
"Josie's working tomorrow. I did tell her I'm having someone over to take pics, she doesn't care."
"Probably too stoned to care," Danny pointed out. "Girl's a damn pothead."
"She doesn't smoke that much," Kenny defended his younger sister. "She's just kind of out there in general. She's got that whole flower child thing going."
"Yeah, too bad she dresses like a hippie, bet she'd be really cute if she tried."
"Bet she cares you think what she looks like," He rolled his eyes. "What is it with you and my sister? She's two years younger than you, and..." he stared at him pointedly. "She's my little sister."
"Little sis is 18, bro," Danny grinned seeing he'd gotten under his skin yet again on the subject. "She's a woman now."
"Then maybe when you become a man that will matter," Kenny quipped. "Besides, I don't think my sister has any interest in seeing anyone. She dumped Jim a few months ago and as far as I know hasn't met anyone else."
"Think she's into girls? A lot of those free love types go both ways."
"Thanks for helping me get these things in the house and set them up." Kenny ignored that last remark and indicated the panels which he'd found for $100 on Craig's list two days ago, a deal, but his bank account was close to zero after he took out the money to give to Jenna tomorrow.
"Wonder what she has going on under those weird dresses and baggy ass clothes she wears." He gestured to Kenny. "You live with her; you must have seen her in shorts or a shirt that fits. She have an actual body, or she really skinny or something?"
"Knock it off," he knew Danny was teasing, but he was on edge about tomorrow. The shoot would be a big part of this semester's grade, and he was taking a risk going with an erotic theme, but he wanted to do something bold and different.
"Just kidding around, man, ease up." Danny told him.
"No, you're always saying things like that, and you try to talk to her whenever you see her here and she told me you stop by Subway when she's working."
"Maybe I just like to ask if she still has the five dollar footlongs." He laughed. "Remember that commercial?" he stopped l when he saw him scowl.
"Okay, sorry," he shrugged. "I know she's your sister, and she's kind of in her own little world, but there's something about her. Maybe I'm a sucker for hippie tomboys."
"You're digging a deeper hole."
"Only under your skin," Danny smirked. "I just like to bust your chops, man. Besides, she's so into that sixties shit I bet she doesn't even shave her pits," he scrunched his face up. "Or shower. Her hairs always kind of a mess so maybe..."
"Bye, Dan, thanks again."
"No problem, that's what friends are for." Danny waved his hand. "Back to this photo thing. I still don't think you're being honest. You must be getting something out of this other than a grade."
"Maybe," he admitted. "I'll tell you if you promise to lay off the sister cracks."
"Promise, no more wondering if your sister has a body or if she's a stick figure."
"I plan on being in a few of the pics myself."
"You?"
"I told you this is an erotic theme. I'm going to get some shots of her posing with me," he winked. "Topless hopefully."
"I knew it! That's more like it, Mister this is professional."
"In fact," he figured he'd really get him going. "I was thinking of a couple of her between my legs, maybe with her tongue out. She said she'll do simulated sex."
"That's the only kind you have anyway, so you should be fine." Danny clapped his hands at his own burn.
"Rather have it with myself than the skanks you date," Kenny retorted. "I figure I'll have a little fun while staying in line with what I asked for." He lifted his arms and did a quick flex. "I think I can pull it off."
"Yeah, you're a real stud. Thought you wanted a pro, why not hire a guy to pose with her?"
"Because I can't afford it and this way I can get a cheap little thrill I guess. Besides, I take so many pictures of people, I wonder sometimes how I'd be on the other end of the lens."
"Lame as you are no matter where you are."
Kenny's reply was cut off by a soft knock on his bedroom door.
"Hey, Kenny," Josie called out. "Can I come in?"
"Sure can!" Danny replied with a smirk in his direction.
Josie entered the room, and as always looked as she'd just fallen out of bed. Her long, dark, naturally curly hair was loosely piled on top of her head, held there by several small purple clips. Long strands of it hung in her face and on either side of it, partially obscuring her wide brown eyes.
Josie wore no make-up, and proving Danny's point her mode of dress couldn't be more unflattering. The yellow flower printed blouse was loose enough to fit another person in there with her, and the wide voluminous sleeves were too long, covering her hands and leaving only her fingers visible.
The slacks were just as bad, bright orange bell bottoms so shapeless people simply had to assume she had legs in there somewhere. The cuffs flowed out over her feet leaving them invisible until she walked over to him.
She wore yellow flipflops with a purple butterfly mounted to the strap between her toes. In keeping with her absence of make-up, her fingers and toes weren't painted, although her nails did have some length, but she kept them plain.
Kenny gave her credit. Most girls would be embarrassed to be seen in public without their hair and face done and dressed decent. But not his little sister. Josie gave zero fucks about what people thought about her.
He wondered if it even occurred to her what people said or how they looked at her. Danny wasn't wrong when he'd described her as spacy. Josie seemed oblivious to everything around her, and she spoke slowly. Her voice had a smoky quality to it which could be described as sexy, but she always sounded distant, as if she weren't really interested in the conversation.
Josie did smoke more than her share of weed, but her personality in general was as Danny had said kind of spacey. At this point Kenny was convinced his parents knew she smoked, but seeing she never did it, or kept it, in the house they let it slide.
Well, she didn't do it in the house when their parents were home, he'd smelled it in the hall at seven this morning when he was heading to the bathroom. Then again, according to his folks Josie was a lot like mom when she was younger, and a self-proclaimed "Love child". So maybe that's why they didn't care about her mode of dress or coming home smelling like pot.
Josie was also a straight A student, had held her part time job at Subway for two years and paid for her own insurance. In that sense she was a bit of a paradox, the look and mellow disposition of a burn out, but more responsible than a lot of kids her age.
His sister also possessed a sweet disposition and the one feature she couldn't hide or diminish was a huge and genuine smile that always touched her eyes and tended to make people around her smile with her.
Josie would help anyone who needed it, including Kenny whenever he needed a favor of any kind including borrowing money in between his pay checks from Walgreens because unlike him, she knew how to save money.
His sister was 'good people' as his dad would put it, and it was why he'd always taken exception to anyone who mocked her throwback look or made fun of her as being 'special' because of her slow way of speaking and tendency to zone out.
"Hey, Josie," Danny greeted her. "I bet you're hot under all those clothes."
Kenny wanted to smack him but settled for shooting him a look.
"No, the fabric's thin, I made this outfit myself."
"It shows."
"Danny was just leaving." Kenny informed him.
"How you doing with the design thing?" Danny kept talking. "Sell anything?"
"I sell some of my bead jewelry, but none of my dresses yet, but it's okay, I do it for fun more than money."
"You should make things most girls would wear. You know, short dresses, things that show they have a body?"
"There's a ton of that out there. My stuff is for women who don't care about anything but what they like."
"Hey, its rude not to share you know." Danny put his hand out.
"Share what?" Josie asked, her eyes growing wider, causing Kenny to notice they were red.
"What you've been smoking to sound stoned out of your mind." Danny snapped his fingers. "Oh, wait, you always sound like that don't you?"
"Bye Danny." Kenny shoved him in the back.
"I guess," Josie didn't seem offended. "Kenny, can you help me for a few minutes"
"Maybe I can help?" Danny offered with a grin.
"Kenny said you were leaving."
"He is." Kenny leaned close and whispered. "Get out of here before I smack you for being a dick to my sister."
"Hey, yeah, have to run." Danny nodded. "Good luck tomorrow, bro. Make sure you get your money's worth."
He walked past Josie and paused to sniff loudly. "Damn, girl, I could get a contact just standing next to you."
He waved at Kenny over his shoulder and left the room, seeing himself out as he had been since they'd first become friends in middle school.
"What are you getting your money's worth from?" Josie asked. "What are these partitions for around your bed?"
"I told you I have my shoot tomorrow. Doing it here to save money on the studio."
"Thought mom and dad gave you money for that."
"Yeah, they did, but I spent it on these and paying for the model."
"Oh," Josie looked at his bed. "You're paying a girl to take pictures on your bed?"
"Its kind of a racy shoot." Kenny said evasively.
"Mom and dad don't know you're doing it here, do they?"
"No. You're not going to tell are you?"
"Tell them what?"
"That's my cool little sis!" Kenny put his hand on her shoulder.
"No, seriously, tell them what?" She cocked her head and looked up at him from under her unkempt hair.
"Wow, how much did you smoke?"
Josie giggled. "I'm kidding, I'm not that bad."
"Okay, sometimes its hard to tell." He hesitated. "Can I ask you something?"
"Sure." Josie walked over to his camera and peered through the lens.
"Do you really not know when Danny or other people are making fun of you, or you just ignore them?"
"I know, I don't care." Josie turned to face him. "They make them look bad, not me, is how I see it."
"Never thought of it like that. But I'm sorry Danny was a jerk just now."
"You don't have to be," she smiled. "You always stick up for me, don't you?"
"I try."
"Its nice, but you don't have to. People like that don't matter. People like us do."
"Like us?" Kenny raised his eyebrows
"People who care about each other and help each other matter. Mean selfish people don't."
"Got it, you should look into writing fortune cookies or inspirational slogans." He laughed. "You said you needed help?"
"I made some new bracelets last night. Can you take pictures and send them to me so I can add them to my Etsy store?"
"Of course," he plucked the Nikon from the tripod. "I'll do it right now."
She gave him one of her huge smiles. "You're an awesome big brother."
"Thanks, you're an okay sister so it works out."
"I'm only okay?"
"Yeah, I mean, you are my little sister, I have to kind of pretend you're a pain in the ass."
"Too bad I'm just okay," Josie sighed. "Seeing mom and dad are gone for the weekend I bought a bag and was going to share. But being as I'm only o..."
"Okay?" Kenny put his arm around her shoulders. "Did I say that? I meant to say best sister ever!"
"Then I guess I can share, but only because you take the best pictures."
"A picture is only as good as its subject, sis." He told her as they left his room and he followed her down the hall to hers.
"Never thought of it like that," she replied as she drifted slowly in front him, as always moving as if she were in another world.
"Its true, pretty things make pretty pictures."
And tomorrow he should be taking some damn pretty pictures.
.
Chapter 2
Kenny stood in front of the bathroom mirror. He wasn't busting Danny's balls; he did plan on being in a few of the shots. It would add a lot of heat if he got pics of Jenna up against him or maybe straddling him on his bed.
For that position he'd get a pic from the side with the Nikon on the tripod, but also use his second camera, the Cannon Rebel his parents had bought him for his birthday, for a POV angle. He was hoping for a couple of sexy shots of her leaning over him with her tongue out either just over his stomach, or even better, his crotch.
That was if he could get himself to ask for what he wanted. Now that he was only hours away from the shoot, he was getting nervous. Jenna was a pro who had a few magazine credits and a swimsuit catalog on her resume and was accustomed to working with people who knew what they were doing.
Except for taking pictures at local sporting events, Kenny's only experience with people were just shots of family, friends, and kids at school. He had no real idea how to direct a model, let alone for an adult themed shoot.
Maybe he was no better than Danny and had been thinking with the wrong head when he came up with the idea of an erotic project. Could he ask Jenna to take her top off? If he could manage that would he be able to ask her to get into some intimate poses with him? In addition to wondering if he could ask for what he needed, he worried about how he'd look to her.
Jenna could easily think he was just an immature kid looking for a cheap thrill if he wanted anything beyond just shots of her by herself. Inserting himself into the shoot now seemed unprofessional and pervy.
But he couldn't afford a male model, and its not like he knew anyone. He took a deep breath telling himself one thing at a time. His hope was that once he started he would quickly get over seeing a hot scantily clad woman on his bed and turn into a professional photographer who wouldn't act like a flustered boy when presented with a sexy subject.
"Better get a grip hotshot," he mumbled to his reflection. "She's going to be here at noon."
He titled his chin and moved his head side to side, making sure he didn't miss a spot shaving. Kenny considered himself a decent looking guy. Unlike Josie who took after their mother with her dark curly hair and big doe eyes, Kenny had his father's looks.
Deep blue eyes and short blonde hair he used some gel in to give it a tousled look, coupled with high cheekbones and a strong jaw, gave him what he felt was a ruggedly handsome look. He'd made the mistake of saying that to his mother who insisted he was more pretty than rugged.
But he had generally done okay with girls so whatever way best described him didn't matter much. Kenny's last girlfriend Laurie had decided some jerk off on URI's football team was a better option and dumped him three months ago.



Since then he'd been busy with work, school, and trying to get gigs, both paying and nonpaying, to work on his photography, and hadn't had anytime to date. That wasn't going to help him when Jenna showed up and started stripping down.
It would be a true sign of being an amateur, and a kid, if he ended up hard, but he couldn't see how he wouldn't. He consoled himself by thinking if he were noticeably aroused in any of the pictures it would add authenticity.
Kenny wasn't sure how undressed he'd get. He figured shirtless in the pair of black shorts he'd tossed on out of the shower would work. He didn't play any sports but hit the gym three times a week and his arms and chest were well defined and his stomach hard and flat.
He didn't think it was cocky to feel he wouldn't embarrass himself physically in the pictures. It was his maturity and ability to not seem like a nervous young boy that had him worried. But as the expression went you didn't know until you tried
Kenny donned the black t-shirt he'd brought in with him and headed back to his room. He heard music playing softly as he passed Josie's room. His nostrils flared at the pungent scent of pot. Damn, she did smoke a lot.
Her Saturday shift was eleven to six, so she'd be gone an hour before Jenna got here. He entered his room and after spraying some Wings cologne on, he set up the three tall standing lights that would be focused on the bed.
He'd just gotten the last one in position when his cell rang at his hip. He grabbed it, answering without looking.
"Yeah, hello?"
"Is this Kenny?" a woman's voice.
"Yes! Jenna?"
"I tried to call you a half hour ago, but you didn't answer."
"Sorry, was in the shower. We still on for noon?"
"Um, that's the thing."
"Thing?" His stomach tightened. "What do you mean thing? What kind of thing?"
"The kind of thing that has me at the hospital."
"Hospital," he repeated numbly.
"I went for a run this morning, and my ankle turned. It's not broken, but it's a bad sprain."
"You're cancelling." He closed his eyes. How could this be happening?
"Can't do a shoot on one leg, plus I fell and have a big scrape on my forehead. Kind of a mess right now. I'm really sorry to do this with short notice."
"Yeah, what am I going to do now?" he was talking more to himself than her. "Wait, do you know any other models? Maybe you could call them?"
"Not really, not that could do anything on short notice. Maybe you could go to the site?"
"I'll try, guess it's the only thing I can do."
"I am sorry, I know you said this was for school, and I could have really used the money. Maybe you can tell your teacher what happened? Get an extension? I'm sure I'll be okay by next weekend."
"It's due Monday and I don't know," he rubbed at his eyes with his free hand. "Hope you feel better."
He ended the call without waiting her to reply. What the fuck was he going to do? He could e-mail Mr. Bradley and tell him the truth, but then he'd hear how he had three weeks to do this and why did he wait until the Saturday before to work on it?
Kenny had needed the time to find the right model and come up with the money, but Bradley was a notorious hard ass that several other students at RISD had warned him about. He wasn't going to cut him any slack.
"Fuck!" he swore aloud.
He looked over at his laptop where it sat open on his desk. He doubted any models would see his request right away on a Saturday, and who knew if any would bite? Most of them only took professional gigs, Jenna had been willing to work with him because of where he'd gone to school and to help give him a start.
His eyes narrowed at Danny's insistence he was going to get laid. There were escort services. For the $250 he was offering Jenna he was sure he could get someone for an hour, maybe more seeing he wasn't look for sex. It would be easy money for them. It wasn't like he was looking for sex, it would be easy money.
If they were escorts they'd have to be attractive. But he doubted they would be willing to have their face on camera, let alone know it was going to be shown to others. Plus, as he'd told Danny, just because someone was hot didn't mean they could model.
Kenny looked at his phone; 9:30. He could do later than noon, his parents weren't coming home until tomorrow afternoon, but it would have to be today. It would take him hours to choose which pictures he wanted, then edit them, print than, and lay them out in order which is what he'd planned to do tomorrow.
He had to figure something out today or he was...
"Fucked!" He yelled, tossing his phone onto the bed so he wouldn't smash it. "Fuck, fuck, fuck!"
"Hey, you okay in there?" Josie yelled from the hallway.
"Fine!" he snapped. "Just fucking peachy!"
He heard the door open behind him.
"What's the matter?"
"What's the matter is the girl for the shoot just called and cancelled." He turned to see Josie had come into the room. "I'm fucked."
"Hold on," she put her hand up. "I'm sure you have time to find someone else."
"It's due Monday," Kenny groused.
"Wow, why did you wait until the last minute?"
"Because I'm a fucking idiot, that's why!" he shouted. "That a good enough reason?"
"You don't have to get mad at me." Josie said softly. "It's not my fault."
"You're right," he rubbed his temples with his fingers. "I'm sorry, it's just that this is a big part of my grade."
"You might be able to find someone by tomorrow, no?"
"I need time to get it ready. I should have done it sooner, but I had to get the money for her, the lights, I bought the white screens, plus the only day this week she was around was today. I didn't think I needed a backup plan.
"Just tell your teacher, they might give you a few days."
"He's a royal pain in the ass. He lives to flunk people from what I hear." He sat on the edge of the bed. "And he told me there was no way a guy my age could pull off an erotic shoot, so he's looking for me to screw up. I ask for time he'll think I just got cold feet."
"That sucks." Josie shuffled over and sat next to him. "But you have all day, I'm sure you can find another girl. You're paying right?"
"Yeah, but I need someone who has experience, and is willing to do this kind of shoot."
"Plenty of models online," Josie told him. "Want me to help you look? We'll split the sites and I can tell you if I see anyone that could work."
"You have to go to work."
"I have some time, and if I need to, I'll call Lynn. She's always looking for extra hours, she'll take my shift."
'You don't have to blow off work for me, sis."
"Hey, this is important to you, and I want to help."
"You're awesome, Josie, but don't worry about it."
"I worry about you. This class is important, and you said it'll hurt your grade. Let me help."
"I don't know. I looked for a while before I found Jenna, and now we're talking same day notice."
"Most people will drop what they're doing to make some money."
"They have to drop more than what they're doing."
"Huh?" Josie blinked. "What do you mean?"
"I need a model whose okay with some racy pics."
"Like lingerie?"
"Yeah, but then...topless." He averted his eyes. "This is awkward."
"You're taking dirty pictures?"
"It's art, the female body is beautiful."
"More beautiful in Victoria secret and with their boobs out though, right?"
"It's erotic, and erotic can be art too."
"Porn hub isn't art." Josie grinned.
"First, why are you on Pornhub, second...why are you on Pornhub?"
"I'm 18, and I was never on there before I turned 18, nope,"
"Great."
"Hey. I know you see me as little sis, but I am a woman."
"You're 18, you're still a girl."
"But at 20 you think you're a man?" she scoffed.
"Josie, I don't want to get into this. But no, it's not like Pornhub. I'm not having sex with her, it's just sexy poses and maybe some suggestive shots."
"Suggesting what?"
"Sex, okay? You know like something softcore. Positions, but you know, clothes on."
"You said topless, and who are they being suggestive with? You have a guy coming too?"
"No, and just let it go."
"Oh my god!" she clapped her hands. "You're going to pose with her? That's funny!"
"Why is it funny?"
"Okay, maybe not funny, more like creepy. Paying a girl to get on your bed with you and like what? Dry hump your leg?"
"Hey, watch your mouth!" Kenny scowled at her.
"I said hump, not fuck, and for the last time I am an adult."
"Fine, you're all growed up now." He rolled his eyes. "My problem is a lot of models won't do that kind of work unless it's through a legit agency or studio."
"Money is money."
"Think about it, how do they know I'm not a psycho and it's a set up?"
"How did you set it up with the girl you had?"
"I gave her my name and address a week ago, she had time to ride by or look me up, and I told her where I went to school and the name of my teacher if she wanted to see if it was a real project. No time for that now."
"I'll stay here so they're not alone with you," she suggested.
"Hey, my little sister is here to protect you. Course she might be a killer too."
"No need to be a jerk."
"Aside from that they don't want their face just anywhere and they have legal recourse with an agency or business. I could be doing this just for cheap thrills and to plaster all over the net. Jenna was willing to cut me a break because her older brother took a few of the classes I am. She knows this is an assignment and it's hard for a kid like me to land real talent."
"Then you just have to find someone like her. Let's start looking."
"Know what, sis? I appreciate it, but I'm going to call it a loss. I'm not finding anyone on this short notice, not that's willing to do what I ask out of my damn house."
"What about someone you know? There's a lot of cute girls where you go to school and I bet they could use some extra money."
"Hey, come to my house and get naked while I take pictures? I'd get hosed with pepper spray or someone's boyfriend would show up to beat my ass."
He put his elbows on his knees, his chin in his hands.
"I'm just flat out screwed here."
"I hate to see you so bummed out." Josie put her arm around him. "Don't like seeing you quit either."
"It's my own fault for waiting and for coming up with this idea in the first place."
"But your grade!"
"It's okay, sis. Nothing I can do but show up empty handed and with an excuse."
"Don't give up yet," she squeezed his shoulder. "Let's keep thinking."
"I admire the effort, but nothing you can do. Me either at this point."
"Wait a minute," Josie slid her arm from around his shoulders and turned on the bed to face him. "What about me?"
"What about you?"
"I could do it!" She exclaimed excitedly. "I can pose for the pictures."
"Um, hard no, sis."
"Why not?"
"Because, well," he paused as he stared at her.
Dressed in Spongebob pajama pants and an old grey Patriots hoodie with the hood pulled up over her head, her hair sticking out around her face, was a typical Josie look, and nothing remotely resembling what he needed.
"Well, what?"
"You're not exactly qualified."
"Hey, what's that supposed to mean?" Josie demanded indignantly. "You saying I'm ugly?"
"Not at all, but you're not a model."
"I can be pretty if I want to be."
"Sis, you're adorable, but I need hot, and," he raised his finger to cut her off. "Let's remember one important detail. You're my damn sister."
"But I'm a girl."
"Josie, were you listening to what I was saying? I need a woman in revealing lingerie who is going to get her sexy on for the camera."
"I could be sexy."
"I don't want to see you be sexy. Plus, I wanted some topless shots."
"You wanted them; you don't need them. Just take some pictures of me posing on the bed, and that's it."
"Not what I wanted."
"But better than nothing."
"You're my kid sister, I don't want to see you like that. Besides, you think you could do that in front of me?"
"I know I'll do anything to help you, and that's what I'll be thinking, I'm just helping you."
"I love you, sis." He kissed her forehead. "An A for effort, but you aren't modeling for me."
"Because I'm your sister or because you don't think I'm hot enough?"
"Mostly the former, but no offense, Josie, you're the girl next door, not the smoking hot look I need."
"You don't know that. You only see me like this."
"You only dress like that. Going to tell me you have silky sexy things in your closet you wear when no one's home?"
"I have a couple fun things from when I was dating Jimmy."
"Oh, ugh." Kenny slapped his forehead.
"I have had sex you know," she puffed herself up. "Not just with Jimmy either, and know what?"
"They needed a GPS to find you under there?"
"No, jerk, they were pretty happy with what I have to offer." She crossed her arms over her chest. "Really happy. Like couldn't get enough happy"
"Stop!" Kenny groaned. "Please stop. I'm sorry I made that crack, but come on, Josie, this is crazy."
"Wanting to help you is crazy? After all you help me with?"
"Wanting to help is great, I love you for it. But you prancing around in something slinky is not anything I need to see."
"But if its art, and something you want to do for a living, you should learn to be professional and focus on me as a model, not your sister."
"Hmm," he pursed his lips in thought. "Decent point there. I was worried I'd be ogling Jenna so much I wouldn't be able to concentrate. Wouldn't have that problem with you," he sighed. "With you it would be the opposite, I'd be forcing myself to look."
"Thanks," she grunted. "But it's mostly about a grade."
"And that!" He snapped his fingers. "You know my teacher has to see the pics and he may show a few to the class."
"So? None of them have met me right?"
"No, I don't hang around with any of the kids in that class."
"And you get the pictures back after he grades you, right?"
"Yeah."
"Then no big deal," she told him. "If I don't care, you shouldn't." she giggled. "Trust me, no one would recognize me like that. I bet you wouldn't know me if I got all girlie for you."
"I'll take your word for it," he sighed. "You better get going or you'll be late for work."
"What are you going to do?"
"Take all this stuff down, move my bed back to the corner, then lay here and sulk I guess."
"Kenny, listen to me. You have two choices. You can be a quitter, get a shitty grade then explain to mom and dad why you got that grade, the one they gave you some money to help out with.
"Crap I didn't think of that."
"Or you can let me help you. I'm not a model, and maybe I'm not the sexiest girl around, but I'm willing to try and you have a chance of getting at least a C and that's better than failing because you didn't try."
"True, but sis, it's too damn weird."
"How about this," Josie wasn't taking no for an answer. "We start, and if either of us feels uncomfortable or creeped out, we stop."
"I don't know."
"Please let me help you? You'd do anything for me, I know you would."
"Okay," he caved. "But like you said, it's too awkward, we stop."
"Promise."
"Alright well head to work. Jenna picked noon because she had something else scheduled later in the day. We can always do it later."
"Nope, I'll get Lisa to cover my shift. We're going to do it early so you have a lot of time to put it together, and so you can't back out on me."
"Josie, are you sure about this?"
"I'm going to shower and run a couple errands. You be ready for one o'clock, okay mister photographer?" She gave him one of her big Josie smiles.
"Sure," he forced himself to return the smile. "I can't believe we're going to do this."
"You're right," her smile turned sly. "You're not going to believe it."
Chapter 3
Kenny rubbed at his eyes and forced himself to keep searching. He was now on craigslist looking under 'gigs' and had found quite a few local models looking for paid work. He clicked on the browser open to his G-Mail, but as had been the case the other two dozen times he'd looked in the last hour, no one was getting back to him.
The closest he'd gotten was the first CL ad he'd replied to where he'd-as he had with all of them- left his number. She texted him within five minutes which had gotten his hopes up. He said what he needed, and she responded with two pics of her in a black lingerie set.
She was damn hot and willing to do what he asked, but the deal fell through when she asked where his studio was, and he admitted it was his house. He knew that was going to be an issue and had checked with the building that rented studios by the hour and being Saturday, they were booked right up until closing.
Not that he could afford the hundred which would leave him with only $250 to offer a model. Most models were not going to do something risqué for a couple of hundred dollars for some no name kid who wanted them to come to his house. Kenny had himself to blame. He should have played it straight with the studio, and for that matter not gone with the theme he'd chosen.
Finding a girl to do some basic shots that he could take in the park, the beach, or anywhere in public would have been a lot easier and cheaper, but he'd wanted to punch out of his weight class and do something more difficult.
Josie's offer was sweet and well intentioned, but ridiculous. Even if he could put aside her being his sister, the harsh truth was she simply didn't have the look. Kenny tended to look at women, and even men at times, as a subject of a picture, paying more attention to their features than most people would.
Despite her efforts to be as plain as possible, Josie was a pretty girl. She still had the slightly round face of a girl who hadn't quite matured yet, and without makeup looked younger than she was.
Her baby face accompanied by her big brown doe eyes that peered out under beautiful naturally long lashes did little to dispel that look of childlike innocence. Her big, borderline goofy, smile didn't add any maturity to her either.
Josie's lips were full, and by far the most adult feature on her face, one that he knew guys noticed because of 'what they'd be good for'. But even those, in combination with the rest of her face, appeared more bratty than sensual.
She pouted for their father to get what she wanted, and Kenny was well aware a little girl pout could be seen as sexy, but in her case, with nothing else overtly sexual about her, it just came across as petulant.
As for her body, as her brother he'd never paid attention of given any thought to it. Even in the summer she wore loose t-shirts and her shorts tended to be loose fitting and down to her knees.
Josie hated the sun and never went to the beach and hadn't gone swimming since they went to camp when they were kids. Kenny really had no idea what she was 'hiding' as Danny put it, under her clothes.
Her crack the guys she'd been with liked what they saw unnerved him more than made him wonder if she had enough to work with as far as what he needed. Kenny checked his e-mails again, then leaned back in his chair.
It was quarter past one. Josie was late, but he was fine with that, it had given him time to look up to the last minute. She'd be pissed if he found someone, but she'd get over it. She'd probably be pissed, or worse, hurt, when he'd have to tell her she wasn't exactly qualified for the shoot.
No, he didn't have to say anything like that. He'd take a few pictures, then tell her it was too messed up and he didn't feel right. He had no doubt that would be true anyway. Kenny had only agreed to this because he could tell she wanted to help and wasn't going to let it go.
He heard a car door outside his window and pushing his feet on the floor, rolled himself over to the window. Josie's car, what else but a VW bug, was there, but she'd already headed into the house.



He heard her coming down the hallway, and after a brief knock, she poked her face into his room. "Sorry I'm running late; give me a half hour and I'll be in, okay?"
"Take your time."
"Hey!" she nodded her head in the direction of his desk. "You're still looking! You said you were giving me a chance to do it!"
"Don't worry, I didn't find anyone."
"You'll be glad you didn't when you see me all glammed up for you."
"Can't wait."
"I know you're humoring your little sister, but you'll see." She giggled and flipped something through the doorway. "Relax, will you?"
She closed the door, and Kenny got up and went over to see what she'd tossed in. He grinned when he saw it was a short fat blunt.
"You do rock, sis," he mumbled as he walked over to his desk and fishing a lighter out of the top drawer fired up the joint.
He didn't smoke as much as Josie but had to admit this might be just what he needed because his nerves were shot. He took a quick hit, then a second longer one, holding the pungent smoke in his lungs before slowly releasing it.
For the next few minutes, he idly scrolled through localmodelsRI, another site he'd found, puffing on the joint while he did some last minute, and fruitless searching. But at least he wasn't feeling as anxious and that would help him when it came to taking pictures.
What was he thinking? Taking pictures? This was still his sister and no amount of pot was changing that. But he was sure she was doing the same thing in her room so maybe they'd get some good laughs out of trying and then order pizza and spend the day binge watching something to take his mind off his impending scholastic doom.
He pinched the joint out before he smoked too much, then went over to his 'set'. He turned the lights on, and angled them so they were on the bed, but turned enough so they wouldn't cause glare from the white background.
Kenny's idea was to emulate a porn shoot in the sense the scenes were usually shot in naturally bright places, then enhanced even more by multiple lights. The effect was to make the actors stand out and eliminate the shadows of the cameramen walking around filming from different angles.
He looked at the small space between the camera and lights and his bed and decided to pull everything back a couple more feet to give Josie room to move around in front of the bed. Kenny knew there wasn't going to be much of a shoot but figured the least he could do was take the set up seriously.
He slung the cannon around his neck to take some manual shots, then set the Nikon to a rapid-fire setting. Each time he clicked the small handheld remote it would take three shots, moving faster than his finger could and catching all the action.
The first time he'd used it was taking pictures of the neighbor's dog, he'd jumped in the pool and when he shook himself off, the rapid fire had gotten the stills of the drops of water flying off his fur.
Kenny made sure he had the memory buffer setting turn on to save them all so he could take his time looking through them later and transfer the keepers to the actual memory card. Not that there would be many, but he'd make sure he'd get a few to give to Josie as a keepsake of her 'photo shoot.'
He sat on the folding chair he'd put behind the tripod and peered through the lens, ensuring he had the whole bed. Kenny tinkered with the zoom, making sure the partitions weren't visible at the head and foot of the bed.
Kenny picked up the bottle of water he'd grabbed from downstairs and took a few sips. He should go down and get another for Josie. A photographer needed to remember little things like having a cold drink on hand for his model.
There was a soft knock, and Josie calling. "You ready for your model, sir?"
"As ready as ever I guess," he called back. "And knock it off with the sir."
"Sorry!" Josie replied as she opened the door, then released a giggle that told him she'd been toking up. "Trying to be all profession-al, you know."
"Right," he held the Cannon up, adjusting the zoom so the shots he took with it would be close ups. He panned it along the bed, as Josie cleared her throat.
"Hey, camera guy, I'm over here. You don't want one of my entrance?"
"Nothing fun about coming into a room, but why not."
He kept the camera to his eye, turning towards his door. When Josie came into his view he lowered the camera.
"Wow look at you!" he exclaimed, genuinely surprised at her appearance.
"You like?" Josie smiled, her teeth a bright contrast to the deep red lipstick she wore.
"Damn, sis, you look great," he raised the camera, and she flashed another smile as he snapped a pic.
"A girl does what she can."
Josie had done a lot, and she'd been right, he couldn't believe he was looking at his frumpy tomboy sister.
Her long curly hair wasn't just down, flowing not just down her back, but she'd pulled some over her shoulders where it hung down over her chest. Josie had put some more curl into the front and styled it so long banana curls framed each side of her face.
In addition to the lipstick, which completely changed the look from bratty to sensual, she wore light blue eyeshadow and she'd thickened her already full lashes with mascara. She'd applied some blush giving adding color to her normally fair cheeks.
The look transformed her from a young still somewhat baby-faced girl to that of a woman. Not just a woman, but a beautiful one.
"Hi!" She raised her hand and waved to the camera, and Kenny noticed her nails were painted the same blue as her mascara.
"How about a kiss for the camera?" Kenny surprised himself with the suggestion.
It was a good one, would make a great shot, but the fact he'd said it gave him some hope that this could work. He'd been wondering if he'd be able to say anything to Jenna, but seeing Josie didn't know what she was doing, maybe he felt he could take control.
"Mua!" Josie puckered her lips, then put her hand out, blowing the camera a kiss.
"Stay like that." He took another still of her puckered lips, and sister of not, he had to admit it was a sexy little pose. Her lips, now defined in red, weren't just full, but perfectly shaped, and he had no doubt any guy seeing this pic would see it in the erotic tone he was aiming for. Thinking of how good they'd look...
"Whoa," he blinked and lowered the camera.
"What's wrong? I look silly?" Josie asked, her eyes going wide.
"No, I'm just um, surprised. You look beautiful."
"How about the neck down? Still think I can't cut this?"
He'd been looking at her face through the camera and hadn't noticed what she was wearing.
"I...wow again," he replied softly, too stunned to say much else.
Josie wore a short silky blue robe with black lace trim around the hem, sleeves and the part where it closed over her chest. There was a lot of chest showing between the black, as Josie had left the top open in a plunging V.
Kenny could see the curve of the inner half of her breasts and felt the first wave of unease. The lower portion was no better. The hem barely reached her mid-thigh, and his eyes worked their way down her surprisingly long legs.
Josie was on the taller side, but because of how she dressed, and the fact she was his sister, he'd never imagined she'd have long legs. Not just long, but there was nothing skinny about them.
Her legs were well-shaped and ended in a pair of blue shoes that featured a wedge heel that had to be four inches, and straps going across the top of her feet and tying around the ankles. Josie's toes were painted the same blue as the rest of her ensemble, and she wore a silver ring on each middle toe as well as a silver anklet on her left leg.
"What do you think?" Josie asked. "I mean, check it out, did the nails, did the hair, put stuff on my face, bought a sexy little lingerie set, some big girl shoes," she laughed, and did a quick spin for him. "What do you think?"
"You were right. I can't believe you're my sister."
"Sorry I couldn't do real heels, I'd fall on my damn face," she admitted while walking over to his desk and putting down her phone and a bottle of water. He'd been so caught up in her appearance he hadn't noticed them in her hand. "But these will work, right?"
"Yeah, it...it all works."
"You going to take some pictures or stare at me?"
"Sorry, just surprised. Why don't you look like this all the time?"
"Too much work, and when a boy likes me I want it to be for me, not my face or what's under the clothes. He gets to know me, and likes me? Then he gets to see this." She winked. "It's like a reward."
"Okay, sorry I asked."
"Well?" She put her hands out. "What next?"
"I think," he hesitated. As he'd suspected this wasn't turning out to be a good idea, but for the opposite reason. He'd thought his sister would embarrass herself by not being what he wanted.
He never suspected the problem would be he'd be overwhelmed in the other direction. His eyes kept darting to the soft curve of her breasts visible against the lace trim. What did she have on under there, and should he be seeing it?
"Let's go Mr. Director!" Josie clapped her hands. "Time's money!"
"Right!"
What was he worried about? If anything, this was fantastic, Josie really looked the part, and he should be able to get enough pics to have a shot at a passing grade. Way better than an F because he was weirding himself seeing his sister as a woman.
"Over here?"
Josie had walked over to stand in front of the bed directly in line with the tripod.
"Perfect." He walked up behind the camera and peered through the lens and picked up the remote "This is going to be clicking away and it catches everything, so don't just pose, I want you to keep moving, and I'll keep the best shots, okay?"
"Okay, but what do I do?"
"Just do whatever you think you'd do if you were posing sexy for the camera."
"What do you mean think? That's what I'm doing," she looked confused.
"I mean just do what you think will work."
"I thought you were going to tell me what to do?"
"If I do that it will look forced, its best for you to try on your own."
"Thought this was your shoot? Shouldn't you say what you want?"
"That's why people work with pros, they have an idea already. They work the stage and the camera. My job is to capture the best of that."
"Sounds like a cop out."
"Okay, fine," Kenny sighed. "So far I've taken pictures of games and people just going about their business. I've never directed a shoot, so I'm as lost as you are. That's why I wanted someone with experience."
"Oh." Josie frowned.
"You happy you got me admit I'm not sure what I'm doing? Bad enough I'm desperate enough to let my sister model for me, you need to make me feel worse."
"Hey, relax. Didn't you smoke? It's why I gave it to you, so you'd be chill."
"I did, and I'm still anxious." He took a breath. "I'm sorry I'm being like this. It's just embarrassing."
"Its okay, I'm just here to help." She giggled. "I get to freestyle?"
"Sure. If it seems stiff or not what I need I'll make some suggestions."
"Get me started," Josie put her hands up. "We can learn together. You tell me what to do first, then I go from there."
"Good idea, I have to learn this." He eyed her through the lens. "How about a hipshot?"
"What?"
"Hands on your hips, but you know, lean one way, like you're looking sexy."
Josie put her hands on her hips, then lowered her right hand while keeping her left on her hip and thrusting it upward.
"Good," Kenny snapped off a couple of shots.
Josie switched to the other hip, but this time smiled, a big goofy one.
"Don't smile like that, you look silly, not sexy."
"Sorry, I'm kind of stoned."
"Day like any other," he muttered. "Try looking series."
"How about this?
Josie grabbed the sides of the robe and opened it a couple more inches, showing off more of her breasts. It was the look on her face however, that caught Kenny off guard. Her normally wide eyes had narrowed and were staring intently at the camera. Her lips were parted, and she'd angled her face as if she were challenging him to do something.
"Yeah," he said quietly. "That's a good one."
Josie ran her hands up her chest and briefly held her face between her hands, her blue nails standing out on her skin. Her lips parted further, and her eyes had gone from wide and demure to intense, no more than that, smoldering would be the word.
Bedroom eyes would be another, the kind of eyes that dared you to come get it. Her entire face had that look, and his finger twitched on the button when she slowly licked her lips. He knew the Nikon was catching her pink tongue gliding over her red flesh and he imagined the great still he would get from it.
Josie ran her hands into her hair, then kept going, lifting them over her head and taking her hair up with it. She cocked her head the other way, this time sticking her tongue out and wagging it provocatively.
Kenny clicked away reflexively, which is exactly what he should be doing. A good photographer never missed a shot, they might get some crappy ones, but the gem that would be among them was the payday.
But as the remote clicked and the camera hummed, his mind was racing. Josie's look and expressions weren't just her trying to look sexy, they were downright sultry. There was nothing silly about how she moved her tongue across her lips or wagged it at the camera.
Nor was there anything silly about her eyes and general expression on her face. Her body swayed as she held her hair over her head, before letting it fall, purposefully letting it cover part of her face.
She stared at the camera with one eye concealed by the hair, then smiled. Unlike before, this wasn't the classic silly Josie smile, this one was sly, seductive and full of promise. Jeez, he'd read too many model reviews and critiques of shoots online when he used terms like that.
But it was true, Josie was blowing him away the way she'd transformed from his plain Jane stoner sister into this gorgeous and sensual woman. Josie wasn't done. She gave her head a toss, sending her hair back, another shot he couldn't wait to see, a still of her hair flying back.
Her hands went down her face, and with a sexy smile, she put her fingertip on her tongue and this time widened her eyes, and pushed out her lower lip, giving him a precious little girl look.
Josie slid her finger in front of her lips as if she were shushing him, her eyes now looking scared, as if she knew she were in trouble. His smile faded when she slipped her tongue out and proceeded to lick her finger.
She did it slowly, running it up one side of her finger, then down the other as if it were...Kenny didn't let himself finish the thought. Sister, this was his sister. But it was his sister who was now swirling her tongue around the tip of her finger, while staring boldly into the camera.
She proceeded to suck her finger into her mouth, and when she did, her eyes rolled back as if it were the best thing she'd ever tasted. Kenny could feel his face flushing and a lone drop of sweat slid down past his eye.
Josie was now bobbing her head, giving her finger a mock blow job. No, don't even think those things! What was wrong with him? In his defense, it was hard to think of anything else while watching his sister devour her finger like she was...
Taking part in an erotic photo shoot.
It struck him she was doing exactly what he needed her to do, so what was the problem? It was awkward, yes, but better than her being awful and him failing. Eye on the prize, he told himself.
Right now, his eye was on Josie who had mercifully stopped sucking her finger. His relief didn't last long when her next move was to run her hands down her body. She slid them over her breasts, pausing to give them a squeeze, and open her mouth in an exaggerated moan.
The problem was she released the moan, and Kenny wasn't sure if she did it so it would be more realistic than mouthing it, or she was...what, getting into this? No, she's not getting into it, and playing it up.
But the sound had an unwelcome effect on him, causing his face to grow hotter, and his finger to tremble on the remote. Josie's hands moved down her stomach, then over her thighs. She bunched the robe between them, causing it to rise and show her legs up to her hips as she bent over towards him.
His eyes flashed from the thin blue strings over her hips, making him again wonder what she had under the robe, then higher where her leaning over was showing off her breasts. He could see down to some blue lace on the lower portion of them.
Kenny was stunned by the fact they looked like they were on the bigger side. Not that he checked her out, but he couldn't recall ever noticing her breasts. That was as much a testament to how unflattering she dressed as much as a brother not giving any thought to his sister's boobs.
He tried to focus on the whirring of the camera as Josie gave a quick shake, bouncing her tits in the robe before straightening.
"Doing okay?" she asked, as she brushed her hair from her face.
"Yeah, you're doing a great job."
"Yay!" she clapped her hands and hopped up and down like a little kid, and Kenny felt a little better seeing her revert to the Josie he recognized.
"Keep going, right?"
"Yeah, keep it up, I'm getting some good shots."
"Nice!" Josie exclaimed excitedly. "I told you I could do this!"
"That you did." He found he was glad she'd stopped for a couple minutes because it have him time to try and process that fact his sister was somehow not just a legit hottie, but was more sexual than he'd wanted to think.
The looks, the way she used her tongue, sucking her finger, weren't something she could pull off without knowing what she was doing. Apparently Jim and whoever the other guy she slept with had been 'very happy' with his sister.
Why was he thinking that way? She wasn't just his sister, she was his model, and he needed to be detached, not be getting flustered.
"Going to get back behind the camera or just stand there staring at me?"
"Huh?" he shook his head. "I wasn't staring, just thinking."
"Oh, too bad. I was hoping you were looking."
"What does that mean?"
"I'm here trying to be sexy so if you were looking it would mean I was."
"You're my sister. I'm not going to look at you no matter what you do."
"Good to hear because you haven't seen anything yet, big brother." She pointed. "Lights camera, action, Kenny!"
This time knowing Josie was doing a good job, a little too good for his liking, he sat down in the chair and found her through the lens and picked up the clicker.
"Wait, I need some music." Josie walked over to his desk.
"There's no sound in the pictures," he reminded her while watching her.
His eyes were on the backs of her legs, again amazed at how good they looked, especially in the heels which brought out her calves. Why was he looking at her, he wasn't taking pictures? As if that thought had jarred him into action, he lifted the Cannon to his face and took two pictures of her from behind.
The first was her entire body, the second he zoomed in just getting the hem of the robe down to her shoes. He'd just taken a shot of his sister's legs. No, not sister, model, and his model had nice legs and that was why he'd taken the picture.
"I know that, dummy," she replied. "It will help be move better and stay in the mood."
Josie picked up the water and took several long swallows. She lowered the bottle quickly, and some of the water splashed onto her chest, and his eyes followed, watching it slowly drip between her breasts and out of sight beneath the robe.
Why did he keep looking at her? But again, like with her legs, he took a picture, catching the glistening water as it slid down her chest.



"Seemed like you had no trouble being in the mood." He told her, taking his frustration at himself out on her. "What was that shit with your finger?"
"You wanted erotic," she replied while putting the water on his desk, then removing her phone from the bag. "I thought that was sexy. You didn't?"
"It was awkward, okay? I'm watching my sister suck her finger like it was," he caught himself. "You know."
"You mean a cock?" she had turned when she said it and laughed at the look on his face. "A big, fat, hard cock? Is that what you were thinking?"
"Watch your mouth!"
"You just were, and I think you liked it," she said while scrolling through her phone.
"Why the hell would I like that? You're my goddamn sister!"
"I mean you liked it because it will make great pictures." She gave him a teasing smile. "What's the matter Kenny? You don't like the idea of your little sis sucking dick?"
"I don't like you talking like that!" His voice was rising, and she raised her eyebrows.
"Should we stop? Is this too weird for you?"
"No," he lowered his voice. "It is messed up seeing you act like that, but the pictures will be just what I needed. I may get a decent grade out of this."
"Then what's the matter?"
"I just don't need to hear you talking like that, okay? I know you've had sex; we don't need to discuss it."
"Lighten up, Kenny, you're worse than dad."
"Let's just get back to this." He let the Cannon hang from his neck as he once more looked through the camera facing the bed.
"Yes sir." She gave him a mock salute then pressed something on her phone and put it down on his desk.
She strutted back over to stand in front of him and as the opening notes to AC/DC's 'You Shook Me All Night Long came on, she put her back to him. Josie spread her legs wider, and swayed side to side, first slowly, then picking up speed as she once again took her hair up over her head.
When she let it fall, she pulled it over her shoulder, leaving him looking at the back of the robe. As she shook side to side, her hands were busy in front of her, and a moment later, she was twirling the ties to the robe by her sides.
She did a quick spin but held the robe loosely gathered in her right hand. More of her breasts were exposed, enough to show off the top of the lace bra she wore. It also left her stomach bare, and Kenny leaned forward, staring at the small silver chain dangling from her naval.
He pointed. "Is that real?"
"Shh!" she hissed at him, then shimmied down to the floor.
Her legs were wide open and with the robe hiked up he not only was getting a good view of her inner thighs, but a flash of blue between them. Josie remained squatting, her knees wide, and only a piece of the robe covering between her thighs.
With her free hand, she playfully pulled the robe to the side showing off her breast in the lace bra. She did it quickly, but Kenny swore the cup was all lace and transparent. Josie was once again giving him the come-hither stare as she closed her legs and let herself go forward on her knees.
She brought her hair up and thrashed wildly side to side, her mouth open, but her eyes closed, a look of pleasure on her face that he found disturbing as again, that couldn't be acted out without some experience behind it.
As her body moved side to side, the robe threatened to fly open, but somehow stayed on the inside of her breasts. Somewhere in the back of his mind, it occurred to him her breasts much be on the bigger side to hold the robe in place.
It did reveal the middle of her upper body, the skin between her breasts and her smooth flat stomach with the silver chain which flashed when one of the lights caught it. Jodie lowered her arms and gathered the robe tightly around herself, now looking up at him with her eyes wide beneath her long lashes.
She gave him a pout, her full lower lip, protruding and she somehow managed to get it to tremble. Josie remained in the demure pose, then broke the spell, by opening wide, sticking her tongue out and placing her blue painted fingertip on it.
Her eyes were still wide and pleading, and he thought, 'she's begging for it, begging for..." Maybe it was time to stop, Josie was taking it too far. Or was she? This was exceeding his expectations, not only with her, but at this point he wasn't sure Jenna would be doing any better.
But Jenna wasn't his sister. His sister who was now accompanying her pleading to have something in her mouth with soft moans and whimpers. Probably not that soft seeing he heard them even with the music going.
Yet his finger continued clicking and his eye glued to his sister as she now worked her way back to a standing position, her hips moving in a slow circular motion. Josie spun around so he was once again staring at her back. This time as she shimmied side to side, the top of the robe slid down, exposing her shoulders and upper back.
Josie pulled it up, then lifted the back of it, giving him a quick playful flash of her blue thong. Kenny's breath caught when he saw it was little more than string between her cheeks, and he'd just gotten a quick glimpse of her entire ass. She went back to the top, lowering the robe, but this time let it slide all the way down her back.
"What the fuck is that?" Kenny rose from behind the camera.
On Josie's back, between her shoulder blades was a colorful butterfly tattoo. It was damn big, taking up the entire middle of her back. Above it, in a flowing cursive font was the word 'Believe" and beneath in "In You."
It was the name of her Etsy store where she sold her bead jewelry and homemade dresses. The colors were amazing, hot pinks, purple, a variety of blues, but it was massive, large enough the strap of her bra went across the lower portion of it leaving a few inches of the wings beneath it. And it was a damn tattoo.
"Pretty isn't it?" She looked over her shoulder at him, and smiled, and his finger twitched on the remote as even being upset, somewhere in him he recognized it was a good pose.
"When did you get it?"
"A week after my birthday." She turned and looked over her other shoulder, posing in that direction.
"Mom and Dad know?"
"Mom does, she said don't tell dad for a while. Pays to dress like a bum sometimes, right?"
"You're nuts."
"I love it, and I heard it makes a nice bullseye."
Kenny passed on responding to that and dropped back in his seat thinking if Danny caught a glimpse of Josie like this he'd lose his mind. As it was he was wondering again if it were time to stop.
No, he couldn't stop now, she was doing well, and a part of him wondered what she was going to do next. He felt like someone gawking at an accident. You knew you shouldn't look but couldn't help yourself.
Josie had let the robe slide down to her waist and was once again twirling the ties by her sides. AC/DC ended and was replaced with intro to Zack Wilder's Porn Star dancing. What had she done, created a stripper play list?
The robe slipped lower showing the small of her back, and Kenny tensed, wondering if she were going to drop it to the floor. Technically it would be what he needed, but that quick flash of her ass a minute ago had stayed with him.
Did he really need a grade that bad; he'd take pictures of his sister's all but bare ass? Josie did a sudden turn, pulling her right arm out of the robe, and as she came around to face him, sent the robe falling to the floor.
Kenny's jaw joined it.
His sister, his plain, tomboy, little sister, stood before him in a blue bra the cups of which barely contained her disturbingly large chest. The inner halves of her breasts were visible as well as the top of them.
The cups only covered the mid to lower portion of her beasts and worse, consisted of blue lace. Transparent blue lace and through the lens of the camera he could make out the shadow of her nipples.
The bottom wasn't just a thong, but the skimpiest one he'd ever seen outside of porn. Two strings over her hips and a matching patch of lace that barely covered her...
"Jesus Christ!" Kenny came out of his chair so fast he knocked it over. "Josie, what the fuck?"
"What's wrong?" she looked down at her body. "Is it too much?"
"More like not enough!" he ran his fingers through his hair and noticed it was damp from sweating. "What are you thinking wearing that?"
"That its supposed to be a sexy shoot and jeans and a t-shirt wouldn't work."
"This can't work." He shook his head, "I can't do this."
"You've been doing it," she shrugged causing her breasts to jiggle and Kenny grew more flustered he noticed because he was having a hard time keeping his eyes off her chest. "What's the difference?"
"The robe was bad enough, but that?" He pointed, then quickly dropped his hand when he saw it was shaking. "You're three patches of lace from being naked."
"And Jenna was going to be modestly dressed?" Josie seemed annoyed. "Know what, Kenny? If you don't think I look good enough just say it."
"No, you look..." He stopped himself, what was he going to say? There was no way Josie could think she didn't look good, she wasn't that uncaring or oblivious, and she'd commented her boyfriends had no problem with her.
"I look what?" She prodded.
"A little too good!" he blurted, then regretted it. What kind of comment was that?
One that made his sister flash a typical big Josie smile; but even that infectious, and somewhat silly smile, looked far different through her blood red lips.
"Aww, you say the nicest things!"
"Josie, please put the robe back on, I can't see you like that. Way to messed up for me." He forced his eyes away from her and made a point to turn his head and face away from her.
"You can, you just won't." Josie made no move to pick up the robe. "You'd be having a field day if that girl showed up like this."
"Jenna isn't my sister."
"That's your problem," Josie sighed. "You see me and it's wrong, if you were seeing Jenna you'd be all hot and bothered. You're supposed to be seeing a model, right?"
"Right, but..."
"You said this isn't porn, its art, and the female body is beautiful. Last I looked I had a female body."
And then some." But aloud he said. "Right again."
"Then seeing this is your first real shoot, shouldn't you use this to practice everything including just seeing the pictures and the art, not my body?"
"A little easier said than done," he told her.
"Am I turning you on?" Josie asked.
"What? H...hell no!" he stammered caught off guard by the question.
"Then suck it up buttercup," she rolled her eyes. "Or think about a different career. No one else is here, no one who sees these knows I'm your sister, what's the damn problem?"
What was the problem? Sure, it was fucked up seeing his sister like this, but why was he so flustered?
"Think about it, this is no different than seeing me in a bikini."
"If you ever wore one," Kenny pointed out. "Maybe that's it. You show so little of yourself, I'm just having a hard time seeing this much of you."
"You want to be a quitter, I'll leave, but if you want an A, grow up and let's get going." She flipped her hair dramatically and spoke in a bad French accent. "I'm cooling off, darling."
Kenny couldn't help laughing at her.
"Oh, so you're a diva! Yes ma'am, you're right." The exchange made it feel more like hanging out with his sister, than anything weird. And it was art after all.
He sat back down. "Ready when you are."
As they'd been talking the song shifted to a song he didn't recognize, but the grinding sensual beat was fitting for the way Josie had resumed swaying in front of him. She ran her over her breasts and now bare stomach, pausing to lift the silver pendent under one blue tipped finger.
Kenny wondered how that would look as an isolated shot, but his attention quickly shifted back to her when she leaned over, her lips parted and a come fuck me expression back on her face. Her breasts hung beneath her, threatening to fall out of the minimal bra.
They weren't just bigger than he'd imagined, they were big in general, and through the camera his eye lingered on her round creamy flesh encased in blue lace. Bending over had caused the bra to shift and he dialed the zoom while he clicked away, and as her breasts came closer he could see the pink skin around her nipples through the lace.
Her erect nipples as when she straightened he could see them poking into the lace. Josie turned around, taking her hair back up to expose her entire back, and Kenny released a sharp breath.
Except for the string between her cheeks and the one across the top, her entire ass was exposed. Not just her ass, her amazing ass. Josie's cheeks were tight and firm, and although not big, had a nice round shape and there was a sweet curve to the lower portion just above her toned upper thighs.
Sweet curve? What was he thinking? He was thinking his sister had the finest goddamn ass he'd ever seen. Not just in person, but she could rival any of porn star he'd seen. The rest of her was equally perfect.
Her long legs looked even better from behind and the large colorful tattoo looked sexy as fuck in the middle of her otherwise fair complexion. Josie backed toward him causing his eyes to widen as she grew closer.
She stopped then walked in slow motion back towards the bed. Goddamn, these were going to be good pics as he watched her hips sway. Her ass however, barely moved, a testament to how firm it was.
Also proof of how he was having a hard time taking his eyes off of it. Laurie had been a cheerleader and had a damn fine body, but Kenny had to admit Josie had her beat. That though raised a red flag in his mind. What was he doing comparing his sister's body to an ex-girlfriend?
Josie stopped at the side of the bed and let her hair fall, and Kenny couldn't wait to see the stills of her long black hair cascading down over her back. That's better, back to why they were doing this, the pictures.
Refocusing on the project didn't last long as Josie bent over the bed, resting her hands on it, and pushing her ass out at the camera. She opened her legs further, exposing the blue strip between her thighs.
The material that covered his sister's pussy.
Kenny couldn't help the thought as he once again found himself zooming in until just her ass was in the frame. He was aware he was now breathing through his mouth and the room seemed much warmer than it had been a few minutes ago.
Josie's hand appeared, sliding between her legs and over the thong. Kenny's heartbeat faster while watching her caress the thong with two fingers. She pushed them harder, spreading the material around them and rubbed harder.
She was stroking her pussy in front of him! He thought his eyes were going to pop out of his head when she worked her fingers under the thong. There was a split-second glimpse of pink flesh and his now racing mind wondered if the camera had caught it.
She moved her fingers beneath the thong, her ass moving side to side. Kenny was struck hard by two revelations. The first, his sister wasn't just simulating masturbating, she was really doing it. The second realization was one that was far more concerning.
Kenny was getting hard.
As Josie's fingers moved under the thong his cock was quickly swelling. Josie removed her hand, and in a sudden burst of movement, rolled to the side so she was now sitting on the edge of the bed.
Kenny followed her with the camera, swiveling it on the tripod to keep her centered, and his mouth fell open when Josie made a show of first licking her fingers, then shoving them in her mouth.
Her fingers had been on her pussy, she was really tasting herself in front of him!
Had her fingers been wet before she licked them? He hadn't noticed, but he had a feeling he'd remember to look when he printed the pictures.
Josie put her hands on her knees, and spread her legs wide open, her toes on the floor, and her feet up and turned in showing off the shoes. A classic stripper pose, and another that left him staring directly between her legs.
Her tongue wagged lasciviously at the camera as she leaned back, propping herself up on her elbows as she pumped her hips. She did it slowly at first them faster and faster. Josie's mouth was open, her lips in a wide O and her eyes were wide.
She was simulating being fucked and Kenny knew he should drop the remote, get away from the camera and tell her to stop. Instead, he kept watching his finger now twitching more than pushing on the button.
He shifted in his seat as his now fully hard cock bent painfully in his shorts. Josie leaned to one side, and balancing on her right arm, slid her left hand over her pussy, and rubbed it. This time it was just the tips of her fingers and in one spot.
Her clit, she was rubbing her fucking clit through the thong. He backed the zoom out so he could see all of her, his attention darting from her fingers between her legs and her face where she was once again making as if she were experiencing pleasure.
The look was a little too genuine and he wondered if she was really turned from touching herself. No, how could she be aroused in front of her brother? Maybe the same way he was sitting there with a now aching hard on in front of his sister?
The music caught his attention when it switched to the opening scream of Buck Cherry's Crazy Bitch. Josie snapped back into a sitting position, and flashing a sultry smile lifted her light leg straight up in the air.
She moved it further to the right, opening her legs even more before slowly dropping her foot to the floor. She repeated the motion with her left leg, but crossed it over the other. Josie leaned forward, and undid the strap around her ankle, then sat back and wiggled her foot, letting the shoe dangle from it.
She kicked it off and laughed when it landed on the floor next to him, causing him to jump. Josie removed her other shoe in similar fashion then lay back on the bed. She lifted her legs, bending her knees to draw them back over her.
She grabbed her legs behind her knees, then slid her hands to her ankles, and pulled her legs back further. A trickle of sweat ran down his back as she opened her legs, and he was back to string at that two inch wide strip of blue that covered her pussy.
Unable to help himself he zoomed in again between her legs, and his cock twitched when he made out a patch of material darker than the rest. His sister was wet. Not just wet, but soaking through her thong wet.
Stop, we need to stop, this is getting crazy.
But he remained where he was, sitting there taking pictures of his sister cock teasing the camera. That wasn't a term a guy should use in regard to his sister, but there was no better way to describe it.
No, not true. The truth was it wasn't the camera she was teasing because he couldn't remember the last time he'd been this goddamn hard. What would he have been like with Jenna? At this point who was to say Jenna would have been hotter than Josie?
Kenny was beginning to wonder if part of his reaction was based on her being his sister. Seeing his sibling as not just a woman, but a sexy one, had more punch than seeing a professional model who made a living out of being hot.
He didn't know where that line of thought was coming from. Nothing Josie could do should have him hard and sweaty and thinking of her like that. That was sick and twisted and wrong in every way.
But how many brothers had ever seen their sister like this? Would they react the same? Maybe they would. Not that Kenny ever watched it, but a few minutes browsing any porn site would tell you sister and stepsister porn was a thing.
Right now, he was pretty much watching sister porn as Josie eased further onto the bed, then rolled onto her stomach. She opened her legs and bent them at the knees and crossed them at the ankles.



A pose straight out of a Penthouse magazine down to the way she was even showing her now bare feet with her blue tipped toes off. She uncrossed them, and rose onto her knees, pushing her ass in the air.
She reached back and grabbed her ass, spreading it open around the thong. Her hands looked amazing on her ass, especially her blue nails, and as she spread herself he was again fixated on her crotch.
Josie let her knees slide open she was almost flat on the bed, then pumped her hips while still gripping her ass. Her left hand withdrew from her ass, then appeared beneath her as she teased her fingers along her thong.
She slipped one inside and pumped her hips harder, and Kenny had no doubt her finger was inside her and she as driving down onto it. Crazy Bitch stopped and in the couple of seconds of silence before it was replaced by Motley Crue's Girls, Girls, Girls, he heard a soft moan that left no doubt she was really fingering herself.
Josie pushed herself up so she was now kneeling and pulled her hair up for him again. As before he admired the tattoo on the back, before his eyes worked lower, taking in her flawless ass cheeks as she knelt there.
In that position the soles of her feet and just the tips of her toes were exposed, and he realized she'd even made her damn feet look good. Josie got on all fours, and turned to the side, and threw her head back, her hair flying over and behind her.
From the side angle he admired just how large her breasts were as they hung beneath her. Josie rocked back and forth, lowering her head and raising her ass as if she were fucking someone doggy style.
She turned again so she was now facing him and leaned back, kneeling on the bed with her legs wide. Josie cupped her breasts and pushed them together, lowering her head and sticking out her tongue.
She bounced on the bed, flicking her tongue and Kenny groaned inwardly when he caught the hint that she was now acting as if she were tit fucking someone. God knows she could as she pressed her soft, impressive tits together.
Kenny's dick was throbbing and at this point his balls were beginning to ache. He was so hot he wanted to take his shirt off. He couldn't pretend or try to lie to himself that he wasn't getting turned on.
Only difference was a few minutes ago he'd have bene pissed at himself and tried to get her to stop. Now, he found he didn't care. Josie didn't know, just figured she was doing a good job as he clicked away, oblivious her older brother had a raging hard on inspired by her nubile young body.
"Hey," her speaking caused him to blink, and bring his mind mercifully from the way he'd been thinking of her. "Doesn't that thing have a timer?"
"Yeah, I can set it to snap a picture every few seconds, why?"
"Then do that and come over and get some close ups with the one around your neck."
"I can zoom with this." In fact, I've been zooming in on your damn pussy the last few minutes.
"You can get better angles over here," Josie paused and wiped at her face, which Kenny saw was as flushed as his.
He tried to tell himself it was just warm in the room and she'd been moving around, but deep down he knew she was red from a different kind of heat, the kind one experienced from being excited.
That and touching herself. Kenny wondered if maybe Josie was a closet exhibitionist and being in front of a camera was exciting her. He'd read articles where models claimed that was the case for them, and how they could get into racy shoots, but he'd thought it was the same contrived story as porn stars claiming they really loved it.
"I think I'm close enough." That wasn't a lie. He wasn't sure he could handle being much closer to her right now.
"I think you're being stupid about the sister thing again. You'd be right on top of Jenna with no problem."
"Honestly, I think I have enough."
"Honestly?" Josie mocked him. "I think you're chickenshit. That or half ass because if you didn't want those shots you wouldn't have another camera around your neck."
"Jeez, lighten up. It's my project."
"Then make it as good as possible." She beckoned him with her finger. "Come on, Kenny, stop being a wuss, and do your job right."
Kenny took the bait, and slowly stood up, casually making sure his shirt was untucked and would help cover up the obvious bulge in his shorts. He took a minute to adjust the Nikon setting it to automatic so it would snap a picture every few seconds and lining it up with the middle of the bed.
His stalling helped his erection fade, and with a feeling of relief he walked over to the bed. Josie remained on the bed, and he got onto his knees, so he was shooting at an upward angle. Josie immediately made him regret his decision when she put her hands over her breasts, and arched her back, letting her head fall back.
He clicked a couple of pics, of her hands on her breast, then one of her full body. Without being aware he was going to do it; he dropped the angle and snapped a picture of the thong between her creamy thighs.
Josie leaned all the way back until her shoulders were on the bed, thrusting her hips up. This close there was no missing the dark spot in the middle of the thong, and the angle showed her nipples pushing the lace up over the center of her tits.
She unfolded her legs, letting her feet hit the floor, and sat up. She leaned toward him, her hands in her hair and her breast threatening to fall out of her bra. Her chest was as flushed as her face and as she posed for him he could tell she was breathing heavy.
Josie stood and turned to face him, and Kenny shot upward, catching her breast and her face above them. She did the hip shot she'd started with then put her back to him. She shook her ass less than three feet from his face and his cock rapidly rose in response.
His sister made it worse by bending over in front of him. She grabbed her ankles, and pushed her ass out, and his heart raced as he got an eyeful of not just her perfect ass, but between her legs.
This close he could see the bulge of her mound beneath the thong and the wet spot causing it to stick to her flesh and when she opened her legs further it tightened between her lips. He was staring at his sister's camel toe.
A nasty term to use with your sister, but that's what it was the line defined between her lips, was going to be an incredible picture, and that part of his mind he no longer seemed to be able to control was convinced there was a good chance he might end up jacking off to these pictures.
Christ, enough with this! No grade is worth the taboo thoughts his sister's insanely hot body and triple X poses were eliciting from him. But Josie's ass shaking in his face kept him where he was somehow still managing to take pictures while dealing with another shameful erection.
Josie slid her hands from her ankles up to her knees, and bending her legs, rapidly pumped her hips, her ass bouncing up and down. For fuck's sake, she was frigging twerking for him! She stopped, and turning back to face him, raised her leg and put her foot on his shoulder.
"What are you...?"
"Just take pictures." She said with a hint of irritation. "I'm working it, you just go with it."
"Yes, ma'am," he whispered as she leaned in, and the lens of the camera was less than a foot from her.
He took pictures of her breasts then another of her inner thigh, and the blue thong next to hit. Her hands were on her stomach then her one went to her thigh, the other back over the thong. Kenny caught his breath when her finger teased inside the edge of the thong, showing the very edge of the pink flesh under it.
For a heart stopping instance, he thought she was going to pull it to the side, and was equal parts scared and aroused. She didn't do it, but brought her other hand over, and was now rubbing her crotch with fingers from both hands.
Above him he could hear her breathing and several times it ended with a soft sigh. A surreal feeling came over him as he knelt on the floor, her foot on his shoulder, snapping pictures of his sister fondling herself.
Josie grabbed his left wrist and tugged on it. Kenny let her do it, able to easily hold the small camera with just his right hand, his thumb on the top button. As if in a trance, he allowed her to put his hand on her stomach.
Her skin was warm and firm, and she kept her hand over his. Unlike Josie, Kenny enjoyed the sun and he had still had the remnants of his summer tan. His darker skin was a nice contrast against hers, and her nails looked good on the back of his hand.
He took a couple of pictures, then a third in case using only one hand threw any of them off. Josie pushed his hand down, and Kenny tried to stop her when she guided him to the top of the thong.
"Stay still, erotic, remember?"
She spoke softly and her normally slow smoky voice had a huskier quality to it than usual. He'd never thought of his sister's voice as sexy, but now that he was seeing her in a new light even her voice struck him differently.
Slow, sultry, and seductive were the words now coming to mind. Those bedroom eyes, her killer body, and a voice that would be perfect for phone sex. Suddenly his 'baby' sister seemed mature beyond her years and far more sexual than he'd ever wanted to imagine her.
His fingers grazed the top of the thong, and Josie put hers over them, curling them into the top of the thong, then pushing it from her stomach. She let him go and left it looking as if he were tugging her thong down.
He snapped a picture but knew it would be shit because his hand was trembling. She pushed his hand down, forcing the thong to go with it, and expose the curve of her mound. Her smooth, hairless, mound.
When he saw just a hint of pink, he finally did the right thing and pulled his hand away. Josie caught his wrist, catching him off guard with how fast she moved, and this time pressed his hand to her inner thigh.
Her thigh was soft and trembled beneath his touch. That could be because of her position with her foot on his shoulder. Or it could be from the same awkward excitement he was feeling.
Kenny had large hands and he spread his fingers out, noticing how much of her thigh he could cover. This picture would come out better as he'd managed to control the camera this time. Josie dropped her foot, but rather than put it on the floor, she rested it on top of his thigh just beneath the shorts.
He lowered his head and took a picture, noting how good her blue nail polish, the silver toe ring and the anklet looked. Yes, somehow his sister knew how to make her feet as sexy as the rest of her.
She wiggled her toes, curling them into his skin, then slid it further up his thigh. He marveled at how soft the sole of her foot was, then released a sharp breath when she slid it under his shorts. Kenny wasn't wearing underwear as he figured if he posed with Jenna, he'd get somewhat aroused and wanted it to show.
Kenny knew it was showing now, especially on his knees like this. His cock, his fully hard cock, was along his leg, hot and throbbing from the effect of having his scantily clad sister sexing him up for the camera.
Her foot slid further up the loose leg of his shorts and he tried to get himself to move. She was dangerously close to the tip of his cock. As it was he wondered if she'd noticed the obvious bulge in them.
He told himself she didn't, she was helping him with this for school, he had to see her this way to take pictures, but she wouldn't be looking at him. Her foot moved further, and Kenny dropped his hand from her thigh and put it around her ankle, gripping it tight enough so she stopped moving.
Above him, Josie gasped, then released a barely audible sound he swore was a whimper of some kind. Had him grabbing her gotten her excited? More excited he should say because he'd seen from her thong she was getting herself worked up.
That thought caused him to let her go, and the second he did, she pushed her foot up his leg. He groaned when her toes briefly came into contact with the head of his cock, and he jerked back, almost falling over, when she'd wiggled her toes against it.
Josie giggled, and the sound made his cock jerk, but she didn't say anything. Instead, she caught him by his shoulders, helping him keep his balance.
"Give me your hand."
She spoke softly, but there was an urgency in her voice that seemed out of place. Not just urgency, but there was more than a hint of command to it, and before he knew it, he'd put his left hand in hers.
Josie pulled it upward and placed it on her right breast.
"Josie!" He tugged his hand back, but she gripped his wrist tightly.
"What?" she asked, her eyes wide, feigning innocence as she pressed his hand to her tit. "You wanted sexy pictures."
Kenny had no idea what to say. He was too busy wondering why he wasn't trying all that hard to move his hand.
He was a hell of a lot stronger than Josie and could easily yank his hand away if he wanted to. That was the key if he wanted to. To his dismay, he found he wasn't in a hurry to do the right thing.
"I have a bra on," she pointed out.
"True," he whispered, giving in to what he knew was wrong.
But there was nothing wrong about his sister's tit. Beneath his touch, Josie's tit was soft, yet firm, and was a damn impressive handful. The bra comment was a cop out. The lace cup only covered the inner and lower portion of her breast leaving plenty of soft flesh against his hand.
Kenny's balls ached at the feeling of her hard nipples poking into his palm through the lace, and the soft sigh Josie emitted when he gently squeezed her breast, made his cock jerk. He managed to keep the camera in front of him and taker a picture of him groping his sister's tit, but he almost dropped it, when she put her hand in his hair.
Her fingers ran through it, her nails lightly scratching his scalp, but when he slid his hand down, and squeezed the lower portion of her breast, her grip tightened, pulling his hair hard enough to make him wince.
Josie plucked the camera from his hand, and let it go, making him grunt when it struck him in the chest.
"Use both hands, the other camera will get the pictures."
Kenny should have been ashamed of how quickly he got his hand on her other breast, but instead felt a wave of excitement as he now cupped both her tits in his hands. His breathing was getting noticeably heavier, and louder as he knelt in front of Josie, fondling both of her tits with a growing eagerness that couldn't be explained by just wanting 'a good shot'
He was aware of the Nikon clicking and the flash flickering out of the corner of his eye, but his man focus was his sister's incredible tits. God, they were big, and so damn firm, like bounce a quarter off them firm.
They were like her ass, and hell, her entire body, just flat out fucking perfect. Josie put her hands over his, squeezing them as he groped her. He could feel her breasts heaving beneath his touch and her chest was now as flushed as her face.
What the hell was going on? What were they doing? Why did she keep egging him on and why couldn't he stop? Because he didn't want to was the answer. Kenny was as caught up in touching his sister as if she were any hot girl letting him touch her.
Josie gripped his thumbs and pressed them to her nipples, and when Kenny rubbed them, she released a breathless,
"Yes!"
The simple word sent a thrill through him as did the way she let her head fall back, and arched her back, pushing her breasts at him. She raised her leg, sliding her bare foot under his shirt this time, and sliding it along his stomach.
She slid it back down and Kenny groaned, when she placed it directly onto his swollen cock. She moved it back and forth, and he couldn't old back a moan as she rubbed his dick through the shorts.
A wave of disbelief washed over him. Was this really happening? Was he playing with his sister's tits while she played footsie with him? Was he hard while she seemed to be soaking through her thong and both of them moaning like lovers?
"Stand up," Josie removed her foot from his cock, but made no move to push his hands away.
She spoke in a breathy tone and this time there was no mistaking the fact she wasn't asking, she was demanding as she took over the shoot. Shoot? Was this still what it was? Right now, it seemed like a lot more.
But what? Kenny rose to his feet as his mind raced. What was going on between them? A little weed couldn't explain this, nor could a bit of exhibitionist in his sister. It's not like they were two friends who were in a sexy scenario and letting themselves take it further, this was Josie for God's sake!
"Take this off!" Josie hissed, her hands already tugging his shirt up.
"Why? What are you...?"
"You wanted to be in the shoot, let's get some hot pics together."
Hot pics together, that was so wrong, but not only didn't he protest as she continued to pull on his shirt, he slipped the Cannon over his head and dropped it on the bed next to them. He lifted his arms, letting Josie take his shirt off and saw the camera flash. He had to say, it would be a good picture.
Josie tossed his shirt to the side and stepped up close to him. Her hands went to his chest, and he shivered as she teased her nails across his chest, then down his stomach.
"Hmm, you didn't need to hire a guy," she purred. "You look just fine, baby."
"Baby?" he blinked.
"Just playing my part." Josie's fingers were teasing along the waist of his shorts and he was aware his legs were trembling. "Am I doing a good job?"
"A very good job," he said softly, his eyes staring into hers. "You look beautiful, Josie."
He had no idea where that came from, but the big, and genuine smile, on her face made him glad he'd said it.
"Yeah?" she kept her eyes on his. "You think your little sister is all grown up now?"
"That you are," he gasped when she unsnapped his shorts. "What are you doing?"
"Posing for pictures, silly," she leaned forward and raised herself up on her toes so her face was inches from his. "You said pretty things make pretty pictures."
He felt his zipper open and his heart felt like it was going to burst out of his chest when her fingers eased into his shorts. He held his breath as they slid further in then moaned when her fingers encountered his shaft where his cock was pointed down his leg.
"Guess I am doing a good job." She removed her hand from his crotch, and he felt another wave of confusion when instead of relief, it was disappointment he experienced.
Josie's hands went to his arms, and she tugged on them.
"Don't be so stiff," she winked, telling him she was well aware of what she'd touched with her foot, then her fingers. "Touch me, like you would any hot girl you were making out with."
"We're not making out," he told her even as his hands went to her hips.
"Then what are we waiting for?" Josie slipped her arms around his neck, pulled his head down and kissed him.
Chapter 4
Kenny made an embarrassing high-pitched sound of protest into her lips. Josie giggled, but her lips remained pressed to his. For a moment he attempted the right thing and tried to pull his head back, but she tightened her grip on his neck, holding his face to hers.
Her lips were softer than they had any damn right being and the way they worked side to side, caressing his caused him to make another sound, this one a moan. It was a helpless sound, a moan of surrender as he couldn't even pretend he didn't like the way his sister was kissing him.
His moan led to one of hers as she felt him relaxing into her embrace. His hands tightened on her hips, and Josie responded by pressing tightly against him. He felt her nipples poking through the bra and into his chest, and her soft stomach against his.



Her hands slid down his back, teasing her nails across his shoulders, then further down. Kenny responded to her touch by kissing her more firmly, and the soft whimper she emitted had his cock straining in his shorts.
It was pushing against her lower stomach and he groaned when she moved her hips, grinding into him. His hands went from her hips around her waist, and up her back. Josie sighed against his lips as he caressed the smooth skin of her back before running his hands up into her long soft hair.
Her hips rocked harder into him, and she lifted her leg, sliding her foot up along his calf. She lifted it higher until he could feel the heat of her inner thigh just over his waist. The camera clicking and flashing reminded him of what they were supposed to be doing and he dropped his right hand down to his side, and grabbed her leg behind her knee, holding it up.
Josie's lips parted, and her tongue flicked out across his lips, before slipping into his mouth. For some reason that jarred him out of whatever bizarre Josie inspired stupor he was in and he snapped his head back.
"What are you doing? You're my damn sister!"
"No," she paused to take several deep breaths, giving him time to notice how red and sweaty her face was. "For this I'm just your model. Just a sexy girl named Josie working hard to get you an A."
"Too much," he released her leg. "We're getting carried away. We have to..."
She cut him off by kissing him again, this time much harder than before, and before he could react, she drove her tongue hard into his mouth. Her hands caught his face, holding him to her lips as her tongue danced over his.
"You know you're into this," she whispered into his mouth. "Just relax and forget who we are to each other. Let's make that teacher eat crow when he sees how fucking hot these pictures are."
She kissed him again, this time much softer, a lingering soft kiss that she followed with two quick pecks, as if she were sealing her prior kiss. She gave him a sexy smile and parted her lips. "Kiss me," she whispered, then widened her eyes, looked up through her long lashes and pushed her lips into a pout. "Kiss your little sister, show her you love her."
As strange as it was, something about the way she'd said it with that demure little girl look in combination with her sultry voice, got to him and his lips were on hers before he was aware he was going to do it.
She'd just said she was Josie, a model, a girl helping him, then referred to herself as his sister. And it was that reference that had his tongue diving between her lips, and his cock hot and hard against his thigh.
They were out of control, but she didn't seem to mind, hell, she was urging him on. If she didn't care why should he? Granted, he was the older sibling and should know better, but he was only older by two years and his parents would argue Josie was the more mature out of the two of them.
She was showing that now, but it was a different kind of maturity, a sexual one that had her not only as the aggressor but acting the more experienced of the two of them. How much sex had his sister had?
How did she know how to pose and move so well? As their tongues waged war in each other's mouths he added, why did he care. He put his hands around her waist, and abandoning all care, and decency, he slid them over her ass and gave her cheeks a hard squeeze.
Josie yelped into his mouth, then moaned as he fondled her ass. He squeezed hard again, this time spreading her cheeks open, and thrust forward, pushing his cock into her stomach. She eased from their kiss and lolled back, letting her body go in his grip, her head falling back.
He held her up as her long hair dangled behind her and her breasts pushed up towards him. Kenny leaned over, kissing her exposed neck.
"Yes," she moaned. "Oh, yes!"
Inspired by that, Kenny sucked gently on her neck, then mindful of the camera, stuck his tongue out and teased it along her neck and the soft hollow of her throat. Josie shuddered in his grasp and she whimpered as he licked, kissed and sucked her neck.
"So good," she purred. "Feels so good!"
Kenny's lips trailed down to her upper chest, kissing her, then sliding his lips back and forth. Josie's hands were on his biceps, squeezing hard, her nails digging into him. He though his cock was going to explode when his lips found the inner half of her soft breast and he sucked her flesh between his lips.
Josie moaned and squirmed in his arms, her hips grinding hard into him as he kissed and sucked his way to her other breast. His lips slid over the lace, and she whimpered when he kissed her nipple through the lace.
The flash and clicking of the camera were the only sound in the room other than their heavy breathing as her phone had stopped playing music. Kenny gripped her ass and stooping slightly pushed with his legs, lifting her in the air.
Josie laughed, them moaned when he kissed her bare stomach, sucking and licking under the cups of her bra.
"Sit on the bed," she panted.
Kenny was at the point of no longer arguing or questioning anything she wanted, and putting her down, released her, and sat on the edge of the bed. Josie stood to his side, her hand on his shoulder until the camera flashed, then swinging her leg up and over his, sat down across his thighs, straddling him.
She gripped his shoulders and let herself fall back until her head was hanging behind her, looking upside down at the camera. Kenny lowered his head, kissing the tops of her breasts as the camera whirred, documenting their suddenly taboo posing.
Josie straightened and taking his face in her hands, kissed him again. Kenny knew the camera wasn't catching the kiss, other than the back of her head over his face, but found he didn't care. Josei's lips were on his, her tongue back in his mouth and she was moving in slow circles on his lap, grinding into his stiff cock.
Even through his shorts he could feel the heat between her legs, and the way she whimpered into his mouth told him she was as worked up as he was. Josie slid back off his lap and patted the inside of his thighs.
Taking his cue, Kenny opened his legs, then whispered. "Oh, shit," when Josie sank down between them. She didn't kneel, just squatted, spreading her legs as she lowered herself.
He imagined the amazing view of her from behind as she showed off that fantastic ass and her barely concealed pussy as she assumed a classic blow job position. She put her hands on his chest, and he yelped when she gave his nipples a hard pinch.
Josie leaned close, her tongue flicking across his chest, and again he knew the camera wasn't getting this, and had a feeling she knew it too. She kissed his chest as her hands roamed over it and his stomach.
She grabbed the Cannon and handed it to him. Kenny took it, finding that at the moment he had more interest in his sister than the pictures, but he brought it to his face, looking down as he pointed it at his chest.
Josie made it worth it, sticking her tongue out and teasing it along his chest. A shudder went through him as her soft pink tongue, the one that had just been in his mouth, traced a slow circle around his nipple.
Josie, she's just Josie, not my sister, no, just a model. Just for the grade, she's just helping me. He repeated the mantra even as she flicked her tongue over his nipple then put her lips around it.
Kenny moaned at the oddly pleasant feeling of having his nipple sucked, something he'd never experienced before. Josie sucked harder, then pressed her lips hard against his chest. She eased her head back and smiled at the perfect red imprint of her lips around it.
She moved to his other nipple, licking it side to side and up and down. Kenny's entire body was tense and his knees trembling as Josie slid her tongue down his stomach. She traced the line of his shorts and he released a sharp breath when she slid her hands up the legs of his shorts.
Her tongue was now on his shorts and a soft whimper escaped him when she ran her tongue over his cock. Somehow through this he'd managed to take a few pictures, but when she licked the length of his covered erection, he couldn't keep his hand still. Josie stared up at him, that sexy as fuck expression back on her face as she tongued his clothed cock.
Beneath his shorts her hand crept closer to it, and he lifted his hips, reflexively trying to get it in her hand. Her fingertips grazed his head, and he whispered. "Stop." Josie frowned, but lifted her head from his lap, a look of disappointment on her face that made him wish he hadn't asked her to stop.
"Lie on the bed." Josie rose to her feet and walked around to the foot of the bed. "Take the camera."
She seemed annoyed, as if he'd hurt her feelings telling her not to touch him. If that were true it made him wonder how far she'd planned on going.
Kenny turned on the bed and stretched out so his head was on the pillow.
"Further, sit up a little," she pointed to the foot of the bed. "Give me some room."
Kenny slid partway up into a sitting position then brought the camera up, taking a picture of Josie standing at the other end of the bed. She put one knee on it, then the other, sliding onto the bed. She lowered herself to her hands and knees and did a slow crawl up between his legs.
Kenny snapped away, getting pictures of her amazing tits as they hung beneath her and the way her long hair trailed along his thighs. She kept coming until her hands were on either side of his head and she was staring down at him.
She pushed the camera to the side, and lowered her upper body, pressing her breasts into his chest, and her lips to his. Josie kissed him forcefully, all but devouring his lips with hers. Her tongue dove into his mouth, and his arms went around her, his hands playing in her hair and running down her back.
The Nikon would be getting these from the side, and he could always bring them in to get better close ups when he edited them. Josie's lips slid from his and trailed down his neck and to his chest.
He picked up the camera again as she backed down his body, her pink tongue racing a wet line down his chest and stomach. She licked his cock through the shorts, then sat up on her knees.
She swung one leg over his and settled down on his bare thigh. Josie worked her hips, grinding into him, and he groaned at the feeling of her wet thong sliding on her leg. Not just wet, but the heat generating from her pussy.
Josie moaned and her lips parted as she worked her hips harder and faster, dry humping his leg. She cupped her breasts, rubbing her nipples through the bra, then reached behind her. The straps loosened on her shoulders as she unhooked her bra and his eyes went wide as she moved her arms up and down, causing the straps to slide down to her elbows.
The only thing holding the bra up, was her forearm which she'd slid under her tits. She stared down at him, sucking on her lower lip, and he fumbled for the camera, not wanting to miss that look, and knowing that there was no doubt he'd be keeping these for himself.
Josie's hand slid up between her breasts, gripping the middle of the bra, as she gave him a saucy little smile. "Showtime," she whispered, then with no hesitation, she whipped her bra off.
"Jesus!" Kenny hissed, the camera falling from his hand as he was confronted with the sight of his sister's tits.
Her big, firm, perfectly rounded tits. Her nipples, an adorable pink were small, but looked at hard as his cock felt. They had a slight upturn to them, and the pink skin around them so light he could barely make it out even against her fair skin.
Josie cupped them, holding them up, and slid her blue tipped thumbs over her nipples. She moaned, her eyes closing, and her hips grinding harder into his now sticky leg. Somehow Kenny had he presence of mind to grab the camera and took several quick shots of his sister's bare tits.
His sister, topless, moaning, wet, and grinding on his leg. This was a dream, some messed up Taboo wet dream. No way this was happening. No way was spacey, silly, Josie working his leg like a stripper giving a lap dance while showing off a pair of tits a porn star would be envious of.
Josie lifted her right tit and lowering her head, eyed he camera as she proceeded to lick her own nipple.
"Goddamn," Kenny muttered as she pressed both her tits together and moved her tongue from one to the other. She sucked her left nipple hard enough to smack her lips and leave a red lipstick smear on it.
He snapped a pic of it, then lowered the camera when Josie leaned forward onto her hands and crawled back up to him. Her slick thong slid along his thigh and she'd gotten low enough that her nipples were touching him.
Kenny had to remind himself to breath as she came closer, her hard, pink flesh teasing his chest and her ass raised in the air behind her. Josie eased his arm to the side, pushing the camera away, and gave him a quick kiss.
Sliding further over him, she dangled her left tit over his mouth.
"Suck it," she nodded her head towards the tripod, and giggled. "For the shoot of course."
Right, the shoot, but he opened wide, sticking his tongue out. Josie's nipple slid over it, and she sighed before lowering her nipple into his waiting mouth. Kenny sucked it with an eager abandon he should be ashamed of.
"Hmm," Josie moaned loudly. "That feels good," she eased to the side, offering her other tit. "Can't let them get jealous."
Kenny sucked her nipple between his lips as his hands came up, cupping both of them, He was surprised at how heavy they were. A testament to how loose-fitting Josie's clothes were that she was able to keep a rack like this secret.
Rack, he should slap himself, he sounded like Danny, but crude as it was it was true, Josie had the biggest tits he'd ever had the pleasure of touching, and sucking, and...getting pictures of. Because they belonged to Josie, the hot helpful subject of his photo session, not his sister, no, not that girl.
'Josie the model' was moaning above him, moving side to side to let him pay equal attention to each perfect breast, her ass swaying seductively behind her. She eased up, and with a sly smile, mouthed the words "My turn."
She slid back down the bed, letting her now wet nipples caress his body on the way. Josie kept going until she settled down on her stomach between his legs. She bent her legs at the knees, and crossed them at the ankles, showing off the smooth soles of her feet, and tips of her toes which she'd curled inward.
Kenny took several pictures of what had become the most frequently used POV blow job position in porn. Damn, she looked fine! No wonder she'd said her ex was 'couldn't get enough' happy with what she had, who wouldn't be?
His shorts had remained unzipped and Josie reached in with a boldness that both caught him by surprise and excited him. She gripped his cock in her hand, and quickly pulled it out.
"Josie, oh my god!" He yelled, his voice cracking from nerves.
"Oh my god, is right!" Josie pursed her red lips together and whistled. "Damn, bro, this is a big fucking dick!"
"I...what...you can't...we..." he stammered like an idiot, but his string of partial protests turned into a low moan when she pumped his cock in her small fist.
"So thick," she whispered. "So hard," she licked her full red lips.
"Oh fuck," Kenny breathed. He'd been hard almost the entire time she'd been in the room and her slowly stroking him felt incredible.
"I can feel you throbbing!" she sucked on her lower lip. "Look how purple your head is, you've been hard a long time, haven't you, baby?"
"Yes," he could barely get the word out as she slid her palm over the oozing head of his cock. She slid her hand back down, rubbing his precum along his shaft and when she resumed jerking it, her hand glided smoothly over his now slick flesh.
"Guess I did a very good job," She lowered her face to his cock, and flicked her tongue over it, barely missing the tip. "Maybe better than that Jenna girl?"
"Better than anyone," he replied, his eyes glued to the way her slender fingers and blue nails looked wrapped around his sizable cock. "You were right, I can't believe how fucking hot you are."
"Just saying that because I'm playing with your big dick." Josie eyed his cock the way a hungry man would stare at a steak, and he had no doubt that if he didn't say anything to ruin it, she was going to put it in her mouth.
And he would be fine with that.
"Camera," she told him. "Trust me, big brother," she squeezed his cock. "And I mean big brother, you're not going to want to miss this."
He fumbled for the camera next to him, not wanting to take his eyes off Josie playing with his cock for even a second. He got it up to his face, and she stared at him over the head of his cock, a look of lust in her eyes that had his cock jerking in her hand.
Josie turned her face, and he came close to losing his grip on the camera when she placed his cock against her soft cheek. He snapped a picture, admiring the way his long hard cock looked along her face, then took another when she pressed his head into her cheek hard enough to squeeze pre cum from it.
She nuzzled her face into his cock like a satisfied kitten, smearing his sticky pre cum into her cheek. Josie turned her head, rubbing his cock against her other cheek before sliding his head to her mouth and kissing it.
She posed for him, her lips pressing into the spongy head of his cock and her intense lusty brown eyes staring into the camera. Josie slipped her tongue out and his hand shook as she traced a wet circle under the ridge of his purple head.
His thighs were already trembling around her and he was aware of her big soft tits pressing into them, her hard nipples poking into him. Josie swirled her tongue around his tip then made his hips jerk when she plunged her tongue into his oozing dick slit.
She eased her head back, taking a trail of pre cum with it and he somehow managed to take a picture. Josie ran her tongue slowly down one side of his shaft, then up the other. Kenny moaned and squirmed as she spent the next couple of minutes bathing his cock with her rapidly fluttering tongue.
Josie was breathing hard and he was so sensitive even her hot breath was giving him a thrill. She pushed his cock back against his stomach and ran her tongue slowly up from the base. She paused to let him get a good still of her tongue pressed to his shaft then went to the tip.
She slipped his head between her lips and gave him a sudden suck that made him cry out in surprise and her to giggle at his reaction. She went back down his shaft and he groaned when she kept going, her tongue now sliding over his swollen and aching balls.
Josie pushed his cock to the side, giving the camera the shot of her quickly sucking his left nut into her mouth.
"God, oh, God," Kenny repeated as his sister worked his balls by first licking, then sucking on each.
He got a few pictures, but he doubted they'd be that good. But the Nikon would have them,. The side view wasn't as good as his POV with the Cannon, but they'd still be amazing. Josie finished licking his balls and worked her tongue back up his shaft with a series of quick and slow licks, and finished him off by kissing his head once more.
But this time she left her lips on the tip and parting them slowly eased him into her mouth. Kenny's legs straightened and he had to force his hips to keep still as she took his head into her warm wet mouth and swirled her tongue around it.
My cock is in my sister's mouth! And I'm taking pictures of it! The dry old internet joke of 'pictures or it didn't happen' ran through his mind, but he was going to have plenty of those. Josie opened her mouth wider and took him deep into her mouth. Kenny gasped as she easily took most of his length, and held him in her mouth, her eyes staring into his.



She slid her tongue along his shaft, then shook her head side to side, working his head around her mouth. Kenny gripped the sheet with his free hand as she worked her mouth back to his head, then took him deep once more.
This time she opened wider and with a loud gagging sound, forced her lips to the base of his shaft. Holy shit! His sister was deep throating him! Kenny had been with four girls since his first time at sixteen, and none of them could take him all the way.
Josie was forcing herself to do it, as her eyes bulged and she released a nasty sounding gurgle around him, and spit exploded from the sides of her mouth. But she held him there. Her eyes now rolling back as she moaned around his cock.
That moan was the sexiest damn thing he'd ever heard as it was done around his twitching cock between Josie's soft red lips. She eased him from her mouth and let a trail of drool and spit flow onto his cock.
She stroked him, using the spit to lube up his cock, then shocked him by spitting another glob of it onto his head, but this time putting her mouth over it and slurping it off. Kenny forced his finger to move, snapping randomly as Josie eased herself up on her elbows so she was now over his cock, then took him deep in one smooth motion.
She gagged again, and more spit sprayed out around his cock, but she rapidly slurped her way back up, then slowly bobbed her head.
"Oh, Josie," he moaned. "Fuck, sis, that feels so good," he didn't know if he should be calling her sis, but she didn't mind as she continued to blow him.
She was sucking in a slow steady rhythm that felt incredible, but was a bit of a tease considering how wound up he'd been. She was taking him about halfway down each time she sucked, and each slow delicious suck was followed by a soft moan in her throat.
He managed to tear his eyes from the surreal sight of his sister sucking his dick and looked down her body. Her long dark hair fanned out across her back, that perfect ass clad in the string thong and her legs kicking playfully back and forth as she blew him.
Her hips were moving in circles, grinding into the bed as she worked her soft lips and disturbingly skilled tongue along his rigid cock. She rose high enough for him to see her tits, and he slipped his free hand down between them, and played with her right nipple.
She moaned, then released his cock, spit sliding down her throat and onto his cock. Josie slid closer to him and raised up on her knees. She slipped his cock between her tits and pressed them tightly around them.
Josie let a long trail of spit flow from her mouth and between her tits, then bounced up and down.
"Shit," Kenny gasped as his sister fucked him with her tits. "You're incredible."
"Pictures," she prodded him, then lowered her head and gave his cock a quick suck as it protruded from the top of her tits.
Kenny took a couple of shots, at this point because she said something because at this point he was ready to toss the damn thing on the floor and enjoy the show. Josie worked his now sloppy wet cock between her tits, then stopped.
"Go ahead," she encouraged him. "Fuck my titties."
Her words alone were enough to start his hips moving. He pumped them as fast as he could, pushing his cock between Josie's big soft tits. She kept her head down, giving his head a lick or quick suck at the end of each thrust.
He pressed the button a couple times, but was barely aiming, as he moved it to the side, wanting to watch her with his eyes and not through the camera view. He was groaning with each thrust, and it occurred to him that he wasn't too far from coming.
Was he supposed to? Would she let him? Should he tell her?
Josie released his cock from between her tits, and took him back in her mouth, bobbing her head faster and harder than before. She grabbed his free hand and placed it in her hair, so he could move it away from her face.
He placed it on top of her head, and seeing his hand in her air, guiding her head as she worked his cock added yet another thrill. Josie was taking him deep each time, gagging and gurgling as she forced herself to take every inch.
Kenny saw red lipstick smears on his shaft and managed another picture as Josie was now driving her face down on his cock as if she were face fucking herself. Her eyes were watering, and her face was now red as a beet.
Josie was using her hand as well, two fingers sliding up and down his shaft, and following the wet trail left by her lips. Her sucking w3as accompanied by wet sloppy slurping sounds and spit and pre cum were flowing from the sides of her mouth. Kenny slumped back onto the bed, moaning, his legs straight and his body tense as his sister devoured his cock in a way that was almost violent.
"Oh, oh, shit," he gasped when his balls tightened, and cock jerked each time she pounded it down her throat. "Josie!" he moaned. "I'm going to...you need to, Oh, fuck!"
Kenny tried to hold back, but his cock erupted, sending a spurt of cum into his sister's descending mouth.
"Hmm-mmm!" Josie's eyes went wide, and she slowed down her manic sucking.
She was now bobbing her head more slowly, sucking harder, and his hips jerked when her free hand went to his balls, rubbing them as if she were helping drain them into her mouth.
She jerked his cock as well, using both hands and her obscenely eager mouth to suck every drop from him. And from the feel of it, there was a lot, he released several squirts into her mouth, and some of it slid past her lips and down his shaft.
Josie quickly slurped it back up, moaning as if it were a whipped cream and not her brother's load.
"Josie, oh, Josie!" he repeated like an idiot as she continued to slurp on his dick, working for every drop, and finishing off what was by far the best blow job he'd ever received.
Josie slowed her sucking, holding him between her lips, and pointed to the camera. He reluctantly picked it up, and she waited until he was pointing it at her, and he was damn glad he did.
She opened her mouth and let his cum ooze out. It flowed down her chin then down his cock to the base of his shaft, he snapped as fast as he could, looking forward to the stills of it dripping down her face.
Josie licked her lips then made him groan loudly when she sucked him again. This time she opened her mouth, showing him the puddle of cum on her tongue. Kenny kept clicking as Josie pushed some of it between her lips, then blew bubbles with it like a porn star.
"Who the fuck are you?" he breathed as he struggled to catch his breath while watching her close her mouth and make a show of swallowing, then showing off her now empty mouth.
"Josie, the model," she sat up between his legs and he noticed how wet and sticky her tits still were from him fucking them. "And a girl who needs this dick in her wet fucking twat."
Josie slid up the bed and placing her left foot next to his hip rose up high enough to pull her thong to the side.
Kenny stared at his sister's smooth pink slit, her swollen clit visible beneath its hood, and licked his lips. Before he could do anything, she grabbed his still twitching cock, held it up, and sat on his cock.
"Fuck!" Josie squealed as his cock plunged deep inside her. "Oh my god, you're big!"
"You're..." Kenny had still been trying to catch his breath from that intense blow job, and was now overwhelmed by his sister's insanely wet, and delightfully hot tight pussy.
"Yes, yes, yes!" Josie yelped as she slid her leg so her other foot was on the bed and she was squatting over him.
"Easy!" he moaned. "I...I just came."
"Stay hard!" Josie pleaded as she braced her hands on his chest and bucked her hips, riding him hard and fast. "Stay hard for your sister! I worked so hard for you; you need to stay hard for me!"
Kenny didn't think that would be a problem as Josie was fucking him as wildly as she sucked him. Whoever said it was the quiet ones you had to watch out for hadn't been kidding. His sister was a goddamn closet porn star, and the wildest ride he'd ever had.
"Fuck, oh fuck I need this!" Josie moaned as she continued bouncing on his still oozing cock like he was a mechanical bull at a bar. "God you have such a nice dick!"
That was never going to make it on a Christmas card, that was for sure, but the way she was fucking him, and her dirty talk, had his hips thrusting as much as they could in that position. He grabbed her sides, his hands easily going around her slender waist and for the first time, took the initiative.
He pulled her forward, and with a yelp, Josie fell on top of him. Kenny wrapped his arms around her, pinning her to his chest, and slid his legs up so his feet were braced on the bed. Now with leverage he was able to thrust his hips, rapidly into his sister's now prone pussy.
"Oh, oh!" Josie cried out in his ear as he tore into her as hard as he could.
He was using long strokes, most of his cock sliding from within the tight clutches of her pink slit before pounding back into her. Josie shifted to her knees and her arms went beneath him, hugging herself to him as he fucked her.
She matched his rhythm, her hips now rising and driving down in time with his thrusts. Kenny was breathing hard as his still sensitive head was like a raw nerve inside her, but Josie was yelping and talking dirty in his ear.
"That's it, fuck your baby sister! Shove that big cock in my sloppy cunt! You feel how wet I am for you? How hot you taking pictures made me? I knew I was going top fuck you the second I saw you get hard when I was licking my finger!"
Holy crap, sloppy cunt? Knew she was going to fuck him? One thing he'd been right on, the camera had the effect on her that he'd thought was something models and porn stars had just made up to sound hot.
Kenny begrudgingly admitted to himself hearing her tell him to fuck his baby sister added more urgency and force to his thrusts. He knew this was wrong in every way, and for a split second felt a pang of fear at the thought of what if their damn parents came home?
But it was hard to worry about anything with Josie squealing in his ear as he violated her tight twat with his violent thrusts. Josie pushed up on the bed, so she could lift her head enough to kiss him.
Her tongue plunged into his mouth, as she whimpered deep in her throat while he continued to fuck her. He returned the passionate kiss, his hands sliding down and grabbing her ass, and spreading her cheeks to allow his cock to drive even deeper into her.
Josie moaned and yelped into his mouth, her hips driving her pussy down to meet his powerful thrusts.
"Keep fucking me," she whispered into his lips. "Just keep fucking me! I need your cock in me, Kenny!"
Her words sent a surge off lust through him, and sliding his hands up to her arms, he wrenched his shoulders to the side. Josie cried out in surprise as he rolled them over, and he was now above her, still hammering into her tight juicy pussy.
"Yes, oh I love it!" Josie cried out. "Take it, baby! Take your sexy little sister!"
She got her hands between them and pushed against his chest. Kenny rose to his knees and she drew her legs up, putting her bare feet on his stomach. He gripped her knees, and fucked her hard and fast, now looking down and watching his glistening cock slid in and out between her lips, splitting her beautiful little peach of a pussy.
Her thong was still on, just pulled to the side, and it added even dirtier thrill. Josie reached to the side and with a wicked smile, grabbed the camera and brought it to her face.
"You look so sexy!" She told him as she took a picture of him above her. "Look at those artms and your chest and my pretty little feet on you!"
She lowered the camera, pointing it between their legs.
"Get some pictures of you fucking that barely legal pussy."
"Barely legal?" he slowed his hips. "What?"
"Sorry," she giggled. "I watch way too much porn."
"I'm not complaining," he laughed, and he was surprised at how good it felt. This wasn't just sex, they'd been having fun, and wasn't sex supposed to be fun?
"I need to cum!" Josie moaned and slid her hand between her legs, her fingers rubbing her excited clit in hard circles.
"Stop that," he pushed her hand away.
"W...what's the matter?" For the first time, she looked nervous. "I do something wrong?"
"You did," as much as he hated to do it, he eased his cock from inside her. "You were going to make yourself come. You think you're going to sit here with a pussy that like that, and I'm not going to taste it?"
"Have I told you what an awesome brother you are?" Josie laughed, as she lifted her hips, and pushed the thong down.
"That's because I have the world's best sister," he pulled her thong down her legs and tossed it off the bed. "Who else has a sister that gives amazing head like that?"
"Aww, that's so sweet!" Josie laughed loudly; her usual infectious laugh accompanied by her trademark big goofy smile.
But that smile could only seem so goofy with her face red and sweaty and black streaks of mascara mixed with sticky precum streaked down her cheeks. He was going to have to get a picture of her 'freshly fucked' look before she cleaned up.
For now, he planned on getting her even sweatier as he lowered his head and sucked on each of her hard nipples. Despite how badly he wanted to taste her, Kenny made himself slow down, enjoying teasing her nipples with his tongue and lips and the way she moaned and sighed contentedly as he did so.
His cock was pressed along her stomach and she rocked her hips, sliding it along her soft skin. Kenny worked his tongue down her stomach, smiling when Josie giggled while he tongued the silver chain, flipping it around as he licked around her naval.
"Tickles!" she laughed and wiggled beneath him, making him laugh at her.
He quickly slid down between her legs and gave her swollen clit a quick suck that made her gasp and thrust her hips.
"That tickle?"
"No, that felt amazing!" Josie smiled down at him. "Do it again, please!"
Kenny gave her clit another hard suck, then trailed his tongue down between her lips. Josie's pussy did resemble a peach, her lips tucked in tight to her mound. He split those lips, spreading them with his fingers as his tongue swirled between them.
"Yeah," Josie purred. "That's it, baby, eat that pussy. Make your baby sis come for you."
She moaned when he opened her wider and plunged his tongue into her sloppy pussy.
"Smile!" Josie called out, and he turned his eyes up to see she was taking pictures of him.
He eased his tongue out, making a show of sliding it through her lips, then around her clit before shoving it back inside.
"Ooh, bad boy, tongue fucking me," she sighed as she dropped the camera and cupping her breasts, stroked her nipples with her thumbs.
Kenny moved his head, using his rigid tongue to fuck her as she'd asked, while he slid his hand over her pussy, his thumb lightly rubbing her clit while she probed her slit. Josie moaned and whimpered, her hips rocking gently as he slurped and sucked, getting a mouthful of her sticky juices.
He worked his tongue to her clit, and Josie lifted her legs, putting her feet on his shoulders, and giving him even better access to her succulent pink pussy. Kenny eased two fingers inside her, and slowly pumped them.
Josie moaned in appreciation, rocking her hips in time with his fingers, while he flicked his tongue across her clit. He wanted to bury his face between her thighs and eat her the way she'd sucked his cock.
But instead he wanted to show her he was a good lover as well and took his time on her. He licked her clit side to side, then up and down and in slower, then faster, circles. Above him, Josie whimpered and moaned, as she now rolled her nipples between her fingers and tugged on them.
She had her eyes closed, and her lips parted. Even with her face a mess and red lipstick smeared around her mouth, she looked beautiful, more than that, she looked like a woman. This wasn't his weird little sister, but a mature, sensual woman who enjoyed sex more than anyone he'd ever met.
Lying there between her legs, licking her closer to an orgasm, Kenny knew this couldn't be just once. There was no way he could ever look at her the same, or that they could act like this never happened.
"Right there," Josie moaned as she pulled her nipples to the point it looked painful. "Just like that, Kenny, just like that!"
Her hips lifted and her toes curled into him. Her pussy tightened around his fingers, and when he switched from licking to giving her clit a hard suck, Josie released a long loud squeal worthy of any adult film star.
She ground her hips hard into his face as she pushed her feet into his shoulders, using them to arch her back and press her hot wet flesh into his face. Kenny's hips were moving as well, sliding his hard cock into the bed in anticipation of being back inside his sister's pussy.
Josie yelped as she writhed on the bed, her pussy grinding into his face as it contracted around his fingers. Kenny continued to lick and suck, keeping his fingers buried within her as her orgasm tore through her.
"Oh my god!" Josie groaned as her body went limp, and her legs dropped to his sides. "I came hard!"
"What did you say about hard?" Kenny was on his knees and in an instant her by the ankles, lifting her legs as he plowed into her even wetter pussy.
"Fuck yeah!" Josie yelled as he tore into her with long hard strokes. "Take it, baby! Take that pussy!"
Kenny opened her legs as wide as he could, then pushed them back, leaning forward until he had her feet up over her head. Josie's eyes went wide, and she squealed as her ass came off the bed and he plunged deeper into her.
Her eyes rolled back, and she alternately yipped and whimpered as he continued to hammer his cock repeatedly into her now gushing pussy. She was so wet his inner thighs were wet and he could hear his cock entering her.
"Yes, yes!" Josie slid her arms behind her knees, drawing her legs back for him, her feet pressed together, like a human pretzel.
Holy fuck, she was something! Kenny watch his cock relentlessly plunder her small slit and her big tits bounce wildly as he fucked her hard enough to make the bed rock. He caught a flash out of the corner of his eye, the camera was still catching this.
Talk about home movies, he thought with a smiled.
"Make me cum again!" Josie groaned. "Play with my clit, I want to cum on your cock!"
Kenny pressed his thumb to her once again hard clit and rubbed it in fast hard circles. Josie cried out in pleasure and putting her ankles on his shoulders, resumed playing with her nipples. He slowed his fucking as he felt his knees shaking and the first twinges in his cock.
"Not yet!" Josie pleaded. "Don't cum yet! You need to fuck me doggy!"
Her talking like that wasn't going to help, and he slowed down even more. Josie whimpered in frustration, but when he switched from his thumb to two fingers on her clit, rubbing even harder, her eyes widened, and her hips moved as much as they could with her legs up.
She slid her right foot into his face, pushing her toes against his lips.
"Suck them," she moaned. "Suck my toes!"
That was different, but Kenny sucked two of her toes into his mouth. Josie giggled, then moaned as he worked his tongue across her toes, licking and sucking each in turn. She pushed her other foot at him, and he did the same, sliding his tongue around and between her toes.
It didn't do anything for him, but Josie's pussy tightened around his cock, and seconds later she threw her head back and released another insanely loud squeal. She squirmed beneath him, bucking her hips as she fucked her with deliberately slow strokes.
Josie yelped as he pussy convulsed, and a warm gush of fluid, squirted out around his cock. She emitted several short sharp little yips that reminded him off hiccups, then let her legs fall to the bed.



"Oh, wow," she moaned, her eyes closed. "I think the room is spinning."
"What did you say about doggy?" he withdrew his now dripping cock. He'd never seen a girl get so wet.
"I said, you need to fuck me that way."
Josie took a deep breath as if trying to muster the energy to move and rolled onto her stomach. She drew her knees up beneath her, pointing her ass at him, and raising herself up on her hands.
"Come get it!" She shook her ass at him.
Kenny grabbed her hips and she howled when he drove himself into her hard enough to make her rock forward. The sight of that perfect ass in the air and that sexy tattoo with some of her dark hair plastered to her back from sweat was more too much for him to hold back.
He squeezed her hips as he took her harder than he'd ever fucked a girl before.
"Fuck yeah!" Josie yelled. "That's it, baby! That's how you fuck a woman! That's how you make a girl yours!"
"You mine?" he asked as he struggled to hold back his impending orgasm.
"All yours, Kenny!" she looked over her shoulder at him. "Baby sis is all yours! Its your pussy, and your mouth!" she gave him a naughty wink. "Maybe even my ass. I've never done that before."
"Oh, shit," his eyes dropped to her tight pink rosebud over his thrusting cock.
"Mom and dad can't be home for that because I'm going to squeal like a stuck pig you stick that big dick in there."
"Goddamn, Josie," he moaned. "You're crazy."
"Get the pictures!" she pushed the camera back towards him.
Kenny grabbed the camera and slowed his thrusting, getting a couple of shots of her back, then his cock between her cheeks, gliding into her pink slit. He tossed the camera to the side and resumed fucking her.
"Grab my hair, both hands!" Josie demanded.
Kenny did as she asked, getting a fistful of her long hair in each hand and pulling back on it. Josie's head came up and she released a long loud howl as he hammered into her with all the strength in his hips.
"Yeah, take the reins!" She cried out. "Ride your sister! Ride her like the dirty little pony she is!"
"Dirty little..."
Kenny couldn't take it anymore. He delivered several more savage thrusts and groaned as his balls tightened and he reached the point he couldn't hold back anymore.
"Bullseye!" Josie shouted, and when Kenny whipped his cock out, she slid onto her stomach, so she was lying flat.
Kenny leaned over her, pumping his cock and sent a long thick spurt of cum onto the colorful butterfly.
"Hmm, that's warm!' she giggled. "Keep going, big brother, paint your sister's back!"
He moaned as he stroked is cock, amazed at the size of his load seeing he'd come not long ago, He laid several white strips of cum onto the tattoo and squeezing his cock, wrung a few more drops onto her.
"Picture," Josie said in a barely audible voice.
Kenny had no interest in the damn camera, but after taking a second admire the huge mess he'd made on her back, picked up the cannon and took a couple of pictures, He dropped the camera, then turned and dropped onto his back next to her.
"Wow," Josie turned her head so she was looking at him. "That was intense!"
"I didn't expect that," he whistled. "Mom and Dad would shit!"
"Mom and Dad aren't ever going to know," Josie gave him a tired smile. "That was so fucking hot."
"Yeah, but now what?"
"Hmm, let's see. I got stoned, I got fucked, I came twice." She yawned. "I'd say a nap."
"I mean like with us."
"You have fun with me?"
"Can't you tell?"
"That is a lot of fun all over my back," she giggled. "And there was more than that in my mouth."
"Sorry, I was pretty damned worked up." He leaned over and kissed her sweaty forehead. "Someone in this room is sexy as hell."
"Not bad for deadhead hippie sis?"
"My god if Danny ever saw some of those pictures."
"Show him a couple, the ones without my face."
"Seriously?"
"Sure, have some fun, tell him Jenna couldn't make it and I was the backup model." She paused. "Mary Jane," she snickered. "Get it?"
"Yeah, I get it," he had to admit it would be fun to see what Danny's reaction would be without him knowing who he was looking at. More than a little turn on too, to see Danny get worked up over his sister's body, the body he'd just enjoyed.
"But what about us?"
"Huh?" her eyes had been closed, and she forced them open.
"You asked if I had fun, but that was it."
"You worry too much Kenny," she closed her eyes while she spoke. "You had fun, I had fun. What's the problem?"
"I guess I'm asking if we'll have fun again."
Her eyes opened. "You ready again?"
"No!" the look on his face made her laugh.
"Then let me know when you are, and we'll have some fun."
"We're not supposed to have that kind of fun."
"Whatever, if it feels good do it."
"So like are we going to be a thing or you going to date someone or..."
"Kenny, you need to smoke more, you're too much like Dad, you always need to know everything and have a plan. Just roll with it."
"I don't even know how it happened, or why. You think about it before?"
"No, I just got hot and horny getting sexy for you. Being in front of the camera got me more worked up, then I got even hotter when I saw how you were looking at me. I figured I was kind of teasing both of us, but you were hard and looking at me like I was the prettiest thing you ever saw, and it got to me."
"You are the prettiest girl I know," he told her. "And not just today. I always knew you were pretty, that's why I never let anyone make fun of you."
"And I know that." She opened her eyes part way and smiled. "Remember why I told you I don't show myself off?"
"Because you want guys to like you for you, not your looks?"
"And my body, and the way I like to fuck and talk dirty was their reward. You're my brother and sometimes you make fun of me a little, but we've always been close, and you always stood up for me, and you help me anytime I need it."
She put her hand to her mouth, suppressing another yawn.
"I know it sounds bad, but I know I have a nice body, but the way you looked at me? The way I could tell you were trying not to, but couldn't help it and would have stopped because it was wrong, and you'd never want to hurt me? I figure if anyone deserves a reward, it's my big brother."
"Do you have some kind of rewards program?" He asked. "Like can I earn more?"
"That's better, joke, laugh, relax and have fun, Kenny," she sighed. "We're going to have a lot of fun. Sexy dirty fun, and maybe some sweet fun."
"Sweet?"
"I like being raunchy, but I like slow and sweet too. Sometimes you can fuck me, sometimes you can love me."
"I'll always love you," he kissed the top of her head.
"I love you too," she replied. "I'll love you more if you shut that stupid camera off and maybe wipe the mess off my back."
"Sure," he forced himself to get up, and walking over to the Nikon shut it off.
On the way back to the bed, he picked up his shirt and gently wiped the white sticky mess from her back. When he was done, he kissed her shoulder, then planted several quick kisses across the top of her back.
"That's sweet," Josie giggled. "Now lay down and take a nap with me. We have work to do later."
"Like what?" He crawled into bed next to her and pulled the sheet up over them.
"We have to go through all the pictures." She laughed. "The really nasty ones were fun, but you can't use those."
"Yeah, cum dripping down your face is Porn hub, not art." Now that he was lying on his back, and relaxed he felt a wave of exhaustion flowing over him. Man, they'd gone at it. "But I have all day to pick and edit the pictures."
"Yeah, but tomorrow by the time you're done Mom and Dad will be home. If we do it today, we'll get all horny looking at them and can fuck again and be nice and loud and not worry about anyone hearing us."
"Damn, I like the way you think, sis. You really are the perfect sister."
"No," she giggled. "I'm the model sister! Get it?"
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Introduction
Tucked away in the seedy corners of the Dark Web lies a site called Taboo Confessions. On this site, people come to tell of their past encounters with members of their family, to confess to their incestuous sins.
Or is it to brag? To have an audience to tell their dirty secret to? To come to a place where rather than being vilified and condemned for their actions, they receive encouraging comments from people who see nothing wrong with what they did.
Truth is, it's a mixture of both. People who feel badly over what they've done are posting for catharsis, a confession made to the faceless masses to unburden themselves of long repressed guilt.
For others, the confession has a different tone. Perhaps their story is a fun, sexy, albeit forbidden, memory, or could even be something they are still enjoying to this day. But who could they tell their story to without being demonized for their betrayal of societal rules?
Thus, Taboo Confessions is a mixed bag of sinful, yet sweet and loving encounters, as well as those that are truly shameful acts that the perpetrator deeply regrets. It's not a site for those who find any tale of incest disturbing, but for those who have either experienced it, or wish to; using these tales to live vicariously through others.
To be titillated by that which we know is wrong and gain a form of comfort in knowing they are not alone in their craving for the ultimate in forbidden fruit. Even within that group there are those here for different reasons.
The ones who smile at the fun adventurous romps between siblings, the tales of forbidden love and desire for a parent and their adult children. But also, those who's cravings are a bit darker, who are aroused by tales of blackmail or taking advantage of the object of their overwhelming lust.
Regardless of your motivations and reasons, or whether you have come to confess or voyeuristically enjoy the confessions, or even if you're here through morbid curiosity, you are here. Now do what you came here to do.
Click Enter
What Mommy and Daddy do
Chapter One
To all who read this, my name is Royce. I am seventy three years old and have visited this site many times since I discovered it two years ago. I have been intrigued by many of the tales here, but never felt the need to share my own.
That is until today which marks the golden anniversary of the event that forever changed my life. I hope for any who are, or have been, in this situation it rekindles your own fond memories of that magical time when you first experienced the pleasure of knowing that what most people deem wrong, can feel so unequivocally right.
It was the summer of 1968 and for myself and my twin sister Rose, a truly miserable one, making it pretty much like all the ones before it. Our father was a minister, a fire and brimstone, everyone's going to burn in hell for the sin of just about everything unless you spent 24/7 on your knees praying and repenting.
Because of our parents' view that most of what the world offered was sin, we were homeschooled by our mother while our father spent his time on the church. It wasn't a big congregation and the tithes he received were barely enough to keep the church afloat and support his family. Mom helped by giving piano lessons and tutoring some of the neighborhood kids. We didn't have much, but we had a roof over our heads, food on the table, and decent clothes.
Not that we needed many seeing we didn't go out much. Rose and I were the definition of sheltered and to the point it would be seen today as unhealthy even in today's Pentecostal Church, but back then not so uncommon for the God fearing bible thumping evangelical.
Every year since I could remember, my father would leave the church in the hands of the assistant pastor, so he could teach and preach at a six week summer camp slash revival down south.
The event was sponsored by the home office and not only paid well, but my sister and I were able to attend camp for free. I know, exciting, right? What boy or girl would choose a summer of hanging out with kids our age and having fun over a chance for more religious education?
I know, you're thinking it was still camp, there had to be some fun to be had. I suppose there was, but it was in between Morning Prayer, an early afternoon bible study, and of course the nightly service.
Yes, there were kids our age there, but raised in the same one notch above the Amish way we were, so it was as if we were just talking to our own reflections. Or, perhaps not, as both of us had grown weary of this archaic puritan lifestyle. Maybe some of the other kids were as well, but afraid to say it.
Making this summer worse than the ones prior is that at eighteen we were now part of the adult prayer and bible study and no longer allowed in many of the activities for the younger kids.
Goes without saying that when we helped our parents pack the old Country Squire wagon with our bags and suitcases, it was with less enthusiasm than ever. Now that I've gotten some of the mundane details out of the way, let me turn the topic in the direction of what you came here for.
As you can imagine the topic of sex was verboten. Other than each of us being told-I by my father, and Rose by our mother, that sex was only to be had once we were married in the eyes of god, nothing was discussed.
No details, no birds, and the bee's stories of how it happens, and not even a talk about being 'safe' if we did have sex because it was unfathomable to our parents that either of us would be curious about the sins of the flesh.
Not that it should have been that way on their part. I asked my father several times about it, and his answer was that once I met a good god fearing young lady and fell in love and married for all the right reasons, I could spend the rest of my life enjoying the "fruits of marriage'.
There was nothing to be discovered about it outside our home either. We didn't go to school to interact with those awful 'worldly' kids who did know about it. The kids we interacted with at church were as in the dark as we were, and same went for the camp crowd.
I know this is hard to believe to any younger people reading this post, but keep in mind there was no internet back then. No porn hub, Only Fans or 24/7 access to adult material. There weren't even VHS tapes yet, and unless you were old enough to go an adult theater, little access to any type of film.
Heck, back then the only porn most kids could get their hands on was if your old man had some Playboys or other skin rags lying around, which of course ours didn't. Eighteen and I'd never seen a woman naked, or even a picture of one.
But the last few months that had gone by I found myself thinking about it more and more. No amount of isolation from the 'world' can stop raging hormones and a very natural curiosity about the opposite sex, and sex itself.
I'd been waking up with erections for some time, and recall having dreams of random girls I knew from church or around the camp lifting their long dresses or unbuttoning their blouses.
Even having little to no reference point for what a woman would look like didn't stop my mind from trying. If you're a man reading this, you know how frustrating it is to be aroused and helpless to get any relief but imagine my situation where there wasn't even a chance to find that relief.
Yes, you guess it, masturbation was a sin, and this, of all things, my father touched on (pardon the pun). He mentioned how the devil tempts us through desires of the flesh and instills them in us as temptations and we must resist and never succumb because in his mind, touching one's self was in itself a form of premarital sex.
Yeah, and just think, some kids today think their parents are strict LOL.
But I believed him and dealt with what I'd now refer to as an epic case of blue balls. Rose on the other hand...We are fraternal twins, and like all twins we were exceptionally close, and in our case even more so due to our lack of social life. We were the clichéd pair you read about in taboo stories.
Siblings, playmates, friends, partners in crime, confidants and basically everything to each other. In many of the tales you read here, as well as what you see in movies and erotic stories is a sister is a boy's first experience with what a girl is like because generally at some point there's a mishap that would involve a look at her in some stage of undress.
But not in our case.
Around the house we dressed as properly as if we were outside. Rose always in a knee length skirt, properly loose fitting blouse or t-shirt that my mother always bought a size to big, and always having something on her feet (are toes sinful? Apparently)
I was always to wear jeans or sweat pants, but never shorts because even though we were brother and sister we were still not supposed to show an improper amount of flesh around each other.
Honestly speaking, I had no real idea of what my sister had going on beneath her dresses or almost as severe around the house look. Other than her legs from the ankles to her knees and her arms up to her elbow I saw nothing, and my only conclusion was she seemed a bit on the thin side.
But I did find myself somewhat enamored with my sister just for her amazing features. Despite women in the church not being allowed to wear make-up or jewelry other than a wedding ban, Rose's natural beauty was undeniable.
Her red hair was brighter than mine-fortunately mine was more of a reddish brown as bright red hair on a man isn't nearly as attractive as it is on a woman- a fiery red that caught people's eye from across the room. Like most of the church women and young ladies, she wore it either up or in a braid, but when it was down?
Her long naturally curly locks were like liquid flame and her stunning pale blue eyes were an incredible contrast of fire and ice. As pale as any girl with pure Irish heritage, her cheeks and the area surrounding her nose were dotted with freckles which worked to tone down her model quality beauty to a more wholesome girl next door look.
That was Rose, a wholesome young lady, living the good Christian life, but I always had a feeling my sister was much more of a free spirit than most of the kids in our church and myself as well.
One of our many rules was that by nine at night, after the hour of television we were allowed to watch with our parents, (and only good wholesome family content) we were to go to our rooms and remain there for the night other than if we had to use the bathroom, and even then we were encouraged to 'go' before we went to bed.
But Rose had been caught slipping out twice at home and once during last year's camp. The story she gave to my parents was the same she presented to me, that she simply walked around and enjoyed the night air and a sense of freedom she felt we were denied by always being in the house, at church, or surrounded by the same people all the time.
Our parent's response was to lock her in her room at night for a month long stretch which I think in these modern times would get the authorities called as she was told if she had to use the bathroom, she had to either hold it, or be prepared to have to wash whatever she soiled.
Rose had also slipped off here and there from group activities at camp, but always reappearing in time for roll call before heading back to the meal hall, the church, or the cluster of cabins where everyone stayed.
Once more, she told me that all she did was walk around on her own and try to see things for herself without being told how they should be seen. It was the final instance of her doing this that leads us to the part of the story you've been waiting for..
Chapter Two
It was Friday night, the biggest service of the week, where people from neighboring churches would come to attend. During the week our father spoke at all the services and led them, but let other pastors deliver a message, but Friday was always his.
Because of that, the service ran much later than the usual 9:30, going as late as eleven if someone was trying to 'pray through' for the vaunted Holy Ghost. Usually, I wouldn't see Rose from Morning Prayer until dinner because the young adult groups kept boys and girls separate all day.
However, that day she shocked me by catching up to me as I walked towards the boy's lunch hall around 12. She endured some shocked looks from the other boys as she grabbed my arm and told me to hold up so she could talk to me.
I called out, "She's my sister" to one of the counselors who was giving us an odd look, even though our resemblance was so close it was stating the obvious. He gave me a wave and added, "Don't be long," and then stayed with the main group as they continued walking.
Rose had an odd look to her. Her cheeks were the color of her name and her eyes were wide and bright, and despite the day not being that warm and us being in the shade she was sweating.
I asked what was wrong, and in a breathy tone that seemed to be a mix of excited but nervous, she told me she was going back to the cabin and telling our mother she didn't feel well.
I began to ask her what was wrong, but she cut me off to tell me I needed to do the same. When I asked why, her response was to trust her, and that her and I needed to get out of going to the service so we could be alone.
I must have looked as confused as I felt because she laughed and I could hear the nerves in it, but she told me that she had something to show me and to please just do as she asked.
No clue what was going on, but the idea of skipping a service wasn't a bad thing seeing we'd have one every night in the three weeks we'd been there, so I went along with it.
Feeling like a fool, as well as guilty about lying to our parents, I nonetheless claimed I didn't feel well as soon as I arrived back at the cabin. I told my mother I was lightheaded, nauseous, and even made a show of running to the bathroom and declaring after making a few convincing retching sounds I'd "just made it."
Rose described the same exact symptoms while crossing our fingers our parents wouldn't be suspicious. I guess it paid off that as much as we were tired of church, neither of us had ever begged out as mom told our father that she didn't think we should go.
He gave us a scare when his idea was for us to go and let all the ministers there lay hands on us and pray, but Mom dug in and said there was no reason to risk us getting sicker and maybe getting others sick, after all, it was just one night.
Dad relented, but told us no TV, and we were to be in bed early. We each went into our rooms to lie down because you know, we were ill, and I ended up dozing off sometime before they left at six thirty.
I awoke to a soft knock on my door and looking at the alarm clock to my right, saw it was five of eight. The knock repeated and I groggily called out to come in, the door swung open and my sister entered the room.
"So, what's the big deal that we had to lie to..."
I stopped speaking because I'd sat up and turned on the bed and got a good look at Rose. Her hair was down, two long red curls perfectly framing her face, and as always, I felt strangely excited seeing her like that because it made her seem much more like a woman than a little girl, but that wasn't what struck me speechless.
My sister had on make-up.
Her lips were coated in a red as bright as her hair and her ice blue eyes enhanced by blue eyeshadow. Her lashes were longer and coated in black and her normally white cheeks had a pink hue to them.
"What did you do to your face?" I managed to ask after a few seconds of stunned silence.
"Like it?" she smiled, her white teeth flashing against the red of her lips. "It took me a bunch of tries to not look like a clown."
"You...look like a woman, I mean like a real one that doesn't go to church."
"Or a harlot like the bible says," she giggled and like earlier it was higher pitched and a bit shrill, as if she were forcing it, or just nervous about something.
"Where did you get it? If mom and dad find it, you'll be in serious trouble."
"Then mom should be in trouble because its hers."
Her reply stunned me into repeating it.
"Mom has makeup?"
"Hmm-mm" Rose nodded as she walked closer to the bed. "But that's all you see is my face?"
Truthfully her face was all I had been looking at because her hair had immediately caught my attention followed by the shock of her painted face. But when my eyes dropped, my jaw dropped as well.
Rose wore a sheer black robe, allowing me to see her body beneath it. There were two places it wasn't transparent, and they were just over her breasts where embroidered black roses covered her nipples.
What they didn't cover was the smooth round white globes of my sister's breasts. Shocked as I was in general, I couldn't help thinking there was a lot more flesh there than I had expected.
My eyes shifted downward, staring at my sister's body through the thin material of the robe. Her soft tummy beneath her breasts, and after the point where she'd tied the robe, her bare legs.
The hem didn't make it much past her mid-thigh and I was caught between knowing I should look away, and marveling at how long and shapely my sister's legs were. Her soft white thighs tapering down to the curve of her calves and ending at her bare feet...
And red painted toes.
I felt a disturbing twinge between my legs and felt a moment of panic when I realized I was beginning to gain an erection. Rose slowly sauntered towards me, swinging her hips in an exaggerated way, and with each step revealing a flash of her lush inner thigh.
She stopped in front of me and as soon as I discovered my eyes were level with her breasts, I stood.
"What do you think?" she asked. "How's your little sister look playing big girl?"
"You're only my little sister by fifteen minutes," I pointed out for lack of anything else to say.
Rose rolled her eyes.
"Come on, Royce, play with me!" She flashed a sly smile. "I'll make it worth it, trust me."
"What are we playing?"
"I'll tell you, but first?" she slid her arms around my neck, pulling my head down so I was looking my much shorter sister in the eye. "You have to answer me. Do you like seeing me look like a woman?"
"Yes," I answered in barely more than a whisper. "You look amazing."
"Thank you!" she giggled, technically ruining the game she was now a "woman" but yet at the same time the sound seemed far more appealing than it had in the past.
"You smell good," I leaned closer, breathing in the sweet scent emanating from her. "I like the perfume."
"Pearls and Lace," she replied, still with her arms around me. "Its mom's and so is this robe. I know its kind of weird, but I don't have any fun stuff like this."
"I didn't think mom did."
"Thought wrong. Besides, me dressing up as her can be part of the game."
"Again, with this game." I had been standing there with my hands awkwardly by my sides, but the way she was clinging to me made me want to do the same. I brought my hands up and put them on the swell of her hips, noting that like her breasts, there was more there than I imagined.
"Oh," Rose blinked at the contact and she swallowed before saying. "That's nice. I like you touching me."
I liked it too. The feel of the thin material over her warm flesh, and the curve of that flesh had my heart beating faster and the jeans I still wore were becoming noticeably tighter in the crotch.
I was aware it was wrong; both her appearance and my reaction, but at the same time, her being this close, the way she looked, smelled, the amount of her visible to me had me in no hurry to move, or tell her to stop.
"I'm happy you're not mad," Rose displayed our uncanny closeness by seeming to read my mind. "I like the way you're looking at me."



"I like what I see."
"Maybe you can see more." She briefly sucked her lower lip. "I saw something today, Royce."
"What kind of something?"
"Something that made me want to do this. To look good and act bad." She looked up at me through her mascara thickened lashes. "Do you want to be bad with me?"
"What kind of bad?"
"You know I like to wander off when I can. I like to watch people when they don't know I see them, like to see how they act. Pretty dull at church or around here, but not today."
"What happened today?" My hands strayed from her hips, sliding behind her to the small of her back. Rose stiffened beneath my touch, but rather than move away, she pressed into me.
My breath caught when I felt the pressure of her heavy breasts through our clothes and a trickle of sweat ran down my back. Her face was inches from mine, and my nose filled with her mesmerizing perfume, her flesh firm beneath my touch.
"I noticed mom and dad haven't been at the lunch hall. Yesterday I saw them walking away from the study hall around eleven. Today I followed them,"
"W...where did they go?" I struggled to focus on her words and not how my hand seemed to be drifting down her back and was now just touching the beginning of the swell of her rear end.
"They came here. First, I peeked in and dad was sitting on the couch. I didn't see mom, and was getting bored after a few minutes, then I heard her call him from down the hall.
"I ran around the side of the house and the blinds weren't down all the way and I could see in their room." Her hands slid from my neck down my arms, and when she slid them up inside of my short sleeved shirt and touched my bare arm, a shiver went through me.
"Mom had make up on, and I saw the case on her dresser. Her hair was down and she was wearing something red, lacy, and super short."
"Wait," I blinked as her words cut through the haze of my confused feelings over her being so close. "Are you saying you saw them..."
"I saw them have sex." Rose emitted in a husky whisper that featured a tremble of excitement. "I saw them do things to each other."
She rose on her toes and her lips were so close to mine I could feel her warm breath on them.
"Fun things, dirty things," her lips brushed against mine as she spoke and I experienced an electric shock of pleasure throughout my body, but especially between my legs, just from that brief and minimal contact.
"Bad things," she finished in a purr, that I would later be able to describe as sultry, but even though I didn't have the word then, I knew I liked it by the way I had swelled to a full erection.
"I thought you and I could play their game," her eyes, wide and bright, met mine. "We can call it what mommy and daddy do."
"Show me what they did," I told her. "Please."
"First?" she licked her lips. "Mommy kissed him, like this."
Her lips pressed against mine and for a moment I was overcome by how good her soft flesh felt and remained still.
"You have to kiss me back, Royce," she whispered against my mouth. "Let's try again."
This time when her lips puckered into mine, I returned the favor, and the tiny moan Rose made in her throat was sweet music to my ears. I kissed her harder, by lips crushing roughly to hers, as I awkwardly engaged in what was sadly, my first kiss at the age of eighteen.
Like me, Rose seemed to be more eager than skilled and our mouths clumsily slid over and across one another; my sister giggling when I moved up while she went down and I kissed her nose and another instance of our foreheads bumping.
When our lips were reacquainted, we were better at keeping them in contact, each of our heads cocking in opposite directions to avoid another head butt. I gasped when Rose eased back and flicked her tongue over my lips. It tickled but felt damned good, and I quickly did the same. Rose's tongue darted out to meet mine and we both sighed as we swirled them over each other.
"Open your mouth," she suggested and when I did, she pushed her tongue into it.
I moaned when she whipped it around, exploring the inside of my mouth and my arms tightened around her waist, drawing her into me. Rose squeezed my arms hard enough for her nails to dig into my flesh, but I barely felt it.
All I was aware of in that moment was my beautiful sister in my arms, her lips caressing mine and my tongue now plundering her mouth. I could taste the bubble gum she'd been chewing before she'd come in, and the sweet taste along with her perfume was a sexy mix, as if I was experiencing her as both my teen sister and a grown woman at the same time.
Rose's hands slid down my arms and under my shirt and my eyes opened when she pulled it up.
"Mommy took daddy's shirt off," she explained. "Arms up."
I did as she asked and felt funny as she removed it and tossed it away. I don't think I'd ever been shirtless in front of her before. Her small hands went to my chest and as I leaned into her to resume our amazing kiss, she rubbed them over my chest.
Her soft touch gave me goosebumps of pleasure as her slender fingers ran over my body. My stomach tightened as she ran her nails lightly over it, and her breathing grew faster and heavier in my mouth.
My hands dropped down, sliding over the curve of her ass and when they dipped under the robe, Rose let her head fall back and moaned "Ohh, yes!" when I grabbed the cheeks of her firm little bottom.
As soon as her head went back, I had the irresistible desire to kiss her tender flesh and when my lips fastened to her delicate throat, she moaned my name in a way that sent shivers through me.
I squeezed her bottom hard, each of her small cheeks fitting in one of my large hands. It took me a moment to realize I felt no clothing...she was naked beneath the robe!
I slid my lips to the side, then nuzzling my face into her soft sweet smelling hair, I ran my mouth gently along her neck. Rose moaned above me, while moving her hips, first pressing into me, then back into my hands.
She wiggled her rear into my grip, squirming in excitement as I moved to the other side of her neck.
"Oh, this is nice," she whimpered. "But they did a lot more than this."
I began to ask what, but the words turned into a surprised groan when her hands went to my jeans and after fumbling with the snap for a moment, popped them open.
"Oh my god," I breathed as she tugged down my zipper. "You can't touch that!"
"That?" Rose snickered. "Mom called it a cock."
"What...hey!"
I fell back onto the bed when Rose pushed me in the chest. She stood between my legs and grabbing the tie to the robe, tugged it open to expose her breasts.
"Yeah, mommy took everything off for daddy," she flipped the robe back, letting it fall to the floor.
My eyes felt as if they were going to pop out of my head as my sister stood completely naked in front of me. I tried to see everything at once, her large milky white breasts, and the small pale pink nipples in the center of her white flesh.
The fiery red patch of hair between her thighs and between those thighs the pink slit of her sex.
"Like them?" Rose cupped her breasts and jiggled them. "I hope you do, because I want them to be yours."
"They're....oh, sis," I whispered my trembling hands reaching for them. "I can't believe you're letting me touch you."
"I'm going to touch you, too, Royce," she paused to moan, when I placed my hands over her breasts and gently squeezed them. We both released identical sighs of pleasure as I fondled her breasts.
I felt like a kid in a candy store. I was touching a naked woman! I had breasts in my hands and hard nipples poking my palm. The fact she was my sister should have made me feel shame, but to the contrary, I found it even more exciting.
Rose and I had shared everything our entire lives and now we were sharing our first intimate moments together. She whimpered and pressed her hands over mine, pushing them harder to her breasts.
I moved them over her nipples, then leaning in, lifted her breasts and took her left nipple between my lips.
"Ohh, ohh!" Rose squealed in delight as I sucked on her swollen pink flesh. I swirled my tongue around her rubbery nub, and the coos of pleasure she released inspired me to turn my attention to her other breast.
I was so hard it was becoming painful, and I shifted on the bed, trying to get my bent erection into a better position. Rose swung her leg over mine and sat down on it. Wrapping her arms around my shoulders, she shoved her breast deeper into my mouth.
I eagerly opened wider, sucking as much of her firm flesh into as I could. Rose moaned and whimpered as she ground on my thigh and the heat emanating from between her legs could be felt through my jeans.
Her hand dropped to my lap and I moaned around her nipple when she got her hand inside them and gripped me through my underwear. She moved her hand up and down and my eyes rolled back, as even though the material her touch felt so good.
"Going to show you something mommy did that daddy really liked," she told me. "It's extra dirty though," she gripped my chin in her hand and lifted my head into a long hard kiss.
She continued to play with me as we kissed and I returned the favor, getting her nipples between my fingers and rolling them. She writhed on my leg, making high pitched noises as with my confidence, as well as my passion, growing, I boldly plunged my tongue into her mouth.
Rose showed she was still the bolder of the two of us, well, she was the naked one, by slipping her hand into my underwear and grabbing my bare...cock. I'd heard the word before, and knew what it was, but had never referred to it that way, but hearing Rose say it sounded so....wrong, but in the right kind of way.
She pumped me in her small hand, her slender fingers gripping me firmly and it was my turn to wiggle on the bed as my hips moved, trying to thrust harder into her hand. Rose leaned back and eased off my leg, leaving me staring in disbelief at the large wet stain on my jeans.
My attention shifted to my sister grabbing the sides of my jeans and underwear.
"I'm naked you need to be too! Mommy and daddy got naked and that means it's how we have to do it."
Do it, I thought while lifting my hips and allowing my sister to tug my jeans and underwear down. My cock sprang free and I swore I'd never been so hard. My tip was an angry shade of purple and something sticky was oozing from the slit.
Rose pulled my clothes from my feet and sent them sliding across the floor. She stared down at my bobbing cock and licked her lips.
"Wow, I think yours is bigger than daddy's." She shrugged, and I loved the way her big white boobs jiggled. "Hope I can get it all in my mouth."
"In your mouth?"
Rose slowly sank to her knees, and taking my cock in her hand kissed the tip of it. When she moved her head back a sticky trail stretched from her lips to my tip. Rose slurped it up, then cocking her head, ran her tongue along my full length.
"Oh," I breathed. "That feels good."
Rose licked her way up the other side, then rapidly flicked her tongue over and across my sensitive head.
"Mommy kept doing this, and daddy really liked it." Rose licked her way down again, but this time kept going and I groaned when her tongue swirled over my swollen sac. She opened wide and sucked it into her mouth and I squirmed on the bed as her tongue worked over me even as she sucked.
She let them fall from her mouth, then slowly ran her tongue back to my tip. I could feel myself throbbing in her hand and a surreal feeling came over me. My sister, naked, on her knees, licking my cock and telling me this is what our parents did.
The fruits of marriage.
Rose kissed my tip once more, then pressed her lips to it, and parted them, easing me into her mouth. My mouth opened in a silent moan of surprise at how warm and wet hers was.
My sister opened wider and lowered her head and my fingers clutched the sheet as more and more of my cock was engulfed by her mouth. She gagged and I was afraid I did something wrong, but she quickly resumed her effort to work her way down.
She stopped two thirds of the way, and turning her eyes up to meet mine, she slowly bobbed her head.
"Oh that's...it feels so...Oh, Rose," I probably sounded like a fool, but nothing had ever felt that good before.
Her soft tongue sliding along my hard flesh, her full painted lips caressing me, and the feeling of being in her warm mouth. Rose gripped my base in two fingers and moved her head faster, now stroking me as she worked me with her mouth.
My hips moved, pushing up into her and she gagged again, this time spit spraying from the sides of her mouth, but she stubbornly continued to take more of me. Her hair fell across her face, and I swept it away with my hand, resting it on her head and making sure I had a clear view of this incredible act.
My cock was now wet and smeared with her lipstick and I felt even harder, as if I were going to explode. Rose placed her free hand on my sac, rubbing it and making me moan her name as she added yet another pleasurable sensation to what she was doing.
My sister was moaning as she sucked on me and her hips were moving, her cute ass going in circles as she devoured my cock the way she said my mother had done to my father.
My heart raced and each time Rose lowered her head, I felt my cock twitch. My sac was getting tighter and I couldn't hold back a continuous moan as my sister pleased me. My hand tightened in her soft hair when she moved her head faster.
Her sucking was accompanied by gurgling sounds which were kind of nasty, but also sent a thrill though me. Rose's face was getting as red as her hair from the effort of repeatedly shoving me down her throat and her eyes were now watering.
Part of me wanted to tell her to stop because it seemed like too much, but there was a look of excitement in her eyes as she worked me and the way her hips moved and those soft moans made me feel she was enjoying this as much as I was.
Okay, not as much because in a very short time I felt a strange intense pressure slowly rising through my cock and my breath caught when I realized what was about to happen.
I had to get her to stop or I'd....
"Rose! I....ohhhh" I lost control and felt myself erupt in her mouth.
Rose's eyes went wide and she made a choking sound as thick white fluid exploded from the sides of her mouth. But she didn't stop sucking, and I didn't want her too as I continued to send long squirts into her mouth.
Rose squealed and gurgled, but kept going even as more white sticky cream flowed from her mouth. I fell back onto the bed, moaning and my hips jerking as my sister kept going, taking everything I was giving her and slurping for more.
When I had nothing and my sensitive head felt like a raw nerve, I put my hand on her head and moaned.
"Stop...please."
Rose eased me from her sticky lips, then ran her tongue over them.
"Salty," she said, and grabbing my shirt from the floor, wiped off her mouth, then her breasts where some of the mess had spilled onto.
"That was...wow, why do people say that's wrong?"
"Don't know, but was it good?" She asked, still on her knees, staring at my twitching cock.
"I....yeah, it felt really good."
"Daddy told mama she gives great head so I guess that's what they call it."
"Call it whatever you want," I laughed.
"Now, its my turn." Rose stood and turned around to lay down on the bed. "Switch."
"Huh?"
"On your knees and kiss me down there." Rose spread her legs. "Make me feel good!"
I quickly dropped to my knees and took in the forbidden spot between my sister's legs. Beneath her red hair was her pink puffy slit and as I watched, she brought her hand down and using her fingers, opened herself for me, her pink flesh spreading like an exotic flower.
"Here," she tapped a small pink pearl. "Kiss me here, then lick it."
I leaned in and when I kissed her, Rose's breath hissed between her teeth and hips jerked, shoving her hot wet flesh into my face.
My nose filled with the sweet scent of her sex, and I eagerly flicked my tongue out, licking her full length. She moaned as my tongue explored the folds of her flesh and I moved it back and forth and up and down, savoring the taste of her.
I eased my tongue down and gasped when it went inside her. Rose groaned as I pushed it deeper into her wet hole, and when I tried sucking, I got a mouthful of sticky sweet juice and my sister cried out her approval of the move.
I swirled my tongue inside her, then using my fingers opened her wide and lapped at her like a thirsty dog on a hot day. Looking back, I doubt I showed much in the way of skill, but my sister had never been 'kissed" and whatever I did with my tongue led to her cooing and sighing softly.
She lifted her legs, placing her soft feet on my shoulders and moaned when I worked my way back to her swollen nub. I flicked my tongue over it in every direction, mixing in a few sucks, each one making her gasp and groan.
Rose's whimpers grew louder and more urgent, and her thighs trembled around me as her hips rocked, pushing her into my tongue.
"Don't stop, Royce," she pleaded. "Please don't stop! It feels so good! I...I'm going to do it for you! I...I'm going to come!"
Come?
I wasn't sure what she meant, but learned seconds later when my sister released a long wail and clamping her thighs around my head, bucked her hips. I struggled to keep licking as she writhed on the bed, grinding her quivering pink flesh into my sticky face.
"Yes, Royce! Oh, yes! Oh, honey! You're so good! I....I..." she trailed off into a series of sharp little hiccups before her legs fell limply from my shoulders.
"That was...oh my god!" Rose giggled. "That was so much better than when I did it myself."
"You touch yourself?"
"You don't?" she propped herself up on her elbows, and smiled down at me. "Never?"
"Uh, no, dad said its wrong.
"They say everything is wrong. So," Rose pushed herself further up on the bed, then turned so she was lying with her head on the pillow. "You ready to play some more?"
"There's more?"
I wasn't sure what more was, but I was certainly ready for it, and had been since I'd first tasted her. I climbed onto the bed, my cock once again rigid, and still oozing from before.
"What do we do?"
"Well," Rose beckoned with her finger. "You come up between my legs and put your cock in my cunt."
"Cunt?"
"Mommy called it that and daddy said she was a bad woman for saying it, but he was smiling and he was as happy to do it as you look right now."
"You sure?" I asked even as I slid up between her legs until my hands were on either side of her face, and the head of my cock sliding through her red pubic hair.
"I want it," she whispered. "I want to feel you, Royce. We're so close, let's be even closer."
Her hand slid between us and I held my breath when she gripped my cock and eased my tip through her soft wet lips.
"There," she moaned while rubbing my spongy head in a small circle, getting it wet. "Push it inside."
I eased forward and felt her beginning to open for me, my head slowly easing into her tight wet heat. My hips moved in excitement and she yelped when I sank deeper inside her.
"Ow!" her eyes went wide. "Easy, Royce, go easy. Mommy's been playing this game a long time, but it's my first time."
"Mine too." I nodded, struggling to hold back from thrusting deeper into her. "I'm sorry."
"Its okay, just...let me." Rose put her hands on my shoulders and moved her hips and I groaned as she pushed me deeper. She stopped, a look of discomfort on her face, then moved once more, and this time I slipped in easier.
I felt her spreading around me, but it was so tight! She was so hot and slick!
"Go ahead." She whispered. "All of it."
In my excitement I probably thrust too hard, and Rose did cry out when I met a moment of resistance, but pushed through it. But as soon as I had sank completely inside her, she wrapped her legs around my waist, and digging her nails into my shoulders, she moved her hips, rocking into me.



"With me," she moaned. "Move with me."
I found her rhythm and matched it and for several minutes the only sound in the room was our soft moans and Rose's whimpers as her I took her virginity and gave her mine.
"Oh, Royce, my brother," she pulled me down to her, seeking, and finding my lips. "My love," she purred into my mouth. "Do you love me?"
"With all my heart," I replied, my throat tightening with emotion.
"Then love your sister," she kissed me softly, then let her head fall back on the pillow. I pushed myself up so I could look down at her, and as our hips moved in unison, my hard flesh engulfed in the tight wet sheath of my sister's cunt, I was overwhelmed with how beautiful she was.
Rose's hair was fanned across the pillow and her amazing eyes partially shut. Her lips were parted to release her soft sighs and purrs of delight and her cheeks flushed with passion.
Her amazing breasts jiggled each time I sank into her and her thighs soft and warm over my hips. Rose released my shoulders and put her arms over her head, her hands now against the headboard.
"Harder," she told me. "Faster."
I didn't need to be told twice and she whimpered when I eased out further and drove in harder. But her hips bucked into mine and her eyes had rolled back as each of my now faster thrusts was answered with a yip of pleasure.
"More," she breathed. "I want you to take me like daddy took mommy, and it wasn't slow."
I went as hard as I dared, and Roses legs shifted from around my hips to getting her feet on my shoulders. It changed the angle and I could feel my sac slapping into her wet flesh as I plowed deeper into her.
"Yes, yes, yes!" Rose cried out. "Like that! Make me yours, Royce! Make your sister yours!"
Her words caused me to throw caution to the wind and I thrust into her more forcefully as she yelped and squealed beneath me. Rose's breasts bounced wildly as I took her and I felt some pride in the fact we had been having sex for a few minutes and I hadn't finished yet.
Having sex...I was having sex!
"Oh, oh, oh!" Rose moaned. "Keep going! Just like that, my love! I'm going to..." her head went back, her eyes went wide as did her mouth as she emitted a sound that could only be described as a howl.
Her cunt tightened around me, then relaxed and a flood of something warm and wet gushed around my cock. Rose bucked and wiggled beneath me, moaning about how she was coming on her brother and my reaction was to pound her harder.
Rose's body relaxed and she lay there like a rag doll as I continued to have my way with her.
"Stop," she put her hand to my chest.
"Did I do something wrong?" I remained inside her, my cock engulfed in her now flooded cunt.
"No, but there's other ways to play." She gave me that smile that for years to come would never fail to excite me.
"Like how?"
"Want to see my butt in the air?"
"In the air?"
"You know, like how dogs do it."
"Yes!" I exclaimed, then felt like an idiot. "I mean...yes!"
Rose laughed and pushed me back. I eased from inside her and watched in anticipation as she rolled over onto her hands and knees.
I took a moment to take in the sweet curve of her ass and her glistening slit winking at me from between her ivory thighs. She playfully wiggled her hips and grabbed them, I slipped up behind her and entered her in a long thrust.
"Deep!" Rose yelped but pushed back into me. "So deep!"
I went slowly at first, watching my cock slide in and out of her pink flesh as my hands shifted to fondling her smooth cheeks.
"You can go harder. I want you to do it like this til you come again."
I took her up on that and went as fast as I dared. Rose's yelps and the sound of flesh pounding into flesh filled the room as I used long hard strokes that had my sister crying out for more.
I could do it harder in this position and Rose didn't seem to mind, telling me to keep going.
"Show me, my love!" she peered over her shoulder at me, her red hair plastered to her sweaty cheek. "Show me I'm your girl now, your woman, your love!"
I lost control and really put it to her and all too soon I was groaning and my sac tightening in preparation of giving my sister everything inside it...for a second time.
"Not inside," she moaned. "I'll roll over and help you."
I only lasted a couple more pumps, and pulled it out, gripping it tightly. Rose rolled over, and grabbing me pumped me in her fist. I gasped as I exploded in her hand, sending a long white squirt that splattered on her stomach.
She moved my cock and the rest of my cum splashed onto her heaving breasts, painting several white lines on each of them. I groaned when there was nothing left, but she gave my cock a twist, wringing out a couple more drops.
I collapsed next to her on the bed and we lay there in silence as we caught our breath.
"Like the game?" she asked.
"I could play it all the time." I laughed.
"Promise you'll only play it with me." She turned her head and was no longer smiling. "I mean it. Royce. I want to be yours and want you to be mine. Forever, just us."
"I'd like that." I took her hand and bringing it to my lips, kissed it.
"I'll do anything you want, be your good woman and your bad girl," Rose said. "But you be good to me, got it?"
"Not a problem." This time I leaned over and kissed her sticky lips. "You're the most beautiful girl I know."
"You don't know many," she tried to keep a straight face, then giggled. "But I would be even if you did."
"No doubt there, and I'll be the best looking guy you know." Silence. "Right?"
"I guess," she told me then burst out laughing. "Royce, I am so happy right now."
"Me too, but..." The enormity of what happened, hit me. "What about mom and dad?"
"We're not telling them, silly." Rose rolled her eyes. "But we're eighteen now and old enough to work and when we get back we're getting jobs."
"Dad wants us to go to bible college in a year when he has enough money to..."
"No, we work and we get a place. I'm not living like this anymore and I don't want to sneak around with you. Soon as we can, we move. Promise me."
"They won't be happy."
"We've never been happy, Royce. You want to make them happy or," she dropped her hand down and squeezed my oozing cock. "You want to let me make you happy forever?"
"Well, I....oh!" I gasped when Rose curled over my chest, and laying across me, took my cock back in her mouth. I put my hand on her sweaty back as she bobbed her head making me moan and squirm as my cock struggled to rise to the occasion.
"You!" I exclaimed as I triumphantly swelled to another erection.
"Good answer." Rose sat up, then spun around, swung her leg over me, and sank down, impaling herself on my cock. "This is what they played next," she moaned as she bounced up and down on me, her glorious and still sticky breasts jiggling. "And we can play every night when we get out on our own."
"Whatever you want, Rose." I gripped her hips and thrust up into her. "Anything you want."
With a smile, my sister lowered herself onto me and kissed me softly.
"I just want you, my love."
Epilogue
That night was fifty years ago and after my sister went for a long slow sensual ride on me, and this time when I was ready, hopped off and let me fill her mouth again. I never thought of it then, but my sister knew more about sex than I did and was smart enough not to allow me to finish inside her.
After that, all I wanted to do was sleep, but Rose wanted to go into our parent's room and snoop. We found more make-up and some very slinky things in our mother's dresser. Looking back, I realized my mother wearing makeup for Dad was a dirty game, her playing the whorish woman of the world seducing the man of god. In one sense, I say good for them, enjoying the fruits he'd spoken of.
But it also made me see it in a bad light. That we, and all the young people like us, were denied that fun, that in order to get to it we had to live that pure life. I wonder how many young people in that church married without having much love for each other, but to finally be able to take care of their long burning needs? Then spent their life together because divorce was yet another sin.
But not us. No, our love, forbidden as it was, grew and flourished and has stood the test of time. Fifty years and we are still together and very much in love. We were true to our promise to each other, telling our parents we weren't going to take a year off and then off to Bible College where they wanted us to meet our future spouses.
No, we were going to keep working and have a life of our own. It wasn't easy that first few months. Sneaking a little time together when we could and pining for each other in our rooms when we couldn't.
Continuous arguments about how we needed to pray about things because this wasn't god's plan. It wasn't, it was ours and we stuck to it and moved in to a small three room apartment.
We bought a pull out bed which is where I claimed to sleep, and we lived as brother and sister to the world and a love struck and lusty couple behind closed doors. We both left the church and our parents disowned us. Hurtful as it was, it worked for our situation.
We were able to move out of the state guilt free, and once we were somewhere no one knew us, we lived openly as a couple. Rose even colored her hair black for a couple years so we didn't look so much alike.
But once we could move even further away, we gave up caring and no one around us ever seemed to think anything was odd about us. We could never legally marry, but we bought rings and told people we were.
Our first child was born five years after that fateful night we became lovers. Our gorgeous daughter Lynn, and two years later our son, Royce Junior. Our mother reached out to us once, how she found out where we lived, I still don't know, and wanted to come see us.
We discussed it but decided not to. We couldn't lie away having two children and they would be appalled at the fact we were a couple living in not just sin, but ultimate sin.
It was a hard choice, but one we had to make, and in some ways they had made it for us, by forcing us to live that overbearing puritan lifestyle. We often talk about whether or not they created our sin in their desperation to keep us from the world. Was it possible that had we been raised normally we would have been in school, dated others and eventually settled down and marry others.
But, as Rose is quick to point out, our father always claimed two things. One, that God had a plan, and two? No one had to understand it, or even like it.
So maybe this was God's plan for us. Not that I would know because we haven't 'spoken' to him in some time, but regardless of what brought my sister and I together, here we are a half century later with kids, grand kids, very much in love...
And still doing what mommy and daddy do.
Author's Note: Hope you enjoyed taking a trip down memory lane with Royce and Rose, as well as the concept of the series. Votes and comments are appreciated and as always, thank you for reading and supporting my work all these years. LC
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Author's Note: Welcome to my entry in the Halloween Story Contest 2023. Have you heard of the Legend of The Great Pump-Kin? No? Well gather round my friends and get close to that campfire and far from the ominous fall shadows as I regale you with a story of prophecy, incest, love, lust and revenge!
Chapter One
On this day of October 31st, in the year of our lord 1871, the town of Burrillville, acting upon the sentence of honorable Judge Jeremiah Mason, executed by public hanging, Jonathan Winchester. Winchester was found guilty of the heinous crime of having sexual relations with not only his sister, but his niece as well as both of his daughters.
In court, and acting as his own defense, Mr. Winchester claimed to be under the influence of an evil spirit he encountered when exploring the forbidden woods beyond Spring Lake Road.
By his account, this spirit dwelt in a pumpkin patch behind the tainted ground where the Nipmuc buried the dead who shamed them or broke the laws of both man and the Manitou they sent their heathen prayers to.
Mr. Winchester insisted it was this demonic entity that instilled in him the desire to lay in sin with the women of his family. When asked the name of this demon, Mr. Winchester referred to it as the same name used in an old wives tale, stating it was indeed the....
"Great Pumpkin?" Nathan snorted as he sat down on a moss covered stump and pulled off his shoe. "Seriously sis?"
"Seriously, and its two words Pump-Kin" Zoey waved the tattered leather journal in her hand while leaning against a tree several feet in front of him. "It's all right here."
"Christ, that thing?" He rolled his light blue eyes, "A bunch of shit written by a superstitious woman back in the damn 1800's?"
"That superstitious woman was our grandmother five times removed!" Zoey declared indignantly. "She's the matriarch of our family. Not just anyone."
"Was, not is, so why should I care about her?"
"Whatever, thing is it's true and you shouldn't make fun of it. There's a lot of lore in this book. Myths, legends, haunted places and..." she stopped when she noticed her younger brother shaking his head.
"Lore? C'mon, Zoe, you really buy all that ghost buster crap?"
"You know I do, and Mom does too."
"Insanity is hereditary," he smirked.
"So is being a loser. I guess there's no hope for your kids," she gave her head a toss, flipping her long blonde hair over her shoulder. "Assuming you ever make any."
"Wow!" Nathan exclaimed, shaking the rock out of his shoe. "That was bitchy!"
"Sorry," Zoey looked back down at the journal and closed it around her finger to hold her place, careful not to further rip the tattered pages. "I shouldn't have said that."
"It's okay, I guess," Nathan put his shoe back on and shrugged. "I shouldn't make fun of you either. I just think you and Mom put a little too much stock in old stories."
"This isn't just any old story; this is our history." Zoey explained.
"Only because our family was originally from this shithole state." Nathan rolled his baby blue eyes.
"Rhode Island's not a shithole, it has beautiful foliage, great beaches, cool old mansions and a lot of history," Zoey smiled. "Especially when it comes to the supernatural. H.P. Lovecraft was born and lived here. Edgar Allen Poe met his love here."
"Lovecraft died Po' didn't he?" Nathan chuckled.
"You're so clever," It was her turn to roll her similar blue eyes. "But know what's only about fifteen minutes from here?"
"A swamp from the smell of it."
"The house they based the Conjuring on, they let people stay overnight and almost everyone says they hear and see ghosts."
"They charge for them to stay," he pointed out. "The ghosts are recorded sounds and video," he sighed. "You and Mom probably still believe in the frigging tooth fairy."
"Our family has always believed; this book has been passed down since Mabel Winchester wrote it."
"Winchester?" Nathan remained sitting as he distastefully eyed the dense trees and bushes around them. It was warm for the end of October, at least for the East Coast, more like the weather in Ft. Lauderdale where they were supposed to be. Instead, and for a reason she still hadn't given him, Mom had dragged them up here for a week.
"Yup," Zoey made a rolling motion with her hand. "Let's go dunce, put two and two together."
"You telling me that Winchester guy you just read about is related to us?"
"We're his direct descendants." Zoey stated with an air of pride Nathan found odd considering what the book said about him.
"Dear old great however many times gramps was boning his daughters," he scowled. "Bet they don't tell people shit like that on Ancestry dot com."
"Probably not," she agreed. "But that's what we're doing here, looking for his grave."
"Up here? I thought the cemetery was down by..." he frowned, trying to remember the name of the road. "I forget that, but that big ass church is next to it."
"Mabel wrote that seeing what he did was seen as a disgrace they buried him near the Nipmuc burial ground out of spite and to further shame him and his name."
"Seen as? Banging your sister, niece, and kids is pretty fucked up."
"To self-righteous judgmental Puritans I'm sure it was, but those narrow minded idiots don't understand that."
"I don't think anyone understands that" Nathan scrunched his face up in disgust. "Just sick and gross."
"Think so?" Zoey asked, nonchalantly setting him up.
"Damn straight I do."
"Then how come All in the Family is on your porn hub favorites list?" She smiled at the way his face turned red and he looked away from her.
"And Family is for fun, My sister's hot, why not?" She tapped her chin. "I like 'My Sister Sucks', really clever, you think sucks like she's a pain, but they mean suck like..." Zoey pushed her tongue into her cheek, puffing it out while working her hand next to her mouth, simulating a blow job.
"Okay, okay!" Nathan looked even more flustered than he had before, and Zoey knew exactly why. "I get it."
"No, you've never gotten it," she teased with what she knew was a much more sensitive topic than his favorite porn sites. "Maybe that's part of the problem."
"Sorry I'm not easy like you," he countered. "Maybe I'm waiting for someone special and not just looking for fun."
"Mad props for saying that with a straight face, you'd stick it in the crack of dawn if you could."
"Sis has jokes," he muttered. "You know that really bothers me."
"I do, and I'd say I'm sorry, but you're being a dink about helping me today."
"Helping you do what?" he spread his arms out. "Slogging through the woods looking for a place that's probably made up?"
"It's not made up, and you're helping me because I'm your sister, and your best friend, and we always help each other."
"Never helped me with girls," he pointed out for the hundredth time. "How come you never set me up with your friends or their sisters?"
"Maybe because I think you should be able to get your own girl." Zoey retorted. "Besides, my friends are two years older than you and into college guys, their sisters go to school with you and know you're a loser."
"Real nice," he pushed his glasses up on his sweaty nose. "I'm not a loser, I'm just kind of shy with girls."
"You don't try. You're not going to find them hanging around with your dork friends and playing world of shitcraft all night."
Nathan frowned, and looked away again, but this time with a look of hurt on his face. Zoey slumped back against the tree, annoyed with herself. Between being both nervous and excited, she was all kinds of amped up and getting snippy with him for no reason.
She eyed her 18 year old brother as he took off his other shoe, shaking it out as he had the other. She doubted there was anything in it or he'd have done it right away, he was doing it as an excuse to remain quiet and mask his hurt feelings.
Nathan was decent looking guy but didn't help himself. The big nerdy glasses he wore were his choice, he could wear contacts, but seemed to think the glasses were 'cool'.
Maybe they could be but seeing he was the stereotyped geek in every way and so paralyzed with irrational fear around girls he stammered, and worse, said awkward stupid things to them, he was a 100% lost cause nerd.
He tried to dress like a cool kid as exemplified by his white Tommy Hilfiger t-shirt, banana republic shorts, and the insanely expensive Black Vessi sneakers mom had bought him for his birthday two months ago.
Her brother had the wardrobe of the yuppie Starbucks crowd, but with the social skills of a complete dork, and it wasn't a good combination, the clothes were a desperate cry to not be what he was, and even girls his age noticed that.
But beneath the glasses, he had the beautiful baby blue eyes they'd inherited from Mom, and his features were smooth, bordering on pretty with high cheek bones and a cute cleft in his chin.
He had a good build, still a little thin, but he'd been filling out lately, mostly due to buying a weight bench and working out in the basement in another effort to improve himself physically.
That wasn't the issue, Zoey had seen girls look at him, and been interested, it was when he opened his mouth that things went to hell. She felt bad for him, Nate was a sweet kid and she knew he'd be amazing to any girl who could get through his awkwardness to get to know the real him.
Nate would help anyone, give you the shirt off his back, and when around just her or some of his friends had a great sense of humor and a great aww shucks smile that she'd always loved, and was another point in his favor with girls.
It went well with his usually unkempt sandy brown hair, and overall air of boy next door cute. His argument that she never helped him with his issues with girls was valid. Zoey could set him up for a date.
For that matter she knew a few girls who were easy enough she could just get them to fuck him, but there was a reason she hadn't. Nathan was only meant to be with one woman, and only when the time was right.
Luckily for him, both were closer than he dared hope.
"I'm sorry, Nate," she said quietly. "Low blow."
"It was," he agreed. "But, whatever, it's okay."
"No, it's not," she walked slowly over and as he'd been doing all day, at least when he knew she was looking his way, he seemed to struggle to keep his eyes averted from her.
Zoey didn't share her brothers' issues with the opposite sex. Armed with her wide blue eyes, long honey blonde here, soft pretty features, and a pair of full sensual made for cock sucking lips, she had never wanted for attention from boys.
The neck down didn't hurt either. Zoey was currently working her way through school as a waitress at Hooters and well qualified for the job. On the taller side, her legs 'went on forever' as some old perv had once told her.
Years of dance classes had kept them toned and looking good, and her deep tan added an additional appeal to them. She had a slim athletic build with a small, but tight, heart shaped ass that earned her a lot of tips in the painted on orange shorts she wore as part of her 'uniform'
The top part of that ensemble, a white tank top, a size too small, as required, made her breasts, which unlike the rest of her body, were quite large, look even more prominent. Zoey wasn't stuck on herself, but knew she was both pretty and possessed a killer body.
As Nate was quick to call out when she mocked his virginity, Zoey was a good time girl. She enjoyed sex, and if a guy caught her eye and wasn't a jerk, she was more than happy to have some fun with him.
But only once or twice. Since her first time four years ago, right up until now, she'd never had a serious boyfriend. She wasn't constantly sleeping around, but whenever the urge arose, she had no issue finding what she needed.
Because just as Nate was meant to be with one person, so was she, except to be able to seduce that person she had to be both experienced and confident, so Mom had told her it was okay to have lovers, but only for sex, her heart was to only be given to her predestined partner.
As she approached she continued to watch Nate look at her legs, which were on full display in the absurdly short denim cut offs she wore. His eyes would then quickly shift upwards to her breasts, hugged tightly by one of her Hooters tank tops, but this one, a half shirt which left her flat tanned midriff bare as well as displaying the inch long silver chain dangling from her pierced naval.
"It's not okay," she stopped directly in front of him, her bare stomach at eye level. "But, in a way, it is okay, know why?"
"Because it's true, I am a loser." He lowered his head and now confronted by her legs, he tried to turn his head, but she caught his chin in her hand and tilted his head to look up at her.
"You're not, and never say that about yourself."
"You just said it."
"And I said I was sorry, but go ahead and ask me why it's okay?"
"Fine, why is it okay?"
"What if I told you," she smiled down at him through her red coated lips. "That your little virginity problem will be a thing of the past after today?"
"Huh?" he blinked. "How the hell is that going to happen? I don't even know anyone up here," he waved his hand. "I was supposed to go to that big party at the beach, was hoping I'd find a girl drunk enough to feel bad for me. Now we're here and..."
She stopped him with a slender finger to his lips, then ran her long ebony painted nails lightly down his cheek.
"There's a party here tonight."
"That stupid town festival thing? Bunch of old people? Thing sounds like it will be straight of fucking Mayberry."
"It will be wilder than you think," she flashed a sly smile. "But that's not where it will happen."
"Stop fucking with me, nothing's going to happen tonight," he sighed. "Nothing ever happens for me."
"Little brother?" Zoey leaned down so their faces were only inches apart. "I want you to look me in the eye." When his gaze met hers, she continued. "I promise I am not punking you. Today is your day, I am going to make it happen for you. All you have to do is two things. The first is to trust me."
"What's the second?" Nathan asked with a slight tremor in his voice she knew was from her being so close to him.
"You need to help me find that grave and do what I ask once we do."
"And that's somehow going to get me laid?"
"Not just laid," she whispered. "But with a hot girl who'll make your wildest fantasies come true."
"Seriously?"
"She's pretty, she's sexy, and she's nasty as fuck when it comes to sex."
"And like, she's here? You know her?"
"Yes to both," she straightened and turned away.
Zoey walked over to the backpack she'd put down and could feel his eyes on her ass in the painted on shorts, especially when she bent over to pick up the bag, slinging it over her shoulder she looked back at him.
"You coming?"
"If it means I'll be coming, lead the way, sis!"
Chapter Two
"Damn, this place stinks!" Nathan complained from just in front of her.
"It's the bog," she, pointed between two large trees. "It's like the swamps down in Florida."
"A little taste of home," he grunted. "Still don't know why the hell Mom dragged us up here for a few days."
"For today and tonight." Zoey told him as she stopped and opened he journal to the crudely drawn map in the middle of the book. "First couple of days here were to just get used to the city, the next couple will be to enjoy the fallout."
"Fallout?"
"You'll see," she needed to stop making cryptic statements and her brother proved her right with his next words.
"You sound like a reject from a bad ghost story with all your weird comments." He paused. "No service up here, we better not really get lost, we could wander into fucking Connecticut."
"We'll be fine, once we find what we're looking for the way back will be easy."
"How do you figure that?"
"We'll have different kind of GPS," she smiled when he scowled at her, then put her hands up and waved them "Oh, spoooookeeyyyyyyy" she moaned in a ghostly voice.
"You're nuts," Nathan said, but laughed. "Now yell 'you're all dooooomed!"
"Nah, no one's doomed, but some people are going to have some awkward explaining to do and some serious drama ahead of them."
"Zoey, can you drop the crap and tell me what's up? Mom's been acting all kind of weird since she told us we were coming up here."
"Easier to show you," she stopped and looked around. "Shit, which is east? I think I was looking at this upside down."
Nathan looked up at the sun and pointed. "That way, let's hear it for being a boy scout."
"Man, its warm," he wiped at his face. "Can I get some water?"
Zoey removed one of the bottles from the backpack and gave it to him.
"Thought it was supposed to be cool up here around now?" He said after chugging half the bottle and handing it back to her.
"It is, but that's part of everything. Every thirty years, roughly once a generation, it heats up, part of knowing it's the right time."
"Here we go again," he looked around and pointed. "That smell isn't just that dirty water, look at these trees, there's fungus all over them, and they look kind of..." he searched for the word. "Unhealthy."
"Because we're close. That burial ground is spoiled ground. Everything that grows around it is sick, just like the things they buried here."
"They buried people here, not things."
"If you knew some of the legends of what they did you might change your mind." She shuddered. "Cannibalism, human sacrifice, sex with animals."
"Ugh, makes banging your daughter sound okay," Nathan whistled.
"There you go, bro, perspective!" she laughed, then her eyes widened. "Holy shit! I see a cairn!"
"A what?"
"A pile of stones, that's what they used to mark graves!"
Zoey hurried forward, stepping between the twisted branches of two gnarled trees that she'd gotten a glimpse of the cairn through. She took two steps past them, then yelped when her footing gave way in the mud and she pitched forward.
She gasped when Nathan grabbed her arm and yanked her back into him.
"Thanks," she paused to catch her breath as she stared down at the black mud that was sprinkled with nasty looking multicolored growths.
"We're at the very edge of the bog," Nathan snapped a long thin branch from a tree and stepping in front of her poked the ground.
In two places the tip sank several inches down, in the third it found solid ground.
"Here, stay right behind me."
They carefully treaded their way between several more trees, each more deformed and fungus covered than the next. The smell was getting bad, and Zoey made the mistake of trying to breathe through her mouth and retched, almost losing her lunch.
"Take this," Nathan pressed a bandana into her hand, he'd had in his pocket, and had used to wipe his face several times.
"Thanks," even though it was damp and sweaty, pressing it to her face kept the stink manageable. Next to her, Nathan had pulled his baggy t-shirt up over his mouth, holding it with one hand while using the stick.
They reached a stretch of water several feet across and after Nathan probed it with the branch they were sure it was only a few inches deep. Zoey removed her sneakers and socks, as Nathan did the same.
"Take my hand in case there's a deeper spot or your foot gets sucked into the muck."
Zoey took his hand and squeezed it. She hadn't expected it to be this creepy up here, and she was grateful for his touch. More than that, he'd gone from bitching and giving her a hard time, to basically taking charge and watching out for her.
"A good young man takes care of his own."



Zoey froze in mid-step, she'd heard the words, spoken in a sibilant voice, in her mind not through her ears.
"Especially the womenfolk, and in turn they take good care of their man."
"Holy shit," she whispered as a chill ran through her.
"What's the matter?" Nathan asked. You're crushing my hand, you see something?"
"No, just getting a weird vibe from this place." She resumed walking slowly through the water which wasn't just warm, but sticky from the scum floating in it.
"It was always that way, and should be that way again, isn't that right fruit of my seed?"
"Grandpa?" she thought the word, wondering if it would work.
"No, he has passed from this world, both in body and spirit. I am who you seek and the true patriarch or our special family"
They reached the other side of the mucky water, but Zoey hesitated to approach the clearing in front of her which was littered with cairns, some still standing, others knocked over, rocks strewn everywhere.
"No cause for fear, my beautiful daughter. I mean you no harm, I seek retribution on the descendants of those who hung he who I gave my seed to in hopes to further the oldest and most powerful love, that of family."
"Sis?" Nathan squeezed her hand, his eyes filled with concern. "You okay? You look like you seen a ghost, and I don't mean that as a joke."
"I...I'm okay."
"You sure? We can just get out of here if you're scared."
"No," she shook her head and took a deep breath. "I need to do this for Mom and Mabel and everyone in between. I can't stop."
"I don't know what you're supposed to do, but if it's that important, tell me, and I'll go do it for you and you can stay here, how's that?"
Zoey, overwhelmed with affection, threw her arms around him and kissed his cheek.
"I love you, Nathan, you know that?"
"Love you too, sis," he awkwardly returned the hug, but she heard him inhale deeply, taking in the scent of her hair and perfume. "You sure you're okay?"
"I am now," she leaned back, still smiling. "My brave brother is here to protect me."
"He is a brave lad, but you know he is protective of you for more than being his sister, do you not?"
"Yes, that's why mama said its time." Zoey replied in her mind.
"Your mother is right, dear one. Tis the time and the season for both love and retribution. Come to me, my golden haired beauty, no harm will befall you from the spirits of the dead and disgraced, they only rage at night, and you will be gone before then."
"Come on, Nate," she slipped into her sneakers, stepping on the backs of them rather than putting them all the way back on. "It should be right on the edge of the burial ground. They kept him separate from the others because they didn't want to piss off the remaining Nipmucs by putting a white man among them."
"How do you know that?" he mimicked, her, just sliding his feet into his shoes.
"Mabel," she hefted the journal. "What else you want to know?" she flinched when a rock from the top of the small cairn they'd just passed rolled off the top and just missed her foot. "Talk to me."
"What happened to his family? If they hung him for incest wouldn't they have done that to them?"
"Mabel said that as soon as he realized he'd been spotted in the barn with both his daughters, the town would come for him."
"Both? Damn." Nathan shook his head. "Kinky old goat."
"He told them to lie and say he coerced them that he put a spell on them and they couldn't control themselves."
"They bought that?"
"It was the 1800's they still bought everything especially here in the northeast," Zoey reminded him. "The daughters were told to add they were afraid to say no because he was their father."
"The town took pity on them but wanted to send them all off to a convent. They agreed, but the carriage that was to take them there was hijacked by robbers, and they were never seen again."
"Whoa, they were killed?" Nathan came to a sudden stop when another rock, rolled off a pile even though there was no wind and it was several feet away.
"No, the robbers were the farm hands that worked for John and Mabel, she paid them to ambush the carriage and knock out the two men in charge of getting them to the convent, when they woke up the women were gone they assumed they ended up being sold to brothels or murdered."
"Back then there were no id's and not much for detailed records so they went to New York, then further west and the family kept spreading out. Remember Nana saying she was born and raised in Oregon before coming to Florida?"
"Wow, and I thought we were from a dull family."
"We're a wild bunch, Nate," she gave him a playful wink despite her nerves. "You'll see just how wild soon and hear more later."
They made their way across the circular clearing, twice jumping out of the way of rolling rocks. Not that they were big enough to really hurt, but both somehow knew they shouldn't come into contact with them.
"That has to be it," Zoey pointed to a thin path between two enormous trees with crude drawings carved into the bark.
"Look at this," Nathan stopped in front of the one on the right which showed a drawing of a stick figure in front of a circle with a leering face drawn in the center.
Beneath it was a depiction of two people having sex, one figure bent over with the other behind it. There were several more pairs of copulating stick figures and next to each the round face looking on.
"Wonder what this says?" He pointed to a series of symbols that had the appearance of a language.
"Beware the gourd that corrupts the heart and loins."
"You can read that?"
"No," she opened the journal and showed him the exact tree Mabel had drawn a hundred fifty years ago. "See?"
"Damn, that's freaky."
"Told you this is all real." She pointed to the smiling circle. "That's the Great Pump-Kin."
"That's not the Charlie Brown version, that's for sure." He looked up at the sky, then his watch. "It's only three, but it seems like it's already getting darker," he looked up again. "All of a sudden too, no?"
"Even the sun won't shine on the cursed dead," Zoey said softly. "Nor does it want to nourish the gourd."
"Oh, my gourd with this," Nathan forced a nervous laugh.
"Ouch," Zoey winced. "Better squash those jokes."
"Double ouch!" Nathan grinned.
"Children," there was a sigh in her mind that caused her to laugh.
"We going to do whatever it is you're supposed to do?" Nathan turned serious, "I don't want to be up here in the dark, and I don't know how long the flashlights in our phones would hold up."
"Okay," she hefted the bag on her shoulder, and went to step between the trees, but Nathan cut her off, going in front of her.
"Jeez, look at this place."
Zoey cleared the trees and found they were standing before another circle, this full of thick bushes and brush, but also a thick tangle of vines that were interspersed with grey desiccated husks of pumpkins.
"Something tells me that's what we're looking for." Nathan spoke softly while nodding to her left.
Zoey followed his gaze to see an old rotting casket sitting atop what looked like three feet of dried up vegetation that was grey and black on the bottom, but much greener just beneath the coffin.
"Assholes didn't even bury him."
"They did," Zoey pushed herself to approach what she knew was the 'altar' Mabel had described in the journal. "Look at the old dirt and rocks along the base of this growth, the casket has been pushed up from the ground over the years."
"That's fucked up." Nathan walked in a circle around the casket, holding his phone up. "Hey, my camera isn't working."
"This isn't meant to be photographed." When she saw the look on his face, she tapped her chest. "Take one of me."
Nathan clicked his phone and frowned when the flash went off. He stared at the picture of her, then once again tried to take one of the coffin.
"This is fucked up," he lowered the phone. "You...you think this isn't really here, like some kind of ghostly image?"
"Maybe," Zoey's focus was on the thick grey vines that crisscrossed over the cracked lid of the casket. In the center was a large deflated black shell of a pumpkin.
She tentatively reached out, her fingers grazing it, then cried out when a flash went off behind her eyes and she saw an image of what she knew she had to do appear before her.
"What's wrong?" Nathan was immediately by her side. "You jerked your hand back like you were shocked or something."
"I felt something like that, a charge." She left out what she'd seen but had the feeling the same image had been in her brother's mind many times lately.
"Not just mind, but heart. It's here that is the key, only because of his feelings is this the time, pretty one."
"Right," Zoey replied aloud, and slipping the large bag from her shoulder, handed it to Nathan. "Do me a favor, there's a blanket in there, spread it out for me."
"What are we going to do, have a picnic with old gramps here?"
"Just do it, please," she said softly as she reached back and removed the scrunchie from her ponytail and shook out her long curly hair.
"Okay," he unzipped the bag and after taking out the two bottles of water, pulled out the old black blanket she'd folded up and shoved in there this morning.
"There's candles under it, put them on the corners of the blanket and use the lighter in the inside pocket."
"Now I guess it's a séance," he mumbled.
As Nathan shook out the blanket, then put the four small Yankee candle jars on the ends as she'd asked.
"Pumpkin scented, what a shock." He found the cheap plastic Bic and opened each jar to light the candles.
"Phew!" he waved his hand under his nose. "That's not just pumpkin."
"Mom melted in some nightshade incense," Zoey bent over, and took a deep breath of the acrid smoke."
"Nightshade?"
"It's known to be an aphrodisiac," Zoey slipped her sneakers off, and briefly stared down at her black tipped toes, wiggling them in the cool dirt.
It felt good, the soil beneath her feet surprisingly vibrant and strong, as if there were an energy flowing through it.
"Like goat weed?" Nathan asked.
"Something like it," Zoey placed the journal flat on the edge of the coffin, flipping through the pages until she came to the spell she'd been practicing with Mom for the last six months.
She could most likely do this from memory, but in case her nerves kicked in and her mind went blank, she wanted it in front of her. Zoey found the spell, then swallowed nervously when the black shapeless husk slid several inches down the lid of the coffin towards her hands.
"Whoa! I saw that!" Nathan started to step towards her, but she put her hand up. "Stay on the blanket."
"But..."
"Do your part for me," Zoey gave him an encouraging smile. "Remember what I said will happen for you if I succeed here."
"No idea what this has to do with that, but okay." He stepped back into the middle of the blanket.
"Take your shoes off, and sit down, get comfortable," she instructed.
Nathan shrugged and did as she asked, and Zoey's eyes narrowed when she noticed the smoke from the candles drifting toward him. There was no breeze, and even if there were, it wouldn't explain how smoke from all four corners would be drifting inward and into his face.
He blinked, and at first waved at the wisps of smoke, then stopped and seemed to relax as the incense laced grey tendrils swirled around his head.
"You know, this stuff kind of grows on you, it smells good."
"Glad you like it," she whispered.
"Turn his mind to where it needs to be before you begin." The voice, which seemed much closer and louder, hissed in her head.
"Hey, Nate can I ask you a question?"
"Shouldn't you be doing whatever it is you think you need to do?"
"I need a few minutes to let my energy build," she lied. "Let's talk."
"About what? The cool stories I'll have for my friends when we get back home about haunted pumpkin patches?"
"I don't think you should talk about what we'll be doing here," her voice seemed different. Lower, with a smoky, sultry rasp to it, and she was speaking slower than she usually did. "Now be a good boy and answer your sister's question."
"Good boy?" he gave her an odd look.
"You are a good boy for me, Nate. You do anything I ask of you, don't you?"
"Usually, you okay? You sound stoned."
"I think I sound sexy, don't you? Let's see," she turned and gave him a sultry smile, her normally wide eyes now narrow and smoldering with intensity. "Hmm, I like that little brother," she released a purr that would make a phone sex operator proud. "Yeah, baby, you want to make your big sister happy, don't you?"
"What the hell, Zoey?" he demanded his face flushing and not from the heat of the candles. "What kind of weird shit is this?"
"My question," she eased back on the porn star voice, but kept her eyes on his, holding him with her stare. "Is what's with all that porn you watch?"
"What kind of question is that?"
"One your sister wants an answer to," her smile changed to disarming, and she let her eyes widen, trying to get him relaxed. "We've never had secrets from each other," she cocked her head. "Have we?"
"Uh, no, no," he stammered. "I...well, uh, you know. I don't have a girl so I..." he looked away. "Need something to get off to."
"Sure, makes sense, I jill off myself sometimes," she giggled. "Nothing wrong with some me time, right?"
"I guess, shouldn't you be..."
"But even the sites that said family, all the videos marked as watched were brother and sister." She kept her tone casual even though out of the corner of her eye a ripple flowed through the black husk and it was now slowly pulsing.
Mom had said that would happen; it was a sign it recognized her as the blood of one's who'd born the seed of forbidden lust.
"Oh, well, I..." he stuttered the way he did when he tried talking to a girl, and on cue he pushed his glasses up on his nose, his tell whenever he was nervous or lying. "I guess maybe it's kind of...because the girls and guys are around our age so I think it's what sex would be like."
"Plenty of young porn stars not pretending to be someone's sister," she paused to lick her lips and saw his eyes widen behind his lenses. "But other thing I noticed is the sister is always the big sister, never the little sister, and in some of them, the brother was a virgin."
"Why are we talking about this?" Nathan asked. "We're in a damn cemetery and it's getting dark and..."
"You think about it, Nate?"
"Think about what? Sex?"
"Sex with me."
"Fuck no!" he exclaimed. "Jesus, why would you say that?" he pointed to the casket. "You're getting that from that sick fucking story about the molester in that box. Got it on the brain."
There was the sound of someone taking a deep breath in her mind, and a slow exhalation that had a blatantly sexual aspect to it.
"Ah, the scent of love laced lust for forbidden fruit, there is nothing like it. The ones before you failed for there was not a true desire for me to inspire. Even as a diminished spirit I feel his longing for his sibling's heart and body.
"It's time, daughter, speak the words that will make me whole, that will lead to you consummating your love, and my and your family's revenge."
"On the night of Samhain," Zoey recited in Latin. "I ask for love the world deem insane."
She reached into the pocket of her shorts and removing a small pocketknife snapped it open.
"Zoey, what are you doing?" Nathan's voice sounded far away and garbled from the sudden rushing in her ears.
She reached over the husk and didn't hesitate to draw the knife across her palm. She felt no pain from the cut and watched the blood drip onto the throbbing mass on the altar.
Tonight, I long to feel and see,
To share the love of family.
A lust so strong and love so right,
I yearn for in their arms tonight.
Love the righteous deem forbidden,
forcing us to keep it hidden.
Beneath her hand the mass swelled and a series of cracking sounds reached her ears. The rotted black skin burst open, healthy green tendrils sprouting from under it. Zoey spread her arms and lifted her head, her voice rising.
A love for which we've been taught shame,
within us fans that secret flame.
We burn within for those we crave,
those by morality enslaved.
Within them now unleash desire;
and now ignite that inner fire!
Pieces of decayed black vegetation exploded around and above her, but none of it struck her, as she continued the incantation. A feeling of light headedness overcame her and everything momentarily went dark. But her memory didn't fail and her voice shouted into her personal darkness.
Within the one whose love you seek,
desire for whom you dare to speak,
be there but a glowing ember,
spark of need for family member,
that tiny seed is all you need
Her vision returned and Zoey could see herself, as if she were floating above her body. Not just her, but the clearing. Nathan remaining on the blanket, still sitting, his eyes wide as he stared at what was happening on the altar.
The fresh greens were intertwining, forming a circular shape that quickly became a solid sphere. The green cracked away as the original husk had, now giving way to a familiar shade of orange.
Zoey stared down at her body where she stood, arms out as if in supplication, her head thrown back, and her eyes were now the same shade of orange as the transforming shape on the alter.
to nurture lust on which to feed
to quench the thirst of family first,
and scorn the laws of couplings cursed.
The flow'r thus will burst from cover
and each embrace their true lover.
The sphere had now morphed into a large pumpkin, and as Zoey watched from above, small chunks of it popped out of the front, two triangular eyes, a nose and a row of sharp fangs appearing, curved into a feral smile.
That seed you seek yet can be found,
in this unhallowed tainted ground.
Wisps of orange steam emanated from it, and a sizzling sound accompanied a small circle being burned into the top of it, around the stem.
The seed of the unholy gourd
surpasses laws of the false lord.
The root of lust will grow at last
And therefore it shall come to pass
That which is deemed the greatest sin,
through the power of the Great Pump-kin!
The top flipped off the pumpkin releasing a cloud of orange steam that encompassed her. Suddenly, Zoey was back in her body, coughing as the noxious fumes went up her nose.
She heard Nathan asking if she were okay, and saw him rising to his feet, but remaining still when the orange cloud billowed further around her, now so thick she lost sight of him.
"Daughter, take but this one seed you're reawakening of me has produced. Use it for yourself to help bond with your destined love. When the time comes, I will show you how to replenish me to exact our revenge."
The pumpkin before her shook and its mouth shifted, as if it were puckering up. Something small shot out of it and hit her in the chest. Zoey plucked the sticky object from her shirt, and saw it was indeed a pumpkin seed.
She held it between her fingers uncertain what to do. When no instructions came in her mind, she popped it in her mouth and swallowed it, grimacing at the taste as well as the slimy coating around it sliding down her throat.
She turned away from the altar to see the orange cloud dissipating enough to make out Nathan still on the blanket staring in her direction. It was time to do what she promised mom she would do, what she was meant to do, and what her brother needed and wanted her to do.
Become his first, and only, lover.
But now that the moment was here, she felt doubt creeping in.



What if this messed him up? What if he only desired her because he never had a girlfriend and she was the only girl who was good to him? What if she seduced him, and now that the ice was broken, he went after other girls?
She had no doubt there was lust there, but was there love for her? In her case she loved him with all her heart, and could most likely push herself to engage in the physical act of sex, but could she love him in every way?
What if she tried to take him now, and he refused? She knew Nathan was full of shame and self-loathing over his desire for her, she could see the conflict on his face every time he looked at her and thought of her in that way.
Zoey had spent months playing it up, dressing more provocatively around him, teasing him by not wearing a bra around the house, getting close to him on the couch, once deliberately walking out of the bathroom in just a towel, knowing he was home and when he came out of his room, letting the towel drop just enough for him to get a quick flash of her breasts before she pulled it up and acted embarrassed.
She kept his fire for her burning and with Mom's blessing, and all for tonight. Now what if she failed as others had before her? They'd all thought they were the ones, what if?
Zoey's mind stopped racing and her hand went to her bare stomach where a burning sensation was building. It didn't hurt, just a growing heat, reminding her of when she'd done fireballs at a party, the liquor leaving a hot trail down her throat to spread through her body.
This heat however spread lower, and she gasped when she felt it between her thighs. A soft moan escaped her when her clit swelled. The heat shot up through her chest, causing her nipples to pop beneath her shirt.
Her moan transformed into a whimper as both her clit and nipples throbbed and ached with need as if she'd been horny for a long period of time. Her hands went to her breasts, squeezing them through her shirt and groaning at how sensitive they were.
Zoey's body spasmed, and her mind filled with a kaleidoscope of images. The first few were of herself. Her in a bikini stretched out by the pool, same bikini, but now on her stomach with her top untied to avoid tan lines.
In a form fitting red micro dress and fuck me heels, her hair teased out and made up to get messed up. She realized she was seeing herself through Nathan's eyes; glimpses of all the times he'd stared at her.
Her bending over in the tight Hooters shorts and to her surprise one of her at one of the car washes, in a bikini top, her hair wet and her upper body soapy as she rubbed herself against the car, working a tip.
The images went quicker but were all of her in revealing out fits and positions. Her 'accidental wardrobe malfunction with the towel kept showing up in between other images. A series of her sleeping in just a tank top and a thong, with her sheet off, telling her he'd snuck into her room on more than one occasion.
Had she kicked the sheet off or had the perv pulled it off her? She caught a glimpse of him in the mirror to the right of her bed with his cock in his hand, masturbating to her. Things took an even more X-rated turn, views of her cupping her breasts, of her on her hands and knees, on her back, her legs up and mouth open, eyes wide as he fucked her in his fantasies.
Zoey on top, her long hair falling across her face, her tits bouncing as she rode him. Her between his thighs, his cock in her hand, against her face, in her mouth. A flash of him cumming on her face and in her open mouth, on her tits, her ass.
The vision of his lust for her caused her clit and nipples to throb to the point it bordered on painful, she knew she was now feeling his lust, his frustration of seeing what he felt he could never have.
The mental slideshow shifted, still views of her, but more innocent, a rapid fire series of Zoey smiling, laughing, several of her kissing him on the cheek, her blowing him a kiss as he took a picture of her.
Words joined the images, Nathan's voice whispered. "She's so beautiful, the most beautiful girl I've ever seen, Why does she have to be my sister?"
Zoey's mind went dark then two small flames flicked in the darkness. The light spread to show a dining room table set for two, complete with a bottle of wine. She knew that image, this past Valentine she was supposed to go out, but the guy cancelled last minute.
It had been a rare case of her having some interest in the guy, and she'd been hurt when she'd heard from a friend he'd blown her off to go out with someone else. She'd come home upset and Nathan had asked what was wrong.
She'd told him what happened and tried to laugh it off, but she knew she sounded like the loser she felt like. Nathan had left her room and she'd showered and lied down. He called her an hour later and told her to come downstairs.
She tossed on shorts and a t-shirt and come down to find the candlelit dining room and food from her favorite Italian restaurant on the table. Nathan had told her that she deserved a nice Valentine, and then with a flourish produced a red rose and kissed her on the cheek.
Zoey had been so touched she'd been teary eyed; it was such a sweet gesture! They'd had a "grown up dinner" as Nathan called it, talking about everything in their lives while eating and sipping wine.
They'd gone out on the deck and watched the sunset while drinking more wine. When she said she was tired and needed to get up early, Nathan had thanked her for the closest thing he'd ever had to a date.
On a whim, Zoey kissed him on the lips, it was a quick peck and she playfully thanked him for a wonderful evening. That brief harmless peck now ran through her head repeatedly and in fast forward, the entire night blurred in an increasingly fast loop showing her how much it had meant to him.
She kissed me! Her lips were so soft, she looked so pretty with her eyes closed. Why couldn't this be for real? Now the night went into his fantasy, the kiss lasting longer, growing more passionate, them going back into the house, into her room.
They pulled each other's clothes off and fell onto the bed where they made love. Not raunchy sex as she'd seen before in his head, but sweet, soft, and slow. She saw her face beneath him, her lips parted eyes closed, moaning softly as he loved her.
They both moaned in a mutual climax and he whispered, "I love you Zoey," she replied, "And I love you Nathan, and I'll love you forever, I promise, you'll be the only man I'll love."
"Love you Nathan, Love you Nathan," the words spun in her head followed by "All I need is a chance to show her how much I love her. No one would treat her better than me! But I can't even tell her!"
There was a sob of frustration at the end of those words that melted her heart, and as her mind cleared, Zoey stepped towards him. She now knew she could do this, no, not could, wanted to.
She'd known of his lust, now she'd felt his love and in turn it awakened her love for him. It was all true, they were meant for each other, and not just for tonight's ritual, but the rest of their lives. A smile spread across her face and a wave of moist heat flowed between her thighs.
Zoey had her share of sex the last four years, but she'd never been this wet, nor felt the need to quench her body's lust this strongly. Her heart swelled as well, love matching lust. She was going to make her little brother happy, make his dreams come true, all of them, the dirty ones, the sweet ones, and everything in between.
Now experiencing an emotional desire that matched her physical longing, she smiled as she sauntered over to him.
"You okay?" he asked, as he remained standing on the blanket. "What was all that?"
"You have something you want to tell me, Nathan?" she asked, stepping on the blanket with him.
"Like what?"
"Like," she leaned close and whispered in his ear. "How much you love me?"
"I do love you, but you know, you're my sister."
"No, you want to love me like those boys in the videos love their sisters. You want to love me in every way." She released a heavy sigh, her breath hot on his neck. "Not just love me but fuck me."
"Hey," he took a step back putting his hands up. "You got that messed up family stuff in your head. I..."
"You sneak into my room when you know I came home drunk and wouldn't wake up." She told him. "You pulled my sheet off, you stood there in my room and made a nasty mess in your own hand, jacking off right over my ass."
"I...no..." he blinked and swallowed hard. "How do you know that?"
"A little pumpkin showed me," she shrugged. "But seeing I found one of my thongs in your desk drawer covered in nasty stains I knew already."
"Zoey, I'm sorry, but I've never been with a girl and..."
She stopped him with her finger to his lips as she had before.
"It's okay, Nathan. I've known for months."
"You have?"
"I have and that's why we're here because your feelings for me were foretold a hundred and fifty years ago."
"Jesus, that crap again?"
"Not crap, baby," she reached out and gently removed his glasses from his face, folding them and dropping them onto the edge of the blanket. "Destiny."
"But..."
"You have such pretty eyes," she placed her hand on his sweaty cheek and realized not only had the cut in her palm healed, but there was also no longer any blood anywhere on her. "Would you like to kiss me, Nate?"
"You're really not messing with me?"
"I'd love to be messing with you, but how about a kiss first?"
Nathan's hand went to his face to push up the glasses she'd taken off, and she saw his fingers trembling.
"But um, wouldn't it be wrong? I mean, it's kind of against the law isn't it? What if someone found out? They'd call you all kinds of names and think you were nasty."
He was so sweet! Here she was offering to make his dreams come true and he was worried about what people would think of her if they ever found out. Not himself, just her.
"You need to take the lead big sister," The voice prodded her. "Take the choice away from him, and remember, the seed to remove his concern can be spread, you'll know how."
"No more talk, little brother," Zoey crossed her arms, and grabbing the bottom of her shirt peeled it over her head and flipped it behind her, leaving him confronted with her large breasts barely contained in the skimpy white bra she'd worn because she knew this would be happening today.
The cups only covered the outer portion of her breasts and were lace, revealing her hard pink nipples beneath the thin material.
"Oh..." Nathan's eyes went wide and his mouth dropped open, an expression she'd have laughed at if she weren't so horny that her thighs were pressed together and she was squirming as she stood in front of him.
She didn't hesitate to reach behind her, unhook her bra and whip it off, exposing her bare breasts to her brother.
"Oh my god!" Nathan exclaimed, but his eyes were riveted to her breasts.
Zoey's tits were things of wonder, and she knew it. Large, well rounded, and despite their size and weight sitting high and proud, the gift of youth as her mother joked. In addition to her large light pink nipples, the inner portion of her breasts were deeply tanned, leaving the outer half milky white.
"Been thinking of your sister's tits a lot haven't you?" she cupped them, offering them to him. "Better look than that little peek I gave you in the hall that day, the one you can't get out of your head."
"Gave me?" he repeated as he watched her slide her thumbs over her nipples.
"Hmm," she moaned and her hips jerked as just her own light touch made her feel as if she were going to pop. "Did it on purpose, needed to keep those nasty thoughts about your big sis going."
She grabbed his shirt and yanked it up to his chest. Still looking as if he couldn't believe this was real, Nathan slowly lifted his arms, allowing her to pull his shirt off.
"There, that's better," she slipped her arms around his neck and pressed her soft breasts into him. "How's that feel, baby?" she wiggled side to side, sliding her hard nipples along his chest. "Come on, Nate, don't be shy, hug your sister."
His arms encircled her and when she ground her hips into him she could feel his cock pressing into her stomach.
"You don't feel shy," she cooed, thrusting into him for emphasis while she caressed his shoulders and back with her long nails. His hands slid up the smooth skin of her back and she could feel them shaking, his entire body was tense and trembling.
The kid had never been with girl, as far as she knew never even kissed one, and here was his sister, topless and grinding on him. Her body jerked when the heat which had died down to a warm glow in her lower stomach and between her legs, roared back to life.
It shot up through her chest and into her throat before filling her mouth. Her face flushed and her tongue felt as if it were on fire. As the Pump-Kin had told her, she knew what to do.
Zoey grabbed the back of his head, and lifted hers, kissing him. Nathan gasped as her lips pressed hard to his, and as soon as they parted she drove her tongue between them.
More than just her tongue; the heat flowed between her lips and into his mouth. Nathan's body jerked against her and his hands tightened, squeezing her back. Zoey continued to kiss him, her lips now working softly along his.
Her tongue playfully danced over and under his and as the heat left their mouths, she felt his body relax into her, and more importantly he was now returning her kiss. He moaned into her mouth as she resumed working her nipples across his chest.
Zoey emitted a moan of her own, a much louder one, when his hands slid up her sides, then between them, fondling her breasts. Her nipples were so sensitive that a shudder went through her when his palms grazed them.
"Yeah, play with them," she purred into their kiss. "They're yours little brother, all yours."
Nathan's tongue plunged boldly into her mouth and she whimpered when it was now his fingers on her nipples, rolling them. His lips slipped from hers and Zoey cried out in surprised pleasure when he slid one hand behind her, caught the end of her long hair and used it to pull her head back.
"Yes!" she called out into the warm, and suddenly foggy air when Nathan's lips fastened to her neck, kissing and licking her tender skin.
Zoey's hands went between them, fumbling with his belt, and once she had it open yanking his shorts open so hard the button was flying. She tore his zipper down with her left hand, the fingers of her right already deftly slipping into the slit in his boxers.
"Fuck," he breathed into her neck and her slender fingers wrapped around his hard cock as best they could with it trapped in his underwear. "I...I swear I must be dreaming."
"Baby, your sister has seen your dreams, and I'm going to make every one of them come true."
She pushed his hands from her breasts and dropped to her knees. Grabbing the sides of his shorts and underwear she pulled them down so roughly he staggered forward, having to put his hands on her shoulders for balance.
But all Zoey cared about was his cock, which had sprung free and was level with her face.
"Wow," she blinked, as she gripped it in her right fist. "Nate, if the girls knew you had this you'd have had no problem getting a date."
She wasn't kidding; her little brother's cock was not only exceptionally long, but her fingers could barely touch around his thick shaft. Her other hand slid between his thighs, cupping his heavy swollen balls.
"Jesus," Nate stared down at her, that wide eyed is this real look still on his face. "You're going to...Oh!"
He moaned when after giving his cock a quick pump, Zoey opened wide and downed half his length in one smooth suck. She opened wider, taking him deeper, then went to town.
She bobbed her head rapidly, loving the way Nate moaned and whimpered above her. Her hair fell across her face and he swept it to the side, shifting his left hand to the top of her head as she blew him.
Blew him. She was on her knees in a damn cursed burial ground sucking her brother's dick and moaning like a porn star while she did it. Rather than disturb her, the image fueled her to take him even deeper.
She gagged when he hit the back of her throat, but angled her head, gave her gag reflex a moment to settle, then pushed forward, slipping him all the way down. She turned her eyes up to him, taking in the look on his face as she deep throated him.
Zoey would have liked to take her time, lick, tease, really put on a show and make his brother's first blow job something memorable. But her body was in overdrive, her hips grinding in tight circles as she knelt before him.
Her entire pussy was now throbbing and she could feel the now sopping crotch of her thong sticking to her gushing slit. She shook her head vigorously, working his cock around in her mouth and throat and his hips thrust, sending him deeper.
She gagged once more, spit spilling from the sides of her mouth, and he groaned.
"Sorry, I...it just feels so good."
Zoey kept her eyes on his and after giving him a wink with a now watering eye, she slid her lips along his shaft and released him. She spit a nasty glob of pre cum laced drool onto the large purple head of his cock and ran her hand over it, before pumping his wet cock in her fist.
His hips worked, thrusting his cock through her hand, and his balls tightened in her palm. Zoey took a deep breath, then took him deep and proceeded to suck him with an enthusiasm that bordered on violent.
She released him from her hand and repeatedly deep throated him, pounding his long thick cock down her throat. She gagged and gurgled each time, drool flowing down her chin and dripping onto her chest and tits.
She put her hands on his hips and pushed and pulled in time with her sucking, driving him into her descending mouth. Her eyes were watering and her face flushed from the exertion of fucking her own mouth with his huge dick.
Nate's hand tightened in her hair, but his other reached beneath her, cupping her right breast and fondling it. She groaned around his cock and she continued to assault her own throat.
"Glug, glug, glug!" the nasty sloppy gagging and slurping sounds could rival any porn stars efforts and she felt a twisted sense of pride as she showed off her oral prowess to her brother.
But why not, after all this would be the last cock she ever sucked, the one that would be stuffing her holes, all of them, for the rest of her life, so shouldn't she make a good first impression? Show Nate what a nasty little cocksucker his big sister was?
She bobbed her head faster, her sucking becoming louder, nastier, and more frenzied. Somewhere in her lust addled mind it surprised her he hadn't come yet. He'd never touched a girl before this, never mind had his dick sucked, let alone the way she was going at it.
"My essence enhances those who partake of it. They become more enduring, confident, more skilled. All so they can better please their lover and show them there is no love like that of family."
The voice was louder and stronger in her mind, going from a dry whisper to a vibrant bass, much the way the husk itself had transformed.
"Oh, Zoey," Nate moaned her name, sending another electric shock of pleasure though her. "I can't believe this, I'm getting a blow job," he emitted a sound somewhere between a nervous laugh and a groan. "And from my sister!"
Zoey released him from her mouth sending another sticky mess flowing down her chin.
"You're going to get more than that from your big sister," she rose to her feet and gave him a gentle shove. "Lay down."
His eyes darted down to his sloppy dripping cock, then to her heaving breasts, and finally to her red, tear, and make up streaked face.



"You...you mean we're going to..." he looked around. "Here?"
"Has to be here," she slapped his hands away when he reached for her breasts. "Stop being a pain in the ass and do as I tell you!"
"Okay, okay!" he sat down on the blanket and tugged his shorts from his feet. "Jeez, even now you have to be bossy?""
"Even now you have to be a dork?"
"Siblings," The voice muttered. "All through the centuries, they never change."
His mouth opened to reply, but Zoey raised her right leg, put her bare foot in his face, and pushed him down onto his back. The indignant look on his face was replaced by one of anticipation when she unsnapped her shorts.
Zoey unzipped them while staring down at his spit slicked cock, hard and twitching between his thighs, marveling at the size of it. She'd meant what she'd said, if the girl's he went to school with ever saw it, he'd have had no problem getting laid.
But they hadn't known, and every thick hard inch belonged to her, both now and forever. Zoey tugged her shorts down over her hips, then turned her back to him, and put on a show, shimmying side to side as she worked the tights shorts down over the curve of her ass.
She pushed them, as well as her thong, to her knees, moaning as the crotch peeled from her hot, sticky flesh.
"Goddamn," Nate whispered behind her. "I can see your pussy!"
"Stop sounding like a little boy," Zoey straightened and kicked her shorts away. Christ, she was about to give him his first time and he was acting like a fool.
"No! I mean I can see it perfect, you the trees, everything! I don't have my glasses and nothing's blurry!"
"His children should be whole in every way."
Zoey turned to see him smiling excitedly up at her.
"And the first thing I get to see like this is you! God, you're even sexier than I thought you'd be!"
"That's better," she nodded as she swung her right foot over his hips, straddling him. "Because I'm going to give you a real show."
Zoey lowered herself, turning her knees outward and wantonly spreading her legs as she squatted over him. She grabbed his bobbing cock, and her breath hissed between her lips when she rubbed his angry purple head over her swollen clit and through her wet lips.
Nate's eyes met hers, and she took a moment to enjoy the look of anticipation on her brother's face before easing his tip up inside her. Like when she blew him, Zoey would have liked to go slow, let him revel in the feeling of slowly sinking into his sister's hot wet flesh.
But just as it happened then, her lust, her need, for her brother, overwhelmed her. She drove down on him, impaling herself on the full length of his cock. They both cried out; Nate in pure ecstatic pleasure as for the first time in his life he experienced what it was like to be inside a woman.
For Zoey it was a mixture of pleasure laced with pain. His cock was so damn thick, thicker than any man she'd had before, and she didn't give herself any time to get used to him, just buried him inside her aching cunt.
She was forced to spread uncomfortably around him, and even with her being so wet, it still hurt. But not enough to stop her from bouncing up and down, using her legs to ease him halfway out before slamming back down on him.
She released a high pitched yelp each time she forced herself to take his full length, but as she continued to ride him hard and fast she became more accustomed to him. Zoey had her hands on her knees, keeping her balance and she was sure making it even more exciting for him.
She cupped her breasts, fondling them while she went full cowgirl on him. Nate's hands went to her thighs, helping to steady her as she found yet another gear, now slamming down on him hard enough to make his balls slap against her ass.
"Fuck, oh fuck!" Nate moaned beneath her as she bucked on him like he was a horse at a rodeo.
"How's your sister look riding your big dick, baby?" She raised her arms over her head, lifting her hair, and posing for him.
"So sexy," he groaned as she continued her all out assault on his cock. "So beautiful."
Zoey threw her head back and laughed, then cried out in joy as now that she was used to his size, the feeling of being so completely full was incredible. She was now rising higher, sliding more of him from within her before descending on his long shaft.
Her tits bounced wildly and she cried out louder than she ever had with any of the other guys she'd been with. That was because this wasn't any boy, it was her brother! The committing of the ultimate taboo had released all her inhibitions.
Zoey felt wild and deliciously wanton as she took her brother's virginity. She'd never lacked confidence, but she'd never felt as sexy as she did right now. She recalled the fantasy images she'd seen in Nate's mind and knew this memory would replace those, now and for the rest of his life.
From now on there would be no bitter thoughts, shame or unfulfilled desires tormenting her brother. Now, there would be nothing but fantasies fulfilled and lust sated. Nate would get all the wild nasty sex from her he'd ever imagined.
Zoey would get the love she'd never before craved from a man. Before tonight, all her sex had been meaningless fun, never emotional, but Nate would fill that empty place in her heart just as he filled all her other holes.
She leaned forward, putting her hands on his chest, and slid her feet out behind her so she was now kneeling. She pumped her hips, pounding down on his cock. His hands went to her breasts, squeezing them and stroking her nipples.
Zoey slid further forward, her hands shifting to the blanket on either side of his head. Lowering herself down to him, she put her breasts in his face. Laughing, she shook side to side, slapping him with her tits.
Nate caught them in his hands, and Zoey yelled "Yes!" when his lips found her right nipple.
"Suck it!' she exclaimed, now slowly rocking back and forth, and more sensually sliding his cock in and out of her while he shifted to sucking her other nipple. "Suck those tits! Those tits you dreamt about, the tits that you jerked off to."
Nate turned his head side to side, flicking his tongue over her nipples as his hands slid down her sides and to her hips. He pushed and pulled, urging her to ride him faster. He sucked each of her nipples in turn, then smiled up at her.
"Kiss me?" he asked.
"Anything you want, baby," she cooed, bringing her face down to him.
Their lips met, and she let her weight go, pressing her breasts into his chest as their tongues found each other. Nate's hands slid up her now sweaty back, caressing her before his arms encircled her slender waist.
"My turn," he whispered into her lips.
He drew his knees up so his feet were flat on the blanket and thrust his hips, driving his cock deep into her. She cried out in surprise, then went into a series of high pitched yips when he squeezed her tightly to him and his hips went into a frenzy.
He was tearing into her prone pussy with a force, and confidence, she hadn't expected. Again, it was unnatural he hadn't come yet being his first time, more so if she were to believe the spirit inside the awakened pumpkin had anything to do with it.
What was natural about any of this? Answer was nothing, but what really mattered is Zoey was getting fucked like she never had before, and it felt better than anything she'd ever imagined.
She was so wet she could hear his cock entering her and her thighs were now warm and sticky from her gushing around him. Nate surprised her a second time, when he thrust his body up and to the right, rolling them over.
Their positions reversed; he was now smiling down at her while still pumping her with his seemingly inexhaustible cock. Whatever the hell was in that seed could put Viagra to shame.
Nate kissed her hard, his tongue forcing her lips apart, and his mouth capturing her squeals as he hammered away at her. He broke the kiss and leaned back, sliding his dripping cock from her.
"What are you doing?" she asked. "Don't stop!"
"I think I want to give my sister a real kiss."
He crawled down the blanket, slid onto his stomach, and with no hesitation, buried his face between her thighs.
"Oh, my god!' Zoey squealed as her brother boldly plunged his tongue into her sloppy pussy. "You bad boy!" she giggled, then groaned when he slurped on her, and she felt herself gush into his mouth.
He swirled his tongue inside her, and Zoey whimpered and squirmed on the blanket. Nate put his hands on her thighs and using his thumbs spread her open. He moved his head, fucking her with his now rigid tongue and she thrust her hips into his face, urging him deeper.
Nate's thumb found her clit and rubbed it in a slow circle as he probed her with his eager tongue. His eyes turned upward to meet hers, and he eased his head back, removing his tongue from her pussy, a thin sticky strand trailing from his tongue.
He slurped it back to his source, one more jamming his tongue inside her while playing with her throbbing clit. Zoey lifted her legs, draping them over his shoulders, her feet on his back.
She worked her hips up and down, grinding her hot pink flesh into his face. Nate slipped his tongue from inside her, and her body tensed in anticipation as he wiggled his tongue through the soft folds of her slit.
He was taking his time, another surprise considering how excited he was, and she wiggled her ass on the blanket, whimpering as his fluttering tongue explored her. Zoey grabbed his head, her fingers curling in his hair, and holding him still, thrust her hips, pushing his tongue onto her clit.
"Lick it!" she moaned. "I need to come, baby! Please make your sister come!"
Nate's tongue circled her clit, slowly at first then in increasingly fast circle. Zoey released his hair, and grabbed her tits, her thumbs caressing her nipples.
"So hot," Nate whispered into her, and she was so worked up, just his warm breath on her clit made her squirm.
His eyes were on her tits, but then shifted to the side and he gasped. "What the fuck?"
Zoey looked in that direction and saw the pumpkin was now on the ground, and less than two feet from the blanket.
"How did it get there, and its glowing like there's a candle in there!" Nate lifted his head from between her legs and tried to rise.
Zoey crossed her legs over him, locking her ankles behind his head.
"Its okay, he's not going to hurt us! He wants us to be together," she flinched when an image of why the pumpkin needed to be this close, and how she had to finish with Nate was inserted into her mind.
"It's freaky," Nate stared nervously at the smiling pumpkin.
"Is that wet pussy in your face freaky?" she asked. "Was watching me suck your dick for the first time freaky? Fucking me?"
"Hell no," Nate turned his eyes back to her, then repeated. "First time?"
"Baby, your big sister will be fucking and sucking you every day after this," she flicked her tongue at him. "Might even suck it again in a few minutes, now how about you forget about Mr. Pumpkin and make me come so you can get back to pumping me?"
His gaze dropped to her now sweat slicked breasts, then the smooth pink slit topped with a patch of now damp blonde fuzz, her swollen clit plainly visible in its aroused state. Without another word, plunged his face back between her thighs and Zoey squealed in delight when this time he took her clit between his lips and sucked on it.
Nate sucked her several times, first gently, then harder, making her groan. He shoved two fingers inside her dripping cunt. Zoey felt his knuckles press against her pussy as he pushed them in as far as he could, and her eyes rolled back when he curled them.
She put her feet on his shoulders, her toes curling into him as his tongue went wild on her clit, dancing across it with a skill that seemed out of place with his lack of experience. It was as the Pump-kin said, it had somehow enhanced not only her brother's stamina, and confidence, but his ability to please her.
Her, up until now virgin, brother played her clit expertly. His tongue flickered side to side, then up and down, and in both slow and fast circles around her appreciative clit. Likewise, his fingers moved with similar skill.
Curling inside her, pumping her, then suddenly shaking them side to side, making sloppy slapping sounds inside her flooded pussy. Zoey gripped her nipples between her black tipped fingers, twisting them roughly.
The sudden sharp pain added to her pleasure and her hips moved faster, grinding in Nate's face, and driving his fingers deeper.
"Yes," she moaned, "Like that, baby," she pushed on his shoulders with her feet, lifting her ass off the blanket. "Work that clit, make your big sister come for the first time!"
Nate switched to sucking, hard and fast, then more gently. Zoey whimpered, her pussy contracting around his now thrusting fingers while tugging her nipples, stretching them to the point it was painful.
She shook them, causing her tits to bounce and their weight increased the pleasurable pain in her sensitive pink flesh. Nate wiggled his fingers inside her, and when he curled them while simultaneously giving her clit a hard suck, the orgasm that had been slowly building within her exploded.
Throwing her head back, Zoey released a long loud wail of pleasure as her pussy convulsed around her brother's fingers.
"Yes, yes, oh, fucking yes!" she cried out into the warm fetid air still swirling with orange smoke from the Pump-Kin's awakening.
Zoey was jolted with another intense wave of pleasure and her words turned into yelps and squeals mixed in with incoherent attempts to speak. She'd never come this hard in her life, and the waves of ecstasy crashing through her had her body writhing on the blanket.
She slipped her legs back around Nate's head, and ground her hips wildly, grinding her hot quivering flesh in his now trapped face. To his credit, both his fingers and tongue were still moving, striving to please her while she bucked and squirmed.
With a long breathy moan, Zoey went limp, breathing hard as the last waves of the orgasm flowed gently through her, the last ripples of it causing her hips to twitch and her pussy to contract around his fingers one last time.
"Oh, fuck me," she stared up at the thick over hanging branches that obscured all but a sliver of the blue sky above. "I...wow, I came hard."
"Did you just say fuck you?" Nate slid up to his knees, grabbed her behind her knees, lifted her legs, and plowed into her in one long hard stroke.
"That's it, baby! Take your sister! Make me yours!"
"Mine," Nate, his face as flushed and sweaty as hers, smiled. "All mine."
"Show me I'm yours!"
Zoey became the willing victim of careful what you wish for when Nate leaned forward, pushing her legs back until she was staring up at her feet, and tore into her with a force that bordered on brutal.
She yipped continuously as he took her as hard as she'd told him to, his balls smacking against her each time his cock drove home. Above her Nate looked damn good, without his glasses she could see his beautiful blue eyes more clearly, and his hair being a sweaty tousled mess was a good look for him.
She'd never quite noticed just how much he'd begun to fill out, but the way the muscles in his arms and shoulders stood out were impressive. As was his glistening chest and flat stomach, but nowhere near as impressive as the beautiful cock plundering her now sore, but in a good way, pussy.
Nate's breathing grew heavier and his thrusts faster and more desperate. Sensing he was getting close, Zoey yelled "Stop!" and pushed her legs against his arms.
"I...I do something wrong?" he asked as she slid up the blanket, causing his cock to slip from inside her.
"No, but it would be wrong if you had your first time without seeing my best side," she quickly rolled over onto her hands and knees and wiggled her ass enticingly. "Come get it, baby!"
Nate didn't need to be told twice. Sliding over behind her, her gripped her hips, and entered her. Zoey's eyes rolled and her mouth opened into a continuous O, as Nate resumed his frenzied fucking of her.
He'd also, as she hoped, failed to notice her rolling over had put them much closer to the Pump-Kin which was now barely more than a foot from them. Nate's left hand snagged her long hair and pulled on it.
Using that as an excuse to look to her left, Zoey saw the top of the Pump-Kin had popped off, leaving a large perfectly round hole in the top it. Orange steam flowed from it, as well as from the triangular eyes.
It was eerie, but she felt no threat from it, to the contrary, Zoey found she wanted to make it happy. For her and Nate to make it proud of them. Not just now by consummating the forbidden love the Pump-Kin existed to spread, but to help gain retribution for their ancestor, and anyone of the men the gourd had inspired to love their family.
Zoey's attention came back to the act in question when Nate gave her ass a playful slap. She yelped, but wiggled back into him, telling him it was okay. Still hold her hair, he gave each side of her ass a few smacks, hard enough to sting, but not really hurt.
Not that she would have noticed anything other than the way his thick cock continued to split her tight twat with her relentless pounding.
"Fuck me!" Zoey looked over her shoulder at him. "Fuck your sister! Your lover, you're dirty little slut, you're everything!"
"Yes," Nate's thrusts once again became shorter and faster, his cock now twitching each time he went deep. "My everything, I love it!"
"And you'll love me! We'll love each other. Nice and slow and sweet, but this time you're showing your sister who she belongs to, aren't you?"
"Yeah, making you mine!" he gasped and his fingers tightened on her hip and he pulled her hair harder.
"I am a nasty little thing, aren't I?" she egged him on. "Butt ass naked on my knees in these creepy woods. Sucking my brother's dick, coming in his face, letting him take me!"
She lowered her head to the blanket, lifting her ass higher.
"How's that?" she demanded amid her sharp yips as she swore he was hitting even deeper inside her than he had before. "Face down, ass up, just the way it should be, right? You just giving it to your bitch sister, showing her what a man you are, making her tell you how much she loved your cock and how bad she needs it in her nasty little cunt!"
"Oh, oh, Zoey!" he moaned. "I...I'm going to come!"
"Not inside!" she yelled back at him. "Take it out and hold it for me!"
Nate groaned and whipped his cock out. Zoey sat up on her knees and turned towards him, to see him holding his cock at the base, but there was a pearly white drop already oozing from his tip.
Before she was completely turned around, she gripped his cock hard, just beneath his head, pinching off his impending ejaculation.
"Ow!" Nate whimpered. "That hurts!"
Zoey ignored him, awkwardly spinning the rest of her way around on the blanket. When his cock was directly in front of her she took the tip of his cock into her mouth and released the death grip she had on it.
"Fuck!" Nate exclaimed as his cock erupted in her mouth.
Zoey squealed around his head and made a gurgling sound as she struggled to keep the jet of cum that struck the back of her throat from sliding down into it. She kept her lips wrapped tightly around his head, jerking him into her mouth.
Nate moaned and whimpered as she added her free hand to his balls, rubbing them to coax every bit of cum from him. She needed all of it, to completely drain him to ensure the night would go as planned and they could spread as much taboo lust as possible.
The size of her brother's load matched that of his cock. She kept stroking and he kept giving her more and some of it threatened to spill from the corners of her mouth.



She wondered if the amount of cum he was generating was another effect of the Pump-Kin's seed, because the load she was continuing to milk from him would put Peter North to shame.
"Okay, okay," Nate whimpered when she stopped jerking and switched to sucking hard on his tip to get the last few drops like the good girl she was being. Because Zoey was a good girl.
She was being good for their mother who this meant so much to, good to all those before her who had tried fruitlessly to be in the position she was now in. And, of course, good to the Pump-Kin who helped her consummate her forbidden love, and most of all, good to her moaning squirming brother who she had just finished sucking dry.
"That was...intense," Nate sank to his knees in front of her and went to hug her. "I can't believe I had my first time and it was with.... what are you...Gross!"
The last word was in response to Zoey leaning over and letting his cum flow from her mouth into the pumpkin. She spit several times, making sure every drop of it was out of her mouth before picking up the top by its stem, and putting it in place.
"Sorry," Zoey sat back on her knees. "Not very sexy," she shrugged. "I usually swallow it, or sometimes let it drip down on my tits."
"Can I see that next time?"
"Anything you want," she put her arms out to him. "Come here."
Nate slid over to her and she smiled as she embraced him. "I love you, Nathan."
"Wow, Nathan," he laughed. "I feel all grown up now."
"You're a man now," she kissed his cheek, then grabbed his semi hard cock. "More of a man than I expected, that's for sure."
"Thanks, I think, and I love you to, Zoey" He eased back, but stayed close enough their arms were still around each other's shoulders. "This was weird as hell, but you were even better than I thought you'd be."
"That's a big compliment," she leaned back into him, resting her head on his shoulder, enjoying being in his arms. "You thought of me a lot."
"How did you know I snuck in your room, were you awake?"
"The Pump-Kin showed me. I saw that and all the dirty things you wanted. But I saw things like me laughing and smiling and how you loved me as much as you wanted me."
"It showed you?" He shook his head. "I don't what's worse, that you're telling me that or that I believe it."
"You felt it when I kissed you, what the seed put in me I passed to you."
"So does that mean this isn't real, its just that thing making us?"
"No," she kissed him softly. "You loved me, and I loved you too, but I wasn't sure if it was right to do to you, and you were afraid to say anything, it just pushed us."
"What you're saying is this is like some kind of Cupid of incest?"
"That's a good one," Zoey snickered. "If there's love, then it will be lasting love," she kissed him again. "This is the first day of the rest of our lives together."
"I like that," he told her, then frowned. "But we can't really be like this all the time."
"Why not?" Zoey turned her head at a hissing sound and saw the Pump-Kin glowing brighter than before, small sparks flying from its eyes and a crackling sound emanating from within it.
"What's it doing?" Nate glanced nervously at it.
"Making seeds from the seed of our taboo love." Zoey explained. "Its in the journal plus Mom explained it to me."
"Mom!" he snapped his fingers. "That's what I was going to say before that thing started up. You think we can hide this from Mom?"
"Probably not, so it's a good thing we don't have to."
"What do you mean?"
"Because, little brother," she patted his cheek affectionately. "Mom's the one who told me we were going to be together."
Chapter Three
"I can't believe Mom knows," Nate said as they made their way down the hill.
"Can't believe that's the third time you've said that in fifteen minutes." Zoey rolled her eyes. "Big dick or not, you're still annoying, you know that?"
"And you're still bitchy," he retorted, then grinned. "But when you give head like that I guess you can get away with it."
"How would you know? That's the only head you've ever gotten," she snickered. "But it doesn't matter, I'd be the best anyway."
"How many guys have you done that too?"
"Okay, here's how a relationship works," Zoey stopped for a moment to peer in either direction looking for the red scarf she'd tied to a low hanging branch to mark where they'd left the path to look for the cemetery. "You don't ask things like that, and jealousy is an ugly emotion."
She nodded in relief when she spotted the scarf and turned in that direction.
"It doesn't matter who I was with before, all that matters is you're the only one I'll be with from now on."
"Kind of unfair though, you got to play and..." he stopped when she shot him a dirty look.
"What, you want to go try someone else now?"
"No, no!" he stammered. "Just, I don't know, maybe I just think I missed out a little."
"We're meant for each other, Nate. I think its sweet I'll be your first and only girl. I was with other guys so I could be a good lover for your first time."
"But whatever that shit you passed to me was, it made me know what to do. I was way better than I thought I'd be, especially, you know, going down on you."
"Good point," Zoey acknowledged. "Maybe I just wanted to slut around," she giggled at the look on his face. "Sorry, no more teasing, promise."
Nate stopped for a few seconds to shift his grip on the Pump-Kin in his arms. "This is heavier than it looks."
"That's why I'm not carrying it, there it is!" she pointed between two trees to where their mother's white Chevy Tahoe was parked by the side of the road.
"Already?" Nate looked over his shoulder at the dense woods behind him. "It was a lot easier finding our way back.
"Because the woods were trying to keep us from finding what we came for," she laughed. "Really came for, so now they probably want us gone."
"Sure," he mumbled, then grimaced. "Thing is getting hot and its making bubbling noises."
"Brewing up something special," Zoey smiled. "Mom's going to be so happy."
"Back to Mom."
"Fourth time."
"Because you're not answering me."
"I did, you just don't want to believe me for some reason," Zoey reminded him as they made their way down the gently sloping hill leading to the car.
"After what happened, and Mr. Night of the Living Pumpkin here, I believe it, just don't understand how she knew and why she's okay with it."
"Fine, I'll tell you," Zoey shot him an exasperated look. "I just thought you could just roll with things, especially after what we just did," she gave him a soft look. "And what we'll keep doing my brother turned lover."
"I like that but stop acting like I shouldn't want to know what's going on."
"Even before the Pump-kin showed me the way you wanted me; I already knew."
They reached the car, and Zoey thumbed the button on the key to unlock the doors, then opened the back so Nate could put the Pump-Kin in the back.
"On the seat and buckle him in." She told Nate when he went to put it down on the floor of the back seat.
"Him?" Nate frowned. "Really?"
"Really," Zoey walked around the SUV and slipped into the driver's seat. "Remember, he's part of our family."
"Course he is," Nate grumbled, but placed the Pumpkin on back passenger seat and managed to buckle it in. He hopped in next to Zoey and as she pulled way he asked.
"Well?"
"When we were up there I teased you about the brother sister porn I found on your computer. I found it a few months ago and there was too much of it for me not to think you had a thing for your sister.
"But I wasn't sure so I started dressing to tease when Mom wasn't home, did things like bend over a lot in front of you, get close to you, and I caught you looking every time. Then I snooped around your room and found one of my thongs and a pair of stockings in your room, and they were," she scrunched her face up. "sticky and nasty."
"How embarrassing," he blushed. "Sorry."
"Hey, you just got me all sticky and nasty so it's all good now, right?" she put her hand on his leg just below his shorts.
"True."
"That wouldn't have happened if I didn't know," Zoey squeezed his leg. "But I was kind of weirded out. Felt bad too, thought it was because you were so frustrated with girls you were getting fixated on me, so I went to Mom about it."
"You told Mom? Back to being embarrassed."
"I told her I wasn't mad, and didn't want her to be mad at you, but I had no idea how to handle it. I expected her to be upset, but when I was done telling her what I found she was smiling and excited.
"She took me into her room and went into a lock box and showed me the journal, then told me the whole story and how you wanting me meant we were destined to be the instrument of our ancestor and the Pump-Kin's revenge."
"You bought this?"
"We just lived it." She threw her thumb over her shoulder, pointing into the back seat. "He's not real? You saw him rise from the dead, reborn through the spell, and our lust and love for each other."
"Yeah, kind of hard to explain that." He put his hand on hers. "But when you say it like that it makes me feel like we're not real, that we were pushed into this, and we don't really love each other."
"Of course, we do!" Zoey pulled over by the side of the road and turned in the seat to face him. "Did you know that every generation, the daughter had two children, a boy and a girl?"
"So?"
"You don't think that's odd? We're talking eight generations, and the women always had two children, a brother and sister." Zoey tapped her chest, "And the sister is always older."
"What about the brothers?"
"Brothers?" Zoey looked away evasively, that was one Mom could handle. "Doesn't say anything about them."
"Wonder why?"
"Because it doesn't matter. It was Mabel that sought out the Pump-Kin after John told her they'd be coming for her. She got to it before the town set the patch on fire, and promised if it gave her a seed, she would avenge its impending death, and our family.
"She ate one of the seed, went into town and seduced her brother, and he got her pregnant. The baby was a girl and because she was conceived from a union inspired by the Pump-Kin's last seed, it's the women in the family who were trusted with the journal, and that's why they always had a boy and a girl because it would be siblings who were the chosen ones because she slept with her younger brother to start the cycle.
"Chosen ones, we're going way down into the rabbit hole now." Nate sighed but turned his hand over so he could hold Zoey's as she continued.
"Point is there were seven pairs of siblings before us, but none of them were able to do what we did." She leaned over and gave him a quick kiss. "Know why?"
"Don't even want to guess at this point."
"Because it has to be real love. The Pump-Kin isn't evil, he's an ancient spirit from a time before we had all these bullshit rules. For him to be awakened there must be a true longing between siblings.
"Mom explained all that to me and told me we'd be coming up here for Halloween, and to make sure I kept your interest and not to help you with girls because I'm supposed to be your first."
"Why did I have to be the damn virgin?"
"Because men have the seed, and in order to create more that seed has to be pure and mixed with the juices of the sister. You were inside me, then came in my mouth so..."
"Got it." he scrunched his face up. "Who would think you could manage to make 'came in my mouth' not sound sexy."
"Whatever, the whole reason I'm telling you this is so you know what we have is real. That and how important you not being with anyone before me was."
"It's ordained the brother has to be a loser?" Nate grunted."
"Oh, woe is you, that was some awful first time sex you just had and it was with the girl you wanted." Zoey was trying to be patient, but lover or not, he was still her brother and no one could get under your skin as easily as a sibling.
"Yeah," he took a breath and nodded. "You're right. Mom and when he was alive, Dad, always said your first time should be with someone you love and is special and they feel the same about you."
"You are special, that's for sure," Zoey snickered.
"I was going to keep saying nice things and say it was a bonus you're so pretty and sexy but screw it."
"Ha-ha, you just said it!" Zoey laughed at the look of chagrin on his face.
"Funny how your first time didn't have to be special," he continued down the same path.
"Oh, for fucks sake, Nate!" Zoey snapped. "Way to ruin things! I'm so happy I could be your first, and even though we fucked nasty I felt so much love for you, and saw how much you love me, and you're just shitting on it."
"Wow," Nate slapped himself in the head. "Shit, Zoey, you're right, and I'm really sorry." He squeezed her leg. "It wasn't easy being the lonely loser while you were the popular girl having a great time, and I guess that's why I said that. You got to have all the fun you wanted, and you're making it sound like I had no choice if I buy all of this."
"Nate, you being a virgin was the missing link," she explained while wishing she'd held off talking about this until they got home.
"The parts of that journal Mabel wrote as far as the signs and how to know the true chosen were translated from John's notes, and he copied it from who knows where, it's vague because there were things she couldn't figure out."
"I feel like I'm missing something with this." Nate went for the glasses that were no longer on his face again. "Something big."
"Mom will explain everything," Zoey seized the opportunity not to be the one to have to divulge the full truth.
"Great, that's going to be a whole new batch of awkward."
"What matters is you and I aren't just together now the way we both wanted to be, but we're the ones to give the Pump-Kin life and get payback for what happened to Grandpa and anyone else who was persecuted for loving someone a bunch of anal puritan shit stains decided you shouldn't."
"Can I ask you a question?" Nate spoke more softly, and a sidelong glance in his direction told her that her answer to the question was going to be important.
"Anything."
"Be honest, were you really in love with me the way I was you?"
"Honestly? Yes, but I admit I was confused about it. I had doubts like you did and wondered if I were weird or twisted. Even after Mom said this was natural to us because of things she'll tell you I felt like it could be wrong."
"Because it's supposed to be wrong?"
"Not as much that, but you hadn't been with anyone and if your love for me wasn't real but some kind of taboo crush because I was the closest thing to a girl your age in your life that me having sex with you could mess you up.
"What if after we did it, we both regretted it? What if it ruined us? I bust you up because I'm your sister, but you're more than a brother, you're my best friend, the person I tell all my secrets to, the person I get in trouble with and keep out of trouble.
"If it went wrong and all that stuff Mom said was bullshit, I could lose the most important person in my life, and both our hearts would be broken. So, I wasn't sure, and I hope that doesn't make you feel bad.
"No," Nate leaned over and kissed her cheek as she drove. "Zoey, that really means a lot. Mom told you this was all real and as much as you bought into it, you were worried about hurting me. Thank you."
"Even after Mr. P back there popped up I still had doubts, then when I swallowed the seed I was able to see inside you and once I saw it was real and how much you loved me, the doubts went away and I felt all the feelings I'd tried to hold back just in case come out and I felt so much love for you!"
"That wasn't love written on your face," Nate grinned.
"Poison, Unskinny Bop," Zoey put her finger up as she thought. "1990! Nice try, bro."
"Damn, you and your song lyrics!" Nate clapped. "I can't get one past you."
"See, Nate? Things that that stupid little game are why I was worried, I want you as a person and brother and if being your lover was going to ruin that than I'd have never touched you."
"But you did, and for the record? You can touch me anytime. Like, you don't even have to ask."
"I'll keep that in mind," Zoey stopped at a red light and leaning over, kissed him on the lips."
"Hey!" He pulled back. "Come on, we're in public!"
"In a state no one knows us." She dropped her hand in his lap and squeezed. "We can do whatever we want! People will just think we're a young couple having fun."
"Fun, and..." Nate gave her that shy smile she adored so much. "In love?"
"So in love," she whispered and kissed him again, this time a more lingering one and they both laughed when a car slowed down as it passed them and a guy yelled, "Get a room!"
"I have one, and can't wait to get you in it," Zoey looked at her phone in its clip on the dashboard. "Shit, we have to go! Mom said we have to get back within an hour of fertilizing the Pump-Kin."
"Fertilized? I feel so used," Nate sighed dramatically.
"Let's try this again," Zoey pulled back onto the road. "I know it was no fun being a virgin, and you were frustrated and embarrassed about your feelings for me. But I'm so happy that I not only got to be your first, but I'll be your only." She paused for effect. "Isn't that special?"
"You are special, Zoey." He touched her cheek with the back of his hand and the simple touch sent a giddy thrill through her, like she was a teen whose crush just said hi to them.
"Don't know if you saw it or not, but as soon as I started thinking about you, I didn't think about other girls as much. I used to dream of you being my first."
"And he made our dreams come true." She turned back to the wheel and pulled onto the road. "Now we fulfill our end of the deal."
"Right, revenge," Nate sounded hesitant. "Do we really need to do something nasty to people?"
"Our love is the reward for making things right. We have the rest of our lives together, its only fair we do one thing for him."
"Yeah, but the people that burned him and killed great to infinity grandpa are long gone. The people who live here now didn't do anything."
"They didn't, but we're the generation that succeeded in truly bringing him to life, which means it's also this generation that pays the price."
"That sounds kind of ominous." Nate said nervously. "We're not going to hurt anyone are we?"
"Not at all," Zoey shook her head. "Matter of fact, they're going to love it."
A loud gurgling followed by several short hisses and a crackling sound came from the back seat.
"That's right, Mr. P" Zoey laughed. "They're going to get a real trick with tonight's treat."
Chapter Four
"There they are!" Mom exclaimed excitedly when Zoey entered the house and held the door open for Nate as he carried the Pump-Kin.
"Uh, hey, Mom," Nate said awkwardly while he looked around, wondering where to put down the still warm, steaming gourd.
"Hey, Mom? That's all you have to say after what just happened?" Mom looked at Zoey. "It did happen, right?"
"Yeah, it did," Zoey gave her a sly smile. "Did you doubt me?"
"Not for a minute, but Nate doesn't look as happy as I thought he would."
"He's nervous, still can't understand it all. Thinks you'll be mad."
"Bring him into the kitchen, please," Mom led the way and pointed to the table. "Right there."
"Another one with the 'him'." Nate grunted while putting it down.
"Okay, now let me look at you two." Mom gestured with her hands for them to stand next to each other. "You do make a beautiful couple."
"We have a beautiful Mom," Zoey sidled up next to Nate and slid her arm around his waist.
"Aren't you sweet," Mom beamed.
"Not just pretty, but sexy," Zoey laughed. "Mom's a milf, isn't she, little brother?"



"I guess. I mean, I don't think of her like that." He looked quickly from her to Zoey. "I really don't, it's not like you and..."
"It's okay, honey, its okay," Mom laughed. "Your sister's just teasing. Hey, where are your glasses? You didn't lose them, did you?"
"In my pocket," for the first time since they entered the house he smiled. "Don't need them anymore, all of a sudden I can see fine without them."
"How nice!" Mom gushed. "He really cares about his family."
"We're not..." Nate stopped when Zoey grabbed his side, squeezing hard, then changed topics. "Sorry I didn't say it when Zoe did, but you're really pretty Mom."
"Thank you, honey."
"Course she is," Zoey giggled. "I look just like her. We could be sisters."
"Now you're laying it on." Mom laughed.
But it wasn't much of an exaggeration. At forty four their mother was still a stunning woman, and as she always joked, Zoey was truly her 'mini me'. Mom still wore her blonde hair long, and they shared the same baby blue eyes, high cheek bones and full sensual lips.
Zoey felt those features, especially her lips, still looked better on her mother who was a mature woman, whereas she was still young enough to have somewhat of a babyface as she was still somewhere between a teenager and a woman in her own right.
On Zoey, the full mouth leant her a bratty look. where on her mother, they were a promise of amazing kisses, and even more pleasurable things. After that last thought she wondered if the seed she'd eaten was still influencing her.
From the neck down, they were not as similar. They shared the same height and were busty on top, but over the years Mom had gained some curves. Her hips, thighs and ass were thicker than they had been in her younger days.
But she still looked damn good, not heavy, but thick and a little softer in all the right places. Like her face, Mom's body said mature real woman, and she hadn't been joking, she was a total milf.
Zoey had seen Nate's friends, as well as some of her male friends, and even a couple of the guys she'd dated check her out, and she always suspected mom knew it, and loved it.
There was plenty to check out now in the witch costume she'd bought to pass out candy in. The one piece tattered black dress was short, the ragged hem ending just far enough to cover whatever she had had on beneath it.
The lower portion of her long well shaped legs were clad in black and white striped knee high stockings, leaving the upper portion of her legs bare, including a lot of creamy white thigh.
The dress featured a plunging neckline which displayed the inner curve of her breasts, but also tight enough to push them out even further. The dress was accentuated by a black choker with a silver pentagram clasp, and a pair of black fuck me heels Zoey wouldn't be able to walk in.
Mom had already applied her make up, her eyes done in heavy black mascara and eye shadow and her perfect lips also coated in back. She'd liberally applied blush to her normally fair cheeks and the overall look was sexy, but more than a little trashy.
She'd teased out her long hair so it was bigger and wild looking, surrounding her face and she'd pulled some of it over her shoulders where it reached her breasts. She might be passing out candy to little kids, but she'd be giving the fathers and older boys a different kind of treat.
The pointy hat and black gloves were on the table near the Pump-Kin which was still gurgling away and Zoey swore the sound had an air of content to it, as if it were purring like a cat.
"Let me see," Mom said to them.
"See what?" Nate asked.
"Kiss your sister," she smiled, her white teeth a flash against her black lips. "Your lover, your girlfriend, your everything."
"Mom, I feel kind of...hmmf!"
Nate was cut off by Zoey turning to him and smothering his lips with hers. He resisted for a second, but once she put her arms around him and pressed her body against his, he responded.
She kissed him harder, and when she slipped her tongue out, it was met with his. Even with their mother watching, and the fact it was just a kiss, a warm heat grew between her legs as her still sticky pussy let her know it was ready for more.
Likewise, she felt his cock stiffening, and pushing into her belly just as her nipples were poking into his chest. She broke the kiss before she began grinding on him and saw Mom smiling, and so happy there were tears in her eyes.
"How beautiful!" She sounded choked up. "I'm so proud of you!"
She came over, arms spread and embraced both of them.
"My babies are together and I couldn't be happier for you!"
She kissed each of them on the cheek, then looked over her shoulder when the Pump-Kin's strange sounds grew much louder.
"Yes, I know, isn't it wonderful?" Mom asked as if she understood it.
She left them to walk over to the table and put her hand on top of it.
"I'm sorry, I ignored you, I was just admiring your gift to us." The Pump-Kin gurgled louder and vibrated on the table beneath her touch. "I'm as beautiful as the first time you saw me? Aw, aren't you sweet," she playfully slapped the side of it. "And full of shit, but its appreciated."
She then caressed it fondly, first with her hand, then just with her long red nails, and Nate swore there was a sexual aspect to the way she touched it. That idea gained traction when the Pump-Kin shook and vibrated on the table.
He glanced at Zoey to see she looked more interested than put off and gave a mental shrug. These were the two people who meant the most to him and would never hurt him. If they were okay with this, then he would try not to worry about it.
"Oh, you're done are you?" Mom gripped the stem and removed the top of the Pump-Kin and put it on the table.
She peered inside waving her hand to see through a fresh wave of orange steam spewing from the top.
"Look at that," Mom went to reach into it.
"Mom, don't!' Nate blurted. "That's full of...uh..." he looked at Zoey as he was unable to say it.
"I know what it's full of." Mom didn't hesitate to stick her hand inside, and when she removed her closed hand, opened it to reveal a pile of seeds in her palm. "And there's more. This is more than I'd hoped for." She looked at Nate. "You really had it stored up didn't you?"
"It was a mouthful, that's for sure," Zoey told her.
"Zoe!" Nate pointed to Mom.
"Please, I've had plenty of mouthfuls in my time," she sighed. "Could use one these days, god I miss your dad."
"TMI!" Nate felt himself blushing.
"We have to work on his prudishness," Mom told Zoey. "You'd think seeing he just fucked his sister he'd be a little more open to things."
"I'll get him there," Zoey assured her while leaning over and looking into the Pump-Kin.
"Maybe you'll have some help," Mom put her arm around Zoey's waist and drew her close, kissing her cheek, but so close to her mouth she almost caught her lips.
They exchanged a quick glance, Zoey's one of surprise, but Mom had a slight smile playing about her lips.
"Girls lips are softer, aren't they?" Mom looked Zoey in the eye while she spoke, and she looked away, her face flushing.
"What are you guys talking about?"
"Nate, go into the fridge and get me that big metal bowl on the bottom shelf," Mom ignored his question while reaching into the Pump-Kin and getting another handful of seeds. "The one covered with tin foil."
Nate did as she asked, bringing it over to the table. Zoey, who still looked flustered, uncovered it while Mom stood there holding her hands up, the seeds in her palms.
"Time to mix up some special treats, Nate get the wooden spoon hanging over the stove please."
Nate retrieved it then looked into the bowl to see it filled with a chocolate cake mix. Zoey took the spoon from him and stirred the mix. While she did, Mom dropped the seeds into the bowl one at a time, giving his sister time to swirl it into the batter before releasing another one.
"Can I ask what we're doing?"
"Mixing up the medicine," Mom smirked. "These brownies are going to pack quite the punch and seal our part of the deal Mabel made long ago."
"Revenge, right?"
"Yup," Mom didn't look at him as she continued plopping one seed at a time into the bowl while Zoey rapidly stirred the contents.
"What is this revenge?" Nate pressed. "Zoey said we're not going to hurt anyone. That's true, right?"
"You're a sweet boy, Nate," Mom told him, still focusing on the task at hand. "Sorry, you're not a boy anymore. You're sister made you a man today."
"This man wants to know what the hell we're doing," Nate said irritably. "Everything is all cloak and dagger with you two today."
"Hmm, the man speaks like a man." Mom cooed and flashed him an odd smile. "Very exciting, isn't it Zoey?"
"He's still a dork."
"Regardless, he's our dork." Mom had finished adding the seeds, then reached into the Pump-Kin and removed a nasty pile of slimy orange goop.
With no hesitation she held her hand over the bowl and let the gooey substance slowly drip into the bowl while Zoey mixed it.
"The revenge is a bit of what comes around goes around mixed with judge not lest ye be judged."
"What's that mean?"
"Don't be dense," Zoey rolled her eyes while she stirred. "You saw what the seed did for us, what do you think is going to happen to the people who eat these brownies?"
"Holy shit, they're going to want to have sex with their brother or sister?"
"Or mom, dad, anyone in their family," Mom explained.
"But we wanted it, what about the person who doesn't eat the seed? They're not going to force them are they?" Nate's eyes were wide with concern.
"You are a softie, aren't you?" Mom asked but put her hand up. "No worries, Nate, no one will be doing anything they don't want to."
"They'll be like us then? They're going to end up together?"
"Probably not," Zoey shrugged. "I guess a couple might, but most won't. Most might never talk to each other again, who knows?"
"What your sister is not explaining is that our friend here generates two types of seeds. The first is the one he sows upon awakening. That one only works if there is a true desire within the summoner for the object of their affection, and there has to be mutual interest in the other as well.
"That seed just makes it happen and allows them to see that love within each other and helps them act on it. Consider it liquid courage for incest. It also enhances the encounter to make it as satisfying as possible."
"That's why you could last more than a minute," Zoey snickered.
"Then that's why you were so good at..." he caught himself when Mom looked his way. "You know."
"Don't bicker," Mom chastised them. "Nate there's nothing wrong with inexperience, you were kept that way for a reason."
"Right!" he snapped his fingers. "Zoey said me being a virgin was the key."
"Absolutely," Mom nodded.
"But then she said they hadn't figured that out before," he pursed his lips in thought. "That makes it sound like someone tried this before."
Mom looked at Zoey, who put her hands up.
"No way I was getting into that," she shook her head for emphasis. "I pushed enough on him; this is your truth bomb."
"Okay, you're right, this should come from me."
"This doesn't sound good," Nate looked back and forth between the two women.
"It won't seem as bad after what you just experienced with your sister," Mom said.
"I don't know, he can be a drama queen," Zoey mumbled.
"Did you tell him anything?"
"Him is right here." Nate put his hands out in exasperation.
"I told him what Mabel did, getting a seed and sleeping with her son, and that all the girls in the family have a boy and girl."
"And he still needs it spelled out for him?" Mom shrugged, "Then again, its not a line of thinking most people would want to follow."
"I asked about the brother's kids and Zoey said she didn't know, but I think that's what I missed." Nate offered.
"The brothers also had a boy and girl." Mom raised her eyebrows and put her hand out as if waiting for him to get it.
"But I guess they're not part of this prophecy thing because Zoey said its just the kids from the daughter."
"They're the same kids, honey," Mom said softly. "From the same parents."
"How can that..." Nate stopped and Zoey could see the wheels spinning.
"Wait for it," she whispered to Mom.
"Same parents, always a..." Nate swallowed hard, then gasped.
"Oh my god, are you saying that the brothers and sisters all had sex?"
"Yes," Mom tapped Zoey lightly as a signal not to joke or interrupt. "Our family is very special, Nate. We were birthed by the Pump-Kins last seed and Mabel's vow to keep that seed, which became our lineage, pure."
"No way," Nate had visibly paled and he leaned against the counter behind him.
Zoey went to go to him, but Mom caught her hand, and held her back while she continued.
"Mabel seduced her brother who was a few years younger than her. He'd lived with her and John after their parents passed, and apparently during that time had some thoughts about his older sister. It was enough of a spark for the seed to work its magic and succumb to her seduction.
"Now that he'd committed the same sin his brother in law was being executed for, he was part of the group that ambushed the carriage bringing the women to the convent and he and Mabel lived as husband and wife in New York.
"They had two children, first a girl, then a boy. Zoey told you of the prophecy, but I'm sure made it seem like it was just the two of you to make it easier."
"She did," Nate answered numbly, his finger going for his phantom glasses again.
"Truth is, every generation has tried to resurrect the Pump-Kin and gain revenge as part of the deal Mabel made with it. This would occur when the brother would develop some form of attraction for his sister.
"Once it was known, the sister, like Zoey did would try to keep that fire burning as best they could without being obvious. The family would come back here from wherever they were living to stay in this house and as you did, the siblings would seek the Pump-Kin.
"The sister is always the one who invokes the Pump-Kin because it was Mabel who made the deal; therefore, her daughters and granddaughters had the power to do so and to communicate with it to some degree.
"Each time it went as today did. The seduction was successful because it's in our blood to desire our sibling. That was how powerful our friend here was in his original form; his seed still has power through all this time.
"Once the union of body and heart were consummated, it was time to set revenge in motion, and that's where they all failed. None of the brother's seed was able to fully awaken him and give him the ability to sow the seeds of lust and retribution.
"Your grandmother worked at a university as a professor of linguistics. She was able to better decipher the original texts that are in the back of the journal that Mabel translated as best she could.
"She found the missing piece of the puzzle. All had to be as it was when Mabel made the deal and she found where her brother, Jeb, was young and still a virgin. Since then, all the other boys, like the women, had sex before they came together and became lifelong lovers."
"When she discovered this, your father and I were close to our turn to try, but he had already screwed around with some slut in high school, but" she put her hands out. "We went through with it anyway because we needed to keep up the tradition and you never know..."
"Dad..." Nate's mouth fell open. "Was your brother."
"Yes, honey." Mom nodded.
"Jesus Christ!" Nate shouted. "Zoey, we're fucking inbred!" He pointed at Mom. "So are you! Our brother was our goddamn uncle and Mom's our fucking aunt!"
"Easy, Nate." This time Zoey went over and tried to put her arms around him, but he side stepped her, still facing Mom.
"This is sick! Generations of this? We're lucky we're not deformed or all messed up!"
"Honey, look at me, look at your sister, and yourself. Remember your dad. We're all healthy and intelligent, and beautiful. We're not the product of typical incest. That seed blessed us with a love others could only hope to experience.
"Its...Grandma and Grandpa!" Nate pointed to Mom. "You told us Dad's grandparents were dead and that's why we only had one set. You lied!"
"Neither of you would have understood this when you were young, plus if you knew ahead of time it would have affected things. Nate, every generation has not only been together, but madly in love.
"None of us were ever divorced, there was never infidelity, only two people deeply in love. The gift of the Pump-Kin is ever lasting taboo love. Genetic sexual attraction is a real thing in life and in cases of it, the people described their family member as being irresistible and they needed them like they'd never needed another.
"There's nothing wrong here, Nate. There's been nothing but love for our sibling tuned spouse, and for our children and parents. We've always been a perfect family." She gestured to Zoey,
"Look at her, Nate. Isn't she the most beautiful young woman you've ever seen? Up in the woods I know you felt lust, but I also know your heart was as full as..." she nodded to her right. "That Pump-kin was of your lust."
She walked over, and taking Zoey's hand, put it in Nate's.
"This amazing woman is yours, Nate. You're hers, and the two of you are so beautiful together. I..." she swallowed hard, and her eyes became misty. "I wish your father had lived to not only see you together, but to know it's our children who were chosen to finish this for our grandfather.
"I just...wow, and I thought me and Zoey being together was out there." Nate ran his fingers through his hair.
"Its not easy, and I understand your reaction," Mom put her hand over theirs. "But it's not sick, it's a blessed union seen as a curse by a society that's been lied to by pious hypocrites and told who they should and should not love."
"But I thought Zoey and I were special, and now I find out we're just a whacked out tradition. How do I know this is real for us?"
"Nate, just the way you've been looking at Zoey for the last few months tells me you know its real. And now? The two of you have the glow of a young couple in love. That love is real, honey and you know it."
"I know it." Zoey turned his face to hers and kissed him gently. "You do to, little brother, you're just overwhelmed."
"Just a little," he laughed nervously.
"Nate, remember when we had our little Valentine's dinner this year?"
"Yeah, it was one the best nights of my life."
"We talked about a lot of things and I said I hoped that someday I'd find a man that treats me the way Dad treated Mom. You joked about how sickening they were, always hugging, kissing.
"You used to complain you could hear them at night sometimes if you left your room to use the bathroom, said they went at it like kids." She squeezed his hand. "We both saw how in love they were, and now we're them. We can be that sickening."
Zoey flicked her tongue across her lips. "And fuck like rabbits too."
"God, this is out there even for those family porn sites," Nate said so seriously, Mom burst out laughing and Zoey joined her.
"That's our ticket!" Mom clapped him on the shoulder. "We could be a taboo reality site on one of those porn channels!"
"Yes!" Zoey agreed. "Hmm, Family Affair? Bad Family? Family ties?"
"Only if you two are into bondage." Mom smirked.
"Awkward!" Nate said, then released a more natural sounding laugh. "Dad was your brother," he repeated, looking at Mom.
"But no less a husband, and no less a father to the two of you. He wanted me the way you wanted Zoey, and our first time was just like yours." She pointed behind her.



"That's why our friend recognized me. I've met him before, but your dad and I failed like the rest. He was briefly awake, but when we fertilized him, nothing happened for a few minutes, then he just shriveled back up."
Mom waved her hand disgustedly. "Mary Gibson. If I'd gotten to your father before that skank we could have been the chosen." She smiled and gave Nate, then Zoey a kiss on the cheek.
"But I'm proud that I still delivered, because our children did it," she turned and walked back to the table. "Who knows, maybe Mr. P as Zoey calls him might have a reward for me."
"You haven't been with anyone since Dad passed," Zoey pointed out. "You deserve someone."
"No one could love me like your father," Mom told her. "Or fuck me like him. If you didn't already learn, no one can fuck you like your brother, Zoey."
"The Taboo Zone!" Nate pumped his fist triumphantly. "That's what I feel like I stepped into. Make a good name for a porn site too."
"Glad that's decided." Mom gave him a golf clap. "Now that the past has been revealed, let's talk about the present. Now, these seeds?"
She tapped the bowl. "These are seeds of pure lust. Now, just as the spell says, there has to be a spark, even a small one."
"They had to think of someone in their family in a sexual way, even if it was never an obsession like it was with you, it could just be a one time dream, or quick fantasy or even a thought.
"For instance, a father looks at his daughter and for a moment sees her as a woman and thinks of her in an unfatherly way." Zoey added while going back to the table and resuming stirring the batter.
"That's all it takes. It turns that passing thought that odds are they were immediately ashamed or disturbed by and amplifies it. Makes them want that person," Mom finished letting the last of the goo drip from her hand and picked up a towel to wipe it off. "More than want, they need them.
"The power of the seed will compel them to seek them out and seduce them."
"But what if that person doesn't have that urge like they did? Not everyone thinks of family." Nate countered.
"More do than you think. People think all kinds of things they shouldn't, but what happens in your head stays there in those cases. In this case The Pump-Kin draws it out."
"I still don't think everyone feels that way."
"You thought of your sister," Mom's lips turned into a slight smile. "Ever think of me?"
"Hell no!" he declared.
"Not once? Not even before your sister caught your eye and your heart? Not even a "wow, mom rocks that bikini,' or "Mom's hot for her age?' Nothing?"
"Never, I swear."
"Okay," Mom sighed. "Guess I'm flattering myself. Where were we?"
"You were going to tell Nate the other person doesn't have to have the urge, but just like I passed the influence of the seed to you in a kiss, they can do the same."
"For these it doesn't have to be a kiss. The desire will build to the point that once that person is in the presence of their taboo prey they will emit a powerful pheromone. It will ooze from their pores, only detectable by, and only able to affect, the person they desire."
"Once they get a whiff of Eau De Taboo they will be just as lust crazed as the person who consumed the seed and they are going to go at it like porn stars." Zoey nodded in satisfaction. "Bet it will be the best fuck of their lives."
"If they're both going to get into it, where's the payback? Just that they did what they killed our ancestor for?"
"Partly," Mom agreed. "But more than that, the effect is temporary, it will last a couple hours at most. The two of you were already in love, it just hadn't been fully realized yet, so for you the seed kicked it into motion, then when it faded all was well because you both wanted this."
"But for these people?" Zoey finished stirring and wiped the edge of the spoon on the bowl before going over to the oven to turn it on. "Because its lust inspired by only a brief thought on one side and an unnatural influence on the other, when it wears off?" she whistled. "Shit is going to hit the fan!"
"Oh, that's not cool." Nate complained.
"Honey, I appreciate you're sensitive," Mom told him. "But these are descendants of the people who put the patriarch of our family to death for what you and your sister just did."
"They didn't, that was a long time ago."
"Dish served cold; it is what it is." Zoey remarked while grabbing a baking pan and bringing it to the table. "No one's really going to get hurt, there will just be a lot of drama."
"When the spell wears off," Mom picked up the bowl and carefully poured the mix into the pan. "They won't understand how it happened, but that it did. They'll remember everything. They'll feel shame, remorse, maybe angry at the other person."
"Bet a couple asses get kicked," Zoey giggled.
"Relationships ended," Mom nodded. "So, okay, there'll be some pain, but not what our family went through. No one's father being hung in public, no one will have to flee the state in shame and fear for their lives.
"The first time our family came back here to seek the Pump-Kin they had to use a fake name because people may have still remembered John."
"And end of the day?" She put the bowl down and picked up the spoon, using it to evenly spread the mix in the pan. "A couple of them might realize it wasn't so bad, a new special relationship could be forged."
"Then that wouldn't be revenge," Zoey frowned.
"No, but our friend does exist to spread family love so he'll be even happier with that result."
"Maybe a lot of them would feel that way?" Nate asked hopefully. "They'd be like me and Zoe?"
"Sure," Mom nodded. "That could happen, we'll have to wait and see."
"So how do we know who to give these to? Do you know the families?"
"Our friend will tell us." Mom put the top back on the Pump-Kin.
"Remember I told you, that stupid town square Halloween thing will be a lot wilder than you think?" Zoey asked.
"Yes."
"We're going to walk around to pass these out, but only to people the Pump-Kin tells us too."
"It's going to tell us?" Nate put his hand to his head. "How's it going to do that...what the hell!" he exclaimed when with a belching sound, a small piece of orange slime squirted from the Pump-Kin's mouth and hit him in the right cheek.
"Don't question him," Mom shook her head. "As you can see, he's quite aware of things. He'll let you know."
"Fine," Nate plucked a napkin from the table and wiped his face.
"I'm going to my room for a little while. I have to make some calls to the office. Can't survive a few days without me," Mom told them. "Zoey, get the brownies in the oven, and set a timer, you over cook them the seeds will be ruined."
"Got it, Mom."
"Its very important, I'm trusting you." Mom said with a series look on her face.
"You can count on me, Mom. Just like getting Mr. P, I won't let you down."
"You never do, baby girl." Mom said softly. "Going to be a great night for this family tonight," she put one hand on the Pump-Kin and took Zoey's hand briefly in her other. "A very special night."
She released Zoey and coming over to Nate, gave him a quick peck on the cheek. "Never thought of me, huh?" she asked with a smile.
"Not once, promise," he replied, wondering why she'd brought it up again.
"Your story and you're sticking to it? Okay, fair enough."
Mom spun on her absurdly high heel, and as she left the kitchen called out, "Zoey, don't forget the frosting!"
"Trust me, I won't!" Zoey laughed.
"What time is the fair?" Nate asked.
"Starts at five when it gets dark, goes until nine cause its lame. We'll get there around six and wander around and pass these out. Seed can take a couple of hours to kick in so by the time the fair closes they'll be ready to go when they get back home.."
"Four now, how long will the brownies take?"
"Twenty minutes. We have plenty of time."
Nate went to grab the pan to put it in the oven, but she caught his wrist.
"What's the matter?"
"Wanna fuck me?"
"What?" Nate blinked. "Now?"
"Why not?" Zoey grabbed his cock though his shorts. "You were getting hard just kissing me. Let's do it."
"Here?"
"Mom's upstairs," Zoey gave him a wicked smile. "I always wanted to get fucked on a kitchen table." She popped his shorts open and yanked his zipper down. She deftly worked his rapidly hardening cock out of the slit in his shorts and stroked it. "Come on, baby, fuck your favorite girl!"
He went to kiss her, but with a laugh she backed away from him and unzipping her shorts, pushed them and her thong down, shimmying her way our of them. She kicked them away, slipped her sneakers off and hopped backwards onto the table.
She opened her legs, showing off her pussy just over the edge of the table.
"Come over here sexy, your sister needs that big dick in her needy cunt."
"You know," Nate stepped up between her legs, and with his shorts still up, just his cock out, he easily slipped inside her warm wet pussy. "This I can get used to."
"Fuck yeah!" Zoey gasped as she drew her legs up so her feet were on the table, her knees spread wide. "Every day, baby. Every night, anytime and anyway you want me!"
Nate put his hands on her knees and fucked her harder, causing the table to rock beneath her from the force of his thrusts. Zoey leaned back so she was propped up on her elbows, watching Nate's long cock plunder her pink slit.
"Just like that, still dressed, just your dick out, fucking your nasty sister right here on the table. Just taking me," she raised her eyes to his. "Why are you just taking me?"
"Because you're mine," he whispered.
"You got it, baby!" she laughed, then groaned when he put his right hand between her legs, his thumb finding her swollen clit. "Hmm, look at you taking care of me!"
"I want you to come on my cock," he said, the confidence that had manifested itself earlier, coming back as he continued to pound her.
"Yes sir!" she giggled, then lay back on the table, lifting her legs and placing her feet on his shoulders.
Her head was inches from the Pump-Kin which had been facing straight ahead, but when she looked over, it had turned so its gaze was fixed on the end of the table where Nate was fucking her and working her clit in hard circles with his thumb.
"Someone likes to watch," she smiled in its direction, and small pieces at the corner of its jagged fang tooth grin peeled away as the corners of its mouth lifted, returning her smile.
"Creepy," Nate said softly, but it didn't deter him from fucking her or slow his thumb between her legs.
"Baby, that feels so good!" Zoey whimpered, wiggling her hips to grind her clit into his thumb. "Like fucking your big sis with mom upstairs?"
"I...she really doesn't care, does she?"
"I think it turns her on." Zoey said softly as she yanked her tank top up over her braless tits, and gripped her nipples between her fingers.
"No, she's just happy we're together." Nate slowed his fucking.
"I think she loved it," she repeated. "Stop screwing with my dirty talk."
"Yes, ma'am," he shifted from using his thumb to his middle and ring finger, shaking them side to side roughly on her aching nub. "You were saying."
"Fucking your sister where we had breakfast a few hours ago. Giving it to the horny little slut because she needs it and needs it now!" she gasped, and arched her back, thrusting her pussy into his cock, while twisting her nipples.
"I am yours. Your sister is your own personal cock whore."
"Damn, that's dirty," he moaned as he fucked her faster and his fingers blurred over her clit.
"Its what I am. Your cock whore, your cum slut, your bitchy big sister begging for your dick in her cunt, in her mouth, maybe in her ass when I'm ready for it."
The way Nate's hips jerked and the force of his next thrust told her how much he liked that last thought.
"Ohh, someone wants that. You want to fuck your sister's ass?" She stared up at him, breathing hard, her tits bouncing and her pussy quivering around his amazing cock as her thighs tensed and her orgasm stirred deep within her.
"Never done that before. You can be the first and only man to fuck me there. Take my anal cherry!"
"Yes," Nate moaned, his pumps now shorter and more desperate.
"And my little ass is so tight and that cock's so big I'll be squealing and begging you to go easy, but I'll really be loving it when you just take it. Pay me back for being bitchy to you, for fucking other boys while you had to wait, for cock teasing you the last few months. I...ohhhh!"
Zoey released a wail of pleasure she was positive her mother would hear through the thin ceiling. That thought only heightened the power of her climax as waves of pleasure crashed through her.
Her legs straightened, her feet going up over Nate's head, and pointing forward, her toes curling. She pinched her nipples and bucked her hips as hard as she could while laid out on the able.
Nate's fucked her faster, and the look on his now sweaty face accompanied by the now desperate movement of his hips told her he was close.
"Hold off for me!" she moaned as he pussy convulsed around his plunging dick.
"I want to cum inside you," he pleaded.
"Next time," she managed to reply through sharp yips of pleasure as his fingers continued to play her clit while she contracted repeatedly around his cock. "I...promise...next time will be special."
He didn't reply, just breathed harder and she could see him straining to hold back as his cock twitched inside her at the end of each frantic thrust. She pumped her hips, a move that wasn't helping his cause, but coming on her brother's cock felt so good she couldn't hold back.
Nate's free hand gripped her leg just below the knee and pulling her leg from over his shoulder, he brought her foot to his face and began sucking her toes.
"Freak," she moaned, but his tongue sliding between her toes and the way his eyes rolled back as he sucked them caused a fresh jolt of pleasure to shoot through her writhing body.
"I...close," he moaned around her toes, then lifting her foot, licked the bottom of it from heel to toe, making her giggle and moan at the same time.
As the last tremors of pleasure shook her, Zoey forced herself to move. She pulled her leg from his grip, dropping her feet down, then sat up and grabbed his cock at the base, squeezing it hard to hold him back.
She eased him from inside her still quivering twat and reached out with her free hand.
"Not the Pump-Kin again," he protested as he grimaced from the death grip she had on his cock.
"Nope," Instead, she pulled over the brownie pan and hopping off the table, released him.
Nate gasped as a long thick spurt erupted from his cock. It shot across the length of the pan leaving a thick white stripe across the mix. Zoey jerked him off, stroking him hard while rubbing his balls with her free hand.
He sent several more impressive squirts over the contents of the pan before the rest dribbled down his cock, and over her hand to puddle in the corner of it. When he seemed to have none left, she squeezed his balls, and gripped his cock just beneath his tip, twisted her wrist, wringing a few more drops from him.
He grabbed her hand and groaned. "Okay, stop."
Zoey released his cock and after shaking her hand over the pan, sprinkling more cum over it, she picked up her shorts and pulled them back up as casually if she were just getting dressed for the day.
"That the last ingredient?" Nate asked in between his deep breaths while tucking his cock back into his boxers. "That's why mom left, isn't it?"
"Yup, to both. Once again, you're the secret sauce baby!"
"Lucky me," Nate grimaced while watching her mix his load into the batter.
Chapter Five
"Come on, Mr. P," Zoey implored as they wandered around the town square, circling the small festival for the third time. "We haven't given away one of these yet."
"Sure this thing's on?" Nate shook the Pump-Kin cradled against his stomach. "I don't hear any of those weird noises and its barely glowing."
"Maybe no one's here," Zoey said worriedly. "Then what do we do? Go door to door and see if he recognizes anyone?"
"Maybe this part is wrong. Mom said this thing exists to spread happy stuff, that's not what we're doing, and...whoa!"
"What is it?" Zoey turned to look at him.
"It just jumped in my arms."
"It's getting brighter too!" she pointed to where its face had lit up from within.
"It's pushing against my left arm." Nate turned in that direction. "This whole day just keeps getting crazier."
Zoey followed him, switching the plastic pumpkin she had full of the brownies to her other hand. They weren't wrapped, but according to Mom that pheromone she was talking about was now baked into them and if she could get one close to the person's face they would feel compelled to eat it.
"I hope this thing's GPS is working, we just came from that way." Nate muttered but headed in that direction.
Mom had gotten them simple costumes, Nate, a pair of doctor's scrubs splattered in blood stains including the surgical mask covering the lower part of his face. The plastic hack saw that came with it dangled from his hand where it cradled the Pump-Kin.
Zoey matched him with a bloody nurse's outfit. In her case the one piece white dress had some sexy to it, only being thigh length, it showed off her white stocking clad legs. The stockings were also torn and blood spattered, as were her white sneakers mom had doused with more fake blood.
The top did feature a plunging neckline, showing off her breasts and giving her a place to tuck the oversized plastic needle she was supposed to be carrying. Her long blonde hair was gathered in a ponytail and pulled through the back of the nurse's cap she wore, which bore a red cross on it.
"Pulling harder," Nate told her as he angled off to the left again.
Zoey looked around at the crowd, but didn't know why she was bothering, not like she knew anyone.
"Damn thing is shaking," he said to her. "But it stopped pulling."
"Maybe..."
"Wow, that's a big pumpkin," a redhead who looked to be in her late teens who'd been walking by them stopped. "Must be heavy."
"It is." Nate agreed.
"Its really bright, how many batteries it take?"
"Four I think," Nate shifted his grip on it, and blinked at Zoey, telling her he thought this was who they'd been looking for.
The girl was pretty with long auburn hair currently pulled into pigtails, and deep green eyes. She wore a white blouse tied in the middle, showing off her flat tummy, and calling attention to her smallish breasts.
Her denim cutoffs displayed long slender legs and when she had turned to talk to Nate, Zoey noticed she had a cute little ass in the painted on shorts. There were fake freckles dotted on her face, and she wondered who she was supposed to be.
"I'm the Wendy's girl." She said. "I could tell you were wondering. You guys just move here? I've never seen you before."
"Just visiting family." Zoey told her. "I'm Zoey and that's Nate."
"Staying long?" she flashed a big smile at Nate and looked up at him through her lashes. "I'm Mindy, and hey, Nate, if you smoke, I was just heading off behind the coffee shop."
"He's with me," Zoey said, and wanted to smack herself for sounding jealous, especially when Nate grinned at her, picking up on it.
"Oh, yeah, sorry." She shrugged, and Zoey saw her tits jiggle beneath the shirt, and knew Nate saw it too. She was a sexy little thing that was for sure.
The seed was probably still affecting her. Over the years, Zoey had some thoughts about girls. She'd never been with one, wasn't sure she wanted to be, but at times found herself appreciating the female form and wondering what it would be like to kiss one, to touch another girl's breasts, what they'd taste like.



It wasn't a consistent fantasy, and now she suspected she never acted on it because she was meant to be with Nate, meaning she couldn't be derailed by women. But in the moment she found herself having a hard time not looking at Mindy's tight little body, and to her chagrin a warm wet feeling was building between her thighs.
"Hey, want a brownie?" Nate asked, nudging his foot into Zoey's.
"My bad," she held up the plastic pumpkin. "Go on and take one, made them myself, they're really good."
"Thanks," she reached in, then frowned. "They're not even wrapped."
"Neither is anything on those tables." Nate pointed out. "That's why we let people take their own, so we don't touch them."
"Go ahead," Zoey offered the pumpkin again. "Trust me, they're the best you'll ever have." Thinking of her offer, she winked. "Special ingredient."
"Well then, don't mind if I do!" Mindy reached in and took out a brownie. "Thanks!"
"Anytime," Zoey replied as the redhead brought the brownie to her nose.
"Hmm, this smells amazing! Really different, kind of strong."
"Its totally organic," Nate told her. "Special soil too."
Mindy took a small bite, then almost immediately took a larger one.
"This is so good, thank you!"
"Happy Halloween!" Zoey chirped, then taking Nate's arm pulled him away.
"She was really cute, someone's getting lucky tonight." Nate noted.
"Take your mask off for a minute."
Nate pulled it down, then stepped back when Zoey leaned in to kiss him.
"Hey, we're in public!"
"Just like in the car, no one knows us so let's enjoy it," Zoey whispered. "Besides, that girl flirting with you made me want the rest of these bitches to know you're all mine. Now kiss me, right here in front of all these people."
"Zoey, I like how you think," he leaned over kissed her.
He went for a quick one, but she kept her lips to his, her tongue playfully teasing the edges of his mouth.
"Either this thing likes that, or someone else is close, it's vibrating away."
"He, Mr. P is a he, stop calling him a thing."
"He," Nate sighed. "Okay, he stopped, guess he likes us touching."
"Least we know this works. Let's keep...."
"Left!' Nate turned quickly and headed for a man wearing jeans and a black sweatshirt.
He was moving quickly and Nate was having a hard time keeping up due to the Pump-Kin.
"Him, you're sure?"
"This...I mean, he is trying to pull out of my damn arms and there's no one else walking that way."
"On it!' Zoey broke into a run to pass the man, then stopped to pretend to look at a table selling Halloween themed jewelry so it wouldn't seem like she ran just to catch him.
When he passed her, she followed him, taking in his broad shoulders and narrow waist. He was older, maybe forties, but good looking with rugged features and sort thick salt and pepper hair.
"Excuse me, sir?"
He looked her way and broke into a friendly smile. "Hello there, nurse!"
"Hi! I was wondering if you'd like a treat?" she held up the pumpkin. "Homemade, really good."
"Are they as good as those home made treats in that costume?" he leered down at her, his dark eyes blatantly on her chest. "You know, I am due for an exam."
What an asshole, she felt bad for whoever he was going to end up with and hoped it would be a case of leading to serious problems for him. But aloud, she giggled and gave him her best smile.
"You like them?"
"I'd like them better if I could see more of them."
"Make a deal with you," she indicated the pumpkin. "Try one of these, and if you like it, I'll let you taste something sweeter."
She looked over her shoulder to see Nate was still far enough away he couldn't hear her.
"That's all it's going to take?" He reached in, took out a brownie and immediately took a large bite.
"That is pretty sweet," he shoved the rest of it into his mouth. He chewed quickly, smiling, and nodding as if it were the best thing he'd ever tasted.
Nate came up along side her and she hoped the guy wouldn't say anything else rude to her, he looked like he could snap her brother in two.
"Don't know what's in that, but I can't remember ever tasting a brownie that good before." He smiled and looked as if he were going to say something else, but his eyes narrowed, then blinked, as if he were confused.
"Well, hey, nice meeting you, and thanks for the sweet. I have to go pick up my niece," he nodded to Nate. "Doctor,"
"Sir," Nate replied.
"You kids make a cute couple, you have a good time tonight and stay safe, lot of sick people out there these days."
"We will," Zoey said waving as he walked away. "Creep told me I had nice tits. Hope he liked the taste of your cum."
"Nasty," Nate shuddered, "But he's not wrong, you have gorgeous tits." He nuzzled into her hair and kissed her neck. "Can't wait to suck on them when we get back home."
"Baby, this is not going to get old." She sighed as he kept kissing her neck, drawing some dirty looks from an old couple walking past. "I wish we could do this back home, be together like everyone else."
"Just have to stay home a lot," he kissed her cheek, then jerked to the right. "Got another one!" He laughed. "What did these people do, show up in the same bus?"
"Or Mr. P was snoozing, but who cares, let's go!"
He walked straight ahead towards a woman in a short pink dress with a name tag who had just come out of a small restaurant.
"Her?" Zoey pointed.
"Yeah,"
"You sure? There's other people around her."
"I'm sure," he looked over to her. "Guess I can tell you because you're the one person who wouldn't think I'm nuts, but I just heard a whisper in my head that said 'pink dress'
"He's talking to you too?" Zoey affectionately patted the Pump-Kin. "He really is like family."
"Let's not get carried away. Go get her, she's really booking down the street."
Zoey ran to catch up with her, getting in front of her, and turning around so she was in front of her.
"Happy Halloween!"
"Sorry, hon, I'm in a hurry."
"Its okay, I just want to give you one of these." She pushed the pumpkin at her. "You look like you could use a treat."
"I could use a drink," she ran her hand through her long dark hair, and Zoey noticed she looked frazzled. "10 hour shift and just get a call I have drama at home."
"I'm sorry, but something sweet always makes it better." Zoey offered the pumpkin again.
"I don't eat sweets. I have to get going."
She went to step around her, and moving quickly, Zoey plucked out a brownie and shoved it in the woman's face.
"What the hell are you...?" Her words trailed off and her eyes widened. "That smells really good!" she inhaled deeply and released a soft sigh that sounded more than a little sexual in nature.
"Tastes even better!" Zoey went to put it in her hand, but the woman surprised her by taking a small bite while she still held it.
"Hmm-mm! That's better than a drink!" she took it from Zoey's hand and took another bite. "Gotta go, thank you!"
She walked briskly away and Zoey wondered who she was off to please and be pleased by. Her nipples stiffening made her aware she was getting horny at the thought everyone she was giving these to, even the creep were heading for some forbidden sex.
She walked back toward Nate who was now talking to a tall brunette in a sexy devil costume. They were both smiling and laughing, and this time she didn't feel jealous. Instead, she felt happy for him. This was the second girl in a half hour that was flirting with him and it had to be great for his confidence.
More than that, Zoey found it arousing girls were now interested in her brother, who had now become her man, her lover. The boy they wanted was hers anytime she wanted him, and she'd proved that by fucking him on the kitchen table just a few hours ago.
She slowly approached, giving Nate a little more time to talk as he was obviously enjoying the attention. Zoey couldn't blame him, the girl, who looked around her age, was very pretty, and the costume exposed a nice pair of legs, and although the top of the dress was buttoned, a prominent pair of tits.
She imagined pressing her own impressive tits against them, going nipple to nipple with her. Again, with the girl on girl thoughts, where was it coming from? For a moment she recalled a particular woman she'd once thought of and pushed the image away before it was completely formed. She'd been drunk and high back then.
The seed, she reminded herself, it was an aphrodisiac. That and Mom had been right. Now that she'd tasted the forbidden fruit of her brother, she had sex on the brain. If she could, she'd drop to her knees and blow him in the damn street, then let him fuck her doggy.
"There she is!" Nate waved to her. "Zoey, this is Lily, she used to live down in Ft. Lauderdale."
"Hi," Lily put her hand out to her, and Zoey took it, unable to ignore how soft Lily's skin was as well as her long nails which were painted alternately in orange and black. She had beautiful ice blue eyes, fair skin, and perfect cupid bow lips currently painted a deep red.
Just stop, you like cock, not pussy.
"Nice to meet you, Lily."
"Nate was telling me about your," she cleared her throat, "Special brownies. Can I have one?"
She saw Nate nod out of the corner of her eye and held up the pumpkin.
"Thank you!" As she reached in, Lily gave Zoey a long up and down stare. "You're a lucky guy, Nate. Your girlfriend is a real hottie."
"You think?" Zoey was surprised to feel herself not only flushing but gushing as a warm wet wave surged between her thighs.
"I do," she took a brownie. "If I'd met you first, I'd be hitting on you big time. You have beautiful lips," she pushed her own into a pout. "Too bad I can't taste them."
"Who says you can't?" Zoey surprised herself as much as Lily when she slipped her hand around the back of her head and kissed her.
Lily didn't seem to mind, not only working her lips eagerly into hers, but driving her tongue in between them. Their tongues met, and Zoey heard a soft whimper and realized it was coming from her.
"Holy shit," Nate whispered next to her and his voice broke the spell.
What was she doing? She wasn't into girls and even if she was, her and Nate were together now. Just them, as it should be. She eased back, trying to catch her breath as her heart raced and her nipples ached with desire.
"Wow!" Lily whistled. "I repeat, you are a lucky guy!"
"Luckier than you know," Nate grinned.
"Now that you tried me, how about the brownie?" Zoey got herself back on track.
"Doubt it tastes better than you would."
Lily took a bite and released a sigh similar to the other woman. She smiled happily and took a second bite. Her eyes lost focus, staring off past Zoey as she chewed. She quickly devoured the rest of the brownie, and her eyes came back into focus.
"Hmm, and she can cook too," Lily laughed. "Nice meeting you guys. I'd hang out, but I have to get home, someone needs me." She sucked on her lower lip. "And I really need them. Happy Halloween!"
She gave Nate a little wave with her fingers and sauntered off.
"What was that about?" Nate asked. "You're not bi, are you?"
"No, but since I ate the seed I've been in overdrive so maybe its lust in general. She is hot."
"Not as hot as you, and you kissing her." He smirked. "You know if you ever want to bring one home, maybe we could share?"
"We're together now, Nate, and we're special. No one else for either of us."
"Like I ever had anyone else," he said with more than a hint of bitterness.
"I thought we settled that. I'll have to make up for all that head you should have been getting."
"And I will take it for the team and allow that." Nate laughed.
"I love hearing you laugh," she slipped her arm through his. "And look at you with the girls tonight."
"Lily was into you, not me."
"But she was hot and you were talking to her and laughing. No stammering, no nerves, no deer in a headlight look."
"Yeah, true," he nodded as they walked down the middle of the festival. "Think no glasses helps?"
"It does let everyone see those pretty eyes so much better."
"I do have pretty eyes, don't I?" He lifted his chin as if modeling.
"Course you do, we have the same eyes." She mimicked his pose.
"Shit, he's going off again!"
"Then let's go, little brother," Zoey let him tug her to the left. "We have to help Mr. P make this a night these people will never forget!"
Chapter Six
"Hey, wake up!" Mom's voice startled Zoey out of her doze and she jerked her head up from Nate's shoulder.
"Huh?" Nate's response and the way he jumped told her he'd also fallen asleep.
They'd come home at nine, triumphantly showing Mom the empty plastic pumpkin, and had planned to head upstairs to get out of their costumes and take a shower together. Another fun and sexy first for them.
Zoey suggested it on the ride home and he'd told her how he used to listen to the water run in the shower from his room back home which was right next to the bathroom.
He'd imagine her wet and naked, her long dark hair sticking to her back and her rubbing soap on her tits and over her body. Nate described how he'd imagine the white trails of soap running down her stomach and thighs was his cum.
By the time they got home, and he'd put the now quiet and barely glowing Pump-Kin, on the coffee table as Mom had asked, the two of them rushed through her questions about passing out the brownies, both fidgeting and eyeing the stairs.
Well, Zoey eyed the stairs when she wasn't staring at the obvious bulge between her brother's legs. Even in the loose scrubs it was noticeable. She couldn't wait to get her hands, then her mouth on it, in the shower. Wash him clean them get him all sticky again inside her aching cunt.
Mom killed the mood by telling them she wanted them to stay downstairs because she had a surprise for them. They protested, each saying they were tired and just wanted to shower and go to bed.
Mom's response of 'The two of you have the rest of your lives to fuck in the shower, tonight you can wait.' had caused Nate's mouth to drop open and he blushed furiously.
Even though Zoey had known for months their mother wanted them together, it was still strange to hear her be so blatant about it. For Nate this was all new, and it was going to take some time for him to get used to it.
Which meant Zoey would have to be a good big sister and keep fucking him until he was. But that didn't help them in the moment. Zoey had no idea what could be left to happen tonight, nor could it be better than having her brother between her legs.
But she was forced to wait because Mom was adamant they stay downstairs so they put on the TV while she went into the kitchen to, according to her, mix up something special for 'their esteemed guest.'
Said guest was the quietest it had been all day. No weird gurgling or crackling sounds, and the whispering voice hadn't spoken in her mind since she'd seduced Nate. It was no longer glowing at all, not even dimly and Zoey wondered if it slept, of maybe after growing the seeds Mom had removed from it was its purpose and it was now just a pumpkin and going to rot away again.
Speaking of dead and rotting, Nate had found the Night of the Living Dead showing on a local station. They'd sat together on the couch, his arm around her, and Zoey's head resting on his shoulder.
It felt good to be close to him, comfortable, natural, as if it were where she'd always belonged. Even though they'd had gone at it twice today, Zoey had sex on the brain all night and all she'd been thinking about was getting more.
But as they sat on the couch struck her how good simple things like this could be. Zoey ha never had a true boyfriend. Small affectionate things like his arm around her and the way he'd kissed the top of her head when she'd first curled into him, was something she'd never experienced.
Nate had put his free hand on her thigh just below the nightshirt but didn't try to move it any higher. When Zoey put her hand over it, he turned his over so they were now holding hands and she'd felt an unfamiliar, but enjoyable feeling come over her and realized that as mom had predicted, she truly was in love with her brother.
It had been a long day full of sex and adventure, and they'd spent a couple of hours walking around the festival. Zoey hadn't been aware of how tired she was until they'd been still on the couch, and at some point not long into the movie she'd fallen asleep.
"The two of you are just too cute together!" Mom gushed as she stood in front of them, using the remote to shut the television off.
"Especially still in your costumes! Just like when you were little and would fall asleep on the couch after we brought you home from trick or treating. You'd insist you wanted to stay up and eat candy and dad would tell you to sit on the couch while we looked through everything to make sure it was safe, and you'd always fall asleep."
"A little too much sugar, Mom?" Nate asked while wiping his bleary eyes.
"More than coffee," She grinned. "Bought some pumpkin schnapps, this afternoon."
Now that Nate had said it, Mom's face was red and her blue eyes were wide and more than a little glossy. She'd also changed out of her witch costume, and now wore a silky orange robe with black trim, that Zoey had seen before, but never around the house. Where Zoey had seen it was hidden in the back of Mom's walk in closet back in Florida.
It was two years ago when Dad was still alive and Zoey had snuck into her closet to borrow a pair of heels for a party she wasn't supposed to be going to. When she'd been on her knees looking for the shoes she'd see something red behind Mom's row of clothes.
The red turned out to be a baby doll nightie hanging from the wall. Zoey moved the regular clothes to the side and was confronted with several pieces of lingerie all on hangars along the wall.
The orange robe had caught her eye and she'd lifted the hangar to take a closer look and saw there was a matching bra and thong draped over the hanger inside the robe. Now Mom was wearing it in front of them and it was even shorter than Zoey had imagined it would be when she'd seen it.
The hem ended over her mid-thigh showing off a lot of leg. The top of the robe was loosely tied, and Zoey could make out the black lace trim on her bra. Why was mom wearing` a lingerie set?
The bigger question was why couldn't she stop looking at her mother's legs? Her gaze roamed from her soft lush thighs down to her bare feet with her black toenails. Mom wore a silver anklet on her left leg and a matching ring on each of her middle toes.
Zoey forced her eyes higher but was now struggling not to keep staring at her exposed cleavage in the loose robe. A warm tingling sensation between her thighs made her push her eyes up to Mom's face which is when she noticed Mom had lipstick on.
Was she expecting someone later? She was dressed more for a fun night with a lover than hanging around the house with her adult kids. She glanced at Nate to see if he were staring, and he was, but in his case, his lips were turned down in a frown, and as if he'd read her mind he said.
"Mom, what are you wearing?"
"Oh, this old thing?" she laughed and it was a little too quick and way too loud. She was either drunk, nervous, or both.
She put her arms over her head and did a quick spin which caused the back of the robe to briefly lift and Zoey caught a glimpse of black lace between the lower cheeks of her ass.
Out of the corner of her eye she saw Nate look away, but Zoey immediately replayed that spit second glimpse in her mind several times in rapid succession. She wiped at her face; she was warm all of a sudden.
"I used to wear this on Halloween for your dad," she sighed. "Been missing him a lot today, it was always our favorite holiday so I just thought I'd have a couple drinks to celebrate our kids' becoming lovers, and grandpa's revenge, and maybe enjoy a fun memory."



She put her hands out.
"Is it too much? I figured the last thing you kids want to think about is your mother." She looked at Nate. "I know it doesn't matter to Zoey, but I guess I should have thought of you. Want me to change?"
"No, its okay," Nate told her. "I miss dad too, and now that I've had time to think about it, I wish he could see us together too."
"What's the surprise?" Zoey asked, wanting to get it over with, get upstairs and get stuffed with her brother's cock because she obviously needed to get her latest wave of lust out of her system.
"Yes! Okay, let's all gather around GP! Its time to see the seeds you sowed come to fruition!"
She turned and skipped towards the dining room like a young girl. After glancing at Zoey and mouthing 'Wow' Nate followed her. Zoey trailed behind him still trying to figure out what mom said that had her feeling like she was missing something.
When she entered the dining room, the light was off, but there was a candle on each side of the table. The effect was an odd one, the Pump-Kin and the table were well lit, but everything else was in shadow.
Mom walked around to the head of the table where a bottle of schnapps and three shot glasses sat on an antique silver platter. She motioned for Zoey and Nate to sit down across from each other, then poured out the shots.
Mom lifted the bottle of schnapps from the table and held it out towards the empty chair opposite her. As she did, Zoey saw the bottle was new and wondered if that meant mom had drank an entire bottle during the course of the evening.
She leaned over, handing each of them a glass, then stretched her arm out, holding her shot towards the empty chair at the other end of the table.
"Sorry, you couldn't be here my love. I know you're watching, and I know you're so proud of our beautiful kids. You were as much a part of this as I was, and Grandpa knows it, and I love you for it."
She knocked back the shot with an easy Zoey found impressive. Zoey followed suit, enjoying the sensation of the warm liquor passing down her throat and down into her belly.
Next to her Nate made a choking sound and grimaced as he swallowed.
"Don't worry, honey," Mom giggled. "Girls were always better at taking warm shots down their throats."
"Mom's a horny drunk," Nate whispered to her.
"Okay, let's get started." Mom grabbed the stem and removed the top of the Pump-Kin. She reached into the pocket of her robe and removed a small vial of deep orange liquid.
"This has been in the lockbox with the journal since Mabel passed it to her daughter Helen. This is from the Pump-Kin itself from the night she made her deal. All those years and it still hasn't dried up.
"You're not going to drink that, are you?" Nate asked hopefully.
"No, it's a shot for Mr. P. Some of his original essence, straight and undiluted." She held it up and looked reverently at it. "This is the good shit as the kids say."
She popped off the stopper and poured it into the Pump-Kin. She'd barely put the lid back on when there was a loud popping sound, Zoey, and Nate both flinched when the Pump-Kin lifted several inches in the air before landing back on the table.
Sparks flew from its eyes, and a burst of reddish flame shot from its mouth. It was heading directly for Nate who threw his arms up, but it vanished just before it would have touched him.
The Pump-Kin slowly spun on the table, then went faster, then faster until it was moving so rapidly Zoey could no longer make out its eyes or mouth. It stopped so suddenly the table rocked and went into a series of wet sloppy sounds that reminded Zoey of someone chugging a drink.
Or choking on a cock.
The top flipped off, landing on the table in front of Mom, who calmly tilted the bottle of Schnapps and poured some into the Pump-Kin. She produced a book of matches and lighting one, held it over the open top.
"Put your hands on the sides of Mr. P. Don't worry, he's not hot, and he'd never hurt you, but he needs the touch of incestuous lovers to give him the sight."
"He's got eyes." Nate muttered, then yelped when Mom kicked him under the table. "Sorry, Mr. P." he put his hands on the side facing him, and Zoey did the same.
Mom dropped the lit match inside and put one hand over Nate's and the other over Zoey's. A thick plume of orange smoke gushed from the Pump-Kin billowing outward, then swirling around the three of them.
A smaller plume remained directly over the Pump-Kin, spinning like a miniature tornado.
"Show me," Mom demanded. "Show me those who reaped the lust that your seed sowed. Show us the descendants of the pious, the judgmental, the hypocrites who called you an abomination, who burned you in hope you could be destroyed.
"Show your family, the fruit of the loins of the man who embraced you and all you stand for. Let us see the family of the righteous commit the very sin they condemned ours for!"
Zoey caught movement above her and looked upwards. The cloud of smoke hung just below the ceiling and something was moving within it. At first it was random shapes, then what appeared to be shadows of people.
In an instant the shadows became a person. A man in the shower, rinsing off. The scene was so vivid she could be watching it on TV and she could hear the water running and him humming tunelessly as he rinsed off.
"Hey," Nate said across from her when the curtain slid to the side and a young girl entered the shower.
A girl with red pigtails, it was Mindy from the festival.
She was naked, and the sight of her small round perky tits with her tiny pink upturned nipples caused Zoey's nipples to stiffen. She was a petite little thing, with slender hips and a small firm little ass.
The shock of red between her slender thighs showed her to be a real redhead, and as the watched, she came up behind the man, and put her arms around his waist. Her hands went between his legs, one stroking his cock, the other rubbing his balls.
"Hmm, what got into you, tonight?" he asked.
Mindy didn't respond, instead she moved her hand up his stomach, gathering some soap, then returned to jerking him off. He moaned from the increased pleasure of her now slick hand gliding down his shaft.
Mindy pressed into his back, moving side to side, working her hard nipples across his back.
"Hope you locked the door; I don't know when Mindy's coming home." He put his hand behind his ass, his fingers out and Mindy opened her legs, and slipped them between her thighs.
"Damn, you're wet!" he exclaimed. "What did I do to deserve this?"
She kissed his back softly, then worked her away across his shoulders, kissing and licking. Zoey's breathing was getting heavier and she had to part her lips to release it. In the cloud, the man turned in Mindy's embrace and cried out.
"Mindy! What the hell are you doing in here?"
"Giving you what you want, Daddy."
"I..." he pushed her hands from him. "Are you drunk? You...you need to get out of here!"
"Come on, Daddy," Mindy licked her lips. "Let's play."
He backed away, whacking his head on the shower head, his hands over his cock. "I don't know what's got into you, but you need to get the hell out of here."
"I want you to get into me." She smiled. "You want to get into me."
"I'll leave then!" he grabbed the curtain, then stopped when Mindy opened her mouth and blew a plume of orange smoke into his face.
He sputtered, and let the curtain go. As he stood there, his eyes wide and mouth open as if he wanted to say something and couldn't, Mindy grabbed his cock, this time in both hands, pumping him.
"I saw you daddy. I saw you that day in the window."
"Window," his voice sounded far away.
"I didn't think you were home and had on my tiny little bikini. I untied the top and you looked out the window and you were staring."
"I...yes," he nodded like a bobblehead. "I watched you."
"You thought about how much I looked like Mama when you met her. Thought about my tight body, my cute little ass. You imagined how warm and soft my skin would be. Thought about rubbing lotion on your little girl."
The man was now moaning and pumping his hips, pushing his cock threw her hand.
"Then I sat up and you saw my titties. Your little girl's titties and you wanted to suck them so bad, didn't you?"
"I did...I....do," he groaned.
"Then you saw yourself fucking me. Putting your big dick in my tight pink cunt. Heard me squealing in your mind. You were hard, daddy. You were touching yourself right at the window.
"Then mom came home and you ran upstairs and took a shower and I know what you did in that shower, and how you wished all that cum was going down my throat or deep inside me."
"How about I show you?"
Mindy dropped to her knees and took her father into her mouth. He moaned her name and his hands went to her tits, playing with her nipples.
The scene changed as quickly as someone changing a channel. The older man who'd commented on Zoey's tits sitting in his car, looking at his phone and rolling his eyes.
A young girl dressed in a naughty schoolgirl costume came out of the house. Her white blouse was tied in the middle showing off her stomach and framing a large pair of breasts.
Her skirt absurdly short, her long legs clad in white thigh high stockings and ending in the classic schoolgirl black patent leather shoes with silver buckles. As she approached the man's eyes roamed up and down her body, and Zoey heard him whisper.
"Stop it, she's your niece for God's sake."
But his gaze was directly on her long leg as she got into the car.
"Christ, Lisa. I'm nice enough to give you a ride to the party because your dad has to work, least you can do is be on time."
"Sorry, Uncle Nick." She shrugged, and the bounce in her shirt told Zoey she wasn't wearing a bra. "I appreciate you giving me a ride, I really do."
"Doesn't seem like it, if you did, you'd be on time."
"I said I was sorry, what do you want, gas money?" She said with a tone.
"I want something better than that," He stopped, and blinked as if he hadn't meant to say that.
"What did you say?" Lisa asked, then jerked her head back when Nick released a sudden belch.
"Ewww!" Lisa leaned back. "Uncle, that's so gross!"
The burp was accompanied by the same orange smoke Mindy had emitted, and Lisa coughed as thin tendrils of it went up her nose.
"Sorry!" Nick wiped at his sweaty face. "Not feeling right, kind of warm. Um, let's get you to work."
He reached for the key, but Lisa put her hand on his wrist.
"You know, Uncle Nick, you're right. I should do something to show you how grateful I am."
"No, that's okay, I...holy shit!" Nick exclaimed when Lisa reached into his lap with both hands and yanked his jeans open.
"How about I suck your cock? That's what you thought about when you took me home last week, isn't it?"
As she spoke she'd reached in and deftly removed his cock from his boxers.
She lowered her head, flicked her tongue across his swollen head, and whispered, "Thank you Uncle, Nick," and took his cock deep into her mouth.
Nick eased the top of his seat back, using his hand to brush Lisa's long dark hair from her face and placed it on the top of her rapidly bobbing head.
"Now that's better," he moaned.
Zoey took her eyes from the scene of Lisa noisily slurping on her Uncle's cock to look at Nate. He was sweating, his blue eyes wide as he watched the show above him. Mom's eyes were also on it, her face even redder than before and her large breasts heaving in her robe.
Zoey felt as hot as they looked and pressed her thighs together, releasing a soft groan at how wet she was and the way the move caused her clit to throb. She turned her eyes back up to see the woman in the pink dress storming into her house.
She stalked down a hallway and burst into a room where a young man was in bed with a girl. They were both naked, her on her knees, and him fucking her from behind.
"What the fuck!" The woman yelled. "I told you I don't want this fucking skank in my house again!"
The man pulled back, then flopped onto his side, trying to pull the sheet over himself, but ended up falling off the bed his feet flying in the air.
"A... Aunt Betty!" he gasped.
"Oh my god, I'm sorry!" The girl sat up, covering herself with a pillow.
"Sorry you were caught!" The woman picked up a black dress from the floor and threw it at the girl. "Get dressed and get out, you little bitch!"
"Okay, okay!" The girl awkwardly pulled the dress down over her head while trying to stay covered with the pillow.
She hopped off the bed and stooping to pick up a pair of boots, ran out of the room.
"You!" The woman yelled at the man who had gotten a pair of boxers on and was standing next to the bed. "You don't listen do you?"
"Why the hell can't she be here? I'm twenty, not ten."
"Because I said so! My house, my rules! You're an ingrate, Brandon, you know that? Your father threw your lazy ass out after you flunked out of college and wouldn't get a job."
"I know, aunty! I appreciate it, I do!"
"You've been here three months, won't get a job, won't do shit around the house! All you do is eat, play video games and fuck your little sluts!"
"I'll get a job, I promise!"
"Been promising that since day one!" The woman shouted. "Meanwhile I work ten hour shifts at a shitty diner, and another three nights at Target to pay the damn mortgage!"
"Okay, I get it, I'll do better, I will."
The woman walked around to his side of the bed; her eyes locked on the large bulge in his boxers.
"You know why I don't want you fucking in my house?"
"Um, its disrespectful?" he eyed her nervously as she stalked right up to him.
He tried to take a step back, but he bumped into the wall.
"Because I haven't gotten laid in months! Its bullshit this is my house and I'm killing batteries and you're getting your dick sucked by your little whores."
"Whoa, aunty!" Brandon whistled. "That's pretty crude."
"But that's going to change!" Betty began unbuttoning the top of her dress.
"What are you doing?"
"You won't work, you won't clean, you won't follow the rules?" Betty finished the buttons and slipped her arms out of the dress. "Well, I'll tell you what, Brandon, I'm going to give you one more chance to do something."
She pushed the dress down over her hips, letting it fall to the floor. She stepped out of it, and reached back, unhooking her black bra.
"Aunt Betty! What the hell.... Holy shit!"
Betty whipped off her bra exposing her large heavy breasts, her rose red nipples as hard as Zoey's currently were.
"You're going to start earning your keep, boy." Betty hooked her fingers into the sides of her black panties and pushed them down as Brandon's eyes bulged in disbelief.
Betty pushed her panties down to her ankles and slipped them from her feet. She was now completely naked in front of her nephew who looked like a deer in headlights. She made him gasp when she grabbed his cock through his boxers, while shoving her panties in his face.
"What's the matter, Brandon?" Her face was inches from his. "Didn't you used to sneak into my room when you stayed over and jerk off in my panties?"
Brandon's denial was muffled by her grinding the black material in his face.
"Someone did, and I don't think it was your sister. I found them, decided not to tell your father. Another thing you owe me for."
She yanked the panties from his face, and replaced them with her lips, kissing him hard. Brandon's eyes went wide, and he had his arms outstretched as if he didn't know what to do with his hands.
Within a few seconds, his arms went around her, crushing her against him as they kissed. His hands slid around between them, cupping her breasts and Betty let her head fall back, moaning as his lips went to her neck.
"Yeah, you thought about aunty, didn't you? Thought about those big tits and my mouth on your cock. I was the first woman you jerked off to wasn't I?"
"Yes," he moaned. "You were so hot," he lowered his head and sucked on her nipple. "You're still so fucking hot!"
"This what you were thinking about when you made a mess in my panties?"
Betty dropped to her knees, yanked his boxers down, and took his cock in her mouth.
"Oh, fuck," Brandon moaned, his hands in her long hair as she sucked him.
Betty removed him from her mouth, a sticky strand of pre cum dangling from her chin.
"You taste like young cunt." She licked her lips. "I kind of like it."
She stood, grabbed his shoulders, and turned him to the side. He gasped when she shoved him, sending him sprawling on the bed, his long cock bobbing between his legs.
"You're going to start doing something around here," She crawled up on the bed and swung her leg over his hips, straddling him. "You're going to do me!"
She guided him between her legs and impaled herself on his cock.
"Goddamn," Nate whispered from across the table and even in just that one word, she heard how worked up he was.
Betty bucking on her nephew's cock was replaced by a young brunette in a pink t-shirt sitting on her bed cross legged her head in her hands, her shoulders shaking. The door behind her opened and Lily, clad just in a towel, her long dark hair wet, and clinging to her creamy shoulders and back, entered the room.
"Don't cry, Mandy, that little bitch isn't worth it."
"B...but I wanted Julie to be my first girl. She flirted with me, and she kept telling me how pretty I was." Mandy lifted her head and sniffled, wiping at her wide brown eyes.
"Mom, dad and you were all out so I had her over to watch movies up here, and I kissed her and...and she laughed at me and said I didn't know how to kiss. Then she said she was only messing with me because her friends dared her to find out if I were into girls. Now it will be all over school!"
"Don't worry about what those little snots have to say, and I'm sure my little sis knows how to kiss." Lily climbed onto the bed and sat behind her. "And you're so pretty," she slid up behind her, stretching her long legs out along either side of her sister. "Sexy too."
"Huh?" Mandy looked at Lily's legs around her. "You think I'm sexy?"
"I don't think, I know." Lily slid her arms around her and rested her chin on her shoulder. "And trust me, your big sister has been with some sexy girls."
"I know! You're so beautiful and confident, and you know what you're doing! I...I don't even know how to touch a girl. I just know I want to be with one."
"And you will be, and a better girl than that little tease. Best of all, it's someone who loves you."
"Who? I've never even been on a date with a girl."
"No, but you live with one." Lily kissed her softly on the neck, and a soft moan escaped Zoey as she remembered how Lily's lips felt on hers earlier.
"What was that?" Mandy went to turn her head but stopped when Lily blew in her ear and a thin wisp of orange steam entered it.
Mandy's body stiffened, and her mouth opened as if she were going to say something, but nothing came out.
"Let big sis make it all better." Lily kissed her neck while her hands found the bottom of Mandy's t-shirt. "Just like I did in that dream you had."
"I did dream of you," Mandy lifted her arms in the air, and Zoey's breath caught as Lily pulled it up, exposing her belly, then her tits.
"Dreamt of this," Lily tossed the shirt away and her hands found Mandy's breasts. "Of me being your first girl. The first one to taste you and be tasted by you."
She rolled Mandy's nipples between her fingers and Zoey squirmed in her seat. Mandy's tits were amazing, not big, but far more than a mouthful. Perfectly round, adorable deep pink nipples, the left one pierced with a silver hoop.
She leaned back, turning her head, her lips parted, and Zoey's parted with them, yearning for the kiss Lily was now receiving. Mandy whimpered and put her hands over Lily's pressing them harder to her breasts.



Lily's hand slid down her soft tummy and over smooth mound. Mandy uncrossed her legs, and the way she spread them had Zoey now rocking back and forth in her chair as she puddled in her thong.
The moan Mandy released when her sister's fingers found her clit made Zoey whimper deep in her throat. Lily turned to her side and laid Mandy back on the bed, she slid off and stood in front of her.
With a smile she dropped the towel exposing her large, beautiful breasts and incredible body. Zoey's eyes feasted on the small patch of dark hair in the cleft of her thighs.
The way Mandy looked at her sister and sucked on her lower lip had Zoey sucking hers. Lily slowly sank to her knees and placing her hands on her sister's thighs, smiled up at her.
"Now this, my sexy little sister, is how you kiss a woman.
Mandy squealed as Lily plunged her tongue inside her.
A flash and they were back to Mindy still on her knees in the shower, but her father now using her pig tails as handles, yanking her head into this thrusting cock. Her face was as red as her hair, her eyes watering and drool flowing down her chin as her father fucked her mouth.
To Nick in the car, his niece still blowing him, but she was now turned to the side, kneeling on the seat. He had her skirt up over her hips, showing off her well rounded ass.
Her thong was to the side and his fingers were buried inside her. Lisa rocked back and forth, moving into his fingers to push them deeper, then forward to deep throat his cock.
Betty riding her nephew so hard the bed was rocking and he was moaning and whimpering beneath her. She lowered herself over him, shoving her big tits in his face. He sucked on each nipple, then wrapped his arms around her waist and pulled her down to him.
She cried out when he bent his knees, getting his feet on the bed for leverage and now pounding up into his aunt's mature pussy.
Lily, her arms wrapped around Mandy's thighs, her tongue dancing on her clit. Mandy was playing with her tits as she moaned and squirmed while her big sister licked her closer and closer to her first orgasm given to her by a woman.
A tall blonde woman Lily remembered giving a brownie to was kneeling on the floor in front of a couch between two young men. She had their cocks in her hands, stroking both.
She took one into her mouth, sucking for a few seconds, before switching and sucking the other.
"See boys?" she looked at each in turn as she pumped their spit slicked cocks in her hands. "Mommy doesn't play favorites, let me show you how she loves both of you just the same!"
A young man lying on his back between two girls. The girls, both green eyed redheads, were further down the bed both licking his hard cock which they held between them.
The one on his left sucked it into her mouth, her eyes rolling back while she blew him. The other girl stroked him and licked his balls, then they switched off the other blowing him while the girl on the left bathed his sac with her tongue.
"What do you think, Ricky?" The one on the right asked while the other took over sucking him. "Which of your sisters gives better head?"
Back to Mindy who was now being fucked. Her legs were around her father's waist, as he took her hard and fast against the tiled wall of the shower.
In the car, Nick now had the seat down, staring up at his niece riding him. She'd untied the blouse and her huge creamy tits were bouncing wildly.
"This fair, Uncle?" Lisa asked as bucked wildly on him. "You give me a ride; I give you one?"
"You think you're done?" Betty, her tits covered with a huge load of cum, pointed to her nephew who was on his knees on the bed next to her, then between her legs.
"Let's go, Brandon. You have rent due and this cunt isn't going to lick itself!"
Lily now on her back, her legs spread, one draped over Mandy's back as her she licked and sucked on her clit.
"That's it, baby girl," Lily purred. "Just like that," she giggled. "Who said you didn't know how to kiss?"
The blonde mother on her hands and knees on the couch, sucking on one son while the other fucked her from behind.
The brother still on his back, one sister riding his cock, the other straddling his face. They leaned forward, kissing, and playing with each other's small tits as they both worked their brother.
Mindy now bent over in the shower, her palms against the wall, legs wide, her small ass pushed out as her father gripped her pig tails and hammered away at her.
Nick and Lisa now outside the car, her upper body through the driver's window as he stood behind her, pants around his knees fucking his niece.
Betty between Brandon's legs, slurping on his cock as he squirmed and whimpered.
"Stop crying," she slapped his thigh. "You're twenty years old, you can get it up again!" she went back to sucking, then rolled onto her hands and knees. "Now give it to me!" she groaned as he got on his knees and slipped inside her. "Probably the most work you've done in a month!" Betty laughed.
Lily and Mandy were now scissoring, grinding their pink slits against each other as they played with their tits.
The mother on top of one son while the other crouched over her, pushing his cock into her ass.
"Oh my," Mom moaned next to Zoey. "That is...so good," she sighed.
The images spun faster and faster and there were other couples, each one featuring someone Zoey recalled taking a brownie. As they passed by, she instinctively knew who they were to each other.
A mother fucking her daughter with a strap on. Two brothers spit roasting their sister. An aunt between her nephew and niece, each sucking one of her breasts, their fingers between her legs.
A daughter on her back, head turned, sucking her father's cock while her mother's tongue was busy between her legs.
Faster and faster the scenes switched, but as fast as the came and went, every second of it was etched into Zoey's now lust addled mind. The spinning compilation of taboo sex was nearing its end as they were now seeing the finale of each coupling.
Mindy on her knees, her father squirting cum into her mouth and all over her face.
Nick tit fucking his niece as she knelt next to the car. His cock erupted splashing cum all over her tits and some into her mouth as she leaned over to catch some it as he thrust through her big sift tits.
Lily and Mandy in a sixty nine, both squealing and grinding their pussies in each other's faces.
Brandon, whimpering and groaning as Betty jerked his red and barely hard cock. She was going hard and fast and he was begging her to stop, but she continued and laughed when barely a dribble came out.
"I'll consider that one month's rent, you still owe me two, so you better rest up!"
The mother on her knees, between her sons, her mouth wide open as both sprayed cum all over her face.
The two sisters, one jerking their brother's cock into the other's mouth. She eased it from her mouth and the other sister rolled over onto her back, mouth open to receive the load now flowing from her sister's mouth and into hers.
The daughter now fucking her mother with the strap on while pressing a wand to her clit, sending her into a screaming orgasm. A mother kneeling next to her daughter, jerking the father's cock into her little girl's mouth.
Cum on tits, in eager mouths, all over asses. Moaning, squealing, whimpering, and begging to stop, others begging for more.
Mindy asking her father if he wanted to come into her room and eat her pussy.
Lisa telling Nick that her father was working third shift and how would he like another ride?
Lily and Mandy curling up together under the covers in Mandy's bed, falling asleep in each other's arms.
The blonde on her back on her bed, between her now sleeping boys, an arm around each of them.
Betty sitting up in her bed, smoking while Brandon lay snoring next to her.
The two sisters, cum still on their faces sleeping on either side of their brother.
There was a flash and the images, as well as the cloud of smoke itself was suddenly gone as if they'd never been there.
"I need a cigarette, and I don't even smoke," Mom whispered.
"I..." Nate had to take a moment to catch his breath. "I feel like I just watched a goddamn Pornhub marathon. Holy shit."
"Zoey, you okay, honey?" Mom asked.
"I need to go to bed," she eased herself from her chair and looking down saw the chair was wet, she'd soaked through her panties and her damn dress. "Nate needs to come with me." She pointed to him. "Now."
"Hold on." Mom picked up the bottle and poured another round, passing the glasses to Zoey and Nate.
"To your newfound love, to dad, to grandpa, to revenge, and of course to," she clicked her glass against the now silent and dim gourd. "The Great Pump-Kin!"
Zoey and Nate clicked their glasses to Mom's and did the shots.
Nate stood, and Zoey's mouth watered at the sight of the huge bulge in his scrubs. He was as hard as she was wet.
"Kiss your sister for me, Nate," Mom said softly. "After all that I want to see my son and daughter enjoy their true and forever love."
Nate looked at Zoey who nodded vigorously, at this point she swore it wouldn't take much to get her to do anything to him, even in front of their mother. Nate walked around the table and taking her face in his hands, kissed her.
Zoey put her arms around his neck, pressing into him as her tongue slipped into his mouth. Nate's hands went around her back and slid down. Zoey released a yip of surprise when he boldly grabbed her ass through the thin costume.
She couldn't help grinding her hips into him, and his cock pushing into her stomach made her whimper. She needed him in her mouth, her pussy, her damn ass if he wanted it! She'd give her brother anything he wanted tonight.
Tonight, and for the rest of their lives.
They broke the kiss, turning their heads at the sound of a loud gargling sound from the table. The Pump-Kin was once more alit from within and wobbling on the table. Between the rhythm of the weird sound and its movement, Zoey had the feeling it was...
"Mr. P says the two of you make him very happy."
"We aim to please," Nate chuckled.
"You can aim wherever you want, little brother." Zoey took his hand. "Let's go upstairs, night Mom."
"Hold on," Mom put her hand up. "I think we're going to get one more show, a special one."
"Mom, I need to go to bed." Zoey looked down at Nate's cock as he eased from her embrace. "Nate does too."
"I have needs to, baby girl." Mom pointed to the Pump-Kin where a small cloud of smoke hung several inches over it. "And both of you need something the other can't give you."
"What's that mean?" Nate asked.
"Watch." Mom pointed.
As before a crystal clear image shone in the smoke.
"Oh shit," Nate whispered as he saw himself standing outside their home in Florida. He was peeking into the window where the blinds were left up a few inches.
In front of him, Mom was on her knees blowing their father as he sat on the bed. His hands in her hair, holding it so he could watch her eagerly devour his cock. The image switched to Mom on her back, legs splayed, and playing with her nipples as Dad lay between her legs, his fingers inside her, his lips fastened to her clit.
Mom now on top, riding Dad hard and fast, his hands on her tits and her head back, mouth open, crying out in pleasure. Mom on her back, legs in the air, Dad hammering into her. Now doggy style, Dad slapping Mom's already red swollen ass with one hand whole he gripped her hair with the other.
The entire time, Nate watched, eyes wide and his hand on his crotch, rubbing his cock through his jeans. Mom holding her tits as Dad knelt on the bed next to her, jerking off, painting their mother's tits with a huge thick load of cum.
"God, I miss him." Mom sighed.
Another shift and Nate was now in their bedroom, lying on their bed, masturbating with a pair of Mom's panties wrapped around his cock.
"I...I only did it once," Nate stammered. "I swear, I was younger, I'd never even seen porn and saw you two and..."
"Shhh!" Mom put her black tipped finger to her lips.
A switch and Zoey saw herself at a party, a drink in her hand talking to a boy.
But as he chatted away, her gaze was over his shoulder where two girls sat on a couch kissing. Zoey at a club, dancing with her friend Tina. They were both drunk, and giggling, Tina had slipped up behind her, put her arms around her waist and ground lewdly into her.
Zoey turned in her arms and their breasts were now pressing together. They were laughing, but Tina's expression went suddenly serious, and she parted her lips. At the last second, Zoey pulled away from her and walked away, flustered, and frustrated.
She was now at the beach in a lounge chair and behind her sunglasses watching the girls. Zoey could see in the image what she was looking at as the "camera" panned along long glistening sun kissed legs.
Firm asses in their little bikini bottoms, long wet hair on bronzed skin, and the breasts jiggling in minimal bikini tops. One girl rubbing tanning oil on another's legs and back, and doing it slowly and sensually, telling Zoey they were lovers.
Lucky bitches, her thought was voiced through the dining room as the image turned again. It was now Zoey in their parent's room, pulling open Mom's nightstand drawer.
"Oh, no," she whispered as she watched herself remove Mom's purple vibrator.
She helplessly watched herself hold it to her nose, inhaling deeply and sighing. She licked it, first just the tip, then the length of it. Zoey sat on the bed, and holding the end of the vibe, proceeded to suck on it, taking it deep, her head bobbing and her blue eyes rolling back.
Now on the bed, her skirt up, thong to the side, plunging the vibe inside her while her fingers worked her clit.
"Oh, mama," she squealed as she came, squirming on their parents' bed.
"I...oh my god," Zoey breathed. "I just wanted to know what a woman tasted like, and I...I always thought you were beautiful and sexy. I'm sorry, Mom, it was the one time."
"Same for me," Nate explained. "I was so embarrassed! Then I started watching porn, and..."
"Then you started watching your sister." Mom finished. "Its okay, both of you, its okay." Mom rose from her chair.
"Or maybe it's not. You see, my loves, once the Pump-Kin brings us together there's to be no one else, but there is also to never be a desire for anyone, or anything other than your true love.
"But Zoey has an unsatisfied craving for women, and part of why she denied it was she was meant to be with you, Nate. Her being with women would complicate things, she didn't know it at the time, but her not being able to go through with it was because of the deep seeded desire for her brother already imbedded in her subconscious.
"In your frustration, you thought of me because it could never happen. You tasted my toy, not a friend's, masturbated in my bed, and even briefly to me because it was harmless release, I was no one you could ever be with."
Zoey slowly nodded and her hand went to her stomach, which was burning the same way it had in the cemetery.
"And Nate, my sweet baby boy. You saw something you shouldn't have, and your reaction was partly like your sister's, you thought of me because our family is founded on family loving family, it was instinct for you to become obsessed with me in that moment.
"I know you only did that to me once, then you were able to move on. I was your first little fantasy, and honey? Trust me, more boys than you can imagine have had some passing thoughts about their mother before they start dating, and many their sister as well, but just early on.
"The problem, my beautiful babies, is you both have an unrequited desire."
'No," Nate shook his head. "You just said it, we both only did it back then, and never again." While he spoke, his hand was also on his stomach, and Zoey noticed his face was redder and sweatier than before.
"Not for me, but Zoey still thinks of girls. She was thinking of them quite a bit this evening, weren't you?"
"Yes, I even kissed a girl at the festival." Her voice sounded distant and there was a roaring in her ears. The heat was rising, now filling her chest.
"It was hot," Nate sounded funny too, and his eyes were distant as if he were staring through mom, not at her.
"Bet it was," Mom came around the table to stand in front of them. "And Nate," she put her hand on his cheek. "No matter how happy Zoey makes you, there will always be that bitterness that you had to be alone.
"It wasn't fair, was it? Zoey played and you masturbated, to me, to girls in school, and for months your sister. She's beautiful, she's sexy as fuck and I know my little girl is a nasty little thing when it comes to sex, all the sisters in our family are, its why we're allowed to play, we need to be that sweet girl, and that porn star to satisfy our brothers."
Mom flashed a sultry smile, "As Nate saw, your mom's pretty nasty too."
She turned her attention back to Nate and as she did, Zoey's eyes dropped to her mother's breasts, barely covered in the loosely tied robe. She thought of the replay of what Nate saw. Mom's breasts were like hers, big, round and absolutely amazing.
Her gaze went lower, and she licked her lips at the image of Dad licking her mother's pink puffy lips. The heat was rising and sweat trickled down her back. As horny as she had been before, she felt as if she could pop just standing there.
A quick glance told her Nate was still aroused even with mom standing in front of them. Zoey forced her gaze to his face and saw his eyes were also on Mom's chest.
"But there will always be that nagging question, that wondering what another girl would be like. What you'd be like with her. You make your sister happy, but could you make another girl happy? Are you a good lover, or just good because your sister took you and Mr. P helped you?"
"A mother's job is to take care of her children, to make sure they never go without and have everything they have ever wanted or needed."
Mom took Zoey's hand in hers.
"My baby girl wants a woman."
She took Nate's hand.
"My boy wanted a woman before he wanted his sister, and part of him still does."
She lifted their hands and kissed the back of Nate's, then Zoey's. A shiver went through her as her mother's soft, full, red painted lips, lingered on her hand.
"And honestly? I have needs to. I lost your father, and because of what's in our history and blood no other lover can compare to family, so why bother. You're the chosen, and I gave birth to you.
"Mr. P blessed your union, gave you to each other. He gave me a reward too," she smiled and placed their hands on her bare chest, just above her breasts. "In the form of three extra seeds he birthed while you were watching all the fun the people in town were having."
She pointed to the glasses on the table.
"Trust me, my loves, that was one hell of a shot," she smiled wickedly at them. "Feel anything? Maybe an urge to satisfy those cravings and make take care of your mother's neglected and very needy cunt?"
Mom released their hands, and sliding her hand behind Zoey, and into her hair, drew her into a kiss. Zoey, overwhelmed by lust inspired by her secret need to be with a woman, and the power of the seed roaring up her throat and into her mouth, accepted the kiss.
Her lips parted, and the heat passed into her mother's mouth. Mom sighed, and a similar heat passed back into Zoey. Their lips worked slowly, gently caressing the other's full soft flesh.
Mom moaned deep in her throat, and Zoey replied with a soft whimper. Mom kissed her harder, and Zoey gasped when she felt her mother's hands on her breasts, fondling them through her costume.
Her tongue plunged hard into Zoey's mouth, and she eagerly sucked on it, earning a low moan from Mom.



"That..." Nate paused, then sighed. "Is the hottest thing I've ever seen."
"Hmm," Mom eased her lips from Zoey. "Like that gorgeous blonde said to her sons, don't worry, baby, Mommy loves you both the same."
She turned and kissed Nate who released a small sound of pure joy in his throat. Mom's hands were still on her breasts, but the one on her left dropped between Nate's legs and fondled his cock beneath his scrubs.
Nate moaned loudly into their kiss, and Zoey, too overcome with passion to let her mother make the next move, brushed Mom's long blonde hair aside, and nuzzled into her neck, sucking gently on her soft skin.
Her hand went to Mom's left breast, squeezing it, then seeking her nipple through the thin robe.
"Yes," Mom moaned when Nate's hand found her other breast, and he slipped his lips from hers to work the other side of her neck. "Oh, yes!"
Mom's hand dropped from Zoey's breast down to the hem of her short dress. She hiked it up, then put her hand on her thigh. Her hand was hot and her finger's trembling, and Zoey knew it wasn't from nerves, but raw need.
Mom's hand moved up her daughter's inner thigh and Zoey opened her legs for her. When she placed her hand on Zoey's pussy through her thong, both women moaned.
"You're so fucking wet," Mom whispered. "And your brother is so hard!"
She abruptly pulled away from them.
"Upstairs," she said breathlessly. "I want you two in my bed."
She grabbed the ties to the robe and pulled it open, exposing her breasts. Nate reached for them, but with a laugh she jumped back, then turned and tossing the robe behind her, ran for the stairs, giggling like a girl Zoey's age.
"Look at that ass," Nate marveled, taking in Mom's well rounded cheeks in the skimpy black thong she'd had on beneath the robe.
"You look, I'm touching!" Zoey shoved him, sending him staggering back, then made a run for the stairs.
"Too slow!" Nate vaulted the table to cut Zoey off and get ahead of her.
"Cheat!" she yelled as he reached the stairs before her.
Mom had already made it to the top and gone around the corner. As Nate shot up the stairs, there was a laugh from above him, and the thong came sailing down the stairs.
Nate caught it, then flipped it behind him. Zoey was close behind, and catching it, pressed it to her face, loving not only the scent of her mother, but how warm and sticky the material was.
She refrained from licking it. Her first taste of Mom would be straight from the source, not from a toy like last time. In front of her, Nate was already at the top of the stairs, and had ripped off his shirt, flinging it to the floor and kicking off his shoes before running down the hallway.
Zoey followed suit, kicking off her sneakers, but leaving the white stockings on. She hurriedly unbuttoned the top of her dress as she hurried towards Mom's open bedroom door.
When she entered the room, Nate was already naked and on the bed. Mom was on her stomach between his legs, his cock already in her mouth.
"No fair, starting without me!" Zoey shoved her dress down, peeled the soaked thong from her pussy and kicked them away.
She crawled up on the bed, stretching out next to Mom, she didn't hesitate to get in on the action, ducking her had and sucking on Nate's balls.
"Best Halloween ever," Nate moaned as Mom bobbed her head, deep throating him with an ease Zoey admired.
She released him with a loud slurp and angled his cock towards Zoey.
"Want some?"
Zoey's response was to take him deep and bob her head as fast as Mom had been. Mom took over sucking his balls, and Nate's hands slid into their hair as he watched his Mother and sister, devour his cock.
Zoey passed him back to Mom, who this time only sucked on his head. Taking advantage of having most of his cock exposed, Zoey fluttered her tongue up and down his shaft.
She reached Mom and kissed her cheek. Mom let Nate's cock fall from her mouth, and kissed Zoey. They each put a hand on Nate's long thick shaft, stroking him as they kissed.
Mom eased his oozing head between them, and they worked their tongues and lips over his cock and each other's mouths. Zoey took Nate back in her mouth, and opening wide, too him deep.
She held him for a few seconds, and Mom sighed. "Such a good girl."
Zoey eased her way back up, then gasped when Mom grabbed her head and shoved her back down on his cock. She gagged, spit spewing from her mouth, then moaned as her mother pushed and pulled on her head, force feeding her Nate's cock.
"That's even better," Mom laughed. "You know a blowjob is good when you're gagging and all sloppy."
She pulled Zoey's head up, removing Nate's cock from her mouth, then kissing her hard, her tongue plunging into her mouth. Mom's lips devoured hers as she kissed and licked the sloppy mess from Zoey's face.
Mom took Nate back in her mouth, rapidly deep throating him, then sat up, and swung her leg over his hips. Zoey gripped his cock, holding it as she watched with her heart racing and her clit throbbing, Mom lower herself onto her brother.
"Fuck!" Mom cried out as she let her weight go, driving Nate's full length inside her. "Hmm, baby, you take after your father, don't you?"
She bounced hard on his cock and Zoey remained where she was, transfixed by the sight of her mother's pink slit sliding over her brother's cock. She ducked her head and Nate groaned when she licked his balls as Mom rode him.
"Sounds like Zoey is being a good big sister back there!" Mom laughed, then moaned when Nate cupped her breasts, stroking her nipples while she bucked wildly on him.
Zoey worked her tongue from his balls to the base of his shaft, then grabbing Mom's ass, spread her cheeks and shoved her tongue into her pink rosebud.
"Bad girl!" Mom squealed as Zoey, who had never done anything like this before, swirled her tongue, rimming her mother's asshole while she rode her brother.
"Yeah, baby!" Mom called out, move those hips, fuck Mama!"
Zoey slid her tongue up through the crack of mom's ass, then kissed her way up her back while she rose to her knees. She swung her leg over Nate so she was now directly behind mom and put her arms around her.
Her hands replaced Nate's on her breasts, squeezing them while she kissed Mom's neck. Mom moaned and yelped as the move spurred Nate on to pump his hips harder, his thrusting cock meeting Mom's descending pussy.
Zoey's right had ran down her mother's stomach and when she found her clit, Mom moaned. "That's it, baby girl, make mommy come on your brother's dick!"
Zoey rubbed her clit, while she licked and sucked on her neck, her left hand on Mom's tit, her fingers rolling her hard nipple.
Nate took over for Zoey on Mom's other nipple, his other hand on her hip, as she continued to bounce on his cock. Zoey was once again impressed with her brother's stamina, sure, he'd come twice for her today, but Mom was bucking on him like he was a damn rodeo bull, and...it was Mom.
This after both his sister and mother slobbered on his dick. The seed was most likely helping him. Just as it had affected Zoey who was taking care of her mother as if she were an experienced lover of women.
"Yes, yes!" Mom's voice lowered into a guttural growl and she leaned forward, bracing her hands on Nate's chest and digging her long nails into him.
Zoey rubbed her clit faster, and gave her nipple a hard twist, which Nate imitated with the other. Mom threw her head back, almost giving Zoey a head butt in the process, and released a long loud howl of ecstasy.
She wailed repeatedly as she thrashed wildly on Nate's cock. Beneath her, Nate moaned and whimpered as his mother took him as hard as Betty had taken her nephew in the taboo show they'd been treated to.
Her fingers gouged long scratches in his chest as her orgasm smashed through her. Zoey kept her fingers moving on her clit and nipple, prolonging her climax as her hips ground into Mom, her clit yearning for its own release.
Mom's wild movements, slowed, and with a long sigh, she rolled off Nate. Before he could move, Zoey had his dick in her mouth, noisily slurping on it, her eyes rolling back as she tasted her mother's cunt from her brother's cock.
Mom grabbed her hair, pulling her mouth from Nate's cock, and pushing her onto her back. Zoey went to sit up, then cried out in delight, when Mom knelt between her legs, lowered her head, and buried her face between her daughter's thighs.
"Oh, Mama!" Zoey squealed as her mother plunged her rigid tongue into her sopping slit.
She spread her legs wide, and grabbing Mom's hair, pumped her hips, grinding her cunt in her mother's face. Mom moaned into her hot flesh but continued to swirl her tongue inside her.
She sucked hard, and Zoey felt her pussy gush into her mouth. Mom's tongue traveled up through her wet lips, and when it flicked across her clit, Zoey's hips jerked and her legs kicked alongside her mother.
Nate had risen to his knees and leaning over her, sucked her left breast while he fondled the other. His cock was twitching by her head, and turning hers, Zoey opened wide and took him into it.
She whimpered around his shaft while Mom's tongue fluttered over and around her clit. She inserted her fingers into her wet twat and plunged them deep. Zoey's hips moved in time with Mom's now thrusting fingers as she moved her head as much as she could, sucking on the head and first few inches of Nate's cock.
He moved his hips, pushing himself deeper, and Zoey slid her hand between his legs, cupping his balls. Mom added another finger, stretching her wider, and now moving her wrist, shaking her fingers inside her.
She was so damn wet; she could hear Mom's fingers slapping inside her sloppy cunt. Mom was now alternately licking and sucking her clit, and Zoey's legs had already straightened around her, tensing, her feet pointing forward and her toes curling.
Her hips rocked into Mom's fingers, also working her clit against Mom's skilled tongue. Nate's lips and fingers on her nipples were helping to edge her closer to her impending orgasm, and the way he was gently fucking her mouth with his cock added an even bigger thrill.
She wished she could see this the way the Pump-Kin had shown them the others. Zoey on her back, her mother between her legs, face down in her pussy, ass in the air. Her brother over her, working his sister's tits while she slurped on his slowly thrusting cock.
Her back arched and thighs trembled as Mom's tongue played her clit perfectly. Up, down, side to side, and in slow, then faster circles, she had Zoey squirming and whimpering around Nate's dick as she brought her closer and closer to the edge.
With no warning, Mom plunged a finger hard into her ass, and the most powerful orgasm, Zoey's ever experienced exploded through her. She wailed around Nate's cock, and when he tried to pull out, she shifted her grip from his balls to the base of his shaft, holding him there.
She wanted to come with him in her mouth, and Mom busy between her thighs, enjoying both enjoying her. Her holes contracted around Mom's fingers, and she ground her hips in hard circles, rubbing herself into her still moving tongue.
Zoey's choking cried of pleasure around Nate were thrills in themselves as she bucked and writhed on the bed, Mom pushing her fingers deeper into her pussy and ass, then curling them, pressing into each other through the thin skin between Zoey's ass and cunt.
She'd never felt anything like it before, and her breath caught and her body tensed. Her back arched higher, her ass coming off the bed. Her body seemed to pause, then Zoey howled around Nate as her body convulsed and a thick stream of sticky juices squirted into Mom's face, and down her thighs.
Zoey cried out when a second, then third stream squirted into Mom's face, and shoulders, and puddling on the sheets. Her body went limp, and this time she had to remove Nate from her mouth to be able to gasp for breath.
"Oh...oh my god, I...oh wow..." Zoey's orgasm had been so strong she couldn't even speak, and above her the ceiling was spinning.
She lay there, arms falling her side, as limp as a rag doll, as her tits heaved with her deep breaths. Mom eased her fingers from her, then slid over to her side and whispered something to Nate.
Her brother climbed over her so he was kneeling between her legs, and lifting her right leg, twisted his shoulders. Zoey yelped as he rolled her onto her side, then again when with another twist he had her on her stomach.
He grabbed her hips, pulling them in the air, and drawing her legs up so she was now on her knees. He entered her in one long hard thrust that caused her eyes to widen and her mouth to drop open in a sharp yelp.
Nate tore into her with a power that bordered on violent, pounding her still quivering pussy with his big dick. Zoey yipped and squealed as he fucked her harder than she'd ever been before.
In front of her, Mom slid over, swung her leg over Zoey's head and lying back, spread her pussy open in front of her.
"Come give, Mama a kiss, baby girl."
She slid closer so her pussy was inches from her and she didn't hesitate to shove her face between her mother's thighs. Even with Nate fucking her like he was trying to break her, Zoey's focus shifted to the scent and taste of her mother.
She kissed her clit, then slid her tongue down through her thick pussy lips. Again, as if she'd done this before, she slipped her tongue inside, keeping it rigid and moving her head, tongue fucking her mother.
"There you go," Mom moaned. "That's my girl! And look at my boy back there taking it to his sister, claiming her, showing her that cunt belongs to him now."
Zoey yipped into her as Nate somehow managed to increase the pace, and force, of his frenzied fucking. The bed was rocking and so was Zoey, but she kept her tongue inserted in her mother, probing, licking, sucking, and letting her mouth fill with her mother's forbidden nectar.
She swirled her tongue out and upward, and when she reached her clit gave it a hard suck. Mom moaned, and cupped her big tits, playing with her nipples as Zoey sucked in a steady rhythm.
She plunged her fingers into her, burying them knuckle deep, then curling them hard. The way Mom's hips jerked and she groaned told her she was once again somehow doing the right thing.
She swirled her tongue in fast circles around her clit while now pumping her fingers into her mother's wet hole.
"Yeah, lick it," Mom gasped. "Keep going, baby girl, keep working Mama's clit like that and I'm going to come in that gorgeous face!"
Behind her, Nate had finally slowed down, now fucking her with shorter less forceful thrusts. She could hear his breathing and he was sweating so heavily she could feel drops of it splashing on her ass.
"Easy, baby boy," Mom breathed. "You still got some fucking to do. Your mom needs more of that cock."
The moan Nate emitted behind her sounding as desperate as it did enthusiastic. As it was, seed or no seed, she couldn't believe he hadn't popped yet. That thought was followed by Mom lifting her legs and crossing them over Zoey's head.
She pulled her into her pussy, and rocked her hips faster, and Zoey felt her thighs trembling against her. She increased the speed of her licking, mixing in sudden hard sucks, and Mom was now whimpering and tugging hard on her nipples, stretching them to wear it had to be painful.
Zoey added a third finger, and as she did before, curled them inside her. Mom gasped, and when Zoey did it again, this time accompanied by a hard suck, Mom released another of those porn star quality wails as she came in Zoey's face.
She worked her hips, grinding her hot cunt into her daughter's face. Not that Zoey minded, she loved the feel, taste, and smell, of her mother's hot flesh in and on her face. She kept her tongue going while leaving her fingers deep inside, loving how Mom's pussy clenched around them.
Mom squirmed on the bed, moaning, and releasing short sharp little yips that reminded Zoey of hiccups. Behind her, Nate had eased from inside her, taking a breather as he watched his sister make his mother come.
"Hmm, that was sooo nice!" Mom let her legs drop from around Zoey's head. "That's the first time a girls made me cum since a week before I seduced your father." She giggled. "I knew I shouldn't have, but I needed that taste, just like you did."
She sat up, then looked at Nate behind them.
"How's this look, honey?" She quickly rolled over and got onto her hands and knees next to Zoey. "Your mom and your big sister face down and ass up for you."
"Holy fuck," Nate grabbed both their asses, fondling their cheeks, then giving each of them a light spank.
"Fuck is what you're supposed to be doing. Come take your women, Nate."
"My women," Nate said it almost reverentially.
He grabbed Mom's hips and drove into her, fucking her with long hard thrusts. Mom turned to Zoey and kissed her, now releasing her sharp yips into her daughter's mouth. Nate slipped from Mom, and Zoey groaned as he resumed his prior assault on her sloppy cunt.
He fucked her hard enough to make his balls slap against her, and Zoey was so wet, she could feel her juices flowing down her thighs as he pushed more out with his plunging cock.
He moved over, once more taking Mom, and this time as hard as he had Zoey. They tried to continue to kiss. Their lips and tongues connecting briefly before Mom had to stop to squeal from a particularly hard thrust.
He went back to Zoey, and she surprised herself by releasing a loud laugh. This was the best day, and night ever. Her brother, now with mom, the three of them together, loving and lusting!
Next to her Mom smiled and nodded as if she completely understood. Looking over her shoulder, she said "Stop!"
Nate quickly slid from within Zoey. "I do something wrong?" he was breathing so hard he could barely talk, and he was drenched in sweat.
"Zoey, roll over on your back." Mom sat up on her knees. "I want to watch you two finish."
Zoey wasn't going to argue. She rolled onto her back as mom moved over, now kneeling behind her head. Nate knelt between her legs, and grabbing her ankles lifted her legs in the air.
He plowed into her and Zoey howled as he went at her as hard as he had been from behind.
"Let me help." Mom leaned over, grabbed Zoey's ankles, and yanked her legs back.
Zoey squealed as she was now staring up at her feet, and her ass was off the bed as she was bent like a pretzel. Nate was now pounding deeper into her, his hands braced on the backs of her thighs.
"Oh oh oh oh!" Zoey's eyes were rolling like a slot machine and her big tits bounced wildly as her brother hammered down into her. More of her juices squirted from inside and dripped down her thighs.
Nate's thighs were sticky as well as was his cock and balls. Her brother looked amazing, every muscle standing out and even more defined beneath the thick sheen of sweat covering his torso.
His eyes were electric, from the influence of the seed as well as the overpowering lust he was experiencing. Zoey's mouth was now open in a silent O as he was using her so hard she could no longer make any noise other than a pathetic wheezing sound.
He was fucking her breathless and senseless. If Mom wasn't holding her legs, she'd be flat on the bed, unable to move, just letting her brother have his way with her.
"Oh, oh, fuck!" Nate gasped and at this point Zoey felt more than a little relief he was getting close because her pussy was aching from the power of his manic fucking.
"Give it to me, Nate!" Mom released Zoey's legs and leaned over until her mouth was directly over Zoey's slit. "I want it!"
Nate whipped his cock out and buried it in his mother's mouth.
"Goddamn!" Nate exclaimed as his mother bobbed her head, sucking every drop from his erupting cock.



In this position, her breasts were pressing into Zoey's stomach and hers into Mom's. her mother's pussy was just over her face, and she lifted her head, plunging her tongue inside it.
Mom made a high pitched gurgling sound, but continued to suck, now jerking Nate off into her mouth.
"I...oh, stop!" Nate whimpered. "S...stop, please...there's no more!"
Mom eased him from her mouth and slid back up the bed until her face was directly over Zoey's. She smiled and pointed to her mouth.
Zoey obediently opened her mouth, and Mom leaned closer, parting her lips, and letting Nate's huge thick load pour into Zoey's mouth.
"Je-sus!" Nate wheezed. "That's so fucking dirty!"
Zoey giggled, then sat up as Mom laid back. Mom opened wide as she had, and Zoey passed her Nate's hot cum. She groaned as some of it slid down her chin and splattered onto Mom's.
Mom sat up and taking Zoey's face in her hands, kissed her. They parted their lips, passing Nate's cum back and forth, more of it spilling down onto their chests and tits.
"Forgive me, if I sit this kiss out." Nate joked, and it made Zoey laugh, sending a squirt of cum spilling down her chin to land on her breasts.
She swallowed what was left in her mouth and watched Mom do the same.
"Aw, you're all messy." Mom kissed her chin, slurping t cum from it. She lowered her head, and Zoey's heart raced as her mother proceeded to lick every drop of her son's come from her daughter's chest and tits.
She finished with the few drops that had slid down to her nipple and smacked her lips.
"That's so much sweeter and stickier than candy!" she laughed.
"Its not really sweet," Zoey pointed out. "Kind of salty and slimy," she shrugged. "Doesn't really taste good," she smiled. "But taking a load in the mouth is so fucking hot anyway."
"Your sister is a good girl, Nate." Mom kissed her fondly on the cheek.
"Did that just happen?" Nate shook his head as he sat with his hands on his knees, his exhausted cock, soft and dripping from being in Zoey's flooded cunt.
"It did, baby." Mom kissed him as she had Zoey.
"Holy fuck!" Nate shouted, pointing across the room.
On top of the bureau sat the Pump-Kin. It was silent, and dimly lit, which was why they hadn't noticed it, but one of its eyes was now closed in a wink.
"How the hell did he get up here?" Zoey asked.
"Mr. P can be where he wants to be as long as he's around his family, we're his seed come to fruition, a source of power to him. Just leave him be, he's an old perv who likes to watch and a softie who likes seeing his kids happy."
She slid up the bed, lying in the middle and patted the bed on either side of her.
Nate slid up on her right, and Zoey to her left. Mom put her arms out, and they stretched out on their sides, each of them sliding into her embrace, resting their heads on her shoulders, as she put her arms around them.
"That's what they call a win," Mom sighed. "All of us got something we needed from that."
"I was wondering if I could keep up with Zoe," Nate told her. "But two of you?"
"This was just once, honey." Mom kissed the top of his head. "You and your sister are going to be very happy together. This was my reward for my part in things, and you two will no longer think about something you felt you missed out on."
"But you shouldn't be alone." Zoey put her arm across her mother's waist and took Nate's hand. "We want you to be happy."
"I'm happy, baby girl. I truly am."
"You going to try and meet someone with this over?" Nate asked. "You can always say I'm your son in law, not son."
"Maybe, but once you've had family no one else can compare. Your father loved me and fucked me like no other man could." She winked at Nate. "Present company excluded.
"You're too young to never have any fun, Mom." Zoey insisted. "I don't think I have to ask Nate to know he'd be okay with more of this."
"That's sweet, Zoey, but the rest of your lives is for you. You're siblings, but now a young couple just starting out. Your hearts belong to each other."
"We love you too," Nate told her.
"It's a very different love." Mom explained. "The seed worked for the three of us because there is love, and you both once had a fantasy about me. But my love for you is as a parent, my lust for you was," she shrugged against them.
"Part a victory celebration, part one last hot night with family, me knowing you'd each desired me however briefly, and," she giggled, "A lot of Pumpkin schnapps and our good friend is a bad influence."
"I don't think you should never not have any fun." Nate looked meaningfully at Zoey.
"Nate's right. I get you don't want to get in the middle of us as a couple, but maybe sometimes we could play?"
"Honey, it's okay."
"Special occasions!" Nate said. "Our birthdays! That would be a great gift, no?"
"Then Christmas too," Zoey followed up. "And Thanksgiving," she giggled. "It is all about eating, and we have some sweet pies we could share."
"That's bad, honey." Mom winced.
"Valentines." Nate snapped his fingers. "No way can mom be alone on Valentines."
"What do you think, Mom? We can all play on special occasions. Nate and I have more than enough love to go around."
"That wasn't love we were passing around."
"Not an 80's song lyric." Nate said so seriously, Zoey laughed.
"The two of you are adorable," Mom hugged them close, and using her foot hooked the comforter she'd pushed to the end of the bed and pulled it up so Nate could reach it and pull it up over their waists. "It does feel good, the three of us naked together in bed."
"Holding you feels good too," Nate squeezed Zoey's hand. "Both of you."
"Such a sweet boy," Mom told him.
"What do you say?" Zoey pressed. "We can do this sometimes?"
"Well, let's put it this way," Mom looked at each of them in turn, a serious expression on her face.
"What way?" Nate now looked just as serious, and Zoey felt the same.
Mom broke into a smile. "I guess I know what I'm getting for Mother's Day from now on."
Chapter Seven
Miranda opened her eyes and released a contented sigh. Naked between her beautiful children, happy and satisfied. She took a deep breath and smiled. The room smelled of sex.
She had the taste of her son's cum in her mouth and the scent of her daughter on her face. Life was good. Miranda meant what she said, their love was theirs, she wasn't going to enter a polyamorous, and incestuous, love affair with them.
But their offer for some occasional fun was one she had agreed to so they would go to sleep. Humoring them just like when they were little, but she had a feeling she might 'let' it happen from time to time, after all, no mother wanted to disappoint their kids at Christmas.
A soft gurgling from her left caused her to look over at the Pump-Kin. It was glowing brighter and now that it had her attention it wobbled back and forth. Miranda gently eased her arms from beneath Zoey and Nate, then moved their arms from across her waist.
The two of them were out cold. A huge day for them, and for Nate the eye opening truth about their family. Miranda paused for a moment to enjoy the feeling of Nates semi hard cock pressed to her thigh.
On the other side, Zoey had draped one long leg over hers, and Miranda felt her daughter's warm, pussy pushing against her. She slipped her leg from under her daughter's and carefully slid down the bed until she was no longer between them.
Miranda walked naked over to the Pump-Kin.
"What are you on about, old friend?" She affectionately stroked it.
It made a crackling sound and its smile grew wider. Miranda turned to look at the bed. "Yes, they are beautiful, aren't they? So perfect. John is smiling at all of us from wherever he is."
The Pump-Kin wobbled harder and would have fallen off the bureau had she not caught it.
"Easy, there, you don't want to end up like Humpty Dumpty." Miranda chided him.
She felt it tugging against her, wanting her to move towards the door.
"Okay, let's see what you want me to see."
Not bothering to dress, after all, her kids has seen everything she had, Miranda quietly slipped out of the room, gently pulling the door closed behind her while cradling the Pump-Kin under one arm.
He was hot, which meant he was up to something, and Miranda wondered what. Everything had gone as it was meant to, but she followed his lead as he tugged towards the end of the hall.
"Downstairs it is."
Cradling him against her breasts, she carried him downstairs and into the dining room. The candles which had guttered out, flared into life.
"Did you put them out?" she asked while placing him on the table next to the bottle of Schnapps and the glasses. It sputtered at her.
"You didn't want us to die in a fire? You're the best, Mr. P." It made a happy sound and spun in a circle.
"You like that nickname? It is catchy." Miranda sat down and put her hands out.
"Well, what's the big deal that you had me take you back down here?"
The Pump-Kin went into a serious of hisses and pops as it vibrated and spun in several fast circles.
"You seem awfully happy with yourself."
The top popped off, and a small plume of smoke rose from it.
"Another show?"
The smoke thickened and Miranda's eyes widened when an image formed in front of her. Mindy in bed with her father, her eyes wide and a terrified look on her face. Next to her, her father stood by the bed in his underwear while a woman who looked like an older version of Mindy pointed at him, screaming.
"With our daughter? Our daughter, you sick fucking bastard!?!"
He tried to say something, but looked as scared as Mindy, but the woman pointed to the door.
"Get out! Get out of this house and never come back! We're through and if you try to contest the divorce I'll tell everyone what you did!"
The scene changed, Nick, in a living room, naked, standing by a couch where Lisa sat with a cushion over her breasts. Nick had his hands up defensively as a man that bore a close resemblance to him bellowed.
"She's your fucking niece! My little girl!"
"Rich!" Nick exclaimed. "I...I don't know what..." his words were cut off when Rich stepped forward and hit him in the face, knocking him on the floor, while Lisa screamed "Daddy, don't!"
"What did you give us?" The two sisters, now out of the bed, their clothes back on, pointing down at their brother.
"N...nothing! You two came home and you just started sucking my..."
"Bullshit!' The girl on the left yelled at him. "There was something in that blunt wasn't there? You're disgusting Vince! I can't believe you date raped your sisters!"
"I didn't!' Vince remained on the bed, the sheet over his crotch. "I swear I..."
The door burst open and a man and woman, both in robes came in "What the hell is going on?"
"Vince!" The other sister pointed to him. "He made us have sex with him!"
A switch to the blonde woman, now in a robe and confronted by her husband while the two boys sat on the bed behind her, identical looks of fear and confusion on their faces.
"You're sleeping with our sons?" The man asked with an incredulous look on his face. "Is this why you always tell me you don't mind when I have to travel? You're molesting your own boys?"
The couple and their daughter, the daughter sitting on her bed, her head in her hands, sobbing while the parents argued.
"How could you do this to her?" The woman demanded.
"Me? You're the one that came home all fucked up and started this! Jesus, Kristin, you asked me if I ever wondered what our daughter's cunt tasted like!"
"Oh, my god!" The wife burst into tears, "Kelsea, baby, we're so sorry, we...."
"Stay away from me!' The girl yelled. "Both of you! I want to go live with Uncle Steve!"
More scenes of rage, blame and arguments flashed before Miranda's eyes, and she was glad the Pump-Kin was only showing these to her, Zoey and Nate wouldn't have wanted to know about this, especially Nate, who had such a sweet disposition.
The scenes slowed and she saw the sisters still in bed together, the covers pulled up to their necks as a man stood in the doorway.
"Mandy, have you seen your...oh, there you are." He cocked his head. "Why are you in your sister's bed?"
"We were watching horror movies, dad," Mandy answered. "We got sleepy so we just shut the TV off." She giggled. "Lily got scared and didn't want to go back to her room."
"Oh, okay, well, you protect your scaredy cat sister. Happy Halloween, girls."
"Happy Halloween, Daddy!" They chirped together.
When he left, Lily slumped back in the bed.
"That was close, I should probably go back to my room."
"No," Mandy rolled over so she was looking down at her. "You're not going anywhere."
"Oh, no?" Lily gave her a sly smile. "Why should I stay?"
Mandy smiled, "I'll give you two reasons."
She pulled the blanket down exposing her breasts.
"Those are two good reasons!' Lily sat up and put her arms around her, kissing her softly. "I love you, Mandy."
"I love you too," Lily." Mandy gave her an adorably shy smile. "I'm so happy you were my first."
"I'm even happier that I'm going to be your only," Lily whispered, then shoved her sister down onto the bed, and buried her face between her breasts as Mandy laughed delightedly.
"Aw, that's nice," Miranda felt her eyes misting up. "Those two beautiful little angels together."
The Pump-Kin wobbled happily as the smoke faded, gurgling away at her.
"Yes, it was a very good night, old friend." Miranda poured two shots of Schnapps. "Here's to family!"
Removing the top of the Pump-Kin, Miranda tapped the glasses to it, then poured one in while downing the other.
The Pump-Kin crackled away and Miranda put its top back on and laid her hand on it fondly.
"Happy Halloween to you too, Mr. P."
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Chapter One
"Hey, mom!" Brett greeted his mother with a wave as he slung his backpack on the couch.
"Hey, yourself," Mom looked up from her book. "Gabe called, he said he tried your cell, but it kept going to voice mail."
"Shit," Brett rolled his eyes as he plucked his phone from his pocket. "I forgot to turn it on after I got out of class. "Maybe he needs me to come in tonight."
"Brett, you've worked five out of the last six nights," Mom reminded him. "You need to get your rest and focus on school."
"Get my rest?" he laughed. "I'm 20, I don't need as much sleep as you old people."
"Watch it, mister," Mom cautioned him with a finger. "As long as you live here, I can ground your ass no matter how old you are."
"Yes ma'am," he lowered his head demurely, but couldn't keep the smirk off his face. "Whatever you say."
"Don't humor me," she sighed. "Seriously, Brett, I know you love the new job and I appreciate that you want to work and help out, but school's more important."
"My grades are good, Mom. I had a 3.8 last semester, remember?"
"You were working 20 hours a week at Starbucks, now you're working close to twice that and until one in the morning sometimes," she complained. "I still can't believe you can serve booze without being old enough to drink."
"RI has cool laws, what can I say?" Brett chuckled. "But no worries, I don't drink."
"Right, A 20 year old college student and you have a virgin liver," Mom shook her head. "I'm not naïve, now stop dodging my point."
"I get to sleep by two, and class is at nine. I get a few hours sleep, and I study when I get home before I go in."
"It's a lot, Brett. If Gabe wants you to work, tell him not tonight."
"Come on, Mom. I'm a grown ass man now, I know my limits."
"Oh, my god," she slapped her forehead for effect. "A grown ass man? Your limits? You're not grown ass when you still live with mommy."
"Ouch," Brett winced, then made her laugh when he raked the air with his fingers and meowed. "Bitchy!"
"Just say no."
"I have my car insurance due; I need a couple of books for my next classes, and the mortgage is coming up. I promised Dad when we knew it was near the end I'd always do the right thing as a son and a man. The right thing is helping my mom with the bills and paying my own way as much as I can."
"You know," Mom gave him a soft smile. "I take it back, maybe you're at least partially grown up."
"Thanks," he rolled his eyes.
"You're a good boy, Brett," Mom saw the look on his face. "Man, good man," she corrected herself. "A good young man should do the right thing but should be having some fun too. When was the last time you went on a date?"
"Melissa," he replied, looking away because he knew what was coming.
"You two broke up six months ago. That's too long for a good looking, grown ass man like yourself to be alone."
"I'm fine, work and school keep me busy," he grinned. "Girls can be more distracting than jobs, you know."
"They're more fun than jobs," Mom frowned. "If not, there's a problem."
"Right now, your single, well rested, studious, and partially grown ass man wants to make some extra money."
"I suppose there's worse things than wanting to be responsible," Mom conceded. "Especially these days, half the kids your age don't even work."
"Kids these days," Brett sighed dramatically as he turned his phone on.
"Besides, I'm sure serving drinks might put you in contact with some attractive young ladies, but I know that's not why you're eager to keep taking shifts, its all about the right thing."
Mom looked at him expectantly.
"Unfortunately, it is a hazard of the profession," Brett said in a somber tone. "And it is embarrassing the way they fawn over me, but I tell them, ladies, can't you see I'm working here, and my mom says I have to get my rest."
"You're killing me," Mom tried to look series, but burst out laughing. "Fine, smart ass, go to work, but promise me if it starts to get to be too much or your grades slip, you cut back?"
"Promise." He nodded as he turned away, already bringing up his voicemail.
"And you're not going in before dinner, you need to eat."
"Yup," he gave her a thumbs up over his shoulder.
"Hey, kiddo," Gabe's gruff voice sounded in his ear. "Lookin' to see if you want to pick up some extra money tonight, call me back, kay?"
Bret waited until he went upstairs and entered his room before calling him back.
"Took you long enough," Gabe answered. "For a kid who wants hours, your phones off all day."
"Hi to you too," Bret replied. "I have it off in school."
"Good thing you're out then because I was getting' ready to call Tammy and see if she wanted to work."
"I'll take the shift!"
"Don't know," Gabe grunted. "Tammy's better for business, she's got those big tits and wears those tight little tops."
"And screws up half the drinks," Bret responded.
"But she's pretty and has big tits." Gabe repeated.
"Fine. I'll wear a shirt two sizes to small and giggle, how's that?"
Gabe laughed in his ear, but the laugh turned into a jagged smoker's hack and Bret eased the phone from his ear. "Christ, kid, that was a good one." He snickered. "'Sides, you're kind of pretty anyway."
"Am not!" Bret exclaimed.
"Are too, mister goop in your hair."
"Whatever, what time."
"Oh, right, seven to two okay?"
"Two? You need me to help clean up or something?"
"Shit! I'm losing my damn mind these days. It's not here, it's at my buddy, Ron's place, the Capital Grill, that cool with you?"
"Hell yeah, I bet the tips are great."
"They are, but they have a dress code for the staff, you got a white dress shirt?"
"I do, and a pair of black suit pants I can wear with it."
"Ron said he has a vest for you, but you need a red tie."
"Red tie? Shit, I only have black and grey."
"Stop and buy one if you have to. Either that or I'll call Tammy, I'm sure one of the dirty old men she screws around with probably left one behind."
"You're a classy guy, Gabe," Bret muttered. "But I'll figure something out."
"Be there by 6:45. I vouched for you with Ron so do a good job and you might get to fill in there when he needs someone."
"Thanks, Gabe, you're the best!"
"Make me look bad," he went on as if Bret hadn't replied. "And you'll be looking for new job, got it?"
"I'll be lights out," Bret promised. "I'll do the right thing by you, Gabe. I always do the right thing."
"Just make the drinks right, kid."
Gabe ended the call and Bret saw it was 4:50. He hurried over to his window and opened the blinds enough to peer through them. He smiled when he looked across the street and didn't see the red minivan in the driveway.
So far today was all about winning as he hadn't missed his favorite guilty pleasures, checking out his long-time crush, and go to fantasy since he was old enough to have fantasies about women.
Lori Matthews, the hottest woman he'd ever laid eyes on.
Chapter Two
Bret stayed by the window feeling like a creepy stalker. The fact Lori happened to be his friend Tim's mom added guilt to the creep factor, but he couldn't help himself and figured what happened in his head stayed in his head.
His brief misgivings about his secret obsession fell away when, just like clockwork, her van appeared around the corner. Bret watched her approach playing the game with himself of wondering what she'd be wearing.
Lori often wore slacks and blouses to work, but once every few days Bret would strike perv gold and she'd have on a dress or a skirt. He'd been watching her come home whenever he could since the day he'd first seen her when they moved in seven years ago and had his personal favs.
She never wore anything inappropriate. Her skirts were typically knee length or slightly higher, but nothing risqué. Her blouses tended to be loose fitting as were her slacks.
The same for her shoes which were either flats, wedges or on the occasions she wore heels, not very high, functional rather than sexy. Her brown hair, long and curly when he'd see her around the house when he hung out with Josh, was generally pinned up, or pulled back, giving her a more professional look.
For some reason, the fact Lori didn't dress trashy or revealing made her more attractive to him, gave her an air of class and mystery. A mystery that Bret, in both his wildest dreams, and waking masturbation sessions, longed to solve.
The van pulled into the driveway and Bret did a silent drum roll when the door swung open. The hits kept coming for him when one blue heel, followed by a bare leg extended from the Van.
Lori stepped out, her navy-blue dress momentarily hiked up from sitting, and giving Bret a brief, but thrilling, look at the back of her leg up to her mid-thigh before she smoothed it out.
The dress fell to just above her knee and flared out, not giving him any type of view of her ass, but when she turned to the side to approach the house he saw the top did give him a decent shot of her breasts.
It wasn't that the dress was snug, but the fact Lori was big on top. Not that he'd ever seen her wear anything to fully display their size, but when they were prominent in loose fitting outfits they had to be impressive.
"Dammit, Lori," he whispered. "Can't you wear anything to give your stalker a little something to perv on?"
He watched her walk up the driveway, his eyes following the natural swing of her hips. She reached the house and went inside, ending Bret's pathetic thrill of the day. He turned away and opened his closet door looking for the white shirt and the slacks, hoping they didn't need ironing.
He thought about the tie, Target was on the way, they'd probably have one, but he had less than two hours to shower, get dressed, eat, hope the first place he checked had a tie, then fight rush hour traffic into downtown.
The Capital Grill was high end, and he could easily make a couple hundred in tips tonight, and if he did a good job, maybe get more chances or even a foot in the door for a job, so he couldn't be late.
Bret found the shirt and pants, dug out his one pair of black dress shoes and a decent belt. He laid everything out on the bed and looked up at the sound of a car door. He could see through the still open blinds just enough to make out Josh heading into his house.
Josh...Josh whose father was an attorney and had an entire closet of suits and ties in all colors and styles. He grabbed his phone.
"Whoa, man, you stalking me?" Josh answered. "I just got home."
Nah, I just stalk your mom, Bret thought. "Listen, I need a favor. I have a chance to do a shift at the Capital Grill tonight."
"Sweet! My dad goes there all the time with clients, lot of big shots, you'll make a killing."
"Hope so, but I just found out, and Gabe said I need a red tie. I don't have much time to shop, you think..."
"My dad has a couple," Josh headed him off. "Shit, he's even got a yellow one, you know how ugly a yellow tie is?"
"Think I could borrow it?"
"I don't see why not. He's working late though and probably in a meeting, then he's got a dinner with a client, hold on."
"Hey, Ma!" Bret heard him yelling away from the phone. "Bret needs a red tie for work tonight, can he come by in a little while and borrow one of Dads?"
"Of course! I'm heading upstairs to shower; I'll bring it back down with me."
"All set," Josh told him.
"I owe you, bro."
"Hey, that's what friends are for, right?"
"I'll see you in a half hour or so," Brett hung up, a smile spreading across his face.
Extra money, a chance to impress and maybe get more work, the tie problem solved, and best of all? He'd get to see Lori for a couple minutes. This was turning into one of the best days ever.
Chapter Three
Bret hopped out of his car, feeling stupid considering he lived across the street, but he figured he'd look dumber running from his house to theirs, then back again. He made his way up to the door, ringing the bell and glancing at the black Movado watch that had belonged to his father, if he were going to dress up, he may as well go all in.
He'd taken a quick power shower, run downstairs in a t-shirt and shorts to wolf down dinner so he wouldn't stain the only white shirt he owned, then changed. Bret generally didn't go out of his way to worry about his appearance but wanted to look sharp for the higher end customers.
Fortunately, he'd just gotten a haircut a couple of days ago, and his fade was looking fresh. He added some gel to his thick sandy brown hair, not only slicking it back, but bringing out the natural waves in it.
His beard had gotten a little thicker than he liked, but he'd been running around so much he never took the time to trim it.
Time wasn't as tight now that he didn't have to stop anywhere for a tie, so he trimmed it, cleaning it up as well thinning it out. He'd flashed a practiced 'what can I get for you, sir-ma'am' smile at his reflection, and had to admit, he thought he looked pretty good tonight.
Mom's comment about girls was spot on. The bartending gig gave him plenty of chances to meet and flirt with them. He did both every night, sometimes to work a tip, others in the hopes there was some real interest, but so far nothing had gone any farther than a little teasing banter.
In a way it wasn't a big deal, Mom was right more than he cared to admit, between school, studying, and working, he was burning it at both ends, and really didn't have time to date, but the idea of a quick hook up had its appeal. He hadn't gotten any since his last time with Missy and that was months ago.
No wonder he was reduced to getting a thrill out of seeing a few inches of leg from the Milf across the street. But there were more important things to worry about right now, like helping Mom pay the bills and keeping his grades up.
Those were the right things to do right now and the two things he'd promised his father. Bret left the house, telling his mother the necessary white lie that he'd be out of there before one, and backed Dad's Chevy Impala out of his driveway and into the foot of Josh's.
His winning streak continued when Lori answered.
"Hey, Mrs. Matthews," he greeted her. "Thank you for helping me out tonight."
"No worries," she stepped aside to let him in. "Wow, Bret, you look great!"
Even though it was a simple compliment with nothing behind it other than being nice, the words sent a thrill through him.
"You think I look okay?" Five seconds in front of her and he was already being a loser and fishing for some more attention from a married woman twice his age who also happened to be his best friend's mother.
Lori cupped her chin and made a show of looking him over.
"You're looking pretty fine, I bet you're going to get some good tips from the ladies tonight."
"Yeah?" He could feel himself grinning like an idiot, but even worse...
"You're blushing!" Lori clapped her hands. "Aww, aren't you cute!"
Great, he'd gone from fine to little boy cute. Meanwhile, in front of him Lori was as looking sexy as fuck. Well, to him anyway, in the sense she wore a pair of loose-fitting shorts and a baggy Bruins T-shirt, but still had his complete attention.
Her hair was down, something he didn't see often. Lori's hair was a mass of curls that surrounded her face, and partially covered the left side of it. It gave her a wild look that was a sharp contrast to her otherwise always proper look.
There were a few grays scattered through her otherwise brown hair, but for some reason that added to his attraction to her. Maybe it was the fact she embraced her age and didn't try to conceal it.
Bret had lost track of how many times he'd imagined that hair flowing down her bare back, or over her shoulder, the curls covering the tops of her breasts. Better yet, across his stomach and thighs while she went down on him, or tickling his chest while she was on top, leaning over and dangling her...
"Hey pretty boy, here's your tie."
He'd been so engrossed in his mini fantasy involving the sexual potential of Lori's hair, he hadn't heard or seen Josh come up next to him.
"Thanks," Bret took the tie, then rolled his eyes. "Crap, I have to stop back at home. I don't know how to tie a tie."
"I don't either," Josh shrugged. "I keep mine tied or my father does it."
"I'll do it." Lori took the tie from him and flipped it over his head.
The way this day was going he was going get massive tips and a job offer because everything was coming up Bret, right now! Lori reached up and slid the tie under his collar and chuckled when she had to fasten the top button.
"Haven't worn one of these in a while I take it?"
"Not since my dad's funeral."
"Honey, I'm so sorry," Lori frowned. "I feel so bad for you and your mom."
"Yeah, bro, that's tough," Josh smacked him on the arm. "But so are you guys, right?"
"I didn't mean it like that," he didn't want her sympathy, the comment had just come out without him thinking. "Just that was the last time."
"And someday you'll be wearing one when you get married," Lori told him as she lopped the tie. "Life is full of sad endings, but also happy new beginnings."
"I guess," Bret focused on her, rather than her words, as it was a lot cheerier than thinking about his father.
She was standing so close he could smell her strawberry scented shampoo and her breasts, visible even in the shirt that was so big on her, he wondered if it was her husbands, were inches from him.
He studied her face as her attention was on measuring the tie. Lori's brown eyes were soft and warm, inviting would be a good word for them. The same word could be used for her lips which even without lipstick were full and well defined.
There were a few small lines around her eyes, and when she smiled there were some at the corners of her mouth, the only sign of her age as otherwise her face was soft, and her features smooth.
Bret did notice there were some darker circles beneath them as if she hadn't been sleeping, but they did little to distract from her natural beauty. Many women looked amazing, but because they were made up, sexed up, and putting themselves out there.
Lori looked good without trying. Both her loose casual, and professional mode of dress showed just enough for him to suspect there was a hell of a body under there but left plenty of room for him to have to imagine it.
With her messy hair and a few laugh lines as his mom called them, she wasn't the flat out smoking beauty that some women, and most milf porn stars were, but that was fine with him. She was a real woman, the kind you saw every day, the kind you had an actual chance with, well, if there was a chance to be had.
"Too tight?" Lori tugged gently on the tie.
"Perfect, thank you," Bret nodded.
"I like that cologne, what is it?" Lori tugged once more on the tie, giving it a final adjustment, and stepped back.
"Wings by Giorgio."
"I don't know, Bret, fresh haircut, beard nice and neat, dressed for success, smell good. You might get some numbers with those tips." She sighed. "Youth, its wasted on the young."
"Jeez mom, lay off, his head's fat enough as it is." Josh rolled his eyes. "Hey, when do you think Dad's going to be home?"
"He didn't say, and I didn't ask," Lori's eyes hardened and there was an edge in her voice. "Why?"
"Sorry, just wondering, I needed some help with an essay on copyright law."
"Going to be a big shot lawyer like your dad?" Bret grinned. "Cool, I can borrow money from you whenever I need it."
"Because engineers don't get paid?" Josh asked.



"You boys both have bright futures and have proud moms." Lori assured them.
"Going to be just like my dad," Josh nodded.
"Hopefully not just like him," Lori muttered, and when she smiled at Bret it seemed forced. "Going to be a good night for you, I can feel it."
"Thanks Mrs. Matthews," he responded as she walked away from him heading out of the room I think it will too."
She gave him a wave over her shoulder, but his eyes were on the backs of her legs. The shorts showed about as much as he'd ever seen from her. Even in the summer when Bret would come over to go swimming in their pool, she never came out in a bathing suit, or even a tank top, just t's and shorts.
Lori had some height to her, standing only a few inches under his 6'1, and her legs were long. They weren't slender but looked damn good. For that matter, she had a little to her hips, and between that and the apparent size of her chest, he always imagined her ass would have some meat to it, and her thighs on the soft fleshy side.
Bret had no issue with a little curve. Real women had curves, and knew how to use everything they had, girls his age were still finding their way, an older woman had been fucking for as long as he'd been alive and...
"Take a picture, it lasts longer." Josh punched him in the arm.
"Huh"
"Please, dude, you been staring at my mother since the first time you ever came over here."
"Sorry," Bret gave him a sheepish grin. "Didn't mean to be obvious."
"No big deal, I've checked your mom out a few times," Josh admitted. "We're guys, we can't help it."
"Guess not."
"I don't get it though, I mean, I know my mom's pretty, but she's not like super hot, and she dresses frumpy."
"What's frumpy?"
"I guess kind of unflattering, I heard my dad tell her she dresses frumpy and like an old lady."
"I think that's what I like about women like her, they look good without trying and they're not putting themselves out there like it's a free lunch sign,"
"Whatever, just control yourself, you looked like you needed a cigarette when she was tying your damn tie."
"Hope she didn't notice."
"I doubt it, you're a kid to her, she's not thinking you'd be checking her out." He laughed. "Especially in that damn shirt. My dad says she needs a GPS to find her in those clothes."
"Seems like she's not happy with your father," Bret glanced at his watch, "I have to get going."
"Yeah," Josh followed Bret as he headed for the front door. "They've been on the outs lately."
"Sorry to hear that," Bret walked out onto the porch. "What do you think is wrong?"
"I don't know, but the last few months my father's been making a lot of cracks about how she dresses, doesn't care what she looks like and acts like an old lady."
"What's he want her to do, dress like she's our age?"
"I don't know, but Mom keeps coming back with his job going to his head and sorry she's not a young trophy wife with fake tits like all his asshole partners have. Told him to grow up and get over his midlife crises."
"It'll blow over," Bret assured him. "Couples go through things like this."
"Wow, you already have that bartender philosopher shit down, don't you?" Josh laughed.
"Yeah, I guess so," he grinned. "Didn't even realize I was doing it."
"Well, go do it and make some money. Maybe if you decide to take a damn day off we can hang out."
"Yes," Bret nodded while making his way towards his car. "Promise, I could use some fun."
"Then come to Rich's party next Friday, his folks are away and there's going to be a lot of girls there. You can dress like that, and they'll swoon."
"Jealousy is a bad thing, Josh." Bret smirked while he opened the car door.
"Maybe you can get one of them to wear baggy clothes and pretend to be my mom. Goddamn perv." Josh winked to show he was joking with him.
"Thanks for the invite," Bret slid into the car and started it. "And the idea! Going to buy a Bruins shirt and bring it to the party."
He shut the door and backed out of the driveway as Josh laughed and slapped the hood of his car as a goodbye. As Bret pulled into the street, he wondered if Josh would think it was funny if he knew Bret had imagined his mother on more than one occasion when having sex with his former girlfriends.
It was kind of sleazy, and he'd felt guilty about it, but he hadn't planned it, it had just happened in the heat of the moment. Guess He couldn't do the right thing all the time.
Chapter Four
"Thank you, sir," Bret beamed as the man he'd just handed to Martinis to, slid a five dollar bill over to him.
"Keep making them like this, and you'll do just fine," the man's wife declared as she took a sip. "Perfect!"
"I'm here to please," he declared as he plucked a couple of empty glasses from the bar with one hand and gave the top of it a quick wipe with a towel.
"Is that so?" A woman with long dark hair and a snug fitting green dress sitting to his left asked. "I'll keep that in mind."
She gave him a sultry smile that caused his heart to skip a beat but didn't stop him from returning the smile. "Please do."
"And he says please," her dark eyes locked onto his. "I do like a boy with manners."
She raised her glass, toasting him, before she brought it to her red lips.
Bret's smile wavered when he saw the silver ring on her finger.
Married. Hot as she was, his father had told him when he'd started dating that if it wasn't yours don't touch it. No sex was worth having a mad dog husband of boyfriend come looking for you.
He'd gone to say some women fooled around, then deliberately let the husband find out so they'd be angry and jealous. He didn't need any drama and was relieved when a man at the corner of the bar, waved at him and pointed to his empty glass.
"I got you, sir!" he picked up a bottle of Jack Daniels, pouring it into the glass while he squirted some coke into it. He gave a deliberate pause, then dropped a little more JD into the glass, making it stronger.
He slipped a piece of lime into it, added a stirrer, and brought it over.
"See what you did there," the man handed him a twenty, "Keep the change because I'm liking what I see."
An $11 dollar tip! By his count he was up to a hundred and twenty dollars and it was only 9!
"They treating you okay?" Jill, the bartender handling the other end, asked as she came over to grab a new bottle of Cuervo from the shelf.
"Hell, yeah! This is more than I get in two nights at Gabe's."
"Surprised you get that much at that place." She paused to adjust her red bow tie, and he couldn't help noticing the way her white blouse stretched tightly across her ample chest.
He could make out her black lace bra beneath it. Bret wasn't a fashionista, but knew a woman only wore black under white when she wanted it to be noticed.
"I'm over two hundred already," she winked.
"You have more to work with." He pointed out, and she grinned.
"I do, that and men are hornier." She angled her head towards the woman in the green dress. "Not my business, but watch out for Mari, she's way more trouble than she's worth."
"Kind of picked up on that, but thanks."
Bret had to hand it to his father, he gave some damn solid advice.
"Hey, Bret!"
He turned to see Frank, the head of the wait staff, coming over to the bar.
"Yes sir?"
"No need for sir," he waved him off. "Frank's fine. Listen, Julia's working the small bar in the dining area, and she needs to go on break. Can you cover there for a half hour?"
"Absolutely!" Bret hurried around to the end of the bar, let himself out of the small gate and with a wave, made his way into the dining area.
He spotted the bar, which was half of the size of the one he'd been working at and came over.
"Hi, I'm Bret, I'm coming over so you can take break."
"Thanks sweetie!" The tall blonde swung the gate open for him. "I'll be back in soon."
"Take your time."
Bret went to the center of the bar and with no customers, sprayed it down and gave it a quick wash, then pulled the glasses out of the small dishwasher under the bar, and hung them carefully on the overhead rack.
A man came over and ordered two Cranberry and Vodka and left him a $10 tip. Goddamn, he had to find a way to get a gig here. He could make so much more money to help Mom, and himself.
He leaned against the back counter, idly surveying the crowd as they ate and chatted around the large round tables. His eyes wandered over to the small tables for two on his right, and just like that the night took a turn, a wrong turn.
Sitting a couple dozen feet away was Josh's father, Tom, and sitting across from him, her hand over his was a slender redhaired girl that couldn't be much older than Bret, if she were even that old.
"Holy shit," he whispered as he watched her tease a long red tipped finger over Tom's hand.
He wore an expensive charcoal gray suit and black tie, his dark salt and pepper hair slicked back, and smiling away as he talked to the young girl. Not that the way she was touching Tom's hand, or the way he was looking at her wasn't enough to tell Bret what this was, her outfit did.
The neckline of the girl's tight black dress plunged down between her breasts, revealing an uncomfortable amount of cleavage. The dress was short to the point he could see her entire upper thigh from his vantage point, and her long legs ended in a pair of heels that featured straps winding up to behind her knee and looked like something a stripper would wear.
She laughed at something he said, then when he continued, she pushed her hot pink lips into a pout, and batted her long lashes at him. Tom sighed and his expression looked as if he were giving in to something. He reached into his suit and produced an envelope.
The girl took it and after sliding out what looked like two tickets, she smiled and gave him a lascivious flick of her tongue.
"Oh, this is bad," he mumbled. Josh had told him his father was going away to a conference in LA next week. Why did he have the bad feeling he'd just showed her plane tickets?
What the hell was he supposed to do? Call Josh? Lori? Not say anything?
Things became much worse when Tom rose from his seat, and after walking around the table to give his barely legal looking friend a kiss, turned and made his way towards the bathroom.
Turnaround, duck, but those options vanished when one of the waiters came up to the bar and said he needed two seven & sevens.
"Gotcha," Bret hurriedly turned to put his back to the bar and made the drinks.
His hands shook as he grabbed the bottle of Seagrams and fished in the small fridge for a can of 7-Up, he made the drinks quickly, figuring Tom had passed him by now and wanting to be able to watch for his return.
He turned and put the drinks in front of the waiter and his stomach sank.
Tom was now standing at the bar.
"Hey, Bret, since when do you work here?" He slid into the stool directly in front of him.
"H...hey Mr. Matthews, I don't, I'm just filling in."
"Didn't see you when we were seated."
"I was on the other side; I'm covering for Julia."
"Timing is everything I suppose." Tom grunted. "Okay, kid, I'm not going to dodge the issue here. You saw who I'm with."
"Who is she?"
"Her name doesn't matter. Let's just call her stress relief."
"She's really young."
"I have a lot of stress," Tom began to smile, but it faded when he saw Bret wasn't amused. "Don't judge, Bret. You have no idea what it's like."
"Like as in married to a beautiful woman and having a great career and a good son? That kind of stress?"
"Touché' Bret, you have some balls on you. But here's the thing son. I know you think you're a man, and know how things work, but you really don't."
"I'm not your son," Bret replied with an edge. "But she could be your daughter."
"Ouch," Tom winched.
"I know how marriage works," Bret continued. "Two people fall in love and spend the rest of their life together; they don't cheat on each other."
"There's a saying my father taught me," Tom didn't seem affected by Bret's words. "If you're not an idealist at 20 you don't have a heart. If you're not a realist at 40 you don't have a brain."
"Maybe you don't have a heart. How's Josh going to feel knowing what you're doing to his mother?"
"Let's not be hasty, Bret." Tom put his hand up and spoke softly. "How about we talk for a couple minutes, a little man to man."
"Hold on," Bret nodded towards the waitress who had come over. "What can I get you."
"A C&C and an Appletini."
Bret made the drinks, noting his hands were still trembling. He was sick to his stomach, and had no idea what Tom wanted to talk about, other than he didn't want him to say anything, but how could he not?
He passed the drinks to the waitress who gave him a friendly smile and appraising glance before she walked away.
"She's into you, kid," Tom sighed. "Man, to feel your age again."
"Looks like you're feeling my age over there."
"You're quick, Bret, sharp tongue on you, must come from your mom. Your dad was a mellow guy."
"Don't talk about my dad, or my mom." Bret folded his arms over his chest. He found he was getting angry.
Such an amazing night right into the shitter as he was confronted with some hardcore real-life shit.
"Bret, I know what you see. I make great money, I have a nice house, my wife is a good woman, and I'm damn proud of Josh."
"Then why this shit?" Bret gestured towards the girl who had spotted them and alternated between looking at them, then playing with her phone. "That jailbait worth your marriage?"
"Be nice, you don't know her. She's a smart girl, she uses what she has to get nice things and have some fun," he shrugged. "Sure, she has some daddy issues, and can be kind of whiny, but..."
He stopped and nodded.
"Okay, let's get down to it. Sometimes, Bret, a man just needs to sink into some new flesh. Young flesh, exciting flesh. Flesh that doesn't nag or talk about her job, and never says they're not in the mood.
"Lori was so fine when we met and a goddamn wild cat between the sheets. She still could be, but in her mind, she's a mom first, and a career woman second, and I come in last. Look at her, she dresses like she's ashamed of her body, and I don't know, maybe she is, she has put on a few pounds the last couple years."
God, what a d-bag! Bret was so taken aback by Tom's bullshit; he had no immediate response. Taking his silence to mean Bret was listening, he went on.
"Hair's either pulled up like a preacher's wife, or a goddamn mess, getting a few wrinkles. Doesn't even care she's going gray."
"So? She looks her age," Bret pointed. "I'm going to ask Julia if she's carding your friend, because I don't think she's 21."
"Don't try to be a hard ass, kid, I'm being nice because you're Josh's friend." Tom scowled.
"And you're wrong."
"Maybe you should be in prelaw with my kid." Tom muttered. "But like I was saying, we're not old, Bret. We are to you, but I have plenty of fun left in me, and speaking of fun? Lori's about as exciting these days as sticking your dick in a jar of Vaseline."
"Whatever," Bret held his ground. "Sex isn't everything and if she were that bad, just get a divorce, why cheat?"
"Never heard of having your cake and eating it to? I deal with big time clients and they're either family value types or party hounds. The family types, Lori is a good mom, with a respectable job and looks good on my arm when she knows we need to impress.
"For the younger guys or the players? Girls like my friend over there are what they understand. Armani suits, expensive taste, and a hot little sugar baby on the side."
"Its not the right thing to do," he insisted.
"Bret, there's right in general and right for the individual. This is right for me, and my business is my business, not yours."
"Josh is my friend, and your wife has always been good to me." He tapped the tie. "Yours by the way."
"Looks good on you, keep it." Tom waved a hand at him. "But let's talk about Josh and Lori. Ignorance is bliss. Josh is smart, he knows me and his mother aren't getting along, but we're together and that's all that matters."
"They find out, Josh is heartbroken, we get divorced, he has to choose who to live with, his head gets all messed up, his grades slip. Ignorance is bliss, kid."
"They should know," Bret said, but less confidently than before. Tom had a point it would cause a lot of drama and was it really his place to say anything.
"Yeah," Tom proved himself to be the exceptional attorney he was, reading his face. "You're thinking about it and see my point. That's good, Bret, you always have to see both sides."
"Now, tell you what." He reached into his suit. "I know it's been tough on your mom financially since your dad passed. She makes good money at the hospital, but a lot of medical bills due, regular expenses, you're in school.
"That's why I'm working so much to help her out."
"Now that's the right thing to do," Tom gave him a pat on his forearm. "Good man there. What I'm getting at is money's tight and here you are working hard, and I'm taking up your time."
He pulled out a money clip and counted out five hundred dollar bills. "Here, put this towards school or give it to your mom."
"And if I take this it means I don't rat you out."
"It means you're using discretion and realism over being naïve and thinking life is always perfect."
Bret stared at the money. It could be a big help this month.
"Like they say on the game shows, but wait, there's more!" Tom smiled, the smooth perfect smile of a lawyer, all teeth, and no sincerity. "I'm tight with Ronnie and Kate, the owners. How about before I leave, I grab their ear and suggest they find room for a young man who's working through school and helping his widowed mom?"
"You could do that?"
"I can, all you have to do is just look the other way, Bret." He put his hand out. "Think you kids call it the bro code, we just call it tend to your own house and no one else's."
Tom slid off the bar when a waiter came over and asked for four bottles of Sam Adams.
"I'll go with my gut you'll do the right thing." Tom spoke as Bret pulled the beers from under the counter and popped the tops off. "I'll talk to the owners before I leave."
"Thanks man," the waiter left with the beers on his tray, and Bret returned his attention to the money on the bar and Tom still speaking.
"But if for some reason you get all moral and ratfink on me? You won't have a job at all, and I know people on Kent hospital's board of directors, could be time to wonder why they're giving your mother so much overtime, and straining her shift's budget."
He smiled again, this one the cold closing argument version.
"As an aside, I wouldn't be surprised if Josh didn't end up hating you for opening your big mouth and turning his life upside down to be a goody two shoes. Especially after I fill his head with that."
He tapped the bar with two fingers. "You take care, Bret, and think about what you gain or lose here."
He walked away, and Bret picked up the money before the waitress coming over saw it. He made the drinks she asked for as his mind raced. More than the money he'd slipped in his pocket, but getting a gig here?
How much could he make in four or five shifts? Less hours, way more money and a lot of high roller types, good people to get to know if you could. He could better his and mom's situation and avoid putting Josh and Lori through a lot of hell.
But the money and the job were to shut up and turn a blind eye to people he cared about being hurt. Blood money was kind of dramatic, but he felt that's what it was. On the other hand, the truth would hurt them, and maybe more in a way.
Was it his place to make that decision? For all his talk he was still a kid in many ways. He supposed he could go to his mother, but he didn't want to involve her, she had enough to worry about.



And Tom's threats? Maybe he could get him fired at Gabe's. he knew a lot of people, but could he really get mom's hours cut? Just the idea of him messing with her at all made him nervous.
Nervous and angry, who was this arrogant cheating dog to think he could threaten his mother? Bret wasn't as stupid or naïve as Tom thought. The asshole didn't are about Lori or even Josh's being hurt.
It was about getting thrown out of his house and although Lori made decent money, her income was nowhere Tom's and he'd end up having to pay child support as Josh was still a full-time student and keep paying for his school.
Plus, his precious reputation. All his overgrown middle aged frat boy prick partners and friends knowing his wife nailed him in court. The family value clients wouldn't be thrilled when they found out he stepped out on his wife, and with girls half his age.
"I'm back!" Julia let herself behind the bar. "Thanks for covering for me, was it busy?"
"Not bad," Bret told her distractedly as he watched the young redhead giggle at whatever Tom was saying, her tits threatening to pop out of the absurdly tight dress.
"That guy," Julia had followed his gaze. "What a pig. Here all the time and doesn't even bother taking his ring off when he's with his whore Dejour."
"He has more than one girlfriend?"
"Girlfriend?" Julia laughed. "Look at her, Bret, he's paying by the damn hour. He's got a different one every other week."
"That's pretty low," Bret commented. "Wonder why no one ever says anything?"
"Golden rule, the guys with the gold make the rules," she explained. "That and people tend to look the other way because its not worth the trouble."
"Yeah," he nodded. "Guess a lot of people don't do the right thing."
"No, they do, but its what's right for them." Julia replied, then walked over to meet a waiter.
Bret knew he had to get back to the other side, but when he got to the end of the bar, lingered there, watching Tom. The girl was now sliding her heeled foot up his leg as he once again held her hand.
Seeing Tom carrying on so blatantly, coupled with Julia's words gave him a sudden resolve. Slipping his phone from his hip, he turned on the camera and eased it around the end of the bar.
Glancing down to make sure he had Tom and his companion in focus, he snapped off a picture. He left the bar but went the other way so he wouldn't pass Tom's table. Bret turned around and keeping his phone at waist level, snapped off three more pictures.
When Tom lifted the girl's hand and kissed the back of it, Bret hit record for a few seconds. He slipped the phone back onto his hip and cutting through the kitchen made his way back to his spot.
"There you are," Frank greeted him from where he leaned against the bar. "Everything cool?"
"Yeah," Bret nodded. As he stepped back behind the bar. "Went smooth."
"Good to hear, I'll keep you in mind if we ever need some help again."
"Appreciate it." Bret smiled.
When Frank walked away, Bret slipped the five-hundred-dollar bills from his pocket. Making sure Jill wasn't looking he opened the register and lifting the drawer, added it to the other hundreds and fifties already there.
The manager would go crazy at shift's end wondering how they were over that much, and he had no idea what they'd do with it. All he knew was as bad as he could use it, he wasn't going to sell out to a guy who was everything he was raised not to be.
His father was a good man, and Bret would be one too.
Even if it cost him.
Chapter Five
Bret sat on the top step of the front porch, and for the tenth time in the last few minutes looked at his watch. It was 4:45, a few minutes away from Lori coming home from work. This time he wasn't eagerly awaiting her arrival so he could watch her through the window.
No, today he was going to walk over there, tell her what he saw last night, and all hell was going to break loose in Josh's house. Hopefully that hell didn't come his way, but he was prepared for the worst.
He rubbed at his tired eyes. He'd gotten home by two thirty, and luckily Mom had been asleep, so he didn't have to listen to her lecture him about not getting enough rest. Not that he got much, that was for sure.
He went straight to bed, but tossed and turned, unable to stop the turmoil raging in his mind. Tom probably figured if Bret did say something, that he could tell Lori he mistook a client for something else, or maybe even he was making it up.
But mister smug had no idea Bret, the naïve 'idealist' was savvy enough to follow the mantra of pictures or it didn't happen. But Lori hadn't seen them yet, and he could still change his mind.
Whenever he thought that, he was sure to replay his conversation with Tom. All that bullshit about stress, and strange flesh, and Lori having the nerve to have a couple of grays and maybe not be as skinny as she used to be.
Then threatening him, and his mother. Trying to tell him what the right thing, like that slug knew the right thing, no wonder lawyers had a reputation of being sleazy pricks. Trying to buy his silence with some money and a job offer.
Not that Bret wasn't tempted at first, more about the job than the cash, but he'd promised his father to do the best he could to be the best he could and turning a blind eye Tom's cheating wasn't living up to that promise.
All of this and more had been on repeat in his head during his excruciatingly long day at school. At times he came close to backing down, other times he thought of talking to his mother about, but no, he was a man now, he had to make this decision, not have mom make it for him.
But when he thought about the attitude and mansplaining bullshit from Tom, and the threats, he'd get angry and once he was mad, he was hellbent on doing the right thing and he hoped Lori put the screws to him in divorce court.
He jerked his head up when he heard a car door. He'd been zoning out and hadn't noticed Lori pull in. Bret took several deep breaths trying to steady his nerves as she exited the van.
She wore a cute yellow flower pattern dress that ended above her knee and with her hair up showed the smooth upper part of her back. The dress showed a little more leg than usual, and those legs ended in a pair of yellow, heeled sandals that matched the dress.
Probably one of the better outfits he'd seen her in. Certainly not what he'd call improper or revealing, but not professional.
Playful would be a good word for it. Figures, the day she wears something that would give his imagination a little more to work with was the day he had to be the bearer of bad news.
"Come on, let's go," he said allowed as Lori headed towards the house.
Instead, he sat and watched as she let herself in. Bret gritted his teeth at his inability to get his ass in gear. He kept telling his mother he was a man; it was time he acted like one.
He picked up the red tie which he'd placed beside him and pushed himself to his feet. It took another minute before he could get moving down the stairs. With a surreal feeling, Bret crossed the street, his heart beating faster as he approached the house.
There was still time to change his mind, and not get involved. This was literally a life changing conversation he planned to have. Lori, and Josh's world as they knew it wouldn't be the same after this.
But he kept moving even as he wavered and reached the front door. He rang the bell, then waited, the tie clutched in one hand, his phone with the damning evidence on it, in the other.
"Hey,. Bret," Lori opened the door. "How did last night go?"
"Um, it...had its ups and downs." How the hell was he supposed to start the damn conversation?"
"Sorry it wasn't all good," Lori told him, then glanced down at his hand. "You didn't have to bring that back right away. Tom has another one just like it."
She slipped the tie from his loose grip as she spoke.
"Mrs. Matthews, can I come in?"
"Josh is at work; he won't be home until nine."
"I know, but I need to talk to you." The point of no return was rapidly approaching.
"Talk to me?" Lori frowned. "About what? Did Josh say or do something wrong?"
"No, its not Josh, it's about last night."
"From the look on your face, I'm guessing the down part?"
"Yeah," he nodded. "Can we talk?"
"Okay, not sure how I can help, but come on in."
He followed her into the living room and sat on the couch across from where she settled into one of the overstuffed chairs.
"Oh, I'm being rude, would you like something to drink?" She started to get up.
"No, I'm good."
Lori settled back into the chair, and using her right foot, slid her left sandal off. She repeated them move, then crossed her legs. Bret's eyes drifted down the curve of her calf, lingering on her bare foot, which she idly kicked back and forth.
"Hope you don't mind, I was on my feet a long time today and the sandals are new, my feet are killing me."
She leaned over and rubbed her right foot, and he noticed her finger and toenails matched the light blue flowers on the dress. He had no idea what Tom's issue with her was, she looked damn fine to him.
He blinked, Jesus, was he that obsessed with her, or was this his mind trying to buy time from what was now becoming an inevitable conversation.
"Did Mr. Matthews say anything to you about last night?"
"No, why"
"Nothing at all? Like where he was?"
"I know he had dinner with a client which is an excuse to drink and stay out late. I haven't really talked to him since he left for work yesterday morning."
"Really?"
"He didn't come home until almost one and I barely woke up when he came to bed. He was up before me and left while I was getting ready for work. Why do you ask?"
She reached up and unpinned her hair. Again, Bret hesitated, this time it was watching her shake out her long mass of curly hair, that he used to distract himself from taking the final plunge.
"I..." he trailed off and looked away.
"You seem nervous, Brett." She uncrossed her leg, and leaned forward, clasping her hands between her knees. "What's wrong?"
"I saw Mr. Matthews last night at the Capital Grill."
"Not surprised, he goes there all the time."
"Yeah, he said he knows the owners."
"Probably, he knows a lot of people either directly or through contacts." Lori shrugged. "I don't know why you'd seem nervous about telling me that."
She paused then asked. "Or is there something else you need to tell me?"
Lori lowered her head as she asked the question, but he caught the expression on her face before she did. The look spoke of someone who might already know the answer to the question but didn't want to hear it.
Was she suspicious of Tom already? Josh had said they were on the outs, and she'd made that comment about not wanting Josh to be just like his father. Bret could be wrong, but his gut told him there was something there, and it gave him a much-needed spark of confidence.
"He was with someone."
"He said it was dinner with a client."
"She looked kind of young to be a client."
"He has female clients, and some of them are younger than Tom."
She sounded like she was trying to convince herself as much as Bret, and although this would make him telling her a little easier on his part, it made him feel worse to see that part of her already knew where this was going.
"This girl might have been younger than me," Bret opened his phone, and found the pictures.
Leaning forward, he extended his arm.
"I think its better if you just see for yourself," he explained. "There's pictures, and the last one is a few seconds of video."
Lori reached out and took the phone, and Bret felt a pang of pity for her when he saw her hand shaking. She turned the phone towards her and stared at it with the same indecisive look on her face he was sure he had when he was still debating whether to tell her.
She took a deep breath and tapped the screen. Bret watched her face while she scrolled through the images. Her expressions shifted rapidly from sad to hurt, and when Bret heard the background noise of the restaurant signaling she'd reached the video, anger.
The expression noticeably absent was surprise.
"I had a feeling," she said softly. "All the signs were there, but I just wanted to believe he wouldn't cross that line. That he'd get over whatever juvenile middle aged frat boy crap he was going through."
"I'm really sorry, Lori," Bret knew it was lame, but didn't know what else to say. "I wasn't sure if I should tell you."
"Why wouldn't you tell me?" She looked up from the phone. "You know how many of his asshole friends know this is going on?"
"I don't know," he replied carefully as her voice rose, and her face began to redden.
"All of them, and for how long, I have no idea! The longer it went on the more I look like a goddamn fool. Worse than that, a stupid bitch who stays home being mommy like a good girl while mister hotshot sticks anything half his age that giggles and jiggles at him!"
"Right, I was just, kind of worried about upsetting you, and Josh."
"I am upset, but because I should have admitted it to myself, should have had him followed. It shouldn't have been you doing this."
"What about Josh?"
"I don't know how he'll take it. He's a sharp kid, maybe he's been wondering too. Then again, he just hears us being bickering a little, he hasn't heard some of the things his father says to me, and I don't tell him because I won't be as classless as that asshole."
"I hope he's not going to be mad at me." Bret sighed. "Think he will be?"
"Why would he be? You're not doing this to be a jerk, you're doing this because I should know what Tom's doing and Josh should know who his father really is."
"Yeah, but Tom said he'll tell Josh that whatever happens will be because I'm a rat and..."
"Wait, you talked to Tom?" Lori's dark eyes widened. "You didn't say that!"
"I didn't?"
"You said you saw him and showed me the pictures."
"Sorry, I guess I'm just nervous."
"Of course, you are," Lori took another deep breath and released it with deliberate slowness in an effort to calm down. "Will you tell me everything he said to you?"
"Everything?" He thought of the nasty things Tom had said about her appearance and their sex life.
"Every word. This is a big thing you just did, and its going to lead to a divorce because I can deal with, and try to work out, a lot of problems, but I will not be made a fool of or be sloppy seconds to his whores."
Before Bret could reply, she laughed harshly.
"I shouldn't say that, we haven't had sex in months. I was told I didn't do enough to excite him the way I used to so I told him he could use his hand."
In place of saying something stupid or yet another "I'm sorry," Bret gave a slight nod in response, but it didn't seem like she was paying him much mind, just venting.
"Wondered if that was the right thing, that maybe I was pushing him towards an affair, but I'll be damned if I was going to try to turn back the clock or act like the porn star he thinks he deserves, while I'm lucky if he even took two seconds to grope my..."
She stopped and gave her head a quick shake, sending her curls bouncing around her face. "You don't need to hear any of this. I'm just caught between wanting to cry or break something."
"I'll leave you be," Bret went to stand.
"No, I asked you to tell me about the conversation in detail. Not that these pictures aren't enough to damn him in court, but all his friends are lawyers. Something you don't think is important might be, so I'd like to hear all of it."
"I doubt there's anything else," Brett didn't want to relive the conversation that, as much as the fact he was with another woman, had led to him being angry enough to come to her.
"Then if nothing else it will make me mad, and I need to be mad right now," she wiped at her eyes and the edge of her hand came away wet. "He deserves mad, he doesn't deserve tears or me wondering if its somehow my fault."
Bret would rather see her mad than crying as well. Mad he could understand and handle, tears he had no idea what to do or say. When Lori turned and plucked a tissue from the box of Kleenex next to her, and fearing all out tears coming, he quickly spoke.
"The night was going really well, better than I'd hoped, then they asked me to cover in the dining room and that's when I saw them."
Brett proceeded to tell her the entire exchange between them. He hesitated when it came to Tom's complaints about her appearance, but Lori sensed he was holding back. She insisted he tell her because she deserved to know what her husband said about her behind her back.
He told her everything, keeping his eyes averted as he felt embarrassed, as well as angry, for her. Except for when she prodded him for the full story, Lori sat in silence, her head down, staring between her bare feet.
When he finished, she was quiet for a moment, before shaking her head.
"I've put on a few pounds and am going grey," she grunted in disgust. "I'm like sticking it in Vaseline. He says this to his son's best friend."
"That's why I didn't want to tell you everything. I was mad for you."
"I appreciate that. Poor Tom, must be awful being married to a fat old lady."
"Don't listen to that jerk," Bret snapped. "You look amazing."
"You think so?" she seemed surprised by his comment. How could she not realize how attractive she was?
"I think you're beautiful, and there's nothing wrong with your weight, you look..." he stopped in midsentence. Christ, he sounded like he was gushing over her and right after telling her that her husband was having an affair.
"Thank you, but you're just being sweet." She tilted her head and gave him an odd look. "Or maybe you mean it."
There was an awkward silence as he tried to think of something to say, but then she abruptly shifted back to the topic at hand.
"I can't believe you left that money there."
"If I took it, it would have meant I was going to take his side." Bret replied, glad to no longer be on the topic of her looks after he'd just embarrassed himself.
"No, it meant you were using him the way he uses me, those little tramps, and everyone else in his life."
"That money was to do the wrong thing, I did the right thing."
"That's admirable, Bret, but the money could have come in handy for you or your mom these days. Just leaving it might means the manager just gave themselves a $500 tip."
"Then they didn't do the right thing which isn't my problem." When she frowned, he added. "I feel like I would have been obligated to him if I kept it."
"Then why not tell him you couldn't take it?"
"Because if I did, he would have known I was going to rat him out and I didn't want him to get angry and make a scene," he grunted. "Or come up with more threats."
"Pretty sure they're empty threats, Bret. You're a kid in his eyes and he thinks he's a bigger shark than he really is. He was trying to scare you."
"It worked." Bret nodded.
"Not enough because you're here and doing a very brave thing." Lori commended him. "If it makes you feel better, I'm not as shocked as I should be. Like I said, part of me knew, but I was thinking with my heart, not my head. I should have known which one he'd be thinking with."
"What about Josh? If you get divorced it's going to be hard on him."
"It probably will be, but best he sees his father's true colors."
"Tom said he'll convince Josh it's my fault," he reminded her.
"I appreciate how much concern you have for Josh and your friendship," Lori told him. "Keep in mind that I'll have his ear too, and the proof of what his father did. Josh worships Tom in a lot of ways, wants to follow in his footsteps, but he loves me too, and he'll see how hurt and angry I am, see how his father made a fool of me."
"But I caused it all." Bret knew he sounded as if he were whining and felt bad considering this was nothing compared to what Josh and Lori would be going through.



"Did you?" Lori held up his phone which she'd held onto since he'd passed it to her. "Can I text these to myself?"
"Yeah, sure."
"After I do, I'm going to delete them, okay?"
"Uh, I guess. But shouldn't you have them somewhere else?"
"My phone has a pass code, but I'll be sending them to my sister in Florida and my attorney, as soon as I hire one."
Lori's fingers tapped his phone rapidly, then she leaned over and handed it back to him.
"Here's what I think, Bret. I know you like to do the right thing, but there's times you do have to do the right thing just for you. This is one of those times."
"What do you mean?"
"I didn't get those pictures from you. I had him followed, and they took those pictures and sent them to me."
"He saw me there; he's going to know it was me."
"Did he see you take the pictures?"
"No."
"Tom's a trial lawyer, and he knows two important words, 'reasonable doubt'."
"Come on," Bret waved her off. "How could he not know?"
"Because he didn't see you take pictures and thinks you took the money and are afraid of him." Lori held up her finger to cut off his protest.
"And, if he tells me or Josh that it was you? Guess what?" She smiled, but there was no warmth in either the expression or her eyes. "He just handed me a witness that my lawyer could ask to testify to his adultery."
"But..." Bret stopped and thought on what she said. "Damn, that's smart."
"Don't have to be a lawyer to be smart. I think Tom overestimates himself and underestimates everyone else. Main thing is it gets you off the hook."
"But if he comes to me?"
"That's where you lie, which in this case isn't the wrong thing to do because it takes you, and most importantly your mom, out of it."
"If he believes me."
"There's more to it, though. You can't tell your mother because that puts her in a bind too."
"What if he goes to her?"
"I don't think he'd want to confront her. Once word gets out he's a dog, he's not going to want to face many people. But if she does come to you, you admit you saw him and that's it."
"But then she'd think I knew and didn't tell you," Bret felt like he was back at square one. "She'll think I didn't do the right thing and what she thinks matters to me."
"Honey, I never thought I'd meet a man that I would have to keep trying to convince not to do what's right." Lori gave him a tired smile.
"Sorry."
"Don't be sorry, just be smart and careful if you want to keep the peace with Josh and avoid being sucked into our drama, or risk what he threatened you with."
"I guess you're right," Bret stood. "I should get out of here before Mr. Matthews comes home, it's almost six."
"Good idea," She rose with him. "But these days he's usually," she cleared her throat, "Working late."
Bret nodded and walked to the front door with Lori behind him. When he reached the door and opened it, he turned to face her.
"I'm sorry I had to come over here with bad news."
"I'd have found out sooner or later, it's a small state and he's being pretty goddamn bold. Just deny anything if he comes to you, and I'll handle the rest."
"Hope so, I'd hate to lie and still end up in the middle of this."
"No guarantees you won't, but I'll do my best."
"Reminds me of something my mother says sometimes," Bret spoke as he stepped out onto the front stoop. "No good deed goes unpunished."
"Sometimes that's true, Bret," Lori put her hand lightly on his cheek.
Despite the fact the move made him nervous because all they'd need is for Tom to come around the corner, her touch sent a thrill through him.
"But just as often good deeds can get rewarded." She lowered her hand, her nails briefly tickling his upper arm. "Maybe not right away, but something tells me you're going to be glad you did the right thing."
"Hope so," he gave her a hopeful smile. "Maybe I'll fall into some money to make up for giving his away."
"Maybe," Lori stepped back into the house, "Or maybe something better."
"Like what?"
"Oh, I don't know," she spoke while slowly closing the door. "Maybe something else you've been wanting might come your way."
Chapter Six
"Hey, Bret, let me get a couple of Buds down here!"
"On the way," Bret picked up two bottles from the cooler, and as he turned in a circle, pulled the bottle opener from his shirt pocket, popped the tops off and finished the spin by putting them in front of the two men.
"Smooth," The one on the right laughed. "When you going to start tossing them around like that movie Cocktail?"
"When I can afford to pay for all the broken bottles," Bret grinned, and took the $10 dollar bill the other man handed him.
"Keep the change, put it towards your first broken bottle."
"Thanks," Bret went over to the cash register and rung up the sale, slipping the two-dollar tip into his pocket.
"Kind of slow tonight," Rob, the other bartender, said glumly as he wiped off his end of the bar for the third time in the last half hour for something to do. "Especially for a Friday night."
"Yeah, shitty night for tips," Bret agreed. "I'm waiting for Gabe to decide to send me home."
"Tell you what, he says its too slow for two of us, I'll volunteer to go."
"That's not fair," Bret argued. "You did that the last two times."
"This is a second job for me, kid," Rob told him. "You need the money more than I do," he smirked. "Although you are going to have to make it up to me, making me have to spend extra time with the wife is worse than losing money."
"Brenda seems really nice." Bret replied. "Cute too, you married up, dog."
"Live with her and see how cute she is," Rob sighed. "Kidding, I just have to play the part of being married and acting like I'm tired of her. Oh, look, a customer!"
Rob went down to the corner of the bar where a burly biker type had slid onto one of the stools.
Bret leaned against the back counter, idly watching the guys playing pool in the corner of the mostly empty bar. Tuesdays were always slow, but this one was awful. But, as he'd thought many times over the last two months, he was glad to still be working there.
The shit had hit the fan right away across the street. Bret had come home from work after one and let a pang in his stomach when he noticed Tom's BMW wasn't in the driveway.
The next morning when he'd come down for breakfast his mother told him there had been a scene. Tom on the grass yelling at Lori who had the second-floor window open and throwing his shoes and clothes out onto the lawn.
Bret felt he'd done a good job of acting surprised but felt guilty when Mom went on to tell him how Lori had come over and apologized for making a scene and told her she'd caught Tom cheating.
He'd sat there continuing to act like he had no idea what was going on as she told him how Lori had been suspicious and had him followed and just received pictures of him with a much younger woman.
Bret listened, throwing a remark here and there; "wow, that sucks," and "Lori didn't deserve that" as well as expressing his concern for Josh, the one comment that was legit and unforced.
Mom said Lori told her she was going to go to other neighbors and apologize and tell them what happened. She commented she wasn't sure why Lori would want everyone to know, but supposed she was beyond angry and humiliated.
Bret agreed but didn't add Lori had taken the pressure off him by being the one to tell his mother. It just left him hoping Tom wouldn't come over and confront him in front of her or speak directly to his mother about him thinking Bret had been the one to nail him.
On the plus side, Tom never approached his mother. The downside was he'd shown up at Gabe's two days after Lori had thrown him out. He'd been drinking, red faced and slurring as he stormed up to the bar and in front of over two dozen people started calling him a fucking rat.
He'd ranted about Bret being a soy boy white knight simp feminist who had no balls, then accused him of telling on him because he wanted to fuck his wife. Bret had expected the anger, and the name calling, but the last part had surprised and unnerved him.
"You don't think I see you look at her? You been whacking off to my wife since you were old enough to have hair on your dick!" He'd slammed his hand on the bar. "You think she doesn't know it? Think she doesn't see you gawking at her, and trying to see what she has under those old lady clothes?"
Other than blurting out the quick lie he hadn't told Lori anything, Bret had remained silent. For the most part because he didn't want to keep lying, but also because he had no idea what to say in the face of his drunken rage.
Rob had rushed over to tell Tom to calm down and get out, and Gabe had come storming out of the office demanding to know the problem. Tom told him he needed to fire his rat of a bartender and how Bret was a homewrecker who wanted to dick his wife so bad he'd ruin their marriage.
Gabe had sent a wave of relief through him when, in his typically diplomatic way, told Tom that no stuck-up prick in a suit was going to tell him what to do and to get his drunken ass out of Bret's face before he tossed him out the door without the courtesy of opening it first.
Tom began yelling that Gabe didn't know who he was but backed up when a couple of regulars who used to ride with Gabe in his hell raiser days had come over to walk him out.
Gabe shouted back he didn't care who Tom was, no one came in there and treated his people like that. Just before he left Tom had yelled;
"You tell my son you want to fuck his mother? Go ahead and do it! See if its worth all this trouble after you stick it in her dried up cunt and see what a boring fuck she is!"
Once he was out, Gabe had told him to come to the back with him. Bret was afraid after all that he was going to get canned. Instead, Gabe had him sit down in his office and poured him a shot of Jack Daniels that he almost choked on his nerves were so shot.
Gabe asked what was going on, and Bret, feeling he could trust him, told him everything. The grizzled old biker turned bar owner told him that on one hand it's never smart to stick your nose in another man's business but commended him on having the balls to do it, and because Tom was hurting his friends.
He'd asked Bret if Tom was right, did he want his wife or was that just drunk talk? Bret admitted he had sort of a thing for her, but just in the way he thought she was hot, but that was it, not like he'd ever try anything.
Gabe asked why he wouldn't, a question that he found strange, but replied with the truth. She was married, his friend's mother, and in the end? She was a mature woman and would laugh her ass off at a kid her son's age thinking she'd be interested.
He was once again congratulated on having some standards, but with a grin, Gabe added that Lori didn't seem like she'd be married much longer, and women her age loved young guys, they were a great ride without the games and drama that came with guys their age.
He'd laughed and said he'd run into more than a few girls with daddy issues so never take yourself out of the game when it came to age. Bret shrugged it off, then nervously asked about his job.
Gabe assured him he would have had nothing to worry about at all, and with the way Tom had come in making demands, he wouldn't care if Bret had fucked his wife and put it on porn hub, he'd never fire him to give into a 'paper asshole' like Tom.
That had given him some relief, and he found more when as time passed his mother didn't mention anything about her job and continued to work extra hours she desperately needed to cover the bills.
The last piece of the puzzle fell into place when after a few days, Bret sucked it up and went over to ask Josh how he was doing. Josh told him his father had said Bret saw him and he was the one who gave his mother the pictures.
Bret lied again, saying yes, he saw him, this time adding he was debating saying something, but was scared and wanted to think about it, and by the next day, it was already over.
This time he was beginning to see Lori's point, nothing good could come his way by sticking to the truth. He also accepted the fact each lie was getting easier, something he wasn't happy with.
But when Josh not only believed him but went on to say he was kind of glad Bret saw his father with the girl, so he knew it wasn't something made up by someone looking to take his mother's money and shopping photos, it took some of the sting out of his moral dilemma.
Lori had been right, for all the desire Josh had to follow in his father's footsteps, he was pissed off at him for hurting his mother, saying that if his father wasn't happy, he should have filed for divorce, not used her.
As the weeks passed, Josh kept him updated, his mother had filed for an immediate separation to keep Tom out of the house, then for divorce. It went quicker than Bret expected.
Tom didn't have much to stand on, and Lori's only demands were he pay child support until Josh graduated college and helped with his tuition. Tom would pay part of the mortgage until Josh was done with school, then they would sell the house and split the profit.
She waved alimony, and once Josh was all set she'd get by on her own income and the money from the sale of the house. Josh said her lawyer wanted her to go all the way, she stays in the house as long as she wants and alimony based on income disparity, but she wanted nothing other than to take care of Josh including not putting the stress of moving out of the only home he knew until he was ready to start his own career and life.
Bret was impressed by that, he knew Lori wouldn't want a dime from him at all but was taking it for her son's sake. She, unlike her husband, knew the right thing to do. As for Lori, Bret had barely talked to her since the day he'd given her the pictures.
Josh was coming over his house to hang out to get out of his, and Lori had started working later to begin saving money for down the line, and as his mother suggested, to keep her mind off things.
For the past few weeks Bret had been denied his sad thrill of seeing Lori coming home in her 'old lady clothes'. Although at this point, he wasn't sure he'd get the same kick out of it, or if he did, he'd feel guilty.
He hadn't had the guts to ask Josh if his father had made any comments about him wanting his mother. Josh did know he looked and hoped his father hadn't tried to convince him it was more than that.
"Damn, look at this one." Bret had been so lost in thought he hadn't noticed Rob was now leaning next to him. "Looks like we got some cougar action coming our way."
Bret followed his gaze and his mouth fell open. Lori had entered the bar and was heading his way. It wasn't seeing her that caused his reaction, but what she was wearing.
Lori's dress was a hot pink number so tight it appeared painted on. The plunging V-neck showed off a pair of breasts even larger than he'd imagined while the hem hugged her upper thighs, showing off the curve of her hips.
Not just her hips, but all her curves were displayed, and as Bret had suspected they were in all the right places. Her long legs were bare, and his eyes roamed over them, taking in the fact they weren't exactly slender, but well-shaped.
They were further defined by the pink heels which appeared to be at least four inches and buckled around her ankles. Bret swallowed hard as she slowly approached, her hips swinging pleasantly, and the top of her breasts jiggling slightly with each step.
He noticed other guys in the bar turning to watch her, their eyes focusing on her ass which Bret imagined was like the rest of her, busty, and with a sweet curve to it. The neck up was just as surprising and pleasing.
Her lipstick matched the dress, a shade that seemed a little out of place on a woman her age but called attention to her full lips. As she grew closer, he noticed she'd used mascara to lengthen her lashes and wore a light pink eye shadow and her cheek bones were accentuated by make up as well.
Her hair was down, and rather than a tousled mass of curls, looked as if she'd styled it, most of her hair flowing down her back, but several strands of banana curls framing her face.
Jesus, she looked good.
"There you are," Lori flashed him a huge smile as she slid onto the stool in front of him. "I haven't seen you around lately."
"You know her?" Rob whispered as Bret pushed himself off the counter to go over to her.
He gave a quick nod as an answer and Rob sighed and whispered. "Man, I knew I shouldn't have gotten married so young." He slapped him on the leg out of sight of Lori, "She's dressed like she's on the prowl. Go for it, I'll handle the other customers."
"Hey Mrs. Matthews," he tried not to sound as flustered as he was.
"No more, Mrs. its Miss," Lori corrected him. "But screw that, it's just Lori, okay?"
"You're still a Mrs. for a little bit," he pointed out.
"Nope," Lori smiled and held up her hand, showing her lack of rings and her long nail painted the same pink as the dress. "It was finalized today."
"Already? I thought Josh said it was next month?"
"We fast tracked it. I wanted done with him, and the faster it was over the less damaging to his reputation it was. Can't have too many of his family man type clients hearing about his extracurricular activities."
His eyes narrowed when she stumbled over the long word, then slurred the last one. Upon closer look her brown eyes were wide and excessively bright, and her face and upper chest flushed.
"Have you been drinking?"
"Damn straight I have been," she giggled, a strange sound coming from her. "Went home from court, showered the last of my marriage off me, got dressed up and went out to get messed up."
"You're not driving I hope?" he asked, concerned.
"Bret, you are such a good boy," Lori beamed. "First doing the right thing with Tom, then checking on Josh and being there for him, and now look at you worrying about me."
"I'll call you an uber when you're ready to go."
"Already have one, that's how I got here."
"Oh, okay. What can I get you?"
"A shot of Cuervo, salt and lime please."
Bret grabbed the bottle, and poured the shot, putting it down for her, while putting the small dish of sliced limes on the bar, and the saltshaker.
Lori gave him a drunken smile, then licked her hand between her thumb and forefinger. She made a show of it, her tongue sliding back and forth, and Bret felt a stirring begin between his legs as she stared directly at him as she did it.
She shook the salt onto her hand, took a breath, gave her salted flesh another lingering lascivious lick, downed the shot, then bit into the lime.
"Hmm, that's sooo good," she purred in a sultry voice. "Something that nice, I think I need to do twice." She tapped the glass.
He poured another shot and couldn't help staring as she once again licked her hand in an unquestionably sexual manner and did the second shot.
"Wow, I've had a lot," she sighed. "Been a long time since I sucked down a few shots." Her gaze met his. "Or sucked down anything else."
"Right," Bret felt his face heat up, and she clapped her hands.
"You're blushing! Bret, you are so cute, you know that?"
"Thanks Miss..."
"Lori." She insisted "With an I." she giggled. "I used to say that when I was in high school and college. Lori with an I. She was a fun girl, liked to drink, liked to party, loved to fuck." She shook her head. "Youth is wasted on the young, we don't appreciate it at the time."
"Guess not."
"You need more fun, Bret. All school and work, and no fun aren't good for a young man your age, especially such a good looking one."
"Thanks, my mom says the same thing."
"She's a smart woman." She put her small black leather purse on the counter. "How much?"
"On me," Bret put his hand over the purse before she could open it. "In honor of you celebrating."



"Tell you what, I'll accept your gift, but you have to accept something from me, deal?"
"Sure, I guess."
"Good!" She pointed to Rob who was at the other end of the bar, looking up at the Sox game. "What's his name?"
"That's Rob."
"Hey, Rob!" Lori waved him over when he turned at the sound of his name.
Rob came over and stood next to Bret. "Yes, ma'am?"
"Ma'am?" Lori's shoulders slumped, making the exposed flesh of her tits jiggle again. "That's right, I forgot what an old lady I am."
"Nothing old about you," Bret told her.
"That's a true story," Rob flashed a smile. "Only as old as you feel, and you look like you're feeling pretty good right now."
"I am as a matter of fact." Lori once again slurred her words. "Now can you be a dear and hold down the fort for a few minutes? Bret needs a break so I can talk to him outside."
"Talk about what?"
"No problem!" Rob gave him a playful punch under the bar. "You take your time, I got this."
"I like you," Lori dipped into her purse and dropped a twenty on the bar. "For your trouble." She slid off the stool and for a second wobbled, and Bret lunged over and grabbed her bare arm.
"Sorry, haven't worn heels like this in a long time."
"Yup, the heels," Rob grinned while putting the twenty in his shirt pocket.
Bret hurried around the bar, to join Lori, who extended her elbow to him. "I guess I am a little tipsy."
He linked his arm through hers and saw some of the guys grinning, one of them gave him a thumbs up, another flashing an 'O.K' sign. Lori leaned into him, and he shivered when some of her long hair trailed along his arm.
"Such a gentlemen," she told him. "Next time I see her I'll have to tell your mama what a good boy she raised."
She gripped his forearm as they made their way to the door, and he couldn't help thinking about how good her pink nails looked on his arm, or the warm soft skin of her arm against his.
He pushed the door open and held it with one hand as she released his arm to walk out past him. Bret's eyes immediately dropped to check out her ass and it was as fine as he expected.
Definitely a little junk in the trunk as the expression went, but well rounded in the tight dress, and he couldn't help imagining the way it would jiggle if he spanked it. The thought brought Tom's accusation back into his mind, but it was only a thought, and how could he not about a woman as fine as Lori?
"Want to sit?" he gestured towards one of the small tables on the enclosed patio of the bar that was vacant.
"No, I want to talk in private," she looked around the parking lot, her glazed eyes blinking owlishly, making him wonder how much she'd had to drink before she got there. "Where are you parked?"
"Over in the corner," he pointed to a stand of trees across the lot. "Staff parks in the sticks," he laughed.
"That works," she turned and waved towards a black SUV and a tall man with greying hair who rolled down his window. "Be back in a few minutes!"
"That your driver?"
"Yup," she took his hand and started for his car. "I only plan on staying long enough to tell you something."
"Um, you think this is a good idea?" he looked around nervously.
"What's wrong?" she paused to blow on a curl that strayed in front of her face. A simple move that he found sexy for some reason, or maybe that's because he thought everything about her was sexy.
"Us walking together like this, going to sit in my car in a dark parking lot? Kind of looks funny."
"To who?" Lori looked up at him and wiggled her bare finger again. "Free woman, baby. I do what I please when I please," she sucked on her lower lip. "Who I please sounds even better."
"I just um," he kept think of Tom's claims about him wanting her, and now here she was holding hands with him drunk, and in sexy dress and fuck me shoes. If someone saw them and got back to him...
"Um, what? Come on, Bret, I thought I was supposed to be the old lady." She tugged on his hand, and he let her lead him to the impala.
He hit unlock, and held the door open for her.
"Such a gentlemen," she cooed as she eased into the seat.
That was him, a real gentleman as he watched the dress ride up higher on her thigh and gawked at her long leg before she pulled it into the car. He caught a quick glimpse of her toes which were also shocking pink.
He walked around to the other side and got in, shifting in the seat as his semi hard cock bent against his thigh.
"Nice car," Lori noted. "Roomy front seat."
"Yeah, my dad always said he'd give it to me, but I wasn't in that much of a hurry to get it."
"That's tough, honey. But he left you more than a car, he instilled a lot of himself in you. Your dad was a good man and so are you."
She rested her hand on his thigh.
"But like I said to you before, life is full of sad ends and happy beginnings. Today I start a happy new beginning and it's because of you."
"Doesn't seem happy."
"If it weren't for Josh, I'd be completely happy. Tom and I weren't much more than room mates the last couple of years. Typical story, drifted apart, allowed ourselves to do it. He got too full of himself, I got to where I didn't want to be full of him."
Lori looked over at him.
"The things he said to you, my putting on a little weight, the grays, face isn't as smooth as it used to be. The way I dress. He said those things all the time, and I'd snap back at him, but his words hurt."
"I'm sorry," he put his hand over hers, meaning to give it a brief pat, but she quickly turned her hand over, and linked her fingers through his.
"I shouldn't have taken it, worse, I shouldn't have started to believe him. That I was no longer attractive, that he didn't find me desirable anymore and it was my fault."
"That's crap," Bret told her. "An excuse to cheat and to be mean to you."
"I see that now, but it bothered me. Its part of why I dress the way I do. I started to feel ashamed of my body."
"In that dress you have nothing to be ashamed of," Brett blinked at his own words, surprised by how bold he sounded. But she was starting to sound upset and knowing she was drunk he didn't want her to get emotional, especially over that shithead.
"You like what you see, Bret?" Lori shifted on the seat, so she was facing him.
"I mean, yeah, you look good."
"You think I'm attractive?"
"Yeah," he nodded. "Other than Tom, who wouldn't?"
"You're smooth Bret, and I don't think its an act, you just seem to know what to say."
"Makes me a good bartender." He joked.
"Makes you an attractive young man. Looks, humble, says and does the right thing. All you need is the woman who appreciates it."
"I'll meet her someday."
"I'm sure you will, but in the meantime, you're missing a lot of fun. I've been missing a lot of fun too. I'm not an old lady, he just made me feel like one. Like I was lucky I had him."
"He was the lucky one," Bret stared down at their joined hands.
In the enclosed space of the car, he could smell her perfume and his eyes kept darting between her breasts and legs. His cock was stirring once more, and he felt a trickle of sweat slide down his back.
"He didn't deserve you," he added.
"Thank you for that. I'm glad we hadn't had sex in a long time. I would have felt cheap, like he was saying yeah, you're fat and old, but I'll still throw you a bone."
"That's kind of uh, crude."
"He was crude," Lori swallowed hard. "He all but said that more than once, but I stopped giving in to it and telling him if I was that bad, then I didn't want his pity fucks so he could get his rocks off.
"Maybe that was what pushed him to start cheating, but I don't regret it. I took his shit for Josh, but I kept my pride the last few months. No matter how bad I wanted it, I'd just fire up the vibe." She grunted. "Better off, it lasted longer and didn't tell me how great it was."
"You wanted to talk about something?" He didn't want to keep hearing her talk about sex, even if it was the lack of.
"I do. I was thinking, Bret." Her smile returned. "About what you did, and the things Tom said."
"What do you mean?"
"You did a good thing for me, you showing me proof of what he was doing was the last straw. Today I have my freedom again. I owe you a thank you."
"You've said it before, and just did again."
"No, those are words. I owe you something better than that. I thought what could I do for this brave young man? That led to Tom, all those cracks I'm boring, and old and no fun."
"I was that way because of him, and with him gone, I think its time to be exciting, and fun, and..." she slid her hand from beneath his and he gasped when she placed it on his cock. "Dirty," she added in a whisper.
"Lori, you...can't do that." He put his hand on her wrist and tugged, but she resisted, and when she gave his rapidly hardening cock a squeeze, he released a startled moan.
"I can, I'm a single woman, baby."
She lifted the arm rest between them and slid closer, her free hand sliding across his chest, caressing him through his shirt.
"A single woman who's drunk, horny, and feeling very appreciative toward an attractive young man." She leaned over; her lips so close to his ear he could feel her warm breath.
"A young man that's been staring at me for a long time."
"Sorry, I just think...I mean," he groaned when she rubbed his cock through his jeans.
"Tell me you think about me," she whispered. "Tell me you want me."
"I...this is wrong."
"Doesn't feel wrong," she continued to rub his now aching cock and although his hand was on her wrist, he was no longer trying to move it. "Feels damn right to me."
"Josh," he managed the word as she slid her hand down his body and into his lap, joining the other to unsnap his jeans.
"Never needs to know." She flicked her tongue across his ear and he both heard and felt his zipper being pulled down.
"Yeah," her fingers slid into his open jeans. "This boring old lady has decided that my asshole ex deserves some payback, even if he never knows it."
Their faces were only inches apart and he could smell both her perfume and tequila on her warm breath. "I owe you, baby," she purred in a voice that oozed sex and promise as her fingers slipped into the slit in his boxers.
"Your reward is my revenge."
Lori deftly slipped his hard cock out of his boxers and with no hesitation lowered her head into his lap.
"Oh my god!" Bret groaned when she took him into her mouth.
He moaned when she bobbed her head, her soft lips and tongue sliding along his shaft as she engulfed him with her warm wet mouth.
Lori sighed as she took him deeper, and wrapping her fingers around his base stroked him, her hand following the wet trail of her mouth.
"Oh," Bret put one hand on her the exposed skin of her upper back, and the other in her long curly hair.
"Hmm-mm!" She responded to his touch with a moan and moved her head faster.
In the back of his mind the part of him that prided himself on trying to do the right thing told him this was wrong. Lori was drunk, angry, and had just admitted this was about nothing but revenge. He should be trying to get her to stop.
But there were limits to what he was capable of and as the old expression went, the spirit was willing, but the flesh was...hard, throbbing and in Lori's mouth! With an air of pleasurable surrender, he leaned back in his seat, no longer capable of even pretending he didn't want this.
He jumped when her free hand slid over his lap, and fumbled alongside the seat, finding the switch to ease the top of his seat back. The change in angle not only gave her more room, but in the dim light of the parking lot, he could now see her face.
Bret watched, his heart racing and his balls aching as one of his longtime fantasies had suddenly become a hot reality. He swept his hand across her face, moving her hair so he could get an even better view.
Lori sighed, and angled her head slightly to the side, showing her approval of the move. God, she looked incredible! Her hot pink lips working his cock, her soft hair in his hand, her slender pink tipped fingers around him.
Some of her lipstick had smeared on his cock, and his hard flesh glistened from her wet mouth. Lori moaned softly as she sucked him a deliciously slow, but steady rhythm while her hand slid up his shirt and rested on his hard flat stomach.
She let him slip from her lips and surprised him by spitting on his cock. He moaned as she pumped him rapidly, her hand gliding on his now slick flesh. She spit on him again, rubbing it into his sensitive purple head and making his hips jerk.
"You have such a nice cock," she whispered, her eyes as focused on his dick as his was on her face. "So fucking hard!"
She traced the tip of her tongue around the underside of his head, then fluttered it along the length of his shaft. Bret had to remind himself to breath while Lori's tongue danced up and down his cock, giving him teasing flicks mixed in with longer licks and a couple of gentle sucks.
She wrapped her lips along one side of his shaft and moved her head, sliding his length between her soft lips. She reached the tip and after letting more spit drool from her lips and onto his head, she opened wide and took him back into her mouth.
"Fuck!" He groaned when this time she moved her hand and took him all the way down.
Her lips wrapped around the base of his shaft, and he gripped her hair tighter when she shook her head, working his tip around her mouth, her tongue continued to move, caressing his hard flesh with her soft wet caresses.
Lori pressed her lips into his pubic mound and made a gagging sound as she pushed him a little further into her throat. She then resumed bobbing her head, taking him deep each time.
Every suck ended with a sloppy wet gurgling sound that Missy, or the other girls he'd been with had never made. For that matter, he'd never had a girl seem to enjoy his cock as much as Lori was.
But that's because Lori wasn't a high school or college coed, she was a goddamn woman who'd been sucking cock longer than he'd been alive. Lori shifted on the seat, slowly sucking him as she drew her legs up until she was kneeling on the passenger seat and completely facing him.
"Jesus," Bret whispered as he stared at first her head in his lap, then her ass in the air.
His hand slid down her back and over her ass, and when he gave her left cheek a squeeze, she moaned around him. Bret leaned over so he could reach further, and finding the hem of the dress, pulled it up, and got yet another sexy surprise.
Lori wasn't wearing anything under the dress.
"That's right," Lori breathed over his cock. "Drunk, nothing under my slutty dress and sucking dick in public. "Boring old lady my ass."
Speaking of her ass, it was as sweet as he thought it would be. Her cheeks well rounded and fleshy enough to get an easy handful and for it to jiggle when he couldn't resist giving her a playful slap.
"You like that ass?" she lowered her head and licked the length of his shaft. "It is fat after all."
"Perfect," Bret managed to say as she took him between her lips and once more went to work with her talented tongue and welcoming mouth.
He grew bolder and slid his hand between her cheeks and the moan she released when his fingers encountered her slick flesh caused his cock to twitch in her mouth. The high-pitched whimper she emitted around his cock spurred him on to push his fingers further between her warm moist lips, then plunge them inside her.
"Yes!" Lori released his cock as her hips jerked, thrusting her ass into his hand. "See how wet my cunt is?" She kissed his head. "God, I forgot how much I love sucking cock."
She emphasized that remark by slurping him into her mouth and bobbing her head more rapidly than before. Bret couldn't believe how hot, wet, and tight her pussy was as he moved his fingers within her.
Lori thrust back into his probing fingers, but as thrilling as it was to finger her, he slid them from inside her further down until he encountered her swollen clit. He rubbed it gently and she squealed, then whimpered in response to his touch.
The entire scene had a dreamlike feel to it. Lori Matthews, the woman who he'd stared at and masturbated to for years, blowing him in his car while he played with her wet pussy.
Bret flinched when he heard someone whistling and clapping. He turned his head to see two men and woman pointing to the car, laughing. One of the men yelled "It's a full moon" the woman called out. "More tongue honey, use more tongue!"
"Ignore them," Lori breathed over his lipstick smeared cock. "All that matters is your fingers on my wet cunt, and me sucking you off."
She went back to work, this time even faster, and with her mouth partially open, causing spit and pre cum to flow down his cock. She was now making wet slurping sounds mixed in with several gagging noises when she forced his entire length down her throat.
Bret's legs were shaking and his hips moving as much as they could in his position. He moved his fingers faster. Pressing them more firmly into her slick and excited clit. Lori's nails dug into his stomach and her other hand gripped his thigh, squeezing it as she gave him an insanely hot hands free, now sloppy as hell blow job.
Her sucking slowed as she wiggled her hips into his touch. He felt her body stiffen along his arm, and she was now whimpering and groaning. She released him with a wet lip smacking sound and breathed.
"Harder, make me cum baby," she released a long groan. "I knew you wouldn't just let me do you, I knew you'd be good to your girl."
His girl? She was drunk, out of control and seemed ready to pop, it was just talk, but goddamn, did it sound good!
"Faster!" Lori implored him as she now held his aching cock and rubbed it along her cheek, smearing it with sticky pre-cum. "Ohhh, I need to so bad!"
Bret's fingers went to work, moving in har fast circles and rougher than he'd ever been with touching Missy. Lori was so wet his fingers made wet slapping sounds as he worked her clit side to side, then up and down in between their circular motion.
"Yeah, yeah, Oh, baby," Lori whimpered, then took him back into her mouth.
She sucked him the way he was fingering her, hard and fast and after several seconds, her body jerked, her ass thrust back into his touch and she squealed around his cock.
"Fuck, oh...shit." Bret breathed as her rapid sucking had him approaching his own release.
He managed to keep his fingers moving, loving the high-pitched yelps and squeals she made in between the sloppy gagging sounds as she repeatedly deep throated him even amidst the throes of her own orgasm.
Caught up in the heat of the moment, Bret wrapped his hand more tightly in her hair and pushed on her head, urging her to keep sucking. Lori's yips, moans, and the way her eyes rolled back told him she had no issue with him doing it.
She was now driving her mouth down on him with a force that had her eyes watering, causing her mascara to run down her face. Between the booze, her passion, and the way she was pounding his cock relentlessly down her throat her face was beet red and sweating.
Between the mixture of yelps and sloppy gagging sounds during the porn star quality blow job, he was receiving, the way she was squirming and cumming for him, and the fact...it was fucking Lori Mathews, gobbling his cock like it was the best thing she'd ever tasted, Bret lost control.
"Fuck, I...I'm going to..." His words turning into a series of loud, borderline idiotic, moans when his cock explode.
Lori squealed, and her brown eyes went wide, but she didn't slow down her sucking as his twitching cock filled her sinfully eager mouth. He thrust his hips and continued to push on her head as his cock erupted.
It had been a long time since he'd come in something other than his own hand, and he could feel the long squirts pouring into her as she kept going, sucking for every drop. Strands of cum oozed from the sides of her mouth and down his shaft, only for her to slurp them back when she took him deep again.



She gripped his cock, now jerking him into her mouth as she whimpered and slobbered over him, her hips still twitching and her flesh quivering beneath his fingers from her own orgasm.
"Oh god," he whimpered when he had nothing left, but she kept going, swirling her tongue around his now oversensitive head. "Fuck!" His hips jerked as she sucked hard enough to hollow her wet black streaked cheeks, and he felt himself give up a few more drops.
"Stop," he pleaded, tugging gently on her hair. "Please."
Lori eased him from her mouth, and his cock jerked when she stuck her tongue into his slit, licking the last pearly drop that had remained there.
She leaned back, and when he removed his hand from between her legs, remained kneeling on the seat, her hands now on his leg. Lori was breathing hard, and his eyes widened at the sight of a white stripe of cum on her chin and some oozing from the left corner of her mouth.
Her lipstick was smeared, and her face streaked with black. Her hair was once again a mess, and now falling over the right side of her face, one of her banana curls stuck to her sticky face.
"That was...wow," Bret breathed, feeling as if he needed to say something into the awkward silence.
Lori stared down between his legs. "Bad boy, you have lipstick all over your dick."
He followed her gaze, to see his cock was as messy as her face, lipstick, a few drops of cum at the base and slick as hell from her mouth.
It was also still hard and twitching between his legs.
"I thought that was a proper thank you," she ran her finger along his shaft. "But it seems like you're not satisfied." She sucked on her lower lip. "Maybe since we're in your car, you should take me for a ride."
"Where do you want to..." He froze when she pointed. "Ease your seat down," she tugged her dress further up over her hips, giving him a view of the neatly trimmed triangular patch of hair between her thighs.
She wanted to fuck him right here.
Lori's hands went to her shoulders, her thumbs hooking into the straps, and tugged them down her arms. Bret's hand dropped, trying to find the lever, but froze when a light shined directly into his face.
He turned and his stomach pitched when he saw a cop standing there.
"Shit," Lori whispered when he tapped the window.
She quickly pulled her dress down and slid her legs from the seat down to the floor so she was once again sitting.
Bret fumbled with his now deflated cock, trying to get it back in his boxers while he put the window down.
"Evening, sir," he nodded towards Lori. "Ma'am."
"C...can I help you?" Bret stammered.
"I cruise through here a couple times a night, checking to make sure there's no trouble. Get a rowdy crowd from time to time."
"And so you can pull people over when they leave looking for DUI's." Lori added.
"That too," The cop, who looked to be in his forties nodded. "But if I see someone who looks like they've had too much I'll stop them from driving, get them a ride home." He pointed to Lori. "I can see and hear you're in no shape to drive, but it looks like you found a ride." A smile played about his lips at the joke.
"What can I say? I'm a horny drunk." Lori giggled, leaving Bret unsure if she just wasn't worried about trouble, or too wasted to care.
"And a happy one," He looked to Bret. "Have anything to add, son?"
"Sorry, sir, we were just um," he sighed. "Please don't call my mother."
The cop laughed.
"That's a good one." Bret flinched when he reached into the car, but he just rested his hand on his shoulder in a friendly manner.
"Listen, kid, it's cool. I was your age, and far be it from me to ruin a great night," he laughed again. "But I'm adding to the story you'll tell down the line. For now, just head on home, and make sure she gets home okay. Do that, and we're cool."
"I, uh, work here. I'm on break," he gave the cop a sheepish grin.
"My uber is over there." Lori threw her thumb over her shoulder. "Black Kia Sportage."
"You got a ride here to do this?"
"Absolutely," Lori gave him a drunken smile. "Us boring fat lousy lays do things like this all the time."
"Right," The cop nodded. He tapped Bret's arm. "Tell Gabe Tommy Neal said hello, we ride together once in a while."
"I will."
"Ma'am if you don't mind, I'm going to walk you over to your ride, make sure that's the case and he's to take you straight home. Fair enough?"
"Thank you, officer." She sighed and Bret gasped when right in front of the cop, she squeezed his soft oozing cock. "Thanks for the shot, mister bartender. Little salty, but just what I needed."
"Kid, one day you're going to appreciate this experience. Have fun while you can." He pointed to Lori. "Ma'am, one more thing before you get out of the car?"
"Yes, officer?"
"Can you wipe off?" He looked as if he were struggling not to smile as he touched his chin. "You have a little something on your face."
Chapter Seven
Bret stared at the text from Lori as he lay in bed, his eyes still heavy from lack of sleep.
"Please come over this morning. I need to talk to you about last night."
A second text had followed.
"Josh is spending the weekend with Tom, so you don't have to worry about that."
Last night.
Despite the scare with the cop, it was in many ways the best of his life, at least when it came to sex. It eclipsed his first time in tenth grade and went well beyond some of the hot times he'd had with Missy.
He wondered if it wasn't just that it involved Lori, but the pure sleaze and risk of it, a risk quickly proven with the cop. In other ways that annoying part of him that was his conscience felt bad.
Lori hadn't been acting, she was already drunk when she'd gotten to Gabe's, then done two shots in rapid succession. She'd been stumbling and slurry, and he knew anger more than actual desire had driven her last night.
She'd even mentioned revenge. Not only revenge but kept repeating Tom's cracks about her. Bret was right place, right time and with the excuse of she "owed" him something.
Who she really felt she owed was her ex.
But even those negative thoughts couldn't take away what had happened. His long time crush, the woman he'd secretly desired and even thought about when he was with his girlfriends on more than one occasion, had given him the best blow job of his life.
More than that. He'd gotten to finger her and make her come and had been less than a minute away from being inside her. Lori had the dress up and ready to show him the tits he'd wondered about for years, and that damn cop showed up.
Now she wanted to talk. Bret's mind was torn, in fantasy wanting to talk could mean let's pick up where we left off. Or it could mean once she'd slept it off she was now ashamed and was going to ask him to please not tell anyone.
It seemed like they'd lucked out and no one in the bar knew. The people who had seen them must have been leaving, and not gone back in and spread the story, because Rob had asked him what happened as soon as he came back in.
He said she'd just wanted to talk to him, and Rob kept rolling his eyes and saying, "Come on, man, a woman doesn't come here already drunk and dressed like that to talk." Bret stuck to his guns for a while, then Rob finally said he wasn't stupid.
He was there the night Tom showed up accusing him of wanting his wife, then here comes a much older woman who knew him, looking to take him outside to 'talk'. Bret's face must have betrayed him because Rob nodded in satisfaction then assured him he would never tell anyone.
Bret felt some relief, he felt he could trust Rob, who like him, only worked there and never hung out with the regulars. If anyone had seen them in the parking lot, odds are they had no idea who Lori was.
It was also far from the first time someone had been caught getting some tail in the parking lot. For that matter, they'd found people having sex in the bathroom and storage room and the former bartender Bret had replaced had been fired for getting caught fucking a waitress on Gabe's desk.
The night was still slow, and after an hour of struggling to focus on something other than the scene in the car, what it might mean after tonight, and being unable to stop sniffing his fingers every two minutes, he'd decided that for once he wouldn't sweat the money and asked Gabe if he could go home early.
Mom was up and surprised to see him. He told her the bar was slow so he was sent home. It was only a partial lie, just leaving out the little detail Lori had shown up and had been within seconds of fucking him.
The fact it was becoming much easier to tell full out lies and half-truths bothered him, but he was also learning that maybe sometimes the truth caused more trouble than it was worth.
Mom said she was happy he could get some extra rest, and after he made a few minutes of small talk about their day, he went upstairs. After taking a shower, during which he reluctantly washed her from his hand, then the lipstick from his cock while recalling how it got there and had to resist jerking off when the thought had him hard in an instant, Bret had gone to bed.
He lay awake for awhile his mind bouncing between replaying Lori's "Thank you" which left him so hard his dick ached as if he'd never come, then dealing with the annoying guilt of wondering if he should have stopped her because of her obviously inebriated state, then thinking about Josh.
Forget Tom, what if Josh ever found out, what if his mother somehow did? No, he should stick with the happy thoughts because regardless of what happened moving forward, tonight had happened.
Granted, it wasn't under ideal circumstances, not the full-on sexy encounter he'd always fantasized about, and once it was over he questioned how much she really wanted him as opposed to the payback he represented...
But like he'd been doing to others, he could just go with one half of the story, the good half, he'd gotten a world class blowjob from a hot woman twice his age. He should feel like a goddamn hero.
But just before he drifted into sleep he wondered...why didn't he feel like one?
Now he'd woken up 8:30 to a text she'd sent at 6:30am meaning the same things had been going through her mind. For her to even be up that early as trashed as she'd been was a testament to her not being right with what happened.
"Text of shame," he mumbled, picturing her waking up with a blinding hangover and a "What the hell did I just do?"
Question was what was he going to do? He really didn't want to hear her admit she'd been out of control and shouldn't have done it. That would further taint what should be a great memory.
Bret knew a lot of guys wouldn't care, they shot their load in a hot woman's mouth, who cares about anything else. But he'd been raised to respect women, and people in general, and would never be able to think about it without feeling like an ass for not turning her away.
Its not like he could dodge her indefinitely; at some point she'd catch up with him. Or could she? He doubted she would want to show up again at Gabe's. It would look strange if she came over here with his mom around and asked to talk to him, and if he only went over there when Josh was home, she couldn't talk to him then either.
No, that was wrong, and it would drag out her guilt and shame and he shouldn't do that to her. The right thing to do would be to get this over with as soon as he could. Because the right thing had led to all this drama and mess in the first place, so yeah, let's keep on going.
Before he could change his mind, Bret boxed himself in by replying to her text.
"Can I come over in a few minutes?"
The response of "Please do." Came so quickly she must have had her damn phone in her hand, another sign of her anxiety over this.
Bret didn't reply, he kicked the sheet off, and after quickly tossing some clothes went downstairs. He caught a break with Mom doing the grocery shopping early Saturday morning which kept him from lying about where he was going because she'd notice Josh's car not being there.
He hurried across the street, looking back and forth, and relieved to see no one was outside to notice him going to Lori's. He knew he was being a little too paranoid, but neighbors gossiped and there was already enough of it going on about Tom and Lori's divorce, he didn't want people to wonder why he was going to her house without Josh there.
He reached the door, and it opened before he could reach for the bell.
"Come in, Bret," Lori spoke from behind the door as she pulled it open. "Please sit down."
He entered the living room and sat on the couch, as Lori closed the door. She wore a white button down shirt that fell to her midthigh, leaving a lot of bare leg exposed. She was barefoot, her toes still painted in last night's hot pink.
Bret quickly pulled his gaze from her legs, not wanting to get caught checking her out, even though he doubted she could blame him after last night. Her hair was down and in its familiar wild tousled state, curls everywhere, some hanging in her face.
She was devoid of make-up and her eyes were red and puffy, he hoped that was an effect of a hangover and she hadn't been crying. His eyes reflexively dropped lower to her chest, after all eight years of trying to subtly stare at her, were hard to overcome.
The shirt fit loosely, making him wonder if it had been Tom's and giving little indication of the impressive breasts beneath it. From the way it was wrinkled it was obvious she'd slept in it.
Except for showing more leg than usual this was the Lori he was accustomed to, plain, but hot in her natural way. It made seeing her dressed to kill last night seem even more out of character, and he had to admit, as odd as it was, he found he liked this look on her more, it was real, and that's what he'd always liked about her.
"Can I get you a cup of coffee, or anything else?"
"I'm good, thanks."
"Okay," Rather than sit across from him as she had the other day, Lori sat down next to him on the couch, and he had to make sure he kept his eyes averted from her legs.
"Well," Lori released a long breath. "This is awkward to say the least."
"Kind of."
"I owe you an apology for last night."
Her words confirmed his fears, she hadn't really wanted him, at least not for the right reasons. Tainted memory was the winner in his internal struggle from this morning.
"Its okay," Bret told her. "I mean, its not like I minded I guess."
Lori blushed and looked away.
"I'm sorry," Bret said quickly. "I didn't mean to embarrass you or sound like a jerk. Just saying there's worse things you could have done." He tried to smile but was sure it wasn't convincing.
"God, this is a fucked up conversation," Lori muttered. "But I have myself to blame for it."
"No, not all you," Bret tapped his chest. "It's on me too, I should have stopped you."
"Could you?" Lori raised her eyebrows. "Honey, I know you're mature in many ways, your father's death made you that way. But you're still a young man and the way I was dressed, and came onto you, no boy your age is turning down what I offered."
"I'm not any boy," Bret argued. "And I know you and what you've been through, and I should have said no."
"I didn't give you much choice," Lori admitted. "I had my hands, then my mouth on you pretty quick." She blushed again. "I was drunk and out of control."
"And angry and hurt and looking for payback." Bret nodded. "I knew those things. You were slurring, and you even said your revenge was my reward. You were there for all the wrong reasons, and I," he sighed. "I didn't do the right thing and that let you do the wrong thing and now we both feel bad. I let you down."
"Wow," Lori whispered. "Bret, you're what my mother used to call an old soul. You get things kids your age can't even begin to understand, mostly because they wouldn't bother seeing why they should."
"Makes it worse because I knew it was wrong, but I...gave in, thought with the little head, I guess."
"Tell you what," Lori put her hand over his. "How about we do this. We both accept partial blame and move on from apologies."
"Yeah, sure." He went to stand, but she gripped his hand.
"Hold on, we're moving on from that, but there's more I want to say if that's okay with you?"
"You don't have to say anything else."
"I do because my being sorry isn't for the reason you think it is, at least not completely."
"I'm not sure what you mean."
"I'm not sorry it happened, I'm sorry the way it happened." Lori squeezed his hand.
"That's okay, I..." he stopped when her words hit him. No, he had to have heard it wrong.
"You look confused, and I don't blame you because I am too," she shook her head, her curls bobbing around her face. "Maybe conflicted is more like it."
"Yeah, I don't think I'm as smart as you think I am."
Lori laughed and squeezed his hand again.
"Its not about smart, its about how messed up feelings and emotions can make us. This isn't easy for me, and you'll figure out why soon, but I'd like to tell you."
"Go ahead," he looked down at her fingers, curled around his, her long pink nails, the ones that had been wrapped around his cock last night.
"I'll start with a confession. I know you've had a thing for me pretty much since the first time you came over here."
"Oh," it was his turn to flush in embarrassment. "Sorry, I just always thought you were beautiful."
"Don't be sorry for that, Bret, I've always liked it."
"You did?"
"In the beginning I thought it was cute, you were barely in your teens, it was like you had a little crush on your friend's mom. When you were in your later teens, I found it more flattering.
"You were dating pretty girls, I was sure you'd been with them at that age and knew what you were looking at, and what sex was like, and you still stared at me."
"Guess I was more obvious than I thought," he mumbled.
"Last year or so I kind of needed it, your attention made me feel good."
"Really?"
"I don't want to go down that path again, but you know Tom was not good for my self-esteem, and at times made it so I lost a lot of confidence myself, buying into his bullshit I wasn't as attractive as I used to be."
"And truth is maybe I'm not, I'm older, have a few more curves than I used to. When Tom started bitching I thought maybe I should think about cutting and coloring my hair, hit the gym, dress a little younger..."
"No," Bret now gave her hand a reassuring squeeze. "Lori, you're perfect the way you are. Those things are why I've always looked, you're so damn sexy without trying to be."
Bret would have never used that word or been so bold in a compliment before last night, but hell he'd had his fingers in her and came in her mouth, what were a few words.
"Thank you," Lori slid close and surprised him with a kiss on the cheek. "That means a lot to me, and it meant a lot before you said it.
"Your attention is what kept me from changing. I thought if a good looking young man who'd had some pretty girlfriends and spent the day looking at hot coeds found me attractive then there was something there and Tom was just being a jerk. "That's why I'm sorry about last night."
Lori had slid close enough that her leg was against his, and even though he couldn't feel her skin through his jeans, the contact, as well as her bare leg excited him, and he felt his cock stirring.
"I never gave you a reason to look. I didn't dress revealing or flirt with you. You were attracted to me the way I am. This," she pressed her hand to her shirt. "Is how you're used to seeing me." She smiled "In my natural minimal effort beauty."
The smile was real, and he returned it, thinking no lipstick or any kind of makeup, messy hair, baggy shirt, and even with the few lines around her lips and eyes when she smiled, so goddamn hot.



"So, what do I do? I show up in a party dress a girl your age would wear to a club, in shoes I could barely walk in and come onto like a goddamn drunken whore, slurring, stumbling, and turning something that could have been fun and playful into a damn Pornhub video."
"You watch Pornhub?" Smooth Romeo, he wanted to smack himself.
"Porn and batteries have been my sex life for the last six months. Last night was the first time I came from fingers that weren't my own in close to a year."
"Tom was a goddamn idiot."
"Still is, but now he can be someone else's idiot. Thing is Bret, more than once in the last few months I thought about you." When she saw the look on his face, she added.
"Yes, in that way. The way I imagine you've thought about me for a long time."
"Since I first saw you." He told her. His hear beat faster and there was now a noticeable swelling in his boxers.
"When you told me about Tom, after I got over the initial hurt and anger I thought about life after him."
"Money will be fine, Josh will adjust, but what about me? What I wanted," she looked directly into his eyes. "What I needed, was some attention, some good old fashioned down and dirty fucking. I needed to feel wanted, and desired, to be with a man that would make me feel sexy and appreciated in bed.
"The way you should be treated," he said carefully, trying not to say anything stupid because what he'd felt was going to be a disappointing conversation seemed to be taking a far more interesting and exciting turn.
"Now I know, I could get laid if I wanted to. That dress would get me attention in a bar or club. I may not be the hottest woman there, but I have enough to work with so to speak.
"But it would have been a one night stand with a stranger, a meaningless fuck with a guy looking to get lucky and maybe not even that attracted to me, just thinking hey, that old lady isn't half bad, and she reeks of desperation, I'll throw her a fuck."
"On one hand I wouldn't have to worry about any drama after that, but how good would they be to me? I'd be seen as a cheap slut they could use and walk away from. Then I thought of you.
"Me," he repeated softly, trying not to smile like the cat that ate the canary.
"You've appreciated me for years, you're attracted to me the way I am, and after wanting me all this time I imagined if you were given a chance you'd take damn good care of me."
"I can do that." Bret couldn't help nodding so eagerly he probably looked like a damn bobblehead.
"But then I'd push that off, it was like how you thought of me, sure, sexy in fantasy, but the reality is I'm over twice your age, Josh's mom, Tom did show up drunk here one night telling me you came to me because you wanted to fuck me, and I probably wanted it to.
"The potential drama kept the thought at arms length. That and still technically not divorced yet. Then when it was final yesterday I went out with some friends and got plastered.
"I came home, cracked open a bottle of wine and kept drinking. I was so horny, and now that I was a free woman I thought it was time to be enjoy that freedom. I found that dress buried in the back of my closet, bought it a few years ago, but never had the guts to wear it," she grunted. "Little tighter than it was back then, but I wasn't feeling very modest last night."
"I kept thinking that I knew you wanted me, I owed you for giving me a reason to move on from a marriage that had been dead for years, and I wanted payback. Maybe what I gave you last night was a turn on, and you would have gotten more if officer buttinski didn't show up."
"I'm glad he did though, because I would have felt even worse if I let you have me like that. The trashed and trashy woman last night isn't me and isn't the woman you're attracted to.
"I feel like I kind of ruined it, turned into something I'm not and just came on too strong and all wrong. That's why I wanted to apologize. It should have been different, a lot more fun, and with the real me, not middle aged me thinking I'm Lori the sorority girl from twenty-five years ago."
"We got that apology over with," Bret reminded her. "But it makes me feel worse I didn't stop you."
"What's done is done and we can't change that," Lori tilted her head and gave him a surprisingly shy smile. "But maybe you could do a girl a favor and give me a do over?"
"I think that would be the right thing to do," he put his hand on her bare thigh.
"Your fingers are trembling," she said softly. "I love it, shows how excited you are for me."
"Trust me, I'm very excited," he shifted position, trying to relieve pressure on his now fully erect cock.
"Me too," Lori slipped her hand from his and placed it on his cheek. "Bret, would you like to kiss me?"
He answered by leaning towards her, his heart now racing at the way she tilted her head further, parted her full luscious lips and closed her eyes. Christ she was gorgeous. His lips brushed softly against hers, and Lori moaned in her throat, and returned the kiss, but more firmly.
Her arms slid around his shoulders, drawing him into her embrace as her lips pressed into him. Bret put his arms around her waist, and in his excitement, crushed her to him.
Lori moaned her approval and flicked her tongue playfully across his lips. Bret kissed her again, this time hard and with more passion. His hands ran up the back of her shirt and into her long soft hair, stroking it as Lori captured his lower lip between hers and sucked on it.
Her hands went down his back, then slipped under his shirt, sliding back up, her nails caressing his back. He groaned when she drove her tongue into his mouth with an eagerness that had his cock twitching and his balls aching with desire.
His tongue danced over and around hers as their lips fought to devour the others. He felt her breasts pressing against him through their clothes and his confidence growing, he slipped his hands from behind her and down between them, fumbling for the buttons on her shirt.
"Not his," she whispered into his lips. "It's a woman's night shirt. I'd never where anything that belonged to him."
Bret hadn't thought about it, but now that she said it, felt some relief, he wanted this to be about them, not anything to do with her ex. His trembling fingers managed to undo the bottom button, but when he struggled with the next one, Lori giggled and pulled back from him.
"Here, let me," she undid the top two buttons, exposing the upper portion of her breasts, but paused at the next one. "You want to see them, baby?"
"I've dreamed about seeing them."
"Hmm," she popped one more button. "I hope you did more than just see them in those dreams."
"I did," he rested his hands on her hips as she teased him by undoing another button but holding the shirt together.
"Yeah?" She breathed, her breasts heaving with passion beneath the shirt. "You play with them? Lick them, suck on them? Titty fuck me?" She sucked on her lower lip and added in a sultry purr. "You come on them?"
"All of that." He managed around his surprise at the way she was talking.
"Sorry, I'm not in the mood for sweet romance," she must have seen his surprise. "I talk dirty when I'm sober to, at least when there's someone fun to talk dirty to." She licked her lips. "You fun, Bret?"
"I'm the life of the party," he grinned.
"That's what I want, honey, I want to playful, and laugh and smile, and," she undid the next to the last button. "Fuck like I haven't in years."
She popped the last button, and eased her hands away leaving the shirt clinging to the inside of her breasts.
"Yours first," she pointed to him.
Bret stripped his shirt off and tossed it to the side, so fast, Lori smiled. "I love a man who can follow instructions. She teasingly tugged on the shirt. "My turn?"
"Yes, please," Bret couldn't help smiling in anticipation.
"Like the please too, but trust me, baby, you're not going to have to beg for anything." She slipped the shirt down her shoulders.
"Oh my god," Bret had to try to keep his mouth from gaping open. "They're...wow."
He'd always suspected, and had gotten some confirmation last night, that Lori's breasts were on the large side, but he was still surprised. Bigger than he'd expected, with rose tinted nipples that were the biggest he'd seen, and as erect as he was.
"Hanging a little lower than they used to," she traced the inner curve of her well-rounded tits with her nails. "But they're all natural, and all yours."
The same surreal feeling from last night washed over him, Lori, now clad in only a white pair of lace panties, topless and touching her amazing tits. But unlike last night, there was no reason to feel bad, this was an open invitation, and he was going to take it.
Bret leaned into her, his hands going to her breasts, but his lips once again seeking hers. He was surprised at his own control, not immediately sucking on her nipples, but she'd kept saying how she wanted to be appreciated and he wanted to show her he could take his time, and not be the grabby little boy she might be expecting.
Lori moaned as he fondled her tits and plunged his tongue between her lips. He was amazed at how heavy her breasts were, as well as how soft yet firm her warm flesh was. He cupped them in his hands, his thumbs finding her nipples.
The whimper she released into his mouth as he played with her swollen flash had his cock throbbing and aching to be let loose, but he knew that would happen, and continued his effort to take his time and make the most out of what he assumed would be a one time encounter to give her what she needed, and him what he'd always wanted.
Lori's hands went over his, pressing them harder into her breasts as they continued kissing. Her soft hair tickled his shoulders, and her hips were moving, grinding into his aching crotch.
Wanting to enjoy every bit of her, she slipped his hands from around breasts and put his arms around her, his hands caressing the smooth skin of her bare back. Lori rose higher, her face now over his and her hands now on his shoulders.
Bret wasn't sure if it were the reason she'd done it, but he took advantage of the new angle and slid his hands down her back, over her full hips, and grabbed her ass. Like her breasts, her ass was fleshy, but firm once he gave it a squeeze. Lori moaned and moved side to side, sliding her hard nipples across his chest as her tongue probed his mouth.
He slid his lips from hers, and lowering her head, nuzzled his face into her curls until he found her neck.
"Yes!" she whimpered when he fastened his lips to her soft flesh and sucked gently. "I love that! Please keep kissing me!"
"You don't have to beg either," he whispered below her hair, then teased his tongue along the delicate curve of her neck.
She shuddered against him and her nails dug into his shoulders as he worked her neck with his lips while keeping one hand on her ass. His free hand slid up her back, loving how smooth and warm her skin was to his touch.
He slipped it up into her hair, moving it to the side so he could give the other side of her neck some attention.
"I'm going to be so good to you," she promised as her hands now roamed over his shoulders and upper back. "Going to ruin you for all those little girls, make you want to keep coming back for more."
She surprised him by shoving him back into the corner of the couch. Her hands went to his jeans, unsnapping them and yanking them open, forcing his zipper down. Lori leaned over him, her nipples grazing his chest as she lowered her face to his.
He accepted their latest kiss as their lips caressed one another, this time slowly and more sensually it dawned on him his fantasies of her had him so obsessed with what her lips could do to his cock, he'd never thought much about what it would be like to kiss her.
He was enjoying the hell out of it though, but even as they kissed and his hands cupped her breasts between them, his mind raced with her words about wanting him to come back for more.
Lori eased down, kissing his neck, then sliding her lips down to his chest. She was now on her knees, her head down and ass up as she had been in the car, and as he had then he admired the sweet swell of her delightfully round ass.
He gasped then groaned as she caught him off guard by licking his nipple. He'd never had a girl do that before and he was surprised at how good it felt. Lori's dark eyes were on his as she made a show of tracing a wet circle around his nipple with the tip of her tongue.
She switched to sucking on it, and he captured hers, returning the favor by gently rolling them between his fingers. She backed down the couch, her tongue leaving a wet trail down his hard flat stomach until her lips had reached his waist band.
She tugged on them, then stopped.
"What am I doing?" she sat back on her knees with a frown on her lips. "This is crazy."
"What's the matter?" He sat up. "Did I do something wrong?"
"Honey, you're perfect," she smiled down at him, a look of pure lust in her eyes. "So damn perfect."
"Then what's..."
"I mean why the hell are we on this uncomfortable couch when I have a brand new king sized bed!"
She hopped off the couch and his eyes followed the way her breasts bounced when she did.
"What do you say, baby, want to break in my new bed?"
"Lead the way." He rose from the couch, reaching for her hand.
"Come get me," she giggled as she avoided his hand, and ran for the hallway.
Bret was up like a shot, all smiles as he followed her down the hall watching her ass jiggle in the skimpy white panties. He followed her into her room and laughed when she jumped on the bed like a little kid, bouncing and rolling over onto her back.
But there was nothing child like about seeing her stretch out in front of him, her back arching, pushing her tits up, and opening her legs, showing off her lush soft thighs as well as the obvious wet spot between those thighs.
Lori lifted her hips and pulled her panties down and Bret licked his lips at the way the crotch stuck, before peeling away from her moist pink flesh. Lori bent her legs pushing the panties over her knees, but his eyes were glued to the glistening lips of her pussy.
She kicked the panties off and spread her legs wide. "Get those clothes off and come on in, lover." She slid her hand between her legs and opened her pussy, tapping her excited clit. "The waters just fine."
Bret kicked off his shoes and lifting one leg at a time peeled off his socks while trying not to fall over. Lori laughed at him as she lay there, idly stroking her pussy with her pink tipped fingers.
"They don't show this in the movies," Bret lamented as he tugged his jeans down, followed by his boxers.
"But they have that in them," she pointed to the raging hard as it sprang free of his of his boxers. "You need to bring that fine cock up here, baby."
"Yes, ma'am," he crawled up onto the bed noting how Lori's eyes remained fixed on his cock.
"That's right, baby," she beckoned him with her finger. "Come to mama."
He crawled up between her legs, his cock bobbing between his thighs and pointing directly at the slick wet prize between Lori's legs. He kept going until he was over her, his hands braced on either side of her head.
He lowered himself, kissing her as her hands slid up his arms. Bret moaned as she sucked on his tongue and his cock poked into her soft stomach, inches from where he longed to be, and this time with no one to interrupt him.
"Yes," she whispered as if reading his mind. "Do it, honey, give both of us what we need."
Bret slid back slightly, the head of his cock sliding through the hair above her slit. Lori lifted her legs, her soft flesh pressing against his hips, inviting him inside her. He wanted nothing more than to slip into her, the culmination of years of fantasies.
But she'd taken care of him last night and had just talked about how she craved attention and appreciation, and he knew just how to give her both. Bret kept backing down the bed, and Lori groaned when he fastened his lips to her right nipple.
"Feels so good," she purred as she ran her nails over his shoulders, one hand going into his hair. "I know what would feel better though," she pushed her hips up, and he groaned when his cock slid through her soft wet lips.
Bret held back, tonguing her nipple, then switching the other. Beneath him, Lori squirmed, pumping her hips, and grinding her pussy into his yearning cock.
"Don't tease," she whimpered, her lips pushed out into a pout.
He almost gave in and plunged inside her, but he wanted to make her feel good before he hopefully made her feel even better. Bret gave each of her nipples a playful kiss, then backed down, his lips planting a series of gentle kisses down her soft stomach.
"Oh, you bad boy," she whispered, but sucked her lip in anticipation. "I love it."
Bret stretched out between her legs, and put his hands on her fleshy thighs, pausing to give each a kiss, before running his fingers through her slit.
He used both hands to spread her open and unable to keep it slow, plunged his tongue inside her. Lori cried out in delight as he worked his tongue inside her wet slit, his nose pressed into her hot flesh, his nostrils full of the intoxicating scent of her pussy.
Her legs slipped over him, her feet resting on his lower back, and her thigh pressing against the left side of his face. Bret pumped her with his rigid tongue, sliding it out all the way, before pushing it back in.
"Mmm, you do know how to do the right thing by a girl, don't you?" Lori sighed as her fingers ran through his hair.
Bret probed her pussy, as he reveled in her scent and taste. The soft moans she emitted as he worked his tongue inside her and the way her soft thigh quivered against his cheek had his hips rocking, sliding his excited cock sliding along the soft mattress, aching to be sliding into something even softer, and a hell of a lot hotter.
He slid his tongue through her lips, taking his time, licking side to side as her body tensed in anticipation. When he reached her clit, he surprised her with a hard suck that made her gasp his name, then groan when he followed it up with an excruciatingly slow attempt at a figure eight.
"I needed this," she whispered. "It's been so long since I've had my cunt eaten."
Her crude language both surprised and excited him, but he forced himself to keep his tongue moving slow, taking his time licking her up and down, then side to side. He eased two fingers inside her, and like last night was shocked at how wet she was.
Missy had never been that wet, neither had the other two girls he'd been with. Lori's toes curled into his back and her hips rocked, pushing her clit into his tongue, and grinding her hot sticky flesh into him.
She sighed and cooed contentedly as he played her clit to the best of his ability, trying to match the uncanny skill she'd demonstrated with hers last night and please her as much as she had him.
He pushed his fingers deep, marveling at the way she contracted her pussy around them. Her hand left his hair, and he turned his eyes upward to see her teasing her nipples with her nails.
Her eyes were closed, and her lips parted as she moaned and whimpered under the influence of his eager mouth. Lori's curly hair fanned out on the pillow around her head and again he was blown away by how attractive she was, what the fuck was wrong with Tom?
His loss was Bret's gain and for the first time since he'd shown her the pictures he selfishly felt this was finally proof doing the right thing has its rewards, even more so than last night because she was now stone cold sober and made it more than clear she truly wanted him and wanted him to want her.
"Suck it," Lori moaned. "Please suck on it."
Bret did as she asked, and sucked on her clit, matching that rhythm to that of his thrusting fingers. Lori groaned and lifted her hips higher, and worked them in a circular motion, working her clit into his lips.



Her pussy tightened around his fingers, but this time remained contracted, gripping them in her warm wet heat. Her other thigh pressed into his face, pinning his head between them.
"Oh...oh...oh, yeah," Lori whimpered as she tugged harder on her rosy nipples. "Keep going, baby, work that clit, make me come for you!"
Bret alternated between soft licks and hard sucks, and Lori's whimpers went into a high pitch and her hips now had a desperate urgency to their movements.
"Right there, oh, Bret, oh, honey! I....Fuck!"
Lori surprised him with a long loud wail that sounded like it was straight out of a porn. Her legs clamped tightly around his head and her hips went wild, pumping and gyrating, smearing her hot flesh into his now sweaty face.
He kept his fingers buried deep in her convulsing pussy while he kept swirling his tongue attempting to keep it in contact with her slippery clit. Lori squealed and yipped as she writhed on the bed, coming longer, louder, and harder than she had last night.
"Oh, fuck, I needed that so bad," Lori sighed as her legs slid from his sides.
"I think I need something now," Bret slid to his knees, and planned on crawling up the bed to lay over her, but she stopped him by placing her foot on his chest.
"Like this," she added her other foot, her pink tipped toes pressing into his skin just above his nipples. "We can go slow another time, right now, this girl needs to get fucked."
Another time, that paired with her comment about making him want more sent a thrill through him at the prospect of this not being a one time thing. He gripped his cock at the base, and slid it through her lips, marveling at the sight of his purple head, against her slick pink flesh.
"No more teasing," Lori moaned. "Fuck me, Bret. Show me how bad you want me."
Bret eased his tip back through her lips and eased it inside her. They both groaned when his thick head spread her tight pussy open as he entered her.
"Oh," she gasped as he pushed further. "Damn, you're not small are you, honey?" She groaned, her eyes widened when he couldn't hold back and with a hard thrust plunged his full length into her.
"Fuck yeah!" Lori cried out when he moved his hips, fucking her with long hard strokes. "Just like that! God you have an amazing cock!"
Her words caused him to go faster and put more force into his thrusts. Lori's eyes rolled back, and her mouth opened, releasing a sharp yip each time he pounded into her.
He leaned over, his hands gripping her tits, and squeezing them as he continued to take her harder and faster than he'd ever dared with the other girls he'd been with. Lori gripped his forearms, her nails clawing into them hard enough to dig into his flesh.
But Bret was feeling no pain as he was caught up in both how amazing her tight hot slit felt, and how good she looked reacting to his fucking. Her tits jiggled beneath his hands, and her lips remained parted as she whimpered and moaned under his assault of her hot little box.
"Yeah, keep going nice and hard, get me used to that big dick, because baby?" she met his gaze. "I plan on getting used to this."
Jesus, unless she was just caught in the heat of the moment there was going to be more. The thought sent him into a frenzy of hard thrusts that bordered on violent and sent her eyes rolling back like a slot machine.
"Roll over," she breathed. "I want to go for that ride I was cheated out of last night."
Bret didn't need to be told twice, he slid his cock from inside her, amazed had how wet it now was from being inside her. He stretched out on his back next to her, and she rolled over to kneel between his legs.
"Hope you don't mind if I get a taste first," She licked her lips and stretched out as he had done, lying between his legs, and eagerly took him between her lips.
"Oh, damn," he sighed as she bobbed her head in a slow steady rhythm.
Bret lay there staring down her body, her wild hair across his thighs like he'd dreamt of, and her full round ass moving as she worked her hips, grinding into the bed as he had.
Lori bent her legs, curling them back and crossing her ankles, showing off the soft soles of her feet and pink tipped toes. It was the perfect position to both get and watch a blow job, and he remembered her saying she'd watched a lot of porn, and he was benefitting from it.
He brushed her hair from her face, giving him a clear view of her mouth as she worked his cock. Bret moaned as she briefly sucked faster, then released him to whisper. "Goddamn, my cunt tastes good on your dick."
She gave his cock several up and down licks along his shaft, then pushed it back and went to work on his balls. He gasped when she sucked both into her mouth, gently sucking on them.
He watched while she let them fall from her mouth and swirl her tongue around his sack, bathing his balls with her soft wet flesh. Talk about living your best life, he thought while he watched Lori work his balls, now sucking on each in turn, with the same skill and enthusiasm she'd exhibited on his dick last night.
She worked her tongue back up to his tip and took him back in her mouth, once again working him with her lips and tongue while taking his full length with impressive ease.
She playfully kicked her legs, showing off while she teased her nails along her thighs. She released his cock with loud slurping sound, then slid up to her knees. Gripping his now dripping cock, she straddled his hips and lowered herself onto his cock, both moaning as she slowly impaled herself on it. Bracing her hands on his chest she rocked back and forth, slowly riding him.
She leaned over, dangling her tits in his face and he sucked on each of her nipples while she now worked her hips up and down, riding him faster. She sat back, and he followed her with his hands, fondling her breasts, and rubbing her nipples as she rode him.
Lori bounced on his cock harder and faster, her tits jiggling in his hands and her hair flying about as she went faster and faster. Despite being knew the bed rocked as she was now bucking on his cock like she was riding a mechanical bull at a bar.
"Fuck, that's deep!" She gasped but continued to ride him hard just as hard.
"You look incredible," Bret moaned as he struggled to move his hips and thrust upward into her descending pussy.
"You think?" she slowed down, now working her hips in slow teasing circles. "How'd you like to see the rear view?"
She swung her leg over him and got on her hands and knees, wiggling her ass in the air. "Come get it, baby. I know you've thought about taking me like this."
Bret rolled over, and no sooner had he knelt behind her, then he spread her cheeks and plowed into her with one long hard thrust.
"Fuck yeah!" Lori cried out. "Give it to me, Bret! Fuck that sloppy wet cunt! Show me its yours!"
Bret couldn't resist giving her ass a smack, and after watching her cheek giggle, gave her another one to her other cheek.
"Like that fat ass?" Lori giggled. "Don't mind some junk in the trunk?"
"Love it," Bret grabbed her cheeks, squeezing them as he fucked her harder. "This is a woman's ass!"
Lori laughed, then squealed when he continued to hammer away at her, admiring the way his glistening cock plundered her tight twat.
"Your woman's ass!" She looked over her shoulder at him. "Don't hold back, Bret. I want you to fuck me like you've wanted to since you first saw me. Fuck me until you come. Get that edge off because this is just round one."
Round one...Bret reached out and grabbing her hair, wrapped his hand in it. He pulled her head back, and holding her hair in one hand, gripped her ass in the other and tore into her with a ferocity inspired by years of lust.
"Fuck, Oh, my God!" Lori howled as he ravaged her. "I haven't been fucked like this since college!"
Bret moaned as his frenzied fucking, coupled with taking her in other positions and her sucking him, had him balls tightening and his thighs shaking.
"Go ahead," Lori encouraged him, once again looking over her shoulder, only one wide eye visible among the mass of curls that had fallen in her sweaty face. "Come for me!"
Bret managed to hold off and enjoy several harder thrusts before his cock twitched and he reached the point of no return.
"Take it out!" Lori demanded. "I want you to paint my tits."
Bret barely got his cock out in time to grip it just under his head and hold back the impending explosion. Lori rolled over onto her back, and cupped her tits, holding them up for him.
With a groan, Bret released his cock, sending a long thick spurt that went across both her heaving breasts. He pumped his cock, spraying her tits with a huge load. He moved it side to side, his cum splattering on each tit, and making sure he got some on both her nipples.
Lori slipped her hand between his thighs, rubbing his balls, helping to drain their contents, and add to the white sticky mess on her tits.
"Oh, shit," Bret groaned as he released his cock. "Damn, that was fucking hot."
"Hmm, it is hot, sticky too." Lori scooped some of the cum from her tit and with a smile, sucked her finger into her mouth. "Hmm," she sighed. "Better than tequila."
"Really?"
"No!" she laughed. "Cum doesn't taste good, I just wanted to sound dirty."
"Oh."
"But don't get me wrong, feeling it fill my mouth and swallowing it, is a nasty little thrill." She smiled at him. "You like nasty little thrills?"
"I like you," Bret leaned over the bed, and finding his shirt used it to wipe the mess from her tits.
"Such a gentleman!" Lori sighed. "Now what are you going to wear home?"
"Oh, shit," Bret hadn't thought of that.
"Don't worry, borrow one of Josh's shirts." Lori patted the bed next to her. "Lie down with me."
Bret stretched out next to her, and she surprised him by rolling onto her side and resting her head on his shoulder. Her arm slid across his waist and she draped her long leg over his.
"Hmm, this is nice," she kissed his shoulder.
"Yeah, it is," he put his arm around her, drawing her closer. "Can I ask you something?"
"Honey, you just went around the world with me and blew a load all over my tits. Pretty sure a question is okay."
"Did you mean it?"
"You think I faked coming and enjoying that?"
"No, I mean you kept saying things like you'd make me want more and you could get used to me. You mean that or was that just to get me going?"
"I mean it," Lori propped herself up on one elbow and stared down at him. "I want to have fun, Bret. I spent a lot of years not having any. I don't want drama, I don't want to date, and I'm not the type for a bunch of one-night stands.
"You've always been attracted to me, and you care about me enough to risk a lot of trouble because you didn't want to see me hurt. Those two things mean a lot and made me think maybe we were both what the other wanted and needed."
"I've always wanted you, but,"
Lori put her finger to his lips to stop him.
"I know if Josh, your Mom, or Tom ever found out what would happen? Bret, I don't know where this will go. I'm not thinking long term, I'm thinking about you and I being each other's dirty secret for a while and having some fun, you okay with that?"
"I think I could live with that," he nodded, but she could see he was still worried.
"Now if things get more serious," she kissed his cheek. "And maybe they could, you're a mature young man, and I think I'm going to start feeling and acting a whole lot younger these days."
"You think we could be a couple?"
"I keep telling you sad endings can lead to happy new beginnings, we'll see where this goes. We'll tell your mom and Josh, but we deal with that when the time comes."
"We'd have to," he told her. "It would be the right thing to do."
"It would," Lori agreed. "But for now? There's only one right thing to do."
"What's that?" he asked, then groaned when she slid her hand down his chest and grabbed his still semi hard cock.
Lori put her lips to his ear and whispered,
"Me."
Author's note: So for those who read the cut off version...It looks like doing the right thing may have led Josh to the right girl. I don't generally think about characters from my stories after the fact, but I more than once I've come back to this and felt they'd end up being a long-term couple. Hope you enjoyed the story, and as always, thank you for reading and supporting my work. LC68
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Chapter One
"Hey, let's hit the Black Sheep," Jeff suggested when Sean took the exit. "Heard they have good wings and there's a classic rock band playing tonight."
"I don't know," Sean shrugged while turning onto Westminster, the narrow one-way street that led into the heart of downtown Providence.
"What's to know?" Jeff asked. "Food, music, girls, and lot of hot older women from the offices head down there after work." He made an awful attempt at a Tiger's growl. "Cougars on the prowl for some young studs!"
"Leaves you out," Sean grinned as he saw Jeff flip him off out of the corner of his eye. "You wouldn't know what to do with one."
"Like you would?" Jeff paused. "If you did, you'd be doing more than drooling over the only cougar you ever look at."
"She's not a cougar, she's a Milf," Sean corrected him. "Cougars are women who never had kids, Milf is a mother I'd..."
"Okay, porn boy, I know the difference," Jeff sighed. "Hey, Black Sheep is that way."
"I know," Sean took two sharp rights while thinking, 'Here it comes.'
"Come on man, really?" Jeff protested. "Finn's Pub? Again?"
"I like it there, and I'm driving," He glanced over at Jeff, a smirk on his face. "And paying."
"Yeah, you're right, beggars can't be choosers, but it's the only place you ever want to go."
"It's a cool place, they have drink specials, good food, music, and the crowds a little more laid back, not a lot of jack ass frat boy goons go there."
"Because not a lot of hot girls go there."
"It's a bar not a nightclub," Sean explained. "Besides, it's an Irish pub, I'm Irish and St Patrick's Day is tomorrow."
"Hmm, I think you left out the main reason we keep going." Jeff grinned.
"Whatever. You want to go somewhere else when you're buying, we will, but if it's my treat, it's my say. Cool with that, or should I drop you off on the corner?"
"No need to get hostile," Jeff put his hands up defensively. "All I'm saying is since we turned twenty-one and could hang out in bars, you only want to hang out in one bar."
Sean pulled into the parking lot behind Finn's Pub, and carefully backed his father's massive F350 into a spot, using the act as an excuse not to reply to his friend.
"Then you won't admit why it's the only bar you want to go to."
"I like it here," Sean threw the truck into park and shut off the engine. "Why try other places, when you find one you like?"
"Because it's just about the only place you've tried, so how do you know there's not better?" Jeff laughed while he opened the passenger door to get out. "Going by that I'd have only had sex with one girl, instead sampling a few."
"That's because you're a jack ass," Sean told him, hopping out and slamming the door shut. "There's something called loyalty, you know."
"Like Missy Teague was loyal to you?" Jeff met him at the back of the truck.
"Watch it with that," Sean glowered down at him from his impressive height of 6'4". "Just because that bitch cheated on me, doesn't mean I need to do it to someone else."
"Hey, just saying being dedicated to one thing isn't always the best way to do things, you end up getting hurt sometimes." Jeff told him. "What's Prof Williams always saying, 'Teachable moments?'
"I don't think a pub is going to betray me," Sean muttered.
"No, but the reason you keep coming is keeping you from getting back in the saddle and having some fun."
"You going to do this shit in there?" Sean asked as he brushed past him to walk towards the side of the building that led to the front entrance. "Sound like an old lady, and talk about my life?"
"Hey, if there was a chance, it would be cool, Sean. But you come here and just stare and get these crazy ideas that something's going to happen, and..."
"Jeff?" Sean's fixed him with a hard stare.
"Right, shut up." His friend nodded.
"Don't have to do that, just find something else to talk about."
"Okay, think they'll have those two dollar draft specials tonight?"
"They usually do." Sean shrugged.
"Know what band is on tonight?"
"Nah, didn't bother checking."
"Who do you think the hostess is tonight?" Jeff quickly darted out in front of him, laughing while he ran ahead of him.
Sean shook his head as Jeff vanished around the corner. He shouldn't get mad at him, because he was right, why did he keep doing this to himself? But on the other hand, he genuinely liked Finn's Pub.
Founded in the forties by his friend Connor's great grandfather who he was named after, it wasn't just a classic Irish Pub in design with its old-fashioned wooden bar, visible beams and mixture of paneled and stone walls, but once the original Connor began making money, he made it truly authentic.
Traveling back to Ireland once every few months he brought back wood and other items from the original Finn's started by his father but closed down due to hard times. The heavily scarred bar was from there as were the oak shelves that held the bottles of liquor on the wall behind it.
Many of the wooden handled taps were close to a hundred years old at this point, as were several of the stools. The masterpiece of original craftsmanship, however, was the stone hearth which they still lit every night during the winter.
Finn's Pub was usually dimly lit, other than the area where they had the two pool tables and obligatory dart boards because what was an Irish Pub without darts?
But the soft light made the old-fashioned wood shine due to it being cleaned and oiled on a weekly basis. In addition to the feel of the old country where Sean's own grandparents came from, the Pub's pricing was the cheapest around.
The reasoning, as Conner explained it, was not just about the philosophy that by being less expensive, you may make less per drink, but served a lot more drinks, and it drew people in.
But mostly they believed in people being able to afford to drink and have a good time because fun-and drinking-was what their culture was all about. The small cozy stage in the corner was host to bands who played current music, as well as traditional Irish bands every Saturday night, and there were always people out on the dance floor enjoying both equally.
The food, like the alcohol, was priced less than the bars in the same area who took advantage of the fact a lot of people from surrounding offices made good money, and also surprisingly good.
There was plenty to like about Finn's Pub, including the fact it was family owned and not part of a chain or owned by someone with enough money looking for a business venture or hobby.
The pub had been passed from OG Connor, as his friend called him, to his son Clancy who still bartended right up until he passed of a heart attack at the age of eighty two, then to his son, Connor's father, William.
William had made the pub more modern-and had joked probably made Clancy roll over in his grave-by gutting the several rooms above the pub that were for boarders back in the day and converting it into an open hall to book for parties and events. Such as Finn's annual St Paddy's Day party tomorrow night.
Connor had been working there bussing tables and washing dishes since he was fifteen and was now one of the bartenders while studying business management in preparation for the pub being his one day.
Keeping it in the family had extended to the customers, many of whom were descendants of the original Finn's crowd and made for a fun friendly environment full of people as genuine as the owners.
As he'd told Jeff, Finn's didn't cater to the drunk frat boy type, the high rollers in their thousand dollar suits or women wearing Prada heels. The crowd was mostly working class and some of the mid-level office types who were still real people who wanted to drink and hang with other real people, not elitists.
Finns was run by working people for working people, and it was Sean's type of crowd. There was never any drama or trouble, just a place where people gathered to get away from the stress of everyday life and felt welcomed by both the owners and fellow customers.
As Connor's father used to say, Finn's wasn't just a place to be, it was a place where you belonged. The passing of William three years ago of a brain aneurism that happened in his sleep, also affected Sean's desire to come to the bar once he was old enough to.
Sean had never thought much about his heritage, but when he attended William's funeral in support of Connor and his mother, Molly, it was a real eye opener. He'd expected somber; grieving people shedding tears and taking comfort in each other's arms.
Instead, it was a party where liquor flowed as liberally as it did in the pub. Many of the older relatives and friends took turns speaking fondly about William, always standing by the coffin when they did.
They would end their words with an Irish toast, then the shot glasses were raised to cheers and the drinks downed. Even Molly, newly widowed, had led a toast and when she accepted the hugs and condolences did so with tears in her eyes, but a smile on her face.
Sean had commented on it to his mother who explained that to the people who adhered closely to the 'old world', death was seen as a chance to pay tribute to the departed, and that person wouldn't want a solemn depressing morbid ceremony, but a celebration.
They wanted drinking, and stories, and most of all the affirmation that life was good and to enjoy it always, even in death. During the entirety of the funeral service, where even the Priest, after he said his mass, saluted William with a shot of Jamesons, while a pint of red Guinness ale sat on the coffin.
At the end, Connor, eighteen at the time, picked up the glass and spoke about his father. With amazing composure, he spoke of him as a man, a father and a friend, telling a couple of funny stories about growing up, then turning to the coffin wished his father well, and drank half the glass, before handing it to Molly who also spoke, and then finished the beer.
The gathering at the hall afterwards was even wilder and featured a band, dancing and the kind of hardcore drinking that would shame a frat house. At one point several of the women danced an old fashioned jig with the band silent, and accompanied only by the rhythmic clapping of the men, who then took their turn dancing.
The scene seemed bizarre to Sean at the beginning but by the end, and the fact no one seemed worried about the drinking age, and he'd been allowed a couple of beers and a shot, found it endearing.
Afterwards, he spent more time with his grandmother who was happy to regale him with stories from Ireland and with the help of her daughter, Sean's aunt Shawna, taught him Irish dancing.
Sean had been to Finns several times before he turned twenty-one, including a graduation party for Connor, Sean, Jeff and other friends that took place six months before his father's death.
But to come here now as a man made him feel good, and Connor and Molly were always thrilled to see him there. At this point between school and helping run the pub, Sean's visits there were about the only time he saw his longtime friend these days.
Another reason he always wanted to come here, but Jeff was right, there was one more, and at this point the biggest one, one he felt guilty over, but not so much that he could stop himself.
His obsession with Connor's mother, Molly McBride
Chapter Two
Sean didn't see Jeff in the small, paneled foyer waiting for him. Then again, there wasn't a cover charge he couldn't afford so he'd probably just gone ahead and found a booth.
At the archway leading into the main pub stood a wooden podium where one of the waitresses were posted to greet people and sit them if they wanted a table. Sean felt the all too familiar conflicted emotions of excitement tinged with shame when he saw Molly at the podium.
"Sean!" She always greeted him with a huge smile as if she hadn't seen him in years, even though he came here at least twice a week at this point. "So good to see you!"
In spite of his mixed feelings, he returned the smile because how could he not? Molly's smile was adorably lopsided, but always so big and sincere it was contagious and had to be returned.
She stepped around the podium and threw her arms around him, giving him a hug as enthusiastic as her greeting. Sean returned the hug, trying to tell himself to keep his thoughts where they belonged. This was a platonic hug being given to him by someone he'd known for ten years.
She was also the mother of one of his friends. That thought was always his line of defense when he caught himself thinking of her as a woman he had an interest in, rather than one that for a variety of reasons he had no right feeling that way about.
He had no right thinking about how soft her long copper red hair felt beneath his hands as he placed them on her back. No right inhaling the scent of her Black Opium Illicit Green perfume and wishing he were smelling it from a pillow after spending the night in her bed.
He sure as hell had no right thinking about the way her breasts crushed against his chest from the force of her hug, or how her face nestled easily into his neck because even though she was tall, always wore heels.
No, he shouldn't have to resist the urge to slide his hands down her back and over the sweet curve of her ass which was always well displayed in the skirts or slacks she wore. Likewise, when she kissed his scruffy cheek, he shouldn't have to force himself to not move his head and catch those beautiful lips with his own.
"Good to see you too," he responded, easing from her embrace even though being in her arms, even so briefly, was something he found himself living for lately. "It's been a whole two days," he joked.
"Even a day without seeing a good friend is a day too long." Molly beamed up at him, her gorgeous emerald, green eyes shining, the smattering of freckles around her nose and those pink lips still spread in that cute crooked smile of hers.
God, he wanted to kiss her!
"You're like a fortune cookie," he told her. "Always quick with a line."
"Not a line, I enjoy seeing you," she told him, her thin red eyebrows lifting, "And I'm never quick when it comes to things I enjoy." Was that a dirty remark, or he was being a dog and reading into it?
"You enjoy seeing me?" she tilted her head playfully, but her eyes probed his as if looking for a reaction.
"Always good to see you," he assured her while again wondering if she were flirting? No, she was just being friendly. It was part of her charm, and also how her family had always kept people coming back, by making them feel welcome.
But the way she looked at him, like she was waiting for him to bite. It wasn't just now, but just about every time she saw him in the few months since he'd been coming to the pub. A casual remark followed by what seemed to be a meaningful look.
Could she be hoping for him to respond in kind? Putting out bait for him to take? Or was he just being an idiot reading into innocent comments because it's what he wanted?
B, the answer was always B. No, the answer could be A, but only if it stood for asshole because it's what his crush on Molly made him feel like. A point driven home by the fact that even as he'd just joked about how she acted like it had been a long time since she saw him, he could never see her, without thinking about how damn perfect she was.
Or maybe it was just perfect for him as Molly wasn't what some guys would consider the standard of hot. Her hair, which flowed halfway down her back was more orange than red, a shade many women would dye, but Molly flaunted, always wearing it down.
The patches of freckles on each side of her nose were made more prominent by her complexion which between her Irish heritage and being a natural red head was fair to the point of chalky.
The skin tone made her thin copper eyebrows seem more prominent than they were, but also caused her deep green eyes to stand out even more, twin beacons of radiant color flashing out from beneath her long red lashes.
Aside from those eyes which were always bright and lit up whenever she smiled, it was that very smile that he felt was her best feature. Molly's lips were a natural pink, and she rarely wore lipstick.
They were large and full, perfect for kissing and for doing something a lot dirtier, and as much as he longed to experience the former, Sean had spent quite a few nights imagining her using them for the latter.
But for as perfect as her lips were, her smile was crooked, her lips spreading unevenly towards the left. Technically it was an imperfection, but Sean found it endearing, and along with the freckles around a nose which was slightly upturned, gave Molly a fun, girl next door look.
But from the neck down, her adorably quirky, and maybe not for everyone, look, gave way to a body that no man would ever take issue with. Following his thoughts, Sean's gaze slid past the green bow tie choker around her neck and to the sleeveless white t-shirt she wore.
The words "Get Lucky at Finn's Pub" printed within a large four-leaf clover was low cut enough to show a hint of cleavage and stretched tightly over her prominent breasts. The shirt also displayed a pair of smooth creamy shoulders dotted with patches of freckles and there were quite a few scattered over her upper chest.
One concentrated patch was located directly between the visible upper portion of her breasts and he'd once overheard Molly telling one of the waitresses her husband had called them the "mischievous freckles' because they were begging for trouble.
Sean saw them as both kissable, a place to tease before his lips made his away over those creamy tits to what he was sure would be a pair of succulent pink nipples the same shade as her lips, as well as a nice target to aim for while titty fucking her.
FFS, what the hell was wrong with him? He'd been in her presence for less than five minutes and his eyes were on her tits and his mind in the gutter.
"You want one?"
"Huh?" Sean's eyes darted back to her face.
"You were staring at my..." she paused for just a second. "Shirt. If you like it, I can get you one."
"Oh, um, sure I'd like have one."
"Just one? I figured you'd like a pair." A slight smile played about her lips and her eyes tried to find his, but he looked away in embarrassment. Christ, she'd caught him staring.
"I sent Jeff into the corner booth by the hearth," Molly let him off the hook, cutting off any stammering reply he could have come up with. "I'll walk you over."
"I think I know the way," he joked, trying to get away from her now that he'd made a full of himself.
"Nope, I'm the hostess until Emily gets here, now right this way, sir." Without waiting for a reply, she spun smoothly on her heel and headed towards the hearth.
Sean followed her, and despite having just made an ass out of himself for looking at her tits, he took the opportunity to take in the rear view, and the rear in that view was damn fine.
He wasn't sure what her slacks were made out of, but the thin shiny material clung to Molly like a second skin. On the thinner side, she still had enough hips to flare out from her slender waist and give a nice little swing to her walk.
The painted-on slacks showed off the curve and swell of her perfect heart shaped ass, and hugged the full length of her legs. At 5'11" barefoot, legs were something Molly had in spades.
Other than a girl in his English class who played for the PC Lady Friars, Sean had never seen longer legs on a woman, and his eyes enjoyed the journey from her tight firm thighs down to her slim well shaped calves.



They ended in rather boring, but comfortable black shoes, but he'd seen her in sandals in the warm weather and knew each foot sported a small tattoo on the top of it. The right, the Celtic Tree of life, the left a pair of antlers which represented rebirth.
Molly had gotten it a few months after William's death to symbolize a new phase of her life, and although just a tattoo, it had caused some turmoil within him. In the sense of feeding the part of him that harbored this bizarre fantasy there was a scenario that existed where he could be with her, rebirth meant she was ready to move on.
The sane, and decent, part of him felt justifiably guilty about thinking about her in anyway other than his friend's mother, a friend of his as well in a sense, a woman twice his age, and most importantly a widow.
But that last thought didn't stop his eyes from following the pleasant swing of her hips and the way her ass moved beneath her slacks. Nor did it stop him from noting there were no panty lines to be seen, but he could make out the Y shape of her thong proving just how tight the material was.
He forced his eyes up at the thought that although she couldn't see him looking, there were about a dozen people around the pub and he didn't want to be caught staring, even though he was sure any man she walked by would be guilty of doing the same.
Instead, he took in the top of the large Celtic cross tattooed on Molly's back that extended past the top of the low cut top as well as the backs of her heavily freckled shoulders.
"Here we are," Molly turned and gestured to the booth near the currently dormant hearth where Jeff was sitting, doing something on his phone. "You guys want something to eat, or just here for a pint?"
"How about some buffalo wings? Jeff asked. "They're awesome."
"Here five minutes and already spending my money," Sean sighed, but picked up a menu, he didn't have class on Friday's, but had worked all day at Lowes and then picked Jeff up straight from work, so he could use some food.
"On the house," Molly told them. "And two Killian's Irish Red coming up."
"Hmm," Jeff frowned. "Not a huge fan of ale."
"They're the $2 draft tonight," she informed him.
"Sounds good! I don't want to break Sean's budget."
"You boys have fun, and don't forget to say goodbye on your way out, okay?"
She was looking in his direction when she said it, and he nodded as she walked away, but not before brushing her hand along his forearm, her long red nails teasing over his skin, and sending an unexpected shiver through him.
"Damn, man, I owe you an apology," Jeff told him. "Now I see why you come here, she's into you big time."
"No," he shook his head. "She's just being friendly."
"She wasn't talking to me when she said to say goodbye, and I didn't get that sexy little thing with her fingers."
"What sexy thing? She put her hand on my arm."
"Come on, man, she used her nails. Girls do that when they're flirting."
"You know that how?" Sean asked as he resumed looking at the menu, trying not to think about what Jeff had just said.
"I just know shit, okay?"
"Shits about what you usually know," Sean quipped. "You want anything besides wings?"
"Nah, I'll just get bitched at for spending your money, but the hot wings are free because Miss Molly has the hots for you."
"Oh, my god, you didn't just say that," Sean couldn't help laughing. "Bro that was bad even for you."
"Yeah, but seriously, Sean. She's putting out some horny milf vibes."
"You didn't answer me, you want anything?"
Jeff remained silent as the waitress appeared next to the table putting their mugs down and telling them the wings would be up in a few minutes.
"What I want is to talk about this thing you have going on here with Molly," Jeff responded, then lifted the frosted mug and took several long swallows.
"There's nothing going on," Sean winced when Jeff released a loud belched, then continued. "Not from either of us."
Jeff had taken another drink while he spoke and proceeded to belch out the words "Bull shit".
"Classy," he grunted while two guys to their left laughed and hoisted their beers in Jeff's direction. "But for real, I've known her since I met Connor in seventh grade, guess in a way she's my friend too."
"Looks like she wouldn't mind being a friend with benefits."
Sean picked up his beer, taking a couple of long swallows to stall having to reply. He swished the red beer around in his mouth savoring it rather than chugging it the way Jeff did, then put the mug down.
"By the way thanks for paying," Jeff had already finished the ale he claimed he wasn't big on. "But since I twisted my back on the site my dad doesn't want me working anymore until I graduate. Says that's why I'm in school for engineering, so I don't have to abuse myself like he did his whole life."
"It's cool," Sean tapped his mug to Jeff's empty one. "I'm just messing with you, and how many times did you treat when you were making big bucks in the summer doing masonry?"
"That's what friends are for," Jeff waved his empty mug and grinned. "And I think I'm worth another two bucks."
"I'll drink to that!" Sean chugged the rest of his beer and put it down just in time for the next round to arrive.
Jeff picked his up, but before he could take a sip, Sean said "Hold on." Rising to his feet he raised his beer and declared "A toast!"
Around him everyone at the bar and surrounding booths and tables quickly rose and lifted their drinks as Sean declared.
"May your glass ever be full, may the roof over your head always be strong and may you be in heaven a half hour before the devil knows you're dead!"
In unison, everyone tipped back their drinks and chugged before lowering them and cheering.
"Don't sit yet!" An older man with long grey hair and an old fashioned Irish Paddy cap shouted. He cleared his throat and gave a toast of his own.
"Here's to stealing, cheating, fighting and drinking! If you cheat, may you cheat death. If you steal, may you steal a woman's heart. If you fight, may you fight for a brother. And if you drink, may you drink with me!"
The patrons all finished their drinks, including Sean who pounded down the rest of his beer, and putting his glass down, clapped and saluted the older man.
"That was a good one!" He laughed and looked at Jeff who was surveying the cheering crowd. "God, I love this place."
"It has its charm," Jeff wiped the froth from his mouth. "That's for sure."
Again, they all began to sit, but froze when Molly called out.
"What's this? We're going to toast, and the lady of the house doesn't get to give one?"
She walked over to the bar and putting her hands on it, hopped up to sit on it. She put her hand out, and Charlie the longtime bartender, made a show of putting an empty glass in it, then filling it with Jameson's Irish whiskey.
Knowing what was coming, two of the waitresses quickly got behind the bar and began lining empty glasses along it while Charlie, now holding two bottles of Jameson's started at one end and like the pro he was, filled two at a time, working his way down towards Molly.
"This round is on the house," she called out. "Come on up, and get one, but don't you dare drink until I say so."
"Yeah, I'm liking this place more and more." Jeff hurried over with Sean to grab their shots.
When everyone had one and formed a semi-circle around the bar, Molly eyed her shot and said.
"Not my toast, but I know as the men raise their glasses, they do so in hopes their girls will raise their asses, isn't that true boys?"
A round of cheers from the men and laughter and some sexy looks from the girls to their spouses and dates.
"And us ladies want our men like we want our drinks, stiff, hard, and going down smooth, am I right?"
The women's turn to cheer, and Jeff whispered. "Seeing why you like Molly more and more too, damn she'd be wild."
Molly lifted her glass and everyone followed suit.
"Here's to all my friends and lovers. May their ups and downs all be under the covers. Here's to heat, not the kind that brings down shacks and shanties, but the kind that brings down bras and panties. Here's to those who we love best, we love them best when they're undressed!"
They all downed their shots, and Sean blinked. Two beers and a shot in less than ten minutes. He was already beginning to feel it loose and as they lowered their glasses he called out.
"Here's to the women of the Irish shore. I love but one, I love not more, but since she's not here to drink her part I'll drink her share with all my heart!"
Before the cheers died down a beautiful blonde woman who looked to be in her thirties, chimed in.
"Here's to a long life and a merry one, a quick death and an easy one. A pretty girl and an honest one. A cold beer and another one!"
"Come on, Jeff," Sean elbowed him. "You gotta have something."
"Yes!" Molly who was sitting directly in front of him had heard him. "Let's hear something from someone who's not lucky enough to be Irish, but lucky enough to have Irish friends."
"And probably hoping to get into some Irish," a girl called out to the left of them.
"Well," Jeff frowned then rolled his eyes when Sean chanted "Toast, toast, toast!" and everyone picked it up.
"Another round on Finn's if he does one!" Molly snapped her fingers and like a well-oiled machine everyone put their glasses back on the bar and the staff immediately went into action, filling them.
"No pressure!" Molly laughed.
"Come on, honey," the blonde called out to him. "Raise that glass and who knows who might raise their ass."
"Goddamn," Jeff whistled as he accepted his glass from Sean who had plucked two from the bar.
"Okay," he raised his glass in the air. "Uh...let's see," he spoke into the now silent expectant crowd.
"Hey!" he suddenly shouted. "Listen up, I got something to say! It's better to burn out, than fade away!"
There was a moment of silence before everyone broke out laughing, then down their shots and saluted Jeff with their now empty glasses.
"To our host!" The old man with the cap called out. "May the man she chooses to chase never escape, and may that man live to tell us if the carpet matches the drapes!"
Molly clapped and laughed as the pub filled with raucous laughter.
"Well, Tom, all I can say," she replied. "Is its far better to be red, than gray."
Putting her hands up, she addressed everyone around her.
"Thank for being here! You're not my customers, but my friends and family, and like my family?" she paused, then winked. "I can only handle so much of you, now get back to your tables and have some fun with the one you're with or maybe that person here you've always wanted to have fun with. Booze isn't free, but after enough of it, the sex is!"
Her eyes had shifted to Sean as she spoke and when she was done, she extended her hands to him. He froze for a second, not sure what she wanted and also confused once more by the way she stared at him as she'd uttered that comment.
"Help her down," Jeff whispered, then turned to walk back to the booth.
The crowd had begun to disperse, heading back to their seats and still laughing and buzzing about the toasts. Sean took Molly's hands to steady her as she hopped down from the bar, then gasped when she staggered into him.
"Oops," she giggled. "Guess I'm feeling my liquor. Already had a couple of shots before that."
"No worries," he told her, trying to ignore the way her hands slipped from his and moved up his forearms. "Feeling it a little myself."
"It is fun to feel your licker," she gave him a sly smile, her eyes again trying to gage his reaction. "Those were great toasts."
"My grandmother taught me a lot of them." He managed to keep his voice steady, but his eyes darted left and right wondering how many people were watching them. Molly was so close her breasts were touching his chest and her hands had now made their way to his biceps, giving them a squeeze through his short sleeved blue Lowe's t-shirt.
"Good to see you get in touch with your heritage," Molly said softly. "You ever really touch it?"
"What do you mean?"
The smile turned sultry, and when she spoke, her normally light voice had lowered into smoky rasp.
"Ever slept with an Irish girl? Pure Irish? You know, like me?"
"I..."
"That little slut that cheated on you, she wasn't," Molly shook her head.
"No, she was uh...German and something I think, I don't think about things like that."
Right now, he was thinking what were other people thinking because at this point they'd been standing like this long enough to draw attention.
"You should always love a person for them," Molly agreed. "But if you're just looking for a fuck? You haven't been fucked until you've been with an Irish woman," she eased back from him, and leaned against the bar just as two people passed by.
The move gave him some relief, but her words continued to add to his tension.
"Especially a red head, we have the reputation as being trouble for a reason," she raised her eyebrows and sucked on her lower lip, causing his heart to beat faster.
"But we're good trouble, and thing is, Sean? You haven't tasted anything as sweet and smooth as Irish Cream, and I'm not talking about Bailey's."
"R...right," he stammered. Jesus, there was other way to take this, she'd said "we're good trouble' meaning she was speaking about herself. She wasn't just flirting, but outright coming on to him. Was this some kind of weird game? She had said she'd done some shots before and did two quick ones just now.
But Molly was known to have several drinks whenever she was at the bar, and he doubted she was drunk, knowing her tolerance she may not even be buzzed which meant she knew exactly what she was saying and...
"So, um, when's Connor, coming in?" he gestured to Charlie who was busy serving the people sitting at the other end of the bar.
Molly shook her head. "You must be buzzed, he's in Phoenix this week, URI made it into March Madness," she beamed with pride. "He's going to be starting, be on TV this Tuesday."
"Oh, shit, yeah," Sean nodded. "Maybe I am drunk," he joked.
"Or just nervous," Molly stretched her arms out along the bar.
Her pose was relaxed, but also pushed her breasts out further and he struggled to keep his eyes up.
"No, I just forgot."
"About the tournament? PC just missed out, you both would have been out there, doubt you'd forget that."
Before he could respond, she sighed.
"I'm alone all week, no one at home, no Connor here to keep me out of trouble," the alluring smile came back. "And I am trouble, and he doesn't stop me, but there's certain trouble I might not want to get into with him around, know what I mean?"
This couldn't be happening. It couldn't happen. Shit, she'd just admitted she could never do this with Connor around because of who he was. Do what? Him? This had to be a joke, maybe she knew he had a thing for her and was trying to draw him out, then laugh at him.
No, Molly might drink a little too much on occasions and did get a little wild but she was a sweetheart and she'd never hurt his, or anyone's, feelings deliberately.
"Pub's filling up," he followed her gaze to see more people seated and there was a line forming in the foyer. "Have to get going, but make sure you see me before you leave I have a favor to ask."
"Sure, whatever you need. Happy to help."
"Hmm, that's what I was hoping to hear." She pushed away from the bar but before she walked away she said. "By the way, in case you're wondering, they do."
"What does?" he asked, confused.
She leaned closer and whispered in his ear.
"The carpet, it matches the drapes."
Chapter Three
"Goddamn, man!" Jeff exclaimed. "That's hotter than these wings! She all but said let's go."
"Yeah," Sean idly toyed with one of the empty bones on his plate.
"Then why the hell do you look weirded out? You should be smiling ear to ear. Going to score the hot party Milf." He expertly sucked the meat off his chicken wing, then washed it down with a swig of red ale. "You heard her up there talking about girls raising their asses, she wants hers in the air and you behind her."
Sean sighed and Jeff rolled his eyes.
"What's your problem, man? You've been hot for this woman for months, now she's giving you the damn green light and you're acting like something's wrong."
"It's all wrong."
"Bro, you either had too much to drink or not enough because..." he put his hands out. "What's your damn problem? I don't think there's a guy here including me who wouldn't take that for a ride."
"She's not a that, she's a person."
"Oh, for fucks sake," Jeff muttered. "Its an expression, what are you a feminist?"
"No, but that's the thing. Molly's not some girl looking for a good time."
"She's not?" Jeff blinked. "She's a damn party waiting to happen. Always has been. She'd get drunk at their annual cook out all the time and be making dirty jokes and strutting her ass around the pool." He shrugged. "Only difference is back then she was just showing off for Connor's dad, now she's open for business."
"Right there!" Sean snapped his fingers. "Two words, Connor's dad."
"Isn't around anymore."
"But he was, and I knew him. Molly's a widow and..."
"And what? She's never allowed to have sex again?" Jeff scoffed. "William passed away a little over two years ago, Sean. You think that woman hasn't been tapped since then?"
"Stay classy, Jeff." Sean grunted.
"Whatever, but seriously, you think the way she flirts the way she drinks, the way she is all about fun and a good time isn't having a good time?"
"Connor said she's only been on a couple of dates and hasn't had a boyfriend since his father died."
"So she's not ready for anything serious yet and just enjoying being single. The woman owns a pub, there's always single guys around. You heard her, when there's enough booze, there's sex."
"But Connor said he never sees her with anyone. Think she goes to their place?"
"Connor only works here four nights a week, and she doesn't like him to close on school nights." Jeff grinned. "Think that's why there's still a bedroom upstairs."
"Upstairs? Other than the dance floor and the tables around it all that's up there is a kitchen and a bathroom."
"You forget who the contractor was that built that hall for them," Jeff tapped his chest. "My dad and his crew did it, and I helped, remember?"
"Now I do, yeah."
"Well, William had asked us to leave one of the old rooms the place rented back in the day in case he or Molly needed to crash or if any of the staff needed a place to stay for a night or two. I'm willing to bet Miss Molly's taken a lucky guy or two up there for a little," he cleared his throat. "Extra hospitality."
When Sean narrowed his eyes, Jeff went on.
"Connor wouldn't know, and the only person that closes with Molly is Charlie and he's been there since Connor's grandfather still ran the place, he's never going to rat her out to anyone, including her son."
Sean gave a quick nod.
"Now that you say it, Connor mentioned there's a night here and there she doesn't come home because she says she had too much to drink or it was too late to drive home. He even told me he figured maybe she met someone and just didn't want to say it and went to their place."
"See? He knows she fucks around, and even if he doesn't like it, what's he going to say? She's single and she's free to move on with her life."
"True, but you're missing the point."
"I think you are," Jeff looked disgusted. "But go ahead."
"So okay, she's free to do whoever, whenever, but those people aren't friends with her son. You know how sleazy that is? How the hell am I supposed to look at him if I do something with his mother?"
"You act like you're going to tell him," Jeff countered. "I highly doubt Molly would," he laughed. "So, know what I did when you were in Phoenix? Your friend!"



"That makes me feel better. Connor's playing in the big dance and I'm back here banging his mother."
"Hey, not your fault that kid on your team missed that free throw to go into OT." Jeff gave him an encouraging smile knowing Sean was still upset over just missing out in his last season playing point guard for the Friars. "But my boy here put up 24 and had some steals, not on you, man."
"Win and lose as a team," he shrugged. "Dean had 18pts and 12 rebounds, but they fouled him because they know he sucks on the line."
"Yeah, well that's over, so consider Molly the consolation prize because from what you said she told you, she wouldn't do this if Connor was here."
"Because she knows its wrong too."
"Wrong for him to know," Jeff finished his beer, then added. "You really going to pass this up?"
"I think I should."
"But she wants it! It's not like you're trying to con her into it, you won't even tell her you're into her. This is all on her, and you can be too."
"You come up with these lines and the best you can do for a toast is a Def Leopard lyric?"
"Not good under pressure, and don't change the song on me. Come on, Sean, do this for me and all the other guys who'd jump at a chance to be with a woman like that." He sighed wistfully. "Tipsy redhead with an epic rack, a perfect ass and a dirty mind, and she's twice your age and hotter than most girls our age."
"You think..."
"I don't think!" Jeff snapped. "That's the fucking problem. Stop thinking, no one would think about this, they'd just do it."
"But what if..."
"But and what if, are thinking," Jeff insisted. "But seeing you to think? How about this. She seems like she's offering and if you don't take her up on it how do you think she'll feel?"
"I'm sure she has other options."
"But she came onto you and because Connor isn't here. Don't you get it? She may have been waiting for this, and you're going to shoot her down and hurt her feelings."
"You believe that?"
"Look, I'm no expert on women, okay? I talk a lot of smack, but I've been with Mindy since 10th grade so not like I have a lot of experience with other girls, but rejection sucks and I think it does more for women, and she's going to feel like a damn fool putting herself out there to you, and you blow her off."
"You really feel like she could have wanted me before this?"
"Connor hasn't been away even for a weekend with Julie for months. This is her first chance without him around and look who she's after." Jeff leaned back in the booth with an air of resignation. "Man, short of slapping you, I can't think of anything else to do or say here. You want her, she wants you, only you see a problem here."
He glanced at his phone. "Mindy's going to be here in five."
"She's going to hang out for a while?" Sean was relieved for the break in the conversation. "Cool, haven't seen her much lately."
"She's not coming in, I asked her to pick me up." Jeff rose from the booth. I'm going to wait outside, thanks for buying, I owe a lot of beers when I get back to work."
"I was going to take you home."
"I texted her under the table when you told me Molly mentioned again not to leave without seeing her." he clapped him on the shoulder. "You want to chicken out, that's your problem, but you're not using me as an excuse, so you're on your own pal."
"Thanks."
"Hey," Jeff smiled down at him. "Just think, its like the motto here."
When Sean shook his head, Jeff smirked.
"You my friend, can get lucky at Finns."
Chapter Four
"Come on man, spill!"the text from Jeff read. "Or she still keeping you busy?"
"Yeah, I'll be busy alright," Sean grunted as he slipped into the red Camry his parents had bought him for graduating high school. "Busy putting up decorations."
After all the talk with Jeff, the drama and inner turmoil about Molly, Sean had decided his friend was right, if she wanted him, then why should he say no? The biggest reason would be Connor, but Jeff had a point, not like either were going to tell him, and the whole "I'd know," thing might bother him, but enough to turn down a chance to make his Molly inspired dreams come true?
If anything he felt he'd have a bigger issue living with the fact he had a chance and didn't go for it. He'd play the ignorance is bliss game to keep peace with his friend and not create family drama for Molly.
In the meantime, he'd have what he had no doubt would be memories that would last a lifetime, and...he couldn't push away the thought that if it were that much fun, maybe she'd want it to be more than once.
Turned out he'd put himself through all of that for nothing. Maybe Molly had drank a little too much way too quick and wasn't quitter herself in the moment, or maybe she had just been fucking with him, because nothing ended up happening, and the 'favor' turned out to be just that; a favor.
Pulling out of the driveway and heading in the direction of downtown, Sean. For what had to be the twentieth time since he'd gotten home last night replayed the last half hour at the pub once Jeff had left.
He'd finished the last of his beer, and remained sitting for a few minutes, trying to spot Molly. Because Finn's was centrally located downtown and was known to have good food, they had a six o'clock rush of people from local offices, looking to have a bite along with a drink.
That crowd generally thinned out by seven thirty and was replaced by the steady trickle of people there to do some drinking while dancing or watching the Celtics or Bruins on one of the two big screen TV's, one at each end of the long bar and angled so people at the tables could also see them.
At eight the crowd was decent, but not overwhelming, and he'd watched Molly make her way around the Pub, talking to regulars, laughing and smiling, and more than once there was a shot glass, or mug in her hand.
Her cheeks now had color in them and her eyes brighter than ever. Sean's hesitation was slowly replaced by visions of what normally flirty and fun Molly would be when she was drunk.
After a few minutes of flitting about the pub, Molly sat down at the end of the bar, and after speaking to Charlie, he brought her over a cup of coffee in a Finn's mug along with a leather binder.
Molly opened it and plucking a pen from the binder turned the pages, writing something down here and there. Probably ordering food and liquor for the Pub. Seeing her still and now concentrating on work, he figured it was a good time to approach her.
Sean made a detour into the men's room and after using it and washing his hands, stared at himself in the mirror. He wasn't exactly dressed for a fun time in his Lowe's t-shirt and worn jeans that had a couple of holes and had seen better days, but he'd been unloading lumber deliveries all day and had learned the hard way not to wear his good clothes there.
He hadn't shaved in a couple of days, but the dark shadow wasn't a bad look on him. He wasn't as fair as Molly but did have the less than colorful complexion of many people who were Irish.
His short curly dark hair was a mess, and he splashed water on his hands, and ran his fingers through it, pushing it back to try and get it somewhat neat. His ocean blue eyes, a feature he'd received many compliments on from girls, were a bit on the dull side from a long week of school and work and there was a hint of red around the blue.
Knew he shouldn't have shared a blunt with Jeff before they left for the pub, but what it was what it was, and he hoped it wasn't his eyes she'd be focused on, but his cock which had been slowly thickening and expanding in his jeans as he thought less about drama and morals and more about Molly and those amazing lips and perfect body.
Glancing around to make sure no one was watching, he folded his arms over his chest and tightened them, watching the muscles in his forearms and upper arms stand out.
Sean wasn't jacked, playing basketball you were generally better off being on the more agile and athletic side and his build reflected that. At 6'4" we weighed around 190 pounds; his body with a lot of lean muscle packed onto his long frame.
He glanced down at his hands with were large and could easily palm a basketball and thought about how he was soon going to be palming Molly's tits and that fine ass of hers.
After a quick splash of cold water on his face to shake off the effects of his buzz, he took a breath, gave himself a mock salute in the mirror and went back out to the pub. He approached Molly muttering, "Just be cool, just be cool," and slid into the stool next to her.
"Hey, I'm about to head out, you said you needed something from me?"
Molly looked up from the book which he saw was indeed an order form and smiled.
"As a matter of fact I do need something from you," she cocked her head and the smile broadened, but this time it was the lopsided goofy one, and not the sultry one she'd given him earlier. "Think I can get it?"
"Depends on what it is," he spoke slowly so he wouldn't say anything stupid. "But I can't see me saying no to you."
"Words every woman loves to hear, even better when they're from a good-looking young man."
"This young man looks forward to hearing what you need me to do for you," he hoped he didn't sound to corny, but whatever he said, he didn't have the years of flirting behind him she did, and he doubted this was about him being good with the lines, just between her legs.
Shit, he sounded like Jeff, but at least he'd thought it and not said it.
"Well, now that you ask," she giggled. "You know tomorrow night is our annual St. Patrick's Day party."
"I plan on being there," he told her.
"Good to hear, but with Connor gone, Charlie's back acting up and the other staff having lives outside of here, I need some help getting the room ready, do you think you could help me?"
"Um," he blinked. Maybe she was stringing him along pretending that's what she wanted. Jeff had said there was a bedroom up there. "Tonight? Sure what time?"
"Can't tonight, busiest night of the week except for tomorrow which is busiest of the year. I'm stuck down here until close, then have to help clean up."
"I could go upstairs now, and you just show me what you want done," he offered.
"That would work except I had the floor buffed and waxed today, and it won't be safe to walk on until tomorrow, that's why I need help, have to get all the chairs down from the tables. Can you do it?"
"Yeah," he nodded, hoping he didn't sound as disappointed as he felt, or look like he'd been expecting something else. "What time?"
"How about you come around twelve thirty? I'll leave the back door unlocked and you can just come upstairs?"
"Sure."
"And of course I wouldn't ask you to do this for free, so I'll have some fun surprises for you, sound good?"
"Like a t-shirt?" he forced himself to smile "Or maybe a pair of them?"
"I think Get Lucky could be part of your compensation," she gestured to her shirt. "Free admission and all your drinks on the house at the party too, how's that?"
"Sounds fair, maybe I should get an Uber."
"And of course an invite to the after party."
"There's an after party? Where?"
"Here, but don't say anything, it's only for special guests. I'll tell you more tomorrow." She tapped the ledger with her pen. "I really have to get back to this. It has to be put in before nine for them to be able to deliver tomorrow, and we can't run out of anything on St Patrick 's Day, now can we?"
"Okay, I'll see you tomorrow at 12:30," he gave her another not so sincere smile. "Have a good night."
"Not as good as I wanted it to be," she sighed. "But that's why we always have a plan B, right?"
"Here's to plan B," he lifted his hand in a mock toast, and he'd turned away and left the Pub feeling like an absolute idiot.
"You better have some good stories if you're making me wait this long for them."
Jeff hadn't been kidding when he said he'd be living through Sean's experience, which brought up something that made him feel a little better nothing happened. Jeff would have, as he was now, wanting details and although usually tight lipped, what if he said something by accident?
"Call Jeff," Sean commanded the phone.
"There you are!" Jeff answered before the first ring had finished. "You come up for air? How..."
"Nothing happened, okay?"
"Yeah, right. Let's hear some details!"
"I said nothing fucking happened!" Sean snapped so angrily that in the ensuing silence he thought Jeff had hung up.
"Wow," he finally responded. "I guess not if you're that mad. What happen, you back out?"
"No, there was nothing to back down from." He quickly told Jeff about how after all her flirting with him turned into nothing more than her needing some physical labor to help get the club ready.
"That sucks," Jeff sounded as bummed as he felt. "Wonder if the flirting early on was just to get you ready to say yes to anything."
"Maybe, who the hell knows? But I figured I'd let you know before you showed up at my house banging on the door."
"Sorry, Sean. But look at it this way, you don't have to feel like you did anything wrong and no worries with Connor."
"Silver lining, I guess."
"See, you were going to do it, you dog," Jeff laughed. "Next time no thinking, the woman's flirting you go all in right then and there and say let's go!"
"Duly noted. You coming to the Party there tonight?"
"Not sure yet. Mindy wanted to hit a club, but I'll try to talk her into stopping by for an hour. Catch you later, or if not, I'll give you a call tomorrow."
"Sounds good."
"Meantime find some girl there tonight and dance with her right in front of that teasing Milf porn wannabe and show her what she could have had."
"That'll teach her," Sean ended the call. Why would she care if he did that, she hadn't wanted him to begin with.
He arrived at Finns and was surprised to see no cars on the street in front of it or the small lot. Noticing a sign on the door, he pulled in and cruised up to the door to read an announcement that due to the party tonight they wouldn't be opening the pub until 5.
Sean pulled around back and parked next to Molly's sleek black Lexus. He got out and as he approached the door, his phone vibrated, and he saw it was a text from Molly.
"Now that you're here, lock the downstairs door behind you in case someone tries to come in and go into the pub."
Sean glanced up in time to see the heavy black drapes that covered each of the upstairs windows, move in the one directly overlooking the parking lot and caught a brief flash of green from behind it.
He let himself in, then turned the knob on the door, and threw the bolt. There was a door in front of him that led directly into the pub and figured Molly was right to be careful as if he remembered right, it didn't have a lock.
He made his way up the narrow staircase to the second floor through a final door that led into the large hall. The space was dimly lit, only two of the dozen or more spotlights on the ceiling were lit, one over the middle of the room, the other over the dance floor, and even those appeared to have turned down to a lower setting.
He frowned as he walked further into the room. The floors did look as if they'd just been buffed and gleamed in the dim glow of the two spotlights.
With all the windows covered most of the room was thrown into shadow and as he walked towards the center of the room, he called out, "Molly?"
There was no reply, and Sean peered into the shadows around him and frowned. All the chairs were down and around the tables, and he could make out decorations and banners hung from the rafters.
Dozens of large green balloons were pinned along the walls and one floated up from its strong from the back of every chair. Even the bar along the far wall appeared to have its shelves fully stocked and rows of glasses hanging from the hooks above it. If all this were done, what had she needed him here for?
He turned at the sound of heels clicking on the hardwood floor and saw a figure drifting through the shadows at the edge of the dance floor.
"Hey, baby," Molly's voice called out. "Glad you could make it."
Baby? No, he wasn't falling for this crap again.
"Doesn't look like you need my help." He walked towards the dance floor as he spoke. Molly hadn't emerged from the shadows yet, and he wondered what she was up to.
"But I do," she said. "With a few things, but first things first. I need your opinion on my outfit for tonight."
"I'm sure you look fine, but..." he stopped when she walked out of the darkened portion of the room and into the light over the dance floor. "Holy shit," he whispered.
"I take that as a good reaction?"
Molly slowly approached him, and it was a struggle to keep his mouth from gaping, because he was sure his eyes were doing plenty of that. Molly wore a light green micro dress that seemed to be made of the same clingy material as last night's slacks.
The material hugged her every curve, and not only pushed up her impressive breasts, but the way he could see her nipples made it clear she wasn't wearing a bra. The dress ended at her upper thigh, leaving most of her long bare legs visible.
Those legs ended in a pair of green open toe heels high enough that as she grew closer, he realized she was looking him in the eye. The heels were held on by a strap around her ankle, leaving her feet visible, her tattoos standing out on her white flesh.
Her toes were the same shade of green as the dress and tipped in black, and as his eyes roamed up her legs and back to her breasts, he saw her long fingernails matched her toes.
The dress featured a black and purple belt around the middle that accentuated the curve of her hips and the thin straps over her shoulders, left her creamy freckle dotted flesh visible.
She wore the green choker from last night but this time with a silver Shamrock clasp at her throat. His eyes kept moving, taking in every inch of the hot as fuck woman in front of him, and the more he saw, the more he liked.
And the harder his cock became.
Molly sported a green party hat covered in glitter and pulled down at a rakish angle so it covered the upper left portion of her face. Her right eye was done in black mascara with green eye shadow, and her sensual lips, currently curved into that irresistible crooked smile were coated in the same green as her nails.
"Yes?" she did a slow turn for him, exposing the fact the back of the dress plunged down to her lower back.
Molly reached back and pulled her hair over her shoulder to show off the creamy skin of her back as well as the full length of the large Celtic cross. The dress ended not far above the curve of her ass which the dress fit like a glove.
Sean's heart pounded as he took in her legs from behind. Her toned thighs, her shapely calves and just the sheer length of them was exciting.
"Or no?" she turned back to face him.
"Hell yeah," Sean blurted out causing her to laugh. "Jesus, Molly you..."
"Good golly Miss Molly?" she laughed again, her visible eye shining and that smile growing even wider.
"You can say that again."
"I'd rather say your name," she slowly sauntered over to him, her heels loud on the floor. "Over and over," she said softly. "If you're really good to me, maybe I'll scream it."
"You...wait," he put his hands up. "I don't get it."
"Not going to get it if you keep talking." Molly spread her arms out. "Do I look like I'm dressed for conversation?"
"But what happened last night? You were coming on to me, then you weren't, now you had me come here for..." he tried to keep himself from sounding as excited as he was just in case. "What? To mess with me?"
"I guess I owe you the story for last night. I planned on slipping away upstairs with you, then I found out Chad had called out, and no one was willing to close, and Charlie can't do it alone, so I had to pivot and push it off until today.



"But you know something?" She turned away from him and walked over to the stage wear the band would be playing.
Sean watched her ass move beneath the painted on dress and his eyes widened when she bent over to pick something up and he caught a flash of the lower portion of her cheeks and the green lace between them.
"Last night would have been fun, could have carried it into this morning. But now we have time before the party, then the party to stare at each other and want more, and after that?"
Molly had lifted her hand, pointing a black remote at the sound system behind the stage.
"The after party, and I think you know that after party is at my body as the old song says. That is if you want me, but I'm pretty sure you do."
Sean flinched when the opening notes to Mustang Sally filled the room.
Molly dropped the remote and lifting her arms over her head, swayed to the beat. Sean remained where he was, his heart pounding in time with his throbbing cock as he watched the woman he'd spent the last few months infatuated with, swing her hips and upper body, gyrating to the music.
"All she wants to do," Molly strutted closer and did a quick spin as she sang along "Is ride Molly, ride!" she gave him that goofy grin, but in current circumstances it was as sexy and inviting as the more seductive looks she'd give him last night.
"You been wanting to ride this, haven't you Sean?"
"Yeah, I have," he reached for her as she grew close, but she spun away from and continued to dance to the song, swinging her hips and shacking her upper body, causing her tits to jiggle and look as if they were about to fall out of the dress.
"Bad boy, I'm your friend's mom," she laughed as if it were funny, then stepped into him, her arms going around his neck and her body pressing to his. "Makes it more exciting, doesn't it?"
"You don't need help being exciting." He put his hands on her hips and swayed in rhythm with her.
"There you go," her eyes were level with his as she tightened her arms around him. "Just relax and let go. Two adults having some fun and no one needs to know except us."
She titled her head, her green lips parting, and Sean felt his heart skip a beat. The moment he'd waited for, the one he'd dreamed of was here, and...
"Love this song!" Molly chirped as Joe Cocker's 'You can leave your hat on boomed through the room.
She spun away from him and shimmied her shoulders and hips, shaking slowly and seductively before him.
"You can take your shirt off," she sang, her voice horribly off key, but he didn't give a shit. "You can take your shirt off," she sang again and pointed to him, lifting her hands.
With a surreal feeling, Sean peeled off the old T-shirt he'd worn expecting to be working and not a seduction. He tossed it at Molly, who laughed and whipped it over her head before tossing it away.
She continued to prance about, her hips and shoulders in perfect time with the slow striptease style song. Sean found himself moving with the beat swaying back and forth as he turned in a slow circle as she danced around him.
"You can take your shoes off," Molly sang along, and bending her leg, slipped the strap from her ankle. "I can take your shoes off," she did the same to the other shoe, then kicked each of them off, sending them skittering across the smooth floor.
Sean followed suit, although there was nothing sexy about the way he had to push off his shoes then peel off his socks. But Molly on the other hand could make anything look sexy and he found himself watching her now bare feet as she moved them up and down, spinning on her heels and sliding them over the floor.
Her green and black toes and the tattoos had him thinking of them on his chest or in the air over his, or her, shoulders. Molly sashayed over to him, her shoulders moving forward and dipping back.
She placed her right hand on his shoulder and pushed it, then slipping her hand over it, gripped him and pulled him forward. She repeated the motion until he fell into time with her, his shoulder going back as hers came forward, then in reverse.
She turned them in a slow circle, her eyes locked on his and her lips parted, her face flushed, and this time not from whiskey, but passion. God, she was sexy! But he didn't try anything, just kept dancing with her, and felt a smile creeping over his face as they moved in perfect harmony.
"Yeah, baby," she purred, now moving back from him as the song went into the next stanza. "You can take your dress off."
She crossed her arms and eased the straps down her arms while shimmying down towards the floor. "You can take your dress off!" she turned her back to him and his breath caught when she worked the straps down her arms and slipped them out of it while swaying her ass.
Molly pushed the dress over her hips as she worked her way down to the floor. Shoving the dress down, she shimmied back up, leaving the dress on the floor and him staring at her creamy white ass with little more than a strip of green lace between her firm cheeks.
She put her hands to her head, still moving with the beat and working her hips and ass in a grinding circle. Sean unsnapped his jeans, as much to ease the pressure from his swollen, and at this point, aching cock as he did because he figured she wanted him to take them off.
He began to push them down over his hips, but stopped when Molly looked at him over her shoulder, one hand still on the hat, and sang, "But you can leave your hat on!" she spun towards him and his eyes went wide in anticipation of her seeing her tits.
But in a blur of motion, she dropped her arm, getting the hat down over them, and laughing at the disappointed look on his face. He could make out the curve of the lower portion of her breasts and some of the top as well, but the hat covered her nipples and most of the rest of her.
Molly sauntered back over to him, and just before she reached him, spun and planted her ass into his crotch. He moaned as she leaned into him, her smooth back and soft hair pressing into his chest.
He slipped his arms around her, and resting her head on his shoulder, she turned her head. "You can..." her words were cut off by him losing patience and kissing her.
She didn't seem to mind as she moaned deep in her throat when her soft lips pressed into his. Sean eased his arms open, one hand covering just about her entire stomach, his right hand sliding down over her hip to caress her outer thigh.
Her hips worked harder, her ass moving in tight circles over his trapped cock. Molly's lips parted and her tongue darted out, flicking teasingly over his lips. Sean opened his mouth, and groaned when she didn't hesitate to drive her tongue inside it.
He met it with his own, and they danced over one another as their mouths opened wider, their lips seeking to devour the others. Molly reached up and placed the hat on his head, and in an instant his hands darted up to her breasts, only to realize hers had gotten their first.
She giggled into his mouth, then moaned when he squeezed her hands beneath his, forcing her to grip her breasts more tightly. Sean slid his right hand down over the soft flesh of her stomach and boldly pushed his fingers into her thong.
"Oh!" Molly gasped, before whimpering when he teased his fingers over her mound, sliding through the patch of hair, and down into her wet slit. Her hips jerked, driving her ass into him, and her body tensed as his fingers teased between her tight lips before pushing them open. Molly tried to move her head, but he fought to keep his lips in contact with hers.
Meanwhile his fingers probed her lower lips reveling in how wet she was. When he eased them back and over her excited clit, she let her head fall back as she moaned, "Yes, oh, fuck yes!"
He caught her swollen nub between his fingers and moved them side to side, making her moan and whimper as she thrust her hips into his hand. Her hand slipped down to cover his, pressing him to her hot slit, and his free hand immediately found her now exposed breast.
He cupped it in his hand, surprised at how heavy it was, and fondled her soft, yet firm flesh. His thumb found her nipple, and traced a slow circle over it and felt her shudder against him.
Sean fastened his lips to her neck, sucking gently and Molly reached upwards, wrapping her arm around his neck, her fingers gripping his hair and holding his face to her soft flesh.
Her other hand caressed his arm, trailing her nails along it, then covering his hand, pressing it harder to her warm sticky flesh. Sean eased his lips further down her neck and kissed the top of her shoulder as Molly made adorable cooing sounds in between her soft moans.
Her ass moved in tighter and ever faster circles, rubbing his cock through his jeans and causing him to breathe heavier into her neck as well as move his own hips. He shoved his trapped cock into her minimally clad ass, longing to have nothing between them, but forcing himself to take it slow.
This is what he'd been waiting for and for all he knew it could just be a one-time thing, and if it was, he was going to make it count. As the song wound down Sean felt as if he were in one of his Molly induced dreams.
On a dance floor with an all but naked Molly grinding on him while he fingered her, and after he'd watched her do a sexy striptease for him. He moved his hips with hers, trying to match her circular motion, but he wasn't capable of moving that way, so he slowed down and allowed her to continue to tease his already aching cock.
Sean put the effort into moving his wrist faster and now side to side, spreading her lips wider and working her clit more vigorously.
"Oh, fuck," Molly groaned her nails now digging into the back of his hand as well as his scalp. "Just like that," she emitted a long high pitched whimper. "Don't stop, Sean, please don't stop!"
He squeezed her breast harder in his excitement, now pinching her nipple between his thumb and forefinger and her moaned went up another octave. Her back pressed harder into his chest, and her arm dropped from around his neck to grip her other nipples and tease it with her long nails.
"Harder," she breathed as he alternately kissed and sucked gently on the creamy skin of her neck. "Work that clit...oh!" she gasped, her body tensing and trembling against his. "I..."
Whatever she was trying to say turned into a loud squeal as her body bucked wildly in his embrace. Her hips now thrust forward into his fingers instead of against his crotch and her back moved side to side as she squirmed against him.
Her thighs clamped shut, trapping his hand between them, and limiting the movement of his fingers, but he kept them moving as best he could.
"Oh, oh, oh!" Molly released short sharp high pitched yips as he continued to manipulate her quivering pussy while rolling her nipple between his thick fingers.
She lifted her feet, pressing them on top of his, her toes curling into the top of his foot as she arched her back away from him, and her thighs tightened around his hand. Her yips shifted in a long low guttural moan as her body jerked as if she were being shocked, and with a soft whimper, she went limp in his arms.
"Oh...wow," she breathed. "I didn't expect that," she giggled and opening her legs, eased his hand from between her thighs and lifted it to his face.
He eagerly leaned forward to taste her from his fingers, but with another giggle, she opened wife and shoved his fingers into her mouth instead. She moaned, her eyes closing as she sucked on his sticky fingers.
Sean groaned at the sensation of her hot wet mouth and soft tongue swirling over his fingers, yearning for them to be his throbbing cock. Molly released him with a smack of her lips, then stepping away from him took a few steps before turning and shaking her tits at him.
"Like them?"
"Jesus," he licked his lips at the sight of her incredible breasts.
Bigger than he'd imagined, well rounded, and as milky white as the rest of her. Her pink nipples were smaller than he expected, and so pale they were barely visible even on her white flesh.
But they looked as hard as his cock and had a cute little upturn to them as well as being in the center of a small patch of freckles that surrounded each of them.
"Thought about them, haven't you?" she cupped her breasts, holding them higher. "You bad boy, sitting there talking to your friend's mommy and thinking about sucking her tits."
"Yeah," he walked towards her, and she back away, keeping a few feet between them. "Thought about you sucking something too."
"Ohh," she purred, sucking on her lower green coated lip. "I love that, Sean. No nerves, no wondering if this is right, just telling me what you want."
She reached the edge of the dance floor and continued moving until she reached a one of the tables.
"Take those damn jeans off and let me see how happy you are to see me." Molly eased two chairs apart and stood between them. "Show me what you're favorite red-haired lass should be sucking."
Sean surprised himself with the sucking remark, he didn't consider himself crude, or that bold, but her reaction to it told him she wasn't just fine with it, but into it. That made it much easier to shove his jeans and boxers to the floor and step out of them, his cock bobbing between his lean muscular thighs.
"Look at that," Molly purred. "That cock matches the rest of you, long, pretty, and damn hard." She laughed. "And you left the hat on!"
The way her green eyes focused on his cock while she once again sucked on her lip had him so hard his balls ached, and as he approached her he imagined those green lips wrapped around him.
He was dimly aware of Prince's Kiss now playing, but it was hard to focus on anything other than Molly. She'd spun around and putting her hands on the table leaned over and wiggled her ass at him in rhythm to the beat.
She straightened and putting her thumbs into the thong, worked the strings down over her hips as she shimmied for him. She did a quick turn to face him and his eyes darted from her jiggling tits to the patch of green lace that composed the front of the thing working lower.
Molly made her way to the floor, then on the way up, pushed the thong down exposing a glorious patch of copper red hair between her creamy thighs. She hopped up onto the table and bending her legs, worked the thong down to her feet.
With a laugh she licked it off her foot and his hand flashed out to catch it before it sailed past him. Sean pressed the crotch of it to his face and inhaled deeply. He released a sigh as his nostrils filled with the spicy scent of her pussy and didn't hesitate to lick the warm sticky material.
"Why drink from that when you can do it directly from the tap?" Molly stretched her legs out, putting her feet on the rungs of the chairs she'd pushed to the side, and reaching down, spread her pussy open for him.
Holy fuck, she was hot! Sitting legs, and pussy, spread wide open as she beckoned him with her green and black tipped finger. Sean reached the table, and now between the chairs began to sink to his knees, but she stopped him by reaching out and grabbing his cock.
He moaned as she squeezed it, causing a line of pre cum to ooze from it, and placed his hands on her smooth inner thighs as she proceeded to slowly pump him in her tight fist.
"Know what?" She looked up at him, her eyes bright with lust. "You have plenty of time to get a taste. But right now? I need this big fucking dick in my red haired cunt."
She tugged on his cock and he shuffled forward until she was stroking him directly over her pink slit, and when she pressed his swollen purple head through her pubic hair a shudder went through him.
She eased him lower, her breath hissing between her lips as the spongy flesh of his head rubbed over her clit. Sean's hands trembled against her lush thighs as he struggled to let her tease him.
"Say it," she whispered. "Tell me what you...ohhh!"
Unable to hold back anymore, when she once again teased his tip to her sweet spot, he thrust his hips, plunging half his length inside her. Molly's eyes went wide, and she released a high pitched yelp when he shoved forward once more.
His entire cock now nestled into her hot tight pussy, Sean shifted his hands from her thighs to her breasts, fondling them as he worked his hips. He managed to regain control and his first few thrusts were long and slow.
"Damn, that's a big cock," Molly moaned as he eased his full length deep inside before easing back.
His fingers tightened on her breasts as he reveled in the feeling of her wet heat spreading around his invading cock. Molly gripped his forearms her lips parted, soft moans escaping her each time he slowly sank into her mature cunt.
"What are you doing?" Her hands moved from his arms to his chest, stopping him.
"I..." he blinked, unsure of how to answer. "You..."
"If you want to fuck me, then fuck me." A nasty smile spread across her lips. "You can go slow with your little coeds, I'm a real woman, Sean. Treat me like one."
Sean's surprise lasted barely more than a second, and with a smile of his own, he eased back, and proceeded to fuck her hard and fast. He still used long strokes to enjoy the full sensation of plunging repeatedly into Molly's amazing red haired pussy but was now doing so with as fast as he could and with a power that caused the table to rock.
"Yes, yes, yes!" she yelped each time he went so deep his balls slapped against her. "That's how you fuck! You don't tease a woman like me, baby, you make me yours!" Sean leaned forward, and she groaned when he sucked her right nipple between his lips.
"You think about them?" she cupped her tits, holding them to his face, while hooking her feet over the chairs to keep her balance on the table. "You think about sucking these tits? Playing with them? Coming all over them?"
He moaned when she hooked her arm around his neck and arched her back, shoving her tit into his face. Sean eagerly licked and sucked not just her nipple, but tried to suck as much as her soft white flesh into his mouth as he could.
His hips continued to work, pounding her wide open slit as hard as he could while leaning over. Molly yelped and moaned each time he went deep and let herself fall back onto the table.
Sean followed her, leaning further over the table and now kissing the patch of freckles over her breasts that had teased him for so long. Molly's long legs wrapped around his waist, and she moved her hips beneath him, thrusting upwards into his descending cock.
Her arms went around him, her nails trailing over his shoulders and down his back as he worked his lips over to her left nipple and sucked it with lip smacking enthusiasm.
"Oh god, oh fuck!" Molly moaned above him. "I've wanted this for months!" she released a loud laugh that ended in a yip before she added. "Thank god that kid missed that free throw!"
Sean had to admit as exciting as it would have been to be playing in March Madness, having his cock buried inside Molly's hot pussy with her naked body wrapped around him had it beat.
Molly pushed on his shoulders, causing him to lean back.
"Give it to me," she eased her legs from around him and lifted them in the air. "I want you to fuck me like you're trying to break the table, or me."
Yup, fuck basketball. Molly placed her soft feet on his shoulders and gripping her knees, Sean cut loose, taking her up on her offer to give it to her as hard as he could. Molly squealed, her hands resting lightly on his hips and her big tits bouncing as he pummeled her pink twat.
He lowered his upper body, causing her feet and lower legs to slide over his shoulders and leaned over. Molly's eyes bulged and her mouth opened in a wide O as her feet were now pushed over her head, her ass lifting from the edge of the table.



Sean grabbed her breasts, squeezing them as he drilled her even harder, his cock now driving deeper into her. The table rocked and creaked, but he could barely make out the sound over Molly's yelping and squealing.
He'd never fucked a girl this hard before and the fact the harder he tried the more Molly liked it had him more excited. Not just excited but thinking she was as wild of a fuck as he'd dreamed she'd be.
A little too excited as between his longtime lust for her and the way he'd been fucking her, he could feel his balls tightening and his cock twitching inside her. His breathing picked up and his hands gripped her breasts tighter.
"Yeah?" she stared up at him. "You going to come for me, baby?"
"I...close," he tried to slow himself down, wanting to last as long as possible this time and any time she'd let him today.
"Stop!" she pushed with her legs, easing him back, causing his now dripping cock to slip from inside her. "Sit down," she pointed to the chair to her right.
Sean turned the chair and dropped into it. He had barely sat when Molly smoothly slid off the table and onto her knees. She grabbed his cock and opening wide took him deep into her mouth.
"Oh fuck," Sean groaned as Molly bobbed her head in a slow steady rhythm.
She giggled around his cock, then, with her eyes locked onto his moved her head faster. Sean put his hands in her soft hair, brushing it to the side to get a clear view of his cock sliding between Molly's lips.
She moaned softly and slowed her sucking, now letting him fully enjoy the amazing sensation of every inch of his cock sliding into her mouth. It was every inch was with little effort, Molly's lips slid down the full length of his shaft to press to his pubic mound.
He gasped when her tongue slid out, sliding over his balls, before she worked her mouth back up his shaft, He could feel her soft tongue swirling side to side as her lips sealed tightly around his thick shaft,
She put her hands on his thighs and sucked faster, repeatedly deep throating him despite his considerable length. She opened her mouth wider, and his cock jumped when she gagged the next time she took him all the way.
She bobbed her head not just faster, but harder, pounding her mouth down onto him. Her eyes began to water and her cheeks flushing red from effort as she fucked her mouth with his cock with a force that both stunned, and excited him.
Her eyes, black mascara running from them and down her cheeks, never left his as she continued to deliver a porn star quality blowjob complete with gagging and sloppy wet sucking sounds.
Drool and pre cum oozed from the sides of her mouth only for her to noisily slurp it back up. Her lipstick left green smudges along his spit covered shaft, and he his hands tightened in her hair as she force fed herself his cock.
Sean felt as if he'd died and gone to heaven. Molly McBride on her knees slurping and slobbering on his dick the way he only thought happened in movies, and like nothing he'd ever experienced before.
His legs trembled as her efforts had brought him back to the edge, and she slipped him from her mouth, pushed his cock back against his stomach and began to lick and suck his swollen balls.
"Oh my god, Molly," he moaned as she opened wide, sucking his entire sack into her mouth.
She moved her tongue over it, then releasing him made him groan when she sucked on just his right nut, and eased her head back, stretching his sac. Another straight out of porn move, Christ Jeff would never believe this shit even if he told him.
Molly sucked the other side of his sac before running her tongue rapidly up and down his shaft. She gripped his cock in her fist, while she fluttered her tongue over his head, peppering him with quick soft licks.
He could feel his cock throbbing in her hand and swore he'd never been so hard in his life. Molly took her time, making a show of pampering his cock with her talented tongue as she worked it up down and around his shaft, before running it along the sensitive ridge beneath his tip.
He groaned and couldn't stop his hips from moving as even her teasing tongue had him ready to explode. Molly kissed his tip, then taking him back in her mouth resumed sucking.
This time it was slow and easy and only half his length, but damn it felt good. His legs were shaking, and his entire body tensed as he felt himself slowly reaching the point of no return.
But Molly continued her slow steady sucking and he squirmed and whimpered in the chair as he felt himself edging closer and closer. She closed her eyes and sighed as she worked her amazing mouth worked its magic and he had to release her hair from fear he'd pull too hard as she eased him towards his climax with maddening slowness.
"Oh god," he breathed, feeling as if he were going to literally explode. "Faster, please."
"Hmm-mmm" Molly shook her head and he moaned when she slowed even more.
Sean groaned, a mixture of pleasure and frustration as she teased him closer and closer.
He gripped the edges of the chair hard enough to make his knuckled pop, then gasped as his cock twitched in her mouth and he felt his release racing through him. His cock jerked again, and he groaned when his balls convulsed and he erupted him her mouth.
"Mmm!" Molly sighed softly as she didn't break rhythm and continued to suck as his cock twitched in her mouth, adding more cum to the hot sticky mess he could feel around his head.
Sean wiggled in the seat trying not to shove his hips forward. He'd never come so hard, yet so slowly as Molly unhurriedly milked his cock. But as slow as it was, it felt incredible, his orgasm being prolonged by the expert cock sucker between his legs.
When he had nothing left, Molly eased him from her mouth, keeping her lips pressed together, then opened wide, showing him the huge puddle of cum over and under her tongue.
She closed her mouth and tossed her head back as if doing a shot, then showed him her now empty mouth.
"Fuck Bailey's," she giggled. "That's Irish cream."
She rose to her feet, and turning her back to him, grabbed his still twitching cock, and held it still while she lowered herself and guided him inside her. She let her weight go, dropping her ass in his lap, and Sean cried out as his still sensitive cock was plunged inside her.
With a laugh, Molly wiggled her hips, working him around her at this point sloppy wet slit. She leaned forward, grabbing the edge of the table and bounced up and down, riding him in reverse.
Sean grabbed her hips, moaning and squirming as she mercilessly worked his tortured cock. But he was still hard and after a couple of minutes of feeling as if he were a raw nerve inside her, it felt damn good.
He pushed her hair to the side and kissed her back, his hands sliding up her stomach to fondle her tits.
"Told you, she looked over her shoulder at him. "You've never fucked until you've had an Irish redhead," she sighed as his thumbs found her nipples. "And on St Paddy's day!"
She ground into his lap, then rocked front to back and side to side, giving him a lap dance as Sean kissed her back and the tops of her shoulders while playing with her tits. Molly moaned and yipped as she impaled herself on his cock, and deciding it was time he tried to call the shots, he surged to his feet.
Molly cried out in surprise as Sean grabbed her arms and pushed her over the table. He gripped her hips and as he had before, tore into her, this time his cock plunging even deeper.
"Take it," Molly encouraged him. "Claim that cunt, make it yours!"
Sean doubted she'd even be his, but he could play to get a rematch in the future and pounded her fast and hard. His hands slid over her ass, spreading her cheeks to watch his cock plunder her red haired slit.
On whim, he gave her ass a playful smack, then one to the other side. Molly's pussy contracted around his cock each time and he dealt her a few more, and this time harder smacks, adding some color to her pale cheeks.
Molly yipped and wiggled but pushed her ass back into his thrusting cock and his sharp little spanks. Sean grabbed her hair, and pulled on it, while squeezing her now red ass cheek and continued to have his way with her.
God, this was incredible. Molly was beyond even his wildest dreams taking everything he could give her and working his cock to get even more. The only thing that he hadn't had yet was...
He pulled his cock out, dropped to his knees, spread her ass open and plunged her tongue into her steamy slit. Molly squealed as he swirled his tongue inside, probing her hot sloppy hole.
He spread her cheeks further as he moved his head, fucking her with his rigid tongue. Going all in, he slid his tongue higher and pushed his tongue into her pink rosebud.
"Oh, you are so....bad," Molly moaned as he swirled his tongue across her ass, then pushed it inside several times.
He slipped his tongue back into her pussy and sucked hard, getting a mouthful of her sticky sweet juices. Molly lifted her right leg, placing her knee on the table and giving him better access.
Taking full advantage, Sean slurped once more on her pussy, then eased his tongue down to her clit. Molly moaned and squirmed as he traced slow circles around it, while easing a finger into her tight twat.
Her hips rocked, pushing his finger deeper and figuring he could get away with it, Sean eased his free hand over her cheek, and plunged a finger into her tight asshole. Molly released a high pitched sound, but both her holes tightened around his fingers and her hips rocked harder.
"Eat it," she moaned. "Eat that red haired cunt! Make me cum in your face!"
Sean accepted the challenge, and not just to make her cum, but to show her she wasn't the only one who knew how to lick. His tongue went into high gear, licking in slow then fast circles, going side to side, up and down and even a couple of deliberately slow figure eights.
He fought back a smile as Molly whimpered and moved her hips, trying to keep her clit pressed to his moving tongue. He teased her a couple of times, licking furiously and feeling her legs tighten, then ease back barely lick her.
But as much as he wanted to pay her back for his frustratingly slow orgasm, his cock was still hard and dying to get back inside of her. He hadn't been soft since she'd begun to take off her clothes.
Who needed Viagra when you had a red haired milf who fucked like a wild cat?
Sean sped his tongue up, flickering it all around her clit, trying for every direction as fast as he could. Molly's thighs trembled and her ass and pussy tightened around his fingers as he licked her pink nub while inhaling the intoxicating scent of her sweet slit.
"Yes...ohhh," Molly whimpered. "Keep licking, just keep licking! I...Fuck yeah!"
Molly howled as her hips went wild, smearing her hot flesh in his face. Her holes convulsed around his fingers and her ass ground into him as she writhed and wiggled over the table.
Her yips and squeals were music to his ears and his cock ached as he knew he'd be fucking her within minutes. He kept licking, moving his head, his cheeks getting sticky from her gushing slit as she continued to come on the tip of his tongue.
When she slumped forward with a low moan, she went to drop her leg, but Sean grabbed her knee, keeping it up on the table. He eased his finger from her pussy but kept the other buried in her ass.
He shot to his feet and plunged inside her hard enough to make the table rock and Molly to howl as he ripped into her with so much force it bordered on being violent. Nothing fancy, he just squeezed her left hip while relentlessly pounding her helpless pussy.
He could feel his cock sliding along his finger through the thin skin between her ass and pussy he pressed it down, pushing harder on his cock. Molly yelped and yipped in between disjointed attempts to talk.
"You...I...Sean...fuck, oh oh, God!"
Her stammering gave him a sense of pride that he could render this incredible woman to a stuttering helpless mess as he took her. That was what he was doing. It wasn't sweet, sure as hell wasn't romantic.
This was lust and primal need being fulfilled as he gave her everything she'd asked for and more. His breath caught as his frenetic fucking had him getting close and as much as he'd love to keep going his balls were beginning to ache from not having a breather in between rounds.
His strokes became shorter and more desperate as he breathing became louder and his heart hammered in his chest.
"Fuck," he moaned. "I..."
"Let me!" Molly moaned and shook her hips, trying to get him to step back.
Sean obeyed her, pulling his cock out and groaning as he'd been barely been able to stop before it was too late. Molly turned around and gave him a light push. He fell back into the chair, and she dropped to her knees.
Grabbing his cock, she pumped him, while sliding her arm under her tits and holding them up. Sean groaned as she jerked him hard and fast, then gasped when his cock exploded.
The first spurt was perfect, striking those sexy freckles over her breasts, his cum oozing down between them. Molly expertly moved his cock side to side, making sure he sprayed both of her tits.
"Yeah, that's it baby," she purred. "Paint my tits. How about later on I lay on my back and you can titty fuck me?" she flicked her tongue over his squirting cock, getting a glob of cum on her lips. "Give me a pearl necklace?"
"Jesus," he breathed, grabbing her wrist when she kept going even though he had nothing left. "You are...."
"Good golly Miss Molly?" she laughed, then fondly kissed his cock before sitting back on her knees.
"Something like that," he nodded while eyeing his cock which was deflating so quickly it seemed as if it were afraid she was going to go for more on the spot.
"Hmm," that was fun," she eyed the cum dripping down her tits. "Was I as good as you hoped?"
"You need to ask?"
"Nice to hear." She laughed.
"You're right, I've never really fucked before this."
"Good news is you'll get to fuck like this some more."
"You meant that? We're coming up after the party?"
"Sean," she rose to her feet. "Parties not for three more hours. You think we're not fucking again before that?"
"Damn," he had a quick thought of whether or not he could, but when he took in Molly's spectacular body and cum covered tits, he had no doubt he could, or if not, she'd take what she wanted.
"But hey," he joked. "We haven't seen the bedroom yet, right?"
"We'll get there," she turned and walked back towards the dance floor. "But that's after we shower. Let's go, baby, you need to get me clean, then get me dirty again."
Chapter Five
Sean opened his eyes and narrowed them, trying to focus on the red numbers on the alarm clock on the nightstand to his left.
4:00.
He caught his eyes closing, and with an effort, forced them back open. He couldn't ever remember being this tired in the afternoon. Then again, he'd never spent three hours getting his brains fucked out by an older woman.
He turned his head and smiled at the sight of Molly sleeping next to him. She'd rolled onto her side with her back to him. After she'd dropped to her knees and took her time sucking him hard in the shower, they'd gone at it again.
First with Molly bending over, her hands braced against the tiled wall. Sean had reached around her and played with her clit while fucking her with deliciously long slow strokes and making her cum on his cock.
He'd then turned her around, lifted her up and with her legs wrapped around his waist fucked her hard against the wall. They'd come into the bedroom planning to nap, and his eyes had immediately closed.
Within a half hour Molly woke him up by rolling between his legs and sucking him hard again. She slid up and rode him before she rolled them both over and went down on her once more.
He'd slid up and they'd fucked missionary, and this time slow and easy with some soft kissing that had more than a hint of sweet and sensual to it, and ended with him coming inside her.
Molly had moaned his name as he filled her insatiable pussy with what didn't feel like much more than a few dribbled, but the fact it was inside Molly McBride, it might have been the best of his four orgasms.
After that, they'd both fallen asleep until he'd opened his eyes. Before going to sleep, Molly had put her hair up and he found himself admiring her smooth creamy back decorated with the large cross as well as all her fun freckles across her shoulders and speckled over her back.
The sheet had slid down exposing the upper curve of her ass and to his astonishment he felt his cock rising. Even as it did his balls ached from the effort and this time he really wondered if he could.
He flinched when the alarm sounded next to him, and he reached over to shut it off.
"Ugh," Molly turned onto her back, then sat up, giving Sean a view of her gorgeous tits. "Feel like I'm hung over, but I didn't drink."
"I remember you taking a couple of shots," he sat up next to her, and had to agree, he felt drunk and wanted nothing more than to go back to sleep.
"Hmm, that I did, and people think tequila is salty." She sighed. "Damn, I wished we'd done that sooner."
"How soon? I mean, did you know I had a thing for you?"
"You've been eyeing me since you were a kid, but I only paid attention the last few months. With William gone I'm not ready for serious, but I'm all about fun and what's more fun than fucking a good looking boy half your age that's got it bad for you?"
"I'll take that."
"You took it a few times. My damn cunts sore and we still have after the party to play."
"I can spend the night?" he asked hopefully.
"Finn's is closed tomorrow, you can stay until Monday," she gave him that adorable lopsided smile. "If you want that is."
"Gee, let me... not think about this. Of course I want to."
"We can't be all the time," Molly reached down and gave his hand a squeeze. "But we can be sometimes. You want to be my sometime guy?"
"I'll be your anytime guy," he laughed and eyed her breasts.
"Not now," she swung her legs off the bed, and rose to her feet. "Pub opens at five. Charlie's probably already downstairs, so I have to get down there."
"I'll go out the back and come back later." Sean nodded.
"No, you can come down with me. We'll say you were helping up here. Even if he thinks anything, Charlie never says a word."
"You sure?"
"He's been working here for fifty years and I'm not the only one that's brought people upstairs for some fun."
"Okay," Sean rose from the bed. "Crap, clothes are still on the dance floor."
"Well, here." Molly had plucked something from her nightstand and tossed it to him. "Wear this tonight."
He caught the black T-shirt.
"This my get lucky at Finn's shirt?" he laughed.
"New version and just for the party. I think you'll like it."
Sean shook it out and laughed at the image of a leprechaun with lipstick on his cheek and beneath it the words "I got lucky on St Paddy's Day!"
Author's Note: Hope you enjoyed this raunchy little romp. I may not be Irish, but I am married to a green-eyed redhead, and yes, she's trouble, but usually the good kind. Happy St. Patrick's Day, and as always, thank you for reading. LC68
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Chapter One
Miranda looked up at a light tapping on the frosted glass of her office door.
"Come in," she replied while leaning back in her chair and rubbing her stinging eyes.
She'd been grading essays and exams for the past three hours and whoever was at the door, and whatever they wanted, would be a good excuse to take a break.
"Hey, girl!" Susan came through the door, and Miranda could have kissed her when she saw the Extra-large Dunkin Donuts Coffee in her hand. "Brought you some inspiration!"
"Have I told you how much I love you?" Miranda plucked the coffee from her hand.
"What if I told you I had them add a turbo shot?" Her fellow professor and longtime friend asked.
"I'll kiss you right here, with tongue." Miranda took a sip and rolled her eyes back.
She really shouldn't be getting this much pleasure from a coffee, but not like she'd had much else going on her life lately.
"Can my husband watch?"
"If he brings me food, he can join in." Miranda took another sip and sighed. "You'd think after a while you'd get used to grading the finals."
"Nah, no matter how many times you do it, it's still panic and crunch time just like it is for the students." Susan sat down in one of the two chairs in front of her desk. "But hey, this is your last time, at least here anyway, so enjoy the rush."
"True," Miranda nodded, brushing her long curly blonde hair from her face. "You'd think I'd get lucky and on my last go round I'd get some decent essays. New year, new kids, same topics and meh writing."
"I still can't believe you're leaving us." Susan tapped her chest. "Leaving me, we started teaching at North Providence High the same year, and you came here to URI a year after me."
"Maybe you can follow me now," Miranda suggested.
"I don't think Tim wants to go down to Florida, he hates the heat." She took a sip of her own coffee and gave her a knowing smile. "You were never a fan either, but you need a new start, I get it."
"You're right."
"Even though that's not fair. That scumbag cheated on you, gambled away almost everything you two had in the bank, and you're the one that's leaving." Susan scowled. "He should be going somewhere, like with bars and no windows."
"We've been over this." Miranda rubbed her red rimmed brown eyes. "He cheated on me for years, and with Linda my goddamn best friend next to you, and all his friends knew it. A lot of people knew it. He made a fool of me."
"I know, but I hate that it looks like you're running."
"Susan, I'm a laughingstock to a lot of people. Miranda was too dumb to know her husband's sticking it to anything that moves, especially if it was half his age."
"That's why I never knew where Linda fit in, she's your age."
"Linda has money, well her family does. He wasn't just using her for sex, but as a stake once I made it hard for him to get his hands on anything I made so he needed a new source."
"Ugh. I'm glad your lawyer managed to get you what was left from the sale of the house after his debts were paid and he couldn't touch any of it."
"Shame it's just enough to get me moved down there and into a condo, but I guess that's enough," Miranda shrugged.
"You leaving just because of the people who knew?"
"Mostly. He was banging his interns, scoring girls at club by flashing money around when he won a bet. Fooled around with Linda. For fucks sake, Sue, I found out he'd been screwing the girl at Starbucks that I saw every morning on the way here for months before I found out."
"That's why I brought Dunkin," Susan forced a smile.
"Everywhere I look I wonder; did he fuck her? Does that person know Nick was cheating on me?"
"You're right, it just sucks."
"Yeah it does." Miranda agreed and went back to sipping her coffee.
"Know what really sucks?" Susan leaned forward. "You never got even."
"This again?"
"This again," Susan repeated. "You and Nick hadn't been having much sex, he kept saying he didn't feel good, and wasn't what he used to be, and you were understanding, and truth was he couldn't get it up anymore from..."
"Really, Susan? I need to hear what I already know?" Miranda waved her hand in disgust. "See? Another reason to leave. I kicked him out six months ago, divorce was final two months ago and you still talk about it."
"Sorry, I'm mad for you. You should have gone out and fucked someone and made sure he knew about it."
"That's mature," Miranda scoffed.
"It's payback. You should have found some kid half his age and gone for a real ride and rubbed it in his face."
"So he can try to say I was cheating? Knew the kid all along?"
"Within two days of finding out he cheated you had legal separation papers filed. It would not have been cheating."
"It wasn't going to make anything better or change what he did." Miranda pointed out.
"It would make you feel better. You were going to bed alone and killing batteries while he was picking up hookers out of town on his 'sales meetings'. You should be out there getting what you need, and just happen to make sure he knew about it."
"Like he'd care."
"That type cares," Susan told her. "They think it's great to bang everything that moves because they're the man. But they find out their estranged wife is getting it from someone? They get mad and butthurt, like you're still his ride. You being alone is what he wants. Thinks he ruined you."
"Financially he almost did."
"Don't play tough girl. He broke your heart, betrayed your trust, humiliated you and now you're leaving everything you know to start over. That's winning in his eyes."
"Maybe," Miranda mumbled, but already knew how her friend would respond.
"No maybe. He's living with Linda, and God knows what that woman is thinking, but snakes like him are like car salesmen, they sell a lemon like it's a Cadillac."
"Getting laid doesn't take away anything you just said."
"But you'd get what you need!" Susan's voice rose with her frustration. "Miranda, you're 45 not 65 and you need to get some of that frustration out." She laughed. "Boys aren't the only ones who have to drain the poison you know."
"Okay, mom."
"What's the problem the last couple of months? Divorce is final, you're staying in Mary's inlaw, so you have your own space."
"I'm not jumping right back in. I want to be alone for a while."
"Who said dating? Get dressed up and go get messed up! I joke about the young kids but find a guy and have fun. Get some of that anger out, cut loose and go wild. You always said even before Nick started turning you down he couldn't keep up with you. Go be someone's porn star for a night."
"Then what? I end up with someone who keeps calling. Who wants more? Maybe they're married? "
"You're leaving in two weeks. You really care?" Susan raised her eyebrows.
"That will be part of my new start, how's that? Once I get down there, I'll hook up."
"Then you will have to worry what you hooked up with. You're out of here soon, go out with a bang, girl! Find them, fuck them, and hop on a plane and forget them."
"A true romantic you are."
"No romance needed. I'm talking coming home with your mascara down your face your panties in your purse and walking funny." Susan sighed dramatically. "Maybe I'm living vicariously through you."
"Then you need batteries too," Miranda laughed. "I appreciate you wanting me to get laid, but I don't know, who says I could even find someone."
"I did not just hear that," Susan looked genuinely offended. "You don't think you're attractive?"
"I'm okay, I guess, but you make it sound like I'm all that."
"You are!" Susan shook her head. "Add lowering your self-esteem to Nick's transgressions and reasons he needs a slow death. Miranda you are, as the kids say, hot as fuck."
"Cut it out," Miranda replied. "I'll pay for the coffee; you can stop schmoozing."
"Honey, you don't have a line or wrinkle on your face. You could pass for ten years younger and I want to smack you for it."
"Thanks, I think."
"Just that long curly honey blonde hair screams sexy. Especially when you wear it down. Has a wild look to it," she laughed, "Tim says you have porn star hair."
"I always thought of it as big eighties hair." Miranda joked.
"Tim grew up watching eighties porn, what can I say?"
"I'm glad your husband likes my hair, tell him for another coffee I'll brush it in front of him."
"Honestly? Tim told me him and his friends talk, and they all agree about how your wife always has that one absurdly hot friend, and he says hands down that's you."
"Do you trust Tim?" Miranda asked. "He seems to talk about me a lot."
"I trust him completely and we've all known each other for years, he's said this over time, he's not obsessed with your big hair self. I'm telling you so you know guys think you're hot."
"Apparently my hair is."
"And those dark smoldering eyes. You have bedroom eyes, Miranda. Even I can see that and when you get mad or intense they're pretty sexy."
"Should Tim trust you?"
"Stop it, you're not a homewrecker, and we're not inviting you for our next threesome."
"Next...?"
"Kidding." Susan put her empty coffee cup on the desk. "Of course, we'd invite you and your hair." She rolled her eyes. "And those long legs and that goddamn infuriating rack of yours."
"What's wrong with my boobs?" Miranda looked down at the T-shirt she'd changed into once the students had left and she knew she'd be staying a few hours until they kicked her out at seven when they closed most of the building.
"That they're big! Look at me!" Susan cupped her smallish breasts through her blouse. "I'd give anything to have half of those things."
"Sorry, we get what we get."
"And I've seen you around your house without a bra, the damn things don't even sag!"
"They do a little," Miranda told her, but with a slight smile. She'd always known her breasts were impressive and was proud of the fact that in her mid-forties she'd seen minimal effects of gravity. "They jiggle more than they used to."
"Poor baby." Susan playfully flipped her off. "How you suffer."
"Ass does too," Miranda griped. "Thighs are getting a little soft."
"Nothing wrong with a little curve, and you've always had those. Nice hips too, and those legs are to die for."
"I am getting worried."
"We work out together, I've seen you in yoga pants and you still rock them. Guys don't mind a little junk in the trunk, fun to spank."
"Okay, this is getting awkward, I'll give in and say my looks aren't a problem."
"Good, that saves me from talking about your blow job lips. I've had people ask if you use Botox."
"I'm all natural," Miranda gave her head a toss, sending her hair, which she'd let down, flying about her face. "But not good enough I guess, Nick was screwing..."
"That's not on you, that's him being a fucking dog!" Susan snapped. "You are beautiful, intelligent, make good money, and as we just discussed, you're a brick shithouse."
"A middle aged one."
"The young guys love them some milfs."
"If you say so."
"Miranda, you don't remember we found that poll the seniors had going around back in high school and you were voted the teacher they'd most like to fuck?"
"Ten years ago."
"You don't think the kids here think the same? You see us other teachers and professors? You're still the hot one."
"Whatever."
"You've told me you've caught some boys looking." She flashed a sly smile. "I remember a certain big breasted 80's porn star look a like telling me it turned her on."
Miranda looked away.
"Yeah, no denial there," Susan clapped her hands. "One night when we were out with the girls you even said you thought about having one under your desk while you spread your legs and let them go down on you."
"I didn't!" Miranda argued, then grinned. "I said I wanted to sit on my desk with my feet on the arms of my chair while they did it."
"I stand corrected."
"Yeah, not proud of it, but I've thought about a few over the years. Especially since I started here. I feel better thinking about boys without teen at the end of their age."
"We all do it. Show me a teacher, male or female, that's taught older kids for years who says they have never run the student teacher fantasy through their head, and I'll show you a liar."
"When I was a student I always thought it was the guy teachers who were pervy, had a couple of them," she scrunched her face up. "Dirty bastards, I even had one offer me an A instead of my B if I would suck him off right there on the spot."
"Get that A?"
"Hell no," Miranda exclaimed. "It's not just pervy, its unethical. We're teachers, these kids look up to us."
"They look up at you when they're going down in your fantasy." Susan smirked.
"What happens in my head stays there."
"Good answer, but I've been there. I've had some juniors and seniors here I wouldn't mind bending over my desk for. Instead, those stupid giggly little tarts get all that good fucking and they don't even appreciate it."
"They don't drain batteries, they drain balls." Miranda nodded.
"Oh, that was dirty," Susan looked impressed. "Sure, it's not time you did some draining?"
"You know after I locked Nick out of the house when one of his friends who finally felt bad for me sent me a picture of him and his latest tramp, I started going through all his shit and found a bottle of Viagra."
"You'd think girls that young would be all the Viagra you'd need." Susan frowned. "Sorry, didn't mean it that way."
"No worries, point is these trollops have no idea what's waiting for them at our age. Batteries, blue pills if you want a second round, and sixty nine becomes you do me I owe you one, and they never pay that debt."
"Its time, Miranda." Susan grinned. "You hear yourself? You have sexual frustration on the brain."
"Not saying you're wrong, just don't think I could." Miranda changed the subject from her. "What about now? Have any studs this year you thought about?"
"One or two. This year I found out one of my female students had a thing for me."
"Must like small tits."
"Bitch. But this semester there was no one that really did it for me. I know they're legit hot when Tim becomes them when I close my eyes."
"Classy," Miranda grinned and drained the rest of her coffee. "Wow, I needed this."
"What about you? Have any hot ones?"
"Not really."
'Liar!" Susan pointed to her. "Tristan Brit?"
"Oh, right," Miranda nodded. "Him."
"Yeah him, Mr. dark perfect hair, green eyes, cleft chin and abs you could break a walnut on?"
"Sure, he's okay."
"Okay? Are you going to lie now? Why are you getting all funny with me?"
"Fine, he's," she couldn't hold back a smile. "Damn fine."
"I know, he was in my class two semesters ago." Susan went on. "Easy going too, he seems sweet," she licked her lips. "Made me want to ruin him even more."
"True, he doesn't seem cocky like a lot of the jocks. Good kid."
"I wouldn't mind his kid in me," Susan whistled. "He used to sit in the front row and in these tight ass jeans and I could see his damn bulge." She put her hands up. "Let's face it. we're as bad as the guys."
"Sometimes."
"So why didn't you just say him when I asked?"
"Don't you have tests to grade?"
"Aha!" Susan slapped the desk. "I know why. I bet you've thought about him. Maybe he's the one you were sitting on your desk for in your dirty little fantasy."
Miranda blushed, and Susan laughed.
"How cute are you, blushing like a teenager. Why? Its natural, especially in your state."
"I'm not in a state, and yes, I've had some thoughts about him, and you're right, it shows it's been a while. I've never thought of a student that way before."
"Seriously?"
"A passing thought, but never," she pushed away a few of the images she'd had involving her going full blown wild cat on a twenty year old student. "Other things."
"You get wet looking at him in class? Right at your desk?" Susan smirked. "Ever try to see if he looks at you?"
"No, I always dress appropriately."
"Sometimes damn frigid." The smile was widening. "But I do recall seeing you in some shorter skirts and tighter blouses, couple had a V-neck."
"Stop it. Sometimes I just wanted to feel a little better about myself, okay?"
"Don't get defensive, I'm only teasing," she winked. "And wondering if you were trying any teasing."
"Of course not!" she snapped a little too quickly and way too loudly.
"You have! Has he looked?"
She slumped in the chair. "I'm not proud, but one day I went over because I could see he was texting under his desk, and I had one of those lower cut shirts on and leaned over in front of him."
"And?"
Miranda couldn't help smiling. "Let's just say I could have used the 'my eyes are up here' line."
"Cock tease!"
"Please, kid like that is banging any girl he wants. He might have looked because boobs are boobs, but he doesn't want a teacher his mother's age."
"Cougar, milf, teacher, all go to fantasies for kids his age. So would you?"
"Would I what?"
"Sleep with him or any student?"
"Never."
"Try this way, you won't get caught. Free hall pass."
"Still think it's wrong."
"Even if they want it?"
"Why are we playing this game?"
"I like to play it out in my mind. Maybe I just want to know I'm not wrong for thinking I would if I weren't married and wouldn't catch any shit."
"Hate to make you feel bad, but I don't think I could ever seduce a student."
"I said part of the game is they want it."
"Still wrong to me. Its kind of like abuse of power."
"Some people like abuse, even pay for it." Susan rose from her chair. "But okay goody two shoes. You're a better woman than me."
"Goes without saying," Miranda quipped. "I got the boobs, remember?"
"What good are they when you're the only one touching them? Susan retorted. "You still coming for dinner Friday night?"
"Wouldn't miss it. Tell Tim I'll wear my hair down and even put some Aquanet in it for him."
"I'm getting some for sure!" Susan laughed. "I'm off to grade a few more then head home. Try not to stay too late."
"Not like I have anything better to do." Miranda slid back up to her desk and picked up her red pen.
"Who's fault is that?" Susan asked, then with a wave left the office, closing the door behind her.
"Nicks," Miranda said softly, then stared down at her long red nails.
She did her nails and went for a pedicure every week, still trying to look good and for what? For who? She wasn't ready to trust anyone again, but Susan was right, meaningless casual sex didn't require any commitment. Why couldn't she do it?"
She looked at the pen in her hand and muttered what she always told her students.
"No complaining about the grade. You're responsible for your work and yourselves."
Her frustration was her fault and no one else, and she was the only one who could do anything about it.
The question was could she?
Chapter Two
Miranda's eyes darted from the letter of recommendation she was currently working on to the time at the bottom of the screen. 4:20. At 4:30 her last appointment of the day, for that matter the semester, would be coming in.
She should be relieved, but instead felt the anxiety she'd been experiencing periodically during the day become a constant over the last half hour. The feeling wasn't the fault of the last student she would see after ten years of teaching at URI, but hers.
In ten minutes, Tristan Britt would come in to discuss his final exam grade with her. Nothing uncommon about that. Professors usually did everything they could to get students their final grade with a couple of days left in the semester to talk before they submitted the final grade at the end of the day on Friday.



Usually, it was to complain the score was too low and start arguing over the essay, which unlike the formal questions, didn't have absolute rights or wrongs and were more subjective.
On occasions if the student could push their points and explain how they came to them, Miranda and other professors would boost the final score a few points. In most cases that few points would help their GPA and Miranda was happy to do it, if they put up a good thought provoking counterpoint to her initial opinion.
Other times it was, as she was currently involved in, asking for a letter of recommendation for those continuing their education in professions that required additional years.
But for some, the reason for their visit, and the results of the conversation, had far more important implications. Miranda had a feeling Tristan's was going to be one of those.
It would be far from her first, nor would it be her last, as University of Florida would be a new school, but the same job. Sometimes Miranda could help and work something out, even writing an appeal to scholarship foundations on behalf of the student asking for some leniency.
Other times the gap was too far, and the conversation ended with an upset student, and Miranda feeling as if she'd failed in her job. But this one would be far more difficult because there was more to it, than a simple yes or no on whether she could help. This time in the back of her mind there was another option.
"What are you willing to do for me?"
Just those words caused a wave of self-loathing to flow through her. What was the matter with her? She was a professor, a professional with a responsibility to her students to be the best teacher, and as fair and ethical as she could be.
Let alone the fact he was less than half her age, and the combination of the two issues made her feel like she was a reject from a porn remake of the old movie The Graduate.
Goddamn Susan sitting there in her office going on about sleeping with a student if you could get away with it. Worse, she mentioned Tristan specifically. Miranda had downplayed it, and Susan had caught on, pressing her for details.
She'd tossed her a bone, admitting she had thought about Tristan a few times, which was more than she'd ever thought of any student prior to this semester. After her longtime friend and co-worker kept pressing on the topic she'd held to the right response, that she never would.
Susan's admission that under the ideal fantasy conditions, as in a guarantee of no repercussions, she would do it, should have made Miranda feel a bit better about her feelings.
That is if it were as simple as what she confessed to Susan, an occasional thought and the one time she'd shamelessly given him a view down her blouse. Truth was where Tristan was concerned fantasy had given way to infatuation, and at this point the word obsession wouldn't be out of place.
Miranda blamed her situation. When the spring semester started, she'd been separated for two months, and although still heartbroken, her libido was making a comeback.
Due to her lack of sex before she threw Nick out, Miranda had herself convinced it was just sex. There was more to marriage, and to life, than sex. She was 45 years old; Nick was three years older, they weren't kids, and maybe it was time she accepted that.
She'd shut herself down sexually. Tried not to think about it, didn't watch porn, put her toys away so she wouldn't be tempted to masturbate. It wasn't easy at first, but after a while her goal had been achieved and she barely thought about sex.
With Nick gone, she was surprised to find her urges not only returning, but with a vengeance. Miranda's nights were full of wet dreams and during the day she found herself looking at men like a starving woman would stare at a steak.
She began having waking fantasies of those men. The good looking guy who pumped her gas, bending her over the car and filling her up instead of the tank. The UPS guy fulfilling every big package joke right down to giving her a delivery in the rear.
When school first started Miranda looked at her male students the way she always did. Yes, some were cute, but they were kids to her, kids she was there to educate, not see as objects of desire.
Except for Tristan.
As Susan had noted, he was frustratingly sexy. Everything about him from his stunning eyes to a face that one could easily see staring at you from a magazine cover, and a body that was as close to perfection as she'd ever seen.
That perfection included an ass to die for, and as Susan had called out, he either had a sock stuffed in those tight jeans or was hung like a bull. He didn't sit in front of the class so Miranda didn't have a ring side seat every day, but just the glimpse she caught of him coming and going from class had her hot and bothered.
After a few weeks Tristan had not only begun starring in her increasingly vivid dreams but had quickly taken them over. Disturbed by an infatuation that was wrong in every way, Miranda struggled to keep her mind off him.
She watched porn, forced herself to think about the men she'd fantasized about before, and other attractive guys she saw during her everyday activities. Yet despite her efforts, once she began touching herself and her guard was down, her previous imaginary lover became Tristan.
Even jilling off watching porn, the male actor would become her student, and she, the lucky recipient of the good hard fucking on the screen. Miranda was self-aware enough to understand what was happening.
Tristan had become a focal point for her sexual frustration. At least two years of a minimal sex life, then nothing for the months after her separation. It was more than just her body craving a release, but there was also anger involved as well.
Susan's 'get even' mentality had run rampant through her mind. Not that Nick would care, her friend was wrong about that, and she didn't even need him to know. The 'revenge' would just be for her.
Getting laid, having great, no holds barred, panties off, skirt over the hips, fucked against the wall sex, would be good for her. Validation she was still a sexy desirable woman, satisfaction in knowing she was one hell of a lover that any man would appreciate being with.
Most importantly, her getting the sex she deserved. No hang ups, feeling wanted rather than the chore Nick had made her feel like sex was, and cutting loose and going wild. Pleasing and being pleased by someone who desired and lusted after her as a woman.
The fixation on Tristan was more than his looks, it was the fact he was forbidden fruit. The other men Miranda had thought of prior to him, and still interacted with now. could be had with no repercussions.
But Tristan was the double whammy of being off limits due to her profession, and the taboo of his age. As much of a man as he was physically, he was still a kid to her. She'd played it off with Susan, but Miranda was aware of the popularity of cougars and milfs.
She also knew that their conversation about how every longtime teacher, male or female, who taught at Highschool, and college level had the thought of a student pass through their mind, even if fleetingly.
That went double for students. Many students had fantasies of an attractive teacher, some to the same level of infatuation she was experiencing. Over the years Miranda had wondered how many students had thought of her?
Fantasizing of her going down on them, going down on her, fucking her. But there was a difference. They were young and at an age where hormones, lust, and plain old fashioned horniness overwhelmed rational thought and what was right or wrong.
Miranda was the other side of things. She was an older experienced woman, who should be well beyond her sex drive controlling her. Most importantly she knew right and wrong and there was nothing right about her having a sexual crush on one of her pupils.
But the last three months logic and ethics, took a backseat to unbridled lust and rampant fantasies. Miranda struggled to call on him in class, because even though there was no need to, Tristan always stood when he replied to her or the class, and she struggled to keep her eyes from his crotch.
It was a sad day for her as a professional when she'd caved to temptation and fed her fantasies by wearing a too tight sweater with a plunging neckline that bordered on improper, and a skirt a few inches above her knees and much snugger than her usual attire.
She had seen him using his phone under his desk and used it as an opportunity to get close and give him a view. To her carnal delight, his eyes had immediately gone where she'd hoped they would, and she remained leaning over while telling him he should know better than to be using his phone.
He'd apologized and said it wouldn't happen again, but even as he spoke his eyes lingered on her breasts which were encased in a red Victoria Secret bra which pushed them up even higher.
When she felt she'd been there long enough without looking obvious, Miranda had turned away, then added to her shame when she then leaned over the shoulder of another student who she'd noticed had briefly had Facebook open on her laptop.
She bent over further than needed, now giving Tristan a look at her ass, and although she didn't glance back, she could feel his gaze on her. Others may have been looking too, but she only cared about him.
Miranda would love to say that was rock bottom, but her brief Mrs. Robinson tease was nothing compared to her dreams which had become much more frequent and far more vivid.
Yesterday, the day after Susan had brought her coffee, Miranda had spent the day, then a good part of the evening, at home grading the finals. As soon as she finished with Tristan's, thoughts that made her prior ones look virtuous began to nag at her.
The absolute worse thoughts a teacher, or anyone in a position of authority over impressionable young people could have. Thoughts of putting her lust before her job. Of taking advantage of her position and of someone who no matter what he looked like was still a damn kid.
Or was he? No boy with Tristan's looks was a virgin. Hell, a hot kid who played sports, he was probably going through coeds like a knife through butter. She wouldn't be asking him to do anything he'd never done before.
Just to do it with a woman his mother's age who happened to be his professor.
Miranda struggled to stem the flow of those thoughts. There were things one shouldn't entertain even in fantasy. Worried it would dominate her nightly me time session, she went back to her pre divorce mentality and forced herself to go to bed without relieving herself of her just about permanent state of arousal these days.
The result was to wake from a dream so potent that as she lay there with her heart racing, and nipples and clit aching, she could still see it as clearly as she had dreamt it. Even now the details were etched into her mind. Her over her desk, her blouse open, tits popped out of her bra and her skirt up over her hips. One knee up on the desk and her thong pulled to the side while being fucked from behind.
The streaks of mascara down her cheeks, and her red lipstick smeared around her mouth spoke of having her face fucked before she'd assumed the position to get the good hard fucking she desperately needed.
A bright red outline of a hand decorated the cheek of her ass, and her head being pulled back by the fist wrapped tightly in her hair. Their other hand gripping her ankle just above the strap of her black stiletto, the one pair of fuck me shoes she owned.
Miranda could hear flesh pounding flesh, her grunting and yipping from the impact and deep penetration. Her hands gripped the edge of the desks, her fingers white knuckled from squeezing it. Her large breasts bouncing from the force of her lover's thrusts.
"Yes, baby, yes!" she cried out. Her voice was hoarse, and Miranda knew it was from her throat being used as roughly as her grateful cunt currently was.
"Harder!" she continued. "Fuck me harder!"
"Yes, ma'am!" A breathy voice said from behind her, and in that moment the angle of the view widened, allowing her to see who was fucking her.
Of course, it was Tristan.
Shirtless, his jeans down around his knees, muscles flexing in his chest and arms as he took her like she was some drunk coed he'd scored at a frat party. Taking her with a cock her imagination had made to match that damned bulge.
Long, thick, glistening from his teachers wet needy cunt, and blessed with the energy and stamina only a boy half her age could exhibit. Youth, enthusiasm, and lust, combined to have his teacher shamelessly begging for more.
Tristan moaned her name, gave her several more thrusts, then pulled his cock from inside her. Miranda's dream self turned and dropped to her knees, her mouth wide open and her hands under her tits, offering them to him.
His first squirt went into her mouth, the second splattered her right cheek. He kept stroking, hitting her chin, then aiming lower and catching each of her heaving breasts with a pearly white stripe of cum.
Miranda pushed his cum out of her mouth with her tongue, sending it flowing down her chin like a porn star wannabe. When Tristan pushed the oozing head of his cock against her sticky lips, she obediently parted them and slurped him into her mouth.
She bobbed her head, her eyes rolling back as she sucked while his cum dripped down her face and slid over her tits to land on her stomach and thighs.
"That's it, suck it," Tristan moaned, grabbing her hair and shoving his cock balls deep down her throat. "You really needed this didn't you, Professor?"
"Hmm!" she agreed as she noisily slurped on his still hard dick.
"Needy, desperate, and pathetic," he whispered pulling his cock from between her lips. "Look at you, middle aged woman on her knees with cum on her face. Taking advantage of a student and trading a grade for a fuck, having me pretend I really want your used up cunt, and not just doing what I have too."
Even at the end of a hot dream her misgivings had risen to bite her in the ass. Dream Tristan's derision was her subconscious self-loathing making itself known in the midst of her forbidden passion.
Yet the imagery of the dream up until those last few seconds had her so wet her panties peeled from her sticky flesh when she'd rolled over. Miranda had crossed her legs and ground her thighs together, squirming on the bed and whimpering like a teenage girl who hadn't learned how to masturbate yet.
She tried to resist, but her body was in overdrive, and with an air of surrender she bent her legs, lifted her ass, and pulled her panties off. Miranda didn't stop there. Sitting up she stripped off the plain black T-shirt she wore to bed and tossed it away.
She lay back completely naked and opened her legs so wide, she could hook her ankles along the edge of the mattress on either side of her. Her need was so urgent she didn't take the time to grab her vibe or bullet.
Miranda shoved both hands between her flushed sweaty thighs and buried two fingers in her soaking slit while rubbing her clit with so hard and fast it bordered on violent.
She came like an animal, throwing her head back and crying out so loudly she felt that Mary and her husband, whose bedroom was above hers, had to hear her. She continued to pleasure herself as she writhed on the bed, moaning as her mind filled with the image of her being fucked over the desk.
When she finished, she lay there for a few minutes, trying to calm herself down and when it didn't happen, she masturbated a second time. This time more slowly, entertaining herself with images of Tristan going down on her, making her come in his face while she thrashed on her desk.
The desk she'd cleaned off in between appointments today so the only items left on it were the phone, and the laptop. Miranda had to clean it anyway with tomorrow being her last day, but she knew damn well she was playing a dangerous game with herself.
A game that led to the way she was dressed. Miranda had been seeing students all day. Everything from haggling their grades to letters to a few who popped in to say goodbye and wished her luck at her next job.
A few fellow professors and other school staff had dropped in to say the same. Sitting behind her desk, Miranda looked quite professional. A brick red blazer over a sheer white long sleeve blouse buttoned up to the collar.
The buttoned blazer covered the fact the inappropriate blouse showed off the black bra beneath it. The Victoria secret bra which featured half cups leaving the inner portion of her breasts bare and were as sheer as her blouse. A strategically placed small pink bow covered each of her rosy nipples, but everything else was on display.
From the waist down, Miranda's ensemble was harder to hide and why she'd remained seated all day, calling for people to come in, and only rising a couple times to give a co-worker a hug goodbye.
She stayed behind the desk even for that, only easing around enough to embrace them and not stepping out in the open. If she had they'd see her black skirt was short enough to identify as a mini.
Thigh length and snug fitting, it showed off the curve of her hips and ass, and showed an improper-for a 45 year old teacher anyway-amount of leg. Her legs were accentuated by the pair of heels she'd dug out of the closet after seeing them in her dream.
Black stilettos she could barely walk in and had brought into the school in the box she'd brought to pack up her personal belongings. Once settled in, she'd slid off the sensible pumps she'd arrived in, and slipped on the heels, which featured a strap along the length of the top of her foot, one that buckled around her ankle.
The fuck me shoes she hadn't worn since their cruise to celebrate their fifteenth anniversary at a time she could not only walk, but dance in them, then left them on for the real celebration back when they had a good sex life.
But even back then he'd been fooling around with her best friend.
"None of that," she told herself as she looked down at her bright red painted toes peeking out from the open front of the shoe.
No more living in the past, today closed a chapter for her, and a new one would soon be opening. New state, new job, new life, and hopefully some new fun. But for her last day part of her was determined to take Susan's advice when she'd told her to go out with a bang.
The other part knew she was just toying with herself. There was no way she was going to go through with it. In fact, "it" might not even exist. It would all depend on what she was going to insist on being a professional conversation.
Maybe Tristan didn't even want to discuss his grade. She didn't know his exact situation so maybe he only wanted a recommendation or to say goodbye. Miranda told herself that although he'd be saying goodbye to her with her hair down and brushed out and her lips in the same slut red as her fingers and toes, it meant nothing.
Just how she decided to dress for her last day. After all, what said departing teacher better than trashy make up, party heels and a pair of pink trimmed lace black Cheekini panties.
Miranda had bought them a year ago and just opened the package this morning. She owned a few thongs but liked the way these covered more of her ass, showing it off through the lace, but not allowing for as much bare flesh.
A compromise between a coed and an old lady when it came to underwear, she thought wryly. On the surface Miranda was dressed like a porn star ready to do a teacher themed shoot, but inside she told herself she was just indulging a fantasy, and maybe getting a few appraising looks from Tristan and nothing more.
Because there would be nothing more, dammit. She wasn't that horny or desperate.



Was she?
A light knock on her door told her she was about to find out.
Chapter Three
"Hold on!" Miranda called out, then rose from the desk and walked to the door.
She'd locked it after her last appointment before Tristan so no one else would come in and be there when he arrived. Taking things further she'd then left a note on the door to only come in if you had an appointment.
People would assume she was wrapping things up for the year or packing up her personal belongings as she wouldn't be coming back after tomorrow. Part of Miranda claimed that was true, the other part continued to cover her ass in case things went her way.
Which way was that? Right or wrong seemed to be the only options. On the side of wrong, she'd also locked it as an excuse to meet Tristan at the door and let him get a look at her before she went back to her desk.
"Hello, Tristan," she greeted him as she opened the door and stepped to the side so he could come in.
"Professor Willow," he replied as he walked past her. "Thank you for seeing me."
"No worries, I always try to be here for my students."
Miranda thumbed the lock on the door and walked towards her desk.
"Did you just lock the door?" Tristan stopped on his way to her desk.
Not the start she was looking for in either direction.
"You saw the note, I want to make sure I give everyone the time they deserve." Miranda had stopped, trying to put him at ease so he would focus on her, and nothing else. God, she was pathetic. "I've had people popping in all day, and you're my last appointment so I don't want any distractions."
"Bet you can't wait to get out," he nodded. "Last real day for teachers too, tomorrow this place will be pretty empty."
"Yes, getting a little anxious." That was an understatement
She walked past him as she spoke, drifting a little closer than she normally would and hoping he'd catch the scent of her Coco Chanel perfume and so she'd have to cross in front of him to get to her desk.
"Wow, you look different," he said to her back as she made her way around the desk.
"What do you mean?" She tried not to let the childish wave of giddiness that his remark caused affect her tone.
"Your hair. I've never seen it all the way down like that."
"Figured its my last couple of days so I could relax and literally let my hair down, no?"
"You have a lot of hair," he commented as he walked over. "Big hair. Reminds me of the pictures of my mom from high school."
Jesus, sixty seconds in and she already felt like a fool.
"I know, very eighties," she left out the addition of porn star Susan's husband had added to those words to describe her. "Guess I'm a throwback."
"I like it," he sent her mercurial feelings sailing the other way. "Kind of wild."
"Don't know about wild," she spoke slowly to keep her voice under control. She remained next to the desk and unbuttoned her blazer, slipping it off. "Maybe Fun."
"Definitely fun," he agreed, his voice reflecting some of the surprise on his face as his eyes moved immediately to her impressive breasts encased in the bra which clearly showed through the shirt.
Her heart fluttered when his gaze dropped, starting at her feet, slowly roaming up her long legs, and lingering on the lower portion of her thighs hugged by the tight hem of the skirt.
His attention went back to her chest, and either he was so caught off guard he wasn't aware he was blatantly staring, or he didn't care if she saw him looking. Bad Miranda, as she was beginning to see herself, would take either.
Miranda made herself move, draping the blazer over the back of her chair, so it wouldn't be a case of her staring at him staring.
"Yeah, you think I look like fun?" Easy, she warned herself. She didn't want to be flirty right away, in fact she hoped she could refrain from it at all...or did she?"
"Seriously fun," he nodded. "You look a lot younger, and kind of, I don't know," he trailed off and gave her a rueful grin. "Sorry, I didn't mean young like you usually look old or anything like that."
His comment drove home the difference in their age. She was a woman, a predatory one in the moment, and he was a boy.
"A woman my age will always take the word young as a compliment." She took him off the hook.
"Age is a number," he smiled. "Only as old as you feel, right?" He gave her a smile she swore was flirty but knew that she'd want it to be, so wasn't sure it was real or her imagination.
"And today I thought I'd feel young," she dropped the double entendre casually, wondering if he'd pick it up. "Its good to feel young sometimes, even playful."
"That's the word," he snapped his fingers. "Playful!"
"You like playful?" Jesus she was already going too far too soon. "The look I mean?"
"I like the look on you." He pointed downward. "Those shoes don't say playful though."
"My shoes?" she looked down, feigning confusion. "What do they say?"
"Hardcore," he told her, those are some serious club shoes," he told her, then added with a knowing smile "I see what's going on."
"You do?" Her stomach tightened.
"I'm not dumb," he shook his head. "You're going out after work, aren't you? Little end of semester celebration?"
She relaxed somewhat; he'd given her an excuse for her outfit if she needed one.
"Got me," she gave him a smile she felt turned out to be more inviting than wry, but emboldened by the pass he'd unwittingly given her, she didn't care. "I'm thinking about having a good time after we talk."
"Then I don't want to keep you from that," he surprised her with a wink. "Work hard play hard, right?"
"Sometimes you can manage both if you're lucky." She returned the wink; and was instantly unnerved by how easily she was slipping into this game.
She gestured to the one chair remaining in front of her desk. Before he sat, she returned the favor, giving him a once over of her own. Damn, he was gorgeous. High cheek bones, coupled with a rugged jaw.
Those piercing green eyes, and the scruff of a couple of days growth around that perfect and bright smile. His shock of thick curly black hair that sometimes was gelled without so much as a hair out of place, other times a tousled mess, she knew was deliberate.
He wore a plain black URI T-shirt that hugged his well-developed upper arms and stretched across both his chest and broad shoulders. As always, he wore jeans, today a faded blue pair with the presold rips that kids paid extra for.
Miranda swore the jeans, like the t-shirt were bought small on purpose, because they hugged his ass, and called attention to that ever present bulge. She knew his cock would be as magnificent as it had been in her dream.
However big it was, Miranda would make use of all of it. Back in her wild high school and college days, she was quite popular due to the combination of her looks, amazing tits, and the fact she wasn't exactly hard to get.
Not just that, but she'd garnered a well earned reputation among the boys for giving amazing head. Miranda loved to suck cock and learning early on she had no gag reflex; there wasn't a cock she couldn't deep throat.
Now, all these years later, she could add experience to her unfortunately long unused skills and knew she could suck Tristan's dick far better than any of the little tarts he'd been with.
"You okay, Professor?"
"Oh, sorry" Miranda blinked. She'd been having a damn moment right in front of him, her mind once again making it clear which direction she wanted this to go. "I've been working late."
She continued as she sat down across from him, leaning back in the chair so he'd still have a good view of her chest.
"I wanted the class to have their exams early. That way if anyone has any questions or concerns, we have some time to discuss it."
"Perfect," he gave her a nervous smile. "Because I'd like to discuss mine."
This would be exactly what the depraved part of her had hoped would be the case. Tristan had been hovering around a high C all semester and needed to score in the mid-eighties on the final to get a B one for his final grade.
Unfortunately, his grade came out to 78, but she bumped him three points to an 81 so he could have a B for the test. He did seem to work hard and try; English just wasn't his thing as from what she heard from other professors he was a solid B occasional A student.
He was never late, never a problem in class except for the occasional texting which they all did, and always polite and respectful to her and the other students. Miranda was impressed by that, in her experience the good looking frat kid athlete tended to be an arrogant jerk.
It also made her recall Susan's remark that the fact he wasn't an asshole made her want him even more. However, regardless of all that, and him being her waking fantasy, she'd graded fairly, given him a slight bump, but she couldn't justify anything higher.
"I recall I gave you a low B so I don't know what the issue is," she replied.
"Right, thing is I'm on a scholarship."
"Athletic?"
"Yes, but because URI doesn't have a great baseball program the scholarship does focus heavy on my grades because its not like a lot of scouts come running here, and honestly I know I'm not good enough to play ball for a living."
"It should always be that way. These big money schools that give scholarships to kids for sports then let them half ass their classes and have people take their tests aren't helping these kids. Sports is no guarantee for a life skill."
"I agree," he nodded. "I have to maintain a 3.5 and I only managed a C in one of my majors, so I need an A in this class to make up for it."
"Tristan, I'm sure you know that even an A on this test would only give you a B for the semester," Miranda pointed out.
"I know, but I did the math and figured it would be a high B, and then maybe if you could kind of," he rolled his hand. "Round it up, I'd get an A."
"So, you're asking me to give you an A on the test and on top of that still bump your semester average up a few points for an A for a final grade?"
"I know it's a lot, but could you?"
"I've already helped you out, Tristan. Your score was lower, but I think you're a good young man and have always conducted yourself properly and respectfully in the classroom. So, I gave you a few more points on your essay to get you that B."
"I didn't know that," he admitted. "And I really appreciate that, and the nice things you just said, but Professor Willow, I really need that A. My parents split a couple of years ago.
"My father's a damn deadbeat who doesn't pay towards my school or anything else, and my mom already works two jobs just to keep the house up and food on the table."
"I'm sorry to hear that, I really am, but..."
"If I lose the scholarship, I can't pay for next year and I have to quit a handful of credits short of a degree. I'm not going to get a good job without one, and my mom's killing herself for me and she deserves me to be able to make her life easier."
'I'm sure she does, and you're an amazing young man for thinking that way." God, sexy, sweet, and cares about his mom? Tristan was doing what she thought was impossible and making her want him even more.
"But I can't do that," she continued. Hear that? You can't, so stop this sick game, right now. "You're asking me to jump you two grades."
"I was close to a B, and you gave me that. I figure that's half a grade, so the A makes it more like a grade and a half." He snapped his fingers. "Or just ten or so points. That's a better way to look at it."
"How is that fair to other students, Tristan?" Another good point to take the high road.
"It's not." He lowered his head. "And I know that, but I'm desperate. The C was in Professor Richards class and he's...well, you know."
"A pretentious petty asshole." Miranda nodded, then grinned at the look on his face. "I'm a short timer, I can say that now."
"He is, and you're leaving? Like for good?"
"Yes, I accepted an offer at Florida University. Time for a change."
"Oh, well good luck," he extended his hand, and she took it.
His hand was hard and calloused, and even though he barely squeezed her much smaller hand, she could feel the restrained strength in his grip, and it sent an unwanted thrill through her as she imagined him grabbing her hard, squeezing her, pinning her down.
"Some rough hands," she joked and opening her top drawer which she hadn't cleaned out yet removed the small bottle of lotion she kept there and handed it to him. "Feel free."
"It's lavender." He frowned. "Kind of girlie."
"Hey, no judgment." She laughed. "Besides, girls like soft hands."
"Some girls like rough hands too." He noted, then his eyes widened. "I'm sorry, that didn't sound right."
"It's okay," Miranda told him, thinking she'd pretty much just proved that with her previous thought. "I don't mind them myself." Okay, it was her turn to regret saying it, but of course she didn't.
"Well, hopefully your husband has them," he pushed on the top of the bottle squirting some in his palm.
"I'm divorced. That's why I'm moving, need a change of scenery."
"Damn, what fool would divorce a woman like you?" He rubbed the lotion between his hands.
"I'm sorry?"
"My bad. I'm kind of nervous and saying dumb things. I just mean you're pretty and you have a good job, and you seem really nice."
"Tristan, girls your age are pretty. I'm in my mid-forties, I'm sure I'm your mom's age."
"She's only 40."
"You need to work on knowing what to say to women, don't you?" she rolled her eyes.
"Guess so. I date girls not women, so talking to you is making me look like an idiot," he shrugged. "Guess I see why you're looking so playful, going out and making up for some lost time?"
"It would take a lot more than a night to make up for how much I've lost out on," she grunted, sounding more bitter than she'd meant to. "But speaking of girl's lavender is an aphrodisiac. Can't hurt to smell like it."
"Wow," he blinked. "I didn't know that."
"Learn something new every day." Why was she messing with this kid? Even as she thought it, she added. "But I doubt you have trouble with girls."
"I do okay, I guess." He looked at his hands, then sniffed them, first a quick sniff, then he inhaled deeply. "Must not work, I'm not in the mood."
He completely deadpanned the line, and Miranda burst out laughing.
"That was good!" She clapped. "Point for you."
"Can I get a few more and an A?"
"I can't, hon, and I'm sorry. You do seem like a good kid, but it's not right."
"Know why my hands feel this way?" He didn't wait for an answer. "Because I got a job working 6 to midnight five nights a week at Fed Ex loading and unloading trucks to help my mom with the mortgage because we were going to lose the house."
"Again, you're a good man, Tristan."
"I don't have as much time to study as I used to. Look at my grades before this semester, I have close to a 4.0. This and assholes class are the only C's I've gotten since goddamn middle school, and even then, they're almost B's. I just couldn't put as much time in."
"I'm sorry life is hard for you and your mom; it shouldn't have to be that way. Your father sounds like my ex, he stuck me with a lot of bills, almost lost my house from under me."
"But you have a good job, my mom works as a waitress and at Wal-Mart, all she wants is to see me do better, and I can! I just need to get through this year. Senior year I have less courses. I can work and have enough time for them."
Miranda thought about it. She was leaving after this class, anyway. Why not do a good deed on the way out the door? No, it wasn't fair. How many other kids had lost scholarships for not keeping up their grades?
"Please?" Tristan put his hands out. "There has to be something I can do. Extra credit?"
"Extra credit? Tristan the semester is over tomorrow there's no time." Sure, there was, no one would bother her until everyone had to be out by seven.
"But you still have tomorrow, and you haven't put my grade in yet."
"Maybe," she cautioned him with her finger. "I could talk to the Dean's office. Sometimes they can put in a word with the people who gave you the scholarship. You can claim a hardship maybe with your mom's financial situation and you having to work." Good Miranda was back as years of being a professional kicked in, trying to handle this the right way.
"They don't care, I'm just a number to them. You seem like you care that's why I'm asking, no," he corrected himself as he rose to his feet, clasping his hands together "I'm begging you, please help me with this."
"There's nothing I can do."
"You can do it," he snapped his fingers. "You just said you're leaving so it's not like anyone would find out!"
"Tristan," she shook her head. "No."
"It'll be good karma for you. Great start to a new life, right?"
"You're killing me," she sighed, and in more ways than one as her eyes darted to his crotch which was face level with her in the chair. She thought of her dream where she had been blowing him. Behind her lips, her tongue slid over her teeth, yearning to taste him.
Her mind drifted back to wondering how big he was and how she could be the best head he ever had. Better fuck too. She was a real woman who could handle a hard core fucking. Miranda bet if he were as hung as he looked, he had to go easy with the little bitches. Then again, she hadn't had it put to her good in so long maybe he'd have to go slow with her.
Nah, she'd let him just take her hard, use her, make her feel it. It would no doubt be a good pain. But that's after she'd show him the difference between a coed and a woman in her prime, make his damn eyes roll.
She craved the feeling of having her mouth stuffed with cock. Young hard cock. Miranda felt her face flushing and a trickle of sweat slid down her back.
"Professor Willow," he continued, his voice taking on a pleading tone. "There has to be something I can do."
Oh, there's plenty you could do.
"I told you, there's no time to get any extra credit."
"What about you?"
"Me?"
"Can I help you? Do you need something done? You're moving, right? I can help you pack or load your truck?"
He was speaking in a rush and his voice was beginning to tremble.
"That wouldn't be right," she said softly. "I'm your teacher."
"I'll help you after you're my teacher. No more teacher as of Friday. Give me the grade and then I'll do anything for you," he slowed himself down by taking a deep breath. "Anything."
She wasn't his teacher after Friday. After Friday when the last bell rang all he'd be is a young man doing something for her. That was her hall pass, she'd no longer be working for the school. He could meet her at her place, it wouldn't be as wrong.
But he'd already have the A. What if he stiffed her? Miranda lowered her gaze and tapped a red nail on the desk. Every dream, every waking fantasy had been of making this as wrong as possible, doing him right here in her office, on school property, still as his teacher.
"Professor?" She could hear the tremor in his voice. He desperately needed this, and it would be wrong to use that. But she needed something just as desperately, so they'd be helping each other out, what was so wrong about it?
It would be wrong if he didn't want her. She wouldn't want him to just do it because he had to. Another issue hit her, and so hard, before she could stop, she asked the question.
"Tristan, do you have a girlfriend?"
"Huh?" He looked justifiably surprised by the question, but then shrugged. "No, between school and work I'm always tired. The girls want to go out and I have no time or money."
"Good looking kid like you all alone. Kind of a shame, no?"
Miranda's voice also had a tremor to it, but one of excitement. If he'd answered yes to dating someone it would have been the end of the conversation. His answer of no on the other hand had just slammed the door on anything resembling morals and rational thought.



Go out with a bang.
"Why do you ask?"
"Because," Miranda rose from her chair, and closing the laptop unplugged it. "I thought of a way you could get that A."
She handed him the laptop. "Put that on the chair behind you, please."
He took it, and did as she asked, his face breaking out in a hopeful smile.
"Seriously?"
"I wouldn't joke about this." She picked up the phone and leaning over put it on the floor so the surface of the desk was completely clear.
"That's great!" He clapped his hands. "What do you want me to do?"
Miranda took a deep breath.
"Honey," she popped open the top button of her blouse. "You're going to do me."
Chapter Four
"What did you say?" Tristan's green eyes went wide.
"You need something from me, and baby," she flicked her tongue across her red lips. "You have something I want."
She continued unbuttoning her shirt while watching Tristan's eyes follow the motion. He had a look of disbelief on his face that she'd find funny under other circumstances, but right now she was out to prove she wasn't kidding.
She reached the last button.
"I know you want an A," she pulled her blouse open, exposing her breasts which were barely contained, and concealed, by the skimpy transparent bra. "But how about a pair of Ds?"
"Wow!" Tristan whistled.
"Yeah?" she smiled. "You like..."
"That was a really bad line," He shook his head.
"Oh, god," she felt her face grow even hotter, but now from embarrassment, not desire. "I'm sorry, I feel like such an..."
"But some goddamn beautiful tits!" Tristan finished. "Holy shit, they're big!"
"I...you really like them?" So much for being the older more mature woman, between being not only relieved, but giddy, she sounded like a nervous girl his age.
"They're even better than I thought they'd be," he gave her a sly smile. "And I thought about them a lot."
Miranda's heart raced at his words, and her nipples stiffened behind the bows.
"You thought of me?" She sounded as breathless as she felt. "You...you want me?"
"Oh, yeah," his eyes lingered on her chest. "I always thought you were hot, then that day you showed off, letting me look down your shirt? I've been thinking about you ever since." He dragged his eyes from her breasts and met her gaze.
"I knew you did it on purpose and I figured that meant you'd thought about me."
"I've been thinking about you," she couldn't believe this, she didn't have to feel like she was pushing him into it. "But I had no idea you'd want me."
"Can I ask you something, Professor?"
"Miranda," she whispered. "And go ahead."
"What do you think I meant when I said I'd do anything?" He came around the desk and she turned to face him. "I was playing dumb; it was going around school you got divorced and you weren't wearing your ring anymore."
"You were going to offer to fuck me?" In her heels they were the same height and her dark eyes stared into his, loving how bright they were and how he boldly returned her stare.
"Say that again," Tristan put his hands on her sides, just over her hips, and the way his large hands and long fingers wrapped around her sent a shiver through her.
"You want to fuck me?" she whispered.
"Prof...Miranda," his voice had a tremor of excitement to it that added to hers. "I need to fuck you."
"Then what are you waiting for?" She cupped her breasts, hefting them, offering them to him. "Show me how bad you want them."
"Yeah," he hesitated, Except, um...here?" He looked around her office. "We could go back to your place."
"Every time I've dreamt of you taking me it was," she tapped the desk for emphasis. "Right here."
"Damn," his hands slid higher up her sides and his rough hands on her soft flesh had her pussy flowing and her hips already rocking. "That's nasty."
"Besides," she grabbed his wrists and pulled his hands to her breasts. "Go big or go home, right?"
As his hands cupped her breasts, she gripped his cock through his jeans. "You feel like you can go pretty big."
"Bigger by the second," he fondled her breasts, his strong hands gently squeezing them, and she couldn't hold back a soft moan when his palms grazed her nipples through her bra.
"Good thing," Her hand slid along the length of his erection. God, he was long, and so hard! "Because you have some extra credit to earn, don't you?"
"Easiest A ever!"
"I'm feeling pretty easy, I...hmmf!"
His lips pressed to hers, kissing her hard and with a bold confidence that both shocked, and aroused her. He squeezed her breasts harder, his fingers digging roughly into her soft flesh.
Damn, he wasn't shy, nor did he have a gentle touch, and Miranda was just fine with both. She wasn't fucking a student in her office because she wanted to be made love to. Miranda needed to be ridden hard and put away sore, wet, and satisfied, and Tristan was off to a great start in accomplishing that.
But she was going to make it clear that could work both ways. She pulled her head back, breaking their kiss.
"I don't want it to be easy," she returned the favor, gripping his cock hard enough to make him groan. "You're going to work for it, baby," she teasingly flicked her tongue across his lips. "An A doesn't come easy," she whispered. "And neither do I."
"I do like a teacher that challenges me." Tristan released her breasts and slid his hands up through her hair. Taking her head in his hands he kissed her, this time even more forcefully.
Unlike the first time, Miranda wasn't caught off guard and returned the kiss with equal passion. She groaned when Tristan ran his hands through her air as his lips worked against hers. Her hand remained on his cock, stroking him through his jeans, her mouth and pussy both watering at the thought of having it between both sets of lips.
Her lust rising, she drove her tongue into his mouth. His hands went to her blouse, sliding it back over her shoulders as his tongue danced across hers. Miranda felt the blouse slide down her back and with her lips still engaged with his, released his cock to fumble with the buttons on her wrists.
He made her yelp in surprise when he pulled her hands open, then grabbed the sleeves and yanked them down. A wave of heat flowed through her as the buttons popped and he tore the blouse from her hands, throwing it across the room.
His lips left hers, sliding along her cheek, then found her neck.
Miranda whimpered in pleasure as he sucked on her tender flesh, and let her head fall back, giving him better access. She loved the way her long hair felt caressing her bare back, but not as much as the way his hands felt as he encircled her waist, his rough palms on the small of her back.
Miranda grabbed the bottom of his shirt, yanking it up, and he lifted his arms, easing his head back so she could pull it over his head. Before she'd even tossed it aside his lips were back on hers, his tongue invading her mouth.
Her hands went to his chest, caressing it, her nails teasing along his skin. Tristan's hands were on the move as well, sliding up and down the smooth soft skin of her back, over her shoulders and up into her hair.
His right hand slid down the middle of her back and gripped her bra. Her pussy gushed and she moaned deep in her throat when he expertly popped her bra open, and she felt the cups slide partway down her breasts.
"Oh, easy," she moaned as he sucked hard on her neck. "No marks," he obediently went back to gently nibbling, his soft lips caressing her while the sharp scruff of his chin scratched her in their wake.
"Thought you didn't want it easy?" he reminded her; his breath hot on her neck.
"Hmm, you do pay attention in class," she breathed as her hands explored his rock hard stomach. "You're right, you do whatever you want, leave marks, make me remember this!"
He sucked hard enough on her neck to make her whimper and grind her hips into his. He pulled her bra straps down over her shoulders and Miranda eased her arms up, working them out of the straps.
Tristan grabbed the middle of her bra and yanked it away. With a giggle, Miranda immediately pressed against him, keeping him from seeing her tits.
"Tease," he whispered, but once again encircled her waist and crushed her against him.
His lips left her neck and found hers. Miranda sighed as they kissed with an intensity she hadn't experienced in years. She moved side to side in his grasp, pressing her soft breasts to his hard body, her nipples poking into him.
She ran her hands along his broad back, admiring the feeling of his muscles beneath his skin. She curled her hands, and he hissed into their kiss when she raked them down his back.
Miranda ran her hands back up to his shoulders and repeated the move and this time he responded with his hands going down her sides and grabbing the hem of her skirt. He pulled it up, then slipped his hands under it.
He spread his arms, and she cried out when he brought them back in, his hands catching the sides of her cheeks with a sharp slap. He grabbed the bottom of her ass and squeezed them hard, making her moan.
His right hand left her ass, and she gasped when he caught the end of her long hair and yanked her head back. His lips fastened to front of her neck, and she dug her nails into his shoulders as he sucked hard on the soft hollow of her throat.
He pulled her head back further and Miranda went off balance, taking a couple of steps backwards. When her ass hit the edge of her desk, he released her hair, gripped the backs of her thighs and effortlessly lifted her off the floor.
He sat her down on the desk, and before she could react his hands flashed upwards, catching her forearms, and pushing them away from them. Damn he was strong! The thought burned through her lust crazed mind as he continued to force her arms back and down.
Her palms met the desk, then her elbows as he leaned over her. All along his lips and tongue worked her neck, but he removed them to lean back. His eyes dropped to her now exposed breasts and without hesitation, he lowered his head and sucked her right nipple between his lips.
"Yes!" Miranda groaned as he cupped both her breasts, his tongue now circling her aching nipple.
She pushed herself up to a sitting position, her right hand in his thick hair, her left gripping his left shoulder. Tristan switched to sucking on her other nipple while rolling the one he'd been sucking between his fingers.
He gave her an unexpected pinch that made her yelp but had her squirming on the desk as he quickly pressed his lips to it, kissing it better. He pressed his face between her breasts and vigorously shook it back and forth, slapping the sides of his face with her heavy tits.
"Sorry," he grinned up at her. "I heard a couple of other guys say they'd love to motorboat your tits, so I had to try."
"Boys will be boys," she sighed, "Now get back to sucking, you're not getting an A for burying anything between my tits except your cock."
"Damn," he blinked, making her feel quite pleased with herself she could catch him off guard. "Yes, Ma'am!"
He opened wide and sucked not only her nipple, but as much of her left breast as he could fit in his mouth. Miranda's fingers clenched, her nails raking his scalp and doing into his shoulder as he sucked harder on her tender flesh.
When he released it with a smack of his lips, he shocked her by giving her tit a sharp slap. It wasn't much more than a flick of his wrist, but it strung and caused her tit to jiggle.
It also sent an electric mix of pain laced pleasure through her, and when he slapped her other breast, the feeling was far more of the latter.
"Bad boy," she whispered, then sighed when he now gently kissed and licked each of her nipples.
He sucked on each in turn, now taking his time, holding and fondling her breasts while he continued to please them. Miranda watched his tongue flutter over her swollen nub, and a surreal feeling came over her.
Was this real? Her topless on the edge of her desk while Tristan sucked her tits? It felt damn real and when he released her breasts and his hands dropped to her calves, then slowly ran up along her legs, the wet surge between them was damned convincing.
She shamelessly opened her legs further as his caress went from the outside of her leg to her inner thighs. His hands pushed up her skirt, his rough palms sliding against the soft flesh of her lush upper thighs.
When his finger grazed her pussy through her panties, her entire body jerked as if she'd been shocked, and she couldn't hold back a high pitched whimper.
"Jesus, you're soaked through," he marveled while speaking around her left nipple. "Thought that only happened in movies."
Her reply was another pathetic whine of pleasure when he pressed two fingers against her, pushing the material between her wet lips. He rubbed up and down, and when he met her clit, her hips jerked and her legs kicked along side him.
"Fuck," she breathed as he kept his fingers there and moved them in a slow circle. "That feels so good, I..." she moaned, and her eyes rolled back when he slipped his fingers beneath her panties.
"Ohhh!" she gasped when he boldly introduced his finger inside her.
"God, you're so fucking wet!" he exclaimed over her moans as he gently pumped his fingers inside her.
"Put another one in," Miranda instructed, then moaned when he did.
He pumped his fingers harder and faster, his lips seeking, and finding hers once more. Tristan shook his hand side to side and even over the breathy whimper she released into his mouth she could hear the wet squishing sounds they made in her sloppy wet cunt.
She gasped when he added a third finger, thrusting all three knuckles deep. He was taking her comment about not being easy to heart and she wasn't complaining. His fingers explored her, and he switched to roughly sucking the tender flesh of her other thigh, causing Miranda to consider that request.
Tristan was big, powerfully built, and had already displayed not only a rough touch, but slapping her breasts was something she'd never had done, and showed he really was the bad boy with the sweet side.
His cock felt as big as she'd imagined through his jeans and in a moment that caused her cunt to contract around his probing fingers, she realized she going to get it put to her the way she had in her dreams.
And she was going to love every minute of it.
Tristan worked his wrist, roughly working his fingers side to side and she had to remove her mouth from his, moaning loudly, as she removed her hand from his hair to grip his other shoulder.
Tristan, displaying experience she knew a kid this good looking surrounded by horny coeds would have gained, moved her panties further to the side and placed his thumb on her throbbing clit.
"Oh, yeah, baby!" she exclaimed, letting her head fall back.
Tristan's lips were briefly back on her neck, then slid down her chest before sliding over her right breast. Miranda released his shoulders and now leaned back on her elbows, moaning and thrusting her hips into his hand.
Tristan cupped her left tit, his thumb working her nipple the same way the other was busy on her clit. Miranda lifted her legs, bracing her heels on the edge of the desk and spreading them wide so he had more room to work her aching cunt.
Her young student showed a patience she hadn't expected as he unhurriedly fingered her while paying attention to both her swollen nipples. His thumb moved in slow circles that had her hips working, straining to push her clit harder into his touch.
Miranda released a high pitched moan that was as much frustration as pleasure as he toyed with her needy clit.
"Harder," she breathed. "I need to come, baby!"
"No," he not only removed his lips from her tit but eased his fingers from inside her.
"W...what?" she stammered, caught by surprise. "You won't make me come?"
"I didn't say that" he gave her a wicked smile. "I just figured there's a better way to do it."
His hands went up her skirt, grabbing the sides of her panties and tugging on them. Miranda lifted her hips, letting him slide them down her thighs and groaned as she felt the crotch peel away from her sticky flesh.
She put her legs together, bending them at the knees and watched her pull her panties off. He placed them to his face and when he inhaled his eyes closed and the look on his face put a smile on hers.
"You can keep them," she told him. "To remind of your favorite teacher."
"Best teacher ever," he dropped then grabbed the sides of her skirt.
Miranda hadn't thought she could get any wetter but watching him pull her skirt down her legs leaving her on her desk, completely naked except for her fuck me heels, had her flowing once more.
"I can't believe how good you look," Tristan told her. "So fucking sexy."
"You say that to all the girls," she teased as she resumed her former position, spreading her legs, her heels on the desk, shamelessly spreading for him.
"They are girls, you're a goddamn woman," he released a sharp breath. "Look at that beautiful pussy. Carpet matches the drapes," he added with a smile, but his eyes were glued between her thighs.
Miranda looked down at the patch of blonde fuzz on her mound just over her puffy pink lips and protruding clit.
"My cunt's like my tits, honey, real and spectacular."
"You," he laughed. "Really need to stop with the bad lines."
She laughed too, and it felt so good to do it. When was the last time sex had been fun? When was the last time anything had been fun? Susan had been right, and Tristan was going to officially kick off her new life, and this one was going to be much more fun.
"But" Tristan dropped to his knees between her legs. "If it tastes as good as it looks I'll let that one slide."
"I think you'll...Ohhhh!" Miranda's response came from Tristan burying his face between her thighs and his tongue plunging inside her.
Tristan shook his head, rubbing his face into her clit while his tongue swirled inside her wet slit. He slurped hard, and she felt her pussy spurt into his mouth. He moaned into her hot flesh telling her she must indeed taste as good as she looked.
He sucked again, then used his fingers to spread her wide open. He moved his tongue inside her, noisily slurping on her and making her squirm on the desk. Miranda remained on her elbows, but her hands went to her tits, capturing her nipples between her red tipped fingers and squeezing them.
Tristan eased his tongue from inside her, then keeping it rigid plunged it back in, then out and back in. God, he was tongue fucking her! She pumped her hips, meeting his tongue, her fingers busy on her nipples and her eyes locked on the dream come true of Tristan's face between her thighs.
Tristan plunged his tongue inside her once more, then ran his tongue up the length of her slit. When he reached her clit he swirled his tongue across it, the licked his way back down.
Once again, he held his tongue still, but now moved his head up and down, lapping the full length of her cunt as he held her open. Each time he reached her clit, she thrust her hips and whimpered, trying to get him to stay there, but his tongue would dip back down through the folds of her soft wet lips.
He dipped his tongue inside once more, then the next time his tongue found her clit it was a quick lick followed by a hard suck that made her breath his between her teeth. This time he stayed there, now sucking in a slow gentle rhythm.
His right hand slid down her thigh and she moaned when this time he inserted all three fingers at once. He flexed them out, stretching her open while his tongue now fluttered over her clit, peppering her throbbing button with quick soft licks.
"You know what you're doing," she whispered, as he pressed his fingers together, then opened them, letting her pussy contract, before pushing it back open. "Lot of lucky girls around here."



"Yeah," he grinned up at her. "Lot of porn too. You know, for research."
"There's no replacement for hands on learning," she replied with a smile. "How about you get your hands and tongue back on your extra credit?"
"Jeez, another corny line," he sighed dramatically, and his hot breath on her clit caused her cunt to squeeze his fingers. "Think you watch porn too."
"Make me moan and I won't be able to say anything."
"That's a win for both of us!" He winked, then gave her clit a hard suck that made her gasp.
He kept her clit between her lips, stretching it, and his tongue swirled over the tip of it. A shudder went through her body, then another when he sucked gently while keeping her in his mouth.
He curled his fingers hard inside her, and her pussy gushed around them in response. Tristan released her clit, then took it between the fingers of his left hand, squeezing it while his tongue teased it.
"Sooo good!" she groaned, squeezing her nipples harder.
Tristan response was to show off his talented tongue by playing her clit to perfection. His rapid licks went side to side, then up, down, and around, even in a couple of teasing figure eights.
He shook his wrist, slapping his fingers inside her sopping cunt, spreading and closing them. Miranda's flushed breasts heaved with her heavy breathing, and she was squeezing her nipples to the point they were getting sore.
Her hips rocked and gyrated in slow circles, helping his tongue dance across her clit. She groaned when he squeezed it harder between his fingers and switched to hard rapid sucks.
She lifted her legs, closing them, and draping them over his shoulders, her heels sliding along his back. Tristan curled his fingers in time with another rough suck, and her back arched, her ass lifting off the desk.
"Yeah," she moaned as she felt the first stirrings of orgasm deep within her. "Look at you, eating your professor's cunt!"
And look at her letting him do it.
For the first time since her party days and back when she didn't appreciate the fun she was having, Miranda felt completely wanton. Naked on her desk, a student between her thighs bringing her to the first orgasm not induced by her fingers or a toy in at least two years.
After five the school was a ghost town, students gone and with finals over most teachers as well. But there could still be people passing by and there was an office on either side of hers but she was fairly sure both professors were gone for the day.
But didn't know for sure and the idea there could be another teacher on the other side of the wall, working while she was getting her cunt eaten was far more arousing than concerning.
Tristan was now sucking her clit hard enough to smack his lips while his fingers remained buried inside her hot quivering cunt. Miranda's hips moved faster and her legs straightened out behind him.
Her toes curled into her shoes and her thighs trembled around him.
"Like that," she heard the same tremor in her voice she felt in her body. "Keep sucking it, don't stop!" She whimpered when he once again worked his wrist, shaking his fingers inside her. "Oh, fuck, Tristan! I..."
Her words turned into a breathy wheeze as her entire body tensed, even her mouth frozen in mid speech. Her back arched and hips lifted, straining to the point she heard a faint crack.
Then Tristan roughly curled his fingers while giving her clit an unexpected hard pinch. Her body released, exploding into an orgasm which featured her releasing a cry of ecstasy that was far too loud considering where they were.
Miranda bit her lip, struggling to hold back more cries of pleasure as her cunt contracted repeatedly around his once more moving fingers. Her hips ground in hard circles, rubbing her hot wet slit into Tristan's face.
He'd stopped sucking, but his tongue blurred over her clit, rapid licks that kept her orgasm flowing. Miranda made guttural growling sounds in her throat as she managed to not let them pass her lips.
She tugged on her nipples hard enough to cause them pain, but it only added to an orgasm even more powerful than she'd anticipated. She bent her legs, crossing them behind Tristan's head, pinning his face to her convulsing cunt.
He kept moving his fingers, wiggling and curling them, causing several sharp yips to escape her tightly pressed lips. Her body gathered, tensing as it had before her orgasm, and as it had then, released in a wave of intense pleasure that led to another uncontrollable squeal, and a warm wave of sticky fluid, gushing past his fingers and flowing down her thighs.
Miranda went limp, laying back on the desk, her arms falling to her sides as she stared up at the ceiling fan spinning over her head. Her legs fell limply from around his head, her heels thumping into his back.
"Wow," she sighed as she wondered if the ceiling fan was on or it was just her head spinning. "Guess I lied, I do come pretty easy."
"Felt like you came damn hard." Tristan rose between her legs and she smiled at the sight of his flushed, sweaty, and sticky cheeks.
"Hmm, really hard," she purred.
"I'm hard myself." He unsnapped his jeans, tugging the zipper down.
Without hesitating, he shoved his jeans and boxers down his thighs, causing his cock to spring free.
"Oh...my...god," Miranda's eyes widened at the sight of it.
A rolled up sock might have been smaller compared to the long thick cock bobbing between his muscular thighs. His swollen head was an angry purple and already oozing precum, but it was the width of it that had her attention.
Nick had been slightly above average, and before him in the days of her indiscriminate sucking and fucking, Miranda had come across-and on-some big dicks. But the one she was now confronted with leant some credence to the term one eyed monster. Because a monster cock was exactly what it was.
And it was about to be inside her.
Tristan pushed her legs open, and stepped between them, his cock looming over her mound and lower part of her belly.
"What do you think?" he teased her by slapping his head hard on her stomach. "Real and spectacular?"
"I'd say you were full of yourself, but I think I'm about to be pretty damn full," she propped herself back up on her elbows, watching as he gripped his cock eased it down over her clit.
"Bad line," he admonished her, then slapped her clit with the head and her hips jerked and a jolt of pleasure went through her, Jesus, he was hard! "But can't say it's not true."
He pushed his wide bulbous head through her lips, then pressed it to her pussy which was still open from having three of his fingers inside it.
"Baby, with a dick like that you can be as cocky as you want to be," she ran her tongue over her lips. "I can't wait to taste it."
"Sorry, I'm a lot closer to these lips," he pushed his tip into her and she grunted as her lips were forced to spread around him.
"Even better I'll be able to taste my cunt at the same time." She replied, loving the look of lust on his face her words inspired.
"I think I remember you saying you didn't want this to be easy," Tristan thrust his hips, plowing his lengthy cock deep inside her.
"Fuck!" Miranda shouted, then clapped her hand over her mouth.
Tristan eased back, then thrust into her again and her eyes felt as if they were going to pop out of her head as his immense cock exploded her long neglected cunt wide open.
He grabbed her legs behind her knees and lifted them, pushing them back so her knees were over her breasts and proceeded to fuck her fast and hard, causing her to yelp into her hand.
He went even harder, and Miranda went down flat on her back both hands now over her mouth as she cried out into them at the end of each thrust. Her eyes rolled as he took her, his big hard cock driving into her like a fleshy battering ram.
Between his size and the force behind his thrusts, it was uncomfortable. Going from no sex to this cock being forced into her tight cunt was the difference between movies and reality.
As she lay like a limp ragdoll on the desk with Tristan having his way with her, he wondered if he were tearing into her because she was older and had made comments she wasn't a little girl.
She doubted there was a girl his age who could easily take this pounding from a cock this big with no issue. He had to go easy with them, at least at first. Miranda wasn't getting that courtesy and Tristan was taken full advantage of not having to hold back.
Tristan shifted his grip to her ankles, and lifting her legs, placed her feet on his shoulders. He leaned forward so the length of her legs pressed into his chest and stomach and wrapped his arms around her thighs.
He continued his hardcore fucking of her, his cock pummeling her tight still quivering cunt. Miranda released her mouth, slapping her hands down on the desk and gripping the edges of it, squeezing until her knuckles turned white as she endured what at this point seemed more an assault than a fucking.
But at the same time, she was loving every second of it.
Being taken by a boy half her age this good looking. By a cock nothing short of magnificent, a cock that could shame many of the porn stars out there. The pleasure of being pounded by hard young flesh.
Even going back to her college days, she had never been this completely full. Her cunt stretched to the limit and subjected to a relentless assault from someone not just half her age, but strong and eager to give her what she needed.
The urgency with which he fucked her had Miranda convinced he hadn't been just talking, he had wanted her before. She could feel it in the power of his thrusts, the look of lust in his eyes as he took her.
Even the way he'd gone down on her, showing off, striving to please her and looking damn proud of himself after he'd made her come. Miranda's thoughts, coupled with slowly becoming accustomed to his size and power, had her pain decreasing and her pleasure on the rise.
She was getting even wetter around him, and she lifted her head to watch his long glistening shaft plunder her. Her clit, swollen and visible beneath its hood, throbbed with renewed need.
The sight of him splitting her pink flesh, her long legs in the air, her feet encased in her porn star shoes over his head. The muscles flexing in his chest and his arms as they held her thighs.
Miranda's sharp yips she had forced to try to hold back were becoming whimpers and soft moans of pleasure as with each stroke she seemed to be getting more used to him.
"Fuck me," she gasped. "Just keep fucking, take your slutty professor, show her how bad you want that A!"
Her words spurred him to hammer into her harder and she groaned as the growing force in his thrusts set her back in getting used to him. Her cunt already ached, but goddamn it was a good pain, and she wasn't going to tell him to slow down of go easy.
She wanted this, no, needed it so badly she was breaking her job's and her own code of ethics, and on that note risking her career for this. There was no way she was going to back down and get anything less than having the havoc wreaked on her cunt that Tristan was capable of.
"That's it!" she hissed. "Work for that grade! Make me feel how bad you need it"!
"Your class, your rules," Tristan breathed, then dropped his hand from her thigh, his fingers finding her once again ready clit.
"Fuck yeah!" Miranda called out as he rubbed her clit side to side.
His tough was as rough as his fucking, working her clit side to side, while pressing hard into it. He released her other leg, and leaning over, grabbed her right breast. He squeezed it hard enough to make her release a sharp breath, but her other response was to grip her left nipples and twist it between her fingers.
Tristan leaning over had pushed her legs back further and she was now starting up at her red toes protruding from her shoes as he bent her back with his weight against her legs.
His cock was now driving even deeper into her prone pussy and she yelped repeatedly as he hammered into her hard enough to make his heavy balls slap against her ass.
"Yes, yes, yes!" she yipped as despite having come only a few minutes ago she could feel her body already gathering for another release.
Tristan worked her clit in a manner that bordered on violent, his thick fingers pushing into her while shaking side to side, his fingers slapping the slips of her pussy. She was going to feel every second of this tomorrow but knew she wouldn't regret one ache or pain from it.
"Keep going!" she urged. "Make your teacher come on that big cock! Right here on my desk! Making me squeal like one of those little coeds you fuck."
"No," he whispered, his eyes fixed between her legs. "Can't fuck them like this, goddamn little princesses, but you can take it, you're a real woman!"
"Yeah I am, and that's a real fucking cock that I'm going to drain as many times as I can suck you hard!"
"W...wow," Tristan momentarily lost his air of confidence and she pressed on.
"You think you're getting an A to fuck me once? Baby, I am going to fuck you until your balls hurt and you don't have a drop to give me! I'm going to...Fuck!"
Tristan had found another gear, going so hard his thighs were striking the edge of the desk and she could only imagine the size of the bruises he'd have there tomorrow. Her desk, Not that old and made of solid Cherrywood was now rocking under the force of his fucking.
His fingers were working as if they were trying to rub her clit from her body, but it had her cunt already twitching around his pounding cock.
"Fuck me, fuck me!" she moaned while twisting her nipples savagely. "Take me, use me, make me yours! Ruin me for men my age, make me need young hard... yessss!"
She went over the edge, her hips bucking as much as the good in her position and her feet kicking above them as her cunt convulsed around him. She gripped his forearm with her free hand her nails digging red crescents into his hard flesh as he squeezed her tit hard enough she knew she'd have bruises the shape of his fingertips for days afterward.
Her orgasm crashed through her with a force that surpassed the first one. Wave after wave of pleasure coursed through her making her squirm on the desk as she lost the battle and released loud squeals amid her high pitched yips and whimpers.
Above her, Tristan was sweating, his perfect hair now hanging in his flushed face. He was breathing hard and had a look of concentration on his face that told her he was trying to hold back.
His thrusts were getting shorter and more desperate as her cunt repeatedly milked his cock in the throes of her climax.
"Give it to me!" she managed in between her heavy breathing and moans. "Come for me, baby!"
Tristan managed a few more hard thrusts, each ending with an adorable little high pitched sound that told her he was struggling for every thrust and every second in his teacher's hot cunt.
Before he pulled his cock out, he gripped it close to his body, squeezing off his impending explosion. He grunted in discomfort, a tribute to how close he'd been to cumming inside her and whipped his cock out.
He leaned over her and released it, sending a long jet of cum over her that landed on her chest just beneath her throat. He pumped his cock, and the next thick spurts landed on each of her breasts, leaving a white stripe across her nipples and upper part of her breasts.
He continued to stroke, and Miranda, her pussy still quivering as the last of her orgasm trickled through her loved how his large fist looked gliding along his wert shaft. The fact it was wet from her sloppy cunt was an added bonus.
That and the thought of her hand, and mouth, working it in place of his hand. Tristan's load was as impressive as his cock, leaving several puddles of cum on her heaving stomach from below her tits to just over her public mound.
"Goddamn," he eased back, and Miranda let her legs slide from his shoulders to dangle off the desk. "I...sorry I came kind of fast."
"Honey, that wasn't fast. I just got divorced from a minute man, you did just fine."
"Not really," he said in between trying to catch his breath, and admiring the mess he'd left on her from her neck to the cleft between her thighs. "But It's been awhile and I've wanted you so bad, so it was hard to hold back."
He gave her a rueful grin.
"Sorry if I went to rough, you said it, I can't do that with girls my age."
"I told you I didn't want to be an easy A," she told him, then gave him a sly smile. "But you were a little quick."
"Yeah," he nodded, but looked put off she said it.
"I'm thinking that was good enough for a B, but you need an A, right?"
"I," his look changed when she saw the smile on her face and realized where she was going with it. "I agree, I think I owe you a better effort than that."
"Sit in my chair," she sat up, and a shiver went through her when his cum slid down her breasts and chest. "I think its time your teacher did her job and inspired you to do better."
"Yes, Professor Willow,"
He shuffled towards her chair and she rolled her eyes.
"Get your pants and shoes off, this isn't porn, honey, I want you naked."
Tristan flashed a big smile, one that belied the rough fucking he'd just dealt her, and when he sat in the chair, quickly pulled his socks and shoes off before removing his jeans.
Miranda slid off the desk, wincing as her back and legs felt as if she'd just gotten out of a Yoga class. His cum flowed down her body and picking up her blouse wiped herself off.
"Don't you have to wear that out?"
"I'll button the blazer over it. This way I can drive him with your cum sticking to me."
"Miranda you're a goddamn wet dream come true."
"Yeah, not bad for an old lady?" She lifted her hair up over her head and did a slow turn for him, showing herself off and enjoying the way he looked at her. A kid this good looking staring at her with a look of not just lust, but awe, as if he couldn't believe he was with her.
"Not bad for any lady."
"Good answer," Miranda stepped between him and the desk and stared down at his cock which even semi hard was damn impressive. "I think you earned a gold star, Mr. Brit."
"Cool," his eyes darted between her tits and the pink cleft between her thighs.
"But thing is? I don't have any gold stars?"
She pushed his leg open with hers, then slowly sank to her knees.
"Guess I'll have to suck your cock instead. That okay?"
"I think that would be...Oh my god!"
He gasped when Miranda grabbed his cock, opened wide and took him into her mouth.
"Hmm!" she moaned, then slid him from between her lips. "Bad boy, you taste like your teacher!"
She took him back into her mouth and bobbed her head, sucking him in a slow steady rhythm.
"Shit," he whispered, as he brushed her long hair from her face to have an unobstructed view of her sucking his dick.
His already rapidly swelling dick. Miranda closed her eyes and moaned softly as he grew in her mouth. In less than a minute he was fully hard and her mouth was as stuffed as her cunt had been.
Miranda had been taking him halfway down, but now that he was at full length it was less than that. She opened wider and opening her eyes so she could stare into his she lowered her mouth, taking him deeper.
She had him two thirds of the way when she had to stop. She held him there, her tongue sliding over his shaft, reveling in the taste of her juices from his young flesh. Miranda took a breath, and angling her head, relaxed her throat and took his full length down her throat.
"Jesus!" Tristan gasped. "N... no girl's ever been able to...oh, fuck!"
He moaned when she slipped her tongue out and licked his balls. Keeping her lips wrapped tightly around the back of his shaft, she shook her head vigorously, working his sensitive head around her hot mouth.



She slurped her way back up his cock, releasing it with a loud sucking sound. Gripping it in her hand, she spit on the head and slid her hand over it, then resumed stroking him.
Miranda lowered her head and let a long thick glob of spit ooze from between her lips onto his head. She took him in her mouth, noisily slurping up the mess as she bobbed her head, effortlessly deep throating him.
Good to see she hadn't lost one of the most important life skills she'd learned in college. That and God bless the lack of a gag reflex. She slipped him from her mouth and ducked her head.
"I can't believe this," Tristan breathed above her as she swirled her tongue over his balls.
Miranda then sucked on each in turn, stretching it out as far as she dared, and keeping her eyes on hers. She then opened her mouth as wide as she could and managed to suck his entire sack into it.
Tristan groaned and his hand tightened in her hair, as she held both balls in her mouth, her tongue sliding over them. She released them then spit on them and proceeded to work her spit into his sack with her tongue.
"Nasty," he whispered while adding his other hand in her hair and gathering it behind her head.
"Damn straight I am," she ran her tongue along the length of his shaft, then down the other side.
Miranda fluttered her tongue, working his full length with quick soft licks that had his hips rocking in anticipation and his cock throbbing where she gripped him at his base. Turning her head, she wrapped her full soft lips around his shaft and ran them up and down his shaft.
"Harmonica," he told her with a grin.
"Real bad line." She replied with a wink, then worked the other side of his shaft with her lips.
She ran them over his head, took a breath, opened wide and went to town.
"Holy fuck!' Tristan's hips jerked as she bobbed her head rapidly, easily deepthroating him.
She released a wet gurgling sound each time the tip of his cock struck the back of her throat and her eyes watered from the effort of repeatedly swallowing his full length. She drove her mouth down harder and faster, punishing her throat the way he had her cunt.
"Glug, glug, glug!" the nasty sloppy porn star noises were the only sound in the room other than Tristan's moans as she strove to give him the best head he'd ever had.
"Jesus," he gasped. "I...I thought this was supposed to be for you!"
She let his cock fall from her lips, spit and precum flowing down her chin.
"Trust me, baby," Her voice already sounded raspy from abusing her own throat. "This is for me."
She resumed her hardcore sucking of his cock, drool and spit flowing from the sides of her mouth that she would then slurp back up. She added her hand to the mix, her fist sliding up his sloppy cock, following the wet trail of her mouth.
She cupped his balls with her free hand rubbing them. He moaned her name several times and Miranda's pussy lowed at the way he did it and the control she now had over him as she showed off her long neglected oral skills.
Miranda took it to another level, now releasing his cock and putting her hands on his thighs, she kept deep throating him, giving him hand's free blow job the likes of which she knew he'd never experienced.
Miranda's face was flushed, and tears streaked her cheeks as continued to assault her own mouth. His hands gripped her hair hard, and she moaned when his excitement became too much and he began pushing on her head.
She took him to the base of his shaft, and remained there, this time gagging when he pushed her head, forcing him deeper in her throat. He quickly eased up, but she slurped back up then down again and waited.
"Unreal," he breathed, but once again held her head, this time thrusting his hips and pushing his cock deeper.
She gagged once more, the sound more for show as her throat was completely open at this point and let more sticky mess explode from her mouth. She resumed sucking him, taking him all the way several more times before releasing him, with a spray of sticky pre cum laced spit.
She took several deep breaths as she smiled up at him through her sticky lips.
"Best teacher ever?" she whispered.
"Best woman ever."
"Another good answer. Now back to that extra credit."
Miranda spun between his legs, impressing herself with keeping her balance in the shoes, and reached between her legs, gripped his slick cock. She opened her legs slightly, then lowered herself down onto his cock.
When his tip entered her, she sat down hard on his lap. They both gasped as she impaled herself on his full length. Miranda used her legs to bounce up and down on his dick, and behind her Tristan moaned his appreciation.
She moved her hips in slow circles as she did it, working him around in her sopping slit. She planted herself in his lap once more and keeping him deep inside her ground her hips into him.
Tristan's hands came around, grabbing her tits and stroking her nipples. Miranda worked her hips front to back, then side to side, giving her student a lap dance. Leaning forward, she grabbed the edge of the desk and used it to brace herself as she resumed riding him, bouncing on his cock.
Tristan's hands left her breasts and gripped her hips, stopping her from moving.
"Fuck!" she cried out when he pumped his hips, pounding into her as she hovered over his lap.
She left herself go back, ending up back in his lap and fully impaled on his dick. This time she lifted her legs and braced her heels on the edge of the desk. Leaning back into him, she turned her head and sought his lips.
Tristan kissed her and she moaned as his hands once more found her breasts. She slipped her right hand between their legs, and he groaned when she rubbed his balls and his shaft as he pumped her as best he could with her weight on him.
She, however, could make good use of her hips, and did. She moved in fast, then slow circles, then side to side and back and forth. The position was a tease for both of them, but she was in no hurry and goddamn his cock felt good inside her!
They continued to kiss, their tongue waging war in their mouths, as she ground into him, and he played with her tits. When Tristan's right hand left her breast, slid down her stomach and found her clit, she whimpered and broke the kiss.
"Oh, honey!" she called out. "You're heading for an A+ aren't you?"
"Bad line," he whispered, then fastened his lips to her neck.
His fingers worked her clit as hard as they had the first time, his fingers giving her nipple the same treatment, pinching it roughly. Pushing against the desk, Miranda was able to work her hips up and down enough to resume fucking him, and he moaned into her neck when she contracted her pussy around him several times in succession.
Her legs tightened and the movement of her hips grew jerky as she could already feel the rumblings of orgasm number three. She seemed to be coming faster each time, and she had no issue with that whatsoever.
Tristan stopped rubbing, and gripping her clit rolled it between his fingers like he was her nipple.
"Oh!" Miranda grunted in sudden pleasure; she'd never had that done to her before. This kid had some tricks that was for damn sure. He squeezed it tighter, and she pinched her nipple harder, placing her free hand over his to encourage him to do the same.
When Tristan simultaneously pinched her clit and her nipple, Miranda threw her head back and howled as she exploded on his cock. No longer giving a fuck if someone was outside or not, she released several loud squeals as her hips went wild in Tristan's lap.
He moaned into her neck, and his hips bucked beneath her, trying to fuck her as best he could. Miranda pushed hard against the desk then cried out when she felt the chair rock too far back, and her feet slipped off the desk as they tipped back.
She yelped even louder when with a demonstration of his strength, Tristan surged up out of the chair. Miranda's feet hit the floor, and she grunted as she continued forward, her hips striking the desk.
She got her hands down, so she didn't face plant on it, then cried out when behind her, his cock still inside her, Tristan grabbed her hips and tore into her. Miranda, her pussy still twitching from her latest orgasm, slid her hands along the desk, grabbing the edge of it and resting her flushed face on the cool surface.
Behind her, Tristan was fucking her so hard it made the prior time seem like they were making love. Every thrust thumped her hips into the desk, but she didn't care about either the pain or what she'd feel like later.
All that mattered was that huge seemingly inexhaustible cock stuffing her greedy cunt. Tristan's thrusts slowed and his right hand left her hip, she flinched when he grabbed her leg behind her knee and pulled it up, so it was on the desk.
The move opened her even more for his pile driving cock and took the pressure off her hips. More importantly, it hit her this was the exact pose from her dream. Even down to the way he was now gripping her ankle, the other hand on her hip.
Only one thing was missing.
"Spank me!" she called out. "Smack that ass!"
There wasn't a second between her last word and him dealing her a stinging slap to her left ass cheek. He struck the right with the same hand, then went into a flurry or short sharp smacks, peppering both her cheeks with blows from his hard calloused palm.
Each slap sent a stinging pain through her but was followed by a wave of heat through her tingling cunt. He stopped spanking her, but his hand went to her back, moving her hair and pushing between her shoulder blades.
Miranda lowered herself flat to the desk, her breasts squishing between her chest and the hard surface. There was a thump next to her and she saw Tristan had put his left foot on the desk.
He was now pounding straight down into her prone pussy, and she yelped as she took it to yet another gear, hammering into her even faster, and now even deeper.
"Like this?" she groaned. "This how you wanted me, face down and ass up? Giving it to your bitch teacher?"
"You're not a..." he released a short laugh. "Oh, sorry, right, you're a bitch."
Miranda was too sex drunk at this point to care he'd broken the mood by being slow on the uptake with her talk.
"Who's teaching who a lesson now?" she demanded.
"Teaching you, you..." he paused. "Nasty slut."
He said it so weakly she tried to laugh but it turned into a yelp when he redeemed himself by slapping her already stinging ass.
"I am slut, making you fuck me for a grade, making you eat me. Sucking your cock and begging you to fuck me because I need it so bad!"
She released the desk, and put both arms behind her back, her wrists crossed to really give him-and her-a thrill.
"My god," he gasped. But his hand quickly closed around her, gripping both her slender wrists in his large hand.
Despite three orgasms, her pussy gushed at the feeling of him holding her arms behind her, and she struggled to move her hips, wiggling into his powerful strokes.
"Dirty slut, going to wear your cum home. Walk down the hallway with it sticking to me, drive home like that."
"Letting me take your panties home so I can smell your pussy whenever I want. "
"Then when I get home, I'll be so horny, I'll take the shirt off and lick the cum off it."
"Lick...oh, shit!" His thrusts once again became shorter and harder.
"I'll have to," she egged him on. "I'll need to taste your cum again," she turned her head from the desk and flicked her tongue at him. "Again, because I'm going to let you cum in my mouth."
"Oh fuck!" He yanked his cock from inside her, and let her hands go.
Miranda dropped her foot to the floor, and slid off the desk onto her knees, her mouth wide open. Tristan, this time gripping his cock just beneath his swollen purple head, released it inches from her face.
"Holy shit!" he gasped when a long thick jet of cum erupted from his tip and directly into her waiting mouth. It struck the back of her throat, but most of it landed on her tongue, his second spurt filled her mouth, and using her tongue, she pushed it out, letting his cum flow down her chin and onto her tits.
She grabbed his cock, pushing his hand away and taking over jerking him off. She let another squirt splatter on her cheek, then took just the tip into her mouth. She jerked him off, several more squirts filling her mouth, but this time swallowed it, loving the way the thick hot, salty load slid down her throat.
Tristan moaned and released more of those little whimpers he had when he'd come the first time. Miranda bobbed her head, now sucking the entire length of his cock while rubbing his balls, making sure she'd completely drained them into her mouth.
She eased his length from her lips, then gave his head a hard suck that earned her a couple more drops, and another whimper from him.
"Goddamn!" Tristan leaned against the desk, his sticky cock still bobbing in her face.
Miranda grabbed his cock and sliding his head through the cum on her breast, brought it back to her mouth and cleaned it off.
"Hmm," she sighed, her eyes rolling back.
She then lifted her tit and as he watched, his mouth open in surprise, she lowered her head, and sucked his cum from her right nipple.
"You really needed that didn't you?"
Miranda froze, it was the line from her dream where he'd turned nasty.
"Yeah, I really did," she replied softly. "Why?"
"Why? I was going to ask you if you really need to leave because I think I need summer school!" he laughed. "Miranda, you...holy shit you're fucking amazing."
"So are you, Tristan," she went to stand, and he took her hand, helping her up, and even pulled the chair over for her to sit. "Still proving it."
"You want me to get dressed real quick and grab some water from the vending machine?"
"There's a couple left in the small fridge in the corner," she pointed.
He went and got them, opening hers before passing it to her. They both chugged most of their bottles before lowering them and releasing identical sighs.
"This was just what I needed, she shook her head. "Look at me, naked except for my damn shoes, cum all over me, came three times, and," she smiled up at him. "Loving every second of it."
"I was here to please after all," he raised his eyebrows. "A?"
"Consider it done," she grabbed his semi hard cock, and lifting it to her lips gave it a soft kiss. "Good job."
"Feel bad taking it, I got a lot out of that too."
"Everything I did for you, I needed as bad as what you did for me. I needed to know I could still make a man happy."
"Don't know how you'd think you couldn't, but you know, if you need any more reassurance, you have my number."
"That's nice of you," she told him with a smile. Damn, she hadn't felt this good in forever. "I'll keep it in mind."
"Yeah, I mean only to take it for the team, not into it or anything cause you know, it's wrong."
"Not as of Saturday it's not," she told him.
"That's very true."
"You did offer to help me pack."
"I did, didn't I?"
"Only thing is I'm not sure I have anything to pay you." She sighed dramatically.
"Oh, well," he gave a casual shrug. "You could always make me lunch."
"If that's what you want, she leaned back in the chair, giving him a good look at her cum covered tits. "I was thinking I could just suck your cock."
"That's better than lunch," Tristan nodded so seriously she couldn't help smiling.
"I figure I'll do that to get round two because that won't be until after you fuck me senseless."
"What time you need me there?"
"Depends," Miranda told him, her eyes glued to his dripping cock. "What time do you get off work Friday night?"
Chapter Five
Miranda leaned back in the chair and stretched, then winced when her back protested the movement. As she'd expected, she'd woke up sore as hell. Even though she worked out, sex, and some of the positions she'd been in, were a different type of work out.
Her legs and back ached, and not only was she sore between her legs, but her throat was sore, and subsequently her voice hoarse. Even though it was warm, she had to wear a thin turtleneck under her sweater to cover the several hickeys on her neck.
There were bruises in the shape and size of Tristan's fingers on her breasts, hips, ass, and around her right ankle. But it was worth all of it and then some.
But Miranda had to admit she was glad she had a day in between when she'd see Tristan tomorrow because two days in a row of that, and she knew it would be just as intense, would be a lot.
She looked up from the bottom drawer she'd been emptying into the box next to her at a knock.
"Come in!"
"Hey!" Susan came in, closing the door behind her. "Happy last day! You still coming for dinner?"
"Told you I wouldn't miss it." she shook her head, causing her ponytail to swing behind her. "My hot porn star hair is coming too!"
"Just your hair has porn star qualities?" Susan asked as she walked over to stand in front of her desk.
"I suppose I have the tits, right?"
"So," Susan paused, giving her a serious look. "How was he?"
"What?" Miranda asked, but her stomach clenched.
"Don't play coy with your best friend, Miranda. How was Tristan? That thing as big as it looks?"
"I don't know what you're..." Miranda stopped when she saw the smile spreading across her friend's face. "How did you know?"
"Let's just say you're lucky I covered your ass." Susan glanced down at her Apple watch and brought it to her face. "I'll call you back in five."
She lowered her hand.
"I have to make that call, but yesterday I was heading out when I saw Tristan coming down the hall. I stopped and said hello, asked how he was doing, and he told me he was seeing you. Then told me he was hoping you'd help him with his grade.
"I was going to leave but got nosy. I grabbed a quick snack at the cafeteria and came back here at 5:15. Tried your door and it was still locked. Listened at it and..." she shrugged. "Guess you were watching porn cause you know, I heard porn."
"Oh," she blushed furiously.
"Yeah, oh. But right about then here comes Jim Gibson the guy with the office right there?" she pointed to her right. "I started chatting with him and he said he was going to be staying late. I lied and said I was too and asked if he'd had anything to eat, then asked if he wanted to grab something with me.
"Thank you." Miranda told her.
"You owe me, listening to that guy for an hour makes watching paint dry exciting. I even came back up here with him in case your damn light was still on, luckily, you'd wrapped it up by then."
"I...I know It was wrong, but..."
"No judgement." Susan put her hand up. "But you do owe me for real."
"Anything you want."
"Okay, what I want Is after dinner tonight and Tim heads off to watch TV I get details."
"Its even bigger." Miranda said with a smile.
"Bitch!" Susan exclaimed with a laugh. "But I want more than that. I want the blow by blow of you blowing. Deal?"
"Deal."
"Okay, have to go." Susan turned to leave but stopped and said. "Hey, Miranda?"
When she looked questioningly at her, she continued "Sometimes two wrongs can make a right."
She left, closing the door behind her, and Miranda thought of seeing Tristan tomorrow, this time at her place, in her bed, and with him no longer being a student.
"Yeah," she smiled. "Sometimes they can.
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Welcome to my entry in Literotica's first What I wrote and Why Challenge where authors share what motivates them to write or discuss a particular story, or both. My choice is this challenging and polarizing piece That Damn Red Dress - Incest/Taboo - Literotica.com one that has had people ask me 'why did you want to write this? Answer below. LC68
Going back to the year 2010 I made a name for myself with a long dark taboo love story called Siblings with Benefits. The story flew in the face of everything most people look for in incest stories, which is lusty fantasy family fun (Ah, Stan Lee and alliteration!)
But I wanted a different take. My characters weren't horned out because they saw each other naked or some other lame porn plot device. No, my characters were people who were broken in every way and only felt whole when they were together.
The series did well score wise but sucked in the sense of getting a lot of attention, but to this day there is not another series like it, and it carries an air of both despair and triumph that can rarely be matched so many years later.
After SWB I decided I wanted to chill and have some fun. Most of my stories for the next few years would be on the fun side. Some depth and conflict, some strife and heartbreak, but nothing overboard and all with an easy path to a happy ending-like, you know, sex with a family member, right?
But in early 2014 I had a conversation with another author about taboos and writing in general. They were huge fans of SWB and asked what happened to me. They said I'd gotten soft and where was that nasty edge and lack of fucks given when it came to my work.
I was now pandering to the masses to get good scores.
Well, I admit to being the type to succumb like a bull seeing a red flag waved in front of it. I pretty much said, "Hold my beer, friend, because I'm going to not only 'go dark' as they called it but put out a piece that is the antithesis of what they want in that category.
First thing to consider is every category has elements that will work, and elements readers don't care for. I/T is no different. It's my belief that most readers like fun sexy fantasy encounters with happy endings.
Why is that? Well, I can answer that as someone who doesn't just write taboo stories but has always enjoyed reading them. The vast majority of incest readers are aware that in real life incest is often a bleak, twisted and often abusive relationship.
Because of that we want our fantasy to be the opposite, we want the focus to be on clean dirty consensual fun, and even some romance and affection tossed in. We want a romance happily ever after, except between family members.
Going into this challenge what I knew I had to do was to point blank shit on everything that readers usually want, but at the same time do it in such a way that it wasn't outright offensive but could draw them into a tough real-life situation that most people could relate to but give it the family element.
I'd set myself on the path to write a story that is not fun, enjoyable, sexy, overall depressing, but make it work. Work as defined by people wouldn't bash it the way they'd want to because within all that depressing content would be a good message.
Slight aside here. I'm a huge horror fan, and the Exorcist is my holy grail of horror movies. The movie has a reputation as being horrific and evil, and many took it that way focusing only on the bed. But end of the day, the good guys win and did so with faith and hope and unselfish sacrifice. Completely different genre, but this was the goal. Male it nasty but let love shine through.
In other words, I would need to create a 'trainwreck' story, which is what I refer to as a tale that has you ticked off or cringing, but you find yourself oddly immersed in it and need to see where it goes. This is why this was easy for me to say, "Okay, watch this," but nowhere near as easy to deliver.
What do most people have experience with? Loss. We have all lost someone close to us at some point and had to cope with it. Addiction. Now, not everyone suffers from this affliction, or knows someone who does, but its common enough that people can have some sympathy and empathy towards someone struggling with their inner demons.
Family, and family will do whatever they need to when it comes to helping family, even if it leads to doing some desperate and irrational things, we will always fight to save those we love from their worst enemy, themselves.
I went to bed that night with a candle lit across from me, and stared into it while I let these concepts roll through my mind. This is my ritual for when I want to write something serious. I then spoke out loud to my muse whose name is Julie (she is a behind the scenes story by herself) I said, "Okay, you're off your leash, Jules, give me something fucked in the head."
If you expected me to say she answered from the shadows, the answer is yes, but from the darkness of the type of vivid dreams any type of creative sort is very familiar with. Put it this way, watch a scary movie, have a nightmare, watch porn, have a dirty dream, think about a bleak situation and.... I ended up waking up in the middle of the night with a crystal-clear vision and said, "Yeah, that's what I'm talking about."
My wife then told me to stop talking to myself, so I went back to sleep, but with that feeling of, yup, got this.
Over the next week I wrote That Damn Red Dress
Let's start with the title. I wanted the reader to know this story wasn't light and fluffy, and once you read it, go back to the title and you can hear Nicole-the main character- voice and the bitterness and angst in it.
This story sets the goal and success of the typical incest story on its ear. This tale wasn't one of daddy lusting for his daughter or the other way around. This is a story of grief, depression, addiction, and sacrifice.
In this story the sex between father and daughter was an act of desperation that defies morals, and some would say sanity, and embraces the mantra that some people will do anything to save a loved one.
The plot revolves around Nicole, a young woman in love with her fiancée who is still dealing with the grief of losing her mother in a car accident a year ago. She's dealing fairly well, but her father on the other hand?
He can't accept she's gone and feels a guilt over it that Nicole doesn't understand as he and her mother were always close and loving. The grief and loss he feels has caused him to drink and spiral deeper into the rabbit hole of addiction.
As the anniversary of her mother's death approaches Dad is drinking more and Nicole often finds him sleeping with a sexy red dress her mother had bought for their Valentine's dinner. Whenever he has the dress, he's sobbing and at his worst, and she's come to see it as that damned red dress.
He's also not just wallowing in sorrow, but he's getting rather creepy with Nicole who closely resembles her mother. He begins to speak to her as if she's his departed wife, Laura, and worse has tried to kiss and touch her on occasion to the point Nicole once had to slap him to snap him out of his delusion.
As this is going on, Nicole's boyfriend, tired of her needing to run off and help him, gives her a choice, and when she refuses to stop trying to save her father, he leaves her. Heartbroken in every way, she will not give up on her dad.
Nicole finally gets an insight into his guilt when while in another bout of drunken sorrow he tells Nicole that they were struggling financially at the time, and her mother had gone out and bought the rather expensive red dress because she wanted to look great for him when they went to dinner.
They had a nasty argument, and later that day she died in the car accident. The dress became the focal point of his pain as it led to their last words being angry. He keeps saying all he wants is one more night with her to say he's sorry and goodbye.
When she comes home another night When Nicole comes home to find him passed out and a bottle of pills next to him, the moment of terror that had her thinking he'd committed suicide galvanizes her into action.
Nicole's desperate plan is born, and she has someone take her father out for drinks to make sure he's drunk and donning the dress and her mother's perfume role plays as her to forgive him and tell him all is well.
The plan derails when he wants to 'love her' one more time, and Nicole goes all in and allows her father to have her while acting as her mother. During the story its mentioned that Mom had a saying, "No matter what you do, do it with love."
Taking it to the extreme, Nicole gives her father everything he wants and as they lay there and he's falling into sleep, "Laura" forgives hm and tells him to move on because their daughter needs him to be okay.
Does it work? You can guess or go ahead and read it.
The general ending also differs from the usual expectation of the typical I/T story. This event does not lead to Nicole becoming daddy's dirty little girl. That might have eased the feelings of some the story might have upset, but to me it would have cheapened the entire point and been a sellout.
In spite of my bluster, I didn't expect the story to be well received. I thought it might have gone too far with the cringe factor as it wasn't much an erotic story as the sex had a tone of dubious consent throughout. I was surprised to see not only an impressive score, but many of the people commenting 'got it."
The best compliments were those saying they weren't even sure if they could say they enjoyed it, but the power was undeniable. A few trashed it for being 'awful' and what was I thinking, but it turned out to be a minority of readers.
It also proves that the I/T readership, often denigrated by readers and some other authors as being easy to please and more insulting terms, are fine with being presented a story that's about more than a mom on her son's lap on a road trip.
I did receive a few negative comments that focused on the subject of her breaking up with her fiancée then sleeping with her father, then eventually moving on, so there's some "cheating slut" comments.
A story where a daughter poses as her mom to her drunken grief-stricken father and that's what some took from it. "She cheated!". Well, everyone is entitled to their opinion, but I tend to not pay much heed to the bizarre moralists reading in the Taboo section.
However, had the story been dragged through the mud, it wouldn't have mattered because it was the story I wanted to tell. Back in the early days of SWB when people would ask what the hell I was writing I adopted the slogan my stories are my babies, and they're done my way, and that's all that matters.
But the good reception and people applauding the effort, being able to get a positive response out of a bleak and admittedly twisted story is worth more than any type of score or statistic. I was challenged, and feel I delivered.
By the way, if I didn't mention it? That Damned Red Dress was entered in the Valentine's Day contest, because I have a sense of humor.
If there's one thing I'd like any new or aspiring author to take from this story its don't come to the forums asking what works, and what doesn't. Don't ask what people want to read and what will race up the top lists.
Gut reaction is that disturbing subject matter may not fly on an erotic story site, but there's readers for everything here. That, and to leave you with one of my favorite expressions. "The light can't shine without the darkness."
You write what your muse tells you to write. You write it faithfully, you write it with passion, you write it hard, and you make that bitch yours, because that's what it is; yours.
Inspire in whatever way you choose, some will trash it, but some will thank you for it, and those readers, other than ourselves, is who we write for.
Author's Note: Thank you for taking the time to read this essay and support this new event. If this leads you to read the story itself, drop a comment and let me know what you think. There might even be a happy ending in there somewhere. Thanks for supporting my work here all these years, and rest assured, this old dog still has some stories left to tell. LC68
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Author's Note: Welcome to the first ever sequel I've decided to write here on Lit. I've always said I'm a thrill of the kill writer and once the happy couple has their first encounter, I move on to something else and let the reader decide what happens next. But I recently revisited the original and found myself wondering what would happen with Lori and Bret? Here's what I came up with.
Chapter One
"Psst!"
Bret jerked up in his chair at not just the sudden hiss but something striking his foot. He glanced over to see Cynthia mouthing the words "Wake up"
She nudged his foot with hers once again, then went back to watching Professor Higgins continue his lecture on turbo machinery. Bret nodded in thanks, then forced himself not to go back to nodding off.
It wasn't easy, he'd been burning the candle at both ends as his mother said in reference to working as a bartender while in the third, and most difficult year, in pursuit of his engineering degree.
But there was a third end to his candle, one that was just as exhausting, but far more fun and exciting. But his mother didn't know about that end, well, she did, and she didn't. His mother knew he was seeing someone, just not who.
Neither did anyone else, and for good reasons. In general, Bret considered himself mature beyond his years, and capable of handling whatever life threw at him, including the death of his father two years ago.
School full time, working close to forty hours a week, helping his mom keep up the house, and paying for it with money she tried to insist she didn't need, but knew she did. He'd promised his father, a man who always seemed to be able to do the right thing, that he would do the same, and had always felt that he'd done so.
But lately, he wasn't so sure about that anymore.
Honesty was the right thing, keeping secrets, not so much, and outright lying, which he'd been doing to two of the most important people in his life, his mother and his best friend Josh, was the opposite of the right thing one could do.
But another person in his life, one that he was beginning to feel was growing more important as time went on, was the reason for that secret. Which brought him back to drama and how he'd always been able to handle it, at least until now.
Yet even as the word drama, and his recently questionable violation of his moral code, ran through his mind, another thought overwhelmed them. Had they arrived yet? What would she think? Was it too much? Had he gone too far, would he look stupid? Make her feel awkward? Why did he do it? Why wouldn't he?
He blinked to get himself out of his internal conflict and back to paying attention. Finals were two weeks away and he needed to ace them in order to get his GPA back up to the 3.8 he'd maintained his first two years. Last semester's 3.4 was more than respectable in the hardest year, but his mother had still pointed to work for the slight dip.
Reality was, the job was simply a job, and he was young enough to power through a long school and work schedule with little sleep, it was his personal life, once dull to the point mom pushed him to get out and have some fun, was now a major distraction.
Not the physical activity, as God bless youth and enthusiasm, but the sneaking around, dreading getting caught and the rising question of where exactly this was leading.
What started out as a torrid affair and hot fling seemed, at least to him, to be turning into something more serious. But was that feeling there for the other half of his clandestine relationship, or was he experiencing a case of wishful thinking?
Would what he'd done today provide the answer to that question?
"Focus, Bret," he whispered to himself as the professor turned to the board and began writing down several questions he casually mentioned 'could' be very important come the finals.
While several students used their phones to take a picture of the board, Bret, who always had his off for class, jotted them down in his notebook. He'd been itching to turn it on and check it all morning, and this would have been an excuse to do it, but he'd been distracted enough lately outside of class, he could wait a little longer.
Bret felt a sense of relief when he was done, and looking them over, saw they were topics he'd recently spent extra time on but only because he'd fallen behind on them when they were brought up earlier this semester, but since he'd pushed to catch up, they were now fresh in his mind.
When the professor dismissed them, he turned to Cynthia.
"Hey, thanks for that. Guess I was dozing."
"You were damn near snoring," she laughed as she tucked her books into her backpack. "Someone keeping you up at night?"
"No, just working a lot."
"Still at that bar? Gregs?"
"Gabe's," He corrected her.
"Right, kind of skeezy there, no?"
"Nah, Gabe's an old biker, so some of his buds hang out there, but it's a cool crowd. Not many people our age though."
"So, its not a girl wearing you out?" Cynthia flashed a sly smile.
"No," Lying again, and he'd be damned if it wasn't getting easier to do, and he really had no reason in this case. "Work and school."
"Well," she paused as two students passed between them on their way to the exit. "My friend's parents are away this weekend, so her and her brother are throwing a little party. Want to come hang out with me?"
Bret hesitated long enough to make as if he were considering it rather than just blurting out no, and as he did, took a closer look at Cynthia. The word adorable came to mind.
Shoulder length black hair currently highlighted with streaks of pink, wide hazel eyes, a cute patch of freckles around her nose, and a huge smile, the kind that made it hard not to smile back.
Neck down, she was on the slender side, a bit small on top with slim hips, and long legs, currently displayed in a pair of tight white shorts, and a cute little heart shaped ass. Bret had always liked girl next door cute over the flat out hot girls that tended to be bitchy.
If this had been a few months ago, he could see himself saying yes to both the party, and maybe a bit more with her. Cynthia was the kind of girl he'd dated until recently. But that was the thing, she was a girl, and Bret had spent the last few months with not just a woman, but a hell of a woman.
"I appreciate it, but I have to work." He pointed to the board. "And get on that. Cool of Higgins to give us a heads up."
"Right," she smiled again, but this time it seemed forced. "I understand."
Those two words were said in a tone that told him she didn't, as did the way she stalked off towards the front of the class where two of her friends were waiting. Knowing how it usually worked, they probably knew Cynthia was going to ask him out and waiting to see what happened.
Bret felt bad, she really seemed like a nice girl, and he didn't want to piss her off, but better if she was. He'd rather not lead her on. She wouldn't have been if he'd simply acknowledged there was someone. If he had, he doubted she would have extended the invitation. Good job, Bret, he thought while exiting the classroom.
He walked quickly down the corridor, nodding to a few of his friends and classmates, then left the building. Once he was outside, walking through the lot, his mind turned away from school.
Had she gotten them? Was there a text from her? Would she be happy, or be thinking, oh, this isn't good?'. Bret was close to finding out and had to force himself not to walk even faster.
Not that every kid around him wasn't already yapping on theirs, but he could wait another couple of minutes. Bret's heart raced as he approached his car, the his father's Impala he'd been driving since his passing, his hand already straying to his back pocket where he kept his phone.
Once inside, he started it, then removed his phone and taking a breath turned it on.
"Please be happy and not mad," he whispered.
So far, other than the sneaking, this had been a dream come true, or maybe more accurately, a sexual fantasy made reality. The type of fantasy many young men fantasized about, but he was living.
Had he just thrown it away being an idiot, or did he just make it even better by making someone he cared about happy and that was all there was too it?
"Here we go," he breathed when he saw a text from 'Jess'
AKA Lori Matthews, his neighbor across the street, his best friend Josh's mom, and for the last six months his milf with benefits. Those benefits were mind blowing sex, the stuff porn was made of, but the downside was...
Being afraid to even have her name in his phone in case she ever called or texted when his phone was out, and his mother or Josh could see who it was. The chance of it happening was slim and none, but the potential for serious trouble wasn't worth that chance.
He tapped to see the text.
"I know you're in class with your phone off, but oh, honey! Thank you so much! They're gorgeous!"
"Oh, honey," Bret smiled while staring at those two words.
She attached a picture of the dozen peach roses he'd had delivered to her at work, and he was glad to see they were as gorgeous as she said and the biggest he'd ever seen because he'd paid over a hundred dollars for them.
"Something beautiful for someone beautiful!" Her next text repeated the admittedly corny line he'd had put on the card. "I love it!"
Brett's smile grew wider and the anxiety he'd felt since he'd set up the delivery yesterday gave way to not just relief, but a wave of happiness that he'd made her happy. He hadn't signed the card, he couldn't, but her joyful reaction pushed aside any concerning thoughts.
"Please call me as soon as you get out, so I can say thank you."
Brett needed to get home to take a power nap and work on his turbo engineering project before heading off to Gabe's for a seven to midnight shift, but he remained in the lot preferring to call Lori from the car.
His mother worked the seven to seven shift at Kent hospital and would be sleeping when he first got home, but he'd see her when she got up around five and they'd have dinner together before they each had to leave.
But occasionally she'd sleep on the couch after watching some TV when she came home or up earlier for whatever reason so he rarely spoke with Lori from home and would only text her from his room, so his mother didn't ask who he was going back and forth with.
Lori answered on the first ring.
"Brett! Thank you for the flowers!"
Lori always sounded happy to hear from him, but this time she sounded downright giddy, and Brett congratulated himself for sending them to her. It was the right thing to do even if the situation wouldn't seem right to a lot of people.
"You're welcome." Brett replied. "You deserve them."
"Whatever did I do to deserve them?" she giggled, a sound that seemed too young for her age, but she did it a lot around him, and he loved it. "Is it the way I do you?"
"I couldn't afford that many flowers."
"Honey, you are smooth, you know that?"
"I speak only truth," he couldn't stop from laughing himself at this point.
"You working tonight, baby?"
Baby, silly as it was, Bret always felt a thrill when she called him that.
"Yeah, got to be there for seven."
"You home yet?"
"No, called you as soon as I got out."
"Good, because I want you to meet me at the BNB."
"Aren't you working until five?"
"It's Friday, a lot of people leave early. This time I'm one of them."
"Oh, well, I have to..."
"Unit B, I'll try not to start without you, but don't take too long, because Bret, getting those flowers has me not just happy, but needing you so bad."
"You're already there?" He asked, his cock twitching from the sultry purr her last few words had been spoken in.
"Baby, when I got those flowers there was no way I was waiting until tomorrow night to see you. I know you can't stay long, but you can stay long enough for me to say thank you."
Bret knew he needed to rest and study, but...
"Okay," she spoke into his silence. "If you can't, I understand. You have a lot going on, and you worry about your mother wondering where you are these days."
She was giving him the out, and for all the reasons he knew he should take it.
"We'll see each other tomorrow night." He could hear the disappointment in her voice, even though she knew she was doing the right thing. A feeling he'd been experiencing more and more of late.
"Well, I..."
"Its okay, I didn't mean to be selfish and needy." Lori cut him off. "I just got excited."
"See you in twenty minutes."
"No, you don't have to, Bret, I shouldn't have put you on the spot like this."
"I don't have to see you." He told her his cock swelling at not just the idea this amazing woman had blown off work to pretty much blow him off, but how badly she wanted to do it. "I need to."
He ended the call before she could keep protesting.
Chapter Two
Bret pulled up to the large two family house owned by one of Lori's clients. The house, which was located on the street that led to Oaklawn Beach had been converted from a massive one family home into a six unit Air BNB they rented for anywhere from a couple of nights to weeks at a time.
The couple had retired to Florida four years ago and hired Lori's property management company to maintain the upkeep for a flat monthly rate but also handle the bookings for a percentage of the fees, leaving them with most of the profit for none of the headaches.
But with the peak time still a couple of months away, there were generally units open at any given time, and Lori had been using them as a place for her and Bret to spend time together.
The first few times they'd hooked up were at Lori's when Josh was at work, spending time with his girl, Jennifer, or staying with his father for the weekend. The fact Lori lived across the street seemed perfect. He could walk over unnoticed at night and while his mother was at work.
But he couldn't spend the night, which wasn't that big of a deal, at least back then, but about a month into their fling, Bret had just left his house to cross the street when Josh pulled into the driveway.
Bret veered off to his right as if he'd been heading for his car and gave Josh a casual wave. Josh ended up walking over to ask him if he wanted to hang out because work was slow, and they'd sent him home.
He made up an excuse he needed to run an errand, then once he got into the car, texted Lori who's reply of "Oh fuck," said it all. Another few minutes and Josh would have caught them in the act, because it wasn't like Bret went over there to have a cup of tea and shoot the shit, he went over there to fuck his best friend's mother.
Bret was more shaken than Lori, but she admitted they were playing with fire if they continued to meet at her house. That was the first time Bret questioned whether or not they should either come clean to Josh and his mother, or maybe even stop seeing each other.
Lori disagreed on both points. She claimed since they were having fun and this wasn't anything beyond that there was no reason to get others upset, and when she asked him if he really wanted to stop being with her, his answer was a heartfelt no.
Or maybe cock felt, because it was all about the sex at that point. Lori was everything a milf was reputed to be in movies and porn. She was experienced, had no hang ups with positions, giving head, talking dirty and on the nights they spent together, draining him to the point his balls ached and he had to tell her he couldn't do it again.
He was smart enough to know this wasn't all about him, but her spending years with one man, and one who had spent the last two years of their marriage putting her down, making her feel unattractive and cheating on her.
She was still in revenge mode as well as making up for lost time when it came to good sex, and the fact it was Bret who exposed her husband's affairs, and she knew he'd been crushing on her since he was a kid, made him an easy outlet for her reawakened sexuality.
Bret was fine with taking all that for the team, but where was the team going to play? They couldn't use his house. Not that Josh would just wander in, but he'd wonder where his mother was at night, or Bret's mom could come home early from work, and if the neighbors saw Lori going into his house with his mother not home, the gossip would start whereas at her house people would just think he was going to see Josh.
At first, Lori rented cheap motels for a night. Bret did enjoy it, they could take their time and spend the night together. He was surprised at how much he enjoyed sleeping with Lori curled up close to him.
Her waking him up in fun ways was an added bonus, as was the "Goodbye for now' morning fuck they'd partake in, and often in the motel shower. But Bret felt bad because she kept paying for them, as money was tighter for her since the divorce, and he didn't have a lot to add.
Lori didn't care much about the money, but understood he didn't think it was fair and because he tried to do the right thing kept insisting on paying for half once their motel excursions became a weekly thing.
That was when Lori told him to meet her at this address three months ago. He thought she was paying for it, but she explained she was simply using an unrented room for their 'play dates'.
When Bret asked if she had the couple's permission to use the rooms for herself, Lori told him that there were times his obsession with right and wrong was a bit much at times. He was having a sneaky affair with an older woman who couldn't get enough of him, so how about he just embraced doing the 'wrong thing' and see it as a sleazy turn on?
She then said if he was that upset about it, then maybe it was time for him to think about whether or not they should continue their mutually beneficial sexual relationship. Bret decided it wasn't really that wrong, it wasn't like she was taking money from her client, the room was empty so why not make use of it?
He knew he was justifying, but there was no way he could go without being with his long time crush turned secret addiction and defaulted back to Lori's words about lying about who caught Tom with another woman, and not doing what was right, but right for him.
For the last few months, they spent at least one night together, either Friday or Saturday, whichever night Bret could get off. It hurt a bit financially as he could pick up a weeknight with Gabe to make up for it, but weekends were busier with better tips.
The other times would be like today, the two of them able to secure a couple of hours to have a fun romp before Lori headed home and he went home or to work. The issue with the increased frequency of the aforementioned play dates was Josh and his mother were getting more concerned over who they were seeing.
They both had the same basic story, they met someone they were having fun with, but it wasn't serious, which is why they hadn't brought them home. Both Josh and Bret's mom weren't happy and kept asking about the mystery lovers, and Bret worried that if the two ever spoke to each other it would seem like a big coincidence.
Lori assured him he was getting too paranoid. There was no way Josh would ever bring up her sex life to Bret's mom or ask her about his. He was sure she was right, but at the same time knew his concern wasn't as much about getting caught as it was...
Doing the wrong thing, and as good as it felt, the way they were going about it this long into it was wrong. But as Bret pulled into the driveway that ended in a small lot behind the house where the first two units were, he thought of the old saying:
"If this being wrong feels this good, then let me never be right."
He entered through the door that led to the small foyer between unit A and B and as was always the case, any concerns he had regarding their going behind people's backs was pushed to the back of his mind, replaced by the lust and excitement of knowing he was minutes away from having Lori in his arms, and ultimately being between her legs.



He knocked, and when she called, "It's open." Entered the small apartment.
"Hmm, there you are!" Lori, who must have been right next to the door, exclaimed, throwing her arms around his neck and kissing him hard.
He hadn't even really got a look at her and was still pushing the door closed behind him, awkwardly thumbing the lock on the door, and her tongue was already in his mouth.
He eagerly returned the kiss, inhaling the scent of her perfume, his hands going to her hips, before sliding around her waist and crushing her to him.
"Hmm," she purred into his mouth. "I missed you, baby."
"Missed you too,"
She eased back and he released her. As soon as he did, she stepped back and pointed at the coffee table.
'Aren't they beautiful?"
"You brought them with you?" Bret asked as he took in the massive bouquet.
"Think I'm leaving them in work for the weekend? How can I enjoy them if I can't see them?"
"Josh is going to ask about them if you bring them home."
"Josh can ask anything he wants." Lori sighed. "Please lighten up, honey. You're here, I'm here, and I bet we can come up with something more fun to do than worry."
Bret was inclined to agree. Damn she looked good. Since the divorce Lori had been dressing less plain than she had before, and although not inappropriate, certainly younger and more playful.
Her short sleeved back dress hugged both her impressive breasts and the swell of her hips and he imagined it flattered her sweet curvy ass as well. The neckline of the dress plunged just enough to show off a hint of cleavage, but not enough to look trashy.
The dress wasn't that short, but did end several inches above her knee to show more of her legs than she had in the past. His eyes wandered down to see she'd ditched her heels and her black and silver tipped toes matched her fingers.
Lori now wore her hair down far more often, and because she did, her wild mass of sandy brown curls was under control as they framed her face and flowed down her back.
She still wore her make up light, but enough to enhance her warm wide brown eyes, cheek bones, and her sensual lips. God, she looked incredible!
"I love how you look at me," she responded to his appreciative gaze.
"I love how you look."
"Then how about we go into the bedroom, and you prove it to me?" Lori asked while plucking one of the roses from the vase.
"Lead the way," Bret gestured to the doorway. "Ladies first."
"You just want to watch my ass," Lori released that endearing giggle and sauntered past him, an exaggerated swing to her hips.
His suspicions of the good things the dress would do for her rear end were confirmed, and he couldn't resist giving her left cheek a playful smack.
"Bad boy!" she emitted the giggle he'd grown to find equally cute and arousing.
She stopped in front of the bed and turned to face him, but when he reached for her, she put her hand on her chest.
"Easy sweetie," she told him. "Ever hear of taking time to smell the roses?"
She brought the flower to her face, inhaling it, then held it under his nose.
He sniffed and nodded. "Smells great."
"Here," she pushed the stem into his hand and gave him a shove, forcing him to take a step back from her. He didn't know what she was up to, but did as she asked, plucking the stem from her fingers and taking a step back leaned against the tall armoire behind him.
"Like the dress? It's new. Figured I'd give you a thrill when you perv on me when I came home." She gave him a huge smile. "Like you did for years, except now I wear nicer things for you, don't I?"
"And I know what's under them," he grinned while using his feet to push off his sneakers.
"Do you?" She asked, "Maybe I bought more than just a dress."
Lori reached down, and gathering the hem of the dress tugged it up over her hips, then over her head, stripping it off and tossing it on the floor. Bret felt like his jaw beat it there as he took in the black lace bra beneath it.
The cups were transparent lace with a small red embroidered rose covering her nipples in the space between her breasts. The thong matched with a red rose at the top of the thin patch of lace covering the triangle between her thighs. Other than the patch it consisted of black two black strings on either side, that slipped over the swell of her hips.
Lori did a quick turn, showing off her ass which was bare other than the minimal strip of material between her curvy cheeks.
"You wore that to work?" He lifted one leg at a time, peeling his socks off while his eyes drank in her voluptuous body.
"I did," she cupped her breasts. "You made me feel sexy again, honey, and I love it and want to feel that way all the time." She ran her hands down her tummy and over her lush upper thighs.
"You did not wear that to work," he cut her off with a laugh. "You're not that bold."
"I wasn't that bold you mean," she corrected him. "I'm there now, and a lot of women wear fun things to work. Never know when we might get lucky after work."
Her fingers went between her breasts, and it dawned on him it was a clasp.
"You feeling lucky, Bret?"
"Luckier by the second," he breathed his cock throbbing in anticipation.
"Good answer," Lori snapped her fingers, and the cups fell away exposing her breasts.
Bret had once read a story where a woman described her breasts as 'things of wonder' he'd thought it was a lame line, but goddamn if Lori didn't give truth to it. Her tits were nothing short of incredible.
The biggest he'd ever laid eyes on in person, well rounded and tipped with rose tinted nipples with a slight, and adorable, upturn to them, giving him the feeling they were returning his stare.
Despite their size, and her age, Lori's tits were still doing a damned good job of defying gravity, only dropping slightly when freed from the bra which she now shrugged off, letting it fall to the floor by her dress.
"Have I said how lucky I am?"
"But wait there's more?" Lori put her arms over her head, taking her flowing curls up with them, and after giving him a shake which sent her tits bouncing, turned and wiggled her ass at him.
She stepped back into him, and he put his arms around her, moaning as she ground hard into his aching cock.
"Hmm, feeling lucky myself," she purred leaning back into him and turning her head, her lips parted.
Bret didn't leave her hanging and they released identical sighs of pleasure as they kissed. Her soft lips, her soft hair on the side of his face, and the warm soft flesh of her tummy beneath his hands had his flesh so hard it was getting uncomfortable.
She kissed him softly and sensually, her lips caressing his and her tongue lightly flicking over them while she slowly worked her hips, grinding her ass into his excited dick.
"Ohh, that's nice," she moaned when his lips left hers and fastened to her neck. "You make me feel as beautiful as those flowers."
"Because you are," he whispered into her neck.
"Flowers and sweet talk," she slipped her hands down to her hips. "You're a real panty dropper, mister bartender."
She stepped away from his loose grip and Bret released a long breath as he watched Lori shimmy the thong down over her hips and ass. He noticed how it briefly stuck between her thighs, needing her to tug harder on it to get it to peel from what he had no doubt was her slick flesh.
His breath picked up when she bent over to shove the thong down to her ankles, showing off the rosy flesh of the full lips of her succulent pussy framed between those inviting thighs.
Lori straightened, kicking the thong off, and turning, plucked the rose from his fingers.
"What was I saying about smelling the roses?" she placed the stem between her teeth and placing her hands on the foot of the bed, slowly drew each of her knees up so she was on all fours.
Bret unsnapped his jeans and tugged his zipper down to alleviate some of the pressure on his cock while watching her slowly crawl up the bed, shaking her ass enticingly as she did.
Lori rolled over onto her back and stretching her long legs out, took the rose from her mouth and slowly teased the head of it over her right nipple.
"Why are you dressed?" she asked in a breathy voice while tracing the soft flower in a circle over her swollen flesh.
Bret stripped his shirt off and shoved his jeans and boxers down, keeping his eyes on Lori who was now running the rose around her left breast before sliding it back and forth over that nipple.
His cock sprang free, and he loved the way Lori's deep brown eyes locked onto it while she sucked on her lower lip. He stepped out of his jeans and up to the bed, putting one knee on it while she now ran the rose down her stomach.
Bret followed her movements as she slid it along the inner thigh of her right leg, then the left. He got onto the bed and slid up between her knees his eyes locked onto the rose.
Lori worked it between her legs, easing it up and down, using the soft petals of the rose to tease the fleshy petals of her own flower. She sighed softly as she lingered on her swollen clit, moving the rose side to side.
Bret placed his hands on her soft thighs his cock jerking while he watched her turn a flower into an erotic show. Lori teased the length of her pussy several more times, then held the rose out to him.
He took it, his fingers trembling in excitement, and brought it to his nose. He inhaled deeply, another surge going through his throbbing shaft as he caught the sweet scent of the rose mixed with the spicier scent of his lover's pussy.
"Look at that cock," Lori breathed, her normally light voice lowering to the smoky rasp she exhibited during sex. "You need to bring that up here," she tapped her lips.
Like always, Bret forced himself to take him time. Lori was twice his age and he never wanted to seem like a grabby excited kid to her, even though even after months of being with her, she always made him feel that way.
He slid up higher and caused her to whimper when he placed the rose back between her thighs rolling it between his fingers to stroke her clit. He leaned over, gripping the headboard with his free hand and slowly traced her right nipple with his tongue before sucking it between his lips.
Lori's hands went to his shoulders, her nails teasing over them and his back as he switched to licking and sucking her other nipple while still teasing her with the rose. He ran his lips up her chest then her soft throat as she let her head fall back.
He took his time, kissing and sucking gently on each side of her neck. He brought the rose up between them and placed it to her nose. Lori inhaled and sighed as she took in the mixed scent of flower and desire.
He put the rose to the side and kissed her while swinging his legs over her hips so he was straddling her. He eased further up while sitting back on his knees and groaned when Lori wrapped her soft tits around his cock.
He thrust his hips, slowly fucking her flesh as she pressed them more firmly around him. She lifted her head, parting her lips and Bret moaned when the head of his cock slipped between her lips. She sucked hard and he felt his pre cum squirt into her mouth.
Lori's eyes met his as she moved her head, slowly bobbing it on the part of his cock exposed protruding from between her tits. She stopped moving and taking his cue, he moved up higher and worked his hips.
She moaned softly around him as he now fucked both her tits and mouth. Lori let her head fall back on the pillow and Bret now grabbed the top of the bed with both hands, angling forward so he was now plunging his cock deeper.
Lori released her tits and gripped his hips, pulling and pushing gently on them, guiding him as he fucked her mouth. Goddamn it felt amazing, and he had to struggle not to go faster, but he'd been so excited it wouldn't take a lot for him to lose control and end up coming.
Not that Lori had a problem with blowing him and swallowing all that he could give her, but he felt her squirming beneath him and knew she needed to come. That and they didn't have a lot of time, and no matter how good she was at giving head he wasn't passing up a chance to fuck her.
But he wasn't quite ready to stop enjoying her mouth just yet and could tell by the way she moaned and sighed around his cock that she didn't mind. Her eyes remained on his and her wide and bright with lust, and not for the first time over the last few months, Bret experienced a feeling of the surreal.
Was he really naked in bed with his best friend's mother? Let alone feeding her his cock after watching her masturbate with a rose he'd bought for her? If he needed any more confirmation other than the incredible sensation of sinking his cock into Lori's mouth where it was caressed by her soft, swirling tongue, he found it when he glanced to his left and saw them reflected in the mirror over the long dresser.
Him kneeling over her, sliding his cock between her lips, her long legs splayed out behind him while she gripped his hips. He felt like a damn porn star, one of those lucky young male stars who got to have sex with insanely hot mature milf porn stars.
Except this was real, and Lori his real life milf who'd made all his sexual fantasies and even better reality, and he was beginning to believe there was more than just sex that had him coming back for more of her forbidden fruit.
Bret eased his cock from her mouth and slid down her body, his mouth retracing his steps as he lingered on each of her nipples as his now slick cock rested on her warm thigh.
"Inside," she put her hands on his shoulders. "I need it, baby."
"But what about smelling the roses?" he winked and quickly sliding down the bed, his tongue pressed to her flesh, leaving a wet trail down her stomach, he settled between those glorious thighs.
"Oh, honey," she cooed when he teased his tongue through the warm slick folds of her pussy. "I'm supposed to be thanking you."
"Trust me," he flicked his tongue over her swollen pink pearl. "Getting to do this is a thank you."
"Bret, I am going to keep doing any dirty thing you can think of for you," she moaned when swirled his tongue is a slow circle over her clit. "You, my boy, are a keeper."
Bret responded by turning the giggle she'd emitted into a high pitched squeal when he plunged his tongue inside her. He wiggled it side to side, his mouth filling with her sticky sweet juice as he slid his hands up her stomach and fondled her breasts.
Lori put her hands over his, pressing them harder into her breasts, then gasped when he slurped hard and his mouth filled with more of her nectar. God, she was so wet, and for him!
That thought inspired him to slide his tongue from inside her and eagerly fasten his lips to her clit. He gently sucked it as Lori sighed and her hips wiggled, pushing her clit more firmly between his lips.
She slid her right foot along his leg and back before placing it on his shoulder while hooking her left leg over his waist, her foot resting on his ass. Bret captured her nipples between his fingers, rolling them as he switched from sucking to fluttering his tongue rapidly over her clit.
"Yeah, look at you taking care of your girl," Lori breathed her fingers curling around his hands, gripping them while he pleasured her nipples. "You make me feel so fucking sexy."
"Your girl," his cock jumped at the way she said it, and he felt a thrill of another kind as well, and could only hope she meant it, and she wasn't just caught up in the heat of the moment.
The moment was getting hotter and closer as Lori's hips rocked harder into his tongue and her toes curled into his shoulder, her heel pushing into him. She gripped his hands harder, and he turned his eyes upward to see her head back, her eyes closed, lips parted, as she whimpered and moaned.
He wasn't just blowing smoke on that card he'd sent with the roses. Lori wasn't just a sexy, she was truly beautiful, and for the last few months all his, and he'd keep doing anything he could to keep it that way.
"Yes, yes," she groaned, her legs trembling around him. "Right there! Don't stop, baby! Squeeze my nipples harder!" he did as she asked and when her hips jerked took a chance and gave them a sharp pinch.
Lori released a yelp that turned into a long guttural growl just before her body exploded. Her hips bucked as she writhed on the bed, releasing that sexy as fuck deep primal growl in her throat mixed in with several shuddering moans and whimpers.
Her legs straightened around him and he felt her feet drumming on the bed as he gave her nipples another pinch while keeping his tongue moving on her clit. Lori's hips lifted from the bed while squeezing his hands even tighter before she released a long whimper and her body went limp.
"Fuck," she breathed. "I should buy you pretty flowers."
"You are my pretty flower," he released her breasts, and sliding up entered her in one long thrust.
"Lucky you have a big enough cock to get away with those bad lines," Lori smiled, then gasped when he sat back and gripping her behind her knees bent her legs back and fucked her with long hard strokes.
"Better use it then," he told her as he placed her feet on his hard flat stomach.
He placed his hands on her knees as he continued to fuck her, his eyes moving between watching his now glistening cock slid in and out of her sopping and still quivering pussy and the way her huge tits bounced from the force of his fucking her.
"Oh, oh, oh!" she yipped as he gave up on trying to be slow and patient and gave it to her hard and fast. "You always know what I need and how I need it!"
She reached back, gripping the head board, as Bret tore into her like he hadn't since....Sunday when they'd been in the unit across the hall. This was how it was every time they were together.
The foreplay might be slow and teasing, but once they got to it, the sex was hard, raw, unadulterated fucking. Bret lifted Lori's legs until her feet were on his shoulders and leaned over her.
"Fuck!" she howled when he grabbed the headboard over her hands, leaning over so her ass came off the bed and now drilling even deeper into her overheated pussy. "You love showing me I'm yours, don't you?"
"Mine," he whispered in between grunts of pleasure and effort, repeating her as much as a hope as he was feeding into her dirty talk.
"Your woman, your dirty girl," she squealed as he pounded her even harder, causing the headboard to slam against the wall like a jackhammer. "Your dirty secret," she added.
Lori stopped talking as her eyes rolled back and she was reduced to high pitched yips as he continued his assault on her helpless pussy. Bret could already feel himself getting close and began to slow down, trying to regain control and not come so quickly.
"You know what I like," she sensed what he was doing. "I know what you like too. How about I roll over so you can see my ass in the air?"
She was right, as much as he loved to look at her, Lori Matthews on her knees taking it doggy was what he'd jacked off to the most before he'd been with her, and what he loved to do most since he had the real thing.
He slipped from inside her, sitting back and grateful for the chance to slow himself down while he watched her roll over. Lori lowered her head to the pillow while sliding her knees beneath her and pointing her deliciously round curvy ass at him.
"Go ahead, Bret," she turned her head to be able to see him. "Claim that cunt."
He'd never use that word, but anytime she did, it excited him. Lori truly gave zero fucks while fucking, and as the saying went Bret was here for it. He gripped her soft hips and slammed into her hard enough to make her rock forward.
"Deep, oh so fucking deep!" she squealed as he resumed fucking her like he was auditioning for the porn he used to be jealous of but now knew actually existed.



"Yeah!" she egged him on. "Face down, ass up, that's how you like me!"
"Hell yeah," he exclaimed and gave her ass a sharp slap for emphasis.
"Fucking this boring uptight prig like the closet slut she is," Lori spoke in between her yelps as he gave her several smacks in the ass, loving the way it jiggled for him.
"Wouldn't people love to know, Bret? Know what a nasty girl I am? How this middle aged dud loves to suck cock and get dicked down by a stud half my age?"
"Yes," he breathed his thrusts going from long and smooth to shorter and more erratic as his having her in his favorite position, giving her a spanking and listening to her dirty talk had him right back to getting to the point of no return.
"This is why I got flowers, isn't it? Not for being pretty or a good woman, but for being your bad woman, your cum hungry cougar?"
"Oh, fuck," her dirty talking never ceased to amaze, and inspire him.
"Like that?" she moaned over the sound of flesh striking flesh as his hips met her ass while he plundered her mature pussy....no, cunt. The word grown ups used was cunt. Pussy was for girls his age.
"It's true, Bret! I'm your personal milf slut who can't get enough of your big cock in my mouth, in my cunt," she paused. "And even in my ass."
Her reference to the night two weekends ago when she'd brought a bottle of tequilla with her, gotten completely drunk and let him take her in the ass, the only time he'd ever done that, and something she said she hadn't done since college, but wanted to try again and give him the 'honor' sent him into a frenzy of short savage pumps that had her squealing.
"Shit," he moaned as his balls tightened and his cock twitched each time he thrust deep.
"Squealed like a stuck pig, didn't I?" she knew she had him at the point of no return by talking about it. "It hurt, but it was a good pain, and you shot that hot cum deep up my..."
"Oh," he gasped.
"Stop!" she pulled forward. "Sit back!"
Bret groaned as he was so close he had to grip the base of his cock, as he sat back on his knees. He'd been so close holding it back was uncomfortable, but in an instant, Lori made it worth it, and she sat up, and spun around to face him.
"I do have to say thank you, after all." She lowered her head into his lap and engulfed him in her mouth.
Bret released his cock, gasping at how hard he came. Lori gurgled as he exploded in her mouth, sending several spurts down her throat. She moaned in pleasure, her ass wiggling as she bobbed her head, noisily and greedily slurping up everything he could give her as she enthusiastically drained his swollen balls.
"Oh, damn," he placed his hand in her mass of curls when he had nothing left, but she continued to gobble up his cock like she couldn't get enough of it. "Stop," he tugged gently on her hair. "Please."
Lori sat up and opened her mouth, showing him the white puddle surrounding her tongue, then made a show of gulping and opened wide to expose her now empty mouth.
"Thank you!" she giggled and gave him a big sticky smile.
"You're welcome," he answered, and she laughed when he fell onto his back on the bed.
"Good thing I only bought a dozen," he joked as she reached over and picking up a bottle of water from the nightstand, offered it to him.
He forced himself to sit up long enough to take several long swallows, then handed it to her. He flopped back on the bed, his head landing on the soft pillow while he admired Lori's tits as she chugged down the rest of the water.
She put the empty on the nightstand, then stretched out next to him on her stomach, her arms folded under her chin as she faced him.
"You hungry, baby? I can order from Iggy's, it's right down the street. Clam cakes and chowder sound good?"
"I...don't know, right now a nap sounds better," he had to stifle a yawn. Between work last night, some studying then up early for a day of classes, and an epic romp, he'd about reached the end of his stamina.
"Both things can be true," she smiled. "We can nap for an hour, get some food and you can get home to change for work, no?"
"Yeah, I just..." he paused, then sighed. "My mother wanted me to come home and rest and being I didn't think I'd see you today, I told her I would."
His mother, Jesus, he sounded like a damn kid, which considering Lori had a son his age, she probably saw him as sometimes, but he didn't need to remind her of it.
"Oh," Lori nodded. "Okay, if you need to go, I understand."
Lori bent her legs, crossing her feet at the ankles and slowly kicked them back and forth. He loved that look, especially with her amazing ass on display, her long curly hair down her back...
"Not fair," he told her.
"I don't know what you mean," she tried to fight off the smile playing about her lips.
"You do," he ran his hand through her hair, and down her back until he rested it on the curve of her ass. "Lori, you have no idea how hot you are."
"That's why you have to keep showing me." She wiggled her ass into his hand. "You really like some junk in the trunk, don't you?"
"I do."
"Liked your junk in my trunk," she gave him a mock scowl. "I was sore for two days."
"Your idea."
"It was, wasn't it." She grinned. "It was worth it to make you happy."
"Just me?" He raised his eyebrows. "Pretty sure you came from playing with yourself while..."
"Don't know what you're talking about." She shook her head causing her curls to bounce around her face. "Nope."
"Right," he covered his mouth as he yawned. "Sorry."
"I'll take it as a job well done." She watched him for a moment. "Can I ask you something, Bret?"
"Anything."
"Do I make you happy?"
"You just made me very happy."
"No, I mean, like the way I look."
"Are you kidding? You can't tell how into you I am?" He laughed. "Literally."
"I know, but I started going to the gym two weeks ago just to start feeling better in general, and it wouldn't hurt to lose a little of this," she shook her ass again. "My hips too and..."
"Whoa!" Bret cut her off. "Where the hell is this coming from?"
"I just want to keep you happy," she said quietly.
Bret frowned. Lori was always the definition of confidence around him, but right now she seemed nervous, vulnerable would be the way to describe it. What was going on?
"Lori, there is no way you can't think I'm not happy with this," he gave her ass a light pat, "And everything else. I just told you how hot you are."
"I know, but I don't know, maybe you just..."
"Just what?"
"Like it now, but down the line you might think differently."
"Hey," Bret stretched his arm out along the bed. "Come up here."
Lori nodded but still had that nervous look as she slid higher up on the bed and cuddled into him, her head resting on his chest, as he put his arm around her shoulders, and pulled her close.
"Lori, you know what I always loved about you? Why I had a crush on you before this?"
"You said you liked real women."
"Damn straight. I like real and I like women not afraid to be real. All those shitty things Tom said about you? Getting a little thicker, a few grays, the way you dressed? I think all those things are the sign of a real woman, a strong one who says like it or leave it, what you see is what you get."
"Not these fakes with the hair dye and Ozempic and botox and trying to dress like they're forty five going on twenty five."
"You mean that?" she placed a soft kiss on his chest, then turned her brown eyes up to him. "You happy with me as is?"
"I'd be upset if you decided to change, especially because you think I want you too."
"Okay," she sighed. "Guess I'll cancel that appointment; I was going to color my hair."
"Don't you dare," Bret insisted. "I mean, well, look, if you want to do that for you, or lose weight or whatever else? If it's for you, fine. If it's for me? Hell no, you my personal milf slut are absolutely perfect."
"I'm not living that one down," she snickered, then placed her hand on his cheek.
"Thank you, Bret. I don't think you understand how you being happy with me as I am means the world to me."
"Tom was wrong, Lori." He said softly, giving her shoulder a squeeze. "Please never forget that. He wanted you to feel bad, like you should be grateful to have him, or make an excuse for why he was with those young girls."
"Have I told you that you're wise beyond your years?"
"That or I'm in bartender mode," he winked at her and then winched when she slapped his chest.
"Jerk," she said, but with a smile.
"What about me?" he made a show of thinking. "Color my hair? Maybe work out? Take some ED pills?"
"I love your hair, and your beard," she ran a nail down his cheek, and those pretty blue eyes. As for blue pills? Honey, you'd kill me."
"I think the same about you. If we ever spent a weekend together you might wear it out."
"We should do that."
"Huh?"
"Let's get away for a weekend."
"But..."
"It would be so much fun!" Lori sat up next to him. "Think about it, we go where no one knows us. We can go out to dinner, have a few drinks. Dancing!" she clapped her hands. "I haven't gone dancing in forever!"
"It would be nice."
"Get a room at a nice hotel with a pool. We could go swimming and," she smiled down at him. "We could really be together and not worry about anything."
"Except me going away the exact weekend you go away, coming back the same time." He also sat up. "Could it be any more obvious?"
She looked put off and didn't respond.
"I know you think I worry too much, but that would really be pushing it."
"You're right," she whispered.
"But maybe the summer when I'm out of school we could figure it out." He felt bad at how upset she seemed.
"We'll see," she shrugged, sending her tits jiggling. Despite the not so stellar conversation he'd give anything to just be able to stay here with her and make her happy again. "But I do want something from you, and no argument."
"I..." when he saw how serious she was, he nodded. "Okay."
"We already plan on spending the night together tomorrow, right?"
"Yeah, this room or we going to be across the hall?"
"Neither."
"If you want a motel, I want to chip in."
"Josh is going to Boston with Jennifer tomorrow for her sister's birthday party and they're going to spend the night up there."
"I know, he was telling me the other day."
"I want you to come over and spend the night at my place."
"Lori, we talked about this."
"I want you in my bed." She took both his hands in hers. "It would mean a lot to me, Bret."
"But its nice here and we don't have to worry about anything."
"I know you do understand more than most guys your age, but you don't know everything about women, honey."
"That doesn't sound good." He grimaced.
"Having a man come over and spend the night in your bed is a very intimate thing."
"Intimate," he repeated the word. Was this going where he thought, no, where he hoped, it could be?
"Motels, using a place like this? That's what people who are having affairs do. Its what fuck buddies do."
"I know we're not cheating on anyone," Bret chose his words carefully. "But this all hot sex and fun is what you said after the first few times."
"It was, I mean it is, but" Lori appeared to be treading lightly as well. "Would you send roses to someone who's just a fuck buddy?"
Bret looked down at their hands, unsure of what to say.
"Those roses could just be a nice gesture from someone who I know has affection for me." She spoke quietly while sliding her thumbs over the top of his hand. "Affection can be between family, good friends, or people who mean more."
"If it's the last thing, flowers are more than a nice gesture. They're an intimate gift. They say things like something beautiful for someone beautiful."
"Yeah," his heart was pounding, and his stomach had tightened.
It was right there. The moment he'd felt he'd been drawn closer and closer to the last few weeks but wondered if the sentiment would be shared. This was the time to say something, to be a man, to not let her try to walk him into it.
Time to do the right thing by saying the right thing.
"Unless," she continued when he couldn't pull the trigger and speak up. "That was just a smooth line from a smooth bartender looking to put a smile on a friend's face."
"I like to make you smile," he said, but still couldn't meet her gaze.
"I'm putting you in a corner," Lori squeezed his hands then released them. "Maybe doing it to myself to." She slid off the bed, and leaning over, found the dress and slipped it over her head without bothering to put anything on under it.
"Lori, don't be mad," he slid off the bed and gently took her hand again.
"I'm not mad, Bret." She lifted their joined hands and kissed the back of his. "But you do need to get home, and as for this? Maybe its not the right time for this conversation."
He tried not to let the relief show on his face, both that she didn't seem angry, but letting him off the hook for an answer.
"Good, and I think you're right."
"You're so mature I forget that in the end, you're still a kid and I don't mean that in a bad way, just that there's a huge difference between us in life experience." She frowned. "And a lot of other things."
"I know what's going on," he forced himself to look her in the eye. "I do. It's just..."
"Bret," she placed her hand on his cheek. "Let's stop for now."
"I just don't want you to walk away upset. I wanted to make you happy today."
"You did, baby," this time her smile seemed genuine. "In many ways, and one of them is something I've been thinking about lately."
"You have? Are we talking about the same thing?"
"Down to neither of us want to come out and say it? Could be." She kissed him before he could speak again.
"Now, here's how we're going to leave this. I want you to come over tomorrow night. I know your mom's going to be home so instead of coming home after you get off at Gabe's, get dropped off on the next street and come in through the back gate."
"Sounds like what people who are cheating on someone do," he muttered.
"Ouch," Lori winced. "But you have to hear the rest of it."
"But wait, there's more," he tried to joke, but could hear it fall flat.
"I'll make a nice dinner, we'll keep things light, we'll have some fun, and you will spend the night in my bed, and we see where it takes us." She swallowed hard and this time it was her that lowered her eyes.
"But, if you decide you don't want to do that, let me know and we'll meet here like we planned, and we'll have some fun."
"What's the difference?" he asked, confused. "Same thing, no?"
"If you think it's the same, then I guess this is where we'll meet." She pointed to the floor. "You need to get dressed, baby. You have to get home, and I have to lock up."
"Right," he scooped up his boxers and sitting on the end of the bed, slipped them on, then took his jeans from Lori who had picked them up. "Thanks."
"My turn to say I don't want you to be upset," Lori told him. "I love the flowers, we had amazing sex, and then we left our happy little world and had a reality check, but it could be a good thing."
"You think" he asked while standing and tugging up his jeans.
"We were going to get there sooner or later." Lori watched him put on his shirt, then slip into his sneakers. "But one way or another, Bret, things will be fine between us."
"I hope so, but how do you know that?"
"It's the point of tomorrow, my baby," she answered. "Like the saying goes, when you know, you know."
She turned to leave the bedroom but stopped when he blurted out.
"I'm working noon to seven, I'll be at your place by seven thirty."
Lori didn't turn around, but when she replied he thought he heard a tremor in her voice,
"Then maybe we already know."
Chapter Three
Bret entered the house, planning on rushing upstairs for a quick shower, and hitting the books for an hour. The hour and a half he'd spent with Lori had forced him to choose between a nap or studying, and he couldn't afford to lose any time on the latter with finals looking.
He'd say the loss of the nap was worth it, that had been one hell of a romp, even by their standards, that game with the flower. Damn, Lori never ceased to surprise him when it came to her sexual prowess and dirty mind.
The after drama however, he could have done without, but maybe she was right and the awkward subject of where this was all going, if anywhere other than the bedroom, needed to be addressed. Bret felt better that he'd told her he'd go to her house, rather than make her wait for him to decide.
That had been the right thing to do to spare her feelings. But where were her feelings? Everything pointed to her thinking exactly what he was, and if that were the case he'd be ecstatic.
But then what? There were so many problems that it could cause, and again, what if he were reading into things? What if she saw what was coming from him and just wondering how to let him down?
Intimate, she'd used that word. Like she said, would you be intimate with someone who wasn't...
"Where the hell were you?"
Bret froze when his mother, who must have been lying on the couch, sat up, her head peering over the back of it.
"Oh, hey, mom. You're up kind of early for work."
"Don't hey mom me, you promised to come home right after school. That's why I slept down here, so I could see you when you got here."
"Oh, well, I..."
"Really?" Mom rose from the couch, and he saw she was already in her blue scrubs, her long blonde hair gathered in a loose ponytail.
"Really what? I didn't say where I was."
"You don't have to." Mom folded her arms over her chest. "I know."
"You do?" Jesus, had she followed him? No, she'd have confronted him on the spot. But maybe someone saw him leave the house with Lori and called her.
"I do, but go ahead and tell me," She lifted her chin, challenging him. "Let's see if you still do the right things, like tell the truth."
The remark stung, and his shoulders slumping, he said:
"I stopped by someone's house and..."
"Someone?" she raised her eyebrows. "Or a secret someone?"
"Fine," Bret waved his hand at her, his frustration with playing these games getting to him. "I saw Jess."
"Jess." Mom repeated the name in a way he didn't like. "Bret, I want you to sit down." She pointed at the couch.
"Mom, I really have to take a shower and study before I go to work."
"Studying is what you were supposed to be doing two hours ago, that or getting some rest because you're running ragged."
"I'm fine."
"You look exhausted, and you've been a nervous wreck lately." She pointed again. "Sit, now."
"I'm not a little kid," he told her indignantly.
"Nor are you the grown ass man you think you are, and even if you were? I'm still your damn mother, and you will do as I say."
She locked her eyes, the same deep blue as his, onto him and he saw how angry she was, and couldn't blame her. He'd been lying to her, working more than she wanted him to, slipping out with his 'secret someone' more and more while his grades had slipped slightly in the last semester.
Bret sighed and dropped onto the couch. Mom sat down on the next cushion, turning so she could face him.
"I'm going to ask you again, Bret, who is this girl?"
"Her name's Jess."
"I know what her damn name is!" Mom snapped, making him flinch. "That's all I know, and I want to know why you're keeping her from me."
"Look, I told you, she's not even really a girlfriend, we're just um, you know, messing around."
"Six months is a long time to be just messing around, Bret." Mom seemed to be making an effort not to yell. "And if that was all it was, you wouldn't be cutting your best shift, spending nights with her, and slipping off every time you have a couple of hours after school that you should be spending studying."



"You spent a year griping I wasn't having fun, now you're pissed I am."
"Why can't I meet her?"
"Because she's just..."
"Six months." Mom repeated. "That long I should get to meet her. I don't care if she's a friend with benefits, a mother wants to know who's leading her son by his dick."
"Wow," Bret was genuinely taken aback. "That's crude."
"Get over it." She grunted. "Who is she, and I swear if all I get is the name again, I'll smack you."
"I met her at Gabe's."
"Well, now I know everything." Mom rolled her eyes. "Bret, when a man or woman is seeing someone for that long and no one has seen them? That means there's something wrong with them."
"Like what?"
"You tell me." Mom gestured. "She married?"
"No."
"Boyfriend?"
"No."
"She on drugs? She sell drugs?"
"God no," he was at least able to answer honestly.
"Is it a guy?"
"Oh my god!" Bret slapped his forehead. "I can't believe you said that."
"Then what the hell is the big secret?"
"Its just not worth..."
"Josh doesn't know either."
"You asked Josh?" He felt his stomach twist.
"I did. He's your best friend; I figured he'd know. I know you kids have the bro code and all, but I hoped I'd be able to put him on the spot, see if he was lying."
"He's not, he's never met her." Now he was lying.
"Is there anyone that has?" Mom then dropped another bomb on him. "Rob from Gabe's doesn't know who she is either."
"You went to my job and asked Rob?" He asked his eyes wide.
"I did. I went there last Friday night, the night you worked for close to a year before you started skipping it, or Saturdays, to play with Jess the invisible girl."
"You're unbelievable!" His voice rose. "Jesus Christ, Ma! I'm twenty one!"
"I told him who I was and asked if he'd seen any women hanging around you when you work. I mean, I figure if my boyfriend was a bartender, I'd be hanging out to get free drinks and keep an eye on him to make sure he wasn't flirting all the time."
Bret took a breath, Lori had only come by once, the night it all started a few months ago. Would Rob have mentioned it? He rolled the dice.
"Bet he said he hasn't seen anyone."
"You're right, and neither has your boss."
"You talked to Gabe," he rubbed his temples in response to the headache he was getting.
"Nicer than he looks," Mom told him. "Well, up until he told me I had a nice ass even in the scrubs and asked if I wanted to go riding with him next weekend."
"Yup, you met Gabe."
"He says a few women there have shown interest in his pretty boy bartender, but you don't bite, just chat a bit to work a tip. Says you seem too smart for that kind of drama seeing most of them are married and on the make."
"You going to go talk to my professor next?" Bret asked, feeling better that she was striking out. Except for Josh, what if he put two and two together because he was trying to figure out what, and who, his mother had been doing lately.
"Either your friends are all great liars, or no one has met her." Mom frowned. "Bret, is there really a her? Because at this point if there's not, I'd have to worry you're into something a lot worse than some slut."
"Why would she be a slut?"
"No woman carries on that long with one man if its just sex. They'd get bored and move on." She smirked. "I had a lot of boys in high school and college, but not a lot of boyfriends."
"Ugh."
"Right, fine for guys with the find them feel them fuck them and forget them, but not women."
"Holy shit, what's with you?" Bret grimaced. "That's awful."
"It's a Judas Priest song. Eighties metal at its classiest. But fitting."
"Mom, why is this such a big thing?" he asked. "No one is hurting me; I'm not hurting anyone."
"You're hurting me," she said quietly. "You're lying to me, Bret. You've never done that, so for you to start I have to think you're into something or someone you shouldn't be."
"Mom, I..."
"It hurts, Bret. It hurts and scares me. Please tell me what's going on. I'm your mother, whatever it is I'll try to understand, and we can talk about it."
Bret looked away then closed his eyes when she delivered the dagger.
"We sat here on this couch and talked about your father dying, we talked for hours after he died. If we can talk about that, if you can have those conversations with me, what is going on that you don't trust me with?"
Bret put his elbows on his knees and rested his head in his hands. Like earlier with Lori, he was at another crossroads. His mother was asking for the truth, and she deserved it.
He wanted to tell her. Doing the wrong thing wasn't who he was. He wasn't a liar, he wasn't sneaky, he wasn't someone who betrayed the trust of anyone, let along people he loved.
He should just say it, get it over with. No matter how upset she got it would be better than continuing to hurt and be unfair to the woman who'd raised him and only wanted the best for him, who worked her ass off to keep the house he was raised in and make sure he finished school.
"Its there." Mom gripped his wrist and gently eased his hand from his face. "I see it, honey. You want to tell me. I'll listen, and I promise not to get mad no matter what it is, it's the lying that hurts, Bret."
Tomorrow night. Lori seemed to think tomorrow was going to be when they figured out exactly who and what they were to each other, and if it turned out to be nothing but sex, was it worth the ensuing trouble? Hell, at this point if it was just about getting laid maybe it was time he got over his obsession and just went back to seeing girls he didn't have to hide or be hidden by.
"Bret?"
"I need a little time."
"For what?"
"You're right, I haven't been fair to you, Ma. You just want to make sure I'm okay. Trust me, I am."
"I'd believe that a few months ago." She told him her lips turning down in a scowl. "Not at this point."
"You're off Sunday, right?"
"I'm going in at night, but I'm off tomorrow night so I'll be up a good part of the day, why?"
"We'll talk then. I promise."
"What the hell difference does another couple of nights make?"
"It does, and," Was he really going to put himself in this big of a corner for what could turn out to be nothing except "No more Jess". Yes, because if it went the other way, they'd have to come out, he couldn't do this much longer.
"And what?"
"I'll bring her by."
"What's wrong with tomorrow? I'm off all day and night?"
"She works all day," God, he was making things worse even as he was lining himself up to finally tell the truth. "And I'm at Gabe's noon to seven."
"Then tomorrow night, pick her up when you get out and bring her over." Mom spread her hands out. "You're twenty one Bret, I've told you before if you ever wanted to have a girl spend the night here, I'd be okay with it," she grunted. "Providing I've met her."
"I'm not coming home tomorrow night."
"Let me get this straight." Mom's eyes flashed again, her 'understand' now out the window. "You're telling me you'll bring miss mystery over here Sunday, but can't tomorrow night, but you're spending tomorrow night with her?"
"Its complicated."
Mom looked as if she were going to pop, and he braced himself, but after a moment of silence, she released a long breath.
"Okay, this is the first time you've told me I can meet her, so I am going to trust you, Bret."
"Thank you." He tried to keep the relief, temporary as it was, out of his reply. "I promise you'll get the whole story then." Which story? That remained to be seen.
"Just know that if I don't?" Mom raised a finger in warning. "I will tell Gabe you quit, take your keys and phone away, drive you to and from school and ground your ass like your twelve until you tell her to come here, or she comes looking for you."
Her eyes dared him to challenge her, and he meekly nodded.
"Sunday," he said trying to sound confident.
"I can't wait." Mom told him. He began to get up, but she caught his arm. "I'm sorry, Bret, I'm just worried."
"I get it," he told her. "I appreciate it."
"Hug?" she put her arms out and Bret gratefully embraced her, then kissed her cheek. Mom pushed him away, a disgusted look on her face.
"What's wrong?"
"Well, at least I know she's real."
"Huh, how?"
"Because you still have her all over your goddamn face."
Chapter Four
"Here you go, Erin," Bret handed the tall blonde her drink, and began to turn away when she said.
"Hey, Bret, I asked for a C&C, this is a Jack and Coke."
"Shit, sorry," he took the drink from her and putting it behind the bar, quickly poured some coke into a glass, then gave it a double splash of Jack to make up for the mistake.
"No worries," she slid a ten across the bar. "Keep the change."
"Thanks," he smiled, but when he turned to put the ten in the register and take out the two dollars for the tip, swore under his breath. That was the third wrong drink he'd made, and it was only nine thirty.
Just before he left, he'd felt so tired and anxious, he almost called Rob to see if he wanted to step in. But he needed the money seeing he had swapped tomorrow night, the best shift of the week for the noon to seven mid shift which he'd be lucky to see half the tips.
That and if he stayed home all his mind would do was spin. He'd taken a shower right after the embarrassing incident with his mother, then while in his room, heard a car door and looked out to see Lori's van in her driveway and her walking up to the front door.
He eyed her in the snug fitting dress, knowing there was nothing on beneath it, and wondered if she was wondering if he were looking. His eyes shifted to the vase of flowers which contained one that smelled like her.
He received his answer to whether or not she knew he still enjoyed watching her come home when he received a text a moment after she walked into the house.
"Hello, my little stalker! You think about me being naked under my new dress?"
He replied, "I think about you naked all the time." To which she replied with an eggplant emoji followed by a face with its mouth wide open.
Bret quickly deleted the messages as he did to all the ones 'Jess' sent him and was glad he did. His mother had gone so far as to go around asking people about who he was seeing, so her trying to get into his phone was a very real concern.
Not as concerning as the idea of what the hell was he going to do on Sunday? Tell her, nah, don't worry, it was never serious, or show up with Lori and say "Hey, ma, meet my personal milf slut!"
"Yo, kid," Bret turned to see Gabe had come out of his office behind the bar, his leather jacket on and his keys in his hand. "Heading out, you and Tammy got this, right?"
"Yeah, we're good."
"Okay, Jake's in the kitchen and said yell if you need him," he sighed. "I think he hopes he gets a chance to bounce someone." He snapped his fingers. "And don't let that ditz cash out, she needs her fingers and whatever cock she's going to suck later to get to eleven."
"Classy."
"You okay, kid?" Gabe's faded blue eyes peered out from under his bushy gray eyebrows. "You look like you're dead on your feet, getting sick?"
"I'm good, just work and school, finals are coming."
"Right," Gabe grunted as he scratched at his scraggly beard. "You still tagging that woman?"
"What woman?"
"The one who showed up here and sucked you off in the parking lot." Gabe told him. "Pretty sure that's the one that creep lawyer came in here a couple months before and said you wanted to fuck was married to."
"You remember that?"
"I'm not that fried," Gabe laughed, but it turned into a smoker's hack, that had Bret stepping back to not get spit on. "But yeah, doesn't take a genius to figure out who she was." He smirked. "Tommy Neal told me he caught you in the lot, said your load was dripping down her chin, and she looked like she wanted more."
"Yeah, well that was just that time."
"Don't bullshit a bullshitter kid. Woman like that, older, stuck with some dud suit for a long time, he cheats, she's mad and decides he's not the only one that can fuck the young ones."
"That was that time," Bret insisted.
"You been taking time off since then, always tired, my money is on her being the reason why."
"Thank you for not telling my mother you think I'm doing that."
"Bikers code, kid, we never tell other people's stories, and it's not think, I know you are." He grinned. "Your mom's pretty hot. Think she's up for slumming with an old dog like me?"
"Never change, Gabe," Bret laughed and after clapping him on the shoulder, Gabe slipped out from behind the bar and made his way towards the door, waving and calling out to his friends.
Bret leaned against the bar, waiting for someone to order, then felt his heart skip a beat.
Josh had just walked in.
Not that his friend didn't pop in once in awhile to shoot the shit, and even before he'd turned twenty one, Gabe would let Bret slip him a drink or two, but he hadn't seen him here in close to a month, or much at all the last couple of weeks.
"Hey, bro," Josh slid onto a stool. "How's it going?"
"Going," Bret nodded. "Jim Beam and Coke?"
"Sounds good," Josh nodded while pulling out his phone and looking at it.
Josh made him the drink and handed it to him.
"On the house."
"Thanks," Josh frowned at his phone and put it on the bar. "My old man texted me like three times when I was with Jen, and twice in the time it took me to drive here."
"Maybe you should call him back, could be important."
"He's not leaving a message." Josh shrugged. "I'll call when I leave. So, what's new?"
"Not much, school, work, more school, more work."
"Little more than that," Josh said. "Your mom says you're screwing around with someone, but she doesn't know who. Told her I didn't know either."
"Its mama drama," Bret shrugged. "Wanted me to have fun, now I am, and she's pissed at that too."
"How come you never talk about her?"
"My mother?"
"The girl, jack ass."
"It's kind of a weird set up, just screwing her, that's about it."
"Yeah?" Josh's eyes, which were the same shade as Lori's, as was his short wavy hair, peered into his. "Funny because Cynthia said you told her you don't have a girlfriend."
"She told you she asked me to a party?"
"I told her to ask you to that party." Josh sipped at his drink, letting his words sink in, while not taking his eyes off Bret's face. Third year of law school and already like his father, Bret thought.
"Why would you do that?"
"After your mom played twenty questions with me, I figured I'd have Cynthia test the waters, see what you'd say. You told her nobody but told me you got some bed buddy action happening."
"I just didn't want her to know my business, but I guess I should have, sounded better than just blowing her off."
"Don't worry about that, she's not into you, she has a girlfriend." Josh smiled at the look on his face. "You didn't know that? Man, you should see her girl, Haley, she gets better women than we do."
"Pictures or it didn't happen," Bret joked. "What about you?"
"Same, school, got the part time gig at my dad's firm, doing stupid shit like getting coffee and digging through files, but its not bad. Going out with Jen."
"You guys been together awhile, no?"
"Three years, she's a great girl." Josh told him, then drained his drink. "Sent her flowers last week."
"That's nice,"
"She's worth it. Guess my mom is too."
"What about your mom?" Bret swore his blood had just turned to ice.
"She came home with these big ass peach roses."
"I didn't know she had a boyfriend. You meet him?" He's met him, all right, could this night get anymore fucked up?
"No, she says its nothing serious, some guy she met at one of her properties. Those roses looked pretty serious though."
"I bet."
"Something beautiful for someone beautiful the card said."
"Cheesy as fuck," Bret shook his head. "No name?"
"Nope. Not like I don't know there's someone. All that time my father bitched about her dressing like an old lady and all of a sudden, she's wearing nicer clothes, has her hair down a lot more, spending the night god knows where."
"You worried about it?" Bret fished while trying to act like he would if he weren't the mystery man. Or like an actual friend and not a lying prick.
"It's my mom, if someone's sleeping with her, I'd like to know who, but she's happier than I've seen her in a long time. Smiles all the time, buys herself things to look good for him more than her, I think, but if she's happy, then I guess I should be happy for her."
"Sure, if she's happy, its not so bad."
"I'm sure you're happy she's happy."
"Why would you say that?"
"You've been gawking at her for years, I'm sure you like seeing her in the new clothes, actually looks like she has a body in them."
"Oh," Bret tried for a rueful grin. "Got me there, the black dress today was something."
"I didn't see it, she was in Celtic jersey and slippers mode when I got home. But hey, if her secret admirer approves, it must have been nice."
Bret wasn't sure if Josh was busting his balls or testing him out. He knew Bret had crushed on Lori when he was younger and still caught him looking at her when he was over, but it had a different meaning now.
"It has stalker seal of approval." Bret played into it as if it were just breaking balls, and got a chuckle out of Josh.
"You're pathetic. Better hope whoever you're slipping it to behind everyone's back isn't the jealous type."
"Your mom's no threat, she'd either laugh at me if I ever said anything or slap me." Bret should be smacking himself; how could he joke about this?
"You might like her slapping you." Josh pointed out. "You should let me meet this girl, bro. We've been friends since eighth grade. I won't say anything to your mother."
"I don't know, maybe."
"I know why you won't bring her around."
"You do?" Bret held his breath.
"She's probably fat," Josh nodded, trying to stay serious. "Really fat and probably ugly too, and" he fished for something else. "Buck teeth, got a black and decker pecker wrecker."
"Yeah, okay."
"But she's desperate so probably does whatever you want because she's so happy to have a pretty boy like you bouncing on her."
"Jen's skinny, you don't see me making fun of her." Bret began to relax as the two teased each other as they had for years.
"Slender," Josh corrected him. "She's not skinny, she's slender, or slim, athletic even."
"You will make a good lawyer."
"Maybe my mother's boyfriend is ugly too," Josh circled back.
"Or she went for a sugar daddy and at her age that means he's got to be like seventy." Bret countered, that's it, just fall right in to doing the wrong thing, its just so much easier. No wonder most people did it.
"Maybe I'll follow her someday." Josh grunted. "Taking criminal investigation, PI"s take that one, learn all the tricks to professionally stalk people."
"What if you find out she is going to an old age home?"
"I'm serious, I might do it seeing she doesn't want to say anything. I just want a look at the guy, see what he's like."
Tall, blond hair, beard, blue eyes, kind of pretty, just a little bit younger than her...
"I'm sure she'll bring him around." Bret assured him. 'Or maybe she has a reason and means something to her for some reason."
"Maybe its because she thinks I'll run to my dad and tell him about it."
"What would he care? I'm sure he's having fun with the girls too young to drink here."
"I don't ask, I don't need to know," Josh made a face. "TMI and all that. Honestly, I hang out with him more to pick his brain for school than anything else and get a foot in at the ground floor of his firm. He shit all over my mother."
"I heard." Bret hesitated. "He ever say anything about her or the divorce?"




"Not for a while. In the beginning he tried to tell me she was the one tagging someone, and she used his bullshit as an excuse to be with that guy all the time."
"You don't buy that?"
"No, my mother's too goody goody for that. I'm surprised she is seeing someone now. My old man does ask, and I just tell him I've never seen her with anyone, which I guess I haven't but even if I did, I don't need drama. It's her life now."
"Yeah."
"Man, speaking of..." Josh looked at his phone which began to ring. "What the hell is the damn emergency?"
"Answer it, maybe something is wrong." Josh said then walked over to the end of the bar where two guys wanted bottles of Corona.
"What's up, Dad?" He heard Josh behind him as he pulled the bottles from the cooler and popped open the caps. "No, I'm not home, why?"
Bret handed the guys the beers, thanked them for the dollar apiece tip and wandered back to Josh.
"Now? Why, what's so important? Seriously?" Josh rolled his eyes while looking at Bret. "I'll come by in the morning before I pick Jen up for Boston, how's that?" He listened for a minute, said 'Okay I'll be there around 8."
"What's going on?"
"I don't know, he said he needed to show me something, and it was really important, but I've been up since five, and I'm ready to call it a night. I'll go see what whacked shit he's got going on tomorrow."
He slid off the stool.
"Going to hit the road, just figured since I was going by this way I'd pop in and say hi." He extended his hand, and Bret shook it thinking this was the same hand he used to spank Josh's mother's ass, fondle her tits...God, he was such an asshole. How could this ever work? Josh would want to kill him.
"Later bro," Josh waved over his shoulder as he walked away, and Bret leaned back against the bar feeling completely drained.
Not that the last few months had been easy on him, but within a span of hours he'd had a conversation with Lori that had the potential to lead to a far more serious one tomorrow night, a confrontation with his mother where he'd promised her the truth two days from now, and now Josh randomly popping in and talking about the damn flowers.
"Hey, Bret, can I get a seven and seven?" A guy called out, and as Bret pushed away from the bar to make the drink, all he could think was he hoped to hell, Josh hadn't sniffed the roses.
Chapter Five
Bret sat in the back seat of the Black Honda SUV, staring down at his phone. He didn't have anything up, or planned on texting or making a call, but the first few minutes of the ride the driver wouldn't stop making small talk.
The weather, the shitty start the Sox were off to, what an asshole the mayor was. Bret gave minimal replies, but when the guy kept going, he stopped answering and just stared at his phone.
The guy took the hint and stopped trying. Bret felt bad, the guy was just trying to be polite and pass the time, but he was only a few minutes away from what he felt was the biggest night of his young life and needed to try to get his head together.
Not that he knew how to at this point. He knew he and Lori had reached a crossroads, and the flowers had been the catalyst for it. He wasn't sure she should have taken them that seriously, but he had to think about his motivation for sending them and the response he wanted.
Her being happy with them was the easy response on the surface, but would she see a deeper meaning to them, had he wanted her too? The answer was yes, Lori meant more to him than just having a good time in bed.
Her offer to go away so they could be together in public had gone over his head in the moment, but as his head raced while he was trying to fall asleep last night, the importance of it hit him.
She wanted to be able to go out with him and not worry about being seen, go on a real date, have fun...be a couple. Would she care if this was still nothing more than sex? Maybe she was tired of the games too.
Except her answer was to slip away, and what he wanted was to rip the band aid off, say, "Hey, here we are," and get the bullshit sure to come out of the way and be able to be that couple right here and all the time.
If he wanted to be that couple it was because he had feelings for her that went beyond lust and desire, but emotionally as well. He hadn't sent her flowers because she was good in bed, he sent them to her because...
They were something beautiful for someone beautiful.
His crush on Lori was about looks alone, although she'd always been very sweet to him when he was younger, and nice in general as he grew older. Her revelation to him the first night they'd had sex that she'd always known he looked and liked it, was an eye opener.
But over the months they'd spent time together, especially the nights at the motel or her clients place, he began to see her for more than sex. Lori was a good woman, a good mom, a good wife to a man that ended up cheating on her.
She was educated, professional, and even though she'd relaxed a little, still dressed and acted respectable unless it was in the bedroom where she became not just an insatiable wildcat, but fun and playful.
Lori was genuinely sweet, caring, loyal-even to someone who wasn't to her-and all around everything you could want in someone. Bret hoped he had many of those same qualities, so on paper, they were a great couple.
Except for her being 45 and him 21. Except for her being the mom of his best friend, except them starting out as him being her revenge fuck and her being his sweet reward for doing the right thing.
Granted, she hadn't touched him until after the divorce was final, but it still started out as good sex for bad reasons. Bret felt they had moved on from that to something much more emotional with a much deeper connection in every way.
And he knew that when he sent the flowers. He had taken the first step, but yesterday he could have come out and said it but had locked up. Lori seemed to be doing the same thing, looking as if she wanted to say more, but holding back, and they'd both gotten upset at different points.
But if they both felt it, why couldn't either of them say it?
Bret felt he knew the answer and it was what would happen next? People would be upset, but even beyond that, could they work? The age difference had been a sexual taboo all this time, and a hot one, but dating? Everyday life? How serious was serious?
Living together? His next gift a ring instead of flowers? He knew in a lot of ways he was more mature than a lot of people his age, but as she proved yesterday, he was still his age, and there was a huge difference between them in experience and where they were in life.
He hadn't even...
"We're here, sir." The driver broke the hamster of his mind out of its wheel.
He glanced up to see they were at the house directly behind Lori's. The moment of truth was approaching, and he felt no more ready for it than he had yesterday, or during the weeks he'd acknowledged he was...
Falling for Lori.
Even that affirmation had to be pushed out of his mind, how the hell was he going to say it? Maybe she'd go first? He sent a text to her, telling her he'd be there in a minute.
"Sir?"
"Sorry," Bret opened the door, getting out.
The driver, an older man with thinning gray hair smiled.
"You look like you have some heavy things going on in there." He tapped his temple. "You're young, my friend, life is good, you just have to let it happen, not make what you want happen."
"Okay, thanks, I think," he said awkwardly, then plucked a ten from the pocket of his gray button down shirt. "Here you go."
"Thank you, I've seen you working where I picked you up," his smile widened. "You drive for a living, you get to be like a bartender, we hear all the problems, and we try to give solutions." He held up the ten. "And work tips."
He laughed and Bret couldn't help laughing with him.
"That's a good one," he shut the door and tapped the car as the driver pulled away. His phone pinged and he saw she'd replied the back door was unlocked.
He slipped alongside the house behind Lori's hoping he wasn't going to get yelled at by the older couple that lived there like he and Josh had all the time when they were kids playing manhunt with their friends and running in and out of yards.
He made it through to the back and to Lori's fence which featured a metal gate between the yards. Bret crossed her yard, peering into the driveway first to make sure Josh was gone, then went up the stairs and let himself in through the back door.
He tried to take deep breaths as he walked through the laundry room to the door leading into the kitchen. Not wanting to just walk in, he knocked.
"Just come in," Lori called out.
"Oh, boy," he leaned his forehead against the door for a moment before opening it.
"I'm in the living room!"
Bret went through the kitchen and didn't smell anything, nor was the table set when he passed through the dining room. He thought she'd mentioned making dinner, but it didn't really matter, food was the last thing on his mind.
And even if he had been thinking about it, the sight of Lori standing in the living room, in which she'd dimmed the lights to a warm glow, would have just made him hungry for something much better than food.
"Wow," he whistled when she rose from the couch to greet him. "Lori, you look....wow." He repeated.
Lori wore a white blouse that left her right shoulder bare and featured a plunging V neckline that showed off not just the top portion of her breasts, but the inner half as well. The blouse was tight enough to not just push her already perfect breasts higher but showed off the fact she wasn't wearing a bra. His eyes lingered on her nipples displayed by the thin material, before making their way lower.
The lower portion was cut at an angle leaving a triangular section of her stomach exposed opposite her exposed shoulder. The skirt itself was as tight as the blouse, hugging the sweet swell of her hips and adhering to her thighs before stopping midway down them.
His eyes roamed down her long legs taking in her white open toe stiletto heels which strapped around her ankles. He swung his appreciative gaze back upwards noting the white choker around her neck, the clasp of which formed a silver heart.
Lori's hair was down, but she'd taken some of the curl out of it, straightening it to make it even longer, but still left the curls framing her face. As always, her make up was light, but flawless, especially the deep plum coating her lips.
She rarely wore jewelry, especially when they were meeting to fool around, but tonight she had donned silver pendant earrings, and a matching bracelet. Matching silver bands decorated her index fingers, and the overall affect was mind blowing.
"My god, you look...: he tried to find the word. "Stunning."
"You mean this old thing?" she tugged on the long left sleeve of the blouse.
"That looks new to me."
"I meant me."
"Lori you are not old, you look better than any girl I go to school with."
"Hmm, flattery," she sauntered up to him, swinging her full hips. "You know where it will get you, right?"
She stopped in front of him and slipped her arms around his neck. Looking up at him, her dark eyes framed by her delicate lashes, her skin glowing in the dim light and those perfect lips curved into a soft smile.
"Beautiful," he whispered. "Just beautiful."
"I do love how you look at me," she said softly as she pressed closer to him.
"I do love how you look," he completed the exchange which had become a type of ritual between them.
"Good thing, because I..." she trailed off.
"You?" he prodded.
Instead of finishing her sentence, Lori gave him a quick kiss, then stepped back.
"I'm sorry I didn't make dinner. I figure we can order something if you want. You worked, you must be hungry."
"I had a couple burgers there for lunch, I'm fine," he watched her turn and walk over to the bar that Tom had left there. Not only did her ass look incredible, but the heels did great things for her legs, and he noticed the dress plunged in back as well, exposing a lot of smooth skin showing beneath her hair. "And you look damned fine."
"Bet you say that to all the milfs," she said while removing a bottle from beneath the bar and plucking a glass from the rack over it. "I bought red wine, would you like some?"
"I'm good."
Lori poured a glass and walked back over, sipping from the glass.
"You know I wasn't sure if I should dress up, after all, you did say you like real."
"Real women can dress sexy," Bret joked, but didn't like the way she sounded.
After the kiss, everything she said, even joking, had an odd tone to it, as if she were annoyed or distracted.
"I bought this outfit last week. All of it, the blouse, skirt, the choker, heels. Even the earrings are new."
"You look incredible." He told her as she sat on the arm of the couch rather than the couch itself, leaving him wondering if he should sit or not.
"Feel kind of silly dressing like this just to stay home and take it off when we end up in the bedroom." This time she didn't sip, the wine, but took several long swallows.
"Lori, is everything okay?"
He felt odd just standing there and sat down in the armchair next to him.
"Its all good," she said while staring down at her glass. "Or maybe not."
That sent his stomach fluttering. Was she going to call it off between them? No, why would she dress like that just to tell him it was over.
"What's wrong?"
"Its nothing." She gave him a smile he could tell wasn't real. "Guess a woman is never too old to be a drama queen."
"I think I'm missing the drama?"
"I bought this, and a couple of other things to be able to dress up for you when we went away."
"Oh." His revelation the weekend away conversation had been more important than he'd thought had been right, it had just taken him way too long to pick up on it. Because she was an adult, and he was a damn kid. "Well, like I said maybe this summer."
"No, you were right. Little to conspicuous to both be away at the same time." She sighed. "So, I could either return it or wear it tonight, so you at least get to unwrap it."
"I'm glad you kept it," he clasped his hands between his knees so she wouldn't see his fingers trembling due to nerves. The night didn't have a good feel to it so far. "You deserve to dress up and show off."
"There's only one person I want to show off too, and for." Lori downed the rest of the wine and looked at the glass as if she were upset it was now empty.
"For?"
"When a woman goes out with her man, of course, she wants to look good for him. But part of the thrill is to look good for everyone. For other men, or even women, say, wow, look at her, what a lucky guy."
"I get it."
"It sounds arrogant, and more than a little vain and shallow, but it's real and any woman who tells you it isn't true, is full of shit."
"I can tell you from my job most people are," Bret tried to keep it light, which is what he swore she'd said tonight would be, 'dinner and keep it light.' So far no food, and Lori was getting heavy.
"Used to do it for Tom, especially back when he was still junior partner and pushing to be promoted. Dinner with clients who brought their wives. I'd dress up, maybe not as risque as this, but I'd show enough to get some attention. Get his clients thinking that dumb wow, 'he's the man', frat boy crap."
"I go to school with those idiots."
"Right, you're still in school," she muttered, and he tried not to wince. The negatives of their 'relationship' were rearing their head in just the few minutes she'd been speaking. "But sometimes I did understand why it was exciting for him, and I admit it was for me. Nothing wrong with being looked at."
"I love to look at you."
"You always have, and I told you when my marriage was over, knowing there was a nice looking young man who stared at me and liked what he saw helped keep me from really falling into letting him make me think I was that boring old lady."
"Lori you..."
"I was becoming that." She cut him off, pushing herself off the couch and went back to pour another glass of wine. "I did dress older than I am, never did anything with my hair, got a little thicker and softer."
"We talked about that yesterday," he told her. "Don't start putting yourself down again. Lori, if you did go out looking like that? You would not be going home alone, you have to know that."
"You're very sweet," Lori came back to the couch. "I know you mean it, and I guess I need to confess something."
"Confess?"
"Yesterday, I was fishing a little with you. I have started going to the gym, but like I said, just to build on you already making me feel good, but when I played it up and mentioned my hair, I was looking to see what you'd say."
"You were testing me?" He asked. "That's not cool, Lori."
"Its not. I just...I think I needed to be sure."
"About what?"
"That you like me the way I am. That it wasn't just talk to keep getting sex, cheap lines, but if I said, Hey, I think I should work on myself and color my hair, and you said, that's great, I'd wonder."
"How can you wonder? I can't get enough of you." Bret pointed out. "You keep saying you love how I look at you, you think that's an act?"
"No, but...honey, you have to understand what Tom did to my self-esteem."
"I am not him," Bret surprised himself with the edge in his reply. "He was an asshole married to a hell of a woman, a good woman, a beautiful sexy woman, a great mother, smart, sweet, everything anyone could want and he wanted more."
He nodded as he basically voiced what he'd been thinking regarding his feelings towards her and why.
"No, he wanted his cake and eat theirs too. Trying to act like the rest of those creeps, sleeping with girls who were only with them because they were buying them things or just flat out buying them. He," Bret pointed to her. "Did not deserve you, and I," he tapped his chest. "Am nothing like him and I appreciate everything about you, and every minute we get to be together I feel like the luckiest guy out there."
"I...I'm sorry," she said quietly. "I didn't mean to say you were. He just...things like that cut deep, and its not easy to forget it. I can tell you want me and want to be with me.
"I let him put me down for way too long, didn't even see it completely until I saw how much you wanted me and how good you are to me. I swore I would never let it happen again, and I just need to be sure."
"If you're taking about us, then be sure. I am thrilled to have you as my trophy milf." He ended his own 'heavy' rant with the joke and gave her an exaggerated wink. "Which is a lot nicer than what you call yourself sometimes."
"But what good is a trophy if you can't show it off?" She chugged some of the wine. "Not so sure I'm a good mother these days either. Carrying on with his best friend."
"Lori, what do you want from me," he put his hand up before she could reply to what he realized sounded nastier than he meant it. "What do you want for us?"
She rapidly drained the glass, and leaning over, placed it on the table by the couch.
"We don't always get what we want, Bret." She began. "And what I want, might not be right for you. We're at such different places in life."
"You seem fine when we're in each other's places."
"Got me there," she gave him a small smile. "But when its just that? Its easy to see it for just that."
"And I don't think you dressed up that fine for this to be some kind of break up."
"I think you'd have to be an actual couple to break up."
"Okay, you didn't dress up that hot to not get messed up," he switched gears. "You wanted me to see you looking even better than I've ever seen you, and it wasn't to mope and come up with reasons this is wrong."
"You're right," she stood and walked over to him. "Honey, you're my son's age, and because of that? I think I need to be the one who has all the answers here, but sometimes there just aren't answers, or at least not always the right ones."



"I used to always do the right thing," Brett rose and put his hands on her shoulders. "Obsessed with it, no matter what, I did the right thing."
"We're not the right thing." She lowered her head, but not before he saw her eyes were wet, and a single tear sliding down her cheek. "Not in anyway, and not for the people we love."
"Hey," he squeezed her shoulders. "Let me finish."
She kept her head down but nodded.
"When Tom talked to me at the bar after I saw him with his sugar baby, he said something to me, and when I talked to you, you said the same exact thing."
"I'd hate to think I agree with anything that dog said over that." He heard the tremble in her voice, and drew her into his embrace, cradling her head against his shoulder.
"Easy," he stroked her hair, and could feel her shoulders shaking, she was crying, and he felt all his doubts drop away because she'd only be this emotional if she thought it had to be over for them.
Or, he was at least willing to embrace that idea enough to put it all on the line, because one of them had to.
"I mentioned doing the right thing to Tom and he said there's what's right and what's right for you. When I came to you with the pictures you told me to lie and say they didn't come from me, you said there was the right thing and what was right for me, remember?"
She nodded into his shoulder, her hands pressed to his chest, and he could feel them shaking.
"Well, you're right. What we're doing isn't the right thing. Lying and sneaking isn't right, maybe our age difference isn't right, how we started for you to get some payback wasn't right, neither was me letting you do that because you're what I always wanted.
"Y...you're going to say its over," she moaned into his chest. "I...its my fault, I shouldn't have..."
"You should let me finish," he chided her, resting his hand on the back of her head.
"But maybe, no, fuck maybe," he said firmly as much to himself as to her. "This is that time that it's not about what's right for other people, but what's right for us, because being happy doesn't always mean making other people happy."
He gently took her by her shoulders and eased her back so he could see her.
"Lori, look at me."
She lifted her head, and he saw the tears spilling down both her cheeks and her lower lip trembling. This woman reduced to tears and partly because he hadn't been able to say the right thing, the right thing for both of them.
"You look amazing."
"I'm a hot mess," she wiped at her eyes. "How can you..."
"Say what we always say," he prodded. "You say you love how..."
"I love how you look me." Her eyes widened and he felt she knew what he was about to say.
"And I love how you look," he said softly, then took the biggest leap of his life. "Because..."
"I love you." Bret's jaw dropped when Lori spoke the words in unison with him.
"Oh my god," she wiped at her eyes again, but began to smile. "I can't believe we said it!"
"Said what?" he asked. "I love you?"
"Say it again!" she implored. "Please say it again!"
"Lori Matthews," he put his arms around her. "I love you."
"I love you too!" This time she threw her arms around his neck. "I was so afraid to say it! I thought you were going to call it quits when I started talking about the things we can't do."
"I thought that's where you were going." He swallowed hard, and she exclaimed. "You're getting misty eyed!"
"I hate to see a woman cry," he told her. "Especially if she's someone I love."
"Those flowers," she pointed, and he looked over, he hadn't even noticed them on mantle. "They started this! I'd been feeling it, but didn't think you....Hmmm."
He stopped her with a kiss. To him it was their first as a real couple and he was going to make it a good one. Bret pressed his lips to hers. Softly at first, then much harder as he crushed her against him.
Lori didn't seem to mind as she returned the kiss with equal vigor, her arms around his neck, and her right hand, running through his hair. He opened as their lips worked over the others, and her tongue slipped into his mouth.
He met it with his, and they both sighed as their lips sought to devour one another's and their tongues waged war between them. He felt her nipples poking into his chest and she was moving her hips, grinding into his rapidly swelling cock.
If this was their first kiss as a couple then that meant this would be the first time they were intimate, and again, he vowed to make it memorable. Keeping one arm around her shoulders, Bret ducked down and swung his other arm behind her knees and swept her off her feet.
"Oh!" she gasped as he turned and walked out of the room, easily carrying her towards her room. "Now this is what I got dressed up for!"
Cradled in his arms, she began unbuttoning his shirt before they'd reached her room, and as he turned sideways to get them through the doorway, he lowered his head and kissed her once more.
Their lips remained in contact as he lowered her so she was sitting on the edge of the bed. Still kissing, she finished unbuttoning his shirt and sliding her hands inside of it, pushed it back over his shoulders.
Bret quickly undid the buttons at his wrists as Lori kissed his chest and sent a shiver through him when she tongued his right nipple. He dropped the shirt and gripped the bottom of her blouse.
Lori raised her arms over her head, and he slipped her blouse off, exposing her gorgeous breasts. She lifted her head, her lips parted, and he was happy to resume kissing her.
Their hands roamed, his through her long hair and over her back, hers over his chest and stomach before unbuckling his belt, then unbuttoning his black slacks and unzipping them.
She pulled them as well as his boxers down and he moaned when she gripped his cock as soon as it popped free. Lori broke the kiss, and lowering her head, went to take him into her mouth.
"Hmm-mm." he caught her shoulders and pulled her to her feet.
"But I..."
"Not this time," he whispered just before kissing her once more.
This time when they embraced each other, her bare breasts were pressed pleasantly to his chest and his cock nestled along her soft tummy. Bret slid his lips from hers and nuzzled into her neck.
"Oh, yeah," Lori purred, letting her head fall back to give him better access to the delicate curve and sift skin of her throat and neck.
Bret kissed and sucked his way down her neck, over her throat where he lingered for a moment, then down the other side her neck, continuing over her shoulder. Lori's nails lightly ran over his back and ass while she wiggled into him, caressing his cock with her stomach which was not getting wet and sticky from his oozing tip.
His hands ran through her long lustrous hair, down her back and finding the hook, undid her skirt. He slowly unzipped it, then tugged it over her hips. Lori giggled as she did a sexy little shimmy to help him get the smug skirt down far enough for it to fall the rest of the way to the floor.
Bret surprised her with a shove, sending her falling onto the bed, but she quickly turned and pushed herself up until her head was on the pillow. Now clad in just the choker, heels and a white lace thong, he smiled as he leaned over to get his shoes and socks off.
"I do love the way you look."
"Then you need to come down here and love me."
Lori hooked her thumbs into the sides of the thong, and lifting her ass from the bed, worked it down. Bret licked his lips as he got his pants and boxers off while taking in the smooth neatly trimmed triangle of brown hair on her mound before she exposed the rosy lips of her pussy.
She lifted her legs in the air, sliding the thong up past her knees, then bending her legs playfully until the thong was hanging from her right foot and kicked it at him. He caught it, brought it to his face and sighed at the sweet and spicy scent of his...
Girlfriend. Lori was no longer a fuck buddy, a Milf with benefits, she was his. His girl, his lover.... his everything. He tossed the thong to the side, smiling from ear to ear as Lori, her eyes on his ready cock and a look of absolute hunger on her face, beckoned to him.
He crawled onto the bed, stopping when she raised one heeled foot and placed it on his best. Taking his cue, he unbuckled the strap and slid the shoe off. Lori giggled when he kissed the top of her foot, then moaned when he briefly sucked on her toes.
She offered him the other heel and it was his turn to moan as while he removed it, she slid her other foot along his swollen shaft, caressing it with the soft sole of her foot, then slipping it between his legs and wiggling her toes into his balls.
He tossed the shoe to the side and climbed up between her legs until he was directly over her. Lori put her arms around his neck, her eyes on his, her plum coated lips smiling in anticipation.
"Going to be good to your girl, this time?" she whispered while sliding her bare feet along his lower legs.
"I think she'd like that." He lowered himself to the bed, slipping his arms beneath her.
"No, baby," she purred in his ear. "I'd love it."
Bret slowly entered her, loving the long sigh she breathed in his ear as they felt every inch of his hard flesh easing into her and spreading her tight wet walls around him.
He moved his hips, giving her long slow stroked, a sharp contrast to how he'd been giving it to her, the last few months, which was always how she wanted it. But not this time, this time Lori wasn't his 'personal milf slut' this time she was his lover, and his love.
Bret found a good easy rhythm and groaned deep in his throat when Lori matched it, thrusting her hips up into his descending strokes. Lori wrapped her long legs over his hips, crossing her ankles and locking him into her, causing him to penetrate even deeper into her warm welcoming heat.
Her lips found his and he moaned into her mouth as her hands caressed his shoulders and back. Bret couldn't remember going this slow and easy with anyone. It wasn't always raunchy and wild, but he'd rarely if ever had an encounter that he'd say was 'making love'
That was until now. It wasn't just the slow sensual pace of their movements, or their close intimate embrace, but the feeling behind it. They'd confessed their feelings, found they felt the same way, and for the first time were engaged in an encounter that was as emotional as it was physical.
"Ohh," Lori whimpered. "You feel so good, baby," she gripped his shoulders, her nails digging hard into them. "Just like that, nice and easy."
Her legs tightened around him, and her hips didn't move faster but were driving harder into his. Lori's head fell back onto the pillow as she whimpered and moaned. If he'd thought she'd looked beautiful before, she was sheer perfection in this moment.
Her gorgeous hair fanned out on the pillow, framing her face. Eyes closed, lips parted, a look of pure bliss on her face as their bodies moved as one. He squeezed her against him, enjoying the feeling of her breasts pressing between them, but her erect nipples two firm spots amid her amid her soft flesh.
He felt the first twinges in his shaft that told he him he was getting close, but didn't move any faster, it felt too good to ruin by going from loving to fucking. Beneath him, Lori's body tensed, her back arching up into him, and he felt her thighs trembling around him.
"Oh," she breathed. "I'm right there, don't stop baby, please don't stop. Keep going, keep loving me."
Her words sent a rush through him that not even her dirtiest talk ever had, and felt his balls tighten and he was unable to stop his hips from moving faster.
"Ohh," Lori's nails gouged deeper into his shoulders as her entire body tightened beneath him. "Yessss," she hissed above him and a moment later she jerked beneath him as her pussy contracted around his thrusting cock.
Lori released a long whimper before it slid down in pitch to her trademark growl deep in her throat. Her hips bucked harder and faster, and between that and the way her pussy tightened then released, sending a warm gush around his shaft, sent him over the edge.
Over the months they had engaged in insanely hot sex, and he'd always finished either on her ass, tits, or in her mouth, because she loved the feeling and dirtiness of his cum all over her.
This was the first time he'd come inside her, and he moaned into her neck at how good it felt. Her pussy continued to tighten and release in the throes of her orgasm, milking his erupting cock and helping him squirt deeper inside her.
Lori whimpered and sighed as her body relaxed, but he continued to thrust and this time it was the walls of her pussy, not her body, he was painting.
"Damn," his body relaxed as he gave her the last of what he had, and he lay on top of her, his body trembling, and his heart pounding from how hard he'd come for her.
"That's it, baby, just melt into me."
He felt as if he did just that, going limp in her embrace as his body relaxed on top of her. Lori gently stroked his hair as they lay in silence, his cock softening inside of her.
"Honey, I think that said I love you, more than anything you say could." He told him.
"That was intense," he pushed on the bed, extricating his arms from beneath her as she let her legs drop from around him.
"Um, you know if you did want to say it with words, I'd let you." Lori smiled at him. "I'll start, I love you, Bret."
"Love you too," he kissed her forehead, then rolled over onto his back next to her. "My personal milf slut."
"Notice you got off me before you said that." She rolled onto her side, and he yelped when she slapped his chest. "Don't ruin this, smart ass."
"Yes, ma'am." He laughed and she joined him.
What she said wasn't really funny, but they continued to laugh long and loud, and as he did, Bret knew it was all the tension leaving them.
"Baby, I was worried about tonight, but it couldn't have gone better."
"Had me worried when you talked about the dress and other things." He put his arm out so she could cuddle with him, but instead she sat up.
"I was really torn. I knew how I felt, what I wanted, thought you wanted it too, but..."
"No buts, we're together for real now." Brett grinned. "Made an honest woman out of you."
"We are officially we now," she placed her hand on his cheek. "But there's a lot to unpack with that."
"I know, but can we unpack tomorrow? Live in the moment?"
"We can." She smiled. "What would you like to do in this moment? Hmmm?"
"Well, I am kind of hungry now." He told her, sliding up to lean against the headboard.
"An hour as a couple and you're already the typical man," Lori sighed.
"I need my strength, its not easy keeping up with a trophy milf." He quickly added. "That I'm in love with."
"Good save." She grunted. "But I'm not cooking."
"One hour and a typical woman." Bret laughed as she scowled at him, but it quickly turned into a smile. "Touche'"
"How about Islander?" Bret asked. "They have killer lo mein."
"Sure, she slipped off the bed and grabbed a black robe hanging from the doorknob of the closet door. "We can talk while we eat."
"So much for the moment."
"You decided eating was more important than the moment."
"I did," he swung his legs over the bed and leaning over grabbed his pants "And I guess we do need to talk."
"Not even sure where to start."
Brett stood to pull up his pants, carefully tucking his cock into so he wouldn't catch it in the zipper.
"You know where we have to start." He turned to face her as she tied her robe. "We have to tell Josh and my mother."
"Your mother is going to want to claw my eyes out." Lori curled her fingers into a claw.
"My mom likes you. You were really there for her when my dad passed."
"Bret, you have no idea how protective mothers are. Or how she'll see this."
"Speaking of protective, Josh is going to want to beat my ass."
"Probably." Lori nodded.
"Thanks."
"It'll work out, it has to." Lori came over and took his hand. "Like you said, we're doing what's right for us."
"But you agree, we have to talk to them?"
"Yes."
"Good," Bret kissed her cheek. "Because I told my mom I'm bringing my girlfriend over to meet her tomorrow."
Chapter Six
Bret opened his eyes and wondered what time it was. He and Lori had talked until after ten, and the conversation, although about things that weren't going to be easy for them, was a good one in that it, like them expressing their feelings for one another, relieved a lot of tension.
Lori wasn't thrilled with being pressured to do it so quickly, but after telling her how he'd promised his mother, she agreed to come over to his house and they would tell her together.
Josh, on the other hand, Lori felt it would be best for her to tell him alone, because odds are he would be angry and Bret being there would make it worse. She wanted Josh to be pissed off at her first, get a lot of his anger out at her, then when he settled down some, Bret would come over and the three of them would speak.
Bret didn't like her doing it alone, he felt he was as responsible for Josh's impending explosion, as she was, and it wasn't fair she had to take the brunt of it. Her reply was she was his mother, she was against saying anything all this time, and she was the one who should have known better.
He didn't like the answer because her 'knowing better' reinforced the idea she didn't see him as an equal. The fact in some ways he may not be further ticked him off, but as Lori had agreed to meet his mother when he wanted, he wasn't going to push her.
When the conversation had wound down, Lori had decided to shift back into slut milf mode, and sliding the tie from her robe, had him use it to tie her hands behind her back, 'force' her to suck his cock on her knees, then take her while bent over the dining room table, and have him finish by 'making' her suck him off and swallow every drop.
Her wide eyes, desperate pleas for him to stop and her shrill whimpering and pleading were hot as fuck, and again he found himself blown away by how inventive she could be. The idea she had rape fantasies showed she wasn't just kinky, but depraved might be the word, but as long as he was making out in the deal, who cared?
They showered together, washing each other's bodies and hair, lingering and touching, teasing and genuinely enjoying each other. By the time they went to bed, Bret was ready for another round, as she was, but this time, after he'd gone down on her and made her cum, it was another slow much sweeter encounter, but this time with her on top, wrapped in his arms while she slowly worked her hips.
He couldn't move much with her on top, and it teased the hell out of him as she took her time, but when he came, shooting deep up inside her, it was harder than he'd come from the previous and much raunchier encounter downstairs.
Bret turned his head and saw it was five past one, and turning back to stare at the ceiling released a contented sigh. The room smelled of the berry scented candle Lori had lit, and a much sexier scent could be picked up from his mustache when he took a deep breath.
He'd fallen asleep with Lori curled up next to him, her arm over his waist and her leg draped over his, and damn it felt good. Her warm body against his, her breasts pressed into him, and the heat of her pussy on his leg.
He didn't feel her now, but could hear her slow steady breathing, and looking over saw she'd rolled over and was now on her stomach. She'd put her hair up to sleep, and he admired the smooth skin of her bare back revealed in the flickering candlelight.
The sheet was pulled up to her waist, but her right leg had slipped out, and his gaze ran along the length of it from the tips of her toes to her thigh and up to her hip. She was facing him, and he smiled at the way her lips were pushed into a precious pout as she slept.



He felt his cock stirring but thought about closing his eyes and drifting off. Considering three rounds tonight and how exhausted he'd been this week; he was amazed he'd woken up at all.
Hell, they didn't have to get up early, and who said he had a limit to how much milf he could have? Bret rolled onto his side and lightly ran his fingers down her back. Lori made an adorable whimpering sound, but her eyes remained closed, her breathing slow and heavy.
Bret leaned over and placed a soft kiss on her shoulder, then another on the back of her neck.
"Hmm, that's sweet," she mumbled her eyes cracking open and her voice thick with sleep.
Bret rolled over, swinging his leg over her hips and planted a series of kisses across her shoulders. Lori purred like a cat in the sun as his lips slid over her flesh and once he'd returned to the middle of her back he began to kiss his way down.
"Someone wants more," she said, but remained still as he eased the sheet down to expose her ass.
"Can't help it, someone in this room is sexy as fuck."
"Tell you what, baby, if I don't have to move, you can have it."
"That's romantic," he muttered, but continued to kiss his way down her back, then across her hips.
He pushed the covers back as he moved, stretching out between her legs as he took his time kissing and licking his way along the curve of each of her cheeks. He then spread them, and she squealed when he shoved his tongue in her ass,
"You're so bad," she groaned, but her hips rocked as he pushed his tongue into her pink rosebud. "You want back in there; you're going to need to get me drunk again."
"I am a bartender," he sucked on her left ass cheek hard enough to make her say "Ow, no hickeys!"
"If anyone sees that, then you have some explaining to do," he gave her ass a swat, then spreading her ass wider, shoved his tongue into her pussy.
Lori moaned and kicked her feet, getting them out from under the sheet and bending her knees, spread her legs wider for him. Bret moved his head, tongue fucking her several times, before moving lower and sucking on her swollen clit.
She whimpered and squirmed in his face as he swirled his tongue over her excited flesh while gripping her ankles and pushing her legs further open. He went at her clit like it was the best thing he'd ever tasted, which in reality, it was and not even close.
His tongue blurred over her placing soft fluttering licks in every direction as he put his hands on her ass and worked one finger into her pussy and plunged another boldly into her ass.
"Fuck!" Lori yipped but thrust back into his fingers. "Say I love you and you just shove your fingers wherever you want?"
"Shh," he hissed into her pussy. "Don't make me tie you up again."
"You can do that when I let you have my ass again. You can make me scream no while you take it."
Her hips moved faster, as did his tongue as what he'd begun as a tease now looked like he could get her off. He wiggled his fingers in her holes while mixing in hard sucks with his rapid licks.
"My god," she groaned. "I...I'm going to come again!"
She sounded surprised and he smiled into her warm sticky flesh before sucking it rhythmically while working his fingers deeper into her holes. Lori bucked her hips back and forth, helping his fingers fuck her, and he head to move his head forward and back to keep his mouth on her clit.
He managed to and within minutes, Lori cried out and her legs kicked up and down along side him as she squirmed, and her holes squeezed his thrusting fingers.
"Oh oh oh!" she yipped as she ground her pussy into his face. "You better fuck me after this!"
That wasn't going to be a problem, and a few seconds later when she released a long groan before going as limp as a rag doll, Brett slid up the bed, braced his hands on the backs of her shoulders.
"Hmm, that's deep," Lori moaned as he lifted and dropped his hips, plunging his cock into her prone pussy.
He fucked her harder and began shoving her down onto the bed as he did. He quickly timed it so each time he forced her down she'd bounce back up into his cock.
"Fuck!" Lori gasped. "That's it, Bret! Take it, take that cunt, show me who it belongs to!"
Bret hammered into her, pounding her mercilessly into the bed as she yipped and squealed in between egging him on to fuck her even harder and show her who she belonged to.
Between her getting him hot with her dirty talk and the sheer speed and force his fucking, her felt his balls constrict and his cock already twitching at the end of each stroke.
He gave her more savage thrusts that had her gripping the rungs of the headboard and howling into the pillow, then with a low groan he buried himself balls deep between her delightfully jiggling cheeks and shot his load deep inside her.
"Fuck me, that's the way to wake a girl up." Lori sighed even as she wiggled her ass into him, helping to milk the last few drops from his now completely drained balls.
"Maybe you can return the favor in the morning." He rolled off her.
"Okay, I'll shove a finger in your ass."
"Um, on second thought."
"Shit," Lori rolled onto her back.
"What's the matter?"
"Baby would you grab the bottle of water I left on the bathroom sink? I'm really thirsty."
"Least I could do." Bret really didn't want to move after that, but how the hell did you tell a woman who'd put out four times in the last few hours no?
He got off the bed, and slipping on his boxers headed for the door.
"Why are you putting something on?" Lori spoke with her eyes closed and her voice already thick, he wondered if they'd just lay there if she would have fallen back to sleep.
"I don't know, habit I guess. Remember, I live with my mother."
"You walk around in your underwear in front of her?"
"She's usually not home, but..." he waved her off. "Maybe I feel weird walking around a house naked."
"Bet you wouldn't care if I did," she quipped.
Bret opened the door, not bothering to close it and went down the hall to the bathroom. He stopped and cocked his head when he thought he heard something and was just turning around when a light flashed behind his eyes and a sharp pain went through the side of his head.
"You fucking piece of shit!" Josh shouted as Bret staggered back a few steps struggling to stay on his feet.
"He was right! You're fucking my mother!" Josh came in swinging, and Bret got an arm up in time to stop from getting hit with his right hand but couldn't stop the short left jab Josh followed up with.
He moved his head and grunted in pain when the punch hit the side of the neck. Josh threw himself into him and Bret went down, his arms crossed in front of him as his long time best friend sat across his hips, swinging wildly at him.
"Fucking asshole! You lied to me! Lied to my face!"
"Josh, please!" Bret needed to defend himself and managed to snap his right hand between Josh's arms and catch him in the face, causing him to rock back.
Bret bent his legs and wrenched his hips to the side, throwing Josh off him.
"Don't give me please!" Josh, his nose now bleeding, lunged at him again. "You low life fucking scumbag! How could you fucking do this?"
"Josh!" Lori screamed, as she came out of the bedroom, trying to run and tie her robe at the same time. "Stop it! Get off him!"
"You mean like you just got off him?" Josh spun away from Bret to yell at her. "Jesus, I could hear you screaming from downstairs!"
"Josh," Lori put her hands up as Bret slowly got up behind Josh, rubbing the side of his head. "I...I know this is bad, but..."
"Bad? Bad?" Josh threw his hands into the air. "Bad doesn't come close! Jesus Christ, Mom, you're fucking my best friend!"
After he yelled, he turned and punched the wall, smashing a hole through it.
"I don't know which one of you is more disgusting!" Josh spun back to him and Bret took a step back, but had his hands up, ready to defend himself.
"I don't want to fight you," he told him.
"Tough shit, I'm going to beat your sleazy ass bloody, you fucking cocksucker."
"Josh, watch your mouth!" Lori had come up behind and grabbed his arm.
"Oh, right!" Josh turned back to her, jerking his arm from her grip. "Guess you're the cocksucker and he's watching your...Ow!"
Bret winced when Lori slapped Josh in the face hard enough to make him turn his head.
"You listen to me," Lori pointed to him. "I'm wrong, Josh. You have a right to be mad about this, mad at Bret, mad at me, but I'm your mother and you don't ever talk to me like that."
"My mother wouldn't be doing this." Josh replied, rubbing his cheek, but the slap seemed to have snapped him out of his blind rage. "My mother was a good woman with self-respect, not some desperate middle aged tramp acting like a trashy whore with a kid her son's age."
"Don't talk to her like that," Bret warned.
"I'll handle it, Bret." Lori put her hand up.
"How long you been handling Bret, Mom?" Josh asked. "Few months I'll bet. Maybe even before the divorce."
"That is not true." Lori told him. "Unlike your dog of a father, I didn't do anything until the divorce was final."
"Nice of you." Josh laughed harshly. "You have this backstabbing prick over the next day?"
"I did." Lori said and Bret whispered. "Oh, fuck."
"Been with him for six months now."
"You...you're admitting it."
"You just caught him walking out of my bedroom in his underwear. May as well know the truth now."
"You remember what the truth is?" Josh looked at each of them in turn. "Either of you? I don't know who's a bigger piece of work, you," he pointed to Bret, "Sticking it to your best friend's mother because your pathetic ass has been crushing on her since we were kids." He swung his other hand towards Lori.
"Or you, a middle aged mother acting like a porn star for him. You feel so bad about yourself you need to go after a kid my age who'd stick his dick in a hole to get off?"
Josh grunted in pain when Bret hit him solidly in the jaw, sending him into the wall.
"Oh my god!" Lori yelled and quickly got in between them, pushing Bret in the chest. "Stop it, please!"
"I don't care who he is or how wrong we are. No one is going to say that about you." Bret pointed over her shoulder at Josh, who stood there with his hand on his cheek.
"You sound like your asshole father saying shit like that. If she felt bad about herself, who did it?"
"Poor Lori, and here comes white knight Bret to make it all better. You tell my mom she's hot? That you're happy to throw her a few fucks to make her feel better."
"Shut up!" Bret hissed.
"Josh, stop talking," Lori turned, but stayed between them.
"Something beautiful for someone beautiful." Josh sneered. "Bet she put her ass in the air for that one, didn't she?"
"Lori," Bret said, his voice shaking. "Move."
"You really are your father's son, aren't you?" Lori asked quietly. "Talking to me like I'm some slut at one of those punk ass frat parties you go to."
"Nah, those girls are hot and have options, they don't settle for the first guy who'll smack their ass and..." He trailed off when Lori burst into tears.
"How can you say those things to me?" she demanded in a sob, that caused Bret to be caught between wanting to take her in his arms and wanting to put Josh's head through the wall.
"I love you," Lori continued, her voice breaking. "I'm sorry I hurt you! I know you won't believe it, but I was the one who told Bret to keep it quiet. I was the one who had him lying because I was afraid of losing you."
Josh looked away from her.
"Neither did Bret. He's your best friend and he's felt awful all these months, but I'm the one who kept him from telling you."
"Because you know its wrong," Josh said, but sounded like he was calming down. "You should be ashamed of yourself, and you know it. Dad was wrong for what he did to you. I'm still mad at him and every time he disses you, I stick up for you, and then he calls me last night and tells me a friend of his saw you two at that air bnb by the beach."
"Shit." Bret sighed.
"Tells me you two have been going at it, and to come by here tonight if I don't believe him. I had to go to Boston for that party, but I left Jen there and came home thinking there's no way, just no way."
"I heard you," he pointed to Lori, "Yelping and squealing like a stuck pig, and I'm like it has to be someone else. I came up here and just stood around. Not like I wanted to bust into your room, then I see this asshole coming out?"
He shook his head.
"Old man was right. Now I wonder what else he was right about." He leaned to the side, and gestured to Bret. "Seeing I caught you balls deep in my mother, maybe you won't keep lying. Were you the one who told her my father was cheating?"
"Bret, just..."
He cut Lori off.
"Yeah, it was. I saw him at the Capital Grill with his jailbait hooker of the week. He saw me and tried to bribe me to keep it quiet, told me your mother was a boring fuck, an old lady and he deserved better. I got pictures and showed them to your mom, and she told me to just stay quiet so you wouldn't hate me."
Bret's shoulders slumped. "Guess I just put that off a few months."
"He was right again." Josh sounded as disgusted as he looked. "I stuck up for you, said Bret never lies, he aways does what he should no matter what." He glanced back at Lori who had her head down as the two of them went back and forth.
"Stuck up for you too when dad said you had someone lined right up and," he threw his thumb in Bret's direction. "It was him, that Bret ratted him out to be able to fuck my mother like you'd always wanted to."
"Honey," Lori began.
"Don't honey me," Josh muttered irritably.
"Josh, I know that's how it looks, and know what? In the beginning? Bret was my revenge. But where your dad cheated on me, I wasn't cheating, I was a free woman getting what your father hadn't given me for a long time, attention, affection and self-esteem."
"Yeah? Being on your knees all the time makes you feel better?"
"I won't be spoken to like that again." Lori raised her head. "I let your father put me down for too long, I will not let you do it."
"When you came by last night you said your mother's happier than she's been in years." Bret said quietly. "But because I'm the one making her happy, it's a bad thing?"
"Yes, and the lying." Josh snapped his fingers. "Christ, you were making jokes about your secret girlfriend, and I was playing right along and its my mother you were talking about!"
"I was wrong," Bret admitted. "But I care about Lori, Josh. I love her."
"You...love....her." Josh said each word slowly. "I can't fucking believe this bullshit. Let me guess," he indicated Lori. "You love him too?"
"I do." Lori told him. "I know it's a lot for you, but I want you to be okay with it."
"How the fuck could I be okay with this? Shit, if you came to me on day one and said you were going to get together, I'd have asked what the fuck, but you lie for this long and you want me to be okay with it?"
"You're not wrong to be mad." Lori nodded. "But we can all step back and calm down and talk tomorrow or another day when you can be an adult and not swinging like a punk and talking to me like I'm a trashy whore for being with who I want as a single and very free woman."
"You're wrong, mom." Josh put his hand on her shoulder. "You say Dad put you down, made you feel bad about yourself, and you took to too long?"
"That's not just what I said, it's the truth."
"Okay, but now you say Bret has you feeling all great and thinking your beautiful and sexy, but he's no different than dad. He set dad up, and got what he wanted, and he's been getting you ever since. You didn't give anyone else a chance."
"Because..."
"Bret scooped you right up, gave you a thrill and now you go around buying new dresses, doing your hair, and fucking him senseless to keep him. You want him happy because if he isn't?"
"Maybe you find out a guy your age wouldn't want you, and he only does because he's a kid my age and just hung up on a needy milf who'll do anything for him just to be told she's pretty," he scowled. "And the I love you is just another part of the game."
He nodded towards Bret. "He's used you since day one. What happens once everyone knows, Bret? You graduate and move in here? Let your sugar mama pay the bills? She takes care of you as long as you spank her ass and call her beautiful?"
"You're wrong," Bret said, but damn, Josh was already in lawyer mode, laying down a closing argument for how this could be seen by not just him, but maybe others.
"Your mom's single," Josh continued.
"Watch it," Bret warned
"Been lonely since your dad, she's kind of hot too. Maybe I should head on over there one day and give her some dick."
"Fuck off, Josh!" Bret snapped.
"See? But I'm supposed to think you banging my mother is cool?" Josh clucked his tongue. "But don't worry, Bret. I'm not like the two of you. I'm a decent person and I'd never go near your mother even if she wanted it, because I'm not a scumbag taking advantage of..."
"This conversation is over for now." Lori interrupted. "Its going nowhere but down."
"Kind of like you?" Josh raised his eyebrows mockingly.
"You...you've had me in tears already and you still keep hurting me?" Lori's shoulders slumped. "I'd never hurt you, Josh."
"You just did." He closed his eyes and took a breath. "But yeah, this shit show needs to end for now."
He pointed to Bret. "You, get the hell out of here."
He turned to walk down the hall.
"Mom you go back to bed and we'll talk in the morning."
"Excuse me?" Lori caught up with him and grabbed his arm. "I'm the damned parent here, you don't tell me to get in my room or who I can have in this house."
"You'd be right if you were acting like a mother and not a sex crazed midlife crisis joke like you say dad is."
"Get out." Lori pointed down the hall.
"What?"
"You heard me. Go stay at your father's or a friend's because you will not stay here after how you just spoke to me."
"I'm going to leave?" he nodded past her. "He's going too."
"I'll go." Bret didn't want this to get any worse.
"No, you'll stay," Lori said without looking at him. "Because unlike my son, you respect me and know how to treat me. You, I want here." She again pointed. "You, need to leave and come back when you can act like a man, not a child."
"Guess you didn't get enough," Josh grunted.
"Josh, one more shitty remark like that and you can go live with your father. Understand?"
"Oh, yeah, I understand." Josh resumed stalking down the hall. "Care more about getting dick downed than you own son."
Lori didn't respond and Josh kept going until he turned into the living room.
"This isn't over for us, Bret!" he shouted, and they both winced when they heard the door slam.
"Holy shit," Bret hurried down the hall and as Lori turned to him, put his hands on her shoulders. "Are you okay?"
"No," Lori wiped at her moist eyes. "Jesus, this night went from shit to sugar to shit again."
"Lori, I'm sorry, this whole thing is on me. I..."
"Its on us," she put her hands over his. "We're an us now Bret, and talk about timing, had this happened two months ago, maybe we wouldn't want to keep going after something like that."
"I'm glad you said that." He breathed a sigh of relief.
"And I'm the one that insisted tonight be here."
"No, you heard him, his dad had us. If we weren't here, Josh would have went to the bnb where his friend saw us."
"Maybe," she removed his hands from her shoulders, but stepped into him and hugged him. "I meant what I said, you're not leaving. I need you, baby."
"I'm here," he gratefully embraced her. "I'm sorry I took that shot at Josh, he just...no one should talk to anyone like that, let alone their mom."



"I do wish you hadn't hit him, but he was hellbent on kicking your ass so," she sighed in his ear. "Boys will be boys, especially over women."
"Yeah, I guess." Bret nodded and when she slid from his arms, rubbed his neck. "Man, this is a crappy place to get punched."
"Want me to get you some ice?"
"No, I'm okay, not sure I'm going back to sleep after that."
"We'll try," Lori walked back to the room. "But hey, if we can't, you heard him, maybe I haven't had enough dick yet."
"I can't believe some of the things he said."
"He's angry and hurt," Lori entered the room and still in the robe, fell onto the bed. "You know a lot of couples say they never forget the night they first said I love to each other," she slid over so he could lay next to her. "Pretty sure we never will."
Chapter Seven
"Hmm," Bret sighed as he was coaxed awake by Lori fondling his cock through his boxers.
He opened his eyes and watched her hand sliding up and down his already fully erect cock. They were both on their backs and he turned his head to see her watching him.
"Didn't mean to wake you up," she gave him a playful smile. "Okay, that's a lie, I've been laying here wet waiting for you to wake up."
"Can't believe we fell asleep after all that bullshit."
"Can't believe you're not taking these," she squeezed his cock through his underwear. "Off, so we can play."
"Yes ma'am!" he lifted his hips and pushed his boxers down over them.
His cock sprang free, and he moaned when she gripped it and slowly pumped it. He admired her long coral colored nails stroking his shaft. All the sex they'd had last night, all the drama and the woman woke him up playing with his cock because she'd woke up horny.
Bret turned onto his side, finding her lips, and she sighed as they kissed. He slid his hand down, finding the tie to her robe and pulling it open. Brett's lips switched to her neck, watching as he pushed the edges of the robe to the side to expose her breasts.
"That's my baby," she breathed as he ran his lips down her chest before fastening them to her right nipples. "No thinking about anything but us right now."
Bret sucked on her hard swollen flesh while sliding his hand down her tummy, over her mound and pushed his fingers through the folds of her pussy. Lori groaned, spreading her legs wider as his fingers found her clit.
She continued to stroke him, but slowly and barely gripping him, just lightly teasing her fingers and soft hand along his hard shaft. Bret did the same, working her clit in gentle circles.
"Up here," she whispered, and he lifted his head to be met with another kiss.
They both released a soft sound of pleasure as they kissed, their tongues playfully darting between their lips as they fondled each other.
The way they were doing it, no rush, no sense of urgency, just nice and easy, touching and teasing with the ease and comfort of lovers who'd grown past it needing to be hard and heavy all the time.
The familiarity of a couple.
Still kissing him, Lori put her hand on his chest and rolled onto her side, pushing him on his back. Her lips left his and trailed over his chest and down his stomach. She curled across him, putting her back to him and he moaned when she took him into her mouth.
He put on hand in her hair and with the other, pulled the robe up over her back, and fondled her ass before slipping two fingers inside her. She whimpered around his cock when he put his thumb to her clit.
He worked her excited flesh in slow circles as Lori teased him with her mouth, barely moving her and gently massaging his swollen balls.
"You're young and life is good." He heard the words of the uber driver in his mind, along with not fighting what life has planned for you, because right now, he was loving life.
That life was going to get even better when Lori sat up on her knees and slipped the robe off, she swung her leg over his hips, while reaching back to grab his cock and guide it inside her as she eased down on top of him.
"Good morning to you too," he moaned as she sat straight up and worked her hips, sliding back and forth and keeping his cock buried inside her tight wet heat. He reached for her breasts, cupping them and stroking her nipples with his thumbs.
Lori side and closed her eyes, her lips parted as she now worked her hips in slow circles. She reached up, and pulled her hair from the loose bun she'd tied it into and shook her head, sending her hair flowing down her back and shoulders.
Her make up was a mess from last night, her lipstick smeared, and she still wore the white choker, the only on her otherwise naked body, and expression loving life came around again, she couldn't be any sexier, and this day couldn't have started any...
His phone rang on the nightstand next to him.
"Fuck it," He squeezed her breasts when her eyes opened. "Whoever it is can wait."
Lori leaned over, her hands gripping the headboard and he gasped when she went from moving slowly to now bouncing rapidly on his cock, her hips driving up and down. The phone stopped, then immediately rang again, and Lori's turned and leaned to be able to see it.
"It's your mother."
"She can wait," Bret told her, and not giving her a chance to argue, she gripped her hips, wrenched his to the side and rolled them over, reversing their positions.
"Oh!" Lori gasped, first from being spun around, then again when seeing she had ditched going slow to go for a wild ride, he fucked her with long hard strokes.
She gripped his shoulders, draping her legs over his hips as they'd gone from playful to flat out fucking. She yipped and squealed beneath him, her breasts bouncing wildly, her brown eyes bright and cheeks flushed with passion.
Her hands went back, gripping the headboard, and using it to help her thrust her hips off the bed and into his plunging cock. The phone rang again, but Bret ignored it as his balls tightened and he could feel the first tingle telling him he wasn't far from exploding.
"Give it to me!" Lori could tell by how his strokes had gotten shorter and harder that he was close. "I want you to whip it out and come all over me! You can come inside when you're loving me, but when you're fucking me? I want to feel that hot come all over me!"
Bret gave her what she wanted, when after several more pumps, he pulled out, and stroked his cock. Lori moaned and squirmed as he leaned over and sprayed his load all over her tummy, come it dripping down into her pubic hair and some splattering on her thighs.
Lori leaned up and gripping his cock, lifted her hips and shoved him back inside. Bret moaned as she pumped her hips while stroking his base, jerking the last of his load inside her.
"Fuck," he grabbed her wrist when he had nothing left and eased his still twitching cock from inside her.
"Changed my mind, wanted a little of both." She sighed and flopped back on the bed. "Hmm, that cum is warm and sticky." She giggled. "I feel like a glazed donut."
"There's a hole joke in there somewhere, but I won't be crude." He sat back on his knees trying to catch his breath.
"Don't, I am a lady after all." She stretched her arms over her head and he admired not just the way she pushed her breasts out, but the his cum all over her belly and thighs.
"Jesus," he glanced at the clock next to the phone and was surprised to see it was after ten, they really had gone out after the shit show with Josh.
"Get it, it's the third time she's called."
"Okay," he laughed when Lori grabbed her robe and used it to wipe his cum from her. "Very ladylike."
He picked the phone up, just as it stopped and paused before he called back. He knew what she wanted. When was he coming home with 'Jess.' Good thing they'd started the morning off on a high note, because more drama was just around the corner when he walked into his house with Lori.
He thumbed call.
"Bret." Mom answered and he immediately could hear the tension even in that one word.
"Mom, what's wrong?"
"Get your ass home, now."
"I'm going to come home in a couple of hours."
"You are going to come home now, right now."
"Okay, but uh..." Lori had to take him to Gabe's to get his car so it looked like he was coming from...somewhere. "I'll see around..."
"Five minutes."
"What?"
"That's how long it takes to get dressed and walk across the street."
Bret's mouth went dry.
"And make sure you leave Jess where she is. You and I need to talk before I deal with her."
She ended the call, and dropped the phone onto the bed as if he'd been burned.
"Oh fuck me," he whispered.
"What's wrong? Is she okay?" Lori sat up behind him and put her arm around him.
"She knows I'm here, and wants me to get my ass over there."
"Shit," Lori took a deep breath. "Okay, we were going to do this anyway, but she already knows somehow. Let's go get this over with."
"Just me."
"No, I won't let you deal with this alone."
"She told me just me," he turned to look at her. "She said she'll deal with you later."
"What do you want me to do, Bret? You want me by your side, that's where I'll be. You want to go on your own for now? Then I'll let her come to me. Your call."
Bret thought about it. His mother was going to be rip shit and maybe having Lori there with keep her calmer, or Lori might be able to reason better with her than he could.
But after what happened last night with Josh, Lori had endured enough nasty remarks and accusations. He couldn't see his mother being that nasty, but did she need more bullshit?
"I'll..." his phone pinged and he picked it up to see a text from his mother.
"Four minutes. I don't see you, I come over there."
"I'll go alone."
"I'd rather come, but I respect what you decide." Lori took his hand and kissed his cheek. "Bret, even if I'm not there, you're not alone. Like we said last night, we're an us now. We share the fun, and we'll share the shit."
"Thanks," he gave her a quick hug. "Just seems like the last two times we had fun we stepped into the shit."
"If you think that will stop me from wanting more fun, you're out of your mind." Lori smirked. "Besides, look at it this way. Josh knows, now she does. No one else really matters so this is going to be over soon."
"I guess, but..." his phone pinged again.
"Three minutes."
Chapter Eight
Bret ran down the front steps of Lori's house and across the street. He wasn't in a hurry to face his mother, but afraid if she walked out of the house to cross the street, she might be so pissed at that point she'd keep going to Lori's.
He gripped the top of the fence, vaulting it rather than unlatching and opening the gate and was two steps from the porch when he heard a horn blare. He looked over his shoulder and saw Josh driving past the house, he gave Bret an evil smirk, flipped him off and sped down the street.
His phone went off and he pulled it out to see Josh's text.
"Told you I wasn't done with you."
Josh had told his mother.
"Coming in or do I have to grab you by your ear and pull you in like you're a child?"
Mom stood in the doorway, and the look on her face made him feel like a child, a scared one.
"Oh, boy," he mumbled and quickly went up the porch stairs.
Mom put her back to him and walked into the house. Bret entered as she sat down on the couch.
"Sit your ass down." She snapped.
He went to sit with her, but she pointed to Dad's old armchair.
"Over there. If you're next to me, I might hit you."
Bret dropped into the chair.
"Look, Mom, I'm..."
"Shut up!" She shouted and at that moment Bret was thankful he hadn't sat next to her. He couldn't remember the last time she looked that pissed, maybe because he'd never pissed her off to this degree before.
"Lori Matthews." Mom shook her head. "Lori Matthews, our neighbor, your best friend's mother, someone I consider a good friend, is Jess."
"Yeah," the word came out so faintly he cleared his throat and said it again. "Yes."
"You've been fucking a forty five year old woman with a son your age that not only you, but her, should know how fucking wrong it is to be doing it."
"I know not telling you or Josh is wrong. I know..."
"Not tell me? You did more than not tell me, you lied! I kept asking who this woman was and you wouldn't tell me. That's not choosing not to say anything that is fucking lying!"
"Mom..."
"Don't!" Mom shouted. "Do you know how horrible it was to have Josh at the door this morning telling me he had to talk to me? My god, the first thing I thought was maybe you'd been with him, and you got hurt!"
"Sorry."
"That word can never have enough meaning to me for this, Bret. Then Josh comes in and tells me you're fucking his mother, and you've been doing it since the day her divorce became final!"
"Six months! Six months you've been screwing around with this slut and lying to me and anyone else who asks, and she lies to her son and everyone else she deals with. I don't know which of the two of you are worse."
"Lori's not a slut, Mom." Bret told her.
"Wow," Mom brushed her blonde hair, which from the looks of it, she hadn't brushed. Between that and the pair of flannel pajama pants and an old t-shirt she had on told him Josh had woken her up. "I just tell you I was scared for you, then how you lied to me, and all you say is something to defend that bitch?"
"She's not..." Bret stopped. "I know you're mad. You should be mad. I knew I shouldn't lie. I know it's wrong, but if I told you right from the start, you'd have tried to tell me not to see her."
"You shouldn't be seeing her, and you know it!" Mom wasn't getting any calmer. "Remember what your father always said to you? About lying?"
"That if you think you have to lie, its because you know its wrong."
"You've been living a lie for months because you knew its wrong. You knew if you told me I'd put a stop to it, and if you told Josh, or she did, he'd want to disown both of you. Now, here we are after months of this, and know what? I'm madder than I'd have been if you came out when it happened."
"I don't think I have ever been more angry and more disappointed in you, Bret. Imagine what your father would think of this?"
"That's low, Mom."
"This is pretty goddamn low!" Mom exclaimed. "I have to be honest, I feel betrayed, but I think you betrayed Josh even more. I mean, how the hell would you feel if this was reversed? You come home and catch Josh fucking me?"
"He says oh, sorry but I've been slipping it to your mom for six months, figured it would be cool. How would you feel?"
"Mad."
"And hurt," Mom added for him. "Let me tell you, when Josh first started talking to me, he was so pissed off the kid's hands were shaking, but by the end? He looked like he wanted to cry.
"His father hurt his mother, and they divorced, and he talks to him, but hasn't forgiven him. You seemed like you were there for him, then he finds out while you're," Mom cleared her throat, "Supporting him, you're banging his mother! She's acting all hurt, but you're taking good care of her, she's lying to him...my god, Bret, that poor kid just had the three most important people in his life shit all over him!"
Bret put his head in his hands.
"I didn't see all of that."
"No, all you saw was Lori's epic tits in your face!" Mom laughed harshly. "Sitting here in my house telling me about her husband's midlife bullshit, sleeping with coeds and jailbait, and she's doing the same damn thing! You're her son's age, Bret! Think about that! Why is she better than Tom?"
"Tom did it while they were married. She waited until the divorce. She didn't cheat, and I wasn't with a married woman."
"That's all you think matters here? Adultery?" Mom briefly put her hand to his forehead. "Bret, if that woman came after you on the day she was legally free, she was planning it."
"I guess."
"And Josh told me you were the one that caught Tom, another lie you told me."
"He threatened you!" Bret spoke up. "Said he knew people on Kent's board and could cost you your overtime. I went to Lori anyway, and she told me to stay quiet and she'd say she had him followed, she told me to do that for you, and he also said he'd make Josh hate me! She wanted to protect me and everyone around me."
"Did she?" Mom sighed. "Bret, until recently you were always a good kid and when someone is always the good one, they have no idea how manipulative people can be, and women especially, older women? Honey, you are no match for a woman my age in pretty much any way."
"Thanks. I'm not naïve, Mom."
"Neither am I. Why did you go to Lori about Tom."
"He was cheating on her. She's always been good to me, Josh was good to me, and it was wrong. She needed to know. I haven't been doing the right thing, but I did it then."
"That's it? See, I know you had a thing for Lori. I saw how you looked at her and damn straight your dad knew. When you were thirteen it was a crush, when you were twenty and still waiting by the window to see her come home, its more than that, more like obsession."
"I've had girlfriends' mom; I wasn't hanging around waiting for someone who had no interest in me and was married. Sure, I liked how she looked, but I wasn't holding up my life for her."
"She knew though." Mom nodded.
"You don't know," Bret stopped.
"Know what?"
"Okay," Bret pointed to her. "I was going to lie again. Guess its habit forming, and doing the wrong thing is easier than the right thing. But no more of that. Yes, Lori told me she knew I looked, and she liked it because Tom put her down and seeing a young guy had a thing for her made her feel it wasn't her."
"We're getting somewhere. Want to say anything else?"
"It was wrong when it first happened. Lori came right out and said I was her revenge, even if Tom never knew, and she was my reward for doing the right thing, we both got something we wanted."
"Hmm-mm." Mom nodded. "Was it meant to be a onetime thing?"
"No, she...she didn't want to date or be serious, she just wanted to have some fun for a while with someone she could trust and who would be good to her."
"And did you ever say that you should tell me or Josh? Did she?"
"I mentioned it, and she said since we were just having a good time, we shouldn't stir up drama, but if we got serious we would come out."
"Then the two of you are still just fuck friends?"
"No, we're more than that."
"But you still hadn't told us."
"Because we...we weren't sure." Bret slumped back in the chair. "You won't get it."
"Try me." Mom took a breath. "I don't want to be angry with you, Bret. I have reasons to be, but what you say now, can decide how angry, and how long I'm angry is."
"Well, we...I mean, I felt like we were getting to be more. I wasn't just thinking about sex, I was thinking about her but wasn't sure if she felt that way. She is older, and more experienced with everything and I didn't want to look like an idiot saying it if she didn't feel like that.
"Couple of days ago, I decided to take a chance and send her flowers with a nice card. She was so happy, and she said she was tired of sneaking around and wanted me to spend the night at her house, said its very intimate for a woman to have a man in her bed, not some place to get together to mess around."
"She's right."
"I saw that to mean she had feelings, and I went there last night, and we talked and she said she wants us to be able to be in public and not hiding and sneaking, and we..."
Mom waited as he paused.
"We said I love you."
"I love you." Mom repeated. "You're in love with Lori?"
"I am," he straightened in the chair. "She loves me too, and I knew we were going to decide last night what was going to happen and that's why I promised you'd meet my girlfriend today. If you hadn't called, we were coming over around noon to talk."



"You were going to bring Lori here and say hey, mom, look who I've been banging?"
"Its more than that! It started out as sex, but its more!"
"For you." Mom said quietly.
"No, she feels that way too!"
"Bret, you made a real mess here. You lied and hurt me, you just lost your best friend, you've been working less, which I'm fine with by the way, I want you to have a life. Your grades slipped a little, you sneak around, have to lie every time you do, and none of this is good."
"I know."
"So even if that happened and you sat down with me, then the two of you went to Josh, that makes six months of betrayal okay?"
"We knew you'd both be upset and it wouldn't be easy, but..."
"You think we'd accept it and be "Oh, okay?" Have you wondered about where this could go?"
"Like maybe move in with her?"
"You're in love, she's in love, let's go all the way." Mom scowled. "You want to be Josh's stepdad?"
"What?"
"If the two of you decided to stay together and marry? You'd be the same age as your stepson, how cool is that?"
Bret frowned as he thought about it.
"Speaking of kids, wouldn't you want to have one, Bret? A son, a daughter? Both? Lori told me she had a lot of trouble carrying Josh and complications when he was born, she closed up the shop so to speak. You okay with never having kids of your own?"
"Hadn't thought about it."
"You wouldn't now, but maybe in five years you would."
"I don't know, maybe I don't want kids, or we could adopt, or...like I said, its nothing to worry about now."
"Here's something else. She's 45 you're 21. She's still attractive and I'm sure she is taking care of you in bed. But what about when she's 55 to your 31?"
"Age is a number, and it shouldn't be why you love someone, neither should looks, right?"
"70 to 46, she's a senior citizen you're middle aged, she starts getting health issues, needs to be taken care of, five more years you're not a husband, you're a caretaker. You good with that? Throwing away a chance at kids, widowed at fifty?
"Jesus Christ, Mom, that's way the hell off."
"I'm just saying that it won't always be about banging the sexy milf."
"It's not about that!"
"Yes, it is!" Mom raised her voice. "It is about sex; all relationships are to different degrees. I loved your father, he loved me, but back when we met, you don't think we went hot and heavy and continued as much as we could as life went on? When you're the same age, that works, over two decades apart? Not as much."
"People have different needs at different ages and times in their lives, Bret. Lori has gone to college, had fun there, married, had a son, she started her own business, she's been there done that stage, you're a year away from a degree. She's lived an entire lifetime and you haven't really lived at all yet."
"There are people who are older and younger couples, mom. We're not a damn unicorn."
"But all the things I brought up? They're worries on your end. She has none. She has a son, she had her fun, she's been married, she is not going to worry about what happens when she's older because for her it's a progression of life, it's not natural for someone to be half that age and deal with it, and sacrifice things like children of their own, time to have more fun and grow as a person."
"I get it doesn't sound right to you, but its right for us."
"Us." Mom said. "My god, Bret, I'd be less concerned if this was just you two screwing, but this I love you, and right for us? This is way more of a problem."
"You'd rather me just be fucking someone than caring about them?"
"Depends on who it was. Bret, this isn't real."
"How can you say that?"
"You don't even know what that kind of love is, she's just escalating your infatuation to go to the next level so she can keep you around."
"You don't know that, and you don't know her." Bret was feeling less scared and guilty and more defensive and getting pissed off. "Josh said nasty things about her, things no kid should ever say to their mom, and now you're calling her a slut and..."
"Lori is a manipulative bitch who is using my son," Mom cut him off. "First for sex, and now toying with your feelings to make sure you stay under her spell."
"Spell?"
"Bret, you see hot sex and now some type of fucked up future, but you don't see the way you're being played."
"You see your son with someone you don't approve of and want to talk me out of it."
"Bret, its time for a little TMI."
"Great."
"Your dad's been gone almost two years, and for the last few months was sick so not much was going on in the bedroom."
"Really?"
"Really, I have to live with knowing you're tapping a woman twice your age, you can listen to this. First few months, I couldn't imagine being with another man, but at about the year mark. I'm a healthy woman, consider myself fairly attractive, and I have needs."
"You have a lot to offer, Mom. You shouldn't be alone."
"I want to be alone for now, as far as dating, but there's been a few nights I had what your generation would call hit it and quit it. Went out, found someone interested in what I had to offer and had a good time."
"Okay, I get it."
"One of those times was a guy around your age. I had a hell of a time."
Bret looked away awkwardly.
"And he really had a good time, because I was pretty much the wildest ride he'd ever had. I blew his mind among other things and had him until he begged me to stop."
"Do I need to know this?" Bret rolled his eyes.
"He wanted my number in the worst way, wanted to see me again, but I said no, it was one and done. Know why? Because it was one thing to go out and sleep with someone his age once, there was not one thought to make it a regular thing."
"No way in hell should a woman my age be with someone your age because it would be taking advantage of him and ruining his chances to be happy with someone his own age. But for a night?" Mom whistled. "Goddamn was it worth it."
"Whatever."
"Now, see, you don't like hearing me talk about something like that, but Josh is going to be okay with what you're doing? What his mom is doing? Tell me what you'd say if I showed up with a kid your age and said I'm in love with him?"
"If it was right for you, fine."
"Bullshit, you'd be pissed and you would have a right to be. Bret, the problem with the right for me line is it can be true to a point but if everyone around you says wrong, then maybe you're deluding yourself."
"This is going in circles." Bret told her. "Mom, I love you. I appreciate everything you do and have done for me. My heart hurts that you lost dad and you're alone, and I hope you decide to not be alone someday. You are the most important person in my life."
"I'm sorry I lied, I shouldn't have, but I was confused, maybe I still am, but I never wanted to hurt you or Josh, don't want Lori to be hurt and shamed by you two or anyone else. I wish I could go back and do it differently, but I was afraid of this, and I just made it worse."
"But after all of that? I am in love with Lori, she feels the same, and I really hope you can try to understand, but if you can't, you can't. But I'm not going to be told who I can see and who I can love."
"Josh told me he's going to live with his father until he and Jennifer can afford a small place together."
"Oh." Bret lowered his head.
"You really think last night would just blow over?" Mom grunted. "So, now, what about you, Bret? You going to leave me to go live with her because I don't approve of it?"
"I wasn't thinking about that, at least not yet, but..." he tried to choose his words. "If you are going to try to tell me I can't see Lori, or give me a hard time if I do, or go over and there and threaten her, then you'd be making me choose, and I'd choose her, you're my mom, but sooner or later kids have to grow up and get out on their own, you'd just be making me choose to do it sooner."
Mom sat in silence, and he could all but hear her mind racing. He didn't try to say anything else, there wasn't really anything else to say.
"Call Lori and tell her to come over."
"Are you going to talk to her, or just trash her?"
"I'm going to tell her how I feel and what I think this is. I am going to admit I hope something I say changes her mind about the two of you, that she sees how wrong all this is and why. But if nothing changes, then at least I'll have said my piece."
"Then what?"
"That will be your choice, Bret. Now, why don't you call her?"
Chapter Nine
Bret's heart pounded as he went to the door when the bell rang. His mother remained seated, but the remark of "Honey, Jess is here!" didn't bode well. He opened the door to see Lori dressed in a pair of jeans and a pink T-shirt, her hair pulled back in a messy ponytail.
"Hey," she said softly, but made no effort to kiss him, which he had to agree was a smart move.
"Come on in," he stood to the side so she could walk past him and as he closed the door, Mom started.
"Look who it is, Miss Robinson herself. Or should I call you Jess?"
"Good to see you too, Melissa." Lori walked into the living room and looked around. "Where would you like me to sit?"
"Anywhere but my son's lap where you've been sitting."
"Mom, come on," Bret began. "This..."
"Let her go," Lori interrupted. "She deserves to say it and I deserve to hear it."
"You should hope you never get what you deserve for his." Mom gestured towards the loveseat across from her.
"I'm sorry, Melissa. I'm sorry about all of this," Lori sat down, and Bret was going to go back to the recliner, but then heard her in his head saying "We're an us now" and sat next to her.
The look his mother gave him told him she didn't like the move, but the whole point of this was he was with Lori, and that wasn't going to change.
"But," Lori continued. "We've always been friends. First because our boys were, but then from spending time together. I'd like to think I was there for you when David passed away, and I know you were there for me when I found out about Tom's affairs."
"All the more reason that what you're doing, and lying about it is wrong." Mom countered. "Friends don't fuck each other's kids."
"If you've been talking to Bret, I'll assume he's told you just about everything, so I'll try not to repeat him. You know how this started?"
"Bret catching Tom."
"Yes, and I told him to not out himself because I was worried about him and he was worried about you, and we both cared about how Josh would see it."
"Josh who sat where you are and told me, because neither of you were going to."
"We were going to, you today and Josh another time, but Josh came home last night."
"Tipped off by Tom, who it sucks to admit had a lot right about you that we didn't think was true."
"No, he's a liar. I was never with anyone when we were married, and I didn't go to Bret until everything was final."
"You mean go seduce my son and wrap him around your finger by wrapping your legs and lips around him."
"Mom, I warned you about..."
"You don't warn me about anything." Mom's blue eyes were hard as she stared daggers into him. "I told you, I am going to have my say."
"Then say it," Lori told her. "I'm right here."
"Now you are. After being a sleazy sneak for the last few months. Popping by for a cup of tea here and there, chit chatting with me, paying me lip service as a friend then giving my son lip service."
"Please, stop," Bret tried the nicer approach.
"Said you to Jess never." Mom retorted.
"Lori, I am mad as hell at Bret. I did not raise my son, David did not raise his son, to be a liar, a sneak, and someone who would not only do the wrong thing but hurt people while doing it. But in the end? This is a lot more your fault than his."
"No," Bret said. "Its both of us."
"No, Bret," Mom shook her head. "Its hers. She's older, she has a kid your age, and she knows better. So much better that she took advantage of you while making you think of her as a victim."
Lori snickered next to him.
"You think this is funny?" Mom leaned forward. "Are you that twisted?"
"Not funny ha-ha, more like funny faux pas. The irony of listening to Josh tell Bret how he took advantage of me and is playing on my lack of self esteem and being desperate to turn me into his plaything who'll do anything to keep him, and now you're going the other way with it."
"Two things can be true as the saying goes."
"Two things can be wrong." Lori replied. "Melissa, the first time was all on me. I showed up at his bar already drunk and dressed up to get dicked down. I took him out in the parking lot and gave him a thank you blow job."
"Oh my god!" Mom grimaced. "Why would you tell me that?"
"It wasn't my finest moment. I was ashamed of myself the next day, but not because of what I did and who it was with, but how. I made myself look cheap and trashy."
"Still doing it."
Lori ignored her and kept going.
"I asked him over to talk the next day. I apologized..."
"Sorry for blowing you, Bret, want me to do it again?" Mom mocked her, and at this point Bret had to credit Lori for not getting up and smacking her, but she went on calmly.
"I told him I knew he was fixated on me as a kid and still was. He was single, I was single, he wanted me, I wanted revenge, and how would he like to be that revenge and me his reward?
"That was how I saw it for the first few months, getting what I wanted, getting hot sex with a good looking young man who looked at me in a way that made me feel adored, sexy, beautiful, all the things I needed to feel and hadn't in a long time."
"You're making my point!" Mom threw her hands in the air. "Don't you hear yourself?"
"Then I'll stop, and you just tell me how I feel and what I'm doing," Lori's voice had an edge to it for the first time. "Seeing you know all about me, let's hear from you."
"Playback what you said. He has a crush on you, you know it, get a little thrill out of it. He comes to tell you about Tom, and I think he should have, I'm proud of him for it, now that I know."
"You're devasted, rightly so, and after all the things Tom said about your appearance and how you act, dress, don't act like a porn star, all the typical reasons dogs go dogging, I understand that was a really crushing blow as a wife, and as a woman."
"You have no idea," Lori said softly. "You had a great husband, and I'm glad you know that."
"Now you're hurt, you're pissed, you need validation that someone does find you desirable, and I get all that. I needed it myself after David was gone for some time, and I found it, with someone I'd just met a one night stand that made me feel like a woman again, but no harm done."
"You took Bret, someone you knew, your son's friend, and your friend's son, and you decided to make him that revenge and get you back in the saddle. One time would have been bad enough, but you made it a relationship, your cub with benefits."
"You used a young man's desire for you. You knew you were his fantasy and made it come true and as soon as you did? He was hooked and you have been leading him by his dick ever since."
"That's not true, Melissa, and he was twenty at the time. He wasn't child. He worked full time, school full time, he was mature, responsible and most of all, he was willing. I may have made a move, but a seduction means there's some resistance, and there was none."
"Because he can't say no to you," Mom pointed out. "Lori, no kid his age, unless he has a girlfriend, he's loyal to, can turn a woman like us down. Milf is one of the biggest things going in porn and even regular movies have a lot of it.
"We're a dream come true to a young man. Attractive, sexually experienced, high sex drive, no hang ups. We can do these boys like they've never been done before and its like a drug, they get that first rush, they want more."
"Speaking from experience?"
"Yes, I just made Bret hear that story, but one time, Lori. When the kid started acting like a puppy who wanted to follow me home, I said no. But you? Its what you wanted. You played it safe by going after someone already enamored with you, did him right, and now he's stuck on you, and all you have to do to keep it that way is flash him some ass, your tits, or flick your tongue at him and he's all yours."
"I know that's how it looks, but I...I do love him, Melissa. It didn't start that way, but that's where we are now."
"But he doesn't know what love is! He's in lust with you, and you keep him that way. For fuck's sake, Lori, the two of you have never even been on a date, you just tell him where to meet you and have sex."
"I wanted to go away with him, somewhere we could be in public and have fun, and as soon as I thought that I knew it was a lot more than sex, and that we needed to say how we felt and then come out to you and Josh."
"So, how does Josh think he uses you?"
"About the same, he wanted me, I was mad and horny and went for him, and he should have said no because he knew I wasn't myself. Knows I had poor feelings about myself so he played on that and made me want to do anything for him to keep him coming back for more."
"Not true," Bret shook his head. "I'd never do that to you, or anyone."
"You never lied before either." Mom countered. "Not until she showed you the difference between a girl your age and a woman when it comes to sex, and you already wanted her."
"Melissa, we can do this all day," Lori said. "No one is going to win here. You'll think I'm leading your son astray and using him. I tell you I'm not. You say we can't love each other, and we both know we do. Josh thinks he uses me, and I know he's not, so what do we do from here? You sling accusations and we defend ourselves?"
Mom once again seemed deep in thought and Lori spoke again.
"You going to forbid him to see me? Threaten me? Going to toss him out?"
"If I do, I know where he'll end up." Mom groused.
"You think? Not if Josh stays living with me. It's one thing to say I won't be told who to see, but I won't flaunt it in his face and have Bret there all the time, but anytime he's not home? Well, its my house."
"No remorse?" Mom asked. "You'll just let me talk and just say come on over and hop on, baby?"
"I regret telling Bret to lie about us from the start, and I was the one who saw him feeling bad about it but kept him from saying anything. We decide we're going to and that's when it all comes out anyway."
"You're right that it is more my fault, but wrong that either of us is using one another. We started for the wrong reasons but stayed together for the right ones. I think I speak for Bret when I saw we would love for you and Josh to accept it, but if you don't? I am not giving up what I have for my son, you, or anyone else."
Mom stared at her, a frustrated look on her face, but didn't say anything.
"In fact, the next time Bret and I get together it will be over dinner out in the open, and I'll come by the bar while he's working and have a drink and flirt with him, and there's a great place with live music where we can dance."
"I will no longer be ashamed of who I am, what I'm doing, and who I'm doing it with." Lori reached over and took Bret's hand. "I'm in love with your son, Melissa, and I want to be as good to him as he is to me."
Bret felt his throat tightening and his eyes misting up and looked away, but he caught the way Mom looked at him and knew she'd seen it.
"So, what happens from here is more up to you and Josh than us." Lori released a long sigh. "I would love us to still be friends, Melissa."
"Or me to be your mother in law?" Mom scoffed.
"We're a long way from that, but I'd be open to whatever Bret and I decide as time goes by."
"You know how bad you'll look to everyone who knows any of us, and it's a small state."
"Let them talk," Lori declared. "Talk's cheap, but my feelings for Bret aren't."



"What are we doing, Mom?" Bret asked. "Should I be packing?"
"I've already lost my husband," Mom's voice trembled. "I won't lose my son. I don't approve of this, I don't know if I ever will, but I won't stop you. All I'll say is you need to study more and finish school, and I'd like you to stay here while you do. You graduate its up to you."
Her lips moved for a moment as if she were struggling to say the next words.
"But that's what I want. If you choose to live with Lori, that's your choice, you will always be welcome here and I'll always love you and be here for you."
"Thank you," Bret rose and going over to the couch leaned over and hugged her.
Mom returned the embrace but then eased him back.
"Don't get too happy."
"Shit," Bret backed over to the love seat.
"You," she pointed to Lori. "Caused this, are the one that should know better, I am not convinced you haven't fucked your way into his heart, and you admitted you're why he didn't tell me. You put his lust for you ahead of what he should have done and proved my point that you're manipulating him."
"I said I won't try to get in the way of what you two think you have, and I won't. But you, Lori are no longer my friend, and when you leave are not welcome back in this house."
"Mom, that's...harsh." Bret said.
"Stop," Lori squeezed his arm. "It's fine."
"The hell it is." Bret told her. "She's..."
"Speaking like a mother who is worried her son is making a mistake and being used and misled." Lori explained. "As a mom I understand, and I can't fault her. Best I can do, Melissa, is prove you wrong."
She rose from the loveseat.
"I'll leave now. I thank you for at least listening, and for not trying to make Bret choose between us."
Mom nodded, staring down at the floor.
"You keep saying Bret's father raised a good son, but so did you. I promise I will never hurt him."
Mom lifted her head. "You need to go."
"I'll see my way out," Lori turned, and Bret followed her to the door unsure of what to do.
Lori gave him a quick kiss on the cheek and whispered. "Stay here with her, coming with me will upset her."
"But what about you?"
"I'll be okay. She's your mom, Bret. You only have one, so you go back in there and talk if she wants to or say nothing if she wants to be left alone, but be here. I'll call you later."
"Okay."
"By the way, I meant what I said. Your next night off we're going to dinner."
"I'd love that."
"And I love you," she glanced over her shoulder to make sure his mother had stayed in the other room. "And you are going to love the dress I have and what I'll have underneath it."
"Cool dinner and dessert." Bret grinned and held the door open for her. "Bye Jess."
Chapter Ten
"Shit," Bret had glanced out of the living room window when he heard a car door slam and saw Josh in the driveway across the street.
There was a stack of boxes beside him, and his girlfriend Jennifer was behind the car shoving bags into the back seat.
"That's bad," he muttered. "Really bad."
"What's the matter?" Mom asked from the couch where she'd been watching TV.
"Josh is across the street and he's packing up his car."
"He said he was moving out," Mom reminded him.
"Yeah, but its been a few days and I was hoping he might cool off and come back."
"It's a big deal, Bret, and I know you'll say I'm being a bitch, but I don't blame him. Lori brought this on herself."
"I get it," he stepped back from the window. "And I know you don't care, but like she said to me, you only have one mom, and it just makes me hurt to think about how hard it must be for her to lose him, even if it's just for a while because maybe he gets over it."
Mom didn't respond and when he looked over, he caught her wiping at her eyes.
"You're a good boy, Bret." She gave him a small smile, when she repeated the running joke they had. "I know, man, you're a good man."
"I used to make fun of that expression life's too short, but now I get it. What if I did something to dad, and then he passed away and I lost him like that. When people are still here, we should try to do our best with them."
"You really should get out of engineering and write Hallmark cards," Mom told him.
"I'm just practicing my bartending philosopher crap." He tried to joke, but he longed to go over there and be with Lori but knew he couldn't until Josh left.
The bell rang, and he walked over to the door. When he opened it, Josh was standing there.
"You have a minute?"
"Um, yeah." He looked back to see his mother with a concerned look on her face but stepped outside and closed the door.
"Listen," Josh began. "I'm mad as fuck at you."
"You should be." Bret said and over Josh's shoulder he saw Jennifer leaning against his car, twirling her long red hair nervously, and Lori was on the stoop of the side door, also watching.
"But we been through some shit together, and I'm sorry I hit you, and I told my mom I'm sorry for the awful things I said to her. Just because someone screws you over, doesn't mean you need to go down to that level."
"Ouch. Where are you going?"
"Jen's uncle owns a house with a small in-law in the basement, he said Jen and I can move in if we want, said its cool, since I have her a ring."
"You're engaged?"
"I bought the ring few months ago, didn't tell anyone, even you, in case I changed my mind. But what just happened, it made me kind of think when you have a good one, you better lock them up."
"True."
"Because there's a lot of sleazy shit out there, and now I've seen it from both my parents. I don't want someone like that. Jen's a great girl, and I'm not giving her any chances to think I'm letting her get away."
"Congrats, but, Josh, you're being hard on your mom, man. We can..."
"Bret, you were always slinging that do the right thing shit. I busted your balls for it, but it stuck. Jen? She's the right thing. Saying I'm sorry for shit talking my mother and trying to beat your ass? I feel like that's right to do."
"But there is no way in hell, I can forgive you for what you did, and are still doing, and no way I can forgive her. I can't live here knowing every time she goes out all dressed up it's to be with you. She chose you over me last week when we argued. That says it all."
"Josh,"
"I'm done here." He nodded. "And we're done. There's no coming back from this, Bret. That's the other thing I needed to say after I apologized for being a dick. You can't say you're sorry to me because you don't mean it."
Josh turned away from him and when he got back across the street, Jen put her arm around him and spoke to him before hugging him and pointing at the passenger seat. Josh walked around the car, and didn't even look in Lori's direction as he got into the car.
Jennifer didn't either as she got in and backed the car out of the driveway, then pulled into the street. Bret watched Lori sink slowly down, sitting on the stoop, her head in her hands.
"Jesus."
"Go to her."
He jumped when Mom spoke directly behind him.
"Go, she needs you."
"I'm why this happened."
"She's a grown woman and made her choice, you both did. Now, you kept saying its not all about fun, and you love her? This is one of those times, you need to show that love."
"Yeah, you're right."
He quickly walked across the street and came up to Lori who didn't look up. Her shoulders were shaking, and he could hear her muffled sobs.
"Hey," he crouched down in front of her and put his arms around her. "It's going to be okay, he'll come around."
"He hates me," she pressed her face to his chest. "He's not coming back and he...he might never talk to me again."
"You don't know what." He ran his hand along her back, trying to comfort her. "Might just take some time. How about you get up, and we'll go inside?"
"Go back, home, Bret. I don't want your mother to be pissed you're here."
"His mother's right here."
Bret turned to see Mom standing a couple of feet away. Here we go, he thought.
"I came over because I was wondering if you'd like to come over for a cup of tea, maybe talk?"
Lori lifted her head from Bret's chest and wiped her eyes.
"No, it...its okay, you're just trying to be..."
She was cut off when Mom slipped by Bret and hugged Lori tightly.
"I mean it, come over, you could use someone to talk to." Mom kissed her forehead and stepping back, extended her hand. "Let's go, moping here isn't going to do you any good."
"Why?" Lori asked, her eyes widening when Mom got tired of waiting and grabbed her hand.
"Because life is too short," Mom said, giving Bret a sidelong glance. "And we need to be good to the people in our lives,"
"You really want me in your life after this?"
"If Bret does, then so do I." Mom assured her, then turning slid her arm around her shoulders. "Seriously, its not good for you to be in this house alone right now."
"Thank you so much, Melissa," Lori walked down the driveway with her as Bret reached into the house and closed the door, before following them. "This means the world to me."
"That kid behind us means the world to me," Mom replied. "It's why I didn't try to forbid him from still seeing you, I won't give him up for anything. But I suppose I could share him with someone who's going to be good to him."
"Always," Lori kissed Mom on the cheek. "Promise."
Bret slipped up on the other side of Lori and put his arm over his mother's squeezing her shoulder.
"You know, if you don't want to go back to the house tonight, I've told Bret its okay to have a woman over, as long as I know her."
"You mean that?" Bret was shocked.
"Not like I don't know my friend." Mom leaned her head back and smiled at him as they crossed the street.
"I'd like that, if you're really okay with it," Lori said. "It's a big deal."
"One condition." Mom saw as they approached the porch.
"What's that?"
"Just keep it quiet. Okay, Jess?"
Chapter Eleven
Bret lay on his bed, naked beneath the covers and his cock hard in anticipation of Lori coming back to the room. No, not the room, his room.' His mother had been serious about saying Lori could stay.
The third time he'd asked her; she'd told him if he asked again Lori would sleep in her room and he could sleep alone. When he told that to Lori, she'd given him a sly smile and said she'd be willing to find out if his mother was a real blonde.
He couldn't believe how things had turned out after last week's drama with his mother, and today's upsetting encounter Lori had with Josh. Not just Lori, Bret had officially lost his best friend, and he knew it would haunt him, but today his concern was Lori.
Now, his mind was still on her, but how she was going to be in his room, in his bed and his cock twitched when he finally heard the one floorboard in the hallway that creaked, let him know she was on her way in.
The door opened, and Lori appeared, wearing his Metallica t-shirt which on her was long enough to go past her ass to work as a nightshirt. She'd just gotten out of the shower and her long damp hair hung down her back and he could smell the apricot body wash his mother used and knew after tonight he'd probably feel weird smelling it on his mother.
"Took you long enough." Brett teased as he lay there with his arms behind his head, knowing the tent he was pitching was easily visible.
"Guys take five minute showers; women take their time. Got a lot of hair to wash, and," she sauntered over to the bed and sat down on the edge of it. "Maybe I wanted to have a little me time in there."
"Why? We're about ready to have some we time, no?"
"I don't know," Lori shrugged and despite how baggy the shirt was he could see her epic tits bounce. "Your mothers down the hall, it does feel weird."
"Really?" He frowned. "You don't want to?"
"I always want to, but maybe we behave tonight. Wouldn't want to make too much noise."
"We could just you know, get each other off?"
"You want your milf slut to suck your cock with mommy in the house?" Lori teased.
"I could live with that."
"It is kind of strange." Lori remained sitting, and Bret reached out and lightly ran his hand along her thigh, sliding under the shirt.
"I left the bathroom and she's coming out of her room and says goodnight, but she gave me this odd look, kind of uncomfortable."
"I guess it is awkward."
"I know she invited me because she feels bad about Josh, but this is really for you. This is the ultimate way of saying its okay."
"I guess so."
"You know, men will always talk about how tough it is to have daughters. They start to date, and they know what the boys want, and that their little girls are going to do all the dirty nasty things they want their girlfriends and wives to do."
"But it's the same for women. We have sons, they reach that age and we know what they want, and there are girls giving it to them. But for us, its not so much about sex, its about the fact some day one of those girls is going to take our baby away from us."
"That what you're going to do?" Bret slid his hand down, so he was fondling her soft inner thigh. "Take me away?"
"At some point," she pushed his hip. "Slide over."
He moved until his shoulder was almost touching the wall.
"Is this even a double?" Lori complained as she got into bed and drew her legs up before sliding them under the blanket. The move gave him a flash of her leg up to her hip, confirming she had nothing under it.
"Yeah, and you look adorable in that shirt."
"Really?" she was still sitting up. "I was just going to take it off, but if you..."
"That rag?" He made a disgusted face. "Take it off."
"Yeah, you want to see my tits in your bed, baby?"
"I can't believe you're in my bed!" He laughed. "Seriously, I feel like a young kid, "Lori Matthews is in my room and in my bed!"
"You're so cute," she peeled the shirt off, dropping it beside the bed. "Now I'm naked in your bed."
She slid down so she was lying next to him, but didn't pull the blanket up, leaving her amazing breasts exposed in the dim light thrown by the candle he'd lit on the nightstand.
Lori put her arms over her head, mimicking him, but in her case, it shifted her tits to an even saucier angle.
"I was thinking."
"Me too."
"Stop being a perv for a minute." She sighed. "Little boys and their toys."
"That's catty."
"Because I want to be serious for a minute, Bret. Trust me, these tits will be in your mouth soon, and anytime you want them for as long as you want them."
"I'm listening," he said with such a mock serious expression, she giggled.
"Remember when I made a comment about you wearing a tie and you said it was the first time since your dad's funeral?"
"I do; you said sad endings can lead to happy beginnings?"
"Today was sad for me, but for whatever reason what happened with us and Josh triggered him to move in with Jennifer. It's a tough ending for me, but happy one for the two of them, she's a total sweetheart and I'm happy they're starting their life together before they're even done with school."
"Yeah, um, you know he gave her a ring?"
"I saw it, but he barely said two words to me other than to apologize for the things he said the other night, so I didn't say anything. And this? Your mom basically told me I was dead to her, and now here I am in your bed with her blessing," she chuckled. "Maybe a little uneasy with it, but what happened made her want to bring me back into her life, and not just as a friend, but the woman her son loves."
"I do love you, especially that look."
"I love you looking, now," She rolled onto her side and sliding her hand under the sheet found his cock. "Damn, you're dripping, you've been hard a long time."
"You take long showers."
"Tell me something," she squeezed his cock, and he moaned when he felt the precum oozing from it. "You think about me a lot lying in this bed?"
"All the time," he breathed as she stroked him faster.
"Hmm," she rested her head on his shoulder and slipped her long soft leg over his, her breasts pressing into his side as she worked him with her hand. "You jerk off to me?"
"All the time," he told her. "The first time I ever jerked off was to you."
"I like that," she purred and lowered her head, tongued his nipple, sending a shiver through him. "What was I doing?"
"Everything. I think first few times was just thinking about you naked, then after I'd seen some porn, picturing you blowing me, riding me, being on your hands and knees."
"More," she whispered, and rolling on top of him, pushed herself down between his legs.
"I...oh," he moaned when she sucked him into her mouth and bobbed her head in a slow steady rhythm. "Your tits, fucking them, coming all over them. You begging me to fuck you," he sighed as she sucked him harder while kicking the blanket off of them.
"Shit, one time I thought bout fucking your feet after I was over the house, and you were walking around the grass barefoot. I thought, man, she even as sexy feet."
"You can fuck them sometime if you want," she spoke while sliding his slick wet cock along her cheek while bending her knees up and showing off the soles of her feet.
"I just want to fuck you."
"It's a dream come true, isn't it? Fucking me in your own bed?"
"Lori, you're my dream come true in every way."
"Really?" she kissed the head of his cock, then sliding back up the bed, smiled down at him.
"Really."
"You know," Lori rolled onto her back and slowly opened her legs and put her arms out. "I love how you look at me."
"That's good," he rolled on top of her and they both moaned softly as he entered her. "Because I love how you look."
"And I love you," they said together, then kissed as he slowly moved within her.
"Even though we're so much more now," Lori wrapped her arms and legs around him. "What I said when we started is still true."
"What's true?" he slid his arms under her so their bodies were pressed tightly together as she moved her hips in time with his.
"You were my revenge, and now, my baby?" she smiled, her dark eyes glowing in the candlelight. "We're each other's sweet reward."
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Chapter One
Hi! My name is Tammy, and after a friend told me about this site, I figured I'd check it out and post my own dirty little confession. It was five years ago, and at the time I had just turned nineteen and my brother Jeff was twenty one.
We got along like most brothers and sisters as in we cared about each other, but also lived to bust each other's chops and give each other a hard time, especially if one of us did something stupid.
Our parents were away for a week, and my mom said I could use her car, but to be careful because a few months before that I'd gotten into an accident and totaled mine. It was my fault, I'd been looking at my phone and when I hit a patch of ice, only had one hand on the wheel and spun out and into a pole.
I was on their insurance, and they were livid it was going to go up, which it already had because I'd also gotten a speeding ticket, and another ticket for not seeing a stop sign. I was put on 'probation' by them, saying that if I needed to use one of their cars for school or work, I could, and if I was responsible then after six months, they'd help me get another car.
That was only another three weeks, but when I took my mother's car to pick up a pizza on the way to a friend's house, some asshole parked at an angle and when I backed out I got too close to an old pickup truck and hit it.
The driver was in the truck and when he got out I went into full panic mode, stammering I was sorry and please don't call the police, and just babbling like a teenage drama queen.
I caught a break that the guy was mad cool and pointed out that since his truck was higher than mom's car and had an old fashioned steel bumper, there was barely a scratch on it, and he didn't care because it was an old work truck.
He told me not to worry about it and to just take care of my car. That was when my relief turned to 'oh, shit'. The taillight was completely smashed and there was a gouge in the paint on the corner of the fender beneath it.
My friend Jenna's dad worked at an auto body shop and I drove straight there and talked to him. Jenna and I had been friends since 4th grade, and again I went into hysterics telling him how if my parents found out I might never own a car again! (Drama, am I right?)
He promised that not only could he fix it if I brought it by the next morning, but he wouldn't tell my parents. He knew I was a good kid and sometimes kids got themselves in jams and it's not like I was drinking or doing anything bad.
It looked as if I was going to get away with it...until he told me that because of the body work to get rid of the deep scratch and the paint, the light and the frame for it, the shops time...it was going to be $300.
I was only working twenty hours a week because it was during the school year, and had just paid for my books, paid mom and dad for my share of our now higher insurance, and had just given my friend Lisa $150 for the Metallica tickets she'd put on her credit card for us.
I had a total of $250 in my account and had to leave something in there. I needed a hundred dollars and by tomorrow as Jenna's dad said the owner agreed to let him put it in front of other jobs as a favor, and I couldn't pick up the car without paying.
He'd already done enough for me so there was no way I could ask him try to get me more time. I didn't want to ask any of my friends, because I knew it would be a while before I could pay them back, and they were all broke like me.
But Jeff was never broke.
He'd pissed our folks off by not going to college, but as he'd said, he had no interest in any particular field, so why waste his or their money? He was a big, rugged guy, and good with his hands, and through his high school football coach landed a job with a small contractor.
He made good money, and although he liked to smoke, and bought any new game, or gaming system that came out, he had healthy savings account. I hated to ask him because it meant I'd have to tell him what I needed it for.
That would lead to him teasing me he'd tell our parents and other ball busting, including I'd owe him more than the money and would have to deal with whatever shitty chore he'd want me to do for him.
Last time I needed him to cover for me when I slipped out to meet Joe, my ex-boyfriend, I had to wash his truck every day for a week and do his laundry, handling his filthy work clothes.
But it was better than paying more insurance and having to beg for my parent's car for another six months, and after another mishap like this, who's to say they'd even let me drive theirs anymore?
I had to work at Subway that afternoon, and when I came home at nine figured Jeff wouldn't be around because he had been bragging about going to hook up with some slut who was just looking for a fuck.
To my surprise his Chevy Silverado was in the driveway, and after I showered the smell of onions and lunchmeat off me, I slipped on an old t-shirt and a pair of sweats and went in to ask for my favor and endure the abuse for needing it.
I did get the favor, but the one I gave in return is the reason I'm here.
Chapter Two
I heard Aerosmith playing loudly as I approached his room and after he didn't reply to my knock, I was too impatient to keep trying-especially if he were just being a tool and ignoring me, and walked in.
"Hey, Jeff, can I talk to...Oh!"
Jeff sat in his gaming chair at an angle, his jeans pushed down facing away from me, but I had a clear view of a woman sucking cock on his computer, and his in his hand.
For a few seconds, I froze, my eyes darting from the video to my brother's cock. I finally got over the initial shock, and turned to the side, hoping to ease out the door. But as I did, part of me couldn't help thinking, Jeff had pretty big dick.
He was a big guy, around 6'2" and an easy 210 pounds with not an ounce of fat on him. His hands were exceptionally large, easily able to palm a basketball, and there was a lot of hard flesh protruding from his big fist.
Why the hell I would think that? Really, even looking back, I'm not sure other than I was a young woman who although I wouldn't say I was easy, I wasn't adverse to having some grown up fun when the chance presented itself, and had always enjoyed giving head.
Brother or not, Jeff was a good looking guy, and a bad boy type at that with his smoldering brown eyes, scruffy beard and heavily tattooed arms. My friends melted over him, and he probably could have scored any of them, but even though like me, he was always up to be up as he joked, he'd never mess with any of my friends, if for no other reason than the drama it would cause.
Likewise, and not to sound like I'm all that, but Jeff wasn't the only pretty kid in the family. I got plenty of attention myself. I was tall with a slender athletic build, but my tits were bigger than most of the girls who had similar builds on my volleyball team and seemed bigger because the rest of me was slim and trim.
I knew I had a nice ass and loved flaunting it in my bikini bottom when we played, and my long legs were tight, toned and still showing some of the deep tan a summer of playing on the beach had earned me.
I had the same dark eyes as my brother, but mine were on the wider side. I used to say they looked innocent, and Jeff would make a comment along the yeah right, and just say I looked confused.
My long black hair flowed down to my mid back, and all around I considered myself a nice package of pretty with a nice body. I also had the lips befitting someone who enjoyed sucking cock, and there wasn't a guy that saw my mouth that didn't think of it.
Just as I knew my brother was 'in demand' it worked the same with his friends and his 'annoyingly hot sister' as he once referred to me one time when he'd been drinking. That comment came after we'd gone to the same party, and a guy who didn't know me told Jeff, "Look at the cock sucking lips on that one" and got knocked on his ass.
Jeff was the typical big brother in that regard, he could call me names, but no one else could. But right now I was ready to call it a night and get my ass out of the room and catch him in the morning, because even coming back later I'd feel kind of weird knowing what he'd been...
"Jesus Christ!" Jeff shouted when he must have caught me out of the corner of his eye.
He spun in the chair and lifted up in it to pull his jeans up, then turned back around, his face red from being embarrassed and pissed off because of it.
"Don't you fucking knock?"
"I did, but you have the music so loud you didn't..." I'd been yelling, but when he hit his phone to pause his playlist, finished in a normal tone. "Hear me."
When his response was to glare at her, I shrugged.
"You always listen to music when you jerk off? Figured you'd want to hear the woman."
"I did that so my sister who was going to be home from work wouldn't hear me watching porn." He countered.
"Hey," I snapped my fingers. "Weren't you supposed to be out tonight? You know," I pointed to the video, which was still playing and had switched to a blonde gagging noisily on a fat cock. "Getting some of that?"
"I cancelled when Greg called me a couple hours ago and said he saw her out with another guy."
"So what, you just wanted to hit it and quit it, anyway."
"I wish you didn't say things like that," he muttered. "But it's one thing to know she's doing whoever, whenever, and another to know it's one to the other. I don't need sloppy seconds."
"Speaking of sloppy." I gestured to the PC again where a redhead was now being face fucked and long strands of spit and drool was spilling from her mouth. "You want to shut that off?"
"Why? I'm going back to it as soon as you leave."
"Bro, I'm your sister, you're really cool with having that on while I'm in here?"
"What, like you never sucked a dick before," he rolled his eyes. "No wait, Tommy Iron's said he heard a kid at school say you give world class head."
"Anything worth doing is worth doing right."
"Right on the pool table with mom and dad home," he grunted. "You still owe me for not telling them what I walked in on down there."
"Yeah, well, you and I are cool like that, right?" I gave him a big smile. "My big bro would never rat out his widdle sis." I batted my eyes while using the little girl voice.
"Not yet, anyway." He leaned back in his chair. "First time for everything, right?"
"I guess."
"Like mom and dad finding out I went back out with Emily after we broke up?"
"That was an accident! I didn't know they'd told you to stay away from her after she got caught with coke."
"You didn't have to say where I was at all." He waved his hand. "But whatever, what the hell do you want?"
"Someone's in a mood," I teased him. "Couldn't get the real thing so you figure you'll just watch?"
"Pretty much, but couldn't even do that, thanks to you."
"Can you shut it off? I need to talk to you."
"Volume's off." He flashed her a smirk. "Getting hungry?"
"Real nice, talking to your sister like that."
"What do you want, Tams?"
"Okay, well, uh...I had an accident today."
"In mom's car?" His eyes widened. "Jesus, you are so fucked!"
"Not yet I'm not!" I put my hands up. "It was a scratch and the taillight, and the guy I hit felt bad for me, and he said don't worry about it, so no police."
"That's good, but..." he frowned, then rolled his eyes. "Don't even tell me you think I'm taking the blame for this."
"No, of course not. I mean, why would you be driving mom's car and..." I cocked my head. "Would you do that?"
"Hell no! But go ahead, you're looking for something."
"Right, so I went to Tim's where Jenna's dad works and he said he can fix it tomorrow, and it will look good as new, and he won't tell mom and dad."
"Looks like you got lucky," Jeff nodded. "So what's the problem?"
"Its three hundred dollars."
"You think I'm spotting you three bills?" He laughed. "Not on a bet."
"Just a hundred!"
"No." he shrugged. "Now get lost, I have to get back to the only head I'll see tonight."
"God, you're gross! I'm in the room and you still have it on and you're just going back to it when I leave?"
"Would be pretty fucked up if I did it while you stayed."
"Come on, Jeff, you have the money!"
"You should have it too."
"I don't work full time and I get paid shit and I had things to buy."
"You spent money on a dumb concert," he finished. "Just give them two and promise them the rest in a week."
"Can't, they're doing it quick as a favor." I walked further into the room. "Please, Jeff? You know I'm going to get in so much trouble over this and it wasn't really my fault, someone parked like a jerk."
"If you hadn't screwed up already you could get away with this one, but..." he laughed. "All you do is screw up."
"Don't be an asshole to me," I pushed my lips in a pout.
"Save that shit for the next guy you want to buy you something." He looked at the computer which now featured a woman on her knees sucking two cocks, stroking both while going from one to the other for a few hard sucks. "Hey, maybe you could earn it with that world class head."
"Oh my god, did you just call me a whore?"
"No, but what's the difference between getting roses for putting out or getting money for doing it?"
"Can't believe my brother would tell me to suck dick for money."
"Pays more than subway."
"You're not funny." I snapped. "But you are pathetic, stroking it to girls sucking because you can't find one to suck you."
"Less pathetic than being nineteen and not being able to have a car for another six months, maybe longer." He flashed a big smile, all proud of his burn.
"Please help me, Jeff. I'd help you!"
"Tams, I'm serious when I say this. You keep messing up driving, this is on you. Besides, say I said yes, when can you pay me back? You just said you're not making much right now."
"So much a week! You can wait; you don't need it!"
"Let's see." He leaned over and picked his wallet up from the desk, pausing to watch a girl with blue hair and a nose ring bobbing her head in the lap of a guy with the biggest dick I'd ever seen.
He opened the wallet and removing a thick wad of cash, counted out five twenties.
"I do have an extra hundred." He held it up. "Say please."
"Please, Jeff?"
"Tell me you're a fuck up."
"Fine, I fucked up."
"Again."
"Again," I tried not to grit my teeth.
"Hmm," he tapped his chin in thought. "Get on your knees and beg."
"You know what, fuck you!" I hissed at him. "You should just say okay and help me."
"Fuck me?" He slipped the money back in his wallet. "Guess you're the one who's fucked."
"Yeah, fine." I told him. "Can't believe you're being mean to me."
"Poor you."
"You're just mad period. Not my fault you can't get your dick sucked tonight."
"Yeah, I was looking forward to it, word is she has a hell of a mouth," he turned to face the computer again, now watching thin young looking Asian girl blowing a guy in a 69 position. "Maybe not as good as these women I'll bet."
"Please," I waved my hand. "A lot of women can suck like that; they just don't do it on camera."
"Yeah, sure. Not like I should be talking to you about this, but I don't think I've ever gotten it the way these girls give it."
"Guess you haven't been with anyone who's that good at it, then." My eyes narrowed, and an absurd thought entered my mind. No, that was insane, I wasn't that desperate...was I?
"Please, and don't let that world class head shit go to yours. Kid that said that was in High school, what the hell does he know?"
"More than you if you think that's real." I walked up to the chair and tapped the screen with my long blue nail.
"Of course its real, you think she's not really sucking a dick?"
"She is, but its fake as fuck."
"How? That's a real guy and a real girl."
"What's fake is you see how she's going to town?"
"That she is," he nodded approvingly.
"Yeah, well they're editing the fuck out of it."
"Huh?"
"No guy can handle a girl sucking like that for more than a couple minutes. They're stopping and letting him calm down, then starting again."
"Bullshit, a real man can last more than a few minutes no matter how good a woman is."
"I saw a video once, an interview with an escort," I spoke slowly as my eyes moved from the video down to my brother's crotch.
His jeans had always looked pretty full, and now I'd seen why. His dick was as big and perfect as the rest of him. Jesus, I was really thinking about it. But why not? It was only my mouth.
"And?"
I realized I'd stopped talking.
"Oh, right. She said any woman who's any good should be able to suck a guy off in three minutes."
"Bullshit!" he snorted. "I mean, yeah if a guy hasn't had it in a while or got ED crap going on, but not a guy like me."
"Guy like you?" it was her turn to snort. "You think you're a stud?"
"I think I can hold on longer than three minutes," he waved at the computer. "Even with one of them."
"Hundred bucks says no."
"Plus..." he blinked. "Huh? What are you talking about?"
"You said why don't I suck for it?" I folded my arms over my chest and gave my head a toss. "Then that's what I'll do. One hundred dollars says I suck you off in three minutes."
"I...Tammy!" he exclaimed, looking genuinely offended. "I'm your brother!"
"It's only my mouth." I defended the indefensible. "Until you got an attitude tonight, we always helped each other. I need money, you need your balls drained, so how about you pay me to get what you want?"
"Balls drained," he repeated, but with an odd look on his face, and I noticed his eyes dropping down to my chest.
I hadn't put on a bra due to the shirt being loose, and just being my brother I'd be around, but having my arms under my tits had made them more noticeable, and he seemed to be noticing.
"Just think of me as a cute girl giving you a blow job."
"This is crazy."
"And, best part? If you're right and can hold out more than three minutes? You get blown for free because I lose the bet."
"Blown for free."
"Yup, and tell you what. I can't get you off within the bet? I'll slow down and really take my time. Give you the longest, sexiest, nastiest head you've ever had for as long as you can handle it."
"You're serious," he didn't look as offended as he had a minute ago. "You'd blow me?"
"For a hundred."
"But you're not going to win."
"Then make the bet."
I removed my phone from the pocket of my sweats and finding the alarm, set it for three minutes and showed it to him.
"I get on my knees, you take it out and then hit start."
"I..." his eyes went to the latest cock sucking scene on the computer to me, then back again. "You're my little sister."
"I'm an adult, and I'm offering, so you're off the hook on being a pedo or a pig. Trust me, no one's ever going to know about this," I laughed. "So lucky for you, no one will hear about how you got sucked off in record time by your sister."
Jeff shook his head.
"You're fucking with me, but okay, let's see how far you'll go." He took the money out again and laid it on the desk. "Where's yours?"
"I don't lose money. Bet is if you hold out, I have to do it for as long as it takes, and however you want me to."
"So if I said stop, you stop?" His eyes met mine. "I say just lick or tease?"
"I do it. Jeff, if I have to suck until my jaw aches I will. That's your prize for winning the bet," I sank down on my knees next to his chair. "And think about it, even if you lose, you still got sucked off, it was just quick."



Jeff turned in his chair to face me and I slid up between his legs. I put the phone down on the arm of his chair so he could hit start, then made a show of lifting my hair and tying it into a loose knot.
"Don't want to ruin your view," I told him. "Going to take it out, or want me to do it?"
"This is nuts." He shook his head, but his hands strayed to his zipper.
"I'll be sucking your nuts if I lose." I parted my lips and wagged my tongue at him. "Come on, Jeff. Think of it this way, wouldn't you like to use your cock to shut your bitchy sister up?"
I grabbed his wrist and before he could stop me lifted his hand and sucked his finger between my lips.
"That's...not fair," he whispered as I swirled my tongue around his finger.
"Come on, Jeff, put your money where my mouth is." I gave him the pout, and the little girl voice. "Please, big brother? Your little sister is sooo hungry!"
"Jesus, I can't believe this." He pulled his zipper down and lifting his hips shoved his jeans down.
I couldn't help sucking on my lower lip at the sight of his cock which even semi hard was long and thick. Whether it was how wrong it was, or the adrenalin rush that came along with doing something wild, I felt strangely at ease with what was going to happen.
Or maybe it was just the fact that my brother had a mouth-watering cock and the rest of him was pretty fine too. If I was going to blow for money, there were worst choices I could make.
I leaned forward and put my hands on his thighs.
"Say when," I nodded to the phone. "And hit start."
"Take your top off."
"What?"
"I want you topless."
"You want to see your sister's tits?" I sighed as if it bothered me, but fact was the idea of him seeing them was a surprising turn on, not to mention once he did see them, it was going to work in my favor.
"Deal breaker," he whispered.
"You thought of them, haven't you?"
"Maybe," he pointed. "Off, or no bet."
"Yes sir," I gave him a demure look, then peeled my shirt off, exposing my large breasts.
"Damn," Jeff whistled. "Sis, you have some tits."
"Yeah?" I held them up and stroked my nipples and while he watched with a stunned look on his face, I eyed his cock which to my delight was rapidly swelling. "Little sis has nice big tits?"
"Yeah, she does," he licked his lips, and I wondered if he'd ask to suck on them...and if I'd let him. "You can be a bitch sometimes, but I gotta tell you, you're a hot bitch."
"Know what's hot?" I opened mouth and slowly worked my tongue around my lips. "Your sister's mouth."
"Talk's cheap," he told her.
"By the way?" I rested my right hand on his thick muscular thigh. "This is going to be hand's free."
I reached out with my left, tapped start, and opening wide took my bother into my mouth.
"Oh, fuck!" he gasped as I bobbed my head rapidly, my tongue swirling around his thickening shaft.
I moaned as my brother's cock swelled in my mouth and had to open wider to accommodate his full girth. I paused for a moment to angle my head, to get his measure, then slowly ease him past my gag reflex.
My eyes shifted to see it had only been twenty seconds and taking a breath, picked up the pace. Jeff moaned and released a sharp breath when I moved my head faster and each time it lowered, my lips moved further down his impressive length.
I kept my hands on his thighs, my head not only bobbing, but moving forward and back, undulating like a snake as my lips grew closer to his base. I forced my head down harder when the timer hit two minutes, and made a nasty choking sound as his head struck the back of my throat.
I relaxed and took the extra second to adjust and let his cock slip down my throat, and my next few moves were much slower as I made sure I had him where I wanted him and could really go to work.
Jeff groaned, and grabbed my head, his fingers gripping my hair as I pounded him down faster and harder. Each time I took him my lips struck his pubic mound and I released a wet gurgling sound.
Jeff's other hand slid between us and I whimpered when his thick fingers found my left nipple and rolled it between them. A mistake on his part as I felt his cock twitch in reaction to touching my breast and hearing its effect on me.
With ninety seconds left, my cheeks were hot from the effort of repeatedly throating my brother's big dick and my eyes were watering, but I wasn't about to lose. I thrust my head into his lap with a force that bordered on violent.
Jeff moaned and squirmed in the chair. His hips had begun to move, now thrusting his cock into my sloppy, and admittedly aching mouth. It was an advantage for me that he wasn't able to remain still and was now helping me get him off.
Sixty seconds.
I lifted my hands from his thighs and putting them behind my head. I a turned my eyes to his, widening them as I whined and whimpered as if being forced to do it. Jeff, overcome with lust, bit on the bait and grabbed both my thin wrists in one large hand.
The move sent a wet wave of heat flowing between my legs and caused me to grind my hips as I continued to brutally fuck my face with Jeff's dick. In my fevered and lust filled mind I kept thinking what a waste it was not to take my time and savor such a beautiful cock.
But money, my driving future, and pride as a top notch cock sucker were on the line, and with forty five seconds left I plunged him deep into my throat and rapidly shook my head side to side, working his cock around my mouth.
Jeff groaned and his hips moved faster, his hand now gripping the soft flesh of my breast, roughly fondling it in his excitement. I slipped my tongue out and over his balls, and his hips thrust, and his next moan was higher pitched and with an air of desperation to it.
Thirty seconds.
I whipped my head side to side, then went full throttle on sucking, pounding the head of his cock repeatedly into the back of my throat. I gagged and choked in between whining and pleading with my eyes. My red cheeks streaked with tears as I punished my mouth with his dick.
I was having a hard time breathing and my eyes stung from the sweat dripping into them. My jaw ached and at twenty seconds it was just beginning to sink in I was going to lose.
But if it happened, then I'd take the consolation prize of taking a minute to catch my breath then really enjoying his...
"Fuck!" Jeff swore, "No, I...No..." his hips moved frantically and I kept force feeding myself his cock.
His hand trembled around my wrists and with ten seconds left, he released a frustrated whimper and exploded in my mouth. I'd had him all the way and both the force and size of his load caused me to gag and send cum spraying out of the sides of my mouth and down my chin.
I kept sucking with a now triumphant enthusiasm, reveling in his moans and the sensation of my brother's hot, sticky, and salty load sliding down my throat. The amount of cum he fed me matched the size of his cock and balls, and my eyes rolled back as I continued to loudly slurp and suck for everything I could get.
When I sucked hard enough to hollow my cheeks and could coax nothing else from him, I let him fall from my lips.
"Fuck!" Jeff slumped back in his chair as I lowered myself to my hands and knees trying to catch my breath as spit and cum laced drool oozed from my face and lips. "Ten goddamn seconds!"
"Challenge accepted." I breathed as I sat back on my knees. "And met."
"I...Christ, you can suck cock!"
"Bet all the guys say that to their sisters," I muttered while eyeing his sloppy wet cock which hadn't deflated at all.
"I messed up, shouldn't have wanted to see your tits." He told her. "Or maybe I messed up not asking to suck on them."
"You'd have come quicker," I flashed him a smile through my sticky lips. "Two minutes."
"You know," his dark eyes moved from his cock to my heaving tits. "I wouldn't come quick now."
"No?" Was he hinting at what I thought he was? "You'd last awhile?"
"I think so." He appeared to be struggling with what he knew he wanted, but wasn't sure he could say.
"Jeff, do you want to fuck me?" I rose to my feet, my hands already going to my hips and gripping the edge of my sweats.
"No," he answered, stopping me as I'd begun to push my pants down. "I don't want to. I need to."
"Well, according to you I suck at driving, so maybe I should take a ride instead."
I shoved my pants down, kicked them off and as Jeff went to stand, I shoved him in the chest, causing him to fall back into the chair.
I was on him in a heartbeat. Climbing on the chair I got my knees between his thighs and the chair on either side, guided him between my legs and sat down on his cock.
"Oh, fuck!" I squealed as his huge dick forced its way deep inside my tight pussy. "Deep, so fucking deep!"
Jeff grabbed my hips and moved his, thrusting into me and causing me to yelp and whimper as I struggled to adjust to him. God, he was so thick! And as hard as he had been in my mouth.
I worked my hips in time with his, riding him as I grabbed his shoulders and dug my nails into his bare arms. Jeff wrapped his arms around my waist, and I cried out as he displayed his strength by surging to his feet with me clinging to him.
I wrapped my legs over his hips, holding him tight as he cupped the cheeks of my ass. He spread them open then flexed his arms, lifting and dropping me onto his cock. I lowered my head and kissed him hard.
Jeff returned the kiss, not seeming to care my lips were still sticky from his cum and even drove his tongue into my mouth. I sucked on it as he turned us around and slowly walked towards the bed while easily bouncing me on his dick.
I cried out when he leaned over and dumped me onto the side of his bed, then emitted a long loud squeal when after stripping off his shirt, he dropped to his knees and buried his face between my thighs.
Jeff went at my pussy the way I had his cock. He didn't eat it, he attacked it. I squirmed on the bed, moaning his name as he plunged his tongue inside my gushing pussy, and sucked hard.
I could feel my juices squirting into his mouth and saw him roll his eyes back as he got a good taste of his sister. He moved his tongue within me, fucking me with it before, sliding it up through my tight pink lips and to my aching clit.
He made me squeal again when he sucked it between his lips while roughly shoving two fingers into my hot little twat. He sucked rhythmically on my clit and I whimpered when he added a third finger and spread them apart, opening me wider around them.
I draped my legs over his shoulders, the soles of my feet on his back as he switched to licking my pink pearl. I cupped my tits, stroking my nipples as my brother proved I wasn't the only kid in the family with a talented tongue.
My hips rocked into the soft flickering caresses of his tongue and gasped when he curled his fingers inside me. I'd never had anyone do that before and the feeling was incredible.
My legs trembled and my back arched off the bed, my toes curling into his back.
"Yes, yes, yes," I whined. "Please, oh, please, please don't stop Jeff! Make me cum! Make your little sister..."
My mouth opened in a silent O and my eyes went wide when he curled his fingers again and my entire body tensed and seemed to pause. When he spread his fingers apart and gave my clit a hard suck, my body exploded in a way it never had before.
I cried out in surprised pleasure as my hips went wild and I writhed on the bed as if I were being shocked. I felt a growing pressure deep within in and the next time he curled his fingers I felt something release and a long stream of sticky fluid erupted from between my legs, catching him in the face and spraying over his shoulder.
A second one followed as I moaned helplessly under the intense waves of pleasure coursing through me. My body went limp, and my legs began to slide from his shoulders.
But shooting up to his feet he caught my ankles and pinning them together, pushed my legs back. He entered my now sloppy slit with one long thrust then tore into me with an eagerness that match the way he'd gone down on me...and me on him.
"That was less than three minutes," he gave me a wicked smile. "I should take my money back."
"Just shut up and take your sister instead."
"Careful what you wish for." Jeff warned then pushed my feet back until they were over my head.
He fucked me with long hard strokes that had my eyes rolling like a slot machine, and yipping like a dog, and making incoherent attempts at words. I'd never been fucked that hard or by a cock that big or a man that strong, and lay there with my arms by my sides, my tits bouncing and totally at his mercy.
I barely made a noise when he slipped out of me, finally pulled his jeans off and grabbing my hips, flipped me over on my stomach. He got on his knees behind me and took me doggy.
I now sounded more like a squealing pig as he took me even harder in this position, his cock pounding so deep I thought it was going to come out of the top of my head. The bed rocked from the force of his fucking, and all I could do was moan, whimper...
And love every minute of it.
Jeff pushed me until I was flat and placing his hands in the middle of my back fucked me as if he were trying to drive me through the bed. I bounced up and down into his relentless cock while howling and yelping, my legs kicking up and down along his sides and my fingers clutching the sheets hard enough to turn my knuckles white.
I don't know how long be fucked me, but it didn't matter. I was like a rag doll beneath him as he had his way with me, plundering his little sister's prone pussy and fucking me like I had never imagined anyone could be fucked.
He whipped himself out of me and I moaned softly as I felt his hot cum squirt across my back. From the feel of it, it was almost as much as I'd sucked out of him as he did a damn good job of not just painting my lower back but caught my ass as well.
I lay there unmoving, breathing hard as he wiped my back off with something and when he was done, he sat down on the bed next to me. I spent a couple minutes trying to find the strength to roll over, and when I finally did, I winced at how sore my entire body was.
"I think I know what they mean by fucked senseless," I whispered.
"Yeah, I really put it to you." I thought he was bragging, and he could have at that point, but instead he put his hand on my shoulder and asked. "Are you okay?"
"I...yeah." I nodded. "I mean, wow. Talk about some porn sex, right?"
"I don't know what the hell just happened. I just had to have you."
"Must have been the world class head." I laughed softly.
"World class pussy too." He gave me a surprisingly soft kiss. "And beautiful."
"Pillow talk from my brother," I grinned up at him. "Next on the Hallmark Channel. Brother gets overwhelmed by his hot sisters amazing BJ skills and just has to have her."
"And for the low, low price of a hundred bucks." He clapped his hands. "Um. By the way? You can have whatever you want for tomorrow. I'll pay for the whole thing."
"Oh, a tip!" I laughed again. "I'm sorry I tore up your pussy sis, let me pay for your car and make it better."
Jeff burst out laughing. "Sis got jokes!"
"Sis got some sore holes."
"Classy," he told me. "But look, this...I mean we shouldn't have done this and I don't want you to end up mad at me."
"Mad at you?"
"I'm older, I should have known better. I don't know how we even got here, but it's on me."
"It was all over me," I joked to show it was okay. "I'm good, Jeff. This was kind of messed up I guess, but holy shit bro, I'll never call you cocky again, you can back all that smack."
"And you can suck a mean dick. I just don't want you to regret this once it kind of sinks in."
"I already regret part of it."
"Shit," he frowned. "What? I can..."
"I regret having to rush on that dick." I licked my lips. "I think you need to let me take my time and really appreciate it."
"I can do that, but you know, just for you."
"Well, seeing it's for me, can you do me a favor?"
"Anything?"
"Can you last more than three minutes this time?"
Epilogue
It really seemed to come out of nowhere. Us busting balls, him kind of being a dick to me. My crazy idea about blowing him, then the sex. Looking back, we both agree neither of us had thought of it.
We both knew the other was hot, but no fantasies of each other. After that night we spent the following morning together. First in his bed, a shower, then my bed. We went at it hot and heavy for the three days before my parents came home.
Once they were there it seemed to hit us how wrong it was and what kind of a mess it could cause. We didn't talk about it, but we both knew to back off. Nothing happened for a couple of weeks, then one night he slipped into my bed, then slipped into me.
I returned the favor the following week, waking him up by sucking on his amazing cock. My brother's cock, the one I'd had inside me more times that I could count at that point.
I know on this site there's a lot of stories where brothers and sisters ran away and lived as lovers, a taboo happy ever after. It wasn't like that for us. At no point did either of us feel we loved each other as more than siblings.
It was pure lust fueled by the fact we were both hot, sexy, good in bed, and the added thrill of it being so deliciously wrong. After a few months of being siblings with benefits, Jeff met Jill who was hired as the new receptionist at work.
Within a year they were engaged, married a year later, and I'm now the proud aunt of a beautiful niece. As for me? Love hasn't found me yet. I've had some relationships, but none of them was "the one"
Its okay, I enjoy life, having fun, and I'm not in a hurry to settle down. But sometimes I lay there at night, alone, horny, and know that no matter who I meet down the line, the best sex I ever had, or will have. was with my brother.
I asked him once if he felt the same way, and he told me he couldn't answer that, but with a smile, added it was still the best three minutes of his life.
Author's Note: A lot of my stories tend to be longer and more along the lines of a slow burn, but sometimes I feel the need to just cut lose and do something quick, dirty, and a lot of fun. The Confessions angle allows for just this kind of story. As always, thank you for reading and supporting me over the years. LC68
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"Seven hundred dollars?" Dana Darling gasped, her brown eyes wide. "Are you kidding?"
"Sorry, ma'am," the young mechanic behind the desk replied. "You need a new catalytic converter. They're expensive, plus labor."
"I don't have that right now. Can I come back in a couple of weeks?"
"This is an inspection, if the car fails you only have seven days to pass it, or the state will suspend your registration."
"But I need my car!" Dana waved her arms dramatically, her eyes widening even more. "What am I supposed to do?"
"Maybe you can borrow the money?" The mechanic, porn star Denny D, asked while trying not to laugh at Dana's over the top reaction and facial expression.
"I don't know anyone," Dana walked closer to the desk and leaned over it, her large braless breasts straining the thin material of her black tank top. "Are you sure I need it?" she tapped the paperwork, then stared closely at him. "Are you even a mechanic? You're awfully young."
"Yes," he eyed her breasts, specifically her prominent nipples through the thin material. "My dad owns the shop. I've been working on cars since I was a kid."
"Well, isn't there something you can do? Can I talk to your father?"
"He's not here today," he pointed to the clock on the wall. "We're closing in five minutes, what would you like to do?"
Dana's shoulders slumped as she now appeared crestfallen.
"Ham." Jack Sanders the director muttered. "Nothing worse than a porn star who thinks she can act."
There were a few snickers from the lighting and cameramen spread out in wide circle around Dana and Denny.
"Look," she made a show of staring at the name tag on Denny's unrealistically clean grey work shirt. "Denny, I really need a win here. Isn't there anything you can do?"
"I feel bad, I do, it's a lot of money, but it fails the emissions report," he tapped a yellow checklist."
"Report? "Well, isn't there a way you can, you know," she gave him a hopeful smile. "Just check the box for me?"
"That's illegal, Ma'am."
"It's Dana, sweetie. I know I'm older than you, but I don't think I look like a 'Ma'am'."
"True," he told her while blatantly ogling her tits as she straightened but remained in front of the desk. "You look a lot more fun."
"You think?" Dana smiled then turning, sauntered over to the office door.
She knew Brock, the camera man positioned behind Denny, would now be zooming in on her well-rounded ass in the painted on black shorts. It would follow the extra sway of her hips, then travel the length of her long legs, from her soft inviting thighs down to her toned calves and linger briefly on the absurdly high heeled black sandals that strapped around her ankles.
"Um, you didn't say what you wanted to do?" Denny spoke behind her.
"I'd like you to help me out and fudge that report."
"I could get in a lot of trouble for that."
"Only if you get caught, and I can give you what I have."
"What's that?"
"Two fifty," She remained by the door, but looked over her shoulder so he'd focus on her face, and not her hand as she thumbed the lock on the door.
"That's not even half!" Denny ran his fingers through his short dirty blonde hair. "My old man would flip."
"He's not here," she turned around to face him. "And he'll never know, now will he?"
"Guess not, but why the hell should I do this? I don't even know you."
Dana gave him a sly smile.
"I'm here for an inspection, right?"
"Yeah, and your car failed."
"Then how about I let you inspect me instead?"
With no hesitation, she stripped off her shirt to expose her breasts.
"Goddamn," Denny whistled while doing an admirable job of widening his hazel eyes in an attempt at looking as if he didn't have epic tits shoved in his face for a living.
Dana cupped her heavy breasts and slid her black tipped nails over her swollen rose red nipples.
"What do you think, baby? The headlights work okay?" She turned her back on him and unzipped her shorts. "How about you take a look at the rear end?" she angled her head to face Jack and in a stage whisper added "Nothing worse than a director who thinks he can write."
Jack replied with a good-natured smile; mouthing the words 'Got me" while Dana pushed her shorts down in a slow sexy shimmy, working them over her hips and down her legs, bending over to show off her ass in the black G-string thong. She stepped out of the shorts and strolled over to Denny, her beautiful, round, all natural tits jiggling and her hips in full swing.
Dana walked around the desk which Denny had pushed himself back from and risen from his chair.
"Mind if I do some inspecting myself?"
Without waiting for a reply, she dropped to her knees, unsnapped his jeans and tugged them and his boxers down. His semi hard cock, long and thick even in that state, sprang free, and sucking on her lower lip, she purred.
"Oh, this looks just fine, but we need to be thorough now, don't we?" She flicked her tongue across his tip as she gripped him in her hand. "Make sure everything works."
She took him in her mouth and bobbed her head slowly, Dana released a soft contented moan as Denny swelled in her mouth and once he was fully hard, picked up the pace. She took him deeper as well, angling her head to accommodate his length.
Dana turned her wide dark brown eyes upward, staring directly at Brock who stood on a milk crate pointing the camera down at her from over Denny's shoulder. She moaned louder, her eyes rolling back from the pleasure of not only having her mouth stuffed with hard young cock, but knowing thousands of men would be watching her do it while stroking their own.
Stroking to her sucking, wishing it was her mouth and not their hand, and knowing that soon they'd be watching her take this big cock in her cunt. Her cunt that was already hot and wet from the camera as much as it was from having this gorgeous dick in her mouth.
"Damn, thought this shit only happened in porn," Denny spoke while unbuttoning his shirt while Dana shoved his pants down past his knees while continuing to blow him.
He slipped his shirt off, exposing his muscular torso and Dana's hands now roamed up and down his powerful chest and sculpted abs, caressing, and teasing her long nails over him. Denny's hands went into her long, lustrous, curly black hair, and gripped her head between them.
He tapped her with one finger to signal what was coming next, and she placed her hands flat on his thighs to let him know she was ready.
"Seven hundred's a lot of money," he told her. "Think you're going to have to work a little harder." He thrust his hips, driving the full length of his cock down her throat.
Dana was ready, already angling her head and opening wider. Her throat relaxed, he slipped easily past her gag reflex, but she made the sound anyway. He pumped her with long slow strokes as she remained still, allowing him to use her mouth.
He went faster and harder and the room filled with her nasty, but oh, so hot, sounds of her choking and gurgling, sounds. Dana's face flushed from not just exertion, but passion as him face fucking her once again had her mind racing with the reactions of the men who would be admiring what a good girl she was.
On her knees, getting her face pounded hard enough to make her eyes water, but never causing her to look away from the camera as Brock filmed the violation of her mouth. At a signal from Jack, Denny pulled his cock from her mouth.
A sticky mess of precum laced drool flowed down her chin and onto her tits and chest, as Dana pinned his cock back and eagerly, slurped on his balls. His hands went from her hair to her tits, fondling them, and causing her to groan as his palms slid over her aching nipples.
"Over here," Brock whispered to her right.
Dana slid her eyes in that direction to see him now on one knee getting a close up of her working Denny's balls. She kept her eyes on him, now narrowing them to give the viewer and in intense stare while now slowly teasing her co-star's sac with just the tip of her tongue, putting on a show.
Opening wide she sucked his balls in her mouth and slurped noisily on them while his fingers rolled her nipples, making her whimper around her mouthful, and her hips to rock. Dana used to think the camera turned her on in the past, but it was nothing compared to how being filmed affected her.
Her nipples throbbed, causing her to squeeze her thighs together and her cunt and nipples ached with need. When Jack signaled Denny, he sat down in the chair, slowly stroking his sloppy wet cock.
Dana rose and put her back him, bracing her hands on the desk and seductively swaying her ass in front of him. She yelped when he gave each of her cheeks a playful swat before hooking his fingers into the sides of her thong.
She continued to work her ass while he eased the thong over it and Dana released a soft whimper when she felt the material briefly cling to her sticky cunt before peeling away. Dana was sure Brock, now back behind Denny, would have the camera zoomed into it, and knowing how it would look made her squirm even more.
Denny worked the thong down past her knees so she could lift one leg at a time out of it, and eased it away so it wouldn't catch on her absurdly high heels, which was all she'd be wearing the rest of the shoot.
"Think it's time for a test drive, baby." Dana uttered the cringy line, as she pushed further from the desk and eased her ass down onto Denny's lap.
He held his cock, working it through her warm wet lips and making her shiver when the head of his cock came into contact with her clit. He rubbed it in a slow circle making her moan and her legs tremble, before guiding it to her yearning hole.
She forced herself to ease down on him, teasing herself by slowly impaling herself on his big dick. Dana, now staring at Stu, the other cameraman standing across from her, zoomed in on her face.
She gave him a show, her lips parting as she moaned, and her eyes growing wide while working her hips, her wet cunt spreading around Denny's thick hard flesh. She sucked on her lower lip, whimpering for effect, then gasped when she sank onto his lap, his full length now deep inside her.
The gasp wasn't an act, Jesus he was hung! Dana pushed against the desk, then flexed her long legs, rocking herself back and forth, fucking him as he grabbed her hips and moved in time with her, his hip thrusting into her descending cunt.
"Fuck," she groaned. "This is a nice ride!"
"I was going to say the same thing," Denny told her, then caused her to yip when he gave the right side of her ass a hard smack. He gave the other cheek a sharp slap then tapped her hip as a heads up for the next position.
Dana relaxed and allowed him to pull her back by her hips and landing in his lap, her back against his chest. Lifting her legs, she managed to get the heels of her sandals on the soft arms of the chair.
Denny slipped his arms around her, his hands on her breasts as he worked his powerful hips, thrusting into her prone pussy. Dana let her head fall back, and turning to her left, managed to find his lips.
They exchanged a rough 'porno kiss' as Sylvia Foxxx, the woman who owned the production company called them. Their mouths open wide and their tongues waging an exaggerated battle between them.
Denny squeezed her tits hard before his fingers found her nipples. He pinched them, causing her moan to turn into a squeal, then switched to gently rolling them between his fingers. Dana's arm went around his shoulders to help steady herself on the protesting chair while her other hand slipped between her thighs.
She rubbed her clit while Stu came closer, getting a good view of Denny's cock plundering her slit as well as her masturbating. At a signal from Jack, Denny's right hand left her breast and slipped under hers.
Dana replaced his on her tit, tugging and twisting her nipple as he pressed two fingers to her clit and worked his wrist rapidly side to side. She pressed her mouth to his, whimpering into it as his cock stuffed her needy cunt and his fingers played her yearning clit.
She broke the kiss and rested her head on his shoulder, her eyes on the camera and her lips parted to allow her heavy breathing and sounds of mounting pleasure. As always, for her, it wasn't an act.
Fucking a hot young guy with a big dick, and being filmed further fueling her lust, Dana was already getting close to giving her already growing fan base what they've been waiting for; one of her loud, thigh trembling, hip bucking, genuine orgasms.
They didn't have to wait much longer as a minute later; Denny's skilled fingers sent her over the edge. As she had in each of the previous four films she'd made, Dana came like an animal. Head back, mouth open, wailing like a banshee as the powerful orgasm tore through her.
Her hips bucked and her body writhed against Denny causing him to wrap his free arm tightly around her waist as her frenzied movements had the chair rocking backwards. Dana lifted her legs, kicking them as waves of intense pleasure crashed through her.
In front of her, Jack shook his head and mouthed the word, "Damn." As she bounced wildly on Denny's cock. With a long shuddering moan, she went limp, her legs dropping to the floor as she slumped into Denny's now sweaty chest.
Even though he tapped her side once more to let her know what the script called for, she was barely able to stand when her muscular co-star surged to his feet and gave her a light shoved to make her bend over the desk.
Her legs felt like rubber, and she would have sank to her knees if Denny didn't already have his hands on her hips and plunging his cock into her still twitching cunt.
"Fuck, fuck, oh, fuck!" she howled as he hammered into her with long had thrusts causing her hips to bang into the desk.
She stretched her arms out, between the laptop and the phone, the only two items on the desk other than the yellow 'inspection form' which she noticed was a copy of the weekly football pool.
Gripping the edge of the desk, Dana emitted a sharp high-pitched sound each time Denny pounded her hard enough to cause his balls to slap against her. He slipped his foot between her legs and pushed her right ankle making her open her legs wider.
It was another signal and she responded by bending her left leg so he could grab the heel of her sandal. Denny lifted her leg and shoved her knee onto the desk. One now up, it allowed him to plow her even deeper and the sound of her yelps went even higher in pitch.
Still gripping the heel as if it were a handle, Denny's other hand slid up her back, which between the action, and being under the intense lights was glistening with sweat and grabbed the end of her long hair.
He pulled her head back while leaning over and groaning.
"You're a nasty little bitch, aren't you? Fucking for a damn inspection sticker."
"I'd fuck you anyway," she moaned the line. "I love fucking hot young guys," she rolled her eyes back for her next line and squealed louder before breathily adding; "And that big fucking cock!"
"Shit," he withdrew his cock, "I don't think I'm doing a very good job inspecting everything."
He grabbed her arms, hauling her back to her feet, and spun her around to face him. He gave her a quick hard kiss, then pushed her backwards so she was now lying back on the desk. Dropping to his knees, he spread her legs and buried his face between her thighs.
"Yes!" Dana cried out while draping her legs over his shoulders. "That's it, baby, lick that pussy! Make me cum in that pretty face!"
She propped herself up on her elbows so she could watch him while still being able to cup her breasts and stroke her nipples with her thumbs. Her eyes lingered on what she'd just said, Denny's sweat, and now pussy slicked face, between her lush and now flushed thighs.
She was aware of Brock leaning over Denny's shoulder to get the angle that would show the viewers his tongue fluttering over her once again swollen clit. Denny shoved two fingers inside her, then eased in a third, stretching her cunt around them.
Dana whimpered and moaned as his tongue blurred over her clit, licking up and down and side to side while mixing in a few hard sucks that sent an electric shock of pleasure through her. Even though she'd come just minutes ago, she could already feel a second orgasm building.
Sex and the camera were her addictions, and eager to achieve the fruits of her latest fix, she stared directly into Brock's camera. Her mind filled with the visual of men with their cocks in their hands watching Denny eat her cunt and wishing they could get a taste of her.
Wanting to be in his place, fingering, licking, making the hot porn slut moan their name and beg them to make her come.
"Please," she whined, verbalizing her latest fantasy while creating one for others. "Don't stop, honey! Just like that! I...I'm so close, I.... yesssssss!"
Denny curled his fingers inside her while giving her clit a lip smacking suck sending her over the edge and falling into another hard climax. She kicked her legs as she had before, this time her heels drumming into her onscreen lover's broad back.
Her hips thrust into his face, grinding her hot wet slit into his flickering tongue and pushing his thick fingers deeper inside her convulsing pussy while she wailed in pleasure. Her second orgasm was as powerful as the first but much shorter, and even as her hips twitched from the final effects of it, Denny shot to his feet.
Gripping her heels he spread her legs as wide as he could and plowed into her now sloppy cunt.
"Oh, I...you...oh...F..." Dana moaned incoherently, as she struggled to remain propped up while Denny drilled her with his seemingly inexhaustible cock. Her eyes were rolling like a slot machine and her tits bouncing from the force of his long strong thrusts.
Between the heat, physical exertion and the effects of two intense orgasms, Dana was incapable of doing anything except lying back and getting dicked down by a man half her age who was hung like a bull.
"Come for me," she breathed. "Come all over me!" She wagged her tongue at him. "Want to come in my slutty mouth? All over my face? Paint these big...Oh!"
She flinched when Denny released her left leg, whipped his cock out, and jerked it, sending a long thick spurt of cum that struck her in the mouth. His second squirt went several inches further, hitting the side of her face and going into her hair.
Denny kept stroking, spraying her tits, her stomach and the last few dribbles of his copious load into the triangular patch of dark hair over her pink slit. Dana stared down the length of her body, stunned at the sheer size of his load and the fact the first squirts had traveled from between her legs to her face.
"Jesus, that was hot!" Denny fell back into his chair, his cock still twitching between his legs.
"Wow," Dana let her legs dangle over the desk as she slid her arms to her sides so she was lying flat on the desk. "Talk about a test drive."
She tapped the yellow form next to her.
"What do you say, sir? Did I pass?"
Denny slid up to the desk and picked up the paper, frowning.
"Shit, this was a mistake!"
"What? Dana, pushed herself up, cum sliding down her face and sliding from her tits to her stomach. "What do you mean?"
"I mean, I was wrong." He shook his head. "There's nothing wrong with your emissions." He picked up a stamp and pushed it onto the paper. "You passed with flying colors."



"The color white," Dana dipped her finger into a puddle of cum on her chest and sucked it into her mouth. "Hmm, I guess this was worth two fifty."
"Screw that, just give me the sixty for the sticker, so the books look okay."
"Thank you, baby," she purred. "For everything."
"Well, before you go." Denny put on a serious expression. "I noticed you will be needing brakes soon and they can be pricey, but you know, maybe we could work something out?"
"Hmm," Dana leaned over and grabbed his now semi hard cock. "Honey, with a tool like this, you can fix anything I have."
"Zoom in, Brock," Jack instructed. "Get a close up of her face, Dana give me one of those big, God I love my job smiles!"
Dana flashed a huge, practiced smile through her sticky lips as cum oozed down her cheeks. She threw in an improvised exaggerated wink and Brock laughed, "Nice touch!"
"That's a wrap people, good job Dana, Denny, you guys rocked the shit out of it!" Jack clapped and the cameramen, lighting and sound crew members joined in.
Dana acknowledged the applause with a slight bow as she remained sitting on the desk, feeling ridden hard and put away wet, and like an intense work out her fatigue and the aches in her body were a good pain.
"Great working with you, Dana," Denny kissed her on the cheek most of which was painted with his cum. "Hope we can do it again."
"Same here," she gave him a low whistle. "I don't know what you eat, but that was a load!"
"I'm the next Peter North!" he laughed then accepted a damp towel from Mindy, a slender young girl who was there in case Denny needed a fluffer and otherwise served as a gopher for the crew.
"Dana," She looked over and was surprised to see Brock holding a towel for her.
"Thank you," she went to take it, but he gently eased her hand out of the way.
"Allow me," he dabbed at her face, and she sighed at the sensation of the cool towel on her warm skin.
She turned her head and closed her eyes, letting him clean her face, but opened them when he lowered the towel to her breasts.
"I can do that," she took the towel from him and ran it down her sticky and overheated body, not just wiping up the mess, but trying to cool herself down.
"Sorry, just wanted to help."
"No problem," Dana replied as she opened her legs and wiped away cum that had dripped onto her thighs. "I thought this was Mindy's job."
"It is, but I wanted to get a minute with you."
"Everything okay?"
"Great," he gave her a friendly smile. "Just wanted to say you're amazing to work with. You know how to pose, always aware of where the camera is, and you really play it up with your expressions."
"Thank you, guess modeling back in the day helped."
"Sure did," he reached into the camera bag slung over his shoulder and produced a bottle of water. "Here you go, it's cold, I just grabbed it from the fridge."
"You're the man!" she laughed and opening the water chugged half of it while peering over the bottle and watching Brock watch her.
His eyes weren't on her body where most guys would be looking. But then again, he'd been filming her naked for the last half hour and he'd filmed two of her previous shoots, so not like he didn't know what she had.
His attention was focused on her face, and there was a slight smile playing about his lips. Dana returned the scrutiny because truth be told, she'd never really looked at him in the prior shoots.
Brock looked a few years older than her. His short black hair peppered with grey as was his neatly trimmed goatee. His eyes were a warm golden brown and his features rugged, and also a bit weathered as if he either spent a lot of time outdoors or had a hard life that had put a few years on him.
But his smile was pleasant and so was his smooth baritone, made for radio voice. He certainly wasn't the pretty boy type, but still easy on the eyes and had the appeal of a toughened outdoorsmen type.
His gray long sleeved t-shirt fit him snugly, showing off a broad pair of shoulders, wide chest and what looked like a flat stomach. His build tapered down to a narrower waist and her practiced eye noted there was a sizable bulge in his jeans even though they didn't fit him tightly.
Overall, Brock had it going on, and if men her age appealed to her, he'd have potential, but Dana wasn't just playing cougar for the camera. Young men were all she'd fucked since she'd been legally separated, and she had no desire to go back to men her age.
"I looked you up," Brock slipped the blue robe he'd had slung over his shoulder and held it open for her. "Found some of your old pictures. You were pretty young."
"Started in my teens," Dana slid off the desk, wincing at the pain in her hips from being fucked against the desk, she'd probably have a nice set of bruises in the morning. "Lot of local department store type stuff."
"Yeah, but I saw some of your other work, bikinis and lingerie, you looked great."
"Thanks," seeing he was intent on helping her into the robe and not handing it to her, she put her back to him and eased her arms into the sleeves. "Even though it's a long time ago, nice to get a compliment on my work."
"You look even better now." He pulled the robe up her arms then let it go as she pulled it around her and tied it.
"Okay, now you're just laying it on," she laughed. "Is there something you want?"
"That's a great laugh, nice and natural, just like the rest of you."
"Like my bio says, everything about me is real and spectacular."
"Especially those eyes and that smile," Brock told her. "Lot of women in this gig have the body, but not always the face to match. Not you though, you're stunning."
"Stunning?" Dana blinked. "Wow, you are looking for something."
"Been behind a camera since I joined the service when I was eighteen. Love filming people so I guess words like that come to mind."
"Well, thank you, Brock, its nice to know someone's not just looking at my tits and ass."
"Nah, plenty look at your mouth too," Jack had come up behind Brock. "But not for the smile, just what's in it."
"Stay classy, Jack." Brock rolled his eyes.
"We're filming porn, buddy." Jack clapped him on the arm. "You want artsy fartsy go back to Vogue."
"You worked for Vogue?" Dana asked.
"For a few years. Worked for Elle and had some of my free-lance work featured in Harper's Bazaar too."
"Wow, what are you doing here?"
"Long story," he shrugged. "I..."
"Hey, not to be rude," Jack cut him off. "But I have to meet with Sylvia about some upcoming shoots." He extended his hand. "Have to tell you, Dana, I pushed for this shoot because there's already a lot of buzz about you and I wanted to see if you lived up to the hype."
"She does," Brock answered before she could.
"You do," Jack agreed as he gave her hand a loose shake. "You're as real as I've seen and as much as people make fun of the male porn audience they know the difference, some care, some don't, but for the ones that do, you're a damn dream come true."
"I do what I can," she grinned.
"You do it well, but not to be a killjoy I've been doing this for 15 years and I've seen some other women start off like this, but it can wear off quick, let's see if you're still loving it six months and thirty shoots from now."
"Thanks for the pep talk."
"Like you, I believe in being real but in my case its not always a fun thing. Feel free to prove me wrong." He glanced at his watch. "Have to go. I think I'm going to be directing the teacher shoot you signed up for next week. See you then."
He turned and strolled away, walking through the crew who were already getting ready for the next shoot, meaning...
"We need to get out of here before they run us over with the next props." Brock pointed to a large bed two men were rolling into the room. "Man, that thing has more miles on it than a used Toyota. They've had to get a new mattress five times in the year I've worked here."
"Just five?" Dana grimaced. "Hope they use a lot of Febreze."
"Buy it by the gallon," he grinned. "So, hey, what are you doing from here?"
"Going home to shower and take a nap, after that, probably not much." Or maybe she'd be going back out tonight to look for the dessert to the full course meal she'd just had.
"You want to grab something to eat, or maybe go for a coffee?"
"Are you asking me out?" Dana asked.
"Well, I mean, you know just to talk. I really like you and..."
"This is the first time you've talked to me."
"First chance I had."
"So, how can you really like me if we never talked? I think you like what you see on the camera."
"Who wouldn't?" He began to smile, then stopped when he saw she was serious. "Look, let's be honest, initial attraction is generally physical to some extent. But the things I see in you were what I was saying. Its not the sex, I see that every damn day in this biz."
"Going to pretend you're like a gynecologist and seeing pussy doesn't mean anything sexually to you?"
"You don't have to get an attitude," he replied and for a moment his soft eyes hardened, but he quickly shifted back to being mild mannered. "No, it's not like that, but when you see it in your face so often you look for other things, and those eyes, that smile, your personality. I'd just like to get to know you better."
"Married for fifteen years to an older man who had me around as a trophy wife, he cheated on me and our divorce is final in three weeks. Meantime, he tried to take the house away from me after one of his friends cost me my job, and I turned to porn to make enough money to keep it and tomorrow I meet him to shove the check in his face while doing everything I can not to tell him how I earned it."
"Oh, well, look..."
"Because of him, and every d-bag he knows being just like him, I've taken to fucking guys like Denny, half my age, hot as hell, and no drama at all. I fuck them, I leave them and we're both happy."
Brock put his hands up. "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to upset you."
"So," she went on as if he hadn't spoken. "If you were twenty years younger I'd be happy to take you for a ride, and you wouldn't even have to buy me dinner first because us women who are only good for one thing don't need anything other than a dick in their holes."
"Oh boy," Brock sighed, his eyes darting around as if he were now hoping someone would interrupt him.
"But seeing you're probably older than me, I'll have to politely decline your offer because all I want is sex, and no offense, but why drive an older model when you can have a new rental every day?"
"You call that polite?" He grunted. "Well, Miss Darling, you've officially become a porn star."
"What's that mean?"
"A few shoots in and you're already a diva bitch. Sorry I tried to be nice to you." He spun on his heel and stormed across the room.
*****
"I couldn't even deny it," Dana sighed while sitting across from Ellen. "God, I was such a bitch."
"Damn straight you were," Ellen nodded while picking at the remnants of her Greek salad. "Completely out of line."
"Thanks for the support," Dana grunted while taking the last bite of her Turkey club.
"You want me to lie? Lucky he didn't say you acted like a cunt," she smirked. "Oops, I just did."
"I can't even argue," Dana plucked one of the remaining fries from the plate. "I don't know what the hell came over me."
"Denny D from what you told me."
"Ha-ha." She grinned. "I don't know where it all came from, I felt like I'd taken a damn cum shower."
"Watch out, there's a market for Bukkake vids."
"Um, no. They can keep those. I mean if they were all going to fuck me first, maybe. But just jacking off on me?"
"You hear yourself, you just said you'd consider a gangbang." Ellen frowned. "You haven't even done the big money threesome yet, right?"
"No, I want to, but Sylvia wants people to have to wait to see it, so I've shot four other scenes in the meantime."
"You've done five scenes in less than two weeks."
"Yeah, why?"
"That's a lot," Ellen placed her fork in her empty dish and pushed it way so she could fold her arms on the table. "But then again, the industry pushes the newbies for a lot out of the gate because most of them get tired of it quick and leave so at least they got some content from them."
"Sylvia doesn't push, I really like doing it," Dana admitted. "You were right, its like what the camera used to do to me back when I was modeling, but to the nth degree because instead of getting worked up and finding someone to fuck to take the edge off, I'm fucking while on camera."
"Like I said when I did it for a while it became my sex life. Same for a lot of the actors."
"Oh, I've hooked up with a couple of guys in between." Dana saw the surprised look on her longtime friend's face and added. "The days in between shoots all I can think of how great it was and watch the ones I already made and next thing I'm dressed like a free lunch sign and at the club."
"You don't think that's a lot?"
"I didn't know I had a limit," Dana declared indignantly. "I spent years getting vanilla sex, and nothing at all for months before Ben and I called it quits."
"You can't make up sex," Ellen told her. "You were going through guys like shit through a goose before I sent you to Sylvia for the money to save the house. Now you're fucking porn stars and still on the prowl? Slow your roll, girl."
"What am I doing wrong? I'm not hurting anyone. None of the guys I fuck think we're going to be a thing. It's hit it and quit it."
"Boys," Ellen pointed out. "You're fucking boys."
"Please, they're at least 21. They can drink, they can vote, and they can join the military and die for their country at 18. These aren't boys, they're men." She sucked her lower lip. "Just young ones."
"If that's all you were doing, I'd leave it be, but now with you being in the adult industry, you need to be careful."
"You think they'd recognize me?" Dana laughed. "That would make them want me more, go around telling their friends they fucked a porn star."
"I did it for two years," Ellen said softly. "And I'm not going to say I didn't enjoy it most of the time, and part of it was exactly what it is for you, revenge. Revenge on my asshole ex for screwing around on me and trying to make me sell my business. That got me to do things I'd never thought I'd do in ways I didn't think I could, and for who knows how many people to see."
"Point?"
"Point is that entire time I was afraid to be exposed, especially if my ex found out. The humiliation it would cause with him going around telling people his wife had to suck cock for money after he left. Or even worse, some of my clients finding out and leaving me because even in this day and age, being a sex worker of any kind is heavily frowned upon."
Ellen slowly shook her head.
"And not just then. I still worry about it sometimes. Clips from those movies are still out there and probably on every major porn site. They're a few years old at this point, and the odds of someone seeing one that would recognize me are in my favor, but it could still happen."
"Seriously?" Dana raised her eyebrows. "When you pitched the idea of this to me I was worried about being recognized, and you were pushing the odds are against it to me. Now all of a sudden you're telling me you worry about it and I should too?"
"If you remember, I told you I colored my hair for a lot of them, wore wigs to look like I had short hair and always wore make up I'd never wear off the set." Before Dana could speak, she leveled a finger at her.
"Dana, you used your real name for fuck's sake!"
"Well, yeah..."
"What the hell were you thinking?"
"You said yourself its made for porn, and well..." Dana paused when the waiter came by and collected their plates and Ellen ordered coffee for the two of them.
"Well what?" she challenged when he'd left.
"It's my maiden name that I just went back to. Anyone googles it, all they'd see is maybe some of my old modeling pics, and..."
"Porn. Not just the casting video, but you've done four since. So now here you are shooting adult material under what is once again your real name! You know how stupid that is?" Ellen scowled. "I called Sylvia and started to bitch her out for not letting you do a quick reshoot where you just made up a stage name."
"Oh." Dana slumped back in the chair and braced herself for what she knew was coming.
"Sylvia told me that before you even wiped the load off your face she suggested you take a minute to get over the rush from that scene and pick another name, and you said..."
"I know what I said!" Dana snapped.
"You told her that's what you wanted." Ellen finished despite Dana's interruption. "And I know why."
Dana stared silently at the table as the waiter returned and placed their coffees along with a creamer and a bowl of sugar packets on the table.
"Revenge." Ellen poured cream liberally into her coffee. "Part of the fuck you Ben attitude that got you to agree to Sylvia's deal for the money, and through that scene."
"Not everything is about that prick." Dana tore open two sugar packets and stirred her black coffee.
"No? Then let's circle back to what happened with Brock. You didn't just blow him off, you went on a rant about your separation and threw in that nasty comment Ben made about you only being good at one thing."
"I..." Dana propped her elbows on the table and put her face in her hands. "You're right," she said softly. "I don't know why I'm still so goddamn angry about it."
"Hey," Ellen grabbed her wrist, tugging her hand from her face, then gripped it in hers. "It's okay to still be upset, and I think you know the anger is covering up being hurt and betrayed."
"But I didn't have to get angry at Brock, let alone tell him my life story and in full on bitch mode to top it off."
"He's Sylvia's best cameraman, I'm sure he'll be covering another of your shoots and you can apologize to him."
"Maybe he won't want to work with me again." Dana said glumly. "I was pretty damn rude."
"He's not talent, he won't be working with you, just filming, and I don't think he'd say anything to Sylvia, he's a really good guy."
"Seems to be. You know he worked for Vogue?"
"Yes, I met him when I was involved in a shoot for them." She laughed. "Then we met a couple years ago on the set of Milfs do it better. Small world."
"Were you embarrassed?"
"Damn straight! This guy saw me when I was an agent for some of the models they'd hired for a campaign and now here I am naked and giving head while he's three feet away."
"How do you go from working for the top magazines in the fashion world to porn? For us it was money, but I don't think the guys behind the camera make that much. Unless he had some addiction issues or other trouble?"
"It's an interesting story." Ellen paused to sip from her coffee. "Maybe if you ask him, he'll tell you," she smiled. "Maybe even over dinner."
"I know I shouldn't have gone off on him, but the asking me out thing still bothers me."
"Why?"
"Look at what I do, what he watches me do. He just wants to get for real what he's getting on film."
"This is different from you banging how many cameramen or crew from back when you modeled?" Ellen rolled her baby blue eyes.
"And you told me that needed to stop, now its okay?"
"They never asked you out, Dana. They never even came onto you, you threw yourself at them and fucked them senseless. Like you did again after you left Ben and are still doing months later."
"So because he's willing to buy me coffee or a meal so I can be dessert, its better?"
"A step up for you, but has it occurred to you Brock might be interested in more than what he sees?"
"Ellen, why would anyone want to date a porn star?" Dana spread her hands out. "What man wants anything to do with a woman who has sex for a living?" she laughed harshly. "Ben hated me even having male friends, hell, any friend that might remind me I was more than just being his wife."



"I agree in most cases, but people in the industry, and Brock is one of them, see things differently. We understand the sex, although some of us enjoy it more than others, is still the work. We have lives and needs outside of the job."
"You dated during the two years you were active?" Dana already knew the answer and was using the question to make her own point.
"No, and because I knew it was only going to be for a period of time, and the difference between us, Dana is I was always ashamed of it to some level. You're reveling in it."
"I don't tell the guys I'm with what I do because they don't need to know. They're the fuck of the week, nothing more. No need for a Hey, what do you do for a living?"
"True, but..."
"And," Dana held her mug in her hands, but continued to stare down into it. "I imagine porn stars get the same type of a-hole boyfriends strippers do. Want to brag about who they're fucking, want their money, think they can treat them like shit because what decent man would want a woman that every guy online has seen their tits?"
"I repeat some people see it differently. Look at Sylvia and Matthew; those two have been together a long time and seriously adore each other, and for a good part of their marriage they were both active in the industry, and Sylvia occasionally still does some scenes because her name makes bank."
"Guess you have a point, but I just don't see it with Brock."
"He sees more than the sex apparently."
"Like what? I've barely spoken to him until today."
"What makes any man or woman approach someone? There's something about you he likes and wants to get to know you better. Christ, Dana, he didn't get on one knee and propose, he asked you out for coffee.
"As to why? You're not just hot from the neck down, you're a beautiful woman who can be a lot of fun even with her clothes on."
"He said he liked my eyes and my smile," she shook her head. "My laugh. Sounds so corny. Probably trying to avoid sounding like he just likes my ass and how I give it up."
"He's been a photographer his entire life, he appreciates your beauty."
"Said that, and that he looked up my old work."
"We know why you went off as in you have a lot going on and unless you're trying to fuck it out, you're really high strung, but why are you so against the idea a guy wants to take you out for more than a wild ride?"
"Please, he wants the ride, they all do." Dana scoffed.
"Modest, getting the porn star ego along with the diva shit."
"Come on, Ellen, the guy's filmed me sucking cock three times now, going to say he doesn't want it to be his?"
"Course not, he's human. Thing is, Dana, guy like him can get lucky with a lot of the women, especially the younger ones. He's Sylvia's best cameraman and she asks him all the time who he thinks is better on film, and not just the sex, but overall. Make him happy, you get more shoots and better paying ones."
"Really?"
"Really as in Sylvia does ask his opinion and respects it, but not as in he takes them up on it. In my time there I never heard of him hooking up with any of the women."
"Lucky me."
"I'd see it that way, he's a good guy," Ellen grinned. "Nice looking too. He'd be a good catch for any woman."
"If they could deal with the fact he films women having sex all day."
"Who better to deal with that than a woman he films?" Ellen shrugged. "Look, hon, I know Brock's story, but its not mine to tell. What I can say is you might find it, and more importantly him, interesting if you gave it a chance."
"You think I should date while I'm doing this?"
"Why not? You're only doing it until you pay off the money Sylvia advanced to you and get back on your feet."
"Who says I'll stop then?" Dana paused to take a few swallows of the strong, but now lukewarm coffee. "I'm loving it so far."
"So far, but okay, say you want to keep with it. You want to spend the rest of your life alone?"
"I can have company any time I want."
"That's not company, it's fucking. You don't even spend the night, Dana. When you can't get another drop from them you leave."
"Yeah," she frowned, recalling her encounter with Jim, the bouncer from Marios telling her how only hookers and porn stars were as cold as she was. Kid turned out to be a damn prophet. "But its what I want."
"Is it?"
"What is this, Ellen?" Dana's dark eyes flashed. "I was so happy that we could start getting together again like we used to and now you're on about my life choices, and you were the one who pushed me to do this!"
"I gave you an option that you took, and I'm thrilled you're back to being your own woman again, but I think you need to be open to more than sex. Tell me why you're so against Brock? And we already settled the industry argument because he's part of it. What else?"
"He's...older."
"You think only young guys can be fun?"
"No, its..." Dana took a long breath. "I don't want to talk about it, okay?"
"What's the matter? I..."
"I said I'm done, okay?" Dana's voice rose, causing the young couple at the next table to look over. "I was rude and next time I see him I'll apologize, but no more about you thinking I need to change and to settle down. For fuck's sake, my divorce isn't final for a few more days and you want me to get serious with someone?"
Ellen looked away, but not before Dana could see she was upset. Great, in less than 24 hours she'd been a world class twat to a decent guy trying to be nice, and her long time best friend that she allowed Ben to take her away from for years and had still helped her find a way to not just save her house, but enjoying the way she was earning the money.
"I'm sorry," she reached across and put her hands on Ellen's. "You're right, I'm not myself lately."
"You're obsessed with filming. I remember you were like that when I first met you, except those were just photo shoots. This is next level and between you being an exhibitionist and a scorned woman it has you wound up to high heaven, but everything else is a hot mess."
"You're not wrong, and..."
"Change of subject, well, kind of." Ellen turned her hand over and gave Dana's a squeeze. "When are you meeting Ben, and where?"
"Tomorrow, his office."
"You're going to his firm? Why give him high ground?"
"To show him I'm not intimidated," Dana gave her a cold smile. "And because he's expecting me to tell him I failed and we're going to sell. I'll drop that check on him and beat him on his turf."
"It has its charm." Ellen returned a similar smile. "The look on his face will be priceless."
"Especially because I'm giving him an extra five."
"Can you afford it?"
"Sylvia said that since she can see there's going to be no issues with me sticking it out for the loan and beyond, she said I can keep the money from every other shoot until I'm paid up, so I want to get him over with."
"You sure you're not pushing this?" She put her hand up. "Never mind, you do whatever you need to while you need to. I just want you to be careful with how much you film while still playing the field. Everything in moderation, Dana."
"I'll try to rein it in," she nodded. "But can I ask you something?"
"Of course."
"When you did it, did you have a rush like this?"
"It was more exciting than I thought it would be. Revenge on the ex, and unlike you I hadn't gone out and had any fun, just moped after we separated. Once I got over the initial am I really here, I went so wild I was embarrassed later.
"I did one a week the first two months to pay back Sylvia and I think there were moments in every shoot where I liked it, but also moments I still wondered what I was doing. Lost the wondering after a few months when I used the money to get my agency back on track, and I don't think I was ever a robot on the set, but I really saw it as a day at work.
She pointed to Dana.
"But I never had your little camera fetish even when I modeled so I think this is a perfect storm for you, and there's others who have loved it from day one, but most are like me. Means to an end by using our end."
Dana laughed at the joke while eyeing Ellen and once again, wondering what her best friend had looked, and acted like, on set. At fifty, she still looked good. Tall with a slender athletic build, toned legs, a small tight ass that was as firm as her legs were, and Dana imagined her smallish, but perfectly shaped perky tits were.
The baby blue eyes, cupid bow lips and long blonde hair didn't hurt. All around Ellen looked as if she could not only still model but screamed hot dignified closet slut milf for the industry.
"Picturing it again?" Ellen rolled her eyes. "Seriously?"
"Like you said, I think people who knew me well could see me giving it a try, but you? Miss pole up her ass Ellen? The professional prig guys would say wouldn't know what to do with it if it hit her in the face? I just can't stop wondering, especially now that I've done it."
"Keep wondering."
"Come on, one link."
"Nope."
"Fess up, did you watch mine?"
"Nope." Ellen repeated.
Dana frowned. "Then how did you know I used my real name?"
Ellen hesitated for a split second before replying.
"I went to the Next Milf Porn Star site to see if Sylvia uploaded it and it says Dana Darling already wants more with a thumbnail pic of you sitting on the bed."
"Sticking to that story?"
"Not story, truth," Ellen glanced at her watch. "I have to get going. Good luck with Ben tomorrow."
"Won't need it, but thank you."
"Maybe shoving that check in his face will get you over being so bitchy."
"Thanks again," Dana sighed as Ellen rose and walked away leaving Dana to stare at her ass in the form fitting slacks she wore and imagining it in the air with a guy behind her.
Ellen was right, she had sex on the damn brain lately, and that was with her getting more than ever and paid to do it.
"Everything in moderation," Dana muttered.
She'd been sexually adventurous in her younger years, no, if she were being honest, the word was promiscuous, so much so she almost got herself kicked out of her dream career of modeling. Dana had then gone to the other extreme.
Fifteen years in a marriage where all but the first couple of years the term moderation would have signified an upgrade. Now she was single again, and back on the prowl and this time her wantonness wasn't going to cost her a career, but it was her career.
Ellen had said you couldn't make up for lost sex. Dana didn't know if she were right or wrong. What she did know was she was more than happy to find out.
*****
Dana sat in the waiting room of Stern and associates, trying not to look as uneasy as she felt. She'd called Ben to set this up three days ago and had left it at "I need to see you about the money for the house."
She could hear Ben's barely concealed smug air of triumph in the pandering over polite way he'd replied, "Of course, Dana. Happy to discuss it. Where do you want to meet?" When she'd told him his office was fine, he should have suspected something was awry, after all, why would the fly put herself in the spider's web?
But, she'd been right in playing to his ego and could imagine him seeing it in reverse, that he'd have her groveling and begging for more time and right there in the office where he'd fucked some of the young sluts he'd been with while he was 'working late'.
Crushing his ex-wife six feet from the leather couch he'd gotten his cock sucked by 'women' who were barely more than girls. Young coeds desperate for a chance at a job. Porn was far from the only industry with a casting couch, Dana thought bitterly.
But then she'd whip out the check she'd earned by having hung studs whip their cocks across her face. He'd be so pissed off! In theory, and in her mind's eye, it was a winning scenario. But she hadn't planned on how many memories being here would bring back.
The years of coming to see him and having lunch in his office or to meet him and he'd take her out. On several occasions, noting how stressed he appeared, Dana had locked the door behind her, and helped him relax.
Sometimes a quickie on the same couch he'd later screw his interns on. Others, lifting her skirt and bending over his desk as he took her from behind, and more than once, she'd simply dropped to her knees and sucked him off.
Dana thinking his partners saw her as a loving wife, and him her good man. Then, learning as time went on and she became more familiar with the overgrown frat boy mentality they possessed. Knowing the asshole bragged to his buddies about what a dutiful good girl she was, coming to drain his balls during the day.
Ben's trophy wife. A few years younger and goddamn look at her! Heard she used to model. You see the rack on her, and that ass? That lucky bastard getting a nooner right there in the office from his wife who knew she better take care of her free ride through life.
Worse were the last couple of years when she would still occasionally come by. His partners saying hello to her, engaging in some friendly conversation and knowing full well Ben was cheating on her.
The trophy wife was getting older and losing some of that new whore shine! Didn't matter she still looked good, she was on the wrong side of forty and...his wife! Guys like Ben? They worked hard and needed to be taken care of and not by the nagging wife, but by a young girl who was eager, hell grateful, to make him happy.
They didn't have to settle for the same mouth and twat they'd had for years. No, men like them deserved to sink into hot young flesh from time to time. Having the cake and eating theirs too...
"Hey, Dana!"
Standing a few feet in front of her was Lucas Grendel, senior partner, one of Ben's best friends and the asshole she knew had her laid off from her personal assistant job at his sister's company.
The layoff had conveniently come within weeks of Dana filing for divorce and her lawyer serving Ben with the papers for legal separation after discovering his infidelity. Since that time Dana had no contact with any of Ben's friends other than Jim who was the one who showed her proof of her soon to officially be ex's cheating.
And Jim was fired two weeks later for allegedly losing financial documents in a corporate lawsuit. Documents Dana was sure were in the hands of one of the other partners because they were 'found' at zero hour and given to the new attorney handling the case.
Now here was this snake smiling down at her and proving what a mistake this was to be here. Not just here, but alone. Matt, the attorney Ellen had helped her find who was a family friend and doing this for the minimum, had wanted to be with her when she handed over the check to keep it an impersonal transaction and avoid drama.
But she hadn't listened, and in the second between her looking up at Lucas and giving him a smile that was completely insincere, but convincing nonetheless thanks to her ability to show the camera any emotion, she heard Ellen warning her to slow down in her head.
Ellen had been speaking purely in terms of her sex life, but it applied here. Months after seeing pictures of Ben with young women and the credit card statements with escort services listed on it, she had been angry and driven to do anything she could to not just avoid him sticking it to her by forcing her to sell the house, but by sticking it to him.
Unfortunately, the only way she knew to stick it to him until today was letting as many young men stick it to her as possible, and always thinking of him at some point during it. Issue was, its not like he was there to see it, and in the end, other than using it to make nasty remarks to her, he probably didn't care.
"Lucas," she gave a quick nod to go along with the smile. "How are you?"
"I'm doing well," he leaned over, and she forced herself not to cringe when he had the audacity to kiss her on the cheek. "Yourself?"
"Can't complain."
"Good to hear," he straightened but remained in front of her. "You look great."
Dana, wanting Ben to be aware of what he'd had for years before trading her in for some meaningless flings, some of which bordered on blackmail when it involved interns, wore her long, black, naturally curly hair down and her make up light, but flattering, enhancing her natural beauty.
As for mode of dress, she'd toned it down today not wanting to hear any 'free lunch' comments, opting for a charcoal gray blouse and a black skirt that fell to a few inches above her knees. But due to her bust, the blouse still fit somewhat snugly, and she left it unbuttoned just enough to show a hint of cleavage.
Likewise, if she were standing the skirt was just form fitting enough to show the curve of her ass. She had her legs crossed, causing the skirt to slide up enough to give a glimpse of her thigh, and Lucas made no attempt to disguise the way his eyes darted from her exposed leg and then to her chest before focusing on her face.
She hadn't been paying attention and now wondered how long he might have stared at her before he came over. Dana recalled the Christmas party three years ago when Lucas, who's wife was out of town visiting family, and obviously had too much to drink, had remarked several times on her low cut and rather short green dress.
He'd gotten worse as the night progressed, once tugging on the red ribbon of the belt, and commenting on how she was a gift he'd loved to unwrap. By midnight, he'd caught her alone by the bar and outright asked her if she wanted to slip upstairs where he'd rented a room for the night and 'catch a quickie' adding that Ben would never know.
Dana had brought it up to Ben the next day and he'd been undisturbed by it, just laughing and blaming Lucas for being drunk. He'd then added that maybe she shouldn't have worn such a revealing dress, somehow ignoring the fact he'd bought it for her and asked her to wear it.
No, Ben never minded her looking good for him, and looking back, she was sure Ben found it flattering his partner and alleged friend hit on her. Yet he was jealous of her being around any guy he didn't know.
"Thank you," she replied to stop her latest embarrassing trip through her marital memories. "How's Rose? Still running the boutique?"
"She's fine, the salon keeps her busy," he gave her a sly smile. "Gives me some time to pursue my own hobbies."
"Like costing your partner's soon to be ex-wife her job?" In her mind she imagined Ellen and Matt slapping their foreheads as she once more exhibited her lack of self-control.
"Excuse me?" His smile faltered.
Dana uncrossed her legs and rose, so he'd no longer be physically looking down at her in addition to the way he'd always looked down on her. Standing 5'9" and helped by the modest-by her standards-two-inch heel she wore, she was now eye to eye with him.
"You heard me."
"Hey, Dana, that was nothing personal. My sister lost a couple of accounts and..."
"Had someone in my place within a week doing the job I was told they no longer needed." Dana tapped her chin while appearing to be deep in thought.
"And it was kind of funny there was no financial issues until a couple weeks after I slapped Ben with papers." She shrugged. "Things that make you go hmmm, am I right?"
"I can see how it looks that way, but I assure you that I would never do something like that to you."
"But you'd do me, wouldn't you?"
Dana had lowered her voice, but Lucas still glanced around nervously; now looking like he regretted being there as much as she did.
"I don't know..."
"Cut the shit," she whispered. "You invited me up to your room at that party with Ben not twenty feet away."
"I did," he gave her a rueful smile. "I was drunk, and you looked great and Ben..." he stopped for a second, then recovered as quickly as he would have if someone tried to trip him up in court. "Was good enough about it to forgive me, because of course you told him."



"I thought he should know one of his friends wanted to have sex with his wife." Dana frowned when Lucas looked away again. It didn't seem like he was embarrassed, more like he was worried about something. What was she missing?
"Like I said, it was a mistake," Lucas put his hands up defensively. "It was...know what? I don't owe you an explanation about a stupid incident a few years ago, or for you losing your job."
"Of course not, lawyers and the truth are like fire and ice," Dana quipped.
"Speaking of jobs, how's it going at Marios?"
Her eyes hardened.
"That prick tell you I was working there?"
"He did, but I already knew. I saw you there one night. Have to tell you Dana, you've held up. You were working with girls half your age and looking just as good."
"Surprised you didn't try again."
"No," he leaned into her, his voice down to a low whisper. "I can handle a friend's sloppy seconds, but being last man at the buffet is a different story."
He not only leaned back, but took a step away from her as if he were worried she were going to smack him. She wanted nothing more than to do so but wasn't so blinded by anger that she didn't know he'd done it on purpose.
Smack him or make a scene and he'd call the cops in a heartbeat. Stand there with a smirk, right alongside Ben and watch her get arrested.
"But I heard you're not there anymore," the smirk she'd just imagined was now on his face. "Someone complained about having to look at a desperate middle-aged woman trying to compete with the young girls."
Dana felt the blood pounding in her temples when the full meaning of what he'd just said hot her.
"You knew him," she said quietly. "Cost me that job too, didn't you?"
"Too implies I cost you a previous job, which I didn't. You were married to Ben for fifteen years, Dana. That should have taught you not to play word games with an attorney."
"It taught me dirty pigs stick together," Dana replied. "Enough to try to put me in the street because I wouldn't deal with being cheated on."
"I'm sure you'll be fine," Lucas told her. "Women like you always land on their feet," he chuckled nastily. "Usually because they know how to put them in the air."
"Real classy, Lucas. But never forget one thing."
"What's that?"
"You wanted me." She returned his smirk.
"No," he waved his hand. "If I wanted someone my age I can have sex with my wife. I hit on you to see if you'd bite."
"Excuse me?"
"Ben was getting worried that since you cheated on him before and kept bitching at him that he wasn't slipping it to you enough, that you were finding it somewhere else."
"Son of a bitch," she whispered. "He cheats and tried to set me up," she grunted. "So he could have grounds for divorce if he needed it. Cute, but thing is? If I wanted sex with a guy your age? I'd just save myself the disappointment and do it myself."
"Brave talk for a woman who's about to be homeless."
Dana glanced down at the chair where her purse was. The purse containing the check that would keep her in the house.
"We'll see about that. You never know, Lucas, my meeting with Ben might not go the way you think."
"Only thing you have left to offer is the only thing you've ever had to offer, and he was done with that before you got yourself into this mess," he shrugged, his lips twisting into a sardonic smile. "I mean, I suppose if you offer a little trip down memory lane and get in your favorite position, you know, on your knees? It might buy you a couple more days."
"I can't wait to see the look on your..."
"Hey, Dad?"
They both turned to see Lucas's son, Ethan, approaching. "That meeting's going to start in a few minutes." He looked her way. "Wow, hey, Dana! I haven't seen you in a long time."
"Wow yourself," Dana took his hand when he offered it, and knowing it would piss Lucas off, kissed him on the cheek. "Last time I saw you, you were a skinny kid in high school." She gave him a quick up and down. "Look at you, you're a man now."
"Well, I don't know about that, but I did just graduate BU."
"Congrats," Dana held his hand just long enough to earn a dirty look from Lucas, then made sure to give his son a more lingering appraisal.
She hadn't been blowing smoke. Ethen was just over six feet, but in his teens had been a thin gangly kid that seemed to be all arms and legs. The way his shoulders and upper arms stretched the short sleeved black polo shirt he wore displayed how much he'd filled out the last few years.
His large upper body tapered to a slim waist, and she noticed his black dress pants were on the tighter side, and she reflexively lingered between his legs noting his shirt wasn't the only thing that was well filled.
Her eyes darted to his face, and taking in his gorgeous green eyes, high cheek bones, soft features and the genuinely pleasant smile he flashed to her, Dana figured the kid probably had no problem with the girls.
His short dirty blond hair was perfect, not a hair out of place and obviously gelled, completing his pretty boy look that couldn't be concealed by the thin mustache and beard he wore.
Dana generally preferred the bad boy look in the young guys she went after, but had to admit, if he were anyone else, and she saw him at a club. She'd be more than happy to see if he were game for her game.
And the way he looked at her told her he very well might be. Dana had caught him looking at her a few times before at the firm's cookouts, especially the time she'd worn a white tank top and a pair of admittedly too tight denim cut offs.
She'd been flattered, but that was it. He was a kid back then, but now? Early Twenties and hot had him right in her sexual crosshairs.
"Ethan's interned here the last two summers. We just brought him on to work in IT, seeing he has no interest in following in my footsteps."
"Then he's not just a man, but his own man." Dana flashed Ethan her best smile. "Good for you not wanting to be like daddy," she turned the smile on Lucas. "Like so many other guys here did."
"Oh," Ethan looked from his father to her, his smile fading when he caught the glare Lucas had shot her. "Anyway, nice to see you again. Come on, Dad, we need to get in there."
"Maybe I'll see you around sometime." Dana gave Ethan a flirty smile. "Now that you're old enough, I could buy you a drink."
"Tell them I'll be right there." Lucas flicked his thumb to the right and still wearing the look of surprise at Dana's remark, Ethan gave her an awkward wave and hurried off.
"Real cute," he sneered at her.
"He is, definitely has Rose's looks." Dana gave him an exaggerated wink. "Young and pretty, just how we like them, right?"
"Stay the hell away from my son," He pointed his finger in her face. "And when you're done here, I never want to see you in this office again."
"You won't, but it is a small state," his reaction had put her in a much better mood. "Never know who I might run into and where."
"Know what, Dana? It is going to be a pleasure seeing you go down."
He spun and stormed off in a dramatic huff, leaving Dana to think that at this point there were thousands of men who'd gotten a lot of pleasure watching her go down.
"Miss Darling?"
Dana turned to see the receptionist behind the desk, waving her over.
"Mr. Vincent will see you now."
*****
"Dana," Ben greeted her at the door to his office. "Come on in."
He stood to the side and after she entered, closed the door behind her.
"Would you like a bottle of water? I think I have a couple of cokes in the fridge."
"I'm fine." She couldn't help staring at the couch, thinking of the times they'd had sex on it, and wondering how many young girls he'd had on it since.
"Then have a seat." Ben went and sat behind the large cherry wood desk, sitting back in his chair and watching her sit down in one of the two leather chairs in front of it. Like the couch, she found herself staring at the flat surface of the desk, envisioning the time she'd laid back on it, her legs draped over Ben's shoulders as he went down on her, then her feet on his chest as he fucked her.
Blouse open, tits popped out of her blouse, skirt over her hips and thong to the side. A position she loved, mostly dressed with just the 'fun stuff' out. Taken on the desk like...the little sluts he'd been seeing the last two years of their marriage.
"Some fun memories in here, no?"
Ben picked up the bottle of water from the coaster on his desk and sipped from it, waiting for her to reply. He was a good-looking guy, his dark brown hair still thick and wavy into his mid-fifties.
The streaks of gray along the sides and smattering of it throughout the rest of his hair was a good look for him, and although he had a few faint lines appearing around his eyes and in his forehead, the gray was the only real sign of his age.
His light blue eyes appeared as bright and intense as ever, and the goatee he'd had since he'd met her neatly trimmed and showing the same salt and pepper look as his hair. Ben wore a white button-down shirt with his tie draped over his neck, his black suit jacket visible over the chair behind him.
Dana had been so angry since she'd discovered his infidelity, she hadn't thought much about anything else and looking at him now she was struck by the fact this is the man that between dating and marriage she'd spent 17 years of her life with.
What really happened? Dana doubted she'd pushed him away because her sex drive was higher than his, more like his had just gone in another direction. That direction was much younger lovers and here she was doing the same thing.
The difference was she was no longer legally bound to him, and that was one hell of a difference.
"Depends," she used her last thought to push away the surprisingly melancholy feeling that had been creeping over her. "You talking about us or the girls that led to this meeting?"
"Never going to let it go, are you?" Ben sighed. "I did what I did. Sometimes a man just needs more than what he has waiting for him at home."
"You couldn't handle me, let alone more."
"Its not that I couldn't, I just didn't want to," he told her bluntly. "You were still a sweet piece of ass, but Christ, Dana, you think you could compete with a girl half your age? They're so soft, so eager, so willing to make me happy and with no drama."
"You're disgusting."
"Please! You're banging kids the same age, you going to tell me after months of those easy to impress punks who don't know what good sex is, you'd be willing to settle down with someone your age again?" He laughed. "Guys that age expect more out of a woman than she can still give good head. We want..."
"Someone who'll let you get head from anyone you want." Dana finished for him. "I was unsatisfied the last few years and stayed true to you. Meanwhile you weren't going without, you just decided you were too good to be a one-woman man anymore."
"Truth be told, Dana? What I decided was if I was going to be with a woman for looks and sex, then it was time to trade in the old warranty expired ride and get in a sleek new one."
"But you didn't trade me in, you wanted to keep me and have the little sluts too."
"You're right, and know what? All you had to do was decide to look the other way and let me have my fun."
"And be a laughingstock? No," she corrected herself. "I was already a laughingstock to all your friends who knew you were cheating. If I let it go on after I found out, I'd just be pathetic."
"Pathetic in a nice house, nice clothes, never worrying about money. Look at Rose," Ben spread his arms out as if he were making a reasonable point and she was the one who was wrong.
"She knows Lucas gets some on the side, but she has the boutique, nice car, house, two great kids." He pointed to her. "You never wanted kids and you had no ambition to do anything other than putter around in the garden and act like a porn star in bed."
She blinked at that analogy, but he didn't notice the reaction, or maybe it was just a case of him thinking her expression was over his words in general.
"Rose weighed it out and decided it's not such a bad exchange. Nice cushy life and so what her husband slips it to some young tart once in a while."
"But if Rose let someone slip it to her it wouldn't be the same now, would it?"
"No, because she's nothing without him. He set her up, so he sets the tone."
"Jesus, you hear yourself?" She shook her head. "You used to have disdain for guys like you when we first met."
"I was wrong. I was young and idealistic. Now I know the game and that I get to make the rules."
"Excuse me if I refused to be a female version of a cuck."
"And look where you are now."
"Part of why I'm where you think I am is because your asshole friend keeps costing me jobs."
"That again? I told you, and he told you, that his sister lost..."
"And Mario's," she explained. "You told him I worked there, he went there and suddenly some rich prick complains about me and I'm fired."
"Well, if he did that it was on his own. Maybe you don't understand that he didn't like seeing his friend served divorce papers right here in the office because you thought you were funny."
"That friend wanted me to serve him, and you didn't seem to mind at all." She smiled when he slipped and let a look of surprise cross his face. "He told me that was a test to see if I'd cheat. You think if I said yes, he wouldn't have?"
"I know he wouldn't have. Know why? Because you're past your prime. Only time he has sex with a woman his age now is when he throws Rose a bone."
"Classy guy. Does Ethan know what a prick he is to his mother?"
"Not my business. Now, speaking of business you said you wanted to meet and talk about the house." He leaned back in his chair, folding his hands behind his head. "Telling you right now I'm not giving you so much as an extra day."
"No?" she slowly unzipped the purse in her lap out of his line of sight. "Not even one?"
"By one minute past midnight at the deadline I'll be telling my attorney you defaulted." He smiled when Dana lowered her eyes.
"Come on, Ben, after all the time we spent together you won't cut me some slack because I came here without ten grand?"
"I cut you slack just giving you this insane deal. I should have forced the sale instead of giving you time to buy me out for half of what I could get."
"You make six figures a year and you're acting like you're losing out?"
"I paid the mortgage for years, Dana, it's a joke I'd have to give you anything."
"You kept me from working, and my attorney says I'm a fool for turning down alimony which I'd get for the rest of my life. Can we stop with me staying in the house is that big of a favor?" she slipped the folded check from her purse and closed her hand over it.
"This is getting old, Dana. You don't have the money."
"How do you know I don't?"
"Oh, for Christ's sake!" Ben sniped. "You wanted to meet me here and without our attorneys. That means you're here to beg for more time, hell, knowing you, you might even offer me a piece for old time's sake for an extra few days."
"You think I'd let you fuck me?" Dana asked incredulously.
"I know that all you've ever had going for you is your looks, your body and your mouth, and you've never been above using them." He waved his hand disgustedly. "But save your breath and give your worn-out knees a break. I had you for years, and in your prime, why would I want you now when you're all used up?"
Dana curled her fingers into her palm, crumpling the check. Her anger wasn't as much at him, but at herself for the fact as much as she'd grown to hate him, the fact he could speak to her like that still hurt.
"By the way, you also said you didn't have ten thousand dollars, so can we stop with the game? You have no money and nothing I want except selling the house and the divorce being final next week."
"Why Ben?"
"Why what? Sell the house? What am I supposed to do, let you live there for free?"
"Why do you keep calling me a whore and act so disgusted with me? I was your wife for 15 years."
"You were, and I saw you as that for the first few years. But then guys like Lucas opened my eyes and I saw you for what you really were. A gold-digging whore."
"I never wanted you for money, Ben. I had hopes of making it big in the industry. I...I loved you for you." Christ, why had she said that?
She braced herself for him to make her regret saying she once loved him, but instead he continued on his current line of attack.
"I fell right into it, this sexy woman, an aspiring model twelve years younger than me who gave the best head and an even better fuck. What man wouldn't want you? Then you cheated on me."
"You have the nerve to tell me to stop bringing up your affairs, but you want to talk about something that happened almost twenty years ago?" Just throw the check in his face and stop reliving this bullshit, but she couldn't defend herself.
"We'd only been seeing each other a few months and it was once a week. You didn't seem that serious, and..."
"You fucked the kid you were shooting with!" Dana flinched when his voice rose. "Right there on the goddamn set because there was a couch on it, and you went out with me the next night!"
"I..." her shoulders slumped. "I was wrong, and I admitted it."
"Only when I confronted you because a friend of mine's sister worked for the same agency, you remember Tracy, right? The woman who introduced us?"
"Yeah."
"You knew she knew me and you still screwed that kid who went around telling everyone all about it."
"I...couldn't help myself," she whispered.
"Know what's worse than that sorry ass excuse?" Ben slapped the edge of his desk with the palm of his hand. "That I believed it!"
"I was sorry, Ben." She took a breath when she realized he was turning things around on her. "But you weren't, and still aren't sorry, and you carried on for two years and with more girls than I want to think about."
"I know what's next," he tapped his finger angrily on desk. "But Ben, I gave up modeling for you!"
"I did do it for you, for us."
"No!" he pounded the desk with his fist. "You did it for you! You told me yourself Ellen and others were warning you that you'd never get far because you couldn't stop banging everyone from the male models to the cameramen.
"You knew you couldn't control yourself when you were in front of a camera. You dropped out of high school and if you weren't modeling where would you be? Pouring coffee? Working on an assembly line? Maybe switch to stripping and find a sugar daddy?"
He snapped his fingers.
"Oh, wait, you already had one on the hook, didn't you?"
"That is not true!"
"Bullshit! I was already closing in on junior partner, making good money, and you knew you had me hooked on the sex. Had me thinking with my dick, and like an idiot I let it happen."
"Fuck off with that line of shit!" Dana snapped back. "It worked perfect for you. All your friends and co-workers thought you were the man marrying the young hot wife. You sit here and call me a slut, but you went around telling them all about the sex, didn't you? Bragging about how wild I was and how I'd do anything for you."
"You're right, and I was wrong to do it."
"I can't believe I just heard you say you were wrong." Dana grunted.
"I was wrong. Lucas and the others? They married decent women. Women who hadn't fucked so many guys they lost count. Women who were respectable wives and wanted a family. Then they went out and found the slut on the side. I screwed up by marrying the slut who never wanted kids because she was such a self-centered spoiled brat, she wanted everything to be about her!"
"You said you didn't want kids. That you were career driven and kids would hold you back." she shot back. "You going to tell me you were lying now?"



"I..." he paused. "I don't know, but I did know you didn't want a family so what was I going to do, try to push it on you?"
"We could have talked about it," Dana frowned. "This is why we grew apart? Because you're bitter you didn't marry someone proper who'd pop out a couple of kids so you'd look like the family man?"
"We grew apart because I realized you used me the entire time. I wasn't your husband, I was your free fucking ride through life. So, yeah, I decided to sleep around and be with..."
"Little girls who wanted money or you to buy them things, but you call me a gold digger? They're goddamn sugar babies."
"But I know that going in and all I'm doing is spending some money. With you, I threw away the best years of my life."
"You..." Dana sputtered. "Asshole! I was the one who you treated like a 1950's housewife! Only friends I could have were yours, only things I could do were..."
"Enough!" He cut her off. "I'm tired of you acting like you were
some kind of hostage. If you weren't happy, you could have left. But you didn't, and why?" he rubbed his thumb along his ring and middle finger. "Because of money. You knew you'd be right where you are now, showing your tits at some sleazy club to get by and lose everything I paid for."
"And you could have walked away any time you wanted if you were sick of me, but you didn't, and why?" Dana spread her arms to indicate the office. "It would have looked bad for you. Big shot senior partner getting divorced so he could chase the jailbait. You wanted the wife and the mistress like the rest of these d-bags.
"And you had it for two years before Jim, the one guy here with some decency, told me about it, and oh, look what happened, he lost his job too. What a surprise."
"Two years," Ben repeated. "Try ten."
"What did you say?"
"First time I stepped out on you was ten years ago. Only did it when I was out of town the first few times, but goddamn if I didn't enjoy having a girl who made it all about me, let alone how young and luscious and eager they were."
"I did it more and more often. Couple of interns, but mostly escorts, strippers from the clubs I'd take clients too, bartenders at the country club, anywhere I could find a girl willing to give a little to get a little, and with no whining, no drama, just fun and they're on their way. I wasn't stuck with them like I was with you."
"You stuck yourself with me over your image and to...humiliate me," she growled the last two words. "All of them here, they all knew you were fucking around on me, and you got off on that, you prick."
"I did," he gave her a nasty smile. "There were nights you sucked my cock hours after they did. Years, Dana. Years of me slipping it to you with young twat still on my dick. The thought of that was the only thing that got me hard enough to fuck you."
Dana could feel her throat tightening and her eyes welling up, and she looked away, but not before she saw the smile spreading across his face. The man she had genuinely loved at one point in her life was happy he had her close to tears.
Months after they'd called it quits, he was still hurting her and loving every minute of it.
"Tell you what, Dana," he chuckled. "I'm getting a little stiff right now just thinking of it. Well, that, and the fact you'll be losing the house that you somehow thing you're entitled too."
"You were right when we argued over the phone a couple weeks ago. I didn't give you this chance out of guilt or to be nice, or to thank you for being my personal trashy little whore when you were still young, hot, and interesting, but because it was going to be more fun to give you a chance and watch you fail."
Dana stared down into her lap, opening her hand and staring at the now crumpled check.
"Happy you came?"
Not trusting herself to speak, Dana remained focused on the check, trying to tell herself it was still going to be a victory, but now a pyrrhic one.
"I am," his voice had softened, but the expression on his face had shifted to smug satisfaction. "I was never going to tell you that, but you kept pushing about the house, and throwing shit in my face, then coming here to try to talk me out of it.
"I feel a lot better now that you know the truth, and not because I ever felt guilty, but so you can stop this act that you were ever anything more to me than a mistake."
He leaned over and snapped his fingers, "Hey, over here. Just pretend you're looking into a camera, no wait," he laughed. "On second thought don't, you'll be looking for someone to fuck on the way out."
"Not that anyone here would be in your wheelhouse, they're all over twenty." He paused. "Seriously, look at me so I know you're paying attention to this next part."
Dana shifted her eyes to his.
"As soon as you slink out of here, I'm calling my lawyer and you'll have thirty days to get out of the house, and I swear, if you try to squat and make me evict you, I'll....hey!"
He flinched back when Dana whipped her arm down and slapped the check onto the desk.
"What's this?" He picked it up and stared at it before slowly unfolding it.
"It's the biggest fuck you I'll ever give you." She told him as she watched his eyes widen.
The way his expression went from smug to disbelief was what she'd been looking forward to for days, but in the moment it did nothing to alleviate the pain he'd just caused her. Ten years he'd been unfaithful ten fucking years.
"I said I didn't have ten," she forced herself to speak and not linger on how hurt she was. She was sure she'd be doing that for some time, but right now she needed to save some kind of face. "I have fifteen."
"Where..."
"I'll be giving you five thousand every two weeks until I pay the remaining twenty of the balance and then you sign over the house."
"How did you get this? You're not even working!"
"How do you know," her she raised her eyebrows. "You having me followed?"
"Of course not. You borrowed from Ellen, didn't you?"
"Not that you deserve honesty, but it's an advance from my new job. The one Ellen helped me get through a contact of hers."
"Bullshit!" Ben's voice rose once more. "Only place you're working is on your back. You found yourself the right cock to suck didn't you?"
Sucking a lot of them, actually...
"I'm not seeing anyone, at least not for more than a few hours and they don't make much money at twenty-one." His reaction helped her regain her confidence.
"No job would pay you that, and no friend of a friend is fronting you that much." He kept looking from the check to her. "What kind of job is it?"
"One that pays me enough to be able to afford to pay you and keep myself afloat."
"No," he shook his head. "You're not worth that much to anyone."
"Just when I think you can't get any ruder to me."
"You have no job skills and you're too old to be back in modeling, at least not to make that much money. Who is he, Dana? Who'd you find willing to shell out thousands of dollars for your middle-aged ass? What is he seventy and senile?"
"There's a check in your hand," she rose from the chair. "If its not deposited into your account by weeks end my attorney will be contacting the judge and telling him you're willfully holding payment to make me appear late."
Ben dropped the check on the table, his lips in a tight line, but she could see the wheels spinning behind his eyes.
"You sure this is what you want?" He put his hand up before she could reply. "Fifteen grand and all this money you have coming to you from your," he cleared his throat, "Job. It's enough to afford a new start. Set yourself up in a nice place, buy nice things."
"Right, I did all this for nothing," Dana responded with a humorless laugh. "Just kidding, Ben! Now sell the house."
"If we did, you'd get about seventy for your share, plus all this. You could buy yourself a condo."
"I'm leaving."
"Only reason I put that out there, Dana is the reason you said you were so hung up on the house is because I bought it for you because I loved you. The one selfless thing, according to you anyway, that I did for you. The one happy memory you claim to have even though you had it made the entire time we were together."
"That's what I said, your point?"
"You heard me tell you how long I was really screwing other women, and how I'm angry that I fell into your trap and got it all wrong. You don't get what comes with that?"
"You..." The rest came out in a hoarse whisper. "Never loved me."
"Never is a little harsh, maybe at the start, but there's love and in love and I was never the latter. Enamored with you, infatuated, horny, and there was definitely some affection, but true love? No. I bought you the house because that was the next step in the plan."
"Married," he held one finger up. "With the added perk of you being younger and attractive, The promotion to junior partner," another finger. "The house came next. The fact you really wanted it was a coincidence."
"Next were kids, but...okay, I'll be honest, I don't think I was ready early on, but when I was I looked at you and didn't see you as mother material, and you didn't either, really drove home how bad I screwed up.
"So, I'll ask again. You still want the house knowing it was never bought for you, and you were just deluding yourself into thinking someone like me could really be in love with a woman whose idea of advancing through life was to suck the right cock, which by the way I think you're doing right now to get this money."
Dana closed her eyes and put her back to him, her faced flushed in a mix of anger and humiliation. Why couldn't she ever listen to anyone and had to come here. But wasn't it better to hear this? To know she never meant that much to him, and he saw their lives as a mistake, and one he was tricked into?
"Want a couple more days to think on it? I'll call Bruce and tell him I want to give you another week. Decide if you want to stay living in a lie, or get your own place to go along with your new life and your new daddy."
"I...do not...have....anyone...giving me...money," she had to choke out each word through her constricted throat.
"Cool story, sis, as the kids says. You only know how to do one thing Dana, make men want to fuck you, and fuck them for what you want. I bet anything that one way or another, you're getting this money from what's between your legs because you never had anything between your ears."
He picked up the check and held it out.
"Want to hold this for a week? I'll have Bruce call Hal right now so they can both know we're extending the deadline."
"Thought you weren't going to give me so much as a minute?" Dana kept her back to him as she spoke. "When you didn't think I had the money. Now it's a week."
"I just want you to think about it some more in light of today's revelations."
"You don't think I have anything between my ears," Dana turned back to face him. "Maybe you're right, I've never claimed to be smart, but I'm smart enough to know one thing."
"Which is?"
"That I can get you to sign over the house for the thirty five, and once I own it, I can choose to sell it and keep everything I make from it."
He blinked, and her lips twitched in a smile.
"Keep the check, Ben. Whether I keep the house is something I can decide on after its mine."
Ben glowered at her, then raised his hands and gave her a slow clap.
"Well played, Dana. Now I see the plan. Getting money from some hapless fool, then you'll sell off the house and set yourself up with what my money paid for."
"You're right, Ben. I am only good at fucking, and I just gave you the fucking of a lifetime."
She spun on her heel and stormed out of the office as he called out.
"That you earned with a lifetime of fucking."
*****
Dana stalked down the hallway, keeping her head down so no one would see the tears in her eyes or how red-faced she was. That and she had no desire to be stopped by another of Ben's co-workers who would say hello and ask how she was.
Bunch of phonies acting polite and smirking at her behind her back. They all knew what Ben had been doing and for how long, but also saw her as being wrong for deciding not to accept it. Some of the older partners had been around when Ben had first married her and she was sure had heard every detail of what she was like in bed.
"You should have seen it, Ron. We stop at a red light, and next thing I know her heads in my lap and she's gagging on my dick. I almost went off the road when I came in her mouth."
Thinking of things she'd done for him in the past that she always saw as simply being good to her hard working husband and helping ease his stress, now had a different meaning to her. It was her proving him right, that sex was, in one form or another, how she always got by.
Dana ducked into the restroom and went up to the sink where she wet a paper towel and dabbed at her moist eyes. Thank god for waterproof make up, she thought when she saw her eyes were nowhere near the mess she feared they'd be.
Out of habit, and a way to calm her nerves with a familiar act, Dana touched up her lip liner, then her lipstick and did a quick touch up on her eyeshadow. Feeling her nerves settling, she washed her hands, then went back out into the hallway to get herself out of here.
She'd reached the lobby and was about to pass the security desk when Ethan came out of a small office to her right.
"Hey, Dana," he called out.
Dana gave him a weak wave, and made to keep going, but he caught up with her.
"Can you hold up a sec?"
"What is it, hon? I'm on my way out."
"I just wanted to say I'm sorry."
"Sorry for what?" she shrugged. "You didn't say anything wrong."
"No, but my father did. You guys were quiet, but I could tell he was being nasty, and you looked mad. I kind of slinked up on the two of you and you didn't notice because you were focused on each other."
"Oh."
"I heard some of what he said, and it wasn't cool, not at all."
"I appreciate you saying that. Guess you get more from your mother than looks."
"Ben too," he continued. "I've heard him talk to my father about you. I'm like right there, and they don't care. When I said it was wrong, my father said to man up."
"Maybe he'll take his own advice someday." Dana told him. "Thank you for knowing its wrong. Good to know some guys get it."
"Yeah," he paused and seemed as if he wanted to say more but remained silent.
"Where's your father now?"
"The meeting was quick, they decided to go out and have lunch and I wasn't invited. Not a lawyer."
"That sucks."
"Nah, not really. Bunch of boring shop talk doesn't do anything for me."
Dana eyed him as he once again fell into an awkward silence. But his eyes spoke for him as they kept darting down to her chest and legs as they had earlier. She recalled his surprised reaction to her flirting with him, but more importantly Lucas's words.
"Stay away from my son."
"So what does do it for you?"
"Excuse me?"
"You said shop talk doesn't do it for you, so what does?"
"Oh, well..."
"Do older women do it for you?"
His eyes widened, but he didn't hesitate to reply.
"Yeah, I'm really into older women."
"Hmm," she stepped closer to him, and lowered her voice. "Would you like to be in this older woman?"
This time her comment had him flustered. "Are you playing around or really coming on to me?"
"Baby," she looked around to make sure no one was around them and that the receptionist's attention was on her computer and not them. "If you have the balls to take me into your office and lock the door? I'll be coming all over you."
"Jesus," Ethan whispered, but didn't move, and Dana shook her head, while clucking her tongue.
"And here I thought you weren't a little boy anymore. Guess I was wrong."
"Ladies first," he gestured to his office.
With a last look toward the receptionist who was now on the phone, Dane quickly entered the office, with Ethan a step behind. The second she went through the door, her fingers were on her blouse, unbuttoning it.
She heard the door lock behind her and turned to face him, her blouse open, exposing her breasts in the French cut black lace bra.
"Goddamn," he licked his lips. "I can't believe this is..." his words trailed off, when Dana gripped the edges of the bra and yanked the cups down, causing her tits to pop free.
The look of shocked lust on Ethan's face sent a wave of wet heat through her body, and stepping forward, she took his face in her hands and kissed him hard. He gasped when she immediately plunged her tongue into his mouth, and she moaned when his hands went to her breasts.
She kissed him harder, her soft full lips devouring his as her lust, enhanced by the anger and hurt Ben had caused her, rose within her. She felt Ethan's hands trembling on her breasts, but his nerves didn't stop him from squeezing and fondling them.
She whimpered into his mouth when he found her swollen pink nipples and rolled them between his fingertips. Dana grabbed his shirt, yanking it upwards until he had to lift his arms. She broke the kiss long enough to peel the shirt off him, and toss it on the floor, then resumed shoving her tongue down his throat.
Her hips ground into him as her mind filled with the thought of what he'd be shoving down her throat, and she moaned louder when his hands returned to her breasts. She slipped hers between them, running them over his hard flat stomach and deep chest.
Ethan released her tits and another surge of heat flowed through her when he grabbed the top of her blouse and slid it down her arms. She let them fall from his body so he could push it down over her hands where it fell to the floor.
"Yes!" she purred into his mouth when his hands went behind her back and she felt her bra pop open.
He worked it down her arms, and she moved them to let him pull it from her body to join the growing pile of clothing on the floor. Ethan's hands roamed over her smooth back, and up into her long black hair sending excited chills through her.
When he used her hair to yank her head back, her cunt gushed, and she whimpered in pleasure when his lips found her neck. He trailed them lower, bending his knees as his lips caressed her upper chest, and down between her breasts.
When his lips fastened to her right nipple, she had to suck on her lower lip to avoid getting to loud. Ethan switched to her other tit, while Dana's hands dropped and grabbed his belt. As he went from one tit to the other, licking and sucking her appreciative nipples, she deftly undid his belt, then unbuttoned his pants.
He moaned around her nipple when she yanked his zipper down and slipped her hand inside his open slacks and grabbed his cock through his boxers. She stroked it, several times, her mouth watering at how hard he was for her.
Dana dropped to her knees, yanked his pants and underwear down, and grabbed his cock as it sprang free. She pumped him rapidly in her fist, admiring his impressive length and thickness, and looking up at him, asked.
"You think about this when you were a kid? You think about your dad's best friend's wife sucking your dick?"
"Oh, yeah," he moaned, his hands slipping into her hair, and holding her head between his large hands. "That day at the cookout, those fucking shorts you were wearing, and that shirt was so tight. I wanted to take you into the woods and fuck you."
"Bad boy," she flicked her tongue over his swollen purple tip. "You go home and jerk off to me? Think about cumming in my mouth?"
"All over your face," his fingers tightened in her hair, and his hips rocked, thrusting his cock through her hand. "Your ass, your tits, anywhere I could."
"These tits?"
Dana rose higher on her knees and releasing his cock, pressed her tits around it.
"Go ahead, show me."



Ethan thrust his hips, shoving the length of his cock through her large breasts. Dana moaned at the sensation of his hard flesh sliding between her soft tits and matching his rhythm, bounced up and down, helping him tit fuck her.
She lowered her head and spit on his cock, then let a long line of drool splash onto her tits.
"I knew you'd be nasty," he moaned as his now slick cock glided more smoothly between her tits.
"You have no idea how nasty this girl is, baby."
She parted her lips and he gasped when she caught his spongy head between them and gave him a hard suck. She repeated the move, several times until the taste of his pre cum, the way her lips were getting delightfully sticky, and his hard throbbing heat against her tits, became to much for her.
Dana let her tits go, and opening wide, took his full length in one smooth suck.
"Fuck," he moaned, when she held him deep, her lips wrapped around the base of his shaft.
Dana's eyes rolled as she reveled in the feeling of having her mouth stuffed with hard young flesh, then shook her head slowly back and forth. Ethan whimpered, squirming as his sensitive head rubbed along the roof of her mouth, then groaned deep in his throat when she slipped her tongue out, and licked his balls.
She worked her head back, her lips and swirling tongue working over every inch of him as she teased them both. Dana released his cock, pushed it back against his stomach, and sucked his balls into her mouth.
"Shit," Ethan's fingers curled into her hair. "You are nasty!"
"Hmm-mm," Dana moaned in agreement as she sucked on each of his balls in turn, then slathered them with her tongue.
She worked her way up his shaft, peppering it with quick soft flicks of her tongue, the porn version of butterfly kisses, and when she reached his tip, swirled her tongue under the sensitive ridge, before turning her cheek and rubbing the length of it along her soft cheek.
God, she could spend hours savoring this amazing cock but was well aware someone could knock on his door at any moment. Dana took him deep once more and went to work. Ethan moaned and rocked his hips as she rapidly bobbed her head.
No more licking, no more teasing or showing off, just sucking him hard and fast, milking his beautiful cock with her talented mouth until she received her warm, sticky and salty reward. Dana repeatedly deep throated him, gagging each time the head of his cock struck the back of her throat.
She cupped his balls with her left hand, while encircling his shaft with two fingers and stroking him, her fingers gliding easily along his shaft as they followed the wet sloppy trail left by her lips.
"Oh my god," Ethan breathed.
Dana released his cock, lines of sticky drool flowing from both sides of her mouth and chin.
"Go ahead, baby, fuck my mouth."
She placed her hands on his thighs, took him deep, then paused. Ethan didn't need to be persuaded, and she made a sloppy choking sound as he took her up on her request, pounding her willing mouth with long lard thrusts.
Dana turned her eyes up, staring into his as he violated her mouth and throat. Her eyes watered and her face flushed from the force of the rough face fucking she'd asked for. Her nails gouged into his thighs, but she was sure he barely felt it in his excitement.
The room filled with the sound of her sloppy gurgling and choking sounds. Her clit and nipples ached with need, and her cunt gushed as she envisioned herself topless, on her knees, her mouth being used by the son of the man who tried to ruin her.
And she knew would have given anything to be the one doing this to her.
"S...shit," Ethan whispered, his hands curving into fists, pulling her hair painfully, but at this point the discomfort only heightened her desire. "I...fuck!"
Dana squealed when he buried his cock in her mouth and sent a stream of warm cum down her throat. He thrust into her mouth with short jerky movements, each pump ending in more cun flowing over her tongue before sliding down her throat.
She pushed against his thighs for him to stop, then bobbed her head and took over. Ethan gasped and moaned as Dana sucked the last of his impressive load from his tip, working for every drop and draining his young balls into her cum hungry mouth.
"Stop, oh...stop." He pushed on her head as he withdrew his cock from her mouth. "Holy fuck," he stared down at her, his face as red as hers, sweat glistening on his forehead. "That was..."
"An appetizer," she rose to her feet and kissed him with her sticky lips. "How about dessert?"
Dana hiked her skirt up, and reaching under it, hooked her thong with her fingers and pulled it down past her knees. She kicked it off, hitting him in the chest with it, then sauntered over to his desk.
Pulling the skirt over her hips, she hopped up on the edge of it, opened her legs, then spread her pink cunt open with her fingers. Ethan took a moment to pull his pants and shoes off, and with a smile of anticipation approached her.
Dana's breasts heaved and her cunt flowed as she watched this gorgeous boy, totally naked, his still hard cock smeared with her lipstick and covered in sticky drool, his eyes between her legs, come to her.
He dropped to his knees, put his hands on her soft thighs and buried his face into her hot cunt with an enthusiasm, that had her biting her lip to avoid crying out.
"Oh, yeah," she breathed as he boldly plunged his tongue inside her. "Eat it, baby, eat my cunt!"
Ethan did just that, and in the same way she'd sucked him off. He wasn't licking her, but attacking her with his mouth. He noisily slurped on her hole, sucking her sticky juices into his mouth, before lapping the folds of her tight wet lips and finding her clit.
She had to hold back another cry when he roughly shoved two fingers into her, fucking her with them as his tongue danced over her clit in a lust filled frenzy. She draped her legs over his back, pushing against it to slip her heels off, then sliding her soft feet over his broad back, before resting them on his shoulders.
Dana cupped her breasts, stroking her nipples with her thumbs as he licked her with an eagerness that had her cunt gushing around his thrusting fingers. He wasn't the most skilled but made up for it in sheet enthusiasm and how fast he worked his tongue.
Up and down, side to side, fast circles, and all while keeping his tongue pressed to her, not giving her a chance to relax, just pushing her into a high state of arousal. His excited breath was hot on her pink slit and her head fell back, a groan of pleasure deep in her throat when he buried his fingers knuckle deep inside her.
He switched from thrusting them to moving his wrist side to side. Dana was so wet the room now filled with a wet slapping sound as he roughly worked her cunt.
"Oh, babe," she whimpered. "Keep doing that and suck that clit." She moaned as he sucked it hard enough to make his lips smack. "That's it! Make me come in that pretty face. Make that stuck up asshole's ex wife come for you so you can fuck me down the hall from his office while he..." she gasped, her back arching, and her toes curling into Ethan's shoulders as her entire body tensed.
She felt like a coiled spring ready to explode, which is what she did seconds later when Ethan curled his fingers inside her while sucking her clit hard enough to border on painful.
"Hmmm hmmm hmmm!" Dana struggled not to wail in pleasure as her hips bucked, and her thighs clamped around his face.
She released several low guttural growls while grinding her hot flesh into Ethan's still moving tongue. Her cunt contracted around his fingers as he wiggled them inside her, and she slipped and released a shrill yelp when her cunt convulsed, sending a stream of sticky fluid into Ethan's face.
To his credit, he didn't flinch, to the contrary, he pushed his fingers deeper and sucked her cunt rapidly between his lips. Dana managed to keep it to a low shuddering moan when her body tensed and released again, sending another gusher into his face.
"Ohh, oh..." she panted, her breasts heaving as the last tremors of her powerful orgasm flowed through her pleasure wracked body. "Honey, you must make a lot of girls happy."
"No complaints," he eased back and smiled up at her, his face a flushed and sticky mess. "Never got squirted before though."
"Get up here and fuck me," she demanded.
Ethan shot to his feet so quickly she tried to laugh, but it turned into another muffled squeal when he plunged his once again fully hard cock into her still twitching pussy. Ethan grabbed her hips, sliding her forward so her ass was barely on the desk, but allowing him to drive the full length of his cock into her.
Dana grabbed his shoulders, lifted her left leg, sliding it up along his chest until her foot was over his head, while dropping her other leg down so she was touching the floor.
"Fuck, that's hot!" Ethan moaned as he pounded her hard enough to make her tits bounce and force her to bite her lip to not yelp after ever hard thrust.
Instead, each time he drove into her hard enough to make his balls slap against her, she made sharp high-pitched noise in her mouth as if she were holding back hiccups. Ethan wrapped his arm around her thigh to hold her against him and lowering his other arm, hooked her right leg behind her knees, lifting her foot from the floor.
Dana dug her nails into the backs of his shoulders as she clung to him to avoid going backwards on the desk, and let her head fall back, staring at the ceiling, yipping as quietly as she could while the young stud gave her needy cunt the hard fucking she craved.
Ethan surprised her by leaning into her and kissing her hard. She released her little cries into his mouth as his tongue plunged into hers.
"Fuck me," she breathed. "Fuck me like that wimp never could!" she dropped her right hand between them, and pressing two fingers to her clit, rubbed it hard and fast. "Make me come on that cock!"
Despite having just orgasmed, he was fucking her good and hard in a sexy position, and most importantly with her ex-husband down the hall and oblivious to the fact his best friend's son was riding his former ride, and better than he ever had, and she could already feel a second orgasm building.
"Shit!" she gasped, her eyes going wide as her body prepared from another eruption. "I..."
Ethan clapped his hand over her mouth, a move that sent her over the edge and she howled into his hand as her orgasm tore through her. He kept fucking her, groaning as her cunt contracted around his cock, and she bucked her hips into him.
She kept her fingers working and her next squeal into his hand went up in pitch when another stream erupted from her, this time splattering his stomach and thighs. Dana whimpered as her body went limp, and for the next minute or so, remained still, balanced on the desk with one leg in the air while Ethan had his way with her.
His breathing was getting faster and his thrusts getting shorter and quicker, and she moaned.
"Stop." He thrust deep into her one more time and stayed inside her.
"Huh?"
"On the floor," she told him. "Let me get on my knees."
"Yes Ma'am!" he laughed and eased from inside her.
Dana dropped down onto the floor and before he could move, grabbed his cock and sucked it into her mouth. She sighed at the taste of her cunt from his hard young flesh, and he moaned above her as she bobbed her head, easily sliding his full length in and out of her greedy mouth.
She thought about just sucking him off, but she needed more of that cock and lowered herself so she was on all fours. Ethan knelt behind her, grabbed the cheeks of her ass and plunged into her.
Dana grunted each time he slammed his glorious dick into her and lowered herself down, folding her arms and resting her head on them. Naked but for her skirt around her hips, on her knees, face down and ass up on the floor with a kid half her age giving it to her just how she wanted it, good and hard.
She was facing the door and even though she knew it was locked, she imagined Lucas walking in. Standing there in shock and then raging as they saw her on the floor getting plowed by his son he had just warned to stay away from him.
His son getting what he wanted after hearing all the stories from Ben about how wild she was back when he was still interested in sex with her. The woman he had fired from two jobs getting revenge.
"Oh, oh, oh!" she released three sharp yelps when Ethan tore into her even harder, and quickly buried her face in her arms, her cries muffled by the gray carpet as his young lover continued his assault on her sloppy cunt.
She could feel her juices flowing down her inner thighs and squirting onto his as each hard stroke caused more to gush from inside her. Ethan gave her right ass cheek a sharp slap, a way too loud slap, then hit her left, before groaning.
"I'm getting close."
Dana slid forward, and rolling onto her back on the floor cupped her tits.
"Tits, face, mouth, wherever you want."
She gurgled when a squirt of cum shot into her mouth. Ethan knelt next to her, leaning over as he jerked his cock sending the next spurts all over her face. It splattered on her cheek, her forehead, and some of it on her shoulder as he overshot his target.
She turned her head, letting him hit the other side of her face, while using her tongue to push the cum from her mouth out to drip down her chin. Ethan stopped stroking, but Dana grabbed his cock, guided him to her mouth and sucked on his tip, making him squirm as she managed a few more drops from him.
"I can't believe that just happened." He leaned back on his knees, breathing hard. "Like that's porn site stuff right there."
"Every fantasy is based on reality," she sat up, feeling his cum slide down her face and drip onto her tits. You have a towel, I hope?"
"Shit, hold on."
"Can't really go anywhere like this, now can I?" Although the idea of walking through the office naked and wearing a load all over her face had a perverted appeal to it.
Ethan had gone over to a small closet in the corner and come back with a T-shirt.
"Best I have, but it's clean."
Dana took the shirt, wiping her face and chest off while Ethan watched her as if he really couldn't believe what they'd just done.
"Shit, there's some in your hair." He touched the side of her head. "Right here, other side too. Don't think that will get it all out."
She wrapped the shirt around her hair and dragged it through, then did the same to the other side.
"Some's still there."
"Don't worry, its not the first time I've worn it home."
"You're fucking crazy," Ethan whistled.
She forced herself to her feet, and after smoothing down her skirt, grabbed her blouse from the floor and buttoned it over her bare and sticky breasts.
"Keep the bra and thong," she told him. "Consider them a souvenir." One that fans of her work would be happy to pay for.
"Okay," he nodded while stepping into his boxers and pants. "Man, that was wild."
"It was hot as fuck, baby." Dana finished her blouse, noting how it stuck to her breasts in more than one place.
"You can say that again," he slipped his shirt on, watching her as she eased her feet into her. "Hey, so um, earlier you made a comment about meeting for a drink?"
"I did," Here it comes.
"Maybe we could do that this week. A drink, maybe dinner, then you know," he grinned. "My room mates away this week, or we could go to your place."
It was tempting to think about having Ethan in the bedroom she'd shared with Ben for so long, but as always, now that her lust was satiated, her interest had faded.
"I'm flattered, but you got what you wanted, and so did I. Not looking for a boyfriend so you'll have to settle for the lingerie and a great memory."
"Whoa," he gave a mock shiver. "That's cold, Dana."
"No, just the truth."
"How about a friend with benefits? We can hook up again sometime."
"No offense, Ethan, but I'm a onetime thing."
"But you were really into it, so why not do it again?"
"Why would I have the same meal twice, when there's an entire menu out there?"
"Now that's not just cold, its glacial." He sounded as put off as he looked.
Dana placed her hand on his cheek. "You're a good-looking kid, Ethan, and smart, have a career, and a damn fine body," she gave his cock a quick squeeze. "This doesn't hurt either. You'll have no problem finding girls who want you, and for more than fun."
"Alright, thanks for the ride I guess," he shrugged. "You know, I'm young, but not stupid, you fucked me as a fuck you to Ben and my father, didn't you?"
"Yup." She nodded, and he rolled his eyes.
"Shit, you don't even try do you?"
"You wanted me, you got me. Does the why matter?"
He took a breath, then gave her a smile that she could tell was forced.
"You say it like that? It's a win, but I just wanted to take you out because," he looked away from her. "I really had a crush on you back when I was a kid, and not just because of your looks. This was hot, but kind of cheap and I didn't want you to think I saw you as just some slut."
"Wow," Dana kissed him on the cheek. "Add sweet to all the things you have going for you. That's a nice way to see it."
"And like my old man says, you know where nice guys finish."
"This nice guy got to finish in my mouth," she smiled and touched her lips. "Twice."
"Heh, focus on the positive, right?"
"There you go, and now I better go. I doubt you'll see me here again."
"Just so you know? I'll never tell anyone."
"Ethan?" Dana unlocked the door. "You feel free to tell anyone you want, especially your old man and my ex."
"You'd really want them to know?"
She smiled as she opened the door.
"What do you think?"
She walked away from him, strolling past the receptionist, who glanced up at her, went to look down, and then did a double take. Dana gave her a casual wave as she imagined what she looked like.
Her hair a mess, lipstick most likely all over her mouth, her face red and sweaty, skirt rumpled, and her blouse untucked and stuck to her braless tits. Dana wondered if there was cum still visible in her hair, and at this point hoped so.
She reached the glass doors and a man in a suit she didn't recognize held it open for her, and as she thanked him, gave her the same strange look. Dana passed two more people heading in, a man and a woman, and gave them a huge smile through her messy and still sticky lips.
She could feel them looking at her as she made her way into the parking lot and felt a pang of guilt that more likely than not this was going to come back on Ethan, but she had no doubt she'd made the potential drama he might hear more than worth it.
Dana slipped into her car and looked at herself in the rearview mirror. There was a white splotch of cum stuck in her hair to the left of her face. Her lipstick was as bad as she imagined and she was still flushed and sweaty as if she'd run a marathon.
Or had just endure a hardcore fucking.
Dana opened the glove compartment and grabbed the small packet of baby wipes she kept there. She wiped off her makeup, and other sticky residual, then dropped it into the empty cup holder.
She fished her keys from her purse and started the car. As she did, her gaze lowered and she frowned at the sight of her knees. They were red and scraped from being fucked on the carpet. If anyone who she'd just passed noticed that it was a no brainer.
"Good," she muttered.
Her phone rang as she was mounting it on the dash and seeing it was Matt, she answered.
"Hi, Matt."
"Hey luv," he spoke, his voice still bearing a faint British accent. "How are you?"
"I'm good, what's up?"
"Any man who's seen you work, I imagine."
Dana laughed. "Hope so, or I wouldn't be doing my job."



"And that takes us to why I called. I know you're not scheduled to shoot for a couple days, but Tammy just called and has a family emergency and won't be able to make her shoot tomorrow, you interested?"
"What's the shoot?"
"Its for Milf's Blow Best, just a blow job scene so it only pays $800. Filming starts at one, so be there by noon. You'll be studio in four. Heather's directing,' he chuckled. "Like there's anything to direct other than some dumb dialogue and your beautiful face on a cock."
Ethan's cum still in your hair, and you're agreeing to a shoot? She heard Ellen's voice in her head but shook it off.
"Sounds good. I'll be there."
"Excellent, I knew I could count on you!"
Dana ended the call and throwing the car in drive pulled away.
Of course, Matt could count on her. Why? Because Ben may be an asshole, but he wasn't wrong. She was very much using the only thing she was good at to make a living. The only difference was that unlike her marriage this was just sex, and not her being betrayed into thinking there was a point in her life someone had wanted her for more than that.
Author's note: Hope you enjoyed the continuance of Dana's adventures and misadventures. The entire story is written and I'll be posting chapter two in a couple of weeks. As always, thank you all for reading and supporting my work, especially those of who have been with me since early on. It's been a fun ride and you're a big reason why. LC68
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Dana left her small dressing room wearing a simple but cute red sundress, with nothing beneath it but a red lace thong. She was barefoot because she was supposed to be hanging around at home but had been tipped off by Carla in wardrobe that Heather had a thing for women's feet.
She made her way down the corridor which featured several doors and opened the one marked #4. The 'studio', like the others on the floor, had once been a suite with a waiting area, and two small offices behind it.
The suite had been gutted so it was now an open space featuring a twelve-by-twelve carpeted area which comprised the set, the back side of which featured a large projector screen that would have the background shown onto it from the laptop over by where the director sat.
It was already on, showing what looked like half of a large living room with a kitchen visible behind it. Heather, clad in a pair of painted on shorts and slinky red crop top that exposed her pierced naval and fit snug enough to advertise she wasn't wearing a bra.
Her breasts were small and perky, and pierced going by the shapes visible through the form fitting top, and she had a cute little ass, the cheeks of which protruded from the insanely tight cut offs. Between her body, mode of dress, her wild blue hair streaked with black, and a face as easy on the eyes as her body, she could easily be mistaken for one of the 'talent'
Which she had been for several years, starring in all girl on girl vids, and specializing in being the kitten to a cougar, some of which were taboo with her in the role of a stepdaughter, or sometimes daughter.
Heather was fairly new to directing and still starred in a few clips as she learned her new position, which is why she was handling something as simple as this. Dana glanced down at the one page 'script' in her hand which featured a few lines of opening dialogue then "You suck his cock, nice and slow, lot of teasing and tongue because he has to last fifteen minutes."
Dana grunted at the next part.
"He finishes in your mouth, and you slowly let it drool out around his dick."
This was some kind of life she was currently leading, that was for sure. Dana stood along the right edge of the set as the two men handling the lights and the guy operating the boom mic got everything set up.
She watched the mic lower over the armchair in the center of the set, and other than an old worn-out couch, one that Dana had been fucked on in her second video, and seemed to pop up everywhere, there was no other furniture in site other than the chairs for Heather as well as Dana and her co-star, whoever that was.
Dana felt a twinge when she saw Brock appear from behind the screen, his camera around his neck. He stopped to speak to one of the lighting techs, and after Brock pointed in the air, then to the chair the action would take place on, the man nodded, and turned the bright spotlight a couple of inches to the left.
Brock walked towards Heather, looking Dana's way as he did, and surprised her with a wave and a smile. Dana awkwardly waved back, as his friendly greeting made her feel even worse for how she'd treated him.
She walked towards him, hoping to take him aside for a minute and apologize, when she heard.
"There's the star of the show," she turned to see a tall young man clad just in a pair of jeans. Hurrying up to her, his hand extended.
"Bryan," he introduced himself as Dana's hand vanished within his huge, but gentle, grip "I'll be working with you today."
"Working?" Heather snorted as she walked over to them. "You'll be sitting in a chair getting world class head."
"Tough job, but someone has to do it," Bryan laughed, then smiled at Dana, "You're even prettier in person."
"Stop sucking up, this isn't the club, she's a sure thing." Heather rolled her light brown eyes.
"They shouldn't let lesbian actors get involved with straight shoots," Bryan told her. "You get all bitchy when there's a cock around." He spoke with a smile playing about his lips, and Heather did the same when she replied.
"There is a dick in front of me, that's for sure."
A dick attached to a hell of a young man. Bryan had to be 6'4", and two hundred pounds of solid muscle. His head was shaved as smooth as his face, which featured rugged features and a jaw as strong as his body.
He possessed a pair of piercing green eyes and between his build and the tattoos covering both arms and all of his upper chest, he was an intimidating figure. His smile, however, was pleasant and disarming, as was his surprisingly soft voice, and he gave Dana the impression he was the big teddy bear type.
She also doubted she'd have to look down to know he'd be hung like a horse. The idea she'd be on her knees with that cock in her mouth in less than fifteen minutes had her nipples stiffening beneath her dress and a warm tingling between her thighs.
But that reaction led her to realize, even though Matt had told her what the scene was, that she wasn't going to be getting anything but a load in her mouth today. To have this fine young man in front of her and not get to take him for a ride was...
"Looking good, Dana!"
She turned away from Bryan and Heather to see Sylvia Foxxx had entered the studio with Matt who had just taken a seat next to where Heather would be when the filming started.
"Thank you," she beamed. "Not so bad yourself, but I think you know that."
"Oh, she does!" Matt clapped his hands and laughed at her joke.
"One can't help feel good about themselves when they know men have been getting off to them for close to twenty years." Sylvia replied, her accent much heavier than Matt's, and Dana was sure it was deliberate as many men found it sexy.
"Try twenty-five," Matt corrected her, then winced when she playfully smacked the back of his head, earning some laughs from the crew.
Sylvia wrapped her arms around him from behind and kissed his cheek affectionately. Matt put his hand on her forearm as he turned his head and smiled at her. For all the teasing it was obvious the two of them, together for twenty years at this point, were still deeply in love.
The way Sylvia's steel grey eyes locked onto his greenish hazel gaze, and the soft smile on her face, told her feelings more than words ever could. The two of them weren't just a loving couple, but the hottest pair Dana had ever met. Not surprising as they had both been active in the industry for years. At fifty three, Sylvia was still nothing short of a smoke show.
Her long raven black hair had several streaks of grey running through it, and the fact she let them remain showed amazing confidence. More than that, Dana found it oddly sexy seeing a woman that age who still occasionally shot a scene, looking her actual age.
The popularity Sylvia still enjoyed was a testament that no one else found it a turn off, to the point she'd earned the nickname "The silver Fox" from many of her peers. Her stunning eyes were set in a face that, other than a couple of laugh lines around the corners of her mouth, was still smooth, with high cheek bones and flawless features.
From the neck down, Sylvia was tall with a slender athletic build, and a pair of breasts that although not as large as Dana's were more than ample, and still winning the war against gravity and filled out the short sleeved pink blouse she wore. Her ass, visible in her clingy black slacks was small, but tight and firm with a cute little curve to it.
Her long legs, when visible, were well toned, and looked as good as they had as they had in her twenties in some of the old movies Dana had looked up, that to Sylvia's chagrin now fell under "vintage porn."
Matt was five years her junior, making him five years older than Dana herself, and like his wife didn't hide his salt and pepper hair, or the speckles of grey that shone throughout the couple of day's stubble he always sported.
The stubble covered up smooth features that bordered on pretty, but couldn't completely hide it, and Dana had commented several times he could make a living as a 'more legit model'. His body on the other hand, defied his age and had men half that age envying him.
Dana had seen that body, and the made for porn cock he possessed when he and Sylvia had put on a quick and dirty show for her in Sylvia's office to see what her reaction would be to seeing sex live and in person.
"Why are they here?" Bryan asked softly.
"I'm new to directing, and you and Dana are both new and getting a lot of attention, so they want to see us all in action."
"Then this should be more than a blow job." Dana suggested. "Maybe I can hop on and put on a show."
"I'm game for that!" Bryan nodded, then added. "But I'm only getting $250 for this so if we fuck, I want five."
"Men pay to get their dick sucked and you're whining about getting paid to get blown by a gorgeous woman?" Heather asked.
"Now, who's sucking up?" Bryan teased. "Dana's straight, H, so keep your tits in your shirt."
"Oh, she'll do a girl on girl at some point."
When Dana frowned, she added. "Most starlets do, just a matter of if you get off on it or not."
"It's five of, people," Sylvia called out, while taking a seat next to Matt. "Heather, why don't you come over here and get everyone started?"
"Right," she pointed to the edge of the set. "Bryan, you're going to be over there, and Brock? You're going to be filming this POV style, so you'll need to be behind and to the right of them to focus on Dana."
She looked her way. "Just move over to your left in front of the background, when I give you the cue you'll walk toward Bryan like you're coming out of the other room. While she spoke, Heather walked backwards towards Sylvia and Matt.
"This is as easy as it gets for the action, after the opening lines, Bryan's going to sit, and Dana's going to take off the dress and get to work."
"How's she going to work it?" Sylvia asked when Heather had stopped speaking.
"Oh, sorry, clip needs to come in at twenty minutes. The intro will only take about five so the action has to last around fifteen minutes, so work it slow, Dana. Lot of tongue and only suck for a couple of minutes then give him a breather."
"Hey, I have stamina you know," Bryan declared indignantly, but with a grin.
"Of course you do," Heather replied. "Again, Dana, make sure you give him some breaks."
"Lot of eye contact," Sylvia added. "And what else should Dana know about how to perform?"
"Um." Heather paused. "Because this is a scene for a site that's all about oral sex, you really need act like you like it."
"Don't just suck it, luv," Matt spoke up. "You need to love that cock. We need to see those wonderful expressions you come up with. Suck Bryan like he tastes better than your favorite dessert."
"Cock is my favorite dessert." Dana shrugged amidst the laughter. "No worries."
"Because you haven't stuck your tongue in a creamy cunt yet," Heather quipped. "Bill, you're going to be walking around out of Brock's range and getting some shots from different angles."
"Thought this was POV?' Bill asked but leaned over and removed a camera from its case on the table, and slung it over his neck, fiddling with the lens.
"It is, but we might be able to get a different version of it to use somewhere else. Make sure you get her ass and..."
"The soles of her feet!" Brock called out. "Heather likes that."
"Okay," Heather put her left hand up, while flipping Brock off with her right. "Positions, people." She picked up the wooden clapper. "Birthday Blow Job, take one, and..." she waited for Brock to slip up behind Bryan and cracked it shut. "Go!"
Bryan, with a goofy smile on his face knowing he wasn't on camera, rapped his knuckles on a piece of wood Brock handed him.
Taking her cue, Dana walked away from the image behind her.
"Come on in, its open!" she called out, forcing her eyes not to follow the motion to her left which was Bill circling around to film her walking towards a door that didn't exist.
"Hey, Miss Darling!" Bryan exclaimed, taking a couple of steps towards her. While Brock remained where he was, camera on her as she approached.
"Hey, Bryan, aren't you supposed to be out with Tracy?" Dana stopped, folding her arms under her breasts to pop them up and show more cleavage than the dress already presented.
"Yeah, but..."
"But what?" Dana cocked her head, a curious expression on her face. "What happened?"
"I got a call last night from Roger telling me he saw Tracy grinding on some guy at a club, and he watched her leave with him."
"Oh, no!" Dana's eyes went wide, "Honey, that's awful!"
Brock smiled and gave her a thumbs up while holding the camera with his left hand, and Heather nodded in approval of her expressions.
"Yeah, really sucks, and it's my birthday too. So, hey, is Tim around?"
"No, honey, he's working. Is it really you're birthday?"
"Yeah, I'm nineteen today."
"Well, happy birthday!" Dana now made a show of looking him up and down. "I remember when you were a skinny little kid, but honey, you've turned into one hell of a man on me."
"You think?" Brock dropped the camera and slowly raised it, panning it from Dana's red tipped toes up to her face, then down to her chest, making it seem as if Bryan was checking her out.
"Hmm," Dana gave her lower lips a slight suck. "I don't think, I know. Hey, why don't you come in and have a seat?"
"No, that's okay. I'll just go home."
"Aw, honey, you really want to be alone on your birthday?"
"No, but what else am I going to do?" He sighed loudly. "Tracy promised she'd give me something special today too."
"Oh? Did she tell you what it was?" Dana beckoned with her hand, then turned and walked towards the chair with Bryan following, and Brock repeating the up and down from behind, lingering on the way the dress clung to her ass.
"Um, well, I can't really say."
"Here," Dana gestured towards the chair. "Sit." She gave him a sly smile. "Was it something fun?"
"Yeah," Bryan sat down in the chair and behind him, Brock dropped to one knee and angled the camera up at her, to match Bryan's new point of view. "But I can't say it."
"Hmm," Dana put her elbow on her forearm and stroked her chin. "Let me think...was it a blow job?"
"Miss Darling!" Bryan exclaimed, and Dana's lips twitched in a smile at the way he looked as if he were trying not to laugh at himself.
"What? For god's sake, Bryan I'm old enough to be your mom, you don't think I know what young men want?" she giggled. "And it doesn't cost us anything."
"Yeah, okay, fine. She promised to blow me, then spent the night sucking some other guy's dick."
"That's too bad. But know what? You're in luck."
"I am?"
"Seeing that little bitch blew you off, I think its only fair I blow the birthday boy off." Jeez, did Heather write this herself?
"No, Miss Darling, I...really?"
"How could I let you go without on your birthday," she asked. "And this way you get a real blow job from a woman who knows how to suck cock." Dana licked her lips. "What do you say, baby? You want your best friend's mom to give you a blow job for your birthday?"
"Hell yeah," Bryan nodded enthusiastically almost making her laugh again.
Dana stepped closer, preparing to sink to her knees when Bryan said.
"Can you take your dress off?"
"You want to see my tits, baby?" She smiled. "Anything for the birthday boy."
Dana eased down the straps of the dress, then slipping her arms through them, shoved the top down with one arm, while keeping the other over her breasts to tease. With a lascivious smile, she turned and pushed the dress down past her hips.
She performed a slow and sexy shimmy as she worked the dress down to her knees, bending over to show off her ass in the slinky thong before kicking it away. Dana turned around, her hands under her breasts, cupping them for Bryan, and Brock who now stood behind the chair.
"Ouch!" Heather winced. "What the hell happened to your knees?"
"Shit," Bryan pointed to them. They weren't just scraped raw, but there was some bruising around the red. "Last shoot get a little rough?"
"Oh," Dana felt herself blush. "Well..."
"Brock, just film her from above the knees, she'll be on them in a minute anyway," Sylvia suggested.
"Already got it," Brock replied.
"Okay," Heather clapped her hands. "Let's get back on it, we can edit this little distraction out later."
Dana took a breath and stepping back up to the chair, sank to her knees between Bryan's legs. He smiled down at her as he rested his arms on the chair, lifting his hips while she tugged his sweats down.
The way her eyes widened wasn't an act as she was confronted with the biggest cock she'd ever seen, and she'd seen more than her share over the years, especially recently.
"Oh, honey, you came to the right place," she whispered while gripping his shaft in her left hand, her fingers not able to touch around it. "No little girl was going to be able to handle this."
"Nice improv,' she heard Matt say as she slowly stroked the long thick monster in front of her.
Dana ran her tongue up the front of his shaft, then swirled it slowly over his spongy head, her dark eyes turning upwards to stare into Brock's camera. She sucked briefly on the tip, before turning her head, and nuzzling her face into it.
His hot flesh throbbed against her cheek and Dana felt a shiver go through her when she noted his cock was the length of her face from her chin to over her eyes.
"Love it, girl," Heather called out. "Show us what you think of that big cock."
Dana closed her eyes, moaning softly as she rubbed her face along his cock, pushing his tip into her cheek and smearing pre-cum into it. She cocked her head to the side, and parting her lips took his shaft between them and worked her head up and down, sliding his hard flesh between her soft lips.
"Play that harmonica," Bryan whispered.
"Hmm," Dana worked her lips down to his huge balls, and eased his cock back, pumping it in her fist while she spent some time licking his swollen sac. She sucked on each of his heavy balls, before licking up one side of his cock, then the other.
He was so long she had to rise up on her knees to be able to get her head over him, and opening wide, took as much of him as she could in one long suck. She made it two thirds of the way before gagging.
Dana bobbed her head in a slow steady rhythm, her left hand following the trail of her lips. Even with her fist around him there was plenty to suck, and she opened wider, stretching her lips around him as she made another attempt to take him deeper.
She managed another couple of inches before being forced to stop then slipped him from her mouth and put on a show with her tongue fluttering it up and down his shaft and around his tip. She put both hands around him, marveling at the fact there was still enough to put in her mouth and bob her head.
Her eyes narrowed to slits, and moaning and whimpering, she kept her gaze on Brock, who over the camera had his full attention on her. Dana squeezed Bryan's cock harder, sending a squirt of pre-cum into her mouth, and moving her hands to his thick thighs angled her head and took most of his length down her throat.
She gurgled as spit flowed from both sides of her mouth, while she shook her head side to side. Bryan's hand went into her hair, pushing it from her face, and with a loud slurping sound, she sucked her way back to his tip and released him.
For the next few minutes, Dana worked his cock with her lips, tongue and hands. Licking stroking, and briefly sucking in between. She used her face as well, slapping his hard flesh against her soft cheeks, then sticking her tongue out and whacking his head on it.



Her eyes went from wide when she took him as deep as she could, to half shut, a look of lustful bliss on her face as she worshipped the beautiful cock with her mouth while wishing he was plundering her cunt with it.
Her face was now a hot sticky mess, as were her tits from drooling on them each time she opened as wide as she could to devour as much cock as possible. The eye makeup and lipstick she wore were a cheap brand so when her eyes watered from forcing his cock down her throat, it would send black streaks down her cheeks, as well as red smears along his shaft.
Each time she focused on Brock he had his camera far enough in front of him to see he was watching her intently. She couldn't imagine the amount of women he'd filmed in a variety of sexual acts over the years.
It was enough, no doubt to become somewhat numb to it; to see it for what it was, a job that he went about every day, but she was sure there were still times he enjoyed what he saw, and now knowing he had an interest in her, she was sure he was viewing this in not entirely professional manner.
The cameraman looking at her that way had always done it for her, and this was no exception. Dana found herself putting on even more of a show with her tongue and lips, eyeing Brock as much to watch him watch her as she was supposed to be looking into the camera.
She blinked when Sylvia appeared just behind him, watching her work, her grey eyes meeting hers several times. Dana caught movement to the right and saw Heather had raised her hands, then pressed them against her breasts.
Dana leaned away, reaching behind her head to tie her hair up on her head, the classic, "Baby, I'm about to really get to work' move. Her eyes locked onto his cock as she breathed heavily, trying to catch her breath. She shook her tits playfully and Bryan's hands came into view of the camera as he fondled them.
As big as her tits were, his hands covered them completely and she sighed as he gently squeezed her tits, his palms grazing over her nipples and she imagined those strong hands on her hips or shoulders as he took her from behind.
Dana gripped that amazing cock and sliding it between her tits, bounced up and down, fucking him with them to kill some more time and put on a different kind of show before she really began sucking.
The size of his cock had her clit aching with the need to feel it inside her, stretching her open and penetrating her deeper than she'd ever been before. Even as she lowered her head to give his tip a few sucks while tit fucking him, she imagined getting on his lap and sinking down, impaling herself on his massive dick.
She released her tits when Heather raised her hand and tapped her watch, telling her she'd teased long enough. Dana took a breath and taking him back into her mouth bobbed her head faster than before.
Bryan's control was remarkable, but his moans had become deeper and were coming more frequently over the past couple of minutes and his breathing had become heavier than when he'd been fucking her tits.
His face was now sweaty due to being under the low hung bright light, and his eyes were now shut, avoiding watching her to try to curb his excitement. Dana paused with just his tip between her lips and took a moment to stare into the camera, letting Brock get a good shot of the hot mess her face had become.
Sylvia gave her the "OK" sign with her fingers, and Dana went to work.
Instead of trying to take him down all at once, she eased him into her mouth slowly, sucking a couple of inches several times, then taking a little more, then more. Dana's hips moved in slow circles as her pussy gushed at not just the feeling of her mouth being forced further open by his insanely large cock, but again, what it would feel like inside her.
She knew Bill was behind her somewhere, the camera on her ass and zooming in on the red material between her thighs that was currently stuck to her gushing cunt. Dana imagined there would be a small round wet stain, and Bill was going to be sure to get it on camera.
She wiggled her ass more, and recalling Heather's little fetish, lifted her left foot in the air, and curled her toes so Bill could get a flash of her red polish in addition to the soft smooth sole of her foot.
All the while she sucked rapidly while keeping up her steady descent down the length of his cock. Dana opened her mouth as wide as she could and managed to get him deeper than she had before.
The room filled with her nasty gurgling sounds as she slobbered, drooled, and choked herself on Bryan's thick cock.
"Shit," he breathed, his hand drifting to the top of her head, getting a handful of her air and guiding her up and down his shaft. "Suck it," he added. "Suck that cock, Miss Darling."
Dana whimpered in response to his words, but it was as much in frustration that she had to keep sucking, when all she really wanted was to have him plow it into her greedy cunt. Bryan tapped the top of her head with his thumb, telling her he was getting close.
She leaned up higher, and plunging her face down in his lap, triumphantly got the last of him down her throat.
"Jesus," Bryan gasped and over his shoulder, Sylvia mouthed the word 'wow'.
Dana, tears flowing down her cheeks, pushed her lips into his smooth public mound hard enough to leave a red circle of lipstick, then released him with a loud gasp, pre cum and salva spraying down her chin and all over his already sloppy cock.
She took a quick breath, and went back to sucking, this time just taking half his length so she could go faster and harder. Bryan's free hand gripped the arm of the chair hard enough to turn his knuckles white as he struggled to hold back as long as he could.
He tapped her twice with his thumb, and a moment later, he gasped "Fuck!" and flooded her mouth with the first thick warm squirt. Forewarned, Dana had eased back so his load poured into her mouth rather than shoot down her throat.
Dana pumped him in her fist as she held his tip between her lips, jerking him into her mouth. She emitted a squeal, her eyes going wide as his cock pulsed in her mouth sending his cum flowing over her tongue.
She added her free hand to his balls, massaging and helping to drain them completely. Sylvia tapped her lips, and at the signal, Dana relaxed her mouth, and with her eyes on the camera, allowed thick strands of cum to flow from the sides of her mouth and down his shaft.
She moaned as she sucked him deeper, slurping some of his load back into her mouth, before once again easing her lips from his flesh. This time she let most of his load flow down his shaft to slide down onto his balls and drip onto the chair.
Dana slowly eased his tip from her lips, then parted them to let the last of his cum spill out, covering his head and sliding down his twitching shaft. She bent head, letting the last of it drip down her chest and flow between her tits.
"Oh my god," Bryan whispered. "Goddamn, Miss Darling, you can really suck."
"Hmm," Dana licked her lips, then lowering her head, noisily slurped some of the cum from his balls before looking up at Brock, cum covering her lips and chin.
"Happy birthday, baby." She then cocked her head and smiled as she delivered the closing line featured in every video for the channel. "Never forget, boys. Milf's blow better."
She stuck out her white coated tongue, wagging it as drops of pearly white fluid dripped off it, until Heather called out, "And...done!"
Dana sat back on her knees, staring down as cum oozed from her chin down onto her thighs.
"Damn, Dana," Bryan whistled. "You're the first woman who ever took me all the way." He paused. "Well, except for my English teacher back in high school."
"Yay, me," she laughed softly, then accepted a towel from Heather who had come over as soon as she'd called the shoot. "Thank you."
Dana looked for Brock who had given her a towel last time, but saw he was already off the set, and talking to Matt. Well, why would he want to be nice to her after last time.
"Good work, Dana," Heather told her. "That's one hell of a cock to take that deep."
"Be better if I could take it for a ride." Dana sighed wistfully.
"Maybe another time," Bryan rose from the chair and pulled his sweats back up over his messy cock. "I'm sure we'll work together again."
"I'm sure of it as well," Sylvia told him, putting her hand briefly on his muscular arm. "Make you earn your money next time."
"Thanks," Bryan gave her a mock serious look. "Like that wasn't work."
"Go take a shower, fool." Sylvia gave him a playful punch in the shoulder.
"Catch you next time, Dana," he leaned over and kissed the top of her head. "Promise, I'll take good care of you."
"I need someone to take care of me now." Dana said as she wiped off the right side of her face with the damp towel.
"I'm free in a half hour." Heather smiled down at her.
"Good job, H," Sylvia told her. "But you have editing to do now, so why don't you head to the film room with Brock?"
"Sure, thank you Miss Foxxx." Heather gave Dana a wave and headed away.
Dana finished wiping off her face, then her chest and anywhere she'd drooled or spilled cum on herself. Sylvia sat on the arm of the chair watching her, and rising to her feet, Dana asked.
"What did you think, am I doing a good job?"
"Great job, luv." Matt appeared next to her, holding open a robe. "As usual. You're a real natural."
"Thanks," Dana smiled as she slid her arms into the robe, then giggled when he put his arms around her to tie it for her. "Such a gentleman."
"I married a brown noser," Sylvia smirked. "He's being nice because he's hoping I'll give him the green light to shoot with you."
"Seriously?" Dana blinked. "He's your husband."
"Also a former porn star who still films from time to time, just like I do." She shrugged casually. "Who knows, maybe we can do a threesome together some day."
"Oh...um, I'm not into women."
"I'm sure with your ability to put on any expression you need, you could fake it."
"Do most women fake it?"
"Depends," Matt answered. "Some do it for the money, but a lot of women get tired of getting dicked all the time and enjoy it because its softer and more sensual."
"I don't see it for me," Dana explained. "I like cock too much."
"On that note," Sylvia's expression turned serious. "It's pretty obvious what happened to your knees."
"That," Dana looked around evasively.
"It wasn't from your last shoot because you were never on the floor." Matt added.
"No, it wasn't." Dana admitted and when the couple eyed her silently, she continued. "I had sex yesterday."
"You know, Dana," Sylvia spoke slowly as if choosing her words. "When you're not working for us, your life is yours to do as you please. But when you're in this industry you need to be careful of what you do outside of it."
"More like who than what," Matt added.
"Why?" Dana asked, causing them to look at each other before Sylvia asked.
"You know him?"
"Kind of."
"Kind of?" Matt raised his eyebrows.
"He was someone I used to see sometimes when he was a kid. Always saw him looking at me back then, and I ran into him yesterday, and he's out of college now so..." she flashed a rueful grin. "Guess I gave him what he always wanted."
"Looks more like he gave it to you," Sylvia pointed to her skinned knees.
"Rug burn," Dana gave her an embarrassed grin. "First time since college, I think."
"Be careful, luv." Matt told her. "It's like when you were a model, your body is your income."
"I've seen women in porn with bruises and other marks on them," Dana noted.
"We try to be better than that," Sylvia said with a serious expression. "We prefer our girls not looking like they've been used and abused."
"Except for the BDSM themed stuff of course." Matt corrected her.
"I don't get involved with that, I leave it to Joyce and Aaron." She frowned in distaste. "But this wasn't one of those shoots, so please be mindful of that in your personal encounters. And I hope you don't need to be told that you should be using something."
"Something? You mean birth control?"
"I mean condoms, and for obvious reasons."
"Oh, of course, sorry, I was thinking you meant something else." Dana laughed, hoping it sounded real and not forced.
"Aside from that," Matt flashed a huge smile. "We came by to see our rising star doing her thing."
"I'm doing well for you guys?"
"Dana, you have really exploded on the scene," Sylvia was now all smiles. "Top five searched on our site as a whole, and by far the top rated Milf."
"That's great," Dana smirked. "If my parents were around, they'd be proud."
"Probably not," Matt chuckled. "But we are. Porn industry is huge and the short clips of you we've put on Porn Hub are getting tons of views and comments."
"We've gotten fifteen hundred new subscribers to our site since you've started filming." Sylvia added. "People love everything about you, but most common remark..."
"That isn't about your tits or your oral skills," Matt interrupted.
"Is about how natural you are and how into it. They love you're not faking it."
"Glad I'm making you guys some money seeing you saved my house giving me the advances."
"You are, and we hope you're not a flash in the pan and have it in you to have it in you for a long time." Matt told her.
"On that note, you don't have to take everything you're offered, Dana," Sylvia explained. "You can say no. I don't want you to burn out."
"Please, I'm still on the scorned woman revenge tour," Dana grunted. "Shame he has no idea how I earned the money, part of me wants him to know."
"Figured that when you refused a screen name and went with your real one."
"I got the lecture from Ellen. I did what I did."
"It's your life," Matt shrugged. "Just know you can change it if you want."
"Seeing I'm making a name for myself and making you money, when do I get the threesome scene?"
"Eager, isn't she?" Matt laughed.
"It is a nice payday for the first one," Sylvia agreed. "I want the fans to have something to look forward to. That, and I'm trying to come up with the best scenario for you. Something better than this friend's hot mom, or desperate woman with no money schtick."
"Okay," Dana said, her disappointment making Matt chuckle again. "Tell you something, this BJ only thing sucks, and not in the on camera sense."
"Did something go wrong?" Sylvia asked. "You seemed to really like it."
"I like giving head, but I didn't get off, didn't get fucked. Shit, except for him rubbing my tits for a minute I didn't get anything." She laughed. "Thought this was about fantasy, I know a lot of guys like that."
"Its pure male fantasy and nature of that scene. Same for foot and handjob vids." Matt told her. "Just how it is."
"A lot of women are fine with it, they don't have to put up with the fucking, and they're easy peasy to shoot." Sylvia pointed to her. "You really aren't acting, you're a horny little thing, aren't you?"
"I wanted to hop on mid shoot."
"Well, you're next one is student teacher, you'll be getting some dick in that one." Matt paused and looked at Sylvia. "Could make that her threesome, pair of students fuck her during detention."
"Maybe, but I'm holding off for something better. Just don't know what yet." Sylvia changed the topic. "When is your divorce final, soon?"
"Two weeks from yesterday."
"How are you for legal fees? Do you need more in advance?" Sylvia questioned.
"Long as I get paid quick for this shoot and the next, I'm good."
"Wait," Matt had brought his calendar up on his phone. "You're scheduled to shoot the day before. Want me to reschedule you for a different scene later that week?"
"Why?"
"You really going to court a day after you film?"
"I'd go an hour after I filmed," Dana's eyes flashed. "Stand there with cum dripping down my thighs while I testified to how our marriage is beyond saving."
"Easy, girl." Sylvia shook her head. "It'll be over completely soon, don't let it keep owning you."
"You're right," Dana nodded, but just to agree because in her mind Ben had just given her a lot more pain, she felt she needed to make up for, and there was only one thing that made her feel better, and she'd been denied it on the set.
But it was still early.
*****
Dana, showered and dressed plainly in a pair of black jeans and a green Celtics t-shirt, exited her small dressing room and headed down the hall to the back parking lot which was gated and had a guard shack so only employees of the studio could go in and out.
It was a nice touch for the actors keeping it so not just anyone could come in and see what went on in there. If you worked for Sylvia, or one of the other studios she worked with, you knew what S&F entertainment did, but otherwise they were just another company renting out part of a multistory office building.
Dana was several steps from the elevator when she heard two voices in the corridor to her left. She looked over to see Bryan, now clad in shorts and a black t-shirt which bore the name "Gold's Gym" on it, speaking to a security guard, one of two that were on the floor watching the elevator on each end.
Dana hung back, watching and when Bryan clapped the guard on the arm and walked towards her, she resumed in the direction of the elevator to appear she just happened to be crossing paths with him.
"Hey, Bryan!"
"Oh, hey, Dana," he gave her a friendly smile. "Going down?" he winked, then laughed. "Sorry, that's kind of rude."
"No, its fine," Dana assured him as the door opened. "I mean, not like I can deny it, right?"
"True," Bryan stepped in, and kept his hand on the door while she followed. "First floor, or you stopping by booking?"
"No, I'm on my way out." The doors closed, and she asked. "So, what are you doing from here?"
"Going to pick up something to eat, then I have to hit the books. Big test in two days."
"You're in college?"
"Yeah, studying to be an engineer. I'm in my third year at URI."
"Nice, this how you're working your way through?"
"I have financial aid, but there's still books, insurance, the difference in tuition the aid doesn't pay for." He laughed. "I could get a real job, but I can make more doing this a few hours a week and its fun."
"It is." Dana gave him a flirty smile. "Speaking of fun, maybe I could come back to your place with you and have some."
"My place?"
"I feel kind of cheated after that shoot," she lowered her gaze to his crotch and sucked on her lower lip. "God, it was such a tease having it in my mouth and not getting it inside me. Figured we could do a private part two of your birthday celebration."
"Oh, wow," Bryan didn't look as excited as she'd hoped. "Well, I have a roommate and I think he's home."
"My place then." Dana hadn't brought anyone home since she'd kicked Ben out, because in her mind it wasn't her house yet, but with that about to happen, why not? If she was going to break the ice with someone, why not Bryan? Hot, seemed genuinely nice, and hung like a bull.
"We can grab something on the way if you're hungry, then you can make me dessert."
"Your place?" Bryan sighed. "Look, Dana, I'm flattered, but think I'm going to say no."
"Oh," Dana's eyes narrowed. "Do you have a girlfriend?"
"No."
"Sylvia won't care if that's what you're worried about. We're on our own time, and..."
"Dana," he put his hand up for her to stop. "I'm trying to be cool, but thing is? I'm not into older women."
"You..." She was confused. "But we just shot together."
"We did, and because of my age, a lot of the work I've gotten so far is playing cub to the cougar, and that's fine. But when I'm on my time? No offense, but I don't want to spend time with women my mom's age."
"What's age matter? If a woman's attractive she's attractive."



"Look, you're banging all guys my age so far here, right?"
"Not just here, I like younger guys, period."
"Fine, so would you want to have sex with an older guy?"
"Well..."
"No, you wouldn't because its not what you like, so same here. Here, I fuck who I'm paid to. When I'm not, I like to spend time with girls at school or the clubs."
When Dana looked away, trying not to wither in embarrassment at getting shot down, he put his hand on her shoulder.
"Hey, I'm not trying to make you feel bad. It's just how it is."
"I get it," she said softly. "Sorry I came onto you."
"Like I said, I'm flattered, and I'm sure you'll have no problem finding someone who'll be happy to have some fun with you."
The elevator reached the first floor and when the door opened, he stood to the side for her to leave first, but she waved him to go first.
"Okay," he gave her a small smile. "Hope this doesn't mean you won't work with me again sometime."
"I fuck who I'm paid to," she replied, still not making eye contact.
"And she scores," Bryan winced, then gave her a wave. "See you around."
Dana stepped out of the elevator and almost walked into Brock, who was carrying a can of Mountain Dew in one hand and a brown bag in the other.
"Sorry!" She stepped back from him.
"No worries," he told her with a smile. "Worse things than running into a beautiful woman."
"You sure you don't mean a diva suffering from rested bitch face?"
"Hey," Brock pointed with one finger around the coffee. "You said it."
"I did, and I also need to say I'm sorry." Dana reached back to hold the elevator.
"I don't have to shoot for two more hours," Brock hung back. "But figured it's not worth going home so I'd hang here." He gestured to a bench against the wall in the lobby. "Want to sit for a few minutes?"
"Um..."
"Jeez, it's a bench, not a date," Brock told her. "You're safe from my unsavory advances."
"Right," Dana slapped herself in the forehead. "God, what's wrong with me? Sure, let's sit."
She followed him over to the bench, where he popped the cap and after sipping from his soda, put it down between them and slid out a silver bag, from which he produced a thick burrito.
He took a large bite of it, and after swallowing said,
"Gotta tell you, I don't know how you ladies do it. I could barely take a couple inches of that thing."
"Clas-sy!" She exclaimed, then laughed. "Takes practice and dedication."
"Then you are one dedicated lady," Brock told her. "I've been working here for six years, and I think Bryan's the second biggest I've ever seen. Don't know what they fed that kid growing up."
She simply nodded, staring glumly at the floor.
"You okay?"
"I'm good, I just..." she grunted "Took a big kick to the ego I guess."
Brock eyed her over the soda as he took several long swallows.
"Really? Everyone seemed impressed upstairs."
"Upstairs is the key word."
Brock paused in thought, then snapped his fingers.
"You were just with Bryan, you try to hook up with him?"
"No! I...yes." she sighed. "How did you know?"
"Happens a lot with newer talent, works both ways, and that's when everyone finds out that for most this is a job, and people not completely comfortable with it don't want to take it home. Hell, a few have partners who don't know what they do, which is pretty shitty you ask me."
"Got told he doesn't like older woman. Just does who he's paid to do here."
"Hence the sad puss and bruised ego." Brock nodded. "And karma if I may add."
"Karma?"
"I recall you saying to me why drive an older model when you can get a new ride every day."
"I did say that," Dana rested her elbows on her knees and her chin in her hand. "And my ex-husband said something like that to me yesterday. Guess I did get what I deserved."
"He went with young girls. Typical for an older guy," Brock acknowledged. "Not me though. I have no interest in girls with daddy issues or just plain sugar babies. Working here I could have had a few."
"They think you have money working here?"
"They know I have some influence with Sylvia and figured if they fucked me they'd get the highest paying shoots. Not that they're not hot little things, but I just don't want to be one of those guys. I want a woman over a child, and not like older women can't be a great time. After all, I'm sitting next to the Dana Darling."
"Who just got told she's too old."
"No, you were told you're not his type, and that's okay. If it makes you feel better, Bryan is a means to an end type of actor. He knows he's not doing this for more than a couple of years to get through school, so maybe part of it is wanting to keep his distance."
"Maybe, but, okay, I never thought I'd say this, but it made me feel kind of cheap."
"How so?"
"I just spent fifteen minutes choking on his dick and taking his load in my mouth, and he had zero interest in anything more for fun."
"And that cheap feeling comes with the biz, and this was your first encounter with it. Just because you're a porn star does not mean every man wants you." He grinned. "Consider the ego properly deflated and move on."
"Guess you're right, and, shit!" she exclaimed. "Dammit, I'm supposed to be saying I'm sorry and you're giving me advice."
"No time limit on an apology." He took another bite of lunch, then put his hand to his ear. "Listening" he said around his mouthful of food.
"Brock, I'm sorry I went off on you the other day. It was uncalled for, and I've felt bad about it ever since."
"This for me or to make yourself feel better?"
"Both."
"Point for honesty!" He saluted her, then went back to his burrito, while Dana pulled her phone from her purse when she heard it vibrating.
It was Ben.
She let it ring and when it ended, waited for the signal she had a voicemail, but didn't get it. Curious, she checked her history and saw he'd called four times in the last hour and not left any messages.
"Everything okay?"
"Yeah, sorry," she dropped the phone back in her purse. "And sorry in general. You were just being nice, and I just went full blown cunt on you."
"I appreciate the apology, but its all good."
"No, she shook her head. "Its really not. I don't know what the hell came over me."
"Denny D, I believe."
"Heh, I heard the same joke from," she snapped her fingers. "Ellen! She told me knew you from years ago when you worked at Vogue."
"Ellen from Beautiful You?" Brock broke into a huge smile. "How is she? I haven't heard from her in a couple of months."
"She's good, in fact, she put in me in touch with Sylvia so I could make some money and..." she stopped herself. "Never mind, you already got the condensed cliff notes of my life in full audio bitch."
"That was good." Brock laughed again, and she had to admit, he had an amazing smile, his perfect white teeth cutting through the black and gray of his neatly trimmed beard. "And that's fine. Once you got started, I could tell you had some heavy shit built up inside."
"You didn't need to bear the brunt of it though."
"Stop feeling bad, everyone has a bad day sometimes. But I never saw someone do it after a pair of orgasms and a good fucking."
"It wasn't that" she stopped for a moment. "I..."
"You what?"
"Nothing, it was you asking me out."
"If you weren't interested you could have said that." Brock told her. "I don't think the rant was warranted."
"It wasn't and that's why I'm sorry."
"You were shitty to me for no reason, but I'm willing to accept your apology if you could just give me some kind of reason." Brock leaned back and continued on his burrito, signaling he was waiting for her to give him what he wanted.
"Fine, thing that got me, Brock was feeling there's only one reason you'd ask me out. That reason wasn't my eyes or my smile. It was my mouth and my cunt and wanting me to give you what you filmed me doing with someone else.
"I have an ex-husband who even during our marriage made comments that the only thing I had going for me was my looks. First modeling, then hooking him," she laughed harshly. "So he says, anyway, with being younger and beautiful and a freak in bed. Now that we're divorced, he's really thrown that at me, called me a whore and every name under the sun."
"You believe him?" Brock had finished his lunch and while waiting for her reply chugged the rest of the soda.
"No!" she said a little too vehemently.
"Then why did you assume that's all I'm interested in?" He wiped his mouth, then tucked the empty bottle into the bag.
"Because it's not like you saw me out somewhere and decided to come over and say hi, you just spent a half hour filming me fucking, and did some of my other shoots."
"True, but I see..."
"I don't want to argue after I said I was sorry, but please don't insult me with you don't see sex when you're working."
"Damn straight I do. It's a fun job, but still a job, and I'm not going to say I don't enjoy watching, but its just that because all those women are to me are models playing a role and performing an act.
"But I see more in you. I heard you had a background in modeling, and just to defend myself I'm going to confess something to you."
"What's that?"
"That Sylvia told me who you were, and to watch out for you, make sure you were okay during your shoots, and help you if you weren't. Turns out you're fine with the work, but knowing a little about you made me want to get to know you, hear your story."
"You heard it the other day."
"I heard a woman who is upset about a failed marriage, who was put under financial duress that led her to making a desperate decision to save an important part of her life. But that's not the real you, Dana, just where you are in the moment."
"Ellen told me she knew you from before, then ran into you here."
"That's a slammed door," Brock muttered. "Yeah, it's a small world right? One minute we're shooting the shit at a fashion show where I'm taking pictures of the runway models some of whom were Ellen's talent. Flash forward, I walk onto a set and there she is with her hair dyed red, getting ready to be filmed as an escort hired by a married couple."
"Ellen shot with women?"
Brock's eyes narrowed.
"If she didn't tell you what she did, I probably shouldn't."
"She wouldn't even give me her screen name. Afraid I'd look her up."
"You would. Thanks for the apology and keeping me company, but I'm going to head back upstairs."
"What's your next shoot?"
"A gloryhole piece. Girl blows a couple of guys through a hole, then bends over against it so the last one can fuck her. Want to come watch?"
"I'll pass, thanks."
"I'm going to put my neck in the noose again." Brock rose. "A simple no will do this time, but how about we go out for coffee or maybe dinner some time? Get to hear each other's story?"
"I'm not looking to date, Brock."
"Then don't use the word date, could just be two people with some common interests getting together and talking."
"With porn the shared interest?"
"Modeling, photography. I'm sure you wondered how I went from New York catwalks to filming gloryhole porn. I might be willing to tell you."
"Why, Brock?"
"Why what?"
"I'm separated, divorce isn't final for a couple more weeks. I'm a hot mess emotionally and a porn star on top of it. What would you see in me? Seriously, even if I were game to date how could you date me while I do this? I ask because I don't see myself quitting anytime soon."
"I'm going to tell you there's a reason I don't care about what you do, but you only get it if we go out. Great martini bar opened up down the road, we could go there Friday night."
"I don't know."
"Tell you what, you come out with me, and I'll," he leaned over to whisper even though no one else was near them. "Tell you Ellen's screen name. Maybe even send a link to one of her vids that's still out there."
"Betraying a friend's confidence isn't exactly a way to establish trust, you know." Dana pointed out. "Even though I'd bet anything she's looked me up."
"That's a sucker's bet because I'm sure she has. Ellen's a bigger perv than she lets on. Tries to blame the industry for bringing it out of her, but that woman had some serious pent-up fantasies." he winked. "But good on you for turning it down, but my offer of how I ended up here, and why a porn star girlfriend wouldn't bother me still stands."
"I..." she looked down to see her phone was vibrating again in her purse because she hadn't turned the ringer back on yet. Ben again. "Tell you what. Let me get through the divorce, and I'll think about it."
"Hmm, so you can fuck on camera and," he pointed to her knees. "Off set, but you need to be divorced officially for a date that's not a date?"
"Well..."
"I'll take what I can get." He told her. "I'll ask again when its final."
"Fair enough. Take it easy, Brock."
"You too, Dana."
She watched him as he waited for the elevator. Would it be so bad? A couple of drinks and talking to someone other than Ellen? Going out as a woman, and not a wild cat sex crazed living breathing porn star persona she'd adopted before she'd actually become one?
Time with a man interested in getting to know her and not just in bed? To get out of her own self-centered misery, and listen to someone else's story? Ellen knew him, and had encouraged her to go out with him, and she wouldn't hook her up with an asshole because she knew she'd already spent years with one.
The word made her take her attention from Brock and pluck her phone from her purse. Rising and walking towards the doors leading to the parking lot, she kept her phone in her hand until she'd reached her car.
Dana put it on the dash, linking it to the car, but still waited until she pulled out of the parking lot, waving to Frank, the guard operating the gate as she did. She turned onto the main street then hit call.
"Dana," he said simply, but she could hear the anger, and disgust in that one word.
"Why are you blowing up my phone, Ben? Figured we said everything we needed to yesterday."
"You fucking pig," he hissed, his voice coming out of the speakers around her. "You sick twisted skank!"
"I can see why you didn't leave a message," she replied calmly, already knowing what his problem was. "This would sound great playing at the divorce."
"Know what else will? Me bringing up the fact you fucked my best friend's son in his goddamn office!"
"We're legally separated." Dana explained. "And sex in an office might fall under something some would see as wrong, but it doesn't break any actual laws," she smirked even though he couldn't see her. "We fucked in your office, and you did it with your intern there more than once."
"You..."
"And when it comes to an intern who really needs her job, the words blackmail and coercion could come into play."
"You think you're cute, bitch?"
"I would think twice before bringing this up in court. Hal knows the background behind why I filed and seeing you and Lucas and others thought you were cute firing Jim, don't think I can't get him as a character witness who knows what you did, who you did and where you did it."
There was a long silence on the other end, but Dana knew he hadn't hung up because she could hear him breathing.
"Not bad for someone with nothing between their ears." She spoke into his silence.
"You took advantage of a young boy."
"Please, he's out of college and I can tell you from firsthand experience, he's all man. Even better, he wasn't looking to keep his job like Felicia Stone was." She laughed as the silence returned. "Didn't think I knew her name? Hal spoke with her in case we need her, because after she fucked you to keep her position, she was let go a month later anyway."
"You never disclosed you knew any of this."
"I didn't have to, our divorce, other than the house was nice and simple. But Hal made sure we had some bullets in the chamber if needed. Play nice, Ben," her lips curled into a cold smile. "Or play hardball and I might just get the house for free."
"I can't believe I was married to you."
"Makes two of us. Are we done here?"
"You seduced my best friend's son right down the hall from me, and you think you can just get away with it?"
"How's it feel?" she asked softly. "To have people laughing at you behind your back because of something someone else did? Ethan got taken for a ride by Ben's ex. Bet they're saying how awful it is, then going back to their office and laughing at you. Some might be wishing they were the one I went after."
"I gave you the chance to stay in the house, and this is what you do to me? Take some kind of cheap revenge on me? And Lucas didn't do..."
"He cost me two fucking jobs!" She lost her cool and shouted at him. "Because in your own words you never meant for me to have a chance at the house! But I have it, and I decided, like you said, to have my cake, and eat someone else's too. That's how it works for the boy's club, so it's good enough for me."
"You made a mistake Dana. The things I said to you yesterday weren't nice, but they were the truth. What you did was deliberate and personal. If I were you, I'd watch my back."
"Ethan watched it yesterday for me."
This time the call ended, and Dana debated calling Matt and telling him what happened. She'd get lectured for yesterday, after all, it was a low thing to do, deserved or not, but no laws were broken, but he might want to bring his file of Ben's dirty secrets with him just in case.
They would have helped had she chosen the path of alimony, but seeing she declined it, wouldn't factor into much else. But if he wanted to push at the last minute and use her character as an example, she had proof of his as well.
But one thing was obvious even to her right now. She had to slow down. Worked up as the shoot had left her, she couldn't go out and find a disposable boy toy tonight, or until after the divorce was final.
Not that she was committing any crimes, but Ben, along with Ellen's warning, and the conversation with Matt and Sylvia, during which she'd gotten around admitting she went bareback with her lovers, were a series of warnings telling her to slow down, and for once, she needed to listen.
At least for the next few days.
*****
"How's it feel going into the one week countdown to officially being a single woman?" Ellen lifted her mug of tea to her lips.
"I don't know," Dana replied. "Glad it'll be over with soon but wondering what difference it really makes."
"Its closure," Ellen explained. "Legally official, and no more dealing with Ben in any way other than to send the last four payments to his attorney. He calls you now, you still feel you need to know what he wants, after next week, you block his number and never talk to that sack of shit again."
"Yeah," Dana stared down at her coffee.
"You don't seem enthused about what I just said."
"I saw him three days ago."
"I know, I was hoping you would have called and told me how it went, but when you didn't, I figured I'd wait until we met for coffee." Ellen gave her a warm smile. "I love that we're spending time together again."
"Me too," Dana replied absently while looking at her phone.
"Everything okay?"
"Yes, I mean no," she sighed. "I don't know."
"What's wrong? You had a shoot two days ago, did it go okay, getting tired of it?
"It went okay except it was just a blow job scene, and it left me all worked up."
"Happened to me a couple times." Ellen leaned back in her chair. "It wasn't so much about not getting anything out of it, but those were the scenes that made me feel cheap and humiliated."
"What do you mean?"
"To me, a full out scene involved me both giving and receiving. Just giving head made me feel like 'look at this whore just being a cum dumpster."
"Tell you something, Ellen. Not many people would believe me if I told them you talk like that."



"Even fewer that I did it." She chuckled. "But I'm not trying to make you feel that way, everyone is different. I knew women who preferred vids like that because they weren't that into it and were fine without having to get fucked." Ellen grinned. "The foot vids just make you feel silly."
"Haven't done one of those, maybe my feet aren't sexy enough," Dana joked, but even she could hear there wasn't much humor behind it.
"Everything about you is sexy, Dana."
"You have to say that you're my best friend."
"I'm a former model, a current agent, and former adult film star. I know sexy when I see it. I hired you back in the day, remember? Trust me, you have anything a man, or woman, could want."
"Um, okay." Dana shrugged. "Funny you say that the BJ shoot was directed by a girl named Heather, she does all girl on girl scenes, and insisted I'd do one at some point."
"Most likely. Someone starts off hot in the straight scenes, then does some lesbian shoots. It gets the guys to check them out, and the women already there become new fans."
"You do them?"
"I told you, we don't talk about what I did, but I have mentioned being in your shoes, so that should tell you I did straight scenes."
"But you just said most women do and you did this for a couple of years and..."
"Nice deflection," Ellen cut her off in a way that made Dana feel her friend was the one deflecting. "What's wrong? I don't think being left horny over a shoot is that big of a deal. Not like you won't find it somewhere that night."
"For your information, I didn't." Dana told her with an edge in her voice.
"Now I know there's something wrong."
Dana sighed, and told Ellen about Bryan, and how embarrassed she was to be shot down. Then, knowing she was in for an I told you so, mentioned her warning from Sylvia.
"Then I'm glad you listened and didn't go back on the prowl because she's right," Ellen frowned. "To be honest, I didn't know you rode those kids raw, that's risky in general, Dana, but in the industry..."
"Okay, I get it, so enough." Dana drew a line across her neck. "End of discussion."
"I hope you do," Ellen said simply. "Sorry about Bryan, but he had a point, everyone has their type."
"I know," Dana conceded, "Still a shot to the ego."
"Maybe a needed one. Keep in mind, this is the bullshit Ben threw in your face, that he wanted younger, it's the same for all that type."
"So glad we're talking! I feel much better."
"Friends tell it like it is, you think no man can resist you. Again, that's common in the industry, as is the eventual wake up call. Not every porn star wants to be one, or with one, offscreen."
"Duly noted," Dana grunted sourly.
"You're not usually thin skinned, Dana." Ellen put her hands out to her. "Give it up, there's something else behind this." When Dana didn't' respond, she snapped her fingers. "We started with you seeing Ben and got off on a tangent. Something go wrong? He try to refuse the check?"
"Yes to both," Dana's throat tightened and her eyes grew misty. "He said some things, and they," she had to force herself to speak as her throat tightened with delayed emotion. "Really hurt."
Ellen took her hands in hers.
"I'm sorry, Dana. Do you want to tell me?"
"I don't know."
"It might help," Ellen gave her hands a reassuring squeeze. "No jokes, no judgement. I'm here to listen and support my girl, okay?"
Dana returned the comforting squeeze, and haltingly told her about Ben's affairs going back much further, and how he felt their entire marriage was a mistake because he married the whore and not the 'good woman'.
She had to stop a few times so she wouldn't lapse into tears, but managed to get through, including him using the new revelations to ask if the house still meant enough to her to keep it.
"Damn straight you keep it, and good on you for telling him you could resell it and make money if you changed your mind."
"Yeah, go me," she said glumly.
"You really think he was cheating that far back? Maybe he was just trying to hurt you."
"I believe it. He bought into the boy's club a lot sooner than I thought. God, even Lucas was such an asshole to me when he saw me in the waiting room. Creep all but came out and said he cost me the job at Mario's too, then denied it, typical lawyer," she scoffed.
"What do you mean?"
Dana quickly relayed that brief but nasty exchange, and Ellen shook her head.
"Don't you say that the head of that firm is a family values type? Does he have any idea what his employees do?"
"No idea, I only met him a few times, but he seemed like a decent sort, maybe he's oblivious or maybe he turns a blind eye, doesn't matter."
"Might if you went to him with all this."
"Like he'd fire two senior partners over a nasty divorce and teaming up on me." Dana waved her hand. "I opened up a big enough can of worms as it is."
"You did?"
"Now I'm worried they're going to try something."
Ellen's eyes narrowed.
"Why would they? Ben hurt you, why would he feel the need to keep going?"
"Well..." Dana looked around evasively. "I did something stupid that really pissed him off."
"Stupid as in what? You key his car or something?"
"I fucked Lucas's son."
"Oh, for fuck's sake Dana! You went looking for the guy's kid and seduced him?"
"I didn't have to look far. Saw him on the way out, went into his office and took him right there."
"Dana," Ellen looked away and took a deep breath. "I swear to Christ, Sylvia should stop handing you scripts and just follow you around as a porn reality show," she sighed. "Except no one would believe anyone could be that reckless and downright dumb."
"I have no defense for that, and that's what led to my warning. Ended up with rug burn on my knees and they saw it during the shoot."
"Lucky it was only a BJ scene, Sylvia might not have let you shoot like that."
"I could have worn black thigh highs or something, but main thing is I was hurt, mad, wanted to pay those two pricks back so took a page out of their book and screwed someone half my age in one of the offices."
"To quote Pat Benatar, sex isn't a weapon, Dana. Nor is it the only form of revenge, you getting the house is enough payback because he has to live with himself for making you the offer in the first place, should have listened to his lawyer and pushed the sale, he did it to fuck with you, and it backfired."
She leveled a finger at her. "You do not have to keep trying to have the last word, or should I say last muffled moan because your mouth always has to be full."
"Ellen!" Dana flinched at her words. "That was a little much, don't you think?"
"The good friend telling you everything is okay doesn't work with you, Dana. Your head strong and obsessed with head these days. You've reverted back to what you were when you were young, and just like then, you don't stop, you could ruin your career and keep making a mess of your life in general."
Ellen gave her a genuinely disgusted look.
"Only you could have a job that involves fucking and still need to risk it by having sex on the side."
"I just..."
"Know, what, Dana? Maybe you need to talk to someone, maybe you're a damn nymphomaniac."
"Now you're just being a bitch." Dana snorted.
"True, if you were a nympho, you wouldn't have stayed faithful in your marriage. Maybe you're just a mid-life nympho."
"Much better," Dana replied sarcastically.
"Ever think about women?"
"Huh? Where did that come from?"
"I don't know, maybe as much as you want them, men don't do anything for you anymore. You might have a little more satisfaction with a woman."
"I'm not into women, Ellen. Not even sure why you'd say that unless it's meant as another insult."
"Just grasping at straws to stop you from grasping every young cock within ten feet of you." Ellen sat back and drummed her long French manicured nails on the table. "God, you're worse than a horny coed so desperate for attention you'd suck off an entire frat house."
"I don't have to take this." Dana pushed her chair back. "Tough love is one thing; slut shaming is another." She rose and pointed to Ellen, lowering her voice to an angry whisper. "You sucked any cock Sylvia put in front of you on the set the same way I am now, so don't you dare judge me!"
"As a last resort to save what's mine, just like you're doing. The difference between us is I left it on the set! I didn't need to go chasing it down everywhere else!"
"It's my body, and my life." Dana struggled to keep her voice down when she noticed people at the next table were now watching the obvious argument. "I thought you wanted to be back in my life, but guess I was wrong."
Dana grabbed her purse, but before she could pick it up, Ellen grabbed her wrist.
"Please sit, I'm sorry I said those things, but its how you're acting."
"Lame apology not accepted." She tugged her arm away from her.
"I'm angry at you because you're proving Ben right."
"Done here, Ellen." Dana told her. "Thank you for putting me in touch with Sylvia and thank you for now making me feel like shit about it."
"You still never listen, do you?" Ellen asked. "I am not judging you for what you're doing for work, it's the rest of your wild antics." She sighed. "Look, just sit down and let me tell you what I mean about Ben."
"I think I've had enough abuse for now. I feel less demeaned sucking for money than I do talking to you."
"Dana," Ellen's voice was soft, but there was a tremor in it that proved it was an effort for her to keep it that way. "I saved your career when you started out. You barely spoke to me during your marriage because of that asshole, and you come back looking for help, and I help you again. So the least you're going to do for me is sit on your ass and listen to me for a few more minutes."
She pointed to the seat.
Dana gave her a hard stare, and wanted nothing more than to walk away, but angry as she was, Ellen's words brought up the guilt and shame she'd felt for letting Ben take her away from her, Burt, and other friends she'd made in the industry...and even giving it up for him.
She sank into the chair and whispered. "Go ahead."
"Ben keeps throwing this shit at you that all you have are your looks and all you're good at and for is sex. He's right," she raised her hand when Dana put her hands on the table to push herself back to her feet. "But only because you make him right."
"This job is the only way I could..."
"Not the job, the rest of it. You're a good woman, Dana, and you have a lot to offer outside the bedroom, but I think he's convinced you otherwise, or maybe you already felt that way because you were like this before."
"I love sex, and I love to be wanted." Dana replied softly. "Is that so wrong?"
"You can be wanted for more than that. Dana, since you left Ben, you've been on a goddamn rampage, and you don't even spend the night."
"I'm not there for spooning and afterglow." Dana retorted. "I find, I fuck, I leave. Works for men, doesn't it?"
"Not every man, and these are boys Dana. I think that's the problem, why not look at getting back into dating?"
"While I'm in porn? How's that work? You said yourself you didn't dare for the two years you did this."
"I was heartbroken, and my reaction was different than yours. You're on a revenge tour where every fuck makes you somehow think you're paying Ben back. I did the job for the money, some physical release, but emotionally I wasn't ready for anything."
"And I'm not either." Dana frowned. "And since when are you? You not only never remarried, but I don't hear you talking about anyone serious."
"You weren't talking to me at all for a while," she reminded her. "But no, no one serious."
"Why not?"
"Because unlike you I have some restraint, Dana. I'm busy with the agency and honestly, I'm still a little gun shy with men when it comes to being serious. When the need gets to be too much, I have someone I can spend some time with."
"Some time?"
"Could be just a fun weekend, could be a regular thing for a few weeks, but the understanding is its not permanent."
"You have a friend with benefits is what you're saying?"
"Exactly, we're comfortable together, we have a good time and its affection and not just sex, but its not the L word and not for keeps as they say."
"Can I meet this guy?"
"No offense, but I stress the private in my private life these days."
"How about a picture?"
"Dana, we're talking about you. What about Brock, you ever catch up and apologize to him?"
"I did, and he was cool about it, made me feel worse that he was."
"He's a laid back old soul type," Ellen nodded. "He ask you out again?"
"Yes, but, Jesus, Ellen, the guy met me while filming me fucking, how can that even work?"
"It could, but with the right person, and trust me, Brock is that person."
"He made it sound like there's a reason he doesn't care, but I don't get the story unless I at least go for coffee with him."
"Then go!"
"Ellen, I don't care how smooth the guy is, or if he is that genuinely nice, but you say all I see myself good for is sex? All he's seen is me have sex so if he's interested it's just for that."
"Dana, I know him, you don't. I know his story, you don't." Ellen paused to rub her temple as the argument was giving her a headache. "I wouldn't ask you to think about if I thought he was just looking for a fuck."
"I'm done with guys my age."
"Who says it has to be more than a night out where you talk to someone about something other than your own problems? Like you learned from that kid, not everyone finds you irresistible."
"So Brock has no interest in sex?"
"Fine, I'm sure he wouldn't mind sex, but he wants to know you, and even if its just as a friend, I think you could use that."
"You two have discussed me haven't you?"
"Yes, he called me a couple days ago because seeing you reminded him he hadn't talked to me for a while, so he wanted to check in, and I asked how you were doing, and he said great on the set, but you unloaded on him. This was after you already told me what happened, so I just played dumb."
"Ellen, are you trying to fix me up like this is damn high school?"
"I'm trying to get you to stop being a porn star when you're not being a porn star. Consider going for coffee with Brock as a favor to me. If nothing comes out of it, fine, but at least you'll spend some time with someone your own age that you're not throwing yourself at."
"I told him after the divorce is final end of next week, I'd think about going out with him."
"Then make it a yes, and I'll leave you be." Ellen's expression softened. "Dana, I'm going to tell you something I didn't before about the industry because I felt it was your only way to get what you wanted"
"What is it?"
"It can take a toll on a person, more so in women, but men as well. A lot of people get hot and heavy in the beginning, then flame out and part of the flame out is realizing just how meaningless it made sex seem and that you're forever going to worry about people finding out and feel cheap and disgusting.
"I'm not saying anyone is, but it's how many have felt, and I did struggle with what I did once I left. Looking back has different insight than when you're in the heat of it and that's why I want you to be careful."
"But I like it, you never got off for the camera, I do, and this is like the ultimate rush for me."
"Okay, for now it is, and maybe it always will be. There are people who stay in the game for a long time like Sylvia, but they're few and far between. Pace yourself and don't go deeper down the rabbit hole as far as the type of shoots you'll do."
"Advice heard," Dana told her.
"Sorry if I was harsh to you,"
Dana remained silent as now that she'd calmed down, a thought entered her mind about what Ellen had just said.
"Ellen, did something bad happen to you?"
"No," she shook her head. "Never a problem on set, but I guess what I'd call the aftermath was harder than I thought it would be. It changed the way I see sex and relationships."
"That why you haven't been serious since you left?"
"Big part of it, yes."
"I'm sorry for that, but I'll be fine."
"Right," Ellen didn't look convinced. "You said you did a shoot couple days ago, when's your next one, next week?"
"Tomorrow," Dana told her. "Student teacher."
"Two in three days?"
"This was supposed to be later in the week, but Matt called and asked if I'd be okay with tomorrow because they accidently over booked on the original day, but left slots open for tomorrow."
"So much for listening to me." Ellen muttered glumly.
"Oh, for God's sake, Ellen, I already agreed to it, and I'm not going to back out. I'll be more careful off set, but as far as shoots? I'll do as many as I want, okay, Mom?"
"Like the saying goes, you do you, Dana," she rose to her feet and tossed a ten on the table for a tip, "And everyone else."
*****
Dana sipped at her French Vanilla latte and leaning back in the chair, couldn't resist picking up her phone. After all, it had been a whopping twenty minutes since she'd looked, and it was only that long because she'd been in the car, then in line to get her coffee.
She'd chosen the small table in the far corner so there would be no one behind her who could look over her shoulder and see what was on her phone. Although part of her wouldn't have minded if the person happened to be male, in his early twenties and into milf porn.
Specifically, if it starred 'Dana Darling, the hottest up and cumming Milf in the game!" The quote was the title of the brief ten-minute interview she'd done for Adult Prime that they'd posted on their channel "Milfs do it better."
According to them, and hundreds of comments left on her videos, Dana was doing it better than most, and it was because she loved every minute of it. The exhibitionism she'd displayed in her early twenties as a model that left her hot, wet, and ready to fuck the first cock she could get her hands or mouth on after being filmed, had returned with a vengeance.
Fucking not just on camera, but with a small crew of men watching was a dream come true. Not only did it get her horny enough to really get into being gotten into but was what made her videos stand out. Sure, some women could act like they loved it, smile through a facial after being fucked in every position, fake an orgasm or too, but...
Dana wasn't acting nor was she faking anything.
Her eagerness to suck and fuck the hot young studs she shot with, the way her orgasms weren't just real, but powerful, and the look of pure lust and joy on her face during her encounter were taking the industry by storm.
After only a dozen shoots, her porn star ranking on Porn hub had soared to below five hundred and considering how many active, and even more non active starlets, were on that site, it was a testament to how many people loved the way she legit loved her work.
Dana's latest shoot, "Mother of all Revenge" had dropped on Milftacular last night and already had dozens of comments and three thousand thumbs up. The role was her as the mother of an asshole son who slept with his best friend's girlfriend. The awful act reminded her character of how her husband had cheated on her and pissed her off so much she fucked the brains out of her son's friend for revenge and made sure he found out about it.
Dana's enthusiasm for this one was higher than usual considering her own asshole husband, had cheated on her with young escorts, and she went full blown wildcat on her twenty-two-year-old co-star, Max Driver.
Her character was so angry it was in the script for her to take it in the ass, something Dana had said she wasn't sure she'd be up to, and being she was filling in last minute and couldn't be held to it, Billy, the director of the shoot, told her to play it by ear and if she wanted to give it a go, to simply tell Max to "fuck her where her ex never had" while he was taking her doggy.



Dana shouldn't have been surprised that by the time they'd reached that position she was so caught up in not just the sex, but her own anger at going through what her character had, she uttered the line.
She'd experienced anal sex several times when she was younger, but Ben had never been into it, and Max, like all porn stars, was bigger than average and even though he eased it in slowly, Dana was feeling some immediate regret and heard Ellen's warning in her mind about going further down the rabbit hole.
Once Max really went to town, it hurt like hell the first few minutes and her squealing, the way both her big brown eyes and mouth were wide open, and the expression of discomfort laced with lust as she became caught up in the sheer dirtiness of taking it in the ass on camera, on her face was beyond convincing, it was as Billy later declared "Pure gold."
She'd finished in style, taking Max's cock directly from her ass to her mouth-at least in the edited version which cut out him quickly wiping off, sucking him off and then letting him jack off all over her red, sweaty and tear-streaked face. Dana had trouble sitting and wasn't walking right for two days, but damn, it had been worth it.
She smiled as she opened the site and seen she'd not only gained another hundred views in the last twenty minutes, but two comments.
"Goddamn! I have never seen a woman love the camera, and the cock, the way Dana does!"
"I think Miss Darling mentioned revenge in her debut casting video and she fucked this stud hell hath no fury style and even her dialogue had a nasty 'fuck you" edge to it. Imagine being her ex? You had all this and screwed her over, now everyone's seeing what you could have still had?"
Her smile widened to the point she could feel it in her cheeks. Both comments were spot on, but the second especially. She thought of Ben several times during every shoot.
"Look at him fucking your wife the way you never could. Look at your ex wife sucking that big young hard cock. Imagine if one of your snotty friends or co-workers found my videos."
The last thought was one that never failed to make her take her performance to the next level. Her raunchy talk, rapidly becoming her trademark, grew even dirtier, her fucking even wilder to the point she did it with a frenzied energy driven by anger and bitterness, but presented it as she couldn't get enough cock.
Fact was, Ellen had been dead on the other day, Dana felt as if she couldn't these days. She'd been going through young men like water in the months following her divorce, and she'd thought getting laid as a profession would stop that.
At this point she was getting offers to shoot for multiple studios, and still had her commitment to Sylvia, who was fine with her doing other shoots as long as she had a good relationship with the other studio, to pay off the money she'd given her upfront to pay off Ben and keep the house.
Next week she was doing three scenes. Three days of fucking, and a different actor each time, and because she loved doing it, Dana had thought she'd be like Ellen and use it as her sex life because its not like she'd done anything except hit it and quit it with her young one-night stands prior to her first video.
But quite the opposite, Dana found she had sex on the brain more than ever. The day after a shoot all she could do was think about what an amazing ride it was and would get worked up replaying it in her mind.
What made her even hotter was picturing all the men who would be watching it. Ogling her mature voluptuous body, wishing it was their cock she had in her mouth and cunt as they watched her flex her head game and go around the world as she worked another cock for every drop those young balls could produce.
Ellen only knew what Dana told her and was appalled at just that. She had no idea how promiscuous she'd been until she'd earned the warning from Sylvia. Dana had hooked up with a kid from a club the night after a shoot, then another two days later, the night before her next scene. She was like an addict and sex was her drug. Barely hopping off one cock and looking for another to ride.
She'd seen interviews and read stories where porn stars and sex workers talked about how sex was empowering. How knowing men wanted you so badly they'd pay for it, or to know how many men across the vast world of online porn had jacked off to you, was a hell of a rush.
Men subscribing to Only Fans to watch you play with yourself, paying for custom videos where you masturbated while moaning their name and sending them the panties you wore. Some men all but worshipped their favorite porn star.
Dana remembered rolling her eyes when one porn star who had since retired from the industry, but still made a killing on Only Fans, spoke of 'feeling like a goddess' when she read comments on her videos or met fans at adult conventions and signings.
But damned if the word didn't fit to an extent. Already modeling at 18, Dana had never lacked confidence in her looks, or her sexual prowess for that matter. But it was somewhat shaken during the last few years of her loveless and mostly sexless marriage.
That confidence came roaring back when she went back on the prowl, and soared even higher now that she was an adult actress whose star was on a rapid rise. Even now, sitting in a coffee shop, she felt sexy. Not just sexy to herself, but knew she was desirable to the men around her, and they didn't even know who she was, and what she did not just for a living, but still as her favorite hobby.
Fuck young men.
Dana put her phone down and picking up her latte, sipped at it while looking around. There was a man three tables way who she noted was looking her way, but with his eyes down. He was checking out her legs which were well displayed in her red sundress.
Dana decided to give him a better view by stretching them out under the table, and pointing her feet forward, causing the muscles in her toned calves to stand out. In case he had a thing for feet, she used her foot to push her rather plain red sandal off, so she could dangle it from her red tipped toes.
He stared for a few seconds before looking up, and seeing her looking, quickly turning his head. Not a bad looking guy, but going by his more salt than pepper hair, most likely a few years older than her, and not in her wheelhouse.
Be good, she chided herself. She'd promised herself she would heed Sylvia's warning and stick to sex on the set for a while. That and with the divorce a few days away and Ben now angry at her, she wouldn't put it past him to have her watched.
But god, reading the comments about her video had her horny, and she'd been getting it way to often and way to good for jilling off to even remotely satisfy her. She leaned back in the chair, giving anyone who might be watching a look at her, as several people had referred to her chest as, her 'epic rack'. The dress wasn't all that tight, but Dana's breasts were large and therefore still prominent, and the V-neck low enough to show a hint of her impressive cleavage.
Sylvia had told her the best way to avoid being recognized in the 'real world' was to try and tone down her appearance and unless she was heading out to find her next good time, Dana followed the advice. Her hair currently pulled back in a loose ponytail, no makeup, and her dress, although it showed some leg and called attention to her breasts, and when she stood only hinted at the delightfully round ass beneath it, was what she'd consider more playful than sexy.
Nothing to see here guys, just your everyday milf next door, enjoying a latte. At least for today, as at this time on Friday she'd be naked on a bed getting dicked down by some guy half her age while several people filmed it and told the actor where he was going to stick his cock next or what position she should get into.
"Um, excuse me?"
Dana looked to her left to see a tall young man standing next to the table. She'd seen him while she was in line, sitting at a table with a laptop. Twice, while waiting for her order, she'd glanced over and seen him looking at her, and again once she was sitting.
She hadn't noticed him in her recent perusal of the shop and figured he had left.
"Can I help you?" she looked up through her naturally long lashes.
"Well, I...:" he paused and shifted nervously from one foot to the next. "You look really familiar."
She pursed her lips and cocked her head as if trying to recall if she knew him, while using the ploy to check him out. Behind the thick black glasses he wore, the kind that were made fun of years ago, but were now 'cool' were a stunning pair of ocean blue eyes.
His black hair was shaved on the sides, but had some length in the back, and he sported a pair of dime size gages in his ears. He wore a thin neatly trimmed goatee and mustache, but the rest of his face was on the soft and pretty side.
Dana felt as if the entire look was designed to make him appear trendy, and it was one she didn't normally go for, but there was no denying he was cute. Same for his build, tall and on the thin side, but his arms displayed a lean muscle that indicated he was stronger than he looked, as did his legs which protruded from his knee length black cargo shorts.
"Sorry," she shrugged, hoping he'd take note of the way the tops of her breasts jiggled. "I don't think we've met."
She reached for her phone but stopped when he said.
"Oh, no, we've never met. It's more like you look like someone I've seen online." He leaned over and whispered. "Are you Dana Darling?"
His question caught her by surprise and when she didn't respond right away, he quickly added.
"Sorry if you're not, I didn't mean to be rude."
Her initial instinct was going to be to deny it. Something she should do no matter what, but the way he stammered and blushed caused her to relax. He seemed like a nice kid, not a cocky jerk. Not that she minded confidence, but that was when she was on the hunt, and not being asked if she were a porn star.
"Why would that be rude?" she widened her eyes as if confused. "Who is Dana Darling? An actress?"
"Uh, yeah, you could say that." He shifted and she noticed the lap top bag slung over his shoulder, but what her eyes lingered on, and she'd missed in her first quick glance was the black camera around his neck, blending into his black shirt.
"Is she a good one?" She was now fighting to keep from smiling.
"Yeah, but anyway, you're not her, so my bad. I'll leave you alone."
He turned and froze when she replied.
"I never answered."
"Huh?"
"I never said I was or wasn't her, I just said I didn't know you."
"Oh, well," his eyes narrowed as if he were trying to figure out what kind of game she was playing.
"What's your name sweetie?" she put her hand out.
"I'm Darren." He took her hand in his.
"I'm Dana"
"Nice to meet you..." his eyes widened. "Oh my god!" he gasped. "You are her!"
"I am me!" she put her hand on her chest and mimicked his gasp. "Oh my god!"
"Jeez," his blush returned, but this time with a rueful grin. "It's really you and I make an idiot out of myself."
"No worries. I'm glad you didn't come over here blurting it out and acting like a dumb ass."
"Wow," he released a low whistle. "I can't believe it's you!" he beamed down at her. "I'm a really big fan!"
"Are you now?" she asked with a smile of her own. "How big?"
The innuendo slipped by him as he continued to gush. "Really big! Seen all your movies and..." he stopped when she put her finger to her lips as he was getting louder.
"Sorry," he smacked himself in the forehead. "I'm super excited!"
"I might be getting there myself." she told him as she gave him another appraising glance, this time lingering on his crotch. The shorts were loose giving her no indication of what he might have going on down there.
"I knew you were the type that would like to meet your fans!"
"Right," she sighed as he missed another opening.
"Hey, can I get a picture with you?" He removed his phone from his pocket. "I won't say where we are, promise!"
Dana frowned, being recognized gave her a thrill, but to let him post it all over his social media? Then again, Sylvia had already made her a Dana Darling Instagram and kept pushing her to post some pics. This would be a good one.
"Of course," she slid over so he could come around beside her. "But I'm not exactly looking all that hot right now."
"Are you kidding?" He stepped over and squatted down next to her, holding his phone up. "You look even better like this. No make up and still hot as fuck."
"Okay, not you're just sucking up." She laughed even as her mind turned the joke into a visual of her sucking something up. Something young and hard. Easy girl, this kid knows who you are. That thought was followed by a voice in her head saying "So? That could be even more fun."
She leaned in close, pressing her cheek to his and demonstrated the smile on demand skill that all models and actresses developed early on.
"How about one more?" She turned her head and pressed her lips to his cheek.
"Oh...wow," he clicked the picture and Dana laughed when she saw he was now red as her nail polish.
"You're a cutie, you know that?"
"I don't feel cute, I feel stupid." He looked at her longingly as if he wanted to keep talking, but his nerves got the best of him. "Thank you for the picture, Miss Darling. You made my day."
"Bet I could make it even better," she gestured to the chair across from her. "Would you like to sit and talk?"
"Holy shit? Seriously? Wow!" Darrin quickly moved over to the other chair with an air of excitement that had her wondering how he'd react if she offered to show him her tits.
Which he'd already seen in addition to everything else she had and how she used it. The idea he'd seen her in all her sex crazed glory caused a warm feeling between her thighs. Except for other people in the industry, she hadn't yet met anyone who'd seen her body of work which involved working her body.
He sat there smiling, and when she realized he was too star struck, or nervous, to say anything, she spoke.
"So, have you seen the newest one?"
"Hell yeah," he nodded enthusiastically. "Commented too. I'm DW2005 on the hub."
"Thank you, what was the comment?"
"I," he looked away. "Don't want to say."
"Come on, honey, you know who I am, you think I'd be offended by anything you'd say?"
"Guess not," he gave her another rueful grin. "I said you're the real headmaster in porn."
"That's high praise," Dana smirked. "Lot of cocksuckers out there."
"Damn," his blush returned. "Just hearing you say that is really hot."
Dana leaned over the table, giving him a view down her dress, and whispered in a sultry tone.
"Yeah, baby? You like the way I suck cock? The way I choke myself on big dicks then beg for them to cum all over my slutty face?" She flicked her tongue over her lips. "Or down my throat?"
She leaned back and picked up her latte as casually as if she'd just told him what time it was. She watched over the cup as his blue eyes widened and his mouth hung open. This kid was adorable and...
"Hey," she put her coffee down. "2005? Is that when you were born?"
"Uh, yeah," he still seemed to be trying to recover from her talking dirty.
"You're 18?"
"Just turned 18 last month."
"You're just a baby," she told him even as the warmth between her legs escalated to pure heat; a throbbing wet heat.
"I guess."
"18 and never been kissed?" She teased but hoped for an answer. If this kid was a virgin, she'd have to calm herself down. She would never want to be a kid's first time. He wouldn't care, but she would. That should be with someone you were at least going to see again.
"I know I'm kind of geeky, but I've kissed girls before," he told her as he leaned back in the chair.
"I was using kissed as an analogy," she informed him. "Have you ever fucked?"
"Whoa," he blinked. "Awkward."
"You knowing I'm an adult film star isn't?"
"Truth," he nodded. "I had a girlfriend for two years, then there was one time me and my best friend's sister got super stoned and..." he sighed. "I guess I should say ex-best friend now."
"Ouch," she winced. "Now that's awkward, but when you're older it will be a fun story to tell."
"If you say so. Thought of it a little with your revenge video, he was so mad at me I was glad I don't have a sister, and that my mom's not really hot." He said it so seriously, she laughed.
"Real life strikes," she folded her arms on the table, leaning forward enough to get his eyes on her tits again. "What's your favorite video?"
"I really like your first one. I didn't see it first though, had to wait until they had a cheap two day trial. I work part time, can't afford a membership."
"Why the first one?"
"Cause you looked nervous at first and it was hot as hell watching you get into it. I like stuff that seems real."
"Think my others seem real?"
"Well," he laughed. "The stories are kind of weak, but if you're faking then you need some Oscars."
"If you saw my interview, I said I had my doubts, thought I'd do this because I needed a way to make money, but I found I love every minute of it."
"And revenge on your husband," he added. "Man, what a fucking world class moron that guy is."
"Yeah?"
"Hell yeah, I mean look at you! That and how you go at it. Shit, if you were my girl, I don't think I'd let you out of bed."
"That's sweet," she tilted her head. "I think."
"I meant it as a compliment."
"Taken that way," she chided him. "Don't be so stiff, sweetie," she winked. "At least not that way."
"Sorry, I just feel kind of out of my league here."
"So is that all you like, that I'm into it?"
"What's not to like?" He also leaned forward and lowered his voice. "You're beautiful, have a killer body, and all that nasty talk really does it for me."
"Ass or tit man?"
"I'd take either, but why choose?"
"That's great!' Dana put her hand on his forearm. "See how much fun you can be if you relax?"
"You have a great smile," he told her even as his eyes were on her hand, taking in her long red nails on his skin. "Seriously, I'm not blowing smoke, and you have amazing eyes."
"Hmm, tell me more," she gave her lip a brief suck and could tell by the look on his face it wasn't lost on him.
"You can make them all wide and innocent like in that landlord video where you pretended you didn't know the guy was looking for sex or make them super intense and sexy...smoldering."
"I wouldn't expect that description from someone your age, no offense."
"Someone said it in a comment, that and bedroom eyes. I like that your older too. Any woman in their twenties can be hot, but to be your age and still rocking a body like that? That's way hotter."
"You always watch milf porn, or is it just me?"
"Well, I've always watched," he admitted. "Jodie West, Zoe Holloway, India Summers, but you're even better than them."
"Hmm, know what they say about flattery, right?"
"Gets you nowhere?"
"Depends on the person being flattered," Beneath the table, she slipped her right sandal off, and ran her soft foot along Darrin's bare lower leg.
"Oh..."
"That's a nice camera," she deliberately changed the topic to something casual, even as she rested the soft sole of her foot on his leg just over his sock. "Looks expensive."
"It's a Canon Rebel T7," he held it up. "Graduation present from my parents."
"Nice, you like photography?"
"I'm starting at the school for the arts in September. I want to make movies, so I go around taking pictures and sometimes videos of people if they'll let me. I post them on TikTok, trying to get a following."
"I started as a model back when I was your age."
"You said that in your first video." He hefted the camera. "Would it be cool to take a couple of pics with this?"



Dana's eyes lingered on the camera and felt her nipples stiffen and ache in time with her equally aroused clit.
"What kind of pictures?" Her voice had a breathy tone of excitement to it, but he seemed as oblivious to it as he was to her innuendos. Even her foot on his leg seemed to have been forgotten once he began talking about the camera.
"I don't know, maybe something fun. There's a water fountain across the street, it would be a great background."
"Really?" she raised her eyebrows. "That's what you think would be a fun shoot?"
"Oh, I don't know," she parted her lips flicked her tongue at him. "Maybe a few head shots?"
"You are beautiful."
Dana resisted the urge to roll her eyes.
"I meant some pics of me giving head." She lowered her voice to a whisper. "You know, sucking your cock?"
"You're messing with me."
"Nice spread of me spreading?"
"Its not cool to tease," he laughed nervously as his eyes dropped to where she playfully wiggled her toes into his leg.
"You say you want to make movies? How about I star in your first one?" She flashed a wicked smile. "Dana Darling thanks a fan."
"I...oh, wow," His eyes were so wide she had to hold back a laugh. "But um, I live with my parents."
"I don't. I have a nice house and a bed that no one's been in yet." Her voice had dropped to a smoky purr. "You want to help me break in my bed?"
"Please don't be fucking with me," he said so softly she could barely hear him.
"I plan on fucking with you, but..." she paused to make him squirm. "You never answered my question."
"What question?"
"You said you were a big fan, and I asked how big, but you didn't answer," she looked around to make sure no one was looking their way and lifting her leg, placed her foot directly on his crotch. "How about we go to my place, and you show me?"
*****
"Hmm, you getting this, baby?" Dana, naked, lying on her stomach between Darrin's legs, her legs bent and feet kicking playfully as she flicked her tongue over his cock.
"Oh, yeah," Darrin whispered as he held the Nikon in a surprisingly steady hand pointing it at her.
"Promised you some head shots," Dana kissed the tip of his sizeable cock, then took him into her mouth, slowly bobbing her head while her dark eyes looked straight into the camera.
She moaned softly at not just the feeling of his hard young flesh sliding over her soft wet tongue and between her lips, but the how sticky it was, and how good her cunt tasted on it. By the time they'd reached her house, Darrin following her in his car, she was squirming in her seat.
When they entered, she had to resist fucking him right there on the couch in the living room, but was so caught up in finally fucking someone in the room she'd been with Ben for years, she all but ran up the stairs with her soon to be lover, laughing and in hot pursuit.
She'd kicked her shoes off in the hall and was already peeling her dress off as she entered the bedroom. As Darrin watched with a mixed look of desire and disbelief, she removed her bra, shimmied out of her thong and threw herself on the bed, spreading her legs and telling him to get naked and fuck her.
He hesitated and said he didn't have a condom. For a brief moment, Sylvia's words went through her head, but she was caught up and lust and wanted nothing to be between his cock and her cunt.
Her response was to open her legs, spread her cunt, stroke her clit and tell him to get naked and get to work. Darrin stripped down, crawled onto the bed, up along her body and plowed into her with surprising aggression.
She wrapped her thighs and arms around him, pulling him down into a hard kiss as he pounded into her the power and enthusiasm that had hooked her on young cock in the first place. Dana pumped her hips into him as much as she could while on her back, somehow managing to make missionary into a hard fuck.
Darrin was moaning and whimpering within two minutes, whether it had been awhile, or he was overwhelmed by who he was with, or just on hair trigger in general, she didn't care, she planned on going as many rounds as he was capable of.
He surprised her by pushing back, sliding from within her and making his way down the bed. He buried his face between her thighs and shoved his tongue into her with even more excitement than he'd exhibited fucking her.
He moaned as loud as she did as he noisily slurped on her cunt, his trembling hands pushing her thighs further apart as he attacked her pussy like a starving man would at a buffet. What he lacked in skill he made up for in sheer effort.
His tongue worked up and down the length of her slit, licking and exploring the pink flaps of her cunt, in between using his tongue to fuck her hot wet hole, and then teasing her clit with several licks and hard sucks.
His hands slid up her body to grab and fondle her breasts as his mouth now focused on her clit, his tongue flying across it in every direction possible amid sucking on it hard enough to make his lips smack.
Dana, who had been revved up for some time already, squirmed on the bed, moaning his name, telling him eat her fucking cunt, and begging him to make her come harder than her husband ever had in this room.
She came like an animal, her head thrown back, mouth open, and howling loud enough she was sure her neighbors could hear her through the open window. She'd clamped her thighs around Darrin's head and ground into his face, smearing herself sticky cunt all over his young face.
When her body had relaxed, she received another pleasant surprise when he rose to his knees, lifted her legs and jammed his cock into her still twitching twat. He gripped her behind her knees, pushing her legs back and fucking her with long hard strokes that had her yipping with pleasure.
She reached back, grabbing the headboard, and held on as he took her hard and fast, causing her tits to bounce and her eyes to roll back. She'd expected shy and nervous, but this kid was giving it to her fast, hard, and oh, so good!
He wasn't able to sustain it for long, and when he whipped his cock out, Dana slapped his hand away, and grabbing it, jacked him off all over her stomach. Some of his first thick white spurts managed to reach her tits, and she groaned in pleasure at the sheer size of his load, and the feeling of his warm sticky cum painting her heaving breasts and stomach.
When he had nothing left, Dana grabbed an old T-shirt hanging from the bed post she sometimes wore to bed, and after wiping the mess off her body, pushed him onto his back. She hopped off the bed, grabbed his camera and after handing it to him, declared it was show time.
And she was now putting on a show, sucking his cock slowly, then switching to rapidly deep throating him. The room filled with gagging and choking sounds as she drove her head down, impaling her mouth on his cock, which hadn't given a chance to deflate.
18, Jesus, he could probably get off a half dozen times!
"Glug, glug, glug," the noise came each time his head hit the back of her throat and her eyes watered from the effort of choking herself on his teenage dick. Darrin's hand was now shaking a bit, and his eyes were darting from the small screen on the camera to the real action between his legs.
Dana released him, a trail of slimy drool and spit, flying from her lips, and sliding up, swung her legs over her hips and sat on his cock. Darrin moaned as she bucked her hips, riding him fast and hard.
She grabbed his free hand, and placed on her clit, then groaned when he pressed his thumb to her clit and worked it in a circular motion. Dana leaned back, grabbing his ankles to brace herself and easing her legs up, braced her feet flat on the bed.
She used her legs to raise and lower herself on his cock and could just imagine how good it looked from the camera's angle. He whimpered beneath her, thrusting his hips as his cock was bent back and only able to partially penetrate her.
His thumb ground harder on her clit, and Dana, her eyes once again locked on the camera, rather than Darrin, felt her body gathering itself for a second orgasm. He was still playing with her tit, his fingers rolling her nipple, and she drove down harder, now working her hips n a circular motion.
"How's it look, baby? How does that big dick look in your favorite porn stars cunt? How'd it look in my slutty mouth? You liked me choking on you, didn't you? Liked making Dana Darling come in your face! Like fucking his wife in where he used to, don't you?"
Darrin's only responses were breathy 'yesses and "Oh, yeah," but she didn't care, her dirty talk was just edging her closer to...
"Oh fuck!" she squealed as the second orgasm erupted through her. She bucked her hips so wildly Darrin's cock flopped out, but he continued to work her clit. Dana let herself fall back on the bed, lying between his legs as her body spasmed from the electric shocks of pleasure shooting through her.
Once again, he waited until she slumped limply on the bed, before sitting up, once again grabbing her legs, and pounding into her now sloppy cunt. He continued to hold the camera, working it from her sweaty face and wide-open eyes and mouth down to her bouncing tits and finally to his glistening cock pistoning in and out of her pink slit.
"Don't forget my best angle!" Dana put her foot on his chest and pushed him back.
She rolled onto her knees, and lowering her face to the bed, put her ass in the air. She squealed in delight when he entered her in one long thrust.
"Keep that camera on me, baby," she turned her head, resting her hot flushed cheek on the cool sheet. "Film me face down and ass up, just like a good slut should be!"
Darrin, hammered into her, one hand on her ass, and she called out.
"You have that ass in the air, and you're not going to spank it?"
Darrin gave her a soft slap, and she snorted.
"You call that a slap? Stop being a boy and be a man and make me feel it!"
The next one sounded like a gunshot in the room and Dana's squeal wasn't for effect.
"Again! Other side too! Come on, baby! Spank your milf whore!"
She turned her gaze to the front and smiled as she saw them reflected in the mirror over her dresser. It faced the foot of the bed, and she was confronted by the sight of her with her ass up and Darrin behind her.
His lean body slicked in sweat as he pounded his cock into her, and his right hand now moving from one side of her ass to the other, dealing her sharp stinging slaps that were already leaving angry red handprints on her ass.
He still held the camera, and his eyes, with the glasses off her now a blazing electric blue as he was as caught up in lust as she was. Darrin looked up, and spotting the mirror, grinned and placed the camera on the edge of the bed, facing it.
He then grabbed Dana's hair, causing her to cry out when he pulled it back and resumed fucking her while now smiling at himself in the mirror.
"Looking good, baby!" she egged him on. "Look at you fucking a porn star, spanking my ass, cumming all over me, taking this professional whore for a wild ride! I'm still married," she stared hard into the mirror, her eyes smoldering. "You're fucking his wife, and doing it so much better than he ever..."
"Fuck!" Darrin gasped, and whipping his cock out, gripped it tightly.
Dana rolled over onto her back for him, and opening her mouth wagged her tongue. Darrin slid over on his knees, lowered his cock and released it.
The first long squirt splattered against her right cheek, the second caught her chin, but the next one went directly into her mouth. Dana pushed it out with her tongue, even as he sent more cum shooting between her lips.
Dana gripped his cock beneath his hand, guided him to her mouth and loudly slurped on his still spurting tip. Darrin moaned, his hips jerking as she cupped his balls with her free hand, rubbing them to make sure he drained them completely into her mouth.
"Oh, my fucking god!" he gasped, easing his cock from between her sticky lips.
"Don't miss this shot," she smiled and when he picked up the camera, blew a cum bubble between her lips, then slurped up the mess when it popped.
"Goddamn," he breathed as she swirled cum around her lips, then showed him the contents of her mouth before swallowing.
"Hmm, Dana meets a fan is in the books," she giggled and waved at the camera.
"That was un-fucking-believable!" Darrin fell back on the bed and laughed. "Man, no one would ever believe this!"
"Pictures or it didn't happen, right?" Dana leaned over, plucked the t-shirt from the floor and used the unsoiled end of the shirt to wipe off her face.
"Well, I have video," he told her.
"Hey, its still early." Dana slid up the bed, stretching out next to him, and resting her head on his shoulder. "How about we do a photo shoot?"
"Are you kidding?"
"I figure I'll give you some hot poses, you can take some pictures, and by then we can go another round. Sound good?"
"Sounds too good to be true."
"If it were?" Dana put her hand on his deflated cock. "This wouldn't be sticky, and I wouldn't have the taste of your cum in my mouth."
"Tell you what," Darrin whistled. "You're not one of those women pretending you like it, you're even wilder off set."
"But still on camera," she reached over and picked it up. "I love the camera, it loves me, and I love whoever's behind it," she snickered as she repeated her motto from a point in time Darrin hadn't been born yet.
"Then what are we waiting for?" he slid off the bed, and bringing the camera up to his eyes gestured for her to do something.
With a huge smile, Dana sat up on the bed, cupped her breasts, and offered them to him. The flash went off, and she lifted her right breast, lowering her head and licking her nipple. Another flash, and Dana dropped to the bed, stretching out on her stomach, and bending her legs while giving the camera a lusty look.
During that look, she noticed his cock twitching, already struggling to rise for her. She smiled and beckoned him to come closer.
The fun was just beginning.
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Dana opened the door to the dressing room and froze when she saw a blonde woman in a hot pink mini dress in the chair while a young girl did her make up.
"Oh, sorry," she said when they glanced over at her. "I thought I was in this room."
She stared at the number 7 on the door.
"Actually, I am supposed to be in here."
"If you're here for the Club Milf shoot, it was cancelled so we're using this room for cougars and kittens three." The young girl told her.
"Cancelled?" She looked at her phone. "I didn't get a call."
"Dana," she turned around to see Matt coming towards her. "I was waiting for you downstairs."
"Yeah, I came in through the back because of the accident on the corner."
"Oh, right."
"Hey, what happened to..."
"Come on, Sylvia and I need to speak with you." Matt walked past her without waiting for an answer, and Dana felt her stomach tighten. What was going on? Had Ben found out what she was doing and trying to make trouble?
She followed Matt down the hall, moving quickly to catch up with him.
"What's going on? Is there a problem?"
"Yes, love there is, but I'll let the boss tell you."
They reached Sylvia's office, and after a quick knock, Matt entered, holding the door open for her. Dana went inside and heard him close the door behind her. Sylvia was standing at the window overlooking the city, and Matt spoke quietly.
"Dana's here to see you."
He then sat down in one of the chairs in front of Sylvia's desk, and gestured for Dana to do the same, but she remained standing.
"What's the matter? Did I do something wrong?"
"That's an understatement." Sylvia turned to face her, and Dana's stomach churned again. Sylvia's odd colored steel gray eyes flashed angrily at her, and her lips, full and sensual, were pressed together so tightly, she had the impression it was to try to hold back from yelling at her.
"Come here," she beckoned her with a long black tipped red nail. "I want to show you something."
Dana nervously approached the desk as Sylvia turned her lap top around to show her the screen.
"Oh, no," she whispered at the sight of a post proclaiming in big bold font. "I fucked Dana Darling."
Beneath the title was a picture of Dana naked on his bed.
"But wait, there's more, a lot more!" Sylvia hissed, and rapidly scrolled through the twitter feed which featured all the pictures she'd let Darrin take, including the ones of her blowing him, and cum all over her face.
"I..."
"Don't talk!" Sylva snapped at her. "There's more."
She switched browsers and Dana's heart skipped a beat when she was now looking at Porn Hub and the video of with the same title. Her eyes dipped to the corner of the screen and saw the run time was over a half hour.
"What the fuck were you thinking?" Sylvia made her flinch when she shouted at her. "Are you out of your goddamn mind?"
"Easy, luv," Matt said softly.
"Jesus fucking Christ, Dana, that kid is eighteen years old!"
"That is legal," she replied weakly. "Just saying."
"If he were in the adult industry that's one thing, but you're forty-three years old and fucking a kid barely out of high school? I get the cougar cub deal, but this borders on predatory!"
"That's a little harsh." Matt chided her, then looked away when she stared daggers through him.
"And you let him film it!" Sylvia threw her hands in her air. "Did you really think a kid that age wouldn't run to the computer and post it anywhere he could?"
"I guess I didn't think. I was..."
"Stop!" Sylvia pointed to her. "Stop after I didn't think, because that's pretty goddamn obvious!" She spun on her heel and began pacing, the loose fitting long black skirt she wore, swishing about her legs.
"I swear you're like a frigging man who only thinks with his dick. You have sex on the damn brain, and that's after you've been shooting almost every other day the last week."
"Didn't know I had a limit." Dana grunted.
"Don't get smart with me!" Sylvia rounded on her, her face now flushing in anger. "Let me tell you something, Dana. You can do what you want on your time, but letting this kid film it and upload it? You work for me, I am your agent, and nothing goes on the internet unless I say so!"
"You don't own me."
"You really don't listen do you?" Sylvia stormed around the desk and Dana forced herself not to take a step back from her. "Or are you that stupid? You are making a living as a porn star, giving content away for free costs you money, because it costs me money!"
She slapped her palm on the edge of her desk. "Only thing porn hub or other outlets can upload is what I give them permission to, and its only a short teaser. This little shit has a half hour of hardcore fucking, and he's so damn young the comment sections were full of people wondering if he's of age.
"Fortunately, since he's no brighter than you and used his real name, I could look him up, and so can any law enforcement that could be snooping. Now, this?" she jammed her finger into the lap top screen, is archived. I already contacted Porn hub and told them it was uploaded without my permission."
"But you don't own this."
"I own you under contract and if you bothered to read everything you would clearly see the section where it states you are not to make your own content. I lied to Porn hub and said this was a video we shot, and it was released through a leak.
"This way the story there isn't Dana Darling gives it away for free to random assholes who recognize her."
"Hey, he was a nice kid. I..."
"Kid!" Sylvia shouted over her. "He's a damn kid! And anything on PH is lifted minutes after it shows up. Matt and I spent over two hours calling every major porn site and telling them this shows up, we take legal action."
"Not sure we could," Matt added, "But no one calls my wife's bluff. As you can see, she can be quite a handful."
"Now X? I had to file a report the content was not safe for work because your little barely legal photog doesn't have that content checked off. Weak sauce, but the pics will come down, in the interim?
"I reached out to him through DM, told him who I was, and offered him five thousand dollars to delete everything, but only if he signs a gag order that he can't post pics of you gagging on his dick anywhere else. He does, we'll see him in court."
"An offer he accepted," Matt spoke up. "Lot of money for a kid going into college, and in the meantime? He's become an overnight legend. Saw a post from four days ago he was trying to get to a hundred followers, now he has over 1500 thanks to people hoping he's got more footage and pics of you."
"Okay, so you removed it," Dana shrugged. "I'm sorry for this mess, but at least you controlled it."
"At least someone can control something in this room." Sylvia picked up a bottle of water and chugged it.
"Honestly, we can spin it for some publicity." Matt told her. "Proof Dana Darling isn't some phony faking it for the camera but loves her work so much she takes it home with her."
"And saying you were behind it?" Dana asked.
"That's the misinformation we're spreading and part of our deal with your co-star- is he never says otherwise because I'm sure his DM's are blowing up with questions." He shook his head. "Kid fucked a porn star, made a grand, and a damn name for himself in the hours those tweets were live. Be popular on campus, that's for sure."
"Right, well..."
"Dana," Sylvia sounded as if she were forcing herself not to continue to yell. "There's another reason we couldn't have that hanging around other than free content and you looking like you prowl high schools for sex."
"What's the other reason?" she asked apprehensively.
Sylvia tapped the play button and the room filled with Dana yelping and talking about being face down and ass up.
"Know what I don't see here?"
"Um..." Dana frowned, then felt another wave of dread flow over her.
"A fucking condom!" Sylvia resumed shouting. "You raw dogged this kid, and that means you always do that! I mentioned it the other day and you fucking lied to my face!"
"No, you didn't out right ask, and..."
"Don't play games with me! If nothing else if you were doing it, that should have stopped you. Again, don't you listen? Your body is your job! You catch something you're done!"
"I know."
"You know, and what? Don't care?"
"Dana," Unlike his wife, Matt remained calm. "It's not just your career. You catch something in between your weekly tests and give it to a co-star, then the next day he gives it to someone else, you're ruining other people's careers and costing us a lot of money.
"Anyone comes up positive, we film nothing until everyone is tested even if they've just been tested."
"On top of that, if any of the talent here, male of female, sees this? They are going to know you do this and the men won't work with you, and the women won't film with guys who have worked with you."
"I'm sorry."
"Dana, you're done here." Sylvia said softly. "You were warned, and you do this not more than a few days later. I can't risk you doing it again."
"Oh, no, please!" Dana exclaimed, clasping her hands in an imploring gesture. "Please Sylvia! I need this job! I need the money and...I really like it, and you and the other people here."
"I can't jeopardize my business for anyone." Sylvia said quietly. "I just can't."
"I swear, I won't do it again! I'll stick to just filming! Please?" She turned to Matt, "Please don't fire me!"
Matt sighed and looked over at Sylvia who was shaking her head.
"Its early, go get tested if you have anything you're done, and we will be too for a couple of weeks. But if you're clean..." He put his hand out to Sylvia.
"You knew the risks and did it anyway, and that scares me, Dana." Sylvia flopped down in her chair and ran her hands through her long silver streaked dark hair. "I like you, and you've been making us a lot of money. I feel like we had the next big name in the industry, but you're reckless and being reckless with others health and lively hoods."
"I need this money, I still owe on the house, and now I'll lose it!"
"Then take your soon to be ex husband's deal and sell it and split it." Sylvia now spoke in a subdued tone, and Dana grasped at the hope she didn't really want to do this to her.
"I can't let him win, especially after what he told me when I saw him last week."
"What did he say?" Matt asked, and Dana saw Sylvia give him a dirty look.
Dana, speaking in a rush out of fear Sylvia would cut her off told them Ben had been cheating for years and how she was always a whore and he regretted their entire marriage.
"That's harsh," Sylvia admitted. "But all the more reason you should have taken this opportunity seriously. I really can't give you another chance, Dana. It wasn't just this kid, you've been bare backing since you left your husband, haven't you?"
"Yes." She lowered her head. "I promise I won't do it, again. I know I don't deserve another chance, but please believe me."
Sylvia stared down at her desk and rising from his seat, Matt walked around her desk, leaning over, spoke softly in her ear. Sylvia frowned, watching him as he went back to his seat.
"Matt just reminded me that although my name is what drives this business, he's my partner not only in life, but here as well. I'm not his boss, I'm his equal, and he wants to give you another chance."
Dana refrained from thanking him, until she was sure Sylvia was done.
"I don't think we should, but Matt rarely ever contradicts me so when he does, I know its something he's serious about, and I won't fight with him over this so deal is, you already lost today's shoot, so go get the test, if its fine, be here Monday for the reshoot we scheduled and I'll stop looking for someone to take your spot."
"Thank you, both of you."
"You need to pay a price for this and that price is the five thousand I paid Darrin. Once you pay off the house we can take so much from each shoot or you give us three for free."
"That's fair."
"Matt is putting his name on the line for you, Dana, because if you do this one more time, and god forbid bring something into this studio, he stands to lose way more than you because we'll take a huge hit financially and to our reputation, and he's going to find himself using his hand for quite some time."
"Please don't make me do that," Matt gave a dramatic sigh. "I'm trusting you, luv."
"I won't let you down, I swear."
"I'll call you with the results." Sylvia told her. "Hopefully we see you Monday."
"Okay, thank you."
"Thank Ellen as well as Matt. I promised her I'd do my best to help you, even though she was right when she told me about you."
"What did she say?"
"That you often don't help yourself, and now I see what she means."
*****
Dana left the elevator and going over to the bench she'd shared with Brock last week leaned over and put her head in her hands. She couldn't argue anything Sylvia had said, and was damn lucky to have gotten another chance, mostly thanks to Matt.
But the question remained, what the hell was wrong with her? She should have known better than to let herself be filmed, and on top of that, 18 or not, Darrin, despite impressing her in bed, was more of a kid than a man.
Was she a nympho? Was she so obsessed with young men wanting her she couldn't help herself? Darrin was young, enamored by her, and he had a damn camera. What was wrong with her when it came to that?
She was earning a living screwing on film; how did it still have an effect on her off set? She remained where she was, trying to get her head together. No more sex other than her shoots, and if need be she'd only leave the damn house to come to the studio then go straight home.
If Ellen wanted to have coffee, she could come over to her house, and she'd do that until she could get her over active libido under control. Maybe it was time to talk to someone. Talk about how Ben had betrayed her, the way she'd immediately returned to form in the sense of being sexually aggressive and outright promiscuous.
But could she tell a therapist she worked in porn? If she were struggling with some type of sex addiction, the first thing they would tell her was to quit, and she couldn't. or could she? If she did what she'd threatened Ben with and once she owned the house, sold it, she could rent a place, live off the money and find some type of normal job.
But she'd never make much with her lack of education, job skills, and as Ellen told her when they'd reconnected a month ago, it was rare for someone her age to be able to break back into the mainstream modeling scene.
With a sigh, Dana rose from the bench, and went across to the bathroom to splash some water on her face and try to snap out of the funk her meeting with Sylvia had put her in. Because she thought she'd be doing a shoot she wore no makeup, and had her hair pulled into a loose pony tail, knowing she'd have her hair and face done in the dressing room.
Dana wore a pair of plain black jeans and a white Work Out world T-shirt with a pair of plain white sneakers. She wasn't exactly screaming porn star, but this was exactly how she'd been told to avoid being recognized.
Not that it helped with Darrin, but then again, she'd been wearing a dress that showed enough to get someone to really look at her. Had she looked like this maybe she'd have slipped his attention.
From now on she'd do her best not to catch the eye of anyone, and not just fear of being recognized again, but avoid any chance encounters with young guys. She initiated most of those in clubs, so if she stuck to being a self-imposed recluse who left the house only to get fucked for money, she'd be fine.
Fine as in fucked up insecure neurotic and emotional as the old saying went.
Dana left through the back door, nodding to the security guard and making her way over to her car. She fumbled in her purse for the keys then froze when she heard a voice behind her.
"Well, look who it is, Dana Darling. The next Milf porn star herself."
Her blood ran cold when she saw Ben reflected in her driver's side mirror coming towards her from where he was parked two cars away from her. Get in the car, drive away, run his ass over if you have to.
She opened the door and went to get in, then yelped in surprise, when Ben, who must have run the last few steps, caught her by her arm, his other hand, gripping the top of her door and shoving it closed.
"Hey, what's the matter? I just want an autograph." He leered at her and taking in his red face and slightly unfocused eyes behind his glasses, she realized he'd been drinking.
He laughed harshly. "Actually, I was hoping we could make a movie together like you did with the last fan you met."
Oh my god, he'd seen the fucking video. Dana, what the fuck did you do to yourself?
"Just think, I was married to a porn star. I'm going to add that to my resume." He laughed again, and Dana could smell scotch on his breath.
She also noted he wore a short sleeved blue polo shirt and a pair of jeans and running shoes. Odd for a weekday morning.
"Took the day off," he followed her gaze down to his shoes. "When you get a call that your soon to be ex wife is breaking the internet sucking some kid's cock. You tend to do some drinking, and not exactly be in the right mindset to go to court."
"We're separated, I do who and what I want," she could hear the tremor in her voice. God, how had this day managed to get even worse?
"And get paid to do it!" He tapped his chin. "No, wait, that kid in the video was getting a freebie. Good thing, he didn't look old enough to have a job."
"You're drunk, Ben, go home."
"Home? Yeah, speaking of that. Fucked that kid right there in our bedroom."
"Its mine, not ours and I tossed that bed right after I tossed you."
"And this is how you're paying for it." He gestured to the building she'd just left. "S&F Entertainment, run by Sylvan Sweeney, AKA Sylvia Foxxx and her husband, Matthew Sweeney both former and occasionally current porn stars." His face scrunched up.
"A married couple who watches each other fuck other people. Of course, entertainment stands for the myriad of adult content they produce. Something for the inner perv in everyone is a line on their website. I knew I was right; you were paying for the house with your twat and your mouth."
"Whatever, I'm leaving." She went to open the door, but turning he leaned back against it.
"What, you don't want to know how I found out?"
"You saw it on X," she told him. "Hope you took screenshots because it's gone by now."
"My PI did." He gave her a lopsided smile. "Archived the full Pornhub video and paid for a membership to that Milf site so he could download all your greatest hits."
"And?" She tried to act like she wasn't upset, and why was she? She'd commented several times that she wished he could see her in action, but the reality of that revenge crazed thought was far different than it was in fantasy.
"I think it will be something interesting to bring up in court, don't you?"
"Porn is not illegal. Neither is having sex with other people when you're separated or having sex with someone who is of age."
"You card that kid?"
"If you put a PI on me, then he looked the kid up in hopes he was under 18, but he's not." She grunted in disgust. "I knew you'd try something after I..."
"Fucked Ethan. You charge him, or was that a freebie?"
"Ben, you need to leave, or I'll call security."
"Hey, we're just talking. If I were half my age, I'd have to call security to pull you off me."



"Last few years we were together I had to try to pull you on me. You didn't want me, now you're upset men all over the internet do."
"Oh my god!" Ben looked sincerely taken aback. "You hear yourself? Talk about a narcissist."
"Get away from my car," she told him. "Please, we don't need a scene, and speaking of court, how would you look if you were escorted out of where I work because you were drunk and harassing me."
"How would I look?" He started to laugh but stopped. "Let's talk about that."
"Let's not talk about anything. You found out what I do, but there's nothing legally wrong with it."
"Legally? I suppose not. But morally? All jokes aside, Dana, I can't believe you would sink this low. Sucking dick for the world to see. Jesus, you let that guy fuck you in the ass in the last one."
"You watch them all? Get a good look at what you could have had in the bedroom if you were actually into me and not your sluts?"
"The woman earning money by taking money shots is calling other women sluts, that's good, Dana."
"Clever, now leave."
"You're fucking disgusting you know that? Just a flat-out whore, so desperate she's selling her used-up cunt, so she won't be homeless. You know those guys are only fucking you because they're paid to, right?"
She thought of Brian. "I fuck who I'm paid to fuck."
"Got all these losers jerking off to you, but that's what you're good for. Think anyone watching your videos would want to be with you? Well, okay, maybe for a fuck like that kid, but want anything other than to say I banged a professional cum dumpster?"
Dana's palm itched, and she clenched her fist so she wouldn't slap him, her nails digging hard into her soft flesh.
"You called me that already, you running out of slurs in your slut shaming dictionary?"
"You're right, you insult and degrade yourself on a daily basis. I have a deal for you."
"What are we dealing? All I want is the house, and this isn't going to change anything."
"I put the PI on you a couple days after you banged Ethan in the office. I didn't tell him you were my ex-wife; just told him it was for a divorce case. You're back to your maiden name, so it was an easy lie.
"Last night he calls me and sends me the link to that video with the kid, then tells me you started shooting porn a month ago. My ex-wife a goddamn porn star." He released a sigh and Dana grimaced at the smell of booze on his breath.
"Humiliating and debasing yourself to that level. I supposed I shouldn't be surprised, but I still was. I knew you had low self-esteem, but to go that route to get guys to think you're something?"
"I don't have..."
"Yes, yes, you do. You always have. It's why you threw yourself at men before I met you and do it now. You know you're only wanted for one thing, so you keep giving it to them so for a little while you can feel like someone actually wants to be with you."
"Ben, I'm done with this."
"But like I said, other than getting their dick wet, there's nothing they want from you, and you know it. That's why you fuck like you do. You want them to remember you even if its some frat boy telling his buddies about the desperate middle-aged skank who sucked his dick. It's better than nothing, right?"
Dana looked around, hoping she'd see one of the security guards in the doorway so she could wave him over.
"They don't even get a chance to call you a pig, you do it yourself. Calling yourself a whore and slut with that kid, saying it in your movies. You know exactly what you are."
Dana's anger shifted to the hurt she'd experienced in his office, and she lowered her head, trying to keep him from seeing her eyes beginning to tear up.
"Thing is, Dana? You look great for your age but looks fade at some point. Down the line you're going to be old and alone because all you had to offer was sex, and no one will be taking that offer anymore."
His voice softened, but she remained looking at the ground between them.
"Should have stayed with me. Ignored my girls on the side and had a good life. You let me do who and what I wanted; I would have stayed with you. Now you're doing this, and for how long? Until your cunt's stretched out and your tits are down to your stomach, and you're taking your teeth out to give better..."
"Shut the fuck up!" Dana exploded at him. "I didn't want to be Rose, or those other good women you talk about! They're only good because they let men like you make fools of them and humiliate them!"
"They're humiliated? You're taking it in the goddamn ass in front of a camera crew and then who knows how many people see it? Yeah. That's so much more noble than turning a blind eye to your husbands' dalliances."
"I'm my own woman now."
"You're everyone's woman." He scoffed at her. "In and out of work."
Dana felt a single tear escape and roll down her cheek. Ben saw it and sighed.
"Don't try to act like I'm hurting you. You're hurting yourself. You chose this, and you chose to screw that kid and let him film it. Good thing you're pretty, because you're dumb as a brick."
Dana removed her cell from her purse. "I'm calling the front desk and telling them to send security out here. If you don't want me to tell them to call the cops, I'd leave."
"Sorry, I'm angry, and a little buzzed, and I'm digressing. Thing is, this isn't just you embarrassing yourself, you're embarrassing me. You know what people at the firm would think if they knew what you were doing?"
"That you're stupid for cheating on me?"
"Please, I told you last week, they want decent women on their arm and in their bedroom, they wouldn't want a skank like you."
"Right, they fuck them on the side."
"But they're not married to them."
"And in a week, you won't be married to me."
"But I was for a long time and you're doing this before its final. Those guys would be sending the damn links back and forth and saying, damn, Ben's ex really is a whore."
"So this is about you. Now I'm the one who shouldn't be surprised."
"We're not together anymore and you started this after we were through, but they won't see it that way. Not just them, but people in opposing firms. I'll walk into the courthouse to them all laughing at me. "See that guy? His ex-wife is spreading her legs all over the internet? Her name's Dana Darling, look her up."
"Poor you. Just put your lawyer spin on it and say you drove me to it because I had nothing without you."
"They'll wonder if you did it before. Trust me, Dana, they might want the wild ride from someone like you, but it could never be their wife; past, present, or future. You doing this to them means you were always a pig, and let's face it, that's true."
"I was loyal to you, Ben, and you know that. You stepped out, not me."
"Doesn't matter. Dana," he took a breath. "I'm asking you to stop."
"Why? For your reputation? Like you said, mine is ruined for life, and I started this because you wouldn't let me have the house I more than earned by living with a cheat all those years. I should care about what your co-workers and peers think of you?"
"I told you I have a deal for you."
"I have one for you." She held up the phone. "Leave or I call."
"The house is yours if you quit."
"Its mine now, I just have to finish paying..."
"I'll waive the rest of the money. I'll have my attorney draw something up, and next week we both sign off. The amount you paid me is enough."
"You're serious?"
"But contingent on you walking away from this disgusting job. You won't need the money."
"I don't have any other job, thanks to you and Lucas." She reminded him. "I have to live."
"Then do what you threatened to and sell the house. That or there's enough equity in it to take out a loan to get by for awhile until you find a job that doesn't require you to be a professional cock whore."
"You want something from me but you're still insulting me."
"Take the deal, Dana. I'm walking away from the house I bought and supported for fifteen years for the fifteen thousand you've given me."
"You're giving up twenty grand for me to give this up?" Dana asked. "All so your fellow womanizing skeezy friends won't make fun of you?"
"It's more than that, something like this could affect any future promotion, or if I ever wanted to get a job somewhere else. I gave you a good life, Dana, let me have the rest of mine without being shackled to your poor decisions and trashy sex life."
"You're not making me want to help you, Ben."
"I'm helping you!" He hissed angrily. "For fuck's sake, Dana you won! You get the house for less than half of my original offer! You sell, you could make six figures! Why are you even hesitating? If I called your attorney, he'd beg you to do this."
"You're helping yourself, like you helped yourself to any girl you wanted."
"So what? That has nothing to do with you keeping your precious house or selling and setting yourself up financially for the next couple of years. All you have to do is quit."
"No," she shook her head.
"No?" he blinked as if he were unable to believe her answer. "No?" he repeated.
"You made me quit modeling. You made me give up my friends. The only job you allowed me was at a company run by your friend's sister so you could keep an eye on me. You even took away my job at the club. Now you want to take this from me too, because you don't like it? Because you're worried about you?"
"I'm not taking, I'm giving, Dana, I'm giving you the gift of equity and the house."
"But you're doing it, you're deciding, you're still telling me what to do." She swallowed hard as her emotions rose to the surface once more. "I won't let you control me anymore."
"Hey, Dana!"
She looked over to see Brock cutting through the parking lot toward the building, his camera bag slung over his shoulder.
She gave him a weak wave, and he stopped.
"Hey, you okay over there?"
"I'd ask if you fucked him, but he looks like he's, our age." Ben muttered. "Tell him you're talking."
"Yeah, I'm good." She nodded.
"Okay. See you inside."
He walked past them, and she watched him heading into the building. One of the security guards finally appeared, opening the door for him, but she didn't wave him over. Ben was still being Ben, but he'd calmed down, and she didn't need drama in front of people she now worked with.
But did she still have to work here? He wasn't lying, she could make good on the sale, or try to find a real job, and maintain the house...but doing what? The house wasn't cheap to live it, and where else could she make three grand or more a week?
"You're really going to say no?"
Ben drew her from her thoughts.
"Taking a great offer, isn't being controlled, Dana. Its being smart and looking after yourself. I looked after you for years, its been six months since we separated, and look at you! Banging every kid you meet, becoming an adult film star, and being so careless you let some kid get you on camera doing what you do best, and for free! That's worse than getting paid for it. Bet your boss, Miss Foxxx isn't happy about that one."
"You taking care of me was you taking care of you, keeping your trophy wife on a leash.
"How long before you're on a leash in one of these videos?"
"I'd rather it be for a sexy fantasy than be under your thumb like I was for years."
"This is getting old. Yes, or no? Before you answer, try to think about something other than pride and your revisionist history of our marriage. Think about the future for once in terms of more than what hole if the next cock going to shoved in?"
"You don't believe in you get more with sugar than salt, do you?"
"My feelings about you have nothing to do with why I'm offering or why you should take it. For the hundred grand you could make, I'd let people call me whatever they wanted to. You let them do it for free."
Dana put her back to him and walked down to the end of her car, trying to think about it. Rationally, he was right, and as everyone she knew had been pointing out lately, rational was not exactly her strong suit these days.
She eyed the building, the one she'd just left in shame because even by porn star standards she was out of control. But would leaving help her control herself? Most likely not because if she could manage to limit herself to her job, she was getting plenty of sex, more than many women would ever need.
If she walked away, could she resist prowling the clubs, or another encounter like the other day with Darrin? There would be no risk if she did, but there was already a risk that even if she quit today, people would continue to recognize her.
But what stood out in her mind was that as shameful as her new profession seemed to the public at large, as much as she knew Ben was far from alone in seeing her and her fellow performers as sluts, and deviants...
She loved the job.
Dana loved the camera, loved the attention, loved the sex, and a month in was becoming friendly with everyone from the make up and film crews to other actresses and actors. They were like a strange sort of family, who all understood what they did, and why in a much different way than others, she was accepted and liked here.
Was she going to give up her life again because Ben was worried about his? And for what? Some money she'd eventually earn anyway? Dana turned back to see him staring down at his phone.
"I thought about it."
"And?" He put the phone back on his hip.
"The answer is no. You found me because you were looking for me, and I was stupid. That won't happen again. If down the line someone you know sees me? That's your problem not mine."
"You're really not ashamed of this, are you?"
"Would I run around telling people I do this? No, but I like it, and I'm staying with it. I'm making good money doing what a lot of people see as bad things, but a lot of people enjoy it too."
"Lot of people have enjoyed you. That's for damn sure." He scowled. "You really don't get it do you?"
"Get what, Ben?"
"That you just stood there and told me you like getting used in front of a camera for the world to see. That you're proud to fuck any guy they stick on the set with you. Total strangers just drop their pants and you drop to your knees."
"I gave my answer."
"You sat there in my office in tears saying I was being mean to you when I called you a slut, then you brag about being one. Know what, Dana, as angry at you as I am? I feel bad for you. I really do.
"You..."
"No, really. To have such low self-esteem, to feel so poorly about yourself that you think the only way you can be accepted is to offer sex to anyone who pays you attention, and now you're doing it with anyone they tell you to.
"You and all those men and women are like pieces of meat. Living fuck dolls that get told who they're doing, and how they're doing it. No affection, no intimacy, and not a shred of dignity. The people who watch you? They're jacking off to you fucking and that's it. It's the only value you have to them, and to yourself."
"Stop," She could feel her lip trembling as he once again opened up her own doubts about herself, the ones she tried to ignore or justify.
"You even been on a date since we split? Spend the night? Has anyone bought you dinner, wanted to take you to a movie? Do you even want that? Are you so convinced deep down that all you have to offer is your body that you don't even try for more?"
"Leave, now!" She pointed behind her. "If I have low self-esteem, its because you were the one that made me feel that way!"
"Never your fault is it, Dana?"
"Go, or so help me god, I'll..."
"Whoa, what's the problem here?"
Brock had returned and they'd been so caught up with each other, neither noticed he was only a few feet away.
"He won't leave me alone!" She pointed to Ben. "Won't let me get in my car!"
"Please, we were talking about our divorce, she's just being a drama queen."
"She's obviously upset, and you're upsetting her." Brock stepped between the two of them, facing Ben. "Take a walk before I have someone walk you."
"Give it up, buddy," Ben smirked. "She only sucks young cock."
"You're even more charming than she made you out to be, do yourself a favor and get lost."
"Brock..." Dana began, but he put his hand up.
"Now."
"Please, what are you going to..."
"Hey, Brian!" Brock waved his arms, and Dana spotted Brian heading for the building. When the young man, looked over. He shouted. "This asshole is bothering Dana and won't leave."
Brian immediately broke into a run, and Dana watched Ben's eyes widen when he realized how big he was.
"You got a problem, man?" Bryan inserted himself between Ben and Brock and loomed over her ex-husband. "You do, you either take it to me, or take it somewhere else."
"Yeah," Ben took a step back, but smirked. "Now you, I bet she's fucked."
"I'll fuck you up, you don't leave, you snotty little prick."
"Fine, I'll leave you to spit roast this pig."
Ben moved past them, and Brian raised his hand as if he were going to hit him, but Brock grabbed his arm. "Let him go."
They watched Ben make his way to his car, and when he got in and pulled away, Brian put his massive hand on her shoulder.
"You okay, Dana?"
She nodded, trying to fight back the tears brought on by Ben's words to her, and how he'd talked to her in front of people she knew.
"You sure?"
"Listen, Brian," Brock spoke. "Thanks for helping out."
"Yeah, no problem. Who was that?"
"My ex-husband." Dana said softly.
"He was married to you? Wow, well at least you're getting to be with some actual men these days."
"Brian, do me a favor," Brock pointed. "When you go in there, tell Frank in security there was someone out here harassing Dana. Have him pull the footage so he knows what he looks like and put the word out they seem on the property again he's to be escorted off. If he won't leave, call the police."
"I'll do that." He gave Dana's shoulder a reassuring squeeze. "Don't sweat that jerk. No one messes with the ladies here."
He clapped Brock on the arm, then headed for the entrance.
"Brian can get that started, but you'll have to make a statement. I can go with you if you want."
"I'd rather not."
"I get that, but you need to do it. As you can imagine some of the women here have gotten stalkers, and Sylvia doesn't screw around with safety here. This might just be a marital dispute and a one-time thing, but..." he noticed her looking down as he spoke. "Dana, are you okay?"
"No." she said in a barely audible whisper.
"I came back down here because I found out they cancelled your shoot, so I figured I'd come back down and see if you were still here to ask you why."
"I did something stupid." she said in a faraway voice. "Should have got fired, they're giving me another chance."
"Oh, well, at least they have you that. Guess this on top of that really stinks. I was supposed to film your shoot so now I have nothing for the next two hours. Want to go grab a coffee and talk?"
"He's right," Dana felt the tears coming, and this time couldn't hold them back.
"Hey, easy!" Brock put his arm around her trembling shoulders. "What did he say, what is he right about?"
"That...that...I only like sex because it's the only thing anyone has ever wanted me for." Dana lost the battle burying her face in her hands, sobbed uncontrollably.
Brock put his arms around her, pulling her into him. For a moment she resisted, but when he whispered, "It's okay to not be tough all the time," she surrendered, and nuzzling her face into his shoulder cried like drama riddled teen after her first break up.
Had she ever had a breakup other than Ben? Even in damn high school she'd been a good time, but never for a long time, type. That thought caused another wave of tears, and she burrowed her face deeper into Brock's shoulder.



She was aware of his hand going to the back of her head, cradling it as she cried while his arm remained tightly around her shoulders. He remained silent as she continued to make a fool of herself, first sobbing, the sniffling into him.
When she felt she could control herself, she eased her head from his shoulder, and Brock dropped his arm from her, letting her step back.
"I'm so sorry," she wiped at her eyes with the back of one hand while fumbling in her purse for a tissue.
"Its okay, here." He produced a blue handkerchief from his pocket and handed it to her.
"Thank you," she took it and felt like a bigger fool when she loudly blew her nose into it. "Not exactly sexy, I know." She joked.
"Sexy is like tough. You don't have to be that way all the time."
"I guess," she frowned. "Oh. I made a mess on your shirt."
"I'll change upstairs; I keep a couple things in my locker." He chuckled. "One time I'm filming this scene where the guy's screwing the girl doggy style. I'm kneeling in front of her on the bed, getting shots of her face, and he whips it out and the fucking guy goes off like a geyser, goes all the way over her back and head and hits me in the chest, on my arms."
He grimaced at the memory.
"They call that friendly fire in the biz, but its usually another male porn star that gets hit in a threesome." He laughed louder this time. "Some kind of life, huh?"
"Brock, thank you for coming to help me and for letting me make a fool of myself."
"You're not a fool, and listen, I don't know everything about you, but I know this industry and the reputation the women in it have, and I can tell you, that some of the nicest women I've met were on set, and they're all worth far more than what they do for a living."
"Like you said, you don't know me."
"But I'd like to, and you know that. I'll ask again if you'd like to talk. It seems like you need to."
"You can't help me."
"Maybe not, but sometimes you can help yourself when you talk things out." He nodded when she remained silent.
Part of her wanted to go for coffee with him, talk about things, or even talk about him. Just spend time with a man that didn't involve sex.
"Maybe give Ellen a call?"
"She's upset with me. Sylvia is upset with me. Ben...well, he's been upset with me for months, and he was nice enough to tell me our entire marriage was a mistake."
"You made it seem like you left him, so of course he said that." He gave her an encouraging smile. "Don't look now, but you're talking about things."
"Brock, I know you're trying to help, but..."
"But what, Dana?" He looked away as if considering whether or not he was going to continue, then with a shrug, as if to say, why not, kept going.
"That comment you made about only being good for sex. That's a lie, but if there's anything to it, could it be because you'd rather keep it that way, than try for a little more?"
Dana looked away.
"Exactly, I know I'm not in your cougar wheelhouse, you made that clear. I know you recently left a long term marriage and aren't ready for anything serious. But its possible to go out with a male friend and keep it as being friends."
"Never been true for me."
"Because they always come after you? Or do you take their attention as an advance, and initiate sex because you feel its what they want."
"It is what they want," she snapped without meaning to. "Stop lying and acting like you don't want it too."
"I would not be averse to it," he admitted. "But I'm happy to just start with getting to know each other and seeing where it goes. Having said that, I think you're more in need of a friend and I'm happy to be that friend, if you'll let me."
"Why?"
"Because its not all about sex, Dana. I think from what Ellen told me you started out young with that attitude, and it seems your obviously older husband made you buy into it."
"Ellen talks to you about me?"
"I called her after you mentioned her after you blew me off, and she discussed you a bit, explained why you were defensive." He gave her a rueful smile. "Told me to keep trying."
"You get to know about my past, but Ellen won't tell me about you."
"My story to tell. You have to pay to play, and price of admission is a coffee."
"But you got some of my story for free," she pointed out. "But I have to earn everything? Hardly fair."
"Fine, one free tidbit, ask away."
"Ellen's porn alias." She smirked. "Game over, because I know you..."
"Ellie Love." Brock told her, then grabbing the handle, opened the door for her. "Seeing we're here, let's take your car."
*****
"Now that you have me hear, whatever are you going to do to me?" Brock grinned as he sat down and passed Dana the espresso he'd gotten for her.
"You invited me here."
"Jeez, how can a woman who is so much fun on camera be such a buzzkill off it?"
"Because the camera has always been part of my problem. It...does things to me."
"Newsflash, it does things for a lot of women, some men too, but mostly women. Makes you feel sexy, desirable, like a damn goddess."
"Makes me wet." Dana told him, then sipped at the strong dark coffee. "Makes me horny."
"Again, not the only one."
"Seeing Ellen likes to talk about me, I'll guess she told you I almost threw my career away before it started?"
"She mentioned you were a little too wild."
"I kept having sex with the cameraman."
"Hey, I have a lot of cameras, you know." He smiled, then it faded when she didn't laugh.
"It was going to keep me from getting any serious work. Ellen met me at a small event where I was modeling a new line of summer wear for a local designer. She liked what she saw, took me under her wing and told me if couldn't keep the guy's dicks out of my pants, I'd never amount to anything."
"I take it you listened?"
"I stopped banging the film crew, but after every shoot I'd go find someone to fuck."
"Good work around," he chuckled. "You get far?"
"Ellen landed me a few decent paying gigs, and I appeared in an issue of Maxim. Spread was called "Hot girls in cold places," or something like that. It was a winter issue, and I was in two shots with a couple of other girls and one by myself, classic pose of opening a heavy parka to show off a pair of boy shorts and I was topless but only showed the inner half of my tits."
"Still plenty to see, I'll bet."
"Things of wonder," she gave him a small smile.
"Still are, and you're still beautiful."
"But look cuter with something in my mouth, right?"
"You're saying things like that, not me."
"You just mentioned my tits."
"Touche'"
"I was starting to make a name and get some better shoots. Ellen was still doing some modeling herself but had begun repping younger models and she was pushing me to clients looking for new talent.
"I met Ben at a charity event, he was representing his firm, and he offered to buy me a drink at the bar. He's more than ten years older, nice suit, good looking, educated, good career. Honestly, I was wondering if he thought I was a working girl, because there were a few there.
"We get to talking, he didn't seem like he was looking for what all the other guys were, and I had it in my mind, that maybe this was what I needed."
"Still need," Brock commented, then made a show of zipping his lip.
"He asked me out, I said yes, and we began dating." She grunted. "I displayed unusual restraint, didn't fuck until the third date."
"Prude."
"But he had just become a junior partner, was working a lot, and we'd see each other a couple times a week. No L word was said, we were just having a good time together, and I didn't see us as that serious.
"I did my first, and only topless shoot, and the guy behind the camera was so fucking hot, and he was totally into me, so afterwards, I let him get into me. Turns out a friend of Ben's was around, knew what I did and told him.
"He was upset, said I cheated on him. I suppose I did and told me we were through. I found myself missing him and asked him to take me back. He did, but then...I slipped again."
"Seriously?"
"Yeah, Ben wasn't wrong about our early time together. I could not control myself and second time, I did have feelings, but the effect of being on a set, guys looking, knowing how many guys would see me in that bikini, my body glistening with oil. On that shoot, the director had me leave a white strip of suntan lotion between my breasts and you know what everyone was supposed to think as I rubbed it in with my nails.
"I was so wound up my cunt was aching on the set."
"Crude" He said, but with a smile.
"I," she sat back in the chair, her shoulder's slumped. "Let two men take me."
"Holy shit."
"Pig on a spit while Ben was at a conference." He was supposed to be there to watch like he had on some of my other shoots, but work needed him to take the place of someone who was sick.
"Had he been there, I'd have spent the night tearing him apart. Instead, I saw two hot guys and decided why choose?" She drained her coffee into three long gulps and put the small cup down. "Ben would have never known about it. But when I saw him, I confessed, minus the fact it was two guys, just kept it to "I did it again."
"Did you say Oops?"
"Want to hear the story you said you wanted, or want to keep making jokes?"
"Sorry."
"Ben was upset and had a right to be. Told me I couldn't care about him if I could do that. I told him I did and couldn't help it. Tried to blame the camera, something I still do, before you say it.
"He gave me an ultimatum. Leave the industry or leave him. By that time, I felt I was in love with him, had learned I had serious issues with sex where the industry was concerned, and I quit modeling.
"From there a common story. An older successful guy, younger, very attractive wife who made him look good to his cronies. He didn't want me to work, said I didn't need to. Couple years after we were married, he bought the house because I loved it as soon as I saw it.
"But during that time Ben had convinced me to not only leave modeling, but maybe I shouldn't keep my friends in it. I saw Ellen and Burt here and there and would talk on the phone, but sometimes months would go by and it became easier and easier."
"He isolated you. Removed your career, your friends, kept you home, only seeing his friends and in the look at my hot young wife way rather than the right way."
"Like I said, common story."
"Then eventually you get a few years older, and he..." he stopped. "I think we can end it there."
"He told me he realized he probably never loved me. Said he made a mistake and married the bad woman instead of the good one and find the bad girl on the side. He said he didn't want kids, which was fine, because I didn't want them, now he says he wanted them and didn't because of me.
"I kept him from having the same Norman Rockwell Americana home, wife and kids his friends had. Told me I hooked him with sex, and pretty much kept him down in some ways."
"You know that's bullshit."
"I do, but sometimes..." she released a long breath. "That's where all that I'm only good for one thing, and I landed a good life being hot and a good lay. But of course, not good enough he could limit himself to me, and when I found out about his recent affairs, he threw my cheating on him fifteen years ago at me."
"Two wrongs don't make a right, and you were married and together a long time when he did it."
"He'd been doing it a lot earlier on than I thought. He's good at his job, fast tracked to senior partner, and that's when he bought into the boy's club. Have the good woman at home raising the kids and still looking good enough on your arm and have the little sluts on the side. Some of the wives know and pretend they don't keep their perfect little life. I refused to, and to him, I'm wrong."
She spread her hands out.
"I talked, happy?"
"The issue with sex is still going I take it. I saw your knees, and knew Sylvia was going to say something about controlling yourself in your personal life."
"She did, and I didn't listen."
"Figured you got a time out for something. Can I ask what?"
"A kid recognized me at Starbucks. Wanted a picture with me. I was checking the comments on my last video and that makes me horny."
"Not sure what doesn't." Brock said with no trace of a smile.
"I should have stuck with the pic, but he was cute, and he had a camera."
"Oh, here we go."
"I flirted with him, but he didn't seem to get it, so I offered to take him back to my place. First man I've had in the house since Ben left and its an 18 year old film student."
"18? Damn, Dana."
"I know, I've already been called a predator. But it gets worse. I let him film us fucking and he uploaded it to Twitter and Porn Hub."
"Oh, Sylvia must have been ripshit."
"You could say that, but..."
"There's more?"
"I went bareback."
"Dana!"
"I know, I know." She put her hands up. "I'll just further damn myself to you and tell you I do it all the time."
"You know what you're risking for yourself, and others?"
"I got the lecture, and Sylvia told me I was fired. Matt went to bat for me for another chance."
"You getting tested today?"
"I was going to go there, then Ben showed up because he decided to put a PI on me after I fucked one of the other partner's sons in his office and..."
"You...goddamn, Dana, you could be a legit milf reality show!"
"Guy searched my name, up comes the kid's "I fucked Dana Darling video on PH and then the pics he posted on X, so he got drunk, skipped work and came there to catch me at work to tell my he was right, I'm making money fucking, and to tell me I have to quit because of his reputation."
"I can imagine in the circles he travels, he'd never hear the end of it. I imagine Sylvia already has the vid down?"
"Yes and threw the kid some money to delete the tweets. Speaking of money, Ben told me I could wave the last twenty grand I owe on the house if I quit."
"I wonder if he realizes you could quit today and six months from now someone he knows could find you videos." His eyes narrowed. "You going to take the money and run?"
"I told him no, because it would just be him controlling me and taking something away from me. I like the job, the people, and it can keep me in check sexually if I can just keep it to work. Back to your question I'll get tested soon as I can, someone roped me into coffee."
'Hey, I don't do the bondage shoots."
"I'll go from here," she ignored the joke.
"Okay, so getting back to what Ben said to upset you. Do you believe its true?"
Dana stared into her empty cup.
"Yes. Modeling, hooking a good prospect, now porn. Everything I've done I owe to sex, including almost losing out on the man who I'd marry, and my latest job. I had a shitty job at Mario's and only had that because of my tits."
"You work with what you have. But that doesn't mean no one would want to get to know you for more. I think you let Ben drill that into you, and now you believe it and won't even try."
"Even if you're right, how do you try when you're having sex for a living?"
"There's people who don't mind."
"Yeah, the same kind of assholes that date strippers. They treat them like trash, take their money, brag to their friends about who they're fucking, and tell the girls they're lucky anyone would want a slut like them."
"I wish I could say you're wrong, but a lot of porn stars end up with that guy. Or the older jack ass with money who wears them like a status symbol until he finds the next one. But there are good men out there who would be okay with it."
"That's funny. Hey hon, I'm heading to work. Going to pretend I'm someone's stepmom and let them fuck me in the ass, so you know, I might be sore tonight."
"Dana, there's..."
"Ellie Love, huh?" Dana cut him off. "Cute name. She made it sound like she did some girl on girl scenes."
"Um, yeah." Brock nodded. "Her last few months when she knew she'd be leaving soon and just needed a few thousand more to keep her business afloat it was mostly women, and if there was a guy it was FFM three ways where she'd still be fooling with a woman. She did a lot of cougar kitten work."
"Can I ask you something?"
"I shouldn't say anything, but you had a point that Ellen has told me a lot about you."
"Does she still see women?"
"Why do you ask?"
"I was busting her up about being all over me to meet someone, but she's alone. She said she had a friend with benefits, but wouldn't talk about him."
"Reason for that."
"Holy crap. Ellen has a girlfriend?"
"You didn't hear it from me, but yes. Lot of women eventually shoot with other women. Pay is decent, and you're not choking on dick, getting pounded, and the scenes are slower and more sensual. Between the two things I just said, more than a few women have turned away from men once they're done in the game, or if nothing else are now Bi."
"Damn, why wouldn't she tell me?"
"Ellen has ten years on you, and she grew up more in the it was still wrong era. I think she felt some shame the first couple of times she did a girl-on-girl shoot, then more that she really enjoyed it."
"There's a lot of women in the modeling world who are lesbians."
"True, starts with having more of an appreciation for the female form than the average woman does, that and let's go back to the dick head type, lot of models end up with dogs sniffing around and its just safer and easier to be with women. But keep in mind for most of her life, Ellen was straight and married for some time. I think she struggles with it a bit, just like you're struggling with your sexuality.
"I still feel like she could have told me."
"I only know because I filmed her. That's why she's touchy about divulging the name she worked under. Not that she wanted anyone to see any of it, but she'd more concerned with female centric material, especially to a long time friend who only saw her one way."
"She made a comment to me about being careful with shooting so much and going down the rabbit hole with what I'll shoot."
"Doubt she meant women, more like the real extreme gang bang and blow bang vids, the bound and raped fantasy stuff. Those shoots we don't do, but Sylvia is close with someone who runs that type of site and if a girl wants to do it, she'll warn them, but let them make up their mind.
"You can get traumatized from some of the crap its so hardcore. The guys all know the limits, but when you're getting DP'd by three different sets of guys, one in every hole all the time, tied up in weird positions, it takes its toll physically, and can fuck with you emotionally. Takes a certain breed to do that and be fine with it. Lot of one and done in that type of genre."
"She really thinks I'd do that?"
"You're out of control and always have been. Sex is your drug, and as time goes on you might feel you need a stronger and stronger fix. You have the mentality, and truth be told, possible sex addiction to give it a go."
"Thanks."
"You're begging hard for that threesome vid." Brock pointed out. "Why?"
Dana wouldn't meet his eyes.
"You just said you've done it for real."
"Long time ago, I'm excited to do it again. Just like I was excited to take it in the ass for the first time since before Ben. Next fix, right?"
"Yeah, but there's more isn't there?"
"Every scene I've done, every guy I've been with since Ben left, I've thought of him at some point. In the heat of the moment its revenge. I picture him watching me."
"On video or in person?" Brock leaned forward as if her answer was important for some reason.
"I don't know, mostly video. I guess even in fantasy land it would never happen in person, but I get carried away enough sometimes I think about it. Why does it matter?"
"Just thinking of something. Look, the thinking you're only good for sex is something that's not that hard to get over. You didn't feel that way in your marriage until he made you feel that way.



"Find someone who sees you for you and sex is just a bonus, you'll see it was never true. But I think you're going on a tear to the point you're beyond reckless isn't about looking for attention its wanting a revenge you feel you can't get any other way.
"He slept with other women, you got soppy seconds when you got anything, he took you job away, your friends, you have serious resentment in there towards him, most of it justified."
"Wow, a photographer and a shrink."
"I don't just take pictures, I ask questions, try to get to know the person. I people watch and listen when people talk, even when its not to me. I consider myself a student of human nature." He had said this with a straight face, then grinned. "And I watched a lot of TV."
"Seeing you brought up taking pictures. What's your story?"
"My story?"
"Ellen said you had one, you told me you had one but I only get it if I go out with you for dinner or a coffee. Here we are."
"Right, except," he turned his wrist to stare at his watch. "I need to be back at work to get ready for my next shoot in a few minutes, so another time."
"What? Oh, that's cheap!" Dana exclaimed.
"Tomorrow's Friday, how about I tell you over dinner?"
"You think you're getting two dates out of me?"
"Dana, if you consider me taking you out for coffee because you were in tears a date, it has been a long time."
"I call bullshit," she rolled her eyes.
"Call it what you want, how about I call you tomorrow and we make plans?"
Dana took in his hopeful smile. Would it be so bad? He was a nice guy, good sense of humor, laid back, easy to talk to, and attractive, most women would have no trouble saying yes. When was the last time she'd been on a damn date?
When was the last time she wanted to be?
But they worked together, and their work was him filming her fucking. How could that work? How could he even be okay with that? The way he kept insisting there were men who were fine with dating someone in the industry made it seem he was one of them, or, the cynic in her kicked in, wanted her to think that.
Had he pulled this routine before with other girls? If he worked here with Ellen he'd been around a few years, and seen how many starlets? But he'd been sincerely concerned when he'd gotten between her and Ben, and despite a few jokes, he listened to her. Ben hadn't listened to her in years.
"I take it you needing to think this long on it isn't a good sign for a yes," He gave her a smile she could tell was forced. "You're a tough nut to crack, Miss Darling."
"No jokes about how many nuts have cracked over me?"
"Only if you're the one making them." Brock's expression was serious. "Being self-deprecating is fine to a degree, but if you constantly refer to yourself as something, then that's how others will see you."
He stood but continued speaking.
"If you think you're only good for one thing, and you keep telling people that? Then guess what, they'll buy into that to, but only because you sold them on it."
"Get that from Dr. Phil?"
"No, got that from someone I was very close to who enjoyed something many thought was wrong, but because she never put herself down over it, she took away their power to put her down. Unless you're in court, anyone who judges you is only doing so based on their opinion, and if you let it become yours, then consider yourself damned to be what they say you are."
"Deep," Dana tried a smile, but could see Brock was no longer kidding, but annoyed with her. "Who told you that, a friend?"
"My wife."
"Wife? You're divorced?"
"No, she passed away six years ago."
"Oh, that's awful, I'm sorry to hear that."
"Kept saying I had a story for you, but you're too wrapped up in you to hear it." Brock stared down at her, and she was too ashamed to meet his gaze. "Maybe you're not ready to date because it would mean having to think about what other people have been through and not your own woe is me."
"I'm sorry, Brock, its..."
"Not you, its me?" He gave her another humorless smile. "See you at work."
*****
Dana's eyes snapped open, and she lifted her head from the large throw pillow she'd been resting on. She glanced at the TV where Queen's Gambit was now on episode three, and she could only remember seeing the end of the first episode.
She jumped at the sound of the doorbell and tried to recall if she'd ordered anything online recently. Sitting up on the large soft black couch that had always been her favorite piece of furniture, and since Ben left, she often spent the night.
After sharing a bed with someone for so many years, even someone she discovered was unfaithful and had no regrets of tossing him, sleeping alone in the same room had an air of loneliness and loss to it, she didn't like to think about.
Dana swung her long legs off the couch, and, grunted when her cell fell on the floor. She picked it up and the screen lit up showing the text she'd received from Matt that her results were clean and to be at the studio Monday at nine.
Standing, smoothed down the black and gold Bruins night shirt she'd tossed on after she'd gotten out of the shower. The bell rang again, and picking up her phone, she went to her ring app.
A man dressed in a black baseball cap, white t-shirt and jeans stood on the porch, but with his back to her, his head and shoulders hunched in the light drizzle. Who was he? She didn't see a package in his hands.
Dana made her way through the living room, her purple tipped bare feet padding across the hardwood floor. Catching sight of herself in the mirror over the mantle, she winced at the wild mess of hair hanging about her head. She hadn't bothered to dry it, and also hadn't planned on falling asleep for over an hour.
The hair, no makeup, the old night shirt that was so loose even her large breasts could barely be noticed, Dana Darling was rocking the sexy for sure. Then again, she was sure someone, somewhere, had a fetish for the fell out of bed look.
Dana looked through the peephole to see whoever had rung the bell was still facing the other way, looking out at the quiet street. She opened the door a few inches.
"Can I help you?"
"That's a great name for a video." Brock turned around to face her. "Random stranger knocks on the wrong door, horny milf invites him in, sexy stuff ensues."
"How did you find out where I live?"
"Hey, good to see you too!" Brock laughed.
"Sorry," she opened the door and waved him in.
"No problem, I get you wouldn't want where you live to be common knowledge. But you realize this is why most porn stars don't use their real name, right?"
"Hadn't been thinking when I did that." Dana admitted as she closed the door behind him. "Or at all the last few months."
"If you were a guy, they'd say you were thinking with the wrong head. Not sure what the term is for women."
"Too much thinking about head in my case."
"You said that," he grinned at her. "Just saying."
"Seriously, how did you get my address?"
"Looked it up in public records, you and Ben are listed as the property owners."
"His name will be off soon enough."
"Right," Brock looked around the large living room. "Nice place, really big for two people."
"He wanted a home office and a guest bedroom, so now I have two spare rooms. Going by what he said last week, he had hopes for one being a nursery."
"You believe that or think it was just another thing to blame you for."
He wandered deeper into the room and sat on the edge of the couch.
"Make yourself comfortable," Dana cracked. "Honestly? I don't think he wanted kids, until he looked around and saw that all his friends had them and it was part of the whole package."
"Better off you didn't have them then. You'd be Susie home maker and he'd just be around the kids to show them off."
"Probably, and I'd feel bad for those kids. I barely cook, I'm kind of sloppy, and like you said, totally self-absorbed."
"Yeah, I shouldn't have said that, but you do come across that way."
"You want coffee or anything?" Dana asked.
"No, I'm good."
"For what its worth," Dana sat down on the other edge of the couch. "I did ask you to tell me about you, and you turned it into a cheap play to get a date out of me."
"Guilty, and that's why I came by to say I'm sorry, because you're right, you did want hear about me. In my defense I hadn't planned yesterday, but saw what was going on, and then wanted to make sure you were okay. I did have a shoot."
"Okay, so we're both sorry," Dana nodded. "You didn't have to come here to tell me that."
"I felt I did, and I feel I owe you my story, and look, I know you have a hard time believing this, but I'm attracted to you for more than sex."
"I've been rude any time you've said that, so go ahead, tell me why I'm that interesting to you."
"First off, you're beautiful, and that goes beyond what you do on the set. That's just sex and sure, guys want the women to be pretty, but as long as they're fucking its not as important. You have a classic beauty, and I say that from the modeling industry perspective.
"When you relax, you have an incredible smile, great laugh, good sense of humor, and those big brown eyes are amazing. I get a kick out of your exaggerated expressions, and the way you have fun with them.
"We have a common background in the fashion and modeling world, both had much higher aspirations than worker in adult entertainment, but here we are. You out of need, me out of choice, and we both love it.
"So, why wouldn't I want to get to know you better?"
"I fuck for a living."
"I film fucking for a living."
"But I actually do it." Dana turned on the cushion so she was facing him. "Let me guess, you're a voyeur?"
"Close," Brock nodded. "But it's a bit more than that."
"Like?" Dana gestured with her hand. "Going to tell me or be mysterious?"
"I loved taking pictures of pretty much anything at a young age," Brock leaned back into the couch. "Wow, by the way, this thing is amazing. It's the size of a twin bed."
"I sleep here a lot these days. Be great for casting."
"Again, you said that. Anyway, my parents were supportive, bought me a nice camera, was going to help me go to school for it. My dad was killed by a drunk driver when I was seventeen and it really shook me, lost the desire to go to college, wasn't sure what I wanted to to, so I joined the army.
"They discovered my love for photography, and I ended up working with the military's journalists. Pretty cool at first, taking pics or filming training, weapons testing, helping advance scouts by getting footage of upcoming terrain they'd have to cross.
"Then I ended up transferred to live action. I saw things during Desert Storm that were horrific, and from there I traveled around the middle east where the US or allies were having skirmishes with extremists...the things they did to people, the carnage they left behind was just...nightmarish.
"I was already bitter about my father, now all I see is this bleak shit, so not hard to imagine I'd gotten pretty jaded. When I got out, I used my experience to get a job with National Geographic who sent me to places all over the world with documentary crews.
"Mountains, forests, natives of different countries, all types of wildlife. Great job. Kept me fit, saw some of the beauty I'd forgotten was in the world, kept me in shape. They had to make some cut backs and I was out of work, but someone at the magazine gave my name to a fashion designer.
"They asked if I wanted to give it a go doing photo shoots for their magazine both on sets and at events. Between the service and NG, I'd been traveling all over the world for a decade and had come back home so I figured why not try it out.
"I ended up enjoying it more than I thought. No more harsh weather and elements, there were people around and for the most part nice people, and hell, taking pictures of beautiful women beat war zones and getting chased by angry bears.
"I did very well, guess my eye for other types of photography helped me capture some different angles and views, and because I'd done a lot of wildlife, you have to be damn quick on the trigger, and I caught some amazing shots at the events.
"After a couple of years, I was hired by Vogue and worked on same big time shoots. On one of them I met a woman named Vivian Teller."
"I know that name!" Dana interrupted. "Even though I was out of modeling I kind of lived vicariously through modeling magazines, I saw her in Elle. That woman was damn near flawless."
"That she was," Brock smiled.
"You going to tell me you were married to Viv Teller?"
"For ten glorious years."
"Wow, you punched up, dog!" Dana clapped her hands. "Don't know what you're seeing in me after her."
"You'll see when I get to it."
"I asked her out thinking no way in hell is she going to say yes, but she did, and we began dating. The first time we had sex was on the set after a shoot. I'd stuck around to take shots of the empty set, trying to work on different angles with the lighting while waiting for her.
"By the time she came out the only other person in the suite was the security guard up at the front desk. She asked me to take some fun shots of her, and as I did, she did a strip tease for me, then got raunchier, and played with herself in front of me.
"By the time she's done, she just about rips my clothes off and we went at it! I was kind of old school, thought first times should be kind of slow and sweet, but she was having none of that. When we were done, we went out for something to eat and she told me what you did, that the camera made her hot as fuck.
"Difference was, she was able to refrain from doing what she'd done with me with others, but seeing she knew I was into her for more than just wanting to get into her, she let herself go. We carried on hot and heavy from that point on, and I tried not to notice that if there wasn't camera involved, or we weren't in a situation we could get caught, like on the sets after hours, she wasn't as into it.
"But by then I was falling for her, and not just her looks and the sex. I told her I loved her one night, and she got a weird look and said, "you love the me that you know, but would you love everything I love."
"That's like something out of some cheesy romance."
"I don't think romance would cover what she really meant." Brock grunted. "I ask her about it, and she asks if I'm the jealous type, and how open minded was I?"
"My answer was within reason on both accounts. Viv tells me she does love me, but not sure I'd be willing to accept what she would never want to give up. I told her to cut the crap, and just say whatever it is, she says she'd rather show me.
"Next night we go to this club, definitely a fetish kind of place. Lot of people in leather and latex, collars, some whack jobs in furry costumes. But I follow her through it, we get to the back, and she talks to a guy who invited us behind the bar and through another door.
"We end up downstairs and next thing I know, I'm watching a couple fucking in front of everyone. They're putting on a show and a couple of people are filming it. Lot of women around the bed are half naked, some guys completely naked.
"They finish up with the guy cumming inside her, then he moves, and this other guy gets between her legs and starts licking it out."
"Ugh!" Dana scrunched up her face.
"From a woman that acts like it's the best thing she's ever tasted," Brock snorted.
"I'm a woman. That's a guy eating another guy's load!"
"And...from his wife. Turns out they're married. Then this guy steps up and he has two wine glasses, one has blue pieces of paper, one has pink. Woman steps up and pulls out a blue paper, and calls out the name, and then she gets on the bed, and he joins her.
"Swinger party?"
"Yeah, everyone is a couple, but you can't fool around with your partner, they watch you with someone else. We watch them go at it, then Viv takes my hand and brings me into another room.
"There's another woman on a bed, but three guys around her, and another sitting in the chair. He's got his dick in one hand, a camcorder in the other. He then watches his wife fuck all three of these guys while he strokes it.
"By the end, she's had every guy in every hole including all three at once, and covered in goddamn cum. The husband then hops up on the bed and fucks her, and I mean he fucks her, just going at her like he's never had it before.
"Sounds like a porn shoot."
"Pretty much was, just more private. Viv asks what I think, and I'm kind of stunned. I didn't really think I was a prude, but other people watching, sharing your partner with strangers, getting hot over it. It was a lot and I asked what we were doing there."
"You didn't know?" Dana asked. "Pretty easy to see where this is going."
"Maybe for some people, and maybe I should have seen it too, but for all the crap I'd seen I was still a little naïve when it came to some things. But you're right, Viv looks at me, says 'Moment of truth' walks over to this woman in a red dress that I had the impression was in charge, talks to her, then takes her dress off and kneels on the bed."
Woman in red whistles and two guys come out of the next room and get on the bed with her, and...she just starts blowing them.
"I had no idea what to do. Part of me was disgusted. I told this woman I loved her, and here she was letting two guys have their way with her, and it was obvious it wasn't the first time she'd been there or done this. Everything in me said leave.
"But at the same time there was something about it that made me keep watching, and I did, and the longer it went the more I went from this is wrong to being aroused. In the middle of the action, Viv points to the woman in red, then to me.
"The woman picks something up, comes over and hands it to me. It was a camera, a small Nikon, and she just smiled and points to the bed. Viv calls out, "Come on, baby, get your girl in action."
"There was something about what she said, "Get your girl. She was banging two guys, but she was my girl. My girl was so desirable these men couldn't resist her. They were getting what I got and could get anytime I wanted, and I started focusing more on them in the sense of how badly they wanted her, how they wanted to please her.
"I began filming, walking around the bed trying to get the best angles like I would everything else. Viv is calling out to me, asking how my girl looked another man's cock in her mouth, in her cunt. Telling me to tell them how to fuck her next."
Brock had been off into space as if reliving the scene as he spoke.
"And I did. Told them where to stick their cock next, even in her ass, told them to go faster, slower, to make her cum and in the end to paint her face. When they were done, and they slipped off the bed, Viv, covered in come from her face down to her tits, tells me to come claim her.
"I stripped down, got on the bed, and tore into her. First on her back, then I got her doggy, squeezing her hips and tearing into her, Not caring two other cocks had just been in there, or that those guys were now standing around watching me.
"I kept thinking of what they'd done even as I fucked her, and I came harder than I ever had in my life, and all over her face. Just adding to their mess."
"Damn," Dana swallowed hard and felt her face flushing. "That's crazy, but hot at the same time."
"After we left, Viv told me she loved me and was happy to give me her heart, but she loved to share her body, and could I handle that? I'll bore you with my inner turmoil and conflicted emotions and say I ended up not only accepting it but loving it.
"Know what a hot wife is?"
"A wife who has sex with other guys, right?"
"That was Viv. Modeling had brought out the exhibitionist in her to an extreme degree, where like you she envisioned the crew watching her do more than pose. Seeing her naked, surrounding her, taking her because they wanted her so bad they couldn't hold back.



"She told someone up in New York about it once, and the girl took her to a club like we'd been to. Live sex shows in the basement, guys paying to watch women fuck, standing there jacking off while she sucked and fucked in front of them.
"It was the ultimate rush, and she couldn't give it up, but did want someone to love her for more than her career or sex. How she knew I could be that person I still don't know, not sure I was ever that kinky back then, but maybe she just took a shot.
"We became regulars at that club and others like it, and I would stand there so hard it hurt while I watched other men, and occasionally other women be with her. Then I'd take my turn. That whole cum eating thing was way too much for me, and she wasn't really into that anyway, but I'd fuck her while she wore other men's cum on her face or tits or anywhere else.
"We got married and Viv's star rose in the industry, she was getting shoots for major designers and appearing in big time fashion mags, and I was doing well on my own, better paying assignments and hit it big being hired to the staff of Vogue.
"I noticed the exhibitionist in her brought the voyeur in me, and not just watching her, but filming women in general got to me. I'd do the reverse of what she thought. Thinking of them naked, having sex in front of me, just wantonly fucking and looking the camera, and me, in the eye as they did it.
"Then some paparazzi asshole decided to follow us one night, got themselves into the club, and got some pics of what went on. They sent a five-minute clip to Vogue of their shining new star, getting spit roasted on a mattress while I filmed it.
"Vogue wanted no part of something like that and not only let Viv go but put the word out that she was some kind of sexual deviant. My career spiraled down with hers. We'd both made good money and been smart with it, so that wasn't a concern for a while.
"Viv then had the idea that if we enjoyed what we did at those clubs, and now had nothing to lose, why not make a living on it? We filmed her having sex with some guys, and with their permission, and keeping their faces out of it, offered it around to some porn sites.
"It got picked up by a small site called real wives. Their first offer was a joke, but when Viv said they could use her name and tout they had former model Viv Teller in a sex vid, they tripled the offer.
"It got a lot of hits and they asked for more. We made them and Viv received an offer from some larger sites to shoot all types of porn. I wasn't crazy about it, part of the thrill was these guys weren't pros, and all this was done in a hotel or our home, or someone else's.
"This would be pro all the way. Professional male talent, done on a set, a full film crew, and them calling the shots. It wouldn't have the same sleazy thrill of us meeting and picking up guys, but they were offering decent pay.
"Viv pitched it to me that how could this get any better for us? Her fucking on film, but only if I were always one of the crew members filming it, a deal that with my experience, the site was fine with, me filming it, and both of us knowing how many guys would see and get off on it?
He looked over and smiled.
"And that's how we met Sylvia and Matt. Except they didn't own the site that made us an offer, at least not yet. They would end up buying it down the line when the original owner wanted to get into mainstream material and needed money to get started.
"Your wife was a porn star."
"Both private and public over the course of our lives. She shot for a couple of years, and then wasn't feeling well. Turns out she had stage four liver cancer and passed away six months later."
"I'm so sorry, Brock." Dana slid over and put her hand on his arm.
"Yeah, people say Karma can be a bitch, but it has nothing on cancer." He looked down at her hand on his arm.
"If it bothers you to keep talking about it, then I don't need to hear anymore."
"It does bother me, even though six years later I try to just remember the good stuff, and that was just about all of it. It took her quick, so she didn't have to suffer for long."
"Silver lining, I guess." Dana said softly.
"Money was no issue for us, and she had life insurance. I sold the house and bought a one bedroom condo. Didn't work for a long time other than doing some freelance work. Taking pics at sporting events or getting some good shots on hikes and selling them.
"About a year after she passed, Sylvia called me and told me they had bought the site and wondering if I'd like to come back and work for them. I said no, the first time. Too many memories, and they understood.
"Matt called me a again about six months later, and told me they'd moved, and it was a new location, mostly new crew because there's always some turn over when someone takes over, and extended his offer again, with a high pay rate, which isn't really a big deal for me anyway.
"I said I'd think about it, and decided to stop by just to say hi, and they gave me a tour, took me on a set where a shoot was going on, and..." he shook his head. "I guess that analogy we were using with you about addiction really applies.
"I saw what was going on and it brought out the voyeur in me. I thought that would have only existed with Viv, but I guess once the snake bites you, you want more. So I ended up taking the job and been doing it ever since.
"You know, you keep saying to me who would date a porn star, but imagine telling someone that you make a living filming porn stars? Its not a much different reaction."
He laughed.
"Hey, honey, how was work? Oh, it was the usual, I filmed two blow job scenes, then watched a girl get spit roasted. Turned on watching all of this? Of course not! Um, hey, can I bring the camera out while we fool around later?"
"I didn't really think of that." She paused. "Because you know, I'm selfish."
She said with a smile, and he returned it.
"You are pretty full of yourself..." he put a hand up. "No jokes about what else you're full of."
"No jokes," she replied, her smile widening.
"The point to that long-twisted ramble is there are guys who would be okay with dating a porn star. Just takes a certain type of guy."
"So let me see if I have this right. Hypothetically speaking, if you were interested in a certain porn star, and they returned said interest. You would have no issue being with them, then watching other men have sex with them."
"Not just watching, filming you, oh, sorry, filming the hypothetical porn star."
"Interesting." Dana nodded.
She had kept her hand on Brock's arm, and moved it back and forth, lightly caressing him with her long purple nails.
"And you know what else?" Brock rested his hand on leg just beneath the hem of the nightshirt. "Let's say this make-believe porn star..."
"Is she very attractive, this porn star?"
"Duh, she's a porn star!" Brock gave an exaggerated sigh. "Who's telling this story?"
"Sorry!" Dana giggled while making no effort to move his hand.
"This very attractive porn star who for the sake of the story we'll call um...Deena Daring, yeah, sounds about right."
"That's a dumb name."
"Shhh!" Brock put his finger to her lips and his eyes widened when she kissed it. "Oh," he moved his finger and for a second lost his focus.
"You were saying?" She prodded him as she put her free hand over his on her leg, her fingers intertwining with his.
"Right, so this milf, she's got this..."
"She's a milf?" Dana put a quizzical look on her face that made Brock laugh. "She's starting to remind me of someone."
"She takes the milf thing seriously. Since she kicked her older dud husband out, she's been prowling for the young guys to the point there's a rumor she told a very handsome, witty, and charming co-worker he was too old for her.
"What a bitch!" Dana twisted upper lip and shook her head to look properly appalled.
"I think diva was the word this alleged silver fox may have used on her."
"Silver fox?" Dana repeated. "Seriously?"
"Yeah, and she said something about and old car and a new car and, I don't know, I think our scorned hero may have not been listening, all he heard was bitch mode."
"So, you're a hero now?"
"Every story has one," He nodded sagely, then eased his hand under the hem of her shirt. "But I'll make it better, our female subject of this piece of fiction can be a queen."
"I like that," she whispered, referring to the way his rough hand was gently caressing her inner thigh.
She opened her legs a few more inches hoping his hand would keep moving and encounter her bare and increasingly wet flesh.
"The queen's problem is she craves young men. Screws them for work, hunts for them in coffee shops where hopefully she cards them."
Dana tried to look put off but couldn't keep the smile off her face. Her hand dropped from his arm to his thigh, and mimicking his movements eased it closer to between his legs.
"She might, and that's the slimmest of might, be able to convince herself to throwing an interested old fart a bone, but could she give up all that hard young cock? Probably not because our queen is an exceedingly horny woman, and she does this for work, and loves that work, so how could this work."
He paused. "Used work to often just now."
"You take pictures, you don't write. But its better than most scripts I've seen."
"Because our script writers can't write. But our hero has an answer."
His fingers crept closer, and Dana resisted the urge to clamp her legs close and trap his hand against her pink slit. She countered his tease with her own, her hand moving over his thigh but resting just over the prominent bulge in his jeans.
"See, he may not fuck like a porn star and be insatiable, but he is secretly a sexual deviant who gets off on watching his lover have sex with others. That strange, but convenient, fetish of his could allow the queen, and him, to have the best of both worlds."
He removed his hand from between her legs, and gripping her wrist, eased hers from his lap.
"But that's in the land of make believe."
Dana frowned but managed to keep his game going.
"But there's always truth to fiction, isn't there?"
"Always, but I was keeping it light, and about sex, because that's the fun easy stuff," Brock turned towards her so their knees were touching and put his hands on hers. "The serious part is the hero is looking for more than a game meaning the queen needs to be willing to open more than her legs and see where it goes outside of the bedroom and off the set."
"I..."
"Dana, we were both married, and even though Ben turned into an asshole, you loved him for a long time, and it hurt when it was over. You're coping through sex both to make up for the loss, and for what you see as revenge. I lost someone I was close to the entire time, and I'd like that again someday."
"Before you say anything, I'm not saying I'm thinking of moving in and putting a ring on your finger, but I do want to get closer to you and be more than a distraction between your cougar cub hunts."
"Brock..."
"I think I've said enough," he turned his hand over hers and gave them a soft squeeze, she looked down at their joined hands, her heart beating faster.
He'd had her worked up with his story of his and his wife's hot wife adventures and his voyeurism, that and his touch. But he had then spun it back away from sex and to being more. Could she...
Brock lowered his head and kissed her.
Dana's eyes widened and for a moment, she remained frozen, her lips not reacting to his. Brock eased back, then without a word, cradled her face in his strong hands and kissed her again. The kiss was soft, his lips barely touching hers and the scruff of his salt and pepper goatee prickling against her chin.
He pressed his lips harder to hers, and this time, Dana responded. Tentatively at first, but as he continued to patiently keep from being more aggressive, she responded more enthusiastically. Brock emitted a satisfied sigh deep in his throat when her soft lips now worked slowly over his.
Her hands drifted up to his arms, sliding under his short sleeves and squeezing, enjoying the hard muscles beneath his tanned skin. Brock's mouth opened, his lips parting to work over hers, and her passion rising, Dana slipped her tongue into his mouth.
His hands left her face and slipping his arms around her, he pulled her into his embrace. Dana moaned when her breasts pressed into his thick chest, and one hand ran up into her long hair, the other moving along her back.
His tongue met hers, swirling over it as their kiss became more intense. Dana worked her hands between them, gripping the bottom of his T-shirt and tugging it upwards. Brock lifted his arms, and broke their kiss to allow her to peel it off and toss it aside.
His lips were back on hers before it hit the floor, and Dana's fingers ran through the hair on his exposed chest. Brock's fist tightened in her hair, and she gasped when he pulled her head back, then purred when his lips found the soft smooth skin of her throat.
Her hands ran down his stomach, her fingers finding the snap to his jeans and fumbling with it as he licked and gently sucked on her throat. His mouth moved to the side, not kissing her neck, and Dana let her head fall to the side to allow him better access after he'd let her hair go to run both hands down her back.
Dana squirmed on the couch, trying to work her hips forward to get the bottom of the nightshirt from underneath her so he could pull it off. Losing patience, she eased away from him and rose from the couch.
Crossing her arms, she grabbed the hem of her shirt, and peeling it upwards threw it behind her. Its not like Brock hadn't seen everything she'd had to offer, but the way he wrapped his arms around her waist, and buried his face in her left breast, sent a wave of heat through her already warm cunt.
Brock eagerly sucked on her nipple as she ran her fingers through his short hair, and arched her back, showing her tit harder into his face. His hands went down her lower back, cupping the cheeks of her ass and giving them a hard squeeze.
He switched to sucking her other breast before kissing her chest between her tits and sliding his tongue down to her stomach. Dana lifted her right leg, placing her foot on his shoulder, and tightening her grip on his head, pressed his face to her aching cunt.
"Fuck!" she moaned when lips fastened to her clit and gave it several hard sucks.
Dana grabbed his head in both hands, holding it while she thrust her hips, grinding her slick pink flesh into his flickering tongue. Brock, surprised her, by shoving her leg to the side and shooting to his feet.
But as soon as he rose, she dropped to her knees, this time her fingers expertly undoing his snap and yanking his zipper down. Dana hooked her hands into the sides of his jeans and tugged them, as well as his boxers down his thick thighs.
His cock sprang free, and it was in her hand, her lips parting when he put his hand on her head.
"No, slow down, I....Ohhh!"
He groaned when she slapped his arm away and took him deep into her mouth. Brock wasn't as big as some of the guys she'd filmed with, but he had nothing to be ashamed of. Dana's eyes turned up to watch him watch her as she bobbed her head in a steady rhythm.
"Damn," he breathed his hand going back to her head, but this time to brush her hair from her face so he had a better view of the action.
Dana cupped his balls, massaging them as she sucked, and keeping two fingers around his shaft, jerked him off as she blew him, her fingers following the wet trail of her mouth. She rose higher on her knees, changing the angle to take his full length down her throat.
His hips thrust, causing her to gag, but she quickly recovered and was now rapidly deep throating him. Releasing his cock, she grabbed the sides of his jeans and as she continued to give him a now hand's free blow job, she pushed them down to his feet.
"Okay," he moaned while tugging on her hair. "Easy, I.."
Dana released him from her mouth and smiled at him.
"Don't worry, baby, just relax and let me take the edge off, then we'll...hey!"
She yelped in surprise when he gripped her shoulders and easily hauled her to her feet.
He moved her back, and when her knees struck the edge of the couch, Brock pushed her, easing her down length wise on the large soft couch. He hurriedly pushed his shoes off, then tried to work his jeans from his feet while leaning over her to kiss her.
"This is why they edit out guys talking off their damn shoes," he whispered into her lips.
Freed from his clothing, he swung up onto the couch until he was stretched out over her. The head of his cock, pressed into her inner thigh, then found its way into the soft wet flaps of her yearning cunt.
"Shit!" she gasped. "We should be using something!"
"I haven't been with anyone in a year and I got Matt to tell me your results were fine," he grunted. "Figures now you'd care."
His lips found hers before she could reply and shifting his hips, he found her sweet spot, and entered her in a long slow thrust. Dana groaned into his mouth, parting her lips as she did so, and receiving his tongue as a reward.
Brock sighed and slid his arms beneath hers, lowering himself onto her, The cull length of their bodies touched, her legs along his, her breasts crushed against his chest. His mouth left hers, and nuzzling his head into her neck, proceeded to kiss and suck.
Dana let her head fall back on the couch, allowing his lips to be able to pleasure more of the smooth sensitive flesh of her neck. She lifted her legs, draping them over his hips, her feet resting on the backs of his legs, and thrust her hips, matching his rhythm.
That rhythm was slow, easy, and felt amazing, but God it was a tease, and she tried to work her hips faster to speed him up. When his only reaction was to switch to the other side of her neck, she put her hands on his shoulders and pushed.
"Let's roll over," she whispered. "Let me go for a ride."
"Later," his voice sounded softly in her ear. "Plenty of time to play, but this time, just relax and enjoy it."
"I..."
"You don't always have to be a porn star, Dana." He raised his head, his amazing blue eyes inches from hers. "Its okay to let someone love you."
He kissed her before she could reply and squeezed her more tightly against him. Dana was momentarily stunned by his words, to the point her lips remained still against his, but she felt a smile spreading over her mouth even as he kissed her, and with a feeling of delicious surrender, she relaxed and let him take control.
She slipped her arms around him, holding him close, her nails lightly teasing his back as his lips went back to her neck. Dana closed her eyes and rocked her hips slowly into his. Brock's breath was hot on her neck as he slowly thrust into her warm wet heat.
Dana shifted her legs, wrapping them around his waist, pulling him even deeper into her, and he released a contented sigh in her ear. Her right hand slid up his neck, and into his hair, gripping it and holding his face to her neck.
Brock's breathing grew heavier, and his movements became slightly faster, but still much slower than what she was used to. Dana's breath caught when to her surprise, she felt the first twinges of an orgasm building within her.
She couldn't remember the last time she'd come from just sex, but as Brock continued to pleasure her with those amazing slow strokes, her body tensed, he groaned when her cunt contracted around his hard flesh.
"Oh, oh, oh," Dana moaned repeatedly as her back arched beneath him, and her legs tightened around his body.
She thrust her hips faster, grinding them in a circular motion as her boy drew grew closer to her release. Her thighs trembled around him, and the nails of her left hand dug hard into his shoulder.



Brock, knowing she was on the edge, gave her several harder faster thrusts, and Dana tumbled over the edge and into a powerful orgasm. But even her bodies reaction to her climax was different.
The release wasn't the explosive force that would have her hips and body going wild. This time the pleasure flowed through her in a softer, but much longer way, allowing her to feel every second of it and much more intensely.
Her body writhed and squirmed beneath him, her cunt convulsing around his hard shaft as he continued to deliver long, and now much harder strokes. Dana moaned and whimpered, her ankles crossing over his back, wrapping herself around him as her cunt contracted once more, then released a gush of warm fluid around him.
"Oh, that's so..." her eyes widened when Brock groaned in her ear and lost control, fucking her harder and faster, his hips drawing back and plunging his cock into her still twitching cunt.
He tried to push up, but she kept her legs and arms around him.
"Let me have it," she whispered. "Let me feel it."
Brock released a low groan and let go.
"Hmmm," Dana purred like a satisfied kitten when his cock erupted, sending his warm cum shooting deep inside her.
She stroked his hair, her hips rocking gently into him as he came, his twitching cock painting the walls of her very happy cunt. God, when was the last time she'd felt this good? Not that she hadn't had plenty of hot sex since Ben, but it had been animalistic fucking, this was so much different, so slow, so sweet, so sensual.
Dana had been an object of lust the last few months, and had seen the desire in the young men's eyes for her, but in this moment, she didn't feel lust, what she felt was wanted, needed, and...loved?
Brock's body slumped into hers, and she smiled as she played with his hair, his heavy breathing in her ear, and her body wrapped tightly around his. A shiver went through her as his cock softened and a last trickle of warm cum flowed inside her.
"That was...amazing," she said softly.
Brock pushed up, and she let her legs drop from his body and let him ease up until he had his arms straight. He remained staring down at her, his eyes bright and a smile playing about his lips.
"God, you look good, Dana."
"Even though you've seen it all before?"
"It wasn't mine before."
"Yours?" She paused, then broke out in a big smile. "I think I like that."
"Just think?" Brock sat back on his knees between her legs. "Shit, I might have to try again, then."
"I think you're right," she drew her legs up, and spun to the side, dropping her feet to the floor. "I know how you can make it better next time."
"How's that?" He looked up at her as she stood.
"By next time being in my bed." She extended her hand to him.
Brock, smiling like a cat that ate the canary took her hand and stood beside her.
"Lead the way, Miss Darling."
"So you can enjoy the view?" she teased as she put her back to him, and led him towards the staircase.
"It's a great view." He said then made her yip in surprise when he gave her ass a playful slap.
They reached the stairs, and he said behind her.
"Um, can I ask a question?"
"Of course," she told him as she began to lead him up the stairs.
"You washed the sheets after that kid was here, right?"
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"I love a man who makes me breakfast," Dana moaned as she lifted her legs, placing her feet on Brock's shoulders as he eagerly devoured her wet cunt.
"What can I say? I like the menu." Brock winked, then buried his tongue inside her.
Dana's toes curled into him as he moved his head, fucking her with his rigid tongue. Just when she thought things couldn't get better, Brock displayed the sexual version of 'hold my beer'.
Not just sexual, but after a round of torrid Dana Darling porn star quality sex where Brock licked her to her more common style of screaming orgasm, they went around the world on her bed and finished with her draining his balls into her insatiable mouth, things got much softer.
Exhausted, Brock had collapsed onto his back, and Dan had slid up next to him, draping her long leg over his and resting her head on his chest. He'd put his arm around her, and they'd fallen asleep.
Dana woke up a couple hours later and lay there enjoying being close to him. The feeling of his arm around her, her soft body pressed against his firm muscular form, the scent of his flesh, the smell of sex in the air, and knowing more was to come at some point.
That point came after she'd spent time staring down at Brock's semi hard cock, and decided she needed to taste herself from it. She'd curled around him, lying across his chest and sucked him into her mouth.
Now awake, his hand trailed down her back, over her ass and between her legs. As Dana slowly licked and sucked, teasing and pleasing him, but not trying to get him off, he fingered her to a quick hard orgasm, and his reward was for her to straddle him and go for a slow sensual ride.
He'd rolled them over, and once again made love to her. That same slow rhythm, the same sweet kisses and caresses, and again filling her with what he had left after the first two encounters.
Dana found herself cooing and whimpering like a young girl, loving the way he was loving her even more than she'd enjoyed the hardcore round in between. They'd fallen asleep again, this time with her on her side and him spooning her, arm around her waist, his other arm stretched out so she could rest her head on it, and her body nestled completely into his.
This time when she woke, the feeling of being close to him was even better, and she remained still, her eyes closed, reveling in the sensation so many couples took for granted. Ellen had been right; she'd denied herself this simple pleasure by thinking no one would want it when they could have the sexually aggressive wild ride that was all she thought she was there for.
This time Brock initiated the sex, his cock nestled between the cheeks of her ass, he began moving his hips, stroking himself hard into her soft flesh. He'd grabbed her leg behind the knee, lifted it to place her foot on his leg, then entered her.
His hand on her breast, he fucked her on her side, taking his time and doing so with delightfully slow easy thrusts. His hand went to her clit, then after playing with her for a moment declared it was time for breakfast in bed, rolled her onto her back and slid between her thighs.
"I hope you keep coming back for more of that menu." She sighed as she cupped her breasts, toying with her nipples as his tongue found its way to her once again aching clit. "I offer daily specials you know," she giggled.
"Yeah?" he teased his tongue around her clit, then gave it a hard suck. "What's todays?"
"After I come how about some face down, ass up?"
"Romantic!" he chuckled as he eased two fingers inside her. "But I'll give it a try."
He showed his desire to get her in that position by burying his fingers knuckle deep inside her and going to work with his tongue.
This time no teasing or playing, but rapid licks, hard sucks, and moving his fingers side to side, working her tired, but still needy cunt. Dana tugged on her nipples, giving him a show as he watched, and lifting her legs, clamped them around his neck, locking his face to her sticky cunt.
Despite coming three times last night, it didn't take him long to earn the reward of her squealing his name and grinding her pussy into his face and tongue. Dana released several long loud wails as her already orgasm wracked body experienced another powerful climax.
She was still trying to catch her breath, when he at up, grabbed her hips, and easily flipped her onto her stomach. Instead of pulling her to her knees, he placed his hands on her shoulders and pounded down into her prone slit.
Dana opened her legs, bending them at the knees and kicking them as she yelped and moaned under the power of his fucking. Having gone three rounds already, Brock didn't have to worry about taking his time, and was really giving it to her.
She stretched her arms out, grabbing the rungs of the headboard as he took her so hard she was bouncing up from the bed and into his descending cock.
"Yeah, take it!" she moaned. "Claim that slopy cunt! Make it yours, make me yours!"
Brock dropped down, sliding his arms under hers, pinning her to the bed with his weight while still plunging into her helpless cunt. She gasped when he grabbed her throat and lifted her head from the mattress.
He barely squeezed her, but the act sent a warm gush through her already messy twat and she bucked and writhed helplessly against him.
"No!" she whined. "No, please, please stop! Ohhh.... you're hurting me! Oh my god, stop it hurtssssss! Oh, god, you're forcing his wife to fuck you! Oh..."
Brock gasped in her ear, gave her several savage pumps that had her eyes rolling and exploded inside her, sending several weak hot sticky streams into her.
"Goddamn," he moaned in her ear.
"I can feel your heart pounding on my back." Dana dropped her hands from the headboard and took the one he had on her throat. "Hmm, someone has rape fantasies."
"Heh, yeah, sorry." He rolled over onto his back. "Viv did a few rough threesomes for a site just because she knew I liked to see her taken."
He looked over to where she remained on her stomach, looking in his direction.
"Shit, sorry. I shouldn't mention her."
"Brock, we're in the room I spent 15 years in sleeping with my husband. We have pasts, its okay." She pushed herself up onto her knees, wincing at how sore her body was from the last few hours, and especially the way he'd held her down.
"Hell, I have a present when it comes to fucking other people."
"One of the things I love about you," he laughed. "You know, because I'm twisted."
"You're something." She smiled down at him, then slid off the bed and walked over to the window. "Jokes aside, I'm starving. You hungry?"
She opened the drapes, and stood in front of the open window, enjoying the cool morning air on her naked body.
"Damn, your neighbor's must love you!" Brock said from behind her.
"This overlooks the back yard. The house behind us has a two-story garage so they can't see from their yard."
Brock came up behind her and slid his arms around her waist.
"You wouldn't care if they could though, would you?"
"I show it to the world these days, so why not?"
Dana leaned back into him and put her hands on his forearms. Brock used his face to move her hair, then kissed her neck.
"That's nice," she sighed.
"Wow, look at all those flowers," he peered down over her shoulder. "Roses, Lilacs, lot of little bushes with flowers."
"I did all that. The garden to over on the left. Spend a lot of time on it. Its why I didn't want to leave the house. The yard is beautiful, and I created all of it."
"It is nice, and from what I see so is the house." He pulled her tighter against him. "But I'm pretty sure this is my favorite part of the house."
"You don't have to flatter me, I'm a sure thing."
"Hope so."
Dana turned in his arms and putting hers around his neck kissed him.
"Bad boy, you taste like a porn star."
"On better places then my lips."
"Do you mean it?" she asked quietly.
"Yeah, want to taste and find out?"
"I mean me, do you think you could really love me?"
"Dana," He took her face gently in his hands. "The question is can you love yourself enough for me to love you?"
She lowered her head to his shoulder.
"Maybe if someone helps me with that."
"Good thing for you I know someone who is willing to try." He kissed the top of her head. "Last night I told you to relax and let it happen. That's all you have to do with yourself, and us. Stop thinking and roll with it."
Dana looked up at him, her eyes misty.
"Thank you, Brock."
"Oh, hey, don't thank me for being good to you. You got me interested in you, so this? Is all on you."
"It usually is." Dana wiped her eyes then burst out laughing at the joke.
"There you go!" He hugged her tightly. "Stop taking things so seriously."
"I'll try."
"Hey, want to go to breakfast? There's a great brunch buffet down the street from the studio."
"Studio." Dana frowned. "What about that?"
"What about it." He turned away from her and looked around. "All my clothes are still downstairs. Oh, well have to pass them to leave, right?"
"Can it work?"
"I told you about Viv."
"But that was her. She brought you into it. Maybe you did it for her, and it would be different for me."
"Thinking again."
"Just seems weird."
"Dana, the next time I film you. You're going to see in my eyes how much I'll be loving it. You'll know how hot its getting me, and that as soon as I can after that shoot, I am going to fuck you so hard, then love you so sweet, you won't know what hit you."
"Wow, that's right out of the Hallmark channel." She whistled.
"Good, jokes are good." He sat on the edge of the bed. "But I guess I'll go serious because I want this decided now. "Do you want to give it up?"
"I would if you wanted me to."
"Thank you, but I don't want you to. Know why?"
"Because you're a pervert?"
"Besides the obvious." He now had a somber expression on his face. "You're right, Ben took everything away from you to control you. I never tried to talk Viv out of what she did, and what she liked, and my reward was years spent with an amazing and loving woman.
"Now I have a chance to be with another amazing woman, and I am going to hope lightning strikes twice, and tell you to do what, and who, you want."
"You left out loving." She pointed out. "You said amazing and loving about Viv, but I'm just amazing?"
"Loving remains to be seen. I could add pain in the ass if you'd like."
"Oh, I see how it is," she said, but couldn't keep a straight face. "You really like watching."
"I do, and know how you're already known for not faking and really getting into it? Wait until you're on set with me watching, and it's going to get even hotter. You won't be putting on a show for strangers on the internet but getting your lover all hot and bothered."
"Maybe we can try one and see." Dana told him. "I just don't feel its right to be with someone and..."
"I felt the same way, and it woke up the perv in me. The camera does the same to you, its not much different, but if it will make you feel better? I have a concession that needs to be met."
"Anything you want."
"I'm to be exclusive with you. There's always more than one photog on a shoot, but I want to be primary and on every shoot you do."
"Will Matt and Sylvia mind?"
"No, there's similar situations in every industry, people will only work with certain people. Moving forward I'm always on the set."
"I'm good with that."
"Now, one more thing to put everything behind you."
He patted the bed, and she went over to sit next to him.
"Even when we just played that little scenario, you mentioned Ben."
"No."
"Not by name, but the last thing you said was you were taking someone's wife. Nice little touch by the way, but you said something like it when we first came up here last night, you slip it into dialogues on sets."
"Sorry."
"You still feel you owe him, and that needs to get out of your system."
"You sound like you know a way?"
"Porn and sex with others has become your catharsis, but its random, no real connection with Ben or your situation, so it might make you feel better for a moment, but there's no real gotcha. Know what I mean?"
"I think so, but what else can I do? Not like I can have sex in front of him, and taking his friend's son for a ride was pretty close."
"And pissed him off, but why? Reputation. He's upset you're a porn star because of his reputation, not yours. That and all his shit about you being a whore even while married yada yada."
"What you need is something that will feel as close to personal to him and your situation as possible, and we may have that."
"How?"
"And, for a bonus?" He ignored her. "It gets you the threesome shoot."
"Again, how?"
"Trust me?"
Dana held back, then nodded decisively, "Yes. Yes, I do."
"Okay, let's go downstairs, I need to make a call."
He rose without waiting for a reply and walked naked out of the room. Dana quickly tossed on the old black robe she had on the back of the door and followed him downstairs. Brock gathered his clothing, and after getting dressed, got his phone out.
"Do me a favor, don't say anything. I have no problem with anyone knowing we're together, that is if you don't, but for this, I don't want them to know I'm with you."
"Okay, but who are you calling?"
He held his finger to his lips, and waited as the phone rang.
"Hey, Matt! You're up, right?"
He put the phone down on his leg and hit speaker.
"Up doesn't always mean out of bed," Matt grumbled. "It's only nine thirty."
"That's late for most people. Hey, Sylvia with you?"
"She just got off me, woman is insatiable. Ow!" There was the distinct sound of flesh smacking flesh.
"I got off him an hour ago," Sylvia's voice came over the speaker. "He's staying in bed to avoid doing anything around the house. Everything okay, Brock?"
"Yeah, everything's great, but listen, I had a great idea for a shoot."
"We need to hear about it now?" Sylvia asked. "Can't wait until Monday morning?"
"Don't listen to her, Brock. If you have something, let's hear it. Creative people's brains aren't on a schedule."
"Oh for god's sake," Sylvia sighed. "He just wants another excuse to not get up."
"Seriously, the last time Brock said he had something it led to that series about the maids who work at that perv hotel and are paid to provide sexual favors to the guests."
"Full service." Sylvia said. "That has done well. Okay, Brock, what do you have?"
"Well, first it ties in to something you're already planning. Know how you're trying to get an idea for Dana's first threesome?"
Dana flinched at the sigh she heard from Sylvia.
"Yes?" Matt said, but not sounding as interested.
"Okay, first off, I saw Dana when she left Thursday. I'm sure you know that because of the complaint lodged with security about her ex. She told me why her shoot was cancelled."
"She shouldn't have told anyone." Sylvia sounded put off.
Brock put his finger to his lips, to signal Dana to stay quiet.
"The woman had just been harassed and threatened by her estranged husband, and that was after she almost cost herself her job. She was upset and needed to talk, and I offered to talk to her."
"I hope you'll stay quiet on this because if she told you why I was going to fire her, you know what she did and how many it put at risk." Sylvia sounded all business now.
"Come on, Sylvia, really? How long have we worked together; you think I'd jeopardize your site?"
"No," Matt said. "Miss Foxxx can just be bitchy sometimes."
"She..."
"We know what happened, she knows it was a mistake, and it won't happen again."
"I hope not," Sylvia said, then added. "I do feel for her and her situation, but she can't be so reckless. I have to worry about everyone."
"And take my word for it, you won't have to worry anymore. Set related sex is the only sex she'll have." He winked at her.
"Stop laying it on, I agreed on her getting a second chance."
"Because of how much money she's made you, which by the way is the real reason she has another chance, so spare me that you care act. That's the reason you want the threesome to be something special."
"That was cold, Brock." Sylvia said.
"As are you at times," Matt chimed in.
"Yes, her popularity is part of why Matt, not me, gave her a chance, but I do feel for her, and she's good friends to someone who's a good friend to me. I'm a businesswoman, but I have feelings."
"Somewhere, anyway." Matt said and they heard another smack. "Seriously that wasn't easy for my wife, she was angry not just at what Dana did, but that she would have to fire her."
"Let's get past that," Brock waved his hand as if they could see him. "But dollar wise, cancelling her shoot cost you some, so her threesome being next would really make it back."
"Agreed, and what's the scenario you're proposing?"
"Sticking with some of Dana's personal issues, you know she wants revenge on her ex, and it shows in her shoots."
"And off set, even made a crack to that kid about being with her in her husband's old bedroom."
"Good to see we're past that." Brock quipped. "But you see how wound up she gets, what if we had a shoot that focused on revenge, specifically against her husband."
"I'm listening." Sylvia's tone had changed.
"Now, that would be great in itself, but what if we use that video to be the first ever video for Matt's..."
"Yes!" Matt exclaimed. "Hotwife Hell! The cuckold site we've been working on!"
"We really play up the revenge angle, make a scene where she finds out her husband cheated on her, and now she's going to take two..."
He trailed off when Dana waved her hand to get his attention. He hit mute and she whispered, "Co workers."
"Sorry," Brock hit speaker again. "Hit the wrong button. Anyway, she gets spit roasted by two of his co-workers, maybe partners."
"And while he watches!" Sylvia interjected excitedly. "We grab some older actor to sit there in a suit and have to watch this happen!"
"She's talking trash the entire time, look at them fucking your wife, look at her sucking two cocks." Matt sounded as fired up as Sylvia did. "And you know how Dana can just put on any expression she wants? She'll look pissed off and be going full scorned woman while getting..." he hesitated.
"What?" Sylvia asked.
"Think she'll do a DP? You know its what the crowd would look for."
"We'd have to ask her."
Brock looked over and when she saw the look of lust in his eyes just at the description of it, nodded.
"She mentioned it to me once when we talked about the three-way and said she'd love to try it."
"This is good, Brock." Sylvia told him. "The scene was going to be a good draw no matter what, but to use it to launch a new channel with a kink we haven't done much with? Gold!"
"And sold on the gold!" Matt chimed in. "Christ, Brock, this is so hot Miss Foxx is getting back in bed!"
"You're still mowing the lawn after you fuck me." Sylvia laughed. "I'll text Heather later and give her a chance at the script, she likes demeaning men."
"Hey, Brock?" Matt asked.
"Yeah?"
"Do us a favor?"
"Sure."
"Tell Dana we said hi."
In the background Sylvia laughed. "Fifty bucks says you just did."
Matt ended the call, and Brock looked at her.
"When's the court date for the divorce?"
"This coming Friday."
"Then we'll push this to happen midweek. Have you nice and calm and smug for that day."
"Think they can get it together that quick? This is the weekend."
"Dana, Sylvia Foxx never stops, she'll be on the phone booking the guys this afternoon, and she'll be rounding up a crew after that. They already have the site up; it just says coming soon. I bet she'll want a few shots of you with the two guys who'll be with you and whoever she lands for your husband by Tuesday to do a coming soon trailer, and she'll launch that fucker the day of your divorce."



"Wow, this is going to be hot!"
"Hey, know how you keep saying you like them young because they don't get tired like guys your age do?"
"Yeah, why?"
"Because you've been with the wrong older man, because you need to drop that robe, and get on that couch." He rose to his feet and unsnapped his jeans. "Because just thinking about that shoot is making me want more."
Dana untied her robe and opened it to expose her breasts.
"But Brock!" she covered them with her hands before he could touch her. "I'm a married woman!"
"And your husband," he pointed to the empty armchair. "Is tied to that chair and being forced to watch. Now open wide and let him see me use his wife's mouth."
"Hot damn," Dana whispered as he pushed his jeans down to expose his ready cock. "I really am starting to think I'm in love."
*****
"You about ready, Dana?" Matt poked his head into the dressing room.
She looked up from her chair as Emily, a young starlet who also served as a hair and make up artist, fiddled with the long banana curls framing Dana's face.
"Couple more minutes." Emily answered her. "Just have to touch up her face."
"The cheap lipstick, right? We want it smearing all over..."
"Duh. Matt." Emily grunted. "I perform too, remember?"
"How could I forget, you're our go to barely legal girl! Twenty-one, still looking like jail bait. Love it."
"My parents are proud." Emily muttered, making Dana laugh.
"Hey, save the mommy and daddy stuff for that Malcolm Stone deviant site." Matt told her. "See you on the set, Luv."
Dana nodded and remained still as Emily fussed with the finishing touches of her eye liner, and then used the lip liner to further define her already full lips, then coat them with the cheap, very smearable lipstick.
Emily wore a light blue tank top which showed off her flat pierced tummy and hugged her small perky braless tits. Dan made out the shapes of the hoops pierced through her nipples and wondered what it would be like to play with, and suck a woman's breasts, well in Emily's case more like a young woman who did look barely more than a girl.
The thought didn't surprise her as much as it should of. She'd been sex drunk even by her standards the last few days. And all of that sex with the same man, and one five years older than her. Who would have thought it?
The same person who would have thought she found herself craving his slow sensual lovemaking sessions as much as their raunchy fucking. During that, Brock had really been working her up with the "make believe he's watching game."
That and breaking out his camcorder and filming her stripping and a great POV video of her blowing him that he insisted should be uploaded to a site at some point. Dana had been amped up for the threesome since they'd talked about it after her first shoot, but now she was really ready.
"All set, Dana," Emily stepped back from the chair, the shook her head. "Damn, you look super professional, but super-hot too." She sighed. "Wish I had those tits."
"You'd fall over if you did." Dana teased and Emily laughed good naturedly. "Probably. Go knock them dead with your awesome head."
"Ouch, that's awful."
"Got it from Matt."
"That explains awful."
Dana walked out of the room smiling at the exchange. She really felt as if this wasn't just something she did, but a place full of like-minded and open-minded people she was rapidly becoming friends with.
That feeling continued as she made her way down the hall to the set, nodding and saying hello to some of the men and women bustling about from set to set.
"Hey, Dana!" Brian greeted her as he came out of a dressing room. "How's it going? That asshole hasn't come by again, has he?'
"I'm good and no."
"Good, you say the word, I'll knock his ass out."
"I'll keep that in mind," Dana nodded and making it to the studio where the shoot would take place ducked in.
"There she is!" Heather spoke from where she was talking to a man she didn't recognize, but guessed he was going to be her 'husband.'
He was tall and on the thin side, wearing a white buttoned up shirt, a black tie, matching slacks and as she watched, Heather said something, and handed him a pair of glasses with thick black frames that he donned.
Heather came over and as she approached, Dana saw two younger men step out of the back room. One of them was Denny D who unlike his last shoot with her, now wore a nice short sleeved black polo shirt and white dockers, his dark hair slicked back and his face clean shaven.
He spotted her and waved, as he wandered over and sat on the black leather couch on the set.
The second man she didn't know but would soon know intimately. He was a bit taller than Denny and dressed in a similar outfit, except it was a white shirt and blue slacks.
He was a sharp contrast to Denny in the sense of being blonde with light green eyes and a less muscular build. He wore a neatly trimmed mustache and beard, and when his eyes fell on her, he gave her a big smile, and nodded his head towards her.
"That's Rich Spears," Heather told her. "Kind of new, this is like his third shoot. Nice kid, really laid back."
"Kid? How old are you?" she teased the young director.
"I've been in porn since I was eighteen," she told her. "I've aged in smut years."
"Anyway, the script's kind of open for you once the sex starts, I put in some good insults, but feel free to make up your own when you're talking to..." she turned. "Glen! Come say hi to Dana."
The older man came over and extended his hand.
"Hey, Dana! Nice to meet you, sorry its as a cheating asshole."
"No worries, you're not the first I've been married to." She took his hand.
"Yeah, so listen. I know you haven't done a cuck shoot before, so just know that anything you say is cool. I've done a bunch as the helpless hubby watching his wife fuck real cocks, so don't think I'll take anything personally."
He looked at Heather. "Am I doing any clean up?"
"Ugh." Dana grimaced.
"It's fine, Glen is bi, he loves cum." Heather said while flipping through her copy of the script. "It's not in here, but if Dana wants, she can ask you to do it."
"I don't know."
"Just let the action take you where it takes you." Glen said with an assuring smile. "I am okay with it. Wouldn't be the first time I've eaten one of Denny's loads."
"This is some kind of life." Dana sighed.
She looked up at a sharp whistle and saw Brock at the edge of the set, fiddling with his camera while Tim, peered out from behind the wide angled tripod, his own camera around his neck, he smiled and waved, and she did the same, acting as if he hadn't spent last night with her and they'd made it a point to ride in separately, keeping things mum for the time being.
"Got a great crew for this," Heather told her. "All the best with lighting and filming, good cast..."
"Good director." Dana told her.
"Aww, thanks." Heather beamed. "Sure you don't want to try some girl on girl?"
"Maybe." Dana shocked her by saying. "But not sure. If I do? I'll let you be the first."
"So holding you to that!" Heather stepped back and looked her over.
"Hmm, you are dressed business sexy for sure. Going to make it hotter when those guys get those prig clothes off and go to town on you."
"In front of poor me," Glen grinned. "I'm going to take my cheating dog ass to the chair, okay?"
"Okay, Dana can you go over and stand between the couch and Glen?" Heather turned and yelled. "Guys, you're supposed to be coming into the office, get your asses off the set."
"Yes ma'am!" Denny gave her a mock salute and with Rich in tow, they walked over to stand near Tim.
"Here." Heather handed her a small remote and a DVD. "For the Tv, left for power, slip in the disc, right to play it. All that's on it is the short clip we took from another movie Glen was in."
Dana tucked it into the pocket of her charcoal gray blazer and taking a deep breath walked onto the set. Her four-inch stilettos clicked on the hardwood floor as she made her way through the surprisingly decent furniture that comprised the 'living room' set.
Sylvia was putting decent money into not just this shoot, but the new channel in general because of the huge draw it had been for other sites, and even Dana's outfit wasn't cheap. The blazer covered a black blouse a gray skirt that fell a few inches from her knee, and once the blazer came off, tight enough to hug her well rounded ass.
She wore black thigh highs beneath the skirt which would stay on through the entire shoot, but at some point the heels would come off, so they wouldn't gouge one of the guy's legs in some of the positions.
Her hair was styled, a lot of curl added to it, in addition to the ones around her face. Her make up, even her lips were less trashy than usual, and more subtle. She wore what she assumed was a fake, but expensive pearl necklace and matching earrings that dangled from a silver hoop.
Dana had dipped into her personal jewelry box for her white gold bracelet, and on a whim, donned her wedding band and engagement ring. Just the thought of wearing it while she wrapped her hand around a young man's cock and have someone filming it had her clit throbbing.
"Look at the fancy hot wife!" Matt walked over to sit behind Heather.
"Where's the silver Foxx herself?" Brock asked while taking a couple of pics of Glen in the chair, then turning and getting a couple of Dana as she stood there putting a proper scowl on her face as she was the jilted housewife.
"Running a little behind, Chris is sick, so she stepped in to direct another shoot. She'll...speak of the devil."
Sylvia bustled into the room, wearing a plain pink T-shirt and jeans and giving a wide wave to everyone, dropped down in a seat next to Matt.
"One change from the script, Dana." Heather now stood by team, the clapper in her hand. "The guys are a little too young to be partners in a firm."
"Because porn is always accurate." Matt sighed.
"Rich and Denny are interns, works out better seeing Glen cheated with an intern, right? More fitting?"
"Good job, Heather." Sylvia commended her.
"Okay, we ready to get started?" Heather looked around, and Brock, circling behind Ben held up his recorder, and gave her a thumbs up. "Dana?"
"Let's do it," she nodded.
"Okay, go back off screen, scene opens with you storming into the room."
Dana backed her way across the set and out of line of the camera as Glen picked up a copy of the Wall Street Journal and opened it, holding it in front of his face.
"Okay, peeps!" Heather called out. "Proud to say this is the first ever take on Hotwife hell, so here we go "Hot wife hell, Bonus Baby take one!" she cracked the clapper.
She dropped it and held her hand up to Dana as Tim panned the room with the main camera, careful not to get Brock who had stepped back away from Glen's chair.
"Action!" Heather pointed to Dana.
Putting on the same scowl she'd used in the handful of pics they'd taken for the promo, Dana stormed into the room, her heels drumming on the floor as she stalked over to Glen who held the paper up as if he couldn't hear her.
"Glen!"
He lowered the paper, peering over it, and Dana had to struggle to keep a straight face when she noticed there were no lenses in the damn glasses.
"What is it. Dana?"
"Did you think I'd never find out?" She waved her hands angrily. "Seriously? You think you could get away with it?"
"Get away with what?" Glen gave a convincing sigh. "Having some peace and quiet?"
"Don't even try to get funny with me! I can't believe you'd do this to me?"
"Do what?" With an air of resignation, he folded the paper and tucked it into the chair next to him. "What the hell do you think I did now, other than keep bringing in business and making us money."
"Guess I should make it easier and change it to not what you did, but who."
"Who?" he tossed his hands in the air, and Dana gave him props for putting on some decent acting skills as the gesture was accompanied by an exasperated look.
"Great, two hams." Matt said.
"Shh!" Sylvia smacked his arm.
"You back at this cheating bullshit again? I'm at work and court all day, and I'm here for dinner every night."
"Yeah, that's you." She gave him a nasty sneer. "Working hard in your office all day."
"Have to pay for your expensive taste somehow." He leered at her. "Nice suit, looks like you actually have a job."
Dana frowned, she remembered the line from the script, but hearing him say it, and give her a proper smirk, made her realize Heather had written this part perfectly to piss her character, and her, off.
"I work; you jerk."
"Yeah, that little magazine job you have is really bringing it in." He shrugged. "Whatever, it gets you out of the house and off your ass. You'd think you'd lose some of it." He gave her a smirk that rivaled Ben's, "Getting a little thick in the ass and hips, Dana. Good thing you cover them with that blazer."
"You asshole!" she hissed.
"Hey, its okay, I mean that happens when you get older. Gravity takes a toll, things spread other than your legs, and bitch mode kicks in when you realize you're not a trophy wife anymore."
Dana's lips curled into a snarl, and it wasn't an act. Her eyes narrowed and blazed as she stared at Glen, seeing her real ex in his place. Behind him, Brock waved his hand and mouthed the word "Easy."
"Poor you, having to settle for a woman past her prime." Dana was still on script, Heather really had put some drama and work into this. "You know a lot of men wouldn't mind taking your wife for a ride."
"Fine by me, if they promise not to bring you back."
"H, that was good!" she heard Matt laugh.
"You'd like that wouldn't you?" she hissed, stalking up to him and pointing her grey black tipped nail in his face. "Give you more time for your favorite hobby."
"You were my favorite hobby back when you were fun." He flashed the smirk again. "I remember some good times in this chair, how about you get down on your knees for me in the fancy suit I paid for and remind me of why I married you in the first place."
"You miserable cocksucker." Dana's voice trembled with anger, and Glen blinked behind the rimless glasses.
"Too much?" he whispered, knowing the camera was on her. Brock was focused on her face, and she gave Glen a quick thumbs up, and rolled her hand for him to keep it up.
"You used to be a happy cocksucker," he sighed. "Guess all that feminist crap has filled your head with thinking your worth more than head."
"At least someone is filling me with something," she scoffed. "But I guess I know why you're not interested in me anymore."
"Must be that amazing attitude," he grunted. "Did you come in here to ask me something, or just bitch?"
"Know how last time I stopped by the firm..."
"You stop by a lot. I'd like to think its to see me, but you're just checking up on me to make sure I'm alone, and protecting the sweet life you have." He gave a convincing nasty laugh.
"What's the matter, Dana afraid I'll find the next you? A young hot little thing that uses her tits and mouth to land a good husband?"
"Last time I went by I had to wait for you to get out of a meeting and was chatting with Rich and Denny who were upset you never gave them the bonus you promised."
"What can I say, money got a little tighter than I thought."
"Because you were busy giving your other intern a bonus." She spun on her heel and went to the TV where she pulled the remote from her pocket and turned it on. "I'd say a big bonus, but I know its not all that big."
Dana slipped the dvd into the player and stepping away from the TV to give Glen a look, hit play.
"Hope the damn thing works." She heard someone say behind her
The screen filled with a scene of Glen, wearing a suit, his shirt unbuttoned and his pants down, fucking a young blonde over his desk. The girl, who looked like Emily in the sense of appearing younger than she was, had her shirt open, and her tits popped out of the bra and her skirt pushed up over her hips.
"Hmm, give it to me, daddy!" The girl moaned. "Give it to your bad girl!"
"Hell yeah, fuck you're so much hotter than my wife," he laughed and spanked her ass.
"Tighter too!" The girl giggled.
"You're worth every penny, baby, every penny!"
Dana hit pause and as planned in the script threw the remote in Glen's direction, deliberately missing him. He threw his arms up anyway, as if it were closer than it was and yelled.
"Listen, Dana! You don't understand, sometimes a man just needs to stick his dick in some young cunt!"
"Worth every penny, was she?" Dana walked away from the TV and stood between Glen in the chair and the couch behind her. "Guess we know where the other intern's bonus went, now don't we?"
"Dana..."
"Not just paying her to work there, but paying her for all that extra time," she folded her arms over her chest, a look of disgust on her face. "Hope she's the best piece of ass you ever had because that little whore just cost you alimony, probably this house, a piece of your firm..."
"Dana please!" Glen pleaded with her. "It was just a few times, and its just sex! I mean, we can get past this! You have a great life, and if we split..."
"Get past it? You really think I could let this go?"
"I'll do anything you want, we can sleep in separate rooms, I'll see a marriage councilor."
"You'll do anything?" A sly smile crept across her face. "I had a feeling you'd say that, let's see if you mean it."
"Anything!" He rose from the chair.
"You said you'll do anything." She stepped up to him and pushed him, sending him back into the chair. "What about me doing something?"
"Like what?"
"More like who."
Dana whistled and heard Rich and Denny come onto the set behind her.
"What the hell are you guys doing here?"
"Denny was nice enough to tell me what was going on, and Rich left his laptop in your office with the web cam on, and you were so caught up in banging that jailbait on your lunch you never even saw it on the shelf.
"They saw the video, and these two hard working young men, now know where their bonus went."
She beckoned with her hands, and they stepped up on either side of her. Denny on her left, Rich on her right. She slipped her arms around both their waists as she spoke.
"They got screwed out of their bonus because you were giving it to the girl you were screwing. You fucked them, you fucked me over, and now I'm thinking that maybe their bonus should be your wife's body."
"You think you're going to fuck my wife?" He looked indignant. "Get the hell out of here."
"They're going to fuck me, Glen. Question is do they fuck the day after I file for divorce and a separation, or do they fuck me right here in front of you, and we stay married."
She tapped Rich's back, and turned her head, at her signal, he looked her way, and she kissed him. Both their mouths open, their tongues wagging over each other between their lips. Dana looked the other way and Denny's lips met hers for a similar exaggerated tongue-filled kiss.
"That's disgusting."
"So are you."
Heather gave a signal, and Rich and Denny, moving in unison each grabbed a side of her blazer and eased it over her shoulders. She lowered her arms so they could remove it, and er nipples stiffened when Rich slipped behind her, and tugged her blouse out of her skirt.
His arms slipped around her, and she sucked on her lower lip as he undid the top two buttons of her blouse.
"Your choice, Glen. Payback is a bitch, and so am I. You can watch your wife do what you say she does best and make your two interns who also know you're fucking an intern happy. They get me, they'll let you slide, right boys?"
"Whatever you say, Miss Darling." Denny told her, then with a smirk in Glen's direction, added. "I can tell you need some real dick."



"Hmm, you going to slip his wife some young hard dick, baby?" She put her hand to his cheek and kissed him. This time much more slowly and sensually.
Behind her, Rich finished undoing her blouse and opened it, exposing her tits, barely contained in the black lace bra beneath it.
"I didn't say yes! Stop touching her!" Glen snapped.
"Then I'll touch them," Her hand went to Denny's crotch, the other, slipping behind her to caress Rich's through his pants.
Her lips parted, her breathing growing heavier as she felt how hard they both were. She'd already fucked Denny on a shoot, and knew what he had, and Rich felt as if he might be even bigger.
"Make your choice," Dana let her arms drop, so Rich could now easy her blouse down her arms and tug it from her wrists. A shiver went through her when he moved her hair and kissed the middle of her back.
"Your money, or your wife, which one you willing to give up? Hmm," Dana purred as Rich put his arms around her waist and kissed her neck while Denny leaned in and kissed the other side of it, one hand between her breasts, the other on her bare shoulder. "That's nice, boys. Us used up bitchy housewives need attention, don't we?"
"You fucking slut," he whispered. "You're going to fuck two of them?"
"You fucked your slut, now watch them treat me like theirs." She released a moan that wasn't for show, when Denny cupped her left breast through her bra, and Rich's hand slid up to grab the right.
They squeezed and fondled her, and moving in sync, they each tugged the cup of her bra down enough to show more of her breast, but still keep her aching nipples covered. A thrill went through her already trembling body when Rich found the zipper on the back of her skirt and slowly tugged it down.
"He knows you'll never want him again, after we fuck you." Denny shot Glen a nasty look. "Calling you old? Look at that scrawny old fuck. You got a wife this hot, and cheat?"
"Yeah," Rich spoke over her shoulder. "We're going to take real good care of her."
"Or just use me, that's fine too." Dana replied, while smirking at Glen.
"Answer me, Glen. Prove what means more to you, money or me. You're losing both right now, but you can keep the money and me, but from now on? I fuck who I want, and you're going to watch me every time I do it.
"I'll go from trophy wife to hot wife, and any guy I choose can ride your ride and know what a useless cuck you are, sitting there watching her get dicked down an treated like a nasty whore. Or? I'll leave but taking half your shit on the way out the door."
Glen made a show of looking from each of the guys to her, then took a deep breath.
"Go ahead and do it."
"Leave or give you a show?" she asked, her hands back on the guy's crotches.
"I'll watch."
"Watch them what? Say it!" she shouted the last part.
"Watch them fuck you."
"Yeah? Watch them fuck all my holes, watch me suck their big cocks, let them cum all over your wife's face, while you sit there like the pathetic loser you are?"
"Yes."
"You look away once. I stop and file, got that, you worthless, have to pay for sex, useless simp?"
Glen did a good job of bristling, then sighed. "Yes."
"Enjoy the show, pops." Denny smiled wickedly, then, turning her by her shoulders, Kissed her.
Dana groaned as his lips roughly pressed to hers while behind her, Rich pressed up tightly against her, lowering his head and kissing her shoulders, then sucking on her neck. She parted her lips, allowing Denny's tongue into her mouth, where she met it with hers.
Denny had turned her so the three of them were angled toward Glen, or more appropriately, Brock and his camera, standing behind him. Dana knew he'd be filming the kiss, the camera focused on their faces, and stared directly into it, her dark eyes bright and smoldering with lust.
She saw the same look in Brock's eyes. There was part of her that still wondered if he'd really be okay with her still performing, but the look on his face told her he was as excited watching as she was to be doing it.
Seeing her staring, he removed one hand from the camera and gave her a quick thumbs up as if knowing what she'd been thinking. Her attention returned to Rich switched to the other side of her neck as Dana ground back into him, her ass pressing against the huge bulge in his slacks.
Denny pressed up tight against her, allowing her to feel his hard cock pressing into her soft tummy. Their hands ran up and down her body, caressing her shoulders and arms, her back and stomach, as well as Rich reaching down to tug up her skirt and run his hands along her black clad thighs.
She squirmed between them, pushing her body into both as she whimpered into Denny's mouth, her hands sliding under his shirt to rub his hard chest and stomach.
"Turn around, Dana, give Rich some love." Heather called out. "Guys lose the shirts."
They each stepped back slightly, and as Dana turned between them, they quickly pulled off their shirts. Rich threw his at Glen where it landed on his lap, and he tossed it away, a look of disgust on his face.
They pressed her between them once more and as she met Rich with a deep tongue filled kiss, Denny slipped his hands between them and unhooked her bra. He shifted to grip the straps and eased them down her shoulders to her elbows.
Rich moved back far enough to tug her bra, and Dana lifted her arms so he could slip it off. She continued to raise them, reaching behind her to link her hands behind Denny's head, and arching into him as he kissed her neck.
Rich tugged her bra off, exposing her tits and she groaned when he gripped them in his large hands, gently fondling them as he pressed close enough to her to kiss her once more. Dana gyrated between them, moaning and whimpering.
She broke her kiss with Rich and turned her head enough for Denny to take over invading her mouth with his tongue. Rich lifted her breasts, and lowering his head, sucked on her left nipple.
"Skirt," Heather, who seemed much more confident, than she had been on the simply blow job shoot she'd directed Dana in before, snapped her fingers for emphasis.
Denny gripped her hips, shoving her skirt down. Dana shimmed against him to help it fall to her feet, then leaned back against him as she stepped out of it. Now clad in just her thong, the thigh highs and heels, she turned between them, so she was now facing Glen.
"Damn, man, your wife has great tits!" Rich fondled her right breast while Denny played with the left.
"Yeah, wasting them on a loser like you," Denny laughed, then bent his knees so his face was level with her tit, and tongued swollen nipple.
Rich did the same, and Dana gripped their hair, arching her back and shoving her tits in their faces. Their hands slid down the outside of her legs, then back up her inner thighs, caressing them through the stocking.
She moaned when Denny's hand grazed her already sticky thong and she spread her legs wider. Rich eased her thong to the side, exposing her glistening pink slit, and she cried out, her head falling back when his fingers found her clit.
Denny's hand slipped up beneath his, and she shuddered in pleasure when he shoved two fingers into her wet cunt.
"Oh, yeah, you keep watching," she breathed, lifting her head to stare at Glen. "Watch them touch me, suck on me, play with me!" she paused to moan when Rich moved his fingers side to side over her excited clit. "Get used to it, because from now on the only time you're going to see this body is when someone else is using it."
Her hands dropped to their crotches, and she fumbled with the buttons of their Dockers, until she managed to undo both of them. Her hands dipped into their pants, and she found neither were wearing underwear.
Her fingers encircled their cocks and they both moaned around her nipples as she stroked them. Dana slowly sank down, not kneeling but squatting between them. On cue, they each shoved their pants down, exposing her stroking their long thick cocks.
Dana looked from one to the other, tugging them closer, and rubbed their dripping tips on her cheeks.
"How do those cocks look in our wife's face?"
"Slap her with them." Heather said as casually as if she were telling them to have a nice day.
Both men grabbed their cocks and beat them against her cheeks which were already becoming a sticky mess in addition to flushed with lust. Dana opened her mouth wide, sticking her tongue out, and letting them slap the heads of their dicks on it.
Pre cum splattered into her mouth, and no longer able to hold off, she gripped their cocks, turned to her right and sucked Rich into her mouth. She bobbed her head rapidly, giving him several hard sucks before turning the other way and giving Denny's cock some attention.
She pumped Rich as she continued to Suck on Denny, opening wider, and angling her head to slip him over her tongue and take his full length. She released a nasty choking sound, then released him.
As spit flowed down her chin, she did the same to Rich, but with her throat now open, took his impressive length with even greater ease.
"Fuck, your wife can suck cock!" Denny exclaimed as Dana gurgled on Rich's. She turned and gave Denny one hard suck that made a wet popping sound when she released him, then turned Rich.
She repeated the motion several times, giving each one good suck before returning to the other. When she went back to Denny, she held his swollen tip to her sticky lips and smiled at Glen.
"How's your wife look sucking another man's cock," she flicked her tongue over his purple tip. "Two men, younger men, real men with real cocks. Enjoying the show, asshole? Watch this."
She took Rich deep, and placing her hand on his thigh, tapped it with one finger. At the signal, he thrust his full length hard down her throat. He moved his hips hard and fast, and she squealed around his cock when Denny grabbed the back of her head, holding her still so Rich could fuck her mouth.
Dana's eyes watered, sending black streaks of cheap eye liner down her cheeks as she gagged and choked on his cock. Rich whipped it from her mouth, and using her hair, Denny turned her head around and she kept her mouth open to accept his cock.
He plunged it down her throat as hard as Rich had, and with both of them gripping her hair, Denny went to town, pounding his cock so hard into her mouth, his balls were slapping her chin. Dana whimpered, her left hand sliding down her stomach, and moving her thong, fingered her clit.
"Glug, glug, glug!"
The room filled with the sloppy gagging and slurping sounds as Denny roughly throat fucked her. He yanked her hard by her hair and his cock was barely out of her mouth before he forced her head around and Rich took over.
"This is better than a damn bonus!' Rich laughed.
"This is so hot!" Denny added. "God, I love fucking older women with money!" He looked at Glen. "But first time one ever had a husband that was such a wimp he'd watch me do it."
"He's probably hard," Rich chuckled, even as he pounded her helpless mouth.
Dana whimpered and moaned in between gagging. Squatting on the floor, two men face fucking her. Drool and pre cum flowing out of her mouth and down onto her tits, splattering on the floor, her face a mass of sweat, tears and make up.
Lipstick smearing on their cocks and around their mouth with Glen watching, but in her mind he'd become Ben. And behind him, her new lover, a man who enjoyed her for her, but was now watching with luct filled eyes as the two men used his girlfriend's mouth like the cheap whore she felt like.
Denny yanked his cock from her mouth, and grabbing her upper arms, they hauled her roughly to her feet. They walked her to the couch and dropped her onto it. As Dana slumped into the back of it, catching her breath, the two men stripped off their shoes and pants so they were now completely naked.
She eyed their young muscular bodies before her eyes went back to their cocks which were both dripping with her spit and their own precum. Denny turned and sat down next to her, and turning to the side, Dana put her head in his lap, and resumed sucking his cock, but this time more slowly.
Rich dropped to his knees, and lifting her left leg, draped it over his shoulder, pulled her thong to the side, and buried his face in her cunt. Dana groaned around Denny as Rich's tongue slipped into her sloppy slit, before working up through the wet folds of her pussy.
She let Denny fall from her mouth, moaning loudly when the young man's tongue swirled over her clit. She stretched out more on the couch so she was on her hip, and lifted her right leg so Brock and Tim could get the angle of Rich eating her pussy.
Denny grabbed her leg behind the knee, drawing it back further but holding it up for her. Dana slowly pumped his cock, whining and groaning as she worked her hips into Rich's fluttering tongue.
Denny grabbed her head and pushed her mouth down on his cock, then thrust his hips, once again face fucking her. Her eyes found Glen and her the edges of her lips curled into a smile around her mouthful of cock as her eyes blazed in out of control desire.
"Christ, that's a look!" Sylvia whistled as she was now standing and looking at the screen on Tim's tripod camera. "Says fuck you, while they fuck me!"
"They're not even fucking yet." Matt added. "This is going to be epic!"
Brock had circled out from behind Glen and was now directly over Rich's shoulder getting a close up of him slurping on her cunt. Between the entire set up, Denny's hard cock violating her mouth, and Rich's skilled and eager tongue, she could already feel her orgasm building.
Her hips worked faster, moving her clit harder into Rich's tongue. He inserted a finger inside her, thrusting it as he licked her, and the leg Denny was holding, straightened in the air, her foot pointing forward as her entire body tensed.
Without warning, and unscripted, Rich shoved his finger in her ass, at the moment he did so, Dana had turned her attention to Ben, no Glen...no it was her piece of shit cheating smug...
Dana wailed around Denny's cock and using her hair, he eased her head up, letting his cock drop from her mouth and allowing the audio to get the full effect of Dana's screaming orgasm. Her legs kicked and her hips bucked wildly as Rich continued to use his tongue to keep her coming.
"Man, your wife hasn't come for a while, has she?" Denny taunted, while whacking his cock into Dana's cheek while she yelped and yipped from the power of her climax.
When her leg went limp in Denny's hand, he grabbed her shoulder and shoved her into a sitting position. Dana's lust addled mind struggled to recall what Heather had wanted next, but Denny whispered.
"Swing over and ride me."
Dana forced her already tired body to move, turning on the couch she swung one long leg over Denny's hips and with him gripping her shoulders to guide her, impaled himself on his cock.
She cried out and throwing her head back, bucked hard on his young cock. Denny grabbed her ass, spreading her cheeks to give Glen, and the viewers a great look at his cock plunging into her slit as well as her pink rosebud that was going to be as stuffed as her cunt very shortly.
Rich got up and going around the back of the couch, stood in front of her. Dana leaned forward, taking his cock in her mouth and bobbing her head. She braced her hands on the couch to be able to ride Denny harder while struggling to focus on sucking.
Rich made it easy by grabbing her hair and pumping his cock into her mouth. Dana remained still, as he used long slow strokes while Denny had begun moving his hips, pounding up into her. Brock was now along side the couch, getting her sucking while Tim was catching her riding Denny's cock.
Dana felt sweat trickling down her back and face, and in front of her, Rich's powerful torso was also glistening, and she realized they'd turned the heat up on the set to add to the effect. She made high pitched whining noises around Rich's cock, and they weren't for effect as her throat and jaw were feeling the effects of having a cock plowed into it for the last fifteen minutes.
But even that discomfort gave her an added thrill. She was working for this, striving to please two young studs who were in turn working over her lush mature body, all of them doing it to put on a show.
The difference was they were doing it for the audience of the movie, for her it was personal. Denny made her yelp when he lifted her from his lap, and twisting his shoulders, dropped her on her back on the couch.
He got off the couch, and throwing a leg over the back of it, Rich dropped down in his spot. He grabbed her legs behind the knees and lifted them, and she gasped again when Denny who was now standing at the other end of the couch grabbed her arms and between the two of them they got her so her head was hanging off the arm of the chair. Rich, still holding her legs, slammed his cock into her and began hammering into her with the full force of his hips.
Dana's squeal was muffled when Denny leaned over her head and lowered his balls into her mouth. Dana, groaning from the power of Rich's fucking, nonetheless opened wide and let him tea bag her, shoving his sac into her mouth.
She grabbed his cock, jerking it as she sucked and slurped on his heavy balls. Denny grabbed her tits, stroking her nipples while at a command from Heather, Rich switched gears. Now slowly feeding her each inch of his cock, he fucked her with long easy strokes. He bent her legs back until she was staring up at her feet, and grabbing them, Denny pulled her heels off.
She heard them hit the floor, and as he did before, Denny was now holding her ankles to keep her legs up for Rich who was kneeling in front of her probing her cunt with his long cock. Denny eased back and Dana obediently let her head hang limply over the couch and accept his cock in her mouth.
She groaned when Rich pressed his thumb to her clit and worked it in hard fast circles. He leaned closer, and Denny dropped her legs, so they were now draped over Rich's shoulders. His hands went back to her tits, playing with her nipples.
Dana's hands were behind him, grabbing his ass while he slowly fucked her mouth, then digging her nails hard into him as the two men were bringing her closer to a second orgasm.
"Going to make your wife come while she's a pig on a spit," Denny leered at Glen. "Bet you wish you were taping this, fucking cuck bitch."
Dana exploded between them her legs kicking helplessly in the air and her cries sounding around Denny's cock. As he had before, he slipped it from her mouth letting the room fill with her sharp cries.
Her cunt convulsed around Rich's cock and her cries went up in pitch when Denny pinched her nipples. The sudden mix of pleasure and pain sending her body writhing on the couch as her orgasm had its way with her.
Rich pulled out and laid back against the arm of the couch, and Dana, her head spinning from the power of her second climax, allowed Denny to put his hands under her shoulders and push her into a sitting position.
She eyed Rich's bobbing cock as she fought to catch her breath. She knew what was coming next, and she found it as daunting as she did exciting, but when she turned her head to see Glen with his elbows on his knees, his face in his hands, and doing a great job of looking upset, the excitement grew.
Watch this you prick, she thought.
Dana leaned forward and crawled over Rich until her arms with on the arm of the couch, her tits hanging over his face. He held his cock, guiding it to her descending cunt. She moaned when she eased down on him, then moved her hips, slowly riding him,
She felt Denny get on the couch behind her, and push her thigh, she drew her legs up around Rich, and tried to relax when she felt the tip of his cock against her ass. She whimpered when he eased the first couple inches in, then squealed when he thrust himself fully into her.



Dana's eyes and mouth went wide as her ass was forced open around his thick head and hard shaft. Denny gave her a few slow easy thrusts and said, "Hey, asshole why don't you come get a good look at this.
He continued to slowly fuck her ass while Rich remained still within her, trying to give her a minute to get used to having both her holes stuffed. Glen rose and did a great resigned shuffle over to the couch.
He knelt down next to it so his face was barely a foot from hers. Brock appeared behind him, and with no further hesitation, Denny reared back and gave it to her. Dana howled into Glen's face as her ass stretched and burned from the size and force of her co-star's cock.
Rich began thrusting up into her and Dana could feel their cocks rubbing together through the thin skin between her cunt and ass.
"Oh, oh, oh my god, oh my god!" Dana yelped. "Fuck, fuck, deep!" she lowered her pitch to a guttural growl as her mind turned to Ben.
"Look at me!" she hissed. "Look at your wife getting sandwiched by two studs! Look at her taking it in the fucking ass! Look at the best lay you ever had giving everything that was yours to someone else!"
"Good line," Tim said.
"Thanks!" Heather exclaimed.
"Going to keep giving it to them too! I'll fuck your clients! I'll fuck the other lawyers at the courthouse! I'll do them all, and right in front of you! Want to cheat on me? Make a fool of me!"
She struggled to continue speaking as Denny spread the cheeks of her ass to pound her even deeper, and Rich was now giving the cheeks of her ass a series of short sharp spanks to turn it red for the camera.
Behind Glen, Brock stared in awe at her, his lips parted and a quick look below his waist showed her how aroused he was.
"I'll make you pay for the rest of your life for this! Turn your cuck ass into the biggest joke your firm's ever seen!"
Denny grabbed her shoulders and tugged her backwards. Dana let herself relax and allowed him to pull her backwards and Rich sat up in front of her. Denny stretched out on his back; his cock still lodged in her ass.
Rich lifted her legs, and after easing his cock into her cunt, proceeded to hammer into her with long hard strokes. The effect of those strokes with her ass full had her no longer capable of speaking especially when Denny wrapped his arms around her to pin her to his chest and thrust into her helpless ass.
Dana's hand dropped between her legs, and she rapidly worked her clit as the mix of pleasure and discomfort from being double penetrated had her body ready yet again.
"Damn, that is not in the script." Heather pointed out.
"Insatiable." Matt added.
"Hell hath no fury." Sylvia said with a tone of respect in it.
Dana's body tensed and the howl she released echoed through the set as her legs kicked wildly in the air, and hips bucked up and down driving harder into Rich, then impaling her ass back on Denny's cock.
Both her holes convulsed, clutching and milking their cocks, and Denny whispered beneath her. "Getting close, one more position."
Dana couldn't reply if she wanted to, the third orgasm had left her a limp rag doll and she lay there, her cunt and ass still quivering as the two men continued to plunder them. Beneath her, Denny moved his leg, kicking Rich, who eased from her now dripping cunt.
He stepped off the couch, and taking her hands yanked her to her feet with the help of a shove in the back from Denny. Her legs were too weak to hold her up and she staggered into his embrace.
Rich cupped her ass and easily lifted her in the air. With an effort, Dana lifted her legs, getting them around his waist and whimpered when he lowered her onto his cock. Denny came up behind her, and Rich shifted his grip to her legs under her knees as Denny now held her ass.
They lifted her higher and she cried out when this time she was dropped onto both their cocks. They easily bounced her between them, repeatedly using her weight to plunge their cocks deeper into her at this point, well used, and sore, holes.
Dana could barely get her arms around Rich's neck as she whined and made high pitched squeaking sounds. Rich's body tensed and he tapped her arm, then announced.
"Fuck, I'm going to come!"
They lifted her high enough to ease their cocks from her and put her down. Dana fell more than sank to her knees, but lifted her head and opened her mouth as they stood on either side of her stroking their cocks.
Dana rubbed their balls, helping them towards their release, and Glen had again moved so he was kneeling in front of her.
"Going to paint your wife's face." Rich breathed, his hand blurring on his cock.
"Yeah, we're going to...oh!"
Denny gasped in surprise when Dana leaned over and sucked him into her mouth. She bobbed her head as fast as she could, and within seconds he was moaning, his balls tightening. He whipped his cock from her mouth and groaned when he sent a thick spurt of cum splattering in her mouth and all over her chin.
He pumped himself, sending several squirts across her cheek, into her mouth and one spurt that went over her head and into her hair. She turned her head, taking Rich into her mouth, with Denny's cum still dripping from her chin.
It barely took a few sucks before it was Rich's turn to stroke himself all over her face. More cum entered her mouth mixing with Denny's and Dana used her tongue to push the mess down her chin and onto her tits.
He covered the right side of her face, and added some to her hair and forehead before he stopped jerking. The two of them rubbed their cocks into the mess on her face, and dhe biefly sucks on each cock for a few seconds before stepping back.
"Now that's a bonus!" Rich laughed as they high fived over her head.
"Hey loser, thanks for letting us use your wife. We'll be back soon."
He surprised Dana by slapping his cock across Glen's face before walking away. Denny whispered. "No thanks," and moved towards the edge of the set.
"How do I look?" Dana breathed, beckoning Glen-and the camera-closer. "Two loads all over my face and my holes all stretched out. Hope your tart was worth it."
She grabbed his face in her hands.
"I'm going to find her and thank her. She made me a hot wife and you into the weak cuck you've always been."
Dana smiled, the pulling his face towards her, kissed him. Glen made sounds of protest, but parted his lips. She didn't hesitate to shove her cum coated tongue in his mouth, then turning his face, 'forced' him to lick some of the cum from each of her cheeks.
Facing Brock where he was directly over Glen's shoulder, she smiled through the mess on her face."
"Welcome to hot wife hell, baby!"
"That's a wrap!" Heather shouted excitedly.
"Holy fuck that was amazing!" Sylvia was on her feet, clapping.
"Fuck yeah, Dana!" Glen, showing he had no issue with what just happened rose to his feet, and taking her hands helped her up. "That was serious scorn you were showing."
"Next level!" Denny appeared and handed her a damp towel.
"Shit, where's it go from here?" Rich kissed her cheek after she had wiped it off. "Awesome meeting you, Dana. Hope we can do it again."
"Damn, you look tired." Heather came up and hugged her. "You just remember, when you're ready, I'm your first taste."
"Heather, that was a great script." Matt came over and gave Dana a brief hug. "Seriously good insults in there."
"Well, I always wanted to write, and I hate men, so it was easy."
"Good to know." Sylvia was the next person to hug Dana.
"Hope you can get past this now," she said in her ear.
Dana nodded and sought out Brock who seemed as if he were making it a point not to rush up to her. She felt something press into her back, and realized Denny was holding a robe up for her.
She slipped her arms into it and after tying it walked over to Brock, threw her arms around him and kissed him in front of everyone.
"Oh, yeah!" Matt yelled behind her. "I knew it!"
"Settling for dick," Heather sighed, but began clapping. "Good for you guys!"
To Dana's surprise she saw Brock blushing as she eased back from him.
"Had I known, I would have given you clean up." Glen clapped him on the arm.
"Let's not get crazy." He laughed then put his arm fondly around Dana. "But something tells me I'll be making a mess on her soon enough."
"Good job, everyone!" Sylvia called out. "Tim and Brock, get this down to editing. I want this bad boy ready to launch in a couple days, so that means get me a good thirty second trailer on it."
"Sorry," Brock told her. "Got work to do."
"Okay, but just remember," she kissed him, and said softly in his ear. "You have me to do."
"My bed or yours?"
Dana kissed his neck softly. "How about we talk about making it our bed?"
*****
"There's my free woman." Brock greeted her at the door.
"Free? I've heard I don't come cheap." She gave him a tired smile as she stepped into the living room of his small condo.
"About $1200 for the average shoot is what I hear."
"I don't come cheap off set, either. I'm a lot of work."
"Good thing for you I love my work." Brock kissed her, then when she went to sit on the couch took her hand. "Hold on, I want to show you something."
"I'm not falling for that."
"Well, I won't deny celebratory sex is inevitable, but not yet." He led her into his office while he spoke. "You said everything went okay when you called, that true?"
"It was mostly smooth. Ben did come up to me in the lobby and offer the money for me quitting he had the contract as far as the money went drawn up, and something he wrote and notarized just for us to see about me leaving my career."
"He put off when you said no?"
"A little but Ellen had gotten there and came over to us, so he gave up. Everything went fine in court. I still owe twenty on the house, and I waived everything like I said I would. Ellen was our witness, and he just sat there stewing, but didn't contest anything when the judge asked him if he were fine with the proceedings."
"Good. Hey, check this out."
He guided her to his desk and when she sat, he moved the mouse to show the home page for Hotwife Hell, then clicked the link for "Bonus Baby."
"Live two days, three hundred goddamn comments, and a ton of five star votes."
"Matt was right," Dana smiled as she scrolled through the long list of comments. "Genre is crazy hot."
"So's Dana Darling." Brock leaned against the desk. "Can I ask you a question?"
"Anything."
"You mentioned that our bed comment on the set a few days ago. I'm hoping that wasn't heat of the moment left over sex hangover talk."
"No, I'd like to talk about it." Dana told him. "But you own the condo and I have the house, so it would be a big deal for one of us, and I figure we think about it when we're ready, I just wanted you to know I'm serious."
"Well, way I see it is I bought this after Viv passed because I need a place to live and I hate renting and I had the money to buy it with the insurance. What I'm getting at is your house has emotional attachments to you, and is a real home. This is a place for me to live.
"I could always keep this, rent it to someone. Hell, there's a couple people in the industry I know who are looking for a place. I could move my junk into your house, but only if..."
He trailed off.
"If you're asking if I want to be that serious the answer is yes. Just like my question to you was would you really be okay with me being a porn star."
"I think you saw that was just fine the way I took it out on you the night of that shoot." He grinned. "I feel bad you were already sore and I wasn't in sweet mode."
"I took it for the team." Dana took his hand. "Team us?"
"Team us. But the question I have. Did the shoot work? Are you over the anger at Ben? Do you still think you owe him payback? Long story short, you have closure? Because if you're still bitter and it bothers you, then on my side of things, that's an issue. I want this to be a nice second chance for both of us."
"It was great pretending Glen was him."
"I feel a but coming."
"But, Glen isn't him and fantasy can only affect reality so much. Part of me knows its time to move on after today, especially since I met someone who helped me get out of my own way. Guess I'm still angry about what he took from me, and in the end still wanted to take from me.
"I love the people at S&F, I really do. I haven't felt like I belonged anywhere in a long time."
"Hope you love one in particular?"
"Maybe..." Dana smirked. "Heather is kind of cute."
'Bring her over, I'll watch you two."
"Okay, now I'm in love."
"Answer is you still feel Ben hasn't been paid back."
"Yes, Christ, the prick isn't upset I'm in porn because of what it says about me, but him! So much he was ready to hand me the house, the one he kept trying to screw me out of."
"Okay, let me show you something," Brock put his hand on the mouse and minimized the screen."
"What's this?" Dana asked when Brock's g-mail screen up.
"Take a look at who its too."
Dana's eyes narrowed. "It...that looks like the names of every partner in Ben's firm."
"Including the owner. Easy enough to get all this on their website. But who's sending it?"
"FYI at G.mail? Is that one you made up?"
"First, that attachment is the hot wife video. Now, you know I was in the military for some time?"
"What does that have to do with anything?"
"Made a lot of friends and we keep in touch. One is a tech geek. Still does contract work for the Feds. As a favor he made this for me. It's a legit e-mail so won't go to spam, but the real trick? He set this up to send it the way hackers do it. Its going to bounce off a few servers, and there is no way to trace this, unless Ben's firm has or knows someone that's as next level as my buddy, and I doubt it."
"So, what you're saying is..."
"You can send this to every member of his firm, including him so he knows everyone got it. He can never find out who sent this."
"He'll know it was me!"
"Will he? Maybe someone else at the firm or that he knows is a porn fan, found this, and wants to bust his balls. Reasonable doubt are two words every lawyer knows. If he asks you, you say no, actually you don't ever have to speak with him again."
"Wow," she said softly.
"What I'm going to do is head into the kitchen and make us some lunch. You sit here, and you think about what you want to do."
She began to speak but he pushed away from the desk.
"See you in a little bit."
He left the room, and Dana stared at the e-mail.
"Thought you might want to see this." Was the brief message, with the attachment beneath it.
Dana looked at the list of names, spotting Lucas.
The entire firm, down to the clerks, paralegals and assistants. They'd all get the link, they'd all know she was a porn star. But that meant they'd all know Ben's ex was a porn star. She had decided to go with her real name and it was already out there, so what did she have to lose?
In fact, someone could find her at some point anyway, so why not be the one to out herself with whoever remembered her at the firm. Ben, on the other hand was right. The ball busting, the damage to his reputation, the owner of the firm maybe even deciding to hold Ben accountable somehow for her behavior.
He couldn't do that legally, but hadn't Dana lost two jobs as 'coincidence?' thanks to Ben and his friends. Dana moved the mouse until the cursor hovered over send. Did she want to be this petty? Sink to his level and try to take his career away from him, or at the least damage it?
Two wrongs didn't make a right. But karma was a bitch, and according to him, so was she.
Dana clicked send.
She brought the screen back up to the video, her eyes drifting idly through the comments.
"Wow," one of them began. "Imagine if this shit was real, and someone had a woman that damn fine and that fucking wild, and he cheated on her with some skank? A woman like that deserves to be treated right!"
"Yeah," Dana rose from the desk to go find Brock. "Yeah, she does."
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Kirk opened his eyes, and when they were able to focus on the blurry red numbers on the cheap alarm clock next to him saw it was 10:50. He looked to his left to see the bed next to his empty.
Fucking Tara! Dad had given them an eleven o'clock curfew and the first three nights they were here one of them knocked on the door at 11:05 to make sure they were both in the room. Only his sister could risk getting grounded when they weren't even home.
Sitting up, he snatched his cell from where it was charging on the nightstand and looked to see if she'd sent him one of her "Going to be late can you cover for me?" texts.
That worked at home where the folks would normally be in bed by now, but not here in Hollywood Florida where they were staying at the all-inclusive Seminole Hard Rock Hotel and Casino for the week.
Dad had won the all-expense paid trip by being the top salesman in his district last year, and he and Mom had been living it up, staying up to a whopping eleven at night while gambling and having a few drinks at the casino.
For whatever reason they imposed the same curfew on themselves as they had Kirk and Tara, citing the place got a little too wild later at night, and they wanted to be able to get up early and enjoy as much of the day as they could.
Lame, but his folks were kind of dull in general. Dad sold and leased construction equipment, and Mom was in real estate. They were also frugal, bordering on cheap, and this trip was living La Vida Loca for them.
But they were all about rules, structure, and discipline, and not just with their kids, but themselves, and eleven was as wild and kooky as they were willing to get. Kirk supposed he shouldn't judge, here he was twenty one, single, at an awesome resort with a casino and its own night club and he'd been in his room since nine.
The single part was still raw having broken up with Jennifer six months ago after discovering she'd cheated on him with an ex who'd left the state for college, but had come back to visit family.
They'd dated for a year and although rightfully angry, and angry enough to do the right thing and break it off despite her apologies and claims it would never happen again, he was still hurt and missed her.
Or months later was he just missing the sex? Both at this point, and Kirk felt as if he wasn't going to be able to have an interest in any one until he was no longer thinking about Jen, or someone else, he added before he could stop himself, but as always, he quickly pushed that thought out of his head because it didn't belong there in the first place.
His father agreed not seeing anyone was the right thing, that you didn't use a girl for sex while still thinking of someone else, or just as bad, using her for a revenge that wasn't even revenge seeing they'd broken up.
No surprise Tara mocked him, making the situation no different than anything else because she was the typical bitchy smart ass little sister. In her opinion Kirk should be out partying, having a good time and getting laid, and because he wasn't said he was on the path to "dudsville' like their parents.
There was some truth to her remarks because what he was smart enough not to confess to his sister was in the ensuing argument with Jen over her infidelity she blamed him for pushing her to it because he was so vanilla.
Kirk didn't think he was a dud, but he tended to be more serious minded than most of his friends and people his age in general. He wasn't impulsive, he thought things through, and worried more about grades, his part time job/internship at A&S, a marketing firm he was hoping to get a full time job offer from when he graduated, than he did about partying or dating.
That wasn't to say he didn't go to a party here and there, but he avoided many of the wilder events because he wasn't looking to score and he didn't drink like it was a sporting event.
Jen always wanted to go, and he'd say he wouldn't for those reasons, and she'd end up home because she didn't want to go without him, but apparently things like that were why she felt the need to be with someone who "knew what fun was" and that included sex.
Kirk had been hurt by that remark, especially his ego, He felt he was a good lover. He was attentive, and not one of those assholes who just wanted their girl to suck them off or let them stick it to her until they came, then do nothing for them.
But he did tend to be more of a love maker than the 'bad boy' Jen had told him she'd like him to be more of, insisting that as much as she liked his softer approach, sometimes good girls wanted to be treated badly in bed.
That might have been a helpful tip if she'd discussed it with him before she'd cheated, instead of using it as a reason to let her ex treat her that way. Kirk shifted away from that sore spot, not just because she cheated, but the type she evidently still found attractive.
He couldn't stand the moronic behavior of the frat boy type. Not just how they acted, but a lot of them-like Jen's ex- came from money and had it easy. Kirk's parents both made decent money, but they were putting him through school, and Tara was in her first year at RISD, the most expensive college in the state.
Her major was film animation, her dream to be the "Princess who creates the next big Disney Princess". His parents weren't thrilled, seeing it was a lot of money for a chancy career, but Tara had sold them by showing them the salaries people in the field were making, and there was also the booming video game animation market.
So money was a bit tight and his sister also worked part time at a nail salon and they used their income to buy books and pay their own insurance on their cars, which were both used and several years old. A sharp contrast to the punk elitists at PC who were driving brand new cars mommy and daddy bought for them.
Kirk was practical because it was the example his parents had set for him, and they were good people who worked hard to take care of their kids, so he felt he owed them to be as mature and responsible as they had always been.
Then there was Tara.
Mom would occasionally joke his sister was a case of switched at birth because she was the opposite of the rest of them in the way she behaved. Where they were all about rules and should and shouldn't, Tara was a free spirit who did whatever she wanted.
She was extremely bright, but an average student for the most part because she had no interest in 'things she wouldn't need in life'. Tara however, was brilliant in the creative sense, an amazing artist who had a side hustle of selling her cartoon and comic book fan art on Etsy and DeviantArt.
But because her grades were average, she didn't get much in the way of financial aid which made her choice of school tough on their folks. The fact her career was in entertainment and not grounded in reality didn't make them happy.
To that point they even felt Kirk's interest in marketing was risky because they had no concept of the importance of social in big corporations and that a good marketer could make bank if they latched onto a big account.
But part of his education was business management to be able to understand how to grow a company, so they saw that as a safety net to have a real job. Whereas his sister was all about wanting to do something fun for the rest of her life and provide fun for other people as well.
But the school and choice of career path were of less concern to him, and his parents, than her social life. Tara was a party girl. She'd been brought home from a party for under aged drinking at eighteen and only avoided arrest because the officer who had responded to the complaint of a loud party was a longtime friend of his father from back in high school.
He'd kept her name off the report and brought her home personally. Kirk knew it wasn't the first time she'd been drinking. Only being two years older than her, and in a small state, his friends had brothers and sisters her age who knew her.
He'd heard she'd been at similar parties and knew it wasn't just rumors because he'd caught her sneaking in past the curfew and smelling like booze and pot. But he didn't rat her out, just lectured her that she needed to be careful because there were assholes at that party just waiting to take advantage of her.
Her reply of maybe that's what she was hoping for was said with a drunken giggle, but he wasn't sure she was kidding. In addition to drinking and toking up, Kirk had heard stories that disturbed him more.
Tara had gained a reputation as being a free and easy good time waiting to happen. She occasionally dated, but it never lasted long. When Mom asked her why she never stayed with a guy, her response of "Why settle for one flavor when I can try them all?" had their mother speechless.
Now nineteen and in college, she was even wilder. There wasn't a party invite she would turn down, and with her rep she was invited to all of them. One of Kirk's friends told him his sister had seen Tara not only go upstairs at a party with a guy she'd just met, but later on went back up with another guy.
She dressed trashy, playing the age old game of leaving the house looking somewhat decent, and changing into outfits that she referred to as fun and made no bones about wanting to be someone's fun.
Heavy make up to go with it, and never without a drink in her hand and a bowl in the other while partying, or even just hanging with a couple of friends, Tara was the polar opposite of Kirk and his parents' everything in moderation way of life.
Kirk was constantly frustrated with her-and lately in a disturbing way by her- and worried about her. What if she fooled around with the wrong guy, got arrested again, or developed a dependence on either liquor or pot?
She laughed off the addiction concerns when he discussed it with her saying the only thing she was hooked on was a good time and drinking and smoking were part of that.
As for guys, and in response to him sounding like their mother and asking her why she just didn't find a good kid to go out with, Tara declared "Who cares about good? Bad boys fuck better." He bristled even more at the comment because it was what Jen had said.
Proving truth to something his best friend Jack once said, "Nice guys finish last, assholes finish in your girl."
Anything relating to sex was awkward for him to discuss with her, far worse recently, and he felt bad about it. He knew it was a double standard that he didn't think anything of it when it came to sex for himself, but the idea of his little sister doing all the dirty things guys loved girls to do was too much for him.
This in itself had created another type of double standard, a sleazy one that had no place existing, and he once again struggled to dent that it did as he mulled over his sister's behavior.
The fact that going by everything else about her he had no doubt his sister was a freak when it came to sex didn't help matters. No way someone that partied as hard as her and lived by the expression if it feels good do it, wouldn't be a porn star wannabe in bed.
This was the girl who sold drawings of Daphne from Scooby-Doo topless and on her knees while a shirtless and buff Fred asked her what she'd be willing to do for a Scooby snack.
The words "Feel free to feel free" tattooed around her wrist had just about given their parents heart attacks. Tara insisted it was a motto for life, not about sex, and they seemed to want to believe her. Maybe she did mean it that way but knowing what he knew she was fine with it being taken the other way.
But that was a minor dust up over her first tattoo she'd gotten on her eighteenth birthday. Over the last year Tara had put a stud in her nose, pierced her eyebrow, and her naval.
Each one had pissed their parents off, but Kirk didn't think they were that big of a deal, but when she came home showing off a silver stud pierced through her tongue, he feared his parents were going to either kill her or have aneurisms.
They would if they knew she'd pierced her nipples as well, but that one she was smart enough to keep secret. Kirk only knew because he'd come home early from school one day to find her on the universal gym in the basement wearing a sports bra which clearly showed the shape of the hoops beneath it.
Kirk had imagined the tongue piercing would be the pinnacle of reckless things she would do, and figured piercings could always be taken out. That was until four months ago when for her nineteenth birthday Tara went and got another tattoo.
This one was done in black ink and took up the entire portion of her upper right arm and based on one of her drawings. This one Snow White standing in front of a full length mirror in her typical mode of dress, but in the reflection dressed in thigh highs and a corset.
Rather than an apple she was dangling a pair of cherries over her tongue, the tip of which was just touching them. Curving over the mirror were the words Not So Pure. The art itself was stunning, and Tara had sold quite of a few of those prints online, but to adorn herself with it was mind blowing.
The folks had hit the roof demanding she immediately get it removed, at which point Tara threatened to move in with roommates if they wouldn't accept that she could 'express herself' any way she wanted, and it was her body, not theirs.
Things eventually simmered down, but he did notice Tara never wore anything sleeveless around them, and if she did wear a sun dress or tank top, she'd wear something over it in their presence.
Kirk didn't say it, but figured it was only the beginning. Tara liked the Goth look, one she fit right into with her porcelain complexion, light blue eyes and long black hair she usually put a few streaks of color in, the current being dark blue.
Between the Goth culture, the rebellious attitude, and the fact she was an artist, Kirk had no doubt his sister would ultimately end up covered in ink. Full sleeves, entire back, legs. He hoped not, he didn't mind tats on girls but Tara never did anything without being all in.
What Kirk found more troubling about his sister's embracing of the bad girl appearance and lifestyle was despite his best efforts not to, it was becoming increasingly difficult to continue to see her as his sister, and not a woman.
A woman who in appearance and behavior was the antithesis of everything he was and what appealed to him in a partner but nonetheless found attractive. No, more than attractive because deep down in his mind, and in what he referred to as weak moments, Kirk saw Tara in a way a brother should never see his sister.
Which was a sexy as fuck wild child who he couldn't help thinking in those moments would be the ride of a lifetime. Those thoughts pissed him off. A brother should never entertain thoughts like that about his sister, but most brothers didn't have a sister like Tara.
Not that there weren't plenty of guys whose sisters were attractive girls, but it was the combination of looks, attitude, lifestyle and the fact she seemed to have no issue being uncomfortably comfortable in front of him when it came to showing herself off.
If their parents weren't home Tara thought nothing of parading around the house without a bra and would come out of her room clad in skin tight lace trimmed boy shorts and a slinky tank top. When he commented on them being improper, she'd claimed they were her 'jammies'.
She seemed to think she was still a little girl with nothing to show off as opposed to a young woman who had way too much going on in the body department for his liking. The fact he was frequently catching himself liking what he saw caused him to lash out at her at times with more frustration than necessary because part of it was aimed at himself.
Not that he went overboard in his thoughts of her in the sense he ever imagined anything inappropriate happening between them, but more like the same "damn, look at that" moment he'd have when any hot girl passed by.
Or did he? His eyes slid over to where his tablet lay on the bed next to him. The tablet he'd watched porn on an hour ago. Taking advantage of Tara not being back yet he'd jacked off as he did just about every night these days.
Normal enough considering he was a healthy twenty one year old currently without a girlfriend who had plenty of excess energy and nothing to do with it other than work out, which end of the day did nothing to relieve his sexual tension to the extent he wasn't still horny as hell these days.
It was the source of inspiration that bothered him. He'd been binging on videos featuring Stoya, a porn star known for her ghostly pale skin, raven black hair and nicknamed the White Witch of Porn.
Again, nothing out of the ordinary to have a go to porn star. Except when that porn star bore a striking resemblance to your sister. Only difference being Stoya's skin wasn't decorated with tattoos, just pure white, smooth, creamy and oh, so inviting flesh.
She also had much smaller tits than his sister, a comparison that shouldn't ever cross his mind. Where his behavior slipped past justifiable coincidence and into dangerous territory was his favorite video of her featured her as a younger sister seducing her older brother.
When it wasn't Stoya, Kirk found himself on the Evil Angel website which specialized in goth and alternative porn stars, most pierced and heavily tattooed. Worse was he'd come across-literally-several clips where the hot goth played the role of sexy, and often bitchy, sister.
Prior to a few months ago his only real porn fetish was the slightly embarrassing foot videos, but for whatever reason he found feet sexy. But the leaning towards porn stars that had not just the same look as his sister but starring in sister fantasies was more than embarrassing, it was wrong.
He knew it was on him that there was something there that shouldn't be, but also his sister's fault for unwittingly feeding into it with her lack of modesty, irritating habit of making comments about her sex life to him, and overall bitchiness that had him secretly desiring to put her in her place.
Like those 'brothers' in the movies did.
He'd thought about talking to her about it, not his taboo thoughts, but the behavior that led to them, and in a serious conversation rather than snarking at her, but Tara was never one to listen to being told what the should and should not of life were.
Nor did she take well to anything resembling rules, like curfews.
"Where the hell are you?" He texted her to get his mind away from his pseudo fixation with her, and back to the present where she was about to get her dumb ass in trouble. "Last three nights, mom and dad knocked and wanted to make sure you were here!"
He was surprised to get an immediate response, but when he saw it his mouth dropped open.
"Whatever, ran into two hot guys at the club, one of them has a Lamborghini, said I could drive it if he could drive me. See you in the morning!"
The text was followed by two eggplants and a pair of lips.
Chapter Two
"Jesus Christ!" Kirk exclaimed out loud. What should he do? Tell his parents, try to go look for her? Maybe...
He rolled his eyes when he heard the lock click and looked to see Tara entering the room.
"Gotcha!" she laughed.
"Real funny," he muttered, but couldn't deny the sense of relief flowing through him.
"You really think I'm that bad?" Tara walked past his bed and over to hers. "Thanks."
"Maybe if you didn't act like a slut, I wouldn't think those things," he retorted, then immediately felt bad about it. Regardless of how she acted, it wasn't any way to speak to her.



Tara put her small black and pink leather Hello Kitty purse on her nightstand and flipped him off with a middle finger that featured a fingernail painted deep blue and tipped with black.
"Fuck you, Kirk."
"That's nice, you kiss mom with that mouth?" he grunted, even though he knew he deserved her response, why did she bring out the worst in him lately? "If you do I hope you use mouthwash, so she doesn't taste last night's date."
"Deuces!" This time she flipped him off with both hands.
"Seriously?"
"You just called your sister a slut, am I supposed to thank you?"
"Cut the shit, I've heard you call yourself a slut."
"I can." Tara, her long hair done in loose pig tails which he found unsettling because he knew what guys thought whenever they saw them, shook her head, causing them to fly about.
"Slut is a derogatory term created by men to describe women who have the audacity to be bold in their sexuality and sleep with who they choose. In other words, act like men, but where they're studs, we're sluts and whores."
"And here we go," he muttered; should have just kept his mouth shut.
"But women have decided to embrace the word and take it back, make it ours. We say slut we mean an empowered woman who acts like a free spirit in control of her own body."
She snorted derisively.
"Only reason they call us that is we said no to them. Woman's only a slut if she's not sucking their dick." She folded her arms over her chest and tilted her chin up defiantly as if daring him to argue.
"Feminist Wednesday Adams has spoken." he bowed his head. "The patriarchy now subjugates itself in the presence of the divine feminine."
"Asshole," Tara quipped, but with a smile twitching at the corners of her black painted lips. "That was kind of pretentious, wasn't it?"
"A little dramatic, probably why they kicked you out of drama in junior year of high school."
"No, they kicked me out because I fucked the ex-boyfriend of the snob whose father paid for the set design."
"Of course you did," he sighed.
"Poor guy, she must have been lousy, he acted like he'd never had a real blowjob before."
Kirk bit back a response because he'd realized Tara knew her sexual exploits, and how shameless she was about them, bothered him and this time managed not to take the bait. In that respect he should have known her text was just a tease, and as always consider himself lucky she didn't know the full reason it bothered him so much.
Tara paused, awaiting a response, but when he didn't give one slipped off the thin pink sweater she wore that matched the sundress beneath it and tossed it behind her. Slipping her fingers under the straps of the long loose fitting dress she pulled her arms through them, then pushed the dress down past her chest.
"Whoa!" Kirk looked away. "What the fuck, get undressed in the damn bathroom."
"Calm down, I'm still dressed."
He looked back to see her kicking the dress from her feet. Beneath it was what she'd really gone to the club in, and as soon as he saw it he felt like an idiot for thinking she'd actually wore a boring unflattering sundress.
The dress beneath, if you could call it that, was a painted on blue micro that featured black stripes angled across it, matching the color of both her blue streaked black hair and her nails.
The dress was strapless, the two blue strings from the top tied around her neck were revealed when she removed the black choker from around her neck. The material fit her snugly enough to show the prominent shape of whatever she had pierced through her tits telling him there was nothing between the dress and her.
His eyes quickly dropped, noting the dress ended high on the thigh and the knee high black boots, as opposed to the flat sandals she'd worn when she left, had five inch heels which consisted of thin metal spikes.
Tara sat on the edge of her bed facing him and leaned over, unzipping the boots. When she did the top fell forward enough to get a glimpse of the upper portion of her large milky white breasts, and when he caught himself staring closely enough that he swore he could see a hint of the pale pink flesh that surrounded her nipple, he forced himself to be a brother and not a man and look away.
"How was the club?" he asked to keep himself from thinking he'd almost seen his sister's entire breast.
"You would have known if you came with me instead of hanging around up here like an old fart."
"Like you really wanted me there? Wouldn't I get in the way of you being an empowered slut."
"No, I was hoping we could have some fun on our own without mom and dad, and you'd loosen up. But knowing you, you'd be telling me and the guy to leave room for Jesus when we danced."
"Oh, knock it off," he declared defensively. "Where the hell did you even get that?"
"Saw it on Twitter, the old school shit parents in the fifties would say, that and don't smoke the devil's lettuce."
"Doesn't smell like you did."
"For a club, that place had more rules than Dad. No smoking at all and if you left to come back in they charge cover again." She sighed. "I wouldn't put it past Mom or him to show up there and check on me." Tara indicated him with a nod of her head. "Or send their spy to make sure little sis wasn't having any of that horrible stuff they call fun."
"Poor you, three days straight, sober, and not having your legs over your head." Kirk matched her sigh. "First world problems."
"Tell me about it, now I know what it feels like to be you." Tara cracked, raising her head to face him while she tugged her boots off. "Except I did have a couple of drinks."
"Isn't that a do not serve stamp?" He pointed to the red ink on the back of her left hand.
"A guy bought them for me, just had to dance with him and talk for a little bit."
"What did you talk about?" Why was he asking? It was only going to lead to more snark.
"Negotiating my rates, you know, per hour versus the entire night."
When he rolled his eyes, she snapped her fingers.
"Right, I'm kidding because you can't charge for the night when your parents want you in the room by eleven."
"Aww," Kirk pushed his lips into a pout, mocking her.
"Its okay, we worked it out, quickie in the back seat." She straightened and drawing her left leg up onto the bed, rubbed her foot. "Nice guy, even gave me a mint in case I had to kiss mom."
Kirk once again found another place for his eyes. Not because of her stupid remark, but putting her leg up exposed the back of her thigh all the way down to her ass and as quickly as he looked away he still managed to catch a flash of blue between her white thighs.
He switched to her face which was painted with the black lipstick and the typical heavy black eyeliner and eye shadow that crowd favored. Tara did fit the part with her hair, eyes and chalky complexion.
She normally eschewed the sun, but had to be in it when she practiced and played volleyball, but lathered so much 100 level sunblock on even then she barely got any color.
It was the middle of August and her skin already in winter white having not played in a month due to spraining her wrist in the middle of July, then deciding not to go back the last couple of weeks of the summer league.
They'd been there three days and she'd yet to go by either the indoor or outdoor pools or hot tubs, which he found odd, but odd pretty much described his sister in a nutshell.
"These boots are new and my feet are killing me." She stretched both legs out, resting her feet on the edge of his bed. "Want to rub them for me?"
"Want to kiss my ass?" Kirk asked.
"Thought you liked feet?" She gave him an innocent smile, and despite knowing he was being teased he snapped.
"Jesus, you find one foot job video on my laptop and you won't let it go."
"Not one video, one site bookmarked that had nothing but foot vids," she giggled, and he scowled at her. "Then I asked Jen and she said you liked to touch her feet and kept asking if you could suck her toes"
"Shut up, Tara, seriously."
"She said no, because of all the things you could do to her, you wanted to...hey!"
She yelped when he grabbed her ankle and shoved both her feet off the bed.
"Aw come on, you don't think I have cute feet?" She held one up and wiggled her black and blue painted toes, and her smile turned into a smirk. "Would you do it if I wore a black stocking?"
Kirk flashed her such a look the smirk vanished and she lowered her foot.
"For the last fucking time, I thought the one I found in my laundry was Jen's from when she stayed over when the folks were away that weekend."
"You sure? Because I saw that sister video bookmarked too," she pursed her ebony lips in thought. "Foot stuff, sister stuff, your sister has cute feet, I figured maybe that's why it was stained."
"I told you I didn't know it was a sister thing when I clicked on it, just thought it was about..."
"A woman giving a foot job in black stockings," Tara pointed out. "A woman who happened to be the guy's sister. Said that in the title, but I guess you were so horned out by the picture of a girl's feet you didn't notice."
"Just shut the damn light off and go to sleep." He felt himself blushing which in turn pissed him off even more, because she'd know she hit a nerve.
"It's ten past eleven. I'm not tired, just had to make this stupid curfew." She reached up and removed her tacky silver spider web earrings. Putting them on the nightstand, she tugged out the plastic bats she used to clip her hair into the pigtails.
"Nice bootleg Abby from NCIS look," he mocked her as she removed the second one and shook her hair out.
"No man complains about having handles to use." She flipped the clips onto the night stand. "But they complain when you tell them you have to be home by eleven or your father might call the damn police."
"I repeat poor you."
"Pathetic you," she retorted. "We're in Florida and its summer! The Hard Rock hotel, a club here, clubs down the road, that we're not allowed to go to like we're twelve and then we have to be home like teenagers."
"You are a teenager," he reminded her.
"But you're twenty one and how long have you been in the room? You do anything after we had dinner with mom and dad?"
"I went to the gym for an hour, then a swim in the indoor pool, then came up here around nine." Then jerked off to the same sister video she just mentioned, a video which featured a lot more than just a foot job.
"Nine, what's wrong with you?"
"So that all you did? Go to the club?"
"I went to the under twenty one club first, it was lame, so I went to the other one and they let me in with the stamp." she shrugged. "Had fun dancing, then hung out with the guy who bought me drinks. A few guys seemed interested, but it's not like you can hook up when you have to be back before the night even gets started."
"That all you care about? You can't have fun unless you have sex?"
"Look where we are! If I don't get dicked down at some point this week it's an epic fail."
"I don't know why I bother." He made a show of, fluffing his pillow then lying back and resting his head on it, trying to signify he was done with the conversation, and he was. He didn't need her putting images in his head while he tried to expel the ones he was putting there himself.
"I don't know why you don't." Tara rose and walked around her bed to sit on the other side with her back to him.
He turned his head to watch her, but didn't respond and she went on as if he had.
"Kirk you're a hot guy, why don't you get out there and hit the clubs, have some fun?"
"Did you just say I'm hot?"
"You are." She picked up a pack of wipes from the table on her side and peering into a small handheld mirror wiped the make up from around her eyes.
"You're my sister."
"I'm also a girl and I know a hot guy when I see one."
"And I'm hot?"
"You've got those killer blue eyes and dark hair," she laughed. "Kind of pretty too, that's why you keep that scruff on your face. Honestly? We look a lot alike, and I know I'm hot."
"For a living dead girl, maybe," he cracked.
"I never have trouble getting attention."
"Modest isn't your thing is it?"
"Nope," she paused to push her lips out and clean them with one of the wipes. "You got it flaunt it, and you big brother, have it. Good looking pretty boy and you're jacked on top of it. You could have any girl you want."
"Whatever."
"Oh, come on, Jen was gorgeous and built like she could swing from a pole, and that girl you dated in high school," she paused then snapped her fingers. "Heather, she was a redheaded smoke show. You score the hotties because you're in their league."
"I'm not you, I go for quality not quantity."
"Ouch."
"What do you care what or who I do?"
"You care about what and who I do."
"Because you do everything and everybody, have some pride."
"Have some fun, prig. You act like you're already dad. What's next, going to start thinking about investing for retirement?" she snickered. "I bet if you were more fun Jen wouldn't have fucked around on you."
"I told you that's off limits!" he hissed at her.
"Maybe if you weren't always trying to be mister romance you wouldn't be a stiff when it came to getting stiff."
While she spoke she leaned forward and wiggled her hips, tugging on her dress.
"Nothing wrong with wanting to meet someone special instead of looking for," he cleared his throat the same way she had. "Sluts."
"Someone special, you sound like the frigging family channel." She pulled the string behind her neck. "You worry about me being too wild, well I worry that you're missing out on all the fun you could be having."
"What the hell do you know? You're nineteen."
"And I act nineteen! I go to parties and clubs, I drink, I smoke, I dance and I fuck. That's what I'm supposed to be doing, and you should be doing more of it too. You acted like you'd been married to Jen for twenty years, she wanted to have fun and you wanted work and study."
"Damn, you're right!" he exclaimed to her back. "What the hell am I thinking? Studying, working hard to get a job out of school, only being with girls I care about and wanting to treat them like they meant something and weren't one night stands. And all this time all I should have been doing is getting wasted and sticking it in anything that moves and treating them like whores when I do."
"As usual you're acting like a drama queen about it."
"And you're...Tara!"
The reason for his dismay was his sister casually stripping off her dress.
"What?" she asked. "My back's to you."
"But..." he was going to point out he could see the blue strings of the thong over her hips and part of her ass, but stopped when he noticed what was on her back.
A new tattoo, this one a row of roses on each side of a vine, all featured skulls in the center of them and a snake winding its way through them, its fanged mouth open, forked tongue flicking over the top rose.
The Snakes head was between her shoulder blades, its tail continued all the way to the small of her back.
"When the hell did you get that?"
"Last month, you like it? That's why I haven't gone to the pool, I'm trying to keep it secret from them for a while."
"Where did you get the money? You just bought all your books for next semester."
"Easy," she reached under the pillow and removed a black t-shirt. She turned slightly as she did, giving him a glimpse of the side of her breast beneath her arm, and to his dismay he didn't look away, but her arm remained where it was as she once again put her back to him.
Christ, had he been hoping for a full view of his sister's tit?
"The same way strippers and porn stars get all theirs. Ten minutes on your knees gets you an hour in the chair."
"You're..."
"Course I give damn good head, so it's more like five minutes on my part,"
"Tara, shut the fuck up!"
Tara had been pulling the shirt down and stopped with it only halfway down her back.
"What did you say?"
"You heard me, enough with talking like a goddamn whore and lying about things to piss me off. Grow the fuck up!" His crude response driven by a far too vivid image of his sister topless and on her knees, head bobbing as she sucked cock in trade.
It was also the cumulative frustration of his struggling with his improper thoughts of her. The situation was usually remedied by the fact they didn't spend a lot of time together these days.
Between school, their part time jobs, and social life, at least on her end, they were like ships passing in the night, but the last three days had been hard on him because more than once he'd caught himself hard for her.
The trip came with two rooms and at one point Dad had said it would be guys and girls because Kirk and Tara were a little old to be sharing a room. Mom had looked pissed, but didn't say anything, instead Tara said it was ridiculous because Mom and dad needed to be able to 'fully' enjoy the vacation, and Mom quickly agreed as did Kirk because she was right, their parents deserved to have a good time.
But the three nights with his sister had been tough. Tara had the habit of, as she was now, wearing a simple t-shirt to bed with just panties beneath it, and lying on her stomach to watch TV.
While in this position, she invariably bent her legs and kicked her feet back and forth, or kept them bent and crossed at the ankles. Not only was it a perfect blow job position, his favorite in the movies, but it showed off her legs, her admittedly sexy feet, which were pale and always tipped in dark polish, and her shirt sliding up to where he'd gotten a couple of peeks of the curve of her ass.
Last night it became more than he could handle and while she watched TV and he pretended to sleep while bending his leg enough to hold the covers up so she wouldn't notice he was slowly stroking himself while his eyes moved from her feet to her ass, to her long hair and the thought of her braless tits beneath the shirt.
He'd gotten off then found himself so disgusted he couldn't fall asleep and it made him toss all night, and he'd thought about more than once today and now here she was stripping in front of him, coming within inches of showing him her breast and now talking about trading head for ink, and it all boiled over in the way he'd just yelled at her.
Tara tugged the shirt down, then stood and he turned his head the other way to avoid getting a look at her ass in the thong as she pulled the shirt down, and the fact he had to make himself do something he'd have reflexively done until a few weeks ago added to his anger.
"And next time change in the damn bathroom. I'm not some asshole from the club, I don't want to see your tits and ass." No, he did want to, and that was the real problem here, but it wouldn't be if she'd stop flaunting herself in front of him.
"You don't have to be so mean," she said. "I was just teasing; I've been saving up for this for months."
"Whatever," he mumbled, staring up at the ceiling.
"Hurts my feelings you'd think I'd do something like that."
"I wouldn't if you weren't so damn trashy."
"I'm sorry you're ashamed of me," she said softly.
Kirk lay there waiting for her to continue, but when she didn't say anything else he turned and looked over. Tara had slipped under the sheet and lay on her side with her back to him.
"Going to act like I hurt your feelings now?"
"Sluts don't have any feelings that's why men can say whatever they want to them."
"Stop faking, you..." He jumped at the sound of a knock on the door. "Well, at least you made it back on time."
Chapter Three
Kirk slipped out from under the covers and padded over to the door in the old sweats he'd cut into shorts and grey t-shirt he wore to bed and opened the door.
"Hey Dad,"
"Kirk," his father nodded. "Just checking and making sure you guys are in for the night.



"We're here," he stepped back so his father could enter the room and pointed to Tara who remained with her back to them even though Kirk knew damn sure she was awake. "And she's just pretending to be asleep because she's mad," he added in a whisper.
"Hey, princess, you have fun tonight?"
Tara's response was to lift her left arm and give Dad a thumbs up.
"Okay," Dad sighed. "I'm sensing sarcasm there."
Tara's fingers shifted into an OK before she lowered her arm.
"Moody little thing," Dad mumbled. "I met your mom when we were in highschool, she was a diva back then."
Hopefully Mom wasn't completely like his sister, Kirk thought. No, she couldn't have been, her and dad had been together since they met. Proof being with the right one, not everyone, was a good thing.
"Reason I popped in is your mom and I ended up running into one of my clients and his wife at the casino. He lives in New York, but happens to be vacationing here this week."
"Cool," Kirk said while Tara didn't bother responding. "You guys have fun?"
"We did, and he owns a boat and invited us to go to breakfast then out on the water for the day."
"Must be a decent size boat."
"Damn near a yacht, guy's loaded. His contract is the main reason I won this trip. Thing is we won't be around all day tomorrow, so you guys are on your own."
"No problem," Kirk could only imagine Tara's interest perking up at what she'd just heard.
"We will be back by around dinner time, so night rules still apply," Dad was looking past him and in Tara's direction. "I want you two to stay together tomorrow. No going off on your own, understood?"
"You know I'm twenty one, right?" Kirk certainly wasn't his sister, but found himself bristling at being treated like he was her, or like he was a child.
"I do," Dad put his hand on his arm. "And I trust you, but your sister is younger, and I want the two of you to stay together."
"Of course you do." Tara had rolled over and sat up. "Just say you don't trust me."
"I don't trust you." Dad said matter of factly. "But before you get angry, I overruled your mother in letting you go to the club tonight."
"Thank you, daddy," Tara flashed him a big smile and batted her ice blue eyes from beneath her long lashes.
"To be honest I figure it would be a matter of time before you snuck out so I figure I'd just let you go and hope you could behave yourself."
"Thanks dad," the smile turned into a scowl, and she promptly rolled back over onto her side.
"Don't act like its so awful. There's a huge outdoor pool you can hang out at, places to eat, an arcade, the casino. Not like you're grounded."
"Okay," Kirk shrugged. It wasn't like he had any real desire to leave the resort and this was already day four. "Just the point, know what I mean?"
Dad slipped his arm around his shoulders and led him towards the door. Kirk let him guide him into the hallway where he spoke softly.
"You're a good man, Kirk, we trust you completely. You know this is about Tara. I don't want to imagine what she could get up to if she knew she had all day alone. You're taking this one for us, and we appreciate it."
"I can't believe you let her go out tonight if you're that worried."
"Tracker in her phone that she doesn't know about. That's why we pay for it for her." Dad whispered. "If we saw it heading off the resort. I'd call her and tell her get her ass back home or I'll be showing up wherever she is."
"Why don't you do that at home?"
Dad frowned. "Because she is over 18 and we try to reign her in, but your mom is afraid she'll move in with friends and who knows what she does then. Plus, its Rhode Island, she goes to the same places, has friends everywhere, and everyone knows everyone. Here?" Dad's frown deepened. "Highest sex trafficking kidnappings in the country."
"Okay, yeah." Kirk nodded. "I get it."
"You don't let her talk you into drifting off tomorrow, okay?"
"Got it,"
"And tell you what," Dad continued. "I mentioned that horrible statistic, but even here, we won this trip, but there's people here with a lot of money and some of them are, let's just say a little strange. You know some guy wanted to know if your mom was in play the first night we were here?"
"Damn."
"Your mother tells him no, and he said there's a first time for everything, and he could make it worth our while." Dad shook his head. "Guy had a watch on that probably cost more than our car."
"That's nuts, well you guys have a good time, I'll keep an eye on Elvira lite over there."
"Good man."
He stepped into the room and called out, "Night Tara, I love you."
Dad gave Kirk a wry smile when her response was another thumbs up.
"Women," he sighed, "Even the ones you love can drive you crazy, maybe even more because you love them. See you when we get back tomorrow, and don't have dinner, we'll go together."
"Sounds good."
Kirk went back into the room, this time throwing the security latch.
"That was rude you know," he spoke to her back. "Dad says he loves you and he gets a stupid thumbs up."
Tara didn't answer, and even though her ignoring him might be for the better tonight, it still pissed him off. Kirk passed his bed and went to hers. Putting a hand on her shoulder, he gave her a shake. "Don't even try to pretend you're sleeping."
"I'm ignoring you and get your hand off me." She swatted the back of his hand for emphasis, and he removed it. "Now go wash your hands, you might catch something for touching a skank like me."
"I never used that word, and stop acting butt hurt, I didn't hurt your feelings."
"How do you know that? Because you think I don't have any?"
"Because you're miss I don't care what anyone thinks and is pretty vocal about letting everyone know it, including me, Mom and Dad."
"Maybe I care what you think," she said quietly.
"I don't buy that, but I'll bite, why me, but not them?"
"Because..."
"Tara, turn around, don't lie there like a brat with your back to me."
He was surprised she listened, but shocked to see that when she sat up to lean against the headboard there were tears on her cheeks.
"Because they're our parents, they're twice our age, they forget what it's like to be us, but you're my brother, you should understand me. Not pick on me."
Kirk sat on the edge of the bed, and feeling like an asshole for projecting his anger at himself onto her, put his hand over hers.
"I'm sorry I hurt your feelings. We go at it like this all the time and you never care."
"You don't yell and swear at me like that," she sniffled, and he plucked a tissue from the box on the nightstand and handed it to her. "You sounded really mean."
"You're right, I'm touchy about that video you saw. I don't want you to think that, you know, I'm into that stuff or look at you like that." Even though he did and had made a sticky mess to her under the covers just last night, she didn't know that.
"I know you don't, but..." she hesitated, something unusual for her considering she generally blurted out whatever she wanted.
"But?" he prodded against his better judgement and instantly regretted it.
"I do look like her, and in that video she was a teasing little bitch and the brother really gave it to her and was kind of nasty, and you're nasty to me a lot lately."
"You really think I'd want to do those things with you?" He hoped his being nervous from her hitting so close to home leant his voice a proper air of dismay.
"It did make me wonder a little."
"So you thought I might be some sicko who wanted to have sex with you, and your answer was to walk around half naked and keep talking about sex in front of me?"
"I did that before I snooped on your laptop. I like to get you mad because it shows me you care." She shrugged. "But if you were into me you wouldn't complain about me showing off and being crude, so I guess it doesn't mean anything," she laughed, "But it's still fun to bust you up about it."
"Thanks."
"Why do you get pissed off?"
"You don't worry about you, but I do. You know I worry, you know I think you get carried away, but then you make up all these dirty stories then say, nah, just kidding. You're screwing with my feelings when you do that. I don't know if you're kidding or not."
"I'll try to do better, and not tease you. It's just, I don't know."
"Fun to aggravate your big brother." Kirk finished for her. "Like just now, you were hiding the tat from me, then I got on your case and you made sure I saw it."
"Guilty," she dabbed at her eyes, then with a resigned air said. "I like seeing that you care."
"I do care, but I don't know why you like pissing me off."
"People only get mad when they care, if you didn't care you'd never say anything." She turned her hand over in his and held it. "I love you, Kirk."
"Wow, now this is hard to believe."
"I'm serious, don't make fun."
"Love you too," he kissed her cheek, her tears salty on his lips. "My pain in the ass, but still loveable little sister."
"I'm not as bad as you think, you know. I'm doing great in school now because it's all about what I love to do. I work at the salon on the weekends and two nights a week, I sell my art, I'm not some slacker doing nothing with themselves."
"That's true, you're a responsible rebel," Kirk joked, earning a small smile from her before she continued.
"But after those things are done, I like to have a good time and do what I want. I see sex the way I see having a few drinks, it feels good so why not? I'm single, as far as I know the guys are single, we're not hurting each other or anyone else, so what's the big deal?"
"Well, I know this is bullshit, but real life is full of bullshit, and I worry what people think of you."
"Why does it matter? I'm a free spirit, Kirk. I think we should do what pleases us as long as we're not hurting anyone or ourselves. The piercings and tats? This is my body to do with as I choose. Same goes for sex and everything else. Rules were..."
"Made to be broken?"
"Made by people who want us to conform. Things like don't steal, don't kill anyone, of course those mean something, but don't sleep with who you want, don't get a tattoo, you shouldn't dress like this, and all that other crap, that's just controlling the masses based on out dated morality."
"You should look into being a cult leader if the animation doesn't work," he told her. "I get it, if it feels good do it, but I worry you get carried away, that's all. I just don't want to hear people saying bad things about you."
"Because it's bad for me, or embarrasses you?" She looked him in the eye. "Be honest, which is it? Real concern, or shame when someone tells you your sister flashed her tits at a party?"
He looked away from her. That wasn't a made up story. He'd heard it from three different people Tara had pulled her bikini top down at a pool party and given everyone a good look at them before pulling it back up.
"Mostly the first, but yes, the second thing too. It sucks to hear guys talking about you and seeing them smirk at me because my sister's..."
"A slut?"
"They say that and not in the empowering way," Kirk told her. "Why don't you ever want to be serious with someone?"
"Look at mom and dad, together since sixteen! Never had sex with anyone else, never had feelings for anyone else, never got to get out there and experience other people and things."
"They're forty five and still happy together."
"Maybe they don't know any better. I want to have fun first. I want to be the party girl, the girl who sees a hot guy and says, hey, why not? I want no regrets when I'm older that I could have done something and didn't. When I'm ready, I'll settle down."
"But who's going to want to settle down with the girl who's been everywhere and done everyone?"
When her eyes hardened he added.
"I'm not saying this is right, Tara. I get it, guys do what they want, no one cares, girls do it, it's wrong. You're right, it's a double standard. But just because it sucks doesn't mean it's not the way it is. You get a reputation; the good guy you want isn't going to want to walk around wondering which guys at the club have been with you."
"Insecurities."
"Yes, but that's how it is."
"Is that really how it is?" Her eyes met his and there was a challenge in her tone.
"What do you mean?" he asked warily. Tara acted like a ditz much of the time, but act was the key word, his sister was deceptively smart, and liked playing people, including him at times.
"I'm wondering if it's about how you see me and not liking what you see."
"That's kind of what I'm saying."
"Or, is it that you don't like that you like what you see?"
He hesitated for a split second, but it was enough, as she gave a short nod.
"Thought so."
"What are you talking about? You're playing frigging word games, don't like that I like..."
"Forget it." She waved him off. "So what you're saying is I should start being the good girl as soon as possible?"
"Tara," he squeezed her hand, glad she had switched gears because she'd been circling back to insinuating he looked at her, as she'd been with the video. This made the second time she was right there, then backed off. Coincidence? Was she fishing, or did she know?
Kirk hoped for the best and continued with his thought. "You can't be and shouldn't be who I want you to be. You have to be who you want to be, and I'll have to deal with it."
"Wow, that's super deep!" Tara laughed. "But a really nice thing to say."
"Just be careful, that's all I ask. Try thinking a little before you jump into things. Just cause you can doesn't mean you should, deal?"
"Deal if you try to meet me somewhere in the middle and start getting out more and maybe sample the buffet before you find the next," she sighed dramatically "Special someone."
"I'll try to loosen up." He frowned and thought of what she'd said about Jen. "Did you talk to Jen after we broke up?"
"Yeah, I went down to the Starbucks she works at and waited for her and asked her why she would do that to you."
"You did?"
"You're a good guy Kirk. I wasn't kidding before, you have a lot to offer and you're sweet and kind of an old fashioned gentlemen, there's girls who want that, but Jen said you never wanted to do anything wild even in bed."
"Can't believe she even used that excuse on you."
"I didn't say I let her off the hook, she should have broken up with you if she wasn't happy. But she wanted to be treated like a lady sometimes, but other times like," she gave him a wry smile. "Me when she was in the mood, and you thought it was," she sighed. "Disrespectful."
"She wanted me to talk dirty and..." he shook his head. "I know we're having a moment here, but I'm not going into that much detail with this."
"Just saying nice guys are great, but being nice all the time is boring."
"Dad told me porn should never be what you think sex is." But left out you should never think about your sister while watching porn. Probably because he shouldn't have to.
"Oh my god," Tara slapped her forehead. "They thought blow jobs were something only hookers did back in the day, that you didn't ask the mother of your children to do that." She grunted. "Well, that was the excuse to cheat back then, anyway."
"I'm not that bad for fuck's sake," he told her, sounding just as exasperated. "Not like I'm missionary only, or don't like to get or give head I just..." he shrugged. "Don't like to be crude or nasty about it, or rough either."
"Rough can be fun," Tara giggled, making him wonder why he kept talking. Maybe he needed to? But to his younger sister who as much as he hated to think about it might be more sexually experienced than he was, at least in the sense of being able to cut loose and get down and dirty, something he couldn't do for whatever reason.
"I'm a big guy, and strong, I don't want to hurt anyone."
"Modest?" she laughed, then playfully squeezed his bicep. "You are big and strong, but its not like you're in a fight, and you'd only be holding someone who wants to be pinned down." She gave him a sly smile. "Know what they say, can't rape the willing."
"I guess," he admitted. "I'll take my chances and be serious with you. Maybe I just have some weird hang ups. Listened to Dad too literally. Jen might be a teachable moment and maybe with the next girl I try to be more, I don't know, porno."
"Looks like we're two extremes," she mused. "But seeing we're being real, I'm not as bad as you think. I've had my share of fun, but I go home alone from parties and the clubs if there's no one I'm into. I'm bummed, but I won't fuck just to fuck."
"Good to know," he told her, and meant it. "But I did hear you went upstairs with two different guys at Marco Harrison's birthday party last year."
"Really?" She grimaced. "I went upstairs early with Rob to buy some weed."
"Oh."
"Now when I went upstairs later with Marco's cousin Jimmy that was to have sex," she sighed wistfully. "Damn, that boy was hung, and good with his tongue too. Too bad he was only in town for the party."
"Tara, learn when to stop."
"Why? We're having a real conversation," she gave him a genuine smile and placed her hand fondly on his cheek. "I like when you talk to me like a friend. We used to do it a lot more."
"Yeah, well anyway now that I've admitted I'm a dud in the sack, I feel much better."
"And I told you I'm not the whore they're all looking for," she replied. "But I'm not afraid to be, and that's the thing, you have to know when to go home or go wild."
"I'll keep that in mind."
"You know," she tapped her chin. "Maybe we can meet in the middle. I promise when we get back home, I'll dial it back a little. I won't tease you and I'll think a little more before I do things."
"Okay, what's my part?"
"We're here three more days, and before we leave, you, big brother, are going to do something, no, not just something, someone, reckless and wild."
"Tara..."
"No, you listen. There were a lot of pretty girls at that club, they're at the casino, and by the pool. You're damn fine, Kirk. I've seen girls turn their head when you walk by. You decide to start flirting, you're hooking up."
"But..."
"And this have to be mister romance thing? That's out the window because you don't live here and won't see them again. This is a stand, and they know it because if they're here, they're in the same boat. It's just a hot hook up and great memory of a fun vacation."
"You really thought this through."
"Just think, you have some fun with a hot girl, and you have a great story to tell, and you're the story she'll be telling her friends. Win, win and maybe it gets the stick out of your ass."
"Why do I feel like I'm the younger one here?" Kirk muttered, but had to give Tara credit, it sounded so easy and she was right, it's not like he, or the girl, would be looking for long term and they'd both know it.
"Seeing you act fifty I don't see how you could feel younger," she grinned. "I just know how to have fun without worrying about it, you worry first and let the fun go by."
She put her hand out to him, pinky up.
"Deal? You act like the young hot single guy you are the rest of our time here, and when we get back, I promise no more teasing, and I'll try to dial it back some."
"Okay, deal," he wrapped his pinky around hers. "Probably what I really need right now, anyway." Maybe getting laid would get rid of the weird Tara fetish he's been dealing with of late, in fact going without for the last few months might be all that was behind it to begin with.
"There you go!" Tara clapped her hands. "Then when we get back home you can look for someone," she gave a mocking groan. "Special again."
"Maybe, but in the meantime?" He put his arm around her and drew her into a hug. "I have a special girl right here."



"Aww, that's really sweet! I like it when you're nice to me." she put her arms around his waist and nuzzled her head into his shoulder. "Reminds me of when we were kids."
"You're still a kid," he rubbed his knuckles gently on her head.
"No noogies!" she giggled and sat back. "Hey, slip under the covers with me, and we'll find a horror movie to watch like we used to when Mom and dad went out and you babysat me."
"I'm babysitting you tomorrow," he smiled when she rolled her eyes. "Kidding."
"No, that's what dad wants," Tara lifted the sheet for him to slide under, exposing the fact her shirt had ridden up and he could see her leg all the way up to her damn hip and the blue thong which he now got a close enough look at to notice the black lace trim around it.
She wasn't dressed like that when they were kids that was for sure. For that matter, Tara wasn't exactly small in the chest department and not wearing a bra made it noticeable even in the loose t-shirt.
But he wasn't going to start up on her again. She was his sister, and in bed for the night, she shouldn't have to worry about him looking at her. Sure, she could be more aware of the fact she wasn't a kid anymore, but this sick shit was on him.
She had just promised to work on behaving better so he'd take that win over bitching about her being a little too loose with what she wore around him. He slipped under the sheet while she leaned over and found the remote for the flat screen TV on the wall across from them. She put the TV on and as she typed "horror" into the search, leaned against him.
Kirk, put his arm around her shoulders, just like when they were kids, and tried to think back to the last time he'd been this close to her. The fact he had to think this hard on it bothered him.
They used to be a lot closer, but both getting older, hanging with friends, school, work, dating, or in her case partying, would cut down on time spent together. Yet those things shouldn't have been a reason they couldn't have shared a few affectionate moments together like they did before they 'grew up' and because of it, apart.
He vowed to himself to work on it and not spend so much time picking apart her life choices. Just as she needed to be a little more serious, he needed to lighten up some. Life was short and who knew, maybe in a few years her career could take her out of state, and he'd feel bad if they missed out on the time they had together.
Dad had been thrilled for this vacation, one they couldn't normally afford because it would give the four of them time to enjoy being a family, but also good for him and mom to get to have some good times together and not worry about it costing them anything.
Kirk was glad they were going out tomorrow, they'd more than earned it by sacrificing for him and his sister. By the same token, tomorrow would be good for him and Tara to have some time together.
Bicker less and reconnect more, who knew, maybe him trying to be more involved in her life could show her the type of guy she should be looking for and being more open to her 'fuck it all' attitude might help him develop a bit of it.
She was right, he wasn't stuck on himself, but knew he was a good looking guy. The two of them looked quite a bit a like down to him being aware of his features being on the pretty side and trying to hide it with a couple of days of stubble, that he carefully trimmed to keep it that way.
He had a powerful build from working out since he asked for a weight set at fourteen, the same black as night hair, and ice blue eyes that had Jen calling him her "loyal little Huskie". Too bad she hadn't been loyal. Tara was right about that too. She wasn't hurting anyone, she didn't have a boyfriend and avoided any guy she thought was attached, she wouldn't know if they were lying, but she tried.
Jen on the other hand had known what she was doing, who she was doing it with and how bad it would hurt him if he found out, which he did. Tara might be on the easy side, but she wasn't a cheat or homewrecker.
Made him wonder who was the 'good girl', Jen the gorgeous girl he'd dated and thought he had a future with who turned out to be a cheat, or his party hound sister who was clear from the start with any guy she met she was about fun, not a relationship.
Meaning he could do that too, and not just here, but back home. Would it be so bad to find a girl at a club or bar he hit it off with and just go back to her place and have some fun? If there was interest in a follow up, great, if not, they both had fun.
But he still had issues with sex being that meaningless, it was like jacking off except someone was there to do it for you, but once you were done you felt the same empty feeling of fulfilling a need and nothing else.
He knew he was being too harsh with that analogy, but he'd been with three girls in his life and dated every one of them for over a year and cared about each one. Once you had sex with emotion behind it, just sex wasn't as appealing.
Tara had never had a boyfriend that lasted more than a few weeks, she hadn't established a real connection with someone which was why she was fine with playing the field.
It was also why she'd never been hurt.
"This feels nice," Tara cut into his thoughts as she pressed closer to him, making him aware of her breast against his side, but again, he wasn't going to say anything, and what was the big deal, anyway. Be like her and just live in the moment.
"It does," he agreed.
"Know what I bet would feel even nicer?"
"What's that?"
Tara's response was to lift her leg under the sheet and run her bare foot along his lower leg before resting it on the top of his foot, and giggle while she wiggled her toes into it.
"Maybe that?"
"Tara," Kirk kicked his leg, throwing her foot off him and trying to ignore the way that brief contact had made his cock twitch. "Find a goddamn movie."
Chapter Four
"Breakfast was really good," Tara declared as they made their way down the hallway that led to the large outdoor pool. "Wasn't just bagels and cereal, we had a real menu!"
"Yeah, and for the bubble," Kirk agreed. "This all-inclusive thing is great."
"Glad Dad won this trip, they're having a great time." Tara surprised him by slipping her hand into his while they walked.
"Too bad they couldn't do it more often." He paused when two attractive girls his age walked past them.
The one closest to him, a cute brunette wearing a slinky sleeveless crop top that showed off her impressive tits as well as her pierced naval, along with a pair of absurdly short cut offs, gave him an equally appraising glance. Her eyes then moved to Tara before looking away and resuming her conversation with her friend.
"They can't because they're putting their two pain in the ass kids through school." Tara continued. "Well, you only partway, they're paying full boat for me."
"Because you coasted through high school Miss English and math doesn't matter." He frowned when two more girls passed and he caught both looking his way, one of them flashing him a smile which turned quickly into a frown when she looked down at Tara holding his hand.
"You know, you were right, those girls were checking me out."
"Told you," she squeezed his hand. "My big bro's a hottie."
"Don't know about that, but," he lifted their joined hands. "Not going to get any attention when they think you're my girlfriend. What's with this anyway?"
"You'll make fun of me for saying this, but I really liked last night, that is after you were done calling me names."
"I said I was sorry."
"I know you were, and it's no big deal, but we had a real talk for the first time in forever, and it was nice watching movies and being close to you."
When he didn't respond, she prodded him.
"Did you like it, or am I just sounding lame?"
"No, I did, and we should try to spend some more time together. I was thinking last night there's a good chance you might be moving out of state if you get the job you want."
"Maybe, a lot of people work from home these days," she shrugged. "I know I pushed you to do something fun this week, but I kind of wanted this to be our day."
She leaned her head onto his shoulder.
"What do you think? Just you and your adorable little sister having some fun?"
An older couple, also holding hands walked by, and the woman smiled at them, and said "Look how cute they are," to her husband.
"Case in point," he lifted his shoulder to get her to move her head.
"You're supposed to be with me today, and Mom and Dad will be back for dinner. You can't do anything until later tonight, and you have the next couple of days to go be a girl magnet."
"Then I see the same girl at the club that just walked by and she thinks I have a girlfriend and I'm a cheating sleaze."
"You just tell them the stunning example of gothic beauty is your little sis who adores you."
"There's conceited and there's convinced," he glanced at her, and smiled. "You do look cute today though."
"Thank you!" she giggled. "I'd blush, but then there'd be color on my face."
Kirk laughed at the comment, but he'd meant what he said, dressed in a simple red sundress with a white sunhat and red sandals, her face devoid of make-up, she looked like the sweet sister he remembered before she went into goth party girl mode.
Her gorgeous ice blue eyes lit up when she laughed and her lips, in natural pink rather than black, curved into a radiant smile, the kind that made you want to smile back.
It helped that her Snow not so White tattoo which was visible in the sleeveless dress was on the arm facing away from him, allowing him to see her as more of the cute innocent little sister she'd been for most of their lives.
Seeing her like this helped him forget about the awkwardness of not only last night where she'd been so casual in getting undressed in front of him, but the way he'd woken up this morning.
They'd fallen asleep after watching the latest bad Texas Chainsaw reboot and the equally crappy Army of the Dead, and at some point Tara must have woke up to shut the TV off because when he opened his eyes, it was close to nine.
The room was still dark thanks to the heavy black drapes across the large window, and knowing his parents were already gone and wouldn't be bugging them to come have breakfast with them, he began to close his eyes once more.
They quickly opened when he became aware of just how close Tara was to him. She'd fallen asleep nestled against him, her head on his shoulder and his arm behind it. A position he didn't think anything of while they were awake, but now made him feel as if he were waking up with Jen, not his sister.
But that wasn't as uncomfortable as the fact her hand wasn't just on his lower stomach, but she'd slid it inside his shorts. He was suffering from a typical case of morning wood, and his erect cock way to close to where her hand rested.
Her leg was draped over his and he could feel the warmth of her inner thigh along his and the full length of her leg down to her soft foot resting on top of his.
Her hair fanned over his shoulder and his nose filled with the scent of her Black Widow perfume. He was conscious of the weight of her breast on his chest, but even more distinctly the piercing in her nipple poking into him.
He found himself thinking that any guy would be thrilled waking up to his sister cuddled into them, right down to the close proximity of her fingers to his cock, which seemed to have shifted even closer to her hand.
Kirk caught himself wondering how many men Tara had spent the night with, then wondered why he should want to know or care. He released a sharp breath when she turned into him causing her thigh to not only slide over his swollen crotch, but to push it into her hand.
For a moment he remained motionless; trying to tell himself the way his cock twitched wasn't from the sensation of his head grazing her fingers. But when she snickered into his chest and whispered. "Must have been a good dream," he'd bucked so hard she was pushed off him and onto her back.
The situation became more improper when after laughing at his overreaction, Tara kicked the covers off. Her shirt had ridden above her waist giving him a look at her lower body clad in her black and blue lace thong.
He yelled at her to cover up, but her response as she rose from the bed was it was no different than if she were in a bikini. Kirk doubted that, as it would have to be a minimal bikini because he got an unwanted glimpse of her ass with not much more than a blue string between her cheeks.
He spun around on the bed so quickly he almost fell over which elicited more laughter from Tara. Kirk hadn't wanted to start another argument with her after their talk last night but commented she shouldn't be showing herself off like that in front of him.
As she made her way into the bathroom, her shirt now mercifully sliding back down over her ass, Tara claimed it wasn't like he was a guy, he was her brother. In a sense she was right, but in another they weren't kids anymore, and brother or not, he was still a guy.
A guy who was trying not to tell himself his body had reacted being in close contact with his sister and that each time she flashed him something he shouldn't be seeing it took him just a little bit longer to look away.
He'd laid back on the bed after he heard her turn on the shower in the bathroom. His cock was still hard and he could no longer blame it on just waking up. His mind replayed what just happened, but in this version her hand gripped his cock and stroked.
She raised her head her soft lips seeking and finding his. They kissed as she pumped his throbbing cock, then Tara flipped he covers off. She rolled over on top of him, peeling the shirt off, exposing her young firm breasts.
Tara slipped her thong the side while he pushed his shorts down, and she lowered herself onto him, his cock piercing her pink slit and entering her hot, wet...
Kirk had struggled not to jerk off then and there and was only able to resist because he knew there was no way he'd be thinking about anything but him doing very un-brother like things to his sister.
His sister, who was hotter than she had any right being, and who he knew would be that bad girl Jen had claimed she wanted to be for him. Tara was no love maker, she'd be the porn star experience, and in that moment, he couldn't deny his desire for her to be his porn star.
"Wow, already a bunch of people out here," Tara's comment as they passed through the doors that left to the pool pulled him back to the present. A present which although nowhere as extreme as this morning, did have him getting more of a thrill out of holding her hand than he should.
It was the continuation of the waking fantasy. A young sexy couple waking up, having fun, grabbing something to heat and spending the day together. He needed to get a damn grip on himself or it was going to be a long ass day.
"It's after eleven because someone took forever to shower and get dressed." He replied to get his mind back on track. "Same someone is the world's slowest eater."
"I savor my food," she tilted her chin. "I don't eat, dahlink, I dine."
"Well, I can see where one doesn't simply scoff the finest of scrambled eggs and freshest of fruit loops." Kirk replied. "Washed down by apple juice of the rarest vintage."
"Now this is the Kirk I need more of!" She clapped her hands, slapping the beach bag she'd brought with her into her side and yelping. "Ouch!"
"Smooth," Kirk told her while heading to his left where he spotted a pair of lounge chairs that weren't that close to others on either side.
He eyed the crowd as he made his way to the chairs, admiring the girls in their bikini's some of which weren't much more than string in the back. His eyes lingered on a brunette lying face down on a towel, her top untied and her deeply tanned body glistening with oil.
He shifted his gaze when a guy that had to be six four with an almost freakishly ripped upper body came over with two drinks and sat down next to her. Now that he looked more closely it seemed all the girls were either with a boyfriend, or their parents.
One girl, a pretty redhead climbed out of the pool not far from him, and as he checked her out saw her walk over to where another girl sat in the chair, and leaning over, give her a kiss.
"Sucks when girls have prettier girlfriends than you, doesn't it?" Tara joked as she reached the chairs and put her bag on one to claim it. "Oh, wait, you don't have a girl at all."
"You want to get your head held under the water don't you?" he glowered at her.
"Why yes, I can hold my breath and give head under water," she put her hands up. "Kidding, just kidding." She cocked her head. "Well, not really. I can do it, but said kidding because I don't want you to be..."
"Shut up, sis."
"Grump, you should have had some fruit loops, hard to be mad when you're eating fun cereal."
"I'm related to a fruit loop." Kirk removed his sunglasses, placing them on the chair, then kicked his sandals under it before stripping off his t-shirt.
He was already in the pair of black shorts he decided to use as a bathing suit, and taking several quick towards it, dove into the pool. Kirk stayed under for a few seconds, enjoying the cool water on the already scorching day, and surfaced halfway across.
Treading water, he saw Tara had removed her hat and sandals but remained in her dress. He dipped back under, and swam until his hand touched the wall, then popped up, and after pushing his wet hair back, saw Tara staring off to her left.
He followed her gaze but didn't know what she was looking at unless there was a guy who'd caught her eye. Kirk took advantage of her not paying attention and dipping his arm under the water, whipped it up, splashing her legs and causing her to yelp in surprise.
"Hey, you coming in or what?" he asked
"Huh?" she had gone back to looking to her left.
"You see someone you know or something?" He folded his arms on the edge of the pool looking in the same direction she was.
"No," she turned towards him and lifting her phone, took a picture of him. "Just looking around."
She put the phone on the edge of the chair, and slipping her arms out of the straps over her shoulders, let the loose fitting dress fall to the ground.
"Are you fucking kidding?" Kirk whispered when he saw what she had on beneath the dress.
Or more appropriately what she didn't have on, which was much of anything. The two piece black bikini his sister wore consisted of two patches of material that covered her nipples and the lower outside portion of her breasts.
The string that ran between them was adorned with a silver skull which matched the one on each of her hips which connected the strings over them. The strings held up a triangular piece of black that didn't cover much more than what it needed to cover, leaving him staring at more than just her upper thighs, but some of the flesh between them.
"You like it?"
She did a quick turn and his jaw dropped when he saw the back was literally a string separating the creamy cheeks of her ass. Behind him in the pool someone called out in Spanish, "Mui Caliente!"
Tara had turned around and with a smile blew a kiss to whoever it was that yelled.
"Put the goddamn dress back on!" Kirk hissed angrily at her.
"I'm not going swimming in a dress," Tara rolled her eyes.
"Then get your ass back in the room and put on another bathing suit that's made of more than fucking string."
"Told you when you were yelling about my thong this morning, it was like seeing me in a bikini," she shrugged, and his eyes widened at the way her tits jiggled and threatened to spill out of the minimal top.
Although it wasn't something he wanted to think about, Kirk would have to be blind not to have noticed his sister didn't lack in the chest department. He'd seen her in more modest bathing suits when he went to her volleyball matches, and occasionally in just a sports bra when she went jogging or came home from the gym, but he'd never seen her show them off to this degree.



"What the hell did we talk about last night?" he asked.
"You getting the pole out of your ass," she reminded him. "And me toning it down." She leaned over, resting her hands on her knees, and again he thought her tits were going to fall out.
"When we get back home," she winked, then without another word turned to her left and walked away.
Kirk remained where he was, his arms folded on the edge of the pool, fuming while watching Tara put on a show. She sauntered along, walking slowly and with a swing to her hips he knew was exaggerated.
Every guy she passed wasn't shy about staring at her, and he saw more than one get a dirty look from the girl they were with, and one caught an elbow in his side. When she passed the two girls, the redhead nudged her girlfriend who had her eyes closed and indicated Tara with a nod of her head.
Kirk saw her suck on her lip, then say something to the redhead who nodded and they both stared as his sister kept strolling along. Some of the single guys said something to her and he gritted his teeth each time she'd stop and talk to them for a minute.
But she'd eventually resume her leisurely stroll while obviously basking in the attention she was getting. Again, as her brother he was pissed off every time a guy stared or spoke to her, but as a man? He couldn't blame them.
Tara wasn't just beautiful with her perfect features and long lustrous hair, but had a body that matched or even exceeded her looks. In addition to her epic tits, she was tall with a tight athletic build that featured long, shapely, and well-toned legs and an ass so firm you could bounce a quarter off it.
She had enough hips to give her a nice shape, and as she was demonstrating, a sexy little walk, and her stomach not just flat, but had some definition to it. Add to that the bad girl appeal of her piercings and the dark tattoos on her otherwise white skin, and you'd have to be either blind or dead not to have a reaction to her.
His annoyance grew when he caught himself thinking that while looking at her ass in an unbrotherly like way. How the hell was this his little sister? After seeing the videos he had of her, Tara joked that she was the next Stoya, except she wouldn't charge for being a porn star.
Right now Stoya 2.0, his personal white bitch of porn wannabes, was continuing her walk of no shame but quickly stopped for a tall well-built guy with a shaved head to come over and put his arm around her while his friend snapped a picture.
She chatted with him, smiling and laughing away, but shook her head when he indicated an empty chair next to him and moved along. Kirk's eyes narrowed when she reached three guys sitting in a circle.
They must have been playing music on their phone, because Tara began dancing in front of them as if she were at a club. All smiles, two of them got up and got on either side of her, dancing with her while the third held up his phone, filming them.
When they closed in, pinning his sister between them, Kirk pushed up on the ledge preparing to go over there. Tara played right into it, now grinding lewdly between them, her ass pushing into the guy behind her, and her hands on the one in front's muscular, sweat slicked chest.
He'd gotten out of the pool when they stopped dancing and one of them held out his phone getting a selfie of the three of them. He showed it to Tara who most likely gave him her number to send it her.
From there she accepted a quick hug from each, then walked off, leaving them staring longingly after her. Kirk dropped himself back into the pool in an effort to cool himself off at least physically, what was she going to do, slut herself all the way around before coming back to him?
Tara made her way to the diving board and after climbing the short latter posed at the top for a moment, waving at the life guard and looking around to see who was looking at her, she took three running steps, then launched herself into the air.
She tucked into a ball, rolling twice, then straightened with her arms out in time to knife smoothly into the water. There were several cheers and a smattering of applause when she popped up in the middle of the pool.
Tara ducked back under the water, and he turned his back to the wall so he could watch her swimming towards him. She grabbed his legs, then bobbed up in front of him.
"Hi!" she giggled. "Miss me?"
"I didn't have anything to throw at you," he scowled.
"Someone's in a mood," she slipped her arms around his neck. "Come on, Kirk, look around! Hot sunny day, we're in a huge pool, and have three more days to enjoy all this. How the hell can you be miserable?"
"What the hell happened to dialing it back, and not teasing me?"
"I told you, that's when we get back," she kept her arms around his neck and pulled herself closer to him. "And this is a public pool, not in private," she laughed. "I'm here to tease all the guys, not you."
Kirk wasn't sure he believed her because she'd let herself drift up to him in the water to the point her chest was touching his. He felt her piercing poke into his chest, and without consciously doing it, his eyes dropped from her face to her chest.
Her breasts, floating just above the water, were on full display and he was unable to avoid noticing her nipples were erect in the thin black material. Which meant it wasn't just her piercing he felt on his chest.
"Don't hang on me," he put his hands on her shoulders in an attempt to ease her back.
"Why not?" she tightened her grip around his neck, resisting his weak effort. "You didn't mind me being close last night."
"We're in public and you're on me like you're my damn girlfriend."
"And every guy here is jealous," she stared up at him, all smiles. "Look at you with the hot girl."
"Get over yourself," he told her, then flinched when her leg slipped between his beneath the water.
Her thigh moved along his leg, and like last night, her foot ease along his calve. Tara's face was now inches from him and he couldn't help thinking she looked amazing. Her wet hair plastered to her fair skin, the water glistening on her face, and her blue eyes sparkling as her soft lips curved into a sweet smile that belied her not so sweet nature.
For a split second Kirk had the insane urge to kiss her, but instead leaned his head back and pushed on her arms, this time harder. Tara must have had her wrist gripped in her other hand because he felt her arms push against his neck, but she only eased back slightly from him.
Her leg was no longer between his, but that was because she had lifted them from the floor of the pool and allowed her body to float out behind her. He found himself staring down her smooth back and curve of her ass, her long legs splayed behind her.
Wide open for anyone looking from the other side of the pool and he could see a few guys gawking.
"Jesus Christ!" he gripped her arms and this time pulled them apart, breaking her grip. "I said knock it off!"
"Ow!" Tara's legs dropped beneath the water and stood in front of him, rubbing her forearms. "That hurt you jerk!"
"Well, you wouldn't let go."
"Why did I have to?" she asked. "God, you didn't have to be so rough."
"Sorry." Like last night he felt like an asshole for over reacting to his own reaction to her. A reaction that he'd begun to feel between his legs while staring at her tits and ass. "But it was just getting too weird."
"Huh?" she looked confused. "What do you mean?"
"The way you were so close then that little leg spreading stunt," he gestured to her. "Don't even act like you didn't know what you were doing."
"Oh, that?" she gave him a rueful grin. "Yeah, got me. That's why you were mad?"
"Yeah, that and draping yourself all over me," he pointed to her chest. "Could you show them off any more?"
"Them?" She looked down. "You mean my tits?"
"Classy."
"I'm nineteen, not nine, and you got nerve the way you were swearing at me last night."
She shook her head.
"You know, all I wanted was a nice day with you, but you're wound up so damn tight it's like you can't help yourself."
"You wouldn't wear that bikini in front of dad."
"Dad's not here," she snapped her fingers. "Oh, wait, maybe he is. I'm here with dad 2.0."
"I'm just trying to look out for you, that's all."
"I know because I'm in so much danger out here, guys just won't leave me alone."
"If you were alone that's what would be happening."
"I'm not alone, and didn't want to be, but you're making me wish I was." She folded her arms under her breasts, pushing them out even more. "How about I go sit on the other side of the pool? That way you can still watch me, but I won't be embarrassing you."
"You don't have to do that," he sighed. "Just behave, okay?"
"Yes, daddy."
"Here we go," Kirk wondered if he should just let her do what she wanted and sit away from him. "The drama begins."
"Tell you what," Tara began, but her eyes were looking over his shoulder at something behind him. "I'll let you make it up to me."
"That's nice of you."
He went to turn his head to see what she was looking at, but she put her hand on his cheek.
"You let me take a selfie of us in the pool, and I promise I won't bother you anymore."
"You going over there?" he pointed across the pool.
"I might swim around, but I'll come back, and I won't touch you anymore, okay?"
"Fair enough. I..."
"Excuse me!" Tara called out. "Could you do me a favor and pass me my phone?"
Kirk turned to see a guy with long dark hair pulled into a ponytail wearing a white panama style hat, a godawful blue print Hawaiian shirt, and baggy white Tommy Bahama shorts had sat in the chair to the right of the one Tara had put her bag on.
"Sure," he rose and picked up her phone from where she'd left it on the seat, then came over and leaned over, reaching past Kirk to hand it to her.
"Want me to wait and put it back for you?" He spoke with an accent, possibly UK or maybe Australian.
"That would be great!" Tara beamed up at him.
"My pleasure," he nodded.
"I'll bet," Kirk muttered.
The guy's eyes were covered with mirrored sunglasses, but he had no doubt they were focused on his sister's breasts, and the pisser was, he was jealous of him, and every other guy, because they could look and he couldn't. Because he wasn't supposed to even want to. Tara turned around, and leaned against him.
Her back pressed to his chest as she held the phone up and at arm's length. Kirk lowered his head so they were cheek to cheek and smiled while trying to ignore the fact his sister's ass was firmly planted into his crotch beneath the water.
The phone flashed once, then again, and Tara lowered it.
"Aww, look at us!" she showed him the first picture, and he nodded. "We haven't taken one like this in a long time."
"You kids do make a pretty pair," the guy said above them.
"That we do," Tara laughed, then slid the pic to the side to show him the other one.
Kirk rolled his eyes when in this one Tara wasn't smiling, but had her mouth open, tongue out, showing off the silver ball pierced through it.
"Hold on, I'm just posting this to Twitter." Her blue black nails tapped rapidly on the phone, before she then turned and held it up to the guy behind Kirk.
The move had her not only pressing her tits into his chest again, but when she pushed herself higher, she slid up in his loose grip, causing his hand to graze her ass. He let her go as if he'd been burned, and would have pushed her away again had they not had someone standing above them.
"Thank you so much," Tara told him.
"No worries, luv, you two have fun."
"I tagged you on Twitter and insta," Tara had dropped back in the water, but still right on top of him like she had been before. "Great picture, we'll have to show mom, she'll love it."
"Just not the one with you showing off your tongue," Kirk groused. "You know any guy that sees that only thinks one thing."
"That it feels good on their cock?" Tara immediately launched herself backwards in the water, using her feet against his legs to propel herself several feet away.
She swung her hand up from beneath the water, splashing his face with it just as he was going to tell her to watch her mouth, causing him to sputter and her to laugh at him. As he glared at her, she stuck her tongue out, the sun flashing off the silver ball, wagged it at him, then spun around and swam towards the other end of the pool.
She reached the other side, turned and leaned against the edge, and beckoned to him to come over. Kirk's reply was to push himself up out of the pool, get up and walk back to the chairs.
He picked up his shades and donned them before pulling a blue towel from her back and wiping off his chest and arms. Across the pool, she put her hands up as if to say "Really?"
Kirk ignored her, dropping the towel and sitting on the chair while fishing out the sun block and squirting some into his hands to put on his chest and arms. He stretched out on the chair, folding his arms over his stomach, making a show of getting comfortable.
Tara shook her head, waved her hand disgustedly at him, then swam along the side of the pool. Behind the dark glasses, Kirk watched her make her way towards a group of guys and girls around their age and watched her stop at the edge and start talking to them.
One of the girls offered her a bottle of coke, and his sister popped out of the water to accept it and sit down on an empty chair with the others who within seconds were laughing at something she said.
Thirty seconds over there and she was already the center of attention.
Kirk pulled his phone from the bag, and saw a notification on his twitter app. He clicked it to see the picture of him and Tara which she'd captioned "Don't we make a pretty pair?"
Tara, due to a combination of tweeting pictures of her artwork along with pics of herself in what seemed like an endless supply of slinky club attire, bikini's and the main reason he never looked at her page anymore, a few of her topless, her hands over her breasts or showing off one of her pictures held just high enough to cover her nipples, had over 30k followers and already had multiple likes and several replies to the picture.
Kirk frowned when the first reply was "Not as pretty as the pair in that bikini." There were a few other variations of that remark along with one pointing out how good she looked wet.
One asked who the hot guy was, which put a slight smile on his face. He had to admit, they did look good together. Other than having more color to his skin than his sister there was such a strong resemblance in their features he was surprised people couldn't tell he was her brother.
Then again, it was obvious the focus of the picture to those looking at it, were her barely concealed breasts. He frowned when he saw further down, she'd posted the second pic of her showing off her tongue.
According to a couple of replies to that one, he was a lucky guy, and one girl, who's avatar was a picture of her ass in a thong, declared how her boyfriend said her blow jobs were so much better since she'd gotten her tongue pierced.
With a disgusted sigh, Kirk put his phone down next to him. He glanced over to see Tara still chatting with her new friends but was surprised to see she seemed to be talking more to the girls than the guys.
Maybe they were all couples and there was no one to really flirt with, but whatever the case he was glad that for the moment she wasn't looking like she was on the prowl. He closed his eyes and to relax and while doing so tried to tell himself he hadn't been getting hard when she had her ass against his cock while taking the pictures.
And more importantly, that she didn't notice.
Chapter Five
Kirk's eyes snapped open when his phone pinged next to him, telling him he'd received a text. Before he looked at the phone, he sat up and looked around the pool. He'd obviously dozed off in the warm sun, but for how long?
Christ, if Tara had noticed he wasn't paying attention to her and had slipped off on her own, he'd never hear the end of it. Or, even if their parents never found out he'd be pissed that she did it, and what if she'd gone back to some guy's room and...
His racing mind stopped in its tracks when he spotted her sitting on the edge of the pool with her lower legs in the water. She sat next to a cute blonde in a red bikini as minimal as his sisters who was showing Tara something on her phone.
He did frown when he noticed the red cup next to her hip and behind her one of the guys was bent over a large cooler, and pouring something from a bottle into a similar red cup.
Leave it to his sister to sniff out the only people drinking by the pool. He lifted his phone and judging by the time didn't think he'd been asleep for more than a few minutes.
He saw the text was from Mom who had attached a picture of her and dad leaning against the railing of the boat with the view of the open ocean behind them. Then asked if they were having a good time.
Kirk replied they slept in and were hanging by the pool, and put the phone down. His attention went back to his sister in time to see her accept another cup from one of the guys.
She clicked it against his, then the one in the hand of the girl next to her, and took several long swallows. When she lowered the cup she looked his way, and seeing him sitting up and facing her, she gave him a big wave and a goofy smile that told him that wasn't the first drink she'd had.
He gave her a weak wave in reply, and she beckoned to him to come over, but he shook his head and lay back in the chair. Tara shrugged and began speaking to the guy who had brought the drink and was now sitting next to her.
Why didn't he go over there? They all seemed to be around his age, and although it was obvious they were drinking, none of them were acting loud or obnoxious. Probably just cool laid back kids having some fun, but here he was by himself and annoyed his sister was over there making friends and having a good time.
"Not easy is it, mate?"
He looked to his right to see the man who had passed Tara her phone sitting on the chair a few feet away. He was on the edge of it, facing Kirk and still wore the hat and sunglasses.
When Kirk didn't respond right away, he pointed in Tara's direction.
"Not easy having the hot girlfriend. Especially if they're all fun and flirty and trying to get you jealous."
"Oh," Kirk waved his hand. "She's not my girlfriend."
"Don't tell me you're in the friend zone!" he laughed. "That's even worse."
"Not that either, she's my sister."
"Really? You two were kind of acting like a couple," he observed.
"She does that to piss me off," he explained. "It's a long story."
"Then you have my complete sympathy," he nodded. "Sisters are tough."
"Yeah, she can be a royal pain in the ass for damn sure."
"Bratty little sis is the worst," he noted. "All the more when they're a hot little thing like yours is."
He caught the look on Kirk's face and put his hands up defensively.
"Hey, not trying to be a wanker, but kind of hard not to notice." He gave him a disarming smile. "I am a man, and she's not shy about showing the goods."
"I wish I could argue," Kirk sighed.
"Oliver," he extended his hand. "Pleasure to meet you."
Kirk swung his legs over the chair so he was now facing Oliver and shook his hand.
"Kirk."
"Ouch," Oliver winced. "Strong grip you have there."
"Sorry," Kirk hadn't thought he'd squeezed too hard, but he did sometimes forget his own strength.
"Should have expected it, you're a rugged bloke," he pointed to Kirk's chest. "You play football?"
"No, just like working out and being in shape I guess."
"That's why I thought little sis was your boo, hard to think a good looking young guy like you wouldn't have a sexy little sweetie," he paused. "Or maybe you have a girlfriend wherever you're from?"



"Not right now, just concentrating on work and school."
"Got dumped, huh?" Oliver asked, his lips curling into a knowing smile.
Kirk wasn't one to talk much, especially not to people he just met, but Oliver seemed friendly enough, or maybe it was because he'd never see him again after this that had him a little more relaxed.
It was also a good distraction from Tara. But the other man's words did hit him in the sense that why was he alone? Not just taking advantage of the bevy of bikini clad girls around him here, but back home.
"I broke it off," he returned the smile. "I was the dumper, not dumpee."
"Little skank cheat on you?"
"That's kind of personal."
"Come on, Kirk, we're guys and I'm old enough to be your dad. I know most of the time when kids your age break up it was over someone dipping or getting dipped from someone else." He chuckled. "You the dipper or dippee?"
Kirk found himself laughing even though it was a sore subject. "I was on the wrong end of it. I'm not the dipping type, try to be a good guy, know what I mean?"
"I do, and when you get older the women like that, but the young ones? They don't know what they have until they meet the bugger who treats them like shit, then they miss what they had."
"Here's hoping." Kirk stared more closely at Oliver and now that he'd mentioned his age, he did notice some grays throughout his long otherwise dark hair and some in his neatly trimmed beard as well.
"Bet sis over there doesn't have a boo," Oliver noted. "Not to offend, but I get the feeling she's a good time waiting to happen."
"Like I said, I wish I could argue. Tara's a free spirit."
"Is that what they call easy in the states these days?"
"Hey!" Kirk put a finger up in warning. "That is my sister you're talking about."
"Apologies, down under we tend to be a little too blunt sometimes," he explained. "And its not like it's a bad thing to have fun, and I doubt you'd complain about girls not your sister being down to go down, now would you, mate?"
Kirk didn't bother saying he did have a problem with that type. Why he had no idea, but he did, and these days having that type of stance didn't seem to be working out for him.
"Double standard," he agreed. "Guess that's why she pisses me off, I know how guys see and think about her."
"Some guys think very highly of free spirits," he grinned. "But that's the problem, right?"
"I guess." He looked over his shoulder to see Tara was now on her feet, laughing and dancing with the blonde and one of the other girls while the guys watched with appreciative looks on their faces.
"That's what I meant when I said sisters can be the worst. You see her dressed and acting like that and you know what all the blokes are thinking. All the nasty things they want to do to her."
"I get it, okay?"
"I speak from experience, my sister is three years younger, and like yours, she had it and wasn't shy about showing it or sharing it for that matter. I used to get myself worked up thinking my little sister was doing all those things I wanted girls to do with me, but it was wrong for her."
"Right," Kirk said softly. "Exactly what it is."
"We want all our girls to be bad, but our sisters? They should be damn cherry until the day they get married."
"Wouldn't go that far, but I'd like to see her meet a decent guy and stay with him."
"What fun would that be for a wild thing like her?" he pointed past him to indicate Tara. "Looks a little young to be drinking whatever they're serving out of their cooler."
"I know, and part of me wants to go get her, but then she'll make a scene and its not worth the drama. I'm keeping an eye on her, she's not going back into the hotel with anyone but me."
"Spoken like a good big brother!" Oliver gave him a mock salute.
"I try to watch her, but can't be around all the time."
"I bet you watch her," Oliver said, and something in his tone made Kirk bristle.
"What's that supposed to mean?"
"Come on, Kirk, let's be honest here."
"About what?"
"That's the other part of what makes sisters like Tara over there such a burden. It's not just that the guys are after her, and that she dresses to make sure they are, but it's how they make us see them."
Kirk knew he should change the subject or just stop talking. More than that he should be pissed that this guy seemed to be insinuating he looked at Tara in a way he shouldn't be.
But wasn't he doing just that? Was Oliver saying this wasn't as weird as he felt it was?
"That's right!" Oliver clapped his hands together. "Even with those dark glasses on, I can tell you're thinking about what I just said."
"Maybe I'm thinking you're a whack job." Kirk countered.
"Stop trying to cover yourself, it's cool as you folks say, I'm the one bringing it up." Oliver leaned over, resting his elbows on his knees.
"My sister was the same way, a lot of them are. High heels, short skirts, tight clothes, slutting around and teasing the boys. Your sister does all of that doesn't she?"
"Take a look at that fucking bikini and you tell me," Kirk mumbled.
"Exactly! Worse in your time because now these little tarts are posting their nubile young bodies all over the damn net, drives the men crazy, and us too because we're their brothers and...," he paused. "Not supposed to see them that way, but we do, don't we?"
"Look, this is getting kind of messed up," Kirk told him.
"They tease too, don't they?" Oliver ignored him. "We're brothers, but we're young men and here they are strutting their stuff and at some point we look and we don't see our sister, we see a sexy young woman."
He stopped as if waiting for a reply, but Kirk didn't give him one, at least not verbally because in his mind, he was agreeing with everything the older man was saying,
"Then we get mad at ourselves for looking at the tits they're flaunting right in front of us, and then?" he put his hand out to Kirk, now asking for a reply.
"We get mad at them," he said softly.
"Yes!" Oliver reached over and clapped him on the shoulder. "We blame them for seeing them that way, and know what? We should!"
"You think?"
"Of course, and know why? Because the little minxes know what they're doing! They like to tease their brothers, get them to look. They walk around the house showing off, get a little too touchy, and when we get mad? Those little cock teases know they're getting to us!"
Kirk nodded slowly, this guy was on point.
"Look at the two of you, I thought you were a couple the way she was mucking up to you." Oliver went on. "I saw you push her away and just thought you weren't the type to want to carry on in front of people, but now that I know you're her brother? I don't blame you for being pissed."
"Bet she had you worked up a little, didn't she?" Oliver removed his glasses for the first time, exposing a pair of strangely colored grayish blue eyes. "If you weren't, you're either a way better man than me, or straight up gay."
Kirk looked away, which gave Oliver the answer he was looking for.
"Don't feel bad, that's the point! She knew exactly what she was doing and just look at her, who the hell couldn't see her as a woman."
"Did your sister do that to you?"
"God yes, used to drive me fucking crazy!" he whistled. "She was so bad, a couple times when our folks weren't home, she'd come out of the shower in just a towel and let it," he smirked. "Slip. Let me see her damn tits, then laugh and cover back up."
"My sister's not that bad."
"Yet," Oliver said. "If you stop reacting to what she does now, she'll get there. Young women are strange creatures, and some of them love to push limits, to make the one boy that's not supposed to look at her, look at her."
"Tara's always talking about rules and how most of them are made up bullshit to control people."
"She's not wrong, my boy." Oliver pointed out. "Can I ask you a question?"
"At this point, why not?"
"Jerk off to her yet?"
"God no!" he blurted out. "What's wrong with you?"
"Do it to her?" Oliver asked as if he'd just said yes. "Maybe in her panties? A bra? Stockings?"
Kirk shook his head. He'd let this guy talk too much. He needed to get up, go get Tara and go back inside. Not because of what he was hearing, but because it was all true and he was afraid of what else Oliver would come out with.
"These days there's all that brother sister porn out there, you find yourself watching those?" he laughed. "I love them, a lot of them are stupid with no story, just hey, why not, but damned they're hot.
"Gives guys like us a chance to see those teasing trollops get what they've been begging for, doesn't it? What we wish we could do to them, but know we can't."
"I think I need to get going."
"Know what I did when I was about your age and Laura, that was my sister, was teasing the fuck out of me?"
"Oliver, I have to..."
"She'd go out, get drunk, come home in her slutty dress and pass out. I'd go in her room and I'd," he lowered his voice to a whisper. "Jack off on her. Couple times it was her feet, one time I lifted her dress and blew it all over her ass," he laughed. "Once it was all over her face."
"That's disgusting!" This time his outrage was real. Jesus, was this guy just blowing some weird smoke, or had he really done that to his sister?
"She brought it on, all the teasing, the flashing her body, the flirting and hanging all over me. Yeah, it was wrong, but she'd gotten me so into her I had to do something."
"Do you still see her that way?" Why was he asking? "Or was that just like sick kid stuff."
"Saw her that way my whole life," he lowered his voice, a frown on his face. "Until she passed away two years ago."
"I'm sorry to hear that."
"Cancer's a bitch, my friend, and she fought hard, but we all go sometime I guess."
"Yeah, that must have been rough."
"It was, but we had a lot of good years together."
"Huh?" Kirk blinked at the way he'd said that.
"Yes, I mean it the way it sounded. One time when I was in her room using her as target practice, she opened her eyes because she'd faked being drunk. Caught me one handed and I thought I'm a dead man walking, but instead? She said why waste it?"
"Okay, cool story, bro." Kirk rose from the chair. "Had me going, but you went a little too far."
"Going to tell me you never thought of it?"
"Bye Oliver, it was sort of nice meeting you."
"Sit back down, please." Oliver put his hand in his pocket and removed a thick money clip with a hundred dollar bill on top. "I don't get a chance to talk about these things, and I'd like to keep talking."
He peeled off a hundred to expose another beneath it. If the entire clip were hundreds there had to be a few thousand dollars there. Oliver extended his hand offering him the money.
"Your times worth something, and I'm sure a young man like you could use a few extra dollars."
"You want to pay me to listen to your fucked up stories?"
"Until I mentioned sex with my sister, you were nodding along with everything I said. That's why I'm enjoying speaking with you, I see my past self in you."
"I'd never have sex with my sister, that's just....wrong."
"Wrong to who?" Oliver asked. "Read Genesis, world was populated by incest back in those days."
"Yeah, those days, key word."
"What changed?" Oliver smiled. "Another hundred if you can provide an answer other than at some point some moralist said it was."
"I don't know or care, but no one thinks sleeping with family is okay."
"Conditioned and conformed by societal structure and group think."
"You sound like Tara," he eyed the hundred, then sat back down. "Keep the money."
"Take it, please, I have plenty." He flipped it at him, and Kirk caught it when it hit his leg.
"Only a few, a precious lucky few, take it to the level Laura and I did. For most it's the teased frustration of being tempted by what we're told we can't have, and that usually fades over time.
"You'll get a girl to take your mind off your sister, or she'll outgrow the game, or maybe get a man of her own or just move on with her life. When that happens, I consider it sad, a missed opportunity to experience a love like no other."
"I think I will keep this." Kirk slipped the money in his still damp shorts. "Just for listening to this straight out of porn crap."
"Siblings are everything to each other, providing their close in age. They piss you off like no one else can, but for the most part, they're a best friend, playmate, partner in crime.
"They're also the first member of the opposite sex you notice when you reach the age where curiosity rises and hormones rage. Yes, she's your sister, but sis has the things other girls do and you find you start to try and see them.
"But this is a phase and for most it passes, but for some it doesn't. For those with sisters like ours, the torment grows and gets worse because at an age where you and her should only be thinking of others, she forces you to keep thinking of her."
"I've had girlfriends, I'm past the wondering stage." Kirk shook his head.
"But you said you're single now, and she knows it. I bet if you can be honest with me, that you'll admit she's been playing it up a lot more since you were the dumper as you put it."
He nodded at Kirk's silence.
"Kirk, you're right. I'm a bit of a pervert I guess, although I prefer the term voyeur. I had something special with my sister. You and most would say it was sick, not special, but she was the love of my life.
"She's gone, and I find myself fascinated with siblings being together. I watch brothers and sisters interact wherever I go, and once in a long while I see a pair that has that certain dynamic.
"The absurdly hot sister who is wanton in her sexuality, the equally attractive brother who is caught up in the exquisite torture of longing for what his sister has, but hating himself for it. A perfect storm of taboo angst that often blows itself out, but on occasion lightning strikes."
"What are you getting at? You think I really want to bang my sister?"
"Classy way to put it, but then again, she looks more trashy than classy so I guess it fits." He looked in Tara's direction, then nodded. "She looks to fall under the getting it the way she deserves rather than a candlelit love making session."
"That's still my sister you're talking about."
"Don't lie and say you think about her in a sweet way. She's not the Hallmark Channel, she's Porn hub."
"Damn, that's kind of nasty."
"So is she, and she knows it, and you know part of you loves it. Big brother wants to punish his slut sister, make her pay for teasing you and forcing you to want her." he took a breath. "Sorry, I get carried away, no need to be crude."
"You think that's what I want?"
"I was watching the two of you closely, and between the way you looked at her, and the way she looked at you? There's quite a spark there, and not just on your end. I think your sister thinks she's just playing, but deep down she'd be receptive to being her brother's lover."
"Man, you could write this shit for sleazy story sites."
"There was a moment, and I dare you to deny it, that I swore the two of you were going to kiss. You looked all doe eyed and she looked as if she were dying for you to do it. That was when you grew angry and pulled her arms from around you. Now tell me, who were you angry at?"
"Both of us," he confessed. "Okay, I'm not going to say you're wrong about all of this, she has been egging me on with how she dresses and always talks about sex and other things to get under my skin, and yeah, I guess its hard not to see her as a girl over being my sister, but I'm nowhere near as far down the rabbit hole as you."
"Not yet anyway."
"You know," Kirk tapped his chin. "You just said you like watching brothers and sisters. But when you started talking to me you thought she was my girlfriend. You knew who we were, didn't you?"
"Good work, Sherlock," Oliver laughed. "I did know, just like I know you're from Rhode Island and that you're here with your parents on a free trip because money is too tight for them to ever afford this right now."
"How the hell do you know all that?" Kirk demanded. "I thought the sister sex talk was out there, but this is creepy as fuck."
"I have sources," he shrugged casually. "And money tends to loosen people's lips or gain you their ear, as you just proved. It can also make dreams come true and life so much easier, don't you think?"
"I think we're done here."
"Nah, mate," Oliver nodded his head to the side and Kirk followed his gaze to see Tara had dove back into the pool and swimming over to them. "Fun's just beginning."
Chapter Six
Kirk got off the chair and turned around, planning on getting Tara back into her dress, into the hotel and way from Oliver. But that would take a couple of minutes, especially if she gave him a hard time, so in the meantime...
"I swear, if you say any of this twisted shit to my sister, I'll knock you out of that ugly ass shirt you're wearing." Kirk warned him in an ominous tone.
"No need to be hostile, I'll be very nice to your sister, and before you misconstrue my comments about what money can buy I'm not looking to solicit her."
"Speaking of money," he pulled the bill from his pocket and flipped it back at him, you can keep it."
"Morals." Oliver rolled his eyes. "I hope your sister's a lot more receptive than you are."
Kirk swallowed his retort when he heard a splash and looked to see Tara pulling herself up out of the pool. She strolled over, and feeling Oliver's eyes on him, he kept his on his sister's face and not her body.
"Hey, what's up?" Tara came over next to him and Kirk frowned.
"What the hell were you drinking?" he whispered. "You reek."
"Jack and coke, but we held the coke the last couple." Tara looked over at Oliver. "Hi again!"
"Hello, luv," Oliver gave her a rueful grin. "Wish you hadn't said that."
"Again?" Kirk's eyes widened. "You know this guy?"
"Ollie was the guy I told you about who bought me a couple of drinks at the club last night."
"You son of a bitch," Kirk took a step towards Oliver, looming over the shorter and much thinner man.
"Listen," Oliver put his hands up while taking a nervous step back from him.
"No, you listen, Panama Jerk."
Behind him Tara snickered. "Panama Jerk, that's a good one."
"You lying piece of shit," Kirk continued. "Talking to me like you didn't know me."
"I never met you before." Oliver hastily pointed out.
"Acting like you didn't know my sister, and saying all that shit about her, and you were creeping on her in the damn club!"
"What shit was he saying?" Tara asked.
"Never mind," Kirk put his arm in front of her as she tried to come around, keeping her behind him.
"Nothing I didn't say to you last night, my dear. Just pointing out you're a fun independent girl who is unashamed to flaunt what you have and too smart to buy into how people think you're supposed to act."
"What kind of fucked up game are you trying to play is what I want to know." Kirk flipped his hand out, knocking Oliver's hat off. "Next time it'll be your head, you don't answer me."
"Hey, hey!" This time Tara got around him and put her hands on his chest. "It's cool, Kirk. Ollie's a good guy, we had fun talking and that's all we did."
"Talking about where we live and how mom and dad don't have a lot right now?"
"Yeah," she replied. "I get chatty when I drink."
"Your source." Kirk scowled at Oliver. "You're funny."
"Listen, I felt her out about some things and I had to feel you out today."
"Feel us out about what?" Tara turned to face him. "Kirk's usually mad cool, what did you say to piss him off?"
"The lifeguard's looking over," Oliver remained calm. "Tell you what, my room is just down that hall," he pointed in the direction they'd entered the pool area from. "How about we talk in private?"



"No way, we're going to your room." Kirk declared. "Tara, get your dress on and let's get away from this guy."
"Please, you're half my age and twice my weight," Oliver put his hands out. "What do you think could happen?"
"To me? Nothing, to you?" Kirk glared at him. "Think about what you just said."
"Kirk, stop acting like an alpha male," Tara told him, then looked at Oliver. "What do you want to talk about?"
"Not here," he replied while picking up his hat and putting it back on. "But let's leave it at I have an offer to make you."
"Tara, if you don't want to see me do something stupid, we need to go." Kirk grabbed her dress from the chair and pushed it into her arms.
"Like I told your brother earlier, I have plenty of money and seeing I'm looking to take up some of your time how about," he removed the clip from his pocket and counted out hundreds. "Five hundred dollars to finish this conversation in my room?"
He held the money out to Tara who eagerly reached for it, then yelped when Kirk grabbed her wrist.
"No."
"Why the hell not?" Tara yanked her arm from his grasp. "Two fifty each to talk?"
Kirk slipped his arm around her shoulder, and turned her away from Oliver so they now had their backs to him.
"Listen, this guy started off cool, then just before you came over got seriously twisted. There's some sick people in places like this, he might be one of them."
"He was mad cool at the club, and you'd think if he were a perv he'd have tried something with me, no?" Tara countered.
Kirk frowned, he didn't want to tell her the things Oliver had said about brothers and sisters. Partly because it was messed up, partly because he'd been putting the hammer to the nail on his exact feelings and he couldn't risk her knowing that.
"Besides," Tara added. "Like he said, you'd wreck him in ten seconds." She laughed. "He's skinny as hell, I'd probably kick his ass."
"I'm just wondering what the hell he wants to talk about that's worth that kind of money."
"That's pocket change to people with money. I'm not saying he's not strange, but come on, Kirk, five hundred to talk for a few minutes? We could take it to the casino and maybe make it into a lot more!"
"See, Tara, this is your problem, you don't think things through. He has to want something."
"And this is your problem," she turned it around on him. "You can never just roll with anything and see where it goes, always have to worry about everything."
"But..."
"We made a deal last night you'd do something wild before we left, so I'll tell you what, we take his money and listen to whatever dumb shit he has to say and you're off the hook the rest of the week, be as dull as you usually are."
"Not exactly my idea of fun."
"Nothing is these days," Tara slipped out from under his arm, and shook her dress out, preparing to put it on. "Tell you what, you don't want to go, don't. I'll go myself."
"No, you won't," he insisted. "I..."
"Oh my god!" Tara exclaimed as from across the pool the first notes of Bieber's Despacito sounded. "Love this song!"
Kirk looked over to see it was the group of kids who she'd been hanging with who now had a speaker out and blasting the song. Three of the girls, all smoking hot and in skimpy bikinis were on their feet, already dancing.
He flinched when something hit him in the chest, and he caught Tara's dress before it fell to the ground. She moved to the edge of the pool facing the other girls and as the song played, she danced along to it.
Swinging her arms over her head she worked her hips, gyrating smoothly to the Latin rhythm as she turned in a slow circle. Now facing him, he was confronted with the sight of her jiggling breasts as she leaned over, working her ass towards the other side of the pool.
She leaned over, hands on hips, and briefly twerked before straightening and going back to shaking her hips with her arms moving over her head in the same circular motion.
Kirk's jaw dropped and he found he couldn't look away as he watched his sister's perfect ass shake and wiggle in front of him. His eyes followed the circular motion of her hips as if hypnotized by the sway of her body.
Her skin still glistened from the water and as she spun her wet hair whipped out and around her, flying about her face as she worked her body faster and towards the ground.
Tara dropped to her knees, now moving her head in rapid circles, her upper body thrashing to the side while her hair flew around her. She spun on one knee, planting her other foot, and smoothly continued her spin until she was back on her feet.
She faced the other girls as they showed off for each other, and the guys, bumping and grinding against one another. Tara moved in another slow circle, allowing him to once again take in her breasts, then her ass.
He was dimly aware of Oliver standing next to him gawking at his sister the way everyone else was, including himself. At this point Kirk surrendered, and just watched the show, giving up all pretense of not wanting to stare.
His breathing picked up, matching his heart beat as his eyes raked up and down his sister's body. Not just her breasts and her ass, but her flat hard glistening stomach, her tight toned thighs and smooth creamy flesh.
The way her long wet blue streaked black hair moved around her, exposing the tattoo in the middle of her back. That, and the one on her arm providing dark contrasts to her fair skin.
The seductive way she moved her hips, forcing him to imagine how she'd move during sex. His mind reverted to his brief morning fantasy of her riding him, her hips working in those tight circles, breasts bouncing.
Or her thrusting that ass back into him as he took her doggy style, her hair flowing over her back. On her back, those luscious tits bouncing wildly from the force of his fucking, her pink lips parted, moaning as her gorgeous eyes stared up into his.
After they'd already stared up at him from her knees as she sucked his...
Kirk tore his mind from those images but was still incapable of looking away. Somewhere in the back of his racing mind he was aware that across the pool were three attractive girls shaking their impressive assets and all he wanted to do was stare at his sister.
The song mercifully ended and the lifeguard, accompanied by loud boos from around the pool, told them to lower the speaker.
Tara and the other girls all raised their arms, basking in the enthusiastic applause by all the men around the pool. With a bow in the direction of the other girls which gave Kirk another visual of being behind that ass with his hands on her hips, she came over and took the dress from his loose grip.
"You okay?" she asked, her eyes narrowed. "You have a weird look on your face."
"Fine," he whispered, trying to ignore the fact her little show had left him breathless and with close to a full erection he hoped the loose shorts hid.
Kirk felt as if he'd just come out of a trance and couldn't help continuing to watch Tara as she lifted the dress over her head, letting him get one more look at her tits before she pulled it down.
"Tell you what," Oliver, who Kirk had forgotten while under the taboo spell of watching his sister dance, sounded as dazed as he felt. "I'll double it."
"What?" Kirk, finally snapping out of his lust induced fog by not only Oliver's words, but Tara now covered in the long incongruously cute dress, helping him to focus on something other than her body.
"Five hundred apiece." Oliver reached back into his pocket and added five more hundreds to the ones he'd still had in his hand.
"I..." Kirk stared at the money, thinking he'd be a fool not to take it, but what if Oliver started with the sister stuff in front of Tara and...
"Deal!" Tara snatched the money out of his hand and tucked it into the side of the beach bag before picking it up, then donning her sun hat.
"But..." Kirk's protest trailed off when Tara, with a big smile, linked her arm through his, and tugged him towards the hotel.
"Let's just tell this guy whatever he wants to hear," she whispered, "Then hit the casino, because I don't know about you, but I'm feeling lucky!"
"Good girl!" Oliver clapped, then walked in front of them, leading the way.
Kirk followed thinking he was feeling something right now, but it wasn't lucky.
Chapter Seven
"Would you two like anything to drink?" Oliver asked as they followed him into his room. "I quit boozing a few years ago, but I have water and mountain Dew in the little fridge over there."
"No, we're good." Kirk answered. "So we're here, what do you want to know that's worth a thousand dollars?"
"Don't pay any attention to my brother," Tara shot him a look. "He's due to have the pole surgically removed from his ass but keeps putting it off."
"He's upset about what he and I were talking about before you joined us." Oliver sat down in the small armchair next to a desk along the wall.
"I noticed," Tara sat in a matching chair next to the massive king sized bed in the middle of the room, but Kirk remained standing. "Jokes aside, my brother is a chill guy, what did you say to piss him off?"
Kirk eyed the room while she spoke. It was much bigger than theirs, with an adjoining room that featured a small glass table and two chairs that overlooked the beach on the opposite side of the hotel.
Well, it would if the black drapes weren't drawn despite the fact it was now early afternoon.
"I said some things to your brother I didn't say to you because it would have been crude, but he understood, and now that I know he does, I want to help you guys out and in doing so help me."
"Help you do what?" Tara asked.
"Feed the need so to speak." He eyed Kirk. "You know what I mean."
"I...no, really I don't. Unless..." he looked at Tara then back to Oliver. "You want to have sex with my sister, you dirty old fuck?"
"No!" he looked genuinely appalled. "Not at all."
"Thanks." Tara grunted.
"I told you these days I'm more of a voyeur. You know what that is right?"
"Someone who likes to watch other people have sex." Tara answered.
"No surprise you'd know that," Kirk said under his breath.
"Yes, but not just any couple, but a certain couple."
"Holy shit," Kirk whispered. "Tara, he wants to watch us."
"He....what?" For the first time in longer than he could remember, his unflappable sister looked surprised. "Tell me he's wrong."
"No, he's spot on, and you can act surprised, but don't act disgusted. You're not above it."
"I think we should leave," Kirk stared coldly at Oliver. "Because if this keeps going there's not going to be anyone to pull me off you."
"I don't get it," Tara didn't seem as appalled as he was, and he found it unsettling. "Why would you want that? Why would you think we would?"
"I decided to approach Kirk with the full story because," he stared pointedly at him. "He understands more than he'll admit to you right now. But I'll give you cliff notes."
"No, you won't." Kirk shook his head.
"I want to hear it," Tara told him. "If you guys were talking about me I have a right to know what you were saying."
"You do, luv, and I'll tell you as long as you think you can keep your brother from hitting me," Oliver paused. "For telling his dirty secret."
"Bullshit!" Kirk sneered.
"Super prude has a dirty secret?" Tara scoffed. "Is it that you once thought about staying out a minute past curfew?"
"Much juicer my dear," Oliver eyed Kirk warily. "A hint is it involves you."
"Me?" Tara glanced his way, then waved her hand dismissively. "Oh, you mean that he looks at me all the time?"
"No, I...." Kirk stopped in midsentence. "What?"
"Not like I don't know," she told him. "I see you do it. You were staring at my tits in the pool."
"At least you can't blame me for her knowing," Oliver had a smug look of satisfaction on his face. "Now really prove me right and admit you try to get him to do it, and that you like it."
"I do, what about it?"
"Tara!" Kirk exclaimed, shocked not just at her answer, but that she so easily owned up to it.
"What?" she looked at him as if she hadn't said anything wrong. "He's right. I like to get you to look at me, and that it makes you mad and gets you jealous."
"Jealous of what? I don't want you like that."
"Jealous that other guys look at your little sister and think about me the way you want to, but aren't supposed to." She said it so casually, as if it were no big deal. "They can have what you can't, and it pisses you off."
"I just said I don't think of you like that."
"Its okay if you do," Tara gave him a sly smile. "Any girl can tease a guy at a club, but cock teasing your brother? That's a trick."
"Are..." he looked from her to Oliver. "Is this a prank? Did you put him up to this to get me to say things about you?"
"No, and it wasn't exactly a secret, mister goth sister porn video on your computer."
"See, Kirk? She already knows, so no harm no foul, other than you confessing it to me."
"What did he confess?" Tara prodded.
"Don't answer that."
"Don't listen to him," Tara pointed to Oliver. "Let's hear it."
"Just a more detailed version of what you already knew. You get him hot and bothered and he gets mad at himself then blames you." Oliver gestured to him. "That's the sign of a good brother, that he feels bad for seeing you that way."
"This is nuts," he looked around. "Are you taping this you little shit?"
"It's not a set up," Tara insisted, "Except for already meeting Oliver and telling him a little about us. He said he has money and could help us help mom and dad, but he wanted to talk to you first and for me not to mention him, so that's what I did."
"You told him we'd be out here tomorrow?"
"After I heard dad say they'd be out I texted him and said we'd be here." Tara explained. "I got you all pissed off at me and then I went and hung out with those kids and watched you guys talk."
"This is un-fucking-believable," Kirk stared at Tara as he spoke. "What the hell is wrong with you?"
"Ollie said he could help us out, we just had to do something for him."
"You that fucking naïve? You think there'd be anything a dirty old man like him would want that doesn't involve sex?"
"I'm only 48 you know," Oliver stated indignantly. "Not an old man."
"Might not see 49 you don't shut up," Kirk warned him, while still focused on Tara.
"I thought that when he was just talking to me, but when he said he wanted you to be in on whatever he wanted, I figured it had to be something else. Plus, if you were here I wouldn't be worried about anything."
She lowered her voice and her head.
"Just thought if there was something we could do to make things easier on mom and dad, why not try?"
"As much as I could stare at the two of you all day, and listening to you bicker brings back fond memories of my departed sister, can we discuss said opportunity?" Oliver interrupted.
"We're not going to be part of anything you want, let's go sis."
"Go if you want, I went through with this stupid game so far, and I'm not quitting until I hear what the deal is."
"Seriously?"
Tara lifted her chin defiantly. "Seriously. I don't need you here if you're just going to shoot whatever it is down because you're mad."
"Technically, luv, we do need him." Oliver paused and made a show of looking Tara up and down. "Then again, maybe I could settle for a consolation prize."
"Tara, unless you want to see this guy's teeth all over the room, we need to go."
"Ten thousand dollars for the two of you to have sex in front of me." Oliver stared at Tara as he spoke.
"Ten thousand?" she repeated.
"Ten," Oliver's gaze shifted to Kirk. "Each."
"Oh my god," Tara whispered. "Twenty grand."
"To watch us have sex because we're brother and sister," Kirk knew it was coming, but still couldn't believe what he'd heard.
"I wasn't lying about my sister, we became lovers and moved to another town where no one knew us and lived as a couple. Since she's been gone I've become addicted to reliving our forbidden love through stories and videos about taboo lust but also searching out the real thing.
"I long to live vicariously through two young siblings like yourselves exploring each other sexually for the first time, and you couldn't be more perfect." His growing excitement had him and Tara staring at each other with identical, 'is he for real' looks on their faces. As fucked up as this was, Kirk took a small comfort in seeing his sister finally look put off.
"Not just attractive, but other than your sister's lack of color, the two of you could be twins. Extra bonus that little sis is a bratty cock teasing tart who just admitted she's egging you on, and you telling me it's getting to you?"
He clapped his hands excitedly. "You're a sexual powder keg that's on a short fuse and ready to explode."
"You're really nuts," Kirk said softly. "I don't mean that as a joke, Oliver, you need help."
"I mean it, it's inevitable the way you two are going. One night she's going to come home in one of her super slutty dresses, buzzed and teasing you, and you're going to have enough and next thing you know, you're ripping her dress off, throwing her on the bed and giving her what she deserves."
"You think I'd rape my sister?" Just when he thought the guy couldn't get any worse.
"Please, she'd be loving every minute of it. Look at earlier, how mad and worked up she had you in the pool. If that was home alone, it could have happened right then. So if your pretty sister is going to push you to make her a willing victim of your frenzied lust, why not make some money on it, and make a bloke who misses his sister happy at the same time?"
"No deal," Kirk stood. "You heard him out, let's go, Tara."
He extended his hand to her, but instead of taking it, she remained still, her elbows on her knees, chin in her hands, as she mulled over what she'd just heard.
"We'd only have to do it once?"
"Tara!" Kirk yelled at her loud enough to make Oliver flinch. "Why are you even asking that?"
"Once," Oliver replied. "But it needs to be a proper show. Not you lying there with your legs spread and your eyes closed while he humps you like a rabbit and tries to get off as quick as he can.
"I want everything," he nodded towards Kirk. "He seems a little slow, do I have to give him a list of things I want to see?"
"Around the world with the porn star experience," Tara said quietly causing Kirk's jaw to drop. She couldn't really be considering this.
"Exactly, romance is cute, but you two can do that on your own time. My first time with my sister was her showing her tits off one too many times and me finally taking what she was offering. I want raw lust and passion. It can be fun and playful too, but no mushy stuff."
"No stuff at all," Kirk wanted to smack her for even asking questions. "Let's put it this way, Oliver, even if my sister is crazy enough to talk about this? I won't, so don't bother talking to her. Answer's no."
"But you told me she had you thinking..."
"What happens in my head stays there, and I never said I'd do it."
"Because you wouldn't hurt her, and I would never want you to. But this would be her agreeing to it. You'd be getting what you want and a lot of money to do it."
"Sex should never be for sale, neither should my sister."
"Oh, how noble," Oliver sighed. "My brother is who he is, and he's not reckless and he wouldn't do anything he thinks is wrong," Tara defended him. "Even more if it involved me. I do tease and like getting him going, but it's a game, you're talking for real."
"You both want it for real, I can see it."
"People see what they want," Tara shot back and Kirk felt like giving her a high five for making sense and not caving in. His elation however, only lasted until her next words.



"What's the consolation prize?"
"At the risk of your brother punching me," he shot Kirk a meaningful look. "And getting himself arrested. I'll tell you."
"Kirk, maybe you should leave." Tara waved her hand towards the door.
"Hell no."
"Then keep it cool, he's right, you don't need to get in trouble over us just talking."
"You sound like you're willing to do more than talk."
"Key word is me, not you. You can speak for you, not for both of us." Tara put her hand out to Oliver. "Go ahead."
"Just you with me, but a role play. You pretend to be my little sister and your name is Laura."
"Please tell me you're not..."
"How much?"
"I like your spirit, Tara," Oliver grinned. "Depends. You think you can do a, shall we say, good job?"
"Best you ever had," she looked him in the eye as she spoke. "I'll fuck you until there's not a drop left in your balls and you're begging me to stop sucking for more."
"Get your ass up and...ow!" Kirk gasped when he went to grab her arm and she smacked the back of his hand hard enough to sting.
She rose from the chair and as he stood there rubbing his hand, peeled the dress off and dropped it on the floor. Once again in just the revealing bikini she spread her arms out to Oliver.
"I'll be the nastiest little sister your perv ass ever paid for," she continued. "For ten. Fair seeing we were getting ten each if it was both of us."
"I'm sure you're worth it, but its not what I really wanted, so how about five?"
"How about I call security and tell them you're soliciting my sister?"
"How about I call them and say you're under aged sister reeks of booze and you threatened me?" Oliver spoke conversationally, his eyes on Tara.
"Ten. You said yourself I'm perfect."
"Perfect for his sister, but you're not mine. My sister was a sweet green eyed redhead. Fantasy only goes so far." Oliver countered. "I like the confidence though. How about six?"
"7500 and I'll be back here in my hottest dress, fuck me heels and my hair in pig tails in a half hour."
"Done." Oliver's eyes dropped to her breasts. "I daresay in advance, money well spent."
"I'm calling dad." Kirk reached into the bag for his phone.
"Grow up," Tara snapped. "I'm an adult and it's my body."
"Tara, this is..." he stopped when she leaned over and whispered in his ear.
"Want to talk about dad? How about I tell him my brother's hard on was poking me in the ass in the pool, and you jerk off to sister porn."
"What's wrong with you?" he asked her in a hushed tone. "You'll whore yourself for this sick prick?"
"It's a lot of money and it's just sex. I have just sex all the time for free. May as well get paid, and yeah, he's older, but he's not bad looking." She giggled and he became aware once again of the booze on her breath. "How many rounds you think he can go?"
"None, because I'm going to put him the hospital and me in jail before I let you do this."
He turned away from her and approached Oliver, his fist cocked, ready to punch him.
"No!" Tara darted between them and put her hands over his fist. "Okay, okay, I won't do it. Let's just go before you get in trouble."
Kirk lowered his hand and peered past Tara at the sound of slow applause.
"Very commendable, Kirk. You're a good big brother," he spoke with no sign of sarcasm. "And I agree with your sister, we just let his go."
"Best thing you've said since I met you." Kirk let himself relax and took a step back.
"Just so you know, I would have never let that happen. No offense Tara, but I don't want you. Crazy as it sounds, I'd rather watch the two of you than have you for myself," he gave an appreciative whistle. "You do have a fine ass though."
Tara turned away and reached for the dress, sending a wave of relief through Kirk. God what a fucked up scene the last half hour had been.
"I was making a last attempt to get you both. Hoped maybe you'd step up and say you'd be with her before you'd let her be with me. Can't blame a bloke for trying."
"I'd say nice meeting you, but I'd be lying."
"Be a shame for you to walk away empty handed though, and me with not even a little thrill."
"Please stop talking before my brother kills you." Tara looked genuinely nervous for once.
"I apologize for being too pushy, you can't know what it's like to want something that's so rare, and when I do find it, I get excited. I mean no one any harm. Just want what I want."
"Keep looking." Kirk responded watching Tara pick up her dress and prepare to pull it back over her bikini.
"A compromise? A little treat for me, and something for your trouble?" he slid open the desk drawer and removed a thick white envelope.
Reaching into it, he pulled out a few hundreds.
"Two hundred apiece for a kiss." Oliver offered.
"Kiss Kirk for two hundred?" Tara shrugged. "Okay."
"Is this ever going to end?" Kirk groaned.
"Real kiss though, not a quick peck." Oliver looked at Kirk, "Come on, it's only a kiss, and look at those lips, so very kissable!"
He looked at Tara who had lowered the dress without putting it back on yet.
"I'm game," her lips curled into a smile. "Make it five."
"She's tough," Oliver chuckled, but pulled out another hundred and fanned the five out in front of them. "Last offer though. I'm fifteen hundred down and all I'm getting to see is a kiss." He waved the envelope, and Kirk couldn't help noticing how thick it was. Twenty thousand thick he bet.
"I'm happy to offer more, but for a lot more from you."
"Come on, Kirk," Tara put her hand on his arm. "Let's give the weirdo a thrill and we can change and go to the casino, maybe win more."
"If I do it, we get away from this guy, right?" he faced her and put his hands on her shoulders.
"Promise," Tara gave a sidelong glance to Oliver then tilted her head, closed her eyes and pushed out her lips.
Kirk hesitated for a couple of seconds, recalling how an hour ago he'd been looking at her and not just thinking about kissing her, but having the feeling he was going to. Oliver was right, his sister had full soft pink lips, and he'd also been right that kissing wasn't the only thing he'd imagined they'd be good at.
Before he lost his nerve, he lowered his head and kissed her. He resisted the urge to make it a quick one, and pressed his lips firmly to hers. Tara released a soft whimper in her throat, and the sound encouraged him to kiss her more deeply.
Her arms slid around his shoulders, and as if of their own accord, his went around her slender waist. As his sister's luscious lips caressed his, she leaned into him, the weight of her breasts in the still wet bikini pressing into his chest.
Her grip tightened around his neck, and her lips worked harder into his, her mouth working in a slow circle. Kirk's hands slid up smooth sun warmed skin of her back and when his right slid up through her wet hair he was rewarded with another adorable whimper.
Her hips ground into his, her hand now sliding through his hair, her nails gently sliding along his head. He gasped when her tongue darted between his lips and was surprised to realize the low moan he heard came from him.
Tara's tongue circled his and he was aware of the smooth silver ball gliding along it. She swirled her tongue around his and tickled the roof of his mouth with the ball, before he was able to capture it between his teeth and suck gently on it.
Tara's hot breath entered his mouth and he felt her fingers tremble in his hair. His left hand retraced its path down her back reaching the small of it, and as she moved her right leg up, her soft inner thigh rubbing the outside of his leg, his hand went lower.
His palm traced the sweet curve of her firm ass and was able to cup her entire cheek in his large hand. He gave it a squeeze, and Tara responded by driving her tongue much deeper into his mouth as her lips parted wider and sought to devour his.
Her hips rocked into him and she groaned in her throat, a sound that sent a shiver through him, and caused him to kiss her even more fervently. Tara pressed her hips tightly to his and moved then in a slow circle and he moaned when she glided over his cock.
His fully erect cock.
Kirk's eyes popped open, and he eased his face from hers, trying to ignore the soft whine of disappointment from his sister. But she didn't fight him, and slowly eased her arms from around him.
He removed his hand from her ass, and they stood there staring at each other, both of them breathing hard, and there was even a hint of color in his sister's cheeks.
"Wow," she swallowed nervously. "That was....a kiss."
"Jesus that was amazing," Oliver, who Kirk had seemed to forget was there sounded as breathless as they were. "Beautiful, just beautiful. Thank you so much." He wiped at the sweat on his forehead. "Brings back great memories for me. That first forbidden, but so magical kiss."
"Glad we could make you happy." Kirk accepted the money Oliver handed to him and noticed the older man's hands trembling.
"You did, and the two of you look damn happy too." He looked at each of them in turn. "Don't tell me you didn't feel a spark?" He smiled at Tara, "Luv, your cheeks have color in them," his gaze dropped lower and he winked at Kirk. "And your shorts seemed to have gotten a lot tighter."
"Yeah," Tara whispered, and Kirk saw her staring between his legs.
He was no better, when seeing her attention was on him he took in her breasts, noticing how they rose and fell with her still excited breathing.
"Twenty thousand," Oliver said softly. "That's in addition to the fifteen hundred, and you know the main reason you should take me up on this offer?"
Neither of them answered, and he gave them a knowing smile.
"Because after that kiss the two of you are going to go further. Tonight, when you're in your room at your absurd curfew one of you," he pointed to Tara. "Maybe you, are going to get out of your bed and slip into his and you're going to use that nubile young body and gorgeous mouth to seduce him. Or..."
He indicated Kirk.
"She's going to walk by you in whatever slinky little thing she pretends are her pajamas and you're going to remember this kiss, and you're going to be overwhelmed with lust. Going to throw this little minx onto her bed and claim your little sister as yours."
"But...she's my sister," Kirk spoke softly, but the words seemed to clear his head. "Let's go, Tara."
"I..." she swallowed nervously. "I want to."
"What?" Kirk blinked as Oliver pumped his fist and mouthed the word; "Yes!"
"Tara, this is fucking nuts, we can't do this. We shouldn't even have kissed. Let's take what he gave us and get out of here."
"How about I give you two a minute?" Oliver, still holding the envelope walked into the adjoining room and pulling the drape to the side, looked out the window."
"Are you out of your mind?" Kirk hissed in a whisper.
"Its so much money! We can tell mom and dad we won it, and we can give it to them! It will help them pay for this year's tuition bills!"
"But he wants us to have sex!"
"Would it be so bad?" Tara put her hand on his cheek, and he felt her fingers trembling. "I know you look, and I know you want me, and I...god, Kirk, that kiss! Don't tell me you didn't feel it."
"But you're my sister, my younger sister!"
"I'm an adult and I'm all woman and you know that because I thought you were going to pop off in your shorts watching me dance a few minutes ago."
"I..."
"And he paid you to kiss me, not grab my ass, but you did, didn't you?"
"I'm sorry, I just..."
"You promised to do something wild," Tara gave him a sexy smile. "And your sister is pretty damned wild."
"You hear yourself?" he shook his head. "I feel like I'm in the damn Twilight zone. The guy wants us to have sex, and in front of him!"
"Oliver is right," she tapped his cheek lightly, then placed her hand on his chest. "I like to tease you, and as soon as I saw the porn you watch and how all those girls look like me, I knew you were thinking about me."
She sucked on her lower lip, and purred. "And I love it."
"Tara, we need to talk about this, and," he sighed. "That kiss. But not here, and..."
"Your problem is you think and talk too much," her other hand came up, her finger pressing to his lips. "I was saying he's right. I show off, you like what you see. You were hard watching me dance."
Her words, and the fact they were true, made him flush in shame.
"Easy to see you were turned on," he released a sharp breath when she dropped her hand from his chest and directly onto his cock, squeezing it through his shorts. "What you couldn't see?" she leaned into him, her lips close to his ear. "Is how wet dancing for you made me."
Her breath was hot in his ear and his eyes went wide when she flicked her tongue over it, sending a shiver through him.
"The other thing he's right about?" Tara's hand was still on his cock, his once again erect cock, and for some reason he wasn't pushing it away. Why wasn't he doing the right thing? He always did the right thing.
"Is it's going to happen, Kirk." She continued to speak softly in his ear, and he became acutely aware of not just her fingers caressing his cock, but her breasts pressing into his arm as she leaned in.
"I saw how you wanted me by the pool and I felt it in that kiss, and you did too. There is no way we're coming back from that, and tonight?" she released a breathy sigh that bordered on a moan. "You're going to fuck me."
"No," he whispered but even to his own ears he didn't sound convincing.
"You will," she assured him, her voice dropping into a smoky rasp. "I'll strip naked and spread my legs on my bed and you'll be inside me in less time than it takes to say it.
"If you want to play hard to get?" Her tongue glided along his ear once more and without realizing he was going to do it, his hands went to her slender hips, and worse than that, he still let her hand remain on his now aching dick.
"I'll drop to my knees and show you what that piercing in my tongue feels like on your cock. I'll suck you better than Jen or any other girl ever has, because your little sis is exactly how you think of her," she gently kissed his neck. "The wildest nastiest ride you ever had."
She leaned back and removed her hand from his cock, leaving him with an unsettling feeling of disappointment.
"But I don't think you're going to fight it or you wouldn't let me touch your dick just now, and you wouldn't keep looking at my tits. So if its going to happen, how about we get paid for it?"
"In front of him?"
"I'm not shy, and you have nothing to be ashamed of," she told him.
"But..." Why was he thinking about this? Christ, she point blank said she was going to fuck him, why do it this way? No, he should be thinking why would he do it at all?
"But?" she looked in Oliver's direction and Kirk followed her gaze to see the older man with his back to them, hands clasped behind him and the envelope filled with cash in his hands, deliberately showing it to them while he gave them their space.
"Okay," he took a breath. "Let's say we agree with this. You won't be nervous with him here?"
"Nope, if anything it makes it hotter."
"You would say that," he grunted. "Thing is even if you were nervous, you're a girl, open your legs, close your eyes and let it happen. I...well I have to you know..." he gestured to his crotch.
"Don't seem to be having a problem, you got hard kissing me with him here."
"Yeah, but that's not being naked and..."
"Kirk?" she cut him off. "You'll be fine, but if you get nervous do you think for a second I can't get you hard?" she wagged her tongue at him. "Little sis can be a hell of a fluffer."
She tugged on the straps of her bikini. "And I bet the second you see these, they'll be all you'll be thinking about. That and my pretty pink kitty. Think these lips are something? Wait until you give me a real kiss."
"Okay, kids," Oliver turned from the window and walked back over to sit in the chair.
"I let you talk, you going to get naked or get going?"
He held up the envelope, then set it on the desk next to him and patted it.
"All yours and for just doing what you've been wanting to."
"I..." Kirk glanced at Tara who with a sly smile tugged the cup of the bikini down just enough to show off the pale pink flesh surrounding the nipple of her left breast. "Don't think I can. It's wrong."
"I don't know if being able to resist that succulent sister of yours makes you a better man than I was or a fool." Oliver sighed. "My money was on sis getting it done, guess you're a bigger prig than even she said you were."
"She said...holy shit!" he called out when Tara shoved him hard in the chest.
Kirk staggered back a step, and when his legs struck the bed behind him, he fell back onto it. Tara reached behind her back, untied the top, and let it slide from her shoulders, exposing her tits.
Kirk swore his jaw hit the floor before the top did. His sister's tits were even more amazing than he'd imagined they'd be. Bigger, perfectly shaped, and the way they jiggled when she pulled the bra off made his cock twitch.
Her white creamy globes sat high and proud on her chest, and were tipped with surprisingly small, considering the size of her breasts, pink nipples which were currently pierced with black hoops.
"Here," Tara flipped the bra at Oliver who caught it, and brought it to his face as if it were her thong. "Something to remember me by."
Kirk struggled into a sitting position, and went to rise, but Tara stepped up between his legs, and he couldn't tear his eyes from her breasts which looked as tight and firm as her ass.
She grabbed the bottom of his shirt, and yanked it upwards, as if in a trance, Kirk raised his arms, his eyes fixed onto his sister's incredible tits
.
"Like them, baby?" she purred while she pulled his shirt over his head and dropped it on the floor. "Going to suck your sister's pretty titties?"
"Louder, luv," Oliver complained. "I don't want a silent movie, I want to hear all that nasty talk you promised."
Had she promised that? No, Oliver had said he didn't want romantic, but when she said she'd be nasty it was when she thought he would pay her for sex, and...
"Go ahead, baby," Tara pushed her tit directly into his face, her nipple brushing over his lips. "Suck your little sister's titties!"
Kirk, feeling like a drowning man going down for the third time parted his lips, his tongue at the ready to lick his sister's swollen nipple.
"God what a lucky bugger you are, look at those tits!"
Oliver's voice caused him to jerk his head back, and grabbing Tara's hands, he pulled them away from his shirt.
"Fuck this, sitting here listening to this fucking deviant," Kirk surged to his feet so quickly, Tara staggered back, almost falling.
"Put your fucking dress on," as he spoke he kept his head turned, finally finding the will power to do the right thing and not ogle, or desire, his sister's body. "We're going."
"I can't believe you!" she seemed as upset as he was, but because she wanted to do it, and unlike him, didn't see anything wrong with it. "Look at me!" she cupped her breasts. "They're yours, I'm yours! All you have to do for once in your goddamn life is what you want, not what you're told!"
"And all you have to do is understand no, for the first time." Kirk shot back. "Just because you never say it, doesn't mean no one else does."
"Ouch," Oliver whistled.
"Look at you, standing here with your tits out in front of this loser, like its nothing!" he ranted.
"The loser can hear you, you know," The older man sighed.
"He's a loser? I'll bet that loser would fuck me," Tara wasn't backing down. "That loser would man up and take what I'm offering."
"He's not your brother."
"No, but he's something my brother's not, he's a man."



"I'm not a man because I won't fuck my sister?"
"Because you won't take what you want. If you didn't want me, fine, but you do, and we know it. We just felt it."
"Not to..."
"You don't think I saw the covers moving the other night? Heard how hard you were breathing?" Tara demanded. "You were jerking off and there was no porn on. What were you getting off to, mister its wrong? Your sister swallowing your load? On my knees getting it good from her brother?"
"I'm done here."
"Good, go. But I'm staying," She turned to Oliver, "Get your cock out."
"What?" Oliver and Kirk blurted out at the same time.
"You heard me. I'm wet and horny. I need to get fucked and since my brother isn't man enough to do it, I'll take you for a ride."
"You will not!" Kirk yelled, reaching for her hand, she whipped it away from him and pointed to the door.
"Go, take your simp ass back to the room while someone with balls gets what could have been yours."
"Sorry luv, I don't need a beating from your angry brother, and truthfully, it's not what I want, and what we agreed I'd get."
"We never agreed," Kirk pointed out. "I never said yes."
"Give it up, Tara," Oliver surprised him by saying. "He's conditioned to be this way, denying the flesh is what he thinks is right."
"Knock it off, incest Yoda," Kirk waved his hand at him.
"No, I know what he wants." Tara gave him a nasty smirk. "I forgot he can only get it up if its sweet."
"Shut up, sis."
"See, Ollie, Kirk's such a boring prude his very hot girlfriend had to get fucked by someone else because all he wanted to do was make love to her."
"I mean it," his throat tightened, causing the words to come out in a growl.
"Is that what I need to do?" Tara asked. "Should I get dressed, light some candles, put on the soft music and let you undress me?"
"Tara..."
"Oh, Kirk," she put her hands over her heart. "I love you so much! Please make slow boring love to me," she giggled. "While I lay there thinking about all the fun dirty things the guys do to me when you're not around."
Kirk's hand flashed out, gripping her chin firmly in his hand, his temples throbbing in time with his pounding heart as the unfamiliar adrenalin rush of anger.
"That's why you don't want this?" she continued, her eyes locked on his. "Because your sister doesn't want romance, she just want you to be a bad boy for her? Like..."
"Don't you dare say it!"
"Like Jen did before she realized you're just a lame fuck who always needs it to be special?"
"I'll show you fucking special," Kirk roughly shoved her backward, causing her to hit the bed as he had, fall onto it.
He unsnapped his shorts and pushed them down, his ready cock springing free.
"Damn, you're going to be getting it good, girl." Oliver said softly.
Hearing his voice and knowing he was watching, pissed Kirk off even more, but it wasn't the old perv's fault, all he could do was ask. This was happening because his sister had taken no rules to the next level, and was about to be the victim of what months of cock teasing had earned her.
Being careful of what you wished for.
He stepped up to Tara whose eyes were locked onto his cock the way his had been on her breasts. The look of hunger on her face and the way she sucked her lower lip at the sight of her brother's cock caused it to twitch between his legs.
She reached for it, but he slapped her hand away, making her yip in surprise, then gripping his cock, whipped it across her face.
"You want this, you fucking slut?" he rumbled, his voice tight with anger now fueled by the lust that had been building within him for months.
"I want it so bad," Tara opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue. "Feed it to me, baby, I want....ow!"
She yelped when he slapped her in the other cheek with his aching cock. He was so hard it bordered on painful, hard enough to sting when he struck her cheek with it. Kirk whipped it across her face again, then again.
The sound of his cock smacking against her cheeks filled the room as Tara's cheeks turned red from force of his cock striking her face, as well as glistening and dripping with the pre cum each blow caused to squirt from his tip.
"Don't tease!" Tara pushed her lips out in a pout, reaching for his cock. "I want to it in my mouth!"
This time Kirk grabbed her wrist, and releasing his cock, quickly caught her other hand.
"Me tease?" He pressed her hands together, and encircling her thin wrists in his left hand pushed her arms back over her head. "You're the one who's been fucking teasing!"
Tara whimpered as she struggled against his powerful grip, but not in fear, just in frustration. She opened wide once more and leaned forward, trying to get his cock in her mouth, but he moved it to the side, smirking down at her when she released another whine of disappointment.
"Sitting here with your fucking tits out, trying to get me to touch them," he gave her tits a back hand swat, catching both of them and making her yelp. "Begging to suck my dick," he slapped her tits again, loving the way it made them bounce and his cock jerking at the sharp yip it caused her to make.
"In front of this jerkoff and for fucking money," he gripped his cock and whipped it across her face again, then again. "Went from being a slut to an actual whore, didn't you?"
"I want you," she whispered. "I want to help mom and..."
"You think mom and dad want you selling your twat? That they'd want us doing this while some rich deviant watches us?"
"No," she stared defiantly up at him. "But it makes it sooo much hotter, don't you think?"
She licked her lips and flicked her tongue at him. "You know you want it in your sister's mouth, so stop playing and let me show you why I get invited to all the parties."
Her words earned her another slap to her breasts, then him beating her face with his cock, striking her cheeks, and this time pushing his swollen purple head into her soft flesh, smearing his pre cum all over her.
Tara moaned and whimpered, squirming in his grasp while turning her head away as if she didn't like it, but he knew she did. Not just because her nipples were erect, but her hips were rocking on the bed, and her eyes were bright with the same lust he was feeling.
Kirk pressed his cock to her lips, squeezing it to squirt some of his sticky fluid onto her lips, then pulled it away when she opened her mouth. The way the sticky strands of pre cum stretched between her lips and dripped down her chin, made him want to shove his dick in her mouth, but when he didn't immediately do it, Tara stuck her tongue out, wagging it at him.
Further infuriated by the fact the bitch was still mocking him and egging him on, he slapped his cock hard against her tongue, spraying pre cum into her mouth. When Tara unexpectedly closed her mouth over his head, he stopped moving and moaned softly as she sucked on just his throbbing tip.
"Hmm," her eyes closed and she parted her lips, sliding them further over his engorged head.
Kirk remained still as his sister's soft lips and tongue eased along his shaft. His hand trembled around hers and his grip loosened on his cock and he groaned when she moved her tongue side to side, sliding the silver ball along his rigid flesh.
She sighed, her arms going limp and no longer resisting his grasp and opening wider, took him deeper into her warm wet mouth. She bobbed her head, slowly, her soft lips caressing him as she worked back to his tip then halfway down his length.
Kirk stared down at her, transfixed by the sight of his sizable cock sinking into his sister's mouth. Tara moved her head faster, taking him deeper than before and releasing his cock, and her wrists, his hands found her breasts.
His sister made a soft sound of pleasure as he fondled her large creamy globes, marveling at their weight, and how soft yet firm they were to his touch. Cupping them, his thumbs slid over her nipples and she whimpered around his cock.
Kirk rubbed her swollen pink flesh in slow circles and in response Tara's mouth worked faster, and she was now closer to taking his full length. Her right hand cupped his full heavy balls, gently squeezing them while she wrapped two slender fingers around his shaft, jerking him as she sucked.
"Oh, fuck," he whispered, his hands busy on her tits as his body relaxed and he continued to watch her devour his cock.
"That looks amazing luv, but how about a little more of a show? Let's see some of that flippant tongue of yours."
Kirk tensed at Oliver's voice. In the last couple of minutes he'd been so focused on his sister's mouth on his cock he's forgotten they weren't alone. He began to look over, but his attention shifted to Tara when she eased his cock from her sticky lips.
"Watch me," she mouthed, then flicked her tongue over his over the head of his cock.
Any protest Kirk had was silenced when his sister lifted his cock and rapidly fluttered her tongue down the side of his shaft. She placed it against the other side, and ran her tongue back to the top, licking his full length and ending it by shoving the tip of her tongue into his dick slit.
"I knew you'd have a beautiful cock," she purred, then pushing his cock against his stomach, swirled her tongue around his balls.
Kirk moaned quietly as Tara's talented tongue bathed his balls. He moved his right hand from her breast, and ran it lightly through her long soft blue streaked hair. Tara made a happy little sound, leaning her head into his palm like a kitten while opening wide and taking his swollen sack into her mouth.
He parted his lips due to his heavier breathing but otherwise his body, other than his cock, had relaxed as he stood there enjoying his sister's skilled mouth. Tara sucked on his balls, her tongue continuing to move across them.
She released his sack, then sucked on his left nut, moving her head back and stretching it out. Her long finger nails tickled the other side, while she resumed slowly stroking him with her free hand.
Tara briefly sucked on the other side of his sac before working her tongue back up the length of his cock, peppering it with quick flicks, alternating the tip of her soft tongue with using the smooth piercing, giving him two different, and equally amazing sensations.
In the back of his mind he knew he that as her brother he should be disturbed at how good she was at giving head, as good as she'd bragged, but wasn't the fact he was letting her do it, and he was her brother even worse?
In the moment it no longer seemed to matter as he stood there, gently stroking her hair with her heavy breast in his other hand her nipple beneath his thumb. Tara teased the tip of her tongue under the sensitive ridge of his head, then turning her head to the side took his shaft between her lips.
Shaking her head she worked him through her soft full pink flesh and he groaned in appreciation.
"Funny how quickly all that this is wrong goes away when there's a hot mouth on your cock, isn't it?" Oliver chuckled, causing him to tense up.
"Let him talk," Tara whispered, then seeing him begin to look over, took him into her mouth, and in one smooth suck took two thirds of his cock down her throat.
She bobbed her head faster than before and opening her mouth wider was now making nasty slurping sounds. He once again chose to ignore Oliver in exchange for the much better show of his little sister sucking him off.
"Good show," Oliver clapped briefly. "But not what I was expecting."
Tara, still sucking, shifter her eyes in his direction.
"Big brother was all ready to give your teasing ass the angry fuck you're teasing ass deserves, but ten seconds in your mouth and he turns into a puppy for you."
Tara sucked harder and as good as it felt, Kirk was having a hard time shutting Oliver out, most likely because he was continuing to speak.
"Told you what I wanted, and you said you'd deliver, but all I'm getting is you taking control because your brother's so lame even when he gives in, he's a simp."
"What are you talking about?" Kirk pushed Tara's head to get her to stop. Something was off here. Oh, you mean more off than letting your sister blow you?
"Yeah, shut up," Tara had released his cock and giving Oliver a hard stare. "You want to watch, then watch."
"I want what you told me you'd give me, rough and nasty. I want the anger I saw in him by the pool and a couple minutes ago. This is hot and all, but I want to relive my first time with my sister, and it was not just fun sex."
Kirk tried to clear his head. Not easy with his raging hard on inches from his topless sister's incredible mouth, her hand still resting lighting on his hip. But Oliver's words were cutting through his lust induced confusion. When had Tara said anything about rough?
"You're not delivering the goods little girl," Oliver wasn't raising his voice, but did sound put off. "Promised you'd drive him to what I really want."
"What is he talking about?" This time Kirk stared down at her. "You never said anything about this being," he frowned. "Rough? He wants me to be like that with you?"
"Damn straight, and you want it that way too, make her pay for making you want her." Oliver explained. "You were right there! Ready to take her, then she starts sucking and you wimp out!"
"We never said we'd..."
"You never said," Oliver pointed to Tara who's eyes darted nervously between the two men. "But she did. She promised me at the club last night that not only could she get you to fuck her, but take her. Put it to her teasing cunt like she deserves."
"You..." Kirk had been right. This whole thing was a set up. "Lied, you planned all this."
"Yeah," she nodded. "You want me, and I want the money. I promised him whatever he wanted. But..."
"But what?" he demanded, his cock beginning to soften.
She glanced at Oliver, then back up at him, her lips curling into a nasty smirk.
"He's right, you're too much of a wimp to know how to take a woman, so best I can do is take the lead." She laughed harshly. "Christ, I'll probably have to get on top when we have sex."
"You..." his rage returned in fiery wave. "Lying, teasing, fucking bitch."
"You weren't calling me a bitch a minute ago. Now just stand there and let your little sister tell you what to do. Maybe you'll learn something. You know, like how to satisfy a woman?"
"Or be less preachy because it only took seeing your tits and a flick of your tongue to get him to fall in line." Oliver chimed in. "I expected so much better from a big strong looking kid," he sighed. "All show no go."
"But his sister has plenty of go, doesn't she?" Tara winked at him. "Goes from guy to guy and..."
"I'll show you go, you fucking slut!"
Kirk bent over, and grabbing Tara's ankles stepped back and yanked her off the bed.
"Ow!" she yelled when her ass hit the floor. She lifted her arms to the bed to push herself back onto it.
Kirk stepped between her splayed legs, and grabbing her chin, buried his cock rapidly stiffening cock into her mouth. Tara squealed, then gagged when he thrust his hips, forcing her to take his full length.
Her hands came up, pressing to his thighs to push him back, but as he had before he captured her thin wrists, gripping them in one hand and holding them behind her head.
"This rough enough for you, asshole?" Kirk shot a look at Oliver as he pumped his hips, fucking his sister's helpless mouth.
He grabbed her hair, and wrapping it around his fist used it to keep her head against the edge of the bed. Tara gagged and gurgled as he repeatedly pounded his cock into her face.
Spit flowed from the sides of her mouth and her feet drummed on the floor behind him as her brother violated her mouth. Her eyes were wide, tears now flowing from them and her face turning red from the exertion of being force fed the full length of his cock.
He fucked her harder, his balls slapping into her chin as he continued to brutally face fuck her.
"That what you want?" he hissed down at her. "This how you like it? Like to be treated like the skank you are?"
Her eyes met his and to his disbelief, she winked at him. The move sent a fresh wave of anger though him and he leaned over, forcing her head back and pinning her arms to the bed.
He hammered his cock down her throat as she made sloppy nasty sounds he thought only existed in porn. Lines of pre cum laced drool dangled from her chin before splashing onto her tits.
Tara's beet red cheeks were streaked with tears as she choked and gagged on his long thick cock, but her gaze held his, staring defiantly up at him as if saying 'is this all you got?"
He buried himself balls deep, and held his cock there as she gurgled around him. Kirk gasped when her tongue slid out and slid along his balls.
"Goddamn, your sister can swallow the sword, can't she?" Oliver sounded impressed. "Guess she's had a lot of practice."
Instead of directing his anger at the older man, Kirk grew more pissed off at Tara because it was true. How could she handle this so easily? How could she be younger than him and suck like a fucking porn star?
Because she wasn't a tease, she delivered everything she promised to any guy who caught her eye. The only man she'd teased was him, the things she made him want she gave to any asshole who came along, but he had to settle for jerking off to porn stars who looked like her.
Then feel like it was her fault.
He resumed fucking her mouth, and more savagely than before. The room filled with the sounds of her slobbering and gagging along with his balls slapping her chin. She squealed and struggled against him, her arms trying to pull from his grasp and her legs kicking wildly behind him.
Tara whimpered and her eyes were now wide and pleading, and for a moment he slowed his hips, thinking he'd gone to far.
"Don't fall for it, mate! Little bitch loves it, its what she told me she wanted, to have her nice guy brother ravage her like the whore she wants to be for you," he chuckled. "Like she is for everyone else."
Kirk's brief pause turned into a renewed effort, slamming his cock into his sister's abused mouth.
"Give it to her!" Oliver encouraged. "Make her suck it, pay her back for making you want it! Forcing you to hate yourself, to jerk off to the thought of her! To make you, her brother, even think about her succulent body and her slutty holes."
The words were not only no longer bothering him, but driving his anger laced lust. Kirk's breathing grew heavy and his balls tightened as his vicious attack on his sister's mouth continued.
Tara continued to put on what he was convinced was a show. The kicking, the whining and struggling, the wide pleading eyes. He knew she was into it, that she was loving it.
Little bitch wanted the money? He'd make sure she earned it. His thrusts grew shorter and more savage as he thumped her head into the bed, His cock twitched each time he buried it in her hot mouth,
Driving between those made for cock sucking lips, sliding over her slut tongue ring she got just to give better head. Kirk moaned and his hips jerked as his cock felt like it was getting even harder.
"Do it!" Oliver's voice rose in excitement, downing out Tara's now desperate sounds of fake begging around his cock. "This time you're not coming all over your damn han, but the little minx's dirty little mouth!"
"Oh...oh..." Kirk groaned, then with a loud gasp, lost the battle to hold back and flooded Tara's mouth with cum.
He'd been buried deep in her throat when he exploded and her ice blue eyes went wide as she released a wet choking sound and cum erupted not just from the sides of her mouth but out of her nose.
Her eyes bulged as he remained deep, resisting the urge to keep thrusting. Instead his cock jerked in her mouth, sending a huge load of pent up frustration down her throat. Tara's throat worked, milking his cock into her mouth as her watering eyes rolled back.



Turned on by her brother forcing her to swallow his load.
Kirk lost the battle and gave her mouth several slow pumps and moaned when she sucked hard enough to hollow her flushed cheeks and coax a few more drops from him. he withdrew his cock, and leering down at her, slapped her in the face with it once more.
He stared down at his sister, admiring the hot mess she'd become. Her cheeks were red, sticky and streaked with tears and sweat. Cum, and drool spilled down her chin onto her chest and from her nose.
She remained on the floor, her breasts heaving in an attempt to catch her breath and next to him Oliver laughed.
"Goddamn, you gave her a flaming dragon, now that's some face fucking!"
Kirk released her hands and Tara wiped at her face, then looking at the cum on the edge of her hand, smiled, and slurped it into her mouth.
"That the best you can do?" she asked sweetly, then made him yelp when she flicked his cock with the back of her hand. "I had rougher than that in high school."
She laughed at the look on his face. "What can I say, I'm as dirty as you are boring."
"She's still teasing," Oliver noted. "And you're still hard. Going to waste it, or going to..."
His words turned to a loud cry of "Yes!" when Kirk, grabbed Tara by her hair and yanked upwards. She yowled as she got her legs under her and tried to stand. His grip shifted from her hair to her shoulders, and hauling her to her feet he threw her back on the bed.
She hit it hard enough to bounce, her legs dangling off of it. She went to sit, but he shoved her down. Grabbing the sides of her bikini he tore the sides, making her yelp, then ripped it out from beneath her.
"Keep this too, asshole," he hurled it in Oliver's direction.
Kirk put his hands on her thighs, pushing her legs open, and exposing her pussy. Tara's slit was as pink as her nipples, completely smooth, and her lips tucked up tight, but her swollen clit was visible beneath its hood telling him, she was as turned on as he thought she was.
"God, look at that perfect little peach. Ripe for the..."
"Fuck!" Tara squealed when shifting his grip to behind her knees, Kirk lifted her legs and drove his still dripping cock into her pussy.
"Oh my god!" she cried out as he felt his wide head and thick shaft spread her tight twat open.
Kirk groaned as his full length plowed deep inside her. His sister's pussy was tight, hot, and amazingly wet. Wet from getting her face pounded by her brother's cock. The thought both aroused and upset him.
Exciting because it showed she wanted him, and was happy to be the wild thing for him she was for others. At the same time the fact she was so far gone with her no rules mantra that she was thrilled to be fucking her brother pissed him off.
Not just fucking him but in front of a stranger, for money, and she'd planned it. That was the worst of all. She'd set him up, and he'd fallen for it because of his desire to...do just what he was doing now.
His sister.
Kirk eased most of the way out of her, then slammed his hips forward. Tara yipped, her eyes going wide. That little sound and the look on his sister's cum smeared abused face, sent him into another frenzy of lust.
He tore into her, his cock plundering her smooth pink slit. Kirk fucked her hard and fast. He fucked her harder than he'd ever dared go with one of his girlfriends. Why should he be sweet to her?
Tara was a cock teasing good time girl, why treat her like anything but the slut she loved being?
"God, oh god!" Tara yelped. "Easy, ow! Ow! Ohhhh..."
She let her head fall back on the bed, yipping and squealing as her brother hammered into her with a force that was a result of months of conflicted emotions.
A blend of rage and lust drove him to fuck her with the full strength of his powerful hips and hard cock. Kirk slid his hands down her lower legs, and gripping her ankles lifted her legs and spread them as wide as his arms would go.
Tara's cries went up on pitch as he basically had her in a split, her pussy wide open and helpless against his frenzied assault on her tight teenage cunt. Her big tits bounced wildly as she lay there with her arms by her sides as he took her.
"That's what I'm talking about! Break her in, Kirk!" Oliver shouted. "Show her no one can take her like her brother can! Make your sister your cock whore."
His harsh words should have disturbed him, but in the throes of lust they were exactly what he was feeling. He'd show his bitchy little sister that he wasn't soft. That he was more of a man than anyone she'd spread her legs for.
Her legs were spread wide now, and he reveled in her sharp cries each time his cock sank into her forbidden flesh. That flesh felt so good, and he knew part of it was because you should never experience your sister's pussy.
He closed her legs and unable to help himself flicked his tongue over her toes, before shoving all of the ones on her right foot into his mouth. His cock jumped inside her as he sucked her adorable toes, then easing them from her mouth licked the soft bottom of her foot.
"Perv," she giggled then yipped when he slammed his cock harder into her.
Kirk licked her other foot, then placing them on his shoulders, leaned over, pushing her legs back until he was staring down at her.
Tara groaned and cried out as he had her all but bent in half, her feet over her head as he was now driving into her even deeper. She grabbed her tits, her fingers going to the hoops and twisting them.
"Oh fuck, oh my god," she moaned. "Keep fucking me! I...I think I'm going to come!"
The idea his sister was going to come just from him fucking her sent his hips into another gear and he slammed her hard enough his balls slapped against her ass with enough force to make him wince, but he kept going.
Tara's right hand slid down her stomach, and pressing her fingers to her clit she rubbed it vigorously side to side. Her noises went higher in pitch through her parted lips and he groaned when her pussy clenched tightly around him.
"Ohhhh, ohhhhh fuck!" Tara wailed throwing her head back.
Her pussy pulsed around his thrusting cock as her feet kicked over his head and her hips bucked into his. Her shrill cries turned into a series of short staccato yips that reminded him of hiccups as his sister came on his cock.
Her fingers worked her clit hard enough to make wet slapping sounds and he gasped when her pussy tightened, around him and with a loud cry, something exploded within her.
Hot sticky fluid gushed around his cock, but that was nothing compared to the hot stream that squirted from just below her fingers and sprayed his stomach and thighs.
"Holy fuck!" Oliver whistled. "That's a bonus, right there!"
Tara thrashed on the bed as much as she could with him over her and her legs in the air, and released a loud cry as a second stream erupted between them, splattering him, and dripping back onto her.
Her eyes rolled back and her body went limp. She barely moaned as he continued to pound her. His cock made sloppy squishing noises in her flooded twat as it quivered around him.
Kirk's cock jerked in response, signaling he was getting close, and rather than get off a second time, he slowed down. His eyes drifted between his legs, taking in his sister's glistening slit and his wet cock sliding in between those tight lips.
This could be his only chance, and sloppy mess or not, Kirk decided he needed to fulfill all his fantasies, including finding out what his little sister tasted like. He dropped to his knees and induced a high pitched squeal from Tara when he didn't hesitate to bury his tongue inside her.
Her pussy was a sloppy mess, and even knowing some of it could be his pre cum he didn't care. He swirled his tongue insider her while inhaling deeply, taking in the spicy and intoxicating scent of his sister's hot little box.
Tara's legs went around his neck, drawing him into her hot quivering flesh, then sliding her soft feet over his shoulders and down his back. He sucked hard, getting a mouthful of her sticky sweet juices while he pressed his face firmly to her pink flesh.
Tara moaned his name as he worked his rigid tongue in and out, tongue fucking her. A thin sticky line trailed from his tongue to her hole and he noisily slurped it into his mouth.
Kirk swirled his tongue up between her tight lips, moving side to side, probing her soft folds. Tara whimpered, pushing her pussy into his face and trying to get his tongue on her clit.
When his lips brushed it, she moaned and her hand slid down into his hair, her nails grazing his scalp. Kirk sucked hard enough to make his lips smack and her yelp above him.
He boldly plunged two fingers inside her hot hole, then sucked her clit several times in rapid succession. Her toes curled into his back and she tightened her creamy thighs around his head.
Kirk switched to licking, teasing slow circles around her button while making her groan by slipping a third finger inside. He buried them knuckle deep, and she gasped, but her hips rocked, pushing them even deeper.
He was angry at her, shouldn't be doing anything except giving her the hardcore dicking she'd been pushing him towards for weeks. But he was determined to prove her wrong, to show her he could please a woman in every way.
That and he just wanted to eat his sister's cunt.
He pumped his fingers and then flexed them out, stretching her open. Tara whimpered and squirmed, but her hips moved faster as her clit throbbed beneath his tongue.
Kirk tried to be patient, to savor the chance to have his face between his sister's toned thighs and his tongue in her smooth pink cleft. But he was losing the battle as his tongue moved faster, dancing over her clit and he pumped his fingers harder.
His eyes turned upward to see Tara's hands were on her tits, the hoops gripped in her fingers, stretching her pink flesh to the point it looked painful.
Her eyes were closed and her lips parted. Her face still wore his come on chin and lips, and was still a sweaty sticky mess, but he swore she was the sexiest thing he ever saw.
Probably because it was his mess all over her bratty face.
He worked his tongue faster and in between sucked her roughly while jamming his fingers repeatedly into her.
She was so wet he could not only hear his fingers, but each thrust some of her juices flowing around them. Kirk's tongue flew faster over her clit and in every direction, slow and fast circles, up, down and side to side.
Tara's ass wiggled on the bed and she whimpered his name as her thighs trembled along his face. He feet pressed harder into his back and she arched hers, lifting her ass from the bed.
"Oh, oh please," she pleaded. "Please keep going, please make me come!"
Her begging had his cock aching and ready to get more of his sister's forbidden cunt, and he whipped his tongue over her pink numb as fast as he could manage while again flexing his fingers to stretch her out.
"Make her come!" Oliver spoke up. "Show little sis big brother knows how to take care of her precious little cunt. "Teach her not to treat you like," he paused. "An ass."
He laughed, and Kirk found he understood the joke was a hint. One he didn't mind taking and with no hesitation, plunged a finger on his free hand into his sister's pink rosebud.
Tara's initial yelp sounded like one of pain, but as his finger pushed deeper, it went up in pitch and her body exploded into orgasm. His sister came hard, her feet drumming on his back and her hips moving in tight circles, smearing her pussy in his face.
He continued to lick, keeping his fingers deep in her convulsing holes. Tara bucked and writhed on the bed, her mouth open as she released those sexy hiccups for him. He flinched when another stream of sticky fluid caught his face, hitting his cheek and dripping down as he sucked on her pulsing clit.
"Oh..." Tara's body tensed and she with a moan another stream struck him.
Her body went limp and she moaned, "Oh my god, I...the fucking room is spinning."
"Hurry up, kid," Oliver chuckled again. "You're falling," he cleared his throat. "Behind."
"Knock it off," Kirk pulled his fingers from her holes and rose to his feet. "I know what I want," he gave his dazed sister a nasty smile. "And what she deserves."
He caught Tara's hands in his and pulled her into a sitting position. Before she could react he pulled her to her feet, spun her around and bent her over the bed. His hands were on her hips and his cock plunging inside her seconds after her upper body hit the bed.
She yowled when Kirk went from zero to sixty in a matter of seconds going from a couple of long slow pumps to full throttle.
"Fuck, fuck!" Tara cried out, stretching her arms out, her hands gripped the edge of the bed.
Kirk looked up when he sensed movement and saw Oliver had risen from the chair and moved over to the bed so he could see Tara's face as her brother tore into her.
"Like that, luv? Like your slutty cunt being pounded by your brother?"
"Yes," she moaned. "I love it!"
"Bad girl," he chided her. "What do bad girls get, Kirk?"
With a wicked grin, he lifted his right hand and brought it down hard on the cheek of her ass. The high pitched yelp she emitted caused him to strike her other cheek even harder.
"Come on, she's been teasing you for months!" Oliver told him. "Put some color on that white ass!"
From the moment he'd dragged Tara onto the floor and took her mouth, there had been times Kirk felt as if he was out of control and this became one of them. Using both hands he peppered his sister's ass with sharp slaps.
Each one caused her to yelp and as the blows came faster and harder her feet moved up and down as if she were trying to run and she squirmed deliciously in front of him, but he had her pinned to the bed with his weight and impaled on his cock.
Kirk saw his hand prints on her ass, red welts in the shape of his fingers rising and swore it made him harder within her. His hands were stinging and Tara whimpered.
"Please stop!" he thought for a second she was really upset, until she added. "I'll be a good girl, Kirk! I promise to only suck your dick from now on! Please stop...Ow!"
She yelled as he went into another flurry of slaps to her ass, before he gripped her swollen red cheeks in his hands and spread them wide. Again, with no warning, he drove a finger into her ass while hammering her with long powerful strokes.
He could feel his cock sliding along his finger through the thin membrane between her ass and pussy and he loved it. But not as much as his sisters' sharp cries and whimpers as he pounded her hard enough to make the bed rock.
She tried to push up on the bed, and pulling his finger from her ass, he grabbed her wrists and pinned her hands behind her back. Holding them with one hand, he got a handful of her hair and yanked her head back.
"Tell her!" Oliver, his face as red as Tara's ass, his eyes wild demanded. "Tell her what she'd getting and why."
"Getting fucked like the slut you are," he breathed as he took her with a ferocity he didn't know he was capable of. "Getting what you deserve! Show off that ass and tits? Make me think about you?"
"I love you thinking about me!" she moaned. "Love you fucking me even more!"
She wiggled her ass into him and he put his leg between hers, pushing her ankles out so her legs were further apart and he was able to get deeper inside her.
"Bent over a bed with my cum on your face! Getting spanked raw and fucked and you still think this is fun, you bitch?"
"Lying bitch," she gasped. "Teasing, lying, bitchy, bratty sister, and you love every bit of it! Most brothers would just think their sister is a cunt, you want to fuck yours because you're the one who's nasty!"
"That's not true!" he hissed, yanking harder on her hair.
"A good brother would look away, a good brother would walk away. They'd never think of this!"
"She's so damn good!" Oliver clapped.
"You're such a good brother it took seeing my tits and next thing you know I'm sucking your dick and you're loving it."
"You made me like it!" he shouted even as he fucked her.
"You made me! You made me! God you're such a bitch!" Tara turned her head, and smirked at him over her shoulder. "Call this a fucking?" she snickered. "I'm still waiting for you to get started."
Just when he thought he couldn't get any more pissed off, she managed to do it. Pulling her by her hair and arms he yanked her off the bed and pushed her face down onto the floor.
Kirk went down on top of her and spreading her arms wide while getting his legs between hers. Raising himself up as if he were doing a push up, he plunged his cock into her prone pussy.
"Ow, ow oh shit!" Tara shouted as he pounded her into the unyielding floor.
"Shut up and take it," he yelled over her as he drilled into her.
On the floor there was no bounce or give and Tara was now taking the full force of her brother's rage driven lust. Oliver sat down on the bed watching, a huge smile on his face as if he were enjoying a movie and not watching Kirk punish his sister's body and cunt, and after ravaging her mouth.
"Think she's feeling it now, kiddo," he chirped. "Going to say something flip now, you little tart?"
"Ohh," Tara whimpered, making Kirk think she'd finally had enough. "I'm going to get rug burn, haven't had that since I fucked that guy you brought over from the football team. He gave it to me good when he snuck over to see me the next day."
"Liar!" he growled,
"He told the rest of the team, why do you think they laugh at you? Because one of them fucked your little sis," she paused and angled her head towards Oliver. "Even fucked my ass."
"You..." Kirk snarled. "Okay, seeing you like it."
He eased up, balanced on one hand and grabbing his cock pushed the head of it against her puckered hole.
"Uh...that might be a bit much mate," Oliver suggested. "You're a little too big and strong for..."
His words were drowned out by Tara howling when he shoved the full length of his cock into her ass. Kirk gasped at how incredibly tight she was and realized Oliver was right, but the high pitched cry Tara made overwhelmed him
And he wanted to hear more.
He fucked her ass as hard as he had been her pussy and each thrust solicited another precious and cock inspiring wail. She kicked her legs around him, her feet striking the floor and he let her arms go so he could watch her slap her hands into the carpet and try to push up.
His hands braced on either side of her head, he violated her tight ass. He'd never had anal before and was amazed at how different it felt. Not just how tight her ass was, but she was getting wet, except it was a thick moist feeling rather than the slippery juices of her pussy.
"Oh, so big, ow...ow...ohhhh," Tara writhed beneath him, her hips grinding and even in his sex crazed state, Kirk realized her sounds were shifting from painful to...
She was getting into him fucking her ass.
If he had any doubt it were true the way she moved beneath him and her fingers dug into the thin carpet, while her legs straightened behind him were proof. Holy shit, was she going to....
"Fuckkkkk!" Tara howled so loudly Oliver's jaw dropped open.
Her body bucked squirmed beneath him as her ass clutched at his cock. Tara wailed again, and so loud someone banged on the wall from the room next door. Her legs kicked and her hips tried to push up into him as her ass wiggled and her tight hole repeatedly clutched and released his cock.
"Oh!" Kirk groaned as her orgasm, combined with how long he'd been fucking her, sent him over the edge, and so quickly he was caught off guard.
He moaned as his cock erupted into his sister's quivering ass. Tara squealed as he filled her with his hot cum and wiggled harder into him, her ass squeezing his spurting cock.



He managed a few more thrusts as his balls drained into his sister's ass. When there was nothing left, he slumped over her, his face next to hers as she lay with her cheek on the carper.
"Oh my god," he breathed, his heart pounding. "I...I can't believe we just..."
"You're squishing me," Tara said softly, and he rolled off her.
He was aware of the move causing cum to spill from her ass and drip from his cock. He lay there staring at the ceiling trying to catch his breath. As his body calmed, and the adrenalin rush faded, his eyes went wide at the enormity of what he'd just done.
He'd not only fucked his sister, but he'd been rough and hurt her!
"Tara," he rolled onto his side to see she had remained face down on the floor with her eyes closed. "Are you okay?"
Her eyes opened.
"Why wouldn't I be?"
"Because I just...I mean that had to hurt and...god, I'm so sorry! You're my sister and..." he stopped when she reached out and put her hand over his mouth.
"Don't go soft and ruin this," she lightly patted his lips. "I'm fine."
She rolled over, then sat up and winced.
"Okay, I'm going to feel this for days." She looked up at Oliver who sat on the bed, staring at them with an expression close to awe.
"That was incredible. You delivered girl, you both did."
"Money?" Tara eased herself to her feet, and taking a few unsteady steps, leaned over and picked up her dress. "And do you have a towel?"
"You can shower here, luv," Oliver gestured to Kirk who had sat up on the floor. "Both of you, together even."
"For another grand we will."
"You are one tough bitch," Oliver said in admiration. "You'd go again after that?"
"All my holes are sore, but put up more money and damn straight."
Oliver looked to Kirk who shook his head while getting to his feet.
"No," he said softly. "That was....too much."
"Don't be glum, chum, she loved it!" Oliver beamed at them. "Trust me, the two of you will be going at it again by tonight."
"We'll see," Kirk felt as if he'd just woke from a dream and moving like he was on auto pilot pulled on his boxers and shorts, then his shirt.
Oliver had quickly gone into the bathroom and came out with a damp towel, handing it to Tara who wiped off her face and dabbed the cool cloth to her flushed chest. The way she had no issue standing there naked shouldn't have been surprising but did.
He took in her body and winced at how red and swollen the cheeks of her ass were, each featuring an outline of his hand. Her knees were scraped and red from the carpet and he noticed her voice was raspy from him fucking her throat.
Jesus, what had he done to her?"
But she didn't seem upset, even when she winced as she lifted her dress and pulled it down over her, she didn't seem angry. Had it not hit her yet?
"Here you go, you goddamn beautiful kids." Oliver offered the envelope and Tara took it, and shoved it into her bag. "Tell your folks you hit a jack pot, because I know I just did."
"Surprised you didn't jerk off while you watched." Tara said. "Could have, I wouldn't have cared."
"Can I do it now and on your tits for..." he put his hands up at the look on Kirk's face. "No, no, kidding."
"I wouldn't let you do that, anyway." Tara told him, then gave him an odd smile. "I have what I want now."
"It's a lot of money, but you earned it."
"Not talking about the money." She took Kirk's hand in hers. "Come on, Kirk, let's go clean up and get some rest, Mom and dad will be back soon."
"Yeah." He gave Oliver an awkward wave, then allowed her to lead him from the room.
"Tara," he stopped her once they were in the hallway. "I'm so sorry about how that happened."
"I'm sorry I lied to you about knowing what he wanted."
"You really promised it to him?"
"He saw us check in, and he'd seen us around with mom and dad. He knew we were brother and sister and I guess he saw you looking and me seeing you look. He gave me all the same talk he gave you about his sister, and how we had something between us, so I made the deal I could get him what he wanted."
"But the way I treated you."
"Its what he wanted. His first time with his sister she teased him one to many times and he just tore her up, but she liked it, its what she was waiting for. That's why I had to make you angry."
"But you're my sister and none of it should have happened, let alone like that."
"I'm fine, Kirk," she kissed his cheek. "Hmm, you smell like your sister, you bad boy."
"Bad isn't the word for it." he said glumly.
"Don't ruin this by feeling all sappy," Tara sighed. "I like it that way, okay? I'm our opposite remember?"
"You've done it like that before? That rough?"
"Not sure I ever had it that rough, but let's just say your sister walks the walk when I talk trash."
"Good to know," he frowned. "Hey, um, you didn't really fuck that guy Chris did you?"
"No, I said that to make you mad."
"Good."
"I just gave him a blow job in his car?" she giggled and pulled away from him, hurrying down the hallway while he glared in her direction.
He shook his head, then pulled his phone from his pocket when he felt it vibrate. Probably a text from Dad saying what time they'd be back. He looked at the phone and saw it was from Tara, and rolled his eyes.
"Gotcha!"
Chapter Eight
"Mom and Dad really fought us on that money," Tara said as they walked down the hallway to their room.
"Yeah, kept wanting us to keep it and put it in the bank." Kirk agreed.
"Still made us each keep five," she lamented. "But by then I felt like getting them to keep half was a win."
"True, but only fair, you really earned yours."
"Kirk, stop feeling bad, it's okay. Nothing happened that I didn't want to happen. I could have stopped you any time."
"I suppose."
"If I acted like you were really hurting me it would have been over. You'd never hurt me."
"It had to hurt, especially at the end."
"Ha! In the end," she laughed. "Good one."
"I wasn't joking."
"Kirk," they'd reached he door of the room and Tara put her hand in front of the slot before he could put the key in. "Before we go in, we end this, and that's not another end joke."
"How do we end something like that in a quick conversation? You refused to talk about it before."
"Dad texted and we had an hour and a half before they got back. We showered and we slept like the dead for an hour then played good son and daughter when they got back. No time to talk."
"We'll talk in the room."
"Nope. No worrying. I liked what we did, I liked you wanting me and I liked seeing you cut loose and be a bad boy and not act like some middle aged romantic."
"But we shouldn't have at all."
"You wanted me, I wanted you, and Oliver was right, it was going to happen, so we made some money and you, my prude brother, did something so wild it purged years of dudville."
"I guess you can't get much crazier."
"There you go! We shared an experience not many do. Broke the rules but only because we both wanted to. So," she pointed to herself. "I am not mad, you did not force me, or hurt me...okay, it did hurt, but it was a good pain. So, no guilt, you're off the hook."
"Mean it?"
"Yes, and I'm sorry about lying then getting you so angry, I just needed you to get there before we lost out on the money from Oliver."
"Okay, guess maybe we're even."
"No," she shook her head. "You did really put it to me, so I feel like I earned more of the money."
"You want some of mine?" Kirk offered.
"Nope, I want something from you but not money to make us even."
"Like what?"
"For starters you saying this is over, no bad feelings and no but you're my sister and no doubts or damn worries. Can you do that?"
"Okay. Then what?"
"You'll see, right now I'm damn tired even though its early." She laughed. "Eight and wanting to be in bed, I feel like you."
"Smart ass," he muttered then let then into the room.
Tara, kicked off her pink sandals, but kept the pink t-shirt and black skirt on as she went into the bathroom.
Kirk shrugged and while she was in the bathroom, quickly took off his clothes and slipped under the sheet in just his boxers. As soon as his head hit the pillow he realized how tired he was. To say the day had been draining was an understatement.
Because he'd drained his balls in his sister twice. The thought at any other time would have disgusted him, but he was surprised to feel his cock stiffen as images from earlier accompanied the thought.
His head jerked up and he blinked. He must have dozed off. He'd been awakened by Tara coming out of the bathroom with just a towel around her. She sat on the edge of her bed, and gave him an odd smile.
"Sleepy?"
"Kind of, why, you want to talk?"
"Not really, I thought maybe it was time for us to be even,"
It struck Kirk the reason the smile seemed odd was she seemed nervous, borderline shy, which was as un-Tara like as possible.
"How do you want me to do that?"
"Well, you always made fun of me for being wild. I always made fun of you for being sweet, right?"
"Yeah?" he struggled to keep his eyes on her face and not the swell of her breasts visible over the towel.
"Earlier we did it my way, really wild."
"It was."
"So I was thinking it would only be fair to try your way."
"Huh?"
"What do you say, Kirk?" Tara rose and dropped the towel. She was naked beneath it and his cock immediately responded. Swelling to a full erection.
Tara lay on top of the sheet and beckoned him with her finger.
"Would you like to make love to your little sister?"
"I'd love to love you," he whispered and kicked off the sheet, jumped out of the bed and pushed his boxers down so quickly, she laughed.
"Guess you like what you see."
"Love what I see." He crawled onto the bed, and between her legs, smiling down at her. "You really want to?"
"I'm naked with my legs spread."
"I mean, you know, slow."
"Yeah," she slipped her arms around his neck. "Know why?"
"Why?"
"Because the other guys were just fun, you Kirk?" she drew him down and kissed him softly. "Are special, and I mean that."
Kirk's response was to kiss her more firmly as he lowered himself down to her. His cock slid along her thigh and Tara moaned and shifted to the side so his tip was now pressing into her warm wet flesh.
This time he eased slowly into her, loving the way she sighed in her throat and her wet heat parted around him. Kirk thrust slowly, and with a moan into their kiss, Tara wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper into her forbidden embrace.
Kirk slid his lips from hers and nuzzling his face into her neck kissed her.
"Hmm, I like that," she purred, her hands gently caressing his shoulders and upper back. "You feel sooo good inside me."
Kirk smiled into her neck then kissed and sucked softly on her creamy flesh. Tara whimpered and tightened her legs around him, now working her hips in time with his. He moaned at the sensation of not just being inside her but being one with his sister.
Her soft body wrapped around his and her quiet moans and sighs sounding in his ears. Her soft breasts pressed between them, the metal piercings poking into his chest. A reminder his sister was a bad girl, but for at least the moment, she was being good to, and for, just him.
He lifted his head and once again sought her lips. They kissed, her soft lips gliding over his and her tongue flicking playfully into his mouth. Kirk felt the first twinges of an impending orgasm, and forced himself to keep his slow steady pace, who knew if he'd ever get this chance again.
Feeling his body tense, and as if reading his mind, Tara whispered.
"It's okay, Kirk, let yourself go. We have the rest of our lives to enjoy each other."
"You...mean like an us?" Her words caused him to stop moving his hips.
"If you want me to be yours, I am," she told him. "When I told Oliver I got what I wanted, I meant you."
"Damn, I..."
"I know," she smiled up at him and he couldn't get over how beautiful she was. "It's a big step, breaking a lot of rules."
"It is," he resumed moving his hips and this time faster than before, making her whimper as he thrust into her most likely still sore pussy. "But you know what someone told me about rules?"
"I don't know," she breathed. "Who was she? She a sexy someone?"
"She's the sexiest girl I know, so sexy her brother wants her."
"Hmm, then I hope she said rules are made to be broken."
"She did." He moaned as his cock twitched and he approached the point of no returned.
"You going to break them?"
"You tell me," he moaned and pressing his lips to hers came inside her.
Tara released an adorable whimper as she pushed her hips into his as he filled her with his taboo love. Their hips rocked gently in rhythm as he released everything he had deep inside her welcoming heat.
"That was nice," she cooed, stroking his hair while still holding him close. "I might let you do it again sometime."
"Might?" he grinned at her, then sighed as his spent cock softened within her. "Just might?"
"Well, I'd like to, but some uptight guy keeps telling me but you're my sister."
"That guy?" Kirk laughed. "Screw him, I'm here to steal his girl."
"I'm your girl?" she gave him such an adorable smile he had to kiss her again.
"Yup, and my sister, but you only get one gift on your birthday."
"You know, maybe we should have kept all that money." Tara said.
"Huh? Why?"
"We're going to need a place if mom and dad catch us and throw us out."
"Oh shit!" he went to pull away from her. "I never thought of..."
"Plus I'm not on anything and you might have just gotten me pregnant, and if you did I'm not lying about who the daddy is."
"Pregnant" Kirk gasped. "Oh my god!"
She put her finger to his lips and giggled.
"Gotcha!"
Author's Note: Kirk gets in touch with his wild side, Tara learns romance isn't such a bad thing, and they make some money to help out their parents, an all-around good deal. Little behind the scenes tidbit. The character of Oliver came about because of my existing oedipal obsessed Malcom Stone. I thought if there was someone like that for mothers and sons, maybe I needed a sib obsessed wealthy perv? This is a contest entry, so votes and comments are appreciated. As always, thank you for reading. LC68
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Brooke Lynn opened her eyes and struggled to keep them that way as her hand fumbled on the bed next to her, trying to locate her vibrating phone. When her fingers closed around it, she rolled over onto her side to shield Russ from the sudden light in the dark room.
She shut off the alarm, put the phone on the nightstand, then rolled onto her back. Seven forty-five, and Russ needed to leave at nine. Brooke's eyes began to close again, as she felt the pull of the wonderfully warm and drowsy feeling of drifting back to sleep.
The room was the kind of dark you could only experience in a hotel with their thick dark drapes pulled across the sliding doors that led to the tiny balcony. The bed; just as she liked it, king sized to have plenty of room to roll around, and nice and firm beneath her.
It had been an amazing night, but a long one. They took their time over dinner, appetizers, dessert, coffee and the kind of easy, casual conversation she enjoyed. They moved onto the Memoir Night Club where they spent two hours dancing and having a couple of drinks. They didn't get upstairs until close to midnight and that's when the real fun started.
Round one was a take the edge off nasty quickie with her dress pulled down under her breasts, over her hips, thong to the side and being taken over the bed. They took their time after that, kissing, caressing, touching; their fingers and tongues slowly and playfully exploring each other's bodies and lingering in all the best spots.
Russ licked her to two explosive orgasms and later fingered her to a third. Brooke sucked him hard, rode him even harder, then slid down and let him finish in her mouth. The mouth she'd used to coax him to round three during which they went around the world, and he finished by straddling, fucking her epic tits and giving her a pearl necklace.
They'd curled up close afterwards, talking a little more as she rested her head on his chest, her arm and leg draped over him. Both of them were tired, happy and satisfied, they fell asleep in that position.
Brooke woke up once around six, rolling onto her back, and grabbing her phone from the nightstand to put it on the bed next to her. The vibration on the alarm wasn't loud, but she was a light sleeper, and unlike Russ who'd drank quite a bit, Brooke only had two drinks.
She forced her eyes open. As much as she wanted to go back to sleep, she owed Russ some more fun before he had to go. Brooke drew her leg up and kicked off the sheet that had been pulled up to her waist.
She put her arms over her head and stretched her entire body, back arched, knees locked, and her purple-Russ's favorite color for polish- tipped toes pointed forward. She stared down the length of her long 5'8" frame, taking in her large firm breasts with her tiny pink nipples, her smooth flat stomach, adorned with a white gold pendant, and her long, deeply tanned and well-toned legs.
Brooke slumped back into the bed, and lifting her head from the pillow, tugged her hair from the loose bun she'd tied it into before going to sleep. She shook her head, sending her long reddish-brown hair flying about, then reached out and tapped the lamp next to her.
She only tapped it once, enough to provide a warm glow that would allow Russ to see the show. Rolling onto her left side to face him she saw that despite the light and her stirring; he was still asleep.
Brooke slid up close enough to him for her breasts to press into his side, but his breathing remained deep, his eyelids not even twitching. She grabbed the sheet at his waist and tossed it back revealing his cock, which even in a relaxed state was impressive.
Everything about Russ was. At forty eight, exactly twice her age, he could put a lot of guys in their twenties to shame. A few silver streaks in his still thick and curly hair and speckles of it in his well-maintained five o'clock shadow, spoke of him being older, but nothing else did.
His face, accentuated by high cheekbones and a strong rugged jaw was wrinkle and line free, and behind their lids, his eyes were a warm shade of golden brown. The cleft in his chin and overall good looks could have given him a chance at modeling. From the neck down, he was just as perfect. He wasn't big or ripped, but lean with well-defined arms, a deep hairy chest and still flaunted a solid six pack.
She placed her hand on that amazing stomach and teased her long purple nails over it. He sighed in his sleep and his head turned away from her. Damn, he was out! Brooke slid her leg over his and pressed into him, moaning softly when her already tingling cunt pushed into his thigh.
She gently kissed his neck as her hand dipped between his legs, her slender fingers wrapping around his cock. She lightly stroked it and even as he remained sleeping it swelled in her hand. Brooke pushed herself higher and curled across him, so her back was too him, and took his cock into her mouth. She moaned as she held him there, not moving her head, just softly sucking him.
He stiffened, causing her clit to ache with desire at the sensation of him growing hard and filling her mouth. Now that he was fully erect, she bobbed her head slowly.
"Hmm," he groaned behind her. "Good morning to you too!"
"It's a great morning, baby," she responded in a practiced smoky voice as she released him from her lips but continued to pump him in her hand. "And someone is happy to see me."
"Who wouldn't be?" He put his hand on her back, caressing it lightly while his other hand ran through her hair.
Brooke cooed happily at his touch and resumed sucking him, this time faster and taking him further. She moaned deep in her throat when she could still taste herself on his flesh and moved her hand from around his base to cup and fondle his balls.
She replaced her hand with her lips, smoothly deep throating him and making him moan behind her. She held him there for a moment before working her way back up, then plunging him back down her throat.
His hips moved for a moment, then stopped.
"Can I?" he asked.
"Hmm-mm!" she moaned in agreement.
Russ moved his hips as Brooke remained still, letting him slowly fuck her mouth. He picked up the pace and she opened wider, emitting a sloppy gurgling sound each time the head of his cock hit the back of her throat.
His hand trailed down her back and she whimpered when he grabbed her ass and gave it a hard squeeze. Her whimper went up in pitch when he dipped his fingers lower and eased two of them inside her.
"Went to bed wet, woke up wet, don't mind having your mouth fucked, where you been all my life?"
She giggled around his cock as her own hips moved, rocking into his slowly plunging fingers.
"Hardly fair though," he stopped moving in her mouth. "Why do you get to eat, and I don't?"
"I'm sorry," she let his cock drop from her lips. "I didn't know you were hungry."
"How could I not be? How about some breakfast in bed?"
"Yes sir!" she laughed and moving to her knees, she swung her leg over him so she was straddling his chest, her ass and cunt inches from his face.
"Now that looks good," he lifted his arms, grabbing her hips to draw her to his eager lips.
Brooke crawled back, sliding her lower legs beneath his arms so they were now in a perfect sixty nine, and squealed when he spread her cheeks and plunged his tongue in her ass.
"Oh!" she moaned when he pushed it in and out several times before teasing his tongue around it. "You're a bad boy, Russ."
"And you're a good girl," he told her then went back to rimming her ass.
Brooke lowered herself to his body, her tits pressing into his stomach as her hands rested on his thighs. She captured the tip of his twitching cock between her lips and resting her cheek on his thigh gently sucked on him.
Russ moaned into her ass, then made her squeal around him when he dipped his tongue into her cunt. He swirled it around before moving his head and fucking her with it.
She continued to use just her lips and tongue around his head, keeping him hard, making him feel good, but keeping him from getting too excited so he'd be able to last when he fucked her.
But she could get as excited as she wanted, and when his tongue found her clit, she wiggled her hips, grinding it into his fluttering tongue. Russ spread her ass cheeks wide to get better access to her clit and she groaned around his tip when he gave it several hard sucks.
She lifted her head from his lap and asked.
"May I?" Followed by a naughty giggle. "Please, sir?"
"Please do," he breathed into her hot flesh. "Love face sitting."
"Say no more!"
Brooke pushed herself up so she was now over his face and worked her hips front to back. Russ's hands went to her hips, and she leaned back, stretching her arms across the headboard and now grinding her hips in a slow circle over his busy tongue.
He moaned beneath her, his cock jumping between his strong thighs as Brooke rode his face. His hands slid up her stomach and found her breasts, fondling them as he eagerly licked and sucked on her clit.
She moved forward so his mouth was at her hole and squealed when he slurped hard on it before plunging his tongue inside. Brooke bounced lightly on the bed, now riding his ridged tongue before getting it back on her clit.
She worked her hips side to side and in faster circles before settling on moving front to back, and much faster than the first time.
"Oh, baby!" she whimpered as her thighs tightened around him and her back arched away from the headboard. "Eat that cunt! Going to make your good girl come all over that pretty face!"
She let her head fall back as she whimpered and moaned, desperately working her hips as her body teetered on the edge. Russ sent her tumbling over it when he captured her nipples and gave them a hard pinch.
Brooke wailed loudly as her body erupted into her fourth orgasm in the last few hours. She squirmed and writhed on his face, her hips bucking wildly as she rode his tongue during her powerful climax.
Her entire body tensed, and knowing what was coming, and it was her, she lifted off his face just as something within her released and a stream of sticky fluid erupted from her to spray directly into Russ's face.
"Oh fuck!" she cried out when her cunt contracted then unleashed another long squirt down onto him. "Wow," she struggled to catch her breath as she rose higher on her knees. "Sorry."
"Are you kidding?" Russ asked. "That's better than a Mimosa!" He laughed. "Least it wasn't a bloody Mary."
"Oh, eww!" Brooke scrunched her face up, then laughed and not just at the gross joke, but that it was a joke. She remembered a time when sex was anything but fun for her.
But it was now, and there was some long hard fun between his legs with her name, and last night's lipstick, all over it. Brooke fell forward, and grabbing his lower legs pulled herself down over his body, her sloppy cunt leaving a wet sticky strip down his chest and stomach.
Now straddling his thighs, she reached between her legs, guided him to her, and sat back down hard on his lap.
"Fuck," she moaned as she impaled herself hard on his cock.
"Ditto," he moaned behind her, making her smile again.
The smile left her face when she gripped his ankles and proceeded to drive her hips up and down on his long thick cock. Russ grabbed her hips, pushing and pulling on them, helping her to ride him reverse cowboy.
She had her hips moving as if she were twerking and kept it up for a couple of minutes before leaning back so she was now sitting upright on his cock. She slowed her hips so she was now riding him slowly and sensually.
She put her hands in her hair and took it up over her head as she made an even sexier show out of fucking him.
"Fuck you're amazing," he whispered behind her, then made her gasp in surprise when he put his hands on her back and shoved her forward.
Brooke let herself go down between his legs as he slid back and got on his knees behind her. She yelped when he entered her in one smooth thrust, then spread her legs wider. Her ass was still on the air, but not by much, her thighs open to where her cunt was only a few inches from the bed. She rested her chin on her folded arms moaning as he took her.
His hands slid up her back, gripping her shoulders as he leaned over and threw his hips into overdrive, hammering down into her prone pussy.
"Oh my god!" she cried out. "Fucking me so hard! So deep! That's it, Russ, take me! Take that young cunt! Make it yours! Make me yours!"
His cock twitched inside her and his thrusts became shorter, faster, and more urgent.
"Yeah, baby!" she egged him on. "Show this little girl how a man takes a woman! Going to come all over that sweet young ass? Paint my back? Want to make a mess in my pretty hair? Anywhere you want! Any...oh!"
Russ pulled out of her and tugged on her left shoulder. Taking her cue, Brooke rolled onto her back. Gripping his cock in his fist, Russ slid over her, and she obediently opened her mouth. The first long spurt went directly into it, and using her tongue she pushed it out, sending cum flowing down her chin. He angled his cock so the next squirt splattered on her left cheek.
Brooke turned her head, letting him spray the other side of her face. She grabbed his cock over his hand and when he let it go, pumped him hard, sending the rest of his load onto her lips and chin, before lifting her head and taking him in her mouth.
He gasped and squirmed as she sucked hard on his tip, milking the last few drops from him.
"Jesus," Russ groaned as he slid back on the bed so he was no longer over her.
Brooke sat up, and parting her lips, pushed some of his cum out before slurping it back into her mouth. He began to say something, but stopped she opened wider and blew a cum bubble, working it between her lips before it popped and sent a sticky trickle down her chin.
"Jesus, Mary, and Joseph!" Russ exclaimed. "Hot damn, Brooke. You're the best!"
"Bet you tell that to all the girls who let you cum in their face."
"Seriously," he pushed back on the bed so he was sitting up against the headboard. "I've seen a lot of girls, and you blow them away."
"Pun intended?" she joked as she slid to the edge of the bed, and getting up, quickly grabbed one of the towels she'd left on the chair next it.
"Heh, didn't think of that."
Brooke wiped the gooey mess from her face with one part of the towel, then slid it between her legs to get the sticky fluid of her orgasm from her thighs.
"Hey, you want to get some actual breakfast? The place that overlooks the river is really good."
"It's eight thirty."
"They open at six am."
"Our time ends at nine." She tossed the towel into the bathroom and coming back over to the bed, grabbed the short purple robe from the post of the headboard and slipped it on, tying it tightly.
"Oh," Russ shrugged. "I get it, but we can just get something to eat, not like I'm looking for anything more." He sighed wistfully. "Because I got plenty and couldn't handle much more right now."
"Overnights with me always include some morning glory, but they don't include breakfast." Brooke sat down in the chair in front of the desk across from the bed.
"Damn, you're a cold one all of a sudden." He frowned. "I get the business part of this, but we can't just grab some food and be friendly?"
Brooke didn't answer right away. Russ was a good guy and one of the better dates she'd had. Would it be so bad to have some simple human contact that she wasn't being paid for?
Business was business and no exception was her follow up thought. Agreeing to breakfast could lead to him asking for more than that and thinking this was more than what it was.
"I don't see clients beyond their scheduled time." She nodded towards the clock on the nightstand. "You have time to take a shower before you go."
"With you?"
"If you'd like..."
"No wait, hold on." He made a show of thinking. "Was that part of the deal, is it one of the items on the menu?"
"I'm sorry, Russ. I had a good time, I hope you did too. I offer girlfriend experience, but I can't be anyone's girlfriend."
"I don't think I was looking to get married, just..." he shrugged. "Being nice. You're a cut above Brooke, and not just in bed. I had a great time talking last night."
"Me too. I don't fake that," she pointed to his face. "I don't fake anything, at least not for good guys. But its just not a good idea."
"But if I asked to see you again I could, if I pay your rate?"
"That's how it works." She shook her head. "By the end of today, I'll have sucked three dicks, not counting yours. That who you want to go out with?"
"That's harsh, and harsh on yourself." Russ rose from the bed, and after looking on the floor found his boxers and slipped into them. "I'll pass on the shower."
"Okay." She watched him get dressed in silence before trying to lighten the mood. "Might want to at least wash your face."
"Nah, I'll wear you back to my room." He gave her a smile that seemed forced. "The lasting scent of a night well spent."
"Corny," her smile was sincere. "But I like it."
He finished putting his shoes on and when she rose from the chair to see him out he stopped in front of her and leaned closer. "May I?"
"I'd like that," she titled her head and parted her lips.
Russ gave her a soft kiss that lingered for a few seconds as he savored his last moments with her.
"Thank you for everything."
"Thank you," she replied while walking to the door and opening it for him.
"Hold on." Russ glanced at his phone. "Okay, good. It's still before nine. I just wanted to make sure I didn't owe you anything extra for the kiss."
He turned then stopped.
"That was a dick thing so say, I'm sorry."
"Don't be." God knew she'd heard worse.
"Here," he pulled a silver case from his pocket and produced a card. "I'm here for the conference but work out of Rhode Island. I'm an hour away. You ever change your mind, and want an actual date, give me a call."
She took the card, and he laughed softly.
"Wow, not even a fake 'I will, or I'll think about it' to make me feel better."
"If I ever feel that way, you'd be the first person I'd call." She fondly touched his cheek which was still sticky. "I mean that."
"Then you're saying there's a chance!" He pumped his fist, then with a laugh left the room.
Brooke closed the door and looked at the card. A cardiovascular surgeon who wanted to take her out. Fully knowing what she did for a living. Russ wasn't the first over the last few years who had seemed to develop some type of infatuation with her that was beyond sexual.
He wouldn't be the last either. That wasn't arrogance, it was experience and hearing the same from some of the other girls she'd met and spoken with. He'd forget her as soon as he got the urge and hired another girl.
Brooke dropped the card on the nightstand. In the top drawer of which was an envelope containing the three thousand dollars in cash she'd made in her five days at the hotel.
That was in addition to the $2500 in her cash app account, $1500 of which was from Russ to book her for a dinner date and overnight in her room. Six grand in five days. Sex was her business and business was good.
Especially when you were staying in a hotel where a medical conference was being held and filled with older professional men with a lot of money. That and the high rollers from the Casino made this place a gold mine.



And it needed to be, at $500 a night for her room.
Brooke stumbled and looked down to see she'd tripped over one the black knee-high stiletto boots she'd worn last night. Six-hundred-dollar Louis Vitton boots and bought for her a year ago by a long time regular as a parting gift after being transferred to the west coast.
She'd come along way from the girl who grew up in Rockton Illinois who could barely afford car insurance, that was for damn sure. Thinking about home she grabbed her phone and sitting on the edge of the bed went to her Cash App.
Tomorrow was the first, and Mom's rent would be due and other bills would show up during the first week of the month. Brooke sent her $600 and would now wait for the inevitable text she'd receive in reply.
No good deed goes unpunished.
Russ had been a good time, one of those nights where client or not, Brooke had felt as much like a young woman on a date with an attractive man as the paid escort she was.
But the way it ended had her feeling that familiar melancholy that crept in from time to time where she questioned what she did, and how much longer she'd want to do it. But this had been her life since she was 18 and had moved to Boston, and it would be for the foreseeable future.
Brooke, knowing if she simply sat around her mind would spiral into more deep introspective thoughts where she'd question not only her present, but the past decisions that led up to it, and worse the infamous what if she'd...
Russ was right, breakfast sounded good, and not room service. She'd head down to the restaurant he'd mentioned. Not like she'd talk to anyone or be social but being around normal people going about their normal life was a big help in its own right.
Brooke took a quick shower, and after pulling her still damp hair into a ponytail, donned a pair of plain black jeans and an oversized green Celtics Sweatshirt. She didn't bother with make up because she was just getting something to eat.
A sharp contrast to how many casinos and hotel conferences she'd prowled in free lunch dresses, fuck me heels, her hair done and make up heavy, all made up to get dicked down...for the right price.
She grabbed the cash from the drawer, not trusting the cleaning staff even though it was a high-end hotel with a good reputation and stuffed it in the small blue wallet she pushed into the pocket of her jeans.
Leaving the room, she took the elevator and made her way to the restaurant which had a good crowd already.
"The buffet or would you like to order from the menu?" The hostess asked.
"Menu please."
"Right this way, Miss."
Brooke followed her though the restaurant and stopped cold, her head cocked.
"Come on, Henry! You know that's a good deal, why you trying to haggle?"
No, there was no way, but on the other hand, Brooke knew she'd never forget that voice. She looked around and when she heard it again, turned to look behind her.
"You think I was born yesterday?"
Jesus, it was Steve. It had been six years but except for a little more salt than pepper in his hair, he looked the same. For a moment she froze, what would he be doing here.
But it made sense. There was a marketing event going on as well as the medical conference which was why the entire hotel was booked for most of the week. Of course, he'd be here, it was the reason he'd been in town when she'd run into him before.
"Miss?"
She turned to see the waitress standing before a small table that would leave her sitting barely ten feet away from him.
"Can I sit out on the terrace?" Brooke asked, facing away from Steve's table which forced the waitress to walk around to stand in front of her. "I like the view."
"Of course, just follow me."
Brooke did so, keeping her head down until she entered the small glass enclosed terrace which looked out over the city. The only small table available wasn't that far into the room, but when she peered through the entrance, she couldn't see Steve's table, meaning he wouldn't see her.
"Coffee?"
"Yes, black please, and I don't need a menu, just a fruit bowl, and a glass of apple juice."
"Coffee will be right up, just a few minutes on the fruit, busy this morning."
"No worries," Brooke said absently.
She turned her chair slightly, so her back was to the door, and flinched when a moment later a waiter appeared with a tray and after putting her mug down, filled it. Brooke added some sugar, then picked up the mug, noticing her hand was trembling.
She took a sip of the strong coffee and told herself to relax. But the irony of coming down here to stop from letting her mind dwell on her life choices, and then to see the man who had put her at the crossroads of which path to take wasn't lost on her.
Brooke leaned back in the chair, holding the warm mug in both hands unable to stop her mind from flashing back six years ago to the day, and those soon following, that had forever changed her.
Chapter Two
"Line's moving," A girl spoke up behind her, causing Brooke to look up from her phone and see the boy who had been in front of her now at the counter, waiting while the cashier rang up his books.
"Sorry," Brooke stepped up between the metal posts that marked the beginning of the line.
She went back to staring at her phone, which showed the balance in her checking account. Forty dollars? She should have over two hundred in the bank! She tapped latest transactions, and whispered, "Oh, no."
Her car insurance came out yesterday, just as it was due to, but between her job and working on the assignments due on day one of her first Semester at Suffolk, she'd completely lost track of the days.
"Miss?"
Brooke took a breath and walked up to the counter.
"Hi, my name's Brooke Lynn, I received an e-mail the two books I ordered came in,"
"One moment," The woman tapped on the keyboard. "Black's Law Dictionary, and Principles of the Law?"
"Yes, Ma'am."
"Suffolk, I bet." The woman spoke as she turned around to look at the rack of books behind her. "That school's bookstore should be ashamed of their prices."
"They're expensive," Brooke agreed, as with trembling fingers she pulled her Mastercard out from her small pink wallet.
She had no idea what her balance was after she'd had to use it to get her back brakes done, and only a month after she'd had to replace her alternator and battery. Brooke rolled her eyes when as soon as the woman pulled her books from the rack, the phone rang and she answered it, prolonging her anxiety.
Brooke glanced to her left and saw a man wearing a plain black t-shirt and matching jeans staring at her...again. She'd first noticed him when she'd been in the aisle browsing books while waiting for the long line to clear out.
Not that she had time to read these days, and even when she'd try to listen to an audio book at night, she'd fall asleep in minutes because she was too exhausted to focus for long. The only time she had to listen to anything was when she went to the gym or her Yoga class and it was always law related podcasts because she was trying to get as big a jump on her first semester as possible.
She was only browsing the mystery section because it was close to the line, and the reason she didn't want to stand in it was to avoid people staring at her. Turned out it didn't matter where she was when she caught sight of someone out of the corner of her eye.
When Brooke looked over, the guy was standing at the end of the row, watching her. Brooke had been squatting down, a move that lifted her already annoyingly short skirt higher. As soon as she saw him, she'd risen to her feet and pretended to be interested in the book on the top shelf.
The man must have wanted a closer look because he came down the aisle, and Brooke kept her gaze on the books in front of her as he walked past. The aisle was wide enough for two people to easily pass with room to spare, but he sidled much closer than he needed to, close enough she felt his arm lightly graze her hair.
She heard him inhale deeply, getting a good whiff of her 'Lucky You' perfume, or maybe trying to sniff her hair like some weirdo. Brooke saw him again when she'd gone into another section of the bookstore, and once more he'd been lingering at the end of the rack, his body angled as if he were going to keep walking, but his head turned her way.
He'd given her a smile and friendly wave, and Brooke managed an awkward smile in his direction before looking back at the books. At that point she'd given up on the line getting any shorter and decided to wait in it. That's when she noticed him sitting in the bookstore's small café.
This time he was looking at his phone, but when he glanced up, his eyes quickly found her, and remained on hers until she looked way. God, he was bold, not even trying to hide the fact he was continuing to stare as if he were waiting for her to acknowledge him.
Since then, every time she looked over while waiting in the painfully slow line, he was either looking at his phone, or in her direction. There were other young girls and attractive women in the store, but he seemed to be enamored with her. Then again, none of the other women were dressed like her.
From here, Brooke was going to her waitressing job at Champs, a sports themed bar that featured an all-female staff parading around in black and white referee striped t-shirts they were told to wear a size small to flatter their breasts and be short enough to show off their bare midriffs.
The rest of the 'uniform' rotated between a black miniskirt, or a pair of painted on spandex shorts as form fitting as yoga pants, and today of all days, it was her turn to wear the skirt. Not that the shorts weren't revealing, tight to the point they could have been sprayed on, they at least resembled something a woman would wear to the gym.
But the damn skirt! Barely midthigh and her hand was always drifting down to it because even a slight breeze could give someone a flash of her ass. Unused to dressing in something so inappropriate, Brooke had given a few very appreciative customers a show when she'd first started and would bend over to pick up something she, or someone at a table, dropped.
When one man whistled and told her "Cute pink panties, sweet cheeks" she'd turned beet red which had caused some of the other men around her to laugh as with her head down, she'd hurried away, but not before hearing someone say, "Leave your mom's underwear at home and wear a thong next time, you'll get better tips!"
She felt like an idiot standing in the middle of a bookstore dressed like this, but she'd worked the closing shift last night then agreed to be back at noon to cover the early afternoon because one of the other girls was on vacation, and she needed the hours.
But she'd overslept and had to get her books today because she'd gotten an alert they were back in stock, so she had to get her ass out of the apartment. Brooke hadn't done laundry yet and wasn't going to waste an outfit that she'd just have to shove into the tiny locker at work and wouldn't just end up wrinkled but smell like greasy food seeing the lockers were in the back of the kitchen.
Even though she was now facing the counter, she could still feel the guy's eyes on her, and wasn't sure why it bothered her so much. All things considered; she should be used to being ogled.
The crowd at Champs was just about exclusively male, and there as much to stare at the young pretty girls as they were for any of the games showing on the two dozen TVs mounted around the place.
Brooke hated the fact she was working at a dump full of the kind of guy who went to places like Champs because they either couldn't afford to go to a strip club, or their wives would kill them if they did.
Instead, they sat there eating shitty food, yelling at what was going on in the games and making lewd comments to each other about the staff. For Brooke, who was on the shy side and had never been one to dress to impress, every shift was a nightmare where she walked around in a revealing outfit while enduring leering stares, and occasionally some crude remarks from the guys who'd had a few too many beers.
But once school started in two weeks, the night and weekend shifts would work with her class schedule, and although it didn't pay much per hour, the tips were decent because in spite of her lack of confidence, and dislike of showing herself off, Brooke, as her asshole manager Tommy had told her more than once, was more than qualified for the job.
It wasn't just her tall slender build, long legs, firm well-toned ass, and a pair of breasts that would be considered ample on any woman, but due to Brooke's thin frame seemed even larger, but from the neck up, she was just as stunning.
Long, lustrous auburn brown hair falling to the middle of her back, hazel eyes which were a beautiful mix of greenish blue and were slightly wide beneath her long lashes. Her smooth olive toned complexion which spoke of her Italian heritage, and a pair of full soft lips she tended to push into a pout when concentrating, and along with her eyes, gave her a look of youthful innocence that was a sharp contrast to her well-developed body.
Her ex-boyfriend, Royce, used to joke she had the face of an angel and a body built for sin. Brooke didn't know if she'd go that far but was aware that her 'sweet and sexy look' as her best friend back home Nicole described her, got plenty of attention and helped earn tips to go with rude stares and occasional crude comments.
But those tips weren't as good as the other girls, because they knew how to flirt and responded to the guys with cutesy giggles and some extra shake in their ass. Brooke, on the other hand, never played into any of their remarks, and was disgusted enough with herself to have to dress like a tease that she didn't need to double down and act like one.
But the tips she did receive helped her get through the time between paychecks but were far from enough to keep her from always having to stress over money. Her financial aid would cover tuition itself, but not books, and she didn't qualify to live on campus. Between splitting rent with her two roommates, insurance, food and just trying to live, she was constantly broke.
She glanced down at her feet, encased in a pair of black wedge heeled sandals because Tom required the girls to wear something that helped show off their legs and give the 'foot freaks' something to look at as it was also mandatory for them to have their toes painted.
Her hot pink toes popped against the black material nicely, but her feet themselves were already sore as were her calves from being on her feet at work and not wanting to give up the Gym and Yoga because they were the only way she had to work off stress.
Now she was heading into another six-hour shift on the one day a week she had off and had planned on finishing the two papers due for the start of her first semester. Brooke had gone as far as she could using google and other sources, but she needed the books themselves to complete them, and the courses themselves.
Now here she was standing here hoping she had enough on her damn card. There had to be a better way, she thought for the hundredth time since she'd moved to Boston from the small town of Rockton, Illinois.
Between the culture shock of going from a much more sedate pace of life in a place with a population of less than ten thousand to a bustling city full of rude people, and how expensive everything was, Brooke now understood why her mother thought coming here barely two months after graduating high school would be too much.
But like many young men and women living in dead end Midwest America, the desire to get out and experience life was too tempting, and Brooke's friend Shelly had a cousin who was attending Boston University and needed another roommate because one of hers had just moved in with her boyfriend.
Brooke thought she was all set with not just a place to stay, but Krissy, her other new roomie, was leaving Champs and recommended her to Tom who took one look at her and told her she was way too hot of a piece of 'barely legal ass' not to hire.
The guy talked like a creep and stared as much as the customers but had never gotten handsy and would toss out any customers that did. He had always given her all the hours she wanted and was fine with her switching to nights when school started.
God, she was barely staying afloat now, what would happen when she had to drop some hours? The job was only part of another shock to her when she arrived here; how aggressive the guys were.
Brooke did live up to the sweet and sexy appearance, but she was far sweeter than anything else. The typical naïve and sexually inexperienced small-town girl; one boyfriend she dated her last two years of high school who after trying to tell her he'd forbid her from leaving home to go to a big city full of smooth-talking men, decided to start fucking other girls behind her back until he made the mistake of hitting on Nicole and she came straight to Brooke.
So here she was two months later, still heartbroken, living with two girls she barely knew and her only social life a job she hated. But at least school was starting soon, and she'd hopefully make some friends, but not boyfriends. Royce had hurt her too badly to think about dating right now.
But if she wanted to, she wouldn't have a problem. Brooke was propositioned several times a week at Champs. Everything from guys around her age asking her out to men old enough to be her father hitting on her. When she declined the last one, he'd made the crack "All that, and you don't even know how to use it, do you?"
What stung about the remark was he wasn't wrong.
Brooke had only had sex with one guy, and she was his first as well, and never been what she'd call adventurous. She even blushed and felt embarrassed when Royce would want to her to watch porn with him.
He told her she was as hot as any of the girls they watched, but Brooke couldn't act like them. Once, during an argument, Royce cracked that she had an eight-cylinder body and only used four of them.
On the surface, Brooke knew she was a pretty girl, and if nothing else, her job proved Royce right about having a desirable body, but for some reason she was self-conscious and had hang ups about sex.
She was so bad at talking dirty, Royce told her to give up trying, uncomfortable getting into different positions, and hesitant about not just giving head, but receiving it.
He claimed its why he'd cheated on her, because he was a man and as hot as she was, she was a lousy lay, and he needed 'some good sex'. As she'd sat there in tears, some of them caused by being angry at herself for giving him the satisfaction, he'd added he figured seeing she'd be spreading her legs for the first city guy with money who paid attention to her, then he may as well get a head start on his new life without her.
Sex wasn't everything, but Brooke knew it was important and didn't understand why she never enjoyed it as much as she should. Now here she was flaunting her body to eek out a living. Brooke may have come to the big city, but she was still a shy wallflower and afraid that even if she met someone, she'd still be a total dud in bed.
"Just lay there," Royce would tell her sometimes. "At least you got the body."
It shouldn't have taken her dreams of a better life, or his cheating to break up with him, but was it just him being a jerk, or was it her fault for never really loosening up during the year they'd had sex after she'd made him wait the first year because...she was a 'good girl'.
"Tap or insert your card please."
The woman's voice brought her out of her thoughts, and she inserted the card, thinking, "Please be enough."
"Sorry, Miss, the card declined." The cashier told her. "Maybe try it again."



Brooke, her heart sinking, tried again even though she knew the results would be the same.
"Want to try another card?"
"I don't have another one." Brooke looked at the two books. "Can you just ring me out for Principles of the law?"
"Of course," the woman removed the other textbook. "Go ahead."
Brooke slipped the card back in and felt as if she'd been kicked in the stomach when the card declined the $75 total.
"You want to use cash?"
"I don't have any," she said softly.
"Okay, well don't worry," the woman gave her a kind smile. "Our policy is we can hold books for three days after we notified you, so come back tomorrow and they'll still be here."
She struggled not to get misty eyed, "I won't have the money tomorrow either, just put them out."
"Can we speed this up?" A guy in line behind her spoke. "People who aren't broke jokes have places to go."
"Please be respectful sir." The woman looked behind Brooke. "Are you sure? Maybe by tomorrow..."
"I'm sure," Brooke, flushing in shame, her head down in defeat, walked slowly away from the counter and towards the exit.
"Excuse me!"
She raised her head to see two guys that appeared to be in their thirties smiling at her.
"Seeing you're a referee, we want you to penalize us for something," the one on the left leered at her. "Maybe illegal touching?"
Brooke's face flushed even brighter in a combination of embarrassment and anger, but rather than respond, she resumed walking, pushing between them as they made it a point not to move.
"Damn, talk about a backfield in motion!"
Brooke walked faster as they laughed behind her, and when she left the store sat down on the bench to her left. She lowered her head, running her hands through her hair and trying not to cry.
It wasn't the two morons; she'd heard the lame backfield comment more times than she could count at work. It was everything else. She worked so hard and couldn't even buy books. Those books were top rated for her upcoming courses and wouldn't last long once they went to the shelf.
Brooke knew if she asked, her mother would help her, but it would be by borrowing or using her own credit card which was always on the verge of being maxed out. After her father had left to move to Florida with a much younger co-worker, her mother could barely afford to support them, especially when dad went dead beat and never sent a dime in support.
Forget money, the last she'd heard from him was a text message on her 16th birthday and he'd sent her $50 through Cashapp, after that he hadn't returned any of her calls, texts, and the last time she tried; to tell him she'd been accepted into Suffolk, she'd gotten a message it was no longer a working number.
No, there was no one to borrow from, and she wouldn't ask Tom for any kind of advance because she'd end up having to endure more shitty remarks and she never wanted to feel as if she owed him anything other than being to work when she was supposed to.
Tom...she was due to be at work in a half hour and all she really wanted to do was go back home to her tiny room which barely had room for her bed, desk and had no closet, leaving her to have to hang her clothes from hooks she'd screwed into the wall and in piles, and curl up into a ball and cry.
She remained on the bench for a couple more minutes, with her head down, trying to pick herself back off the mat where it seemed she was spending most of her time lately. Brooke took a few deep breaths, and her mind still racing with how she could come up with the money, she rose from the bench to cross the parking lot to her ten-year-old, money pit Corolla whose recent repairs were why she had nothing left on her card.
Brooke made it partway across the lot when a black Cadillac escalade with New York plates pulled up alongside her. She kept walking, but the car kept pace with her, and when the passenger window slid down a man called out.
"Excuse me, Brooke?"
Brooke stiffened when she heard her name but ignored him figuring whoever it was had heard her say it to the cashier in the store. Continuing to head for her car, which was toward the back of the crowded lot of the shopping plaza.
"Miss Lynn! Can I ask you something?"
The car was on her left, in the direction of where she'd parked and if they insisted on keeping up with her, she'd have to walk in front of, or behind it to get there. With a resigned sigh, she stopped walking and looked over to see the driver was the guy who'd been staring at her in the store.
Great, another perv, and this one older and obviously had some money; the kind of creep that was worse than the idiots her age that harassed her because they were supposedly grown men and still acted like that.
"Can I help you?"
"Was going to ask you the same," he threw the SUV in park and leaned over towards her as he spoke. "You looked really upset outside the store, are you okay?"
"I'm good, thank you for asking."
"You sure?" he gave her a friendly smile. "You look like you're having a tough day."
"Kind of, but it is what it is, have a good day." She took a step forward and rolled her eyes when he kept going.
"Hey, hold on a sec, I want to talk to you."
"I don't know you." she said, making it a point to keep staring in front of her.
"You will if you talk to me," he laughed. "Come on, seriously, just a minute. Maybe I can help you out."
The last thing she wanted to do was talk to him, but when he added "Please?" and made no effort to keep following her.
"I don't need any help."
"Of course you do," he smiled again, then frowned when she didn't return it. "Right, okay, I'll be straight with you. I was in the store while you were there and..."
"Staring at me," she cut him off. "Like creepy staring."
"Guilty," he chuckled. "But can you blame me? You're a pretty little thing."
"I really need to get to work."
"At Champs?" He scrunched his face up. "That place is a poor man's Hooters, can't imagine the crap you deal with there."
"Same crap I'm dealing with now." Brooke's frustration was cutting through her usual soft-spoken demeanor. "Some guy checking me out and trying to pick me up."
"Oh, kitty has claws!" he clapped his hands. "Good for you, guess there's a touch of bitch behind that sweet face."
"Sir, please I..."
"Because I was watching you, I saw what happened."
"So did all the people in line, thank you for reminding me."
"Let's get to it then. You're the typical struggling coed who's working through school and still always coming up short."
"Guilty," she grunted, and a brief smile crossed his face as she repeated the comment he'd made to her.
"Not from around here either, no Boston accent, and you haven't said wicked while talking to me."
"No," she couldn't help a small smile at his joke.
"Speak a little slowly, but not exactly a drawl, you pronounce your R's and the G's at the end of your words" He stroked his goatee. "Illinois?"
She nodded.
"Not Chicago, either, much smaller town, I bet."
"Yes," she replied, but didn't say her hometown.
"I've been in outside sales for years, have every accent from the Midwest to the east coast down cold."
"Good for you. Can I go now?"
"Back to what I was saying," he acted as if she hadn't said anything, and everything in her told her to resume walking, but for some reason she remained where she was.
Maybe it was his easy demeanor and smile. If he were a creep, he was a smooth one, or he could be a decent guy concerned that she'd been upset. Brooke looked more closely at him for the first time since he'd pulled up to her.
His dark hair was streaked with gray as was his neatly trimmed goatee. There were a few lines around his eyes and mouth, but the rest of his tanned face smooth and his blue eyes weren't just bright but damn near electric.
His t-shirt fit snugly, hugging a wide pair of shoulders and a set of biceps that spoke of someone who worked out regularly. His forearms were also thick and his left hand, which was still on the wheel, looked big enough to palm a basketball.
"It's a shame a young girl like you that's going to school to better herself has to work so hard, and for crap money."
"My mom always says nothing is free in life."
"Smart woman," he nodded. "Nothing is free, and that includes these."
He held up the two textbooks, the thick tomes fitting in his large hand.
"You bought them?" She had been a couple steps from his car, but at the sight of the books walked up to the door, peering into the window. "Why?"
"So you wouldn't lose out on them."
"But you heard me, I can't pay you." She cocked her head, a hopeful smile playing about the corner of her lips. "Are you one of those people I see on Tik Tok who go around doing nice things for people?"
Her smile faded when he burst out laughing.
"Goddamn, you really are a rube."
"Please don't tease me!" she whined in frustration. "This is a big deal for me!"
"Oh, and bratty too," he shook his head as he continued to chuckle, "Honey, you are the jackpot, aren't you?"
"I don't know what you mean or what you're doing." She tried to keep voice steady and not give him anything else to make fun of. "But is there a way I can get them from you?"
"They're yours if you want them, Brooke."
"But you know I can't pay for them."
"These were a hundred fifty dollars," he put the books down on the passenger seat. "About half of what I planned on spending."
"Spending?"
"My budget was three hundred," he gave her a questioning look. "Tell me something, how many hours you have to work to get three hundred dollars in that pit?
"Depends on tips, but at least three shifts I guess."
"How'd you like to earn these books and a hundred fifty dollars in an hour?"
"An hour?" The warning bells began sounding in the back of her mind.
"Yup, all you have to do is come back to my hotel and show me what you can do with that precious mouth of yours," he licked his lips. "And put that sweet little ass in the air."
"Oh my god, that's disgusting!" she snapped at him.
"Why?" He didn't seem bothered by her reaction.
"Because I don't even know you!"
"Well, if you knew me, you'd probably do it for free, so better that you don't, no?"
"Get over yourself," she waved her hand at him. "And I'm not a whore."
"Neither are women who sell sex, that's just some bullshit the morality crew came up with."
"Leave me alone," she backed away from the car. "Or I'll call the cops."
"Really?" he rolled his eyes. "Look honey, I'm offering the books you need and some money to put in your pocket for something I want. That doesn't make you a whore or a slut, it makes you a smart businesswoman."
"Ugh," she grimaced. "That's a lie, and you're gross. I'm done talking."
"Gross? What are you, twelve?" he laughed. "And don't tell me a girl with a mouth like that's never sucked cock before."
Brooke's face grew hot at his crude words, and his smile returned.
"You're adorable," he whistled. "You really are a good girl, aren't you?"
"I am, and its illegal too."
"Last I looked, I wasn't a cop and I know you're not." He reached into his pocket and produced a thick wad of cash and slid his thumb over it, spreading it out enough for her to see several of the bills were hundreds. "You saw the books, and here's the cash. Do a good job and I might even toss in a tip." His lips curled into a smirk. "And everything after the tip."
"You're trying to blackmail me with the books because you have them and now I can't get them." She told him, but with nowhere near the indignation her words should have carried, and she couldn't stop looking from the books to the money in his hand.
He shrugged. "Not going to lie, I am using them to get you on your knees for me, but I'm not forcing you, its your choice."
On her knees, he said it so casually!
"Listen, Brooke, no one's going to know except you and me and neither of us are going tell." He held the money up higher. "Money talks, kid, and everything has a price, including books, and sex with a barely legal smoke show like you."
"Its wrong," Wrong in every way, but why wasn't she storming away like she should be? The books, and she could put the rest in the bank so she wouldn't have to worry she'd forgotten something else and end up getting fees.
No, what the hell was she thinking? She had to push herself to blow Royce and he used to complain she was lousy at it because he could tell she didn't like it, and that was her damn boyfriend! She didn't know this guy, and he was twice her age, and she didn't care what he said, she'd be a whore. God, what would her mother think?
No one would know, his words echoed in her strangely conflicted mind. Not like she'd ever tell her mother...
"Smart girl," he nodded. "I see you thinking. Tell you what, how about I pull up into that spot," he pointed one row over. "And you get in and we'll talk. You can keep the window down, and I'll even hand you the keys if that will make you feel better."
"Why me?" she asked. "Lot of pretty girls in that store and this plaza."
"They aren't broke, and they're not dressed like they're advertising exactly what I want."
"This is for work. I...hey!" she flinched when he pulled away, cruising into the spot he'd indicated.
He'd put the decision in her hands. Just get in her car and go to work like she should, or...or what? Follow him to his hotel and let a stranger have his way with her? Her car was one row over, but she continued walking towards the Cadillac.
She'd just talk some more, that was all. No, what was there to talk about? He'd told her what he wanted, and it's not like he was going to change his mind and just hand her the books, which he could make sure she never had the chance to...no, she couldn't get them anyway, and if not for his offer she'd have no chance at all.
Feeling as if she were in a dream, she slowly walked up to the car, and when she heard him unlock the door, she slipped into the large leather bucket seat. Brooke did, however, leave the door partway open, one leg dangling out of the car.
"What's it going to be sweetie?" He had removed a hundred and a fifty from the wad and put them on top of the books which were now on the armrest to tempt her.
"Going to be a good girl and leave without your books to go to your low paying shit job, or you going to be a smart girl doing what you think is the wrong thing, but for a good reason?"
"Are you married?" she spoke the last word with a tremble. If he said yes, it would be enough for her to get out of the car, because she wouldn't help a man cheat.
"Nope, I might be horn dog, but never a cheat. Got divorced a few years back and been having fun ever since."
"This is crazy," she said softly, but played into his game by being unable to stop staring at the books and cash. "You always go around offering to pay girls for sex?"
"Listen Brooke," he paused. "First, I'm Steve, I live in Long Island and I'm here in Boston for the big marketing conference."
He offered his hand, and she tentatively took it, watching the way her small hand disappeared in his huge grip set off a new reason to be nervous. He was a big powerful looking man and even though he barely squeezed her hand, she could feel the restrained strength in his grip.
If she went to his hotel him, he could seriously hurt her if he were crazy, and not just a guy looking to buy sex. But he had to have a credit card to rent a room, he had an expensive car, money, what seemed like a good job. Guy like him wouldn't be a criminal, right?
"See? Now you know me," he chuckled. "I'll be straight with you, whenever I travel, as soon as I hit town, I grab my room then grab myself some fun.
"I use an escort site and find a young girl to hook up with, and I had one lined up. She didn't want to come straight to my hotel but asked to meet here first. Not unusual, and I said fine. She was late and while I'm wandering the store I see you, and I'll be damned if you're not finer than she is," his eyes lingered on her legs then rose to her chest. "Christ, you got a body on you."
"If you say so."
"Honey, if you legit don't think you're a smoke show, then that makes me want you even more."
Unable to come up with a response other than her face to stay red, she looked away.
"Girl texts she can't make, maybe she's new and got nervous, got a call from a regular, who knows? So I sit down and start browsing the site to find someone else, then I see you at the counter, heard what happened and here we are."
"You're just what I like," his eyes dropped to her breasts which stretched the thin material of the too small shirt, then down to her legs. "You look so young, are you even twenty?"
"I just turned 18 four months ago."
"Wow," he whistled. "Barely more than jailbait. Youth," he sighed. "Wasted on the young. But let's get to it. You need cash, and I need ass. Win, win right?"
He gestured to her. "Moment of truth hot stuff, you going to put my money where your mouth is, or you going to be a little girl?"
He tapped the money.
"I come to Boston a few times a year and I have girls I can call and hook up with, but today I was in the mood for some new pussy and here you are, and I bet you can use the money more than they can right now."
"And you get a sick thrill out of knowing I don't want to." she said softly.
"I won't deny it. You can call me a creep or a pervert, but what I really am is a man who enjoys sleazy sex," he gave her a rueful smile. "Getting a nice girl like you to suck and fuck me for money is one hell of a turn on."
"I think..."
"You think too much," he sighed. "But I'll give you something else to think about. A lot of women who do something they think is wrong when it comes to sex end up liking it."
"No. That can't be true."
"You said it yourself, kid. You don't know me. That means if you get your freak on, you don't have to be ashamed of it. But, no more talk, I like the chase, but only so much. I can have my dick in a hot mouth ten minutes from now, all I have to do is call."
"I'm not very good at it." Why the hell had she said that?
His smile told her that he was glad she did, her admitting inexperience even a bigger kick for him.
"It? You mean giving head? Fucking? What's the matter, honey, you didn't make your one boyfriend happy?"
"How do you know I only had one boyfriend?"
"Please," he picked up the money and tucked it into the pocket of his t-shirt, "You're from Hicksville and acting indignant about this whole thing. If you'd sucked a lot of cocks, you'd have had your head in my lap right here in the parking lot."
He pointed. "Here's the deal, Brooke. You're going to get out and I'm heading to the Marriot. You know where it is right? Just over Tobin Bridge."
Brooke gave a minimal nod.
"I'm in room 302, if you're not knocking on my door fifteen minutes after I get there, I'm calling someone else. So, you can get in your car and go to work without your books, or you can come over and we both get what we need. Hell, you let yourself relax, you might even like it," he flashed a nasty smirk.
"Speaking of your job, you telling me you're okay with earning tips by shaking your tits and ass, but doing it like this is different how?"
"They're not touching me."
"No, they're just thinking about fucking you because they're broke jokes or their wives might find out. I'm making it worth your while." he tapped his pocket. "Money talks, sweetheart, and we both know you're listening."
"I..."
"Run along," he waggled his fingers at her and started the car. "Get in your car and either follow me or keep being a good little girl and go to work."
Brooke gripped the top of the door, ready to slip out, but hesitated. She could, no she should, go to work. A six-hour shift at $12 an hour some tips, but not much because the early afternoons were slow. A tank of gas, laundry money and a couple of days' worth of food.



Or three hundred dollars in books and cash for an hour of her time, but an hour spent on her knees and her back. The idea of having sex with someone she didn't know had her both scared and disgusted.
She kept thinking of Royce, she'd been his first girl-for a while at least-and she couldn't keep him satisfied, this was a grown ass man who paid for sex all the time, and she was sure those girls were damned good at what they did.
Steve hadn't come across as the nicest guy either with his crude remarks and making fun of her being naïve and nervous. What would he be like in bed? Brooke doubted he would be sweet, or even good to her.
Did she need him to be? He wasn't her boyfriend after all. She could feel him staring at her, but he wasn't saying anything. Brooke had no doubt he'd done this before, not just hookers, but propositioning girls like her. He could see her indecision and knew enough to stop pushing her.
But it was so wrong!
But...wasn't her doing the right thing all the time, and getting repeatedly screwed over by life and for that matter the boy she'd loved, wrong as well? All doing the right thing now would do for her was keep her down.
If she-just this once-did the wrong thing, it would make things so much easier on her, at least for a few days. When was the last time she'd been able to get what she needed without worrying?
The answer was too long.
He was single, she was single, they weren't hurting anyone, like he said, just two people getting what they needed. If you relax, you might even like it. Brooke doubted that. She'd never been completely comfortable with sex when it was with someone she loved. This was going to be demeaning and for money.
Brooke pulled the door closed and grabbing the seatbelt pulled it across her, her fingers shaking so badly she had a hard time clicking it into the belt by her side.
"You sure?" Steve asked quietly. There was no trace of his former mocking tone, but she could hear the excitement in his voice.
Brooke kept her eyes straight ahead as she whispered.
"Money talks."
Chapter Three
Brooke remained silent, her heart pounding and her stomach churning as Steve drove towards the bridge. She kept her hands in her lap, her fingers intertwined to try to keep them from shaking.
She had no doubt he could tell how nervous she was, and that her reaction was making this even more exciting for him. God, he was twisted, but yet wasn't she just as bad at this point?
Because he was right, he was offering but not making her. He'd even given her the option to follow him, but Brooke knew if she got in her car, she'd just sit there with her mind racing, and she believed he would do as he said, and find another girl if she didn't show.
She stared down at the ocean as they crossed the bridge, then flinched when Steve put his hand on her knee. She resisted her initial reaction to shove it away, especially when he moved it higher, his palm now caressing the top of her thigh just below the hem of the skirt.
He got off the bridge, and when he took a left, she saw the Marriot up ahead. She glanced back down to the books on the armrest between them. This was for them more than the money, if she didn't get them now, there was no way she could before school started.
Her fault for waiting so long, but she had to because never having money had been the theme since she arrived here two months ago. Sex for textbooks, could she get any lower? She shivered when his hand dipped down and his palm was now on her inner thigh. How was she going to handle him touching her breasts or...she stopped before she freaked herself out even more.
Steve pulled into a spot alongside the hotel, shutting off the engine, exited the car. Brooke undid her seatbelt and tried to ignore how weak her knees felt when she stepped down from the high SUV.
"We'll leave the books here; you can take them when I drop you back off."
She nodded and followed him through the entrance of the hotel. Brooke trailed behind him as they walked through the carpeted hallway and experienced a moment of anxiety when he entered the elevator and held the door so she could get in with him.
He remained silent as he waited, once again allowing it to be her choice whether or not to stay with him. Her shoulders slumping in resignation, she slipped into the elevator, her stomach tightening when the door slid shut in front of her.
She released a startled yip when Steve slipped his hand beneath her skirt and gave her right ass cheek a squeeze.
"Christ, that's firm," he whistled in appreciation.
She quickly stepped out of the elevator, blushing from his groping her, and then the way he chuckled when he saw the look on her face. Steve gestured for her to go to the right and said, "Ladies first."
Brooke, already flustered, lowered her head and walked down the hall, watching the numbers on doors while knowing Steve's eyes were on her ass and the back of her legs.
"You walk like you got a pole up there," he grunted. "Come on, sweetie, swing those hips. Pretend you're working tips."
"I don't get good tips because I don't walk like that, ever," she added without turning around.
"I can't decide if you're cute or annoying." He quickly came up beside her and threw his arm around her shoulder.
Brooke had no idea what he was doing until she saw an older couple walking down the hall towards them. She noted the looks of disapproval on their faces and as they passed, Steve said.
"Precious, isn't she?" then made her yelp when he dropped his arm and gave her ass a playful smack.
"Disgusting." The woman muttered behind them, and Steve laughed.
"I swear some people are allergic to fun."
Brooke stopped in front of room 302 and waited as Steve fished out his room key and slipped it into the lock. The crisp click of the door seemed louder than it was in her ears and when Steve opened the door and stepped aside for her to enter, she knew this was her last chance to walk away.
This time when she didn't move, Steve sighed.
"You going to act like this in there? Or you going to suck it up and suck it up?"
His words stung her, but rather than send her back down the hall, caused her to lift her head and stalk into the room.
"Oh, attitude, now we're getting somewhere."
Brooke entered the suite, ignoring the furniture and TV on the wall, her attention fixed solely on the large bed in the middle of the room. The bed she was about to be naked on with her legs spread and a stranger twice her age-and size-between them.
"This is a nice place, stayed here a few times before." Steve said conversationally, as if she were a friend popping by for a visit.
He walked over to the bed, and emptied his pockets, putting his phone, wallet, keys and the money clip on it.
"Fridge over there, you want a bottle of water or a coke? I don't drink, but then again, you're not old enough anyway, are you?"
"No."
"When did you turn 18?" He asked as he sat on the edge of the bed and removed his shoes and socks.
"Back in May."
"Hmm-mm!" he hummed in approval. "Barely legal, barely been kissed, and I doubt you've ever really been fucked."
He rose to his feet, and stripped his shirt off, exposing a hairy muscular chest and wide powerful shoulders.
"Go easy on me, okay?"
"Listen, girl, I'm the customer here, you make me happy, got it?"
He unsnapped his jeans and pushed them down, stepping out of them and tossing them to the side. His thighs were as thick and strong looking as the rest of him, and Brooke swallowed at large bulge in his tight black boxers.
Of course, his cock would be as big as the rest of him.
The way he undressed so quickly and casually was another sign of how often he'd done this, and its effect on her another example of how shy and inexperienced she was as she made no attempt to remove any of her clothing.
Steve picked up a remote from the table and pointed it at a small speaker set on the other nightstand, the room filled with what sounded like a blues instrumental, and he grinned as he put the remote down.
"Thin walls in these places, don't want anyone to hear you squealing now do we?"
Her eyes widened when with no hesitation he shoved his boxers down. It wasn't just how abruptly he did it, but the size of the cock the move revealed. A soft whimper escaped her throat as she took in how long and thick it was.
And he wasn't even fully hard yet.
Not that she had anything to compare him to other than porn where most men were well hung, but she guessed Royce was around average, but what she was staring at now belonged in porn.
"First real one you've seen?" Steve smirked as he sat down on the edge of the bed. "Its okay, sweetie, you have to get broken in sooner or later, right?"
"I..." she swallowed again; her eyes unable to move from the now twitching snake between his thick thighs as it stiffened even more.
"You seen mine, now," he rolled his hand towards her. "Let's go, honey, time to show me what I'm paying for."
Brooke, her knees trembling, slowly lifted her right foot, high enough to push her heel against her left shin to ease it off. She repeated the gesture and used her now bare left foot to push her shoes away from her.
"Could have left those on," he told her. "But you do have cute feet," he snapped his fingers, the sudden sound making her jump and him to laugh. "Stop stalling and show me what all those guys at Champs have been thinking about."
Brooke crossed her arms, and gripping the bottom of her shirt, peeled it up over her head, exposing her breasts, barely contained in her plain black bra. She dropped the shirt, and he pointed lower.
"Keep going."
Brooke slipped her fingers into her skirt, but he held up his hand.
"Let me see you do it from behind."
Her face already flaming red, she spun on her heel and steeling herself, slowly pushed her skirt down a few inches.
"Come on, Brooke!" He said behind her. "Shake those hips, give me a little sexy here, will you?"
Brooke gritted her teeth but shook her ass side to side as she worked the skirt down past her ass, and continued it as she lowered herself to push the skirt to her feet. Without being told, she continued the shimmy as she straightened before kicking the skirt away from her feet.
"Not bad! Not even a jiggle, ass or thighs, that's a tight little package you have there."
Brooke turned back around, blushing to the point where even her neck and the top of her chest were now red.
"Honey, when you leave here you need to take that money, get yourself some sexy things and throw that old lady underwear out."
"Sorry," she whispered, her lip and voice trembling.
"Its okay, not like they're not coming off," he paused. "Now."
"Oh, god," she moaned in a barely audible squeak. "You don't even care I don't want to do this."
Steve's mouth opened but quickly closed as if he was trying to hold back. He took a breath and when he spoke his tone was calm, but there was an edge to his voice.
"I told you what the deal was. You agreed. You rode over with me; you came into my room and all on your own. For the last time, you are doing this because you need to or want to, but either way? You're not going to act like you're being coerced, got that?"
"Yes, sir," she nodded trying to ignore how badly her knees were shaking.
"Now, I'm sitting here with a hard on, waiting to get my dick sucked before shoving it in that tight teenage twat, but I'll give you one more chance. You can put your clothes on and leave, and I'll get dressed and take you back to show you I'm not an asshole.
"Or you can do what you came here to do, but if that's what you want? Then this is the last time we stop. You freeze up on me one more time, we're done, you get nothing and you can walk your ass back to your car because I am way too fucking horny to keep playing this stupid game."
He reached over and plucked a hundred and a fifty from his nightstand and flipped it on top of her shirt which lay on floor near the bed. "That's yours, and so are the books in the car. If you stop fucking around and start fucking."
He stared down at his cock which was slowly deflating due to him being aggravated.
"Money talks, and little girls..." he walked his fingers along the edge of the bed. "Shirt on, or bra off," his bright blue eyes locked on her deer in a headlight gaze.
Brooke's eyes shifted from his to the money, which rested on her shirt, a few inches from her shoes, driving home exactly how she was to earn it. She heard a sigh from the bed, and looked back to see Steve rising to his feet, his cock now only semi hard.
"Two strikes today," he muttered.
"Sit down."
"What?" he blinked.
"I said, sit down." Surprising herself, Brooke took a step forward, and using both hands gave him a shove. Caught off guard, he sat back down on the bed, his eyes now wide and his mouth open as if the move had left him speechless.
Brooke stepped back, and reaching behind her back, unhooked her bra. She slid the straps down her arms, and slipped them out, her left hand holding the middle of the bra to her chest. In what seemed like a bold move but was more like tearing off a band aid to get it over with, she flung the bra off, sending it across the room.
"Jesus," Steve's eyes dropped to her chest. "Oh my god, they're incredible."
Brooke, her hands still trembling, forced herself to cup her heavy breasts, lifting them higher to show them off even more.
"Play with them." For the first time he didn't sound smug or annoyed but spoke with breathy excitement that she wished she felt.
Heeding his warning of this being over if she didn't react right away, Brooke fondled her breasts, squeezing them and bouncing them gently in her hands like she'd seen a woman do in a porn video.
She slid her thumbs up, moving her pink nails over her nipples which were a deeper shade of pink, and tiny in comparison to the size of her large round olive tinted breasts.
"God bless grass fed beef," Steve joked, but his eyes lingered on her chest as she continued to play with her nipples. which due to the contact, had stiffened.
As had his cock, as it was once again hard and bobbing between his legs.
The way he eyed her breasts gave Brooke an unexpected wave of confidence, and without being told, she stepped up between his legs, and lifting them to his face, offered them to him.
His hands slid under hers, and she struggled not to whimper when he gave her breasts a firm squeeze. He slid his hands over them, and in spite of their size, he was able to fit them in his large grip.
Brooke's hands began to fall to her sides, but she caught herself and placed them on his shoulders as he played with her breasts. Her breath hissed between her teeth as his palms grazed her sensitive nipples, and she tried to ignore the shiver his touch sent through her.
"Who says you can't feel young again?" Steve laughed softly, but the look of absolute lust on his face as he fondled her firm young flesh, more than the joke, is what had her attention.
Royce had never looked at her with that, even during their first time. She gasped when he caught her nipples between his thick fingers and rolled them between them. Brooke's lips parted as her breathing grew heavier from his touch.
Steve hefted her breasts and lowering his head, flicked his tongue over each of her nipples. Brooke cringed inwardly as he focused on her left breast, his soft wet tongue now swirling around her pink nub.
But she not only leaned in, giving him better access to her flesh, but moved her hands along his shoulders, and down his arms, caressing them with her nails. Steve sighed around her breast, then switched to the other.
Brooke groaned when this time he sucked her nipple between his lips and into his mouth. He closed his eyes, a look of bliss on his face as he sucked her nipple harder, his fingers playing with the other.
She slid her hands back to his shoulders and this time massaged them, squeezing and rubbing her fingers into him. Brooke marveled at how hard his muscles were beneath his skin.
Royce wasn't heavy, but he wasn't exactly rugged, and his body was a lot softer than Steve's. She became aware of something else that was hard, and hot, lying against her thigh when he shifted on the bed to get a better angle as he now sucked on her right breast.
He opened his mouth wide, not just sucking her nipple, but getting as much of her flesh into his mouth as he could. He released her breasts and trailed down her flat tummy, causing her to tense at the thought he was going to go lower.
Instead, he lightly tickled her, causing her to break out in goosebumps as he whispered around her breast, "You're not just young, you're in shape!" he lowered his head and kissed her tummy just below her breasts as his hands gripped her sides.
Between her slender waist and the size of his hands, his fingers wrapped around her, and she didn't resist as he pulled her closer to him. His hands continue to roam, moving behind her, one sliding along the smooth skin of her back and under her long soft hair, the other gliding down, and over the curve of her ass.
He gave it a hard squeeze, her cheek nestling perfectly in his palm, then made her yelp when he gave her a sharp slap that left her ass stinging but sent another type of sensation through her body.
A warm one.
Steve looked up from her breasts, and as his hand slid from her hair to her shoulder, he pushed down on it. Brooke's heart skipped a beat, when she realized what he wanted, but she bent her knees and slowly sank downwards.
For a moment they were face to face, and he shocked her by giving her a kiss. She was barely able to react to his lips when he plunged his tongue against her mouth.
She emitted another pathetic little squeak deep in her throat, but obediently parted her lips, allowing him to drive his tongue into her mouth. She whimpered as his lips roughly pressed over hers as if he were trying to devour them.
His hands were back on her breasts, this time his fingers less than gentle as he captured her nipples. She squealed into his mouth when he gave them a sharp twist but didn't pull away from him.
He played with her breasts as his tongue explored her mouth and his lips crushed against hers. He released her right breast and her eyes widened when he caught her wrist and brought her hand to his cock.
It was an act of will not yank it away, and instead, wrap her fingers around it. Brooke's fingers were long and slender, but could barely touch around his thick shaft, and her nerves returned.
How much of this could she get in her mouth, and what was it going to feel like inside her-for the last few months-completely neglected pussy? She gripped him tighter, and he moaned softly into her mouth when she slowly stroked him.
God, he was long, she couldn't help thinking as she slid her hand from his base to his swollen purple tip. His lips left hers, and nuzzling into her hair, he fastened them to her neck.
Brooke closed her eyes and sliding her other hand between them added it to his cock. She was now jerking him with both fists, and his tip was still protruding them. She moaned more in dread than the way his tongue felt on her neck as he kissed and licked her soft flesh.
His other hand went to her shoulder, and this time he pushed on both of them. Brooke knelt on the floor and stared at his cock which was now level with her face. Steve's hand worked through her hair, cupping the back of her head, and she knew if she didn't immediately start, he might tell her to get dressed and get out and she'd lose out on the books.
"What are you going to do?"
"I'm going to...give you a blow job." Brooke stammered.
"Say it like a woman, not a little girl, and look at me when you do.".
"I'm going to," she turned her eyes to his and forced herself to keep going. "Put my pretty mouth on your big cock."



"Better."
"Going to suck your cock to show you what a bad girl I am."
"Oh, not bad at all," he smiled at her. "Why?"
"Because..." her jaw clenched, and when she spoke the next words, it was as much in self-loathing as it was to turn him on. "I'm a whore sucking dick for money."
"Money talks," he smirked, and she lowered her eyes, intent on getting to it so he wouldn't ask her to keep talking.
Brooke licked her lips, and taking a breath, pressed them to his sticky oozing tip, pushing them over his spongy purple head. She grimaced as her mouth filled with salty pre-cum, and her eyes widened when once she had slipped past his head, she could barely take half of his length.
Even that had her lips stretched and her mouth feeling as if it were completely full. Brooke eased her lips back to his tip, then bobbed her head, hoping she could work him deeper as she went.
She forced her mouth open wider, then rose higher on her knees, angling her head in an attempt to get more of him in her mouth. She reached her prior limit, then pushed her head down, and immediately gagged, drool and pre cum, spraying from the sides of her mouth.
Brooke raised her head, removing him from between her lips and took several breaths, blinking her watery eyes and staring in dismay at the monster cock she was trying to suck.
"Guess you weren't lying about sucking at sucking." Steve told her with a smirk. "But practice makes perfect, right?"
Brooke felt a fresh wave of shame, but this time mixed with anger, and it was at herself as much as him. Why was she so bad at this? Yes, he was big, but she'd never been good at giving head with Royce either.
So he decided to let other girls suck it.
She pumped his now slick cock in her right hand before he could tell her she wasn't 'earning' her money, while her mind raced. Brooke recalled the porn Royce had her watch in hopes she'd 'learn something" and lowering her head, fluttered her tongue around his tip.
She ran her tongue down one side of his shaft, and up the other, this time her tongue still and pressed to his hard flesh. When she reached the tip, she traced a slow circle around it, then resumed flicking her tongue up and down his length, peppering his shaft with soft licks and mixing in a couple of quick kisses.
Brooke turned her head, wincing as she rubbed her cheek along his cock, nuzzling it like a kitten as she tried to make him happy while stalling to get it back in her mouth. She rubbed him along her other cheek, trying not to notice his cock was easily the length of her entire face, then placing her lips on the side of his cock, moved her head side to side, letting him slide between her soft full lips.
Brooke heard him moan softly, and encouraged; went back to licking his shaft.
"Going to keep using that tongue, then don't forget about my balls," He gripped his cock, pulling it back towards his stomach, and looking at her expectantly. Brooke ran her tongue back down his shaft and this time continued to his large, hairy balls.
She licked side to side, and then in circles, trying not to think of the fact she was slurping on a stranger's balls while he watched her with a mix of arousal and contempt because she was sure she wasn't really making him happy with her lack of skill in the oral sex department.
"Suck them," he told her, his hand pushing her head lower, "Get that sac in your mouth."
Brooke slurped one of his balls into her mouth, making herself keep it there as she moved her tongue around. She held onto his cock and jerked it while she did her best to bath his full balls with her tongue and trying not to think of the size of the load it was going to take to empty them.
And where was he going to do that?
Brooke sucked on the other side of his sac, this time taking more of him into her mouth, and as she slurped and licked, she could feel warm drool sliding down her chin. She released him, and hoping he wouldn't keep making her suck his balls, worked her tongue back up his shaft.
She stroked him faster, her now slick hand gliding easily up and down his cock while she steeled herself for another attempt at blowing him.
"I can give myself a handjob," he quipped. "Suck it like you actually know what you're doing."
Brooke tried to look more confident, opening wide over his head and taking the first few inches quickly into her mouth. She bobbed her head faster but slowed when she went a little too far and made a choking sound around him, but this time kept him in her mouth.
"You're learning," he complimented her as he moved his hand from behind her head to sweep her hair from her face and hold it to the top of her head. "Can't block the view," he explained.
"Now look up at me."
Brooke turned her watering eyes upwards to see him smiling down at her.
"That song's right, you're even cuter with something in your mouth."
She couldn't help glaring at him and he laughed. "Oh, the stink eye! What's the matter, baby girl? Your little boyfriend was sweet to you when you gave him this sorry excuse for head?"
Brooke opened wider and forced him deeper down her throat. She gagged and endured more spit, and worse, flowing from her mouth, but this time refused to quit. She released his cock, and bracing both hands on his thighs, angled her head, and got him even further.
She choked, making a nasty gurgling sound, and her eyes were now sending a trail of tears down her red cheeks, but she held him between her lips, her mouth so wide her jaw was beginning to ache, but rather than stop, she swirled her tongue around his shaft, before slowly bobbing her head.
"Hmm," he breathed. "Much better, you're almost giving a real blow job!"
Brooke moved her head faster, her anger driving her to make it so he couldn't keep making fun of her. She became aware of the room filling with sloppy slurping sounds as she had to keep her mouth as wide as she could while sucking him.
Steve's hands dropped between them, catching her breasts and rubbing her nipples as she force fed herself his cock. She moaned around him as he stroked her swollen flesh, and as if of their own volition her hips worked in slow circles as if she were turned on, which she wasn't. No, there was no way any of this was anything but disgusting to her.
Her moan turned into a squeal as he gave her nipples a hard twist as he had before, but this time he kept twisting. Her high-pitched yelp around his cock went up another octave, but she stubbornly kept moving her head, now tightening her lips around his shaft.
She'd gotten more than halfway down his shaft and was struggling to take more when he grabbed the top of her head, and stopped her. Brooke's eyes went wide when he thrust his hips, driving his cock into the back of her throat.
She choked and gurgled as he wrapped his hands in her hair and roughly fucked her mouth. Tears flowed down her flushed face and drool and sticky pre cum poured from her mouth to flow down her chin and drip onto her tits and splatter on her thighs.
Brooke dug her nails hard into his thighs, but otherwise didn't resist as he violated her mouth.
"Look at you," he breathed, his eyes even brighter and filled with lust. "Topless on your knees in a hotel getting face fucked for a couple of books and a few bucks."
She moaned as his words affected her more than his use of her mouth.
"Little whore, little slut," he whispered. "Mommy's good little girl sucking cock to get what she needs."
Brooke used the anger over his comment to keep going, pushing herself to keep going even though she knew by doing so she was proving him right because it was exactly what she was doing.
"Glug, glug, glug!" her gagging sounds were loud enough to be heard over the music, as his head repeatedly struck the back of her throat. Her mouth was as open as it could be and his salty, pre-cum flowing down her throat made it even harder not to keep choking on his thick flesh.
"You wet yet?" he yanked hard on her hair, and his cock fell from her mouth accompanied by huge nasty glob of saliva that splattered all over his cock as well as his thighs. "Let's find out."
He rose, grabbed her by her shoulders, and easily hauled her to her feet. Brooke yelped when he spun her around, and shoved her onto the bed. In an instant he was on the bed between her legs, his hands grabbing the sides of her panties. Still struggling to catch her breath, Brooke lifted her hips to help him get her underwear off before he ripped them from her.
Even while in a near stupor after getting her throat pounded for the last few minutes, she moaned in dismay as he yanked her panties down her legs. He pulled them from her feet, and she was now lying fully naked in front of him.
She reflexively tried to close her legs, but Steve put his hands on her thighs and pushed them further open.
"Hmm, look at that cunt," he licked his lips as he took in her pink slit beneath the thin strip of reddish pubic hair on her mound. "Lips all tucked up tight like a sweet little peach."
He slid his legs out behind him, sinking down to his stomach, his head between her thighs. "Let's show you how a real man eats pussy."
"No," she moaned, her hands dropping to his shoulders and trying to push him away. "You don't have to. I'm here for you. Just fuck me."
"Have to? Girl, to get a taste of a cunt this young and ripe is a damn privilege!" With no further hesitation he buried his face between her thighs.
"Ohhh!" Brooke cried out when his tongue plunged inside her then slurped on her pussy.
She could feel her juices squirt into his mouth. But that meant she had been wet...how could she be wet while getting her mouth used like...like the whore she was.
"Oh," he moaned softly into her hot flesh. "That is so sweet," he pushed his tongue deeper, swirling it inside her.
"Oh, god," she whimpered when he wrapped his muscular arms around her thighs and pushed her legs up, opening her even further to give him better access to her pussy.
"I'm saying the same thing," he licked his lips, then pressed them to her clit. She yipped when he sucked it hard enough to make his lips smack. Then proceeded to bathe her swollen button with his tongue.
"Oh...oh," Brooke whined, as she writhed on the bed, her hands still on his shoulders as she wiggled her ass and tried with no success to keep him from licking her.
With a whimper of surrender, she let her head fall back on the pillow and brought her hands to her face, covering her eyes as if not seeing him would help.
"So fucking adorable," he said, his breath hot on her quivering slit.
He slipped his arms from around her legs, draping them over his shoulders, and she cried out when he slowly inserted a finger inside her.
"So tight," he pushed his finger deeper and Brooke squirmed in discomfort as her tight young cunt spread around his thick finger. What was his cock going to feel like? He was right, he was going to fuck her like she'd never gotten it before.
Brooke moaned when he moved his finger, fucking her with it while his lips and tongue teased her clit. Her arms fell out to her sides as she lay there helpless as he devoured her pussy with an enthusiasm Royce had never exhibited, then again, she'd never felt comfortable with him being there, but now had no choice.
Not true, she did have a choice and had decided books and money were more important than decency and self-esteem.
Unlike her, Steve knew what he was doing and to her chagrin, Brooke heard her groans and whimpers of protest changing over to soft moans and sighs of pleasure.
"Stop," she gasped. She didn't want to like this! She wasn't supposed to like this!
Ignoring her, Steve shoved his finger so deep, she felt his knuckle against her soft sticky entrance, while his tongue went into overdrive. Brooke lay there, her eyes closed and her hips rocking reflexively into his tongue.
He licked her side to side, up and down and in circles, varying both the speed of his licking as well as alternating between pressing his tongue firmly to her clit and teasing it with soft licks she barely felt.
His free hand slid up her sticky and now sweaty stomach and she moaned when he grabbed her breast. His fingers found her erect nipple and rolled it as he continued to show off his prowess as a lover.
Brooke's breathing became louder, and her hips rocked faster and harder into his face. Her body tensed and she whined in frustration when she felt the beginning quivers of an orgasm building within her.
She didn't want to come! How could she even be coming? She didn't want him down there, she just wanted him to fuck her and send her home. He had no right to make her cum! Because if she came...
Relax and you might even enjoy it.
Brooke looked down, watching her legs straighten around him, her feet pointing forward as he brought her body closer and closer to betraying her. She gripped the covers, her fingers squeezing it as she gritted her teeth and tried desperately to not succumb to pleasure.
"Ohh ohh!" her mouth was forced open as her back arched and her legs tightened to the point she felt her hip pop. "Please...I...don't want to! I'm..."
A liar because sad fact was, Steve had her worked up and ready in a way Royce never had, but was he bad at it, or had she just never let herself enjoy it? Was her telling herself she had no choice and letting him have what he was paying for allowing her to...
Her eyes widened and her mouth did the same when he gave her nipple a sharp twist. The hint of pain came at the same time as a hard suck on her clit and the combination sent her toppling into orgasm.
Brooke threw her head back and squealed loudly as her hips bucked wildly and her feet kicked behind him, her heels drumming on his wide back. Overwhelmed with pleasure, she writhed on the bed, yipping and crying out as the most intense orgasm she'd ever experienced tore through her young body.
Her pussy convulsed around his now thrusting finger and she ground her hips into his face, rubbing her throbbing clit into his still moving tongue. Her body tensed and Brooke howled as she felt something contract and release inside her.
Steve flinched when a thick sticky stream of fluid erupted from her and splattered his face and shoulders.
"Holy fuck," he gasped, his eyes wide as a second stream struck him directly in the mouth as he flinched back.
"Oh...oh my god," Brooke groaned, her eyes on the ceiling which appeared to be spinning. "I..." she gave up trying to speak as her spent body went limp on the bed.
"You're a goddamn squirter," Steve rose to his knees between her legs, wiping his glistening face with his forearm. "You nasty little thing."
"I don't even know what happened," she mumbled as she tried to gather her wits. She'd come so hard she couldn't even think straight.
"I know what's going to happen." Steve gripped his cock and slapped it against her still throbbing clit, making her groan. "Maybe you wet yourself enough for this not to hurt."
Steve pushed his head against her pussy and Brooke was pulled from her daze by the discomfort of him pushing his wide head between her tight lips.
"Easy," she pleaded, trying to sit up. "You're too big!"
She released a shrill cry when, with a thrust of his hips, he plowed his full length into her inexperienced pussy. Brooke fell back on the bed, eyes and mouth wide as his cock forced her tight flesh to open around him.
Steve paused for a moment, then with a smile tore into her, fucking her with long hard thrusts.
"Ow, ow, ohhhh!" She squealed repeatedly. "Its too big, please go easy with meeeeee." The last word turned into another howl when he grabbed her ankles and lifting her legs, pushed them back until her feet were over her head.
He slowed his thrusting long enough to reach for the remote and turn the music up before flipping it away and resuming his assault on Brooke's helpless pussy. She whimpered and cried out, her eyes rolling back and her breasts bouncing wildly from the force of his fucking.
"So bigggg," she whined, her pussy already sore and aching and he'd only been fucking her for two minutes tops. "I can't!"
"You already are." He leaned over, pushing her legs further back. Brooke cried out, watching her feet kick over her head, and put her arms on his shoulders, trying to push him back.
She groaned when he caught her slender wrists in his hands and pulling them together managed to grip them both in one hand. He shoved her arms over her head, pinning her down as he relentlessly fucked her.
Her legs slipped down to his sides, kicking behind him as he stretched out over her, fucking her while holding her down. Brooke wiggled beneath him as he plundered her sloppy slit with his huge cock.
Each thrust hurt, but not as much as it had initially as her pussy had stretched enough to accommodate him. She lay there whimpering thinking two words over and over "Just come." But he didn't even seem close, and she moaned in frustration when he slowed his strokes to make himself last.
Keeping her arms pinned, his other hand slipped between them, and she cried out "No!" when his thumb found her clit.
"Oh, yeah," he smiled, his thumb working her somehow once again excited clit in rough hard circles. "Going to come on my cock, because we both know you want to. Pretend if it makes you feel better, but I know you'll be jilling off to this later tonight."
Brooke's reply turned into a long moan of frustration when his manipulation of her clit caused a warm wet wave of heat to flow through her, and she could feel the sloppy mess her of her excitement squirting out each time he thrust into her.
Her ass was in a warm sticky puddle, and their thighs were glistening with the results of her orgasm. Steve leaned back, pushing his knees under her thighs to lift her ass from the bed, and allowing him to better masturbate her clit.
Brooke squirmed beneath him, moaning as he abused her sore pussy with his cock, but somehow her hips were moving, and she could feel a warm tingling feeling deep inside her.
"No," she whispered as much to herself as him. "Not again!" she kicked her legs ineffectively in the air.
"A woman begging not to come, that's a new one," Steve sighed. "Fuck you're so damn tight even with that mess you made." He fucked her faster, his eyes fastened on his long sloppy wet shaft plunging in and out of her pink hole.
"I...oh no," she breathed as her body grew taut. "No, Oh....yesssss!"
Her body exploded once more, this time her pussy contracting around his thick pounding cock. She bucked beneath him as her hips went wild, moving in hard fast circles and working his cock inside her quivering twat.
Brooke felt her entire body contract and cried out loudly when another stream exploded from between her legs, this time coating Steve's stomach with a clear sticky mess.
"Jesus Christ," Steve slowed his fucking, his eyes glued to between her legs as another spray of warm liquid flowed between then while Brooke squealed, her body jerking as the second orgasm sent electric shocks of pleasure through her.
This time when her body went limp, Steve didn't hesitate. Releasing her arms, which now felt like noodles, he grabbed her shoulders, and she barely managed a moan when he unceremoniously flipped her over onto her stomach.
Too numb to react, Brooke let him grab her hips, haul her to her knees and plunge his cock into her from behind.
"Deep deeeeep!" she howled, the new and sudden discomfort cutting through her fog.
He caused her to yelp when he gave her ass a hard smack, then hit the other side. The room filled with the sharp sounds of his hard palms striking her soft ass adding a burning stinging sensation to the ache in her pussy.
Steve stopped spanking her and grabbing her shoulders, pushed her forward. Her legs slid out behind her as he moved over her, his cock now driving straight into her prone pussy.



Her arms stretched out, grabbing the headboard and squeezing until her knuckles turned white as Steve fucked her senseless. He put his hands on her shoulder blades and shoved her into the bed between thrusts, causing her pussy to bounce back into his frenzied and powerful thrusts.
Brooke's mouth was open but all that came out was an occasional whimper. Her hands fell from the headboard as she surrendered to Steve's insanely rough fucking.
"Just laying there getting dick downed like the little jailbait slut you are," he moaned over her. "Giving it up for some books and money." He sounded out of breath and in her stunned mind, Brooke dared to hope he was going to finish.
At this point she didn't care where. All over her back, inside her already flooded pussy, as long as he came and stopped fucking her. Steve gave her several more savage pumps that elicited some yips from her as he managed to plunge even deeper into her throbbing pussy.
He withdrew and her moment of relief, quickly vanished, when he slipped off her, and sitting against the headboard, pointed to his glistening cock.
"Suck it, I want to come in that not so sweet mouth of yours."
With a low moan, Brooke pushed herself up to her knees and leaning over, she put her head in his lap. Steve grabbed her hair, holding it up while his other hand went to the back of her head.
Brooke opened her mouth and took him into it. She began bobbing her head and he breathed.
"How's your cunt taste? How's that sloppy mess you sprayed all over me taste?"
Brooke, moving more out of desperation than desire, bobbed her head faster, taking him as deep as she could as quickly as she could.
"Sucking better now, aren't you?" his voice shook, and she sucked harder, making nasty slurping sounds as she did. "Yeah," he moaned. "Work for that load, like you're working for those books."
Brooke went faster, choking every few seconds, but didn't stop. Her arms trembled and she wasn't sure how long she could hold herself up.
But his legs were shaking violently, and his fingers trembled in her hair as he moaned louder and his hips jerked, pushing his cock deeper into her mouth.
"Yeah, that's it, that's it, slut, I'm going to...Fuck yeah!"
Brooke released a gurgling cry when his cock erupted in her mouth, the first squirt of his huge warm salty load flowing down her throat. Her eyes went wide when he shoved her head down, making her take almost his full length as he continued to come.
She whimpered when some of his cum exploded from her nose as more flowed from the corners of her mouth while she swallowed the rest. Steve moved her head up and down and more cum flowed down his shaft as she couldn't hold any more in her mouth.
"Holy shit," Steve released her head, and Brooke lifted it, a long trail of cum and drool spilling out onto his thigh and sliding onto the already sticky and wet sheet.
Brooke sat back, cum dripping from her nose and open mouth as she caught her breath.
"That was..." he looked over at her, his face as red and sweaty as hers. "I don't think I've ever seen cumsnot before, at least outside of a movie."
"I..." Brooke stared down at the puddle on his twitching cock and the white streaks along his shaft.
"What a mess you made," he laughed, then gasped in surprise when leaning over, she took him back in her mouth and slurped him clean. He hadn't asked or told her to do it, this was all her, but why?
Because why not? Not like she could make herself look any less sleazy and after all, he was paying her so shouldn't she make him happy?
"I repeat, holy shit."
"Just being a good girl and earning my money." Her words sounded as far away as she felt as if she were watching herself in some insane and humiliating, yet somehow more arousing than she cared to admit, dream.
Physically drained by two powerful orgasms she hadn't wanted, the rough way he'd used her inexperienced body, and a wave of shame so deep the emotional pain felt tangible. Yet wetter than she'd ever been in her life and feeling an unwelcome twisted satisfaction that for all his mocking of her, she'd delivered what he'd wanted.
While trying not to wonder if in some sick way this was that she needed.
"Yeah," Steve's smile turned into a frown as she sat there as if in a daze, cum sliding down her lips.
Her nose burned, her throat and pussy ached and she swore there wasn't a part of her that wasn't sore in some of the same way she did after she pushed herself at the gym. The workout junkies referred to that as a good pain. She'd heard women refer to sex in the same way, "You get it good, you'll feel it the next day."
"You okay?" He sat up and peered more closely at her.
She nodded, then looked at the clock on the night stand behind her. "I'm late for work."
"Not trying to flatter myself, but I don't think you're making work." He told her. "You can go in the bathroom and clean up, then I'll take you back." He gave her an appraising look and whistled. "You wear the freshly fucked looked well."
"Thank you," she slid off the bed, and made her to the bathroom, her legs so weak, she put her hand on the wall to help keep herself steady.
"Boyfriend never left you like that did he?"
Brooke closed the door to the bathroom and stared at her reflection. Christ, she was a hot mess. Streaks of tears and black mascara and eyeliner down her cheeks, her hot pink lipstick smeared all over her mouth, and sticky cum along with it. Her upper chest was as sweaty as her face and splattered with the cum that had spilled from her mouth.
"Whore," she whispered as she grabbed one of the white towels from the rack next to the sink and turning on the cold water soaked it, before slowly wiping off her face and upper body.
She leaned over to wipe the sticky fluid from her thighs. The mess was a mix of spit, cum laced drool and her own fluids. Squirting...she'd heard of it, but never had it happen to her.
But how many real orgasms had she had with Royce? She used to fake them when he'd talk her into letting him go down on her, with maybe a half dozen real ones tossed in.
Other than those, most of her orgasms had been self-induced when she was alone because her own touch was all she seemed comfortable with, and she was always embarrassed when she did it, like it was wrong.
But the two she'd just had were more like explosions that had torn through her body with a power-and pleasure-she'd never imagined. Pleasure...she frowned in the mirror as she eyed her now clean, but still red hued face.
Because they felt good. No, she hadn't enjoyed it, it was just the reaction he had forced her to have. Brooke dropped the towel on the floor and as she exited the bathroom realized she was still completely naked.
Steve had already gotten dressed and was sitting on the edge of the bed. He'd gathered her clothes and put them on the foot of the bed, and Brooke hurriedly dressed, as if an extra few minutes of him seeing her nude would matter at this point.
"Here." He offered her the money, and she took it in her trembling hand. Staring at it, one thought filled her mind.
It was now official, she'd just sold her body.
"Ready?" Without waiting for an answer, Steve walked towards the door.
Feeling as if she were sleepwalking, Brooke followed him out of the room and down the hall. Several people passed them, and she saw the looks. Her age, and the way she was dressed left no doubt about what had just happened, and she felt another wave of humiliation wash over her.
Unlike the walk in, Steve was silent as they made their way to the car. He opened the door for her, and when She slipped into the seat, she noticed he didn't look as happy as she thought he would, but found she didn't care, he got what he wanted, she got what she needed.
On that thought, she picked the books up from between the seats and put them on her lap, clutching them as if telling herself it was worth what she'd just done. Steve got in and continued to remain silent on the short drive back to the parking lot.
"That's me," she pointed to her blue Corolla and Steve cruised up next to it.
Brooke opened the door, then jumped when he put his hand on her forearm.
"Hold up a sec."
"I'm not coming back for more," she told him, uneasily.
"No, listen, Brooke," he paused as if trying to think of what to say. "I was kind of rough back there."
"You're the customer, right?" she reminded him.
"Yeah, and not going to deny it, I like to be a little crude, but you being so green, I got carried away. I fucked you way too hard, you're not one of these girls that are used to it."
"Apology accepted; can I go?"
"Anyway, here." He pulled another hundred from his pocket. "This is yours."
Brooke hesitated, then took the money. Why not? She sure as hell earned it.
"Thanks, I guess." She stepped out but as she went to close the door he continued.
"Skip the games."
"Game? You think I was pretending I wasn't sure about this?"
"Skip the Games is the name of the escort site I use. I doubt you live alone, so buy some big girl underwear and heels, take some sexy selfies, and rent a cheap motel room for a day and run an ad. Trust me, guys who go there all the time will line up for some new pussy, especially jailbait pussy.
"Oh my god!" Just when she'd gotten to the point she didn't think he could offend her any more than he had. "You think I'd do this again? This was,"
"A financial emergency, and there'll be another one so why wait for it? Get out there and shake that money maker, sweetie," he gave her a nasty smile that belied his recent apology and seeming concern he'd been out of line. "Just look in your hand, you're a pro now!"
With a laugh he pulled away leaving her the way he'd found her, blushing from embarrassment. Except this time she had books and over two hundred dollars to show for it.
Chapter Four
"That's it, suck that cock you little whore," The older man smirked down at her. "Mama would be proud, wouldn't she?"
Brooke, her mouth stuffed with cock, whimpered in her throat at his words. But it wasn't him that was humiliating her, she was doing it to herself. Naked, on her knees, with a stranger's cock in her mouth, he hadn't even given her a name, just offered her money to blow him and she'd followed him to his room.
"Am I the first one so far? Or you been on your knees all day?" he laughed, but it beats working for a living, doesn't it?"
Brooke moaned and sucked faster, trying to get him off so...
"You can get back to the bar and get back on your knees," he told her, and she blinked when his face and voice was replaced with Steve's. "Told you, sweet cheeks, it was all your choice, and always will be."
Brooke shook her head in protest but couldn't move her head because his hand was on the back of it.
"A lot better at sucking though," he laughed. "Practice makes perfect, right?"
Brooke squealed when he exploded in her mouth.
Her eyes opened, and now staring at the cracked bathroom ceiling rather than Steve's face. Brooke lifted her foot from the soapy water, and using her toes, pushed the knob for the hot water, allowing it to run for a couple of minutes to warm up the cooling water she'd been soaking in.
The large old-fashioned tub was, at least for her, the one luxury in the old run-down apartment. Back when her father was still around, the house she grew up in had a tub and Brooke loved to take long soaks, often falling asleep, and her parents banging on the door to wake her up so they could use the bathroom.
But once he left, they had to move from the house into a smaller apartment with a standup shower. But since moving to Boston, baths had become her favorite thing in an otherwise frustrating time of her life.
Brooke shut the water off, trying to ignore the fact she'd woken up plenty warm without adding the hot water, and it was a wet heat at that, but wasn't ready to admit that the dream was the source of that heat.
She stretched her legs, placing both feet on the tiled wall and found herself thinking of all the comments she'd gotten on them at work, and the countless times she'd seen men staring at them.
She did have nice legs, didn't she? She wondered why she'd never wanted to see it that way, as if having a nice body was something to be ashamed of. Her hands moved beneath the soothing warm water and suds, sliding over her breasts.
Brooke pictured the look on Steve's face when he saw them. She had no doubt he'd seen more breasts-and from the way he spoke, young ones at that-than she could imagine.
Enough that he wouldn't be that excited to see another pair. But when she'd first taken her bra off, he'd looked damn near awestruck. The expression of pure lust on his face when he touched them and the enthusiastic way he'd sucked on her nipples told her...
She did indeed have the 'epic rack' Tommy had referred to the first time she showed up in her too tight uniform shirt. Steve had demeaned her lack of oral skills, but he'd had no complaints at all about her body.
Because she did have a nice body.
Nice enough for a man who has been paying for sex for years to want her so badly, he'd bought her books and gave her two hundred and fifty dollars to spend an hour having his way with her.
And did he ever have his way with her, pushing her to suck a cock she couldn't handle, making her come, not once but twice, then taking her so hard she'd been walking slowly and gingerly during her shift.
The entire encounter had been demeaning and humiliating in every way, and she knew it, and had initially felt that way, but in the last few hours, since she'd gotten home from working five of the six hours she'd been scheduled, Brooke's feelings had gone through a strange shift.
No, that wasn't true, even at work she'd been different. Up until today, she'd felt anywhere from annoyed to genuinely disgusted when she saw the customers looking at her. She never seemed to be able to get used to it and after six weeks of working there would still blush if one of them made a comment to her.
But several times today when she caught someone checking her out, it not only didn't upset her, but gave her a strange thrill. She kept thinking of what she had just done with Steve and knew they'd wish it were them.
What would they think if they knew a matter of hours ago, she'd been sucking a massive cock, squirting in a man's face and getting fucked damn near senseless. But not so senseless she wasn't able to roll over and suck him off.
Even her thoughts, filled with words like cock and fucked, terms like "suck him off" weren't just new to her, but excited her in a way she wondered if she should be troubled by.
They all wanted to see her tits, her naked in front of them, on her knees with her pouty lips around their dicks. To be between her legs, tasting her, making her moan, to be inside her just as Steve had.
But...would they pay for it?
That question did bother her, why would that matter, especially when it came at the end of sexy dirty thoughts that most young women had, but she never really did until today.
She'd heard Steve in her head calling the Champs crowd broke jokes or married men who wouldn't risk getting caught. Which made her mind continue to go down a bad path when she found herself wondering what would happen if she were in a room full of men with money who were accustomed to buying whatever they wanted.
Including sex.
She had no doubt those conflicted thoughts and what seemed like a newly awakened awareness of how desirable she was, and that there were men who would pay for her, had led to the dream she'd awoken from.
A dream that although demeaning had left her nipples stiff and her pussy wet from something other than the bathwater. Brooke's hands had been resting on her breasts, causing her nipples to ache from the contact, and when she slid her palms over them, a soft moan escaped her.
Brooke closed her eyes and imagined the dream as being reality. Taking money to give a blow job to someone she didn't know. An older someone at that. Her right hand drifted down her stomach and between her legs.
She sucked on her lower lip when her fingers found her swollen clit, and a jolt of pleasure shot through her. Brooke slid her feet outward along the tiles as she opened her legs and dipped her fingers through her tight lips.
All tucked up like a perfect little peach, Steve had said with that longing look on his face. Brooke whimpered when her middle finger dipped inside her tight slit.
"Fuck me," she uttered in a barely audible whisper. "Fuck me with that big cock."
She eased a second finger inside, as her other hand made its way downward. She moved it slowly as if she were a teasing lover, her nails caressing her soft flat tummy beneath the water.
Her fingers glided over her naval and she wondered why she'd never pierced it like many of her friends had done to theirs. She'd wanted to, but...Steve was right, she was as much a worrying little girl as a young woman.
Her touch grazed through her wet strip of pubic hair and her hips rocked when she came into contact with her clit.
"No," she moaned while slowly working her two fingertips over it. "I don't want to come!". But that was a lie, she had wanted to come, like she'd always wanted to for Royce, but rarely had.
Because Steve knew how to lick her pussy, and he didn't.
Maybe she wasn't the problem, maybe Royce was a lousy, selfish and impatient little boy who wanted to come, wanted to fuck, but didn't care if she enjoyed it. Steve wanted her to come just to prove he could.
Show the inexperienced little whore how a real man treats a woman. How a man who knows what he wants and knows how to get it. "No, no." she whined while picturing Steve pinning her arms down as he ravaged her small tight hole with his big thick cock.
The cock that had stuffed her mouth and filled her throat. The one she'd licked and sucked as best she could, the one that had erupted so forcefully in her mouth it had come out her nose.
"Dirty girl," she breathed, her lips parted and her hips rocking into her fingers. Cum dripping from her nose and lips, down her tits. Her pussy a sloppy wet mess from her two powerful orgasms.
Orgasms she'd begged him not to give her, but her body sorely needed. Orgasms Brooke had denied herself because she was so hung up on shame she rarely even masturbated.
But she was doing it now, feet on the wall, legs wide, both hands between her legs, finger fucking herself while rubbing her clit as her mind spun wildly between the real sex she'd had earlier to the dream of her sucking for money, to...
Wanting to do it for real.
The idea of being wanted that badly, of being wanton enough to open her mouth or spread her legs for money. The taboo thrill of doing something so wrong and enjoying it.
Because she had, even when she'd protested, even when she'd whined and begged him to stop trying to please her, even as she'd yipped in pain and struggled as he fucked her like the cheap slut she was...deep down part of her loved it, reveling in every aspect of it and trying to tell herself she had to do it.
"Yes, I'll suck it," she gasped, her body tensing, feet pushing hard into the cool tile on the wall. "Suck your cock, let you fuck me," Brooke's back arched, her thighs trembling as her body strained for release.
In her fevered mind was an image of a man handing her money, then taking her hand to lead her to his hotel room.
"Whore," she growled the word. "Do your job and get on your knees and suck that...Ohhh!"
Brooke's eyes popped open as her mouth went wide in a momentarily silent O before her body exploded, causing her to release a long high pitched squeal. Her voice echoed in the small, tiled room as she yipped and cried out repeatedly, her fingers buried deep in her convulsing cunt...pussy was a little girl word, she was fingering her cunt.



Her lust fueled imagination turned her fingers into a thick plunging cock. Stretching her cunt, violating her innocence, making the good girl their toy, their little slut they were free to use for the night, but only because she wasn't free.
Hell, you're a pro now.
Brooke squealed as her body tightened and released, erupting under the water and ejecting something warm and sticky into it.
"Oh...wow," she sighed, her legs sliding back under the water as her body went limp. "Just...wow."
She eased her fingers from inside her flooded...cunt. Yes, she was going to start using that word. She'd used a lot of nasty words just now, miss couldn't talk dirty was going off like a porn star, even if mostly in her own head.
Brooke reached down to the floor and, picking up her phone, saw it was nine. She'd been in the bathroom for two hours. Krissy was out with her girlfriend and Lisa was working until ten, so she'd taken advantage of the alone time.
But she needed to get some more work done on her paper, which seeing she now had her books she could finish. Brooke sat up and flipped up the lever to let the water drain.
Pulling the curtain closed, she quickly rinsed off, carefully avoiding getting her hair, which she'd tied into a bun, wet. Brooke shut off the shower and after toweling off reached for the T-shirt and sweatpants she'd brought in with her.
Brooke eyed her nude body in the full-length mirror on the back of the bathroom door, again envisioning the way the men at work, and anywhere else, really, looked at her.
Why did she dress so boring and proper when not at work? All her T-shirts loose fitting, her jeans the same. When she wore a sundress, she looked for ones that were knee length, and would wear a thin blouse over it to cover her bare shoulders and be able to close over her chest if she saw someone staring.
Was it because her mother, who had no education beyond high school and married her father young, told her to put education before fun, and her brains before her body? Her being naturally shy? A boyfriend who made her feel as if she were lucky to be with him?
All of the above?
Brooke untied her hair from the bun and shook it out, her auburn hair cascading down her shoulders, while still eyeing herself. This time focusing on her large, firm, breasts, and the slit between her toned thighs.
Barely legal, even she knew the porn term for young adult girls. Barely been kissed is what Steve had added, and it's what made him want her so bad...the body built for a wild ride that had been taken for hardly more than a test drive.
"Like what you see, baby?" she lifted her arms over her head and shook side to side causing her tits to bounce fetchingly.
Brooke slowly turned around, looking over her shoulder at her ass, which had a sweet curve to it, but was as tight as the rest of her body thanks not only to youth, but exercise.
She faced the mirror once more, and smiled at her reflection, then rolled her eyes. She'd been going for sexy but looked more goofy than anything else. Other than what she had going for her, Brooke had never been able to pull off sexy or seductive, as Royce has been quick, too quick she now saw, to point out.
Brooke's voice, like her body, had more sex appeal than her shy demeanor and mousy personality. Her pitch wasn't that light, and she spoke slowly in comparison to speed talking residents of the East Coast.
There was a slight rasp to her tone that a couple of her friends at home said sounded sexy or would if she wanted it to. Royce's complaint of her being bad at dirty talk involved the fact she 'should sound hot" when she did it.
Clearing her throat, Brooke lowered her voice slightly and tried again.
"Hmm," she purred deep in her throat, "Look at that big cock, is that all for me, baby?" she finished with another attempt at a saucy smile, and this one was better, but still looked too forced.
"Yeah?" she continued, hefting her breasts to herself in the mirror, "You like my titties? Want to suck on them?" she sucked on her lower lip, like she'd seen Krissy do in front of her girlfriend, Josie, all the time, and followed it up by slowly licking her lips.
"You can, but only if I can suck on something too." Something? Was she a kid? "Lick and suck that hard cock."
This time she pushed her lips into a pout and tried altering her voice to a higher pitch.
"Please let me suck on it?" Brooke widened her eyes, "Please, baby?" Her breathing was getting heavier and there was tingle between her legs despite having just orgasmed for the third time today. "Please, daddy?"
She blinked at the last word, she hadn't planned it, but a few of the porn clips she'd watched with Royce featured a girl using that term. God knew she had no tolerance for her own father, let alone any type of taboo attraction, but also that it wasn't meant as literal, more like an age game.
What man didn't like Daddy's little girl? Or...to be a sugar daddy paying a good girl to be bad, like she'd just done with Steve?
"I'll be a good girl, daddy," she dropped her voice back to another attempt at a sultry one, and this time it sounded much more convincing as she worked herself up. "Or a bad woman, you're choice, baby."
The smile that crept across her face surprised her. It was a far more mature look for her, and oozed sex and promise as did the way her slow way of speaking and deliberately lowered voice had a smoky quality to it.
Brooke nodded in satisfaction that she seemed to now be able to seduce her reflection and stared at her erect nipples. She'd heard girls say that if you got it good, it left you wanting it even more than when you'd gone without. Sex drunk, one girl had called it, and for the first time in her life, she certainly felt that way.
Brooke grabbed her clothes, preparing to get dressed. But to do what, just cross the main living area to get to her bedroom? No, she always slept in shorts and a t-shirt or sweats and a long shirt when it was cold.
But not tonight, tonight she was going to sleep naked, and enjoy the feeling of the soft sheets on her body. Since she was going to do that, and the house was hers at the moment, why dress at all.
Brook put the clothes back on the shelf over the toilet for the next time she'd shower, and opening the door, walked naked out of the bathroom. She'd never walked around naked, mostly because she'd lived with her mother and now with roommates, but even when Royce's parents would go away and they had the weekend at his place, she always dressed right after sex.
Including when she slept, why?
Whatever, time to leave the past in the past. Brooke crossed the large living room, putting some extra swing in her hips, and imagining all the guys at work watching her, with their cocks in their hand.
And money in the other, lining up to pay for the lust inspiring young woman flaunting her naked body in front of them. The tingling had built into a warm throb, and Brooke had no doubt she'd be playing with herself again as soon as she was in bed.
"Oh my god!"
Brooke yipped and spun around to see Krissy coming out of her bedroom, wearing just an oversized BU t-shirt.
"I...I'm sorry! I thought you w...we're out!" she stammered as she awkwardly put her arm over her breasts, one hand between the Y her now pressed together thighs presented.
"Josie got called into work, I got home an hour ago," Krissy gave her a sly smile. "And don't be sorry," she then did the exact lower lip suck Brooke had been practicing. "Hot damn, Brooke, if I weren't loyal to my girl, I'd be tongue deep in that sweet little pussy and making you scream my name."
"Oh," Brooke blushed, her eyes darting around, looking for something she could grab to cover herself.
"You're all red, to cute." Krissy's eyes continued to roam over her body the same way the guys did. "Don't bother covering up, I got an eyeful before you got your arm up. You have great tits, sweetie."
"Thanks," Brooke felt like a deer in headlights, but seeing the desire in Krissy's eyes rekindled the heat between her legs. She'd never been attracted to women, but the fact Krissy was and looking at her that way gave her another out of character thrill, and surprising herself...
She dropped her arm and moved her hand away from between her thighs.
"Okay, then enjoy the show."
"Wow, you been smoking something?"
"Nope," Brooke sauntered past her, "But I keep hearing if you got it, flaunt it."
"And I always knew you had it!" Krissy laughed, then added. "Hate to see you go, Brooke, but love to watch you leave."
Brooke stopped at the door to her room, and as she opened it, gave her ass a playful shake, smiling as Krissy whistled behind her. She closed the door behind her and eyed her bed.
She wanted to throw herself onto it, spread her legs, and finger herself to another orgasm. Had to be fingers because she didn't even own a toy. Maybe she'd buy one tomorrow. Thanks, Steve, she thought with a grin.
But to her left was her desk, with her new books and laptop on it. She needed to get some work done tonight. With a sigh, she dropped into her cheap used office chair she'd bought at a sidewalk sale and opened her laptop.
It dawned on her as the machine booted up, she was still naked but found she didn't care. She put her hand on the mouse, preparing to bring up her paper, but hesitated, then clicked the Chrome icon and stared at the legal website she'd been taking notes from.
All work and no play, that was her.
Brooke stared at the books trying to get her mind focused on what it needed to be. Instead, it drifted back to how she'd earned them. In her mind she heard first her voice, then Steve's.
"I'm not very good at it. Guess you weren't lying about sucking at sucking." The two comments were followed by Royce, "Just lay there, at least you look good."
Brooke's eyes remained on the books, before darting to the website. Research, research, and...more research. It had been the story of her life in high school where she'd earned high honors every year and it got her into Suffolk.
But while researching for school, she'd missed out on life experience. But if she'd learned one thing while being an education obsessed nerd, one could learn anything if they applied themselves to it.
That, and God bless the internet because anything could be researched. Brooke went to google and typed in "How to give a good blow job."
A long list of links presented themselves. "How to give him the head he wants and deserves."
"Depends on who he is," Brooke muttered, thinking of Royce and his constant putting her down in bed.
"Deep throat is easier than you think!" The link was to Porn hub, and Brooke clicked it to read the full description of the video.
"Hot Milf Molly Minx uses a lucky cock to show you how to give great head and an easy trick to be able to deep throat even the biggest cock."
Brooke clicked play and her eyes widened when it opened to a quick cut montage of gorgeous blonde Molly Minx taking huge cocks into her mouth and easily sliding them all the way down her throat until her lips were around there base.
"Don't be scared, girls," her voice sounded over the clips. "It's easier than you think to reward your man with a porn star quality blow job, and I'm going to teach you how!"
Brooke paused the video and saw below it thumbnails for similar videos on how to give head. She bookmarked it, then deciding to stay on the site, clicked in the search box. "Talking dirty". It brought up a page full of videos all describing the female porn star "Talking dirty while fucking."
She saved the page, then tapping her pink nail on the mouse, her short pink nail, maybe she should grow them out, or get fake ones put on, thought for a moment then typed in older man younger woman, and saved that page when it came up.
Leaning back in her chair, Brooke went back to the deep throat instructional.
Chapter Five
"Tommy!" Brooke called out when she saw her boss walking through the door behind the bar, that led to his office.
He turned, pointed at the phone in his hand, then shut the door behind her. Brooke had been rapidly making her way over to him but stopped when he'd dismissed her. She began to turn away, then resumed walking.
No more mousy little push over, no more good girl who took everyone's shit she told herself while she stalked along the edge of the bar. She was off today but had come by to check next week's schedule that was supposed to have her switched to nights and weekends and still get her 32-35 hours while she started school.
But that is not what he gave her, and she was torn between being scared at the thought of how she was supposed to live, and angry at the prick for giving her the hours he had.
Unless it was a mistake, she doubted it.
"Cute dress, Brooke." Jack, the bartender on duty commented. "Usually your day off someone would need a GPS to find you under your shirt.
There were a few chuckles from the guys along the bar, followed by a whistle and "Nice legs!" from somewhere behind her. The dress wasn't inappropriate, but was several inches above her knee, sleeveless, and just low enough to show a good portion of her upper chest and a hint of cleavage.
Likewise, her sandals had enough of a heel to do nice things for her calves, but nothing crazy. But the attention she was getting from not just the regulars that knew her, but the staff as well was a testament to how unflattering her non-work clothes were.
Her hair was also down, and she wore make-up, not much, just some eyeliner and pink lipstick, but she never wore any if not working. She'd bought the dress, and two similar ones on clearance at Kohl's for $15 each, the first time she'd bought herself anything non-school related since she'd left home.
The dress did nice things for her but stopped well short of being a free lunch sign, and she found dressing in a more flattering way did a lot for her confidence and attitude as well.
"Where you going?" Jack asked when she turned the corner and walked behind the bar.
"To talk to Tommy."
"Doesn't look like he wanted to talk."
"He doesn't have to want to, he just has to do it." Brooke lifted her chin defiantly, and Jack blinked in surprise.
"Wow, you got some tude all of a sudden," he followed his words with a practiced lady killer smile. "I like it, and the look. New Brooke looks like a lot more fun than old Brooke."
"Don't get your hopes up on finding out," she quipped and pushed past him as he stared at her with his mouth open.
Brooke allowed herself a small smile when she heard the guys within earshot giving him a hard time over her dissing him. The smile faded when she reached Tommy's office and banged on the door.
She stood there, tapping her foot impatiently, then knocked again. When there was no response, Brooke tried the door, and when it turned boldly walked into the office, slamming the door behind her.
Tommy had been standing in front of his desk, and quickly spun around to face her, the phone still held to his ear.
"What the hell's wrong with you?" he pointed. "Door was closed for a reason."
"We need to talk, now." Brooke folded her arms and gave her hair a dramatic toss.
"Jesus," Tommy grunted. "Let me call you back."
He dropped the phone to his desk.
"What is it that can't wait five minutes?" He frowned and glanced at the dry erase board that he wrote each week's schedule on. "You're not even on tonight."
"I'm hardly on at all next week!" Brooke waved the paper she'd balled up in her hand at him. "Two nights and Sunday? Its barely twenty hours?"
"Brooke..."
"And you gave me Monday and Tuesday, slowest nights of the week! I work three days in a row and four days off?"
"You're starting school, figured you'd want time off to study."
"Bullshit!" she snapped with uncharacteristic anger. "We talked about this twice before and you said you'd give me as close to forty hours as you could."
"How you going to focus on school while working full time?"
"I can handle it, but how am I supposed to live on half of what I've been getting?"
"Your problem, Brooke."
"Funny, I see Vicki on here for five nights and she only started two weeks ago."
"She needs the hours and can work anytime I need her."
"I need the hours and can only work nights and weekends!"
"Know what, Brooke? I run the place you don't. You feel fucked over, there's nothing I can do." He paused, "No, wait, maybe I can."
"I'm listening."
"Well, I know you're a little slow on the uptake with what life is like outside of the boonies, but you ever hear of give a little to get a little?"
"Give..." Brooke paused, but when he flashed her a nasty smirk, she scrunched her face up in disgust. "You want me to suck your fucking dick for extra hours?"
"Whoa! New dress and a potty mouth! I think Boston's wearing off on you, kid."
"That why Vicki has all those hours, because she'll," Brooke cleared her throat, "Work whenever you need her?"
"She gives a lot, so she gets a lot."
"I knew there was no way you could have this job and not be a pig." Brooke shook her head in disgust.
"Sweetie, you show off your ass and rack to make tips here, she just took what she had to the next level." He shrugged. "Maybe she's the smart one."
Rattled, Brooke looked away. Steve had used that argument, that she was already selling herself to an extent. Was Vicki fucking for hours, different than what she'd done for books?
"You know," Tommy leaned back against his desk, and Brooke looked up, but let her eyes wander over all the framed photos of famous Boston athletes rather than look at him. "I heard from one of the girls you say the guys come here because they're losers who can't afford, or are afraid, to go to strip clubs."
"Yeah, I did," she spoke softly, her mind still conflicted over his words.
"I won't argue that. But," he held a finger up for emphasis. "You girls are the same."
"What's that mean?"
"This is a college town, and know what its full of? Young hot as fuck coeds like you working their way through school. Some of those girls do what you do, show a little, and you get a little."
"But the other ones? The ones who will use what they have to get as much as they can? They're on a stage stripping, and grinding in guys laps, and raking in so much money that as long as they don't have a drug habit, they're making more than they will when they graduate.
"See what I'm saying? Girls like you are the same as the customers here, happy to be a poser, and not go all in. Except for the girls like Vicki who'll let me go all in to get the best shifts." He laughed. "Good thing for me she's not bright because if she decided to work the back room of the strip joints, she'd be getting money hand over fist."
"What you're saying is I can't change this schedule unless I decide to fool around with you, and if I do, that means you'll take hours from someone else who needs them to give them to me."
"Just worry about you, Brooke." His eyes dropped to her chest. "Good to see you showing off a little. Tell you what, I'm down a girl right now, how about you pop those titties out, bend right over," he tapped the desk. "And you can work tonight; we have extra uniforms in the back."
"Fuck you for lousy pay and lame Wednesday night tips?" Brooke scoffed. "Girls get three hundred an hour to fuck."
"I'm surprised you'd even know that." He admitted. "But it doesn't matter because you're not that kind of girl. You think studying and hard work will get you somewhere, and it will, after years of struggling."
"You know," Brooke tapped her chin in thought. "I could call corporate and tell them you're fucking the staff, and for the damn schedule."
Tommy laughed. "You are a goddamn hick! Look at this place! They're like this across the country, and its all men up at corporate, you think they'd side with you? They'd high five me for banging the young pussy, then fire you for defamation. You ain't a lawyer yet, kiddo, and I bet you can't afford one."



He smirked when she scowled and added.
"Know what? Just for threatening me, how about this. You get on your knees in your cute little dress and blow me and maybe I won't fire you on the spot."
Brooke was going to ask how he could fire her but caught herself. He was right, no one would side with her here, even the girls who would be afraid they'd be fired too. Two days ago, she would have done what she always had, put her head down and walk out trying not to cry and worrying about how she was going to survive even a few days without a job.
But the other day had changed her, and whether what she had done was right or wrong, it showed she wasn't helpless. She had something men wanted, and Tommy was proving that point right now. Except...
"Know what, Tommy? There are two kinds of men. Guys with money who are happy to pay for a hot young girl to give them what they need, and then broke creeps like you who have to blackmail and take advantage to get what they want."
"Oh, my feelings." He rolled his eyes. "Brooke, if the next time you open your mouth isn't to beg me to put my dick in it, consider yourself fired for storming into my office and giving me shit."
Brooke glared at him for a moment, then relaxed, and parting her lips, slowly ran her tongue over them.
"Yeah," he nodded, his hands already going to his zipper. "I knew you..."
He stopped when she placed her middle finger to her lips, kissed it, then held it up to him.
"This is probably bigger than your cock."
She put her back to him, heading for the door.
"You're fired, you little snot, and don't let me see you in here again, or I'll have you arrested."
Lifting her arms, she gave him both middle fingers and as she'd heard Krissy say, called out, "Deuces!"
She slammed the door behind her, and when Jack turned at the sound he asked.
"Everything okay?"
"Nice working with you."
"Shit, did you quit or get fired? How come?"
"Fired because I wouldn't suck his sorry excuse for a cock." She told him bluntly.
"No surprise, but there's girls here who will, and that's what he cares about."
"Doesn't bother you though, does it?" she asked pointedly.
"Listen, Brooke, I'm in school too, and these hours work. Is he an asshole? Yes, and a creep too, but the girls choose to do it, and I don't have a lot of options." He sighed.
"Means to an end right now."
He offered his hand to her. "Good luck."
"Thanks," she took his hand. "You to."
Brooke walked quickly through the place for the last time, focusing more on how much she'd always hated it here than the fact she was now jobless. On her way across the parking lot, her eyes landed on the large billboard on Route one advertising The 2024 National Healthcare Conference this week.
A lot of doctors from around the country would be there. Doctors tended to be older and had money. Money they'd be willing to spend on a hot young thing while out of town. Jack had said he didn't have a lot of options.
But Brooke did.
Chapter Six
Brooke sat in the armchair in the small room she'd rented at the Econolodge on route one, her new, and much longer, red nail, hovering over the publish button.
"Just do it," she whispered, but for the fourth time in the last half hour, lowered her phone to the arm of the chair.
It was now one o'clock and she'd checked in at noon and had until the same time tomorrow to make back the $85 for the room and the $75 she'd spent on a mani/pedi and the two thongs she'd picked up at a local boutique.
She'd decided against bras to match them not just because she again had herself on the brink of being broke, but she figured it would only come off anyway. The thong might to, all depending on whether or not anyone wanted to fuck and not just get a blow job.
Brooke ran her hands through her long hair which she'd teased out and added some curl to before she'd left her apartment to come here. The surreal feeling she'd experienced with Steve had returned while she contemplated the idea she'd come here with the intention of having sex with strangers.
Strangers, as in more than one. As in she'd need one to want to spend a half hour with her just to break even, and the rest would be profit. She felt as if she were at a crossroads, and not just a moral one.
Where that was concerned, everything in her, from how she was raised, to where she was raised, to what she personally believed in, to what the vast majority of society would say, told her she was wrong to be doing this.
The incident with Steve had been unexpected, a spontaneous opportunity to get what she needed. But now? This was a contrived and calculated plan to make money selling sexual favors.
But there was something else; the undeniable fact the experience with Steve had awakened something in her sexually. Brooke's dreams the last few nights all revolved around men paying to let them experience her body, and each time she woke up she was in such a high state of arousal she had to masturbate to calm herself down.
Amazing that an hour of admittedly sleazy had overcome not just her low self-esteem over her body and performance in bed, but since then she wasn't just no longer annoyed when men looked at her, she found she loved the attention.
Brooke now knew she could have sex anytime she wanted it. If she went out looking for fun, it would find her, and quickly. Being a young single woman there was nothing wrong with wanting to have sex, even more so because she'd previously denied her own enjoyment of it even with a boyfriend.
What she felt was wrong was in both her dreams and waking fantasies, it wasn't just sex, it was her being paid for it. But this time on her own terms. Brooke had gone online to Skip The Games, the escort site Steve had mentioned, and within minutes of looking through ads for girls in her area, had been wet and squirming on her bed.
It wasn't the photos of the girls themselves, Brooke had no interest in women, although she felt another boost to her growing ego that appearance wise, she was as attractive, if not more so, than the women advertising.
But reading the ads, the women describing their 'jaw dropping skills' as more than one had put it, talking about what they offered, how they'd take such good care of their client, and...
All for money.
As she had with the videos, Brooke had gone all in on looking at the site as if there were going to be a test on it later. She broke out her notebook, jotting down the terms they used, what they seemed to charge on average and for what, and some of the lines that were popular enough she saw them on multiple ads.
Things like "I'll do what your wife won't."
That one bothered her. The idea of helping a man cheat on his wife or girlfriend didn't appeal to her. But...if she were going to do this, should she be judging a guy for cheating?
More than that, in a strict financial sense, if she turned away a married man, he would just go to the next girl who wouldn't care and she'd get the money.
Money talks....and everything else, including any type of moral compass needed to walk. Brooke pushed that conundrum to the side. Maybe she'd get lucky and not get any married men while she did this in between finding another job.
She also tried to ignore the newly arisen, and eerily depraved voice in her mind that suggested there was no reason this couldn't be her job. Brooke wasn't into drugs, she didn't even smoke weed, so whatever money she made would go on life expenses and into savings.
Depending on how often these girls worked, and some were advertising multiple times a day, she could be making a couple of thousand a week, non-taxable, for a couple hours a day, and for sex!
A far cry from needing to work forty hours and any job she'd currently qualify for would be for shit pay and dealing with people treating her like a kid. Not that at 18 she still wasn't a kid, but in the pay to play industry she was all woman and the only way she'd be looked down on is when she was going down.
Those promiscuous and nasty thoughts would have never entered her mind a few days ago, but now they weren't just creeping in, they'd moved in. Steve telling her she was a pro now might have been said as an insult, but he was right. She'd broken the ice, and not in the easiest way, but moving forward it was her game, and she could decide how it was played.
Brooke, still stalling on publishing the ad she created, picked up her notebook from the small table by the chair...the chair she planned on having guys sit in while she dropped to her knees and blew them.
That thought came with conflicting feels of disgust, the one she'd figure most women would have, and excitement at the thought being their dirty little whore. She flipped the notebook open and looked at some of her notes, many of which came not just from the escort site, but a video she'd found which featured a long-time escort giving some tips to the trade.
QV-Quick Visit-Fifteen minutes and no frills, just getting down to it. Most providers will only perform oral for this, but some will consent to a quick fuck, but not recommended. Remember, you want them to pay for at least a half hour whenever you can.
MSOG-Multiple shots on goal, meaning the client is allowed to go as often as he thinks he can, if you agree to this, be prepared to have to keep sucking and often times for nothing but practice.
GFE-Girlfriend experience-usually only offer this for half hour or more, these gentlemen are looking for more than sex, they want some sweet talk and some affection, kissing touching, some small talk before and after, this is a high demand service and if you excel at it, you have a great chance of acquiring regulars, and enough of those means less advertising and new people who could be rude.
PFE-Porn star experience-Like it sounds, dirty talk, sloppy sucking, multiple positions and loud 'sound effects'. The key here is the language, get good at talking nasty and its half the battle. Make sure you drool and spit and gag while sucking to put on the proper show.
Bottom only kissing-just on the lips, no tongue. Suited to a quick visit for the most part, if you even choose to allow that.
DFK-Deep French kissing-mostly needed with GFE
Brooke skimmed some more terms she'd jotted down and went to where she'd noted suggestions she felt worked for her.
Use a motel when possible. Yes, it's an expense that usually eats up the money from your first client of the day, but no risk of nosy neighbors, less chance a client could try to harm you.
The pay for play game is a wink wink situation in motels. The majority of them know working girls set up in their establishment, and although publicly they will state it is not allowed, they are happy to look the other way because many providers will book for multiple nights and it's a booked room that would otherwise be empty.
However, this only works if you're smart. Do not take in clients at early am hours as it's obvious why they're walking into a hotel and aren't a guest at that time. Also, this is the time clubs let out and some men are drunk or on drugs, any disturbances will ensure a guest, or the hotel itself, complains and you will be kicked out, possibly arrested.
Men over 35 is a good rule. They tend to have the money for the hobby, are more mature, many are professionals who don't want to risk their employers knowing they pay for sex so they are not likely to make any trouble. A lot of men over that age are also married and need to be discreet and will never cause a problem.
Brooke stared at the next paragraph from the video and she'd written it down to try to justify something she was uneasy with.
Married men. They are a large part of your clientele. Either the type that is from out of town looking to play where they can't get caught, or the local variety. Some of these men are flat out dogs fooling around because they think they deserve more than the 'same old pussy'.
Many, however, are having issues at home and for whatever reason don't feel it's right to end their marriage. We are not here to judge. Regardless of their motives, to alienate them is foolish as they are the best clients even if it's just because they need discretion as much as we do, and they aren't in a position to be trouble or to get you in trouble.
Keep in mind that many married men will show up without a ring and won't tell you anyway, so odds are you've provided services to them in spite of your desire not to. Do not judge if you want to make money in this game.
Brooke sighed and went further where she'd written down her ideas for her ad based on what she felt her main appeal would be, other than the obvious of her looks and body.
What she'd come up with was her age.
Steve using the terms barely legal, and jailbait, commenting on feeling young. Most girls on there had their age between 22-28 with a few in their thirties, but looking at the pics, she had a feeling some of girls were older than what they claimed.
But no one was 18.
Realizing her age would be what drew men to her, Brooke decided her best play appearance wise was to not go all in on sexy lingerie, partially nude pics or overly provocative poses.
Instead, she opted for girl next door cute, no make-up other than lipstick, the dress she'd chosen for the pictures was the one she currently wore, a short floral-patterned pink and red sundress.
It showed quite a bit of leg, featured a belt she'd tied tight enough to show her slender waist, and buttoned at the top letting her leave it open to enough cleavage to advertise she was more than ample up top.
Brooke had used a filter, giving herself cat ears, and whiskers, but allowing her beautiful blue green eyes to show and of course her full lips. She'd pushed them into a little girl pout while widening her eyes in the two pics she showed of her face.
In the other selfies she posed for in her mirror last night, she teased the true size of her breasts by being braless and leaning over, giving a shot down her top. On another she had her back to the camera, shooting over her shoulder while her free hand lifted the back of the dress enough to flash a peek of her left ass cheek in one of her new red thongs.
The others she sat with her legs crossed, on the edge of the bed, showing off her legs and bare feet with her red tipped toes. Her lying back on the bed in a come hither pose, but with a shy demure smile that she felt perfectly showed off the duality of her sweet and sexy appearance.
Next, Brooke lay on her stomach, propped on her elbows, showing off her breasts, and with her legs bent at the knees, ankles crossed, giving a view of the smooth soles of her feet. That position had showed up in more than one of the blow job tutorials she'd watched, one of which called it the "POV position".
Her final pic was a close up of her chest, with two buttons undone and showing off the fact her braless nipples were hard beneath it. She managed to get the lower portion of her face in the pic, her pink tongue sliding over her red lips. That one wasn't exactly cutesy, but she hoped would be a final enticement as they scrolled through her pictures.
Brooke dropped the notebook and went back to her phone, staring at the add she'd created for the hundredth time this morning.
"Hey, guys, want to feel young again?" Asked the title which would show over the first pic of her in the dress.
"If you do then come see this sweet and sexy former small-town girl looking for some big city fun!"
The second pic came next, then went into her full pitch.
"Hi! My name is Brooke, and I'm an 18-year-old (yes, guys, you read that right. 18) girl from the Mid-West, looking to make a lot of new friends in my new city! I'm not just new to this site, but new to the game, so if you'd like to help break me in, just hit me up!
A little more about me. I'm sweet, but sexy, classy, but if you're lucky, I can be nasty. I'm the girl in the pictures and if you think I look good in my dress, come see me without it!
"Long hair, longer legs, full lips, slender hips, an ass so young and firm you have to spank it to see it jiggle, and my tits will have your jaw hitting the floor before my dress does."
"Of course, I'm looking to be paid for my skills, but I want to have a good time as much as you do! This poor girl only had one boyfriend, and he was a boring loser who couldn't even make my pretty little kitty purr, so I look forward to meeting some men who know how to take this barely legal, barely been kissed teen for a long hard ride!"
"What I might lack in experience, I make up for in enthusiasm and I promise I will not only make you happy today, but you'll be back for more!"
"Now that's me, let's talk about you. I'm looking for men, not boys, so please be over thirty-five, and please respect my time and don't waste it playing the kind of games that aren't fun. Don't ask for more pics, I won't send them. I won't sext with you, and I won't respond to any explicit or incriminating messages."
"That's enough reading, what are you waiting for? Hit me up. I'm eager to please, especially when I'm on my knees!"
Christ, Brooke rolled her eyes. Why hadn't she taken creative writing in high school? But she doubted her words were really what they were interested in. She went back to hovering over the publish button.
"Come on, little girl," she chided herself. "You spent all your money and have one lame paycheck coming this week." She sighed and forced herself to say the rest aloud.
"You've jilled off to guys handing you money to blow them since you did it last week. You're single and its none of your business if they are or not."
Brooke nodded and hit publish. It was time to, as Steve had so eloquently said, put their money where her mouth was. She put her phone down and slumped back into the chair, her heart pounding. It wasn't point of no return. If anyone contacted her, and she got scared, she could just not respond.
But the money she'd spent...and goddamn it if she hadn't masturbated more since Steve than she had in the last six months combined. She went back to the image of the most shameful dream she'd had all week, one she hated herself for ever thinking about, and disgusted she'd gotten off to several times.
Brooke on her knees, a man holding a hundred as he came in her mouth and a line of men behind him with both their money and their cocks in their hands. The even wilder shift to her naked on all fours a man pounding her young cunt and cumming deep inside her. Him throwing money on the pillow in front of her, then slipping off the bed as another man took his place, sliding into her sloppy cum filled twat then adding his own hot load.
Guy after guy, money all over the bed in front of her and cum overflowing her cunt and pouring down her thighs and...." Brooke's eyes snapped open and she saw it was now 1:40, she'd dozed off in the chair.
"Wow," she whispered at how vivid the now recurring dream had been this time around.
Her eyes dropped to her chest, taking in the way her nipples poked into the thin pink material as her heavy breathing caused her breasts to swell beneath it. She shifted in the chair, her breath escaping her lips at how wet she was.
She rose from the chair, planning to get a bottle of water from the small fridge, then froze when her phone pinged.
"Oh," she sat back down, and with her fingers trembling grabbed the phone saw the message was local area code, but not anyone in her phone.
"Hi, Brooke, are you available?"
"Oh my god," she swallowed nervously. This was it.
She saw the message was from two minutes ago and realized the first ping must have been what had woken her from her dream of doing what she could now make a reality.
"Hi," she spoke into her phone. "I am, how long do you want to hang out with me?" she sent the text.



"Just a QV, what's donation for your time?
Brooke hadn't put her prices and hesitated for a moment. She'd seen a quick stop go for as little as $80 and as high as $200. She recalled what she needed to break even.
"$150"
"How about $100?"
"My ad said my rates are nonnegotiable," she held her breath as she stuck to her guns. "Trust me, baby, I'm worth it."
"Cim?"
Cim...she had to think for a second, 'come in mouth.' She was asking a higher price for just a blow job, and who knew if she'd gotten much better at it.
"Yes, no more questions, would you like to see me at my stated price?"
"Deal, your ad said Saugus area, you on route one?"
"The Econolodge. Room 22."
"Been there a few times, LOL. See you around two."
"Can't wait."
Brooke put her phone down and going to the fridge chugged the entire bottle of water, and took several deep breaths, trying to get her heart to stop pounding. She walked up to the mirror and undid another button on the dress so...she didn't even ask a name-would get a nice view when he came in.
She ran her fingers through her hair, fluffing it out a bit more, then glanced down at her bare feet. May as well leave them that way. Brooke, thought back to the video of the former escort, and grabbing one of the extra towels from the bathroom draped it over the chair so her first client's bare ass wouldn't be on it.
She stood in the middle of the room, thinking she forgot something, then spotted the baby wipes on the nightstand and placed them on the one next to the chair. A good girl always cleans up her mess, the video stated.
Brooke opened the nightstand drawer and removed the tube of medicated Chapstick and coated her red lips with it, before putting it back. She jumped when a soft knock sounded from the door.
Chapter Seven
"You got this," Brooke took one more deep breath and went to the door, she cheated, using the peep hole and saw a tall thin man with greying hair and a neatly trimmed goatee standing in front of the door.
He wore a white polo shirt, and his brown eyes were downcast, probably looking at his phone. That was confirmed when her cell pinged behind her, and it dawned on her she was still standing there, and it had been a minute since he'd first knocked.
Brooke threw the security latch, and opened the door part way, standing behind it as he entered.
"Hi!" she chirped, putting on what she hoped was a sincere looking smile.
"Hi yourself!" he responded with an easy smile, his eyes lighting up as they took her in. "Wow, you are the girl in the pics, that's for sure!"
"I am," she pushed the door closed and backed into the room. "My pics are like everything about me, real and spectacular!" God, where had that come from.
"Honey, you are not blowing smoke," he shook his head as his eyes lingered on her chest. "I already regret this is going to have to be quick."
"If you have the dime, I have the time," she gave him a hopeful smile, while trying not to cringe at her own awful line.
"Court in an hour," he reached into his pocket, and she watched him count out eight twenties before handing them to her. "That's why I need this, I always take the edge off before a trial."
"I think I can help you with that," she looked at the money. "Um, I don't have change."
"Please, keep the ten bucks," he laughed, then pointed to the chair. "I'm Bill by the way. You want me there?"
"Bill, I'm Brooke, oh, wait, you know that, um, yeah, over there," a nervous giggle escaped her. "Sorry."
"You are new to this," he gave her a reassuring smile. "But I'm not, so don't worry, I'm easy."
"Seeing what we're doing I am too, I guess." Brooke quickly went to the nightstand and put the money in the top drawer.
"No, if you were easy, this would be free." He laughed when she frowned. "Joking, sweetie. Good service isn't cheap and cheap service isn't good, right?"
He unbuttoned his shirt, opening it to expose a lean chest and an impressively flat hard stomach. He then sat down in the chair, and raised his eyebrows as if saying, well?
"I hope you think I'm good," Brooke walked over, ignoring the way her knees trembled and stopped between his legs.
She unbuttoned the top of the dress, but before opening it, gave him a sly smile.
"Wanna see them?"
"Damn straight I do."
"Yes, sir," she purred, her eyes on his which were filled with anticipation and inspired by that look, Brooke tugged open the dress, exposing her breasts.
"Real, and spectacular," Bill whispered.
He reached out, then stopped inches from her breasts. "May I?"
The fact he asked sent a wave of excitement through her.
"Of course, hmmm," she sighed when the words were barely out of her mouth and his hands were on her tits.
"Goddamn things of wonder," he spoke as he gently fondled her. "You weren't kidding, I am feeling young right now!"
He laughed softly, and she began to follow suit, but it turned into a moan when he fastened his lips to her left nipple.
"Yeah," she breathed, "That's it, Bill, suck those pretty pink nipples."
He sighed around her nipple as he now cupped her tits, lifting them higher. Brooke stepped closer, and ran one hand through his thick hair, teasing his scalp with her nails, while running her other hand down his chest.
"Hope you're this hard everywhere," she told him, then groaned when he switched to licking her other nipple.
Bill slipped his arms around her, pulling her closer, and the moan she released when he slipped his hands under her dress and grabbed her ass wasn't for show. Neither was the way she wiggled playfully into his hands.
Bill's eyes were closed, a look of bliss on his face as he licked and sucked each nipple in turn while fondling her ass. Brooke released a soft sound of disappointment when he eased back into the chair with an expectant smile on his face.
Brooke put her back to him, then pushed the dress down, shimmying her ass and hips to give him a show as she exposed her ass in the thong which wasn't much more than a thin strip between the cheeks of her ass.
She bent over and shook her ass and Bill accepted the invitation, his hands caressing her cheeks.
"You are firm," he tapped her ass, "How about a little spank?"
"I am being bad," she told him, then yipped when he gave each side of her ass a light slap that barely stung but sent a warm tingle through her.
Brooke straightened and turning, slowly sank to her knees. Leaning forward, she caused Bill to gasp in surprise when she swirled her tongue over his right nipple then sucked on it.
"Fair is fair," she told him then gave the other some attention.
Brooke took her time kissing and gently sucking down his chest as her hands went to his slacks. She unbuttoned them more easily than she expected and when she sat back on her knees and tugged down his zipper she noticed her hands were completely steady.
She slipped her hands into his pants, her palms gliding over his full erection trapped in his boxers. Grabbing the side of his pants, she tugged, and Bill lifted his hips to let her tug them as well as his underwear down.
His cock sprang free, and looking up at him, she sucked on her lower lip and widened her eyes.
"All for me, baby?" She took him in her hand as she spoke and he replied.
"Every inch, sexy."
There were more than a few inches, that was for sure. Bill wasn't hung like a bull the way Steve was, but he had nothing to be ashamed of. Unlike before, Brooke not only wasn't concerned by the cock in her hand but found herself gripping it more tightly and enjoying the way his hard flesh throbbed in her soft hand.
Brooke lowered her head, and rapidly fluttered her tongue around his sensitive head, causing him to sigh softly and his cock to twitch in her hand. "Give him a show before the main event" the voice of Molly Minx echoed in her mind. "Don't just lick his cock, love it, worship it."
Brooke proceeded to do just that, wrapping just two fingers around his base to steady him, she fluttered her tongue up and down the length of his shaft, peppering both sides of it with teasing flicks of her soft wet tongue.
"That feels good," Bill breathed, his cock pulsing in her fingers and bobbing in her face as she swore he'd grown even harder.
His head turned a deeper purple, pre-cum oozing from it as his excitement grew. Brooke placed her lips to his tip and sucked hard. She was rewarded with a mouthful of salty sticky fluid, and a loud moan from Bill.
"Sti-cky!" she uttered in a little girl's voice while smiling up at him.
He attempted to return the smile, but his lips opened in another moan when Brooke placed her lips around his shaft and moved her head side to side. Bill's hand went into her hair to move it from her face, but again he stopped.
"Is this okay?"
"Of course," she giggled. "Don't want to miss the show!"
"I like you!" This time he did smile as he slid her hair behind her and lightly rested his hand on her head.
His doing so caused her already stiff nipples to ache and gush of wet heat between her thighs. On her knees for a man she didn't know, naked except for a thong, him holding her hair so he could watch her young mouth on his mature cock.
Brooke opened wider and pushed the tip of her tongue into his cock so he could feel it, as well as her lips, caressing him. She slowly worked him through her lips several times before swapping to the other side.
On the final trip along his cock, Brooke took his tip into her mouth and teased her tongue beneath the sensitive ridge beneath it. Bill squirmed in the chair, showing another pointer from the video had paid off.
Brooke released his tip and parting her lips, let a long strand of spit flow from her lips and onto his head. He moaned loudly, when she slid her hand up and slid her palm over his head before rapidly stroking him, her spit making his cock slick and allowing her hand to smoothly glide along his cock.
She continued to stroke as she pushed it back and this time spit directly onto his balls. Brooke quickly swirled her tongue over it, working her saliva into his tight sac, then noisily slurping it up.
"If you're new, you're a quick learner," Bill joked, but she could hear the breathy tremor in his voice as she bathed his balls with her swiftly moving tongue. She took a moment to gently suck on each of them while slowing her stroking so he wouldn't think she was trying to cheat him and get him off with her hand.
"Never forget about the balls," Molly spoke in her mind. "Lot of women do, so go the extra mile to make your man happy."
Bill seemed happy as he moaned quietly, and his fingers tightened in her hair while she now opened wide and managed to suck his entire sac into her mouth. He groaned in appreciation as she sucked on him before letting his balls fall from her mouth and ran her tongue up his length.
This time when she got to the top, she slid her lips over his head and took him into her mouth.
"Oh, that's it," Bill sighed as Brooke bobbed her head in a steady rhythm.
She moaned as she worked him with her mouth, taking about half his length each time she lowered her head. She moaned louder and raised it in pitch while making eye contact with him. She took him deeper and widened her eyes before rolling them back. She whimpered moaned continuously as she blew him, and it wasn't all for show. Unlike Steve, Brooke wanted to make Bill happy.
He was excited to see her, friendly, and most importantly he'd been polite and respectful to her. The fact he was paying her didn't hurt, and also added to her growing pleasure. Brooke placed her hands on his thighs, so she was now only using her mouth and changed her motion, now after moving downward, she moved forward on the way up, then back, better massaging him with her mouth while keeping her tongue pressed to his shaft.
"Good girl," he breathed, his free hand caressing her shoulder, then sliding behind her, to run under her hair and along the smooth skin of her back.
Brooke took him deeper, releasing a choking sound when his head hit the back of her throat. She'd gone as far as she could, and he didn't seem to mind, but she was here to please and wanted to prove that if she were going to do this, then was going to do it right.
Remembering the video, she lifted her tongue, gliding it along his shaft, relaxed her throat, angled her head slightly and taking a breath, inhaled him into her throat, slipping him past her gag reflex.
Brooke felt a twisted surge of triumph as she now had her lips around the base of his shaft and held him deep in her throat.
"Fuck," Bill gasped when she shook her head side to side, working his head inside her hot wet mouth.
Brooke eased her lips back to his tip, then went down again, then again. Each time grew easier and with a perverted sense of pride, she sucked faster, repeatedly deep throating him.
Bill's hips were rocking and his breathing growing heavier as she settled into a slow groove, allowing him to feel her lips and tongue along every inch of his cock as with growing ease and confidence she took it deep into her throat.
Brooke continued to moan and whimper as if having his cock in her mouth was the best thing she'd ever experienced, and her hips ground in slow circles, her clit throbbing and cunt flowing from the depraved thrill of sucking off a stranger.
"Oh, oh just like that," Bill's hand dipped under her, cupping her right breast, his thumb tracing a circle around her swollen nipple. "Keep sucking," his hand gripped her hair much tighter as his fingers squeezed her tit harder.
Brooke moved her head faster, now making desperate whimpering sounds, as she stared up at him, her wide eyes imploring him to come for her.
"Suck it," he groaned. "Don't stop, oh, just like that! Just..."
Brooke moved her left hand, cupping his balls and gently massaging them, and sending him over the edge. His cock twitched in her mouth, a moment before he erupted.
She was ready for it, and remained relaxed, keeping her mouth and throat open when the first jet of warm thick cum flowed down her throat. Brooke eased her lips back so she was no longer deep throating him but continued to slowly bob her head.
Brooke played with his balls, helping him drain them into her this time willing mouth. His hands moved to her shoulders, gripping them as his hips rose into her descending mouth.
She gripped him with her free hand, pumping him rapidly to help wring the last few trickles from his spent cock, then sucked hard on his tip, making him gasp. Brooke carefully eased him from her lips, then opened her mouth to show him the white puddle on and around her tongue.
Closing her mouth, Brooke pushed a small amount of cum between her lips, letting it slide down her chin before slurping it back into her mouth. She held her breath, swallowed and once again opened wide to show off her empty mouth.
"All gone!" she emitted the little girl giggle.
She hadn't planned that, or other things she had done, making her wonder if this bad girl had been there all along just waiting for someone to bring it out of her. Or something...like cash.
"That was...wow, I came hard." Bill sighed and went to sit up, but she put her hand on his chest as she rose to her feet.
"Hold on, baby, let me do my job."
She plucked a wipe from the container and holding the tip of his still twitching cock, quickly wiped him off.
"There you go."
"That's service," he laughed as he lifted his hips and pulled his slacks up.
Brooke picked up her dress, but didn't put it on, letting him enjoy looking at her as he zipped up, then buttoned his shirt.
"Can I get a peek?" he pointed between her thighs. "See if it's as pretty as the rest of you?"
Brooke's hand went to the edge of the thong, but then stopped.
"Sorry, baby. You don't get to see that unless you're spending more time with me."
"Shrewd," he gave her a nod. "More time and more money. But good for you. I do this a lot, and honey, you are a cut above. Never sell yourself short."
"I don't plan to."
"You plan on being here Friday night?"
"Um...I'm not sure." She hadn't thought of anything past today.
"You take appointments in advance?"
She pressed her lips together, another thing she hadn't considered.
"Let me help you out. Usually when a guy wants to set something up ahead of time there's a deposit. If you have cash app, or paypal, I'll send you fifty dollars now to come see you for an hour tomorrow night."
"You'd do that? What if I stood you up?"
"Then I'm out fifty dollars, but if you stand me up, you're out whatever you'd get for an hour, which is?"
She thought of Steve's comment about his budget.
"Three hundred."
"Then you're out two fifty, and you already met and know me, so no worry on your part." He pulled his phone from his pocket. "Want to tell me how to pay you, or you won't be around?"
She'd have to book the room again, but he'd more than pay for it, and why wouldn't he show if he were willing to give her something now?"
"Cashapp. It's Blynn2007"
"Born in 2006, my god," he sighed while tapping on his phone. "My boys are in their early thirties. I should be ashamed of myself." He looked up with a smile. "But I'm not!"
Her phone vibrated on the table, and she picked it up to see she'd received $50 from 'Billnotwill.'
"See you Friday," he eyed her breasts longingly.
"I look forward to it," she told him.
"The dress is cute, but how about you have on something lacy and sexy, that okay?"
"You're the boss, sir," she moved to the side of the room as he reached the door to let himself out.
"Like I said, honey, if you're really new? Don't worry, because you're going to do just fine."
He closed the door behind and after putting the security latch back on, Brooke, still clad in just the thong, picked up her phone, then flopped back on the bed. She'd done it, and it had been easier than she'd thought.
And she'd been far better than she'd thought. Bill said he did this a lot and he'd been more than happy with her skills. Her biggest relief was that he hadn't been a rude aggressive asshole like Steve.
Brooke was sure there was more like him out there, but if most guys were like Bill, and the escort video had stated most guys were easy going and just wanted to have some fun with an attractive woman, than this...
This what? Was she seriously considering this as a full-time job while she went to school? What if someone from the faculty showed up at the door of whatever hotel or motel she checked into?
Then they'd have as much explaining to do, maybe more, than she would.
"Justify," he whispered, then ran her hands over her still erect nipples.
She could taste Bill's cum in her mouth and when she pressed her thighs together, moaned at how wet she'd gotten just from giving head. Her hand slid down her stomach, her fingers teasing along the edge of her thong.
Should she get herself off? What if the next guy wanted to go down her? She'd want to come for him, and something told her at this point she needn't worry about faking it, she'd do it for real.
Brooke turned her head when her phone pinged. Rolling onto her stomach, she slid the screen open.
"Hello gorgeous! Looking to hook up for a HH this afternoon."
Her ad had been less than an hour and this was her second hit.
"Two hundred for a half hour, and I'm available now, when do you want to hang out?"
"Depends where you are. You cool with DATY?"
Brooke rolled her eyes and getting off the bed, went and grabbed her notes.
"Daty-dining at the Y, provider will receive oral sex."
"Sure do! I'm on Rt 1, the Econolodge."
"I can be there in half hour, that work?"
"Come on over, baby!" she added a smiley face blowing a kiss.



"Nice! Can't wait to see you."
"Me either," she whispered, her fingers idly sliding between her legs and rubbing her clit through the thong.
Chapter Eight
"Hey there!" Brooke opened the door to a man around her height but with a husky build and deep green eyes.
"Hi beautiful," he slipped past her into the room. "My name's Carl."
"Good to meet you," she threw the latch and turned to face him.
She'd put the dress back on and touched up her hair and lipstick and as she gave him a chance to look her over, she did the same. He was an attractive man with a thin well-trimmed back beard and when he slipped his light jacket off, he revealed a powerful upper body poured into a t-shirt that appeared a size to small.
"Not as good as it is to meet you," he dipped into his back pocket, and removing his wallet handed her two-hundred-dollar bills. "Looking for full service, you go down on me, I return the favor then we fuck. You good with that?"
"I'm great with that, baby," she opted for the sultry purr as he didn't seem like someone looking for cute or the little girl routine. "Get comfortable and I'll make you more comfortable."
"That's what I want to hear!" he stripped off his shirt, exposing a heavily muscled and tattooed back. His upper arms also sported tattoos, these of some kind of demons.
He turned and unsnapped his jeans, quickly shoving them and his underwear to the floor. His cock, and at this point Brooke was thinking Royce must have been smaller than average because this was the third she'd seen in a matter of days and he was hung pretty well.
He was also fully hard despite no contact between them and her still fully dressed. He sat on the edge of the bed, pushing his pants and socks and shoes off, and kicking them to the side.
Carl had stripped down in the time it took her to slip the money in the drawer and gestured to her. "Let's go, sweetie, your turn."
"Not much for foreplay, are you?" she joked as she unbuttoned the top of the dress.
"Sorry, not trying to be rude, I'd like to take my time, but something came up," he looked down at his cock and laughed. "Besides this, and I need to be somewhere right after this."
"No worries," Brooke slipped her arms from the top of the dress, and rather than put on a show this time, pushed it over her hips and down to the floor.
Carl released a loud whistle, "Christ, you're fine, and really young too." He licked his lips. "Hell, my wife's tits haven't been that firm in twenty years."
His wife. She froze for a moment when her eyes went to his left hand and saw a silver wedding band. Wearing his ring and he'd even mentioned her, he just really didn't care.
But should she?
He was naked and hard, she was down to her thong, and the money in the drawer. If she decided to take some weird moral stance, he'd storm out and the money would go to someone else.
But she had no doubt the something that came up most likely involved his wife unwittingly cutting into his play time.
"Thong too, honey," he told her. "I want to see what I'll be licking and sticking after you suck my cock."
Crude, but it was in general and not her personally. Brooke needed to make a decision, and when her eyes fell on his thick and ready cock, she envisioned it not just in her mouth, but inside her.
This time Brooke did turn as she pushed her thong down. She bent over as she worked it to the floor, giving him a good look at her tight pink peach winking out from between her legs, framed beautifully by her thighs and ass.
"Fuck yeah," he breathed behind her.
Brooke straightened and gave her ass a quick shake before turning and on a whim, dropping to her knees a few feet from the bed. Eyeing his cock like a hungry man would stare a stake, she crawled on all fours over to him, her heavy breasts swaying beneath her.
"Whoa," Carl leaned back on his elbows as he watched her. "Baby, you're already the best."
Brooke knelt between his legs, and gripping him in her right hand, took him into her mouth. She bobbed her head rapidly, making sure to moan softly even though she wasn't as into it as she had been with Bill.
Carl wasn't looking for slow and playful, and seeing the ring had taken her out of that mood as well. But she still opened her mouth wider and gave him the thrill of showing off her newly found deep throating skill.
Brooke opened it even wider and moved her head up and down a couple of inches, making sloppy nasty gagging sounds, guessing he'd be the type into that.
"Little porn star action," he paused to moan. "I love it!"
Brooke cupped his balls, rubbing them as she switched off to working his full length in long smooth sucks. Carl sighed softly, his hands going beneath her to fondle her tits. She'd braced herself, but his touch was light, especially when he caught her nipples and rolled them between his thick fingers.
Her next moans as she worked him with her mouth were real as married or not, his cock stuffing her mouth, and the idea it would soon be stuffing something else, had her lust overriding her moral discomfort.
His fingers on her nipples didn't hurt either as continued to play with them. Brooke sucked him faster, her eyes beginning to water as she deliberately choked herself on his cock to put on a show.
A show that had her bare ass wiggling and her clit throbbing with need. She wasn't sure when she was supposed to stop, but Carl made the decision for her. He gripped her shoulders firmly and rising to his feet, effortlessly hauled her up with him.
"My turn," he told her as he spun her around and gave her a push back onto the bed.
The way he so easily handled her, but didn't do it all that roughly, sent an electric shock of pleasure through her. That was followed by another when no sooner had her ass hit the bed, Carl was on his knees, his face buried between her thighs.
"Oh!" she squealed when his tongue plunged into her pink slit.
"Hmm, you're wet!" he breathed into her hot flesh. "Sucking cock turns you on, I love it!"
He pushed his tongue back inside her, swirling it around before moving her head, and fucking her with it. Brooke lifted her legs, placing her feet on his shoulder, and reaching down, grabbed his short dark hair, holding his face to her cunt.
Carl moaned into her, then worked his tongue from inside her, working it side to side, as he explored the tight folds of her pink flesh. When he flicked it over her clit, a shudder went through her and she pumped her hips, grinding her excited cunt into his face.
She groaned when he pushed two fingers inside her, while using his other hand to spread her open. He sucked hard on her clit, and Brooke, her misgivings now forgotten, let her head fall back on the bed, her eyes rolling back as Carl moaned in delight between her thighs.
A place he'd paid to be, and she was getting money to have her cunt eaten.
"Yeah, oh...oh!" she yipped as he sucked her rhythmically as his fingers spread her open. He shook them side to side, and she was so wet she could hear the wet slapping sound they made.
Brooke's back arched, and she released his head, so she could grab both her nipples and twist them as he alternated between licking and sucking her throbbing button.
"Oh god," she breathed, her hips now grinding in slow circles, working his tongue harder into her. "M...make me cum, baby! Make me come for you!"
Carl's eyes turned up to watch her play with her tits, and his tongue moved faster around her clit. Her toes curled into his broad shoulder's as she pushed with her feet, lifting her ass higher.
When his next hard suck came at the same time as him curling her fingers inside her, Brooke
came like an animal. Head back, mouth wide open, and howling like a she wolf. Her cunt contracted around his fingers as her hips went wild, smearing her convulsing cunt into his face.
She twisted her nipples harder, then gasped when her body seemed to pause, and gather itself before exploding into a violent wave of pleasure, sending a sticky stream into Carl's face.
He flinched, pulling his head back, a look of shock on his face. He shook it off, and shot to his feet, grabbing her ankles and pushing her legs alongside him, plowed into her still twitching cunt.
"Yes! Yes!" Brooke cried out as Carl pounded her with long hard strokes.
She was still in the final throes of orgasm, writhing and moaning beneath him as he pounded her tight young pussy with his thick cock.
"Shit, you're sloppy, but still fucking tight!" he exclaimed as he lifted her legs and placed her feet on his chest.
He leaned over, his hands now on her knees as he fucked her. Brooke's hands left her tits and gripped his forearms, squeezing them tightly as he plundered her young flesh.
"Yeah," she breathed. "There you go, baby! Fuck me! Show me how bad you want me!"
"You got it." He withdrew from inside her and she cried out when he whipped her legs to the right, spinning her onto her side. He repeated the move, and once on her stomach, he released her legs.
Her feet hit the floor as she was now bent over the bed, and grabbing her hips, Carl slammed back inside her.
"Fuck, fuck, oh, fuck!" she yelped. God, he was deep and his cock stretching her tight young pussy.
But it wasn't painful like it was with Steve, just the good hard fucking she'd been craving the last few days. Brooke lifted her left leg, putting her knee on the bed and giving Carl a way to drive deeper inside her.
He grabbed her ankle in his right hand, then caught her hair with the other. He pulled her head back and she cried out in delight as he fucked her with deliciously long hard strokes.
"Take me!" she called out as her hands slid out in front of her, gripping the edge of the bed.
"Yank my hair, slap my ass!" she yipped when he let her ankle go to give each side of her ass
hard smack.
"Yeah, ride me like your dirty little pony!" she braced her hands on the bed, rising up and now pushing her ass back into him, meeting his thrusting cock so he hammered into her even harder.
"Fuck, you're wild!" He laughed behind her.
Brooke slipped her right hand beneath her and moaned when she found her clit and rubbed it in hard fast circles.
"Keep fucking me!" she demanded. "Make this barely legal whore come on your cock!"
Her words sent Carl into a frenzy of powerful thrusts that had her eyes rolling and her mouth open in a silent O, but her fingers and his fucking already had her closing in on another climax.
"Fuck me! Fuck me!" she yipped, afraid he'd have to come before her. "Fuck that teenage cunt! Fuck this little jailbait slut! Fuckkkkkkk!"
She squealed long and loud as her body exploded on his relentless cock. Brooke slammed her ass back into him, her hips moving in rapid circles as she gushed around his invading flesh.
"Shit!" Carl groaned as her cunt contracted around him. "I want those tits!"
Brooke greedily drove back into him several more times as the last tremors of her orgasm flowed through her. Carl slowed up until he was barely moving, giving her a few more seconds before she pushed up against him.
He whipped his cock out, gripping it in his hand until she turned and sat on the edge of the bed. She put her left forearm under her tits to hold them up, then grabbing his cock in her right hand stroked him.
He released his cock and a long thick jet of cum splattered on her chest between her tits. Carl moaned, his hands going to her shoulders as Brooke pumped his cock, moving it from side to side, as he sent several squirts of cum, painting both her breasts with thick white strips of his lust.
"Fuck me," Carl grabbed her wrist. "Stop, please."
"How do these young tits look with your cum all over them?"
"Un fucking believable." He told her, then wiped his face and stared at the slick fluid on the back of his hand. "Can I use the bathroom to clean up?"
"Don't want the wife tasting teenage pussy on your face." She told him, then as soon as he turned away, she fell onto her back on the bed, trying to catch her breath.
She couldn't believe she'd just said that, but she also wouldn't have believed she could have come twice while a guy she never met fucked her brains out. She listened to the water run, and Carl came out a couple minutes later, his face once again clean.
He tossed her a towel, and as she wiped off her tits, he began getting dressed as quickly as he had stripped down.
"Hard to leave after that, but gotta jet, babe."
"Its okay," she finished wiping the cum from her chest. "Hope I made you happy."
"You did." He pulled his T-shirt on and as he sat to put his socks and shoes on, he sighed and looked as if he were going to say something, but changed his mind.
"Thanks for the ride, sweetie," he gave her a quick kiss on her cheek. "Never saw you before. You just in town for a while? Lot of girls travel from city to city."
"No, I live here."
"Good, if I see your ad again, I'll give you a call, maybe get to go slow next time out."
"You have my number." She told him as he patted his pockets to make sure he had everything.
"Later, babe." Carl undid the latch and let himself out as Brooke remained out of sight on the edge of the bed.
Brooke tossed the cum smeared towel on the floor and pushed herself to get off the bed and go throw the latch. She grabbed a bottle of water from the fridge and chugged while sitting back on the bed and checking her phone.
Three messages.
Two said they were looking for a quick visit, one asked what her rate was for an hour and if she'd be around at 8pm. He added he'd give her a small deposit to 'hold his spot."
Brooke replied to him first and said that it was fine and her cash app notified her she had another $50.
She went to the first one and asked when he wanted to see her. He replied a minute later he could be there for four. She responded that would work, then sent a simple "Hi" to the other message and put the phone down after there was no immediate reply.
She stared at the nightstand. Three fifty in the drawer, another hundred in her cash app and a potential four hundred more coming today with a 'date' lined up for Friday. Brooke rose from the chair, and taking her phone with her entered the bathroom.
She'd turned the water on when the other person, who said his name was Jake, responded and agreed with her saying she could be available at five. Brooke put the phone down.
A quick shower, put on one of the other dresses she'd bought and...
Back to work.
Chapter Nine
"Excuse me, miss, are you done or still picking?"
"Huh?" Brooke blinked and stared up at the waitress. "Oh, wow, I'm sorry. Just kind of out of it."
"No need to be sorry," the older woman laughed. "Honey, this place has a twenty four hour casino, there's a lot of people that come in here and fall asleep at the table in the morning."
"I'm done," she indicated her empty fruit bowl, then the pot in the woman's hand. "But I'll take more coffee."
The woman refilled her cup, then dropped the check on the table while removing the bowl. "No hurry on that, sweetie."
Brooke poured some sugar then picked up the mug up in both hands. She sipped at the black coffee as she leaned back in the comfortable chair and went back to staring over the North End of Boston and the Charles River beyond it.
Her mind drifted back to that night she'd officially become a provider. By midnight, when she decided to call it quits, she'd give six blow jobs and been fucked three times. It was insane, and more than a little disgusting when she thought back on it.
But early on the rush was as much the act of wanton sex and how she'd gone from a timid self-conscious young girl to a confident and sex crazed woman. Her first few nights were like that.
She'd see as many as she could, reveling in the sex and obsessed with making over $1500 each day. Fortunately, she'd gotten a grip on herself and became more disciplined, only renting the motel room three times a week, and keeping it to 2 guys a night if it were sex, if a couple more were just looking for a BJ, she'd consider it.
She banked as much as she could and when she saw an ad for a two-room basement apartment with a separate entrance in the back of the old brownstone it was located in, Brooke used everything she had to get it.
Once moved in, she used it as an incall, and saw men every day around her class schedule. The rent was high, but she was easily able to afford it. Bill had not only come back to see her that Friday but became her first regular.
For several months he saw her once a week, and often when his hour was up, he would continue to chat and she'd let him, listening to whatever he had to say, and enjoying the pleasure of his company.
Between her secretive new profession, school, and studying, Brooke had no social life other than her clients, and she quickly reached the point that to her it wasn't just her sex life, but the men she saw multiple time became a pseudo relationship, friends with benefits, except they paid for the benefits.
Carl had contacted her again, and she'd thought of not seeing him, but she was still getting established, and rule of thumb was the more regulars you could get, the better. She saw him again, and that time he was slower and more playful.
The third time was rushed, and he seemed a bit angsty, but not at her. On his next visit, he seemed as if he wanted to talk, and being it was after ten and she didn't want her neighbors to see men coming and going later at night, she wasn't going to see anyone else, so was happy to chat with him.
He told her his wife was very sick; a debilitating disease and she had not been able to have sex for over two years. He worked third shift, and his adult son worked first, and they had friends and family who also helped with her 24/7 care.
Her first reaction was it made him a bigger dick, but as he spoke, she could see his conflict and guilt, but also his need for a release and to have the company of a woman that could be affectionate with him.
His situation made her see what she did with married men as not always a bad thing, that there were times, that in a strange way, women like her saved marriages. They were a one-time thing, some quick relief, and back home. It wasn't a long affair where they fell in love with another woman, hence if things got better at home, they could simply stop seeing providers.
Skewed logic? Justification? Brooke figured a mix of both. She was sure some married men were just cheats on the prowl, but always defaulted to the two words Steve had instilled in her that day.
Money talks.
And if she didn't want to listen, the next girl would.
Brooke glanced at her phone as it vibrated and saw a text come up, asking her how early she'd be available today. It was ten thirty, she'd been sitting here for close to an hour, but wasn't in a hurry to move just yet.
She looked at her calendar which showed her three appointments today spread out between 2pm and 11pm, all with a deposit. Brooke wasn't sure she wanted to do one at noon and didn't reply right away.
If they really wanted her, they'd wait or try again, if they just wanted fun they'd move down to the next ad on the site. Brooke stared down at next text. One from her mother.
"I told you I don't want money you made on your back." The text was followed by a broke heart emoji then. "You're only twenty-four, honey, its not too late to go back to school!"
"But you'll keep it," she whispered as she put down the phone.
They did this whenever Brooke sent money, and her mother's response was always along the same lines, but she'd blocked her mother on cashapp so she couldn't get the money back to her, and in the end, even her mother knew money talked, but in this case the money said I love you, and her mother knew it.
Just as Brooke knew she'd had truly broken her mother's heart. Two semesters into school, with her maintaining a 3.8 GPA, there was an issue with her financial aid. She could get the money, but she'd be borrowing far more and at an insane interest rate.



She was looking at six years or more of classes and tens of thousands of dollars in debt by the end with interest that would take her years to pay off even at a good entry level salary.
At the time, she was making $1500 to $2000 a week as a provider. Without school she could make more, she could do what many other escorts did and go from city to city staying for a week or so making bank on guys who flocked to them because they were new blood.
When thinking on it, Brooke came to the conclusion she wasn't passionate about being in law school for the right reasons. She was a young girl raised with very little determined to go to a big city and make good money, and law was a respectable and lucrative career.
That she'd be working her first ten years just to pay back all she would owe. Or, she could use her body, and with good financial sense, and no bad habits, do very well for herself, and for the most part enjoy doing it.
When Brooke told her mother her decision, she'd been so distraught she'd driven to Boston to see her. It had been a surprise visit and she'd shown up at her door while she was in bed with a client.
His name was Bruce, and she'd seen him more than once, and while her mother waited at the door, she told him what was going on and he agreed to get dressed and leave without saying anything except hello to her mother and letting Brooke handle it.
She'd been caught off guard, flustered, and stammering to where her mother gave her the out by asking Brooke if Bruce was someone she was dating. She'd blurted out yes, and her mother went on a rant about him being twice her age and it was disgusting, and she was being taken advantage of.
Brooke let it go, after all, it was better than the truth, and the conversation delved into her decision about school. Needing to get her head together, she told her mother she needed to take a shower and give her a few minutes.
When she came out, her mother was sitting at Brooke's desk in front of her laptop which was open to her ad on Skip the Games because she'd been editing it to upload new pics.
Her mother went the anger route first, calling her a whore, a disgrace, then went into concerned mother with how she could be arrested, end up with a pyscho, and finally ended in tears and Brooke...breaking her heart.
A condition which remained six years later.
They still spoke from time to time, and Brooke could tell her mother wanted to talk more, but stubbornly refused to do it, as if she were approving of her daughter's career choice if she stayed close to her.
For her part, it hurt, but she didn't see what she did was wrong, and she earned a comfortable living. A nice condo not far from Faneuil Hall, a sleek 2021 Infinity Q50, nice clothes, and she'd made friends with a couple of girls from the gym as well as keeping in touch with Krissy and some of her former classmates.
She'd even gotten to know some of the other local providers by running into them in places like this and would sometimes grab coffee or a drink with them and they'd swap stories and talk about their strange lifestyle.
Her job was her sex life, and overnight GFE encounters like she'd had last night with Russ her love life. Kissing, affectionate touching, sleeping together. It was all a role play of sorts, but weren't a lot of people in relationships no longer happy and just acting their way through it?
"Hey, it is you!"
Brooke looked up to see Steve standing by the table. Figures he'd somehow see her even out here on the balcony.
"It is," she said simply.
"You don't recognize me, do you?"
"Steve," she said simply.
"Yeah, how are you?" Uninvited, he pulled out the chair across from her and dropped himself into it. "Been a minute, no?"
"Yeah, it has."
"I saw your ad on the site saying you were here this week, so I've been looking out for you and sure enough you go walking by!" He pointed to her, smiling. "I told you that day this was the way to go, and man you went big and didn't go home, didn't you?"
"I've done okay."
"Okay? Touring the country, staying in five-star hotels, got tons of great reviews on all the major sites, you're killing it, Brooke."
She shrugged and took the last few swallows of her coffee.
"I saw your ad a few months after I," he winked. "Got you started, reached out to you and said who I was, but you never replied."
"Busy."
"What's the matter, you didn't want to be reminded of how bad you were with me?" He displayed the same smirk he had years ago in the parking lot. "Miss sex pro who couldn't suck to save her life?"
"I think you're proving why I didn't want to see you," she put the mug down. "You're an asshole."
"Easy their killer, no need to get nasty," he winced.
"You were nasty," she leaned forward so quickly, he flinched. "You were crude, and demeaning, and rough. You hurt me and you loved every minute of it."
"Look..."
"Worst part? You knew it. Its why you were quiet on the ride back and why you gave me an extra hundred." She laughed humorlessly. "Then turned back into a dick when you told me about the site and I was already a pro."
"Alright," he put his hands up defensively. "You're right, I was mean to you and got off on it. I mean, shit, Brooke with what you know now a few years later, how rare is it to find a girl as hot and inexperienced as you? I got carried away."
"Yeah, you did."
"But the advice about the site? That was legit, look at you now! How can you tell me I was wrong when you did exactly what I said?"
She lowered her eyes and didn't answer.
"See? You know I have you there. This wouldn't be you if I never happened. Those were law books I bought you. You'd still be in school right now if you stayed on that path."
"How do you know I quit?"
"Duh, you're all around the country during the school year, or are you taking online courses?" He waved his hand. "You heard what I was saying and gave it a go and you're still doing it. When are you getting an Only Fans? You can make even more money just playing with yourself on video, or even better, film yourself with a couple of Johns!"
He clapped his hands.
"Now I'll have to watch for you there seeing I got you to try this."
"Okay, you're right," Brooke admitted. "Meeting you is what led to this, but you were still awful to me."
"Awfully good," he grinned then rolled his eyes. "Take a joke, Brooke. I woke you up to your own body, and before you cop an attitude, I'm not being cocky, shit like that happens all the time to sheltered girls, guys too, who think its wrong, then finally get a taste of the real deal and go hog wild after that.
"I..." she grunted disgustedly. "Pretty much. You were a shithead, but you made me realize I had what men wanted and shouldn't be ashamed of it. Showed me my ex-boyfriend was an insecure jerk who kept me feeling down because I was out of his league and he knew it."
"There you go," he nodded.
"Wasn't just the sex though, it turned me on guys would pay. Still does, guess that's why I'm good at it. It's not just sex, or pay, its sex for pay."
"You're welcome," he put his hand up again. "And I'm sorry for how it went down. I meant it then; I mean it now. But it all worked out, didn't it?"
"Yeah, guess it did."
"Tell you something. Since I saw your ad, I check you out all the time. Look at your new pics, where you are, what your ads offer. Hell of a turn on to look at you now and know I had you first."
"You can't help yourself, can you?"
"It's a compliment!" he lowered his eyes, staring at her loose-fitting Celtics sweatshirt. "Not exactly working at the moment, are you?"
"Just got off a shift," she gave him a taste of his own smirk. "An overnight."
"Bet you probably wore him out and he slept half of it. What a deal." He whistled.
"Well, this has been nice, but I'm going to get going." She met his gaze. "He really didn't sleep much so I'm still tired."
"Hold on," he rose when she did. "I was thinking, I'm here until tomorrow. How about we get together?"
"You think I'd hook up with you?"
"Oh, come on. Three hundred and you get to show me the upgrade in skills."
"I get five now."
"Five? And you're not even barely legal anymore, jeez." He made a show of thinking. "How about four seeing you kind of owe me."
"Five non-negotiable, but it doesn't matter, I'm off the clock until later then I'm booked solid."
"No one's off the clock if they want to sell. True in any business."
"Nice to see you again, Steve, I'm sure there's other girls online right now."
"But we're here, and don't forget what I taught you." He pulled out cash from his pocket, and with a smirk spread it with his thumb to show off three hundreds. "Money talks."
"That it does," Brooke glanced around to make sure the tables nearest them were still empty, before opening her small purse, pulling out the wad of bills from her wallet, all hundreds, and fanned them out in front of her face. "And sorry, Steve, you're just not talking loud enough."
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"Hmm, is this all for mama, baby?" The beautiful brunette kneeling between Malcolm Stone's thighs asked while stroking his throbbing cock.
"All of it," Malcolm breathed, his large hand running through her long raven black hair. "I've wanted you for so long, mama."
Christ, he sounded pathetic even to himself. Not that any man in his current position. Sitting back in an Italian leather recliner with a ten thousand dollar bottle of 40 year old Macallan scotch on the table beside him, and a smoking hot porn star about to take him into her supremely talented mouth, would think he was anything but a damn hero living he dream.
But none of those men would have all these things and still feel bitter because none of it was his hearts true desire which was for the woman kneeling before him to not be role playing, but to be who he'd longed for his entire adult life.
His mother.
"I can tell," she flicked her tongue over the swollen head of his cock, taking a thin line of pre-cum with it. "You are a naughty boy being so hard for your mother."
She added her other hand, now slowly pumping him in both fists while sucking on her lower lip.
"So big too," she whispered and at this point he didn't think the look of lust in her eyes was completely for show. "My baby isn't so little anymore, is he?"
Like her desire, that wasn't just a line. Even with both her hands on him, there was still some of his thick shaft uncovered as well as his tip which was an angry purple due to his being aroused from the second she'd showed up in the short black robe that had belonged to his mother and he'd smuggled into his things when his father threw him out of the house when he discovered his son had done to his wife.
Malcolm's looks and the massive cock 'Mama' whose real name was Penny but filmed under 'Raven Wilde', was about to slurp on, had landed him a job in porn back when the incident that forever changed his life occurred.
His penchant and talent for photography as well as videography coupled with his love of adult film, specifically the booming Taboo industry had gotten him off the set and behind the camera, and soon in a director's chair before taking everything he'd saved, securing financial backing from a bank and starting his first web site under the business name Stone Cold Productions.
It was in that capacity that he set up these 'castings' with already proven talent to show him they could deliver the quality of incest fantasy porn that was his biggest money maker.
The reality was that once every so often, he suffered from overwhelming malaise of not being able to consummate his lust and love for his mother to the extent he had to do this for relief that was far more mental and emotional than physical.
When it came to that need, he would often use an escort who didn't know who he was, but when his longing was at its worse, he would selfishly dip into the stable of dozens of women who worked for him and set up one of these sexual auditions.
"Tell mama what you want," she prompted him, her tongue wagging lasciviously over his oozing tip.
"I want you," he again wanted to smack himself. Not for the words, this was an 'audition' for his Loving Mother's line which produced content that was about 'taboo romance' as much as raw sex, so he was covered.
It was the longing in his voice that Penny would simply brush off as playing his part, but he knew the slight emotional tremble was real. He'd drank too much before she'd come to his office which was more luxurious than most people's homes.
"You have me, baby," she gave him a surprisingly warm smile that even in his conflicted state he took note of. She could definitely make the grade for the channel. Her eyes, a deep soulful shade of brown, so much like his mother's, which along with her hair color was why he chose her, met his. "Now, whatever would you like to do with me?"
She pressed her red lips to his tip.
"Or what do you want mommy to do to you?"
"Suck my cock," he whispered.
"Whatever my boy wants," Penny tossed in a wink, and parting her lips, eased them over his tip and slowly worked them down his aching shaft.
She stopped about halfway before bobbing her head in a slow steady rhythm. Malcolm released a soft sigh, leaning back in the chair while Penny closed her eyes and moaned as if his cock was the best thing she'd ever tasted.
Keeping one hand on her head, his fingers entwined in her soft hair, he picked up the glass next to him and knocked back the two fingers of the scotch as if it weren't one of the most expensive vintages out there, but cheap box wine.
He felt like an asshole doing it, getting his dick sucked and having a drink like some arrogant tool bag wolf turd of Wall Street, but he needed it to keep him relaxed mentally so he didn't drift too far from fantasy and into bitter reality.
Penny moved her head faster, now taking him deeper with each smooth suck until her lips were close to the base of his shaft. An impressive feat for any random woman, but she was a pro after all.
To the point the wet gurgling noises she now made mixed in with some choking sounds each time his head hit the back of her throat were more show than necessary. But that was fine, regardless of depth of script or emotion, porn in the end had to porn.
He'd lost track of time wondering how his mother would suck. From the pictures he'd found of her which initiated his obsession, she looked like her head game would be on point and she wasn't shy about being dirty.
"Yeah, suck it, mom," he tightened his grip in her hair. "Suck it like you sucked dads. But you're my dirty woman now, aren't you?"
"Hmm-mmm!" she opened her eyes and as she moaned her reply around his fat cock. She cupped his swollen sac in one hand while using two fingers around his shaft, jerking him as she continued to blow him.
Her face was now flushed from the effort of repeatedly deep throating him and strands of pre cum laced drool flowed from the sides of her mouth as she worked her son's sizable cock.
But he wasn't her son, this wasn't mom, this was just a woman around her age who looked like her working him to earn a nice check from his site which he was proud to say paid more than any other studio in the game.
Penny released his cock in a spray of sloppy spit and smiled through her now sticky lips while pimping his now slimy cock vigorously.
"You want your dirty mama to suck you off, baby? Drain her boy's balls, let my son cum in my mouth and swallow all that frustration you have from thinking you couldn't have me?"
Damn, all Malcolm had given her was a loose idea of a mother walking in and telling her son she knew she wanted him and giving herself to him. Her dialogue was all ad lib, and the last line was hot as fuck.
But it was raunchy and nasty and it's not what he'd wanted, but he'd slipped, showing his real frustration in wanting his sweet on the surface, but nasty freak in the bedroom mother, to be his freak.
"What's the matter, baby? Cat got your tongue because Mommy's felt so good?"
Malcolm blinked, he had to be more buzzed because he swore he'd just heard those words in his mother's voice. Penny, for all the sex appeal had a rather light voice that seemed out of place on a sensual woman in her forties.
His mother on the other hand had a huskier voice that had a smoky quality to it, and it wasn't until he'd developed his fixation that he realized how mature and sexy it was. That smoky purr was what he thought he'd just heard.
"I...need to be with you." More whiny crap, and most likely a result of conning himself into hearing a voice that he'd give anything to hear again, especially in his ear as he made love to her.
On the plus side, he'd steered the 'script' back on track and away from flat out 'just suck it' porn that he'd never been a fan of even back in his day as an actor.
"I like that, Malcolm, say it again, but better."
Malcolm's eyes widened as this time he didn't just hear his mother's voice again, but her eyes were locked on his and as insane as it seemed, he was sure they'd briefly turned a deep red.
No, it had to be an effect of the candles he'd lit around the office because even booze and twisted longing wouldn't lead to him seeing that.
"You know how bad I want you, Mama," his voice shook again, and he now blamed being momentarily rattled for how weak he sounded. "I want you more than I've ever wanted anything."
"Well, what kind of mother would I be if I didn't give may son what he wants?" Another great line and delivered in her real voice, proving he'd never heard the other one. Penny stood and held the ties to his mother's robe out. "Want to unwrap the best gift I'll ever give you?"
Penny had just earned a contract with Loving Mothers. He thought as he leaned forward and gripped the ties to the robe. He forced himself to ease them away rather than yank them and cause the robe to slowly fall open.
"Oh, Mama," he swallowed nervously as his mind, like it always did when he put himself through this, imagined this really being his mother.
Penny was as close to her as he'd seen in person. The same heavy breasts and rose shaded nipples, the full hips and thick lush thighs his mother had possessed. Like his mother, she was no slender young girl that made their living in the industry playing little sis, daddy's little girl, or a barely legal babysitter, no, Penny was a true milf with the body a real woman.
"You look even better than I thought you would."
"Really?" Not like you haven't seen plenty of me in all those pictures you jerked off too."
"Huh?" His mother's voice had uttered those words, and they were followed by a low chuckle that seemed too deep of a pitch for Penny to produce even if she tried. He looked up at her face and shook his head.
He once again saw that quick flash of red and there was a shimmering effect around her face as if from intense heat but had to be his vision swimming. He hadn't drank that much.
"I said does mommy look better in person than those pictures I caught you jerking off too?" Penny, her eyes and face back to normal, narrowed as if she were wondering if there was something off with him.
But the line was delivered with a flawlessness that was topped only by her soft luscious body. The inviting flesh of not just a mature woman, but a mother showing her boy she was just as much of a sexual being as any other woman he'd been with. No, more than that because no woman could ever love a man the way a mother could.
Wow, good line! Stealing that!
The thought sounded in his head, but not in his mental voice, but much deeper, more powerful one. Fine, he was blitzed and further down the rabbit hole than usual. But he was a blitzed man with a throbbing erection and a woman who was pure physical perfection in front of him.
Malcolm's hands slide into the robe, caressing Penny's soft flat tummy before cupping her amazing breasts.
"Yeah, there you go, baby, play with Mama's tits," she breathed as her hands roamed over his broad shoulders and down the well-developed muscles in his upper arms. "I'm loving what I'm feeling too."
He stroked her nipples with his thumbs before taking the right one between his lips. He moaned deep in his throat while remembering the time when he'd been so out of his mind with lust he'd slipped his mother that pill in her wine and...
Damn, no wonder your father tossed you on your ass!
That odd voice in his head again which at this point he was convinced was his own conscious reminding him of the awful act he'd committed. It did to swerve his mind back to the present which involved his sucking on an epic tit with the other in his hand.
"Suck it, honey, that's your tit now, isn't it?"
Penny slid her hands into his hair, and he released an annoyingly soft whimper as he switched to sucking her other breast. She eased the robe from her shoulders, and he was aware of it hitting the floor as his hands left her breasts to slip around her waist.
He pulled her close, shoving her breast harder into his face while his hands now dipped to her ass, tracing its sweet curve before giving it a hard squeeze. Penny gripped his shoulders and eased him back.
"I think its time my baby got what he's been dreaming of."
Malcolm licked his lips at the sight of the neatly trimmed triangle of dark hair over her rosy slit and prepared to lean in for a taste, but Penny shoved him harder, sitting him back.
She swung one long leg up, placing her knee on his thigh. Malcolm happily went back to sucking on her tit as she brought up her other leg so she was now resting on his lap.
Penny reached back, gripping his cock and guiding the tip between her wet flesh. She lowered herself slowly, moaning softly as his head stretched her open, paving the way for his long pulsing shaft.
"Oh, honey, you feel so good inside your mother," Penny groaned when she was fully impaled on him. "Feel it?" she put her hands on his shoulders and gently slid back and forth on his lap, teasing him with her wet heat.
"That's home, baby. This is where you were always meant to be."
"Yes," he whispered while somewhere in his mind he heard. "And the Oscar for lines so bad they're good goes too..." "I hoped you'd see it wasn't wrong."
"Nothing wrong could feel this good, Malcolm," she made eye contact while using his name and it sent a thrill through both his cock and his admittedly confused heart. The words, even though uttered by someone pretending to be his mother, hit him hard.
He caught her face in his large hands and pulled her down to him, kissed her hard. Penny moaned in her throat while now working her hips, bouncing on his cock as they kissed.
This wasn't the typical made for porn kiss which always featured mouths so wide open it was close to comical and tongues wagging more for the camera than pleasure, but not this one.
Malcolm's lips pressed firmly to hers, working over them while his hands explored her long hair and the soft smooth flesh of her back and shoulders. Penny returned the kiss in kind, sighing and using her tongue to teasingly flicker over his lips but not invade his mouth.
His hand went to the back of her head, cradling it and keeping her mouth on his while moving his hips in time with hers. Her nipples poked into his broad hairy chest and his cock now pumped her harder as her hips picked up the pace, riding him much faster than before.
"That's it," she whispered into his mouth. "You sit back and let Mama take care of you. Let me show you how a real woman loves her boy, her man, her everything."
Again, her perfect response sent a wave of excitement through him and made him want to show his mother how he could take care of her so much better than his father ever had.
He used the power in his legs and back to surge up to his feet, causing Penny to yip into his mouth and wrap her long legs around his waist. He remained standing for a moment as she bounced on his cock while tightly gripping his shoulders to push up and down on him.
Malcolm turned and took several steps over to the double wide couch which was the size of a twin bed and made to sleep on, or in the case of many in his profession, big enough to live up to the term casting couch.
He laid her back on it, and quickly sliding down, buried his face between her thighs as enthusiastically as he would have if she were really his mother.
"Oh, honey!" Penny squealed when he plunged his tongue inside her juicy slit. "Look at you giving your Mama a real kiss!"
Either Penny had watched some of his videos or she was just a natural, but she was killing it with her lines, her body wasn't hurting her cause either as she eagerly lifted her legs, placing her soft feet on the backs of his shoulders and closing those lush thighs around him.
He slid his hands up her stomach, cupping her tits and catching her nipples, rolling them between his fingers while his tongue probed her hot box.
"Lick it," she implored him. "Lick Mama's cunt baby, make her cum for her boy!"
Malcolm's lips fastened to hers and he sucked hard, getting the reward of a mouthful of sticky sweet juices as well as Penny gasping and moaning, her toes curling into his back.
He worked his tongue through the succulent folds of her twat until he encountered her swollen clit and gave it a hard suck that caused her to whimper and move her hips, sliding his tongue over her pink pearl.
She slid her hands down and spread herself open, giving him better access to her clit and he took full advantage of it. Malcolm had always prided himself on not wanting to be the typical male porn star who just stuck it to women, but an attentive lover who wanted them to enjoy it, both for a better show and the fact he loved making women come.
But in his fevered mind this was no longer Penny, a sexy as fuck milf porn star, but his milf. His mother, the woman he'd give anything to have been able to experience. His tongue blurred over, under, and across her clit in rapid fashions, peppering it with soft licks, harder flicks and a few quick sucks mixed in.
"Just like that," Penny groaned, her thick thighs trembling around him and her hips rocking faster under the ministrations of his skilled and experienced tongue. "You really want to make your mommy happy, don't you?"
He had a feeling he was about to make Penny happy because he didn't think he was being arrogant by knowing she wasn't faking this reaction. She was going to come for him and soon.
He slid his right hand down, burying two long thick fingers inside her, and curled them while giving her a hard suck.
"Oh!" Penny yipped. "My baby's been thinking about eating Mama's cunt, hasn't he? Such a bad boy being so good to me!"
He began sucking rhythmically on her clit and the next time he curled his fingers Penny went over the edge, releasing a loud squeal before her body exploded into orgasm.
Her pussy contracted around his fingers and her hips bucked, grinding her hot rosy flesh in his face.
"Cumming in my boy's face!" Penny stayed in character. "Oh, oh! Oh yes, honey, yes! Mama's coming so hard for you!"
Penny's words trailed off into a series of sharp yips followed by a low guttural growl he knew well from having been on set for several of her shoots for his other studios. When her body went limp and her legs dropped from his shoulders, he surged up the bed and drove into her in one long hard thrust.
Her eyes widened and she yelped and whimpered as he tore into her, pounding her with his massive cock as his lust-as it always did despite his best efforts-took over and had him fucking her with long powerful strokes.
"Take me," Penny cried out, her eyes rolling like a slot machine as she writhed and squirmed under the assault of his legendary cock. "Take your mother! Make me yours, Malcolm! Make me yours in every way!"
Her words took his excitement to an even higher level and slipping his cock from her quivering cunt, he gripped her hips and using his considerable strength, easily flipped her onto her side, then onto her stomach.
Penny went to draw her legs up to put her ass in the air, but he slid over her keeping her flat on the couch. She howled as he entered her and resting his arms on either side of her head, hammered into her prone cunt.
He lowered his head, burying his face in her hair and kissing her neck as he fucked her hard enough to cause the sturdy couch to squeak in protest and her yelps to raise higher in pitch.
But credit where it was due, Penny stayed in the game.



"Giving it to me so hard!" she moaned, stretching her arms out to grip the edge of the cushion. "Showing Mama how bad you wanted her! It's okay baby! You fuck me, you take all that pent up lust out on me!"
Malcolm moaned as he continued his savage plundering of Penny's helpless pussy and in between her yelps and squeals she fed his taboo fire.
"Oh my god! My son's tearing up Mommy's slutty cunt, isn't he?" That was dirtier than he wanted, but he was so far gone it didn't matter and considering the hardcore fucking he was delivering he didn't blame Penny for shifting gears into full blown porn dialogue.
"Fucking you," he moaned in her ear his nostrils filling with the intoxicating scent of her juices which were smeared into his beard and his cock thrusting into what he wanted to be the wet welcoming forbidden heat of his mother. "Finally fucking you! Taking my mother like she wanted me too."
"Roll us over," He froze in mid thrust when the words came out in his mother's voice as they had earlier. "I want to see you when you come for me," she released a nasty giggle. "When you all over Mama's trashy face."
Malcolm sat back allowing her to roll onto her back. Penny drew her legs up and wrapping her arms around her knees, pulled them back until her feet were over her head.
It left her glistening cunt fully exposed and spread for him and leaning over, he gripped her tits while driving into her. He resumed his rough fucking of her, his cock slamming into her hard enough for his balls to slap against her ass.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck meee!" Penny wailed, her eyes bright and wild and her face flushed and sweaty under his sexual onslaught.
"Give me what I deserve! I teased you, didn't I? I was a mommy slut cock tease who did this to you!"
She was never that, but the words, the way she delivered them had his cock twitching inside her and his balls tightening as he felt the first twinges of orgasm stirring deep within his cock.
"It's my fault you're like this! It was my dirty pictures that made you this way! Seeing your mommy being such a dirty nasty whore for your daddy and you wanted me to be yours!"
"P...pictures?" He slowed down. How did Penny know about that? No one knew about...
Stop thinking and fuck your mother,"that deep voice rumbled in his mind. Stop acting like you wanted her sweet, you know what you wanted, and you know where you're coming, don't you?
His mind filled with the image that had haunted both his dreams and waking thoughts for thirty years. That damn picture, the one Penny shouldn't know about. His mother, his sweet, loving, slightly prudish boring housewife with his father's dick in her face and her mouth and cheeks covered with cum.
Then other picture, the...one he'd made and had...
"Do it!" Penny hissed, her eyes wide and her lipstick smeared lips curling into a feral smile. "Paint your whore mother's face!"
Malcolm gasped as his hips went wild, seemingly moving of their own volition as his mind struggled with what Penny was saying and how she could...
"Oh!" he gasped, his balls contracting while cum raced through his shaft.
He whipped his cock out and as he had in more scenes than he could remember, he gripped it at the base of his shaft, choking it off, then slid over her as she dropped her legs and wagged her tongue provocatively at him.
"That's it, honey, shoot that hot load all over me!"
Malcolm released his cock with a groan as long thick spurt of cum splattered on her tongue and sprayed into her mouth. The second squirt left a long white line from her sweaty black hair, down her forehead and all over her nose.
Penny closed her mouth and pushed the cum through her lips to slide down her chin. Malcolm pumped his cock furiously, moving his tip to be able to leave streaks of cum across both her cheeks.
In his prime he'd rivaled Peter North for the size of his cum shots, and even now in his early fifties he could give the iconic stud a run as he dumped a copious load of mama inspired cum all over Penny's face.
"Hmm, my poor baby had that stored up for Mama, didn't he?" Penny caressed his balls as he pumped the last few drops from his now spent cock. "All of it, Mama wants all of it."
She proved that by lifting her head and taking his tip into her mouth and sucking hard enough to slurp a few more drops from him, making him squirm and moan. She released him, letting her head fall back on the couch.
"That what you wanted?"
"I..." Malcolm's words fell away when Penny's eyes turned red and with a smile she spoke in his mother's voice.
"I wear it well, don't I Malcolm?" The cum covered smile grew wider and he flinched back when he saw her teeth had grown into fangs. "Pictures or it didn't happen, right?"
"What the hell...ow!" Malcolm yelled in surprise when he leaned too far back and slipped off the edge of the couch, falling onto the floor.
"Oh my god!" Penny exclaimed, sitting up. "Are you okay?"
Her eyes and voice were back to normal as she stared at him, a look of concern on her white splattered face.
"I...yeah, uh." He sat up, rubbing his elbow which he'd used to stop his head from hitting the floor. "I'm fine."
"Okay," Penny, unconcerned with the cum sliding down her face and dripping onto her breasts laughed. "Too bad we weren't filming. That would be great for a bloopers clip."
"How do you know about the pictures?" he demanded, sliding back up to sit on the couch.
"What pictures?" Penny pointed at her face. "Can I get a towel?"
Leaning over, Malcolm grabbed the black Armani shirt he'd removed when he got undressed to 'get caught' jerking off in the chair to start their little role play and handed it to her.
"Expensive towel," she whistled but used it to wipe off her face.
"The pictures?"
"I don't know what you mean, oh, shit!" she slapped her forehead. "Did you want to take pictures for the site? I didn't think of that seeing this was just an audition."
"No, you said you did this to me with those pictures," he said slowly as his mind now seemed fuzzy. She had said it, hadn't she? Hard to think he could have heard something else come out as that.
"You wear it well!" he pointed to her.
"Thank you! Not the first time I've been told that." She grinned as she now used the other end of the shirt to clean off her ample tits.
"No, that line you used."
"Did I say that?" She frowned and for a moment looked as confused as he did before shrugging. "Oh, right. I just made it up like everything else."
"Like the pictures?"
"Malcolm, I have no idea what you're talking about," she pointed to the table. "How much did you drink before we started?"
"You really didn't say it was your fault because of the pictures?"
She cocked her head, her brow furrowed in thought then put her hands up and nodded. "Right, the pictures of me and your dad," she clapped her hands. "Nice touch, no?"
"Touch?"
"Yeah, I'm here to see if you think I could work in Loving Mothers, so I just had this idea on the spot that a son saw nasty pics of his mom, and it made him want her. Bad idea?"
"No, uh," he didn't feel as relieved as he should. Something seemed wrong here. Then again, he had seen clips, and written one himself, about a son finding out his mom had once shot porn and then watched the videos and wanted her. "That's a good idea actually," he gave her a forced smile.
"Thank you, maybe you could use it, and I don't know maybe," she gave him a hopeful smile. "It could star Raven Wilde?"
"Not sure about it yet, but I think you proved you have what it takes to do some work for that site."
"Thank you, Malcolm!" She leaned over and gave him a hug. "I can't wait to get started."
"I'll call you myself when we have the right script and co-star."
He returned the hug which he meant to be brief but froze with her in his arms when he caught the scent of Coco Chanel perfume. Penny had been wearing Black opium when she arrived, he smelled it on her coat when he hung it up while she changed into the robe.
"Tell you what," Penny eased herself from his arms. "You should still be in porn, Malcolm. You damn near fucked me stupid."
"Oh, sorry," He gave her a rueful grin. "Got a little carried away, I get into anything taboo."
"No worries." She gave him the same type of smile. "Guess you never saw the two gang bang vids I did. I was sore for days."
"Right, well, if you want to, there's a shower in the bathroom."
"I'll take you up on that, kind of sweaty and all kinds of sticky." She rose from the couch. "Someone made a mess of me."
"Right, and don't forget this," he went over to his desk, his cock, still impressive even when soft, bobbing between his muscular thighs and picked up an envelope. "I'll put it with your things, so you don't forget it. Twelve hundred cash so you don't have to worry about taxes."
"Wow, thank you. I didn't expect to get paid much," she winked. "Feels more like fun than work."
"You're being kind, but I have never or will ever take advantage of anyone in this business. You more than earned it."
"You look like a big mean bastard, but you're a total sweetheart." She rose and kissed him on the cheek before heading for the bathroom.
Malcolm watched her hips swing and the slight jiggle in her ass as she crossed the room thinking she looked good, but not really being aroused. Part of that was due to the way people in the industry became so blunted when it came to being naked and seeing others that way, the other part was the fact that unless he thought of a woman being his mother he rarely had any interest these days.
Proving his own point about nudity not meaning anything, he walked over to the coat rack, his cock, still impressive even when soft, bobbing between his legs, and slipped the envelope into the purse he'd hung up next to her jacket. Malcolm leaned close and sniffed it.
Black Opium.
"Hey," he turned to see Penny in the doorway to the bathroom. "I was thinking that since you got Mama all dirty it's only fair you help her get clean," she struck a sexy pose, one hand on her hip and angling her tits to an even saucier angle. "Then maybe get me all dirty again?"
"No, you passed your screen test," he told her.
"Did I? I feel like I could use a little more practice?" She pushed her lips into a pout. "Or now that you had a piece of your mommy you don't want her anymore?" she widened those perfect large brown eyes. "Going to just come on Mama's face and that's it? Make her feel cheap after she gave her boy what he needed?"
His earlier thought that he only seemed to be aroused the last few years if there was a taboo element to the encounter proved prophetic as his cock was now well on its way to being fully hard.
"Yeah," Penny licked her lips. "You want more of your naughty mommy don't you, Malcolm."
"I always want my mother," he replied so softly it was more too himself than her, but his cock was now fully hard, and he was already walking toward her, his mind filled with long time fantasies of sharing a hot shower after even hotter sex with his mother.
"Can I wash your hair?" he asked when he reached her, groaning softly when she grabbed his ready cock.
"Baby," She sucked her lower lip. "Your Mama will let you do anything you want."
She backed into the bathroom leading him by his cock while he thought buzzed hallucination of not, he'd give anything to hear those words in his mother's voice.
*****
"You find them, Mac?"
Malcolm rolled his eyes as his younger brother Joe called down the basement stairs. Little shit was convinced he'd seen their father's porn stash down there and wanted Malcolm to get him something from there because he'd get in less trouble if he were caught.
"No, no," He moaned in his sleep as the dream began.... again.
Malcolm opened the box to find a bunch of porn mags and VHS movies. He flipped through them, putting a couple to the side, then saw something else at the bottom of the box. A photo album.
He rolled onto his back, his head turning side to side as if trying to look away, but it was too late, once started, it never failed to finish.
Pictures of his mother, dirty pictures of her nude, playing with herself and then even more graphic ones of her sucking his father's cock and him fucking her, holding the camera up as he plundered his mother's pussy.
Pictures of him taking her from behind and others where he was in her ass. He snuck them up to his room and the dream became a feverish kaleidoscope of those images flashing repeatedly as his dream self masturbated repeatedly to them.
The one that surfaced the most was his mother taking a facial. His father's cock visible over her face which was covered in white lines of cum. Puddles of it on her lips as she smiled into the camera.
"You wear it well," had been written over the photo and damn straight she did.
Malcolm saw himself with a girl from college talking her into wearing a black wig and pretending to be his mother. The pictures kept showing up representing his growing obsession.
He wanted her, wanted to tell her he did, ask her if she'd let him have her, but it was wrong, so wrong, but he'd reached a point he didn't want to be with any of the girls at school, only one woman could make him happy, but it couldn't be.
Malcolm whimpered in his sleep when the dream cut to hanging out with a friend who was the RA of his dorm. He'd confiscated a bag of Roofies from two students who were going to be expelled over it as soon as he turned them into the Dean's office.
Malcolm slipping one from the bag when his friend was in the bathroom. Then an image of him dropping it into a glass of wine the night his father and brother were both away for the night.
Watching his mother drink it, then helping her to her room when she began to feel it. He'd waited outside her room until he knew she'd be passed out. Another collage of images, these much more disturbing.
Unbuttoning and opening her blouse to expose her breasts. Taking pictures of her. Fondling and licking her tits, slipping his fingers in her panties and then in her. Taking his cock out and taking pictures of him pressing it to her tits and face, pushing his cock between her slack lips.
Jerking off and exploding on her face and taking several pictures, then wiping her off and buttoning her shirt, leaving as if nothing happened. Now him jerking off to the phot album he'd made of his terrible sin.
Wracked with guilt and still yearning for her, he'd confessed seeing dad's pictures and now desiring his mother to his brother, desperate to get it off his chest and for someone to help him.
The vision shifted from the concerned look on his brother's face to Malcolm opening his bedroom door to see his room torn apart, clothing, books and his other belongings strewn all over the floor and his father sitting on his bed. His stomach lurched when he saw what was next to him.
The photo album he'd put the pictures he'd taken of his mother in.
"You..." His father's voice sounded strained, as if he were struggling to speak. "Sick, twisted, disgusting...." He grabbed the album and threw it at him. "What the fuck is wrong with you?"
Malcolm moved to the side to avoid the album, but his father had surged off the bed as soon as he threw it, rushing toward him. Several years of playing linebacker should have made dodging him easy, but he froze in fear, allowing his father to grab him by his arms and shove him hard against the wall.
"Your mother!" He shouted, his face red, eyes bulging and a vein in his temple standing out. "That's your mother!"
"I.... I.... Dad, I...I'm sorry!" he babbled, then grunted when his father pulled him from the wall just to shove him back into it. Malcolm stood six four and weighed a solid 220 pounds, both taller and heavier than his father, but dad wasn't exactly small, and angry on top of it.
"What did you give her?" he demanded and when Malcolm didn't answer, slapped him hard, causing his head to turn. "She's fucking passed out in those pictures! You drugged your own mother!"
Malcolm winced when he caught another slap on the other side of the face, then another, but didn't try to avoid the blows or push him away. This was his father, and he had every right to be batshit crazy right now.
"Did you do it?" Dad grabbed him by his collar, his blue eyes, the same electric blue as Malcolm's, blazing as he stared up into his face. "Did you fuck her while she was helpless from whatever shit you slipped her?"
"Did you!?!" he screamed in his face.
"N...no," he shook his head, his eyes filled with tears and his cheeks, each marked with his father's handprint, burning, "I.... I swear, I didn't!"
"Why, you afraid that might wake her up? Didn't stop you from using her mouth, did it?" He quickly drew his arm back, his first cocked and Malcolm closed his eyes. He flinched when there was a loud thud inches from the left side of his head.
His father let him go and Malcolm opened his eyes and turned his head to see a large hole in the wall. His father had backed away, glaring at him, his chest heaving and his hands balled into fists.
"Everything in me wants to beat the living shit out of you right now."
"I deserve it," Malcolm whispered and lowered his head. "I'm so sorry, I...I couldn't help it."
"Couldn't help it?" His father stared at him incredulously. "You couldn't help drugging your mother then molesting her? Rubbing your dick all over her body and shoving it in her fucking mouth? Couldn't help that? You...Jesus fucking Christ, Malcolm! This is the sickest thing I've ever heard of!"
"I..."
"When your brother told me you saw those pictures of your mother and I screwing around and you were so obsessed with them you wanted her, I went downstairs to see if you took them, but they were there.
"I came in here figuring you made copies and wanted to find them. That would have been bad enough, you wanting your mother, but then I find that?" he pointed to the floor where the album had landed. "Kid, there aren't words for how awful what you did is."
"I know, I don't know how I can make this better, but..."
"Save it for your mother," He cut him off. "Because you're going to tell her what you did to her."
"I can't, I just can't."
"Oh, you will, and then you can tell it to the cops."
"Cops?" Malcolm hadn't thought he could be any more afraid, but his heart felt as if it had missed a beat.
"You date raped your mother," Dad said each word slowly, the tendons in his neck standing out. "You did...things to her. Disgusting things no man should ever do to any woman who's helpless like that, but your mother?"
He pointed at him so quickly Malcolm put his hand up.
"You will tell your mother what you did and then I'm calling the police. I know your mother, she is a good person and loves you with all her heart, the one you're going to break, and I know she'd still never want you in trouble, but me?" He scowled. "You can rot in jail because that," he indicated the album again. "Just made you dead to me."
Malcolm's body jerked, his arms and legs moving, reflecting his mind struggling to claw its way out of the recurring nightmare that had haunted his dreams for the last thirty five years. Instead, the far too real dream changed again.
His mother sitting on the couch staring at the pictures his father had made him hand her. Tears streaming down her face and her mouth working, trying to speak but ultimately all that came out was a sob.
"Mama," Malcolm tried to lean over to her, but his father grabbed his arm and pulled him back. "I'm sorry," he finished, his own voice hoarse with emotion.
"How could you?" His mother raised her tear filled eyes to look at him. "How could you do this to me?" she looked back down at the picture of his cum all over her face. "Why would do this to me?"



"Because he's a sick pervert!" His father reached down and took the album from her.
"That's the only answer there is, but maybe he can come up with something to tell the cops."
"No!" Mom snapped. "You won't do that to him."
"Madeline, he raped you!" Dad exclaimed.
"He...he's sick," Mom said softly.
"That's the point!"
"No, he's sick like he needs help. Malcolm," she turned her eyes back to him. "You're a good boy, you.... this isn't you."
"That's a lot of him all over your face!" Dad hissed. "This isn't crashing the car or getting caught with weed. Madeline, he...he shoved his damn dick in your mouth while you were passed out from that pill you just heard him admit he gave you! That's a fucking crime!"
"I..." His mother closed her eyes. "Its...there's more to it than that, it's not that simple." She wiped her eyes. "Malcolm, did I.... make you think of me like this? Did I tease you? Dress...."
"Enough!" Dad yelled so loudly Mom jumped, and Malcolm stepped further away from him. "Don't you dare blame yourself! You're a good woman, the best woman I've ever known. A great wife and a hell of a mother, this is not you, it's him!"
"Christ, I don't care if you walked around half dressed, no son should ever want to see pictures of his mother like that, never mind make his own by..."
"I know what he did!" Mom snapped, then put her face in her hands. "You can't have him arrested, Tom, it will ruin his life and make me feel even worse."
"He needs to pay for this!"
"Not that way," Mom sobbed quietly. "Anything else, Tom. Not that, please, for me."
His father looked away and for the first time since the shit hit the fan, he looked more sad than pissed off.
"Malcolm," he didn't look at him as he spoke. "Pack your things and get out. I don't care who you stay with or if you live in your car or on the street. You are no longer welcome in this house.
"Dad, please, I'll get help."
"I hope you do; you need it." Dad finally looked at him, a single tear trickling from his right eye. "But you won't get it here. You do not come here; you do not call your mother or me and you stay the hell away from your brother. Understood?"
When Malcolm began to speak, his father put his hand up to cut him off.
"The answer is either yes, or I call the police. Your mother gave you the chance for that not to happen, take it."
Malcolm his eyelids fluttering as he rose up through depths of sleep, approaching the waking world, but not before an image of his room mate telling him he had a call and to pick up the phone.
"Mac, its Joe. Dad didn't want me to tell you, but I think you should know. Mom had a stroke two days ago, she's going to pull through, but she's.... she's in bad shape Mac."
Just before his eyes opened the dream delivered its coup de grace, another call from Joe.
"Mac, listen, mom passed away this morning."
Malcolm sat up in the large king sized bed, his heart pounding and his stomach churning. Decades of the same dream, and yet every time was as powerful as the first time.
A short film of his worst mistake, his biggest shame and ending with the most heartbreaking moment of his life. Malcolm reached over to the nightstand and picking up the bottle of water he always brought to bed with him, chugged half of it before falling back onto the pillow.
He stared at his reflection in the mirrored ceiling thinking, as he often did, that the mirror was the ultimate sign of a narcissist. Not that it was meant for him to stare at himself as he was now. The real purpose was to be able to watch a woman ride him or lie between his legs while sucking him.
The mirror had seen almost as much sex as some of his cameramen at the studio had for a long stretch, but the last couple of years he'd slowed down considerably, and it was due to the ever worsening pining he had for the one woman he never could.
Well, he could have if her stroke had held off for two more days. She'd reached out to him not long after his father had kicked him out, asked him to come over and talk while Joe was on a trip with friends and his father at work.
Mom promised herself to him that day. He knew it was a mother desperate to help her son and there was no true desire behind it, but he'd have taken her up on it in hopes she would feel something while he finally felt her, at least while conscious.
Malcolm had been dealing with this twisted oedipal issue for his entire adult life, yet for some reason, rather than passing, it seemed as if it were getting stronger. The last few times he'd hooked up before Penny was with escorts and it had to be the mom role play.
He'd done that for a long time, every so often needing a woman to pretend to be her, but in between fine with screwing around whatever woman caught his eye or occasionally some of the talent.
He believed in not shitting where you ate and never wanting to be 'that guy' the sleazebag porn exec who pushed women to sleep with him to get more and better paying gigs.
But when you were around a constant buffet of not just hot women, but porn stars who would suck or fuck as casually as most women shopped for groceries, it was far too tempting to never indulge.
He never made it about money or a job, that was until his need for the mom fantasy play became more and more often and he'd begun doing what he had earlier tonight, using the Loving Mothers site as a casting excuse.
He was glad Penny had decided to keep things going. The shower was both a playful and intensely hardcore experience which started with him washing his 'mother's hair' and soaping up her luxurious body before she'd dropped to her knees to blow him.
He'd returned the favor, licking her to another orgasm with her foot on his shoulder and leaning against tiled wall. He'd then fucked her against the wall, first with her legs around his waist, then her bending over, her hands against the wall while he hammered her doggy.
He'd finished with her dropping to her knees and painting her epic tits, his cum mixing with the soapy water forming white rivulets flowing down her body. Malcolm had thought about asking her to come back to his place and spend the night.
He often did it with escorts where his mom game shifted to a taboo girlfriend experience where he'd be more intimate sexually and sleep with her in his arms. That was something he could pull off with a pay for play sex worker who didn't know him, but he couldn't do that with someone who knew him and worked for him. Shit like that got out and everyone would know what a whack job he was.
People knew taboo was his main interest for content and how seriously he took the mother son videos so it wasn't too out of character, he'd want to personally ensure the actress could do the part justice.
Malcolm used to worry that at some point people were going to wonder if this is what he really wanted in real life, but the saving grace was his mother had passed away years ago, so no one suspected anything weirder than he just liked the kink.
He continued to watch himself in the mirror, taking in his thick short black hair that only recently began showing a few specks of gray. His neatly trimmed beard the same, and he spent as much time at the gym as ever as evidenced by his powerful upper body and hard flat stomach.
But his two most startling features were still his electric blue eyes that were so bright people, especially considering how a lot of the industry partied, thought he'd blown some coke, with the way they seemed to be lit from within.
The other feature was the one that had really launched his adult film career and that was his huge cock. You knew you were hung when the Doc Johnson adult toy company made a mold of your dick and produced a Malcolm Stone dildo twenty years ago.
Not that his build and general good looks weren't also positive attributes, and the industry had evolved more towards women in the sense of attractive male actors, but it was still porn and damn straight size mattered.
He noted the black silk sheets on the bed and reminded himself that to most people, men more than women he imagined, he had it all. Money, drove a Bentley Continental GTC convertible, lived in a spacious high rise condo in downtown LA and had been with some the hottest most desirable women in the world.
But he was also the cliché of he'd give up any of those things to be able to go back in time. He never regretted or questioned his desire for his mother; it was how he handled it.
He'd have gone to her like he should have, confessed his feelings and either be rejected, or lucky enough to be accepted into her body as much as he was her heart.
He would have never pulled that horrible roofie induced photo session that was for damn sure. Had he not done that he would have still been a part of her life. Been able to see her when she was sick, be there when she passed and be able to attend her funeral.
"If I could turn back time," Malcolm sat up as a female voice sounded from somewhere outside his bedroom. "If I could find a way!"
How the hell could someone even get in here? There was security in the lobby and each elevator required you to scan your complex badge or type in a code.
"I don't know why I did the things I did, I don't know why I said the things I said!" The voice belted out the classic Cher song in a high falsetto that for some reason sent a chill through him.
Who the fuck was out there? A deranged fan stalking him? Some woman he'd had here before?
"I didn't mean to hurt you, didn't want to see you go, I know I made you cry, but baby..."
"If I could turn back time!" The chorus now boomed in a deep powerful, and horrible off key voice. "If I could find a way!"
Malcolm kicked the sheet off, swung his legs off the bed and reached for his phone.
It wasn't there. He swore he'd brought it in with him, but that didn't matter now as both voices were singing and seemed closer to the door. He went into the nightstand and removed his Glock17. He popped in the clip, ensured the safety was off and padded to his door dressed in just his boxers.
He yanked the door open, staying behind it in case someone was going to rush in. The singing stopped as if a switch had been thrown and he called out.
"I have a gun and security is coming up!"
"Liar!" The voice was that of a little girl. "My brother took your phone; you didn't call anyone!" She then giggled. "Liar, liar, pants on fire!"
"Should have taken the gun then!" He yelled back. "Run out or get carried out!"
He spun around the front of the door, holding the gun in front of him in a two handed grip.
"I'd shoot her too with that singing." The deep voice sounded somewhere off to his left toward the living room. "Couldn't carry a tune with a handle."
The giggle sounded again in the same direction. Malcolm forced himself to take a few deep breaths before sliding along the hallway wall until he reached the archway leading to the spacious living room.
Reaching around the corner he turned the light on. There was no one there, but he had a lot of large furniture that they could be hiding behind.
"Oh, oh fuck!" He whipped the gun to his right, training it on the door that led to his entertainment room. "Yes, baby, oh, yes! Fuck me! Fuck your mother like the slut she is!"
He approached the room, his eyes darting left and right as he passed through the living room, and as he was taught, where his eyes went, the gun followed. He stopped outside the door, listening to the porn playing and somewhere in his mind knowing he knew the voice, but in the heat of the moment, it eluded him.
The room he was about to enter contained a sectional that wrapped around two of the walls, a bar along the other and the last wall dominated by a massive eighty inch flat screen.
He used the room when he hosted parties to premiere new content to investors and showed his latest adult masterpieces on the huge TV. The sounds of moaning and squealing through the Bose surround sound system was loud enough to vibrate the walls and he hoped it would wake up the people one floor down and they'd call someone.
There was no way out of there and he thought of just bolting when he heard.
"You like that, Malcolm? Like watching your nephew fuck his mommy? Like watching the one pussy you couldn't buy getting dicked down by her son?"
Jesus, it was the video he'd made of Vicky with his nephew Ryan. The one he'd paid them sixty grand to let him watch and film them fucking. If that ever got...
Malcolm turned the knob and stepping back, kicked the door, sending it flying back against the wall. Displaying an agility that belied his size, he threw himself to the ground and rolled, coming up on one knee, aiming the gun left then swinging to the right, taking in the room.
There was no one on the sectional, but the recliner that usually resided in the corner was now pulled in front of the TV and someone sat in it. A big someone judging by how much of their head and shoulders were visible over the back of the chair.
On the screen in front of him, Vicky was on her knees gagging and choking as Ryan gripped her hair in his hands pumping his cock, roughly face fucking his own mother.
"Get up and turn around!" He demanded.
A large hand picked the remote up from the arm of the chair and the video paused. The size of the hand, however, wasn't what caused Malcolm's eyes to narrow, it was the fact it was deep red.
"Jeez, talk about fucking up a wet dream. This was getting really good."
"Where's your sister?"
"She's in front of me, sucking my cock," A loud laugh sounded. "You know, like any good sister would be doing."
Malcolm edged to his right, keeping some distance as he made his way around the chair.
"What the fuck?" he blinked in surprise at the bizarre scene in front of him.
The man sitting in the chair was massive, bigger than he was and clad in a multicolored Hawaiian shirt and a pair of black shorts. Every inch of exposed skin was deep red, including his face which featured a pair of black eyes beneath a shock of ebony hair protruding from which were two short curved black horns.
"Hey," he gave him a casual wave and smiled through his black lips. The white of his teeth were a sharp contrast to his lips and were all pointed with two long fangs for canines. "How's it going, think I can finish?"
Malcolm's eyes lowered to see a woman with the same red skin kneeling between his legs. She wore a short one piece dress, the top of which pulled down to expose a large pair of red breasts tipped with black nipples.
Her long black hair flowed down her back, and she was moaning softly as she bobbed her head, sucking on the biggest cock Malcolm had ever seen, not big like his, but freakishly large.
Behind her a long pointed tail wagged slowly back and forth. She released his cock, which was a red as the rest of him except his swollen black tip, and wiping at her mouth, turned and smiled at him showing off the same black eyes, lips and fangs.
"Hey there, Mister Stone! I know this is kind of rude, but hot damn does watching a mom get railed by her son get me craving cock!"
"Who the fuck are you?"
"Can we have some fun first?" She rose to her feet and hiking her skirt over her hips, lifted her leg, putting her foot, clad in a knee high black stiletto boot, on the edge of the chair.
The move exposed a patch of black hair between her legs and a slit that featured lips as black as the ones on her face.
"Hop on, sis!" The guy gripped his cock, holding it steady for her. "Gas, grass, or ass, baby, no one rides for free."
"Sister's always ride for free, little brother," she eased closer to him and Malcolm's paralysis broke.
"Get away from him and both of you on your fucking knees now!"
"Ohh, kinky!" She giggled. "Maybe he wants to fuck both of us!"
"Hell, no, exit only!" The guy shook his head but rose from the chair and tucked his absurdly long cock back into his shorts.
"What the fuck are the two of you? This some kind of messed up cos play shit?"
"We're no posers, baby," She scowled. "We're the real deal."
"We're demons," The man, who had to be at least three inches taller than Malcolm with shoulders that were as unnaturally large as his cock, explained.
"I'm Incestial, and that's my sexy big sis, Familial."
"Nice to meetcha!" She gave him a huge smile and Malcolm noticed that what he originally thought were two ram horns on her head was her hair molded into that shape.
"Yeah, seriously, bro, you're a fucking legend!" Incestial stepped toward him, extending his hands.
"Stop!" Malcom waved the gun. "I will shoot your crazy ass."
"Come on, man." There was a puff of smoke from each of his hands, and he was now holding a small red book in one and a sharpie in the other. "You can't give me an autograph?"
"I want one too!" She hefted her tits. "You can sign one of these! I'll never wash it!"
"You never wash anyway," Incestial snickered. "Except for an occasional cum bath."
"I don't know what sick bullshit this is," Malcolm brandished the gun once more. "But fuck off with your shitty magic tricks. You're going to give me back my phone, get on your knees and wait for the cops."
"I'm offended." Familial frowned. "I have some seriously nice tits, and you won't sign one?"
"Sis has the best tits; I've been sucking them for like four hundred years now." He smiled. I can lick both at once!" he stuck his tongue out and Malcolm saw it wasn't just several inches long but forked, each tip wiggling in a different direction.
"Sweet cunt too! When she gets really horny it smells like smoke and..."
"Save that crap for Comic con." Malcolm snapped and could hear the nerves in his voice "You two fuckwits are going to jail or the looney bin."
Familial sighed.
"Okay, we've played around enough. We're here to talk to you, Malcolm. My brother and I are seriously huge fans, and we came here to offer you a sweet deal...." She trailed off when he stepped forward and leveled the gun at Incestial's head.
"Fine, we'll prove it."
Malcolm cried out in pain when the handle of the gun suddenly became hot, forcing him to drop it. Instead of falling to the floor, it sailed into Familial's outstretched hand. With no hesitation she pointed it at her brother and pulled the trigger.
"Fuck!" He yelled when the gun roared and he staggered back, his hands going to his stomach. "That hurt you bitch!"
"What the fuck?" Malcolm whispered when Incestial moved his hands to expose a smoking hole in his shirt and a small black one in the red of his stomach.
The hole slowly closed and Incestial said "Catch!"
He spit the bullet out of his mouth and Familial yelped when it struck her in the forehead. "Ow!"
"First time you ever complained about taking a shot to the face. You ruined my shirt."
"That shirt was a ruin when you bought it." She turned to Malcolm who took two steps back on trembling knees and fell into a sitting position on the sectional.
"I...this...I'm dreaming."
"Nope, we're damn real."
Malcolm cried out when Familial vanished, then reappeared next to him and gave him a playful kiss on the cheek. Her lips were hot and when the horns on her head brushed along his shoulder the hair felt coarse, more like that of an animal than a person.
"What, you don't do bestiality vids yet?" She snickered. "Okay, you don't seem like you want to joke. "Let's get serious."
She vanished once more and appeared beside Incestial but was now dressed in a severe grey blazer with a black blouse under it and a knee length loose fitting black skirt, her feet now clad in a pair of low black heels.
Incestial was now in a blood red suit with a black shirt and red tie holding a clipboard and both now wore wire rimmed glasses.
"Red, really? Being serious here!" She slapped his arm and somehow without him even seeing it happen; the suit was now black and the tie a deep blue.



"I...this can't be real."
"Our fault," Incestial nodded. "We like to fuck with people a little before we get down to things. We were in our teens when we got hung for screwing each other so I guess we're still kids at heart."
"We're demons, mischief is our game." Familial added, she gave him a smile that seemed much softer and more human. "Sorry if we upset you, Malcolm we're not here to hurt you."
"Going to help you," her brother added.
"Okay, uh," He tried to slow his spinning mind and as the two demons sat down on the other part of the sectional across from him, something dawned on him.
"Last night! Were you two there? My mother's voice, the red eyes?"
"Guilty," they said in unison.
"I helped Penny along because trust me, she would not have come up with those great mommy lines on her own." Familial confessed. "Bitch owes me for getting her that part."
"You made her sound like my mother?"
"I did, sorry, I couldn't help it, plus we wanted you to be thinking of her more than usual.
"I was that voice in your head you tried to tell yourself was yours," Incestial told him. "Just softening you up a little."
"You're really demons?"
"We are. But we're special ones." Familial explained. "You know those stupid ass fat cupid things?"
"They're real?"
"Yeah, and they're snotty little assholes," Incestial grunted. "Miss most of the time and talk about lack of hygiene."
"Well, see, we're a bit like that. We go around inspiring love and lust but only among family."
"You...inspire incest?" Malcom was losing it; he had to be.
"That we do! Tell you what, wouldn't we make a great movie idea?" Incestial clapped his hands. "I want Dana Darling to play my sister, holy shit that woman could suck a marble through a straw."
"She's in her forties; I do not look that old!" Familial protested.
"She'll be covered in red face paint so no one will notice," her brother countered, "Her tits are as epic as yours and damn she fucks like a trashy whore."
"Thanks," she sighed. "But let's keep this on topic. Thing is, we have rules because despite what you heard, demons aren't always evil, we're just about freedom and we all know how God hates freedom."
"Rules and rules and more rules." Incestial nodded.
"We embody the freedom to love anyone and that includes family. Love has no limits and there is no reason you can't love your mom, your sister, or your dad the way you'd love anyone else."
"Yes," Malcolm nodded. "That's how it should be."
"We know you get it, that's why we're here."
"Like seriously," Incestial was now beside him causing him to almost fall out of his seat. "You're our goddamn hero!"
"No, he's more than that," Familial spoke from his right, her hand catching his arm and despite her tall slender figure, she easily stopped him from falling and pulled him back onto the sectional.
"Please stop that," Malcolm put his hand over his racing heart.
"Sorry," they said at the same time.
"Malcolm," Familial took his hand in hers, giving it a squeeze. "You are literally a disciple for us."
"Disciple?" he scoffed. "Come on."
"She's not kidding. Malcolm, you spread our message, you produce movies that show that incest isn't all about horny family orgies to get the porn hounds going, but there's affection, and love and the conflict they feel because of how they're told its wrong."
"I think it is that way," Malcolm agreed. "Two kinds of taboo fans. The ones who like the mom's hot why not absurd porn. Just plug the word mom for a name and they think they have it, but the true fans? They know it's as much about love as lust, even more in a lot of cases. Loving that one person in the world we're told we can't."
"I'm getting weepy," A tissue appeared in her hand and Familial wiped her eyes. "To hear this from the man himself!"
"Absolute legend!" Incestial clapped him on the shoulder.
"I'm going to tell you something that I hope makes you happy and keep up your meaningful work." Familial said.
"What's that?"
"Your movies have brought mothers together with their sons, brothers and sisters too!"
"Some dads with their baby girls," Incestial went on. "Shit, few aunts with their nephews, that my mom's hot sister site has scored!"
"Aunts and Uncles are more about dirty lust," Familial frowned. "Your mother's sister isn't your mother, so the taboo level is down, they're not far removed from the milf next door."
"She's a purist." Incestial whispered.
"Seriously, the movies have created couples?" Malcolm found himself beginning to smile.
"Yes, and loving ones!" Familial wiped her eyes again. "Its so beautiful and its because they saw your movies and they see how good they are and how many watch them and know they're not alone in their feelings."
"Malcolm Stone the spreader of the most powerful kind of love!' Incestial chimed in. "They see them, it makes them want that for themselves. The Loving mother movies are the top couple maker."
"We're obviously partial to sibcest," she said. "But wow, the power in the mom movies is insane and as you see with the video we had on, we know you not only paid your sister in law, but Molly Minx, porn mom turned real life loving mother when you found out he was her biggest fan. Both couples are still going strong with their boys."
"I see Vicky and Ryan often. Now that the twins are in college they're living like a true couple."
"They thought it was dirty at first, struggled with how wrong it was, but you made them see it, Malcolm. They might have started for money, but you knew where it would lead."
"How many moms and son?" he asked. "You know?"
"18." Incestial answered immediately.
"Holy shit. That's amazing!"
"You, my man, are our top scorer by far. You are making a difference!" Familial put her hand on his thigh. "Oh, by the way? I was inside Penny when you were in her, you can fuck! I'd love to be your mom."
"Could you be?" Malcolm whispered. "Can you shape shift?" Do you hear yourself, he thought, this could be a delusion, and you want one to be your mother?
"No," Incestial shook his head "When we manifest on this plane we look like this. We can create clothes and little things but not assume a shape. We can possess people and make them do whatever we want, but that's not going to help in your case."
"Malcolm, while we were gushing like fanboys, we never said what it is that we do." Familial spoke up. "We're drawn to people who have a desire for a family member. We then possess the one with the desire to get them over their hesitation and the other of us can take the other party and give them a push to be receptive."
"But just because we're demons does not mean we're cruel, at least not to these people, because trust me, we can be nasty to those we have an issue with, but for these folks we would never force it on anyone."
"There has to be a spark of desire in the other party. Even if it was an odd dream, a random sexual thought, a crack that let's us through to move that small desire they were ashamed of into enough for them to be receptive when they see the desire in their son, sibling, or whoever it is."
"Hope you heard that," Incestial cut in. "There's a clue there, Scooby."
"But what you're doing is the same thing." She shot her brother an annoyed look as she continued. "There's been others. Kay Parker in the original Taboo movie caused a wave of mothers and sons to seduce each other, then the industry became full of incest, but the meaningless one handed read kind, stroke material with no depth.
"You come along, and your brand of movies has put the true meaning of taboo, the love, back on the map and we're seeing a surge in not just the ones crossing the line, but those who want to badly enough that we can get involved."
"You're doing our job for us in some cases and giving us more opportunity on top of it." Incestial spread his arms out. "How can we not come to you and offer you a deal?"
"Deal? You know there's only one thing I really want, and you just said that can't happen."
"No," Familial corrected him. "I said I couldn't assume her appearance, but we never said we couldn't make it happen."
"You mean?"
"That's right, bro," Incestial put his hand on his shoulder. "We can make it so you can be with your mother."
*****
"My real mother?" Malcolm blinked. "Okay, look, unless I am dreaming you guys legit aren't from this world, but you're telling me you're going to bring back a woman who died over thirty years ago?"
"Nah, nothing left but bones and rotting...Ow!" he yelped when Familial's tail whipped past Malcolm and struck him on the chest.
"Seriously?"
"Oh, yeah, sorry," he grinned. "We're not around people much. Usually we're just possessing them, not talking."
"Then what's this about being with my mother," His eyes narrowed, and he looked from one to the other. "You're demons, is this some kind of weird trick to get my soul?"
The two burst out laughing.
"That's great!" Familial clapped. "Like you're not already going to hell."
"What? Why? Because of what I did to my mother?"
"Because the top prig thought incest was cool in Genesis, then decided family fucking is a sin, and you're sinning big time."
"Don't worry," Incestial waved his hand. "You're not going to be some low level coal shoveling minion, you have potential! We're going to snatch you up to work with us."
"Good to know," Malcom grunted sourly.
"But you're close because as much as we'd like to reward you out of the kindness of our blackened hearts, we need something in return."
"Them's the rules." Incestial snapped his fingers, and a scroll appeared in his hands, when he untied it, the bottom dropped to the floor and rolled across it like in a cartoon. "It's somewhere in..."
"Oh, for fuck's sake!" She snapped her fingers, and the scroll went up in a cloud of smoke leaving her brother coughing as he tried to fan the black cloud away with his tail. "Little brothers, right?"
"I had one, he passed way," Malcolm lamented. "I'm the only one left."
"Not so bummed you didn't use it to pay his wife to fuck her son though." Incestial shrugged. "Besides, only the good die young, bud." When he saw Malcolm frown he added. "Look, I'm from hell, we're not great at sympathy."
"But loyalty is another story." Familial told him. "We feel that even though you had no idea we existed, you've been quite loyal to us by serving as a pusher for our cause. Because of that we feel the same toward you, but we can never do something without gaining something in return."
"Before I agree to anything, how are you making something happen between me and a deceased woman?"
"She wasn't always deceased," Incestial replied. "Remember when Sis and I were singing that crappy Turn back Time song? That's exactly what we're going to do."
"You...can do that?"
"Time is forever, Malcolm." Familial rose from her seat and walking over to the screen paused on his sister in law choking on his nephew's cock. "To you yesterday is gone, but in the thread of time continuum, its still there and always will be."
She snapped her fingers and the image on the screen changed.
"Oh..." Malcolm swallowed against a rising lump in his throat when he saw his mother sitting on the old black couch she loved to curl up on and watch TV.
She wore a white button down dress shirt that belonged to his father and the way she was sitting with her legs drawn up had caused it to ride higher, showing off a lot of her long shapely legs.
Her long dark hair pulled back in a loose ponytail, no makeup, but her skin glowing in the soft light of the dimmed lamp beside her. Those large brown eyes were soulful, yet at the same time inviting.
She was so beautiful, and the simple look of the shirt, cute, yet at the same time sexy as well. For all the women he'd been with, both the barely legal starlets and the more mature women like Penny, none of them compared to his mother.
She was perfect in every way.
She stretched, putting her arms over her head and straightening her legs. A simple move, but one that showed off the length of her legs as well as her toned calves and softer thigh.
Her breasts became more prominent as the shirt lifted and the material sliding across them caused her nipples to pop and become visible against the thin shirt. Even in the presence of the two demon siblings, both his heart, and his cock responded to the vision of her.
"Hey, mom," his voice sounded over the speakers as the 19 year old version of himself, clad in a plain t-shirt and sweats appeared. "I got you a glass of wine."
"No," he whispered. "Don't show me this. I...I see it in my dreams all the time."
The image froze with her accepting the glass, smiling up at him with her perfect teeth and full sensual lips, but it was her eyes. So full of love as she looked up at the son who had just slipped a roofie into her drink.
"I think it's safe to say this was the biggest crossroads of your life, is it not?" Familial asked.
"You know it is," he spoke while unable to tear his eyes away from the image. "Why would you show me this?"
"You heard my sister, somewhere back down the infinitely long trail of time this moment exists and always will. For you, over thirty years has passed, but that moment you're looking at is still there."
"You're telling me you can put me in that moment?"
"We wouldn't show you if we couldn't." Familial pointed to the screen. "She is beautiful, and the perfect mommy porn star look. Not a twig, nice big tits, thick thighs, hips, not a flat out smoke show but a natural beauty."
"To me, she was flawless." Malcolm said quietly, still battling the emotions seeing her had brought up in him.
"And then you found those pictures," Incestial licked his lips with the tips of his tongue. "And that loving mom with her cutesy nightshirt look is also a nasty whore in the bedroom, wasn't she? Even took it in the ass for your dad."
"She was...the best of both worlds."
"Three worlds," Familial raised one long red, black tipped finger for each one. "Good woman, bad woman for her man, and great mother. That's just not about a good woman being naughty, you saw your mommy being naughty."
"Wanted her to be naughty for you." Her Brother added.
"I know all of this!" Malcolm snapped. "Now I believe you're demons because you're tormenting me."
"No, just reminding you of why you did what you did and how much you wanted her and still do." Incestial said calmly. "Not torment, but I'll admit manipulating you to want to agree to our terms."
"No, because...." Malcolm frowned, stroking his beard as he thought about what was off with their promise. "It will change the course of things. I don't do that, dad doesn't find the pictures, I'm not thrown out I'm not who I am now, and you two love who I am now."
He leaned back and folded his arms over his hairy chest.
"This is a con."
"Malcolm, we could go into detailed quantum physics here if you want, but I'm trying to keep this simple." Familial waved her hand and the screen went blank. "That moment has long been established, and you live the effects of it as did the rest of your family."
"But we can send you back in that moment to allow you to handle it the way you now know you should have and get what you wanted by asking for it. I assure you, you will have your mother, and it will be everything you wanted it to be."
"But then..."
"But it will be a blip, a glitch, a hiccup in time's digestive system and it will not allow it to replace what has already been. You will come back to this time with the memory of all that had happened, but your past remains the same."
"What about my mother? Will she remember it?"
"Perhaps as a dream of sorts." Familial shrugged.
"Okay," Incestial put his hands up. "Ever feel DeJa'Vu?"
"Yeah."
"Know what it really is? A hiccup like my sister says, you feel like you already saw, felt, or heard, what you're experiencing at that moment. What causes it is at some point someone did slip into time and temporarily alter something, then it snaps back leaving an occasional feeling that you've been here before."
"A glitch in the Matrix," Malcolm mumbled.
"Exactly." Familial came over and knelt in front of him, placing her hands on his knees. "I know you want all the bad shit to change. Not slip your mother that roofie, not get tossed, her not have a stroke and pass way, but those things can't and won't be changed."
"You somehow put me back there, I don't give her anything, I confess my feelings, and you say she'll cave. I get to have my mother, and then I remember it, but she doesn't and everything happens anyway."
"Yes." They said, speaking at the time.
"She'll still hate me and think I'm a sick fuck."
"Your mother never hated you. She spoke to you after that and was going to be with you to help you. She might have pitied you a bit, but she never hated you. Malcolm, this is the best you can have. You can have her cake but not eat yours too."
"How are you so sure I convince her?"
"I'm going back with you," Familial explained.
"You're going to possess her? So even now she really wouldn't..."
"You're sounding like a whiny ingrate," Incestial cut him off. "I want my mom, here's your mom, but it won't count and now your sister will be in there and...." He trailed off into a perfect imitation of a baby crying.
"Remember when my asshole brother made the Scooby joke about a clue?"
"Yeah," Malcolm glared at Incestial, wanting to punch him but reminding himself he'd watched him get shot in the stomach with no effect.
"We can only make something happen if..." she lifted her hand for him to finish.
"If," He tried to go back through the insane conversation. "There's a spark of interest on the other....my mother wanted me?"
"We'll say there's things we can see because we can look back and into minds, and your mother was willing enough that it is a sin you didn't just go to her. One of them is a real showstopper that you never knew about."
"But you can because I'm sure she'll say it." Incestial added.
"So, it will be her wanting to?"
"Here we go again," Incestial slapped his forehead. "Malcolm you'd screw my sister knowing it was my sister if she could take your mother's shape. This will be your mother, your actual mother just as you saw her now. So what if sis gives a nudge?"
"This time he's right," Familial nodded. "Trust me once I push, her desire will take over. But if you don't think it's worth it, we can leave. I'm sure there's someone pining for a family member as we speak that we could be helping."
"What are your terms?"
"Okay!" Incestial put his hands out and a briefcase that appeared to be made of bone appeared in his hands. "Got the contract here."
The lid opened and a green scaled hand rose from it holding a piece of yellow parchment.
Familial plucked the paper from the hand, and shook it with her other. The hand gave Incestial a high five before it sank back into the case which then swung shut.
"First, what we want is your word Loving Mothers will continue to be exactly what it is."
"That's easy, I'd never let it be anything but."
"We want you to double production. You release two a month on that site, we want one a week at the minimum. You have money to hire more talent and writers, and you'll make bank on them."
"More importantly, the more movies, the more chances you create more desire strong enough for us to be involved."
"Agreed, but I need some time to put it together."
"This is June, we want one a week by August," Familial moved her finger above the paper and he saw writing appear on it.
"Next, you do sibling videos and some of them are about love, but we can tell Moms are your thing because they're not that intense, we want a Loving Sisters channel. Top notch and full of the feels like Loving Mothers."



"I'll do my best."
"We believe you, but we do know of some sibling couples that I can nudge into being willing to speak with you and you can use them as inspiration for your next hit channel."
"I'll be happy to hear their stories and learn from them."
"Last, you've paid two mothers to fuck their son on video. That is exciting to us for so many reasons, and it will also build your case to be one of us when your time here is up."
"Great, a job offer." Malcolm rubbed his temples.
"You owe us three more."
"How am I supposed to do that? I knew Vicky and lucked into Molly and her son."
"Figure it out. You owe us three."
"I can't be with my mother until I do that?"
"You can have your mother tonight," Familial assured him.
"Then what happens if I don't do what you asked?"
"Well," Familial's black eyes grew wider, and a blood red circle now surrounded them. The hair that was shaped into horns unfurled over her head to tower several feet above her.
He heard a tearing sound and behind her black leathery wings erupted from her back. Her fangs grew longer until they were protruding from her mouth and when she spoke her voice was deeper and sounded more animal than human.
"If you do, I will go into your mind and rip the memory of your time with your mother out of it and replace it with more nightmares of you raping her, her pain, her stroke and her death."
She leveled a finger towards him that was now tipped with a long curved talon. "Your movie of your sister and law will appear all over the internet showing you sitting there watching, the truth will come out you paid for your own nephew fuck his mother.
"That triggers the cute little clause Vicky came up with that if that video ever leaked, you'd owe her a million dollars. Better pay quick because your business will soon be ruined because I will make sure someone gets the story of how you date raped your own mother.
"I will find every whore you ever paid to pretend to be your mother and have them tell anyone who will listen about how sick you are. I will possess your actresses one by one and have them quit and then accuse you of abusing them."
"I...I never..."
"How you hired underaged girls to work for you."
"I never did that!" Malcolm snapped.
"I'm a fucking devil do you think I won't lie?" Familial gripped his chin and he winced at the strength in her hand. "You don't honor this deal I will destroy your life with things you have and haven't done, I will bring you to the brink of suicide and when you think that's an escape?" she leaned in, and her long leathery tongue flicked over his ear as she whispered.
"I'll be waiting for you in hell."
"Or" In a blur she shifted back to her former appearance. "You get to fuck your mom, do as we ask, and everyone's happy!"
"Sis is the mean one." Incestial said softly. "Trust me."
"But I don't want to be, and I don't think I'll need to be." She tapped the paper. "We're not unreasonable. Six months to find the three moms, fair?"
Malcolm took a deep breath, trying to stop his heart from pounding.
"If I say no?"
"Then we leave," Behind her the TV turned back on showing the image of his mother on the couch. "And you don't get this."
She placed the paper on the briefcase, and he jumped when an old fashioned black quill pen appeared in his hand.
"What do you say, Malcolm. You ready to take a trip down memory lane and create some much better ones?"
"Ow!" Malcolm gasped when Incestial slashed his finger down across the back of his hand, drawing blood.
"For the pen."
Malcolm dipped the tip into the blood sliding over his hand and held it over the paper his eyes skimming the terms Familial had put there as if it were a standard business contract.
The last line read:
"Agreeing will result in both pleasure and redemption. Reneging will result in ruin."
Malcolm looked up at the image of his mother, now frozen as she'd stretched, his eyes roaming the length of her legs and her protruding nipples. He made it to her face, taking in her sweet smile, but knowing how not so sweet she'd been for those pictures.
"Deal," he nodded and signed the contract.
*****
"Okay," Familial spoke as Malcolm sat on the floor in a triangle with the demons as they held hands. "Main thing to remember is you will be in your nineteen year old body, which could have some advantages, but your mind and memory is who you currently are. Whatever you do, you can't say anything that refers to something that happened after that day."
"I can't say I'm sorry again for what I did to her?"
"No, because you aren't going to do it."
"Could we maybe jump ahead to after I did and..."
"Malcolm, you're killing us," Incestial grumbled. "This is the optimum time for you to be with her. You've done nothing wrong to this point except whack off to her pictures and lust for her. That, you will confess to."
"Trust us, this must play out the way we need it to because I can't say anything without influencing you, but you're going to hear something that you'll bring back with you to look back in a different way. Everyone is gone, so it's just you knowing, doesn't change anything, but could have then."
"She most likely was going to say it when you met her at the hotel," Incestial squeezed his and his sister's hands. "Let's do this before captain question here starts up again."
"I will be your guide there and back, but when we get there, my spirit will be within your mother, and I promise I will use as little influence as I need to. This will be her most of the way through. If nothing else, it doesn't look like she'd need prompting to be wild."
"My brother will remain here both to be the anchor line I'll be using to bring us back and to protect our bodies which will be comatose while we're gone. Are you ready?"
"Yes."
"Malcolm close your eyes and tell us what you want."
He closed his eyes.
"I want to be able to be with my mother. I want to do it right, confess what I'd been doing and ask to be with her."
"Good," Her voice sounded faraway and as if it were coming from under water. "Say it again and imagine your mother when you do. Think of how much you loved her, desired her, and how sorry you are for hurting her. Keep saying it."
Malcolm did as she asked, repeating the same words while thinking of his long time vivid dreams which covered all that she asked him to remember, from his pornographic wet dreams of wild sex, others where they loved each other sweetly, then his nightmares of his getting caught and the shame and guilt that followed.
A soft rustle began in his ears and with each repetition grew louder until it sounded like large waves crashing onto the shore. Familial's voice sounded in the background, chanting in some language he didn't know, and behind it her brother's deeper voice chanting with her.
The heat in their hands increased, growing hot enough to make him want to pull his away, but he found he couldn't move. His head spun and he felt more lightheaded and dizzier.
"Portal is there," Familial said, "Keep it open little brother, your sister loves you and will be back soon."
An oddly affectionate goodbye considering they were hell spawned demons and deep in his drifting mind he thought of what they'd said, love has no limits and apparently that even applied to denizens of the netherworld.
He jumped when he felt a falling sensation and his ears filled with a loud rushing sound. He gasped when he felt as if he'd struck something and Familial's voice sounded in his mind.
"We're here, enjoy feeling young again."
His eyes flew open.
"Holy...shit." he whispered his eyes wide and his jaw dropping when he found himself in the kitchen of the old house.
A small calendar from their insurance agent hung from a magnet on the fridge and he released a sharp breath when he saw the year on it; 1993. He walked over to read his mother's cramped handwriting.
"Oil change, Malcolm's football camp, Joe's prom," He smiled at the little cross drawn under it which meant she was praying his wallflower brother would get up the nerve to ask someone out to it.
There were pictures of him and Joe at different ages taped there and some of mom and dad as well. He touched a picture of him and his mother at his high school graduation, then another of her with him as he held up the state championship football trophy.
Malcolm looked down and saw he had on the T-shirt and sweats from that night. Jesus, he was here! He clenched his fists watching the muscles bulge in his forearms and feeling the strength in his hands.
He dipped out of the kitchen and into the dining room and looked into the mirrored shadow box on the wall. His hands went to his face, tracing the thin neatly trimmed beard he'd finally managed to grow after a few failed attempts that always had his father laughing at him.
Damn he looked young, but hell, he was young! He was thinner than he was in the present as well. Still a strong build but a good thirty pounds lighter. He cocked his head at the sound of the TV from the living room.
Mom.
His mother was in the next room, curled up on the couch in his father's shirt. Braless and wearing plain black panties under it. He knew that because he'd undressed her that night.
He turned toward the room but caught himself. Wine, he was bringing her a glass of wine. He went back into the kitchen to see the bottle on the counter and went into the cupboard over the sink to pluck out a wine glass.
He poured the wine and after putting it down had a disturbing thought. He slipped his hand into the pocket of his sweats, feeling around and then pulling out the small blue and white pill.
"Asshole," He flipped the pill into the sink, and turned the water on to wash it down the drain.
Not that it mattered, according to the demons, he was slipping it to her even as he stood there now. This wasn't preventing his worst mistake, but some Twilight Zone level 'do over' which wouldn't count anywhere but his memory.
He leaned against the counter, taking a few breaths and eyeing the lower cupboard by the fridge. His dad always kept a bottle of JD or Jim Beam in there and he thought of grabbing the bottle and taking a few swallows.
No, he'd reek of it, and he wasn't old enough to drink at this point in time. He had to face this straight up.
"Okay." He said softly. "Time to shoot your shot."
Carrying the glass of wine, he cut through the dining room and when he entered the living room he stopped and had to swallow back the lump in his throat.
His mother, right there in front of him. She sat in the corner of the couch, her legs curled under her, the pose of a younger woman, but he'd always remembered her doing it.
His eyes roamed along those legs and up to her face, drinking in every detail of her. It was really her, the woman who'd haunted his dreams and waking mind alike from now until the time Familial had pulled him from.
"Hey, Mac," she turned his way and smiled. "You need something, honey?"
Yeah he did, he needed her and in that instant he found he didn't care what Familial had to do inside his mother, there was no way he could leave without being with her, but before that, he needed to be able to have the balls to say what he should have back then instead of being a creepy sneaky piece of shit.
"Uh, yeah." Speaking in a normal volume he could hear how much younger he sounded. "I need to talk to you."
"Sure," she picked up the remote and shut the TV off. "Going to do it from the door or you want to come sit?"
"Yeah, sorry," One thing for sure, 52 year old him was about as smooth right now as a nineteen year old.
He came over to the couch and handed her the glass.
"This is for you."
"Thank you," she accepted the glass, took a sip then cocked her head at him. "You trying to get me drunk?"
"No! Why would I do that? I..."
"Easy, honey, I'm kidding." She took a long swallow of the wine, then put it on the coffee table. "You said you wanted to talk, then you give me wine. Figured you might be trying to liquor me up to get what you want."
"I'd never do that," he shook his head. "That's sick." He'd know all about just how sick it was.
"Mac, I'm kidding, you okay?"
"Yeah, just uh..." He didn't stop because of nerves, but just like she had all those years ago and had in the video, she stretched, showing off her legs and breasts.
His eyes quickly went to her chest, noting the faint shape of her erect nipples before looking down to where her bare foot had just brushed his leg. He didn't recall that happening that night, but doubted he'd know every detail.
Her toes were painted the same lavender as her fingers and looked good against the black of his sweats. Her foot lingered for a few seconds, the top of it pressed against his knee before she drew her legs back up.
"Ever occur to you that your mother always wore a bra when you were around, but not that night?"
The faint voice in his head was Incestial's.
I'm connected to you and can see and hear through you. Think about what I said and relax.
"Your sister is..."
"My sister wasn't inside her when this moment originally occurred, Malcolm, I told you there was a clue. My sister is not going to need to work that hard, just play your part.
He flinched when his mother's foot pressed into his leg.
"You going to sit? I don't bite you know." She gave him a sneaky little smile that was out of character for her. Familial?
"Stop it! Look, boss, you were an actor for a few years, just think of this as from Loving Mothers and stop reading into everything."
He sat down in the opposite corner and Mom picked up the glass and took another sip.
"What would you like to talk about, honey?"
"Yeah, this uh, isn't easy, Mom."
Her eyes narrowed over the glass and tipping it back, she drained the rest in several gulps. Then set it down.
"You look nervous," she noted. "What happened?"
"Okay, this...I don't know how to say it." Christ, he wasn't really nineteen, why was he so damn scared? Because he'd waited his entire adult life for a chance to make this better. "I...did something."
"Oh my god, Mac, tell me you didn't get some girl pregnant!"
"No!" he put his hands up. "No, nothing like that."
"You get in trouble and not tell us? You doing drugs?"
"None of that," he assured her. "But you might think it's worse."
"I'm not going to know anything if you don't tell me."
"Right, just, I'm sorry."
"For what? Mac, you're not a little kid anymore. Just tell me what's going on and we'll figure it out." She pursed her lips in thought and it reminded him of how much he longed to kiss them, but this time with her kissing him back. "Does your father know?"
"No and he can't!" He said in a rush. "Going to have to promise me you won't tell."
Why did he care? His real self at this time was already drugging his mother. Because it would be the right thing to say if this had been what he'd done if he'd done it right.
"That's a tricky thing to promise, honey. Why can't he know?"
"Because it's about me and you."
Mom's eyes met his and he managed to hold her gaze for a few seconds before looking away from her.
"Okay," she nodded. "I promise, whatever happens tonight stays between us."
Happens? Not talk about; happens. Slip of the tongue? Demonic influence? Incestial was right, this was hard enough without him trying to pick apart everything his mother said.
She turned on the couch so her back rested against the arm but kept her legs up, her feet now flat on the cushion, her knees drawn up. His eyes shifted to where he could now see the backs of her thighs in that pose.
The hem of the shirt remained bunched between her thighs, stopping him from seeing further, but she was still flashing a lot of leg.
"I've been thinking bad things about you," he said softly. Bad things? He may as well be a teenager. "Doing bad things too."
"Bad things?" She repeated, a puzzled look on her face. "I'm not following, Mac. What have you been doing?"
"Well, I..." She reached up behind her head and removed her hair from the scrunchy, releasing the ponytail and causing her long raven black hair to fall down over her shoulders and chest.
She shook her head, then slipped her hands under it to fluff it out. God, now she was even more beautiful.
"Well, what?" She prodded. "Just say it, honey."
"Few weeks ago, I was snooping around in the basement."
"What were you looking for?"
"Oh, well I thought I saw some dirty movies under dad's work bench so wanted to find them and watch a couple."
"That's it?" She shrugged. "Boys will be boys and you're a man now so that's not so bad."
"I found the pictures." He finally managed to blurt it out.
"What pictures?"
"Come on, mom, you know."
The ones with cum on mom" Incestial snickered in his mind.
"I don't, you found pictures of what?"
"You going to make me say it?" Malcolm's exasperation wasn't an act. "The ones dad took of you! The dirty ones."
"Oh," Mom said softly. "Those."
"Yeah those."
"Jeez," Mom's face turned red, and she looked away. "That explains a lot."
"What do you mean?"
"Nothing, I just...damn." Mom put her face in her hands. "God, what you must think of me."
"Hey, you're not just a mom, you're a woman, so I get you doing it." He felt bad, she was upset even while knowing he was about to make it worse.
"What did you say?" Mom removed her hands to look at him.
"That you're a woman?"
"Good you understand that" she said in an odd tone. "Honestly, honey, those were from a few years ago and I didn't know he kept them, I told him he could take pictures for fun, but don't print them." She sighed. "Boys will be boys even when they're not boys."
"I'm sorry you saw those, can't imagine what you think of me, or," she paused. "Wait, you said pictures. Tell me you stopped when you saw the first one. You didn't keep looking, did you?"
"I looked at all of them," he felt his face grow hot and was amazed that although to him this moment was a lifetime ago, his embarrassment that he hadn't done what a normal son would do and drop that damn album and pretend he never saw it was still as strong as it was then.
"You looked at all of them," she lowered her head. "I know what I did in front of the camera that night, and I can't believe you would want to see that."
"That's part of why I'm so sorry. I shouldn't have," he repeated his last thought. "A decent son would have dropped that book after I saw what they were."
"You're a good young man, Mac," Her words were like a dagger because he knew he was anything but when this night happens for real. "What you saw was overwhelming in a way. You looked at those pictures the way people can't help slowing down to look at a horrible accident. You know you shouldn't but can't help it."
"I wish it were that."
"I guess I understand what's changed recently between the two of us," Mom looked as if she were going to continue, but he cut her off.
"Changed? What do you mean changed?"
"You've been acting different around me," she explained. "The last few weeks, no, hold on." She turned on the cushion and lowered her feet to the floor. "Tell me what you mean by you wished it were that."
"It was that I guess, I just couldn't believe it. Kept thinking this is my mother!"
"How do you think you and your brother got here?" Mom gave him a smile he could tell was forced.
He bit back thinking she didn't get pregnant by taking loads in the face or getting fucked in the ass, and told himself to just get it over with. Teenage Malcolm might have been rightfully unable to, but he wasn't that guilty confused lust crazed kid anymore.
Now he was a guilty, lust crazed adult.
"Mom, I did more than just look at them."



"What else would you do?" Mom's eyes widened "Oh my god, Malcolm, you're not saying you...used them?"
"Yes!" He blurted out the word and once he did everything followed in a rush. "I don't know why but instead of being disgusted I got turned on. I took them to my room, and I got off to them!"
"Oh," Mom whispered, her hands going to her cheeks which had turned an even brighter shade of red.
"Not just once but I kept doing it, every goddamn night! I was afraid dad would look for them, so I'd go down to the basement like I was going to work out and look at them and I'd get so excited I had to."
"Malcolm, I'm your mother," she shook her head. "How could you?"
Her words were a blow to his mind and heart as he knew that not long after this night, she would say those same words to him as his father showed her the pictures he'd taken of his assault on her.
"I don't know!" He exclaimed. "I know its wrong, I know its awful and sick and every other word I can think of, but I just couldn't stop, and it wasn't just the pictures. I thought of you all the time and it got so bad that the last time I was with a girl I pretended she was you and..."
"Me?" Mom gasped. "You mean you...you thought of..." she swallowed hard. "Having sex with me? Why? How?"
"It was what I just said a little while ago. You're an amazing mother and I love you, but those pictures showed me you're a woman too! A gorgeous, sexy woman who acts like a proper mom around her sons but is a goddamn porn star in bed!"
"You should only see me as a mother. That's what I am to you, Malcolm. I can't believe you see me like that; let alone you'd want me to be that way for you."
"I told you I know its wrong, but people with a drinking problem know it's wrong when they're sober, but when they see a bottle, they have to drink it."
"You're comparing some misdirected lust for me as an addiction?"
"This is why I had to talk to you! I have to tell you how I feel, and that I..." Malcolm slid closer and took her hands in his. "Mom, I want you."
She looked down at their hands, but didn't move hers, just kept her head down and he hoped it wasn't because she didn't think she could look at him right now. Malcolm had been assured this would happen, but he maintained the unrealistic hope it could happen without Familial needing to push.
"I'm sorry, mom, I know how bad this is, and I don't blame you for being pissed off and disgusted with me."
"I'm not either," she squeezed his hands.
"No? I don't know how you couldn't be."
"Maybe because I knew this was coming."
"What? How?"
Mom sighed and raised her head, her eyes meeting his.
"Okay, maybe not all of this, but when I said it would explain what changed between us, I meant that," she was struggling with what to say as much as he was. "Malcolm, I knew you were looking at me."
"You did?"
"Seeing we're talking about me being not just a mom but a woman, women know the difference between a man casually looking at her and looking at her. You used to look at me the way any son would look at their mother, but I saw you staring and your eyes were roaming."
"I feel like such an asshole," he tried to move his hands, but she gripped them in hers. "You could tell I wanted you."
"I don't think I read that much into it but wondered what was going on. It's not like I dress improperly, but last couple of times I wore shorts you were looking at my legs," Her eyes met his. "And you were staring at them when you came in here."
"I can't help it. I can't stop looking or dreaming of you or thinking about you. Mom, I want you so bad it hurts!"
"Malcolm, you can see me as a woman all you want, but I am your mother."
"I know that!" He snapped, his voice rising in years of pent up frustration because to this day he wanted her. "That's why it hurts! I have dreams of you wanting me and us being together. I think of it all the time and I know I can't have you, and it gets worse when I keep telling myself what a messed up twisted fuck I am!"
"Don't talk about yourself like that," Mom slipped her hands from his and placed them gently on his cheeks, cradling his face. "Never, you hear me? You're confused and you want something you shouldn't, but no one will talk about my baby like that including you."
"I'm your baby?"
"You and your brother will always be my babies no matter how old you are, and I will always love you with all my heart."
"But never your body," Malcolm said softly, and she removed her hands, folding them in her lap.
"The last thing any parent should do is hurt their child, and I know it's what you want, but if I," she looked away unable to continue while facing him. "Slept with you, it would make things worse in a lot of ways."
"Because I'd want you all the time," Malcolm nodded. "And you'd think it was wrong, and it would be cheating on dad."
"Cheating on your father," she repeated then grunted. "Yeah, I suppose it would be."
"Mom, please?" Jesus, he was pathetic. Wasn't Familial supposed to be pushing her along? Was this a game, hell, was all of this an extremely vivid dream? "Just once! I promise I'll never ask again!"
"God, honey, you sound like you're asking to borrow money or use the car. We're talking about me having sex with my son."
Malcolm released a long breath, maybe this was about him trying to make this happen on his own as much as possible and Familial waiting to see if he could. Think, think!
Loving mothers, he'd scripted several of the movies himself and read every other script first before greenlighting a movie. Like Incestial had said, imagine if this was one of those movies and he was writing it, starring in it.
What could he say, what could he use here? Wait...he remained silent as his mother say there waiting for him to say something, and there was something. It was right there in front of him!
"Can I ask you something?"
"You just told me you want to have sex with me, after that I don't think there's anything you can't ask me," Mom made a weak attempt at a laugh.
"You said you knew I was checking you out?"
"You were kind of obvious."
"Then why are you wearing a shirt that short?" Malcolm continued when she frowned. "That stretch to show off your legs and that you're not wearing a bra? Letting your hair down and giving it a toss like you're in some shampoo commercial or maybe trying to get attention?"
"That..." Mom lowered her head. "Touche' Malcolm, that's more than I'd think a boy your age would catch on to."
"Boy obsessed with how sexy his mother is would." And having the mind of a fifty year old porn producer doesn't hurt. "You wanted me to look at you tonight. You're acting offended, but you're teasing and know it."
"I...I'm sorry," she whispered. "You're right."
"Why would you do that?"
"In my defense I didn't know it was this extreme. I thought maybe you were just going through some weird phase. Your brother told us you spent the night with that waitress from Rich's diner, figured you were into older women and maybe you were seeing me different because of it."
"I had no idea you went from a milf to wanting your milf."
"But you still knew something was going on and you're playing it up." Now that he'd found his footing, he pressed harder. "On a night dads in NY for a conference and Joe's at a friend's house so it's just me you're showing off for."
Mom shook her head slowly but didn't say anything while he was on a roll.
"This is like something out of a movie where a married woman is trying to seduce..."
"I'm not trying to seduce you!" she shouted, causing him to flinch. "You're my son! I had no idea you saw those pictures and wanted me to do those things for you! I just..." she put her hands over her eyes and a soft sob escaped her lips.
What the hell was this? What was Familial doing? This wasn't him getting what he wanted, it was him upsetting his mother. No, he struggled to keep his wits about him, this was exactly how some of his movies played out. Real shock, real turmoil and emotion.
The siblings hinted that his mother had something to tell him, and this had to be leading up to it. He just had to keep it going.
"Hey, don't cry, Mom!" He leaned over and put his arms around her shaking shoulders. "I'm sorry I did this to you, and I didn't mean to say you were doing anything wrong."
"I am doing something wrong," she folded into his arms, hers going around his waist and he felt his heart melt. "Because everything has been wrong."
"It's me, I've been looking for weeks, and you probably wondered and now you know, it's awful and it's my fault." He rubbed her back, his hand going into her long soft hair, but there was nothing sexual about it, just a son trying to comfort his mother.
After telling her how bad he wanted her.
"It's my fault to. I liked the attention."
"Huh?" he cradled her head as she rested her chin on his shoulder. "Going by those pictures dad pays plenty of attention to you."
"Your father's having an affair." Mom spoke with a choked whisper. "It's not the first time."
"What?" He put his hands on her shoulders and eased her back so he could look at her. "What did you say?"
"You heard me," Mom wiped at her eyes, and leaning over, Malcolm grabbed the box of tissues she always kept on the table. According to her they were when she watched tear jerkers, now he wondered how many times she'd cried out here because his father was cheating on her.
That was what the demons meant when he said she'd confess something to him. Malcolm was devasted, he'd always thought his mother and father were close and had never once heard or seen his father disrespect her, but now that he thought on it, his father had been traveling more around this time.
"Mom, I'm sorry. You know for sure?" He handed her the tissues, and she plucked one out and dabbed at her eyes.
"I promised you this stays between us, now you do the same. You can't say anything to him or your brother."
Malcolm almost slipped and said he'd tell his father to go fuck himself, then realized he wasn't really here, and it would be easy to just listen.
"I promise, I don't want to cause more trouble than I already have and make things harder on you."
"First time was five years ago and with one of my friends. You remember Angela?"
"Yeah, you said she stopped coming around because you guys had a fight."
"We did when I went to her house to surprise her with food because she'd called out of work sick that day. Your father's car was parked down the street, and I used the key she'd given me for when she went away and needed someone to feed her cat. Caught them naked in bed together."
"Oh my god."
"Yeah, he said I pushed him to it because I wasn't the 'fun girl' I'd been the first few years of our marriage. I cared more about my career and being a mom. No time for him and sex was just something I gave to him and wasn't into it."
"What? I mean, I know this sounds bad, but you looked all kinds of fun in those pictures."
"I...I bought into it. Thought maybe he was right."
"That's bullshit! You're beautiful and sweet and compassionate and a great wife and mom and guess at this point I can add sexy as hell; shit you have your own son wanting you!"
"That's um, sweet, sort of?" Mom rolled her now red eyes. "You're right, it wasn't me, but we have a gorgeous home two amazing boys who love their father and I...my parents divorced when I was young and it was ugly for me and my brothers and I didn't want to do that to you, so we worked it out."
"So you got dirty for him, that's what those pictures were?"
"Yeah, we went to counseling, and he brought up our sex life, and they suggested maybe I try to be more playful."
"Must have been a guy."
"No, it was a woman, and she laid into your father hot and heavy on sticking his dick somewhere else instead of telling me he wanted it in me more often. But I made it a point to be how I used to be which as you saw wasn't exactly sweet. I loved sex and loved being dirty because I had a good man who appreciated it. But at that point it was more like trying to blackmail him into staying with me, with us."
"I...you did it for us," Malcolm had to wipe his thumb across his left eye. "You make decent money, you're attractive and confident, you could have moved on. You stayed for me and Joe. Mom, you're better than he deserves and way better than a creep like me deserves."
"You're not a creep, honey. Just confused."
No, slipping you a roofie is creepy, you just don't know it.
"Stop wallowing!" Incestial hissed in his mind. "That's then this is now."
"You said he's doing it again? How do you know?"
"One of his coworkers made a comment at a retirement party I went to with your father that they missed him at the Chicago event. The one he said he went to when he was gone three days earlier this year.
"I asked the same woman a month later if he'd been at the one in Miami and she said he was there, but no one saw a sign of him as soon as the meetings ended, he was off on his own and stayed in a different hotel."
"Who do you think it is?"
"I went into his wallet and called the number on his work credit card. He's..." she paused as her throat worked. "He's using a service. Whenever he's out of town he's lining up escorts."
"I...what an asshole!"
"You can't say anything, Malcolm, please!"
"We're not little kids! Throw his ass out, file for divorce, you don't have to take this!"
"The two of you have college in front of you. You have a scholarship through football, but Joe isn't going to get much aid, I'm afraid your father won't help if we divorce."
"That's not a reason to stay!"
"You and Joe are my reasons," she said quietly. "Bad enough you know, Joe can't, and you can't say anything."
"You tell him..."
"He doesn't know I know."
"Then you confront him!"
"Malcolm, I'm sorry I said anything, but it's been months, and the strain is so hard. You said you were hurting; I am too. This time I decided this isn't about me, it's him and because of that? I haven't let him come near me in months."
"Be better if you didn't just toss him out of the bed but the house."
"My call, Malcolm. But because I've shut him off? I think he knows I know, and he's content to just go through the motions and have his fun. He's even taken on more outside sales work so he can slip off more often."
"I can't believe he'd do this, I mean he's always seemed to be good to you and us."
"Malcolm, I need you to know that whatever his issue is with me, and its most likely a bullshit mid life crisis game, that he loves the hell out of you and your brother. That is no act, he's so proud of both of you."
'But more me," Malcolm spoke the revelation as it came to him. "He brags about my football career but is always going on by how I kill it with the girls. Tells me to not settle for a long time and have as much fun as I can. Guess that's how he feels looking back."'
"Maybe."
"But Joe is shy, a little geeky, great in school, but no sports, no hot chicks hanging on him. He sees us differently." But no worries, Joe, you'll be the good one soon, and even get to marry the hot girl and have a beautiful family of your own.... until you got cancer and...
"Life isn't fair," he said aloud. "Bad people make good, good people suffer."
"I'm sorry this went from your problem to hearing this."
"You needed to say it, Mom."
"So did you, and you cornered me into admitting I liked being looked at like a woman even if it was by my son."
"But I've been thinking of doing more than looking, a lot more and no way you wanted that."
"No, but you do."
"And you want my father to be a good loyal husband. Guess we don't get what we want."
"There's a Rolling Stones song that says you can't always get what you want but sometimes you can get what you need." Mom nodded as if to herself. "I'm lonely, honey."
"I can be around more," Liar. "I'll get Joe to be around more and when Dad travels, we can all hang out and..."
"Not that kind of lonely." Mom gave him a meaningful stare. "You're not the only one in this house having wet dreams and longing for what you can't have. You can't because you're not supposed to, I won't because I will not be some whore's sloppy seconds."
"You deserve to be taken care of in every way, Mom." He slid closer to her, feeling as if he were in one of his own movies, but his heart fluttering with excitement."
"I agree, going to admit I've thought of stepping out myself. But I'm not wired that way. I'd feel guilty."
So much for his hopes.
"But that's as a wife. As a mother I meant what I said, I never want to see my son suffer. A mother's job, no, not a job, her reason for being, her privilege, is to do anything within her power to help her children."
"You can't," he said even though it's not what he wanted to say, but he followed the script unfolding in his mind, saying what one of the actors in his movies would.
"But you want me to, don't you?" Her eyes met his. "You already said it, and this drama doesn't change that."
"It makes me want you more," Malcolm held her gaze, his young heart pounding. "Treat you the way you deserve. Show you how beautiful and desirable you are. You're my mother, but this son wants to make you feel like a woman."
"Fuck me!" Incestial exclaimed and his mind filled with the sound of applause. "Drop the mic!"
"This mother needs to help her son stop hurting," Mom leaned closer to him. "And this woman needs to remember what its like to be with a man who wants her."
Her soft luscious lips brushed his so softly he barely felt it, but the contact sent an electric shock of excitement through him. She turned her head and pressed her cheek to his.
"Malcolm, my baby" she whispered in that gloriously smoky voice he still heard in his dreams, her breath hot in his air. "Would you like to show your lonely mother how badly you want her?"
*****
She eased her head back, those perfect lips formed into a nervous smile. "I so need to be wanted right...Oompf!"
His lips were on hers before she could finish the sentence. Malcolm wasn't that young man anymore, at least not mentally, and he would have liked to make this a slower more sensual moment, but this had been his heart's desire his entire adult life.
He kissed her hard, his lips firmly affixed to hers as his arms encircled her waist and pulled her into him. He hoped he wasn't being too aggressive, but after a high pitched yip in her throat a couple of seconds of hesitation, she relaxed into his arms and her lips eagerly responded to his.
Malcolm moaned in his throat at the sensation of his mother's soft, full lips moving along his and her body pressed against him. He could feel the pressure of her breasts pushing into his chest and her erect nipples poking into him through their clothes.
His heart soared and his cock stiffened when her arms encircled his neck, and her mouth worked along his with a passion that matched his. Her fingers slid through his hair, her long nails teasing his scalp as her other hand ran down his back and over his shoulders.
His hands roamed as well, going into her long hair and sliding down her back. He couldn't believe this was happening but couldn't be happier that it was. He'd have agreed to do anything to have this.
Mom surprised him when her tongue first flicked teasingly over his lips then plunged deep into his mouth. She swirled her soft pink flesh over and around his as their mouths opened wider, their lips sliding across one another.
Her hands slid over his arms, squeezing his well developed biceps and her breathing grew heavier in his mouth. Her body moved side to side within his embrace, rubbing her breasts into him and emitting a moan that was music to his ears from her nipples being stimulated by the contact.



Malcolm slid his lips from hers, ducked his head and fastened his lips to the delicate creamy skin of her neck.
"Oh, oh, yes!" she moaned, her head falling back to allow him better access. "My boy really wants me, doesn't he?"
"Who wouldn't?" he spoke into her neck. Obviously not his asshole father who he now had a very different view of than he had all these years. "God, you feel amazing."
"Then we should feel more of each other." Her hands moved down his sides, grabbing the bottom of his shirt. She tugged up on it and he raised his hands, his lips reluctantly leaving her neck as he helped her strip it off and toss it on the floor.
"Hmm," she cooed, her hands running down his bare chest and chiseled stomach. "Guess this is why so many women my age like them young."
"I'll show you some other reasons," he told her, his confidence rising to match his throbbing fully erect cock.
"I think I see one of them," Mom licked her lips, and her hand dropped to his crotch, gripping his cock through the sweats. "Oh my god, Mac, you're...wow!"
"Speaking of wow, where was I?" He grabbed her face in his large hands and kissed her even harder than he had the first time.
He moaned as she continued to stroke him his trapped cock but focused on seeking to devour her mouth with his. Mom whimpered as this time it was his tongue that plunged into her mouth.
He pushed her back as their tongues waged war, using his body to ease her back until she was leaning back into the corner of the couch. She slid one long leg up on the couch, slipping it past his left hip while the other dangled off the couch.
Malcolm slid up between her legs as they kissed and moaned when his crotch pressed into hers. He could feel her heat even through her panties and his sweats and his hips rocking, sliding his trapped cock along her thigh.
His hands went between them and Mom gasped when he undid the top button of her shirt. Her hands went to his waist band, and he groaned when one slipped into his boxers and wrapped around his shaft.
"Ohh," she purred into his mouth while stroking him. "So big, so hard for me!"
Malcolm had lost track of how many women he'd been with throughout his life and porn career, but he wagered if it wasn't a hundred it was damn close, but he swore he'd never been as hard as he felt now.
Being in a nineteen year old's body probably didn't hurt, but his balls were aching, and he felt his cock pulsing in her soft hand. He broke the kiss, again going for her neck and kissing and gently sucking on it.
Moms rested her head back on the couch as her son worked his lips over her sensitive neck while his fingers, trembling in his excitement worked their way down the buttons of her shirt.
When the last one gave and he felt her shirt part, he sat back on his knees, staring at the exposed inner half of her breasts.
"Go ahead," she urged, her hand still slowly teasing along his shaft. "I want to see your face when you see them."
Malcolm eased her shirt open and released a sharp breath.
"Mom, they're perfect, you're perfect."
"These old things," she giggled and releasing his cock cupped her breasts for him.
Again, Malcolm, had seen thousands of tits on and off set in his life, but he wasn't kidding that these were the most beautiful, amazing and absolutely succulent breasts he'd ever seen.
He had seen them before and at this age, but that had been different. But this time she was showing them off, offering them to her son who was beside himself with desire. Mom's breasts were large, perfectly shaped and tipped with gorgeous wine shaded nipples that looked as hard as his cock felt.
"Someone likes his mother's tits," she whispered and hearing her say it caused his already aching dick to twitch. "You should.... Yes!" she cried out when he lowered his head and sucked her right nipple into his mouth.
"Oh, yeah, baby," she moaned, her hands sliding through his hair and her back arching, pressing her tits harder into his face. "Suck it! I know this is wrong, but I needed this so bad!"
Malcolm moaned his agreement as he opened wide and sucked as much of her soft firm flesh into his mouth as he could. His hands slid under hers, and he sighed around her luscious nipple as he cupped and fondled her flawless breasts which were heaving in excitement.
He switched to her other breast; this time managing to take his time and swirl his tongue around her swollen flesh. Mom whimpered and moaned as he fondled and alternately licked and sucked, worshipping the breasts of his mother, something he wished more sons would want and know the pleasure of.
But as incredible as they were, there was something even better awaiting him. Something warm and wet, something that would taste sticky and sweet and oh, so forbidden.
Malcolm eased down the couch, his lips and tongue working their way down her soft flat tummy. His hands were ahead of him pushing the shirt further open and sliding along her lush inviting thighs.
"You, oh you bad boy, you're going to give me a kiss aren't?"
"I have to." His mouth was already watering and as he teased his tongue along the edge of those black panties that like so many other things over the year had filled his dreams. "I need to."
His fingers curled into them and his mother made his oozing cock jump in his boxers when she lifted her hips so he could pull them off. He eased them down, his hands shaking and his eyes wide in anticipation as if this was going to be the first pussy he'd ever seen.
This was uncharted territory as he hadn't gone that far in the reality that he was currently living the alternate version of. He took in the soft patch of black hair on her mouth, his lips parting and his tongue yearning to be unleashed on what he was about to reveal.
"I'm so wet," Mom breathed as the crotch to the panties stuck to her slit and he watched it peel away with agonizing slowness.
They came away to reveal her full pussy rosy lips and her excited pink pearl protruding from beneath its hood. She was wet, so much so he could see the strand of sticky fluid pulling away with her panties and the dark stain in the center of them.
Mom bent her legs, allowing him to slip the panties down past her knees and off of her. Malcolm couldn't help pressing the crotch to his face and inhaling deeply. He groaned not just from the intoxicating and taboo scent of his mother's cunt, but her pressing her bare foot to his cock, and sliding it back and forth.
"Lose these, I want to see what my son has for me."
Malcolm quickly stood and shoved his boxers and sweats down to the floor, causing his massive throbbing cock to spring free
.
"That cock is as beautiful as you say I am," Mom sucked on her lower lip as he stepped out of his pants. "You need to lay back and let me show you what made me a very popular girl when I was your age."
Damn, he could think of nothing he wanted more than to watch his mother's sensual lips around his aching dick, but...
"Ladies and mothers first."
He got back on the couch and all but dove between her legs.
"Malcolm! Oh, honey!" Mom squealed when he buried his face between her legs.
Malcolm wished he could tease and savor the moment, but he was too far gone in mother lust and his mother released another high pitched yelp when he plunged his tongue inside her wet slit.
"Oh my god," Mom moaned as he swirled his tongue inside her. "You...I'm letting my son eat my cunt," she moaned. "And it feels so fucking good!"
Cunt? Mom was getting dirty, and he loved it. Not as much as he was loving his mouth being filled with her juices when he pressed his lips to her entrance and slurped hard.
"Lick me, suck me," she implored him. "It's been a long time since I had anything but my fingers and a toy."
Malcolm knew that toy. The blue vibe he'd sniffed and sucked on several times when she wasn't home. He remembered thinking she used it a lot and now he knew why, because his father was dicking paid sluts and when he had this incredible woman at home.
He moved his head, keeping his tongue rigid and fucking it with her as he slid his hands over her thighs and used his thumbs to spread her wide. He gave her cunt one more suck before sliding his tongue side to side, exploring the soft sticky folds of her sweet lips.
"Oh!" Mom gasped when he flicked it over her clit, causing her hips to jerk, smearing her slit in his face. "Right there, baby! Please, right there!"
She shifted her legs, placing her left foot on his shoulder and draping her right leg over the other, her soft foot sliding down his back. Her hands left his hair, and he turned his eyes upward to see she'd cupped her breasts now stroking her nipples with her long light purple nails.
He groaned into her hot box, his hips moving, thrusting his tormented cock into the soft couch cushion as he used his tongue to trace her clit in rapid circles. Mom sighed and cooed contentedly as he spent the next few minutes gently lapping at both her sweet slit and her pulsing clit.
Malcolm struggled not to rush and eat her pussy like a starving man would devour a stake, forcing his tongue to move slowly, teasing and pleasing the woman who loved him so much she'd cross the biggest line a mother could ever cross by letting her son have her body.
Not only let him, but he was delighted that she needed it as much as he did and was obviously enjoying the attention he was providing her. Her thighs quivered beneath his hands and her hips rocked gently as she moaned and whimpered.
"That waitress must have given you some lessons, baby. You are damned good with that tongue for any man, let alone your age."
Malcolm smiled into her warm flesh; he was older in real life now than she was at this point in time and had licked his share or pussy and then some. But none so sinfully succulent as his mothers.
"Make Mama come, baby," she moaned, now rolling her taut nipples between her fingers. "We can go slower next time, but baby I need come so I can get that cock in my mouth and then...Yes!"
She yipped when Malcolm moved his hand and eased two long thick fingers into her wet slit. He took a breath then went to town with his tongue, no longer teasing, but slathering her clit with fast hard licks in every direction.
He buried his fingers deep into her trembling cunt until his knuckles pressed into her sticky flesh, then curled them. His mother cried out, her hips jerking and her pussy convulsing, clutching at his fingers.
He moved his wrist, working it side to side, slapping his fingers back and forth in her sloppy cunt. He switched to sucking her clit in a rapid rhythm and her toes curled into his back and shoulder as she pushed with her legs, using him to lift her ass off the couch.
The room filled with her increasingly high pitched whimpers and the sound of his fingers slapping wetly in her cunt. He was being a little rough, but she didn't seem to mind as her hips moved even faster, and she was now twisting her nipples harder.
"Like that," she whimpered, her eyes closed, lips parted, her face flushed with passion and strands of her long dark hair sticking to her now sweaty cheeks. Christ, he needed to be inside this woman!
He curled his fingers again while giving her a hard suck that made his lips smack and her back arched, and her legs tightened around him.
"Don't stop, oh, please, please, please! I'm...Oh, you're going to, ohhhh,"
Mom gasped then released a loud wail of pleasure as her body exploded into orgasm. Her pussy contracted around his fingers as her hips went wild, grinding her convulsing cunt into his face as he continued to keep his lips and tongue on her quivering clit.
Mom squirmed and writhed on the bed her left leg jerking, her foot drumming on his back as her orgasm had its way with her. He curled his fingers once more and was rewarded with another cry of ecstasy and her hips moving with renewed energy as he triggered a second orgasm after the first.
Mom jerked and twitched on the couch, her body helpless against the powerful waves of pleasure he'd sent crashing through her and a whistle sounded in his mind.
"Now that's how a son makes his mother cum!"
Mom's legs slid from him, and she slumped back into the couch, her hands dropping from her heaving breasts and her eyes barely open as she whispered.
"I...oh, I came so hard. Came for my boy, came in his face," she giggled. "But he thinks I'm a dud in bed."
"He's an idiot and we don't talk about him."
Malcolm, slid up between her legs and they both moaned when the tip of his cock slid between the wet lips of her pussy.
"Bring that up here and let me return the favor, baby." Mom wagged her tongue at him.
"I can't wait any more." Malcolm whispered and with a thrust of his hips entered her.
"Fuck!" Mom swore, her eyes going wide. "Honey you're so..." She trailed into a low whimper as he eased his long thick cock into his mothers hot, wet, and still quivering cunt. "So big," she gasped when he'd slid his full length into her. "Sooo thick!"
Malcolm felt the walls of her pussy stretching around his swollen head and shaft and she wiggled beneath him, trying to work him into her tight cunt. He moved his hips, slowly pumping her and smiling at the look of both shock and pleasure on her face.
"You're...Baby, you're fucking me," she whispered, then released that naughty giggle once more. "You're getting what you want and giving me what I need," she took his face in her hands and pulled him down into a kiss.
Malcolm sighed as he moved his hips faster, now moving within her in a slow steady rhythm. Mom wrapped her arms around his shoulders, then her legs around his waist, drawing him deeper into her taboo heat.
Mom whimpered into his mouth with each thrust, but he could feel her adjusting to him and soon her hips moved, matching his rhythm. Her hands gripped his shoulders, her fingers digging into him as he pumped her harder and faster.
"Oh god," she let her head fall back on the couch. "I've never felt so...full." Her lips curled into a beautiful smile. "Or so wanted."
"I've never wanted anyone as much as I did you."
"You're nineteen, sweetie, but thank you," she released a soft sigh of pleasure, the smile still on her face as she lay there holding her son as he committed the ultimate taboo of loving his mother in the carnal sense.
Fact was he was a lot older than that and had pined for her since...well since damned 1993, but she couldn't know that, so he returned her smile, his heart as full as she said her pussy was as decades of desperate longing had come to an end.
So much longing that despite his usual superb control he could already feel his balls tightening and his thighs beginning to tremble. He slowed his movements, but mom said softly,
"Just let go, baby. You've wanted this so take it. We have all night to play, and we'll go nice and slow next time." She flicked her tongue at him. "That's after I suck that big fucking cock and show you how a mother appreciates her attentive son."
The giggle that he knew he would hear in his mind for the rest of his life.
"Maybe I'll let you cum all over my face. That was always my favorite one from that night. I do like to be rewarded for a job well done."
Her words, and the images they brought to his mind caused his hips to move faster and Mom yipped each time he buried himself deep inside her.
"Like that? Like fucking Mama? Like knowing she'll be your good mother and your dirty woman?"
"Oh, yeah," he moaned, his thrusts becoming longer and driving more forcefully into her hot wet cunt as she kept going.
"All night, Malcolm. All goddamn night we're going to play. I'm going to suck you off and ride your face and you're going to fuck me in every position and every time you give it up for me, I am going to keep sucking for more!"
"I'll give you more, I'll give you anything you want whenever you want," He breathed, his body tensing as he struggled to keep going as long as he could.
"I want you, baby," The smile on her face touched her warm brown eyes when she looked into his. "This woman needs a man, and a man needs his mother, so I think you and I are going to be getting a lot of each other."
She wanted him! Not just for a pity fuck to help him, but she was telling him it wouldn't just be tonight, but no...it could only be tonight.
"How's it feel fucking his woman?" She asked, the smile turning uncharacteristically nasty. "Taking what used to be his, fucking her better than he ever did. Next time you see him you remember how you ate my cunt and how you fucked me right here on the couch and how his own son blew a load all over my pretty.... Fuck!"
Malcolm lost control, and tore into her, fucking her with long powerful strokes that had her yelping and her eyes rolling back as he plundered her now sloppy cunt with his massive cock.
"Fuck you like he never could." He gasped. "Treat you like that amazing woman you are."
"Screw that, just fuck me like a whore and we can just say sweet things later." Mom started to laugh but it turned into another series of squeals when he hammered into her, his hips going wild as his balls clenched and he felt his cum rising through his shaft.
"Oh, Mama, I..." he tried to pull back, but her arms and legs tightened around him.
"Give it to me!" she gasped. "I want to feel it, I want my son to make me feel like a woman! I want...Yessssss!"
Her eyes closed and she purred in delight when his cock erupted inside her. Malcolm whimpered as each of his thrusts now ended in his cock twitching and sending another long warm squirt deep inside his mother.
"So good," she whispered, her fingers digging into his shoulders and her hips thrusting up to meet his descending cock and sending his cum even deeper inside her. "All of it, every bit of it," she implored him. "Its all mine, isn't it?"
"I'm all yours," he lowered his head and kissed her as his balls gave up the last of it, drained completely into his mothers willing cunt. "All yours."
"Hmm, you did just claim me, didn't you," she laughed as she ran her fingers through her hair. "Imagine if he knew? If anyone did?"
"We know, that's all that matters." He let his weight go, settling into her and smiling into her neck and she lightly stroked his back. "Thank you, Mom."
"An orgasm, a fuck and I get a thank you? I raised a good boy!"
"Not sure about that," he muttered.
"Would my good boy like to go into the bedroom? I can suck your cock, and you can take me in my bed?" She kissed his cheek. "Spend the night with me?"
"Yes," He sat up and sliding off the couch extended his hand to her.
With a smile, she took it, then squealed when he hauled her to her feet and sweeping his left arm down and under her knees, effortlessly lifted her into his arms. She laughed and smiled at him, and she looked so perfect he had to kiss her.
Their lips and tongues met as he turned and slowly walked out of the room and down the hall to her room. Talk about living one of his own movies. A son, naked, his cock still dripping and covered in his mother's juices carrying his mother clad in just her open shirt, her cunt filled with his cum down to her room.
He gently let her down on her feet and grabbing the shoulders of the shirt, slipped it off her, taking in his mother's now fully naked body.
"Flawless," he told her, his hands sliding over her breasts, then around her waist to cup the sweet curve of her cheeks. "So sexy."
"You can stop the schmoozing, I already put out." She slipped out of his embrace. "You, on that bed now. Your mother owes you something special."
"Yes, ma'am!" he laughed, smiling ear to ear as he stretched out on the middle of the bed, his head on her pillow. God, had he ever been this happy?
"Look at that, you're semi hard and bigger than most men." She licked her lips as she walked around to the foot of the bed. "But its going to be hard again soon, isn't it?"



"You think?" he teased while watching her put one knee on the bed at a time before slowly crawling up between his legs. This was hotter than any dream he'd ever had and that was saying something.
"I know so," she slid onto her stomach and bent her legs at the knees, crossing her ankles and assuming his favorite position to be sucked in. "Your Mama can be very persuasive."
She emphasized her words, by gripping his already stiffening cock and flicking her tongue over his tip. He gasped when she dipped the tip into his slit and eased it out, taking a sticky trail of pre-cum with it.
She slurped it back to its source and slipped her lips around his tip sucked hard. His hips jumped and he groaned when more pre-cum squirt into her mouth. She moaned, her eyes rolling back before opening wider and taking him deep into her mouth.
"Oh, damn," he breathed as she made it more than halfway down before releasing a nasty choking sound.
She eased her mouth back, then bobbed her head, taking him that deep with each slow suck. Malcolm used his hand to brush her hair to the side to get a clear view of something he'd never thought he'd see.
His mother sucking his cock.
"Hmm," she eased him from her mouth and smacked her lips. "You're a bad boy, Malcolm, your cock tastes like Mama's cunt."
His reply was cut off when she resumed sucking him, this time faster and taking him deeper. Each suck now ended in a gurgling sound as she struggled to take more of his impressive length down her throat.
He released a contented sigh as he watched not just the surreal sight of his mother's lips sliding along his glistening cock but took in everything else. Her thick black hair fanned over her back, the soft soles of her feet and painted tips of her toes visible as she playfully kicked her legs and the smooth curve of her ass.
He slipped his fingers into her hair, resting his hand on her head as she continued to choke and gag, taking him even further. She angled her head and with a look of stubborn determination, opened her mouth wider and drove her head down.
"Fuck yeah," he gasped when with a choking sound that had an air of triumph to it, his mother managed to take him all the way down.
She held him there, her eyes watering, but fixed on his and her face already red from exertion, drool flowing from the sides of her mouth. She slowly shook her head, working his sensitive head around her mouth, then slurped her way back up to his head.
She took a breath, and he moaned when she bobbed her head much faster than before and was taking his full length with most of the rapid sucks. The room filled with her nasty gagging and gurgling as she deep throated him as best she could.
She wrapped her fist around his cock, now stroking him while sucking. Her free hand cupped his balls, gently fondling them as they were already building up to give her more.
She released him in a froth of drool and pre cum, some of it hanging in strands from her chin the rest flowing down his cock. Mom shoved it back and he whimpered in shocked pleasure when she swirled her tongue over his balls.
She stroked his slimy cock rapidly as she took her time, sucking on each of his balls, moving her head and stretching them while her tongue teased them in her mouth. She then went to work with her tongue, sliding it all over his sac, bathing him with her bathing him with her mouth.
Mom's eyes stayed on him as her tongue slid up the front of his shaft before swirling around his head and going down the other side. Seemingly out to prove her cock sucking prowess, his mother spent the next few minutes putting on a show that would rival any of the talent he paid to do this for a living.
The room was quiet other than both their soft sounds of pleasure as his mother's tongue feathered his cock with soft teasing licks with soft butterfly kisses mixed in. She turned her head and wrapping her lips around his shaft worked up and down, sliding him between them while caressing his balls.
Malcolm was as hard as he'd been the first time as his mother's sinfully talented tongue had his balls aching and his cock throbbing. She gave his tip a kiss and smiled through her sticky lips.
"I'd love to suck you off, but baby this cock is too fine not to take for a ride."
She slid up between his legs and swinging her legs over his hips, straddled him. She reached back, guiding his cock to her and sat down hard, impaling herself on his long cock.
"Deep!" she cried out, but moved her hips in slow circles, again working him into her much wetter cunt. "So deep," she repeated as she now worked her hips front to back, sliding on his lap and teasing him inside her.
She hefted her tits, showing them off as she moved slowly, sensually riding her son. Taking her hair in her hands, she lifted it over her head, and he whistled.
"Look at you putting on the sexy!"
"I want you to want me, baby. I want you to see that sexy dirty woman you've been wanting."
"Think I just saw her going to town on my cock like a porn star."
"Your porn star," she leaned forward, bracing her hands on his chest and now working her hips up and down, riding him.
Malcolm grabbed her breasts, fondling them as she bounced higher and harder. Her pussy wasn't just wet but felt much stickier than before and he knew it was his own cum from his first load still deep inside her.
Fucking his mother's cunt that he'd already filled once wasn't a turn off, it was goddamn hot. Moving her hands she leaned over further and grabbing the headboard used it to push off of.
Her hips now bucked hard enough to make the bed squeak and the headboard bang against the wall. Malcolm leaned his head up, catching her nipples and sucking on it as she rode him wildly with a force that bordered on violent.
She yelped and squealed as she pounded his cock up into her, but kept up the wild pace, riding him like he was a bull at a rodeo. He wrapped his arms around her, and she cried out when he pulled her down to his chest, pinning her to him.
Malcolm lifted his legs, getting his feet on the bed and pumped his hips, driving his cock deep inside her.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck!" Mom yipped in his ear as he plundered her prone pussy with his huge cock. God, she felt good, sounded good, she was everything he'd hoped and wanted her to be and so much more.
Malcolm wrenched his shoulders, using his considerable strength to flip them over. Mom howled when he lifted her legs and shoving them back so her knees were over his shoulders, leaned forward and fucked her with long hard stokes.
"Oh my god, oh my god!" she wailed, her eyes wide and her tits bouncing wildly as he ripped into her, years of lust driving his hips and the nineteen year old cock he currently possessed. "Fuck me!" she squealed. "Give it to me!"
She reached back, grabbing the headboard again as he braced his hands by her head, pushing her feet over her head and hammered into his mother's helpless cunt.
"You wanted this bad, didn't you? You wanted to fuck your mother, make her squeal for you, make her yours, make me want this cock so bad that I'll do anything to get more!"
"I will!" she breathed in between moans. "Anything you want, baby! Just keep giving me this big dick, keep showing your mother how much you want her! Keep me happy and I'll make you the happiest son there is!"
"I'm very happy," he tried to laugh but could only groan as he his legs began to tremble.
"I'll make you even happier!" she put her hands up. "Stop!"
"I...what's wrong?"
"Nothing, but you telling me you wanted me so bad, and you don't want to see your mother's ass in the air?"
"I love you, Mom!" This time he did laugh as he eased his cock from her dripping slit and slid back.
Mom gave him a wicked smile before rolling onto her stomach. She drew her knees up and wiggled her incredible ass at him. Malcolm didn't need to be told twice. He grabbed her hips and entered her in one long smooth thrust.
"God that's even deeper!" Mom cried out. "You must have had to go easy with those little girls you dated."
"Not the waitress," he teased her as he squeezed her ass and spread her cheeks to get a better view of his cock probing his mother's cunt from behind.
"Not this woman either. You can fuck me as hard as you want, honey. I want you happy and not wanting any other woman ever again!"
"I'll never want another woman like I want you." He whispered, stopping his mind from going down the road of him knowing there was no future past this night.
Instead, he focused on the incredible view of having his mother ass up and face down as she howled under the onslaught of his powerful hips and huge dick. She was so wet he felt her juices splattering her thighs each time he drove into her.
His balls slapped into her pussy as he fucked her with a frenzied energy drive by years of lust. He gasped when he felt something brush his balls and saw Mom had slid one hand beneath her and between her legs.
She was playing with herself as he fucked her and the thought of her coming on his cock caused him to slow enough for him to last long enough for it to happen.
"Pull my hair, slap my ass!" she demanded, her voice muffled by the pillow she'd been yelping into. "I'm a bad Mama, treat me that way!"
He did as she asked, wrapping his fist in her hair and pulling her head up with it. She yelped, but rocked back into him, pounding his cock harder into her. He slapped the right side of her ass, and she laughed.
"You call that a smack? Come on, honey, make Mama's ass jiggled for you. Make my creamy skin nice and red."
Well, it wasn't polite to deny your mother now, was it? He dealt her ass a much harder slap, making her yelp. He struck the other side then proceeded to dole out a series of fast hard slaps.
Each ended with her crying out, but her cunt clutching at his cock as him spanking her and using her hair as a handle drove her closer to her orgasm. The woman was even more wild than even those pictures had hinted at.
"Harder," she gasped. "Fuck me harder! Keep slapping that ass!"
He did both, once again tearing into her full force while his hand, now stinging, continued to pepper her now red cheeks with sharp smacks. She was right, each slap caused a delightful jiggle in her well rounded cheeks.
She whimpered and slammed back into him even harder, and he felt himself getting close again. He stared down at his wet cock plundering her cunt and his eyes lingered on her puckered rose bud.
She seemed into everything else so without warning, he thrust a finger deep into her extremely tight ass.
"Ow, I.... oh fuck!" Mom threw her head back and released a long animal like howl as both her holes contracted when she went over the edge.
He released her hair and grabbed her ass with his free hand while keeping his finger buried in her convulsing ass. Mom howled several times, and he fought to hold on long enough for her orgasm to finish, but it wasn't easy with her cunt milking his twitching cock.
Mom emitted a long low guttural growl and stopped moving, her head falling forward onto the pillow. Malcolm slid his finger from her ass and holding her hips once again tore into her, planning on coming all over her now red swollen ass.
"I made you a promise, didn't I?" Mom asked. "You want to paint Mama's face, baby?"
Malcolm gave her several more savage thrusts that had the bed rocking and her squealing before whipping his cock out. With a skill gained from several years in the industry and a lifetime of wild sex, he gripped the base of his cock, choking off his impending orgasm.
Mom rolled over and he eased over next to her, and as she opened her mouth and wagged her tongue at him, he released his cock, a long thick spurt shot across her face, splattering on her forehead and in her hair.
He aimed lower and sent the second squirt directly into her mouth. Mom closed her mouth as he continued to pump his cock sending several more squirts across both her cheeks and all over her lips and chin.
He twisted his wrist, wringing out a few more drops that landed on her cheek, then watcher her use her tongue to shove the cum she'd saved in her mouth back to flow down her face.
Malcolm stared down at his mother's face which was a red mass of sweat streaked with white stripes and puddles of come. Mom smiled through the mess, then ran her tongue over her lips, slurping some of it back into her mouth.
"How do I look, honey?" Mom asked. "Do I wear it well?"
The words his father had written on that picture and the ones he'd then write on the one he took the night he...
"You okay, baby?" She stared up at him, her gorgeous tits rising and falling as she caught her breath.
"I couldn't be better," he returned the smile, but it wasn't as heartfelt as hers. "Yeah, you wear it well."
*****
Malcolm opened his eyes and stared at the swirling ceiling fan above him. Curled up next to him, her head on his arm and her leg draped over his, his mother remained asleep, her slow steady breathing the only sound in the room.
He put his arm around her, his hand on her back feeling her breathing as he caressed her soft smooth skin. Malcolm was afraid to look over at the clock. He had no idea how much time the demons would give him and was afraid it was going to be up soon.
For what it was worth, he didn't feel cheated. He'd gotten to say what he needed, his mother had been far more receptive to his desires and whether it was her or Familial, he'd gotten to experience her.
Not just the first two times, but another round in the shower and when they'd come back to bed, they'd laid there talking and touching and somehow his cock began to rise and seeing it, she used her mouth to get him all the way up.
They'd enjoyed a long playful romp that began with her on top, then on her back with a time out while he licked her to another orgasm and finishing doggy, but this time him shooting what little he had left deep inside her.
She'd left the lamp on but dimmed it down to a bare glow and Malcolm looked at her peacefully sleeping. The most beautiful woman in his life and she'd lived up to everything he pushed in his movies.
A loving mother who would do anything for her son, and a wild sexual woman who knew what she needed, how to get it, and how to take care of her boy like he'd never experienced before.
"Pssst!"
He looked to his right to see Familial standing by the bed, now clad in a denim mini skirt, matching denim jacket and a Bon Jovi T-shirt. Take away the red skin, horns and black eyes and lips and she could be any girl he went to school with.
"It's time, Malcolm," Her voice sounded in her mind.
With a resigned nod, he swallowed against his tightening throat and kissed the top of her head.
"Love you, Mom," he whispered.
"Hmm." Her eyes remained closed, but in a groggy voice said. "I love you too, baby. Get some sleep, we'll play in the morning."
He tried to say more, but everything went dark, and he felt his head spinning and that falling sensation he'd experienced earlier. This time when the jolt came, he opened his eyes to find himself sitting on the floor holding hands with the demons.
"Hot damn!" Incestial exclaimed, releasing his hand. "That was fucking epic! Some serious mother fucking and some of those lines? Vintage Stone called productions, baby!"
"I...yeah," he blinked as he looked around. "How long were we gone?"
"An hour or so, time moves differently." Familial, still dressed in the denim outfit stood and tugged on his hand, helping him up.
"Did you get what you wanted?" she asked.
"Yes, it was incredible to see her again and to know she..." he stopped, and his shoulders slumped. "Be honest, how much was you?"
"None."
"Oh, please! My mother wouldn't have caved that easy."
"Devil's truth," she touched her chest. "I thought I was going to need to, you were starting off lame, but when you broke out that question of why she wasn't wearing a bra if she knew you were looking? That broke it open."
"Nothing she said was coaxed," Incestial rose to stand next to them. "You were both hurting in different ways. You catching her off guard and pushing about her teasing got her to admit she wanted attention and why and it happened from here.
"You're as smooth as your movies!" Familial put her hand on his shoulder. "You led her right where you both needed to be."
"But the things she said, that was really her?"
"She was heartbroken by your father. Felt like less of a woman and she was also angry and hell hath no fury and all that. Seeing you in pain, knowing she could help and her getting not just the attention she needed, but revenge was too much to handle, and she went over the edge pretty quick."
"Damn dirty talker to." Incestial whistled. "She had lines better than some of your movies, must run in the family."
"Yeah, family." He rubbed at his temples, he felt like he could sleep for a week. "My father cheated on her with a friend then hookers, what a prick."
"Yeah, well, like we said it was okay for you to hear that because they're all gone, nothing changes."
"But for him to act so pissed off and righteous when he found those pictures and he was dicking around on her?"
"Malcolm, it was still his son assaulting his own mother and his wife. Ass or not he had the right."
"You're right," he conceded.
"You happy?" Incestial asked.
"I am, its just...to know if I had done it that way not only would have gotten her that night, but she talked about us being together moving forward and..."
"Malcolm," Familial squeezed his shoulder. "She was having that stroke no matter what. We explained that to you. This was not the natural course of things. Her taking ill and eventually dying, that could not be changed."
"At the most you'd have had a couple of weeks." Incestial said. "And I know you'll say that's better, and you would have never hurt her, but nothing you can do. Just take the win, my friend. You made your mother a very happy woman in your time together and that will also always exist in its way."
"Thank you," he extended his hand. "This was important to me and better than I could have ever imagined, especially seeing you didn't have to make her do it."
"A handshake?" Incestial rolled his eyes and caught Malcolm in a rough hug. "Bring it in, bro!"
"Okay!" Malcolm returned the bear hug as best he could and when Incestial released him, Familial stepped up and hugged him, adding a kiss on the cheek.
"Bye Malcolm, we're happy we could help you get closure." She sipped her arm around her brother's shoulders. "Remember your part of the deal. More movies, sibling site and three moms' banging their sons for real and on camera."
"I can't do anything with the films, you know that."
"You'll whack off to them, and its about you getting them to do it." Familial wiggled her fingers at him. "You have work to do, Mr. Stone, now get some sleep."
Incestial snapped his fingers and the two of them vanished as if they'd never been there but something falling to the floor caught his attention. Malcolm saw it was a folded post it and picking it up, unfolded it.
"One more request, it's a surprise for my sister!"
Malcolm looked at what was written under it and laughed. Turning to the TV he saw it was still frozen on the picture of his mother on the couch. That wasn't a photo he owned, the demons had put it there.
If he shut it off, would it go away forever? Finding his phone on the table, he took a picture of it, then picked up the remote.
"Goodbye, Mama," he whispered as he shut the TV off.
*****
Malcolm woke to see it was after eleven am. Damn, when was the last time he'd slept that late? More importantly he'd slept straight through with no nightmares. He picked up his phone and brought up the picture of his mother and smiled.
He would always remember her that way, on the couch, the cute shirt, looking innocent yet sexy at the same time, which is exactly what she had been. The good mom and the whore for her boy he always preached mothers longed to be in his films and personal beliefs.



Malcolm closed the picture and brought up his contacts. He had work to get to. He found Beverly, a porn sensation back in the nineties and early two thousands who had then earned a marketing degree and served as one of his top assistants at Stone Cold Productions.
"Hey boss, you're late."
"I'll be in, something came up."
"And who did it come up for this time?"
"Go fish. Listen, I have some things I need you to get on right away."
"Okay, what's up?"
"I want to double the output on Loving Mothers."
"Any special reason?"
"We make a killing on it and the demand is always high for that material. If you need to bring on more writers and find more talent, do it and up everyone's rate by two hundred a shoot, I want them to want this work."
"You're the boss. Next?"
"I'm thinking we do so well with Loving Mothers why not get into the sibcest market?"
"We do some of those."
"Yeah, but they're kind of porno."
"We make porno," she reminded him.
"I want a site called Loving Sisters. I want the same angle. Plot, emotions, conflict, with as much love s lust."
"I can see it working."
"I want it up and running in six weeks."
"That's a lot to do from scratch."
"We'll make it back tenfold.":
"Might need to find some more barely legal talent for sisters, we can get a lot of the young guys from the milf sites and Loving Mothers."
"I'll leave that to you. I'll handle the first few scripts."
"Gee, is that all?"
Malcolm glanced over at the post it he'd put on the nightstand.
"One more thing, I have a great idea for taboo movie."
"I'm listening.
"Okay, so there's these two demons. They're brother and sister and they're mission is..."
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Tyler leaned back in his chair and removed his glasses to rub his eyes. Despite having blue light anti-glare lenses he'd been staring at the screen for hours and fatigue was taking its toll.
He reached for the mouse and clicked the browser open to his e-mails. He'd received three since his last check, one a phishing test the company periodically ran which told him his I-tunes account had been hacked.
He didn't even have an I-tunes account, who the hell fell for these things? He deleted it, which brought him to the next e-mail discussing the Thursday deadline for the new mockups for Magnus Designs pitch to provide point of purchase displays for Ace audio.
"I know, I know," he mumbled.
Not sure why he cared so much being he'd just given his two week notice after accepting a job at Designtech the largest display company in the state. Then again, the last e-mail left to click on was the reminder of why.
It was from Tamara Wilcox; VP of Design of Magnus who also happened to be his best friend Jeff's mother and the person who had gotten him a job here. First as an intern while he was in his third year at RISD, then hiring him full time when he graduated last year.
Those were also the reasons he felt like an asshole for leaving Magnus, and why he was trying so hard on what would be his final project for the firm, to try to land them a new client on his way out the door.
On paper, he was doing the right thing, Designtech started at 10k a year more than he was making at his entry level salary, and the medical cheaper by $20 a week which put another 2k a year in his pocket.
Being a much bigger company there was more room for advancement and better job security. They even offered free gym memberships and a variety of physical and mental health programs.
It was a "real job" in every sense, and unlike this one where he'd gotten a foot in the door because of Jeff and Tamara, he'd earned this one all on his own and based on the merit of his grades at RISD and his portfolio from his work here.
Yet he still felt like he was doing the company, and more so Tamara, dirty. Jeff not so much as he was also leaving, having taken a new job last month but with an agreement he'd stay until the end of the year.
So if her own son could leave, why not him? But when he discussed it with his parents, they were also split. His mother felt he should reward Tamara's getting him a job and place to gain experience by staying for at least a few years, after all he was only twenty two.
His father, on the other hand, felt he needed to be his own man and go somewhere that he didn't feel obligated to anyone. He then extolled all the financial benefits, adding that if Tyler wanted to move out and have his own life, well, he needed to be able to afford to do so.
Technically he could afford a small place on his current salary, but things would be kind of tight, and why make it harder on himself than it had to be? Mom seemed disappointed when he leaned dad's way but ended the talk by saying he was a man now and needed to do whatever he felt right for him.
He'd put his notice in yesterday, an admittedly cheap move because Tamara had taken the day off and he went to Andrea in HR. He justified it by wanting to put in the full two weeks and not a day less.
By giving notice now he'd get this Friday and upcoming Monday off for Christmas, get his bonus, and after two four day work weeks he'd start his new job right after the first of the year.
That was why his stomach tightened when he opened the e-mail from Tamara which simply read. "Come see me when you have a few minutes."
Well, seeing he considered himself a man now, going in to face his boss and do right by her in the way of being able to have a direct conversation about his leaving, should be easy. The issue was that when it came to dealing with Jeff's mom not only weren't things easy for him...
They were usually hard.
Best friend's mom or not, boss or not, fact remained Tamara was a hot as fuck milf who had unknowingly been the source of inspiration for close to a decade of nasty thoughts and even nastier dreams.
Even though Tyler had been enamored with her since he'd met Jeff in middle school, his one sided crush on her had grown in intensity. He knew the reason, she'd divorced Jeff's father two years ago and the idea she was now single had his fantasies in overdrive.
Not that it mattered, he had no more chance with her now than when she was married. What was he going to do, walk up to her and ask her out? 'Hey Miss Wilcox seeing I can legally drink now, want to have one with me?'
Yeah...no, that wasn't going to happen. Tyler knew her being single did remove the barrier of desiring a married woman, but there was a lot more than that in his way. Pesky details like her being twice his age, the mother of his best friend, his boss, and totally out of his league.
Tyler supposed his leaving would erase the boss taboo, but the other problems were going nowhere. Tamara didn't strike him as being the cougar type and even if she was, she'd known him since he was a kid and because of that would always see him that way.
He remembered the day she'd spoken to him about the opportunity at her company and how he'd be working under her. His mind had immediately been filled with visions of what being under her could entail. He'd lost focus and realized she'd asked him a question while he'd been staring off into space imagining a whole new meaning to the phrase working hard.
Tyler considered himself fairly confident, but whenever he was alone with Tamara he felt like a love-or lust-struck kid. He wasn't like that with girls his age. Not that he'd had a lot of girlfriends, but he'd dated enough to not be worried about his looks, personality or anything else.
Key there was Tamara wasn't a girl; she was a woman. A beautiful, mature, sexually experienced woman who had probably forgotten more about life, let alone sex, than he knew now.
So his fantasies about her would stay just that, and sometimes he was fine with it, even laughing at himself and making internal jokes about it. At other times he felt oddly frustrated, as if a part of him really thought something could happen.
He'd lost track of how many times he'd played out asking her out, but as much as he'd give anything for a yes, in no scenario did he come out looking anything other than a fool.
In some cases she'd be flattered and let him down easy. In others she refused to believe him and thought it was a joke. In the worst she laughed at him and asked what the hell he'd been smoking.
Although he didn't fully factor it into his decision to leave, he knew that even though part of him would miss getting his daily Tamara fix it would be a good thing to not see her. Let her fade from his mind and get over his stupid obsession with a woman he had no chance in hell with.
It had even affected his dating life. Since Hannah had broken up with him close to a year ago all he'd done is work, hang around the house, or with Jeff, and think about Tamara.
He currently had no interest in any girls his age, then again, now that he was out of school, he'd have to get out to a club or other places to meet them, and he hadn't been doing that.
Instead of looking for a girl to have some actual fun with just about every night ended with him spanking it to Milf porn during which the actress inevitable became Tamara, or just his own never ending, and vivid, fantasies of her.
Well, fantasies would be all he'd have soon, and hopefully they'd fade as time went on and he'd slip back into a social life with girls he had a chance with. In the meantime he wasn't looking forward to discussing his departure with her.
Leaning forward, he typed a quick reply of "Okay, will do.", and sent it off. Slipping his glasses back on, Tyler picked up his now lukewarm Starbucks dark roast and took a sip while clicking back to his image search.
His concept for the display was seeing the speakers for cars, why not have the side of the display resemble one? He'd started searching for images of the back ends of cars, and of course, no car had a cooler rear design than a corvette, both new and classic.
Tyler also thought the overhead of the display could be shaped as a spoiler to match the bottom, and add to the theme and his second monitor was open to an image search of those.
"Bro, no wonder you're single," Jeff spoke from over his shoulder, making him flinch. "Those aren't the kind of rear ends you should be staring at."
"Funny," Tyler replied, turning in his chair to face his best friend. "What's your deal? You're leaving soon so you don't have to work?"
"I finished my last project two days ago, not going to start anything new" He shrugged, and didn't say anything until two coworkers who had briefly stopped outside Tyler's cube moved on.
"You tell my mom yet or you still being a little bitch?"
"Going to talk to her right after you're done loafing here, as a matter of fact," he gave a decisive nod. "What do you think about that?"
"I think she probably sent you an e-mail telling you to get in her office."
"And because she sent me an e-mail." He folded his arms over his chest and raised his chin defiantly causing Jeff to laugh and smack him on the arm.
"You're really sticking it to her! Only speaking to her when she asked you to," he shook his head. "My man."
Tyler nodded, wisely not voicing the thought he'd love to be sticking it to Jeff's mother. But his friend's next comment made it seem like a meaningless victory.
"Speaking of rear ends," he gestured to the screen. "How are you going to handle not being able to stare at hers anymore?"
"Come on," Tyler waved his hand. "I'm not that bad."
"Tyler, you've been perving on my mom since the first time you came over my house." He leaned on the edge of his desk and lowered his voice. "Bet you even remember what she was wearing."
"I do not," he shook his head vigorously. "Nope, don't remember those cut off shorts or bikini top at all." He looked away. "Blue bikini top."
"Yeah, we were supposed to go to baseball practice first, but they cancelled, she didn't expect us."
"I know, never got to see her in anything like that again," he sighed dramatically.
"Made a lasting impression, didn't it, perv boy?" Jeff teased.
"It did, but hey, what can I say. Your mom's hot and I know I'm not the only kid who thought so."
"Truth." Jeff rolled his eyes. "Think it's easy having the milf mom? Sucks to know your friends," he stared pointedly at him. "Your best friend jacks off to her while seeing her as some kind of horny cougar from pornhub?"
"You mad at me or something? Tyler asked. "You usually don't make a big deal over this."
"No, well...kind of mad at you, but not really about that."
"You're mad I'm leaving."
Jeff nodded. "Yeah, I feel like you used my mother. She gets you in, you get all this training which got you ahead of the game in school. You work here for a year to have something solid on the resume, then you bail. Not cool."
"You're leaving and you're her damn son!" Tyler remarked defensively. "Glass houses and stones there, pal."
"I'm leaving because I'm her son," he explained. "I do a good job here, but all that gets said behind my back is I have a job because of who I am. No matter what I do here, I'm the son of the boss."
"But you know you're good at what you do, why does it matter what these idiots say?"
"Because it's not just about now, but down the line. I ever get a promotion it will be because of her. If I get chosen to work with a big client, and all down the line. I had a long talk with her about it, and she gets it."
"She says she does," Tyler told him. "But I bet she doesn't."
"No, she believes it, and right now we're leaving it that I go somewhere else for four or five years, then maybe come back. I'll always hear some shit, but if I proved myself somewhere else, then I'll know its shit and so will anyone with a brain."
"Short list here," Tyler joked. "But it's kind of the same for me. People here know we went to school together, and your mom's known me for a long time. I'm seen the same way you are."
"Not even close, you're not her kid." Jeff put his hand up to cut off any further protest. "Look, Tyler, this is a small company and there's not a lot of young people here. Mom sees you and I as the future, which is why I promised I'll come back, but losing you too really hurts this place, and her."
"I have to do what's best for me." Tyler went with his father's argument.
"Key word there is me," Jeff said with uncharacteristic seriousness. "I think you forget that three years ago Designtech offered me an internship. I could have already been working there. But my mom needed me here, got you in here too."
"And I appreciate it, but..."
"Tell me something," Jeff cut him off. "How many offers did you have for an internship before my mother took you in here?"
"None," Tyler said softly.
"Think about that." Jeff pushed away from the edge of the desk and left the cubicle without another word.
*****
Tyler looked at his reflection in the bathroom mirror while washing his hands. Right after Jeff walked away he figured it was time to bite the bullet and take his second beating right after the first and get it over with.
He'd stopped by the bathroom on his way to Tamara's office not only because his nerves created the need for a pit stop, but being the smitten idiot he was, he needed to check himself out first.
Tyler wasn't vain by nature but always wanted to try and look his best when dealing with the object of his unattainable fantasies. He straightened the collar of his grey button down shirt then debated whether or not he should leave the top button open.
It showed off a bit of the hair on his chest and was comfortable as opposed to the slightly tight fit around his neck if he buttoned it. Tyler no longer wrestled as he had in high school but still enjoyed lifting weights and had the build to prove it.
The only issue was he'd found himself in between shirt sizes, especially around the neck. Some, like this one, were on the tighter side. The positive was it showed off his wide shoulders and chest as well as hugging his thick upper arms.
The downside was if he had to have it buttoned all the way it was tight around his neck, and if he wore a tie it was even worse. But if he went a size up the neck tended to be too big and the way the open collar looked to wide and moved drove him crazy.
He decided to leave it open figuring he didn't need any help turning red or feeling uncomfortable around his hot boss. Tyler finger combed his dirty blonde hair, pushing back a few strands that were falling across his forehead.
The next major, yet meaningless, decision was the glasses. Leave them on for a more serious professional look? The glasses also made him look a bit older and weren't the geeky type that were somehow cool for some reason, but thin framed and stylish; the slight tint a nice touch.
But they did cover up his eyes which were one of his best features. Tyler had his mother's eyes. Not just blue but so bright they looked as if they were lit from within. Electric blue his mom joked while his father referred to them as coke eyes because of their intense shade.
Aside from his eyes, Tyler considered himself fairly average. He would never call himself pretty, but he also not unattractive. He had a solid jaw and as his mother said "good cheek bones".
His jaw was currently covered with a neatly trimmed beard and mustache slightly lighter than his hair. He grew and maintained the beard to try and hide the fact that despite being 22 he could pass for younger and even with it, constantly carded at the bars.
In general, he'd never struggled with girls. Not exactly a stud, but he did have a nice build and easy enough on the eyes to get some attention. The only reason he'd been single the last few months was mostly by choice, trying to focus on work and hone his craft to get the better job.
Tamara was also part of it. Seeing her every day was distracting and kept his longtime fixation going to where he felt bad dating someone because at some point, they would become Jeff's mom in his mind, especially during sex, and that wasn't fair to them, in fact it was pretty shitty.
The new job would end that. He'd only see Tamara when he swung by the house to see Jeff, and these days with them both working and Jeff with a steady girlfriend, they didn't hang out as much as they used to.
Once she was out of his everyday life, Tyler had no doubt he'd be able to give a girl his undivided attention and not use her as a substitute for a longtime high school crush that had turned into an adult crush with no sign of going away unless he put some distance between them.
After waffling a few more seconds, Tyler realized he was spending more time in the mirror than a girl would, and removing his glasses, tucked them into his pocket. He gave himself a thumbs up in the mirror and feeling as confident as he was going to get, he turned to leave the bathroom.
"Hey, kid," Peter from engineering greeted him as he entered the bathroom, then pointed. "Flying low."
Tyler looked down at his black Dockers and sure enough his zipper was all the way down. God, what an idiot he would have looked like. Only way his zipper should be down in front of Tamara is if she pulled it down.
"Grow up," he berated himself as he made his way down the stretch of carpet that ran between two rows of cubicles before heading into the main office. Tamara's office was in the corner, and when he saw the door shut was going to turn away, but sucked it up and softly knocked, he needed to get this over with.
"Come in," Tamara called out from inside, and taking a deep breath, entered her office, closing the door behind him.
When Tyler turned from the door, Tamara wasn't behind her desk but standing in front of the window overlooking the stand of woods behind the building. She briefly turned and gestured to the chairs in front of her desk, then faced away from him.
"It's over eighty in here, and I need you to fix the thermostat now." There was a brief pause and her voice rose. "No, I am not going to go work in another office or the conference room. You're maintenance, so how about you do your job?"
Tyler cringed at her tone, one he'd heard for years before he'd started working here. She'd used it on Jeff when he didn't listen to her and unfortunately overheard it in arguments with her ex which towards the end happened more and more often and loud enough to be able to be heard in Jeff's room.
The thought she was going to be in a bad mood before the conversation started wasn't a good one. He sank into one of the expensive leather chairs in front of her large desk, and braced himself for the worst.
"That's better, see you in a half hour," she lowered her phone, but it immediately rang and she looked at it before glancing over at him. "Sorry, need to take this, but I'll only be a minute. There's water in the fridge if you want one."
Tyler nodded, but she'd already looked away. He glanced at the small fridge beneath a table that held a large plant along the wall to his right, but decided against it. Instead he turned his attention to Tamara and for a moment his mood brightened as while she looked out over the woods, he had a chance to look her over.
She wasn't exaggerating about the room; he'd been in there two minutes and could already feel sweat gathering on his forehead. But he wasn't complaining because its why Tamara had her blouse off, and wore just a snug fitting black sleeveless shirt.



Her long black hair was up, exposing the smooth skin of her elegant neck, the one he'd kissed countless times in his mind over the years. It also showed off the colorful butterfly tattoo on the back of her neck her hair usually covered.
Likewise, the shirt she normally only wore under a blouse or blazer didn't quite make it to her waist and he could see a portion of the dream catcher tattoo across her lower back.
Tyler had only seen the entire thing once and it had been the first time he'd met her that Jeff had just mentioned. They had come back to his house three hours earlier than expected and his first glimpse of Tamara had left an indelible impression on both his teenage mind and libido.
Working in the garden, she had been squatting while watering some recently planted seeds. Her ass looked incredible in the shorts which were painted on to begin with stretched even tighter in that position.
As amazing as her ass looked, Tyler couldn't help notice how toned her thighs were as her legs were spread wide, and ever since that day he'd imagined her giving him head in that position.
Wearing just the blue bikini top and with her hair up, the smooth and sun kissed skin of her back and shoulders were on display as well as the tattoo. The Dream Catcher itself featured bright blue and purple feathers hanging from the intricately shaped pattern within the circle.
Stretching out on both sides was a tribal pattern of intertwined thick black lines that made their way across her back, ending just before her hip and curving slightly to trace the shape of the well-rounded ass beneath it.
When Jeff called out to her, she'd risen and turned, showing off a pair of glorious breasts which were large and barely contained in the somewhat skimpy top. The visible inner halves of those luscious globes were as tanned as the rest of her and glistening with the tanning oil she'd applied to her chest and arms.
Her stomach was perfectly flat and just as oiled up as her chest, but as good as it looked, what caught his attention was the black barbell piercing in her naval. As soon as she realized Jeff wasn't alone, she crossed her arms over her chest, gave Tyler an awkward hello, and excused herself.
Tyler's eyes were glued to her ass as she hurried across the yard and into the house. The way her cheeks moved beneath the shorts, the sway of her hips and the supple backs of her long shapely legs accompanied by her glistening back was like something out of a movie, but Tamara was all too real.
In the years since he'd never seen her in anything even close to as revealing, but she did dress to impress so to speak. Nothing that could be construed as outright inappropriate, but Tamara's slacks, jeans and shorts tended to be on the tighter side, and her skirts at work were often a few inches above her knees as well as form fitting enough to flatter her killer ass.
Her sweaters in the winter, and T-shirts in the warm weather were snug enough to display her well-endowed chest and her blouses often featured an extra button undone, just enough to show a hint of cleavage and if she were leaning over, just a tease of whatever color bra she wore.
Not slutty by any means, but far from frigid, Tamara had mastered the look of 'business sexy' and Tyler was sure he wasn't the only guy at work who appreciated her for it.
He fully appreciated her style at this very moment. In addition to being down to her undershirt in the heat-he noticed her red blouse draped over the back of her chair-her black slacks hugged the sweet curve of her ass and as she stood with her legs spread apart, he couldn't help but notice how well they outlined her firm thighs.
They did the same for her lower legs and when his eyes reached the floor he noticed she had taken off the knee high black boots he'd seen her in when she came in this morning.
Her feet were encased in sheer black stockings he imagined were knee highs, and when she turned to lean against the ledge along the window, Tyler could make out her toes which were alternately painted red and green for Christmas.
The words "Follow your dreams" were inked along the curve of the arch of her foot. Not that he could see it from where he sat, but he knew it was there because every part of his absurdly hot boss was etched into his lust addled mind.
Tyler would like to follow his dreams by starting at her feet, because even her damn feet were sexy, and work his way up and down her fine as fuck body. As he often did, he wondered how often someone got to live his dream and enjoy that body.
As far as he knew from Jeff, Tamara hadn't had anything in the way of a relationship since the divorce, but had also mentioned how every once in a while, she'd tell him she wouldn't be coming home and would be spending the night with a 'friend"
Jeff had alluded said friend was of the one night variety and although he hadn't been happy about it, Tyler got a sick thrill out of imaging her out on the prowl, getting picked up and taking some lucky bastard for a wild ride.
She'd chew him up and spit him out then go home with her hair and make up a mess and her thong in her pocketbook, or maybe still on the guy's floor as a souvenir. Tyler had no doubt Tamara would be wild, and it wasn't just because he wanted her to be, but when they were younger Jeff would tell him how he had to put in ear buds so he didn't have to hear his parents fucking.
Jeff had said it with a tone of disgust, but when Tyler would sleep over, he'd go to the bathroom during the night and linger by the bedroom door hoping to hear Tamara in action.
He'd never heard her, maybe they toned it down when Jeff had company. Not for the first time he wondered what Jeff's father had been thinking. Tamara was beautiful, sexy, had a great job and outside of work seemed easy going enough.
Apparently that, along with Jeff's claims of a good sex life, wasn't enough because Tom, Jeff's father, was caught having an affair with a fellow professor at URI. Tyler was smart enough not to ask questions, but his rightfully pissed off friend had commented the affair had been going on for two years before Tamara found out.
How she found out was the other woman, tired of Tom stringing her along that he was going to leave his wife, showed up at their house and told Tamara herself so she'd force the divorce, and she'd have Tom all to himself.
As bad as it was it worked and Jeff was so angry at his father when he married the woman last year he wouldn't go to the wedding and barely spoke to him. Tyler never understood cheating, if you wanted to screw around then just don't get married.
But to cheat on someone like Tamara who had so much to offer? Granted, Tyler's fixation with her was mostly sexual and who knew what she'd be like to deal with every day, but he could imagine he'd be able to put up with her daily shit to be able to have her every night.
"Sorry about that," Tamara turned to face him, and before he could help himself his eyes went right to her chest.
Her breasts were prominent in the slinky top and like the back he was able to see a couple inches of her still tight stomach including a brief flash of silver indicating whatever she currently had pierced through it.
No woman in her forties who had, and could still rock, a naval piercing, could be anything but a good time. Not that he had proof of that theory, but he'd love to put it to the test.
"No worries," he told her as he pulled his eyes from her chest, but not before he saw how flushed her upper chest was from the heat.
Although she caught a lot of sun in the summer and was always deeply tanned, Tamara's natural complexion was fair to the point of white, and being he'd always been a sucker for that look he found it as exciting as everything else about her.
Fair skin with piercing dark eyes that flashed and smoldered when she was angry, and he felt would do the same in the bedroom. That intense gaze focused on him as she looked up at him while she...
"I'm on your time," he finished the sentence to keep his mind from going all the way with the image he was forming.
"Not for much longer it seems," she said.
Her tone was neutral, as was the look on her face as she slid into her seat.
"Yeah," he nodded. "I..."
"Before you say anything, Tyler, I want you to know that I'm hurt that I had to hear this from Andrea. I'm your supervisor."
"I know, but you were out and policy is you need to give two full weeks to qualify to get the vacation time I didn't use this year."
"If you think I'd screw you out of a few days' pay over one less day of notice I'm even more hurt."
Her gaze met his and he was unable to hold it.
"You're right," he said softly. "I was afraid to tell you."
"Did you think you wouldn't have to? That I'd just say, oh, okay, I'll just say goodbye on his last day?"
"I, well," his shoulders slumped. "Guess I wasn't thinking."
"No, you were thinking," she sat back in her chair and folded her hands across her stomach. "Thinking about how you didn't want to have to tell me to my face you're doing me dirty."
Great, he was getting bitchy boss Tamara, but why wouldn't he? That's what she was at the moment, and she also had his motivation dead to rights.
"I'm sorry," even as he spoke his gaze had drifted to her hands, her long nails painted the same alternate red and green for Christmas. "Not very professional of me."
"Then let me be unprofessional and just call it the dick move it is." Tamara's eyes flashed and there was nothing sexy about it at the moment.
"That's kind of harsh, Miss Wilcox." Tyler hadn't expected well wished, but this was getting nasty.
"Life is harsh, Tyler. At least for adults, but it's obvious you're not one of those yet."
"I'm twenty two years old," he responded indignantly. "I know you've known me since I was a kid, but I'm a man now."
"I know forty year old's who still act like boys. Being a man has nothing to do with age, and everything to do with owning your own shit."
"Tough crowd," he tried to joke, but her lips turned down into a scowl and his forced smile quickly fell away.
"Honestly, Tyler, I was going to let this go. I was going to be the bigger person, act like the VP of the company and a mature person and just wish you well." She shrugged, and he couldn't help notice the way her breasts lifted when she did.
"That's what I should be doing, but then I thought you didn't do what you should have done, so why should I?" she grunted. "That whole being the bigger person thing isn't all it's cracked up to be."
"Guess not."
"Thing is, this hurts, Tyler," she'd lowered her voice and stared down at her hands. "It really does. We have a relationship outside of this company, and I never thought you'd do this to me."
"I'm not trying to do anything to you," he told her. "I'm trying to do something for me."
"And what would that be?"
"Better myself. Deigntech pays more, they have better benefits and there's more room to move up there."
"Right for the first two, wrong on the third," Tamara replied. "The fact it's a big company means more competition. You're good at what you do at this point in your career, but over there you're a guppy swimming with the sharks."
"Maybe at first, but..."
"You're no one there, and you're not good enough to stand out."
"Thanks." He bristled. Hot or not, she was pissing him off.
"Back to harsh reality," she countered. "Because they're the biggest around they tend to get a lot of the top talent. You'll be competing with people who are older and have more experience than you and more time there. You're starting rock bottom."
"But rock bottom there pays ten grand more than here."
"Five."
"No," he shook his head. "Its..."
"Five because I'm offering to give you a five thousand dollar a year raise in your salary if you stay."
He blinked in surprise and she sighed, and leaned forward, folding her forearms on her desk.
"I want to keep you, Tyler. I need to keep you."
"You need me?" It wasn't the way he wanted her to need him, but this was reality, not fantasy.
"We don't get a lot of young talent here that sticks around. Over the years I can't tell you how often this has happened. We hire interns, we offer them jobs like we did with you, and then they leave and more often than not to Designtech."
"They are a good company."
"They are, and they're the biggest and can pay the most. But sometimes money isn't everything. Loyalty should count for something. Friendship should count for something. We're a smaller company, but we treat people like people. You're just a number there, Tyler."
"Maybe, but as long as I work hard, I'll get ahead there, and I'm already starting at more money, even with what you offered."
"Back to money again," she muttered. "But I get it, you're young and that's all you see. I'd like to think meeting you halfway with salary would help you stay."
"It's only half of what I could make."
"How much do you need? You live at home."
"I don't want to live at home my whole life," Tyler protested.
"My god," Tamara laughed, and it was a sincere one, a rich throaty laugh that was normally infectious, and a sound Tyler enjoyed hearing, but being she was laughing at him, he didn't find it endearing.
"What's so funny?" he asked defensively.
"You. You're twenty two and making it sound like you'll never leave the nest if you don't take this job."
"Okay," he conceded. "I was being dramatic, but I had this out with my parents, and my mother said I should show loyalty."
"Smart woman."
"My dad said to take care of me."
"Typical man," Tamara rolled her eyes. "They name streets after a lot of you."
"My dad's a good guy," Tyler's temper flared. "They're not all assholes like Jeff's dad."
"Wow," Tamara whistled then slowly clapped her hands. "There is a man in there."
"You're being kind of rude," Tyler accused her. "I know I disappointed you, but you're really making this personal."
"You're right," she nodded. "Because it is personal."
"No, it's just a decision I have to make," Tyler explained. "It's nothing against you, Miss...."
"Just call me Tamara," she waved her hand. "You're an adult and I'm not your boss much longer so we may as well not be formal."
"Its not about you, Tamara, promise." As pathetic as it was he liked saying her name. In the ten years he'd known her she'd always been Miss Wilcox to him.
"To you its not, but for me it is." She pushed her chair back and rose to her feet.
"That damn company pillages us and other companies like we're their damn minor league farm team." She walked towards the window as she spoke, and since she couldn't see him, his gaze lingered on her ass.
"We get kids from college, we invest time and effort into them. We train them and we either lose them right after graduation or like you they reach out to them after a year or so," she turned back to him and he made sure to keep his eyes on her face.
"They did, didn't they? You didn't apply, they sent you an e-mail and asked if you'd be interested in an interview, right?"
"Right," he nodded.
"We do the work, they get the reward. Their owner is a goddamn multimillionaire who comes from generations of money. Entitled little shit never worked a day in his life and only know how to write and cash checks.
"And everyone runs to them for more money and to say they work there." Tamara was now pacing, taking a few steps to her left, then spinning on her stockinged heel and walking the other way.
"So tired of it, Tyler. They're a damn machine and all their employees are to them is cogs in that machine. They take people from other companies not just because they need people, but to stick it to us.
"A few stay with us and long term we've made it worth it for them. Try to show loyalty and a place that feels like we're a team and a family can be better than taking top dollar and working for a an asshole who you'll never meet because you're so far beneath him.
"But I thought you'd be different, Tyler, I really did." She stopped to face him.
"I know this is work, but I've known you since you were a boy, you're my son's best friend, and when I got you the internship it was because of those things because fact is? You weren't that good back then."
"Back to rude," he sighed.
"Its true and you know it. You weren't a natural like Jeff and others, and you had no offers. But I saw you had potential and just needed someone to work with you to bring it out.
"I did that. Or did you forget how you're first summer here I worked almost every day with you?"
How could he forget, it was both the best, and most frustrating summer of his life. But she was right, and he knew it. Tyler had struggled his first year at RISD barely pulling a C, which, considering what his parents were paying even after financial aid, had his father telling him if he didn't do better year two he was going to have to go to another school.
"I took you under my wing that summer, then after that I put you with Bill Thomas and he worked with you for months. You listened and you learned and you went from lost at sea to being a damn good designer."
"Thank you."
"Good enough I was able to get Joe to agree to let me offer you the raise. But even as I talked you up I was upset you'd do this to me, just run for the money instead of repaying me for the opportunity I gave you."
Tyler looked away, she was making him feel like a bigger asshole than his mother and Jeff had.
"We need you here, and if you stay you'll be far more appreciated than you'll ever be there. Here you can rise through the ranks just like I did. Other than when I bartended my way through school this is the only job I've had and I'm VP of design making great money doing what I love and for a great company that treats me like family."
She took a deep breath and wiped at her flushed face.
"God its hot in here," she reached up to tuck a few strands of black hair that had escaped the clip and fallen across her face.
When she did her shirt rose, exposing a few more inches of her maddeningly smooth stomach and displayed the small silver chain dangling from her naval. The move also pushed her breasts out, and he shifted in his seat as his cock showed its appreciation for her soon to be former boss.
"Excuse me for a second," she removed the clip from her hair and shook it out.
Tyler watched her long curly black hair cascade down her shoulders, some of it flowing over her breasts, and had to remind himself to breathe while his mind filled with thoughts of that hair on his hands as he fucked her doggy style, of it fanned out on the pillow as she looked up at him, moaning as he lowered himself into her.
Across his chest and thighs as she blew him. The feeling of it on his body, how soft it would be, how sweet it would smell. Tamara lowered her head, then tossed it back, sending her hair flying behind her.
She gathered it back on top of her head while holding the clip between her soft sensual red painted lips, and once she had it under control, put the clip back in.
"I'm sorry I was so bitchy to you when you came in," she leaned back against the ledge. "I was so hurt when Andrea told me when I called in to check on something yesterday. Then I come in here and the heat's broken and I'm hot and sweaty and miserable, then I find out those bastards at Designtech are reaching out to Ace and trying to pitch them before we've even finished our presentation."
She folded her arms under her chest, lifting her breasts and he had to struggle to keep his eyes off them as well as the sweat glistening on her chest. How he wanted to be responsible for her being that red and sweaty.
"Not to mention all but going to war with Joe to give you a large pay increase even though you've only been a full time employee for a year."



"I appreciate you doing that and everything you've done for me," Tyler spoke slowly feeling like he needed a damn cigarette just from watching her mess with her hair and while fully dressed.
"Enough to stay?" she asked pushing away from the window and coming back to the desk.
He paused to think about it. She was meeting him halfway between what he made now and what he was being offered, and it was good to feel wanted. Tyler hadn't considered how hard it might be to get ahead in a bigger company meaning the initial raise was great, but how long because he could earn a promotion or get another?
Maybe she was right and in the long run he could do better here, and he did owe her, and the company for taking him when no one else would as an intern, and giving him the ability that had just landed him a job.
One that he hadn't been looking for, but they had offered and now he felt like they were just plundering a competitor more than they really wanted him.
"Not a good sign you're thinking this long," she frowned. "What can I do, Tyler? What can I offer you to stay with us?" She wiped at her chest, and he thought of her slender fingers wrapped around his cock, those long bright nails sliding along his shaft.
She had lowered her head and now looked at him through her long lashes. "I promise if I can make you happy here, I will. Just tell me what you want."
What he wanted more than anything was her to tell him to lock the door then come around and sit in her chair while she got on her knees for him. After that she could strip those jeans off, sit on her desk, spread her legs...
"I see it," she said softly, causing his heart to skip a beat. "There's something you want. Name it and I'll do what I can to make it happen."
"I..." he stopped. What the hell was he going to do, tell her what he wanted was her? Make my dreams come true and I'll stay? This was real life, not porn. Never mind that being it was real life what kind of d-bag would he be to try and get a woman who had no interest in him to screw him to get him to stay.
She'd already told him he'd made one dick move, and this would be far worse.
"Don't be shy," she pressed. "I'm sorry I said you were a boy and not a man, but a man would tell me what he wanted. Especially a man who wants to better himself." She leaned back in the chair and folded her arms behind her head, once again pushing her tits up to a saucier angle.
"What can make it better for you here?"
Her lips curled into a sly smile and her eyes found his.
"Never know until you ask." The smile widened. "I know I can be a bitch, but I can be very flexible when I need to be, and I pride myself on always going the extra mile to get what I want, and what I want is for you to stay."
Holy shit, was she offering what he was thinking? In the time he'd known her Tamara had never done or said anything to him he'd consider even remotely flirty, but that smile had not just a sultry, but an almost predatory air to it.
Did she know he wanted her? He figured over the years she'd had to have caught him looking a few times, even while working here, but was he that obvious? Would she really do it?
'Doing it' meaning doing him? Her son's best friend, an employee? No, he was reading into this. But the fact his mind was racing, and the way he'd reached a point where the woman couldn't put her hair up without him getting worked up told him his obsession had reached an unhealthy point and only one thing was going to get him over it.
"I'm really sorry, M...Tamara," better savor saying her name while he still could. "But I'm sticking with my decision."
"Seriously? You're not even going to ask for more?"
"You can't match the money, and I think I need a change. This is my only job so maybe I need to see what else is out there."
"Seems like there's more to it by the look on your face. Talk to me, Tyler." She spread her hands out to him. "If there's some type of problem here that makes you want to leave, we can discuss it."
"No, we really can't." His voice indicated his frustration, and he instantly regretted saying it, but that was case in point of why he couldn't keep doing this to himself and insulting her even though she had no idea how he felt about her, and all the nasty things she'd done, and had done to her, in his mind.
"There is something!" she snapped her fingers. "I knew it. What is it?"
"I think we talked enough," he winced mentally at how rude that sounded as he rose to his feet. "Friday the 29th will be my last day."
"You're not even going to give me a chance to rectify whatever your problem is here?" When he took the safe path and simply shook his head, she continued. "I thought this was just money and the allure of the bigger company, now it seems like its something more personal. Why haven't you come to me to help make it right?"
"Because it's more about me and you can't change how I feel and think so it's best for me to just leave."
"You do know that you take you with you, right?" Tamara asked. "I'm saying this as a friend at this point, not your supervisor. You can't leave behind personal baggage, that travels with you."
"No, I can leave this behind." He felt as if he were talking to himself more than her at this point. "Out of sight out of mind."
"So its not a what, it's a who." Tamara frowned. "I suppose you won't tell me what the issue is and who its with?"
"Right," he was saying way too much and needed to get the hell out of here. Tamara was an intelligent woman and he had no doubt she had to have caught him looking at her more than a few times over the years. "Better for everyone that way."
"Not for me, the company, or you if you're only leaving over some drama."
"I'm doing what I feel is best for everyone, not just me."
"Have you spoken to this person about whatever the problem is?"
"No," he shook his head. "No point in it."
"That doesn't make sense," she frowned, then after a moment of thoughtful silence added. "Doesn't seem fair either. Maybe this person doesn't know there's a problem and you're not giving them a chance to fix it."
"I have to get back to work," Tyler couldn't keep this up. She was fishing and if the conversation continued he'd slip up and she'd know she was the problem, well more accurately, the cause of a problem that was all his. "I want to finish my concept so I can have it in time for you to present it to them as an option."
"Okay," she rose as well. "But you're here for two more weeks and if you change your mind and want to talk, my door is always open and as more than just your boss."
"Thank you."
"You're still coming to the Christmas party Friday night I hope?"
"I was never going," he shrugged. "No fun when you don't have a date."
"A lot of people are coming alone," Tamara pointed out. "I'm one of them. It's at the red room in the convention center and there's a buffet, open bar, and live music. Joe is really opening up the wallet for Christmas."
"Yeah, well, I still think I'll pass."
"Be a nice gesture to spend some time with the people you've worked with over the past last two years." She raised her eyebrows. "Or are you already the elitist the rest of the Designtech snots are?"
"Ouch," he grimaced. "That's low."
"So is acting like it would be so bad to have some fun with us before you go." When she saw his expression hadn't changed, she exhaled loudly in disapproval and taking that as a sign to leave, he turned away from the desk and walked towards the door.
"Tell you what, Tyler," she said behind him. "You owe me."
Her words stopped him in his tracks, his shoulders tightening as he bristled at her remark, one he was getting tired of hearing from his mother, Jeff, and now Tamara herself.
"You obviously don't feel that way, at least not enough to stay, but I am going to ask something of you."
"What is it?" he reluctantly turned to face her.
"You will come to the party. You will do this even if it's just for me. You can consider it a favor to a friend."
"Why do you care if I go or not?"
"Maybe I just want to have a drink with you for Christmas."
"Why?"
"Because we're friends and I hardly see you anymore around the house with Jeff being so busy."
"We're friends?" He asked in surprise.
"Of course we are."
"I just figured I was an employee here, and your son's best friend. Just a kid to you."
"You're not a kid, you're a man remember?"
"Yeah," he felt a smile creep across her face at the way she'd turned his words around on him.
"So how about this man," she pointed to him. "Comes to a party and has a drink with this woman?" She tapped her chest just above her breasts, inadvertently calling attention to them...as if he needed to be reminded of her amazing rack.
"Celebrate a holiday, reminisce about your time here and have some fun."
"I don't know."
"Come on," she caused his eyes to widen when she pushed her lower lip out in a demure pout. "You really want to keep hurting my feelings?"
"No," he whispered taking in not only the pout but the way she'd widened her eyes and looked at him through her lashes. Demure was a look he'd never imagined she could pull off. "I wouldn't want to make you feel bad."
"Too late as far as the job goes, but you can make me feel better as a friend and accept my invitation to have a drink," she put her hand up, palm out. "Who knows, if I've already had a few maybe even a dance."
"That would be..." fucking incredible, but... "A little weird, especially if Jeff's there."
"I didn't say we'd be bumping and grinding," she chided him, and he blushed, feeling like an idiot. "And he won't be there. Cheryl's family is having a big get together and he's picking her over me," he received the pout again, this time she managed to get her lower lip to tremble. "You going to do the same?"
"I'll be there," Even as he said it, he felt like the fool he was, letting himself get played by her shift from cool bitch boss to pleading with him.
"Thank you, it means a lot," Tamara's big smile made the decision worth it as her eyes lit up. "Trust me, you'll have a great time, I'll make sure of it."
"I'll hold you to that," he told her, trying to not let himself think of all the ways she could be his good time.
"I hope you do," she made a shooing gesture with her fingers. "Now get back to work, I want to see what you're presenting as your final project here."
"I'm on it," he turned around and this time had his hand on the door before she stopped him again.
"Before I forget, this works out because we're doing a secret Santa and we had an odd person. You need to get a gift for Sam in the prototype department."
"Easy enough, he's into video games." He cocked his head in thought. "Does that mean he's mine because I wasn't coming until now?"
"No, you're all set because I thought you were coming all along."
"Hopefully whoever has me knows what I like."
"I won't give too much away, but seeing I drew the names I can assure you that you'll get a great gift. Consider part of the reward for coming to the party."
"Standing around by myself while other people are there with their husbands, wives, or dates is rewarding?"
"There's more to life than worrying what people think and your secret Santa won't let you down."
"I won't let you down either," he declared. "Wait until you see my mockups."
"You already let me down, Tyler," she told him quietly making him wish he'd just bolted a few minutes ago. "But the good news is I'm happy to let you make it up to me."
*****
"Shot sir?"
Tyler smiled at the tall blonde in the short red skirt holding up a rack of tubes featuring green and red vials.
"Absolutely," he beamed picking a red one, seeing he'd tried the green earlier. Everything was on the house tonight but he slipped a couple of ones between the tubes, stuffing it in with the other bills already there.
"Merry Christmas!" he saluted her with the tube, then did the shot, placing the tube back in the rack while trying to subtly eye hers, which was far more impressive.
He waited until she walked away to grimace. The green tube had been a sour apple, this one a fire ball and he wasn't one for anything hot. But first world problems as they say.
Tyler leaned against one of the many marble pillars in the large room, and smiled as he observed the crowd. Tamara was right, he was glad he came. There were more people than he'd expected as Joe had also invited clients and vendors as well as their spouses or dates.
The Red Room was by far the fanciest place he'd ever been in, even more upscale than the ballroom at the Omni where RISD held a post-graduation party. The marble columns, the plush red carpeting, the 100 foot long bar along the wall, and even a half dozen crystal chandeliers.
Not so classy, but fun, was a large silver disco ball hanging from the ceiling that spun continuously, bathing the dance floor in an alternating pattern of red and green lights.
The band on stage to his left were a lot better than he expected, playing not only up tempo versions of Christmas classics, but flat out rocking out on some of them. Tyler had arrived at 8:30, a half hour after the party started, and the first hour not too many people were dancing.
But an hour and a half later, after people had taken advantage of the open bar and were now loose and in a far more festive mood, quite a few people had hit the floor. Tyler couldn't dance worth a damn and not like he had anyone to dance with anyway, but he was having a good time watching.
As always, there were more women than men dancing, and Tyler was fine with that. Some of his coworkers wives, as well as those of the clients and vendors were damn fine, and he was surprised at how short and tight some of their dresses were.
Then again, at one point Andrew from accounts payable had come over to talk with him for a few minutes and commented on how he knew a few of the clients and they weren't married and he had a feeling their dates were 'paid company'.
Once he'd mentioned it, Tyler did note there was a pretty noticeable age difference between some of the guys and their companions, so Andrew was probably spot on. Either an escort or a sugar baby, but one way or another they were getting paid.
Tyler thought it was kind of sleazy, but had to admit, he wouldn't mind unwrapping the gifts these guys had treated themselves to for the holiday. All in all, the party was nothing like he'd expected.
He'd been ready for a boring party full of stiffs sipping at their fancy drinks and talking shop. Instead, even people that acted like they had a pole up their ass at work were laughing, dancing, drinking, and carrying on.
Tyler had found out Joe had booked out a block of rooms for people who were from out of town or those who knew in advance they planned on getting blitzed and figured they'd stay at the hotel and make a night of it.
It wasn't all a good time in the sense the party was beginning to make him feel worse about leaving. Since he'd arrived there, people had come up to him to wish him well and express how much they'd enjoyed working with him and would miss him.
He'd never considered himself all that popular, but everyone seemed sincerely sorry to see him go. Joe himself had approached him with two shots of Jack Daniels to toast to his successful future.
After they did the shots, Joe said it was a shame he was leaving because he'd felt Tyler would stay and grow with the company, working his way up and adding some new blood to the old crowd.
Joe had finished off by telling Tyler if things didn't work out for him at his new job the door was always open, and they'd be happy to take him back. Tyler thanked him, as he'd had everyone else for the well wished, and swore each time he felt worse.
Tamara was right, this was a small company compared to Designtech and because of that they were more than people who worked together, they were friends and for some who had been there for years, like her, a type of extended family.
He'd never noticed it much before, but he could see it now. With no work to be done and the ties off and personas dropped everyone seemed to really be enjoying each other's company and having a blast.
Except for the occasional pang of guilt and the creeping feeling of wondering if he was doing the right thing by leaving, Tyler's enjoyment of the evening far exceeded his expectations.
His initial plan was to stay an hour, just long enough for the silly Secret Santa gift exchange, then bail. They'd done the gifts an hour ago and he was still here, and happy to be.
Tyler was pacing himself with drinking, in addition to the two tube shots and the shot with Joe, he'd had two Captain and Cokes and one nasty tasting shot of tequila he'd done with the other people in his department in a toast to his "New adventure"
Having done more than his fair share of drinking in college, Tyler was feeling pretty good but far from drunk and would allow himself a couple more drinks before leaving when the party ended at midnight.
The only true downers of the evening were he'd not gotten a gift at the Secret Santa swap. Well, he did, but Andrea from HR presented it to him right at the end and the fact it was a generic $25 Amazon card told him it was most likely an extra in case someone forgot to participate.
That wasn't really a big deal, he was drinking for free and the all you can eat buffet had featured Prime rib, crab legs and some of the best buffalo wings he'd ever had, so he wasn't going to complain about someone dropping the ball on his gift; and not like he couldn't spend $25 on Amazon.
What bothered him is over two hours here and Tamara hadn't approached him at all. Other than a quick wave when he first entered, she'd paid no attention to him. When she'd waved she'd been standing with two men and a woman he didn't recognize but understood it would be rude for her to walk away in mid conversation.
But over the course of the night, it seemed as if she'd made the rounds, speaking to everyone except him. More than that she hadn't come within twenty feet of him. Tyler was a bit put off at first, then figured she had made it pretty clear she felt as if he'd betrayed her.
He supposed he deserved it in a way, but the way everyone was being so friendly with each other, and going out of their way to talk to him about his leaving, it made her snubbing him downright rude and he was caught between feeling as if he couldn't blame her and thinking she was being a flat out bitch.
But goddamn she was a hot bitch.
Had the night turned out to be as boring as he'd expected, just seeing Tamara would have made it a win. When he'd first spotted her with the other people around her, all he could see of her was her head between the shoulders of the two men in front of her.
She wore a Santa cap at an angle and her long dark hair down, but other than that, and noting her face was flushed and her eyes bright, he had no idea what she was wearing.
But once he got his first full look at her...As attractive as some of the women there were, even the younger, and most likely 'working' girls, Tamara, at least in his eyes, put them to shame.
She wore a Santa coat that barely went to her mid-thighs and featured a plunging neckline that revealed not only a lot of her chest, but showed off some of the curve of the inner portion of her breasts.
The jacket, which from a distance appeared to be a silky material, and not the typical heavy Santa coat, was belted tightly in the middle which served to not only enhance her prominent chest but show off the swell of her hips.
Below the hem of the coat, Tamara wore red and white striped tights making her legs look like the longest, tastiest, candy canes he'd ever seen. Those perfectly shaped legs ended in a pair of red heels that had his jaw dropping and his cock rising.



To call them fuck me heels was an understatement. They weren't thin stilettos but thick and squared off. He swore they had to be at least five inches judging by how she was the same height as Joe when she spoke to him, and he was right around six feet.
The shoes were open toed, with two straps, one over the base of her toes, the other around her ankle, and both featured silver bells on the buckles. Tyler had no idea how she could walk in them, let alone dance, and goddamn could she dance.
Tamara had spent a good deal of time on the floor, dancing with clients, co-workers, and several times with other women when there were no men available. With Joe and some of the older guys she danced more slowly, but with several of the younger guys she flashed some moves more suited to a club rather than a company party.
Tyler watched her gyrate wildly and even do a few slow bump and grinds on not just a couple of the guys, but some of the women. At one point everyone broke out laughing when she danced with Bill, who was in his late sixties, and turning around placed her ass directly in his crotch and worked it into him.
Bill turned as red as her dress and back away, leaving Tamara to bend over and twerk, receiving raucous applause from everyone watching, while Tyler had to struggle to keep his eyes in his head and his cock from exploding as he watched her lewdly thrusting her ass and hips.
It was obvious she'd been drinking; her face flushed, and her eyes not just glossy, but wide. She was constantly smiling and laughing, and at times was on the floor dancing by herself. Tyler saw he wasn't the only one appreciating their boss letting her hair down.
At one point she went into a spin, letting her head fall back, and Tyler, feeling as if he were seeing her in slow motion, like he was in a cheesy movie, swore he'd never seen a more beautiful woman.
She was laughing, her white teeth visible between her deep red lips, and her long black hair flowed out behind her. She had her arms out to her sides, but while continuing to spin, she grabbed the hem of her dress.
For a brief instant that he knew would remain frozen in his mind, she lifted the white fur trimmed dress, and he caught a flash of white above the top red stripe of the stocking, showing off the fact they were thigh highs.
When she staggered, then caught herself and while others around her laughed at her, she gave a quick curtsey, bending her knees and lifting the skirt. Directly behind her, Tyler was treated to a quick glimpse of red beneath the jacket.
Zack Martin, who worked down the hall from him in engineering had been next to him and whistled. "Christ, man, she just about flashed us her ass!" he then laughed. "I always knew there was a party girl under that mean bitch act."
Tyler idly wondered what Zack would think if he knew about her tramp stamp and piercing. Meanwhile he was loving the fact other guys were seeing Tamara the way he always had; as the smoking hot woman she was rather than their boss or a mother in her forties.
It was as if he was experiencing a voyeuristic thrill in other men seeing her the way he had from day one, like she was his girl and he was showing her off somehow. Just another sign of his unhealthy fixation, but the way she was dressed and behaving tonight, no one could blame him.
The party would give him some vivid and lasting memories of Tamara to add to his long collection of them, but these would be some of the hottest. Most of his other thoughts were pure fantasy, but tonight she was showing the reality of what she was like with a few drinks in her and tossing aside her stuffy professional façade.
Except with him.
As much as Tyler was enjoying the show she was putting on, he still bristled he wasn't part of it. He was pretty sure that by now she'd danced with just about every guy in the company, even if it were for a brief moment while she worked her away around the floor.
Of course the fact he hadn't set foot there might be part of the problem, but he knew she'd seen him standing around and hadn't come up to him, even to chat. Hard to think she wasn't doing it on purpose.
Even at the Secret Santa where Tamara, along with Joe and Andrea, were passing out the gifts she'd stayed on the opposite side of the crowd from him. Over the years Tyler had thought of her as a cock tease, but not a deliberate one as she had no idea how he felt and never went out of her way to be flirty.
Tonight she really was teasing. Dressed hot, borderline drunk, dancing lewdly and flirting outrageously-so much so people were just laughing it off because it was so exaggerated, and ignoring only him.
Or maybe because he was Jeff's best friend she didn't want to act that way around him, but she could have at least said hi at some point. Tyler pushed himself away from the column and made his way over to the bar.
Several people were sitting along its length, but he went down to where he could sit alone. He figured a drink for the road and he'd be on his way. By the time he was done it would be just about eleven so he could say he'd stayed for most of it.
Ironic considering the only reason he'd come was Tamara pushed him into it which was why her ignoring him pissed him off more than anything else. He slid onto a stool, and slipped his phone out, checking his e-mails while he waited for the bartender to make his way down to him.
"Hey, blue eyes, you want to buy a girl a drink?"
He looked up in surprise as Tamara slid onto the stool next to him.
"They're free," he told her.
"Nothing in life is free, babe, haven't you learned that yet?" she cocked her head and gave him tipsy smile.
One look in her dark eyes told him if she weren't completely trashed, she was pretty close. He had to admit, drunk or not, hearing her call him babe gave him more of a thrill than it should have.
"Some things are," he shrugged, trying to act disinterested in her finally approaching him.
"Yeah?" She gestured with her hand, and he took in her red nails which were all tipped in green. "Like what?"
"I don't know, love?"
She laughed loudly and clapped her hands.
"Oh, honey, that's so cheesy, and naïve!"
"What can I get you folks?" The bartender asked while walking their way.
"Two shots of Don Julio," Tamara requested.
"You want a chaser?"
"Nah, I'll only be here a minute," she put her hand on Tyler's arm. "Not sure about him though."
"The shots fine." He hated tequila, but wasn't going to say anything, a shot with Tamara was worth it.
"Love has its costs," she told him when the bartender went to get their shots. "Emotionally, financially, sometimes physically," she sighed. "No, love is not free at all, but with the right person it's worth the price."
"Good to know, I guess."
"Now lust?" Her lips curved into a smile that had a predatory look to it. "That's free for the taking."
"Nope," he pointed to the dance floor. "Its for sale, just look at some of the girls with those old farts."
"Good point!" Tamara's hand had remained on his forearm, and she gave him a squeeze. "Maybe not that naïve."
He nodded, admiring her bright nails on his black sweater. It wasn't exactly Christmas, but he didn't own anything red or green. If nothing else it made him stand out in the crowd.
"But paying for it is lechery in my eyes. Good old fashioned lust is about animal magnetism between two people who then act on it."
"Wrong," he corrected her. "Lust can be one sided, and that can really suck."
"True," she nodded and even that was exaggerated. "But it depends."
"On what?"
Tamara held her finger up as the bartender put down the two shots along with the salt shaker and a bowl with two slices of lime. While Tyler slowly salted his hand, eying the shot distastefully, Tamara quickly salted hers.
She proceeded to slowly lick it teasing the tip of her tongue along her hand wagging side to side. Her eyes were on his face, and after flashing him a flirty smile, she knocked back the shot.
Tyler licked his hand and did the shot, wincing at the taste, then plucked a lime from the cup and sucked on it. He dropped it into his glass and indicated hers.
"You're not going to use that?"
"A lime is the last thing I'm in the mood to suck on," she met his gaze while she continued. "Maybe I don't mind the taste of something salty going down my throat."
"Wow," he whispered, and immediately blushed, not just flustered at her comment, but for making a fool of himself. "I mean um..."
"Wow," she finished. "Don't feel bad, I like making a man say wow."
"I..."
"Especially one half my age."
Tyler's mouth fell open, and he quickly closed it for fear of saying something stupid, or worse, just sitting there slack jawed. Did he mean that? No, she was buzzed and fucking with him the same way she'd been teasing and flirting all night with everyone else.
"Hey, Tami, I have to get going," A tall older man with grey streaked black hair wearing what had to be the winner of any ugliest sweater contest entered, appeared behind Tamara.
"Seriously? I figured you'd be leaving here to haunt the other bars in the hotel." She spun in her stool to face him. "Your age finally catching up to you, Freddie?" she giggled. "Or you just can't catch them at that age anymore?"
"No need to chase, I just flash the money clip," he laughed. "But I have an early flight to catch, heading to Cali to spend the holidays with my sister."
"Well, thank you for coming, and Merry Christmas," Tamara hugged him and gave him a kiss on the cheek. "Thank you for the new contract."
"Haven't let me down yet." Freddie stated, then went into some shop talk.
Tyler lost interest in the conversation as he took the opportunity to recover from her last comment. But now that he was getting a look at her from the side, a new reason to be flustered arose.
He now had a great view of her right breast where the top of the dress had loosened throughout the night while she'd been dancing, and he was seeing a lot of side boob as the saying went.
His eyes traced the sweet curve of her large breast, and he couldn't help but think that for the amount of flesh exposed he still didn't see the hint of any material. Was she braless?
One thing was for sure, if her nipples had been protruding at any point during the night, he'd have seen them. Maybe the dress had a padding sewn into it? Or was the bra something super slinky and barely anything to it?
In addition to the view the new angle provided, Tyler noticed how flushed her chest was and there was a light sheen of sweat that he imagined was a combination of a warm room, dancing and drinking.
His eyes dropped to where her feet rested on the lower rung of the stool, her heels slid down behind it. His gaze wandered up her leg to where the already short dress had ridden up higher.
He could make out the white of her thigh over the stocking and now more than ever, he longed to be between those thighs. To be the cause of her flushed skin, to feel those striped thigh highs around his waist as he fucked her.
He thought about her with the dress on but untied and opened to expose her amazing body. The stockings still on along with her heels...hell she could keep the damn Santa hat on!
Her hands on his shoulders, her eyes closed, gorgeous lips parted, moaning his name, whimpering as he fucked her, imploring him to go harder and faster. Tyler felt as warm as she looked and was glad he'd decided the shot would be his last drink.
It wasn't as much that he was worried he couldn't drive home but that he was sitting there two feet from Tamara while having a vivid sexual fantasy about her. Drinking lowered inhibitions and it wasn't like he had many when it came to thinking of her to begin with.
"So where were we about lust?"
Tyler's last thought about how far down the Tamara rabbit hole he'd gone, when her words jarred him out of his thoughts and he realized Freddie had walked away.
"Right," she answered her own question when he didn't immediately speak up. "About it being bad if it's one sided. What it depends on is it professed or unrequited?"
"What's the difference?" he asked.
"Difference is if you never tell the person, then you only have yourself to blame for the frustration. If you tell them and they don't feel the same way, well at least you gave it a chance."
"And looked like an idiot."
"Is it worse to look like an idiot than being a loser whacking off to someone that might be willing to do it for them?" she countered as she turned back to face him.
Tamara lifted her right leg, and his breath caught when her foot slipped under the leg of his grey Dockers, her stocking toes briefly connecting with his bare skin just over his sock.
Her foot then slipped out and continued to rise as she crossed her legs. Had that been on purpose to screw with him, or just an accident because they were sitting so close?
Even if it were the former Tyler forced himself not to get excited. She was teetering on drunk and been borderline inappropriate with others the entire party.
"Well?" she prodded while he struggled to take his eyes off the amount of thigh he could now see up her short dress with her leg draped over her knee.
"I guess because maybe there's a reason you can't," he shrugged. "Could get you in trouble depending on who the person is."
"What do you mean you guess?" Tamara lifted her hand to wave to the bartender. "Ready for another shot?"
"'I'll pass, I have to drive home," he responded, his eyes now on her foot.
The tip of her shoe, and her toes were resting against his leg and he could only imagine what they'd look, and feel, like over his shoulders or against his chest or arms.
"You should be careful too," he told her. "Seems like you've had a lot."
"I have a room for the night," she explained. "I don't cut loose often these days so when I do its go big and not go home." Her lips curled into a sly smile to drive home the innuendo.
The bartender, assuming Tamara had signaled for another round, brought two more shots along with another bowl containing two slices of lime.
"Looks like you're having one more." Tamara salted her hand, and after lasciviously licking it, knocked back the shot with an ease Tyler found both impressive and arousing. Wild on the dance floor, dirty turn of mind and could drink like a frat boy, all leading him to believe she'd be the wildcat in bed he'd always thought she'd be.
"Seriously?" she pointed to his. "You're going to leave me hanging."
He glanced at his watch. "Only a half hour until we have to leave, not really enough time to clear my head and make sure I'm okay to drive."
"This party stops at midnight," she gestured towards the double doors that led to the foyer. "There's other parties here tonight, and the hotel and center bars are open until two. You have to leave here, but you don't have to go home."
"You're going to go crash other parties?" he asked.
"You think there's anyone who would mind if I did?" Another saucy smile. "I'm drunk and hot, no guy is turning me away."
"Modest," he forced a laugh.
"But not wrong," she picked up his shot and handed it to him. "You're a year out of college, don't tell me you can't handle one more."
"I can, but this isn't really my drink. Kind of nasty," he stared down at the glass.
"Just hold your breath and swallow," Tamara giggled. "That's the advice my older sister, Liz, gave me when it came to giving head back in high school."
Tyler picked up the saltshaker, dashed some on his hand, licked it and did the shot as quickly as she did in an effort to again avoid a reply as well as to try and find some liquid courage to handle her raunchy talk.
"Ugh," he winced as he put down the glass. "Don't know how you drink this."
"If I can take a load down my throat, I can pretty much drink anything." She laughed. "Porn stars can pretend they like it, but it tastes nasty," she then shrugged, causing her breasts to bounce and enforcing his idea she might very well be braless. "But its all about the thrill and how dirty it is."
"I should get going," he told her, starting to slide off the stool.
"No," she pushed her foot harder into his knee to emphasize her remark. "We never finished our conversation."
"About what?"
"Don't play dumb, we were talking about lust or if you prefer to call it a crush."
"What's to talk about?" he tried to sound casual. "You think people should tell the person, and I said its not that easy," he added a shrug. "Not like I'm talking about myself so there's only so much I can say."
"I see," her eyes sought his and he avoided her gaze. "Not you, huh?"
"Nope," he gave her a rueful smile. "My dating life has been so lame there's no one to even think about."
"You don't have to be involved with someone to want them," Tamara tapped her cheek as if thinking. "You said there's some cases its best not to say anything."
"There's a lot of reasons why you couldn't. Like, what if the person is married? Or maybe..."
"They're a lot older," she interrupted him. "Or what if they were in a position of authority, like a teacher?"
"Right," he nodded.
"Or your boss," she paused just long enough for his stomach to tighten. "Another reason could be maybe they're related to someone you know. That would be awkward, wouldn't it?"
"Yeah," he said softly thinking she knew. How could she not? She'd never said anything before, but he'd also never seen her drunk before either.
"All those things are taboos, things that there's no actual law against, but something most people would frown over. You should see the looks I get from women my age when I'm flirting with guys your age at bars."
"My age," he repeated.
"Catty women who judge someone like me who knows what she wants and isn't afraid to go after it." She sighed. "Jealousy is an ugly emotion."
"I can see that."
"I'm not supposed to look at guys my son's age. Not supposed to just go out and get my brains fucked out for a night and never see them again. I'm a professional in her forties, I'm supposed to be looking for the same."
"Hey, you do you, right?" he laughed and even with the booze in him he could hear the nerves.
"I do whoever I want, and who I want is much younger with no drama, no baggage, and no desire to do anything except take the hot milf for a long hard ride."
"Okay," he nodded. "I really need to..."
"Taboos make things more exciting," she went on. "Don't you think?"
"I wouldn't know."
"Thing is over time even that's not enough, and you need to take it up a notch, do something even edgier."
"Like what?" As soon as the question came out, he knew he'd just took the bait.
"I don't know, I've never slept with an employee," she pursed her red lips in thought.
"Or one of my son's friends." This time her smile was of the cat that ate the canary variety. "How naughty would that be?"
"That would be wrong," he could barely hear his own reply.
"Sometimes wrong can feel pretty damn right," the smile remained. "It would be in play for me, but said employee or friend would have to be clear it's what they wanted."
"Here you go!" The bartender returned with a foot long candy can wrapped in plastic with a red bow on it and handed it to Tamara. "All the ladies here get one."
"Thank you," she dipped her hand into her red purse and produced a twenty. "Merry Christmas."
He took the money and gave her a practiced lady killer smile.
"Be merrier if you started in on it here."
"I would, but I think people would be upset if I hiked up my skirt right here."
The look on the bartender's face probably mirrored his own, his eyes wide and his mouth dropping open.
"Um, well...damn." The guy whistled. "I got nothing to say to that."
He walked away shaking his head, and Tyler watched Tamara eye the striped treat.



"Not exactly the hard sticky thing I planned on having in my mouth tonight, but..." her dark eyes narrowed. "It could be a fun extra."
"TMI." He tried to smile.
"Where you going from here?" she asked abruptly.
"Home, you going party crawling?"
"Maybe," she uncrossed her legs and zipped her purse making it seem like she was ready to leave, and leaving him with mixed feelings of relief and disappointment. "It depends on what happens in the next few minutes."
"What's going to happen?"
"Oh, I don't know, something fun I hope, but if not? I'll make the rounds and find some hot young guy to come up to my room, stuff my stocking and come down my slutty chimney."
"On that note," he slipped off the stool. "I have to get going, happy hunting."
"Oblivious, scared, or no interest?" she muttered but loud enough for him to catch. "But before you go. I owe you something."
She plucked a red envelope from the pocket on the side of her purse and handed it to him.
Tyler saw it had his name written on it and was adorned with several Santa Clause stickers.
"What's this?"
"I'm your secret Santa." She told him.
"Why didn't you give me this at the tree?"
"Because I couldn't have you opening it with other people around."
Tamara got off the stool, and slung her purse over her shoulder while gripping the candy cane in her other hand.
"Give me a five minute head start." She leaned over and kissed his cheek.
"Merry Christmas," he responded.
"How Merry is up to you." Tamara walked away and Tyler gave her part of the 'head start' she asked for by watching her walk across the room, taking in the backs of her long legs in the short skirt as well as the sway of her hips.
She stopped along the way to hug several people before making her way out of the room. As soon as she was gone, Tyler opened the envelope. Inside was a Christmas card featuring Santa declaring he'd checked his naughty list and he was on it.
Stuck to the lower portion of the card was a small post it with the number 212 written on it. Tyler opened the card and whispered, "Holy shit," when he saw what was tucked inside it.
A hotel room key.
*****
Tyler reached Tamara's room and hesitated at the door. After staring at the key for a few minutes as if he didn't believe it was real, he'd quickly made his way out of the party and to the elevator.
His mind was racing with the possibility this could be some kind of weird game. That by showing up he was declaring the interest she seemed to be trying to get him to admit.
In fact, he was sure of that, the real question was whether or not this was a 'gotcha' or a case of it was Tamara that wanted to be gotten. The flirting, the dirty remarks, the talk of liking younger men and the 'taboos' she thought would be fun to cross couldn't have all been just an act.
Could it?
There was only one way to find out and if it happened that she was just playing him and was going to bust his chops for showing up, it wouldn't be that bad. After all, after a week he'd no longer have to see her anywhere if he didn't choose to.
But if this was for real, it could be everything he'd ever imagined. No way could he go home and then spend the rest of his life wondering if he could have tasted the forbidden fruit he'd longed for.
He lifted his hand to knock but stopped. She'd given him a key, didn't that mean she just wanted him to come in? Would it be rude to just walk in? For fuck's sake, he chided himself, he backed his decision to leave based on the fact he was his own man now, so wasn't it time to act like one?
He slipped the key in, holding his breath when he heard the soft click, and the handle pushed down. Tyler entered the large room to see it was dimly lit by a small lamp in the corner.
The large king sized bed in the center of the room was where his attention immediately went, but it was empty. What was he expecting? For her to be naked on it, and waiting for him?
He turned his head to see a small desk along the wall and beyond that was a plush armchair where Tamara sat.
"Came in without knocking," she nodded in approval. "I like the confidence."
Tyler slowly walked further into the room, passing the bed and trying not to get his hopes up that he'd soon be on top of it, and his boss.
"Stop," she put her hand up and he froze in his tracks. "I want to talk to you before anything happens."
Anything happens! His heart pounded and he could feel his cock rising. Merry Christmas to him! This was really going to happen.
"Okay," he said when it seemed she was expecting an answer.
"I'm going to make this easy on you, take away any doubts so you're hearing what I'm saying and not wondering."
She rose to her feet, her hands going to the black belt cinched around her waist.
"I know you want me, Tyler. I've known for a long time."
"I do," his words earned a slight nod from her as if she were pleased he wasn't going to deny it.
"Thought it was cute at first, a young boy crushing on me. But since you started working for me full time and I see you every day? Its not cute anymore."
"Oh, sorry." Okay, maybe this wasn't the lock he thought it was.
"No, now it's hot as fuck. This good looking young man looks at me like a hungry man eyes a steak. Half my age, my son's best friend, an employee." She slowly shook her head.
"All three of those reasons on their own would be enough to tell myself it couldn't happen, all three together should have made it so I'd never think about it. But I did. Every time I'd catch you looking, I'd think about letting you do more than look."
"I'm either drunk or dreaming," he muttered.
"Neither, but me? I'm just drunk enough to go through with it. I avoided you all night on purpose. I watched you watch me to work you up and I was so fucking wet that...." She put her finger up.
"Hold on, I'll show you." She reached down to the floor, and opened her purse.
Tamara straightened and tossed something red to him. He put his hands out, catching what he realized was a lace thong. A thong whose crotch was slick and sticky beneath his touch.
"Fuck," losing control, he pressed it to his face, his blue eyes rolling back at the slightly spicy and completely intoxicating scent of his best friend's mother's pussy.
"That's right, the last hour I walked around that party with nothing beneath my dress. Sat and talked to you like that. If I wasn't worried someone else would see, I'd have spread my legs on the stool and showed you my bare cunt."
His cock was fully hard and bent painfully in his boxers as even as she spoke, he couldn't pull her thong from his face, just able to resist the urge to lick it in front of her.
"Now here you are leaving soon, and I figure what the hell? You won't be working for me anymore and neither will Jeff so no guilt from seeing him. He's so busy with work and his girlfriend he's barely home so you hardly ever come over, so things would be a lot less awkward, right?"
"Right." He watched her hands which remained on the belt, idly twirling the ends of it around.
"That's why I pushed you to come tonight, I planned on doing this. A not so sweet little Christmas gift for the two of us, fun right?"
"I bet you're a lot of fun." He managed to drop the thong onto the bed next to him, and feeling a surge of confidence at her all but saying come and get it, he stripped off his sweater.
"Hmm, that's right, baby, get nice and comfortable." Tamara pointed to the white T-shirt he had on beneath the sweater. "Don't stop now."
With a smile he removed the shirt and felt a surge of excitement, the way her eyes lit up and she sucked on her lower lip while taking in his powerfully built upper body.
"Look at that, and all for me," she licked her lips. "Bet you have something else big and hard for me, don't you?"
"Oh yeah," he pushed his shoes off and bending over, quickly removed his socks, noticing how his hand trembled as he did so.
"Then I got to thinking," Tamara's words stopped him as his hands went to his waist to undo the button to his Dockers. "Maybe I can use this to my advantage."
"Huh?"
"Here's the deal, Tyler. You and I are going to fuck. Not just once, but all night long and we can make each other breakfast in the morning."
"I like breakfast," he wanted to smack himself as so far he'd managed not to sound like a moron.
"Dessert is even better," she replied with a smile. "But tell me, what would be better; me being a hot one night goodbye fuck, or being a regular thing?"
"What?"
"A fun memory, or your milf with benefits?"
"Um, I think the more the better?"
"I agree, and I'd be happy to settle down with one hot stud to relieve my stress instead of going on the prowl and hoping I get lucky. But," she raised a red and green tipped finger. "I love to come, but I don't come cheap."
"Nothing in life is free," he whispered, recalling her words.
"On the desk," she pointed to his right. "Is a contract. If you sign it you agree to work for us for the next three years, and if for some reason you leave, there is a two year do not compete, stopping you from going to a competitor."
He tore his eyes from her to turn and look at the paper on the desk with a pen next to it.
"It states that you are to receive the 5k raise in salary, a third week's vacation two years before you've earned it and we'll make you fully vested in your 401k rather than wait another year for that."
"You...you're bribing me with sex?" he asked incredulously. "If I don't sign this, we don't do anything?"
"We'll do plenty, but just for tonight." She laughed. "Sorry if I couldn't add sex with your boss on the side as an incentive. That has to be kept quiet for obvious reasons. Like I said, baby, you can have me once and go off to your new job, or I can be the best benefit for staying at your old job.
"Notice I already signed it. Just sign over me, and you can be over me, under me, or behind me anytime you want."
Tyler picked up the pen, but frowned at the contract.
"How do I know you're not fucking with me?"
"Because if I wasn't planning on at least fucking you tonight, I wouldn't do this." Tamara pulled the belt, causing the dress to fall open.
"Oh my god," Tyler breathed.
She was naked beneath it, her tits even bigger and more magnificent than he'd ever imagined. Her creamy white globes were still impressively high on her chest considering their size and her age and were tipped with rosy, red nipples in the center of her small dark areola.
Her flushed chest heaved with her heavy breathing, and he watched her breasts rise and fall hypnotically. A silver pendent caught the dim light of the room where it dangled from her naval, calling attention to her smooth flat stomach.
Tyler's eyes dipped between her white thighs taking in the dark patch of pubic hair on her mound above the deep pink cleft of her pussy.
"I know it's your gift, but I wanted to see your face when I unwrapped it." Tamara flipped the Santa hat off and gave her head a shake, sending her long raven hair flowing down over her shoulders. "Can be yours this once, or the gift that keeps on giving."
She slowly licked her red lips. "And trust me baby, this girl loves to give."
As he stood there with his heart pounding and his cock throbbing Tamara slipped the dress from her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. Standing before him in just the shoes and stockings, she raised her arms over her head and did a slow turn for him.
"How's the rear view?" she peered at him over her shoulder.
"Perfect," his eyes drank in how good her dark hair looked on her fair skin, the smooth skin of her back and the colorful tramp stamp that adorned her lower back, tracing the swell of her ass. "All of you is perfect."
Like her tits, her ass was well rounded, with a nice curve to her cheeks and firm enough to barely jiggle as she playfully shook it at him. Tamara bent over the chair, gripping the top of it and once again wiggling her ass, opened her legs to give him a glimpse of her plump pussy framed between her toned thighs and cheeks of her ass.
"Glad you like it! I'd say batteries not included, but you can feel free to use a toy on me anytime you want or just watch me."
Tamara turned, and dropping into the chair, lifted her legs and draped them over the arms. The pen fell from his hand as he stared at her now fully exposed pussy as she sat before him, her legs spread wantonly open.
"No toys tonight, but I do have this." From between the chair and cushion, she produced the now unwrapped candy cane. "I told you this could be fun later."
Her eyes on his, Tamara swirled her tongue over the tip as she held it by the curved handle. She eased her lips over it and slowly worked them down. His eyes widened as she took it deeper and his cock jumped when she had most of the length down her throat and bobbed her head.
She moaned softly as she sucked on it, and he felt so hard he was worried he was going to pop off in his pants. Tamara removed it from her lips and sliding the now sticky tip down her chest, rubbed it over her swollen right nipple.
Cupping her breast, she lifted it, lowered her head and licked her nipple clean.
"I want you to think about it," she spoke in a low sultry purr while sliding the tip down her stomach. "Getting to fuck your boss, your friend's mom, whenever you want."
She eased the tip to the side and worked it along her inner left thigh.
"Imagine staying late to work and coming into my office." She moved the candy over her lips and with her free hand spread herself open, exposing the pink folds of her slit and as well as her swollen clit protruding from beneath its hood.
"You sitting in my expensive leather chair and your slutty boss on her knees, sucking that hard young cock." She shuddered as she rubbed the tip into her clit. "Blowing you in my power suit, moaning and slobbering over your dick and slurping on your balls."
She pushed the tip down lower, straightened the candy cane and pushed it inside her.
"Jesus," Tyler's voice trembled while he watched her slowly fuck herself with the striped stick.
"Then hiking my shirt up and you fucking me over my desk, or me riding you in that chair. Us in the conference room, me completely naked on the table and you eating my cunt."
Her words came out in a breathy rush and ended in a soft whimper as she inserted the candy cane up to the handle and moved it gently side to side, working it inside her.
"Jeff spends the weekends at Cheryl's and that means you could spend the night. Fuck your hot boss in her bed, in her shower. On the goddamn kitchen counter, anywhere you want me."
She slid the candy cane from inside her and held it up, showing off the way it glistened. Tamara brought it to her lips and sucked on the tip, rolling her eyes and moaning softly.
"Sweet, sticky and minty," she flicked her tongue over it. "Want to taste?"
"Hell yeah," he took a step towards her, but stopped when she lowered the candy cane. "Before we play, I need to know if it's just once."
"You want me to work for you that bad?"
"I want you on my team, and in my cunt," she told him. "Your choice, Tyler, is five grand a year worth more than making all your dirty dreams an even dirtier reality?"
She plunged the candy cane back inside her, fucking herself more rapidly this time.
"This is hard and thick, but I bet you're harder, thicker and taste even better. Come on baby, let your Secret Santa be your dirty secret."
Tyler snatched up the pen and signed his name under hers. He tossed it down and reached the chair in two long strides. With a smile, Tamara removed the cane from inside her and offered it to him.
He quickly took it in his mouth, moaning at the taste of her cunt mixed with peppermint. Tyler then pushed her hand aside, leaned over her in the chair and kissed her.
His excitement easily overcame his nerves, infusing him with lust fueled confidence and his lips pressed hard to hers. Tamara whimpered deep in her throat as her soft luscious lips eagerly met his, working over them with a passion that matched his.
Tyler braced his hands on top of the chair to maintain his balance as he kissed her harder. Like the candy, Tamara's lips were sticky and tasted of mint and her the sweet nectar of her pussy.
Her hands were all over him as they kissed, sliding over his arms and shoulders, over his thick chest and hard flat stomach, then around him, her nails scratching along his back as she gripped him tightly during their kiss.
His lips parted, driving his tongue hard into her mouth, and she sighed in pleasure as it danced over hers. Her arms went around his neck, tugging him downward. He dropped to one knee, and sliding his hands down the chair and behind her, pulled her into his embrace.
He groaned at the sensation of her soft breasts crushing into his chest, her hard nipples poking him. Tamara's tongue slid over his, her mouth opening wider, lips sliding over his.
She made him gasp when she caught his tongue gently between her teeth then sucked on it as her fingers raked through his hair. Tyler's hands slid to her sides, moving from her hips and up to her breasts.
He eased back enough to get his hands on them, and she moaned "Oh, yes!" into his mouth when he gave them a squeeze. Their kiss continued, Tamara breathing heavily into his mouth and squirming against him as he fondled her breasts, marveling at their weight as well as how soft, yet firm, her creamy flesh was.
He slid his palms over her nipples, making her moan go up in pitch and her hands to tighten in his hair. He captured her nipples between his thick fingers, rolling them. Tamara lifted her lips from his and let her head fall back against the chair, sighing softly as he stroked her swollen flesh.
Tyler buried his head in her neck kissing and sucking on her soft creamy skin, loving the way she moaned and how her hands left his hair to caress his back.
"That feels sooo good," she purred as his lips worked along her neck and then across her right shoulder.
He trailed them down her arm, then across the top of her chest. Tamara's breasts heaved in his hands with her heavy breathing and she arched her back, pushing away from the chair shoving her tits up at him.
Tyler didn't need any coaxing and eagerly sucked her right nipple between his lips. No, sucking might not be the right word, he all but attacked her breast, opening wide enough to not just take in her nipple, but get as much of her soft flesh in his mouth as he could.
"Fuck yeah, baby," she groaned. "Suck that tit, the one you've been dreaming about for years! Show me how bad you want them."
Tyler did his best, switching to her other breast and giving that nipple a few hard sucks, before going back to the other. He held them up as he did, squeezing and fondling them, his fingers teasing one nipple while he licked the other.
"There's something I want too," Tamara breathed, her hands coming around and going to his waist.
She tore at his pants and he felt the button pop off as she didn't bother trying to undo it. She yanked his zipper down and he swore he'd never heard a more pleasing sound.
Not shy, Tamara's hand was immediately in his boxers and pulling his cock out while using her other hand to shoved his underwear down. He moaned around her nipple as she gripped him in her hand, slowly pumping him.
"Hmm, you are a big boy, aren't you?" she pumped him faster and whispered the words he'd been longing to hear since the first time he'd met her.
"I need you to fuck me. Right here, right now."
Tyler had planned on working his way down to her pussy and going down on her, but there was no way he was going to turn down that request. After all, she was his boss, wasn't she?
He shifted to his knees, shoving his pants down to them, then rose higher on them. Her ass was right to the edge of the chair and his cock perfectly aligned with it. Tamara grabbed home once more and caused them both to moan when she pressed the tip of his cock to her clit.



She rubbed it in slow circles, teasing both of them as she worked his spongy purple head over her swollen button before pushing him down through her soft wet lips. When she reached her sweet spot, she thrust her hips, sliding his head inside her.
Tyler, overwhelmed by his dreams becoming reality, couldn't hold back and drove his hips forward, plunging his cock deep inside her.
"Fuck," Tamara yelped. "Damn, that's a big a cock!"
Her words not only did little to slow him down, they sent him over the edge. Grabbing her ankles, he went into high gear with his hips, fucking her as hard and fast as he could from his knees.
Tamara yipped and moaned every time his full length plowed into her and Tyler relished every sexy sound, he forced her to make. A wave of the surreal came over him. Was this really happened? Was he really consummating years of frustrating thoughts and wet dream?
His hot boss, best friend's mom, the sexy as fuck milf who had driven him wild was all but naked on a chair, her legs wide open over the arms of it, as he repeatedly buried his cock balls deep inside her.
Tamara's pussy was tight, hot and the wettest he'd ever experienced, his balls already sticky from the juices flowing from her after each thrust.
"Just like that, baby!" Tamara encouraged him as she gripped her tits, her thumbs gliding over her nipples. "Stuff my cunt with that big fucking dick!"
Moving without thought, just guided by primal need, Tyler surged to his feet and lifted her legs in the air. Shifting his grip from her ankles to the red heels, he pushed her legs back as he leaned over her.
Tamara released a long squeal as she slid down further into the chair, her feet and legs now over her head as ne now had her all but bent in half. His driving cock was now hammering straight down into her pussy, his weight and the full power of his hips not behind his thrusts.
"Oh...oh....deep....oh....fuck!" Tamara managed each word in between yips and yelps as years of pent up desire powered Tyler's assault on her helpless twat.
Tamara's hand left her right breast and went between her legs, her fingers rubbing her protruding clit over his thrusting and now slick shaft.
"Going to come on that beautiful cock," she moaned, working her clit side to side hard enough to make wet slapping sounds. "I want to feel...Oh!"
She gasped when he draped her left foot over his shoulder and using his now free hand, pushed hers away. His fingers took her place, working her clit in hard fast circles as he continued to fuck her.
"Look at you, impressing your boss!" she tried to laugh, but it turned into a long moan as he worked her clit with a force that matched his fucking. "Not just your boss," she breathed, her fingers tugging on her nipples. "Your friend's mom, your secret lover, you're nasty little milf fuck doll! You're...."
Her eyes went wide and he groaned when her pussy contracted around his cock.
"Oh...oh..." She pulled harder on her nipples, stretching them to the point it looked painful as her hips wiggled and her body squirmed beneath him. "Don't stop, I...Fuck!"
Tamara's cry was followed by her pussy clutching at his thrusting cock, squeezing and releasing him as if she were milking him. She bucked on the chair as her eyes rolled back and she emitted a series of high pitched noises that resembled hiccups.
Her legs kicked, her left inches from his face and her eyes were rolled back and her mouth open as her orgasm had its way with her pleasure wracked body. Tyler wasn't far behind.
His knees trembled and his breathing labored from the effort of the short, but frenzied fucking he'd been giving her. His cock twitched each time her hot cunt tightened around him, and he could feel his balls tightening.
Unable to control himself, his thrusts switched from long and smooth to short and desperate as he struggled to last as long as he could. Beneath him, Tamara's yelps turned into a deep guttural growl followed by a long sigh as her body slumped into the chair.
Tyler gave her several more savage thrusts, his breaths ending in soft moans as he lost the battle and felt himself passing the point of no return.
"Take it out," Tamara demanded, "And lean back."
Tyler slipped his cock out of her sopping slit, groaning as he was so close his cock bobbed between his legs, struggling to erupt even though he'd stopped. Tamara's legs fell to the floor, and sitting up, she grabbed his cock, opened wide and took him deep in her mouth.
"Oh god," Tyler moaned as she bobbed her head, her soft lips and tongue gliding over his throbbing cock.
He'd been too close to last even a minute, but he cherished every second of watching Tamara suck his cock. As he'd so often envisioned, her brown eyes were upturned to stare into his as she sucked him while moaning around his cock.
Tamara took him deeper with each suck until she was effortlessly taking his full length. Her sucking was loud and sloppy, gagging herself as she plunged him repeatedly down her throat, sticky drool leaking from the sides of her mouth.
He gripped her long hair in his hands as his hips rocked, thrusting his cock into her descending and more than willing mouth. He groaned in frustration as he felt his cock grow even stiffer and the first sensation of cum racing through his cock.
He didn't warn her he was going to come seeing she'd made enough references to swallowing while talking to him. Turned out it wasn't just talk as the moment his cock erupted in her mouth, her eyes closed and she moaned as she continued to suck on him.
His fists tightened in her hair and he pushed his cock deep into her mouth he felt several hard spurts explode from his tip. Tamara gripped the base of his cock with two fingers and rapidly pumped him into her now still mouth.
He moaned and jerked his hips as she jacked him off taking every drop of his huge load. Tyler squirmed as her mouth filled and his sensitive head was engulfed in his own cum, and her tongue swirled over around him.
"Oh shit," he gasped, pushing on her head and trying to remove his cock from her mouth. "Stop, please."
Tamara carefully eased him from her mouth, and reaching back, picked up the Candy Cane she'd placed next to her when they began kissing. Looking him in the eyes, she parted her lips and let his cum flow from her mouth and spill onto the candy.
"Fuck me," he breathed, his cock still hard and twitching as he watched cum slide down the stick and onto her hand.
Tamara proceeded to open her mouth and take the peppermint stick deep into her mouth. She noisily slurped her way back up and presented him with the now clean candy.
She then brought her hand up and slowly licked his cum from it, then smacked her lips.
"Beginning to taste a lot like Christmas," she giggled, then rose to her feet.
"Great first round, baby," she gave his cock a gentle squeeze. "Nice hard fuck to take the edge off."
She brushed past him and he turned to watch her climb onto the large bed. He admired her ass and rear view of her cunt as she crawled up the bed before rolling over onto her back.
Tamara slowly spread her legs, then her pussy, tapping her clit with her fingertip.
"I'm out of milk and cookies, but I heard my Secret Santa likes his dessert creamy and a lot stickier."
Tyler paused to remove his pants from around his knees, thankful he hadn't stepped back to fast and fallen on his ass. He turned and crawled up onto the bed where Tamara beckoned him with her finger.
"That's it, honey, come on in," she purred watching him come up between her legs. "Give your nasty boss a kiss."
Tyler stretched out on his stomach, his hands on her thighs just above the stockings, his eyes on her prize. His still mostly hard cock poked into the mattress at the thought he had just been inside her hot little box and was going to be again, and again.
He blew lightly on her clit, then softly kissed each of her thighs before lightly flicking his tongue over her. Tamara released a low moan when he traced a slow circle around her swollen nub, then kissed it.
"You look good between my thighs, baby," she told him, as she slid another pillow under her head, getting comfortable. "Hope you plan on visiting often."
"Any chance I get," he gave her clit a sudden hard suck, making her hips jerk and the breath to hiss between her teeth. "Anytime you want."
"Careful with that. This girl hasn't had a regular thing in a long time and that includes the last couple of years with my ex." She eased her hand from between her legs as he slid his hands higher and used his thumbs to spread her open. "Looking forward to getting fucked whenever I need it."
She giggled and added. "Which is pretty much any day that ends in Y"
"Great reason to come to work every day," he joked, then lowering his head turned her laugh into a squeal when he plunged his tongue inside her.
Her pussy was a hot sloppy mess, and that made him even more eager to swirl his tongue inside her, then place his lips against hers and loudly slurp up some of her juices.
Tyler's cock twitched and at not just the taste of her, but the way his nostrils filled with her sent and how his face pressed into her hot sticky pussy. He closed his eyes as he moved his head, pushing his now rigid tongue in and out, fucking her with it.
Her hips rocked softly into his tongue grinding her cunt into his uncomplaining face. He flinched when something poked him in the shoulder, and he opened his eyes to see her offering him the candy cane.
She smiled wickedly at him, and returning it, he took it, gripped the handle and eased it inside her. He did it slowly, pushing each inch in and moving it slightly side to side.
When it was in deep enough for his hand to touch her pussy he worked it a few inches out, then back in. He fucked her with it in a slow steady rhythm, one she matched with her hips.
"After that fat cock that doesn't feel as good, but it's still a naughty little thrill, no?"
"Everything about you is a thrill," he responded, then went to work on her clit.
Tamara sighed contentedly as he strived to impress her, taking his time, using slow unhurried licks and peppering her clit with soft kisses and gentle sucks in between.
She lifted her right leg, bending it and unbuckling her heel slid it off and tossed it onto the floor. She repeated the move with her other leg, then placed her soft stocking feet over his shoulders.
Tyler's hips rocked as he continued to lick her, his cock once again hard and aching for round two. But he remained patient, still fucking her in the same slow manner with the candy cane and not speeding up his tongue.
Tamara's hips on the other hand moved faster and her fingers were no on her nipples, twisting them as she moaned and cooed in pleasure. Her soft feet slid along his back for a couple of minutes before settling them on his shoulders.
"You're really earning that raise," she breathed. "Going to make you employee of the month," she giggled, then gasped when he sucked her clit once more, but this time much harder.
He gave her several quick sucks, each one ending in her hips thrusting into his face. Tyler resumed licking her clit, but this time with the eagerness he'd been holding back. His tongue danced rapidly over her swollen flesh, licking in all directions while fucking her faster and more forcefully with the candy cane.
Tamara's toes curled into his shoulders and her back arched, pressing her hot cunt into his flickering tongue. Her moans grew louder and her heels pushed against him, lifting her ass off the bed.
Her thighs trembled against him and her fingers were now twisting her nipples as she stretched them.
"Ohhh," she released a high pitched whimper. "Oh, god, right there, honey, just like that! Make me cum in that pretty face! Make your hot boss a hot wet mess then give me more of that big fucking...."
Her words trailed off into several short gasps, before she threw her head back and released a shrill howl that had him wondering if the people in the next room could hear her.
Tamara's hips bucked wildly, driving the cane deeper and harder, and Tyler struggled to keep his tongue on her sweet spot as in addition to her hips gyrating, her entire body squirmed and writhed from the power of her climax.
His own hips were moving, grinding his fully erect cock into the soft sheet in anticipation of fucking her for a second time. Tamara's yelps and cries were louder than the first time she came.
Her cock inspiring sounds had him gripping her thighs hard to keep them still so he could keep licking her and keep her coming as long as possible. After a long low moan, her body went limp as if a switch had been thrown.
"Oh, wow," she breathed while staring up at the ceiling, her gorgeous tits heaving. "The damn room is spinning."
Tyler rose to his knees, and after sliding the cane from inside her and dropping it next to him, he grabbed her ankles and yanked her several inches until his ready cock was directly between her legs.
"Fuck!' she squealed when he entered her in one long thrust.
Even though he'd already fucked her, Tyler found he still couldn't hold back. The second his cock was engulfed in her sloppy and still twitching cunt. He hammered away as hard and fast as he did the first time and judging by her cries of delight, Tamara didn't mind.
Her breasts bounced wildly as he took her, and she managed to make it even better when she hooked her arms around her knees and drew her legs back over her head. Jesus she was the milf porn star he'd always hoped she'd be!
With her holding her legs, Tyler leaned over her and gripped the top of the headboard, using it for leverage to pound her even more forcefully. Tamara's mouth went wide in a soundless cry as he fucked her hard enough to cause her sopping slit to gush around his cock, splattering his balls and thighs.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck!" she yipped after each savage thrust, before blurting out, "Stop!"
Tyler instantly obeyed, hoping he hadn't been going to hard for her.
"Roll over," she let her legs go and patted the bed next to her. "Time for me to give my favorite employee a little bonus."
He rolled onto his back so fast, she laughed, before rolling over to kneel between his legs. Tamara slid down on her stomach as he had, bending her legs and crossing her ankles in the perfect blow job position.
She gripped his cock and sticking her tongue out slapped him against it. Pre cum and some of her juices splattered into her mouth and on her flushed cheeks. Tamara turned her head and nuzzled her cheek into his cock like a kitten.
She rubbed him along her face before turning her head, pushing his spongy head into her other cheek. Tamara slid him to her lips, where after giving his head a playful kiss, she fluttered her tongue up and down his shaft.
Tyler groaned when she pushed his cock back to his stomach and proceeded to suck his balls into her mouth. He lay back moaning softly as he watched the amazing sight of Jeff's mother licking his balls, her pink tongue swirling around them.
She gently sucked on each of them in turn while slowly pumping his cock, and he sighed in pleasure.
"Best Christmas ever."
Tamara laughed, and shook her head. "Honey, I'm going to give a whole new meaning to Christmas bonus."
She ran her tongue up to his tip and taking him into her mouth bobbed her head slowly, letting him feel her soft lips and tongue slide down every inch of him.
"MMM," Tamara moaned, her eyes closing and a look of pure bliss on her face as she went down on him.
Tyler was in sensory overload, the incredible sensation of being in her mouth, the way her dark hair looked and felt fanned across his thighs. The curve of her ass and the way her legs and feet looked in the stockings.
Tamara placed her hands on his thighs and sucked him faster and harder, showing off her skills with a hands free blow job. Her ass was moving, grinding into the bed as she moaned and gurgled around his cock.
She opened wider and he released a sharp breath when she took his full length down her throat. She paused then went to work, rapidly and effortlessly deep throating him.
Her face flushed even more and her eyes began to water from the effort of repeatedly choking herself on his cock. The sloppy slurping and gagging sounds were straight out of porn, and nothing he'd ever experienced before with another girl.
Tamara took him deep once more, but this time held him there and he groaned in surprise and pleasure when he felt her tongue slid out and tickled his balls. She released him in a spray of sticky drool, and slid up to her knees.
She swung her legs over his hips, and gripping his cock guided it inside her. Like Tyler, she wasn't going for slow and sensual, but immediately went to work, bracing her hands on his chest, she bounced on his cock, sliding him halfway out before impaling herself on his full length.
She pushed harder on his chest as, one leg at a time, she slid her knees up so her feet were flat on the bed. Tyler groaned as Tamara resumed riding him, using her legs to drive up and down, pounding her cunt onto his prone cock.
Tyler's hands went to her now sweaty tits, squeezing them and sliding his thumbs over her hard nipples. Tamara's eyes were bright and wild as she rode him mercilessly, bouncing so hard the bed rocked and the headboard banged against the wall.
Her fingers dug hard into his chest, but the slight pain only seemed to enhance his pleasure.
"When you're tired after work you can tell your parents your boss was riding you real hard," she told him in between her sharp yips and sighs. "God if I knew you had this big cock, I'd have fucked you sooner!"
"We can make up for lost time," he suggested.
"Damn straight," she laughed. "Baby, you are going to be working a lot of overtime!"
She stopped moving, then crawled off him getting on her hands and knees to his right. "Come on, baby. You know this is how you want me."
Tyler wasn't going to argue, and rolling to his knees behind her, grabbed her hips and slammed into her.
"Yeah, there you go!" Tamara peered over her shoulder at him. "Give it to me! Fuck your bitchy boss, claim that cunt and make me yours!"
She reached up and grabbed the headboard pushing her ass down into him and causing him to fuck her at an upwards angle. He let her left hip go and grabbed her long hair, pulling on it as he pummeled her pussy with long hard thrusts.
The headboard banged against the wall even with her gripping it and she laughed when someone banged on the wall from the other side. He faintly heard a man's voice yell,
"Some people are trying to sleep!"
Tamara shouted back. "And some people are getting fucked!"
Tyler let her hair go and moved his hands to her shoulders, gripping them hard as he continued his relentless assault on her pussy.
Tamara yelped and squealed while using the headboard to push back into him, shoving her ass into his hips and pushing him even deeper.
"Just the beginning," she moaned. "Going to wake you up sucking your cock and go for a long hard ride. Going to fuck you in the morning then fuck you in the shower. I'll get a late check out and fuck you again, fuck you until you blow dust and your damn balls hurt!"
Her words took his hips to another gear and her words turned into sharp cries as be slammed into her hard enough to make his balls slap against her sticky cunt. His breathing grew heavier and his heart pounded as he took years of frustration out on her.
His moaning turned into a gasp when his balls tightened and his cock twitched inside her.
"Going to come for me, baby?"
"Oh yeah," he breathed.
"Then let's give you a nice target."
Tamara pulled forward sliding his cock from inside her, and turning on her knees, held her tits up to him. Tyler gripped his cock and within a few pumps sent a long thick spurt of cum onto her left breast.



He angled his cock, spraying her right tit. He caught her chest with the next one and kept pumping, painting her tits and chest with an impressive load considering he'd already come.
"Oh shit," he moaned when he had nothing left and sat back on his knees. "As good as I thought it would be, it was even better."
"Haven't seen anything yet, sweetie," Tamara assured him. "Wait until we get comfortable together and start taking our time."
She slid her legs out so she was on her back and lay there with his cum all over her gorgeous tits. "So, tell me, baby, am I worth more than a bigger paycheck?"
"Way more." He leaned over and kissed her. "Damn, you're beautiful."
"Bet you say that to all the girls who let you come on their tits."
"Just trying to butter up my boss," he smiled down at her.
"Lots of butter," she indicated her tits.
"Hold on," he rose from the bed and went into the bathroom, smiling when she called out, "Great ass."
He brought back a towel and Tamara giggled as he wiped the sticky mess from her chest. "Ohh, such a gentlemen."
She slid up and using her heels pushed the sheets down and patted the bed next to her. Tyler slipped into the bed and after she pulled the sheet up to their chests, rolled onto her side and draped her arm over his waist.
"This is nice," she rested her head on his shoulder as she put her leg over his.
"Yeah," he agreed, reveling in the sensation of her breasts pressed into his side and the feeling of her wet pussy along his thigh. "Guess a little nice with the naughty works pretty good."
"That it does," she kissed his cheek. "It wasn't about the job you know."
"No?"
"I wanted you to stay, and I've wanted you for a while now, ever since I saw you still looking at me even though you're not a kid anymore. So I used you leaving as my reason to fuck you, even if it was just a parting gift."
"But just once," he reminded her.
"No, I'm full of shit, one way or another once we fucked, we'd have kept fucking. But it's a whole lot easier if I see you at work every day."
"You really would have wanted more if I left?"
"I think I proved how much I wanted you," she told him. "But what the hell, if I could have my cake and eat it too, why not? So I came up with the contract and offer."
"Which I would have gotten anyway," he sighed dramatically. "You just used me."
"Poor you," she chided him. "Think you made out okay."
"I did. Who says the secret Santa thing is lame?"
"No one who ever got their boss as a present," she laughed and kissed his cheek. "Merry Christmas, Tyler
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Chapter 1
"Good morning, Victoria, hope you had a great weekend. Following up on the chain below. I asked for some changes to be made to the initial mockup, and you said I'd see them Friday afternoon, but I haven't received them.
"Do you think you can get the new version to me by noon? I have a one o'clock with the team and need to show some progress. Let me know if there is going to be a problem, thanks Ken." 
"Shit," Victoria muttered. How had she forgotten to get to that? The requested changes were minor enough that she could make them on her own and not have to try to squeeze it into one of the graphic designers' schedules.
She wasn't one to ever make excuses for herself but the answer to her question could be found in the half dozen folders in front of her, each containing a campaign she needed to work on.
Some for existing customers would take less work because they already had a theme that needed to be expanded and built on, but two were brand new and needed to be handled from the ground up.
In the fourteen years she'd worked for Pink Orchid Advertising, Victoria, and the other ad execs, always had enough work to keep them busy but the owner, Robin Steele, had ensured she had enough staff in every department that no one would be overwhelmed.
On occasions accounting had suggested she could trim payroll by cutting people and delegating their work to others. Robin saw that as the 'new way' of doing things and not the right way.
The right way was having enough people to allow everyone to be 100% on every project so that client, large or small, received the utmost dedicated attention they deserved and if that type of quality service cut her margins down slightly so be it, she'd make up for it in gaining more business with an old fashioned do it right, not quick, reputation.
Robin's method worked as the company had slowly, but steadily grown since she and her husband, Tom, founded it fifteen years ago. Originally starting in the creative department, brainstorming concepts and doing some layout and design work with her limited ability in that field, Victoria had caught Robin's eye and after two years was given her first chance to create her own campaign.
She did well enough to get a second and have her position changed to ad exec and in her seventh year there became a senior ad executive. In that time Victoria had done quite well, landing some of the company's biggest clients and always had plenty on her plate, but never too much.
That is until six months ago when Victoria's "Work hard, play hard, love even harder' campaign for Goddess fashion was a runaway hit that also created some minor controversy that generated even more attention.
Rather than specialize in a single type of fashion, Goddess had diversified into multiple markets including Sportswear, evening wear, and their latest endeavor, lingerie. They weren't happy with their existing agency and when they sought out someone to give a chance to, co-founder, Katrina Evans, went to her Boston roots and explored the options available in her former hometown.
Robin was delighted with the opportunity and handed it off to Victoria. Her campaign threw out the idea of everything being marketed separately and why not come up with an ad that showcased all the product lines.
Goddess originally debuted with their sportswear and Victoria began focusing on that while waiting for 'the click." The click was what she experienced when working on a campaign and seemingly forcing everything and feeling as if she had nothing but weak and directionless ideas.
She'd always relax and keep trying, telling herself the visions would come and at some point she'd experience the moment when she broke through and everything appeared in her mind.
Victoria keyed in on sports and how for the average person playing was recreational and fun. But for pro athletes it was their job, playing' was work. The expression work hard, play hard followed in her mind, but she was missing something.
That was when she picked up her mug with the words live, love, laugh on them. There were several variations of the mugs and posters and memes of the same variety, all in threes and some form of connection.
Goddess had three lines, she had two of them. Work hard, play hard...lingerie, what would that invoke? The answer was love hard, or for dramatic effect, love harder. Her mind racing, she needed to get back to the start, sports and work hard.
Victoria's brother, Vince, had gone into sports media and before starting his own successful podcast along with two partners he'd worked for ESPN for five years and made a lot of connections.
On her behalf, he reached out to professional golfer Katy Springs, a 24 year old who had taken the golf world by storm with her game, and also her looks. The stunning fair skinned green eyed redhead had already been on the Sports Illustrated swimsuit issue cover and appeared in skimpy outfits in several other magazines.
Katy was happy to be in the ad, and at a fair price as she was smart enough to know what it would gain her in attention was worth taking a bit less upfront. Victoria's idea to co-star in the ad was another young rising star, tennis player Simone Wilson.
Victoria believed in the law of attraction and that when you were going in the right direction the dominos always fell in your favor, and she received another affirmation her concept was meant to be when Simone called her, asked her a few questions and excitedly said to count her in.
As she often did when she'd made a mistake, as she had by not getting Ken his request when she'd promised, or felt overwhelmed as she did with the new projects, Victoria spun her chair around to face the wall behind her.
The wall featured a framed photo of each of her campaigns. Most were 11x13 she'd framed herself, but the one in the center was a 24x36 poster of the Goddess ad. Her greatest success to date.
She aways added the words to date in her mind because at the age of 36 she refused to think she'd peaked. As one of her professors at BU had taught her, complacency was the end of creativity.
The poster was a collage of the four images she'd chosen from the photo shoot. Three smaller pictures at the top and the final image, the one that made the campaign, beneath it.
The first two, each woman in action, Katy with the club over her shoulder admiring her long drive, Simone delivering a backhander to her opponent. The words work hard in text over the side by side poses.
The next, under 'Play hard' were the two women facing each other on barstools, tapping shot glasses together. Both women were dressed to impress, hair styled beautifully, make up worn deliberately heavy to add to the impression they were out to do a bit more than have a drink with a friend.
Both wore Goddess's line of club attire popular with younger women, painted on micro dresses that showed off every line of their amazing bodies, including their incredible toned legs and low cut enough to show off the tops of their breasts.
The fuck me shoes both wore were the type the average woman wouldn't be able to walk in but were more the style of shoe that often stayed on when the party got to the bedroom.
High heeled, open toe, straps tying around the ankle; shoes that were befitting of a stripper or porn star as much as they were for a woman saying come and get it at a club or party. The original intent was two friends out on the prowl, but at the time of the shoot, Victoria saw the potential to sex up the ad and cause some additional buzz.
She asked the women to lean in closer over their glasses and give each other their best "Hey, baby, I'm interested" look. Both women were game for the game and when they leaned in closer than she'd planned?
Victoria went all in asking them to cock their heads, close their eyes and part their lips, as if ready for that first magical kiss between people who are about to get to know each other more intimately.
The emphasis and target audience of the campaign had shifted in that moment as she experienced another click. Robin, as she did with many new clients, had attended the shoot and shot her an odd look.
Victoria knew what was behind the look; if this unplanned angle kept going they might be appealing to a much smaller demographic than intended. But after a moment, Robin shrugged and made a small gesture in her direction, rolling her hand, and making it clear she was going to let her sink or swim with the sudden change.
The original plan for the lingerie shoot was meant to be the same as the 'work' photos. The women photographed individually on a bed in the lingerie in an enticing pose and their best come hither look.
But after speaking to Katy and Simone to ask if they'd be okay with a much saucier approach, they were eager to give it a go with Katy causing everyone to laugh when she commented "My ass was in that butt floss bikini for SI, why would I care now?"
The reason was the shoot was going to be less subtle than the almost kiss pose and would spark controversy among what Victoria always referred to as the 1950's club. The people with old fashioned views who wouldn't care for an implied lesbian encounter.
But the younger generation tended to be more open minded, and from her experience, Victoria found women to be more accepting of same sex relationships even if it wasn't their thing.
But she wouldn't know if this was a hit or miss until it was out there. However, Victoria had felt the click as well as everything happening so far told her she was doing what she was supposed to and went all in.
The final photo was of Simone in a slinky coral baby doll piece, sitting on the edge of the bed. The side of the nightie facing the camera hiked up enough to show her leg up to her hip to ensure people saw the string of the matching thong beneath it.
Standing between her legs and looking down at Simone with an impressively convincing look of desire and adoration, Katy wore a black lace corset style top that was short enough to expose her flat toned tummy.
The lower half of her to die for body was clad in black lace panties that featured ruffled trim and sheer black thigh highs ending in a pair of killer black stilettos with silver heels.
She was leaning over, her hands on Simone's face while the tennis stars arms encircled her waist, her hands just touching the top of her ass. Simone stared up at her with an equally convincing look of lust and appreciation, lips parted, again waiting for her fair skinned lover's kiss.
The shot, after they edited the lighting down to the warm glow of candlelight was erotica as hell, especially due to the contrast of the women. Victoria hadn't randomly picked her two subjects.
Katy was fair to the point of ghostly while Simone was a dark skinned beauty. The contrast of colors designed to on each woman's complexion, Katy's fiery red hair against Simone's raven curls, and most of all the sexy and sensual look of their skin tones along each other's bodies.
Victoria didn't sleep the night before the ad would air and had a knot in her stomach all the way to the ad's debut during the expensive and well viewed Golden Globes. By weeks end Goddess had seen an explosion of sales both online and in retail stores, and their social media filled with praise over the ad.
The campaign won Victoria a coveted Clio award and her commission check had her doing a double take at the amount. She'd already been doing fairly well financially but after the ad splurged and bought the Porsche Boxter GTS 4.0 she'd been eying for years.
More than a few commented on the sports car-as well as the ad itself-seemed out of character for Victoria's rather reserved demeanor, professional mode of dress, and overall air of being all work no play.
But those people only saw what they were allowed to see. If they knew her former occupation, and how she still enjoyed that line of work, but now for fun instead of profit, it would be an eye opening experience.
Victoria took one last look at the poster, thinking about how there had been a minor flare up of moralists claiming Goddess was encouraging homosexuality, but it wasn't big enough to hurt, but enough to do what the preachy usually do...
Send more people to buy from the company that offended them.
Some shade was thrown at Kate and Simone, ironically both of whom had longtime boyfriends, but their fans shouted down the minor backlash and sent their detractors back under their rocks.
She spun her chair back to her desk, quickly replied to Ken that he would have what he needed by ten am and set a reminder on her phone so she wouldn't forget this time. Victoria stared at the folders in front of her, trying to decide which project to try to focus on.
A soft ping came from her purse by her foot, and leaning over, she plucked the cheap flip phone from it.
"I know I keep bothering you, but tonight? Please?"
Victoria smirked while looking at the three prior texts sent over the previous two days she had ignored. She'd ignore this one as well, but only for a few hours, she'd reply after lunch.
She'd spent all weekend catching up on other projects and needed to remind herself of her own ad, work needed to be balanced by play. As far as love harder, Victoria wouldn't say what she did for fun was love other than loving the experience, but it certainly fell under playing hard.
Maybe a little play right now would relax her and free up her mind. No, she was at work, this wasn't the place to indulge in her personal hobbies. Yet hadn't she spent the majority of the weekend working on her time?
Victoria was a firm believer in discipline, in a variety of ways, and knew rules were rules, but maybe just this once...
"You know you're bothering me, but you keep doing so? Do you think that's proper behavior?"
Victoria watched the phone, knowing he'd be anxiously waiting to see if she'd respond.
"I'm sorry! But it's been a while and I really want to see you."
"I tell you when I want you, since when do your wants matter?"
"They don't, please don't be upset, its hard not seeing you for so long."
"It best be hard when you think of me," Victoria leaned back in her chair as she got into the game.
"Always! I can send you a picture."
"What are you, a teenager? How many times have I told you, I see men, not boys."
"You make me feel like a boy, a nervous excited boy in the presence of a goddess! I can't help myself."
Victoria rolled her deep green eyes. Fawning was expected but that was laying it on too thick.
"Who is this? I have several men who serve me." She decided to pay him back for his dumb line by making sure he knew how little he meant to her.
"It's T, mistress, it's been almost a month, please let me see you."
"But why should I see you instead of someone else? Someone who doesn't reach out as if they have the right to?"
"I've been a good boy for you, and I've been such a good boy since the last time, I haven't come, not once! I only do that if you allow me to."
"So you want to see me, and you'll last all of a minute? Why would I want that? I've come many times for men who know how to serve me. I've even let them fuck me."
"You deserve those things, mistress."
She nodded in approval of his answer.
"Why do you deserve them?"
"I don't. Only you decide what I deserve."
Another good answer, but she expected no less. Although she could never tell him, T, short for Ted, was one of her favorite playthings to where after the game she enjoyed spending time talking to him.
"Good that you know that. I am thinking of some company tonight, perhaps I'll consider you being that company."
"Please do! I won't disappoint you, I promise!"
Victoria pursed her lips in thought. She should make him earn it somehow.
"You say you haven't come since last time I saw you?"
"Yes, you told me everything I had was only for you."
"True, but you'll be so quick, how much fun will that be for me?"
"I'm sorry, but I only did what you said."
"Do you still have the thong I let you keep?"
"Of course! So gracious of you to give me something I'm not worthy of."
"I want you to jerk off on it and send me a picture. If I'm impressed with how much cum you stored up for me, I'll see you tonight."
"Thank you! I won't let you down."
Victoria lowered the phone but kept it in her hand. She had no doubt he'd be sending what she requested within minutes and contemplated a response that would leave her seeing him in doubt.
She was also contemplating a brief power nap to reset her mind and get into the pile of work in front of her. Victoria eyed the plush black couch against the wall on her left. Two small matching chairs were in front of it with a glass table in the middle where she'd sit and chat with clients to provide a more relaxed and homey environment than everything being strictly business.
The couch itself was comfortable enough to stretch out on, but it was also a pull out bed and on several occasions when under the gun of deadlines, Victoria had spent the night in the office, waking up in the middle of the night, and inspired, going back to her desk in a pair of boy shorts and a tank top and working on the concept that had just hit her.
It was early for a nap but she'd finished a proposal last night at midnight and hadn't gotten much sleep and she definitely wasn't feeling as sharp as she needed to be right now.
She looked up at a knock on the door and without waiting for a response, Robin came in carrying several folders.
"Why bother knocking?" Victoria eased the phone into the pocket of her black sweater.
"I have manners," Robin's red slips spread in a smile. "But no patience."
"At least your honest," Now that a nap was out of the question, Victoria rose from behind her desk grabbing her mug, walked over to the small table containing her Keurig and a spinning rack full of flavored coffee pods along with a bin of sugar packets. "What's up?"
"No one who sees you in that outfit would be," Robin quipped. "I seriously don't get why you dress like an old lady."
"Likewise, as to why you care." Victoria popped a blueberry pod in the Keurig, then added sugar to her mug.
"I don't know," Robin shrugged. "Maybe its because I know the real you, and how this is as far from it as it gets."
Victoria looked down at the long voluminous ankle length black skirt she wore accompanied by a loose fitting gray blouse and the item she was sure had earned her the old lady crack, an old shapeless black sweater she kept in the office because...
"Maybe if someone didn't cheap out on the heat, I wouldn't wear this."
"Hazard of your awful corner office," Robin gestured toward the two large windows, the one to the left overlooking the Charles River. "Being chilly is the price of greatness, Dah-link!"
Victoria couldn't help laughing and Robin joined in while walking over and sitting in one of the chairs in front of her desk.
"Coffee?"
"God no, I've had four already. I'll probably hum when I try to sleep tonight." She gave her a playful wink. "Or give a hummer so I can get a ride to tire me out."
"Right," Victoria came over and instead of sitting behind her desk took the chair next to Robin, turning it to face her.
"Right? That's your response?"


"Did the comment need a response?"
"You know, Vicks, I've known you for fourteen years, and I still don't get this part of you."
"What part is that?" she already knew the answer, but she supposed playing dumb also went along with that 'part'.
"Don't play coy," Robin chided her. "The prig act. The dressing like a frumpy church lady, the never making a flirty remark, or responding to one. Acting like you wouldn't know what to do with it even if it slapped you in the face."
"Why does that bother you?"
The phone pinged in her pocket, either the thong hadn't been within easy reach, or he'd lasted longer than she'd thought.
"Because I know who you really are!" Robin threw her arms up in exasperation. "You helped yourself through school as a..."
"Don't tell me what I've done," Victoria snapped. "I was there, and every time you do this, I feel like I should have never told you."
"If I recall, you didn't have a choice," Robin smirked. "That trip to Chicago when you weren't expecting me back in the room because I had meetings that ended up cancelled?"
"Again, I was there, you're like a broken record stuck on bitch."
Robin's smirk spread into a smile and Victoria wanted to smack herself, she was walking right into the game, and she was way too good at them to keep taking the bait but couldn't help herself. Her duality of nature was something she both embraced but at the same time questioned.
"What I saw?" Robin clapped her hands and whistled. "Vicks, I don't consider myself a prude and Tom and I work hard to keep things spicy, but hot damn! Babe, I thought that shit was only in dirty stories and porn."
Victoria looked away, trying not to tell her boss, and longtime friend, to shut the fuck up.
"I still can't believe a guy would let a total stranger tie him down, let alone..."
"I told you that night when I made the mistake of confiding in you that when I'm out of town I post adds on Fetlife and adultfriendfinder. Guy's will jump at the chance to be with someone new to the area."
"New meat." Robin nodded. "I can see that."
"I am not a piece of meat!" She lost the battle for control and snapped at her. "Even when I took money for it, I was never there as some girl an asshole paid to use her holes like a cheap cum dumpster!"
"Okay!" Robin put her hands up defensively.
"I was in control, I called the shots! They played my game and got nothing more than I wanted to give them, and they were happy to get whatever that was."
"Right, I saw that, you're the boss. Not sure why you're getting defensive."
"I try not to judge," Victoria managed to lower her voice as well as her tone. "But the usual pay for play game is assholes paying a girl to do whatever he wants. Not all men, some just need and want the company of a pretty girl for an hour, but many have the attitude that these girls are beneath them and he's the man."
She laughed and it sounded harsher than she'd intended.
"Look at me, I'm the man paying this desperate bitch to suck my dick while my wife's at home. They look down on these women, slut shame them and think they're some kind of hot shot. Fucking pathetic is what that type really is."
"But not me." She wagged her finger. "The men who saw me weren't full of cold male insecurity. Those men, then and now, know what they want, what they need, and what they need is to be put in their place by a strong woman who they strive to please rather than expect me to please them.
"They know if they earn it, they get it," She flashed a smirk of her own. "But damn fucking straight they need to impress to get me out of my dress." She sighed and in perfect timing her phone pinged again, Ted hoping the pic he'd sent was enough to get her to see him.
"There's a difference and never forget that." She finished.
"Wow," Robin looked suitably impressed. "There's that passion! Those gorgeous eyes flashing, color in those pale cheeks, those lips most women need injections to get set in that hard line! I love it!"
"Glad you're happy."
"I see it sometimes when you're pitching your campaign to the team, saw it big time at the Goddess shoot, you took that damned thing over, girl. You were directing the models and the photographers, people were like, holy shit who is this?"
"I'm passionate about my job."
"But why does that only come out when you get fired up or you're on one of your," she cleared her throat, "Dates. Why this quiet reserved dress like a librarian crap?"
"Would you like me to wear thigh high boots and walk around smacking people with a crop when they're slacking?"
"No, but...that's a hell of a visual," Robin chuckled. "Speaking of visuals, I got a decent view of you before I unfroze and backed out of the room, and Vicks? Why the hell do you dress like that? You have one hell of a body under there!"
"Thanks, I guess."
"You guess! Men paid you for fuck's sake. I mean not that I have interest in women, but I don't know which pissed me off more, those crazy long legs and that perfect ass or your damn tits. Things of fucking wonder!"
"You sure you're not into women?" Victoria raised her eyebrows.
"I can appreciate the female form. I hit the gym three times a week and run, and I don't look like that."
"I am ten years younger than you." Victoria grinned.
"I have a feeling you won't lose much in ten years."
"Besides," Victoria gestured to her. "You look fine, Robin. Tom's not exactly suffering."
She meant what she said, taking in Robin's pink skirt, which was slightly on the shorter side, displaying her long toned legs and snug enough to give a good look at the curve of her ass.
Unlike Victoria, all of Robins clothes were just short and tight enough to not be inappropriate but make it clear she had plenty to offer to anyone looking. Her long auburn hair was always worn down, and her dark brown eyes weren't the wide doe type, but intense smoldering bedroom eyes. Yes, her husband, a good looking man in his own right, was doing just fine for himself.
"Thank you, but you say that because you can see it. I'd need a GPS to find your ass in that skirt. You have it, hon, why don't you show it off?" she shook her head.
"I do, just not at work." Victoria glanced down as the phone pinged yet again. Screw it, make him wait, it added to the fun on her part and nervousness on his.
"But why? Jokes aside I don't expect you to show up in a mini skirt and crop top, but you make yourself look like a stick figure."
"When you tell me why it matters, maybe I'll answer."
Robin frowned and poked at her lower lip, something she always did when she was mulling something over. The phone pinged again Robin stared pointedly at Victoria's pocket.
"Lining up a play date?"
"What makes you think that?"
"Because your real phone is on your desk. So I'm guessing that's your Joe phone?"
"Joe?"
"When guys have a phone just for their side pieces it's a ho phone, so I figure for women it's a Joe phone."
"That's clever," Victoria conceded. "You should think about working in advertising."
"Okay, why do I keep asking." Robin spread her arms out. "This is a no bullshit answer so no need to be snarky, okay?"
"Maybe."
"Best I'll get, I guess. First off, it was just such a shock considering how you've always conducted yourself, but second? I'm curious. You seem like you totally separate two sides of yourself like you think you're two different people and as a longtime friend I wonder why? Is it just a weird game, do you have some type of issue with who you really are?
"Aside from that? I'm happily married but married. Been with Tom for twenty years. I'm happy, we have a great marriage, and we do keep it fun, but I'm having the same sandwich every day and I find what you do fascinating and exciting and just keep thinking if I were you? I'd be more free spirited and playful all the time."
"Playful." Victoria frowned. "Robin, you worked for your father out of school, then you met Tom and opened Pink Orchid."
"What does that have to do with anything?"
"You worked for family and for yourself with your husband. You have no idea what playful can lead to in a lot of places."
She rolled her eyes at another ping.
"Go ahead, answer the poor thing, his balls must be getting blue."
"They already were because I told him he couldn't get off until I saw him again."
"Oh."
"But good news is I told him to jack off into a thong I gave him so he should feel better now." She tapped her pocket. "Told him I wanted him to send a picture of the mess. Want to see it?"
"Um...I think I'll pass." Robin told her. "Men really like being treated like this, huh?"
"So do women. Difference is its often only an acceptable trope for the woman to get it put to her, more real man crap for beta males who think they're alphas. What I do? Most men insult those men for being strong enough to admit what they enjoy."
"Another feminazi erotic lecture." Robin nodded. "Whips and chains Yoda has spoken."
"She's done speaking," Victoria waved her hand dismissively. "My life outside this office won't be your source of amusement or voyeurism, understood?"
"I think I just got a taste of how you talk to those guys." Robin gave a mock shudder. "Thank you mistress, can I have another?"
"You can tell me what you came in here for or leave." Victoria rose from the chair and walked around her desk to sit. "I have a lot of work to do."
"Okay, fine, be that way. But work is why I came in, I..."
"If you try to tell me those folders in your hand are more projects you want to dump on me, there's no way in hell it can happen."
"Not at all, but before I got distracted with your Mary nothings poppin' look, I came in to give you great news!"
"You hired someone?" Victoria asked, leaning forward. "Tell me you did."
"Vicks, not only did I hire someone, I landed a big someone! Like not only going to help us catch up but blow us up!"
"That's great news!" Victoria gushed, her aggravation changing to elation. "Anyone I've heard of?"
"Hard to think anyone in this gig around here hasn't."
"Do I get a name, or you going to be cryptic."
"Steven Brock, Vicks! He's coming to work for Pink Orchid! Can you believe it?"
"Steven Brock?" Her excitement crashed and it must have been obvious in her expression.
"Yes, why do you not look thrilled all of a sudden?"
"You've already hired him?"
"Yes! Why wouldn't I? He's done some huge work over the years and has a lot of connections that he can bring here and..."
"When does he start?"
"Next week he's..."
"Robin, I want you to listen to me, like really listen."
"Of course, what's wrong?"
"If you bring him in here, I'm leaving. Leaving as in I will have my office cleaned out by tomorrow."
Chapter Two
"You'll what?" Robin exclaimed, her eyes widening in alarm. "What the hell are you talking about?"
"I'm sorry about not giving notice, it's a shitty thing to do but I will not spend one fucking second in the same building as that pile of filth."
"Victoria," Robin using her full name told her she was taking her seriously. "What the hell is going on? You'd leave me? Just like that?"
"You heard me," Victoria's eyes met Robin's with the same icy intense stare she used when in her domme persona. "Me," she paused as her friend looked away unable to hold her gaze. "Or him. Your decision and I want it now."
Robin lowered her head, her finger going back to her lip before responding.
"It's not that easy and its unfair of you to suddenly put me on the spot."
"I take it your answer is him then?" Victoria tapped her desk. "I'll start clearing out at lunch time."
"For fuck's sake, Victoria!" Robin rounded on her, rising from her chair. "You can't do this to me!"
"You're doing it to me."
"Doing what to you? I tell you I hired someone and you freak out and say you're done? I know you worked for Steven's father, and he was there as well, did you have a problem with him?"
"I'd think that would be obvious by my reaction."
"Okay, well what happened? We can talk about it."
"Nothing to talk about. Am I staying or going?"
"It's your turn to listen to me, can you do that?" Robin asked.
"I..." she took a breath to calm down. "Yes."
"I tried to recruit you in college when I was there for the job fair. Offered you an internship. You chose to go with Steve Sr instead because we were new and he was established."
"You come here a year later looking for a job, and when I sat down with you and asked what happened, your response to me was....?" She pointed to her. "You remember?"
"I told you they only had room to keep one intern on permanently, and I didn't make the cut."
"You said nothing about there being a problem with Steve, but fourteen years later you flip out at his name? But forget that for a minute, what did I tell you when you came to me?"
"That you hired an intern full time and didn't have room for me." It was her turn to look away, she knew where this was going.
"Yes, but I recalled how impressed I was with you when I met you and I told you to give me a couple of days to see what I could do. I went to Tom and his first response was our budget was already tight, and we couldn't afford another person."
She snapped her fingers, startling her, "Don't look away from me, Victoria, I deserve your attention and sorry if I'm going to go down this path."
Victoria forced herself to look at her friend.
"But I had a feeling about you, and I pushed and told Tom someone like you, at your age, and needing work, was an opportunity for us. An initial investment that could turn into a long term payout."
"I know, Robin," she said softly.
"Do you? Because the shit you're pulling says otherwise." She lifted her hand to keep Victoria from responding.
"I also reminded him that although Pink Orchid will hire anyone we feel is right for us, the name I chose wasn't just because it has a nice sound to it, but that flower represents femininity and grace. It's become a symbol of female empowerment.
"I pushed that at him and told him this is why I wanted this business and young women like you. I felt bad, Tom is all about seeing women advance and his hesitation wasn't bullshit sexism like you'll see in some places, it was legit financial concerns.
"But he caved because although we're partners, this is more my show than his, and he said he'd stand by my gamble and we hired you, and you made me look like a genius.
"And I'm grateful for what you did for me but feel I've paid you back and then some." She threw her thumb over her shoulder to indicate the wall behind her. "Goddess alone has made you bank."
"So, we're keeping score?" Robin asked pointedly. "I made you some money, see you later?"
"Well..."
"Well nothing because over the years we became good friends. Close friends that have been there for the good and the bad. You flew to California for my mother's funeral. I sat with you in the doctor's office waiting to hear if the lump they found on your ovary was cancerous.
"We've been there for each other, Victoria, here and in life, and for you to just tell me you're leaving? That breaks my heart and I hope you know I'm not just saying that."
"I'm sorry, Robin, but I can't work with that man."
"Why?"
"Isn't that I won't enough? You say we're so close, but you can't just accept my feelings?"
"I'll make you a deal, Victoria." Robin spoke while glancing at her phone which had just vibrated on her hip. "I have to attend a meeting and I can't cancel it."
"What's the deal?"
"You and I meet for a drink tonight. You tell me what happened with Steve and if its that bad? I will call him and tell him I made a mistake and we can't take him on."
"If I don't?"
Robin squared her shoulders and looked her in the eye.
"Then you can leave. If after all the time we've been together you can't be an adult and tell me why you can't work in the same building as him, if you're willing to walk out after 14 years of building something together including a great personal relationship? Then maybe you leaving is for the best. I know you're all about being in control, but that's the bedroom with your stable of sexual fan boys.
"Here?" she put her hand on her chest for emphasis. "I call the shots, but only if I have to and you're trying to make me do that and I won't until I get the respect of knowing why."
She spun on her heel and headed toward the door. When she reached it and put her hand on the doorknob, Victoria called out softly.
"What time do you want to meet?"
She saw Robin's shoulders slump in obvious relief as she turned back to her.
"How's eight sound?"
"Okay, "Black Diamond?"
"Sounds good, they make a killer martini."
"I'll see you there."
Robin nodded.
"Thank you for not throwing all of this," Robin waved her arm to indicate the office. "And us, away so easily."
"Thank you for not letting me."
She gave her a quick smile and closed the door behind her. Victoria slumped back in her chair and closed her eyes. Robin was right, she'd lost control and couldn't have acted any worse.
Why didn't she just offer to tell the story? Why had she acted like such a bitch to someone who'd been nothing but good to her, and threaten to leave a great job where she was currently the top earner which ensured getting the biggest clients moving forward?
She knew the answer even if she didn't want to admit it but might have to when she spoke with Robin later tonight. If anyone deserved that story it would be her, and its not like she didn't already know her biggest secret, what would be one more?
Because for her to know, Victoria would have speak about it and...and what? Someone would know she'd been put in position that far too many young women had? That she'd lost out on something she wanted? Or was it that even after all these years it pissed her off that for a brief moment, she'd considered going through with it?
Fortunately for her that although young, fresh out of college, Victoria might have given in, The Lady Morrigan bent the knee, or got down on them, for no man. Her sexually dominant alter ego rarely entered her life anywhere but the bedroom, but when Victoria needed to be strong, she would take over, infusing her with the will to succeed, reminding her she was the predator not the prey.
"You're crazy, you know that right?" she asked herself aloud and far from the first time.
Thinking of her shadow self as Victoria thought of her since reading Carl Jung's theory everyone had a dark side, most just didn't know enough to embrace it, she slipped the phone from her pocket.
The first text was a photo of her thong, pearly droplets splattered across it and a large puddle directly on the crotch, right over the slick spot caused by her cunt the night she'd given it to him.
"Impressive," she whispered. Impressive but also a waste of a huge load she could have come up with some better places for. She envisioned it on her feet, the warm slick cum getting between her toes and him licking them clean.
In the crack of her ass, sliding down into her asshole and cunt and have him suck it out. On her breasts flowing over her pale pink nipples, the ones that all who knew her but Robin would be shocked to find out were pierced, and him happily sucking his own load off them and thanking her for allowing it.
Those nipples stiffened in the plain boring black bra she wore under the properly professional gray blouse. A warm wet heat grew between her toned creamy thighs, her clit swelled, pressing against her VCH piercing and increasing the sensation of arousal.
Victoria shifted in her seat, pressing her thighs together and lifting one foot at a time like a cat kneading a blanket. She released a soft sigh of pleasure as she teased herself, her clit now throbbing with need.
She scrolled through the texts.


"See what I saved for you? Is it enough to make you happy?"
"Are you still there? Will you let me see you?"
"Please answer me, please?"
"I guess I'm not worthy and sorry I misbehaved and reached out to you. I promise I'll wait for you to give me a chance to please you."
"Four." She replied. "Tell me what hotel you've booked and the room number."
"I have a meeting at 4:30 can we make it a little later?"
"If they're more important than me then you'll never hear from me again."
"I'll cancel!"
"Place and room number within a half hour or you won't see me." 
She dropped the phone back into her purse ignoring whatever his reply was. Ted was one of four subs she currently juggled choosing each by her current mood and what she needed at the time.
Ted was her best and it had been an effort of her own will to make him wait so long between encounters, but she had a role to play just as he did, and it made him more grateful of his time with her and strive even harder to make her happy.
That much time would also make her appreciate not only how well he served her, but he was one of the few in her years in the game that she could let her guard down with and enjoy a few minutes of normalcy with a man.
Yes, Ted's timing had turned out to be just what she'd need today.
But she could never let him know that.
Chapter Three
"Your cock is twitching, Ted" Victoria noted while slowly stroking him in her gloved hand. "Thought you were man and you're trembling like a boy getting his dick touched for the first time by some high school slut horny enough to settle for you."
"I...please Morrigan," Ted moaned, "P...please let, me...ow!"
He cried out when she slapped his cock, sending drops of pre cum flying from the tip.
"Morrigan? Since when are we on a first name basis?" Grabbing his swollen balls, she gave them a squeeze.
Her touch was light and normally wouldn't have brought any discomfort, but the leather cock ring around the base of his shaft and not only behind his balls but with an additional strap separating them had his sac so swollen the slightest additional pressure had him groaning.
"S..sorry Lady Morrigan, I..."
Victoria placed the palm of her hand, the glove sticky with his precum, over his mouth.
"Lady is part of my name; shouldn't you be using another word?" Ted, his light blue eyes wide, nodded into her hand and she removed it from his face.
"Try again and tell me why you're whining like a little girl every time I touch you."
"Mistress Morrigan, please let me cum, please!"
"You sorry excuses for men have no patience, do you?" She grabbed his turgid cock, the head of which was as purple as his balls and squeezed the tip causing him to whimper as more precum flowed from his dick slit.
"Ohh" He groaned, "Its been a long time!"
"And do we have a time limit?" Victoria released his cock and peeled off one of the velvet gloves. Gripping him once more, she used his pre cum to make it slick and help her hand glide over his throbbing shaft. "Right, we do, I have plans late with someone worth spending time with," she sighed. "Maybe you won't come at all, or I could show some mercy."
He gasped when she pumped his cock faster, his pleasure increased by her now using her bare hand, her soft flesh pressed to his pulsing tormented shaft. His thighs were shaking and his hips rocked into her fist. Victoria knew that even with the ring as tight as it was, he was getting close. She slowed her stroking, enjoying his pathetic whimper.
"Oh, were you close?" she asked, "Were your balls ready to explode just from a hand job like a horny boy getting jerked off by his girlfriend in a car because she didn't think enough of you to use her mouth or let your sorry cock into her cunt? I wouldn't be surprised if even back then girls knew what a pathetic fuck you were."
"I...yes."
"Good thing for this ring because what did I tell you when we started?"
"If I came without permission you would..." he moaned when her hand moved faster again. "Put me in the chastity cage and leave me here like this for the staff to find."
Victoria cocked her head, her eyes bright behind the black leather mask that featured the eyes, nose and mouth trimmed in blood red and adorned with horns of the same color that rose several inches over her head.
"And?"
"And I'd be in that cage for two weeks."
"At least," Victoria pumped him harder and leaning over, placed her mouth just over his cock. Parting her ebony coated lips, she breathed on his quivering flesh and slipped her tongue out gently teasing the tip over his frenulum.
"Oh, please...please...stop!"
"Stop?" She cocked her head as she stroked his swollen cock, "A minute ago you were begging me to continue? Which is it Ted? Do you wish to cum or not?"
"I want to cum!" He whined, "But only when you say I can."
"Good answer." She released his cock then gently ran her long nails over his bloated testicles. "You just saved yourself because I was going to jerk you off and make you cum just to stop your whimpering and for the satisfaction of slapping that cage on such a whiney little pup."
When he didn't respond, she flicked the head of his cock with her finger causing him to cry out.
"There should have been a thank you just now." She shook her head, "And you would have seen that flick coming if you hadn't misbehaved and had your pillow removed."
"Sorry mistress."
"Moving your hips and thrusting your cock into my mouth like an impatient little boy, but so far that's all you've proven to be."
'Sorry Mistress."
"And now you're a parrot? Sorry mistress" she sneered, "Sorry, I am sooo sorry! Sorry and please seem to be the only things you can say."
"S...Yes, Mistress."
"Nice catch." She laughed while wiping a few strands of her sweat dampened hair from where it was plastered to her neck. "Hot as hell in here, isn't it?"
Without waiting for his reply, she turned and walked over to the bar along the wall. She could feel his eyes on her and knew even in his distress Ted would be hungrily eyeing her while still holding out hope she might let him inside her.
Naked other than the one elbow length glove on her left arm, knee high stiletto heeled boots, and the ever present mask she wore that covered the upper portion of her face, Victoria's body was on full display.
Years of the gym, running, yoga, and self-defense classes had her long legs not just well shaped, but firm and toned. Her ass wasn't that busty but still had a nice curve, and tight enough to bounce a quarter off of as an older sub once told her a few years ago.
As enticing as her legs and ass were they weren't what caught most men's attention when they saw her from behind the first time. That would be the tattoo that covered her entire back from her shoulders to just above the curve of her ass.
The piece, done in back ink with gray shading and some well placed red and yellow, was mural of the Irish Goddess of war Morrigan. Winged, topless, her dark hair flying about her head and her red eyes blazing.
A wolf stood on either side of her with a pair of crows on her shoulders. Rather than holding a sword or other weapon of war, Morrigan held an evil looking flogger in one hand and a pair of manacles in the other.
Her legs clad in thigh high boots, one was lifted, her spiked heel on the back of a man cowering before her. Starting at the tip of one wing and arcing across the backs of her shoulders to the tip of the other were the words Feminai Potestas.
Between the mask, fearsome tattoo and her height of 5"10, Victoria was as physically imposing as she was sexually and it added to the aura of power and control needed to be seen as a true goddess by the men who worshipped her.
Victoria bent over to open the small fridge under the bar, giving Ted a good look at her pink cunt peeking out between her thighs, her clit piercing gleaming in the brightly lit room. She removed two bottles of water and placed one against her flushed sweaty chest.
She rolled it between her breasts which were as flawless as the rest of her body. Not overly large but far more than a handful and sitting high and proud. She ran the bottle over both her nipples, sighing at the shocking cold sensation against her swollen flesh accentuated by the silver hoops through them.
Her eyes shifted to the mirror over the bar, not to take in her reflection but to watch Ted craning his neck on the bed to see her. She completed her show which she knew he could see in the mirror and rolled the bottle down her tight flat stomach, past the silver chain dangling from her navel and stopping just over the neatly trimmed triangular patch of dark hair between her thighs.
Victoria opened the bottle of water and chugged half of it before pouring some of the remaining contents over her breasts to flow down her upper body to cool her off. She'd instructed Ted to turn the thermostat as high as it would go when he arrived and by the time she got there, deliberately a half hour late, the room was already hot, but after an hour of tormenting him, it was sweltering.
Now it was time to get back to the job at hand. She briefly eyed the flogger on top of the bar. She'd already worked the multi-tailed whip over the sensitive skin of the soles of his feet, backs of his knees and crisscrossed his back with welts using more force than she would with any of her other subs because Ted got off on the pain far more than they did.
She imagined being on his back the sweat was causing the small raised red marks to sting even more and had no doubt it added to his excitement.
"Hmm, that was refreshing," she faced him once more and reached between her legs, rubbing her pussy, spreading it open, "And the most satisfying thing to touch my pussy all evening."
She saw a look of annoyance cross his face and a smirk appeared on hers. Partly because he rarely let her game visibly piss him off so she saw it as a win, and also to add to that flash of rebellion in him.
Returning his gaze calmly, Victoria took in his naked form. Ted was tied to the bed, the nylon straps around his wrists bound to the headboard and his legs spread open, ankles tied by longer straps that reached the legs of the bed.
Ted was five years older than her and owned a relatively successful construction company. He still worked on sites alongside his crew and his body was on the leaner side but not a soft spot to be found, the muscles in his arms and forearms standing out, a deep chest and a chiseled stomach.
Not large or muscle bound but the type of man who was far stronger than he looked because he'd never been to a gym in his life, his workouts were years of physical labor. Victoria had to admit he was an impressive sight, his skin slicked with sweat, further defining the hard lines of his body.
The hardest part of that body at the moment was his impressive cock which had been kept erect with the cock ring and her teasing for well over an hour.
"No apology?" she asked while leaning against the bar.
His eyes shifted from her cunt to her breasts then to her face, "I am sorry you are not satisfied, my mistress."
"Not as sorry as you will be if you have to make another apology." She cupped her left breast and stroked her nipple, "Sad that my own finger feels better than your tongue."
She continued to play with her nipple and breathed through her parted lips as her cunt responded. He had licked her to two powerful orgasms while she had teased and toyed with his helpless cock, but she was ready for another.
Then the final part of her game, which if he handled himself properly, would lead to something she badly needed after the stress of the day, and he needed even more than she did. Ted had told her once he was a straight arrow, no smoking, no drinking, and no drugs.
Sex, more specifically being dominated by a woman, was his addiction and The Lady Morrigan was his drug and one hell of a rush, but like any drug one needed more to get high and Victoria had increased the dosage.
Like Lady Scarlett had done with her and others, Victoria had begun mentoring a young domme. Carrie, a twenty four year old redhead with the build of a slender angel and the persona of a sexual demon and went by the title Mistress Bethany had sought her out on Fetlife and Victoria had taken her under her wing.
She'd emulated Scarlett's method and topped the younger woman in their first encounter, but she was more prideful than Victoria had been back then and balked at several requests. Victoria called in one of her subs who went by the name Vlad and never given her his real name.
He'd been a good boy for her in every session so she invited him over and had him fuck Carrie doggy style while going down on Victoria. Carrie didn't say anything but the defiance in her ice blue eyes wasn't proper.
Victoria allowed Vlad to cum inside Carrie, then briefly fucked her with a strap on and demanded she suck the mess from it before having her bend over the desk and taking her in the ass while she sucked Vlad off from start to finish which took some time.
Their next meeting Carrie was demure and apologized for her misbehavior, offering Victoria anything she wanted. Victoria told her that wouldn't be necessary as long as she showed her no more defiance as she, at times literally, taught her the ropes.
Carrie didn't live far from the hotel and after flogging Ted and binding him to the bed had her come by. Donning a black feathered mask as soon as she entered the room, the young woman rode Ted's face while verbally degrading him and pinching and torturing his nipples with clamps and hot wax.
Victoria knew as well as Ted played the part of a bottom, he didn't like doing it with young women and she could tell it was an effort for him to allow Carrie to have her way. His responses were proper and he obeyed, but his eyes spoke of his true feelings and Victoria called it out several times and smacked his tender nipples and soles of his feet with a crop each time she saw that look.
But that look fired her up and she hopped on his face after Carried had her turn and rode his tongue while Carrie took him into her mouth but simply held him there, using her tongue to slide over his shaft and head from time to time.
Each time he slipped and thrust his hips earned him a flick against his balls and another turn on the clamps capturing his nipples. Once she'd com,e Victora had Carria bend over in his face and demanded Ted ream her asshole.
Victoria had him in her mouth while that happened and Ted earned more punishment for the insult of his hips moving twice and pushing his cock deeper into her mouth, and for getting precum in it.
She thanked Carrie and made him do so. Three attempts and more torment to his swollen balls before she was happy with the sincerity of his appreciation and the red haired mistress in training was on her way.
Her eyes lingering on the clamps still affixed to his swollen abused nipples and letting the sight add to her once again growing arousal, she pushed herself from the bar. Opening the second bottle of water she opened the second bottle, she took a sip while sauntering over to the cot.
Victoria watched Ted's dark eyes wander up the long length of her legs and once again lock onto her pussy which at this point all he had done was taste.
"Are you thirsty, dog?"
"Yes."
"Would you like some water?"
"Yes please."
"Then a drink you'll get, but no favor The Lady Morrigan grants is free, so I think you'll have to earn it."
Resting the bottle against his side, Victora knelt on the bed with her back to him. Swinging her leg over his hips she straddled him and slid backwards until his face was between her thighs. She remained still, her cunt hovering inches from his face, seeing if he would slip and try to lick her.
"Good boy." She said in approval, "But I think it's only due to the lesson you learned when you overstepped your bounds with Lady Bethany and myself. That was after you earned a whipping from me when you didn't greet me with proper reverence when I arrived. You seem to be in the mood to suffer today, Ted. Is that true? Did some random slut flirt with you and make it so you came here full of yourself and thinking I'd want to be full of you?"
He grunted between her legs.
"In fact I bet the sweat is stinging your back laying there, isn't it?"
"Yes Mistress, but it's a pain of my own earning."
"Another good answer. Might be hope for you after all."
Picking up the bottle, Victoria reached back with her other hand and spreading her ass open poured the water down the small of her back. She sighed as the cold water slid over her ass and snapped,. "Go ahead and drink, lick it out of my ass."
Ted paused and Justine let her weight go, smothering his face with her cunt while clamping her powerful thighs tightly around his head. She waited until he began to gasp into her hot flesh and bucked beneath her. Raising up, she poured more water down her back.
"Try again."
He spluttered as the water entered his mouth while he was gasping for breath, but a moment later, Victoria moaned when his tongue pushed into her pink rosebud. He began flicking it around her puckered hole and she leaned back to give his tongue better reach.
"That's it," she said softly while pouring more water down her back, "Look at you, lapping water out of my asshole like a fucking dog."
"Thank you, mistress."
Tossing the empty bottle away she leaned over and taking his tortured cock between her lips, slowly, inch by inch, worked him deep into her mouth. He moaned, but his tongue continued to push into her ass, while his cock quivered against her tongue. Victoria worked her mouth back to the tip enjoying his body trembling beneath her and the soft whimper he emitted between her legs.
Despite his length and girth, Victoria effortlessly took him deep once more, and slipping her tongue out, licked his engorged and tender balls. At this point she had to give him credit, his hips weren't moving, but his entire body tensed as he fought for control of not only his hips, but his cock as well.
Victoria slowly bobbed her head and the whining behind her sent a wave of heat through her cunt. She released his cock, smiling at the way his turgid flesh desperately twitched. "What's the matter, pup, so you need to cum?"
"I...that is your decision, Lady Morrigan."
"Very good!" she exclaimed, "I think you may have earned that right."
She took his cock into her mouth, and this time went at it fast and hard. He cried out between her legs as she repeatedly deep throated him and his body jerked beneath her as he struggled to not fuck her mouth.
His whimpers were becoming higher pitched and his cock twitched each time she worked her lips back up to the tip. Victoria added nasty choking and gurgling sounds each time she took him down her throat to further excite him, then shook her head back and forth, her entire mouth working his cock.
"Oh...oh....oh Mistress, thank you!" He moaned, "Thank...no!"
He groaned when she sat up.
"I didn't say you earned the right to cum now." She said with an evil grin. "After all, shouldn't I cum once more before you do?"
"But...you've cum twice, please..."
"I don't have a limit on orgasms." She reminded him, "But my patience does have limits, and you seem to be telling me you can't last as long as I need you too. Let's see if I'm right. I think it's time for one last game. Are you ready?"
"Yes." He said in a tone that said anything but.
"I feel that your control is pathetic. If it wasn't for this device, you would have come already. But I could be unfair in that judgment, so I am going to remove it."
Victoria reached behind his balls and pressed the button that caused the leather straps to release, and tossed it on the bed. Ted's breath hissed between his teeth as the pressure was alleviated.


"Now the game is this. You will suck me off and while you do, I am going to take your cock into my mouth. If you make me cum before you lose control you will get to cum. But if I get so much as a drop of cum in my mouth, that cage goes on and you won't be cumming for a long time."
"But...you've already cum! It will take....Ow!"
He yelled in pain when Victoria gave the nipple clamps another turn. "Stop whining!"
"Sorry!"
"You're crying and bitching is the only thing about you that arouses me. You can get me off again if you have any skill." She said, "But that's my game and it begins now."
Victoria leaned back, shoving her pussy in his face and lowering her head took his cock into her mouth. She held it there, buried in her throat, her lips around the base of his shaft and moaned around it as his tongue began swirling around her clit.
Ted licked desperately; his tongue moving hard and fast over her clit trying to get her off as quickly as he could. Victoria tightened her lips around his throbbing cock, working her tongue back and forth.
Ted's body tensed and he moaned into her pussy as his legs straightened and his cock quivered. Victoria rocked back and forth, working her clit against his tongue, but also sliding his cock in and out of her mouth.
He was breathing hard into her hot pink flesh and moving his head back and forth, doing everything he could to stimulate her. Each of his breaths ended in a soft whimper as his cock was now jerking against her tongue. He'd been on edge so long just being held in her mouth was bringing him closer.
Victoria worked his cock part way out of her mouth then quickly took him deep. Ted moaned so pathetically between her sweat slicked thighs that her hips jerked, and a low moan escaped her around his quivering cock.
He began to lick faster and in response as she swirled her tongue around the base of his cock. He sucked her clit hard into his mouth, sucking hard enough to cause his lips to smack and working her hand between his legs she lightly caressed his balls with her nails. He was now whining continuously as he sucked and those sounds of desperation sent her over the edge.
Victoria squealed around his cock and ground her hips into his face as her third orgasm of the last hour tore through her. Ted was still whimpering and his body shaking beneath her as she tightened her lips around his cock, keeping him buried there even as she came.
A shudder went through her as the last of the orgasm flowed through her. She gave his cock several quick hard sucks to cause him to cry out, then slipped him from her mouth.
"Very good."
Swinging her leg over him, she spun on her knee to straddle him while facing him. Ted panted for breath, his face beet red and covered in a mixture of sweat and her wet gushing cunt.
"Now I guess I'll allow you to come." Sliding down, Victoria knelt between his thighs and taking his cock in her hand began flicking her tongue across the sensitive underside of the tip.
"Oh, please....please put it in your mouth!"
"You think you're coming in my mouth?" she stopped moving her tongue, "You come however I choose and I think this will do."
Victoria went back to licking his sensitive frenulum and could feel him jerking in her hand. Ted began breathing hard, his whimpering taking on an entirely new pitch as his yearning cock closed in on its release.
She continued licking him and when his hips started moving let it slide, as it was he was going to be in for a harsh surprise. Ted strained against his bonds, his taut arms lifting his back from the bed as he strained to come from just the touch of her tongue. He gasped and pumped his hips, while whimpering in frustration.
"Oh, fine, let's get this over with." Victoria jerked his cock in her fist.
"Oh thank you Mistress, thank you!"
"Don't thank me yet." Victoria smiled as she felt his cock swell, preparing to release the contents of hi swollen balls.
"Oh yes! Oh, thank...No!"
Ted cried out when at the last second, Victoria clenched her fingers tightly just under his tip, pinching him off.
"Oh fuck!" he moaned, "It..it hurts! Please Mistress have mercy!"
"Maybe a little." Victoria loosened her fingers.
The pressure that had built up caused him to release a cry that was as much pain and pleasure as a tremendous spurt of cum erupted from his cock with enough force to strike his own face where he was lying prone on the bed.
He spluttered through his cum splattered on his lips, then gasped when she pinched him off again. he groaned pitifully, his body squirming on the bed as his cock strained for release in her hand.
Victoria relieved some of the pressure, allowing another squirt before choking him off again. She continued to torment him, letting him spurt once then holding him back. Ted was moaning in both relief and discomfort and when his cock released only a trickle she removed her hand.
Ted lay there panting and struggling to catch his breath, cum splattered from his face down to his stomach. Scooping up some with her fingers Victoria asked,
"So tell me Ted, are you one of those men who are very sensitive after you cum?"
Without waiting for a reply, Justine rubbed the cum on the tip of his cock then placing her hand over it, twisted back and forth.
"No!" he screamed, his body jerking against his bonds, "Stop! Oh, please stop! Please!"
Victoria smiled down at him as his body contorted beneath her and he cried out repeatedly as she teased his over stimulated cock.
"I think it's time you earned my time here and fucked me"
Victoria swung her leg over his hips and guiding his cock to her cunt let her weight go, driving him deep inside her. He cried out and she allowed herself a low moan as his long thick cock stuffed her aching twat.
Bracing her hands on his chest Victoria began easing up and down, slowly riding him. When just the tip was inside, she wiggled her hips, working his head which at this point was a raw nerve.
"Oh," he whimpered, "I...I just came, I..."
"And you'll come again." She eased him back into her. "I know you take a pill before you see me. Your neck and face are red before we even start. I may as well take advantage of your pathetic attempt to deny your limits."
Victoria drove her hips up and down, riding him as hard as she could. Ted cried out as tormented cock plunged repeatedly into her sopping pussy.
"You sound like a little girl!" Victoria snapped, "I said fuck me!"
She pushed hard on his chest, shoving him down on the bed hard enough to cause him to sink into it. She established a perfect rhythm so that he would bounce up as she drove down and she smiled down into his sweat and cum covered face.
"I do love post orgasm torture, don't you?" She threw her head back, laughing harshly, another of the acting skills she'd perfected over the years. "That's it, show me you can handle a real woman, show me you're a ride worth taking and not a pathetic little boy!"
Victoria had to stop speaking in order to bite back yelping each time his large cock slammed inside her and as she continued to ride him like a mechanical bull at country western bar. Her eyes locked onto his and she smirked at him.
"You sound more like you're ready to beg me to stop than keep going! You get off on a hand job and now you're too tired to fuck?"
"I...I..." Ted trailed off unable to stop moaning as she assaulted his cock
"You better not be too tired you worthless little shit. If you start to go soft, I'll call Lady Bethany back and tell her to bring some friends and you'll be the center of a strap on merry go around and it won't be your mouth they'll be using."
Victoria slowed enough to slip her legs up so her knees were now digging into his hips and slammed down even harder onto him.
"You better fucking finish." She leaned over and hissed in his face, her eyes blazing and sweat trickling out behind the mask to drip onto his cheeks, "You better fuck me until you come or you'll be the laughing stock of Fet when I post what a sorry disgrace of a fuck you are!
She rose higher and shoved her right breast in this face. He hesitated for barely a heartbeat, but it was enough "What? You have your mistress's tit in your face and you don't suck it?"
He moaned something unintelligible and took her nipple into his mouth. Victoria reached out grabbed the headboard and using it for leverage drove down harder onto him. Her breath hissed between her teeth as she was fucking him so hard it was becoming uncomfortable for her as well, but that slight pain fueled her lust and stopping the next time he was buried deep within her, she unstrapped the bonds around his wrists.
"It's obvious you're never going to be able to cum like this, so I'll give your sorry ass a chance to do the fucking."
Sliding off him, she turned on the bed and after releasing his legs, lowered herself to her hands and knees, her ass pointing in the air. "Get up here and fuck me, now!"
Ted groaned as he struggled to get to his knees, but when he grabbed her hips and thrust into her it was hard enough to cause her to slip and release a high pitched yelp.
"That's better, I can almost feel it now!" She looked over her shoulder, peering at him from between strands of her dark hair that had fallen across the mask. "Now keep it up, fuck me hard enough that I know I'm getting fucked, make me remember it later tonight, if you can."
Ted shook the sweat and cum from his face and sliding his hands up over her slick back, grabbed her shoulders. He fucked her with long hard strokes that caused her eyes to roll back in her head as the bed rocked beneath them.
Victoria let herself go and began letting him know he was fucking her pretty good for a minute, then forced herself to hold back and become silent as he pounded away on her.
"Is that it?" she demanded, "That all you can do with that cock? Come on you little bitch, fuck me!"
He squeezed her shoulder more firmly, to the point his finger tips were going to leave bruises and once again the pain sent a thrill through her. Sliding her left arm beneath her she found her clit and began rubbing it as he fucked her.
"Harder!" she cried, lowering her head to the cot so her ass rose higher and she could better pleasure herself. "A woman with a strap on would fuck me harder than this!"
Ted leaned forward and drove into her even harder and Victoria squealed as he thrust into her so hard she almost pitched forward into the headboard, "Yeah, that's it! Fuck me like you know you want to! I know what you're thinking; you're thinking this fucking bitch, this fucking slut! Well, go ahead, you have my permission to fuck me like the bitch I am!"
He continued to tear into her, and Victoria thrust her hips back, driving him even deeper as her thighs trembled. Her clit was over stimulated and more than a little sore as her fingers blurred across it, but her body was gearing up for orgasm number four and hearing him moaning with each long stroke behind her she decided to add to the game.
"You don't cum until I do!" she called out then snapped, "You don't slow down! You fuck me that fast and hard and you don't cum!"
He gasped and continued his assault on her cunt as her breath caught and she felt herself teetering on the edge.
"Oh pleeeese" he whimpered behind her, "Please cum!"
His whining sent her over the edge and this time Victoria didn't hold back. Lifting her head she howled like an animal as her orgasm exploded through her and her cunt contracted around his plunging cock.
Behind her, Ted cried out and she could hear him groaning as he fought to control himself. Victoria writhed against him, grinding her quivering twat back into him as she felt him trying to shorten his strokes to hold back.
She released another long loud squeal and shoving herself backwards buried him to the hilt in her sloppy cunt. Releasing her clit, she reached back further and grabbing his balls gave them a squeeze.
"I...No!" Ted called out and she felt a warm squirt inside her.
Victoria pulled herself away from him, feeling more cum strike the cheek of her ass and rolling onto her back, grabbed his cock and pumped it, allowing his cum to spray her tits. Ted moaned as she jerked him, moving his cock from side to side to paint both of her heaving tits. When she could coax no more from him, she gave him a tired smile, "Not bad, Ted, not bad at all." The smile turned into a smirk, "you almost made it."
"Mistress, I...I am so sorry, I..."
"Its okay. I was a little unfair at the end."
"So you're...not going to punish me?"
Victoria looked at him, taking in his impressive body and his tired red face streaked with sweat and some of his own cum still on his chin
"Well I don't know. I don't want to, but..." opening her legs, Victoria spread her pussy open and contracting her muscles, pushed, causing his cum to ooze from her slit, "That mess is not acceptable."
Ted stared down at the puddle trail of pearly white cum trickling from her slit and with a delicious air of resignation slid down between her legs and lapped at her oozing cunt. Victoria sighed as he slurped and sucked, cleaning her out and swallowing the salty sticky mix of his load and her juices.
"Good boy" she purred, running her nails gently through his hair.
"Thank you, Mistress," he said softly. "Shall I shower you now?"
"I'd like that," Victoria sat up, leaning her back against the headboard. "But in a little while." She patted the bed next to her. "We can drop the game."
"If that's what you'd like." Ted gave her a cautious smile as he slid up next to her.
"It is." She reached behind her head removed the mask, frowning at the amount of sweat in it.
"I must look like a hot mess." She put the mask on the nightstand next to her.
"Least you don't have cum on your face." Ted joked as he rose from the bed. He vanished into the bathroom and came back with a small towel he'd wet in the sink and gently wiped her face with the soft cool material.
"That's nice," she released a satisfied sigh as he ran the towel over the top of her red chest and her sweaty tits. The cool sensation over her nipples caused them to stiffen and he gave each an affectionate kiss.
"That was an amazing session." He wiped at his face as he leaned back next to her. "Not going to lie, bringing that kid in here kind of pissed me off."
"That kid is a rising star in the game, and I was one already at a younger age than her." She laughed softly. "We all need on the job training."
"I suppose, and it was a new trick, that put in my place having to listen to a girl only a little older than my son."
"I won't do it again," Victoria told him.
"You do whatever you want, you're my mistress."
"But not in this moment," she replied. "Right now, I'm back to being me, with all the reality and none of the fun."
"Seeing I'm off the leash so to speak, that sounded like you have something on your mind." Ted noted. "Tough day doing whatever it is you do other than this?"
"Yeah, new drama that brought back some old drama."
"Revisiting a tough time?"
"You ever look back on a situation that happened when you were younger and even though it was a long time ago, it still upsets you?"
"I've had a couple of those, I think we all have." Ted shrugged and rested his hand on her thigh. Victoria knew that was going a bit far as was the fact she'd dropped character. But the conversation was different than this level of familiarity, still, she let it go.
"But not just what happened but how you handled it?"
"I think that's part of any shitty memory, all the things we did or didn't do that was part of it."
"I had a weak moment. Not weak enough to completely surrender to the situation but enough that it still gets to me."
"I understand, but we can't go back and change things so we're just driving ourselves crazy with that."
"Rationally you're right, but we're not always rational."
"Who are you telling, I let you degrade me, whip me and eat my own creampie. How rational is that?" Ted asked, trying to look serious, then losing the battle and smiling.
"Good point," she returned the smile while thinking he had a great one. The kind of genuine smile that touched his eyes.
"You know, every time I've done this, and I've been into this for a few years now, I always think of it as role reversal."
"Do you play the top sometimes?"
"No, never. But life in general. I run the company. From the office to the sites, everyone asks me for permission on everything, does as I say, some people get nervous when I'm around because I'm a perfectionist and I can be kind of demanding.
"Then I come to see you and I give up all control. You're the boss and I have to obey. It's like turning the tables. Know what I mean?"
"I do, it's something we learn right away as far as what subs are looking for and its basically surrender."
"Its not just sex, its authority and control in general. When I'm doing this, I have no responsibility other than making you happy, and getting whatever happiness you allow." He flashed another smile. "Today I got to be very happy."
"Today's bullshit got me wound up." Victoria admitted. She started to ask a question, then stopped.
"Something on your mind?"
"Ted, do you ever date? Have normal encounters with women?"
"Once in a while, but nothing serious or I wouldn't do this. I believe in monogamy but haven't met that person yet. Why? Do you?"
"That's not for you to know." She answered with an edge to her voice.
"The Lady Morrigan returns," he joked.
"She never really leaves, just lurks in the background while I pretend I'm normal."
Victoria looked down at his hand on her leg and wondered what it would feel like if she took it in hers. Not the physical aspect, but more the feeling beyond it, two people sharing a nice moment.
"That sounds heavy." Ted noted. "You know, I'm always around if you want to get a drink and talk. But if you don't want that, then..." he nodded toward the bathroom. "Normal people take showers when they're all sticky and sweaty. I'd love to wash that gorgeous hair of yours."
"I think you earned that reward," she replied, a small smile playing about her full ebony smeared lips. "But just for you. It does nothing for me."
"Neither do I most of the time according to you, so it works out."
"It does, and I would allow it."
"Speaking of allowing," Ted gave her a sheepish grin. "I brought my bag; can I do your nails?"
"I've been doing this close to twenty years and you're the only man I've met that's into that." Victoria admitted. "I brought a teal dress for when I meet up with someone later, you have that shade?"
"I do, a shower and a mani pedi for my Mistress." Ted rose from the bed and extended his hand to her. "Shall we?"
Victoria eyed his hand, her mind returning to the thought she'd just had.
"I'll lead the way," she rose from the bed, turned her back to him and walked toward the bathroom.
Chapter Four
"Damn, look at you!" Robin slipped into the tall chair across from Victoria at the small table for two she'd commandeered when she'd arrived at the Black Diamond a few minutes ago. "You're actually showing some skin!"
Robin's comment referred to the fact Victoria had forgone her 'church lady' appearance and wore the one piece sleeveless teal blue dress she'd brought with her to the hotel. The dress wasn't of the free lunch variety, but suggested fun and flirty, the hem just long enough to not be called a mini but short enough to show off her legs.
The top of the dress was on the snugger side with a neckline that plunged low enough to show off her impressive cleavage and a hint of the light blue bra she wore beneath it.
Her fingers and toes were tipped in the same shade of blue, courtesy of Ted painting them for her before she left. He'd done a good enough job that she'd let him fuck her feet but due to her already taking two loads from him it wasn't quick and she'd resorted to telling him if he didn't finish, she'd take her feet away from and it would be another month before he'd see her again.


The Viagra came in handy, helping him to be able to come three times in a couple of hours-and having already come for the picture before the hotel, but he still had to strain to get there. Victoria loved the way he whimpered as he switched to frantically jerking his cock which at several points began to soften.
Each time it did, she repeated her threat this time adding that her other boytoys were younger and never had a problem giving her all that she wanted. When he came, barely more than a few weak dripples on the tops of her feet, the sound he made was as much relief as pleasure.
Such a sexy sound she'd risked being late by having him give her another orgasm but by pressing her vibrator to her clit because she'd already given him more than he deserved and he couldn't touch her again.
She hadn't planned anything beyond him painting her nails, but she was anxious over the impending conversation with Robin and nerves tended to increase her libido in an attempt to wear herself out enough to calm down mentally and emotionally.
It seemed to have worked down to her decision to give Robin the thrill of seeing her dress less reserved than usual. She glanced down at her feet visible in the heeled sandals that buckled around her ankles, briefly thinking of Ted's cock between them and the thin white stripe he'd left across them.
Think happy thoughts, right?
"Glad you approve," she raised her hand to signal one of the waitresses working the floor.
A young blonde in sky high heels and a skirt just as high hurried over.
"I'll have another Long Island Iced tea," Victorie gestured to Robin, "She'll have an Apple Martini."
The waitress gave them a quick smile that Victoria was sure was nowhere near as high wattage and inviting as the one she'd use with male customers. Good for her, if you had it work it. The trick was getting something out of it but not giving them anything other than hope that eventually turned to disappointment.
So much for happy thoughts, she scolded herself. Robin was her best friend, just about her only friend if she were honest, and this was a conversation, one normal people had all the time.
Normal people confided their problems both past and present to their friends. The only thing wrong with this was Victoria thinking something was wrong with it.
"Still in date mode, you're telling me what I'm drinking?" Robin smiled to show she was joking.
"I know what you like and first rounds on me. I pay, I pick."
"Fair enough and I would've wanted one anyway. Robin was still dressed as she had been at work and Victoria's always probing eyes had already seen a few men passing by give them a more than casual once over.
"Being you're you I guess I have to say no offense meant, but you look amazing Vicks. Your hair down, make up, you're beautiful."
"Thank you," she gave her head a toss, sending her long dark hair over her shoulder. "One does what one can."
"You have a lot to work with." Robin reached out and sliding her fingers under the strap over Victoria's right shoulder eased it over a couple of inches. "It's slipping down, I can see the edges of the letters on your back, not sure you want to show them."
"Thanks, I try not to."
"Now that I won't argue, huge demon lady with some other language over it is only hot to those weird goths, kind of creepy to other people."
"Works for me."
"What does that mean again. You told me but I forgot."
"Because I never told you. Come on, Robin that's lame even for you."
"Can't blame me for trying."
"Feminai Potestas; its Latin for feminine power."
"You take the act seriously."
"Its not an act, its a mantra for my life."
"What's defensive in Latin?" Robin put her hand up. "Okay, no more teasing, promise."
"Hey ladies!"
Victoria looked to her left to see two young men standing by the table. They appeared to be in their twenties, one dark haired and dressed in a simple t-shirt and jeans, the other, blonde, blue eyed, and pretty, wearing a designer button down shirt and slacks with even more expensive shoes.
"Hey yourselves," Robin replied, earning an eye roll from Victoria. "Can we help you?"
"I bet you can!" The blond laughed and flashed a smile that some could describe as enticing but to her screamed D-bag. "Mind if we join you?"
"This is a two seat table." Robin winced when Victoria kicked her in the shin to stop talking.
"Well, you lovely ladies will have to sit on our laps then!"
"Sorry, hon, I'm married." Robin told him.
"What about you, hot stuff, I don't see a ring."
"Single," she may as well set him up.
"Nice! Well, hey, you got two good looking guys here to choose form or," he leaned closer and gave her a lascivious flick of the tongue. "Maybe you don't want to choose."
"Boy," Victoria locked her eyes on his. "You have more shit in your hair than any woman in here and smell like Axe and daddy's money. How about you hit an under twenty one club, might be someone there you could impress."
"Whoa!" The dark haired guy laughed. "Lady's got sick burns!"
The pretty boy scowled at her and Victoria walked her fingers across the table.
"If you're on the slow side that means fuck off."
"Let's go Jake," The dark haired kid grabbed his arm and pulled him away from the table.
"Bitch! Try to throw you a pity fuck and you sling shit? Wouldn't fuck your used up cunt with his dick!"
"You'd need his dick seeing you obviously don't have one." Victoria put her middle finger to her lips and kissed it.
"Hey!" the waitress arrived with their drinks. "There a problem here?"
"Nah, that snotty twat isn't worth it." Jake spun and stormed away with the other kid trailing behind laughing.
"More like women with self-worth are a problem for the cold male insecurity crowd." Victoria sighed and picked up her drink. "Thank you."
"No problem and that kid's gotten tossed before so let me know if he comes back. I can have one of the guys walk you out later if you're worried."
"I've been training for close to twenty years," Victoria shrugged. "I won't be the one worried."
"Okay then!" The waitress laughed. "Flag me down if you need anything else."
"Axe and daddy's money. Did you make that up on the fly?" Robin sipped her martini. "It was great."
"I just open my mouth and bitch comes out." Victoria took two long swallows of the potent drink.
"Is that true? The martial arts?"
"I'm a red belt in Tai Kwon Do and done some mixed martial arts training. A woman has to know how to handle herself more than ever in these garbage times. That and when you play the games I do, you never know if the guy showing up is a legit sub or an asshole looking to teach the bitch a lesson."
Victoria lifted her glass toward Robin.
"Feminine power!" She said with a straight face, then laughed.
"Amen sister." Robin clicked her glass to hers and they each drank before setting their glasses down. "Okay, that was a fun distraction but let's talk about what happened today."
"Robin, I'm going to start this by saying its hard for me to open up about just about anything. You've been great to me and I appreciate it, and I know you're here for me, but I've always kept my life my life, and my feelings are even harder to share."
"You are a tough nut, all these years and I know you but feel I don't know you. All teasing aside walking in on you at the hotel was an eye opener and not for the obvious reason, just that it took me thirteen years to feel like I found out something personal about you."
"I know, but it was still embarrassing and that's one thing even more open people wouldn't want out there."
"You know I'd never tell anyone."
"You never told Tom? Seriously?"
"I'd be lying if I said I've been tempted but your lifestyle isn't mine to share."
"I'll ask that what I'm going to tell you tonight stays that was as well."
"You have my word." Robin put her hand over hers. "And I'll say you don't have to tell me anything other than why you threatened to walk out on me over Steve."
"Its all connected, you won't completely understand it unless I go back to the start."
"Its up to you, and I swear I will not make any jokes about whatever you tell me."
"First, I am so sorry about earlier. I acted like a child taking a tantrum and should have never threatened you the way I did. I hurt you and made myself look like a bitch and a fool."
"Forgiven and forgotten." Robin squeezed her hand. "But thank you."
"I was abused as a child," Victoria said softly.
"Oh my god, Victoria, that's awful!" Robin gasped. "I...seriously you don't have to say anymore if you don't want to."
"Not sexually, well not all the way I should say. My father got a little handsy with me a couple times when he was drunk, but mostly he was just free with his hands. Beat me and my brother, Vince, pretty good more than a few times.
"But he really did a number on my mother, raped her more than once." Victoria's jaw clenched and she took a long pull from her drink. "He'd hit her, drag her into the bedroom and we'd hear screaming and crying."
"That's..." Robin's eyes teared up. "I don't know what to say."
"Nothing to say. I remember back in college arguing with some piece of shit frat boy who said a husband can't rape his wife because she has no right to refuse him. I ended up giving him a black eye and he was so embarrassed he didn't show up for class for a week."
"Deserved it."
"Wish I could have given his father one too. That shit usually gets passed down from asshole to the next gen assholes. Anyway, my aunt came over one day and saw bruises on Vince then took me in the bathroom and asked me to take my shirt off and saw mine."
She called the cops, my father was arrested and my mother? She tried to defend him, say he didn't mean it, he just had a problem. I hated her for that for a long time until I was old enough to realize it's way more common than you want to think.
"But even back then what I saw was a woman so under the thumb of a man she'd allow herself to be abused and let it happen to her kids. She was so afraid he was going to blame her and come after her when he got out of jail, she took us to my aunts and asked her to watch us while she ran some errands."
Victoria finished her drink and shrugged.
"Never saw her again."
"I'm sorry to hear that."
"I'm not." Victoria waved her hand. "My aunt, my father's sister by the way, was nothing like him. She was a good woman and her and my uncle Gabe were granted guardianship of us and eventually adopted us. She couldn't have children and they loved us as their own.
"Vince and I were calling them mom and dad since before the adoption and we still do."
"Good people." Robin wiped at her eye. "Look at me, I'm getting misty. I'm so glad you and your brother made out okay, a lot of kids don't."
"You're right, but what I went through didn't seem as bad to me as my mother. To be treated like that and act like nothing was wrong, or that she deserved it? I'd find out down the line that my birth mother's father also hit his mother. She was raised thinking this was how it was."
"Cycle of abuse." Robin sighed. "Dad's an asshole yet somehow too many women seem to look for him and find one just like him."
"That wasn't going to be me. I loved to read, especially mythology and I read about all the bad ass goddesses and warriors, even demons and witches. Women with power, women who took no shit, women who not only would never be controlled by a man but would control them."
"Being Irish, Morrigan was my favorite. Goddess of war, fate, prophecy and death. That's the name I use for my games. The Lady Morrigan."
"Bad ass, but doesn't say sexy to me." Robin pointed out.
"Its not about sexy, it's about power. Morrigan held the fate of men in her hands as do I in a much less dramatic way."
"Way less dramatic."
"Morrigan meant something different to me as a young girl, I wanted to be her because she could kill men like my father. When I got older and into the lifestyle, I didn't want to use my name or a fake common name, I wanted a title and that's what I went with."
"Yeah, Lady Vicky doesn't have the same power to it." Robin chuckled. "I'm sorry I said I wouldn't joke."
"Not a joke, you're right to an extent. But before that point you can imagine that what my father did to me and what I saw him do to my mother affected me when it came to boys."
"Afraid of them?"
"Afraid of being controlled by them. I was attracted to boys; I watched porn and when I masturbated it was to what I watched. Sex looked fun, I was interested but most porn is male driven fantasy and I kept thinking I won't be treated that way."
"But most porn is consensual," Robin argued. "No one's getting hurt."
"This is about control, Robin. Who dictates those scenes?"
"The women usually come onto the men like they've never seen one before." Robin sighed.
"Exactly! The women in those movies act the way men want them to. "Oh, oh, you're so hot, let me get on my knees and suck it! Just stick it in all my holes and if I'm lucky you'll grope my tit!"
"You need to talk like that at work!"
"The point is, the women are serving the men. No, not in a pure dominant sense but in the way that women should just melt and put out for them. Most porn is designed for the guy watching to say "Look at that guy, he's the man and look at that horny slut!"
"If you look for something hard enough, you'll see what you want." Robin noted. "But I understand with what happened to you and how you felt about your mother it makes sense."
"You're right, most women don't see it that way and even less men would want to. Porn is for fun, fun on a solo level or fun for couples looking to work themselves up a bit. Watch it, do it. They don't see the deeper connotation, and that's fine."
"Ignorance is bliss, to each their own and all that. But average adult material can push young women to think they need to act like that for their precious men." Victoria's lips curled into a sneer. "Have to condition them young to be good little girls and do anything men want while they do nothing for them. That's how I see it and that's what matters here."
"Okay, you're getting a little angry, I'm just trying to understand."
"First time I've really talked about this to anyone except the woman who trained me."
"Trained?"
"We'll get there. I was an early bloomer, tall for my age, my breasts developed earlier than most girls so of course I got a lot of attention from boys. I rejected that attention for so long I got the rep as either being into girls or just a boring bitch, kind of like people see me now.
"But I was attracted to men, my curiosity was growing as were my desires to experience all those things I watched and jilled off to. There was someone I had a crush on, thought he was so hot.
"He asked me out twice and I said no both times and each time was pissed at myself for it. Why couldn't I say yes? When I saw another girl talking to him and being flirty, I waited until she left then went over and I asked him out. He was thrilled and we went on a couple of dates.
"One night in the car he leans over to kiss me. I pushed him away. He's a bit put off and not sure I blame him; it was just a kiss. I thought about it that night and knew if I wouldn't even let him do that then it wasn't going to last.
"Next date we're in the car and this time I lean over and kiss him." Victoria smiled. "It felt so good, but yet the next time when he tried to initiate it, I turned my head. He stopped and looked confused, I don't blame him, but when he did stop, I turned around and kissed him.
"I think I see where this is going." Robin nodded, then finished her drink and held up two fingers to the waitress as she passed by.
"You're right it was the beginning of me always being in control. It was like that with everything. We were making out hot and heavy at his house, and he tries to put his hand on my tit, and I pushed it away and told him not to do it.
"Next time? I grabbed his hand and not only put it there, but a couple minutes later, took it again and slid it under my shirt. It worked this way with everything. He asked me to go down on him, I said no but a few days I told, not asked, but told, him to go down on me.
"He wasn't really good at it, but not like I knew that at the time, but he made me cum then basically asked if it was his turn and I told him he had to wait until Friday and this was Tuesday.
"Chris was a good guy, and I think he had picked up on the fact he could get what he wanted but I had to be the one to decide when and how. I made good on my promise, but after I told him he had to take care of me first. I had no idea where it came from but even said if he didn't make me come fast enough, he wouldn't get anything.
"He delivered and so did I, but I kept asking him to say please, to tell me what he wanted and I stopped a couple of times and teased him that I was done and had him begging me to finish."
"I wanted him then and there. I was so fucking wet. My cunt ached for him. He was so hard in my mouth and all I could think of was having it inside me. But I finished him with the blow job.
"Sex was the same, he kept asking, I kept saying no. Then the night came when we were playing and I had to have it, but again. My terms. Most women's first times are missionary. They lay there and their lover slides on in and takes them."
She paused when the waitress brought their drinks and took a sip of hers.
"He was on his back, I was going down on him, then slid up and rubbed my twat on him, ground into him. He was moaning and I was so ready but still hesitating. Then he said please, please Victoria? Please let me have it, please don't tease." She released a long breath. "His begging had me gushing, had me telling him to keep begging."
"I couldn't take it anymore and slipped him inside and rode him. I'd already gotten him off with my hand earlier. Why not my mouth? Because I told him he wasn't worth a blow job that night and if he didn't want my hand, he could use his.
"I went fast at first, enjoying having a cock inside me for the first time, then I slowed down, lifted off him, told him we were done, got him to beg for more then gave it to him, then took it away. I slid up on his face and told him get me off or no more sex."
"Wow, this was a first time?"
"Go big or go home, right? After he got me off, I told him he did a good job and earned a reward and got on my hands and knees for him. This time I just let him take me and loved every minute of it."
"Next time out I pushed the game harder, had him suck my toes to prove he was good enough with his tongue to lick my cunt. When we fucked I had him pull out and cum on my feet. Next time we did that I asked him to suck a little off my toe and if he did I'd suck it from his mouth."
"He balked and I ignored his calls for two weeks. Then I called him and told him if he wants to see me he'll do as I asked, and he did. I'll stop there, you get the point. Looking back, I think I was lucky to be with someone out of the gate who would accept that, most guys wouldn't. Every once in awhile I think of Chris and wonder if he's a full blown sub at this point, or it was a phase."
"Maybe he was just a sub for you. Not every woman acts like that either, especially not that young."
"I ended up seeing another guy, this one a few years older and I played the game with him once we got in the bedroom and again, he looked kind of ticked off, but I was naked and right there and never underestimate the weakness of men thinking with their little head and the power of the pussy."
Victoria laughed and pointed at Robin.
"Ever stop and think about what a Pink Orchid really represents? Pink flower, soft petals? Hmmm?"
"I...wow, no but I see it now."
"The ultimate source of feminine power is right between our legs. Because we can be empowered in many ways, but that's what will ultimately make every man weak. Some women use theirs to get nice things, to hook the right guy, to get a promotion, or use it as a career as an escort or porn star."


"Not sure that's empowering. It's getting what you want through sex."
"Sex is power, Robin. For women its getting what we want by using what they can't resist and as long as its on our terms? Then that is empowering.
"Know why men slut shame? Why they denigrate sex workers or attractive women in general who sleep around and have fun? You know, the same thing they do, but its okay for them?"
"I'm sure you're going to tell me!" Robin flashed a quick smile then tipped back her drink.
"Because we're not giving it to them. We have what they want but only get it if we decide. That woman they call a whore? Would be a good woman if she were sucking his dick, wouldn't she?
"Sex is power but it's also a gift. A gift you give to a man who is good to you, to a man you care about and want to make happy, a gift you give to your husband to show him you're his and to make him yours."
"Goddamn, Vicks, start a podcast, this is a next level sex workshop you're giving me here."
"See, you ask me to talk and I can't stop talking."
"No, its great, its good for you to voice what you feel. Moreso for you because you never talk to anyone about anything personal."
"You know I came here from Milwaukee which isn't a small city by any means, but it's a far cry from the major east or west coast cities and I don't mean just population, but far wilder in the party and after hours scene."
"Who you telling, I'm originally from Iowa." Robin said. "Milwaukee was Vegas compared to there."
"I joined fetlife when I came here to go to BU. Looking back, not the smartest thing to be a just shy of nineteen girl on a BDSM meet up site, but it worked out for me. Enjoyed the chat rooms where I met people who made me feel like I was less of a freak than I thought and had a few hookups as well.
"That's where I learned that although I was good at topping from an amateur level my game needed some work. I was told that, and very nicely by one of the guys I had a session with, a fifty year old Ceo who..."
'And you were eighteen?" Robin raised her eyebrows. "I know you were a legal adult but how is a girl that young taken seriously by a guy like that?"
"More of a turn on to some," Victoria shrugged. "But going back to your crack earlier, I was new meat and never underestimate young and hot because my profile pics were pretty racy."
"You weren't worried about someone in school seeing them?"
"You saw me at the hotel. Even back then I was smart enough to wear a mask. Had a cheap cat mask from the Halloween store at the start," she shook her head. "Embarrassing now."
"The guy asked me how serious I was. If this was something I was trying as a game for awhile or did I want to learn and get better. I told him I wanted to be like some of the women on there that had been doing it for years and were a legit dominatrix.
"The kind of woman that when men in the lifestyle heard their name their first thought was they would do anything just for the privilege of licking her boots."
"I don't even get that kind of reaction from Tom." Robin lamented.
"You're a sexy woman, my friend, but you and Tom have standard desires and don't think that way. But? I'd love you to try to tell him to do it and see what he does."
"But even if he did, we've been together a long time. I still can't believe total strangers can meet and do this."
"Best if you get some regulars and you build trust and comfort, learn what they enjoy most and they get to know how to please you." Victoria hesitated then figured she'd already gone down the rabbit hole and added. "I have four in the rotation right now."
"You sleep with four different men? Regularly?" Robin whistled. "I get the same meal every day and you have a buffet."
"We don't sleep together, I never spend the night. It would ruin me as a domme' in their eyes. That, and I don't want to. This isn't love, Robin, it's often not even affection, its lust and need. They need to be put in their place, and I need to be the one to do it. In some ways the sex is secondary to the rest of it."
"Four guys," Robin was now shaking her head. "You see all of them during the week?"
"No, I spread them out, I don't do this every night, but...there's been a few times I've been stressed and seen two or three in the same week."
"People would never peg you for that, for sure."
"They'd never peg me pegging anyone either."
"Pegging?"
"Fucking a man with a strap on, you'd be surprised how many like it."
"I think I would be," she shuddered. "Ugh."
"Ugh to you and most men, but again these are men who aren't beholden to idiotic and toxic stereotypes, they know what they want and enjoy it. The real surprise would be knowing how many men have fantasized about it but never would for fear of being judged.
"But the open minded and secure seek out women like me who give them what they want without judgement."
"Banging men, I think I'm more vanilla than I thought."
"They like to suck it to." Victoria smirked. "I've fucked a few women as well."
"You've....been with women?"
"Not recently or even all that often over the years but once in awhile one reaches out to me and catches my eye. They want to be roughed up and degraded and see a woman as being a safer choice as a man.
"That takes me back to the story you keep making me digress from. The guy put me in touch with one of those types of women. She went by Scarlett for her waist long fire red hair.
"I'd seen her ad and been blown away by the number of comments every time she posted. This woman sold it and toured the country, announcing where she'd be and when and she'd be booked solid within a couple of hours.
"We met up and she took me under her wing," Victoria sighed. "After I earned it by letting her top me a couple of times. That was my first time with a woman."
"But I thought you were all about control because of your father?"
"I initially didn't think I could, but it was different with a woman. That and she was the most gorgeous woman I'd ever seen. Made me feel like the young girl I was and her presence, her power over men. I wanted that and the only way to get it was to earn it the way I was already making men earn it.
"Looking back, I think she was a bit easy on me, higher on degrading and humiliating me than any real pain." She winced. "Other than a caning when I didn't get her off fast enough, but that one time got my tongue moving, trust me."
"I will because I'll never find out."
"After that she never asked that I be with her again, which made me respect her even more. It was a breaking in lesson; a onetime look at how it is from the side of the sub to help me understand it better.
"My lessons were watching her with men and her stepping back and letting me take over, coaching me along, stepping back in when I wasn't handling them correctly.
"Hey, never forget, I showed you the ins and outs of advertising," Robin interjected. "Just as important!"
"Very, or I might still need to be getting money from these guys. And money was what she brought up next. First, understand that as harsh as she could be in the game, Scarlett was a sweetheart and she cared about her regular subs and the women she taught and in a twisted sense was a sort of mother figure as much as mentor.
"She taught us how to be choosy, what to watch for, to never have a session at our own home because you didn't want them to know where to find you and to never go to theirs.
"Hotels and motels and they always paid for the room with a card and knew if they hurt us, they'd be caught. I could go on and on, but she took me to dinner, had long talks with me and about my personal life and what I wanted to do, my finances...
"I was working at a Target four nights a week and struggling. Scholarship took care of school and my dorm. But not books, clothes, all the things you need and Boston wasn't, and isn't, cheap.
"She asked me what I thought about being a pro and charging for my time. Make money doing something I was doing anyway. I didn't like the idea at first, said it would make me a whore.
"Then I got the empowerment speech I gave you, that I wasn't one of these unfortunate women selling sex to feed an addiction or being pimped or the other awful situations many are in, but I'd be doing this on my terms and what a compliment for a man to pay just for the honor of being your fucktoy for however long he paid.
"She added that for some of these men it was more of a thrill to pay. Made them feel more unworthy that they were only seen by a woman because of money not desire because otherwise they wouldn't even look at them."
"Vicks, I know a lot of people are into this and enjoy it but I have to say I find myself wondering if some of you have some underlying issues?"
"Like me, you mean?" Victoria asked. "I told you what first drove me to this and even to this day I have never once let a man simply have me."
"Have you is a strong term. I think you just mean go on a date and go back home for some fun on equal footing and you not in Morrigan mode."
"Maybe that's part of the issue. I see any other form of sex as giving in," She put her hand up to cut Robin off. "Even though rationally I know its not."
"You never get the urge? Just meet a nice guy, grab dinner have a nice night?"
"I think of it sometimes," she leaned back in the chair. "Funny because the way people fantasize about things I do or other kinky things or fetishes is the way I see a normal encounter. Could be fun but at the same time, best to not find out."
"Are you saying..."
"I haven't been on an actual date since high school, and I've never spent a night with a man."
"That's...not natural, Vicks. You can go bad bitch all you want, but people need affection and human contact that's not tying someone to a bed or licking your shoes or whatever else you do."
"What I do is right for me. I'm telling you my story, then I'll tell you why it matters as far as today went. I'm not asking for advice on my life choices." Victoria heard how defensive she sounded and tried to soften her now tense tone. "But I do question myself more as time goes on.
"Thing is I don't know if I could give up the game. Tom's an amazing man but I need someone who can be who I need them to be."
"Find a sub with benefits." Robin suggested. "One who enjoys Lady Morrigan but you know well enough to let him spend some time with stubborn as hell Victoria. She's a nice girl behind those baggy clothes and walls she put up. Has a lot to offer besides recreational beatings."
"Can I use that for a personals ad?" Victoria couldn't help laughing but even as she did Robin's casual sub with benefits comment wasn't so easy to dismiss because in what she saw as weak moments, the idea had crossed her mind.
"Does the please beat me site have a dating page?"
"I'll ignore that. I decided to give selling my services a try and did very well for myself. I bought myself a car before I turned twenty and began sending money to mom and dad every month because they didn't have a lot and I wanted to pay them back for helping me.
"They kept asking where I got it and I lied and said I was working in a high-end restaurant in the Northend and getting hundreds a week in tips, and those waiters and waitresses do. Lot of high rolling wannabe mafiosos there along with men spoiling their sidepieces."
"You do have a cheery way of seeing things, I'll give you that."
"I don't sugar coat shitty reality is how I see it. I did that all through college and there were points I wondered why I just didn't keep going. If I left school and could be available all the time? Few careers would pay me what I could make. I imagine even where I am now I could have had a few years ago.
"But there are risks with the law, always the chance I get someone who could be pretending and looking for a chance to hurt some snotty bitch who thinks she's something. Someone finding out...
"That and I found doing it for money took some of the thrill away. I saw men I wouldn't have chosen on my own and rather than organically feeling it so to speak, I found I was faking it more and more often.
"Made me think of bands when they go on a tour and for 300 nights play the same songs over and over and for years on end when it's a hit song. Don't get me wrong, I was damned good even when I wasn't all in, in fact sometimes it helped me show even more disdain, blaming them for my lack of interest."
"Clever."
"I was gaining a good reputation and following on the BDSM and escort sites I advertised on. Scarlett told me she was blown away with how popular I was after only four years, that I was ahead of her at that age.
"But I was in my final year of school and had begun working for A1 Studios..."
"Instead of me." Robin stared pointedly at her.
"I continued my night job, banking as much as I could because when A1 hired me on I'd quit and be living on less money than I was making as a domme."
"I remember you saying you were a shoe in to be brought on permanently, but then they went in another direction and didn't have room for you. Now years later I take it you're going to tell me differently?"
Victoria raised her hand, waving it toward the waitress and pointing at their once again empty glasses.
"I was told I'd be brought on by Steve junior based on my work, but then the different direction he went in was south as in he wanted me to head south."
Chapter Five
Victoria stared at her reflection in the bathroom mirror as she removed the clip from the back of her head. She shook out her long raven black hair, sending it flowing down over her back and shoulders.
She then gathered it in her hands and carefully pinned it back up. Jill, the other intern vying for the one permanent position A1 had available told her doing that with her hair made her look like an uptight librarian and was too old for her.
Victoria leaned closer to check out her makeup, which as always, she wore minimally, just enough to add some color to her cheeks and a shade of lipstick that matched the natural shade of her lips and more to keep them from getting dry than she did to accentuate them.
Not that she needed it, her lips were naturally full and sensual and good for exactly what men thought of when they looked at her, that is if she knew how to use them, and every guy in the place was convinced she didn't.
That was fine with her, as were Jill and other women's comments about her plain appearance and conservative mode of dress. As she often did, Victoria wondered what they would think if they saw her during her sessions.
Jill's comment about her hair not knowing that just two weeks ago, she'd wrapped it around a sub's cock and stroked him so slowly and edged him so many times it took well over an hour before he lost control and came in it.
That led to her putting him in a chastity cage which she told him he'd stay in until she saw him again in a week and maybe she'd unlock it. She then had him wash her hair in the shower before rimming her while she got herself off with a silver bullet because he wasn't man enough to make her come.
His desperate whimpers into her ass mixed with him begging for one more chance to please along with his tongue in her ass sent her into the type of orgasm she doubted any of Jill's college boyfriends had ever given her.
But here she was Victoria the 'you're pretty why don't you show it' dud that had people wondering if she were some type of conservative church girl type. She'd caught wind of a rumor she was probably still a virgin.
Victoria shook her head, a physical gesture to clear her mind. Steve Junior had e-mailed her to meet with him in his office at five. People left at five and she hoped it didn't mean she wasn't getting the job and he wanted to spare her the embarrassment of carrying out the items in her cube in front of everyone.
Or she was getting the job, and he didn't want Jill to know they were meeting was a possibility as well. She took a breath and checked the buttons on her long sleeve pink blouse she wore above a black loose fitting knee length skirt.
Her black leather boots were also knee high, which allowed no view of her legs, but did have a two inch heel, high for her in this environment but low by the standards of Lady Morrigan.
But she was in a hurry and couldn't find one of her low 'old lady' black pumps so she donned the boots to not be late. Victoria checked her eyes, vibrant green beneath the long delicate lashes she had no need to thicken or curl, but with a hint of red in them from being up until two am while keeping a forty year old lawyer up as long and often as she could for the five hundred an hour he was paying her.
She dipped into her purse to remove a small bottle of Visine and tilting her head back, put a couple of drops in each eye.
"Toking up a little too much?"
Her eyes shifted to see Margot, one of the women who worked in design, had entered, her coat over her arm.
"I don't smoke." Victoria put the drops back in her purse and noticing the top button of her blouse had come undone, rebuttoned it.
"Why am I not surprised. I'd ask if you were up late having a good time, but doubt you do that either."
She paused and Victoria took in the smirk and her waiting for a response to her oh, so clever, comment. When she didn't reply and just stepped back to smooth her skirt down, Margot scowled and walked to the other end of the bathroom, disappearing into a stall.
Victoria checked her phone, saw it was 4:55 and left the bathroom to walk through the rows of cubes and into the section that had actual offices, thinking one day she'd have one, she just had to keep learning whatever she could, work hard, and prove she deserved it.
She reached Steve's office and seeing his receptionist, Kelly, was already gone, she knocked lightly on his door.
"Come on in!" He called out and Victoria squared her shoulders, told herself this meeting was going to end well for her, and entered.
Steve wasn't at his desk but at the bar against the wall to her left. There was a bottle of coke next to a glass that he was pouring just as much Jack Daniels into it as there was soda.
"Vicky! Have a seat, what would you like to drink?"
"I prefer Victoria, please."
Steve took a sip of his drink, nodded in approval, and replied.
"Okay, Miss Victoria Please, what about the drink?"
"Nothing, thank you, I'm working."
"Its five o'clock, we put in our day, now we play!" Steve gestured to the row of bottles on top of the bar. "I used to bartend my father's parties, I can make whatever you want."
"I'll pass," Victoria approached his enormous desk which she imagined had cost several thousand dollars. It reminded her of the one in the office of a local real estate mogul Scarlett had taken her to so she could watch her in action.
Her mentor had sat in the client's $1500 leather chair with her legs draped over it while he went down on her. Scarlett had a crop in her hand and kept striking his shoulders and upper back while asking him if he knew how to please a woman and punishing him for his lousy performance even though she ultimately came.
Then Scarlett had bent him over that insanely expensive Brazilian Rosewood desk and watched as Victoria pegged him while she continued to add to the welts on his back, telling him he wasn't showing her young friend proper appreciation for her giving him so much attention.
Her gaze shifted from the desk to the display case on the right which contained over three dozen plaques and trophies. Many were for A1 as a firm, but quite a few bore Steve's name on them.
At 32 he had ten years in the field and was damn good at what he did including a 2022 campaign of the year award for Playon, an up and coming gaming company. On the wall behind his desk were posters of some of his campaigns and as she sat down in front of his desk she envisioned the same for her.


Nice office, awards, and images of her work. This is what she wanted and bad enough to walk away from her more lucrative night work. Not that she saw herself giving up the game, just no longer for money, less frequently and just for the thrill of it with subs she picked rather than ones who hired her.
"I get it, you want to impress me with your work ethic," Steve put a little more Jack in his drink and came over to the desk. "Not necessary, but I like the thought. Maybe we can get you to loosen up after we talk."
"In celebration?" she asked settling back in the comfortable cushioned chair and crossing her legs.
"That depends on how this goes, but I think we could be doing some celebrating, do you?"
"I'd like a reason to do that."
She eyed Steve as he sauntered across the office in a manner that told her he wanted to be looked at. Victoria could see where he was worth looking at. Just over six feet, decent build with well-muscled upper arms, thick forearms and broad chest and shoulders.
Those attributes were accentuated by the fact he wore shirts that fit as if they were a size too small to make himself look bigger. His features were smooth and bordered on pretty and high lighted by a pair of deep blue eyes that shitty romance novels would claim a woman could get lost in.
Her eyes dropped below his waist to his jeans which he wore because it was casual Friday were like his grey polo shirt, a bit too tight and to show off a different type of muscle and Victoria had to admit that unless he was stuffing something in his underwear, he had something worth showing off.
Overall, Steve was an attractive man enhanced by the perfect smile, sense of humor and charm of a car salesman. Or a man prowling a club or bar and rumor had it he basically lived in those places and never went home alone.
The fact he had money, some of his own, that he earned with his exemplary work, but most of it his fathers. Steve Sr was also an attractive man even in his early sixties but with the look of someone far less into himself and no desire to be into anyone else other than his wife of forty years.
Also far less smug and attention seeking as his son. But he'd come up with little and through hard work, good decisions and business savvy, had built a thriving company.
Meanwhile his son was the typical pretty boy nepo baby who never worked for anyone but daddy and not at all while in school unless partying and fucking any easy sorority tramp he could counted as work.
Victoria took a moment to push her Morrigan persona down and remain herself. Steve was the type of guy people who struggled to get by hated, and women who didn't find arrogance attractive, or cared what was in your bank account, avoided.
But in her several months there he'd always been nice to her, complimented her work and more than once had spent some time talking with her about the industry and giving her some tips on how to listen to clients, but also be able to try to subtly lead them to what you wanted for the ad.
'Victoria May," He sat down across from her, leaning forward and cupping the glass between his large hands. "Vicky May," he grinned. "Sounds like a good name for a porn star, no?"
Victoria made an effort not to frown or show any reaction to the comment other than a small shrug.
"Take your word on that," she replied. "Never thought of it."
"You know, if you were anyone else, I'd call bullshit, but in your case, I can believe it." He tapped his glass with the large onyx ring with his initials in the middle in small diamonds.
"Or maybe not." He now stroked his chin as if deep in thought. "I keep trying to figure you out. Are you really one of those girls who wouldn't know a good time if hit you in the head or are you the prude in the streets wildcat in the sheets."
This wasn't starting out well and there were more red flags rising in her mind than you'd see at a parade in China.
"I don't see why either one would matter. This is work, not play."
"But who says you can't play at work?" he asked. "You're a pretty girl and I'd bet anything there's a whole lot of fun underneath your mom's clothes you keep borrowing." He laughed at his own joke and Victoria looked away so he wouldn't see her eyes flashing angrily.
"But tell you what, those boots might be the first thing I've seen you wear that looks fun. They're the kind that says we can stay on when everything else comes off."
"This conversation is inappropriate." Victoria managed to speak calmly and without raising her voice. "If this is about me being hired on maybe I should speak with your father instead."
Steve's smile left his face and unlike her, he couldn't, or didn't bother, trying to hide the flicker of annoyance that crossed his face. But the smile quickly reappeared and he tapped the desk then pointed at her.
"I like that!" he exclaimed but was obviously lying. "I like that fire!"
Victoria knew in an instant what it was that he liked about it, but instead replied;
"Is he still here? Maybe I can speak with him."
"Okay," he put his hands up in a disarming gesture. "This isn't going well, and its my fault. I'm joking around but you're taking me seriously."
"I'm always serious, not sure why you'd think today would be different."
"You're a cool one; I'll give you that." Steve lifted his glass and chugged half of it while Victoria wondered if now that she'd mentioned his father he'd tone it down.
"Maybe you are the ice queen everyone thinks you are."
"What people think of me is none of my business and not part of the business at hand, now is it?" Victoria slipped by adding the last three words which was what earned a whistle from Steve.
"Nice wordplay and that snotty 'now is it' he emphasized each word then clapped his hands. "There's a snarky bitch under that aw shucks politeness isn't there?"
"Did you just refer to me as a bitch?" She kept her expression neutral.
"No! Not at all, its..." He stopped, his lips turning down in a frown as he realized he was now on the losing end of his own game.
He put his hands out one straight up, the palm of his other hand across it.
"Time out, Victoria, this is going downhill and that's not what I meant to happen. He gave her a disarming smile. "My bad as the kids say, can we get a do over?"
"I'd be fine with that."
"Good but let me defend myself a bit. First off, I know what people say about me. Daddy's boy, soft, had it all handed to me, and to a point? I know that's true. People think I'm full of myself on top of that, right?"
"I never said that."
"You don't say much of anything that's not a direct question or work related, so I'll just let it go at I've heard that for years. But the thing is." He pointed behind her.
"I saw you looking at that case. Those awards I've earned with hard work and being damn good at what I do. Would you agree?"
"You are one of the best in the industry and so is A1, it's why I've been thrilled to work here."
"Appreciate that, and since you've been here, we've had a couple of talks about this business so let's have another one. You know one of my secrets for being good at this, and the company itself doing so well?"
"What would that be?"
He paused and she knew her continuing to keep her answers short and to the point, as if he expected her to be engaging after his rude approach to the conversation was pissing him off.
"Fun, I have fun. Yes, work is work and this job is competitive and stressful. Trying to get new clients, working hard, then they make changes and we smile and say yes sir, yes ma'am. Trying to make deadlines, you've seen people go through all that here.
"But when you have fun, it makes it easier. I have fun and if you notice a lot of people here do. My dad's kind of an old fashioned reserved type, but I think you can mix some play with work and get better work."
"That might not work for everyone."
"It needs to here though."
"You're saying you hire by," she imitated him by emphasizing the next word. "Fun?"
"I hire based on talent and how hard you work, but you need to be willing to play to be a good fit here."
"Willing to play?" Victoria spoke the words more softly.
"It wouldn't be a bad thing for you. Just the name thing, Victoria. Beautiful name and if you were in your forties it would fit, you're twenty one and just graduated. You should be dressing and acting like a Vicky!"
"How do you think a Vicky would act?"
"Her age! Smile more, joke more, laugh more!" He looked down at her chest. "Showing more wouldn't hurt. Fun girls show off what's fun about them."
"Steve, do I have this position or not?"
He looked put off again, as if he couldn't believe he wasn't winning her over with his creepy behavior and comments.
"Depends on you, Vicky." He let the name hang just long enough to tell her he'd done it to deliberately annoy her. "You going to show me you can be more fun than a cold bitchy office version of Wednesday Adams?"
"You called me a bitch again," she pointed out.
"I said you act bitchy, but we all know that can change when someone shows them how things really work."
"I'm going to guess that how things work is I get the position by getting into whatever position you want."
"There's that fire again," he didn't sound as impressed as the first time he'd said it. "Now, if you could be that passionate in everything you do, we can have some fun with this."
"This being my hiring depending on whether or not I sleep with you?"
"Trust me, Vicky, we won't be doing much sleeping."
"Classy."
"I was hoping I'd get you on board with this in an easier way. Seeing you want to be a hard ass, I'll play hardball. You're good at what you do, but so is Jill and we only have room for one."
"I think you're better than Jill when it comes to work, but unlike you, Jill knows how to have fun and understands an old but important rule of business. Know what that is?"
"I think its obvious," Victoria rose from the chair.
"You getting up to leave or to come around here and go down?" he smirked. "I can do those clever turnarounds too."
"You said Jill knows the rules, you're saying you already," she cleared her throat. "Interviewed her."
"Last week, she thinks she has a good chance at the job, but I figured why not give you the chance? You are better at the job. So how about it, you up for some head to head competition?"
He laughed at his joke, eased back from his desk and turned it to the side.
"How about you come back here and, you know," he pointed down at the floor.
"Show me the skills. That is if you have any, but if not? I don't mind letting you practice."
Victoria's heart pounded and her stomach tightened. She should be storming out and coming back Monday morning to speak to Steve Sr and HR.
But yet when she began to move it was toward the edge of the desk. Every fiber of her being knew this was wrong. It was the type of awful story she'd heard far more often than she wanted to yet somehow it was still surprising now that it was happening to her.
But was what he wanted that bad compared to landing her dream job at one of the top agencies on the east coast? For many women it would be an automatic no, but she wasn't most women, especially not for her age.
Victoria had spent the last four years trading sex for money; was this that much different? Should she really be acting this offended when at this very moment she had ads on two sites offering appointments and if this job fell through would run them until she found something else?
Its not like it would be a competition between her and Jill, after all, only one of them was a professional sex worker. Although giving a full blow job wasn't common in her style of pleasure, she, like many in the domme game, used it as an ultimate reward and she'd sucked men off in two minutes and edged others for over an hour.
She wouldn't be outdone by some party girl thot, she'd blow Steve's mind as much as she would his cock. He'd probably want sex, but that was even easier, just spread her legs and pretend to be interested while he humped her like a horny dog in heat.
Seeing her now coming around the desk toward him, Steve went back to flashing his usual smug smile.
"Come on over, I mean its not like I'm old or fat and gross, relax and you might even have a good time."
He pointed down at the floor again when she reached him, standing two feet from where he sat, her mind still racing.
"Just give me a little treat then we can go grab dinner and a drink, head back to my place and have some real fun."
He unsnapped his jeans while he continued and Victoria wondered if she could top him, use everything she'd learned to turn the tables and go through with the encounter but on her terms.
He was arrogant though, where all her clients knew being topped was what they were paying for so she'd never tried it with anyone that was used to getting what they wanted, but she could give it a shot.
"Hey, before you start, how about letting your hair down? It would make you blowing me even better," he smirked. Advertising is all about presentation, so you should probably lose the shirt and bra too."
Or, you could just let him control you like you're about to. 
The voice in her mind was the sultry and deliberately husky voice she'd perfected and used when she wasn't boring Victoria, but Morrigan, one of the most sought after domme's in the area.
"We're going to allow that?"
"Seriously?" Steve cut into her conflicted thoughts. "You get this close now you're just going to stand there? You having second thoughts or are you literally so bad at it you don't know what to do?"
"Do it or I'll make you do it!" 
This time it was her drunk father's slurred voice screaming at her mother from behind the bedroom door. "I'm the man here and you just do as you're fucking told."
"I'm the man here...do as you're told."
"We don't do that," Morrigan purred. "No man tells us what to do because we're always in control, aren't we? Remember who you are, what we are."
"No." She looked down at him. "I won't do it."
"You come over here looking like a whipped puppy, now all of a sudden its no?" Steve's hand remained on his zipper which he'd just pulled down.
"I'm not Jill, I have more to offer than sex, and so does she, but she doesn't know her worth, I do."
"Looks like Jill is worth this job then and you're not." Steve told her. "But I'll be fair so one more chance, take to the floor or take the door."
Victoria's throat tightened and her fingers curled into the palms of her hand. How dare he speak to her like that? How many other young women had he treated like this? Many with no choice but to let him, but she had a choice and more importantly the strength to know she didn't have to do this.
"And!" His voice rose to cut her off. "If you think my father or anyone here will believe you about this? I'll deny it. I'll tell them I met with you to let you go and you threw yourself at me like the career climbing dime a dozen whore you are. You got that, Victoria?"
She leaned forward, her eyes boring into his as she rested her hands on the arms of the chair, her face barely a foot from his.
"Ohh, the little girl is mad, isn't she?" he teased her.
She could feel the words filling her mouth. Telling him how disgusting he was, how pathetic to use his position to take advantage of desperate young women. To go into a Morrigan style rant of putting him in his place.
Telling him he was nothing but a nepo baby who owed everything to his father. How he preyed on young women who had nothing to feel like he was something. How the only way his dick could twitch is by knowing the women he did this to really didn't want him and would be humiliated all through it and cry when they went home. To carry this experience for the rest of their lives.
Knowing every time he looked at them he'd think of what he made them do for him. Knowing he was the kind of asshole who would tell his friends who were members of the same boy's club as him all about the latest slut who sucked his dick for a paycheck.
"You got something to say?" He asked. "Don't bother, unless your mouth is opening to take my dick in it, keep it closed and get out."
Victoria's eyes widened but all the things she wanted to say wouldn't come out and that upset her almost as much as he did.
"I'm going to call down to security, someone will meet you at your cube and watch you clean it out, make sure you don't steal anything to try to sell for something to eat when you don't have a check next week."
Victoria envisioned herself hitting him, punching him in the throat to take his air away, striking his nose to blind him, then kicking his nuts up into his stomach. She had the training and element of surprise, she..."
Spun on her heel and walked briskly toward the door of the office, her mind racing with all the things she should say or do so he didn't think this was a win for him, but instead, just opening the door.
"I'm better off, you're so boring you probably couldn't handle a man."
She closed the door gently behind her, not giving him the thrill of slamming it to show how angry she was. Stomping through the office she muttered her reply in a rage choked whisper,
"You'd be amazed at how I handle men."
Chapter Six
"Jesus," Robin stared down at her empty glass. "That was as sleazy and ugly as it gets."
"Gets sleazier," Victoria's drink was also empty and as upset as she was, she'd leave it that way, she'd already had three of the potent drinks and was driving. "A guy I'd become friendly with kept in touch with me and told me when people asked for me, he let the story leak I didn't get the position and I offered to fuck him for it. But...he asked me to leave because A1 and Steve Brock have integrity."
"But the other girl was still there, she didn't speak up?"
"Robin, I adore you, but again, you have never been in that situation. Your father helped you, and then you went into your own business. You have never been desperate for anything."
"Look, maybe I don't have..."
"Don't get defensive. I'm not saying it like it's a bad thing to have people who care about you helping, I'm simply saying you can't judge until you've been in that person's shoes and you haven't."
"You're right, I've been fortunate." Robin admitted. "I take it she said nothing?"
"Jill was fired a month after she showed how much fun she was. Story I heard on that was he wanted her to go to a conference with him and her mother was sick and she couldn't be away from her that long, he fired her two days later claiming she wasn't fulfilling her obligations, one of which was sucking him off in Vegas for a week."
"Gets her to earn it then kicks her away anyway." Robin frowned.
"Now that you know the story, I assume you'll be calling him to tell him you changed your mind."
When Robin went back to looking into her glass, Victoria exclaimed.
"Oh, my god! Don't tell me you need to think about this."
"Vicks, Pink Orchid is on the verge of failing because we're succeeding."
"You mean we're falling behind because we have so much work? I'm supposed to think that's failing?"
"You have six clients on your desk. The other reps have just as many and I have four of my own while trying to run the place. They all have deadlines, we miss a couple we get the rep that we can't keep up, we're good but too small."
"But if Steve comes in he can save the day." Victoria nodded. "Maybe you can send some of the younger women into his office to keep him happy."
"Cut the shit," Robin snapped at her. "You know That neither I nor Tom would ever tolerate that. There's a fair number of men that work here and none of them have ever had an issue because we're big on character along with talent and we want good men to work with good women with no one made to feel uncomfortable and you know that."


"I know 'that' goes out the window if you bring in someone that I told you is a disgusting misogynistic predator!"
"I heard your story and I appreciate you trusting me with it. A little thing I picked up in your flashback with Steve was going by his comments you were just as reserved and standoffish as you are now. You're not rude to anyone, you can be somewhat social on occasions, but you're still all bottled up and always have been, so tonight is a big deal for you, thank you."
"I opened up because I love where I work and who I work for and with. I have as perfect of a job as anyone can have. Because of that, I needed to tell you all of this, so you'll not make the mistake of bringing him in."
"So you did it more for you is what you're saying?"
"For both of us, it just took something shitty for me to do it, which isn't a good look for me, but its worse look for you to be saying anything but fuck this guy I don't want him in my company."
"That was fourteen years ago, Victoria, people make mistakes and can change."
"You think he's changed?" She slapped her forehead. "Okay, I'll play along. Why is one of the best reps in the business out of a job and coming to you?"
"You don't think I asked that? He was vague at first."
"Bet he was," she scoffed.
"But I told him I require transparency in anyone that I bring so he could tell me or our conversation ended."
"Can't wait for this one."
"You know his father retired five years ago, down in Florida with his wife golfing when they're not traveling around the world. The company would have gone to Steve, but his father didn't trust him to handle it."
"Knew he'd get sued by half the women who work there."
"No, Steve isn't cut out to run the entire thing. He's a great ad exec and even you can admit that. But that's all he's ever wanted to do. For the sixteen years he worked that Steve SR was still there, his father wanted to take him under his wing and show him how everything worked.
"But in addition to Steve just wanting to do what he liked, he's immature. He's the stereotype middle aged frat boy. Likes the parties, the clubs, the casinos, and the women he finds in all those places."
"Did he offer them jobs or just pay them?"
"He's a good looking guy and I'm sure smoother as he's gotten older, I don't think he has issues getting women, but I suppose flashing cash and that Bently he drives doesn't hurt."
"His father drove an Infinity last I heard."
"Some who have it flaunt it, and that's not a sin, Victoria, just a difference in life choices. Steve's father was going to assemble a board of directors and bring in someone who knew the industry to act as a CEO and Steve would keep doing his thing with a seat on the board.
"But then a bigshot from LA calls him who has a firm out there and wants an east coast presence but doesn't want the hassle of starting from scratch and makes Steve SR an insane offer which he accepted."
"He screwed his son, I like it." Victoria clapped softly.
"His son screwed himself and he realizes that now. He showed no interest and part of the deal was the name remains the same and they keep all the current staff on. New owner agreed with the caveat that would extend for a year and after that if they felt someone wasn't pulling their weight, they could cut bait.
"Steve knew there's no deal out there that says you keep everyone forever and signed off on that. Where what happened to Steve comes into play is each employee had to sign a conduct of behavior agreement as part of new company policies.
"Part of the wording of one of the sections was you wouldn't engage in conduct detrimental to the company.
"This included things like being arrested, any type of harassment or discrimination, mostly standard things, but the key in the language is decisions were at the discretion of the board who would discuss any incidents."
"Let me guess, the new owners were decent enough to consider offering a job for sex was an indiscretion?"
"Are you telling this story?" Robin asked, shooting her an annoyed look. "It wasn't that, not exactly anyway."
"Not exactly?"
"He had two instances that caused a problem for them, got a warning on the first, the second is why he's no longer there."
"First a woman he took to his hotel room at a casino turned out to be married. Husband bangs on the door, scene was made, security was called, then the police because a fight broke out between the husband and Steve."
"The company gave him a break even though his claim he didn't know the woman was married appeared to be a lie because in the police report the husband stated not only did his wife have her rings on but told Steve she was married because they'd been having issues and she was getting even with him."
"That's messy, but if they're big on integrity knowingly screwing a married woman isn't a sign of great character."
"I agree except where's the line of this is his personal life and nothing to do with work? Whether they saw that or he got a break being the former owner's son and their best rep, who knows but he received a warning.
"The other incident was him being seen at a big party with a," she looked away and sighed. "Young woman from the design department. Seen as in they're in the pool together, both drunk and she took her top off."
"Who saw them?"
"A former A1 employee who Steve told me he had to fire for dropping the ball on a couple of accounts."
"Oh, the "they had it in for me, not fair!" Victoria whined in a high pitched tone.
"Ugh, please don't do that," Robin winced. "But its right there in the handbook there's to be no dating of employees and especially of someone at his level with a girl half his age who worked there all of six months."
"Do I get bonus points for guessing he hired her?"
"He didn't, he said he hasn't been doing any hiring for some time."
"But why here? Can't tell me this was his first option. After all, he would be answering to a woman, and the word pink is in the name of the company."
"Steve's personality as a ballbuster and a smug prick burned a lot of bridges, most were thrilled to tell him to pound sand."
"Big companies up in New York, A&S seems like his kind of place, bunch of boy's club assholes up there."
"I'm not helping my cause by saying this, but I asked him about them specifically and he told me a few years back at a conference he fooled around with a young woman who turned out to be the niece of one of their top reps."
"Another young girl. How many do we have working at Pink Orchid, Robin? Should we set up an under 30 wing he's not allowed in?"
"Steve also doesn't want to go far because of his daughter."
"He has a kid?"
"Got married maybe four or five years after you walked out. Lasted four years, wife has custody of his daughter who I think is around 5 or 6 but he sees her one day every weekend and a night during the week so he doesn't want to move out of state."
"Marriage end in cheating?"
"You know something, Vicks?" Robin's shoulders slumped. "Yes, not all the way but he propositioned one of her best friends who told him to fuck off before telling her."
"He admitted this?"
"I know you don't believe me, but I asked a lot of questions, and I admit I was impressed he was honest about everything."
"And after all these issues, all involving women he had no right being with, you want to hire him? For fuck's sake Robin, you use female empowerment as a selling point to young girls looking to get into the business and spin it to clients. Hiring him sets you back to the time it was okay for men to be womanizing assholes!"
"You're being dramatic."
"What does Tom say about this?"
Robin poked at her lip and Victoria gave her a minute while she pondered her answer before saying,
"He's more on my side than yours, isn't he?"
"He doesn't think it's a good idea but will leave it up to me. Tom handles a lot of the finances and minutia of the company, but not the actual work we do. He had no idea how far behind we could get if we don't get not just a couple more bodies in here, but they need to be experienced bodies, and you won't find more experience than what Steve has."
"That and he agreed to work for less than he'd normally ask for, and I know its not because he cares about my budget but he's desperate and I did offer the same commission scale as you and Brent."
"Your top reps? He walks in at that?"
"It's the other side of less base. He makes that if he delivers and if he does we all make out. I'll let you read the contract. It has specific wording about harassment, intercompany relationships, personal conduct. I'm making him take a sensitivity course and we haven't pushed those in four years, but I'm doing it with him."
"Okay, we let each other talk," Victoria began slowly. "Now we get back to earlier today, but now you heard my story. Are you really going to lose me over him?"
"Are you going to leave me over him?"
"Yes, and I meant what I said, wrong or not, I'll be gone the day before he starts. Not one moment will I be in the same building as him and if you don't understand why, then that really hurts, Robin."
"That was fourteen years ago, he may have..."
"Don't even say it!" Victoria hissed angrily. "He might have changed? Fucking married women, caught with a topless young employee? Fired from a company that unlike you at the moment pushes decent behavior? What the hell is in your story that makes you think he's any different?"
"Calm down," Robin told her. "He'd also never been punished and taught a lesson. He just lost the only job he ever had where he could do whatever he wanted. I'm his last chance unless he wants to move away from his daughter, he is not going to screw this up."
"Robin, even if he shows up and is a model citizen and does well for you, what about me? I'm supposed to forget what happened?"
"You made out pretty well in the deal, Victoria. One of those a crappy thing happening leads you to where you belong scenarios."
"I should be happy someone tried to hold a job over my head if I didn't give him head? I should be happy I was humiliated and insulted and name called and slut shamed even though I didn't do anything?"
"Look..."
"Then even happier to have the chance to work with him? For him to invade my space?"
"It was a long time ago, Victoria and..."
"You don't think he'll remember me? The second he sees me or even sees my name at work he'll remember everything and, in his mind, he won!"
"No, you didn't cave."
"He fired me and spread awful stories about me while I lost the job I really wanted because I wouldn't play to get paid."
"Not like you weren't doing that already, but..." Robin stopped when Victoria leaned over the table so quickly, she reflexively leaned away.
"Don't you fucking dare!" Victoria snapped at her. "What I did was on my own terms and with men that paying for it or not, had more respect for me than that sack of shit has ever had for any woman he's ever met."
"Easy, wrong thing to say, I'm sorry." Robin offered. "But it was so long ago, and you're so damn mad. I get it was a shitty thing to happen, but you made sure it didn't, why so worked up?"
"Other than my best friend wanting to hire him despite what he did you mean?" Victoria drummed her fingers on the table.
"I told you how important control is to me after what my father did to my mother. He tried to control me. Tried to make me obey him by holding something I wanted over my head to suck his.
"But the worst part? For a minute I thought about it because of what you just said. Wasn't I selling myself, why would this be different, but then I caught myself and I had all those things I wanted to say to him, should have said and I didn't! I let that asshole just dismiss me like I was nothing!"
"Even at that age I had men older and with far more money than him groveling for me and sucking the strap on I just had in their ass, and here I was letting this pissant talk to me like that?
"I don't think about this that often, but if I do? I get so angry I want to hit something and now you tell me you want me to work with him? The worst moment of my life after I got away from my father, and the only time I, for even a minute, thought about giving in and allowing myself to be used makes me fucking sick!"
Her voice rose and people at the next table looked over.
"Sorry, bad day," Robin said to them with an awkward wave.
"And now years later, this asshole is back and I have to make another choice because of him? Let his scummy piece of shit into my life or walk away from that life?"
She pointed a shaking finger at Robin.
"Fuck you for even considering him after what I told you." She dipped into her purse and tossed three twenties on the table. "Drinks are on me, shames on you."
Victoria rose from the table.
"I'll be in tomorrow to clean out my office."
"Don't be crazy, Victoria, you need a job."
"I heard A1 has an opening and now that I don't have to get on my knees for the job, I'll probably get hired."
"Okay, okay!" Robin picked up a white napkin from the table and waved it. "I give up, I'll call and tell him to forget it."
She gestured to the chair.
"Please sit, people are looking, probably think we're having a lover's spat."
"I'd rather rim your ass than ever see that prick again."
"Not sure if I should be flattered or insulted," Robin put one hand up, palm down and lowered it. "Please sit for a couple more minutes."
Victoria did notice a few people watching and sank back into the chair.
"I think we've exhausted this conversation, you're bringing him in, and I'm leaving."
"Hear me out," Robin asked. "I took the wrong angle on this. It should have been more of me asking you if this could work rather than trying to sell you on it. For that I'm sorry, and I will back off on bringing him in."
"I feel one more but coming."
"Hearing why you're so angry, that it wasn't just the spot he put you in but how it triggered your inner control freak which does drive what you do in your spare time, but to an unhealthy degree."
"Why is it unhealthy? You don't understand how that game works."
"Not what you do, but it being all you do. Like I said earlier, you're thirty five and never been on an actual date or spent a night with someone as an equal partner. That's not good, Victoria."
"Why does that matter with what we're discussing?"
"Because I think what Steve did has festered in you more than it should and is part of why you'd see being with a man under any terms but your own as a scary thing."
"I blame my father for that."
"You told me that day in Steve's office brought up a flashback of your father in your mind, triggered the worst time in your life and now its stacked on top of it. He tried to do an awful thing, but you're holding onto it way to hard."
"I thought you said you weren't going to keep trying to push him coming her on me."
"I'm not, I just said it won't happen, but your reaction has me thinking about something else."
"Something like what?"
"Catharsis, purging old feelings, exorcising demons, or to put it more simply, revenge."
"You not hiring him because of me is revenge. You're his last chance and I took it away," Victoria gave her a cold smile. "I do like that."
"But even if I told him, hey, remember Victoria May? She's why you're not getting hired, is it really the revenge you want?"
"Its pretty good, I mean, what else can I do? Beat his ass?"
"Isn't that what you usually do to the men you see?"
"Ha-ha"
"What if I told Steve he had to interview with someone else who I'm leaving the decision up to and that person is you."
"I don't want to see him again, at all."
"That sounds like a scared little girl, Vicks," Robin said, causing her to stiffen. "What about Lady Morrigan, is she scared?"
"I'm not scared; I just don't need to be reminded of that day more than I already have been."
"How much more closure would you get if you had him where he had you? Him knowing his fate is in your hands and you reminding him of how disgusting he was and that's what's costing him his job." Robin gave her a smile as cold as hers had been. "Little role reversal."
"Role reversal," Victoria repeated. "Funny that's the second time today I heard that expression."
"Then maybe that's a little sign you should consider this. If you meet with him all the power is on your side, his future in your hands, it takes back from him what you feel he took from you."
"And I tell him he's not getting the job."
"You got it! In fact, I think I owe you this after I mishandled this entire thing with you."
Victoria folded her arms across her chest and leaned into the chair. The idea was appealing, lead him along a little, get his hopes up then crush them. Full circle, karma, role reversal.
But to fully get back at him it should be an exact replay of years ago in every way possible. What had he wanted from her? Sex, but although he said it, it wasn't two people having fun, she knew it was about control and him having power over the women he's done this to.
Young girls like Jill who he'd kept around a fuck toy until the one time she said no, then gone. That could have been her if not for the trauma her father had caused her and her training as a dominant.
Role reversal.
What Steve had tried to do to her, and had done with who knew how many others, was a disturbingly common scenario. But it seemed to be exclusively men who did it. She couldn't rule out a woman ever doing the same, but it would be a small minority, and she'd never actually heard of one.
What if she went all in on reliving that day and gave him the same offer? Want this job, earn it.
"Show me the skills," Victoria whispered.
"Excuse me?" Robin asked.
"Thinking out loud." Victoria explained. "Give me a minute."
"Take your time. At least you're not yelling at me."
But what if he accepted? Laugh and drop the bomb that she was fucking with him and get out? Or...make him earn it. For most people they would need to be sexually attracted to someone or have feelings for them to want them.
But Victoria also knew the expression hate fuck existed for a reason and in her niche world of femdom the attraction wasn't always physical but the experience of denigration and humiliation, of stripping someone of their control, of their ego and making them question their very worth however long the session lasted.
Most men wanted this, but Victoria had dealt with a few over the years who were experimenting and not fond of being treated that way. The challenge then became breaking them of the habit that they were the ones in control of their pleasure, because they weren't, she was.
No part of her wanted to even see him, let alone have an encounter with him, but the thought of having his proud, smug entitled ass at her mercy had an appeal to it. Enough of an appeal she felt her face flushing from something other than alcohol and anger, and her nipples had begun to stiffen as she thought about it.
She'd been with a lot of men over the years that she wasn't attracted to or even knew beyond the few messages they exchanged through the sites. Her arousal was the game to the point she needed release and didn't care as much about the appearance of her sub as she did 'making' them take care of her.
She had no doubt Steve was still attractive, he was too vain not to keep himself up and not like he could bang other men's wives if he let himself go. She'd considered it for that awful moment years ago and was now thinking of it again, but this time it would be her game not his.
Role reversal.
"Let's do it, but he meets me at five thirty, I don't want anyone else in the office when I speak with him. If you want to bring him in to enforce the point you'll back my decision fine, but then you leave. Deal?"


"You going to be okay alone with him? He's going to be pissed when you shoot him down."
"He's an asshole but I don't think he's the type that would physically hurt a woman, but if he his?" She flexed her fingers. "I know more than one way to break a man."
Chapter Seven
Victoria stood in front of the Black Diamond waiting for the valet. Robin's car had come around first and after telling her she'd reach out to Steve in the morning to set something up for Friday, she gave her a quick hug and assured her if she could change her mind, just let her know by tomorrow.
That wasn't going to happen. Victoria could have gotten what she wanted sooner, but Steve had waited until Friday to meet with her, most likely planning an exciting night and maybe even some weekend fun with her.
That and so there would be no one for her to complain to until Monday which by then he'd have contacted everyone with his story. This also gave him some time to fret about finding out his job hinged on someone else, but he had no idea yet who it was.
"Hey, beautiful," she looked to her left to see a tall man around her age in an expensive suit. "You need a ride?"
"I do," she told him as she saw her car coming around the corner. "A nice hard ride that's all gas and no brakes."
"Do tell," he smiled. "I think I..."
"And here it is." She walked around the car after it pulled up to meet the valet as he got out.
"Have a nice night," she told the man who to his credit, burst out laughing.
"Got me good! Enjoy the ride!"
She gave him a friendly wave as she handed the valet a ten and got into the car. Seeing the guy still watching, she revved the car, filling the air with a powerful growl, then popped the clutch causing the wheels to spin for a moment before she tore down the road.
Victoria pulled into the parking lot of a Mobile station and withdrew her Joe phone, which it would forever be after Robin's joke. She scrolled through the numbers until she found Rick, who when he wasn't dressing in women's lingerie and being edged on his back while she slowly took him with a strap on, was the head of a security firm.
"I need you, call me."
Victoria watched the traffic go by while she found Ozzy's Boneyard on Sirius and softly sang along to Iron Maiden's Wasted Years. She wouldn't be waiting long; her standing rule was if they didn't reply within five minutes it would be a month before they'd hear from her again.
She did have a code of 'CT CS" they could send her which meant can't talk call soon to tell her they weren't alone which granted them a half hour to be able to get back to her.
But this wasn't one of those instances as her phone vibrated barely halfway into the song.
"I'm here for you, My Lady!"
"I need your services."
"I'm happy to provide them! Tell me where you need me to be or am I to pay for a room?"<
"I need your professional services and I need them tonight."
"Tonight? What do you need? Not everyone is available after hours."
"You can handle this. I'll text you the address and what I need so you'll know what to bring."
"With all respect, this is short notice for actual work, My Lady."
"And with that work will come a reward. You will not leave without being repaid for your help."
"May I ask what the reward is?"
"This is important, name what you want."
"If I can be bold, the panties you're wearing if you'd take them off for me when I'm done with whatever you need."
"Done. But I think you deserve a bit more for doing this. Would you like me to jerk you off into them and you can put them on for your ride home?"
"Yes, thank you! Send me where and what you want and I will be there asap."
Victoria texted the details to him and told him she would be there in an hour. It would only take her fifteen minutes to get there, but she needed to take care of some things before he got there.
Putting the phone away Victoria turned up the volume and peeled out of the parking lot, enjoying the acceleration of the car for the tenth of the mile it lasted and she had to brake for Boston's 24/7 traffic.
She needed to be more careful in doling out rewards. She'd let Ted have an exceptional one earlier, not just allowing him to fuck her that hard, but painting her tits instead of letting him continue his mistake and fill her cunt and have him suck his entire load from her.
Now adding something Rick hadn't asked for. But this was a big favor that required him doing actual work rather than working on her. More than that, despite her satisfying encounter a few hours ago, the idea of turning the tables on Steve had her in the mood to do something with a cock besides have it in her hand.
She wanted to come, she wanted to be fucked, and she could have both. All she had to do was tell Rick and he would happily oblige her. But was that too much? Many of her encounters did feature them getting inside her even for brief amounts of time, but just as many didn't.
It was what many didn't understand about the game, that it was as much about controlling herself as her subs. She could demand anything of them including fucking her stupid-like she had earlier with Ted- if that was what she wanted, and there were times she did, not just the act itself but how liberating it would be to just have it happen.
Thirty five and never on a date or spent the night with a man in her bed, or her in his. Not even spent a night in a hotel. She was a domme' not an escort who offered girlfriend experience and she questioned whether she could ever be a girlfriend, she wasn't cut out for a partnership.
But a night? Some physical contact that wasn't sexual but affectionate? When was the last time she kissed a man, or allowed herself to be kissed? None of that would happen tonight, or any night, anytime soon.
If someone in her position gained the reputation of allowing too many the privilege of her mouth or cunt, subs would view her differently, she'd be seen as a velvet domme' who was more playful than the femdom style she'd always adhered to.
Taking the exit, she thought of letting Rick fuck her for a bit then she'd finish him in her blue lace panties she wore beneath the dress, a compromise that he wouldn't be aware of because this conflict was on her end, he just did as told.
Victoria wondered, and not for the first time of late, if she'd been doing this for too long and needed a break from Morrigan and let Victoria have some 'vanilla' fun with a man.
Which begged the question did she even know what normal people's idea of fun was? She wasn't sure, but for now what was coming on Friday with Steve was going to be the kind of fun she not only knew but was damn good at it.
Chapter Eight
Victoria came out of the small bathroom adjoined to her office and slowly paced around the room. It was five twenty five and Robin had texted her that Steve arrived fifteen minutes ago and she was going to explain he had to interview with someone else and bring him to her office.
While she prowled the room, angry at her own anxiety, the long black dress swished around her shins. Severe even by her standards, the long sleeved dress buttoned from the top of her neck down to below her waist and was designed to drop off or be stepped out of at that point.
It wasn't something made for women old fashioned to an Amish level, but was a prop made for the exact game she was about to play. The white collar, the flaps extending a few inches down her upper chest, gave the impression she had a blouse under it, but it was part of the dress.
Her hair was up in a bun that screamed librarian, pastor's wife, or any other female stereotype that looked as if they'd never screamed a man's name. What small part of her legs that were visible were encased in sheer black stockings, but her shoes the boring black low heels of a professional prig.
The dress was how Steve had perceived her before and would again, an uptight tight assed bitch who'd never wanted, let alone had, a good time. What was beneath it, however, was an ensemble more suited to Lady Morrigan. Could she lead him into it, if so, could she really pull this off?
The only thing that seemed out of character in her appearance was her long black nails, but she wasn't going to not paint them, and they'd stand out regardless of what color they were painted.
Her heart skipped a beat when a soft knock sounded at her door. Victoria could see the shadows of two people standing on the other side of the frosted pane and took a breath to calm herself.
"Come on in!" she repeated Steve's first words to her that day.
The door opened and Robin, wearing a professional black blazer and knee length skirt; her hair pulled back, entered.
"Victoria, I have Steve Brock Jr here with me to discuss his potential future here at Pink Orchid, you still have time?"
"Of course, I do." Her eyes focused on Steve when he came in a couple of steps behind Robin.
Other than some salt mixed with the pepper of his neatly trimmed beard and some flecks of gray at his temples, he hadn't changed. Black expensive looking long sleeved shirt she guessed to be Armani, crisp charcoal gray slacks and a pair of black oxfords that looked brand new.
His sleeves were rolled up, showing off his thick forearms and his black Movado watch. A quick glance at his hand showed he still wore the onyx initial ring.
"Steve, I think you remember Victoria May from her stint at A1?"
Steve glanced at Robin, his blue eyes trying to read her expression wondering if Victoria had said anything about what happened the last time he'd seen her. To her credit, Robin maintained a neutral expression.
"I do as a matter of fact," he made a show of looking around her office. "Looks like you've done well for yourself."
"Victoria is my best exec; it's why her opinion carries so much weight." Robin glanced at her Apple watch. "I have to get going. Matt is at the security desk, but everyone else is gone, I'll talk to you later."
"Have a good night," Victoria waved, noting Robin's mention of Matt still being on the floor even though she'd been clear she had no worries about being alone with Steve.
"Thank you again, Robin," Steve shook her hand, "Hopefully I'll be seeing you again soon."
"Depends on Victoria." Robin smiled as she left, closing the door behind her.
"Small world," Steve commented, his eyes probing her face for some kind of hint of how things would go.
"I was thinking more along the lines of full circle." She walked over to the table where she kept the Kuerig, coffee, and just for today, bottles of Johnny Walker Black and Jack Daniels along with two glasses "That whole what comes around goes around expression."
"Right," Steve frowned. "I take it this is a formality and I should just leave."
"Not at all," Victoria glanced his way, a look of mock confusion on her face. "Why would you think that?"
"Pretty sure you know why."
"Long time ago, Steve." She picked up the bottle of Black Label and filled the glass halfway. "Would you like a drink?"
"You drink now?" He gave her a forced smile. "No offense but right off the bat you seem like you've loosened up some."
"More than you know," she sipped the smooth whiskey. "Someone once told me that works over at five and we should relax and have some fun."
She put her hand on the bottle of Jack Daniels.
"I recall you like to relax with this?"
"Sure, if you don't mind."
"Going to try to keep up appearances and have me grab a can of coke from the fridge or take it straight?"
"Straight works."
Victoria poured some into the other glass.
"Sorry, no ice, I drink everything room temperature."
"Not a problem."
Victoria walked over to her desk not looking his way but feeling his eyes on her and knowing he was thinking she hadn't loosened up too much going by her dress. She reached over to hand him the drink, then held hers up.
"To getting reacquainted."
"Sounds good," he clicked his glass to hers and took a long swallow before sitting down across from her.
Victoria tipped her head back and drained hers while watching him over her glass. He blinked in surprise at how easily she downed the drink before she settled into her chair.
"I wasn't just blowing smoke," Steve pointed at the wall behind her. "You've done some damn good work. That Goddess campaign was a mega hit. Sporty and erotic, good combo and when I saw your name attached to it, I was surprised you'd want to go that route."
"Guess Vicky May turned into Vicky could." She leaned back in her chair, folding her arms over her chest.
Steve looked down at his drink and sighed.
"Its obvious you remember every word from that day, so I'll revert back to this just being your revenge. I'll sit here while you call me names and get your jollies out of tossing me out."
"I'd be lying if I said I didn't think of that day occasionally over the years, but that doesn't mean this is a dead end for you." She flashed a huge smile. "I'm having a little fun, Steve, aren't you all about fun?"
"I can't say I wouldn't deserve it anyway. I was an asshole to you."
"I'm sure it wasn't just me. I wasn't special, just who was there at the time."
Steve drained his glass as quickly as she had and gently placed it on her desk.
"Okay, I'd thank you for your time, but maybe you should be thanking me for putting myself in a spot where you could do this."
"There's that fire!" She clapped her hands and when he began to stand added. "Sit down."
"What?"
"I said sit down, we're not done here."
"Some success and a nice office and kitty has some claws now." Steve nodded and she picked up a hint of respect in his tone.
He sat back down. "Is there an actual interview in here and you're making me squirm or does staying make me a masochist?"
"Interesting comment."
She needed to slow down and not be so nasty. She'd almost driven him out and ended the game before it started. Easy, she told herself. Control took patience and she needed to remember that.
"Alright," She imitated his time out gesture from their past encounter. "Like you said to me back then, this is starting off wrong and it's my fault. Let's start over."
"Okay, but be honest with me, Robin told you why I need a job, I imagine."
"She did, and to continue in the spirit of honesty, she wants to hire you."
"I thought I was until she called me on Tuesday, which means she mentioned me and you brought up what happened."
"I never told Robin why things didn't work out at A1. I just said It turned out you went in another direction."
"You didn't?" He paused in thought. "Maybe back then you were afraid they'd come to me. But you're telling me when she brought me up now, you still didn't tell her?"
"I told her I'm not sure I could work with you. She wanted to know why, and I did tell her the real reason I left was you were impressed with my work but not my play."
"Right, so she just led me in here for you to get a few licks in and this has already been decided."
"Should have been, Steve," Victoria agreed. "It should have been, but you are damned good at what you do, you'll work for less than what you could demand, and she feels it was a long time ago and people change."
"We're meeting so you can see if I've changed?"
"Considering what got you fired I'd say you haven't."
"Look, I admit I have a weakness when it comes to women. Tried the married life for a bit but I wasn't cut out for it, and I told Robin what happened. I was completely upfront with her."
"That doesn't change my point, you haven't changed. You were with a much younger employee who you took to one of your middle aged frat brat parties and she did you proud didn't she? Showing all your cool friends the hot young tits that earned her a paycheck."
Steve's eyes narrowed.
"That's a bit harsh, and obviously I shouldn't have been with her with the new policies but she didn't work for me, so if you're thinking I..." he left the rest hanging but she didn't let him off the hook.
"You what, Steve? Held a job over her head to get some from her?"
"I said I didn't hire her, and I hadn't done that in a long time."
"Since Jill and I?"
"I did it once or twice after that," he confessed. "But its been close to ten years. I realized how wrong it was."
"What changed? Your father find out and tell you not to, or did someone finally report you."
"If you need to know I met someone, thought I was in love, got married and I have a daughter now. Even though she's little it made me think all women are someone's daughter and how would I feel someday if someone pulled that on her?"
"Nice thought if you mean it." Victoria shrugged. "Maybe you do, or maybe you're trying to get me to see you as a man and not a dog in heat. But we can say I believe you. You were still with that co-worker."
"She had a thing for me, and I should have said no, but like I said, I have a hard time turning down a good time. It was consensual, just against the rules."
"You were warned before that. A married woman Robin told me. Guess every woman is someone's daughter doesn't extend to every bride isn't yours."
"Victoria, I know I'm at your mercy here, and that I did something shitty and classless to you. You won't believe it, but I'm sorry, and not just for you but others as well. I'd never do that again."
"Sorry it came back around on you." There was no malice in her voice and her tone conversational. The cool calm she'd always been able to immerse herself in, especially when dealing with men, had taken over. "An apology of convenience more than sincerity."
"I don't expect you to believe me. As far as the woman at the casino? My time, my business and as far as a married woman it's not my fault if her husband can't give her what she needs but I can."
"Wow," Victoria lifted her hands and gave him a soft golf clap. "Credit where its due, Steve, you are being honest here."
"About everything."
"You are a man among men and why should you try to act otherwise."
"You're being sarcastic," he told her. "May I have another drink?"
"Help yourself," she smirked. "You know, like you always have."
"On that note, I'll leave. Thank you for your time, Victoria, I hope taking some shots at me makes you feel better."
"You pull that shit on women but going to run when its thrown back in your face?" Victoria asked. "Giving up that easy?"
"It's not giving up when there's nothing to gain. I'll leave so you can call Robin and laugh about me."
"There's nothing funny about any of this, Steve." Victoria picked up her glass and held it out. "Get a drink and I'd like one too. Then sit back down and we'll talk about you working here."
"Talk as in there is a chance, or you just going scorned woman on me."
"You don't help your cause, do you?" She pointed to the table. "Just get the drinks, because trust me, I'm just tweaking you. I'm a long way from hell hath no fury right now."
"Fine, one more chance."
"He's giving me a chance," she laughed. "Don't ever change, Steve."
He shook his head but took the glasses to the table and refilled them.
"You're not wrong though." She told him. "About the married woman. Not everyone is created equally. Wolves and sheep, leaders and lemmings, Alpha Beta, however you want to put it, it comes down to predator and prey, doesn't it?"
"Little dramatic, but I see what you mean." He came back over and passed her the glass. "So you can imagine it's a little hard to have the roles reversed."
"I keep hearing those words." Victoria took two long swallows of the drink. "I'm on the right track here."
"One of us is." Steve sat and tilted the glass back, drinking half of it.
"But you're right, enough screwing with you. Let's get down to where we are and see where it goes."
"Fair enough."
"Robin has me in a bit of a spot. I'm loyal to her for giving me a chance and helping me succeed. She could really use you and thinks she can keep you on a leash here because she's pretty much your last chance unless you want to leave the state.


"There's no point in discussing your work because its excellent. You'll work within her budget and can not only catch us up, but I'm sure some of your clients will follow you here."
"Some will, I gave Robin a list of who I feel will bring their work here because of me."
"But on the other hand, she's loyal to me and after hearing about the stunt you tried to pull and seeing how much it still pisses me off, she told me she'd call off hiring you.
"But that would only be for me, so if I go by what I want, she loses out." Victoria lifted her glass and downed it as easily as she had the first. "You're not the only one in a bind here.
"I tell you to get the hell out of here, I get revenge, but I'll feel I did her and Pink Orchid a disservice for personal reasons."
"I understand, and its your call, Victoria. I assure you I will do right by this company and you'll feel good about seeing it grow because you put your feelings aside and made a business decision."
"That's not as unreasonable as I'd like it to be." She put her glass down, her eyes drifting to the top left drawer of her desk and what was in it. "But I had some time to consider what I'd do and realized I could make Robin happy and get something out of it as well."
"I'm not sure I'm following."
"I'm willing to sign off on you coming onboard here, Steve." Victoria explained. "But I think you need to earn it."
"I'm willing to do that," he replied. "Whatever that is."
"We'll get there, but first, you know what really pissed me off about what you did?"
"Everything I'd imagine."
"True, but it was more than the obvious boy's club tactic of intimidating a young woman in need of a job into sex. It was my reaction to it, or lack of."
"You held to your principles and walked out." Steve looked perplexed. "What do you think you should have done instead, fucked me?"
"Don't be an idiot." She rolled her eyes. "That was so stupid I don't feel bad for calling you that."
"Guilty," Steve muttered.
"But maybe I said it wrong. It wasn't what I should have done, more like what I should have said."
"You said no, isn't that what matters?"
"It mattered to you because you had a nice night planned with boring Victoria, but when she left, you had to call Jill and wait a couple of hours to get off on a girl sucking your dick because she had to, not because she wanted to."
"That's crude," Steve's eyes widened slightly. "Looks like miss prim and proper got herself a potty mouth now that she's grown up."
"There's that fire!" Victoria laughed harshly. "I like that Steve, you're supposed to be contrite and you're being snarky!" she gave her lower lip a quick suck. "I do like it when they're arrogant."
"You said we were going to get down to the job, but you keep bringing this up."
"Because this is how you get the job, Steve. I know you can only focus on something for more than a minute if it's not a pair of desperate barely legal tits but try to stay with me."
"Keep going," he waved his hand. "I get it, you get catharsis and I have to take it. I guess it's tough to have someone living rent free in your head for this long."
"I think you'll find out soon enough. See here's the thing, Steve. I imagine most women would be angry and embarrassed over what happened, and they're the ones that refuse. I can't imagine the humiliation the ones who do what you ask feel."
"They felt pretty good," Steve told her. "We had a good time, we..."
"You had a good time!" She snapped. "You can think you're a fucking god in bed but not one of these women were with you of their own choice! You threatened them, black mailed them!"
"They had a choice."
"No, you misogynistic predator, they really didn't because unlike you, their daddy wasn't paying the bills. There is something called dubious consent, it's a yes, with a 'god, I don't want to behind it."
"You watch a lot of those feminist videos," Steve observed. "Those women are always angry, probably because no one wants them."
"You're making this difficult, Steve. I promised myself that for Robin, I'd give you a chance to see if I could put up with you being here."
"I'm wondering if she already told you I'm hired and this is just a game to get you some closure." He sat back in the chair, his lips twitching into a smirk. "Am I right?"
"Only that it is a game, but its my game."
Victoria stood and walked around the desk, and Steve spun his chair to face her.
"I said anyone would be upset, but for me there was a reason it went beyond that for me. You see, for reasons I'll never tell you, control is an important part of my life. In fact, its everything to me, its who I am, its what I am."
"What you are?" He snickered. "Are you an alien or something?"
"I'm something alien to you; a woman who doesn't follow the rules of but makes them."
"You weren't back then, so is that's what the problem is? The if you were who you are now back then, it would have been different." The smirk appeared again. "Little Vicky would have put her big girl pants on and said mean things to the bad man?"
"No, Steve, the issue is I was already exactly what I am now. That's why it ticks me off. That not only for a brief moment did I think about giving in, but when I snapped out of that weak moment, I had to settle for leaving and not telling you who you were dealing with."
"Back to that again. What's the story, you really had money or from a hotshot family and just trying to make it on your own and didn't want to blow your cover?"
"I came from very little, but those people, through their love and support showed me my worth and it is far more than a parasitical bully like you will ever have."
"Poor people like to tell themselves that," Steve scoffed. "No, I would never want money, the car, the house, the clothes. Those people have nothing, but I have pride and self worth." He laughed. "Try paying the bills with that."
"Thank you for dropping the pretense of trying to be humble in here and being the creep you are."
"That's the other thing, the truth makes you a creep." Steve shook his head.
"Let me tell you something," Victoria placed her hands on the arms of his chair, and leaned over until her face was inches from his just as she had years ago but this time she'd pull the trigger. "You remember telling me you liked the fire when I pushed back the disgusting behavior you think is charm?"
"You do, that's for damn sure. Christ, you act like I'm some kind or abuser or something."
"Rapist, no that would be going to far, but you are something and I knew it that day because of one thing you said that you didn't mean in that way, but I saw it clear as day when you told me to put out or get out.
""When you said you liked the fire," her voice was low but intense and filled with the anger she was struggling to restrain. "It meant you like it when the women don't want to. You like them to be reluctant, to look up at you with disgust but they do it anyway because you make them think they have to."
"No, I always hoped for them to just see it as we could have some fun and they..."
"Made you feel like a man, didn't it? You get off on more than the sex, it was knowing that wasn't what they wanted, that they left here tasting your cum in their mouth and reeking of your expensive cologne on their skin."
"Jesus, what's wrong with you? You need to tone it down." Steve told her but she could hear the nerves in his voice.
"What's the matter Steve? Does a woman who you can't control bother you? I know it does because women like me are out of your league, or maybe you just don't want a woman, you want a young girl you can blackmail for a job and humiliate and belittle, make her feel cheap to make yourself feel better."
She straightened and took a step back.
"How did it feel to deal with someone who won't be coerced into whoring themselves for an entry level job by a cocky nepo baby who needs to treat women like shit for his cock to twitch?" As harsh as her words were, they were delivered in that same calm, conversational tone she'd used throughout her life.
Always be in control so they can never think you're not was a rule not just in the game but in life and one she rarely broke but today was testing her resolve to remain the ice queen people saw her as and not a raging bitch.
Steve glared at her, his jaw clenching, but when he remained silent, she allowed herself a satisfied smile.
"See what its like? You want to lose your temper, call me a cunt, tell me to fuck off, but you can't, can you? Clinging to your last chance to get a job. Little taste of what those girls felt like before they gave into you. Impotent, humiliated, dehumanized, and utterly helpless, unless they want to give a little to get a little."
"I said I was fucking sorry!" he shot to his feet, but she didn't back away.
Steve had several inches on her, was powerfully built and getting angrier by the second but Victoria felt no threat of physical violence from him. Whether that was just her judgement of his character, or confidence in her own ability to defend herself, was up for debate, but her not being intimidated served to help her cause as she remained calm in the face of his storm.
"To me, because you're in a position you have to. How many others were there, Steve? New interns every year, was coercion into sex an annual event?"
"Yes!" he snapped. "I'm ashamed to say it! I told you I don't do that anymore, getting married and having a daughter made me see somethings differently, I saw what an asshole I was because my wife had a problem with someone she worked with and I thought, holy fuck, I've been that guy!"
"But you're not now?" Victoria did her best to make the question seem genuine and not snarky
"No!" Steve lowered his voice. "I guess this is the payback's a bitch part of my life, I stopped taking advantage of women but now I pay the price."
"I'm going to repeat you were fired for incidents with women."
"I'll repeat I have a weak spot for sex, okay? Were those the smartest decisions? No, guess not. But both times those women were just out for a good time and nothing else, I wasn't pushing them."
His shoulders slumped.
"But looks like I was that guy long enough to not just land me in this spot but to not have a chance here."
"You have a chance here, Steve." Victoria spoke while conflicting thoughts raced through her mind. If he'd changed was this the right thing to do? If he were sorry and learned his lesson, did he need one from her? Would his being contrite make her go from fair payback to just being as petty and shitty as he'd been?
No, he'd gotten plenty of what he'd wanted before he'd changed, if he even had.
"Do I really?"
"Yes, but like I said, your work isn't the issue, or maybe it is because if you weren't so damn good, it would be easy for me to tell Robin no way, but she needs your level of expertise badly right now."
"But seeing I'd hurt her by tossing you, I feel its only fair I get something out of greenlighting you to work here."
"Putting me through this memory walk of shame isn't enough?"
"No." she said simply. "I need more."
"What do you want from me, Victoria?"
"What you wanted from me."
His brow furrowed and he slowly shook his head.
"I'm not following."
"What did you want from me that day? What did you want from Jill and all the others?"
"Sex?"
"You kept talking to me about fun, but you haven't been much fun since you walked through that door. Focused on the job, not being able to take any ribbing. No fun at all, Steve."
She gave a dramatic sigh.
"I need to know the people I work with can be fun, and seeing you and I go way back, I'll give you one more chance. You think you can be fun for me?"
"This is a set up." Steve put his hand up. "You're fucking with me."
"We could be fucking, but that's up to you."
"No, I say yes, and you say gotcha, you haven't changed."
"Why would I say that? I'm the one offering the chance, not you." She smiled. "Maybe I'm just up for that role reversal everyone keeps talking about."
"I might think you were serious if you weren't the same as you were back then," he gestured to her dress. "You're still that uptight all work no play type you were back then."
"That's the other part of what pissed me off that day," Victoria explained. "You made some comment about girls like me could be as boring as they looked or a wildcat. Well, Steve, you had no idea who you were saying that to."
"You're going to tell me that you were a party girl under those old lady clothes?"
"I'm going to tell you that I didn't need the job that badly because I was making more money selling what you wanted for free."
Steve blinked in surprise.
"You're trying to tell me you were one of those girls who was an escort to pay for school?"
"No, not a common escort. What men paid me for was a specialized experience. Long story short, Steve while you were calling me a prig and telling me to lighten up I was getting men older than you and worth for more money to pay me five hundred an hour for the privilege of jacking off in my asshole and sucking it out."
"What? That's...disgusting."
"At nineteen I had clients your father's age begging and whining to come then thanking me for letting the jerk themselves off over my feet and if they paused just once in thanking me? I'd stop, lock their cock in a cage and tell them they couldn't come for a week."
"You...you're full of shit," Steve sputtered.
Victoria reached up and removing the clip from behind her head, shook it, causing her long raven black hair to cascade down her back and shoulders.
"Am I?"
She undid the button that held the white collar in place, then the next one. She opened the neck of the dress to expose the leather collar she wore beneath it and the strap attached to it.
"What the fuck?" Steve whispered when she continued to unbutton the dress to show off the crisscrossed leather straps across the top of her chest and the inner curve of her breasts.
"Just a little tease that how people present themselves isn't always who they really are."
Victoria leaned to her left and picked up the clipboard on her desk.
"Before we start, this is how you know you have a chance. This contract has all the financials laid out as well as the warning that any misconduct is grounds for automatic termination. This is your last chance, and you will get no second chance, understood?"
"Robin discussed that with me, yes." Steve's eyes tried to remain on the clipboard but kept darting to her chest and her partially exposed breasts. "I already signed it, it's why I thought I had the job."
"Your signature is still there, as is Robins, but we added a line for my signature. Also, an additional paragraph saying that you will answer directly to me and that you have met all requirements to become an employee of Pink Orchid."
"What requirements?"
"Oh, well we put in drug tests, background check, the standard but there's some vague legalese about being able to perform the tasks expected of you. But what it really comes down to is what you're willing to do for me, to prove you can work for me."
She turned the clipboard and showed it to him, speaking as his eyes scanned the document.
"Notice I already signed it, and its been notarized, but that its dated for Monday. Impress me, and this is on Robin's desk tomorrow because she's always here on Saturday. Fail and I rip it up and seeing its not official until Monday, its not illegal to do so. Done reading?"
"Yeah," he nodded. "But what are these tasks you're talking about? Just the work itself."
"Did you forget the last minute of this conversation?" Victoria put the clipboard back on her desk. "For the next hour you do as I say. Do it well, make me happy and welcome to Pink Orchid. Refuse to serve me or fail in doing so, I'll light it on fire and let you watch your last chance go up in smoke."
She paused to let what she'd said sink in.
"Do we have an understanding?" she gave him a playful smile. "Can you be a fun boy for your future boss?"
He glanced up at her, taking in how differently she looked with her hair down, then back down to her breasts.
"Looks like you might be up for some fun, so why not?" He returned her smile. "Like I said, I do have a hard time turning down a good time and you're offering."
"I am offering a good time," her smile faded. "For me at least."
"What do you...?'
"Strip."
"What?"
"Take off your clothes and get on your knees." Victoria pointed for emphasis. "You want this job, you earn it, and you earn it by pleasing me, that is if you can."
"You're going all in on this prank; that's for damn sure. I didn't see sex in that contract."
"I didn't know sex was required for me to get a job years ago either, now shut up and put out."
"Watch your mouth, Victoria. I said I'd give you a thrill, but you don't talk to me like that."
"I'm sure the people at unemployment will be much nicer. I'm going to walk behind my desk and get something. By the time I put it on if you're not taking your clothes off you're free to go."
"Something tells me Robin doesn't know you're pulling this weird shit. Maybe I should call her."
"Maybe you should." Victoria plucked a tube of black lipstick from her top drawer and holding up her phone, found the mirror app.
"But remember, I've known her for fourteen years and when she comes to me, I'll just tell her you were a desperate career climbing whore doing anything he could to get this job."
"That's a lie!"
"It is, isn't it?" Victoria paused to coat her lips, then smiled again. "But one she'll believe, not fair is it?"
"I call bullshit on this, you're..."
"You'll be calling daddy and begging for money that he's probably tired of giving you or you wouldn't be desperate. If you don't stop whining and show me how bad you want this," she gave him a nasty smirk. "And the job."
"Don't flatter yourself. I'm leaving."
"All show, no go, why am I not surprised?" Victoria placed the phone down and reaching into the black leather bag by her desk, she removed her mask. Putting her back to him so he didn't see it. "I you don't know what to do with a woman I don't mind teaching."
She slipped the mask over the upper portion of her face then buckled it behind her head.
"Yeah, okay, miss closet freak, you can keep screwing around, but...what the hell is that?" he took a step back when she turned to face him, her eyes peering out from behind the mask to meet his.
"If you're going to go, go. If you stay then from this point on, I'm not Victoria to you. The name is Lady Morrigan, but for you, Mistress will suffice, with a proper please and thank you along with it."
"Holy hell," Steve looked genuinely stunned. "You look like a dud but you're the don't stick your dick in crazy type."
"I'm the type you grovel to stick your dick anywhere I'll let you." Victoria pointed to him. "You're still dressed."
"Going to stay that way."
"Then leave and rip up the contract and tell Robin you did not convince me you've changed and to keep looking for a new rep."
"You're saying I have this job if I play whatever warped game you're talking about? But if not, bye?"
"I wouldn't think I'd have to explain it to the person who played it so often."
"You call me names, say I was wrong but its okay for you to do it?"
"Is it okay? Perhaps not, but takers take until they're taken, Steve. You took from a lot of people and here I am in a position to make you pay in let the punishment fit the crime fashion."
Victoria leaned down and plucking an all black crop from the bad, slapped it hard on the desk.
"Payback's a bitch, and you're going to be mine," she shrugged. "Or you can tuck it between your legs and leave."
She put the crop down and walked further back to the wall, so Steve had a full view of her.


"I mean, hey, its not like I'm fat or ugly or anything, right?"
She unbuttoned the dress down to her waist, her fingers as steady as her voice. Flipping the sides of the dress open, she shrugged her shoulders causing the loose fitting outfit to slide off of her and hit the floor.
Steve's jaw joined it there.
Beneath the far too old for her dress Victoria's outfit consisted of leather straps that crisscrossed down the length of her body. They formed an X around her breasts leaving them bare other than the onyx barbells pierced through her nipples.
The straps formed another X over her hard flat stomach before each side wound around her thighs, buckling behind her legs and just above the knee high boots she wore.
The ensemble was completed by a thong that was little more than string over her hips and between the cheeks of her firm ass and a triangular patch of leather between her thighs that featured a zipper.
"Still think I'm full of shit, Steve?" She raised her arms over her head, taking her hair up in her hands and doing a slow turn to show off her ass and her back which was bare other than the thin straps and the dark image tattooed onto it.
Stunned as he was, Steve's eyes continued to roam up and down her body, lingering on her amazing breasts for a few seconds before drifting back down her long legs and between her thighs thinking about what was barely concealed there.
Victoria would be lying if she said she wasn't vain when it came to her appearance. Men didn't pay for your body if it wasn't worth paying for, and her DM's on the sites she advertised on were always full of men begging for time with her.
All men had a weak spot for a beautiful and sexy woman but to various degrees. Most would look and admire them, then go home to their wife, others would pay for it if that was an option, but then there was Steve.
Steve was the type with no control when it came to women and had just admitted that to her. It was why she'd exposed herself to him, something she would rarely do with a sub until he'd earned seeing what she could reward him with if she so chose.
But Steve wasn't a sub, not yet, and her game had to be different. But sex was his addiction and Victoria was the type of fix he was always looking for.
"Clothes off," she'd lowered her voice to the huskier tone of her alter ego. "Or get out and I'll find a real man to give me what I need."
"Okay," he said softly, his blue eyes bright with lust. "I guess this was worth putting up with some shit." He began unbuttoning his shirt. "I knew there was a fun girl under that ice queen act, but goddamn, Victoria, I..."
He stopped when stepping forward, she picked up the crop and slapped it hard on the desk again, the sudden sound like a gunshot in the otherwise quiet office.
"Use your ears instead of your mouth, you call me mistress!"
She lifted the crop higher and expertly whirled it around in her hand several times before leaning over the desk and swinging it at his face. Steve yelped, trying to jump back, but the flat edge stopped a half inch from his cheek.
"Listen," he put his hands up defensively. "How about you put that thing away and ditch the creepy mask and we can just have some straight up fun."
"This is my fun, and its fun for men who know their place," she shrugged and in spite of his annoyance, his eyes caught the way her breasts jiggled.
"You think I'm going to let you have your way with me? Just use my holes while thinking your god's gift to women? Role reversal, Steve. This is my house not yours and we play by my rules."
She flipped the crop in the air, watching it spin end over end before catching the handle in her left hand.
"Clothes off and game on. Now."
"Not even the option to leave anymore?" Victoria could hear the first hint of nerves in his voice. He wanted her, but her strong persona was getting to him.
"No. You want the job, and you want me. If I dropped to my knees your cock would be out in seconds, but I'm not some desperate girl or neglected housewife or whatever other kind of me so horny easy piece off ass you chase."
Victoria tapped her chest.
"I'm not yours," she pointed to him. "You're mine." A cold smile touched her lips.
"In fact, that's your name until I say its not."
"What kind of..."
"Mine, did I say you could speak?"
As he stared angrily at her, Victoria bent over to the black bag on the floor behind her desk and removed the orange handled zapper, tucking the first few inches of the tip into her right boot, she grabbed the flogger as well.
She straightened and came around the desk, moving quickly and raising the crop. She held back a smile when Steve took a nervous step back, then staggered when his knees hit the chair behind him.
She lifted her leg as if she were going to deliver a snap kick but instead placed the heel of her left boot on his chest and leaned forward causing him to fall into the chair. She lowered her foot, placing the heel of the boot directly onto his crotch. Steve grabbed her ankle to move it but stopped when she placed the tip of the crop against his chin.
"The answer is no, mistress. Say it."
"Move your foot, this isn't sex, its fucking abuse."
"Making someone who didn't want to fuck you, fuck you, is also abuse and it never stopped you." Victoria removed her foot from his crotch and straightened, letting the crop dangle at her leg, the flogger by her other side, the tips of the leather straps sliding along her boot.
"Mine has a choice."
"I'm not mine! I have a name!"
"The name is Mine and this is your last chance to exert free will and leave, but if you stay you agree to accept what you will be dealt to you. This is called consent, something you may have heard of but only loosely requested."
She brought the crop up and teased the edge of it over her erect nipple. "This is new to you just like it is for all arrogant men and women. But if you surrender, you'll find it can be quite pleasurable. It's liberating to give yourself over to someone in every way and if you play your part, very rewarding."
"No more chances. Clothes off and on your knees is what I want." She smirked. "Or as someone once told me, take to the floor or take the door."
"This isn't what I did, I would never hurt..."
"You want me, Mine." She cut him off. "You wanted me then; you want me now. You're scared but still can't keep your eyes off my tits or between my legs. You need to know what's behind this thong. You need to see it, to taste it, to get your cock inside it."
Using the crop, she slipped the tip beneath the thong, moving it to the side just enough to expose the pale pink flesh of her slit before moving it back in place.
"You want these tits in your mouth, my mouth on your cock and most of all to fuck me. To bend me over, pull my hair, slap my ass, make me yours. Tell me, Mine, is that what you want?"
"Yes," he answered in a barely audible whisper and when she cocked her head and raised her eyebrows he added. "Mistress."
"Good boy," she ran the crop through his hair as he stared up at her. "One of the first lessons taught to me, start out harsh and they say no, lower yourself to promising them pleasure and they say yes, mistress."
She patted his head with the flat edge of the crop as she would a dog.
"Come on, Mine, don't look at me like that, you're all about manipulation, aren't you?" When he didn't respond, she snapped. "Aren't you?"
"Yes, mistress," he reluctantly replied.
"You could get all those sexy things I mentioned, maybe even some I didn't. But you have to pay to play, Mine," she emitted a giggle that was far creepier than it was amusing or arousing. "And I'm not talking about money."
She put her back to him, her ass level with his face.
"I'm going to count to twenty. If you're not naked and on your knees, you leave, and before I even get dressed Robin will get the call that you're not welcome here. Feel free to stare at my ass and think about how perfect it is and how badly you want to touch it while you strip."
"I could get a damn lawyer and have them..."
"One!" she spoke over him and waited a moment. "Two!"
Victoria closed her eyes while counting, calling out each number, counting in the rhythm of her breathing. She listened for footsteps but instead heard the distinctive sound of a belt being unbuckled and a zipper coming down.
"Twenty." She took a breath then turned to see Steve naked but sitting in the chair rather than on the floor.
She had to admit he looked good, muscular upper body, thick thighs and calves, stomach hard and flat and enough dark hair on his chest and stomach to be sexy and not off putting.
Between his legs, his cock was barely semi hard, a sign of his not enjoying being told what to do, but even in that state, she could tell he had something worth taking for a ride.
Good looking, success-until recently-and well built, yet still coerced young women. He didn't do it out of need; he'd done it for the sick thrill. Not that she didn't know that already but reminding herself helped her stay immersed in her role.
Victoria's hand flashed out, expertly striking his right nipple with the edge of the crop.
"I said on the floor!" she hissed.
"Ow, fuck!" Steve's hand went to his stinging nipple. "You're fucking...ow, okay!" he cried out when she flicked her wrist in a back hand, striking his other nipple.
Steve slid out of the chair onto his knees and putting the crop on top of his head, she instructed;
"Kiss the tops of my feet."
Steve tried to lift his head to glare at her, but she exerted enough pressure on his head to tell him that was a mistake. Placing his palms on the floor, he lowered his head and did as she asked.
Lifting her right leg, she held her foot in front of his face.
"Lick my heel and do it until I tell you to stop."
"Fuck you," he snapped. "This..." he emitted a sharp yelp when she struck his back with the flogger three times in rapid succession, working her away across his shoulders and back again. She only used her elbow, snapping it down to deliver a blow that would sting but not using her shoulder and the power of her upper body, but had no doubt he'd give her a reason to soon enough.
"I expect obedience and when I don't get it, you can expect pain."
Victoria moved alongside him, then sat on his back.
"Get off me!" he complained.
"That's not obedience."
Victoria rested the crop across his shoulders, then pulling out the zapper leaned to her right and tapped it to the soles of his feet. He released a high pitched yelp that caused her cunt to gush and bucked beneath her with each sudden jolt.
"Sorry, Mistress, or this keeps up." She gave each foot another zap, then with a grin tapped it to the very tip of his ass crap, this time holding it there for a few seconds while keeping the button depressed.
Steve squealed and jerked beneath her and she tapped the zapper to the back of his thigh. "Would you like this on your balls?"
"Sorry, Mistress," he said through gritted teeth.
"Let's try again." Victoria picked up the crop, tapped the zapper to the back of each of his shoulders, then turned and sat in the chair, placing the shock device by her hip. "Turn around, if I keep staring at your ass, I'll want to shove something in it."
Steve spun around so quickly she had to bite down on her lip not to smile. Instead, she lifted her right foot.
"Ask to remove my boot."
"Can I take your boot off?"
He groaned when she put her heel down on his hand and leaned her weight on it for a few seconds.
"Better than that."
"May I please remove your boot, Mistress?"
"Much better." Victoria purred. "See, Mine, you can be a good boy," she leaned back in the chair. "Yes, you can remove my boot."
Kneeling, Steve gripped the heel of her boot in one hand while unzipping it from the top down to the ankle. The sound, along with the annoyed look on his face caused a tingling between her thighs as her clit swelled against the pressure of her piercing.
He eased it from her and placed it on the floor. Before she could speak, he asked.
"May I remove the other, Mistress?"
"Yes."
Her breathing grew heavier as he removed it and raising her legs, she placed her feet side by side and pushed them into his face.
"Take a deep sniff," she instructed. "Had them on all day. I've been told the mix of sweat, leather and vanilla skin cream is an exotic scent. What do you think?"
Steve inhaled and surprised her with his response.
"Smells enticing."
"Good word, you should work in advertising!" she wiggled her toes in his face. "Now hold them up and lick them."
Steve's eyes briefly flashed, but after that initial defiance moved downward, giving in to what she asked of him and that moment of delicious surrender had her nipples aching and a warm wet heat building in her cunt.
Steve gripped her lower calves and lifting her legs higher flicked his tongue out, giving the sole of her foot a quick lick. Victoria suppressed a shiver of pleasure when he repeated the move, but this time kept his tongue in contact with her soft flesh for an additional couple of seconds.
"Heel to toe, up and down," she instructed but in a softer tone than she'd been using seeing he was cooperating.
Steve had another fleeting look of being put off, then closed his eyes and ran his tongue from the bottom of her heel to the tip of her big toe. He gave her several long licks and on the last one she said.
"Now suck my toe."
She heard the breathiness in her tone and chided herself for slipping. The sub was not supposed to think he was pleasing her until the end when she'd ultimately reward him.
Victoria never had an issue with this but Steve's tongue on her foot and now the sensation of him taking her black tipped toe in his mouth and gently sucking it, had her cunt flowing and her clit throbbing.
It was because it was him, her only perceived 'loss' in the game of control was now under hers and falling in line faster than she'd imagined, and the effect on her was surprisingly arousing.
"Next one, work your way across this foot and to the next."
Victoria remained silent, trying to control her breathing as Steve slowly worked his way through each of her toes and switched to the next foot, working each toe with several licks and slow sucks.
She eyed his broad back decorated with several welts from her striking him with the flogger and wondered if he were hard. She know soon enough but for now enjoyed him worshipping her feet.
"Now lick that one up and down," she reminded him as he sucked on the little toe of her left foot. "Finish where you started."
"Not a bad job," she pushed herself to get back into bitch mode. "Just good enough I might give you a chance to lick my cunt."
She took the tab of the zipper on the thong between her fingers and eased it down just enough to cause the top to open and show a hint of her pink flesh.
"You want to see it, don't you?"
"Yes, Mistress," he whispered into her foot.
"Want to taste it? Slide your tongue inside to see if you did a good enough job to get me wet?"
"Yes, Mistress."
"You deserve it, don't you?"
Steve's eyes opened and a slight smile played about his lips as he removed his tongue from her foot. That look was as big of a mistake as his answer.
"Yes, Mistress.
"Wrong!" she dropped her feet to the floor, leaned over him and struck the left side of his ass with the flogger. "I decide what you deserve!"
She struck the other side of his ass, then rose from the chair.
"Stay!" She punctuated the remark with a hard strike to the middle of his back.
He didn't yelp as he had before but she heard his breath hiss between his teeth.
"Try to be soft and playful, try to give you a chance for an easy game, but the second you think you're going to get something you turn back onto a grabby little boy, don't you?"
She walked around her desk, removing another item from it, then slinging the bag several feet across the office to land by the couch.
"That was a question and I didn't here an answer."
"Yes, Mistress," he sighed.
She stalked back around the desk and held up the leash with a leather collar dangling from it.
"Put it on," she held handle of the leash while handing him the collar.
"Fuck off with this shit," he shook his head. "This is...Ah!"
She whipped the zapper from her side and touched it to each of his nipples.
"You whine like a bitch," she poked his right nipple again, this time leaving it there long until he released a high pitched yowl when the small electric shock flowed through him.
She tapped his other nipple before leaning over and pressing it to his pubic mound just over his shaft and zapping him there.
"I said put this on or it'll be your balls next!" she grabbed his hair, yanking his head back and pressing the collar to his neck. "Do it!"
The threat was a bluff, she-and anyone with real knowledge of the device knew that could cause permanent damage, but he didn't know that.
"I'm not your damn dog, you psycho!"
Victoria dropped to one knee to face him.
"You are anything I want you to be." Her eyes blazed and her lips twisted into a sneer. "This isn't a choice anymore because you remained here after I presented it to you for the last time. You're mine until I say you're not and you will stay and do as I say, do you know why?"
He tried to hold her gaze, but his eyes darted to the side.
"Ask me!"
"Why?"
"Why, mistress!" She shouted in his face, causing him to flinch. She could see his resolve already wearing down and how she was beginning to intimidate him just with the force of her persona and the already proven threat of pain. Minor pain at that, but not to someone as soft as him.
"Why Mistress!" his voice cracked and she had to hold back a smile.
"Because you want this. Because you've never had control taken from you and now that you have you find that part of you likes it. You want to give in to me and the only thing stopping you is your pathetic male ego. Caring what other men might think of you.
"There's no one else here but us and no one will ever know but us. Now, stop acting like a fussy little twat and do what you're told."
She pushed the collar at him again.
"You putting on or getting dressed and running out like the pathetic simp you are?" She gave him an evil smirk. "That's another choice given, so stop acting like you're a victim of anything except what you agree to."
Steve turned to look at his clothes piled by the chair, then back to her, his yes dropping to her tits.
"I'm not counting to twenty again because I already know what you'll choose, and that's the chance to have what I denied you years ago."
"Yeah," Victoria whispered when Steve took the collar and wrapped it around his neck before slipping the end through the metal loop. "Good boy."
She took over, pulling it tight enough to not slip, and pushing the prong through it before tucking the excess length into the loop.
"That's the thing, isn't it, Mine? We both failed. You didn't get what you wanted, but I didn't get to tell you the real reason you couldn't have it, and here we are."
She stood and backing up, tugged on the leash.
"Let's go for a walk."
She stepped forward but when the leash stretched taut and he didn't move, she spun around. Lashing out with her right leg, she swept his arms out from under him causing him to pitch forward and only turning his head at the last moment stopped him from face planting.
Victoria quickly placed her foot on the side of his face and this time when she swung the flogger she put her shoulder and her considerable strength into it. Steve couldn't hold back a cry of pain when she leather strands struck his lower back, then each side of his ass and to his back once more in rapid succession.


"Let's try again, shall we?"
Victoria pivoted and walked away and this time was able to continue. She turned, now walking backwards and smiling down at Steve who had his head down as he crawled on all fours.
"Good boy, Mine, I knew you could be a perfect little puppy, you just needed an actual woman to show you your place." She reached the bar and stopped, putting the flogger down, she picked up the bottle of Jack Daniels, and opened it.
"All those little girls who had no choice or those horny housewives desperate for someone to tell them they had nice tits and would get on their knees to suck any man who'd pay attention to them are no good for men like you."
She paused to take a long pull from the bottle, the whiskey leaving a pleasantly warm trail down her throat and through her body, adding to another heat that had been building within her.
"Gets you all full of yourself, thinking your something because you're getting your dick wet on little girls barely out of their teens and middle aged women looking for validation, they're still worth fucking."
She took another long swallow.
"Can't have you feeling too good about yourself though and that's where women like me come in. We show you what you're really worth and that's jack shit in our eyes, but if you play your part you might get something. Difference is you'll have earned it for once."
She held up the bottle. "Would you like a drink, Mine?"
"Yes mistress." He spoke with his head down, staring at the floor.
"Up!" she yanked on the leash and he rose to his knees.
Victoria lifted her leg, putting her toes to his lips and poured some of the whiskey onto her foot. "Drink."
Steve let the whiskey flow against his lips and down his chin, his eyes filling with anger.
"I said," she gripped the handle of the zapper she'd tucked into her thong. "Drink."
She poured more on her foot and this time he parted his lips and let it flow into his mouth.
"Ask for more."
"I...may I have more, mistress?"
"Of course!" She tipped the bottle, sending more down her foot and into his mouth before unzipped the thong and exposing her pink glistening cunt to him. "Maybe you'd like to drink from this?" she put the tip of the bottle between her legs, tapping the glass to her clit piercing.
"Yes, mistress."
"Have you earned that taste?"
Steve didn't answer right away and she put him to the test by leaning against the bar and opening her legs wider before using her fingers to spread her cunt open. She let some of the whiskey trickle over her swollen clit and between her puffy lips.
"Thirsty?" she teased. "Just one taste wouldn't be so bad, no?"
Steve leaned forward and Victoria let his tongue glide through her slit to her clit, but when he pressed his lips to hers, she shoved his head back before he could suck on it.
"Did I say yes?"
"I...you..." he looked up at her in confusion then yelped when she whipped the zapper out and hit both nipples with it.
"Did you say Mistress, may I?"
"No."
"No, what?" She threw her hands in the air. "For fucks sake, how stupid are you? Or do you like getting punished?"
"Enough!" Steven shook his head. "I played along and took your shit."
"You haven't taken anything yet." She stepped away from the bar and when he remained on his knees, Victoria snapped her arm in a back hand motion, the flogger striking his chest, before the following forehand swing caught his lower stomach, coming close to striking his cock which was...
"Not even hard for me! You expect me to use my mouth to get you hard? Can't get there on your own?"
"F..." he froze when she dropped to one knee and grabbed his chin in her hand.
"Fuck you?" Is that what you were going to say, Mine?"
"My name is Steve," he said his voice trembling in anger. "Not Mine, not dog, or asshole or anything else you keep calling me."
"Your name is anything I say it is and until I say its not. Had you asked properly you'd be eating my cunt and if you made me cum you could have been inside me. You're the one who keeps failing. Play by the rules and you get to fuck this snotty bitch, its pretty simple when you think about it."
She rose and backed up, pulling on the leash.
"We start again, walk."
Steve glowered at her but went back to his hands and knees as she put her back to him and walked him over to the couch.
"Stay." She let the handle of the leash fall to the floor and tossing the cushions to the side, pulled the handle under them and stepped back as she pulled the mattress out.
"Get on the bed."
Seeing the bed gave Steve some hope things might get back to normal, and with a somewhat convincing, "Yes mistress." He climbed onto the bed.
"Stretch out on your stomach, arms out, legs open."
Steve looked over his shoulder at her, but when she lifted the flogger, did as she asked.
"I could bind you, I brought restraints with me, but sometimes I like to practice control. If I need bonds to keep a sub from moving how good am I? You move from that position, then no job, you lose the game, and that is all I need to keep you still, isn't it?'
"Yes, Mistress," she could hear his teeth gritting in his reply.
"Now that we understand each other," Victoria put the flogger on the bed and reaching next to the couch picked up the four foot wooden dowel she'd leaned against the wall earlier today.
"What's your name?"
"Can we drop that part?"
"What's your name," she smirked. "Answer, dog."
"My name is Steve, you whack job!"
"Your name is Mine!" she whipped the dowel around in her hand and struck the sole of his foot with the tip, causing him to yowl. "Because you are mine!"
She struck his other foot, then whirling the dowel expertly struck the back of each of his knees. He went to push up on his arms and she peppered his back with several rapid sharp blows and he dropped back to the mattress.
Victoria went to work on the sensitive areas of his feet and knees, striking all four repeatedly and so quickly the room was filled with the sound of the dowel whipping through the air and his yips and cries of pain.
"Your name is Mine!" she snapped and slipping the tip of the dowel under the flogger, flicked her wrist, flipping the flogger into the air where she caught it by the handle. "Because you are mine."
She tossed the dowel away and hopped onto the bed to stand between his legs.
"Repeat this. My name is mine because I am yours!"
"I...I'm mine oh fuck!"
He wailed when she struck him hard in the middle of his back.
"That's not what I said! My name is mine because I am yours!" she dealt him another sharp blow. "Say it!"
"I am Mine because I am yours!" he shouted.
"You say it after every strike!"
Victoria whipped the flogger over her head and brought it down hard on the left side of his ass.
"I am Mine because I am yours!"
She hit the other side.
"Ow, I...I am Mine because I am yours!"
"Better but I want more!"
Victoria went to work crisscrossing his back and ass with the leather strips, creating a pattern of red welts across his muscular back. Each strike he called out the words. But there was anger in his tone and she continued until the words came out with less volume but were far more submissive as he succumbed to his punishment and his cries were no longer outrage but pleas for her to stop.
"Oh, for fucks sake," she sighed and dropped the flogger by his side. "Good enough. I've done this to twenty year old girls who held out longer."
"Sorry, Mistress."
"Good response, because sorry is what you are and in every way. Now roll over while I get something."
He did as she asked and she stared pointedly at his flaccid cock.
"Disappointing. My subs are hard when I beat them because they know when they show me how excited they are for being worthy of my discipline. Difference between a man who knows what he wants and a soft little boy."
"I'm not soft," Steve mumbled as he rolled over, wincing as the welts were now pressed into the bed. "Mistress," he added.
"Your cock is and that's all I'm interested in. You know, like none of those girls' feelings mattered, just they're cunts."
"I said I was sorry about all of that."
"I didn't say you could speak, but I'll let it go so I can tell you that sorry is a word but today is a true apology and not just to me, but other women. Shame only I'll see how contrite you are, but this is for all the women you mistreated and I will take pride in that."
Victoria knelt by the bag her hand drifting over the remaining items in to before finding what she wanted. Rising and coming around so he could see her, she held up the eight inch strap on.
"No!" he sat up. "You're not going to use that on me!"
"Stop whining, I'm using it on me because something in this room needs to be hard." She gestured to him. "Trust me and lie back or watch me toss that contract through the shredder by wall over there."
Victoria knelt on the bed next to him and cupped her left tit, lifting it higher.
"Would you like to suck it, Mine?" She asked and when his eyes narrowed, she added. "No trick, you took your punishment, you've earned a reward. You can touch them and suck on them."
Steve still looked unsure but whispered;
"Yes, Mistress, thank you, Mistress."
"Nice," she put the strap on down and now offered him both breasts. "Go ahead."
Steve sat up straighter and slipped her hands between hers and her tits. Now holding them he gave each a gentle squeeze before sliding his thumbs over her pierced nipples.
"Hmm," she allowed him to hear a soft moan. "You don't have to be so easy, really touch them."
Steve gripped her breasts more firmly, fondling them while using his index fingers to now roll her nipples against his thumbs. His eyes darted up to hers, seeking permission and she replied "You may" to his unspoken question.
The sigh she released when his tongue swirled over her left nipple was caused as much by his obedience as the sensation of his warm wet tongue on her swollen flesh. He sucked it between his lips and Victoria ran her fingers through his hair before lowering her hand and teasing his nipple with a long fingernail.
"You like those tits? You like finally getting to see them and touch them after all these years?" She chuckled. "Maybe not quite as firm as they were when I was twenty one, but still holding up, don't you think?"
"They're amazing," he muttered into her flesh as he switched to sucking her other nipple.
"They were pierced back then too, bet you'd never have imagined that."
"Hmm-hmm" he shook his head, his eyes closed as he continued to fondle and suck her breasts.
"Oh, look," Victoria turned her head. "Something is waking up."
His cock was now semi hard and when she reached down and ran her finger along his shaft he moaned and his hips jerked.
"That's it, show me what you have for your mistress," she ran her palm over his stiffening cock, then over his balls. "Feels like you have a lot stored up in there, let's see if you can earn a release."
She slipped her hand between his face and her tits. "Spit."
He gave her another nervous look, but when she repeated the word, did as she asked, spitting into her palm. Victoria shoved his head back into her tit while reaching down and rubbing his spit over the head of his cock and then stroking it.
He groaned around the nipple he'd taken back in his mouth as she stroked his now slick cock. It swelled in her hand and she had to give it to him, his cock was big enough to back his ego when it came to women.
Eyeing it then the strap on, he was slightly longer and a bit thicker. She was sure he'd made plenty of young women and even older ones squeal, but hadn't decided if he was worth her finding out if he could impress her.
"Stop," she told him and when he continued to lick her nipple, she grabbed his hair and pulled his head back. "One step forward and two back with you, isn't it?"
"Sorry, Mistress."
"At least you're hard for me." She pumped him harder in her fist and he moaned softly. "But I don't think I heard a thank you."
"T..." his words turned into a sharp gasp when she released his cock and gave it hard slap, then another.
Victoria picked up the rubber cock, gripping it by one of the straps and loosening the other.
"Look up, let's get this on you."
His eyes widened but when she leaned over, pressing her breasts in his face, he remained still as she slipped the straps over and around his head.
"Don't lick or suck or this will be in your ass if I have to tie you down to do it."
She fiddled with the straps even though they were in place just to tempt him with her tits a little longer while the threat ran through his mind. Victoria leaned back and gripped the cock which had been resting on his head, pulled it down over his face.
He grunted when she pulled it over his nose so the base of the rubber cock was over his mouth and moved the straps over so they wouldn't be over his eyes which were darting around wildly as if he couldn't believe this was happening.
"Lie back," she pushed him in the chest and when he resisted, gripped the handle of the flogger. "Should I whip the front? My aim is pretty good but hate to slip and hit your cock or balls."
With a groan that sent a shiver through her he flopped back onto the bed with a delicious air of resignation. Victoria turned and swung her leg over his chest so she was now straddling him with her back and ass to his face.
She found the hidden clip behind the leather of the thong and slipped it open. The strings popped free and she slipped it off, tossing it onto the floor. Leaning forward, she gave Steve a good view of her now bare cunt before sitting straight up.
Her wet flesh pressed into his chest and she rocked her hips, sliding her slit along his hard body, teasing herself. Him as well by the way his cock had once again stiffened for her even with the strap on attached to his face.
She wiggled her hips, working her way up his body and sliding her lower legs under his arms until her ass against his chin. Lifting her hips, she gripped the strap on and guided it between her thighs.
She eased down on the rubber cock, groaning as her wet cunt spread around it as slowly impaled herself on it. Bracing her hands on his stomach she pushed up, then dropped down, she did this several times, moving faster each time to get used to the toy, then settled down on his face, rocking her hips and sliding the cock around in her stuffed cunt.
"Hmm, at least you can satisfy me somehow." She told him. "Had you been a good boy at the bar, I'd be riding your tongue then your cock instead of this toy."
Victoria resumed bouncing on him but faster this time and coming down more forcefully. She moaned and whimpered and although it felt good, the sounds were exaggerated to excite and frustrate him that it wasn't his cock she was enjoying.
On that note, she turned her attention to his cock which was fully erect and she'd be lying if she said she wouldn't prefer it to be inside not just her cunt, but have her mouth on it.
Too bad this bog beautiful dick was attached to an even bigger dick. But maybe she'd sample it before she was done. That would be up to him if he could get it up after she was done with her plan.
"That feels good," she moaned riding him harder. "Love something long and thick inside me even if its fake, its still better than putting up with a man like you." He grunted something she couldn't make out but going by the tone she slid her hands to his nipples and gave them both a savage twist.
"Then behave," she said after he'd yelped sharply at the pain. "Let's see if you can be of some use here. Lift your left hand."
Steve lifted his arm and grabbing his wrist, Victoria put his hand between her thighs. Moving his thumb, she placed it against her clit, just under the piercing but still touching it enough to increase the pressure on it.
"Stay still. I get off on you, you don't get me off. Move and we stop, don't and you cum. Easy game, Mine."
She moved her hand and worked her hips in a circular motion as she rode the cock more slowly and not removing as much of it from inside her when she rose. Steve kept his finger still, allowing her to grind into it.
Victoria had been worked up since he'd first stripped and submitted to her and it wasn't going to take long for her to come so she needed to get him there as well. She gripped his cock in one hand while sliding her other hand between his legs to caress his balls.
He moaned as she pumped him and this time she spit on his cock, striking his tip and working it in with her hand. His hips pumped and he groaned when she squeezed his balls just hard enough to cause slight discomfort.
"No moving!" she snapped, then resumed jerking him. "Put your hand over mine."
He moved his right hand along her arm and gripped her hand pressing it harder to his cock.
"Now move it, jerk yourself off with my hand and you better come before I do." She moved her hips faster and in tighter circles, moaning as her thighs trembled and her body tensed.
"Better move faster because humiliating you has me ready to pop."
He moved her hand faster and she noticed his thighs beginning to shake and heard soft whimpers beneath her.
"Either you were excited too or you're a damn minute man who gets off from a woman's hand like it's a thrill and not a gesture of pity to get you off without using her mouth or cunt."
She bounced harder as she felt the pressure of an impending orgasm building within her.
"Riding a toy on your face because I could tell by how you licked my feet you wouldn't be good enough with it to get me off. That's why you like them young, isn't it, Mine? They don't know any better and think you know what you're doing."
His response was a low moan and his cock twitched in her hand. His body shook beneath her as he struggled not to move his hips or hand as Victoria made it difficult by the now wild movement of her hips into his thumb.
"Getting close, Mine, you better come quick," she yanked her hand out from under his. "Here, do it yourself, you've probably had a lot of practice."
She gripped his wrist, moving it up and down several times before she let go.
"Make yourself come and come in my hands!" She cupped both her palms around his tip and he rapidly stroked himself.
"Ohh," she whimpered. "I'm right there! Come you little bitch! Come by your own hand because you're not worth mine! Come in my hands, show me you have something for me other than a few dribble, show....yes!"
Victoria cried out when he erupted, sending a thick warm stream of cum into her hands. The sensation sent her over the edge and throwing her head back she released a low guttural growl that erupted into a banshee like wail of pleasure.
Her hips bucked wildly, grinding hard into Steve's prone face as her cunt convulsed around the thick cock she continued to thrust onto, bouncing Steve's head up and down on the mattress with the force of her hips.
To his credit he kept his thumb on her clit although that this point he was moving to do so but she was too caught up in her orgasm to care. Likewise, as wild as her movements her, she kept her hands in place as Steve filled her palms, emptying his balls of their white, warm, sticky contents.
Victoria leaned forward, breathing deeply as the last tremors of orgasm flowed through her and when she felt steady enough, slipped her left leg from under Steve's arm and getting her foot flat on the bed, pushed herself off the strap on.
Keeping her hands cupped, she turned on the bed until she was sitting next to him.
"Good job, and so much cum for me!" she cooed in a deceptively playful voice. "Be a good boy and get that strap on off, I think you're on your way to an even better reward."
Steve sat up, reaching back and fumbling with the straps. Victoria eyed his still


oozing cock which was still semi hard and told her he'd be able to rise to the occasion again with even a minimal recovery period, even if it was with her help.
He pulled the strap on off, taking several deep breaths and wiping at his sweat slicked face which also glistened in places from her gushing around the toy.
"Put it down." She pointed between her legs. "Straight up."
Steve did as she asked, then frowned when Victoria put her hands around the tip of the cock and stroked it, rubbing the cum up and down its already slick length and mixing Steve's load with her juices.
Victoria picked up the white smeared rubber cock and slipping off the bed, deftly buckled it around her waist. She let the straps that were supposed to go around her thighs dangle and gripped the base of the cock.
"On your knees and suck it."
"What? You think I'm some kind of fag?"
"I know gay men who could kick your ass then fuck it while you cried like a baby, so keep your crude slurs to yourself." She tapped the dripping head of the rubber dick.
"Your lesson is almost over. Get on your knees and show me the skills," she smirked as she used another of his lines from that day. "If you don't have any, I'm happy to let you practice."
"Not worth it," he shook his head.
"A few minutes on your knees isn't worth a new start on your career?" She tapped her chest. "And getting to fuck me?"
"Fuck you?"
"I'm glad you mentioned that before the job," she laughed. "You have good priorities. Yes, fuck me. Show me how bad you want it, Mine, and I'll get on my hands and knees for you but fucking me is the ultimate reward so you need to really prove you want it."
"No one hears about this?"
"You're breaking the rules and not calling me mistress, but I'll let it go if you show me you can blow." She sighed when he eyed the sticky cock, a look of disgust on his face. "Only us here and who'd believe super prude Victoria May would do anything like this?"
Steve eyed the cock, then her.
"So close! To lose out over a good job and better piece of ass over a few minutes of dignity that is just between us?" She reached back to unbuckle the strap on. "Your loss on both counts."
"Stop." Steve swallowed nervously, then slid to the edge of the bed, dropping his feet to the floor. "I...I'll do it."
He dropped to his knees and Victoria shook the cock in his face.
"Suck it," she told him. "Suck it like you wanted me too, suck it like Jill and all the other girls had to."
Steve took a breath and opening his mouth, tentatively took the tip between his lips. Closing his eyes he eased forward, taking a few inches of the cock before gagging. He tried to move his head back, but she gripped his hair and held his head in place.
"Angle your head and stay still."
He looked upwards and she slowly moved her hips, sliding the first third of the cock in and out of his mouth.
"Tighten those lips and tongue against the shaft." She instructed. "Relax your throat and keep your hands on your knees. I want a hands free blow job from my desperate for a job career climbing whore."
Victoria pumped her hips faster and pushed deeper, causing him to gurgle and drool around the cock.
"Look up at me, let me see those eyes filled with disgust, self loathing and humiliation you loved seeing in those interns while lying and saying you wanted them to enjoy it."
She stopped moving.
"Your turn, suck it and put some effort into it. You will keep sucking until its clean and I think you've shown me what a good little cock sucking simp you are."
Steve moved his head, bobbing it slowly as he performed oral sex on the fake cock covered in his own load.
"That's it," she said softly. "Every drop, all that cum, and while you do it, think about how much cum those girls had to swallow for you for an entry level position that only lasted until you fired them shortly after.
Steve continued, gagging a few times, but stayed with it until all that was on the cock was his drool and spit.
"Good enough." She stepped back, easing the toy from his mouth and unbuckling it to toss it back into the bag. "You have potential. If you're interested there's a gay bar downtown called the Bullpen. Lot of those nasty fags there that would love to call you that while they fucked your mouth."
Steve stared angrily at her, cum smeared around his lips and some in his beard.
"Ready to fuck me?" Victoria moved past him and crawled into the bed.
Remaining on all fours she wiggled her ass at him.
"Come and get it. Mine. I'm not fond of waiting."
Steve stood and knelt on the bed behind her.
"Well?" she looked over her shoulder and saw he wasn't hard.
"Seriously? Stud like you gets a chance to stick it to an uppity bitch and you're limp?"
"I didn't like what you made me do."
"I didn't like what you made me do!" she mocked him in a whiny voice. "Didn't like being made to do what I made those girls do!"
Victoria spun around on the bed so she was facing him.
"You're going to fuck me, but seeing you're such a useless limp dicked loser, I guess I have to take what I want."
She leaned forward and took him into her mouth. Victoria didn't tease, she bobbed her head rapidly, her tongue fluttering along his stiffening shaft as she used her mouth to bring him back to life.
She didn't moan or whimper just worked for what she wanted, taking him deeper with each suck until she was effortlessly deep throating him. Steve was quiet at first as if trying to act like he could resist her, but within a minute was moaning softly as she sucked him to a full erection.
"There," she eased him from her mouth. "Mask wasn't so creepy then was it? Now, let me turn around before you lose that again."
She spun back around, pointing her ass at him and lowered her head to the mattress.
"Do I have to tell you what to do?"
Steve gripped her hips and entered her in one long thrust. He pumped his hips, moving in a steady rhythm and Victoria folded her arms beneath her, staring across the room as he fucked her.
His cock felt good and he was moving at a nice pace, not teasing but knowing better than to tear into her. She remained silent, no moaning or sighing, not even breathing heavy, just letting him have her with no enthusiasm or emotion.
"This is it?" she asked. "No wonder you had to threaten those girls with losing a job to get them to moan your name and act like they can feel it. Go ahead, try a little harder."
Steve squeezed her hips and fucked her harder. Victoria continued to be unimpressed, refusing to move or make a sound even though he did have a nice cock and work up enough to want a good fucking.
"Christ, this is sad, bouncing on that toy felt better than this." She pushed up on her hands and looked over her shoulder at him. "I got fucked harder than this my first time it was his first time too. Good thing you had the money to pay women to moan for you."
Without her giving permission he fucked her harder, now using long hard strokes she refused to acknowledge in anyway except putting her hand to her mouth and stifling a yawn.
"Think this is what pornstars are like when the camera isn't on their face and they don't have to look excited? Just kneel here and think about what's for dinner and hope the loser comes soon before she falls asleep."
Steve fucked her harder the bed now rocking from the force of his thrusts. Victoria bit down on her lip to not make a sound and once she got herself under control sighed.
"Well, at least I have some ideas for new clients, all this time to think, its even better than waking up from a nap."
She let him go another minute and snapped.
"Stop, now!"
Steve stopped in mid thrust.
"Stay still, I'll fuck myself. You move I'll break my word and fuck you with that strap on just to teach you how to do it. Stay still, maybe you come again."
Victoria rocked back and forth, slowly at first and working his full length in and out of her. She'd let him go at her full speed long enough she knew he wouldn't hold out for long and gradually increased the speed and force of her rocking back into him.
"Hope when you're working here its not like this and I have to do the work and finish everything for you." She moved faster and each time she drove him balls deep into her, holding her ass against him and working her hips in grinding circles to move his sensitive tip inside her.
His breathing became louder and his fingers tightened on her hips as she continued to fuck his motionless cock.
"Getting close already? I suppose I should complain but this is so dull I'm grateful we're almost done here."
She plowed back into him a few more times.
"Beg me to come! Thank me for letting your sorry dick in my cunt! Let's go, Mine, remember who your boss is now and for as long as you're here."
"Thank you, Mistress!" he moaned. "Please let me come! Please!"
"Do you deserve it?"
"No, Mistress! I don't deserve to come! I don't deserve to fuck you! Thank you for letting me!"
"Ten more and I stop!" She slammed back into him. "One!"
Steve whimpered as she counted to three. By four she felt his cock twitching inside her and by six his hands trembled on her hips as his body yearned to come in time.
"Eight!" she shouted into the air. "Nine!"
"Fuck, thank you!" Steve cried out as his cock exploded inside her. "I...ohhh,"
He whimpered when she stopped moving and his cock twitched inside her, straining to continue to come without any motion. He lasted a few seconds before losing the battle and giving her several quick thrusts, each ending in another warm jet shooting inside her.
Steve moaned and sat back, sliding his cock from inside her.
"T...thank you, Mistress."
She heard the nerves in his voice because he knew he fucked up. Victoria didn't have to think on how to punish him, the pressure in her bladder that had been building since her orgasm and helped by being sure to drink plenty of water just before he arrived.
"Lay back, Mine," she said softly. "Don't make me ask twice."
Steve, a worried look on his face, rolled over onto his back.
"Um, we're done now, right?"
Victoria rose to her knees, then swung her left leg over his head, placing her foot on his bicep. Leaning to the side, she contracted her muscles, pushing his cum out of her cunt and down into his face. He tried to sit up, but she dropped her other knee onto his shoulder and put her hands on his forehead.
"This is why its better to be pissed off than pissed on."
Victoria relaxed and let it all go. A stream of urine caught him directly in the face along with another stream of cum flowing from her cunt. Steve sputtered and bucked beneath her causing some of her piss to catch his shoulder and chest, but she leaned back to the other side and caught him in his open mouth, up his nose and on his chin with the rest of it.
Victoria nimbly rolled off him and whipped her legs around, throwing herself to her feet and putting a few feet between them just in case. Thank you, Master Sato she thought to herself, referring to her first Tai Kwon Do instructor back in college.
"You...you fucking bitch!" Steve exclaimed, sitting up, his face a mass of sweat, cum and piss. He swung his legs off the bed as she calmly reached up and removed her mask, wiping at her sweat slicked face.
"Are we cross, Mine?"
"You," he surged to his feet. "That was disgusting!"
"So is being a sexual predator." She remained where she was, but had shifted the mask in her hand so if need be she could deliver a hard blow to his temple with the edge of it.
"I told you I don't do that anymore!"
"But you did, and tried to do it to me." She put her hands up. "Even?"
"Even? You piss on me like some sick freak and all you say is even?"
"I'll also say welcome to Pink Orchid, Steve Barton. We're happy to have you aboard."
"I..." he stammered, a look of disbelief on his hot mess of a face. "I have the job?"
"If you want it." Victoria backed over to the bag, keeping him in her line of sight while pulling a towel from it and tossing it to him. "There's a shower in my bathroom you're free to use, but you can wipe off for now."
He caught the towel and quickly ran it over his face, then his chest.
"Have a seat," she gestured to the bed. "One more thing to discuss."
"You going to tell me how you'll shit on me next?"
"I've been offered money to do it, but that's a bit much for me."
"You really did this for money?"
"That's not what we need to talk about." Victoria reached under her hair and unsnapped the collar behind her neck and pulled it away.
The straps around her body loosened and she slowly unwound them from her body as she spoke.
"The contract is real. You start Monday and although you were warned and signed off on how you will conduct yourself here, I wasn't sure it was enough."
"Considering I'm not like that anymore It's plenty."
"But if it did happen, you'll be fired but you'd have traumatized some young woman here, so I decided to take another measure."
"What's that?" he asked as she walked behind her desk, placing the mask on it and picking up the dress, stepped into it and pulled it up.
"There are several cameras installed in this room and everything that happened has been filmed." She told him as she buttoned the blouse to conceal her breasts.
"That's fucking illegal!" he rose from the bed and came over to the desk his flaccid cock bouncing between his legs.
"It is illegal and flat out sleazy, but so were you and for all I know you may still be." She pointed. "If you put your shirt over it, you can sit down in the chair, or get dressed over all that mess stuck to you. Your choice."
"I'll stand."
"Fine. Here's the game, Steve. You behave no one ever sees that video and you should know that's true because I'm in it and I'll be in the unemployment line with you."
"Be facing charges too."
"Maybe, but will it matter? Imagine if you get out of line and I release that to every porn and fetish site out there. As soon as something is uploaded to one of those sites they're stolen and put on a dozen more as well as social media under not safe for work accounts."
"There you'll be, Steve Barton the man amongst men getting walked on a leash, sucking his own load off a strap on and getting pissed on. Think you're reputation is in the shitter now? You'll be a disgrace to your family and an absolute joke who'll be branded a cuck, simp and deviant for life."
"But the same will happen to you!"
"No." she shook her head. "I'll lose my career, but I can go back to being a Dominatrix for a living. Can you imagine the men lining up to pay the woman who went viral for doing things that, unlike you, they appreciate and desire?"
"I...no..." he frowned as he thought about it.
"Never mind the deals I'd get from fetish driven porn sites and let's not forget Only Fans. No, if need be, I can turn this into a career doing what I've been doing for fun anyway. Lady Morrigan will be writing her own checks, Steve. You? Not sure you have many options."
"This isn't fair."
"We went over fair before. What we have here is to use a chess analogy, check. You behave, nothing happens because I love my job and keeping my hobby just that. You act up, we both go down, but only one of us can make a living having men begging for us to go down, isn't that right?"
"I see what you mean," he nodded disgustedly.
"But be a good boy and you start on Monday and you will answer to me, and I promise to be fair and look forward to you helping Robin and this company get even bigger."
"This is crazy."
"You're getting a second chance you never gave those girls, and you have Robin to thank because she gave me that chance and I won't let my desire for revenge cost her a chance at someone who can help her if he's honest about changing."
Victoria picked up the clipboard and smiled.
"Not often you get your cake and get to eat it to because what just happened isn't the payback, Steve. That's every day for as long as you work here and have to see me and know what happened between us."
"You're going to tell..."
"I'm not telling anyone, Steve. Not even Robin. This is our secret and I think you just learned I'm damn good at keeping secrets, I've lived one for my entire adult life."
"I guess." He stared at the clipboard when she leaned over the desk to hand it to him.
"Bring that with you Monday when you see Robin."
"Unreal," he looked down at the contract. "You pull this shit and even if it went public somehow you'd make out."
"What can I say, Steve?" Victoria sat down in her chair. "There's an old expression that it's a man's world, but seeing this is role reversal? This time it's a woman's world," she winked. "Isn't that right, Mine?"
Chapter Nine
"Turn here," Victoria pointed to the right. "The GPS takes you to the front by my unit is in the back."
Ted took the turn and she pointed again.
"That's my car right there, you can pull in next to it."
"Won't get towed?"
"Each unit has two spots," she laughed. "I've been here five years, and I think you're the only person to use it except for when my brother visits."
"A special evening made even better!" Ted whistled while cruising into the spot. "I can't wait to post on Facebook that my date went so well I got into her guest parking spot."
He broke out in a good imitation of maniacal movie villain laughter and Victoria laughed with him, clapping her hands.
"That was really good!"
"Then it falls in with the rest of the night," He turned in the seat to look at her. "Dinner was amazing, and the play was excellent," he grinned. "Keep all that stuffy Shakespeare shit, give me Grease any day!"
"It was fun and I'll take sassy over classy any day." Victoria told him. "Thank you, Ted, I had a lot of fun tonight."
"Me too," he cocked his head slightly a small smile touching his lips.
"What is it?"
"I know you said not to talk about it, but this seems kind of surreal."
"Yeah, it does," she agreed.
"Getting your real name, seeing you dressed up and laughing and having a good time."
"You don't have a good time when you usually see me?" she teased even though she knew exactly how he felt. This was her first date since her first year in college and it had gone surprisingly well, and she was glad she'd done it.
"Different kind of fun, this was normal people fun." He explained. "But seriously, talking to you over dinner, getting to hear about your job, where you came from, that you're a human and not some sexual hell spawn."
"Thanks, I think that's a compliment."
"Two compliments. one for Lady Morrigan and one for lovely Victoria."
"I'm lovely?"
"You look amazing," he reached out and lightly ran his hand through her hair. "Hair down, make up that doesn't look like Lily Munster cosplay, and I love the purple dress. You look great in actual colors."
"Munster cosplay?" She grimaced. "Ouch, if this is what happens when I let you speak freely, I may have to think twice next time."
Ted grinned, but it quickly faded.
"Moment of truth, I guess. I know there will be a next time with Lady Morrigan, but will there be one with the much more personable and playful Victoria?"
"I..." she hesitated and felt her heart and stomach flutter. She was nervous.
Was this what normal people felt when they had actual interactions with people that didn't involve bondage and rules? Was this what it was like not to be in control, but instead be at the mercy of another person's feelings as well as her own.
"You?" he raised his eyebrows and looked as if he were trying not to laugh at her being...human.
"Would you like there to be?"
"Honestly?" He took her hand in his and gave it an affectionate squeeze. "I'd love there to be, and no reason why we can't have the best of both. A nice night out and maybe some put me in my place time."


"Or maybe just some show a woman a good time kind of time." She said softly.
"I'd be up for that challenge, and if I fail?" He shrugged. "Then my mistress would punish me for that failure."
"But then you'd fail on purpose," she sighed dramatically.
"Only if you clue me in on whether or not you'd want me to," he told her. "At the risk of sounding like an arrogant dog, I think we can have a good time without it being a session."
"Talks cheap you know." Victoria pointed out, "If you're going to talk it, you need to walk it."
"I'm waiting for an invitation to go for said walk." Ted leaned closer, his head angling to the side.
He was going to kiss her and for a moment, Victoria thought about turning her cheek or telling him no. She flashed back to her first experiences with Chris and how even then she had to be in control of everything.
Her hesitation must have shown as Ted didn't kiss her but instead said.
"Shall I ask for permission? Because if..." he stopped when she put a finger to his lips.
"Ted, this will be the last time I tell you to do anything tonight, okay?"
He nodded against her finger.
"When I move my finger you can do whatever you'd like. If you want to kiss me, I want you to kiss me because..." she took a breath, then took the plunge, "I'd like you to kiss me. If you would like to come upstairs with me, I would like that even more."
She moved her finger.
"And once we're up there? I think, no, I know, I would enjoy you enjoying me and I'll hope you'll want to spend the night and take me to breakfast and..." her eyes widened when he imitated her by putting his finger to her lips.
"Telling me I could kiss you is enough; a good kiss leads to everything else." He moved his finger and replaced it with his lips.
Victoria's eyes widened for a brief moment before she closed them and relaxed into the kiss. Ted started out softly, his lips barely brushing hers, but once she responded, her kissed her more firmly, his mouth working over hers as she went against her nature and allowed him to dictate the pace.
When Ted's tongue flicked across her lips, she parted them and he slipped it into her mouth, seeking hers. He kissed her harder as their tongues played over one another and he slipped his arms around her, drawing her into his embrace.
A soft whimper of pleasure reached her ears, and she was shocked to realize it was coming from her. Ted's hands slid down her bare shoulders in the sleeveless dress and down her upper arms, before moving back up and into her hair, holding her head gently between his large, strong hands.
He eased his lips from hers and she struggled not to lean in and kiss him, instead asking, "Is that it?" In a breathy voice as surprising as the whimper.
He replied with a smile and got out of the car. Coming around to her side, he opened the door and extended his hand to her. Victoria took it and stepped out of the car. Shutting the door, Ted slipped his arm around her shoulders, guiding her toward the entrance of her building.
"You know," He squeezed her shoulder. "If it makes you feel better, you gave me permission to do what I wanted, so you're still in control."
"I didn't think of it that way." She leaned into him as they walked.
"Just putting it out there in case it matters."
"I appreciate that, Ted." She stopped walking, and turning into him, put her arms around him. "But know what?" she gave him a quick kiss. "Tonight, it doesn't matter."
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Chapter One
"Oh, my god," Chloe stared at the semi-hard cock easing its way through the hole in the wall.
It was less than a foot from where she knelt on the floor and even in its current state, long and thick. Her heart raced and a bead of sweat trickled out from behind the pink mask covering her face.
Chloe licked her lips as the cock continued to swell and lengthen. She swallowed nervously, imagining what she would be swallowing in just a few minutes. She couldn't believe she was actually here! On her knees, in front of a glory hole and ready to suck off a complete stranger.
"You going to stare at it or you going to suck it?" Julie whispered behind her. "Isn't that what you came here for? To drain some cocks?"
"I want to." Chloe nodded. "Just nervous."
"But excited too, aren't you?" Mary stood to her left, looking down at her. The upper half of her face obscured by a red mask similar to the one she'd given Chloe to wear. "You're scared, but you're wet. Part of you is disgusted, but the other part? You want that cock in your mouth so bad you can already taste it."
"And you're thinking about your husband, aren't you?" Julie purred in her ear. "He's out doing whatever, or home in bed and here you are ready to suck some stranger's dick."
"It's so wrong." Chloe admitted but yet couldn't tear her eyes from the now fully hard cock twitching in front of her.
Precum oozed from it and her mouth watered at the thought of tasting that sticky fluid on her tongue.
"But that's what makes it so fucking hot." Mary giggled as she knelt down next to her.
"You wouldn't be here if you didn't want it." Julie was so close her hot breath was on her neck and some of her long black hair tickled Chloe's shoulder. Her breasts were pressing into her back and even through their dresses she could feel Julie's erect nipples. Her own were so hard they were aching.
Julie's hands ran up into Chloe's long light brown hair and pulled it back away from her face. "Don't want this getting in the way, do we?"
Chloe flinched when Mary grabbed her wrist and brought her hand up, placing it on the cock in front of her. She gasped when Mary squeezed her hand, so she was holding it. God, it was so fucking hard!
"Stroke it," Julie purred. "Feel it pulsing in your hand and imagine him on the other side of the wall. He's so excited. So horny, waiting for you to put that warm wet mouth on his cock."
"Bet he's married too." Mary added. "Looking to get sucked off by some stranger's hot mouth just like you're wanting to taste another man's dick."
"It all works out, doesn't it?" Julie continued. "Everyone gets what they want, and no one gets in trouble because who knows who that cock and mouth belong to. Now, you ready to forget about being a good wife and start being the cock hungry whore you want to be?"
"Yes." Chloe sucked on her lower lip as she was now stroking the long hard shaft on her own, while Mary's hand simply rested on hers.
"Then do it. Suck that cock!" Julie pushed her head forward and feeling both shame and desire at the same time, parted her lips.
She moaned when the soft spongy head of his cock slid past her lips and onto her tongue, giving her that taste she'd craved for months. The taste of another man's cock. Chloe opened wider and moving her head forward took his cock deep into her mouth.
There was a moan from the other side of the wall that caused her pussy to gush and rid her of the last of her inhibitions. Pressing her lips around his shaft, Chloe bobbed her head, whimpering in pleasure as her mouth was filled with hard cock.
"Hmm, look at you go, you little slut." Julie laughed and keeping her hand behind her head to hold her hair, slid around to kneel next to Chloe so she could watch. Her dark eyes bright behind the blue feathered mask.
Chloe closed her eyes and angled her head so she could take him deeper. She stroked him as she sucked. Her hand gliding over the wet trail her mouth left in its wake.
Next to her, Mary had the camcorder focused on her. "Give us a good show! Get nice and sloppy, we want to hear you slurping on that dick."
Chloe opened her mouth wide and allowed the spit and precum to flow from her mouth and down that oh, so beautiful cock. She made wet gurgling sounds as she drove it deep down her throat, making sloppy wet sounds as Mary asked, then slurped the sticky mess back into her mouth.
"Switch hands." Mary told her, "Jerk him with your left."
Chloe was now so caught up in the dirtiness of the act she would do anything they asked and releasing his cock, grabbed it in her other hand. Chloe eased back so only the tip was in her mouth and swirled her tongue around it while working his shaft in a circle, rubbing the tip around her mouth.
"Damn, that's good, baby!" A deep voice groaned from behind the wall.
"Look at this one!" Julie laughed. "Now she's showing off! What a little cum slut!"
"Looks good, girl." Mary held the camera closer. "Let's get a good look at that wedding band wrapped around a stranger's cock!"
Her words should have shamed her, but instead her clit throbbed as hard as the cock in her mouth. The idea she was being filmed should have scared her, but like everything else was fueling her fire.
As she'd seen both Julie and Mary do before, Chloe put both her hands flat on the wall and bobbed her head rapidly up and down the now sloppy wet cock. He was much bigger than her husband, Rob, but Chloe was taking him all the way, her face barely missing the wall each time she plunged her head forward.
"We got a natural born cock sucker here!" Mary whistled. "Look at this little whore go!"
Chloe gasped around the hard flesh in her mouth when Julie slid her hand up her skirt, rubbing her through her thong.
"This little tramp is so fucking wet!" Julie announced. "Bet she'll pop in no time!"
Chloe whimpered as for the first time in her life a woman was touching her, but she didn't resist. Even when Julie worked her fingers into her thong and was now rubbing her bare clit.
"Just like that." Julie whispered, then brushed her soft lips along her neck. "Keep sucking. Make him cum! Make him fill your slutty mouth with a big hot load."
"No, in her face!" Mary suggested as she eased closer, the camera now pointed downward, filming Julie playing with Chloe's pussy. "This is for our followers! Let's get a nice sticky mess all over that mask and her face!" She banged on the wall. "Knock when you're going to cum, baby!"
Chloe sucked faster as her hips rocked, squirming, into Julie's fingers. She moaned and whimpered around the mouthful of cock and didn't protest when Mary slid a hand down her shirt, and into her bra to capture her nipple between her fingers.
Still holding the camera in one hand while fondling her tit, Mary chanted softly. "Make him cum! Make him cum!"
"You whore," Julie whispered. "You dirty fucking bitch. On your knees sucking some random dick and loving it! What would your friends think? What would your husband think? They think you're a good girl, but we all know what you are, don't we?"
"A dirty little cum dumpster is what she is." Mary smiled. "Just like us!" She gave Chloe's nipple a hard twist and it sent her over the edge.
She squealed while her hips bucked wildly, grinding into Julie's fingers. She slowed her sucking down as her orgasm crashed through her and yelped when the man thrust his hips, desperately pushing his cock as far into her mouth as he could.
Chloe groaned when Julie pushed her head up and down, roughly guiding her mouth along the now twitching cock as she squealed and writhed from the strongest orgasm she'd had in years.
There was a loud groan from the other side of the wall and a loud knock. Julie pulled Chloe's head back, causing his cock to pop out of her mouth accompanied by a loud wet slurping sound and a spray of spit and pre-cum.
Julie removed her hand from between her legs and grabbing the dripping cock, pumped it furiously. There was a long loud moan from the other side and a long thick spurt of cum exploded from his cock.
The hot sticky cum squirted over her mouth and across her cheek, just missing her eye and splattering against the mask over it.
"Open wide!" Mary jumped to her feet, holding the camera over her face to catch her being hosed with cum.
Chloe didn't need to be told. Her mouth wide open and her tongue out, she caught the next eruption of white fluid directly in her mouth. It splashed on her tongue and as she'd seen the porn stars do in the videos, she pushed her tongue out, sending cum flowing down her chin where it splashed on her dress.
"Look at that fucking load!" Julie breathed, sounding as turned on as Chloe. "Paint that whore's face!"
Chloe groaned in shameful pleasure as she leaned closer, and another woman jacked a strange man's cock onto her face. Lines of cum coated both cheeks as she turned her head side to side and the first long squirt dripped from the mask down her nose.
When Julie's strokes only produced a few more drops. She leaned over and took the cock into her own mouth, greedily slurping on it as Mary laughed. "Hey, that's hers, don't be a cock hog!"
Julie released the cock and reaching across Chloe grabbed Mary by the hair, pulling her into a hard kiss. Chloe saw her cum covered tongue push into Mary's parted lips and they both moaned as they worked their lips, smearing the last bit of cum across each other's mouths.
They both leaned back and grabbing the bobbing cock, Chloe took it back into her mouth, sucking the sensitive head and loving the pathetic whimper from the other side of the wall.
"He's empty, girl!" Julie laughed and clapped her hands, "Good job."
Chloe gave several more long hard lip smacking sucks until he pulled his cock back from her mouth.
"Aww," she whimpered. "I wasn't done yet!"
"Hot damn, that's priceless!" Mary beamed.
"Now, hold on." She knelt before Chloe and focused the camera on her cum splattered face and mask.
"Okay, now tell all our followers. Did you like your first glory hole experience?"
"Loved it!" Chloe smiled through the cum on her lips.
"Was it as good as you'd hoped?"
"Better," she gushed. "It was so fucking hot!" She giggled. "God, I have cum dripping down my face and it's not my husband's!"
"That was a big cock." Julie knelt next to her, also facing the phone. "Bigger than hubbies?"
"Way bigger!" Chloe nodded. "And a lot more cum!" She wiped her chin, scooping up cum and then sucking them into her mouth. "Hmm!" Her eyes rolled back in her head.
"What about Julie getting you off? Ever let a woman touch you before?"
"No, but I was so horny and," she blushed through the white mess on her face. "It made it dirtier."
"I think it's safe to say you really enjoyed yourself!" Mary declared. "How about one more thrill for our loyal fans. Can we all share a little?"
Mary slid over next to them and holding the camera at arm's length filmed them selfie style as her and Julie kissed Chloe's cheeks, then licked cum from them. They pressed their lips to Chloe's, sharing a messy three way kiss full of sticky lips and soft wet tongues.
"One last question. You a one and done or you think you're going to want more later on?"
"Later on?" Chloe shook her head, sending cum sliding down her face and onto her shoulders. "I want more right now!" she looked at Julie. "Can I suck some more or do I have to leave?"
"Wow, you hear that ladies?" Mary laughed. "She wants more already! If she loves it you will too! So what are you waiting for? Send us a message and you could be the next..."
She nudged Chloe and as one the three women smiled, "Glory hole housewife!"
Chapter Two
"Glory hole housewife!" The three women exclaimed.
The camera drew closer, focusing solely on 'Chloe's cum spattered face, and Jess whispered, "So fucking hot."
Hot enough for her to have gotten herself off twice during the ten minute video. She rested her I-pad on the bed next to her and lay there waiting for her still heavy breathing to return to normal. Jess watched her smallish breasts rise and fall, her rosy nipples still as hard as the cock Chloe had sucked.
Her gaze wandered down her slender body down to where her hand rested on the swelling of her mound, her red tipped fingers idly caressing her still quivering pussy. With a sigh, she opened her legs further and eased the six inch purple vibrator from her sloppy slit.
Jess brought it to her face, and looking around the bedroom as if she thought someone would see her, placed the tip of the vibrator to her lips and slowly slipped them over the tip. She tongued it, enjoying the taste of herself, then worked it further into her mouth.
She slid further up on the pillows, so she was high enough to bob her head and proceeded to give the brightly colored toy a sensual blow job. Jess eyed her reflection in the mirror next to the bed, watching her lips work the toy.
Some of her long strawberry blonde hair had fallen across her cheek and she moved it to be able to get a clear view of her sucking.
"Let's get that hair out of the way." She heard Julie's voice from the video.
Out of the way so the camera could capture 'Chloe', Jess doubted that was her real name, blowing that gorgeous cock. Even though she'd already come twice, her nipples remained stiff as she thought about what she'd just watched.
"Suck it you dirty little slut." Jess envisioned the words being spoken in her ear, being told what a woman who would do that was, a dirty slut.
Jess stared at her hand, noting her white gold wedding band on her finger where it wrapped around the base of the vibrator. A married women shamelessly sucking another man's cock. On her knees, sucking, licking, and rubbing it all over her face.
Moaning and whimpering and working for it. Bobbing her head and using all her skill to earn the reward of a hot load down her throat. She thought of the man on the other side. She didn't try to envision what he looked like. That didn't matter.
What did matter to her, and she imagined any woman with this fantasy, was him just jamming his cock in a hole. Getting sucked by a woman he couldn't see and had no idea what she looked like. But looks wouldn't matter to them either, just a hot eager mouth, an anonymous cum dumpster he could shoot off in.
'Mary' had been right. Jess bet most of the guys had someone at home too, but they didn't like to suck or maybe they were just cheats. But who cared? That was the beauty, no, the glory of that wall, it was about serving a need; the need to suck and be sucked.
Jess took the toy all the way down and opening her mouth wide, made a wet gagging sound and let her spit flow down the vibrator. She stared into the mirror, taking in how even from a few feet away she could see how bright her wide blue eyes were.
Her tits were small, but round and perky and her long legs, stretched out on the bed were well shaped. At thirty eight, Jess was proud of her body and the way she'd managed to stay looking good. She knew she was attractive and that wasn't narcissism but based on how often she was flirted with and at times blatantly hit on.
She enjoyed flirting a little too much sometimes because it was nice to be noticed by someone. God only knew Craig paid her so few compliments and was so oblivious to everything but work in general she could dye her hair purple and it might take days to notice.
As if that thought had summoned him, she heard the telltale creak of the top stair. Jess pulled the toy from her mouth, pausing to stare at how wet it was and picturing that glistening cock from the video.
She quickly shoved it in her nightstand drawer and grabbing the pink night shirt next to her, slipped it on. Jess pulled the covers up, slid down onto the bed and took a quick glance at the clock just before she closed her eyes. Only eleven thirty, Craig must have run out of work he could do from home.
Jess heard the door open and lay there as she heard Craig move around the room. First, he'd plug in his phone, but not before checking his e-mails one more time in case he missed one in the two minutes it took him to get upstairs.
He'd then undress, carefully put his clothes in the hamper, then dress in one of his boring pairs of pajama pants and a T-shirt even though it wasn't cool in the room. Craig was only forty but acted more like 60.
Because of that, a few months ago Jess had stopped waiting for him in the hopes of sex and started watching porn and having some 'me time' before she went to sleep. As the months went on she'd gone through a few phases. Slower more erotic videos, then hardcore fucking.
She'd moved on to 'cheating wife clips' which centered around married women who, like her, had a husband who had lost all interest in sex, slipping out on the town and fucking some hot guy. Sometimes a young guy, other times one their age, but who took the time to fully appreciate their bodies and give them the good hard fucking they needed.
But she'd drifted from them because Jess had a tendency to be one of those people who rolled their eyes at fantasy and couldn't stop acting like it was real. No matter how hot the video was she'd sit there and wonder how a woman could fuck another man so blatantly?
Especially here in Rhode Island which was a small state. What if you fucked some guy and whoa! He shows up at work or a party? There you'd be with your husband and here's a guy you just fucked.
Even the Ashely Madison stuff had her rolling her eyes. When that site was hacked the only issue should have been how did no one see that coming? So, the cheating videos, although hot in the sense she would find herself pretending she was the woman in the video going 'Take that Craig', lost their shine after a while.
There was another reason, one Jess didn't like to dwell on. But lying in bed in a puddle, her pussy still wet from masturbating when it should have been from actual sex had brought it up. The cheating videos weren't little five minute sex scenes but featured some story and acting.
Jess had been disturbed to see how similar the standard plots were to her real life. Married for a long time to a decent man who for the most part was good to her but neglected her sexually. The conflict of wanting to remain a good woman but being a woman with needs and craving a nice stiff dick.
Wanting a better thrill than a once every two or three week 'love making' time that lasted all of ten minutes including foreplay because seeing they rarely had sex, Craig always went off quick. Jess would try to coax him into another round. She loved sucking cock and had no qualms working him to be able to get more sex, but he'd get pissed off and tell her she was 'insatiable.'
That was Jess. Insatiable. The nerve of being a woman in her prime who worked hard to stay sexy for her husband and wanting more than three minutes of teenage style humping, an awkward good night kiss and snoring five minutes later.
Her love of giving head, something that had made Jess a very popular girl in high school and first two years of college before she'd met Craig, led her to check out blow job vids. Jess had watched a glory hole video and was both turned off and on at the same time.
The realistic part of her wondered about things like diseases and filthy environments. How safe could it be to be a woman creeping behind a wall with a room full of men on the other side? On the other hand?
It was such a dirty sleazy act she found it getting her more worked up than anything else she'd ever seen. In the last couple of months Jess had watched countless videos, some just compilations of cum shots. Women just getting their mouths filled and faces and tits sprayed with strange cum.


Not wanting to have a lot of porn on her laptop of I-Pad jess had followed a suggestion from her co-worker Deb. They chatted about pretty much everything and somehow had ended up on the topic of porn.
Deb confessed she enjoyed watching porn, but the lucky bitch got to do it with her boyfriend and act it out. Jess told her Craig thought porn was degrading and just wrong and she didn't want to keep anything on her devices but hated having to search.
Deb told her X featured a ton of porn if you changed your settings to few 'NSFW' content and suggested creating a secret account and following people who posted whatever type of material she was interested in. Jess had created the, oh, so clever, name of Jezz89 and found Deb to be right. It was a porn buffet.
Searching gloryhole she'd found the 'Glory Hole Housewives' account. The shared account of two women whose bio described them as "Two lifelong friends in uninspired marriages who share a craving for cum. Follow us and watch us drain local cocks! New videos weekly!"
Most weeks those videos were of the two of them taking turns sucking cock and sometimes mounting the camera to watch both of them share a very lucky cock. Two weeks ago, 'Julie' had sent Jess into an orgasmic frenzy by bending over at the hole and fucking a long hard dick.
Jess forced her mind away from what she'd already spent the half hour getting off and working herself back up to. Her wet pussy and aching nipples weren't going to calm down if she kept thinking like this.
In spite of her thoughts, she was, as always, pretty damned relaxed. Two orgasms could do that and even her current horniness was more of a tease than a sense of urgency, thanks to getting off. She slowed her breathing down and was just drifting off when she felt Craig's weight settle onto the bed.
"Ow!" he grunted.
"You okay?" Jess opened her eyes and turned her head.
The light was off, but she could see him sitting up, rubbing his side.
"Yeah," He picked something up. "You left your damn I-Pad on the bed."
"Oh, sorry." Jess sat up and put her hand out. "I'll put it on my nightstand."
"You shut it off or leave it on, like you always do?" Craig pushed the button bringing the screen to life. "What the hell is this?"
Jess's eyes widened when she saw the three 'housewives' on the screen, smiling. Chloe covered in cum.
"Let me have that."
Jess reached out to grab it, but Craig moved it to look closer. Her hand hit the screen swiping it and the video began to play, but halfway through. Chloe was now sucking cock; her hands pressed to the wall and Julie pushing her head up and down.
"That's...disgusting!" Craig scrunched his face up. "Jesus, she's sucking through a damn hole in the wall?" He shut it off. "You were watching that?"
"I..." she shrugged. "Sometimes I watch porn, Craig."
"You know how I feel about that." He rolled his eyes. "That shits for horny teenagers or losers living in mom's basement." Craig grunted. "All fake anyway, no one has sex like that."
"Well it's as close I get these days so sometimes I like to live vicariously through it." She yanked the I-Pad from his hand; grateful he hadn't let it run long enough to hear them talking about being married.
"Always with the sex." He sighed. "You know we're not twenty five anymore."
"Not sixty five either." Jess put the tablet on her nightstand and lay back down.
"Sorry, I'm not one of those porn stars that you've been watching."
"You don't have to be!" She snapped. "You just have to act like you're interested more than twice a damn month."
"Poor you." Craig lay down and over on his side facing away from her. "How you suffer in this nice house getting to write for a local magazine that pays crap, but it doesn't matter because I work my butt off and make plenty."
"You work because it's all you like to do!" She snapped at him. "You're jealous I enjoy what I do and you don't."
"You get to do that because of me. I sacrifice so you can have your dream job and all I get is you don't get fucked enough."
"Craig!" Jess was taken aback. "That's pretty damn crude."
"So is sucking a dick through a wall, but apparently you like that."
"That was just a pop up!" She lied, ashamed that it had gotten her so excited. "Those sites are full of them."
"Bet a lot pops up on those sites." He snickered.
"Like I said, as close as I get." Jess punctuated her remark by rolling over on her side, so they were both facing the opposite wall.
"Excuse me if always being pushed for it, doesn't make me want it."
"Good night Craig."
There was a moment of silence before he replied. "Night, Jess." He paused and added. "Love you."
"Love you too," she answered softly.
She did love him, but was tired of going to bed wet and sticky from her fingers and a damn toy and annoyed she'd become the definition of the neglected, bored and forced to be vanilla housewife. Closing her eyes, she lay there thinking there was another word for her marriage.
Uninspired. Just like Mary and Julie from X. They'd found some pretty hot inspiration and were spreading it around to others. 'Chloe' had looked so nervous at the start, but at the end? Smiling and covered in cum. At peace with her inner slut and with a look of satisfied bliss Jess hadn't felt in years.
As she lay there slipping into sleeps warm embrace, Jess wondered as she did every time she watched one of their videos if these women were for real or it was all some type of staged reality porn? No real married woman would do something that dirty, would they?
But there was a part of her, one that craved a flavor other than vanilla, that wanted them to be real because as much as she knew she should be appalled by them, deep down, she wished she had the nerve to be like them.
Chapter Three
Mary looked up from the latest issue of People magazine as her phone blared Buck Cherry's 'Crazy Bitch' and smiled at the picture of Julie on her screen. The photo, taken at last year's Halloween party at her store, featured Julie in a provocative Cat Woman costume.
Her best friend of twenty years looked incredible. The painted on black spandex hugged her every curve, and Julie had curves to die for. From her long legs made even longer in her black stiletto boots, to her well rounded ass and incredible breasts, Julie could raise the damn dead in that outfit.
For Mary, the sexiest part of the costume was the black mask covering Julie's eyes. That mask always reminded her of what they'd done for the first time and had been hooked on ever since; sucking strange men's cocks.
Even as she reached to answer the phone her nipples stiffened in anticipation. It was Friday night and Brad's turn to host the weekly poker game. If Julie's husband, Dennis was 'working' the term he used for when him and the rest of the asshats from his firm went out for drinks, then that meant it was time for another episode of...
"Glory Hole Housewives." Mary giggled into the phone. "You got a dick; we'll give it a lick."
"That all depends, baby." Julie responded. "Is your dick having his little circle jerk tonight?"
"Of course, I hear he's pivot man this time." Mary replied. "Most action he gets with it these days."
"Don't know why. If I had a dick I'd be fucking you seven days a week."
"He should have thought of that before he stuck it somewhere else." Mary grunted. "And if you wanted a dick you could take one out of inventory."
"Nah, I'll just settle for watching you take a real one." Julie lowered her voice to a sultry purr. "A big long hard cock I got all wet with my slutty mouth to slide into your hot cunt."
"Hmm, that does sound good." Mary was on her stomach, propped up on her elbows and at Julie's words, her hips ground into the bed. "It is my turn, isn't it?"
"Yup, I took one last time and goddamn did our feed light up!"
"No first timers this time around?"
"No messages asking to give it a try." Julie told her. "Just the usual guys saying the usual thing." She deepened her voice. "I bet you sucked my dick." She did her best Butt-head laugh "Uh huh huh huh!"
"Guys are a lot more fun when all they're doing is moaning and cumming." Mary sighed into the phone. "Especially in my mouth and all over my tits."
"You didn't answer me, is it poker night at your place?"
"It is indeed! Meaning while he's playing poker, I'll be letting other guys play poke me." She paused. "Seeing you're asking, I figure Dennis has one of boys club things going on?"
"He does!" Julie's declared excitedly. "Him and his dickhead partners are meeting with some bigshot client."
"So, that means...?" Mary's pulse quickened and her nipples stiffened against the soft sheet. God, no matter how many times they did this it was still so exciting!
"It means I'll be putting the ad up in a couple minutes. It can't be until eight. That okay for you?"
"Fine with me. I'll just..." she cocked her head at the sound of footsteps coming down the hall. "Gotta go. I'll meet you round back for eight."
Mary put the phone down and flipped the page of the magazine but could no longer focus on it. From the second she'd seen Julie's picture pop up on her phone, Mary's mind was only on one thing. Sucking cock.
Hard flesh between her lips, salty pre cum on her tongue and then hot cum flowing down her throat, her face, on her tits. A stranger's cum sliding over her aching nipples while Julie's talented fingers worked her throbbing clit.
"Hey, the guys are going to be here in a few minutes." Brad announced as he came into the room.
"And?" Mary feigned interest in the magazine. "Hope you're not expecting me to put anything out for them."
"No, god forbid you act like a wife and be a hostess." Brad grunted. "But maybe you could put on some clothes so it's not your ass you're putting out there for them."
Mary looked up, but he had his back to her while he rummaged in his bureau for his lucky poker shirt. She looked over her shoulder, taking in her ass in the skimpy black panties. A matching black tank top completed her current ensemble and Mary thought she looked a lot better than a ratty poker shirt.
Yet Brad had barely looked at her and his only remark about her state of undress was to tell her to put her clothes on. She remembered back when they were first married how it was the other way around and he couldn't get them off her fast enough.
"Why, they coming in the bedroom?" Mary asked.
"Of course not." Brad muttered.
"Too bad, at least someone would be." She smirked at the way he tensed and stopped moving things around in his drawer.
"You saying you want to fuck my friends?"
"Of course not." She mimicked him while thinking wouldn't it be something if she'd unknowingly sucked a couple of them? Nah, they were too uptight to ever be in that situation. Uptight and dull like Brad.
"Oh, just a dig at me, right?"
"Brad, I'm in my underwear. My ass is in the air, my tits are hanging out and you barely looked at me."
"You look good if you do say so yourself." He found his 2004 Red Sox World Series shirt he wore every poker night and turned to her with a smirk on his face.
"I remember when if you came into the room and I was laying here like this you'd be on top of me in seconds." She grinned. "Most of the time you wouldn't even take my panties off, just move them over."
"Well," he stared down at her. "You do have a fine ass."
"And if I did this?" She bent her legs and playfully kicked her feet back and forth. "It drove you wild."
"Yeah." He said softly, his eyes on her feet.
"Especially when I blew you. If I wanted you to get off quicker, I'd start doing that and you'd get even harder." Mary's breathing was picking up and her eyes were locked on Brad's crotch which was level with her face.
Her hips rocked slightly into the bed, and she gave him a sultry smile. Mary was so worked up she was tempted to suck him off just as an appetizer. He'd deserve it. Standing there thinking he was something, getting blown, not knowing he was just a warmup for as many as she could get her mouth on later.
"Blew me." He repeated.
"Blew you, gave you head." She ran her tongue across her lips. "Sucked you dry, drained your fucking balls."
She pulled her hair out of the loose bun she'd tied it into. Giving her head a toss, she sent her long honey blonde hair flipping down her back. Brad's eyes were now moving up and down her body and he had moved closer to the bed.
"Look, I'm just the right height too." She wagged her tongue at him.
"That you are." Brad whispered and stepped up to the bed.
His hands went for his jeans, but hers beat them there.
"Allow me." Mary pulled open his jeans, the sound of his zipper sending a thrill through her, even though she knew how this would end.
She reached into his boxers and nimbly pulled his semi hard cock from within them.
"Hmm, not hard yet." She pushed her lips into a pout and looked up at him with her emerald green eyes. "Should I help with that, sir?" she asked in the little girl voice he loved back when they had a sex life.
"I think you already are." He put his hand in her hair, his cock swelling before her eyes. "But be a good girl and take care of it for me."
"Maybe like this?" Mary rolled over onto her back, letting her head hang off the side of the bed.
She pulled her shirt up, exposing her full firm breasts that featured light pink nipples that were as excited as Brad's cock now was.
"You like to look at my titties don't you sir?"
"They are things of wonder." He leaned over and gave them a squeeze, his palms grazing her nipples and causing her to moan softly.
"You like when I do this to, don't you?" Mary slid her hand down her flat stomach, teasing her long blue nails along the line of her panties.
Brad's cock was hanging in her face and she flicked her tongue out, lightly fluttering it along his tip, making him groan. Mary slid her hand between her thighs and pushing her panties to the side, dipped her fingers into her pink slit.
"Wow, that's hot." Brad's eyes were wide while he watched her stroke her swollen clit. "But how about you take care of me?"
He pushed his cock against her lips, but turning her head to the side she asked. "Yeah, baby, you want me to suck your cock?"
"Come on, Mary, we don't have time. The guys are coming."
"Then they're one up on you." Mary spit on the head of his cock and quickly sat up. "If you liked me sucking your cock so much you wouldn't have shoved it in that intern's mouth last year."
"What?" His eyes widened as she sat up and pulled her top down. "This bullshit again?"
"That bullshit is called cheating." Mary informed him. "Not just cheating, but right there at our company. In your fucking office right down the hall from mine."
"I said I was sorry!" He threw his arms in the air. "I said it wouldn't happen again and you said you'd forget it."
"No," Mary shook her head as she got off the bed. "I said I wouldn't divorce you and go through fighting over the house and our ad agency. I said I wouldn't bring it up all the time or fight about it."
Mary walked over to the closet and sliding the door open, stared at the row of clothes hanging there.
"I even said I'd still fuck you here and there." She decided on a teal dress that matched her nails, and plucked it from the hanger.
"So you just cock teased me." Brad pointed to her. "Got me worked up for nothing."
"No, you teased yourself because I said we'd still have sex here and there, but specifically told you I would never suck your cock again."
Mary stripped the tank top off and threw it in the hamper then walked over to her bureau with the dress over her shoulder. "I mean, seeing you were shoving your dick in a teenage girl's mouth every day at lunch for a month, why would you need mine?"
"I said it was a mistake and I shouldn't have done it." He sighed. "I haven't done it since, I swear."
"I don't care if you do." Mary shrugged and noticed him looking at her over her shoulder in the mirror. His eyes on her tits even as they argued. "All I know is it will never be back in mine."
But any other guy is welcome aboard, she added to herself. Mary found the lacy teal bra she was looking for and slipped it on.
"Why are you getting dressed?"
"Because I'm going out. Think I want to stay here and listen to your friends talk about pussy they'll never get and burp and think its funny?"
"Let me guess, you're going out with Julie?"
"Yup." Mary pulled the dress down over her head and smiled at the look on his face in the mirror when he saw how short and tight it was.
"Where you going dressed like that?"
"For a few drinks. Maybe some dancing." Or just a whole lot of sucking.
"With guys?" Brad frowned. "You going clubbing and dancing with guys, but you're giving me a hard time over..."
"I dance with her." Mary sighed. "Girls can get away with that." She turned to face him. "And you guys love it. Gives you cheap thrills thinking women who dance together are lesbians."
At this point she and Julie had become lovers of sorts. Touching each other more and more as time went on. An unexpected and enjoyable benefit of their gloryhole adventures. But that was another thing Brad never needed to know.
"I don't like her. She owns that fucking sex toy shop."
Mary rolled her eyes. "Brad, you are one insecure little man. Who cares she owns an adult shop? That doesn't mean she's out fucking around." She did, but that was beside the point.
"Woman spends all day selling porn. No way she's not a slut."
"Cute, Brad." Mary went back to the closet and grabbing a pair of teal stilettos from the top shelf smirked at the look on her husband's face as she sat and put them on.
"Speaking of slut, nice fuck me shoes." He pointed to her. "You're fucking other men, aren't you?"
"If I were I'd only be doing what you did." Mary told him. "But I'm not going to answer because you'll think what you want anyway."
"Maybe I'll call Julie's husband and see if you're really going out with her."
"Feel free." Mary looked up at the sound of the doorbell. "The guys who think you're cool are here." She gave him a nasty smirk. "The ones I bet you bragged to about shoving your dick into a young girl's mouth for the whole thirty seconds you could last."
"Wow, I thought you said you wouldn't argue about this."
"I'm not arguing. Just pointing out facts." Mary sat down at her dressing table and grabbed her best slut red lipstick. "You got balls asking me what I'm doing. You're not the one who got a call from one of their clients about what you were doing at lunch."
The doorbell rang again, but Brad stood there scowling.
"And word got around somehow." She shot him a look. "People know what you did and that I'm still with you. So your frat boy friends and your asshole stable of clients think you're a hero. You got to have your cake and still eat mine too."
She paused to coat her lips, before continuing, "Because I'm sure you don't tell anyone how you've never gotten near my mouth or had your face between my legs since."
"Bet you don't tell them our sex life is me letting you fuck me for the three minutes you last once every few weeks because I get so horny I need something besides a toy."
"Oh, you let me fuck you?" Brad snickered. "There's that modesty again."
"You only get it when I say you can and you can't hop on fast enough." She met his eyes in the mirror. "I'm an attractive woman, Brad. In fact? I'd say I'm fairly hot. Your friends all look, don't they? Then when I leave you tell them all about what a hot fuck I am to impress them."
"You don't add used to be, because now I use your cock whenever I feel like it and you're grateful to get whatever bone I throw you." She winked. "Not as much fun as an eighteen year old girl desperate to keep her job, am I?"


There was a loud knock on the door, and someone yelled. "Hey, Brad! Come on, man, we know you're home."
"Better go." Mary picked up her eyeliner. "Hey, when they ask why you took so long, know what to tell them?"
Brad's answer was to put his back to her and walk towards the door.
"Tell them the truth for once! That your wife was giving you a good fucking." She burst out laughing and with a last look over his shoulder, he walked out, slamming the door shut behind him.
Her laughter faded when she heard him stomping down the hallway. With a sigh she focused on putting on her eyeliner and a shocking blue eyeshadow most would consider too young for her.
Mary put another coat of lipstick on and dropped the tube into her purse. She brushed her hair, teasing it out a bit with a comb to give it a little bit of a wild appearance.
Not that the guys could see anything of her except maybe a glimpse of her lips or fingers, but she had to look hot for the thirty two thousand followers of Gloryhole Housewives, now didn't she? Mary heard Brad's goofy friends Dave and Joe talking in the other room and rolled her eyes.
She shouldn't have gotten into it with Brad tonight. Not that he didn't deserve to hear it, but it always brought up his paranoia she was cheating on him. She was, and it served him right. Especially because people at the business they'd both worked their asses to build together knew he'd done it. But she didn't need to egg him on to where he might follow her.
Odds are the worst he might come up with following her is thinking she had some secret girl fling going with Julie. That would be awkward enough, but not as bad as if he found out everything.
But sometimes she just couldn't help herself. Until he'd made that stupid comment about hurrying up for his friends, she'd considered sucking him. Getting him off, letting his cocky ass strut around like a peacock because his wife blew him. Probably brag to his friends like a teenager too.
All along she'd be getting the last laugh by him just being the first of many. But in the end he had no idea what she was doing so he would think he had gotten a win and screw that. So she'd teased him instead, but he'd be the only cock she'd tease. Any other cock that was shoved in her face tonight she would eagerly suck.
She licked her bright red lips and purred at herself in the mirror. "Come on, baby, feed me."
She imagined a cock sliding first through the hole in the wall, then between her lips. The soft moan from the other side and the twitching of hard flesh in her mouth. Julie's hands on her tits, then one between her legs, stroking her clit.
Mary shuddered in anticipation of what was always the best part of the evening. Her best friend making her come just as the cock of the moment sent a hot load down her throat. Yeah, Brad thought he'd been the man. Sneaking blow jobs and sex from a girl barely out of high school and somehow still remaining married and not losing half the business and their home to her.
Thinking he'd pretty much gotten off easy. Some friction at home and barely any sex life, but he had his precious money and most important his reputation. Meanwhile he was ignorant of the fact those dozen or so blow jobs he'd gotten had led his wife to suck off dozens of men and she added to that total every other week.
Mary looked down at her phone and saw a text from Julie. "Ad's up, baby! See you soon!"
Mary slung her purse over her shoulder and left the bedroom. Her car was at the top of the driveway meaning it would be easier to leave through the kitchen, but then she couldn't walk by Brad.
Mary strolled into the den where Brad had put the poker top over the dining room table and sat with his four friends.
"Whoa, look at you!" Dave whistled. "Hot stuff coming through!"
"Shut up, Dave." Brad muttered but was drowned out by his other three friends cat calling and telling her how good she looked.
"Thank you, boys." She purred and gave them a wink. "You have fun tonight." She walked past them, moving slowly and putting some extra swing in her hips. "I know I will."
"Wow, you let your wife go out like that?" One of the guys said behind her.
"Hey, I got no worries, I take good care of her." Brad replied. "Don't I, baby?"
"You're the best two minutes in town, Brad." Mary turned and blew him a kiss. "Don't wait up."
She walked out of the room smiling at the loud laughter from his friends and the flush of anger and humiliation on his face. That would be nothing compared to what he'd experience if he knew what was about to be all over her face.
Chapter Four
"Hey boys! My friend and I are in the mood to drain some cocks tonight! Want to get sucked off? Be downstairs at Sexcapades between eight and nine tonight! No money, no tricks, just two hungry mouths that need to be fed! Be clean and courteous and you'll be satisfied!"
Julie stared at the Craig's list ad, checking to make sure it was correct, then launched it. She clicked to the other browser which featured the Gloryhole housewives X account. "We're back in action tonight! Stay tuned for an all new video starring your two favorite married sluts!"
Julie posted it, then checked their direct messages. There were three dozen just since last night when she'd wiped them out. Most were dick pics and propositions. One man claimed to be local and would pay five hundred apiece for a double blow job.
Another one was from a woman who represented a porn site and was interested in discussing Gloryhole Housewives becoming a part of their site. Julie raised her eyebrows at the offer of fifteen hundred for each video they produced.
It wasn't an option however, because she knew by law they would be required to file their true identities with the company. Julie skimmed the rest of the messages, ignoring the propositions, flattery and pictures.
Julie lingered on each that was from a woman, looking for any expressing interest in being a 'special guest' during one of their filming's and losing their gloryhole cherry. Chloe had been the third woman to film with them and the best so far.
The others Julie was fairly certain had lied about having done it before, but Chloe's nervousness was genuine and the way she'd gotten into it had Julie, and she was sure Mary too, masturbating to the video for the past two weeks.
She frowned when there were no requests to join them and wondered what they could do tonight. Not that their blow jobs and playing with each other wasn't enough to give all their followers a smoking hot show, but they were now trying to up the ante in any way they could.
That had most likely been in the back of her mind two weeks ago when she'd spontaneously bent over and fucked the cock she'd been sucking. Mary had stared at her in shock as she'd bucked her hips, thrusting her ass against the wall and burying that long thick cock into her sopping cunt.
Mary had overcome her surprise quickly, gladly jacking the spurting cock all over her ass, then licking the load off for the camera. Mary was going to fuck one tonight. They had originally agreed to keep it at oral, but lust was overcoming them more and more and what was the difference?
Either way they were cheating. Not that their two husbands deserved anything less, but they had tried to set limits at the start. Now, the only rule was quickly becoming there were no rules other than using the same safe location and keeping their anonymity.
"Excuse me, there's no price on this."
"Huh?" Julie blinked, and pulling her attention from the monitor looked up at the two young women standing at the counter. "Oh, I'm sorry!"
"That's okay." The girl gave her a nervous smile.
Julie minimized the browser and slid off her stool to stand at the counter. "What was your question?"
"Oh," The girl lowered her eyes. "We were wondering how much this is."
She put a box containing a strap on dildo on the counter. Julie picked up the box, making a show of looking for a price, but checking out the girls in front of her. Both young, twenty one tops, and quite pretty.
Julie figured they were coeds from PC and immediately resisted the urge to lick her lips at the thought of how many young men from that college she may have blown from there. Her mind came back to the two cuties in front of her and she smiled when she realized they were holding hands and the one who hadn't spoken was blushing.
A wave of heat flowed through her as she imagined these pretty young lovers taking this big plastic cock home. She wondered if they'd take turns or if only one of them wanted to be fucked?
"This is $69.95." She answered. She'd known the price right off the bat, just like she knew about ninety percent of the prices in her store.
"Okay, so um..." the girl lowered her voice. "We've never bought one. Is this a good one?"
"The best." Julie nodded. "The belt is a lot more adjustable than most, which is could for a couple of slender angels like you girls."
"Slender angels." The second girl giggled.
God they were adorable!
"Would you like me to ring you up?"
"Yes please!" The first one nodded. Her friend wandered away as Julie swiped her card and she leaned over to whisper, "It's her birthday and she really wants me to use this on her."
"Very sweet." Julie winked. "In a not so sweet way. But," she beckoned her closer. "You ever use anything this big before?"
"Um, no." she was turning redder by the second.
"Has she had sex with men before?"
"Nope, only me!" She beamed.
"Okay, well this is pretty big and you could hurt her if you go to hard." She gave her a knowing wink, "And you're going to want to really fuck her, right?"
"Oh...uh, yeah." She lowered her eyes.
"So how about I ring you up, but give you a bag and you go grab the smaller one? It will be a lot more fun. This." She tapped the box. "Needs to be worked up to."
"Okay, thank you for the advice." She handed Julie her card. "A lot of places like this have creeps behind the counter."
"That's why I like owning it. Love to see my fellow girls be taken care of." She swiped the card then handed it back to the girl with her receipt and a black plastic bag. "You ladies enjoy your new toy and don't forget to come back for all your sexcapades!"
The two laughed and went back to the shelf where the one who paid picked up the smaller style and put it in the bag. Holding hands and keeping their heads down, avoiding eye contact from the other patrons, they quickly headed for out.
When they reached the door a tall rugged looking man in jeans and a t-shirt held it open for them, then approached the counter.
"Hello, and welcome to Sexcapades!" Julie beamed. "I'm Julie the owner, feel free to ask for any help if you need it."
"Wow, a woman who owns a sex toy store." He grinned. "That's kind of hot."
"It's a fun job." She winked. "I like to take my work home with me."
"You're pretty hot yourself you know." He blatantly stared down at her chest.
Julie had a long sleeve black button down shirt on, but only buttoned halfway. Beneath it she wore a tight pink tank top that propped her impressive breasts up, showing off the top half of her creamy globes.
"Well, thank you, but just so you know." Julie unbuttoned the shirt smirking at the way the guy's eyes lit up. She opened the shirt so he could read the black print on her tank top.
"Just because I work at a sex shop doesn't mean I'll have sex with you." He read aloud. "Wow!" He whistled. "Guess you get hit on a lot."
"I do." She smiled. "It's flattering, but you know," she held up her hand, showing off her silver wedding band and diamond engagement ring. "That whole husband thing."
"Right." He nodded. "Lucky man." He eyed her for a moment longer, his eyes lingering on her chest.
"So, can I help you with anything?"
"Oh, yeah." He nodded. "How do I get downstairs?"
Julie withheld a smile. This was a record, the ad had gone up just fifteen minutes ago and it was only seven fifteen. Guy must want to make sure he got a spot early. Knowing he was here for that, she took in his wide shoulders and the way his arms stretched his t-shirt.
She leaned slightly over the counter and risked a quick glance at his crotch. His jeans were tight and looked pretty damn...full. She felt her heart race and tried to see if there was anything she could recognize him by because damn she wanted to be the one to suck him.
"You here to watch some movies?" Julie had her dark eyes focused on his and caught a momentary blink that told her she was right.
"Yeah!" He nodded just a little too quickly. "Where's the way to the booths?"
"Over behind the last rack of DVDs." She pointed. "It's a minimum of twenty dollars in tokens to go down there on Friday and Saturday nights."
"Oh, okay." He dug out a twenty. "How much time does that get?"
"About an hour straight through." She met his gaze again. "But some people watch a little then take a break," she shrugged. "Seems like sometimes guys stay down there way past their time."
"Maybe there's something else fun down there?" He looked away as he asked.
"Well, if there is? It's between them and what happens down there stays down there." She winked.
"Right." He nodded and headed off for the corner.
Julie looked around the store and noticed two other men had come in and were wandering around. She'd been doing this for months and could now recognize who was here because of the ad. They'd walk around, head down, trying to look like they were interested in the items on the shelves in front of them.
Then they'd make their way over to the counter and ask for the tokens and scurry downstairs. Julie had walked down there a couple of times before her and Mary went around to the other side. Many times they weren't even in booths. Just standing around, all looking down and not speaking, embarrassed to say why they were there.
Julie had decided to stop doing that because she found it sexier to have no idea what all the men looked like or how many were there. Mary had also pointed out her popping in down there could make them think she was in on what was going on.
She'd had a couple people mention the ad to her and she'd rolled her eyes and said it was probably someone playing a game. One person had commented it seemed like a cheap trick to get people to buy tokens and fill the room down there.
Julie's response had been a casual, "No one is making you buy anything. Don't want to go downstairs, don't." The guy had gone down there and then shown up another time and whistled happily as he bought his tokens. Another satisfied customer, she thought.
Normally, she tried not to be here for at least an hour before start time so she wouldn't see any of the men, but Sean couldn't make it until eight tonight. Julie glanced at the clock and saw it was quarter of. In fifteen minutes Mary would meet her and she would change. In forty five minutes Gloryhole Housewives latest edition would begin.
She glanced over at the door when the chimes rang and sighed when Dennis walked in. As always, he looked around the store with disdain and the customers as if he'd seen a bug. Dressed in his thousand dollar suit, five hundred dollar overcoat and with that arrogant look on his face, Julie felt the same way looking at him.
"Some tokens, please." A man spoke up, handing her two tens.
"There you go, sir." She handed him the gold coins. "Enjoy."
"Oh, I will." He smirked. "I always do."
"Good to hear. We aim to please."
"So do I." He laughed, thinking he'd told some type of private joke and walked away. He was a decent looking guy and Julie sucked on her lower lip at the thought she'd swallowed a load from him. An equally sexy thought was he had no idea he'd just seen the woman who'd blown him through that hole.
"That shirt aims to please." Dennis grumbled coming up to the counter. "What is it, two sizes too small?"
"Good to see you too, hon." Julie rolled her eyes. "What brings you by? You have the sudden urge to go slumming?"
"Funny." He shook his head. "What's with the attitude? I interrupt you flirting?"
"I don't flirt."
"I suppose with your tits out like that, you don't have to." He made a show of trying to peer over the counter. "What you wearing under that? A damn mini skirt?"
Julie's response was to walk along the counter and come out to the front. Dennis frowned when he saw the painted on Daisy Duke style denim cut offs short enough to show just the tip of the cheeks of her ass.
"No skirt." She turned to give him a look at her ass and for effect, bent over to straighten some bottles of lube on the bottom shelf in front of the counter.
"Looking good, Julie!" A man called out from somewhere in the store.
"Nice." Dennis turned around. "Hey, watch it, jack ass. That's my wife."
"Dennis, don't be an asshole." Julie straightened up.
"Hey, man just saying your wife is fine." The man, Julie recognized as Jeff, a long time regular who came in for foot fetish videos laughed good naturedly. "Lighten up, how can you be miserable with a wife like that?"
"Try living with her." Dennis put his back to Jeff who rolling his eyes, mouthed "Asshole" and went back to browsing videos.
"What are you doing here, Dennis?" Julie tried to sound casual. "The boys club cancel on you?" That would seriously fuck things up if they had. She'd have a room full of guys downstairs thinking they'd gotten lied to.
"No, I'm on my way to Capital Grill. Seeing this pit is on the way, I thought I'd stop by and say hi."
"Stop calling my business a pit." Julie kept her voice low so the customers couldn't hear her. "I do well here and never forget this pit was what we borrowed against to help you buy into your firm."
She walked away from him and back behind the counter. When she turned, he was standing in front of the register. She'd hoped her putting her back to him would have pissed him off enough to leave. No such luck.
"And I've put back every penny and then some." He reminded her. He looked around disgustedly at the walls of videos and sex toys. "Can't believe you make money selling sex."
"I sell things that make sex more fun. I don't sell sex." She put her hands up in protest while thinking, 'nah, I give it away'. "You make me sound like a prostitute."
"I never said that." He corrected her. "But, Christ, Julie, look at some of this sick shit." He squinted at a row of videos. "Gang bang teens? Men in pain? Fag and Dyke videos."
"Classy, Dennis." She shrugged. "Too each their own. It's all harmless fantasy and fun. Remember fun Dennis? We used to have it before you became better than me."
"I'm not better than you."
"You're better than everyone." Julie leaned over the counter to whisper. "Driving your Beamer SUV and standing here in your designer suit and douche bag coat. Staring at people like they have no right being in your presence."
"As opposed to you? A forty year old woman dressing like a horny teenager and surrounding herself with perversion and mocking people who have actual careers?"
"Difference is, I've always been me, Dennis." Julie sighed. "You used to wear jeans and t-shirts and weekends used to be bad horror movies and a case of beer and the two of us playing drunk strip poker. That's who I married. Not a stuck up jerk in a suit who's all about image and what people think."
"I grew up Julie. I'm waiting for you to do the same thing."
"No, you sold out." Julie told him. "And keep waiting. I'll keep waiting for the guy I married to make an appearance. You know the guy who used to be stiff instead of being a stiff?" She gave him a nasty smirk. "Amazing you can strut around like you're the shit when you can't even satisfy your wife."
"I get tired, okay?" His defensiveness made her smile. "I work a lot of hours and I'm under deadlines and pressure."


"I used to ease that stress when you were in law school, but you're too good for that now. You used to love that I was a freak and worked in a sex shop that the owner helped me buy when he was ready to get out. Now? You tell me you don't want me because I'm too slutty."
"We're not kids anymore." He had leaned over as well so they were face to face. "Freaky is fine when you're young, but I'm at a point in life I want a lady in bed. Not someone acting like a cheap porn star."
"Fuck yourself, Dennis." She whispered to him. "After all, it's what I have to do."
"I bet you do." He sneered. "Bet you sample all the merchandise here." He tapped the box containing the strap on the girl had left on the counter. "Probably get so horny working here all day you sit on one of these then put it back in the box."
"Well unlike you they're actually hard and stay that way for more than two minutes." She grinned "And I don't put it back in the box. I leave it on the counter and charge five dollars a sniff."
"Probably do. You're shameless enough."
"And you're a fucking hypocrite because you loved how much money I made here when it was paying for you and you didn't care what I did to get people to spend. Back then you would have let me charge people to see my tits because it helped you."
"Okay, calm down." He put his hands up when her voice grew louder. "You're right. This was a means to an end, but I make great money now. You don't even need to be here. You can hire a full time manager so that way..."
"Your friends don't have to know I'm here." She finished for him. "That's what it's about. You're embarrassed your wife runs an adult store. All your partners' wives are prissy little snots who spend all day on charity boards and planning parties. Your wife sells sex."
"I'm not..."
"Your asshole partner Bill came in yesterday, grinning away and asking if I was your wife."
"Right." He nodded. "My balls have been getting busted big time over this. You need to sell it or let someone else run it. This could hurt my career, Julie."
"I love this store and the costumers and that its mine. But I don't matter, right? Just like I don't matter in bed either. I'm not classy enough to fuck anymore is that it?"
"Ma'am?" Two men were standing to the side, one making it a point to look away, the other had an awkward look on his face, knowing he was interrupting an argument. "Can we get some tokens?"
"I got it, Jules!"
She turned her head to see Sean, hurrying over. Flamboyant as always, her assistant manager was in a pair of purple skinny jeans and a bright green shirt, his dyed blonde hair lighter than ever.
"I'll help you gents over here." He announced as he slipped behind her and over to the second cash register.
"Bet he would." Dennis muttered. "Queer."
"He's a sweet kid and does a damn good job here. Christ, you're a real piece of shit these days." Julie jabbed a long red nail into his chest. "Get out of my store and don't come back. Its mine, not yours."
"Julie, be reasonable."
"When you can be, I will be." He was getting to her and she was noticing people looking over their way. "I'm sorry you're ashamed of me Dennis, but that's your problem, not mine."
"That's you being selfish."
"And you being a hypocrite again because you sure as hell don't mind how I look all dressed up on your arm at your snobby functions. Don't mind your partners staring at me all night. Sad they have more interest in me than you do."
"I have to get to my meeting and..." he sighed. "They're going to bring this place up. Bill said one of our biggest clients is a family values guy. He's found out about Sexcapades and might pull his business because of it."
"Bring him in, maybe he'll change his mind."
"You think this is funny?" He snapped. "You selfish bitch! You..."
"Hey miss, this guy giving you a hard time?"
The two men who had just gotten tokens from Sean were staring at Dennis.
"No, he was just leaving." Julie pushed away from the counter, signifying the conversation was over. "And trust me, he hasn't given me anything hard in a long time."
Dennis shot her a nasty look and stormed off in a huff, causing the customers to stare at him as he slammed the door open so hard it flew back on its hinges and she was fortunate the glass didn't break.
"Sorry, everyone." She said softly, lowering her head and hoping her long black hair covered some of her now flaming red cheeks.
"Hey, assholes happen." One of the guys with the tokens told her.
"Especially when you're married to them," she sighed.
"Oh, sorry." The guy replied. "I didn't know. But um, might want to rethink that at some point."
"Yeah, easier said than done." She told him.
"Well, he should watch out. Hell hath no fury and all." The guy laughed and walked away towards the back.
"Yeah, payback's a bitch." The second guy added, following his friend.
That it is, Julie thought while watching him and his friend. And I'll be using your cocks to pay him back very soon.
Chapter Five
"I'm heading out, Sean, you all set?" Julie asked while finishing closing out her register.
"All good. You head on out and have some fun." Sean told her, then gave her a sad smile. "Forget about Dennis for now, he'll get over himself."
"He has no choice." She replied. "And I'm meeting up with Mary, so my car will be out back, okay?"
"Hmm, girl time!" Sean laughed. "Wish I could tag along, bet I'd have fun!"
"Bet you would too." She smiled at the image of Sean at the gloryhole. He'd be a natural for sure.
"Hey, you want me to put this back on the shelf?" Sean tapped the box with the strap on, she hadn't priced yet.
Julie was going to say yes but staring at the eight inch strap on recalled Dennis's crack about her sampling the merchandise. A smile spread across her face and she experienced a tingle between her thighs. She knew what they could do for an added thrill tonight.
"No, I'm taking it with me, its for a friend."
"Maybe you should peg your husband with it." Sean laughed.
"Hi, miss?"
Julie looked over to see a woman around her age with two DVD's in her hands. "Can I ask your opinion on something?"
"Of course!" Julie flashed her best smile. "What is it?"
"I've never bought this kind of video before. Which one do you think is better?"
Julie looked down and her heart beat faster. The woman was holding two gloryhole movies. One, 'Gloryhole confessions part one' and the other 'The hole in the wall gang'.
"Confessions is a long running series and they're really hot." Julie told her. After all she'd watched every one of them before she started acting them out.
"But its pro all the way. Girls and the guys are actors. Hole in the wall gang is a newer company and its filmed POV and some of the women are total amateurs and so are the guys. Not as slick, and you get some limp dicks and quick cummers, but it's a little more real."
"Wow, you know your stuff." The woman laughed. "I watch some online, but they're clips. Figured I'd buy a full movie." She looked down. "I'll go with the amateur one. I like when it's not perfect, makes it more believable."
"And Sexcapades, thanks you for it." Julie beamed. "So can I ask you a question?"
"I guess." The woman looked around a little nervously.
Julie lowered her voice. "Ever do it?"
"Oh, no!" The woman blushed immediately.
"Would you?" She was pushing it, but what the hell? Worst thing that could happen is she never came back.
"I'm married." She held up her hand.
"I'll ask again. Would you?" Julie grinned. "After all, that's the point. No one knows who you are."
"Right." The tone of her answer gave Julie a thrill. Like most women who were into the gloryhole vids the woman before her had most likely pictured herself there and probably had given it more thought than she liked to admit. "But you know, hot in fantasy, would never do it."
"Julie, thought you were leaving." Sean prodded. "I'll ring her out."
"Um, I'd rather you do it." The girl gave her a shy smile, then looked at Sean. "No offense."
"No worries." Sean nodded.
"Tokens?" A man asked, walking up to the counter.
"Wow, busy downstairs." Sean whispered to her. "I wonder if that fake ass ad is up again. Seems like its every couple of weeks."
"Who knows?" Julie asked. "All I know is its good for business."
Sean shrugged and went over to wait on yet another cock that might end up in her mouth.
"Would you do it?" The woman asked her.
Julie held up her hand. "Same thing, sister. But," she tapped the DVD on the counter. "It's a hot fantasy, like you say."
"Really hot. I feel kind of bad that I like it." She admitted.
Julie took a moment to check her out. The woman was attractive. Long strawberry blonde hair, and beautiful greenish gold hazel eyes. The cute one piece sundress she wore was tight enough to hug her smallish breasts and prop them up nicely.
Julie glanced down through the glass counter top and was treated with a pair of long well shaped legs protruding from the short dress and ending in a pair of sexy sandals that strapped around her ankles.
Other than Mary, Julie had never done more than fondle another woman in their videos, rubbing their nipples or clits. But she was finding herself thinking of women more and more and checking them out constantly.
The woman in front of her was sexy, but in a cute way. A mix of yes, she could be considered hot, but her mannerisms and mode of dress gave her a girl next door feel and appearance. Julie did what she did with every woman she looked at these days. Pictured her on her knees with a cock in her mouth.
The fact this woman was buying a gloryhole movie made the image even stronger, as she'd obviously thought of it herself.
"Well, the dirtiest thrills are always the best." Julie forced herself back into the conversation. "But that's what's so great about my store. No shame, no blame, just fun."
"It is kind of nice to talk a little about it." Just a hint of a blush touched her cheeks. "Makes me feel like it's not bad to like this kind of thing."
"Look around." Julie gestured around the store. "This stuff is damn tame to a lot of what's here."
"True." She nodded and handed her two twenties. Paying in cash, wedding ring. Closet freak with a prude husband who she wanted to hide her fantasies from.
Julie rang her up and handed her the change. "Plain bag?" she winked, bypassing the black Sexcapades bag and grabbing a plain grey one.
"Yes, please."
"Hubby a little close minded?" Julie pressed. "Little vanilla?"
"Um, well." She sighed. "Vanilla is risqué to him these days. He'd say it's fattening and bad for me."
Julie burst out laughing. "That's good! Believe it or not? My husband is the same way."
"But you said you own this place?" Her eyes widened.
"Point of contention." Julie shrugged. She jumped when her phone rang vibrated on the counter. She saw it was a text from Mary. "Be there in a few minutes, want the usual?"
"Sorry." Julie said as she typed back "Yes, please!" "But I have to get going."
"Me too." She picked the bag up from the counter.
"Hold on," Julie put the strap on in a bag, grabbed her purse and came around the corner. "I'll walk out with you."
"Thanks." She gave her an odd look, but Julie didn't care, she just wanted to try and talk a little more. She had the feeling there might be a little more than just passing fantasy behind those hazel eyes.
"You ever try and watch this stuff with your husband?"
"I gave up a few years ago." She rolled her eyes. "Porn is disgusting and degrading."
"Well, that's the fun." Julie laughed.
"Yeah, it kind of is, isn't it?"
"Tough being married to someone like that." Julie continued as they headed for the door. "I know, because I am." She held the door open for the woman to step out in front of her.
"Its frustrating." She agreed, then nodded to the store. "Good for your business though, guys like our husbands are why women buy so many toys."
"An optimist." Julie chuckled. "I don't know about you, but for me? Being frustrated makes me think about things like that video you bought a lot more."
She nodded and didn't look like she was going to reply, then asked. "What do you mean?"
Julie kept a neutral expression as she'd answered in a way that said she knew what she meant and had been thinking more than she felt she should. She might just have another housewife on the hook here.
"It means we're good women. We stay frustrated rather than step out. But we think about it a lot more than we should. How could we not? Sex is a need and we're women in our prime."
Julie stopped and waited as two men walked past them and into the store. Two more contestants perhaps?
"And let's face it, a good part of why we don't isn't always the right and wrong, but we'd get caught." She tapped the bag in the woman's hand "Something like that? You can't get caught."
"But it..." She hesitated and that was all Julie needed to know this sexy little thing in front of her was bordering on the line of deprived and depraved her and Mary had toed for a long time before crossing it.
"Its what?"
"Its still wrong and..." She pursed her lips and seemed to be wondering if she could say what she wanted. Julie didn't press her. She wanted her to say it on her own.
She eyed her watch. It was eight fifteen. She needed to wrap this up.
"Okay, thing is it's a turn on because its sleazy and you're right, no one would know. Its anonymous and that's the rest of the turn on."
"I sense a but coming."
"But besides a dirty thrill what does the woman really get out of it?"
"You don't get turned on giving head?"
"Wow, that's blunt." She laughed nervously.
"Yes or no." Now was time to press.
"I...I enjoy it yes,"
"It's about the control. Men think they're on top when a woman sucks them?" Julie shook her head. "We are. We have them at our mercy. Hard and fast, slow and teasing, get them close, back off. They're moaning and trembling and they want to come, but they can't until we decide."
Julie was whispering and she noticed the woman's eyes were wide and her breathing seemed heavier.
"Like putty in our hands. Now imagine being behind a wall and the guy having no idea who you are. All he knows is there's a talented mouth around him and he's so excited because it's just as dirty for them."
"I didn't think of that." She admitted. "Same thrill."
"And most are married, and no risk either because who sees them? And to him? The woman sucking him is a damn goddess! A hot little slut happy to just suck him off and go on to the next."
Julie had to pause. She was getting way too excited. If she kept it up she may as well yell "I do this all the time."
"And that's what those women get out of it. Control and..." It was her turn to pause. "If they're doing it because they have a negligent vanilla straight guy at home. Or a cheating dog they still put up with or just someone who doesn't meet their needs, there's another reward."
When she didn't offer, Julie said softly. "Revenge. Giving other men what they'd give their husband if he showed any appreciation for them. They take them for granted, but the guys at that wall? They're in love, sweetie." She laughed to lighten up the mood.
"Wow." Her eyes narrowed. "Sure you never did this?" she held up the bag.
"Have you?"
"No!"
"But everything I said you were nodding along with. I'm only voicing what you've been thinking."
"You're right." She had her eyes lowered as she answered. "I've thought all those things and part of me feels really bad." She gave her a nervous smile. "But part of me? So hot."
Julie's phone buzzed from inside her purse and she took it out "I'm in the back, where are you?" 
"Be right there, maybe good news." She sent back, then looked up. "A friend's meeting me in the parking lot. I have to get going."
"Tell you what." Julie pulled out a business card and a pen. "Here's my card if you ever want to just chat or vent with someone else in your shoes"
As she spoke, she wrote on the back, then handed it to her.
"Seeing we share the same kink I wrote the name of a hot site on the back you may want to check out. It's pretty damn wild." She smirked. "Notice I waited until you bought something before showing you the free stuff."
"Shrewd!" She laughed, taking the card. "Nice to meet you, Julie."
She slapped her forehead. "Wow, we talked all that time and I never introduced myself." She extended her hand "I'm Jessica, but you can call me Jess."
"Fun name for a fun girl." Julie bypassed her hand and gave her a quick hug. "Maybe I'll see you again soon."
"Hope so." Jess waved to her as she walked away.
Jess watched Julie hurry down along the front of the store and take a quick left into the driveway that ran between Sexcapades and the building next to it. She was a little embarrassed at how much she'd said, but hearing another woman express the same thoughts she had made her feel better.
She turned the business card over, curious to see the name of the site Julie had recommended. She laughed when she saw what was written there. "Gloryhole Housewives."
Chapter Six
"I know, I know!" Julie put her free hand up to Mary who was leaning against her car, holding a bag from Haxton's Liquours. "I'm running late!"
"We only have a half hour." Mary pushed herself away from her car, then indicated the cars in the lot. "We got a full house!"
When Julie simply nodded, she walked up to meet her at the back door of the store. "Everything okay, Julie?"
"Last half hour was a real rollercoaster." Julie put the bag containing the strap on down and pulled her keys from her purse to unlock the door.
"What happened?"
"First off Sean ended up late, so I was around to dole out some tokens." She shrugged, picking the bag back up. "I really prefer not to see who I might be sucking, takes a little fun out of it."
"How many had wedding rings?" Mary grinned.
"Three that I saw." Julie opened the door and reached around to turn on the light inside the hall before entering. "But who are we to judge?"
"Not judging. I just always wonder are they coming here because they're dogs or their wives just don't suck?"
"Half and half is my bet." Julie went into the small hallway and unlocked the second door. "Sad how rare it is to find a husband and wife who are both into sex."
"With each other anyway." Mary spoke behind her.
The building that housed Sexcapades was an old fashioned storefront with an apartment built into the back that Ralph, the original owner, used to live in. When he retired to move to Florida and sold Julie the business five years ago she'd rented it out for the additional income.
But when the tenants moved on last year she'd left it empty. They no longer needed the income, and Julie didn't need the headaches. Little did she know the now vacant apartment would still serve a purpose, and one far more enjoyable than an extra few hundred dollars a month.
With Mary behind her, Julie switched on the light in the living room and killed the one in the hallway. They crossed the empty room, Mary's heels and Julie's sandals echoing on the hardwood floor. When she reached the door leading to the basement, she hit the switch for the lights.
The apartment faced an empty parking lot that ended in a six foot stockade fence blocking it from view from the backs of the houses on the next street. But Julie still shut the lights off upstairs so anyone who'd parked in the back to go into the store wouldn't think anyone was in there.
The basement had once served as an in-law apartment and was carpeted and divided into one large living space, a small bedroom and a bathroom. Dennis had commented several times it seemed the apartment was too small in contrast to the outside of the building, but she'd never given it any thought.


Dennis had been right. When he'd been down here with a plumber to fix a burst pipe, just before the last tenants left, he'd had to get behind a paneled wall. When'd he'd pulled a section of the wall down it revealed several feet of dead space between the apartment and the wall of the downstairs of Sexcapades.
The plumber had suggested putting a door there for access to the pipes in the future and Dennis agreed. When he'd mentioned the space to Julie she'd decided to check it out so she'd be familiar with it if she had to deal with a plumber at some point.
While standing there, she'd noticed something odd on the far wall. There were two perfectly round black discs about four feet apart and waist high. Curious, Julie had put her hand in one and found a handle.
When she turned it, it popped out exposing a round hole several inches in diameter. Light came through and getting on her knees, she found herself staring at the two rows of video booths in the basement of the store.
She'd never recalled seeing the black circles from that side. The reason why was discovered when she turned the disc over to see it was painted the same color as the paneling of the store. Still kneeling, she realized the hole was at face level and being far from naïve knew exactly what the holes were.
Julie had been at the store for eight years and had never heard of anything like that going on down there. She'd called Ralph down in Orlando and he'd laughed and owned up to at one point charging for 'secret blow jobs'.
For fifty dollars a guy could go down there and get sucked off. Twenty of it went to Ralph. The other thirty went to the girls who were local escorts and prostitutes he'd let into his apartment on Saturday nights.
After getting caught by an undercover cop and almost getting shut down, Ralph had stopped doing it. It had been before Julie and he'd never seen the need to bring it up. Julie hadn't given it any thought until last year's Halloween party and had been making good use of it ever since.
"You must be rattled." Mary said to her while removing the bottle of Patron Chocolate tequila on the old coffee table next to their shot glasses. "You haven't said two words unless I ask. You don't seem excited."
"Sorry." Julie put the bag down on the table and smiled. "I will be soon." She picked up the bottle and unscrewing the top, took several long swallows directly from it. "This helps!"
She laughed and passed Mary the bottle. She chugged from it and smacking her lips, grabbed Julie by the back of her head and pulled her into a rough kiss. The two women moaned softly as they shared a long, chocolate flavored kiss.
"Hmm, much better." Julie gave Mary's breasts a playful squeeze. "Now it feels like a hot Friday night."
Julie looked Mary up and down and whistled. "Speaking of hot, you look great, baby!"
"Thank you." Mary put her back to her and hiked her skirt up, showing off her ass in the matching blue thong.
"Brad see you leave like that?"
"Yeah," Mary sighed. "Not the smartest thing. He's waiting for me to cheat on him for revenge, so I shouldn't give him reasons like this."
"You are cheating on him." Julie pointed out while stripping off her tank top.
She removed her bra, and playfully flipped it at Mary whose green eyes immediately locked onto her best friend's tits. "Goddamn they're gorgeous."
"And all natural, sweetie." She giggled. "Almost as nice as yours."
"These?" Mary slid the straps of her dress down. Pushing the top beneath her breasts and removing her bra.
"Hmm, my mood is improving by the second." Julie licked her lips while eyeing Mary's pink nipples she was currently teasing with her teal nails.
Julie went over to the closet and opened it to reveal the row of dresses each of the women had brought here to change into. Normally they dressed conservatively when they left their husbands to go on their 'girl's nights'.
Mary was right, her wearing a micro dress that screamed fuck me was risky. But more than anyone, Julie understood her need to tweak her husband from time to time. It still amazed Julie Brad would cheat on her best friend, but who would have thought Dennis would turn into an elitist dickhead either?
Julie shimmied out of her painted on shorts, wiggling her ass at Mary as she did. Kicking them off, she removed her sandals. Standing in just a black thong, she stared at the dresses.
"Color?"
"How about black?" Mary suggested. "And maybe do matching lipstick and eyeshadow? You have the fair skin and dark eyes for the goth look."
"My nails are red though."
"True, next time?" Mary winked. "For me? Brings back Halloween memories."
"I know. I can't wait to film this Halloween!" Julie removed a blood red one piece number similar to Mary's. "How about this one?"
"Sure, you look good in everything, and we won't be keeping it on long anyway." She laughed while pulling her dress back up.
The dress hugged her now braless tits, showing off her erect nipples. "What's in the bag?"
"Our extra special treat for the fans."
Mary leaned over and when she peeked her eyes widened. "Wow! Which one of us is taking it?"
"Me, you're taking the real one tonight, remember?" Julie slid the dress down over her bare breasts and over her curvy hips. "Then again, the way Dennis acted tonight I'm tempted to back my ass up against every cock that pokes through that wall."
"That part of the roller coaster?"
"It's the only type of ride he's part of these days." Julie sat down at the bureau that used to belong to the former tenant and removed her make up from the drawer.
"Want to talk about it?"
While making up her eyes and adding blush, Julie told Mary of the argument. She switched over to brushing out her long black hair, leaving her lipstick until last so she could keep talking.
"That's douchey even by his standards." Mary said from where she sat on the small loveseat left behind. "He wants you to sell the store for his career?"
"Sell? Not really, he likes the money. Just doesn't want me in it anymore. Makes his stuck up cohorts think I'm a slut."
"You are." Mary winked at her.
"Don't think for a second I wouldn't love to send a video of me sucking off a row of cocks to them." She laughed. "Imagine that?"
"I've imagined getting on my knees and sucking off Brad's poker buddies right in front of him." Mary laughed. "Fuck, I've gotten off to that one a few times."
Julie nodded while painting her lips in the exact shade of red Mary had on.
"What was the good news you said you might have?"
"Oh!" Julie paused to finish her lips and put the makeup away. "Might have a live one to join us."
"Do tell!"
Julie rose from and sat next to Mary, noticing they only had five minutes before her announced start time. Not that it mattered if they were a few minutes late but didn't want anyone going upstairs and saying anything to Sean who was convinced this was some type of joke.
Julie quickly told her about Jess. The video, and how eager she was to talk about it and even had the vanilla husband to go along with it. While wrapping up her story she leaned over and poured them each a shot of the sweet tequila.
"Jess sounds like our kind of gal!" Mary lifted her glass. "Think she'll come around again?"
"Depends on if desire outweighs guilt and she wants to talk about her little fantasy she wouldn't mind being a reality some more."
Julie lifted her glass, "And on the note of reality? Set up the camera, hot stuff. It's time to drain some cocks, get off and laugh at our full of themselves husbands."
They clinked glasses, did the shots and rose to go over to the barely noticeable door that had been added to the paneling. They entered the corridor that ran along the wall and Julie turned on the two bright spotlight lamps she'd put there.
Mary grabbed the tripod from along the wall and placed it in the middle of the floor, but at an angle. While she removed the camera from its case and mounted it, staring through the lens to make sure she had the right angle, Julie went over to the wall.
Even though they'd done this over two dozen times since that first night, she still felt her heart race and her stomach tighten with anticipation. But her nipples were also erect and a pleasant heat growing between her legs.
Coupled with the warmth of the liquor and knowing that for the next hour or so they were going to unleash their inner slut, and have some fun with each other, Julie was feeling pretty damn fine.
"Fuck you, Dennis," she whispered as she grabbed the first plastic disc and pulled it from the wall.
On the off chance they hadn't been staring at the wall since the time they'd gotten down there, the light shining through and into the dimly lit basement of the club was sure to get the guys attention.
Julie removed the second disc to her left and turning to the other side of the wall, stared at the dozen masks hanging from hooks on the wall. She plucked a black mask that featured small black ears and whiskers and quickly donned it.
She removed a blue one the exact shade of Mary's dress, adorned with darker blue rhinestones and flipped it to her. Julie smiled when she heard an excited buzz from the other side of the wall and loved that no one had simply shoved their cock into the wall yet.
A sign there were some regulars out there who knew how it worked and had spread the word.
"Get down so I can make sure we got the right angle."
"Yes ma'am." Julie sank to her knees on one of the pillows they'd lined up in front of the two holes and leaning forward, waggled her tongue at the currently vacant hole.
"Perfect!" Mary clapped. "Want to give the intro by yourself?"
"Hey there guys and girls." Julie lowered her voice into a raspy purr a phone sex operator would be envious of. "It's me, Julie, one of your two favorite cocksuckers and if I'm here, you know what time it is, don't you?"
Julie knocked hard on the wall and licked her lips for the camera. "It's time for the Gloryhole Housewives to drain some cocks!"
She put her mouth to the hole so the guys on the other side could see her red painted mouth and her wagging tongue. She giggled when she felt the spongy head of a cock immediately brush her lips.
"Hmm, our first customer!" She cooed as she pulled her head back. "Let's see that cock, baby!" she banged on the wall again.
A decent size cock eased into the hole, dangling over the edge in its semi hard state. Facing the camera, Julie took it in her hand and slowly pumped it. A low moan came from the other side of the wall and she heard someone exclaim, "Holy shit, this is for real!" Followed by another voice, "Told you, man!"
Julie had the cock at full attention with a few strokes and keeping her head turned towards the camera rubbed it on her cheek. It was already leaking precum and she moaned as she spread the sticky mess around her soft skin.
"Looking good, baby!" Mary spoke from behind the camera as she knelt on the floor opening the box containing the strap on. "But we all know where that dick would look better!"
"Where's that?" Julie widened her dark eyes.
"In that slutty mouth!" Mary called out. "Stop teasing him and suck that cock!"
Julie slid the cock along her other cheek, then opening wide took him deep into her mouth. She was sure he moaned, but it was drowned out by the one she made around him. This was what she'd been waiting for the last two weeks. A hard dripping cock in her mouth.
Julie opened wider and pushed her head forward. She took him all the way down, until with a wink at the camera, her lips touched the wall, leaving a red outline when she eased back. She removed him from her mouth and hawked a large glob of spit onto the tip,
She pumped him fast and hard, using her spit to get his cock glistening and could already feel him twitching in her hand. Julie had a quick comer on her hands, literally. Normally when they knew a guy was on a hair trigger they would slow down and tease a little, but the argument with Dennis had her eager for her first load.
Julie took him back into her mouth and bobbed her head rapidly. He moaned as she decided to see how fast she could get him off. She shook her head back and forth, working the head of his cock around on her hot wet mouth while jerking him off.
There was a loud gasp from the other side of the wall and Julie squealed in delight as he erupted into her mouth. Turning her head slightly to the side so the tip of his cock was pushing out her cheek, she moved her head side to side.
His cum filled the side of her mouth and as she kept her eyes locked onto the camera, she opened wider letting the load ooze from her mouth and down her chin.
"Someone was excited!" Mary laughed.
Julie popped him from her mouth and pressing his tip to her lips, jerked him off into her face. He was moaning pathetically as she rubbed the sensitive head of his cock along her lips, smearing cum all over her mouth and chin.
She released his cock and banged the wall signifying she was done.
"First load of the night for Julie!" Mary announced. "A big one too!"
"But fast!" Julie wiped cum from her chin with her fingers, then licked them for their eventual viewers. "If I wanted someone who came that quick I could be home with my husband."
"Aw, be nice." Mary continued the dig. "At least this cock was hard!"
"Ohh, look, one for you, Mary." Julie pointed to a long, thick and fully erect cock sliding through the wall. "Lucky bitch!"
With a naughty giggle, Mary walked over and dropped to her knees next to Julie. She grabbed the cock and as she stroked it, leaned in and kissed Julie. They sighed as Mary slid her lips through the cum on Julie's face then pressed it to her in a sticky kiss.
Julie eased back, sliding behind Mary as the sexy blonde held the cock in her fist and fluttered her tongue teasingly up and down his shaft, then around his head. She took just the tip into her mouth and sucked hard enough to hollow her cheeks.
"Oh fuck!" A deep voice groaned.
Mary eased him from her mouth, taking a thin trail of precum with her. She made a show of noisily slurping it back to its source, before sticking her tongue out and slapping his cock on it. Pre cum splattered on her cheeks and into her mouth and her green eyes rolled back at the sensation.
Mary took him back into her mouth and as Julie had done, pushed him all the way down her throat, placing her lip print over Julie's. She withdrew him up to the tip, then placing her hands on the wall proceeded to deep throat him effortlessly.
"Jesus Christ that's good!" He gasped.
Julie smiled at the camera and gathering Mary's long hair in her hands, pulled it away from her face so their audience would get a clear view of her sucking. Her lips were leaving not only a wet trail of spit, but red smears of lipstick and Julie noticed her hips grinding in circles.
She grabbed the straps of Mary's dress and eased them down her arms. Mary, still sucking like a porn star, let her arms hang down so Julie could pull the straps off. She yanked the dress down, exposing Mary's breasts to potentially thousands of people who would be watching this.
Mary moaned around her mouthful of cock when Julie put her arms around her and cupped her heavy breasts. She teased her nails around her nipple, and Mary shivered against her. She popped the cock from her mouth with a wet sucking sound and rising up higher on her knees, wrapped her breasts around it.
Mary bounced up and down sliding the cock between her tits as Julie continued to play with her nipples. She lowered her head, opening wide and taking the tip and a couple inches of the cock into her mouth as she tit fucked it.
Oh, yeah, baby!" He moaned. "Just like that! Fuck, don't stop!"
He banged on the wall, a sign to Julie he'd been there before, and Mary stopped bouncing. Keeping him between her tits, she bobbed her head and with an animal like growl, he exploded into her eager mouth.
Mary took the first long spurt into her mouth, then lifted her head and jacked him off all over her tits. Like Julie, she turned just enough for the camera to catch her spraying her amazing breasts with a big thick load.
Mary opened her mouth and drooled cum from it, moving her head to the side to get some on each tit. She shuddered as the warm sticky fluid slid over her aching nipples. Mary jacked the cock furiously, loving the whimpering sounds coming from the other side of the wall as she milked every drop from his cock.
When all she could manage to do was wring a couple more drops from him. She gave his cock a playful kiss and hit the wall. She then put her back to it and cupping her tits, held them up. With an eagerness that caused Mary to moan as much as how good her friend's tongue felt, Julie sucked her cum covered nipple into her mouth.
She moaned around Mary's swollen flesh as she sucked and greedily slurped cum from first one nipple, then the other. She rubbed her face into the cum on Mary's breasts, smearing it on her cheeks.
It was getting into her hair, and she didn't care in the least. Mary grabbed her sticky cheeks, and lifting her head, kissed her hard. As they kissed, she grabbed the top of Julie's dress and all but tore it down over her tits.
As always, the two of them were now overcome with lust, and already cum drunk. Getting to her feet, Julie pushed the dress down off her hips and putting her arms over her head, posed for the camera.
She did a slow turn and bent over, shaking her well rounded ass at the camera. Reaching between her legs, she pulled the thong to the side, exposing her smooth pink slit and slipped her fingers through it.
"Julie, look at this one!"
Julie turned to see a long black cock already in Mary's hand. "In the mood to share some chocolate?"
"Damn straight." Julie grinned wickedly.
Julie knelt down across from Mary so the long dark rod was between them. She put her hand under Mary's so they were both stroking it. Placing their tongues on the base of his shaft they ran them up and down the length of his cock.
They each kissed the side of the head, getting it to jerk in their hands. They ran their tongues back and forth, first in the same direction, then with Mary going the opposite way.
"Two of them!" He called out to the other men. "I got two mouths on my dick!"
With a smile, Julie placed her lips around the side of his shaft and waited for Mary to do the same. They resumed working the considerable length of his cock, now with him between their soft lips.
His cock jerked up and down and Mary hit the wall. "Get those balls in here, baby!"
The cock lifted at an angle and he eased his balls into the hole. Pinning his cock to the wall, both women licked and sucked one of his testicles. Their tongue danced across each other's, and they shared a sensual kiss with a stranger's tight swollen balls between them.
They ran their tongue back up his cock, and placed their hands on his balls, tickling them with their long nails. They slid their lips up and down his now rock hard shaft and after meeting for a kiss over his tip, Mary opened wide.
"Hmm, you slut!" Julie purred. "Look at you letting your friend feed you this big black dick."
"Hmm-mm!" Mary moaned as she took down a mouthful of ebony flesh. She took him all the way, but slowly, an inch at a time as Julie rubbed his balls and stared with her cunt dripping as Mary worked the entire thing down her seemingly bottomless throat.
Mary's tongue slipped out, licking his balls.
"Fuck, oh fuck!" he gasped. "You're good girl!"
Mary popped him from her mouth, and it was Julie's turn to open wide and be fed some cock. Showing off, she took him deep in one long suck and he gasped even louder. Julie bobbed her head in a steady rhythm, closing her eyes and imagining the look on her husband's face if he saw her with eight inches or more of dark meat between her lips.


Mary ducked her head and after spitting on his balls noisily slurped on them. The cock jumped in her mouth and he was rocking his hips, pushing the large head into the back of her throat. Julie released him, and pushed him into Mary's waiting mouth, then took over on his balls, bathing them with her tongue.
They took their time, playing up the BBC fetish they knew a lot of their followers tweeted about. The two cock hungry women took turns sucking, each bobbing their head for a minute or so before switching off.
In between they each sucked and licked his balls and at this point they could feel them tightening and hear his heavy breathing. Mary popped him out of her mouth and held him for Julie who gave him one quick suck then let Mary do the same. They each gave him a single hard suck several times before he moaned. "Fuck, suck it! Just suck it!"
"You heard the man," Mary grabbed Julie's hair and shoved her mouth hard onto his cock. "Suck him off, slut!"
Julie let Mary use her hair like a handle and drive her mouth up and down his glorious cock, moaning and drooling as she did. She let long trails of sticky spit ooze from her mouth and sucked it up with sloppy wet gurgling sounds.
The man banged on the wall and Mary yanked Julie's head from his cock so hard she yelped. The pain turned into a moan as Mary jerked him off in her face. The first spurt caught her on the cheek, but she opened up for the rest of it, catching several long squirts on her tongue and letting it puddle in her mouth.
When Mary could coax no more from him, she slapped the wall, then sitting back on her knees opened her mouth. "I want some!" She cried out in her little girl voice. "Please give me some cum?"
Julie stood up, cradled Mary's face in her hands and let the massive loud slide out and pour into Mary's eager mouth. Julie shook her head, splattering some cum on Mary's face, but got most of it into her mouth.
They switched, Julie kneeling and opening wide. As Mary stood over her Julie, pulled her forearms up, letting her hands dangle like a puppy begging and made panting noises. The look on Mary's face sent a wave of heat through her as much as the fact they were snowballing was.
Mary fed her the load and this time, Julie threw her head back and made a show of swallowing, then showing the camera her now empty mouth.
"Better give your husband a big kiss later." Mary told her, then winked to the camera "And make sure you tell him he just got a taste of a juicy big black stud."
There was a bang at the hole they hadn't used yet and a semi hard cock poked into it. "Anyone home over here?" A voice called, making them laugh.
Another cock slipped out in front of them, also not fully erect. Julie and Mary looked at each other and at the same time, asked "Race?"
Giggling, Mary slid over to the other hole and taking the cock in her hand looked at Julie. "On your mark, get set...."
"Suck!" They both laughed and immediately took the cocks into their mouths. Both women bobbed their heads rapidly.
The cocks swelled quickly into their mouths and as they sucked, both women had their heads turned just enough to watch each other. Mary gasped and her eyes widened as even though it had been all of thirty seconds the cock went off in her mouth.
She burst out laughing, sending cum splattering on the wall and flowing down her chin and tits. "I win!"
Julie rolled her eyes at her and continued sucking as Mary gave the cock a playful flip with her fingers and called out, "It's okay, honey, it happens!"
There was laughter from the other side of the wall, and another cock replaced the over excited one she'd just finished with. Mary played with it, stroking it hard and slapping it on her nipples while Julie still sucked for glory on hers.
There was a groan and the cock thrust deeper into her mouth before releasing its contents down her throat. This one Julie simply swallowed, pushing her lips to the wall as he emptied his balls into her willing mouth.
She let the last few drops pool on her tongue and pushed it out, letting to slide down the wall to prove she'd taken a load. She smacked her lips while watching Mary now sucking the cock she'd been beating her tits with.
For the next half hour Julie and Mary simply focused on doing what they loved. Sucking cocks. They did nothing fancy, no teasing, talking, switching off or commenting. It was just cock after cock poking into the hole and being devoured by their greedy mouths.
Both women, as they had many other times when they reached this point, sucked each cock until they felt it ready to pop, took the first shot in their mouth, then jerked it all over their faces and tits, while drooling the rest from their lips.
Julie lost track of how many she sucked. All she knew was her face and tits were covered in multiple loads and all she could taste and smell was cum. At this point, as the cocks kept coming, literally, she wondered if some guys were going twice.
She did notice the last couple had taken longer to suck and the last load, one she decided to swallow, wasn't much. That was fine with them though. Both women had ugly arguments tonight and that gave them even more desire than usual to secretly taunt their husbands by being nothing short of cum dumpsters to any man who shoved his dick in the wall.
"God I'm so fucking horny!" Mary stood up and pushing her dress down and kicking it off, peeled off her thong as well.
She stood before the camera, stroking her pussy and showing off the golden patch of fuzz over it proving she was a real blonde.
"Last time around, our slutty little Julie shocked us all by fucking a big hard cock! So only fair it's my turn, don't you think?"
She turned and looked at the two cocks protruding from the wall. The much bigger of the two was in front of Julie and with a smile, she pointed. "Move over, sexy, this married slut wants the big one!"
As she put her back to the wall, Julie stood and gave her a kiss, and whispered. "You sure, Mary? Big step. I did it last time because I was more pissed off than ever at Dennis."
"I'm at that point," she whispered. "And I just sucked a dozen fucking cocks. Is not putting one in my pussy going to make me less of a whore?"
Julie sank to her knees and grabbing the long thick cock, sucked on it, letting her spit flow and getting it slick for her best friend's pussy. When Mary backed up closer, Julie, still stroking the cock, put her fingers into Mary's pussy and moaned.
"Fuck this slut's wet!" Julie told the camera.
"Sucking dick makes me wet." Mary whispered. "Makes me want one in my cheating fucking cunt."
She bent over, bracing her hands on her knees and moaned when Julie rubbed the head of the cock through her wet lips. There was a gasp from the wall as Julie pressed his head into Mary's swollen clit, then eased it slowly into her pussy.
Mary slammed herself back into the wall and cried out as she impaled herself on the impressive cock. She bucked her hips, yelping as she rocked and forth, pounding the cock into her.
"Oh my god, I'm fucking her!" The guy yelled.
There were laughs and cheers and Julie smiled when a chant of "fuck that pussy!" started up.
She hoped they couldn't hear that upstairs in the club, but not like she could do anything about it. What she could do was keep her fingers around the base of the cock her friend was shamelessly riding and slip her free hand around her thigh.
Mary cried out as Julie's fingers pressed into her clit and rubbed in hard circles.
"Look at this little whore!" Julie exclaimed to the camera. "First sucking any cock that poked her in her face and now fucking one! What would your husband think?"
Mary put her left hand up and waggled her fingers, showing off her wedding rings. "He'd thank this man. Now I'll stop asking for a good fuck because I'm finally getting one!"
She drove herself harder and faster into the cock, yelping and squealing as her pussy spread around the cock. God he was so much bigger than Brad! Mary buried him deep, then stopped rocking and now moved her hips in slow circles, working him inside her sopping slit.
"I want a taste!" Julie pushed her sticky lips in a pout.
Mary pulled away from the wall and still playing with her clit, Julie grabbed the glistening cock and sucked it. Her eyes rolled and she moaned at the taste of Mary's pussy. Over the last few months the two had more and more contact and Julie was getting to the point she was ready to...
Her eyes widened and she bobbed her head several more times before, stopping and slowly, playing to the camera, she fed the thick rod into Mary's pussy. Mary resumed her rocking and moaned when Julie stopped playing with her.
"Don't tease, I...Oh, fuck!" Mary cried out, when Julie slid forward to sit between her legs, then leaned back and grabbing her thighs buried her face in Mary's pussy.
"Oh, shit!" Mary squealed as Julie's tongue swirled enthusiastically around her best friend's clit. "Oh my god, Julie! Oh...oh!"
Mary slammed back on the cock, and she released a long loud wail as she exploded into orgasm. Julie kept licking and sliding her hand between her legs, moved her thong and stroked her clit while licking Mary's.
She's never done this before, but already knew she would want too again. And want Mary to do it for her. She kept her tongue moving in hard circles as Mary fucked the cock, her ass slamming into the wall with flesh smacking gusto.
There were loud cheers from the other side and someone yelled. "Good job man, you made that slut come!"
The reply was a frantic banging on the wall, and Mary pulled away, turned and shoved the cock into Julie's waiting mouth. She sucked it, groaning at the mixed taste of Mary and a hot salty load flowing over her tongue.
She squealed around the spurting dick when Mary all but fell to her knees and planted her face between Julie's thighs, instantly repaying the favor. Julie wrapped her long legs around Mary's shoulders and bucked her hips, grinding her hot flesh into her friend's flickering tongue.
Julie was already wound up, but the feeling of Mary's tongue coupled with the hard cock filling her mouth sent her off like a rocket. She yelped around the cock, sending a long stream of hot white cum flowing down her chin and from the corners of her mouth.
Even in the throes her first orgasm from a woman's tongue, Julie imagined what this would look like on camera and couldn't wait to watch it. With Mary, in bed, and make sure there was time to take breaks.
As she let her legs fall limply from Mary's shoulders and slid the dripping cock from her mouth where it oozed the last of its contents all over her mask, Julie realized they'd managed to cross yet another line. One she supposed was inevitable from the first time they'd touched each other a couple months ago.
She slumped against the wall breathing hard, but Mary whose eyes were so bright they seemed to be lit from within quickly got to her feet. She went over behind the camera and picking up the strap on, buckled it around her waist.
She stepped in front of the camera and pointed to the second hole in the wall where a dick was wagging up and down, waiting for attention.
"Get over there and suck, slut. Time for a new treat for our viewers."
"Besides sucking each other's pussies?" Julie breathed.
Her heart was still pounding and her face flushed. Sweat was flowing down her face and she was covered in cum from the top of her head to her tits. Her pussy was still quivering and she felt like pretty much the hot mess she was.
Yet she pushed herself to her knees, took the wiggling cock in her hand and sucked on it. Mary stepped up to her and pushed the rubber cock into her face. Julie obediently turned her head and sucked the fake cock, bobbing her head, taking it deep and gagging on it for effect.
"Suck it, bitch." Mary told her. "Get it nice and wet because It's going into that messy cunt of yours while you suck that cock.
Julie played it up, going from the real cock to the dildo, sucking each one and stroking both. When Mary made a twirling gesture with her finger. Julie stood up and bracing her hands on the wall, bent over and resumed sucking the cock.
Mary grabbed her hips and Julie squealed around the cock as Mary slammed the thick dildo home. She tore into her, pounding away into her still quivering pussy and Julie yelped around the real cock in her mouth.
"Take it, whore. Look at you, like a pig on a spit!" Mary slapped her ass hard enough to make her cry out then did it to the other side.
Mary was in overdrive slapping her ass repeatedly while hammering away at her with the toy. Julie's knees were trembling and she was struggling to focus on the cock she was sucking. Mary was fucking her hard enough she was pushing her into the cock, shoving it deeper into her throat.
Mary slid her hand around her waist and Julie cried out when she rubbed her clit while fucking her.
"Come!" Mary demanded. "Come for all our followers! Come while you have a cock in each end and I play with that clit!"
Julie whimpered and at this point swore she was sucking by reflex, her head bobbing along the cock as her pussy was taking the hardest fucking she'd had since college and her mouth was filled with the taste of cum and Mary's sticky sweet cunt.
Even over her whimpers and moans she could hear the man groaning from the other side and at the first warm jet of cum blasting her throat, she exploded all over Mary's fake cock. She opened wide and released a gurgling moan as like just minutes before cum exploded from her mouth as she lost control with her orgasm.
Her pussy convulsed around the still thrusting fake cock and Mary's fingers still worked her quivering pussy. Julie released the cock, catching a squirt of cum directly in the eye as it bobbed in front of her sending its white contents all over her face.
Julie pressed her face to the wall and as her orgasm faded, slid to her knees, moaning and gasping. Mary knelt next to her, and pulling on her shoulder, got her to turn and face the camera. Mary kissed her dripping face and spoke to the camera.
"How's that for an ending?" She laughed and put her arm around Julie who swore the room was spinning. "Does this look like the face of a satisfied slut or what?"
Julie smiled weakly at the camera and gave it a wave as she leaned into Mary.
"Make sure you tune in again because I bet next time, Julie's going to want to fuck my sloppy little slit with this big fake cock! Aren't you?"
"Payback's a bitch, baby!" She giggled.
"You heard the girl. My poor pussy is going to get it and good and not just from this fake cock, but a real one too!"
She pressed her cheek to Julie's and as they always did they put their left hands up and Mary put her wedding rings just under Julies. "Before we go. Don't forget ladies if you'd like to try this out and drain some cocks with us, send us a message!"
"That's right," Julie finally got herself together enough to speak. "If you've always wanted to let out your inner slut and be a wanton cum dumpster you can do it with us!"
"Until then," Mary took over. "You've just watched another episode of the hottest show with the hottest wives in town!"
"Glory Hole Housewives!" They each blew the camera a kiss, smiling away through the drying cum plastered to their faces.
"Goddamn." Mary sighed. "That was intense."
"Yeah and no warning." Julie told her. "Wow, you were fucking me."
"And you came all over this." Mary slapped the rubber cock, then sat up and unbuckled it.
"Wasn't complaining. But you'll get yours next time."
"Speaking of, how the hell do we top this one?"
"Beats me, but we seem to keep doing it." Julie shrugged.
"Hmm, guess they don't know shows over." Mary indicated two cocks pushing through the wall.
"I'm pretty damn wiped." Julie told her.
"Me too." Mary rubbed her face. "Jaws actually a little sore."
"Guess they're out of luck." Julie sighed.
"Yeah...Mary stared at the two dicks. Both were hard and on the larger side. "They do look good though."
The two women stared at each other and with a grin, Mary stood, put her back to one of the cocks, and leaning against the wall and stroking it.
"Race?" She grinned.
"You said your mouth was tired." Julie said even as she crawled over to the other cock and stroked it.
Mary spit on the cock and pumped it faster.
"Handjob?"
Julie grabbed the other cock, stood and rubbed it between the lips of her pussy to get it wet, then stroked it. "Give me a little time to catch up?"
Mary stopped jerking and watched Julie pump the cock in her fist for a few seconds. A moment later she, laughed. "On your mark!"
Chapter Seven
"Suck it," Jess moaned, her legs draped over the arms of her office chair, both hands between her legs. "Suck that cock, you fucking pig!"
On the screen of her lap top a woman with curly black hair sitting on a toilet gagged and slobbered all over a long cock protruding from the wall of a bathroom stall.
The cock, as well as the large heavy balls sticking through, were dripping with her spit and slobber and looked so good, Jess swore she could feel it pulsing on her tongue. The woman's face was already splattered with cum from the huge dick's first massive load.
It oozed down her cheeks and chin, down onto her small perky tits she'd popped out of the top of her dress. She'd never stopped sucking and stroking the amazing cock that had already been the inspiration for one orgasm for Jess.
She lay back, wantonly sprawled in the chair in the small room she used as her home office, and worked for a second orgasm. Her fingers danced across her clit while two fingers of her other hand plunged hard and fast into her wet pussy.
Like the woman in the video, she'd popped her tits out of her top and had been playing with her nipples for the first two scenes of Hole in the Wall Gang. Her hands had switched to her pussy when this scene, her favorite by far, started.
This was the third time she'd watched the movie since she'd bought it two nights ago and she couldn't get enough of it. When Craig announced he'd been invited to fill in for someone in a golf tournament she had to hold back from clapping and kicking him out the door.
Like an excited, horny teen, she'd raced down to her office and popped the DVD in. Now here she was, sweating, moaning and as excited as the woman in the video. Jess had pulled off the baggy shorts she hung around the house in and could feel how wet the leather seat of the chair was from her dripping for the past forty minutes.
She sat there just in her tank top, her tits out and heaving with excitement as her favorite part of the video was coming up. Jess slowed her fingers on her clit, so she could hold off for the rest of the scene.
On the screen, the woman stood up, lifted her dress, and kneeling on the toilet, pushed the magnificent dick inside her. She cried out, and bracing her hands on the opposite wall of the stall, rocked back and forth.
"Oh, you little skank." Jess breathed. "Fucking him like that! You don't even know him!"
There was an identical hole in the wall the brunette had her hands against and Jess gasped and her pussy contracted around her fingers when another cock slid through it. The brunette, whom Jess had dreamt of being for the last two days, eagerly took it into her mouth.
She moved back and forth, slowly pushing the cock deep inside her, then easing forward and burying the cock in her throat while easing the glistening cock out until just the tip was inside her.
She slipped one hand beneath her and rubbed her clit while sucking and fucking the two strange cocks.
"Take them," Jess encouraged her. "Look at you sucking and fucking, you dirty little whore."
She groaned louder when the camera zoomed on the woman's hand on the wall, focusing on something that excited Jess far more than she knew it should. The woman's gold wedding band.


"What would your husband think?" She asked the video while teasing her clit with just her finger tip. "Imagine him seeing this? Seeing his prim wife turning into a cock hungry slut? Sucking one man with another one's cum on your face?"
Her words were coming out in a barely audible whisper, her voice trembling as she held herself at the edge of exploding. She was trying to time it just right as the woman leaned back and remained still while the man behind her fucking her hard and fast.
He groaned from behind the wall as his wet cock plundered another man's pussy and that was after he'd filled her mouth and painted her face. The woman squealed and whimpered as she bobbed her head rapidly, sucking the other cock with the other man's cum still dripping from her chin.
Jess's toes curled and her thighs trembled as she fought to hold back just a little longer. The woman on the screen squealed around the cock and shoved it deep down her throat, pressing her mouth to the wall.
"Oh, fuck!" Jess cried out, as at that moment the camera switched to the cock behind her springing from her pussy and squirting onto her ass. It bobbed up and down, releasing a stream of cum that flowed from its tip and between the cheeks of her ass.
The video panned back to her face where she released the cock and a thick stream of cum spilled from her mouth and down her chin and tits. As she sat up on the toilet and grabbed both oozing cocks, stroking them, Jess through her head back and came even harder than the first time.
Home alone, she really cut loose, squealing and yelping like a porn star as her second orgasm in fifteen minutes crashed through her. Even as her hips bucked and her pussy convulsed around her plunging fingers, her eyes never left the screen.
The woman was taking turns sucking each cock. Licking them clean and moaning as she took them down into her insatiable mouth. As Jess's cries subsided to high pitched whimpers, the camera zoomed into the woman's face.
She smiled through the multiple loads on her face and putting her left hand up, tapped her wedding band. "How do I look now, baby?"
"Fuck me." Jess groaned, letting her head fall back against the chair and gasping for breath.
She forced herself to turn in the chair so she was close enough to reach the mouse and stop the movie. It had already shifted scenes to two redheads, side by side at two holes, sucking two big black cocks. Another great scene, but she was spent for the moment.
Jess grabbed a bottle of water from the desk and jugged half of it, resisting the urge to pour the rest of her overheated body. Instead she sipped at it, letting her body calm down. She looked over at the mirror on back of her office door she used when she changed in here sometimes.
She smiled at herself, enjoying the way her legs were spread and her pussy exposed. It would be even better if there were someone between her thighs licking her to an orgasm, then standing up and slamming their hard cock in her.
That would only be after she'd sucked that hard cock off, and swallowed every drop. Then she'd lay back and relax while her lover took just as good care of her. 'Someone.' 'Her lover'. Jess wasn't imagining Craig at all.
Instead she was having a little too much fun imagining being the girl being hosed down by two cocks and Craig seeing it. Jess closed her eyes, a smile on her lips as she pictured mister vanilla straight guy who thought porn was degrading watching his wife being used and treated like a slut and loving every second of it.
Her eyes flew open at the sound of the front door banging shut and footsteps in the hall. Jess sat up in the chair and peered out the window. Craig's car was in the driveway!
"Hey, Jessica?" He called out.
"In here!" She quickly pulled her shirt up over her tits and getting up, grabbed her shorts. She'd just pulled them up, when Craig pushed the door open and walked into the room.
Jess took a panicked look at her laptop, and was relieved to see it had gone to sleep.
"What happened?" She asked, hoping she didn't sound like she felt, like a guilty little kid who'd almost gotten caught with her hands in the cookie jar. Her cookie jar. "Thought you were golfing?"
"Got halfway there and Frank called and said his partner showed up."
"Sorry, honey." Jess told him.
"Were you on the machine?" he gestured towards her elliptical machine across from her desk. "You're all hot and sweaty."
"Yeah, had a good workout." She nodded, thrilled he'd given her an excuse she wouldn't have thought of.
"Good," he eyed her chest, and Jess looked down to see her nipples poking through her thin top. "It shows, you know. You're looking good."
"Thank you." She found her eyes drawn to his crotch. Even though he was in an ugly pair of plaid golfing shorts, Jess was still wound up from the DVD and wouldn't mind some cock right now. Especially in her mouth.
Giving him a sexy smile, she whispered. "Bet I could look better."
With no hesitation, she peeled off the tank top and tossed it at him. Craig moved his head, letting it sail over his shoulder and stared at her excited, sweat slicked breasts.
"You know, I think," he nodded and to her delight stepped up to her, his hands cupping her tits. "That you're right. A much better look."
"Hmm, that's nice." Jess purred as he fondled her breasts. Grabbing his shirt she tugged it up. "You're over dressed, honey."
"I...okay." He lifted his arms and she pulled his shirt off, then stepping back, put her back to him and shimmied out of her shorts.
Jess wiggled her ass at him and bent over, letting him get a good look at her glistening slit peeking out from between thighs. Straightening, she turned and wrapping her arms around him kissed him hard.
Craig grunted in surprise, but after a moment thrilled her by not only returning the kiss, but slipping his arms around. Jess shoved her tongue in his mouth, her pussy gushing as she rocked side to side, sliding her hard nipples across his chest.
She slid her arms between them rubbing them down his chest and teasing his stomach with her nails. Craig gasped in surprise when she pulled his shorts opened and peeled his zipper down.
"Wait," he moved his head back from her. "Here?"
"Right here," she breathed, her tits heaving against him. "Going to take care of each other right in that chair then you're going to fuck your horny wife right over my desk." She giggled. "Just like when I used to come see you at work when we were dating."
"Right, but what about a shower? You were just working out."
Was he kidding? Jess pushed the flare of annoyance aside and grabbing him by the arms turned him to the side so her chair was behind him.
"What are you...oh, shit!" Craig exclaimed when Jess dropped to her knees, yanked his shorts and boxers down and took his semi hard cock into her mouth.
She moaned louder than the woman in the movie at the feeling of Craig's cock hardening in her mouth and the sensation of his pre cum oozing onto her tongue. Jess bobbed her head while pushing his shorts all the way down to the floor.
Craig was breathing hard as she sucked him to a full erection and releasing his cock from her mouth, she stared up at him. "God, I need this cock in my mouth!"
"I...I can see that." Craig looked stunned, but his hands slipped into her hair and removed the clip from it.
Her hair flowed down her shoulders, and he ran both his hands through it. The action caused her to lose control, and she shoved him hard enough to make him lose his balance. With a startled gasp, he fell backwards into her chair.
The chair rolled about a foot before hitting the wall, and with a wicked smile, Jess got onto all fours and with her eyes locked on his, crawled slowly up between his legs.
"You just sit back, baby. It's been a long time since your nasty wife showed you what a good little cock sucker she is."
"Hey," Craig put his hands up as if he were trying to calm her down. "You don't have to talk like you're a damn porn star."
"You're right." She put her hands on his thighs and ran her tongue along his shaft until she had the head of his cock pinned against his stomach. "I should just act like one."
She angled her head, parting her lips and scooping his cock into her mouth while keeping her hands on his legs. Craig groaned when she bobbed her head rapidly, taking his dick effortlessly down her throat.
"Damn!" Craig stared down at her wide eyed. "That's...oh, shit Jessie!"
Jess smiled around his cock. Craig hadn't called her Jessie in years. It was the name she used to use with them when they'd get down and dirty, back when he had no hang ups about sex. She'd ask him if he wanted 'little Jessie' to come over and play and his cock would be hard by the time she finished the sentence.
He was damn hard right now. The hardest she'd felt him in a long time. Jess eased back, pulling his cock towards her so he was at an angle. This way he could see her lips slide along the entire length of his shaft and watch his dick disappear in his hot wife's mouth.
She focused her eyes on his. But his gaze was lower, locked onto the sight of his wife gobbling his cock like a starving man attacking a buffet. She opened her mouth wider than she needed to, letting sticky spit flow down his cock and making sloppy wet sucking sounds.
"Easy!" Craig's voice was trembling and so were his thighs beneath her palms as she kept them on his legs, showing off her oral skills with a nasty hands free blow job. "Slow down, Jessica, it's not a race!"
She let his cock fly from her mouth accompanied by spit and pre cum flying from her lips and splattering on his cock and oozing down her chin.
"We'll play slow later." Jess, grabbed his slick cock and pumped it in her hand. "But right now I want your cum, baby! I need it! Little Jessie wants a big hot load down her slutty throat!"
"Jessica, stop talking like that." He seemed annoyed. Getting a porn video quality blow job and complaining. What was wrong with him?
But Jess was overcome by lust just like Julie at the video store had described, She was in total control and she was going to get what she wanted, a hot sticky load.
Jess was going to do what the women on gloryhole housewives and the girls in the video she just watched did, use his dick. Use Craig's cock to get what she craved and needed. He was getting blown and would come in her eager mouth, but it was her working for it, demanding it and taking it.
Jess sucked him faster than before, now using her hands, one around his shaft, jerking as she sucked him. The other cupped his balls, loving how tight and full they felt. They hadn't had sex in two weeks. He was going to give her a huge load and she would slurp down every drop.
He was breathing hard and his cock twitching in her mouth each time she slid her lips down to the base of his shaft. "Just slow down, a little." His words seemed to have little conviction as his hips were now rocking and he was moaning continuously.
He was seconds from coming, from feeding his wife's greedy mouth. Then she'd switch with him and have him lick her pussy. Make her come and even though she'd already gotten off twice, she had no doubt she'd be quick.
Then she'd suck him hard and bend over the desk and he would fuck her. Not like the boring husband he had turned into, but fuck her like the man he used to be. Just take her. Take his nasty wife. Fuck her while she could still taste his load in her mouth and her cunt still quivered from him sucking her off.
"Oh...oh...oh Jessie." He was back to the nick name again. Her sucking had even gotten mister vanilla to give in and just let his cum hungry wife have her way.
Craig's arm was on the edge of the desk and when she took him deep and shook her head vigorously back and forth, he gasped and his hips jerked, shoving his cock deeper into her mouth.
Jess squeezed his balls and resumed sucking, expecting the sweet sensation of having her mouth filled any moment now.
"What the fuck?" Craig exclaimed, turning his head towards the desk.
Not exactly what she expected. Nor did she expect him to sit up, and pull his hips back, sliding his cock from her mouth. "Stop it!" he snapped at her.
"What's wrong?" Jess asked, spit oozing down her chin.
"This!" He jabbed a finger at the laptop and Jess saw his arm must have bumped the mouse, bringing the screen to life.
The video had not only come up but started playing. On the screen a topless redhead was going to town, slurping and sucking on a big black cock. Two feet away from her, another red head was stroking another black cock while snapping a picture of the first girl with her phone and saying she was going to send the pic to her husband.
"What the fuck is this bullshit?" Craig had a look on his face like he'd just found a dead mouse. "This is disgusting!"
"So shut it off and let's get back to what we were doing." Jess was so horny she was willing to ignore his self-righteous indignation over porn and keep going.
She reached for his cock, but he shocked her by slapping her hand roughly away and standing, yanking his shorts up.
"What we were doing?" He pointed at her as she rubbed the back of her hand. "Guess I know what you were doing. You were watching this sick shit and getting worked up."
His rolled his eyes. "You weren't working out! You were playing with yourself and getting worked up and then when I came home you decided to..."
"Try and have some fun with my husband." Jess sprang to her feet and feeling like a fool, grabbed her shirt from the floor and pulled it on, then reached for her shorts.
"While thinking of what? Some cock hanging out of a wall?" He stabbed the button on the side of the laptop and stared at the DVD when it slid out. "The hole in the wall gang?"
"No, I was thinking of your cock." Jess stepped into her shorts and tugged them up. "Thinking how hot it was to just get dirty and have fun like we used to. You didn't seem to mind, you even called me Jessie!"
"That's before I saw this! Bullshit you were thinking about me. Probably thinking about every cock in this movie! And what's this show your husband crap? Think that's hot? Women cheating on their men?"
"Maybe they don't have men at home." Jess's passion had quickly turned to anger. "Maybe they're like me and they have little boys at home that are so insecure they can't just have fun."
"Insecure? I'm pissed you're watching married women sucking dicks through a wall and I'm insecure? How about just disgusted?" He looked around and seeing his shirt on the floor picked it and pulled it down over his head.
"No, you're insecure because the first thing you said is I must be thinking about other men. I was thinking about you, you idiot! A real man wouldn't care, all a real man would care about is his wife is horny and wants to have a good time...with him!"
"A real woman wouldn't need to watch women act like whores to get turned on." He countered.
"And an actual man wouldn't give two shits what got his wife in the mood. You realize I was giving you a blow job most men would be jealous over and you fucked it up over a video?"
"Aren't we modest?" He smirked.
"Oh, please. You were moaning like a fucking teenager getting his first head." Jess snapped at him. "But tell you what, go tell your friends you came home from golfing and found your wife watching porn and was so worked up she dropped to her knees and sucked your cock!"
Before he could respond she gasped and put her hands to her face. "Oh, Craig, that's horrible, you should get rid of that woman!" She laughed. "And send her to me!"
"Modesty again." He grunted. "And going by the way that woman was talking maybe you'd want me to send you to one of my friends. Suck his dick and send me pictures?"
"Pick one and I'll do it." She told him. "And I'll ask if I can play that video while I do it and the answer would be anything you want," she smirked at him. "Jessie."
"You would, wouldn't you?" Craig shook his head and had that smug self-righteous look on his face she'd grown to hate. "You'd jump at the chance to be with another guy if I said it was okay."
"You really think that low of me?" Jess was genuinely stunned. Sure she'd had the fantasy, but many women did. But she'd never once considered actually doing anything. It was just masturbation fodder.
"Seeing shit like this?" He nodded his head to the desk. "And seeing how hot and bothered you were from your," He cleared his throat. "Workout? Hard not to."
"Hard to believe a man would be seconds away from coming in his wife's mouth and get so intimidated by a video he'd make her stop."
"Intimidated?"
"Damn straight you are. You're insecure Craig. That's why you don't like porn. You see these guys with big cocks who take women the way men like you wish they could. You're jealous of actors because they have something you hardly ever have these days, a fucking hard on."
"You..." he was turning red. "Maybe I can't get it up because you talking dirty and acting like an over sexed coed turns me off. I want a lady, not a whore"
He closed the laptop and removing the DVD snapped it in half. "And only since you started watching this shit."
"Hey! That was mine!" She yelled at him.
"Tell you what, Jessie," he sneered. "Instead of watching and playing sticky finger to a video why don't you just go out and do it."
"Excuse me?" Had he really just said that to her?
"You heard me. If the only way you can get turned on to watch pigs get on their knees and suck a diseased cock through a fucking wall, then why not just go do it? You know you want to."
"That permission?" She taunted him. "If it is, screw the hole I'll just show up at your office with a free head sign around my neck."
"Don't get funny with me!" He stalked up to her, and she forced herself not to step back. "Of course it's not permission! You really want it to be though, don't you?"
"Maybe you do." She replied softly. "You've said go do it more than once just now. That it, Craig?" Her lips curled into a nasty smile. "Thinking of me sucking another guy's dick gets you hot, then you get pissed and get all righteous with me?"
"I don't know what happened to you Jessica." His anger had faded and now he had that parental look of disappointment that was as annoying as the judgmental one. "You used to be a good woman."
"And you used to be a decent man who cared about his wife's needs. Hell, you used to like fulfilling them."
"That's before you turned into..." He sighed. "There's a name for the women who do the things you want to do."
"Whore?" She rolled her eyes.
"Nope." He walked past her. "I was thinking skank."
"There's one for you too, Craig." She said to his back, as he continued to walk out of the room, slamming the door behind her.
"Cuck." She finished to the door. "And the name for me for at least a night? Hot wife."
After locking her office door, Jess went to her desk. Opening the laptop, she went to her X site and found Glory Hole Housewives. Her eyes widened when she saw a pinned tweet declaring they had just published a new video.
Jess had been so obsessed with the DVD she hadn't checked X since she'd bought it.
"Mary takes her first cock through the gloryhole and then gives some cock to Julie while she sucks! Watch all the hot action now!"
"Holy shit."
Jess stared at the photo attached to the tweet, a still from the shoot. There was Julie bent over, a thick cock in her mouth. Mary, a strap on, buckled around her waist, was shoving the long thick rubber cock inside her partner in crime.
It wasn't the content of the photo that had shocked her, it was Julie. Jess hadn't made any connection between Julie at Sexcapades and the brazen cock sucking slut on X. Now in an instant everything seemed to flash before her eyes.


The name itself of course, but both had long jet black hair and dark brown eyes. Their bodies were similar, both busty with a large chest and curvy hips with a well-rounded ass. Julie had talked about the motivations and turn on of the gloryhole fetish with more than a little passion. Jess had walked away thinking she had to have done it.
It seems she'd not only did it, but every couple of weeks and posted it online. Not to mention the strap on. Julie had one with her when she spoke to her, saying it was for a friend. The tweet had Friday's date on it and she seemed to have somewhere to go.
The real clincher though was the fact Julie had told her to check out the site. Bragging about her own exploits and playing the hiding in plain sight game. A bad game though if she were normally that careless.
But if Julie from X did turn out to be the woman she'd enjoyed speaking with, this would be a lot less awkward. Jess took a deep breath and clicked the icon to send a direct message to Mary and Julie.
"Hi, my name is Jess and I love your videos. They're so hot and have had me thinking about sucking dick! Like you I'm married and uninspired but have been a good girl. Now I'm ready to be a bad girl with you! Very interested in being part of one of your shoots. Hope to hear from you!" 
Jess tapped her finger on the enter button to send the message. Could she really do this? Not just suck at a hole in the wall, but let herself be filmed and hope a mask covering the top of her face was enough? Look at how easily she'd identified Julie if it turned out she was right.
On the other hand did she know anyone in her life who would check out that site? Jess thought about her argument with Craig and his insistence she was dying to do it and apparently slutty enough to do it. No, not slutty, skanky.
We'll, Jess thought as she jabbed the key to send the message, who was she to make a liar out of her husband?
Chapter Eight
"Oh, yeah, right there, honey." Mary moaned and tugged on her nipples while watching Julie's pink tongue trace a deliciously slow circle around her clit. "That's sooo good!" she purred.
"God, you taste good." Julie plunged her tongue inside Mary's sopping slit for emphasis and smacked her lips. "Only way your pussy would taste better is off a big hard cock!"
"And mixed with a nice load." Mary added. "I think the glory hole housewives crowd is going to start getting some pussy licking as a bonus with their cock sucking."
"A win for everyone." Julie ran her tongue through Mary's soft wet lips, then swirled it quickly around her clit.
"Honey, I don't know what got into you to go down on me last week, but I'm glad it did." She sighed and playfully rubbed her soft feet through Julie's long dark hair fanned out on her back. "Why didn't we just do this sooner?"
"Too busy being good wives for lousy men." Julie whispered into her pussy. Then went back to working her tongue around her long time friend's excited pink nub.
"Amen, sister!" Mary laughed, then groaned when Julie pressed her tongue harder to her clit.
She lay back on the pillows, her legs spread and her lifelong best friend between her thighs. Julie looked incredible! Not just her gorgeous face buried in Mary's golden haired cunt, but her naked body stretched out on the bed.
Julie's delightfully curvy ass was so damn sexy and she had her legs bent, her feet up over her ass. She was lazily kicking them back and forth as she licked and Mary now knew why it used to turn Brad on so much. It was a simple, but erotic little move.
Julie was taking her time, licking and teasing and having already come once, Mary was fine with her spending quality time on her clit. This was adding an even sexier thrill to the point of them getting together today, meeting Jess to talk about filming with them.
They'd chosen Julie's house because Dennis was away for several days for a conference and they didn't have to worry about time or him coming home early from work. That conference coupled with Brad's poker game tomorrow night meant that with or without Jess another episode of Gloryhole housewives was on its way!
Preferably with Jess however, and Mary and Julie both felt it was a lock. Following their usual pattern, Julie had messaged back and forth with her asking a lot of questions. If Jess had not answered or drifted off, they would have stopped chatting figuring she wasn't really interested.
After several messages Julie went for what a couple of times had been a deal breaker with other women. She'd asked for a cell number. The reason was trust. Mary and Julie were married and had a lot to lose if ousted.
A valid phone number meant the other woman would have something to lose if for some reason they ever decided to give away their secret. There had been a couple of days without a reply and they figured she was scared off completely or just considering it.
Taking time to think was a good sign. It meant they were legit and weighing the risks and wouldn't be someone to suck and tell so to speak. They'd been thrilled when Jess had provided a phone number and Mary called her that night.
They'd spoken for over a half hour about why Jess wanted to do it and was she sure she could and what about her husband? Mary had gotten more than she'd expected with Jess telling her about her husband's disdain for her being something other than a vanilla housewife and she was tired of denying herself.
Convinced she was the real deal they'd set up this meeting. Being at one of their houses was risky as all hell, but it was another sign of trust. As was meeting her without masks. Mary had come over early to talk and maybe have a couple of drinks, but it had led to more.
As always husbands were the catalysts. Julie had told her how Dennis was riding her hard about selling or stepping back from Sexcapades. Their prospective huge new client was way too family values to be comfortable with one of his attorney's wives owning a sex store.
Dennis kept telling her she was selfish and holding him back. Her argument was he was selfish because he could make money without this client and just wanted her to drop her business for him. In the end it Julie knew it was because he was embarrassed and his partners made all manner of lewd remarks about her.
The old Dennis Mary had known would have hit someone for talking poorly of his wife. But the new one was all about his shiny new image and let them degrade his wife. Once Julie had vented it led to Mary putting her arm around her and consoling her with a hug.
That led to a kiss on the cheek which turned into a kiss on the lips. Moments later they were naked in Julie's bed, in a sixty nine and kissing their other lips. They'd come hard in each other's faces, then continued to play, lying in each other's arms, kissing, licking and exploring.
Mary had slid between Julie's legs and taken her time delivering a second screaming orgasm to her former college roommate and now Julie was returning the favor one more time before they'd get dressed to meet Jess.
Mary's replay of the previous hour and anticipation of having another woman to shoot with had her hips rocking in Julie's face. When the dark eyed beauty between her legs added three fingers inside her and curled them hard while sucking her clit, Mary through her head back and came.
She came even harder than before, wailing so loud it was a good thing the windows were closed or the neighbor's would be getting an earful.
"Damn, you lick pussy as well as you suck cock!" Mary groaned as Julie continued to gently lick her still quivering clit as her orgasm subsided, leaving her weak and satisfied.
"So we're officially lesbians now?" Julie sat up between her legs, and chugging from a bottle of water next to the bed, passed it to Mary.
"Going by how much sex we get with Brad and Dennis I'd say yes, but we suck a lot of cock so I guess we're bi." Mary took the bottle and finished it while Julie stretched out next to her.
They lay side by side, Julie's leg draped over hers and their hands on each other's stomachs. They were so comfortable together!
"What time is it?" Julie asked.
Mary glanced at the clock. "We have about forty five minutes if you want to set your alarm we can doze for a bit.
"Yeah, I just might." Julie reached for the clock and froze when the doorbell rang. "She's early!"
She got out of bed and easing the blinds aside, exclaimed. "Shit, its Brad!"
"That prick!" Mary sat up. "He's checking up on me!"
"He should be!" Julie giggled, then turned serious. "I'll answer the door, get dressed in the bathroom because that's where I'll say you are."
She pulled on a pair of sweats, then slipped a tank top on. She stared the amount of cleavage revealed and her erect nipples poking through. "Mind if I give Brad something to stare at?"
"Be my guest, he's used to just looking these days." She grunted. "With his track record he might be more likely to fuck you than me. Got nerve following me."
As she spoke, she'd gathered her clothes and followed Julie out of the bedroom. The doorbell rang again as Mary slipped into the bathroom and Julie headed for the living room.
"Coming!" She called out while turning the TV on and adding to herself, 'All over your wife's face'
"Hey, Brad!" She opened the door and hid a smile as his eyes immediately landed on her chest.
"Hey, Julie, what's up?"
"My eyes. They're up here." She smiled at him.
"Oh, well you're pretty much putting them out there." He said defensively.
"I'm hanging around my house with my best friend. Didn't think I had to bother with underwear." She said pointedly. "And seeing you knocked I'll ask you, what's up?"
"Looking for my wife. She is here, right?" He peered over her shoulder into the living room.
"You parked behind her car." Julie told him.
"Right, well I just..."
"Want to make sure some guy didn't pick her up? Or that I'm not letting her use my place to fuck someone?"
When Brad stared at her in surprise she shrugged, noticing him watching her tits bounce. "You cheated on her and now you spend your time waiting for her to get back at you. Pretty easy to figure out."
Julie stepped aside. "Come on in. She's in the bathroom."
"Where's Dennis?"
"Out of town." She rolled her eyes. "Want to search the house and make sure we're not getting laid together?"
"Wow, you're something these days." He whistled. "You used to like me."
"You used to be loyal." She quipped. "Shit happens."
"Brad, everything okay?" Mary walked into the room in her jeans and black t-shirt, her feet were bare, but both their shoes were on the floor by the couch where they'd started kissing before racing to the bedroom like excited teenagers.
"Yeah, why?"
"Because you're here." Mary played dumb for now. "My phone's not off is it?" She picked up her purse to make a show of looking.
"No, I was just..." he shot Julie a look. "On my way to Joe's and thought I'd stop by for a minute."
"Bullshit!" Julie sneezed into her hand while sitting on the couch.
She put her feet up on the coffee table and tried to look relaxed, hoping Mary could get rid of this idiot before Jess got here.
"Brad, I'm not stupid." Mary shook her head. "Neither is she. This is embarrassing."
While she spoke she walked past him. "Let's talk on the porch in private."
"Why, they slipping out the back door." Brad raised his eyebrows.
"Go ahead!" Mary pointed behind her. "Search her house. Look under the beds and in the shower, Brad. Make sure we're alone. That's why you're here."
"Yeah, okay." He put his hands up. "You're right. I'm..."
"Being an ass and you have some nerve." Mary leaned close and whispered to him. "Trust me Brad if I ever wanted to pay you back, I'd just fuck someone in my office like you did."
His eyes widened, then glanced Julie's way. She sat on the couch engrossed in her phone and this time Mary walked out on the porch. Brad followed her and when the screen door was shut, said.
"Alright look, it's not just me being paranoid. Dennis asked me to come by. He thinks Julie is..."
"Oh, so the two of you are in cahoots now?" Mary fought to stay calm. Jess was on her way, she didn't need an argument or to make a scene for Julie's neighbors. "Julies never had an affair and he knows it." She just does lots of oral and backs into an occasional cock.
"But he's been a dick to her and knows it." Mary put her hand up when he started to speak. "You want to argue we'll do it later. We have another friend coming over."
Mary pointed to his car across the street. "Feel free to sit and spy. All you'll see is another woman come over and no one running out the back or diving out a window. Oh, wait!" she snapped her fingers.
"We're going to order pizza, so maybe you want to make sure the pizza guy isn't a stud we're going to go milfs gone wild on or a stripper disguised as a Domino's driver."
Brad's eyes flashed, but he nodded and was calm when he spoke. "I told Dennis I would check on the two of you and I did. Tough if you have a problem with that. Julie's always been wild and they're having trouble so it's a matter of time."
"For her to get a divorce? I'd agree. Maybe she and I can get a discount if we get the same lawyer." She winked. "Maybe we'll fuck him instead of paying him."
"Lawyer?" That hit home. "You said you wouldn't go after..."
"The word divorce only bothers you when it comes to our company." Mary sighed. "Nice, Brad. Have fun at Joe's or maybe you're the one going to get laid. Difference is?" she put her back to him. "I wouldn't even care at this point."
She walked back into Julie's house and slammed the door on him.
"Let the record state that even if Jess falls through, I am going to enjoy tomorrow night more than ever." Mary flopped down on the couch next to Julie. "Every argument just makes what we do that much hotter."
"Agreed."
"Dennis sent him you know." Mary told her. "Wanted him to check up on you.
"Definitely fucking a cock tomorrow. Maybe two." Julie announced with such a serious look Mary laughed.
"We should add a line on the X bio. Revenge never tasted so sweet." Julie continued. "Did Brad leave or he still hanging around on the porch like a rejected teen?"
Mary craned her neck to look at the front window and saw he was in his car across the street. "He's taking me up on my offer and waiting."
"Don't think he'd say anything to Jess, do you?"
"No, he wouldn't bother her. He's not that bad." Mary sighed. "Yet. I...I think she's here!"
Mary watched a red Toyota Rav 4 pull up and a woman in shorts and a t-shirt get out.
"If this is her, she's a little hottie!" Mary whistled, then laughed. "Wow, I look at women a lot more these days."
Julie grinned and turning, rose to her knees on the couch so she could see over Mary's head and out the window.
"Oh, my god!" Julie gasped. "I've met her! I was right! She's the Jess I talked to at Sexcapades!"
"The one who bought the glory hole video?" Mary smiled. "She's going to do this, I guarantee it!"
Julie rose from the couch and Mary frowned. "You know, Julie, you need to be more careful. That was a bit obvious on your part. She may have put two and two together too easy."
"Maybe." Julie walked to the front door and made herself wait until she rang the doorbell before opening the door.
As soon as she did, Jess exclaimed, "I knew it was you!" Behind Julie, Mary laughed and Julie smiled as she opened the door and waved her in.
"I thought it was you too." Julie gave her an impulsive hug. "I knew I had a glory hole housewife on the hook!"
"Guess so." Jess was smiling, but looked nervous. "You must be Mary."
She went over to the couch where Mary rose to meet her and also embraced her. "Good to meet you, my soon to be sister in sin."
"It is pretty sinful." Jess nodded and looked around. "This your place? You don't worry?"
"Told you on the phone that's why we get contact info and talk a lot to anyone interested. This is a matter of trust." Mary explained.
"That's why we're not wearing masks either." Julie gestured towards the arm chair across from the couch. "Have a seat."
Jess sank into the chair and Mary picked up the bottle of wine from the table and poured all three of them a glass.
"You're not worried about your husband being home?" Jess took the wine from Mary as she leaned over the table to pass it to her. "Thank you."
"He's away. We only film every two or three weeks because we wait for nights the other halves are away or tied up."
"Are you free tomorrow night, Jess?" Julie sipped at her wine. "We're going tomorrow."
"I...wow." Jess blinked. "Going tomorrow. Guess it's kind of real now."
"If you want it to be." Mary told her. "We're excited to have you, but only if you're one hundred percent sure."
"As much as we love it and want to share it with others and like the revenge aspect we discussed." Julie added. "There is no going back from this so you need to decide if you want to and if you can."
"Want to?" Jess downed her glass in several long swallows and as Mary laughed, held her glass out for more. "I so want to." She sighed and it sent a shiver through the other two women.
"Can I?" Jess spoke while Mary refilled her glass. "Honestly, I may not know until its time."
"That's okay. We don't film live so if you get cold feet and want to leave, it's not like you were on film in anyway."
"And if after you do it. You decide you don't want us to air the video with you in it. I can edit you out and you can just have the experience and the memories." Mary winked. "I run an ad agency and learned a lot from the photographers. I can edit like a pro."
"Suck like one too." Julie giggled.
"Look who's talking." Mary countered. "But for the record? I'll get you an original with you in it as a hot little keepsake."
"You two are fun." Jess sipped from her second glass. She was already feeling less nervous.
She wasn't sure what she'd been expecting, but Julie-thrilled she was right-and Mary seemed pretty normal and seemed so casual about this, it was putting her at ease.
"That's us. Fun." They lifted their glasses and Jess followed suit. "Drain your glass like it's a cock ladies!" Julie laughed.
All three chugged the wine and Jess shook her head as her face flushed and the room spun for a few seconds. "Wow, maybe all I need is a couple of glasses of this tomorrow night."
"Drunken sucking is the sloppiest." Mary grinned.
"So Jess," Julie put her glass down. "I know you made it sound like you're not too happy at home. Can we ask why? It's not so much about being nosy."
"We're nosy." Mary admitted.
"Thanks." Julie rolled her eyes. "It's just we want to make sure you feel there's motivation and it's not you had one argument."
"You care why women want to do it?" Jess shrugged. "Why?"
Mary paused to think how to say it. "Julie said she talked about how part of doing this as a married woman is a form of secret revenge. But just because we're unhappy with our husbands doesn't mean all men are jerks. Most aren't."
"What Mary's getting at," Julie took over. "Is we like to know the other woman with us is in the same boat and not a case of she has a great guy at home and is screwing around on him. We'd rather not be part of that."
"That's why we mention the uninspiring marriages in our bio." Mary pointed out. "We're not the moral police by any means and if a woman is perfectly happy with their husband and is still a hot wife that's their business, but we have a different angle and like similar."
"Craig's not a bad guy." Jess sighed. "Just seemed to get old on me. But if just having less interest was the only thing I'd deal. The big problem is how he degrades me because I want to have fun."
"Gets preachy? Like he's better than you and you're acting like a horny teenager and need to grow up?" Mary smiled when Jess nodded. "I swear they should make a pill for that because it seems to happen to a lot of guys."


"Women too." Julie mentioned. "Think about it. A lot of guys we suck have rings and some may be dogs, but I think some aren't getting this at home because the wives have turned vanilla."
"There should be a freak compatibility test for marriage." Jess noted causing the other two women to laugh. "Then again it was hot at the start."
"Usually is, but some couples stay that way, most seem to fade and usually its one person." Mary shrugged.
Jess put her empty glass down, she thought about more, but had to drive home. Maybe if she went through with this tomorrow she'd get an Uber so she could get shit faced first.
"It's gotten worse," she continued. "He caught me watching porn and started getting self-righteous about it, and accusing me wanting to do what I was watching." She sighed. "That came to a head a few days ago."
"Pun intended?" Mary snickered.
"Not really, but kind of funny." Jess smiled, then took a deep breath and told Mary and Julie about her fight with Craig.
She surprised herself by how much detail she went into with these women she'd just met, but had to admit it felt good to get it off her chest. Mary and Julie had been joking a lot, but as she told her story they sat there quietly.
Both nodded at points in her story and had similar sad smiles on their faces, as if saying 'been there'. When Jess finished, she thought what the hell, and poured herself a half glass of wine.
"And so I figured if he's going to accuse me of it and telling me how bad I want to do it, then why not do it? I mean he literally fucked up a blow job!" she waved her hand disgustedly. "What the fuck is that?"
"Meanwhile I'll never suck my husband's cock again, ever." Mary told her. "If it's okay with you, I'll tell you why I do it."
"This is more than cock sucking and dirty sleazy fun." Julie put her hand up to stop Mary for a moment. "We see this as a sisterhood of sorts. Sisters who tried to be good wives, but seeing we have men who don't appreciate that? We do this and fulfill hot fantasies and get a little payback while they think we're dumb enough to remain the good girls they want us to be."
"Julie's husband is a stuck up snot who hates she owns that store." Mary explained to Jess. "It embarrasses him to all his high roller friends and clients his wife sells rubber cocks and porn."
"Imagine what they'd think if they knew what else I do." She smiled wickedly. "I like to imagine some of his friends aren't as uptight as they act and they've seen our videos."
"I like to imagine that I've sucked off Brad's poker buddies." Mary sighed. "A couple I wouldn't mind. Sucking them right at the table while he has to watch."
"Craig golfs." Jess said softly. "Belongs to an uppity golf club. I'd love to show up at the end of the course and be the nineteenth hole."
"Wow!" Julie leaned over the table and put her hand up for a high five. "That's fucking hot, girl!"
"It is." Jess slapped her hand. "On my knees, sucking off every guy that finishes the course. And telling them who I am. Then them all laughing at him the next time they see him."
Jess released a long sigh. She was now flushed from more than just the wine and warm in places other than her stomach. "I'd go home and kiss him, shove my tongue in his mouth after it had been covered by all his friends cum."
"Damn, Julie, she's getting ready to pop right here!" Mary whistled. "Jess, honey, we can't wait for tomorrow because I have no doubt in my mind you're going to have fun and put on a hell of a show."
"The look on her face has me wishing we could find some cocks right now!"
"Can't, Brad's around tonight and would want to know where I'd be going after being out all day. We have to wait for his poker game tomorrow."
"Then you can play polka face!" Julie clapped and laughed.
"Hundredth time I've heard this joke." Mary rolled her eyes to Jess. "Not funny then, not funny now."
"Kind of is." Jess grinned. "Were you going to tell me about your husband?"
"Right." Mary nodded. "Easy to get distracted in this room."
"You know," Julie cut her off. "Maybe you could tell her about it by telling her about the first time we did this. I'm sure that question was going to be next, right?"
"I was wondering." Jess admitted. "I'm assuming you did it before you started the X feed."
"We sucked through gloryholes at college." Julie laughed. "It was a sorority thing. If we did it, we could avoid all hazing so we went to some sleazy club and did it together."
"We never told any of our sisters that we kept going back though." Mary winked.
"Wow." Jess found her nipples were beginning to ache. She was so getting off when she got home.
"Irony is we stopped when Mary met Brad in school." Julie shrugged. "We always did it together, so I stopped too. Then I met Dennis a year later."
"So we behaved up until last year." Mary poured herself some wine and sat back. "It was Sexcapades Halloween party and I'd just found out..."
Chapter Nine
Last year
Mary stood in front of the mirror in the bathroom and dabbed at her eyes. Outside the room dozens of men and women were dressed in sexy costumes, dancing and drinking and she was in here balling like a heartbroken teenager.
"What do you mean, like one?" Mary muttered to her reflection.
Well, certainly no teenager, but heartbroken. She opened her small red purse that matched her sexy red devil costume and after wiping off the red make up running down her face, reapplied the crimson face paint around her eyes.
Her fingers trembled and it took her longer than it should have to reapply her red eyeliner. As she leaned over the counter she noticed how close her breasts were to spilling out of the one piece body suit.
She knew from taking a look at herself in the mirror when trying on the costume her ass was well displayed where the suit simply snapped between her legs, leaving most of her ass covered only by the red fishnets.
A three foot bendable tail protruded from her ass and the costume was completed by the mandatory horns sticking out from her long blonde hair and a pair of knee high red fuck me boots.
Brad had asked her several times since seeing the costume if once they got home he could just unsnap the bottom, rip a hole through the stockings and fuck her with it on. It had been the first time he'd shown real interest in more than their annoying once a week quickie in quite a while and she was thrilled.
That was until today. Now Brad wasn't even here and she wondered why she was. Okay, not really. Mary was here because it was Julie's favorite holiday and they'd spent every Halloween together since they'd met in freshmen year of college.
That and Sexcapades Halloween party was one of the hottest in town and she looked forward to it all year. The other reason was Brad was home and she couldn't handle him right now. She'd either break down in tears which he didn't deserve to see, or she'd lose her mind and bash his head in.
That he would deserve, but she wouldn't deserve life in prison for doing it.
"Mary, you okay?"
She looked over to see Gina, one of the girls that worked for Julie and rocking a smoking hot witch costume, had come in and was standing behind her.
"Yeah, just something my eyes. Think I'm allergic to the makeup."
"Then why did you just put more on?" She asked skeptically.
"Stubborn I guess."
"Or lying. You've been crying, Mary, what's wrong?"
"It's nothing, just...don't worry about it, Gina."
"Must be something in the air tonight." Gina's black painted lips turned downward. "First Julie has a big blow out with Dennis just before guests started coming and he storms out. Now you're in here crying."
"I didn't know they had a fight." Mary put her make up away and tried to gear herself up to go back out there and pretend she was okay. "Then again I haven't seen her much tonight."
"She's making the rounds and I think that jack ass keeps calling her because she keeps going into the office on her phone."
"Well, I'll talk to her." Mary told her.
"Do that, because you look like you could use a talk yourself."
"Thanks, Gina." Mary smiled through her crimson lips. "Just give me a couple of minutes. I'll be fine."
Gina nodded and left and Mary stared at her reflection thinking she wouldn't be fine for some time. Who would have thought when she'd gone to work today thinking about how much fun tonight would be that her whole life would be changed.
At eleven, Dan Williams, one of Brad's long time clients had called her and asked if he could come to her office and meet with her. She hadn't thought much of it until he asked her not to tell Brad. She'd agreed and wondered if Brad had screwed up his account or he felt he wasn't being treated right.
It wouldn't have made sense either way. Brad was excellent in both his work and how he treated their clients. When Dan arrived he surprised her by locking the door behind him and telling her to sit down because he had something to tell her.
Confused, but concerned at this point, Mary had sat down and was glad she had when Dan got right to the point. Brad was cheating on her. Dan had come in to meet with Brad after hours last night. Brad was supposed to be the only one working so Dan walked through the front and directly into the small conference room where Brad said he'd show him his latest ideas.
Dan was running an hour early, but figured he'd swing by anyway and if they got done early maybe they'd grab dinner. He hadn't knocked and when he went to walk into the conference room was confronted with the sight of Brad in a chair and his intern Lynn on her knees blowing him.
Mary immediately told him he was wrong. Either he was fucking with her, or he'd thought he'd seen something he hadn't. No way would Brad do that to her. In the middle of her protests, Dan had removed his phone from his pocket, brought up a photo and handed it to her.
There it was, just as he'd said. Brad sitting there getting sucked off by his barely eighteen year old intern. His cock in her mouth and his hands in her long red hair. Dan had turned as red as that hair and when he took the phone back texted her the picture in case, she needed it for the divorce.
A longtime client turned friend, Dan said he was livid, but stepped out of the room, then came back later. He hadn't wanted Brad to know he'd seen him and be forewarned. He told Mary he could no longer work with Brad but would stay with their agency if she or someone else took his account.
Mary had assured him she would take care of him personally and after awkwardly thanking him, walked him out of her office. Dan left the suite, and Mary continued down the hall to Brad's office, directly opposite hers.
Lynn was at her desk and walking over to her, Mary brought up the picture Dan had texted her and shoved it in her face.
"You have five minutes to get the fuck out of here and if I see you again, I'll claw your damn eyes out." She hissed to her.
Lynn's blue eyes widened and immediately filled with tears. She started to stammer apology, but Mary told her to leave. When she started sobbing and saying she had to do it, Mary froze in mid step towards Brad's office.
Grabbing the young girl by the wrist she practically dragged her into the small conference room. Shutting and locking the door, she pulled the blinds down so no one could see in and demanded to know what she meant.
Haltingly through her tears the young girl said that Brad had told her they could only keep one intern and Sally, the other girl was more qualified, but if maybe Lynn was ready to go the extra mile, they could work something out.
Lynn had rent to pay and no family locally to help her and felt she had no choice. She confessed that she'd 'taken care' of Brad at least a dozen times, but that it was never sex, only oral. Mary told her to go home for the day and she'd think about what to do with her.
From there she'd stormed into Brad's office, slamming the door behind her so hard, the glass on the upper part of it cracked. Brad was on the phone and as he stared at her stunned, she ripped the phone from his hand and hit him in the side of the head with it.
He'd cried out and asked what was wrong with her, then she'd showed him the picture and told him she'd just spoken to Lynn and knew the whole story. From there Brad kept trying to stutter out some lame excuse, but kept getting cut off.
Mary screamed until her voice was hoarse calling him every name she could think of and threatening to take him to court for sole ownership of the business and sell the house out from under him.
While she'd been calling him a dog and a cheat and asking how could he, he didn't seem anything more than guilty and trying to spin his way out of it. The second she mentioned the business that's when he got upset and started asking her to be reasonable.
In that moment she knew he cared more about that than her and stormed out. She'd gone home, locked herself in her room and ignored him banging on the door and calling her until she'd shut her phone off.
At six she'd decided to get dressed for the party and walked out of the house, passing him where he sat in the living room and ignoring him as he tried to talk. He followed her all the way to the car and she came close to hitting him with it when he wouldn't get out of the way and she floored it anyway.
"Hey!"
Mary blinked and saw Julie entering the bathroom. Her longtime friend was wearing a black painted on body suit that flattered every delicious curve of her body and zipped down the front. At the moment Julie had it unzipped down to her stomach, the inner half of her breasts exposed and the rest dangerously close to spilling out.
The upper half of her face was covered by a black mask with whiskers and fuzzy black ears sat atop her head. A tail trailed behind her and she had on heels that were so high her toes were pointing to the floor.
"Hey yourself." Mary turned and gave her a weak smile.
"What the hell is going on?" Julie stepped up to her. "Gina said you're crying, and I just realized Brad's not here with you."
"Yeah, about that...well..." Mary shrugged. "Another time. Enjoy the party."
"Bullshit." Julie pointed a black gloved hand to her. "You're my best friend and you never cry. Let's go somewhere and talk."
"Wow, how much you had to drink?" Mary asked. Julie's brown eyes were glossy behind the mask and her words were slurring slightly. She was close enough to smell the liquor on her breath and noticed how red her face was.
"Not enough yet." Julie gave her a tipsy smile. "But I'm getting there and seems like you should to. Let's grab a bottle of something and have some girl talk."
"Julie it can..." Julie grabbed her by the hand and turning, pulled her along with her out of the bathroom.
They crossed the main floor of the store, where all the racks and displays had been pushed to the wall to allow room for people to dance. Julie led her to the counter which for tonight had turned into a bar and pointed to Sean behind it. "Get me that bottle of Cuervo."
"A shot?"
"The bottle!" Julie snapped her fingers
"Whoa, girl gone wild!" Sean laughed and passed her the bottle.
With Mary in tow, they went into the back room where they kept inventory and served as Julie's office. She locked the door and indicated the two small chairs near the desk in the corner. Mary sat and Julie opened the bottle and handed it to her.
Mary took several swallows, wincing at the strong tequila, but enjoying the soothing fiery trail it sent through her. Julie sat across from her and took matching swallows.
"Spill it."
"Where's Dennis?" Mary stalled.
"Who the hell cares?"
"Oh, boy." Mary sighed. "Gina told me you had a fight."
"Little rat. She told me you were crying in the bathroom." Julie sighed.
"So what gives?"
"You first. You were crying."
"You're drunk and pissed." Mary countered. "Okay, let's put it this way. Hearing whatever you have going on would help me be able to talk about my problem." She sighed. "I think mine's going to be the bigger bomb anyway."
"Dennis is demanding I sell the store."
"What, why?"
"The new firm he started that this place helped fund? He says the fact his wife owns it isn't going to sit well with clients and his partners. They're all conservative."
"Since when is he?"
"Since he become a legend in his own mind. You see he's changed. Thinks he's better than everyone. Me too now. He's says sell it and if I need something to keep me busy I could find more suitable work."
"Asshole." Mary nodded.
"I told him to go fuck himself. This is my store. When I bought it, it was barely staying open and I've blown it up. Sex money as he calls it was just find to fund his part of his firm."
"You won't sell, will you?"
"He'll be gone before this store will. Especially with that bullshit attitude. He told me his friends think I must be slutty and probably screw the clients to keep them coming back."
"And he lets them say it?"
"He's low man on the poll of the boys club so he denies it but doesn't defend me like he should." She took another swig from the bottle. "He asked me tonight if it's true. After all I did turn the place around really quick."
"Oh my god!" Mary was shocked. "What happened to him? In college he was a damn party hound and everyone loved him."
"Now he's lawyer so I guess all that talk of them being sleazebags isn't talk." Julie shrugged. "So I'm pissed at him and I'm sure this will be an ongoing thing. He stormed out, but this is my party and I'm going to get drunk and have a good time."
She pointed to indicate the crowd outside the office. "Hey, maybe I'll make his friends right and let some lucky guy make this kitty purr."
"You wouldn't do that."
"I'd like to. Asshole would deserve it." She winked. "Maybe I won't fuck them. Maybe I'll just give them a blow job. They can give kitty some cream then I'll go home and...what is it?"
At the word blow job, Mary had burst into tears and Julie quickly got out of her chair and dropping to her knees in front of Mary, hugged her.
"Easy," she stroked her hair. "What's wrong, honey? What happened?"
"Brad cheated on me!" She sobbed.
"What?" Julie eased back so she could look at Mary. "Brad? Are you sure?"
"Give me that damn bottle!" Mary wiped at her eyes grimacing at the red paint that came off on the back of her hand.
Julie passed her the bottle and her eyes widened at the way Mary guzzled from it.
"Cab tonight."
"I'm not going home." Mary put the bottle on the desk. "I'll sleep here if its okay
."
"We'll figure it out. Tell me what Brad did."
Mary took a few deep breaths to overcome the sudden jolt of tequila she'd ingested then slowly, and in between some gut wrenching sobs, told Julie everything that had happened today.
"That son of a bitch!" Julie slammed her hand down on the desk. "If that fucker was here, I'd claw his eyes out!"
"He won't follow me here. He's not that stupid. I think he's afraid I'm telling you and heaven forbid anyone think poorly of Brad. All he cares about is...well he's getting like Dennis I guess."
"What are you going to do?" Julie grunted. "Not that I'd want him to have the business, but one of Dennis's partners handles divorce and he's excellent."
"I don't know. I need to have some time to think." Mary rubbed at her throbbing temples. "The two of us started that agency. We built it into what it is and it's equally ours. If we divorced? If either of us left and wanted our half of the money? It would close it."
"But can I divorce him and see him every day? Can I even divorce him?" Mary shook her head. "I can't think right now. My head was spinning and I'm emotional and now I'm buzzing pretty damn hard."
"Okay, sleep at my place and we can talk tomorrow." Julie put her hands over Mary's. "Whatever you need, my friend."


"I know." Mary grinned. "Tell you what. When you started talking about fucking some guy out there it made me think."
Knowing she wasn't going home she took another pull from the bottle. "That mother fucker was getting sucked off by a teenager and blackmailing her to do it."
"It would serve him right for me to just drop to my knees for some guy out there and suck him off. Hell, maybe more than one. Bet it would be a whole other story for Brad if he thought his wife was sucking dick."
"We never did tell either of them about our days in the back room of the Roxy." Julie laughed.
"Because they couldn't have handled knowing the women they married used to suck off strangers." She waved her hand in disgust. "But okay for that asshole to slip is cock into some girl's mouth. It would..."
"That's it!" Julie slapped her forehead, then grabbed her keys from the desk. "Yes! Let's go!"
"Where are we going?"
"Follow me, and bring that fucking bottle."
Mary had no idea what was going on, but the look of excitement on Julie's face had her intrigued. She capped the bottle and followed Julie out of the office. She noticed Julie wasn't walking entirely straight, then realized she wasn't either.
Julie went over to the counter. "Sean, is there anyone down there watching videos?"
"Yeah, we're giving away tokens throughout the party like we always do. Why?"
"Just trying to get more people to check it out and want to come back. Do me a favor, announce you're giving an hour's worth away to three or four guys. Make it a contest, I don't care what it is."
"Okay." He shrugged.
"And Mary's had a little too much. I'm going to make sure she gets home, I'll be back in a little bit."
"Okay, but hope you're not driving either."
"Oh, don't worry about us, Sean. We'll be just fine."
She turned and walked out of the store with Mary following as fast as she could in her inebriated state and her high heels. Julie on the other hand was moving briskly down the sidewalk having no trouble despite the height of her heels.
Julie turned down the alley that led into the back parking lot and when Mary caught up to her she was unlocking the door to the apartment in the back.
"Why are we going in here? Isn't it empty now?"
"That's the point." Julie stepped aside so she could enter.
"Point for what?"
"I can't believe I forgot to tell you what I found last week." Julie crossed the empty room and went over to the door that led into the basement.
"Found where? Downstairs?"
"Yup." Julie grinned and let Mary go downstairs first, then shut the lights upstairs off. "Don't want anyone to know we're here." She explained when Mary looked at her funny before going down the stairs.
"Okay, this is getting a little weird."
"Going to get damn hot though." Julie smirked as they entered the empty carpeted space she used to rent out.
Julie grabbed the bottle from Mary and took several swallows. "Ready for some payback?"
"I...sure I guess." She took the bottle back.
"Drink." Julie told her. "I need you loose. Loose and pissed."
"For what?" Mary demanded. "What the hell are we doing down here."
"Going to turn back the clock, Mary." Julie went to the paneled wall and opened a small door that blended in so well Mary hadn't noticed it. "Come see what I found."
She vanished into the space and a dim light flickered on. Mary rolled her eyes and followed her, moving slowly as she was getting to the point she was no longer sure of her footing from the tequila she'd chugged.
Mary entered the hallway like space and saw Julie fumbling with something in the wall.
"Check it out!" Julie pulled a black circle from the wall and pointed at the round hole it left.
Julie sank to her knees and placing her cheek against the wall showed off the hole was level with her face. She flicked her tongue out and laughed. "It's a gloryhole!" she laughed, then reached out and removed another disc. "Two of them!"
"No fucking way." Mary whispered.
Seeing Julie on her knees in front of the hole brought back a flood of images of when the two of them would take turns blowing-and occasionally fucking- the bouncer who watched the back door of the Roxy on Saturday nights.
They'd sneak into the back storage room where the wall with the gloryholes cut into it was. There they'd both suck several cocks. Watching each other, egging each other on and competing. Who could suck one off the fastest who sucked the biggest that night, who got the biggest load, anything they could think of.
They'd been hot horny and out of control little cum dumpsters and as it all came back to her, she felt a warm tingling sensation between her legs and her nipples stiffened.
"Like I said, I found this last week! I called that old goat Ralph and he used to have hookers come down here and charge for blow jobs through the wall!"
Mary walked over to where Julie knelt and swallowed nervously. "You're not really thinking of doing this are you?"
"Not thinking about it." Julie gave her a nasty smile. "Doing it!"
She whacked her hand hard on the wall several times and yelled through the hole. "Hey, any of you guys want to get your cock sucked?"
"Julie!" Mary tried to sound as offended as she should be, but even she could hear the lack of conviction in her voice.
"Those assholes." Julie said softly. "We were dirty little sluts having fun. Then we met them and did the right thing. Settled down, became good wives and responsible women."
"Now they do this shit to us? My husband accusing me of being a slut and your husband cheating?" Julie yelled again.
"Hey! Let's go! Get those cocks over here boys! There's a couple of hungry mouths here that need to be fed!"
She pushed her face into the hole, so her red lips and wagging tongue were visible from the other side.
"Jesus!" A guy shouted from the other side. "Look at that!"
"Holy shit! A fucking Glory hole!"
"I've been coming here for two years and never seen that!"
"Stop talking and start feeding me!" Julie called out. "This little girl needs some protein!"
Julie was slurring every S badly and her eyes were wide and bright, but not just from alcohol, but a look Mary hadn't seen in her friends eyes in over fifteen years. Lust.
"Yeah! Here we go!" Julie laughed when a semi hard cock was pushed through the hole.
With no hesitation she spit on it and pumped it in her fist, quickly bringing it to a full erection.
"Julie, you...we can't." Mary said the right thing, but even as she spoke, she was sinking to her knees in front of Julie, staring at the now hard cock throbbing in Julie's hand.
"My husband thinks this store makes me a whore." She whispered, then groaned as she rubbed the already dripping tip along her cheek. "Why make a liar out of him?"
Turning her head, Julie opened wide and took the cock into her mouth.
"Oh my god!" Mary gasped while Julie opened her mouth all the way and made a wet gagging sound as inch by inch she took the sizable cock down all the way until her chin was against the wall.
"Fuck! She's really sucking me!" A man moaned.
Sucking was an understatement. Once Julie had sized him up, she was now bobbing her head so fast she was giving herself a head rush. She giggled around the hard flesh at the pun, but continued sucking as if this cock was the best thing she'd ever tasted.
At the moment it was. The cock in her mouth wasn't just about sucking, but about fulfilling a desire she'd put aside years ago for marriage. It was about getting revenge on her husband for thinking he was better than her and calling her a slut and worse, letting other men do it.
Dennis was ashamed of her, well she'd give him something to be ashamed of. Not that he would ever know, but Julie would know. She'd know every time she saw her conceited husband in his expensive suit and smug look on his face that his wife had spent a night on her knees letting her mouth get used by any guy who wanted it shove his dick in it.
Julie was sucking fast and sloppy. Her mouth open wider than it had to be and pre cum laced drool was flowing down her chin. She had her hands flat on the wall, using just her mouth to suck. Her pussy was so wet she could feel her thong sticking to it and her clit was throbbing.
Her nipples were aching in tune with her clit and Julie realized she hadn't been this excited in years. She shifted her gaze enough to see Mary who was kneeling there, her green eyes wide and her lips parted as she breathed loud enough for Julie to hear her.
Her breasts were heaving beneath the flimsy red material and when her gaze wandered lower, she noticed Mary's hand was between her legs, idly stroking her pussy as if she weren't aware of it. Julie went into overdrive, sucking so fast and hard her forehead struck the wall a few times, but she didn't care.
On the other side of the wall, there was a loud gasp and Julie moaned in delight when he spurted into her mouth. As soon as the first squirt his the back of her throat, Julie pulled him from her mouth and jacked him off into her face.
She turned her head, letting him catch both cheeks and her pussy gushed at the taste of another man's cum in her mouth. She was moaning as loud as he was as she milked his cock for every drop and her hips rocked at the sensation of cum sliding down her face.
She released the cock and punched the wall with her gloved hand. "Next!"
"Julie....oh....wow." Mary whispered.
"Want this one?" Julie asked as another cock, this one long black and already hard, poked through. She took it in her hand and grinned through the cum on her lips. "Dennis hates seeing white women with black men."
Julie rose higher on her knees and unzipping her costume down to the waist yanked it open, exposing her tits. Gabbing the long ebony dick, she slapped it against first one nipple than the other.
"He's so hard!" Julie pushed the cock towards Mary. "Want some?"
"I...I can't." She forced herself to say it.
"Like how my big tits feel, baby?" Julie had wrapped her breasts around the cock and was bouncing up and down.
"Fuck yeah, baby." A deep voice groaned. "You're making my night!"
"And you'll make mine when your beautiful black cock paints my big white tits!"
"Girl, you need to pass your number through this wall!" he laughed, then gasped when Julie took the head of his cock in her mouth and shook her head back and forth.
She released him from between her tits and tugged harder on him. "I want those balls too!"
He managed to fit his large swollen balls into the hole and Mary shivered when Julie pinned his cock to the wall and eagerly bathed his big black balls with her tongue. Mary sucked on her lower lip and rubbed her pussy harder, God she felt ready to pop and she wasn't even doing any of the sucking.
But oh, how she wanted to.
Julie was in full gear as if she were right back in that club. She continued to shake her head, but was taking him deeper as she went. She was now massaging his balls and he groaned. "Baby, you are good! Fuck the number, I'm gonna propose to you!"
There was laughter from the other side and Mary felt a wave of heat she hadn't felt in far too long flow through her pussy. There were several voices behind that wall. How many would Julie suck? All of them? Would she let her?
Julie had the cock all the way down, an impressive feat, then gave Mary and the guy an even bigger thrill by slipping her tongue out and licking his balls. She eased him back out the same way, by shaking her head, then went to town, sucking as fast as she had the other guy.
This one though she added one hand, then the other. Julie sucked him with both hands on him and Mary was aware of a high pitched whimpering and was shocked to realize it was coming from her.
Julie's eyes were closed and there was a look of absolute lust bliss on her face as she worked the monster cock with her lips and tongue.
"I...I want some." Mary whispered.
Julie winked and driving her head up and down, her tits bouncing and her long hair flying about. There was a long loud groan from the other side of the wall, and still sucking, Julie grabbed Mary by her hair and yanked her closer.
She whipped the glistening cock from her mouth, spraying Mary's face with spit, then shoved it into her face. Mary opened wide and her eyes rolled back in her head as the huge cock filled her mouth with hard and already twitching flesh.
"How's my friend's mouth feel, baby?" She called out.
"Oh, fuck! Oh, shit!" He released a low primal growl that caused Julie's hands to go to her nipples, teasing them with her nails.
Mary squealed and her eyes widened as the cock erupted in her mouth. Despite her look of surprise she bobbed her head, faster, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked harder. Smiling Julie cupped his balls, rubbing them as he filled her best friend's mouth.
Julie leaned closer and flinched back when Mary pulled him from her mouth and pushed it to Julie. She yelped as a squirt of cum struck her in the face and they both laughed as Mary pumped him, aiming his cock at her tits.
Julie grabbed him under Mary's hand and they both jerked him onto her chest. When his groans turned into a desperate "Okay, okay!" and a whack on the wall, they let him go.
"Come back again, baby!" Julie yelled.
"That was..." Julie gasped when Mary grabbed her by the sides of her face and pulled her into a kiss. They both groaned as their lips parted and as they had done many times years ago, they passed the load back and forth between them.
"Fuck!" Mary moaned as she eased her head back, a long thick line of cum between their chins. "I can't believe I did that I..."
"More." Julie whispered as each hole was filled with a cock.
The two women smiled at each other as they grabbed the cock in front of them and stroked it. Julie's smile widened. "Race?"
With a laugh, Mary grabbed the top of the costume and shoved it down, causing her breasts to pop out. Throwing her head back to send her honey blonde hair over her shoulder and out of her way, she winked.
"Let's really turn back the clock. Loser makes the winner come!"
"You're on!" Julie giggled. "On your mark!"
Chapter Ten
Jess sat at her dressing table lining her lips and trying to keep her hand steady. God, she was nervous. Excited as well and the mixture was an exhilarating one she hadn't felt in a long time. All work and boring missionary sex hadn't exactly inspired her to look forward to her own sex life the last few years.
If not for porn, she'd probably never have decent orgasms on her own. After all, it's not like it was a case of Craig not being around and her imagining what he would do to her. But tonight? Tonight good, but unappreciated, Jess was going to cut loose and be the whore her husband was accusing her of wanting to be.
Jess put the lip liner down and coated her lips in a shade of shocking pink lipstick that she figured most women would say was too young for her. But it matched her fingers and toes she'd had done today and most importantly her new dress and shoes.
The one piece pink dress was similar to the ones Mary and Julie usually wore. So tight it propped up her tits and gave her a lot of cleavage even though her breasts were on the small side.
Fortunately, it was spandex and could stretch or she wouldn't be able to sit down. God only knew it was so short if she dropped something the person behind her was going to get a good look at her hot pink minimal thong.
Jess had made herself up much heavier than usual and the thick eye liner and shocking pink eyeshadow gave her a sluttish dissolute appearance that excited her. Tonight she wasn't Craig's Jessica, or even playful Jess. Tonight she was Jessie, her bad little girl alter ego, from back when Craig loved her trashy side.
Jess picked up a comb and teased out her strawberry blonde hair. It was straight and she always kept it that way, but tonight she'd broken out the curler. Putting the comb down, she had to admit she liked the finished product which was tipped off by a pair of hot pink sandals with four inch heels that wrapped around her claves and tied around her the backs of her knees.
Jessie was out to make a damn fine impression on the thousands of followers of Gloryhole housewives. For a moment a frown touched her features. Thirty three thousand followers and more every day.
At this point the only hesitation she had was the video. She was going to be masked, had changed her hair and never dressed as revealing as she was tonight. Jess highly doubted anyone she knew would be likely to watch that feed.
It wasn't lost on Jess that her number one concern wasn't Craig or the fact she was in essence stepping out on him. But it wasn't like he had any interest in her lately other than to degrade her and for Christ's sake the guy had stopped her from sucking him off? Who the hell does that?
She was pretty sure the guys she would suck tonight wouldn't say 'oh, no, stop. No, the men tonight would fully appreciate her eager mouth and desire to please. Jess rose from the table and grabbing her purse and cell phone left the room.
She was halfway across the living room when Craig said from behind her. "Where the hell are you going dressed like that?"
What was he doing home? He was supposed to be out to dinner with a client!
"Hey, hon." She turned and did her best to look casual. "I thought you were out to dinner."
"Clients flight was delayed, we're going to do lunch tomorrow instead." He got up from where he'd been sitting in the recliner near the window and walked over to her.
"That's what I'm not liking about seeing you heading out dressed like a damn escort. You didn't think I'd be here to see you."
"Escort?" Her indignation was real. Yes, the outfit was revealing, but who called their wife a hooker?
"Look at this thing!" Craig pointed to her dress. "And those shoes! Strippers and porn stars wear things like that!"
"How would you know?" Jess rolled her eyes. "You don't watch porn and probably cover your eyes when you go to bachelor parties."
"Seeing a stripper dress like that is one thing. My wife is another and you didn't answer where you're going?"
"I did tell you I was going out with friends and would be home late."
"You didn't say you'd be dressed to kill. Where are you and these friends going?"
"To Renaldos." Jess already had her story. "Friday night's ladies drink half price and they're going to have live music."
"Half price to get them drunk for the loser men who go there." Craig snorted.
"I'm not going to meet men. I'm going with two girlfriends and we're all married."
"So you trying to impress them dressed like that?"
"I haven't been to a club in years and know what? Maybe I just feel like showing off a little. It's flattering to be looked at."
"Oh, so you're cockteasing." He nodded. "Guess that's better than trying to get picked up."
"Conversation over. Don't wait up, daddy."
Jess turned and stormed towards the door and as if she'd said nothing, Craig called out. "So who are these make believe friends of yours?"
Jess stopped in her tracks. She could just leave, but he was acting like such a jerk she was afraid he might follow her. She pulled out her phone and tossed it to him.
"Go ahead. Look through my calls and texts. Last call was Julie, one of the girls I'm going out with and Mary texted me to ask if I could pick her up."
Craig looked at the phone, and she knew he wanted to just toss it back to her as if he trusted her, but a bigger part of him wanted to look at it. Julie and Mary had their game together. Julie had left her a voice mail saying who was playing at Renaldo's and how excited she was to be going.
Mary had texted her for a ride and mentioned a couple of other women who might meet them there.
"Go ahead." Jess told him. "Scroll through anything you want. Texts, phone log. I have nothing to hide, Craig."


"Not in that dress you don't. You even have underwear on under that thing?" He looked at the phone one more time, then to her dismay slid the screen and did look at it. "You talk to Julie a lot lately. Sure it's not a Joey? Isn't that what guys who cheat do? Put the girls in as guys?"
Jess snatched the phone from him and dialed Julie. She hit speaker and Julie answered. "Hey, Jess, still coming tonight?"
"Yes, can't wait to see the band." Jess said quickly. "My husband didn't believe you were a woman, so want to say hi to Craig?"
"Um, hi Craig." Julie answered awkwardly.
"Hi." Craig sighed. "Sorry, my wife's being difficult tonight. She didn't need to call you."
"Difficult wife is better than an easy wife, right?" Julie laughed and Jess had to admit the look on Craig's face was priceless.
"But don't worry, we're just going out and having some girl time. No boys allowed, Craig."
"I'm sure that's the case."
"We're going out to get away from our husbands. Why the hell would we want to deal with other men?"
"Charming." Craig rolled his eyes. "Sorry to have bothered you."
"Don't worry, I'll keep an eye on your pretty wife for you. See you soon, Jess."
Julie hung up and Craig snapped. "You made me look like..."
"A jealous d-bag and you made yourself look like that."
"So these girls think..."
"Oh, poor you. Okay to tell me I look like a sex worker, but god forbid anyone think my husband isn't perfect. I'm leaving Craig, going to have a great night and think about everything but you."
She turned her back to him and made it to the door before stopping. Jess looked over her shoulder to see him staring and lifted her dress to show off her ass in the thong that was little more than butt floss as Craig called them.
She smirked at the look on his face. "See?' She pushed the dress back down. "I have something on."
As she walked out and closed the door on his scowling face she whispered, "But for how long is the question."
Chapter Eleven
"Jess, honey, you look hot!" Mary gave her a wolf whistle as she stepped out of her Rav 4. "Where'd you get those shoes?"
"Divas." Jess beamed. "Where the strippers shop for their outfits."
"We'll all have to go sometime." Mary was leaning against her car and as Jess looked around, threw her thumb over her shoulder at the building behind her. "Julie's wrapping up. She'll be around in a few minutes."
"Who lives here?" Julie indicated the porch.
"No one now. Former owner lived here, then Julie and her husband used to rent it." She laughed. "Worked out perfectly because that's how she found our hot little set up."
Jess nodded and took in Mary who wore a purple micro dress with sequins across the front. It was as tight as her own and showed off the top half of the beautiful blonde's large breasts. Those breasts were obviously not encased in a bra as evidence by the way her nipples were poking through the fabric.
"So I bought two masks for you." Mary reached into the black bag she held. "A plain one." She produced a pink Lone Ranger style mask. "Or, I thought this was kind of fun and you seem fun."
Mary showed her the second mask and Jess laughed. It was also pink, but fuzzy and attached to it was a head band with pink ears. "The Pink Panther." Mary told her.
"I'll take that one." She plucked it from Mary's hand and took a deep breath. "Wow, this is feeling pretty real."
"Wait until you get that first one in your mouth." Mary whispered, as a man who had pulled into the lot had gotten out of his car and walked past them to head down the alley to the store. "Might even be his." She winked. "But it's not real until you get that first taste."
"Hey housewives!" Julie exclaimed as she sauntered around the corner.
"Wow, look at you." Jess took in Julie's knee high black fuck me boots, black mini skirt and a V-neck top with a neckline that plunged between her impressive tits.
"I wore this all day." Julie winked. "Dennis is out of town so isn't this when I'm supposed to be whoring to make extra money for the store?"
"You're not a whore, baby." Mary burst out laughing. "You give it away!"
"Then let's go give it away." Julie looked around the parking lot. "There's a lot of cars and not a whole lot of people upstairs in the store."
"I read the ad and it gave me goosebumps." Jess admitted. "Can't believe I'm here."
"Let's go make it real." Mary took her hand and they followed Julie up the stairs and entered the apartment while she closed and locked the door behind them.
When Mary reached the cellar door and flipped on the downstairs lights just as Julie shut off the ones in the apartment, Jess looked around nervously.
"Don't worry," Mary assured her. "We just don't want anyone to see any lights and think anyone's here. This place is supposed to be empty, don't need anyone getting nosy."
"Or Sean out back smoking and thinking someone broke in and calling the cops." Julie added as she passed them and headed downstairs.
"Try explaining that one." Mary smirked, and gestured to Jess. "After you hot stuff."
Jess followed Julie downstairs into an open carpeted space. She looked around the mostly empty room trying to ignore the way her heart was pounding. Julie went over to the old coffee table in the center of the room and picked up the bottle of Patron there.
"I was here earlier," She laughed. "Didn't want to walk out of the store with a bottle." She poured the sweet, flavored tequila into three shot glasses.
She left the glasses on the table however, and going over to the wall, opened a door that Jess hadn't noticed was there. Julie turned on a light, then entered the room. She came back a moment later carrying two masks.
She flipped a purple one to Mary and donned a black one that had whiskers and cat ears similar to the pink one Mary had given her.
"This is the one I wore that first night down here." Julie went back over to the table and reaching into her purse, pulled out a tube of red lipstick and quickly coated her lips. "Telling the story last night put me in the mood to wear it."
"Damn, I'm the only one not being a pretty kitty tonight." Mary pushed her lips into a pout and Julie surprised Jess by kissing her.
"It's okay, baby. I'll still make you purr."
"Bet you will." Mary turned to Jess, who like the other women had donned her mask.
"We didn't talk about this yesterday. Are you okay with us touching you?"
"Oh," Jess felt a blush creep across her cheeks. "I hadn't thought of that. I've never done anything with a woman other than a kiss on a dare a couple time's way back in college."
"Chloe was the same, but she didn't mind." Julie said, "But if we do anything that makes you feel uncomfortable just whisper, 'No thanks' or something like that."
"I'll see how I feel, I guess." Her blush deepened. "The way you two touched her was really hot."
"We'll find out soon enough!" Mary passed each woman a shot glass, then held hers up. "To Jess, soon to be the internet's new favorite cock sucker!"
Jess downed the shot with them, trying to ignore the sudden butterflies at Mary's toast. She held out her glass. "Can I have another one?"
"How about you do what worked for us that first night?" Julie picked up the bottle, took a long pull and passed it to Jess.
Jess took a deep breath and chugged several big gulps of the sweet tequila and as she passed it to Mary released a sharp breath and blinked. "Wow."
"Take it with us." Julie went into the small room and after passing Jess back the bottle followed her.
Jess hesitated. It was getting closer and closer. Could she really do this? The other night she was so mad at Craig she could have walked outside and sucked the first guy she saw. But now she was calm and rational, albeit already feeling the effects of the liquor.
"Coming, sexy?" Mary called out to her from the doorway.
"Yeah, I..." She shrugged. "Getting nervous."
"You don't have to do anything you don't want to." Mary turned serious. "But you wanted this bad enough to get this far so come on in and see how you feel. Want to back out, that's fine, but if you don't at least try, you're going to regret it."
Jess nodded. Mary was right. She did want to, just wasn't sure if she could pull the trigger. But if she turned back now she'd be even more frustrated with herself and wonder even more what it would be like.
Jess took a few more swallows of tequila. If she got too drunk to drive maybe she could crash at one of their houses. How pissed would Craig be if she called and said she was too drunk to get home? She pictured that look of smug contempt she'd seen more and more on his face lately and felt a stab of anger.
"Fuck him."
She walked into the room to see Mary setting up a camera and Julie kneeling on the floor in front of a wall that featured two black circles plugged into it. Julie placed her head right at the hole, playfully wagging her tongue and Mary adjusted the camera.
"Thought you were holding the camera in the Chloe video?" Jess asked.
"I was." She finished fixing the zoom feature. "When there's three women there the camera would be blocked so we go selfie style!" She laughed.
"We ready ladies?" Julie remained on her knees in front of the wall.
"Jess?" Mary asked. "You want to at least start? I can remove any part of this if you change your mind."
Once again, she focused on Craig, this time thinking of how he'd said she looked like a hooker and checked her phone. Never in fifteen years of marriage had she given him a reason to think she'd been anything but the faithful wife she had been.
Had been was the key word. It was time for Jessie to come out of retirement. She'd tried to do it with him, but got rejected. So looked like it was going to be without him.
"I'm ready." Jess took one more pull of liquid courage, walked over to Julie and sank down on her knees next to her.
She was on Julie's left and not next to the hole itself. There was no way she could go first but wanted a ringside seat for when they started.
"Start recording and get over here, Mary." Julie patted the pillow in front of the wall. "Group intro!"
Mary slipped off her purple heels and joined the other two women on her knees in front of the wall.
"Hey, guys and girls," Mary purred, "If you're watching, then you know what time it is. Time to drain some cocks with the Gloryhole Housewives!"
"I'm Mary," she continued, while putting her arm around her best friend. "This is Julie and as a special treat tonight we have a friend with us!"
"That's right!" Julie took over excitedly. "Yet another of you ladies have gotten so turned on watching she's decided to take the plunge and help us drain some cocks! A warm welcome for..." she tapped Jess on the knee.
"I'm Jessie!" She surprised herself by sounding as excited as Julie and flashed a big smile through her hot pink lips. "And I can't wait to lose my gloryhole cherry!"
"Whoa!" Mary clapped. "I think we have a natural here folks!"
"Then what are we waiting for?" Julie twisted the black disc, popping it from the wall and Mary did the same to the one in front of her.
"Let's go boys!" Mary pounded the wall and slipping her left hand through the hole waved her fingers. "Got a hot wife here who wants to go home and kiss her husband with your cum on her breath!"
"That is so hot." Jess whispered, her nipples stiffening.
"Hmm, got one in my hand already!" Mary giggled, her arm moving back and forth, as she stroked it as much as she could with only her wrist and a little of her arm fitting through the hole.
"But bring it in here, baby! You can give yourself a hand job!"
She pulled her hand in and it was followed by a hard cock. Jess swallowed hard as she watched Mary take it back in her hand and stroke it for the camera. She looked over at Jess. "Want the first taste, Jessie?"
She shook her head nervously and Mary winked. "Oh, well, guess I'll just have to take one for the team." She parted her lips and slid the cock into her mouth.
Mary stopped halfway and bobbed her head slowly. Her eyes locked on Jess's as she sucked and she felt a wave of heat between her legs, which she hadn't felt in years.
She couldn't believe she was on her knees watching a woman suck a cock through a wall, less than four feet away from her. Her attention turned to Julie who without fanfare had begun sucking the cock that had entered the hole in front of her.
Both women were sucking slowly and with a start Jess realized whether it was intentional or not they were bobbing their heads in the same rhythm. She heard moans from the other side of the wall, but the soft whimpers of pleasure from the women in front of her were far sexier.
There was a loud gasp in front of Julie and she released a high pitched squeal. Julie pulled the cock from her mouth and Jess's eyes widened as she watched cum spurting from the purple tip and all over Julie's face.
Julie jerked him hard and fast, pumping him in her fist as she laughed. "Wow that was quicker than my lame husband!"
Mary giggled around her mouthful of hard flesh, then gasped when Julie grabbed the back of her head and began roughly shoving her mouth up and down the cock.
"Let's go slut! Finish this one quickly and take the edge off! Let Jess see your pretty face get painted!"
Mary made wet gagging sounds that had Jess's heart racing and her pussy flowing. She put her hands behind her back as if they were cuffed. Taking the cue, Julie grabbed her wrists, pinning her hands while using a handful of Mary's hair to 'force' the cock deeper down her throat.
"That's it, suck it you fucking whore." Julie hissed. "Married woman at a gloryhole. You should be ashamed of yourself!"
Mary squealed and whimpered for effect and Jess's hips moved, squirming as she watched Mary being force fed a stranger's dick.
"Don't whine! You wanted to cheat on your husband by sucking strange dick so do it!" Julie looked over her shoulder at Jess. "Should we make her swallow it? Or should I jerk it off all over her slutty face and humiliate her?"
"I..." Jess blinked, her face was hot, but her pussy hotter and she could feel the effects of both the tequila and lust taking over.
"Have her swallow it and if she spills any she has to lick it up!"
Julie's dark eyes which were bright with the same combination of alcohol fueled desire Jess felt, went wide. Jess's gaze, however, focused on the white fluid still oozing down her cheeks and onto the exposed tops of her breasts.
She was kneeling there with a man's cum all over her face as casually as if it were skin lotion, while face fucking her best friend with a cock hanging out of a wall. This was even hotter than the damn professional videos she'd watched.
"You heard her, skank!" Julie snapped, "You're going to take every drop."
The man Mary was sucking was the opposite of the one Julie had. He still hadn't come despite Mary working him like a porn star. Jess eased closer to watch, her nipples aching at the way Mary's eyes were watering and her face turning red from being all but chocked by hard cock.
"Lucky bitch." Julie noted what Jess had been thinking. "Hope you get a minute man next time!"
She released Mary's hands and yanked the sleeves of her dress down her arms. Mary continued to give a hardcore throat fucking blow job even though Julie had let her hair go to pull her arms from her sleeves, then tug her top down, exposing her tits.
"Let everyone see those tits! You came here to be a trashy whore, so be one!"
"Oh yeah!" A voice called from the other side of the wall. The words were followed by a rapid banging accompanied by the desperate moans of a man trying to hold back as long as he could.
"He's done this before." Julie winked at Jess. "Knows his gloryhole etiquette."
Mary squealed and Julie shoved her head all the way forward so her chin was against the wall, forcing the now erupting cock as deep as she could. Mary's green eyes widened and she gagged and gurgled as her mouth was filled.
Julie held her head still and Jess could see the man now thrusting, fucking her helpless mouth and unable to help herself her hand slid between her legs. She moaned softly at how warm and damp her thong was, then louder when she slipped her fingers inside it.
"Every drop!" Julie demanded. "You swallow every fucking drop!"
Jess saw Julie give Mary a wink, then pull the top of her dress down to expose her breasts. Mary released the cock with a convincing retching sound and spit cum out of her mouth.
It splattered onto Julie's breasts and grabbing Mary by the hair, she shoved her face between her tits. "Clean my tits, slut! Show all our followers what happens when a little pig like you doesn't swallow like she was supposed to."
Mary lapped up cum from Julie's magnificent breasts, lingering on her rosy nipples. She eased her head back, showing off the trail of cum from her tongue to Julie's swollen nub and Jess plunged her fingers inside her sopping slit.
Her thumb found her clit, and she groaned as the contact went through her like an electric shock.
"You're going to get yours." Mary whispered to Julie, but with a smile on her sticky lips.
"Hey, what about over here?" A man called out and banged on the wall.
All three women were so focused on the show they were putting on at Mary's hole, they'd ignored the other one. Jess saw another cock ready and waiting and her thumb moved faster on her clit and sweat trickled from beneath her mask.
"Sorry, baby!" Julie called out. "There's a hot mouth on its way!"
Julie pointed to Jess. "Want to?"
"I..." Jess stared at the cock and licked her lips. She wanted to to bad, but couldn't force herself to move towards it. With a frown, she shook her head.
Julie smiled, "You come on over whenever you're ready."
Julie slid over to the cock standing at attention and after slapping it on her tits, rubbed it along her face, smearing pre cum over the drying cum already there from the previous load.
"You know, seeing he waited, I think he deserves an apology from both of us!" Mary joined Julie and Jess whimpered while watching Julie hold the cock still as they both ran their soft pink tongues up and down his shaft.
They met for a kiss just over the purple head, then pressing their lips tightly to it slid them up and down as they had their tongues. Mary tapped Julie on the leg and pressed her cheek to the wall. Julie raised her eyebrows, but did the same.
"Thrust for us, baby! Fuck our nice soft lips!" Mary called out.
The man obeyed, pushing his cock in and out of the hole and through both women's lips. Mary gasped and so did Jess when she looked down to see Julie had reached over and shoved her hand between Mary's legs.
Mary returned the favor and the two women knelt there letting a cock slid between their mouths while they played with each other. Julie's back was to the camera, and rising up higher on her knees, she pulled her skirt up over her hips with her free hand to expose the fact she wasn't wearing anything beneath it.
From her angle, Jess could see Mary's purple tipped fingers sliding through the puffy glistening lips of Julie's smooth cunt. Her lips parted and she breathed heavier as Mary did the same, lifting her dress and when Jess angled herself behind her saw she too had nothing covering her pussy other than Julie's hand.
Jess was wetter than she'd ever been in her life and her nipples were throbbing to the point it was becoming uncomfortable. She slowly stood up and reaching under her skirt hooked her fingers into her thong.
She eased it down, groaning as the crotch stuck to her oozing pussy. She pulled the thong down past her knees and stepped out of it. There was a bang on the wall and another cock pushed through. This one was only semi hard, but even soft was impressive.


Jess walked over to the wall and reaching out, tentatively took the cock in her trembling hand. There was a soft moan from the other side of the wall and as she awkwardly stroked it, she could feel it swelling in her hand.
To her right, Julie and Mary's attention was focused on the fortunate cock they were sharing. At the moment Julie was slurping noisily on his balls as Mary bobbed her head, smearing her red lipstick on his glistening shaft.
Jess moaned as the cock in her hand grew harder. Her stroking became more confident and despite the loud sloppy sucking sounds coming from less than two feet away, her attention focused on what was in her hand.
Now fully erect, it had to be the biggest cock she'd ever seen in person. Her slender pink tipped fingers couldn't touch around his shaft and just the sight of this huge dick in her small hand, caused fresh wave of moisture between her legs.
Jess pumped him harder and squeezed him hard when she got to the tip. He twitched in her hand and a stream of sticky precum flowed over her fingers. Her face and pussy hot with excitement, Jess smeared the pre cum on his shaft and resumed jerking him off.
His now slick cock glided through her hand and his hips were thrusting, pushing himself into her strokes. Jess's entire body was trembling, especially her knees. They were trembling so badly standing was becoming an issue and she sank to the floor onto her knees.
Yes, that was it. It was only her shaky legs that made her drop down so the big, beautiful dick was now directly in front of her face. Jess stared at the purple head, looking it in the eye so to speak and sucked on her lower lip.
Her mouth was watering and her lips parted. But still she held back, unable to open up and just take it. She realized she was still holding her thong and taking it, wrapped it around the guy's cock and jerked him off with it.
He moaned and she was aware of another man moaning next to her. She took her eyes off the thing wrapped cock in her hand and looked over at the other hole. Julie was going to town, sucking hard and fast, spit and pre cum flying from her mouth.
Mary was stroking the cock, her fingers following Julie's lips, while caressing his balls with her other hand. Jess jumped at a bang on the wall and Julie groaned and her eyes rolled back. She continued bobbing while also shaking her head.
The moaning from the other side took on a high pitched whimpering sound as she worked the now over sensitized head of his cock around her mouth. Julie sucked so hard her cheeks hollowed.
She eased him carefully out of her mouth and after Mary gave him a couple of hard sucks that caused him to cry out and both women giggle. Julie rose to her feet and bending back so her palms were on the floor behind her, Mary opened wide.
"Oh, my god." Jess whispered as Julie parted her lips and let a long thick glob of cum slid out of her mouth and into Mary's. She moved her head, letting the rest of it spill onto Mary's chest and tits.
Julie dropped to her knees while Mary rose and repeated the maneuver. Both women's faces and breasts were covered in cum and the two kissed, sloppily passing it back and forth. When Julie lowered her head and licked cum from Mary's nipples, Jess thought she was going to pop.
"Come on, honey." A voice spoke from opposite the wall. "Suck on it. Or is this Gloryhole handjobs?"
"Hey!" Mary snapped and slapped the wall. "The rule is to be courteous!" She shocked Jess by slapping the man's cock. "Say you're sorry!"
"Ow!" The guy yelped and there was laughter from several men behind the wall. "Sorry! I was just playing around, but I want one of those hot pretty mouths!"
Jess had let his cock go when Mary slapped him and when none of them responded, the man asked softly. "Please? I said I was sorry!"
"What do you think, Jess?" Mary smiled at her. "Second chance?"
"O...okay." She nodded, once again nervous.
The thong was still around the base of his shaft and Jess wrapped her hand around it and stroked.
"Okay, baby." Julie knelt down on the other side of her. "This is it. You're here. You're on your knees and there's a big hard dick in your hand. How about you do what you came here for?"
"She's right, honey." Mary whispered in her other ear. "You wouldn't be here if this isn't what you wanted. How about you just start nice and slow? Give him a couple of licks."
"Or a little kiss?" Julie suggested.
"Just...nervous." She said. "I...there's no going back."
"Nope. But there's a lot of fun to be had going forward." Julie told her.
"Here, let's get him started." Julie leaned over and took him into her mouth.
She bobbed her head slowly, only moving a few inches and Mary purred into Jess's ear.
"That's it, keep stroking him. Jerk him off into Julie's slutty little mouth."
Jess nodded and as she stared at Julie's lips working the cock only inches from her face. Julie eased back, and Mary quickly took her place, sucking for a few seconds. When she sat back on her knees, she slipped behind Jess.
She ran her hands though Jess's hair and she shivered at the contact. Mary drew her hair back while Julie put her hand on the cock over Jess's and helped her jerk it. "Come on, Jessie, just open your mouth, close your eyes and let me ease this nice big dick where you want it to be."
Jess licked her lips and took a deep breath. She gave a slight nod and did as Julie said. She closed her eyes and parted her lips.
"Here we go," Mary spoke louder from behind her. "Jessie's first taste of strange cock!"
Jess flinched the soft sticky head of the cock was pressed against her lips. Julie worked it in a circle, rubbing it over her lips. Jess moaned at the sensation as well as the taste of his precum. With a whimper and the feeling of a drowning man going down for the last time, Jess opened her mouth wider.
Julie placed the tip onto her lower lip, but didn't move. Jess whimpered and Julie whispered. "Stick your tongue out, Jessie, let's make a sexy show of your first time for our fans."
Jess stuck her tongue out and gasped when Julie whacked the cock on it and pre cum squirted into her mouth.
"Oh, oh fuck!" The guy behind the wall gasped. "Keep doing that!"
Julie giggled and kept slapping the cock against Jess's tongue.
"You jerked me off so much I...oh!" he cried out in a mixture of pleasure and frustration as he exploded.
A long stream of cum shot into Jess's mouth, catching her by surprise. Her head jerked back and she gasped as Julie jerked him off in her face. The first squirt slid down her throat and she swallowed awkwardly, making a gagging sound.
Cum was pooling onto her tongue and as the first spurt slid down her throat, Jess felt something inside her snap. Opening her eyes as well as her mouth, she shoved her head forward and took him deep into her mouth.
He moaned loudly as Jess, her inhibitions falling away as if they'd never been there, bobbed her head rapidly. She groaned around the erupting cock, greedily sucking for every drop. Jess let it flow down her throat, and in her ear Julie purred.
"You little whore, swallowing another man's cum. What would your husband think?"
Jess sucked so hard the man banged rapidly on the wall and pulled his cock from her mouth. Some of his cum oozed out on her chin and scooping it up with her fingers, Jess sucked it into her mouth.
"Good girl" Mary exclaimed. "Another glory hole cherry popped! So, tell us, Jess what...wow!"
Another cock had quickly replaced the one Jess already had it in her mouth. Like the previous one it was only semi hard, but within seconds her hot mouth and swirling tongue had it at the ready.
Jess whimpered at the feeling of a cock that didn't belong to her husband, swelling in her mouth and sucked hard and fast. Like she'd seen the other women do, she placed her hands on the wall and just used her mouth, working her head up and down, her tongue in constant motion around the delightfully hard flesh.
"Look at this!" Julie clapped her hands. "Already a damn cock hog!"
Jess gasped around her mouthful when Mary unzipped the back of her dress. Her soft hands slid along her back and up inside the dress pushing it down her shoulders.
"Let your arms down." Julie whispered. "Let the fans see those pretty tits of yours."
Jess swore her arms moved on their own, dropping to her sides, then lifting so Mary could slide her dress from them. The entire time she continued to suck, not slowing down or changing speeds, just sucking the gloriously hard flesh in her mouth.
Her dress was down and a moment later, Mary's hands were on her breasts, cupping them and teasing her nipples were her fingers. Jess moaned and for the first time released the cock. The second it sprang from her mouth she grabbed it.
Pushing it up against the wall, she ran her tongue up and down the length the way an excited dog would lick its owner's face. She was acting on primal instinct at this point and in sensory overload.
Mary's fingers felt so good on her aching tits and her mouth full of the taste of the previous man's cum. She was aware that after the pre cum she'd sucked from her current object of lust, she could taste two men in her mouth.
Two men not named Craig.
Her hips were rocking and she groaned when Julie's hand first rubbed her inner thigh then slid up under her skirt.
"Can I lift your dress and show everyone your cunt?" Julie asked.
Her breath was hot in her ear and her sultry purr made Jess shudder. She nodded even as she tugged on the cock in her hand.
"I think she wants your balls, baby!" Mary called out.
The cock angled higher and eased forward and the second the man's large balls came into view, Jess's mouth was on them. She shamelessly sucked them as Julie whistled next to her and made a comment about the seal being broken.
Jess leaned back and hawked a glob of sticky spit on them, then noisily slurped it back up. She was jerking him as she worked his balls, now bathing them with her tongue and after a low groan, she felt his cock jerk in her hand.
He spurted straight into the air and when it came down, it splattered onto Jess's cheek as she now sucked his balls. She could feel them tightening and twitching in her mouth as she jerked him.
He sent another thick spurt in the air and this time it missed her face and hit her right breast. Mary immediately slid her fingers into it and rubbed it into her swollen nipple. Jess kept stroking and the rest of his load flowed down his shaft, onto his balls and into her waiting tongue and mouth.
She slurped every drop and this time it was Mary who declared. "Damn, Jessie's putting us to shame!"
Still holding the oozing dick in her hand, Jess saw her thong on the floor and picking it up, shoved it through the glory hole.
"A souvenir!" She called out and laughed giddily.
There was a bang next to them and a cock pushed into the other hole. Julie slid over enough to take the cock into her mouth, but kept her hand between Jess's thighs. As another cock pushed in front of her face, Jess looked over her shoulder at Mary.
"Can I have another one?"
"Its my turn," Mary told her, then smiled. "But you can have it." She winked. "As long as Julie can play with that slutty little cunt of yours and make you cum while you both suck."
"Deal!" Jess took the next cock into her mouth and cried out around it when Julie's finger pushed inside her.
Jess doubted she was putting them to shame seeing Julie was simultaneously giving a blow job while jerking the cock she was sucking and fingering Jess. Behind her, Mary worked her nipples harder and cooed in her ear.
"That's your third cock in five minutes, baby girl." She told her in that phone sex voice that made her shiver. "Three strange cocks and there's cum all over your face. Guess what? Its not your husband's, is it?"
Jess shook her head, "Hmm-mm." She bobbed her head slowly, now taking her time with this one. She fondled his balls while she sucked, then released him with a grown when Julie's thumb found her clit.
"Oh...Oh, I...I'm going to come!" Jess cried out. "Just a little more!"
She tried to take the dripping cock back into her mouth when it pulled back through the hole.
"What the...?" Mary asked, then giggled. "Hey, is that your husband, the guy who don't like being sucked?"
Julie had stopped moving her fingers and released the cock in her mouth. "What happened?"
"Hey!" A voice called and they flinched when a bearded chin appeared in the hole and a tongue wagged through it. "I'll make you come, baby!"
"Oh my god!" Mary laughed. "He wants a reverse glory hole!"
"Come on, honey, give me a taste!" He implored as men behind the wall clapped and cheered. "Lick that cunt, lick that cunt!" someone chanted.
"Hmm." Mary frowned. "I guess if you bend over I..."
"No!" Julie leapt to her feet, then stared at the cock she had been sucking. "Mary, drain this for me!"
Without another word, she hurried past them and into the other room. Mary shrugged and sliding over, took the cock into her mouth as casually as if Julie had offered her the rest of a can of soda. She sucked him quickly, not wanting to miss out on whatever her deliciously devious friend was up to.
Julie had been working him pretty good because in less than a minute he banged on the wall and Mary moaned softly as his cock spilled its sticky contents into her eager mouth. Mary sighed and this time didn't do anything fancy.
She simply bobbed her head slowly, not sucking hard, just nice and easy and letting his balls empty into her mouth. She heard a loud grinding sound, but took her time finishing him off, massaging his balls and now sucking harder, getting every last drop from him.
She removed him from her mouth, gave the tip a kiss, then banged the wall to show she was done. Mary turned to see Julie entering the room dragging the coffee table with her.
"What are you...?" Mary's eyes widened. "Holy shit, I never thought of that."
As soon as she saw the table, Jess knew what Julie was thinking and placing her face to the hole surprised the man on the other side by kissing him.
"Thanks, sweetie, but those aren't the lips I want to kiss!"
"Stay right there, hot stuff." Mary told him. "You'll be getting a mouthful soon!"
Jess moved as Julie turned the table so it was against the wall, the length of it almost touching the other wall in the narrow space.
"Want to?" She asked Jess. "If not, I am!"
Jess didn't even stop to think about it. She grabbed her dress and to the cheers of Julie and Mary stripped it off. She stood there completely naked except for her mask and fuck me shoes in front of the camera and eventually in front of potentially thousands of viewers.
She felt no shame at all, only lust and wantonness. She was naked with cum in her mouth and on her face and none of it her husbands, and she was looking for more. At Mary's urging she turned for the camera, showing off her ass and bending over, reached between her legs and spread her pussy.
"Come on, baby!" The man laughed, sticking his tongue out. "You got a glory hole husband who wants a taste!"
"Oh, this has possibilities!" Julie whistled.
Jess stretched out on her back and scooting down the table, raised her long legs and laid them against the wall. This put her pussy right at the hole, and the man down there made a show of sniffing.
"Damn, that's sweet!" he told her then made her cry out by pushing his tongue inside her.
"Damn!" Mary ran over to the camera and taking it from the tripod came over and held it over Jess. "He's tongue fucking her!"
"Hell yeah he is!" Jess moaned. "I can't believe I'm doing this!"
"Can't believe we never thought of this." Julie shook her cum coated face.
"That feels sooo good!" Jess purred.
Julie and Mary looked at each other and with matching sexy smiles knelt on either side of the table and sucked Jess's nipples into their mouths. She yelped in surprise but didn't protest as the two women's tongues teased her pink flesh.
Jess lay back and told herself this had to be the ultimate wet dream. No way could she be here, on her back, her legs against a wall, her fuck me heels still on, but otherwise naked. Laying on a table with a man she didn't know and had no idea what he looked like burying his tongue in her cunt.
Two beautiful women licking and sucking her tits, their hands running down over her stomach and caressing her thighs as the man's tongue made its way through her wet lips and to her clit. She cried out as he teased a slow circle around it then began licking with a vengeance.
"Lick that cunt! Lick that cunt!" The men started up again, adding to the surreal feeling of the moment.
Jess's hips were rocking and her legs straightened along the wall, her toes curling in her shoes. She'd been so fired up, she was already getting close. She put her hands in the hair of the two women and arching her back, shoved her small tits into their mouths.
They both moaned and sucked her pink nipples harder. Between her legs, the man managed to slip two fingers past his chin and shoved them inside her.
"Goddamn this girl's wet!"
"Make her cum!" The chant changed and Jess was getting ready to oblige them. She whimpered and thrust her hips pushing his fingers deeper.
When he sucked on her clit hard enough to make his lips smack, Jess threw her head back and came louder than she ever had in her life. Her wail momentarily stunned Mary and Julie into stopping and the chant on the other side stopped as she emitted another long loud wail.
Her hips bucked wildly and her cunt contracted around his fingers as he kept his tongue moving, and Jess coming. Julie and Mary resumed sucking her nipples and Jess squealed through the strongest orgasm of her life.
When the last effects of the powerful orgasm flowed through her she moaned softly. "Thank you!"
The man licked his lips. "You can thank me now." His mouth vanished and seconds later was replaced by his long thick cock sliding through the hole.
"You want to suck him or you going to share this time?" Julie laughed.
Jess eyed the cock rubbing against her inner thigh and over her pussy. She stared hungrily at it and moaned when first Mary, then Julie leaned over and took turns sucking it for a few seconds.
"Fuck me!" She cried out. "I want that big fucking cock inside me!"
"Hot damn!" Mary yelled and grabbing his cock gave it several pumps. "See, you get what you give, baby! The other guys should learn from you!"
Mary guided his cock to Jess's pussy and not wanting to be left out, Julie grabbed it over her hand. They teased Jess by rubbing the head through her wet lips, and when she whimpered, they pushed it in.
"Fuck yeah!" Jess screamed like the out of control slut she was at the moment.
God he was hard! And long and thick and...hard! Her pussy was right to the wall, and he was pulling back and really driving into her.
"Fuck that hole, fuck that hole!" The guys were calling out.
Mary was holding the camera over them, getting a perfect view of the cock plundering Jess's cunt. Jess moaned and cried out as his thick cock stuffed her to the limit. Craig wasn't small, but this cock was just...filling her!
She squealed when Julie put her fingers on her clit and rubbed it in hard circles. Mary, still holding the camera placed her fingers next to Julie's and both women worked her clit.
"Yes, oh yes!" Jess wailed. "Oh my god! I....I'm going to cum again already!"
"Cum on that cock!" Julie cried out, her face bright red and her dark eyes wide and full of lust.
"Fuck her!" Mary yelled through the wall, her green eyes blazing. "Pound this fucking slut!"
"How's it feel to fuck a married woman?" Julie demanded. "Taking another man's pussy! Making her cum!"
"And you, you pig." Mary told Jess. "Look at you! On your back with cum in your mouth and getting fucked! Legs spread against a hole in the wall! Know what you are, Jessie?"


"I'm a fucking little cum dumpster and I love it!" Jess cried out and arching her back off the table came like a freight train.
She bucked and howled as her pussy contracted around the plunging cock. Mary and Julie's fingers kept working her clit and she wailed repeatedly as they kept her orgasm flowing.
"Oh....oh wow..." Jess moaned as her orgasm left her a limp hot mess sprawled on the table.
She was still getting fucked and it felt incredible as it pumped her still quivering pussy, but she was too exhausted to even move her hips, she lay there and swore the room was spinning.
"That's it! Keep fucking her! She's just lying there like the used up fuck toy she is." Mary told him.
"Come for us, baby!" Julie banged the wall. "You got two mouths that want to reward you for being so good to our new friend!"
"Fuck yeah!" He called out and after several hard thrusts that caused Jess to release several weak yelps, he pulled his cock out.
Julie immediately grabbed it and taking it in her mouth bobbed her head, her dark hair flying wildly about her face. The man pounded the wall and Julie groaned as he went off in her mouth. Mary leaned over, her mouth open wide and Julie whipped him from her mouth.
Cum splattered Jess's stomach as he spurted while in between their mouths. Mary quickly took him into hers and moaned as she hollowed her cheeks sucking him hard. She passed him back to Julie, this time only a few drops spilling onto Jess's stomach.
Julie sucked for a moment, then releasing him, let the load she'd taken in her mouth spill onto Jess. Mary did the same and as the cock eased out of sight, the two women, made a show of licking and slurping every drop of cum from Jess's body as she lay there like a rag doll.
Mary had managed to keep the camera up over them, getting a full view of their cleaning cum off the naked Jess. They eased back and Mary walked over to the other side of the table and stood there with Julie.
"Was that a show or what?" Mary held the camera out, selfie style.
"Jessie really blew them away," Julie laughed. "Literally!"
Mary took Jess by the arm and slowly dropping her legs from the wall, she sat up. The room was spinning and between her buzz, the lust filled adrenalin rush and two mind blowing orgasms she thought she was going to pass out.
But she managed to smile as Mary focused the camera on her.
"So, Jessie! Tell everyone out there what you thought about losing your gloryhole cherry?"
"It was...." Jess giggled. "Wow!"
"Wow is right!" Julie put her arm around her and kissed her cheek despite the fact there was still cum on it. All three women still had some dried to their cheeks from previous loads. "This might be the hottest show yet!"
"A glory hole housewife, got gloryholed!" Mary laughed.
"Now, one last thing, Jessie!" Mary asked. "One time thing, or you want to do it again? What do you think, sexy?"
"I think..." Jess beamed into the camera, "That you should add a third hole in the wall! I want to be here every time!"
"And a new cock sucker is born!" Julie called.
"And a new hot wife because this little vixen didn't just suck, she fucked tonight!"
Mary once again got next to the other two and as she and Julie pressed their cheeks to hers, she held the camera out in front of them.
"Thanks for watching guys and girls and make sure to keep checking our feed for exciting new videos featuring your favorite cock suckers, the..." She paused and following the cue, Jess joined them in saying "Gloryhole housewives!"
Chapter Twelve
"Goddamn, I'm tired." Jess yawned and stretched from where she sat on Julie's couch.
"And drunk and satisfied." Mary said from next to her. "A hell of a mix."
"Still doesn't seem real does it?" Julie asked from the armchair across from them.
"No, but it should." Jess giggled. "Especially seeing we sucked some more after you signed off."
"And we each got licked!" Mary clapped her hands. "That has to be a regular thing! We'll do a contest, whoever lasts the longest gets to lick us or something."
"I'm glad Dennis isn't here." Julie smiled. "I'm so glad you guys are going to crash here. Feels like a slumber party."
"Or like college." Jess sighed. "Going out with friends, getting drunk, getting laid, then coming back to the dorm."
"Before we got boring."
"We didn't get boring, we married boring." Julie pointed out. "And disloyal and arrogant and..." she smirked. "Unknowing cucks."
"I wouldn't be surprised if Brad comes by to sit in front of the damn house and wait and see who comes out."
"The store's a great cover." Jess said. "We met there, left our cars there and Julie drove us here from the club because the two of us," she tapped Mary's leg. "Had way too much to drink."
"We did swallow a lot of...um, booze. Yeah, booze." Mary nodded. "Lot of shots."
"Cum shots!" Jess giggled. God, she felt great!
"Going to call your husband?" Julie asked. "You look ready to crash."
"Yeah, can barely keep my eyes open. That hot shower was so nice I almost fell asleep in there" Jess admitted. "Thanks for letting me use it and stay here."
"Hey. We're sisters now. Sisters in sin, and sisters in uninspired marriages."
"Sisters in flesh." Mary winked. "You had no issues with us touching you."
"Think I was sex drunk." Jess laughed while digging her phone from her purse. "And cum drunk."
"Well, we're going to head up to bed." Julie rose from the chair. "I showed you the guest room and if you need anything don't hesitate to call and wake me up."
"I'll sleep like the dead, I'm sure." Jess said as Julie came over to the couch where Mary had stood up. "You have two bedrooms upstairs?"
"Um...we're sharing a bed tonight." Julie put her arm around Mary's waist. "Been having a little girl time lately. Really liking it."
"Good for you!" Jess shook her head. "Wow, that's hot. Boy if your husbands only knew."
"Us licking each other they might be able to get over." Julie said, "But the gloryhole...not so much."
"Night Jess." Mary leaned over and kissed her on the cheek. "Tonight was amazing and you are welcome anytime to join us."
"Yup," Julie gave her a hug. "You were so hot, I'm willing to make every video a ménage' a trois "
"Might be taking you up on that." Jess grinned. "Oh, who am I kidding, call me for the next time."
Julie and Mary laughed and hand in hand headed up the stairs. When they were out of sight, Jess called Craig. They'd cleaned up in the bathroom in the empty apartment then left their cars in the lot behind the club and taken a taxi for a few drinks. It was after midnight and she was sure he was already pissed.
"Hey! Where are you?"
"Hello to you too!" She told him. She could hear the slur in her voice, and it wasn't faked. She'd had a lot before and after the show. "Yes, I'm fine thanks!"
"That's why I asked where you are. I was worried."
"I know I saw six missed calls, but from only a couple hours after I left. Stalking me, sweetie?" She giggled.
"So where are you? When are you coming home?"
"Tomorrow morning."
"What?" he exclaimed. "I demand to know where you are..." He hesitated. "And who you're with."
"Oh, please." She sighed. "But fine. I'm with Julie, she owns Sexcapades."
"The adult store?"
"Yes. I met her and another friend there and we took a taxi to the club. We drank too much and none of us are up for driving. The cars safe in her lot, it has a gate."
"Hanging with the owner of a sex store. That where you buy your disgusting videos?"
"Yup," she told him leaving out she'd just made one there as well.
"Nice. I'll come pick you up."
"No, I'm staying here. They're already sleeping and I'm not waking them up to tell them my jealous husband won't let me out of his sight."
"You never stay out like this."
"Craig, ride by the store if you want. Pull up in the alley, you'll see my car. I'm at Fifteen Somerset now, it's Julie's house. Want to pick me up tomorrow morning and take me to my car, fine."
"Nice of you to let me pick you up."
"Or don't. I called to tell you where I am. Believe me, or don't. Don't really care."
"I can tell." Craig had the tone that always went with the face and she wished she could see him.
Better yet see his face if he'd seen what she did. Not just suck but actually fucked someone. Without even knowing who it was! Tomorrow morning they were going to watch the video before her and Mary left and she couldn't wait. She bet they'd all play with themselves and...
"Jess?"
"Oh...sorry." She blinked away that hot image. "Went away."
"Sounds like you had an awful lot to drink tonight."
"I did do a lot of shots." She laughed at her own joke.
"You normally don't drink like that."
"Well, what can I say?" Jess giggled drunkenly. "Everything was going down real smooth tonight."
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Chapter 1
Dr. Joanne Rivers leaned back and rubbed her stinging eyes. Plucking the purple mug which read, "Asking me how I am is a Hippa violation!" she chugged the last of its contents.
Her lips turned downward at the fact it was now cold, but caffeine was caffeine and she needed all she could get. Joanne had been up until after one in the morning finalizing her notes for this afternoon's meeting with her partners to discuss her proposal for a clinical study.
In the past, anytime she needed to bring in volunteers to collect information, or try a new form of therapy or treatment, it had been a worry free slam dunk. The all but free pass to do as she pleased stemming from her three partners in the practice all being longtime friends.
Joanne had met Robin and Claire in their first year of Boston University School of Medicine and immediately hit it off. Like her, Robin and Claire had already earned their bachelor's in psychology and were now pursuing their medical degree.
After completing the program, the three women remained friends, meeting every Friday or Saturday for a girl's night out as they worked through their four year residencies at different hospitals and practices.
The first year out of medical school, Claire had brought along Amanda to one of their gatherings and she quickly became a member of their tightknit circle of friends. Shortly after, all four women vowed to one day open a practice together once they had established themselves.
Over the years they had been there for each other through the good and bad. Bridesmaids at each of their weddings, baby showers, supporting each other through their pregnancies and all the while still making it a point to meet once a week.
They'd been there for the bad as well. Death of family members, Amanda's successful battle with kidney cancer and the eventual end of Joanne and Claire's marriages.
They were best friends, sisters, and as of two years ago, they became business partners, when between a combination of their own money, and a great deal on a women in business loan, opened a Time for Healing; where they all specialized in different aspects of mental health.
Robin, child psychology, Claire treated depression, PTSD, and anxiety disorders, and Amanda's niche, the difficult topic of trauma and abuse. Joanne's major was behavioral psychology, which left her open to a variety of issues, but her more specific area of expertise was sexual psychology.
Although the group of friends stressed this was a business and they needed to run it as such, there was rarely any drama or conflict. From the time they'd opened the four women established a tradition that the last Friday of the month no one scheduled anyone after noon and they went out for lunch and drinks together with the rule they never talked shop, just fun and family.
The meetings to decide on whether or not someone could go forward with a study had always been formalities, with only occasional and minor pushbacks from someone, that in the end would cave anyway out of respect and friendship.
But Joanne had a feeling today might be different because as much as she believed in the importance of proving her theory to be able to go forward with a possible cure, one that would require medication rather than what could be years of therapy, she knew there were potential problems with how she needed to obtain proof. The topic alone was going to raise their eyebrows due to its literally taboo nature.
Genetic Sexual Attraction.
Joanne glanced at her watch and saw it was just past noon and rose from the chair. Stepping out from behind her desk, she walked around her office, telling herself she needed to stretch her legs, but knowing she was trying to pace off nervous energy.
Not that she should have much energy. Four hours sleep, then her usual routine of hitting the gym which she desperately wanted to skip, but she was in tired, but wired, mode, and figured a workout would settle her down for the day.
She went back home, making sure Alex was up and moving for his morning classes, Not that Alex ever overslept, but he'd been working until after midnight loading and unloading trucks at Fed Ex freight rather than the ten pm he'd signed on for.
Also working four nights instead of three and Saturdays were taken up with practice and catching up on studying to obtain a degree in engineering. At 21 he was turning into a workaholic. Like mother like son in that aspect. Not like father like son, that was for damn sure.
That lazy slug Ross hadn't held a steady job in the last three years of their marriage nor in the decade since their divorce. Odds are the rat thought jumping jobs made it hard for the state of California where he'd fled to catch him for child support.
Not that she cared seeing she'd made an excellent income at the hospital and clinics she'd worked for, and their practice was booming for all four of them. Despite her income she'd worried about affording Alex going to college along with maintaining the house she'd borrowed against to get the money to buy his father out of it.
But he'd solved that problem when he received a full boat athletic scholarship to Boston College after making varsity in baseball all four years of High school and all state the last two.
It was a shame Ross had never seen his son play, but Alex claimed it didn't bother him because since he decided to leave and not pay or try to see him, he didn't have the right to brag about him.
When he'd said that he had only been fourteen and already more of a man than his father as far as maturity and responsibility and already displaying the drive he had taken to higher levels as he grew older.
She wanted neither time nor a dime from Ross, nor did her son. Which worked out well seeing not only did he dodge paying for his son but hadn't spoken to him in close to two years.
They were both better off without him in every way, and Joanne took extra satisfaction in the fact it killed his macho pride that she had never asked him for anything at the divorce or since.
She finished her loop around the room and after grabbing her purse from the floor by her desk. entered the small private bathroom each of their offices featured. She turned on the light and checked herself in the mirror.
"Damn nerd," she muttered.
The white lab coat over her black button down blouse and knee length grey skirt, screamed uptight professional; giving no indication of a body she had no reason to be ashamed of lurking beneath them.
Her oversized black framed glasses she only needed for reading, but wore most of the time at work anyway, didn't allow people to get a full view of her wide brown eyes or the long delicate lashes above them.
Her long curly auburn hair was pinned up over her head which made her appraisal shift from boring professional to frigid librarian. Joanne wore little make up to work, a little eyeliner and lipstick used more to keep her lips soft than she was trying to call attention to them.
Not that she'd need to, Joanne's lips were large and puffy to the point a plastic surgeon who had an office in the same building asked her how much she paid for Botox injections because he'd be willing to undercut them seeing they were neighbors.
He'd given her a skeptical look when she told him they were all natural but simply nodded and handed her a card in case she ever needed any work done, making it sound like she'd be bringing a car to a mechanic.
All the way back in college Robin had told her she had porn star lips, and porn star hair due to the wild unkempt mess her long curly hair tended to be in the morning, or when she unpinned it after a long day.
But especially on the occasions she'd had a wild night of drinking and hooked up, which looking back wasn't as often as it could have been, as even back then Joanne was work hard, work harder, and played very little.
Claire wasn't as kind, saying Joanne had a trashy hot look when she decided to let her hair down-literally-and have some fun. She made up for the left handed compliment by saying Robin was wrong to only mention her lips and hair, she had porn star everything.
Twenty years later, Joanne supposed it was still true, but like in the past, she rarely took advantage of being single the last few years and could count on one hand the amount of men she'd slept with since her divorce.
In her defense, part of the reason was a couple of relationships had lasted over a year, and the others she'd all dated for at least a few months. Joanne only had one, as Amanda called it, "Milf gone wild" moment two years ago.
It was out of town at her cousin's bachelorette party, and she'd drank way too much then took the very young, as in a year older than Alex at the time, bartender back to her hotel room and went full blown pent up frustration wild cat on him. Fucking and sucking him so many times he had to grab her hair and push her head away from his sore and exhausted cock because he couldn't handle anymore.
Being they tell each other everything, and tired of being made fun of for being an old lady, Joanne had confessed to her out of character experience and rather than condemning her, she heard variations of why didn't she do that more often?
Joanne had no idea why. She'd never grown up with any sexual hang ups or strict religious background; she just seemed to take things too seriously and put fun behind work.
Claire was the most vocal about her wasting her 'cougar' years and not enjoying the fruits of being single while having an adult son which took away the worries of needing to come home or feeling like she was being a bad parent for fucking while her young son was at home waiting for her.
For his part, Alex never discussed her personal life much, other than occasionally asking why she didn't try to meet someone to spend time and have some fun with. But he wasn't pushy about it, nor did he make any comments on the few occasions she'd spent the night with a boyfriend once he was 18.
She'd be lying if she said she didn't think about her one night with the boy toy. It wasn't just the spontaneity of it, and the wild sex, it was more about a man half her age finding her hot and appreciating her body in a way she hadn't experienced since her newlywed days with Ross.
Beneath the loose blouse and skirt, Joanne had more than held up over the years. Her ample breasts were for the most part still defying gravity, and her long legs were tight and toned from the treadmill and exercise bike at the gym as well as doing squats and leg presses.
Her thighs were on the thicker side due to the years of working out, but they were firm with barely a jiggle. The same went for her ass which matched her chest as far as being busty.
There was a nice curve to it, and plenty to grab, or during the few times it had happened in her less than stellar sex life, to spank. Likewise, her hips flared out to give her an overall thick curvy form that could best be described as being a luxury car rather than a sports model these days, but she was still a nice smooth ride.
A ride that stayed in the garage, she thought dryly while fishing in her purse for her lipstick in order to touch it up. Not that any of the girls cared, but for whatever reason, Joanne always wore it.
Being a psych major she wondered if deep down it was the one thing she allowed herself as far as looking sexy. At least outwardly, as despite her professional mode of dress she enjoyed wearing Victoria secret bras and panties, even thongs on occasion, and like today, her sheer black stockings were thigh-highs.
A little secret confidence builder and way to reward and enjoy the fact she worked so hard to stay in shape. She could use more confidence than her current black lace bra and French cut panties could give her at the moment as her Apple phone's alarm went off on her wrist, telling her it was time to meet in the conference room.
Joanne went back to her desk, picked up her folders, and gently lifted the small tube rack from her desk containing the four vials of the 'instigator' as she referred to it, she hoped to get permission to use on volunteers. Which might be easier said than done considering its purpose.
A formula designed to stimulate attraction between a mother and her son.
Chapter Two
"There she is!" Robin declared when Joanne entered to see the others already sitting around the small conference table. "The woman of the hour."
"Who better not take an hour," Claire wagged a finger at her. "I have a date tonight."
"When don't you have one?" Amanda scoffed.
"Is it still called a date when it's just showing up at his place and spreading your legs?" Robin asked. "Isn't that just a hook up?"
"Maybe because they call for takeout after the first round, it's called dinner." Amanda posed.
"Haters gonna hate," Claire gave her long blonde hair a toss. "You two suckers are still married, and I need to make up for miss batteries only," she indicated Joanne.
"Rather be called Duracell than free lunch," Joanne retorted while placing her folder and rack on the table before rolling out the chair to sit down. "I have standards, all you need is a pulse."
"Quantity over quality was her thing back in college too," Amanda added while twirling one of the sandy brown banana curls that had escaped from where the rest of her hair was pulled back into a loose ponytail.
Robin rose from the table, turned to the small cabinet along the wall and reached in, produced a bottle of Captain Morgan. After handing it to Claire, she moved over to the fridge and grabbed four cokes and plucked a stack of red plastic cups from the top of it.
"Traditions must be upheld," she laughed while putting her armful of cans on the table.
"And our latest token meeting in regard to allowing our girl's study must be dealt with in the most professional of manners." Amanda popped a can of coke and poured half in the cup while waiting for Claire to finish making her drink.
While Robin mixed hers and one for Joanne, she took a breath to calm her nerves while watching her longtime friends. As she, and all of them had many times, especially back in their younger days, Jo, as they all referred to her as, thought of the expression taste the rainbow.
The joke originated when Robin had noted they were like a pack of sexy skittles. Her with her long raven black hair, Claire's golden blonde, Amanda's sandy brown and Joanne the red head.
The sexy still applied as well, as she wasn't the only one to have aged well. Claire was still a living Barbie doll. Blonde, baby blue eyes, tall, slender, but with an impressive chest that seemed bigger in proportion to the rest of her.
Since her divorce four years ago, she'd been as easy and sleazy as Joanne had been tame and lame. Her sexploits had gotten to where it had become a point of contention between her and her sons Mark and Max, especially after Max had spotted her at a club flirting with a guy not much older than him.
They were all friends, but Claire and Robin tended to be a little closer when it came to sharing drama and advice whereas Amanda often reached out to Joand she did the same.
Robin mentioned speaking with Claire about her midlife crisis in the bedroom but had been told to let her be. Her husband, Frank, had been caught using escorts when he was allegedly at his poker night and had been doing it off and on for years. In her mind she was getting revenge.
Amanda was short, barely over five feet, and petite, her shapely legs and small perky breasts in perfect proportion to the rest of her. Her light brown hair, hazel eyes, smattering of freckles around her nose, and slightly crooked smile lent her an adorable girl next door appearance that made her look much younger than her age of 44.
Ironically, behind her sweet persona, Amanda was the one with the adventurous marriage. Bisexual in college, she met, fell in love with, and married Andre not long after she graduated, and it was always assumed that was the end of her being with women.
But a few years ago, Amanda had sent Robin a video of what was supposed to be some highlights of her and Andre's trip to New Orleans to attend Mardi gras. Turns out the video was most likely the highlight.
Amanda and her husband, naked but for their festive masks, in bed with an equally naked, and very young, brunette between them. According to Robin, she watched a few minutes of it simply because she was 'in shock' and it was like watching a train wreck.
Whether that was true or Robin didn't mind watching Amanda's very attractive, well built, and verified by Robin, hung like a bull, husband. When Amanda realized she'd sent the wrong video, she came over to Robin's the next day to talk to her.
Since before they were married, she and Andre brought other women into their bed. As time went on, and they grew older, the girls stayed the same age, all of them not just young, but as in barely legal.
Once they'd talked about it, Amanda then confessed to the others on their next girl night, most likely figuring at some point Robin would slip, and she'd rather they heard it from her.
Cute little Amanda, a swinger who craved cougar kitten action, was probably the biggest scandal any of the four of them ever had as a group, and it wasn't that she was doing anything wrong, just surprising.
Until then Claire had been the one the others thought would fall into something like that as she'd always been wild with sex on the brain. Not that she wasn't going all in to try to make up for years of monogamy, but they all expected that when she divorced.
As Robin interrupted her appraisal of her other two friends by handing her a drink, she took a moment to do the same to her. Amanda was girl next door, Claire the classic "hot blonde" and Joanne considered herself attractive, more so on the sadly scarce occasions she allowed herself to be playful, but Robin was a goddamn smoke show.
Standing at five eleven, she had legs that went on forever, a pair of epic tits on her slender athletic build, and an ass that to this day looked as if you could bounce a quarter off it.
The neck up was just as stunning. Possessing the gorgeous coffee and cream complexion of her El Salvadorian heritage along with the rare trait in her home country of piercing green eyes, high cheek bones, perfect cupid bow lips, all of which led to her getting some modeling work while in school.
Robin's portfolio was mostly fashion; and more about her general appearance than playing up her amazing body. But mixed in with the lower paying more modest gigs were a few nude shots that as a struggling student whose parents had little money, she couldn't say no to due to how much they paid.
One of them was the "Coeds of the East Coast" edition of a popular men's magazine, which had made her the center of attention on campus, and gotten her called into the Dean's office where she received a lecture about how things like that could hurt her reputation later on.
In comparison to her three friends, Joanne was the tame one. The one with no wild stories or spicy secrets, past or present. Her one dalliance a couple years ago with the young bartender was the closest she'd come to an adventure and at this point that was the average Saturday night for Claire.
"Cheers!" Claire leaned over the table holding out her cup. "To the weekend! Which we officially kick off after this meeting."
Joanne joined the others in reaching out and touching cups, then sitting back and taking several long swallows. She closed her eyes, allowing the rum, which had very little coke added, to leave a warm trail down her throat and down into her stomach.


"Okay, Jo, what are you selling?" Amanda asked.
"As you know over the years I've dealt with a lot of sexual dysfunction."
"Some of your patients have too," Claire snickered.
"Among more common issues," Joanne ignored the joke. "I've had five cases of sexual desire on the part of a son for his mother."
"Attracted to, or..." Robin's face scrunched up. "Acted on it?"
"Only one that acted on it, but it was after they'd stopped therapy. But for all of them it had reached a point the mothers sought help. In each case it was obvious the only thing holding the son back was the mother's consent."
"We weren't dealing with a passing thought, or unnatural crush, but flat out obsession which because the son in each case was old enough to know how wrong it was, led to guilt, frustration, anxiety and a host of other issues."
"By the fourth case I had the thought this seemed to be a lot more common than I imagined. I took an interest in the topic and began not only looking at what few published studies were available, but reaching out to others in my field asking if they'd encountered similar cases."
"Going by porn hub it's every other household." Amanda commented, and when the others looked at her, she shrugged. "Hey, we watch a lot of porn, and taboo stuff is everywhere."
"Yeah, but you'd be looking at mother daughter," Claire cracked.
"That's not funny," Amanda's eyes darkened. "I have a daughter."
"And you've had a ton of one night daughters."
"We don't role play that!" she snapped with uncharacteristic heat. "Just because we like young women doesn't mean I want my damn daughter! Neither does Andre."
"Easy," Robin put a hand up to each of them. "It was a joke," she shot Claire a look, "But a tasteless one."
"Sorry, Mandy." Claire said softly. "I was just kidding."
"Not funny, or do you bang all those young guys thinking of your sons?"
"Okay!" Robin clapped her hands together. "We're interrupting."
"Proving a point for me though," Joanne nodded. "Point being for such a taboo topic its closer to the surface than you'd think."
"Because Amanda's right," Robin leaned back and picked up her drink. "It's all over the porn sites."
"Which I'd imagine might be a factor in some of these cases." Claire posed.
"It's absolutely a part of the acceleration of the attraction," Joanne agreed. "But it's not what initially puts it there."
"What does then?" Amanda's eyes narrowed in thought. "Because if you're leading us into GSA, there are very specific conditions for that."
"That is where I'm heading, but to prove that GSA isn't limited to the specific situation most associate it with."
"How so?" Robin asked.
"Right now, GSA is singularly blamed on family members who were separated at a young age from their siblings or parents, then reconnect with them years later. In some instances, one, or both, experience a bizarre sexual attraction to each other.
"This attraction has been described as far more intense than the everyday desire most people feel for someone."
"I read somewhere they think it's because it overrides the conditioning of the Westermark theory," Amanda tapped her soda can with a long blue nail.
"Which if I recall," Robin's brow furrowed in thought, "States that as early as in the womb, we're conditioned not to be attracted to family."
Joanne nodded while sipping her drink.
"Right, now the key to everything else I'm going to talk about is the intense lust people dealing with GSA deal with, and what I think is the answer."
"Why are you interested in this?" Claire asked.
"The same way all of us are interested in helping people who are suffering. GSA has become a joke about trailer parks, a trope in incest porn, and shock value if a case makes the news."
"Like that father and daughter that wanted to get married in Jersey." Robin pointed out. "Made national news."
"And the response was that it was sick," Joanne continued. "And that's true, it is a sickness. But I don't think one that's purely psychological, or as perverted as it's made out to be. In fact, I think there is a fair amount of love and affection involved, not just twisted lust."
"They think there's love," Claire corrected her. "That's part of the problem. They don't see it as crossing a line because their wires are crossed."
"Good way to put it, and not wrong, but if we knew what was crossing the wires, we can uncross them, correct?"
"Therapy," Amanda grabbed the bottle of rum and poured more into her cup. "They have to learn to see their family member as family only and get over their craving. In my opinion it's similar to an addiction. They need to learn what they crave is wrong and detrimental to them and their loved ones."
"But what if there was medication? A way to take away the cause?"
"What are you medicating?" Claire looked confused. "Think about it, Jo, they can't take the urges away from pedophiles. Sexual desire is ingrained in us at a young age; you know that more than we do."
"Because it's not just desire, there is a combination of things that go into this, and one of them can be controlled medicinally, and when that happens, they will be far more receptive to therapy."
"I'll bite," Robin put her hand out and Amanda slid the bottle across the table to her. "What is it that can be controlled with medication?"
"Everything I say about the cases I studied is here." She plucked three thin red folders from the main one and slid them across the table to her friends. None of whom made an initial effort to open theirs.
"I feel insulted," Amanda pushed hers away. "You don't think we trust you?"
"We all trust each other," Joanne put her hands up in a placating gesture. "But by the time I'm done, I think I'll really be testing that trust and want you to see my findings."
"Great," Robin muttered and flipped open her folder.
"When I reached out to other doctors who have treated GSA I asked if I could get their help in getting the mothers to speak with me, telling them I've begun a study of my own and am trying to find new ways to treat the issue."
"I was surprised to get over a dozen call backs, and each woman agreed to answer any questions I had over a zoom call, and to let their doctors release the results of their latest lab work."
"Why would you need their bloodwork?" Amanda wanted to know.
"Let me get there. Right now, what you have in the folder is results of my interviews with 18 women. My previous five patients, which is where I began to make some connections, and the others from around the country.
"All have some things in common. One of them is raising their sons, meaning there isn't the long absence associated with GSA. The next and most important thing is 14 of them had no father figure in the household at the time the son's interest in his mother manifested itself.
"12 divorced, and two women lost their husbands. One to a sudden heart attack, another to cancer. It bears mention that in the case of divorce, in all instances, the father was no longer present.
"Left the state in several cases, in others just went MIA."
"Real winners there." Robin noted while perusing her copy of Joanne's notes.
"Regardless of circumstance, the results of all were the same. Just Mom and son living together, and the son thrust, or thrusting himself, into the man of the house role. Important to bring attention to the fact in every case mom never moved on, at least not in a permanent sense.
"Some dated, some played the field a little, others fell into the disgusted and not bothering phase. Grief factored into this with the women whose husbands passed away."
"I imagine where you're going with this is that the son begins to feel he's the real man in Mom's life and this somehow extends to the bedroom in his mind?" Amanda grunted. "Common plot to incest videos and stories."
"I think after this meeting we need to ask Mandy why she knows so much about taboo porn," Claire smirked.
"And every movie, TV show or novel, however fictional, is based on real life circumstances." Joanne countered. "So if porn is going with man of the house, it's because it strikes a chord with the crowd who watches it, and my guess is, its sons more than mothers."
"Okay, so mom is lonely, neglected, and the son thinks he's the only man who can take care of her in every way, including sex." Robin nodded as if to herself.
"Yes, and often the mothers unwittingly play into it. They spend more time home with their sons. Dinner together every night, they go out to movies, have movie nights in.
"They grow closer, they talk more. Their relationship extends from parent and adult child to friends, partners, and for mom, this is a safe surrogate for a relationship. They're spending time with someone, even if that someone is their son.
"The son feels them growing closer, but sees it from the angle they could really be a couple, and that's where I feel the sexual thoughts creep in." Joanne paused to drain her cup.
"Another thing all these women have in common is they're very attractive. Obviously in addition to replacing their names in my report with patient numbers 1-18, I can't include any pictures, but I met all of them through video calls, and all of them live up to the term milf.
"That's funny in a not funny way," Claire rolled her eyes. "Even men who want their moms are shallow and stuck on looks."
"Yeah, ugly mom's need love too," Amanda snickered.
"But it is part of the equation," Joanne insisted. "Young men of this generation are familiar with the term milf, and back to porn, it's something a lot of them watch."
"So it goes from watching a mother he'd like to fuck to his mother," Robin shook her head. "I just don't see where all this can lead to wanting to cross that line."
"Two more factors they all share. The first came to me when I kept thinking about what you just said, it's a big leap from being the man in mom's life to envisioning becoming the man in her bed. Where would that come from?"
"This where we circle back to porn?" Amanda asked.
"Seems like you never left it," Robin quipped.
"I still think the desire is there first, then the porn just gives them more ideas and at the same time catharsis, masturbating to the fantasy until that's not enough anymore. It occurred to me what if something had happened at some point to plant a seed in the son's mind of seeing his mother in a sexual way.
Joanne stopped to take a breath, then allowed herself a small satisfied smile. "All of them could recount a sexual incident with their son."
"I thought you said never acted on?"
"Fine, sexual in nature, and its not uncommon for it to happen."
"What isn't?" Claire frowned. "You're losing me."
"Anything that would cause, even for a moment, a son to see his mother as a woman." Joanne tapped her folder.
"Patient three for example recounted her son catching her masturbating with her bedroom door open, because he was supposed to be spending the night at a friend's and she didn't hear him come home.
"Patient six had a similar situation where she was sun bathing topless, and again because her son was supposed to be in work and came home early. Another woman's son discovered a homemade sex tape of her with his father when they were much younger.
"Likewise, another found a bunch of X-rated photos of his mom on his dad's old lap top."
"We get it," Amanda waved her hand. "These mothers all seem pretty careless." She then gave a rueful grin; I was a bit careless myself with that video I sent Robin."
"Tell us again how much of it you watched?" Claire flashed Robin a wicked smile.
"For people who want to get this over, you keep digressing," Joanne reminded them. "Now, the answer is yes and no. If you think about it, things like that happen all the time between family members," she eyed her friends for a moment. "I bet it happened to all of you."
"Oh, yeah?" Claire challenged her. "Tell you what, you first."
"Okay," Joanne agreed. "Not like we don't tell each other everything anyway. I took a shower one night and forgot to bring a robe or something to change into. It was after ten, and Alex was in his room, so I decided to just wrap a towel around myself to walk down the hall to my room.
"Alex had gone into the kitchen to grab a coke, and when he came around the corner he almost bumped into me. I jumped and," Joanne sighed. "The towel slipped and he saw me topless before I could pull it back up."
"He might not have seen you, he probably looked away," Robin suggested, then snapped her fingers. "Westermarck and conditioning, it was reflex for him to not want to see."
"No," she disagreed. "It was one of those embarrassing moments that seem to happen in slow motion. I saw his eyes drop to my chest. He got an eye full."
"Because you have an eyeful," Claire laughed. "Not that anyone would know the way you dress."
"Point is, it happened. Just the fact you have people who live together makes things like this inevitable." She put her hands out. "Anyone else going to fess up, or you going to leave me hanging?"
"I think I'm out on this," Amanda told her. "I have a daughter, and we've been in changing rooms together, tried on clothes in front of each other. There's nothing I have that she doesn't. I doubt anything would have the effect on her you're fishing for."
"Not true," Robin pointed to her. "You're attracted to women and so is Jaime, you do have what she looks for."
"I'm her mother for fuck's sake."
"That's the point of this topic," Joanne explained. "This happens, but in most cases, it's just something quick, unintended and embarrassing that everyone pretends didn't happen and moves on. In the cases we're discussing it's another ingredient in a taboo stew."
"Taboo stew?" Claire sighed. "Have another drink, maybe you'll have better jokes."
"Robin? Claire?" Joanne gestured to them. "Anything like that happen?"
"Fine," Claire spoke up. "Few years ago, I noticed I was missing a thigh high. Didn't think much of it. Then it was a thong, the only green one I had so it was obvious it was missing. When it was a $45 Victoria Secret bra that went missing next, I went into the boy's room and snooped around.
"I found all three of them, and let's say they were, um," she looked away. "Soiled."
"Who was it? Max or Mark?" Amanda asked.
"That was back when they were sharing a room for a few months while Robert's mother was staying with us so we could take care of her after her hip surgery. I found them in a box in the closet."
"Did you confront them?"
"No. If I went to both of them at the same time, they'd each deny it. If I took one aside, and he didn't do it, he'd know his brother did, so I let it go. But I left the box open as a hint that I might have caught whichever one it was so nothing went missing after that."
"And back when that happened, the right age for that," Joanne pointed out. "Especially if neither had sex yet."
"That is common," Robin stated. "A Mother, or if they have one, a sister, are the first women in a boy's life, and when puberty hits and they're curious, and in that phase where a breeze can get them hard, they sometimes look a little more than they should and wonder more than they should."
"But I don't think that falls under what we're discussing here." Amanda smirked. "Just another veggie in the stew."
"You're right, there is normal circumstance, and that is fairly normal. When they're older and have experience with girls and still focusing on a female family member, that's where it becomes a problem."
Joanne leaned over and picking up the bottle, splashed some rum into her empty cup, then poured the rest of her coke into it.
"You'll see in the notes none of these boys had a sister, or even brothers for that matter. Once dad was out, it was just them and mom."
"Hey, before you get going again," Claire pointed to Robin. "She didn't give us any juicy encounters or stories about Zack."
"Maybe there aren't any," Robin replied.
"Nothing?"
"Nothing." She shook her head, but her green eyes shifted evasively.
"You're lying." Amanda accused. "You can never look anyone in the eye when you are."
"Worst poker face in our sorority back in BU," Claire added.
"If she doesn't want to say, she doesn't have to." Joanne waved her off, then added. "Even though it's not fair."
"I taught Zack how to kiss." Robin's face flushed as she lowered her head to stare into her empty cup."
"What?" Claire looked dumbfounded. "Zack's gorgeous! I'm sure there were girls lining up to do a lot more than kiss him."
"You'd be one of them if he weren't her son." Amanda cracked.
"Damn straight," Claire didn't deny it. "But he is so it stays at me stating the obvious, he's a really good looking young man, sweet to, not a cocky jerk."
"And painfully shy and always has been." Robin added. "He hasn't had many girlfriends because he doesn't have the confidence to match the looks. I'm not going to go on and on about this.
"After he'd been alone for some time I had a talk with him. Robert was beginning to wonder if our son was gay, and I told him to let me handle it, because if that were the case, it would be easier to tell me than his father.
"Turns out he's not and going by the porn I'd found on his computer and the gross amount of tissues I'd find under his bed, he was a healthy boy with sex on the brain.
"But he said he struggled talking to girls and at his age he still hadn't even kissed a girl and was worried he'd get made fun of if he tried. I assured him it was easy, and he commented he gets flustered around girls who are very pretty, feels intimidated.
"I told him he's just as attractive and not to worry, but he was really upset and said he wished there was a way he could learn without making a fool of himself and risking a girl running around telling people he didn't even know how to kiss.
"So I told him he could kiss me. He was properly grossed out because I'm his mother and said he'd feel more pathetic, but I told him a mother is there to help her son however she can, and I talked him into trying it, so we kissed a few times."
"A few times?" Joanne's eyes widened.
"Yes, but just that afternoon. Never after that, and it was a few times because he was so awful the first couple of tries. I needed him to relax and that took a few minutes."
"Any tongue?" Claire asked
"Good thing he didn't say he was worried about going down on a girl." Amanda whistled.
"Both of you can feel free to fuck off," Robin scowled. "At least I don't sleep with teens you probably wish were even younger like you," she pointed to Amanda. "Or spread faster than the plague, like you." She waved her hand to Claire.
"Hey, hey!" Joanne's voice rose. "Let's calm down here, we're friends, and friends don't judge."
"Says the one with nothing to judge," Robin grunted.
"We're only joking," Amanda told her. "You did what you felt was right."
"Seems to have worked, he's had some pretty girlfriends." Claire pointed out.
"They don't seem to last," Robin lamented.
"Maybe he's a player now." Claire suggested.
"He's too sweet for that. All I know is he hasn't lasted more than a few months with anyone, and he's been single for the last three."
"Could be picky, looking for the right girl." Amanda noted.
"Okay, let's table Zack's dating life, and get back to this." Joanne interrupted.
"I've given you a list of things that have all factored in to these cases."
She put her hand up, raising a finger for each point.
"Lonely, but attractive mother. The two growing closer as time goes on, the parent child line blurring into a type of surrogate relationship that comforts the mother and unintentionally feeds the son's fantasy.
"An encounter of some sort that once the attraction begins becomes a constant fantasy during which whatever happened goes further and further in their mind fueling the desire." She snapped her fingers.


"I'm sorry, I left out that it's not just the mother who's single, in each instance, the son has less and less interest in girls as in his mind his mother is the woman in his life and object of love and lust."
"Love in every case?" Robin asked. "I guess I could see a twisted lust, but they're in love as well?"
"Love more than lust. A son already loves his mother, and she him, but now he wants to extend that love in every way."
"All the things you listed in combination still don't seem to be enough to get to this point. Society has drilled it into our heads about how wrong this is even the popularity of taboo porn is the shock value, and the fact these are actors not family." Claire leaned back in her chair.
"I can see this leading to some passing thoughts, but not this crazy desire to be mom's boyfriend." Robin added. "But I guess that's why these cases are isolated incidents."
"The things I mentioned are very common. We all had something happen with our kids. There are plenty of lonely single moms out there and sons who do everything they can to take their father's place in the house.
"What's not common is when it takes the leap into sexual and romantic." Joanne spread her arms out. "So what is the one thing missing from the common natural situations and the ones that go too far?"
"My guess is going to be teenage hormones that don't quit mixed with delusion." Amanda offered. "In a way the same delusion a lot of people experience when they want someone who doesn't want them. They hold onto hope that somehow it's going to happen."
"Close with the hormones," Joanne smiled. "The difference in these cases isn't the behavior of the son."
She picked up her drink, preparing to take a sip.
"It's the mothers."
Chapter Three
"How is that?" Robin asked. "I'm looking through your notes while we're talking, and the mothers were the ones to come in seeking help."
"This is the point where I feel I can prove this is more than just mental and emotional but driven by a physical characteristic that can be controlled." Joanne said after taking a long pull from her fresh drink.
"But first, the mother does play into it, just not intentionally because it doesn't occur to her what she may be encouraging. The four women I treated all admitted to the same things.
"They enjoyed growing closer to their son. They treated him as more of a man than a boy after Dad was gone. Part of getting closer was spending more time together, and when I pushed my line of questioning, they acknowledged that they did in a way see their son as a placebo boyfriend of sorts."
"Movies, out to dinner, and going to other places together. These are all things that couples do, but in these circumstances strictly platonic. There is no pressure for sex that could be involved with a boyfriend, no drama, no games."
"They get to have a good time with the safest man in their life. A man who loves them, wants to make them happy, and can fill that lonely void in every way except the bedroom."
"These women all led their sons down this path without meaning to. When I say it, it sounds selfish, and maybe it is, but many of these women's marriages ended in cheating, a couple due to abuse, drifting apart emotionally and physically, or the death of their husband."
"They craved companionship but were vulnerable and feared being hurt. The women who were cheated on had lost their confidence as a woman and needed to feel wanted and loved."
"These things could all be found to an extent with their sons, who on their part wanted to do whatever they could to be there for their mother. You'll see in my notes that in the cases of the father leaving there was animosity on the son's part towards the father for breaking their mother's heart."
"That anger towards the father turned into the alpha male ideal of they're a better man than him, and they could take care of Mom better than he ever could, and eventually all of this leads down the path of sex, the one thing a young man knows his mother needs and is going without."
"Still, you can he horny as fuck as the kids say," Amanda argued. "And still know, okay, this shouldn't even be on the table."
"You're right, and if you were looking through the information, you might have spotted that on their part the sons were all conflicted. They knew it was wrong, were mad at themselves, one of the sons I had as a patient referred to himself as a sick fuck and dealt with a mix of longing and self-loathing, which we know is a potent blend and can do a lot of internal damage.
"Only two of the sons in this study grew frustrated or bold enough to make a move and were both shot down right away. The others either confessed their feelings or became so obvious in their behavior, the mothers brought it up, all cases sought help."
"Did they get it?" Claire asked.
"To various degrees. A few ended up pushing the son to find someone his own age, and once he did the situation seemed to correct itself. Some leaving home when they were old enough helped just by putting some distance between them.
"One case, the most tragic ended in suicide." Joanne raised her hand to cut off the question. "Fortunately, not one of my patients. But that case led me to see how this situation can be a lot more dire than it's made out to be. Especially with adult film industry making it seem fun and sexy."
"The physical, or you going to keep stalling?" Amanda prompted her.
"I'm there, and it's interesting," Robin spoke up while reading the folder she had open in the desk.
"The reason I wanted the bloodwork from the patients around the country is there was something I noticed the women I saw here had in common. They all had pheromone levels as high as three times that of the average woman.
"Now we know pheromones are a natural aphrodisiac that exist in humans, mammals and insects. In the latter two, the levels are high enough to attract a mate. The expression animal magnetism is a way to describe them."
"In humans its much more subtle. Men for example can only exude theirs a few inches from their bodies meaning we wouldn't feel an effect from them until we're already being intimate."
"Women extend further, and in combination with other factors like an additional aphrodisiac like Jasmine or other scented incense and of course perfume. But the level of pheromones in these women were strong enough to be an effective weapon when it comes to being desired."
"Once I began my theory, I called and spoke to all of them and inquired about their sex lives prior to marriage. None of them seemed to be anything extraordinary, which makes sense because if it were that potent, they wouldn't have had issues in the marital bed."
"Maybe not, dogs are dogs, just because they want their wife doesn't mean they can't want others," Claire told them. "Trust me, I know."
"You're right, but I persisted because I felt there was something I was missing. Because the amount in their bodies rivaled what you'd find in some species of animals I looked at studies involving mating and attraction among them."
"Animal planet porn," Amanda laughed.
"Now unlike us, animals breed within the family unit, and that was the key. The mother's pheromones worked on a normal level as far as the effect they had on their lovers but affected their sons much more strongly."
"Are you saying they attracted their sons to them?" Claire scoffed. "Come on."
"Again, we're talking abnormal levels, but on its own, it wouldn't be enough. A man can take Viagra, but if he's not aroused, he's not just going to get an erection," she shrugged. "Well, maybe if we're talking a man our son's age, but a man around our age, no. You need either mental or physical stimulation.
"What you're saying here," Robin tapped the folder. "Is that's where all these other elements come into play. The attraction begins in the son and once there, the pheromones enhance it."
"But doesn't the mother need to be aroused?" For the first time, Claire flipped open her folder, going to the end. "I know pheromones are unconsciously secreted, but generally in the case of it being mating time for animals or sexual stimulation in humans."
"Like the Viagra situation. No sexy, no emissions." Amanda remained uninterested in looking at her copy. "For this to make sense, Mom has to be into this."
"She is, but unconsciously." Joanne explained. "Arousal has different levels and meanings. In men it's pretty straightforward. Little head controls the big head. They see a hot woman, they watch porn, touch themselves or just think about sex, their bodies react."
"Women are more complex and things other than physical sex can trigger levels of desire and arousal. The pleasure they take in the company of their son, that, for a lack of better expression, feeling of "This is what I needed, this is what I want," even though they know there's a hard line and the reality is its as far as it can go, kicks in the bodies instinct to attract the person they're with."
"The pleasure they feel, even in the platonic sense causes an increase in dopamine and norepinephrine, which in turn...."
"Augments an already uncommon potency of their pheromones, which are effecting the son much more strongly because of the familial genetic bond, and his interest in her."
Robin closed the folder. "I'm not completely sold because I believe both nature and nurture should stop this from happening in both parties, but..." she tapped the table with her finger. "I do see the possibility."
"Nurture is getting taken too far, the mother is nurturing her son's misplaced interest, but as Joanne said, probably without meaning too." Claire added.
"As for nature?" Amanda sat up, appearing interested for the first time. "Nature can be environmental, if the dichotomy shifts in their relationship, the male nature turns towards a primal sense of this is now his woman, and on her part, she's letting him be her man."
"So you see where this can be a cause, and if we prove the cause we can create a cure, simply by coming up with a formula to decrease the pheromone output."
"That would slow it down, but its not going to erase the sons urges, and the only way we know there's an issue is when they seek help." Robin shook her head. "I'm not sure this is as big of a help as you think."
"But stopping the mother's fanning of the flames will take the edge off and help the son be open to traditional therapy by weakening those primal urges Amanda mentioned and if he feels any lessening of his desire, it will show him he doesn't want it as bad as he thought. It's not a complete cure, but it's another weapon in the treatment."
"I think I've heard enough that I'd want to see where it goes." Claire nodded. "Which brings us to how will you prove this in a study?"
"Right," Joanne glanced at the bottle. This was the moment of truth, and she could use another drink, but her stomach was beginning to churn as it was with nerves.
"I want to get four female volunteers that meet the requirements. Single, just a son at home, attractive, and hasn't moved relationship wise, at least nothing emotional. An occasional sexual dalliance isn't going to affect what I'm trying to prove. The son is more about the sex, the mother more about affection and desire to be loved."
"You taking blood samples to see what their pheromone levels are?" Amanda frowned. "You're going to have a hard time finding them with levels that high and everything else falling into place."
"All I need is their living situation to match, that and some type of incident with their son, which as we proved is not that uncommon."
"But if this whole thing is based on exceptional pheromone levels, they're going to need to have them or its not proving anything." Claire shook her head. "Seems pointless."
"You're going to enhance them, aren't you?" Robin pointed to the rack with the four small vials.
"Yes," she tried to maintain her confidence. "I, along with some help from the lab at Northeastern where I went to school and fill in for vacationing professors, came up with a formula that can greatly enhance the output of pheromones.
"That's all it does?" Robin looked skeptical, and being she was the one that had paid close attention to her notes, Joanne knew she already had the answer and wanted her to say it to the others.
"There's a dose of female Viagra in there as well because it raises the dopamine levels."
"You're giving them something to get them horny?"
"I'm giving them something to replicate what these women all had in common. As we discussed, just taking something to help with arousal won't get you there without a focal point. What it will do, if I'm correct, is increase their son's interest in them."
"Whoa," Amanda put her hands up. "These women aren't coming to you with this issue. You're trying to create a behavior you're trying to cure?"
"Like all vaccines include elements of the disease they prevent, I need to instill the problem I'm trying to solve.
"What about the five women you treated? Call them back, see if this helps."
"They were spread out over a decade, at this point their sons are late twenties to early thirties and all have families of their own," Her shoulders slumped. "I started there even though I knew too much time had passed."
"So they all got over it with just therapy."
"Two of them moved on, two to this day have strained relationships. One of them is because since a few months of counselling didn't work with me, she tried two others, then decided to sleep with her son to get him over it. Big mistake."
"Jesus," Claire whistled.
"That's the only instance of that I know of, but that's the key word. How many have tried to get help over the years and resorted to something that desperate? I want to prove this, publish my findings, and get this into production to help people in the future that are in this situation."
"But Jo," Amanda's tone didn't help her confidence. "You hear yourself? You want to try to turn four women into objects of desire for their sons. Don't you think there could be consequences?"
"Like literally afflicting them with a condition you want to stop from happening?"
"What do you think the level of attraction would be?" Robin asked.
"We're not talking lust crazed but seeing their mother differently."
"How long would it last? What if they take it, go home, and the son ends up out most of the night or day?"
"Burt, the lab technician who helped me thinks the duration will be twenty four hours, and we added elements of Cialis to the Viagra to increase its range from 12 hours to up to 36."
"You think in a day the son will exhibit obvious enough interest in the mother for her to notice it?"
"I'm not lying to them. I'm telling them what this is, and why we're doing it. I'm going to instruct them to..." she paused because at this point even she knew how bad this was going to sound. "Play it up."
"Oh my god!" Claire's eyes widened. "You're going to tell them to hit on their own kids?"
"Not that dramatic."
"Hey, sweetie, think this top shows off my tits? How about my ass, how's it look in these daisy duke shorts I wore just for you?" Amanda laughed humorlessly. "I really want to think you're pranking us, but," she slapped the folder. "There's a lot of work here."
"There is and this is the only way to get proof!" Joanne defended herself.
"I feel bad, but I have to say no to this," Claire folded her arms over her chest.
"But..."
"Figure out another way. Wait until you get another case and try bringing down their levels."
"No point in spending money on R&D until I know it is a problem. "Burt helped me with this because I tutored his son in developmental psyche three years ago. I can't ask him for more of his time for free, and I don't think it's in our budget right now."
"I'd rather find the money for that then tell a mother to go Kay Parker on her son." Amanda told her.
"Who?" Robin asked.
"The woman who played the mother in Taboo, the OG of incest porn movies."
"Amanda you watch way too much porn." Joanne muttered.
"Think this would work on a mother daughter?" Robin asked and when Amanda shot her a look, added. "Don't be defensive, I'm curious. For that matter what about siblings?"
"I think mother daughter, but doubt siblings, a young girl doesn't have the full package of hormones and chemical balance yet, and I think the bond isn't as strong."
"Most cases of incest are siblings, doesn't seem like they need help. Teenage, hot, and horny is enough." Claire grunted.
"Explain what you mean by play it up. What would you want these mothers to do?"
"Really Robin?" Claire glared at her. "You're entertaining this?"
"None of us have ever turned down another. I'm not liking this, but I want to give Joanne as much of the benefit of the doubt as I can."
"My thought is to go back to whatever incident they may have had and bring it up. For example, in a case like Claire's mention the missing lingerie and ask after the fact, was that you?"
"Get them thinking about her in that way, and I feel that would leave them open enough for the mother's enhanced magnetism to get a reaction."
"What reaction? You want him to pop a rod for his mother? How's he going to feel about that? Guilty probably, start wondering what's wrong with him." Amanda sighed. "This is nothing short of asking for trouble and at the expense of the relationship between two people."
"Another way could just be dressing a little more revealing. Not trashy but give their son something to think about." She was grasping at straws and knew it. "Maybe she could sunbathe and let him see her and..."
"You sound like you're writing a bad erotica story," Robin said softly. "I'm leaning with the others, Jo. You're really playing with fire here."
"Maybe have the sons be part of the study too?" Jo tried. "That way they know what to expect."
"Come on," Amanda's eyes flashed in annoyance. "You're going tell some 18-20 year old boys that you're trying to get them horny for their mother?"
"What the hell are you offering for this?" Claire asked. "You think a woman goes for this for a hundred dollars? Playing Miss Robinson and trying an experimental drug?"
"There's no risk from the injection. thanks to the perfume industry, pheromones are harmless to raise or lower, and Viagra has been on the market for years."
"Answer the question?"
"I was going to offer five hundred each. If two thousand is too much, I'll drop to three subjects."
"I don't care about the money," Robin gave her a dismissive wave. "I care about the damage this could do. Personally, I want to think this is a goose chase, that even with this sex potion, no son is going to get the hots for his mother because she shows some extra skin and reminds him of that one time he caught a glimpse of her ass."
"Then let me try it."
"You didn't let me finish," Robin cut her off. "If there is a chance this works, then I agree with the others, you're causing what could be irreparable damage."
"I think you're exaggerating, the effect wouldn't be that strong and won't last..."
"What if this works too well?" Amanda spoke up. "What if you're right, and all these factors get revved up to the nth degree and something happens between them? Imagine that aftermath?"
"None of the mothers I studied had any contact with their sons except for the one that did it after the fact. With no real desire to enhance it wouldn't be that extreme."
"Even if it's minor. I'll go back to what happens if this kid gets turned on by mom? You said it lasts a day? He gets horned out, then goes to bed and has dirty dreams about her. He's going to just shrug that off?"
"Like all studies they sign a waiver, and will be made aware of what could happen and If this causes confusion on the part of the son, I will see him for free as a therapist and..."


"Just stop," Robin put her hand up. "Joanne, this is absurd. Signing a waiver releases us of responsibility legally but won't do a damn thing to fix the mess you could cause."
"Vote." Claire turned her thumb down. "No."
"No." Amanda shook her head for emphasis.
"No as well." Robin chimed in. "Research it as best you can without an actual trial. You want to keep pushing, see if you can figure out a way to find women with matching levels to these women, then look at why the son isn't attracted to them, because I'm sure they're out there."
"Which would refute all of this." Amanda piled on.
"Not if dad is in the picture or she moved on. Another male in the mother's life prevents the attraction because..."
"Let it go, Jo," Robin said quietly. "Meeting's over."
"In other news," Amanda piped up, making an effort to sound cheery. "We're going out for a nice lunch from here. Claire's turn to pick."
"Capital Grill is!" Claire clapped her hands.
"Don't be pouty, Jo," Robin noted the look on her face. "This isn't personal."
"We always swore we'd have each other's backs."
"We're also in the business of helping people, not hurting them." Amanda rose and coming over, slipped her arm around her.
"Imagine how you'd feel if this seriously backfired and even one of these young men ended up distraught and an emotional mess. Could you live with that? We're saving you from you."
"I guess."
"Can I have a minute with Jo, please?" Robin asked.
The other two nodded and after giving her shoulder a squeeze, Amanda left with Claire, giving her a wave on the way out.
"Jo, I didn't want them to hear this, but know why I have doubts any of these ingredients as you call them factor into a real GSA situation?"
Joanne, still upset, simply shook her head.
"Because if it did, you'd be having issues with Alex."
"What's that supposed to mean?"
"Your ex is long gone and neither you nor Alex hears from him or cares that you don't. You've dated some since, but your last serious relationship was two years ago. You're very attractive, and Alex is a damn fine looking boy, yet like my Zack doesn't seem to be the girl magnet you'd think he would be."
"He's full time at school, has baseball practice, and works four nights a week. He doesn't have time for a girl."
"But he spends every Saturday night with you on the couch watching movies and getting take out, right? You two go out for breakfast every Sunday morning?"
"Yes," she frowned. For some reason even while pursuing this line of research, she'd never recognized it in her own life.
"And according to what you told us, he got a good look at you topless. Everything you want in these subjects you and Alex are. But nothing is going on."
"Because my levels are normal, I'm not subliminally fueling anything." Joanne gave her a small smile. "Meaning you using me to shoot down my theory, makes my theory, the chemistry is the catalyst.
"Glass half full kind of gal," Robin sighed. "But I paid more attention to your notes than the others did. I think you knew what we'd say and why. This comes with too much risk of creating trouble where there isn't."
"When isn't there a risk when breaking new ground?"
"You're not curing cancer, Jo, or any other life threatening illness. Incestuous urges aren't high on the list of dangerous diseases, and counseling does work."
"Way to diminish my work," Joanne scowled.
"I'm simply using perspective. This condition isn't common enough or serious enough to run a trial. Unless you want to fund the study on your own, and if you do, A Time to Heals name will not be associated with it. It's your name and your name only on the line."
"Understood," Joanne bristled. The four of them were supposed to be partners and right now she felt as if Robin considered herself her boss.
Seeing the look on her face, Robin's eyes softened, and leaning in, she kissed her cheek. "I love you my friend, and Claire and Amanda do too, this is just a little tough love, okay?"
"I know, just disappointed. I don't know how else to prove this."
"You'll figure it out. Now let's forget about this and kick off the weekend right with a nice lunch, and one of those margaritas Capital's famous for."
"I think I'm going to stay here."
"Seriously?" Robin shook her head in disbelief. "And do what? Pout and lick your wounds?"
"About all I lick these days," Joanne turned and picking up her empty can, and cup walked over to toss them in the trash.
"Whose fault is that?"
"Mine, and it's because I work too much and don't know how to let up," Joanne moved around the table, gathering the other empties. "Sucks all that work doesn't even get me the support of my friends."
"We can't be your friends when deciding things like this, Jo, and you know it."
"Right on strictly business," Joanne dumped the mess she'd collected into the trash. "But as friends you should know I wouldn't risk anyone being put through undue grief unless it was important."
"For fuck's sake!" Robin snapped, her green eyes flashing. "I just finished saying this isn't a dire cause you're dealing with and that was me being respectful, but if you want to go drama queen and stamp your foot like a brat and not even come to lunch over it, then I'm going to flat out tell you how ridiculous the whole thing is!"
Robin folded her arms over her chest, her lips pressed in a hard line.
"All that time and effort and wanting to screw with women's hormones and their son's libido and for what? Because one son in tens of thousands gets a hard on for mommy?"
"It is serious!" Joanne's voice rose. "In all the cases in that folder, none of those families ever recovered. I told you one young man committed suicide because he couldn't handle the guilt over his unrequited love for his mother!"
"Sad, but one case."
"That we know of! This is more common than we think but people are ashamed to come forward, and people like you are why. You're a therapist and you're mocking people's issues."
"I am not mocking them; I'm telling you there are much more important things you could be working on."
"The other cases? That woman finally gave in and slept with her son, and made it worse because he couldn't understand why it had to be once so you know what he did? He told his father what happened. Guess he figured dad would toss mom and she'd be his."
"Jo..."
"Don't Jo me!" she slapped her palm on the conference table. "All three of them ended up leaving each other, the whole family destroyed. A lot of the others, the son ended up moving away and barely keeping contact."
"One of the young men I treated was caught with nude pictures of his mother he lifted from his father's computer, and the father lost his mind, beat him and threw him out of the house and told him to never come back. This isn't something to make light of."
"Fine, but you keep making my argument, because your irresponsible and totally unethical trial could do this to four more women and their sons." Her eyes bored into Joanne's. "Tell me, who isn't taking it seriously?"
"Sometimes you have to break something to know how to fix it." Joanne wouldn't back down.
"Wow," Robin said softly. "That's about the worst thing I've ever heard a fellow doctor say."
"Now who's bring a drama queen? You know it's true, I just put it bluntly instead of using ten dollar words to explain risk versus reward."
"I stayed behind because I wanted you to know this isn't personal and I didn't want you to be hurt, but that was the wrong move to say the least." Robin sighed. "Wanting to cure something is admirable, taking it to the point you'd be willing to deliberately fuck with people's heads is another."
"It's not like they're going to turn into mindless animals and have sex, the attraction would be mild, just enough for the mother to notice a change in the way the son looks at her. He'll probably just have a moment of what was that, and shrug it off because the effect should only be a few hours and..."
She stopped when Robin raised her eyebrows, her lips turned down into a scowl.
"Enough, we voted and it didn't go in your favor. The reason I'm pissed is you know it's wrong, and who knows? Maybe part of you wanted to get shot down, and you being pissed is a knee jerk reaction."
"But whichever it is, that's what it is. Now, I'm going to go meet the girls for lunch and forget this conversation happened. I'd like for us to forget this, and for you to join us, but if you want to mope that's your choice."
"Well, with an invitation like that," Joanne bristled. "I'd rather not go. This way the rest of you can talk about me."
"Now you're just being a bitch." Robin sighed. "Joanne, how about instead of playing Netflix and chill with your son tomorrow night you go out to some bar and meet someone. Let someone not named Alex take you to breakfast Sunday morning, or better yet, have you for breakfast."
"Sorry, I'm not Claire, I don't put out a free lunch sign for boys my kid's age."
"Worked for you a couple years ago."
"How'd we go from my project to my sex life?"
"Because maybe if you had one, you'd have something to think about other than work." Robin frowned and an odd look spread over her face as if her comment made her think of something.
"Anyway, seeing none of us have patients tomorrow, I gave Francine the weekend off, so if you decide to pop in over the weekend for some reason, don't forget to set the alarm."
"One time I forgot." Joanne rolled her eyes.
"We have medication here, and people, especially ex-patients with issues, know that."
"I do know that."
"That goes for today too because we were all supposed to leave so Francine left at noon like she always does on the last Friday."
"Yes mother."
"Save that for your study." Robin smirked, then turned towards the door, still speaking as she walked. "I'll see you Monday, hopefully you'll be over being butt hurt by then."
Chapter Three
Fuming, at her last remark. Joanne gathered their copies of her research and hurled them angrily into the trash. Grabbing hers, she stalked out of the room and down the hall into her office.
She peered through the blinds and saw her three friends standing by Robin's red BMW. She knew they were talking about her and quickly stepped back so they wouldn't see her if they looked up.
Joanne was still holding the rack with the vials and sitting down, held it over the small wastepaper basket under the desk. She plucked one from the rack, rolling it between her fingers.
Why bother keeping them? Robin was right both in that the experiment could wreak havoc on a previously healthy relationship, and that Joanne knew it, and had pretty much expected the outcome she'd received.
Right again about the possibility part of her was relieved; letting them make the decision for her. But their rejection, no not just rejection, their blatant contempt and scorn over her subject matter hurt. More than hurt it pissed her off.
They get to decide how important an issue is or isn't? Try telling the mother out in Florida who lost their son to suicide because his knowing he could never have her became too much for him to bare.
The mother who lost her entire family over becoming so desperate she slept with her son in an attempt to help him. No, GSA, wasn't life threatening in general or as serious as many mental disorders, but it was more common than people thought because it was so embarrassing and shameful, most never came forward.
The mothers wracked with guilt because they always felt as if they had somehow instigated the situation. That they may have somehow teased their son or did or acted inappropriately and had led him on.
The son thinking they were sick and twisted for having an unnatural attraction to the one woman in the world they shouldn't be attracted to. The taboo porn industry definitely fanned the fires once they started.
Making it seem common and glorifying the lust. Other videos she had seen while trying to determine the added effect of it on her cases, even showed it as romantic, mom and son falling for each other because no one could treat the other better.
The thrill of forbidden sex with the added angle of loving someone you already loved, but now in every way. Joanne continued to stare at the vial while her mind spun as it had been doing so often since she'd come up with what she felt was the correct formula to enhance the average woman's appeal to her son.
But how much appeal?
That was the gray area and why she couldn't fault the others' concerns. Regardless of how potent the chemistry aspect could be, there was still free will as well as a lifetime of both nature and nurture.
Getting horny in the presence of one's mother should in no way lead to the son making a move on her. No less than a man could take Viagra, but if the only people who were around were people he had no interest in, would suddenly go after someone like a mindless dog in heat.
Or could it? She was playing off the powerful effect pheromones had in animals. But animals, unlike people, bred with family, so there was no reason there, just age old instincts to reproduce.
The ability to reason is what separated humanity from animals, and that was Joanne's basis to believe nothing could actually happen more than a son suddenly seeing his mother in the same way he'd check out some hot girl at a club.
Her plan to have the mothers bring up a past event to get them thinking in that direction, and possibly even show off a little would be enough, in addition to the effect of the pheromones to make that happen.
Unethical was the correct word for asking them to do that, but how the hell else could she prove this? She couldn't afford to pay for volunteers to let her draw blood until she found someone with the high levels she's seen in every woman whose son had developed an interest in her.
Not to mention it was about more than the level, but she needed to be single and have all the other requirements. Joanne put the vial in the rack and placed It on her desk rather than dump them in the trash.
She leaned back in her chair, and her eyes fell on a picture of Alex in his BC baseball uniform holding the divisional playoff trophy they'd won this year. Joanne didn't need her ex in her life to remember him because her son could have been his twin at the same age.
Ross may have ended up being a slacker with zero ambition, a lousy husband and barely present even when they were still married father, but the one thing he had going for him was his looks.
Naturally wavy, thick black hair, a strong jaw, perfect cheekbones and the smooth, yet rugged features of a male model right down to the cleft in his chin. Alex possessed all those traits in addition to his captivating steel grey eyes.
They had always reminded her of a wolf's eyes, and in her ex, they fit because he was a form of predator, a leach looking for a free ride off his wife's successful career. When he had worked it was as a car salesman and he made great money at it because he was attractive, smooth and charming.
In a sense that also fit the word predator as he excelled at schmoozing women, and naïve men into buying cars they couldn't afford, and he knew it, but all he cared about was a commission.
But there was nothing predatory about Alex. In spite of his looks, his athletic prowess and being popular at school, he was a sweet kid who never let any of it go to his head.
He was laid back, good natured, quick to joke and smile, and slow to get angry. Other than the topic of his father, Joanne couldn't remember ever seeing him lose his temper.
But like Robin's son, he wasn't killing it with the girls the way a lot of the good looking jock type did. She was grateful for that, she didn't raise him to be a jerk to women, but to appreciate and respect them.
On the other hand, she felt he should be having more of a social life than he'd had. Not that he was like Robin's son who was a borderline introvert who panicked when girls talked to him, but he'd only had three girlfriends since he'd started dating, none lasting more than a few months.
Right now, his extracurricular activity was the equal to hers, as in none existent. School, work, and baseball. Weekends consisted of movie night with her, and they did go out every Sunday morning, driving as far as an hour away to find a new breakfast place they'd never tried.
Joanne cocked her head as she replayed her last thought but heard it in Robin's voice. Their current existence of being the only real company the other had did sound like exactly like what she was looking for to test her theory.
They both had friends, Joanne, her longtime clique, and Alex had guys on the team he hung out with once in a while. But just like at this point her time with her friends was the once a month lunch and occasional drink after work on a weekday, Alex only went out here and there, mostly due to all his friends having a girlfriend.
They'd settled into a routine more befitting an old married couple than a mother and son. Her eyes narrowed as she added the details that his father was way out of the picture that Alex was angry with him for hurting her far more than he was that he'd walked out of his life.
Neither of them had anyone, but that was because neither made the effort. Alex had referred to himself as man of the house multiple times as he did as many chores as he could so she didn't have to and went out of his way to try and spoil her any chance he could.
As if she were a girlfriend.
Joanne didn't for a second think there was anything behind their circumstances and relationship other than they both burned the candle at both ends and spent what time they had together because it was company. No drama, rejection, or heartache, and both seemed content in that for the time being.
The only thing missing from them being a perfect match to any of the cases she researched was the all-important attraction and if her conclusions were right, she could replicate that missing ingredient.
No, this was her son, she couldn't take that risk with him. Or could she? Unlike women who were strangers to her signing up to make some money to partake in a study, she knew herself, and more importantly, Alex.
She knew for sure there was nothing between them and also knew if she followed through on the idea forming in her mind, and he briefly saw her differently, she could explain it.
He knew what she did for work and knew how important her work was to her. She could assure him that anything he might have thought of her was not an intentional reaction, but her...
Slipping herself a concentration of lust inducing chemicals to alter his perceptions of her, in a sense drugging him as well. At that point her confessing to experimenting on him would be worse for him than the confusion some sex related thoughts could cause.
If it even worked at all, and that's what she needed to know.
She could explain it to him in advance, see if he'd be willing to do it, but Joanne felt knowing what to expect could affect the results. As this spun through her mind it drove home just how big an ask it was to expect any woman to do this, even for money they badly needed which was the case in most studies.
But unlike them, Joanne had a reason to do this aside from money, but to help families with this issue remain a family and not have their life ruined by misplaced lust she felt could be a simple product of overactive pheromones.
Also, unlike them, she was an educated professional therapist capable of handling any minor fall out there could be with her son. If this worked as it should, it would be a matter of some strange feelings towards her that should pass in...
She leaned forward and gipping her mouse read the e-mail Burt had sent to let her know the courier was on his way with the test batch. She skimmed the details on what it contained and in what amounts until she found what she wanted.


"Should take effect quickly, the pheromones already exist in you, and will have an adrenalized reaction to the stimulant, producing larger and more potent amounts. I suspect they may even be detectable by smell.
"Not sure what the scent would be, hopefully not body odor, LOL. For full effect I'd suggest not wearing any perfumes or body sprays, so the pheromones aren't diluted within the subject's olfactory senses.
"Viagra generally takes affect within thirty minutes so my thought is both responses will happen close together. As for duration, Viagra we know lasts 4-8 hours, but the introduction of Cialis to create a stacking effect should add at least another 8 hours, but once the Viagra wears off the effect will be lessened.
I feel the increase in emissions will last longer, possibly up to 24 hours, but I don't say that with much certainty, could be shorter or longer depending on the subject."
Joanne checked the time, it was 12:45. Today was Friday, and Alex only had classes until noon, and his Friday night shift was only 6-10 to help get the trucks rolling so they could travel over the weekend, so it was all hands on deck for anyone who wanted to work.
Five hours would put her in the most potent stage of the mixture and plenty of time to see if there was an effect. The benefit of him needing to go to work would be on the chance he did feel or think something, he'd be out the house the rest of the night and not be hanging around dwelling on it.
Also, if there was anything, by the time he got home from work, she'd make sure she was in bed and wouldn't see him until the following morning. By then she could try to fish around to see if there he'd seen her differently and if he admitted it, she'd find an excuse for it, or flat out laugh it off.
Picking up her cell, she called. Just to check to see if he was on his way home, and to let her know she would be as well. Yes, that was it, not like she could really go through with what she'd been thinking.
"Hey mom!"
"Hey, hon, you on your way home from class?"
"Yeah, going to hit the books for an hour or two then take a nap before work. Kind of tired."
"Because you work your ass off."
"I learned it from watching you!" he laughed, mocking the old kids on drugs commercial.
"Better off watching me than your father," Especially if she could catch him watching her today. No, she wasn't doing that, she chided herself. The doctor took the back seat to being a mother in this, and every instance.
"Screw that prick,"
"You know I hate that word," she sighed. "And I'd say unfortunately I did, but if I hadn't, I wouldn't have my amazing son."
"I already said I'd clean the garage after breakfast on Sunday, so stop schmoozing."
"You'd do it anyway, because you're a good boy," she then added. "Mama's good boy."
"Mama?" he snorted. "You start drinking early today?"
Good sign, no hesitation whatsoever to a line that seemed to be a staple of mother son porn, meaning the words triggered nothing in him, but a natural reaction.
"Hey," he cut her off before she could reply. "Speaking of drinking shouldn't you be out to lunch with your friends?"
"I decided to sit this one out."
"Since when do you miss the closest thing you have to fun all month?"
"Says the twenty year old who is going home to study, nap, then work on a Friday night." Joanne quipped. "Let alone you spend every Saturday night on couch with your mom."
"I have plenty of time to have fun when I'm done with school."
"You still have a year left," Joanne pointed out. "And never play the game of when this happens, then I'll get that. There are no rules in life, Alex, enjoy the present because it's the only thing we have for sure."
"Wow, that's some deep shit, there, mom." Alex laughed. "Tell you what, you first. You go have some fun, and then I will."
"Do as I say not as I do."
"I'll give you the point for honesty," Alex conceded. "But seriously, you've never missed a lunch or a girl's night, something happen?"
"No, I just didn't feel like going. That's why I called you, figured I'd catch you before you ate, and we could have lunch together."
"Too late, I scoffed down a whopper just before you called, and by the way, you're lying."
"No, I meant it, I would have made us lunch."
"Funny," Alex didn't sound amused. "That means something happened you're not telling me."
Joanne was going to tell him to drop it, then saw an opportunity to be able to spend some time with him before he vanished into his room. Maybe keep him talking long enough to...
"To what," Mother Joanne asked in her head.
"You know what," Doctor Rivers responded to the silent question.
"I'll tell you when I get home, I'll be leaving in a few minutes, so try to put off your exciting nap until I see you."
"Okay, see you at home, love you."
"Love you too."
She ended the call, then stared at the vials. No, she wouldn't, she couldn't. Yet she found herself fishing her keys out of her purse and using the smallest of them to unlock the bottom left drawer of her desk.
Joanne removed a black case and removed two plastic bags, one containing a brand new needle, the other a syringe. Leaning forward in her chair, she slipped off her lab coat and pushed her sleeve up past her elbow.
Opening the bags, she put the needle into the syringe, then, her fingers trembling, inserted the vial into the open end. Plucking the green rubber strap from the black bag, she awkwardly tied it around her arm, tapping her finger against the crook of her elbow to raise the vein.
Joanne picked up the syringe and taking a deep breath, whispered. "No risk, no reward." Then pushed the needle into her arm.
Chapter Four
Joanne pulled into the driveway next to Alex's two year old Camaro he was killing himself to make the payment on. She had told him she'd put a down payment on a new car for his high school graduation, but he had to cover the payment and insurance.
Of course, he wanted the flashy sports car that came with the higher payment and insurance, and she'd warned him it wouldn't be cheap, but he had his heart set on it, so she caved.
The car was why his 'part time' job was now pushing forty hours, but the car made him happy, and it taught him the ethic of hard work and getting something out of it. Shame was they had bought from a dealer Ross knew and if he'd been an actual father she could have asked him to call them and get Alex a better deal.
But it worked out better this way, never take from a snake had always been her motto. On the other hand, it would have been nice if he could have done something for his son.
Joanne wiped at her forehead and grimaced when she looked at the perspiration on the edge of her hand. Halfway home, she felt flushed and warm. The warm escalated to sweaty, and even with the AC in her Tahoe blasting, she continued to feel its effects.
She knew it was the shot, but not sure how. In men, Viagra caused flushing and sweating because it opened the blood vessels. But in women the effect was more about releasing dopamine and other endorphins, none of which caused this level of heat.
At least not without arousal being in play, and even then, there could be some flushing from excitement, but not to this degree. Joanne pulled a couple of tissues from her purse and dabbed at her face once more.
Pulling out her lipstick, she applied it heavily, wanting her lips to stand out to see if Alex would notice. A son wouldn't think of his mother's lips the way a man would, but Alex was also a man and the point of this was to get him seeing her as a woman.
Feeling like a reject from a porn, and knowing she'd be feeling this way a lot in the next couple of hours, Joanne undid the top two buttons on her black blouse, enough that if she leaned forward, she'd be showing off the edge of the black lace bra in addition to her impressive cleavage.
"Christ, this is stupid," she muttered while exiting her car.
Joanne entered the house and dropping her purse on the table in the front hall made her way through the living and dining rooms to find Alex in the kitchen eating a sandwich.
"I thought you said you ate?" she asked while walking past where he was sitting at the small kitchen table.
"I'm still hungry," he mumbled around his last bite. "I'm a growing boy."
"That you are," she agreed while opening the fridge and removing a bottle of water. "I remember when you were a scrawny fourteen year old they wouldn't let try out for football."
"Worked out, I'm better at baseball and the football players at BC are mostly assholes."
"I mean it, you know," Joanne began the game. "You've really filled out," she paused, trying not to wince as she added. "You look good, baby boy."
"Baby boy?" He snorted, rolled his eyes, then stuffed the last of the sandwich in his mouth, and proceeded to wash it down by chugging from a bottle of Mountain Dew.
Alex wasn't exactly putting on the sexy with that last move, but it's not like she'd expect him to. She was the one planning on trying to get his attention, not the other way around.
But she wasn't just blowing smoke, Alex had grown up just fine. He'd shot up early, and in his early teens was already 5'10", well on his way to his full height of 6'2", But he'd barely weighed 140 pounds and was all gangly arms and legs.
After being embarrassed after the football rejection, Alex had asked for a weight set and universal gym, using both several times a week. Between that and the natural progression of his body as he grew older, he'd put on fifty pounds and none of it extra.
The tank top he currently wore showed off his well-defined arms as well as his thick forearms. His legs, visible in the shorts he wore, were as well developed as his upper body, the muscles in his calves bulging, and his thighs thick and powerful. The shirt showed some of his upper chest, which was wide and featured enough hair to be sexy, but not the sweater like pelt some men were stuck with.
Normally as fair as Joanne, Alex practiced enough in the sun during the last couple of months to have a decent tan going, and overall, between his beautiful features, and his build, Alex looked damn fine.
Fine enough that if she were on the prowl at a club or bar she'd swoop in and ride him like a prized bull until he begged her to stop. Fine enough to again wonder why he wasn't with anyone.
Having been a horny coed herself at his age, she couldn't imagine the girls not throwing themselves at him. Then again, even back then Joanne had studied, worked part time, and in her free time was never outgoing enough to enjoy herself the way she could have.
Not that she wanted him to be a player, but he was wasting his youth when it came to the opposite sex, just like she had. Wasting that amazing body, and from the bulge in his shorts as he sat there with his legs open, wasting what looked like a damn big...
Joanne's spinning mind stopped. Had she just been staring at and referring to her son's cock? Thinking of him the way she had that good looking bartender she'd hooked up with?
"Hey, Doc, you in there?"
"Huh?"
"I asked you what happened with the girls today."
"Right, sorry," she unscrewed the bottle of water and after chugging half of it, placed the cold bottle to her forehead.
"Hey, you feel okay? You're all red and sweaty."
"Little warm, not sure why," she told him. "I feel okay."
"Maybe a hot flash," he smirked. "You are getting to that age."
"You want to get to that age, you better watch it," she warned him, then pressed the bottle against her chest, rolling it back and forth.
The move surprised her, she hadn't planned to do it, but it was blatantly sexual, and Alex's eyes followed the movement. She hoped he liked the way the moisture glistened on her chest and noticed her bra and upper portion of her breasts as she opened her blouse further with the bottle.
Joanne wanted him to look at her tits. To think about the night he'd seen her topless in the hall. He'd immediately turned away, but she knew he'd seen them and bet he thought about them.
Thought about what it would be like to touch them. Squeeze and fondle her large milky white tits. Suck on her pale pink nipples, think about slipping his cock through them, titty fucking his mother and covering her tits with a copious load of hot sticky...
Joanne released a sharp breath, as those pink nipples were now erect and the unnatural heat she was experiencing had not only made it between her thighs, but...
It was a wet heat.
"Mom?" Alex rose from his chair, a look of concern on his face. "Seriously, you feeling okay? You have this weird look on your face."
"Fine, I'm fine." And damn, you're fine too. More than fine, you look good enough to eat, and your mother's been hungry for a long time now.
"You sure?" He put his hand on her arm, while using the other to pull out a chair from the table. "Here, sit down, and I'll go soak a face cloth in cold water, you look like you're overheating."
"No," she stared down at his large hand that featured rough callouses on the inside from work, and tendons that moved just beneath his skin on the back that spoke of the strength in it. A shiver went through her at the thought of how hard he could grip her, or how easily he could pin her down.
"Did you just shiver?" He put the back of his hand on her forehead as she had done to him his entire life. "Damn, you're warm, but kind of clammy too. You should take a cool shower, then lay down."
"It's okay, Alex," she gripped his wrist and eased his hand from her skin. "I think you're right, might be a hot flash. I felt fine all day."
"There's some Theraflu in the medicine cabinet. It wouldn't hurt to take it just in case. I'll go grab it."
"You're so sweet," she kissed his hand, brushing her lips along the back of it, and fighting off the urge to take one of his fingers into her mouth and suck on it, show him how a real woman uses her tongue, a precursor to what she could do to his...
Joanne settled for kissing the tips of two of his fingers, her dark eyes on his to register his reaction. The expression on his face was one of confusion, but his eyes were bright and his cheeks were flushing.
She reluctantly released his hand, then chugged the water and handed him the bottle. Joanne gave him a flirty smile and walked past him. There was enough room on either side to easily get around him, but she deliberately brushed into him.
Joanne's left hand was by her side and the edge of it grazed his crotch. A soft grunt from him told her he felt it, and what she felt beneath the material of his shorts seemed harder than it should be in the presence of his mother.
She sauntered over to the table, moving slowly to maximize the time he had to watch her take the few steps. Joanne put an exaggerated swing in her hips, cursing the fact that as always, her skirt was to loose fitting to show off her ass and its knee length didn't give him much of a view of her legs.
Joanne turned and leaning against the table, pushed herself up onto it. As Alex remained where he was, she used her right foot to push off her left shoe, then repeated the gesture.
Her feet were far more appealing in the sheer black stockings than the sensible low heeled pumps she always wore to work. She playfully kicked her feet back and forth and watched her son's eyes follow the movement.
She glanced down at her feet, her pink toes visible through the material. Joanne always had her fingers and toes painted, as well as a weekly mani-pedi to spoil herself.
Just like the thigh highs and playful underwear she always wore, she did it to feel sexy and confident beneath her professional to downright boring outfits. But why didn't she let others see that sexy?
Why didn't she let her son see it? Show him she wasn't just his boring mom, but a playful and sensual woman who craved attention. The attention of a good looking young man eager to please an attractive older woman.
Especially when that older woman was his mother.
"Come on over, and I'll tell you about my day."
"I...can hear you from here." There was a slight tremble in his voice, and he swallowed hard after he spoke.
A thin line of perspiration was now visible and his head cocked to the side, his nostrils flaring as if he thought he smelled something.
"But I like it when you're close to me." Her voice had changed as well, from her normally light clear tone to lower with a raspy quality to it.
It was a tone she used far too infrequently. Her bedroom voice, the one she enticed and talked dirty in. The one that helped transform her from the stiff uptight Dr. Rivers to a sex crazed woman that needed it and needed it bad.
The way her clit throbbed between her legs told her she needed it bad right now, and using a pink tipped finger, beckoned her son. "Come on over, baby, I don't bite."
He nodded slowly, and stepped towards her, but hesitantly as if he wasn't sure he wanted to. But his eyes continued to move, working from her toes to her chest and lingering there, before dropping back to her lower legs.
With an air of someone wading into cold water, he shuffled his way over to the table, but when he put his hand on the chair, she caught his other arm and tugged him over to her.
"Here," she pointed. "Right in front of me."
Just opening her legs forced her to bite back a sigh as he allowed her to ease him over between them. Alex leaned over, putting his face close to hers and she felt a wave of heat flow through her when it appeared he was going to kiss her.
Instead, he sniffed.
"You wearing a new perfume?"
She wasn't wearing anything but a spritz of French Vanilla body spray and she'd put that on just after she'd showered before work.
"I am," she smiled. "You like it?"
"I do," he returned the smile, and seemed less nervous than he had been. This time he inhaled deeply, his face even closer, and she had to link her hands together in her lap to resist the urge to grab him and press her lips to his.
"MMM," he breathed. "You know strawberry is my favorite," another quick sniff. "You smell sweet."
"Not feeling sweet," her voice now a smoky purr that oozed sex and promise. "But know what's good with strawberries?" her smile matched her sultry tone. "Cream."
"Yeah," he snapped his fingers. "Strawberries and cream. Shauna used to wear that scent, loved it."
Joanne bristled at the mention of his ex-girlfriend, he should only be thinking about her. But she couldn't blame him, he didn't know any better than to chase those little sluts because she'd never shown him how a real woman treats their man. Their man who was also their boy.
"Do you like it on me?" She asked, her face flushing even hotter and her nipples aching in anticipation of his answer.
There was a slight pause and his smile faded, as if he were thinking of something, but he answered softly. "I really do."
"Does it make you hungry?" she pushed the tip of her tongue out between her red lips, then sucked on the lower one. "I'm so hungry right now."
His eyes widened as he leaned back, and he gave his head a quick shake, like he was trying to clear it.
"Hungry," he repeated, then pointed to her. "Yeah, so what happened with the girls?"
She took a breath to relax. No need to be impatient, he was hers for the taking, and she could take him because he was hers, because deep down it's what they both wanted... and needed.
"We had an argument," she explained, then pushed her lip into a pout. "They all ganged up on your poor mom."
"Really?" he asked dubiously. "Since when do you guys' fight?"
"Since today."
He gave her a sly smile. "Was there wrestling and hair pulling, any clothes get ripped off?"
"No," she returned the smile in kind. "But I'll let you know if it happens."
"Pictures, or better yet video, or it didn't." Alex laughed. "Damn your friends are fine."


"You do call them the milf club sometimes," she reminded him. That wasn't her playing. As Alex grew older, he had taken notice of how attractive the others were and commented on it more than once.
This despite the fact he'd known them his entire life and they were unofficial aunts to him and he'd grown up with their kids who he saw as cousins. But boys were boys and Alex wasn't wrong in seeing how hot her friends were.
He'd even taken to some playful flirting on the occasions he'd stop by the practice. Robin rolled her eyes, and Amanda either didn't notice or pretended she didn't. Claire, as part of her reliving her wild youth, would flirt back, but Joanne didn't care, she knew it was harmless.
But she wanted him to have sex on the brain right now, and although she'd prefer him thinking of her, whatever got, and kept him, in the right frame of mind to do some seriously wrong things was fine with her.
"They are all hot, aren't they?" she teased.
"I wish I could go to lunch with you guys," he nodded. "Some great choices of desert."
"Bad boy," she reached out and teased one long nail down his arm. "Tell me something," she ran her finger back up and smiled at the way he shuddered and the goosebumps her touch raised on his bronzed skin.
"What?" he asked while he watched her rest her hand on his bicep.
"If you had the chance, which one would you fuck?"
"I...can't answer that," he blinked rapidly, another move that made it seem he was fighting something.
"Sure you can," she told him.
"You're my mother." He said it as if he were trying to stress that point to himself as much as he was to her.
"I'm a woman and you're a man. So man to woman, who would you want most? Robin's hot as fuck, Claire's into guys your age, and Amanda is a sexy little spinner, isn't she?"
When he looked surprised at that remark, she added. "You're so big and strong, and she's so tiny, you could bounce that tight little package all over the place couldn't you?"
"I don't think I'd pick any of them." He told her.
"Be that way," she chided and playfully flipped his lip, earning a startled look from him. "Okay, we'll keep it light, who's the hottest milf in the club?"
"Well," a smile played about the corner of his lips. "I shouldn't say."
"Aw, don't tease," she put her hands on his shoulders and tugged him towards her. "Remember when you were a kid and was afraid to tell me something, I'd have you whisper it in my ear?"
He nodded and didn't fight her, leaning into her until his face was next to hers. She could feel his now heavier breathing in her ear, and her heart and breathing picked up. He lowered his head more and her fingers gripped his shoulders tighter when he nuzzled his face in her neck.
She heard him take a deep breath, and her ears picked up a moan so soft she could only hear it because of how close he was. His shoulders tensed beneath her fingers, and he whispered softly.
"You are."
He eased back from her, and she saw his beautiful gray eyes were not just bright, but glossy as if he were drunk or stoned.
"Me?" she repeated. "But I'm your mother."
"But you're a woman too, right?" he played into her previous statement, and it was now her fingers that trembled as they rested on his strong shoulders. "Maybe that's why, because you're not just a Milf, but my milf."
"You really think I'm hotter than the others?"
"I know so, know why?"
"Tell me," Her voice shook in anticipation.
"Because you don't try to be," he reached out and gently removed her glasses from her face. "Always covering these gorgeous eyes."
"You like my eyes?"
"Big wide doe eyes," he spoke softly, and she picked up the same tremble in his voice as she heard in her own. "They look all sweet and innocent, but you're not, are you?"
"No, your mother can be a bad girl when she wants to be," she wanted to be bad right now and in every sense of the word considering who she was with.
"Bet guys like those wide eyes looking up at them from your knees, don't they?"
His words caused her to squirm. Her clit throbbed painfully, and she could feel the puddle in her panties as she ground her hips in circles on the table.
"From under those long lashes," he flipped her glasses behind him where they slid across the counter. "And the way you never let your hair down."
"Ohh," Joanne released a low moan when his left hand slid behind her and tugged on the clip in her hair. Gripping his right wrist, she brought his hand to her face and this time did suck his middle finger into her mouth.
"Like this?" she whispered around it, while looking demurely up at him through her lashes. She eased the full length of his finger into her watering mouth, and moaned softly, while swirling her tongue along it.
"Just like that," his upper chest was now as red as his face and his breathing as heavy as hers.
He fumbled with the clip, but a moment later, she felt it released and heard it hit the floor when he tossed it behind him. He ran his hand down through her hair, helping it flow down her shoulders and sending a shiver through her.
"This long curly wild looking hair," she gasped when he wrapped his hand in it and yanked her head back, so she was looking up at him. "Made to pull and look good anywhere on me."
On him! His words caused her cunt to flood, and she yanked his hand from her mouth and put it on her heaving and now sweaty chest just over her breasts.
"Oh, yeah," he nodded. "That body that you try to cover up. Try to make it look like there's nothing going on under there, but I know what you're hiding."
"Because you saw mommy's tits, didn't you?" God, touch them! Please touch them!
"You know I did because you showed them to me," he trailed a finger down between her breasts. "That wasn't an accident that night."
"No?" She lowered his hand and placed it directly on her right breast, and even through her blouse and bra, the contact made her moan, and her aching nipple yearn for his direct touch.
"You knew I was home, and you let that towel fall in purpose, didn't you?"
Had she? She hadn't thought so, but she of all people knew the subconscious was where all inhibitions ended and secret desires remained hidden, and at times rose to the surface without the waking mind being aware of it at first.
"Yes," she whispered, pressing his hand harder to her now heaving breast. "I wanted you to see them."
"Because you're a tease, aren't you, mom?" he gripped the edges of her blouse and she cried out in surprise when he tore it open, sending the buttons across the room. "You don't think I see all these sexy things you wear? These trashy bras and slutty thongs?"
His hands went to her breasts, squeezing them hard through the lace bra, and her hands went over his, her fingers curling into the backs of them, nails digging into his flesh in her excitement.
"How do you know what I wear?" she asked breathlessly. "You look in mommy's things?"
"When you were sick a few months ago, I did your laundry, and I saw some of nasty things you wear under those baggy ass outfits." He leaned over her and whispered in her ear. "You're a closet slut, aren't you, mom?"
"Yes," she whimpered when he curled his fingers into the cups of her bra, his fingers hot against her smooth white flesh.
"You dress like that in case you get lucky? Some guy comes on to you thinking he can warm up the nerd, then he unwraps you and finds out you're the whore he was looking for all along."
"Your whore," she yanked his hands down, pulling the bra down and causing her tits to pop out. "Your tits!"
"Jesus," his eyes widened as he took in her bare breasts. "They're perfect."
"Just like you remember them?" Joanne pushed his hands away and rolled her throbbing nipples between her fingers. "You got a good look at them, didn't you?"
He nodded, and she groaned when his hands cupped her tits, fondling them while she toyed with her nipples, a look of absolute lust on his face.
"Thought about them that night," she continued, her voice husky with desire. "Thought about touching them, sucking them, seeing them bounce while your mother rides your hard fucking cock."
"Bet you thought about coming on them, painting your mommy's big tits with...Hmmm!"
Alex's lips pressed to hers as his hands went to her face, holding it between them. Not that he needed to because she had no plans to resist him. The kiss was far from gentle, his lips roughly crushing hers beneath them.
She moaned deep in her throat, as her hands left her breasts to drop to his waist, She slipped them under his shirt, her palms sliding up and down his hard flat stomach and chest as he continued his effort to devour her mouth with his.
Joanne returned the kiss with equal fervor, her soft red lips waging war with his; sliding around and over them. When she opened her mouth wider to keep in contact with his lips, his tongue drove into her mouth, causing her cunt to gush.
His right hand slid behind her head and up into her hair, gripping it tightly and yanking her head back. She gasped into his mouth as her tongue whipped over and around his.
His other hand dropped to her right breast, and she squealed when his fingers captured her nipple. Joanne returned the favor, finding his beneath his shirt and giving them a sharp pinch.
His breath hissed between her lips, then his mouth left hers. He pulled her head further back and Joanne moaned in pleasure when he fastened his lips to the soft skin of her throat.
She dropped her hands and grabbing his shirt tugged it upwards. Alex didn't move his arms right away, instead focused on now kissing and sucking on the right side of her neck.
She whimpered as he sucked harder, then harder, bordering on painful and she knew it was going to leave a mark, but didn't care. Her son could do anything he wanted to her because she was his. His mother, his lover, his everything.
As it should be.
She yanked upwards, and he removed his lips from her neck and straightened. Grabbing the shirt, from her he quickly removed it, throwing it behind him. Alex moaned when before it hit the floor, her lips were on his right nipple, her tongue swirling around it.
Her hands roamed, marveling at how hard his body was. She sucked his nipple harder, then moaned when once again used her hair as a handle to pull her back. The moan turned into a whimper of excitement when he leaned over her, sweeping his arm over the table.
Joanne heard a clatter as the napkin holder, salt and pepper shakers and the other random items on the table hit the floor. He released her hair, then shoved her in the chest.
"Oh!" she gasped when her back hit the table and Alex stepped up between her legs.
He leaned over her, grabbing her tits, and sucking her left nipple into his mouth.
"Yes, oh, yes!" she cried, her hands gripping his shoulders as his tongue danced over her swollen pink flesh.
She lifted her legs, wrapping her stocking clad flesh around his waist. She could feel his hardness through his shorts as her skirt rose and his crotch pressed into hers. Alex switched to sucking her other nipple with an eagerness that bordered on urgency.
Like his kiss, and everything so far, she wasn't going easy, sucking her nipple hard enough to make his lips smack. Joanne groaned and sighed, working her hips and grinding her soaked panties into him.
Alex moaned around her nipple, continuing to lick and suck while his fingers teased the other one. His large hands gripped her soft flesh firmly, fondling her breasts as he switched to give the other nipple some sorely needed attention.
"Suck them!" she breathed. "Show mama how bad you want them!"
He thrust his hips, pushing his cock into her aching cunt, and she worked her hips harder while locking her ankles behind his back, pulling him as close to her as she could.
"Oh, oh, honey!" she sighed as she dry humped him like a horny teenager. "Please don't tease!" she released a high pitched moan as he moved his hips, sliding his trapped cock along her throbbing clit.
"Fuck me!" she begged him. "Please fuck me! Mommy needs her baby's cock inside her!"
At her words, Alex straightened and slipped his hands up her skirt. Joanne felt another wave of wet heat between her legs as his hands moved over her stockings, then came into contact with her bare quivering thighs.
"Thigh highs," he whispered, his eyes so bright they appeared lit from within. "Makes it easier to get fucked wherever you are, doesn't it?"
"Like right here on the fucking table!" she lifted her hips when his hands moved over them and his fingers hooked the sides of her panties.
Her eyes rolled back when she felt her panties resist before peeling away from her sticky cunt. She lifted her legs and watched breathlessly as Alex slid her panties along their length before slipping them from her feet.
He pressed the panties to his face, taking a deep breath and the way his eyes closed in pure bliss and the sigh he released caused her to drop her legs, sit up, and grab his shorts.
She tore them open, the snap making a pinging sound when it struck the metal microwave stand to their right. Joanne tore down his zipper then his shorts and boxers, shoving them down his thighs.
His cock sprang free, and it was as perfect as the rest of him. Long, thick, and not just hard, but hard for her. Hard for his mother. His wide tip was swollen to an angry purple and precum oozed from the tip, strands of it dangling from it, both things a testament to how long he'd been hard.
"Oh, fuck, oh, mom!" Alex called out when with no hesitation, she gripped his cock at the base, and hunching over, opened wide and took him into her mouth.
They both moaned as her full red lips slid down his shaft, and she experienced just how thick he was as her lips were forced wider as he filled her mouth. Her tips of her fingers barely touched around him, and it had her imagining what it would feel like inside her.
Joanne bobbed her head rapidly, her excitement overriding her urge to take her time and enjoy her boys mazing cock. She turned her eyes upwards, meeting his. Giving him the look he'd mentioned, she widened them and whimpered softly while staring up through her lashes.
His left hand went to her head, shoving her mouth downward. She gagged when the tip of his cock hit the back of her throat, spit squirting from the sides of her mouth, but the move had her cunt leaking, and her hips moving.
She opened wider, angled her head, and moving slowly at first, held her breath and eased him past her gag reflex. He gasped when she then drove her mouth down until her lips touched his pubic mound.
She shook her head, working his tip around in her warm wet mouth, spreading precum on her tongue, and insides of her cheeks. Joanne cupped his balls, rubbing them as she resumed sucking.
"Shit," Alex breathed as she went into overdrive, repeatedly deep throating him with an ease that surprised even her. "Damn, you can suck cock!"
She eased him from her mouth, precum and drool flowing down her chin to splash on her upper chest and tits. "I'm not one of your little skanks, baby boy, your mother knows how to please a man." She fluttered her tongue around his spongy head "Please her boy."
She took him back into her mouth and resumed her porn star quality sucking. The room filled with the sound of her sloppy slurping and nasty retching sounds as she forced him deep down her throat as rapidly as she could.
Her eyes began to water, and her already flushed face, turning a deeper crimson as at this point she took it beyond a blow job and into throat fucking territory. Alex's hand remained on her head but wasn't pushing because she was doing what she knew he wanted.
Choking herself on her son's cock.
She yelped in surprise when he pulled her hair, removing his cock from her mouth amidst a spray of sticky fluid that splattered all over his thighs and her chest. He shoved her back onto the table.
Joanne winced as her elbows hit the table, but her brief grunt of pain was replaced by a loud squeal when her son dropped to his knees, shoved her legs open and buried his face between her thighs.
Her squeal was followed by another when he plunged his tongue inside her. He moved it side to side, and sucked hard, making a loud slurping sound as her cunt gushed into his mouth.
She lifted her legs, placing her feet on his shoulders as he placed his hands on her thighs, slipping his fingers between her lips he spread her wide, and pushed his tongue deeper.
He pressed his face to her sticky pink slit and she both felt and heard him inhale deeply, as he continued to lap up her juices from her cunt which was flowing in a way she'd never experienced.
Alex eased his tongue from insider her and when it flicked over her clit, her hips jerked as an electric jolt of pleasure shot through her. He traced a fast circle around her protruding clit, then sucked it hard.
Joanne moaned and let herself fall back on the table, her hands going to her breasts. She lay back, moaning and squirming, her fingers rolling her nipples. She closed her eyes envisioning the position she was in.
Still dressed, her blouse open and bra beneath her tits, skirt up to her hips while her son knelt on the kitchen floor, his tongue busy on his mother's pulsing clit, her sopping slit pressed to his face.
"Lick it," she whispered, her hips rocking into his flickering tongue. "Eat that red haired cunt," she added in reference to the patch of deep auburn hair over her slit. "Make mama come!"
Alex was already close to doing just that. Joanne had been wet within minutes of being in his presence and gushing and squirming on the table long before he'd kissed her.
She couldn't recall her clit ever being so sensitive, each soft lick of his tongue or brush of his lips making her whimper and her hips twitch. Her thighs tightened and trembled beneath his hands and her feet pressed harder into his shoulders as her back arched.
Her ass rose a few inches off the table, pushing her cunt harder into his face. Like everything else they'd done, Alex wasn't lingering or playing around. His tongue blurred rapidly over her, working in every direction while mixing in several hard slurps.
A long low whimper escaped her as her toes curled into his shoulders and she lifted her hips, her entire body tensing and awaiting its much needed release. A release that came when Alex plunged two fingers deep inside her.
Joanne, tugged hard on her nipples at the same time he roughly introduced a third finger, stretching her cunt open and sending her over the edge. She yelped and moaned, her hips bucking as her cunt clenched around his fingers.
Alex kept sucking her clit she moved her legs, drumming her feet on his shoulders as she threw her head back and howled from the force of the orgasm crashing through her.
She wasn't sure she'd ever come this fast, and knew she'd never come this hard. She thrashed on the table, screaming in pleasure the way porn stars faked it, but every bit of it was real.
Joanne's cunt tightened, then released, and she felt a warm gush of sticky juices flow into his face as he kept her coming with his lips, tongue and fingers. Her body jerked several more times as if someone were hitting her with a cattle prod, then went limp, her legs falling from his shoulders and her arms dropping to her sides.
Alex shot to his feet, and grabbing her ankles held her legs wide and plunged into her still twitching cunt.
"Fuck!" Joanne cried out as his thick cock plowed into her, stretching her open so quickly it hurt.
Alex reared back his hips, and she yelped repeatedly as he went to town, tearing into her with the same frenzied energy he'd displayed while going down on her. Joanne's arms went out to her sides, gripped the edge of the now rocking kitchen table as her son plundered her recently neglected cunt with his battering ram of a cock.


But she was so wet, the discomfort quickly turned to pleasure as her cunt adjusted to him, her hot flesh clutching to his hard shaft. Alex shifted her feet to his chest, and leaned forward, bending her knees back and lifting her ass so he was penetrating even deeper.
Joanne's eyes took it all in. Her stocking feet on his chest. His chest red, glistening with sweat, his muscles bulging from effort. His eyes were wild and his lips parted from the heavy breathing his effort of seemingly try to drive his cock through her caused.
She had never been fucked this hard or by someone this strong, and she wondered what would give out first, her cunt or the rocking table.
Her breasts bounced wildly, and shoving his hands between her legs he grabbed them, squeezing and leaning some of his weight on her while he continued his assault. Joanne grabbed his forearms, her nails digging into him and leaving small red crescents in his flesh.
He didn't feel it or didn't care as his relentless thrusts plundered her helpless twat. Helpless, but now fully appreciating the way he was completely stuffing her sopping slit. She could feel her flooding around him, her thighs as well as his wet and sticky from the mess.
She pushed herself up on her elbows and admired his glistening snake of a cock entering her in ever harder and faster thrusts. God he was hard, and strong and so...young and eager.
He was giving it to her in a way even the young bartender hadn't, and she was now caught up and loving every minute of it.
"Look at you fucking mommy! Giving that cock teasing slut what she's been begging for!"
"What you wanted the night you showed me your tits," he moaned between his heavy breathing. "You played embarrassed, but you wanted to rip that towel off and drag you into your room and fuck you!"
"Like you're fucking me now!" she hissed, and balancing herself on her left elbow, slipped her right hand between her legs, her fingers rubbing her once again aching clit inches from his plunging cock. "I want to come on my boy's cock!"
He made her yelp when he slapped her hand away, then made her moan when replaced it with his left hand, pressing two fingers to her clit and working it side to side. His right hand gripped her ankle, moving her left leg out to open them while leaving her other foot on his chest.
Joanne pushed herself further forward so her ass was barely on the table, and leaning forward, grabbed his shoulders to hold herself up. Alex shocked, and thrilled, her by switching from rubbing to peppering her clit with sharp taps of his fingers, spanking it.
Each time she yelped in pleasure even as she wondered where he'd picked up that trick. When he resumed rubbing it was now harder than before, roughly working his hand side to side.
Her flesh made wet slapping sounds and with no warning, a second orgasm caught her by surprise. Her head went back as she howled at the ceiling, her cunt convulsing around his still thrusting cock.
Alex lowered his head, sucking on her neck as she came on his incredible cock. She went into a series of high pitched yips as she bucked her hips as much as she could in her awkward position was waves of intense pleasure had their way with her.
Alex was breathing heavy into her neck, and his thrusts were becoming shorter and less smooth as he grew close to his own climax. Joanne, the last of her orgasm flowing through her, grabbed his hair and lifted his head from her neck.
She leaned her forehead into his as they hunched together, her right leg now straight in the air between them as he held her other to his hip. The two of them, their eyes an inch apart, grunted and gasped, sounding like animals as he fucked her still quivering cunt.
"Give it to me," she hissed. "Come for me. Come for mama, show her the big hot load you been saving for her."
Alex's grunts turned into a long low, and absolutely adorable whimper, and she could feel his cock twitching inside her.
"That's it, baby, let it go, let me have it."
Alex pulled back, reaching for his bobbing cock, but Joanne's hand got there first. She gripped him hard and leaned back, angling his cock over her still gaping cunt. She felt him throbbing in her hand and he whimpered again as she squeezed him hard enough to hold him back a few seconds.
"P...please mom," he moaned, giving her exactly what she wanted to hear.
She released his cock and her head jerked back when the first tremendous spurt splashed directly onto her face, splattering across her right cheek and chin, some of it getting between her lips and into her mouth.
The second long thick spurt struck her between her breasts, and she angled his cock so the next one was a direct hit on her right breast. She got the left with the next one and kept pumping.
And her son kept coming. As her orgasm has been the most powerful she could remember, he was coming like a horse, long thick white strips of cum across her breasts and all over her stomach.
Even his last dribble made a sizable puddle and a sticky mess in her now damp patch of pubic hair.
"Okay," Alex grabbed her wrist to stop her from moving.
She released him and as he turned the kitchen chair and fell into it, Joanne likewise, flopped back onto the table, her red, sweaty and now cum splashed tits heaving.
"Oh my god," Alex groaned, staring at her, his eyes still wide, but no longer as bright. "That....what was that?"
Joanne didn't answer right away, instead she stared at him where he sat with his jeans still on, just shoved down to his knees. His cock was still completely hard and as she watched, a long pearly white drop oozed from his tip and slid down his shaft to his balls.
"I...we..." What had just happened?
She'd fucked her son is what happened.
Joanne remained in stunned silence as she lay there legs splayed and dangling off the table, her sons cum warm and sticky from her cunt to where some of it was sliding down her cheek and onto the table.
There was some on her tongue and she sucked it off, swallowing it. The taste of it sent a shiver through her, and her eyes once more settled between his legs. He was still fucking hard, his cock twitching.
He was also staring at it, as if he couldn't believe it either. It was as hard as it was when he was fucking her. She knew youth had its perks, but it was if he were the one who'd been dosed with Viagra.
"Mom?" he looked at her. "I..." he looked confused for a moment.
"You what, baby?" she asked, her nipples once again stiffening as she couldn't stop looking at his sloppy wet cock, which featured several red smears of his mother's lipstick.
"I..." he blinked, then smiled. "I want more."
He rose to his feet and she yipped when he grabbed her ankles and hauled her off the table. The second her feet hit the floor she staggered towards him, her weak knees giving way.
Alex's hands grabbed her shoulders, and she cried out when he easily spun her around until her back was to him. He reached around, grabbing the sides of her shirt and yanked it down her arms so hard she heard it rip.
He pulled it away from her, and bracing his hand in the middle of her back shoved her forward, bending her over the table. Grabbing her hips, he pushed his foot against hers, forcing her legs open and plowed into her now sloppy cunt with one long smooth thrust.
"Oh my god!" she called out as he hammered into her, fucking her as hard as he had the first time.
"You're right, I've been waiting for this, and so have you." He dealt the left side of her ass a slap that was so hard she squealed and could immediately feel the heat in her cheek.
"Role reversal!" he laughed, then slapped the other side of her ass even harder. "You like that, mom? You like being punished for being a bad girl? A bad mom who fucks her son?"
"Yes!" she yelled when he gave her two rapid fire slaps. "Make me pay for teasing you! For making you wait all this time to get those tits I showed you!"
"I saw more than that!" he hissed and she squealed as his hands went wild, striking both sides of her ass, sometimes both at the same time.
The stinging and burning made her squirm and each time he hit one side of her ass she'd lift her foot as if she were trying to get away. But each stinging slap was accompanied by a surge of joy and her cunt clutching his plunging cock.
"That towel fell to the side too! You were so worried about your tits you didn't know I saw that red headed bush and that pink cunt. You showed all of it to me!" he stopped spanking her but now gripped her red and swollen ass hard enough to make her whimper.
"Didn't yank it up right away either," his voice was a low growl, and she heard frustration in it as well as lust. "No, you gave me a few seconds to really get a look."
"And you looked!" she turned her head to peer over her shoulder as she rested on her elbows. "You liked what you saw, you wanted what you saw!"
"Then why didn't you give it to me?" he demanded and releasing her ass, caught her by surprised when he grabbed the backs of her arms and pulled them out from under her.
Joanne's breasts cushioned the short drop to the table and she groaned, her pussy gushing around his cock when he pinned her arms behind her back, gripping her wrists in one of his large hands.
"Maybe I wanted you to take me!" she hissed, her hot sticky cheek pressed to the cool surface of the table. "Show me what mothers who cock tease their son's get!"
"They get this!" Alex's other hand went to the back of her head, holding it down. "Get bent over, face down and ass up and while their son fucks them senseless."
His hand shifted and she groaned when he grabbed her hair and yanked her head up. He pulled harder, forcing her upper body to rise from the table and she felt cum peel from her body to stick to the table.
Alex's words became reality when he proceeded to fuck her so hard her eyes rolled like a slot machine and all that came out of her now wide open mouth a was a series of yips, gasps and weak attempts to form words.
The table rocked once more as he hammered into her, his balls slapping hard against her aching clit. Joanne's eyes went wider when she felt the stirrings of another orgasm deep within her.
She had never cum just from penetration, but the feeling was growing stronger, and her thighs and knees trembled to the point if she weren't over the table she wouldn't be able to stand.
Alex let her hair go and leaned over, gripped her left leg behind her knee and lifted her leg, placing her knee on the table. She moaned when the change in angle had him pounding her prone pussy even deeper and more forcefully.
"Y...I...Ke...Oh...." she stammered while pushing back and grinding her hips into his thrusts. "Plea...please..."
Alex unceremoniously plunged a finger hard into her ass and Joanne exploded. She came like an animal, head raised, mouth wide and howling like a she-wolf as her holes convulsed around his finger and cock and her body thrashed beneath him as he still had her arms pinned with the strength of just one of his hands.
Her eyes rolled back and her cunt contracted tight enough to make him gasp. She cried out when her body released and something warm and sticky flowed down her right thigh.
Alex released her arms and bracing both hands in the middle of her back, forcing her down to the table, fucked her with a power that bordered on brutal. Her arms remained by her sides and she was barely moaning despite the savage fucking she was enduring.
She lay on the table like rag doll, exhausted and spent from three orgasms. Just there, letting her son have his way with her for the second time with barely a minute in between.
Her cunt ached from the beating his cock was giving it, and his finger was still in her tight ass which hadn't seen any action since one drunken night in college when she let her boyfriend at the time take her through the back door.
Joanne's legs felt like rubber, she was hot and the last orgasm had left her lightheaded and dizzy.at this point the room seemed to be slowly spinning in front of her. Behind her, Alex groaned and removed both his finger and his cock from inside her.
She released a soft sigh as she felt his hot come pray across her back. Like the first load, she felt the initial spurt between her shoulder blades, a good distance for a second load and could feel it getting into her hair where it lay across one side of her back.
The next spurts left a trail down the middle of her back down to where he had her skirt shoved over her hips. When she no longer felt anything warm and wet hitting covering her, she heard him groan and once again, he staggered into the chair.
With him not behind her, Joanne tried to stand and ended up sinking to her knees, her legs too weak to hold her up. She knelt on the floor, her hands on her knees and skirt still around her waist, and her bra under her tits.
Both her front and back wore his cum and her entire body ached as if she'd just finished a good hard work out. Well, she had gotten something hard and damned good as well.
This time Alex's cock was mercifully deflating because there was no way she could take anymore.
"You good, baby?" she asked him. "I can always suck you off if you need more."
"Huh?" he blinked and she did too. How the hell could she still be thinking about his cock when she was this worn out?
Sex drunk. A term she'd heard Claire and Amanda use. Needing more of the snake that bit you, even though you'd had plenty. Sadly nothing Joanne had ever experienced, until now.
Because just now had by far been the best sex of her life in every way.
"He looks tried," she breathed, but sucked on her lower lip. "But I bet mommy could wake him up if you let me try."
"Mom."
The way he said that one word got her attention away from his still dripping semi hard cock, and to his face. He had his head in his hands rubbing his temples as if he had a headache.
"What is it, baby? You want some water?" She wasn't sure she could get up yet, but she'd try.
"No, I want," his head jerked and when he looked at her his eyes were wide and there was a stunned look on his face. "I...I just fucked you."
"Twice," she smiled, but it faded when he shook his head rapidly, his expression turning to one of alarm.
"My god! I...we had sex! I just had sex with my mother!"
"I know, and it was..."
"You wanted it!" he pointed to her and his finger was shaking. "You were begging me to...to treat you bad."
"Bad felt good," she assured him. "Its okay, honey, we..."
"Not okay! I don't even know how it happened!" He looked down at his cock and jumping to his feet pulled his jeans and boxers back over it.
"You don't know?" His words finally cut through her lust induced fog.
"I asked what happened with the girls and then," he trailed off.
"Then?" She prodded him because she her own lust had faded, but rather than his state of apparent confusion, she could remember every detail of what they did.
What she'd done was have sex with him. Not just sex, but nasty rough sex and...twice.
"I just.... wanted you. All I could think of was how good you looked and smelled. I wanted to fuck you like you weren't my mother, but some girl I met at a party." He swallowed hard. "No, I wanted to fuck you because you were my mother. I...I kept thinking it's what you wanted, and I needed to make you happy."
"You did, three times," she smiled through her sticky lips.
"What...what's wrong with you? With us?" He looked around and spotting his shirt, picked it up and slipped it on. "How the hell did this happen?"
Joanne frowned when it dawned on her what had happened. She had, the injection not only worked but worked too well. The exact thing the others had warned her about.
"Okay," she grimaced as her awakening to reality seemed to cause the same headache he seemed to be dealing with. "Let's uh," Let's what?
She lowered her gaze and when she saw her bare breasts, some of her son's drying cum still plastered to them, she yanked her bra up over them. Grabbing the table, she hauled herself to her feet and shoved her skirt down.
"I...I feel hung over," he looked around the room. "Like maybe someone slipped me something, but it would have to be you too. Oh my god!" he pointed to the water bottle he'd dropped after she handed it to him. "I had water too! Maybe someone....no. What the hell could anyone give you to make you want your mother, that's impossible."
"Alex, calm down." She eased herself into a chair and pointed to the one he'd risen from. "Sit and let's talk."
"I can't!" he yelled, his face distraught. "I can't talk to you! I can't even look at you!"
"Honey, please, we can work this out. You just have to listen to me."
"Work it out? Like we can just forget this?" He wagged a shaking finger at her. "I don't know what happened, but..." his eyes narrowed. "You don't seem to be that upset."
"I am," but she had a feeling nowhere near as much as she would be when the shot fully wore off. "But one of us needs to be rational and..."
"Rational? Jesus Christ, Mom we had fucking sex! I ate you out on the damn kitchen table! There's nothing rational about that!"
"Alex!" she rose from the chair and approached him, her arms out. "Come here, give me a hug. We're okay, we really are. This wasn't your fault."
"Yeah, it was," his shoulders slumped and his voice lowered. "It's all my fault."
"Why would you say that?" she beckoned to him, but he backed away from her.
"Because I...." he looked away from her, his throat working and she saw a single tear flow from his eye. "I wanted you."
"No, you didn't." She told him.
"I told you how I felt! I wanted you! All I could think of was you and that damned towel and I...I decided I was tired of thinking about it and wanted it to happen."
"But..."
"I kissed you first!" he shouted. "I ripped your damn blouse open!" He released a choked sob. "Oh my god, mom, I'm so sorry!"
"I let you!" Her voice rose with his, her own emotions now getting the better of her. "Don't you see that? I let it happen! That means its..."
"You let me because you were afraid of me! I was rough with you, and I was nasty and calling you names!"
"Honey, I know you'd never hurt me. Believe me, this is my fault."
"No, you're trying to take the blame because you're my mother." He stopped his breathing coming in rapid gasps. "This was me. Me and my sick thoughts and...."
He turned away and stalked out of the kitchen.
"Where are you going?" Joanne demanded, following him through the dining room.
"To work. I need to get out of here, think about this!"
"Its only two!"
"They start at noon, they won't care I'm early."
"Alex, please don't go."
"I have to, mom. I can't do this right now because I can't even believe what this is and how the hell you think it will be okay."
"Because I know why it happened!"
"Your son being a sick freak." He told her. "I don't know how you can look at me."
Joanne began to protest, then caught herself. She'd only given herself the injection two hours ago. What if its effect ebbed and flowed, and it came back? Maybe the best thing was for him to get away from her for a few hours. By the time he got home, it would be ten hours, and if she felt anything she'd go right into the bedroom and deal with him tomorrow.
"Promise me you're going to work and that you'll come home," she put her hand up. "Right home, you're upset and I'll be worried about you."
"I promise," he told her.
"Okay, then go ahead, but please Alex, come home to me."
"I will," he gave her a sad smile as he plucked his fed ex shirt from the hook by the door. "You really know how to make me feel bad; you know that?"
He didn't know the half of how she'd just made him feel, but aloud she asked.
"What do you mean?"
"I pull that sick stunt on you, and you're worried about me. You really are a better mom than I deserve."


"Don't talk like that," she went up to him and this time he didn't move and let her put her arms around him. "I love you, Alex, and I know you love me, and there's nothing the two of us can't get through, got it?"
"Got it and love you too." he relaxed into her and she felt her eyes well up in relief. It was going to be rough explaining this was her fault, and moving on from what happened, but her son still loved her and that's what mattered.
"Hey, Mom?"
"What is it, Alex." He eased back and smiled at her. "You smell really good, you know that?"
"Thank you,"
"Yeah," his eyes met hers and she saw them glossing over again. "But you tasted even sweeter." He laughed as she held back a sob of frustration. "Strawberries and cream, right?"
"Alex," she pushed herself back from him as casually as she could without showing how upset she was.
"Mom?" he displayed the same sly flirty smile as he had earlier.
"Go to work. You can smell me when I get home, promise."
"Wow, tough crowd," he laughed. "But hey, guess I'll be giving a new meaning to hard at work."
Before she could react, he kissed her on the mouth, but mercifully made it a quick one. The kind you gave to a familiar lover when you left or came home.
"Better wait up for me," he told her and gave her breast a playful squeeze through the bra. "Or maybe it will be more fun to wake you up."
He eyed her longingly as her heart pounded, but he spun on her heel, grabbed his hat from the table next to her purse and left the house. As soon as the door was closed, Joanne sank to her knees, put her head in her hands and burst into tears.
Chapter Five
Joanne opened her eyes, staring at the pattern the flickering candles made on tiled ceiling above her. Her head remaining on the small pillow she used to prop her head up on the edge of the tub, she slipped her arm from the warm water and rubbed it on the towel on the floor to dry it before fumbling for her phone.
She held it up to see it was after seven thirty. She'd slept for hours, which would explain the extreme drowsiness she still felt, a common side effect of when she took too long of a nap.
Or maybe a side effect of the shot because there was no way she should have been able to sleep at all after what happened with Alex. Then again, she hadn't had three orgasms in a half hour before either.
Or fucked that hard, or sucked a cock that big that easily, or come just from being fucked. That was because she'd never been fucked by her son before. Her nipples stiffened beneath the water.
"Stop it!" she snapped out loud.
She was disturbed by how hard it was to turn her mind from that train of thought. There were no positives about what just happened, just the disastrous possibly life changing event it had led to. Sliding her finger across her phone she found her recorder app and thumbed it.
"Close to eight hours after injection still experiencing lustful thoughts about what happened, and my body continues to react to them." She lowered the phone, but kept it in her hand, resting her arm along the edge of the tub.
Continued as in she drew herself a bath because she felt it might relax her and clear her head because in the hour and a half after Alex had left, she kept thinking about what they'd done.
Each time started off with her properly upset, then went into sex crazed thoughts of not only how good it was, but how bad she wanted more of him. One of the times she'd grown so horny she'd entered her bedroom, removed her vibe from the draw and lay back on the bed, hiking her skirt up while imagining her son doing it and spreading her legs.
She'd stopped herself just before she placed the humming toy to her clit and broke it when she threw it across the room. Joanne had figured a soak would help but almost got out when she settled into the warm soapy water in the candle lit bathroom and her clit began throbbing as she imagined Alex by the side of the tub.
Washing her back, easing her down, then soaping up her breasts, his hand vanishing under the water, seeking her warm pink cleft, his fingers delving deep inside it while his thumb....
"Oh, fuck me," she whispered. Awake five minutes and already going full taboo. No, full taboo was the actual acts she'd committed, not entertaining the thought of more of them.
The only time her head had been completely clear was when Alex had snapped out of it and been upset. That had gotten her out of Mommy porn mode and into actual mother mode.
Fortunately, that lasted even when he fell under the spell of her obviously hyperactive and powerful pheromones. The ones that smelled like strawberries. At least to him, as she smelled nothing, which made sense.
She thumbed the recorder again.
"Would every subject smell strawberry, or did Alex smell it because it's his favorite scent? Possibility it will smell different to each person affected." She lowered the phone once more.
Subject. The subject was her damn son. But she still needed to document everything because right now it was her and her son who she needed to figure this out for. Back to the phone...
"Viagra lasts eight hours for most people. I'm just past it, yet thoughts still as sexual. Cialis must still be in effect," she frowned and added. Cialis which can last up to thirty six hours."
God that would be until Sunday. But the pheromone boost had to let up by then, right? With a sigh, she lay there trying to remain relaxed, taking deep breaths to inhale the calming scent of the lavender candles and what remained of the same scented bath salts.
When she'd removed the bath salts from the sampler Claire had gotten her as a stocking stuffer, she'd seen strawberry and promptly threw them in the trash. God, she never wanted to smell them again.
But smell like them, maybe, but only because her boy liked....
"Clean thoughts only." She whispered. "Everything else must go. Think about something else.
Like how her entire body ached from hard use. Her cunt still felt the effects of two brutal fuckings and even her throat was sore from stuffing his huge cock repeatedly down it
But like the good work out she compared it to, it was a good pain. A satisfying pain a pain she endured to please her son, and good mothers always...
"Please stop," she moaned, but even in her frustration went back to recording. "Not just sexual thoughts, but taboo, words I'd never use. For that matter I said things I'd have never said during the encounter."
Encounter, you mean when you fucked your son? Which time you fucked him?
"Possibly this is from the mother son porn I watched that was on the computers of my patients. Or this could also be the injection fueling the language as Alex kept saying mom this mom that as well and he doesn't watch that."
Or did he? She assumed no, but now when she got her ass out of the tub she'd check Course just because it wasn't there didn't mean he didn't watch, just deleted it.
There were other observations she needed to make, but her mind was still groggy. It was always best to get fresh results, but she also was afraid too much detail would trigger the other thoughts.
Sleep on it, hit it hard in the morning. Hard like my boy's cock, hard like how he fucked me.
Joanne eyed the medicine cabinet where she had a prescription for a low dose of Lorazepam, for when she suffered the occasional bout of insomnia. She wasn't one to medicate unless necessary, but she needed to sleep this off and it needed to be a dreamless one, not full of replays of today or any fantasies it inspired in her still influenced mind.
She looked at her phone, sliding to the main screen and saw a text from Alex.
"Hey, Mom, its seven and I'm on break. Wanted to tell you again how sorry I am, and I promise it will never happen again. I love you!"
She immediately went back to the recorder.
"Several hours out of my presence and fully regretting what happened. Need to see him when he gets home to see if it's worn off completely, or close proximity triggers him again."
Ride the tiger again? She had to, and seeing she resisted when he was about to leave she could do it again. Maybe its effect was initially as powerful in her, but now gone, and it was her affecting him, which is how it should have been from the start.
Why had it ignited the thought and lust in her? One's own pheromones shouldn't affect them. Or could they? That would validate her theory the mothers were spurring this on. But they hadn't lusted for their sons.
Were they all lying? No, not that many would be.
Loop, she was in an endless loop.
"Love you too, and we'll talk when you come home. Everything will be fine."
She sent the reply to Alex then saw a text from Robin sent at five.
The girls. They shared everything no matter how personal or even embarrassing, but no way could she ever talk about this, even to them, she closed her eyes, playing the conversation in her mind.
"Hey, Joanne, dosed yourself didn't you?"
"Why, yes I did!"
"Nothing burger, huh?"
"Nope, I was right all along!"
"Seriously? Alex acted different around you?"
"I'll say! He ate me out on the kitchen table after I went Linda Lovelace on his cock, and he fucked me twice!"
"Oh, well, we told you this could happen! See what you did? Now what's going to happen?"
Joanne opened her eyes, tuning out imaginary Robin's lecturing, and opened the text, her eyes widening at the first sentence.
"Hey, Jo, we went back to the office after lunch and looks like you used yourself as test subject #1. I'd expect no less! LOL"
Joanne continued to read and felt a sinking feeling in her stomach.
"Reason we came back is we felt awful about the way we acted. You're right that we should support you. We broke the rules and talked shop at lunch, and we decided that even if this works, what's the worst it could do? Get a couple of odd looks from our kids?
"Suppose we're thinking like you, we're professionals who can handle our own kids if they have some confused thoughts. So, on that note, seeing you had four doses, your three friends and sisters took the others and we'll let you know if anything of interest occurs.
"Oh, and Amanda can let you know if it has any effect on her daughter. Hey, just think if this concoction works, we might have some interesting stories on Monday! Love you my friend!"
"Oh my god," Joanne let the phone fall from her fingers. "What the hell did I do?"
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Chapter 1
Robin Winters sat on the edge of her bed staring at the text from Tom and wondering why she let it upset her. He wasn't coming home tonight because he had to wait for test results on an ICU patient and by the time he received them it would be too late to make the two hour drive home.
On the surface it was plausible, and it was something they knew would happen when Tom accepted a job with Lifespan five years ago which would require him to be at Mass General in Boston every other week.
Tom's normal shifts were ten hours, but when you worked as the head of a trauma unit, you couldn't leave when a patient was brought in. She recalled her own days as the resident psychiatric consultant at Kent when she first graduated and there were many nights it was easier to crash in an empty room than to go home.
But when you discover your husband having an affair with a nurse three years ago, any night spent away from home gives her reason to be suspicious. It was a sad fact that it happened in the medical field all the time.
TV shows based on hospitals weren't exaggerated in their portrayals of the spicy things that happened between staff. It was a perfect storm of people who worked long hours away from their families in a high stress environment.
The job made it easy. The endless shifts and being on call were the excuse to not be home when you were supposed to be because there was no 'supposed to be' when emergencies occurred.
Always empty rooms to slip into and do more than sleep, and often times it was a case of an older established doctor sleeping with younger nurses, interns, even new doctors who were enamored not just with looks, but their position and prestige in the field.
Robin knew all this firsthand, having herself fallen into this behavior, having a purely sexual relationship with a fellow intern during her residency, as well as a male nurse she dated out of work, but had more than a few hot encounters while on break during the night shift.
But she, and they, were young, single and not hurting anyone. The third time she became involved with someone at work was when she caught the eye of a trauma center surgeon who was twelve years older than her.
That surgeon was Tom Winters
Robin was working as a grief counsellor at night, speaking to and trying to help people whose loved ones had been rushed in due to some type of life threatening accident or situation to cope with what was going on.
It wasn't an easy gig as many patients died on the table or in ICU and she was constantly dealing with people in shock or hysterical from sudden loss. Elderly people who had just lost a 50 year life partner. People losing parents, siblings, even children.
Robin was there to help, but it was an emotionally draining and mostly thankless job she often performed on little to no sleep and at times had to go from one person to another, trying to shake off the previous person's despair and get ready for another round.
Tom was already a great surgeon whose star was on the rise and many, Robin included, saw him as a hero. Someone who saved people's lives, a person who held the power of life and death in his skilled hands and brilliant mind.
He was also single, and very attractive, which made his being single seem strange. Great money, career, looks, but unlike many doctors not arrogant. He had a warm smile, and where many surgeons lacked bedside manner, he was compassionate with a good sense of humor.
He claimed he was married to the job, and most women didn't understand the level of commitment needed. Robin, however, did, and their playful flirting led to coffee, then dinner, then her being dessert at his condo ten minutes from the hospital.
In the beginning Robin had seen it as a fling, especially when they shared some smoking hot moments in the hospital, sometimes sex in a hospital bed, or the lounge with the door locked, other times her pulling him into a room, dropping to her knees and blowing him to relieve his stress.
But the dates also continued and she found herself falling for him. She moved in with him after six months and they were married the following year. Zack was born two years later, and after taking a year off to be a stay at home mom, Robin returned to work, but at another hospital that had offered more money and room for growth than where Tom worked.
They had the fairy tale life. Both attractive, professional, great income, and a beautiful home in an affluent neighborhood. Robin's Lexus 500 LS Sport and Tom's Mercedes convertible in the driveway.
A son who was as beautiful as they were and in his second year at PC where he was studying criminal psychology and talking going into law. They had it all, right down to the vacation home in Miami.
Their marriage was solid, their sex life great the first few years, but slowing down in more recent years. Robin accepted it as the twelve years between them showed more at 52 to her forty than it did when he was in his thirties and her early twenties.
Turned out it was due to his age, as in a midlife crisis. A mutual friend who had recently transferred to Mass General as an internist overheard a nurse talking about how she was screwing a top surgeon and laughing about how she was going to steal him from his 'old lady wife" and sink her teeth, and cunt, into his money.
Some checking around and asking the gossip obsessed staff, their friend discovered it was Tom and after calling him out as being a cheating piece of work came to Robin. She confronted Tom who admitted it easier than she would have imagined.
He gave her all the typical excuses, she was all about her career and Zack, and he was a distant third. As well as she did, Tom made much more and claimed he had to take the higher stress job and commute to give her the life she 'needed' and take care of Zack.
It was all bullshit, yes she worked long hours, but so did he, and she wasn't the one who had turned cold in bed. He refused to go to counseling with her but told her it wouldn't happen again.
For a few months he was more attentive, offered to take time off so they could visit her grandparents and other relatives in El Salvador, and tried to get intimate with her. But Robin was still heartbroken and betrayed and refused his advances, and the trip, saying at the time they were roommates and that would last until she felt she could trust him again.
The last two years roommates were pretty much what they were and as more time went on and he stopped trying in both life and bed, Robin became increasingly convinced he was fooling around on her again.
Yet she stayed in what was now a shell of a marriage. She knew she could move on. She didn't need his money; all she would ask for is for him to cover the bulk of Zack's remaining school and she would support her and her son with what she made which was more than enough.
Robin was an attractive woman who had a lot to offer. She could find someone else if she wanted. Or she could easily be Claire and just play whenever she wanted to. But she couldn't pull the trigger and deep down she knew why.
Shallow ego.
To divorce would be the end of the fairy tale. The perfect marriage and family now split apart like so many others. The world knowing Robin Winters, formerly Robin Dominguez, the daughter of a poor immigrant who married an American man who came from nothing and still had most of it but loved his wife and daughter and did everything he could to support them.
Her mom was the only person in her family to get to America and Robin was the American dream to them. Excelling at school, earning a degree, making good money while helping people, married to a surgeon and mother to an amazing son.
Robin was the family hero; the example given to the young, that they too could come to America and succeed. A divorce in the old school traditional family values of her people was seen as a disgrace, a failure of her as a woman.
It was outdated 1950's bullshit and she knew it. But they were all so proud of her, and she never wanted them not to be, especially her mother who lived in a nice condo a half hour away that she and Tom paid for.
Maybe when her mother passed she would leave. But her mother was only sixty four and blessed with good health. Then there was Zack who had no idea anything was amiss. The benefit to Tom's schedule being long and inconsistent was they weren't together a lot in front of their son.
When they were, they were cordial, joked and Tom would kiss her hello and goodbye, and she let him. They attended charity dinners together and Tom's hospital functions, and when any of the girls came over and Tom was around, he acted like nothing was amiss, laughing and joking with them and putting his arm around her with an affection that no longer existed.
All the things Jo, Amanda and Claire had gone through they'd all shared with the others, and Robin generally did, but she never spoke of her marital woes. Claire and Jo were divorced and both over infidelity and would understand what she was going through and be there for her as she had for them.
But they wouldn't understand how she let this go on for so long and in the end, it came back to Robin's pride and not wanting to admit her husband had found something in other women that he felt she couldn't give him.
No, that was low self-esteem talking, Robin had plenty to give, especially in bed. She was a former model for fuck's sake and even at her current age could rock it in front of a camera as well as ever.
This cheating shit was the ego of a top surgeon catching up to him. That god complex so many of them had that they were better than everyone else and could do whatever, and in his case whoever, he wanted.
His ego led him to do this to her and hers had her accepting it as if the fact no one knew it was happening made it as if it weren't. In the meantime, she smiled like nothing was wrong and went about her life.
Like the good little girl her family thought she should be in this situation.
Because of her lack of will power to move on, but stubborn adherence to never sink to his level, Robin would honor her marriage even if it was only in name and wouldn't step out and get her own fun on the side.
At this point she doubted Tom would care; he was disturbingly content to live this way. But why not? The pretty wife he could show off when needed, and getting the girls on the side, having his cake and eating theirs too. While her dessert consisted of masturbation and fantasies of what it would be like once again being with a man who desired her.
"What else is new?" she finally replied, then dropped the phone on the edge of the bed next to her.
The phone vibrated signaling he'd replied, but she didn't bother looking. Robin took a breath then wiped at her face and frowned at the sweat visible on the edge of her hand.
Robin slipped off the low heeled comfortable sandals she'd changed into when she and the girls went out to lunch and rising from the bed, walked over to her dresser to check her face in the mirror
She was flushed and a line of perspiration visible along her hairline. There was a light sheen on it on her cheeks as well. At any other time she would have worried she was experiencing her first hot flash, but in this instance the cause was clear.
Her feeling as if she were overheating was a direct side effect of Joanne's 'baby boy bait' as Amanda had laughingly called it while giving her the injection. Had Robin not known what it contained she'd have been concerned, but flushing and sweating were common side effects of Viagra. The fact Joanne had stacked it with Cialis further enhanced the effect.
Add the three caramel apple martinis she'd had over a two hour lunch with the girls and no wonder she was running hot. But then again, she was hot, a hot mom hopped up on pheromones and ED treatments who was going to have to spend the night fending off the lusty advances of her son.
"Oh, Jo," Robin sighed, using today's drama and her 'research project' for the evening to take her attention away from her shitty marriage.
Now it wasn't just 'Oh, Jo', but the rest of them at this point. Despite getting angry at her before she left, Robin felt awful about having to shoot down one her best friends and fellow founding partner of their practice.
Jo's absence at lunch made it impossible not to talk about what happened and by the time coffee and dessert were served they'd made the decision to do what they, and Jo had always done since college, and that was to have their sister's back.
It was still a difficult decision, mostly based on the slim possibility the 'T-Virus" as Claire called it as a play on the Resident Evil video game except in this case T was for taboo, had some type of significant effect.
Eventually they came to agreement that it was a low probability and even if it did 'work' the worst that could happen is they might get some weird looks from their sons, or maybe there would be some passing thought their kids would have but never confess too.
They'd brush it off as a messed up moment and move on. Robin's ending argument to use themselves as guinea pigs was regardless of the effect the injection had, it would be on their sons, or daughter in Amanda's case.
It wouldn't affect them and they would be on the watch for any strange behavior and make sure to deflect it, and if any of their kids came out and confessed they'd had an odd thought or feeling, they'd simply downplay it that it was just a passing thought or feeling, and things like that happen all the time.
A lie, but better than "Well, you see hon, aunt Jo's trying to get sons horny for their mom's so she can stop other sons from being horny for their arms and we needed some guinea pigs, you understand, right?"
No one was surprised when they arrived back at the center to discover one of the vials missing and a used syringe in Jo's trash basket. All of them would have done the same thing if it were them, and they all knew it.
Taking the shot was the type of reckless crazy many in the medical field had indulged in to prove their research, and in the grand scheme of things, Jo's formula wasn't any type of health risk.
It was the second step that went from precedence and acceptable self-risk to the unethical risk of others. By Jo's theory just their body's reaction to the serum wouldn't be enough for proof of concept.
She felt there would need to be a catalyst needed to trigger a reaction in the subject. Subject, Jesus, this was her son she was going to involve in this, Robin thought with a twinge of the same doubt she'd had when Jo pitched her idea to them earlier.
Zack didn't have classes on Friday and worked as a barista at Starbucks from 8 until four and would be home in a half hour. With no idea how long the effect, if there was any, was going to last, Robin figured she'd have only a couple of hours to put it to the test.
By trying to sexually entice her son.
Chapter Two
Robin remained in front of the mirror wondering what she was supposed to do. Be overly affectionate? Deep throat a banana in front of him like a reject from some frat boy comedy? Maybe model lingerie for him. "Hey honey, how's my ass look in this thong? What about this bra? Mom's got a pretty nice rack, don't you think?"
Those mocking thoughts brought back memories of her college days when her ass and exemplary breasts, coupled with her exotic and flawless features had led to her getting some work as a model, scraping up enough gigs to help cover books and expenses her scholarship didn't.
Robin had landed some work in respectable modeling; sales ads for retail stores where she posed in sundresses and cute shorts and tops. A couple of shoots for stylish business and evening wear.
But the money was in the more risqué work. Lingerie, ranging from baby doll style nighties where she was somewhat covered down to just thongs and panties where she was topless.
Some of the more tasteful shoots she had her back to the camera or was allowed a 'hand bra', but others, her breasts were bare. But those weren't for fashion, they were for the adult industry.
Softcore 'men's magazines' in which she'd start out in something sexy then stripped down to nothing. Her ass and tits were exposed, but they couldn't show between her legs or 'softcore' would be hardcore and not legal in their market.
Damn she was hot, that thought inspired by increased wave of heat flowing through her entire body. She had no doubt the alcohol she'd consumed was enhancing the effects of the shot,
Had she planned on taking it she wouldn't have had anything to drink, but hindsight was 20/20 and it was too late now. She needed to shed some clothing and try to cool down.
Robin reached back and unzipped her gray slacks, which were on the snug side, her untucked black blouse covering the way they hugged her ass at the office. She needed to work them down over her hips and turned the move into a sexy shimmy, working the slacks down while wiggling her hips and rear end.
In her mind she heard a deep booming voice she hadn't thought of in years, Miles Hanlin, a photographer for a studio she'd done work for back when she was twenty.
"There you go, girl, show me the ass every guy wishes was his."
Robin kicked her slacks away, and on a whim, did an impromptu spin, flipping up the back of her blouse to show off her...plain white panties. Granted they were French cut, but still kind of boring, and certainly not the sexy, or even playful, gift a man would expect upon unwrapping her.
Not that it mattered because it had been a long time since Tom had been interested in unwrapping her. Meanwhile Jo, who had no one, wore Victoria Secret under her otherwise unflattering clothing.
Jo frustrated her. Single, gorgeous and with a killer body she never showed off. She should be enjoying being single, meeting guys, having fun, and getting laid. Robin would give anything to be in her place, to be able to get dressed up in hopes of getting dicked down.
Claire too, going out every week and fucking her boy of the week. Not that Robin wanted to be that wild...or did she? It had been so long that if she ever got up the nerve to walk away from her marriage she'd go full blown porn star on as many guys as she could, and with her looks there'd be no shortage of volunteers to give her what she needed.
Even Amanda had her envious. In a great marriage with a good looking husband who was still into her any chance he could be, and as an added bonus, they shared young women from time to time.
Robin thought of the video Amanda had sent her by mistake. She should have shut it off right away, but instead watched a few minutes before forcing herself to click off. Andre fucking the young girl doggy while she went down on 'sweet little Mandy' as they used to refer to her.
Those high pitched squeals going into Amanda's cunt as she gripped the girls hair, holding her face between her thighs. Amanda riding Andre's face while sucking the breasts of the girl as she bounced on that big cock.
Claire was banging boys her son's age, and Amanda making homemade threesome porn and here she was jilling off to the point it barely did anything for her anymore. Goddamn Jo could be doing any or all of it and just stayed home on the weekends hanging around with her son.
Maybe that's why she was obsessed with son's wanting their mothers. Jo was living the exact scenario she'd described in all of her GSA cases involved in her studies. Maybe Jo wanted Alex and was trying to create a mommy love potion.
Alex was a good looking kid and built like an ox. Maybe Jo was already fucking him and all this was to just prove to herself she wasn't sick and other women would do it to. Boring dud Jo spending the weekend sucking her boy's cock, and him fucking her senseless.


An image flashed through her mind of Jo riding Alex. Her eyes wide, mouth open, whipping her head back, that long curly red hair flying back and her tits bouncing until Alex grabbed them, fondling mommy's tits while she bucked wildly on him.
He'd be moaning and whimpering because Jo had been at him all night, fucking him, fluffing him hard again then taking him again and again, draining every....
"What the fuck?" Robin whispered, shaking her head vigorously in a physical act to clear her mind.
Where the hell had that come from? All the creepy mother son talk from earlier would be the answer, but to envision her longtime best friend with a boy Robin saw as her unofficial nephew?
Not just see it, but with a vividness that was uncanny down to seeing the sweat glistening on their bodies. Worse than the vision was her reaction. The heat throughout her body had not only increased but she was especially warm between her thighs.
And it was a wet heat.
"Shake it off," she told herself aloud to give the suggestion more power. "Too much mommy porn talk, three martinis, and injected with a damn sex cocktail." She sighed and added. "And no sex with anything but a toy in over two years."
She nodded at her own diagnosis. Two years of sexual frustration with everything else she'd just named was a perfect storm that could send her mind and body into some type of lust induced haze.
But her best friend banging her son is where her mind had gone?
Robin pushed it from her mind but planned on writing it down later to document it as a side effect of the shot, she'd just leave it at "vivid sexual fantasies" and leave out about who and what.
She unbuttoned her blouse and let it fall open, exposing the white tank top she wore beneath it. The shirt was form fitting and didn't quite make it to her waist, showing off several inches of her stomach which was as flat and tight as it had been in her modeling and pre childbirth days.
Although she'd bounced back quite well naturally, not long after Zack was born Robin had begun hitting the gym and had been going ever since, and these days working out more often and harder than ever.
Because she needed some release, and masturbation was no longer enough to ease her physical frustration let alone the emotional aspects of being trapped in a loveless and empty shell of a marriage.
Robin slipped the blouse off, letting it fall to the floor then pulled her hair from the scrunchie she'd used to pull it into a ponytail. She shook it out, enjoying the way her long raven black hair felt hitting her upper arms and backs of her shoulders.
She eyed her reflection in the mirror, thinking as she often had of late that she had nothing to be ashamed of. Her coffee and cream complexion, a product of her mother's Latino heritage, devoid of wrinkles and lines.
Her piercing green eyes, courtesy of her father who had passed away of a sudden heart attack five years ago, were an unusual feature in combination with her complexion to where many thought she wore contacts.
Robin's perfect cheek bones and sensually shaped lips and mouth were the finishing touches on a face that still displayed the exotic beauty that had earned her a place in front of the camera.
The neck down could still earn her that place now as much as it had back then, except she was sure men found it more impressive to look this way in her forties than back at twenty.
5'10" when barefoot, Robin had the long legs and slender build of a runway model with just enough curve to her hips and ass to give her a good shape despite being on the thinner side, and her legs were well shaped, her thighs still as tight as her ass and stomach.
The one feature that was out of place on her were her breasts. Described by Miles as "epic" they were truly awe inspiring back in her prime, and even now were still holding up damn well, with minimal sagging, and only slightly less firm.
Robin didn't feel it was arrogant to say she had anything a man would want in both her looks and her body. She was also a well-educated professional career woman who earned an impressive income but still possessed a laid back fun personality.
Any man would be happy to have her...except as of the last three years her husband. No, enough of that, Robin chastised herself. The rest of the night was about playing her role as mommy seductress, but again, how?
She'd followed Jo's notes while she'd spoken to them and she'd read the part about all the mothers having an incident with their son that somehow fanned the forbidden flames of their desire.
Jo took it further, citing most mothers had some type of event happen between them and their son just due to living together that reminded them, on some level, that there mother was also a woman.
In her case it had been when Zack was in high school and still no girlfriend. After she discovered it was a matter of extreme shyness and at this point no experience with even kissing that had him afraid to approach anyone.
Robin had talked him into kissing her for practice, something she'd found out her aunt had once done with her cousin who had been in the same situation. She knew it wasn't exactly proper, and embarrassing to Zack who used the word pathetic more than once.
But she wanted to help him and explained it was a mother's job to help her son any way she could. Tom was a bit too much of a man's man beginning to worry his son's lack of a girlfriend could be a sign he was gay, something that Robin would have never cared about but her husband would have seen as a blow to his precious male ego. If he got involved, he'd just tell Zack to stop being a sissy and go find a girl, so it was up to her to do what she could.
Zack caved and they kissed several times, the first few attempts so bad she had to agree a girl who knew how to kiss would make fun of him or just walk away. But the last couple of times he was better.
Much better, and much bolder, kissing her harder and even sliding a hand up through her hair. Robin had let him do it, just as she'd let the kiss grow longer and more inappropriate in order to help him.
And because she enjoyed him touching her. The way his lips trembled against hers, the little sounds he made in this throat when he relaxed and began to enjoy it. His hand sliding through her hair, and his other on her shoulder, his fingers as shaky as his lips initially were.
Robin once again had to exert her will to turn from the path her mind was traveling down. This time it was even worse because it was her son she'd been thinking about. The kiss did not get that passionate...or had it.
Even if it did, she didn't enjoy it other than in the sense she was helping him, and the thought of him kissing her certainly wasn't why the heat between her legs was now joined by an alarming tingle.
She touched her nipples which were not just erect, but aching as if she'd been aroused longer than she was. No, she told herself, she had not been aroused thinking of kissing her son.
Not then and not now! Although she could admit to the fact it was the closest she'd had to any attention for some time and probably did get more out of it than she should have, but not sexually, it was just nice to have some physical contact.
Zack felt like a loser because he had no experience with girls. Robin was 42 at the time, a beautiful woman, a married woman, who got a sad thrill out of her son touching her in a strictly, this is how you do it, sense.
A soft whimper startled her out of her thoughts, the sound caused by her fingers barely in contact with her nipples and through both the shirt and the bra.
Great, she was already sexually frustrated and now succumbing to the influence of drugs whose purpose was to increase sexual arousal. Robin's breathing grew heavier as she pinched her nipples through her clothes.
Her hands went behind her and under the tank top. She unclasped her bra and working the straps down her arms, pulled it out of the right side of her top. She held it up, staring at the plain white material with a look of disgust.
She was an attractive woman in her prime, not some boring old lady. She should be wearing sexy playful things not this crap more suited to a goddamn nun in a convent. Robin flipped the bra away, and once again stared into the mirror.
The dark shadow of her caramel shaded areola shown through the thin white material and her large hard nipples poked through. Unleashed from the expensive and more functional than flattering bra, the size of her breasts were on full display.
Robin cupped them through the shirt, fondling them, her palms grazing her sensitive nipples. God, she was beyond horny at this point. Her clit throbbed and her neglected cunt ached with need.
She began to turn, planning on getting out the vibe and trying to settle herself down before Zack got home. Hey, that was it, she could let him catch her jilling off, then ask him if he wanted to learn how to kiss her even more intimately.
A shudder went through her along with twinge of disgust that she would have that thought at all even if she were mocking Jo's experiment. Robin didn't like her current turn of mind, especially not where Zack was concerned.
She caught a glimpse of the view of herself from behind. She took in her ass in the tight panties and the toned backs of her long supple legs and thighs. Robin experienced another flashback to her days in front of the camera.
She'd done a shoot in this exact type of outfit except it had been black. Acting as what she really was, a coed who was ready to climb into bed in her 'jammies'. The shoot was one of a small handful that had almost gotten her expelled. As close as they were, there were things she had never told Jo, Claire, and Amanda.
She'd confided in Tom and often wished she hadn't now that she was no longer certain of their future. The story she'd told back then to explain why she'd been put on probation, was the East Coast magazine shoot had landed her in hot water.
But there were other shoots that nude layout had opened the door for. One of the photographers had offered her much higher paying work and she took him up on it. She told herself back then it was because she needed the money, but there was more to it than that.
The camera turned her on.
The lingerie shoots, the topless and eventually fully nude spreads had her wet on the set. The idea of men staring at her body, getting hard for her, jerking off to the thought of fucking her.
She loved the idea of older men lusting after her nubile young body, her long legs, tight ass and those amazing tits. Thinking about her being on her knees for them, their cock between her full lips, her emerald eyes, cat's eyes, Miles called them, staring up at them.
Taking her in every position, making the pretty young thing squeal, showing them how a man, not a college boy, took a woman. The session her current appearance reminded her of had her so hot she'd owned the shoot in a way that immediately got her offers for more, and even better paying work.
Robin once again faced the mirror, her hands straying back to her breasts. She ran her hands over them, moaning as she grazed her brown nipples. She caressed her flat stomach, then opened her legs wider, sliding her palms over her inner thighs.
On the way back up, her right hand moved between her legs, stroking her throbbing cunt through her panties. Her body jerked as if she'd been shocked and she was amazed to feel her panties weren't just moist, but soaked through.
Christ, she wasn't wet, she was gushing.
"That's it, girl," A male voice sounded in her mind, one she hadn't heard since college, but somehow perfectly recalled. "Keep teasing, touch yourself the way everyone seeing this will want to touch you."
She rubbed her clit, whimpering, then easing her hand over her mound and back to her stomach, slipped her hand into her panties. Her fingers glided through her warm well lubricated lips, probing her sweet spot, before easing just the tip of her finger inside.
"Fuck," she whispered, her eyes, wide and bright with desire, stared back at her from the mirror and she ran her tongue over her parted lips. As the voice of sins past spoke in her mind. "Lick those lips, make them think about what you want in that pretty mouth,"
"Now give me a little titty tease."
Robin lifted the bottom of her shirt, exposing the lower portion of her right breast, and released a naughty giggle, the kind more suited to the age she was recalling than to a woman in her forties.
She put her finger to her lips, and ran her tongue over it before slowly sucking on it. Her finger probed deeper and her legs trembled. Her clit and nipples felt as if they were going to explode.
She swore she'd never been this aroused or needed to come so badly. Robin slid her finger back through her lips and sucked on her lower lip, groaning as she used her long French manicured nail to tease a slow circle around her clit.
Robin removed her hand from her panties, trying to get a grip on herself. Her heart pounded and her breathing now so heavy she had to do it through her mouth. As crazed as she was somewhere in the back of her mind, one trained to be calm cool and analytical, she knew this wasn't natural. It wasn't just her body reacting this way, but her mind felt as feverish as her red sweaty face looked.
But that thought was swept away by unbridled lust as she let her mind go back to the shoot that seemed so vivid in her mind it could have happened yesterday and not twenty four years ago.
Another brief thought surfaced, how was she recalling this so clearly? Why was she thinking about something she hadn't thought of, or wanted to, in years? Why was something she realized as she grew older she should be ashamed of, now exciting her?
Why ask why?
Not like her mind hadn't been trying to find new forms of inspiration over her years long stretch of masturbation being her sex life. Fully caught up in replaying her dirty little secret, Robin crossed her arms, gripped the bottom of her shirt and tugged it upwards.
She watched herself in the mirror as the shirt rose high enough to expose the curve of her lower breasts. She smiled as she imagined men watching her do it, licking their lips in anticipation of seeing her big beautiful...
"Hey Mom," Zack's voice sounded from the doorway. "I'm...whoa!"
Chapter Three
Robin quickly spun on her heel, putting her back to the door as she tugged the top back down.
"Don't you knock?" The tone in her voice was more about her being embarrassed than being angry at her son.
"Um, the door was open, I was peeking in to tell you I was here."
She'd left the bedroom door open? She always closed it behind her because she was rarely in the bedroom other than to change or sleep. But now that she thought back, maybe she hadn't.
She'd gotten Tom's text just as she'd been heading into the room, maybe it rattled her, making her forget about the door. Or, maybe she wanted her son to catch her partially undressed.
After all, wasn't that tonight's assignment? To show off her sexy mature body to her young son? Show him that although she was his mother, she was also a woman. One with needs.
"No," she replied softly to another of those off thoughts that didn't seem as if they were coming from her.
"Yeah, it was open," Zack responded.
"You're right," she nodded, still with her back to him so he wouldn't notice her braless breasts, the ones he'd been a second away from seeing. The ones she should be letting him see, the ones she bet he wanted to see, and most likely thought of when they were kissing.
But by keeping her back to him that meant he was getting a look at her ass in the panties. Assuming he was looking, which he shouldn't be. Robin looked into the mirror and saw Zack in the doorway, but he'd turned to the side so he was facing the open door, and not looking at her.
The proper thing to do. So why did she feel a pang of disappointment that he wasn't looking at her? She had a nice ass, why wasn't he looking at it? Or her legs for that matter?
Because he wasn't supposed to be. Fucking Jo had her thinking like she was in one of those absurd mother son porn videos. Robin put a hand to her temple which was pulsing in the same rhythm as her clit.
"Anyway," Zack said. "I'm home!' he laughed. "I'm going to take a shower then hit the books for a while."
Robin nodded, but then spoke up before he moved away.
"No, come on in, let's talk."
She'd taken the stupid shot to help Jo prove her theory, or more accurately, prove there was nothing to it. Right now, she was in her underwear, but it's not like Zack hadn't seen her in a two piece bathing suit in the past.
Course her suits weren't flimsy white material that showed her nipples through it, but if she, and the others, were right, he wouldn't be looking, and that would be the end of this madness.
A feeling of relief washed over her as that thought was rational and sounded more like herself and less like some reject from one of those incest movies Amanda had been talking about.
"You sure, I mean you're not really dressed." One point against Jo on that statement, Robin thought as she turned to face him.
"You've seen me in a bathing suit," she repeated her own logic to him. Let's get this over with quick, she thought because now that her mind had returned to normal, she should be ashamed of herself for letting him see her like this.
"I guess," Zack stepped into the room, and she watched his eyes drop to her chest, then immediately turn his head so he wasn't directly looking at her. Reality two, Jo zero. "So what's up?"
Not you and that's all that counts, she thought, but gave a deliberate shrug knowing it would make her braless tits jiggle, but his eyes remained fixed somewhere over her shoulder.
"What are you up to tonight?"
"Not much. Like I said I want to get a jump on a project I have due next week, and after that, I don't know," he gave an identical shrug. "Maybe try and finish The Last of Us."
"That's a new show, right?"
"Well yeah, but I'm playing the game they based it off of."
"Zack, its Friday night, why are you staying home playing stupid video games?"
She folded her arms across her chest which served to prop her heavy breasts up even more. She hoped to hell Jo was going to appreciate her doing this for her.
"It's a cool game, it has a great storyline, and..."
"We talked about this," she reminded him. "You're a good looking nineteen year old boy. Friday nights should be spent out with your friends, or even better a girlfriend. You're not meeting a nice girl hiding in your room."
"Yeah, I know," he sighed.
"You say that all the time and every week it's the same thing. You broke it off with Mindy, what, three months ago? Why aren't you seeing anyone, or trying to?"
"Because I just...I still have a hard time talking to girls. I told you that." He grunted. "Told Dad too because he's always asking why I'm not," he made a face. "Getting laid."
"Because that's all your dad and his frat boy buddies cared about. I don't want you to be that kind of kid, but there's a case to be made you should be enjoying yourself a lot more."
"I didn't know I had a quota to fill," he muttered. "Why are you guys always riding me about this?"
"Because of what I just said. Funs not a bad thing, honey. You need to be out and around people, bonus fun for them being female." Robin explained. "We just want you to enjoy the years that looking back you'll see as some of the best of your life. Before graduation and work and real life, know what I mean?"
"I guess," he had that look on his face she'd come to learn meant he wanted to say something but wasn't sure if he should.
"What's on your mind?" she prodded. "I see something's there."


"Is dad coming home tonight?"
"Why?"
The same look, and she answered slowly to keep her voice even.
"No, he's stuck there because of an emergency."
"Happens a lot."
"It's the job, and we knew it would happen more working a state away. He's too tired to drive sometimes."
"Seems like he's tired a lot lately." Zack pointed out.
"Like I said, it's the job."
"You okay, mom?" he took a step closer, his eyes, the same shade of emerald as hers, narrowed. "Wow, you look hot."
"I do?" Jo may have just gotten on the scoreboard.
"Yeah, you're all sweaty. Feeling okay? I heard there's something going around."
"I feel okay, just running hot I guess." She raised a finger to him. "No changing the subject, why don't you find someone to hang out with tonight?"
"I thought the last topic was Dad not coming home."
"I answered you twice, now drop it." She spoke more harshly than she wanted to, and felt bad when Zack looked away.
In the awkward silence that followed, Robin once again wondered why this kid had issues with young women. At 6'3" Zack was two inches taller than his father, and possessed a pair of wide shoulders he hadn't quite grown into yet.
He was in good shape from the gym and playing Soccer since he was ten but wasn't the muscle bound type. Instead, he possessed the kind of lean hard muscle and tight body of an athlete.
Not big, but everything where it should be and a lot stronger than he looked. His hands were large enough to easily palm a basketball, and he'd played two years in High School before hurting his knee and deciding not to go back to it because the injury cost him half that soccer season.
Still in his Starbuck's outfit, which consisted of a white button down shirt and black Dockers, he looked damn good, his complexion, also the same as hers, a nice contrast to the white of the shit.
The neck up, he looked more like Tom with rugged features and a strong jaw. He also had Tom's dirty blonde here which he combed up in a wave while keeping the sides trimmed much shorter.
He was a good combination of the two of them, and as Claire always joked with parents as pretty as his there was no way Zack was going to be anything but gorgeous. Aside from her eyes, the one facial feature of hers he possessed was his mouth.
Zack's lips were fuller and more well defined than most men's which is what always made her think he could model if he wanted to. The day she let him kiss her she'd remarked to him that there was no way anyone with lips like his could be a bad kisser.
And he'd proved that in the last attempt with her, their soft lips pressing more firmly together before parting, their mouths working over the others. She'd leaned into him, her breasts pressing against his chest, and that's why she wanted him to see them now, to remember how badly he'd wanted to touch them then.
Robin had playfully flicked her tongue across his upper lip, and a small sound of surprised pleasure escaped him.
No, she hadn't used her tongue. Yet she could see it clearly in her mind, then again, she'd also just seen Jo screwing her son just as clearly. She became aware of her nipples once again stiffening and the heat which had dissipated when Zack startled her once again rekindling. Her eyes left his face, taking in the soft matting of dark hair visible on his chest where he had the top two buttons undone.
Not sure where it had come from, Tom didn't have much, but Zach had quite a bit including a trail which went down and spread across his stomach. Robin had always loved men with hairy chests. Hands too, large strong hands were another thing she enjoyed. Her eyes dropped even lower, focusing on the prominent lump in his pants.
They were a little on the tight side, but not that much. In order for her to notice the bulge he must be as perfect down there as everywhere else. Tom was pretty well hung, and Robin wondered if just like his height and size of his hands, if Zack didn't have his old man beat where it really counted.
Wait, was she thinking about the size of her son's cock? Even better than his size was his age. Nineteen, the kid could probably get hard on demand and keep doing so all night long.
God it had been so long since she'd had anything hard that wasn't made of plastic between her legs. Her mouth watered just at the thought of a long thick hard, and sinfully young cock in it.
"Mom?"
"Huh?" she raised her eyes to his and saw another look of concern in them.
"I said I was sorry and you didn't answer. Sure you're feeling okay?"
"Trust me, honey, your Mama feels just fine, at least that's what the boys used to say."
"Boys?" Zack looked confused. "What are you talking about?"
"I wasn't always a middle aged married woman, you know. Unlike you I had my share of fun at your age."
"O...kay," he whistled. "I forgot what day it was. You had a little too much at lunch, didn't you?"
"I am not drunk, thank you. Or even buzzed for that matter." Robin replied indignantly. Now horny as fuck? That was still very much the case.
"How many martinis?" Zack grinned and stepping up to her leaned over and made a show of sniffing.
"Stop that," she playfully swatted him in the arm. "I don't smell like booze."
"No," Zack smiled, but it quickly faded. He cocked his head and leaned even closer this time, his face close to her neck.
"What are you doing?" He was so close she could feel his breath on her neck as he snuffled like a bloodhound.
"You're wearing Coco Chanel," he sniffed once more, this time a long slow breath, as if he were savoring the scent. He leaned back and gave her an odd smile. "I love that smell."
"No," she shook her head. "I'm wearing Black Opium."
"Let's get back to you drinking," Zack told her. "It's Coco Chanel. I'll never forget how it smells."
With a frown, Robin lifted her arm and sniffed her wrist even though she knew she was right. Sure enough it was Black Opium.
"Know why I'll never forget it?" Zack asked, and her frown increased when she noticed his eyes were much wider and appeared glossed over.
His cheeks were reddening, and his voice sounded distant, as though he were somewhere else as he spoke.
"Why?" she asked.
"Because it's what you wore when we kissed."
"If you say so, but I'm not wearing it now."
"I do say so," he put his hands on her shoulders. "Best day of my life."
"You need money or something?" Robin joked, but her focus was on her son's hand on her right shoulder. That big strong hand on her nice soft skin.
"I only need one thing," he whispered, lowering his head. "Another kiss."
At the last second, she realized he was going in for a kiss on her lips, and she turned her head, his mouth grazing her cheek.
"Zack," she took a step back. "What are you doing?"
"Kissing the most beautiful woman I've ever seen," he ran his hands down her upper arms, sending a shiver through her. "You keep asking me why I don't last long with girls and don't even bother much anymore."
"What about it?" There was a tremor in her voice caused by the increased heat between her legs, and her nipples hard and making their presence known through the shirt.
The shot, it still had her body in overdrive, any thought of touch arousing her to an unnatural level. That's what it was, it had to be because she knew damn well she wasn't responding to her son.
"It's hard to settle for a girl my age when your fist kiss was from a real woman." His hand moved from her arms to her face, cradling her cheeks in his palms. "Never mind who she is."
"I...I'm your mother," she whispered, gripping his forearms, but instead of pushing his hands down like she planned, she squeezed them, admiring the hard muscles beneath his skin. "You were embarrassed to do it."
"You are my mom," his face lowered to hers and his hands tightened on her cheeks preventing her from turning her head. "That's why it was hot, my mother doing anything for me, even things she shouldn't."
"A good mom always does," Jesus, what was that? Something was wrong and this was no time to sound like she was playing into whatever the hell was in his head. That thought was followed by a far more jarring one.
The serum worked!
"The best moms do," his face was now inches from hers, his lips, those soft sensual lips, already parted and closing in on hers. "But it was more than being kissed by my mom."
She felt his breath on her mouth, and the voice of reason demanded she push him away. But she not only remained where she was, but cocked her head slightly, her own lips parting, and this time she would show him how to French, make him an even better kisser and...
"How many boys can say they were kissed by a porn star?"
"What?" That comment cut through her lust induced haze, and she pushed his hands away and took a step back. "What are you talking about?"
"Don't lie, Mom," Zack didn't seem put off by her reaction. "I've seen them. You were my age, but I recognized you."
"No," she shook her head. "You...whoever that was, it wasn't me."
"So dad has old porn vids on his computer from someone else who looks just like you?"
Robin felt a twist in her stomach. One night after they'd been dating for a few months they'd gone out and she'd drank way too much and when they were back home fooling around, he commented on how wild she was and she joked about being a porn star.
Then out of drunken stupidity she confessed her dirtiest secret to him. She knew he'd looked the movies up because one night a month later he put it in the DVD player. Now sober, Robin had been humiliated, but Tom said the past was the past, but damn she was hot and it didn't bother him at all.
She had no idea he still had...how many did he have? She'd done four before someone anonymously reported to the Dean's office they saw her in one. She could have been expelled, but they gave her a break and...now her son had seen them.
"I...needed the money," she whispered.
"Probably, but either you were a really good actress or you loved your work."
"Don't talk like that, I'm your mother."
"I know, my mother the model," he snapped his fingers. "By the way, Dad has a copy of that magazine you were in back in the day, damn you looked so good!"
Fucking Tom! Fucking Zack for snooping around, and back to Tom for being an idiot and having that stuff around where their son could find it.
"My mother the porn star," Zack continued. "My mother that so many of my friends told me they'd love to fuck. My mother that was my first kiss," he sighed. "And I think about that day all the time."
"You don't," she took a step back as he took one towards her. "This isn't right, Zack, you...you need to go to your room."
"I'd rather stay in yours," his smile turned sly. "Your beds a lot bigger, and know what?"
"I don't want to know," she put her hands up. "Please go."
"I want to have you in your bed because it would be a bigger fuck you to dad that way."
"Zack! Don't talk about your father like that, and nothing is happening in anyone's bed."
"Nothing's happened to yours in way too long," he stopped directly in front of her, her breasts almost touching his chest.
Her heart raced and she found herself disturbingly excited at the way he loomed over her. His height sized and strength, he could simply take her if he wanted to. Grab her, throw her on the bed, rip her clothes off, and have his way with her.
Pinning her arms over her head, fucking her as she begged him to stop. No, as she begged him not to stop to give her what she so badly needed.
"I'm not stupid, Mom," Zack's voice softened, and raising his hands he gently placed them over hers. "You two are just here for me, or the house, or money," he looked at her sadly. "You deserve to be treated so much better."
"You're..." she hesitated and felt confused, she knew what she wanted to say, to deny what was in fact the truth, but the words wouldn't come out. Instead, she replied.
"Right, dad and I..." another odd pause. "He hasn't touched me in a long time."
Why did she say that? Because it was the damn truth was why.
"But I bet he's touched other women," Zack had no anger in his voice, to the contrary he sounded as hurt as she felt. "You're a good woman, Mom. You put up with it for me because you'd do anything for me, wouldn't you?"
"You're my baby," her lips curled into a smile. "I'll do anything for you."
No, she wouldn't, she couldn't! Get him out of the room, lock the door, call Jo and the others and warn them! Her mind felt as fevered as her body, waffling from common sense and right and wrong, to wanting to commit that wrong.
"I want to do everything for you," Zack squeezed her hands. "All the things Dad doesn't do anymore."
"No!" Robin pulled her hands from his and turned around to get some distance between them.
She released a sharp yip when her hip banged into her dresser and she was face to face with her reflection. She'd been so distracted by Zack's behavior and her conflicted responses to it, she'd backed herself into a damn corner.
"See?" Zack was right behind her, smiling over her shoulder. "Still trying to be a good mom and do the right thing and say no."
"We...can't." her voice came out in a barely audible whisper. "You need to stop, Zack. This isn't right."
"Lot of things aren't right, but they happen anyway." Zack slid his arms around her waist. "It's not right you're alone at night and Dad's fucking other women."
"He's..." she met his gaze in the mirror and despite her desire to refute what he'd just said to keep up the ruse of their marriage being fine, she breathed. "Cheating on me."
"I Know," his arms tightened around her and he pulled her back into him. "But you stay alone, don't you?"
"I do," Robin not only didn't resist him, but rested her hands on his forearms.
"Because you're a good woman, and a good mom. You put up with his shit just for me, so I won't lose my family."
"I do it for you, but for me too," she confessed. "I'm so lonely, honey, but I don't know if I'd meet anyone else."
"Are you crazy?" he rested his chin on her shoulder speaking to her in the mirror. "Look at you, mom. So beautiful, so sexy, and I saw the things you did in those movies. Any man in his right mind would want you?"
"You think?"
"I know, but they won't get the chance," Zack declared.
"Because I won't leave," she told him.
"You don't have to," he turned his head and kissed her cheek.
It wasn't the quick peck a son would give his mother, but that of a lover, his lips lingering on her soft flesh.
"Know why?" His lips slid across her cheek until they were at her ear. "Same reason no man will ever have a chance with you. Because you're going to be mine."
"Yours?" she repeated in a breathy tone. God, it felt good to be in his arms.
The way he held her, the way he kissed her, and the way they looked together in the mirror. They made such a beautiful couple, and she had made him. Made him the man he was, taught him how to kiss a woman, how to treat a girl.
All that was left was to teach him to be a lover. No, not a lover, her lover.
"Mine," he kissed her just behind her ear sending a shudder through her and not just from the kiss, but the way he'd said that one word.
"All mine. Let Dad screw around with those sluts, let him stay in Boston as much as he wants because from now on, I'll be giving you everything you need."
"Everything I need?" she moved her hips, grinding her ass into his crotch and a moan escaped her when she felt how hard her was for her.
"I'll treat you the way you deserve and in every way," he nuzzled into her neck, using his face to move her hair and when his lips grazed her neck, her fingers dug into his arms, and she worked her ass harder into him.
"I'll hold you, and kiss you, and love you," he spoke into her neck and her breath caught when he eased his arms back and placed his hands flat on her bare stomach. "You'll never be lonely again, Mom, not with me here."
"I like that, baby," she turned her head. "Give mama a kiss."
Zack's lips found hers and her aching cunt gushed when his hands slid up under the tank top and cupped her breasts. Robin moaned into her son's mouth as his tongue boldly slipped into hers.
Why had she hesitated? Why had she thought this could be wrong? How could anything that felt so right and so natural be considered a taboo? Those women Jo had discussed were wrong.
Their sons wanted to be the man in their lives, to be everything to the woman who had always been everything to them. Like them, her boy wanted to be the man of the house, the man in her life.
The man in her bed.
Robin reached up and back, putting her arm around Zack's neck, her hand on the back of his head. She held his face to hers, her fingers sliding through his hair as their tongues waged war between their parted lips.
Zack's hips were now rocking, pushing his erection into her ass while he fondled her breasts. Robin whimpered and moaned as for the first time in over two years hands other than her own were on her body.
He held her breasts in his hands, his fingers grazing her throbbing nipples while Robin squirmed against him, her free hand under her shirt and over his left hand, pressing it more firmly into her breast.
Zack's lips fell away from hers and her brief groan of disappointment shifted into a moan of pleasure as he fastened them to her neck. Robin let her head fall back against his shoulder as her son kissed and gently sucked on her tender flesh.
She watched in the mirror, transfixed by the sight of her son suckling on her neck, his hands under her shirt.
"That feels sooo good," she purred as he trailed his tongue down her neck to kiss the top of her shoulder. "It's been a long time."
"You'll never say that again." His eyes turned upward to stare at her as he peppered her shoulder with short sweet kissed. "I've wanted you since the day I saw those movies."
"Yeah? Mommy being a bad girl made you want her to be your bad girl?"
"It was before you kissed me, and all I could think of when we were doing it was you..," his lips went to her ear. "Teaching me how to eat your pussy, then how to fuck you."
"You're going to be doing both, baby," she giggled. "Better late than never."
"The girls I've been with were just practice," he squeezed her nipples between his fingers, making her whine impatiently as she writhed against him, urging him to take what he wanted, and she so badly needed.
"I knew this would happen after you let me kiss you."
Robin didn't respond other than to raise her arms over her head. Zack, a boy so shy he was afraid to kiss a girl two years ago didn't hesitate to grab his mother's top and strip it off her.
She smiled at the way his eyes lit up at the sight of her exposed breasts. Robin cupped them, lifting them up and offering them to him in the mirror.
"You like them, baby?"
"They're even better in person," he licked his lips in the mirror as his fingers fumbled with his buttons. "They looked good in that magazine and the way those guys in the movies sucked on them."
"Made you want to suck on them, didn't it?" she tugged on her nipples, using them to hold the weight of her breasts, the discomfort only serving to her rev her desire even more.
"Made me want to do everything they did to you," Zack shrugged his shirt off and a surge of excitement went through her when she felt his hands slip between them and heard his zipper come down.
Robin tried to turn around, planning on dropping to her knees and pulling out his cock. Her mouth watered at the idea of having her son inside it, taking him deep down her throat, making him moan and watching him watch his mother suck his cock.
She gasped when Zack caught her shoulders and turned her back to the mirror. He put one hand in the middle of her back pushing her over the dresser. Robin put her hands out, bracing them on the mirror.


"Oh!" she cried out when he grabbed her panties and yanked them to the side so violently she felt them tear.
She felt his now bare cock slid down the right cheek of her ass, his hot hard flesh leaving a sticky trail in its wake. Robin moaned when she felt his swollen head pressing between her thighs, then squealed when he entered her in one hard thrust.
"Oh my god!" she yelped as his long thick cock, plowed into her long neglected cunt.
As wet as she was, his cock forced her to stretch around him, and his ensuing thrusts were a mix of pain laced pleasure. Robin opened her legs wider, making it easier for him to thrust up into her.
In his excitement Zack's hand pushed harder into her back and she was now only a few inches from her mirror. His free hand went around her, grabbing her left breast, squeezing it as he fucked her.
"Oh, oh, oh fuck!" she yelped as he plundered her from behind.
He wasn't being gentle with her, his cock pounding into her hard enough to cause her thighs to bang into the dresser each time he buried himself inside her. Each thrust was accompanied by his balls slapping against her and an animal like grunt from Zack.
The sound was as primal as the way he was taking her, and despite her awkward position, Robin felt her pussy gushing, sending her sticky juices flowing down the inside of her upper thighs.
"Yes, yes, yes!" she moaned as his initially jerky thrusts settled into a hard fast rhythm. "Fuck me, baby, give mommy what she needs!"
She stared into her own gaze in the mirror, her eyes wide, face flushed and sweating and her mouth open in a wide O as her son fucked her over the dresser like she was some slut he'd picked up somewhere in a bar.
Over her shoulder, Zack's expression was one of pure lust, his eyes bright and as wide as hers except there was an element of surprise in them, as if he couldn't believe he was fucking her.
"Harder!" she hissed and pushing against the mirror, thrust her ass back into his pistoning cock. "Show me how bad you wanted me."
Zack's hand left her breast and dropped down to the back of her thigh. Robin moaned when he hooked his hand under her leg and lifted it over the dresser, she stretched her leg along the length of it, her ankle hooking the edge.
Her squeals went up an octave as he was now able to penetrate her even deeper, and turning her head, she rested her hot cheek against the cool glass. Zack's hand went into her hair, curling it around his fist as he pounded into her with a frenzied energy and a force that bordered on violent.
God, had she ever been fucked this hard? Not even during her very brief porn career had she been used this roughly. Then again, she'd never been fucked by her son before.
"Look at you, giving me what I need," she breathed. "Making me yours."
"You are mine," he managed to get out between his ragged breaths and guttural sounds of pleasure. "Not his," he gave her an even more forceful thrust, "Mine!"
"I'm not daddy's anymore?" she egged him, and herself on, "I'm your woman now?"
"You're my everything," he enforced his words with another powerful thrust had her cunt flooding and her breasts bouncing hard into the mirror. "Going to take good care of you, make you never want him again."
"But you'll always want me, won't you? Want me like all those men wanted me back then."
"No one ever wanted you like I do," his hand slid along her outer thigh and over her stomach.
"But you liked other men did, didn't you? Seeing those movies, that magazine, knowing men jerked off to your mother. Watching me be a slut and wishing I was their slut."
"My..." he hesitated and for the first time he seemed to waver.
"Say it!" she pushed her ass back into his cock as he paused. "Your slut! Your slut mommy, your private wild porn star! Doing all those nasty things those men wanted to do to me!"
He remained still, moaning as Robin now fucked him, rocking back and forth, sliding his most of his length from inside her and driving back into him.
"I want to love you too," he said, his tone much softer than before.
"You'll love me and you'll fuck me, and from now on when your father's out dicking some whore, you'll be in his bed fucking his wife! Making her come the way he never could!"
"Yes!" her words sent his hips back into motion, and his hand as well.
"Oh, honey!" she squealed as his fingers went between her thighs, two of them finding her pulsing clit and working it roughly side to side.
Robin's eyes rolled back as her body jerked just from his initial contact. It had been so long since she'd been touched with anything other than plastic and her own fingers. Zack resumed his ferocious fucking as he manipulated her clit with an equally manic enthusiasm.
The mirror frame banged against the wall as he tore into her with renewed vigor, the force of his relentless pounding making her cunt ache, but god it was a good pain! As good as his cock felt stuffing her needy pussy, her focus was more on his fingers and the tingling building deep inside her.
He'd barely been playing with her for more than a minute, but her legs were already trembling, and her back arching against his hand which was still wrapped in her hair. Robin's yelps had devolved into a high pitched whine with a few non coherent attempts at words as her son worked her cunt over with both his cock and fingers.
"Oh fuckkkkk!" she howled as her rapidly building orgasm reached its crescendo and sent electric waves of pleasure jolting through her body.
She bucked wildly between him and the dresser, her right knee threatening to buckle as her left straightened, her foot kicking in the air as the strongest climax she could remember crashed through her.
Zack slowed his thrusts as her cunt convulsed around him, clutching at his hard and seemingly inexhaustible flesh.
"Coming," she whimpered. "Coming on my babies cock! Coming so hard for you!"
The last word turned into a long loud squeal as her cunt clenched, then released sending a flood of hot sticky juices spurting out from around his cock. Her body slumped forward, over the dresser as she struggled to catch her breath.
She gasped in surprise when Zack stepped back, his cock sliding from inside her. Robin dropped her leg from the dress and stood, which was a mistake. Weak from her orgasm, the awkward position, and the way her son had been battering her prone body, she stumbled backwards.
Directly into Zack, who smoothly swept his arm under her legs, and the other around her shoulders, easily lifting her off her feet. He took several shuffling steps towards the bed, lying her down it.
He bent over, pulling his shoes, socks and pants off, and by the time he straightened, Robin had pushed herself to sit up, and swing her legs off the bed. Now on the edge of it,
Before he could react, she grabbed his cock, opened wide and took his impressive length down her throat in one smooth suck.
"Holy shit," Zack groaned as Robin bobbed her head rapidly, repeatedly deep throating him with an ease she found surprising considering it had been a long time since she'd sucked off his father.
Something that would never happen again, because from now on the only cock going in Robin's mouth was her son's. She moaned at the taste of her cunt from his sloppy wet cock, and grabbing his hips, pulled him towards her, pushing his cock deeper into her mouth.
Zack's hands went to her tits, fondling them as she noisily slurped and sucked on him. God he was hung! Long, thick and he almost impossibly hard. It was as if he was the one who'd taken Viagra.
No wonder her cunt ached, between his size and how hard he'd taken her. Hard and long and he still hadn't come yet. But he would soon because his mother was about to reward him for his efforts by letting him come in her mouth.
She slipped him from between her lips and pushing his cock back against his body went to work on his balls. His hands tightened on her breasts and he groaned "Oh, mom" as she bathed his balls with her tongue.
Robin opened wide, sucking his entire sac into her mouth. His hands went from her breasts to her hair, gripping it tightly as she worked his sac with her mouth, She released him, then sucked on each side in turn while stroking his slick cock.
She ran her tongue up the side of his shaft, then down the other. Easing his cock down, Robin angled her head, and wrapping her soft lips around his shaft, shook her head, working his full length as if she were playing the harmonica.
"I knew you'd be good at it," he moaned.
"I'm the best baby boy," she kissed his tip and winked at him. "I was a professional, remember?" She gave his head a quick hard suck, rolling her eyes at the salty precum squirting into her mouth. "God, I love sucking cock, I hope you're going to let me do it a lot."
"Not nice to tell your mother no, right?" Zack laughed, then sighed when Robin worked her tongue around the sensitive ridge under his head then fluttered her tongue up and down his length.
She cupped his balls feeling how tight and swollen they were and noted his cock twitching each time her tongue came into contact with him. She took him back in her mouth and resumed sucking him.
Slowly at first, letting them both savor the feeling his cock stuffing his mother's greedy mouth. She picked up the pace, sucking faster and taking him deeper while massaging his balls, and stroking him with two fingers of her other hand, jerking him into her mouth.
"Oh...oh, mom," he breathed as she drove her head forward, gagging herself on her boy's dick.
He thrust his hips in time with her sucking, and the room filled with wet gurgling and slobbering sounds as she gobbled his cock with an enthusiasm she hadn't experienced in years.
His hips moved faster and his hands tightened in her hair as his moans went up in pitch and his cock jerked in her mouth.
"I...I'm going to come!" He tried to ease his cock from her mouth, but she gripped his hips and continued to suck.
What a sweet boy, not wanting to be rude and come in his mother's mouth. But a real woman swallowed and a mother always did her best to make her boy happy. Besides, she needed to show him that she could suck better than any of the little tramps he's been wasting himself on.
Zack exploded in her mouth, sending a thick creamy spurt down her eager throat. Robin groaned as his cock jumped in her mouth filling it with a load worthy of the size of his young balls.
Robin proved herself to be a good mother and took it all, her hips grinding in tight circles and her clit once again swollen with desire as her son emptied his balls into her mouth.
When he pushed on her head and moaned, "stop" she eased him from her lips and smiled up at him.
"More fun that showing you how to kiss?"
"I need to more practice." He caught her by surprise, shoving her shoulders.
Robin fell onto her back then squealed when Zack dropped to his knees, spread her legs open and shoved his tongue into her sloppy cunt. She wasn't going to deny him, and lifting her legs, rested her feet on his shoulders.
Just as he'd fucked her, Zack didn't eat her pussy, he attacked it. He slurped hard on her, making her squeal as she felt him get a mouthful of her juices. Zack tongue fucked her while spreading her lips and teasing her clit with his thumb.
Robin gripped her nipples between her fingers, twisting them as Zack now probed the wet folds of her dark lips, noisily sucking and slathering his tongue over her wet flesh.
When he reached her clit he sucked hard on it while plunging two fingers deep inside her. Robin let her head fall back on the bed, staring up at the ceiling as her son's delightfully talented tongue danced over her swollen nub.
She rocked her hips, shoving her hot cunt in his face and pushing his fingers deeper. He moved them side to side and she was so wet she could hear the sloppy wet slapping sound.
"Hmm, you're doing just fine, baby," she cooed as his tongue swirled in rapid circles around her clit. "We're going to be so good to each other, aren't we?"
Zack moaned his agreement into her pussy, and sped up his tongue. He flicked it over and under, side to side and in slow circles while mixing in several soft and harder sucks.
Robin whimpered and moaned, her hips moving faster and her toes curling into his shoulders. Even though she'd already come, her body was already responding to her son's oral skills, and her back arched off the bed as she stretched her nipples to the point it was painful.
"Don't stop, honey, please don't stop," she implored him as her entire body tensed.
Zack boldly introduced a third finger inside her, and shoved them deep while giving her clit a hard enough suck to make his lips smack.
Robin's body jerked and she released an ecstatic howl as her body erupted for the second time. She pushed her feet hard into his shoulders, using the leverage to buck her hips wildly in his face.
Zack's fingers remained inside her and his tongue remained affixed to her clit, sucking and licking as she writhed on the bed, her orgasm having its way with her.
Unlike her first climax, this one was deliciously slow as waves of pleasure flowed through her making her whimper and moan her son's name.
"Damn," she sighed as a final shudder went through her spent body and she went limp on the bed. "And just think, we have all night to...fuck!"
Zack had risen to his feet, and risen once again to a full erection, his gorgeous cock bobbing between his thick thighs. Grabbing her hips he pushed her further up the bed and taking his hint she wiggled her way up until her head rested on the pillow.
Zack, his emerald eyes locked between her thighs and his cheeks glistening from being buried in her cunt, crawled up onto the bed. Robin sucked her lower lip while watching her sexy as fuck son make his way up between her legs.
He slid up over her and lowering his head, kissed her. Robin moaned at the way she tasted on his lips and when his tongue entered her mouth she eagerly sucked on it. Her hands went to his upper arms, squeezing his biceps as he kissed her, admiring his tight muscles.
His even more impressive muscle slid along her thigh as he kissed her, and she worked her hips in anticipation of it once again being inside her. Zack's lips slid from hers and she cooed in pleasure as they found her throat, gently sucking on it.
His lips trailed down her chest and when they fastened to her left nipple, she released a small laugh born of the sheer joy of having her son lavish her entire body with attention.
His tongue swirled around her small brown nipple before he resumed softly sucking on it. She slid her hands beneath her breasts, pressing them together and offering them to her boy.
"Yours," she moaned when he switched to sucking on her other tit. "All of me, Zack, all for you."
He smiled up at her while making a show of tonguing her other nipple. Robin shifted her hips to the side so his cock was sliding through her wet lips.
"I want you inside me," she whispered. "Again, and again and...Hmm!" she purred as this time he entered her slowly, letting her savor every inch sliding into her.
His next thrusts were also long and slow, but she could feel his body tremble beneath her touch and could tell he was holding himself back from fucking her the way she knew he wanted to.
"Go ahead," she told him. "You can love me later, baby. Love me for the rest of our lives, but for now? How about you fuck your mother the way she needs it?"
Zack didn't need to be told twice, rising to his knees he gripped her knees, pushing her legs up and back. He eased out of her then slammed his cock back in hard enough to make her squeal.
He took her as hard as he had before, as if they hadn't already taken the edge off and Robin loved it. She should always be this desired! Always have her son going at her like he couldn't get enough of his mother's equally insatiable cunt.
She had a lot of time to make up for and she was going to let Zack take all of his own pent up lust out on her. Fuck her senseless, make her wake up sore and walking funny tomorrow.
He was going to spend the night in her bed, fucking her, sucking her, truly making his mother his willing slut. With that last thought in her mind, Robin slipped her arms around her knees and grabbed her ankles.
A pure porn position; bent like a damn pretzel, her ass off the bed and wantonly spread open for her son to continue his assault on her prone cunt. Zack leaned over, his arms on either side of her hips, hands on the bed.
He hammered into her, his cock penetrating even deeper than before in her current position. She was such a sloppy mess the force of his thrusts caused the room to fill with wet sucking sounds as well as that of his balls slapping against her ass.
Robin's tits bounced wildly and the headboard banged rhythmically against the wall as the bed, as sturdy as it was, rocked beneath the force of Zack's brutal fucking of his mother.
Second brutal fucking. God he must have wanted her so bad for so long. As bad as she'd needed it for so long! She should have done this when she showed him how to kiss, just taken him then when he was a virgin and be his first, his last, his only.
No, better he had other girls so he'd know how much better his mother was, how she'd do anything for him and so much better than those little twats his age who would just use and betray him.
But Robin would never hurt him, only love him, and keep him happy and satisfied. Her mind spinning even while Zach seemed hellbent on the destruction of his mother's cunt, she turned her head and spotted the picture of her and Tom on the nightstand.
"How's your wife look getting it from another man?" she hissed out loud. "How's it feel to know your boy can fuck me better than you can?"
"Yeah," Zack's eyes darted to the picture. "Fuck her like you never could, like you never will, because she's with me now."
"Tell him, baby!" she moaned. "Show him how a real man takes his woman."
"My woman," Zack's next thrust showed how much he loved saying those words.
"Your pin up girl, your porn star, your lover," she yelped each word as his thrusts became shorter and more desperate. "Your mother."
"Not his," he groaned breathlessly, sweat dripping from his face and glistening on his hairy chest. "Never deserved you, will never have you again."
"Give it to me!" she demanded as she could sense him getting closer. "I want you to come inside me, claim mommy's cunt by filling it with....Ohhhh!"
With low moan, Zack exploded inside her and the feeling of his cum shooting deep into her cunt triggered another orgasm of her own. Robin's squeal was as much one of surprise as pleasure as the climax had come out of nowhere.
But the way her convulsing cunt contracted around him, milking her son's cock and helping him paint the walls of her pussy with his hot load. She let her ankles go, and wrapping her legs around his hips, threw her arms around his neck and pulled him down to her.
She kissed him hard as their bodies bucked along one another in the throes of their shared passion. Zack couldn't hold the kiss, and nuzzling his head into her neck moaning the word mom over and over as his balls drained inside her.
When he had nothing more to give, he let his weight go, lying on top of her, his arms sliding beneath her as he breathed into her neck.
"Oh, honey," Robin whispered as the final shudders of her orgasm flowed through her, and she felt the last trickle of his cum add to the flooded mess of her cunt. "My baby," she purred, her hands sliding over his sweaty back, caressing him and admiring the way his muscles felt under his warm skin.
Zack tried to push up, but she tightened her arms and legs around him.
"No," she stroked his thick hair. "Stay here with me. I need this even more than I needed to get fucked."


"Me too," he said softly into her neck. "I love you, mom."
"Love you too," she kissed the side of his head then sighed as she closed her eyes and enjoyed the feeling of their intertwined bodies.
Robin felt him softening inside her and smiled at the cute little noises he made as she teased her long nails over his back, lightly tickling him.
"I can feel your heartbeat," she told him. "Honey, you feel so good, and we have all night long to play and..."
She trailed off when Zack's body tensed, and this time she couldn't stop him from pushing up from the bed. He sat back on his knees, shrugging her arms from him, and staring down at her.
"You okay?"
Robin let her legs fall from his hips and straightened them. She winced at how sore they were from holding her porn star pose. Her entire body, including between her legs ached, and she was sure she'd feel this tomorrow, but it was so worth it.
"I..." he cocked his head, then shook it.
His eyes which had been wide and bright the entire time they were going at it, narrowed and he kept blinking as if he had just woken up from a dream and was disoriented.
"Zack?"
"We..." he looked down at her, his eyes on her still heaving breasts, then down at his now soft and still dripping cock. "We just had sex."
"Hmm, yeah we did," she laughed again. "Twice and it's not even six! How about we..."
"Dad." Zack's eyes were on the picture. "Oh my god! Dad's going to fucking kill me."
"Dad's never going to know," she assured him. "We're going to be each other's dirty little secret, baby."
She forced herself to sit up, then put her arms out to him.
"Come here, honey."
"No," he pushed back from her. "We can't, we...I..." his mouth worked but nothing came out and Robin felt her stomach clench as now that her lust had been sated she knew what was happening.
The drug was wearing off. But if that were the case, why wasn't she upset about what had happened?
"We just..." Zack not only looked upset, but downright fearful. "I had sex with you! You're my mom, and...." He pointed at the picture. "My father, I had sex with you and you're his wife and my...."
"Easy," she put her hand out to him and saw it was shaking. "Zack, I need you to calm down, okay?"
"Okay? This isn't okay! I don't even know why this happened!" He looked around wildly, then rolled off the bed so quickly, he slipped and landed on the floor.
He sprang up just as fast and backing away from her had his hands over his cock.
"Zack..."
"God, put something on, I can't see you like this!" he turned his head and awkwardly knelt down on the floor, grabbing his shirt.
"Yeah, okay," she picked up a pillow and hugged it to her, covering her breasts and between her legs as she kneeled on the bed.
Again, why was he ashamed and she wasn't?
Zak had risen and had put the shirt around his waist, covering himself.
"I feel weird," he continued to shake his head, trying to clear it. "Jesus, I feel like someone slipped me something."
"Someone did," she said softly.
"No, I only had bottled water at work. Mom, we just...and you don't even look like you care!"
"I..." Think! How the hell was she supposed to respond to him? "I did this."
"We did this," Zack ran his free hand through his hair. "Why?"
"Because you know your father is cheating on me, and you wanted to give me what you know I need." Would he even remember saying that? Was it really something he'd thought of and the serum had pulled it out of him? Put his subconscious thoughts in control of his conscious?
Pheromones literally creating a primal animal magnetism between them? That would explain the violent way they'd fucked. It was a testament to the years she'd spent in the trauma units that Robin's mind was diagnosing and functioning in the midst of a crisis.
The exact crises they'd warned Jo could happen.
"I thought he was, and you admitted it, but Mom, I never thought about this. I swear."
"Never? You never thought about me at all?"
He looked away and she took a breath, telling herself she was doing fine. Staying calm, cool, professional and treating Zack as what he was, someone who was in a level of shock.
"No,"
"Zack this is important, and we," she hesitated. "You know what we just did so would admitting you thought about it be that bad?"
"Why are we even talking?" He startled her by shouting, "This is so fucked up! I fucked my mother, and you!" he pointed to her. "You wanted it, you were into it!"
"So were you," And part of her still felt as if she were. Where was her remorse? "There's a reason, and I can tell you, but you just need to be honest with me, honey."
"Fine, you're right, what the fuck would it matter now?" he took a deep breath. "I found those movies on Dad's computer. I'd already seen the magazine before that in his desk drawer."
Note to self, trash the magazine and wipe the movies from Tom's computer.
"The magazine I...dropped right away, but when I found the movies a few months later I watched them, all of them and I don't know why."
"Its okay, keep talking, get it out."
"I didn't think about you being like that with me, but it was kind of a turn on you were in them and you were that hot. I...used to like when my friends would tell me how hot you were and bust my balls about wanting to fuck you. Sick I guess."
"No, most sons don't see their mothers like that." Jo was spot the fuck on, her son had seen her as a woman and although he wasn't into it, it planted a seed. "My fault for making poor choices and your idiot father's fault for having them"
"When we kissed that time, I..." he lowered his head. "Thought of it. Like I said when we were," he swallowed as if he were incapable of saying what they did. "I thought maybe you'd go further, I wanted you too, I..."
"Go ahead," she encouraged.
"I was hard the last kiss."
"Zack, when we kissed did I..." she thought of her own hazy thoughts before he'd come into the room. "Use my tongue?"
"Yeah, just real quick at the end and you kind of pulled back after you did. When you did it, I was hoping that meant you were thinking about it too."
"I wasn't," she said softly, then added. "Your father and I, we've done nothing in a long time and I...I liked the attention even though it was from you."
"Great, but what about this?" he gestured to her. "Mom, we," he put his hand to his head. "Oh my god, what we did. What the hell is wrong with me? I don't care if you said to go ahead, I shouldn't have been even thinking like that."
"Its my fault."
"Didn't you hear me?" He asked, his voice rising again. "No guy should want his mother that way! I know Dad's a dog, but I just had sex with his wife! He's going to..."
"Zack you were drugged."
"Huh?"
"I took something it's an experimental drug that makes my body exude an undetectable scent that causes desire in..."
"But I'm your son, not some guy!"
"The drug is specifically made to test if mother's can sexually attract their sons, and if it did, we could then cure genetic sexual attraction, but it..."
"What the hell are you talking about, that's crazy!"
"What we did was crazy, wasn't it? You said you felt funny and don't know how it happened and how you gave into some thoughts you had? It was from what I took."
"No, it can't be."
"I'm not wearing Coco Chanel, honey, you smelled it because that's what I wore when we kissed and what I wore in your fantasies."
"This..." his eyes narrowed. "Wait."
Robin remained silent, watching his face and eyes as he thought about it. He was a smart kid and she could tell by the eventual look of hurt on his face, he had put two and two together.
"You took something that you said would make me want you."
"Yes."
"You knew this could happen, and you did it anyway."
"Not really true, no one thought it would cause this, just a little reaction and..."
"Bullshit!" he snapped. "You knew there was a chance and you fucking took it anyway! Then you..." his eyes went wide. "When I came home and saw you in your underwear I was going to leave the room!"
Oh no, she hadn't even thought of that.
"You told me to come talk to you, said it was no big deal. You were trying to get me to look, to turn me on! You wanted to see if it would work!"
"You're right," she whispered, her control failing and her throat tightening with emotion. "But it was never supposed to be like this."
"You didn't know that for sure!"
"It wasn't supposed to affect me, just you." Her voice trembled. "Even if it worked on you I was going to be able to control it and nothing would happen. But it got to me too, and..."
"You're right," he cut her off. "I'm not sick, you are."
"Baby, please, I'd never hurt you, I swear."
"How can you say that?" The look of mixed anger and hurt on his face caused her eyes to well up.
Because he was right, she should have never taken the damn shot.
"Look what you did to me! To us! How the hell can we ever be okay again? You made me fuck you! I can't believe you'd do that!"
"I didn't make you, if you didn't have those thoughts..."
"My thoughts are in my own damn head and I didn't think like that all the time," Zack paused an odd look on his face, but he quickly shrugged off whatever it was and continued. "I would have never done anything! Your stupid experiment brought it out so don't you dare blame me!"
"You're right, this is all my fault, and I'm sorry."
"Are you?" he asked.
"Of course I am! You're my son, and I let you down," she wiped at the tears on her cheek. "We'll get over this, Zack, somehow, someway we will."
"I'm just supposed to forget this? Like you forgot to show up at one of my games or something? Supposed to just say, hey, it's okay, you made me think I wanted you and fuck you like some drunk slut from a party?"
"Please," Robin sobbed. "Your father doesn't love me anymore, you're all I have, Zack! Please don't hate me!"
"I don't hate you, but this? I can't believe you'd do this to me, then pretend that it was an accident."
"It wasn't supposed to..."
"Stop lying," Zack told her. He said it quietly but with a tone of such disgust she'd rather him be yelling at her. "You did it on purpose, know how I know that?"
She shook her head.
"Because you're not sorry it happened. When I woke up from whatever sick trance that drug put me in you were fine with what we did."
He nodded in agreement with himself and leveled a finger at her.
"You did this because you were the one thinking about it. You're staying with dad for your goddamn image and maybe for me too, and you're so lonely you got off on kissing me and now that I'm older decided to use me to get what you wanted."
"God no!" she exclaimed. "Zack I never thought of you like that before this!"
"Sure about that? See, what I think is you're right, that crap you took doesn't affect you at all. You took it, then got me in here to stare at you in your underwear with no bra on."
"That's true, but it was only to see if..."
"You slipped your own son some kind of perfume Rufie and date raped me."
"I did not rape you!' Robin said indignantly. "Let's not get dramatic, you loved every minute of it!"
"I had no choice, but you did. My head cleared and you were still sitting there talking about how we were going to fuck all night. Only thing wrong with your little mommy loving drug is it wore off too quick. Guess you got some bugs to work out."
"Zack..." she lowered her head and surrendered. There was nothing she could say.
"But you'll have to get someone else to test it out, because I'm going to look into moving in with a couple of friends who need a roommate."
"Please don't leave me," she whispered, but kept her head down. "I need you, Zack."
"Obviously," he laughed without humor. "Know what, Mom? You have everything. You're pretty, you're sexy, great job. You leave dad you could have any man you want. But instead of that you decide you want your own son to take his place right down to being in your bed."
He sighed.
"What's that expression? Physician heal thyself? You're a psychiatrist, but you're the one who needs help."
She raised her head to see him backing his way out of the room.
"I don't know how the hell I'm ever supposed to see you the same way," he told her.
"And I don't mean that in the way you want, like I'll see you as a good time, I mean how I can ever see you as a mother because what you did was flat out awful."
Robin tried, and failed to hold back a sob as he made his way out of the room.
"Good news for you is it's not like I could ever tell dad. You should have done what he's doing and go get laid, not try to turn your own kid into your damn boy toy. I'm going to my room." He grunted.
"And locking the door, and maybe I'll have to tie a bandana around my face next time I talk to you in case you decide to try to get me to fuck you again"
Zack backed out of her line of sight and Robin fell onto her back on the bed, but remained hugging the pillow. When she moved she became aware of her son's cum oozing from her cunt and sliding down her thigh.
She could still taste it in her mouth as well. Both ends full of her son's cum. Robin sobbed softly as she struggled with what had just happened. She shouldn't have admitted the shot, but if she hadn't, he would have kept blaming himself, and she couldn't let that happen.
Because you know, she was such a good mother.
She wiped at her eyes and thought about what he'd accused her of. That this had been in her mind more than his, and dammit, why had she not snapped out of it the way he had?
She knew the drug had affected her mind and libido and led to it happening. In her right mind she wouldn't have wanted this. But once it happened, he was naturally freaked out and she was basking in the afterglow of getting dicked down by her own son.
Because he was right, she'd enjoyed it, and especially at the end where the hardcore fucking had turned into a soft tender moment of holding him as both a woman and a mother.
Had she really let herself become so lonely and neglected she was willing to accept her son as her lover to make her feel good about herself? To treat her as badly or as sweetly as she needed in the moment?
To be the one man who wouldn't hurt her because she was his mother and in many ways controlled him. The perfect lover, a man who had been raised to obey her and love her, and now that love taken to the physical level.
"Goddamn you, Jo," she muttered in a choked whisper.
No, she'd taken the shot on her own, and she needed to accept that responsibility.
Robin sat up and looked for her phone which was on the bed last she saw it. She spotted it on the corner of the mattress and tossing the pillow aside crawled over to it. The movement caused more of Zack's cum to slide from inside her, and she tried to tell herself that even in the middle of this mess, she didn't like the feeling of it, or the idea of who it belonged to.
The shot, she couldn't sill be thinking rationally if she were turned on after what had just happened. Or was Zack completely right, and although she didn't intend for it to happen, she was fine with the fact it did?
She picked up the phone to call Jo, then Claire and Amanda. She had to warn them to stay the hell away from their kids tonight, and that they needed to meet tomorrow and discuss....
Robin's finger hovered over Jo's number. What if it was just her? Was she really going to tell them she'd had sex with her son only to find out nothing happened between them and their kids?
But to not call she was putting them at risk as well, wasn't she? Robin put her finger to her temple which had begun to ache in tune with the rest if her body. She slid back up the bed, and lifting the comforter, slipped under it.
She frowned when she caught the spicy aroma of sex, she'd have to wash the bedding before Tom came home. She was sure he still recognized what sex smelled like, just not with her.
Robin propped her head up on the pillow and rested the phone on her chest, staring at her contacts. God she was tired all of a sudden. Physically exhausted from hardcore sex and emotionally drained from the aftermath of that sex.
She blinked as Jo's name blurred in front of her. She felt drugged, her eyes suddenly having difficulty staying open. The drug; it had kicked her dopamine and endorphins into high gear, and her conversation with Zack had kept her adrenalin flowing, and now she was completely crashing.
Her head jerked and her eyes flew open. She was still holding the phone, and once again, put her finger over Jo's number. Or should she call Amanda or Claire first? Try to fish and see if anything...
Robin's eyes closed and as her head fell back onto the pillow the phone fell from her hand.
Chapter Four
Jo jumped when the alarm on her phone went off. She'd set in case she'd fallen asleep on the couch. She didn't want Alex to come home and slip into his room without talking to her.
After the long nap she'd taken in the bath, and the way her mind was racing about the encounter in the kitchen with her son, she would have thought there'd be no chance she'd fall back to sleep.
But even after she'd drained the tub and taken a quick cold shower to wake her up, she'd been groggy and had fallen asleep for another hour after she'd gone into her bedroom to change.
Confused and dismayed as she was, Jo had forgotten to bring her robe in with her. Knowing Alex wasn't home she'd wrapped a towel around herself to make the trip down the hall.
She supposed she could have simply walked out naked, but years of habit from living with her son had instilled in her the habit of always being covered. As she moved slowly down the hall feeling as if she had the worst hang over of her life, she was struck by the thought this was how it had all started.
The night she'd donned a towel to sneak into her room after forgetting her robe. Alex coming out of nowhere and bumping into her. The towel had come undone and fallen, giving her son a good look at her bare breasts.
According to what he said earlier he'd gotten a look at not just her tits, but the path of red hair between her thighs what was directly under it. Alex also alluded to the fact she didn't pull the towel back up as fast as she claimed she did.
Was that true? If it was it was out of surprise, and not that she wanted him to see her. No, she would have never wanted that. Yet a few hours ago she'd wanted him after a brief exchange during which Alex rolled his eyes at her comments and asked if she were okay, he all but attacked her, fucking her over the counter and over the kitchen table.
Fucked her twice, made her cum three times and left her ridden hard and put away wet. Gasping for breath, her body and pussy aching and cum all over her tits and back. Fucked her like she'd never been fucked before and not just the force he used, but the way he wanted her, she'd never seen let alone experienced such uncontrollable lust.
And she'd been just as bad, egging him on and loving every minute of it. By the time she reached her bedroom, her nipples were erect and she was frustratingly wet. She tossed the towel into the hamper, and posed in front of the mirror, cupping her large creamy white breasts, with her small pink nipples and admiring the way her long wet fell over her shoulders and breasts.
She'd imagined Alex coming home and catching her naked. He'd throw her back on the bed and eat her red haired cunt then fuck her. First on her back, then rolling her onto her hands and knees and take her doggy. This time she'd take him in her mouth when he was ready, suck down every drop of her son's load.
And that would just be the beginning.
As if she weren't in control of herself, Jo had fallen back on the bed, spread open her legs and buried two fingers in her cunt while using her other hand to rub her clit. She'd managed to stop as once again, her mind snapped back into reality.


As she'd been doing all night, she'd turned on the recorder on her phone, and documented the fact it was eight hours after the fact and she was still experiencing powerful sexual fantasies, and all of them about Alex.
At that point common sense told her avoidance was the key for the rest of the night. Call Alex to make sure he was on his way home from work, say she didn't feel well and was going to sleep.
Eliminate any chance of a replay of earlier. Not that Jo thought sex could happen again. She was now aware of what the formula was doing to her, and the affect it had on him, and would be able to resist it.
But there could still be a reaction on his part of desiring her again and that was the last thing they needed. But common sense came in second place to her need to continue to be a professional and continue the experiment.
She needed to know how long this would have an effect. By the time Alex came home it would be close to ten hours since the shot, and it should have either worn off or the effect much weaker.
Maybe he'd just think about fucking her, instead of doing it, she'd thought with a roll of her eyes. She knew she could be playing with fire, but as was proven again and again throughout time, people never learned anything if they never got burned.
But she'd also played it up earlier, flaunting herself, making sexually charged remarks and basically flirting with him which all led to helping trigger the reaction. With that in mind, Jo dressed as unsexy as possible.
An oversized white Boston College sweatshirt and a pair of loose fitting plaid pajama pants that someone would need google maps to find her ass in. She even donned socks and tied her hair into an old lady bun on top of her head.
After heating up some left over lasagna which she ate ravenously and ended up having another helping, she'd gone out into the living room and sat on the couch, trying to watch TV.
After a few minutes during which a scene of a man and woman kissing and beginning to undress one another had her flashing back to Alex and the way he tore her blouse open, she shut it off.
She then sat there with her phone thinking again about how she should warn the others. But what was she going to say? "Hey, you were right, Alex fucked my brains out in the kitchen. So, how did it go for you?"
Because what if she were the only one it affected like this? Robin had made a good point at the office, Jo's life was very much like her patients as well as meeting many of requirements of the taboo movies and stories.
Divorced, father not in the picture, rarely a date, no sex life and a son who in spite of his looks and being surrounded by pretty college girls spent Saturday nights with her eating take out and binge watching Netflix, then always going out for breakfast together on Sunday mornings.
It was as if Alex was a substitute boyfriend in some ways, and for his part he was doing his best to be the man in her life, always there for her, equally angry at his father, working to help pay bills even though she made a good income and keeping his lonely workaholic mother company. The only need he couldn't fulfill was sex, and he'd remedied that earlier.
God he'd fucked her so hard, and she'd been so wild for him, the two of them going at it like pornstars. No affection, no slow build up towards the act, just an explosion of pure lust.
At that thought, Jo brought her phone to her lips.
"Pheromones are far more powerful in animals. They don't have romance, they have primal needs to copulate and breed. The expression animal magnetism derives from this, and I upped my pheromone levels drastically."
She paused and rolled her eyes when she noticed just thinking about how Alex had taken her, had her nipples stiffening under the shapeless sweatshirt.
"Still experiencing signs of arousal at the mere thought of Alex. This remains the biggest problem with the formula, why is it affecting me so strongly? Its design is to attract a lover, not to be the one attracted.
"Have heard nothing from the other subjects, but unsure what that means. If it worked on them the way it did me they may be hesitant to admit the results," she sighed. "As am I. Or it could mean nothing happened and I'm the exception to the rule which would mean there could have been an undercurrent of unspoken attraction between myself and my son."
She looked up at the sound of car door shutting in the driveway.
"Alex is home, and I'll be updating shortly with whether or not the formula has lost its potency. I am confident that now forewarned of its effect I will be able to resist any impulses it inspires within me, and deflect any that could occur in my son."
Jo knew at some point she was going to have to confess to what she'd done because if she didn't Alex would feel guilty and responsible. Strange how her feelings didn't seem to be as conflicted as his.
"Another point," she spoke more softly as the implications of her words disturbed her. "I don't feel as upset as I should about our encounter. In fact, looking back it was only when Alex realized what we'd done and became upset that I did as well, but in reaction to him. My only regret is his feelings and not my own. What does this mean?"
Jesus, what did it mean?
She put the phone on the coffee table and when she heard Alex enter the house, and took a deep breath. It would fine, nothing would happen and they'd begin the process of trying to put this all behind them.
"Hey," Alex greeted her as he came into the living room.
"Hey, yourself," she replied with what she hoped was a smile that didn't give away her nerves. "How was work?"
"Busy," he ran his fingers through his dark hair, something he always did when he was upset or nervous. "Glad it was, helped keep my mind off of what happened."
"Are you okay, Alex?" she patted the couch next to her. "Come over and talk to me."
He shook his head.
"I'm kind of tired, mom, and I don't know if I want to talk about that."
"You want to sleep on it, and we'll talk tomorrow?" He was giving her an easy out, and one she knew she should take. On the other hand, the formula's effect hadn't kicked in right away earlier and she needed him to be around her longer to see if it was still lingering in her system enough to get to him or if they were in the clear.
"Yeah, but can I ask you something?"
"Anything, I'm here for you, Alex, you know that."
He nodded and this time it was his other hand that went through his hair, and he didn't speak right away. Jo decided not to press, and as she waited she couldn't help notice how well the purple Fed Ex shirt fit him.
Hugging his wide shoulders and broad chest, tight around his impressive biceps showing off his flat stomach. Her eyes dipped lower. He'd changed into the matching shorts while at work and they were just as snug.
Her focus was on the bulge between his legs. She knew that bulge wasn't just due to the tight shorts, but the fact her son had a big cock. A cock that had completely filled her mouth and stuffed her cunt.
His balls matched that perfect cock, big and full of cum that his mother had done her best to drain from him. Two huge hot loads, one that hit her from her face to her stomach, the other all over her back and ass.
Next time she'd have it inside her, both down her throat and deep inside her. Jo felt that damnable heat returning to her face and throughout her body. Her nipples had popped and clit tingling.
She shifted on the couch and had to hold back a soft moan when her thighs pressed together and she realized how wet she was. The reaction was unnaturally fast and unnervingly powerful.
"Did I hurt you?"
Alex's question, and the concern in his voice helped her cut through the sex fueled thoughts and she felt the spell break.
"You could never hurt me, honey."
"I was really rough before, and I was worried I hurt you."
Trust me, baby boy, it was a good pain.
She gritted her teeth against that thought, and remained able to say the right thing.
"It was fine," That was the right thing? She should have listened to reason and avoided him. "Nothing I couldn't handle." Smooth, Jo, real smooth.
"I still don't know why," he told her, looking as confused as he had before. "It came out of nowhere. We were just talking and all of a sudden I...I just wanted you."
"It wasn't your fault."
"Course it was, its not like you made me do it. God, I feel like such a fucking sicko. Who does that to their mother, who would even want to?"
His voice was cracking and her heart went out to him as she saw the pain on his face and in his eyes.
"I was there too, Alex. I could have stopped it, and I..."
"Could you? I came on strong and I am strong and I just tossed you around like a damn rag doll. I feel like I raped you."
"No!" she put her finger up to him. "Never think that."
"Hard not to."
"Alex, none of this is on you," she tapped the couch again. "Please come sit, I need to tell you something."
He eyed the couch warily telling her he was afraid to be close to her, and he was most likely right. But she was his mother and he needed to be comforted, and she needed to tell him the truth and she didn't want to do it while he stood on the other side of the room looking like a deer in headlights.
"I think we could both use a hug, don't you?" she shrugged and tried to joke. "Unless of course you're too old to hug your mom."
Her smile faded when the movement caused the sweatshirt to graze her nipples. It wasn't just the jolt of pleasure it gave her that caused her reaction, it was the fact she wasn't wearing a bra.
Or underwear.
She'd gotten dressed with the intention of showing him nothing but hadn't put anything on underneath. She always wore a bra and panties when Alex was home, it was a lifetime habit to put on a damn bra.
The damn drug was still affecting her and at a subconscious level she had been unable to detect. Alex shuffled forward and sat down next to her on the couch. Jo moved past the annoying revelation about her lack of proper dress, relying on the fact the clothes were so loose there was no way to notice, and put her arm around his shoulders.
"I'm not going to say it's going to be easy, but you and I are close, Alex."
"Too close," he mumbled, his body tense beneath her arm.
"We were close before that in the right way. We're in this together and we get out of it together, just like we have since your father left. Just me and you."
"Asshole didn't appreciate you," Alex declared, his brown eyes flashing with anger. "Any guy would be happy to have you, you're an amazing woman."
"Thank you, baby. Maybe that's how I have such an awesome son." She pulled him towards her, and he let her do it, now leaning against her.
"Not feeling awesome, feeling kind of shitty," he turned on the couch so he was facing her and when her arm slid from over his shoulders, he took her hand in his.
"Mom, why don't you care about what happened?"
"What?" The word was a reflexive response because she'd been asking herself the same thing.
"Tossing boxes on trucks isn't exactly rocket science and I had time to think, and you didn't act like you cared until I flipped out about it."
"I...I'm the parent and I needed to stay calm to keep you calm."
"Even now, I'm going on about how bad this is and you're not saying anything."
"I said we'd work it out," she said carefully. "I don't think I need to say what we did."
"Did you like it?"
Jo froze, was it affecting him again, or was this a real question? There was only one way to answer this.
"Alex, you know I love you, right?"
"Of course." He squeezed her hand for emphasis. "I love you too."
"Well, I'm going to need you to remember how much you love me, because what I'm about to tell you is going to piss you off."
"What do you mean?"
"What we did today was because of me."
"Yeah, it was," he nodded, but with a smile. "Because you're so goddamn sexy."
Oh, fuck, me, Joanne thought, and with an act of will avoided picturing him doing just that to her.
"No, because I...oh!' Alex had leaned forward and hugged her, his face going into her neck.
"I'm sorry, Mom." His words were followed by a sweet kiss on her neck that had caused a soft whimper to escape her, and her arms to go around him. "Hmm, still wearing strawberries and cream."
"Don't be sorry," her voice trembled as his last words removed any doubt he was under the sway of her enhanced emanations. Instead of hugging him, she pushed on his arms to get him to lean away from her, but it took way more effort to do the right thing than it should have.
"I am. I'm sorry I kept saying it was wrong," he told her, his eyes, now as glossy as they had been previously, fixed on hers. "I just said that because I figure I'm supposed to cause people think its wrong to have sex with their mother."
"It is, and you need to listen to what I tell you about why this happened."
"I get it, I acted like it was wrong and now you feel bad and acting like it is too, that's why I'm sorry. I was lying," he shocked her when he reached out and slid his hand over her breast through the sweatshirt. "I loved every minute of it, and so did you."
"You did and now I made you feel bad that you did too," he leaned towards her. "How about I show you how much I loved it?"
His lips parted and this time he put both hands on her breasts, squeezing them and making her moan. She angled her head, her own lips parting to accept his kiss. A kiss that would lead to so much more.
They'd end up naked on the couch, hands, lips and tongues exploring each other's bodies. Her son's cock once again sinking into his mother's forbidden flesh, making her feel like a woman in the way no other man ever had and....
Her eyes landed on her phone on the table. The phone she'd been using to document her experiment. Experiment, the shot, she was drugged and drugging her son, manipulating him at a base level to make her irresistible to him.
"Stop!" she exclaimed, pulling back from him.
"I get it," he smirked. "Going to keep pretending its wrong?" He laughed. "Tough to play hard to get when you were so easy in the kitchen." He pointed to her shirt.
"Nice touch dressing like that, but that's what turns me on about you. Always hiding that killer body and pretending to be some prude when you're such a wild fuck."
"No, don't talk like that!" She tried to rise from the couch, but he caught her arm and yanked her back down with an ease that caused her pussy to gush.
"Good acting," he told her. "This the game you want? You going to pretend you don't want me and I have to force myself on mommy? I'm down with that."
He grabbed her sweatshirt and when he began to tug it upwards, Jo's hand flashed out, slapping him in the face.
"I said stop!"
Alex put his hand to his cheek, a stunned look on his face.
"I'm sorry!" she blurted. "I didn't mean to do that!"
"I..." Alex's eyes cleared. "Made you do it," he whispered. "I was forcing myself on you."
"No you weren't, honey, its..."
"Stop acting like this is okay!" he sprang off the couch. "Your son just tried to make you have sex and you're telling me there's nothing wrong with me!"
"There is something, but its not you! You have listen to me!" Jo's voice raised with his. "I have to tell you why this is happening."
"Because I'm a fucking deviant and here you are letting me touch you and telling me I'm fine. God, why do you have to be such a good mother you'd let me do this to you because its what I want?"
"Because that's not true!" Jo shouted. "I'm a lousy mother because this happened, and its all my fault."
"Blaming yourself is what a good mom would do." Alex was backing away from her. "I have to...be alone. I can't talk to you anymore, I need a place to go."
"You're not leaving this house," Jo rose from the couch. "Not until I tell you the truth."
"I know the truth, I'm a lousy son."
"You never say that about yourself, you hear me?"
She came around the table in order to cut him off if he headed for the front door, but instead he was backing away towards the hallway.
"I can't talk anymore, for Christ's sake I can't even look at you right now," he pointed a shaky finger at her. "Because all of a sudden every time I do I want to fuck you."
He turned away and hurried down the hallway, slamming the door to his room behind him.
Chapter Five
Jo knocked softly on Alex's door, and frowned when there was no response. She'd stood in the living room unsure of what to do for close to five minutes before she'd snapped herself out of stunned immobility.
Her first reaction was to pick up her phone to report that the damn thing was working on both of them. It seemed she was able to resist it, even though it was a struggle and she'd been seconds away at one point from letting it happen.
Alex had come home with a clear mind and riddled with guilt and confusion over what happened. He'd remained that way until he was in close proximity of her. As upset as he was, the effect completely, and quickly overwhelmed, overwhelmed him and he was back to wanting her.
The slap stunned him out of it, but she wondered if he'd remained next to her if his clarity would have lasted or would the drug be able to overcome him once more. He'd also mentioned the damn strawberries again, which was seemed to be the only physical manifestation of the formula and a good warning sign.
She envisioned tomorrow morning; "Honey, what do I smell like? Strawberries? Okay, back let's get back in our rooms, we'll try again later."
But those new revelations about the experiment only ran through her head. Her son was upset, it was her fault, and research be damned, she needed to be his mother first. Alex was calling himself a shitty son and fact was he had a terrible mother who's ego couldn't stand being shot down by her friends and she'd taken the shot and done this to them.
She needed to tell him why this happened and do it now. Yes, she should let him be and give it until morning. Not only would they both be calmer, but maybe this thing would have run its course by then.
But all she could picture was him lying there angry and hating himself and she wasn't going to let him keep doing that. She knocked again, then put her ear to the door.
She couldn't hear anything, but there was no way he'd fallen asleep. Probably had his ear buds in, or maybe just ignoring her. Jo tried the knob and finding the door unlocked, slowly turned it.
She opened the door and was confronted with the sight of her son lying completely naked on his bed. The room was only lit from the small lamp on the desk near his bed, but it threw more than enough light to give her a clear view of what he was doing.
Stroking his cock.
Alex had an bud in his left ear, and his eyes were closed as he masturbated. His lips moved as he stroked and he was unaware of Jo's entering the room. She slowly approached the bed, her eyes fixed on his cock.
Damn, he was long. Even with the size of his hand there was more than enough hard flesh for his fist to slide along his shaft. Jo's eyes lingered on his swollen head which was an angry shade of purple.
Jo, now only two steps from the bed, could hear the sound of flesh on flesh as he furiously stroked himself. He was also close enough hear him talking himself through his mind's fantasy.
"Oh, Mom," he moaned. "Don't stop, keep sucking it," he released a long groan as his hips moved, thrusting his cock through his fist. "You look so good with my cock in your mouth.
Jo's eyes left his cock and roamed the length of her son's young, hard, muscular body. God, he was fine, and that cock! None of the young bitches he'd fucked deserved to have a dick that big and that fine, they didn't appreciate it.
But Jo, after so many years of boring sex, and now none at all, could. She'd appreciated it twice today, and was fully appreciating it now. She licked her lips and her hand strayed between her thighs, rubbing her clit through the unflattering pants.


Reaching out she deftly plucked the bud from his ear and when his eyes flew open exclaimed, "What the hell are you doing?"
"Mom!" Alex's hand left his cock and he reached for the sheet that he'd pushed over to the side of the bed.
Jo grabbed it first, yanking it out of his reach.
"How dare you," she hissed.
"I...I'm sorry, I just..."
"You know what a waste this is?" Jo leaned over and gripped his cock, making him groan. "You don't waste a big beautiful cock like this on your own hand."
"Oh," Alex moaned when she spit on the head of his cock and resumed stroking him, her hand working in the spit and now gliding more smoothly along his length.
"No jerking off in this house," she leaned further over the bed. "You're horny, you come to me and let mommy take care of it."
She took him into her mouth, bobbing her head in a slow steady rhythm.
"Damn." Alex's hand went to her head. "You are a good mom, aren't you?"
Jo straightened and smiled down at him.
"I can do a lot better."
She grabbed the bottom of the sweat shirt and stripped it off, revealing her large milky white breasts. Tossing it to the side, her right hand went to her head, deftly undoing her hair from the bun.
She gave her head a shake, sending her wild, curly red hair cascading down her back and over her shoulders. She smiled at the look of absolute lust on the face of her son as he stared at her breasts, she leaned over and went back to work.
Gripping his cock at its base with her right hand, she cupped his balls with her left while sucking him deep. Jo worked slowly, her mouth and tongue sliding along the full length of his shaft before making their way back up to where just his head was between her soft lips.
Alex's hand went to her back, sliding under her hair and caressing it. His other hand swept her hair away from her face, holding it to the top of her head to get a clear view of his mother blowing him.
Jo moaned, and sucked him faster, opening her mouth wide and making deliciously sloppy slurping sounds. She crawled up onto the bed, sliding her legs under her so she was kneeling next to his hips.
His hand slid down her back and under the pants, making its way over the curve of her ass. Jo moaned when his fingers dipped between her thighs and slid through the puffy pink lips of her cunt.
She reached back, grabbing the pants and pushing them down over her hips and ass while using just her mouth on his cock. Alex worked two fingers inside her, and when his thumb found her clit she whimpered around him.
Jo lifted her right leg, and pushed the pants past her knee, then did the same with the right, shoving them down to her lower legs. Still sucking her son, she got them off her feet, then peeled off her socks so she was as naked as he was.
Jo swung her right leg up and around, turning on her left knee until she was now straddling Alex with her ass in his face. He eagerly grabbed her hips as she slipped her lower legs beneath his arms and lowered her pussy onto his ready tongue.
She moaned as he slipped his tongue insider her, wiggling it around as his fingers gripped the cheeks of her ass and spread her open. Jo sucked him faster in her excitement, gagging on his dick as she pushed him repeatedly down her throat.
She released him, the pulled his cock back, running her tongue up and down his shaft. Alex groaned into her pussy as his tongue left her sloppy slit and swirled through the wet folds of her lips.
When he reached her clit her hips jerked, grinding her cunt in his face. Jo's tongue now danced over his balls, teasing and caressing them with her soft pink flesh. Alex worked his fingers inside her thighs spreading her lips and making it easier for his tongue to encircle clit.
Jo took his tip in her mouth and rested her head on his thigh, gently sucking on it as she rocked her hips into his flickering tongue. She gently rubbing his balls while stroking the lower portion of his cock.
She moved slowly, pleasuring him, but not trying to get him off. Her breathing picked up as his skilled tongue danced over her clit. And her hips moved faster and in tight circles.
She needed to cum so bad she was whimpering in frustration that he was taking his time, and gripping his legs pushed herself up, then leaned all the way back, gripping the headboard behind her.
Now straddling his head she worked her hips sliding back and forth on his tongue.
"Lick it," she moaned. "Eat your mother's cunt and make me come on your face!"
Her hips moved faster, squirming on her sons face. His arms came around, gliding up her stomach and gripping her breasts. Jo moaned when his fingers captured her nipples between them, squeezing them while she continued to ride his tongue.
She looked across the room to the small mirror he had on his closet door. There she was, butt ass naked, her son's hands on her tits and her grinding on his face like a wanton whore.
But this whore was his mother, and who better to be a whore for than your son?
Jo ground her cunt harder into his face and he responded by squeezing her nipples harder while now sucking her clit. She reached down and grabbing his cock, pumping it slowly and licking her lips in anticipation of it being where it belonged, inside her.
That was going to be any second now as her back arched against the headboard and her thighs trembled around Alex's shoulders. Still, when she came it was with a suddenness and force that caused her to throw her head back and howl like an animal.
Her hips went wild, writhing and squirming on her son's face as he struggled to continue to keep his tongue in contact with her clit. Her hands went over his, pressing them harder into her heaving tits.
The entire time she came, squealing and yelping, her eyes were on Alex's cock where it twitched between his thighs, wet from his mother's mouth. When the last tremors flowed through her quivering cunt, she fell forward, her hands on either side of him and slid down the bed.
She moaned as her wet flesh slid along his chest and stomach until her hands were now on his ankles and his cock pushing through her lips and she pumped her hips. Alex took the hint, grabbing his cock and easing it inside her.
Jo rocked back, sitting down on his lap and driving the full length of his cock inside her. She cried out in pure pleasure as this girth spread her tight wet heat around him. She rocked back and forth, riding him backwards and his hands went to her hips, pushing and pulling on them, helping her to fuck him.
She gave her head a toss, sending her hair over her shoulder, then turned her head to look back at him.
"And you were going to jerk off," she told him. "Isn't this better?"
"Reverse cowgirl," he groaned, then whistled. "Jesus, you're fucking hot, mom."
"Then you need to keep fucking your hot mom," she bucked faster and harder, slamming her ass back into his hips. "You need it, you come find it, baby. You never have to touch yourself with your mommy here to do it for you."
"Neither do you," he breathed, his fingers gouging into her hips. "Going to be better to you than my asshole father ever could be."
"You already have been, that's why you get mommy's holes, baby, you earned them by being so good to me." Jo pushed up and Alex moaned as she was now sitting up on him, pushing his cock even deeper.
Jo worked her hips, front to back, side to side and in tight circles, working her son inside her hot went cunt. His hands on her hips steadied her and she lifted her long hair up over her head and slowed her riding down.
Now rocking slowly and sensually, her hair up to show it off as well as the smooth creamy skin of her back, she'd never felt so sexy, so desired and so playful. Why was she worried about this, why had he been upset? This was incredible!
"How about the front view?" Alex laughed behind her. He was having fun too! They were both not just fucking, but laughing, loving, enjoying each other.
She obliged his request, sliding off him, and quickly turning herself around. He grinned at her, holding his cock up for her to ease down to, then sighing in pleasure as she teased him, slowly sinking down on his hard pole.
She moaned as she settled down on him then went back to work with her hips, giving her son the ultimate taboo lap dance. His hands went to her tits, fondling them and teasing her pink nipples.
Jo switched up to bouncing on his cock, yipping and yelping as she repeatedly impaled herself on him. She leaned forward, catching the headboard and giggled as she teased her tits over his face.
She dipped each one into his mouth, moving side to side and letting him give each equal attention. She yelped when his arms swooped around her and tugged her down to him.
His hands went up her back and she gasped when he moved his arms higher until she was pinned against him, her breasts crushed between them. Alex bent his knees, so he could brace his feet on the bed, then proceeded to work his hips, pounding his cock into her now helpless pussy.
"Yes, yes!" Jo yipped into his ear as she nuzzled her face into his neck. "Just like that, baby! Give mommy that big cock! Make me squeal for you."
He took her up on that challenge, squeezing her harder and driving his hips into her hard enough to make the bed rock and her eyes to roll back like cherry's in a slot machine.
She flicked her tongue in his ear, then nibbled on it, giggling like a giddy teenager in between the yips his big cock plundering her tight cunt inspired. Alex's moans went higher in pitch and his breathing more strained.
"You going to come for mommy?" Jo whispered. "Going to give me a nice big load?"
"Oh, yeah," he groaned. "Every load from now on will be yours."
"Hmm, I like that," she flicked her tongue across his ear. "Now stop and let me give you a treat."
Alex stopped thrusting and he moved his arms from around her. Jo quickly slid down the bed until she was kneeling between his legs, and took him into her mouth. She sucked him fast and hard, her eyes locked on his as she worked for her reward.
The reward for being a good mother who would never let his son masturbate when she was here to take care of him.
"Fuck," Alex groaned. "Keep sucking, please keep sucking." Whether he realized it or not, he was repeating what she'd heard him whispering while jerking off, she was literally making his fantasies come to life.
"Oh, mom," he moaned. "You look so good blowing me, I..."
His words turned into a series of gasps and moans as he erupted in her mouth. Jo sighed at the sensation of his hot salty cum sliding down her throat, and kept sucking while stroking his cock at the base, helping him to empty his balls into his mother's mouth.
He gave her several long squirts and she swallowed all of it while greedily sucking and slurping for more. When all a hard suck directly on his sensitive head could produce was a weak dribble, she eased him from her mouth.
She slid back up over him as he lay there breathing hard with a look of pure satisfaction on his face, and gave him a quick kiss with her sticky lips. She then rolled onto her side next to him.
'Better than whatever you were thinking of?" she teased her fingers over his muscular chest.
'I was thinking of you," he told her.
"Bad boy," she chided him even though she knew it was true.
"Bad mom," he told her with a tired smile. "Or maybe a good mom, the best mom."
"I do what I can, and you're pretty good yourself."
"Yeah," he yawned and blinked. "Man, I'm tired."
"Guess I did my job then," she reached over him, and grabbing the sheet pulled it over him. "You had a long day, baby, now get some sleep."
He nodded, his eyes already closing, but instantly snapping open.
"Mom?"
Her stomach clenched, was he going to snap out of it like before?
"What is it baby?"
"Will you stay here and sleep with me?" he gave her a shy smile. "I'd really like that."
"Of course I will." She pulled the sheet over her as well, but remained on her side., her fingers now running through his thick hair. "No more fighting it, you go to sleep. I'll be here in the morning."
"I hope so," he whispered, his eyes closing. "Want to wake up with you next to me."
"That's sweet," she kissed his cheek.
"Then fuck you again."
"That's not so sweet, but I like it," she laughed.
"I like you," he mumbled. "No, I love you."
"Love you too."
Alex didn't reply and his breathing became slower and heavier. Jo rolled over onto her back. She wasn't that tired despite the sex, but she'd also slept for hours before he'd come home. She closed her eyes anyway in hopes she could doze off.
And it was a sexy thought, him waking her up in a fun way, or her waking up first and sliding down and taking him in her mouth. Nothing said good morning like a blow job from your mother.
She smiled at the thought, then gave a mental sigh of relief. Thank god he hadn't come out of it all upset like last time. Her eyes opened. Wait, if she were thinking that, it meant she had as well. But snapped out of what, how the hell had she gone from coming in to talk to her mouth on his cock in seconds?
Out in the living room she'd begun to give in, but snapped out of it. In here she'd gone from concerned mother to porn mom in seconds. Was seeing his cock that much of a trigger?
Or was it the way he moaned for her while jerking off. That even after what happened in the living room he did still want her. But she'd been nowhere near him when he came into his room and had definitely been himself when he stormed away.
Jo frowned at the last part. How had he been influenced without her in the room? She glanced over at Alex who was sound asleep, and moving slowly, she dropped her leg to the floor, then lifting the sheets, carefully slipped out of the bed.
She slipped her pants back on, then her top, and after making sure he was still asleep, she left his room, closing the door quietly behind him. Jo went back into the living room, her mind racing.
They'd both been fine after she'd slapped him. Her trying to tell him the truth, him upset at himself. He'd been in his room and away from her so there was nothing that should have reawakened that desire in him.
Likewise for her, she'd been fine up until entering his room, and this time she didn't feel any change in her mind or body, she just instantly went into a lust mode. Not good, not good at all because it meant one of two things.
The drug could have some type of lasting effect as time went on, or worse, their encounter had broken the societal barriers people were raised with instilled a desire for her in him.
And for him in her?
"No," she whispered sitting on the couch and picking up her phone. "Has to be the former."
Maybe the more times one was exposed to it, the longer the effect. The encounter was interrupted by her jolting them out of the stupor, but once they relaxed it came back.
Did it require sexual consummation to truly break the hold? The primal urge pheromones existed to create sated, its job done, it faded away until the next time? She picked up her phone, ready to enter her latest findings and theories, none of which were promising.
She saw she missed a call from Robin fifteen minutes ago. Calling her at eleven wasn't a good sign, and with her heart beating faster, Jo listened to the message.
"Jo," Robin sounded exhausted and upset and her stomach tightened. "Its me, when you get this message you need to call me. No matter how late, please call."
Jo took several breaths as she lowered the phone. There was only one reason Robin would have called sounding like that. If reason was something happened between her and Zack it would make her feel less sick for sleeping with Alex.
But it also meant anything that happened between her friend and her son was on her. Jo tapped Robin's number and brought the phone to her ear.
"Jo!" She answered before the first ring even finished. "Oh my god, we need to talk."
"You sound awful, are you okay?"
"No, and I...Please don't judge me for what I'm going to say, because if it didn't happen to you, then you won't understand. Okay?"
"Okay," Jo replied numbly.
"Promise me, please! I can't handle any more shit right now."
"You have my word."
"That goddamn incest juice you cooked up worked and by that I mean it worked." Robin sobbed into the phone and Jo felt her own eyes well up. Jesus Christ she'd potentially ruined her friend's life. "Tom had to stay in Boston tonight and so when Zack came home we were alone and..."
"It happened to me too," she blurted out. "I was afraid to call because all I could think of was what if it was just me?"
"Same here, I was going to call after it happened, then I thought about it and while I did, I fell asleep and I slept for hours and still woke up feeling hung over."
"Me too, and I," it was her turn to choke up. "It happened with Alex right after I got home, then he stormed off to work, came back and Oh, god, Robin, it happened again just a little while ago."
"Jesus," Robin sounded as if she were trying to get a grip on herself. "Well, you might be the lucky one because after I told Zack why it happened, he'd threatening to move out because I did this and I'm sick, and an awful mother, and he's right!"
"No, we never thought it would be this way."
"But we warned you, then we did it anyway out of loyalty," Robin said in a resigned tone. "It's on all of us."
"No, I created this mess, literally, but right now we have to figure it out, and I mean how the hell long this thing works and what do with what happened. You want to come over? Get away from Zack for a while?"
"I don't know, I'm afraid if he hears me leave, he'd pack up and go, and how the hell do I explain this to his father?"
"I don't think Zack would tell."
"No, but he's going to know something happened that drove him away. Just like those sons who had to leave their mothers in your case studies. Dammit Jo, why did you have to pick this to work on?"
"I wanted to help," she swallowed hard. "The path to hell is paved with good intentions."
"I guess the blame game isn't getting anyone anywhere." She could hear Robin take a long breath. 'Have you heard from Amanda or Claire?"
"No, and I didn't reach out to them same reason I didn't to you. I think we should now."
"I've tried both of them, no reply to text and no answer. I'm worried, Jo."
"I wouldn't worry much about Amanda, I can't see this working on her daughter. The pheromones shouldn't work on the same sex. Plus Andrei is there."
"He's at a real estate conference in Florida this weekend." Robin corrected her.
"Oh, right, but still I doubt anything will happen. Amanda is Bi, her desires go both ways and that might hinder any desire this could inspire."
"I don't think we should assume anything at this point," Robin sighed. "But we definitely need to get ahold of Claire, maybe even take a ride over if I have to."
"Maybe."
"No maybe, I'm really worried about her."
"I can hear that, but..."
"Jo," Robin cut her off. "Claire has two sons."
Author's Note: Next up its Amanda's turn to deal with the effects of the serum and if her friends think her passion for young women is "Sweet Mandy's' only secret, they, and you, have another thing coming. As always, thank you for reading. LC68


            